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I knew she had a secret, the moment I first saw her. She walked through the crowd as I leaned on the light pole, waiting for the 'walk' light to appear and then she turned, mid-stride and looked over her shoulder and I saw it. Her past. Like a specter in her eyes, behind her, pursuing her.
I stepped off the curb despite the traffic and the "Don't Walk" light and cars braked to keep from hitting me. I crossed the street and followed her. I had just left my attorney's office and signed the end of my present life. Everything I had known was now gone. I gave away my life to be rid of it. The divorce papers I had just signed were not merely to be rid of the woman I had married six years before, but to be rid of the life I had lived for those six years.
I had leaned on that light pole as people passed for several minutes, several lights, several stops and several goes of traffic, waiting. I was waiting for direction, for inspiration for something to tell me what direction to go, not on the street, but in life. Then she caught the eye of my soul. I saw her honey blond hair, shoulder length and the open brilliant blue wool coat over the shimmering silver blouse. Then she had looked, over her left shoulder as she passed before me and I saw the secret; not what it was, nothing like that, but merely that she had one. And I went after her.
For eight, ten, twelve blocks I followed her and she continually looked over her shoulder but never seemed to notice I was following her. Finally she dodged into an eatery, nearly filled with people and I dug the hundred out of my pocket as I entered behind her. She was speaking to the maitre 'd and I lay a hand on her shoulder and leaned past her, the hundred in my hand, rolled and sticking up like a pen.
"I have reservations I am sure for the lady and I." I said. The man looked up at me, nodded.
"Of course, Mr. . . .?"
"Belnieous. Mac Belnieous." I wanted her to know my name.
"Follow me." The man said, the hundred blinked out of sight.
I took the lady's arm and pulled her with me. She did not resist but came along, allowing me to steer her to the table, seat her with her back to the door and I sat on the bench seat facing her.
She did not speak but thanked the waiter. We ordered appetizers and then entrees. I frankly do not recall what it was. We had salad and a glass of white wine each. She allowed me to order for us both. I waited. She waited. I did not look at her, not directly but watched the door, watching for someone scanning faces, looking for her. I waited for her to look over her shoulder but she did not. She ate in silence. The silence comforted me. My emptiness matched it. Her secret echoed it. We shared it and the sharing felt intimate, luscious and a little dangerous. The silence lasted and the fact neither of us spoke did not seem to concern her and it did not concern me. I was empty and had nothing to say. For perhaps the first time in my adult life I had no words, nothing of interest, nothing pressing, nothing to say, nothing. Silence, but not peace.
The waiter brought the check and I paid, again with cash. This time she looked me in the eyes, the first time our gazes had actually met. I rose and she rose. I touched her elbow, took hold of it. Her skin was cool and my fingers tingled where we touched. Together we walked to the door and out into the street. Still no words.
That was when the burning started, the first awareness in me, the lust and the desire to have her immediately and quickly for my pleasure and independent of hers. I saw the marquee of a hotel and steered her towards it. She moved easily, almost as though she were leading me. I opened the door for her and placed a hand on her back, sliding slowly down to her ass as she passed. She did not respond. At the desk, I waited for the clerk to acknowledge us. I released her elbow but she did not move. She did not look at me. She waited, outwardly calm save for the trembling of her hand on the counter. She covered it with the other hand.
The clerk arrived and I held up a single finger and laid the hundred dollar bill on the counter. The man looked at it and I lay down another. He laid a key on the desk and I glanced at the number. 819. He directed us to the lift and when it arrived we mounted it. The door closed but I did not touch the button.
After a moment, she extended her right hand and with her index finger pressed '8' on the display. The elevator moved. Such a small gesture of assent and I shuddered with anticipation. Still silence. I breathed and for the first time caught the faint smell of her perfume mixed with something contrasting, and I wondered. Then I knew, her arousal, I imagined I could smell her and I responded.
The elevator door opened and we walked together down the corridor towards the room, not touching. I opened the door and stepped back. She slipped past me, pressing the point of her hip against me as she passed. She must have felt my desire fully aroused by her aroma, her presence and the sign of acquiescence her finger meeting '8' had signaled.
The door closed behind us and I lifted the blue coat back off her shoulders. I dropped it on the floor. She did not move but I noted a slight tremor in her shoulders. Her dress, a simple thing with lace trim, silver with some scarlet accents, buttoned up the back. I began to undo the buttons, one at a time. My hands trembled. She felt it and when the dress was loose to the middle of her back, she turned beneath my hands and let it fall forward, revealing her breasts. She wore no bra. Her arms dropped to her side and the dress fell away from her. She stood still, then, trembling as though from the cold for the room was indeed chilly. Her skin puckered and her nipples bunched. I longed to touch them and I did, lightly with a finger, tracing lightly around the nipple. She closed her eyes and then opened them and looked at me.
Her eyes were blue, crystal blue and brilliant but they had no sparkle, but they blazed.
"Kiss me." She whispered, drawing out the esses of 'kiss' like a hiss but in her voice it sound like a prayer.
I leaned forward slightly and extended my mouth to her and brushed my lips against hers. She stood before me in nothing but her thong. I kissed her lightly. She did not move, did not hesitate to return the kiss but neither of us opened our mouths, as though the old world did not exist. We were transported, chaste but eager to surrender it for what came next. I kissed her again and then bent her backwards and put my lips to a breast. She sighed as my hot breath enveloped the nipple and I sucked the delicate thing into my mouth. I released it, then her.
"On the bed," I said.
She turned from me and walked into the room. She stripped down the thong and turned to show me her nudity. I regarded her in the dim light. The chill touched her and she folded her arms across her breasts. She had a secret but I knew that.
"It is cold in here."
I slipped my own coat onto the floor, letting it flow off of me like a cape. She watched. I took off my tie. I had dressed to sign the divorce papers in the suit I wore to my father's funeral. I unbuttoned the white shirt and dropped it to the floor.
"Wife beater." She said, eying my undershirt of that same name.
"She deserved it." I responded and pulled the tank top undershirt over my head, mussing my black hair. I smoothed it with my hand and she smiled, a full, pleasurable smile. Her teeth were perfect.
"Take me." She said. "I want you in me."
I unbuckled my pants and let them fall, showing my own plaid, green boxers covering my erection. I walked towards her and stopped within reach. She knelt, put her hands to my waist and drew my boxers down to my ankles, put a hand on my cock and touched the end with her lips. Her mouth opened and she sank her mouth completely over me, thrusting me deep into her throat. I shuddered, put a hand lightly on the back of her head, touching her but seeking no control over her motions. She bobbed her head a time or two and I was erupting, bubbling forth into her throat and mouth. She sucked at me, drinking and swallowing, all the while moaning and cooing as though about to break out into song. When I finished, she got to her feet and went to kiss me, a pearl of my own liquid at the corner of her lips.
I drew back. She hesitated, then wiped her mouth with the back of her hand like a slattern after draining a tankard of ail. "Not kissing me now?" She said. "I'll wash." She moved past me to the bathroom. I did not move. I heard the water come on. She drank, gargled and spat. And again. The water turned off, then silence, then she gargled and spat again. And again. I felt guilty.
I felt her behind me. Her hand slithered past my hips, across my belly bulge and up to my chest which she cupped. "I found mouth wash. Kiss me now?"
"I will fuck you now." I said softly.
Her hand descended to my cock and she found me erect again.
"I think you will, yes." She said.
She released me and crawled onto the bed, crouching on her knees for a moment before she looked back at me. "How?" She asked. Her eyes were slits but her lips open, quivering.
I did not answer but put my knee on the bed beside her and pushed her flat then rolled her to her back. She opened her legs. I moved between them and ran a hand up and down each leg. She watched me. I put a finger to her sex and waited for her eyes to close. Feeling her until her eyes reacted, not closing but widening.
"I want you in me." She said, this time in what I took to be a nearly normal voice. Not a demand or a command or a plea but a flat, inflectionless statement.
My hands moved to her knees, on the outside of her legs. I lifted them to my shoulders and move forwards. Her hands found my cock and as I leaned into her, planted it like a flag at the entrance to her cunt. I felt her hunch up at me and I was inside her. I pressed forward and encountered the resistance of her sphincter. Her eyes closed.
"Fuck me." She said softly.
I pressed harder and harder till she relaxed and I rammed home, deep into her body. The pleasure of it blinded me and I closed my eyes. I took hold of her shoulders around her legs, putting her ankles next to my jaw and I fucked her, gently at first and then harder and more insistently. She shuddered and her head turned to one side, to my left. I was watching her now, through the haze of my pleasure at actually being in her body, at actually having her on her back before me with her legs spread around me. I stopped moving and her eyes opened.
She did not speak. I let her legs fall to the bed. I lay down on her, putting my lips close to her ear. "I know your secret." I said, not moving. "You are mine now."
"Yes." She immediately responded. "I am yours now."
"When I am finished with you." I said.
"I will be yours then." She finished for me.
I pressed into her again and moved over her. She turned her head and I took her face in my hands, balancing on my elbows and tilted her head and kissed her hard, pressing my tongue deep into her mouth till I thought she would gag but she continued to suck at me. Her lips worked with mine and we seemed to be speaking language to each other which had not syllables or sound.
Her hands found my shoulders and they pulled at me, moving lower to tug a time or two at my lower back before resting on my buttocks. They pulled at my ass while thrusting up at me, hunching her hips at me as if to swallow me twice. I continued to thrust into her and she accepted me, her legs splayed wide, unresisting, open, inviting. I felt and smelled her wetness.
I picked up speed and rose above her on my arms. She lifted her head and looked down her body to where we were joined. Then she flipped her head back to the bed and arched her body up at me and whimpered, biting her lower lip. She shook and shimmied. Her legs wrapped around me and she pulled my face to hers with her hands and we kissed. I quit moving my hips and slowly sank into her till my full weight rested on her pubic bone and my elbows. She tightened her legs around me, pressing me deeper into her body with her heels.
"God but I love your cock in me." She said in a gasping voice. "Fuck me." Her breathless voice galvanized me.
We increased rhythm and continued to chase the wind till finally she stiffened under me and winced, cried out some inchoate chant of pleasure which ended with 'oh yes!" but with many syllables. I continued to thrust into her even after she went still. After a few moments she turned her lulled head back to me and opened her eyes. What I saw there started my own orgasm and I missed whatever happened next. I lost all strength in my arms and collapsed beside her. She pressed her cheek against mine and we lay there for a few moments, till I caught my breath.
I struggled to regain control of my weight but she pulled me tight against her, full against her sweating body. "Fuck me again." She said. I did. I lost nothing but became numb and pounded into her till she came again. I rolled over onto my back, still hard but wilting. We lay there, side by side for a while, letting the sweat dry in the chill of the room.
Silence.
I think I must have dozed because the next thing I knew she was standing beside the bed, a towel wrapped around her body, hair wet.
"You were asleep. You snore." She said, looking down at me.
I wondered where I was and if I remember correctly and what I should take seriously what vows we had exchanged in the throes of such passion. To test this brave new world I put out a hand and took hold of a corner of the towel and tugged at it just a bit, not enough to dislodge it but enough to loosen it. She did not move but kept her eyes on mine. Slowly, she lifted her hands from her sides and, extending her left, slipped a ring onto her finger. She watched with her calm eyes, a half smile on her lips. Water beaded on the skin above the towel wrapped around her breasts.
I pulled the towel completely loose then, revealing her brown body, not tanned but a soft brown which blended with her honey hair which, wet, appeared dark, laying lank on her spare shoulders. I wanted to speak but had no words. Nothing had made sense to me for years. I had been speaking words as though from a bad script written by someone beyond my body who had access to my vocal chords, but had no access to my heart. My heart was still silent.
For the first time I studied her body and she stood still and let me, the huge diamond glinting in the half light of the afternoon room. I turned on my side, braced my head with one hand and ran the other up her leg to her waist. Then up to her breast. I tweaked a nipple. She did not respond but stood still as I touched her. I ran a hand down to her crotch and teased a finger through the hair there, a silky blond, exactly the color of the hair on her head. I found her clit and touched her and she did react then, closing her eyes for a moment then opening them again but slitted, narrowed. I thrust a finger deeper into her wetness, curling it inside of her and she trembled a bit then. I moved it around and then pulled it out, wiping it on the bed cover.
"Take me in your mouth." I said, rolling onto my back.
She got on her knees beside the bed, leaned over me and then with both hands directed my cock to her lips. She sucked at me softly for a minute or two then began to bob her head over me, taking me ever deeper into her mouth. My cock responded and soon I was utterly erect. She took me completely into her mouth and held me there for a moment and then lifted her head and stood. She put one knee onto the bed and swung the other over me and positioned herself astride me.
"I want to ride you." She said. "I want to fuck you, this time."
She took my cock in one hand and then carefully lowered her body on to me. Slowly and carefully, she sank down till we were mated together like a bolt and a washer. She began to move. Leaning forward, she put a hand on each shoulder and began to rock, moving her clit against my pubic bone, over and over again. Her head wagged back and forth, eyes closed, using a steady tempo.
Then she stopped. She sat back, pressing my cock more deeply into her body. She peered down at me, opening her eyes. "You were not sure if I would still be yours, were you?" She asked.
"Are you?" I responded.
She stared at me for a moment. "If you want me, I am yours. I will do anything you tell me to do. You can fuck me any way you like, any time you like, any place you like. You can give me to your friends. Share me with your sister. Sell me to your boss. I do not care. I am yours. Fuck me when you wish. But I am completely and utterly yours. Until you say otherwise. Do you understand?"
I shook my head. "I understand nothing."
Then I pulled her down and kissed her hard, struggled for a moment to turn further and put her on her back and then I fucked her till all signs of the shower were gone. Even her hair had dried and was laying about her head as I came into her body. I collapsed and she shuddered.
"Fuck me again." She said.
"No." I muttered. "Can't."
She sighed and I dozed. When I woke she was gone. I had not asked her name. Her secrets were safe with me.
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INTRODUCTION: This a fantasy, how we wish things were. It is not about real sex or sexual relationships, so it is not intended to encompass consequences of carefree sex. This is fantasy about what the world would be like if it was without consequences and without dangers. Enjoy it. The first chapter is all setup but things develop in Chapter 2. I hope you enjoy it
-Contrasting
*
We were five regular guys who did not specialize in introspection or self-examination till one day we were sitting around after classes were over for the week just being bored. Going to the local community college and living at home meant several things. We had to get good grades, none of us worked regularly and our parents paid for everything which meant we were broke all the time and had no fun. None of us were getting laid or getting close and we all blamed the fact that we were living with the 'rents. We had addressed the several professors who we deemed 'fuckable' when I may have crossed the line.
"My mom is hot enough to fuck." I said into the silence that followed the last comment about Ms. Arkum's beautiful ass.
Another silence followed. I expected someone to chime in volunteering to fuck her for me. What followed surprised me.
"My mom is definitely hot enough to fuck." Brent said.
"My mom is absolutely hot enough to fuck." Sammy chimed in.
"My mom is certainly hot enough to fuck." Chris said.
"My mom is hot enough to fuck." Landon said softly. "And I am sure she is fucking around on the old man."
This silence was long and thoughtful, not something me and my buddies were particularly skilled at or accustomed to experiencing. It felt weird, strange to just be sitting there thinking about our five mothers and how fuckable they each were. That was when it struck me, so obvious I was nearly breathless that none of us had noticed it before.
"We all have MILF's for mothers." I said.
"We should fuck them." Landon said, like he was not talking about his own mom.
Now this conversation had been preceded by a fairly in depth bitch session about our parents, particularly our mothers. Landon was the leader, that is to say, the guy who always came up with the ideas the rest of us would agree to. The rest of us always argued and felt competitive but Landon was the richest of us, the best looking, the most popular and had the highest expectations of life. So certain of life's willingness to give him something wonderful, he was not in any hurry to get involved with that process. It was a sure thing for him, so why rush it? His favorite saying was that you don't own stuff, your stuff owns you. He was right. Get a car, you had to take care of it or it tipped people off you were a lazy slob or inept or just worthless. Anything you owned took away your time. We had long discussed the advisability of having girlfriends and how they demanded time, attention and money. Landon had had the most experience but the rest of us had all found ourselves sitting with this group of guys bemoaning the hassle of enlisting pussy and how we put our dick in and ended up with no balls. For a while it always seemed like a fair trade. But eventually and with all of us, it got boring and painful and we'd break it off. A couple girls had fucked us all and then danced away looking for another hobby. It all left us both horny and cynical. But Landon's suggestion was met with silence and we all sat still thinking about one or the other of our collective moms and how we would like to fuck her.
My favorite was Sammy's. Sammy was a black guy, or African-American if you want to be politically correct, if that is still correct. I cannot keep up and Sammy did not care. We were friends. But his mother was black and beautiful. She was maybe forty with great big breasts which she liked to display but with a narrow waist which made both breasts and her perfect ass look huge. I am certain that when we were congregating at her house and she knew were coming, to play poker or watch football or the NCAA tournament or something, she would pick out something stunning to see who got wood when she walked in the room and had to pull a pillow or a coat over their lap. I certainly had. She had big lips and a great smile and always seemed happy to see us when we showed up to clean out the fridge. Come to think of it, all our mother's seemed happy to see us.
"I am serious. My mom is getting laid by some pool boy. She can be had."
"Landon, sounds like you are pissed off at her." Brent said, the smartest of us all.
Landon snorted, a real snort, like a pig makes. "I am so pissed off at her. She has railed at the old man for boffing this bitch or that bitch and I always sided with her, got pissed at him without even knowing if he was fucking his personal assistant or the receptionist or the cunt du jour at his office that Mom decided to dislike. Then I find her with her legs in the air giving it up for some dude that came by to clean the pool!"
"Really? You saw your mom getting fucked?" Chris asked. Chris was blond and the girls thought he was cute but he was shy, tending to be passive and easily manipulated. Landon had fucked several girls just to bring them down a notch after they fucked up Chris' head. He would fall in love and the chick would be laughing it up behind his back while she was blowing the basketball team or something and getting expensive gifts and nice dinners from Chris. Landon hated that. Landon was a straight shooter even though he knew all the angles. He had a strong sense of what should and should not be done. Apparently fucking one's mother had changed sides of the list for him recently.
Landon glared at Chris but for once Chris had not backed down. Finally, Landon nodded. "She fucked a Hispanic guy cut like a body builder. She screamed like a banshee that she was coming while he pounded her on the kitchen table."
"I bet that changes what you think about when you eat lunch." Sammy said, chortling. Landon glared at him but with a little smile.
"I watched my mom fuck someone, one time." Chris said. He looked around, sort of waiting for someone else speak. I was amazed no one pressed for details but we were in delicate territory and I guess we all knew it. "She fucked my uncle." Chris said and looked at his lap. Then he looked up at Landon. "Did you get wood while she was fucking?" Chris asked. Then he said as an afterthought, maybe to let Landon know he was not waiting to pounce, point and laugh. "I did. Shit I came all over myself."
I could see why. Chris's mom was hot but we have established that they all were. But now we had crossed the Rubicon of discussing if they put out which ignored the no man's land where we imagined these women we all knew and loved naked or dressed in our favorite fantasy outfits. We skipped all that and went right to dreaming of them on their backs and calling for more cock. Mrs. Wills was a shiny thing with great tits. Come to think of it all five moms had great tits. I filed that away. I liked no, loved tits.
"Yeah. I came, like a million dollar stallion." Landon said. He looked around. "Anyone else seen their mom fucking someone?"
"Wait." I said. "Chris, you said your uncle? Which uncle? Does your dad have a brother?"
For a long time Chris did not even look up. I chewed my toes for a while, waiting and wishing I had kept quiet for once in my life but that has never been my thing. My foot was firmly and deeply stuck in my big mouth. When we needed someone to go talk to someone we did not want to talk to, regardless of the reason, I always went. They sent me, pushing me to go meet the new hot girl and get shot down in front of everyone or to get her phone number. I usually got shot down. Or go speak to the new teacher or professor with the fine ass with some made up inquiry just to get her to turn around to talk to me so they could examine the dimensions and specific degree of fineness her ass had. Or to talk to the police and assure them none of us owned or had access to a car and it was not beer we were pouring into the bushes at the park. I always had my mouth open and the girls knew that. They liked to silence me so whenever I got their panties off, they were always trying to sit on my face to shut me up. I had to learn to eat pussy or I would have suffocated.
"My dad is an only child." Chris said finally.
"Holy fuck! You mean your mother fucked her brother?"
"Brothers. I caught her fucking both of them, not at once, not just once. It is sort of a thing." Chris said.
"Does she know? Did she catch you catching her?" Brent said intensely.
Chris nodded. He half smiled. "I have pictures."
Brent snapped his fingers. "That's two."
"What do you mean, 'two'?" Landon asked.
"Two of our mothers we can certainly fuck."
"What do you mean 'we', Brent?" Landon asked .
"Hey, you suggested it. I am just thinking about how we do this. Unless we fuck them all, we cannot fuck any of them. Are you going to happy knowing I fucked your mom? Only if you fuck mine! We make a list of moms that will fuck and then we fuck 'em. But first, we have to know that each of our mother's will fuck. Then we can start working out how to fuck them. But it is all or nothing. Everyone pitches in or we stick to high school juniors who don't know anything about cock."
"My mom has a toy box." I said. "I have heard her playing a time or two." I shrugged. "And, yes, I came just listening." I blushed but no one pointed and laughed. If one of us had done that the subject would have become closed. Apparently no one wanted to close the subject. "I have several pictures of her in the shower. Naked. And one of her sitting at her dresser with no bra. You can see her tits clearly in the mirror." I looked around, having said more than was needed again, as usual. "She has great tits." I added.
"She does have great tits." Landon agreed. That made me feel better, that I was not the only one to notice.
"Mom kissed my sixth grade teacher." Sammy injected into the conversation.
"Mr. Simpson?" I asked.
Sammy nodded. "Remember when we ordered all those pizzas to his house after he got me grounded for nothing."
"You were whacking off in class, Sammy." Brent said. "Hardly nothing."
"I couldn't help it. Sharon Klawsky wasn't wearing a bra and I could see her nipples."
"You sat behind her." I said but the point was lost. He had been standing up in class looking down her blouse and had started rubbing his cock. Everyone got upset but Sammy spent all that time in detention telling everyone about the real live tits he has seen. Sharon developed very early and well.
"He came to see my parents after I got caught and they discussed me in detail. Dad was gone. Mom sent me to the store but I forgot money and came back though the alley to the garden door. There they were, sitting on the couch. Her shirt was up over her tits and he was kissing her. His hand was under the bra and he was kissing her. She was lying back on the couch with a hand under her skirt, between her legs. And he was kissing her. I got mad and ran around to the front and slammed the door. I was so mad, but not that she was kissing some guy or my teacher but because I was getting grounded. I told her I saw what she was doing and after she got Mr. Simpson out of the house, we agreed I was not grounded, she would not tell dad I was polishing my knob in class and I would not tell about she and Mr. Simpson playing tonsil hockey and stinky pinky. I doubt my father would have understood." He snickered. "Another time, last summer, I caught her tipping the plumber. He fucked her from behind over the couch. Anytime I hear that some strange guy is going to be in the house with her alone, I try to spy on her and see if she puts out. She has. Several times. I think she likes 'strange'."
I was so glad to hear that. I was feeling pretty strange myself, at the moment.
"That is three we know put out." Brent said. "Think about it. If we can fuck our moms, sex will never be a problem. If we share, we get lots of variety and they get the strange they like without much danger that the thing will get out of control. No one of us is going to ask them to leave their husbands. And our moms are all fucking hot! And if we bring a girl home and fuck her, what will they say? What can they say? They are fucking us too but they can't really get jealous, can they? It's perfect!"
"What if our dad's find out?" Sammy asked.
Brent shrugged. "I don't know about your dad, but I think mine would be happy to have something to toss back at her. Mom loves to be right and she always makes sure he says it is his fault but he never keeps it in his pants like he promises. The biggest fight was when he fucked her younger sister. I thought it was over then."
"So your mom fucks around too?" I asked.
Brent nodded. "I haven't seen her but they have fought about it enough, loudly enough that I have most of the stories in some detail. Neither one of them can play by the rules so they seem to have come to some accommodation. I know she fucked one of my Dad's business partners, god was he pissed! They fought all night and I found them both naked in the living room, snoring, sleeping it off. My parents are fucked up but I guess it works for them. I think they love each other, even like each other and do not want to move on but they both stray from the marriage bed. So, yes, that makes four."
"Four? Isn't that five?" I asked.
Brent looked at me. "Sonny, dirty pictures of your mom and a toy box does not equal a sure willingness to fuck us."
"Oh. I caught two of my sisters both fucking. Does that count?"
"NO!" Everyone said at once. But there was something in everyone's eyes that made me think I had opened a can of worms. But that was for later. Better to leave well enough alone, I thought.
Everyone was looking at me. "What?" I said. "Why is everyone looking at me?"
"You are the problem. If we move on our moms and yours causes a problem, it could be a huge problem." Landon spoke quietly.
"Hey, are we really talking about fucking each other's moms?" I asked.
They all nodded. For the first time I thought of my mom, fucking, naked and fucking. I wondered what she looked like with her legs open, her feet high, her knees at her ears. I had seen Georgia and Dalia both with their legs in the air and the Dalia with her mouth full of cock. I wondered if Mom knew they were fucking? Surely she smelled sex in their rooms? Everyone was still staring at me.
"What?" I said again.
"Will your mom fuck?" Brent asked. Brent was a good looking guy with black rimmed glasses which looked good on him. He was hung the best of us all but no one expected it. The round robin girls all commented on that to someone and it got back to us.
I looked at them, one at a time. "How am I supposed to figure that out? Keep ordering pizza till one of the pizza guys fucks her? Not likely. My mom, my mom . . ." I trailed off. Suddenly I knew what they were talking about. My mom was pretty cool but she had a fully realized sense of right and wrong and fucking 19 year old boys was unlikely to be under the list of 'rights' she would like to enforce. In a surprisingly short period of time, I ticked through the possibilities and figured out that I was the problem.
"I see. None of you can find out if she fucks because if she does not go for it, she goes back to your parents and you are in a world of hurt. You want me to fuck my own mother, don't you?" I sat staring back at them. Surprisingly, they all nodded at nearly the same time, without even looking around. I ran my hand through my brown hair. "Wow. That is heavy. You guys are serious, right? Or are you just fucking with me?"
They all looked around at each other and then they nodded.
"I am serious. " Landon said. "We should fuck our mothers!" His eyes flashed.
"We need to address this though. If we are going to fuck our mothers, then we all have to be willing to fuck our own mothers." Brent said seriously. "This is a three musketeers thing."
"I definitely would fuck my mom, but I am not sure she would ever fuck me." Sammy said. "She doesn't let me eat soup without giving me pointers. She might make me just crazy!"
"Or it might be when she starts to see you . . . " Brent began
"Or feel you." Landon injected with a snicker.
" . . . as an adult, things might change." Brent said. "If you put your cock in her, things might change. After you fuck her, if you bring a girl home, do you think she would complain if you make her listen to another woman screaming? No. Once you fuck her, the whole 'this is my house and you will live by my rules' all changes. You become the safe, available cock that the husband cannot complain about if you get caught." Brent turned his fierce green eyes on me. "You are the problem. But we'll help. The first thing that has to happen is that we have to get our mothers into a position where they think they have to put out to one of us. Then they will get caught by the rest of us and they will have to put out to us all. Sonny can go first. I doubt anyone would go running to his mom because they figure she would cut your heart out. Since we know that they put out when it pleases them, then we could always cool their jets if they get uppity."
My head was swimming. Here I was getting pushed out of the airplane first and by myself again, without a parachute. I could feel the wind whistling through my hair. "I am not sure that any of us are safe if the husbands in the picture catch on." I said. "But then again, they all seem to be sniffing around strange pretty regular." I hesitated, thinking. "Perhaps I could start with someone else's mom, just to get started?" I was thinking aloud, still feeling like I was drunk or goofy high.
"You can definitely fuck my mom." Sammy said. "She digs you."
I found that curiously disturbing, mostly because it meant I had missed her signals and felt stupid for missing the chance to fuck my friend's mom. And then I felt guilty about feeling stupid instead of ashamed. I laughed. "This is a joke, right? You guys got together and . . ." I trailed off. No one was laughing with me. "Come on. You guys really want to do a pact that says we all have to fuck each other's mom at least once and we have to fuck our own moms? Is that really what we are talking about?"
Everyone nodded.
"Then we are too fucking bored." I said.
Chris's face fell. "You mean you aren't going to do it? Then no one can." He said.
"And this conversation never happened." Landon followed.
I held up my hands. "Wait. Wait. Wait. I am not saying 'no'. I am just, I have to, I need to. Give me a minute to absorb this. You all are asking me to fuck your mothers?"
"I have the best approach for you. You fuck one of our moms and then you have a heart to heart with your mom, you are falling in love, she is falling in love with you, that sort of thing. Or maybe you feel guilty and ask for advice. Then you fuck her. She'll let you because she will be scared you are ruining your life with a married woman who is the mother of your best friend. She'll be trying to rescue you."
"Uh huh." I said. But the idea had some merit. Mom was always getting me out of trouble. Since my dad died, she had developed a soft spot that had not been there before and my sisters and I took advantage of it. On reflection, that was likely one reason we all still lived at home and why we did not pay rent and why she did not date, ever. Wait a minute? She did not date? She had to get sex crazy from time to time. I could hide her toy box and she would get crazy and, and . . . . Maybe it would work. No, what a stupid idea, but it got me thinking. There had to be a way. "What if it does not work? I fuck someone's mother and then it all comes apart, you all will hate me."



"Don't tell us who you fuck. Keep it secret till you have your mother on her back. Then we can figure out how to proceed." Brent said.
"Do we need to sign something?" Sammy asked.
Everyone shook their heads. "No. We have to trust each other." Landon said. "We have to agree that our objective, the end game is for the five of us to fuck each mother all at the same time. I want them all to be air tight several times." He looked around at us. Landon had black hair which he kept long. "Mouth, cunt, ass. Our objective is for all of our mothers to give every hole up. At the same time. Then we can take them all at once. A MILF orgy!"
I shook my head. "Landon, if you are pissed at your mom, you should not be taking it out on ours." He always got carried away with his plans. Without us, he would have tried flying off the top of his uncle's department store when we were ten. We talked him out of it but it took us all, tag teaming him till he got off the ledge and we went and ate hot dogs.
He shook his head. "Think about it. They are what 35, 40 years old? They are entering the time of boredom when a marriage falls apart. If our fathers get involved—sorry, Sonny—then we have to have some bimbos to hand to the old man to keep him quiet and content. It'll keep things balanced. We'll all have access to five of the most beautiful women in the area!"
"We are getting ahead of ourselves. Sonny, you go after one of our moms." Brent was often the voice of reason, not that I did not try I just was not as good at it as he was. "If you succeed, see if you can work it into a seduction of your mother. When you do, get us all together and let us know that it is open season on the MILFs we all know and love. Everyone agree?" Brent asked.
Everyone nodded. That is how the MILF list began. It began with our own mothers. Later, guys would want to join but only if they had a MILF to contribute to the list and we could give them a mother or two for their very own. But it all started with me. I had to fuck my mother.
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We did not discuss the MILF List for some time. I called it that in my mind, a list of mother's we could fuck. For a month, I stalled and avoided. The other guys made it plain, however, they were on board. Brent, whose mother was Italian and had aged very well, invited me over to his house and then split so when I arrived, I was alone in the house with her. As always, she offered me everything to eat or drink and I finally asked for water. When she went to get water from the tap, the thing malfunctioned and water sprayed all over her. There I was in the kitchen with Mrs. Rossini being sprayed with water till her white tee shirt was plastered to her huge tits and the aureoles were clearly visible. I helped fix the leak and clean up the mess, staring all the time at her tits. She never seemed to notice and I lost my nerve. But she never covered up.
Sammy invited me over when he knew his mother was going to be in his shower, then hid in the basement. I came into the empty house and poked my head into the bathroom and saw her through the steamy glass. She shrieked and I freaked. She came out in a towel and I apologized. She came over and hugged me and kissed me on the cheek. In a towel! And all I did was stutter, my hands jammed in my pockets to hide my wood. My cock was so hard! That was the when it became real that I was going to do this. Till then, I was just thinking about it, like considering becoming an astronaut. It sounds cool but never really makes it onto your schedule. Standing there with a hard cock while Mrs. Honeywell kissed me on the cheek changed my way of thinking. Later, I wondered what would have happened if I had just pulled the towel loose.
Landon's mother called me and asked me to come over to help her pack some things for Landon who had left town for an interview but had been invited to spend a week with her husband's business associate boating on the great lakes. Rather than just buying all new stuff, Landon insisted she FEDX some stuff to him and suggested she ask me to come over and help her figure out what he wanted. Mrs. Clark was a gorgeous woman with sandy brown hair. Her hips had matured without losing form. She had Landon before she got married and never told her family who the father was. She married well but her family did not like her husband. He was a player and everyone knew it. She ignored it but lived with the whispers. Even my mom had mentioned the fact that Kyla Clark was in a very sad situation. If my mom knew about it, everyone knew about it.
I got to their front door about nine in the morning that Thursday. I knew this was Landon's version of a setup. I was nervous but screwed myself to the sticking place, as it were. Mrs. Clark answered the door in an elegant house coat.
"Thank you for coming over, Sonny. I do not know what got into Landon. He insisted that I send these things and that I would not get it right. He must really like the interview he had because he really seems to want to impress them. I hope you weren't doing anything this morning. Thank you for helping me." I stood at the door staring at her cleavage revealed by the loose amber robe. I thought about saying something but my mind was working and my eyes were fixed on the skin visible above her breasts which filled the robe so alluringly. Mrs. Clark was about five six or seven, shorter than me by a little. She had a narrow waist and emerald green eyes. Her curly brown hair tumbled down below her shoulders. Usually she had it tied up when I came over with Landon but not this morning.
But what my mind focused on, besides the fact that she was blocking the door and not moving to let me in, was that she was rattling, talking without letting me get a word in edgewise. I mentally fumbled for the meaning and then I found it; Mrs. Clark was nervous about something. Ironically, the first thing I thought was that the Hispanic bodybuilder was hiding in her closet waiting to come out and pound me if I tried anything. But she continued to rattle, talking about Landon being gone, and her being lonely with Mr. Clark off in Chicago for three weeks running without coming home and not likely to be home any time soon. Her hands fluttered, touching the lapels of her robe, flicking errant strands of hair from her eyes, waving at something invisible I could not see. By the time we got into Landon's room, standing beside his bed, I realized she was nervous because of me and the more the certainty of that grew in me, the calmer I became. She was still talking a blue streak.
We putzed around Landon's room, gathering whatever it was he wanted till we had a bag full, ready to be shipped. She asked me to help her get it boxed up because the FEDX driver would be there soon. We had just finished when doorbell rang and the pickup was done.
"I don't know how I can ever thank you." She said, almost panting after the door closed.
"You could fix me a cup of tea." I said. This passed for inspiration. The robe hid her body but I had a good imagination. I was resolved to fuck her or get slapped really, really hard. Maybe I would just try to kiss her a little and see what happened. The knee in the crotch did not sound appealing.
Mrs. Clark stared at me for a moment and then nodded. "Yes, of course." I followed her into the kitchen. She was so nervous she spilled water and nearly dropped the tea kettle when she missed the stove, banging the kettle against the stove front. I thought she would become hysterical. She set it down and turned on the heat and bowed her head, panting. I moved over behind her and placed my hands on her waist.
"Mrs. Clark, come sit down. Let me rub your neck and shoulders and see if you can relax."
Mrs. Clark turned in my hands. I lifted them and then replaced them on her waist when she was turned. She laid her hands on my shoulders and smiled at me, her eyes seemed clouded and bleak. "That sounds wonderful." She let me guide her by the elbow to the kitchen table. I pulled out a chair, imagining her on her back being pounded by the pool guy or whoever. I started to get hard. She sat down and stared right at my twitching crotch.
I moved behind her and began to massage her back. She moaned. Since I first considered the possibility that this woman was nervous and further that she was acutely aware of being in her house alone in her robe with me, I had been trying to retrain my mind to think of her like I thought of all the other girls I had successfully seduced; all three of them. Two had kissed me and unbuttoned their blouses themselves so I could get a clue. The last though, I had kissed myself and run a hand up her back and played with her bra strap till she took it loose herself. The rest came pretty easy. As I massaged Mrs. Clark's neck, I wondered if she had a bra on and started to lean more over her back. Truth was I wasn't really sure how to start.
Of course she had been talking the whole time. For once in my life I was not talking too much. I had no idea what to say except 'want to fuck?' which I did not think would cut the mustard. I started to focus on what Mrs. Clark was talking about only to discover she was recounting her suspicions that her husband was fucking one or more of the women she saw in his office. "Does that bother you?" I asked idly as I slipped the robe wider on her shoulders. She had just been saying that she was certain that the receptionist would open her knees for anyone.
My question stopped her voice. Rather than worry about the silence, I pushed the robe further and further till it topped each shoulder and drooped down her upper arms. Her hands where folded in her lap. When the robe reached the upper arm, she moved her arms and let the front open. Good news, she had no bra on. I could see down to the panties at her waist. I could see the inner sides of her breasts. Her hands held the front of the robe closed.
I rubbed hard at her neck and she bowed her head. Behind me the kettle began to squeal. I turned it off. Mrs. Clark never moved. I put my hands on her upper arms and smoothed the robe further, down to her elbows. Her breasts came into view. She shuddered but otherwise sat stock still. I bent over her neck and kissed her lightly, right on the ridge of her back next to her neck.
"Ohhhhhh." She sighed. I moved my lips toward her shoulder, breathing hot air onto her skin. Then I lowered my mouth and kissed her skin again. "Ohhh my." She hissed. I kissed closer to her shoulder, "ohhh my god." No objections, no protest, just a simple reaction to my lips on her skin. That was good, I thought.
My cock was so hard I thought my eyes wouldn't close. I kissed her neck and her head tipped to expose more of her perfect neck to my lips. I kissed up to her ear and she gasped.
"I want you." I whispered, suddenly inspired.
"You don't want tea anymore?" She asked leaning away from me and turning to look at me.
I thought I had fucked up big time. She was gazing at me, her eyes flicking from my lips to one eye then the other. I leaned into her and kissed her lips. Her busy eyes closed. She came out of the chair, dropping the robe on the floor. It was at that moment that the whole thing became real to me. I was going to fuck her on the table where Landon watched her fuck the pool guy. I resolved to fuck her right there. Then her mouth opened and the kiss got serious.
Mrs. Clark's hands grasped my shoulders for a moment as her tongue searched for mine. I was so stunned that I did not respond, thinking too much. Then I parted my lips and her tongue filled my mouth, searching and caressing the roof of my mouth, making me shiver. Her hands released me and we parted. I pulled back and looked into her eyes. They were laughing and for a moment I was worried but then noticed her bare tits and forgot what was happening. I stared at them as they moved while she unbuttoned my shirt. When her fingers got down to my waist, she unbuckled my belt, opened my pants and pulled them down. My underwear went with them and a moment later, I was standing in the Clarks beautiful kitchen with my britches at my knees. Mrs. Clark knelt and kissed the head of my very, very hard cock.
I groaned and my life passed before my eyes. I thought I was going to die because I certainly could not breathe any longer. My head snapped forward. I wanted to watch my cock go into this woman's mouth. My first blowjob! Mrs. Clark licked the head of my cock and her full lips kissed and caressed my cock. She ran her tongue down the length of my unit, down one side and up the other. She pursed her lips and sucked gently on the flared end of my cock. I gasped and groaned all at the same time and my hips twitched. While I watched, my cock disappeared into the woman's oval mouth. I twitched when she inhaled and sucked me all the way into her throat. Her nose flared and she swallowed. The feeling of her throat flexing around my cock while her tongue rubbed all over the length of my cock was great. Then she began to suck and her throat moved on the end of my cock. That did it. The pending orgasm broke over me like a storm and I was coming into her mouth. Mrs. Clark sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed till the storm passed. She pulled her mouth off my cock and licked her lips.
"You taste good." She said as she stood up. She skimmed her panties down her fine hips and elegant legs. She hooked her beautiful ass on the table and scooted back onto it. "Your turn." She said.
For a moment I did not understand. I stared down at my drooping cock with growing concern, filled with performance anxiety and a flaccid sense of inadequacy to the moment. Then Mrs. Clark opened her legs and leaned back. Her head fell back and she arched her back. Suddenly, all I could see was her pussy. The light went on. She was shaved, hairless and she was offering it to me or begging. That sounded better in my head, she was begging for me to kiss her pussy. I had kissed a pussy or two but it was more like the chaste kiss one offers a cousin and I had gotten no props for doing so. This woman sat on the table, her legs open, her cunt dewy and visible, her eyes closed. I escaped the pants around my knees, removing shoes and everything so I was naked in the kitchen with the naked woman lying on the table.
Mrs. Clark watched me fight with my clothes with a sort of predatory patience. I pulled up a chair and sat down. I put a finger out and touched her cunt lips. Her whole body jerked and she moaned but otherwise, she did not change her pose. I ran my hands along her legs and they moved wider. I touched her waist with my hands and her hips rose, lifting her pussy towards my dry lips.
Dry lips. I glanced down at her pussy and decided I needed a drink, so I went and got a glass of water. She watched me, her eyes lidded; posed naked on the kitchen table. I was having a 'pinch me, I think I'm dreaming' moment and I was not sure if I wanted to pinch myself before or after I fucked her. I soon figured it out. After, definitely after.
I returned to the table with the glass, drinking deeply. I kept some water in my mouth, set the glass down on the floor and leaned into her body. I pressed my lips to her pussy and Mrs. Clark groaned. I was going to spray water into her cunt but I had to swallow because I was not sure where the opening was, just poor planning but it was a private mistake, a lack of experience which I was hopeful would change. Having swallowed, my curious tongue emerged from my ignorant lips and began to search around on the bare flesh for the right spot. I must have touched it because she cried out and dropped down on the table. Her hands moved to the back of my head and I felt the gentle, directing pressure. Then the lips of her pussy opened and I encountered her moisture with my tongue. Rather than pull back, I speared deeper and then licked her cunt from bottom to top and back again. Mrs. Clark squealed.
"Oh, Sonnnnnny!"
I am eating my friend's mom, I said to myself. My cock twitched and was hard again. Then I began to eat her in earnest. I kissed and sucked without much of a plan, sort of searching her flesh for the jerk and the flinch and the groans that I could draw from her body. I think I found her clit in the course of this blundering around between Mrs. Clark's legs. She shuddered when I touched my tongue to the protruding little bit of flesh that seemed wholly out of place. I sucked on it and tweaked it with my tongue and I thought she was going to buck me off on the floor. Luckily her hands had a firm hold on the back of my head so I was aided in keeping my mouth plastered against her quivering cunt. My lips released her clit and moved down, down to the weeping pussy. I rammed my tongue as deep into her as I could. Her whole body jerked again. She was fucking my face, bouncing her great ass on the table which shoved her pussy at my face over and over. Her legs had been up on the table where she balanced on her ass, feet and shoulders to give her leverage to fuck my tongue. The harder she jerked, the more the table rocked and then her feet lost purchase on the table and I thought we were both going off onto the floor, me first. I got my arms around each leg, clamping my hands onto her inner thighs, keeping her clinching legs apart. That steadied us. I pushed my tongue into her again and she made some weird sound that I cannot spell and then her whole body began to shake.
I knew she was having an insanely great orgasm. I think I left my body so I could do a happy dance with a few fist pumps thrown in. I had never seen a real orgasm before. To that point, I had been all about getting my happy stick poked into the pussy and as soon as I did, boom, it was over. No one ever suggested I should hurry up and get it over with, they were usually too slow to suggest it, not that any of the three would have if I had waited. But this time, my cock had been attended to and now my face was doing the work. I think my eyes were closed because I could not see anything, maybe I blacked out or something. I do remember noticing when hands and legs relaxed and I got some fresh air. My senses rebooted and started working again, one by one, like apps on a computer which is coming on again. When my hearing came back on all I heard was a panting voice. A moment later, I comprehended the words that panting voice was chanting.
"Cock. Cock. Cock. Put your cock in me. Put your cock in me. I need your cock! I want your cock! Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck me!"
I flexed my arms and pried her legs from the sides of my face and sat back. The chanting continued. Mrs. Clarks head wagged side to side as she chanted. So I stood up and found the table was the right height. For a moment, I thought about Landon finding his mother like this with the pool guy pounding away. It gave me sort of a charge. I did not need more suggestions but some instructions might have been nice. I had never done it at this angle before and I was concerned about how it would work. In my head I had the pool guy lying on top of her on the table but if I tried that, it would tip over and if we survived the fall, we would end up doing it on the floor which seemed undignified for Mrs. Clark. Crazy shit goes through your head when a naked woman is chanting 'I want your cock' right in front of you.
She was not moving, and her voice had melted into a sort of raspy whisper, like she didn't know what she was saying but did not have the energy to change it to something else or the sense to stop. Her legs dangled off the table and her butt was right at the edge. I looked down and could clearly see her open vagina, her pussy, frothy with stuff I labeled 'come' in my head but could have been saliva I guess. Mrs. Clark had her hands on the edge of the table. She was completely still except for the collage of nasty words spewing from her lank mouth. I put out a finger and pressed lightly on her pussy, just touching it like I was curious.
Mrs. Clark nearly jumped off the table. She opened her clinched eyes and looked down her naked body at me. I wanted to spend a little time with her tits because they had been such objects of fascination for so long but her voice was whispering a continuing string of instructions, suggestions, demands and a couple imprecations I am too polite to suggest she said to me at all. All her idle chatter made my dick twitch with anticipation. I shuffled closer and touched her pussy with the end of my cock. Her voice stopped like someone had cut her throat and her head dropped back onto the table with a bang. I moved the head of my dick up and down her pussy a time or two and then leaned against her. I knew that much. The head slipped inside of her and Mrs. Clark groaned, but then was silent when I held still. For a moment I honestly thought I was hurting her. When nothing else happened, I pressed deeper into her cunt. She accepted me without comment. I was seeing lights and I may have gone deaf. I felt lightheaded and dizzy. I leaned forward further and my dick went a little deeper. I thought about her clit and went looking for it with a finger, trying to offset the enormous pleasure being inside Mrs. Clark was giving me by giving me something to do, something to focus on besides the incredible feeling of her enveloping cunt. I feared another orgasm would end this encounter and I wanted to extend it longer. The sensations of her pulsing cunt were indescribable so I will not try. I liked it a lot though. I touched her clit.
Bad idea. Her ass exploded off the table fast and hard, jamming my dick the rest of the way into her body. I nearly lost my footing and fell over backwards, I would have but for the safety attachment that kept us stable—that is, my cock safely embedded so far into her cunt I could feel its lips on my balls. She had a good, firm hold on my cock with her pussy muscles so I could not leave. Her legs lifted and she locked them around my waist and I began to fuck her. For real. The first four or five strokes she just lay there and took it. By six or seven, she was hunching with me, rolling her pussy up to meet me when I slammed down into her boiling center. She braced herself on the table and began to fuck up at me. I bent over her and grabbed her ass and really began to cock her good. I plunged into her again and again, feeling her cunt spasm around me and then clench. I held still and then pulled back. Mrs. Clark moaned as I pulled out of her and sighed as the head backed all the way to her pussy lips. I slammed it back so fast and so hard I banged my thighs on the table. She scooted when I slammed into her. I pulled her back off the table, directly onto my cock and she grunted when I hit bottom again. Her ass was hanging off the table and my cock was rooted all the way inside her. I felt a shiver go through her and she started all that dirty talk again. Things about fucking her silly and making her come. She even said she'd be my bitch forever if I would just fuck her good and fuck her often. I could not believe my ears but they were not commanding much of my attention right then.



I took good hold of her ass and began to chase my orgasm. I was about half way down my path to pleasure when she tightened legs and cunt at the same time and arched her back, lifting her waist off the table which jammed her pulsing pussy full onto my cock.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god, I ammmmm coommmiinnngggg!" Mrs. Clark cried. Then her hips flew at me, vibrating on my cock so fast I could not begin to keep up. I just shoved deep into her and held on. Her pussy roiled and sucked at my cock and just like that, my orgasm flooded over me. I came inside Mrs. Clark's pussy, pumping over and over and over again till I was only doing little mouse jerks into her heaving body. I lost all strength and lay down on her naked chest, kissing the inside of one breast. Her legs relaxed and she grunted and wheezed and went still and silent. My head was lying between her big tits. I was staring at the nipple of one while feeling the other one against the back of my head. The position was awkward but I was pretty sure if I tried to stand up I would topple over. So I stayed right where I was for a few minutes.
When I stood up, my cock popped out of her pussy and our juice dribbled out onto the floor. I stared between her legs. Mrs. Clark pulled her body back and she dribbled more onto the table. I did not know what to say so I got my clothes, dressed and left. Later in the day, when the 'just fucked' haze lifted, I realized how screwed up it was to walk off and leave her lying like that on the kitchen table. I knew I had violated some sex etiquette but I certainly knew no way to fix the fuck up. For most of the day, I was just blissed out. Sex is the bestest thing I know.
I only started being neurotic later in the day, alone in my room, thinking about having fucked a real woman. I thought about what I was doing there in the first place and thought about my own mother downstairs whiling away the evening while her son plotted to get with her. I shuddered and felt guilty of something but was not thinking clearly enough to know what it was. It was then I wondered if I could fuck Mrs. Clark again and how best to go about doing so. That was the moment that the possibility of a fucking fuck up occurred to me and I started getting really neurotic. I can get that way but this time, I think I handled it really well. Instead of getting all worried about what she thought and how I could fix things, I remembered that our objective was to give her the fucking of her life and make her air tight over and over, turn her into our MILF slut. I thought about the five of us doing what I had just done to her. I thought about fucking her while she sucked on her son's cock. About how much Mrs. Clark seemed to like to fuck me and I came to a conclusion: She would be happy to have five young studs fucking the shit out of her when we got down to it. Good rationalization, huh?
It served its purpose and I slept like the dead that night. At ten the next morning, I was at Mrs. Clark's door. Mrs. Clark was guarded and worried when she opened the door and found me standing there. I think she must have gotten neurotic too. I was there to help with the cure for her neurosis and mine. I had just the dick she needed.
"Sonny? What are you doing here? Listen, perhaps it is good you came by. I think we need to talk." Again she blocked the door. And she was rattling. That made me feel better, calmer. My cock started to harden. Even if I wanted to talk, the conversation she likely had in mind about us making a mistake and never doing that again was not one I wanted to have at her front door. But I did not want to have that conversation anyway. She was dressed in regular clothes. Nothing fancy. A normal white blouse that buttoned up the front, I could make out a bra underneath because it was one of the funny blouses that a guy can see through. If a woman wears a see-through blouse isn't she asking a guy to look and when we try to avoid it, don't they just laugh at us, secretly? So I stared right at her breasts and cleavage. She had a pleated skirt on, black and white threads with bits of red and green in. It looked young on her. I wondered if she had panties on her bare pussy. Yep, I was hard.
"Sonny? Sonny?"
I had been staring but she had not invited me either so my lack of attention was not all my fault. She moved the door a little wider and I moved. My left arm went around her waist and I all but carried her backwards into the hall while closing the door behind me. She gasped. We ended up with her back against the wall. I pressed my lips against hers. They were stiff and cool and unresponsive. I pulled back, sensing some resistance. My hot eyes bored into her green ones.
She did not speak so I did. "Mrs. Clark, if you want me to leave now, you say so. But I am going to kiss you again and if you like it, if you kiss me good, I am going to spend the rest of the day fucking you in every fashion I know how and some I have not thought of yet. I know I am young and inexperienced and I am thinking that you can teach me how to please a woman. In return, I promise you I will fuck you crooked."
Mrs. Clark stared at me for a while. My body was pressed against her, holding her tight against the wall, my very hard cock pressing against her crotch. Finally she moved her head forward and kissed me lightly on the lips. "If you are going to fuck me, don't you think you should call me something besides Mrs. Clark?" She asked. Then she placed her lips against mine and her mouth opened and we were kissing. My mouth opened and our tongues met and exchanged the polite pleasantries that tongues exchange when meeting again for the first time. I pressed my body harder against her, fitting my thigh between her legs. They opened nicely and her hips pushed at me several times. I felt one of her hands on my neck as she kissed me and the other slipped under my tee and began caressing my bare back.
She was panting when we broke the kiss, letting our lips part and separating enough to focus on each other. "So? What should I call you, Mrs. Clark?" I asked.
"My name is Kyla. Use that and I will answer most every time." Then she kissed me again. Her fire had gotten started quickly and it burned hot. Her hand was rubbing my chest and stomach.
"Mrs. Clark," I started but she cleared her throat. "No, let me do this then you will be 'open legs Kyla' till you come the last time." She regarded me with serious eyes, waiting. "Mrs. Clark," and my mind stopped functioning. I could think of nothing to say. So I let brevity be the soul of wit. "I want you. Mrs. Clark, I want you on your back, begging to be fucked."
Mrs. Clark smiled and kissed me on the lips. "Sonny, take me to bed."
For a moment, this all seemed too easy, a thought I would file away for later consideration. But then, I decided to take what was offered. "Show me the way." I thought she would take me to her bedroom. Instead, she took me to Landon's.
She opened the door and entered the room, turning to look at me, standing by Landon's bed. "Sonny, I want you to lay me on my son's bed. I want to feel you enter me, on my son's bed. I want you to have me, on my son's bed. I want you," she stopped. "I want you to fuck me, on Landon's bed."
Something was happening here that I was missing, something complicated. When things get complicated, I get confused and when I am confused, I do the most obvious, easiest thing. I took the ravishing, panting woman before me in my arms and kissed her like I wanted, her which I did.
When I released Kyla, she was panting, her eyes glittered with want and need and all those things that make a woman come. I wanted to just push her onto the bed and mount her and for a moment, I thought I would. But while I was thinking, we both stood still and Kyla's lips parted and she licked her lips, upper then lower; her tongue swiped across them with unusual slowness. I took the cue.
I unbuttoned the top button of her normal white blouse,. Then I pulled it loose from the front of her skirt, found the bottom button and undid it. I undid the next button and the next till I revealed the flesh of her tummy. I touched the skin with my finger, all the while looking back and forth between her eyes and the buttons. I unbuttoned another one and looked back to her eyes. She was watching me with intense focus. When I looked down I could see between her breasts. I unbuttoned another button, revealing her belly button. And another and another till my fingers were flirting with the undersides of her breasts. I looked back at her eyes. She fixed her eyes on mine. I ran fingers along the undersides of the cups holding each breast and her eyes cocked up and then closed as she exhaled. I conquered another button and pressed the palms of my hands against the bra cups. Kyla moaned.
"You are moaning, Kyla. Why?"
"I love the feeling of your hands on my breasts."
"Tits, Kyla. You have tits or boobs. Breasts are for women who do not fuck their son's best friends."
Her eyes opened and her stare was so intense, nearly a glare, I thought I had overstepped a boundary I did not see but was clearly searching for. "Tits. I have tits and I like your hands on them." Kyla said.
I undid one more button, leaving just one more. The blouse was open, draped around my wrists. "Kyla?"
"Yes, Sonny?" Her voice had a certain quality. She was breathless, a breathy exhalation that caught my imagination and in that moment, I recognized where I knew it from. It was the way Marilyn Monroe talked.
"Do you want me to take off your blouse?"
"Yes, Sonny." Kyla said.
I loved those words. Yes, Sonny! Was anything sexier than that phrase? "You sound distracted. What has your attention?" At the moment, my hands were holding her by the side, below her breasts, feeling her breath, her skin, her body. I held her lightly, pressing at her ribs.
"My nipples. They ache to be . . . " She stopped.
"To be what, Kyla?" I asked.
"To be touched. Pinched. Kissed. Sucked. Ohhhh." The words themselves seemed to have affected her. Kyla closed her eyes and her body moved towards me but I held us apart with my hands. Her eyes opened. "Please take off my blouse." She said.
I obliged. I unfastened the last button and opened the blouse revealing cleavage and bra. I pulled it apart and over her shoulders. They flexed backwards as the fabric passed over them and she let it drop onto the bed behind her. I released her and stepped back. Her breasts were large, at least D and filled the cups. I put my hands on her shoulders, slipping my thumbs under each strap. I slowly pulled the straps further and further towards the point of each shoulder, then over the shoulder bone and down her upper arms.
Kyla turned her head to the side and closed her eyes. The bra clung to her tits but loosely. I tucked fingers into each cup and folded them down till her nipples came into view. Kyla shuddered. "Touch me." She hissed, urgency inflecting her voice. "Touch my tits. Pinch my nipples!"
I withdrew my hands from her body and her eyes opened, though her head did not move. She regarded me out of the corners of her eyes, breathing through her open lips. "I am going to fuck you, Kyla." She nodded.
"You are going to fuck me, Sonny." She wanted to say more, I know she wanted to babble and curse and plead. But she kept silent and her silence agreed with mine so we were both together in the endeavor to excite her with these simple, careful gestures. I discovered in that moment that a woman can be teased and she will engage you and love you for it.
"Are you wet, Kyla?" I asked.
For a moment she looked shocked and then her eyes lost focus for a moment. "Yes, Sonny. I am wet. My cunt wants to be fucked."
Hearing her say those words made my cock twitch and my chest seized up so I could not breathe. "Turn around." I said. I did not step back so she had to turn in the small space between my body and the bed. For a moment she tried to lean away but then, instead, she leaned into me and rubbed her torso on mine as she turned her back to me. I wrapped both arms around her body, clasping a hand to each breast and pulled her back against me. Kyla sighed. I kissed her neck and down the shoulder. Her head lulled to the side, exposing her neck like an entranced lover giving herself to a vampire. I fastened my lips on her graceful neck and kissed her hard. Suddenly, I wanted to mark her and she gasped as I sucked on her neck. A hand rose to touch my face and then dropped and her voice made a noise but no words. I squeezed her breasts through the bra, crushing her back against me as I bit and kissed her neck, sucking hard. She groaned. I relaxed my lips on her skin, flicking my tongue where I had kissed and looked down at the red bruise. I kissed down towards her shoulder. Her hands covered my hands, pressing at them and thus pressing my hands harder into her chest. I kissed back up her neck and finally contacted her ear, through the fall of her light brown hair.
She moaned and squirmed in my grasp, not to escape but in response to the contact. I kissed her ear lobe lightly and Kyla moaned, a soft 'ohhhh!' I kissed the rest of her ear and touched the center with the tip of my tongue. Her whole body twitched. She pressed her ass back against my stiff cock, grinding against me for a few moments.
"I am going to take off your clothes, Kyla."
"Yes?"
"Then you will lie on your back, Kyla."
"Yesssss!"
"And you will spread your legs, Kyla."
"Yessssssss, oh yes!"
"And?"
"And you will mount me. You will get between my legs and press your cock into my pussy and shove it all the way into my panting, pleading body. " Kyla whispered.
"Will you scream when I fuck my cock into you the first time?"
"Oh yes!"
"Kiss me." Kyla turned her head twisting her body so our lips could meet. I had hold of her by the breasts and she shivered when our lips met. Her mouth was open and her tongue found mine immediately as we kissed. I took hold of the bra and pulled down on the upper edge of each cup, turning them nearly inside out as I peeled the bra down, off of her breasts. Kyla grunted and then squealed when my fingers found her nipples and pinched them, both, at the same time and very, very hard. She broke the kiss, whipping her head away from me. "Oh god, please fuck me!"
I pinched her nipples again and she flinched, falling against me, grinding her ass against my cock. Her hands were locked on each of my wrists, just clutching me, not trying to move my hands at all, like she was just holding on to something. "I am going to kiss your nipples. Turn around.
Her hands released me and Kyla turned around. I moved back and stooped to her tit and took the nipple into my mouth, swallowing the whole breast. I moved to the other and nipped at the nipple with my lips, pinching it as hard as I could with my pliable lips. Then I took it between my teeth and bit down the slightest bit. Kyla shrieked, but she did not move. I retreated.
Her head righted and her eyes opened, half way and she looked at me, her body swaying, her head moving as she panted. I reached around her and unhooked the bra. I found the hook and zipper on the skirt and released both. The skirt shuffled down her hips and I helped till it fell away. I put both hands on her waist, each little finger tucked inside the band of her tan panties. "Mrs. Clark, if I take down your panties, you must fuck me. You will fuck whenever I want you to fuck. Do you agree?"
Kyla's eyes widened a little.
"I will take you whenever I want you. Do you agree?"
For a few moments, I thought she would back way but finally, she closed her eyes and nodded.
"Say it."
"You can have me, whenever you want me." Mrs. Clark breathed the words out, licking her lips.
"I can take you, however I want you." I pressed.
She nodded and then her eyes opened. She smiled and looked at me. The decision to become a sex goddess was made. "You can have me, take me, fuck me any way you want."
"If I want your ass, Mrs. Clark?"
Kyla nodded. "You can have my ass, Sonny. Oh, god!" Her eyes closed.
If I want to fuck you in the park? Or caress you at the mall, Mrs. Clark."
Kyla did not open her eyes. "You can take in the park, on my back with my legs wrapped around you. You can put your hand up my dress while we wait for smoothies or kiss me in Victoria's Secret while I am modeling bra and panty sets for you. Or pinch my nipples. You can fuck me in the dressing room. I will suck your cock while people are shopping around us." She was panting.
Now for the final piece of the puzzle. "Mrs. Clark, if I want to share you, if I want to have one of my friends fuck you in the ass while I fuck your pussy . . .?"
She opened her eyes and her gaze was fierce and intense but she was present, realizing what I was suggesting. "Sonny? You mean you want me to fuck some of Landon's other friends?"
I nodded. "If I want you to, you will. If I take down your panties, your body is mine. I own you."
She shook her head. "No." She said. She bowed her head, her loose hair obscured her face. "If you fuck me, I am yours to do with as you like. I will do what you demand."
"I will never demand. I will always ask." I said softly.
Kyla raised her head. "Take off my panties, Sonny. Lay me down on Landon's bed. Put your beautiful cock into my body, deep into my pussy! Have me any way you want me."
Her panties skimmed down her hips, thighs to her knees. I pushed her a bit and she sat, lifting her feet as she did. I removed her panties and stuck them into my pocket. I took off my shirt. She sat staring up at me. I kicked off my sneakers. My hands when to my jeans and I unbuckled the belt, unbuttoned and unzipped them. My hard cock strained against the material of my white jockeys. I shoved my jeans to my thighs and rubbed a hand over my cock. It twitched for me. Mrs. Clark's mouth was open and she continually licked her lips. My jeans drooped at my knees and I bent to push them down further. My face approached Kyla's. She bent her head and presented her lips to me and I kissed her, one hand on her shoulder while I removed my jeans. When I stood back up, straight before her, Kyla's eyes focused on my cock. For a moment I thought about asking her to take off the underwear but it occurred to me that she might put my cock in her mouth and I really, really wanted to put it in her pussy right then. I hooked a thumb in each side and slowly pulled at the waistband. My curly pubic hair appeared, thick and brown. I pulled the jockeys out and over the head of my very hard, every erect cock.
"There it is, Kyla, the cock that is going to penetrate you." I whispered.
She moaned and nodded slightly, once, transfixed. Both hands lifted a few inches from her bare knees and dropped again. I moved the underwear lower, revealing more hard dick. She stared, licking her lips over and over again. When the cock was fully in view, I stood before her with my hard cock before her face. Mrs. Clark looked up at me, opened her mouth and kissed my cock. She licked the head and then sucked it into her mouth. I could not, did not resist her. I face fucked her for a few minutes, luxuriating in the feel of her hot mouth, tongue and lips as they made love to my hard cock. When orgasm threatened, I withdrew.
"Lay down, Mrs. Clark." She scooted to the middle of the bed and lay down, ankles together. I stepped out of my underwear and knelt beside the twin bed and kissed her on the mouth. Her arms went around me. I placed a hand on her thigh and her legs opened, like a parting curtain. I moved my hand up to her crotch and found she was indeed wet, sopping wet. I fingered her clit and pussy and her kiss intensified, sucking at my tongue and moaning as I fingered her. When my finger entered her, her hips jerked up, socketing my finger deeply in her channel while she grunted and keened through our kiss. I broke the kiss, keeping my finger in place, and moved to her breasts. I kissed each lightly, round and round till finally I stopped and ever so lightly kissed a nipple. Her hips rose off the bed.



"Oh Sonny!" Kyla hissed. "Oh, god, Sonny!" I wiggled my finger and her ass dropped back to the bed. I kissed the other nipple and got the exact same reaction.
"Kyla?"
"Yes, Sonny?"
"What do you want?"
There was a pause, her hips cease undulating but her legs moved wider. "I want you to own me for as long as you will." She said softly.
"And now?"
"I want you to slide your hard cock into my wet cunt." Something about a woman saying 'cunt' without sneering or spitting is such a turn on to me. I could no longer resist her. I got onto the bed, moving between Kyla's spread legs. I leaned over her and kissed her. Her hands had been holding my shoulders, gentling guiding me. Now they moved right down to the cock and positioned it. "Fuck me." She said simply.
I balanced onto my hands and knees and then pressed down. Her pussy accepted my head and then cinched tight. I pulled back and pressed again but her pussy was tightly closed. I began to make quick little rabbit jabs at her and finally I felt the binding at the entrance of her pussy relax and my head slid past. I was going to pull back and make an occasion of it but Kyla's hands found my ass and pulled me into her while her hips rose up, sheathing me deep inside her cunt in one heavy stroke.
"Oh fuck! Oh god! Oh Sonny, your cock is in my pussy and it feels so unbelievably good! My god, fuck me. I will fuck everyone for you. You can give me away for Christmas or Tuesday and I will let you just because you fucked me this time, right here, right now . . . on my son's bed. Fuck me! I'm yours!"
Instead of being upset that she was ordering me around, I took her words to be a plea and feeling generous, I fucked her. I fucked her with slow, long, deep strokes while her hands urged me to greater speed, which initially I ignored. Kyla began a chant of 'yes, yes, yes' which changed to 'fuck me, fuck me, fuck me' and back again. Then I picked up speed and her words turned to hissing sighs, then moans, groans and finally grunts as I began to jackhammer her cunt with my steel-capped cock. I bent forward and took her lips with my mouth. Her torso arched up to meet the kiss while my hips surged at her and she received my strokes. Her mouth seethed with passion as she kissed and sucked and nipped at me till finally her strength gave way and she dropped back to the bed. I followed but the kiss was broken and my head lay beside hers. I moved my hands down to her ass and grabbed hold of her cheeks, clinching her against my next downward stroke, slamming my cock into her body with force and conviction. I pounded her cunt over and over again. Kyla lifted her legs and let me pound her at that angle then clinched them about me and squeezed me deep into her body. The next moment she was shuddering, her teeth chattered and then she found her voice and she screamed something about 'god' and 'coming'. I could not make sense of what she was saying because the sensation of holding a woman against my naked body while she came around my cock invited a very satisfying orgasm and it roared over me while she was still jerking with her own aftereffects.
Something about my motion tipped her off and she pulled me tight into her cunt and then she said, "oh my god, I am coooommmmiiiinnnnggg agaaaain!!!" Her hips exploded against me. She dropped her legs and while I was rabbit fucking her from the depths of my own orgasm, she planted her feet and began to rabbit fuck me back. We pounded at each other with little, short, intense strokes for what seemed like a whole geologic age but was more like a half a minute. Then, as if by some signal, by mutual agreement, we both collapsed and lay as dead. I sloughed to the side so the poor woman could breathe, but turned my head so I could blow in her ear. She turned and looked at me and I kissed her.
After a few minutes, we pulled apart and she snuggled up against me, plastering her wet and sticky cunt against my hip and laying her head on my chest. "Hello. My name is Mrs. Victor Clark and I just fucked a man the same age as my son on my son's bed. And you know what? I will do it again, every chance I get. I will fuck this man on demand, whenever and wherever he demands. I will fuck his friends . . . " Kyla paused and then went on, " . . . all of them, whenever he wants me too. I am Kyla Clark and I love fucking you, Sonny."
"Kyla?" I said.
"Yes, Sonny."
There was that phrase again. God I loved it. "I will always seek to find the things which give you the most pleasure and then demand that you do them. Okay?"
"Yes, Sonny." I wondered if she was reading my mind
"Kyla, I may not fuck you again for a while. Or it may be tomorrow. I am going to find the right and best time. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Sonny. And Sonny?"
"Yes, Kyla." Hmmm, it seemed to work that way too.
"Will you fuck me again before you leave today?"
"Yes, Kyla." And I did.
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Chapter 3
Making Mother Aware
When a man knows a woman is attracted to him, it makes him proud. When a woman knows a man wants her, it makes her proud. When you have to keep it secret, when you worry about people seeing the sex haze in your eyes, it makes you wary. When you are wary, you walk quietly and tend to find yourself sneaking around, even when you are getting a soda or a snack from the kitchen, just to stay in practice. This brought me a moment of inspiration and good fortune. My mother was sitting in the living room, around the corner from the kitchen talking on the phone.
"Well, Laura, all I can say is, if she is, power to her. Kyla has put up with so much so often I am sure she deserves a little stiff dick pleasure attached to a real man."
I stopped cold, hand on the fridge door. My mother was talking about me. No doubt about it and she did not know I was listening and she did not know she was talking about me.
My mother laughed. "Of course. I would love to be a fly on the wall and see them doing it!" She paused. "No. I never have, well, not since college. My roommate did it with her boyfriend one night and let me watch. It was hot." Pause. "No. Well, maybe. Sure, I would let you if you let me. It would only be fair. Laura are you thinking of doing something nasty, something you should not do?"
My mother laughed and they changed the subject.
I tiptoed away, my head spinning with what I had just heard. I lay down and went to sleep without touching my hard cock and woke with a plan. Unfortunately, it did not include going over to Landon's house and fucking his mother. Everyone was back now and finding any time to get her alone had been impossible. I did not return after the second time. I do not know why. Well, I do. I had been charged with fucking my mother and I was no closer to that than when we started and I did not want to get distracted with the lovely load of free pussy Kyla Clark represented. I was working for all of us, I could not afford to stop and smell the roses, or pussy for that matter. That would not prove popular with the guys.
I caught a ride with Mother to the mall, just to walk around and think. I woke up with the germ of an idea tottering around in my head and I wanted to give it some time to develop. I was not in the mall more than 10 minutes before I saw Kyla standing at a store window, gazing at a display. She turned around and saw me and her eyes flashed. She did not smile. She turned around and walked into the store, a general clothing store. I was about to follow when I noticed a blond woman walking on the other side of the mall. Mrs. Anthony Wills, Chris' mother Laura, the woman my mother had been talking to on the phone, the woman Chris insisted had fucked her two brothers. I stared at her. She wore a short coat and knee length green dress with a furry hat. The days were getting colder. I glanced at the place where Kyla had been standing. She was out of sight and just then the germ of an idea began to grow, like an exploding galaxy. I had it. I knew how I could get to my mother. But it needed some luck.
I walked deliberately over to the store where Kyla had been and stopped and looked around. I had on sunglasses so when I caught Mrs. Wills looking at me, she could not meet my eyes and know I saw her. She half waved but I gave no sign I saw her. Instead I looked around like I was guilty as hell of something. Then I walked into the clothing store. Once inside I turned around and looked out through the display window. My heart jumped. Laura Wells was walking towards the store. I had to find Kyla and soon.
I scanned the store and found her staring at me. She had a scarf around her hair. I took of my shades. When my eyes met hers, she turned and walked towards the back of the store, taking off her coat as she went. I followed. I was halfway back when the door opened and the bell announcing it chimed. My back itched as I pursued Kyla into the back of the store and around the flange wall of a display which would hide us both from the rest of the store.
Kyla's back was to me as I approached her. She wore a short dress, see-through to the point that I could see her panties clearly outlined in the odd light of the store. I stepped up behind her and whispered, "anytime, any place, Mrs. Clark."
She did not even turn around and did not speak for a moment. I moved closer and slipped a hand underneath her dress and pressed it against her ass.
"Where have you been?" She whispered angrily.
I eased a finger into her crack and pressed the fabric of her underwear deep into it.
"Unnngggh." She grunted. She pressed her ass back against my hand.
"You are mine, any time, in MY time." I whispered back.
"Yes." She said. "Touch me." She shifted her legs wider and my hand pressed between them, fingers seeking her pussy. She bent forward slightly and I pushed up at her. For a moment I felt her weight on my hand at the same time I glanced around to find saw Mrs. Wills watching us. I pushed Kyla deeper into the corner, she did not turn to me. I put both hands quickly underneath her dress and pulled her panties down her otherwise bare legs. She shivered as I knelt beside her, running my hands down her legs. I skimmed the panties down to her ankles. I quickly lifted one foot and then the other so I could remove her panties. She shivered again, her flesh trembling as I stood up again. I looked across the store. Across from us, Mrs. Wills stood still, fingering something she did not see, eyes fixed on us.
"There in the corner, there is a changing room. Do you see it?" Kyla nodded. "Pick out something complicated and go into that room. I will knock 3 times. Open the door and be ready. We will not have much time." I turned away from her and found the men's slacks and began browsing, watching her. All the time I felt Mrs. Wills eyes on me. I put my sunglasses on so when I moved to where I could see her, she could not know if I was watching her or Mrs. Clark. She was just standing, staring at me. Kyla found several outfits and walked directly towards the changing room I had pointed to.
For a moment, I thought I should abort but Mrs. Wills was just as much a quarry as anyone else. I could afford for her to know something of what was going on. I had the 'brother' card to play if she got me into a corner I could not escape. I straightened and walked to the changing area, sidled back to the most remote one and knocked three times on the door. It opened and I slipped through. Kyla was there, naked. She dropped to her knees and opened my pants. They dropped to my thighs and she pulled the underwear over my rapidly hardening cock. Her mouth made a scarlet oval and she blew on the head of the cock before her eyes and then kissed it. Both her hands caressed it and it responded, hardening quickly to full length and strength. She sucked on the head and pulled it into her moist mouth. I gripped the back of her head and pushed her down on it, fucking her face, stroke after stroke, wondering if the woman would ever choke but she was expert, blowing through her nose and inhaling with the thrust of the cock into her throat. I bent over and rubbed her back as she backed off and began to suck hard on my cock, tongue lashing and laving me from head to root. I reached beneath her body and found her boobs. I squeezed them savagely. She grunted. I pinched her nipples together and she jerked back and looked up at me.
I smiled and pulled her to her feet. She just stared at me. I turned her around and she bent at the waist while I located her slit with a finger. I pressed the finger into her pussy and she grunted against her forearm. She spread her legs and I positioned my cock at her entrance. "Say it." I whispered.
Mrs. Clark did not even hesitate. "Fuck me. Please put your cock in me. Fuck me!" She hissed at me like a serpent but she pressed her ass back at me and my cock sank into her pussy. I grasped her by the hips and pulled her against me, plunging my cock into her till I was well rooted, firmly fixed in her cunt. I started the motion, out and back, in and forward. The first couple times, her head bumped loudly into the wall but she quickly adjusted and I continued to thrust into her. She groaned as I put my weight behind the driving prick. I withdrew and pushed the cock home again. Kyla exhaled and widened her legs, taking me deep again. Fluid trickled out of her pussy and ran in little rivulets down her legs. I picked up speed, then added force. She braced herself against the back corner and she came, crying out before biting off the sound by jamming a hand into her own mouth. I continued to fuck her and then my cock began to explode. I shoved my cock far into her sopping cunt and held onto her hips while I jerked load after load of fresh semen into her pussy. She shuddered first with the orgasm and then with the feeling of my cock hosing her inner being with sticky love syrup.
My orgasm ran out and I felt weak and light headed. I backed my cock out of her pussy. "Clean me off." I whispered.
Kyla stood up, pushing her body away from the wall with both arms and turned. She looked down at my dripping cock. The close space smelled of cum and pussy gel, of sex. I placed both hands on her breasts, took firm hold and pulled her forward. Kyla had little balance and found herself depending on the steadying influence of my hold on her breasts. I pressed my lips against her mouth and she kissed me, hard; need singing in her kiss like a siren. Her naked body pressed against me. She rubbed my still erect cock against her body, bending it sideways between us. I kissed her hard with an open mouth till I heard her blow through her nose. I backed away. "Cock in your mouth. Now."
Kyla stared at me for a minute before she smiled. She got carefully to her knees, eschewing the cold metal chair. She licked the end, kissed and sucked the head and then took me completely into her mouth. She sucked hard and my cock, long unused for I had given up masturbation, instead opting for good, sound human contact which I missed for a week. I was backed up. My cock responded immediately and I was bumping the back of her throat before she got settled. She sucked me till I was rock solid, steely hard and perfectly erect, shafting down her throat. I pulled her up. "Do you have hand cream?"
Kyla nodded then her eyes got big as she understood my intention.
"Get it."
"No, you cannot . . . ."
I grasped her by the arms. "Mrs. Clark, whenever is now. Wherever is here. And however is my choice. Your body is mine. Get me the hand cream, unless you want something up your ass without it?" I whispered.
Kyla shook her head, then nodded, her eyes, round and shining, panting. She fumbled in her purse and handed me a small vial of hand cream. I took and opened it. "Turn around."
Kyla stared at me for a moment then assumed the position. She bent the same way as before. I could see her crack.
"I need you to pull your ass apart." I hissed.
Kyla rebalanced herself, bending less at the waist and more at the knees. She placed a hand on each cheek and with methodical slowness, pulled them apart. Her ass hole appeared. I squirted lotion on my finger and smeared some on her indented asshole. She peeped, like a baby chick. "Cold." She whispered.
I chuckled. "Enjoy it!" I said and put more on my finger and smeared it into place. I pressed my finger against her back door and it resisted. I wiggled my finger a little and Kyla grunted. "Open up, Mrs. Clark." I sang in a small voice. "I am going to fuck your ass, Mrs. Clark! Your ass is mine, Mrs. Clark!" Kyla moaned. My finger slipped into her and her ass shook, then steadied. I withdrew the finger and pressed the head of my cock against her ass. I applied the remainder of the lotion and smeared it around. "Here I come, Mrs. Clark. Time to take it up the ass like a good girl!" I grasped her hips and pulled her backwards. I applied pressure on my cock and pressed it into her body. Kyla jumped a little but pulled on her cheeks. Her body wavered as she sought to find balance. I had to steady her which I did by pulling her harder onto my stone hard cock. I encountered the resistance of her sphincter but pressed harder, undaunted. Then she pressed back too and I added pull to my arms and my cock popped past her guard and entered her body.
"Uuuugggghhhhh!" Mrs. Clark groaned. I held still for a moment and then she moved, pressing back against me. "Deeper. Deeper." She whispered.
"Are you okay in there?" A voice said, while someone knocked on the door.
"Yes, yes, I . . . am . . . fine. I'll be . . . out in . . . a minute." Kyla said, struggling to keep the panting out of her words, panting and gasping quietly around them.
I held still, listening. I heard the sound of footfalls walking away. I pushed again and my cock slide completely into her ass. Kyla grunted and released her cheeks. She put out her hands, flailing to arrange her position so she felt balanced. I pulled back about half a cock length and slammed home into her ass again. The pressure on my cock was incredible and her ass was hot, simmering with passion. I pulled back and plunged into her again.
"Oh god!" Kyla whispered. "Of fucking god! Oh please fuck my ass!"
I could not believe my ears. She dropped a hand from the wall and felt for her pussy. The vibrations of her frantic rubbing at her pussy communicated through her taut flesh to my cock. I pulled back and shoved into her ass again but this time, I felt the rise of an orgasm. If I held still I could wave it off but I did not. I hoped Mrs. Wills was waiting. I had to hurry. I pulled back till just the head was caught inside her ass and then I slammed my dick hard into her ass."
"Fuck me, I am coming! Oh god, I am coming! Oh god, oh god, oh god!" Kyla wanted to scream. I came, flinching at her ass with my buried cock over and over again. She shuddered and she fell, her knees buckled and she dropped to all fours on the cold floor, pulling my cock loose with a pop. I jerked a couple more time and globs of come splattered onto her back. I pulled her panties out of my pants and wiped my cock off. I redressed and hesitated at the door.
"Want to kiss me good-bye?" I asked.
Kyla sat back on her knees and craned her neck around to look at me. "Anytime, anyplace, any how you want." She said with a tired smile.
I reached down and pinched a nipple and she yelped. I opened the door and stepped out into the store.
 
"Well, hello Sonny. What are you doing in here?" The voice had the lilt of insinuation in it but her smile was open and friendly.
I looked directly into the green eyes of Mrs. Wills. "Hello Mrs. Wills." I said.
For a moment, Mrs. Wills and I stood staring at each other. I knew what she was thinking. Despite her fixed, friendly smile, her mind was buzzing with the certainty that she had just figured out who the cock was that was making Kyla Clark smile; the son of her best friend. It was this reason that had made me shy away from Mrs. Wills in the first place. Of all the mothers on the list she knew my mother the best and spent the most time with her. If I made a mistake with her, she would take it right to my mother and that completed the plan which had been forming since I woke from my nap. I would fuck Mrs. Wills and she would have to tell my mother. Then the subject would be out there.
"Hi, Mrs. Wills. Are you going home soon? Mom dropped me off and I wanted to go home."
"They did not have what you were looking for?"
I stared hard into her eyes. "Oh, yes. I think I found it just fine. Are you going home soon? I could ride with you to your house and then walk from there." I started walking towards the entrance of the store. I stopped and looked back at her. She was eyeing the changing room door. It moved and a faint click could be heard by both of us. Mrs. Wills looked at me, glanced again at the door and then moved to follow me.
"I'd be happy to drop you off. But your mother asked me to bring her a flyer so we can go by my house first. Then I'll run you home."
Again, this seemed too easy but when the stars align, you act. "No need. I'd be happy to pick up the flyer and take it to Mom. I can walk. I need the fresh air."
We chatted on the way to the Wills house. She drove up the drive and into the garage. Her house had a drive which went along the side of the house and then into the garage from the back. I could see out my window that her neighbor, Mrs. Kingston was readying their upper deck for the winter. She was a beautiful Chinese lady who Sid Kingston had married while overseas and brought home. A new idea formed, more subtle and likely better than the original, but only if no one was home. Anne was a busybody, a horrendous gossip and because she was Chinese, unaware of many of the 'things you just don't say' in polite company. She said 'fuck' out loud more than any of the women of the neighborhood, though the Chinese equivalent she would never have breathed out loud. English was a second language so the impact of English words did not affect her like it did native English speakers.
"Is Chris home?" I asked as I got out of the car.
Mrs. Wills looked at me over the top of the car, studying me like she was curious or puzzled. "No. He and Tony are out getting in a couple rounds of golf before the weather turns." She closed the door. "They won't be home till after supper." She smiled at me and walked into the house, hitting the but to close the garage door as she did. I could see Anne watching us from her deck, staring intently at me as the door closed. I smiled but played like I did not see her. I thought I could get it all done, a very elegant solution to my problem.
In the house, Mrs. Wills had found the flyer. She held it out to me but I did not take it. "Mrs. Wills, you will not tell on us will you?" I spoke seriously, despite the pounding in my head.
Mrs. Wills looked like the proverbial deer in the headlights. Caught! "What do you mean? Tell who? About what?"
"About Kyla and me." I confirmed her suspicions, suspicions which brought her into the store in the first place.
Mrs. Wills lowered the flyer. Her friendly smile faded. "What is there to tell? You were feeling up the mother of one of your friends in public? You should be ashamed."
I nodded. "I should be. And she let me. She liked it. You must know what that means?"
Mrs. Wills broke eye contact, lowered her head and finally nodded. "You are sleeping together." She whispered.
I chuckled. "I fucked her in the changing room. Twice. The second time in the ass. I cannot help myself. Kyla has a great ass."
Mrs. Wills stared at me. "How did this happen?" She asked.
"It just happened. I went over to help pack some things to send to Landon and one minute we are fixing tea and the next she has my cock in her mouth." I made my eyes go wide and I covered my mouth with my hand. "I am sorry, Mrs. Wills. Really! But I don't know who to talk to. It is tearing me up. I fucked my best friend's mom and she loved it. You saw what she looked like. She wanted me to touch her, to stroke her pussy and caress her ass. She invited me into the changing room, demanded I fuck her!" My voice had a perfect plaintive note with a hint of panicked whine struck through it.
"Sit down, Sonny." The stern look on Mrs. Wills face changed. "This is very serious."
I shook my head. "You won't tell, will you?"
"Who?"
"My mom!" I said first then amended the answer, "Anyone."
For a few moments, Mrs. Wills hesitated. Then she shook her head. "No. I will not tell."
I could tell she was lying. Mrs. Wills was not a good liar, or so I thought till Chris told me she was fucking her brothers. Only then did it occur to me that Chris might have been lying. But he wasn't usually a good liar either. Who to believe?



"How do I know? I know you are friends with my mom. She will freak if she knew I was boning someone." I actually blushed then. I felt my face get hot.
Mrs. Wills face softened. "Yes, I am her friend and parents do need to rely on their friends to help them keep up with the children. But I would never tell her this. It is private." She was almost grinning. "Did you like it? Was she any good?"
I buried my face in my hands. "Don't talk like that!" I nearly shouted.
"Why not?" Mrs. Wills asked.
"Because of all my mom's friends, I would rather it would have happened with you than anyone else." Now my face flamed and though I felt the surge of adrenaline and the slight quivering in my body, I felt clear headed, knowing what to say next, what to do. It was all perfectly clear in my head.
"Excuse me?" Mrs. Wills spluttered. "What did you say?"
I shrugged before looking up. "Nothing. Nothing. Listen, you cannot tell but I know you will. If you do, I will say you fucked me." I spoke desperately, wildly. To my surprise, she did not look shocked. "You have to promise not to tell anyone about Kyla and me!"
"You tell me what you said first." She said. "Then we can discuss matters."
I stared at her. My cock got hard. Mrs. Wills was beautiful with pure blond hair and a perfect pale face, blond eye brows and glittering green eyes. He had a long neck, graceful and porcelain white. "I, a," I began. "I said that I wish it was you I was fucking." I said softly, almost too soft to hear.
Mrs. Wills nodded, a sort of secret smile which came and went. "You dare to suggest you would fuck me?" She said.
I goggled because I had never heard her say 'fuck' in a sentence before. Her head did not explode when she said it which sort of surprised me.
"Well?" Her face got stern.
I shrugged and nodded. "You are the most beautiful woman in the world." I said. "You are so sexy, of course I want to fuck you!"
Mrs. Wills stared at me, but she was not seeing me. "Tell me about it. Tell me everything." She whispered.
"What?" I could not believe what I was hearing.
"I want you to describe it. You know, what you did to her, to Mrs. Clark, to Kyla."
"I fucked her. She sucked my cock." I said quietly.
Mrs. Wills shook her head. "No. Tell me everything. All the details. I want to hear you describe it, the whole story. You tell me and I will keep your secret safe."
For a moment I was frightened then horrendously excited. If I did as she asked, she would fuck me but my cock had just been up Mrs. Clark's ass. I told her that. I had to wash it before I fucked her. No, I could not fuck her! Not now. Much as I wanted to. I had to think long term!
"Well?" Mrs. Wills demanded.
I shrugged and did as she asked. I described Kyla sucking my cock, Kyla on the kitchen table and leaving her there. I told about returning to her house, Kyla inviting me into her house, Kyla on her back on the bed, I did not mention it was Landon's. Then I described taking Mrs. Clark in the dressing room, finding her naked, Kyla sucking my cock, fucking her, coming in her and then finally my cock in her ass and how much she came with my cock in her ass. "Then I came out and there you were." I stopped.
Mrs. Wills nodded with a loud sigh, her eyes glittered. "Fine. I will keep your secret and I know how to make sure of it. I will kiss you. If I tell, you tell. Even." The diffident woman was gone. Vanished. This was the woman capable of fucking her brothers. She stood up. "Come kiss me. Kiss me like you kissed Kyla Clark."
For a moment I was stunned, mostly because this was my plan all along. But not here. "Not here." I said. "Outside. I don't want to come in the house and think of your lips all the time. Chris will think I am getting hard because of him." I stood up, showing her my dirty erection.
She regarded the front of my pants for a moment, before nodding. "You are right. It would never do for you to get hard every time you walk into my house."
I think we both knew if I kissed her there and then she would get dirty fucked. She wavered for a moment but stood up. I took her by the hand and pulled her to the patio doors. I opened them and pulled her out onto the patio, insuring she stood with her back to the Kingston's deck. I could see Anne there and she stopped working when she saw us. I took Mrs. Wills by the shoulders and kissed her, hard. Her lips were plush and soft. I pulled back. Mrs. Wills moved a hand to the back of my neck and pulled my head down, pressing her lips to mine and this time her mouth opened and her tongue greeted me. My hands went to her hips and then one slipped up to a breast and the other around to cup her perfect ass. She moaned into my mouth and thrust her hips at me. I squeezed her ample breast, her huge breast for it filled my hand and more. She moaned into my mouth. In the midst of this sexy clinch I opened my eyes and could barely see Anne Kingston staring down at us. My sunglasses hid my eyes. Anne Kingston loved secrets and having them but more than anything, Mom always said the woman loved telling secrets. Everything was set.
I broke the kiss. "Okay. Okay. I have to go."
Mrs. Wills stared at me.
I pulled her inside. "No telling." I said and placed a hand on her breast and squeezed. She squeaked but I was gone too quickly for her to object to having my hand on her body. I left her, standing, red faced and panting in the middle of her living room, just like I planned.
Perhaps I could have had her then. I do not know but I was playing the long game. I knew it would take some time but I was content to wait. The guys, however, were not.
I got together to shoot some hoops over at Sammy's and after a few games of 2 on 2 with one watching, we got beers and sat around bullshitting. In the midst of this, Langdon looked directly at me and said, "We are getting impatient. Have you fucked your mom, yet?"
I stared at him and then grinned. "I am getting close." I said. "Give me some time."
"You have had plenty of time," Sammy said. "I am getting nothing and I keep dreaming of being balls deep in . . . . " He stopped and looked around at the rest of us. Nothing he could think of would come out right so he said nothing more, he just grinned.
"Well, whatever. Sonny, you have a month. Then this is over and you consign us back to the unfriendly waters fishing for pussy in the usual ways." Brent said. "We cannot be thinking about fucking our mothers forever. We either do it or give it up. Thirty days. You hear?"
I did not like his tone but since I felt I was close, I just shrugged. If I failed, I failed. I always went first because usually when they sent me out to do something everyone else was too chicken to try, I did it and did it pretty well. I thought maybe I should at least go fuck his mom before I lost out with mine. It sounded like a good idea but I did not get the chance. That came later. For now I was waiting to see if my plan worked. The clock ticked and I waited, watching my mother closely to see a change in her manner towards me but found nothing to speak of. Then it happened, not like I thought but close enough. I thought Mrs. Kingston would be whispering to everyone and Mrs. Wills will hear. She would have to bring it to my mom before Mom heard it from someone else. Then she would tell about Kyla Clark and my cock and Mom would have to sit me down for 'a talk'. I had some of it right but not all.
That Friday my sisters all went out early before I got home. I arrived to find Mom alone in the gloom of early evening, sitting at the kitchen table drinking a glass of wine. I opened the fridge and got out a beer. I closed the door before I noticed her.
"Holy shit, mom, I almost dropped my beer. What are you doing in the dark?"
"Drinking wine." She said, her voice was slurred. "Put the beer back and help me finish this bottle."
I did. I sat down at the table and noticed her attire for the first time. She was dressed for bed. It was a sexy outfit in blue with gold highlights which accented her pale white skin and coal black hair. I felt my pulse quicken, thinking perhaps my patience had paid off. I poured wine in my glass and sipped some. "So? What's up, mom? Why are you sitting her drinking by yourself in the dark?"
Mother sipped from the wine glass and set it down. It clinked on the table top, rattling a bit for her hand was unsteady. "I need to talk to you?"
Here it comes, I thought. "Where are the girls?"
"Out, all gone for the weekend. Aren't you going to ask me what I want to talk to you about?"
I stared into my wine, searching for a reply. Though I anticipated this confrontation, I did not have a script to work from. All I wanted was for the subject to come up and it was about to. Despite that, I struggled for words, mostly because I could not know what she knew or suspected and I did not want to spill the beans before it was time. "No, mother. I presume you will tell me when you are ready. I think you have had a lot of wine."
"Second bottle. But did not drink the first by myself." She slurred. "Want to guess who helped me?"
I didn't want to guess so I sipped and stared, avoiding her steady, though bleary gaze.
"Laura Wills. Mrs. Wills came to see me. But no, that is not right. I called her and she came right over. Brought wine. Made me drink some, a lot. Do you know why?"
I shook my head.
"I'll tell you why." My mother was a woman who became positively voluble once she had enough wine, but curiously, she always made sense. You just had to listen closely because she slurred her words badly soon after the wine was opened but she did not get bleary drunk till long afterwards. Her lips lost their skill but her mind remained sharp. Her kids had learned that early, mom could not be taken advantage of just because she sounded drunk. She had to be drunk and that was notoriously difficult to determine before it was too late.
Mom found her voice. "I'll tell you why." Repeating herself was one possible positive sign that she was around the bend from being able to remember what happened. I sort of hated that because I could not see myself fucking her while she was drunk and helpless, unless she asked. Still and again, I waited. "Laura says you kissed her." Mother stopped to pour more wine, emptying the bottle and then she looked askance at me till I got another bottle of white from the fridge, opened and set it on the table. "I saw Mrs. Kingston at the store this morning. Do you know what she told me? She said she caught you kissing Laura Wills on their deck and you had your hand clearly on her ass. You kissed her for a long time and with tongue and everything. Anne told me that, all that. Just like that."
Mother was drunk. I would have bet on it. But I could not tell for sure. I kept silent.
"I called Laura when I got home. Anne insisted that we have coffee after leaving the store and though everyone knows she is a horrible gossip, I finally relented and went to have coffee. That is when she told me. So I called Laura when I got home. I was furious. I think I scared her. Anne thinks you fucked her. I think she was jealous, the little tramp. Anne would fuck you, I know! She came right over, I mean Laura, and told me that she would not talk to me till I calmed down and wine would help so that is why that bottle is empty. Number two. I drank most of the first. Laura talked.
"She said you professed love for her but that you were tangled up with Kyla Clark. Is that true?"
I wanted to say 'what part' just to dodge a little but thought better of it. "Sort of."
"Sort of? Sort of! What does that mean?" Mom drank and the wine seemed to clear her mind, curiously. "Is it true you slept with Kyla Clark?"
"Yes." I nodded.
Mom nodded emphatically. "Good, that woman has needed a good shagging for ages. What about Laura? Did you profess love to her?"
I thought back. What did I say? Finally I shook my head. "No."
"Ahhh. What did you say exactly?"
"That of all the women in the neighborhood, she was the one I wanted to . . . to . . . take to bed."
"Fuck." Mom said at the same time I said 'take to bed' which changed the tone of the conversation considerably. She continued when I was done. "So? You said that your dream was to fuck Laura Wills? You said that to her face?"
"No. No, I never said that to her. Not really, well, not till she insisted. I said that I wished it had been her rather than Kyla, er, Mrs. Clark."
"Kyla, is it?"
I knew that would get me in trouble eventually, skipping to Kyla rather than keeping it 'Mrs. Clark', if I was in trouble. I still could not tell but this was my mother and I still had vestiges of her judgments affecting me. I was guilty of something after all and I was all about insuring she did not find out what it was till I was cock deep in her voluptuous pussy. Thinking that, I did feel guilty! But I still thought it and got hard because of the thought itself.
"You call her Kyla?" She did not wait to get an answer but drank and then continued. "Laura confessed everything, how she promised not to tell me anything about you and her, or Kyla."
"What do you mean, me and Mrs. Wills?" I was puzzled.
"She said you were going to come back and take her in the night, right in her own bed. She said you would slip into the quiet house and steal up to the bedroom and put a hand over her mouth and tear off her clothes and gag and tie her up and strip and do her." Mom gulped more wine and laughed. "Fuck her, I mean. Oh! No, wait. That is what she said she wanted! Not what you said. She said that to me, you did not say that to her. Sorry. Sorry! Sorry. So, now you know you can have her anytime you like." She stopped and leaned forward, squinting at me. "Did you do her?" I shook my head. "Do you want her?" Mom asked, "Because if you do, this weekend is the perfect time. The girls are gone and Tony and Chris are out camping. Now is the time. The iron is hot, or Laura is hot, anyway." Mom laughed uproariously then and guzzled more wine. "Listen, we have a problem. If you fuck Laura, I'll know about and I do not want to be in a position to know that about you two. And what about Kyla?"
I felt smug but kept it off my face. Kyla would soon have all the cock she craved and likely more. All our loving MILFs would. "What about Kyla?" I responded.
Mom shook her head. "I do not want to know. Laura is enough for now. Listen, I made a deal with Laura. She comes here, fucks you right in your own room. That way I know all about it. If I make a stink, she makes a bigger one by insisting that I knew and approved. Everyone is safe from recriminations." Mom spoke that last word perfectly which called into doubt her actual degree of drunkenness since drunklish does not come and go like that, usually. That warm, comfortable feeling of having a plan working perfectly changed in that instant to a niggling dread that I was missing something and was charging off a very high, very steep cliff with a rocky landing. Yes, I got insecure. I reached around and found nothing under me so I felt I had no choice but to forge forward. I guess I actually charged off the cliff when I fucked Kyla the first time. So what does it matter how far off I charge?
"No, mom. Just knowing is not enough. I'll fuck her but you have to watch. You have to be there. You have to watch me fuck her." My voice was rock steady though my right leg was jiggering like mad under the table. This was the last step before I got what I was after, what the five of us needed. If this worked, the rest was just details.
Mom had been about to take more wine but the glass stopped before it arrived at her lips and she stared at me over the half-full goblet. "Excuse me?" She said. "What did you just say?"
"I said that you have to be in the room, watching us. We will fuck for you, with you in the room. Otherwise, it is not balanced, not even and you can slip free of the gag order whenever you like. We cannot have that. Laura and I belong together but it has been impossible to make it happen. I could not see how to do it without hurting someone, you, her, her family, me. But now, now we have no choice. We have to do it. And you have to be there watching. Watching makes you just as guilty and in fact, if this all comes out, who will believe you just watched?"
"Oh my dear baby," mom began, but I interrupted.
"I am not your baby any longer, mother. I am a man and you are trying to get involved in my sex life. Well, if you insist you will be and now you are. I have little choice it seems but you cannot just linger on the fringes. You have to watch while I take the clothes off your friend's beautiful body and lay her on your bed and fuck her." There, I said it. The gauntlet was down, the die was cast and the matter would be settled, one way or another and right now. For a minute, Mom stared at me then she set the wine glass down, rose, unsteadily and went to the house phone and hit a speed dial.
"Laura? Yes, hello. Yes, very drunk, still drinking. No, not your fault." She nodded. Again. "I mean, yes and yes. Just takes some getting used to. No. Yes. Tomorrow. As we discussed. Noon? Sure, noon. Monday. Take the day off. Gives us plenty of time. Wednesday? Perfect. I do not need to go to the office Monday either. What? We can discuss it tomorrow. I'll have the garage open at noon, just drive in. We don't want your car parked all weekend outside our house." My mother hung up. She looked over at me, weaving, "There." She said. "All settled. We can explain about the audience tomorrow. I did not want to explain tonight, might freak little Laura lovely lips out and she would be a no show. I am looking forward to seeing her get banged by my only son." With that, my mother turned away from me and staggered off to bed.
I did not see mother again till ten the next morning. I was rattled. When she left the kitchen I sat and finished the bottle by myself, contemplating what had just happened, wondering if my beautiful, sexy mother was drunk. She had called her best friend and arranged for me to fuck her tomorrow around noon and she was going to watch, wanted to watch! I was certainly down the rabbit hole now. Even fucking Kyla had not made our MILF list plan as real as this conversation had. But, I reflected, I was going to get another MILF.
Mrs. Wills was certainly on that list but then the thought of taking her while my mother watched me washed over me. So far, I had been sexual always in private. The idea of doing Laura Wills in front of someone seemed so alien and strange that I kept drinking the wine, though Mom only left me half the bottle. Mom was shorted then me, with broad, rounded hips and shapely legs and a huge bust. Her black hair was cut at an angle with the longest in the middle extending to the middle of her back. I thought of her naked and resolved that if Mrs. Wills would be naked, then so would my mother.
The plan all along was to collectively fuck our mothers and not on a round robin basis either but together! Air tight, Landon said. Airtight? I remembered the tight constriction of Kyla's ass around my cock. I groaned. I thought about my mother's ass and I thought about Laura Wills' ass. I kept drinking but quit when the bottle was empty because if Laura Wills was indeed coming, I should not have a terrible hangover. Only at that moment did it occur to me that Mom could have spoofed me and did not actually have anyone on the line or Laura had not answered and tomorrow all this would be forgotten or she would punish me for believing she would do something like this. Curiously, this thought calmed me enough to get to sleep: maybe it was all a hoax.
I woke early with a gigantic headache, peed took ibuprofen and went back to bed. For a moment I felt like thinking about the night before but sleep took me despite the bright morning sunshine streaming into my room. I awoke to tapping on my door and then the sound of it opening.



"Honey? Sonny? Sonny Honey!"
My mother's voice pierced whatever dream I was having which left my cock painfully hard. I turned on my side to hide it with the sheet facing her. "What?" In that instant, all of the previous night came flooding back, especially the conclusion, followed closely but the final thought that Mom was faking me out. Her next words settled the matter.
"Get up. Laura is downstairs and she is nervous as a whore in church. Did you shower last night?"
I opened my eyes to find my beautiful mother bending over me. I could see right down the tank top shirt she was wearing. "How's your head?" I asked.
"Okay, getting better. I noticed you finished the bottle last night. How are you?"
She seemed unduly bright, cheerful and perhaps eager. "I had the weirdest dream," I began but Mom interrupted me.
"I had the same dream. Turns out Laura Wills had the same dream and is down stairs waiting for us, you really to make it real. I have not told her I am going to watch you take her. I want you to kiss her before you say anything and if she responds well, take her right there the first time! On the kitchen table like you did Kyla Clark!" My mother was practically giggling with anticipation. I rolled onto my back and my cock tented the sheet. "My goodness, you are ready for her, aren't you!" I got up and walked past her to the bath, cock aloft.
"Going to shower, be down soon." I muttered. I showered, thinking about what was before me, considering that this was the final 'go-no go' point in the whole MILF project, converting them from MILFs to MIGF, mothers I got to fuck. Whether the other guys knew it or not, if I fucked my mother, I was certainly going to fuck all of their mother's . . . which made me consider the thought that I should indeed have fucked all of the MILFs in question before revealing to my friends that my mother had been bedded by her son. It would be harder to squeal if the story would include your own mother on the list of the fucked. But that was not a done deal yet. I had to take Mrs. Wills and then see if the door to my mother's love palace would open. Surely watching her best friend and her son fuck would make her willing to join? The thought left me hard when I exited the shower and it remained with me till I dressed, right up till I got to the bottom of the stairs and heard Laura's screeching laughter and my mother's voice talking to her. My cock wilted. Two women? Both fuckable? Women! Not callow girls who still flinched when they touched the cock or the cock touched them but women who presumably had done it all. The whole thing was a little scary! The wilting of the cock daunted me but I did not hesitate. I strode into the kitchen where Mom and Mrs. Wills sat drinking coffee.
I stopped at the door. Mrs. Wills sat facing me, her blond curls loose on her shoulders, her green eyes flashed when they saw me. She sat down the coffee cup. Mom looked over her shoulder and chortled, "look who's up! Sonny, Mrs. Wills is here to see you." She said in a normal voice. Mrs. Wills' eyes got huge, big around as saucers.
I hesitated and then thought of the five MILFs. They would need us all to take charge of them, to demand they give us what they wanted. If they volunteered, at least at first, the whole luscious illusion might shatter and one or more of them might close down and not give in to our desires while their friends and young men watched. Being watched was a critical part of the plan and making sure the women knew it, right from the beginning was my job. Kyla understood, she had shivered with the feel of my hand on her ass, wanting it, desiring it, begging for it. She came immediately in the dressing room. Now it was time to teach the same lesson to Laura and my mother. They could learn together.
I walked to the table and kissed my mother flush on the mouth. She was so surprised the quick kiss on her lips was over before she could do anything but make her eyes bug out, which they did. I moved to Laura who was staring and leaned down to kiss her. But this was not a quick hit. I touched my lips to her lips while laying a hand on her shoulder. Then I sucked at her lower lip, gently, softly and then I kissed her whole mouth, lips on lips. My hand moved from her shoulder to the back of her head. I encountered no resistance. Then I felt her tongue, the slightest inquiring flick that ticked my lips. I chased her tongue with mine and her lips parted, her mouth opened and her head tilted backwards. My tongue entered her mouth and it opened wider and wider till I was exploring the roof of her mouth with my tongue. When Mrs. Wills breathed through her nose the first time, I withdrew, standing up. My dick was perfectly erect.
Mrs. Wills sat looking up at me, agape. I leaned down and kissed her again and this time she moaned as soon as my lips touched hers. I put the same hand to the back of her head and placed the other firmly over her right breast, pressing and massaging it. Mrs. Wills groaned, arching her torso so as to press her tit into my active hand. Her open mouth sucked and pulled at mine, all the while she made small noises in the back of her throat. I stood straight again. "Stand up." My voice was hoarse, harsh with strain. My cock was hard and erect. Mrs. Wills glanced at the tent in my underwear for a moment. When I stepped back, she struggled to her feet. She looked down at my mother.
I so wanted to look at my mother but refused. I stayed focused on Laura Wills. "Turn around." I murmured.
Mrs. Wills glanced again at my Mother but apparently received no signal that stopped her. She turned around, facing the table. Her ass was small but well-shaped. Compact, tight, taut, even in the pleated dress of watercolor blue and pink on white which fell below her knees, I could discern the outline of her ass. I moved closer, till she could feel my presence without touching her at any point. "Do you have panties on, Mrs. Wills?" I asked. Her head moved, she bowed it, no longer looking over her shoulder at me or at my mother. I glanced over at my mother. She was sipping her coffee and watching us. Her eyes were glistening.
Mrs. Wills' head moved, a nod. "I am going to remove them. Once I do, you are mine to do with as I please. You will become the objective of my sexual satisfaction. I want you to orgasm till you feel like your head will explode. I want to give you more pleasure in a weekend than you have ever experienced in your life. Is that all right with you?"
Again the blond woman nodded. I placed two hands on her small, narrow hips. She jumped like I had pricked her with a needle. I moved my hands lower on her ass and began to pull up the dress. Mrs. Wills shivered. Higher and higher the dress rose, revealing a slip. When the dress was fully bunched in each hand, I began the same process with the taupe-colored slip. Mrs. Wills twitched when she felt it begin to move and was shivering as though she was cold by the time she felt the knuckles of each hand on her hips. She stood trembling in my grasp. "Get my prick out." I said.
My mother set down her coffee and for a moment I thought she was going to accommodate me but Mrs. Wills beat her to it. Though slightly bent over the table, she put both hands on my waist and pulled at my underwear which promptly became hooked on the head of my erect penis. I grunted. When she felt the fabric resist her, she moved both hands to the cock behind her, freed it and then pulled the briefs down as far as she could, then she bent and pulled them further. Finally, she lay on the table so she could move the jockeys to my knees where they dropped away. She made to stand back up but my hands moved higher up her sides and pressed at her lower back, not enough to resist her movement but enough to communicate my desire to her. Mrs. Wills collapsed onto the table.
I pushed her dress and slip over her ass and tucked it under her sides. I ran my hands down the sides of her hips and over the cheeks of her ass, caressing her through her silken panties. I put a finger inside the waist band and pulled. Mrs. Wills backed a bit from the table, releasing her panties to my pressure. The band crept over the slight flare of her hips. "I am removing your panties, Mrs. Wills. You may stop me at any time. But once I take them off of you, I will fuck you. Do you understand?"
Mrs. Wills nodded her head soundlessly. I pulled her panties lower on her hips, the crease of her ass appeared. I pulled them lower till the indentation of her ass whole appeared between her cheeks. She clinched her cheeks and her ass hole winked. I pulled them down to her thighs, to her knees and then to her ankles. I knelt behind her and lifted one foot and then the other, removing her panties. I tossed them to my mother. I put both hands on her cheeks and opened her. Mrs. Will arched her back so that her pussy lips appeared and then bloomed. I breathed in her aroma and then blew on her ass hole and pussy. Mrs. Wills shuddered. I stood up.
I glanced over at mother and she was watching me with wide, unblinking eyes, both fixed on my hard, erect cock. I took it in hand and smeared the precum from the end onto Laura's left ass cheek. She sighed so loud it spooked me and I jumped which made her jump. She giggled then and moved both hands out above her head, palms flat on the table, stretching like a cat in love with life. I crouched a little and tucked the end of my cock in between her thighs and they parted like a book falling open to your favorite chapter. Her pussy blossomed behind her, appearing between the pale cheeks of her ass. I touched my cock to her pussy and Mrs. Wills grunted and her body twitched backwards, as though she were trying to catch my cock with her cunt.
I fit the head of my prick between the visible lips of the pussy and pressed forward, entering Mrs. Will's body for the first time.
"Oh, my god!" It was my mother who spoke, though, not Mrs. Wills. Mrs. Wills' only response was a long hissing exhalation and a slight pressure backwards onto my cock. I pressed forward again. Mrs. Wills' pussy was completely soaked, well-lubricated with her liquid desire. Anticipation had saturated her. As I sank into her, her body began to shake and shimmy. When I was nearly all rooted in her cunt, I stopped the slow progress and pulled out and then without warning slammed my cock as deep into her body as it would go. I held her by the waist, pulling her hard onto my dick. I held her still while her body jerked and quaked. Then she made a series of little grunts, 'uh,uh, uh, uh, uh' over and over again and then she squeezed her eyes closed and her ass clinched, her pussy seized my cock and her body rippled once, twice, three times, starting each time at the shoulders and flowing down her body to her ass. Each time, each wave pulled her off my cock an inch or two and then slammed her hard back onto it. She gripped the side of the table with one hand.
"Fuck her. She just came, I think. Now fuck her hard and fast and she'll come like a cannon!" My mother hissed into the damp, still air.
I was waiting to see if my own love cannon was going to shoot off but the stillness let the threat of ejaculation retreat and I finally did as my mother suggested. I began a slow steady rhythm, in and out of Mrs. Wills' clasping pussy. She was silent but her body responded. The first sound came from her snatch, the squashing sound of my cock thrusting into her. The next sound she made was the little grunt at the bottom of each stroke as I pounded her with my cock. Then she started to pant, like she could not catch her breath and then she gritted her teeth and keened, a high note held steady from deep in her throat. Her body stiffened and though I continued to thrust into her, she did not, perhaps could not move. I plunged into her tense body over and over again. Mrs. Wills lay completely tensed, gasping for breath, pulling air past her barred teeth, swallowing and shuddering. At irregular intervals the wave would ripple through her again. When it started, her eyes clinched closed and when it reached her pussy where it was transmitted deep inside her body to my penetrating prick through the convulsing walls of her vagina, her eyes would open wide again and she would yelp. For five minutes she shuddered through wave after wave of orgasm while I pumped her with a steady length of hard cock.
It all ended when my orgasm fell on me like a calving glacier, a slow motion collapse into the cold arctic sea of pleasure which sharpened every nerve and awakened every sense. I plowed into Mrs. Wills arched body from behind, fixing my cock deep in her quivering sleeve while the orgasm approached. When it broke and my body bucked and jerked behind and above her, the final colossal wave of her many, multiple orgasms possessed her. The constant tension in her body seemed to ratchet up beyond her ability to endure. Her torso rose off the table, her head back, mouth open, the keening coming from her rose in intensity and pitch. Her hands were planted on the table and then she lifted them and her whole body jerked, convulsed and flopped forward. She grunted and exhaled into a complete swoon. Her body became completely lax and I had to hold her on the table. Her legs dangled uselessly below her, her knees turned to water. I hitched her body further onto the table and resumed my own swoon, unable to hold her but unwilling to let her trickle to the floor and become a pool of orgasmic bliss and human cum. I withdrew my deflating cock from her languid pussy and staggered to a chair and sat, naked, before my own mother after having fucked her friend on her kitchen table.
Mother shook her head. "Laura always claimed she was multi-orgasmic with the right person, complaining that Tony never bothered to try to get her there. I think you just made a friend for life. I always wanted to see it and now I have. Thank you." She smiled but there was something in her smile, a contaminate that robbed it of its essential purpose, a smile's inherent intention and gave me cause to pause, perhaps to fear but only if I was worried about having sex with my own mother. I wasn't. In fact, I saw pure, powerful, raw and demanding lust in her eyes. Voracious lust! She wanted what she had just seen! I closed my eyes and smiled deep inside. I was going to torture my mother with this till she begged for cock, till the very suggestion of being made air tight by me and my friends would bring a small orgasm of anticipation to her. For the moment, I sat still and silent, plotting.
Time passed and I roused when Mrs. Wills roused. She lifted her head, her dress still tucked under her body. "What happened?" She wheezed.
Mother reached over and slapped the woman's bare ass. "Get up. Take a shower. Do it all over again but this time in bed. Sex on the table is fine but sex in bed is luxurious."
"What happened?" Mrs. Wills whispered again.
"Sonny just fucked you stupid. Go shower and you can have some more." My mother sounded so matter of fact about the situation, Laura did not question her further. She struggled backwards till her feet found the floor and her knees locked well enough to let her stand. The dress fell, covering her. She turned, leaning on the table and stared at me. Under her stare my cock stirred. She glanced at my mother. "You saw everything?" She said while she pulled on her panties.
Mother nodded. "How do we insure everyone stays silent? I watch, you fuck and he has free, available pussy right in his very own home. Everyone wins." My mother's voice sounded odd, different than she normally sounded, lower, with a hint of a rasp, like she smoked two packs a day since she lost her virginity, but she hadn't. She never smoked.
"Everytime? You are going to watch us?" Mrs. Wills looked over at me. "Your mother?"
"Who better? She has to keep quiet, doesn't she?"
"What about Kyla?" Mrs. Wills asked.
I shrugged. "I'll fuck you both. I will fuck you when I like. Mom will arrange it. Let's go take a shower."
"No. You have to choose. Kyla or me."
I shrugged. But my mother did not shrug. She stepped in front of Mrs. Wills and slapped her so hard I heard the echo five times. Mrs. Wills head wagged to the side and when it righted itself and when she could see straight she blinked. "Why did you do that?" She asked, a soft whine in her voice.
"Laura, you know what you are. I know what you are. I am giving you to my son. You will do as he says. Do you understand?" Mother's hand pulled back to hit the woman again. Mrs. Wills cringed but I caught her wrist and pulled it back.
"That is enough. If Mrs. Wills wants to leave, she should leave. If she wants to play, we have the weekend. Mother, you cannot hit her again."
"But she likes it." Mother said. "Didn't you know that?"
I shrugged. "She just came continuously for ten minutes and I never laid a hand on her." I moved between them, put an arm around Mrs. Wills and walked her out of the kitchen and upstairs. In the bathroom, I removed her dress, bra and panties which were soaked through. When she turned around so I could finally see her tits, I gasped. They were beautiful, proud, upright with little erect nipples in the center of her aureoles. I pressed my hands into them and Mrs. Wills leaned into me, closing her eyes while her head lulled back in muted ecstasy. Mother opened the door and entered. She turned on the shower.
"Are you going to fuck her in the shower?" My mother asked me.
My mother was staring at me with fierce eyes. Our relationship had just changed.
I shrugged again, liking it. "Maybe." I looked at the blond woman whose breasts were presently in my hands. "Mrs. Wills, do you want me to fuck you again?"
"Yes. Oh yes." She breathed as my hands continued to massage her breasts.
"In the shower?"
"In bed. On my back." She breathed.
I released her and pointed her at the shower. My cock was hard again. If I went in with her, I would surely enter her again. I donned a robe and went back to the kitchen for something to eat. It smelled like pussy, aroused pussy. I ate and went back up stairs. Mrs. Wills was tucked into Mom's bed, sound asleep. I showered and joined her. She snuggled up to me, turning on her side and planting her shapely little ass hard against my groin. I was overcome with exhaustion, my arm hooked around the woman beside me. Mother closed the door and the room was quiet and I slept.
When I woke next, the room was dark. Beside me Mrs. Wills breathed regularly. I slipped out of bed, donned a robe and padded downstairs. Mother was watching TV. I flopped onto the couch. She wore a robe. I studied her. My mother was short with rich black hair and a great ass and huge boobs which she normally kept hidden under draped clothing and jackets or shapeless skirts. The robe she wore hid nothing.
"Blondie sleeping?" Mom asked.
I nodded.
Mom smiled. "You two put on quite a show. She has talked often about when she was multi-orgasmic, coming constantly but I never really understood. That was incredible to watch. Thanks for letting me."
I shrugged, thinking I was doing that a lot. Being this close to my mother, having her watch me fuck a woman, it all shimmered before me like a mirage. I did not know how to respond. I kept the end goal in mind, 'air tight'. I sat staring at my mother's cleavage, maybe for the first time seeing her as the other guys saw her, as a woman, a sexual woman, a desirable woman; tits and ass, mouth and pussy. Despite her long years of being alone, with just the four of us kids to keep her occupied, she managed to keep her sexuality present and accounted for. I wondered at that, wondered how she managed that.
Mother put a hand to one of her breasts and began to rub it. I got hard. "Don't you think, Laura needs more of your attention by now?" Mom asked, grasping her other tit with her other hand and massaging them both while she watched me.



She is trying to seduce me, I told myself. It is working. I popped to my feet, cock peeking out of the robe. "Of course. You are certainly correct." I walked upstairs to Mom's bedroom. She followed, turning off the light behind us leaving only the sound and shifting light of the TV. I noticed it was about eight. I cracked the door to Mom's bedroom and listened. I heard the even breathing of a sleeping woman. I dropped my robe and stood at the door naked. My mother came up behind me and I felt her hands on my naked waist. She rubbed my ass with her hands, stroking my cheeks. Her face neared my ear.
"What are you going to do?" She whispered.
"I am going to fuck her, like you suggested." Her hands were moving softly up and down on my sides. My cock twitched. I bit my lip, grasping all the control I could and refusing to seize my mother and fuck her right there. I knew I had to win this or the whole MILF list idea would get hi-jacked by a bunch of MILFs who would turn us boys into sex toys. I knew this with the most basic part of my manhood—my cock.
I pushed open the door, moving out of my mother's clutches and crept to my original side of the bed, my mother's bed where her blond best friend lay sleeping, her bare back visible in the dim light. I slipped under the light sheet and shuffled up close to Mrs. Wills' body. She moaned in her sleep. My hard cock was bent down, wedged between her legs as she lay on her side. I reached over her body and began to rub her tits. She rolled onto her back. My mouth covered one breast and my hand slithered down to her crotch, rubbing her there petting her corn silk pubic hair. Her legs opened. Her hips began to twitch up, little jerks as I rubbed her pussy. She grunted when I found and rubbed her little clit. When I felt the first bubbles of moisture in her cunt, I pressed a finger into her. Her legs went wide and she mumbled, 'fuck me'. I moved over her and mounted her, pressing my cock into her without delay. Her legs opened wider. I kissed her on her lips but she turned away. I moved my lips down to her nipples and she grunted each time I sucked one hard nipple into my mouth. My cock was part way inside of her.
I rose up and her head shook and her eyes opened. I pressed my hips down and my cock pierced her body, slicing down through her pussy till I was firmly rooted in her body. Mrs. Wills' head came up and she kissed me hard on the lips. One of her hands grasped the back of my head. Her mouth opened and her kiss became deeper and harder and more urgent. Her hips bumped against me, packing my prick into her more firmly. Mrs. Wills broke the kiss. "Fuck me. Please fuck me." She hissed.
A light came on. We both looked over to see my mother sitting in the bedroom lounge chair, her robe partially open, showing us her huge tits and belly. It draped across her open legs, hiding her pussy which was also covered by her two hands. Then we both heard a buzzing sound. I noticed an open box beside her a number of implements scattered beside it, nipple clamps and fuzzy handcuffs and such.
"She's fucking herself." Mrs. Wills said wonderingly. Sure enough, my mother began to stroke the hidden implement into her pussy, hunching her hips while rubbing her tits free of the robe with the other, free hand. "God, your mother is sexy!" Mrs. Wills whispered into my ear. "Are you going to fuck her?"
Just the question roused me and I started stroking cock in pussy faster, focusing on Mrs. Wills face in the partial light. I picked up speed and intensity and she caught the moment. She put her feet flat on the bed, laid her hands and arms flat as well and began to flex her hips up at me as I pounded down into her. Mrs. Wills grunted and wheezed but she was far behind me in tempo. I increased speed as I felt the orgasm approach, pounding her harder and harder as she grunted below me. I grabbed her perfect ass and pulled her hard against me, burying my cock completely in her seething cunt. The orgasm thrashed through me, spilling me into her hunching body. I jerked through an orgasm and then dropped onto my back beside her.
As I gasped for breath, I heard my mother coming. I knew she was coming because she chanted 'coming, coming, coming' over and over again till her voice was lost in a snarl of pleasure and frustration. I was still catching my breath when Mrs. Wills rose to her knees and moved down my body, kissing through the moisture there till she came to my languid cock. She licked and sucked on it, nuzzling it with her lips and blowing on the head till it began to revive. Mrs. Wills sucked my cock deep into her throat and began to blow me. When the prick was fully hard, she moved back up my body and mounted me, facing me and began to ride. In minutes orgasm crashed into her and her body seemed to jerk and shake as though she were a puppet with an epileptic puppet master, all the while wheezing and snorting, panting for breath but never speaking. She rode me with her hands on my shoulders, gripping me like I was a handrail on a rolling ship.
Once the first orgasm passed, she resumed riding me. She got to her feet and became a sock cunt, fitting over my cock from above and touching me nowhere else except her palms on my chest which balanced her. She bounced up and down on my cock, holding it with her cunt, moving up and down on the top half of it several times before she tired and settled firmly down onto me. She got back to her knees and continued riding me. My strength returned. I began to arch my hips to meet her downward strokes, hitting her hard with my body as she came down. My hands found her ass and pulled her down onto my cock, over and over again. We kept this motion up till Mrs. Wills was gasping and moving automatically, her head arched completely back, so that her eyes were staring at the ceiling. I continued to jerk her body down onto my cock with my hands at the same time I flexed my hips up at her, driving my cock higher, deeper. Every fourth or fifth stroke Mrs. Wills would shudder and tense, shaking and making gagging sounds deep in her throat as she fought to breathe around the throes of pleasure rippling through her body. She got tenser and tenser till she convulsed, flopping over top of me, dangling her huge breasts in my face and mumbling, 'back, back, back'. She was too spent to move but I wasn't.
I sat up, meeting her mouth and kissing her hard. Her nearly limp arms looped around me but her hands could not close or grip. Her lips mashed against mine without strength. I twisted and lifted till I had her on her back and could pound my cock into her. At that moment, my mother struggled out of the chair and came to the bed. She pulled the sheet off our bodies and sat on the bed. Her hand stroked my back as I fucked Mrs. Wills. Mrs. Wills lay inert below me, her lips move slowly but no sound emerged. I grasped her ass and pounded down into her body, harder and harder.
Then out of the ashes of her stillness, Mrs. Wills shrieked and her whole body convulsed around my cock, shaking and shuddering while she grunted, 'oh, oh, oh, oh' and nothing else. She sounded surprised. I continued to fuck her and she began to come again after another minute. Then she was coming again and again, straining below me, arching her body then curving it up, kissing me hard as I drove my cock home, over and over. I rose over her on my arms, changing the angle but continuing to plunge my cock into her pussy. Mother put her hand onto Mrs. Wills' chest, grasping a nipple and pinching it hard. Another orgasm flashed through the blond woman. Mom moved to the other nipple, rolling it around between her thumb and forefinger till Mrs. Wills' body ceased shaking from the last orgasm. Then Mom pinched the second nipple hard. Mrs. Wills screamed again and bucked underneath me, pounding her pussy up at me which seated my cock in her snatch. She arched her whole body, coming as she did. I had no space to stroke so just held my position, trying to keep as much weight off her as possible because I loved the feel of her cunt stretching tight around my cock. We dropped together, our pubic bones crushing together and my cock piercing her. Then she was coming again while I continued to thrust into her, building over a few minutes till her heels began to pound the bed and her ass quivered, thrusting up at me too fast to match. I dropped down on her, pinning her to the bed and grasped her ass. It seemed anything I did brought a new wave of ecstasy on the woman. She shook and shivered and then wrapped her legs around my hips, tiring soon her heels slipped down to my thighs before relaxing onto the bed entirely. I began to come with her but she barely noticed. I pumped load after load of cum into Mrs. Wills' body, pounding it deeply into her, washing her with the flow of pleasure issuing from my deepest need for her.
My mother's hand felt between our bodies, both of us widened our legs, Mrs. Wills' legs wider than mine, coating me on the outside as we both fought to regain our breath. My mother stood up and dropped her robe. I turned my head and gazed at her semi-nude body. Her great breasts stood proudly out from her body. I rolled towards, her, dismounting Mrs. Wills, leaving a track of come across her supine body. I faced Mrs. Wills and my mother stripped off her panties and crowded onto the bed, pressing her naked body against me. If I had possessed the energy, I would have fucked her. She smelled so good and felt hot and sexy pressed against me. But I was physically incapable of moving so unless she did all the work, I had no chance. I slept with the concession that I would wake up and fuck her tomorrow and the deal would be done.
However, it was light when I woke. My mother was sitting up. "Shush." She said, cocking her head and listening. "I think I heard something downstairs."
Then I heard it too, the clink of keys on the table below, the coffee table.
"Shit. One of the girls is home!" Mother rose up, donned the robe and disappeared. She returned, pale and rushed. "We have to get her awake and out of here, right now. Dalia is in the shower!" Thus our weekend ended early and without any proper denouement except for a frantic covering of the evidence of our passion, lots of potpourri and air freshener. Mrs. Wills got into her car and drove home, calling when she arrived to let us know she arrived safe. We were worried she was too cock drunk to drive but no, she arrived safely and without notice. Turns out it was for the good because husband and son arrived earlier than expected as well. Rain spoiled their camping so they arrived around noon on Sunday. In the wake of this experience, things returned to a sort of balanced sameness. Mother and I both acted as if nothing had changed but in the back of my mind, I could see her naked, her great breasts and the slight paunch of her sexy belly where I wanted to lay. But I managed to maintain my cool for most of the week, but then came Friday.
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Chapter 4
Mother's Friday
The whole week things had been weird. Mom and I could not look at each other. I am not sure what her issue was but when I did look at her, I tended to stare which led to sorting through the files of my memory; Kyla, Laura, my naked mother, all of which made me hard and I would have to retreat from public view till my pussy rocket followed the gantry back into seclusion where it belonged. I kept waiting for some sign that mother was weakening, that she needed hard cock and would take the colossal risk by bidding for mine. When she made no move, gave no positive sign and avoided my eyes, I began to obsess. By Thursday, I was nearly in a panic. I had seen mom standing at the kitchen sink that Friday morning in her robe and I fancied myself stealing up behind her and slipping hands into the robe and grasping her great melons and squeezing a sign from her that she wanted me and would have me. But I chickened out and went to school.
The guys planned to go to the football game; our alma mater high school was playing a big game away that night and we all planned to go and be rowdy and enjoy the game. Under other circumstances we would all be prowling for pussy but not this time! Then I got notice I had an advisor conference at 4 which would delay me at the college so I opted out. They went without me and ten minutes after they were gone, I got a text that my conference was cancelled till next week and then my phone went dead. Of course I did not know anyone's numbers so I could not call them to come back and get me and I did not want to make the drive alone, so I was stuck.
I immediately thought of Kyla and cruised past her house but there were a lot of cars there so they likely had something going on where I would definitely not be welcome. I did not turn around. I went by the Wills homestead and there were cars there also. I was about to go home and see if my mother was there but then I thought about Honeywell's. I knew Sammy's dad was out of town for two weeks and with Sammy gone to the game, maybe his mother was home. Perhaps this was my chance. I was so tense about mom, having something else to think about would be good. Well, not really something else, but someone else, at least, that would be good.
I had been thinking about the remaining MILFs on the list and the advisability of having all of them in hand, or more precisely, my cock in them all before informing my compadres that my mother was well and truly fucked. I was avoiding that confrontation because I was getting such a weird vibe from her and the prospect of trying to seduce Mrs. Honeywell pleased me much more than trying to figure out whether or not I could fuck my own mother. If I was going to do all the moms before I reported success to the guys, I needed to do Mrs. Honeywell anyway. Now seemed like an opportune time.
It was nearing six when I arrived and darkness was falling. I walked to the door and rang the doorbell. I had several contingent explanations for why I was ringing Mrs. Honeywell's doorbell on a Friday night. She opened the door.
"Hi, Sonny. You missed Sammy and the other boys. They are already gone."
"I know. I was supposed to meet them but something came up." I held up my phone. "My phone is dead. Do you think you have a charger that would fit?" It was feeble but when you wanted someone to know you had another motive, then curiosity invited participation. A flimsy excuse creates curiosity about what you actually do want.
Mrs. Honeywell stepped back. "Of course, come in, Sonny. Let me look." She did not ask why I did not just go home which was a positive sign.
"A, Mrs. Honeywell, am I interrupting something? Should I be going?"
She turned and smiled at me, at least when I lifted my eyes from where her ass had been to her breasts and then to her eyes, then I did actually notice she was smiling. "No, nothing. I was about to see what was on the tube or read a book. Nothing exciting. Sammy and Sam are gone so I am all alone." I followed her into the living room. She disappeared into the den. Mrs. Honeywell was a statuesque black woman, not the coal black of the African queen, the blended black of many American's which is so beautiful. Her skin was flawless. She was tall, nearly my height and looked me in the eyes in four inch heels. Her eyes were huge, wide but piercing, forceful brown eyes that never appeared hard, always friendly, open and intelligent. She was dressed in a black dress spangled with blue and green acrylic beads woven into the fabric which made it sparkle and shimmer as she moved, as the light shifted over it. It was cut low on her breasts, showing her ample cleavage. It hugged her ass. I liked it.
She returned with a charger. It matched mine and we plugged it in. I reflected that it would be good to have it in case my mother called for cock. I started to get hard and had to think about dirty socks and broccoli to make the bulge settle. If this was poker, I did not want to show my hand too soon; but then if it was poke her, I did want to show my head as soon as possible. I snickered. I glanced at the beautiful black woman in front of me and sobered right up. This was serious business.
"I was just having a glass of wine to end the week. Perhaps you would care to join me?
"Of course. Wine with a beautiful woman on a Friday evening? What more could a guy ask for?"
"Being with his friends at a football game?" Mrs. Honeywell suggested, with raised eyebrows. She got a wine glass and poured me some wine. Our families all knew each other and it was tacitly agreed that we could all get booze from any of the houses in question but the parents would never be faulted for it unless they let any of us drive. They all drove us home once in a while. But booze was just a pass time. Learning to drink in the friendly confines of our families and seeing how adults used alcohol taught us how to drink so we would only get drunk occasionally for cause, not because we could. We never drove after drinking even a beer since we were too still too young, but so were a lot of the soldiers in Afghanistan, which is just bullshit.
"Sonny? Sonny? Where is your mind?" Mrs. Honeywell held the glass of wine out to me. My mind had been elsewhere. But it was time to play the gambit.
I took the wine and smiled. Mrs. Honeywell was a big woman, not big boned but big, tall with broad shoulders but with a narrow waist which made her average sized hips look broad and her huge tits look humongous. Her ass though was unbelievable; it was a tapering ass which made her legs appear to be extensions of her back. Her hips were flared but barely though her narrow waist accentuated that. The profile of her ass, however, told a different story. When she stood straight, her ass curved pleasingly, the small of her back curved in and her broad shoulders completed the profile. I sipped from the wine glass and set it down. I stared into the rose color liquid hard, like I was struggling with something. I guess I was. I felt nervous, anxious. Mrs. Honeywell waited on me, sipping several times from her glass while she did.
Finally I looked up into her big smiling eyes. "Mrs. Honeywell, can I talk to you about something that is, er, personal?"
The happy glint in her eyes dimmed down several factors of intensity by worry. "Of course, Sonny. What is on your mind? Is something wrong?"
"Ah, well, sort of, Mrs. Honeywell, it is about, er . . . ." I stopped all together, stalling. My reluctance was real. Except for the fact I wanted to talk about it with her, wanted to get the subject open it was still exceedingly difficult to discuss sex with a woman.
"Yes?" She said, prompting.
"Well, sex." I said finally. "I need to discuss sex and, and, and relationships. But this is mostly about sex, I think but maybe not." I stopped again. Despite the fact I was working her, finding the right words was not simple which matched the situation perfectly, so being tongue-tied did not bother me. If I was a young man in over his head and looking for advice, being tongue tied would be perfectly normal and she would never suspect I was working to get her naked. Maybe she hoped, but she would not suspect me which would make things easier, at least I hoped so. Everybody does things better if they think it is their idea.
"Sex is important to us living, breathing humans, Sonny. What in particular has you bothered?"
"Well, I have gotten involved with someone and, well it is complicated."
"Does she already have a boyfriend?"
"Well, no, but yes really. Not a boyfriend so much as a . . . something else." I could not say 'husband' yet.
"What else? A girlfriend?" Mrs. Honeywell smiled then sobered when I did not deny it.
I decided on a different tactic. "Mrs. Honeywell, do you think that married women always have to have sex with their husbands?"
Now she did sober. I had said the word and she pounced on it. "Is this woman in your life married?"
I nodded, looking down at my wine in gleeful shame. I gulped some more of it. "What do you think about a man my age being involved with an older woman?"
"Who is married, you mean?"
I nodded.
"How old?" She asked.
I lifted my head and stared directly into her beautiful brown eyes. "About your age." I said softly.
This time, it was Mrs. Honeywell who dropped her eyes and gazed into the wine glass. I could only guess what she as thinking. I hoped she was thinking that she was that older, married woman and I was the younger man in the equation that would equal the double backed monster scaring the children. "Well, that is difficult. Marriage is difficult and when one or the other of the partners strays, it puts a real strain on the marriage. I do not think it is good for you to seek out married women; I think it is a waste of your life because they cannot offer you much."
Except an educated, hungry and voracious pussy; who was she kidding? I had reviewed what Sammy told us about her at the beginning and figured I had an even chance of shafting this goddess tonight before I went home. "You do not understand. She, she came on to me, kissed me the first time and pulled my hand up to her tit. She sucked my cock and then stripped and asked me to fuck her. Now she will not leave me alone. She is calling all the time, sending me texts, sometimes faster than I can delete them. I don't want anyone to see them. She says she wants to 'do it all' with me, whatever that means."
Mrs. Honeywell, listened but did not respond, sitting in thought. Finally she looked up. "Is the sex good?"
I nodded. "Fucking fantastic. I beg your pardon, Mrs. Honeywell."
Mrs. Honeywell smiled. "No matter. I do not know how anyone can have a valuable conversation about sex without being willing to say 'fuck' once in a while. Now listen, when it comes to married women, they can be demanding, you have to be clear with them what it is you offer and what you expect from them. Are you in love with her? And call me, Alissa, please"
"In love?" The question caught me by surprise almost as much as her request but I covered pretty well. "Well, no, Alissa." I tried out her name. It felt odd calling her Alissa but good at the same time. "But I do not want to hurt her either. I like the sex and she is teaching me lots of great things. Or letting me learn. She is not bossy or nothing, trying to be the great sex teacher. We are good together and we both come loads and have fun. But she talks about getting a divorce and living with me till we can get married, where would we want to live, that sort of thing . . . to tell you the truth it scares me a little."
"She is talking about divorce? Hmmmm. That is interesting. It is possible that you have tripped her trigger and she is intoxicated with having great sex again like when she was young. Do you know if she has had other lovers?"
I shook my head. "Not that I know of."
"Have you been with anyone else since you ah, got involved with her?"
"No." I lied. It was a good lie, if I understood what was going to happen, or could happen, it was the right lie.
"Do you want to?"
I hesitated just long enough to make the answer clear. "No," I lied again, "I do not want to hurt her feelings. She is really into me."
Mrs. Honeywell sat forward. "Listen, at your age, you should not let anyone lock you into something you do not want. The best way to keep a woman from thinking she owns you or you thinking she owns you for that matter, is to make sure you are with someone else from time to time. I would not suggest this if you were dating a single woman but where she is married, she has to know that and with the difference in age, she needs to understand that the point of your relationship is just sex. If she thinks she loves you, you will have to prove it to her rather than just saying it. She will not believe you. You should have sex with someone else."
"But wouldn't that be using them? Wouldn't that be involving someone else in a situation just like the one I am in and end up doing to her just what is being done to me?" The hook was set.
Mrs. Honeywell nodded. "Well, yes. You could look at it that way. In fact, that is a good way to understand it, so you should find yourself another married woman and get involved with her. Then the first woman will realize that she has competition for your cock but your heart is yours to keep."
I snorted. "Just where would I find such a woman, willing to fuck me just to help me out?"
"Not just to help you out, Sonny. You are an attractive man. Any woman would be flattered to gain your attention."
I finished my wine and stood up. Time to move. "Well, thanks for the talk, Mrs. Honeywell, er, Alissa." I said.
For a moment, Mrs. Honeywell stared up at me, shocked that she had been too subtle. She stood and came around the coffee table towards me. "Do you need to go already? The bottle is not empty yet. It is bad luck not to finish a bottle once it is opened."
She stood close to me. "I better go. You looked like you were heading out for the evening." I reached out to hug her. Her arm slipped around my back and the other around my neck and she pulled me close, nuzzling my chest with her huge tits. I was hard immediately. I placed my hands on the ribs of her back and patted her. But then I felt her lips on the side of my neck. Her hands pulled harder at me and her lips nipped at my neck in a decidedly more-than-friendly type kiss. A thrill ran through my body, paralleled by the knowledge that she was indeed volunteering herself for my use. I had to be careful and not scare her away.
I pulled back, but her long arms dangled on me, not holding but not pulling away from me either. "Mrs. Honeywell, I really appreciate you listening to me. This is not the sort of thing I can discuss at home."
"No, of course not." Mrs. Honeywell's voice was hoarse. She swallowed. Her eyes were gazing at my face and suddenly she leaned forward and pressed her large lips to mine. Her body clasped against me like a wet blanket. Her mouth was open and her tongue quested along my closed lips, touching and teasing, inviting and pleasing. I dropped a hand to her waist and pushed against her, separating us a little. Her mouth remained on mine and she moaned, trying to press herself against me. I relented and moved my hand to her hip while the other opened on her shoulder blade allowing me to pull her closer. I crushed her against my chest and I opened my mouth to kiss her deeply. Her head sloughed to the side and though we were about the same height, she ended up cradled in my arm while I kissed down on her mouth, clasping her tightly to my body.
I broke the kiss and helped her stand up again. "I am sorry, Mrs. Honeywell, if you did not want . . . if you meant . . . if I did not . . . Perhaps I should go?" I asked.
Mrs. Honeywell laid a hand on the side of my cheek, caressing it. "Sweet, sensitive Sonny. Be sure that I wanted you to kiss me." She leaned into me and kissed me again, her hands laying lightly on my chest and shoulder. Her mouth was wide open and her tongue flicked at me. I returned her kiss, placing both hands on her hips and tugging her against me. She melted against me. To make sure of the situation, I moved my hands down to her ass and clasped it, squeezing her cheeks. Mrs. Honeywell grunted in my mouth. Then she pulled back and gazed into my eyes.
"I think you may have found that married woman who is willing to help you out." She spoke with a slight lilt and then she was laughing, dropping her forehead against my chest. "Oh Sonny, you do not know how many times I have wanted to kiss you. You are such a desirable man! I always felt so ashamed when you would come around and my pussy would get wet just seeing you. When you take off your shirt, I feel faint!"
My hands began to rub her ass and she went silent which had not been my intention.
She looked up at me again. "God, kiss me again!" She breathed.
I did. Her head tilted so our lips meshed perfectly and our tongues tangoed and tangled. I squeezed her ass.
She broke the kiss again. "Fuck I love your hands on my ass, Sonny! Oh god, I want you so bad. Am I terrible?"
I grinned. "You are just helping me out, Mrs. Honeywell." I moved my hands up to the back of her dress. It was rough, harsh under my hands. I wanted it off. "You are being generous, Mrs. Honeywell." I said, fingering the hook and zipper. I smiled.
Mrs. Honeywell was staring at me as I unzipped her dress. She gasped when my fingertips brushed her cool black flesh. "Call me, Alissa, Sonny." She breathed, her eyes half closed. Then she pressed against me again, her huge breasts between us, communicating her panting passion to me in concert with her lips locking onto mine. She pulled at my lower lip with her lips and sucked on it, watching me while she did. I found her bra and released it, with some difficulty. Alissa's eyes widened a bit then closed as she sank back into our kiss, mouth wide open. We stood kissing, pressing our bodies together for several minutes, sharing the deep kiss. She shuddered and pulled back.
My hands had been idle, clasped against her bare shoulder blades, holding her dress up.
"I want you, Sonny! Am I a horrible woman to want my son's best friend?"
I shook my head. Sammy had been dead on, his mom did want me. She was going to have me too! "Alissa," I said slowly. "Tell me your best fantasy about us." Oh, my god I was inspired!
Her eyes lit up like I was offering her mink panties.
"This, kissing. You undress me in the bedroom." She giggled. "I guess I never thought about how we got there. I dreamed of kissing you, right here and the next thing was always lying on my back, staring at your hard cock as you get between my legs." Her eyes widen. "Oh. I am bound to the bed, my arms over my head as I watch you undress!" She spoke in a surprised voice. She started to say something else but I kissed her first. She melted into me again but this time I felt her loose bra between us, folding around her tits as it sagged away from them. When we separated this time, Mrs. Honeywell was panting.
I took hold of her shoulders and turned her so her ass pressed against my very, very hard cock. I was the luckiest fuck in the world! She arched her back, pressing that gorgeous ass into my cock. I touched my lips to her long, black neck and kissed her. Alissa groaned, a loud groan, with feeling. She squirmed in my arms. I kissed her again and she groaned again. I kissed up her neck, moving her hair out of the way with my nose, till I touched her ear. When my tongue snaked out and pierced her ear, she shuddered.
"Oh my loving Christ! She muttered. "I love having my ears kissed and sucked."
"I am going to suck something else, Mrs. Honeywell." I whispered. Her head tilted and I kissed at her ear. My hands, meanwhile, eased the dress off her shoulders and down her arms. It was a single piece outfit that came to her mid-thigh. Mrs. Honeywell was an attorney and knew the value of sex appeal in business and law and she used it. Her hands were laying on mine as I pulled the dress down. Then her arms straightened and I pulled the sleeves off her arms. The bra dropped and dress and bra fell to the floor. My eyes were closed but I wanted to stare at her beautiful breasts.



Alissa placed her hands on the backs of mine and moved them both to her breasts. I inserted the point of my tongue into her ear at the same time she pressed my hands over her huge tits. She gasped and hissed and muttered, "fuck, yes! Oh god, yes! I do not care how you get me back to the bed, just take me to bed, dear, beautiful, sexy Sonny! You gorgeous fucking man!"
Her ass was now covered by nothing, bare against me. Mrs. Honeywell went commando to work! I thought. No, I was wrong. I smelled perfume, she smelled clean and fresh, not like she had just arrived from work. She was getting ready to go out when I arrived. She was going hunting, commando. She found me! I massaged her tits, her hands moved with my hands, directing them but not moving them, following them, inviting them, demanding them to touch her body. Her head fell over onto my shoulder.
"I cannot stand it! My body is on fire. I am so wet. Touch me, feel my pussy weeping for you!" Her hand moved one of my hands to her crotch where I found her bare skin, slightly nubby. She pressed my hand lower and lower till she stiffened as my rough palm grazed over her clit. She pressed my hand against her pussy, shoving a finger inside of her with one of her fingers. She was very, very wet. Alissa groaned, "Oh fucking god! You are going to fuck me, right? You are not going to leave me here panting and run off to your other lover? You have to fuck me, please say you will fuck me!" She seemed to chant the words, like she was reciting something she loved.
I stopped kissing her ear. "Alissssssaaaah," I hissed directly into her ear. "I am going to lay you on your back. I am going to part your legs. I am going to get between your knees. I am going to insert my cock into your cunt and I am going to fuck you till you scream!" I enveloped her ear and sucked on it.
Alissa screamed and shuddered, pressing one hand to her soft breast and the other against her watery crotch. She pressed my finger deeper in her and I moved it, she jerked and jerked and then she sagged against me with a cry, "coooommmmiinnnnggg! Oh, oh, oh, oh goooooddd!" She squealed and as she came, her hands grasped me like she would fall without my support which she very likely would have. Her legs wavered and I had to move my hand to lock around her waist to hold her up. She went completely limp against me.
I kissed down her neck, opening my eyes to look down her body at her wonderfully huge breasts. They were magnificent, even from this perspective, tall, proud and black. I took firm hold of her with one arm and ran the other hand up to her breasts and pinched her nipples. She twitched and stood up. She stepped away and looked at me like I had green hair. She weaved like she was drunk.
"I have never come like that before! God, what you do to me, Sonny! I always imagined that you would make me come like a rocket but it is amazing to find that you actually can!" For a minute I was concerned, worried that these women would all love me so much none of them would want to fuck my buddies. I chuckled, if that was a problem, it was one of the best I could think of to suffer with. I moved into her arms again and kissed her lips. Then I kissed her neck and shoulders and then lower to her breasts. I kissed the slopes of her tits and then found each nipple and sucked it. Alissa had one hand on my head and the other on my shoulder. Her body swayed as I sucked at her breast. She shuddered and squeaked. She pulled me up to her lips and then shuddered against me. I grasped her by the ass and her arms looped around my neck, she kissed me and leaned against me.
"You are mine, now, Alissa." I said. "I am going to fuck you now. Go get on the bed."
She pulled away from me and stared for a moment. "Yours?" She said, hesitantly.
I nodded. "You are my woman. I am going to take you. Go get on the bed." I hoped I was not getting impatient.
Alissa stared at me for a moment and then nodded and walked away from me, naked. I watched her for a moment before I could get my own feet to move, staring at her fluid ass switching back and forth with each stride. I scooped up her clothes and followed her to her bedroom. She opened the door and walked to the bed and turned on the light. It provided the room with a nice soft glow. "How do you want me?" She said in a low, even voice.
I heard that I had made a mistake. I placed her clothing on the chair and sat down on the bed. I pulled her close and began to suck on a nipple. I changed to the other and back again several times before she sighed and arched her chest at me. Her hands rose and she grasped my shoulders. I pulled back and she looked into my eyes. "You do not want to be mine?" I asked.
Her head shook and my heart sank. "Not that. I do not want anyone to own me. My husband tried that and ruined our marriage. Now he fucks whoever he can and I do without and we both suffer." The mention of her husband wilted my boner a little.
"Would you rather he be here fucking you?" I said. On one hand, it may seem like a stupid thing to say. On the other, I had to be able to bend her over a chair and fuck her while her son watched and that would take some doing. I could not afford to avoid sensitive issues.
"Oh, no!" Alissa said, leaning in to kiss me. "I was just surprised."
"Not part of your fantasy?" I said.
She smiled and shook her head. "I guess not."
I stood up, stroking my hands over her hips and ass, up her shoulders and breasts. Her eyes fluttered and closed. "Lay down, my beautiful, beautiful girl. I am going to fuck you now." For a moment, Alissa stared into my eyes while my hands roamed, not moving her, just brushing her skin. I grasped her breasts and formed my hands around them, stroking them out from her chest to the nipples with my whole hand.
Mrs. Honeywell groaned and closed her eyes. Then she nodded, kissed me on the lips and stroked my cock with one hand. "Take me." She whispered. She sat on the bed and lay down, moving to the middle.
I regarded her and realized something was missing. "What can I tie you with? I am sorry I am a bit unprepared."
At that moment, I heard my phone ring from the other room. I walked into the other room and answered it wondering if my mother was calling for cock. "Sonny?" It was mom. "Did you go to the game?"
I was about to say no, if I had, things would have turned out much differently. "Uh huh." I grunted. I hated lying to her. My heart was in my throat.
"When will you be home do you think?"
I thought about it and wondered what I should do? "Late. I'll play it by ear."
"Okay." She said and hung up. I thought that was really odd. I walked back into the bedroom to find Alissa stretched out on her bed, her arms extended over her head, cuffed with fuzzy cuffs to the headboard. She smiled at me. I closed the door.
"Fantasy time. You undress after finding me shackled to my own bed. I am horrified that you see me naked and helpless, shocked that you take off your clothes, knowing that your intention is to fuck me. I am too afraid to speak, but too excited to object and too eager to scream, knowing that I will scream eventually." Mrs. Honey spoke from the bed, staring at me.
I began to undress as she talked, standing at the foot of the bed, staring up the length of her naked body. Mrs. Honeywell stared down her naked body at me. I unbuttoned my shirt slowly, running my hands over my bare chest. I shrugged out of it and dropped it on the floor. "Well, well, well. What do we have here? Mrs. Honeywell, you seem to be in a bit of a jam." I unbuckled my belt.
Alissa stared then shook her head. "Ah, hi Sonny. Sammy is not here. What are you doing? Why are you taking off your pants? Is that your big, hard cock?"
I opened my pants and my cock arched underneath my underwear. "Sure, Mrs. Honeywell, that is my cock." I rubbed it with one hand, running a thumb down its curved length.
"What are you going to do with it, Sonny? Why are you taking off your clothes?"
I about asked why she was laying naked on her bed shackled to the headboard but 'why' questions are either so obvious one shouldn't ask them or so complex they should not be asked when a guy has a naked woman panting for his cock right in front of him. I thought of a different question.
"How long has it been since you fucked a real man, Mrs. Honeywell?" Great question! I dropped my trousers. But I had forgotten to take off my shoes. James Bond I am not.
Alissa blinked. "Six weeks." She said.
"Reaaaally! Who did you fuck?" I pulled up my pants and untied my shoes so I could kick them off.
Alissa turned her head away from me, nuzzling her cuffed arm. "An associate, an intern at work. He is a college junior."
I was surprised but then again, maybe she was playing. Either way, the game was fun and the tussle over who got to ask the questions was over. I won. "And did you come, Mrs. Honeywell?"
She nodded.
"I asked you a question. You have to answer."
"Yes. I came when he entered me."
"Did you suck his cock first?"
She nodded again.
I moved to the bed and knelt on it. I grasped her by the jaw and twisted her face to me. "I asked you a question, Mrs. Honeywell. Did you suck his cock first?"
"Yes."
"Did he come in your mouth?"
"Yes. I swallowed his come. I got so hot when he entered me, I came right away." Alissa licked her lips.
"Then what happened?"
"After I came, after he entered me?"
Her eyes were searching my face, seeking approval. I smiled. "No, after you sucked his cock. What did you do next?"
"I lay down on the conference table and he ate me."
"Ate you? What do you mean?"
"He, ah, he kissed my cunt, licked my pussy, sucked on my clit."
"And did that make you come, Mrs. Honeywell?"
She shook her head then remembered to speak. "No. No. He did not do it long enough. He got up and dropped his pants and put his cock in me."
"And you came immediately?"
She nodded. "Yes. I came immediately, when his cock slipped inside my cunt I started to come."
"Then what happened, Mrs. Honeywell?" My throat was going dry. My cock twitched and her eyes flicked down to it.
"He kept fucking me till he came."
"How long was that?"
She closed her eyes. "Maybe a couple minutes. Maybe. He came fast. I did not come again."
"And?"
"He left. He left me lying on the table panting for cock, goddamn him."
"Did you fire him?"
"No. Not yet."
I leaned over the woman, putting my face very, very close to her face, so close her eyes could not fix on my eyes and kept jerking back and forth. "Mrs. Honeywell, are you lying to me? Did you really fuck a guy at your office?" My voice was chiding. Great question, though.
"Oh yes, Sonny. He fucked me. I needed sex then. I would have fucked you gladly if I could have. I have wanted you to fuck me for years."
What a sweet thing to say. I crawled fully onto the bed and straddle her hips with my bare legs. My cock twitched. Alissa stared down between her huge tits at my twitching, covered cock. Then she looked back up at me. "How do you get out of those cuffs? Is there a key?" I asked.
"No. There is a safety catch."
"Show me." She did and her arms were released. The cuffs were broad, solid with long, brown-black fur covering them except where the chain hooked to them. On each there was a little catch like what you find on jewelry, when you moved it, the cuff opened. The chain between them was about two feet long. I took the loose cuff and looped it through the metal lattice of the headboard so that her arm was far to the side. I ran the chain along the outside to a point about 18 inches from the first and put the cuff through. I glanced down. Alissa was paying me no mind, that is, not to what I was doing with my hands. She stared at my erect cock, or the shape of it in my underwear. I grasped her free hand and pulled it to the other cuff and shut it on her wrist. Now she looked up at her hands.
I scooted down her body and kissed a nipple and then the other one. I licked both and then sucked both. I kissed around her breasts and sucked her nipples till finally she gasped and grunted. I nipped the nipple I had in my mouth at that moment and she squeaked, her hips jumped under me. I released the nipple and leaned over her. I kissed her while she watched me. Her lips melded with mine but her eyes remained open. I pulled back. "Mrs. Honeywell, you are now helpless, aren't you? You cannot escape from those cuffs unless I release you, right?"
"Yes." She hissed.
"Have you ever been helpless like this before?" I asked.
She shook her head, then remembered to speak, "No. Never."
"How does it feel? Being helpless?"
"Touch me and you'll know." Mrs. Honeywell hissed.
I almost fell for that. I almost reached around behind me and fingered her but when I hesitated, she hunched her hips at me and I knew enough not to. I leaned down and kissed her on the lips but lightly. I slithered off her body and stretched beside her. I began to rub her belly and stroke her breasts, very lightly, very gently. Her skin began to pucker and her nipples rose up. I was on the right track.
"Mrs. Honeywell, I am going to put my cock in you in a moment. Is there anything else you want to tell me? For example is there something that really arouses you? Really turns you on which you would like me to know about, while you are so completely helpless like this?"
She turned her head to look at me. She nodded, very, very slowly. "Yes, Sonny. There is something else that I fantasize about."
"And what is that, Alissa? What do you fantasize about?"
She closed her eyes, squeezing her thighs together while her torso squirmed. Her arms were held wide above her head. "I dream about having my ass whipped with a belt and then being fucked on my back." She said quietly. "I want a hot ass while I am being fucked." She opened her eyes and stared at me.
"While you are bound?" I asked, my heart pounding in my head.
She closed her eyes then nodded. "That would be great. Oh, yesssssss, that would be wonderful."
I made a decision right then. Much as I wanted to accommodate her, too many fantasies at once make them blur together. I rolled off the bed and stood beside her. "Alissa, I am going to pull down my underwear now. When I am done, I am going to put my cock into your body. Are you ready?"
Her eyes burned as she stared at my covered dick. She nodded. She kept nodding finally adding words, "Oh, yes, Sonny. I am so ready for you to put your cock into me."
I began to ease my underwear off my hips. My ass wiggled around. It was like being two different people. My head and hands wanted to tease the shackled woman on the bed while my cock and ass wanted to fuck her. We would compromise.
"Do you want to see my cock?"
She nodded. "Yes. Oh, yes, Sonny. Your cock looks so big and strong and ready to be inside me!"
I lifted the top of the underwear over the head of my penis, looking down at it and then pulled the cloth low enough so she could see it. Alissa hissed approval. I took hold of the bottom of my briefs and slowly pulled them down my body, revealing my cock a little at a time. Alissa craned her head closer, pulling at the restraints to get her eyes closer to my cock. When my jockeys cleared the cock and then slipped over my balls, Alissa groaned.
"Fuck I love cock!" She said.
What a sweet thing to say, thought. I let the underpants drop to the floor and stepped out of them. Alissa, my dear, in a while you are going to get all the cocks you can handle and then some, I thought. I had no idea, even then.
Alissa spread her legs and popped her ass up in the air, staring at me. I turned away from her and went into the bathroom for a drink of water. "Do you want a drink of water, Mrs. Honeywell?" I asked.
"No." She said hoarsely, then changed her mind, "yes, please." I filled the glass and held it to her lips to drink. Water dribbled down her face to her neck and onto the sheets. I set the half empty glass on the end table and put a knee on the bed, just even with her tits. I swung a leg over her body, presenting her with my cock, right before her face, her breasts cuddled against each leg.
"I would like you to suck my cock and swallow me when I come. Then, Mrs. Honeywell, I thought I would eat you till you come and then fuck you till we quit. How does that sound?"
In answer, she arched her neck and kissed the end of my cock, sucking at it.
I was so close to coming I thought I would blast off right then. I pulled back and she looked up at me, hunger in her eyes, her lips working like she was talking or sucking at a nipple herself. Her tongue came out and licked her full, glistening lips.
"Oh sweet Jesus!" She breathed.
I shuffled forwards and offered her my cock again, unsure if it would last more than two seconds. Alissa's mouth made a perfect oval and she kissed the head of my cock. I lurched at her and the head passed into her mouth. She sucked on it and I moved forward, leaning over her while she accepted more of my steely hard cock into her watering mouth. I felt her hips buck behind me, bouncing us both. I grabbed hold of the headboard near her hands and she grasped my wrists. She sucked my cock, tilting her head this way and that but she could not get the right angle to get it clear down her throat. I think we were both disappointed. She grunted and began to suck, hard.
The orgasm hit me like hurricane. My hips jerked and I was coming into her mouth. She swallowed and gulped and gurgled a time or two. If I had not been firmly hooked to the headboard I would have collapsed. There would have been injuries. Alissa sucked on my cock and I came and came, my eyes tightly closed, teeth clinched, concentrating on keeping my hips from bucking too violently. When it was over, I pulled away, staggering on my knees, putting my hands to both sides of her head. She looked up at me with come running down both cheeks. Her tongue licked at it but could not reach it all. I used a finger and helped her, staring into her eyes. She sucked it off my finger, then I bent and kissed her hard on her cock smeared lips. She kept her eyes open for a moment then closed them, kissing me back, lips, mouth and tongue. I broke the kiss, my senses still reeling and lay down beside her. I caressed her breasts and nipples, marveling at the feel of her soft skin and the firm pliant mounds of flesh I loved so much. Beside me, Alissa crooned and hummed as I caressed her.
After several minutes of this, I sat up. "Pussy time." I mumbled. Alissa immediately opened her legs. I retrieved a pillow and stuck it under her ass. I sat between her arched legs, arms resting on her knees. Mrs. Honeywell studied me, licking her lips and humping her pussy at me from time to time while I stared at her. My cock began to harden as I gazed down at her glistening gash. I leaned over and breathed on it and glanced up her body. Alissa's head was turned completely to one side and her ass was arched up towards me. I looked at the clock. It was nine o'clock. The football game would be in about the third quarter. We had plenty of time.
I crouched over Alissa's pussy and blew on it. She grunted and wheezed. I stuck out my tongue and ran it along the outside of one of her pussy lips, labia. I thought she was gagging. She grunted and when I looked up her body from her pussy, her stomach was rocking like a stormy ocean and her tits were quaking. Her head snapped to the other side and then back again. Her arms were pulling hard on the chain. It clinked on the metal headboard as her arms moved. I licked down the other side of her passion pit and her hips surged up and her pussy smashed into my mouth and face. It was like a kiss from a drunk girl, sloppy and wet. Since my cock was fully hard now, I figured it made no sense to wait any longer. I dived in, tongue first. I speared my tongue deep into her boiling cunt. I got pussy smacked again, snapping my head back. Leaving wild pussy unrestrained was proving dangerous. I moved down the bed, dangling off the end sort of sideways to avoid the footer, I looped my arms around her lush legs and pulled them apart.



My hands lay along each leg just below her pussy and with this hold I hoped to control the bucking cunt below my mouth. I licked her again and she bucked at me again but this time I held on. Much safer! I kissed higher, searching for her clit and when I found it, the woman began to come. Or at least that is what she was screaming. I planted my mouth over the area and began to suck, struggling to hold onto her while the orgasm wracked her marvelous, sensuous body. When she calmed, I withdrew the pressure from her clit and licked her cunt again and she grunted again. I barely kept her legs from crushing my head like a melon. I stopped to listen for a minute and heard her chanting. It took me a moment to decipher her passion engorged English but then it was clear. She had mastered two simple ideas.
"Cock. Cock. Cock." She chanted then switched to a hurried, slurred version of "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!"
Instead, I began to lap at her pussy with my tongue. I kept at it, up and down, left side, right side, till her voice faded and Mrs. Honeywell lay before me moaning. I speared my tongue between her pussy lips and she cried out, with a good, positive affirmation. Her hips bucked. I reached as far into her seething body as I could with my tongue, tensing and holding her still while the rest of her body jerked above me. I put a hand over her pussy and pressed, my thumb searched for her nubbin. When I touched it, Alissa's body stiffened with a jolt, tiny vibrations traveled out of her pelvis and up to her craning neck and grimacing face.
"Aaaauuuggggghhhh! Oh, oh, oh, oh!" She grunted, popping her pussy at my invading tongue over and over, bending my nose on her pubic bone. I withdrew my tongue and her body relaxed back onto the bed. I gave her pussy one last lick and moved up her body. Alissa's head snapped to center, rising to look down her body at me.
"Here I come, woman. I am going to put my cock into your body again." I said in a steady, normal voice.
Alissa dropped her head back to the bed and arched her body. "GOD, yesssss! Fuck me, oh, please fuck me. I want your cock, Sonny. Please put it in my pussy. Penetrate me! Pin me. Pin me to the bed!"
I took the hint and pulled the pillow from under her ass. What an ass, this woman had! Her knees rose and she arched her body again, hitting me in the stomach with her pussy this time. I grasped one breast and lowered my mouth towards her nipple. "If you like being spanked, you might like this." I whispered. Then I sucked her nipple hard into my mouth and bit down on it with my front teeth. Alissa thrashed under me, her hips pounded up at me, kissing me with her gushing pussy. I moved to the other nipple, grasping it with both hands well-balanced on my elbows. I hesitated and she held completely still, even holding her breath as I blew air onto her nipple. Then I kissed, sucked and bit her as before.
"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" She screamed. Her legs wrapped around me and her hips jerked over and over and over. "I am commminnnninggg!" Mrs. Honeywell screeched. "Oh god, I cannot believe it I am coming again, some more!" I bit down on her nipple harder this time and she screamed louder, shuddering, bucking at me over and over again. Her voice gurgled and ended, slewing into a gasping pant. Her body heaved and her legs released me and she fell back to the bed, her arms hanging lank over her head.
Alissa craned her head around unsteadily to look at me. "Jesus, Sonny, the things you do to me! I thought I would like fucking you but I had no idea! My god, what you do to me!" I grinned and kissed her.
I moved up, found her pussy with my cock and entered her. I slid completely into her, balls deep the first time. Then her pussy realized what was happening and seized and squeezed. Her knees lifted and she jerked at the chains. She wanted to grasp her knees and pull them higher. Being the gentleman that I am, I helped. I sat back, prick still lodged in her body, hooked her knees with my arms and leaned forward, bending this gorgeous woman double and sinking my cock back into her seething depths. She grunted, looking up at me from between her legs, her eyes were wild, darting, shining. I bent and kissed her on the lips but she shook her head. I pulled back and plunged my cock into her exposed, helpless pussy.
"Fuck me. Harder! Faster!" Alissa grunted, tossing her head side to side as she spoke.
I obliged. Slowly I drew back and then slammed my cock back into her tense body. Over and over again, my body slapped against the platform formed by her thighs and ass and pussy. My cock knifed into her over and over again, sinking impossibly deep into her over and over again. She was shaking her head now, grunting and moaning, 'Fuck me' and 'Deeper' and 'yes, yes, yes!' I moved her knees to my shoulders and grabbed hold of the head board and began to really pound into her. I gritted my teeth and hammered her as hard as I possibly could, as fast as my little white ass would move. Mrs. Honeywell took everything I had to offer. She could not move at all in that position, nothing but her head which flapped back and forth till her face was covered with her wild black hair. She blew a time or two to get it away from her mouth but then orgasm hit and she was bucking and jerking at me, her legs strained against my weight while her head pressed down on the mattress, trying to arch her body. I settled my cock into her slit and it rippled around me, squeezing and sucking at me like a cock hungry mouth. I released her legs and they wrapped around my body. They squeezed me and her cunt jumped off the bed, trying to envelope me completely. Then the storm passed and she dropped back to the bed, her legs flopping to the side. She stared up at the ceiling, blowing, wheezing and gasping.
"Jesus, Sonny. My god! Yes. Yours." She gasped.
I lay down on her, holding my weight off her chest with my arms while she regained her breath. As soon as she looked at me, I pulled out and slammed my cock into her again. I felt the first hint of my own orgasm, the peak was near. Alissa's eyes closed and her whole body arched to take the stroke. I pulled back and she dropped down. When I fell into her she arched again, crushing us together with such force I could feel her pubic bone bumping mine. We found a luscious rhythm and we fucked each other with whole, complete strokes. I felt my orgasm approach. I lay down on her and grabbed her luxurious ass, pulling her more completely onto the pike of my cock. She screamed and I picked up speed. She shouted and I was coming in her. Her legs wound around me and then she was coming again. I was so jealous. She bucked and screamed and hunched her body while I dumped load after load of cum deep into her quaking body. I felt her trying to hug me with her arms and looked up at her. There was a wild look there.
"God, Sonny. I have never been fucked like that before. My god, you fuck me good! Oh, Christ, I am yours now! Like you said. I am your woman, I will fuck you if you want me anytime, anyplace! I am yours!"
I wondered who she had been talking to. But then I heard something else which sent a terrible cold shiver up my spine. I heard the front door opening. I looked frantically at the clock. Ten o'clock. Sammy should not be here yet but then I heard his voice.
"Mom? Mom? I'm home!" The door slammed.
Alissa, Mrs. Honeywell looked positively sick. For moment I thought about letting him catch us but my mother was still running loose in the great pussy wild. I could not risk it. Besides, it felt sort of fun to be scared of getting caught.
"Release me! Quick!" She hissed.
I lifted up and then looked down at her beautiful face. I wanted to kiss her but instead I just grinned.
"Sonnnnny!" She hissed. "Release me! Now!"
I did. I wanted to be ornery but I could save that for another time. I released both cuffs at the same time. Mrs. Honeywell was up and off the bed, spraying Glade before I even stood up. "In the bathroom, quick." She whispered. I heard Sammy in the hall. I snatched all my clothing and tossed a robe to Alissa and stepped into the bathroom just as Sammy knocked on the bedroom door.
"Mom? You there? I saw the wine glasses. Did you have company?"
Mrs. Honeywell stared. I mouthed, 'my mother' to her. She nodded, "Yes, Cici Duncan dropped by. Honey, I am going to take a shower and I'll be right down."
"Ok, I'll take one after you are done." He went down the hall, opened his door and closed it.
Much as I liked the idea of fucking Mrs. Honeywell in the shower while her son was in the house, I felt it was better to split while I had the chance. I finished dressing. Mrs. Honeywell stood watching me, clutching the robe about her great breasts. I could not help but stare and when she caught me, she smiled. I knew things would be okay.
"I better run." I whispered. Alissa nodded. I stood up, clasped her by the arms and kissed her, hard on the lips. Then I left her, sneaking out the back door, out the backyard gate to the alley and down to my mom's car at the park. I drove slowly home, my whole body was alive with post coital shivers. I had fucked Mrs. Honeywell. I fucked her and made her scream and plead for more. God, I was three for three! What more could a guy ask for. I was about to find out.
Our house was dark when I rolled up in front of it. I always came up quietly, with lights off, car in neutral. I crept out of the car, latching the door softly. I had caught two of my sisters with their legs in the air that way and it had become a habit. Only Tawny had escaped the all-seeing eye of my little Minolta. The front door was open, which struck me as odd. I opened it, quiet as a mouse and stole inside. The lower floor of the house was dark but the bathroom light by the stairs was on upstairs. Then I heard it. It was unmistakable. A woman's voice crying out in ecstasy.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh yessss, I am commmmmmiiiinnnng!" She screamed in a voice that was unrecognizable.
I was poleaxed. Who was fucking my mother? Who got there first? I thought of Sammy, arriving home early and wondered what the fuck was happening. Someone was playing the game behind my back? I felt a surge of unaccountable anger flood through me. I suppressed it. Except for Brent, I had fucked everyone else's mother. What right did I have to bitch if they fucked mine? It would just make getting her knickers down that much easier. I crept up the stairs, avoiding the fourth from the top because it squeaked. Keeping in the shadow, I moved down the hall towards my mother's room. There was a light on. Only when I got to the top of the stairs did it occur to me that my mother was not the only fuckable female in the house but finding the light on in mom's room certainly suggested she was the voice praising Venus a moment ago.
I knew a light was on in mother's room because the door was not closed. I approached the door when I heard a voice.
"Oh, oh, oh, not again! Cooomminnnnggg!"
I pushed the door open. If someone was coming, it was highly unlikely that anyone would notice me so I could peek safely. What I found stunned me. So stunned that I was seen and identified before I could manage to respond to what my eyes beheld. My sister Georgia was sitting against the headboard of my mother's bed. The unmistakable form of my mother, my naked mother was between her legs, feeding on my sister's pussy! Georgia was trying to come and get my attention at the same time. Her hand waved at me, a spasmodic flutter of her fingers.
Georgia is an attractive looking redhead, the faded, almost orange, frizzy hair that goes with perfectly white skin and galaxies of freckles. And breasts, big breasts which I could clearly see, shaking as she hunched her ass at my mother's face.
"Fuck my face!" Georgia said. "Fuck my face!" She said again. Then closed her eyes and slouched lower on the bed, shoving her hips at my mother's face. Her words made no sense to me. Georgia opened her blue eyes and gestured at me to come closer. I did, taking slow step after slow step till I was staring down at my mother's naked, crouching form from the foot of her bed, her head held in place with one of Georgia's freckled hands. I will not lie, my cock was hard. My mother was completely naked, her huge breasts wagging like sheep's tails as she sucked at Georgia's cunt crouching between those splayed white legs. Georgia, for her part continued to wave me closer till I was within reach of her one hand. She immediately and vainly tried to get my zipper down. But each time she thought she was about there, a fresh wave of ecstasy would wrack her and she would stiffen and jerk, flinging her head to the side. When her eyes refocused, she would look at me and her hand would rise up again, flapping against my hard cock.
"Cock." Georgia managed to wheeze. Mom tried to lift her head but Georgia shoved it back into place, into the blind alley where she could not see or hear anything. "Cock." Georgia said again, pawing the front of my pants.
Numb, I did what she wanted. I opened my pants and her hand pulled them down, a finger hooked in the briefs and pulled them out and down, revealing my stiff cock. With incredible flexibility, she kept her ass on the bed and leaned over, pulled me closer and engulfed my cock in her mouth, taking it completely into her throat in a single motion.
After all this time, after seeing Georgia on her back, after doing everything I could to see her naked in the shower, there I stood with my cock shoved completely into her throat. She was accomplished at the whole blow job thing. And she liked it, she liked it so much she began using both hands on me. I did not mind. I was weaving in place and would have fallen over if I had not balanced myself using her back and the headboard.
"Sonny! Georgia! What do you think you are doing?" Mom's voice pierced the grunting silence.
We both reacted like the children we were, her children. Georgia gulped, gagged and pulled her mouth off my cock. I staggered back but finding my pants around my ankles could only shuffle since the other alternative was to fall on my ass.
"I am sucking his cock, mother. And guess what? It tastes like pussy! I think baby brother has been out catting around." Georgia grinned, then regained her hold on the back of Mom's head. "You are not finished, Mom. Keep eating. It is my turn after all. I did you good now you have to do me."
"But, but, bllluummmpthhh!" Mom's next word was garbled by pussy as her mouth was pressed down into Georgia's cunt. I knew that Georgia, in her state, could not force my mother to do that. Mom was complicit in the scene before me, fully complicit.
"Fuck her!" Georgia hissed. With her one free hand, she pointed at Mom's wagging ass. "Fuck her. She needs cock! Something has her so horny I thought she was going to kill me when she came on my face while ago." Then Georgia gulped and tensed, her hips jerked and both hands were directing my mother's face against her pussy and clit. She gleeped and squeaked. Her head snapped back, banging against the headboard and her mouth opened. "Oh fuck, yes. Fuck yes. Right there, mommy, right there." Her head lulled toward me, she was apparently unable to hold it upright any longer. "Fuck her, Sonny. Give her your cock. She has been aching for it for years. Now is the timmmmmeee, commminnnng!" Georgia flapped her ass at Mom but Mom held on, growling and slurping the whole time.
I woke up. The time was now. I tore off my clothes, thankful that Sammy arrived when he did. What timing! I was naked and on the bed while Georgia was still wailing. It must have been a good one because her whole body was shaking and bucking. She lost her hold on mother's head and neither of them seemed to notice or mind. Mom kept eating and Georgia kept coming.
When I got onto the bed, Mom lifted her head but then returned to her activity between my sister's pale white legs. Mom's knees were spread wide, with her feet splayed behind her, leaving a nice place for me crawl into. I did. I knelt behind my mother, my hard cock bobbing before me. I could see the sheen of cum on my mother's inner thighs. I placed a hand on her ass, her gorgeous, forty-two inch ass. Her head came up from Georgia's pussy.
"Sonny." She panted. "Sonny." Then she dove back in. I put my other hand on her other cheek and shuffled forward a bit. My mother groaned at my touch and her ass stopped its motions. I ran a finger down the crease of her ass, over her asshole and down to her now weeping pussy.
Mom's head rose with a shriek, a wordless keening that ended with a grunt when I shoved a finger into her pussy. I was lucky. Without any exploration, I found her entrance and my finger slipped easily into my mother's body.
"Oh sweet Mary and me!" Mom gasped. "Oh fucking Mary!"
Georgia's beautiful blue eyes opened. Then they widened when she saw where I was.
"Fuck her, Sonny, fuck her!" Georgia wheezed. One of her hands found mother's face and stroked it. Mom laid her face on Georgia's thigh.
I touched Mom's bulging pussy lips with the head of my cock. Mom jerked so hard the whole bed rocked. I pressed it against her and she pressed back at me. My cock head entered her. I pulled it back out.
"No, no, no." She grunted, her ass wagged and waved at me. My hands on her cheeks kept her way from my cock.
"Say it, Mom." I said softly. "Say it."
She tried to lift her head without moving the rest of her body but could not. She dropped it back onto Georgia's perfectly white thigh. "Fuck me, Sonny. Put your beautiful cock into me!" Mom panted. "Fuck me, please!"
I did. Mom wailed and screamed and came before I had a chance to bottom out. Her knees slipped on the bed and she went flat, losing my cock in the process. Her body twitched so hard, she rolled onto her back over Georgia's leg, her eyes clinched closed, her mouth open. But the pose she chose was on her back, her hands pulling at her knees but pulling them wide. She was asking to be fucked. I clambered over Georgia's leg and got between Mom's knees again. Her eyes opened when she felt me approach, then closed as my cock approached her seething, hairless pussy. I socketed the end in her and shoved. My mother convulsed, thrashing but not moving her pussy. I sank my cock balls deep into my mother. Lucky for me I had come a couple times already. The feeling of her body under me was unbelievable. I pulled back and pumped into her again. Still she shuddered with orgasm. I stroked her slowly for a while till she finally blew hard and dropped her legs. Then I bent over her and sank my cock into her again. Her thighs accommodated me. I touched my lips to hers.
Her eyes opened and she looked at me, then she closed them and she kissed me back. Her mouth opened and her tongue found mine. Mom groaned and her body shivered again. I pulled back.
"Oh sweet Mary, fuck me Sonny!" I kissed her lips and mouth again, only then thinking about her magnificent tits. I pulled away from her and found one breast, kissing over it, though it was damp from her exertions. I found her nipple and sucked it again, the first time in many, many years. Mom grunted, packing her pussy against my impacted cock, pounding up at me with her ass over and over again. I found the other nipple and she screamed, coming again. Her whole body shook, her arms waggled like she was being shocked with electricity. Her head lulled to one side and I bent over her thrashing body and fastened onto her neck. I sucked and bit and kissed, raising a huge bruise, a love bite, a hickey on her neck. I wanted to be sure this was not a deniable dream.
I slowed my pumping into her pussy. She calmed, panting which I thought was excitement till she asked me to lift up. I was crushing her. I struggled to my elbows and peered into her eyes. I saw love. She wiped my face with one of her hands, then used a sheet to swab the sweat from my brow. Then abruptly, as though only then recalling her presence, she glanced upwards at Georgia. "Fuck her, now." Mom said. "She needs cock as bad as I did. Fuck your sister, Sonny!"



I was too far down the rabbit hole to argue with my mother. Reverting to 19 years of habit, I did as I was told. So did Georgia. She slide down flat on the bed and widened her legs. I crawled between them, grasped her by the hips and pulled her lower on the bed, so I would not knock her out on the headboard. My eyes found my sister's eyes.
Georgia smiled. "Fuck me, little brother. Put that big beautiful cock in your big sister. Let's fuck!" I crawled over her. Her hands grasped my cock and directed it to the entrance of her pussy. I sank down into her wondrous depths. She sighed and I groaned. My god but she felt wonderful, clasping my hard, throbbing cock with her tight, grasping pussy.
"Kiss me, Sonny." Georgia whispered. "Tell me you love me!"
I lifted my head and found her lips, the same lips she had just sucked my cock with. Our lips touched and for a few moments, I lay cock deep in her, just kissing her. Then her mouth opened and her hips rose, lifting me with them. Her hands grabbed my ass and I grabbed hers and we crashed together. She moaned and I grunted. Her legs moved and then her heels hooked behind my knees. Her hands moved to my shoulders and she pulled me down to another kiss, twisting her head to seal us together in the best fashion. Georgia moaned.
I broke the kiss and went looking for her breasts, her freckled breasts. They were both falling to the side but I pulled one to my mouth and licked, kissed and sucked all over it, all the while my cock rose and fell into her welcoming pussy.
"My god Sonny kisses so good!" Georgia said.
I felt Mom's hand on the small of my back. She moved it up to cup my ass. "Yes he does. He kisses marvelously!" My mother said.
With my cock buried in my sister, I twisted from her breast and found my mother's mouth. I kissed her, lifting my ass and then shoving my cock hard down into Georgia's cunt. She sighed. Mom's hand helped by pushing on my ass on the down stroke. I kissed her hard, licking her lips and sucking on them. Her hand continued to play with my ass, then she moved a finger between my cheeks, searching till she found my asshole. On the down stroke, she shoved with her hand and finger and her finger went into me a little. I grunted. Mom broke the kiss.
"Fuck your sister, Sonny. Come in her cunt. Make her come, Sonny. I want to eat your spunk out of her quim. Fuck your sister, fuck your sister!" Mom chanted as she pressed her finger ever deeper into my ass with each down stroke.
I struggled back over to Georgia and kissed her hard again. I was better able to pound her laying straight on her and I did. I began to hammer her gaping pussy with my cock. I increased the tempo but Mom's finger was lodged in my ass, going deeper each time she pressed my body down onto my sister. Then Georgia began to gasp, great gulps of air as though she could not get enough but I was hardly laying on her. Then her legs lifted, her back arched and her mouth opened wide. Her whole body began to shake. Mother shoved her finger to the knuckle into my ass and I began to come, jerking and shaking right along with my sister. Georgia dropped her ass then surged upwards again, taking my cock into her clinching pussy. She dropped her ass again and once more shoved it up, seating my spurting cock again in her body. She shook, she cried, she called my name and asked me to fuck her. I turned my head and found she had a hold of Mom's hand. I rose up, shoving my spent cock into her pussy, sealing it for the moment, though plenty of our spume had leaked by now. Mother leaned over Georgia and kissed her on the mouth. Georgia put a hand to the back of her head and they shared a deep, soul kiss for several minutes. When Mom broke the kiss, she looked at me and said, "Move big boy, Momma has to clean up after you."
I struggled free of Georgia's legs and flopped on the other side of her, almost off the bed. The two women rearranged themselves and mother began to eat Georgia. She licked and sucked and lifted her head. "Christ, you taste good, honey. Both of you!" Then she returned to eating my sister. Georgia was fucked out. She lay still, grunted from time to time, feebly shoving her cunt at her mother's face occasionally. Finally, Mom rose up and flopped down on her back. "I think we are fucked out." She said softly.
"Definitely." Georgia said.
I could think of nothing else to say so I got up, gather my clothes, kissed my mother and my sister on one nipple and started to leave.
"Hey. No fair only kissing one nipple." Georgia said.
I turned around a looked the two beautiful women I had just fucked. "Not fair, but insures I will get another chance to fuck you, right?" I did not wait for answer, I went and showered and fell to sleep in my own bed, certain that I knew the answer. Except for one more MILF, I was ready to bring the guys up to speed. That was my last thought.
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Chapter 5
Sharing Mom, Mrs. Wills and another
I slept till the house was quiet Saturday morning. Dalia and Tawny got home around midnight and roused me and they were up with Georgia around 9 and gone by 10. Around 11 I got up, pulled on running shorts and a tee and padded downstairs. As I passed through the living room, I could see my mother sitting at the kitchen table, drinking a cup of joe. She glanced over and spied me. Knowing, it was a risk, I went right to her and kissed her on the lips, a long, lingering closed-mouth kiss. Her hand caressed my face and my cock stirred.
I stood up, gazing down at her. Her breasts heaved under her robe. I stared at the large hickey on the side of her neck and wondered if my sisters, my other two sisters had noticed it. She stared up at me for a moment before asking, "Are you hungry?"
What a question? But something about her manner cautioned me. She was sober, not ebullient; preoccupied, not passionate. "Starved. What have we got?" I said, opting for the most mundane response though my cock was stirring.
Mom set down her coffee and got up. "I'll fix you something. Sit down." It was a command and I obeyed, unwilling to challenge that right she still possessed. I realized at that moment, that this command was what we were going to ask our mother's to trade us, in exchange for becoming our sex goddesses. Interesting challenge.
Mom fixed eggs, bacon, toast and orange juice. I ate heartily, trying to ignore my mother's scrutiny. I sat back, half sated. I met her eyes but said nothing.
"We need to talk." Mom said softly.
I felt the urge to ask about second thoughts, my first fear. Instead I just nodded. My mother's first words elated me.
"We must be smart about this." She said.
I nodded and despite my initial caution, my cock hardened. I wanted her again. The need welled up inside me like a geyser, swelling and pressuring me. I resisted the urge to dominate her and take her on the table, a reoccurring theme with me, it seemed.
"I want to tell you to leave Georgia alone." She grimaced. "I have tried that with her though, and you can see that has gotten me nowhere. She was so insistent last night and I thought you would not be home till midnight or so."
"What is going on with you two? I was totally surprised by . . . "
Mother interrupted me with a raised hand. "I will tell you everything, eventually. Suffice to say that I have seduced all of my daughters."
I was floored, again. Mom fucked Tawny and Dalia, both? Too! My head filled with questions.
Mom looked at the table. "I want to tell you that we have to stop, to step back. But I can't. My god, Sonny, when you fucked me I came like I never remember coming. I woke early this morning and all I wanted to do was sneak into your room and suck your cock and mount you! And Georgia, she loved having you fuck her too. I could tell. After you left, she asked me if I thought you would do her again. I said you would, hoped you would. There is just no way I can imagine controlling this so the girls do not learn what is happening." My mother stared at the table. "So I think you should plan on moving out."
I felt like I had been kicked in the chest. I felt rejected. It was worse than having her insist that we should not be doing it together and we had to quit. This suggested that she would do it with me but wanted to make it much more difficult. Worse, I could have her, but only on her terms. This was not going to work. I stared at the table where her finger was drawing invisible, nonsense pictures. My mind was numb but then the feeling returned which I had when Landon first talked about our MILFs; all or nothing.
My mother reached across the table and laid a hand on mine. "I am sorry, honey! We cannot have a house with one cock and four pussies. You'll fuck them all. And we'll let you. God, it was so sexy having my two children naked with me in my bed. I loved watching you and Georgia last night. I was breathless and thrilled. Now I am breathless and scared. If you stay, you'll fuck Dalia and Tawny."
"Well you did. Why shouldn't I?" I could not restrain the bitter retort. I looked up to find my mother's sad eyes on me.
She nodded. "I know. I know. I have no right to lecture you but what happens if someone finds out? It might be fine with us but you know the rest of the world is not going to accept it. My worry is that I simply cannot resist you! I will not stop you. That is why I had sex with them but not you. I knew if you touched me I would be past caring about consequences."
I pulled my hand away and stood up. I looked down on my mother. She stared up at me. "When are the girls coming back?" I said.
My mother swallowed. "They will be gone all day. They plan to go to dinner and a movie after a day of shopping. I gave them money." The last sentence she whispered, her voice tapering off till the last word barely made a sound. It was an admission. She had me in the house to herself. She told me as much, insuring I knew the situation. She had cleaned the table before she sat down. My cock was hard. "So, I expect them sometime after 10 this evening." Mom whispered, her eyes full of guilt and anticipation.
I stood still, trying to think. I felt horrible but as a function of deep confusion struggling with passion, nothing else. I went to the sink and got a glass of water. I stood there, sorting through what raged in my mind. If I fucked her now, using her arrangement to my cock's advantage, she would establish her position as the one who decided when we fucked; how would follow and who would not be discussed again. That would never do. My cock wilted with that thought. I could not fuck her and maybe lose any chance of doing it all, everything we wanted. My cock positively shrank at that thought. Then it hit me, this was a MILF. I was about to bring her more cock than she ever had before, perhaps ever imagined though I had some reason to doubt that now. I turned back to her, finished the water and leaned on the sink.
"Mom, stand up." I said. It was a test, to see if she would. She did. "I know you think you are doing what needs to be done. You have done that all your life, taking care of us. Take off the robe."
My mother hesitated, then slowly pulled the sash loose and shrugged the robe from her shoulders. She wore only panties, her breasts were bare, tall and proud on her chest, her nipples were hard and erect. She waited.
"If you insist that I leave, this is your house and you can do that, I suppose, but if you do, know that I am going to fuck my sisters, all of them, whenever I please . . . IF and only IF they want me too. I will fuck you, if and only if you want me to fuck you. Do you want me to fuck you now?" My heart thundered in my head. Mother stared at me, her hands dangling at her sides. Then she wiped her palms on her thighs, then moved them up to her sides and thence to her breasts. She rubbed her breasts and her head bowed and her eyes closed. Mother groaned. She wanted that to be her answer.
I took two steps to stand before her, aching to touch her but needing her to agree to what was needed, what I needed to turn her over to my friends for her unparalleled pleasure. I put a finger under her chin and lifted it, her eyes automatically came open as her chin rose. "I asked you a question." I murmured.
Her lips formed a small O as she exhaled. I held her chin up and her gaze. "I want you to fuck me." She said softly.
"Is that a command?" I asked.
Mom tried to shake her head but the pressure on her chin held her still. She spoke, "No. I want you to. I hope you will. Please. I am pleading with you. Please, Sonny, fuck me."
I put my other hand on her breast, massaging it for a moment before pinching the nipple. Mother moaned and then grunted, her eyes lidded. I was so tempted. My cock screamed for pussy, for her pussy. I knew if I spent the day inside my mother, my MILF cause would be seriously compromised. But I had an idea.
"Take off your panties and lie down on the table, face down." I almost chucked, the table again.
Mother moaned. My hands did not leave her. She finally forced herself away from them, slipped her panties off her hips and moved to the table. She lay down on it, reaching back to her hips and pulling them apart. My mother's pussy pursed behind her. Her asshole beckoned.
I pulled my shorts down, shuffled forward and touched the head of my cock against her pussy lips. I hissed, the feeling crashed through me. I was about to fuck my mother again. I pushed till my cock head penetrated her body. Mother exhaled. She shivered, then grunted and tried to move her body further onto my cock. But she had little leverage and there was only the movement from bending her knees. I grasped her hips and held her still.
"Say it." I said softly. "Say it, Mother." To encourage her, I pushed an inch deeper into her boiling cunt.
Her hips shuddered. Her hands released them. Mom moved her arms onto the table and used them to press back at me but I resisted the motion, shifting away from her while keeping my cock head tucked inside her.
"Say it, mother. Say you want me to fuck you."
She twisted on the table, trying to bend around to look at me but she was not Georgia. Such flexibility was no longer practical for her. She gave up and dropped flat on the table, panting with the effort. I could see her face, her cheek flat on the table. She closed her eyes. "Fuck me, Sonny. I want you to fuck me. Please fuck me. I want your cock inside of me right now. Please make me come, Sonny. I want you to fuck me!" She was not acting, passion infused each phrase.
I withdrew my cock till it was just kissing her pussy lips and then slammed forward, thrusting into her body. I stopped about half a cock deep, pulled back and pumped again. I repeated the motion, three times before her pussy slicked enough. On the fourth stroke I slammed completely into her body.
"Oh, sweet Mary!" My mother moaned. "Oh god, fuck me!"
Rooted in her pussy, I stopped all motion. I leaned over her, levering my cock tightly into her. "Mother, I want you to get up and call Mrs. Wills. Invite her over, and seduce her. IF she is here when I return, I will fuck you. I will fuck her. I will watch you eat her." And I withdrew from her body. I pulled my shorts up and stepped back.
Mother turned and looked back at me, her face a mask of confusion, lust and frustration. "Where are you going? When will you be back?"
I ignored her. "Mrs. Wills, mother. Seduce her. Get her naked, like you had Georgia. Eat her pussy, like you ate Georgia. Keep her here till I return and we will fuck you together, the two of us." I as sure she thought she knew which two I referred to, but she didn't.
For a moment, she stared at me then fell back onto the table. I went quickly to my room and dressed. When I walked through the living room towards the front door, I saw she was on the phone. I smiled, elated.
Sitting in my car I called Brent. "Brent, we need to talk, are you home?" He was and I drove over to his house. Adrenaline pumped through me. I was still buzzing when I rang the doorbell. Mrs. Rossini opened the door. She wore a short tennis dress and tank top with an apron over it.
"Hi, Sonny!" She grinned at me. "Brent is in his room. I am making cookies, will you have lunch with us?"
I looked Mrs. Rossini right in the tits and smiled. "Sure, Mrs. Rossini." I stepped past her, though she did not move back to allow room. I did not shrink from the contact, brushing my elbow across her breasts as I passed. I am going to fuck you, I thought. I trotted back to Brent's room and banged through the door, flopping on his bed. He was at the computer, I could see he was doing homework.
"Hey Sonny, what's up?"
"I am here to fuck your mother." I panted. My cock was deflating but still active.
Brent swung around, his jaw set, his eyes were tense and dark. "What?" He snapped.
"I am going to go into the kitchen and fuck your mother, in a minute, when I catch my breath." I repeated. I do not know what I expected but I did not expect him to start giggling. Brent was always so serious, a giggle from him was about as congruous as seeing an elephant doing a tap dance. He would smile once in a blue moon but never, ever giggled. He giggled now.
"You did it? You really did it?" He nearly shouted. "Really? You would not shit a shitter, would you?"
I could not help but grin. "You have no idea, Brent, what my life has become!"
He stifled himself and leaned over the back of the computer chair. "You really fucked your own mother? REALLY!"
I nodded.
Brent slapped his thigh and whooped. "Then we are a go! MILF list here we come!"
I patted the air. "Be cool. Chill out. We have things to discuss. When I come back, I will have your mom's cunt juice on my cock." I sat up on the bed.
Brent sobered. "What? With me here? I don't know if that is such a good idea."
I smirked. "Just as I thought, when it comes time to confront it, you are chicken."
"No, I just think she, she would . . . " He trailed off. Brent was the smartest of us all. I am no slouch but he made me feel inferior most of the time. He was beginning to understand. He nodded, light was coming on. "For this to work, they are going to have to be comfortable with, being us, with being . . . " Brent stuttered.
"With us sharing them," I finished for him. "But I am the one they have fucked. I fear they are all thinking they were going to be fucking me, only me and I would only fuck them. I have to correct that, if they indeed think or hope that. I am going to have to be the one who changes that, adjusts them to take a cock in the pussy and one in the mouth at the same time. They need to learn to fuck with us watching, with other people observing them having orgasms on our cocks." I stopped to let that sink in. Then I smiled, "so I am going to need help. I only have one cock!" I grinned as I stood up. "Don't whack off while I am gone and do not leave your room till I get back. I'll explain everything." Maybe for the first time in my life I felt smarter than Brent because he stared at me, eyes wide and mouth open . . . and he had no objection, nearly no response.
"Wait, I have to take a piss." He scrambled out the door. I waited, nervous but calmer than I imagined I would be when I was rooted in my mother's pussy planning this moment. In the last couple months I had fucked five different women, on tables which seemed to be a theme with me but also in bedrooms and as I thought about it, I even got Mrs. Clark in a clothing store. I had changed. All this sexual success had changed me and for the better. While I was excited about the idea of fucking Mrs. Rossini, I was not worried about it. If she shot me down . . . well, I did not need to think about that. She would not do that. I would not let her. This was a step towards something much bigger. I was thinking of my mother on the phone with Mrs. Wills, would she go through with it? I already knew she munched pussy and liked it. But would she put the moves on her best friend? The friend she watched me fuck silly last week? If Mrs. Rossini fucked me, I halted the thought. She would fuck me, I thought. I grinned. I knew she would fuck me. I just knew it.
Brent broke my reverie with his return. I could see he had wood. "Show me your cock." I said. Brent looked like I had told him I was gay.
"What the fuck?" I said.
I shrugged. "If you are going to fuck my mother, I would like to see the meat you are going to use. If we are going to make these MILFs air tight, we are going to see each other's equipment. We need to get accustomed to it or we'll be nervous and if we are nervous, they'll probably crack up."
Brent, ever the rationalist, matched my shrug and took out his semi-hard cock. It was longer than mine by a cock head, I thought but about the same size otherwise, and curved where mine was rifle straight. He zipped up. "Well? Are you going to, to, you know?"
"Fuck her? Fuck your mother?" I said. I nodded. "Damn straight. You have to stay here. Get on SKYPE with someone and talk loud so if she checks she knows you are preoccupied." I stopped and looked him dead in the eye. "You better learn to say it."
He nodded and I stepped out of the room. I heard the wavering sound of a SKYPE connection and then a voice speaking German. Brent answered in German. I felt inferior again. English was tough enough for me and Brent could discuss biology in German. Fuck me!
I moved quietly up the hall to the living room. I could smell baking cookies. I also heard Mrs. Rossini talking and for a moment I thought she had company and I was out of luck. But then she crossed into my sight and hung up the phone, sitting it back in the wireless cradle to charge it before disappearing around the corner back into the kitchen. She did not notice me. Then silence. I kicked off my shoes and padded silently across the living room, down the two steps of the sunken part and up to the dining area of the wrap-around living area. I peeked around the corner just as the buzzer on the oven went off. Mrs. Rossini pulled out a steaming sheet of chocolate chip cookies and set them on the stovetop and replaced them with a new sheet. She reset the timer, 10 minutes. Then she picked up a bowl and took it to the sink and began rinsing it off for the dishwasher. Her tanned legs were beautiful beneath the white tennis skirt. Her dark brown hair contrasted with the white outfit. I hoped she was not heading out for tennis, if she was, I had just ten minutes.
I moved quickly, walking silently across the kitchen. The blower over the stove masked my approach. I put my hands on her waist.
Mrs. Rossini jumped. "Oh!"
"Hold still, Mrs. Rossini." I whispered. "Don't make a sound." Then I gently kissed her neck. My cock had hardened just crossing the kitchen, so now when I pulled her hips back against me, my hard cock greeted her.
"Oh, Sonny. What are you doing?"
I kissed the bridge of her neck. "What do you think I am doing?" I pushed my cock at her ass. She had not responded, yet so I did not know where I stood.
"Whatever it is, you should stop! Brent is . . . Brent is . . .?"
I kept kissing her neck, moving up to her ear, breathing gently into her ear before licking around it lightly. "Yes? What about Brent?" I did not want to change the subject. She had to fuck me with him down the hall. I was starting phase two, sharing.
"A . . . Brent, he is here. In his room. Did you see him?" Mrs. Rossini was panting a little now, bending her head away from my tongue.
So I kissed down her neck again. I lifted a hand to the strap of the white tank top and pulled it and the tight bra strap towards her shoulder, pulling up on the bra strap, making her breast move. My other hand wrapped around her waist, clutching her back against my body, against my hard, throbbing cock. Her hands grasped that arm but did not strain to move it, feeling more like she was holding it in place.
Mrs. Rossini was almost as tall as I was and in heels, taller. I kissed the spot where the straps had been on her shoulder and ran the tip of my tongue all the way back to her ear. "Brent is talking to some German guy. He said he would be a while." I whispered. I kissed the lobe of her ear, still not much reaction. Leaving the straps straining on the point of her shoulder, I pulled loose the bow tie of her yellow checkered apron. I moved both hands down to her bare legs and rubbed up her legs under her skirt.
"Oh, oh you have to stop! God, you are giving me the chills!" Hardly a ringing rejection!
I stroked her legs a few more times, pressing her body against the sink, making sure she could feel my hard cock. She was bending over the sink just like I wanted, pressing her ass against me, hands braced awkwardly on the back and side edges of the sink. I returned the pressure. When she was bent nearly 45 degrees, I abruptly moved my hands from her legs to her tummy and then after stroking it for a moment, cupped her breasts, under the apron, over the tank top and sports bra beneath it. Mrs. Rossini straightened immediately which released the pressure at her ass. I kissed the side of her neck again and began to inhale deeply, several times, being sure to blow on her neck or down the front of the tank top when I exhaled. I held her by her tits.



"Oh please, stop. Please . . . don't . . . stop." She gasped out.
"Mrs. Rossini, you smell wonderful. Are you going out to play tennis?" I had to know, so I asked; Mr. Direct.
"Oh, no. Mrs. Chisom cancelled. Oh, I was but not, not, not now. Oh!" She peeped when I kissed her neck. "Sonny, I am so flattered but you must release me."
Her voice had some conviction but less than it took to convince me I should obey. I continued to massage her breasts, while breathing by her ear and keeping my cock pressed against her pliant ass.
"Oh, oh Sonny, that feels sooo good!" Mrs. Rossini muttered. "You shouldn't be doing this."
"Do you want me do something else?" I asked.
"You should, yes."
I moved my hands from her breasts back down to her legs, to the sides of her legs. I swept both hands under the tennis skirt and found a pair of bikini panties. Curious, I always figured these outfits were a single piece. I began to massage her thighs and hips, moving my fingers farther and farther to the front and the back. Mrs. Rossini edged away from the sink to give my hands room. I felt the first strands of pubic hair.
The buzzer rang.
"Sonny, my cookies!"
I released her, managing to press one hand lower into her crotch before I stepped away. I backed to the refrigerator and watched her remove the sheet of cookies from the oven, turn it off and set the cookies on the stove beside the other sheet. Without turning around, she removed the loose apron, pulling it over her head and tossing it on the counter. When she turned around, she looked scared. She picked up a spoon and took it to the sink. For a moment she stood still then turned and looked at me, hands at her sides, waiting. I moved into her arms and was kissing her before she said anything. Her hands rose and caught each shoulder and pressed so feebly I did not even hesitate. Then they were holding onto my shoulder then pulling at me, pulling at each shoulder as our lips writhed together. My hands rested at her waist, resting lightly on her tennis skirt, on her hips.
Mrs. Rossini leaned out of the kiss. "We really should not be doing this. We shouldn't!" She whispered. Her eyes, however, were full of questions and suddenly it seemed like she was asking me. Till that moment, I had left my hands easily on her hips. While she looked at me, her eyes darted back and forth from eye to eye then down to my lips—when she looked at my lips, she would lick hers.
Mrs. Rossini's eyes closed. "Oh god, Sonny. You really have to stop. You cannot be doing this. Really. You have to stop!" My hands both pulled at the tight white tank top till it came free of the skirt. My eager hands slipped under the cloth, touching her bare skin. Her hips snapped forward, thrusting at me. Her first definite reaction, caused by my hands on her skin, Mrs. Rossini sighed. "What if we get caught?" She whispered.
I kissed her again but her lips did not move. I knew I needed definite action. I gripped the tank top at the bottom and pulled it up. As if by magic, Mrs. Rossini's arms went up, like I was a bandit or something and this was a hold up. I had only planned to pull it above her tits but since she raised her arms, I obliged her by pulling it over her head. I tossed it on the floor.
"Sonny, now I mean it." She said, but her arms fluttered down to lay across my shoulders, one hand toyed with my hair. Her eyes still flitted around. "We should not be doing this? Brent might come out at any time." I unhooked the skirt and let it drop. She let me, stepping out of it and kicking it away from us.
I tried to back up just to check if she would let me but her hands found a hold on my back so we separated only a little. She was not letting go. My hands were resting on her bare sides, stroking down her hips to her thighs and back up to her ribs. I moved them to her stomach and up to her huge Italian breasts. Her eyes closed. I massaged them for a few moments through the bra before I moved one hand up to her shoulder and pulled one strap to the side continuing to massage the other breast with the other hand. I kissed her on the neck. Mrs. Rossini moaned. I kissed along behind the creeping bra strap on one side till it went lax and drifted down her arm. As the strap moved, her arm on that side moved too, first to my face at her neck, down over my chest to my side to the bottom of my tee and under it, pressing her elbow against her side as she laid her hand against my bare skin. I shivered and kissed down her chest. Mrs. Rossini leaned back, helping the angle. My lips traced a drunken track down her skin. My one hand rubbed at her other breast while the other pulled at the loose strap. By the time my lips reached the ridge of the sports bra, the front of it was peeled down a ways.
I moved my hand to the cup and peeled the bra down till her nipple came into view. I immediately licked and kissed around it, up and down the swell of her gorgeous breast. Her eyes were glazed and her body seemed to be on auto pilot or pleasure pilot, if that is not too clever. I did this for several minutes during which Mrs. Rossini's hips began a rhythmic thrusting I am not even sure she realized her body was doing. This was quite a physical accomplishment since she was bent far over the sink with her back arched, presenting her breast to my lips. She kept shifting her body, trying to move her nipple to my lips but I avoided that contact. I kissed down the side of one boob and up the side of the other, covered breast, while that thumb found and rubbed that covered nipple. I sucked hard at the side of her breast, placing a hickey in clear view. Finally, Mrs. Rossini groaned. I kissed back to the other breast licking the aureole. She shivered.
"Kiss it, Sonny. Kiss it. Suck it. Oh, please suck my nipple for me!" I thought about teasing her but remembered the rest of my plan. I did not have all day to spend fucking Mrs. Rossini. Nor did I know how obedient Brent would be. So I licked her nipple. I kissed her nipple. I fit my lips over her nipple and sucked her nipple with my lips, opened my mouth and sucked at her whole breast, sucking it deep then running my tongue over the trapped flesh. Mrs. Rossini quivered, her hands moved down to the edge of the counter, steadying herself as she pressed her breast to my lips. Her hips were thrusting at my crotch at regular intervals. She began to thrust and grind, seeking more, other satisfaction than my lips on her nipples. I pulled back and she sighed.
I put my arms around her, looming over her bent body. She was much more flexible than my mother was. I kissed her and now her mouth opened, her tongue licked my lips, great slurping swipes which tingled and aroused me. Something about the motion of her tongue ran through my body to the end of my cock. I should have known what was happening but I was thinking about the catch on her bra. I found it and released it. On the one side, the cup fell away from her breast. The other, with the strap still in place, remained covered. I stood back from her and pulled the loose bra off her arms. They stretched before her. I dropped the bra on the floor.
"Are you sure Brent will not come out here?" Mrs. Rossini asked in a little voice. I bent to the breast newly revealed but recently stimulated and licked it, to each side, above and below the nipple. Mrs. Rossini groaned deep in her chest, making both breasts shake. I fit her nipple to my lips and sucked, hard, giving her a feel of my teeth. Her whole body flinched, her hips pounded against me. She tried to stand but I had the leverage and did not let her up, her head almost touched the window ledge. The kitchen window looked out onto the walk leading to the front door. If someone approached I would see them and if they were tall enough, they might see Mrs. Rossini's astounding tits as she lay back over the sink. I stepped away from her and if her hands had not been bracing her on the counter's edge, she might have fallen. I hooked thumbs on the string of her panties and pulled them down her legs. She pressed her legs together till the panties dropped down her calves, to her ankles. She lifted one foot but left the panties around the other ankle.
"Sonny, do you know what you are doing? This is not right. Brent is just down the hall." Mrs. Rossini's voice had regained some of its original authority. I did not care and in a moment, neither would she. I opened my shorts. She tried to bend forward to see but I pressed one hand against her breast and massaged it. She stilled, all motion gone and her eyes closed. With one hand, I released my cock. I used that hand to stroke her pubic hair, then fingered her cleft.
"I cannot believe you are doing this, Sonny. I cannot believe this is happening. I feel so, so aroused. If you try to fuck me, I am afraid I cannot stop you, I will not stop you. Oh Sonny, if you put your cock inside of me, I may faint. I may scream with ecstasy. Sonny, we cannot, we should not, we must not, ohhhhh fuck!" I stabbed her pussy with my cock, thrusting as deep into her as I could in one stroke which turned out to be two or three inches. Her pussy was hot and tight! Mrs. Rossini grunted and one foot rose up and stroked along the back of my leg. I moved both hands to her ass and adjusted her position on the edge of the sink. She lay back, bracing herself on her hands on the back and side of the double sink. Then I pressed and she pressed and my cock sank, ever so slowly into her tight, clutching snatch.
"You are sliding you cock into me, Sonny." Mrs. Rossini spoke with a strained voice. "I can feel your cock in my pussy. You are hard and big and you are shoving it into me, piercing me, oh you are fucking meeee!" Mrs. Rossini moaned as another inch of cock entered her. She lifted her ass, perching her hip bones on the edge. I straightened my legs and shoved again, hands at her waist, pulling and balancing. My cock sank further into her. She grunted, her hips snapped forward and my cock knifed deeper. I moved my hands from her waist, up her back to her breasts. She was looking at me, her head cocked forward, nearly vertical over her reclining torso.
"Are you going to fuck me, Sonny? Is that your cock you are shoving into me, into my cunt? Are you taking me right here in my own kitchen, at my own sink? Am I giving you permission to fuck me in my own house with my son in his room?"
As an answer, I pulled my hips back and slapped them forward, slicing into her increasingly slick cunt. Her eyes closed and her head snapped back for a moment but then they opened and she was again staring at me, licking her lips. I was ready to come. I pulled out of her and she sighed, her eyes opened and she looked askance at me. "No. No, don't tease me. Put it back, please, Sonny don't stop!" I felt between her cheeks till I found her entrance again and tucked the head of my cock into her body and shoved. Her ass met me half way and my dick lodged itself deep in her pussy. Mrs. Rossini groaned. I groaned.
"Oh Sonny, are you fucking me? Is that your cock so very deep in my pussy? God, I am about to come. Fuck me hard and fast and I will scream. No, you better not fuck me hard or fuck me deep, Brent might hear me screaming my fool head off when I come!"
I began to fuck her hard and deep. Mrs. Rossini began to scream, a choked wail as she struggled to be quiet. I grabbed her tits and pulled them, rubbed them and used them to help me pound her with my cock while she braced herself back on the counter. Her body arched but her ass as her main point of support remained in place, a sitting target for my pistoning cock. Her legs wrapped around me and that motion set me off. I wanted to come, hard, slashing into her with long deep strokes. That wonderful pleasure was close. Mrs. Rossini's voice shrieked, a scream that was cut off by her hand over her mouth. She moved it.
"Kiss me, Sonny, oh kiss me hard or he will hear. But don't stop!" Mrs. Rossini said in a tight, grunting voice. I leaned as far towards her as I could and our lips meet, our open mouths sucked together and she tilted onto one cheek and moved the other hand to grasp my neck. I redoubled the force I used on her pussy, my hands were now at her waist, controlling her body and balancing us against the sink. She screamed into my mouth, a sort of muffled squeal. Then my orgasm found and toppled me. I began the short staccato pounding. Mrs. Rossini's legs lifted and locked me in place and her hand dropped from my neck again so she had leverage. She then flapped her ass at me, piercing herself on my cock while it spurted semen deep into her love canal. My jerking body slowed, stopped. I sagged. She broke the kiss and slumped. I pulled my cock free and quickly dressed, panting, gasping.
Mrs. Rossini watched me dress with lidded, glazed eyes. She struggled to her feet. Spunk ran down her legs. I scooped up some with my finger and held it before her lips. She closed her eyes, opened her mouth and waited. I inserted my finger and she sucked on it, hard. When the finger was clean, she released it. She smiled at me. "That is a sample of what else I like to do." She whispered. Then she kissed me hard on the lips. "You better go, Brent is going to wonder where the hell you are." I nodded, finishing the kiss. I stroked both breasts and backed away. I finished dressing, being sure to leave plenty of her juice smeared on my cock. I had a mouth I wanted to feed it to. I left Mrs. Rossini standing at the sink, stark naked, panting, a hickey on the inside of one breast and cum sluicing down her thighs.
I walked unsteadily back to Brent's room. I opened the door. Brent, bless his heart was still jabbering in German. Mr. Concentration, Mr. Focus! I wondered if he forgot I was in the kitchen fucking his mom.
He clicked off the SKYPE session and turned around, his face a mask of eager inquiry. No, he had not forgotten. I could see he had plenty of wood. "Well? Well? Did you fuck her?"
I was out of breath. I flopped on my back on the bed.
"Sonny! Dammit . . . shit, you fucked her didn't you? Right there in the kitchen? Oh god, I should have . . ." he stopped. "You did fuck her, right?"
I lifted my head, recovering from the recent orgasm, still organizing my thoughts. "Do you see any cookies?" I said.
Brent looked around. Sometimes, for a smart guy, he could be a little dense. Then he nodded and the light went on. "You really did? Really? You fucked my mom? Jesus. Jesus. It is real now, right?"
I sat up. "Your turn."
Brent's head whipped around so he could stare at me. "My turn? My turn! What do you mean, 'my turn'? You want me to go fuck my mom? I don't know if I am ready for that!"
I shook my head, then shrugged. "You can try but I doubt she is ready for that. I meant it was your turn to fuck my mom. I think this is a good thing, maybe better than a good thing." I glanced at the clock. Three-thirty. We had time but we had to go. If Mrs. Wills visited, she may not stay. I was not telling Brent about her in case she did not show. I'd let it be a surprise. I stood up. "You ready?"
Brent turned off the monitor of his computer then turned it back on. "I have one process I want to start. He focused on the keyboard, thinking.
I reached around him and turned off the monitor. "Forget it. Don't be a dork! Mom is waiting to fuck you. Us. This is the next step to air tight."
Brent stared at the keyboard, till I opened his door. He got up and followed me. We walked into the living room together.
"Hey Brent, go on out to the car. I'll grab some cookies. Your mom's are the best!" He went to the door while I looped the other way into the kitchen through the dining room. If Brent was tuned in, he would see something he had not seen before.
Mrs. Rossini was standing with her back to the sink when I came into the kitchen. Her face was a mixture of terror and passion; eyes wide, cheeks flushed. She had not put the bra on, or the apron. Her huge breasts pressed against the tank top, the little nubs of her nipples, clearly visible. The cute, white tennis skirt was in place. As soon as I heard the front door open, I stepped up to her, put my arm around her waist, ran the other hand under the shirt to her breast and kissed her. Her mouth was open and she sucked my lips against hers. I pinched her nipple, hard and Mrs. Rossini gasped into my mouth. She had her hands up like she was in a holdup, upper arms straight out and forearms up. Her hands did not move while I kissed her. I opened my eyes and right on time, there was Brent staring in the window. I flipped her skirt up and squeezed her ass, then pulled the shirt up and bent to kiss her breast.
"Would . . . ah, ah, ah . . . you like to . . . ah, ah, ah . . . take some cookies . . . with you?" Mrs. Rossini panted while my tongue lashed her nipple. I moved to one side and kissed her heavily on the mouth again while I ran my hand between her legs, finding no panties. I penetrated her with a finger and then fed it to her while I sucked on her neck. She sucked and licked the juice off my finger. I grabbed a handful of cookies and put my face close to hers.
"Mrs. Rossini, I want to fuck you on a bed next time."
Mrs. Rossini just nodded, her eyes wide, her mouth slack, her hands still up in the air.
I bolted out of the house, hoping that Brent was around the corner of the garage before she turned around. He was. I stopped there to look back. Mrs. Rossini stood there at the kitchen window staring at me. She smiled then, and pulled her shirt up and showed me her tits. I was cackling like a crazy man when I jumped into the car and fired it up.
"Jesus, Sonny. I thought you were going to rape her again!"
I shot him a serious look. "Not rape, Brent. Don't ever say that. She gave as good as she got."
"Yeah, sorry. But Jesus, Sonny, I thought you were going to fuck her again right there."
"I know. Next time you will be right there." We rode in silence till we neared my house, I knew I had to say something. "But listen, I got a problem. My mom wants me to move out. What do you think? Better to be out of the house or not?"
Brent glanced over at me. He shook his head. "Man, that's tough. If you move out, maybe we have a place where we can do the MILFs. On the other hand, you are out of your house. Let me think about it. We'll figure out something." He nodded, clapping me on the shoulder.
We turned onto my street. I could see Laura's car parked on the street in front of my house. I started to get hard again. I think the more sex you get the more you want. I slowed way down. "Brent, I am going to have you fuck my mother tonight but see that car? That means Mrs. Wills is there. If we can fuck them both, we will but we only have four or five hours before my sisters are due to come home. Understand that I needed someone to fuck Mom so she understands there is more than just my cock in her future. She needs to be the pussy, not the mother. We are going to have to help each of them make that conversion but if my mom can do it, everyone can. I am pretty sure about that. This one time, though, I want you to follow my lead, do what I tell you. If I leave the room, except to piss or get something, it means you are on your own with whomever I leave behind. Is that all okay?"
Brent nodded. "Sure. Sounds fine. You know what is going on." Brent rubbed his cock through his shorts. "God, I am so hard. If I don't fuck something or rub it off soon it might split like a banana in the microwave."
I glanced over at him. "You saying you put a banana in the micro?"
Brent just shrugged and grinned.
I pulled into the drive way and shut off the car. "Close the doors quietly, I want to catch them."
"Catch them?"
I got out of the car and eased the door closed. I forgot that Brent did not know my mother had lots of experience in pussy licking. "I hope they will be in bed together."



Brent stopped and grabbed my arm. "You mean? You mean they are going to be eating each other?"
I grinned, "One way or another. Let's go see what we find." I quietly opened the front door and closed it behind Brent. I listened. Then I heard it, the faint staccato grunting, the uninhibited gasping of a woman approaching ecstasy. I kicked off my shoes, quietly. Brent followed suit. I tiptoed to the stairs and ascended, skipping the fourth last which Brent noticed and mimicked. The sound grew louder. I turned the corner to approach my mother's room. Her door was open and the sound clearly came from there. Just like last night, I eased my way up to the door.
"Unngghhh, unngghhh, unnnggggggghhhhhhh." I peeked around the edge of the door and saw Mrs. Wills sitting on my mother's face, grunting as she ground her pussy down onto the lips and tongue giving pleasure below her. She was leaning on her hands, rocking her hips, arching her back, her head bowed in concentration between her arms.
I turned back to Brent. "Wait here, listen, don't waste your wood. I think we will need it. You'll know when to join in." Brent nodded. I could see he was hard. With that, I slipped inside. The first thing I heard confused me. Underneath Laura's moaning and grunting, I heard buzzing. I glanced at the bed, at the naked body underneath Laura's rocking body and got a shock. The hips were narrow and I could plainly see a bush, black hair in a matted, unruly mess. The tits were smaller, flatter with longer nipples than I expected. I gulped, certain something was amiss. It was not my mother eating Mrs. Wills!
I looked towards the buzzing, understanding it did not come from the bed. I found my mother, she was slumped in the lounge by the bathroom door, with a buzzing dildo shoved deep into her pussy, her head was back and her eyes were closed. Something about looking at someone alerts them. Her eyes opened. Her eyes widened. She pulled the dildo from her pussy and stood up, finger to her lips. She padded over to me, naked and pulled me into the bathroom. Once out of the way, she shouted, "be back in a moment, girls," and closed the door. No one responded.
Before I could say anything, she covered my mouth with hers. Her kiss ignited me and my cock flexed against her naked body. I tore my lips away from her. "Who the fuck is that?" I asked.
"I need cock. Will you fuck me?" She started to kneel, her hands were shaking. "Christ, I have been watching those two for an hour and a half and I am half crazy!"
I could see that. I pulled her back to standing. "Mother, who is eating Laura?"
"Oh, that is Anne, Mrs. Kingston. She caught Laura leaving and told her she knew she was fucking you. She said she was going to tell everyone. Laura insisted that she had discussed it with me but Anne did not believe her so Laura brought her here." She looked down and smiled. "We sort of seduced her. I figured if you wanted to fuck us both, three would be no problem." Mom smiled at me and began to rub my rising cock. "I made a deal with her. I told her it was the same deal I made with Laura."
"Deal?" I questioned. "What deal?"
"You fuck her while I watch. But she is Chinese, loves to negotiate!"
"What does that mean?" I pressed.
Mom kissed me on the lips. "She wants your cock, and Chris' cock, that was Laura's contribution but she wants to watch you fuck me and Chris fuck Laura. And she gets you both! If we do that, she shuts up. Laura insisted that Annie had to eat her till you got back, though. Anne has learned a lot in a couple hours about sucking pussy and Laura has learned to enjoy it. What took you so long?" Mom laughed. "Go fuck her so you can fuck me."
Once again, I felt the MILF list getting out of our control, my control. I had a thought and went with it. I opened the door and strode into the room, not quietly. Laura's head lifted, she looked like she was three sheets to the wind, her eyes were dull, her lips wet and limpid. "Hi, Sonny. Thank god you are here. If I come again I'll pass out." Laura tried to pull her body off the woman's face but Mrs. Kingston would not let her go, her hands gripped the hips rubbing against her face, pulling them violently downwards. "Oh god, commmiiinnng againnnnnn!" Laura shouted and her body began to shake. She sat down on Mrs. Kingston's face, grinding her pussy. Anne put a hand down to her own pussy and began to rub.
"Fuck her, Sonny. I promised. Then me." Mom hissed beside me. She reached around and started unbuttoning my shorts. I let her, her bare tits massaged my back. She pulled my shorts and briefs down to my ankles. I stepped out of them. I pulled off my shirt. On the bed, Laura Wills was tottering and she fell over onto the bed. Mrs. Kingston's head came up, one hand furiously rubbed her pussy and the other found her breast and began to massage it, pinching the nipple. Then she saw me.
I wanted someone to taste pussy on my cock so I could not fuck her right away. I had hoped to get Mrs. Wills tonsils on my cock but she seemed spent. I put a hand on Mom's shoulder and pressed. She glanced at Mrs. Kingston then at me and got to her knees, her ass flaring below her. God but she was sexy. I positioned her so that Anne could see my cock with Mom in profile. Mom leaned forward and kissed the end of my cock. She pulled back and looked up at me. I grasped her head but did not force her. Her tongue snaked out and she licked around the head. She smacked her lips and sucked on the head, taking it further into her mouth. She pulled back.
"Someone has been a nasty boy. Who did you fuck, Sonny?"
"Mrs. Rossini." I said without thinking.
Mom's response was to open her mouth and suck my cock deep into her mouth and then swallow it deeper. The feeling of her mouth on my cock shook me. Mrs. Kingston, however, gasped. Laura sat up beyond her, looking bewildered and cum drunk. She looked at me and then watched my mother suck my cock, trying furiously to focus her eyes. She put a hand on Mrs. Kingston's breast and stroked it. Mrs. Kingston fell back to the bed, but kept her head turned, watching my mother suck me, her own hands busy.
I pulled Mom off my cock, she did not release her mouth from my cock willingly. She started to rise but I pushed her back to her knees. "Stay there," I muttered. I went to the door and gestured Brent into the room. I pulled him by the elbow to stand before Mom. She registered shock. "Suck him, Mother, while I fuck Mrs. Kingston." When she did not move but gaped at me, I said, "I fucked his mom, the least you can do is blow him." I went to the bed. Anne Kingston watched me like a cat stalking a mouse, a pussy stalking a cock. Her eyes were wide but never left my cock. Her hands worked, rubbing her bushy cunt and one breast while Laura stroked the other. I crawled over her leg and she spread them to give me room. She withdrew her hand, laying both arms above her head. I stroked the wild hair at her pussy and her hips rose to meet my caress. A sigh escaped her thick lips. I found the lips of her pussy and ran a finger between them, feeling the liquid pooling there. Her lean legs glistened with her juice. I directed my cock to the wet spot and shoved.
"Aaaaiiiiiaaahhhh!" Mrs. Kingston screamed as my cock plunged the entire length of her very wet, very tight pussy, about half a cock length. When I was seated in her body, I stopped. She looked at me, her expression a mixture of horror and lust. Her hips bound off the bed, sucking the cock in her body deeper. I glanced at Brent and Mom.
My mother knelt before him staring at me while I shoved my cock into Mrs. Kingston. Brent was watching me, he wiped his hand the sides of his shorts, his cock clearly visible in profile. When Mom noticed me looking at her, she smiled and turned her eyes to the cock before her. She unbuttoned Brent's shorts and unzipped them. She ran a hand over his underwear coated cock and it flinched. She pursed her lips.
I glanced down at Mrs. Kingston, she was watching them too. I caught Mrs. Wills' eyes and she smiled at me and bent to kiss Annie's breast. Annie writhed beneath the kiss but did not turn her head. Her body rippled and I felt the contraction on my cock. I pulled back and pushed back into her. Annie grunted when I hit bottom. Her legs lifted beside me, coiling around me as I sat between her legs, pulling at me, trying to tip me over onto her. Anne watched my mother on her knees, stroking Brent's cloth-covered cock.
Brent's shorts dropped to the floor. Brent stripped off his shirt. Mother took hold of the waist band of his briefs with a forefinger and thumb of each hand and slowly began to peel them down, pulling them out and over Brent's semi-erect cock. It slanted to the side, the head well out of sight around the far side of his body. I watched Mother's eyes as the cock came into view.
"Oh, your friend big boy!" Mrs. Kingston hissed. "I fuck him too!" She giggled then. "Fuck me, now, Sonny, then you fuck Mommy! I want see you fuck own mother. Make you Mother Fucker." She hunched her pussy up at me and clinched with her considerable internal muscles. The feeling swamped me and I fell forward, planting my hands by her shoulders. I pulled back.
"Did you hear what Sonny said, Brent?" My mother asked.
I looked over and saw Brent's cock flop forward. My mother caught it in one hand and kissed the end. It curved up so she had to pull it lower. She licked the end.
Brent was nodding but Mom was not watching. She stopped licking and pulled back, looking up at him. Brent cleared his throat. "Yeah, he fucked my Mom." He said, his voice hoarse, raspy.
"So, you thought it was your turn?"
"To fuck his mom, to fuck you?" Brent nodded. "Seems fair, right?" Mother did not answer but sucked his cock into her mouth and began to give it her full attention. Brent groaned.
"Kiss her, Sonny." Laura whispered beside me but instead of letting me, she leaned over the Chinese woman and licked her cheek and then kissed her full on the mouth. Annie's eyes widened, staring into mine as Laura soul kissed her. Annie's hips jerked, her legs lifted and she wound them around me, locking her ankles in the small of my back. Laura pulled back and I replaced her. I reached up and grasped Mrs. Kingston by the wrists and stretched her body beneath me while my lips kissed her, lifting my hips as I loomed over her then pounding down into her. She bucked under me. She broke the kiss with a groan as I bottomed out in her taut pussy and looked towards my mother and Brent. His cock was about two thirds sunk into my beautiful mother's mouth. Her long black hair covered her laboring shoulders and her huge tits rubbed against Brent's bare legs as she fought to get the monster cock into her mouth and throat. Brent had one hand on the back of mom's head and the other on a shoulder. She was slowly coming off his cock, leaving it glistening, huge and hard.
Mrs. Kingston fought against me, releasing her legs. "Let go. Fuck Blondie, then fuck Mommy. I want big cock!" She pulled her arms free and pushed at my chest. Her feet got under me and she lifted me off and out of her body. I got off of her, wondering what we had gotten into by letting this hellion into the mix. Laura rolled onto her back, opening her legs. I stood beside the bed till Mrs. Kingston, who was staring at me, flung a hand at me, pointing at mother. I walked over to mom who was sucking hard on what she could get into her mouth of Brent's cock. Brent was pumping at her face, pushing her head onto his cock.
I moved behind mom. Brent opened his eyes, his face a mask. "Pull out. Fuck Mrs. Kingston," I said.
Brent stared at me then removed his hands from my mother. She was oblivious. I waited till she pulled back then I pulled her off his cock.
"Cock." She whispered before looking up at me and relaxing in my grasp. Brent moved by us to the bed. He stood by it for a moment. Mrs. Kingston rose up, wiped his cock with the sheet and then sucked it into her mouth. Brent groaned. Mrs. Wills sat up on her elbow and stared at Mrs. Kingston sucking Brent's cock. I could not see much besides Brent's flexing ass and the mop of black hair at his crotch. She pulled back and I could see her face. She looked up at him.
"Fuck Mrs. Kingston, now big boy. Put cock where it count!"
Brent moved between Anne's legs on the bed and inserted his cock, rising up a bit to get the head tucked into her cunt. She arched her back, aligning her pussy. Brent bent forward, Annie grasped him by the waist, lifted her legs so that her heels rested on his upper tights and hunched her crotch at him. Brent crunched forward, driving his cock into Mrs. Kingston. She screamed and contracted her legs, pulling him deeper into her pussy. Her whole body arched and thrashed, her head shook from side to side, her eyes clinched closed. Her scream tapered off till it was just a whistle from her open mouth but still she thrashed. Brent pulled back and plunged his cock home again, pinning her to the bed. Her legs dropped to the mattress, open, while her hips thrust up at him, over and over again. Mrs. Kingston bucked and shook as the huge cock penetrated her, pinning her to the bed.
"Fuck me, beeg boy!" Annie shrieked, "Then you fuck them. Fuck me good first!" Brent began to pump his cock methodically into the woman. He fucked her straight armed for a while before lying down and covering her so all but her hair seemed to disappear beneath him with her legs appearing below his crotch. The bed seemed to swallow her. Brent wedged his hands beneath him, presumably grabbing her by the ass and began to hammer her. His down stroke elicited a guttural grunt from somewhere beneath him.
"Jesus, he is huge." Mom said, her hand finding my cock. I looked down at her and she looked up at me. I helped her to her feet and put my arm around her naked body. She kept a hand on my erect cock, slick with Anne's moisture. "I never watched anyone fuck before, not in person. It is amazing. He must be killing her." Mom whispered, awe evident in her voice.
"Oh, oh, ah, ah, aaaahhhhiiiiiiieeeeeaahhh!" Anne's voice was a bit muffled. Brent arched up, showing us Anne's face, frozen in a grimace of ecstasy. When she relaxed, he began to kiss her, supporting himself on his elbows while his hips continued to pummel her. Anne kissed him back, rising up and pressing her lips to his, her eyes wild with passion, sweating with orgasm.
The hand I had resting on my mother's forty-four inch hips squeezed her ass. She looked up at me and I bent to kiss her. Her hand moved on my cock and I wanted to be in her. I broke the kiss and saw Laura watching us, her eyes going back and forth between us and Brent's ass pounding the Chinese woman beside her. Annie was arching her body as Brent kissed and fucked her. Suddenly, Brent flinched, his whole body tightened. I could see his hips flex and his down stroke was nuclear, crashing down into the woman below him so that she grunted much louder into Brent's mouth. Then he was jerking, little humping motions while he dumped his load into her clutching pussy.
After a couple of minutes, Brent groaned and collapsed, his head on the far side of Mrs. Kingston's head. She turned it and looked at us. She pulled her hand loose and pointed at us. "You eat me now." She patted Laura with her other hand, patting her head like she was a puppy, "Blondie, you clean off big boy with mouth. Get him hard again, maybe fuck him."
Brent, apparently aware though inert, rolled off of Mrs. Kingston. Her pussy sucked at the cock as he withdrew from her, a long continuous slurping sound that ended with a wet pop. Laura scooted out of his way, sat up and began to lick his softening cock, smeared with cum. She ran her tongue along its length, over and over again, sucking and slurping. It twitched and she jumped, startled by the immense motion so close to her face. Brent's eyes were closed and he did not move, even when Laura finally lifted his rubbery cock and began to suck the head, ovaling her lips and licking with her tongue before pulling it into her mouth.
Mrs. Kingston had been watching Laura too, but when the cock began to disappear into the blond woman's mouth, she turned her head. "Mommy, your turn to eat me. Come lick up come and suck me clean."
Mother slipped from my hold and walked over to the bed. Her sexy hips swung back and forth, her narrow waist accenting the bulbous flare of her round hips. I wanted her badly at that moment. She crawled onto the bed, working her way between Anne's spread legs. She stared into the matted mess of the woman's crotch. Anne put a hand on the back of her head and pressed her face into her crotch. "Clean me up, Mommy Dearest!" Annie said with a cackle, a hacking laugh before looking at me.
Beside her, Laura was grunting on Brent's cock which remained rubbery. She removed her mouth from it and resumed licking and sucking the head and down its length. Annie gestured to me. I moved to the bed.
"Fuck her." She hissed, pointing at my mother's raised hips as she crotched between Annie's V'ed legs. "Become Motherfucker!"
Brent's head raised and he looked at me, then his eyes moved to the sight of my naked mother eating his come out of Annie's pounded pussy. He got to his elbows, lifting his back off the bed. Annie moved higher on the bed, pilling pillows behind her back. Mom followed the scooting pussy with tongue and lips, lapping at Annie and sucking at the pussy, making Annie jerk and shiver several times before she got settled. Brent's cock began to stiffen. Feeling it, Laura got to her knees and began to suck it into her mouth and down her throat, taking the implied challenge till nearly three quarters of it disappeared into her mouth. Brent groaned, closing his eyes for a moment but keeping his position.
I moved down the bed and got on it behind my mother's raised ass. I laid a hand on her hip and her head came up with a grunt. Annie pushed her face back down, hunching her cunt at my Mother. Something must have connected because Annie grunted and dropped back onto the pillows, her hips hunching over and over, faster and faster. Mother grabbed Annie by the ass and tried to hold onto the flailing ass but she was unsuccessful till Anne stiffened and shrieked again, her hips shaking. Mother immediately licked the pussy, running her tongue between the convulsing pussy lips and up through the dewy black hair and back again. Annie's hips dropped to the bed and Mom's face followed, she attached her lips to the pussy and sucked, hard, then speared her tongue into it. Annie grunted and arched her body once more.
I parted my mother's hips, pulling her cheeks apart till I could clearly see her damp pussy with the dimpled cone of her asshole above it. Mother arched her back. Laura lifted her mouth off Brent's cock. Brent stared at me, a look of serious concentration. He did not have his glasses on and so he squinted a bit. "Fuck her, Sonny. I want to see you fuck your mother like you fucked mine." He urged.
I placed the head of my cock at the entrance to my Mom's pussy and shoved it into her. Her head came up and I heard her exhaling. Then, as I slid deeper, she lowered her head again and I heard her sucking, loudly on the pussy below her mouth. I bottomed out.
"God, he's fucking his mother." Brent said.
"Yeah." Laura breathed. They looked at each other. Laura started to mount him but Annie slapped his chest.
"Fuck her from behind, like motherfucker." They arranged themselves that way and soon Laura was watching me upside down, her head hanging between her arms as Brent began to press his cock into her body from behind.
I pulled part way out of my mother and shoved it home once more. I pulled back out. Mother was becoming so wet, I swore she was squishing as I slammed home once more. Beside me Brent worked his cock all the way into Laura's quivering body. Laura's arms collapsed and her upper torso fell to the bed. Brent pulled out and I matched his motion. When he slammed home, I slammed home.



Laura grunted and Mom grunted at the same time.
"You come in me, motherfucker." Annie said. "No in Mommy. No this time. In me. Blondie clean me out."
Brent and I both slammed into our pussies. Both women grunted. I think they heard each other and each wanted to be loudest. Brent had been curled around Mrs. Wills' ass, concentrating on getting his cock into her without hurting her. But now his cock was sliding into her body with ease and he straightened and looked back at me. He grinned and nodded and gave me a big thumps up. We then began to fuck our women in tandem, pulling out and slamming home so that they would groan or grunt together as we hit bottom. We had both come once so we kept this up for maybe ten minutes, counting resting. Both women came, though Laura orgasmed several times while mom had two. Finally, Brent began to pick up speed and I matched him. Mother lifted her head and she began to chatter, "coming, commmming, fuck me, I am commminnnnnnggggg!" And then she was shuddering through a mind shattering orgasm.
Brent continued to fuck Laura. Laura began to moan continuously now, her ass wagging and shaking as the cock sluiced in and out of her weeping pussy, coming over and over again but without a word from her. My mother slumped.
"Get off me." Mrs. Kingston said. "I fuck your son now." I pulled out of my mother's flooded cunt and sat back. She climbed off the bed and turned to look down at us, wobbling like she was punch drunk rather than cock drunk. Anne got on her knees and lowered her head on the mattress, presenting me with her recently cleaned pussy. I approached her and entered her. She stayed on all fours, her head came up, her mop of curly black hair tangled about her, hiding her face. I began to fuck her.
Brent continued to stroke into Laura. She was moaning but her orgasm had drained the energy out of her and her body was still, receiving the fucking with gentle pleasure. Mom began to stroke Mrs. Kingston's back then reached beneath the woman's body and caressed her dangling breasts. I increased my tempo and felt orgasm rising in my balls, but it started in my toes and flooded up my legs to erupt. Anne screamed and I presumed that Mom was pinching her nipples. I clasped Mrs. Kingston's ass against me and pumped into her body, over and over and over till I was fully spent. Brent was still stroking Laura Wills. I slumped onto Anne's back. She crawled out from under me, scooting over, lifting one leg around Laura's supine body till her pussy was positioned at Laura's face. Laura raised her head and ran a tongue through Annie's matted pubic hair, then down to her distended pussy lips. Anne jerked and flinched at the contact, arching her body into Laura's face.
Then Anne regained control, she pointed at my mother. "Make boy hard again." I climbed off the bed and my mother got on her knees and licked at my cock, slurping the cum slick which coated it from the head and shaft. I watched as Laura licked at Annie's pussy while Brent hammered into her. Mom cleaned my cock and after a few minutes, I began to harden. She sucked me into her mouth and began to deep throat me, blowing through her nose and swallowing around the nob of my cock, lodged in her throat.
"Hey, hey!" Anne said. Mom pulled off my erect cock. Anne pointed at Brent, "You fuck Mommy, his mommy. He fuck Blondie while she eat me." Brent shot me a worried look but I just grinned.
"Only fair, buddy. Fuck my mother for me. She wants your big cock!" I said. He slammed his cock hard into Laura once more and pulled it out of her body with a loud slurping sound.
Mom released me and I went around the bed. My mother rose from her knees and sat on the bed. She lay down on the bed and opened her legs. Brent moved over between my mother's legs, grabbed her by the ankles and pulled her lower on the bed. She grasped his cock and directed it at her gaping pussy and he slammed it home, driving it deep into her body. My mother arched her body, first rolling on her ass at him by straightening her swayed back then planting her legs and lifting him off the bed, seating his cock deep into her clasping cunt. She dropped back to the bed and then hunched her hips at Brent again.
"Jesus, Mrs. Duncan, you have a great body! What an ass. I love the feel of our pussy sucking at my cock." I felt so proud!
"Ram your cock into me, Brent. Fuck me good! Just like Annie ordered! Fuck me like Sonny fucked your mom!" My mother's body was pinned to the bed and Brent leaned over and kissed her hard on the mouth. In moments, they were engaged and a deep, tongue tangled kiss which left them blowing through their noses while their bodies crashed together, parted and rushed together over and over again. My mother had hold of Brent's head and neck, holding him as she kissed him and fucked him. She was so damn sexy, taking that big cock into her body as they settled into a private, pleasure painted rhythm, her huge tits smashed against his lean, white chest. Sometimes, when their bodies parted, her breasts would appear, roiling with the motion of their fucking while they maintained the kiss, arcing their bodies apart and then banging together again! Her body surged at Brent, fully engaged in fucking him.
Laura and Mrs. Kingston had been watching the sexual collision beside them too. Now they both looked over at me. I stood beside Laura's ass. I put hand on it and climbed onto the bed behind her. On my knees, I shuffled closer to her puckered pussy and inserted my hard cock. She grunted and then I heard a great sucking sound. I could see Mrs. Kingston's face and her eyes rolled up in her eyes. She threw her hands over her head and gripped the headboard and arched her body up at Laura's face. Laura grasped Anne's hips and pinned them to the bed. All I could see was her blond head flanked by Annie's legs and the two fried egg breasts with erect nipple centers above her blond head. Annie was trying to thrash her body but Laura kept her ass immobilized on the bed.
I pulled my cock free of the luscious pussy, withdrawing till only the head made contact with her, then I surged forward, burying myself in Mrs. Wills body. She shuddered, lifting her head.
"Fuck me, Sonny!" She screamed, I think the first words Laura had said in all the times I had been inside her. She dropped her head to Anne's pussy and Anne jerked.
"Yeah, fuck her good, Sonny. Giver her lots of cock!" Annie said through gritted teeth. Then she was jerking again, hanging by her hands while her torso flapped trying to move her ass from the bed. Laura kept her ass still, tightly clutched between her hands and her mouth.
Brent's ass was beginning to blur as he pounded over and over into my mother's pussy. I could not catch up so I found my own tempo, stroking Laura's pussy with deep, deliberate motion with a grinding accent each time I hit bottom. My mother broke the kiss and began to come, shouting her arrival with panting, breathless gasps, her body shaking and shivering while Brent continued to piston into her cunt. Her legs came up and she laid her ankles across his thighs. Then Brent began to spasm, his body jerking and jerking while he moaned, "Mrs. Duncan, Mrs. Duncan" over and over again. It sounded so funny to me I almost laughed and would have except that Mrs. Wills lifted her head and screamed, commuting the feeling that began in her pussy to her lips. Her hole spasmed around my cock. I increased my speed, trying to keep her coming. Her body jerked, over and over again and she kept trying to move away but there was no place to go. I pummeled her till my orgasm arrived and I flooded her pussy once more with come.
Anne released her hold on the headboard. Laura slumped over one leg and I slumped over the other, next to my mother. Brent moved to mom's other side and the five of us lay together panting and gasping on the big bed, sniffing the aroma of heavy duty sex that permeated the room. Mrs. Kingston stroked my face.
"You good boy. Fuck Momma good." She said. "You only fuck her when I say you can fuck her, understand!"
I was about to object when Mother took Anne's hand and kissed the palm. "Yes, of course, Anne. We can discuss the matter at another time. Right now, you two should be getting home. Why don't you, Laura and Brent shower together in my bathroom and my son and I will clean up in the other bathroom.
In the following silence, I thought I detected something odd, something strained in that brief exchange but Anne seemed to accept it. She reached over me and stroked my mother's breast, squeezing the huge tit and pinching the nipple with her small hands. Mother flinched.
We all got off the bed and Mom and I walked down to my bathroom. We showered together. When we were under the water, washing the various fluids contributed by our various other lovers, she looked up at me with a frightened look on her face. "What have I done?" She whispered. "What have I done?"
I caressed her face and then I got hard. I was too tired to fuck but I crouched and entered my mother anyway. She closed her eyes and with her arms on my shoulders, took me once more into her body. I thrust into her depths three or four times, squeezing cum out of her like honey from a sandwich. I pulled out and we washed off. With the water off, Mom pulled my face down to hers and kissed me.
"God I loved this. Can you believe I love cock so much that I would fuck Brent like that? And cum like I did? I was so excited to have you watching him enter me. I loved knowing that you could see him pierce my body and it made me come. When I came, I came harder because you were there, watching! What has happened to me?"
I shrugged. We parted, dried off. I got clean clothes in my room while Mother padded barefoot and naked into her room to dress. By the time I got to her bedroom, the bed was stripped, candles were lit and everyone was bereft of their previous dishabille. No one spoke. Mother and Mrs. Wills pulled the pillows lose from their stained and wet cases and piled all the laundry by the door. Mrs. Kingston stood beside Brent, curiously, holding his hand. She was maybe five four and he was six two with broad, boney shoulders and a hollow chest. Anne looked at me immediately.
"You fuck everybody, right?"
I glanced at Brent and shrugged. "I guess."
She nodded. "Good. You come to Laura's house, fuck her, don't fuck I no care. Come see me, fuck me. Tomorrow, next week. Before you fuck anyone else, you fuck me. We talk. We make deal. Agreed? I not tell, you not tell anyone till we talk, okay?" Her excellent English was returning. It had taken leave of her somewhat in her excitement.
I was too tired to argue so I nodded. She and Laura left and I drove Brent to his house. I stopped out front. Brent looked at me. We had ridden in silence till then, each thinking about what had happened. "Fuck, Sonny, you did it. You made the MILF list for us."
I nodded. I thought of nothing to say.
Brent extended his hand. "Thanks. Watching you fuck your mom, god the only thing I could think about was my mom, on her back kissing me like your mom kissed me. You really fucked her right? Now we can all fuck her, right? God, but I want to see you fuck her! I want to watch my mom fuck everybody, all of us! I get hard just thinking about it."
I grinned. Seeing him slicing his cock into my mom's pussy had been unbelievable. Thinking of the other guys all taking her left me breathless. "I wonder what is next?" I said, hoping I knew the answer.
"You share the MILF List, Sonny. That is what's next! You share the MILF list!" He got out of the car.
****NEXT: Sharing the MILF List
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Chapter 1
Setting the Stage
My sister always had her nose in the air. Born, like me, to money she always thought that it made her better than everyone else. I felt I had to work harder to show I deserved it. But her real weakness was not her vanity but her pride. Oh, she was vain but no more than any other woman with great tits and a killer ass. She cursed me when I told her that but with a sort of pride in her voice as she put her nose in the air and stalked away. She insisted that she could make her own way in the world, that she wanted nothing to do with the world of finance and business where my father saw us both fitting in so nicely. He had the empire well divided up to accommodate us both but she spurned it and left it all to me. Since she was older, it made little different since my father was fully capable of carrying on without her till I reached my majority.
The plane crash that took our parents changed nothing for dear Sharon but it changed everything for me. College graduation was a wake and a funeral and then intense indoctrination into the world my father left in my capable hands. Then came the crash of 2008 which I did not anticipate any more than anyone else. Unlike most everyone else, we were not heavily leveraged nor had we invested heavily in public companies or China. Our businesses were sound but boring and out of debt and being out of debt was the best asset going into 2010. Things stabilized and we, like everyone else waited to see if Europe could pull together to avoid a complete meltdown. I had worked hard for 10 years and was about ready to turn to some much needed down time which for me meant prowling for willing women who did not know I was rich. I always worked hard but my hobby and pastime was seduction. I loved nothing more than seducing a willing woman with the truth about her own sexual passion. I was looking forward to some time off. Then my sister called and my vacation plans changed.
There is something about the sound of a woman in distress. She was not hysterical but her voice was higher than normal and she talked really fast. By the time my proud sister called me, everything was a shambles. On her instructions, I purchased a 2002 Buick with 140,000 miles on it and went and picked her up. She wanted me to validate her 'friends' impression that she came from nothing. I feared to find her broken and demanding. Instead she opened the garage so I could drive in, closed the door. She pointed to 2 suitcases and got into the car. She did not even invite me inside.
"Isn't there any more?" I asked?
"Not that I want." She said, closing the door. I loaded the bags into the trunk and got into the driver's seat. She handed me a clicker for the garage and we drove away. No one had seen my face. That was her only demand. Come get me but do not let anyone see you, she had instructed. Her imperious demands amused me but I was able to follow big sister's instructions without damage to my self-perception.
The only thing she said when I got into the driver's seat was: "That was perfect. No one saw your face." Then, she turned her face to the window. We drove in silence for a couple hundred miles. My big sister was fierce and stubborn, not really a good combination. Finally, as we neared our land, our home, she said softly. "I want my chance now."
I was tired from the drive so did not respond. Nor did I see much point in asking for an explanation. There would be time enough for that, when she was ready.
She did not say anything more till we stopped in front of the house. The front door of the house opened and the downstairs staff looked out at us in the fading afternoon light. They knew not to come out till I opened the door and gestured for them. I did not need staff but employed them for various reasons not the least was to impress associates and to intimidate competitors who visited the mansion. It often worked.
"I made a mistake. I should have taken daddy up on his offer to be part of the Livingston legacy and worked with you instead of . . . instead of doing what I did. I legally changed my name. I was a nobody to those people and I made them let me into that circle. I wooed Marq and he married me even though I had nothing. We loved each other and then they all turned against me. I want revenge." Then she smiled. "I have a proposition for you. You let me back into the company and I'll let you help me get revenge." When she smiled, I shivered.
I said cautiously, "Revenge? Why would I want to engage in your plots of revenge?" I ignored the fact that she talked like she was offering something in trade when she had nothing. It was not till much later that I began to understand what she had in mind.
"Never mind. I will not ask something for nothing. If you are not going to let me back into the family business, I am not getting out here. I cannot take it."
For the first time in my life I saw a crack in my sister's character, the merest hint of desperation. Through the haze of her shining pride, I realized how desperate she was, how horrible things must be for her to take such a huge risk. She had no right to ask and I had every right to refuse, except she was my sister. I leaned over and pulled her into my arms and hugged her tight, after a minute or two, she actually responded, relaxing the tension in her shoulders and contributing to the hug more than a stiff acceptance. "Sis, I will make you CEO tonight if that is what you want. Things are good now but there is a lot of work ahead to keep us growing. Livingston Industries are on sound footing despite the current economy. I can step back and leave things in your hands. I will, if you give me something to do instead."
"How do you feel about prime real estate?" Sharon asked.
"We own some." I liked understatement.
Sharon smiled. "Would you like to own more?"
I smiled and nodded. Whatever she had in mind could wait for later.
We got out of the car, I waved and the door to the house opened. Three beautiful women emerged with the other help. They got the bags and soon we were settled in the dining room, partaking of an exceptional meal.
"Do you fuck the house help?" Sharon asked when the meal was done and cleared and we were sipping brandy from warm snifters. She nodded towards Ingrid, the raven haired woman who was presently leaning between us, wiping up the crumbs. I am a messy eater, mostly because of my blond beard.
I nodded. I could not help it. I smirked a little. When women know you are wealthy it is easy to have all the sex of any variety you wanted. I liked to work for it so I rarely fucked the help any more. But I had. It was part of the interview process.
"Fuck her. I have not watched anyone fuck in a long time. I sort of miss it." Sharon said, sweeping at her long blond hair. Despite the stresses of her recent life, she retained her regal beauty. "What is her name?"
"Ingrid." I said softly.
"Ingrid, could you come here, please?" Sharon called.
Ingrid was a tallish woman with the finest ass, frizzy black hair and the great legs but not much in the way of breasts. Not even muffins, rather like the bras you see on many fashion model these days; anorexic and slight as a golf club as though men were frightened of women their own size. She wore a classic maid's outfit. Oh, and black, shiny heels, high heels that clacked on the floor as she walked back to where we sat at the dining room table. Our place was a mansion but home was the guest quarters where we were raised, where mother and dad stayed when they were not putting on appearances. Neither of them had liked the mansion but they knew it was expected for people who moved in the circles that we moved in. They kept the place staffed but raised Sharon and I in the guest house with strict orders to stay out of the 'big house'. The only time we saw the inside of the Livingston Mansion was at the Christmas celebration the Livingston's threw for those of the community they liked. It was a treasured invitation. Everyone locally who had any dealings with my parents were invited and the tradition was to receive a typical Livingston gift in appreciation for their support, hard work or for many people, just for being good people. We got on the bus at the back of the property with a lot of other kids and for the first few years of our lives, I think most people figured we belonged to people on the staff. We wore clothes off the shelf and did what people in our community did. This all gave Dad a touch with the common man, my uncle who did not have it, used to say with some disdain and admiration, evenly mixed. What my uncle admired was the loyalty even love that my father's leadership inspired. Sharon was about to test to see if any of that had rubbed off on me.
Ingrid stood at the table between. "Yes ma'am?" She asked.
"Has my brother fucked you, Ingrid?" Sharon asked.
Ingrid's eyes flicked to me and then back to straight ahead. Bosworth trained and disciplined all the girls and I presumed spanked them as needed and fucked them when he could. I expect he fucked the men too if they got out of line. Bosworth was an equal opportunity employer which is why I kept his rough trade around, to do what needed doing when it exceeded my abilities or as it often did, my tastes in the matters of employee relations. He was often harsh and slightly unjust but with perfect aplomb, insuring that when and as he stepped over the line I became aware so I could rectify the situation and thus burnish my developing reputation of Soloman-like wisdom and justice, consistently at his expense. His propinquity to the household affairs and his rigid, almost dictatorial style made him feared but not quite loathed. When I was away, he seemed quite easy going, so, I understood most of those working under him presumed that he feared me so much he overcompensated when I was about. Bosworth was a good man who partook of the benefits of his position with my blessing but never envy.
"Ingrid, this is my sister, Sharon. She left the household before you arrived." I said. This was not the time to make Ingrid squirm so I gave her the information she needed to know how to answer.
She nodded once. "Yes, ma'am, Mr. Livingston has fucked me." she said delicately.
"And did you like it?" Sharon pressed.
"Yes, ma'am." Ingrid said, more quietly still.
"Would you mind fucking my brother while I watched?"
Now Ingrid looked directly at me, her eyes full of questions. I gave her nothing to read, no indication of what or how she should answer. From now on, it was just fun.
Ingrid shifted her weight from foot to foot, bumping her fine hips back and forth in the little black maid's dress she wore making the white lace hem shimmy and shake. The black hose shimmered and she licked her lips giving them a temporary, pink shine. Then she nodded.
Sharon glanced at me and smiled. "I meant now, dear. Here. On the table, from behind. While I watch." Her words were brittle, her tone staccato and distinct.
Till that moment, Ingrid had held her hands carefully folded in front of her, lying along the slight bulge of her tummy and dangling before the crotch hidden beneath her black skirt. Suddenly she was sweating and her translucent white blouse clung to her skin so that her black bra was clearly visible. She began to wring her hands, twisting her fingers together. Then in the merest voice you can imagine, she said "Oh." It was rather like an exhaled breath with a syllable attached. She looked down.
"Well?" Sharon said her voice a jagged interrogative. "No matter. Do you have panties on?"
Now Ingrid nodded and her face began to flush. Her hips stopped moving and her hands smoothed the crinoline of her skirt in front.
"Let me see." Sharon said. "I mean, now."
Behind me I heard Bosworth at the double doors. When Ingrid stooped a bit and took the hem of her skirt between her finger and thumb and lifted it up past her waist, Bosworth reached toward the doors, as though to close them.
"No need, Bosworth." Sharon said loudly to him. "Maintain your routine. Ingrid and my brother are going to entertain me. You all can watch if you wish."
"Very well, Ms. Sharon. I will let everyone know." Bosworth stopped closing the doors, a bit abashed and opened them, pressing the catch into each door stop then bowed a bit stiffly and left the room. Our servants were people picked we could and did trust. Each of them would be multi-millionaires if they left us in good standing. We only asked absolute loyalty, discretion and for many of them, access to their sexual pleasure. Many served the Livingston's and left our service quite rich and everyone knew it. We made no promises and some were dismissed for cause with nothing but a satchel of underwear and a bus ticket to Cleveland. Several of the upstairs women were the daughters of women my mother had watched my father fuck and had fucked me in my rambunctious youth. And those mothers, our Nanny's had retired quite comfortably. You had to like housework to work for us and have the will to keep our aristocratic appearance up in the essentially classless environment of the USA where we lived. Fairness to our friends and God help our enemies, that was our parent's creed and everyone knew it. I lived by it. We Livingston's did not become friends with people we intended to cripple. When it was time to crush someone, we crushed them without asking that they acknowledge the justice or virtue of the pain we caused them. So, clearly, not everyone loved us and no few hated us. We protected our friends fiercely, even and often in the face of their own betrayal of us which could be forgiven and often was with sufficient compensation. Such things Bosworth usually dealt with. Woe to our enemies, though. Should forgiveness not be forthcoming, then virtue be damned and hell's fury took second place.
Bosworth was long gone when Sharon finally spoke again. "You seem to be getting wet, Ingrid my dear. Are you excited by the prospect of getting porked right here and now by my handsome brother?"
"Don't be crude, Sharon." I said. The glance she shot me was fierce till she saw my mischievous smile, then she smiled as well. Ingrid had garters on. Love garters, I do. Bosworth paid good attention to the details, gathering such knowledge in unobtrusive but sometimes indelicate ways. Once as a youngster I caught him watching me with a girl I invited home. I caught him several times and was contemplating addressing it with him when he suddenly switched the staff around me to women of various ages who all looked like the girls I had been bringing to my room. That taught me to give him considerable latitude when it came to his household management and rarely did he fumble that faith. His harsh treatment which provided me many opportunities for kindness to the household staff simply validated this faith though I was 25 before I realized the unsought service he provided me.
Sharon sat forward and hooked a finger into the front of Ingrid's string bikini style panties. They were black, like the skirt but a soft, dull fabric that did not shine. Cotton, perhaps. "Bosworth." Sharon hollered. "Bring me scissors, please." She kept her finger hooked the front of Ingrid's panties while she waited. In the front, a distinct damp spot appeared and spread on Ingrid's panties.
Ingrid trembled. I did too and for the same reason, more than likely.
Bosworth appeared and Mimi, one of the other maids, peered into the room. Mimi was black and built. She ran the household business, smart and ambitious, she had volunteered to be a maid in advance of a presumed position with Livingston Financial Holdings but then chose to remain a maid because she liked it. She kept the household accounts for Bosworth and he had come to rely on her. Her net worth increased with her value but she was content to serve as a maid and cater to the occasional sexual peccadillos of various guests I brought to the mansion. She was dependably sexual. She stared at her Ingrid who stood with her skirt above her waist. Bosworth handed Sharon the scissors and then turned and spied Mimi. He made some a sort of noise in his throat, like a growl but not quite.
"No, Bosworth, it is fine. If anyone wants to watch our fine Ingrid here get fucked on the dining room table, that is fine. Unless you all have something more important to do, my brother sometimes likes an appreciative audience, if I recall correctly."
I did not correct my sister. It was awkward for the staff had knowledge of my predilection far surpassing my sister's, or at the very least, much more current. Sharon had been gone a long time and things had changed since our parents died. The household obeyed me now, when I managed to be home which was truly rare. I actually lived in the mansion but presumed if I found love and started a family, I would follow my father's example and care for them in the guest house at the back of the property.
Sharon took the scissors and snipped both strings from each side of the cloth covering Ingrid's pussy and let them drop. The fabric stuck to her crotch. Sharon pulled it loose from the garters, revealing the woman's shaved pussy. "Bend over the table," Sharon said softly. Ingrid obeyed. A trickle of liquid ran down the inside of her leg. "Are you ready to be fucked, Ingrid?" Sharon asked.
"Yes, ma'am," Ingrid said. The table was large and sturdy, a warm cherry. Ingrid removed her white blouse and lay down on the table with her head turned away from me.
"Alan, my dear brother, I believe the lady is waiting on you."
I rose, moved behind Ingrid and dropped my pants. I stripped the underwear down and let my hard cock free. It dipped forward, my proud lance, touching the bent ass before me. Ingrid flinched at the touch. I fingered the garters, running a finger down each one while my cock brushed against Ingrid's tight and perfect ass. I stroked her hose-clad legs and she shivered. I grasped her by the hips,+ crouched and caught the tip of my cock between her legs. I took it in hand, and felt around for her entrance. She gasped when I found it and then the little head was caught. I pressed forward and she arched her back, exhaling as I pressed deeper into her luscious body. Her body seemed to be electric. I took hold of her waist and pulled back. I felt her tense for she must have known what was coming and I did as she expected, slamming deeply into her body, all the way to her core and mine. She moaned as I bottomed out, a moan wrapped in the flimsy syllables of affirmation.
"Yessssss." She hissed, as though the air was escaping her without permission. I began to fuck her, not hard but steady, looking for the right angle, the correct force that would drive her to orgasm. Then I felt a hand on my ass.
"Brother, listen." While I fucked Ingrid, my sister explained her idea to me. She wanted us to buy up all the mortgages in Holdingsfield and then foreclose on all of them as brutally as possible. Once each family was displaced, in the chaos of the move, I was to sneak into the house or wherever they ended up and rape them, one at a time. I would, she said, become the avenging cock. I would fuck all of her former friends and then post the pictures on the internet so they would be humiliated. As I fucked, the germ of a better idea developed in my mind.
Ingrid was arching her back and pressing further and further back as I pounded steadily into her. Sharon fell silent and watched, her hand resting on my bare ass. I was able to give Ingrid my full attention. Several times I felt like coming and stopped, holding her body still while my cockhead lingered at the entrance to her pussy. She mewed a couple times while I regained control and then I returned to fucking her. She got her elbows under her and arched her body, gaining some leverage and began fucking back at me, our bodies slapped together gently. I stepped back and we almost fell, till she regained her balance on those black high heels. I ran my hand up her back and unhooked her bra and a moment later her back was nude. I unzipped the skirt bunched at her waist and let it fluttered down her long legs, shimmering in the black hose. But for the black heels, garter belt, garters and hose, her blouse lying discarded on the table, she was nude, which I guess is to say she was half dressed.



Sharon watched as I fucked Ingrid. My sister's eyes were both tired and shining, giving her a look of hysterical focus. Her life was catching up to her. I heard a noise and whispering behind me and presumed that Lanah, the blond downstairs maid had arrived with Mimi and was watching me fuck Ingrid. It had been a long time since I had fucked the house staff. It was time. Beneath me, Ingrid began to shake and then she dropped her head between her elbows and then went completely flat with her head turned towards Sharon. Sharon reached out and put a finger to the woman's lips. Ingrid's pink lips opened and sucked the finger in, forming her mouth around it. She moaned, grunted and went completely still. I continued to fuck her but felt the approach of orgasm as she sucked on Sharon's finger. Sharon's hand caressed my bare ass and just as Ingrid began to quake with her orgasm, Sharon gave me one great shove which slammed the woman against the edge of the table and pressed my cock far into Ingrid's pussy. I came, flopping forward on her body while she shivered and twitched beneath me.
After some time, I stood, awkwardly and swayed, pulling my shrinking cock out of Ingrid's cunt. Lanah and Mimi wiped me off with thick towels and wet wash cloths. Then Ingrid stood up while they wiped her off. She put her hands on my shoulders as she waited, gazing into my eyes with a slight smile on her lips. They removed the remainder of her clothing, swabbing her from ankles to forehead. I leaned forward and kissed her lightly on the lips. "Thank you, my dear." To the other girls, I said, "Take her to my room, if you will. I presume you can do without her for the rest of the evening?"
"Yes sir." Lanah said. "We will be fine. Ms. Sharon's room is made up whenever she is ready."
I stroked Ingrid's breasts and leaned into her to kiss her on the mouth again. She smiled dreamily and then walked out of the room in nothing but her heels. I pulled up my pants and when all was again in place, sat down. My sister was staring at me with a faraway look in her eyes. "God, that was hot." She sighed. "I have not watched a good fuck in, forever."
I smiled. For a while neither of us spoke. I had something on my mind I needed to address before we parted for the night. "Sharon, I do not like the idea of raping these women for your revenge." I had to tell her that. "But I have another idea. Something, perhaps more elegant. Go to bed and we'll talk once I have additional information."
She nodded, shifting her blue eyes from the distance to me. Her blond hair was straggling into her face and her skin was flushed. She shook her head. "Fine, Alan. You tell me what we should do? But I want them to suffer."
I patted her knee. "Go to bed. You are exhausted. We'll talk later, perhaps tomorrow but likely later in the week, when I have filled in some gaps."
We parted with a brief friendly hug. I had not had my sister sexually but she had watched me take the staff on many occasions while we were growing up. It was a nostalgic thrill to have her back in the Livingston mansion. She stumbled off to bed and I went to the office and fired off a number of emails with 'suggestions' to several of my employees, asking for answers on the morrow. Then I went to my room and took Ingrid several more times in the night.
Ingrid was gone about her duties the next morning when I awoke, quite late, around nine. I ate in the office. The week got busy in a hurry because my unscheduled absence forced considerable reshuffling of my itinerary, especially since I needed to remain at the mansion till I got Sharon situated. She did not hover but whenever I saw her, I could read the questions in her eyes. Those blue eyes became fiercer and fiercer till Sunday morning she stalked into the office. I was stalling till I had everything ready.
"Fine. I understand your reluctance. I know you are stalling and avoiding the task of telling me that I am out on the street. The Livingston's do not suffer fools easily. I'll leave tomorrow!"
I stood up and went to her, shocked to see her eyes glistening. My big sister never cried, at least not while I was around her. Seeing her like this heightened my growing sense of what she had endured. "Sis, you are family. There is no forgiveness because there is no transgression." Truth be told, time had eased that bitterness. I had been alone. "You will not leave but you need to be patient. I have to completely reorganize my affairs if you are going to become acting CEO. I think I have a plan about worked out but it will take time. Sit down, let me explain."
"But I changed my name, I rejected you all. I did not even come to their funeral. I deserve nothing." Then my words soaked into her conscious mind and her eyes widened. "CEO?" She breathed.
I have to admit that I thought she had been wrong in that omission when she did not come to our parent's funeral but at the time I had no time or energy to call her to account for that decision and now, it just seemed pointlessly cruel. It was her decisions to make. But for many people it validated the suspicion that she had been a servant's child included in our family so I would not be an only child. I left the subject alone. I pulled her to a seat. "Sit. I realize I have been, somewhat distracted. I have a lot to take care of. Let me tell you what I have accomplished so far."
I described my efforts. I had put together a 90 day plan to hand over the CEO responsibilities to my sister. It would be risky and difficult but what she needed was work. She had majored in accounting and finance in college after shucking off the Livingston name to make her own way in the world. So long as she did not forget what she learned, she would be able to fill my position with some ease. I had an excellent staff which needed only decisions in general and direction and I would be available for constant consultation. My staff would report to us both till I gained confidence Sharon had achieved a sound grasp of the business. It would take time but for once, we had time.
I asked Sharon to tell me her story. I had the outline but I wanted her to go through it and she did. Before Sharon left home she changed her name. She created a dire past with humiliating circumstances like a father in prison and a mother and brother who sold crack cocaine in Arkansas. Then she changed her name again to hide that fake past. She applied to college using that new name. She borrowed heavily to pay for college but as expected excelled and began to get scholarships. Then she met Marques Strasbourgh of Manchester, English. They dated and married soon after she graduated. She knew of Holdingsfield Estates from a woman she met in school and determined to become part of it. Marq was genuinely in love with her, astonished at her drive and intelligence. He allowed her to use his money, forging a fiction of their relationship to gain residence and acceptance at Holdingsfield.
Marques paid off her student loans and for a while she lived in domestic or at least social bliss, shopping and decorating and going to the spa with the other women of Holdingsfield. Two things soured their marriage. First, Marques was bi-sexual and preferred boys; not children, thank god, but young men of a certain innocence and ignorance. He tended to hide his infidelities and Sharon became certain he had taken a mistress only to be confronted with 22 year old men with whom she was not equipped to compete. Sharon thought their divergence derived from the fact that Marq was demanding a child, an heir he said, 'to carry on the family name' which our research indicated as an invented name with barely two generations of British heritage, a nouveau riche farce or at best an affectation.
During this time, Marques' financial situation began to wane and he refused to run back to his family in England for help. Which was the cause and which the effect was not clear. His pose of pride before his wife was a farce, he had been back to the family well many times according to the bank records and presumably he was finally refused further aid. In light of what followed it must have included a requirement that he return to England, an inducement he resisted at first. He struggled, finally persuading Sharon to take a position with a friend of his from Harvard who ran a medium sized investment firm. She took on the basic accounting duties which included updating the portfolios of the firm's customers. About a year ago she went to work and found her office locked. She was accused of embezzlement and, she was told, if she would agree to summary dismissal without recourse, they would not pursue charges. She agreed. Our investigation determined that there had been embezzlement at the firm; money was siphoned off and fake trades were made to cover the discrepancies. Sharon recorded the trades as instructed but made no attempt to validate what she was being told. There was a curious duplication of funds appearing in Marq's accounts which suggested collusion but nothing we could prove.
She left the office that day and returned home to find Marq gone and the electricity turned off. She discovered subsequently that all liquid assets were gone and she had nothing. His suit for divorce arrived later that week. He actually brought the papers by the house. He suggested they 'settle this ugly situation' which he gave her to understand meant she would allow him to clear all the debts and then she would, as he said it, 'go back where you came from, wherever that was,' and release his name so their association would be voided entirely. At first she refused but he informed her that he knew of her 'difficulties' at her job and that he was horrified that she had taken such liberties with his relationship to his friend. She was horrified in her own right by a detail of her life our research had not discovered. She refused to sign.
She was pregnant. She had taken a lover. Marq had taken to berating her as barren all the while refusing to take a fertility test himself. She finally tired of the abuse and took a lover who got her pregnant straightaway. She figured with her salary, they would be alright till the economy turned. With the divorce papers before her, it was evident however, that he had been planning this move for some time. She raged at him and drove him away. She determined to terminate the pregnancy and did. Marq refused to settle any of their debts till she signed the divorce and settlement agreements. Worse, he had not paid mortgage or any credit card bills for nearly a year. The credit cards were maxed out and he left her no cash. Anytime she demanded help of any sort he simply suggested that he was 'keeping her out of jail and that should be help enough for the moment'. She resorted to selling the various furnishing from the house which he had not liquidated. She fought and survived this way till the last month.
During this time she went to her various 'friends' who lived in Holdingsfield, asking first for support and then money. They either avoided her or denied her. She became increasingly desperate till one of the husbands offered to fuck her for enough cash to keep the electricity on. She fucked him and then told his wife which gained the ire of the entire community of women and the interest of the feckless men. Her pride caused her this trouble. She admitted readily that she had made a bad situation worse. The response was that she was invited to tea at one of the houses and all the women of the enclave gathered. One of them regally informed her that she should sign the divorce papers and leave, that she would get no help from them and she should not seduce anyone else's husband. Nor should she ask anyone else for help. They escorted her to the door and slammed it behind her.
The next day, Marq arrived with the papers and she signed. She demanded he and his friend sign documents exonerating her of the embezzlements which they did. The next day she called me.
I nodded throughout, understanding what she told me. My staff had outlined most of the situation quite well. Our current information was that Marq had left the country.
"Sharon, that is not everything. I know why you and Marq wanted to live there."
Sharon actually colored. Then she smiled and I saw a glimmer of the sister I knew and loved. She shrugged. "Of course. You would discover that." According to our investigations, Holdingsfield was a completely privately held, privately owned estate. It owed nothing to the local government either for water or services. It was managed by a corporation with nine seats on the board of directors. When someone bought property at Holdingsfield, a deposit against a future vesting accompanied the actual purchase of the individual house. The vesting provided for part-ownership of the whole estate, not just the house. The residents were all vested owners with certain requirements. In addition, the vested owners were all legally listed as the women of Holdingsfield.
Except, apparently for Marq and Sharon, the women of Holdingsfield had the money. The men were, with a couple notable exceptions, floozies and fools; arm candy the women of Holdingsfield married and installed in meaningless jobs while the women socialized and pursued any number of high-profile endeavors designed to get them access to high society.
Sharon nodded again. "I thought that getting vested into the corporation would establish me in society. What a farce! I worked for eight years to discover who the board members were. I discovered just one for certain. Eve Sawyer. Anytime I brought up the subject of the board, I got a cool stare and a polite change of the subject. Today, now, I do not know what I was thinking or feeling. I just wanted to escape the insular life of being a Livingston. I did and I admit it; I regret it. I was wrong."
I waited for a few minutes to speak, letting the moment pass. "Sharon, I have been investigating Holdingsfield Estates. It is entirely owned by Holdingsfield LLC. We know that of the 21 residents, seven have voting rights on the board of directions. Voting only relates to electing a chairman of the board, or most likely, chairwoman of the board. This chairwoman is the lone trustee of the Estate and seems to manage it through a blind trust which we have not unraveled yet. The scheme of selling the 21 estates in the development seems to have led to a reinvestment of the cash which the project generated in contiguous real estate to Holdingsfield. The collapse of the real estate market means virtually all those loans which both the residents and the corporation have on the property exceeds the value of the property itself. So long as they keep all the loans serviced, everything is fine but they cannot get any more credit. Everyone and everything is completely leveraged. At the moment, the LLC holds all the residents mortgages on the real property. This created excess cash which was reinvested in the additional land. It looks like the original idea was to expand the Estate to a community of perhaps 1,500 estates like the one you owned. Initially they were finicky about the people they brought in but the need for cash eroded their 'standards'. We think the plan was to use continual investment by residents to finance the expansion but prices rose so fast they started borrowing. Money was easy but buyers were looking to flip properties, not buy into an American aristocracy. Whatever the original plan, when the market turned and the economy collapsed, they got into serious trouble. I give them credit, though, they had a fairly secure defense. The LLC will continue to function so long as the residents continue to make their payments. They have a little slack but not much. I think if more than three quit paying, the LLC will collapse and the banks will be forced to call everyone's loans and the whole deal falls apart. This makes them vulnerable to a buyer but no one is buying right now. That suggests an opportunity for us."
Sharon cocked her head. "That makes sense. They were furious with Marques when he refused to catch us up till I agreed to the terms of the divorce. They took it out on me. Marques should settle the arrears accounts. We were around sixty thousand in debt."
"I don't think he will. He is gone. What is more, your place, #10 Holdingsfield has not been serviced for nearly 18 months. They can stand that but one or two more defaults and the corporation should collapse. That is my plan."
"Eighteen months? How can that be?"
"Sis, I think he and Carter Winston, his friend, your boss were planning this for some time. I think they used you to cover their embezzlement scheme after Marq's family cut him off. It may be impossible to get him but I think we can bring down Holdingsfield without much trouble. Is that revenge enough?" I did not think it would and I was right.
Sharon shook her head. "No. I want something more than what was going to happen to them anyway." As soon as she said that, she looked abashed, realizing a demand at this point was out of proportion of just expectation.
I held up a finger. "Remember the old line, the best revenge is living well? I have a plan." For a moment I considered not telling it to her. She certainly did not have any leverage to make me do anything. But she was my sister and despite her youthful contempt for all things Livingston, I was about to put her into the position of being my proxy in the company. I had to tell her everything. Trust begets trust and suspicion breeds suspicion, my mother had told me on several occasions. She had handled the domestic staff with Bosworth and I had seen that put into practice. When someone stole from us as often happened, she worked to show justice, not, as she explained it, because the person deserved it but to demonstrate it too those around her. My father had said that no one who stole from my mother ever benefitted from their stay at the mansion. When my mother punished, it was carefully, thoroughly and anonymously, or so my father told me on several occasions. My mother may have been the domestic engineer of the family but she could easily have run the company and my father knew it. Mother loved the mansion and made it a show place for the community.
"Sis, bear with me before you object to my proposed course of action. Just listen for a while. My basic plan is to gain control of the board and be elected Chairman of the Holdingsfield Corporation. Then I will liquidate by selling to Livingston LLC and we will own everything. If we are successful, you will be able to let everyone know you control their futures."
"How do you propose to accomplish that?"
"Based on both what you are telling me and what we have gleaned from our brief investigations, the legal residents of Holdingsfield are all women, all of them. That is why you were signed on all the documentation and why Marq could split with a minimum of consequence. They thought you had the money."
Sharon nodded. "Yes. We knew that going in and he agreed to make it appear that I was the one with the fortune. He may have signed his money over to me but he spent it, lost it, not me."
I nodded. "My plan is simple. I am betting that these are all women of a certain type—since birds of a feather flock together, which in this case may not be an oversimplification. Your social circle and Holdingsfield are an ethnically diverse group which suggests they have something in common which is not heritage or culture. I think it is character. I presume they are mostly the type of women who expect to get their way and use other people to accomplish their personal and private objectives in life. It is not the objectives that matter, it is the power over others that motivates them. They use people without regard to the consequences to anyone else but themselves and feel no responsibility for any promise made or implied. Further, as part of this tendency to use people, they have a refined sense of their own sexuality and use it as one of their prime tools in getting what they want. This makes them vulnerable."



At that point, Sharon buried her face in her hands. When she finally looked up she was not weeping. "That describes me, doesn't it, Alan? That was who I was, who I am!"
I regarded her for a moment, feeling both pity for her but also a sense of relief that she recognized that and at least at the sense and the will to exhibit some shame about it. "I believe that most of these women have seen lust in the eyes of the people they seduce but have rarely or never been bound by their own lust. They think money is the deciding factor. They think sex is entertainment for poor people and thus indicates a lack of sophistication and a certain crudeness. I am going to use that against them."
Sharon smiled sardonically, doubt in her eyes; "I am fascinated to know how."
I was warming to the subject. "I believe each of these very beautiful and sophisticated women have untapped sexual desires. I intend to corner each of them financially and offer them the opportunity to fuck their way out of debt, at least to buy time. The contracts will not be binding in any sense accept that they make and sign the contracts with me. I bail them out of their immediate financial straits which Livingston LLC will actively and ruthlessly create. They will agree to fuck for money with the belief that they can walk away whenever they like. The idea of using sex to avoid financial disaster will suit them; a few may even find the idea exciting. Once I have their sexual agreement, I will seek out and find their sexual proclivity, even if they never encountered it consciously before. I will find a way to give them sexual pleasure like they have never experienced."
Sharon was nodding. "You have become much more arrogant little brother. Do you really think you are such a sexual tyro that you can inspire this sort of lust in them?"
I shrugged and smiled. "Not really. I think they have so repressed their connection to their own sexual pleasure that tapping it will unhinge them. Getting them to that point is the issues." I smiled, tenser than I wanted to appear. "That is a challenge I would like to accept. They will become accustomed to pursuing their own pleasure. Then when I ask them to vote for me as Chairman, they will be following their own sexual desires so long as I give them legitimate financial reasons to do so. In essence, I will use their debt to buy their vote and they will do it if they succumb to their sexual weakness. If they don't, Livingston will ruin them and obtain their investment in Holdingsfield. There is a simple provision that if their mortgage is above 80% of the assessed value of the property, then they lose their investment and must vacate within 60 days. They cannot be vested and all property reverts to the Estates. Nearly everyone is in this position so no one is looking to pull that trigger. And they know it. Only one that I can find has fully paid for their residence so that is going to take a different approach."
"What is that?"
"She is a romantic. I think she can be completely seduced."
My sister frowned. "You seem to have acquired an edge I am not sure I like."
"Oh?" I asked, wondering what Sharon disliked the most.
"Yes, you seem to have a basic contempt for women. Do you really think a woman will give up everything for sex or in the exception's case, for love?"
"I think these women will. That is what I am betting on. They have lived without it for most if not all their lives with the conviction, the cynical conviction that it does not apply to them. But as I said, I expect them to be of this type of people. What do you think? Will they fuck for money?"
Sharon shrugged. "I would bet that several will but the others, I don't know." She hesitated. "And how much does this little venture cost if you are wrong?"
"No more than five million USD, I think. That is an early, preliminary estimate."
"And you are willing to stand that loss?"
"No. You are. I did not pool the Livingston holding of our family after mom and dad died even though you signed away your birthright when you changed your name. I did not file any of the papers. I did not take what you left behind. It is in a trust waiting for you. You did not pay much attention when you left. Mother had you sign a descending power of attorney assigning it to her, then father and then me. If this deal loses, it comes out of your share. Mother told me at the time that we had to give you time to work through the issues which tortured you. She hoped you could come back and asked that I keep your heritage along with mine if something happened to them. I have. You are a rich woman, Sharon. All you have to do is take the Livingston name back and it will all be yours. But this venture, you pay for it. If you think revenge is worthwhile, it may cost you. You will be risking five million on my ability to seduce the women of Holdingsfield."
"And you think that you can gain control of Holdingsfield just by seducing the women of Holdingsfield? Is that your business plan?"
I grinned. "Basically but what do I care? It is your money! So what is the worst that can happen? You destroy my company while I am fucking your friends. I might fail. This might be the stupidest idea a man ever had but you have to admit, trying to make it work is going to be damn fun."
Sharon was not convinced. "What if you are successful? What is the upside, besides you fucking a lot of snooty women?"
"If and when real estate values recover, our investment would be worth 30 million dollars. That is to us personally. The company could make 50-100 million USD. Holdingsfield LLC owns a lot of real estate."
Sharon nodded, thinking. Then I saw a change in her eyes. She nodded again, more emphatically. "I get it. You assume that despite their willingness to use sex to get what they want, they have never been controlled by their own sensuality, right? And once you do, it will be like an addiction and they cannot go back to being the imperious women ever again. Once you unveil for them their sexual desires, they will not be able repress them any longer. You presume that the urge to dominate in these women is merely a ploy to find someone to dominate them. They are not dominate people but narcissists at heart. What you are plotting is the complete destruction of their present identities, of who they believe they are. And it is that identity in every case that I hate. So you are going to destroy what I hate while taking pleasure from their sexuality. Failure to comply with the invitation to enjoy sex will see them financially ruined. Do I have it about right?"
I cocked my head in a half nod. My sister was an intelligent woman. "I think you have it about right."
"Quite a gamble." She said. "How much am I worth, if you give me my name back?"
I appreciated the way she said it. She did not think I owed her. She did not belong at Holdingsfield. They threw her out for more than one reason. "About 100 million."
"Five percent? I'll take that risk." Then Sharon smiled, a slight, calculating smile. "So you are investing in a business deal where your ability to seduce women is the key to making it work?"
I nodded. "I guess you would say it is a fucking investment."
Sharon extended her hand and we shook on it. The fucking investment was made.
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Chapter 2
#1: Valerie: The investment begins
The door opened and the woman stood there. She had long flowing, shining brown hair and a filled out, hourglass figure that tried to hide behind the sweat shirt and pants but could not. She held out a package.
"I believe this is yours." She said, jerking it a bit towards me. Her head was back and her eyes were half closed. She reminded me a bit of Ingrid then except she had much darker skin and the smooth hair of the Mediterranean. Oh, and much, much larger breasts!
I did not open the door all the way. "Why?" I asked, narrowing my eyes.
She pulled it back and squinted at it. She was maybe thirty-five, perhaps a couple years more or less either way. "Are you Joshua Gale? You are, right? The address is 10 Holdingsfield Place. That is this house, right? That would be you but the messenger brought it to me." She shrugged. The sweat shirt undulated. No bra. I wondered what that meant. Whether she knew it or not, I knew what that meant. She thought it meant contempt and I thought it meant invitation. It was a contest to see who was right. I invited her in and opened the package, clumsily so that the cash inside spilled out onto the floor. I hurriedly picked it up and dumped it on the table, grabbing a plastic bag and shoving the fifty thousand dollars in cash into the sack. When I looked back at her, she was studying me, rather like a snake studies dinner. This visit suddenly was more than an expression of contempt, it was now 'game on'.
I had succeeded in purchasing Sharon's residence in Holdingsfield. It had taken several months, buying in first through an intermediary, a bank we owned which could buy the mortgage. The Holdingsfield LLC was actively trying to sell the resident mortgages and Livingston was actively buying them through various fronts and associates who were then selling then to my alter ego, Joshua Gale. I needed a way to travel without the name and prestige Alan Livingston carried with it and had often used Joshua as a way to escape the Livingston bubble as Sharon referred to it. Though I disagreed with her youthful reaction to it, I did not dispute the accuracy of her observation.
I had been in the house two nights when the woman came knocking. The misdelivery was easy to arrange. After staring at the cash, the woman sauntered away from my door but not without a single backwards glance over her shoulder.
The next night, her husband, Ted or Theodore as he insisted, was knocking on my door offering to help me with investment, though he brought a bottle of gin and claimed to be 'welcoming a new neighbor'. Before the night was over and before the gin was gone, we were buddies and I agreed to come to the office the next day to discuss investment opportunities. I arranged to have my agent arrive with the final notice of foreclosure on his house just ahead of me. Crowley was a tall stately man with wispy hair who resembled Kaiser Soze's chauffer. He was very good at his job and when he left, Theodore was pale as a sheet. I waited in the foyer and watched the jittery exchange of pleasantries as they parted. Crowley's stiff and inflexible menace had the desire effect.
I asked if Ted was all right as I entered his office. He imploded right in front of me. I took him by the shoulders, slapped him across the face, not hard, rather like people did in the movies of the fifties when slapping the odd hysteric seemed to be the accepted solution. Oddly, it still worked. The man quit blubbering. I handed him a hanky and told him to get himself together. We walked out together to an early lunch where he poured out his tale or rather tales of woe. He had squandered his wife's inheritance and now they were broke, many thanks to me and my associates who had stalked his endeavors and spent thousands to wreck his every plan. It had not taken long. He said the man who had just visited him owned his mortgage and informed him that he was to be out of the house by the morning or 'gentlemen of singular powers of persuasion would arrive tomorrow evening to remove you and your pretty little wife.' Then he said it.
"Valerie, my wife, said you had cash, that you are liquid. Perhaps you can help a guy out?"
I steepled my hands and looked at him through the bars of my fingers. "Valerie. The woman from yesterday?" I said slowly, breathing the name out like a puff of smoke. "She did not bother to introduce herself. Nice name."
"I am sorry she was rude . . ." Ted began but I cut him off.
"I only just met you and you are asking to borrow money?" That quieted him. He had the gall of a man accustomed to opaque transactions, the more esoteric the better. He had no awareness of the enormous gall to suppose that someone would want to do business with him after seeing him collapse into hysterics. He had an undented belief in his ability to charm his way to anything—which in no small way explained his marriage to dear Valerie. She had been charmed but did not admit it, having hidden it behind a curtain of barely concealed contempt.
Ted was speaking. "I do not want anyone else to know the problems we are having. I have investors whom I am managing money for. If they find out I have lost ours, they will pull out and I will lose my job. We'll have no income at all!" I thought that a good idea and made a mental note to arrange it. "That would really be the end." He threatened to start crying again but I held up my hand.
"I might be able to help you. But there is a price, a steep price to borrowing from me." I said.
The man actually smiled. After the many months of impending doom, he saw the first glint of hope and he bloomed like a tulip. "Anything. I'll do anything!" He said.
I nodded, dropped my hands into my lap and looked down. "Yes, but would your wife?" I asked softly.
The meaning of my question punched him in the gut and he wheezed. I looked up and his face was once more drawn and pale.
"I want to purchase your wife." I said carefully.
"I do not need that much. Just three grand for tomorrow, then I'll pay you back . . . if the vig is not too high."
I almost laughed at the word, a word I had never used in a sentence or heard except at the movies. I shook my head. "You are asking to borrow money and I barely know you. You are nearly out of cash and you have less than a day or you lose everything. You cannot even arrange to move out in that time. You'll be out with barely the shirt on your back. I am investing in this neighborhood and I do not want houses standing empty or people I do not know moving in. You have to stay. Your wife has to stay. I will see about gaining control of your mortgage and they would be doing business with me. On one condition . . . "
"I sell you my wife?" He said incredulously. "What sort of man do you think I am?"
"You should not ask that. I might tell you. I invest in real estate but empty houses ruin the community values. I do not want that to happen and want to help you both but I am not going to do it for nothing. Here is the deal. Tonight, I am going to fuck your wife. You will send her to see me. If I fuck her, if she agrees to keep fucking me, you will agree to sell her to me. But here is the catch, you have to borrow at least twenty grand from me. That way I can have her often and thoroughly. She will work it off for me till you get back on your feet."
His mouth worked. I could almost see the words 'on her back' going past like a little blinking, red marquee behind his eyes, flashing and glittering while he calculated. "How would it work?"
The hook was set, all I needed was the net, and then the fun part would begin. "She is mine. She is going to fuck me when I want, where I want, like I want. Understood?" I said it softly. I wanted the situation to be clearly understood. "Any time she spreads her legs, I deduct the value from the twenty grand till it is all paid up." I stopped, intentionally leaving the math alone for the moment.
"How much." He hissed, a bit of spittle budding on his thin, Frank Burns lips.
I waited, as though considering, pondering, figuring. "Say a hundred a pop." I shrugged. "But I am not a bad guy. I would give her 250 a crack for the first month. If she is worth it."
"Oh she is worth it," the meathead said. "Val is a great fuck. Loves it up the ass." Then he looked shocked at his own words, like he had said too much which of course he had.
"Special things would be extra, calculated at a different rate. At a simple hundred a pop that is 200 fucks. That is more than enough for me. How does that sound to you?"
Ted's face fell. "Will she do it?" He asked, never noticing that the question should have been mine to ask him, not the other way around.
I shrugged. I patted my coat pocket where I had the cash, a clear bulge in the cut of the suit. "I hold the cash till she fucks me. Then it's yours. I'll go back to the house and fuck her. If everything is fine, then you get the three grand. If she does not go for it, you all move out and this conversation never happened. Understood?"
Ted nodded. "What about the rest?"
The greedy fuck, he had no class. Even after seeing the deal closed, one should never show much elation since where there is one deal there would be more. Ted did not understand this. "What about the rest?"
"You mentioned twenty grand."
"I did, yes." To his credit, Ted waited. "We'll settle that matter after your wife's . . . interview."
Ted's smile was a bit sickly but his eyes held a gleam, an eager gleam. I would dim that gleam in a moment.
We were done eating, though Ted had barely touched his salad. My plate was clean. I reached across the table and grabbed Ted by the wrist and kept him from standing, so he could feel my strength. "Oh Ted, no more fucking the wife. If she fucks me, she becomes mine. I'll give you the money, you sign a contract and give me your wife. If you fuck her, it goes on your account at double her going rate. Got it?" Ted's eyes were the size of saucers. But he nodded. "And you'll call Valerie and tell her about your visit from the other gentleman but nothing about this conversation. When she asks about me, ring off."
Ted nodded.
The game was afoot.
That afternoon I rang the doorbell and Valerie Hanson answered. Ted was to send her to me but he called to say she would not do that. So I returned her visit. Every plan required adjustments when it was time to execute it. Her eyes were haunted, distracted. I had to be careful. She invited me in and offered me coffee, I accepted tea. She sat down at the kitchen kiosk, a booth with the Coke insignia all over it, garish but a genuine Coke booth with all the utensils, gleaming scarlet and chrome.
"So? Was my husband able to help you?" She asked.
I shook my head. "No. I am sorry. But there was a guy at the office who scared the crap out of little Ted. He looked like he had seen a ghost when I walked into his office after that other guy left."
"He did. His own." Valerie snorted. She looked down into her coffee.
I waited for a moment then said, "Valerie, I have to confess that he sort of came apart on me. I could not see that investing in him made much sense." She looked up at me and smacked her lips in either disgust or disappointment. "He sort of unloaded on me, told me everything." I saw fear in her eyes
"Everything?" She breathed.
I nodded. "Everything. I really hate to see good people suffering with this economy and I really hate to see this happen to you. Maybe I can help." She looked up at me. I took five hundred dollar bills out of my shirt pocket and lay them on the table.
Valerie glanced down at the money and then back to my face. "What is that?" She said, barely moving her lips. Her warm eyes changed, now glittering and hard
"Money. Five hundred."
She nodded slightly. "What for? What do I have to do?" She said, knowing.
"Fuck me." I said it simply and the impact seemed to be lighter as I had hoped. She looked down at the table and then back at me. No shock was apparent.
"That is not enough. It does not help."
I pushed it towards her. "It is a start. How much do you need? Ted did not tell me."
"Theodore. He doesn't like Ted. I call him Tiny Ted and he hates it. He is, though." She cocked her head and considered, "Three thousand."
I rubbed my chin. I took the money back, pocketed it. I could see her eyes follow the money. "Perhaps we can work something else out." I said slowly.
"What do you mean?" She said quickly, her eyes flashed. She wore a business suit, with a straight, tight brown skirt and white blouse with sensible shoes. Nothing special. Hose which I presumed would be panty hose.
"I pay the three thousand and in return you fuck me . . . twelve times over the next month. Now the deal is easy. We fuck now and if you like it and if I like it, we make the deal. You have the right to quit at any time if you come up with the money. My objective would be to make you love sex again. If you fuck more than that, I'll make up the difference. There are a couple other conditions."
"Just like that?" She hissed. "You want me to be a hooker for that?"
I shrugged and stood up, walked to the door and opened it. I hesitated the merest moment before she spoke, just long enough.
"Wait. Wait, don't go. Close the door." I did. "What conditions?"
I tried not to smile. Failed. "You are a beautiful woman, Val. Why don't you go change into something you would actually like to be fucked in and we can discuss it?"
She regarded me for a moment, calculating. "Show me the money." I did, three thousand in cash. I lay it down on the table. "You fuck me. I help you." I said softly.
"Tiny Ted. I might like a real man's cock." Valerie spoke as though to herself. She nodded once and left the room. She returned dressed in a stretchy dress of fuzzy white with white knee boots, her black hair pinned up. It made her look young. Younger. Her breasts looked huge in the dress and it clung to her ass which was fine. When she moved I saw a hint of a garter and smiled.
"What conditions?" Val said, leaning against the door frame of the kitchen and crossing her arms under her breasts.
"First, you have to kiss me. If the kiss is good enough, I'll fuck you."
She nodded, a quick nod only. "What else."
"You have to borrow twenty thousand at least. Otherwise this is not a good investment for me."
"What do you mean?" She ran a hand down her side, over the swell of her hip onto her thigh. She hooked a finger on the dress and pulled it up till the garter clasp, the dark band of the black hose and the clear tan skin of her leg appeared. Then she let it drop.
"I want to keep you and Ted here. I am investing in this area and I want to keep the house values up. I need to keep this community together. The sight of beautiful, affluent people in the neighborhood will help maintain the value. If you agree to fuck me as I like, if I can keep you both here and happy, our collective property values will stabilize. You become mine. You fuck me when and where I want till you pay the money back." I reeled off the individual details similar to how I had presented them to her husband. Similar. I left the 'who' out, 'whomever' I wanted.
Val nodded. "Anything else."
"You have to agree to try everything once. I'll pay more for special things. If you like it we can do it more, if not then, no worries. I'll find someone else." Her brow crinkled at the last but her brain returned to the condition itself. "What do you mean by everything?" She asked.
"Just that, anything and everything I want to do to you. Non-negotiable the first time. No marks and no animals. But I want to test your threshold for certain types of pain."
"Pain?" She looked worried.
I nodded. "How long can I tease you without giving you an orgasm before you lose your mind." I smiled and she smiled. My smile faded. "There is a certain majesty in surrendering. Some women can submit to a man's desire and neither be pitiful or hold contempt in reserve. It is important to find the proper surrender for you, the proper way for you to give yourself to me. You have not experienced that yet and keep it shielded. I want to pierce your shield, have you in the way that strips you of that reserve and give you the dignity of submission." My smile was totally gone.
Valerie stared at me for a moment. "But if I do not want to do it the second time . . .?"
"I will not ask you to do what you will not enjoy."
Valerie weighed my words for a moment, staring before her. Then she lifted her brown eyes to mine and nodded slightly. She stepped away from the doorway and twirled. "Do you like this, okay?"
I nodded.
"Any other conditions I should know about?" She asked airily.
I thought about it. "Just one. You have to tell your husband. No one else needs to know but he has to know you are fucking to keep him in the house. And you cannot fuck him while you all owe me money. Well, you can, but it goes back onto your account. He has to pay for your like everyone else except he pays double. So you both end up paying if you fuck him. Oh, another thing. No giving away what is mine once you agree to this. To anyone. If you fuck and I find out, penalty. If you give it away, tell me and I will just charge you a single rate doubled. You are mine. I own you."
Again Valerie nodded but her color darkened. She focused on the part she cared the most about. "No one else knows. I am fine with that. Now what."
I walked over to her and lay my hands on her shoulders. She cringed. I squeezed her hard so she could feel my strength. "Come over when you are ready." I said.
"Aren't you going to kiss me?"
"Do you want me to?"
"I want to get it over with." She spat that at me.
I walked to the door. "When you are ready, come over but do not wait too long. Tiny Ted said you need the money tomorrow. No money till I know if you are a good fuck or not." The fire in her eyes died and only fear remained. I could have used that fear but I did not want to live with it always. Fear sucks. "I will not make this decision for you. It is for you to decide, this must be completely your choice to make. I will wait while you work it out. Just to be clear, you must decide that you can fuck me and not fuck the money." I held her gaze, hesitating with my hand on the door of the kitchen. I turned the knob. It clicked loudly in the turgid silence.
"Wait." Valerie said. "I can do this." She walked over and put her arms around my neck. She whispered, "Force me and I will come like a freight train. Take me and I'll be yours. Kiss me like I am your woman, treat me like you own me and you will."
I did. I kissed her and I felt the surrender in her body. Her lips melded with mine, soft, expressive, sensual!
For the first few moments, her arms lay around my neck limp and loose. I did not offer her my tongue or insist on her participation. I kissed her, on the lips, while laying my hands gently on her hips. My cock grew in my pants and I had to adjust to give it room. I continued to kiss her. Then I turned her gently in my arms and pulled her ass tight against my enlarging cock. It fit into the crack of her ass and she instinctively pressed back against it, letting me know she felt me. I inspected her smooth tan neck covered with the rich brown hair. I wrapped my arms around her and with my forehead pushed at her head. She tilted it to the left. I gently kissed her bare neck, her smooth tan skin. I kissed lower on her shoulder and then reached up with that hand and slowly slipped the shoulder of the dress and her bra strap down her arm revealing more of her smooth, tan skin. I kissed gently there. Valerie sighed so slightly I thought perhaps I imagined it. But then her ass squirmed against my hard cock and my cock swelled more, full of the certainty that I was touching her, not just her skin but her soul. In that moment I wanted to more than own her, I wanted to possess her and possession requires surrender. For me, that surrender required desire, her desire first for me but beyond that, for the surrender itself.



I kissed my way back up her neck. She bent further and further down, evading my lips and the threat of pleasure they held. Then a soft sigh escaped her. I touched her ear and she jerked but when I put my tongue into her ear, she giggled and tried to pull away, straightening in my grasp. She turned her head, twisting in my arms, presenting her lips to me while keeping her ass pressed against my cock. I kissed her hard this time. I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her ass hard back against my erect prick. When I touched her breast with my left hand, her mouth opened and her tongue ran along my lips, just the tip.
I cupped her breast, feeling the bra under the white stretch fabric. I continued to kiss her and her mouth opened farther. I dropped a hand to her leg and began to move the skirt up till I felt the top of the garters, then the skin of her leg. Valerie quivered when I touched her skin. One of her hands found my hand there and moved it higher up her leg and along the erotic line of her hip till I felt the garter belt. No panties. I continued to kiss her, her head turned back to me while I held her back against my body. Her other hand reached for my ass but could not reach it so she lifted it to my face and held her palm against my cheek as I kissed her deeply, touching the sensitive skin of her lips and gums and mouth with my tongue as she pulled my hand from her hip, around the front of her body and down, ever closer to her cunt. When I felt the wetness, I stroked her with a finger and she groaned into my mouth creating a vibration that made my lips tingle. Her hand released me and moved up to my other hand which was massaging her her breast. Val pressed it harder against her breast. She shivered. She moaned into my mouth.
I broke the kiss but her hand pulled my head back to her mouth and she kissed at my lower lip, sucking it into her mouth before offering me her tongue again, mouth wide open, air hissing from her flaring nostrils. I rubbed her cunt, finding the nub of her clit and pressing it, gently. She jerked and twitched in my arms but did not break the kiss. Her pussy wept. I ran a finger up and down the lips of her cunt and her hips thrust at me. I kneaded her breast. Then abruptly I broke the kiss again and pulled away from her. She turned and looked at me, her eyes smoky with desire.
"What?" She said softly, the slightest irritation in her tone.
I took a deep breath which turned out to be more of a gasp. She almost smiled. "I think you kiss just fine." I said. "Now I am going to fuck you." I spoke in a normal voice though I felt anything but normal. I wanted to ravish the woman, drag her to the floor and fuck her till I came. But more than that I wanted to control her and the only control I wanted to have should be through her desire for me, her desire to submit to pleasure and the pleasure of wondrous, sublime sex. I wanted her to want me and want to be mine.
"Turn around," I whispered. She did, presenting me her back again the pleasing curve of her ass. We stood close each other, not touching but separated by barely an inch; close enough that I could feel the heat of her body. "Lift your dress. Higher. Higher. Higher." I said softly, till the dress was completely above her hips, then her waist. Her velvet ass appeared, curved like a melted bell, plump and full with the single color of a woman who bathes nude in the sun. I touched her with the tips of my fingers, brushing her burnished skin lightly. Val continued the motion of her hands on the dress, peeling it from her body till it bunched at her breasts. I caressed her skin from the garters over the hillocks of her hips, in the cliff to her waist and up the straight line of her side to the bunched white fabric below her breasts. I grasped the dress, lifting it up, scrapping it over her mammoth tits. Her arms shot up, elbows beside her ears and straight. I lifted the dress to her shoulders and neck, covering her head, piling her luxurious hair inside the taut fabric. I kissed her neck, hard. I opened my mouth and chewed at her skin, sucking violently at it, marking it all the while holding her arms above her head. I laid my body against hers. Valerie groaned and shivered, a shudder running through her body as I pulled at her skin with my lips.
I wondered if she would object to the love bite but she groaned and sagged back towards me, arms over her head. I bit her tenderly and she pulled away. That was enough, for now. I pulled the dress off her arms and then unhooked the bra. Her breasts were enormous. I thought the dress and bra accentuated them. I was wrong, they restrained them. Free, the breasts wavered before her like inviting pillows of flesh. She lay back against me, her hands pressed against my legs to balance herself, holding us together, sealing her ass around my protruding cock. I felt her willing me to touch her so I put my hands on her shoulders. She made a sound, I can only call it a whimper and she took my hands and roughly pulled them over her breasts. She kneaded her own breasts using my hands, pressing them hard against her chest, then mashing them together. Her head lulled back onto my shoulder, turning to press her cheek against my chest. I tried to kiss her but could not quite reach. Her eyes opened and she twisted to meet my lips. Then one of her hands found my cock and I had to have her. I pushed her over the table, bending her forward, pressing her by the neck onto the red Coke surface. She shuddered at the chill of the table on her bare breasts for autumn had turned its face towards winter.
I opened my pants and pulled them down, steadying her on her not-sensible red heels. When my cock was free I pressed it against her ass. She lifted her body. I fingered the black elastic bands of the garters, slipping fingers under them. She reached under herself and pulled the head of my cock to her cunt and then pushed back onto me, hard. I sank into her hot, steaming flesh. I encountered her resistance, a tight ring that repulsed my assault. I pressed harder and she groaned and equaled my pressure with pressure of her own. I pulled back, then thrust steadily forward till I felt her body release itself onto my cock. She ran one hand out past her head and lay on the table while the other held onto the edge. I thrust at her over and over again, rooting deeper and deeper, never pulling away but pushing harder and harder, knowing the edge of the table would be marking her. I grabbed her hips and began to pull back, slowly withdrawing my sizzling cock from her pussy and then eased back down into her clutching depths, slowly, luxuriously. I savored the clinging feel of her cunt as it tightened and loosened around my cock. Backwards and into her again; Valerie moaned.
"Fuck me." She said softly.
"Louder." I muttered. I leaned over and grasped her by the tits and pulled at her body, lifting till both hands could hold her by the breasts. Val got her elbows under her and I pinched both nipples, hard. She made some inchoate noise, a voiceless sound from the depths of her throat. Her weight sagged onto my hand. In that moment I wanted to know something else about her, thinking about her throat. I pulled my cock completely free of her cunt and stumbled back.
"No." She said. "Put it back. Fuck me more."
I pulled off my shoes and she turned around to look at me, not rising from her position on the table, but leaning on her elbows, massive breasts partially hidden but swaying as she twisted to peer back at me. I stepped out of my pants. "On your knees. I want my cock in your mouth." I stripped my briefs down and off my legs.
She glanced down at my glistening cock, no doubt thinking about her own cunt juice now liberally smeared from tip to root. She rose, fluidly from the table, watched me take off my shirt and then got to her knees. I stepped up to her and she opened her mouth, looking up at me. Then she closed her eyes and inhaled. My cock went into her mouth, leaving a glistening rim of liquid on her lips. My cock slid down her throat, seeking the origin of that primal sound. I pumped her mouth four or five times, touching the back of her throat each time before I pulled free and lifted her up and kissed her hard. She was breathless from the assault on her throat. I moved a kitchen chair away from the counter and sat down. "Mount me." I said. My desire to fill her equaled my desire to attenuate the lush sensation that a new body offers, the mystery and the promise of pleasure pulsing back and forth between us.
Val approached me. I sat on the chair with my legs together, my cock sticking up. I put a hand on her hip and she widened her legs till she had them wide enough and then awkwardly walked over me. Slowly she squatted till my cock touched her skin. "Tell me what you want." I said.
"Fuck me. I want your cock inside my pussy, in my body, in me!" She said. Then she took hold of my cock, positioned it at the entrance to her wet hole and dropped onto it. For a horrible moment I thought we were going over backwards and I flinched forwards, almost dislodging her. I got my balance back and put both hands onto her ass and pulled her securely onto my cock.
Val shivered and moaned at the same time. "Oh yes, fuck me." She muttered. "GOD but I love your cock in my cunt." She lifted her head and bent to kiss me. Her mouth was open and hot, her lips moved over my skin and her tongue lashed at my lips. Then something happened and she straightened, lifting both legs so her entire weight pressed my cock into her. I grasped her ass and began to rock her gently to get some friction and she shuddered and came, arching her back which presented her breasts. I took one nipple in my mouth and bit down, just enough to shake her and she tried to pull loose but that only made me bite down harder. She became completely still, vibrating and sweating in the increasingly cool house.
"Bite my other one." She whispered.
I did and she shuddered, violently, arching her back again and trying to wrap her legs around me which she could not do because of the chair. Then she collapsed. I held her for a while, running my hands up her back and then back down to her ass. I pulled her ass cheeks apart but did not go further. I stroked her hair and then I nudged her back to the present and she stood up, backing away from me like she noticed me for the first time.
Surprisingly, I had not come yet. I wanted to come inside her little purse. "Where's a bed?" She nodded and then strode past me. I followed. The room was clearly the bedroom she shared with tiny Ted, all white frills. The bed had a canopy and a mirror at the headboard. "On the bed. On your back. Legs open."
She did not speak but obeyed exactly, taking her position in the middle of the large white bed with her knees bent and thighs wide, waiting for me, watching with intense eyes. I crawled over a leg and bent to kiss her nipples. When I lifted my head, I gazed into my own hazel eyes, seeing the supine woman, her legs up and bent, held open for me by her hands. Her breasts pulled to the side but remained tall, her nipples glistening and erect. I watched myself grasp my cock and probe her hairless crotch, painting the lips of her pussy with the head till I found the right point and moment to penetrate her. I slammed my hips down, piercing her pussy with my cock.
Valerie screamed. Her ass jumped up to meet the invasion. Her feet dropped to the bed, her hands grabbed my shoulders and she met my stroke with a blow of her own. I took firm hold of her hips and then I was coming, overcome by the velvet texture of her inner being, the contracting reactions of her flesh to my demanding presence. I could not resist any longer. With a groan I fell onto her, spearing her to the bed. I spasmed and jerked over and over. Val wrapped her legs about me and held me with her whole body, cradling my head in the cove of her neck while my hands clinched on her ass. I gasped. I panted. I fought for air, my eyes dark with the pleasure that flooded through me.
When I could, I rolled to the side and lay still, resting for a moment, feeling the inspiration leaving my cock. I closed my eyes and rested, consciousness fading from me. The next thing I new, perhaps an hour or a moment later I felt the warm wash cloth cleaning me and then I felt a tongue laving my cock. For some reason, I thought of Ingrid, imagining her licking this woman's cunt while I fucked her from behind. My cock rose. Enough time had apparently passed though I had been without this sort of encounter for some time. I stiffened and hardened and straightened. Valerie crawled up my body widening her legs to mount me. She sank down on me with a groan and began to ride me. Her body rocked, her hands on my chest. In only a few moments she stiffened with a shriek, her hips jerked on me, punching her cunt up my body, taking my cock hard into her depths over and over again.
Then she melted, flowing down onto me as though her bones had turned to honey.
I pushed her to the side and thence onto her back. I bent over her and kissed her. She was panting and when my lips covered her, she blew through her nose. That sound, the punctuated exhalation always aroused me. She was challenging her very need to breathe to kiss me. I kissed a track to her left breast and sucked hard on her nipple. She grunted. I repeated it on her right and she moaned. She pulled my up so she could kiss me. Her legs opened and her hands guided my body between her legs. One hand took hold of me by the cock and pulled me on top of her. She lifted her legs; my cock sank deeper into her body. She shuddered as I slide over her raw cunt which seemed to steam with her desire.
"Say it." I muttered into her neck.
"Fuck me. Fuck me. Oh, god, fuck me!" She responded with a rising crescendo. Her hands found my ass and pulled me hard down onto and into her body. Her breath whooshed out of her and I struggled to get to my elbows but she locked her ankles around my waist and with her heels pulled me deeper into her cunt. That center of her body flowered and opened, letting me in deep. I suddenly felt the rise of pleasure in my loins, I wanted it to last longer and withdrew, lifting her quivering body off the bed as I tried to escape her. She clinched harder, sealing us together. I relented and pounded down into her again. Her legs broke free with a sob as I sliced through her flesh, filling her with my desire and my demand for her. Grasping her plush ass, I bound us together while my hips rose and fell in short, abrupt strokes.
Valerie screamed and her body arched beneath me. Her hips rose from the bed, lifting me for just a moment before dropping back down. She repeated this several times, flexing up against my implanted prick, bearing the weight of us both off the white bedspread before the orgasm wracking her body subsided and she lay still. I lay still fighting the urge to pound into her more and harder, letting her recover from the bliss but then surrendered, rising and seeking her lips with mine as I felt the orgasm approaching. I launched a new assault, all frenzy and power, speeding towards my own climax. I kissed her hard, finding her mouth open and her tongue probing me. I pounded at her cunt with my cock a few more times and then erupted deep inside her quivering pussy. Her tongue tangled with mine and she grunted, hunching her hips at me as I drove my cock into her over and over again. I moved my hands to her ass and pulled myself deeper and deeper, trying to spear her to the bed while her legs held me tightly in place, spurting into her all the while. Then I was still, twitching a bit while she stroked my sweating back and flexed her legs in little jolts.
Then it was over. My interest flagged and I rolled to the side after her legs released me. She rolled into my arms and raised her lips. I kissed her like a lover. It was a friendly kiss. I loved to kiss while I was coming and that kiss passed muster.
"How did I do?" She asked.
"How did I do?" I replied.
After a while I got up, seeing it was dark outside, I knew Ted would be home soon. I did not want to be here when he arrived. I gathered my clothes and dressed while Val lay naked on the bed, running her hands over her body, touching her huge breasts, tweaking the nipples and massaging them, dipping a finger into the puddle of mingled cum forming near her pussy. When I was dressed I stopped at the door. "You'll do, Val. But you need to understand, from now on, you are mine. Tell Ted to come see me when he gets home. I'll give him the cash. Three grand, the rest once he signs the contract. If you change your mind, I understand but if I pay your husband, then you are mine. Do you understand?"
I waited and she was silent, in the dimness I could not see her. Then she spoke. "I understand. I will send him over as soon as he arrives home." I waited to see if she would mention the rest, to see if she would speak at all. She merely cupped her huge breasts and squeezed, closing her eyes as she did so. The first installment in my Fucking Investment was made.
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Chapter 3
Number 2: Liza
"Mind if I sit down?" I asked. The redhead looked up and me. She was short, her angles all rounded, with huge boobs and the smallest waist possible which could flair to such fabulous hips. There was no recognition in her green eyes. She did not respond so I sat down. The glance she gave me was vitriol mixed with indifference and I do not know which was worse. I set down my drink and said, "I have to admire a woman who has just been told she has to get out of her house in the morning. Brave move to go to the bar." I spoke off-handedly but with a chuckle just beyond the tone of my voice.
Her eyes flared, an emerald light seemed to light them. She wore a pink dress right out of the sixties, like it was a castoff from Madmen but with a clashing red lipstick which created a visual dissonance with the fiery red of her hair. "How do you know about that?"
"I asked." I pointed with my glass at my guy Crowley sitting across the bar having a drink with three floozies.
"Why did you ask? Who are you and why won't you leave me alone?" She took a pull on her Tom Collins.
"The second answer first. You have a very fuckable body and I thought I would see if I could get you into bed tonight. Just the two us, for some mind blowing sex that will make you scream your name."
"Get lossss . . . . my name? Why would I scream my own name unless I was having sex with myself?"
"Ah, you are listening. And we are neighbors. I bought the Strasbourg house. I moved in a couple weeks ago. First question. I saw his car over at your house this afternoon. I waited till his car left and I was coming over to introduce myself when you left. So I followed you and you apparently followed him." I pointed again. "Do you think he noticed?"
The redhead looked over at Kaiser Soze and then back at me. "I am sure he noticed." She shrugged which made her breast billow before her like an angry pink sea. "What the fuck. My name is Liza and no, not Minnelli. McCall, Elizabeth McCall." She put her head down and stared at her drink which was no more than half empty. One napkin so it was her first; she was not drunk.
"You are not drunk. That's good." I said.
"Why is that good?" Liza asked, sipping.
"Because I do not like fucking drunk women. How old are you?"
She smiled. "If this passes for your charm offensive you have the last half right." She smirked and drank again.
"Offensive, I get it. Listen, the guy has put the arm on Ted and Val Hanson, too; last week. I sort of got involved. Val thought you might be having the same sorts of problems, results, not causes I mean. I thought perhaps I could help you too."
"Help me? How?"
"They lost control of their house and the sob's gave them 24 hours to get out. I got them enough cash to get out from under for a little while."
"Cash? Why would you give them cash?"
"Ted sold Valerie to me. For sex." I said, drinking. That did get me a glance that became a look that turned into a stare. "I am serious. When I saw that guy at your house, I thought I would make you the same offer."
"Fuck you for sex? Fat chance. Do I look like a hooker to you?"
"You know what hookers are wearing this season, do you? Keep up on that sort of thing?" I did not want to be nasty but redheads . . . you had to watch them, like sharks if they smell blood you are history. I softened my tone. "Look, I am just coming out of a long term relationship but I do not want to do without sex. Nor do I want to buy it on the market. I want to have a lover, a woman to fuck when I want, to play with who is getting something out of it that is agreed to and known so she is not so busy angling to get what she does want she forgets to keep her legs open when it counts. Or closed, for that matter. I fucked Val last week on this arrangement and I need to have someone else I am fucking or it fucks up the deal with her husband. You know, the jealously thing. If I am fucking two women, he has less cause to be jealous."
"So you came to me? Divorced, alone, broke and you are looking to make time with me? What a shit!"
"Yes, I came to you but because I think I can help and I genuinely want to do so. I am not looking to entrap you. I just want an arrangement that I can control with someone who has as much to benefit from the deal as I do."
"And as much to lose." Liza included.
I nodded. "As much to lose. But I am not interested in having someone who does not want to be sexual with me. At the same time, I am not suggesting that you give me what I want and get the same thing. You need something different and I happen to have it. If you like fucking me, fine, we can work out an arrangement. If not, then no harm."
"But I will still be the woman you asked to fuck for money and you will be the man who asked me to fuck for money."
I shook my head. "No. I am simply the man who suggested we open the books and agree on the accounting rather than try to force each other to sign off on someone else's balance sheets as an afterthought. Everybody fucks with something else in mind and they do not want to let on till after the sex begins to degrade. Then out comes the secondary considerations ostensibly to offset the reduction in the quality or quantity of sex, money, commitment, freedom, children . . . whatever. The fact is that the experienced sexual human today comes to anticipate those secondary demands and dreads them which in turn diminishes the quality of the sex and accelerates the destruction of the whole relationship. I like sex and would like to avoid doing without but it is complicated. The main trouble with anonymous sex is that it necessarily lacks affection, which is to say you should not take it personal the first few times. But once you get to know someone, if they still like you after hearing you fart in your sleep, that means something and I hate to lose that just because the sex gets crowded out by secondary considerations which we are only using to compensate for the reduced quality of sex. I think there is something wrong with augmenting sex with other things." I took a breath and felt abashed. I took a drink and I supposed I looked a bit embarrassed because I saw the barest hint of a smile on Liza's lips, the merest thaw in her demeanor. My cock stirred.
"Look, I am sorry to be so presumptuous. I love your body and if you can kiss as good as you look, I think it would work for me." I took an exaggerated breath, inhaling deep and long. Liza watched me with squint-eye fascination, now comfortably past the initial irritation as the intrusion. "See? I am breathing in your pheromones and they affect me. I am aroused by your presence, by the white perfection of your skin. But I am not arrogant enough to think that my arousal is sufficient reason for you to sleep with me and certainly not in the midst of your current, personal crisis. So I am offering what you need which seems like a fair, transparent exchange. If you get what you need from me, so much the better, I would prefer that, even. But you do not seem to be interested so I'll move along." I shuffled my feet, took hold of my drink, picked up my napkin but did not stand.
Liza turned her head, casting her gaze in the direction of my guy laughing at his table. "You are too late anyway. Mr. Crowley or whatever his name has already offered to give me three more days if I would blow him. I told him to go fuck himself. So, unless you can get three thousand dollars for me by seven tomorrow morning, you are just too fucking late with your kind offer." Redheads and sarcasm, it seemed to fit. I did not want to make her angry to see if that cliché was truer than it seemed. The snarl she wrapped around her words was ward enough for me. If there had not be a distinct lift at one corner of her full, scarlet lips, I might have actually stood up and left. When her eyes came back to me from gazing over her shoulder at Crowley, they twinkled.
I felt a stab of elation in my chest but only shook my head. "That is really fast. I gave all the immediate cash to Val and Ted to cover their situation. If you could get him to lay off you for three days, I might be able to help." I chuckled deep inside; my man Crowley was working his own angle. I would not interfere, perhaps we could help each other. He did work for me, after all.
"Might? Might? You want me to go blow that guy on the off chance that you can find enough money to keep him from taking my house? Are you fucking nuts?"
I held up my hands. "Okay. Okay. I get your point." I stared right into her breasts and cleavage, never looking at her eyes. Some women get irritated when you stare and others begin to feel powerful and safe. Liza seemed to relax so long as I avoided her eyes. "I know I can get the money. I may take a bath on the bond liquidation but I can get it."
"How much exactly?"
"Three thousand by Monday, like you said. Twenty by late next week." I stopped, fearing I had said too much.
"I need forty thousand to do this or it makes no difference." Liza said evenly, her eyes lids slitted her eyes.
I scratched my chin and sat back. I wanted to laugh because the close on this deal was so easy. The money did not matter and she did not know that. I was negotiating for pussy and she was haggling over price so the difficult part was done. The good thing about people comfortable with selective repression is that you can pay them to fuck you and they will ignore the fact if you do not make a big deal about it. "That much could take longer. It would take you forever to work it off."
"Work it off? What do you mean?"
"I am taking sex for money, a trade. When you fuck, I have to value it a given amount to know how much to reduce your debt by. I guarantee you no woman is worth forty grand for a single fuck."
"I ain't trading sex for money."
"And you are fucked if you don't do something, unless you like living in that little sports car you drive. What is it?" I happened to know it was leased and seriously in arrears. "At least I am not trying to make it seem like you are not fucking for money. You are too smart for that. But unless you have a rich gay uncle, I would say you are out of options." Her husband Jackson blew all her money at the ponies while she was having tea and crumpets. Now she was broke and had pissed everyone off whom she could hope to go to for help. She was not going to piss me off; if anyone got pissed it would be her and I do not mean drunk. "You have nothing to trade but that monkey between your legs. I am not trying to be crude but understatement seems silly at this point. Time is short and you are too smart to be talked into something so obvious. I am just saying." The irony of this statement did not escape me. There is something about irony that makes people proud but I am not sure why. Pride goeth before a fall, though so I kept my face sober, serious and rigorously straight.
"It's a Viper." Liza looked over at me and then she smiled, a genuine, from the heart smile. "Ok, fine. You're right, no way I can live in the Viper and my credit cards are no good. Only way would be to go live with my shitty brother-in-law and he would be after me the moment I stepped in the door and Jean and I would fight over it. Then I'd have to fuck him for shelter, so it seems like I should take the long view and fuck you now for cash." She shrugged, making her breasts heave and settle. "Sorry I have been so nasty. I am sorry but this has been a shitty, shitty day and you are trying to cheer me up by making me into a hooker. What sort of rate are you talking about?"
"Depends." I hesitated but she did not press for details. I was trying not to smile. I was offering to buy her body and she was apologizing to me. Ain't life grand? "Depends on what you are willing to do. There are some conditions and you have to sign a contract." An idea formed in my head at the moment, as I stared at her cleavage, hoping for a gap in the dress so I could see more. None was forthcoming. "The worst you'll get would be a hundred for a straight fuck. I think you could get more for other stuff."
"Other stuff? Like what?"
"Depends. I would look for stuff that you would like but in particular, I want to find the stuff that you have not tried yet that you might like. Then I make you try it, force you if it turns you on, seduce you otherwise, persuade you is I can. One of the conditions is for you to try everything once. After that we negotiate. If I really liked fucking your ass for example, and you held out against it, the price might go up until you could stand it." I think she muttered something about standing up is not the problem but I did not catch it. "But only until I found another woman who would take it up the ass. Make no mistake, you are going to be one of several women I purchase to satisfy my year of living dangerously." I stopped. "I understand Valerie likes it up the ass." I said as an aside, to punctuate the mercantile environment she was stepping into. I expected that would make her feel safer, perhaps more at home.
Liza looked thoughtful, considering which made me happy. "Forty thousand?" She asked and I nodded. She stood up. "Watch my drink. I am going to go see if I can get us some time." She sashayed over to Mr. Crowley and after a couple minutes of discussion, he got up and when outside. Liza went to the bathroom. She swung by our table and dropped her panties into my lap. "He wants a blow job but won't let me take out his cock unless my cunt is bare. Hold onto these sweetie and watch my purse, that one over there, I mean. I'll be back."
Liza walked out the door and ten minutes later she returned to her seat, downing the shot of gin I had ordered and then drank half of the fresh Tom Collins sitting beside it. "That man was funky!" She said, flexing her tongue in and out of her mouth. "But what a cock! He was hung like a horse but came like a twelve year old boy!" She looked at me a laughed a bit. "I got us three days. Can you get me the three grand by Monday? I ain't touching you till I see some green. I am not taking a check! And no credit cards." She smirked but it was a friendly smirk, almost a joke between friends. She downed the last of the Tom Collins. "Well? Do I order another drink or what?"
I patted the air in front of me. "Give me a minute." I took out my cell and called Valerie but did not speak her name. I wanted it to be a surprise. "Hi, it's me. Josh. I am wondering if you are available for a little hanky panky tonight?" She agreed and I gave her instructions. I hung up the phone. "She'll be there in thirty minutes, so if you want a drink, you have to hurry."
Liza was staring at me. "What the fuck? Aren't you going to fuck me or kiss me or whatever to see if I qualify for your social services?"
"You said no sucky fucky till you see the color of my money and I could only get five hundred from the cash machine tonight; otherwise, I am tapped out. So I thought you might enjoy watching me fuck someone else. I like being watched, particularly when there is some chance I might get a good fuck on credit or, as in this case, I know that I have a good chance to get your clothes off and your feet pinned to your ears eventually, if I am patient."
"And liquid," Liza smirked. "Son, you do have a way with words. Get the check and give me my panties. I do not want to leave a wet spot on my seat." She slipped them on right there at the table while I took care of the check and then we left. We walked awkwardly through the parking lot towards her car. When we got there, she stopped and looked me and for the first time all evening I looked her in the eyes without ever breaking eye contact. She seemed to appreciate it.
After a pause, she said, "this is me." She stopped beside a green Viper, it matched the color of her eyes. It was almost dark but what light there was glinted in her eyes. I put out a hand and touched her hip. She stepped into my arms and I kissed her lightly on the lips. I unzipped her dress and unhooked her bra while looking into her eyes. Liza did not blink.
Then I stepped back and pulled dress and bra down the front of her body, leaving her naked from the waist up. Her hands were tangled in the sleeves of the dress but I took firm hold of them and pinned them to her side, backing her up against her Viper. I then lowered my head and kissed each of her inverted nipples, little cones of dark color in the middle of huge aureoles. I then sucked on both and she gasped, leaning her back against the cool glass of her car. I released the second nipple and moved between her huge breasts and took hold of her with my lips, sucking violently. I marked her. She pressed against me and I released her hands. They came to my head and were starting to direct me to the other breast so I backed away.
Liza stood there, sagging against the car, her huge breasts bare and brilliantly white in the gloom. "You know where my house it right? Follow me there and park in my garage. It is empty except for my car." I took another step back as she lifted her hands toward me, a movement which turned into a covering gesture as she pulled her dress back into the place. I turned my back on her, went to my car and drove home. My property was on the corner and had one of the larger lots. It had a modest drive with tall brick walls next to the sidewalk and three gates, two for cars at each end of the circle drive and one at the edge of the property which was just a small gate for people. I drove up the drive which branched to the right from the circle to the garage and saw the headlights follow me in. The door opened and we both drove in and parked. I immediately closed the doors.
She met me at the steps into the house and she wanted attention. I ignored the subtle demand in her posture. I took her by the hand and lead her into the house, all the way back to the master bedroom. There was a walk-in closet that opened right beside the bed. I opened the door. "When she arrives, you wait in there, in the dark. If you stay back, she will never see you. You can listen and watch and smell everything that goes on. Be quiet and stay there. I am going to spend some time on her. I want her to enjoy it." I turned her around and zipped up the dress.
"Why? So I won't be tempted to back out?"
"No, so she will come back. These are not contracts designed to be enforced. They are designed to avoid confusion. I want you to have something to think about before you sign yours. I'll get you a drink." I quickly made a Tom Collins and was taking it up to her when the chimes sounded. Liza was sitting on the bed with her panties in her hands. "It is okay if I do myself while you are getting yours, right?" She said, twirling them on one finger.
I laughed quietly. "Just keep out of sight. She is here and for god's sake, be silent."
I left the bedroom, closing the door and walked to the front door, forcing myself to walk slowly. I gave Valerie credit, she did not ring twice. When I opened the door I understood why. Ted was with her.
"Good evening, Hansons." I said softly. "So nice to see you both."
"I told her." Ted opened with that, stepping into the house behind Valerie. Val kept stroking her hair. She wore the same white dress I had fucked her in the day before. I hoped it was clean. "I told her everything."
"We want the money before we do anything else." Val said. I heard a quaver in her voice. "You had your kiss and your fuck. We just want to be sure that you are going to do what you said. That is a lot of money."
I shrugged and walked into the kitchen. It had a small desk where I was accumulating my documentation. I took out their contracts and lay them on the cabinet alongside the seventeen thousand in cash I had allotted to them. "If you both will just sign the contracts . . . ." They looked at each other and then signed without reading them. "Just so we are clear, Ted, you no longer have unencumbered rights to Val. She is mine. If you become sexual with her without permission, there is a flat rate penalty of ten thousand dollars cash payable immediately. If you wish to add it to the debt, you will be charged a simple twenty thousand. If you want her, call me and I will give you the going rate. Go behind my back once and it doubles, again, it doubles again. Get the picture?" Ted nodded, not really listening. His eyes were on the stack of hundred dollar bills in my hand.



I turned to Valerie. "Valerie, you have sex with yourself or me and no one else without incurring debt. If you give it away to anyone, the same penalty applies—male or female. Ten thousand. If you wish to sell yourself to someone, including your husband and obtain permission to do so, we will work out a rate which will be added onto your balance. Each instance will be treated differently since the situation can change significantly over time so standard rates will not necessarily apply. You are now a commodity and your value may vary. You will stand the variation in value, not me. I can assure you, however, that fucking you will not depreciate below a hundred a pop and extras will increase from there. If you have questions, we can address it in the future and even adjust the contract to reflect any agreements we make then. So sign, here and here. Ted, take your money and I will take your wife. Val, once you sign, you are mine. Any objections? No? Good!" They signed and I walked Ted to the door.
"Any difficulties with her?" I whispered.
"None. She is okay with it all." He said softly. "A, any chance I could watch you do her?" I shook my head. "Not tonight, Ted. Maybe never for free. I may have to charge you."
He shrugged and grinned. He seemed excited, happy. "It might be worth it." He opened the door. I caught his arm. "Ted, you need to hold onto that money. If you do not have the money to pay the piper next month, it would not be good. This is a friendly arrangement but you have to keep the house and keep your bills paid, understood." It was not a question so much as instruction. "This does me no good if you all get booted out next month. I do not want Mr. Crowley's friends in our neighborhood."
Ted's spirits seemed to dampen a bit. "I, I was going to go buy some pussy. Val was so excited and I could not even touch her. I need some relief. What do you expect met do?"
"Keep it in your shorts, dude. Do yourself. But don't worry. I think I can work something out that will keep your pecker happy. Second thought, give me the cash. I am giving it to Val to take care of." I held out my hand. I saw the guilt in his eyes and blocked the door. I said nothing but after a moment, he handed me the cash. I let him leave, closed the door and went back into the kitchen.
"Is everything okay?" Val asked.
I laid the cash on the counter and turned to her. "I took the money away from tiny Ted. I think he had in mind to go spend some of it. You need to keep in mind that this cash needs to keep you in that house till you pay off your debt. After that, you can do whatever you want with it. But keep it away from him. If you get over twenty grand in debt, I am going to have to find other ways for you to pay it back and that could get awkward."
"I understand." She said, nodding. The quaver in her voice had not improved. "I was wondering . . . "
"Enough business. Tonight, you do not speak. You make noise but if you talk, if you say anything but 'fuck me' or 'harder', anything that does not relate to your cunt or our pleasure, I will gag you. No business." To her credit, Val merely nodded and slowly moved her hands behind her back, extending her breasts towards me. "Come with me."
We entered the bedroom and I turned on a lamp which provided little or no illumination of the closet which was darkly open. The door of the room faced the foot of the bed and on the other side of the bed was the entrance to the master bath.
At the door to the bedroom, I took Val by the hand and led her over by the bathroom door. The lamp cast her shadow onto the drapes which covered the windows from floor to ceiling. I thought about what she had told me and wondered if she had told the truth. I decided to test it. "Dear Valerie," I whispered into her ear, "unless I request it, you should never wear the same clothing two times in a row. Until I get to know your body and your wardrobe better, you should wear something different every time I summon you. Nod if you understand."
She nodded. "Have you ever had a man remove your clothes?" I asked.
"Yes. Of course." I touched a finger to her lips and her eyes widened a bit. I wanted her to get in the habit of not talking so she would not say something I was not ready for Liza to hear. Liza knew Valerie was here and must have been staggered by the idea that she was going to watch this friend be fucked for her amusement. Until she signed the contract however, I needed to control the conversation.
Val nodded with understanding. "Do you wish me to remove this dress for you?"
She nodded. "I walked around her but did not touch her. She turned her head the first time I walked around her but the second time she seemed to grasp what was happening and kept her head front and center, waiting with her hands clasped before her, across the slight bulge of her belly. I circled several times, letting the silence touch us both and listening for any hint of sound from Liza. I kicked off my shoes. I was so conscious of Liza, I lost connection to Val till she shifted her feet and looked around for me. I moved in behind her and stood close enough that she could feel my body there, next to her. She was breathing hard. Just the delay, the anticipation, the expectation seemed to have aroused her. I leaned close and smelled her hair. "You smell good. Are you wet? If I tried to enter you right now, would you be ready?"
Her shoulders rose and fell. I touched her arms at the elbows and pulled them gently to her side and then ran my fingers up to her shoulders. Once there, I moved them around to clasp her breasts, again, very lightly. I moved my hands till I could stroke the spot on each breast where I guessed her nipples were, covered by dress and the cups of the bra as they were, and began to stroke there with each thumb. She fidgeted. I moved my hands to her hips and lower till I left the dress and was stroking up and down on her legs, her stockings. I stroked for a moment, then raised my hands under the dress, up to the limits of the stocking, thence onto the skin above each. I followed the garters up to her waist.
No panties.
"Very nice." I said softly and then dropped my hands and the white stretch dress so that she appeared as she had been. I moved around in front of her. Val raised her eyes to look into mine. I bent to kiss her and she watched me till my lips touched hers and then they closed. I kissed her without touching her at any other point, just the lips, till her hands lifted and she placed one against my chest and the other on my shoulder. A moment later she moved the hand from my shoulder to my neck and behind it. She pulled gently at my neck and with that small pressure, her lips opened and she licked my lips with her tongue. I sucked at her tongue and then pulled away. Her hands dropped to her sides.
I moved behind her and stood still for a moment. I gathered her hair and kissed her on the neck. Her head dropped to the side. She writhed beneath my lips and both hands found my thighs and moved higher and pulled at me while she pushed her ass back at me. I evaded her attempt to feel my cock which was waking. Holding her hair to the side, I liked once at the hickey on her neck. I pulled the zipper in the back down her back to the very bottom. I moved her hair to the front of her body and then began to kiss around on her neck and back. I released her hair and then unhooked the bra. Valerie sighed. I put my hands inside the dress, ran them around to her tummy and then both up and under the bra till I had firm hold of both breasts. I pinched the nipples lightly and she sagged back to me, against my chest. I moved my hands out to her shoulders and removed bra and dress from her arms. The top part of the dress fell forward, leaving her torso bare to my caresses. I stroked her stomach and then found each breast again. I turned her and began to kiss her right breast, down the steep slope and to the side, lifting it to kiss underneath then over the top before finding the nipple. Then I did the same to the other breast.
Val loved the attention. I kissed her breasts for minutes and then made my way up to her lips and kissed her hard, taking her in my arms and bending her to and fro as I forced my tongue deep into her mouth. She wheezed through her nose but did not break the kiss. Finally, I stood her up and said, "I am going to get us something to drink. You stand right there. Do not move an inch or I swear I will spank your ass till you scream." I thought that would be a good deterrent but I was mistaken. When I returned with the wine, she was lounging on the bed, her dress discarded. Her cunt was bare but she retained the garter belt, garters and hose, and her red high heels. When I appeared, she lifted a knee exposing her pussy. She ran a hand across her bare mons pubis and a single finger lightly along the pursed opening of her pussy. The cherry red finger nail glistened as it caressed her. Val gasped.
I approached cautiously and offered her a sip of the wine, took it from her and set both glasses on the stand beside the bed. I got to my knees before her, pulled her to the edge of the bed and parted her knees. When I kissed her thigh, she slumped back onto the bed, first to her elbows and the, when my tongue touched her pussy lips, fully onto her back. Rather than tease her, I moved immediately to her clit and finding it, began to suck on it gently then more violently. She jerked with the initial contact and soon her hips began to rise and fall. I rode the swells of her body. Her hands moved to the back of my head and I could vaguely hear her begin to moan in some rhythm matching the movement of her hips. Her legs splayed but she could not find a place to hook her heels so finally she placed them over my shoulders. By then she had laid down flat on the bed and I moved down to her cunt and began to such and lick. I put a finger between her lips, pressing it deeply into her flesh but the angle was difficult and I could not seek her g-spot.
When I entered her with the finger her hips jerked up and then dropped. When my tongue sank in and hooked high into her, her hips flexed upwards again and she held them there, suspended between her heels resting on my back and her shoulders on the bed while I sucked at her pussy. It soon became wet and she shivered through a small, light orgasm and dropped back to the bed. I rose away from her, escaping her legs and drank from the wine, swallowing it and then taking some into my mouth. I went to her immediately and took hold of each knee, parted her legs and pressed my lips against her pussy and spewed the wine through my lips into her pussy. It immediately began to run down to the crack of her ass and I sealed my mouth over her pussy and drank the wine from her chalice. At that moment, her legs clamped hard over my head and the world disappeared though it quaked and shook. For thirty seconds I could not breathe. My hands grasped her ass and held it tight against my mouth while I tried to move my tongue deeper into her body . . . and failed. She was shaking so hard with the new assault on her senses that I could not direct my tongue to any place so it only flailed about in the grooves and ridges of her inner being. After the moment passed, her thighs opened, air returned to my nostrils and I sat back gasping for air.
Val lay on the bed, her legs dangling, limp, her hands gripping the bed spread. Then they too relaxed. I stood up and began to undress. I removed my shirt. Val lifted her head, seeing me unbuckling my pants, she moved to a more comfortable position on the bed and lay with her head on her hand, watching as I loosened my belt. I flexed my torso once and she smiled. I am well appointed better than some, inferior to others. I worked and exercise help with travel and long nights and the rigors of my position in life. I was far from cut but I was not flabby either, muscular, not doughy. I took time with the button of the trousers. When it came free, I went immediately to the zipper but I saw Val lift a hand, with the index finger raised and I slowed my motion. The hand returned to its rest on her naked hip. Slowly, the zipper descended, making a metallic scrapping sound in the suddenly silent room. Outside a car passed, the lights playing around the room in geometric chaos.
With my pants opened, my cock took a prominent position, straining against my briefs. I released my pants and they drifted down my thighs. I watched Valerie. Her eyes tracked over my body, returning often to my eyes before wandering afield again. She licked her lips. The room felt chill but not cold, cool but sill I felt sweat forming on my back as the woman gazed at me. I bent to push my pants lower. The action punched the head of my cock past the waistband of the briefs. I stepped out of the pants and tossed them aside. I straightened, consciously arching my hips a little to keep the head of my cock in view. Val's breath hissed through her teeth as she inhaled and then the sound of her sigh seemed to echo in the room. With her eyes fixed on my crotch, I glanced at the black rectangle where I knew Liza was watching us. I felt impatient. I wanted her to see me climbing between Val's open thighs and hear her as I entered her the first time.
I pulled my briefs down to my thighs, revealing my cock and let them drop. "Stand up." I whispered.
"I don't think I can." Val whispered back. She slumped to her back, her breasts formed a silhouette on the top of the bed. Light from the rest of the house and the floodlights illuminated her.
I moved to the edge of the bed. I thought about Liza, if she could hear us and wondered what she was doing. I lifted my head and stared for a moment into the dark maw of the closet but I could see nothing. The only thing I heard was our panting, Val and I, trying to catch our breath. I shrugged and pulled the bed spread over her and the top sheet so that she was covered. Val giggled and struggled out from under the spread and ended up on her knees. I immediately moved in front of her and poked her cheek with my cock. She caught it with one hand and kissed the tip, very lightly. Then she licked along the length of it and then took the head into her mouth and sucked on it. She moved my cock deeper into her mouth, slowly but surely till she was nose to nose with my pubic bone. I pulled back and out of her mouth, grasped her by the elbows and lifted, standing her up and turned her around. She bent immediately placing her hands on the bed, presenting me with her ass and cunt. I rubbed between her legs till I found her pussy and put a finger into her. I followed the finger with my cock and I thrust against the door of her cunt, withdrew and pressed deeper, withdrew and pressed deeper. Once I was completely rooted into her cunt, I pulled all the way out and pushed hard on her back, holding her in place, bent over the side of the bed. Without warning, I slapped her ass, hard with my open hand. Val jumped and cried out.
"I told you not to move and you did. Time for the consequences of disobeying me." I proceeded to slap her ass hard for 15 strokes. I hit her hard but she never resisted but moved her ass back at me each time I moved my hand off her skin. I could not see her smooth skin clearly but when I finished, I left my hand resting on one cheek. It was hot. Valerie was moaning, like a gentle hum with no tune or rhythm. I caressed her pussy, finding it dripping wet. I shuffled in behind her and reentered her, shoving my rigid dick deep and fully into her in one thrust. I found her cunt weeping with moisture but still clasping at my cock like a hungry mouth. I stroked in and out of her, rocking her forward and backwards on the bed for a few minutes. She muttered and groaned several times what sounded like positive affirmations, or perhaps she was just saying 'fuck me'. Then I pulled free of her body and beat her ass with my other hand till it burned with the contact and she was moaning each time my hand struck her flesh. The crack filled the room. Midway through the assault, she collapsed, crushed by the blows.
Val's arms stretched out beside her ears, her face was in the mattress and she was screaming into the bed, a muffled screech each time I struck her, but she held resolutely still while I spanked her. I watched the closet doorway and for a moment, I saw Liza come forward into the dimness of the room. She was watching me spank Val intently. Her dress was loose and she had her hands pressed to her breasts, out of sight behind her billowing clothing. She caught my eyes and nodded and put a finger into her mouth and sucked on it for a moment and disappeared back into the gloom. I struck Val harder and harder till she lifted her head and cried out, a grunt mixed with a mewling cry. I stopped and stood her up.
"Get on the bed, on your back. I watched as she crawled onto the bed. She lay down gingerly. Once flat on her back, her legs opened and she lifted her fiery ass off the cool sheets. I got between her legs and fingered her pussy. It was drenched with fluid. I pushed her legs further apart. "Say it." I hissed.
She understood immediately and hissed back, "Please fuck me. Oh fuck me hard. Hurry, fuck me!" She seemed to sing the refrain to an orchestra only she could hear. I loomed over her, walking my hands up beside her undulating body. Her hands found my cock. She had raised her ass off the bed and held it there while she fit her pussy lips around my cock. Once the head was hooked into her cunt, I hammered her down onto the bed and Val screamed, a wordless scream that had no meaning; an inchoate cry of pain mingled with ecstasy. Despite her best intentions, her legs lifted and she made to wrap them around me. Then the fire of the spanking hit her and she dropped them and tried to use them to lift us both off the bed. She couldn't. All she managed to do was to jam the back of her uterus against the end of my cock. When her hot ass hit the sheets, she flinched up again and screamed, for a moment I held still, worried she was hurt but her hands fluttered about my ass, pulling at me and she was blubbering and then I moved again and she screamed again as I pulled out of her and I shoved my cock back into her body. Val began to shake and her legs rose up and clamped down so hard on me my breath went out of me and for a horrifying second I could not catch my breath. The lock of her legs released and I gasped. Her whole body began to shake and shimmy and she pounded up at me with her hips and cunt while her legs rhythmically clasped me deeper into her body and her hands pulled at my shoulders.
I struggled to my elbows and her face rose up and she kissed me hard, straining to hold the pose till her strength failed her and she dropped back to the bed, her hips still quaking. I bowed my back and sucked a breast into my mouth as much as I could get and then I pinned that inverted nipple against my upper teeth with my tongue and sucker harder. Val shrieked again, babbling for me to fuck her harder and harder and that she was mine. I released the breast and did the same to her other tit and her voice again changed tone. I moved my hands to her ass, pulled out of her as much as her clasped legs allowed and then rammed my cock into her again while pulling at her ass with my hands. Her ass was hot to the touch and her head whipped back and forth as I fucked her. Finally her legs fell away from me and I could gain some leverage and I withdrew to the gates of her love channel and slammed into her, over and over again as she moaned, descending from the heights. My own orgasm appeared in the distance and I pursued it, rapidly hammering her ass into the mattress while my hands gripped her fevered flesh. She moaned and muttered at me till finally I came, clinching us together and thrusting with little bumps, spraying her womb with my come till I was suddenly and completely spent.



My hands relaxed and her ass dropped but jerked when we touched the mattress. She shuddered and then struggled out from under me and turned on her side, facing away from me, facing the open maw of the closet where Liza watched. The thought of the redheaded woman peering out of the darkness at Val, panting and cursing under her breath stirred me. I got up and found wet a wash cloth and wiped off my cock. I walked to the bed and forced Val over onto her back. She resisted I forced her and then held her while I swabbed at her cunt, getting as much of the spillage as I could before I tossed the cloth to the bathroom and mounted her again.
"Oh god, not again. Not on my back . . .!" She plead. I relented and she turned away from me but I rolled her to her stomach and pulled at her hips. She realized, I think, that if she did not rise, I would mount her from behind, against that fiery ass so she struggled to her knees. I positioned myself behind her and fucked her from behind. She held still, head down cradled in her arms looking towards the bathroom, away from the closet. It was at that moment that Liza stepped into the light, naked. She put her back against the door jamb and with both hands rubbed her crotch hard and fast while I pounded into Val from behind. Val's ass began to move as I stroked into her. I leaned over her and grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her hard against me, pressing my cock deep into her cunt. She grunted and then she lifted her head. I put a hand on her neck and forced her face back into her arms. My strokes were much shorter and I was tiring quickly. I looked over to see Liza's face, eyes closed, mouth a rictus of tension, hands a blur on her pussy and clit and then she made a sound and I echoed it and came, watching Liza shimmy against the door jamb and then stagger into the darkness. I rolled away from Val and lay still.
"You have to go." I said. "Go home. Now."
Strangely, she did not argue or hesitate. She got up, gathered up her clothes and dressed in the hall, looking back at me. I got up and walked down with her to the door. She kissed me at the door, me naked, her dressed, sort of. The garters were not done up quite right or completely and the dress was not zipped up on the back and she carried the bra in one hand.
Val stopped at the bottom of the stairs. "I was wondering, could I get someone else to help me work out my debt?"
I was surprised. "What do you mean?"
She smiled. "I think it would be fun to fuck you with someone else, another woman." She said. "I have a cousin . . . and I always had a thing for her. Would you fuck her and apply it to my bill."
I closed my eyes. "Same test, same conditions . . . more than likely yes." My idea about Ted and Val was the reverse but both worked. I opened my eyes and smiled. "The money."
"Fuck it. The rent is paid. I'll get it another time." She opened the door and was gone.
I wondered if she had heard Liza come. I walked stiffly back up stairs to the bedroom and found Liza laying naked on the bed. She looked up at me and said, "Well. Are you going to finish what you started?"
I couldn't. I crawled up and lay beside her. "I can't." I said.
Liza rolled over and scooted down my body and began to lick at my limp prick but there was no response from either me or my cock. She gave up after a few moments and lay back down. "Go home Liza. If you are convinced that you want to be mine, we'll settle up tomorrow or Monday or whenever."
"Can't I stay? You'll recover and we can fuck later, in the morning."
I shook my head though her body attracted me. The exhaustion possessed me and I was able to refuse her. "We are going to have a deal and I want to play by the rules now because once I have your contract, once you are mine, I will expect you to stick to our agreement."
Liza absorbed that for a moment. "Watching you fuck Val was one of the greatest things I have ever experienced." She said matter of factly. "Several times I was going to come in and push her aside and pound your cock into me . . . but I thought that would be rude. That was her rodeo." Liza snickered. "I want you to fuck me sometime and then make her suck your come out of me."
"That is for me to decide. I own you, remember?"
"Not yet you don't. Monday, maybe. Val is really a sexy woman when she wants to be. I was so surprised. I have been with women before but I wonder if she has?"
I chuckled. "I assure you, she is going to be." Sharon had these two pegged just right. They were what she thought they were: The smartest, with the least debt and the most likely to fuck for money. Sharon was right on all counts.
Liza lay there silent for some time and then sat up and padded into the closet, turned on the light and dressed. She came out, more or less dressed, carrying her bra like Val had been. I rose and put on a robe and went around the bed, took her in my arms and kissed her carefully on the lips. "Tell me, Joshua, what sorts of things are you thinking of having me try, when I am yours to command?" She asked in a mocking voice.
"I am going to give you to Ted." I said softly. "And then I will share you with Valerie and anyone else who seems to deserve to fuck a woman like you."
She pulled back and looked up at me. "I have never tasted another woman they always went down on me. But I swear to you, I wanted to have that woman's cunt on my face after you finished with her."
"Another time." I said. She pulled loose from me and walked away. I went down behind her and closed the garage behind her, once she was gone. Then I called my sister.
"Two down, eighteen to go." I said into the phone.
"You sound exhausted."
"Thank you, sis. This is going to be a year of sexual fantasy."
"And revenge." She said.
"And revenge." I echoed but I could not comprehend how what I had just experienced was revenge. But women are a different breed.
Monday arrived. I told Crowley to arrive at seven and demand payment. Liza called me the minute he arrived. "I need the money."
"Does that mean we have a deal?" I asked.
I give her credit, she hesitated. But in the end, she said, "I want the money, all of it. You better hurry or this horny fuck is going to run that horse cock in my and you'll think you're stirring a kettle of soup when you fuck me." She hung up. I was at her house by nine. She was washing out her mouth when I arrived and Crowlely looked appeased. She was fully dressed in the same dress she wore last time and her knees were scuffed, again. He had given her till Monday morning which was actually three and a half days from his last blow job and so he collected on the difference. I handed her three grand in cash and she handed it to Crowley. He bowed slightly and left without a word.
"He does not seem upset that you are interfering." Liza said.
I shrugged. "He does seem to be a sport. It's just business. But in this economy, he is likely getting pussy five times a day. Here is the contract. After I kiss you, you can sign it." I laid it on the kitchen counter.
She looked at it. "I never thought I could be so easily bought," she said. Then she turned around and lifted up her hair. "Unzip me."
I demurred. Instead, I took that opportunity to kiss her neck, lightly and then I ran my tongue across the skin to the dress. Liza sighed. I placed my hands on her hips and pulled her backwards against my hard cock, pressing it against her pliant butt. It felt good, soft. I kissed back up her neck to her ear and she squealed when I touched it with the tip of my tongue, running the wet tip around the coils of her ear. She moaned and kept hold of her hair canting her head. I moved my hands down to the hem of her dress and but both hands on her legs, nearly crouching to do so because the dress was longer than my arms and her legs were short enough to require it. She had on panty hose. I stroked her hose-encased legs, running them all the way up between her legs, stroking her thighs and then her pubis, scratching the nylon fabric lightly with my fingernails. She turned in my arms and then backed away.
"What about that kiss?"
"Where's the bed?" I returned.
She turned and walked back into the house to the master bedroom. I was close behind and stopped her hand before she touched the light. She turned naturally to me and I kissed her lips, lightly, carefully, while I massaged her boobs through dress and bra, pressing so strongly against her that she took a half-step, a sort of hop back, breaking the delicate connection of our lips. In the dimness she stood still, gazing up at me.
"Are you sure you are ready to do this? Once my cock enters your pussy, the contract is valid, sign it or not we'll both know you are mine. I will own you. You have to be sure." I almost whispered, speaking so low. "Now, you only owe three grand. Once I am inside, you are into me for twenty grand, or should I say I will be in you for twenty grand, or forty grand whichever you like."
"Shut up." She said.
"Tell me you want me. Tell me that you want to give your body to me for our pleasure." I caressed her body, tits and ass, whispering into her ear.
"Shut up." She said again but it was an unconvincing sigh.
"Tell me you want my lips on your skin, my hands on your body, my cock in your cunt."
Liza did not move, did not blink. "Unzip me." She said.
"Lay on the bed, with your head to this side." I countered. It was a large bed with a brushed copper stead, perfect for tying feet and hands at foot and head. Liza removed her shoes and carefully crawled onto the mattress. Her legs were shorter than it was high so she had to stretch to get aboard. She looked at me, folding a leg beneath her then turned and lay down, head at the side of the bed. I knelt beside her and took her head in my hands. I kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her chin, then her eyes, closing each one. Liza made no sound. I lay both hands on her boobs and cupped them, then lowered my lips to hers. She did sigh then, her mouth had opened and her tongue greeted my lips as I kissed her. I pressed down on her, hands and lips and the pressure opened her mouth wide. Our tongues writhed together. I touched her mouth, the sensitive palate and then her lips, filling her mouth with my tongue. Then she did the same to me. I rose up and gazed down at the supine woman, her eyes closed and her mouth open.
Her hands lay at her sides, palms flat. Her feet barely reached the other side of the bed. I could not see her clearly. I found the light switch in the private bath and turned it on. Light formed a frame on the floor and lit her pink dress dully so that it appeared almost purple. I approached the bed. "Now I will unzip you." I wondered if she got the message or if I would need more direct, digital means to impress it on her. She did not move. I reached beneath her neck, found the tab of the zipper and pushed it towards her butt. When I got past her middle ribs I found that her back arched naturally off the bed in a gentle curve, balanced on her back and the broad expanse of her butt.
"Have you ever been fucked in the ass?" I asked softly.
Her eyes opened. They stayed fixed on me as I reached the limit of the zipper and moved to peel the dress from her shoulders. The dress came free and her white bra came into sight. I leaned down and kissed the exposed skin above each breast, down into the cleavage cleverly formed by the garment. I ran my hands over each one, stroking them through the bra. I stopped, reached below and unhooked the bra. She lifted her arms and I removed the bra. Her boobs fell to the side, evenly. I could clearly see the hickey between them which I gave her several nights before. I leaned over further and kissed first one nipple then the other. Back and forth in time, the same amount of attention for each but not much for either. After a few repetitions, she moved her hands to my head and when my lips touched her nipple again, she held me in place. I sucked as much of her breast into my mouth and she gasped. Holding her in my mouth, I flicked my tongue over the wet nipple, faster and faster. Liza began to pant till she pushed my head away with her hands, then pulled me down to her other breast. I repeated the action but then, when she began to pant with my motion, I bit down on her, gently and she gave a little shriek. She pushed me away and rolled away from me, showing me her brilliant white back.
I got up, moved around the bed to the other side, reached past her legs and pushed at her hip, rolling her onto her back. I removed the dress. She lay on the bed wearing only panty hose and the panties underneath. "I hate panty hose. Don't wear it anymore." I peeled it off her waist and down her legs.
"If I don't wear it my legs look fat." She said, looking at me between her boobs.
I dropped the hose on the floor and pressed my hand into her crotch. She moved her legs wider, her breath caught in her throat. "So lose weight." I said, thoughtlessly. I began to pull at her panties but then saw the hurt, the shattered look in her eyes.
"I can't. When I diet my tits shrink. My ass is my ass and it never changes."
Her underwear came off. I stood straight, panties dangling from a finger. Her eyes watched me. When they flicked down to the panties, I dropped them. I studied her body for so long that she began to fidget, regarding me as I painted her body over and over with my seething gaze. "You are too short for your body, that is what makes you seem fat. You are perfect. Everything about you directs a man to your hips, to your pussy and tits. You are complete but being your height, it makes everything seem out of proportion. But, Liza, you are perfect."
I grasped her by each calf and dragged her butt to the edge of the bed. I knelt and pushed her legs towards her head. She grabbed her own knees and pulled her legs apart. For a moment she looked down her body at me but the moment I placed a finger on her pussy, she groaned and lay back, keeping hold of her legs. I ran my hands over the skin of her thighs and up to her pussy. The hair was red, the same color as the hair on her head. I leaned in and lightly licked the lips of her pussy.
Liza jerked as though I touched her with a cattle prod. I licked her again and she jerked again. I sat back and then stood. Her eyes were closed; she opened them, lifting her head to watch me as I undressed. She watched till I knelt once more between her thighs and jerked again when I licked at her flesh again. I combed fingers through her fine hair, searching for her clit with the back of my fingers. She grunted when I found it. I ran a finger up and down the entrance to her pussy and then began to work it into her body. She grunted again and rolled her hips away from me which served to move her cunt higher, closer to my face and drove my finger deeper into her channel. I moved to the side, dropped my wrist and twisted till I could curl my finger and search for the g-spot. I must have found it right away because she grunted and jerked, her whole body twitching but somehow, without really moving and inch.
"I am going to fuck you, Liza. Once my cock goes into you, once I am rooted deep in your cunt, you are mine. I will own this cunt and I will use it as I like."
"Yes. Yes. I know." She was panting. I moved my finger and her hips rolled away from me again, inviting me deeper. I began to move the finger into and out of her hole. Then I licked at the lips of her cunt and she shivered. Her legs dropped, feet flat on the bed and her hands found my head. She moved my mouth upwards. I stuck out my tongue and began to search around through the hair, into and through the folds of her cunt.
"Yes. There. There. Oh god, there!"
I found the spot. I could feel the little sentinel rear up. I licked it and the sucked at it, losing it and sucking at her, searching for it again with my tongue. Her thighs came together and I could not hear what she was saying. For a few minutes I toyed with her clit, fingering her cunt. Her hips began to rise up and drop down, up and down, up and down. I moved my finger till I felt the roughness of her spot and her thighs clamped down harder and her hips began to bounce faster and faster. I pulled my finger from her cunt and with both hands, pried her thighs apart, moved down and sucked at her whole pussy with my mouth. She shrieked and came. Thighs and hands held me in place while her hips pounded at my face over and over again till she arched her body high and then all of her relaxed.
And I could breathe again. I was light headed. I sat back, rubbing my neck and gasping for air. Liza's legs had flopped to the side and her hands lay entwined together, one lone finger moved at her clit. Otherwise she did not move. I struggled to my feet and walked around the bed to her head. "This is your last chance, Liza. I am going to fuck you now. If you stop me, you can go back to your life. If you don't, you are mine till you pay off the debt. I own you. I will sell your cunt to strangers. I will fuck your ass. I will take you on a bus or make you suck my cock in the movies. I will lift your dress in public and show off your beautiful butt. I will make sure you are air tight at least once. Every woman should have a cock in every hole at least once. If you refuse me anything I ask, it will cost you 1,000 dollars. Now move to the middle of the bed so I can put my cock into you."
I do not know how she moved. She was lying on her back with her legs dangling over the side of the bed one moment and the next her head was on one of the pillows and her legs were splayed wide as though she had not moved at all. I crawled between her knees and pressed a palm to her cunt. She sighed. "Last chance." I said softly.
"Shut up." She said, her eyes closed. I rubbed her cunt with my hand, her wet, cunt. Liza opened her eyes and looked directly into mine. "Fuck me, mister. Fuck me now. Fuck me hard. Make me come. Enter me. Take me. Make me yours. Own my cunt. Fuck me, Joshua!" I did. I moved forward dangling my very, very hard cock at the entrance of her cunt. I knelt, inserted it and pressed against her pussy. I felt the band holding me out. "Last chance." I said and then arched my back and pounded my cock down into her. I went about half way into Liza before I stopped. I pulled out again and slammed down into her again. She grunted, lifting her legs and rolling her huge butt so my cock was fed more directly into her gaping pussy. I kissed her and felt the desperation in her lips as she kissed me, open mouthed, tongue and lips afire. I ran my hands down to her ass and grabbed hold of them, spreading my hands to grab onto each fantastic, soft, white globe. I pulled at her ass and my cock went deeper into her.
"Oh my god, fuck me. Harder. Fuck me!" Liza screamed. I started a steady rhythm, up and down but pulling at her ass with both hands and grinding my cock into her harder and harder with each stroke. She began to chant 'yes, yes, yes' in time with my down strokes. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around me and tried to pull me deeper. My orgasm approached, a blinding pleasure that took me out of myself and high above us where I seemed to be looking down on my body slamming heedlessly into Liza's cunt. Her head wagged back and forth, her lips were parted. Suddenly I began to come and she flattened her sway back which rolled her hips higher, pressing her cunt up to meet this last astounding thrust that ended with the flashing behind my eyes and the clinching of my hands on her hips. I jerked and jerked and jerked, over and over again till finally I was done, finished, empty. My body went limp and her butt dropped back to the bed. I lay on top of her as though I were dead, as though my bones had deserted me. Finally, I struggled to my elbows to give her room to breathe and took that opportunity to kiss her. Her lips were closed but they soon opened as I maintained contact. I felt her tongue and then we were kissing, hard and harder. I rolled off of her, over her leg and looped an arm around her neck, lips sealed together. I reached down to her boob and pinched it. No response. I pinched the other and still she kissed me, sucking at my tongue, swabbing my lips with her tongue, one hand against my cheek the other flat against my back.



I broke the kiss and rolled onto my back. "Jesus fuck, woman." I breathed.
"No shit." She returned. She rolled onto her side, presenting me her butt. I rolled against her and pressed my soaked crotch into the crack of her ass.
Liza grunted, then sighed. "Okay. I'll say it. You own me. I am yours; legs, ass, back, neck, lips, tits, mouth and pussy. I will try everything once. I will earn my keep." Liza turned in my arms till she was lying on her back again. I rose up and kissed her. "What did you mean about 'giving me to Ted'? You want me to fuck Val's husband?"
"I own you. You will fuck everyone I tell you to or pay the difference." I spoke the words and then stared her down. Finally her gaze dropped. "Anyone, anytime, anywhere." I said. Then I waited.
Liza finally nodded. "Anyone, anytime, anywhere." She said in agreement.
"I'll have your money by Thursday, I think." I said. "I hope to get both you and Val together before then. I want to see you both cum on the lips of a woman."
"It is not always as easy as it sounds, particularly if you are scared." Liza said. Then she smiled and kissed me. I got up, retrieved the contract from the kitchen and presented it to her on a coffee table book. She signed it all. We did not stick to the strict letter of the law but this was not a legal transaction, it was a fucking investment. I kissed her and gave her, her copy. The deal was done.
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Chapter 4
The Redhead, the Brunette and Me makes three
Eve. She looked tall but was only five six, five seven. She was a cliché; long hair—breast length, dirty blond, streaked with different shades but different carpet color, which I learned later, so dyed to achieve the effect. She dressed with class but when I followed her to the jewelry store, she was dressed in clothes which were two years out of style, one sleeve had a thread, tell tale signs of decay.
She was a middle daughter of the nation's royalty. Lost in the mix, she retreated to Holdingsfield. She seemed to rule that little pond for she organized and directed and established precedents. It was she who ousted my sister Sharon with a overtly casual campaign. I could not decide if she was one of my true targets or not but she appeared to be a worthy target, regardless.
She possessed the class and sophistication she was raised with . . . and with the secrecy. She fled her family, their purposes, their intentions for her, their encumbrances soon after graduation from college, a legacy of the family name with all its expectations, predictions and Calvinist determinism. Because she was not critical to their purposes her disappearance from their world was not missed or violently opposed. It was tolerated with a complacent conviction that she would eventually see the error of her ways and return to the fold, the cove of the Covingtons a she was wont to express it.
Eve appeared with them socially on occasion but they did not deign to pay any attention to her life. So they missed or ignored the fact of her husband slowly going broke, a descent which my team was intent on hurrying. Ignored with a true indifference which must have cut her in much the same way that her assault on Sharon her my sister. Life seemed curiously balanced before I intervened and I hoped my introduction into her karmic equation would not aim me at a nasty, brutish and short life as a rat when I was next reincarnated.
We steered tenants away from their properties with inducements, got their staff pregnant, exposed their gay members in the closet and hired those out of the closet away to work for us for they were routinely excellent. We robbed them of their talent along with their clients. Eve's husband had a real estate business which would have been under pressure in any case because of the economy but we made perfectly legal, though I admit costly, moves to move it along, accelerate it which I also confess was because I came to want her in the sexual way. Also, because if any of the women of Holdingsfield possessed the bearing and the comportment of a board member or even the Chairwoman herself, it was Eve Covington Sawyer. We moved on them soon after the slide began. I happened to know that they were rapidly approaching the bottom though I had not sent them the notice of eviction yet. Eve deserved a different tack, she deserved tact in fact. Nonetheless, when she asked the clerk to show her the diamond necklace, I knew she was window shopping as the surprised and eager clerk did not.
The clerk turned away and I eased in behind Eve. I placed my hands on her hips. I leaned forward and spoke in a normal voice, "That would look beautiful on your neck. Would you allow me to buy it for you?" To her credit, she did not flinch at my touch or show fright when I spoke nor was she enticed by my honest offer, false as it was.
She turned her head and said in a quiet voice, "I am married."
I chuckled deep in my chest. "So am I. You are Eve Covington. I recognize you." The clerk returned with a ruby and sapphire creation.
"That will be all. Let me look at it." Eve dismissed the woman with a voice at once gentle and uncompromising." The woman turned away and found something to occupy her attention. Eve picked it up and held each end of the strand up to me. From behind her, I reached around each side of her, took it and merely held it in front of her, not touching her at any point. My cock, however, stirred, standing this close to her. She gathered her long, blond hair and pulled out to the side, out of the way exposing the graceful line of her august neck. I fastened the stunning necklace and stepped back. She turned around.
"What do you want?" She said, any pretense of tolerance, gone.
"I am your neighbor." I said. She gave the merest acknowledgement. "I am not really married." That did get a flicker, a subtle change in the eyes.
"What are you doing here? Why are you bothering me?
"Am I bothering you? I apologize." I waited without movement, without expression.
Finally Eve nodded.
"I know about you. You ARE famous after all. I have been trying to figure out how to introduce myself without being creepy."
She nodded again and with that small motion her shield thinned a bit. "Well, I am Eve Covington." She said in a voice flush with reservation and the pleasure at being recognized. She could not hide or help it. Covington was her family name; she did not give me her married name which was Sawyer. That was encouraging.
"Can I buy you a lemonade?" I asked.
"Are you always this rude?"
"Rude?" I did not understand.
"Are you going to introduce yourself?"
I actually blushed. I presumed she knew my name but then again I knew hers and she introduced herself. "Joshua." I said. "My name is Joshua Gale."
"Yes." She responded. "Pleased to meet our new neighbor." Her voice was cold enough to belie any pleasure at our meeting.
I turned around and walked towards the food court. It was a Tuesday morning, early and the mall was sparsely populated. I heard the click clack of her heels on the linoleum floor as she followed. She caught me as I found the table and put down my back pack. I was dressed in shorts, T and carried a small back pack with nothing interesting in it except a brand new vibrator specially designed for clitoral stimulation. I headed for the 'Lemons Into Lemonade' shop and waited in line, not turning around. When I returned to the table the pack was adjusted. She had surely looked. It was possible she found the brand new vibrator but she had certainly thought about trying to look—likely checking for recorders or cameras which would have identified me as paparazzi parasite. I sat down and looked into her perfectly clear blue eyes. She made a swipe at her hair with her graceful lightly, tanned hand. Her nails, like nearly everything, were perfect.
Eve put hers lip to the straw and pursed a bit, drawing the cold lemonade into her mouth. Her crystalline blue eyes were down, showing the prefect eye shadow, the long lashes and the liner that gave her the effect every hooker in the world tried but always failed to attain: royal sensuality—both the promise and impossibility of sex in every detail of her presentiment. "So, Mr. Gale. I understand you are fucking a couple of our mutual neighbors." Eyes fixed on me as she spoke. I did not flinch or deny anything immediately, she stirred the drink with the straw and drank some more though watching me with her huge eyes.
I stared into her eyes for a moment and then let mine slip down to the limp labels of her blouse, a sort of avocado green mixed with a shimmering silver that, though out of date, was stunning on her. Finally I nodded. "For money, actually." I said casually. "Not everyone is as lucky as you are to have sufficient financial backing in this harsh economy. I am making it possible for Liza, Ted and Val to stay in their houses. I am not fucking Ted, incidentally. I hope this will help support our collective real estate valuations. Why didn't you offer to loan them money? I would have thought you of all people would be in a position to help your friends and neighbors out?" I pivoted to the offensive without a pause.
She did the same. "Charity at this level of society is like a weight, it drags one down into the gutter, both parties really. Hard times are a test of one's poise and grace under pressure. If you loan to your friends you lose both friendship and your money which is not a good combination and almost always a bad transaction." She drank again.
My throat was dry and so I drank as well, taking the pause as time to think. I nodded. "I get it, they have no collateral so there was no basis to help them. They really had nothing to offer you. That makes sense."
"No need to be nasty, Mr. Gale."
"I am sorry, I am not trying to be nasty. Really. I had hoped that this sort of thing would remain, shall we say, discreetly out of sight? I am a little off guard that you are so well acquainted with the, ah, situation."
"I think you will find that there are no secrets in our community. We know each other quite thoroughly and appreciated a sort of, shall we say, frankness when it comes to sex, or money for that matter. But, regardless, I do want to thank you for helping my friends. Even if you are forcing yourself on defenseless women, it is a gesture I will not forget."
"I am doing what you, yourself could not do. Are you going to refuse to do what you can do and then have distaste for me when I fill the breech?"
"Is that what you call it? Filling the breech?" She smiled.
There is no wonder why the woman had been famous as a model. That smile was ethereal, perhaps divine, certainly beguiling. "I call it fucking." I said. "And I think either would be insulted that you characterize them as defenseless. Now tiny Ted, he is defenseless."
Eve smiled, a sort of flick of her lips which seemed so casual, so insincere as to be almost indiscreet and made me feel embarrassed for her and ashamed of my success.
The careful dialogue skirting the facts and redecorating them to please her was a game I would never win. "I like women but I like them best on their backs with their legs spread. They both seemed willing to participate in the arrangement. Do you mean everyone knows about this arrangement in the neighborhood?"
"No. Why? Do you have your eye on someone else?"
"Just you, Ms. Covington. I want to know what it takes to get a Covington into bed."
"I would not know. I am no longer a Covington." She blushed a bit, the pinkish scarlet filling in behind the perfect makeup.
"Then I am confused because I was sure you introduced yourself that way."
The color increased and her eyes crinkled the smallest bit. "Well, yes, I did. My married name is Sawyer but I usually introduce myself as Covington . . . to avoid confusion."
"Don't you mean embarrassment? His business is failing, I have reason to believe. How long before he becomes Covington too?" This was just cruel and I regretted it almost the moment it was past of my lips.
But Eve merely nodded, finishing her drink. "You have pointed out my hypocrisy. I am Eve Sawyer. The Covington's will never provide me or my husband financial help in our time of need." She sat the cup down. "It was a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Gale. And no, your little transactions are not general knowledge and you can count on me to be discrete, for my friend's sake. Not yours. " She rose and was gone.
Before she was out of sight, the phone rang and my situation changed. Completely.
On the way back to the Strasbourg House, I called both Liza and Val and asked that they come to my house by noon the next day. I had some preparations and some business to follow up on and spent the rest of the day doing so.
Liza arrived first the next day and I opened the door for her. It was Wednesday and I had her money but was waiting to deliver it as expected on Thursday.
Liza stood at the door with an expectant look on her face. I was on the phone and she looked disappointed when I gestured her in and closed the door behind her and walked into the kitchen without her. I ended the call, preliminary travel arrangements and asked if she wanted tea or coffee. She took a cup of coffee and sat down.
In that moment, I felt nervous. I owned her body and she was there to give herself to me. I walked over and tipped her head back and kissed her hard on the lips. Hers remained closed though I touched them with my tongue a time or two. She appeared pleased when her eyes opened again, when I stepped away. I still had not thought of anything to say to her when the bell chimed again. That rescued me. What I had to say I wanted to say to both women so they could both be nervous and give me an immediate answer.
I answered the door and Val was there in a tube dress that left her shoulders bare and nothing to the imagination, cinching her full breasts out before her like a wave perfect for surfing. She presented me with her lips and I ran a hand up her leg to see if there were panties under the mini dress. She was bare. And wet. The walk over must have excited her as she imagined what was about to happen to her. Then she squeaked and jerked out of my arms as Liza appeared over my shoulder. Liza had cleared her throat. Val stepped away looking guiltily at the floor. I leaned into her. "I am fucking her, too, dear."
Val smiled a wan, almost sickly smile and stood waiting for me to move. I walked into the kitchen and she followed. Tension followed her and not the good, crackling sexual tension but just the tension you get when you stretch a rubber band, like when two women meet who are the current and former lover of the man in the room; that kind of tension. Liza sat down at the kitchen bar and I walked over to her and pulled her to her feet. I casually unbuttoned her blouse.
Liza wore a plain white—though see-through—blouse with a long skirt, ankle length that swished with the twitch of her hips when she walked. Her hands grasped and then caressed mine as I unbuttoned her blouse, revealing the white bra underneath. With a couple buttons still fastened at the bottom, I slipped my hands inside the blouse and unhooked the bra. I took loose the arm straps and removed the whole thing, leaving Liza sagging against the bar with her breasts exposed to the cool air framed in the open V of the white blouse.
Val stared, still standing at the entrance to the kitchen. I scooped one of Liza's breasts out of the blouse and sucked the nipple hard into my mouth. When I bit down, Liza cried out, arching her back against the bar, pressing her breast against my mouth. I immediately withdrew from her and went over to Val and pulled her into my arms and kissed her hard on the lips again. This time her lips were open and her tongue greeted me when I touched her lips and her mouth opened completely when my tongue entered her. Meanwhile, my hands found the hem of her skirt and when Val began to inhale, I broke the kiss and pulled up on the tube skirt. Her arms went over her head and it was off of her before she finished her breath. She wore no bra, so, except for the heels she wore, Val was completely naked.
"Would you like some coffee, Val?" I asked.
Flustered, aroused and naked, Val nodded because, I suspected, I had taken away her voice. She walked over to the kitchen table and sat down. Her heels clicked on the floor and the chair scraped in the silence. I handed her the coffee and returned to the sink, leaned against the counter and crossed my arms on my. Val had crossed her legs and hunched over her breasts. Liza had surreptitiously pulled her blouse together to cover her hers.
"Val, Liza. I got a call yesterday morning which might be of interest to you. You may not know but my business connections have given me very good access to very important, powerful and famous people throughout the world and many who are one or two but not all three which is sometimes inconvenient for them. One of them called me this morning and asked if I knew two women, white women, which is important since he is African—black as coal and chauvinist to the core. He wants a matching pair of white women, who would be willing to spend seven days on their backs with him. He suggested twins or at least sisters, but was willing to accept a Mother-daughter combination but I took that to just be complications to help him in our negotiations for your services."
I stopped, looking back and forth between the naked brown-haired woman and the redhead with her breasts showing. "I have met this gentleman once but I have never shared a woman with him though he has invited me several times. I asked him about the boundaries and he insisted that they should be willing to follow his imagination. I told him I would check and he gave me till one o'clock today. I thought of you. I think we can negotiate a very good deal for the pair of you which I would split with you and apply the remainder to your respective debts. Make no mistake, this man will challenge you. I have heard he likes fear and once he finds what you fear, he will demand that you go there, just to get you scared so he can fuck you in the midst of your terror. It is not the terror for your life, but just things that you are uncomfortable with. Like pain, for example or spiders or stripes and plaids together. I do not think he is a danger to either of you but he will be a challenge, perhaps a risk. What do you say?"
"What do you mean, 'what do you say'?" Val spat out. "You are telling me that two fucks and I am going to be handed off to some stranger like a rented car?"
I was going to get angry with her and scare her but Liza laughed so completely that Val smiled over at her, a bit irritated but more than a lot curious. "What?" She said.
"Reminds me of a joke, two really. A little kid and his mother is at the grocery store, in line behind a fat woman in the line. The fat ladies' phone begins to ring and the boy pushes back against his mother. 'Look out, Mom, she's backing up!" Liza stifled a laugh. "Another fat woman dressed in yellow dropped something while standing at the curb at the airport in the line for a taxi. When she bent over to pick it up, someone thought it was a cab and hopped in." Liza continued to laugh but finally stopped and wiped her eyes leaving her breasts free of the blouse. I stared at them and when she felt my eyes on her chest, she stopped chuckling altogether.
I looked at Valerie and we both shrugged at the same time. I guess you had to be there, wherever 'there' was, wherever Liza had gone.
Liza looked at Valerie. "Val. He owns us. I watched him fuck you last week. He fucked me like I have never been fucked Monday morning after I blew the collector who has you and Ted in a jam. Unless you are going to welch on the deal with Josh, this is an opportunity to put a dent in our bill. Let me tell you, Val, watching you made me so fucking hot. When Josh pled no contest and threw me out because you fucked him to death, I was pissed at him. I wanted his cock if not right then, then certainly later when he recovered but he refused till the contract was signed. Trust comes from doing what you say you will do or asking for exceptions when you can't . . . ." Whatever else Liza was going to say, something stopped her. She turned to me and her mouth was open wider than her eyes but just barely.
"You knew you were going to own us before we even signed, didn't you? Why else would someone call you for two white women to fuck their away across the country unless they already knew? He called because you have let it be known that you would have pussy for sale! You son of a bitch . . .!"
"I knew I was going to own someone." I said but that darkened the red rising in Liza's cheeks so, not knowing what to say, I said nothing.
I could see the anger rising in Liza and fought the urge to try to stem it. Surprisingly, Val stood up, completely naked and walked over to where Liza was a standing by the bar and put her hands on Liza's breasts and pinched the nipples. That stopped Liza; the flush vanished immediately to be replaced by a pasty paleness. Liza did not speak and stopped moving and stopped breathing. Val still had hold of her nipples. For a solid minute, the two women stared at each other then abruptly, Valerie squeezed harder and when Liza winced and closed her eyes, Val said softly, "You watched him fuck me? I think I should have the same opportunity, don't you?"



Liza did not respond.
Val kissed Liza full on the mouth. Liza's eyes opened and for a moment she was goggle-eyed but then she quit looking at me and turned her attention to the beautiful woman kissing her. Her eyes closed, a hand came up to clasp Val's head and then the kiss matured and Liza opened her mouth. I could tell by the way Val moved her head that they were tasting each other deeply and thoroughly.
Val raised a hand and placed it fully over one of Liza's boobs. Liza shivered, shaking at Val's commanding touch and then, when she regained control of herself, she ran her free hand which had dangled at her side while she was being kissed, up Val's leg to her hip. Liza turned her palm up and pressed it against Val's pubis and pressed her hand into Val's pussy, stroking the other woman with palm and fingers. Val broke the kiss and tried to step away but Liza moved both hands to her breasts and pinched them both, hard. Val screamed and stopped moving, her head falling back on her neck as though she were going to faint.
I stepped in behind Val, ran my hands up to her breasts and freed them from Liza's pinching fingers. My cock was hard so when Val pressed her bare ass against me, she felt the prong against her cheeks. She immediately bent forward, placing her head on Liza's shoulder and her arms around the redhead's waist. "Fuck me." Val hissed.
Usually I do not take orders but I made an exception. I dropped my pants, freed my cock and snuggled it into the crease of her ass. She went up on tip toes and I crouched a bit. Val used one of her hands to catch the tip of my cock and press it into the folds of her pussy which by then wept with joy. She pressed backwards and my cock slide into her body part way. She arched her back, unable to arch it as extremely as Liza but enough to let her fuck me standing up. Arching her ass pulled it off my cock and when she straightened her spine, her cunt slammed down onto my cock with such force that it penetrated her completely to the root. I locked an arm around her waist and held her in that position. Val had her hands on Liza's waist as Liza leaned in to kiss her lips.
"Wait." I said, gritting my teeth around the word. "I need to know if I can sell your cunts to this guy or not." I wheezed as I spoke because all the rest of my body wanted to pull my cock from Val's body and slam it hard back into her. Then I did, just once; self-denial in such a situation is just silly. Val groaned and dropped her head. "I need to fuck you girls, together, today, so you can get used to each other. I should likely take your asses as well because I suspect this African lion is going to have your both on your knees a lot of the time for all manner of purposes. But I have to call him . . . " I glanced at the clock, "in twenty minutes. You can say no or yes. It makes no difference to me. I have to be gone the next two weeks anyway so it will not change anything here." I pulled out and fucked my cock back into Val again. She took a step forward and I felt Liza's breasts on my arm. With my other free arm, I reached up and pulled Liza's blouse off her shoulders but since the bottom buttons were still fastened, it simply fell off her shoulders and hung about her waist.
I pulled out and slammed my cock into Val once more and stopped. "I have to know what you two want to do." I panted. I wanted to fuck so badly, I almost eschewed the whole deal but it had long term implications for my commitment to my sister so I forced myself to hold still while Val's cunt gently seethed and writhed around my cock. I pulled my arms free and grasped her waist and pulled her back hard onto my cock. She was on tippy toes and then she relaxed her feet and the weight of her body fell on my cock. That two inches made so much sensual difference! Val shrieked and fell completely into Liza's arms, head turned and laying on Liza's bare shoulder. I crouched to release the pressure of the angle on my cock. I pulled at her hips sealing us together. Her cunt bit down on me and I thought I would come right then.
Smack! Liza slapped the side of my face, hard. I saw stars for a moment. "I said, pull out of her or we will never get this settled. Go stand over there by the fucking sink. Then, when we get this settled, you have to put that cock in my pussy!" Liza spoke with a high, strained voice, but her eyes were on Val's head laying on her shoulder.
Again I took orders, though I was not subservient in doing so. I backed away from Val's perfect ass and let me cock drip free. I staggered back, shuffling with my pants about my ankles and leaned against the cold sink counter. For a moment, I stared at Val's distended pussy, clearly visible between the parted cheeks of her ass. Then she straightened and like that, they were gone. She straightened with Liza's help. Liza's hands turned her so she faced me. Liza pulled Val back against her own bare breasts. Val turned her head and Liza found her lips in a very awkward kiss because she was shorter than Val by six inches. Val sort of sagged against her while Liza stood on tiptoes to kiss her.
"Okay, that is enough, you two. Break it up for a minute." After a hesitation, their lips parted. Liza tweaked Val's tits and then she gave her a shove towards one of the bar stools. Liza, herself, took a seat on a kitchen chair. She still wore her dress, draped about the cliff of her round hips and ass.
"Val, Liza, are you two willing to have sex with each other while someone watches? Are you willing to fuck a stranger?"
"Isn't that what we have been doing?" Val asked in a dazed voice. Then she slowly shook her head. "I did not know that sex could be like this!" She muttered.
"Hey, listen!" I clapped my hands, then felt stupid standing at the sink with my pants around my ankles and took them off. "We have to decide. And understand, if you fuck it up, you may never get another chance. You'll be stuck fucking for hundred bucks a crack whenever I get the urge. Fuck this up and no one else will want you. Do it right and you could be in easy demand."
"Do you really think this is going to be worth less than five hundred a pop, particularly with both of us?" Val asked, finally beginning to get her eyes to focus on me.
"He is not going to be fucking us," Liza said softly. "The contract is with him but he is going to sell us to his other clients." Liza looked at me with steady, unreadable eye. "He has a lot of money backing him up and he is going to use it to fuck all of us, the whole community. Isn't that right, Mr. Gale? You are starting a hooker club and you came here to recruit all of us. I bet you know the position that everyone of us is in with their mortgage. Somehow you know how the covenant is designed and that Holdingsfield is in real serious danger. Mr. Gale, here, is simply taking advantage of our stupidity and giving us a way out besides losing everything and having to crawl back to our respective families." Liza nodded. "Isn't that right, Mr. Gale?"
I stared at her. The idea that I wanted them for hookers had not occurred to me but it had some rational sense to it. A smoke screen which would allow me to use them all while I worked on the main issue. Having a plausible reason to do what you do which disguises or obscures a true intention possessed some value for me, for us.
I shrugged. "Well, yes. Sort of. I would like to tell you that I have an ongoing operation and that you would be just a couple options but in fact this whole idea just occurred to me after I moved here. " Only a small lie; I should have said 'came' here but the difference was unimportant. "Look, when I scouted this place, I investigated the people here and nearly went someplace else because all of you are on the edge of losing everything. I hatched this plot to buy your bodies as part of an idea I got listening to a bunch of couples talking at a dinner party. The women were saying that they wanted to have women they could give to their men so they could relax about losing them to the sex piranhas out there. But not hookers, they wanted women of means and standing that would seem natural and right to be found on their knees sucking on their husband's cock. That way they would not be embarrassed or humiliated because their husband had no standards. They were drunk. They told their husbands they would let them fuck another man's wife if he promised to keep it to just other married women. That reduced the risk of losing them, the wives said." I was scatting, and felt like a jazzman lost in the midst of a concerto.
"We would be hookers, then." Val said with distaste.
"Christ, Val, would you have been nude sitting in this kitchen if you did not owe this guy money?"
Val shrugged.
I had to say something. I actually had not considered the 'hooker' angle and the call about them from the Prince was happenstance and off-hand. He was telling me he was in the country and wondering if I wanted to 'share'. The thing about the 'two white women' arose by accident and my potential interest in providing him just such a diversion arose naturally. I did not want Val and Liza to know that, though. The deeper the conspiracy to sell their pussy on the market, the less likely they or the others would douse my actual purpose.
"The life you both have known to this point is over. That is true for most of the women in this little community. Either their businesses are failing or the concerns they work for are in the process of figuring out how to dismiss them as cheaply as possible. In a year, none of you will have the means to keep the life you have known till now the way you have known it, unless something changes. I can change it, some, enough perhaps to give you and your friends some time, time to find a way out of the mess that has flooded into your lives. I offer this as an alternative. If you want to proceed, I will make the call. If not, you need to decide what the rest of your life is going to look like."
Val nodded, listening. "We are out of time." She glanced at Liza. "Liza, we have been friends a long time and I presume you never fucked my husband and I never laid down for whasisname. I would you be willing to go on a sex trip with you. I would never go alone but it might be sort of fun with the two of us. But no pain." He glanced at me.
Liza nodded. "No marks, Val. I think you are going to get spanked tonight again. I know I am. They will want to do the same, particularly you once I tell them how much you love to be fucked after you are spanked."
Val stared at Liza for a moment then half smiled and nodded. "No marks. Everything else? Tied up and fucked? Ass? Mouth? Air tight? Doing each other? What about dildos and vibrators?"
"Yes. All of it." Liza said. She looked at me. "Tell your African friend you have two very good candidates to take care of his salacious needs while he is in the US."
I looked at Val and she nodded, though she was sweating and her eyes were bright. "Fine." I dialed the phone and got Prince Myuea Entarrea. I told him that I could set him up. "Friday. You pay the tickets. Right, I'll email the names in a moment." I hung up. "Sold." I said softly.
For a moment, no one spoke. Liza stood up and unbuttoned the last buttons on her dangling blouse and let it drop to the floor. She unfastened the long dress and let it fall down her white, white legs. Then she was like Val, naked but for high heels. She looked at Val. "We need to be clear, the three of us. Our long term objective is to see every woman in this community fuck for money. Right?" As she spoke, she stepped out of the dress and then struck a pose with legs open and hands on her enormous hips. She looked pointedly at Val. "That means that we are going to lie to our friends till Joshua here can manage to get their legs pried open and his very healthy cock firmly in place in our collective cunts. We are going to help and as he initiates each one, they will become willing and active conspirators in ensnaring everyone else. Right?" She looked around the room, that is to say, at Val and I, defiantly.
"You are shitting me." Val said. She looked over at me. "Is that what you have in mind? Turn this place into community of hookers?" She seemed aghast.
"Very well paid hookers?" I said, making it a question. I felt an odd elation, the sense that something right was happening but I could have no pride in it because I sincerely had not thought of it. I started down this road with the, now obvious, delusion that I would be able to ensnare each woman and keep that entrapment totally secret from the others. Curious how such an obvious idiocy could be so easily overlooked but I could plead pussy intoxication and familial revenge. Either should be sufficient to impose that sort of 'invisible gorilla' blindness. Very human of me, but I was not comforted. What else had I missed in my rush to help my sister? Such a humanitarian I was, staring at the two sexual women waiting to be sexually used and then passed off to a mere acquaintance. I shook my head, nonplussed in the most complex, ironic of ways.
Liza walked over to where Val was perched on the bar stool, took Val's face between her hands and kissed her on the lips. Liza held the kiss till Val opened her mouth and their tongues touched, which was when one of Val's hand rose up and cupped Liza's very large breast. Liza backed off. "We are all pretenders of one sort or another. Each of us has some connection to high society but this is not high society. We are not high society. We skirt the edges and play act for those too poor, busy or ignorant to tell the difference. Eve is about the only one but she would rather fuck a camel than go crawling back to her family. She is nearly as desperate right now as we are. And the husbands? The husbands are all philandering pricks or gay, open or repressed it makes little difference. Ted sold you without a second thought, do you think anyone else who wears a cock in their trousers would be any different?"
"John Sawyer would."
"Yes, John Sawyer is a great guy. So look at it the other way, would you fuck him? I would and this way I can do it while Eve watches. I want to be fucked with you watching so bad my pussy is melting right now. But if I understand our prick in the corner over there, his claim to fame with his peers in the world of professional pussy will be our kisses. We are going to be the real thing, the genuine article, women who fuck for money, kiss and cum. Right now Evie is so scared I bet they have not fucked in months. This prick will help that. And Val, you cannot think that anyone has had the sex you had the other day? At least what I saw made me not merely wet but jealous. You are lucky you did not have a cunt stuck to your face."
They both looked at me. I shrugged and grinned. "Truthfully, I want to find the most interesting sexual dream you each have and match you with the man—or men—who would make that dream come true. This is a shitty situation for everyone here. I am taking the long view, that real estate values will recover. I want to own as much as I can but if the covenant gets violated, this place will not be worth a tenth of what it is today and I lose everything. I want both, to make a profit and make you and all your friends while fulfilling your sexual dreams. Not fantasies, mind you; dreams. The dreams of what sex would be like if the world was perfect. Give me that opportunity and I will keep you in a place to live till this crisis passes and then I will profit from owning both you and your property. But to do this, I have to satisfy each of you as you sign the contracts or eventually, the others will have no immediate inducement to join you on your knees. The demand for pussy of your caliber is there, but filling the demand will increase the demand. And it will demand quality and clear representation. We are not an S&M club."
"And yet, we will need to obey you." Liza said.
"Sounds like S&M to me. Or, I guess, Submission and Domination, really." She shivered. "I am not sure I like this."
"I need to understand your sexual needs so I can pair you with the correct people but I also need to be able to extend your concept of your own sexuality, always with the idea that I will be extending your pleasure, increasing your capacity for sexual gratification."
Val shook her head. "It still seems . . . . " She shook her head again, more violently.
"But Val, we have to obey him." Liza said. "When we bring the others in, they will watch us. We have to learn to be the prefect woman . . . I am avoiding the word but what I mean is that we need to be the perfect slaves, obedient in all things and not merely eager but excited and eager, wet and eager to do as we are told but with the provision that we obey the spirit of this agreement and not the letter only. When we have the opportunity to extend our definition of our sexuality, we do so. Are you getting what I am saying?"
Val nodded. "You are saying that since we are selling our asses on the open market, everyone should. Then no one will look down on us."
Liza shrugged. "And we get to keep our houses."
Valerie squinted at Liza. "You are thinking something else. I can tell when you get all hyper-reasonable, you are hiding the thing that makes it work for you. Spit it out."
Lisa blushed hard. "Well, come on, Val! Haven't you ever wondered what anyone else looks or sounds like when they have an orgasm? We are going to help this man fuck all of our friends which will lessen our own degradation and make us all equally fucked." Liza smiled but then sobered. "If we do not help him, if we are not successful, then we will all lose everything and end up crawling back to our families and asking for help like street people, which we would be. We'd never live that down and you know it!"
Valeried nodded. "Do we have to call it 'hooking' though?"
"How but investment?" I suggested. "A fucking investement?" The two women looked at each other, smiled nodded and then looked back at me.
Sounds too good to be true, I thought. They have talked themselves into doing what I wanted them to do for perfectly plausible reasons, or at least fig leaf good reasons. I pointed at Liza. "My dear, is there something you would like to have in your mouth right now or do you want to keep talking?"
Liza did not hesitate but walked over, knelt and took my cock deep into her mouth. She sucked till it had resumed its erect status, talking had wilted it. Liza stood up. She extended a hand to Val. "Come along. We need to practice for Friday." Liza led Val back to the master bedroom. I sent a couple emails and joined them. When I arrived, Liza had Val lying on the side of the bed, legs over the side. Liza was bent at the waist and had her mouth firmly planted on Val's pussy. While I watched, Val lifted her legs and with each hand, pulled them broader, wider to accommodate the woman eating her out. My cock sprang to attention at the sight and I walked behind Liza and began to caress her hips. My fingers descended into her pussy from front and behind. I put fingers from each hand and each direction into her pussy. Liza widened her stance but did not lift her head. Val groaned for the first time and I watched her head flap to one side, her eyes clinched tightly closed. I crouched behind Liza and guided my hard cock to the entrance of her cunt.
Liza lifted her head, "Yes! Fuck me! Put your hard cock into me!" Val's head came up and she put a hand to the back of Liza's head and forced it back to the lips of her pussy, either for the contact or so she could see what I was doing. She held her head up as I began to press my cock into Liza's pussy. Liza arched her back and then quickly straightened it, slamming her cunt back onto my cock. I grabbed her hips and pulled free, found her kissing cunt again and pressed through the resistance once more. She was tenderly tight!



Holding tight onto Liza's hips, I thrust into her, hard. She rocked with this blow and had to hold tight to Val's legs to keep from being dislodged from her position. She lifted her face and began to spear her tongue into the pussy before her. Val dropped back to the bed but soon craned her neck again to watch me fuck Liza. I felt the first shimmer of orgasm and I picked up pace. Liza sensed it and began to arch and straighten her back over and over, faster and faster while my cock thrust ever deeper into her body. I was pulling at her hips and then I was coming. I flopped forward over her back and took both tits in my hands and mashed them against her body, pinching the nipples and pulling her whole body hard onto my cock as I came inside her. Finally, exhausted, I was still. I stood up and staggered to the bed just as Val began to shake. I reached out and pinched her nipples and she exploded her body thrashing and quivering. Since she was not fully on the bed, she could not arch her pussy at Liza but she tried, wagging her hips up and down over the edge of the bed while Liza tried to maintain contact between Val's bubbling pussy and her mouth.
When Val lay still, Liza stood up and staggered, drunk on her feet. She regained composure and came to the bed but instead of mounting it, she began to lick our mixed cum off of my crotch and cock. By the time my cock began to respond to the attention, Val had recovered and was sitting up, watching Liza's mouth as she alternately took me into her throat and sucked me with her lips.
"Jesus, it is unbelievable to watch someone suck cock. I never knew." Val said softly. I turned to her and kissed her gently on the lips but she was having none of that. She kissed me with her whole mouth, sucking at my lower lip and then my tongue when I brought it into play. She got on her knees and kissed me down onto my back on the bed while Liza sucked my cock. The conjunction of the two feelings thrilled me and electrified my body.
I slid towards the middle of the bed. Val and Liza's mouths both followed me. By then my cock was well stimulated and hard. I felt Val tap Liza on the head, felt it through her lips and teeth. Val pulled the pillow from under me and threw a leg over me. She took hold of my cock, directed it at her pussy and hooked the tip with her entrance. She spread her knees and slammed down on me with all of her weight. She rode me to a thundering orgasm in about two minutes. Hers. When she came, her fingers gripped my shoulders and she pulled on me and then fell nearly lifeless down on top of me. She stretched her legs out behind her and before she could even relax, I rolled her over onto her back. Liza lay down beside me, on her side and watched as I began to fuck Val from on top.
I rose up on my arms and hammered my cock into Val's mushy cunt. The bed moved beneath us, Val rode the mattress but her body did not move. Her eyes were closed. Her hands were flung over her head, lying between the rungs of the headboard. I bent and kissed each breast and still got no reaction. Since she seemed to be spent, I leaned over Liza's tits and chased the nipple with my lips till I found it. She screeched when I bit down too hard. I apologized and sucked and licked it for a while and then moved to kiss Liza on the mouth. She greeted me with lips and tongue, face still messy with Val's moisture. I kissed her hard and I thought I would come with the duel feeling of her open mouth and Val's weeping cunt beneath me. Kissing one woman while your cock is in another is . . . is . . . just fucking great!
I changed position and pulled Val lower on the bed. I saw Liza watching the shift and immediately knew what she was thinking. She had a hand between her come soaked legs, stroking her crushed cunt. I pulled Val further down the bed and then looped arms under her knees and lifted her body up, sitting back to do so, clearing Val's torso. With her legs over my shoulders, I began to lift Val's body and drop it off my cock.
Liza got on her knees and bent to kiss Val's breasts, a perfunctory suck on each that still made Val twitch like a current passing through her body. Liza moved to Val's lips and while I continued to fuck Val's pussy, Liza penetrated her lips with her tongue, holding Val's head with both hands. Liza sucked at Val's lips and tongue and when Val arched away from her, releasing her face to grab hold of the headboard to help with my fucking motion, Liza swung a leg over Val's face, placed knees by her arms and planted her pussy on Val's mouth. Val's head disappeared and I could no longer tell what was happening. Liza leaned forwards, grasping Val's arms. Val struggled to free her arms and for a while, Liza fought her. Then, finally, Val got both hands free and rather than opposing Liza, placed them on Liza's ample buttocks and began to maneuver the woman around on her face. All the while, I continued to fuck Val's splashing pussy.
In very short order, Liza was slamming at Val's face with her cunt, holding onto the headboard for balance. Liza was making all sorts of sounds which simply cannot be classified except as 'sex sounds', all woven around chorus of 'fuck, fuck, fuck' which sounded about right for the score. As her voice ran up the octaves, Val put her hands in front of Liza's legs so she could reach up and grasp Liza's breasts. Val must have known what was coming because right when Liza's orgasm arrived, Val began to pinch and twist those huge breasts and Liza came and came and came till she fell over like a cut fir tree. She flopped and I feared she would roll right off the bed.
Val wiped the copious juice off her face and hunched her ass up at me, reaching for me with her hands. I changed position and lay down on her, releasing my crying legs so they could stretch out. I lay on Val and kissed her dank face and mouth. Her mouth was open. She shook my lips lose and said, "Never ... eaten ... woman ... out ... before." She panted into my ear. "'specially . . . one. . . oh, god . . . full . . . of . . . cum!" She grunted as I pierced her again.
I reached down to her ass and gripped her butt, pulling her onto my cock, then rising and slamming back into her body. She grunted at first and then as the pace increased and my plowing gained intensity, she began to mewl and whine and then she was calling 'yes, yes, yes' in time with my falling ass. Each time I would release her butt, letting it fall and then I would pull on it hard, cramming my cock into her body. Her legs lifted and the tension in her body synchronized with mine and I began to come as her body shook and shook and shook under me. And like the end of a storm, I collapsed. Immediately I rolled to the side and became wedged between Val and Liza. They adjusted to give me room and then all three of us relaxed back onto the bed, wordlessly panting.
"Fuck a duck." Val whispered.
"Fuck me." I said.
"What's that great line from Fight Club? I have not been fucked like that since grade school?" Liza said, then chortled, hiding her face against me. "I was thirteen when I got fucked the first time. I had tits showing at ten and everything went haywire after that, once I discovered sex, life stopped. Once love caught up, I think I forgot that sex could be like this!"
Val got up and went to the bathroom to get wash cloths and a towel. She cleaned herself and then came over and cleaned Liza, chin to shin and then licked my tired cock before giving up and cleaning me. We lay down together and slept for a couple hours, naked, covered by the light sheet. I was not done with them but I needed some time. Based on the morning, they would have no difficulty with the Prince.
I woke to the luscious feeling of a mouth on my cock and the sound of her humming 'Blow the Man Down' which would have made me laugh if she had not sucked hard on my cock and pulled it deep into her throat. My eyes were closed and I thought about trying to guess who it was when Liza spoke from somewhere in the room, answering the question before I could muster any thought to address it.
"Up and at 'em!" Liza said. "Ass time. Who wants to go first? Me or Val?"
"I opened my eyes and found Val laying across the bed with my cock in her mouth, massaging the tip with her throat while Liza was running a hand up her legs to the V. Val fought to pull her head off my cock and then was on her hands and knees.
"Quit it!" She said. "I was in the middle of a very nice blow job!"
"Your ass or mine, first, my dear?" Liza revealed that she had a tube of lube in her hand which she had located in my cabinet.
Val looked up at me. "Who do you want to bugger first?" She looked so eager I almost took her just because. But I hesitated.
"You all need to know how to fuck and suck. Val, Liza already ate you out, I think it is your turn to eat her." Liza's head jerked up and her eyes widened as she stared at me. "On your knees, Valerie; time to take it up the ass." Just saying that made me hard. I love the ass so much I avoided it. Just because I always shot in two seconds, not really enough time to know if I really liked it not.
Val was in position, flopped over a stack of pillows in the middle of the bed. Liza squeezed out lube and began to run her finger into Val's ass. Val's tan ass lifted as Liza's index finger was pressed into the little hole. Val dropped her head and began to mutter something over and over again. The deeper Liza's finger went, the louder her voice became till I could discern her words.
"Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass. Fuck my ass." Val chanted.
Liza shoved her finger all the way to the knuckled and the pulled it. Val spread her knees which pulled her ass apart. Liza rubbed lube on my cock and then went to clean her fingers. By the time she had returned, I had begun to rub Val's ass. Liza moved into position where her pussy spread like a roast chicken before Val's face. Val began to kiss her legs, up and back, getting closer and closer to the pussy. When I poked a finger into her ass, Val slumped forward and covered Liza's pussy with her mouth and began to suck. Her hands grabbed the redhead's ass and held her in place. Liza, half sitting, was trying to bob her ass with the fucking motion she could accomplish with her gracefully swayed back. When Val added a hand to her mouth's attack on Liza's pussy, Liza dropped like a rock and began to flex her ass at Val's mouth.
I had been watching and sort of lost focus till Val pressed her body against my finger and some of my finger entered into her body via her ass hole. I felt her relax some and pressed my finger in deeper, pressing steadily as she relaxed and let me in. The lube spread into her ass and when I pulled out my finger, I heard a small pop. I rose up behind her, my cock hard and smeared some lube onto it from Val's ass where Liza had put a dollop or so for future reference. I was just getting ready for the first push when Val pressed her ass back forcefully. The head of my cock penetrated her ass hole. She lifted her head and squealed, her chant having become a hum in Liza's cunt.
I took a good hold on her hips and then pressed forward, holding her body still before me. I felt her giving way, begrudging me the ass plowing but not refusing me. Half way into her ass, I stopped. Val lifted her head from Liza's pussy and said, "He is in my ass." Then returned to eating the redhead.
Liza struggled to sit up, curling her body around Val's head so she could see. There was not much to see. Finally, she disentangled completely and stood up, moving down Val's body, trailing fingers on Val's skin till she stood looking at my cock partially stuck into Val's ass. Val turned her head, trying to look back at me. I pressed forward and she pressed back and I went further in. Liza rubbed more lube on what showed of my cock. I pressed again and Val met me. Then I began to pull out and she leaned forward till I was at the door of her ass again, then together we began to press my cock into her ass. Her head was down as she pressed. We pressed steadily and completely till I was rooted all the way into her body. Rooted. I like that expression. I also liked the phrase 'fucking your ass' or as Val was chanting, 'you are fucking my ass' over and over again as though she did not quit believe it but she did. I think she loved the sound of the announcement, it was for her like the phrase 'Christmas is here' is for children. Then Liza reached between Val's legs and began to rub her pussy. I pulled out but Val held still, her hips trembled. I shoved my cock into her faster and she grunted, wordless and quiet now, stilled by concentration. The way smoothed as her ass relaxed.
I gained momentum and began to stroke into her ass. She was tight, firm, like the pussy right at the beginning, wound and taut. Val bounced from knee to knee, widening her stance. I leaned on her as I pulled out and reached for her breasts, grabbing her nipples. Her head came up and she made a sound from deep in her throat. I could feel Liza rubbing her crotch. I moved a hand into Val's crotch to see what Liza was doing and found her rubbing the clit with her palm and a single finger planted deep in Val's pussy. Double penetration. I pinched her one nipple hard and grasped her ass and began to churn and chug, pumping my cock into and out of her ass while Liza thrumbed her from below. Val's head came up and she was coming when I bottomed out in her ass and came with her. Surprised, I stayed clamped in her ass as the pressure held to my cock. My ass jolted till I was sure I was empty and then I tumbled away from her onto the bed. Val screamed and collapsed. Liza withdrew her hands and stood staring at us with a bemused but satisfied look on her face.
Without a word, she got towels and cleaned us both. She used good anti-bacterial wash on my cock and then something for taste and began to suck me. After a while, I rose to the stimulation, against expectation. I felt raw, used up. But I got hard. She spanked my hips and said, "Now fuck her."
I was surprised because I thought she would want a ride but I did as she suggested and moved over Val's leg, between them. She opened them, languidly, opening her eyes and looking at me through the long lashes. She smiled as I got into position. Then Liza took hold of my cock and pressed it against Val's pussy. It blossomed and I sank all the way into Valerie in one complete but very leisurely stroke. When I hit bottom, she shrieked and came, kicking Liza away and wrapping her legs around my waist. Her hands found me and pulled my mouth to hers and she kissed me while her cunt hammered at me from below. Then she spasmed, throwing her head back and screaming loud and long. I do not know what happened but something did. I looked over and realized that Liza, the little minx, had insinuated her hand between Val's legs and shoved a finger up the woman's ass just as I penetrated her with my cock. Val came and came, bucking and shaking, her hands fluttering about my head and shoulders but seemingly unable to hold onto anything. When she lay still, I moved off of her and my erection disappeared. There was always tomorrow.
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Chapter 5
Reinvestment and training
Liza and Val had arrived in my house together, at the front door by ten in the morning. We reviewed the travel arrangements to the airport—I was leaving at the same time so we would share a ride. I had some notes from the Prince about their clothing and such things they would likely wish to have along, like garters and swimming suits or favorite dildos. We sat at the table and mapped out the trip; New York, New Orleans, Las Vegas, Seattle over eight days which sounded tiring but not with a private plane. They would meet him in New York. They were excited but I kept it formal and low key. We had everything worked out by noon when I informed them that they were not leaving till Monday. At first they seemed to be disappointed which was a good thing but I had an alternative for them.
"Ladies, this gives us a chance to further your training so the Prince will not be expanding your, ah parameters. Too far, I mean." I smiled. Both women fell silent and were staring at me. I shrugged. "Val, Liza got to watch you be fucked. I think it is your turn. To watch, I mean." They exchanged looks. "Oh, and Liza, Val has been fucked in the ass, your turn on that score too." I said. Liza's look was priceless, a sort of eager shock which morphed into fearful anticipation. Liza licked her lips. "Val, do you think you can sit and watch me ravish the redhead?"
Val now nodded, smiled and nodded again. Liza regarded her with mouth open, aghast.
"Follow me." I walked up to the bedroom; they followed. Once in the bedroom, I turned to Liza and smiled. "Liza, my dear, time to strip." I gestured towards the easy chair and Val sat down, crossing her legs. I went past Liza to Val, bent over and kissed her on the lips. "I may need your help in a moment, my dear. Will you help?"
Val looked up at me without lifting her head, using only her eyes. Then she nodded.
I turned back to the bed; Liza was nude standing next to bed. "Get on the bed, on your knees, holding onto the headboard." I said softly.
"What? No kiss?"
I stepped up to her and grabbed her by the hair so fast she only had time to widen her eyes. I tilted her head and pressed my mouth over hers and kissed her hard, pressing her lips against her teeth till she opened her mouth. I thrust my tongue into her mouth, deep and fast, running it along the roof of her mouth. I pulled away and let go of her hair. "Get on the bed." I hissed.
Liza hesitated for moment and then backed to the bed and climbed aboard. She assumed the position, grasping the metal bars of the headboard and then dropped her head between her arms. Her white body looked like porcelain. I went to the closet and took out an old, well-worn belt. I walked over to Liza. "I am going to turn your ass red and then I am going to fuck you. There is only one question: Do I need to bind you to the bed?"
Liza looked around and saw the belt. Fear flashed in her eyes. She turned away. "You better tie me," she said in a small voice.
I found the cuffs and put them on her wrists and clicked them onto the latticework of the headboard. She watched me hook her up. The fear was gone from her eyes, replaced by a feverish excitement. "Back up." Liza shuffled backwards on the bed on her knees till her arms stretched beyond her head. I lifted the belt and brought it down on her exposed ass, across both cheeks. It cracked as it hit her flesh and a red bar appeared on her skin. She squealed and tried to move towards the head of the bed but suspended and stretched as she was, she could not move easily. I hit her again, harder. I glanced at Val, she was staring at me.
"Not so hard." Val said, when my eyes met her. I walked over to her tapping my hand with the folded belt. I leaned down and put my face in front of hers. "Perhaps you would like to beat her for me? Perhaps you would like to turn her ass red?"
Val hesitated and I walked over to the bed and lay the leather onto Liza's ass again. This time she screamed for I hit her very, very hard. The mark on her ass was angry scarlet. Liza jerked around to look at me but her eyes held mine for a moment. I lay a hand gently on the divide of her ass and stroked downwards till I felt the cilia of her red hair about her pussy. I touched her lips and she grunted, her eyes closed and she turned back to the head board and dropped her head. I hit her again, but not so hard. I knew about the Prince. But I did not want to bruise her. I hit her again low on the thighs, marking them both. Liza shuddered but now she was quiet, the shock and surprise was over and now she was feeling the pain.
"Wait. I will." Val said softly.
I nodded, smiled and handed her the belt. She wore a short skirt with a cream blouse and matching jacket with garters which the skirt did not begin to cover. She looked like a classy hooker, one with money to put to the wardrobe and a taste for clothes shopping rather than fashion. Val took the belt and fit it into her hand. She turned to Liza's marked ass. She put the belt across Liza's shoulders but lightly, carefully. She hit her several more times but left no marks.
"Her ass." I said softly.
Val turned and looked at me and obeyed. Again, she hit the woman bound before her but again, not hard.
"Not hard enough." I said louder. "Harder."
Val bowed her head and struck Liza again but still not loud enough to crack. I rose and walked up behind her. I slipped a hand under her skirt and between her legs, pressing into her crotch. I pressed my hand against her cunt and found it wet. With the other hand, I reached around her and grasped one of her breasts very tightly. She squeaked. Liza's head lifted and she turned her glassy eyes to look at us.
I leaned into Val. "Have you been fucking your husband, Valerie?" I asked softly. She shook her head. "You know your husband is going to have to fuck someone, don't you?" I whispered. Val nodded. "I am going to send Liza here, to your house tomorrow or Saturday and have her fuck little Ted. Now, Valerie, I want you to make her ass red. This woman is going fuck your husband, please remember that."
The next few minutes led to Liza's screaming. Her ass turned red and Val was panting and sweating. "Be careful, Valerie, next time it is going to be your turn and it could very easily be Liza who stands behind you." She lightened up and finally I took the belt from her hands and pointed to the chair.
I walked up beside Liza and ran a hand down her sweating, swaying body. She flinched as I touched the welts on her legs, buttocks and back. Her ass moved side to side and then she would flex her back and it would rise up. I pulled at her knee and widened her stance. When I touched her pussy she moaned. She was running with fluid. I took some on my finger and sniffed it. It was her honest response to the beating. I put the finger to Liza's lips and she sucked it between her lips, sucking the moisture off of it. I leaned forward and whispered into her ear. "I am going to send you to little Ted tomorrow. You will fuck him and keep a tally of what he asks you to do. Do it all. I will subtract it off your balance. If you accept half, I will add the whole amount onto Val's balance, if not, then I will add only my half to her balance and you get credit for the whole amount. What would you prefer."
"I'll take half." She panted.
"Do you want me to fuck you?"
Liza's head bobbed like I was offering her a million dollars. I walked over to stand in front of Valerie. Her brown hair was mussed, out of place and her eyes looked haunted and dark. She still panted from her exertions. "Do you want me to fuck her for you?" I said softly.
Valerie's eyes skipped past to me to Liza. I wanted to see Liza's face but did not turn to look but remained focused on Val's eyes. Finally she refocused on me and nodded.
I nodded. "Come remove my clothes. Each time you remove something, you kiss her somewhere, till I say stop."
Val looked at me. "That's stupid." She muttered.
I leaned down and put my face close to hers. "You will be serving a prince. He will expect to obeyed and if he is not . . . "
"What?"
I shook my head. "If he is unhappy, you may be discounted." I smiled.
Val stood up and pushed me a step back. She took me by the shoulders and turned me till I was facing the direction Liza faced, parallel with the bed. She unbuttoned my white oxford shirt. Clothes are a mystery to me and I let someone else dress me—well, not literally but they determine my style and since I have little or no opinion, anyone with an opinion is likely to get a hearing. Left to myself I am quite boring when it comes to fashion.
As she neared the button just above the belt on my shorts, I wore white cargo shorts, she slowed. I watched her eyes. My cock twitched at the proximity of her hands. She unfastened the last visible button of the shirt and began to pull it out from where it was tucked into the shorts. Finally, she unbuttoned the shorts button and released the tension. The shirt easily pulled free. The back of her hand brushed the head of my erect, cloth-covered cock, smearing a bit of the dampness onto the back of her hand. She stopped, lifted that smeared hand to her lips and kissed then licked it, sniffing as she did so. Val's eyes never left mine. She ran her hands up the center of my stomach to my chest, flexing over my smooth, hairless skin. She cupped my deltoids, what my sister called my 'man boobs' with full mockery. She rubbed each nipple between her thumb and finger. She ran each hand to my shoulder and smoothed my shirt off each shoulder. My skin came alive under her light touch and for a moment I thought about taking her, fast and hard but I restrained that urge.
Val pulled the shirt down my arms and off, letting it fluttered to the bedroom floor. I looked at Liza. The redhead was watching us like a cat watches a mouse just before a fatal pounce. Val walked to her and licked at the sweat on her near ass cheek, then kissed the fiery red ass.
Liza moaned.
Val returned to me and unzipped the shorts and shucked them off my waist. They dropped down my legs. Val knelt and lifted each foot to remove the shorts. She rose, went to Liza and sat on the bed with her back to Liza. She slid down the side of the bed till her shoulders were perched on the edge, then she slid under Liza's body till her face was between Liza's dangling breasts. She began with the far breast, kissing, licking then sucking at it. Liza, above her, began to shake and quiver, her ass wagged back and forth like she had a tail. Val switched to the near breast, again, kissing, licking and sucking it in her mouth. Liza grunted with begrudging satisfaction and then sighed with disappointment when Val released her nipple.
I watched and this time, Val looked at me from beneath Liza's body. When I made no sound nor motion, she resumed kissing the far breast, finally sucking on the scarlet nipple hard. She sucked more and more of Liza's impressive breast into her mouth. After several moments of sucking on that tit, she moved to the other.
"Enough." I muttered.
Val slid down onto the floor, sitting, her legs akimbo. She was still dressed which made her appearance even more striking. I could see up her skirt, the garters and for a moment, her pussy, gleaming back at me. She struggled to her knees and crawled over to me. Liza was panting on the bed, her head dangling down but her eyes were open and watching us. Val rubbed a hand over the bulge in my briefs. She peeled them down and kissed the revealed part of my cock as it appeared. Then she moved back up and took my cock into her mouth. The briefs descended as her mouth enveloped my cock. She pulled them past my knees and then pulled her mouth off my cock and finished the job, leaving me naked. I pulled her to her feet, turned her around and pressed her down onto the bed, face down below Liza's dangling tits. I flipped up the skirt. I massaged her bare cunt and then thrust my cock into her. Val grunted as I plunged my cock into her luscious body. I pulled from her pussy and then presented it to Liza who stretched hard to lick at my cock. She hummed as she licked then sucked on the head, running her tongue around and around it till I pulled back. I pulled Val to her feet and pushed her back to the observer's chair. She flopped down, her face a picture of desire, lust and passion.
I got on the bed behind Liza and took hold of her hips. With one hand I pressed my cock against her pussy. She gasped, pulling away from me. I pulled back on her hips and my cock sank into her slick, open pussy. Nothing impeded my progress; I thrust into her body, pulling her fiery ass back against me. Liza gasped and tried to pull away. I let her. I got off the bed and released her wrists. She sat back and hissed at the pain still in her ass. She leaned forward on her elbows and rubbed her wrists. I put a hand on her side and pushed at her. "On your back." I said softly. "Get on our back and then ask me to fuck you. Say please. Beg if you think you can."
Slowly, Liza rolled onto her back but her ass lifted as though bouncing off the bedspread. She dropped her big ass and widened her feet and lifted it off the bed again. She grunted. "Fuck me. Please fuck me. Put your cock in my cunt and fuck me hard. Pin my hot ass to the bed and make me come. Please. Oh god, please fuck me!" Her ass dropped to the bed. I put a hand on her hip but let her ass rise up. Her legs quivered as she arched her body. I moved between her legs and, kneeling, put a hand on her pussy. I slipped a finger into her pussy. I wiggled it around; Liza sloshed like an aquarium. Her body was straining, shaking and finally Liza dropped to the bed but immediately her ass rose again but she could not sustain it. I withdrew my finger and replaced it with my cock at her dripping entrance. I bent over Liza's shivering body and kissed each breast and then shoved my cock into her. She shrieked as I pounded her ass firmly down onto the bed. I balanced on my arms and pumped her over and over for a few moments. Each time I rose up, Liza's cunt followed me up, raising her ass off the bed. Liza's eyes were on my face as I fucked into her, over and over again. Her eyes began to glaze over. "Fuck me." She whispered. "Fuck me hard." Her voice was small and cracking.
I lowered my head and kissed her lips. Her mouth was wide and wet and warm. Her tongue fought me, tangling with mine as I continued to fuck into her. I went to my elbows, moved my head down beside Liza's neck and ran my hands down her body to her ass. I clasped her ass and fucked my cock deep into her cunt. Liza shouted 'fuck!' and then her body began to shake and shimmy, then arched against my weight and tried to lift against my pounding weight as she encountered her first, pain-induced orgasm. Her hands grabbed at my shoulders and then moved them to my ass and pressed against her own movement beneath me. She was gasping and trying to speak but then another ripple of orgasm caught her and she howled, arching again in surprise as her body taught her a new previously unknown level of pleasure. I focused my strength and weight on her pelvis and forced it firmly onto the bed. Liza lifted her legs and wrapped them hard around my body, around my waist, surrendering to the fire suffusing her ass. Her ass began to twitch, hunching against me with short strokes while I ground my cock into her. My hands released her ass and I found her hands. Clasping them, I pulled them over her head and stretched her hard, smoothing the arch in her back which rolled her ass up to me, seating my cock deeply into her body. Liza groaned. Her hips continued their rhythmic pounding up at me, driving my cock over and over into her body. I moved my hands to her shoulders and began to thrust again into her from a new angle, withdrawing as far as I could, as far as her legs would allow me. I pulled at her shoulders at the same time I arched my body which created a deep penetration again. I repeated this over and over. I felt the orgasm begin and switched my hands to her ass. Liza screamed as I fucked into her while my cock swelled with pleasure. My head dropped beside her and my hands clasped at her ass. We both twitched and she began to cum again. I continued to come into her cunt till I was spent, at which point I collapsed.
After a few moments, Liza was still as well. I slumped off of her body and she immediately rolled onto her side and laid her head on my shoulder. "Holy fuck." Val said from the chair. I glanced over and saw her clinching the arms of the chair. She had not moved since she sat down. "You are right. Watching someone get fucked is awesome! Are you going to finish up with her ass? I'll get the lube."
Liza lifted her head. "Yes. Holy fuck." She repeated. Then she turned to look over at Val who was already in the bathroom. "Did she say . . .? My ass?"
"Your turn, my dear." Val brought me the bottle of lube then volunteered to bring us wine, which seemed like a good idea. She did and half an hour later, Liza finished her glass and descended down my body with hands and lips till my cock was in her mouth. She sucked and cajoled till I was erect. She then assumed the position and arched her back.
Val finished her wine and picked up the lube. I shook my head and pointed at the belt, discarded and lying beside her chair. Her eyes became wide and then she went to it and picked it up. But she shook her head.
Liza turned to look at her, her eyes became wide as well. "He is going to make me fuck Ted, Valerie." Liza said softly "I am going to fuck him so that he thinks you are nothing but a blow-up doll." Liza smiled then and then lowered her head. "Beat my ass, Val."
Valerie shook her head, smiled and got the cuffs and without a word hooked Liza up to the bed again. "You will enjoy this, I assure you." She said. Val looked at me again. "I'll be right back." She danced out of the room. "Do not touch her till I get back." I shrugged and walked over to the chair and sat down.
I waited. Ten minutes later Valerie appeared. I had dozed in the chair but Liza was hooked to the bed and could not easily relax. Valerie had a bag. She set it down. "Liza, I believe you want to fuck my husband." She said softly, moving up beside Liza on the bed, standing beside her. Val leaned over and grasped one of Liza's huge breasts which hung below her body, massaging and pinching it. I went to the other side of the bed and did the same to Liza's other breast. After a few minutes of this attention, Liza groaned a deep in her body. Her back arched and then her hips spasmed, striking forward as we both pulled at her breasts Valerie let go of her and picked up the belt. She walked over and handed it to me.
Liza's head pivoted, looking around, then between her naked legs, then around at me. Her eyes became round when she saw the belt once more in my hand. I smiled and put and arm around Val and kissed her hard on the mouth. She returned it with gusto, pressing her clothed cunt against my thigh. I pulled away from her, turned her in my arms and kissed her neck. Valerie signed and tipped her head aside to allow me access. Instead, I whispered. "I am going to beat her ass, fuck her ass and then you will have to eat her pussy. Go, sit and watch. She is going fuck your husband tomorrow. You will stay here and fuck me."
I shoved Val toward the chair and turned my attention to Liza. "Close your eyes, Liza. If you open them, I will have to start my count to ten all over again." She nodded, closed her eyes and turned her head back to the wall. I lifted the belt and struck her once across the buttocks. Her ass shook with the blow and Liza grunted. "Count." I said.
"One. Thank you, master." She said out loud and clear. I liked her thinking. I struck her again. "Two. Thank you, master." Liza responded. I waited, waited and waited. Twice her head seemed to move towards me, she wanted to open her eyes and look. Her head dropped and the belt fell on her great ass again. It shimmied. Liza shuddered and pulled her ass down. I hit it again and she arched her back. "Three. Thank you, sir. Four, thank you, master." I struck her again. "Five, thank you master." Again I waited till Liza sagged. The belt fell on her ass again. I walked over to Val and handed her the belt. "Strike her when I put my cock in her mouth." I whispered.



Val stood. I went to the other side of the bed and pinched Liza's breasts. She moaned. I got on the bed and knelt beside her, grasped her by the red hair and turned her head. Liza felt my cock at her lips and immediately opened her mouth. She sucked it into her mouth and I nodded. Val struck her ass with the belt.
"Mfffgghh, ttnnnkkgaa muuussaahh." Liza said, counting with my cock in her mouth. Her throat relaxed and she took me deeply and sucked and swallowed around my cock. Val struck her again, a loud crack that echoed the force of the blow. Liza inhaled so sharply, it pulled at my cock and she swallowed heavily, gagging. I pulled back and she said around my cock, "Seven, thank you ma'am." I moved behind Liza, grabbing her hips and pulling her down the bed. She whimpered as my hands covered her hot ass but she arched her ass. I positioned my cock at the entrance to her pussy and plunged into her throbbing body. Liza screamed as I entered her, thrusting all the way to the limits of her cunt, pushing against her forcefully till our bodies were sealed together. Liza was pressing back at me as well which caused her pain and her body shook beneath my onslaught. I stroked her pussy a few times and then withdrew, dripping her fluid. I pulled her back to her knees and moved back to her mouth and she sucked my cock into her mouth, lathing me with her tongue and massaging me with her lips.
I gestured to Val who had stood aside and watched while I entered the redhead. Her face was a mask of eager anticipation. She raised the belt. "Liza, your ass is mine!" I grunted as she pulled me cock fully into her mouth.
Val struck her ass. Liza's whole body jumped but she held my cock with her lips and throat. She backed away from me, panting and said; "Eight, thank you ma'am. Nine, thank you, ma'am! Ten, thank you ma'am. Ok god, please fuck me!" I was moving to do so but Val held up a hand so I put my cock to Liza's lips and she inhaled me again, licking at my cock and sucking on it. I glanced back at Val. She had a long sleek, silver vibrator in her hand, taken from her bag. She turned it on and pressed the shivering tip against Liza's cunt. I thought she was going to suck my cock off. I turned, pulling my cock from Liza's mouth and watched Val as she worked the vibrating cock into Liza's cunt.
"Oh Christ!" Liza swore. "My god, I love that. Fuck me with your toy. Oh god, fuck me." Her ass began to shake and her head dropped. "Fuck me!" She whined. Val continued to feed the buzzing cock to the consuming cunt till it disappeared into Liza's lush body. Val quickly put lube on her finger and pressed it against Liza's asshole.
"Liza, open your ass for us." I muttered. She arched her back and held it. She moved one knee wider and Val's finger slipped inside her great ass. Liza groaned and grunted as the finger wiggled and pressed deeper into her body. Val gestured to me and I was on the bed, on my knees behind that fine ass, my steel cock in hand. Val withdrew her finger from Liza's ass and took hold of my cock and pulled it to the asshole before us. I immediately began to press it into Liza. Liza shuddered, flexed her ass and let me in with a pure act of will, then pressed backwards, driving my cock deeper into her. I grasped her hips and she flinched. I pulled back and then slammed forward, over and over again till her scarlet ass was plastered against me. Liza's body jerked when her fiery skin made contact with mine. I pulled back and pounded forward again.
Val meanwhile, had removed all her clothes and crawled onto the bed next to Liza. She piled up the pillows and lay back before Liza. She grabbed Liza by the hair and pulled her down into her crotch. Liza's arms were low enough to allow her mouth to contact Val's cunt. Val held Liza's mouth to her cunt and Liza began to lick and suck and I continued to fuck her ass. Val held her by the head with one hand on her shoulders as I fucked her ass. The orgasm began in my loins and flooded up in me and then I was coming in Liza's ass. Liza shook and shuddered and the buzzing got louder as the vibrator worked out of her pussy. I found it and shoved it back into her and she pitched forward, hanging from her hooked hands, orgasm crippling her reason and spasming her body. She twisted, she shook, she shuddered and screamed into Val's pussy. My cock popped loose from her ass and I fell beside her. I lay on my back looking up at her breasts and she nearly flew off the bed when I seized her nipples and pinched them both at the same time. I closed my eyes and rested. Val kept Liza feeding at her crotch for several minutes.
I got up finally, unhooked Liza who flopped onto the bed, her head laying on Val's leg. I took hold of Val and made her stand. "Your turn, Valerie. Make her come with your tongue." Val crawled between Liza's legs, pushing her flat onto her back. Liza's ass twitched up but she could not lift her ass off the bed. Val descended like a falcon and was soon lapping at the juice and sucking at the flesh between Liza's legs. It took twenty minutes of sucking and licking before Liza came again but she did. I got up and washed my cock good for it had gotten hard again, magically. When I returned, Val was still lapping at Liza's cunt. Liza was pleading with her, first to stop and then to never stop, to keep going forever. She seemed to be coming over and over again.
I got behind Val, lifted her hips so she was on her knees and thrust my hard cock into her dripping pussy. She came in that moment when I bottomed out in her cunt. She shook and shivered and then she screamed and screamed as I fucked her. I pounded her for several minutes till she flopped forward onto Liza's body and lay still. I continued to stroke into Val's spasming pussy. Orgasm after orgasm ripped through her as I fucked her. She lay between Liza's lapsed legs, shuddering each time I shafted into her, unable to regain any equilibrium. I fucked her till I came. My orgasm crested and overflowed while Val shivered and shook and screamed.
When I pulled out of her she collapsed, rolling away from Liza's pussy. I lay down between them and they pulled down to snuggle against me. They plastered their bodies against me and we slept. I woke in the night and sent them home. They were ready for the Prince. The fucking investment was about to pay dividends.
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Chapter 6
A Favor and Collecting a Fucking Dividend
I woke Sunday morning to the sound of chimes. I stumbled down to the door and opened it on my own shock. It was barely light and Eve stood there in a long coat. "Eve?" I said, puzzled. I could not guess why she was at my door or why so early. I answered it in my briefs with a loose robe which, when I saw it was her, I let hang open.
"May I come in?" She shivered in the cool morning air.
I stepped back and shuffled into the kitchen. She followed. "Coffee or tea?"
"Tea." She said softly. I started the coffee maker with only water, no filter and turned around to look at her. Even this early in the morning, she was a vision, a lovely, sexy vision.
"You look unfairly sexy so early in the morning." I said. "Are you naked under that coat?"
Eve smiled, her large blue eyes glancing at me. She shrugged the coat off and showed me she was well dressed in a woven dress that stretched down perhaps past her knees. I inspected her lean body and then finally noticing the silence moved my eyes to hers. She was smiling a bit. "I have a favor to ask of you." She said while the water burbled behind me.
"A favor? Do we know each other that well yet?"
Eve smiled, looking down. "I love my husband and he loves me." She said.
I thought that was a curious response and said so but Eve ignored me. She seemed ill at ease but contained it within the sphere of her poise.
"I do not have much time. I need to go make breakfast for my husband. I need you to do something for me. My husband is leaving in two weeks and one of my best friends from college is arriving for a visit expecting to meet him. I need you to be my husband while she is here, while he is gone."
I goggled for a moment, struck dumb by the favor she was asking me. I shrugged. "You have not even kissed me and you ask this?" I said with a chuckle in my voice.
Eve held up a hand. "No. You do not understand." Her voice quavered. "I must explain so be silent and let me do so. My friend is a woman of considerable means. She is not a mean woman but perhaps bored, distracted, maybe bi-polar for all I know. In college, she made a hobby of . . . a . . . having the boyfriends of her friends. It became a joke, if your boyfriend had not a . . . "
". . . fucked . . . " I said helpfully. Eve ignored me.
" . . . been had by Shallow, the relationship was shallow."
"Wait. Shallow? Do you mean that is her name?"
Eve shook her head. "She was called that by the men because her, because she, her, she was shallow. Not intellectually but . . . " Her eyes pled for help and I accommodated her.
"She has a shallow pussy?"
Eve smiled thinly from gratitude. "Yes. Exactly. She always seemed tight, snug to anyone, regardless of size. Her name is actually Paula. But I am taking too long. I understand from my circle of friends that Shallow is on a mission to have the husbands of all her friends. She is nearly completed and has set her sights on John whom she has never met. I have kept myself and this life apart from being a Covington. John is part of this life and Shallow is part of that other life, the life I left."
"Where you and your friends offered your boyfriends to each other?" I asked. I wanted to bite my tongue for being cruel. Again. Something about this perfect woman made me want to both protect and hurt her. I felt both jealous of her life and contempt for how she seemed to suffer with it. I had the same thing, privilege, but I certainly did not have her poise, her noble manner or the gall to act like she suffered because of it. Everyone suffers with something but it is unseemly to be rich and complain about your misery. More than anything I wanted to lift her onto the kitchen table and fuck her just to see if she would still complain. Everything comes to him who waits; I wanted her to plead for it.
Eve shook her head. "I know the sort of man you are. I thought perhaps you could be decent to me and help. Shallow will want to have John and I do not want her to. Since John will be gone, I thought perhaps you could stand in for him as my husband and then Shallow could have what she wants."
"Without actually having him, you mean? You want me to fuck her for you while acting like you are my beloved wife?"
Eve blushed, just a light pink hue in her cheeks.
"Is she butt ugly?" I asked, pondering the advisability of this involvement.
"To the contrary, she makes me look plain."
I shook my head. "Helen of Troy could not make you look plain. Ok. I'll do it. But there is a condition."
"No." She said. "Be my friend or not. I will not abide any such condition that compromises my marriage or my family."
I shrugged. "Sorry I cannot be of help then. You are so insulting."
"Insulting?" Eve seemed genuinely puzzled, the first sign she took her rank and position for granted and expected people around her to fulfill her wishes without objection even, perhaps especially when it was to their detriment or at least inconvenience. She thought that letting you help was granting a boon. Good work if you can get it. This would change.
"Yes, insulting. You want me to believe that we can be friends? You want a favor and offer nothing in return because you are certain that I would demand something crass of you."
"You would ask something crass of me." Eve said.
"You wound me twice with one primal thrust." I stared into her eyes till she looked away. "But still you ask, knowing I will demand something of you." I rubbed a hand long my jaw. "If I were your friend, I would be able to count on you to aid me in some way, if I were in trouble. I cannot. I think you would always reserve the right to deny me. So let's make this a clear bargain. If you want to be friends, you have to prove that you will be there when I need you. Then I will match your faith. Till then, let's keep the accounts balanced."
"Fine. A favor deserves a favor."
"Very well, I will let your friend fuck me. I will be your slut. I only do this because I want to be your friend. What did you say about charity the other day?"
Eve colored. She used the downcast look again and it was too often. The illusion of the subservient woman, waiting and willing herself to the Man when she was nothing of the sort; it was an act but a good one.
"Eve, darling, I am going to fuck you, eventually. And you will come like you have never come before. You know this is going to happen, you think that it is all I care about. You are wrong. I never fuck a woman who cannot kiss. You have to kiss me, here, now. If you kiss me well, I will do as you ask and you owe me nothing more." I waited. When she did not immediately respond, I added into the silence, "I will earn rights to your body in some other fashion."
Eve regarded me the way she would look at a bridesmaid dress for her two ton cousin. "You have to give yourself to Shallow and make sure she thinks you are John when she leaves. You look enough like John that any mention of her conquest would be sensible."
"Does John know about this?" I asked. I saw the lie form in her mind. She spoke it with perfect delivery.
"Yes. We discussed it. I suggested that I find a friend to stand-in for him. He agreed it would make sense. He agreed."
Lies are great leverage once I found the way to apply it. "I am going to be gone for ten days." I said. "I leave Monday. You could come with me."
Eve glanced at me and smiled in spite of herself. No matter who it is, the feeling of being desired has a benefit. She shook her head so slowly I thought I was seeing things for a moment. It was well done, the illusion of indecision in her when there was none. The illusion of her make-up when all the way to the core of her being. "I have an estate board meeting." She said idly. "Everyone must be there so I cannot miss it. You understand, I hope?"
Just like that I had my first clue, so long as no one suspected anything. She was one of the board members but Val and Liza were not. Good, so far so good. I shrugged and nodded but did not speak.
"Shallow will be here on the 25th, so that is plenty of time. I will be in touch with the details."
I nodded and walked over to her, making no attempt to hide the erection growing at my crotch. I bent over and placed my lips against hers. Her mouth opened immediately and she kissed me for real, immediately. Her hand grasped the back of my head as her tongue flicked into my mouth and she made no attempt to pull away from me. I placed a hand on her breast and pressed it against her body. She shuddered but kept kissing me, reacting positively by pressing her body against me. I suddenly felt guilty and crass. But then I realized that she was proving her point, that I would be crass. She was a talent! I pulled back and turned away from her, desire coursing through me like a convulsion. Eve stood behind me and walked out of the kitchen, the door clicking behind her. I did not turn till I knew she was gone.
Monday morning came and Liza, Val and I shared a car to the airport. Our flights left within 30 minutes of each other but both were delayed. Val had worked out what she called a chart of charges which she reviewed with us. She identified a proposed value for sex to apply to their accounts. We reviewed it and tweaked it some but in general, it represented a good way to keep track of what they were doing for me and provided a fair limit to what they owed me. Just before they boarded, I added that husbands fucking them or any of my girls would be added to the exiting balance using the schedule of charges. I noted Ted fucking Liza Saturday night had gone on Val's account and Val was nearly apoplectic as she walked through the door to first class. I expected to hear from her immediately upon touching down but I heard nothing from them till about one in the morning.
The cell phone woke me from a sound sleep at my hotel. "Josh? Josh!" Liza was crying into the phone.
"Liza, what's wrong?"
"You said no marks. The good Prince has changed the rules. He is marking her, Val, right now with a cat o' nine tails. Josh, she's bleeding!"
"Put the Prince on the phone, right now."
There was some muffled discussion, punctuated by screams and then quiet sobbing. "Hello?" The heavily accented voice of Prince Myuea Entarrea came onto the phone, thick with arousal. "Joshua?" I used this alias with him and he understood. "You have provided for me well, I am grateful. Now leave me alone, I have not fucked them both yet."
"Are you marking them?" I asked in my best dark tone.
There was silence. My tone was effective. "Yes." The Prince said soberly. "I am sorry. I got too excited."
"You will not mark my women. It is a demonstration of disrespect I will not accept. You have broken your word to me and now you must be punished. You will put the women away tonight, safe and sound and unfucked. You have disrespected me so you will call me tomorrow morning with a solution, how I can punish you for this infraction. If it is a good solution, they will remain yours. If you despise me further, I will see you never touch another American woman! No marks!" I hung up.
The next morning Val called and thanked me for the rescue. She handed the phone to the Prince. He spoke without preamble, his voice tight and tense. "I have a sister. M'bara. She is yours. She is on a plane now for the US from our home. I will deliver her to you and she will be yours till you return home. You can use her in any fashion you wish and in this I refuse you nothing. Nothing." He paused. He waited. Finally, when I did not respond, he said; "Is that sufficient?"
"Is she ugly?" I asked, intentionally insulting him. I was protecting the women. He had to take me seriously or I was putting them in some jeopardy.
Liza's voice came on the phone. "She is hot. I have seen her picture and talked with her on SKYPE this morning. You could not do better. And Josh, we want to stay, okay?"
"So this arrangement will work for you?" I asked.
"We want you to fuck her. Perhaps you can share her with us later."
With that in place, I settled the matter with the Prince, completed my business and later that afternoon got on the next plane. At the destination airport, an African woman met me with a sign with my name on it. She stood at my gate so she must have arrived that day at the airport. I walked up to her.
"Mr. Gale?" She asked in a lilting African accent. She was not beautiful, she was sexual. Everything about her suggested sex. I shook my head. I was looking at a woman who had been given to me, the sister of a Prince. I nodded.
She extended a large hand, "I am M'bara. I am yours." She said softly. M'bara was about five eight with broad shoulders and the most prominent breasts I had ever seen on a woman. Her torso curved from her ass to her shoulders so that she appeared to be leaning forward, even when standing straight. Her breasts were the most forward part of her. Her belly slanted down to her powerful legs. Her ass was perfectly proportioned, shaped with her hips to direct all attention to the joining of her legs and the promise they offered. Her skin was coal black and she had nothing but stubble on her head. She wore a very short dress which showed off statuesque, powerful legs. She took me by the arm and led me away.
We sat side by side in the limo to the hotel. She looked at me several times but waited on me, not speaking. We arrived at the hotel and she looked surprised when I secured a private room for her. We boarded the elevator and when the door opened at her floor I said, "Nine for a late supper, I will come to your room. Enough time?"
M'bara nodded and without a word, exited.
I showered, shaved and changed. I lay on the bed and watched TV for a few minutes, till it was ten after nine. I got up and took the stairs the two floors down to M'bara's room. I knocked and she opened the door. She wore a brilliant white skirt which rode on her hips like a sail, flowing about her legs. It rose fully up one leg to her hip, revealing garters and her bare hip and the red string of her thong, visible just before she pulled down the thick, white sweater to cover it. The skirt swished closed as she stepped back into her room, a clear invitation. I, in turn, stepped back and she took the hint and followed me into the hall. The skirt dropped closed and her leg nearly disappeared—only a sliver of black skin showed in the white of the skirt when she stood still. I gestured for her to precede me to the elevator and she did. A black leg appeared with each stride and then disappeared as the skirt fell cleverly back into place. Her ass shifted behind her, flexing and throbbing as she walked making the skirt sweep back and forth. I followed.
We boarded a rising elevator which seemed to be stopping at every floor to let people off and take others on. I moved behind her and pressed my back to the wall, waiting for the couple in the corner to leave and then took their places. I lay a hand lightly on M'bara's hip and moved her over in front of me. She moved lightly, as though floating which surprised me given the way her body accented her every motion. I found the slit in her skirt and pressed a hand in between her legs. My other hand slipped under the sweater and clasped her breast, pressing against the stout bra cup that covered it. She did have a thong on. I pressed my hand against her cunt and she lay back against me. I looked over her shoulder at two women across the car who stood with their backs against the wall, facing into the car. They were watching us and whispering. Beneath their appraising, curious eyes, I decided that I wanted M'bara before we ate and smiled at the white woman who was staring at me. I rubbed M'bara's pussy and her ass pressed back against my cock. The blond woman, tall and angular stared at us. M'bara turned her head impossibly far and I kissed her. The car rose and the blond woman watched till the doors opened. Her companion stepped out of the car. I hit my floor and the woman hesitated.
"Come with us." I said. Her friend turned and watched with shock as the tall woman stepped back into the car.
"Get our table." She said to the other woman. I will be with you presently." The doors closed.
I turned M'bara completely around, pulling my hands from under her clothing. I took her head in my hands and kissed her hard. Her thick full lips kissed me back but her mouth did not open. I watch the woman watching us. I put my hand to M'bara's ass and clenched her body against mine. I broke the kiss as we neared my floor. "Come watch us." I said to the woman. "The price of admission is simple." The doors opened and the woman stood still, staring at me. I pushed M'bara out of the car and gestured for the other woman and after a slight hesitation she stepped out of the car. M'bara was walking towards my door and was soon out of sight around the corner.
I stepped through the closing doors. I lifted the hand I had placed between M'bara's legs to the woman's nose. She inhaled, closing her eyes. I slipped a hand around her waist and guided her down the hall. She trudged, as if asleep or drunk but without reluctance. M'bara was waiting at my door watching us approach. She did not smile but her eyes watched us. Her breasts heaved, rising and falling while her hands smoothed the skirt on her large thighs. I separated from the nameless blond woman, leaving her standing beside M'bara while I opened the door. They were a study in contrast. M'bara was thick of body and limb, every feature was accented with inviting, sexual size without subtlety. The blond was tall, taller than I in her golden high heels. She wore a gold wrap-around skirt and a blouse that gaped at her breasts showing flesh nearly to her stomach. She was angular, with shoulders that bowed forward over her chest, all bones and tendon lines in her neck and back which was bare but for a golden chain which held the half-blouse on her body.
I stepped inside the door behind her and pushed it closed, but did not let it latch. I stepped up to the bare back of the blond woman and slipped my hands around her, each hand inside her billowing blouse till I found her breasts. I put my head to her neck and kissed it between words. "You may watch me fuck this fine woman if you pay the price of admission." I said softly. She turned her head, bending back at me and twisting down, presenting her mouth to me. I kissed her softly on the lips.
"What is the price of admission?" She asked, opening her mouth and kissing me deeply again, trying to turn in my arms. My hands had found her breasts, small and delicate like two fawns. I held her still, not allowing her to turn in my arms.
"Your panties. I will keep them." I said. I pushed past her, leaving her standing between me and the door. She put out her hands, palms against the walls of the small corridor leading into my suite. Her eyes were lidded but alert. Then, ever so slowly, she bunched her golden skirt about her waist, grasped the white bikini panties the action revealed and pulled them down her slim, straight hips, down the attenuated thighs to her knees, where she released them while shifting her ankles together. The white panties dropped to her ankles. I turned to M'bara. "Would you, please."
The woman knew immediately what I wanted. M'bara knelt and lifted each foot and removed the panties and handed them to me. I stuffed them into my pocket then opened my pants. I withdrew my cock and turned M'bara to the wall. I began lifting her dress and she immediately bent forwards, putting her hands against the wall. I ran a finger up between her legs and felt the dampness there. With a single finger I pulled the strings which held the thong in place aside. M'bara arched her back, lifting her ass and I pressed my cock head against her body. She hissed. She put a hand between her legs, finding the slit then touching my cock. With her hand, she positioned my cock at her slit and then she pressed her body onto my cock. I grasped her by the hips and thrust against the natural resistance of her cunt. I pulled back and thrust forward again, back and forward, again and again till I had my cock planted completely in her from behind, pressed tightly against her perfect ass. I stirred my cock around in her molten cunt for a few moments and then pulled free of the blinding pleasure of being in her body. I wiped my cock on the tail of my shirt and did up my pants.



I turned to look at the blond woman. She sagged against door, her head down but not so far that her eyes missed any of the fucking that had taken place right before them. Her mouth was open and she was panting. Behind me, I heard M'bara panting as well, swallowing and then she was standing up next to me a hand on my back. We both gazed at the blond woman. I took M'bara's hand and took a step toward the blond. The blond woman shook her short hair and straightened her body to her full height, turned and opened the door.
She walked just in front of us. At the elevator, I moved behind her and circled her body with my arms, pulling her back against my cock. "You and your friend can have her for the night, if you like." I said. "I will come by your table. If you give me your friend's panties, she is yours till tomorrow afternoon." The elevator opened and I released her. M'bara and I crowded on behind her. I held M'bara's hand so when she squeaked and jumped beside me, I knew it was not my doing. I released her hand and ran mine up her leg to her ass to find a female hand caressing her buttocks. A moment later, a hand grasped hold of my ass and pinched it hard. And I squeaked. I glanced down at M'bara and she was laughing, soundlessly, showing her brilliant white teeth.
The doors opened.
At the table, I ordered wine I liked and a meal for us both, two things I liked. I did not offer her a menu or ask what she wanted. When the waitress left us, a disapproving black woman who scowled at me and made comments under her breath, I turned my attention to M'bara. She looked tired.
"Are you really going to give me to a strange woman and her friend for the night?" She finally spoke.
"You'd be jetlagged and would go to sleep on them." I said.
"I no go to sleep when there is pussy available." She said in a normal voice. An attractive woman nearby with no ring on her finger glanced at M'bara. M'bara followed my gaze and then covered her mouth with her large hands. "I am so sorry." She whispered, the musical lilt of her voice captivated me.
"Only if you want to." I said, also in a normal voice. "But they owe me a pair of panties before I let go of you. And if you refuse, you'll have to give me your thong so it is an even exchange."
M'bara nodded and said, "I'll think about it. She might be tempting. I did not see her friend."
"They are right over there. Walk by on the way to the powder room and see how tempted you are."
She nodded. "I shall. But for now, I like the tension of wondering if it is dick or pussy for me tonight."
We talked till the food came. We kept talking and by the time the wait staff cleared the table, I had barely spoken but listened only. I said, "So, M'bara, are you really his sister?"
She regarded me for a moment and then nodded. "Mother and father. He is my baby brother." She rose and walked away, presumably to the bathroom. When she returned, she dropped a pair of ice blue bikini panties on the table in front of me. "I begged off." She said.
I stared into her eyes but she did not look away. I picked up the panties and rose. I had signed for the meal while she was gone. I walked us over to the table in question. They were having dessert. For the first time I got a good look at the woman with the blond. She was average of face, with light brown hair but her body was perfectly proportioned. I stopped at the table and both women put down their forks.
"Good evening. My name is Joshua Gale and this is my wife, M'bara Entarrea. I apologize for not introducing ourselves earlier."
The blond woman smiled tightly. "Very pleased to meet you both. I am Constance Miller and this is my associate Beth Winter. We are attorneys, here attending a conference on . . . "
The woman named Beth reached across the table and patted Constance on the wrist, silencing her. "They do not want to know what we are doing here, only if we will be doing them." Beth looked up at us. "How long are you in town?"
"I may have to leave tomorrow evening but may be here another day." I said.
"Well," Beth said, "that is fast. I put our contact information on the receipt I gave Mrs. Gale if you should change your mind. And thank you." I knew a dismissal when I heard one. I took M'bara's hand and we walked to the elevator.
On the elevator I put my arms around her and kissed at her ear for a few floors before whispering, "Do you fancy sleeping with a man tonight? I have to rise early for business so if you prefer to sleep alone, I quite understand."
M'bara turned in my arms and gave me a most penetrating look. "I am yours, Mr. Gale. Do with me as you please."
I took her back to her room. I stepped inside with her and took her in my arms. "I have to prepare for some business for tomorrow. Can I get you anything before I go?"
She turned to me from far inside the room and returned to where I stood, just inside her door. She pushed the door closed and put her arms around me and kissed me softly on the lips. "I am so tired. I will be more rested tomorrow. So, no, thank you." Then she began to open my trousers. My cock responded immediately and she was on her knees with my cock out, inspecting it with her fingers and eyes. She touched the tip of it with her luscious lips, caressing and pressing at the end with them while gently sucking. Then she opened her considerable mouth and took the tip inside. I felt the briefest brush of her teeth as she sucked me inside. Then her cheeks billowed and then compressed and she was sucking on my cock. It slipped slowly down her throat while her tongue massaged the head and then the shaft. Her nostrils flared and she inhaled a great breath which moved my cock deeper into her mouth. Her hands went around me and gripped my ass and she began to bob her head. She fucked me with her mouth; that is all you can call it. But it was expressive and focused and erotic and in a few moments, I came down her throat. She drank me deeply and when I sagged away from her, she redressed me, stood and backed away, her hands crossed in front of her body. I turned away and returned to my room.
I worked till about one in the morning and was just brushing my teeth when someone tapped lightly on my door. I spat, rinsed and went to the door and opened it on an empty hall. I stepped into the corridor and saw the receding silhouette of Beth Winter. Something altered her and she turned. At the same time, I heard my phone beep with the arrival of a text message. Beth was coming towards me and I ducked back into the room and grabbed the phone. I was too slow and the door had gone closed before I got back to it. I opened it and saw that Beth was once again retreating. Again she turned. I held up my phone and he nodded and came back down the hallway.
I stepped out of the hall, but kept the door open. By the time she arrived, I had read the text and found that my meeting was being confirmed for 7 AM. Beth stepped inside and closed the door.
"Is she here?" She asked seriously.
I shook my head.
"Are you going to call her? She isn't your wife, really, is she?"
"No. And no. She just arrived from . . . Europe and is exhausted. I think she will be more fun tomorrow."
Beth nodded and did not move.
"If you do not leave, I am going to fuck you." I said casually.
Beth walked to the door and put on the 'do not disturb' light and then turned around and almost struck a pose. I took two quick steps and wrapped her in my arms, kissing her hard, banging her head and shoulders against the door. With an arm around her waist and hers looped about my neck, I lifted her up. I slipped a hand onto her buttocks and clasped her ass hard as I lifted her. She tried to lift her legs but the dress she wore precluded that. It was a fashion from forties, where the dress constrained the lower legs forcing the woman to take small steps while her ass bobbed back and forth, whatever that is called. I don't have a fashion vocabulary.
I carried her through the living room and into the bedroom. I set her down and stripped off my boxers. She took hold of my hardening cock and was going to kiss it but I did not let her sit. I almost had to kneel to get my fingers on the hem of her skirt. I began to pull it up which forced her legs together. It had buttons down one side and when it began to bind at about her knees, I jerked and the first button popped. Beth gasped.
I continued to force the skirt towards her hips and finally, gave a great yank and several buttons popped, one pinging off the face of the TV. Her legs were bare and she had no panties on. I fit a knee between her knees and they opened like a newspaper. I took hold of her by her ass and manipulated her body till I could crouch and aim my cock at her. I missed and she released my neck. With one hand she positioned my cock at the entrance of her pussy and she pressed herself onto me. As soon as the head of cock was inside her lower lips, she began to kiss me again. I put a knee onto the bed, nearly lifted her off my cock, then pulled her hard onto me again. I sunk perhaps half a cock length into her cunt. She broke the kiss and threw her head back. Her legs came up and wrapped around my waist and just like that, her cunt flowered and she slid it the rest of the way home. I lowered her onto the bed, an arm around her waist and one on the bed so we did not fall, then moved both hands to her ass and began to hammer into her body.
Beth arched her body against me. I released her ass, put an arm around her waist and lifted her to the center of the bed and then returned to pounding her. In a few minutes, I felt her begin to tense and she was mumbling in a whisper words I could not quite catch but it was not a chant. Finally, I lifted myself off her chest so she could put some volume to her words and I could hear her talking. "His cock is in me, deep in me. I can feel his hands on my ass. I love his hands on my ass. I wish you were here to watch him fuck me. I have my legs wrapped around him and he is pounding his cock into my pussy. I am so wet and am . . . oh god! I am going to . . . going to . . . going to commmmeeee!" She wheezed and then she went limp. I was still pounding into her and my orgasm was close. I continued to piston her inert body. She only grunted as I thrust into her body and then I was coming. She pulled at my shoulders and when I kissed her, she kissed me back. I rolled free of her body and she was up, pulling the skirt down. It was a torn shambles. Without a word, she walked out of the room but unsteadily, bumping into the doorway on the way out. I heard her close the door, got up and shut off the lights and went to bed.
The next day passed quickly. I slept like the dead and nearly missed my meeting, skipping breakfast. I was doing follow up work on the things Sharon was working on, acquisitions and refinancing some lines of credit to structure Sharon back into the business. By three I was done. I went back to my room and slept till seven. I was certain I could have gotten a late flight out but decided to stay an extra day. I made arrangements for a late afternoon departure the next day when I woke. Then I called M'bara. She answered her room phone on the second ring.
"Yes." She said.
"It's Joshua." I said.
"Hello, Joshua."
"Hungry?" I asked.
"Yes."
"Meet me in the lobby in 15 minutes." I said. I thought about telling her to call Beth and Constance but didn't. I was curious to see if she would on her own or if they had connected during the day.
I arrived in the lobby. M'bara was standing at the entrance to one of the curio shops peering through the glass. I saw Constance standing near the exit from the Hotel and Beth walked up to her and they stood talking, waiting by the concierge's desk. My cock stirred.
I walked up to M'bara and placed my hands on her hips. She did not respond. I looked over to find both Constance and Beth watching me. I leaned in and lightly kissed M'bara on the neck. She twitched, shrugging a shoulder at my feathery kiss. I wanted to pull her back against my cock but thought better of it and reached to take her hand. "Hungry?"
I pulled her to the concierge's desk and told the woman there we needed a taxi. She relayed it out to a guy on the street flagging cabs. I waited, pointedly ignoring Beth and Constance. M'bara ignored them as well. I was trying to figure out if I wanted them along or if I wanted M'bara to myself.
"Mr. Gale, are you going to invite us along? Wherever you are going?" Beth's voice decided for me.
I looked at Constance, ignoring Beth. "Well, hello Miss Miller. We are going to the Oak Room Steakhouse. Would you and your friend care to join us?"
Constance appeared bewildered. She looked at Beth and then back at me. Then she nodded. She did not speak. Her hand went out and took hold of Beth's wrist. Beth shook it free.
The taxi arrived and the four of us piled in; I arranged to sit between Constance and M'barra while Beth sat in the front. I held M'bara's hand and scrupulously avoided contact with Constance other than what the situation demanded. Soon we were seated at the restaurant and ordered drinks. I keep a steady stream of conversation going with Constance and eventually Beth, questions that invited explanations and discussions of their business. We ordered and ate. Constance became increasingly nervous and Beth seemed amused. The wait staff cleared the plates and I ordered cognac for everyone without asking. Then when that was gone, some brandy. During the whole meal I had ignored M'bara, talking exclusively to Beth and Constance. M'bara listened attentively, laughed with us and answered direct questions but offered nothing. Finally I let the conversation lapse and we all sat silently sipping the brandy.
I set my snifter down and leaned my elbows on the table and looked across it at Constance. Beth sat to my left and M'bara to my right. "So, Constance, would you like to watch me fuck someone tonight?"
Constance looked over at the younger woman, at Beth. Beth ignored her, watching me. When Beth would not meet her eyes, Constance switched her attention back to me and with her gaze fixed stiffly on me, nodded.
"Who would you like to watch me fuck tonight?" I asked easily.
Constance did not let her gaze waver. "Beth." She said. "I want to see you fuck Beth."
B'bara moved her eyes from Constance to Beth and so did I. "Beth, would you like to see me fuck someone tonight?"
Beth nodded and sipped from her brandy snifter.
"And who would you like to see be fucked tonight?" Beth immediately pointed at M'bara. I looked at M'bara. "Are you wearing any underwear, M'bara?" She was wearing a tight blue dress. I don't know what you call the fabric, a coarse weave with blue-green mixed with blue, sort of knobby but stretchy enough that it clung to her wondrous body. The neckline dipped nearly to the limit of her breasts and her nipples pressed through even the half-bra she must have had on. Despite their size, her breasts retained a fine definition, forming cleavage and smooth curves that disappeared under the dress. She had on dark, blood red lipstick and blue-green eye shadow with huge silver hoop earrings. They had something hanging in the middle which tended to catch the light and glint from time to time.
M'bara hesitated. She stared into my eyes and finally said, "Yes sir."
"Thong?"
"And garters." She said in an even, conversational voice.
I looked back at Beth. "If I fuck her for you, what are you going to do for me?"
"I will eat her when you are done." Beth returned.
"That is not for me." I pulled my head at M'bara. "That is for her. What are you going to do for me?"
"You can have Constance." She said levelly.
I glanced at Constance. "Who do you want to eat you when I am done?"
Constance's eyes flicked at M'bara. Beth patted her leg. "That is okay, sweety. I may have her do me too."
I reached over and took hold of Beth's arm at the wrist. "She is mine. She does what I tell her, when I tell her. IF and I mean IF I invite the two of you back to participate, you will equal her in this willingness to be obedient. Is that acceptable?" I give Beth credit, she held my look and did not even blink.
A dozen possible responses flickered past behind her sober, excited eyes. Finally she nodded.
"Beth, go take off your panties and bring them to me. Now." I said it in a clipped tone.
She did stare at me then. After a few moments, she rose and left to find some privacy. I watched her walking away. I leaned in close over the table. Constance and M'bara did as well. "We are going to give Miss Beth the best sex of her limited life. Ok?"
Constance nodded.
"Good. Keep in mind that the objective is to make her come so much and so hard she will not be able to walk straight for weeks. She is young but I want her to remember this night for all her life!"
They both nodded but neither smiled. Beth returned and dropped her panties on the table. Plain, functional but wet. I stared at them for a moment, laying on the white table cloth, before I put them in my pocket and we returned to the hotel. I touched none of them, sitting in the front of the taxi on the way back and standing apart in the elevator.
Once inside the room, we all went into the living room and I fixed bourbon for everyone. No one spoke. M'bara watched me while the other two fidgeted, glancing at each other. No one spoke. I waited, watching, hesitating, stalling. Then, finally, I understood what I wanted to do. I rose from the chair and walked over to M'bara. I extended a hand. She set down her drink and put that cool hand into mine and rose as I drew her up. I leaned into her and kissed her lips, gently and carefully, running my tongue over them lightly, once before stepping away from her, but pulling her into the middle of the room. M'bara seemed to understand immediately. She turned around, presenting her back to me. I took off her earrings carefully while she stood completely still. I unhooked the top button at the back of her dress and drew the zipper slowly down her back. The black bra strap appeared and I stopped the downward motion long enough to unhook it. My hand continued to unzip the dress clear down to the deep cleft of her ass. I ran my hands up and down her back, nudging the material aside but leaving the dress largely in place. Her skin burned beneath my palms.
I bent and kissed the bow of her neck, left and right and stopped. I kissed down the line of her shoulder to the material of the dress and began to move the material slowly off her shoulders, leaving a line of kisses on her glistening black skin. I held her by the shoulders and moved to the left and kissed the dress off that shoulder. M'bara had folded her arms across her chest and with them, held her dress and bra in place. Her back was now bare, a black V framed by the dress. I ran my hand lightly over her back, and finally possessed each hand and pulled them to her sides. The dress drooped and I helped it to fall to her feet. She stood completely still.
I looked over at Constance and Beth. They sat together on the couch while I stripped the woman in front of them, staring with their mouths open. The bra dropped onto the floor. I moved behind M'bara and placed my hands around her waist, pressing at each of her hips till she understood and she shifted her weight back and forth, making her hips swing which in turn made her great, suspended breasts sway in time with her motions. I then moved my hands up her black belly till they were under her proud breasts. I turned my hands and cupped her breasts from below and caressed them. M'bara sighed and became still. I took hold of her breasts and pulled her back against my body, still clothed. She arched her back, pressing her ass against me while I pulled at her torso with direct pressure on her breasts. I found her nipples, inverted and smooth and tried to pinch them but they were too taut, too aroused to grasp easily so I rubbed her aureoles and nipples with a fingertip. M'bara groaned and shivered, her hands pressing back against my legs.



I began to kiss at her right ear and she gasped, tipping her head to receive the kisses and hissing as I ran my tongue into and around the ear. When I took it in my mouth, I felt a tremor go through her body. I sucked on her ear and bit down the tiniest bit and she turned in my arms, scraping her great breasts against my chest as she turned. M'bara pressed her open mouth against my lips. Her lush lips worked against mine and her tongue moved across my lips and into my mouth. Her hands stroked up my chest while keeping her lips pressed against me and she unbuttoned my shirt and stripped if off my back. She unbuckled my pants and skimmed them down to my thighs and immediately grasped my hard, throbbing cock in one hand. She pushed me a bit and I moved over to the loveseat and sat down. She followed.
M'bara put a knee on one side of my legs and then knelt over me. She took firm hold of my cock, positioned it under her pussy and descended on me, sinking my cock into her ever so slowly. She arched her back and moaned as my cock eased past the lips of her cunt and then glided into her writhing depths. Her knees slipped on the couch as her hips descended. Her breasts were even with my lips and above them her long ebony neck stretched as she shifted her body down onto my cock. I put my hands on each breast and pulled one then the other to my mouth. At first I just kissed the sides and under the nipples and then I began to suck on her skin and she shuddered, lifting her body and pressing it back down on my cock.
I glanced over at the two women and found Beth kissing Constance while Constance remained fixated on the scene I was making in front of her. Beth had her hand up Constance's dress and Constance's legs were wide but she did not move and her eyes remained fixed on us.
I sucked harder on M'bara's breasts. She groaned and spoke for the first time. The 'yes' hissed from her mouth like escaping steam. I changed breasts and she moaned, dropping her head and with her hands which had been holding onto the back of the couch, she took hold of my head, found my mouth and kissed me, bearing down hard and forcing me back into the cushions of the loveseat releasing more of her weight onto my cock. Then she began to fuck me. I slumped down while she began to lift her hips and slam them down, not more than two perhaps three inches. She picked up speed, getting her knees positioned properly to aid the violent motion. She moved her hands down to my sides and increased the tempo. I lay my hands on her hips and felt the power in her as she pounded her cunt with my cock, perfectly positioned to receive me into her body. She began to sweat.
I could not lift her so, when she began to slow the pace, I patted her side and she rose off me, letting my cock come free. "Go lay on the bed." I said to her. She walked into the bedroom and crawled onto the bed, rolled onto her back and lifted her knees and became still, waiting.
I moved to Beth who was kissing Constance's neck. I pulled her loose and lifted her to her feet. Her eyes were glazed with lust. Constance's eyes were wide, glassy. I kissed Beth on the mouth and she immediately sucked at my tongue and wrapped her arms tight about my neck while arching her body away from my wet and hard cock. I pulled away from her. "Go lick her cunt for me. I will fill it again and you can have it but I want to mount Constance before I finish in M'bara." Beth looked at me like I was speaking a foreign language for a moment then nodded. I turned and watched her crawl, fully clothed, onto the bed. M'bara watched her approach but when Beth's lips and tongue touched her pussy her eyes closed and she shuddered and in seconds, she started keening with little grunts. In a few moments she was coming, gasping and hunching her cunt at Beth's face.
I turned back to Constance who was still sitting and pulled her to her feet. I took off the olive green jacket she wore and the draping blouse to reveal her small, white bra that covered her breasts. I reached around her and unhooked the bra. I unhooked and removed her straight skirt—she had no panties—leaving her naked but for her high heels. I took her in my arms and kissed her our naked bodies melding along with our lips. I had a thigh between her legs and those legs parted and then she broke the kiss, moved directly in front of me and my cock touched her cunt. She reached down and held it in position and pressed her body onto it. She pulled back, pressed harder. She repeated this several times till I was slotted completely in her slender body, one of her legs lifted and hooked behind me. Then she put her arms around my neck and lifted her legs, putting her whole weight onto the cock in her cunt. I grasped her ass to support her, turned and staggered to the bedroom.
M'bara was thrashing on the bed while Beth fed at her pussy, one arm wrapped around each black leg. Beth looked like some sort of sex toy attached to the cunt while M'bara tossed her about on the bed balanced on her heels and shoulder blades. I knelt beside them and eased Constance onto her back. I felt M'bara droop a leg over me and leave it there. I grabbed onto Constance's slender ass and began to pound into her. She came then, biting at my lips and screaming as her body hunched against me, shuddering. I felt my own orgasm signaling as her cunt spasmed around me. I pulled back and all at once her legs relaxed and she fell back onto the bed, emptied.
I pulled back and found M'bara also lying still while Beth licked at her pussy, slurping up trails of liquid that ran down her thighs and pooled around the lips of her pussy. I bodily pulled Beth away from the woman and replaced her, kneeling between the splayed black legs. I knelt over M'baras supine form, feeling at her crotch for the entrance of her pussy and finding it. I placed my cock there and pressed it into her. She grunted again then her hips exploded upwards and my cock was buried completely in her shuddering body. The hips dropped and then she flexed them upwards again. I placed both hands on her powerful ass, each perfect cheek filling a hand. I began to meet her motions with my own so that when she whipped her hips upwards, I pounded down with mine, thus thrusting my cock as deep into her body as it would go. A few minutes of this and I was ready to come again. I held to her and when she backed away, I sagged down and began the small shimmying jerks of orgasm. She hammered that great ass up once more and she screamed and her whole, black body arched off the bed and she quit breathing. For a few seconds I was suspended in the air, my head at her neck while her seizing cunt clasped at my cock. I felt her breasts taut against my chest as she came, a strong internal clenching that seemed to grasp my cock like a hand. Then she shook violently and her body dropped. Her hands rolled me to the side, between her and Constance, gasping for breath.
I lay back on the bed. Both M'bara and Constance rolled to me. I kissed them each in turn. I finally lay back and closed my eyes, gasping for breath. After a few minutes of rest my eyes opened and found Beth standing at the foot of the bed gazing down at us, still fully dressed. She did not move. Her eyes were wild. I shrugged off the clinging women and stood up, backing Beth from the bed. "Fuck me." She whispered. "Make me yours. Fuck me with your cock." She was on her knees taking my deflated cock in her hands and licking the head and shaft. Her mouth opened and she put the head to her lips and sucked on it. I responded. As my cock hardened, Beth put more and more of it into her mouth till the tip gagged her and she backed away. Then she blew through her nose and inhaled and my cock sank all the way into her mouth and down her throat. For a minute or two she sucked at my cock, blowing through her flared nostrils as she bobbed her head, fucking me with her mouth.
I tangled my fist in her hair and pulled her head off my cock. She released me unwillingly, straining against my hold to keep her mouth filled but finally relinquishing my cock. She stood and looked expectantly into my eyes. Her hands twitched at her sides but she did not offer to touch me further. She wore a beige jacket which was stained with cum. I grasp the lapels and slipped it off of her shoulders. She shrugged out of it. Beth wore a cream blouse which clung to her body and I glimpsed the shape of her tits for the first time. I unbuttoned her blouse, the top button and the next and the next, slowly till it hung free, showing her mid-sized breasts tucked in a frilly white bra. Beth's mouth was open and she shivered when I ran a finger over her lean belly and up to the bra. I tucked the finger into the cup of the bra and found a very rigid nipple. With two fingers I pinched at it, watching Beth intently. She closed her eyes and tipped her head back. Her hips twitched forward.
"Please fuck me." She whispered. "I'll do anything. Give me your cock. Put me on my back and part my legs and thrust your cock into my cunt. God, please fuck me!" She turned her head to the side as she spoke shaking her short brown hair, not looking at me any longer.
I pushed the blouse off her shoulders and her head came back to me, eyes lidded and unseeing but aimed at me. I pulled the blouse down her arms and found I had left a button fastened which was tucked into the straight skirt she wore. I unfastened it and the blouse dropped off her arms, onto the floor at her feet.
"He has my blouse off. He has pinched my nipples. I can feel how wet my cunt is. I want his cock." Beth muttered.
I unzipped the skirt and it dropped as well. I stepped back then round behind her. Beth did not move. I kissed each side of her neck and whispered, "you are a bad girl!" She shivered. "I know what you want. You want to hide what you are. You want my cock so no one sees. But I am going to show Constance what you like so she can give you what you want."
Beth's hands found my hips and gripped me, holding onto me but not moving except for the shivers that seemed to possess her body. "He is standing behind me, naked. I feel his erect cock against my back. He strokes my body while you watch. I am panting with need, gasping with desire. I close my eyes and see him fucking you, your legs wrapped around his waist while you cry with the orgasm wracking your body as you give yourself over to him completely." I slipped hand down inside her panties and pressed it against her pussy. Her words cut off with a sharp gasp.
I released her and she sagged. I pulled a straight chair from the living room up to the foot of the bed. I sat down on the chair. Beth had moved aside and watched me with growing horror. I gestured to her to come closer and she did. I put my fingers into the top of her panties and drew them down her hips. Beth had a very nicely proportioned body. She had a waist and pleasantly flaring hips and when she turned her back to me, I could see her fine ass, a pleasant swell in the back forming a beautiful cushion.
"Over my lap, Beth. It is time you get what you want." She looked back at me then moved and did as I instructed. "I lay across his naked legs. I feel his cock poking against my bare belly and I want it. I wait, quivering with anticipation because I know what is coming. I am terrified and so aroused the feeling is altering me while you watch. You will see what he does to me and you will never forget it." On the bed, Constance was sitting up, a hand on M'bara's leg. Her eyes were wide, listening to Beth chant her commentary. M'bara was laying down on her back and did not sit up till she heard the first crack of my hand on Beth's ass.
Beth cried out, surprised with the force of the first blow. I slapped her pert ass again and she flinched and then ground her cunt down at my lap but did not find anything to press against it. My cock was poking her belly. "He strikes me, his flat hand striking my ass with a crack. I flinch and my cunt sobs, begging to be penetrated with his cock. I feel it against my stomach and I quake with excitement. The anticipation of what is coming twists inside of me. He is spanking me for being such a slut. I am so excited that you are seeing me spanked I can barely breathe."
My hand connected with her soft ass cheek, ending her soliloquy. Beth dropped her head, extending her hands past her head to floor. Her weight pressed down on my bare legs, my cock pressed up into her belly and I shifted for my comfort. I struck Beth again, so hard she squealed but then ground her cunt at my leg, shivering. "Every time he strikes me, I get closer to orgasm. I cannot believe this man has discovered this about me and is showing it to you. I own you and now you own me." I struck her again, very hard and Beth's voice shrieked and she sobbed from the pain and the pleasure mingling, meeting at some point between her ass and cunt.
I settled into a rhythm, hitting each cheek. Beth yelped and then began to whimper and then she was openly crying, begging me to stop. I slowed, letting my hand lay on her ass longer and longer. Each time I hesitated, her back arched and her hips yawned till I finally stopped altogether and put a finger into her sopping pussy. Beth grunted and pushed back at my hand, still sobbing from the pain. Her cheeks were scarlet.
"He beat me till I wept. My cunt wept. Then he stopped, his hand lay on my flaming ass. His finger touched my cunt and I thought I would come but then he thrust it into me and the orgasm escaped me, changing, lingering. And you watched, seeing my humiliation as I have seen yours so many times. I think of you, your ass, your lips, your quivering need as I beat you and now it is me and all I want is his cock." Beth's voice labored for she lay heavily on my legs. I withdrew my finger and Beth grunted, lifting her ass in an effort to keep my finger socketed in her flooding cunt.
"Stand up." I said. Beth struggled to her feet and stood before me, her hands on her ass but then withdrew them. Behind her, M'bara was leaning on her elbows watching us. My cock was fully erect now. "Beth, you got what you asked for." Her hands went back to her ass again as if she forgot that touching her own ass would hurt. "No. You got to watch me fuck M'bara. Did you enjoy that?"
Beth opened her mouth but no sound came out. She licked her lips and nodded, once, twice, three times.
"You owe M'bara something and me something, right?"
"You may fuck Constance." She whispered. "Constance, I give you to him."
I glanced at Constance. M'bara was sitting up now, her legs still spread wide. Constance had pulled one of M'bara's hands into her crotch and M'bara was gently stroking her cunt. "I want to see you fuck Beth, first." Constance said. Her eyes glittered.
I stood up, moving the chair back. I turned Beth around and pushed her between M'bara's legs. She grasped my intention and immediately began to crawl toward the pussy before her face still oozing our cum. She fit her mouth over M'bara's cunt lips and sucked. M'bara moaned and dropped heavily to the bed, lifting her legs. Beth was on her knees and felt me board the bed behind her. She widened her stance. I moved against her ass and placed my cock against her flaming skin tracing a wet line on her scarlet ass. Beth flinched. I found the lips of her pussy and fitted the head of my cock into the entrance. Then I grasped her hips and shoved my cock completely into her body.
"Oh fuck me!" Beth shrieked. And fuck her I did. She grunted as I slammed home, pressing my body against her burning ass. I withdrew and plunged back into her boiling pussy. Beth moaned and then she was coming. M'bara pulled her face back down and her noise became muffled, grunts and moans and other sounds a woman never made but when she was coming. Constance watched with shining eyes. I set up a rhythm, slapping my body against Beth's tortured ass. Each time I slammed home, she would flinch, moan and then she would press her fiery ass back against me. I withdrew and slammed home over and over again till she came again. I pulled free and she whimpered.
I looked at Constance. She immediately lay down on her back. I crawled between her lean legs and she positioned herself under me. I took one breast between my lips and sucked. Constance gasped. Her small breasts were tender and sensitive with hard knobs which made her jump when I ran my tongue over them. I licked her nipples and she sighed and her head wagged back and forth. I kissed and sucked each nipple several times till she was keening beneath me. Finally, I moved up and captured her mouth. She raised her whole body and kissed me hard. Her hands directed my slick cock to her pussy and she hunched up as soon as I was at the entrance and I slammed down into her. Constance screamed and came as soon as my cock touched the back of her body. Her legs wrapped around me and she screamed each time I slammed into her.
M'bara began to come, grunting and pistoning her pelvis up at Beth's face. Then she stiffened and her body bowed. My orgasm arrived then and I was pumping load after load of semen into Constance's writhing, tight and grasping pussy. She hunched at me several times and then lay still.
I lay on her, releasing my weight onto her chest. Finally, after several minutes, I backed off of Constance. Beth lay inert between M'bara's legs. I helped Beth off the bed and M'bara sat up and looked at me. Constance was watching her. I glanced at Constance's drooling cunt and M'bara moved. She moved gracefully on her knees and soon had her face at Constance's pussy. Constance winced with the contact and then stretched her head back, eyes closing, her hands bunching in the sheets.
I slipped a hand around Beth and grasped her breast. She looked up at me and I kissed her smeared face. She slipped out of my grasp and began to lick my cock again, this time tasting Constance. When I finally got hard, after Constance had come several times beneath M'bara's talented tongue, Beth stood up and crawled onto the bed and opened her legs. She winced when she lay on her battered ass but then she lay back and waited. I moved between her legs, lifted them over my shoulders and mounted the woman. Beth sighed.
"I watched him fuck you from between the black legs, my mouth sucking at the deep pussy while she came over and over below my probing tongue and hungry mouth6. I would glance at you as he fucked you. His cock penetrated you over and over. I could see it on your face each time he hit bottom, stretching you. You wrapped your legs around him again and as he fucked you, you held to him, following his body up, trying to keep the delicious feel of his rigid instrument buried in your body. Now it is my turn. While the dark woman eats you to orgasm after orgasm, I am on my back. My ass burns where he spanked me and I want to raise it but my cunt aches for his cock as it enters me. I wish for your eyes, I wish they were watching me as he begins to fuck me. I am helpless. My legs are over my head and his knees are clinched at my thighs while his cock penetrates me, over and over again!"
My actions matched her words exactly. Her slit was tight and expressive, grasping at me each time I descended into her body.
"Cum in me. I want you to fuck me till you come. Cum in me!" Beth hissed. I fucked her with her legs over my shoulders. I fucked her with her knees pinned to her ears. I fucked her with her back flat on the bed. I put a leg over one of her legs and fucked her in scissors fashion. I moved back fully between her legs and she hooked her heels behind my knees. I grasped her ass and set up a gentle motion, thrusting into her flowing body. I found her lips and we engaged in a luxurious kiss, tongues touching every part of her lips and mouth. In the midst of it, she pulled her mouth free.
"Cumming. Cumming. Cumming." She chanted and then her body convulsed and she arched beneath me, pressing her cunt up at me and my cock rooted into the core of her. Beth shuddered, quaked, gasped and fell back to the bed. She hooked her heels back behind my knees and patted my ass. "Your turn." She said. I continued to pump into her but my orgasm seemed far away. Beside us Constance finished cumming for the fifth or sixth time. M'bara sat up and pulled her down the bed, putting her head close to Beth's shoulder. Then she returned to feeding at the slim pussy.



I moved over, still fucking Beth with my cock and put my lips to Constance's mouth. Her eyes opened and her mouth opened. I kissed her. Beth's hands found my ass and she pushed me down onto her body harder and harder with each stroke. My cock sliced into her, sheathing deeply each time in her boiling, seething depths.
"His cock penetrates me over and over. My ass burns from the spanking at his hands. My cunt runs with the liquid ecstasy that gibbers inside my flesh. He moves away from my lips and begins to kiss you on the mouth while she, the black Nubian princess sucks his cum from your pussy. You are assaulted at mouth and cunt while being fully aware that I am pierced by his cock, filled with the shaft and I have come over and over while he pounded me. You requested that he fuck me. I am being fucked while he kisses you and I am going to come again! I am coooommmmiiing!" Beth shuddered beneath me, pulling me awkwardly deeply into her cunt, pressing her body up against my weight while I lay askew over her, kissing Constance."
I continued kissing Constance while I fucked Beth. Beth was both silent and still for a while. Eventually she lifted her legs, allowing my cock to plunge into her at full length. She locked her legs about my body and I penetrated her over and over again. Beth's hands finally gripped the cheeks of my ass and pulled at them, parting them slightly while she jerked her cunt up at me. She did this several times and I felt it, the elusive orgasm and I moved away from Constance, fixed my mouth on Beth's and began to pour my cock into her, finally coming into her willing pussy.
We rolled apart. M'barra crawled up the other side of Constance. We lay, panting and sighing for several minutes. I rose up and kissed Constance hard on the mouth. Then I moved to Beth and kissed her as well. Her eyes glittered. When I could catch my breath, I stood up. "Beth, take Constance home. She can eat you there." They dressed and left without a word. M'bara and I showered together too fucked out to do anything but tend to each other, cleaning each other carefully for both of us ached with use and exhaustion. Our bodies quivered with lingering sensations. Then we crawled into the other bed and slept with the cloying smell of sex filling our nostrils and coloring our dreams. The next day, late, we went to the airport.
We waited on the tarmac for two hours while the airlines determined if our plane was safe or the air empty enough for us to fly into. After about 30 minutes, M'bara reached over and took hold of my hand. She held it like that while we watched our individual movies. I took my head phones off and rested my eyes. That was when she began to talk.
"Thank you." She started off with those words and I was nonplussed. Seemed to me like she was saying what I should have been saying. I opened my eyes. She laid a hand on my arm. "I have a master's in economics from the London School and a PhD in psychology. My brother is interested only in experiencing the benefits of our position in our country. My father has given much of the control of our holdings in Africa over to my care. I analyze and make the decisions but my brother carries them out; he is the face of our family and of our businesses. No matter what I do, I remain only a woman in Africa and that means I am primarily considered a sperm receptacle or baby storage by my brother and his associates. Any suggestion that we are more than that and the men . . . " She snorted. "And the men there wonder why we women fall in love with American men. They have learned to treat women as equals, as equally important."
"Not willingly." I said, sotto voce.
M'bara shot an amused glance at me. Her fingers were softly stroking my arm as she talked. "My brother has watchers with us. Partly for my safety, I admit but also to insure that I do as instructed. He told me I was yours and I was to be all you wanted of me, without restriction, no matter what you wanted. When I first met you, I feared that you would not make use of me. Understand me, please. I love sex and I love fucking you and those women. I have had few orgasms to rival what I experienced last night. But beyond that, my brother begged me to do this. I do not know why. He insisted that I had to be a sex slave and keep my education to myself.
"But you are not that sort of man, I do not think. My brother hates it when a woman teaches him something; it makes him feel stupid and that makes him angry. Now, I admit that many women when they see a man slip, they lose interest. If they see the slightest flaw in him they mock him or they abandon him. Many women are willing to destroy a man if they can and only love him if they find they are helpless and cannot destroy him. African men must appear perfect or they incur the contempt of the women they desire the most. Americans have learned to be honest with each other, at least about some things. You are gradually developing a society that is not scared of the vagina. The woman's nearly limitless capacity for orgasm is more an objective of jealously in American men despite the fact that it makes women undependable . . . with that ability, men would all be willing to stay in bed all the time and fuck themselves to death. Men come to the limit of their sexual ability and so have attention and energy to develop civilization and keep the world running. I understand this. Only civilization will ever give proper acceptance to the woman's capacity for pleasure and only in civilization will it be protected, perhaps, eventually, even to the point of becoming an economic asset to the vaginas of the world."
M'bara flipped up the armrest between us and scooted closer to me. Her hand began to run up and down my leg. "My brother begged me to be your sex slave. Oh, I know, I should not use the word 'slave' when in the company of a white man but what the fuck. Political correctness is just furry and timid fascism and I could give a fuck. I have bigger problems than the racial issues around historical slavery. That is easy to spot. The slavery inherent in the woman's position in my country is much more difficult to change." Her hand approached my crotch and despite myself, my cock started to rise. When the back of her hand bumped it, she looked over at me. "Again?" She asked. "Still?"
I shrugged. "You are a sexy woman, M'bara. Any opportunity to fuck you that I let pass is a sin. You do things with your cunt that I love."
She actually smiled. "I have to thank you somehow. If you had been a typical American man and tried to treat me with respect, I would have shamed my brother and he would have punished me. He gave you a sex vixen and you have taken him at his word. You have given him great honor by using me as you have."
"And will." I injected.
M'bara nodded soberly. "Yes and will till you see fit to release me. The longer and more often I serve you on my back, the more honor you show my brother. He must have made a horrid mistake with you because he pled with me. He has never done that before. Never. I thank you because, perhaps for the first time in my life, my baby brother, my treasured brother is indebted to me. I will be able to use this against him for the rest of my life. Perhaps I can find a way to use this to become a full member of my own family and then later of my own culture. Some women have achieved that but they do not do so in such a way that it opens any doors for any other women. In fact, the powerful woman in cultures such as mine is far more predatory with other women than anyone else and the women around them are very often sacrificed to that ambition till there are no women left."
M'bara's hand cruised up my leg, running her fingers along the inside of my thigh till her hand cupped my balls and grasped my cock. Then she simply held on. I moved the newspaper over my lap and she began to gently massage me, idly, unconsciously but with sufficient motion to make the paper move on my lap. She either did not notice or did not care. My cock grew in her hand.
"You have used me and I want you to understand that doing so has proven a great benefit to me, beyond the intrinsic pleasure of fucking you. If you had me suck off every stranger we met for the rest of the time I am with you, it would not lessen the benefit. In some strange way, I think my brother will respect you if you find ways to use me that he has not considered."
I had to ask. The comment was too obvious. "Does he fuck you?"
M'bara looked at me, horrified. "My baby brother? No! He is an animal. But he has traded my ass to members of his entourage or his business associates, rivals, or whoever. I have fucked many of his associates both for him and because they thought I could help them. Sometimes I have but more often, that knife has turned in their hands. My little brother knows everything works because of me so despite the public contempt, he had to beg me to consent to be his gift to you. My pussy is mine, no one owns it but me. Contraception has given me control that women never possessed before in history, no longer merely chattel, a step away from a child's ownership. Yet, confusingly enough, being treated like chattel often makes us wet. We want to spread our legs for the man who treats us with the most disdain. When he asked me if he could grant my body to you to pay a debt, I got wet. Men may need to change but we women need to admit that we must change as well. We need to get wet when a man is polite to us. We need to find our nipples hard when a man treats us with respect. We need to fuck the nice guys rather than the man who will not take 'no' for an answer. Men like you who can respect me and yet make me wet, who have the ability to be forceful without adumbrating my will in the matter, who can figure out how to give me what proves to bring my greatest orgasm are rare and fine treasures." She hesitated. "You can humiliate a woman without losing respect for her. Like you did Beth, she loved what you did to her and when you were done, she felt respected as well as pleased, treasured as well as satisfied. It is a wonderful thing to get both a physical fucking of your life and still feel the emotional value you give to us. Thank you!"
M'bara turned to me, withdrawing her hand from my throbbing cock. She put both of her large hands on my cheeks and kissed me for real, right on the mouth, with only her lips. Just before she pulled away, I think I felt her tongue touch me and then she was sitting back and looking at me. "My brother gave me to you and I was prepared to be used as I have been used in the past. In fact, I needed it and the worst thing you could have done was to ignore me. Instead you have included me in a wonderful night of excess, and in turn, I surrender to you. Till now, I have been serving my brother. From now on, I will serve you. I am yours to do with as you like." With that, M'bara sat back and closed her eyes.
I sat, thinking about what she said and eventually went to sleep. The plane took us to the next city. As it landed, M'bara took my hand and leaned into me. "I nearly came while you beat Beth. I may want that sometime. To be spanked till I come." Then she closed her eyes and lay back for the landing. I was so hard thinking about the arch of her ass.
We went through the process of getting settled in a new place. At the hotel, I got us one room. She watched me till I got two key cards and one room then she smiled in a private way and quite paying attention to the busy work of getting our room. Once in the room, we both showered, changed and went out to eat. We had conversations. I was tempted to tell her of my plot to avenge my sister but I was not ready to speak of it to anyone, despite the fact that several seemed to have guessed my objective without divining my purpose.
Halfway through dinner, M'bara put down her fork and stared at me. When I stopped eating and met her gaze, she said, "I did not mean for you to stop using me. I told you what it means to me. Don't get all sensitive on me now. Use me."
I shrugged. Then I looked around. "I did not think about what it meant to you." I said. "When I realized that, I was ashamed."
She smiled a thin, wan smile. "I will tell you something else. I liked fucking the two women with and for you. I admit it; that was fine, really fine. But I have simply never been as aroused as when you brought that woman first to the room with us. Feeling her eyes on us when you lifted my skirt and fucked me, if you had thrust a couple more times I would have come. I was so close I was shaking! I never knew what a turn-on it could be to have someone watch me when I am being fucked." She toyed with the long, glistening green beans remaining on her plate. When she stopped speaking, she looked up at me, a smile with a challenge in it.
I did not respond. I paid and we left the restaurant. I saw three women waiting at the desk to check in. One nudged the other and pointed with an elbow at me, at M'bara and me, at the interracial us. I had been resting my hand lightly on the small of her back. I moved it down to her ass and she looked back at me. I pulled her to me, my cock growing hard as she pressed her body into mine. She lay both hands on my chest and looked up at me, her eyes shining, lips parted. I bent and kissed her lips. Her eyes did not close. I ran a hand over her ass, caressing her cheek, fitting the tips of my fingers deep into the crease.
M'bara moaned a little. I kissed her harder and one of her arms went around my neck. Her lips parted and her tongue touched me, running along my lower lip, hooking inside to touch my teeth and the inside of my mouth. I pulled at her ass and she pressed her pussy against my leg. I kissed her harder but kept my eyes open, watching the three young women, all of whom were staring at us. When M'bara snaked a hand between our clenched bodies and grasped my hard cock, one of the young women gasped. I pulled away from M'bara and her hand followed me till she pulled it back. I took her hand and walked to the elevator. On the elevator she stood a bit apart from me and I did not touch her. She preceded me off the car and down the hall to the room where she waited for me to open it. She stared at the doorknob as though it were alive. With the door open, she stepped in and turned around, leaving me just enough room to let the door close. She put her hands up to my face, touching me carefully and then pulled me down to her mouth. She kissed me hard and then turned.
"Unzip me. She said. Her sparkling blue dress dropped to the floor. I released each garter and then unhooked the garter belt. She bent slightly as I pulled her panties off her hips, skimming them down her thighs. She shuddered. "Get in me!" She said and bent further forward, putting her forearms on the wall. I crouched behind her and entered her partway. She pressed her ass back against me and I met her motion and entered her taut slit with my cockhead. I withdrew. M'bara sighed and grunted when I jammed my cock back inside her. I went deeper.
"Use me." She said. "Come in my cunt. Fuck me."
I grabbed her hips and pulled her back as I thrust forward. Her head dropped and she moaned as I burrowed deeper into her dark flesh. My fingers sank into her hips as I pushed her away, pulling my cock out of her grasping pussy. Then I slammed back into her, this time, sustaining the assault till I was rooted so deep, I thought I could feel her asshole opening against my abdomen. My imagination, I think but M'bara shuddered and then her ass began to hammer back at me, little short strokes that drew the eruption from my body just as she began to scream, "coming. I am commmming!"
I felt her stagger and looped a hand around her waist. I pulled free of her quaking body and helped her to the bed. She rolled onto it and opened her legs. I mounted her again for I did not soften. I pounded into her pussy, long, grinding strokes which squished and sloshed. She lay still while I fucked her, her head turned sideways on the bed. I pulled out of her and struggled to my knees and pulled her farther up the bed. I put her legs over my shoulder and descended into her depths again. This time, M'bara made a small sound and her head turned to watch me fuck her. Her eyes were only partly open and something about the look, something about the idea of this woman being my possession, willing and eager to take my cock into her body made me shudder with excitement and then I was coming, hammering her as hard as I could. Her legs dropped and immediately locked around me as my orgasm subsided and I collapsed on her.
I recovered a little, keeping one arm under me to keep my full weight off of her. She still had her bra on. I ran a hand over it. "I heard you. I have business tomorrow. If I get finished early, we will go out with one thing in mind. We will find a person, male or female, to watch us fuck. I like that as well." I rolled away from her and M'bara sat up. She looked down at me and smiled. But she did not speak.
The next day proved disappointing. The conference with the buyers went poorly and we ended up working very late. I got back to our room around one in the morning and M'bara was asleep when I arrived. I showered and snuggled up against her and was asleep before she turned over. I woke when she kissed me the next morning. I had meetings again all day and did not arrive back to the hotel till eleven, after our working group went to eat to celebrate signing the contract. My office made early morning reservations and I had a quick meeting before we left which ran long. I sent M'bara ahead and met her at the airport so it was then before we had much chance to talk.
Through check-in and security, we stood orienting ourselves to find the gate.
"I would fuck her." M'bara whispered.
I looked around to see to whom she was referring and found her staring at a medium sized blond woman. She was slim, with a light, transparent blouse which showed her small breasts to the world, ghostly images punctuated by spots of darkness which could only be her nipples, her erect nipples. I stared at her till she moved and then glanced at her eyes. They were laughing eyes. She held my stare for a moment just as she turned away, a secret smile on her lips.
I nodded. "Fuck her or let her watch?"
M'bara looked at me. "Do you think I am going to let something like that see me taking it and not do her when you are done?"
"What if she is not interested in another woman?"
"Then I will watch you take her." M'bara said with certainty in her voice.
The woman disappeared into the crowd. The trip to the next city was much the same. We began to point out people we would like to have watch us, comparing notes and finding some common tastes. We both liked the Latin man with good hair and a certain Chinese man, lean and lithe as a panther. I had never been with a man nor had any sexual response to a man but the idea of having a guy watch me as I fucked M'bara, knowing or hoping he would get sloppy seconds seemed somehow newly attractive. We checked into the new hotel and went to a nearby mall. We had both showered and dressed, careful not to touch each other or we would not have left the room and likely would have starved to death since we had not eaten much. I finished first and watched her towel off, put on makeup and dress.
At the door, on the way out, M'bara stopped, closing the door as I was opening it. She smiled and pulled my mouth down to hers. "I want someone to watch us. I am so . . . aroused, I could fuck you right now but you promised. I feel that our time is nearly done. I want this. Tonight."
So we went to the mall and wandered around the many shops and kiosks. I got lots of stares, which is to say M'bara did. I was not feeling it. But M'bara was avid and finally she pulled me towards a women's clothing shop. She hesitated at the entrance, turning to me. "The tall blond woman, the older woman, I want her."



The subject was an imposing piece of work. Her honey blond hair was shoulder length and brushed back into a singular whole and then sprayed in place. Her blue eyes were cold and unfriendly. She was brusque with the sale lady and dismissive of everything she touched. But she moved further into the store and we followed. I released M'bara's hand and kept a distance, considering how best to approach this woman. She glanced at me and caught me gazing at her. She did not look away but fixed her eyes on mine with a sort of defiant belligerence, daring me to keep my eyes on here. I did. She stopped her hands sorting the blouses on the rack before her. I held her gaze.
M'bara said something to me but I ignored her. Out of the corner of my eye I caught M'bara looking back and forth between us. I did not blink. I did not look away. Finally, the blond woman pursed her lips and returned her gaze to the blouses. "M'bara, find something to try on and go into the dressing rooms. Give me about five minutes.
I did not move my gaze. The woman shuffled through the blouses and I guessed then that she was not happy about buying off the rack. She had done it before, I guessed, graduated to better styles and now the economy had bumped her back into this familiar territory. Her eyes flicked up at me and finding my gaze still fixed on her, she dropped them back to the blouses. Her hands moved mechanically and her eyes seemed to be staring, unseeing. The slightest flush of pink rose in her cheeks. I wiped a hand across my lips. The woman stopped moving her hands. I could see the internal debate, the conversation rattling in her mind. Should she approach me and reproach me for staring in a most un-American way? Should she ignore me? Should she leave the store, retreat?
She became completely still as this debate continued. I did not move, I did not blink. I have a theory about sex which may have actual scientific support. My theory is that we humans can feel someone close to us, or smell them or something that tells our senses that fucking them would be a distinct and utter pleasure without telling us if we can stand them or not, like or love or live with them at all. Our animal instincts or our pheromones or something that establishes sexual compatibility fires and we just know. We know that copulation with that body would fulfill a basic need to experience ecstasy. And suddenly we want each other regardless of all the conventions that deny us the satisfaction such a coupling would bring. Civilization has barred us from acting on this till recently. Now, in the decadent corridors of the west, we can sometimes act on the suggestion such experiences proffer to our stunned consciousness. M'bara had picked such a woman for me. I felt it. I waited to see if she did. And if she did, how she would respond to it?
The woman looked up at me. Her blue eyes glittered but behind the glitter, confusion and then a glint of curiosity. Still, I did not move nor did my gaze waver. I desired to examine her body but I did not. She dropped her hand, putting her eyes on the rack before her. She stood still, elbow pinching her slung purse against her light tan business suit. She wore a straight skirt, jacket and white blouse. She wore high heels, black with straps and a single jewel at the ankle bone. I found I was examining her but seeing her clothes not her body. The clothing she wore was more sumptuous than she could find in this store. I looked back up to her eyes. She was watching me now. She dropped her eyes and took the first step towards me. I heard the dressing room door open and sensed more than saw M'bara emerge. The two women arrived together. The blond woman stopped in front of me. M'bara halted to my side. She laid a hand on my arm.
"Do you like this?" M'bara asked in a normal voice but I heard the strain in it. She had picked this woman who stood two feet from me.
I shrugged, keeping my eyes on the woman before me. "What do you think? Does it match her?"
The woman's eyes flicked to my side and then came back to me. "No. Too tight. Her tits are too big for that tight a dress. You need something to show your body off. You are stuffed into that dress like pork in a hot dog casing."
She dressed the part of high society but she was not. In old days, society women would sniff at her and whisper, 'new money' as though that explained something. It might have. But here, now, no one was sniffing or if they were all they could smell were pheromones.
"Take it off." I said. "Would you like to pick something out that might be more to your liking for her?"
The woman's head turned and she studied M'bara for a moment then she looked back at me. "My name is Laurel." She said, still belligerent. I took a moment to study her body, letting my eyes drift down, lingering at her waist and then at her breast. Laurel was statuesque, with broad shoulders and hips, and mighty breasts which dominated her torso and a narrow, elegant waist. "Her name is M'bara. She is from Africa." I said.
"I hear that in her voice. Her musical accent is very . . . . " Laurel did not finish. "Yes. Ok. I'll find something for her."
M'bara returned to the dressing room and the woman wandered away for a few minutes. She held up a brilliant red dress which would be horribly short. "That will make her look like a hooker," I said conversationally.
"Isn't she?" The woman sneered.
"To the contrary. She is the sister of a business associate. He gave her to me for the week. To fuck anytime I like. Would you care to join us and watch me fuck her?"
The woman actually spluttered. Laurel half coughed and moved the dress from her free hand so she could cover her mouth. When she looked back at me the disdain in her eyes was being seared away by curiosity and desire. But I was not entirely sure which of us she desired but then, on reflection, I was pretty sure it did not matter or at least, she did not care. We certainly didn't.
"Well?" I prompted. Laurel stilled and stared, not moving or making a sound. "Run along. If you hurry you might catch her naked. If you like what you see, come back and I will give you a new suggestion."
Laurel turned away from me and walked into the dressing area, which, since we were on the women's floor, was only for women. A few minutes later Laurel returned. The first thing I noticed was her lipstick was smeared. Her tongue appeared and licked at her lips, like they were numb from getting a tooth capped. Her eyes were troubled.
"Well? Did you see her naked?" I asked, sotto voce.
"She had her bra on still." Laurel responded. Then her eyes became haunted and her gaze jerked over to mine.
"Have you ever been close to another woman while she was being fucked?"
Laurel slowly shook her head.
"Would you like to be?" I asked.
The distant look in Laurel's eyes changed to one of intense focus. She was repeating what I just said after having been imagining M'bara naked, her huge breasts without the bra. She was so mesmerized by her own thoughts that she could not respond. She remained in that sort of social catatonia till M'bara arrived.
"I look like a Detroit nightclub singer from the 1960's." M'bara snorted.
I turned to her and yes, she looked like something out of Laugh-In or the Nanny or Vegas. She turned slowly. I touched a finger to her thigh and ran it up under the dress. The hem rose a bit, then let my hand slip underneath. My hand rose while she turned back to face me. I turned my hand to cup her crotch. M'bara closed her eyes and sighed, sagging towards me, putting a hand on each shoulder and bowing her head against my chest as I caressed her pussy lips. I could smell her light perfume. I looked over at Laurel. Laurel was watching me as I massaged M'bara. M'bara did not move. No one could tell I was touching her. She shuddered.
"Do you think she has panties on?" I asked in the same low voice. Laurel did not respond. "Do you want to know?"
For three seconds, Laurel did nothing. Then she blinked three times and nodded, just once.
"Do you have plans for the evening? I asked.
Laurel shook her head.
"Come with us. We are going to have a light supper. Do you know a place where we can eat and perhaps dance?" Laurel nodded. M'bara did not buy the red dress. We walked out into the chilly parking lot with Laurel, all of us quiet. M'bara and I followed the woman for a while before realizing she had lost her car. We glanced at each other but said nothing. After five minutes or so she said 'here I am' in a timid voice which did not match her persona at all.
She went to the driver's door and unlocked it with the key but did not open it. She had a fob in her hand but apparently ignored it. I walked up behind her and placed my hand on her waist. She had ample hips but a well-shaped ass. "Before we leave with you, there is a little test you must pass."
"A test?" Laurel breathed around the word.
"Can you kiss? If you are going to watch us copulate, we need to know that you can kiss, in case you decide to join us."
Laurel turned her head and looked at me, shock in her eyes. "Join you?" She said vacantly. The imperious woman, filled with disdain and self-assurance was gone. "Join you, where?"
"On your bed. How long has it been since you fucked a woman?"
Laurel licked her lips. "Three years. No, four. Yes, four."
"And a man?"
"My husband. Once a month on the tenth or the closest Saturday. He arranges everything. We go to a hotel and he pays me one thousand dollars to suck him off and then he takes me from behind. It is my monthly allowance." She was talking to no one, just letting the words dribble past her lips. "I am his whore." She looked at me then. "I fuck him for the money. The rest of the time, I do without." Her eyes became intense in the dying light of day. "Kiss me." She said.
I did not hesitate but leaned in and touched my lips to hers. Her eyes closed and she tilted her head. Her lips opened and her tongue greeted me. She lifted a hand to my side and the other to my neck, caressing me. She kissed harder, sucking my tongue into her mouth then pressing hers deep into mine. She shuffled closer to me, pressing her body against me as she turned into me. My hands circled her, coming to rest on her voluptuous ass. I pulled her close, squeezing the breath out of her as I pressed her against my hardening cock. Her hands pulled at me, seizing me and drawing me into her hunger.
Then it was done. I stepped back. I regarded her. She watched me, waiting, looking for some response.
"So? Can she kiss?" M'bara asked from the other side of the car. I nodded and without another word got into the backseat, behind Laurel. Laurel drove us to a slick new steak house that had swing music issuing from the interior, a live band. She led us inside and when we were seated and ordered, cupped her hands and planted her chin on them; a most curious pose for a woman of her appearance. In the silence, I studied her, trying not to stare at the breasts she had beneath the jacket and blouse. I avoided her eyes.
"Are you going to ask me to dance?" She asked at the beginning of the next song, something slow that could have been Nat King Cole, his era anyway, jazzy and mellow. I nodded and stood and guided her to the dance floor.
She assumed a normal dance pose but I circled her waist with my arm and pulled her close. She whispered into my ear, "I have never done anything like this before."
"Dance?" I asked, amazement in my voice.
"No." She said smiling then sobering as she searched for a word to express what she meant. She found only hesitant silence.
"I only want you to watch." I said. "I love fucking this woman and it makes her cum so hard when she knows someone is watching. A well-fucked woman is the sexiest beast on the planet."
"I wouldn't know." Laurel said. She leaned back so she could look in my eyes. "Will you fuck me? Am I pretty enough to fuck?"
Somehow the mood had changed, the brittle woman was gone. In my arms stood a woman eager to lay down for me but afraid to hope that she would get to. I ignored her question. "Did you enjoy kissing her?" I asked.
"She kissed me." Laurel insisted.
"Are you going to kiss her again?" I asked. The music stopped and I stepped back but made no move to return to the table.
"Is she really yours? Not a whore?" Laurel asked.
"I asked you a question." I returned. The music started and she stepped into my arms again. This time I clasped her ass firmly in one hand while I caressed her back with the other, letting my thumb touch the base of her breast under her arm each time I passed.
"And I asked you one." She returned.
I dropped her and walked way to the table and sat down. She followed. She looked angry when she sat down. I leaned forward and glared at her but spoke to M'bara. "So, M'bara, do you want this woman to fuck us or just watch us?"
Laurel's anger blinked away and she glanced at M'bara. "She kisses good. I want to feel her lips on my pussy after you come in me." M'bara spoke in a low voice, throaty but full of promise.
Laurel turned her eyes away from me, to M'bara.
"Did she see you naked." I asked.
"I had my bra on."
"And she kissed you?"
"I kissed her." M'bara said.
"Do you want her to kiss you again?"
"Yes." M'bara said simply.
"Go to the women's room and kiss her. Remove her hose, panties and bra. The food should be here before you get back." M'bara stood up and stared down at Laurel. The woman looked up at her and then looked over at me.
"See? It is easier just to answer my questions." I said with a curt smile. "If you want to see her get fucked, you need to let her have you in the restroom. Now you have to decide. If you had answered my question, you would have gotten to eat first. But, no." I stared at her. She met my gaze and then blinked, a hand rose to her neck as she looked down and a finger ran down the skin of her neck to the start of her cleavage. She nodded to herself.
Laurel rose and followed M'bara through the throng. I watched and waited. The food arrived before they returned. I was eating when they appeared. I could clearly see Laurel's breasts through the sheer white blouse and open jacket, despite her arms crossed before her. The pose merely served to pull the fabric taut across her breasts and highlight the erect nipples visible right at the lines of the jacket's lapels. She sat down and began to eat. The hand holding her fork shook.
M'bara put panties, hose and bra in my lap. The bitch. What was I going to do with them? The bra would not fit in my pocket. I left them on my knee while I ate. Each time M'bara glanced at me her eyes twinkled and she smiled just enough to let a flash of her perfect white teeth show between her ruby lips.
When we stood to leave, I held the clothing out to Laurel. Her face blanched but she did not move. "Take it all." I said. Her hand extended and took it all from me and stuffed it into the side of her jacket. One cup of the bra hung down below her jacket. I led them outside. Away from the light at the entrance but not yet to the car I stopped and moved back to Laurel. I stopped her, bent and ripped the seam on the skirt all the way up her thigh to her hip. She stood quaking, her arms folded over her belly, clutching at the jacket. I kissed her on the lips. "I am going to fuck you against your car before we leave." I said softly. I stepped back and stared at her till she turned in search of her car. When we arrived, M'bara used the fob to open the doors. Somehow, she had gotten the keys from Laurel. M'bara immediately got into the backseat on the passenger's side. I placed my hands on Laurel's hips, moving one to the torn seam. I slipped that hand under the fabric and onto her warm skin. Laurel tried to turn but I did not let her. Instead, I began to bunch up the skirt till her legs were visible clear to her crotch.
"Hold onto your skirt and lean against the car." I said softly. Laurel put both hands on the bunched skirt and tried to lean forward; it was an awkward pose. I opened my pants. I put a hand between her legs. I felt her asshole and without planning to do so, pressed a finger against it. Laurel grunted and bent completely onto the side of the car laying her cheek on the roof. Her ass protruded and she shuffled her feet wider. A moment later her ass opened and she pressed back till my finger was lodged in it.
"Oh god." Laurel hissed. "Of fucking god." Then she grunted and pressed back at me harder. I met her motion and shoved my finger deep into her ass. I reached around her torso and grasped her breast with my other hand and pinched the nipple I pinched her nipple with finger and thumb as hard as I could through the slick material. It must have been silk. Laurel shrieked a short, shrill squeak and then she just moaned, "please fuck me."
I swabbed her bare ass with my cock. I released her breast and withdrew my finger out of her back hole, wiping it on her skirt. She arched her back and I shoved my other finger into her pussy. Laurel swore again and jerked forward before pushing her cunt back onto my finger. I withdrew it from her body, directed my cock to her cunt and thrust into her, flattening her against the curve of the car. Laurel shivered and grunted then pushed back at me. My cock slipped further into her quivering body. She lifted a leg as though climbing the car which opened her and I slipped deeper into her cunt. I grasped her by the hips and began to drill into her with deep, regular strokes. Laurel moaned. To my right, the window began to descend and M'bara's face appeared even with Laurel's waist. Laurel was shivering as I fucked her. Her ass twitched back at me with short jerks, punctuated by a bitten grunt. Her arms were on the side of the car as I fucked her. She got her elbows bent and was able to bow her body, pressing her ass back into my assault, widening her stance so that I could piston deeply into her roiling cunt.
"Oh god, I am coming." Laurel said and shuddered immediately into a subtle orgasm. In the midst of it, she began to twist and turn till she had dislodged me, delaying my own orgasm. Laurel turned before me. She put her hands on my chest and held me back. "You are supposed to fuck her. I am supposed to watch."
"But you need it so badly." I said. Maybe I was speaking for myself at that precise moment rather than being considerate of Laurel's sexual frustration.
Laurel bit a lip and nodded. "But you should fuck her. I want to see your cock sliding into her plush pussy. I want to hear her voice when she comes." Her hand fluttered at my chest and finally firmed up and pushed me back. "Where shall we go?"
"Our hotel." M'bara said from the car. She dangled keys from a finger. Laurel took the keys, pulled her ripped and rumpled skirt over her bare legs and got into the car. I got in the backseat without returning my cock to my pants. M'bara immediately bent over my lap and cleaned the juice from Laurel's cunt off my cock. She finished and kissed me deeply on the mouth and I tasted Laurel for myself.
"She tastes good." M'bara whispered in my ear. I put my cock away and we rode to the hotel in silence both wanting our audience to be giving us her full attention both to driving and to us fucking but not dividing it between the two. We pulled up to the entrance. Laurel turned the car over to the valet who eyed her ripped and stained skirt, and the shapely leg which appeared in the slit when she walked away. The jacket was open and her breasts wavered beneath the shimmering blouse, clearly free. She followed us to the lift and thence to the room. The suite was fresh and clean, with flowers, a fragrant basket of fruit and both beds turned down. M'bara went into the bathroom and closed the door.
Laurel came to me and kissed me. "She wants you to beat her. She told me she wants me to watch you beat her and then fuck her on her back." Laurel's voice quavered as she spoke. "Then she wants me to eat her."



I put my hands on the woman's breast, seeking nipples and then pinched them both hard. She merely closed her eyes and bowed her head, putting her hands on my shoulders and leaning on me. I pushed her away by the breast and pointed to the lounge chair near one of the two beds. Laurel sat as M'bara appeared.
She swept into the room wearing a long, graceful white negligee, split at the side of both legs but floor length. Her breasts appeared huge, quivering black mounds in the bodice of the gown clearly visible through the translucent white material. I strode to her and took her in my arms in a rush and kissed her on the lips. When the kiss broke, she whispered, 'use me' in a strained, urgent voice. "They put cameras in our room to be sure." She stepped back.
The outfit was gorgeous and for a moment I could only stare. In doing so, I noticed along each side of the front were two narrow bands of delicate lace which ran all the way from floor to the bodice. Her breast bulged to the side and flared the lace. I put out a hand, tucking three fingers into her cleavage and groped for her nipple.
M'bara gasped. She extended a hand when I did and let me pull her towards the bed nearest the bathroom door. I positioned her facing the bed and disappeared into the other room. I got a robe and pulled the sash loose and returned to the bedroom. I took M'bara's hands and with the sash bound her wrists together in front of her.
"Bend." I told her. She bent over the end of the bed, flexing her ass behind her. I knelt and put a hand on each leg, underneath the fabric of her negligee. I moved my hands slowly upwards, lifting the hem as I moved. I grasped her perfectly proportional calves and then caressed her knees. By the time my fingers touched her thighs, M'bara was trembling, not for the strain but from excitement. I could smell it emanating from her body. The cloth was bunched at my wrists as my palms ran up the thighs and onto her hips. I pushed the cloth out of the way, draping it over M'bara's back, baring her flanks and ass, flexed in the position I wanted. The lips of her aroused cunt extended past the flesh of her ass and thighs. I ran a finger slowly up one lip and down the other. M'bara squeaked. I entered her with a finger and then two. She was sopping wet. I put my face close to her pussy and ran my tongue up and down her cleft three or four times. She was panting and making a noise that sounded like sobs. I ran a finger as far into her pliable cunt as I could. Her hips shimmied and shook as I plunged a finger into her over and over again. Then I withdrew and stepped back. I found the slipper I sought, a dancing slipper which M'bara wore in the room.
I stood still and silent behind her for a long time, waiting for her to quiet. She was bent onto the bed which continually challenged her balance. I raised the slipper and let it descend onto her left buttock. It quivered. M'bara grunted. When I hit her right cheek, she squeaked for I used much greater force. I hit each again and received a soft 'oh!' from her each time. Her flanks shook with the impact. I spanked her three more times on each cheek. I shuffled up behind her and took my cock into my hand. I ran the head along M'bara's dripping lips, swabbing my cockhead with the moisture oozing from her body.
"Oh, god!" The voice was not M'bara; it was Laurel. "Fuck her." Laurel said.
I moved the head deeper, very slowly submerging it into the lips of M'bara's protruding pussy.
"Uhhhhhunn." M'bara groaned.
I slowly pushed my cock deeper into the woman bent before me. The body receiving me quivered. Suddenly I grabbed firm hold of her waist and jammed my cock farther into her pussy. My stomach touched her ass. I pulled out of her immediately and smacked each side of her ass with the slipper. The surprise of it elicited a scream from M'bara which sank into a long, low 'ohhhh'. I hit each side of her ass, over and over again, harder and harder. Since her flesh was black, there was no red to see, no staining of the flesh with a telling flush. I relied on M'bara's voice which finally began to crack. I slowed and when she began to cry with small, shallow sobs, I stopped. I rested each hand on her cheeks, rubbing them hard. The bent body shuddered. M'bara sobbed without crying, little catches of breath infused with something wordless but with a distinct voice.
Once more I approached her with my cock. As soon as she felt my cock head, she moved her body backwards, impaling herself on my cock. I pressed against her pressure and sank fully into her. I held her still, though her flesh roiled and seethed around my tightly, wetly sheathed cock. My hands clasped the hot flesh of her ass. I pulled her steaming body against me, pressing my cock into her again, deeper. It felt like she was rippling around me, like a sheaf of tongues all licking me, a host of lips sucking at me at the same time. I pulled heartlessly out of her.
M'bara growled and her ass wagged at me, the lips of her pussy glistened and shimmered, glinting in the dull yellow light of the hotel room. I moved to her side. "Stand." I said. M'bara pushed herself upright. I tore the negligee off of her body, ripping it violently down the front, tearing the panel from her body and stripping the rest from her shoulders in direct, abrupt motions. "On the bed, on your back. Ask me to fuck you."
M'bara's hands were still bound, so she had to crawl onto the bed, lay flat and then roll onto her back. She winced as she did. Her legs parted, moving apart before she planted her feet and lifted her ass off the bed with a hiss. In that position, I could see the glistening moisture that washed her legs and crotch. I felt a presence and found Laurel beside me. Her blouse was gone and her breasts were splotched, presumably from where she had been pinching them.
"You have to do that to me." She breathed, barely audible. Her nipples were long, aroused, erect. "But now, fuck her. Make her scream."
Without thinking, I nodded. I crawled up onto the bed between M'bara's arched knees. I placed my palm on her distended pussy and pressed down. For a moment, M'bara resisted my pressure, then with a loud exhalation, her body dropped onto the bed. "Ohhhh!" She moaned as I pressed battered ass to the bed. Her knees splayed and I crept between them, cock in hand. I ran a finger up and down the weeping lips. M'bara keened at me, hunching her pussy at my finger. I teased her for a few moments and then plunged it all the way into her body.
"Oh god!" fountained out of her. Her breasts quivered, the inverted nipples bunched and tight, each breast standing full and proud on her chest. On my knees between her open legs, I touched my cock to her thighs, one and then the other, painting them with the dampness on the tip. I pulled my finger out of her body and she began to arch again, trying to get her tingling ass off the bed. I leaned forward and pressed my cockhead against her pussy. The lips opened and it descended into her depths. Her efforts to arch her body collapsed and I was stuck in her, about half a cock deep. I sat back and then leaned over her, arching my body to fit my lips around a nipple.
"Gaaawck." M'bara sounded as though she were gagging. I changed breasts and she moaned and her cunt surged upwards, sheathing my cock further into her body. My hands found her ass and I pulled myself deeper. The touch of my hand lit off the nerves in her punished flesh and for a moment she arched her body, trying to extricate her burning butt from my clenching hands. The result, though, was to pound her cunt up at me and hammer my cock into her pussy so hard, she grunted and dropped back to the bed, unable to hold my weight.
"Please fuck me." M'bara said. "Please! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Her voice chanted up the registers till at the last she was screaming. "Oh god, fuck me!"
I did not move. M'bara began to flop her body but with her arms extended above her head, still bound, she could not move very strongly. Her pelvis twitched up at me providing some small friction which made her sigh between each attempt. I did not move.
"Please. Please. Please." M'bara begged. "Oh fuck, please!" She urged.
Still I did not move.
Finally she understood and her body stilled, allowing my weight to press her fired ass heavily to the bed. She shivered, shuddered, shifted, twitched and jerked her hips up at me, taking my cock a tiny bit deeper into her welling slit, convulsing around my cock which provided a proud pleasure. Then all motion stopped and she was still. She shifted from side to side, adjusting her ass. For a moment she was still, even holding her breath. After several beats of complete stillness, she lifted both legs and wrapped them around my body, taking my full weight on her punished ass. She hissed and grunted and moaned as her ass settled onto the bedspread. I held still, without movement. M'bara's legs clinched around me and pressed me hard against her. My hands clasped at her burning ass. And we were still.
"Oh god." Laurel breathed, somewhere close by us.
My face was buried next to M'bara's neck. I kissed her neck softly, straining to raise my hips. I lay full between her legs and she had her legs knotted around me to hold me, taking my weight full on her ass and back. I lifted my ass very, very slowly. I struggled to get my elbows under me. M'bara breathed in.
"Fuck me." She said again. "Please, master, fuck me!"
My ass descended, sheathing my cock back into M'bara's shuddering cunt.
"Oh yesssssss." She hissed.
I lifted up and descended again. Her legs contracted around me, heels pressing at my ass. I shifted my hands off of her ass, leaning on my forearms. I began to stroke my cock in and out of M'bara's snatch. She lay still for a minute or two and then dropped her legs and began to stroke me, down then up, to my up then down. We met and ground together before parting till just the very tip of my cock was caught inside the mouth of her verdant cunt. My tempo began to increase. I felt a hand on my ass, caressing, running a finger up and down the crack of my ass. I continued to hammer M'bara. I felt the fingernail of the hand on my ass brush my asshole. I increased the speed of my assault, subconsciously hoping to dislodge the finger which had touched my asshole. But I failed. My next rise, the finger penetrated my ass and slid into me. I could not help myself. My body convulsed and I slammed my cock down into M'bara's body as hard as I could. The finger followed and when I came to a stop, it plunged deep into me.
I came immediately, jerking suddenly and violently into the pussy enveloping my cock. I returned my hands to M'bara's ass and held us together. I thrust deeply and arched against her while her pussy began to seize and ripple around me. My eyes sparkled and for a moment I tensed so tightly I blacked out, quivering at the height of an incredible orgasm. The finger withdrew from my ass and I jerked, shoving my cock one last time into M'bara's wondrous pussy.
"My god you feel so great." I muttered into M'bara's ear. She turned her head and we kissed. Her legs rose up and wrapped round me again as I lifted myself with my arms so I could press my body and my lips down on this luscious woman. Her tongue lanced into my mouth. Her lips pulled at mine as she sucked at me. We broke the kiss.
"Use me." M'bara hissed. "Make me yours."
The two days off had done me good but I was bushed. I rolled away from her. Laurel was right there with wash cloths, wiping us both down, cleaning the cum and sweat off our bodies. I sat up and staggered over to the lounge and sat down, draping a towel over my lap. I watched Laurel wiping M'bara's great tits down, swiping between them and carefully cleaning the nipples. Then she lowered her lips and sucked at M'bara's breasts, first one then the other. M'bara laid her hands on the woman's head and then her shoulders. After a few minute's ministrations to her heaving breasts, M'bara pressed the blond woman lower on her body. Laurel clambered over her legs so that she was in position when her kissing lips arrived at the crux of the matter.
M'bara came off the bed when the tongue entered her. Laurel was no stranger to eating pussy and M'bara was coming soon after the woman began eating her. She put a finger into the black body at her lips and with her other hand rubbed the clit till M'bara came and then began to come again while licking, sucking and kissing at the lips of the pussy.
M'bara began to chant: "Eat me! Eat me! Eat me!"
I watched for several minutes while M'bara shivered and convulsed through several orgasms. After the fifth (I counted), I rose, picked up the slipper and laid a hard swat onto Laurel's upturned ass. She yelped and lifted up her head. I struck her again and her head returned back to M'bara's cunt. M'bara's hands found her head and held her in place while I struck the white ass several more times. The flesh reddened most satisfyingly. I halted the assault and moved behind the woman. She felt me. My cock was erect once more. I positioned my cock at Laurel's pussy lips and plunged it as far into her quaking body as I could. It ran all the way home, deep into Laurel's body. Her head came up.
"Yes. Yes. Yes. Give me your cock. Pound me. Pound my cunt. Pound my pussy!" She chanted.
M'bara sat up and escaped the binding on her wrists. She swung her legs free of Laurel and got up from the bed. She came around to where I was implanted in the woman, leaned to me and kissed me while I fucked Laurel from behind. Laurel put her head down on her forearms and began to meet my strokes with movement of her own, pressing her sopping pussy onto my cock over and over again.
"In her mouth," M'bara whispered into my ear. Then she picked up the slipper and I knew what she had in mind. I pulled out of Laurel's pussy abruptly and was around the bed before Laurel could look back to see what the issue was. I flopped onto the bed, throwing a leg over Laurel's crouching body. She understood immediately and her mouth found my cock and began licking at it, slurping her own nectar off my meat whistle. Her lips nibbled along the side and then engulfed the head. She sucked at it for a moment, then for several more, licking the head. Then my cock sank deeper into her mouth and then into her throat. She blew through her flared nostrils; her hands grasped my hips and held on.
At that moment, M'bara chose to use the slipper. The crack seemed to echo in the room but the impact on me was at my cock. Laurel had thought my cock was as deep in her throat as it would go but when the slipper connected with her upraised ass, she inhaled so sharply that my cock was sucked deeper and with more force than I ever could have imagined possible. Her throat surged around my cock and the air whistled past her nostrils and then she was exhaling and backing off at the same time. My cock came free of her lips when the slipper descended again.
"Yeaaaooooh!" Laurel screamed. Fortunately my cock was not a syllable in her expression. But I thought that might be a good thing so I grabbed her head and pressed it back down on my steely cock. Her ass wagged and M'bara hit it again. This time, Laurel was out of rhythm and inhaled, which turned into a huge sucking on my cock while she moved forward to get away from the fire growing on her ass and my cock lodged back in her throat. Then the pain registered and Laurel screamed, but of course her mouth and throat were full of cock, my cock so all we heard was a muted gurgle that ended with a muffled cough. The feeling, however, was entirely different. The scream registered with my cock as a vibration that began in her chest and ran the length of my cock to become a quivering in her teeth that she kept pressed lightly into the skin of that cock, my cock which I felt in my balls. The sensation was extraordinary.
And Laurel was an extraordinary talent, or at least while her ass was being blistered with a slipper, she was. She sucked and blew and licked with her mouth and tongue while clinging to my hips with her fingers and fingernails. M'bara began a rapid barrage of stinging strikes on Laurel's upturned ass with the slipper, over and over, side to side till the sucking on my cock was constantly accompanied by a vibrating hum. The sucking seemed to be constant, a full-mouthed pressure pulling me into her throat. Finally, Laurel got control of herself and pulled back enough to breathe but the slipper struck her again and something happened in her body. Her head snapped back as though I had popped her with a clean and perfect uppercut and her mouth yawned. Her neck constricted, her hands clinched harder at my hips and her back arched. M'bara hit her again and Laurel shuddered, her shoulders began to shake and jerk and her ass wagged back and forth in a smooth continuous motion, like a dancer and then she howled and came. Her whole body shook. M'bara struck Laurel four or five more times in quick succession before she toppled over.
Laurel lay on her side quivering, blathering syllables from no language but communicating clearly her ecstasy. She kept slurping at the saliva pooling at her lips as she drooled and slurped while her body twitched and her hips jerked over and over again. M'bara put a hand on her side and violently rolled her onto her back. Laurel shrieked then. With no cock in her mouth, there was nothing to stop her from screaming at the limit of her ability and she did. I thought so, at least. But when M'bara clamped her hands on the woman's ass and speared her long tongue into Laurel's gushing cunt, Laurel screamed out again hitting a new high. I shuffled down and covered her mouth with mine and it was like kissing a hornet's nests. Her tongue snaked and licked and jabbed at me and her lips pulled and sucked and nibbled till her mouth widened and our tongues met, dancing and jousting as we kissed and her lower body bounced on the bed with M'bara eating her. Her legs were pressed flat, forming a rhomboid with her heels together, her knees far apart and her crotch surging up and dropping in a pseudo-regular beat while M'bara maintained a loving contact between her mouth and Laurel's pussy.
I put my hands on Laurel's nipples and pinched them, hard and she struggled free of the kiss to scream again but this time in good ecstatic English: "Oh god I am coming so fucking hard. Oh I am coming, coming, coming, coming, coooommmmiiiiinnnnnggg!" She sang the last word. Her body arched up, holding the persistent black woman suspended in the air for several moments. M'bara released her, sat back on her heels and looked at me.
"Cock her." She said, her eyes blazing with lust.
I moved back to the perfect position and M'bara helped direct the head of my cock into Laurel's cunt. Laurel lifted her head and looked down her body, adjusting her hips as my cock slid into her.
"Oh thank you god, cock, cock, cock at last!" She said. "Cock, cock, cock!" She chanted!
I plunged my cock into her over and over again, violently, rapidly, constantly. I fucked Laurel till her hips were banging against me as hard as I was pounding down on to her. She came and still I fucked her. Her head wagged back and forth. I fucked her. Her hands pulled at my shoulders and my hands grabbed her by the ass. And still I fucked her. Her legs wrapped around my back and I rose up on my hands while she curled under me and kissed me and kissed me and kissed me. And still I fucked her. But when I put her legs over my shoulders, sitting back on my heels and began to lift her hips up to my cock, M'bara crawled over the woman's face and sat firmly down on it.
Laurel clasped M'bara's ass and began to suck at the pussy plastered over her mouth. She sucked and licked and hummed till M'bara pitched forward onto her hands and began to come. M'bara rolled to the side and I lay out flat on the blond woman with the great tits. I pinched her nipples and kissed her pussy-slick lips, licking her smeared face and mouth while my cock pistoned over and over into her supine form. Then I felt it, the orgasm I had been pursuing. My teeth clinched and my eyes closed. Laurel noticed and something about that moment touched her and she began to come as well, her heels beating on the bed beside me. M'bara rolled over, recovered, and kissed Laurel while she pinched the woman's sore and aching nipples and the lone, sympathetic orgasm roared into wave after wave of ecstasy that left Laurel gasping for air, panting and twitching all at once.



My body quit jerking and I flopped to the side, my shrinking cock still nuzzled into Laurel's pussy. I must have gone to sleep or blacked out because the next thing I knew it was dark and I was wedged between the two women who were breathing softly in the darkness, both with a hand on my cock. It twitched and went back to sleep. I did as well.
That was that end of my time with M'bara. The next morning she was called back to her duties in Africa and I returned to the community. She hugged me in the hotel lobby before her departure and whispered into my ear: "Call me anytime you want me. Any time and I will come with you again. I promise. If I am to be owned by anyone, it will be you." She kissed my ear and then she was gone.
I got an email from her which was cc'd to Beth, Constance and Laurel. It read: "Thank you for fucking me. Perhaps again sometime. M'bara." That was all. On the plane ride home, I turned my mind to the issues at hand, the eighteen other women I had to fuck for my sister. I began to wonder how I would ever manage that. When I got home, I found two boxes with extensive records about the other women in question. I reviewed them in detail and wondered who was on the board and who was not. I turned my attention to that issue and began to map out a strategy, a strategy to take 20 modern American women and turn them into my sexual slaves as a means to determining who served on the board of Holdingsfield Estates. If I had not been so fucked out, the prospect would have aroused me. As it was, I put the boxes away and slept for three days. Time enough for the others later.
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Chapter 1
Practicing to make the MILF List Airtight
Author's note: It is time to share. This begins the process of sharing the MILF List. The MILF List was made in the previous series, "Making the MILF List". If you like, you can read that first and this may make that much more sense. The characters are the same and the origins of this story are there. The main setup is in Chapter 1. This chapter has some setup but heats up before it ends. Thanks to everyone who commented on the previous installment. I have benefitted from the feedback. I hope you enjoy the ride, the guys certain will. --Contrasting
I stayed in bed late Sunday morning. My three sisters banged around and giggled and talked, they woke me but I just rolled over and covered my head. I did not get out of bed till the house was quiet and on a Sunday, that did not mean much. Maybe everyone was downstairs reading the Sunday paper and doing the crossword or whatever they did. I read the sports page, the comics and the editorials. But this morning, I lay on my back with my hands behind my head thinking. Usually thinking got me in trouble but this morning, my mind cleared as I worked through what was happening to me
I had fucked seven beautiful women. I had been charged by my friends to open a new frontier, namely the possibility of fucking our mothers and I had done that. I decided to get together with the guys and watch football and play pool and I was going to announce the consummation of the MILF List by yours truly. But considering that moment, I naturally had to consider the next moment, that is, who fucks whom and when. And how? And that gave me considerable pause. So I went on to the other issues, Mrs. Kingston for one. When someone speaks broken English, the delicate balance between polite and confrontational speech could easily get blurred but maybe she did think she could control who and when and how I fucked, not likely. I had classes with International students and doing labs was more an exercise in English speech than Chemistry or physics. At the same time, I think I understood her intention. I had to deal with that and thinking back through the previous day's events, I determined that things were not all as they appeared. My mind developed an interesting theory which I was going to need to address before evening, before reporting to the guys.
Another thing was my own mother. I thought about jumping up as soon as the house was quiet to see if I could have her again. Thinking that way gave me a great woody but it also put a knot in my stomach. I had confronted my own mother like a woman, a sensuous, sexy, wholly fuckable woman. As a woman and as my mother, she still deserved my respect, our respect. But that has always been the problem in the gender scuffles; how do you have sex with someone and then respect them in the morning? I could not know if being married fixed it but that seems to have been conventional civilization's solution to the problem. We, however, were somewhat off the map, some considerable distance beyond the limits of conventional wisdom in the matters of cock and pussy. Not only was it an issue with my mother but how were we going to introduce the option of mothers fucking sons to the rest of the MILFs on the list, not to mention sharing them among us. The MILFs fucked me but would they cotton to becoming female pin cushions or sex toys. I could only hope!
But what about us? Did I have any guarantee the guys would all follow through and do their mothers? I was on a bit of a skinny branch and if the wind came up . . . not knowing how to fly could be a real liability! Funny how easy it is to dodge reality by rolling around in a complex metaphor. Not to put too fine a point on it, getting to airtight was still a stretch. Except for the bout with Brent, the five of us guys did not really have much idea if we could keep wood with each other while we all got naked or for that matter, how to manage doing a single woman's holes without causing some esoteric sports injury. Could we even live up to such a task? There was certainly some doubt, you know, who goes where, when, in what order and such. We had no experience with community fucking and doing a mother could complicate the scenario beyond my ability to imagine and thus beyond our ability to anticipate the consequences. You only hear about the colossal disasters when it comes to such things; successes are strictly on the QT and rarely make headline news. It was easy to imagine things blowing up but less easy to imagine having things be well blown.
I giggled to myself but the reality of the problems I faced did not fade.
I lay and pondered this matter in some detail for some time. Finally, it struck me and in a moment, I saw how everything could fit together for me and I hoped, for us. I even knew how to address Mom. (My sisters, now that was another matter but I had no pressure to deal with them immediately so I could let that slide for a while, but not forever.) I had a plan. Brent would be proud of me which gave me the starting point.
I jumped up, showered and dressed for the day and called Brent. I asked if we could watch the game that night at his house and shoot some pool. He agreed and said he would contact everyone else. I thought he was being coy till he said his mom said 'hi'. Then I understood. We agreed to meet about five and shoot some pool and then watch the game. He made a point of saying his mother was going to be out for the evening which fit my plans well. I rang off and went downstairs. As the silence suggested but did not guarantee, my sisters were gone to brunch. Mother sat on the couch reading the paper, dressed only in her pink robe, feet tucked under her, rich black hair pulled together and tied at the nape of her neck, she did look sexy. I stopped at the bottom of the stairs and she looked up, over her reading glasses. She took them off and gazed at me, eyes open but unblinking.
"Good morning, mom." I said softly.
"Good morning, Sonny." She responded. She laid down the paper. She licked her lips.
I walked the rest of the way into the living room and sat down. "Mom, tell me about you and the girls." We two always said 'the girls' when referring to my sisters, when they were not present. I avoided the inviting silence, the inviting lack of company and the inviting vision of her breasts clearly outlined in the pink robe. I avoided all that and stuck to my plan.
Mom's eyes widened but then she nodded. "Of course. I owe you that." She talked longer than I anticipated, giving me a lot more information than I thought there was to be had on the subject. More than I knew I had asked for. Mom proceeded to explain her life to me, adult to adult, woman to man . . . which made me hard for a while so, maybe actually, woman to boy.
She had loved sex with dad and they had been adventurous. Having children had not altered her body significantly. She was one of the lucky women for whom having children seemed like a simple task and left her body both intact and reactive so that it responded to the work she put into keeping herself sexy but that came later. For her, sex was accentuated by age and sex drive as she emerged from the cloud of anxiety about it which often goes with being young. She began to enjoy sex for the sake of sex. My father benefitted from this but then he was gone. He died in a private plane crash when I was fourteen, Georgia was seventeen. Dad's business and insurance as well as wrongful death benefits associated with the company-owned plane provided well for us. She tried sex for the sake of sex but that proved complicated and she had four complications growing into puberty in her own house—three girls and me. She finally encountered a lothario who moved in with us. He lived with us till we were older, till I was 16. Then, he disappeared and Mom never volunteered the reason. They did not love each other, she told me but it was 'convenient' for them both. He was mysterious and remote and intermittently present with lots of travel but he was kind and attractive, voraciously sexual. One day he left and did not return. Mom got a notice to surrender his belongings to officials from the Federal Government and that was that. She did not discuss it.
His departure left Mom cold and she shut down. For a while, she cared for us with all the energy she possessed without any sexual involvements. She worked, however, to keep sane and, she said, to demonstrate to her daughters that a woman would function without a man. No easy task for superwoman even with a husband. Earlier, she remained sexual so her daughters would understand sex as something beneficial, to be enjoyed honestly, or that was her rationale. With his departure, she became cold and unresponsive. Her close down scared us all.
Then one afternoon she found Georgia with a young woman. The girl had gotten Georgia's clothes off and was administering a clearly skillful tongue lashing to Georgia's virgin pussy when mom walked in on them. Georgia was mortified and defensively angry which mom defused by apologizing and leaving. She left the subject alone for some time but the woman, Charm, she called herself, a experienced but delightful twenty-year old to Georgia's nineteen continued to come around. Unaccountably, mom liked Charm and enjoyed her company. Charm began to discuss her situation in life, her absent parents, distant and cold. The nannies, for she came from a well-off family. Her college experiences and disillusionment with men. Mom listened sympathetically, dismissing the vision of Charm between her daughter's legs and the fact she was two years older than Georgia at the time. They would talk for a few minutes each time Charm came over. The conversations were casual, comfortable and remained so till at one point Charm laid her hand on mom's leg and told her with perfect solemnity that Georgia was not lesbian but she seemed open to 'other options'. Mom stayed motherly right up until Charm kissed her on the lips. Two surprises emptied mom of all thought. One was that this young woman had taken the initiative and kissed her. The other surprise was that she responded to Charm's lips, that is her body responded while her mind shifted into cool, comfortable neutral, a place her loneliness had contaminated. She thought it gone forever but Charm guided her to it once more.
Best therapy ever! I thought to myself.
Here my mother blushed and laughed, chuckling at her memory of her reaction. "I just stood there while this slim woman unbuttoned my blouse, unhooked my bra and began to nuzzle and suck my breasts. You cannot imagine what I was feeling. Sexually, she stimulated me. I was horrified at my inability to stop what was happening but also thrilled to be desired by someone like that again. At some point, Charm stopped, kissed me on the lips and told me I should watch them together—she and Georgia, see how a woman making love to another woman looked. See if I thought it was beautiful. I might like to try it, she said with a consciously conniving smile. Then Charm flounced out of the house, leaving me standing there with my tits hanging out and panting like a virgin. I felt like a virgin again but more than anything else I felt passion, I wanted her. I imagined her doing to me what I watched her do to my daughter and in that moment, my whole attitude about sex changed. I wanted it, again, some more. I began to think about the world around me as a sexual place but despite the general change in attitude, I retained a lust for Charm. That took me time to process that but eventually I did."
The rest happened rather organically. Mom returned home early one afternoon to find Charm's car in the drive. She quietly entered the house and discovered Georgia and Charm having sex as she had hoped but on her bed, her bed! She watched till Charm noticed her peering through the crack in the bedroom door. Charm spoke to Georgia who smiled and waved, in itself a shocking thing but a sign that Charm had been at work discussing her proposal with Georgia. Charm got off the bed, undressed my mother and Charm and Georgia introduced her to lesbian sex. Mom passed over the details, leaving it to my imagination as it were. In truth, she left it for later because I was not likely to forget to ask for those details, repeatedly.
Well, by this time I had a fantastic erection. I remembered Charm. Straight black hair, lean with prominent breasts which were the mouthful desired and thick lips she had always coated in a variety of bright red lipstick. She wore lots of eye shadow in a style that put me in mind of the Goth oeuvre but she was not truly Goth at least in style. She would wear fishnet stocking and shiny black high heels or sexy vinyl boots but her attitude was far less intense than a real goth girl. She had style, her own, distinct style. She both looked and acted alluring and inviting. Between the two women, they brought mom to several earthshattering orgasms in about half an hour. While she recovered, they dressed and left, leaving her naked and sated on her bed. A couple days later, Georgia snuck into Mom's room a bit after midnight and had her again. And again.
"I felt like a girl again," Mom said, "like a virgin investigating sex all over again. I became the woman I had lost when George died. Then Georgia fell in love, with a college guy99/. You would think that would put an end to it but he was respectful and much less sexual than Georgia or Charm for that matter. His respectful repression left poor Georgia frustrated and by frustrated I mean sexually frustrated. She did everything but invite him to sleep over and he seemed unable or unwilling to take the hint and take her as she wished. They would go out on dates and she would come home well after curfew, shower and come to my bed and we would make love. She was always so turned on, so electric, so ravenous. She would communicate that to me and she would plead with me to give her fulfillment, to satisfy the need in her he seemed oblivious to. After a while, it became a new normal with us and I moved her curfew later to allow her late arrivals into my bed. We shared an intimacy at the time but longed for, which I missed from losing your father and she missed as a dream. Then Dalia caught us together and I thought the world would end. She was eighteen and curious."
I remembered that weekend. As the only boy in the house it was an ordeal that swirled around me but did not touch me. At the time, I had no idea what was happening. I was sixteen and though my lurid interest in my sisters was irritating to them, it was neither mature nor threatening any of us. I was vanilla in my curiosity, not even thinking of capturing them naked with a digital camera. It would have been rude and I did like my sisters. I lusted after them in general as females, only trying to get peeks of them in the shower or dressing—which I was wholly successful at doing with all three sisters. I was 'nice' which got me ignored much more than noticed. In general, we four were at peace.
That weekend Dalia had been furious, screaming and crying. I spent most of the weekend with headphones and a computer game or watching TV in my room and everyone left me alone, glad to be ignored. I remember coming down for more cookies and chips to find Georgia, Dalia and Mom sitting in the living room. They went silent, staring at me as I traipsed through the living room. No one spoke till well after I got what I wanted, their eyes following me till I returned to my room. I felt distinctly unwelcome. By late that night, they were still there. Tawny was at a sleep-over with one of her friends. I remember standing at the top of the stairs trying to hear. I saw Georgia sit beside Dalia and they talked and then they came upstairs. I hid and watched them go into Georgia's room. Two hours later they came out, mom ordered pizza and everything was fine except Georgia and Dalia held hands for most of the night. Now, thinking back, it is obvious what happened.
Mom explained. "Georgia seduced Dalia with my blessing. Georgia was still dating around and coming to my room. Dalia figured that out pretty quick and one night Georgia came home to find Dalia far ahead her. She looked in on us and tiptoed back to her room. Dalia insisted that I 'do her' the way I did Georgia and, well, I guess I felt caught and I did. Believe it or not, Sonny, I thought that having sex with my daughters opened them up to me which I thought was better than the repression wars I watched happen between most women and their daughters. I always heard about their romances and their sexual encounters, admittedly after both of us had an orgasm or two but they talked to me and never seemed to lose track of me as their mother. It was precious and I fell into it and refused to ruin it for reasons of conventional wisdom. Tawny was included later, when she developed and started dating after she turned eighteen." Mom chuckled. "You always thought I was the coolest mom to let you do all the things you did. Parties and trips and all that stuff when I was simply getting the house prick out of the way so the pussies could play."
I was hard and embarrassed at the same time which is difficult for me.
Mom sobered. "I have to admit, I thought of including you often, particularly after you were eighteen, after you got laid the first time. You were so cute and so heartbroken when nothing came of it. I left you to your buddies because I genuinely feared if I tried to comfort you, I would go much, much too far with you." She looked over at me. "I have wanted you for so long. The girls were always chiding me for mooning over you, hissing that you were going to figure us out and demand your opportunity which, I have to say, not one of us would have resisted for long. One of the most endearing things about you, Sonny is that you are incredibly attractive to the opposite sex and utterly oblivious. You have your father's charm and when I look at you, I feel what I felt for him. I have known for a long time that if you ever tried to seduce me I would be helpless. I was right. I am."
I understood, miffed but I understood. How I could have ignored perfectly good pussy laying around left me a both nonplused and embarrassed. I thought I understood or at least I understood enough. "So? What do we do now?" I asked.
My mother shrugged. "Fuck when we can I suppose." Her eyes glinted. "Like now. The girls are gone." She grinned impishly.
God but I was tempted! But I had other fish to fry. "Is that what you are thinking? You will just fit me into the rotation? How long before the girls figure out that we are fucking, then what? Hell, Georgia already knows and I am surprised she had not made a fuss."
Mom shrugged and nodded. "I told her not to. We agreed we had to be careful and let things develop naturally. I told her that if you wanted her and she wanted you, then fine. But what happened does not give any of us the right to demand sex. I simply cannot be that way and none of us want it that way. The best sex is to be shared . . . except . . . " she trailed off.
I nodded, relieved and gratified but fully aware that Mom was still being Mom. It was time to determine if she wanted to stay 'Mom' or if she wanted to become a woman and only a woman to me, perhaps to us all. "Mom, listen to me, I am going to tell you my story now." I proceeded to lay out the progression of the MILF List and the making of it. Her jaw dropped and her eyes widened as I related our determination to fuck our mothers. She already knew I had fucked three of her friends and when I told her about Mrs. Honeywell, she merely nodded like it made sense.
"I wish I had been able to see that, Sonny. Any of them. Watching you and Laura together and Georgia then Annie. . . my gosh I never imagined that watching someone you knew and cared about having sex could be so erotic." She actually sighed.



I took this comment to be a good sign so determined to take the plunge. I had not mentioned airtight to her yet but it seemed reasonable to give it all to her. It fit in with my vision of how to share the MILF list.
"Mom, can I ask you a question?"
"Of course. If this conversation is not the most difficult a mother and son can have, I am not sure what would be. So, go ahead. What is it?"
"What is your deepest sexual desire?"
Mom looked thunderstruck, as I had hoped. Not shocked but dumbstruck, startled not so much by the question, I think as by the fact that she had not given her ultimate sexual fantasy much or proper thought before, perhaps none and here I was asking it of her.
"I, well, I . . . " She blushed deeply. "I had been with a woman in college, a very beautiful girl who I was infatuated with. When we were done, she asked if I would do it with her while her boyfriend watched. I never got the chance but I always got breathless when I saw her and thought of sucking her pussy while her handsome boyfriend fucked me. And then you did exactly that while I ate Annie. I was so turned on I could have fucked all night." She shrugged. "I guess my fantasies are more limited."
I shook my head. "Not fantasies, Mom, I am talking about sexual experiences you would have if you had the chance."
"You mean like taking it up the ass?"
"If that would turn you on, yes."
"Or having two men at once?"
I was doing a happy dance deep inside beyond the light of day. I was right. It is good to be right once in a while. "If that is what you wanted. I told you about the MILF list, how do you feel about the idea of fucking all my friends?"
The look on her face was comical. "Oh. MILF, mother I'd like to fuck. You mean I am a MILF?"
I shook my head. Some people are just priceless! I guessed 'oblivious' ran in the family. "Yes, mom, you are definitely a MILF! And we all want to have you."
She turned into a mom in the most amazing way, in that moment, with her next comment. "Well, honey, how would you feel if I fucked your friends?"
I almost laughed out loud. What a fucking question! "Mom, listen to me. We all want you. But I know and you know that having people just fucking all over the place is never going to work. But then again, I bet Brent is right this minute working on a spreadsheet with dates and combinations so he can get us all scheduled to fuck with a menu of positions to work from. That feels off to me too. I am interested in us, me and the guys offering you and the other MILFs on our list the chance to fulfill your sexual dreams and desires. In return, you all help us with ours. I know that makes sense in my head but I do not know how to make it work" I gestured with a hand "out here, out there in the world where real people breathe and fuck."
My mother smiled and nodded. "You mean where real MILFs breathe and fuck." She sobered. "I learned something from my daughters. Let me show you what I learned." She stood up and untied her robe and let it slip down her shoulders. Her bare breasts came into view. She walked over to me and knelt between my legs. My flagging cock went from half-mast to full attention by the time her hands reached my belt buckle. Mom opened my pants. She was not delicate or careful, she pulled my pants off my butt and down my thighs with a violent jerk. She grasped my cock and kissed the end of it. She looked up at me.
"I learned you just let things happen. Do not try to arrange everything, do what you know how to do and take what happens. The only requirement I would ask of you and your friends is this, if things go wrong, stand still, stand up and take responsibility for what you do. Beyond that . . . " she gave an expressive shrug which caused her tits to ripple and flow.
Before I was done studying their sensuous motion, she bent over my hard cock and took it into her mouth. She sucked me hard into her mouth and then pressed the head deep into her throat. She blew through her nose and then swallowed, sucking hard as she did so. My orgasm arrived so suddenly I was surprised and of everyone, you'd think I would know what the hell was going on. My body spasmed and I did not even get my hands on her head or shoulders or tits or nothing. I had opened my legs to her approach and my hands were planted on the couch beside me and when I came, I simply erupted with nearly no warning. Mom gagged for a second, swallowed and then sucked at me which heightened the intensity of the blitzing orgasm. My head pitched back onto the back of the couch and my hips humped up. Mom looped an arm around my waist and held on. She sucked and swallowed till my cock quit producing and my hips quit lurching. She sucked and slurped as she lifted her mouth off my cock. She sat back and licked her lips.
"I love sucking your cock, Sonny. But I have to tell you, thinking about sucking everyone's cock, about having them all take me . . . my god, it seems so erotic and exciting. I can barely believe it could happen but I know it can."
With my mother sitting nearly naked between my knees, my cock still hard but slick with her ministrations, it seems like my mind would have been completely blank, or that I would have been pushing her onto her back and mounting her. But nooooo! I was thinking about Annie Kingston. And about my mother trying to breathe while airtight.
"Do you know the term 'airtight'?" I wheezed. I sounded like I had been gulping helium. I cleared my throat and repeated the question with a more masculine tone.
"Airtight?" Mom said, cocking her head and rolling her eyes. "You mean like a submarine?" Then she slapped my bare thigh. "What do you think I am, a blushing virgin? Mouth, ass and pussy and a cock for each . . . ohhhhh!" She blinked her eyes several times. "Ohhhhhhhh!" She said again. Her eyes became wide and she stared at me but I was pretty sure she was not seeing me. "Airtight." She sighed. "Now there is a fantasy I never had but I think I am going to have it now." She shook her head. "Yes, I know what airtight means, why do you ask?" Her voice was honey sweet. She actually batted her eyelashes at me.
"When we made the MILF list, the objective was to make our mothers airtight. Each of us would fuck you all and then we'd fuck you together." I was still panting from the lightning strike on my cock but I felt like I was making sense.
Mom nodded. "That is worth discussing." She took hold of my cock and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Take me to bed."
I did something then which must qualify me for sainthood in some religion or a medal of honor, perhaps a mental disorder or as Landon would likely say, a good sound whack on the back of the head. I said no. Not out loud, of course but I had my sights set on the issues I could and would settle and if I got mom on her back, I would get nothing done that day except doing her. This may be why sex is the subject of so many social restrictions. The civilizations which did not bother with such restrictions fucked instead of working the fields during planting season and starved to death soon after they discovered fire. Only repression allowed civilization to develop. I hate that thought.
I bent over and kissed mom, caressing her bare breasts. I sat up. I thought of the girls and realized that mom must know they were due to be back soon. My breath caught, she wanted them to find us in bed, with me balls deep between her legs. The conniving . . . I thought and almost grinned at the thought but I had to stick to the urgent things and deal with mom and the girls later. I hoped they would wait. "I have one more question." I stared at her tits, ignoring the savage disappointment in her eyes.
Mom shook her head and tried to get her eyes to focus.
"What about Mrs. Kingston? What should I do about her? She could fuck us all up!"
Mom finally succeeded in focusing. She stood up and picked up her robe and put it on. She sat down in the lounger. "Annie? I would not worry about her but she does have a tendency to talk too much. But maybe it just seems that way. She knows things that she has never told."
"Oh?" I was interested, but more curious.
"People confide in her. Alissa, Kyla and Sasha, they all have told her about their . . . oh, dear!"
I chuckled. "No worries, mom. Their sons know a lot about them too and, believe it or not, sons talk. Well, beer talks but, same thing. Why do you think we thought our mothers would fuck us? Except you, you we did not know about."
"Oh. Oh!" Mom said with a quirky laugh. "You do need to get her to quit the threats though. I know things about . . . oh, listen. You asked about sexual fantasies, Annie told . . . someone, but I do not remember who, that she dreamed about being tied up. But not just any way, with scarves, long gauzy scarves from her wrists to her shoulders, tied behind her, wrapped around her arms and then fucked hard, with her hands between her ass and the man fucking her."
"That is a lot of detail." I said but it was the right detail and suddenly my schedule for the day crystalized. I stood, pulled up my pants. "I have to go." I said, distracted by the vision of Anne Kingston bound and bent over a counter. I liked the picture.
"Wait a minute," Mom said softly. "I remember telling you something, that night. You know, when I had been drinking wine?"
I nodded, oh yes, I remembered!
"I think I might have said something wrong."
"Oh?" I stopped and waited for her to go on, interested.
"I said something about Laura saying you wanted to, to, to surprise her in her bed and tie her up and, and, and . . . " My mother was getting shy. "Oh the hell with it. I said she told me that you wanted to sneak into her house and fuck her, rape her, tie her up and rape her. I misspoke."
My breath caught. I had thought about that little clause several times and kept it in a closet, waiting for the time to take it out and consider Mrs. Wills in relation to that. "And?" I prompted, now glad I had closeted that particular idea till now.
"Well, I changed it to Laura telling me she wanted you to do that. That was not right either, not really. I remember now. It was Mrs. Kingston, she was the one who told me that she saw you with your hands on Laura's ass and she was jealous. She told me she wanted you to sneak into her house and fuck her, take her like you were taking Laura. That is why I had Laura invite her over that day, because I thought . . . I thought you might like to have us all. And she, well she needed an excuse to keep her mouth shut. I do not know why she said all those things. She tries so hard sometimes to fit in, she misses the subtleties of what is happening. Don't be too hard on her!"
I nodded.
"Laura is a submissive. She wants to be treated like a servant or . . . a slave, a naked, blond slave who is given to anyone to service. She talks about that all the time." Mom blushed. "Annie is not the only one people confide in and I should not have told you that."
"No worries, mom. We want to know secret fantasies like that so we can give you MILFs what you desire the most."
"You mean, besides six feet of cock?"
I laughed, went to her, kissed her lightly on the lips while caressing her breast and left. I would be just hard enough for her, I thought. I left my mother sitting there, likely unfulfilled and drove over to the Wills neighborhood. I parked away from the Wills and Kingston houses. I sat thinking about how best to proceed.
My phone rang. It was Brent. "You on for pool and football tonight? Five, at my house?"
"Sure. Brent, could you make sure the drive is clear for me. I may be a little late and I have something to bring in and I don't want to go very far."
"Sure. No problem. This ought to be fun." I agreed and he hung up.
I wondered if he remembered that it was my idea? I chuckled.
I called Laura. I told her I was coming over to her house, then remembered to ask if Chris was there. He was gone till late she said, at an audition. I left the car parked near the little neighborhood park and walked to the alley in the back of the Wills' house. I slipped in the back gate and walked up to the back of the house. I could see Laura through the patio doors. She stood by the dining table, she watched me walk across the lawn. Her eyes were wide and she kept wringing her hands. She looked scared. I slid the patio door open and stepped inside.
"Mrs. Kingston will . . . "
I interrupted her. "Call Annie and tell her I am here. I am going up to your room." I knew what I was looking for: Scarves. I had seen Laura wearing them several times, several of them and I had one in particular in mind. I got to her room and opened the door to her closet. It smelled close but with the hint of her perfume. I noticed that the closet only held her clothes, no men's clothes, no husband's clothes. I began to search through her clothing. I saw what I wanted but I stalled, wondering if she would follow me there. She did.
Laura stood at the door of the closet watching me leaf through her closet, looking at outfits, running my hands over her clothing, stroking the fabric. She hugged the door post, biting a lip. I found the scarf I wanted, a broad coarse-weave but soft linen scarf of green and blue. I took it down and pulled a dark scarlet and black one of the same material out of the shelf. I draped them over my arm. We both jumped when the door downstairs rattled open and then clanked shut. Laura did not hesitate but disappeared down to greet Mrs. Kingston. I would follow with my own greeting.
I lingered for a few moments, insuring that these two would serve my purpose. I tied one around my thigh; it did not bunch up or slip. I nodded. I folded both scarves up, one in each hand. I heard Annie's shrill voice downstairs, peppered with 'fuck me' and 'right now.' I smiled grimly. Time to turn the tables.
I descended the stairs and the two women fell silent before I appeared, when they heard me on the spiral staircase that uncoiled from above into the front foyer of Mrs. Wills' house, just to one side of the entrance, the grand entrance. I found them standing in the living room. They were facing each other; Mrs. Will in her straight yellow skirt and white blouse, Mrs. Kingston in a longer flowing black and green print skirt and a translucent black blouse. They both watched me approach.
Mrs. Kingston's eyes never left me, her hair was coifed and curled. She wore rouge on her cheeks and lipstick with light blue eye shadow. She looked adorable. Her blouse was see-through and I could see the lines of the minimal black bra. She wore high, high heels, woven around her feet and ankles similar to Greek sandals.
Slowly I extended both hands and holding the end of a scarf in each, I let them tumble free. Mrs. Kingston's face flexed through several expressions before settling on an open-mouth gaze of hunger. Laura looked confused. I looked over at her.
"Laura, do you have headphones you can use?"
Mrs. Wills nodded mutely.
"Go to your room, shut the door and put on the ear phones. We will be gone pretty soon." I glanced at the clock; three thirty. That gave me about 2 hours, just right!
She moved past me. Before she got to the foot of the stairs I said to Mrs. Kingston, "Take off your blouse and bra."
Annie gasped and licked her lips. I heard Laura's slow steps, her slow listening steps on the stairs, snicking on the carpet. "You mother." Annie whispered. "She told?"
I nodded, slowly.
Annie's expression did not change. Her face had a set, studious expression. She began to unbutton her blouse. Each button seemed to give her trouble, but then her hands were trembling. She began at the top. I kept the scarves dangling before her hungry eyes till my arms got tired. Then, I folded them both over my forearm and moved to stand before Annie. Her blouse was open, showing her bra-induced cleavage and her golden-tan skin. The flimsy bra bumped with her nipples. Slowly she pulled the tucked tails of the blouse from her skirt. With the least movement, she pulled the edges of her blouse off each shoulder, shrugged it off and let her arms straighten to her sides. The blouse drifted down her body and dropped to the floor of the living room, a black puddle of seductive clothe on the blond carpet.
She stood looking at me. Her hair was pinned to one side with a turquoise-colored hair clasp, she was very fetching. She watched as I folded both scarves over my right hand, eyes on them, watching the motion like a gold digger would watch a jeweler handling her diamond ring. When my hands stopped moving her eyes jerked up to mine and then she reached behind and released her spare bra. The cups released her breasts and again she let her arms fall straight down. The bra tangled at her elbows and she shook it loose, letting it drop to the floor as well. Her breasts stood out on her chest, small mouthfuls of alluring flesh, tipped by erect brown nipples. Staring at her naked torso I wanted her intensely. I breathed deeply and she smiled, a small, private smile, just barely showing her teeth. Her eyes were fixed on my crotch and its tent there.
"Annie, turn around."
She moved gracefully at my command, all sign of the bitch was gone, subsumed by the trembling which raced through her body from side to side, a tremor of passion, the only sign of excitement I needed to have confidence that my mother had remembered correctly in the end.
"Annie, put your hands behind you." She did. Her shoulders quivered. She was panting. I looped the scarlet sash over my neck and pulled her wrists together. I put a simple half-hitch in the blue one, tightening it around one wrist and then another with two loops on the other. I made a quick figure eight to tighten them together. I leaned down and kissed her neck, moving her frizzy hair aside.
"Oh yes." She hissed.
"Annie, my mother told me two things about you." I spread out the scarf and then wrapped the wide cloth around her forearms. "Is that too tight, Annie?"
"No sir." She whispered. I wrapped it again around her elbows and pulled them together. She was incredibly flexible and I felt no strain in her limbs. "Ohhhhh." She sighed. It pulled her shoulders back a little, arching her back and proffering her breasts like temptations.
I tucked the scarf so it would not loosen. With both hands I swept her hair away from the right side of her neck, baring her little ear. I kissed it and she moaned. I licked it and she shuddered. I sucked it and she groaned, her hands twinkling at my crotch and legs. "Mrs. Kingston, I know what you want. I will give that too you but you must do something for me, too."
Annie grunted, her head lolling to the side. I looked down her chest at her breasts; the nipples were perked and turgid. I felt the tightness of excitement in my chest, the certainty that my understanding of this woman and thus my use of this woman was going to provide us all with incredible pleasure. We would use her and she would suffer intense ecstasy.
"Annie?"
"Yes, Sonny?"
"I am going to bind your arms together. Is that what you want."
"Oh yes, Sonny." The words tumbled out like she was out of breath.
"Then, Annie, I am going to take off your panties."
"Oh yes, Sonny."
"Then what do you want me to do?"
"Fuck me, Sonny! I beg of you, please fuck me!"
I moved around in front of her. She straightened, lifting her chin to gaze up at me. I bent over her, moving my lips close to her mouth where my breath puffed onto her skin. "Annie, my mother said you wanted to be raped, taken in the night by surprise. Is that correct?" I felt her powerful inhalation. I moved my eyes from her open red lips to her eyes, they were wide and darting back and forth. She sighed then and tried to nod which pressed her lips against mine. I kissed her gently then moved back. "Annie, is that right?"



"Yes, Sonny. I told your mother . . . I said I dreamed of being fucked in my bed in night. Waking to the dark of my eyes and being tied to the bed. I dream of feeling hands tear night gown off body and lips on my nipples, biting me hard! Yes, Sonny, I wanting to be taken in the night."
"And what are you willing to do for me to earn that? I can do that for you, you know that right?"
She nodded and I was far enough away that we did not touch. Her lips worked and she licked them, her tongue darting out and touching them, smearing the lipstick more. "Anything, Sonny. I dream of this so long, I know it is wrong, bad of me but oh it makes me so excited, just thinking about waking up tied to my bed and having my legs over man's shoulders when he enter my nest." She actually sighed, bowing her head the merest bit.
I nodded. "If you do what I want you to do today, I will give you that, perhaps many times, with many different men."
Her eyes widened then and her nostrils flared. Her mouth opened but she did not speak.
"Ask me to bind your arms." I said.
"Bind me. Wrap my arms, please." Annie repeated without hesitation, managing to pant around the words.
I moved behind her and did as she asked. I used the last of the blue and green sash to bind her elbows together, snug and safely secure. I pulled the black and scarlet from my neck and tied one end around her upper left arm, tucked under her arm, up against her shoulder. She bowed her head. I moved her hair to the front, off her shoulders and back. I loved the feel of her frizzy hair on my hands. I ran the scarf under her other shoulder and cinched it into her upper arm and then pulled her shoulders back, tightening the hold on her upper arms. Her shoulders flexed and her back arched further. I pulled harder till her upper arms neared each other, her body impossibly flexed. I released the tension just a little and looped it through her right arm and tied it. With the remaining fabric, I wrapped her upper arms.
When I moved around in front of her, Annie lifted her head. Her lips appeared swollen, pursed and seemed redder somehow. Her eyes were smoky, her body wavered a little, swaying with drunken anticipation. I put a hand on the back of her head and kissed her on the lips. Her mouth opened and her tongue slashed at me, spearing into my mouth. She moaned as I kissed her.
I withdrew from her lips. The hunger in her eyes flamed. She bowed forward, moving her lips after mine as though to maintain the kiss, following me. Her shoulders were flexed back which extended her breasts, projecting them forward. They were round cups of passion and I bent to drink from them, sucking at each in turn while Annie groaned. I licked her nipples and sucked each breast hard into my mouth. Annie gave a gasp and a grunt.
I moved my face up before her, placing my hands on her hips. They lurched under my touch, jerking forward once before stilling. "Annie, I am going to give you to my friends tonight. We are going to fuck you, all of us, over and over. I will tell them if they ever want you, they can go to your house and take you. You are going to become a slut for us. That is what I want. If you ask me to take off your panties, if I remove your panties and you are wet when I touch your pussy, you will become ours to do with as we wish. For my part, I will promise that at least once and likely often, you will be raped in your own bed in the middle of the night."
Mrs. Kingston gulped then and licked her lips. "Sonny." She stopped. "Sonny, take off panties, please." Her eyes were shining, now drawn into tense slits which appeared nearly feline.
"Mrs. Kingston, you must agree to let me know when Sid is home. You call when he goes out of town and when he returns. You let me know which nights your house will be empty and you will leave the back door open when you are available."
"Will Sonny." Mrs. Kingston whispered.
I dropped to my knees and ran my hands up her stocking-clad legs. Her skin seemed to ripple beneath my hands under the black hose. I ran my hand up under her dress and found the tops of the stockings, the garter clips on top of her panties. I dropped her dress and went to the kitchen. I got a razor sharp knife from the kitchen. I walked back into the living room. Annie's eyes fairly bulged when they saw the knife.
"Sorry about the panties, Annie but I am not taking the garters loose to get them off."
Her stricken face relaxed, the moment of terror lingering as an erratic tremor running through her body. I sat once more and lifted her dress with one hand. Her lean legs came into view, the tops of the stocking. I was amused, the garters were pink, the belt was pink with black frills. Her panties were strings and swaths of clothe which with several quick jerks of the knife, I removed. I took the knife back to the kitchen. I returned to the living room.
"Annie, turn around and bend over."
She did.
I opened my pants and released my hard cock. I pulled her dress up over her hips and crouched, bending the end of my cock down to the shallow cleft of her ass. I moved lower, feeling with one hand till I felt the lips of her pussy awash with her arousal. "You are wet, Annie. When my cock enters you, you are ours, do you understand?"
"Yes, Sonny." She mewed. "Please put cock inside Annie."
I did as she asked, it was, after all, a very good idea. I slid about half a cock length into her before she tightened and progress halted. I pulled out and dropped her dress. I pulled her upright. She turned around, her eyes mystified. "Come with me." I said, not meaning what I said exactly. I pulled her to the front door. I had a logistical problem. I needed to run get the car but Annie could neither open the door nor close it. The key to such situations is improvisation. I ran up the stairs to Laura's room. She was lying on her bed, her dress was gone and her legs were wide. She was furiously rubbing her pussy with one hand and navigating a vibrator around and inside her pussy.
She stopped when I opened the door, pulling ear buds from her ears.
"Laura, I need your help."
The look on her face flashed first fright then lust. She rolled off the bed and knelt before me. She opened my pants and I let her. Downstairs, Annie waited, topless and bound. Laura took out my damp cock and sucked me into her mouth. After she pulled me into her throat several times, I tapped her on the head. "Laura, come down stairs with me."
She nodded, rose, picked up a robe and followed me downstairs. Annie was not at the door where I left her. We rounded the last curve of the stairs and I saw Annie, she had moved away from the entryway window to the door way of the kitchen.
"Oh!" Laura said behind me.
I glanced behind me. Mrs. Wills was staring at Annie who stood with her bound arms behind her and her chest thrust out, making her breasts prominent and lurid. Her wild, curly hair and makeup made her seem otherworldly. She did not speak.
"Laura, I need to go get my car. As soon as I am in the driveway, I will honk. You open the door and push Annie out and close it behind her. Is that okay?"
"What are you going to do to her?" Mrs. Wills asked, her voice quivered.
"I am going to give her to my friends and we are going to fuck her. Is your husband going to be in town tonight or tomorrow?"
"He's gone."
I nodded. "Okay." I am such a tease. I stood still for a moment looking at Laura as she stared at Annie. "Kiss her." I said.
Laura pulled her eyes to me, wide, aroused. Then she nodded mutely. My mother was right. Laura walked to Annie and kissed the bound woman on the lips, gently, then more passionately. She moved next to each breast and sucked on Annie's tits.
The oriental woman keened with the attention, trembling.
I pulled Laura back. "Push her out the door when I drive up."
Laura nodded then took hold of Annie's bare shoulders and kissed her on the lips again. She dropped a hand under Annie's skirt and they both squeaked when the hand touch Annie's bare pussy.
I ran to the car and was in front of the house in minutes. I honked and leaned over and opened the door. I was driving my mother's car and it had plush, crushed velvet seats with no divider. I pushed the door open and a moment later, Annie appeared, topless and bound and crawled awkwardly into the car, laying down on the seat and facing the back. I leaned over her and pulled the door closed. Out of pure lust, I fitted my lips onto her nearest nipple and sucked and sucked hard. Annie yelped. She was trembling and panting, her breasts were slick with Laura's attention.
I put on my seat belt, this was no time to get stopped. I pulled Annie's head into my lap and she relaxed, panting and blowing through her nose. As I drove, I stroked her bare back, running my fingers over her smooth, flawless skin. All the way to Brent's house, I muttered things like, 'You are going to fucked soon, Annie.' And 'I have lots of cock for you, Annie!' She shifted and pressed her face into my crotch, kissing at my hard cock through my pants.
I arrived at the Rossini house and parked. I realized as I turned off the car that we were blocking Mrs. Rossini's access to the drive which if what I had in mind worked out, would be a good thing. Usually when we forgot and did that she would phone in and ask us to come move a car or two.
"Annie, I have some things to deal with. You lay here. You should be warm enough." I pulled a blanket mom kept in the back seat over the back. "In case you get cold. Stay here. I will come get you when we are ready." I leaned over and kissed the skin over her side, above the waist band of her skirt. I got out of the car and let myself into Brent's house. I scouted the area to make sure it was empty. I could hear the TV downstairs. I went down.
They were playing pool, two on two. I could hear them japing at each other as I descended the stairs. The stairs ended in the gloom at one end of the basement with the family area and bar at the other end. Around the corner from the door was a half-wall bookcase where you could see half of the pool table the bar beyond it and the couch but not the TV which was in the far corner. I sauntered into the room.
"Hey guys!" I said brightly.
Everyone greeted me. I got a beer and stood around watching Chris and Sammy take on Brent and Landon. I was the only one without a pool table so they were the best players but since they all had tables, I had gotten pretty good over the years. Oddly or predictably, my heart hammered in my chest while they finished the game. Chris and Sammy won.
"Who's up?" Brent asked holding out his cue.
"I'm up." I said and took his cue. But then I tossed it on the table and everyone stopped talking and stared at me. "Time to talk." I said softly. I went and leaned on the bar. It was not a classic bar but a low bar designed to lean or sit on with a cushioned front edge. As I hoisted myself up onto it I thought about Annie draped over it, being fucked from behind.
"You all should sit down." I said.
The hush thickened in the damp air of the trimmed basement. I waited till everyone had a seat. They knew what was coming so I just said it. "It's done." I spoke the words like it was a dire pronouncement. The reaction was muted. I am not sure what I expected so I did not feel disappointed.
I pointed at Brent. "I fucked your mother." I pointed at Chris. "And I fucked your mother." Then Sammy, "And your mother," and finally at Landon, "and I fucked your mother. And yes, I fucked my mother. So now we know our MILFs will all fuck. I know they all fuck."
I waited. The guys looked around at each other. Sammy was about to pop trying to keep from grinning. Chris looked scared, Brent was blasé because the news was not so surprising to him. I started with him so his reaction would be the model. Landon just stared at some indefinable, distant point.
"I don't know about you guys, but I think that deserves a toast!" Brent said. "To Sonny!" Everyone hoisted a pint—a bottle really but I like that expression, 'a pint'. I could not help it, I grinned. I was proud. I had fucked the mothers of my friends and they were toasting me! It is a beautiful world.
We all clicked the necks of our beer bottles. Yes, we were not of age but we were old enough to die for our country, a cold brew is simply not unreasonable. A culture that thinks we are old enough to hold a weapon should not begrudge a simple buzz, so long as we do not mix the two. We all took a long, calming pull on our Dos Equis.
Landon looked over at me and lifted his bottle. "Fuck me, I knew we could count on you, bro!" He drank. He grinned. "You really did it? I mean, like you said? Every one of them?"
"Geezus!" Chris muttered. "He really did it!"
I waited. I had realized that we all had not thought much beyond this moment. It was like we did not believe it possible, to get to this moment and so had not given the next moment much thought; the one where we could think about fucking the MILFs. But for the other guys, it was different. They were all thinking about their own mothers, thinking of them as women, naked, coming, begging to be fucked, sucking their cocks . . . whatever. They all had the vision of something flooding over them. No one looked at me.
After a few minutes of football commentary and no other sound, I thought it was time. No one was smiling now. Even Sammy had contracted back into his normal look rather than the appearance of a pending bust. "Guys, I know, this is a big moment. Frankly, I am feeling a little exposed. We need to talk about the MILFs, our mothers, and how this is going to happen."
"Whores and sluts! That's what I'm talking about!" Sammy gushed forth.
I held up a hand. "Wait a minute. We have to be clear. Our mothers, your mothers are neither. A whore only fucks for money and a slut never says 'no'. Our mothers are neither. Just because we think we can fuck them now," I grinned. "Well, I know I can. But just because we think they do fuck now, after years of never imagining we were created with anything but immaculate reception . . . "
"Conception, you idiot. Immaculate Conception!" Brent growled. "Conception!"
I ignored him. " . . . we have testimony that 'yes' they do fuck." I could not help it. I grinned again. "I am here to tell you boys, our mothers love to fuck!"
What followed was cathartic primal scream, an existential howl of glee and relief and sexual tension all tangled into a single ear splitting noise that drowned out the football game. It was like the Buffalo Bills just won the Superbowl.
When silence came, or more accurately when the TV could be heard again, I resumed. "Guys, since I had Mrs. Clark, I have been thinking about this moment and what comes next." I mentioned Landon's mom first, knowing that each guy would have to confront the fact that I had had his mother and it would be different for each. Landon did not look at me; his face seemed to close . . . but that could have been my imagination. I felt the twinge of guilt, the nagging sense that a guy just does not do what I did but then I thought about Mrs. Clark, about Kyla looking back at me as I entered her in the changing room, the lust in her eyes, the need, the want, the demand that I use her as she wanted to be used and the full knowledge that the stars had aligned and each woman bore a dream of coupling. For each one that dream, till the moment I entered them, seemed utterly impossible. Today, each of these women were one step closer to realizing a sexual fantasy. All we had to do was discover and deliver it. Then we could have our fantasy.
"Guys, now that we know they do fuck, in a real sense we know this."
"You know it in the Biblical sense." Brent muttered again.
This time I had to laugh though it was a sort of nervous laugh. I was a step away from the cliff but not on the solid side, there was nothing under my feet. All I had to look forward to was flying or falling. If they all suddenly demurred and decided it was all just talk, I was finished!
"Cool it. This ain't easy. We need to understand something. None of us are going to be happy if this turns into a free-for-all. Our mothers are not going to spread their legs any time we snap our fingers. Nor are they going to be eager to confess that they fucked me. Nor will it be easy to get them to consider doing you ugly fucks. They have had the best and it is all downhill from here for them."
Everyone rolled their eyes. But, surprisingly, no one said anything. That was good. I understood that to mean they were actually thinking of the reality of this thing. The second thoughts, the fears, the guilt of even thinking of this whole idea may be creeping through the little minds of each of us. If not, no worries but I had the ultimate solution up in the car. But first . . . .
"This was just step one. We need to wrap our little pea brains, not you Brent, around what this means and get it straight."
Landon broke in, at this point. "Sonny's right. We need a plan."
I held up my hand. "Landon, we love ya dude but you got to let me have my say. You ran me off the cliff into this particularly empty air. Let me finish what I have to say . . . and do, before you try to add to the confusion." I stopped, looking Landon in the eye. I had not challenged him very often but this time, I felt I had to and was ready to. Annie the ace and her holes were up in the car.
Landon stared at me for a moment, the vein on the side of his forehead bulged for a moment. His skin flushed but finally he nodded and looked down.
"Thanks. Listen guys, this is just the first step. Landon said 'airtight' and that is the goal but we may not get that. We have got to recognize that none of us want to take this from anyone. None of us are going to abuse what we now know about our mothers. What we want, more than anything, is for them to want us. We want them to think that taking us is a good idea, that it will be exciting and fun. My mother . . . " I gulped ". . . my mom . . . my mom is more sexually open than any of us realized, particularly me. I daresay, I have discovered this is true about each of the MILFs. But 'sexually open' does not mean 'open for business'. No one is going to get far if they run home and grab a MILF tit or run their hand up between her legs while she is bending over getting dishes out of the dishwasher. You will get clocked with a plate."
Everyone chuckled.
Now for the important point. "And you will deserve to. Just because they fucked me, does not mean they will fuck you." I paused to let that sink in. "I have been unbelievably lucky. So lucky, it seems stupid to mess it up by pursuing the matter. But I am going to. At the moment, they may think that I am their secret love but I am not. Some know that is not right, they know that I have been with other women. One of the best things we have going for us is that no one should be confused. We are not going to be the long term solution to anything for our mothers. Or them for us, when it comes to sex. This is a fantasy and fantasies are good once but after that, reality resumes. But reality is not this single thing that is predictable and consistent."
"Shit, Sonny. You are talking like Brent now. Get to the point!" Sammy said. "I'm hungry."
Deep inside, I grinned. "Things are either going to work out, or they won't. We have to agree to two things, first we will try and second that we will not push."
Sammy bumped his hips forward. "Like hell! I'm going to push plenty!"
We all chuckled but it was not the nervous laugh of before. It was a thoughtful, contemplative response.
"What happens next needs to be organic, natural, easy. The MILFs on the List are not 'sure things'. The problem with a sure thing is that we do not respect them. Lack of respect means two things. First, it means we do not pay attention to what they want. Second, it means we take what we want. Neither will work with these particular MILFs. I am suggesting that while we all agree the goal is to make our MILFs airtight, the method we must agree to use is to discover their deepest sexual need and satisfy that. Then it is a simple trade; what she wants for what we want."



I paused. "Women, I think, are surprisingly easily to get along with. To read about the past, women had lots of sex, got pregnant a lot with the craziest ideas many of which excluded their pleasure, their orgasm, their reaction or their involvement in any meaningful way. Today, women have the just expectation that they get theirs from time to time. I suggest that the method we agree to use to get our MILFs airtight, is to give them what they want first."
"And to do that, we have to figure out what they want." Brent said, looking around.
I thought this was good time to clear the air a little. "Just so you all know, Brent has already had my mother." I looked at Chris, "and your mother, Chris."
Everyone looked at Brent and his face turned beet red.
"Not his doing, not his fault. I did it. I had the right situation to introduce the idea of sharing the wealth to Laura and mom and I did it. Now, here is the good thing, at least for you lazy fucks. I have had the MILFs. Discovering their fantasies, discovering their sexual shopping list is going to fall to me. I am not saying you can't, I just think I have the best avenue to discovering it. I am not going to lie to your mothers. If they ask what is going on, I will tell them. I will tell them we want them and how we want them, naked and airtight. But I want that idea to come off my tongue when they are most liable to think it is a sexy, good and reasonable idea. If you let me, I think I can share the MILF list with each of you."
Brent, bless his heart, nodded vigorously. "I can vouch for that. Sonny shares. Geez, you have no idea!"
The other guys stared at him. Brent looked up at them and grinned, then sobered. "Sorry, Sonny."
I shook my head. "My point here, is that we need to be smart about this. This is like having a girl friend . . . "
"Like you would know." Sammy muttered.
". . . you do not just tear off her clothes and try to fuck her. Usually. The best sex is when they are into it. The best sex is when everyone has a good time." I looked around the room, meeting everyone's eyes till they looked away.
Brent spoke up. "In the nineteenth century, people thought a woman's orgasm made a happier baby. They thought depression or 'melancholia' as they called it in a person, was caused by boring, normal, mechanical and unfulfilling sex before the baby even saw the light of day. Of course, not everyone thought this but some did."
"Thanks, Brent. You are so full of helpful information." Landon said drily but with a smile.
"Orgasms make for happy babies?" Chris said wonderingly, his eyes wide. "That makes a lot of sense."
"No, Chris . . . forget it!" Landon said, shooting Brent a glare who smirked and shrugged.
The mood had lightened. I breathed deep relief. "My idea is simple. We investigate if we can give our mother's mind blowing sex. In the process, we get a safe place to get in contact with our inner perv and figure out what actually makes us tick. Sexually, I mean. I think the rest is a hopeless cause."
"We are not getting existential." Brent said by way of elucidation.
"Shut up, Brent." Landon said. Only he could have said it the way he said it such that Brent looked proud of the attention AND shut up.
"I thought about Brent and how he would put everything into a spreadsheet and schedule Chris with Kyla's ass on Thursday and Landon with Laura's pussy on Saturday."
"What about me? I get your mom's tits on Sunday, Sonny!" Sammy chortled. No one ever told Sammy to shut up. It would be like telling the rest of us to stop breathing.
I continued. "I thought about that but how would you feel if bunch of girls decided to schedule you for pussy diving three times a week and passed you around like a . . . like a . . . "
"Dildo, I think is the word you are looking for, Sonny." Landon said drily.
In that moment, I got the feeling that Landon had already thought of this and was waiting to agree with me. It made me nervous at the same time I felt proud that he let me carry the ball. So far, I was the one with the balls after all so it made sense. "I think we need to let things happen organically. If you all agree, I will work to get things arranged. Until we know what is what with the MILFs, we should not figure they are open for business and declare open season on them."
Everyone nodded and Landon said, "I agree completely. I have thought about what we would do if you came back with a positive outcome. I did not consider the possibility that you would do everybody's mother for us but now that you have, I understand. You would be sort of exposed if you announced you fucked your mom and the rest of us were still dick dry. At least now no one can go shooting their mouth off without some consequences threatening to come home to roost." Landon looked around at each of us. "Sonny has done the heavy lifting here. He took the big risk for all of us. We should let him take us the rest of the way." He turned to me and extended his hand. "Sonny, you tell us how things go and we'll follow."
I shook Landon's hand. The guy just had a way about him that made you want to please him. He really did have nothing to worry about in life, he would always find a place and it would be easy to find because it would always be at the front, closest to the action.
"But guys, I think we need to do something formal to seal the commitment, so we all know that we are committed to this. No backing out. No giving up. No falling in love! Not till the MILFs are airtight or we know that is not their thing. Right?" Landon looked around the group, his chin out and his eyes fierce.
No one spoke but we all nodded.
I felt so fucking smart. After a perfect pause, I said, "well, I have just thing up in the car. I have to get it ready. Play some pool, get some beer. I'll be back in a while."
Brent looked at me with genuine curiosity, wondering what I had up my sleeves at the moment. I gave him a little smile and a nod and stood up. It was time. I walked up the stairs and out to the car. Annie lay on the seat, awkwardly curled under the blanket. The evening had turned chilly.
"Its time, Annie." I said. I pulled the blanket off of her and tossed it onto the back seat. She turned to look at me, her eyes sleepy, dull. I helped her out of the car and she slipped from my hands and scampered up the drive and up the walk to the door and was inside before I got the car door closed. The sight of this woman with her hands bound behind her back and her tits bare dashing to the house was so surreal I chuckled. I thought of some neighbor glancing out the window and seeing that. The guy would swear off whatever his latest vice was because of that hallucination. No one would believe it.
I walked into the house. Annie stood inside the door shivering. I could not tell if she was cold or aroused by looking at her. Her eyes were intense, fierce but focused. I turned her around and checked her arms, they were not cold so the binding had not cinched up on her. I closed the door and turned her back around. I bent to her nipples and kissed each in turn. They grew erect under my lips. I kissed her on the mouth and found her aroused and moaning as she kissed me back, pressing against me, her arms straining with the instinct to clasp me and pull herself against me. That need added to the latent need humming in her body.
Right by the door, the Rossini's had a couch table setting against the wall by the entryway where they dropped stuff. It was clear that day but for a shallow bowl where they dumped keys and change and stuff. I moved that to floor and hoisted Annie onto the table. Then I kissed her again while I pulled her dress up her legs and tucked it behind her back. I fumbled with my pants. She leaned back against the wall and spread her knees. The table was narrow with barely enough room for her slim butt. When my cock came free, I leaned against the table, grasped her by the ass and pulled her toward me till her pussy was crushed against my cock. With one hand I fingered her pussy, finding her still damp but not gushing. I opened her a little and pressed my thumb into her. She tried to wiggle or hunch but without her hands free she made more noise than actual progress. I fingered her for a while till she stopped staring down at my cock and arched her back and threw her head back with soft bump on the wall.
I grasped my cock and pressed the head against her pussy lips. They parted and I entered her, just slightly. Annie sighed and her body twitched, some inner motion which occurred without leverage. I grasped her hips and pulled her body onto my cock.
"Oh yesssss, Sonny! Your cock go in me! Fit perfect!" Annie hissed.
Her stocking-clad legs gripped me in a weak embrace. I pulled back and pressed at her again, sinking into her pliant body further this time. I pulled her ass harder against me and I felt her inner release and I sunk home, pining us together, our pubic bones colliding with a sweet pain as I clinched us together. Annie grunted and struggled against the bonds. Her head came forward, her lips seeking mine, eyes closed as I ground my hips against hers while pulling her ass hard with my hands. Her inner flesh rippled along the length of my shaft and the sensation took my breath away. My god but I love pussy!
"Oh fuck, Annie. You feel great, pierced with my cock."
"Your big cock." Annie said. "Your big friend here?"
Her cunt squeezed me hard then. I pulled back, jerking free of her clasping cunt. Then I thrust deep into her again. She moaned as I slid home. I could smell her arousal. The eroticism of the moment struck me like lightening and for a moment I thought I would come but that would have been antisocial. I ignored her question. She could fucking wonder.
I pulled free of her pussy and pulled her dress down. I helped her off the table, banging it against the wall. "Come with me." I said it again and this time I had to chuckle. I turned to her. Her eyes were intense, narrow slits. "Are you sure, Annie?"
"No panties." She panted, huffing as she spoke. "I got wet. You fuck me. Promised me something. I do my part. You keep agreement."
I nodded, the idea of staging a rape for her benefit thrilled through me like a cold wind would feel on a hot August night, like stepping into a walk-in freezer after unloading a truck by hand. I led her to the door of the basement. We made our way down the stairs, Annie tottered awkwardly so that I steadied her since she had little help from her hands. The way was dim and unfamiliar to her. Finally I slipped an arm around her bare back and half carried her down. I heard the TV and the crack of the cue ball connecting. I took her by the shoulder and pulled her around the half wall and into the light of the basement.
"There you are, Sonny. I thought you had gotten . . . holy shit, Sonny, what the fuck is this?" Sammy said.
I pulled Annie to the table and pushed the pool balls out of the way, ruining the game. "This is Annie Kingston. She has agreed to fuck us all tonight."
"Goddamn, Sonny, she is tied up! What the fuck!" Landon looked angry, his bushy brow knit together like the bark of an elm tree. "What happened to doing what they want?"
"It is not how it looks. This is what she wants. Annie had a fantasy. I have added a few things."
"What things?" Landon asked.
"Well, you guys for starters. She always wanted to be fucked while she was bound like this." I touched the scarves wound around her arms. "This was her idea but I added you guys, all five of us. And airtight which is our end of the bargain. It is like training, preparation for what is coming." Annie stood bent forward so her arms were high behind her with her head down. Her hair fell about her face in a jumbled, sexy mess. I reached around her and cupped a breast. She moaned and her hands fluttered against my crotch. "Tell them, Annie."
Annie lifted her head. "He right. I am wet. I want you to fuck me. All of you. Come in me, let me suck you all off. I want you all." Her voice was hoarse, raspy but distinct. She spoke slowly and carefully.
Silence. No one said a word.
I waited, maybe a couple minutes. Annie began to shift her hips forwards and backwards in the classic fucking motion. Her head was bowed. Finally she looked back at me. "Take my skirt." She muttered.
Such a good idea! I found the hook and zippers on both sides and unfastened the skirt. She sighed as I pulled at the skirt and it dropped down her legs, making a slight hissing sound on her hose as it fell. I heard everyone exhale at once. The only real sound was the announcer on the TV calling another kickoff on the Steelers-Patriots game. She stood in her weave shoes, the hose and garters with her hands bound tightly behind her. Her conical breasts quivered and her nipples swelled.
Annie squatted and got to her knees, balancing precariously without the use of her arms. She turned to me, closed her eyes and opened her mouth. I opened my pants and presented my cock to her lips, touching the head against her lower lip. She kissed the end, sucked it between her red lips and then bobbed her head down as far as she could, back and forth till my cock was fully down her throat. Her breath blew through her nostrils and she swallowed.
I closed my eyes and groaned. Gawd, what a feeling!
"Holy fuck!" Sammy muttered.
"No shit." Chris said.
"She is not a MILF." Landon said. I opened my eyes, Landon was staring at the woman sucking on my cock and then looked up at me. "She is not one of the MILFs on the list!"
Annie pulled her head back, wobbling but regaining equilibrium. Then she sucked hard and my cock disappeared again, sliding through her full lips, along the cushion of her tongue into the confines of her tight throat. She massaged my cock with her lips, mouth, tongue and throat.
"Is that a problem?" I croaked.
Landon looked back down at Annie as she completed another cycle. Since her hands were bound, she had to be very careful, making each and every motion deliberately and slowly while squatting before me, her knees to each side of my calves. Her hands were behind her, bound with the black, red, blue and green color, counter-balancing her head as she took my cock down her throat again and again. Landon shook his head. "No. No problem." He whispered. "When is it my turn?"
Annie sucked me again into her mouth. I could not answer.
The sound of football and Annie's slurping on my cock was the only sound for a while. I sensed my orgasm in the distance and pulled away from her. The sucking mouth followed the moving cock nearly unbalancing her. I steadied her then helped her to her feet. I pushed her to the pool table. There was method to my madness, this was the picture that inspired the suggestion to play some pool.
Annie immediately bent down over the table and widened her stance, presenting me with her pussy lips appearing between her slender ass cheeks. The garter belt framed her pussy and the stockings shimmered on her slim legs. The high heels made her tall enough to bend comfortably over the table.
I grasped her hips over the garter belt, positioned my cock at her nether lips and entered her. She was so wet I slid complete down into her channel without resistance or hesitation. Annie wheezed as I entered her and grunted as I hit bottom. I held her bound arms with one hand and her hips with the other. Her hands and fingers caressed me with little butterfly kisses. I pulled back and slammed into her. The extended period of arousal must have left her teetering on the brink because as I bottomed out she shrieked and bucked, slamming her sopping pussy back against me with a wet splash. I bounced into her a few more times then pulled a sopping cock out of her convulsing pussy.
I looked around the room. "Who's next?" Now, standing in a room full of guys with my erection bare to the open air, dripping with eau d'female was a new experience for me. I moved back to Annie and entered her again. She shrieked at the invasion and then shook through a small orgasm again.
I pulled free and looked around at each guy, everyone but Brent. He had been there before. "Well? This is the confirmation of commitment. Fuck Annie. Then our pact is completed and I will share the rest of the List with you and you with them. She is our pact. She is ours. Now, everyone fucks her. Don't come in her just yet. Then she wants to suck us all, one after the other, cock after cock. Then, then we fuck her till we fill her up. After that, airtight." I looked at Landon and saw something I had rarely seen on his face. Respect. He nodded, understanding the role this interloper played in the MILF list. It was a test for all of us, individually but really together. Could we share a woman? Better to know that before one of our mothers was bent over the table. That was the intuition the morning's mediation on pussy gave me. The MILF list had been made but were we ready, really ready to share it? This was the moment when we would answer that question.
Behind me Annie was gasping and trying to catch her breath. Sammy stood up, shucked pants and briefs and walked over with his pole running before him. I turned to watch him mount the bound woman bent over the pool table. He did not have to crouch. He found her entrance and sliced into her. She arched her back and shoved back, rooting him into her pussy. He pounded at her several times. And he pulled out.
"Everyone gets in clean then we'll get messy!" He chortled.
Chris went next. He stripped down his pants, standing at the end of the pool table. Annie's eyes remained fixed on him. Chris moved around behind her and grasped her hips. He stroked her legs and snapped one of the garter straps; not hard but enough to make her jump. He caressed her back, then reached under her and cupped both breasts, then apparently he pinched her nipples because Annie grunted and tried to lift up. Chris directed his cock with one hand to her pussy and pressed into her. Annie panted as the cock slid into her, grunting each time Chris stopped and sighing as he started deeper again. Once he was sealed against her cheeks, he moved his pale white ass around, stirring her pussy with his rigid dick. Then he pulled out and plunged in again. He repeated the stroke several times and then pulled free.
Annie grunted, her ass wagging as the cock left her. "No." She whispered, pleading, begging, dreaming—intoxicated with the fantasy being presented to her and with the pleasure +enveloping her enraptured body.
I looked at Landon. "Landon, your turn unless you want to follow fat boy over there." I said, indicating Brent with a jerk of my head. Brent was anything but fat and I hoped he did not take exception to being pushed to the back of the line. I thought it would be okay since he had been in her already.
Landon pulled down his pants, showing us his cock. Annie was twisted on the table, watching. Landon kicked off shoes and pants and, naked, he walked up behind Annie. She straightened her back, settling onto the table, laying her cheek on the green felt. Her fingers waved behind her ass till she felt the hair at his crotch. He felt along her arms. "Hey, her arms are getting cold. Maybe we should release her?"
"Annie, are you okay?" I asked.
"Now arms ok. Fuck now!" Annie said in a tight voice.
Landon shrugged but tapped her ass with one hand. "Please. Say please."
Annie twisted to look at him, staring in his eyes then lowering her burning gaze to his hard prick. "Please. Please. Please put cock in me." She said. Her eyes rose to stare into Landon's fevered eyes again.
Landon nodded and plugged into her pussy. Annie flattened and grunted as Landon fed her his hard, red cock. He had a huge blue vein which wrapped around the girth of his cock standing out starkly against the ferocious scarlet of its skin. Standing behind them and to the left, I could see his cock sluice into her. Annie shivered and then screamed with orgasm as he pushed into her the third time. Liquid bubbled around her pussy lips and dribbled down her thighs. Her knees buckled and Landon was holding her on the table. He pressed into her and held still while she spasmed through the orgasm, stirring her seething cunt with his cock. It seemed to go on forever. Once she calmed, he resumed stroking into her. He was gritting his teeth when he pulled back and backed away, staggering.



"Gawd, she is tight. What a pussy!" He muttered, dropping on to the couch, his cock glittering with her moisture.
Brent stood up, a long slow unfolding of his lean, tall frame. Annie tilted up on one shoulder to watch him undress. His mighty cock came into the view and she sighed, mewling like a kitten for milk. At that moment, my fucking phone rang. I pulled my pants up and fished it out of the pocket.
"Sonny?"
I pulled my pants the rest of the way up, tucking my cock into the underwear and backed out of the room. "Yeah?" I said softly.
"Your car is blocking the garage." Mrs. Rossini said in small voice. "Would you come up and move it, please?"
"Yeah, sure." I kept my eyes on Brent as he lined up his cock behind Annie and proceeded to push it into her. "I'll be right up." I said.
"Sonny, I am up stairs." She was whispering.
"What's that mom? Let me get away from the TV. I can't hear you. Let me call you back." I hung up, just as Annie screamed again. My mind was racing, Mrs. Rossini was upstairs and Annie was screaming through another orgasm. I looked around.
I waited till Brent had stroked his way all the way into Mrs. Kingston's body. She was shivering and chanting 'wu, wu, wu', over and over again, which means 'five, five, five' in Chinese, she would tell us later. I moved to the end of the table, buckling my pants. "I have to go call home. I'll be back in a while. I, I may have to leave for a bit." I said, thinking if Mrs. Rossini was upstairs I was going to need to create some diversionary tactic to get Annie out of sight and quiet. I glanced at her arching body, punching her ass back at Brent as he pushed his cock slowly back into her quivering body.
Annie turned her head to look at me. Her eyes were slits, the hair tangled over her face giving her a subdued, sexual look. Each time Brent plunged home, her eyes would open wider and her lips would purse, showing her teeth. Brent was speeding up.
I looked at the other guys. They ignored me, watching Brent fuck Mrs. Kingston. I left them that way. I jogged up the stairs and found the house dark, for night had fallen. I saw Mrs. Rossini standing in the dark of the living room. She put a finger to her lips and gestured for me to follow her, which I did. We went into the kitchen.
Before she did anything, she kissed me, her hands holding me by the shoulders. Her mouth was open and I met her tongue with mine and I grasped her by the hips. One of her hands drifted down my side and then to my waist and thence to the crotch. She broke the kiss when she felt my hard cock. I thought I was going to come right then and would have if she had stroked me even once. All things come to he who waits.
"I was downstairs. I saw you fuck her." Mrs. Rossini whispered. "What is going on down there? Who is that?"
For a moment, I reverted back in time, back to a time when I would have been tongue tied and thunderstruck by the moment. I shook it off. This was now, I was different, not tongue tied, not now. "We are fucking Mrs. Kingston." I said quietly.
Mrs. Rossini's eyes got big as the proverbial saucers. "Mrs. Kingston?"
"Yes. She has a fantasy about fucking four guys and being airtight." I spoke so casually I thought someone else was talking. Mrs. Rossini stared at me then pulled me close, plastering her body against mine, pressing her cheek to my chest. Her body shuddered.
"Oh." She said. "Oh."
I wrapped one arm around her back, laying a hand on her shoulder blade but with the other, I cupped her ass cheek, squeezing it. The thrill of desire enveloped us, a soft scarlet haze in the gloom.
"Do they know I am here?" She asked, her voice muffled against my chest.
"No. They think I am calling mom. Mrs. Kingston is going to blow everyone then we are going to fuck her silly."
Mrs. Rossini pulled back. "Blow you? You mean suck your cocks?"
I nodded. Till that moment, I had not realized it but I had never spoken her given name. She had been 'Mrs. Rossini' the whole time we fucked in her kitchen. The thought made me chuckle. Then she blew my mind.
"I want to see that. Let me watch her suck . . . suck . . . suck . . . " She got stuck.
"Cock." I said helpfully.
Mrs. Rossini nodded. "Yes. Cock. I want to watch her suck your cocks." She was shivering like she was cold. Passionate adrenaline. In a much softer voice she said, "I went downstairs to say 'hello'. I saw your cars on the street but yours blocked the garage." Her eyes found mine in the broken darkness of the house, punctured by the various lights of the appliances and the digital clock on the counter and the tepid illumination of the streetlights coming through the various windows. "I was going to ask you to come move your car so I could kiss you and suck, suck, suck your cock. But I heard the sound of a woman. When I looked around the corner, she was, was, was coming. Her face turned toward me and I could see it, like she was crying her eyes clinched closed and her lips pulled back and she was bucking and thrashing on the table while you fucked her. I was lightheaded. I could not believe you were fucking a woman in my house, another woman." She hesitated, perhaps remembering. "And she was tied!" She refocused her eyes and then she kissed me again, one hand stroking between us, caressing my now iron cock.
Mrs. Rossini pulled back from me, her eyes searching, searing, wide. "I came up here and sat on the couch, thinking about what I had seen. You know what I felt?"
I shook my head in the darkness, waiting to see where this runaway train would take me.
"I got very wet. Here. Feel me." She tried to pull up her skirt but it was straight and bound around her thighs as she pulled it up. She pushed it back down. "I thought about you in that other woman, after you had me and I realized it was exciting to watch you taking her. But I wanted to see more. I want to see you do things to her."
"What things?" I prompted but I do not think she heard me.
"I don't know but I wanted to watch it all. I never felt so, so completely turned on in my life." Her eyes turned to me.
Now, I used her given name. "Natasha, Brent is down there. He was fucking her when I left. Are you sure that you want to go down there."
She nodded, an eager but frightened motion. "I want to see, I want to watch her suck their cocks. I want to watch her be fucked."
The train came to a sudden stop. I was surprised but fascinated. Where do we go from here, I wondered. I shrugged. The worst that could happen is that we would all fuck Natasha as well. Well, maybe not the worst thing but still, I could not see much risk. But for insurance, I clasped her ass in both hands while I kissed her. She was jittery, her hands flitting from my back to shoulders to face and down to my ass. When I broke the kiss, I knelt, ran my hands up her legs, hooked both thumbs in the waist band of her conservative panties. I pulled them down her thighs.
Mrs. Rossini squawked and then groaned when I pressed my face into the crotch of her skirt as I pulled her underwear down and then off her legs. She balanced with her hands on my shoulders as I removed her panties from each foot in turn. I stood up and held them out for her to see. She glanced at it and then back to my eyes. I could not tell if she understood my intention. I think she was just turned on. I put them into my pocket, took her hand and led her to the closed basement door. I opened it quietly, signaling to her she should be quiet. It was nearly dark but the light below lit our way. We descended.
I hoped that Natasha Rossini would see her son with his cock in a woman for the first time. I was not disappointed. By the time we rounded the corner, Brent was hammering Annie. Apparently, they had decided that going last had its advantages because he did not seem like he was just stroking for target practice. He was stroking for the long ball. I moved Natasha in front of me, but still behind the half-wall and in the dark shadows of the basement.
Brent suddenly pulled out of Annie's pussy. She keened like a hound whose master just died. He quickly untied the bow ties in the scarves and freed her arms. For a moment, Annie lay on the table. Brent helped her up, turned her around and lifted her onto the table. She flopped onto her back and began rubbing her arms while her legs dangled off the edge. Brent put her legs over his shoulders, which put her feet at his ears. He pulled her to the edge of the table. Chris brought an old, flat pillow to them which Brent fit under her lower back to cushion the edge of the table. He positioned his cock and entered her with one great heave, shoving his entire length into her all at once.
Annie screamed, "Oh fuck, yes, yes, yes." She degenerated into a chant but kept rubbing her arms while hunching her ass up to meet the cock entering her. Brent continued to steam power her with great, long strokes, each with a visible pause at both ends of the stroke; with his cock poised at the entrance and when rooted deep in her writhing body where he would flex his ass moving his cock around inside her pussy, like he was signing the walls of her vagina with a graffiti tag.
No one spoke, not taking their eyes from the woman on the pool table and the man between her legs. When Brent finally ground to a halt, his cock fully embedded in her body, Annie stretched her arms over her head and hunched her pussy up at him.
"Please fuck me! Please fuck me, Brent!" Annie whimpered, her whole body convulsing.
Fuck her he did. For a few furious minutes, Brent pounded down into her pussy, bending over her and fucking her hard, while he sucked on her nipples, pulling them taut, high over her, drawing them out with his lips while Annie thrashed below him. Her legs wrapped around his waist and pulled at him with her heels. All the while keeping up a steady mumbling chatter of mixed English and Chinese, till finally she came again. Her body arched off the table, bridging from shoulders and head to her ass on the very edge of the table.
Brent slammed into her and then grunted. He bent his back, grasped her hips and pulled her partway off the table, full onto his cock, impaling her completely. Then he made a series of little grunts coinciding with a fractional pumping of his hips. This went on for several minutes till he draped himself over her, finally kissing her on the lips. For a while they lay in that awkward position, kissing noisily. Then Brent stood up, and pulled his cock out of her pussy. Annie dropped her legs, pulling her ass back onto the table, then she simply went limp with a loud, clearly audible sigh. Her pussy protruded above her body, propped up as it was on the edge of the pool table. Cum welled up through her pussy lips like water from a hot spring. It glistened in the light. Annie did not move.
"Fuck me, Brent. You really fucked her that time." Sammy said, the awe apparent in his voice. "Think she has any energy to suck us all off?"
No one answered.
All this time, Mrs. Rossini had been holding my arms around her, pressing one hand to a breast and the other between her legs while she ground her ass back against my cock. When Sammy spoke, she turned in my arms and pushed me away. For a moment I thought we were in trouble. Instead, she crept past me, holding my hand which she used to pull me after her. We tiptoed up the stairs. She quietly closed the door, grabbed hold of me and kissed me harder than I have ever been kissed in my life. I responded by slamming her against the opposite wall, making a definite thump which I hoped no one would pay any attention to. I thought perhaps the TV would cover the racket.
I began to pull up her skirt but remembered it was straight and would not go past her thighs. I found the hook and zipper and soon had it released. All the while she kissed me, holding my head while I opened her blouse and then my pants. I entered her, finding her sloshing when I first put a finger to her lips and inside her. My cock struck home with no resistance. She lifted one leg as I slammed her against the wall, rattling the pictures all along it. I was so close to coming but she was closer. Sasha looped one foot behind my knees and I leaned her against the wall and fucked up into her with one awkward, jolting stroke and she screamed; a tight, throttled scream from deep in her throat which did not get past her barred teeth, one only I could hear.
Then I came. My cock exploded inside her slit, sending electric tingles through my body and spangling the darkness in my eyes with red, orange and yellow light. Sasha grunted and her head bumped back against the wall while I humped at her over and over again, dumping load after load of come into her sopping depths.
Then it was past. She dropped her foot to steady herself and I relaxed, pinning her to the wall but not moving. For several long minutes we teetered together against the wall. Then suddenly, Mrs. Rossini pushed me away. "I want to see her suck them off." She hissed. "But I have to clean up and put something else on. Don't get dressed. I want you again." She shuffled off into the darkness, leaving me standing with my pants at my ankles. I removed my shoes, pants and underwear but left my shirt. For some reason I did not want to be naked here. I never walked around my house naked, even when I was alone. Going naked would be a bad habit in a house full of women, unless you were fucking them. The thought made my cock twitch. What a life!
Mrs. Rossini appeared in a black dressing gown over a short silky black nighty. The gown dusted the floor but the nighty barely covered her ass. She put her lips to my ear, kissed it with a light lick from the tip of her tongue which finished what my own thoughts had begun in my cock and said, "I want to watch her suck them. Can we go back down?"
I thought about asking after her intentions first or some such interruption but dismissed it. Best not to confuse what was happening down stairs with my own little drama. I grabbed my clothes and we descended the stairs and resumed our virtually invisible position behind the half-wall bookcase. The sight we found was indescribably lurid. The four guys were lined up against the pool table. Naked, asses hooked on the edge, hands behind them, planted on the green felt field, balancing them: Sammy, Landon, Chris and Brent lined up down the long side of the table.
Annie was on her hands and knees in front of Sammy. As we arrived, she sat up and licked the tip of his black cock. It bobbed but she caught it with her lips. Sammy stared down at her with a mixture of fascination and lust, his eyes were wide and white in his black face. Her hands gripped his black thighs. She kissed his cock and sucked on the end, pulled back and painted it with her tongue. She slumped back to all fours and crawled sideways to Landon. Sammy stared at her with open-mouthed awe, his hard black cock glistening.
I stood behind Sasha with my hands on her waist. I pulled her back to me and kissed her neck. She sighed but did not turn back to me, keeping her eyes fixed on the tableau before us. My hands ran over the front of her body till I cupped both of her boobs. She slumped back into me, dropping her head for a moment back onto my shoulder but the sound of Landon's groan alerted her. Her head snapped up. She put both her hands on the book case which was about belly button high on her and leaned on it, pressing her ass against me.
Annie had hold of Landon's cock with one hand while she sucked on the head, sucking soft then hard, gently then loud and hard before pulling back to lick it with her tongue, round and round the head while Landon grunted and groaned, his head thrown back. The blue vein bulged. Landon grunted as she ran her tongue around the flared head, tracing the edge of the little helmet before pressing it against her lips. We could just see her lips from our angle as she was kissing it. The frizz of her black mane covered her smooth back but she would move to the side and lick so that we could clearly see her tongue caressing his cock. Then she opened her mouth and took him deep, the throbbing cock disappearing from our sight. Landon grunted.
Annie pulled back, went to her knees again and crawled to Chris. With Chris, she kissed his knees and thighs for they were nearly naked of hair, smooth and tan, nearly the color of her own skin. Annie ran her tongue up the crest of each hip and down to his thigh then finally she took hold of his thick cock and licked it from head to base, using long sweeping swipes of her tongue. Then she kissed the end and sucked on it for a few moments. Chris stood completely still, staring down at what she was doing to him.
I moved Natasha's black robe out of the way and felt under the nighty, finding Sasha's ass pleasingly naked. I fingered her pussy and she grunted once, a sound which blended with the roar of the crowd from the TV. I positioned myself and entered her, thrusting into her body while she held onto the stout bookcase, firmly attached to the floor and wall. Her eyes did not leave the scene before us.
Annie crawled to Brent and cleaned him thoroughly with her tongue and lips, sucking the congealed effluvium of their previous coupling and swallowing it all. She murmured often, sucked loudly and then as his cock regained its regal stature, took some part of it into her mouth and sucked on him hard, slurping as she did so. Brent gave a muted groan.
I fucked into Natasha from behind, taking her with gentle but firm, long strokes. Her channel was syrup-smooth but wrapped itself around me like velvet. I held her hips and simply matched the motion Annie adopted on her son's cock.
Annie was determined to get the cock fully down her throat. She was fucking it with her mouth, taking it far down her throat which was only about half or three quarters of the whole. She would seat it as deep as she could and blow loudly through her nostrils and try to inhale around it while she swallowed. Brent would grunt each time she bottomed out but she could not get it all inside her mouth. Finally, she stood up and turned around, grasped his cock between her bowed legs and fit it into her pussy and sank back onto him, taking him once more into her pussy. Her head was up and she was staring , glassy-eyed but with a lurking look of fierce intention behind them. Brent was mesmerized and did not move while the woman pressed her cunt down onto his cock.
I was stroking Mrs. Rossini and had an idea. The other guys merely sat on the table and watched. It was time to use Mrs. Kingston as she was intended to be used. I pulled Mrs. Rossini up and whispered in her ear. "Watch this. Stay out of sight and be quiet."
She nodded. She was watching her son fuck a woman, or be fucked by a woman in her basement. At some point that reality had struck her, I think, and she was so aroused by the fact, the idea of watching her son fuck seemed to have bypassed her filters. She was so wet it was running down her legs and mine. I just hoped no one noticed.
I walked into the lighted part of the basement, pulling off my shirt and still naked from the waist down.
"Sonny?" Landon said. He sounded more than a little drunk but it was not the couple beers he had drunk.
"No problem. I may have to go in a bit but I can take advantage of this situation since you stupid fucks are sitting there watching." I presented my cock to Annie. She grasped it, feeling the effluvium on it immediately. She put her head back so she could look at me while her tongue looped out of her mouth and slurped at the dripping end of my cock. She shuddered and closed her eyes. Annie sucked hard and my cock sliced past her lips, into her mouth. She moaned as she came off Brent's cock in order to get my cock deep into her mouth. Then she tipped backwards, taking the cock into her pussy as the one at her mouth slid over her full lips. Her tongue lashed me the whole time. I was so close to coming. I stood still while she teetered back and forth, first full of one cock and then the other, like she was a piece in a machine, a piece of ass in a fucking machine. Then she took me completely into her mouth and I grabbed her head, pulling on her as my orgasm threatened. She lost Brent who grunted as the pussy washing his cock slipped off and away from him. Annie went to her knees and sucked hard, knowledge of my situation seemed to accentuate her own. She tasted Natasha on my cock and it only seemed to arouse her more. I began to come, grasping the back of her head with one hand while she sucked me deeper, swallowing and swallowing, blowing and blowing till I was utterly emptied.



Annie had skills.
When I recovered, I pulled my flagging cock from her mouth. I pointed to Sammy. "Pussy or mouth. Everyone comes now."
"A, aaaaaa, pussy." He said
"On your back. Everyone comes once and then its time to make her air tight. Brent, anything for the ass?"
Brent nodded and disappeared into the downstairs bathroom, around the other side of the stairwell from where his mother watched us, at least I presumed she was still there. I dared not look.
Sammy lay down on the carpeted floor, did not like that and pulled an ancient, faded sleeping bag from the broken down easy chair in the corner and lay down on it. I maneuvered Annie to squat over him and she took his cock into her body, facing his feet. She sat down on him. Then she pulled off and padded to the bathroom. We stood around and looked at each other with Sammy laying on his back, raising the flag on the floor. There we were; five guys with hard cocks just waiting for the main course, the main intercourse to return. Occasionally we glanced at the TV to catch the score but no one said anything.
Annie came back with a couple towels and a wet wash cloth. She was wiping her crotch and legs with the cloth as she walked, making her walk really crooked which looked so funny I chuckled. She looked at me and grinned, her eyes alight.
"Airtight." She said. "Ass, mouth, pussy. I know."
She draped the towels on the side of the pool table which Brent quickly moved to the couch. Annie resumed her position over Sammy, squatting backwards down onto his cock, facing his feet. She grasped his cock while he steadied her with his hands on her hips. His cock caught, she dropped her head and then let her body plop down onto him which squirted liquid everywhere. She was full up in both senses. Annie squatted and bounced up and down on the cock stuck into her several times. She hesitated and rose up letting the cock wag behind her in the open air. She got to her knees and re-mounted Sammy's erection, sitting down on him firmly and grinding her cunt against him when she was filled with cock. Landon stepped up and presented his cock. Annie sat back on her heels and Sammy's cock. She held still while she ministered to it, licking and sucking the end before she sucked it into her mouth. She sucked aggressively, taking him deep down her throat. She would then rock back onto Sammy's cock and wiggle her ass, holding onto Landon's thigh and cock with her hands to balance herself. She did this till Landon came in her mouth, a couple minutes later.
Sammy, watching her suck the cock and swallow while Landon muttered his praises of her talents suddenly hunched up under her. Annie lifted with him, shaking as he filled her. He pulled her back down hard and then she was coming. Landon was mostly done but a couple drops of cum scattered into her frizzed hair. She fell to her hands and knees as Sammy came into her pussy, shuddering and grinding her pussy down, before reaching between her legs and furiously rubbing her clit. She screamed and collapsed onto her elbows. For a moment, no one moved. Everyone but Chris had come. He stood off to the side staring past me and I suddenly I worried what he might be seeing.
"Chris." I said.
His gaze snapped to me. "What?" He looked guilty as hell.
I grinned. "She's all yours."
Annie roused and rolled onto her back. Chris got between her legs and penetrated her with a directed thrust. She arched under him, her body responding immediately. I think this response surprised even her for her eyes seemed larger, bulging but at the same time focused, that intense inner focus which must have mirrored her attention siphoned into the center of her greedy body. When Chris slammed down into her, her eyes would clinch. She lifted her legs, hooking her heels on his hips at first. Chris rose over her, getting onto his hands and began to drop his body onto hers then pounded into her over and over, faster and faster till finally he yelled, clamping his hips into the V of her legs and making the little jerks that signified he was coming. Only then did he bend over and kiss her nipples.
Landon looked around and grinned. "Airtight. Who wants her ass the first time?" No one reacted immediately. "Guys, we need to figure this out. We have five MILFs to offer this too and we want to practice on Mrs. Kingston here so we know what we are doing."
Sammy raised a hand. "I have the skinniest cock. I should open her ass the first time." Annie lay with an arm over her eyes.
Landon chuckled. "This is not a club meeting, Sammy. No need to raise your hand. Give him the lube. Brent, you have pussy duty. We'll do the mouth and the ass this time." Landon was being Landon. Brent ended up on his back with Annie on all fours over him. She bent and kissed him. It was a curiously tender kiss. His cock twitched between her legs, bumping against her bare thighs. "Sammy, take her ass."
I thought of Kyla at that moment, her ass sheathing my cock with its brittle, raspy heat as I sank into her dark depths. The thought brought my cock back to life. Watching Sammy lube Annie's ass completed the resurrection. When his finger entered Annie's ass for the first time, she tried to turn but Brent pulled her head down for a kiss. He held her like that which arched her back and presented her ass most conveniently to Sammy.
Sammy was just beginning to fill out, a gangly guy with perfect form and a lean body. He kept his hair short. His chocolate skin was smooth, more black than brown which accented his dancing eyes and his perfect teeth when he smiled. Usually he was jovial but crouched over Annie's ass, his glistening black cock in one hand and the other hand on Annie's sloped back, he was the picture of intense concentration. He positioned his cock at the cone of her little asshole and began to press.
Annie grunted and jumped but Brent grabbed her hips and held her in place, even pushing her body back at Sammy. There were six legs trying to find a place to be in nearly the same space. At first, Brent's were together and Annie's were just outside of them but as Sammy moved forward, her legs spread further and further, gaping her ass. Sammy's cock worked into the woman's body. She shuddered, she shook, she grunted. Without Brent's hands on her head, she put it down on his shoulder, hissing and moaning as the cock entered her ass.
Sammy kept pulling back, swabbing more lube on it and then pressing it back into place till finally, with a great deal of gentle, careful work, he was completely embedded in Annie's ass. She never once complained.
"Hold still now, Sammy. She is going to take me in her pussy and our cocks can kiss inside her." Brent said.
"Don't talk about kissing cocks." Sammy grunted. He moved as Brent manipulated Annie's straining body forward a couple inches. Then Brent positioned his cock at her pussy and pulled at her hips.
"Push her onto me, Sammy." Brent muttered. "We'll, our cocks, we'll complete the circuit."
Sammy leaned over Annie's arched back and began to push her flat, his cock still planted in her ass. Her knees splayed further and slowly the cock below her eased into her pussy. She grunted and then she was shaking with climax. The orgasm seemed to completely subvert her body control. Every part of her shook. Her head seemed to dance loosely on her neck. Her shoulders shivered and moved almost independently before heaving together. Annie gasped and wheezed.
"Oh fuuuuuuccccckkkkkk!" She shrieked as her pubic bone met Brent's and she was completely double penetrated. The orgasm seemed to come in successive waves then. Sammy and Brent held still while Annie's body sought to move, pinioned as she was between two cocks.
"Geezus maximus!" Brent groaned. "Can you feel that, Sammy?"
Sammy, garrulous Sammy merely grunted; one of the most impressive moments to be speechless. Then he shifted back and began to withdraw his cock from Annie's ass. At about half way, he stopped, gripped her hips and began to pull her back onto his cock, which pulled her about half off Brent's. Then he pressed her down onto Brent's cock while sealing her against him, he pressed her fully onto Brent's impressive cock. With his cock buried in Annie from behind, Sammy pushed her down onto Brent, essentially fucking her on Brent's cock. They repeated this several times, each move carefully managed. All the while, Annie shook, a receptacle for two cocks, as orgasms danced through her electrified flesh like will o' the wisps in the bog.
"Airtight, time for airtight." Landon said after watching this for a while. He moved around them to position his knees by Brent's head. Annie opened her eyes and bent her head back. She put her lips to his cock and sucked it hard but only got a fraction into her mouth. She sucked hard while her body was slowly being lifted and lowered onto the cock below her. Then Sammy seated her firmly on Brent's cock and held her there with his hands holding tightly to her hips. He began to fuck her ass with slow, gentle strokes.
Annie began to come again when Sammy rooted himself into her and then ground at her ass, in effect grinding her pussy down onto its dedicated cock. She shook but kept sucking, only after her body convulsed did she release the cock in her mouth and scream a long, incredible wail.
"Aaaaaiiiiiieeeeeeaaaaahhhh!" She screamed, completely consumed by the ecstasy which wracked her double penetrated body. She bucked between the two men. Not an effort to escape but solely a motion originating inside her skin, from deep inside her frame. She thrashed, she flailed, her body seemed a collection of independent pieces. Landon moved to lie down alongside Brent to ease the angle. Annie lay, pinned and panting for a moment, recovering from the crashing pleasure. She raised her head off Brent's shoulder, spying the cock by her head, she immediately twisted and swallowed it, pressing her mouth onto the cock till it was totally contained in her body. She blew through her nose.
I could see her throat work. She threw a thin arm over Landon's legs and pulled at him, pressing his cock fully into her throat. Brent hunched beneath her and Sammy pushed above her and her body quivered again. Sammy pulled out of her ass again, pulled her up and onto his cock and then lowered her slowly onto Brent's cock. Each new motion seemed to trigger Annie's sexual responses. She was the perfect receptacle, a cock compartment and the result was both a physical consummation and an emotional gratification which seemed to affect her like a spiritual epiphany. Her body seemed to ooze around the bodies penetrating her, pulling in each direction with the desire to fulfill each cock individually while being filled by all three collectively. The orgasms seemed to roll through her like waves, gentle and violent by turns and in odd, irregular intervals which possessed her with complete fulfillment.
Sammy rose over the woman he was fucking, pressed her hips forcefully down onto Brent's cock and held her there. He began to stroke her ass. Annie squeaked around her mouthful of cock and then she bent her head, blew hard and then sucked hard. Landon groaned and bucked beneath her suctioning mouth, grasping her head and pumping up at her, thrusting into her throat which worked around the end of his cock. Suddenly Landon spasmed and his whole body arched, raising his ass off the floor and Annie's sucking head with it.
Sammy abruptly crushed her down onto Brent's cock. He thrust into her pierced ass and began to come himself. His orgasm was quick and violent. Annie lifted her mouth off Landon's cock, drooling down his legs a glistening line of cum or spittle or both. Lassitude made her motions fluid, like she was drunk or high or floating in a cloud of sexual nirvana. She reached for a towel but Chris grabbed it and he wiped her face. She pointed to a beer bottle and Chris handed her that. Behind her, Sammy pulled free of her ass. He flopped over, away from the tangled bodies below him and sat on his ass, a contented, slightly amazed grin on his face. He staggered to his feet and went to the bathroom.
Annie tried to sip from the beer bottle but could not get it tipped enough. Landon rolled away and crawled to a chair, up and into it with such effort it looked like he was near death. Certainly his heart had stopped a time or two, I guessed.
I looked at Chris. "Ass or mouth?" I asked.
Chris pointed at her ass.
Annie was tilting the beer from the side, took a mouth full, swished and swallowed. She repeated it and then extended her arm with the bottle clutched in her hand. Landon leaned out and took it from her. She got to her knees, pulling her pussy off Brent's still stout cock and then settling back down on it, filling her body with him again. She sighed, bent her face and kissed him. The kissed turned immediately passionate. Brent grasped the cheeks of her narrow ass and lifted her nearly limp body up and then pressed her down onto him again. Her wobbly legs helped. After a few strokes, she lifted her head and looked at Chris, kneeling behind him.
"Airtight again." Annie said softly. Then she turned to kiss Brent again.
Chris took a wash cloth and wiped her, cleaning her as best he could then applied fresh lube. His cock was pale white with a pink helmet. He got to his knees behind Annie's ass. He pressed his cock to her gaping asshole and she seemed to suck him in. She raised her head, moaning as he entered her. She lifted her ass, pushing it onto the cock till she was perfectly impaled by the prick above and barely possessing the head of the dick below. Then she moved her body down onto Brent's cock.
Unlike Sammy, Chris held still while Annie fucked herself on her two cocks; back and forth with increasing speed till she was throwing her ass back and then pounding it down. Finally, Chris grasped her hips and allowed her to descend off his cock but then slammed it back into her ass, fixing her tightly onto Brent's cock, locking her between two cocks. Annie shrieked with the penetration and thrashed between them, finally getting control of her body enough to kiss Brent.
I patted Chris on the ass, touching one of the guys for the first time. He did not notice. "Fuck her, I have to go make a quick call to see if I have to go." I have to admit, what I wanted was to present Annie with a cock coated with female cum again, for some reason that turned me on. Sammy emerged from the bathroom and stood watching the double penetration while glancing at the TV. Landon sat on the easy chair, head back, eyes closed, trashed. I took that moment to leave.
I rounded the bookshelf and found Mrs. Rossini crouching there. "Come on." I whispered and pulled her around the corner and up the stairs. Her eyes were wild.
Once I got the door closed, I whispered. "You have to leave, drive somewhere and come back in half an hour.
She did not hear me. "I want that! I want that! Please, Sonny, fuck me." She pulled me tight to her and kissed me. My cock was plenty hard. I lifted her nighty, crouched and entered her. She almost screamed but I covered her mouth with mine and muffled the shriek with a complex kiss. I bumped into her and her ass hit the door, making it echo. I had what I wanted, even if she didn't. I pulled free.
"Natasha, I promise you, I will get this for you."
"Everything?" She hissed. "I want it all. All of you . . . " she hesitated but then closed her eyes, "god help me even Brent. Gawd I want my son to fuck me!" She whispered but anyone upstairs could have heard the stage whisper, even out to the kitchen.
"You have to leave. No one is going to be able to finish you tonight and you do not want us tired. I promise you, dear Natasha, if you want what you just saw, we will give that to you. But we will want something in return." I put a hand on her breast and squeezed it.
Her eyes closed for a moment. "What do you want from me?" She whispered, then her eyes opened and searched my face.
I grinned my most impish, ornery grin. "We want you to take pleasure from fucking us. Think of what we can do to make you cum like you have never cum before and we'll do that but you will be airtight at some point. And you will take us all."
For a moment we were both still, silent. I squeezed her breast.
"Enter me again, now." She hissed.
"I have to go, I am missing my blow job and Annie needs to be airtight." But I entered her again. She was sloshing wet. I felt liquid up on my stomach as I pushed into her.
Natasha sighed as I slid home. Her eyes opened. "There. Deal. Airtight and I give you my favorite fantasy. I may have more but I want to suck every cock and then fuck every cock one right after the other." She kissed me and pushed at my chest. "There. Go make her airtight. And Sonny, that was the most amazing thing I have ever seen in my entire life. Watching another woman have that sort of pleasure . . . my gawd I was so turned on. Curse you for not taking me again!" She smiled and waved, "Go."
I pulled out of her pussy and opened the door. "Be quiet on your way out." I hissed and then trotted down stairs. Annie's grunting reached me. She was being fucked Sammy-fashion. Chris was stuffed into her from behind and her body was slapping back and forth between him and Brent's tall cock below her. Sammy was on the couch watching and Landon had roused.
"Everything okay?" Landon asked.
"I need to go in about twenty. I'll take Annie home."
She turned her head at the sound of her name but continued to fuck and grunt. I moved quickly to her side and lay down. She twisted and reached for my cock but the moment she touched it her head came up and she glared at me, but it was the piercing stare of amazement, curiosity or perhaps confusion. She began to clean my cum-coated cock. She licked me like I was a popsicle, and my cock twitched. When I was clean, she stopped to glare at me again then took me into her mouth. All the while Christ and Brent were fucking her and she was grunting as the strokes touched her.
Something about having a cock in her mouth incited her arousal and as soon as she managed to get the head of my cock firmly into her throat, her body began to shake with another orgasm. She wrapped an arm around my waist as she shook and sucked at the same time which is an amazing feat. Then Chris began to come into her ass, bucking at her ass over and over again as he filled her rear cavity. Then Brent lifted both of them and slammed Annie's pussy hard down onto his cock and then he arched his back and came into her, filling her again. She responded with a series of mini-orgasms, twitches and jolts while keeping her mouth full of my cock. She continued to suck me while Chris withdrew from her ass. He cleaned them both before leaving to the bathroom. Annie then pulled free of Brent's now maudlin monster and crouched over my legs. Brent got heavily to his feet.
"Get Annie a shirt she can wear, Brent. I did not bring her anything to wear home." I said through clinched teeth.
He nodded and padded upstairs, naked. I supposed Mrs. Rossini was gone. If not, he was liable to get fucked by his mother which would happen eventually anyway.
Annie pulled her mouth off my cock and crawled up my body, she fit her pussy over my cock and dropped down on me. What had once been tight and snug was now spacious and soupy. She seemed a much bigger woman from the inside than what I saw before me. I took hold of her ass and pulled her onto my cock hard and firm. Annie grunted and lay down on me.
I rolled her onto her back and she flung her arms out beside her head and closed her eyes. I began to fuck her, pounding into her, seeking some semblance of tightness that would hold me but she was stretched and flooded. Then she opened her eyes and I imagined taking her in the middle of the night, taking her by surprise, tying her and fucking her in the darkness while she came and came. The very idea summoned my orgasm nearer. Then I thought of the MILFs each one and what I knew about them and the pleasure we could bring them and suddenly I was coming, pounding Annie with complete abandon. Her legs wrapped around me and her hands grasped my shoulders, pulling them to her as I filled her one last time.



Spent, I lay still on top of her while the other guys began to clean up, lighting candles and spraying room deodorant around us. I just dozed, completely spent. Annie did not move either. Finally Brent nudged us with his foot. "Get up. I need to get this stuff into the washer before mom comes home. Dad is out of town but I . . . don't know what she would think if she found a bunch of cum covered stuff in the wash."
I had a pretty good idea. I rolled off Annie and stood up without expressing my opinion. The other guys were dressed already. I felt conspicuous, standing with my half-hard cock dripping on Annie. Brent tossed me a clean towel and I wiped myself down. I got another and cleaned Annie off. She finally roused and put on her skirt and the shirt Brent offered her which was big enough to be a skirt, an Oakland Raiders shirt with the number '69' and the name 'Headhunter' on it. I was too tired to laugh.
I dressed and Annie came over and stood beside me. She slipped her arm around my waist and laid her head on my shoulder. "Annie agreed to let us practice on her in exchange for something she wants."
"I thought she liked this."
"I did. Fuck but I did." Annie said, not opening her eyes.
"She is going to let me know when Sid is gone. She wants someone to sneak into her house in the middle of the night and fuck her."
"Rape me." Annie said. She lifted her head and looked around. "I want to be taken with all due violence." She did not sound Chinese at all in that moment but the mastery of language comes and goes with the mood till it becomes second nature. "I want to be taken." She said again, then closed her eyes and put her head back on my shoulder. Her arm tightened around my waist and her body melded to mine and I felt an anticipatory shudder lance through her.
"One of us will go do that sometime. I told her at least once. Maybe more. She will tell me when she is going to be home alone and one of these nights one of us will sneak into her house and give her what she wants. Everyone okay with that?"
The guys all nodded. They were too tired to read any special interest in anyone's reaction so I set that aside. We said goodnight and I drove Chris and Annie back to their houses and homes. Chris got out and walked tiredly to his door. Annie sat for a moment in the front seat beside me. She leaned over and kissed me on the lips. "You have me." She whispered.
"I want you to do something for me, Annie. I want you to be sure to tell Laura about this night. Everything. Will you do that?"
Annie nodded. She got out and I headed home.
I had not exactly shared the MILF list yet but I had managed to get us to share a woman. That was something! We needed to know how to make a woman airtight. Now we were ready, it was time for the MILFs!
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Chapter 2
Sharing a MILF with her Son
Later that week we finally got together again. This semester, we had designated Thursday afternoon as pizza on campus day. I had an afternoon Chem Lab but everyone else had evening classes so they came early and I arrived when I could. I was late, later than usual. Annie called me while I was walking to the pizza parlor to tell me that Sid was leaving Sunday. She sounded wistful, like she wanted to talk but I was on a mission and had no wish to discuss it with her. I would think about it later. Most of the pizza was gone by the time I arrived, the assholes. They offered to order one for me and I let them. I had had nothing to eat all day and was famished.
We had all talked during the week but seemingly by some mutual understanding, the taking of Annie had not been part of our hurried conversations. No one mentioned her, her fantasy or fantasies to be accurate or the pact taking her implied. She had served her purpose. We did not discussed what it was like to share a woman, to be inside her while she took cocks in her other holes. We acted almost like nothing had happened. We joshed and bantered till my pizza arrived and then Landon sat down on the chair like a normal person and everyone followed. He usually sat on the back of a chair with his butt on the back and feet on the seat, balancing. Everyone but Brent and I were following suit. The wait staff glared at us but we did not hurt anything and were generous with tips so they usually left us alone in our remote corner of the mostly empty room. We met around 4 before the rush and before class. The assholes came early and ordered and ate before I arrived. Now I understood why.
"Sonny, we got to talking before you arrived." Landon began.
For a moment apprehension tightened my stomach.
"Last Sunday, was, fucking phenomenal!" Landon spoke conversationally and thus somewhat incongruously. "Having Mrs. Kingston like that, well, it was great! You demonstrated a real talent in how you managed the whole scene. You have had all the MILFs and I wanted to get everyone together to make sure no one was having second thoughts."
"We aren't." Sammy said.
"Right. We aren't." Landon echoed. "In fact, if I would characterize the mood of the guys lined up behind you, I would say they are impatient. However, I have counseled them, based on your performance thus far, I have counseled to allow you to guide us to the promise land and not get freaky about things."
"We will not fuck anyone without your say so." Brent elaborated.
Landon nodded.
I pulled at a beer, thinking furiously. But my fucking phone rang. I answered and a breathy voice whispered into my ear. "Are you alone?" Alissa Honeywell sighed into my ear.
"Yeah, I am at the pizza place with the guys."
"Do you remember what I told you?" Alissa murmured. When I did not respond, she went on. "About being had on my back? I am inviting you to give me my fantasy now. Would you like that?"
"Sure, mom. I can pick you up in maybe fifteen or twenty minutes." I said. The funny thing was that I did need to pick mom up in twenty or thirty minutes.
"In twenty minutes, I will open the door to my garage. Park inside. Close the door. Take me, any way you want. Bye." Mrs. Honeywell clicked off.
I was left staring at the guys with my cock growing, a pizza slice in one hand and my phone in the other. Inspiration struck so hard I got hard.
"Got to go pick up your mom?" Landon said.
Something about the way he said it seemed odd. When I glanced at him, I could clearly see the gleam of lust in his eyes. I could not stall these guys off from the MILFs for long. But MILFs in the wild were dangerous and skittish and had to be handled with care. They had to listen. I grunted, put away the phone and continued eating.
"Anyway, Sonny, I just want to tell you, for all of us, thanks for getting us this far. Brent told us about how you shared your mom and Mrs. Wills with him and, fuck, that sounded great. But, Sonny, don't wait too long."
I regarded Landon with a stiff prick in my pants which was likely destined to go spelunking in a very willing cunt in a few minutes. His implied warning did not dent my resolve. "No worries, boys. But I will not make any MILFs before it is time. If you rush it, we may see it all come apart. MILF making is an art, not a science and the project plan is event driven. Just remember Sunday. I got us that far. Let me work out how to get us the rest of the way."
"You don't have a plan?" Brent asked.
I shrugged. "My dad used to say that he had lots of theories about how to raise kids before he had kids. Once he had real live children, he discovered they did not know any of his theories. Same with MILFs. You might be able to make it a science, Brent, but I think my way will always be more fun for everyone. Let me do it my way and I think you all will be pleased, everyone will be pleased."
Brent held up a hand. "I know but, Sonny, I have to ask. Did you fuck my mom Sunday night?"
I goggled and hesitated. Brent did not seem to notice.
"When she got home, she was dressed in a long coat and a negligée." He looked at me out of the corner of his eyes. "Did she come home earlier? While you were upstairs?"
I nodded. "She watched us fuck Annie, saw most of it. So, yes, I fucked her before I had Annie suck my cock. Both times. Annie knew I was dipping my wick but licked me completely clean anyway."
"Fuck me." Sonny grunted. "It is raining pussy for this guy!"
Brent nodded. "Wasn't that the time to share?" He looked pissed and I understood what had happened. Landon had talked him down, likely all week.
I returned his baleful stare. "Brent, darling, I fucked your mother because you were not ready to do it yourself. She wants what Annie got. All of it and maybe more. Even you, perhaps, especially you. She watched Annie suck you and fuck you and all she wanted was cock. Mine was handy. The first time, with each MILF, they should be the main, likely the only attraction for us. That makes them feel at ease, without competition or challenge. Before we get them together as a group, they all need to have done their sons. You guys. That is a tricky dick for them, like taking your cock up the ass, Brent my dear, is going to take some doing and some woman is going to have to get brave before they get stretched. And loose because you will stretch her beyond . . . well, beyond. Otherwise you will be riding the narrow river or going down the throat. I am working on sharing the MILFs but this is new for them too. I think they will, I mean I think each will eventually do the Annie. But just because I think there is potential does not mean I know how to do them all today. Besides, no one wants to do them all today."
"I do." Sammy quipped.
I ignored him, but with effort. The fucker was funny and I did not want to laugh in front of Brent's . . . concern. "I did not go looking for her, she asked for it. When she saw Annie riding you, she demanded it. But Brent, once we were done with Annie, do you think we had much left to give mommie dearest?"
"But you did not tell us." Brent muttered.
"That is his call." Chris said softly. "We used him to get this far, you have no right to be pissed off if he keeps fucking your mother. Or mine for that matter. What are you going to do when you come home and catch them doing each other in the living room?"
"Good question." Landon said, looking over at Brent. "You did his mother and Chris' mother and did not bother to mention it and I do not care why or if Sonny suggested you keep quiet. Your choice and you did not say anything so your question is stupid. Cut it out. In the end, the whole issue is this, do you trust Sonny or not?"
For a moment no one moved. Then Brent nodded, flushing. "Of course." He looked at me. "I trust you, Sonny. Whatever that means, I think you are going to share the MILF list."
"Then what is the fucking problem, Brent?" Landon pressed.
Brent shook his head. "I don't know. I think seeing her sneak back into the house in nothing but a nighty shook me. The idea that my mother was out fucking around . . . I knew it was stupid but I felt it." He looked round at the rest of us. "You might too. If you do feel it, if you get pissed at Sonny or any of us, call Landon first and Landon, you can call me. We need to be careful and not run off half-cocked. It could be bad for everyone. Agreed?"
Everyone nodded.
"No jumping to conclusions without talking it over with someone else. It is easy to get irrational when it comes to mommie dearest." Landon said.
"And no jumping mommy without Sonny's approval." Sammy added. He looked like he thought he was being helpful.
I hated to crush him. Sammy was great at keeping everyone light and making a good time better but his common sense was rare. He helped us not take ourselves too seriously and we kept him from ever taking himself seriously while directing him in the ways he should go. I shook my head and held up my hands. "Wait a minute, right there. Let's be clear. If anyone has a shot at mommy or any of the MILFs, be my guest. I have had them but they are emphatically not mine. My objective is to move the sharing along. If you have an opportunity, grab it."
Everyone nodded.
Brent looked at me with an intense gaze. "I think seeing her dressed like that, it made me wonder if she was really fucking around. I guess I feel relieved that you were doing it and thought I was angry with you. Now that I know it was you, I guess I am relieved. The idea of her hunting for cock on the open range sort of rattled me. Sorry, man."
I nodded but I was distracted. The germ of the idea I had earlier had grown and now it bloomed. "Sammy, when is your class over?"
"Usually around eight unless we get to talking. Existential philosophy does not obey something so mundane as a clock with a sweep hand." Sammy said with a grin.
"How about digital?" Chris said in his quiet voice.
I ignored him too, though I was surprised at him; Chris was usually not given to sotto voce humor. "Doing anything after?"
"No plans."
"I might come by later. I have to run and get mom. See you guys later. We straight?"
Everyone nodded and we banged knuckles and I whipped out of the pizza parlor. At my car, I verified that the two scarves I had borrowed from Mrs. Wills were still in the backseat. I draped them over the passenger seat and went to meet Mom.
I cruised by the entrance to the mall and Mom opened the door and got into the car. "Mom, are the girls home?"
"Tawny is I think. Georgia and Dalia will be home for supper."
I pulled one of the scarves loosed from under her shoulder and draped it over her shoulder. "You won't be. If you need to call anyone to let them know you are going to be late, do it now."
Mom stared at me and then nodded. She opened her phone and made two calls, canceling her evening, clearing her schedule. She took the scarf in her hands as I drove. "Where did you get this?"
"Take off your bra." Mom wore a brilliant white turtle neck, tight, snug about her body. Her tits looked huge, like mounds of ice cream or mountains in a topsy turvy world. We traveled several blocks before she pulled the shirt loose from her pants, reached behind her and unhooked the bra. She then did the 'take off the bra without taking off the shirt' trick and held it out to me. I tossed it into the back seat. "I know a place that is empty and I can get in. But I do not want you do know where you are. I am going to take you there and take you there." I pulled into a church parking lot. "Turn." I pulled her round so her back was to me. I rolled the scarf into a band and tied it snuggly around her eyes. "You are going to be fucked blindfolded." I said softly.
I took a confusing path out of the mega-church's parking lot so she could not keep track of my direction and drove directly to the Honeywell residence. It was the house with the open garage door. I pulled inside and turned off the car. "Wait here, till I come get you. I need to make sure no one is home."
I got out and hit the button to close the garage door. A car eased bye out on the street but I do not think they noticed or cared what was about to happen. I went up the steps to the kitchen door of the Honeywell house. It opened into the kitchen. It was around five and the sun was already fading, giving the place that brassy glint that late afternoon sun creates, tinting all the colors with shadows and shine.
My first instinct was to call out but I had a feeling I knew where I would find the erstwhile Mrs. Honeywell. I walked through the kitchen and living room back through the house to the master bedroom, the door was ajar and a wavering golden light shone beyond the slit. I gently pushed open the door and my imagination meshed perfectly with reality. Alissa lay on her belly on the bed. Naked, with her hands shackled above her head.
"Sonny? Is that you?" She whispered. She shifted so she could look over her shoulder at me, raising her bare ass a bit.
My cock was already hard from having my mom give me her bra. This sight did nothing to reduce inflation. I knew what Alissa wanted. Beside the bed, on the nightstand was a smooth paddle. Beside it was a bottle which, as I approached the bed, I could see was lubricant. I smiled. I should go to Vegas. But this woman was in for a huge surprise. Maybe two.
I bent over her chocolate body and kissed each cheek of her ass at the inflected curve.
"Ohhhhh Sonny! I have thought of nothing but you since you took me last."
I stepped away from the bed and unbuttoned my shirt.
Alissa lay her head on her upper arm and crossed her ankles. Her eyes watched me as I pulled the shirttails loose and shucked the shirt onto the floor. I unbuckled the belt, unfastened my pants and slowly drew my zipper down over the arch of my stiff prick, careful to keep my hands out of her line of sight.
"Sonny? What are you doing? Why are you in my bedroom while I am naked like this?"
"I am going to give you something the like of which you have never seen." I muttered, peeling my tight jeans down my thighs. Once again, the fucking genius forgot his shoes and I had to stop and untie my running shoes to get them off. Weak ankles. Then I took off my jeans. I just needed practice and by far, this was the most fun sport I could practice. I just needed repetition to polish my performance. Alissa did not seem to mind watching.
When I got my pants off and only had my briefs on, I stopped and approached the woman. Her eyes were a bit below my arching cock but never left it. Close to her face, right at the edge of the bed, I pulled the briefs out and then slid them down over my cock, revealing head and shaft in a slow unveiling, rather like the fan dancer of legend. Oh, how times had changed.
"Gawd, Sonny!" Alissa breathed. "I am so wet for you."
"I am going to tease you, Alissa. I will fuck you, but you have to promise me to be completely silent or I swear I will gag you."
My words registered and worked confusion into the expression of lust on her beautiful face. She lifted her head a little to look more fully at me. "What do you mean? Be quiet?"
I dropped my shorts and stepped out of them, naked. I climbed onto the bed, planting my ass on her upper thighs and leaned forward to grasp the cuffs which hooked her to the bed. In that position, my cock fell neatly into the crack of her ass, snuggling into her cleft with loving memory. I glanced at the clock on the far side of the bed. I had time, but I needed to pace myself to make this all work right.
I unhooked the first cuff and pulled it through the lattice of the headboard to the other hand and freed her. "Turn over."
"Why? What about . . .?"
I kissed her on the lips to silence her. I did not want her demanding her fantasy. That is not how the best fantasies happen, by surprise and without expectation. They come to you, drifting out of the unseeable future like a single snow flake settling down onto your tongue the day before Christmas, an harbinger of a fulfilling fantasy. I had figured that out. Besides, what was about to happen to her was going to exceed her fantasy by several orders of magnitude . . . I hoped.
"Turn over." She did so that I was sitting across her hips, my balls dangled onto her bare crotch and my steely cock bobbed over her belly button. She stared down at me.
"Gawd but I want you right now." She hissed like it was an imprecation rather than a plea.
I reshackled her arms and arranged the four pillows so she was sitting up with her arms comfortably shackled to the sides about even with her ears, forming comfortable L's. "Mrs. Honeywell, have you ever watched another woman be fucked?"
Alissa's eyes bulged and her mouth opened in surprise. She shook her head.
"She is in the garage. In the car, and I am going to bring her in here and fuck her while you watch. She is blindfolded and will not know you are there unless you make a sound. Do you think you can keep quiet or do I need to gag you?"
For a few moments, Alissa merely stared at me. Then her risk assessment brain took over. "You cannot be serious! You cannot bring another woman here and fuck her. She'll know I am here."
"Not if you keep quiet." I responded.
"It is too risky. What if she figures out where she is? What if she recognizes my house?"
"That will not matter, trust me. You will see but I think it will be much more enjoyable if you keep quiet and just watch. When I am done with her, I will take her away. I will come back and ask if you want her to watch while I give you what you want. If you do, I will and she will. If you don't, I will take her home and then return to finish with you. Will you be alone tonight? Do you have time?"
Alissa shifted around to get comfortable against the headboard and pillows. "Sam is away. But Sammy's class is over at 8." She smiled. "I have a business trip tomorrow and will be gone till Sunday. I thought I would be more focused if I . . . . " She stuttered to a stop.
I smiled. "Had me?" I prompted.
"Got you out of my head, off my mind." She looked at me then, a nervous, oddly shy smile on her full lips. "If I got what I wanted," she whispered.
I leaned over and kissed her. The urge to caress her body nearly unhinged me but I wanted her untouched till later, piqued with desire, anxious for what was coming. I wanted her ready for anything. She kissed me back with a surging passion. My cock pressed against her soft belly and bent between us. Her hands pulled at the shackles, making them clink on the metal.
I broke the kiss and sat back. "I think you will enjoy this but you have to be quiet or, well, things might get complicated." Complicated in a good way, I hoped.
Alissa's eyes got wide and she gasped. "Ohhhhhhh! I understand! This is that 'other woman'? You want to . . . are you going to show me off? Do you want her to watch us? To keep her from, a, from crowding you . . .?"
"You mean 'stalking me'? Sort of. You'll see. But you must keep quiet or you will lose the option to say 'no' and she will know you are here. That could ruin everything." I did not think so if I knew my own mother beyond just the Biblical way the Puritans referred to so quaintly.
Alissa nodded, happy, proud and naked all at once. "I promise. I will be quiet. I promise."
Then I did something that surprised even me. I parted Alissa's legs and entered her, pressing my cock into her sopping depths. She grunted in surprise as I bottomed out in her cunt and then sought to kiss me but I was already retreating. My cock popped free of her clasping cunt with a wet cluck and I was getting off the bed. Alissa's eyes were closed but her hips were pumping up and down on the bed. Not furiously but languorously, like she was savoring the moment just passed. I stood beside her and kissed her again. "Quiet, now, right?"



She nodded, only opening her eyes to look at me after her hips stopped moving. "Gawd, Sonny! I am so turned on! Did you see the . . . "
I kissed her again. And then withdrew from the room, leaving the door ajar. The candles which lit the dim room flicked with my passing and the light heaved. I padded, naked through the Honeywell house to the kitchen. I guess I got over my reluctance to be naked in someone else's house. Sammy had a pair of flipflops by the door which I slipped on to go into the garage. My mother sat in the car, illuminated by the diffused light from the garage window but nothing else. I padded around and opened her door.
"Sonny?" She asked, turning her head towards the sound.
"Yes. This place is perfect for what I have in mind."
"What took you so long?" She put out her hand and encountered my bare leg. "Oh. Oh!" She said and smiled. She moved a hand over towards my cock and I backed away. I was going to let her taste another woman on me but I realized soon enough that it would ruin the surprise. Surprises. All of them. I pulled away from her and helped her out of the car. I pressed her against the car and grabbed the red scarf from the seat. I wiped off my cock with it.
"Come with me, Mom." I said softly. "Have you ever been fucked blind folded before?"
She shook her head. Her breast bobbed like billowing sails in a gusty wind under the tight, white sweater. I caressed them for a few moments then closed the car door and led her by the hand to the stairs.
"Mom, we cannot use the bed or anything. I am going to do you on the floor of someone else's house. Suck me till I come, then get me hard again and I will fuck you. Okay?"
She was speechless, panting with anticipation but she nodded.
I led her carefully through the house, down the hall to the door to Alissa's room. I pushed it open. Alissa sat on her bed, staring at me. I moved to the side and let the light from the candles and the dying day fall on my mother's face, watching Alissa.
The black woman's face expanded with shock and something else which I chose to call lust but I could not be sure. She was naked on the bed, shackled so the gasp that cut the atmosphere was surely unintentional.
"What was that?" Mom asked.
I kicked the door. "Nothing. Come on." I maneuvered her into the room and closed the door, the 'clunk' echoed. Mrs. Honeywell sat completely still on the bed. I led my mother to the space between the bed and the vanity dresser and stopped her. The dresser had a small stool. I moved it away and then turned to my mother and kissed her. Her arms went around my neck and she kissed me back. Her body seemed alive with tension and arousal. Her hips slapped at me like lapping waves, easy, calm but insistent and constant. Her lips were soft and luxurious and the moment I felt them part and the tip of her tongue touch me, I lost track of where I was. One hand clinched her ass and I turned her so her back was to Alissa. My other hand ran under her white sweater and onto the cool skin of her back.
Mom sighed into my mouth. I continued to kiss her, sucking at her lips and running my tongue against the roof her mouth. She grunted when I squeezed her ass cheek. I caressed her bare back inside the sweater till I broke the kiss. She was panting and I was breathless myself. I took hold of the sweater and pulled it up her body, hooking for a moment on her boobs before shifting it around them. Her arms extended up, giving me the pose I needed to remove it. I moved her around to face the bed and bent to kiss her right breast. She moaned as my lips feathered along the slope of the breast. I circled and then found her nipple and gently lapped at it with my tongue.
"Oh Sonny! Oh gawd, Sonny, how you make me feel! Oh yes, suck it please, suck it!"
I didn't. I moved to the other and repeated the performance. Mom's body swayed. I straightened and looked over at Alissa. She was staring at us, her hands completely limp in the shackles, her hips flexing up and down in a slow, measured rhythm. Her eyes met mine and she swallowed. I returned to my mother's tits, this time kneeling and kissing her tummy and up between them before finally tonguing her nipple again. Mom grunted and pressed her body at me but I moved to the other breast and immediately fastened my mouth over the nipple and sucked it hard.
"Aaaaeeeeyaaahhh!" Mother cried. "Oh, Sonny!"
I sucked her hard and she nearly fell. My hands were on her hips and I steadied her. Then I put my hands to her hips and pulled her pants down, a pair of purple sweat pants together with the panties underneath them. I pulled off her sneakers and socks. Then she was naked. I stood, still with the red scarf around my neck and moved behind Mom. I pulled her hands back and began to tie her wrists.
"Sonny, what are you doing?"
"I am going to tie you up." I said.
"Oh." She said.
I had expected more reaction, more objection but she said nothing. I wound the soft cloth as I had done with Annie, around her wrists and forearms and tied it off below her elbows. I glanced behind me and saw the stool and my plans all changed. I moved close to my mother, hands on her hips and began to kiss her neck.
She crooned. "Gawd, Sonny, I love it when you kiss my neck. I am so wet. I want you inside me immediately." She arched her back and her ass caressed my crotch and cock. We were both bare and my drizzling cock painted the cleft of her ass. She shuddered. I ran my hands around her and then clasped both breasts and she shuddered again, more intensely.
On the bed Alissa's head was sagging but her eyes remained on us. Her hips continued to hump the dry air. She lay back on to the pillows and the bed creaked. She froze.
Mom did not react except with a grunt when I pinched her nipples with both hands. Her head dropped back onto my shoulder, her fluid body coating me like paint.
Alissa opened her legs wide and I could see the glistening film on her bare pussy. That pose, however, proved unsatisfying to her and she closed her legs and began to rub her thighs back and forth together, seeking some stimulation beyond what her eyes and ears afforded her. She lay back and watched as one of my hands eased across my mother's belly, down into the mound above her pussy till a finger grazed her clit. She yelped and jerked in my arms. I ran a finger up and down the lips of her pussy. She muttered in the daze which enveloped her, talking to her passion and bargaining with my teasing fingers. Her hands and arms were behind her, clinched between us but her ass continued to grind against me.
I pulled away from her, leaving her writhing in the room's cooling air. For a moment I thought she would bend over right there and I would have to mount her. But slowly, carefully, she got to her knees, almost losing her balance a time or two. Then, she opened her mouth and became still.
I moved close and pivoted her a little so Alissa would be able to watch my cock enter the open maw that would suck me. I was shivering with excitement. Alissa's eyes were glazed with arousal and she kept licking her lips while her thighs massaged her pussy. I took light hold of my cock and painted Mom's lower lip with it. She touched her tongue to the end and then flattened it and held still. I lay my cock on the tray of her tongue and her mouth closed.
Alissa groaned on the bed but Mom groaned at the same time so she did not seem to notice. Mom sucked me into her mouth, pulling at my cock till it was half its length past her sealing lips. She laved my cock with her tongue and then pressed her head forward and my cock slipped all the way down her throat. My mother exhaled and pulled back, letting my cock free of her sucking mouth. She licked and kissed at it, careful not to lose contact. She did it all by feel and without hands while she teetered on her knees. I steadied her a time or two before bending a little to grasp one of her nipples and squeezed it hard. She sucked me fully into her mouth again and this time she blew through her nose and swallowed around the end of my cock lodged in her throat.
On the bed, Alissa was motionless, staring with rapt attention and frozen delight.
Mom began to furiously suck at my cock, blowing and inhaling through her nose as she sucked at me and then the orgasm flickered near me, a blinding crash which closed my eyes and then it flashed and I was coming. I gripped Mom's shoulders and pumped my cock into her mouth and throat. She swallowed and swallowed and swallowed, massaging my cock with her mouth and throat with such pleasure she must have extended my climax. Finally, the jerking in my body stalled and Mom relaxed her hold on my cock enough that I could pull free of her throat and mouth. I picked up her sweater and swiped her mouth and tits, removing the gobs of liquid that had bubbled around her lips and run down her chin.
My mother sat back on her heels. Alissa was grunting on the bed and Mom was turning her head as though she were listening. I waved at Alissa but her eyes were closed. "Mom, that was great!" I said. I helped her to her feet. She swayed and pressed her boobs against me, sighing with the contact. "Now for something completely different!" I muttered.
"Anything, Sonny. So long as you mount me soon. Gawd, I am gushing. I am going to stain the carpet."
"I doubt the owners will mind much. If they catch us, you have to fuck them all."
Mom merely moaned at the thought as I turned her around and pressed her to her knees again. I pulled the vanity stool in front of her and tossed her sweater over it. "Lean over this, Mom. I have a surprise for you." She felt the square, four-legged stool with a plush cushion under her belly and bent over it. She found her balance and then lifted her ass. I think she anticipated something besides what was coming. I stepped to the nightstand and picked up the paddle.
Alissa hissed on the bed, gasping and then sank back into the pillows, the chains clinking with her movement.
"What was that?" Mother asked, turning her head.
I stepped to her ass and brought the paddle down hard on one cheek. "Our audience."
Mother shrieked, as much from surprise as pain. "What the hell, Sonny! What are you doing?"
I struck her again but this time she did not scream. I was gentler perhaps so all she did was grunt. "You remember I told you about fucking Mrs. Honeywell?" I struck my mother's ass again.
She hissed and then dropped her butt, laying fully on the stool now, her hands pulled up and out of the way at the small of her back.
Alissa stared, her face a mask, so far beyond shock that it seemed to be pulled out of shape into something without expression, unresponsive but conveying her astonishment now repeated anew. She was far past her normal capacity for wonder, affected in another fashion beyond the sight of a man getting his cock sucked by his naked mother on her bedroom floor while she watched naked from her own bed.
I struck my mother's ass again and this time she moaned. "Alissa told me something that fascinated me. She wanted me to spank her ass and then roll her onto her back and fuck her with her ass steaming hot from the spanking." I struck my mother's ass again, but harder.
"I have never beaten a woman's ass. Or fucked her after she was spanked, for that matter. I thought I would do that for her. I wanted to practice on someone and Mother . . . . " I bent down and kissed her straining back, on the shoulder blade while caressing her breasts. " . . . I thought of you." I struck her again, very hard this time.
Mother shook when the blow fell. The paddle made a satisfying 'thwack' on her ass, like the crack of a shot. "Mom, have you ever been spanked and then fucked?"
Mother shook her head. I struck her again. "Mother, have you ever been spanked and fucked?" I struck her again.
"No. No. NO!" Mom cried. "I struck her again. "Oh, gawd no!" She screamed. Her body seemed to quiver and then her torso lifted and dropped and her hips hammered downwards. "Sonny, please touch me. Fuck me, Sonny! Oh gawd I never imagined!"
I struck her ass again. "Neither," I struck her again. "Did," I struck her again. "I," I struck her again, harder each time. Then I dropped the paddle, got behind her, dividing her legs and pulled her ass higher. My cock found the gushing entrance to her pussy and I shoved into her, sinking a few inches before her spasming pussy stopped my descent into the depths of her pleasure.
"Gawd, gawd, gawd!" Mother chanted. "Come, come, cumminnnnnnggggg!" She shrieked. At the end of her chant, she gasped for air and I shoved forward, entering her tight, wet pussy further. Mom grunted and dropped her head and her body quaked, jerking and shivering, balanced precariously on the little vanity stool. "Oh fuck me, Sonny!" She entreated. "Jam your cock all the way into me. I want to feel your prick pierce my body!"
I pulled out, SOB that I am.
"Oh gawd!" Alissa groaned from the bed.
"What?" Mom said, trying to focus through the throes of ecstasy.
I waved a hand at Alissa and moved away from my mother's parted thighs. I struck her ass an awkward blow and she merely grunted. "Oh gawd, your cunt is great. I am going to turn your ass red and then fuck you on the floor."
"Yes. Beat my ass red." She echoed airily, intoxicated by this encounter with the boundaries of her own sexual arousal.
I struck her ass, very, very hard. My mother screamed a real scream of pain but laced around the 'yesssss' which was her intended meaning. "Mrs. Honeywell would like to try this." I struck my mother's ass with the paddle. "Do you think she would like it?" I moved the paddle to my other hand and struck her cheek with my open hand. The smack was different and my mother's ass rose with the impact. I left my hand on her skin, caressing her for a moment. I could see liquid flooding her thighs.
"I, I, I . . . ." Mom grunted. She was lying full on her belly which made everything difficult including talking and breathing.
I struck her ass with the paddle, then with the open hand. She groaned.
"I think, I think she will, will love, love it!" Mom managed.
I struck her with an open hand. Then again, once on each cheek.
Mother grunted.
"Oh Christ!" Alissa whispered.
"Christ, oh Christ!" I echoed. I struck my mother with the paddle, once twice, three times on the same cheek and then equally in quick succession on the other cheek but not hard. Then as hard as I could with one hand on each cheek.
"Aaaaiiiiiiiahhhhhaaayaaaahhh!" Mom screamed when my palm struck her ass.
I massaged her flesh. It was warm but not hot. I glanced over at Alissa. She had her head back, eyes closed and her hips were flexing and her thighs clinching. Her lower lip was caught in her perfectly white teeth and she was making little grunting noises. I struck mom with the paddle hard several times till she began to wail. Then I danced over to Alissa and pinched her nipple till her eyes opened. Her eyes were glazed with lust. I put a finger to my lips and she simply shook her head. A sigh whistled past her lips but mom was still squealing.
I returned to Mom's ass and beat her several more times till she was crying continuously. She either could not hear or did not understand that Alissa was grunting and whimpering on the bed. But while I beat my mother's ass, Alissa avidly watched, her head turned, eyes opened while her body twisted and twitched.
I pulled my mother to her feet and she staggered. I unfastened her arms and pulled her down to the floor, first to her knees. I got behind her and entered her. She screamed but pressed her ass back against me, sheathing my cock in her pussy completely in a single stroke. Mom grunted and came as soon as I was securely socketed in her. A secure socket, the phrase suddenly had a whole new meaning for me.
"Back. On my back." Mother muttered, her head down between her arms. I withdrew from her pussy. Her ass was shining scarlet, mottled and hot. I rolled her onto her back. She shrieked when her ass made contact with the carpet. I pulled her sweater from the stool and found her ass lifted above the floor so I easily slipped the sweater under her. I pushed her legs apart and she lost strength and her ass dropped, contacting the floor again. I mounted her then.
My mother screamed the whole time my cock was sinking through her boiling flesh, pinning her burning ass to the floor. Once I was firmly seated in her cunt, she lifted her legs and locked her ankles around my waist and began to hump up at me, pistoning my cock in and out of her or body with incredible speed and skill from her position on her back.
"My gawd!" Alissa said, staring down at us.
I bent forward over my mother's body and began to kiss her breasts. I marked each one with a large bruise which made her roil through another orgasm. Mom seemed to be flowing with them, a river of pleasure, broken with rocks of climax which frothed the flow and made her shudder with pleasure. I found her lips and the kiss we shared stilled us both for a time. Balanced on my elbows, I kissed her tenderly while Alissa watched. Mother's legs remained up and her ass was slightly lifted off her sweater. When I realized she was sparing her ass, I lay down fully on her and clasped her ass in both hands and began to fuck her.
Mom exploded. She screamed. She pleaded. She begged. She cursed. She came and came and came! Then finally, in the wash of her constant orgasm, I came also, filling her completely, pounding her pussy over and over again with load after load of my come. Then exhaustion took hold of me at the same time Mom relaxed. Her legs fell, her arms released me. I pulled out of her and rolled to the side. She pulled the blindfold back into place.
"Gawd, Sonny! What you do to me!" She wheezed. "I do not know what to think. I never imagined . . . I never imagined!"
I helped her to her feet and then walked her out of the room. Watching my cum ooze down her legs, watching the rolling of her hips made me want her again. My own mother! Very few guys are lucky enough to have a true MILF much less actually get to give her the fucking finger of fate like I just did. In the garage, I pushed her down onto the hood of our car and entered her again. She moaned as I pumped into her. After a couple minutes I pulled out. "I need to get our clothes. Stay here." I said.
"Like I could move." She responded.
Certain things just catch the imagination and you pursue them till reality smacks you in the face or, or, or till something else replaces it. When I presented my well-coated cock to Alissa, she tasted it with just the tip of her tongue then closed her eyes and licked me clean. Then she sucked me into her mouth. She sucked me part way and then sucked hard, trying to satisfy the longing in her loins by proxy. She failed, released me and looked up at me.
"Fuck me. Please Sonny, I need it. Now. Put your cock in me."
"Do you want an audience?" The question was calculated to break the fuck trance which controlled her and it did, at least in part.
"Please, enter me. Mount me, Sonny! She is your mother! That is your mother, you just fucked!"
I glanced at the clock. Seven ten. I got between Alissa's legs and slipped my cock completely into her wanton, grunting body.
Alissa sighed and started to lift her legs to lock me in place.
I pulled back and out of her. "Mom is in the garage. Do you want an audience or not? If not, I have to go."
For a long minute, Alissa stared at me. "You fucker. What sort of situation is this? Audience and have your mother know I am a twisted, desperate woman fucking her son or wait here, shackled and hope you get back before my own son comes home and finds me this way? You are not going to release me in any case, are you?"



I smiled. "When does your plane leave?"
"Nine tomorrow morning." Mrs. Honeywell said.
I shrugged. "Before then. So? Decide."
Alissa's eyes left me and pointed into an unseen distance. "I want you to invite your mother to watch us. She already knows. About us, I mean. I want you to bring her in here and fuck me, hard."
"No. But eventually. I'll be right back. Eventually. If she wants to return or I will take her home if she is done. Either way, I will be back." I walked out to the garage. Mother lay placidly on the hood of our car. She turned her head towards me as I descended the stairs. I helped her to stand up. "Do you want to go now? Are you done or do you want to continue?"
Mom turned her blindfolded head several times, listening. "We were not alone in there, were we?"
My mother was no fool. "No." I said.
"So someone just watched you spank then fuck me, right."
"Right."
Mom nodded. "We must be at Honeywell's house. You said this was Alissa's idea."
She got all the clues just right. "Right. She is shackled to the bed. I need to get you home or we need to go fuck her right now."
"We?"
I removed Mom's blindfold. "We. I will fuck her. Well, I may have time to eat her first and then I will fuck her. Once I have filled her up, I want you to go down on her."
"Alissa? You think she will . . . ."
I walked towards the steps and went up a couple. "Coming? I am going to go give the poor woman some relief."
Mom nodded and followed. At the bedroom door I hesitated. Mom bumped pleasantly into me. I moved into the room, going immediately to the bed and bending to kiss Alissa on the mouth. She kissed me back, straining at the shackles. I backed away and got onto the bed. "I think you need some relief, Mrs. Honeywell." I began by kissing her neck and down to her breasts. I took each one in my mouth and sucked on the nipple and sucked lightly on it.
Alissa groaned and arched her body at me, sliding and slumping down till her hands were suspended well above her head and she was prone on the bed.
"Mrs. Honeywell, I understand you have been fucking my son." Mom said behind us.
Alissa's head snapped up. I moved out of the way. Then I resumed kissing her body, sucking on the other nipple while she tried to talk.
"Hello, Cici. Oh, oh, ohhhhh." Alissa moaned as I sucked her breast into my mouth. "Yes, I am your son's woman. Aaahhhh." I kissed her other nipple again and this time I bit down on it and Alissa yelped, her whole body flinching, dislodging my cruel lips.
"You just watched him fuck me." My mother asked.
"Yessssssss." Alissa moaned while I sucked at her breas. I released it and moved down her body. "I watched him spank your ass till it was bright red, too." Alissa said.
"His cum is dribbling down my legs." Mom said.
"Uuugggghhh." Alissa responded as my tongue swabbed her bare crotch. The knot of her clit scrapped along the surface of my tongue. I felt the earth move and looked up to see mom sliding onto the bed from the other side. She bent over and kissed Alissa on the lips, a light, gentle kiss.
"Alissa, what are you going to do for me if I let my son fuck you?" Mom whispered, a stage whisper but still a whisper but one I could clearly hear.
I moved to the chocolate and cherry pussy and ran my tongue down the center of her pink, protruding lips. Aliss'a whole body lurched.
"Alissa! Alissa, look at me." Mom was proving a fun partner.
"What?" Alissa almost shouted.
I pressed my tongue against her lips and entered her as far as a tongue would go before curling it up towards the top of her entrance, searching for the g-spot.
"Alissa, what will you do for me, for us if Sonny fucks you?"
"Anything." Alissa said biting the word off just before screaming at the top of her voice when the very tippy tip of my probing tongue touched the rough skin of her tender g-spot. Then she was coming into my face. I had prepared, wrapping both arms around her thighs so I could ride the wild pussy with my mouth. I clamped down on her spasming cunt and sucked and she quaked, slamming up at me and trying to dislodge me from her tender, sensitive pussy. I sucked and Alissa climaxed, three times; each time her body arched and lifted my body and soul off the bed where her flesh shivered and quaked before dropping back to the bed. The first two times her ass merely bounced up again. With one hand I found her clit and twanged it with a thumb which might have helped. It did not distract her from her orgasmic trajectory. I was so proud I could hang on. I felt like a bronc buster walking away from the encounter with my cowboy hat still on.
The third orgasm left Alissa sated and compliant. She lay still as I untangled from her heaving body and sat between her open legs.
"Alissa?" My mother persisted. "You said anything but I cannot think you mean that. What would Sam think?"
Alissa's eyes were closed. "We are separated. He found a little white girl to fuck." She pulled at the cuffs and the chains rattled. "He packed to be gone a while when he left this time. We talked once but only agreed to take some time. He told me to get laid, said that was what he was going to do. I called Sonny." Alissa opened her eyes.
My mother bent over her and kissed her on the mouth. The kiss became passionate; my mother put a hand on Alissa's breast and Alissa arched her torso into the contact. My mother broke the kiss. "Fuck her, Sonny." She was looking back at me. She bent and kissed Alissa's breast, pulling at the nipple with her teeth then went to the other and did it all again. Alissa made a choking noise deep in her chest and arched under the woman's attention. Alissa shivered with arousal, quivering as we touched her body. She pulled her legs up and parted them further, the invitation in the action as clear as pleading words could be. She opened her eyes and gazed down her voluptuous body at me. "Do as your mother says." She said to me.
I shuffled forward and hooked a finger into her pussy. With the other hand I positioned the cock head at her entrance and bore down. I glanced past my mother's naked back at the clock. Eight o'clock. I had to hurry. I had no more than 30 minutes. Sammy was a creature of habit.
I plunged my cock into Alissa's pussy and its reaction changed my thinking considerably. I needed to stall and the way she was kneading my cock, I would come long before Sammy arrived to find his mother helplessly bound on her bed.
Alissa grunted. Her ass punched up at me and my cock knifed into her furrow to the core of her quivering body. "Oh gawd!" She proclaimed. And then she screamed and her body jerked, the new cock-driven climax controlled her, possessing her body and soul for several minutes while I ploughed her relentlessly and steadily. Her head rolled and whipped about. When I rose up on my arms or sat back on my haunches, my own mother would swoop in and suck at Alissa's tits making the poor woman gasp in the middle of trying to catch her breath. I lay down on Alissa's body and grasping her ass, began to pound into her cunt with increasing ferocity and force. She responded, hunching up at me with remarkable synchronization so that we pounded together at once and pulled apart, titillating the tip of my cock with the rim of her trough for just a shuddering moment at the apex of each stroke before slicing into her convulsing pussy as our bodies slammed together again. We assaulted each other, toiling at our individual passion with complete devotion.
"Ohhhhh fuuuucccckkkk meeeeeeeeee!" Alissa sang as I pounded her. Her body flexed and arched and my climax erupted in me. I felt my mother's hand on my ass, fingering my ass hole again. If she pierced me this time, I thought my head would explode. My body was quaking and jerking as the climax rifled through me, rippling and twitching. Alissa lay beneath me panting and praying to Dionysius or Aphrodite or whoever could help her breathe. I rolled between her and Mom. Mom immediately descended and took my flagging cock into her mouth. She licked the effluvium from it and roused it when I thought it would dissipate completely but I could not get hard again right then. She abruptly pulled her mouth from my cock and climbed between Alissa's legs, pushing them roughly apart.
I glanced at the clock. Eight forty. My how time flies when you are having fun!
"Mrs. Honeywell, my son has a fantasy. You have a fantasy. We think a trade is in order." Mom bent and ran her tongue up the cleft of Alissa's pussy. The black woman convulsed like she had touched a live wire. Her eyes flew open and her hands strained at the chains. When Mom's tongue left her flesh, Alissa's body relaxed.
"A trade?" Alissa muttered. "It is hardly fair to negotiate when I am shackled by chains and lust. Can't we discuss this over wine after you eat me?"
Mom descended again but this time ran her tongue to the top and thence searched out and sucked on the poor woman's clit. Alissa screamed and her body bucked with passion, shaking as she came just a little. Mom released her and sat back again. My cock was fascinated but still seemed lethargic.
"My son wants to make you airtight. You know, mouth, ass, cunt. You want to be spanked and fucked. I propose a trade. You make yourself available to be airtight and we will give you the beating of your life."
It was at that precise moment that I remembered that she had specifically asked for a belt. I rose from the bed and pulled my broad, black belt from the loops of my jeans. I doubled it and slapped it against my hand so hard it stung. "But no paddle, or at least, not just the paddle, Mrs. Honeywell." I muttered. Her eyes fixed on the belt. Alissa Honeywell shivered.
Mom lowered her mouth to the woman's cunt and began to feed. In moments, Alissa's ass was bounding about on the bed. Mom discovered the same thing I had and resorted to a similar tactic, wrapping her arms around Alissa's thighs. My mother proceeded to suck on Alissa's pussy, drawing out the elixir Alissa and I had mixed together there. Alissa grunted.
"Airtight?" I prompted.
"You and who else?" She said, trying to focus on the mouth at her cunt and talk at the same time. She looked at me without turning her head, pulling her eyes high in their sockets.
At that moment, I heard the sound of the car arriving in the drive. I brought the belt down hard on my mother's ass and she raised her head and screamed. I moved to Alissa and kissed her. "I have to go to the car to get something. I'll be right back."
I hoped neither woman had heard Sammy arrive. I got to the door before he did and opened it. His face was so comical when he saw me naked, I felt I might going to giggle myself to death. But I could not even crack a smile. Instead I put a finger to my lips. "Hush, little baby." I whispered.
Sammy glared. "What the fuck, Sonny? What are you doing in my . . . . " He slapped his forehead. "Oh, duh!" He grinned. "I am not the brightest star in the firmament, am I?"
"Just the luckiest." I whispered. "Take off your shoes and be quiet. Go look in your mother's bedroom. I followed Sammy, several steps behind him. He crept back to the door and peered in. The look he gave me was priceless, like a Jewish-Protestant kid first realizing he gets two holidays!
"Holy fuck!" He mouthed, barely making a sound. "What should we do?"
"You should walk in there and fuck my mother. I have. Then fuck yours. I did. I'll be back in a minute." I was high. I scampered out to the garage and retrieved my phone from the car. I called Landon. "Buddy, tomorrow, ten o'clock. Sammy's house. Bring your cock and cancel the rest of the day."
"Tomorrow? I can't I have . . . "
"I do not care if you have a meeting with God, Landon. Ten tomorrow morning." I waited.
After several beats, he said, "that soon." A statement.
"You said don't be slow."
"That is not slow, certainly. Do you want me to call the other guys?"
"Sure. No need to call Sammy. Make sure everyone is here."
"I think maybe Brent has a big test tomorrow."
"No worries, tell him to come when he is done. He got the pussy the whole time last time. We are going to do the Annie but not with Annie."
Again, Landon hesitated. "Mrs. Honeywell?"
"Ten o'clock." I hung up.
By the time I returned to the bedroom, Sammy was fucking my mother. Mom was still wrapped around Alissa's legs and from time to time she would suck on Alissa's pussy but mostly she was chanting about the cock in her pussy. I arrived just about the time Sammy began to pick up speed, his tight black ass blurred as he pounded my mother. She laid her head on Alissa's thigh and held on till the man who was planted in her pussy orgasmed. Sammy wobbled and fell over onto the bed like a felled tree.
Mom crouched between Alissa's legs for several minutes, resting or thinking.
I walked into the room, still naked but aroused from watching my mother get fucked between a shackled woman's legs. I moved to the head of the bed. Sammy rolled to his side and looked up at me. I was so glad we had been naked with another woman before now. He did not look at me for long but resumed studying my mother and his, switching back and forth like he was looking out a train window on a foreign country, afraid he would miss something. I looked down at Alissa, shackled to her own bed. She looked back at me.
"My son just mounted your mother." She said sotto voce.
"I have a favor to ask of you." I said, equally softly. "You are going to be gone, right?"
She nodded.
"Do you mind if we have a party at your house tomorrow, during the day I mean. Just the five of us." I lay a hand on my mother's head, gently stroking her black hair now tousled over her face. She roused a little. "And my mother." I finished the thought.
Mom roused more and sat up. "A party? I have to get to work tomorrow."
"Sick day, Mom. I am going to give you to my friends tomorrow." Now Sammy sat up, well, his eyes opened really. The rest of him remained in the lethargy of a post-orgasmic haze.
Mom, surprisingly, nodded just a bit then actually sat on the side of the bed. I pointed at Sammy. "Take him over to the chair over there and suck his cock. His mother and I have some unfinished business and then we need to go home. The girls will worry."
My mother looked over at Sammy and then nodded, still not talking. She stood up, finding her sea legs or giving them back, maybe. She wavered and balanced like the ground was moving under her then tottered around the bed and rolled Sammy onto his back. She pulled her hair back and kissed him soundly. His cock jerked and began to rise. Mom released his lips and said, "Care to come sit in the cocksucking chair?"
Sammy got up surprisingly slow; his cock beat him upright by several seconds. Mom took him by the hand and placed him in the chair on that side of the bed. He sat forward till she pushed him back into the chair. He understood and slouched. She parted his legs and eased into place between them, took hold of his cock and licked it, the cock so lately planted inside her hallowed grove. She licked and liked and then gradually fit her lips over the head of his cock and it began to disappear into her mouth.
I finally broke my gaze to look down at Alissa. Her eyes were fixed on her naked son and his disappearing cock. I caressed her hair and after a few moments she looked up at me. "Don't worry, Alissa, your turn is coming. But now, we have some unfinished business."
For a moment she did not seem to understand but then her eyes blinked and the light went on. She nodded, though it looked like she could not breathe. I unhooked her arms and she rubbed them then rearranged the bed and lay face down. She grasped the headboard again and I hooked her up again. She moaned as I kissed her bare shoulder. Her ass rose and fell a time or two and then she was still.
I looked about the room for the belt and found it hanging on the foot of the bed. I picked it up and cracked it across my hand. Sammy's head came up. I stared hard at him for a moment and then turned my attention to his mother. "Say it, Alissa." I whispered. But she was too slow. I lifted my arm and the belt whistled through the air and cracked onto her raised ass. Alissa moaned and buried her head between her arms. The cuffs were not far apart but high enough to hold her arms up but left her elbows planted on the bed to cradle her face. I struck her ass again.
"Hey Sonny, what the fuck?" Sammy grunted, trying to set up. Mom sucked hard on his cock just then and he groaned also.
I ignored him. "Say it, Alissa." I whispered again.
She lifted her head and turned to look over her shoulder at her son, or perhaps at the woman sucking his cock, I could not tell. "Sonny, whip my ass with the belt. Make me scream and then fuck me on my back. For that, you can have me as you like, as you said, give me to your friends as you wish. I agree." She turned and dropped her head back into place. The belt fell again and her ass pressed down onto the bed.
Mom came off Sammy's cock. "A pillow." She said, panting, clearly out of breath. "Put . . . a . . . pillow under . . . neath her." Then she put her lips onto Sammy's cock and sucked him out of sight again. Sammy groaned again, the exact same sound and his head dropped.
I retrieved a pillow from the pile beside Alissa and patted her ass. She grunted and lifted and I slipped it under her crotch, propping the cheeks of her ass higher than the rest of her body. When I struck her again, she moaned. The second time, her ass flinched downwards. The third time her head came up. She was panting, blowing her breath out in huge puffs. I struck her ass again and she mewed deep in her throat. I struck her ass again and she turned her head to look at me.
"Fuck me." She breathed.
I struck her ass again. The flesh quivered and her legs went wide then back together.
"Touch me." She muttered.
I struck her ass again.
Alissa groaned loudly this time, so profoundly that Sammy raised his head but his eyes did not open. Mother's cheeks were dimpled and then she blew out and sucked down hard on the cock in her mouth again. I struck Alissa's ass hard, harder than before and she wiggled, twisting her body as though to avoid the next blow. I waited till she lay still and flat again and then I struck her again.
"Eeeooooowwww!" She cried out.
Sammy's eyes did open then.
I moved to the head of the bed. "Get to your knees, Mrs. Honeywell."
Alissa lifted her head and looked through her tousled hair at me and then struggled to get to her knees. The belt descended and she wailed then for I put force and effort into it and the sound of the impact on her hips was loud and sharp.
"Again." She grunted. "More." The words barely eased out of her throat, nearly sticking to her lips. Her hands clung to the metal lattice of the headboard. Her breasts hung below her body. I took the opportunity to pinch a nipple. I pinched it hard and then twisted it, harder. Alissa grunted and spread her legs wider. "Fuck me, oh please fuck me." She groaned.
The belt whistled through the air and then again and again. I fell into a rhythm and soon Alissa Honeywell was yelping at it struck her, then crying out with each blow; 'yes' or 'more' or 'fuck' by turns. Mother rose up from her knees and sat back down on the cock which had been in her mouth, fitting it into her cunt and sinking down onto it without hesitation. Sammy struggled out of the slouch and held her hips but all she did was make little twisting motions while he dried to lift her but did not have enough leverage to accomplish it. Finally he put his hands on her breasts and twisted her nipples. Mom's head snapped back and cracked Sammy on the nose, not hard but enough to give him pause about making surprising moves in that position.



The blows to Alissa ass were increasing but still she chanted. I increased the power and she went silent and then finally began to wail, 'fuck' with each blow till she was screaming the word incoherently. I halted, got on the bed behind her and entered her. Her ass was on fire. I slammed into her and she shoved back, pressing her seared flesh against my belly and thighs. She sloshed when I hit bottom, her liquid gushed onto her legs and mine.
"Oh gawd, sweet mother of gawd, please fuck me, Sonny. I will do whatever you want, just fuck me. On my back . . . now."
I pulled free of her cunt and got to my feet. Much as I wanted to do what she asked, I pointed at my mother. She nodded and made preparations to dismount. I had Alissa freed of the cuffs by the time Mom was standing, holding to the foot of the bed, swaying. I pointed to Sammy and his eyes got wide but then sobered and nodded. He struggled to his feet.
Alissa was on her knees and elbows, her head between her arms on the bed. Her body seemed to quiver. I put a hand on her side and pushed her gently onto her side. She flopped over like a pregnant horse, like a falling house viewed in super slow motion. I rolled her the rest of the way onto her back. Mom came around the bed and stood beside me. I pointed at Sammy and he moved to the side of the bed. Alissa opened her eyes then and looked up at her son, her eyes glistening with the tears the belt cost her. For a minute they watched each other but then she put out a hand, grasped his and pulled it to her breast.
Sammy moaned.
"Fuck me, please." Alissa whispered.
Sammy nodded but did not move.
I pressed mom to her knees and she took my cock into her mouth, sucking me fully down her throat and gagging for her trouble. She came off of is and choked, coughing.
I pointed to Alissa's pussy, lifted high off the bed so her burning ass would not touch. "Fuck her, Sammy." I said. Mom sat on her heels watching them.
Sammy got onto the bed, crawling over Alissa's spread legs. She held his hand the whole time till he knelt at the V of her body, his cock wet with Mom's juice. Sammy took his cock in his hand and placed it at the entrance to Alissa's pussy and pressed forward. It disappeared with a sharp inhale from her and then he was falling forward onto his elbows and knees. His weight contacted her body and his cock sank completely into her steaming depths. Alissa groaned and arched her body, tipping her head back and closing her eyes. Her arms stretched above her head and grasped the metal bars of the headboard. Sammy bent forward and kissed one of her nipples.
"Bite her, Sammy. The pain makes her come."
He took her nipple into his mouth and Alissa shrieked. Her ass fell to the bed and immediately rebounded. Her whole body formed a bow on the bed for a moment then collapsed. She grunted and groaned. Sammy moaned as her body melded to his.
"Mom, are you okay?" He asked.
For a moment neither of them moved. Then Alissa released the headboard and found his face, turned it to hers and kissed him on the lips. The kiss was curiously chaste but the effect was instantaneous. Sammy's black hips rose up and pounded Alissa to the bed. She pulled at his face and the kiss changed. Her mouth opened and his did and they were kissing like lovers. Alissa broke the kiss.
"Fuck me, Sammy. Fuck me hard and fast and come in me. I want you to come in my cunt. Fuck your mother, Sammy. Fuck me now!"
Sammy, the gentleman that he is, did as requested. He put an arm under his mother's shoulder and grabbed her ass with the other hand and proceeded to piston his cock into his mother's pussy. After a dozen rugged strokes, Alissa's ass rested on the bed but bounced each time the cock split her. Finally she sighed, exhaling as he descended on her and lifted her legs. She wailed then, a wordless cry as her sizzling ass was plastered to the bedspread beneath her. Sammy moved his hand and lifted one of her legs over his shoulder, turned her body a bit and sliced into her at the angle it created. He fucked her till she began to scream and then she was shaking beneath him, twisting her body, trying to get flat on her back again but he did not let her, holding the one leg on his shoulder, he pummeled her with his ass till she began to shake with her climax. Then he dropped the leg, grabbed her ass with both hands and hammered her with speed and power till he came. His head rose up and he grunted and then let out a wild growl and collapsed.
Alissa continued to quiver, punching her ass off the bed which only stirred her frothy pussy again and more with the cock buried in her. Sammy lay between her legs as dead.
I tapped Mom on the shoulder. "I think you deserve a preview of your coming sick day. Go see if Sammy has any starch left." She went around the bed. Sammy tumbled from between his mother's legs and rolled to his back. Alissa lay with her arm over her eyes.
I moved to the head of the bed and kissed her, bumping her arm higher with my forehead. Her eyes were closed. I got on the bed and mounted her, fully aware that my cock was entering her well irrigated fountain. I felt the effluvium spurt between us as I sank into her. Sammy watched as I mounted her while Mom licked the same effluvium off his cock. I began to kiss Alissa while I stroked her with my cock, intentionally putting lots of weight on my stomach and abdomen which focused it on hers. Finally she grunted and her eyes opened.
"Heavy." She said. Her eyes, were sober but still glistening with the afterglow of her orgasm. I kissed her lips again and she responded. Her hands found my shoulders and pushed me up to where her eyes would focus on my face. "I just fucked my son." She said out loud. "I came with his cock inside my body. I kissed him like a lover and he came inside of me." She said. "What do you want me to do now?"
"Do it again." I said. I looked at Mom. "Is he hard yet?"
Mom lifted her mouth off of Sammy's erect cock. Mine seemed revived but now finally hard again. I had not come for a while.
"Sammy, slide to the middle of the bed, on your back. Alissa, mount him." I pulled out of her pussy and stood up. Mom slide off the bed and stood beside it as well watching the son moving to the middle of the bed so his mother could mount him. She put a leg over his body and, looking down between them, found his cock and fit it into her cleft again. With a groan, Alissa sank down onto him with a nearly equally audible squash. Sammy groaned as well. For once in his life, he did not know what to say. They both looked over at me when I stepped to the night table and picked up the bottle of lube sitting there. Sammy grasped her ass and pulled her hard down onto his cock. Alissa moaned and her eyes closed.
"Alissa, have you ever been taken in the ass before?" I asked.
Again, for a moment, no one moved. Then she nodded, just once.
"Have you ever been double penetrated?" I asked.
Again, she nodded.
I moved behind her and she crouched forward, lifting her ass. Sammy's hands pulled her cheeks apart and I could see her ass hole. I put a finger to it and pressed. Alissa grunted and pressed back. I got some lube on my finger and pressed it into her, then got more and put more on my cock. I got onto the bed and put more around her ass hole, filling the little dimple. Then I fit my cock into the dimple and began to press.
"Just relax, Mom. Let him in. He will go slow so it won't hurt." Sammy volunteered.
Alissa rose up onto her hands, nearly dislodging me and undoing an inch of my present progress into her ass. "When have you ever been in a woman's ass?" She asked, all motherly and condescending.
I give Samuel a lot of credit. He neither wilted not took umbrage.
"Sunday." He said. "Sunday afternoon, no, Sunday night."
I could not see the shock on Alissa's face but I felt it tingling through her body.
"Oh," she said and went back down to her elbows. I pulled back on her hips and Sammy's cock came loose. Mom reached between them and repositioned it, feeling at Alissa's pussy till the entrance was regained. Alissa pressed him home again but the angle increased and I lost more progress.
"Alissa, you and Sammy lift up and I'll put a pillow under his ass. It should help." Mom said.
"I lied." Alissa said. "I have never had two men like this, never been able to talk with two men in me.
I couldn't help it. I laughed. Mom got the pillow under his ass and I assumed the position again. Sammy pulled her cheeks and I applied more lube again and pressed my cock to her ass again.
"Fuck my ass, Sonny." Alissa said softly. "I want to feel two men in my body while I kiss my son." She pressed her ass back and my cock began to pry open her ass. The tension twanged through her body but I met her force with pressure of my own and a moment later I was entering the taut inner reaches of her body.
Alissa grunted and moved backwards. Each time I shoved at her, she slid a bit forward on the bed. Finally I straightened, Sammy pulled her cheeks apart again and I grasped her hips. I pulled against him and shoved Alissa's ass down onto my cock.
"Oh sweet jeezus!" Alissa moaned. Her body had risen as I pulled her a couple inches onto my cock. I surrendered and shoved hard, collapsing her down onto her son's cock. We mashed the air out of his lungs but Sammy reversed his force and pulled his mother hard onto his cock. I continued to sink into her ass till I was deeply rooted in her and she was mashed between us, twice pined like a prep school hussy. I repositioned myself so I had some base to fuck and proceeded to fuck her ass. I created a constant motion and they both joined into it. Alissa began to moan as we filled her.
"Now, Mom, imagine taking another cock in your mouth, down your throat." Sammy said in a strained voice.
I heard them kissing and I pulled back and slammed my cock into her ass and the pressure and heat took away my restraint. I stroked two, three more times and my climax rushed onto me. I grasped Alissa's gorgeous black ass and pumped her back alley full of traffic. For some reason this orgasm hit me like a brick to the side of the head. I think I must have blacked out because the next thing I remember was Alissa struggling against me but it was not a struggle but a full-body orgasm; legs, arms, head, torso, all spasming on their own and in chaotic cacophony without rhyme or reason. Then I felt Sammy's hands on her ass, pulling her down hard onto his cock and he hunched up against us. I regained my strength and supported myself with hands and knees rather than balancing on my cock in her ass. I was still hard but spent and spent and spent. I felt dehydrated but finally sated.
I withdrew my cock from her ass and sat back on my heels. Mom was there with a wash cloth. She cleaned my cock and Alissa's ass. I got to my feet at the side of the bed and the mother and son separated. They lay side by side, staring up at me.
Sammy grinned. "I am now a motherfucker." He said with a chortle. His mother looked over at him with a hint of chagrin on her face.
"Join the club." I said. "Don't let it go to your head, either of them. We need to go. We'll be back around nine or nine thirty in the morning. Don't wear her out, she has to work tomorrow and you have to fuck my mother again." I hesitated, giving them a chance to reply but both just stared at me. I realized they were avoiding looking at each other and needed some privacy. I so wanted to know what would pass between them when they were alone but if I got to watch, they would not be alone, would they? Some things are indeed just private.
Mom and I dressed in the silence of the room. No one spoke till I was dressed. "Someone will need to close the garage door after I leave."
"I am parked behind you, I bet." Sammy said and with remarkable energy rose up and pulled on pants and a shirt and ran to his car barefoot. Mom and I got into our car and drove away.
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Chapter 3
Airtight Training is over, Airtight MILF #1
Driving away from the Honeywell residence, I reflected on the successful sharing I had just experienced. Sammy was at that very moment lying naked with his mother in her bed doing god knows what. I felt curiously content but still tense, wound as though waiting for something to happen, which of course I was. I glanced at my mother. "Are you ready for tomorrow?" I asked.
Mom folded the seat divider up and moved over to lay her head on my shoulder. "Tomorrow? What happens?"
"What do you want to happen, Mom?" I asked, driving. I felt her lift her head from my shoulder and look at me.
"Sonny, our relationship has changed but it is because we added something to it. Now we are mother and son AND man and woman. You have been inside my body and I responded and accepted you and you just gave me to Sammy. Allow me to be a mother for a moment and tell you about what it means to be a man. Till now, you have been a sensitive boy, letting me, us, all the MILFs on your list fulfill their fantasies of being with a virile young man of infinite energy. They loved it. I loved it. But airtight is not a sensitive, romantic experience. I doubt any of us would volunteer that as something we want."
"What about fucking your sons?" I asked, perhaps speaking when I should have been quiet.
Mother shifted and pressed her body against me. She had not put her bra on again so her wild breasts roiled inside the tight sweater, nuzzling against my arm.
"Sonny, I do not know if every woman with a handsome son wonders what it would be like to fuck him. You could say only the repressed ones don't think about it. I did but dismissed it because I was your mother and I could not be both a woman and a mother, or so I thought. Now, well-fucked and about to be used tomorrow to fulfill your fantasies about me, I am discovering that, yes, I can be mother and woman. But not at once, not at the same time." She seemed to shake herself and peeled her body away from mine and sat against the door pulling her knees up and looking at me.
I stopped at the red light and looked over at her.
"Sonny, airtight is not romance. It is being used for pleasure. You understand this. You have been used by all of us, me included. We invited you by not denying you. We encouraged you by desiring you. We seduced you by accepting you. Where a contemporary . . . light." Mom pointed.
The traffic light had changed and I glanced in the review mirror to find traffic stacked behind me. If they only knew what was happening in my car, they would have waited with patience but only if they got the full story. I turned my eyes away from my disheveled mother and drove on towards home.
Mother returned to her subject. "Where a girl of your age will need to put you off, to push you back to see if you keep trying, we did not. If we, any of the MILFs would have pushed you away, it would have shattered you and with you the moment and it never would have been repeated. You never would have approached any of us. But success breeds confidence and confidence ignores resistance. You succeeded because we all wanted it. That is the only explanation. Oh, you are handsome, sexy, attractive . . . all those things but you did not fuck five, six grown women because you were so overpowering. They, we wanted it. When I sat watching you take Laura, Mrs. Wills, I was enthralled by the scene of my son fucking a woman right before my eyes and though I thought about joining in, I did not want to change what was happening. When you found me with Georgia, all I wanted was for you to fuck us. The charade was over. When you told me about the MILF list and the goal of making it airtight, I confess I got excited. I wanted it. But Sonny, you need to understand that few women would ask for this. Few will look you in the eyes and request a cock in every hole. This is something the men do to her and she accepts it. It is that acceptance that is the core of her. You must realize something."
I stopped at the stop sign on our street and looked at her.
"Airtight is about using us. You use us for your pleasure and the key to our pleasure is that we are being used. We want to be maneuvered around and entered, taken, fucked by you guys. But it is not about being polite or asking or trying to make us feel comfortable. There is nothing about having a man in your ass that is comfortable but it may be arousing. It is the desire to be had that arouses us. It is the feeling of the lust in you while you use us that arouses us. We are all mothers, women who have peaked sexually and are now running on fumes. We are at the end of our sexual excellence and we can see the end of our sexual youth, when it all changes to something different. It scares us. Many women simply cease being sexual just to avoid that fear. We are not that much different. But when five young men seek to take us, use us, we want nothing so much as to lay back and enjoy it but we do not want to be held to account for it. It is not a question of responsibility, it is a matter of being used, taken, possessed for the express purpose of fulfilling your pleasure. We want to be crazed for one last time in our lives.
"The MILFs have had you. It is time for you to use us. Airtight is about using a woman. I want to be used. I want to be the object of your lust and to be the mode of your fulfillment." My mother hugged herself, bunching her breasts together between her own arms and she looked so sexy right then. My cock stirred and I felt it rouse.
"Sonny, this is the last advice I will likely give you but if airtight is going to work with us, you need to be willing to use us. The amazing thing about the MILF list is that you have us all lined up and you are about to give us each something we would never dare take for ourselves." She hesitated. "I dare to speak for the others but I think this is true for them all. Taking us was your doing but giving them to their sons, that will be the key moment. What you just did for Alissa and Sammy had to be done before she could submit to the use airtight requires. I am thinking."
Mom released herself and hunched down, bowing her head and her voice came out small and quiet. "Since you have already had me, I think, I want you to bring Laura. She is a natural submissive. I do not remember if I mentioned this to you before or hinted but she has a deep seated need to be used, more than other women, more than me. But she needs to be teased with humiliation and dismissal. She needs to be humiliated, nothing gross or truly demeaning. I think the dismissal of being a servant, of being expected to serve without concern for her pleasure would suffice. I want you to, I mean, I suggest that you bring her with you tomorrow and have her serve us, like a handmaid. You can have her clean up, have towels ready. Perhaps you can have her fluff the boys before they take me. Use her as a maid, a servant and then if you want to fuck her while I am being fucked, she will come and come and come."
My mother looked up at me.
"And so will I." Her eyes did not blink. "While she watches, knowing she is there witnessing me being used, that is what I have always dreamed of." Mom closed her eyes.
I nodded, swallowing, hard. Gawd but I wanted to fuck her right then. I think she wanted it too but we needed to get home and get to bed, for rest. I was scheduling an orgy for the first time and I figured I should be fresh and rested. I wondered if it would work. "Do you think she will do it?"
"Don't ask, tell her. With all of us, all the MILFs, it is time to be authoritative. But be clear, this is a fantasy and it will come to an end. Make sure you are clear about that with everyone. We are not agreeing to be your fuck dolls whenever you want. We cannot do that and it is unrealistic."
"Do you think we can go back to being normal?"
Mom shrugged. "I think after you have had us, then you will find girlfriends and go on with your lives. And when you need to have them and you are tired, you can think of the airtight MILFs in your past and you'll fuck her good!"
"Spank bank." I muttered.
"What?"
"Spank bank. To inspire erectness in the cock when you are distracted."
"I think you all are too young to worry about being distracted. But someday you may be and I can be helpful then by being used now." She waved a hand. "Home, James."
I drove us home and we each went to our corners. I showered and lay down to sleep. It was eleven o'clock. I thought about what mom said. I wondered what would happen if I called Mrs. Wills and Chris answered, or Jeb. If Jeb answered I would ask for Chris. I dialed.
"Hello?" Mrs. Wills answered immediately.
My heart pounded in my ears. Be the man, Mom had said. Use us. "Laura. I need you tomorrow."
Silence.
"Call me when Chris leaves. We are going to fuck mom tomorrow and I want you to help."
"I have a maid's uniform." She said.
I almost laughed, both from delight and from relief. "Yes, wear that. Is Jeb in town this week?"
Silence. For several long moments. Her hesitation concerned me. "No." She said.
"Bring towels and wash clothes. We will pick you up about nine."
"But what if Chris is not gone yet?"
I mentally shrugged. All the guys were going to have to get used to the idea that their mothers will be used. "Right. Well, too bad."
"So I do not have to call you?"
A light went on. Submissive. Submissive means taking instructions. I also heard the tight tremor in her voice. "No. But Laura, you should not wear panties. Do you have garters?"
Silence. "No. I am sorry."
"No panties. Nine tomorrow." I hung up. I felt the change. Mom's words were sinking in. For a moment I thought I was going to be awake all night thinking about what was coming but I lay down and then it was morning and I heard the girls chattering. I heard Tawny asking if I didn't have classes but Mom answered that I was skipping today. No explanation. The racket died down and I got up.
Mother was in the kitchen. It was eight o'clock. The house was quiet. She wore her house coat, a satin, pink thing with frayed edges. I was hard. She watched me approach. I took her in my arms and kissed her on the lips, a hard, insistent kiss. I squeezed her ass with my hands, pulling her robe up till I could feel her tights and ass. She was bare underneath. I broke the kiss, turned her and entered her a small bit, she was wet enough to accept me but still tight. She grunted and I pulled back out. I ran my hands up the front of her body, inside the robe to her breasts. I kneaded them and she slumped back against me. Her head turned and I kissed the corner of her mouth but we could not connect. I bent her again and flipped the robe up over her back. I spread her cheeks and entered her again.
"Oh gawd, Sonny!" She moaned.
I pumped her a few more times and pulled out. "Come with me." She stumbled along behind me, mounting the steps with increasing ease, walking almost normally when we arrived at the door to her room. I pushed the door open and she walked around me to the bed. "No." I said. "Later. The closet."
We entered her stuffed walk-in closet. "What is the sexiest thing you own? That can be ruined today," I added, knowing that damaging a three-hundred dollar 'little black dress' which I knew she owned made no sense. We searched around for twenty minutes, with her trying various things on. She did not become depressed with the variety of sex things which simply did not fit comfortably any longer which impressed me.
Finally we found a pleated black skirt which was made for a woman with straighter hips. It hung on her but covered her thighs to only about four inches below her pussy because so much was required to drape over the shelf of her ass and hips below her small waist. It accented her hips and ass. She found a sweater which was tighter than comfortable but had a seam in front running down between her breasts with several buttons. It was white. With her black hair it was perfect. She did not button the split and her breasts showed full and plush against the brilliant white of the sweater. We decided on a bra which was clearly too small, nearly a half-bra but still covering her engorged nipples. I had her pull on a pair of panties because I could smell her arousal so clearly.
It was eight-forty-five. We drove to the Wills house. I pulled up into the drive and called Laura. She answered but did not speak. "Come get into the car. Wear a coat." I said. She hung up without a word.
Next door, at the Kingston house, Mrs. Kingston appeared, stepping out into the chill morning in a very revealing nightgown. Her breasts were clearly visible. She stared at us and then disappeared back into the house.
"What was that about?" Mom asked, pulling her eyes away from the Chinese woman. "Did you get things settled with her? Is she a problem?"
I shook my head. "Annie has proven most helpful." I said. "I will tell you about her sometime."
Mrs. Wills appeared, wearing a long, gray coat. I saw Chris open the door, staring out at me. I waved but he seemed embarrassed, pulled his head back inside and the door closed. I smiled to myself. Laura got into the back seat without a word and slammed the door. I drove us to the Honeywell house. I called Sammy and he had the garage door open and I pulled our car inside. He closed the door beside us and went up into the house before we got out. The door went shut, closing out the brilliance of the day, leaving only the gray light filtered through the dirty window. I got out of the car. Neither woman moved.
I walked around to the passenger's side and opened the door. I helped mom out. I walked her to the steps and looked back at Laura. She understood and got out herself and closed Mom's door. When we got into the kitchen, Sammy was leaning on the kitchen counter sipping a cup of coffee.
"Mother, suck Sammy's cock for him, while we talk."
Sammy nearly choked. Coffee dribbled down his shin.
I looked at Laura and she moved, abashed at being noticed. She picked up a dish cloth and wiped Sammy's chin and took the cup from him. Then she moved away. She still wore her gray London Fog but it did not hide her glittering black high heels.
Mom got to her knees, pulled Sammy's sweat pants down to reveal his stiffening cock. She licked and kissed it and then sucked the end into her mouth.
Sammy groaned.
Mom took him deeper, sucking his cock down into the core of her throat and then pulling back.
Sammy looked at me. "I." He said. "I," he started again. "I thought it was only . . . your . . . ahhhh . . . mom." He stuttered it out.
"I got to thinking. We need someone to clean up. Laura will do that for us." I looked at her. "Did you bring towels?"
Mrs. Wills looked like I had struck her. Her eyes welled.
Sammy groaned.
I tapped mom on the shoulder. "No coming yet." She pulled off and stared at the cock before her. Sammy patted her head and moved away from her, pulling his sweats back into place but they tented and he looked ridiculous.
I shook my head and rolled my eyes.
"We have plenty of towels. I'll get them." Sammy said.
"No. Tell the maid where to find them and she can get them out."
Sammy did and when Laura was gone, he looked at my mother sitting on her heels in the middle of his kitchen. "We are really going to do it?"
"After last night, how can you even ask? What happened after we left? No, don't tell me. We need to decide where this is going to happen. Should we use the front room or your mom's bedroom?"
"Geez, I had not thought about that. We did change the sheets on the bed though. Everything is clean." Sammy said.
I unbuttoned my pants and pulled them over my hard cock. "Mom." I said.
She looked around at me and watched as I unpeeled my cock. She crawled over to me and wrapped a hand around it and pulled it down level with her lips. She kissed the end, licked it and then sucked the head into her mouth.
I laid a hand on her head and held her gently back so she would not deep throat me. I did not want come now and would if she enveloped me like she had Sammy.
He was watching and after mom began to casually suck on my cock, he looked up at me. "I think the bedroom. But strip her in the living room. Then she can suck us there and then move back to the bed where we . . . " He stopped.
". . . fuck her." I finished for him.
Sammy nodded. "Yeah, where we fuck her."
I tapped mom on the head. "Go lie down and relax. We'll come get you when we are ready.
She released my cock and struggled to her feet. Her eyes blazed but she said nothing. She turned but I grabbed her by the shoulders and pulled her back against my bare cock. Instinctively she reached behind her and took hold of it. Then she pressed her ass back against me and sighed.
I put my face beside her ear and whispered. "My beautiful mother, today I am going to give your body to my friends to use as we wish. Before we do, you will declare to us all your desire to be used as we see fit. You will give us your permission . . . " she shook her head. "No, you are right, you will request that we use you." Again she shook her head, still being Mom. "Okay, then what?"
She turned and kissed me passionately. "Just take me. Show them I am ready to be used." She whispered and then she left us.
Sammy was staring. "Cheese and crackers, Sonny. What was that about?"
Laura appeared with her arms full of towels et. Al. "Laura, take those to the bedroom, where Mom is. Make sure she is wet but Laura, she better not orgasm or it will not go well for you." She nodded soberly and left us. I looked at Sammy. "Your mom is not the only woman who likes to be spanked but I think Mrs. Wills wants to be punished, not hurt. Your mom likes the pain, the fire in her ass. Mrs. Wills want to be ignored so that when she is finally taken, the contrast will rip through her and give her a deep climax." I shrugged. "Just a theory."
Sammy nodded mutely, his brown eyes were wide. Then he grinned. "Why is Mrs. Wills here?"
"I told you. She is the maid. She will clean up after us. Keep Mom tidy and neat while we fuck her. We are not barbarians after all. Aw, crap. I was going to do something. Come on, I want you to watch this." I went back to the bedroom and found Laura standing at the door staring up the body of my mother lying on the bed. Mom's legs were open and she was caressing her pussy very slowly and gently.
"Put the towels there, Laura." I said softly.
Mom's hand quit moving but she did not respond otherwise to our arrival.
Laura placed the towels on the dresser which had been cleared, presumably in anticipation of our arrival. She turned and looked at me.
"Lift your dress, Mrs. Wills." I used that address to emphasize her situation.
Her cheeks flushed and she put her hands to the lapels of her coat and slowly pulled it away from her shoulders. She took it off and laid it on the straight backed chair at the end of the dresser.
Mom's head lifted and she gazed down the topography of her body at us.
I moved to Laura and Sammy stepped into the room.
"Lift your dress, Laura." I said.
Her flush deepened. She glanced past me at Sammy and then over at mother who was watching us. Mrs. Wills dropped her eyes and grasped the hem of the little black skirt she wore. "I lied." She said. "I do have garters." The hem of the dress rose, proving her statement. She stood there with her skirt raised above her waist and then raised her eyes to meet mine.
Her actions were so . . . so . . . alluring, I did not know whether to spank her for lying to me or fuck her. So I did both. I took her by the shoulders, turned her to face the dresser and bent her. She dropped the skirt and placed her hands on the dresser. I lifted the skirt myself and ran a finger down the crevice of her tight little ass, down between her legs to her pussy which I found sopping wet. Then I struck her right cheek with that hand, hard. I spanked her other cheek equally hard. Then I opened my pants, took out my cock and entered her, shoving against her resistance till her pussy blossomed and I fell to the bottom of her cavern, planted like a flag on a new continent, claiming it for the King. It is good to be King!



Laura whimpered and shivered.
I pulled out of her body and she whimpered again. "Laura, you cannot come today. If you come, you go back home and I will not let you serve any more, or again, when we have anyone else, when we do the Annie to anyone else."
"No. No, please." She whispered. "I want to, to, serve you. Everyone."
"No orgasm. No climax. No cumming. Do you understand."
Mrs. Wills nodded.
"Now make sure my mother is aroused and wet but do not remove her clothing. I am shutting the door and we'll come get her. If she is not wet when I return, you go home. Understand?"
"Yes, Sonny." Laura Wills whispered, still bent over the dresser, her ass glistening with the smears of moisture.
"If you are good today, I will use you again the next time."
I left the room, closing the door behind us and went back to the kitchen. I fixed a cup of tea.
Sammy was staring at me. "What has gotten into you?"
I shrugged. "What do you mean?"
"You are acting all, all, all Landon and shit!"
I shrugged. "Mom pointed out to me that airtight is not a variation on dating. It is a mode of treatment; it is pleasure by combining our use of the with their acceptance of us. They want it. We want it but someone has to go first. That is me. I made all the MILFs, I need to direct them to our goal of airtight."
"I thought you said you were going to let things develop?"
"I was wrong. I am acting like Brent now but I will not overdo it or get bent if we break with the plan."
Sammy nodded. "Right. He hates to have a plan and not follow it to the letter. He is a little . . ." Sammy stopped talking and grinned.
I grinned as well, "Anal?" I said.
Sammy half-laughed then said, "Oh shit, who is going to take him in the ass?"
I nodded, thinking about that but the doorbell rang. I glanced at the stove clock. Ten exactly. "So? Did you do anything with your mom last night?" I sipped from my tea cup.
The doorbell chimed again.
"Shouldn't we answer the door?"
I sipped again. "Let them wait for a moment. Anticipation can be very exciting. So? What did you do?"
Sammy glanced worriedly towards the front door.
"What? Do you think they are going to leave? Let them wait." I said.
Sammy smiled then. "I slept with her. We fucked after you left. My gawd she was so turned on. I thought she would never run down." He rubbed his cock. "I entered her this morning but left her panting. I did not want to come up empty today. Of all days!"
"She loves to be eaten, Sammy. When she gets home, take her to the shower and eat her there." I shoved off the counter, set down the tea and went to the front door. I opened it.
"Why is Mrs. Wills here?" Landon asked immediately.
"Good morning. Right on time."
"Well?"
"Are you coming in or not?" I said, starting to close the door but Landon put a hand out and stopped me. I stepped back and they trooped into the house.
"I would not fuck with Sonny today, Landon. He has it going on!" Sammy said with a chortle in his voice.
I grunted and walked into the living room and sat down. The other guys followed but stood around staring at me.
"What the fuck, Sonny?" Landon said. "You said ten o'clock. It's ten o'clock."
I just stared at them. The effect was comical but I was silent mostly because I could not think of anything to say. They all stared at me but when I did not look away, they got nervous and started glancing at each other and shifting their feet. "Are you going to sit down?" I asked finally.
They all looked abashed, including Sammy who knew what was in the bedroom waiting for them. They all found a place to sit.
"Sammy and I fucked Mrs. Honeywell and my mother last night." I said. "Mom and I discussed this and agreed. This is an event, like going to Disneyland. We are not going to live here. If you are confused about this, we need to get that clarified. We are not trying to turn our mothers into sex slaves."
"Why not?" Chris asked.
That stumped me. "Well, ahhh, okay, I don't know the answer to that. I guess what I mean is that I am going to make it clear to each MILF that they are an occasion, an event, perhaps like a sexual holiday. They need to know that we are going to give them something we all want and then they can go back to being mothers. If you want to persist, that is up to you. But I am not going to try to be involved. My charge from this august body is to get us all into those august bodies. Once we are airtight all round, then you guys, and when and why and how you fuck is none of my business and none of your business. Oh fuck it. My point is this. We have to tell the MILFs that they are fucking for now but it does not mean we own their pussies. Right?"
"No." Landon shook his head. "Whatever happens afterwards, we should give them the impression that we are owning them. Now. What we do not do is leave any confusion about that." He looked at me. "You are not giving them the idea that we are just fooling around with them, right? We are actually going to Annie them, right?"
"No doubt about that, Landon. We were one cock short of doing the Annie with Mrs. Duncan and Mom." Sammy said. "Trust me, the MILFs are going to be airtight if we stick with Sonny." He nodded then.
"Fuck it." I said, realizing finally that trying to organize and orgy was stupid. I stood up. "Stay here." I walked out of the living room back to Mrs. Honeywell's bedroom and opened the door.
"Oh, ohhhh fuck!" Mom was panting on the bed.
I walked around beside her where Laura was laying between her legs. Laura had Mom's panties pulled partway down Mom's hips and was blowing in the clit while stroking Mom's pussy lips. My mother was clearly wet, through and through.
"Enough. Laura, get her up and take her out to the living room. Stand her in the middle of the room and wait for me. Mom?"
Mom opened her eyes and looked at me. "Yes, Sonny?"
There was that luscious phrase again. "Go out to the living room and wait for me."
They got off the bed and left the bedroom. I began to undress. She was my mother, I needed to lead the way. Perhaps I would lead the way with them all.
When I was naked I walked down the dim hall towards the living room. My mother was standing in the midst of the four males who were staring at her. She looked a bit frightened, a little aroused and a lot uneasy. Landon sat in the lazy-boy and Sammy on the love seat. The couch where Chris and Brent sat faced into the room with the back to the hall. Laura Wills stood near the TV.
No one made a sound.
"Mrs. Wills." I spoke from behind the couch. Everyone looked at me and saw me, naked, erect and quivering with adrenalin. "Come here, please."
Laura walked over to me.
"Lift your skirt, please." She did. "Mrs. Wills has graciously agreed to help us today. She will serve as the maid, keeping us and Mom clean. As you can see, she is naked under this fetching black skirt. You can enter her as you like but she cannot come today. This day is for my dear, beautiful mother." Mom smiled despite her unease. "Laura will suck you or fuck you as you like but do not come in her or make her come. If you do, she will have to go home. This is Mrs. Duncan's day." I felt a little foolish but using her married name was going to match how the other guys would think of her. "Is everyone okay with that?"
"Why her?" Landon asked, but he was looking at Chris who had his head down.
"Mrs. Wills, bend over the couch please." She did without lowering her skirt. "Spread your legs." She did. "I am going to fuck you now."
"Yes, please." She said, still holding the skirt above her waist.
I grasped her hips with one hand and directed my cock between her legs. She grunted and bent further, arching her back and pressing her ass at me. My cock head found her entrance and slipped inside of her. She was slick and hot and wet and seemed to suck me into her body. I shoved hard into her and she groaned and dropped her head. Her blond hair obscured her face. "Mrs. Wills is a submissive and she is wet right now because she knows, she is going to be close to the most intense sex she has ever witnessed but she will not come, not till we are all sated." I punched my ass at her and pulled free of her grasping, clasping pussy. "Go to the bedroom and wait for us, Laura."
"Yes, Sonny." She said, dropped her skirt, straightened and walked away from us.
I walked to the center of the room. "Mother, if you please, clean me off." My delightful mother did not hesitate but got to her knees and began to clean Laura Wills off my cock. "Gentlemen, this is my mother. When she is done cleaning my cock, we are going to undress her and then I am going to fuck her. Then we will take her back to the bedroom and she will suck the lot of you, fuck the lot of you and then we will join her together to the fellowship of airtight MILFs." Mother sucked my cock into her mouth and took me completely into her throat, gulping me like I was ambrosia. I closed my eyes and focused on the sensation of my mother's mouth on my cock. I felt her swaying breasts, sheathed in the soft cashmere sweater brushing my legs as she sucked my cock. "She is a cocksucker and I am a motherfucker." I pulled her up to her feet. "Please, undress her."
I stepped away from the woman and watched as the guys all stood, as though on cue, rising at the same time. Sammy approached her, pulled her sweater up to her breasts and then over them. She wore a flimsy bra, sheer, giving form but hiding nothing. She lifted her arms and Sammy pulled the sweater over her head and off her arms. He stepped back taking the sweater back to his seat as though it was a trophy. The other three guys glanced at each other and Chris stepped in behind her and unhooked her bra. He kissed her lightly on the side of the neck.
Mom sighed and shifted to face him but he held her shoulders, pulled the bra straps down her arms and she let it drop down and off. Chris moved his hands under her arms and cupped her breasts and kneaded them for a few moments. Then he stepped away, picking up her bra as moved away. He came over to stand beside me.
We watched Brent puzzle over the pleated black skirt. Chris leaned close and whispered, "When do I get to fuck mom?" His voice quivered.
"Yours or mine?" I asked, just to torture him. I knew what he meant. I glanced over and grinned a little when his eyes met mine. "Getting impatient?"
"Seeing you do that to her, yes. Gawd I thought my head was going to explode!"
"Which one?"
Brent mastered the mystery of the skirt and it dropped to the floor. Mother watched as he slid both hands down one of her legs and carefully lifted one foot then the other to free her skirt. She wore stockings, thigh highs with a pair of sheer white panties which clearly displayed her pussy and luminous skin. Mom's eyes were closed and she had her hands on his shoulders for balance. Brent leaned in and kissed her above the stockings while stroking the cheeks of her ass. He rose and carried the skirt away.
"Really, Sonny. When?"
"Chris, your mother is a submissive woman. If you tried to take her tonight, she would not resist you, I do not think. But I want her to serve us with each of the other MILFs, just like she is now. The anticipation will make her crazy. When it is finally her turn, she will be crazy with lust. She wants that. She wants to feel the longing, the desire, the need and have it delayed, dangled before her, displayed, demonstrated, offered then jerked away before she is satisfied."
"But you might fuck her any time."
"So might you."
Landon approached my mother. He caressed her boobs, thumbing her nipples. Mom bit her lower lip. When he ran a hand down between her proud breasts, down across the flowing plain of her tummy and over the panty sheen at her waist and thence between her legs, she grunted and flexed her hips, pressing her cunt against Landon's hand.
"But you want me to wait?" Chris said, watching my mother respond to Landon's touch.
"I do. You will fuck my mother, Mrs. Honeywell . . . "
"I know but, well, since I was or am going to be last to fuck my mother, wondered if I could be the one to . . . to . . . do what Annie asked. You know, fulfill your part of the bargain you made with her."
Landon took both of my mother's breasts in his hands and kneaded them for a few moments, ending with each nipple pinched between his thumb and fingers. She winced as he pulled at the tips of her breasts. He dropped his hands to her waist, hooked thumbs into her panties and slowly pulled them down over her wide hips. She shuddered as the tight band scraped over the broad, bare crotch.
"You want to fuck Annie?" I asked.
"Just while I am waiting, you know, to . . . to . . . do mom." He finished, gulping. He seemed apologetic.
As I thought about it, it seemed fair. Someone had to go last but taking on Annie was a worthwhile endeavor. "Sure. Sid leaves Sunday." I cursed. I had not asked and Annie had not said when he was returning, how long he would be gone. I walked purposefully back to the master bedroom. I found Laura sitting on the vanity stool. She stood as soon as the door opened. "Call Annie and find out when Sid is going to be back or how long he is going to be gone." I closed the door and returned to the living room to find Landon licking my mother's bare pussy, her panties around her ankles and his hands clasping her ass. Mom was shuddering, her lips open and she panted, licking her lips, her eyes closed. Her hips began to move, slightly, pressing her cunt against Landon's face as he licked her, pressing for more pressure, pressing for a piercing tongue.
"Hi Sonny." Sammy said, eyes shifting back and forth between me and my nearly naked mother.
Landon pulled back and looked over at me with a curious mixture of guilt and defiance on his face. He removed her panties and returned to his chair. I walked to my mother. I bent and kissed her nipples, great, inverted nipples which nestled in the midst of large round aureoles, bumps of flesh which swelled as I kissed them. Mom moaned.
I stood up. "On your knees, Mom. All fours. Time to be fucked doggie style."
My mother got to her knees and spread her knees, arched her back and rocked her ass high, splitting her cheeks till her pussy appeared. I knelt between her calves and stroked her pussy with one hand. She grunted when my finger entered her.
"Oh gawd, Sonny!" She hissed. "Put it into me. Mount me, son."
"Geezus." Brent said.
I entered her, slipping the head of my cock gently inside her pussy. She pressed back, sheathing me deeper. I grabbed her hips and yanked her back hard onto my cock. She squealed and then shrieked as I began to pound into her, hard and fast. She came with a wail and dropped to her elbows. I pulled free of her weeping cunt.
For a few minutes we watched in silence while the waves of climax rippled through her body. Finally, she rolled to her back. "Who's next." She sighed.
"I want her on the bed." Chris said softly. He got up and stripped off his shirt and kicked away his shoes. Mom watched him pull down his pants and briefs. He looked at me, naked and erect, his cock was hard and pointing directly at my naked mother.
I nodded and helped Mom to her feet. She brushed past me, and walked back to the bedroom. I stood still, waiting. Everyone else followed. I was last into the room. Christ was standing beside the bed while my mother settled down on her back in the middle. +
She reached out a hand and Chris took it. She pulled him to his knees on the bed and maneuvered him between her legs. "Chris, will you fuck me? I want you to mount me, put your cock in me and fuck me!" She whispered. One of her hands closed around his cock and guided it to the entrance of her snatch. Then her hands went to his hips and pulled him into her, tipping him over like a landslide. Chris fell to his hands. Mom wrapped her legs around his waist and clinched him firmly into her body. She moved her hands to his face and pulled him down. "Kiss me, Chris. Then fuck me." His mouth covered hers and they kissed. For a few moments it was tentative, gentle and then it became probing and insistent. Chris felt her kissing him. He broke free.
"Oh gawd, Mrs. Duncan. You feel unbelievable! I cannot believe I am inside you!"
"Fuck me, Chris. Pull it out and slam it into me hard." Mom said, still whispering.
Chris, instead, bowed his back and began to lick her breasts, first one then the other. When he stopped licking and began to suck on it hard, Mom's hips hammered up at him and her body arched. She squealed as the rough tongue rasped on her nipples.
I glanced at Laura. She was standing with a hand on the vanity table, staring at her son while he fucked my mother.
"Laura." I said softly as Chris picked up speed, pounding my mother's pussy with force and power. "Laura!" I said more insistently.
She looked back at me.
I gestured for her to come and she did. I slipped an arm around her waist. "Your son is fucking my mother." I whispered into her ear, then I licked and kissed her ear. Chris moved his hands down to Mom's ass and pulled her up to meet his downwards strokes. Mom planted her feet and began to lever her body up, taking Chris' cock deep into her each time. "Suck my cock, Mrs. Wills." I whispered.
She turned away from the scene of her naked son, agog and staring at me.
I stroked her blond hair, brushing it away from her shoulders. The maid's outfit was perfect, tight below her breasts but bunching them into cleavage. "Chris is not going to fuck you today, Laura. Eventually, once you show you can serve us well. Eventually, we will all fuck you. I promise. But now, suck my cock." I pushed at her shoulders and she knelt, disappointment written on her face like a proclamation. She looked once over her shoulder as Mom began to scream and Chris abruptly pulled out of her. He rolled away from her heaving body, panting and cursing. Laura licked at the moisture swathed on my cock and then kissed the head. She sucked at the head and licked the shaft till it was clean and then sucked me deeply into her mouth. I grasped her head and pulled her back. "Did you talk to Annie?" I asked.
Laura tried to nod but then said, "Yes" when my hands did not allow the movement. Chris tottered off the bed to the easy chair and sat down. No one else moved. My mother was writhing on the bed, close to an orgasm but robbed by Chris' departure. His cock was red and streaked with glistening moisture. "Yes. Sid will be gone three week, she thinks." I pushed her head back onto my cock. She gagged a little at the suddenness of the intrusion, adjusted and then sucked me deep.
"Chris!" I gestured. He stood up and staggered over to me. Everyone was now watching Laura suck my cock. She felt the attention while at the same time, aware that her naked son stood over her, watching her perform fellatio on his best friend. I felt a tremor quiver through Laura's body. "Chris, Sid will be gone after Sunday, likely for three weeks or so. Pick a day and rape Mrs. Kingston. Call me to see if she will be home or just watch and get her some night. Do not wait too long. Someone else may want a shot at her." Laura sucked hard on my cock and I pulled her off. "Laura, go undress someone. My mother needs more cock."
She pulled off my cock and stood, looked about the room in a dazed fashion, adjusted the bodice of the maid's uniform and went to Landon. She pulled his tee up and off his torso. She unbuckled his belt and opened his jeans. She shucked them down.
Mom quit her thrashing on the bed and turned partly onto her side to watch Mrs. Will strip Landon.
Mrs. Wills took off Landon's shoes and socks then removed his jeans. She sat on her heels for a moment, staring at his hard cock bowed up in his white jockeys. She stroked it with her hand. Landon groaned and his hand went to her head.



"Laura." I said.
She started, jolted from her reverie. She skinned his jockeys down his thighs. Landon's cock flopped forward, its angry blue vein clearly visible. It seemed to pulse though likely it merely bobbed before her goggling eyes. Laura pulled at the jockeys, down to his knees, down his calves and then removed them a foot at a time. Landon stroked her face and walked over to the bed where Mom lay panting and staring.
Mom reached out a hand as she had to Chris. Landon took it and she pulled him to his knees on the bed. He crawled between her legs and put his cock to her pussy. "Mrs. Duncan, I want to fuck you. My gawd you are so beautiful and sexy. You do not know how often I have dreamed of this moment." He glanced around at the rest of us. "But there was no one watching." He grinned.
"I like having my son watch me fuck you, Landon. We have nothing to hide from him. You saw him take me. I cannot tell you what it is like to feel his cock slipping into me while . . . ugggghhhh!"
Landon slipped his cock into my mother. She grunted and pulled her ass lower, seeking to escape the invasion then surged upward, taking more of him into her body. Landon bent over her breasts then looked at me.
"Laura. Clean Mom's breasts for us."
Landon kissed Mom instead. Mom's hands grasped his shoulders and they shared a kiss. They broke as Laura approached with a towel. He sat up, shoving his cock into Mom again. Laura wiped Mom's breasts with the towel, then with a wet cloth and then dried her chest again. Landon bent and kissed her breasts. Mom opened her legs wider and put her hands on his ass and pulled him against her, harder. Landon released her breast and began to hump into her. She humped back.
"Laura, who is next?"
She went to Brent and unbuttoned his shirt and then unbuckled his pants. She knelt to remove his shoes. Landon continued to pound into my mother. Laura pulled Brent's pants down, stripping off his underwear at the same time. He was naked and she knelt before him. He put a hand on her head and pulled her closer to his monstrous cock. She opened her lips and took what she could into her mouth. She sucked on him and Brent groaned in unison with Landon who was pulling free of my mother's sopping cunt.
"Oh gawwwwddddd." Mom moaned as the cock slid out of her pussy.
Brent pulled free of Laura's mouth and then climbed onto the bed while Mom was still swimming back to the surface from having a cock removed from her cunt before it was time. Brent lined up and shoved his cock into her. Mom screamed and tried to buck but Brent hooked her knees and bent her double, pressing his cock into her taut pussy. Mom screamed again and the orgasm flailed at her from all sides. Brent began to stroke her while she quivered with her climax, looking up at him from between her knees, pressed next to her ears.
"Gawd, Mrs. Duncan, you are a sexy piece of ass. I love fucking you. Are you ready to be airtight?" Brent spoke through clinched teeth.
"Laura." I said.
She went to Sammy but he pulled off his polo shirt himself. She did his pants and then shoes, again forgetting to do the shoes first. She pulled his briefs down and kissed his cock. Sammy groaned as my mother wailed to another orgasm. Mom shuddered and then she emptied of energy. Brent released her legs and pulled his cock out of her with a pop. Mom opened her eyes.
"Brent, honey, do you think you can get your cock into my ass? I have been thinking about it ever since you fucked me that night. I should be able to take you." She looked at the now naked Sammy, his cock down Laura Wills' throat. "Sammy, come get yours. Then I want it, I want you all, three holes and two hands."
Sammy pulled Laura off his cock. She toppled away from him, panting, her face flushed and splotchy with lust. She sat on the floor, staring at me. I shook my head. Sammy climbed onto the bed and Mom pulled him between her legs.
"Hello again, Mrs. Duncan. Seems like I remember this pussy but it was not nearly so damp." Sammy said. He entered her and Mom groaned.
"Gawd, five cocks, one after the other. What a fucking thing! Since you went last, you come in me and then everyone else can do it."
Sammy did not hesitate but pounded into her without art or finesse. She accepted his pummeling and when he came, they kissed. Chris mounted her again and his orgasm was close behind the renewed contact. Laura cleaned them both, wiping my mother's pussy with the wash cloth. I went to the bed.
"Laura, I think she need better cleaning than that."
Mrs. Wills glanced up at me and nodded. She dropped the cloth and attached her mouth to Mom's pussy. Mom bucked then but Laura held on, sucking and swallowing mouthful after mouthful of the mixture swimming in my mother's cunt. Mom was delirious. Laura began to rub Mom's clit while she ate and sucked and licked the pussy. I positioned myself behind Laura's bent form and lifted her skirt. She was half on and half off the bed. She moved to stand, bent over Mom from the side, bending her head to fit between the splayed legs. I entered her, plunging into her sopping pussy. Laura lifted her head and screamed, "No!" as I pulled free.
"I will come." Laura moaned before returning to eating my mother's pussy. I moved around her and presented my slathered cock to my mother. She licked it clean and sucked on the end. But I pulled away and reentered Laura, shoving my cock into her hard. Her body began to quake and her knees buckled. I pulled her free of my mother's cunt and dragged her to the stool by the vanity. I walked to my clothes and pulled my belt free.
Laura watched with terror in her eyes. I met her gaze. "Laura, what did I tell you about having an orgasm?"
"You said I could not come today." She said, her voice quivering.
"I am going to punish you for your infraction. No one is going to leave so I am going to beat you."
Landon mounted my mother and began to fuck her.
I swung the belt at Laura's covered ass. It splashed against the cloth. "Lift your skirt, Laura." I looked at Chris who was staring at me. I struck his mother's bare ass. "Chris, once we have had your mother, made her airtight, I believe you can give her to Annie after you rape her. Your mother would enjoy that, I think." I hit Laura again. Mom was huffing on the bed, panting like she was the midst of a hard work out and then she wailed again. Landon grunted and pumped load after load into her.
I struck Laura three more times. "Clean them up, Laura." I said. She got unsteadily to her feet, her legs did not appear to work very well. "Use your mouth." I said.
Laura shot me a shocked look but she licked Landon clean and then resumed sucking at my mother's sloppy pussy. When she finished, Brent mounted her and fucked Mom. Her legs splayed wide and finally fell open. Mom was coming continuously now, wave after wave of cock-induced climax. Her face tilted into a grimace which emitted grunts and cries as each wave flashed through her ravaged body. Brent socketed his cock into her and came, flooding her once more. I pushed Laura at them and again she cleaned them, licking Brent's cock stem to stern and then resuming sucking on mother's cunt.
I walked round the bed and lay down beside Mom. Mom pushed Laura away from her pussy and sat up. With some difficulty, wobbling, she got a leg over me and then pressed her pussy down on my stiff prick. She lay down on me and kissed me as my cock sluiced into her. "Thank you, Sonny." She whispered.
"We are not finished, yet." I muttered. I placed a hand on each cheek of her ass and pulled them apart. "Who is first?"
Chris' cock was hard again. I pulled Mom firmly down onto my cock. Chris got behind her. All I could see was Mom's enormous tits. I began to chew on them, putting bruise after bruise up the inside of each tit. Then I felt her stiffen and then she lurched over me. Her eyes were wild.
"Oh fuck!" She grunted and then she was pressing backwards, sheathing my cock deeper into her pussy. Then she bucked forward, pulling me free again. I found my cock with one hand and directed it at her pussy. Mom grunted and her body plunged down. The weight of them both was incredible and for a moment I could not breathe. Chris' face was a furious red, clinched with concentration. He rose up off Mom and she struggled to her knees once more, but then tipped forward, cinching her cunt onto my cock, laying her head against my shoulder. She turned it and a cock appeared at her lips, she kissed the end of Brent's cock then opened her mouth and sucked the head into her mouth. Chris grunted and pushed forward. Mom groaned around the cock in her mouth. I held onto her hips and Chris pressed down into her ass from above.
"Mrs. Duncan, your ass is so tight." Chris said through gritted teeth.
Mom opened her mouth and sucked at Brent's cock. She sucked on the flared head and then took what she could into her mouth; not much at the angle. I grasped her hips and pulled them apart, in doing so, locked her onto my cock. Chris began to fuck her ass with great, long strokes. Mom's pussy began to seethe and boil around my cock. For a moment I felt pressure from above, then it was gone and then it returned. My cock was feeling Chris fucking my mother's ass. Mom grunted and I began to hump at her from below. Something about that motion set her off.
"Glllummmptttthhffff!" She made a weird noise around Brent's cock head pressed against her cheek. Then she was shivering. Chris groaned and slammed into her from above and my orgasm rose up in me and I was coming. The convergence of our three orgasms shook the bed, us and the world. I flopped back to the bed and Mom completely collapsed over me. Chris pulled out of her ass and disappeared. Then I saw Laura and she began to clean Mom's ass and as much of my legs that she could reach with a wash cloth. Mom rolled onto her back. I rolled off the bed onto all fours, unable to stand. My body sang with the sensation of being inside her and feeling the force of her orgasm communicated to me through my own spasming cock.
Landon immediately took my place. Brent got on the bed and helped Mom mount Landon's ready cock.
"Oh gawd, boys. This is unbelievable!" Mom moaned. "I am fucking all of you. You are all fucking me! Cheese and crackers!" Then Brent's cock touched her back door. Mom became completely still, mashed down onto Landon's cock, her knees wide. It strained her and stretched her. I was looking at them from bed level. Mom knew what was coming. She concentrated on relaxing.
"Put a pillow under his ass." I mumbled. Laura responded and with a lot of hunching and shifting, she got a pillow under Landon's ass. Landon settled into a more relaxed position and Brent found her ass much more accessible. He lubed his cock and her ass and pressed his cock head against Mom's ass. My mother blew through her nose, sounding for all the world like a snort. I struggled out of the way when Sammy approached her mouth with his hard cock. Mom grasped his cock with one hand and struggled to get to the edge of the bed. She twisted on Landon and Brent pressed into her another inch or so.
Brent pulled back and pressed forward over and over again, working Mom's ass like a pile driver. She sucked on Sammy's cock. The angle was better and she got most of him into her mouth.
I sat up and then stood, staggered and made it to the vanity stool. Laura appeared and wiped off my saturated cock. It had nothing left to give. "Laura, wait for Brent to get all the way into her ass, then put lube on your finger and stick it into his ass." I spoke loud enough everyone heard. Brent looked at me but the command did not seem to penetrate his current frame of mind which was focused on penetrating my mother's ass. He had about half his cock into her. They were alternating motions. Landon hunched, Brent pressed and Mom would suck on Sammy's cock.
Brent finally got his cock completely into my mother's ass. He screwed it into her, twisting his body and then started to pull back. Laura's finger touched his ass hole and he grunted. He pulled back and slammed into Mom, hard. The motion was so violent it nearly gagged her on Sammy's cock. Sammy began to come and Mom struggled to swallow his cum as he shot into her mouth.
Landon was wheezing under the collapsed weight balanced on his cock but then he started concentrated hunching which made Mom wail. She screamed, she shook, the new edition of her climax wracked her. Brent increased his speed but Laura finally got her finger aimed right and pierced his ass hole and Brent yelled and came, filing my mother from behind. Landon gasped and went still. For several long moments, Brent hammered Mom from behind while she was shaking with a new orgasm. Finally, Brent finished. He lay on them for a moment but finally stirred. He pulled his cock out of Mom's ass with a long, careful backward motion. Mom moaned. When Brent was clear, he climbed off the bed. Laura began to clean him off and wiped my Mom's ass off. Landon waited for Laura to finish then flipped Mom onto her back and proceeded to hammer her pussy, sliding into her with long, forceful strokes.
Mom lay still, taking the pounding with nearly no response. Landon persisted and came inside her pussy. He rolled onto the bed beside her and lay still. For a moment, there was neither sound nor movement in the bedroom.
"I am fucked out." Sammy said. Several grunts seemed to echo the sentiment.
Mom opened her eyes and sat up on her elbows. "Boys, that was wonderful. Thank you!" She said. She looked at me and then struggled to her feet. "Sonny, take me home." We dressed and I did that.
She sat carefully on the way home. "Brent is an ass full." She said finally after I accelerated too much and she winced. "I might have surpassed good sense but taking that boy in the back door." She looked at me. I was dazed, utterly empty of thought or feeling. All I wanted to do was sleep but it was only four o'clock. Still, it seemed like a good idea.
My phone rang just was we arrived home. It was Kyla.
"Sonny?" She said softly. "Sonny?"
"Mrs. Clark." I said, looking at Mom who rolled her eyes, which I did not understand.
"I am sorry, Sonny. But I have not seen you or heard from you. Is something wrong? Have I done something wrong?"
"No. No, Kyla. I have been, er, busy."
"Can we talk sometime, Sonny. I think we should talk."
Now I rolled my eyes. "Kyla, what I want is to take your ass again. If that is what you mean by talking, then we are on the same page."
Silence.
I was so tired, so fucked out I was not sure I even cared if I overstepped. But then I heard a long sigh.
"Thank god! I thought something was wrong. Where have you been!"
"Ask Landon." I said. I hung up, blissfully ignorant and exhausted. The emotional stress of giving my mother to the guys was gone. I felt like I was sitting in the car with a football teammate after winning a big game. I patted Mom's leg. "Well done."
"Fuck me. I do not know if I could do that again." She hesitated. "But I think I like it up the ass. Who knew?" She looked at me. "Who's next?"
I shrugged. One MILF was airtight. The beginning was past. The Sharing was commenced and the List was active.
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Chapter 7
Blond Ambition and Eve
Upon returning to my house in Holdingsfield, I found plenty to keep me busy. The profiles of the membership were constantly being updated. My tour of the country with M'bara demanded my full attention. Spending the spare time I had inventing ways to excite her and stimulate her had cut into my study time and now I was behind. So I studied the profiles, arranged the information looking for the 'right ' way in, the access I could use for each of the remaining women. We had to designate the next move and I thought I found one and then slept on it for several nights. Tuesday night, I got a call from Crowley, the old crow. I had sent him a quick thought about setting up an escort service and he had concurred that the idea had merit. I gave him the new order of business which set his agenda for the next few weeks. But he is proactive, a good employee.
"Boss, I have had several inquiries about your escort service, the Prince is, shall we say, talkative? These people are serious. One of them was a woman who shall remain nameless whose son is turning eighteen and she wants get him a proper birthday present. She thinks a blond and a black woman would be just the thing. Several men are asking for a travel companion while they are in the country doing business and I have two or three politicians asking for discreet weekends." Crowley laughed, his voice scraping out of him like the complaint of twisting metal. "Think of what happens when we advertise!"
I dismissed that idea because I wanted it to be discreet. "Foil," I said, "the discreet feat."
Crowley was silent for a moment, then he said, "Foil. Touché, the discreet feat." He rumbled.
He knew what I was saying, we had a simpatico about things like this; we needed a name, a label under which to operate. I immediately liked it. "I'll think about it." I said. Liza had said something about an escort service and I had been pondering her comment. It was the conclusion she jumped to and she may not be the first or the last. The fact was that having all these women working off their debt with only me would likely kill me. I simply could not be the only prick in the picture. On the other hand, could I get them to agree to work their debts off with other people? I could not manage them myself and I certainly could not have Crowley or indeed anyone from my company do it or the cat would be out of the bag and I would never find out who the Chair of the board was.  
Then Liza called; she and Valerie wanted to come over and 'settle up' as she said it. So they arrived that Thursday morning and we sat down and they presented me with their fuck diaries, running accounts of each 'billable sex act' they had performed and the value they assigned to each, individually and together.
The accounting was quite impressive and by the time we were well into it, I figured I would be giving them more credit before they left. Never was accounting so interesting as when you are forced to count billable blow jobs and if the groping of pussy and ass by three men in an elevator was billable or just fringe benefits. Liza was surprisingly organized and between them, they had a total of about eighteen thousand dollars in sexual favors itemized to bill to the Prince. I found nothing to quibble about. I doubted he would. He bragged about a fifty thousand dollar fuck so our rates were more than competitive.
When we finished, I sat in thought, wondering about how to manage the situation, how to broach the idea of an escort service with these women and their roles in such service.
"Mr. Gale," Liza began and then stopped. "Look, I have been thinking about what you are doing and it is great but, Mr. Gale, I do not want to insult you but you are never going to be able to collect on these contracts if you do it all yourself. Twenty-women? All laying down for you and trying to work off their debt one blowjob at a time? It is impossible. You are great but not that great."
I started to respond but Liza held up her hand.
"Val and I were talking and frankly, we had a great time with the Prince, once you got him straightened out. He wants people to think he is really kinky but what he wants is to see his friends having fun. He gave us to his friends and several of the guys . . . "
" . . . and gals." Val interjected.
" . . . who worked for him. He was always trying to get us to eat the waitresses that served us food at the restaurants—as the tip, you understand. But that is beside the point. He likes things, perhaps a little darker but he was very respectful after you settled things for him and was very content with us." She blushed. "He even gave us some 'walking around money'." Liza glanced at Val and they nodded together. "Three thousand each." She said.
I extended my hand. "That money is mine." I said softly.
Liza blushed more deeply and Val joined her. "It's gone." She whispered. "We took an afternoon and went shopping. My gawd it had been a long time since I just splurged on myself like that! It was wonderful and when we got back, the Prince tore off our clothing and fucked us both because we looked so good!"
I shrugged. "Add it to your balances." I said firmly.
"But it was ours! Our tips!" Val protested softly.
Liza held up her hand. "No. He is right. Our bodies are his and he should be paid for letting us have what we had."
Val pouted a little.
"Half." I relented. "We split such proceeds evenly." I wanted to shrug and write it all off but I had learned that generosity in business leads to profligate liberality and an unrestrained sense of entitlement—give a little and they take a lot. Rules define the cost of employees and this was no exception. But this was more than an employer-employee relationship. Half seemed workable.
Both nodded.
"But that is not what I wanted to talk to you about, Mr. Gale. You are fabulous but you will never get your value from us if you have to collect it all yourself unless you raise these values. I calculated that it could take you fifteen years if you had one of us each night use this rate schedule even though the week with the Prince rather accelerated the process. I do not think anyone is going to want to be on the hook for fifteen years. So Val and I were talking and we think you should do this for all of us. You know, organize it. With your connections, I bet we could make your investment back in a hurry! I could manage it for you because you are going to need to continue recruiting. If you bring us the appointments, Val and I could take care of everything for you!" Liza rattled this out in a rush, barely taking a breath.
Both women stared at me, tension evident on their faces.
I was shocked. This seemed so impossibly easy, it had to be a mirage. I must be dreaming, I thought. For a moment, I was suspicious; my idea was coming out of their mouths. Not really, though because I actually heard the idea from Liza before, so this was just a follow up to her initial suspicions. But then I remembered the basic tenet of sales, always take 'yes' for an answer and quit talking. Till that moment, I had not really considered selling these women seriously. But the more I thought about it, the more I liked it. "No drugs. No violence. Just basic sex, a good time; we are not catering to anyone's anything except the lack of mind blowing sex. I will let customers know that orgasms are required to have a return engagement. If they do not win your accolades, they get no call back. You know, don't call us, we'll call you? A call service but backwards to the norm. We only want those who give and seek the best."
The two women nodded soberly. "We could have clients fill out surveys and we could do the same. Clients with a high enough grade could be retained." Val said thoughtfully. "I can do that. Simple spread sheets to keep track."
"No exchange of money. That is illegal. We'll, you'll find a way to add-bill them. Everyone wins." I added. I was going to need a business setup to run the cash through. Sharon could handle that and fit it into the real estate acquisition.
"Consulting fees." Val added.
"We need a name." I hesitated, reluctant to suggest that I had already been thinking about precisely this. "How about 'Foil! Touché, the discreet feat.' What do you think?"
Val and Liza glanced at each other. "Shit, Mr. Gale, that is much better than ours."
"What was your idea?" I asked.
"Trick and treat, the Halloween escort service."
"Too seasonal," Liza said. "I like that, Foil!"
Val sighed. "Fine, what is a foil!"
Liza beamed. "It is a sword but a very bendable, flexible sword. It has a great deal of élan with it. Very sophisticated."
"You mean like Zorro uses? I am not sure you want to advertise sex for hire with 'bendable' and 'flexible' associated with the idea, do you?"
I shrugged. "The people I will be sending you are not likely to be concerned about such things. You all will be arm-candy who put out and who do not look like it. The problem with most hookers is that they look like hookers. This will allow people to find the right woman for the occasion."
"But we can fulfill some fantasies, right?" Val asked. "That is part of the appeal, right?"
Liza and I both nodded. "I think we take their requests and send them a surprise. Picking a woman is too tawdry for most people of the type I think we would appeal to." Both women nodded soberly. I was thinking about taking them to the bedroom when the phone rang. I answered it and my plans changed.
"This is Eve."
"Hello Eve." Valerie and Liza both looked up at me, raising their eyebrows.
"Where have you been? I have called every day and gotten no answer."
"I went to sleep, that is where I have been. I had a very tiring but productive trip."
"Well, I need you." Eve said, a sharpness in her voice.
"Glad to hear it. I am happy to accommodate you. Where and when."
Eve snapped her lips. "I am not offering myself to you. You agreed to serve as my surrogate husband. Remember?"
"Yes." I didn't remember but now I did. "Shallow, right?"
"Yes. She has been here three days and insists on staying till you get home. Can I tell her you'll be home tonight and we can have dinner?"
"You mean when your husband gets home?"
"Of course that's what I mean." Eve was positively snappish. While I think she hoped that she could use me as wealthy people are in the habit of using the less fortunate, I think somewhere in her baser consciousness, she feared that she may be toying with something more than a pliable cock which is a bad expression. "We could meet you at the Astoria Steak Emporium tonight. Would you be available?"
I watched Liza and Val sitting at the table and mentally shrugged. They seemed comfortable with their positions, that is, working off their debts on their backs so there was no hurry about fucking either of them. I liked variety but familiarity breeds contempt. Foil could wait. "Sure. What time?"
"Seven."
The phone went dead in my hand. I hung up and returned to the table. "I have an appointment I must get ready for. " I said. "I do want to find out what you all learned from the Prince but I am afraid I must get ready. I want to work out and shower before I go." I did not mention I did not want to be fucked out before I reported for unfaithful husband duty.
Val held up a hand. "Before we go, we need to clarify something. Liza keeps fucking my husband."
"He keeps asking me too."
"Yeah, no doubt, but you are expecting to move that off your account and add it onto mine, right?" Val pressed.
Liza blushed a little and shrugged. "Well . . . "
"No dice." I said. "Liza, your ass is mine. If you are fucking around without my say so, it goes on your account, in detail. If it is with tiny Ted, then it goes on Val's account as well. Anytime he fucks any of my women, it goes on your account, Val. Do you understand?"
Val nodded.
"And you, Liza. If you fuck anyone, it goes on your account as sport fucking which means you are giving away what is mine which means you owe me for that. If I request that you fuck someone, as I did that one time with Ted, then it comes off your account. But if you do it for him or on your own, it is a credit to your account. Any questions?" I knew I could not enforce this code, it would be the honor system but the idea had merit, even if it was up to them to 'fess up.
Both women shook their heads. They packed up laptops and left. I did work out but not hard, just enough to put a swell in my muscles since I expected I would be using them that night. I arrived about 20 minutes late, by design and parked my own car. I wanted the women settled and past their first drink. When I spied Eve, I could see she needed more than one drink. Her face was set and tense, slightly bowed so that she looked at the world through her eyebrows, which made her look both formidable and brooding.
Everything the woman she sat with about the woman said sex or 'fuck me and I will fuck you'. There was no back down in her blue eyes. Her pale blond hair hung straight and long. She was fetching, with translucent white skin, completely clear and smooth. Her lips were rich and lush and she smiled as I approached, watching me even when she did not yet know me, a knowing look in her eyes. It said 'I know you want me,' without any suggestion that I could have her. She wore a sparsely cut pink dress with white embroidery, sleeveless and with a low neckline revealing her fine, porcelain breasts nearly to the nipples, showing skin to just below her belly button so that the skin was visible from her neck all the way down. A small gold chain held the two sides together. The front was straight, molded and held away from her body by apparently very, firm, quite formidable breasts. She looked like a heroine—or villain—out of a comic book. Her shoulders where small and narrow or perhaps her large breasts made them look that way. She had a small nose and high cheeks. Her neck was long and aquiline, graceful in line and curve.
I arrived at the table and stood still and silent for too long before the brooding Eve noticed me. She smiled a frosty smile and said, "Here he is. John, this is my dearest friend from University, Paula Imperial."
Paula extended a hand and I took it, thinking of kissing it but then demurred and shook it. Her hand was small, delicate. She moved slowly, with an unhurried grace that was . . . imperious. She had noblesse oblige oozing from her pores with the emphasis more on her nobility and less on her obligation.
"Enchanted, John," Paula said. "But call me Shallow. Everyone does."
I nodded. "Very well, Swallow it is." I sat down.
Eve was glaring at me. "Not 'swallow', John. Shallow."
I cocked my head. "Ah, yes, of course. Shallow. But it could be 'swallow', right?" I grinned but neither woman shared the fun. I felt like I had just farted at a funeral. They both had that manner, that way of looking at you which was a mixture of Olympics gymnastics judge and entomologist. I was a rare oriental wasp about to be pinned. Nobody trusts a giggly Olympics judge, hence the saying 'sober as a judge.'
"Have you girls ordered?" I asked and the evening began. Both drank heavily and I paced myself, wondering at the clear animosity which clung to the occasion like a cloying perfume, so thick that it choked normal discourse in favor of getting a good, deep breath. Midway through the entrée, Eve's phone rang and she answered it to discover that a dear friend's daughter had overdosed and was in danger of death at the local hospital. Her friend needed a ride to the hospital.
"Do you want me to drive you?" I asked, which I thought was perfectly natural for a loving husband to do.
Eve shot me daggers. "No. John, you know how Natalie hates you. Your presence would just make things worse. Shallow, darling, I am so sorry. I really must go. I will call you in the morning. John can drive you back to the hotel. John, darling, please walk me out."
I did so. Outside at the valet stand, waiting for her car, Eve took me by the arm and leaned close, wavering. She had drunk too much to drive but as her unfaithful husband, that was not my problem. "That woman is insufferable. She is out to seduce us both. She made me go down on her yesterday and then she got to me this afternoon. Now she wants you. Be careful. I think there is something else in her twisted little mind." The car arrived. Eve presented me her lips and I kissed her, hard. She sighed into my mouth while the wine fumes wafted into my nostrils from hers. Her mouth opened and she groaned as I pressed my advantage, her body molding against mine like a new lover. She broke the kiss but only after keeping the valet waiting for a good minute. She regarded me with her serious blue eyes and then winked at me. "Go get her, Tiger. And thank you." She squeezed my hand. I held on for a moment. "Fuck her. Fuck her good!" Eve hissed and was gone.
I stood and watched her drive away. She did not hit a light post so it was a good start at any rate. I returned to the table, looking back and seeing clearly that Swallow, er Shallow could have seen us at the valet station. Good thing we kissed like we did if the charade was to actually work. I had doubts.
Shallow was done eating and propped her proper chin on her hand and watched me as I finished my meal. "I gather my dear friend Eve has discussed the details of our past acquaintance?"
"You mean your penchant for fucking everyone else's boyfriends because you were a repressed dyke?"
Her ruby red lips made a little 'oh' and her eyes twinkled. I could see the game change in her eyes. I was not going to be some blushing school boy, lured into the spider's web or a lustful, wayward husband struggling to remain true. The measuring predatory look morphed into something which could have been actual interest. I thought a good rogering was just what the woman needed and that meant we had to establish right from the beginning who was mounting whom.
"She said I was a dyke?" Shallow asked.
I shrugged. "No. I extrapolated. You do not fuck for fun. You fuck for friction. I bet there is nothing you like better than kissing the wife of a man you just fucked, knowing you just had his cock stuffed in your mouth."
The woman actually colored. Her pale skin turned a cozy pink but her eyes were not embarrassed, they were dark and set, like pinholes, the natural blue darkened. If her irises got any smaller her eyes would have been all white. She did not speak. She bowed her head and then looked up at me. The color was gone and she was smiling, still a bit thinly but still a smile and her eyes had relaxed into a more human appearance. "I do give good head. Care to try?"
"Try? You mean you are still practicing?"
Her eyes contracted again.
I chuckled deep in my chest. "I have Eve, the best little cocksucker in the land. Why would I put my cock in the mouth of a woman who has gargled more chlorine than an Olympic diver? And second best at that."
The woman colored again. This time she bowed her head and was quiet for several minutes. The waiter came and I ordered a decadent chocolate desert. When it came and the waiter had gone, Paula looked like she was going to say something but I forestalled her, lying my hand on the table. "Listen, girl, we know all about your proclivities. You fuck the husbands of your friends, just to see if you can or to humiliate them or to see if they will take a gun and put you out of your depressed misery. I do not care why. What I care about is one simple thing. Can you fuck and is there something I can offer you that will make you come more than you have ever come." I took a bite of the flourless tort. It was great! "Paula, I am not interested in bullshitting you or Eve. This is a set up. Nat's daughter would never be so stupid as to overdose on coke and if she did, she would call Edwin and not Natalie. She is sending me back to your hotel with you with the expectation that I am going to fuck you. We'll see. I only fuck people who can kiss me and make my toes curl. Bad kisser, you can take your left hand to bed and let that be enough. Now, are you going to drop the routine and be a woman? Or are you going to keep the hooker act going and see how far it gets you?"



"Hooker act? How dare you!" Shallow's face rippled as an additional thought passed through her mind, "and I am right handed." She added calmly, as a sign she was indeed in control and in control of herself.
I could not tell if she was more upset that I had suggested she was a hooker or because I was not impressed with her act. I doubt she knew which either, perhaps both.
"So do you fuck around on little Evie a lot, John?"
This woman was good, back on the offensive without missing a beat.
"You are getting a little personal, aren't you?" Just the right amount of 'defensive' to get her that superior feeling again. She did smile, a supercilious smile which straightened her shoulders and raised her chin just that bit just before she ran a finger up between her breasts. The game was on.
"You are going to fuck me, right? How personal is that?"
I shrugged. "With you, rather like boarding a commuter train, I would imagine." Swallow's face scrunched into a scowl. I called for the check to stave off the gush of imprecations she had all lined up to deliver in the most elegant and cutting fashion. Then I walked out of the back exit of the restaurant to the elevator that gave access to the parking garage. I neither acknowledged her nor offered her my arm. She clacked along behind me, trying to keep up. The swing door slammed shut behind her and I turned and had hold of her so fast she shrieked. I kissed her, hard. Her lips were stiff, unmoving but I kissed them anyway, holding her by the shoulders. I dropped the kiss and stepped back.
"You don't kiss worth a shit." I said.
"No." She said. "Wait. Give me another chance. You surprised me."
I glared at her. "You come here with the stated objective of fucking not just me but Eve, too and you want some consideration? What sort of sociopath are you?"
Finally, the Barbie doll face cracked and she backed up from me. A tear appeared at the corner of one eye as she clasped her tiny little white purse to her huge visible breasts, folding them in around it like a collapsing umbrella in hurricane. "She told you?" Paula whispered.
"That you ate her cunt and then got her to eat yours?" I got it backwards intentionally—she never went first, I suspected. "Yes. And fuck you. Damn you! You do not know what you have done! Eve swore to me, no more women! She had stuck to it till now. And you waltz in here and fuck up the situation. Thanks. Now she wants me to fuck you to balance out the deal. For all I know she going to go down on Natalie as thanks for the phone call and then the whole deal starts all over again! Women calling all the time, glaring at me when they leave because they think I am competition or Eve will be complaining that she cannot have her cunt full of come when Mildred the dyke eats her. This is all your fucking fault! Fuck me!" I turned angrily and punched the call button for the elevator.
I stood facing the elevator, diluting the synthesized adrenaline coursing through my veins with stillness and deep breathing, wondering if she was going to buy the 'I hate having a bi-sexual wife' routine. Shallow clicked up behind me and laid a hand on my shoulder. "I am sorry. In college it was not just a pointless game. I fucked them all and they all knew it. It was a test to see if their new beau was honest with them. Those who confessed were keepers. Those who hid it needed work and those who called me for another bout of shallow sex with Shallow got the boot. I provided a screening service we all needed."
The elevator arrived and I let the door close without moving. She was a narcissist, never thinking to ask about Eve's supposed lesbian addiction. It made no difference to her.
"We were a group of all society girls, young women who had a family fortune stuffed up our skirts and every man we met knew it. We looked the part and acted the part and most of us were not actresses. Few could dress down and fuck a stranger for the sport of it and fool anyone. And besides that is so tawdry, it insults a girl's self-image. So we played the dating game or the Virginia Reel and reel them in."
I hit the button again and the door opened but I did not mount the car.
"No one saw us as women, girls to get to know or simple attractions to act on. When they looked at us we were either a pathway to riches, opportunity or a trophy they could bang and then brag about. I shamed them into silence for everyone else. I formed a no man's land where the other girls could watch and judge without putting their own reputation on the line. Until their new beau fucked Shallow, no nookie was offered." The elevator door closed.
"I was the litmus test and not a few of them would sit down with me and grill me about what he liked, what he was like, what he was good at, if he was hung, if I thought he was right for them. In practice, I kept them all safe till they could figure out how to keep their own panties on. The group before us, at Victoria Prep, nine out of sixteen heiresses had abortions before they graduated, most before they were sixteen and several had two. Two of them committed suicide in college. In my group, they are all happily, well, comfortably married. I think Eve and you are happy but not doing so well, if I gauge the situation correctly." Shallow stopped talking.
I was impressed. She was clearly a highly intelligent woman. While I longed to just fuck her good, do her in the ass and call it good, I thought I owed Evie something more. Something that would buy more something, more than a simple kiss from her as the favor she owed me. But I felt sorry for Shallow. I'm such a sap!
"So. Are you married? Eve never discussed your love life." The elevator door closed again.
Now tears did come to the woman's eyes and she shook her head. I was even tempted to believe they were real. They welled up and a big fat one tracked down one cheek. It was impressive! Such training, such command of her tear ducts! I was not buying it. I hit the elevator button again and the door opened, which indicated low demand. I stepped inside and Paula followed me but stood facing me. Neither of us selected a floor.
"Tell me something you have not done that you would like to do." I said.
"Walk on the Great Wall of China."
I smiled and shook my head. "No, I mean sexually. What is there that you have not tried that you think you might like? You always have to do all the work; this time, let me give you something you love, something that you dream of."
For an instant, I saw the calculation in her eyes and I knew I was right to be suspicious of such easy tears, no matter how much sense they made emotionally and the subtle intentions Eve feared. This woman was not a normal woman. For a moment, that thought scared me and I wondered if I was playing a game with no good ending for me. I confess, the thought gave me a bit of a thrill and increased the growing erection in my pants.
"I have never had someone watch me while I was fucking, being fucked." She said seriously. Her eyes did not waver. This woman had been manipulating for so long, she simply did not know how to stop. If she did, she might turn to dust and blow away.
"Does it matter who sees you? Us." I amended.
Paula's eyes widened for a moment. "Give me another chance. I want to curl your toes if I am able. Kissing you, I mean."
I regarded her for a moment but she was fully in character now, feeling in control of the situation once again; back on script. "Give me your panties." I said. This could be a losing gambit if she was not wearing any. I wasn't sure which to hope for. Both had great potential. What this woman must think of Eve, married to a John like me! I smiled into the silence which followed my demand. I think it must have made me seem challenging or arrogant because Paula immediately reached under her dress which only came to mid-thigh and skinned her pretty pink bikini panties down her beautiful legs. She did have perfect legs. Everything about this woman was perfect, skin, proportions, ass—which I had been able to examine by then—tits, lips . . . she had it all. My initial impression had been right on, 'fuck me and I will fuck you' was this woman all over. Paula stepped out of her panties and unhooked them from her lifted ankle and held them out to me.
I looked at them for a minute, a bit disappointed. Had she been commando, I was going to unzip my pants and invite her inviting mouth to suck my dick. The idea of her on her knees in this dingy elevator when the door could open at any time had been attractive. My first idea had been to take her panties and give her the chance to kiss me again as she wanted but giving this woman a chance seemed like giving a shark the chance to lick your finger; a good way to lose your arm, IF you were lucky.
So I took the panties, stuffed them in my pocket. Then, while she watched, unzipped my pants and fished my pliable cock out of them, holding it with one hand. Paula stared at my cock and looked up at me, involuntarily shaking her head, like she could not believe I had done that.
"I have been gone a while. I need a quick one." I said softly. She glanced at the floor selection buttons, gauging the risk. She knelt, moved my hand away from my cock, taking it in her hands and massaged its girth and weight for a moment. She lifted the head and licked it. Then she kissed it. Looking down on this gorgeous blond woman with the dark red lips addressing my cock on her knees in an elevator got to me. Like a jolt of electricity, I started feeling her ministrations and my cock twitched in her hands. She sucked on the end and let it slip further into her mouth. Her tongue entered the fray, lashing the head of my dick and swabbing it while she sucked at it. It swelled and stiffened. She sucked harder, encouraged. It straightened and she let it poke into her cheek which bulged as she pressed her head onto the cock at the wrong angle. She adjusted her head and the cock flexed into a full upright position. Paula blew through her nose and sank her mouth about half way down my cock. I felt the head hit the back of her throat. She blew again, sounding for all the world like a horse snorting.
I bent over her and put each hand down her gaping dress finding her breasts bare inside the nearly rigid front, impressively supported internally without benefit of bra or wire. The golden chain broke. I found the nipples and pinched them gently. Paula snorted again and pressed her head further down onto my towering cock. I pinched her nipples harder and she groaned deep in her throat, deeper than the head of my cock had yet descended so the sound vibrated pleasingly around me. I cupped her hanging breasts, pushing them inwards so they escaped the little restraint and support the pink dress provided. I then pulled them upwards, squeezing them both very hard. My cock went completely into the woman's pulsating throat. She swallowed around it, showing her talent and control. She blew and again and I felt her hot, blistering breath wafting through my unruly pubic hair. She inhaled again, sucking at my entire cock again. She swallowed, blew again and backed off till only my cock head was clutched in her lips. Her mouth massaged my cock, like she was sucking at a mother's nipple, pulling with her lips and leaving a smear of red lipstick on the upper side of my cock, which had gone white from the intense sucking but soon turned so scarlet the smear of her lipstick disappeared.
Paula's eyes were on me. I had withdrawn my hands from her dress and had one on the back of her head. For a moment, I thought about cocking her throat again but hesitated. Like a flash of lightning the desire to be inside her body struck me, at the other end of her body.
"Stand up, Paula." I croaked. My voice was raspy, harsh, insistent. Paula gave my wondrously hard cock one last suck and then stood up. She began to put my cock away and I was encouraged. She did not expect it when I spun her around, and lifted the stiff skirt folding it up onto her back. I grasped her by the hips and probed her ass with my cock. I opened my pants and let them drop to my ankles. Her hands automatically went to the wall of the elevator and her head cradled against her arms. I grasped my cock and used a finger to search for her hole. I touched her lips, finding them damp and bulging. I fit the tip my finger into her entrance, feeling around until I was sure I had the hole opened a bit. I moved the head of my cock to her pussy and pushed.
"Oh god!" Paula whispered. "Oh sweet god!"
I pulled back but her hips followed me so I reversed direction and surged back down her love channel. She actually shuddered as I entered her. Her pussy resisted for a few strokes, I encountered her tight band and backed up, massaging her outer lips with my cock while I steadied her with my other hand. Finally, I felt her inner acceptance, that relaxing release and my cock shifted deeper for the first time. "Christ you are tight, Paula. What a fine cunt you are." I hissed.
Paula grunted in response. My cock flowed deeper into her body but not all the way.
For the first time, I discovered what a small woman she actually was. Her legs were long but she was short, with a short torso and a small set of hips which made her waist low and created the illusion of height when the reality was simply perfect proportions. I only had to bend my knees a bit to get my cock perfectly lined up. Then I put hands on her hips and began to stroke my cock into her. She wavered back and forth before me as we separated and then slammed together. Her pussy sloshed with liquid as I fucked her and soon it was running down my legs and hers. I bowed over her and grasped her breasts, again filling each hand barely but proportioned perfectly to appear larger than life. I grasped them and began to fuck into her body while pulling at them. Her dress was pulled back over her shoulders which arched to help my reach. Paula moaned and then her ass began to shake and quiver.
"Christ, fuck me. I am coming!" she muttered. At that moment, the car lurched into motion descending. I pulled out of her cunt, pulled up my pants and put my cock away. She pushed herself upright and righted her dress, tucking both breasts back into place. She staggered back to me, leaning on me like she was drunk, which, I suppose she was; pussy drunk or cock drunk, if you like. I put a hand around her to steady her. She shifted her purse to the left hand and cupped my tented cock, moving it up and over so that it lay more naturally inside my pants, forming a distinct crease, almost like the Nike swoop. I leaned over and kissed her, finding her lips expressive and open, her tongue sensuous and tentative, while she probed my mouth and I painted the roof of her mouth, making her shudder in my grasp. We were still kissing when the doors opened. Her hand lay lightly along the side of my face, a curiously tender gesture. Two couples were waiting and stared at us till we noticed and one of the guys blocked the closing door. They stood aside as we staggered out. They entered the elevator with odd looks on their faces, perhaps smelling the cloying scent of aroused cunt that filled the lift. They entered the car and the doors closed. I pulled the woman into my arms and kissed her hard. With one hand I circled her shoulders and the other snaked underneath her dress and cupped her perfect little ass. She lunged against me, plastering her pussy against my leg as I kissed her, moaning into my open mouth.
When we broke the kiss, she said, "coitus interruptus. Dammit I was having a good one."
"Come with me." I took her by the elbow and went in search of my car. I had parked in a remote corner myself rather than use the valet service. When we arrived, I opened her door but stopped her from getting in, taking her purse and dropping it on the seat. I turned her around found the hook and zipper under one arm and loosened her dress. The moment I tugged at it her arms rose like she was doing that wave at Wimbledon, decorous but participating. I pulled it off of her. I tossed the dress onto her seat and pulled her into my arms. Her naked body shivered in the outdoor air. The sound of a car nearby disturbed our kiss. I turned so that she was shielded by my body when the headlights flashed over us from someplace deeper in the garage. When the ticking, clicking silence of the place returned, backed up by the sounds of the city traffic beyond its bleak, concrete abutments, I pulled her to the back of the car and turned her to face the trunk. She lay down on the boot, hoisting her ass which was soon possessed by my hard cock. I found her weeping entrance and shoved the steel probe home. She bleated for a moment and then, hunched back at me. She stretched her hands out before her like she was making a bowing prayer of some sort and arched her body a bit so her breasts were brushing the cool metal of the Caddy.
My cock rooted deeply in her pussy and I adjusted, trying to keep my pants from dropping off my ass till I gave up and let them fall. I began to hammer Paula from behind, while she muttered and moaned on the trunk of the red Caddy. I took firm hold of her hips and lifted her feet off the ground and then pulled her back onto my cock, with my legs straight. She dangled in the air, her feet off the ground, a cock firmly entrenched in her spasming cunt. Paula came as I hit bottom, grunting with passion but nearly helpless in that position. Since most of her weight remained on the car, I could move her ass around on my cock fairly easily and I did, changing angles. Her tits scrapped on the metal with a discreet little squeak as I shifted her body around on my cock. She finally lifted her legs and hooked them on my back in an awkward configuration but one that gave her enough leverage to pull me into her pussy with short, quick jerks of her legs which began a crescendoing rhythm. I tried to match it but she was screaming through gritted teeth and clinched lips so she did not echo into the garage. I fucked her hard and fast and then I was coming. The reason I had stripped her, I wanted to come. She must have been coming the whole time because her body bucked against me when I stopped stroking into her cunt, bucked and twisted while she whistled and wheezed through the orgasm possessing her, successfully remaining fairly, discretely quiet.
I lay over her for a few moments, waiting for my heart to slow down so I could stand up without fainting. I did. She dropped her legs, probing for the ground. I panted, backing away. I pulled up my pants just as the car rounded the corner, the lights playing over her glistening white, naked body. She immediately rolled over, waved and smiled while cupping one gigantic breast with her other hand, legs wide. The car passed. She slid off the trunk and clicked over to the door and got into the car. I got in the other side.
I sat there for a while doing nothing, maybe waiting for my vision to clear to return to normal so I could drive. Fuck drunk could cause accidents as well as drunk drunk would but it was more difficult to test for and would not get your license lifted. Still, I waited, as a matter of public safety.
"Fuck me that was great." Paula said. "You asked if there was something I really wanted to try that I had not gotten to do, before. There is."
I lifted my head and looked at her. "Oh?"
Paula was nude, sitting in my car, likely dribbling our cum all over her dress, which she was sitting on. Her breasts glistened with sweat, drying in the cool air, the nipples were prominent in the middle of the brown-red patches. Her hands lay on her bare legs. She looked at me. "Yes. There is something I always wanted to try but never got the chance."
Lights flickered behind us and for a moment I could see her eyes and I knew something was coming. The little bitch was not satisfied yet. There was something more. I had felt it all along and here it came.



"Yes, I fucked everyone's boyfriends and now, everyone's husband. I guess once my therapist and I figured out what college was all about, I figured they owed me a crack at their comfortable little hubbies. You would be surprised how few of them made an issue of it. I never asked, I just took and maybe that was wrong but they let me ruin myself and took their benefit without ever giving me anything in return." She harrumphed, "except maybe contempt. I got plenty of that. Now, I cannot devote myself to any one person. I fucked all the guys they were curious about. Several of them sent me on a cock hunt just to see if I would or to get intel on the guy. It was amusing to watch Swallow, er, Shallow bag another cock. I was doing force recon for cocks." She smiled crookedly. "Yes, I play computer games, online and I am damn good."
Paula bowed her head then. Act or true isolation, loneliness or regret, with her I could not tell.
"I was ruined and they benefitted. They owed me." She sounded vehement which struck me as odd, but the rationalizations of a sociopath will always seem sensible till you stop and think about them. They would always be fascinating and sometimes intoxicating. I, however, was prepared. I knew as Eve did not know that there was something more this woman desired and would continue to pursue till she got it. We, I had to find out or she would not be satisfied. I resolved to satisfy Shallow so she would leave Eve and John alone. I am such a humanitarian! I amaze myself, sometimes.
"You were right. I loved the idea of fucking both sides of a couple. While they all complained about me fucking their boyfriends, not one of them ever made a peep about me eating their cunts. Never. And most of them would return the favor as a matter of course. I do not know how many of them were pussy diving when I was not around but they all tried it one time or another with me. All of them! Several of them fed me fresh fucked pussy. Usually I could recognize the taste and smell of the spunk oozing of the them because I had drank from the source myself. I even managed to get a few of them to eat the spunk of their man or someone else's man out of me. That all turned me on, incredibly, and I always came like a freight train. But every time I fucked the guy, I would look around for them, imagining that they were watching. I just thought I felt guilty and was worried about getting caught but in fact, I learned later, I actually wanted their approval. I wanted each of them to watch me fucking their man."
"And join in?" I prompted.
Paula shook her head. "No. Not so much. Although I would not kick any of those girls out of bed for eating crackers. I just wanted them to approve of me fucking their men for them. I wanted their approval. The best would be for them to invite me to come fuck their man, you know, as a gift to show their love to their man. I wanted to be that gift. No one is ever going to do that."
"You want them to acknowledge that you are better in bed than they are." I said, before I could stop myself. Revelation is good for therapy and theater but it is not renowned for creating an atmosphere for excellent sex. I feared I had blown it. I thought I knew where she was heading and everything fit. I chortled inside myself, for once, I thought I was ahead of this blond vixen, if I could keep my fucking mouth shut.
Paula stared at me and then shook her head. "Could that be it? I just want all those women to admit that I am better at being a woman than they are? That if everyone faced up to the truth, I am sexier, more beautiful, more perfect in every way than they are and so their men settled for second best when they passed on me?" Paula stared out the windshield for a few moments and I feared, still and again, that I had lost her. But she rallied.
"I will have to think about that." She turned to look at me, got moment, I thought I glimpsed gratitude in her eyes but I was likely just hallucinating. "I just want Eve to watch you fuck me. I want her to see me coming with your cock stabbed into my cunt and my legs wrapped around your back. I want her to see you enjoying my perfect body and I want her to smile and let you have me. That is the perfect fantasy."
I started the car. "Get dressed." I said. She slipped the dress over her shoulders and into place, not bothering to zip it up or wipe at the big stain blotched on the side of the skirt. Everything was clear to me. It was almost too perfect. And I could afford to be leisurely and indifferent to the outcome. I actually felt good about what I was about to do. I paid the parking and got out onto the street headed towards Paula's hotel. I fit my Bluetooth into my ear and said 'Eve' which I had programmed into the system on the way over. I had anticipated taking Shallow back to the hotel but not what I now had in mind.
The phone rang and Eve answered. "Hello."
"Where are you?" I asked.
There was a long silence during which the traffic light changed. "On my way home." Eve said, her voice tense, guarded. "She is in a coma and her mother had to be sedated so there is nothing left to do at the hospital."
The liar. She was going to deserve this. "Listen, the hotel had a pipe break above Shallow's room and it has been flooded, they just called. They do not have any more rooms. Rather than force her to chase around and find someplace else to stay, I offered to let her stay at our house. She insisted I should call you before we decided what to do." Paula was staring at me.
"She is with you now?" Eve asked.
"That's right." I returned.
"I see. Your idea or hers."
"What do you think?"
That stopped her. She thought out loud. "If you did not offer, it would look suspicious. But that means you have to stay the night in my room or she is bound to notice. That makes it sound like your idea. I am not going to fuck you, Josh. I already told you."
"Of course. Only until she arrives. I know we promised her a place to stay for a few days but for tonight Shallow should be no imposition, don't you think? We can change the sheets easy enough though, right?"
Eve snorted. "Fine. Bring her here." She was quick and caught on fast.
Paula continued to stare at me open mouthed. She did not say anything though. She got her stuff and brought it down to the car in record time, without checking out since she would likely need the room again in a tomorrow. We were back at the community and pulling up to Eve's house by eleven. Paula had showered and changed and was wearing a see-through white blouse with a pretty bra and a black skirt with flats. She had dumped a bunch of water in her suit case to back up the story. Everyone was lying to everyone.
Eve greeted us with tight bonhomie and stiff consolation. She helped settle Shallow in the guest bedroom, on the other side of the atrium from the master. Shallow immediately retired which left Eve and I standing together on the balcony outside the guest bedroom. She looked me over and then sighed.
"Fine. Come with me." We went back to her room and she pulled out some pajamas from a drawer. You can wear these. Did you fuck her?"
"Yes. But she is not satisfied." I said, opting for the truth rather than trying to ratchet up the pressure. I thought the truth would be enough. "She wants something else. She wants you to catch us fucking. That is why I brought her here. Her secret desire is to fuck your husband while you watch and either join in or at least watch. Either way she wants you to approve of it. If that is her agenda, she would keep coming back trying to collect and she would figure out you duped her and the cost might increase accordingly. She is a sociopath, I think and she would not rest till she got you some other way. This way, I fuck her again, you creep down the hall and catch us and everyone is happy. She leaves you alone and tries to duplicate it with all your other friends but you are first and off the hook. That is going to take some doing to duplicate with the others so I am at least buying you time. She will figure out you have a different husband than the one she fucked but if she has managed to duplicate her fantasy with her other friends, perhaps she will give you extra credit for starting her off. She might even give you props for being clever enough to fool her."
Eve squinted at me, cocking her head. "Sounds plausible. So, what? We go to bed, I am supposed to go off to sleep and you, unable to resist fucking her again, creep down the hall and attack her. She screams while you fuck her sooooo good and I come down and watch her coming on your cock?"
Eve's lapse into gutter language signaled how unsettled her encounter with this woman had left her. I nodded and waited.
"Or, I could just go home." I said. Truthfully, either way was fine with me.
"No. No. This sounds exactly like something Shallow would do." Eve said, finally averting her eyes from mine, ending the search for subversion. "You can sleep on the floor."
I was ready for that. "Nope. I am helping you. We do it my way. You said no fucking. Fine. But I am your husband and I sleep with you. Not to worry, Swallow is likely to fuck me out anyway."
"Shallow." Eve said, miffed for some reason. She nodded. "Whatever." She turned away but I caught her arm.
"You have to suck my cock."
"What? Are you crazy?"
"If she wants to discuss this, you need to be able to tell her you know I fucked her, you could taste her when you went down on me. I have been gone a long time, remember. We love each other and bear a great deal of lust in our loins for each other."
Eve stared at me. She shook her head and knelt on the floor. She unbuckled my belt and pulled pants and underwear down my legs. She stared at the crusted, stained and flaccid mess that was my cock. "At least let me wash . . ."
"No. You have to taste her on me. I was deep inside her pussy when I came. I fucked her in the parking garage, sprawled over the trunk, stark naked. She came and came. You need to suck me off. This must be authentic or she will know."
"No. I'll suck you but you come in my mouth and I bite it off."
I shrugged. I had not planned for this but it seemed like a good thing so, no come no loss. Eve stared at my cock as it began to twitch to life. She did not move and when the cock straightened and touched her lips, she grimaced and opened her mouth. Her tongue began to lick the head and I hardened, pleased with the new sensation of her mouth on my cock. She closed her eyes and began to suck on the head. I stood perfectly still. Her robe gaped and I could look down on her little breasts, standing up on her lean chest with hard, erect nipples. She enveloped more of my cock, sliding her lips up and down on the shaft, then pausing to suck on the end and lick it with her very expressive tongue. She bobbed her head and my cock disappeared into her mouth. She inhaled and for a brief moment, I was lodged all the way into her throat. She had talent too.
Then she pulled free and stood up. "There. I tasted her on you."
"You recognize her taste then?"
"Of course I do. I was lapping up her juice yesterday. I know you had your cock in her."
"When she asks about it, what are you going to say?"
Eve stopped and considered for a moment. "I'll think about it. Not sure whether to be mad or tell her I came when she does while you are, are, a, doing her." Her equilibrium seemed to have returned. I wondered if the blow job helped.
I used guest utensils and soon we were both in bed. We went through the charade of getting ready for bed on the theory that the devious little bitch could be listening. I lay awake for half an hour before rising and slinking down to Shallow's room. I opened the door and found some light was coming from outside so I could see the bed and her form under the sheet, the rest of the covers thrown back. I moved carefully over to the bed. It occurred to me that Shallow may be wondering which of us was stealing into her room in the middle of the night but I knew which she hoped it would be. Me.
"You awake?" I whispered.
"Yes." She returned. "What are you doing here?"
"I want you again." I said. "In bed, like normal people."
She laughed a quiet giggle. "Neither of us is normal." She said.
I striped out of the pajamas and pulled back the sheet. Her arms found me and pulled me into her embrace. Her body was naked, alive and writhing beneath me as I found her lips with mine. With one hand squeezing a breast and braced on the other one, I kissed her. Paula moaned up into my mouth. I reached over and turned on the light. She looked shocked.
"How is she ever going to see if the light isn't on?"
"What do you mean?"
"She jumped me before I could get to the shower and she tasted you on my cock. Of course she knew it was you, had to be since her tongue was lashing your clit earlier today right?"
"Yesterday. She ate me yesterday. I ate her today. Did you fuck her?"
"She was pissed, told me to sleep downstairs. Not likely. Not with you in here."
There was a mirror against the far wall and I could see the bedroom door in it. I saw the motion when it opened.
"Was she angry?"
I moved between Paula's legs. They opened and made room for my body, her knees caressed my sides and hips as she opened for me. My cock was hard. Her hands found me and directed me to her entrance. I pushed my cock into her body once more and she arched her body, taking my cock all the way into her molten core in one wet motion.
"God but I love cock!" Paula hissed.
I lifted my head and glanced at the mirror. The door was open and some vague light, moonlight or streetlights or something outlined Eve as she leaned on the door jamb. Paula lifted her legs and encased me in them, pulling my cock back into her body. She began a steady hunching rhythm causing a shiver to run up my spine. I settled down on my elbows and began to bang her cunt with my cock, stroke on stroke, even, regular and constant, varying the intensity a bit but keeping the pace. She began to meet me with her hips, thrusting her pussy up at me, taking me into her cunt. I lowered my mouth to her lips and kissed her, lightly then meeting her open mouth with my own, tongue on tongue, lips on lips, both blowing for breath while our hearts hammered together as we fucked. I moved my lips to her ear and said very softly, "She is here. At the door. She is watching me fuck you."
Paula grunted and then her whole body convulsed and her legs seized about me like a vice while her cunt hammered at me. I tried to keep the rhythm but she held me too tightly so I only managed little motions against her arched, clinched body. "Oh god, oh god, oh god!" She moaned. "I am coming againnnnnn. Fuck me, John. Oh John, fuck me!" She was speaking with a louder voice now. I glanced at the mirror and saw Eve, nude by the door. Her hands were working on her body; one between her legs while the other fluttered from breast to breast. Her back was to the door jamb and her feet were both planted firmly in the room as she masturbated to the sound and sight of us fucking.
"Look, she has her eyes closed." I whispered.
Paula rose up, peering over my shoulder while I lay flatter on her, still fucking her. I felt her see what she wanted to see as a shiver coursing through her flesh. Her pussy began to clinch and twist at my cock, her legs dropped down and her ass began to piston up and down. "Oh fuck me, John. Please fuck me harder. I can come again, if you fuck me hard!" She muttered and I responded with harder, longer and deeper strokes. Paula moaned and then she was coming again, I felt her craning her neck over my back to watch Eve. We both heard the grunt from behind me, a hiss of the intake of breath and the exhale of a controlled orgasm as it seeped between Eve's clinched teeth. I glanced at the mirror and could easily make out in the light, Eve's head thrown back and her hand fluttering at her pussy while she pinched her nipples very, very hard. Her face was wrenched and she was biting her lower lip. While we watched, she came again.
Paula seemed to be hooked to her. As Eve shuddered through another orgasm, Paula did as well. When the little lightning passed, she lay still and I rested, settling my cock deep into her body while she panted. "Want to get on top?" I asked, following a hunch.
"God, yes!" Paula said. I moved off to the side such that I could watch the mirror. I wondered if Eve would join us, half hoping, half fearing because I was not sure I wanted to share her with Shallow. She was gone, at least out of the light. I saw the door move and Eve's hand appeared as she pushed it further open. Then I saw her head, she had crotched and was staring right up the length of our bodies.
Paula got to her knees and I scooted to the middle of the bed then lay down on my back. For a moment I thought she would mount me reverse cowboy so she could look Eve in the eyes as she fucked me. But she did not, facing me instead, her face a mask of concentration as she located her hole with my cock and slide onto me, like a donut on a stick. She slide completely full of me, grinding her body against mine once I was completely rooted inside of her. Out pubic bones kissed. She placed her hands on my chest and began to fuck me, shifting her hips in short, compact strokes. I reached for her bobbing breasts and palmed them, massaging them so that she had to lean into me as she fucked. I arched my back, raising under her while I pulled her down onto my body. Shallow screamed, a full-voiced scream and she flopped forward onto my chest. For a moment she lay still and the rose up again, struggling to remain up right. I hunched my cock up into her again.
"Oh fuck, that feels great. God, don't stop!" Paula said through gritted teeth. I began to pop my hips up at her as she rode me. Her pace quickened and she was fucking me and rubbing her tits with both hands, twisting them together and then pinching the nipples. I steadied her with my hands on her hips, pulling her down hard with each stroke. Then suddenly she screamed again and fell all the way backwards, bending my cock forward to a very uncomfortable angle. I grasped her hips and pulled her forward a little to release the pressure. She shuddered, quivering and quaking, gibberish tumbled from her lips and she came again.
After she calmed she said, "help me. Help me up." Her hands found mine and I pulled her back up right. She just sat on my cock, panting and looking about her with passion glazed eyes. I arched my back, shoving my cock deeply into her cunt. Paula grunted and hunched her body at me. She began to ride me again. It was then that I saw the shadow appear behind Paula. Eve was standing right at the foot of the bed. I could clearly see her. Her eyes were shining, watching Paula ride me. Paula leaned over me, grasping me by the shoulders
"Grab my ass. My ass. Make me come. I can come again!" Paula shrieked, no longer aware of her conditions or surroundings. I placed my hands at her waist and then slid down to her little apple ass and jerked her body down at the same time my hips surged up, driving my cock into her. Again, she shrieked. Her whole body shook and I repeated the motion. She gibbered and cried, begging for the cock to go deeper. "Deeper, harder! Fuck me deeper. Grab my ass and fuck me harder." Paula's voice was raw with strain, ululating with passion. I pulled her down onto my cock again, setting up a violent rhythm, pulling her hard down and then slowly withdrawing, settling back onto the bed before jerking our bodies together again with great force. Each time Paula would grunt or moan or shout, 'fuck!' and grind her pussy down onto my dick. I found a rhythm and stroke I could sustain and I did, striking upwards into Paula's body over and over again. She began to chant.



"Oh fuck me. Oh fuck me. Oh fuck. Oh fuck. Oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhhhhhhh! Fuck meeeeeee!" She screamed as she came once more, her whole body thrusting down, grinding and twisting on the prong of my cock that was jammed deeply into her quivering, vibrating body. "Coming, coming, coming." She chanted, the orgasm inflecting the words as they tumbled out of her mouth.
I looked at Eve and she was standing, stooped with a hand on the bed and the other between her bare legs. Paula continued to ride me, babbling about coming and fucking and begging for me to grab her ass, over and over again, a mantra of orgasmic ecstasy in which I had not yet shared. Then finally, Paula slowed, her body still rocking. "Tired," she said and rolled off me, onto her back. Eve straightened but did not move away. I sat up and turned over onto Paula's nearly inert body. Her eyes were open, staring past me at Eve.
"Fuck me John! Come in me. I want you cock in me and I want you to come. Oh god, come in me! Fill me up!" She said in a slurred voice.
I positioned myself between her legs, found her gaping opening with the head of my cock and rammed it into her. I glimpsed in the distance my orgasm, fast approaching.
Shallow began to speak. "I am fucking your husband, Evie. He fucks me so good! I love his cock and he cannot leave me alone. I love his cum oozing out of my cunt. I love fucking your husband, Evie." Paula had set up a commentary directed at Eve who was leaning over us, one leg on the bed and a hand twitching at her pussy, thrumming her throbbing clit while before her, my ass rose and fell, driving my cock over and over into the supine body below. I rose up on my arms and began to pound Paula harder and harder. Then it happened. Eve leaned past me and kissed Paula on the lips. Paula immediately grabbed her by the head and neck and did not let go, grunting with each of my downward strokes, a flowing keening issuing from deep in her throat. The keening swelled and I was hammering her as hard and fast as I could, I wanted to touch Eve but did not have a hand to spare. Eve had a hand between her legs and her hips were shimmying then she succeeded in pulling away from Paula, standing and staggering back as I fell onto Paula's body, orgasm washing over me in an enveloping haze. Paula threw her hands wide and jerked her hips at me three or four times and the keening turned into a scream as she came the final time. Once she went silent, she did not move, even after my cock slipped out of her.
I made ready to get off her and she roused and kissed me. "Thank you, John!" she said.
I turned and looked to see if Eve was still there. She was. She stared at me. I looked back to Paula. "Why do they call you shallow?" I asked.
"Because I am. All I want is cock and pussy. I live for it. But I can get it so much, I have to set obstacles to make it fun, interesting. You have been all I needed and more. Thank you." She kissed me once more and I got up, picked up the pajamas and trudged back to the bedroom. Eve had scampered ahead of me and was sitting up in bed, nude, when I arrived. She said nothing. I showered quickly and came to bed, equally nude. I lay down on my back and I think was asleep by the time she leaned over me and kissed me on the lips. I mumbled something but conked out and I remember nothing more.
By the time I woke the next morning, Shallow was gone. Eve was sitting in the kitchen drinking a cup of coffee. Though I liked the smell I rarely drank it. I studied her and saw the haunted look in her eyes. She glanced at me, giving me a glare at first. Then she smiled a wan smile. "Thank you for helping me." She said softly.
"You owe me." I muttered.
Eve stared at me, her blond hair a tangle and her eyes clear. She nodded but looked away. She sipped from the steaming coffee.
I was dismissed. But I would not be forgotten. I dressed and left. I had a favor coming and I would surely collect. This fucking investment would take some time to pay off but it would pay off. Would it ever!
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A Blonde and a Bit of Stuff
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*
I was on the phone. A few days had passed since I had been the unfaithful husband; two days spent ears deep in business, talking to Sharon about the Company. The phone call, however, was from Kaiser Sose, my guy Crowely. He had started the move on Vidya Ketteridge, given her three days. He was also beginning to formally assess the market for directed companionship, offering a service to our associates who were in the market for such things. That was what he was telling me on the house phone when the doorbell rang. I stood in the kitchen, licking the icing off a donut. I am not a health nut but I work out. Chocolate is my vice, everything else comes second; drugs, booze. Sex however is a preoccupation, a virtue, a mode of self-expression, a lifelong artistic endeavor perpetuated by the pleasure it produces.
"I have to go, Charlie, the doorbell is ringing."
"Today is Monday. I gave her till Wednesday."
"I get it, Charlie. I have to move now. Thanks for the extra day."
"I know you have been busy, sir. In demand, as it were." Charlie said, dead pan. He never laughed.
"Are you getting yours?" The bell chimed again.
"Most assuredly. I only hire the best and they all know their duty, even the straight boys. I like being more radical than these young bucks." He rang off. Charlie swings both ways and with some force in both directions. We understood each other. Political correctness was code for "lie about everything" and in my Company, those who got into the inner circle were not politically correct, we told each other the truth.
I hung up the phone and stocked to the door, thinking about my options with Ms. Ketteridge. She was an enigma to me. I had never fucked an Indian woman. I had a picture of her with a sari and her back and stomach bare. Damn sexy. I opened the door.
Pictures are fine but living breathing females always tend to have a more basic, vital effect on me. Despite myself, I stared. I knew her name from our dossiers but I could not speak it for we had never met.
"Yes? Can I help you?" I said. Even to my ears, my voice sounded choked. The woman standing before me wore white but the outfit had nothing to do with the western idea of virginity or the eastern fear of death.
"Mr. Kale?" The woman said? "Josiah Kale?"
I shook my head. "Nope." I started to close the door. I had things to do, people to see, undress and fuck. Vidya was in my mind, on my radar. I loved what I was reading about the Indian beauty.
The stunning woman put out a hand and stopped the closing door.
"Wait." The cool demeanor shimmered, like a mirage then settled back into place. "My name is Jennifer Simpson." I knew her name, apparently so did she. "I am your neighbor. Well, I live several houses down. May I come in."
"Gale." I said. "Joshua. Joshua Gale. What can I do for you?" I did not move the door or invite her in. I had been focused on pictures of Vidya and having this half-dressed blond at my door confused my radar.
"May I come in?"
"If this is a social call, I am busy. Come by next week and I will offer you a nice chianti and some fava beans. "
Jennifer Simpson smiled, delighted. "Silence of the Lambs." She sobered. "Business. I have some business with you.""
"You do?" I was feeling downright rude. None of the women on my list could be treated with deference or they would turn me into the carpet man. The thought gave me an idea.
"Look, I am in the middle of something. But I can be a sport." I was going to need to have an entrée to this woman eventually so I did not want to de-charm her and have to work through a distinctly negative vibe when I got round to her. I am too lazy for that. "Who sang the song, Carpet Man in the 1970's?"
Before her time, I figured. Before mine for that matter but I had a mind for history, a respect for memory. I calculated that I could use that as the charming method of putting her off till later. She was beginning to look good, though.
"The Fifth Dimension." Jennifer Simpson said and then smiled.
I was surprised but I played by my own rules. I opened the door and walked away, leaving her standing. She followed me to the kitchen but left the door open.
"Nice house. But of course, I have been here before. I knew the previous owners."
"What do you want?" I sat down. I was still trying to put her gently off, though her outfit was beginning to have its intended affect. She wore white, yes, but only in part. The rest was missing. She had a top that just covered her sizable breasts, held up with broad straps with rings of material around the upper arms with trailing diaphanous white material, whatever that is called, that fell to her knees, trailing like mist along behind her when she walked. The skirt started below the waist and was little more than a belt, so short that if she stood on her tiptoes I was sure I could see her clit. I was sitting at the kitchen table. She wore white high heels which put the flex into her slim legs. I had not looked behind her so I did not know about her ass at that moment. Time would tell.
"Is that how you do business? Use a trivia question to qualify people? What is your business?"
"A lot of questions. You knocked at my door."
"You mentioned a nice Chianti."
"I did but it is ten in the morning. Do you normally drink wine for breakfast?"
"When I am dressed like this, I do." She smiled.
"Why are you dressed like that? Sit down. I have some tea."
"No coffee?"
"I have coffee but I do not drink it. I can make you some, though." I had bought another coffee maker to use for making hot water for myself, for tea. Coffee tended to cling and taint the taste if I used the same pot.
Jennifer Simpson glided over to the table and sat down around the corner from me, crossing her legs in front of her, displaying them like a product salesman. They were impressive! She watched me as I studied her bare, perfect legs.
I looked up at her. "Nice legs. What are you selling?"
"Tea is fine." She said with a tight smile.
I got the feeling that things were not going the way she had anticipated; nothing was going the way she had played it out in her head while she was dressing and putting the lipstick on her thin lips. They were her only flaw. Thin lips but perhaps that was just tension.
I sat for a couple beats and then got up and closed the front door, which constituted a decision. My cock began to harden because this woman was beautiful and best of all, she was right there in my kitchen. I returned and poured her a cup of hot water and put a bag of mint tea in it for
her. "Sugar?"
"Not offering me a selection?"
"No. Mint tea is what I am drinking. Is that good enough for you? It is best with a bit of sugar, I think. Accents the taste."
"Yes, please. Sugar." She said softly. Her eyes were looking at her hands, one laying on the other before her on the table. Her fingers were long, the nails extending them, painted white. Her outfit was complete.
I sat down the cup, took my seat, carefully avoiding her crossed legs. I sighed. "What can I do for you, Ms. Simpson, was it?"
Her eyes rose up to meet my steady gaze. Her lips were not so thin now, bemusement curved them; and interest. "I hear you lend money." She said finally.
"Oh?" I returned. The wheels were turning. I was more concerned about the failure of my initial assumption that among this knot of financial pretenders, such things as financial difficulties would be kept as closely guarded secrets, not shared like recipes over the back fence. I was considering the impact on my long term plans for the community while Jennifer talked.
"Times are bad, for us all. We are all struggling here. I know that, most of us are aware of it but all are reluctant to acknowledge it." Ms. Simpson stopped talking.
I regarded her with lidded eyes and waited, unresponsive.
"I know that John is away." She said after waiting for me to speak for a few moments. "I saw you leaving Eve's house Friday, too early in the morning to have been a social call. John is gone. The red Cadillac, that is yours I presume?"
I shrugged.
"It was there all night." She said matter of factly. "The taxi took Shallow away around seven. Before you left."
I shifted, drank, regained her gaze. "You have met Shallow?"
"Eve said she was coming."
Not an answer, I noticed. "Did she say why?"
"An old friend, visiting."
"She was there to fuck John. Likes to fuck her friend's husbands, or wives, I suppose. Shallow must have some male friends who like cock rather than pussy. What do you want?"
Jennifer hesitated. Her fingernails tapped on the table granite table top. Finally, she looked up. "Nothing. This was a mistake."
"Got too real for you? Why don't you tell me what you are here for and then we can discuss how it fits in with my schedule?"
"What were you doing in Eve's house? Did you sleep with Evie?"
"I thought you said you were here for business. Oh, you are a woman, such things as telling the truth when it matters to me does not constrain you, should not restrain you from getting what you want, right? What do you want?"
"You are so unfriendly!" She said, irate.
"It is my house and if I am not unfriendly, I may do something I will regret."
She smiled then. "Like what?"
"Accept the invitation that outfit provides."
"You like it? You find it inviting?" She actually batted her eyelashes at me. "Do I look better than Evie?"
The light went on. Dear Jennifer was jealous. She spied. She imitated. She wanted what 'Evie' had and I had been included on that last. She was a natural poacher, a predator who begrudged everyone else everything. Okay, not jealous; this was female competition. I would discover that she played second fiddle to everything Eve did but apparently, everyone did. Eve was less restrictive on her own sexuality than she led me to believe, but that all came out later. "You asked about lending?"
Jennifer nodded. "I understand that you have helped poor Liza out with her house payment." She stopped. She waited. She uncrossed and recrossed her long, beautiful legs. "She is not the only one who has a budget deficit."
"You mean besides the US Government?"
Jennifer nodded, grinning. Her breasts moved a bit, a very inviting motion and my schedule got tighter along with everything else. "My erstwhile husband is struggling. Oh, it is not his fault. I spent us into the ground and then mocked him out of his confidence because I was so angry at realizing that my credit cards no longer worked. WE have been dodging those awful people about the credit cards for six months, living only off the cash we could arrange. But that rope is nearly gone and we are gasping for breath." It all came out without so much as a single breath. Her eyes fixed on her tapping fingernails.
I nodded but she did not see.
"You spent the night at Eve's house. Liza paid her mortgage, without her pointless husband, or should I say ex-husband being much help. Liza loves to fuck." Jennifer Simpson stopped again. Now she met my eyes. "I can connect the dots. Cash is king and you must have cash. A lot of it. Unless you are in love with Evie, there was some sort of transaction going on Thursday night which kept you there long past curfew."
"What is curfew in this neighborhood?"
"Three, I think. Five if you are liberal." She smiled a tight smile. Her green eyes were tense, seeing more than my kitchen. Talking of the defaults occurring and pending around her together with her own troubles had sobered her. The assurance she sported walking into the kitchen with me was evaporated.
"After that the joggers will take note of who's zooming who? But that is not what you meant." I nodded. "Orgasms, you mean, not o'clock?"
Jennifer smiled and nodded. "Of course. Right."
I stood up. "Stand up." Jennifer uncrossed her legs, gave me her hands and I pulled her to her feet. Her arms went around my neck. "Like the music quiz, I have a curious lending policy."
Jennifer cocked her head. "That is?"
"There are several phases. Several considerations." She did not interrupt. Her long nails traced tingling lines on my back and neck. "The first consideration is the kiss. Can you kiss well enough to be lent money?"
"Kissing for money?" Jennifer asked with an arched eyebrow. Jennifer Simpson was gorgeous. She had straight blond hair and the classic blond features that distinguished her from other blonds. Hers were the ideal, not the cliché. She did not look at all like Marilyn. Her cheek bones were high, the nose the right length, the lips, fuller now, the teeth, perfect. No mole to keep the gods from destroying her; no, she was perfect.
"Kissing for attention, for consideration. It is the application process."
"And what does success look like to you?" She asked, cocking her head back and to the side as she wrapped a hand around my jaw, lifting it a bit.
For a moment, I considered my schedule. I needed to get to Vidya. I felt a bit hurried but my cock felt in a hurry too which meant something entirely different. My two heads disagreed about the details while being in complete agreement on the fundamentals. "Kiss me." I said. An idea had arrived and I liked it.
Jennifer leaned forward, extending her lips like she was about to suck the frost off the end of a popsicle. Her eyes closed and her lips touched mine. For a moment, she kissed me with expressive movements and nothing else. Her lips were soft, warm, wet and smooth, pulsing against mine. Her hand remained under my chin, not cupping it, flat against my jaw, pressing gently at me, lifting my chin to her kiss. Her heels made her a bit taller than I. Then her mouth opened and a shock went through my body. At that moment, she had passed the kiss test but I kept kissing her, she might need extra credit some time. Her tongue licked my lips, just the tip, a wet, soft point tracking between our lips, like she was licking her lips while I happened to be kissing her. Her tongue pierced my lips and entered my mouth, extending that pointed tip to the roof of my mouth which always makes me shiver. I pressed the tip of my tongue to the underside of hers which was exposed to me. Jennifer''s whole body shivered as I ran the tip of my tongue up and back down the length of her probing tongue which was pressed against the roof of my mouth.
I groaned as her body came closer to me and her breasts brushed my chest. My hands lay on her nearly bare hips. I pulled at them and she tiny-stepped closer till her body was pressed into mine like a hot dog in a bun. We ended the kiss, mutually pulling back.
"Is my application acceptable?" She breathed.
I nodded a minimal nod and forced myself to back away from her. Vidya was going to owe her. "Please, sit down."
She looked startled.
"For the rest of the interview." I said. "We need to complete the remainder of the credit application and review the terms of our deal.""
She flowed down into the chair, puzzled look on her face.
I could see that lust was fighting with her main purpose of being here, which was business. She wanted to give away what she had come to sell. "I am lending money to Liza against her cunt. She fucks, I reduce the outstanding balance. It is a bit more sophisticated than that but that is the basic idea. I will lend you money and you sign your body over to me."" Every time I expressed this, I felt a bit uneasy. If she balked, I might never be able to settle the matter. The alternative was always to foreclose and move them out immediately. I would hate to lose this woman, though. Fucking perfection is not always perfect; it can be a fucking challenge but that is part of the fun. Practice can be wonderful. It is like painting the trim red in a living room with white carpet, no room to make a mistake; there is no hope that a mistake would not be noticed.
Jennifer crossed her long legs. "You want me to fuck for money?"
"No. I want you to fuck for forgiveness of debt."
"Same difference."
I shrugged. "If you like. The balance sheet may end up the same but the mechanics are significantly different. As I see it, you will get to stay in your house for a while longer. I will buy your mortgage for protection and you will have time to work out an alternative without decimating your credit situation."
"It is already a mess. My fault."
"How much?"
"Forty grand, plus ten in the hole on the house."
"So fifty grand to get even. What is your monthly?"
"Five. Mortgage and living expenses." She smiled, uncomfortable now. "You know, to keep up appearances."
"Jeff is not much help, then?" I could have bit off my tongue. She had not yet told me her husband's name. She did not notice at that moment. She nodded.
"He is collapsing. His work is flat and it is commission based. He is barely making commission above the draw. I doubt they will keep him much longer and he knows it. His ability to keep going is, well, it is unlikely."
"So a year would be another sixty g's? Shall we say 120 K for you?"
Jennifer shrugged and nodded. "That much? That is a lot of fucking."
"I have not said yes, yet. I need you to do something for me."
She raised an eyebrow. Since she did not speak, it was an inquiring eyebrow.
"I want you to fuck some of the guys in the neighborhood, starting with tiny Tim Hanson."
"How about John Covington?" Jennifer asked, her eyes suddenly alight.
I smirked. "Have you tried before? What about Eve?" I had the sense that she was scared of Eve Covington and she resented it, hated it even.
"I have a movie of your Caddy in her driveway and you leaving at 10 that morning. Perhaps I can persuade her that she should stand back and let it happen this time."
I shrugged. "Perhaps. But fuck Ted." I wanted in the worst way to put my now hard cock into her. I had about talked myself out of it, hearing the clock ticking in my head when Jennifer stood up.
"Anything else?"
"Yes." Suddenly, I wanted her on her knees before me. I said so. Jennifer looked past her prominent breasts at me and then got to her knees, placing a hand on each of my knees and widening my legs. "There will be contracts and such, identifying the amounts and pay schedules." I said a little breathlessly. "Ms. Simpson, you will be selling me your body. Your husband will have to buy its use which means if you give it away, it goes on your account, increasing your debt to me, as it were. You will be owned. I, on the other hand, will be able to sell you to whomever I please for whatever I can get. You will be paid flat rates using a schedule. If you decide you wish to proceed, you can review the terms before you sign. They will flex based on how happy I am with your performance, for me or whomever I send you to." I lost my way. My resolute restraint failed. "Stand up and put your hands on the table."
I decided she needed to demonstrate her willingness to fuck on demand, here and now. My cock was straining against my pants, eager to burrow into this woman. Vidya would have to wait.
Jennifer licked her lips. I interpreted the look on her face as disappointment. She licked those pink lips once more before she finally rose to her feet, moved to her side of the table and bent over it, planting her hands on the surface. She looked over at me, her eyes veiled with a half-smile, almost-smirk on her lips. She arched her back and popped her ass out, presenting arms, as it were.



I stood up, opened my pants and took out my cock. Jennifer licked her lips again and looked over her shoulder at me. I was gratified that she did not bother to look into my eyes but stared directly at my hard, red and ready cock. I moved behind her, rationalizing that my plan for Vidya would be aided if I got a quick cum out of the way. It was an attractive rationalization, I admit. I ran my hands up Jennifer's wondrous thighs and under the short skirt. It was a single piece but with a string thong as part of it. I found the string and followed it with my thumbs down, down into the crack of her ass and past the winking asshole to her weeping pussy. I was about to decide to remove the whole thing when I discovered the clever little snap at the base of the swath of cloth which covered the pussy lips in front. It came loose with a satisfying pop. Cloth and strings went lax.
Jennifer grunted and looked around at me when the snap popped loose. She had heavy eye makeup which, in the context of her perfect features and blond hair, made the pose and motion seem like the sexiest thing I had ever seen a woman do, twisting around to look at me like that with my hands fussing with her ass and pussy. I closed in on her as she shifted her ass back towards me. My cock head touched her ass and I peeled her cheeks wider. She faced front and dropped her head, bending further over the table which arched her back and shifted her pussy into position, the position to be entered. My cock head touched her pussy and I moaned. She matched my voice with a moan of her own. Then she pressed back at me. My cock head entered her, her slick lips caressed my cock head, then I was past them and into her depths, sliding steadily deeper into her boiling pussy. Jennifer moaned and went to her elbows on the table. This gorgeous, perfect blond woman was willing and eager to be mounted on my kitchen table. Her perfect body shuddered as I entered her. The pressure of my body continued to shaft my cock deeper into her. She shifted her feet wider and then arched her back again and pushed back at me, suddenly and hard. My cock was jammed into her pussy and the full blossomed ass cheeks kissed my body. I pulled back and Jennifer groaned. I drew my cock out of her till it came free.
"Put it back, please." Jennifer said softly. "Christ, put it back."
I fumbled for the entrance again, finally needing to use a hand to direct it to the lips of her pussy. When I found it, we both shoved together in opposite directions and my plans for a slow steady penetration were traded for a jack hammer stroke to the bottom limit of her cunt. Jennifer's ass shivered against me, swaying back and forth for a moment before she slipped slowly flat onto the table, her arms extending past her ears, straight out till her hands could grasp the edge of the table. She seemed like fluid, flowing onto the table. Her head turned and she said in a raspy voice; "Fuck me now. Give me your cock, please."
I withdrew and plunged again into her body. Jennifer grunted. I repeated the full motion, grinding at the end of the motion. She groaned this time, extending the sound till I began the backstroke. She breathed deep as I pulled back. I moved my hands from the table to her hips and clasped her hard as I pounded back into her body.
"Oh Christ! In me, please. Yes, put it in me please!" Jennifer said. She wagged her ass left and right while I was rooted all the way into her pussy, stirring my cock in her gurgling cunt. Liquid oozed out of her and ran down each thigh. I pushed her away and withdrew. ""Now, harder, please. And faster. Go faster."
I withdrew and then leaned my sopping cock against the crack of her ass which made her whimper, though she was patient and did not further her demands for consummation. "We need to talk." I said tightly.
"Talk? Are you nuts? Fuck me!" Jennifer nearly screamed.
"No. I need your help, Ms. Simpson."
"You are asking me now?" The incredulity of her voice assaulted me and for a moment I wavered. But she came to my house, knocking on my door; I had some leverage, I thought.
"I want to get onto the Holdingsfield board. But I cannot find out how to do that. Do you know?"
She looked back at me. "Fuck me, make me come and we can discuss it. Trade?" She smiled back at me but her eyes glittered.
I had to ask. I shrugged and pumped my cock into her and then out and back in. I repeated the pleasing stroke several times before I stopped, socketed in her heaving body. Jennifer was panting on the table. "More, please." She said. Her voice never changed inflection or pace. I ran my hands from her hips to her waist and then to her stomach. She struggled to her elbows and her top scrapped off her breasts, my hands forcing their way underneath the tight, white material and over her bound tits. The whole top went lax once her tits were free. I pulled them and Jennifer grunted.
"Pinch the nipples, please." She said softly, her head between her arms on the table, forehead resting on the cool surface. I pulled my cock out of her and then fumbled for her nipples. When I had each between a thumb and forefinger, I jammed my cock into her and pinched each nipple as hard as I could. They were short, stubby and hard as dried leather. She cried and her head came back, spilling her blond hair down her stretched and flexed back. Her body arched, pressing her nipples into my fingers while at the same time sealing our bodies more tightly together at the crotch.
"So deep. So full. So hard." She whispered, her mouth barely moving. Then she snaked her head around and looked over her shoulder at me. Jennifer was very flexible. Her lips were pulsing like she was sucking on something. Her eyes were glazed and nostrils flared as she pushed back at me again with my cock still rooted in her. With her watching me, I began to stroke her in a regular cadence, with no down stroke hesitation or grinding, just out and violently in. She watched me over her should for a dozen or so of these steady strokes before one got to her. Slipping home into her cunt, something changed and her head whipped back to the front and she cried out with 'oh, oh, oh, oh yes, please!' and then she was bent into her arms again while I continued thrusting into her, penetrating her over and over again. Her hips began to tremble. I pulled back and her ass rose off the table, pussy chasing cock. I stroked home, pressing that fine ass back to the table. I released her breasts and straightened. I kept the tempo going. Jennifer buried her face in her hands, whimpering and then her whole body shook and her hips juddered, quivering.
"I am coming, thank you." Jennifer said distinctly, though her eyes were covered by her hands. Her ass shook and shuddered and then I began to pound her harder and faster, deeper and harder, faster and faster. "Oh, oh, oh, oh, thank you!" Jennifer grunted and then I felt it running up my legs, the orgasm I thought would come quickly but was gloriously delayed. It arrived and I leaned back, pulling her body hard against my cock, thrusting up into her over and over again with my hips as I came deep in her pussy. I stood stock still for a moment, coming into her rich, luscious, perfect blond body while she quivered and convulsed with her own climax.
When I was done, I became still, rooted in her pussy, staring down at the swathed woman. Jennifer turned and looked at me, a satisfied smile on her full lips. I tugged my cock from her pussy and stepped back. She stood up and moved to kiss me. I put hands on her shoulders and pressed down. She was a bit miffed, a look passing over her face before her mind reminded her body of the proposition pending. She knelt and began to immediately lick our mingled liquid from my deflating cock. She licked and soon began to suck gently then desperately as it continued to disappear. I felt clean enough and pulled her to her feet.
She was unsteady, weaving. I am not sure if it was because she was stiff from being bent over the table or had cock intoxication, orgasm overload. I did kiss her then. Her body, not quite disrobed but certainly dishabille, flowed against mine. In that moment, I looked forward to having this woman on her back. I put my hands on her breasts and stroked them, touching her nipples carefully. She broke the kiss and curled against my chest, laying her head on my shoulder. In a flash I understood something about her, verifying what Sharon put in her file; she wanted to be owned, not just under contract but with a collar around her neck, perhaps something more intense. The thought zapped me like an electric shock.
"Hmmmm. Thank you, sir." She said softly. She kissed my jaw and then the side of my neck. "I am sure I will sign your documents. If you have the cash you say you have, you will become the proud owner of this very sexy body. I think I like the thought of being owned, for once."
"How about being purchased, traded and used?"
"Used! Uuummmmm! Use me again, please."
I separated us and stepped away, shuffling with my pants around my ankles. I pulled them up. "I think you would be the perfect fuck for all those virgin boys out there. The perfect gift from a distant father wanting to provide something memorable to the mommy-boy his wife raised while he was off making his fortune. Or the loving mother''s gift to the handsome son who seems to have no need of her and gives her notice. I think you would be perfect, don't you?"
"Virgins? Boys having their first woman?" Jennifer closed her eyes. "How could you know."
I almost said 'research' out loud but that would be telling. Sharon had heard many wine vapor wishes in the neighborhood. She was adamant about that and seemed to have been right on. "I have some things to get done," I said.
Jennifer languidly rearranged her clothing so that pussy and nipples were out of sight. "I hope you don't mind. I drove my car here." Her eyes cleared and she looked over at me. "You have a lot of cash. Are you trying to have us all?"
I nodded. "Of course. Please help. And Jennifer, your husband will need to sign these papers too. He needs to approve any arrangement we make. I want him to bring you over and give you to me. I want him to watch me take you, just like I just did. Can you do that?"" She seemed like the furnishing to this empty house I was missing.
"Oh, I will. I will." Jennifer said before taking her leave. She called me later that night to say she had fucked tiny Ted. I missed the message but got it the next day. It was barely two in the afternoon and I had to give some attention to Vidya. The clock was ticking.
I had it in mind that I was going to take a step in Vidya's direction. Events intervened. Sharon called in a panic. She had someone in her office who refused to work with her. She was confused. Either she felt apoplectic at the insult or intimidated by being nose to nose with the enormity of the task she had taken on. I got calls from several of the management team around her. On the one hand, her panic was exaggerated but on the other hand she had reason to be concerned.
It took most of the afternoon to unclog the drains and get the flow working again. A client faced a default on a security offering and the banker was mumbling about pulling credit. We had to arrange a bridge loan from our capital holdings, which required some shuffling of our debt management obligations but we got it all done. The afternoon had disappeared by the time we got the thing put to bed.
I thought about visiting Mrs. Ketteridge but sniffed my pits and decided on a quick work out in the basement and a shower. I hadn't decided what I was going to do by the time I was showering. After my intercourse with Mrs. Simpson, I was primed for more. I had the jittery aftermath of a tense afternoon and I wanted release. I turned off the water, about concluded that I'd go ring her door bell and see if I could ring her other bell.
It came to me, a noise I couldn't really place. It shifted, then bonked around to something else. I couldn't tell what I was hearing till it dawned on me it was the TV. I was sure I was losing my mind because I hadn't even turned it on since I moved in. I didn't know if the cable was hooked up but then realized my Internet rode in on the cable, so I had TV for certain. If the TV was on a timer, why now?
I shrugged and padded out to turn it off. I just wrapped a towel around my waist because the habit of walking naked around the house doesn't develop if you have house staff, at least until you start fucking them and then it becomes a signal to the staff to make themselves scarce if they weren't in the mood. I arrived in the living room, lit only by the dancing light from the shifting scenes on the TV. Things blew up and people ran this way and that. I hesitated but then turned on the light. I had no idea even where the control was.
The light filled the room and I saw her. Her head was only barely visible above the ridge of the couch. She sat forward and turned around, her big eyes wide and blinking in the new, brighter light. She turned to the TV and muted it then turned it off.
"Who are you?" I asked the little woman. I knew of course but again I could not let on I'd done op-research, a misnomer because these were not really opposition in the true sense. They were like survivors on a sinking ship. I was the predator come to seek who I wanted to save and who I'd leave to the sharks.
The woman stood up but that hardly seemed accurate. She was so slight and so short that standing up barely improved the sensation of her presence in the room. She did not fill a room. Hell, she barely disturbed the ambiance. It was like she was part of the decor. I found that sensation odd because it seemed to bespeak something in her manner I could not quite decipher.
"You're Joshua Gale." She said.
"Pretty sure I know who I am." I said, leaving the implied demand for a like response unspoken. She had a mixed heritage with some part of her suggesting an oriental strain. The mop of black hair added to it. It flowed about her shoulders in rippling waves, like it was naturally kinky and been straightened by a parlor girl with attention deficit disorder. It was unfinished but not totally kinked either.
She tossed the TV god box on the couch and walked around it to stand before me. She looked me up and down, making a thing of raking her eyes over my body, bare but for the towel.
"Nice. No one really mentioned that you have a nice body. That makes things easier."
"Easier?" I was getting a little irate. I realized I was tired and wanted either sex or sleep and the irritation suggested Josh needed a nap. "What are you doing in my house."
She smirked. "You didn't change the locks." She lifted her hand and a key on a chain dangled from the "fuck you" finger. "Not my fault my key still lets me in." She walked over to the bar, running a hand along the wooden surface. "Want a drink?"
I shook my head.
"Mind if I do?" She had her back to me. She had a pert little ass, nicely curved in the tight slacks that left no curve to the imagination. If she turned around I'd get a peek at her camel toe, I presumed. She wore calf-length boots with real high heels, black and pointed. She moved on the heels gracefully. Her body was lean, like a yank of jerky. The white pullover clung to her like paint on a wall. The lines of her polite bra suggested the shirt was not meant to be worn with a bra. She needed a bra like I need a tampon.
I waved at her with an open palm. "Why do you have a key to my house?"
She opened a bottle, sniffed the opening and poured some brandy into a tumbler. "Ice?"
"Where do you usually find ice? I doubt that much has changed."
She sniffed and walked to the ice box, disappearing behind the door, then realizing the ice was in the overhead freezer, she closed the larger door and opened the freezer, got a couple cubes and shut it. She sipped and smiled.
"You bought the house and everything in it? Isn't that a little weird? Don't you have stuff of your own? Furniture? They took their clothes at least, didn't they? And their tooth paste?"
"Who?"
"The former owners. The Strasbourghs." The woman drank. She had the dimensions of a girl but the manner of a woman. "I used to come over and fuck Mr. Strasbourgh when I needed some mad money. He used to bring his bi-buddy here and they'd do each other and me, for a price. My name is Sam, Samantha Uliss but I go by Vicky Vice in the trade."
"Trade?"
"Prostitution. When they were gone, I'd meet clients here. I fucked them on their bed. Marky Mark didn't mind and I don't think that Sharon ever noticed. She was a piece of work, that one. I wouldn't have minded doing them as a couple but Marques of Queen didn't like that idea. He kept his liberal predilections out of her sight. By agreement or just being polite, I don't know." She drank again. The ice clinked in the empty glass. She drifted back to the bar and poured again. Drank again. "They did keep good liquor. Funny they'd just leave it. If I ran, I take a bottle or twelve with me."
"What are you doing here?"
"Trolling for business. Care for a fuck? I'll do anything. You can see I am small and even stretched out I'd still be a snapper for a healthy boy like you." She drank again.
"Better slow down or you won't be able to lick your own lips without direction."
The woman lowered the glass and regarded me with baleful eyes. The eyeliner accented the look. She smiled. "I don't mind saying that I could drink you into a coma and then butt fuck you with a rolling pin and not hurt you a bit." She smiled, drank, moved away from the bar to stand in front of me. "So?"
"I think you should leave." I muttered. Something about her manner made me nervous.
"I want to come first. Everyone knows you are here for the real estate. Liza and Val have both fucked you and I hear that Eve let you spend the night in her house. You likely slept on the couch with John. There's a morsel I'd like to add to my diet." She smiled again. No smile ever remained, like it was a conscious effort make her lips smile. Her face always eased back into the intense glare as its default. The smile on her small face seemed both waifish and lupine.
I shivered.
She approached me, stepping carefully in the boots. She placed her two little hands on my sides.
"Come on Mr. Gale. You are offering cash for pussy. I have a pussy. I need a little cash. Since you apparently already have it in mind to turn the women of Holdingsfield out, I don't see how it would hurt to give me an audition." That smile ghosted her lips again. She licked them. Her eyes were fixed on my sternum. "I'm a spinner, dearie. Don't you want to take me for a spin? See how I ride?"
"You mean sex? I prefer mutual attraction." I spoke before thinking.
She pouted immediately, the lower lip seemed two sizes too big for her little face. She bowed her head and a fall of hair obscured half of her face. She swiped at it with her hand.
"You mean you don't want any of little Vicky? I may look slight but I assure you, there's plenty to go around, however big around you are. I'll fit just fine."
I did not intend to give her question any serious consideration but my body shuddered as the thought shouldered through me. She was certainly a tight, compact little package. Her frame was small and her flesh was stretched over it like sail canvas in a steady gale. Snapper?
"I, what was your name?" I felt curiously dizzy, suddenly. Her question had become real to me.
This smile brightened her visage. Her eyes lit. "I sense interest." She reached out and took hold of the pad of my right thumb with her little elf hand. "Come along. Let's go try out your bed. I hear it has been pretty well tested so far."
I pulled my hand out of her grasp. "You seem to know a lot about what is going on here."



She shrugged. "We gossip."
"Do they know you're a hooker?"
The little woman shrugged. "I don't know. We don't gossip about business."
"Or money?" I asked, curious.
"Listen, if you want me to leave, I'll just go."
I put out my hand. When she lay her little palm on my open hand, I shook it away. "The key." I said.
"No. I like this house. Thought about buying it myself, when the Strasbourgh's disappeared. No one knows what became of them."
"Give me the key."
She grinned that ghostly smile again. "Just change the locks. I have more where this came from. I have a collection. I can get into any house in the development. I blew the contractor, several times. And then I fucked all the straight men at least once. Several I rode to ecstasy while their wife lay conked out beside us. I'd ride them hard and then dismount and watch while they rolled Momma onto her back and drilled for thrills. I think knowing I was there gave them a thrill." She waved at hand before my eyes. "They took sleeping pills. I could have licked their vag and they'd never have known." She shrugged. "I'll go but first, I want to know something."
I was starting to chill. My imperfect towel job left water evaporating on my back and chest. I was getting cold.
"I won't pay you for it." I said, suddenly.
She looked up from my crotch. "Oh? Why not? You'll pay the others. Why not me?"
"Because you asked for it." I grinned crookedly. "I like the seduction. I like getting a woman out of her clothes and onto her back while she is still catching up to what her body is telling her. There is no surprise as luscious as a surprise orgasm. Getting a woman to take money for what she rightly wants is a bonus, particularly when the need it and don't want to admit it."
"Take me. I won't charge you. Loss leader, right."
I considered her offer. "I never have sex with a woman who can't kiss properly."
She threw her arms wide, all jazz hands and invitation. "I am right here. What are you waiting for?"
What was I waiting for? I asked the question and the answer was clear to me. I wanted to know what this woman was doing in my house. Why was she here? What was more, what was her relationship to my sister? Was there something there I needed to know about?
I got a chill up my spine, like someone had something pointed at my back and I didn't know if it was a lens or a barrel. Or both. I shivered again.
"Mr. Gale, what will it take to get you to take off my clothes and give me the ol' college try? Little women can be fun."
She stared up at me for a moment then dropped her eyes. She fixed her gaze on my belly button or thereabouts. Her little hands reached out and she unfastened the tucked corner of my towel and released it, flinging her hands out beside me in a gesture of flamboyant delight, like a magician at the reveal.
The towel dropped down my legs onto the carpet.
She studied my cock. Her eyes were sensuous, talented and inviting. It began to harden, stirring and shifting as it inflated. She put out a hand and took hold of my cock, holding it in her palm like it was a flashlight. Flesh light? Her warm touch sizzled on my skin. My cock snapped erect.
"Very nice, Mr. Gale. You'd think we women would talk about size more but I never do. I mean no one every brings it up to me. I suppose it's because I am so little. Seventy-five pounds soaking wet and four eleven, in heels. Not these. I'm every bit of five one in these. I think they don't want to discuss how I manage to get the magnums into me or how it makes me feel to have that much displacement shoved up my main street." Her hand cranked up and down on my cock a few times. The skin got really thin. Her little hand felt like wet fur.
Her sales pitch was turning into a distinct itch I wanted to scratch. Free samples always served marketers well.
I tried one more time to distract myself from her presence.
"What are you doing here? Really?"
"I want to fuck you, Mr. Gale. Is that so difficult to comprehend? You are new, interesting cock in the neighborhood. I thought I'd try out what everyone is gabbling about."
Her hand squeezed around the girth of my cock. I took hold of her spindly wrist and gently pulled her hand from my cock.
"Kiss first." I said. "Fuck later if you can kiss well enough. It's a test so don't be casual."
"I suck cock just fine, thank you. A guy with a hogsleg like yours will see it run into my throat. My throat swells up and they come right away. It's that good being in Vicky Vice." She chuckled, then stopped and shrugged when I didn't respond. "Fine. Kiss first." She lifted her chin and closed her eyes, offering up her pursed lips.
I think she expected a peck. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her soundly on the mouth. I had a hand on her ass and the other on the back of her head. I lifted her up. She felt feather light, rising as though by levitation. One of her feet hooked around the back of my knee and she clung to me.
I concentrated on the kiss. Her mouth opened and she blew air out her nose. My hand clamped on her ass and her weight rested there. Her tongue strafed me, departed and returned. Her hips pumped against my abdomen. She lifted both legs and encircled my waist with them. The heels on her boots clicked against each other behind me. She tightened her legs around me but could not lock them. My hand under her ass supported her. Her body quit surging against me and her lips softened. She tilted her head, kissing me with deep soulful concentration.
We kissed so long it became a contest to see who'd wrench free first. Her lips seemed to meld with mine and the sensation of her tongue on the roof my mouth seemed equally erotic to the feel of her mouth on the tip of my tongue. We kissed till her legs tired and I felt them loosen and finally droop. I released her ass and lowered her towards the floor. Still she kissed me, an arm looped around my neck linking us together.
I pulled back and she released me. I straightened. She wobbled and stepped back, adjusting her heels to the floor once more.
"Oh god." She gasped, eyes still closed. She lurched and I put a hand out to her shoulder, steadying her.
Her eyes opened then and she smiled airly. "That was some kiss, Mr. Gale. Or was it just me?"
"Serves you right for sneaking into a man's house in the middle of the night."
"I didn't sneak and I haven't been served yet. Serviced, I mean." She shuddered then. "Your cock was against my belly and I swear I felt it inside me already. Do you mind? Can I undress and have a little cock? If you don't like it, I'll dress and go. You'll love it, though, I promise. I'm a special snowflake. You'll see."
I smiled. "How about your ass?" I asked, sincere in my lust. The fire had flared and now her words were becoming my firm intention.
She looked a little shocked but then smirked. "You're just like all the others. They all want to scare me with that. Truth is they worry that if they manage to get inside my backyard and I give it any effort they'll end up with a linked sausage and that is not a pretty picture for the future Mrs. Gale."
"Why? She ends up whelping a wiener dog?"
The woman laughed, her eyes glittering and flashing. She shrugged. "You don't seem to be like them in that regard though."
"So? Has anyone taken you up on the offer?"
I saw clearly the answer. I felt like Commodore Perry! Doctor Livingston I presume? The name came to my mind and made me laugh juxtaposed with my current identity as it was.
"Offer? Did I offer?" Her voice screeched a little.
I laughed at her. She didn't like that. She puffed up like a hen in the wind.
"What? Don't think I'll do it? Try me, ass hole."
"Feisty, aren't you?"
"I have short man's syndrome. I caught it from all the cock's I've had pushed in me. The pencil dicks figure I won't notice. I do."
I was suddenly cold. I turned around and picked up the towel. I walked away from her.
"Turn off the lights when you leave."
Her mouth tasted of brandy and lust. I walked back to the master bedroom and into the bath. I frosted my toothbrush and began brushing my teeth.
"Good thinking. Your teeth are a little fuzzy." The voice behind me tickled my neck. I sucked on the toothbrush and wrapped the towel around my waist.
"You have a nice ass? Ever been fucked in the ass?"
I turned to look at her.
"Hey, turn about's fair play. I could fist you and it'd barely be different from some of the guys in this world." She smiled brightly then.
"I'll pass. I meant it about your ass though." I muttered around the froth in my mouth, from the tooth paste.
She stopped smiling but I couldn't tell if it was a response or if her face was just snapping back into shape. She stood leaning on the wall blinking at me, arms folded on her lean chest.
My cock had not deflated. I had to fold it up to get the towel on. I returned to brushing my teeth. I was bent over spitting when I felt her behind me. She untucked the towel and when I turned to look at her, naked, she was hanging it up on towel hook.
She faced me. "That looked uncomfortable." She mumbled. "Your cock didn't look happy to me." She waved a hand. "I could see in the mirror. The little guy, sorry, the big, giant, huge fellow, looked cramped."
Her smile lit the fuse of my lust. It flared in me, rising like a conflagration in a dry forest. I gargled and spat, wiped my mouth and turned to her. I loomed over her, my cock poked her in the stomach. She put both hands on my bare cock and bent it gently up between us. She moved closer. My cock rubbed on her sweater; it was soft and delicious like I felt her to be. I reached past her elbows to the lower edge of her little shirt. I pulled on it and her hands went up over her head, nearly poking out an eye. I pulled the shirt up her lean torso and skimmed it up her arms and off. I tossed it into the bedroom.
Before I could do anything else, she scampered away and picked up the shirt, smoothed it out and folded it up neatly. She lay it on one of the arm chairs and returned to me. She smiled, embarrassment tinged her cheeks.
"I have this thing about being messy. Even here. I can't stand it. I have to pick up clothes and things and make things tidy." She held out her arms. "Take off my bra. I don't know why I bother. My tits won't droop if I live to a hundred."
I did. She was right. Her breasts were gentle rises topped by the knots of her little nipples. Seeing them made my tongue itch. She turned around and walked into the bedroom. I closed the light and followed. She turned around to face me and sat on the bed. She had to hike her ass up onto it and dangled her legs off the edge since it was higher than her legs were long.
I moved to stand before her and got to my knees before her. Her boots were lace up and I had to loosen them to get them off. She watched me fussing with her boots, nearly smiling but not quite, watching with a warm look in her eyes.
"A man on his knees before me. Dreams do come true!" She whispered.
I pulled the second boot off and she lay back, unfastening her slacks. They were stretchy and released when she unbuttoned them. She pushed them down her legs. I helped, gentleman that I am. Her skin was smooth and taut, tinted dark but not brown exactly but almost grayish in the odd light of the bedroom. It glared and when I pulled off her slacks, I stood and handed them to her. I went and turned on the light in the bath and shut off the bedroom light. She sat naked in the wash of light from the bathroom, the rectilinear gold framed her while she assiduously folded up her slacks.
I extended a hand and she smiled shyly, handing the folding clothing to me. I put it with her shirt and bra on the chair. I picked up her boots and set them neatly side by side on the floor. She was grinning when I turned around.
I shrugged. "I guess its catching."
The little woman leaned back on her hands and opened her legs. She didn't speak.
I stepped over to the side of the bed and got to my knees again.
"Care for a little taste of Vicky?" She whispered. "Oh god," she moaned when my hands touched her miniature knees and pushed them wider, far back against the side of the bed. Her ass scooted forwards, lifting. "Oh god." She breathed the words. "Can I tell you something?"
"You can try." I said. I bent between her spread thighs and kissed her skin at mid-thigh. She groaned. Her body twitched. I kissed the other thigh with much the same result. I pushed her legs hard against the bed and held her open. I bent forward. Her pussy was bare. She grunted when I licked up one side and then bucked when I licked up the other. When I licked directly up the cleft in her body, she groaned and dropped onto the bed. I fit my mouth to her pussy and kissed her deeply, pushing my tongue deep inside her.
If felt the ripple of tension roll through her. Her legs tensed against my hands. I felt like a mouse nibbling at the cheese in the maw of a trap. I slathered my tongue over the surface of her pursed pussy and she groaned again. The second and third time I think I struck the clit, she twisted and groaned. Her little torso twisted till her face was nearly against the bed. Her hips remained flat, held still on the bed. She grunted. I pushed my tongue deep into her again and she quit breathing. I poked this way and that and just as I was getting comfortable inside of her body, her hips bucked under me, tossing me aside.
"Oh god, Mr. Gale...don't, don't stop. But, god, I want your cock." She whispered. "I can't decide what to demand of you." Her hips punched up at me. Her pussy pooched and when I poked it again a little trickle of liquid met me and I felt it on my chin. I tasted her, slurping at her sudden spring. She was tangy and slick. Her body clinched against my invasion. I grunted and pushed deeper. She contracted, her knees fighting to clamp shut on me. I felt her hands find the back of my head, holding me there then pulling me away. For a few minutes she alternated between pulling and pushing, indecision singing in her body as I tasted her deeply.
The little woman hissed when I left her pussy.
"Cock?" She asked.
I nodded. She scuttled more fully onto the bed. I crawled over her. I bent over her lean torso and licked at the rough pebble of her nipple. She hissed louder. I changed to the other and she gasped. I felt her hips rising and bumping against my chest. My lips closed over the light swell of her breast. She gasped when I sucked hard with an open mouth. She lurched when my tongue twanged over her tight nipple, taut as a guitar string. She shivered under my lips. I rose up. Her arms were flung to the sides and one hand had knotted the bed spread. The other was laying loosely on it.
I crawled over her onto the bed, astride her body.
"I should be paying you." She whispered.
I rolled her over. I lifted her hips, holding them over the bed till her knees moved below to support her. I set her down like a new colt.
"Oh my god. Yes, fuck me!" She growled. I felt between her legs, following the trail of slick liquid trickling out of her body to its source. I fingered her. Her hips twitched and she pushed against the point of my finger. It sank into her. She groaned.
"God, don't you have something bigger than that?" She muttered.
I withdrew my finger from her body. I pushed her knees wide, lifted her ass, tipping her forward. She toppled onto her face, her head turned to the side and her back bent to an extreme angle. Her hands grasped her knees. Her body locked into position; she became a fuck apparatus.
I moved in behind her. She flinched with my cock head touched her back. Her hips cocked up, lifting her pussy. I found it easily, leaned into her and felt the lips kissing my cock. For a moment they nibbled at me, pinching at the head as though she were trying to pull me inside. I helped. I slid into her tight body. She groaned as my cock penetrated her body. Her hips jerked but that only served to jam more cock into her body, which may well have been her intention.
Her long, kinky black hair sprayed around her shoulders, covering her face incompletely. I was half a cock deep in her. Her body clinched down, seizing around my presence. She gasped. I pulled back an inch or so and pushed back into her. I felt her pussy clamp and then it twitched and I ran into her. Her body bucked but it seemed greater than was possible. My cock rooted down into her depths and she felt tight on me, tailored to fit perfectly onto my cock.
After a moment of panting, she lifted her hips and banged back at me. Again, she twerked, hammering herself onto my cock while I leaned over her. The pleasure rose up and smashed me between the eyes. I lost my balance and fell to my elbows beside her slight shoulders. I felt her hair pulling and she squeaked. I struggled to move my hands but lost my balance and fell full onto her back. My weight squashed her. Her body flattened under me.
I felt my cock slipping out of her and tried to rise. I nearly lost her but Samantha lifted her ass, keeping me inside her. I adjusted my weight but in rising, I pressed down on her ass with my hips. My cock thrust back into her. I lay on her, my cock lodged deep in her body.
She had her hands under her, between her legs. She was rubbing her pussy just so. I got a perverse inclination and released my weight onto her hips. She rubbed harder. I lay full on her but she kept rubbing and in moments, she bucked under me. Her pussy clinched down on my cock and chewed it like it was sugar cane. The pleasure of her body completely fitted onto me flew through me, roaring like a storm. I struggled to my knees which pulled my cock out of her convulsing pussy.
Samantha keened.
I got off the bed. She lay twitching. I grasped her by the shoulders and twisted her around so her head dangled off the bed. She opened her eyes, upside down to me. I could not properly read her expression but when she opened her mouth, I could see we were on the same page.
I moved over her head, bent my cock down to her lips. She licked at the dewy head of the cock lately buried in her pussy. She stretched her neck, arching her back. Part of my cock slid into her mouth. I pushed. She grunted. She swallowed around my cock, convulsed and choked. I backed out of her mouth before she shortened my presence. One of her hands fluttered around and grasped my cock. She bent it once more to her lips, kissing it like a lover. She sucked at the end, licking and slurping. When I didn't move, she extended her little hand to my thigh and pressed at the back of it with her fingertips.
My cock swelled in her mouth. She closed and sucked. I leaned into her and I felt my cock slide past her tongue and once more into the tight stricture of her throat. Her fingers pushed harder on me, urging me deeper. I pushed harder. I watched my cock create a furrow in her neck. Deep into her mouth my cock plunged. Her throat swelled, a distinct swell appeared in her lean throat, now full of cock. She gawked and jerked but made no motion to expel me. For a moment I felt teeth then she adjusted and suction followed. The pressure increased and increased. I felt like we had melded together. Her body clinched onto me. She began to swallow and swallow and swallow as though she were drinking from a hose thrust deep into her throat. That very action made it happen, it turned me into a hose.
The tension in her throat became shimmering pleasure and I felt it rise in me. I could not control my ass. I crunched against her tipped head, grinding my cock into her mouth and throat. My balls banged against her forehead. She continued to massage my cock head with her neck muscles, tightening around it over and over again while she sucked and her lips worked around me. My orgasm arrived and I tried to pull back, fearing I'd drown her.



Samantha felt me hitching backwards. She lurched towards me, bending her head more extremely. She managed to get just the tips of her fingers onto the back of my thigh. She pulled against my thigh, clearly indicating she wished me to remain buried in her mouth. I lost all my options the instant her throat closed on my cock next. I felt her breath, hot my thighs. I erupted.
The woman swallowed and grunted, sucking and slurping even as the flow exceeded her ability to consume it. She swallowed and swallowed around my cock as I pumped load after load of cum into her gurgling mouth. When she pushed at my thigh, I backed out of her mouth, withdrawing my cock like a sword from a circus act's throat. I expected her to cough and choke but she just lay with her head dangling off the edge of the bed. She continued to swallow and lick and suck at the cum bubbling around her teeth.
Her eyes opened. They shown with intensity.
I was staggered by the orgasm. I slipped to my knees beside her prone body. One of her hands found my shoulder and hooked there, as though unable to make any other motion. We lay there together panting for a while.
"Good god," she muttered finally, "I never did it like that. I think if you touched me I'd have come!"
"Sorry." I muttered, lifting my head to look at her. She turned her head and finally twisted onto her tummy to peer down off the bed at my cock. It remained hard as imagination can make it.
"My god, boy, you are still hard. Now what?"
I lifted my head and looked down my body. By god, she was right. I was hard. I think the orgasm blew my fuses but the recovery crew was getting the lights back on. I was rebooting. I realized in a minute that I wanted a little more of Vicky Vice. I realized I'd spelled it with a 'C' but it might well have been vise with an "S". My god the woman was tight!
I struggled to my feet. I rolled Sam onto her back and dragged her head to the right end of the bed. She made no move to help, letting me move her around like the bit of stuff that she was. Her knees lolled open. I got between them. She lay with her hands over her head, eyes on me as I loomed over her supine body. I felt between her legs till I found her opening, lowered my cock head, fitted it inside her and thrust down.
Samantha groaned deeply. Her body bucked under me.
"Jesus, fuck me!"
I grunted. "You'll have to settle for me and mine." I lifted up between her legs and slammed down onto her and into her. She groaned again. Her body clinched around my cock, her little pussy rippled like an angry crowd around my invading cock. Her legs lifted and clipped her body onto me. When I rose the next time, she rose under me, clinging to me like a vise. Her pussy held my cock inside her. She rippled around me and I swear I felt each individual muscle passing each sensation from one to the next inside her. I ground down into her and she hissed under me, her face far below mine. Her hands reached up and grabbed onto my shoulders. She thrust her hips up at me, spiking herself onto my cock.
Up I rose and slammed her whole body down onto the bed, gaining only a little greater penetration each time. She seemed completely stretched tight onto my cock but each time, I seemed to inch a bit deeper. Her body accommodated me, stretching as I thrust into her. Her hips found their own rhythm and she rocked under me, punching up at me.
Finally, after minutes of this, she began to scream. Panting, her voice came and went gapping and then resuming on the same note after it had vanished in a puff of gasping. Her tone rose and fell while I hammered down against her, pounding her against the bed over and over again. Lifting her clinging body, feeling her wrap her muscles around my cock and hold on as she rose off the bed and then tensed as I slammed her down once more. A moment of relaxation followed only to be truncated by my lifting body and the new need to tense and hold on.
"Oh, oh, oh god, yes, fuck me harder!" She cried, her voice warbled with tension and lust. Her hands turned to grappling hooks, latching us together. I began to lose steam and instead of pounding down, I was just dropping onto her. The bed rebelled, bouncing her back up at me, which only served to affix her more fully onto my cock. She felt like a hood ornament on a Cadillac. I thumped her onto the bed, enjoying the feeling of her body's reaction, etched onto the surface of my stone hard cock.
She grunted and grunted and then her legs and arms released. Her body arched under me. Her head turned and she screamed till it garbled out into a panting gasp. Her hips dropped then bucked up at me, hammering herself onto my cock. I felt the limit of her pussy, stretched and twitching, chewing my cock with its toothless jaws.
I lay over her while her body shifted and bucked. I lay down on her after a few moments, blanketing her. I moved my hands down to her tight little ass. I clasped it hard and she keened against my chest. Her knees lifted beside me, scraping along my sides and then clinching against me. I pulled her hard up onto my cock. The response summoned the wind. It blew through me and I felt her coming again, bucking and wheezing, seeking air whenever the fluttering pleasure relented. Over and over she pulsed around my cock. The sensations rippled out from our point of joining, skittering along my skin and pulsing through my bones.
When my orgasm arrived, hers redoubled. She could no longer lift her legs. I rabbit fucked her. Her pussy clinched down but feebly and her hips lifted, no longer able to meet thrust with thrust. Her lean body lifted and opened, gulping my cock down like it was liquid. She gasped, she panted, she hissed. The liquid came. I poured into her supine body. I swear it drank my cum gulping at my cock and pulling at it inside of her pussy with all due respect.
I fluttered to a stop, pandering to the urge to keep going but unable to do so. I could not help but drape over her.
"Uh, uh, heavy!" She whispered. She tried to move me but it was like paint moving a wall. I got to my elbows, bent a knee under me and tipped to the side onto my back. I don't remember pulling my cock out of her or the sensation. I was darkened with exhaustion. I closed my eyes and the moment ended.
She woke me with her mouth. I vaguely remembered being cleaned, that warm comfortable sensation of delicate fingers holding my languid cock and the fabulous feeling of a warm, soft wash cloth dabbing the crusties away and then the enveloping warmth that, in my dull lassitude, thought to be a new cloth, cleaner but steamed and hot. The suction itself pulled me to consciousness.
"Mouth." I muttered, rising out of sleep to the conscious awareness that someone was sucking my cock. A nice way to wake up. Nice? Did I think, nice? Funny how you have to be awake to find and use the right superlative. It is a function of deliberate ecstasy to label something fantastic or splendid or wondiferous.
Just like that, I was awake. I wanted the right word to describe the fellatio happening to me. It happens to you, right? You don't participate when she is blowing you, right? It occurs and you are passive.
The mouth of my dreams sank down my cock and held. I felt the puff of hot breath on my body. I came aware of her body, slender and steaming between my legs, her spindle arms around my thighs, holding on while she bobbed her head up and down, except now she stopped, my cock lodged deep in her throat, her tongue tickling up and down the length of my now, very, very hard cock. It felt like glass, hard, smooth and utterly translucent, absorbing every little subtle sensation she transmitted to me with her mouth, lips and tongue. It was otherworldly.
With a loud slurp, she lifted her head, pulling my cock out of her mouth and got to her knees in the gloom. The bathroom light was off. Only the ambient light of the street beyond cut lines and shadows into the darkness, a darkness populated with a nude woman intent on bring me to orgasm with her mouth.
No, I was wrong. She moved up my body, crouched over me. Her hand found my now useful cock and she directed it into the entrance to her body, heaven's gate that only the tiny few may enter properly.
She sank down onto me, her legs splayed wide over my hips. She sighed as I filled her and she enveloped me, the perfect collaboration. Her pussy walls rippled and contracted. If one thinks too hard, it might seem like they are trying to force this unwanted invader out, to regain control of the environment but no, I prefer another ideal. It is like a teen idol in a crowd, pressed from every side by those wanting to touch and gain pleasure, to offer every manner of favor and benefit to the single object of their desire. My cock was a pop star and her pussy was an adoring crowd. That sort of explains why famous people put up with being famous, it's like fucking.
She kissed me.
I fumbled for her name, thinking "she" constantly and realizing that I had been inside more women in the last few weeks than ever before in my life. I wondered if you ever stopped trying to name the woman fucking you and just classified the nature of their body engulfing your cock, teasing you out of an existential lethargy into the bright light of ecstasy where you can see nothing clearly but the point of life and that is to experience the pleasure of accomplishment. It is always an accomplishment to get a woman to climb up your body and mount your cock. It is a curious buzz of acceptance that acknowledges you have something to give them that they really, really want.
She groaned.
Vicky. I remembered her name.
"Vicky." I whispered. "Tight." I was close, sort of.
Her body stopped rocking over me.
"Oh, the rest of you is waking up. I had to go but I didn't think I should just slip out the back door. I came in the front door after all so I thought I'd come a little before I left. You don't mind a little dildo departure, do you?" She snickered.
"A what?" I asked stupidly, feeling stupid, wanting her hips to move again, wanting that luscious friction her madding crowd provided my narcissistic cock, that liquid adulation that poured out of her and smoothed the way for me to penetrate her body till she screamed with the ecstasy we both sought.
"Nevermind. Listen, Mr. Gale," she groaned.
I'd moved my hands up to her ass and pulled her down hard onto my cock while arching my back under her. She grunted and shifted. I moved her ass for her and she got the message and resumed riding me but slowly almost casually, perhaps carefully, like she had something on her mind and didn't want to forget it.
"I have something, I, uh, need to, uh, tell you." She wheezed. She bent over me, cradled my head and kissed me. My hand continued to move her, grinding her body down onto mine and then lifting my hips so she rose up, cinched down on me and then I held her up while I withdrew a half a length of cock. I arched under her again.
She broke the kiss and lay her head on my chest. "Oh god." She whispered. "Oh god."
Her ass began to clinch and tighten, popping up and back with unbelievable control. It was small but she was strong, firm of body and raunchy of soul. She rose up, lifting her torso like a rising plank. Her mop of frizzy hair swept over my face and the tendrils tickled and teased me. She balanced on her hands, planting them square on my chest. Her ass fought away my hands, moving faster and faster, much faster than I could move it on my own. She galloped after the elusive pleasure, panting and gasping as she drew near and then moaning with frustration when it eluded her.
I lifted under her, giving her the full benefit of my hard length. She gulped and grunted, redoubled her efforts and moments later, she screamed at the top of her voice that she was coming.
She came.
Her body bucked over me, shaking like frozen leaves when the wind comes after a fog froze in the air and coats everything. Her teeth rattled like those frozen leaves. Her legs clinched down on me, pinching my hip bones with her thighs while her ass ground us together over and over again. Her head bobbed up and down, passion convulsing her, a vague ripple in the darkness that I knew of with certainty because of the tantalizing tickle of her hair on my face and shoulders. I was a witness to her cavorting cataclysm, her bucking orgasm. I was a sex toy owned and operated by a private citizen in my own bed.
That all changed. I felt the surge of energy in me, like it had been infused by a karmic syringe, injecting the ecstasy straight into my body as though independent of her riding hips. It seemed to appear from some dark place beyond my kin and roar up into me. One moment she was thrashing alone, mounted on the convenient cock and the next I rolled her onto her back, bent her legs back over her shoulders and rammed that convenient cock deep into her body with all the weight gravity granted me.
She bucked under me, her voice caught up in a convulsion of pleased surprise at my sudden participation in her little ritual. Her living dildo had an agenda. I felt her thrill at suddenly feeling the bed on her back and my weight grinding down onto her bent body, piercing it with my hard cock. I released her legs and they drifted down my sides, while I gripped her little ass, barely affording enough room for both hands without clasping fingers like I was offering someone a foot up, except it was her ass in my hands. I pulled her up as I hammered down and she screamed into my chest. If she'd been taller I'd be reading lips now. As it was, I felt her wordless sound echo in my chest cavity, a sort of vibrating concussion that created space around all my organs. No space appeared around my cock, though.
She clinched down on me, locking her legs around my waist, still too short to knot completely so she just tightened them like she was a saddle riding me but I was on top of her so that's backwards a little. I plunged down into her over and over again and she bucked each time I rooted deep into her body and ground us together, pulling her little body onto my cock with fierce conviction, convinced she would not come apart no matter how hard I pummeled her.
"Oh my fucking god!" She cried out, the first intelligible words she'd managed in a while. "Fuck me, Gale, fuck me!" She wailed.
I did my best.
I was just beginning to feel pride at my ability to elicit this level of response from this sexual woman when my own orgasm reminded me of why we were here. My cock swelled and it pulsed once. The pleasure shot through me, shocking my heart out of a simple four four time into a skipping waltz time, unhinging my grasp of reality. My climax welled up and overflowed.
I poured cum into this little woman and I swear, when I eloped into the little rabbit rapping motion that tells a woman she'd have to clean up after, her pussy started to gulp and swallow. It pulled at my cock with a great rolling tension, that began at the base and traveled down the length to the very tip. It seemed to dilate time, slowing the experience down till I felt the tension travel down the length of my cock as distinct motion. It got faster and more frequent until she seemed to blur in my mind and I lost that sensation of feeling each constriction of her pussy individually on my cock.
She went tense, arching her little back under me, uncaring of my weight or the need to breath. She grunted, her hips popping up at me. I arched over her, still holding fast to her little ass, one hand gripping each little cheek and pulling at them as if to tear her apart like a loaf of bread. That is the moment when some fucking poet called them buns and we all nodded in perfect agreement with the rightness of that assessment. God what an ass!
Reality snapped back into place. Gravity returned. The need to breathe asserted itself.
"Heavy!" She gasped under me.
I sloughed to the side. Vicky Vise let go of my cock. Her body suddenly unable to maintain the clinched possession of this foreign body, the undocumented immigrant that she put to work tending her little jade garden was suddenly forgotten and she wanted to breathe normally again.
I rolled onto my back. I don't remember how my cock escaped its captors, fleeing the madding crowd and slapping wetly onto my abdomen. I lay back, panting myself. For a little woman, she turned out to be a lot of work. I put a wrist over my eyes, feeling my body return to its former shape and being.
I felt her sit up. She looked around. I could feel it and wondered why because it was dark.
"I have to tell you something. My, my therapist...no, that doesn't sound right. Well it is, but it isn't. Not really. I mean, Joshua, this, my god, you are a fuck god! I want to come back but I have to be honest with you. I know about the contract and you want to own my house and trade your cash for my pussy and ass and mouth...I got no tits so I'll have to subcontract there. I, they don't get in the way."
She leaned over me, delicately moved my arm off my eyes and kissed my nose. Her breath smelled sweet, almost, like a flower that has wilted. I felt a new surge of sexual arousal flash through me. I'd have fucked her again but she sat back up, giving my mind time to comprehend what she was saying.
"I work for a sex therapist. She, she uses me with her clients. I am not really a whore, though I do fuck for money. It's not like that, I am not a hooker. I told her about you and, well, she said I should try you out, since I was curious. I could not imagine why Liza of all people would agree to sell her body to you just for money. I think I get it now. You may be a craftsman but I understand there's more to your contract than just technique. Suddenly, owned like that, all you need to do is fuck. There is no performance anxiety, no worry about approval or if you'll come back. You own her. She can relax and come and come and come. I get that."
She got up and went into the bathroom. After the toilet flushed and she returned with a new warm cloth and began wiping the sweat et al off my chest, she cleaned my cock. She sat back.
"I don't want you to misunderstand." She whispered. "I loved this but you'll never own me. I ain't getting rich but I am keeping even, well, almost even. Sayesha needs more clients. I keep after her to let me recruit some for us but she insists that sex therapy does not recruit or market or advertise. We fill a need."
Vicky snickered. "I tell her I have a need that needs filling but she is unmoved by that particular argument." She shifted away from me to sit against the headboard, her knees up. I knew this because my eyes had opened and found she'd turned on the bathroom light and I could see her, not clearly but enough.
"I liked this. Coming here and having you like this. It, it is damn sexy to do this with you. I just want you to know that I won't sign your contract. I won't. I don't need to. I won't interfere but I am not going to join the others laying down for you. I am my own woman and I fuck when and how I like." She giggled a little. "Oh my, how I do seem to like fucking you. You mentioned my ass. Maybe some other time. I am going to go." She got off the bed. "Do you still want your key back?" She whispered.
I didn't know how to answer. If I let this woman fuck me whenever she wanted, I'd lose a precious form of leverage. After all, it was Sharon's opinion that the women of Holdingsfield didn't get enough and that was our opportunity.
"Why? Why are you in sex therapy? God, you could teach a Master's class."
She grunted. "Thank you. I'll tell Sayesha you said so." She was casting around for clothing. She stopped, came over to the bed and sat beside me, laying a little hand on my chest. It felt like a butterfly had alighted there and I went still so it wouldn't fly away.



"My husband was a nice man. By nice, I mean he was plain and, eventually, boring. He fucked the same way every time. He believed in sex as a matter of procreation. When it became clear that Samantha wasn't fertile and I had little desire to go become a fertility experiment for those mad scientists of procreation, Norman lost interest.
"He quit having sex with me. He goes through the motions in life but he's dead inside. He will not divorce me but we haven't been husband and wife for several years. We sleep apart now and barely talk. I felt trapped but I loved him. I felt empty but he once fulfilled my need for a man and a spouse.
"Sayesha convinced me that his departure had convinced me that I didn't need sex, but I do. She, she has clients, clients who need sexual help and I am the perfect solution because I am not threatening. I am not voluptuous, not big enough for them to see me as an indictment of their penis size or anything. Any man looking at me figures his sausage will fill me to capacity even if it is a Vienna sausage or a cocktail weenie. I am as non-threatening as a woman can be to the delicate and fragile male sexual psyche.
"So you see, Mr. Gale, I have a job that entails plenty of fucking and guess what? I don't need your money. If you want your key or you change your locks, I'll leave you alone. Sayesha told me I had to regain the joy of sex and I don't mean finding a lost book. She meant I needed to seek sex for my own pleasure, on my own terms.
"When I heard about your activity in the neighborhood, it seemed perfect. If you were really all that and a bag of chips, and you are. Don't get me wrong, Mr. Gale, I came tonight and that was what I wanted. Bone rattling orgasms and I may be in traction for a while before I walk normal. If you proved to be what Liza implied, then I could have this for me. I just want to be clear about this with you. You can't get me to sign your fucking contract using sex. I have already sold my body to Sayesha. I don't want to fuck you under false pretenses."
She got off the bed, pulled her shirt over her head. She tossed her little bra at me.
"You can keep that. I don't know why girls like me wear things like that. If my tits droop, I'd be proud."
"It's a sign of womanhood." I said, being hyper-reasonable. My cock was hard again and I had the distinct feeling if she didn't put her pants on soon, I'd pin her again. I had a flash of putting my cock into her ass and feeling her buns against me when I got her fully mounted on my cock.
Vicky regarded me for a moment.
"Tell the truth, that is what Sayesha keeps saying. We need to tell the truth about sex. Sex isn't or shouldn't be at least, an expression of aggression or a weapon of violence. We use sex against each other, men and women, because we don't tell ourselves the truth. She had hammered that into my head and I might have it. I am being honest with you, Mr. Gale. I want to fuck you again, have you try out my ass, do the things you want me to do but I won't sign your contract. Okay?"
She'd pulled on her impossibly tight slacks, like she was donning a second skin. She stood with her hands on her slim hips, feet wide, like she was some sort of super heroine.
"Okay?" She repeated.
"No." I returned. "I want your contract, now, more than ever."
"Not happening. I may come back and fuck you again but if you bring up the contract, I'll find some other dick with ears to fill my need."
"Need." I chortled. "I never heard it called that before. Oh, I am not questioning the rightness of it but it just struck me as funny."
I think the woman glared at me but her face was in shadow and her hair cloyed about her face so I could not distinguish her features clearly in the glaring gloom of the bedroom and the bathroom light. She seemed to be waiting for something.
"I won't agree to anything like that but I won't push you out of bed for eating crackers, either."
She snickered a little. "So it's going to be like that, is it? We'll see."
"You have needs. I have a plan. I'd be happy to fit you into my plan."
"And I'd be happy to fit you into my plan." She echoed.
I chortled again. "Again, I never heard it called a plan."
"You never experienced a lot of things, apparently." She found her boots, sat and pulled them on, laced them up and stood up.
"I'm keeping my key. When I want you next, I'll be back. If you change the locks, I'll understand. If you don't, then, well, we'll see what happens."
She walked out of the bedroom and out the front door into the night. I lay back. God, what a woman! She was astonishing in some new and amazing way. I felt the zinging thrill of her flash through me, followed almost immediately by her stolid assertion that there'd be no contract for her. I smiled. Truth is, I like a challenge and despite the ease of having her, she posed a new and different challenge. I wondered if she liked pussy. That thought followed me into my dreams. God, she really loved pussy in my dreams!
***From the Author: Thanks for reading this updated version of episode #8. This introduces Vicky Vice and that's a new addition that the original version did not have. I needed her later so, here she is. A little more of the Fucking Investment. Leave a comment, let me know what you thought and vote your conscience or, if you must, your consciousness. Give us some feedback so we can tell if you like Vicky as much at we did! -C
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Chapter 9
Vidya Ketteridge—Fucking the Belly Dancer
Vidya Ketteridge was from the sub-continent of India by way of Britain where she had married the weasel, St. John Ketteridge. He married her for her money. She married him to spite her father or mother or both, so any cock would have sufficed equally well. In retrospect, she likely thought many cocks would have been much better than what she ended up with.
Her parents were furious with her engagement and marriage to a 'nothing'. They were not able to keep her grandfather from bequeathing a small fortune to her and in like manner she was not able to keep the narcissistic Ketteridge from frittering it away. It was a common theme among the women of Holdingsfield, bad marriages and lost fortunes. Good for me, bad for them but then again, maybe not.
I was going to go see Vidya the afternoon after I mounted Jennifer Simpson on the kitchen table. But as I walked down the street towards her house, her husband stormed out cursing, yelling something about 'fuck you' over his shoulder, jumped into his little truck and sped away, squealing tires and such. It was about 5 so I walked on by. I did not want to inject myself onto a good cry. Short term benefits, maybe but long term, it was a loser.
I went to the little park and pond the neighborhood supported and walked. The afternoon light was dimming, turning orange and chasing darkness. I had worked most of the afternoon after Ms. Simpson fluttered out my front door with her funny little 'I just got fucked' walk. I was at a loss as to how to approach Vidya and the clock was ticking so I was about to settle on the 'go knock on the door and make the offer' approach I defaulted to when something clever did not present itself. I perfected this 'just do it' approach in business and it had worked on several occasions. With Vidya, however, I wanted something different, more elegant, more surprising and delightful. I considered waiting for inspiration, delaying my approach. Then I glimpsed her in the distance through an upstairs window.
I was standing on the berm of dirt that formed a dam for the pond and allowed me to see over the low band of lilac bushes bounding that side of the park. I was gazing at Vidya's house across the access road in the back and the side yard of the neighbors which was sufficiently clear to allow me to see into the upstairs windows of her house. I stared at her house, pondering my next move, waiting for inspiration and it came.
Vidya appeared in an upstairs window. As I watched, she began to disrobe. I fumbled for the pen telescope I carried which gave good magnification. When I put I to my eye, I gazed on her behind, her glorious ass. For a moment the woman stood with her back to me, holding up an outfit before turning and showing me her body. Then she turned, I guess letting the light from the dying day illuminate the outfit she held and I could see her bare body clearly; her breasts stood out from her body and swayed like she was underwater. She was not tall but the lines of her body were sensuous and smooth. She donned a classic Middle Eastern belly dancing costume, slipping on a piece at a time till she covered her body with sparkling bangles and wispy scarves. Vidya put her hands above her head, weaving them together and her ass swiveled around in a huge circle as though her legs were not touching the floor. The sari-like skirt shifted and then she disappeared. She was far away but my plan to go knock on the door and offer to discuss her situation changed at least for the moment. I wanted a closer look. I wanted see who she was dressing for and get a better look at what she was wearing.
I walked hurriedly up to the access road, the gate prevented vehicle access and was easy to climb around. I found the gate to her yard and, hoping it was unlocked, tried the latch. It opened. I am not sure what I hoped to find but my expectations were exceeded by what greeted me when I peered in the gate. A large patio stretched nearly the length of her curving house, hooded on each end by trees and second story porches. A sweep of grass populated with a mixture of modern art sculptures and ancient Hindu images with huge bare breasts or six arms provided the view to the large bank of windows looking in on the main living space at the middle of the house.
When I stepped inside the gate, the first thing I noticed was the exotic (to me) music, Middle Eastern music that throbbed out of the house. Through the sliding glass doors, I saw her for the first time. She was dancing. Her arms twining together above her like two charmed cobras, as though there were no bones in them at all. Her head turned from left to right and back again, showing one eye and then the other to me, one side then the other of her one eyebrow and each time, the glittering 'third eye' ruby embedded in her forehead just above the bridge of her thin, Indian nose. Her lips were smiling. Her eyes seemed focused on a distant nirvana which both beckoned and eluded her. Those eyes were both sad and suffused with longing. And she appeared alone. I peered into the spattered shadows of the house and saw no sign of anyone else. She was indeed, alone.
I strode closer. Her ass began to shake impossibly fast as if the music demanded a response. Her arms flowed out to her sides, extended horizontally while her hands waved and fluttered. As I approached, my eyes were pulled to her shaking hips and the jangle of the metal fringes of her scarlet and gold outfit reached me. Her legs went heel to toe and back again, shifting her hips to one side then the other while they continued to shake, a complex of two motions. She changed from a side to side swaying of her hips into a rippling front to back motion could suggest only the copulation motion of a woman in the throes of erotic passion. Her liquid motion mesmerized and fire imagination and passion in me.
I moved up to within a few feet of the glass, washed in the light from the room, clearly visible to anyone looking. Vidya had a long veil woven into her cascade of black hair. She may have been five four or five five maybe. She was barefoot. Her back was to me and all I could see was her sari encased hips. They were not visible really, but their motion demanded imagination. I was so struck by her body and the dance it was doing, I was so out of breath, so entranced, all I could manage was a breathless stare. I was too helpless even to respond to her, held in perfect sway by her gesticulating body, all motion and sexy curves surrounded by a penumbra of floating wispy scarves.
Her ass cheeks were shaped and bunched to form globes. When she arched to one side or the other, her hip would form a small shelf accenting the shape and size of her ass. The flesh was firm and tight, flowing from action to action without hesitation or wasted motion. The ass was so dominant that I expected her legs to be fat to support it but when they appears in the momentary gaps in her costume, they appeared slim, muscular to be sure but shapely and tight, perfect extensions of the undulating ass, swathed in the diaphanous gold and scarlet of her costume. She turned in a clicking circle, arms out and then she raised one leg and turned like the sweep hand on a clock face, the leg straight out from her body. She began to turn, bobbing up and down on her toes. At first, her body ticked around the circle, moving from position to position, keeping time with the world and the music. Then having circled completely several times, she dissolved into a whirling dervish, twirling and spinning, her head clicking with each revolution from side to side. The music pulsed around her, reaching out to me and pulling at me. She slowed and stopped, facing me. My eyes remained on her vigorous hips, twitching left and right, then slowing and flowing into a circular motion that thrust each hip impossibly high to each side, bulging without folding the flesh of her sides, her body perfectly suited to the arousing motions of her hips.
My lust-numbed brain finally constructed the fact that she must be able to see me through the screen door through which I was watching her. I looked up from her quaking ass. Vidya was staring at me, an intense stare, eyes fixed on me with a half-smile. But when my eye met hers, she smiled and tossed her head first to one side then the other, her hair flying behind her and the scarf floating till the switching motion jerked it in a new direction. Her smile was blinding and her white teeth shattered the dark, brooding image of exotic erotica that her dance defined. Though she smiled, her eyes retained a shattered look in them, reflecting what I knew to be true about her situation. To find her dancing in this strikingly sensual manner, alone and with such intensity pulled at me and made what I was seeing seem like some ritual before a bloodthirsty god, as though she were a virgin, dancing for her life before they broke her childhood and took her life with the two swords of some brutal religion.
Her hips swung as though on an impossible pivot. The scarves and drapes of her costume whipped about, never settling but always in the air, drifting like cigar smoke in a closed room. Yet for all the motion the costume presented, it covered the lines of her body, suggesting a boundary or muscle at the limit of each impossible movement but showing nothing. My ears finally came back on, and the tinkle of the bells and metal trim jangled with the music, creating a metallic rustle underneath the instrumentation of the song.
Her eyes bored into me and her hands gestured at me, fingers wide and twitching while her hips shook from side to side. Then abruptly, she turned away from me, showing me her shaking ass. I opened the screen door, sliding it open, stepped inside and closed it. Vidya's head turned and she caught me with one eye. She turned her back to me. Then the rush of the music changed, the crashing percussion, frantic electronica and nasal Eastern flute faded; replaced by the swelling of a string melody which seized hold of her hips and began to push them forward and back. The motion began just below her breasts, high up her back; her ass thrust forward in a fluid motion and then it would snap forward the last inch or two, like the crack of a whip. Then it flowed back towards me, sensuously arching backwards till the scarves about her waist parted and I could see the bare flesh of her hips. Vidya would freeze for just a single beat, showing me her body. Then her ass would pop backwards; the scarves would fly high like flamingos flushed from the rushes of a shallow primal river. Every piece of metal decorating her body would plink and tink together and then the motion reverted to the other direction. She must have been moving the center of her pelvis two feet back and forth. Her back rippled with the effort.
All the while her head was turned, straining towards me, her one visible eye cocked completely into the corner but her head was still, while her lower body writhed beneath her. I crossed the intervening space, stopping only when I was close enough to touch her. My cock was engorged and poling my trousers. I wanted to speak, to curse her or demand or command but the music beguiled and her weaving body silenced me. She stared at me with that intense one-eyed stare she could manage over her shoulders, bringing her ass back to within inches of my erect cock and then retreating. I stripped off my shirt and tossed it to the floor. Vidya pulled a yellow scarf from the side of her costume and tossed it onto my shirt. I kicked off shoes and dropped my pants, stripping off underwear and socks and deposited them on the other side of her revealing my long, hard erection. She covered my clothing with another, scarlet scarf. I stood before her, naked while her body thrashed before me, possessed by the music and possessing me to the core.
Finally, I heard the music begin to modulate, shifting keys in anticipation of some change. I put both hands out and when her ass approached me again, I lay them on her hips. She became completely still. The music changed. The flow of the sitar dropped to nearly nothing and the percussion returned, throbbing drums and tambourines bound together with a wriggling Eastern flute. Yet she did not move. I pulled a bit but she did not budge, instead my body shuffled forward and the end of my cock crept into the cleft of her mighty ass. Her ass began to shake, but without moving, without unsettling my hands clasped gently on the upper slope of each hip. Vidya's hands extended to each side, even with her shoulders, fluttering like pennants in a victorious wind and then she began to bend from the waist. From her narrow, impossibly small waist, at the horizon-line of her ass which divided upper torso from lower body. Her ass cracked and her pussy appeared as she bent lower. The ass shook under my hands with impossible motion originating in the muscles. Her skin was slick and I could smell her musk, the dank aroma of arousal that hung in the air. I pulled on her hips, pressing my cock against her body.
The shaking lessened and she began to move her body up and down till the head of my cock encountered her pussy. I felt it and her eye closed while her lips pulled back into a demanding rictus, then her head whipped around and down, out of sight as her shoulders fell. Her back arched and her cunt parted for the head of my cock. There, perched on me like a falcon waiting to be released to the kill, she hesitated, waiting as the music surged around us. The music changed course and began to ripple with staccato crash after crash, with all the instruments descending down to smash against the bottom registers. Vidya matched that with her ass, pounding it down, over and over onto my extended cock. Neither of us touched my cock with our hands. She adjusted her hips, moving them up, down and side to side, gripping, adjusting and nudging till the penis behind her was perfectly positioned and was slicing into her quivering body over and over again. She was completely bent. She was a headless thing for her head was bowed out of my sight below her heaving shoulders.
Till that moment, my hands had been riding the motion of her ass but I sensed both a need in her and the consummation in the music. My fingers tightened on her ass and when the music crashed one last time, I pulled her ass back and finally penetrated her body to its simmering core. I buried myself all the way inside her heaving, gasping body in the resulting silence.
"Aaaiiiiiyaaaahhhh!" She shrieked. But she did not move. My cock soaked in her roiling depths. I finally began to withdraw from her body. She was posed in an impossible position, hands extended, fingers still but tensed, head out of sight below her arched body. I began to stroke my cock in and out of her stock-still body. Nothing of hers moved except for the bit of sway my hands forced on her. Into her seething depths I pumped my cock, over and over, deep into her, pressing my body against her wondrously firm ass, pulling back on her hips so that our bodies slapped together in the silence.
"Aaaaiiiiyyyaaaahhhhh, yes!" Vidya screamed. "Oh shag me! Fuck me with your cock!" She panted in a distinct British accent as I continued to pound into her. Her hands dropped and she was bent over, her hands on ground. Then her knees buckled and she threatened to fall away from me. I followed her to the floor, holding her up and slowing the descent which allowed me to control it and keep my cock hooked inside her taut pussy. Then she was on her knees and I knelt behind her and resumed fucking her. Her face descended onto her forearms and she arched her body against me.
I continued the motion, the stroke, the pistoning of male cock into female pussy. I became more and more profound, striking her hard with my body till finally she began to grunt with the conclusion of each down stroke as it pounded my cock into the depths of her body. She swayed on her knees, parting from me as I withdrew and then meeting my penetration with a force of her own, accentuated by my hands pulling her home onto my throbbing cock. I could feel the steaming flesh of her cunt as I penetrated it, hard. I would hesitate and move my body around, stirring her inner flesh with my rigid prick. Her hips countered the motion with a waving, weaving motion of their own and then we would pull apart, only to slam back together again in a concussion of pleasure. Then I pulled free of her sluicing body. For a moment she leaned back, seeking the penetrating cock. Not finding it, she rose up on her hands and looked over her shoulder at me. Her eye was questioning.
I put a hand on one hip and pushed at her. "On your back." I said softly.
She rolled, dropping to her back and pulling her knees towards each shoulder. Her ass coated the floor, forming a cushion that framed her cluttered pussy. Her brown skin was black in the growing night. I sorted through the jumbled costume, pulling scarves away from between her legs and lifting the drapes till her flowing center was visible. I shuffled forward, directed my cock to the entrance of her pussy and shoved into her, emphatically. She grunted as I penetrated her and her body curled up to meet me. Our first kiss was fire and lava, her lips flowed against me sealing my breath in me while her tongue lashed my lips till they parted and we danced privately, out of sight. I grunted from the sexiness of her kiss and jerked my hips at her just once.
That single motion set something off in her. Till that moment, her hands had been holding my chin and face while she kissed me. When I struck her with my cock that one thrust, she broke the kiss and her head snapped back. "Aaaaiiiieeeeyyyaaaahhhh!" She shrieked, dropping flat on her back. Her hands pressed against the floor. Her hips shifted against me and then abruptly began to surge at me with short, hard, swift strokes. Her ass flexed and lifted me bodily off the floor, till she was arched on shoulders and feet. While flexed, her ass shimmied and convulsed on my stiff dick, still snuggly fitted into her body. Then I clasped her ass hard with both hands and pulled at that mighty ass, forcing my cock against the back of her vagina. She shuddered, made a 'glugging' sound, half choke, half swallow and then her body dropped as if all her muscles had failed at once. I landed on top of her with a surprising force and her body jerked and jerked and jerked, without order or pattern. Her feet were planted flat on the carpet and from there, she directed her body's motion as she fucked me from below. Vidya was keening now. Her arms stole inwards to loop about my neck.
I had firm hold of her incredible ass which was flexing and convulsing beneath my grip, the motions were communicated directly to my cock rooted inside her seething body. I clasped my hands to her huge cheeks and banged us together. My fingers sunk into her cheeks, squeezing her against me. Her ass tightened with the motion. I lifted up and she sighed, exhaling and then I pounded my cock home again, deep into her pliant body, feeling the stringent binding of her pussy along the length of my iron cock. Over and over I pounded her body with mine, pubic bone to pubic bone, cock in pussy. My hands grasped her by the shoulders, leaving me only my elbows to stand on over top of her. Vidya's head was shaking back and forth, jerking far to one side while her mouth stretched wide in a silent scream. She would hold that pose for several strokes before jerking far to the other side and clamping her jaws together and blowing through her nose like a winded thoroughbred.
We did this for several minutes, till my climax began to build. I increased speed, cranking my cock into her over and over again with no hesitation or abatement. As I plunged my rigid cock into Vidya, we rocked on her ass rolling up and back with the motion the music inspired no longer. My hands on her shoulders shifted her body down against my thrusts, crushing us together. Her body would move but her ass remained in the same place on the floor. Her voice was a constant wail of vowels, which would occasionally part for an emphatic 'oh fuck!' or 'shag me!' in her pretty British accent, with which she would extend her pussy as high as possible and hold for a stroke or two before dropping her ass back to the carpet where I continued to hammer her. My orgasm arrived with a mind-numbing intensity and I planted my cock and held it deep inside her pussy as it erupted, spewing into the body below me. Viday was completely penetrated, pinned beneath my quaking body. She shivered and then her legs lifted, abandoning her pussy to my orgasm. Her legs wrapped about me and squeezed, forcing me harder against her and then she was shrieking loudly, screaming vowels and pleading with me to fuck her till she announced she was coming, 'Aggggaaaaiiinnnnnnnnnn!" Then she rose, pasting her mouth to mine, curling to meet me in the air. She shuddered again, her body heaving, she grunted and shivered. We shook together on her ass. Then we both collapsed.



By that time I was spent. Her body stilled and I lay on top of her, panting 'fuck. Fuck. Fuck!' every third or fourth breath. My cock remained hard for a while. Every few seconds, Vidya would squeeze me with her inner muscles, pressing her pussy around my singing cock till at last, it began to deflate and retreat, conquered by the voracious pussy which had consumed it. I rolled way from her and lay on the floor, arms tucked behind my head. Eventually my breathing returned to normal.
I sat up, naked and spent. Vidya opened her eyes, her dark eyes and watched me. She rolled a bit to her side, eyes following my movements. I found my clothes and slowly dressed. She did not move or speak in the shadowed darkness, backlit by some orphan light deeper in her house and the ambient light from the night outside. One of her hands disappeared between her legs and her eyes closed. I wanted her again but not now. The silence was perfect, full, still echoing with our lovemaking. Then she smiled, the barest hint of a smile before she closed her eyes. I left her there grunting through a new orgasm, departing the way I had arrived, but in darkness via the backyard, utterly spent, completely sated.
The next morning I woke to the sound of the phone. It was Jennifer Simpson. The image of Vidya Ketteridge shimmered in my eyes, her last contented smile, her fabulous ass and the movements that beguiled me and pulled me to her. I wanted her again. Jennifer had fucked tiny Ted and wanted to know what to do? I told her I would be over to see her later in the week and hung up. All I could think about was Vidya. The music she danced to wove itself about me, insinuating itself into my mind. I called Valerie and informed her that her tiny husband had fucked one of my women.
"A new one? That son of a bitch!" She cursed. "Who was it?"
"That is for me to know and you to find out. You find out from him what he did and put it on your account or I will and if I do, it goes double on yours, just like I said."
"How am I supposed to get him to tell me . . . oh. Is this permission?"
"No. But you spend your assets, it is just expensive." I thought of Valerie flat on her back with Vidya between her legs, feeding on her pussy, Vidya's legs parting and offering me her cunt. I was hard. My god but I wanted that woman again and badly. I waited as long as I could. By 10 I was restless and by 11 I could not stand it any longer. In broad daylight, I walked down to her house, through the front gate, up to her front door and rang the chimes. I could not breathe. I felt faint.
She answered the door soon after the chimes sounded. Vidya stood staring at me.
I spoke first. "My name is Joshua Gale. I am a neighbor, a new neighbor."
Vidya nodded. Her mouth was open, it moved but no sound came out.
"Is your husband home? " I asked.
For several moments, long enough to tell a vaudeville joke, she did not respond. Her eyes were fixed and staring into mine. Her mouth was open but still. Then she inhaled. She shook her head.
"May I come in?"
"I. I. I."
"I am the man from last night."
"I know." She finally spoke.
"I know white people are so hard to tell apart."
"You are a neighbor? Fuck, I thought I dreamed it!" She said but then she laughed. All of her relaxed. "Please come in." She stepped back. She wore a conventional white robe, fuzzy and long, too big for her height but tied snug around the hips. Vidya closed the door behind me and neither of us moved. She waited on me and I waited on her. "What are you doing here?" She said finally. "What do you want."
"You." I said simply.
"You think it is that easy? Ring the doorbell and ask for what you want?" Her nimble brain was back with us. Her eyes were flashing.
"No. If I did, I would have come in the back door again. Or stayed last night and had you again in your bed. That was truly awesome sex. And you dance pretty good too."
Her mouth opened, then closed. Her eyes were sad and she did not smile.
"I want to apologize for last night. I had no right to enter you like I did, I mean enter your house like I did. Ah shit." I stopped, blushing furiously. "Mrs. Ketteridge, I cannot tell you how you have affected me. I dreamed of you last night. I woke smelling you, feeling you, wanting you. That, what we shared last night, that was astounding."
"And you want to see if you can do it again?"
"Don't you?" I asked without thinking.
She stared at me, then her eyes dropped. "I, too, was affected by . . . last night. I did not sleep but for more reasons than just longing to keep you for the night. I have other difficulties."
I nodded. "Times are difficult, for nearly everyone. Perhaps I can help?"
Vidya stared at me. "Is that why you came back?"
I met her gaze. "I want you again. And again. Because of that, I want to help you if I can. I want you to feel free to blend with me again, like we did last night."
She shook her head, almost sneering. "That will never happen again. It was a falling star, winning the lottery." Then she smiled. "It was pretty fantastic. I am being rude, can I get you something?" She turned away and led me to the kitchen, through the sunken living room where I fucked her the night before. Two scarves still marked the spot on the floor. She sat down at the kitchen nook and I joined her. She poured herself a glass of orange juice and then got a glass for me and poured it full. "I was just sitting here wondering what I was going to do next. I guess now I know."
"Oh? Did I help you decide?"
Vidya lay a hand on my hand. "My husband may be back today or maybe not. He has some collectables or something that he wants to get out of the house before they take it out from under us. They made us the offer to buy all of our stuff and they would write off the back payments and take over the loan, no matter how upside down we are. We have to do it."
I shook my head. "I do not understand." It was a lie but she needed to explain herself to me.
Vidya drank from her glass, her eyes were far away. She told me the long, sad story. Her departure from India, her constant battles with her parents, first her mother then her father. Her bequest from her grandfather that freed her from India and the marriage which formed a new bondage she regretted though the marriage provided for an exile to America where her parents would not come to visit. She laid out the fundamentals of their collective financial collapse, but did not blame her husband for it all, though our research indicated it was, indeed, his entire fault.
"So, it has come down to this. Wednesday, tomorrow, we have to be out or the cost of the default will be twenty times more. We have to leave everything. They offer that and we release the value of the property to them, with all it contains and we are free and clear. Not even any residual debt." She shrugged. "The furniture is all financed too. If we tried to fight it, we would lose everything and get stuck with huge debts and the stuff is not worth that any longer so we cannot even sell it to relieved the debt. John said it was better to develop credit in the US. We did and now it is going to ruin us.
"They offered to take it all and leave us with nothing. It is a great offer, less than nothing or nothing. I am not sure why they make it but that is our only option unless we want to try fighting it. I have nothing left to fight it with. My husband is not much of a fighter. He runs better than he fights. Not really a coward but inept. He tried. I never thought we could go through my inheritance but we did." She drank again. "This economy has raped a good many people who thought they had saved for a rainy day. Turns out they were living in a house made of tea leaves. Rain makes a mess of it." She drank again. Now she was crying.
I stood up, not sure what to do.
Vidya looked up at me, her eyes wide, glistening with tears. "Don't go. Please."
I stared down at her tear streaked face. "I want to help. I must help. I cannot let this happen to you. Can you tell me, if I can arrange money, cash, how much would you need?"
"How much? What do you mean?"
"If I can arrange for cash enough for you to live here, say another year, to buy you time, how much would you need?"
"In exchange for what? Why would you do this?"
I sat down. I pulled her hand between mine. "Vidya, I want to help. Please let me. Tell me how much so I can see if I can help."
She nodded, sat back and began to calculate in her head. "Sixty thousand, US, for the house and furnishings for a year. We owe another forty in arrears. In India, if I let you do this, perhaps I would become a whore. I would be expected to give sex for your help."
I smiled. "This is America." I could not think of what else to say.
There were tears in her eyes.
I stood up. "I have contacts, people in my family who have interests in the area. Perhaps, perhaps I can help."
She was openly crying now and I was lost. I did not know what to do. I hate it when a woman cries. I can smack a crying man without compunction but a woman just does something to me. I want to fix it and make it all better, even if I can't. I felt like such a shit raining this down on her like this and plotting to get into her knickers as well. But I managed to quell this sort of thinking with the observation that if I did not get involved, the default would have come with no options at all but 'bad' and 'worse'! But I could not lie to her. I sat back down.
"Vidya, I need to be honest with you. This is America and we are a little different than India but not much. I want you. I am willing to spend a lot of money to insure that I have you. But I want you to be happy, comfortable, safe. You can keep your husband if you love him, if you want him. But if I can get this money, you will have to fuck. The only way I want you to agree to this is if you understand this; that the money supposes that you will give me your body for my use and pleasure or to be sold to anyone I wish. But I assure you, I will not sell you for money. I will sell you to your pleasure. I want to find the greatest pleasures you dream of and see that you get them, over and over again. We may never be able to duplicate the ecstasy of last night but we can try. I want you, Vidya and if you want me too, then here is a way to deal with your disaster. I will go now. You think about it. I will return this evening for your answer.
She was weeping when I left and I had a sinking feeling that I had buggered the lot of it. But there was nothing to be done. I could not deceive her further. And I did want her. My god, I was quaking with adrenaline while I was that close to her. I returned to my house and validated I had the cash and put it into a brief case. Then I drew up the papers. About six I walked over to her house again. Saint John's truck was in the drive, filled with plastic storage containers, each neatly labeled with comic book titles and taped shut.
I rang the doorbell. Vidya greeted me with tears in her eyes. I followed her to the kitchen to find a devastatingly handsome man, tanned, with an open-necked white shirt, tan pants and loafers lounging at the table sipping a gin and tonic. I could smell it, it was so strong and I could see the lime.
Vidya stood beside him, her hand on his shoulder. She was dressed in traditional Indian dress, a sari with a short vest over the garment covering her breasts. She was surpassingly beautiful. She introduced us.
"So? You want to make my wife a whore?" Saint John said, ignoring my hand. He poured himself more gin from the bottle on the table and regarded me as he drank from the glass, ice tinkling as he drained it.
I shook my head. "I want to purchase your wife. Here are my terms." I handed the documents to him.
He took several minutes to flip through them, perusing them with an arched eyebrow. He had long chestnut brown hair and a mustache to match. While he read them, Vidya got a glass and poured me some wine and offered it to me. I accepted. After a few minutes, he tossed it on the table. "Agreed." He said. "I can stay here but I cannot fuck my own wife, is that right?"
I nodded.
He rose up, a tall man with a distinct slouch. "I am staying at the club. When you calculated our budget, you included the membership for next year, right?"
Vidya's eyes, glistening with tears, shook her head.
The man cursed. "Bloody bitch! Can you add another twenty grand to that total? I am sure she can work it off. Sounds like an easy deal to me! I don't know what you are crying about."
"I will arrange that. But I will pay the club bill myself. The money goes to your wife, in her name. She will give money to you as she sees fit. Any marital congress between you two will be added to the balance. If you want to help work it off, I could arrange that as well."
The man hesitated, shook his head then smiled. "Agreed." He signed the various places on the contracts which required it of him. Without another word, he shook my hand and left.
Vidya sat down, staring at the table. "I cannot believe it. We are saved."
"You are owned." I said. "There may be a difference." I turned to go.
Vidya wiped her eyes and stood up. She looked at me. "Are you going to leave?" She asked. "Don't you want your Hindu Kali?" She struck a pose, thrusting her hip out to the side and her hands to the opposite side in imitation of a classical Hindu painting. "You have purchased me. Don't you want to take me now?"
I shrugged. "You are not mine till the contract is signed and you have the money."
She sat and signed, her hand shaking.
I moved to sit in the living room, staring at the yellow and purple scarves on the floor.
She positioned herself before me. "Are you going to take me now? Or do you only take what you do not own?" She asked.
Something about her words sounded like a challenge and my spine straightened. I walked over to her. Her head came to about my chin. I put my hands on her shoulders and she leaned into me, placing her forehead against my chest. She stepped back then and started to undress. "You will never figure out how to get this off without tearing it up." She said softly, unfastening the costume. Then she stopped herself. "Do you want me?" She asked? "Do you want to shag me now that you own me or is the thrill gone now?"
I nodded dumbly but realized that it answered nothing. I touched her chin, tilting her head up and bent over her, touching my lips lightly to hers. Her lips moved when I touched them, pressing against mine. Her hand rose to my shoulder and laid lightly on me, just her open hand. My eyes closed as she kissed me. I backed away and she resumed removing her clothing. Parts of it dropped away and soon her breasts, bare brown with dark, almost black nipples appeared. She wore panties which she skimmed down her short legs, standing before me naked. I realized that I had not seen her naked before, I had only felt her body responding to ecstasy.
"Take me." She said simply.
Her naked patience goaded me into action. "Turn around." I hissed, my wine coated throat was dry and seemed unable to swallow. She pivoted, turning her back on me. Her body was lush, her breasts heavy and full with long sharp nipples. She turned and showed me her back. Her back was smooth red-brown skin, strong and upright. Her hips swelled to either side of her body forming a ridge where her waist was and then straight lines up to her breasts. The hips tapered down to just above her knees which were delicate and distinct. But her thighs were strong, rippling as she swayed before me. I approached her again, my hands looped under her arms placing my hands right at her breasts. I kissed her back. I grasped her by the tits and pulled her compact body back to me. It seemed to come alive but she made no sound.
I found her nipples and pinched each in turn. No sound. But her ass pressed back against my thighs. My cock was hard, uncomfortably bent in my jeans. Something about her silence and her stillness puzzled me. I decided to test a theory. "Undress me." I said softly.
Vidya turned quickly and set to work. She removed my shirt and kissed my nipples, sucking each of them for a moment before undoing my jeans and shucking then down my legs. My cock stood out under the damp spot on my briefs. She knelt and untied my running shoes. She slipped them off and I stepped out of my jeans. She put both hands against my cock, pressing it upward inside my briefs. She was on her knees, her back straight, her hips covering her heels, her breasts gently swaying with each motion. She was gazing up at me. "I want to suck you." She said. "I will suck you. Then you can have me, any way you want."
"How about for a week?"
Vidya smiled. "Something about you makes me want you to position me on my back and plunge your, your, your cock, yes, your cock in to my quim. I want you to fuck me!" She nodded, looking pleased with herself; sounded good to me. Her British accent made her words seem like music to my dull American ears. She pulled at my underwear, revealing my cock. She peeled the briefs down to my thighs and then wrapped one small hand around my very hard cock. She rose up a bit and put the end to her lips. For several minutes she just sat and kissed the end of it, licking it from time to time with her tongue. I was becoming increasingly aroused and somewhat concerned about coming all over her face when what I wanted was to do what she described, filling her on her back. She seemed unhurried.
When she did take the tip into her mouth, I cried out because her teeth ran along the upper and lower sides of my cock, scraping it painfully. But then the teeth were gone and her mouth became all tongue and sucking lips. Her lips nibbled at the shaft of my cock as she sucked, pulling at the head and the length of it with suction and her lips. Her hands fondled my balls and caressed my legs. She rose up onto her knees and pushed my cock deeply into her gaping mouth. I looked down her body, at her dangling, wavering breasts and the wide expanse of her ass. I knew I wanted that great big ass. I wondered if anyone had been up her ass.
"Vidya?" I said, intending to ask. For a moment, she ignored me pushing her mouth farther onto my cock, so far, in fact that I did not care that I was being ignored. She pulled back, let my bobbing cock free from her glistening lips.
"Pardon?"
I felt caught so asked the question I originally conceived but should have forgotten. "Have you ever taken it up the ass?"
When I asked, she had been eyeing my cock, like she was estimating how to get it all into her mouth again. I am a bit bigger than average, good enough to suffice and not so big to inspire size-based comments or fear for that matter. When I spoke, I broke her concentration and I feared my incautious question would put her off.
"My ass? No. Never. Would you like to fuck me in the ass? My bum usually gets spanked. I have had plenty of that, bum smacking. Then they shag the shit out of me."
"Do you like that?"
She nodded. "I come like a firecracker after I have been flogged good and then shagged. I love that, I do." She smiled. "I am a bit of a slag, actually. I don't look like it but shagging is my favorite team sport, participating or watching." She cocked her head, considering as she stared up at me, though her hands were busy on my cock, massaging it. "I bet you shag a lot. Can I watch you shag someone sometime? I love watching. Gets me wow oh wow, yeah! But then you must fuck me!" She said. "I don't mean just watching. That is one thing my hubby used to like was me watching while he rogered some slag. But then he brought home another bloke and I came with him too much I guess and John lost interest in sharing me."
She stopped talking and my cock disappeared into her mouth. She withdrew from it again. Her lips peeled back and then contracted around the tip and she shoved my cock back into her mouth. For a moment, the second sudden envelopment threatened to cause an eruption. I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her up and off my cock. I directed her onto her back on the couch. Her legs opened. She had plenty of hair on her cunt, tangled and wild and long. Vidya hooked a heel on the back of the couch and dropped the other off the edge. "Shag me." She said. "Fuck me, Mr. Gale. Fuck me good."



I mounted her, thinking of that wondrous ass, wanting it in my hands when I sank into her. But she was tight, soft and welcoming; clinging to me like a glove. When I pulled back after being half a cock deep in her body, her hips rose with me before her pussy relaxed and dropped, releasing my cock back into the wild. She directed my cock back to her entrance and I jammed it deeply into her body again. I balanced poorly on the couch, finally needing to put one leg on the floor to keep us poised. I had no leverage, then. She fucked herself on my cock but I could get no good tempo going.
"Let's use the bed." Vidya said softly. I nodded and got off of her. She rose and padded deeper into the house, then up some shallow stairs that curled around to a sort of loft. A low, oddly shaped bed was butted against the railing of the balcony. Vidya got on the bed and rolled onto her back. I wanted that but I had heard her. I resolved to enter her for the feel of it and then give her the flogging she desired.
I parted her legs. I bent over her breasts and kissed the hard nipples. She did not respond. I took one between my teeth and pressed at it with my tongue, keeping it trapped between my upper teeth and my tongue to control the pressure.
"Yesssssssss." Vidya hissed. "More of that. Harder."
I moved my tongue away and bit down gently on the hard nub of her nipple.
"Aiiiiiyyaaa!" She shrieked. Her body twitched beneath me but her hands held my head rigidly in place over her proud breast. I chewed her nipple and then bit down again, a little harder. I released the nipple and repeated the routine on her other one. Each time, she screamed, grunted and humped up at me. After the fifth hard bite, she grunted, "In me."
That was enough invitation. I uncoiled my body and lay straight on her. She possessed my cock with both hands, positioning it and then taking it fluidly into her seething pussy. Vidya hunched her cunt up at me and her short legs hooked onto my thighs. This gave her unbelievable leverage and she began to fuck me with short, complete strokes, jamming my cock into her cunt with precise motions. She shuddered and then she was coming. It came and went so fast I doubted it was truly an orgasm. I tried to pull free but her legs kept her hooked onto my cock, keeping me buried in her body. She repeated her motion, humping against me and then spasming again. She repeated this several times before finally she groaned deeply and her legs released me. Her cunt was working around my cock like it was chewing me without teeth. I pulled free of her channel with a wet pop. Her eyes opened. Her hands rubbed her nipples. I thought she would speak but though her mouth opened, she said nothing.
I backed away from her. "Get up." I said. Her face registered shock.
She nodded and struggled to her feet.
"Get me a belt." I said softly. My clothes were down stairs. Her eyes registered my intention and she rose and padded to a closet. She emerged with a narrow white belt which she handed to me. I doubled it and cracked it against my hand. "How would you like it?" I asked.
Vidya crawled onto the bed on her knees, dropped her face onto her arms and lifted her arse. I whipped the belt across her huge ass immediately. Vidya made no sound. I repeated the stroke and her ass flinched, twitching to the side, away from me. I began a steady assault on her lower back, hips, ass and upper thighs. Even in the dimness of the loft bedroom, I could see the color rise in her brown skin as I beat her. Her ass was shivering with each stroke and swaying back and forth. At one point I stopped long enough to enter her pussy with a finger. Vidya merely grunted and pushed back at the digit. I let her feel it in her for a moment and then resumed the punishment of her ass and legs. Her ass was huge. My hands looked small when I opened them wide on it, rubbing each cheek, feeling the heat that simmered in the welts I raised on her skin. Then, I hit her hard and she shrieked and rose up, her hands rubbing her ass. She rolled onto her back and her legs open.
"Now. In me. In me. Shag me, fuck me, make me come. Please Josh. Now."
I mounted her immediately and her ass began to shake as soon as I put weight behind my plunging cock. I clasped her ass with my hands and she grunted and then her ass began to pound hard up at me, over and over again. At first, I tried to meet her strokes but soon she was fucking me so fast that all I could do was hold on to her ass and keep my cock lodged deeply in her cleft. Her feet were planted on the futon bed and she was arching from the feet and shoulders to fuck me with her boiling pussy.
Vidya groaned and groaned and then suddenly her whole body was quaking. She dropped to the bed and her groans turned to a sort of guttural keening from deep in her chest. It sounded like an animal, each time her hips slapped against me, raising me up but pounding the cock in her pussy more firmly inside her body. She seemed to growl and grunt and then she came again. Her body quivered and her feet came up, dropping her burning ass onto the bed. Her legs hooked me and she continued to jerk up at me. I bent to the side and found her lips. Vidya kissed me over and over again, pulling at my lower lip with her lips and chewing at me with her teeth, while her tongue pushed over and over again into my mouth. She grunted and pulled me with heels and hands full onto her surging body. She arched, lifting me high off the bed, her breasts stretched taut, nipples erect and hard. I took one in my mouth and bit down on it and Vidya screamed. The orgasm which tore through her began in her cunt and summoned mine. I was coming into her body as she shook and grunted and hissed at me through several distinct orgasms. She shook and her ass pounded up and down. She shuddered while her ass shifted from side to side and then up and down, massaging my cock with her writhing cunt.
My orgasm faded and she lay still. I think I must have blacked out because I woke to her pushing at me, gasping for breath. I rolled free of her sticky body. She got up and padded to the bathroom. She washed and then came with a cloth and cleaned me, wiping me from toes to forehead. Then she took my cock into her mouth, sucked me erect and mounted me. Vidya rode me to a dozen orgasms from on top. Her dancing came into view, doing things with her hips I did not think possible but she never once dislodged my cock from her pussy. The first few times she came, she only leaned forward, hands on my chest, bowing her head, never making a sound. Later, I began to pinch and twist her nipples. The first time, soon after her new orgasm began, she shrieked and collapsed fully on me. Her lips nibbled at my skin, pulling at my shoulder and neck. I put my hands on her hips and began to massage her burning cheeks. She grunted.
I pulled them apart and probed her crack with my finger till it fell into the little crater of her ass hole. She pushed back on my finger and the first knuckle pressed into her body. Vidya grunted and sat up, dislodging me. I grabbed her hips and as she resumed riding me, I began to hunch up at her as she came down. The first couple times she grunted and then as I became more emphatic with each upward thrust, she screamed a wordless shriek which turned into a grunting chant. I arched my back and pulled her hips down onto my cock. She shuddered and screamed out as she came, her hands became claws on my chest. She slumped but then revived when I hunched up again, shoving my cock into her sopping pussy. She began to ride me again, rocking her monstrous hips as she rode my cock, sheathing it with her voluptuous pussy.
She rode me and was coming more or less constantly on my cock as I arched up into her pummeling body. I approached orgasm and when I rolled her onto her back, I was ready to come. Her face was below me. I squatted back and grasped her hips and began to pull her body into my lap. She responded by fucking me from that position, sheathing her pussy as far as she could onto my cock. I finally lay down on her again and began to thrust into her with violent blows of my ass, driving my tingling cock into her over and over again. She screamed and I began come again. She grasped me by the ass and pulled at me in time with my twitching orgasm, till it was finished and her channel was awash with our love juice. I moved off of her and lay on my back.
Vidya cleaned us both again and then cuddled up with her face in the hollow of my neck. Her oozing pussy mounted the point of my hip and began to grind on the bone at my waist. We slept. I woke in the night and mounted her again. She made no sound as I plunged into her. We fucked for half an hour before I dumped a third load into her pussy. I thought about her ass but decided to save that for later. Morning found Crowley at the door, all official menace and somber authority. When she paid him in cash, he wrote the receipt and left, the very image of disappointment. I think he sensed the erogenous potential and actual willingness in the woman and would have liked the opportunity to experience it. When he was gone, we ate breakfast.
"My goodness." She said when we had finished an English breakfast. "I do not know what to do with myself."
"I would suggest you go deposit the cash in an account your husband does not have access to." I said, finally beginning to think straight again.
Vidya nodded.
"Can I ask you a question, purely business?" I asked.
She nodded.
"Are you on the Holdingsfield board?"
For a moment she regarded me and then she shook her head.
"Do you know how to get onto the board?" I pursued.
She did not answer immediately. "You should talk to Aurora. Or Eve." She looked me in the eyes and then lowered them. "I doubt you can get onto the board. Only women, only women can, I mean the board members are all female. I never thought about it before but there are no males on the board." She looked up at me. "You could be the first man to be on the board."
I nodded and let the moment slip past. Aurora? A diminutive black woman, beautiful and brash. She was a challenge I was not sure I was ready for. The mood lifted with the extended silence. we agreed to have supper together that night. I went home to work, or whatever, and she went off to settle the various accounts she had pending. My lust for her was overpowering. Something about her made me feel a powerful sexuality which pervaded me. It distracted me all day. But, for all that, I was finally getting down to business. The fucking investment was beginning to mature.
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Chapter 4
Mother and Son Coming in Concert
For several days after we did Mom, Kyla sexted me. It was like she just discovered her phone. From the time I told her I wanted her ass again, she began sending me lurid little missives. They were random thoughts, like a stream of consciousness from a fevered brain, the brain of a very horny woman. They were all short, to the point if somewhat less circumspect than the texts I usually go; teasing, coquettish or obliquely licentious: My ankles can touch my ears. I always wanted to be bent over the back of a couch. Have you ever done it with an audience? I love deliveries at the backdoor.
So they arrived, not constantly, not like a stalker but frequently enough to keep her and her luxurious ass on my mind. Tuesday, she asked if we could have a late supper Wednesday night, alone, privately which implied 'secretly. I agreed and that was how I came be talking to Chris on the phone while looking at Kyla Clark across a table in the dimmest corner of Passionate Darlene's.
"Whoa, slow down, Chris." I said softly, watching Kyla watch me.
"I did it!" Chris said after taking a huge breath. He waited then, perhaps for a response but I knew what he was talking about. I said nothing so he went on. "I waited for her in her bedroom and when she came in, I grabbed her. She struggled like a wildcat. I got hold of her wrists and forced her onto the bed. I tied her up, with mom's scarves, not like you did but enough to keep her from scratching my eyes out. Then I put a half-hood over her head and tied it so she could breathe but not see. Then I fucked her. Gawd, she came and came and came. I took her ass and she screamed till I came in her. I released her and left her lying face down on her bed." Chris stopped but I knew there was something more on his mind.
Kyla was watching me. Her brown hair caught the flickering candlelight and turned bronze, burnished by the fire. Her eyes were dark, almost predatory. She sipped from her cosmo.
"Sonny, I liked it. Fuck, I loved it! I never came so hard in my life. I came in her twice in like twenty minutes. I swear she orgasmed the whole time. The moment I entered her after tying her up, she shuddered, grunting and muttering in Chinese. I made her suck my cock after it was in her and she sucked me hard and I took her again with the same response. I lasted longer. I think she came over and over again while I fucked her. It scared me a little. But I loved it, Sonny!" Chris' voice sounded like he was pleading for something.
Kyla licked her lips, then ran her tongue along the rim of her martini glass, while she watched me through her long lashes. She had gone to considerable trouble to appear alluring and she succeeded. Just before my phone rang, she told me she had done what I suggested. Namely, she asked Landon where I had been and he told her I had been 'courting an older woman,' he had said. Then he added, "That takes time, and it turns out, energy, trust me, I know." She said he smiled then, like he was in the midst of a dream and then the subject passed but not for Kyla. She was shivering with nerves when I sat down across from her in the booth at the restaurant. She was twitchy, maybe like a tweaker would be, though I have no knowledge of such people, fortunately—it must be horrible to go through such an experience. She told me about Landon's comment and waited for my response. Her naturally green eyes were greener. In the silence, my phone seemed loud when it hollared but I was relieved to answer it. I gazed at her as Chris came uncorked. Naturally he wanted to tell someone about his latest conquest, about giving a woman her private fantasy and succeeding but he sounded . . . odd. I waited, listening, trying to discern what was going on with him.
"I liked it, I liked raping her, Sonny!" Chris spoke finally.
Then I understood, "Chris, that is not rape, it is sex play. Keep the two separate. Rape is about force and power; not sex. Many rapists cannot even get it up and that is why they hurt their victims. They externalize the rage against their own impotence, blaming the woman. Others get off on the fear, the terror of the victim. That is so far from who you are, I cannot believe you are even thinking about it that way." I watched Kyla's eyes. "She asked for it and by that I mean she told me that was what she wanted you, us to do. She struggled because the feeling of being subdued arouses her; the feeling of helplessness, of being taken violently without consent or interaction made her scream with orgasm." Kyla was listening intently now, trying to catch my words but I could not tell if she could hear or understand what I was saying; I spoke very quietly. "She came because you fulfilled her fantasy and few women get to experience that. Chris, go back. If you think you can get it up again, sneak into her house and do it again, right now. Take her again."
"What about Mom? She'll know I went out."
I smiled. Kyla thought I was responding to her tongue on the martini glass and her eyes glittered. She licked her lips and then put them to the rim of the glass and sipped, making the motion a sensuous kiss. She closed her eyes. "Tell Laura, tell your mom you are going to fuck the neighbor. I imagine she will want to watch but will go to bed and masturbate, knowing you are next door fucking Annie. If she begs you, you must refuse her. She wants this but denying her till the last possible moment will give her the greatest satisfaction. Go do Annie again, Chris. Get it out of your system." I waited.
"Again? I am not sure I can."
"Then tomorrow. But now, tonight is best. She won't expect another visit so soon. Let's keep her off-balance. Maybe sleep for a while but wake up around two and slip over. Did you get the keys to a door?"
"She had them on the table, labeled 'spares'. I could not miss them. Shit Sonny, there were five copies!" Chris wheezed. "Shit, Sonny! She wants us all!" He took another huge breath. "Okay. Okay. Okay. I am hard! I'll go fuck her now." He hung up.
Quiet Chris! Who would have thought?
I put away my phone. "Sorry, Mrs. Clark." I said, intentionally using her formal name. "You were saying?" I asked blandly.
"Landon said you were pursuing an old woman."
"Older." I amended, smiling. "Jealous?" I returned.
Kyla looked shocked. Then her eyes softened. "Who?"
"You of course. Do you think I would tell Landon I was fucking his mother in the ass whenever I wanted? Have you eaten or are we going somewhere, a, more private?" I was a little uneasy. A quiet dinner in a romantic restaurant did not fit the airtight philosophy. But then I reconsidered, what if it did? Maybe there is a woman who thinks 'airtight' is a romantic interlude; naw, not likely. But some wanted it the same way Annie Kingston wanted it, dreaming of us all stealing into her house and taking her unawares one at a time. Thus she can live out a rape fantasy lodged in her brain from some event in her sexual past or maybe just a fantasy. Our MILFs, however, were definitely asking for it. I regarded Kyla, wondering if she would like a cock in each hole.
Kyla stared at me. "But he said, 'trust me, I should know', what does that mean?"
Uh oh, I thought. Careful, cautious Landon had slipped. Then again, maybe not? What if he meant to imply he was doing a MILF of his own? I smirked. The fucker may have put me in this position intentionally just to fuck with me; that sounded just like him. "Are you asking me if Landon is having an affair?" I returned.
Kyla hesitated, wondering if she wanted to know, I guessed. Finally, looking guiltily at her napkin twisted in her hands, she nodded.
"He is your son, you should ask him about it. But I will say he has been somewhat secretive lately. Mysterious. I never thought about it till now." Literary license, right? The little white—or blue—lie to make things more interesting? I shrugged. Back atcha, Landon. "I could ask him, press him about it, if you wanted?"
Kyla shook her head, eyes distant. She looked up at me and said, "I have not eaten. I thought we could eat and talk."
"About what?" I was really nervous now.
"Us." Mrs. Clark said softly. "I want us to do something . . . normal? Is that the word?"
"Normal?" I was waiting to find out if she heard any of my conversation with Chris and would ask about it but she seemed preoccupied or distracted by her own little internal drama, the drama which had us sitting in Passionate Darlene's waiting for a waiter. So maybe she did not hear or better, paid no attention.
Kyla closed her eyes and the demeanor she wore like a veil seemed to slip like an ill-fitting mask. She opened them again and the strained persona of a beguiling woman she had been using since I sat down receded. "Well, not exactly normal, but, I'm sorry, Sonny. It's just, I am, you are . . . oh crap!" She bit her lip. "I think I have become obsessed with you. I want you, Sonny. I think I'd take you anyway you wanted, whatever you wanted, however you wanted. Is that wrong? I think about you all the time. I waited and waited for you to call again, the anticipation made my chest hurt. I went to bed wet, thinking about what you did to me." The words spilled out. "I know this is not good. I thought I would get over it but I can't. I want you so much I almost invited you to a hotel room to . . . " she looked around. " . . . to fuck me, take me, have me like before. No." She shook her head hard. "I want you to have me how you want me. I figured that out. Being, being . . . " she looked up at me, fear in her green eyes. "Being yours, it, arouses me. I like being owned like that. But I know you don't own me. I thought you would not even want me till you called and told me, said what you said about my . . . said what you said."
She stalled. The babbling words ended and she sat staring at her twisted napkin, the cloth tightly wound between her two hands. "But I got to thinking, after you called. I could do something with you, something normal and you could do whatever you decided to do with me after that. I thought, perhaps, I could take you to the opera Friday night. It would be like a casual date and you would hate it. I would see how young you are, how different we are, how wrong it is for us to be, be doing what we have done. I would get what a mistake this has been and the spell would be broken. Then you could fuck me and I would know that you are just a sex toy. That's what you are, right, a sex toy?" Kyla lifted her eyes from the table.
The candlelight made her face seem to move, shifting the shadows and light on her gaunt cheeks and high cheek bones. But gawd she was beautiful, achingly beautiful in that mature, knowledgeable way that usually scares the shit out of callow boys like me. But I did not feel frightened, I felt a whirlwind of elation which morphed into a clinching dread that the MILF List was changing into something wholly unexpected. I would not let it.
I grunted. "You are the sex toy, Mrs. Clark. But I do want to give you the best sexual experiences of your life."
Kyla's eyes widened. "But it is not good for me to be so, so, so obsessed, right?"
"Why don't we call it anticipation. When was the last time you looked at a man and thought he would give you your sexual fantasy?" I said with a grin. "What did you have in mind for our date?"
Kyla slid an envelope across the table at me, letting the more interesting first question pass unacknowledged. It had 'La Traviata' embossed on the envelope. "I asked for the best seats. You can pick me up at six. We'll have a light supper and then go. You have a tux?"
"A tux? Are you nuts?" I could not restrain myself. I felt stalked and trapped. I did not want to alienate her, Landon would be furious. Well, everyone would be I guessed. I took a deep breath.
Kyla's face closed. She started to pull the envelope back.
I felt the sudden chill. I had to do something so I put a hand on it and drew it from under her fingers. "I never wore a tux before. I know nothing about them." A lie. I had been bound up in a cumber bun and tails before and I looked dashing, to say the least. "How much are they?"
Kyla smiled tightly. "I know an excellent place to rent them. You can go give them measurements tomorrow. I will have it paid for and it will be ready by noon on Friday."
"And where am I supposed to go to change into it? Do you really think I am going to leave the house in a tux without causing a stir?" My objections were tumbling out. I would have been better served to shut up and listen. But I felt panicked. This was going in an entirely unexpected direction. "Do you really want to be seen with me, in public, where people might know you?"
Now Kyla, unaccountable smiled. "Oh yes, you see this is known as Cougar night at the opera. Oh, it is not called that, formally. It is called 'Youth Night at the Opera' and tickets are reserved for the 'younger generation'. We, the patrons of the opera are supposed to bring someone half our age," she giggled, "or younger, to the opera, sort of a 'take your kid to work' event. Most people bring children, sons, daughters, that sort of thing but it is well known that many men and some women will appear with casual acquaintances, hookers, escorts, gigolos and more often, mistresses or for women, boytoys. Perfectly respectable people parade around high society with prostitutes on their arms or his shy niece or her pool boy. There is a party afterwards, sponsored by the Society of Frustrated Women," Kyla giggled. "Not really. The Society of Famous Women, actually, a group who sponsors events throughout the city. I am a member. I think your mother is a member. The afterparty is thrown by Guy D'Arnot and his wife Vivien. It is just a social get together for anyone wanting to have sex on the sly with everyone watching. An odd sort of thing but coy and often couples split up and, well, you know. Think of it like the druidic festivals when everyone could give into their baser natures."
Kyla sounded so excited. I got an idea and I got excited as well. Ideas were good and so far, they had not led me wrong. Do not fuck with a winning streak, goes the saying from Bull Durham. I put the tickets into my pocket. "Where are the seats?" I asked, the plot forming with surprising ease, an elegant 'next step' in sharing the MILF list.
"I don't know. I did not look. I asked for the best remaining."
We ate, we chatted, I flirted and talked dirty to her but we made no real plans beyond the date at the opera. Nor did we touch which seemed to pique my arousal and, I am guessing, hers as well. Just before we left I told her to wear something fetching and no panties, I would fuck her in the dark. She merely smiled and we parted with a polite hug and air kisses. What a fucking weird meeting, er, whatever you want to call it!
I went straight home to my mother. I knocked on her door and poked my head into her room.
Mom was in bed reading. She pulled the strap of her nightie down the slope of her breast and leered at me.
"No, Mom that is not why I came in here. Kyla Clark is taking me to the opera Lay Trattoria or something."
Mom laughed. "La Traviata, dear. It's about a prostitute, I think." She slipped the strap back into place.
I approached the bed and pulled the ticket envelop from my pocket. "I want you to take these tickets and trade them for a group of four. I am going to get one of the guys to take you, to the opera I mean. You will have seats next to us, which will be suitably awkward."
"You mean the Cougar night at the Opera?" My mother smiled. "I always wanted to go to that. Who will you get to go with me?" Her eyes glinted
"I'll let you know. Just be ready around six on Friday, before the girls get home. Take him some place nice, feed him and then go to the opera and we'll see you there."
In my room, I called Landon. I told him my mother wanted to go to the Cougar night at the Opera and asked if he would go with her. He hesitated. "Yes, you can take advantage of her if you get the chance." I said. "She really wants to go but has never had the hutzpah to go. You would be perfect. You have a tux, I bet."
"Yes, I have a tux. Mom used to take me but I have not gone in several years. It could be fun."
"I'll tell Mom to go commando." I said.
Landon chuckled. "Wait a minute, Mom likes to go to those things . . . " He stopped.
I could hear him thinking but I wanted to say it out loud. "Wondering who she has been taking since you quit going with her?" I asked.
Landon grunted. "No." He said and hung up.
I doubted his denial. I smiled. Surprising people could be such a fun endeavor.
The next day I filled Mom in on the details. She got us four tickets right together. Chris called later and told me he did Annie again. He said she never spoke a word but gave him everything he wanted. He asked if he could go back but I told him to wait a while. Make her long for it.
"I long for it, why should I have to wait?" Chris persisted.
"Better is coming. You need to be ready."
"Oh." He said. "Oh! Who's next?"
"I think Mrs. Honeywell is ready to be airtight." I knew he would blab to the guys. I talked to her earlier in the week and discovered she would be out of town this weekend. We would have to wait. I wanted her next, airtight and screaming with orgasm. I chuckled. In the meantime, two others till needed to be prepped, which is to say they needed to be mounted by their sons.
Friday seemed a long way away but it arrived with a flurry of activity; tux, then dinner and finally we were walking up the grand stair way to the entrance to the opera house, more of a utility concert hall but it served. We were seated next to two empty seats when the lights went down. They arrived from the other direction from where Kyla sat and since they were on the aisle, it was easy not to notice their arrival. My mother, however, sat beside me and leaned in and whispered, "You naughty boy!" They were next to me so Kyla did not notice Landon and Cici Duncan till the lights came up after the second act. She grabbed my arm and leaned in close.
"Look who is sitting next to you!" She hissed. "What is your mother doing here?"
I glanced around at them. They were shuffling their feet and NOT looking at us. "Do you see who she is with?" I hissed back.
Kyla sneaked a peek past me and gasped. "My gawd, that's Landon!"
Her grip on my arm became painful.
"Kyla? Is that you? Oh my gawd, Kyla, if I had known you had the same idea I had, we could have come in the same car!" My mother gushed, leaning over me, pressing her ample bosom into my arm and giving me a fine view down between her breasts. I ran a hand over the lower slope of her tit as it pressed into me.
"Ah, hello Cici." Kyla looked past my mother's outstretched hand to the shocked face of her son.
Landon glanced at me and I felt elated. I had got him finally, after being behind all these years, he was finally thunderstruck by something I did! "Hi Landon. Mom asked me to go and I said I had a date. I had no idea . . . "
"I hope you don't mind." He said earnestly.
I had an arm around Kyla and pulled her into his view, or more fully into his view. "I hope YOU don't mind." I returned. Then I grinned my most wicked grin which Mom saw but Kyla did not. Landon's face registered something, a glint of a hint of understanding through the cloud of amazed, aroused confusion. His hand was on my mother's leg, the inside of her thigh, under the white fabric well above her knee. He slowly pressed it higher till she shifted to allow him access. I wondered if she had eschewed panties as I suggested. Her legs were bare at least.
"Let's have a drink," my mother said in a tense but bright voice. Landon withdrew his hand and I glanced around to see if Kyla was watching. She was.



Mom continued. "I know you boys are not old enough but at this soiree the drinking limit is often waved. No one is going to accept any complaints of underage drinking here, what with the Mayor, several commissioners and the Chief of Police here and all." She squeezed my leg. "That is the least of anyone's worries!"
She was more right than she knew. Landon and I went to the crowd cloud around the Champaign bar to get booze for our broads and emerging from the clump came face to face with Darlene Emerson. Darlene was two years younger than us, eighteen for sure. Certainly not old enough to drink, though. The man whose arm she held was emphatically too old for her. He had steel gray hair and yes, a monocle. I almost stared.
Darlene smiled and curtsied, releasing the man's arm. "Gentleman, so nice to see you this evening. Allow me to introduce Gottfried Von Strumberg, he is from Germany, visiting our fair city. Gottfried, dear, could you get us both a glass of the bubbly." When the man glared at her, Darlene smiled prettily, "the Champaign, dear, the Champaign." The man moved off through the crush and she took us both by the arms. Her face was red. "What are YOU two doing here?"
Landon and I looked at each other. "We came with our mothers."
Darlene looked mortified. She was barely recognizable. Her mother was a famous recluse, well-heeled said the rumors but repressed and dominating from behind a curtain of gray and black, a sort of local version of the good Queen Victoria. Her children were polite, equally repressed and shy though utterly brilliant. Each of Abigail Emerson's five children exceeded academic excellence and went on to great renown in various fields which I paid no attention to. Darlene was the youngest. She usually wore her fine brown hair straight but tonight and dressed like Little Bo Peep—truly! She wore a bonnet to high school the first day. Despite the best efforts to the contrary, no matter what she wore, her breasts projected a sexual invitation nothing else about her echoed and no amount of disguise could refute. However, before us stood a woman who seemed to be trying too hard to look older than her 18 years. She was shorter than me by perhaps four inches but thick of body with large hips but a pleasantly narrow waist. She had brown hair, large breasts, and thick but shapely legs. The most striking thing about her, however, was her white, perfect, translucent skin and the delicately pink, fully sensuous lips. She was coiffed, rouged and dabbed with eye shadow and liner but her manner was of a worldly woman, well-schooled in the erotic arts. Neither Landon or I ever considered the possibility that Darlene Emerson knew what erotic arts were but we would presently discover we were very wrong on that score. She denied her sensuality in all things to that point.
Now, however, the efforts at denial were utterly absent. She wore a short, tight black dress, high heels and black stocking with some scene woven into them. I could make out a horse and buggy along the flat side of her voluptuous thigh which the short black dress did not cover. Her thick lips were a red so bright, they could have been electrified. Her breasts were on full display through the gauzy black fabric, bare, without bra. I could see her huge aureoles clearly through the diaphanous fabric and could not help myself; I stared at her luscious breasts. The skirt did not obscure the darkness of her pubic forest or dim the light shining between her legs from behind her. Her body was fully outlined, highlighted and primed to be fucked. Nothing about her ignored that possibility or even attempted to suggest she intended anything other than to spend a grunting passion filled moment on her fair back with her legs parted and her feet in the air for the man behind the monocle.
"Come with me!" Darlene grabbed us by the arms and pulled us away from the crowd into a small gallery where small naked statues were on display, back lit on ruby or forest colored red velvet covered pedestals. "You cannot tell anyone you saw me here. I will blow both of you if you promise not to tell!"
I glanced at Landon and together we nodded. The offer was so sudden and so out of character for this girl whom we thought to be repressed and innocent, destined to an intellectual but sexless greatness despite her erotic appeal, neither of us had the presence of mind to resist the wash of circumstances she seemed to be surfing with sensuous ease and sureness.
Darlene got to her knees and undid Landon's pants and pulled his swelling cock out of his fly. The tight skirt rode up her legs, showing her pale buttocks and their deep, full crease. She engulfed Landon's cock with her mouth, taking him deep immediately. The girl was no innocent child, apparently. Landon groaned. He looked at me and waved me away. He still held his two glasses of Champaign in his trembling hands. He drank one and looked daggers at me. I left with my fetched Champaign. I took the two glasses to the women who were standing in mutual silence at the balcony. I begged off to go to the restroom where Landon had presumably preceded me and wove through the murmuring crowd.
I got back to the chamber to find Landon's cock planted in Darlene. She was bent over, holding onto a column, her face turned towards the fetching little bronze of a naked Eve. The miniature female origin of all sin was staring into the eyes of the serpent as she bit into the fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil. Darlene's 'hide nothing' black dress was bunched around her waist and Landon held her by the hips and was pounding her pussy hard from behind. Darlene was grunting and moaning. She looked over at me and winced into her climax, biting her lips and crying out quietly into the muted silence.
Landon moaned, shoved full into her and came with her. After a pregnant pause, he withdrew his cock from her pussy and wiped it on her inner thigh. They smelled of sex, satisfying, fulfilling sex. She looked back at Landon. "You promised. He will not tell on me!" Then she looked me and smiled. "Foreplay!" She said brightly and straightened, smoothing her black skirt.
Landon nodded, busy tucking his spent cock back into his pants. Darlene rearranged her dress turned and leaned into him and kissed him, on the lips. She left a distinct impression of red lipstick on his mouth. She opened her purse, took out a hanky and dabbed and wiped at his lips till they were clean of her kiss. She flounced away, no sign of the repressed brainiac which was her reputation in high school. Her thighs glinted with the liquid of love draining out of her cunt.
Landon quickly explained what had just happened. She was an eighteen year old high school senior and apparently she was hooking. Her father lost their money in the market and she had to hook to make up the loss of her college fund. It sounded thin to me and where did she find the time to explain all that to him with her mouth full of cock but Landon seemed content to believe it and since he had gotten sex from her for both of us, I was willing to leave well enough alone. After all, I had fucked his mother—one might say this was balanced by his cock being inside my mother but somehow it did not seem equal, even to me. Nonetheless, he swore me to silence and we went to meet our respective mothers. Something about his manner seemed curious but I left it alone. We had other fish to fry, or as the case was, other women to take. The MILF List was not about being equal anyway, God does not create people equal, Brent was proof of that. I snickered and followed Landon out of the gallery.
By the break between Act 2 and Act 3 the atmosphere had thawed some among the four of us. Landon was edgy when he saw his mother on our return, his cock wet from Darlene's welcome bribe. We chatted and drank till the lights flickered and we returned to our seats. We sat and I began to stroke Kyla's thigh in the dark. She eventually put her hand on my wrist and pulled my hand up her leg, beneath her pale green chiffon till I could feel the dampness of her cunt. I thought of my mother next to me and at that very moment distinctly heard my mother sigh and felt a shiver travel from her body to mine through the point where our shoulders touched in the narrow seats. I don't think it was the drama trilling before us on stage eliciting her response.
I turned my hand and stroked Kyla's pussy and entered her with a finger. Her fingers tightened on my wrist, holding me in place while her hips shifted the smallest motion, up and down on my finger. After an hour of this Kyla was quivering and I was hard as the proverbial rock. We were all thirsty when the second act came to an end. Mom was flushed when the house lights came up and Kyla walked like she was drunk. She had not made a sound but her fingernails left marks on my wrist through the tux. I tried to put my arm around her waist but she pulled away and made it clear she would not have me squeezing her ass with her son so close. Her eyes glittered when our gazes met and I saw the hunger in her.
We again got Champaign and stood at the balcony not talking but looking down on the Champaign-less proletariat below. I feared Kyla was either horrified or furious, I could not tell which; likely furious if she thought I had anything to do with the situation so more likely horrified as I felt confident she had not determined that this was my doing. This, in retrospect was silly, of course she had to suspect something fishy but she did not acknowledge any suspicion even once the event was over. So I went blissfully through the night believing I was clever.
Mom talked to Landon and treated him like an escort, flirting with him mercilessly and rubbing her breasts against him like a forward school girl who did not have the personality to play hard-to-get. Kyla watched with an inscrutable gaze but at one point she took hold of my hand. I took that opportunity to slip that arm around her waist and pulled her close, sliding my hand down onto her ass. She flinched. That was the moment when Mr. D'Arnot appeared.
"Why, Kyla, so nice to see you? Who is this fine specimen of the male race on your arm?"
Kyla glanced at Mom and then said, "This is Sonny."
I shook the man's hand. D'Arnot looked inquiringly at my mother.
"And this is my friend, Cici Duncan and her friend, Landon."
Landon shook the man's hand.
"You are a lovely woman and deserve the attention of such a handsome young man!" D'Arnot said to my mother after he kissed her hand. He winked. "Clever to bring your 'sons' to this event. Would I had a 'daughter' to expose to such rampant culture." He winked again. "You are planning to come to the L'Argent for the afterparty, yes?"
Kyla shook her head but a new voice shocked her still.
"Why, Mrs. Clark! So delighted to see you out to introduce our youth to the elicit joys of Verdi."
We all turned to find a handsome man with white hair and another monocle in his eye along with an unlit cigarette in a fancy cloisonné holder.
"Mr. Kipperstam." Kyla said softly. "Lovely to see you this evening."
Kipperstam was the name of the Senior Partner of the city's leading legal firm. He looked the part.
"I did not catch your answer. You are going to join us all at the L'Argent, won't you, please?" Mr. Kipperstam spoke, his voice a soft, fatherly lilt that was calming in its essence and effect.
Kyla nodded and after catching my mother's eye, Mom nodded with her. I did not know who this man was but clearly he had some importance in the Clark Cosmos. Even Landon shrank, turning away. I wondered if the man knew them; they clearly knew him but neither seemed to worry about a misunderstanding.
Mr. D'Arnot beamed. "Great, bring your er, friends, please. In fact, Kyla darling, I think we have a suite leftover which I would love for you to take as a gift. We wanted to fill the place but not with strangers so we donated most of the upper floors to the Opera committee and they auctioned them off to help raise money. I would love for you both to share the suite tonight. That way you all can drink the L'Argent's fine selection of liquor and not need to drive! I will send someone to find you and give you both keys. It has separate bedrooms so it will prove quite discreet." And he fluttered away, like a big butterfly.
Kyla remained with my arm indiscreetly around her waist, massaging her ass while she talked to Mr. Kipperstam. Clearly he had done business with Anthony Clark. They discussed his current project and his persistent lobbying in the capitol for development clearance for the new section of the University he was advocating for. They discussed the prospects in some detail and finally, he smiled and clasped her hand in both of his and departed, smiling into her eyes with a fatherly gaze. I wondered if his teeth were that perfect or if he took them out to sleep. His blue eyes were sharp and clear. I doubt he missed anything despite his smarmy manner.
Before parting, Mr. Kipperstam leaned into her and said with a glint in his startling blue eyes, "Clever to have these young gentlemen use your sons' names. If anyone asks, you were seen at the opera with your sons. You and Cici are bold women. I approve! Such handsome young men for you both! I am almost jealous. Most discreet, my dear, most discreet! Do enjoy the remainder of your evening, my dear, please do!" Then he was gone, his august presence seeming to drift away while acknowledging the many faces he recognized in the crowd.
Without discussing the new plans for the evening, we returned to our seats for the third act. The rest of the opera passed and Kyla wept at the end. I ran a hand up between her legs again and she completely broke down, weeping or something on my shoulder while opening her legs for my invading fingers. She gasped when I stroked her but the house lights came up before she came and I had to leave her hanging. She groaned and lifted her head from my shoulder, dabbing at her eyes while the aroma of her arousal wafted about us. She was alternately anxious and wistful.
We agreed to take separate cars to the L'Argent with arrangements to meet in the lobby before going up to the party. I parked the car myself, eschewing valet service. I opened the door and when she got out I pinned Kyla against the car with an insistent kiss. She squirmed for a moment before looping her arms around my neck and returning the kiss with her own twist. She opened my pants. I lifted her dress and entered her. Her green dress with its drapes and folds at once separated and revealed her naked body, providing stimulating access. I took her against the car till headlights halted us. In the glaring light we stilled and then turned our faces away till the dark returned. We righted ourselves and walked to the hotel entrance both panting with the interruption. Kyla panted and walked funny till the doorman opened the door for us. She did not speak till we saw Cici Duncan and Landon across the huge lobby. I laughed, thinking 'Cici Duncan' in my mind instead of 'Mom' or magnificent MILF or whatever. She did look glorious, sexy as hell and glowing with her own version of Kyla's discomfiture.
Kyla gripped my arm and whispered. "Please, let's get through this and I will do whatever you want. I have to impress these people. It is important for Tony." She hesitated and said much more softly, "and for me."
I wanted to ask if we were in a bind but wondered why she had not spoken of it in the car, which had been all silence and stoic calm. Perhaps she had been thinking what was to be done about this unfolding drama. She took my hand and pulled me to join Mom and Landon. I do not know what Landon did to her but Mom had the look of someone who just found perfection in a mundane world. I think the proper word is 'ecstatic' but that might be too clever by half. Mom air kissed with Kyla and we found the elevator and the party in short order. We crowded into the elevator and I felt the closeness of both women. For a moment the unreality of the situation washed over me and I shivered, scared and excited mixed together.
The party throbbed with loud crowd noises and sparkled, replete with splendor, youth and money. I saw a dusky woman being molested by an insistent young man in the wings of the stage where the band played an eclectic mix of music only someone hopelessly out of touch with the current culture would select. The music was old, classic but good music despite that. We got a table, drinks and something confectionary and sat and ate. Mr. Kipperstam found us with a wispy little blond thing on his arm acting all innocent and demure but with the eyes of a shark. She did not speak but I wondered if she spoke Russian better than English. The yellow dress bound her body like a bedsheet knotted by the drier. I felt Kyla relax when he moved away.
Kyla looked at Landon. "I do not think he recognized you. How long has it been since he saw you?"
Landon struggled. "I think I still had short hair and pants. Don't worry Mom, he was looking down Cici's dress the whole time he was here. I doubt he noticed either Sonny or I." He stared at a couple who appeared to be having sex on the dance floor and abruptly bent around my mother and kissed her hard on the lips. After a startled moment, Mom put her hand to the back of his head and made the scene unanimous.
Rather than sit there before the molestation of my own mother, I asked Kyla to dance and pulled her into the writhing throng. We danced gracefully and well together for a while till a soft slow number sealed us together and I found myself kissing her hard while massaging her ass with both hands. She did not resist but seemed about ready to bare my pole and climb onto it. I turned her towards the band and pulled her skirt up to show her ass and I know the drummer noticed. The music changed and we returned to the table to find my mother and Landon still in a lover's clasp. Kyla stared throughout our approach and I thought she would intervene when we sat down. Landon's hand was clearly between mom's legs and they seemed about ready to take the matter to the floor. Each time Landon came up for air, Mom's hand would pull his mouth back to hers and they would resume their mutual body search.
I about joined them but Mr. D'Arnot materialized from out of the crowd. Beside him strode a tall sparkling woman with brown-red hair. She was a striking woman and acted as if she knew it. Her breasts were tucked inside the glittering dress with the V descending nearly to her belly button. She was nearly a head taller than her husband who introduced her to us. Her cool eyes met my gaze easily. Her face was smooth and brown. When I smiled, she did not even blink as her husband introduced her.
"Kyla my dear, you remember Vivien?"
The two women oozed through the social greetings. Landon released Mom. Mom's eyes were glazed and she had to adjust her dress to get her breasts under control. Mr. and Mrs. D'Arnot stared down on them appreciatively. Then Vivien turned her glittering pale eyes to me.
Mr. D'Arnot nodded to us all. "I am doing some rearranging to accommodate you, Mrs. Clark. I hope you do not mind waiting?" He shrugged with an expressive smile. "We have had, a, a communication problem within the staff but I am certain we will be able to work it all out. I will have someone bring you all room keys as soon as the matter is sorted."
I did not know what he meant but I got hard when I thought of a hotel room and about Kyla on her back, me between her eager, open legs. I was distracted when Vivien spoke to me.
"Dear boy, won't you ask me to dance? It is the price of the suite." She smiled but failed to make a joke of the statement, leaving the meaning as naked as the lust in her gaze. There was nothing subtle about Vivien D'Arnot. "I saw you dancing with the lovely Mrs. Clark and see you have the skill it takes to steer a woman safely through a crowd."



I glanced at Kyla and she gave me no reaction to steer by at first but merely met my eyes with a closed gaze of her own. But then she nodded slightly, "Of course you should dance with Mrs. D'Arnot, Sonny. I am sure you will enjoy it." The comment was neutral and her eyes were at once pleading and guarded with something in them I certainly could not ask after in the moment. I mentally shrugged and stood up, my cock pointing awkwardly outwards inside my approximately fitted tuxedo trousers. I did not bother to try to hide what was going on inside my skin. The whole scene aroused me while fear coursed through my veins because I felt like I was well past the point where I knew what was happening or what to expect next. I had no illusions about controlling what happened next; I felt like I was just realizing I had jumped out of an airplane without a parachute but now this feeling of reckless abandon aroused me. I guessed I was getting used to it. Flying could be fun, but I wondered for a second if there was a rude landing for me—moralists would have it so but those who have good fortune usually do not make a point of touting it so tragedy gets the telling more often than 'happily ever after' in our times. It does not do to tempt the gods of pleasures with impudence though—nor one's less fortunate neighbors.
As I stood Vivien extended a hand with a dazzling smile of perfect teeth, unmuted anticipation dancing in her eyes. The woman looked down at my tented crotch without a hint of embarrassment. She took me by the hand and pulled me free of the table. "I will let you have him back when I am finished with him, Kyla." She said, without the slightest trace of awareness of being antisocial. The band cursed me and played something slow. I made to put a hand on her waist and hold her hand like we did while learning to dance in junior high when touching a girl made our cocks hard immediately. Vivien D'Arnot was having none of that social politeness. She faced me and stepped closer, her face nearly even with mine. She pressed the length of her body perfectly into me fitting against me like a wet blanket over a bicycle. Her lips caressed the side of neck while she fit the tip of my still-erect cock between her legs which, in her heels, proved longer than mine by a couple inches and raised her crotch conveniently above mine. She hunched her cunt against my cock, bending it low till it lodged between her legs deep in her crotch. Her long legs allowed me to fit between them but not comfortably.
I was caught. I looped an arm around her waist and she put hers around my neck and we danced, barely moving.
"Are you fucking, Mrs. Clark?" The woman hissed into my ear.
"Not now. That would be you mounted on my cock." I muttered tightly.
Mrs. D'Arnot tittered like a curious school girl. "My dear boy, I have had better men than you between my legs and I will again, hopefully tonight. I asked if Kyla Clark is fucking you? You all seem so, intimate."
My cock wilted. That was not the only thing in my body that went limp; my mind seemed to be made of wet paper mache. At least my cock was more comfortable; neither of us was inclined to offer this woman much resistance. "Yes."
"Of course you are. How much is she paying for this little night on the side?"
I grunted as her hand stroked gently over my cock, adjusting it from its painful angle. She was nothing if not polite and at least my cock appreciated it. The attention roused it again and suddenly it seemed okay to fuck, that is it seemed okay to fuck anything and everything within reach to my cock. Don't get me wrong, Vivien D'Arnot was a striking woman with a dress cut to show she had the will to go with the way. Her breasts pressed against me. We twirled and I looked over her shoulder to see Kyla staring at me and Landon stroking my mother's breasts while kissing her. Kyla glanced away from my gaze and was immediately transfixed by the sight of her son kissing my mother, his hand dipped inside Mom's dress. Kyla did not look back at me but stared at her son and my mother making out before her. I was alone. I turned Vivien out in a swirl she gracefully executed.
When I pulled Vivien back into my arms, she said, "Fine, professional discretion." I dipped her and she came up with the surprised look of delight women get when they are safely frightened in a man's arms. "Is she any good?" Vivien whispered, clutching at me breathlessly. Her breath was hot on my ear. Again I got the impression I was way the hell out of my depth. Vivien did not wait for an answer. "Come with me. I give the best blow job you will ever have." She pulled me away from our table, through the surging, seething crowd of dissolute generation-bridgers, straight for an exit. She stopped and whispered something to one of the many dashing attendants before pulling me through the doors and down a carpeted hallway to a tall door. She tugged at it but it resisted. She looked at me.
I put a hand to the handle and pulled open my own cell door. Vivien smiled at me. I intentionally let my eyes slide away from her gaze, down the V in her dress, imagining her bare breasts. I felt like meat, prey, captured. I also felt like a heel at that moment, with Kyla cooling her heels at the table while I ogled this woman's tits. I went with the flow because I felt Kyla had a lot at stake with these people and embarrassing her was worse then whatever Vivien and her tits had in mind for me. They WERE nice tits, though and this woman clearly had an agenda which involved my cock; blowjob indeed! Kyla put me into this situation, she could wait. I pulled the door open and Vivien stepped past me, rubbing her breasts against my chest as she did. The room was long and narrow, a squeezed, disused gallery, narrowed to make room for the hall next door. At the far end were a cluttered table and several chairs where apparently the help smoked and sampled the evenings fare. She ignored the disarray of chairs, though the table was still covered with a demure white linen. Vivien pulled me toward them.
"I do not like getting on my knees any more, dear. I hope you do not mind. I can blow you just fine sitting down." She spoke as we walked towards the chairs with a breezy tone, empty of anticipation or eagerness.
I felt dizzy.
Vivien sat on one of the chairs and looked up at me. "Are you going to let me see it?" She said, her eyes amused. She did not wait for an answer but pulled me close. She parted my coat and opened my fly. Her hand was deep in my pants trying to find the flap in my briefs when the door opened behind us.
I would have flinched and jumped but her hand took firm hold of my cock just then and I held very still. I looked at the door to see a gorgeous woman walking towards us dressed in the livery of the L'Argent. She had that fine coifed look of a European woman well past being dreamy about sex. Her hair was two-toned, brown and blond as though she changed her mind half way through having it dyed. It made her look exotic which of course was her intent. The black skirt and tight golden something which encased her breasts helped the effect along with the black eye liner and the direct, piercing gaze she fixed on me as she approached. By the time she came to a stop before us, Vivien had my cock out into the fresh air, which did not help my breathing.
"My dear, I hope you do not mind but I like to have a little taste of woman on the cocks I suck." Vivien said.
I was not sure who this comment was addressed to, which added to my confusion. Then again, I had no idea the socially correct response to such a comment. The woman was holding my bare cock in her hand, gently massaging it. Is there something a guy should say at that moment when another woman enters the room? If there is, if I ever knew what it was, I was hopelessly empty of memory and ideas at that moment. So I said nothing. Being speechless is different than choosing to be strategically silent but under the circumstances seemed to serve the same purpose.
"Justine, do you have panties on?" Vivien said to the woman standing before us, eyeing my cock or the hand on it.
"Yes, Ma'am."
"Garters?"
"Yes, Ma'am."
Vivien made a clicking sound with her lips. Dear Justine's hand opened and a pair of small scissors appeared. Vivien leaned in and blew on the end of my cock, then kissed it with relish, the first sign she was enjoying herself. She looked up at me; I did not know where to look. "Justine is so accommodating. Ever the best hostess we have. I hope you do not mind."
Vivien looked up at the woman, perhaps thirty. Justine was not slight, not plump but she was curved, rounded, plush. Her hips arced from her small waist and possessed a pronounced angle to her straight sides. Her ass formed up behind her with twin, eye-catching orbs which flexed when she shifted her weight, taking a stance before me in profile, I guessed so I could see the pleasing arc of her ass. I wanted to see her breasts or the little bit of them which was not visible around the little golden triangles she pretended was covering her up. Vivien smiled and looked up at me but spoke to Justine. "Lift your skirt, dear. Please cut her panties off and give her a few strokes, young man. I mean, put your cock in her, for the taste, you understand. Then I will suck you as promised."
I thought once before meeting Vivien that the night could not get any stranger; I was so very wrong. My cock twitched in her hand and for a moment I felt the surge of climax teasing me.
Justine did as she was asked, lifting the skirt. Blue garters and black bikini panties came into view.
Vivien looked at me again, a hand still wrapped around my very hard cock. "Young man, take the scissors and remove her panties. She will be well-fucked before the evening is through and deservedly so. Justine is a very sensuous woman. There is no reason you should not begin the night for her, is there? She brought us scissors so she will be wet with anticipation. The woman enjoys this sort of attention, as do you, I suspect. Kyla will appreciate having you well primed before you get her on her back."
My pulse pounded behind my eyes. In a trance I delicately took the scissors from the woman's hands and cut her panties off of her body. I had to turn and bend without shuffling my feet or moving my lower body at all because Vivien's hold on my cock was unstintingly secure. By the time I was done, Justine was pressing her hips at me, her eyes were closed, her lips opened while she licked her lips and panted.
"Now enter her." Vivien finally let go of my cock. "Put her ass on the table."
Justine moved like she was trained, drifting with deceptive grace as she positioned herself to take my cock into her body, preparing to be mounted as ordered. Her ass ended up on the table and she pulled her skirt out of the way, opening her plush legs. Her half-closed hazel eyes watched me as I moved between her thighs. She dropped the skirt and with one hand, grasped my cock and pulled me to the entrance of her cunt. I pressed forward, finding her invitingly hot and wet and open and eventually deep.
The walk across the room must have been the final act in her inner sexual drama which started with the bosses' summons; dear Justine knew what was coming and apparently the idea of contributing to the scene aroused her. When I entered her she was dripping, running wet. She groaned and dropped her head back. My cock encountered nothing but a tight, welcoming slickness and heat as I pressed it into her body. Her ankles rose up my legs till they locked behind my knees. Justine put her hands behind her and arched her ass, forcing the lips of her pussy up the length of my cock till I was embedded in her body to the hilt of my noble sword. I looped an arm around her waist and pulled away from her. Her hips pulsed up at me, making a slight, soft squishing sound.
She groaned.
I pulled her against me and the electricity of the moment flashed through me. I moaned to match her. I cycled in and out of her pussy a few times before I noticed my eyes were squeezed closed.
"Now, here." Vivien D'Arnot said softly, laying a hand gently on my ass.
I opened my eyes and the world expanded from the sensation of having the woman mounted on my cock to include the observer and the rest of the room. I looked dazedly at Vivien and she smiled and her tongue appeared between her red lips. I pulled free of Justine and turned slightly, shuffling towards the woman seated demurely on the chair. She leaned forward, licked the dew at the end of my cock and then kissed it. Vivien sucked me into her mouth, slurping the juice on my cock at she sucked me down. A milky forth formed on her lips as my cock slid past her taut lips. Vivien's eyes stared up at me as she began to do her thing.
She was right. She knew things about sucking cock I had never imagined and did not understand. The pleasure was intense, rippling and sucking about the length of my cock. She sucked and sucked and whatever method she was using melded into a unified theory of pleasure which found the adrenaline chasing through me and turned it all to raving, mindless lust. Just when I thought I was going to come, she sensed it and expelled me, pulling her head back while her tongue, seemingly not party to the interruption continued to lap at me like a cheerleader with a lollypop. Her eyes were wild.
"In her. Come in Justine." Vivien husked, a raspy voice, raw with lurid lust. Her eyes burned.
Still pussy drunk, I followed her suggestion which sounded like a command but I preferred to think she was merely suggesting out of the depths of her training as a hostess. I found Justine's thighs open and her pussy the same. I plunged into her and before I reached bottom, I knew my climax was approaching. Justine groaned as I pierced her, seeking to thrust back at me with her hips but having little leverage, she only managed to clamp down on my thrusting cock, which was not all that bad. Her legs rose and she grasped her knees as my shaft descended into her dank depths once more. She lay back on the table and moaned a long keening groan as I tipped into her body.
The cool air following the heat of Vivien's surreal mouth followed by the bubbling intensity of Justine's pussy distended the sensations I was experiencing. Lights danced in my head! I jerked and pounded twice into the clasping pussy. I gripped Justine by the hips and pounded at her with a series of rabbit punches before my orgasm finally released and I began to pump her full. Justine slumped fully onto her back on the table. I ejaculated with some urgency. When I pulled free of her pussy, Justine's hand moved from my side and pressed a crumpled napkin into my hand, ever the attentive hostess. Vivien elbowed me aside and pressed her lips onto the woman's bubbling pussy, the sound of her chair scraping across the floor underlined Justine's sighing moans. Vivien slurped and lapped till Justine squealed and then her filled hips bounded off the table, only to be pulled back into place beneath Vivien's voracious mouth.
I zipped up and—ignored, used and dismissed—I walked to the door; well, staggered really since my mind was reeling and my body sang with the thrill of attending two women and the aftermath of our climaxes still sizzling about me. Before opening it, I looked back. Vivien had her mouth fastened to Justine's pussy and Justine was pumping her hips up, her legs held wide, her calves lightly resting on the elegant woman's shoulders sucking her pussy. Vivien entered her with a finger and Justine screamed, uninhibited and loud. I opened the door to let the siren shriek leak out into the corridor. Several people were there and their heads turned to see me and then looked past me into the room and the clear tableau of Sapphic love being orchestrated behind me. The door closed behind me as I stepped into the hall.
For a moment, they all stared at me and then the world resumed spinning and I became invisible again. I was so far beyond my middle-class existence I felt like I was walking a tight rope and dared not look down to see where I was. I staggered back to the table to find not much had changed except my mother had her hand inside Landon's open fly. Kyla regarded them with casual interest, ignoring my approach.
Gawd but I felt guilty in that moment. I was a stranger to such casual sexuality or had been once and remembered clearly being that stranger; now it seemed to blend perfectly into the world of sex our list had created for me. I made my way through the now dense crowd of Cougars and lechers to the table and collapsed into the chair beside her. I sat for several minutes, sharing with Kyla the sight of Landon caressing my mother's breasts till a waiter brought us goblets of Champaign. I found my mouth was dry and drank one before the guy was gone. He obligingly left me another, hesitating when I lifted it and sipped with more restraint. He watched my mother's hand moving inside Landon's pants. His eyes came back to me and then flicked away. I felt Kyla looking at me, finally, and met her gaze.
"Did you fuck her?" Kyla asked.
"Who?" I breathed tightly, utterly lost as to how to respond to this situation.
"Vivien D'Arnot." Kyla said softly. "Did you fuck her?"
I shook my head, both heads empty but then suddenly my mind cleared. "I want your ass, Kyla." I looked around me. The waiter had vanished but I found Landon's eyes open and regarding me as he kissed my mother. Apparently I had spoken more loudly than I intended.
Kyla did not respond. I ran a hand up her leg to her thigh. She did not move. Her legs were crossed.
"Open your legs." I whispered.
Kyla hesitated and then she did, the subject on her mind had clearly changed.
Landon quit kissing my mother. Feeling Landon's attention displaced, Mom released his slack mouth and looked around at us.
I slid my hand further up Kyla's leg. She had uncrossed her legs but had to shift to open them further, to provide me access. The sight of a woman in such a setting sitting with her knees wide open made it seem like a spotlight found Kyla and everyone was waiting for our next move. I put a heel of my foot against her ankle and pulled her leg wider. Kyla grunted and closed her eyes. I rubbed against the cleft of her pussy and found her weeping wet. I put my finger into her. Kyla sighed and arched her hips against my hand, taking my finger deeper into the intimate folds of her body.
Landon stared at us.
Mom picked up a key card packet from the table. "I think Kyla is ready for bed." Mom said conversationally. "I know I am." She turned to Landon with a smile.
I pulled my finger out of the woman splayed before me and swiped it across her lips. Kyla opened her eyes, then her lips and her tongue cleaned her juice from my finger. Her aroma wove around us like calm smoke in a foggy night. My cock finished its waking ritual and became uncomfortably tucked again. I stood up, presenting my tented pants to Kyla's eyes. She stared at the pyramid in my pants for a moment then looked up at me.
"Guy brought us keys to our rooms." Kyla said, her voice rasping and breathless. "Mr. Kipperstam is in the suit across from us and invited us for brunch." She looked at me with a look of resignation. I did not think we would actually have to stay the whole time." She sighed. "This is not going the way I had planned."
I nodded and looked at Mom and Landon. "You guys go on up. We'll see you all in the morning. We'll see you for brunch with Mr. Kipperstam."
"At eleven so we have plenty of time. He is punctual so we'll need to be up and around fairly early." Kyla added.
Landon groaned and looked at his watch. "Can't we skip that?" He asked, a whine in his voice. He got a shocked look on his face when he realized he was using his 'awww Mom!' voice from when he was nine.



Kyla reacted to the tone in strict Pavlovian fashion, her voice became 'mom' all over again. "Eleven, Landon. I'll call you at ten to make sure you are up so you'll be ready to go."
I saw Mom crack a smile at the exchange, but there was a serious caste in her eyes as she recognized a flashback she and I shared quite often, at least in the past. Our current relationship may have changed all that forever; perhaps her little boy was gone for good; she looked like she was having the same thought. They left and I sat down again.
"Sonny, I need to talk to you." The music had calmed and the volume lowered so we could converse without yelling but was still loud enough to cover our conversation. "How long has this been going on? With Landon and, and Cici, your mother?" Kyla finished with a little flourish in her voice.
"Since last weekend, last Friday actually." I said. "What else do you want to know? What details?"
"How do you feel about having your mother fucking your best friend?"
"Do you think Landon knows you are fucking me?" I returned.
Kyla colored then, the thought apparently being new, another new thought among the very many which the evening presented to her. It would not be the last, I hoped. She nodded, finally, dropping her eyes. "He knows. I am sure of it. I don't know how. But now, looking back, I see it clearly."
"Do you think he cares? Did you see him and Mom?"
For a moment, Kyla stared at me. She nodded, "I saw them. I, well, I could not believe it. I admit it. I am shocked! I had no idea Cici was capable of such a thing!"
"But you are?" I offered gently.
Kyla did not flinch. "I, I have learned I am capable of a great many things I never thought I would do. Tony has driven me away and will not divorce me and will not even attempt to mend what is broken between us."
"And now Landon knows, about us." I said softly.
Kyla nodded. Her eyes welled with tears but did not overflow. "What must he think?"
"He thinks that you now know about him and my mother and they are right now fucking in the shower, preparing for a night of sex without the need to hide from you or me. I suspect that is quit a relief for him. Can we have the same thing?"
Kyla sat in stunned silence for several minutes while the music swirled around us. Then they played a limp version of "Relax" by Frankie Goes to Hollywood.
Finally, she nodded. "I'll try but if, if not, will you be all right?"
I nodded. "The spell is broken then?" I asked.
For a moment Kyla hesitated then nodded. "Yes. I think so." She smiled then, a wan, wistful smile. "Landon can . . . do as he likes. I guess that is between Cici and him. And you, I guess. You all can work it out. I am not sure I can do what they are doing. I see them acting like that right in front of me, behaving like that I am just, just . . . I don't know. Like you say, perhaps the bloom is off." She looked sadly at me. "What are we going to do? Are you, will you be all right if, if . . .?"
I offered her a hand and pulled her up. I felt the vaguest sense of unease but I also felt a need to have her, the desire to take her again and we had a room upstairs with a bed and everything. I kissed her and she sighed. I pulled her against me and she sealed her body against me like I was an expensive dress. Perhaps she was feeling more than she spoke; I could hope. I picked up our key card packet and maneuvered us away from the table. Kyla felt like she was drunk, staggering as though she would fall without my support. Her hair covered her face. She looked sexy, available, pliant and for all that preceded the moment, willing. We went to the elevator. I put the card into the slot and selected the 55th floor. The lights rippled and a welcome message appeared on the little marquee above the floor selection panel. The doors closed. We were alone.
For a moment I thought about fucking Kyla right then but she seemed to rouse out of the stupor that possessed her till then. She separated from me, looking up at me. "What number are we?" She said, her voice whispered.
"It just says 5500." I said and decided to ride the rest of the way in silence which held beyond the opening of the elevator doors.
We walked to the 5500 and opened the door, one of four on the floor. 5550 was across the hall from us. The moment the door closed and we stood inside the room, we heard voices. We glanced at each other.
"There must be some mistake." Kyla whispered. "That sounds like Landon and, and Cici." We walked down the little corridor into a large, sunken living room with a panoramic view of the city sprawling beyond the wall of glass that faced us.
Mom and Landon were sitting in a love seat sipping from two glasses. Vivien D'Arnot sat with a young man and a woman who did not seem to know each other.
"Ah, they are arrived. Kyla, I must apologize, we are short of space and so I wondered if you would mind sharing this suite with Guy and me? There are two bedrooms with two beds each and this lovely couple would bunk with us and you could spend the night in Mrs. Duncan's company. How would that be?"
Kyla looked positively shocked. The night had gone completely off the rails.
"Get the poor woman a drink, Nicki." Vivien said, clucking but still blasé.
I did not know which of her companions she was speaking to but the girl, a young woman, likely older than me with white skin and red hair obeyed with a sort of indolent insolence saturated with unease. Vivien seemed to make both of them uneasy; both kept glancing at her out of the corners of their eyes, trying to hide their furtive inspections. When we had drinks in hand, we sat and Guy appeared. He promptly kissed his wife and her two companions each on the lips with about the same amount of notice. They accepted his kisses with wide open, one might say bulging, eyes. I felt the unease and wondered about their story but not with enough interest to ask or to remain in the room to see if they would volunteer it.
I took Kyla's drink from her and stood up. "We are going to bed." I said and looked about me. "Which way?"
Vivien regarded me with steady eyes before licking her lips. Guy pointed to my left with a nod. I walked towards the room and hoped that Kyla would follow. It felt very much like beating a retreat but I thought this was discretion and valor rather than cowed cowardice.
"We are off to bed as well. Thank you both for accommodating us this way. We are in your debt." My mother said graciously. She took Landon's hand and stood up.
"No debt, my dear. It has surely been well paid by your very presence." Vivien spoke with a syrupy lisp which may have been alcohol induced. It sounded a little like the hiss of a snake.
I found my way into the room to find it was spacious and curved against the windows with two huge beds, one on each side of the windows. The room was contorted by the contour of the building so the beds were offset but still opposite each other. I investigated the bathroom and found a large shower. I heard the door shut and turned to find Mom and Landon watching me.
I looked at Landon. "I guess you don't have to worry about your mom calling you too early tomorrow." I said, attempting to lighten the mood. Failure. "Who showers first?" I asked, turning practical in the face of the mixed responses.
"I'll go first." Landon said and in an instant, the sexual aura of the evening vanished. He went into the bathroom and closed the door. Kyla opened the huge closet and found four bushy white robes. She knocked on the door and handed it to Landon. The shower started.
"Could this get any worse?" Kyla asked gazing about the room as though it were full of the aftermath of a frat party rather than elegantly appointed.
I moved behind her and put my hands at her waist. "Which bed do you want?" I asked. Then I considered and said, "Mom is afraid of heights, maybe we better take the one closest to the window."
Kyla twisted to look at me before shooting my mother a glance. "You mean you are going to sleep in the same bed with me?" She asked.
"I am not sleeping with Landon." I said.
My mother, bless her heart, walked over to Kyla and took her by the hand and led her to the nearest bed, furthest from the windows. "I know this is . . . complicated. Everyone supposes we are, well, you know what I mean. Like them, I guess. You have to keep Kipperstam happy and not allow him to see you flinch. Everyone knows how he is to do business with and it is lucky we were here with the boys or he would likely have invited us both to join him and his floozy. From what I hear, he is a bit of a stallion but one that has lost a step."
"Or five." Kyla said, then blushed. She looked at me. "Cici, I am sorry. I wanted to show up here with a handsome young stud on my arm and show everyone . . . well, I did not think this would happen." She stammered to a stop.
"Nor did I, Kyla, nor did I. You did and I did and we should be happy to have had them. The evening has changed and we did not want it to. But it has. We'll get a good night's sleep, let brunch bring what it will and then go on from there. Will this damage you with Tony? Even if no one connects the fact that we are in here with our sons, you are still here with another man."
Kyla shrugged. "Tony is away and by 'away' I mean undressing another woman in a hotel room like this one somewhere in New York or maybe it is Boston this week. Pots and kettles and he is not prone to vicious hypocrisy, so I have little to worry about. It just was not the pleasant, thrilling evening I envisioned. Now, you and I have to share bed."
My mother patted Kyla's knee. It seemed for a moment like the MILF List had not happened and everything was back like it was before, before I fucked my mother. But of course, that was not the case and my mother knew it and was not going to ignore that reality. "Kyla, darling, much as I want to make you comfortable, I am not sleeping with you this evening. I am going to sleep with your son."
The sound of the shower in the bath ended and the ensuing silence enveloped us like fog. Kyla sat staring at her knees licking her lips and swallowing as though trying to get the comment down. My mother's hand caressed her knee and for a moment, I thought about mom with Georgia . . . and the others. The thought made me tense with dread or anticipation, I could not tell which. But mom removed her hand before Kyla noticed and rose. Landon appeared in his robe, and Mom slipped into the bathroom, robe in hand, closing the door behind her without further comment.
Landon and Kyla stared at each other till I found the god-box and turned on the TV. It blared and I quieted it down and hunted for something to watch that all would appreciate, settling finally on a rerun of Dances with Wolves. Kyla sat on the far bed and Landon crawled under the covers of the near one, somehow knowing which was his or perhaps staying away from his mother. Neither spoke. For a time no one moved. I sat on the end of the other bed near Kyla to see the TV, a curious arrangement in any case till the shower quieted again and Mom appeared, washed and flushed from the hot water, eying Landon like a bride looks at her wedding cake. Kyla was in the bath before I could think twice.
"Is she going to be all right?" Mom asked once the door closed, speaking in a hushed voice.
"I'd say airtight is off the table for my dear mother." Landon said softly.
Mom moved to the side of the bed and shoved at his shoulder with her pelvis. "Don't be spiteful! Your mother, well, she is in a complicated place. Your father has used sexuality to get his way in business with some considerable success, part of the entry requirements to even get into the game. When your mother stopped playing, he traded down and has been doing so all the time. He resents it that she has sought to protect you from all this and now she is up to her eyebrows in it, with you beside her. Sex sells, my dear and whatever you have to sell, you can rest assured that there is someone out there looking to lift a skirt as part of the bargaining process."
I shook my head. It was like my mother was a different woman from the one who raised me and my sisters. No, it was like I was raised in a fantasy which provided nothing to me about the world as it really exists. So far, I liked reality better than the stilted fantasy world I had been bumping around in till the MILF List changed everything.
Meanwhile, Landon moved over and my mother climbed into the bed beside him. The shower stopped and they glanced at each other. Kyla emerged and I entered the steamy bath myself and did my business. I emerged into a dark, silent room. I turned off the bathroom light and stood in the sudden blackness waiting for my eyes to adjust, for them to register the sparkling light from the city and the vague outlines of the room.
I made my way carefully over to the bed and discovered Kyla was on my side, that is away from the window and so I had to make my way around the bed.
"Close the shades." Kyla whispered. I found the control and closed both inner and outer drapes, the electric motor whirred softly till the room became an inky black relieved only by the little orange glow from the nightlight in the bathroom affording enough light to outline the objects in the room.
For a moment I stood by the side of the bed, wondering if Kyla would speak to me. We seemed so great a distance from the moment of lust at Passionate Darlene's, looking into each other's eyes and anticipating another coupling but resisting the urge in favor of savoring the feeling till the time was right. I shrugged the robe which I had never tied off my shoulders and stood naked by the bed. Both Landon and Mom had worn their robes to bed and I presumed Kyla had as well. I was unwilling to concede that the MILF List was unraveling so I got into bed naked, a last gambit.
For a moment after settling, I lay on my back, waiting for a reaction from Kyla. I sensed her presence but could see nothing. I reached out a hand and found her arm, clothed in the terry cloth robe. It moved away from me, gently but persistently. I did not press.
I do not know how long I lay in that darkness. I was emphatically not tired, not sleepy, not anything that had to do with being still in the bed. I waited, considering my options, considering what could be done in this awkward situation to salvage it. It turned out that waiting was the perfect solution.
The other bed squeaked. I heard a muffled giggle followed by the softest 'shhhh' you could imagine. The hushing sound was followed by a small 'ohhhhh' and then a grunt and another squeak from the bed. The squeak began to occur in rhythm and after a while, my mother's voice carried to my attuned ears: "Yessssssss, oh gawd, yesssss!"
The squeaking of the bed increased. Then, I heard her urgent voice say, "My ass, put your hands on my ass. Yesssss!"
"Fuck me, Cici." Landon's voice came clearly to me.
It was following that exchange that I felt Kyla's hand questing across the bed to find me. She found my bare arm and pulled at me, apparently not sleep either. She turned on her side, facing me and her other hand found my bare flank, reacting like she touched something hot. Then it returned and she laid it firmly on my side and pulled at me. We bumped foreheads before her lips found my ear and she whispered: "They are . . . doing it?" Both a statement and question, she breathed deeply.
"Oh Landon!" My mother moaned from the other bed and then her voice became muffled so I missed what came next. The squeaking continued.
I found Kyla's ear with my lips and kissed it before breathing 'yesssss' into it. I licked it and she shivered.
She maneuvered till her mouth was close to my ear again and moaned, "Oh gawd!" nearly in concert with my mother's moan from the other bed. I glanced over and with eyes adjusted to the inky blackness, I could just make out the shape of a man's head with two feet by his ears. Landon's back glinted for a moment in the feeble orange light and then he released her legs and the two forms melded together, blurring into a black motion that matched the squeak of the bed.
My cock was hard and Kyla found it with her hand.
"I can't stand it!" She hissed into my ear. "Fuck me, Sonny. Mount me. Enter me. Open me and take me!" Her voice seemed tight, tense, urgent but nearly in audible.
I found the tie on her robe and she rolled onto her back. I untied her and opened the robe and stroked the quivering body I found there. Her skin was smooth and hot but not damp. When my fingers trailed down into her crotch I found her smooth and responsive. Her body surged against me, her hips urging me to touch her, stroke her, caress her.
"Oh Landon!" My mother called from the other bed. I turned my head to look but saw nothing distinct.
Kyla's hand found my face and took hold of my chin. She pulled me down till I was kissing her. Her lips were soft but charged, working against mine, making my body ring with her touch, like she had struck a perfect bell and the effect lingered between us, echoing back and forth over and over again. Then I broke loose from her and peeled the robe away from her body, fumbling in the dark but finding her shoulders and breasts in turn. Her arms spread, like wings and I found her breasts with my mouth.
"Oh my loving gawd!" She gasped.
The squeaking of the other bed stopped. I could hear them talking, whispers that sounded like slippers scraping along the floor.
Kyla went stiff. Her hand grasped my head and tried to pull me away from her nipple but I bit down and she flinched and yelped. She thought better of pulling at my head and released me so I moved to the other breast. When I enveloped it with my lips, she moaned, a loud, long croon that rattled up from the base of her spine. I moved between her legs and they opened, spreading like a curtain at the theatre. Her hands found my cock.
"Fuck me, Sonny!" She whispered. "Put your cock in me." Her voice became louder. "I want you, Sonny." Her voice was nearly normal, almost calm. "I want you inside of me!" She said. "Please, Sonny, say you will take me? Mount me. Make me climax, enter me, oh, gawd I cannot stand it. Fuck me, Sonny!" Her voice seemed to echo in the darkness before I moved.
Her hands positioned my cock head at the special entrance to her body and I did the rest, thrusting into her without hesitation. She grunted and keened. Her hips pounded up at me which served to sink my cock the remainder of the way into her body. She stiffened, her voice became an attenuated chirp. Her hands found my shoulders and her torso lifted up and her lips found mine as though she could see in the dark. Our kiss was fire, our lips sealed together by the passion that wracked our bodies. I thrust at her, pushing my cock inside of her body and then struggling to withdraw against my better judgment. She moaned and called my name, suddenly oblivious to the circumstances.
"Geezus!" I heard Landon's voice. He was not whispering. "What is he doing to her?"
"I think it is most likely that your mother is being fucked right now, Landon." My mother spoke in a slightly strained but otherwise normal voice. "Rather like you are fucking me. Or were."
Landon grunted. "Right."
The squeaking of the bed returned and my mother moaned.
Kyla let the kiss lapse, her body shook with the strain of the half-position she had assumed to kiss me while I fucked her. I lowered my body onto her and grasped her ass with both hands.
"Gawd, I love your hands on my ass!" Kyla said into my ear, her hands pulling at my shoulders.
"Gawd, I love your hands on my ass!" My mother echoed distinctly, the minx.
Kyla apparently heard her. "Oh, gawd your cock is so deep in me!" Kyla said, her voice normal but stressed from the fact that I was laying on her abdomen.



"Landon, your cock is so deep inside my pussy!" Mom said, in a similar voice.
"Mount me, Sonny. Take me. Fuck me, Sonny!" Kyla seemed to be chanting, the words tumbling out of her in the darkness.
"Enter me, fuck me, take me, Landon. Mount me like Sonny is mounting your mom. Listen to her! She is fucking my son and you are fucking me!"
That seemed to be the moment Kyla was waiting for, the clear revelation that her son was indeed fucking my mother and she was fucking me, in the same room. She began to buck beneath me, gasping and hissing at the orgasm ran through her body. She could not form words but the sounds emanating from her below me seemed unmistakable.
"Ohhhhhhh Landon! IIIIIII ammmmm coooommmmmmiiiiinnnnnnggggggg!" Mom called from the other bed.
Kyla lifted her legs and locked them around me and her cunt convulsed around my cock. For a moment, I thought she had stopped breathing and then, a moment later as my own orgasm found and attacked me, I no longer cared. I trembled and shook and my cock dug into the woman below me and she shrieked, sensing I was filling her or feeling it. I pounded her, grinding against her, pulling her ass up against me till she shivered and went limp.
For a few seconds, I continued to drain myself into her body and she seemed utterly insensible of the fact. Her legs splayed apart and open. She gave no sign of life till we heard Landon's cry of ecstasy as he called out my mother's name, his voice ragged with tension and eager with release.
"Cici! Oh my gawd Mrs. Duncan you fuck so good. What a fucking woman!" He said. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
The sound of Landon Clark losing his cool like that tickled me. I shifted off of Kyla's inert body and put my lips to her ear. "It sounds like your son likes fucking my mother." I whispered. I got no response.
For a moment, the room filled with the gasping panting from the other bed. Then Landon said, "What?" and then, "Oh. Oh! What?"
"On your back, Landon." My mother said distinctly. "I think you can go again with proper inspiration."
Kyla's hand found my cock which was semi-hard or semi-soft depending on how you looked at it. She wiped at the effluvium that coated me and suddenly surged out from under me and pressed me onto my back.
"Mmmffpppphlll." My mother's voice grunted from the other bed.
"Oh, gawd, Cici. Yes! Take me deep. Suck my cock, Mrs. Duncan. Take my cock into your mouth and suck me and I swear I will fuck you again!" Landon muttered but any pretext of being quiet or avoiding being overheard was gone. I almost suggested we turn on the lights so we could watch but rightly deduced that would break the spell.
Kyla descended on my confused cock and clarified the situation. We were not done, not by a long shot. She licked me clean and then sucked me deep. I rose up and filled her mouth and then her throat as she sucked at me. She got me lodged in her throat and then swallowed several times, massaging my cock with her reflex actions. Then she pulled off my cock.
"Get my purse." She said.
"Where is it?" I asked stupidly. The room went silent. "Why? What do you need your purse for?" I asked into the eerie silence.
For two seconds, Kyla did not respond. Then, in a clear, even voice loud enough to understand in the next room, she said, "You said you wanted my ass. Take it again. Now, here. I want you to fuck my ass!"
I heard my mother gasp.
I thought I heard the sound of a gauntlet being thrown down. Kyla moved off of me and I scrambled off the bed and searched the room for her purse.
"I think I saw her put it by the closet, in the chair there." Mom said helpfully in the dark. "What's in the purse?"
"Lubricant." Kyla said from the other bed. "For my ass."
I found the purse and opened it. Fortunately, it did not have a variety store in it. It was one of the small 'pretty go to meeting' purses that only held essentials. I found the large tube among several other things none of which could have been lubricant so by process of elimination, I thought I had the right thing.
"Kyla?" Mom said out loud.
"Yes?" Kyla responded, sounding like they were having a conversation over coffee.
"Would you mind sharing? I think it would be a charge for us both to give up the ass at the same time, don't you?" Mom said.
I froze, waiting. The room was silent.
For several seconds Kyla did not respond. "As you like." She said in a noncommittal tone, awareness seeming to have damped her mood a bit.
I found the end of their bed and then a leg which proved to be Landon's. He grunted when I grabbed him. Mom's hand found my bare leg and went immediately to my still hard cock. She grasped it and pulled it up the bed and soon her mouth fit over the end and she sucked at me loudly. I nearly groaned before I got her to release me.
"In this hand," she said softly. Her hand pressed against my thigh. I opened the tube and found her hand and filled her palm with what felt like half the tube. "Good. Enough. Landon, honey, put this in my ass and on your cock!"
"Sonny! Are you coming?" Kyla called. I staggered to the other bed, finding my way in the dark.
Kyla was sitting up. She found my leg and then my cock and she bent to suck me hard once more, the trip and the danger of tripping had modified my condition somewhat. She rectified it and then arranged herself on the bed. I examined her with my hand; she was draped over three pillows, her ass in the air. I got behind her and began to search for her asshole, which I found with a probing finger. She grunted.
"That's it, honey." Mom said from the other bed. "Now, yes, like that! Ohhhh, yes, like that! Kyla, are you about ready? Do you want to take it up the ass together?"
Kyla grunted but said nothing. I shoved a lubed finger into her ass and she sighed, loudly. Her ass bloomed around my finger and she released herself to the invasion.
"Now, your cock, Sonny. Take my ass! Fuck me like you fucked me before!" She said softly. Her voice trembled and wavered.
I coated my cock with lube and then found my way to a position behind her, feeling along with one hand while the other, liberally greased held my cock. Once between her legs, she arched her back.
"Fuck my ass, Sonny." She said.
"Fuck my ass, Landon!" Mom said with a bit more volume. Then she shrieked in surprise and then grunted. "Aaaaauuuugggghhhh!" My mother groaned.
I positioned the end of my cock at Kyla's ass and pressed. She pressed back, much harder than I anticipated and my cock entered her body. It ran into her like a piston and she grunted.
"Your son's cock is in my ass, Cici." She said.
"Landon's cock is in my ass, Kyla." Mom responded.
I grabbed Kyla by the hips and pressed forward and she groaned. I began to fuck her ass, the tightness, the heat, all conspired to rouse my passion and I directed that passion at the asshole open before me in the darkness. I slammed into her, stroke of stroke into her tight hot ass. Kyla met each stroke with her body pressing back as I penetrated her.
"Fuck me hard, Sonny!" She muttered. "Gawd yes, Sonny, fuck me!"
Kyla's body was bucking below me and I sensed her hand going between her legs to accent the moment, stimulating herself with her hand and fingers. Then she screamed and my orgasm, pending since her ass enveloped me, agreed with her and I groaned and pressed home, thrusting fully into her wondrous ass while she squealed with her own climax. I pumped my fluid into her clinching ass.
On the other bed, my mother was grunting, punctuating the strokes Landon was addressing to her ass which the bed orchestrated with its squeaks. Then she yelped and Landon groaned deep in his chest and then the squeaking stopped and they were silent.
I teetered behind Kyla Clark and my cock shrank. I toppled, like a felled tree and she crumpled beside me. That was the last thing I remembered till she rolled over in the dark and kissed me on the lips. I could see on the clock that it was seven, light rimmed the curtains. I rolled off the bed and staggered to the bathroom. I was about to the close the door when I felt pressure on it and my mother slipped past me in the dark. I followed her into the room and closed the door. Her hands fluttered over my body and instinctively, I found her mouth and kissed her, sour as we both were. She responded. I circled her naked body with an arm and pulled her into a full embrace.
She whispered into my ear. "I will send Landon to get coffee or something, after you shower off. I will shower after he leaves and when I come out, Kyla can go in. Then you fuck me. I want her to see you between my legs, honey!" She sounded panicked. "I have been thinking about it all night. I barely slept. I nearly came to your bed and mounted you but you were last in her ass and so I couldn't. I want her to see you fuck me, Sonny. I do not know why but I want it. I feel it like a need! When she is in the shower, be ready." She slipped out the door and I heard her muttering to Landon who was not much of a morning person.
I turned on the light, got into the shower and washed off, hurriedly but thoroughly. I finished my business. I emerged with a towel around my middle about the time Landon was pulling on his shoes. The light was on in the bedroom. Mom scampered past me, naked, into the bath and the shower came on immediately. Landon rose and staggered to the door and out, closing it softly.
I looked finally at Kyla and found her staring at me. I moved over to her and kissed her and she lay back on the bed while pulling the towel loose. Her hands took my cock in her hands. But the shower stopped and she released me. I found the towel and she pulled on her robe.
Mom emerged in her robe and Kyla slipped wordlessly past her. The bath door closed and for a moment, Mom and I stared at each other. I was not sure what she had in mind but the mystery was not long in place. She stripped off the robe and went to her bed and lay down. I dropped the towel and was between her legs in an instant. My cock was instantly hard and she pulled me to her entrance and I plunged into her. Her body arched to accept me with a sensuous moan of pleasure as my cock head penetrated the lips of her pussy and then the depths. She lifted her ass, taking me fully into her body. She pulled me down till my head was beside her. She held my shoulders and I grasped her great ass and we began to fuck.
"I know she will peek." Mom said softly. "She will want to know, to see if a mother will actually fuck her son. When Landon returns, we let him shower and we leave. I am betting they will fuck each other while we are gone!" The words emerged in a rush. "But before all that, I want you in me, come in me! Let me feel your pleasure as you fuck me!" My mother whispered tremulously into my ears.
Her hands caressed me, pulling the sheet and blanket off my back. She bridged her legs so I was between them, then she clinched her thighs together and the sensation of being inside my mother's body swamped me. Then I heard the bathroom door click.
"Don't look." Mom said immediately.
I buried my head in the pillow beside Mom's head, very conscious of the light in the room. She grunted and I found her ass with my hands and cinched us together. She moaned, soundless words moved her lips and she kissed at my neck over and over again. I felt my orgasm approaching and increased my tempo. The bed squeaked, keeping time with my downward strokes. Orgasm approached. Mom sensed it and she responded and together we raced down the path to pleasure till mine caught me and flooded us both.
While I was still gasping with the pleasure of being inside my mother, of fucking her fast and furiously like that, the shower started. Mom pushed at my chest. I rolled onto my back and she immediately began to lick my flagging cock. She sucked it to full erection and then mounted me and began to ride. She rocked on my penetrating cock for several minutes. I hunched up at her, holding her by the waist while pulling her hard down onto me. She groaned and came, falling over me while her hand grasped my shoulders. Her body tensed as the climax convulsed her. After a moment she resumed rocking her body, my cock lodged deeply inside of her. Then the sound of the shower ceased and she dismounted.
"Quick. Into your bed and wipe off your cock." She hissed, her voice limpid with arousal.
I turned on the TV and dived into the bed just as the bathroom door opened and Kyla Clark emerged, her face pinched with concentration or consternation, perhaps. She looked at me but then the bedroom door opened and Landon arrived with muffins and coffee. Landon distributed them with a minimum of discussion and retreated to the shower. He did not seem to know where to look and his discomfort permeated the room till he retreated to the bath. As soon as the door closed, Mom's phone rang and she answered it and said, yes, she could get to email in the lobby. She said 'hello? Hello?' several times and then muttered that her phone was dead. She tossed it onto the bed and made to get up but in doing so, disturbed the balance of the coffee on the bed and her cup and Landon's both spilled onto the floor. She threw her towel and then her robe onto the spill, sopping it up.
"Shit!" My demure mother said. "Oh, Sonny darlin' could you got get us more coffee. I have to check an email and respond right away! Dress and come down with me!" She said, standing, naked, she put on the dress which looked somewhat worse for the wear. She found her shoes and was waiting for me to finish. I put on shirt, pants and shoes, sans cumber bun et cetera and we went out the door together into the rest of the suite. Before the door closed, the shower stopped and my mother nearly giggled. She did chortle and we walked along the tile to the door, her heels clicking distinctly. She opened the door to the hall and slammed it, leaving us standing inside the suite.
Now I got it. We both took off our shoes and crept over to the bedroom door. The suite was empty. There were no signs of the others, their door was closed and quiet but I could not tell if anyone remained from the night before or not. Mom bent at the door and carefully turned the knob, being extremely careful not to produce any noise as the latch released.
She looked back at me and smiled, putting a finger to her lips. Duh, I knew to be quiet but mothers will be mothers. In revenge, I ran a hand up the inside of her leg, under her dress to her pussy and stroked her there. Mom's eyes watered and she bit her lip, pressing her body back at my hand despite herself. My finger opened her and my contribution to her inner ecology ran onto my hand. I pressed my finger deeper but sounds from inside the apartment distracted me, us. The bathroom door opened and the sound of the TV stopped.
"They went out." Kyla's voice was clear but sounded nearly hoarse.
I stopped what I was doing to my mother and listened. We could not understand Landon's voice so he must have been still in the bathroom. Kyla, however, we could hear quite clearly.
"I don't know. Cici has to check email and she spilled your coffee so she sent Sonny to get you more." Pause. "I don't know, half an hour, maybe." Another pause, longer this time. We heard the door open.
"Why the fuck did we get up so early?" Landon groused.
"I am sure I do not know. To shower I suppose." Kyla said, but she skirted the reason showers were so important. "Landon, I am not sure how to ask this but I have to, I must. Do you realize that Sonny is, is, is having sex with his own mother?"
Landon, to his credit did not seem to miss a beat. "No way, Mom! That is crazy! Just because she fucked me does not mean she is fucking Sonny!"
"Yes it does. Well, I don't mean that really. I mean, it does not mean that she is fucking him just because he is fucking me. I mean because she is fucking you. Oh my, when did 'fuck' become such a part of our vocabulary that we use it so casually?"
"Since Cici started fucking me and you started fucking Sonny, I suppose. But what do you mean? Why do you think they are fucking? Seemed to me that Sonny was all about getting you on your back and ignored his mom last night!" Landon said, a bit more force in his voice than perhaps was needed but Kyla did not seem to notice.
"I think they are fucking because I saw them, Landon. Right here in this room, while you were gone getting the coffee and I was in the shower. I looked out after you left and she was on her back, pleading with Sonny to mount her." Kyla sounded like she was pleading, whining about something. "He did. He got between her legs and mounted her and she came with him pounding her pussy!"
"Mom! Really? Why were you peeking anyway?"
I gulped and pulled my hand from between my mother's legs. I thought Landon had screwed the pooch with that question. What did it matter? But I was worried for no cause.
Kyla immediately became defensive and began to stammer and stutter. "Well, I, Landon you know I have to, I need to, well shit!" She said finally. "I wanted to see if they were going to fuck or not! There, I said it. Are you happy?"
I began to realize that Landon knew his mother better than I did and he had a fine grasp on the moment before them. He knew how to lead her down the path we all wanted her to go.
"You wanted to see if they were fucking, Mom? What business is that of yours?"
"She is fucking my son, I wanted to know what sort of woman she is!"
"That's crap, Mom! You have known Cici Duncan since we moved here, since I was six. What sort of excuse is that? You know the sort of woman she is, the same sort of woman you are."
Mom made a muffled sound and put a hand back to cup my cock, quite hard in my pants.
"What do you see in her, anyway, Landon? She is never going to be a long term relationship for you, you know. And she is your best friends' mother! Doesn't that worry you?"
"I could say the same thing to you, Mom." Landon returned. "You are fucking your best friend's son. What does that make you?"
"What is that supposed to mean?" Kyla asked, her voice wrenching in a whine again, a tone I had never heard.
"Mom, I know you have fucked around on Dad. I caught you fucking that pool guy one day. You get so furious because he is fucking around on you and here you are fucking my best friend. What is up with that?"
"Does it bother you, honey? I will stop it if it does." Now she chuckled. "I am not sure I can, though."
Hurry up, I was thinking. Get her on her back! Mom looked back at me and just smiled.
"Does it bother me? You are fucking my best friend and I am fucking his mother. I am not sure it makes sense to be bothered at this stage of the game, do you?"
"Oh Landon, I am glad to hear you say that! I have been so worried about Sonny and me, that it would ruin our relationship, that you would hate me when you found out! But he makes me so hot. I have never felt what I feel when I am with him."
Landon chuckled now. "I know what you mean. Cici lights my fire too. You cannot imagine what it is like to mount her."
"When did you start talking that way? Mounting a woman is such an, an, odd turn of the phrase."
"Mom, you used it to so quit it. You just spent the night fucking in the same room with me. And by the way, what did you think when you saw them fucking?"
Finally! I thought. The moment has arrived.
And it stretched, a pregnant pause if ever there was one. We waited. And we waited and then we waited some more. It seemed like hours had passed by the time we heard Kyla Clark sniffle and the gentle smack of lips meeting.
"What did I think? What did I feel, Landon? Ohhhhh gawd, Landon!" Kyla Clarks voice turned to velvet and oil. She groaned and then she cried out, a tangled 'yes, yes, yes' followed by a grunt and the sound of cloth rustling.



Mom looked back at me and leaned around to whisper in my ear. "I think they are going to fuck each other!" She said, her eyes shining. I straightened and pulled her back from the door. I silently released her dress and removed it. I took my mother into my arms and kissed her and she pressed her naked body against me.
"Oh Landon, yes, yes, yes! I do. Please! Please take me!" We heard the bed squeak and then Kyla's voice keened and trilled. "Mount me, my son, mount your mother!" She called. "Fuck me, Landon, ohh my sweet jeezus, fuck me hard!" The bed began to squeak and I could hear Landon grunting as he mounted his own mother.
Mom began to struggle into her dress. I looked askance at her but she glared and once it was in place and arranged, she opened the door and stepped into the room. I followed close behind.
"Oh, oh, oh noooooo!" Kyla called as Landon sank into her. Her head was turned and she immediately saw us enter the room. Her son's head was bent and he was kissing her breasts as he pummeled her with his pelvis so he did not notice our arrival. "Oh no, oh no!" Kyla chanted but her body was responding to Landon's assault. Mom and I stood and stared at her and she stared up at us. Landon ignored us all and continued to feed his mother his stiff cock. Her legs were up and open and Landon was between her thighs, his body rose and fell over her with some urgency and force. The bed squeaked.
Kyla's face scrunched and she shivered and shook and then her whole body convulsed and shook. She was climaxing while we watched. She appeared about to cry out but wave after wave of pleasure pulled her out of her confusion and consternation, filling her body full of wanton desire and lust while her son pounded deep into her body, his ass rising and then descending to fill her with his cock time after time after time. Finally she lifted her legs and locked her body against Landon's all the while her head was turned and her eyes, when they were open, focused on my mother and I. The two of them bounced on the bed, over and over, each time, Landon grunted and Kyla cried out and her body whipped about, contorted by the orgasms galloping through her. And still Landon plunged into her body.
Finally, Kyla succeeded in pounding on his shoulder enough that he opened his eyes and looked over at us. He stopped. "Oh shit!" He said with a perfectly straight face. "I guess we are even now." He muttered.
"Oh, don't stop. I want you to come inside me!" Kyla cried.
"No." Mom said firmly. "He should come in your ass while Sonny comes in your cunt, Kyla. It is wonderful!" Mom turned and undressed me. She got to her knees and sucked on my thoroughly hard cock once I was stripped and then she rose and shoved me towards the bed. "Kyla, mount my son and if there is any lube left, Landon can take your ass for the first time."
"What about you?" Kyla asked, though Landon was moving and she was getting to her knees. Her eyes were wild and fevered and her voice wavered and rasped, raw with lust and tension. I lay down on the bed and she put a leg over me and found my wet cock with one hand. She looked down between us and then pressed her body down onto my cock. She groaned as I entered her. I grasped her hips and pulled her down onto my body, sealing us together. Mom offered a pillow for my ass, I rose up and Kyla balanced on my cock as we arranged ourselves.
Landon found the lube tube and got enough from it to slather his cock. He put some on a finger and entered his mother with it. Kyla stiffened and then dropped her head and raised her ass, nearly dislodging my cock. Sensing the impending dislocation, she lowered her body a bit and I felt Landon between our legs, then I felt his pressure on his mother as he pressed his cock into her ass. She moaned and then she got a look of concentration on her face as she willed her ass to open and Landon slipped fully into her.
For a moment, we lay together, Kyla sealed between two cocks, breathing hard with the weight of her son on her back. She then pushed back at him and his cock pressed deeper into her. She lifted a bit and Landon pulled back. We found a motion that stroked Kyla Clark with cock, ass and pussy, over and over again in a slow motion, till she started to come the first time. It did not take long but soon, she lost control and the orgasms were challenging her. She dropped onto my cock and I pulled her tight against me. I pulled her ass apart and her son began to fuck her ass, pounding into her again and again while I held her open for him, cinched tightly down on my hard cock. She moaned into my ear, whispering about two cocks and coming again, coming again, coming again! Kyla's voice dripped with amazement. Then Landon called out and his weight smashed his mother into me. Her body began to convulse with a whole new intensity and she screamed. I bucked up against them both, pinning her completely with our two cocks. Her scream rose in pitch and then I was coming inside her seething pussy.
Landon was grunting as he came in his mother's ass and I was gritting my teeth and coming in her pussy. She was twitching and convulsing and shaking between us till finally, once the two men penetrating her body were still, she stilled as well. Landon pulled his cock out of her ass and she rolled to the side. Landon staggered to the other bed and then there was my mother, opening Kyla's legs and licking at her pussy. Kyla lifted her head and stared down at the black mane of hair till, apparently, Mom's lips found her pussy. Kyla screamed anew and her body bucked. Mom held on and proceeded to clean Kyla Clark's pussy, sucking my come from her and licking her to several new and different orgasms.
When Mom backed away from Kyla's pussy, I was hard again. I grabbed my mother and pinned her to the bed beside the other delirious woman. I fucked my mother while Kyla descended from the high of having her freshly fucked pussy eaten by a woman. Finally she turned and watched me fuck my mother. Mom came soon after I mounted her and then I came inside her. Mom screamed and shook through another orgasm. Kyla rose up on an elbow and looked down on Mom while she was shivering through the last vestiges of the final climax. Kyla abruptly leaned past my head and kissed Mom on the lips. Not a peck but a kiss, a lover's kiss and they held it till I pulled away and rolled onto my back, sated. Kyla moved to kiss Mom's breasts, licking them and biting them before descending between her legs and lapping at Mom's sloshing cunt.
Mom rose to a new high and shrieked through more orgasms before Kyla released her. I moved behind Kyla and kissed her cheek, squeezing both breasts and whispering in her ear, "Your ass has been taken. I hope you are not disappointed."
She looked around at me as I leaned over her shoulder. She smiled and kissed me. "Not even a little bit. But I hope this does not mean you do not want my ass any longer?" She said using a lilting, bantering tone.
I kissed her back, tasting my mother and myself on her lips. Her tongue caressed me. "Don't worry, Mrs. Clark. I have plans for you and that talented ass of yours."
She stared at me before moving to the other bed to lie beside her son.
That was how Kyla Clark came to fuck her son. She was ready to be airtight.
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Elizabeth stopped at the door to Clemmons High School. She was late, perhaps a statement of her emotional inertia, her reluctance, her bone-deep dread. The blunt doors were still painted the school colors, yellow and orange which still clashed with her yellow-blond hair. She left Keller five years ago, not all that long but still it seemed like forever. She took a full breath and let it hiss between her teeth, squeezed her eyes closed for a moment and waited for the resolve to well up in her. When it did, she pulled open the door and walked into the dirty light of the hall. The sound of music, familiar music touched her and all the times she had gone through that door—albeit in the morning and like now, arriving late—flooded into her mind. She turned to the trophy case and found her reflection, smoothed her taffeta dress, puffy and pink. She did not know why she wore the dress. It made her look like a school girl again but it seemed to capture the surreal feeling of returning to her high school. She thought about Tyler Torrance, her old flame. She had heard of the accident that took his sight, a terse email that referenced it in passing from one of the girls, women she still kept contact with.
She began the long walk past the procession of closed lockers standing like stolid soldiers awaiting her arrival at attention. Elizabeth smiled at the old fantasy; one she had developed the first time she got sent to the principal's office and found herself walking through the empty, mute halls of lockers and closed doors. Only then, she dreamed she was going to her execution. It had lifted the mood and the sense of injustice at how Mr. Abernathy treated her in class, like she was a dumb blond. It had made her so angry and finally his smirk when he addressed her as 'your blondness' broke her resolution to keep quiet and endure. Her ire rose and her sharp tongue got her into deep trouble; addressing your teacher as 'your dicklessness' was never going to be acceptable no matter how justified. But he was such a jerk! She wept in Mr. Halas' office and the old man did not know what to do but patiently waited till the tears passed and then reprimanded her for her thoughtlessness and gave her a strategy to deal with men like Abject Abernathy. When he called the English teacher that, she laughed through the tears. Short, balding and skinny as a chicken wing, the man was bitter and contemptuous but, Mr. Halas had said with a cute sigh, 'I just cannot get rid of him—union contracts.' He shrugged.
Elizabeth heard the music change and the door to the gym opened followed by a red-headed shriek as Cheryl saw her. The girl, woman flung herself down the hall, her long, form-fitting green dress dragging behind her and what a form! Cheryl had developed the curves that had been obscured by excess body weight in high school. The transformation was beginning senior year but now it appeared totally complete. The girl was gone and a full-figured woman had emerged, but the girl still shined in Cheryl's excited blue eyes.
"Lizzzzzzzzzy Boooooorrrrrden!" Cheryl shrieked and then they were hugging and dancing around each other. "Everyone is asking about you, wondering if you were coming and no one knew. What a mystery you have been!" Then she sobered. "I am so sorry about your parents. I know," tears appeared in her eyes, "I know it must have been so terrible! When you got into Princeton and they moved to be close to you, we felt the loss here and when we heard they had been killed in the accident . . . oh, Lizzy!" Cheryl pulled her into another embrace. When they broke, she said, "I should have been there, come to New Jersey but things were so, we left things so ugly. I said awful things . . . "
Elizabeth held up a hand, patting the air. "The past is the past, Cheryl. Now is now. I am here to bury the past and move into the shining future." She sounded more even-tempered then she felt. Her ears rang with tension and she shuddered with it.
Behind them the door opened and three more girls, women . . . Lizzy usually thought of herself as a woman but here it was so easy to morph back into the girlness of high school and the constant throb of anticipation about just everything! So far, life after high school was a mixed bag. The three women, ah hell, Elizabeth thought, we are girls here and likely always will be. The three girls boiled out the double doors, banging one hard against the wall, jabbering like hens let out of the hen house first thing in the morning. Bailey, Claryce and Alma joined Lizzy and Cheryl, breathlessly hugging and then each in turn sobering and passing on delayed condolences.
Claryce hugged her the hardest; the black girl was taller and leaner than she had been in high school but more fully a woman, her breasts proudly displayed enviable cleavage in her red dress. Her face had cleared and smoothed to become as beautiful as her luxurious black hair, elegantly coifed. "Girl, no one has heard from you since graduation. You knocked the dust off your sandals and never looked back! Whatchu been doing?"
"I went to Princeton and got a fellowship to the London School of Economics. I will go there to finish my Master's in International Economics next summer." Elizabeth could not keep the pride out of her voice. It was a huge deal to her and she realized she wanted it to be huge to them as well.
"London! You're going to London!" Claryce squealed and hugged her again, nearly lifting Elizabeth off the floor. She rose to her tippy toes to keep from losing all contact with the ground. "You sure showed them, didn't you!" Then the laughing eyes sobered. "You got your diploma all right, after you went on to Princeton?"
"We had to sue but I got it fine. The school buckled when our attorney demonstrated the foolishness of their case against me. I did not cheat and their proof was one teacher's vendetta against me. The shit!" Abel Portnoy had accused her of cheating on her final phyics exam, a test she could have opted out of but wanted to nail it to complete her 4.0. His accusations had prevented her from graduating with her class and celebrating on one hand or on the other, as Claryce said, allowed her to knock the dust of Keller off her sandals and never look back. At the time, she thought it was possible to leave and never look back. She was shattered that the young teacher would be so cruel for no reason. She left town, moving to New Jersey for the summer just to avoid the issue while her parents fought the battle for her. Despite the fact she was eighteen, her father had allowed her to leave to escape not only the scandal of the accusation but the heartbreak she endured that last semester. The next year, just when she was getting her equilibrium back again, things went from bad to worse when her parents were killed in a snowy pile-up on the freeway into Pennsylvania. They were two of seven people killed on the icy roads that day. Since then, she had gradually reconstructed herself and her life. This visit back to Keller would tell her how strong that reconstruction would prove to be by challenging her to deal with a past she would rather forget but simply could not.
Elizabeth realized the four girls were silent and looking at her. She shook her head and smiled. "Let's party!" She did not get the reaction from anyone she expected and sought.
Bailey, a girl with the finest light brown hair and the best skin in their class, put a hand her arm. "Lizzy, Tyler is here." She said softly. "You know what happened, right?"
Elizabeth felt her smile fade, but suddenly the reality of her life suffused her, like a slug of brandy on a cold night. She nodded. Her eyes dropped to the dull tan linoleum floor, heart tapping in her temples. "Yes, I think I heard the story. An accident in the service, with a grenade or something? He was in Iraq, right?"
The four girls nodded together.
It was so unlikely, so campy, Elizabeth could not help but laugh. "You guys, don't worry! That is all in the past. There are worse things than to be left at the alter!" She did not say the rest of the thought in her mind. Worse things like being alone in a strange town and needing to arrange her parent's funeral; keeping her grades up so she could keep her scholarship while haunted by her past, things like that. Telling her boyfriend, Tyler Torrence she had a miscarriage the week before her scheduled wedding and then discovering he was only marrying her because she was pregnant, but not till he failed to show up at the church, those things were difficult to forgive and impossible to forget. Her part in them haunted her.
The memories all crashed into her but the pain, the sting, the slash and burn anger no longer boiled up in her, at herself or at Tyler. Elizabeth Cambray was ready to move on and she was in Keller to prove it. "I am fine. It is horrible what happened to him. I feel terrible. But that is past too. I'll be in London next year and you girls should come visit!"
For a moment, no one responded and Elizabeth feared she had misjudged the situation again but then Bailey screamed and hugged her. "That would be fabulous!" The others joined in and she walked with them through the door. The reunion was in full swing, decorated like the prom, the infamous prom when she had given herself to Tyler. He had already signed up for the Marines and she thought she would never see him again, that he would find someone else. Then she told him the result, that she was pregnant and his face lit with excitement. Then he left her waiting in the room of the church, waiting for him to appear for five hours till finally, she faced that fact that he was not coming. She had thought her world had come to an end, that this was the result of her actions. Never could she have imagined how terrible things could actually get . . . for them both. Her mind shied away from the whole situation.
Cheryl grabbed her by the arm and leaned into her. "What are you going to do with Tyler?" She whispered.
Elizabeth pushed her away a little and looked into her freckled face. "Dance with him, I suppose." In that moment, the throbbing sound of Eminem ended to be replaced by the throaty cooing of Barry White, a party constant at the dances in Keller. Elizabeth squared her shoulders as couple after couple flowed out into the dance area. She slipped free of the girls and walked towards where Tyler stood talking to guys from the football team.
Her approach silenced them. Tyler wore the cliché dark glasses but even then, the scarring on his face as still visible, shiny gouges in his once smooth skin somehow did not change his attractiveness. It made him more rugged, manlier. He remained handsome but in a different way.
"What is it? Why did everyone stop talking?" Tyler asked, turning his head this way and that. "Hello? Anyone there?"
Constantine Johnson and Avery Lambert glanced at each other.
"Hello, Tyler." Elizabeth said softly, ignoring the fidgeting guys around Tyler. "I'd ask how have you been but it is pretty obvious life has been cruel to you. Would you care to dance?"
For a moment the little world which encompassed her and Tyler simply stopped. His face struggled, his cheeks flinched and his lips trembled. "Oh Lizzy! You came!" Tyler breathed, his voice seemed a small step away from a sob. "I am blind, Lizzy."
Elizabeth reached for his hand and found it unchanged, big and strong, broad across the knuckles just as she remembered. "When we danced at the prom you closed your eyes and we did just fine. Come on, dance with me!"
The guys around Tyler looked up at him. Tyler was six-three. He had been the quarterback and star forward for the basketball team. He bowed his head but he did not take back his hand. "Okay, Lizzy. No one can keep up with me like you can."
She led Tyler onto the dance floor and sure enough, they swayed and the old voodoo that you do returned.
"You'll have to steer some, so we don't run anyone over." Tyler said.
Before she could answer, he pivoted and dipped her, lowering her till her blond curls brushed the floor and then pulled her back to her feet and into a slow, graceful spin. When she was back in his arms and she regained her breath, she said brightly, "See, you have not lost it. Not even a little bit!"
He grinned but it faded quickly. "Just keep us from running into anyone." Tyler muttered.
Elizabeth glanced around the floor. One after another the other couples were leaving the floor. Someone up in the technical balcony turned on a spot light and lit them and suddenly they were all alone in the spot light. She sighed and laid her head on his shoulder. "I don't think that will be a problem. Just dance like you are the only guy on the floor."
Tyler took the idea literally and began to turn them, not violently but constantly, interspersing lady-unders and then pulling her back into his arms only to dip her. The old thrill of dancing with someone who knew how to lead warmed her, the pleasure made her smile as though all the things which had happened to her and between them was . . . was . . . Elizabeth lifted her head and looked at the man holding her in his arms. He felt the movement and his hand brushed her hair, stroking down the back of her head and onto her back, lightly but with a comforting familiarity. Her thoughts stopped till his hand drifted down her back to her waist, then the small of her back and then lower to cup her left buttock.
"Hey, buster!" Elizabeth whispered. "Everyone is watching!"
"They can't see us through the crowd." Tyler said, squeezing her ass again.
"Ugh." Elizabeth groaned and dropped her head onto his shoulder. It was a gentle groan, a little groan, a small sound that was whipped away by the music. The feel of his hand on her body like that felt so good, so familiar; her body began to respond. She moved her hand up his shoulder, still rock-solid and if anything, broader than the last time she had seen him, more filled out. She found her hand caressing the back of his neck the way he liked it, loved it. He pulled her closer, pressing them together so that she felt his response. She pulled back a bit, realizing what was happening. "No, really, they have turned the spot on and everyone else has left the floor. Everyone really is watching us."
"Oh. Oh!" Tyler said and removed his hand from her ass and turned her into a graceful twirl and then dipped her. When she was upright again, they were a respectable distance apart once more. The music began to end and he dipped her into the last strains of the ending song and suddenly the whole room was clapping.
Tyler righted her and despite herself, Elizabeth hugged him, pressing her body into the rigid lines of his. Tyler smiled and waved, recalling his victory wave when he left the football field or basketball court, victorious. When the clapping persisted, he dipped her again and when he drew her up, breathless, he kissed her lightly on the lips. The crowd roared and the clapping redoubled, with just the slightest hint of relief running through the on-lookers who were in-the-know.
For a moment, Elizabeth was nonplussed.
"Ah, sorry, Lizzy. Old habits die hard, especially the ones a guy really loved." Tyler released her and they stood hand in hand, bathed in the brilliant white light for another moment while the clapping began to recede. She pulled him off the floor, out of the light and when her eyes adjusted, she could see her friends and old schoolmates smiling and nodding at her.
Cheryl came up to them and took Elizabeth's free hand. "You two were great! Just like old times. Tyler, can I steal her away from you for a moment?"
"No. No stealing, only borrowing and only for a minute. Then we must dance again! Lizzy is still the best dancer I have ever dipped, even to this day."
Elizabeth laughed and dropped his strong hand, feeling the lingering reluctance in it, echoing her own. She felt warm and happy, recalling the days when all seemed right with the world while she danced in this very gym beneath the watchful eyes of the teachers and parents sponsoring the senior prom. Keller was not a large enough town to have a hotel so the prom always happened in the gym.
Cheryl pulled her away. She held up a jangling wad of keys in front them. "Know what this is?"
Elizabeth pulled her head back a little. "Ah, keys?"
"To the music room and guess what? The new music teacher said that old silver sax is still there. Remember, the one Tyler used at the talent show to play that medley ending with 'Chaple of Love' before he knelt down and asked you to marry him, in front of everybody?"
Elizabeth's heart lurched. She remembered. It has been the most romantic thing. This was his response to hearing her tell him she was pregnant; no one knew about their conversation that week, or later that she told him of a miscarriage that had scuttled her wedding and ended their romance the previous week. She left soon after to New Jersey, under the shadow of disgrace. She wondered if Tyler had ever let on what had happened and why. Who knew, who else had learned of what had destroyed them and perhaps had been damaged by it as well? "Okay, so? Is it still there?"
"Oh Lizzy, I hope you don't think am being pushy but you two looked so great out there. I thought you could bring him the sax and ask him to play something for us. You used to love that sax and how he played it. I think it is wonderful that you have forgiven him."
Elizabeth sensed immediately that 'the question' was around the corner, waiting; the one about 'what happened' and 'why did you leave so suddenly'. The answer was simple, to avoid those questions. She grabbed at the keys and said, "Great idea! I'll be back."
Cheryl pulled them out of her reach then showed her the two she would need and told her where the cabinet with the old battered sax was. Legend had it that it had first come to the school from a teacher returning from the First World War, a man missing his left leg and right eye who began the tradition of both football and the marching band. Gale Goddard was the patriarch of everything beloved at Keller High.
Elizabeth found the sax and discovered it was clean and beautiful. The instrument was shiny silver instead of the brassy yellow saxophones usually possessed. It almost seemed as if someone had anticipated that moment when she presented it to Tyler. "Tyler, I have something for you."
"Oh?" He said cocking his head, "is it going to explode? I already made that mistake once."
Elizabeth heard gasps but plunged into the brittle silence, her heart thrumming in her chest. "It's the saxophone. I want you to play something for us. Do you still play? Please tell me you do!"
Tyler put out both hands; one found her elbow and the other the kinked curve of the sax. They moved till he held it like a jazz man and he smiled. "I still play. I managed to get one over in Iraq and I played a lot. I cleaned that sax as much as I cleaned my weapons. Sand in a sax is terrible. What shall I play?"
The music and dancing behind them stopped and the murmur and hubbub of the crowd returned, interspersed with jags of laughter.
"Whatever you like, Tyler." Elizabeth said softly, "Whatever you like."
He trilled on the sax for a moment and then began to play the ancient song from World War Two. Elizabeth was not sure of the title but it started with the line, "Don't sit under the apple tree with anyone else but me". It was a jaunty tune and Tyler slid off the table he was sitting on to play it. A crowd formed and when he stopped, they clapped. He looked over them, his black glasses tilted so he appeared to be looking over them, his head turning back and forth as though trying to catch some sound, some particular sound. The crowd began to chant 'more, more, more!' and Tyler laughed delightedly and started to play. It was the classic from the Four Tops. The strains of 'Baby I need your Lovin' caught Elizabeth and shook her. She could not help it, she felt it was for her, that it was their song, his song for her.



She loved the song and Tyler had played it the night after the talent show, just before offering her the ring, the ring she still had on a chain around her neck, the ring she had come to Keller to return to him as part of her absolution. Despite her best intentions, Elizabeth wept. She did not sob, she did not break down but the tears rolled down her cheeks, one after the other, beading on the distinct line of her elegant chin till they swelled and dropped. She left them, proud to be able to finally cry again. She glanced at Cheryl and Claryce and saw tears on their cheeks too.
When the song ended, Tyler handed it to Charlie Prater and held out a hand, "Elizabeth, if you are still there, would you care to dance again?"
She giggled and took his hand, the music started, a suitably slow song, the DJ was cogent and aware. This time everyone joined them on the floor. Elizabeth steered them gently through the throng, holding onto his strong arms, amazed that he was still in such good shape. "When did it happen?" She finally spoke, trying to get past the immensity of the moment without ignoring it and repressing it. That was not why she was here. It was to address it, to deal with the past before she began her career as an Economist and returned to the academic world. No the truth was she needed to heal, to regain the ability to love and trust another person, specifically a man but mostly, to trust herself again when it came to men. She had found it impossible to open up to anyone, to allow herself to feel close to another man in the intervening time and she finally determined it was the lack of closure with Tyler and indeed, through him, with all of Keller. She had to return and set things right, an emotional pilgrimage.
Tyler danced in silence for a while and then stopped. "Is there somewhere we can talk, Liz? I owe you an apology and this is the time but not the place."
Elizabeth responded by guiding them from the floor and straight to the doors and into the hall beyond. She turned down the hall toward the security gate sealing them into this part of the school. She fumbled in her little purse and found the keys, found the right key which opened the gate and pulled Tyler through and closed it tight before anyone saw them. She pulled him around the corner and stopped. "Did you ever get out onto the balcony outside Mr. Halas' office? At night, it is beautiful. Mr. Halas took me there the night after the school board meeting when they refused to dismiss those accusations and let me graduate. I thought we could go there and talk. It is quiet and," she jingled the keys, "through some administrative oversight, I have the keys."
Tyler only nodded in the dimness of the hall. Elizabeth took his arm and guided him through the familiar warren of corridors and up the three flights of stairs in the old building to the office. While she sorted through the keys trying to find the office key, Tyler stood and waited.
"You're different, Liz." He said softly.
"Got it." The door clicked and she pushed it in, a small light from a water cooler lit the outer office, with the long counter where Mrs. Gillen had greeted every visitor with a stern look and a 'what do you want?' which put everyone in their place. Elizabeth guided Tyler through the office to the door of the principal's office and again searched the keys.
"You would never have done this in high school. You always played by the rules, did what was expected and did it very, very well. And look what happened." Tyler whispered.
Elizabeth's breath caught, her chest ached. She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. "You don't have to whisper, Tyler. No one is here and what happens if we get caught? I doubt anyone would throw the town hero into jail." She found the key and the door opened.
"The town heel, more like. Everyone remembers what I did to you. I ran from it as hard as I could till the grenade took my eyes. I had to stop running or I was going to crash into something so hard it would kill me. Running blind is almost as dangerous as running stupid."
She knew all about running. Elizabeth listened to his voice and heard the sadness, the loss in his tone. The buoyant, boisterous youth to whom she had given her virginity was gone. Before her stood a man fighting against a shattering experience and she understood that fight. Hers had been different but she understood the pain and the wish to escape which would never come true. Impulsively, she hooked a hand behind his neck and pulled him down to her lips, fitting hers against his, she kissed him. For a moment, he resisted, pulled back but then he released the reluctance and his arm went around her waist and the other hand took firm hold of her shoulder. He kissed her and kissed her thoroughly, deeply and well.
When he released her, she was panting and he gasped, "Oh god, I can't be doing this!"
Elizabeth shivered, the feeling of his hands on her again, his lips and the need in his kiss touched her, shook her, aroused her, the sweeting longing welled up in her loins. The attraction, the need, the desire all piled together behind the dam of her control and threatened her hold on herself. She had not come to Keller to kiss Tyler Torrence she said to herself but he was such a great kisser.
She shook herself. "Stand right there. I am going to see if I can get the door to the outside open." The door was a fire door with a window with the lattice of wire in the glass. She tried and it was locked. She unlocked it and the door swung open and the cool night air ruffled her dress. She went back to Tyler and led him to the door. "There is a high threshold here," she said.
Tyler stepped over it. "I remember. Mr. Halas took me out her around that time too, before I left for the Marines."
The 'balcony' was the roof of the science room down below and a fire escape ran down the side of the building past the classroom window. A waist high brick wall surrounded the area with a gravel and tar roof that crunched under their shoes as they walked to the edge. The breeze was cool and pleasant.
Tyler felt the wall and stopped. His hand ran up her body and took her by her shoulders and turned her. He bent and Elizabeth met his lips with hers and they kissed again.
It's just chemistry. Chemistry, it's just chemistry! Lizzy told herself, but despite the mantra in her brain, her hand lifted to his cheek and caressed it, lightly and lovingly as she had a hundred times during their years in high school. Tyler pulled back as though her touch burned him.
"Oh god, oh god, Lizzy I cannot be doing this! I am engaged."
For a moment, Lizzy felt like she had been hit in the stomach. The dance, the sax, their friends, it all seemed to be soaked in the rain of the past. It felt so real, so familiar, so comfortable. "I know. Not that you are engaged . . . congratulations, by the way. But you are right, I am different. No one calls me 'Lizzy' at Princeton. I am Elizabeth Cambray to them. I am sorry, I should not have kissed you . . . ."
"I think I started it. I am not really engaged but I am living with someone. Chris is the nurse that got me through rehab with my sanity intact. We . . . I was going to say 'fell in love' but that is what you and I did, though it snuck up on us. With Chris it is different, complicated. Not like you and me. You and I, we just knew we would end up together, never questioned it. It was not like we got struck by lightning or anything but one day I woke up and knew I wanted you and only you. And then . . . ." Tyler's voice constricted, he choked back something and swallowed, a loud sound in the silent night.
Elizabeth laid a hand on his, the one resting on the cool concrete cap of the red brick wall. "Tyler, you should be happy. I am glad you found someone. I, I did not intend for this to happen. While I was at Princeton I was exposed to the idea that sexual attraction is really just a chemical reaction. Don't get me wrong, it is real and fun and wonderfully powerful but it is just chemistry. The chemistry is real and that is why we were so good together. That kiss just proves it. I, I felt it down to my toes and if I thought you could kiss me now and not feel guilty, I would kiss you again, just because it feels good. But growing up is usually the process of learning that things which feel good are not always the things which are good for you."
"And marrying a blind man would not be good for someone like you." Tyler answered.
Elizabeth laid her hand against his lips, stopping any more words of that sort. He grasped her by the wrist but neither of them moved to change the tableau they formed. When his lips kissed her fingers, Elizabeth shivered with a need she had lived without for so long and it made her ache with longing.
Tyler pulled her hand down to hold it. "I have regretted what I did to you every moment of every day since I woke up the day after and realized what I had done to you, to us. I am so, so terribly sorry. I deserve to be blind and worse for what I did to you, Lizzy . . . er . . . Elizabeth."
Elizabeth caressed his face and he folded his head against her hand. That was when she felt the dampness, no, the tears on his cheeks. His eyes were not damaged so badly that he could not cry, she thought. "Nothing could be worse than being blind, don't say that!"
"Not so, Lizzy. I saw lots of things which are worse. I saw things I wish I could wash out of my brain, things I cannot even find words to describe. But even if that had happened to me, I do not think it would be punishment enough for the unhappiness I caused you."
Elizabeth found the chain around her neck and pulled at it till she had the small diamond ring in her fingers. She unfastened the chain and released the ring. "Tyler, I came back to give you this. I want you to take it back, not because I do not want it but because I want it, I want what we had back . . . before, I want the past to change, I want my parents back. I want graduation day and to party with my friends, for my friends to be friends again." She pressed the ring into his hand, then slipped it onto his little finger. "And I want you but that is all in the past and we have to live with it all, just as it is." She almost said more but her courage failed her.
Tyler gulped, a finger running over the diamond before dropping her hand and holding it with both of his. "I skipped graduation too. I felt everyone hated me. Mr. Halas gave me my diploma before I left for boot camp and told me I had made a terrible mistake but I should not follow it up with another. Adults talk about mistakes that affect the rest of their lives but he told me that was not a rule, that I should learn from what I did and move on." Tyler stopped talking, inhaling deeply. "Is it very beautiful here?"
Elizabeth took his hand, "Tyler is there any hope at all of getting your sight back?"
Tyler shrugged. "They have not said 'never' but they do not offer much encouragement. I have been blind nine months and I am still bumping into things. You know what I regret the most, I regret that I did not make love to you more often after prom night. We had said we would wait and I felt guilty, like I had pushed you and then you told me you thought you were pregnant . . . "
"I wanted it, Tyler, I loved being with you!" Elizabeth spoke, stopping him, deflecting the thoughts behind his words, not yet ready to deal with them. "I have not had sex that good since that night. Until I heard you were blind, I even imagined we would do it one last time before I left town." The moment the words were out of her mouth, Elizabeth regretted them. Tyler's hand found her waist and slipped lower to hold her by the hip, pressing his palm onto the point of her pelvic bone.
He moved to kiss her, his lips pliable and soft but as the kiss lingered and lengthened, those gentle lips became more insistent, more passionate. Elizabeth opened her mouth and felt his teeth with the tip of her tongue. Tyler pulled her tightly into his arms, a hand massaging her perfect ass. The feeling of his hand squeezing her cheek aroused her, just as it always had. But then he broke the kiss and his lips kissed her cheek and chin and neck, descending with agonizing slowness. Then he kissed the place just below the joint of her jaw and her knees melted, she clung to him, pulling at his shoulders, relying on his strength to keep her upright. She gasped as his lips began to suck at her taut skin but released her without leaving a mark and moved to kiss her ear. Her whole body came alive as he kissed down her neck. A hand pulled the fabric of her dress down the bridge of her shoulder and his lips followed. He pulled at her dress till her shoulder was bare and he was kissing her there. The dress drooped down her arm. He moved to the other side of her body and repeated the action. Then he pulled back, a hand went to the black glasses as though to remove them but then stopped.
"You must think I am really a heel now, kissing you like this while I live with another woman, a woman I have bought an engagement ring for. But, Elizabeth, I cannot help myself. Except for that terrible day of cowardice, I have always loved you. And I fear I always will. How many times did I wake up from a dream of you, us . . . ."
Elizabeth pulled his mouth down to hers, shrugging her shoulders. The dress shuffled down her arms revealing her dainty bra that covered her breasts. "Tyler, I want you. I always wanted you. The pledge to wait was your idea but when you stood me up at the church, you broke something. But we have this moment. My parents were coming to see me when they, when they died and I thought nothing of the fact they did not arrive on time, not till the next day. By then, I was alone. How I wish I had paid more attention to what I had and less attention to what I had lost. That is why I came back, to give you the ring and to have you once more to cherish. I am yours, Tyler, here and now if you want me."
Tyler responded by kissing her, hard on the mouth but then he found her waist and lifted her up onto the wall and kissed down to the slopes of her breasts. He found the hook on her bra and it relaxed around her. He pulled it down and kissed her breasts. Elizabeth felt the vertigo of passion she had longed for since that one night when he had taken her, overcome with passion and desire. She remembered the feeling as he knelt between her open legs.
"Oh god, Tyler, take me."
He moved his hands from her shoulders and slid them up her legs, leaving trails of desire on her flesh where his skin met hers. When he found her bikinis, she immediately lifted her fanny and he pulled them down over her thighs to her knees and then off, over her 'fuck me' heels. As he untangled her panties from her heels, she smiled, looking up at the sky. She owed him this. She had so much to atone for. She owed him this and more but this, this she could give him. One last time of guilty innocence could not atone but it was the best she had.
His time blind made Tyler much surer with his hands. He pulled Elizabeth to the edge of the wall. She unfastened his trousers and dropped them down his legs. She pulled his briefs out and over his erect penis, she stroked it with one hand as she had so many times in the distant past. She made to bend to kiss it but he gently pressed her away.
"Chris is downstairs. I told her to sit and watch. I told her I had to have you one more time. I told her I would have you if I could."
"And she agreed to that?" Elizabeth asked, doubtfully.
"I did not give her a choice. If she is with me from pity, she needs to know that is not enough. I need to know. If she leaves, I will know. But I need to know, is this okay with you. Oh god!" He groaned as her little hand stroked his cock.
"Tonight I'm yours, but will you love me tomorrow?" Elizabeth asked, pulling him between her legs and opening herself to him, the tune that went with her words playing in her mind. Leaning back on one hand she guided him to her entrance and he pressed into her. They groaned together as they created the double-backed beast. She wrapped her legs around him and they clinched the two people together. Elizabeth began to cry for what had happened, confronted finally with her guilt, her insistence that all the bad things had not been caused by her own lie. The clarity and the fiery passion in their coupling sizzled through her body and then she was coming, just as she felt Tyler tense and thrust into her.
They held each other for many minutes. Finally, they parted and dressed. In that moment, Elizabeth almost spoke but instead they walked in silence out of the office and back to the gate. There, she saw a woman standing with a sweater looped over her shoulders, staring at them.
"Tyler, what does Chris look like?"
"Curly hair cut short, a small nose, full lips, a round chin, she has glasses, military black rimmed NGLs and a skirt. I have never seen her so I cannot do better than that."
"She is looking at us. She is standing down by the gym doors."
"Oh. I better go." He took Elizabeth's face in his big, strong hands and deliberately kissed her lips but lightly and gently.
Elizabeth opened the gate but then finally, found the courage that had propelled her back to Keller in the first place. "Wait. It was not just the ring that is not the only reason I came back. I did not deserve it. I lied. I did not get pregnant, Tyler. I was scared. You signed up for the Marines without telling me and I know it was to make me proud and I was but it meant you were going away and I would have to go to Princeton alone instead of with you. I wanted to insure that we would be together always, so I lied. I was not pregnant."
Tyler stopped his motion, a hand frozen on the wall. He pulled it back. "What do you mean? Everyone said you were pregnant."
"I lied and I never lie so everyone believed me when I said I did the test and then had a doctor confirm it. I was eighteen, I did not need anyone's permission. When I told you I was not pregnant any longer, I thought you would be thrilled and go through with the wedding because you loved me and we were perfect. But you were so sad, so shocked when I told you I got scared and did not tell you I had lied. You let the wedding go on and I thought everything had worked out fine. I was wrong. I have suffered with this every day since then. I brought out the worst in you but I used the worst in me. I came back here to apologize to you. I did this to you, to us. This is all my fault. No, go to her, she is waiting." Elizabeth pushed him through the gate and closed it behind him. It clicked and seemed to echo between them. Elizabeth felt the sobs, finally after all this time, they came; for her, for him, for them. She wept piteously and silently.
His hand flitted over the metal lattice. He reached out hand through a space but it caught and she moved silently beyond his reach. He waited, saying nothing but finally, he turned and, trailing a hand across the lockers, shambled down the corridor towards the woman who was watching them. Elizabeth watched till that woman spoke to him and turned her back to walk with him, taking him back into the reunion.
Elizabeth caressed the bars of the lattice, for the first time in five years she felt free.
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Chapter 5
Swapping Moms and Swapping MILFs
After successfully introducing Kyla Clark to her son's cock, front and back, I began to think about the rest of the MILF List and the next airtight candidate. Who should be next? Mrs. Honeywell? The black woman had been on my mind after the Cougar Night at the Opera. Or perhaps Mrs. Rossini? The woman who pled for 'the Annie' and giving her what she wanted seemed reasonable. Mrs. Clark? She had just been had by her son and so asking her to do her part and share her charms with the rest of the guys all seemed reasonable. Mrs. Wills? I had decided she should go last because she was to have the privilege of observing the other four woman giving themselves to five guys. I was using the blond woman in a way that meant she had to go last. She was subservient, eager to serve and be used and also a voyeur who love seeing another woman get what she wished for so long as I denied it to her. She would get to watch us do the other MILFs. At least, that was my plan. As seemed to be the way of the MILF List, inspiration arrived out of the clutches of the mundane.
Monday afternoon I saw Sammy on campus, sitting in the glow of the Indian Summer sun, his shirt off, his eyes were closed and he swayed as though the sunlight was caressing his skin. I sat down beside him. "Now is the winter of our discontent made summer by this sun." I said.
Sammy Honeywell opened his eyes and glanced sideways at me. "You are so fucking weird sometimes, Sonny!" He muttered. "It's only autumn! What have you been up to?"
"Landon fucked his mom." I said casually.
Sammy turned his head slowly to look at me. "No shit! And you were there, I'm sure!"
I nodded, feeling like a sage. "And our little Chris, he fucked Mrs. Kingston . . . and liked it."
Now Sammy stopped his swaying and gave me his full attention. "No shit! He . . . " Sammy looked around and then said with a low voice, almost a whisper, " . . . he raped her?"
"Two or three times, it seems." I averred casually. "Well, if you can rape the willing then, yes. Are you fucking Alissa?" I used her given name just because I wanted to see his reaction and in case anyone was listening, which seemed unlikely but you never know.
Sammy stared at me. Then he picked up his shirt and pulled it over his head, a stripped blue and yellow tee that made him look twelve. "Noooooo." He said. "Well, not this morning." He grinned and the lie was clear. She probably sucked him off or something.
"Have you been doing her?"
"Every fucking chance I get." Sammy said without the least bit of a stutter. "I am a motherfucker." He grinned.
I rolled my eyes and he rolled his.
"And how does she like having her son fucking her." I spoke sotto voce but he heard just fine.
"She hasn't complained. She loves my tongue." Sammy snickered but then shrugged. "The other night, She tucked me into bed, sucked me and mounted me by lifting her skirt and climbing aboard. She rode me, came and left me hanging. So yeah, I think she likes it. I am fucking her every chance I get."
"So. Stop it." I said.
"Why? Aren't you fucking . . . Cici every chance you get?"
I shrugged. "As a matter of fact, I am a bit behind on that but I am not going without. Trust me. I want you to stop doing your . . . doing Alissa long enough for us to make her airtight and the best situation is to have her be a little crazy horny. Get it? You cut her off and then we all do her."
Sammy grumped for a moment. "I guess it is back to Amazon for new books. I love my kindle. There is nothing like reading porn in Religion class." He sniggered, an evil little laugh.
"Or Literotica." I said without thinking. The look he gave me was something more than just a look, it had measuring in it and I felt it intensely which has everything to do with a guilty conscience.
After a slight hesitation, he said, "Brent is the real master of Amazon, though. Fuck the guy reads everything!" Sammy thought for a moment but then nodded. "So, no more motherfucking for Sammy!" He sighed with such exaggeration I had to laugh.
"Hey, I don't expect you to go cold turkey." I held up one of the keys Chris had given me, the ones he had found on Mrs. Kingston's dresser the first time he took her. He did her Sunday morning, early and left her panting for more, he told me. We had a class together Monday morning and, oddly, the subject came up which was how I got the keys for 'distribution'; Annie's clear invitation. "I am thinking that Mrs. Kingston deserves some variety, what do you think?"
"Of the soul variety, you mean?" Sammy said watching the key swing back and forth like I was hypnotizing him, which, I guess maybe I was.
"This key is for the backdoor."
Sammy chortled. "Both, I hope!"
"Quit it! Sid is gone till," I had to stop and think, calculating; "next Sunday, I think. I'll check in on the erstwhile Mrs. Kingston and let her know we are making her famous and check to be sure that the variety is not tiring her out."
"Do you think that is possible?" Sammy sounded worried. "I think making her dreams come true would be a blast."
I shrugged. "I think she provided five keys for a reason. So, for the moment, I am not too worried about the woman changing the terms of her endearment." I need new material, I am starting to poach movie titles. "But in return, you need to put your dear Alissa on notice that she is pending airtight and will be missing you till she experiences that consummation devoutly to be wished."
"Geezus, Sonny, can't you leave anything alone? Even the bard does not deserve your abuse! Next you are going to be making fun of the Ninja Turtles, Bugs Bunny or the Marks Brothers. Is nothing sacred with you?"
Sammy held the look of consternation for about two seconds before guffawing.
"Sonny, you looked so . . . so . . . I don't know what. But anyway, okay, fine, no more morning blow jobs or showers with mom."
"Hush!" I said, looking around.
Sammy shrugged. "No one would ever believe us. You have changed the world for us all and I thank you! But fine, I will trade one willing woman for another."
"And Sammy, ask your mother to have lunch with me tomorrow."
He looked around at me, focusing his soft brown eyes on me. I could see the wheels turning. Sammy shook his head. "Gawd, you are going to actually do it. I mean all of them, right? I cannot believe that my loving mother is going to spend a day airtight like yours did." He spoke softly but hearing the words aroused me and I wanted nothing so much as to find one of the MILFs and use her. But I resisted, well, for the moment, not really resistance so much as lack of present opportunity or least delaying gratification. "Where?" Sammy asked.
"Let her chose and call me."
"Why not just call her yourself?"
"She is an attorney; do you think she wants a record of this sort of thing?"
Sammy nodded, "Gotcha. But aren't you acting guilty of something? We are friends, after all? Calling her could be really innocent. You know, planning her birthday party or something."
"But it isn't is it? But you are right. Still, I want her to take action, to make the move just so there is no ambiguity about what we are doing when we starting removing her clothes. She needs to tell she wants to be airtight. So, have her call me if she wants. Let her decide."
Sammy nodded. "I'll tell her and call you tomorrow with a place." He rubbed his hands together, "and tomorrow sexy Mrs. Kingston gets a visit! You have a morning class tomorrow?"
I nodded and we were set. Sammy left and I sat on the bench for a while just soaking up the sunshine and thinking about Alissa Honeywell, her lips, her breasts, the feel of my cock slipping into her and the sound she made when she was penetrated. I got hard and then it occurred to me that I would need a place to make her airtight and we should not use her place. Of all the MILFs she had the most to lose if her airtight status got into the wind. It did not take long for my lizard brain to figure out the solution but I needed to recon first and make sure nothing would interfere. I got up and went to my car.
Mrs. Wills opened the door of her house almost immediately after I rang the bell. In a measure of how our relationship had changed she bowed her head and stepped back, allowing me immediate entrance. In appreciation, I closed the door before I kissed her, taking her in my arms much like the first time on the patio. She flowed against me, a huge sigh escaping her. Our kiss lasted, lingering while I caressed her ass and back till she began to hump me and I pulled away. Not yet.
"Oh Sonny!" Laura breathed, her eyes alight with the thrill of desire. "I am dying! You do not know what it is doing to me to watch, watch what you are doing and not get to, to come. It is killing me! I fear I will lose my ever loving mind!"
For a moment I stared at her. I did not think I had ever told her she could never come, even on her own time. But if she was restricting herself . . . a thrill shot through me when the measure of her dedication to her role came clear. I nodded and I felt a bit of compassion. I said, "Come with me." I took her hand and walked to the patio door. I felt the disappointment rattling around in her, slowing her steps but she followed and by the time we were at the Kingston's back door, she recovered, walking easily with me. I fished the key out of my pocket and opened it and slipped inside the living room. I kicked off my shoes and Laura followed suit. The lower house was quiet and dim. But I saw a light upstairs and padded up the steps. After a moment's hesitation, Laura followed.
Annie Kingston was just finishing changing the sheets on a guest bed. She turned around and saw me and went completely still. She wore a pleated black skirt with a tight white pullover blouse that fastened at the neck in the back but hugged her slim body. I was on her before anyone spoke. She squeaked at I bowled her over onto the bed but the squeak may have been from seeing Laura Wills appear behind me. Annie made no other sound. I had hold of her wrists and tucked her hands under her ass.
I kissed her and she fought me for a moment then relented and kissed me back, I released her arms. She humped up at me with her hips, clasping me by the shoulders and pulling me between her parting legs. We were awkwardly situated, half on and half off the bed. I looped an arm around her waist and carried her more fully onto the bed. "Take of her shoes." I hissed and Laura moved immediately to remove the woman's high heels assuming her role with equanimity and diffident eagerness.
Annie laid on the bed her legs on either side of me, knees up. I backed off of her and got to one side and reached under her skirt. She lifted and I pulled her panties away from her waist and down her slim thighs as her legs eased together. Laura stood watching us. When the panties were clear of her ankles, Annie opened her legs and moved down the bed and with her hands pulled me between them. I opened my pants and shrugged them down over my cock. Laura, pulled off my sneakers, socks and then tugged my slacks and briefs down my legs.
Annie was panting, her body undulating beneath me. Her hand grasped my cock and she directed me immediately to her cunt. I entered her hard, shoving firmly down once I felt the lips of her pussy kissing my cock. She was delightfully tight but filled with liquid fire as I penetrated her.
Annie grunted, jerking her hips up to greet my descent into her pussy. She groaned as my weight settled onto her. I kissed her again and she kissed me back like she had not been fucked in months but had not forgotten what it was like; contrary to her situation. I began to fuck her, the black skirt crumpled between us. She lay still, meeting me with little motions but otherwise watching my face as my cock sluiced in and out of her cunt. I began to come and slammed down into her with force. She grunted a little but lay still while I deposited my cum into her body. When the flash of the orgasm was passed, I lay atop her, my head beside her ear, panting.
"Annie, are you okay with this?"
She nodded. I lifted up a little and pulled the white blouse over her head. "Love it." She said softly. "Fuck me more."
I rolled off of her and sat on the bed, my cock leaning but not disappearing, smeared with our juices. Laura stared at my cock for a moment before meeting my eyes, questions in hers but hunger swirled there as well. I nodded and she got to her knees between my knees and licked the cum off my cock. In that moment, I wanted her and resolved to have her. She sucked my cock into her mouth and down her throat now with practiced ease. I waited till she had provided me with sufficient stimulation then pulled her off my cock. She got to her feet before me with some reluctance which lasted till I began to undress her. Laura seemed puzzled and watched me with growing discomfort as my hands revealed her body. She seemed uneasy about this shift in her role.
"Annie, take off your clothes." I rasped. I heard Annie began to strip her remaining clothing off her body as I unbuttoned Laura's grey blouse, rubbing the backs of my hands against her large breasts. She sighed and her head went back when I grasped both breasts over her bra and mashed them against her chest. The blouse came off and I unhooked the bra. I felt Annie behind me. She reached around and unbuttoned my shirt pressing her nude body against my back. Laura's breasts came into view and I began to lick and kiss them. Laura shuddered, standing between my knees as I sat on the bed. Her skirt dropped to the floor and I skimmed her conservative panties down her legs to her ankles where she stepped out of them. "On the bed, Laura," I hissed. She immediately complied. Annie moved to the other side of the bed. Laura made a place to lie down and her legs opened. I moved between them, gripping her behind her knees and pulling her body towards my erect cock. She gazed at me with glazed eyes and parted lips, both. I mounted her and she squealed and then humped up at me, her hands pressed to the newly made bed.
"Lay down, Annie." I instructed, patting the bed beside us. She did, next to Laura. The contrast was startling. Laura had huge breasts and white alabaster skin and Annie was darker, tan to brown or yellow as it were with grey tints and small breasts. Annie's nipples were nubs, distinct and erect. Laura's were just the same but mounted on much larger structures. I pulled out of Laura, moved between Annie's legs and mounted her. I noticed them link hands, intertwining fingers as they lay side by side, sharing the same man. They were neighbors after all. I thrust deep into Annie and she grunted.
"Fuck me, Sonny!" She hissed. "Your cock feels great, great in me."
I pulled free of her cunt and moved between Laura's luscious legs. Laura placed her hands on my sides and guided me unnecessarily to that point over her crotch. My cock wagged below me and Laura grasped it, smearing the liquid there onto her hands. I descended into Laura's pussy again and she moaned and grunted as I entered her. I rose up. Annie looked at Laura's smeared hand, put it to her mouth and licked it clean. I fucked Laura for a few strokes and then moved to enter Annie again. Annie used her hand as Laura had directing my cock into her grasping pussy. While I was sinking slowly into Annie's pussy, Laura made a show of licking off Anne's little hand a finger at a time. Her eyes were glassy with need, desire and lust.
I fucked Annie till her hips began to bounce up at me. I was shivering with the need for release. Then I withdrew to the music of her keening regret and remounted Laura, piercing her with my cock. Laura's hands gripped my shoulders. Her body arched beneath me as I sank into her pussy, her hands pulled at my waist before moving to my ass and pressing me deeply into her body, lifting her legs. She strained up at me as I shifted into her till my weight bore her torso to the bed. I rose up and plunged down. Laura's blond head whipped once to the side, looking away from Annie. I kissed her exposed neck and then marked her while she wheezed beneath me, her hands gripping but not moving my shoulders while I sucked hard on her beautiful neck, right below her ear. She turned when I released her and I kissed her, tangling my tongue with hers as my cock rose and fell, driving her hips into the bed over and over. She began to shudder and I immediately withdrew. The look of loss and lust twisted together as I climbed over her legs to be welcomed back into Annie's waiting body.
Annie wrapped her legs around me as I entered her, pulling at my shoulders. I grasped her hands and stretched them out over her head, locking them with one hand. She lowered her legs and I wound mine around hers till she was imprisoned by my body, bound by arms and legs and cock. Balanced on my one elbow, I proceeded to hammer the woman beneath me till she began to gasp and shake, her eyes fluttering as the climax arrived. She shook and grunted a few times before turning her glazed eyes back to me.
"Yes, fuck me, Sonny." She whispered. "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck me!"
I felt my orgasm approaching and for a moment, considered changing rides but it accelerated so fast I dropped hard onto Annie, grasped her ass and began to pound her with great force. Annie hissed and her legs rose up and clasped me about the waist, pulling me hard against her. I felt her body roil beneath me and then the climax collided with me and I was coming into her body. Annie writhed below me, moaning and grunting as I filled her again.
After I became still, Laura pulled at my shoulders and rolled me onto my back. She began to lick my cock immediately. Against all expectation, I became hard again and she mounted me, taking her position over me and lowering her weeping pussy down onto my once more aroused cock. When I was firmly rooted inside of her, she turned and kissed Annie who was on her knees beside us.
The sight of the two women, the very different physical specimens kissing each other with true, coiled passion ignited me. Annie's hands found Laura's big breasts and sought to contain them but failed, squeezing and massaging them while Laura held her head and aggressively kissed her. The sight finished inflating my cock.
Annie returned the kiss and when they broke, Laura began to rock her hips on me, grinding us together. Annie moved to kiss Laura's tits, licking and sucking then biting the blond woman's huge, full breasts, cooing and muttering. Her small hands did not cover the breasts but appeared like they were drawn onto the sides as decoration. When the Chinese woman bit down hard, Laura would only sigh and slam her cunt harder down onto my cock. She twisted her torso to give Annie full access to her breasts. The strain seemed to arouse her more. I grasped her slender hips and began to punch my cock up at her as I pulled her down hard. Laura looped an arm around Annie's shoulders as the woman continued to suck her breasts. I began to snap my cock up harder and faster and suddenly Laura flung Annie away and began to ride me hard, hands on my shoulders to balance her thrashing hips. Her face contorted and her face screamed but without a sound. She shook and flopped forward onto me. I struggled and finally succeeded in rolling her to her back where I continued to fuck her, pounding her hard till she roused from her orgasmic swoon and began to fuck me back once more. For twenty minutes I fucked the blond woman while Annie sat and watched, finally lying beside us, stroking and touching us as we copulated. My orgasm arrived suddenly and I pumped into Laura, holding her hips against me. She ground her pussy up at me while I panted in the aftermath of my climax. After a few moments, a violent climax wracked her and she convulsed to completion as I faded. I rolled off of her and Annie was between her legs, lapping at our mixture before I lay still beside them.



Poor Laura immediately began to climb to ecstasy again and when she came, she grunted and sighed. Annie withdrew and lay down on my other side. I put an arm around each woman and pulled them to me, big breasts and medium breasts nuzzling against me. "Laura, how is your weekend looking?" I asked after a long, contented silence.
She lifted her head. "This weekend? Nothing much, really."
"Would you care to serve again?" I asked.
For a surprisingly long time, she did not answer. Then finally, in the smallest of voices, she said, "Yes, master." I felt rather than saw Annie open her eyes, tension flickered through her nude body as it clung to mine.
I patted Annie on the ass. "We have not forgotten you, Annie. Stay home, mind your own business and we will manage to give you what you want. Is Sid still away?"
"Till Sunday night, late." She said. "He go again Thursday. His mistress in China calls him to go fuck her. I fuck here so it is okay."
For a moment I wondered if that was actually okay but chose rather to let it pass. "Laura, we need your house. Is Jeb going to be gone?"
Laura nodded and Annie lifted her head to look at the blond woman. I pushed Laura onto her back and moved her between Annie and I. I took a nipple between my lips and Annie, watching me finally took my hint and followed suit. We both sucked and nibbled at Laura's nipples for a while till suddenly I bit down and Annie did also. Laura merely grunted and bucked, jerking her body under us. Annie moved down between her legs and began to eat her. I dressed while watching them. "Laura," I said, "we will be here Friday night and leave before Sid arrives Sunday night. You will be as before. Do you understand?"
Laura opened her eyes and though it did not seem like she was seeing me, she nodded. I patted her naked hip. "Time to go. I cannot leave you here. Annie, thank you for the keys. We'll all be fucking you sooner or later."
Annie withdrew her lips from Laura's drooling cunt and nodded soberly, a hand idly stroking through her own wiry black pubic hair. She rolled onto her back.
I waited till Laura was dressed. I escorted her down and out of the house, leaving Annie lying naked on the bed she would need to wash and remake once more.
"Mrs. Wills, we will use you and your house this weekend. I have another woman for you to serve." She nodded again, silent, subservient. Something about her in that moment stirred me and my cock reawakened but I could not take her again. I had given her sufficient attention, I feared more would spoil it for her. I bent, kissed her and left, sated for the moment. I returned to school for a late class and then studied at the library.
I got home late so I just showered and went to bed. I woke from restless sleep with dreams one does not discuss involving Mom and Laura Wills. I expected to be meeting Mrs. Honeywell that day. I dressed for the day's main event, a suit with a tie and went off to school as soon as was practical. Class was a bore and I aced the quiz. History was not that big a deal for me. Everyone made a big deal out of the suit and tie but I told them I had an interview. Little did I know at that time.
As I left class, Sammy caught up to me.
"It is all set. You need to meet her today," he glanced around, "for lunch at 1:30 at The Big Bassoon, a trendy bar and restaurant downtown. 1:30, after the noon rush."
I nodded. "Thanks, Sammy!" I said seriously. I felt nervous.
"A, hey Sonny, I have to ask you something."
"Oh?" I wondered what was coming. I was surprised.
"I found a series of stories on Literotica.com called "The MILF List" and it sounds suspiciously familiar. You aren't writing up our little adventures and putting them on the net are you?"
Caught! "I, well, no, my stuff is on Amazon. I am trying to make a little scratch to go with the allowance from Mom! I write under the alias of Medium McClusky—The Pleasure Contracts. Look it up. Buy them and see if I didn't write them! Leave me a good review! They are strictly fantasy. Better than this brave new world that has such pussy in it!" That was all bogus but it was my favorite series so far on Amazon. I liked to read erotica and I was a bit surprised that Sammy did as well, but it stood to reason. I never thought he would find my recounting of the MILF adventures on Literotica.com, though! I hoped Sammy bought the disinformation.
For a moment, Sammy stared at me but then shook his head. "Christ, Sonny, you fuck with everything don't you?" He waved me off and walked away.
I got there around 1 and there was no table so I sat on a big planter outside till I saw Mrs. Honeywell approaching. She was with a couple guys, older men, one black and one white. Suits. They seemed to be charmed or charming, I could not tell which. She stopped, pointed at me and said something and the two guys looked at me like I was a minnow in a shark tank. Alissa laughed and patted them both on the arms and came towards me. I stood up and she held out a hand.
"Shake my hand." She said into the pause that felt awkward.
I did and wondered what that meant.
"Come with me." She said softly and waved me towards the door.
I glanced at the two guys and they were watching me with something really, really green glittering in their eyes. "Who are the bozos?" I asked.
Alissa laughed. "Partners, at my firm. I told them I had a lunch meeting about, ah, well we'll get to that. They did not believe me. They think I am getting laid. If only they knew. They thought I was doing a client, who is just a really nice, married man. I told them no way but they had to come see for themselves. Now they look and feel stupid and they are. I had to fuck them both to get my partnership and that was the last taste of this pussy they ever got." She chirped a sound that may have been a laugh but it meant contempt. "Without that, given that Sam has become such a shit, they could have been sampling me easily and often but no! They had to be greedy and bitchy now they are watching and hoping. Fuck 'em. I may not last the year at this firm anyway and I have options. If it were not for Sammy I could go to LA. But let's go in."
I held the door for her and we found our way to her reserved table.
Settled, ordered with drinks before us, ice tea for her and lemonade for me, she cupped her chin in her hands in a decidedly unprofessional manner and smiled at me. Her eyes were gleaming. "I know this was your meeting, airtight and all but I need a favor from you so, if you can wait and let the lady go first, I would like to go over something with you and see if you would, ah, consent to handle something for us. And by us, I mean them." She nodded at the two gumbies who had followed us in and stood at the door staring at us. Alissa waved her hand, a gesture generally consider to be waving them 'away' rather than something more friendly. They turned and left, neither one smiled or waved back. How rude!
"Okay. Sure." I was unprepared for this businesslike presentiment. Frankly, it rattled me a bit to see Alissa in her element. It seemed so odd to see this professional, self-assured executive sitting before me interwoven with the pictures of her screaming with passion as I fucked her, as I mounted her. It made my head spin. My cock got hard and I figured I would never make it in business if poker was the issue. Maybe I would go into movies where 'poke her' is supposed to be a parcel of success.
"Sonny, I do not want to demean your desire to do right by the other boys, but you should not sell yourself short. You have something about the way you manage a woman that is very, very rare. Believe it or not, we MILFs have all known about it since you were a gangly kid and it always amazed us that the girls around you did not drag you off to the closet for a little hide the pickle whenever they could."
I could not help it, I giggled, rather like a little girl, I thought with embarrassment but the compliment was so full-bodied and wonderful, I was embarrassed and hoped her turn of the phrase would account for my outburst. Hearing the elegant, professional woman say 'hide the pickle' in a sentence made me laugh. I regained my composure; "Okay, well, thank you, I guess, if being oblivious does not distort the image."
"There. That is what I am referring to; the ability to be graceful without seeming to strain at it. You are adorable and neither care who knows nor do you care if you spatter that image with self-effacing humor. I have always loved that about you, your charm is effortless. Which brings me to the subject at hand; we have, just this last week, acquired a client or actually the chance to acquire a client of some international renown. He is famous, rich, powerful and scary as hell to women but only because he is so attractive, so sexy, we figure if he looked at us wrong we would throw off our bra and rub our tits in his face till we came and that would not take long."
I shook my head. "I did not know women did that any more. Rather a lost art in our increasingly crass culture."
Alissa sobered. "Don't push it, Sonny. Here is the deal. He has let it be understood that he is looking for a 'personal assistant' of the female gender who has no qualms about working late hours and is free to travel when he is in the country or out of the country."
"Let me see if I can translate that. She should be comfortable on her back and not have any emotional attachments or domestic responsibilities which would keep her from leaving at a moment's notice to travel the world and she should be good in bed; do I have that right? What about Mom?"
Alissa laughed. She was genuinely amused which told me my suggestion was not taken seriously.
"Sonny, listen, we have the need to put a woman under this man who can do all the work he needs to keep him organized when he is in the country and will be willing and able to be discreet, can be trusted and yet will still prove to be interesting once the bra comes off. The man likes tits. My partners had the temerity to suggest I should fill the position and to tell you and only you the truth, I was tempted for the merest moment. Of course my legal career would be forever over since being in that position would tell everyone I can be corrupted and I rather suspect I am too old for his tastes. At least I presume so. Still, it is tempting to be in that position, at least to me." Alissa smiled, her brilliant white teeth and sparkling eyes lit up her business face.
"And I am the wrong gender." I mumbled, letting regret shade my voice. "What does this have to do with me?"
Now Alissa looked a bit uncomfortable. "That is the tricky part. How does an internationally famous person like this man discreetly find a woman he can trust who will take it up the ass and then book his appointments with equal aplomb without needing to cavort with seedy characters? What is more, how does he find the right woman without it becoming known he is looking? If he attempts it himself, it would attract all the wrong element and complicate the process. If he uses an attorney, it is much easier to avoid the extortion or blackmail aspect of the situation. His last protégé was the daughter of a friend who owed him, we are told but the situation has run its course and she is off to the rest of her life; well compensated for her service, I might add. That was serendipity for them both and he is unlikely to able to duplicate it. He cannot do such a thing like this himself because the vetting would be, shall we say, it would be awkward for him. Why he came to us, I can only guess but we have been asked to 'handle it' and by handle it, we need to demonstrate that the woman or more likely women in question will be willing to fuck. In fact, we need to video them doing precisely that. So? How do we do that? We, who are a respectable legal firm seeking to gain access to an entertainment account that could lead to millions of dollars for all concerned if we can satisfy him? How do we managed this as a law firm? How do we get a girl's knickers off without leaving a trail the enterprising paparazzi could not find? A trail that leads to him or us?"
The light went on. "I am getting the feeling I come into the picture about now."
"Right." Alissa said. "Here is the sketch of a plan. I show you their pictures. I show them yours and suggest that you will do the 'final interview' in a very informal setting. You pick them up at the bar and take them up stairs to our well-wired suite and fuck them silly for the cameras. We send the tape to his highness and viola, you have an interview process."
"What's in it for me, besides pussy?" I held out my hands. "Don't get me wrong, I can be had for the promise of pussy but there must be something else, as a fig leaf for my self-respect."
Alissa smiled, "I never heard it called that before. She sobered and nodded. "I told them we needed something besides just that. You would see the risk of this enterprise. Anyone worth a shit would but they figured youth and dumb goes together like dumb and blond used to in the boardroom. Wrong on both counts, I think." She shrugged. "I have nothing else to offer but I am sure if you came up with an option, a suggested remuneration that would be discreet and meaningful, it would be likely I could get it for you. I say meaningful because if you are supercilious or silly, they will not take you seriously. It needs to be something they would want themselves. We need them to take you seriously."
I missed the irony at that moment because it was yet to develop. "An internship. For Sammy." I said immediately. "He wants law school and that would be perfect, working at his mother's firm would teach him some gravitas he has not garnered yet."
Alissa would have colored if she had been colorless. The expression on her face told me she was thinking of Sammy exercising another sort of gravitas between her open legs. She collected herself and smiled, a nervous smile as though the world was able to read her thoughts. "No. That is not really feasible." She said.
I almost made mention of her penchant for fucking her son and the temptation it could become, working with him, but demurred, acting in favor of avoiding mentioning who the MILFs may or may not be fucking when they are not fucking me. "What is the alternative? Tell them to find a place for him at a competing law firm." I said, nodding. "Does that make any sense? The other firms would think him a spy and it would be worthless to him. He is going to get an internship, this is a way they can give it to him without appearing to be manipulating either him or you. It is my demand."
"Spy? You watch too many movies. But I get your point. On the other hand, having him working in the same office . . . we would have to be very discreet."
"You need to cut him off." I hesitated, "for this to work." I finished, keeping my feelings to myself. For a moment I stared at the cleavage visible and imagined her naked and gasping with pleasure.
"That is fine but what about you? What do you want for yourself?"
I smiled, returning to the present. "Are their wives pretty?" I asked. "By 'pretty' I mean, sexy? Or if they are too old to fuck?" I cocked my head. "Maybe their daughters would work."
Alissa goggled. "You cannot be serious." She paused, staring at me. "Jeezus Christ, you are serious. What makes you think they can give you their daughters or wives for that matter?"
I shrugged. The idea had struck me as simply the best. "It would be off the books and if it came back on them, they would be shielded, because what respectable executive would prostitute his own wife or daughter or sister—mustn't forget sisters—for the sake of a client?"
Alissa snorted. "These guys would! But, no, not possible."
"Think about it, it is exactly the kind of thing they would be expected to avoid at all costs. So it is difficult and that makes it serious. No one would believe it but they and their women would know. That makes it private. You would know of course, which gives you some leverage; so the cost would be high enough to matter but still possible. Many powerful men have women who are critical to their success so suggesting their women would be loyal enough and sexy enough to fuck to help them get this 'big fish' might make perfect sense to them. It should make sense to you, too. It gives you leverage if you can figure out how to prove it happens. It would fit with my supposed professional endeavors. Nor would they be inclined to fuck with me or you for that matter if they came through."
Alissa considered for a moment. "I doubt either of them would hesitate to pimp their wives or girlfriends out." She muttered. "On the other hand, they will have to know if they refuse you are liable to ask for something that leaves more of a trail which would put them in more danger and they are both very 'risk' averse." She shook her head then and smiled a very friendly smile. "Sonny, you are too good at this. They might do this but asking for it would demonstrate a sort of . . . what? Not class. Not understanding but something, something that fits the situation." She grinned.
"My point exactly." I said softly. And just in case you miss the implication, if I don't get them, sister or daughter or wife, you have to stand in." I smiled. "Win, win."
For a moment, Alissa looked startled but then she seemed to relax.
"Your firm is, Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline, which are they?"
"Bickerstaff and Kline. Peppers is the founder and is mostly retired." Alissa smiled, "He has a trophy wife that might like the idea of fucking you for the sake of the firm. I think they are a good match and there has never been any whiff of impropriety on her part but she strikes me as the sort of woman who might like that sort of excitement, if her husband requested it."
I smiled. "You sell it to them that it gives 'the client' leverage because he will know they have to keep it all discreet because they have a lot to lose if anyone gets a whiff of it. And if they don't want to, I can demand you fill in for them. Then they really owe you."
Alissa's face fractured with amazement. "If they hesitate, if their wives or whatever will not play, they have to ask me to become your sex toy for the sake of the firm. My gawd, that is beautiful! You get to use me anytime you like and the firm will pay our way, happily, if this works. If not, then I could be out on my ass but I think they are going to do that to me the first chance they get anyway. Peppers hired me but the time is coming when that will no longer matter. I think they gave this to me with the explicit idea that it is a 'no win' situation and they could use it to dump me out of the firm!" She shook her head.
I went on, "We have to make the pussy price high enough so that one or the other of them cannot or will not pay. Then I get you and they have to let it slide. And Sammy is at the office to keep an eye out to see if anything is getting out of hand." I thought for a moment. "I think I could get Mom to take Sammy off your hands so that does not get out of hand either." Or one of the other of our eager MILFs, I thought but did not say.
Alissa shrugged. "I am not sure I want him out of hand."
"I don't share, Alissa." I said seriously. Of all the women, Alissa Honeywell seemed to be the type of woman I would invest time and attention in, at least for the part of my youth I was busy frittering away till something else came along. I had been toying with who would be mine to revisit once the airtight conspiracy was over and it always came back to her, partly because of what Sammy said at the very beginning but recent experience validated the idea—which was not to mitigate the other pussy in the pod. But a guy can't have everything all the time. Now, however, it was this feeling of connection I got with her, the luxury of the simpatico we shared at that moment. The others did not blend with that nearly as well, though they all seemed willing to fuck me; not an indifferent consideration. I smiled a little, letting my feeling for her show in my eyes.



Alissa's eyes softened. "You are a dear man, Sonny Duncan." At that moment the food arrived.
We ate in a companionable silence for a while, commenting on the food. I thought I was biding my time but I actually waited too long.
Alissa put down her fork. "I have been thinking about our proposition and I have a great plan. I have to confess that I have discussed you with my sister, Melissa."
"Melissa? As in Aunt Missy?" Sammy had mentioned his hot aunt a number of times in terms I felt awkward mentioning to Alissa. I had met her when I was much younger and remember thinking she was hot, at the time. The terminology of a callow youth. "Melissa and Alissa? How cute!" I snickered.
Alissa did not smile. "Alissa and Melissa, she is younger than me by five years. I think, if you are going to give me to your friends, I decided I wanted to have Melissa there, to watch, to see you take me." She smiled but her eyes did not match the smile.
"You want your sister there? To see you take on five guys? What about Sammy?"
For a moment, Alissa's face registered surprise. "Oh shit, I never thought about Sammy being there."
"Have you been fucking him?" I asked, trying to assert myself, ignoring my earlier decision. Alissa ignored me.
She shook her head. "I was going to have her go topless but with Sammy there . . . well, no matter. She can be dressed. I would not want them to see . . . he will be naked, though, right? Perhaps you could distract him for most of the day and then Melissa could leave and he could arrive? That seems like the best solution. Saturday afternoon would be fine. That will give us six or eight hours to do the dirty. The main thing is that Missy has to watch but no one can touch her and she gets nothing, right? We just tease her all day, wouldn't that be a blast? And having her watch me, watch me, a, watch me, my gawd that would be fabulous!" Her eyes shone with excitement making her seem much, much younger. "I thought we could start with each of the boys taking me to bed and Missy could be tied to a chair and be made to watch while they fuck me. Then when each of them has had me, we get together and satisfy my obligation to you."
This woman seemed completely different from the one I seduced, the one I introduced to her son and my mother. And the one I had only moments ago separated from the pod as my designated pussy of choice. I wondered if I had made the wrong choice. Fortunately there was no record so I could still change my mind. But still, being shown to be wrong so soon after the thought entered my head was disconcerting. I thought about Laura Wills kissing Annie, her body twisting as she bore down on my cock and leaned into Annie's little hands squeezing her big tits and I got hard again.
"Oh and you will need to restrain Missy. You know, so she cannot escape. Perhaps my fuzzy cuffs? Or scarves like you did with your, er, with Cici." She glanced around. Then smiled at me again. "This should be much more enjoyable, don't you think? With an audience?" Then her face clouded, "Unless you were thinking of inviting your mother again?"
Caught off guard, I shook my head. I was thinking of this dynamic she was describing with Mrs. Wills in the mix and it muddled the whole picture. I had seen pictures of Melissa, Aunt Missy as Sammy called her, and she looked attractive enough, hell she was fucking gorgeous. But having her invited unceremoniously to join the MILF list seemed, well it just seemed wrong somehow.
"Well, that's settled then. Be at my house around noon or one, Saturday?" Alissa wiped her mouth with her napkin. "You will notify the boys. Have Sammy arrive about seven and I'll see that Melissa is out of the way by then."
We finished eating, she called for the check and paid it with a credit card, giving the handsome waiter a generous tip the fact of which she made sure to mention to me. She had to leave for the office but I went to the restroom so we would leave separately. She may not have been paranoid but I was.
It was with my hand around my cock at the urinal that I finally woke up and comprehended what had just happened. I had been . . . what is the right word? Not bamboozled. Not hoodwinked. Shit, maybe both! She had really worked me over. That was the word! Worked! I had been worked was the best way to describe it. Manipulated yes, but it was far too artful, too smooth to be manipulation. I had been worked and worked good. In the end, Alissa got what she wanted and I, I got what she wanted. I was not certain I understood all the issues with her work but as I thought about the thing with her sister, reviewing the conversation with Alissa, I realized there was a pernicious glint in the woman's eyes. Her look suggested a sisterly rivalry. She was using me, us and I was not sure I apprehended the full agenda and that made me nervous. What I did know and could feel in my bones was that I just lost control of the MILF list and that did not sit well with me.
Suddenly I had to shit so I went into the corner stall and sat down. I took out my phone and called Sammy. "Sammy, my man . . . ." I only got to that point when he interrupted me, panting.
"Dude, can I get back to you? I have Annie, am having Annie, how about later?"
I hesitated but then considered the effect on Annie to be interrupted or made to wait; the delay might make her more excited. "No, I need you now. Go in the other room." I waited, listening to the sound of a gagged woman grunting and whining."
"Just a sec, Sonny. I am going to give her some cock and then I'll be with you."
Rather than disconnecting, Sammy put down his phone and I heard him say, "Annie, spread your legs." A squealing sigh followed several grunts. A moment later she groaned and mewled and then came the sound of a closing door. "What is so fucking important that it takes me away from fucking Mrs. Kingston?"
I needed to shake him up a little, in order to get him to help. "Have you ever fucked your Aunt?"
Long, long silence; "What?" He said slowly.
"Have you ever fucked Aunt Missy, your Aunt Melissa?"
Another long pause, 'Fuck, Sonny, what are you up to now?"
I did not respond. I waited. I wanted to give him time to think of Aunt Melissa naked.
Sammy sighed. "Okay, no, but yes, I have thought of it, many times."
"Do you think your mom would tell her about us, about me and her fucking?"
Sammy thought for moment and then responded in a thoughtful voice, "She might. I have seen them flirting with the same man before and it was fucking embarrassing. My father never likes to be around them at the same time. Once Aunt Missy rubbed her tits on his arm with Mom watching and Mom nearly ripped his head off. It was embarrassing, he did not do anything, well, nothing I could see. But Mom was fucking furious. She and Aunt Missy get together and things get really weird, like space bends." Sammy chortled. "I guess it makes sense, space-time could get really perverted if you have two black holes that close together." He laughed and laughed but then sobered up. "Sorry, I just kill myself sometimes."
I waited till his applause for himself was past. "Sammy, can you get hold of your dad?"
"My dad, sure. Why?"
"Is there some way you can get him to come to the house this weekend?"
Sammy clicked into the phone a couple times. "Well, he has this project and he has talked about coming back and getting some things . . . I could ask him to do it this weekend. But shit, this is airtight weekend again, right?"
"I am working on that." I said, noncommittally. If I could not get my ducks in a row, I would cancel on the business-like Mrs. Honeywell and let her learn that way; but that struck me as terribly crude. I was looking for a more elegant solution to the forthright Mrs. Honeywell, something that would rattle her loose from the idea that she controlled the MILF list. "I guarantee you, Sammy, I will not leave you out."
"I guess I could invite him for dinner Saturday night, to talk about my future or something and then cancel while I was fucking his wife." Sammy chortled. "Don't feel sorry for my Father, Sonny, he is getting his. I found a picture of her on his phone, what a rack! She was nude with a cute little Santa hat on! A white woman with the most . . . well, with very impressive tits. Your Mom's tits are actually better which is amazing given her age, not that she is old . . . I mean . . . ." Sammy lapsed into a strategic silence.
I was tempted to get more details but demurred in favor of trying to figure out the logistics of getting Alissa Honeywell to understand that the MILF List was not business, it was pleasure and she should not confuse the two. "Call him, right now, and see if he can be here no later than Friday."
"Oh, I have a great idea." Sammy said, excitement in his voice. "He promised to go look at cars, implying he would buy me one. I'll get him here Thursday night so we can look at cars on Friday after class. He'll stay to get his stuff, he always likes to stay at the house just 'cuz it makes Mom so nuts; he told me that once. So that will make Mom nuts and she will be happy to get out of the house and do us."
"Don't get ahead of me on this. Just get him here, ask him to come to town but if he asks about your mom, plead ignorance. If he does not ask about her, suggest he should check with her first and insist that you need to know right now!" I waited.
Sammy breathed into the phone. "You know I looked up that series you told me about, The Pleasure Contracts; you are right, they are fucking great at not a bad price either." He fell silent.
I could feel the question lingering between us. Finally he spoke again.
"But that series on Literotica, are you sure that ain't us? The names are all changed and some of the details but shit it sure sounds a lot like us!"
I felt cold so I dissembled and distracted. "Isn't Mrs. Kingston cooling off? Maybe you better go finish what you started?"
Sammy agreed and hung up, but not before I heard the door open and Mrs. Kingston's keening in the background. He was so easy to distract. I finished my business which took while.
I was walking out of the restaurant after polluting the men's room when she called.
"Sonny, Sonny?" It was Alissa, right on schedule.
"Hello, Mrs. Honeywell." I said coolly. I did not like being moved around the board of life like a pawn. I wondered if she would hear the coldness in my tone. In fairness, I am not cold very often so I am not particularly practiced at giving that sort of hint so when she missed it, I could not hold it against her. On the other hand, if she had, a perfectly fine weekend could have ended up scuttled.
"Sonny, my husband, Sam, is coming back to town this weekend. He wants to look at cars with Sammy on Friday so will pick up some stuff on Saturday. He has some things to fix at the house and is planning to do that too, while he is there."
I waited. I was getting good at waiting, controlling the impulse to talk when I should be listening.
"I hate to cancel, particularly where Missy is flying in." Alissa ended the sentence as though there were more, much more to add. She waited for me to add it.
I waited. So far, this was her plan and I was not going to help her solve the problems she created. About that time, I realized that the woman had really ticked me off; funny how it took so long for that to sink in but I did not want it to interfere with getting to use her. I think I realized in that moment what I wanted and the chagrin I felt was caused by the recognition of how difficult it could prove to get Alissa Honeywell to fit with my ideal of mutual pleasure for all concerned. She seemed to like to control things, to move other people around like chess pieces. We'd see who moved who around the bedroom chess board.
"Sonny? Are you there?" Alissa sounded irritated and a little jittery.
"Yes." I said and nothing more.
"Did you hear what I said? Sam is going to be at the house this weekend."
"I heard." I said.
Alissa is not a stupid woman, not by a long shot. Her willingness to make an agenda and use me as one of the parts spoke of how she thought about me. For many reasons, I needed to change that. If her 'deal' at work was real, I needed her to take me seriously because everyone would key off how she responded to me. If they thought of me as just some dumb kid, it would never work. I needed her to fear me, just a little, just enough so it would appear as respect to those other people or her deal would never work for me. The truth? I smelled an opportunity and I wanted to make the most of it.
"Sonny, is there some place else?" She said, the first inkling that she had made a misstep tinted her tone.
"Yes." I said and hesitated. "No problem." I said, softly. "I think I can make proper arrangements, Alissa."
She sighed, actually sighed into the phone. "I did not want to ask Melissa to cancel . . . I do not know if she could get free for another weekend. And she would lose the ticket value if she canceled this late."
I knew she was hedging the truth. I hate to say she was lying. Maybe she actually did think Aunt Missy would lose her ticket but I knew better. Surely an attorney would too but then again, she was a partner and partners do not make their own travel arrangements. I had to keep my sexual paranoia in check. It could have been non-refundable, I suppose.
"Oh, and Sonny, I checked Melissa's flight times and she is getting in around four. Could you pick her up for me? I have an important meeting and Sammy will be with his dad. Could you do that for me?"
For a moment, I was stunned. At what point did I become her gofer? I felt denigrated but then the light shown on my benighted face and I saw the truth shining through; or at least the gleam of another opportunity. "Sure, Alissa. I would be happy to."
"Great! Thank you so much! See you . . . when?"
"Friday night." I said softly, "Or whenever I bring Melissa by."
"Oh no, can you find a place to stash her till we are ready? I need to tell Sam I am going to be gone this weekend so I will need a place to stay as well. I'll leave Friday so she cannot come to the house. I'll stay with her."
I almost said 'get a hotel' but kept my annoyance to myself. No time to be petty. The light got brighter and I almost laughed. The weekend was taking shape for me. "Sure. Where will you be, I'll come pick you up and deliver you to . . . wherever I find that will work."
"Great. You are such a dear, Sonny." And she was gone.
I hung up. I had some preparations to make. I was about to call Sammy when my phone buzzed and it was him. I answered and listened to the noise coming from the other end of the connection.
"Suck me, Annie, suck me and if you do a good job, I will fuck you, again." Sammy was saying.
I heard the grunted assent which sounded like it came from a woman with her mouth full which it probably did.
"Sammy?" I said softly.
"Hey Sonny, we are good. Dad called Mom and just got back to me. He'll be in Thursday. So Annie will not get any of Sammy this weekend."
I regretted that she likely heard that but no matter. Things could still change. "Don't count on it, Sammy. This weekend is shaping up to be a good one."
"Aaarrrrgghhhh. On the bed, Annie, you deserve it whichever way you want it. Gawd, Sonny, this woman is amazing. She is on her knees pointing her ass at me and I cannot tell if she wants it in the ass or the pussy! I love options! Gotta go!"
"Wait. This weekend, when I ask you if you want your mom, say no, pick the other woman, regardless of who I offer you."
Sammy paused in his departure. "Other woman? Sonny, what are you up to? Oh, forget it. I got it. Don't choose Mom."
"Right. No matter who the alternative is, do not take your mother." I said and disconnected.
I called the other guys with the same message; be at the Wills' house around ten Saturday morning and do not pick Mrs. Honeywell when given a choice. Despite their dubious tones, all eventually agreed.
Landon asked, "Why would I ever say 'no' if you offered me Mrs. Honeywell?"
"Because I asked you to." I said, unwilling to disclose what I was planning, in case it did not gel.
When I spoke to Brent, something seemed off. He agreed to my simple request but was quiet after and I stayed on the line to see what was what. Finally, he spoke into an odd silence you never get between guys.
"Sonny, I know I was a little irate the other day . . . you know, about you fucking my mom . . .?"
"Yeah." I said slowly, wondering where this was going.
"Well, I was wondering, you know, if you would mind if I, you know . . . . " He trailed off but I could see the trail a mile off.
"You want to fuck your mom?" I said and waited but he did not respond. "You are asking my permission? You just don't get it do you? These women, our mother's, they fuck whomever they like, with or without my permission. Turns out they fuck and like fucking more than any of us imagined."
"Ah, okay. But that is not what I was asking. Not really. I was asking about your mom. Would it be okay if I fucked her." He said. But there was more. "But Sonny, she called me. Your mother, I mean. She invited me over tonight."
I cannot really tell you what I felt but it was damn uncomfortable. Confusion and guilt and excitement all boiled into one thing that did not fit in my gut or mind very nicely. I remembered the sight of his great cock sliding into my shaking mother! I shook my head; if I started fucking my own mother regularly, then next thing you know Georgia would want . . . I let the thought dribble away. "She called you?" I asked.
Silence. I imagined Brent nodding his big head. "Yes." His voice came belatedly over the phone.
"What did you tell her?" I asked.
"I said I would have to call her back and hung up. Shit, Sonny, it scared me. She scared me. She sounded all . . . a . . . ready. You know what I mean?"
I had to smile at that. I knew that feeling! And then lightning struck. I love that feeling when the perfect solution to a complicated problem suddenly appears like an angel, which in this case was a naked angel with big tits. "Weeeeeeeeeell," I said, drawing the syllable out. "Isn't that interesting. Tonight?"
Again, silence.
This time I said , "This ain't a video phone, Brent, you have to talk."
"Right. Yes, she said the girls were going to be gone and . . . " his voice rasped over the phone but then he said in a small voice, "she asked if I was doing anything interesting tonight."
"Call her back and tell her seven-thirty. But Brent, wait a tick. Do you think Mrs. Rossini will be home tonight?"
The silence this time was much, much longer.
"Sonny, what are you thinking?"
"I am thinking we should swap Mom's. You fuck mine at my house while I am fucking yours at your house."
Another silence. "Why?" He asked.
I chalked it up to just being the only thing he could think of because Brent was just not stupid. I changed tactics. "Brent, what if we fucked your mom this weekend? You know, made her airtight?" I said.
Now the fucker really couldn't speak.
I waited.
When he did speak, he sounded angry. "Is this about your mom calling m. . . ."
I interrupted him with a harsh, "No! Of course not. Brent, fuck her, don't fuck her take her ass do what you like. Mom is a woman and an adult and if she decides to fuck us all on her own, that is entirely her business. And absolutely none of mine!" I felt twinges of other feelings but decided to only express the most liberal and enlightened one, at least in the opinion of my cock which was trying to make its own hole in my pants. "Listen, Brent, I want to fuck your mom tonight, while you are fucking mine. Do something, say something to let her know where you are and what you are doing. But try to make it seem like you are trying to keep it from her. If you can be that subtle," I smirked to myself at the idea of blunt Brent being subtle but even if he wrote it on his forehead that he was off to fuck Mrs. MILF, I thought I could fit that into the picture. "I will surprise her and if all goes well, I think you can have your mother tonight as well. But Brent, you have to know that I am lining her up to do the Annie this weekend."



The silence was nearly evanescent. "What is this I hear about you writing something and putting it up on Amazon?"
I breathed a sigh of relief. When Brent changed the subject, it usually meant he was fine with whatever had been discussed, not the other way around like most other folks. He usually did not avoid things but ran them over with a truck, the subtle bastard. At least he wasn't talking about Literotica. "Oh, well, nothing much." I said.
"Nothing much, like hell? I started The Pleasure Contracts number 1 last night and it is fucking great! Medium McClusky, where did you come up with that?"
Whatever, I thought. "My wife suggested it." I grunted sarcastically. I sort of wished I had not mentioned it. The Pleasure Contracts were great but now I had to deal with this idea that I was an author on Amazon but at least I had deflected them from reading about their mothers on Literotica.com! "Well, it is my first attempt. With all this experience in hand, I had to do something with it." I felt like a shit, lying to my friends but I would make it right later. "Listen, I have to get going. Seven-thirty; I'll be at your house and you at mine. Make sure you leave the back door open."
"What are you thinking?"
I chuckled to myself, thinking of what Sam the Bam would have been thinking, thinking it myself.
"When Annie said she wanted us all to . . . ." Brent said, "what exactly did my mom say about that?"
"She said she wanted just what Annie wanted." I returned. "Call me when you leave my house. If things go well, I should need to talk to you afterwards so I'll just wait for you outside your house."
Silence. Then, "Okay. Seven-thirty." Brent hung up.
I have to confess, the rest of the day dragged. I think I looked at the time on my phone twenty times before it finally read seven o'clock so I could leave campus. I was in the car driving when my phone rang. I pulled over and answered it. It was Brent.
"Mom's home, just puttering." Brent said softly. "I am at your house. I thought I would go early and surprise her a little. Your mom, I mean. You still okay with this?"
"You okay with fucking your own mom?" I shot back, "because that is what this is all leading to. Don't waste yourself on Cici Duncan completely because Sasha Rossini is likely to need a little of your attention."
"Okay." He said but his voice quavered. "Shit, there she is. I love your mother, Sonny. See you at my house when I am done!"
I heard the unmistakable tone of anticipation in his voice and the taut shimmer of anxiety. I felt it too.
I arrived in the Rossini neighborhood and parked over and down a street or two. I went to the neighbors behind their house and slipped up their drive and through the hedge to get into the Rossini's backyard. In the dimness of twilight, I waited. Mrs. Rossini sat in their living room, 'puttering' as Brent said it. The TV was on and she wore a robe over sweats, sipped from a wine glass and was browsing on her I-Pad. I wondered if she was reading The Pleasure Contracts? Wouldn't that have been a bomb, particularly if she heard the lie I was the author! I laughed but even with the lie, I felt exposed. What would she think if she read that and understood I thought it was fucking great, even if I didn't write it? What a world we live in!
I waited about twenty minutes before she clicked off the TV, drained the wine and disappeared back into the bowels of the sprawling ranch house. I dashed around the perimeter of the yard, keeping to the shadows. Last thing I wanted was some neighbor calling the cops and forcing Sasha to explain why a friend of her son's had his pants off in her house. In the gloom under the eaves I waited, watching. I studied the windows I could see and saw neither movement nor light. I could not wait too long or she could return. Finally I felt safe and slipped in the back door, easing past the dining room table before taking off my shoes and padding silently down the hall. I heard the shower before I got to the master bedroom door. Over the clatter of the falling water, I could hear Natasha Rossini singing in the shower. I chortled to myself but with amazement; who knew the woman could sing like that? Her smoky voice carried the tune of 'Waterfalls' or whatever it was called, perfectly and sweetly. She was a fucking nightingale or, to be precise, was about to be.
I padded into the closet. I immediately saw what I hoped my hopped up memory told me I would find; six different fuzzy robes of varying colors. I pulled the belts out of four of them. I found a couple scarves I knew she wore from time to time. I then reached up and unscrewed the light bulb enough to make it go off. The shower fell silent though Sasha continued to hum into the stark silence. I skittered out into the hall, leaving the door half open as I found it. I waited, my heart thundering and my cock high and tight.
Mrs. Rossini emerged from the bath, her hair wrapped up with a towel and her nude body glistening with the heat of her finished shower. I watched from the dark. She massaged her breasts with one hand and the other squeezed her shapely ass. She glanced around the room and then penetrated the dark walk-in closet. As soon as she disappeared into the gloom, I moved. I danced across the room on my stocking feet and peered quickly round the edge of the door.
Natasha stood with her bare back and ass to me, peering into the darkness, hands on her hips. I put one of the robe ties in my teeth, dropped everything else and moved. She screamed when my arm closed around her waist but then I put a hand over her mouth. I tried to whisper but having the sash in my teeth changed my voice and made it seem way more ominous and sinister than I had intended. I guess I thought she would recognize my voice immediately and she would know what was happening. That was not what happened.
"Be silent and don't move!" I grunted through my gritted teeth, never expecting her to obey. She tensed but did not scream.
One of her elbows crunched back at me and I yelped but through my teeth which made the sound emerge as a growl. I had pulled her nude body back against mine and so she had little room to operate, so her elbow only grazed my ribs. She stamped at one of my bare feet but I felt the shift of her weight and avoided her move. I pulled her back and twisted, making her stumble. Her weight hit my arm and we toppled because my balance was off as well as hers. She fell forward onto her hands and knees for just a moment before I collapsed onto her back and crushed her to the floor, half in the closet and half out.
I still had the sash in my teeth. I got astride her thighs and pulled first one arm and then the other behind her. She struggled but I bound her wrists securely together, but not too tight. We were in the dark; I could see nothing in the mirror on her open door. Night had fallen.
Once her arms were bound, she lay still, panting.
"What do you want?" She asked, her voice taut with stress and my weight on her back as I leaned past her to grab one of the scarves just beyond the door. She turned her head and saw what I was reaching for and renewed her struggle. I locked and arm across her neck and down her chest so I could control her but not hurt her and she relented. Maybe it was the firm hold I had on her breast. I lowered her back to the carpet and slowly worked the blindfold around her head and over her eyes. I tied it in place.
"What do you want?" She asked again, but her voice trembled a bit.
I moved off one leg and pressed it wide with my knee. When I touched her ass, she flinched. I ran my hand down the crease of her ass and back up to her waist.
"Oh, oh okay. I won't fight you. Honest. Just don't hurt me. Take me or whatever you want. I promise, I won't tell anyone. Fuck me if you want. I'll fuck you as long as you like so long as you promise not to hurt me!"
"Shhhhh!" I hissed but I was heartened and impressed. Mrs. Rossini was thinking clearly despite the perceived threat. I lightened my touch and caressed her between the legs. She widened her free leg and lifted her hips a little. When I touched the low end of her slit, she groaned.
"Oh my gawd!" She groaned. "Oh shit, please, please!"
I noted she did not say please what. I reached for the other scarf and she seemed to know what I was thinking.
"I won't scream, I promise. Don't gag me, please. Fuck me if you want and I will be quiet. I promise. Really! Oh please don't gag me! I'll suck your cock! I love sucking cock and I can feel you have a great cock! I can't suck you if you gag me."
I shivered. My cock was so hard I thought I would blow all over her bare thigh, well, in my slacks, really but if not for them, on her once they were gone. That confused thought told me it was time to get naked.
I got to my knees and unbuckled my belt. The noise seemed unnaturally loud in the confines of her dark closet.
"Oh gawd." Sasha sighed.
I got to my feet and moved so I was not touching her. I unzipped my pants, drawing the fly down so slowly that it made my cock twitch. It sounded unnaturally loud in the cloying closeness of her closet.
"Oh no, please don't hurt me!"
I studied her ass in the dimness. I liked how the shadows made it look lush and full, accenting its curves and the crevice which pointed to her pussy. I removed my pants and tossed them into the bedroom. Mrs. Rossini did not move. I pulled my briefs down and pulled my tee over my head. I tossed both noiselessly into the bedroom. With one foot, I pushed her legs apart, forming an inviting V on the floor. I got to my knees between her legs and pulled up on her hips. She shifted and helped me lift her body. When I ran a hand between her legs, she sighed and her hips bucked a bit, the slightest twitch. Then my fingers touched her pussy.
I was shocked. She was running wet. Unless she peed herself, she was more excited than I had any right to expect. I sniffed it and smelled pussy, pure pleading pussy and no hint of anything else. The woman was aroused. I ran a knuckle up her furrow and she groaned and her body pressed back against me, like a flirt on a crowded bus.
I pulled her hips up and spread her thighs. She got to her knees, balancing on one shoulder and her turned head. I put a fingertip to her pussy and pressed into her.
"Oh yesssssss!" She hissed as my finger entered her.
For a moment, I thought of fucking her right then but her earlier offer had captured my imagination. I moved away from her.
"What? What's wrong? Aren't you going to fuck me?" Her voice sounded like an entirely different woman. She hunched and shifted, raising her ass higher. The action was clear, even to me in the dark. "Please, you cannot imagine what I am feeling. I am tied up in my own bedroom and all I want it for you to fuck me! I have fantasized about this for so long and here it is and . . . oh gawd, are you still there? You have to fuck me! Put your cock into my wanton body and make me erupt. I am so lit up, I'll go off like a cannon! Hello?"
I was so amazed at what the woman was saying, I barely breathed. My cock was pulsing, hard as glass and ready to be shoved into her but I had other plans. I hoped my sisters were not going to be home for a long, long time and that Mom knew it. I was good with missing school tomorrow!
I bent over and lifted Sasha by each shoulder, standing her up on her knees. I helped her to her feet where she swayed, pushing back against me, her fingers tickling along my hip. When she felt my cock against her bare buttock, she pressed her ass back against me. I put my hands on her waist and, with great efforts and plenty of reluctance, separated our bodies.
"You want me! I can feel your cock. Put it into me! Please, I want it, honest I do. I am so turned on I cannot stand it!"
I shook my head, still unwilling to speak and risk giving her a clue who was about to fuck her. I gave her a small shove and then guided her out of the closet towards the bed. Her legs hit the edge and she sighed and lifted a knee and started to get aboard the bed. I restrained her and pressed her down, pushing on her shoulders till she understood and got to her knees. She felt me move around her, my thighs brushing her shoulders and my fingers trailing along her back and neck. When I sat down, a knee to each side of her body, she lifted her head and opened her mouth. With one hand I guided her slowly to the end of my cock. The dimness of the room outlined her body. My cock bumped against her chin and she moaned. Her tongue emerged from between her lips and she licked my cock. I almost collapsed right then. She kissed the head then her tongue slathered around the slick fluid shining on my cock head.
Sasha shifted her body and moved into a better position, her nude body arched between my legs. She began to suck on my cock, making small up and down motions while taking it slowly deeper and deeper into her mouth. When I felt the back of her throat, she pulled off and slicked up and down the shaft a time or two. She took a big breath and then pressed her mouth far down onto my cock. I felt the trap at the back of her mouth and then my cockhead was in her throat and still she pressed down, blowing hard through her nose and sucking as she descended. When I felt her lips at the base of my cock I groaned, a rasping barely --human sound. She echoed that groan and then she began to do something I simply could not describe. Her mouth hummed and her tongue slashed at me while she sucked and twisted her head. Ten seconds of that and all my resolve to come later erupted. I spewed into her mouth.
I should have blacked out, should have flopped back onto the bed but I feared she would take that as an opportunity to clock me, somehow. I planted my hands behind me and stayed up right, watching her as best I could as she sucked the remainder of my cum out of me. As I pulsed into her mouth initially, Sasha pulled off me and sucked what remained down her throat. The rippling feel of her throat had set me off and still she hummed, pulling every bit of cum from me.
When I finally quit, ending the stream of cum coursing down her throat, Sasha sat back on her heels, balancing precariously.
"How was that?" She asked, her voice husky and low. "I love to suck cock! But I love to fuck just as much. Did you like that? Was it okay?"
Despite the craziness of the question, I could still hear the edge of fear in her voice. For several minutes I did not move or speak. Finally, able to move and speak, I rose, moving around her to stand behind her. I lifted her to her feet and turned her around. Finally, I confronted her marvelous breasts. Despite my original plan, I kissed them, all over them, each in turn, licking and kissing each one while she stood swaying before me. Finally my ministrations got to her and she groaned and shifted her body to follow my lips with her nipple.
"Shit that feels good! Oh fuck, mister. Oh, oh fuck!" Sasha sighed as I kissed her breasts.
I pulled back and she shivered, twisting her body to put one breast forward. I avoided the thrust and pushed her onto the bed. She sat and made to lie down. I let her and left her draped on the edge of the bed, her legs splayed open to me. I got two of the sashes and wrapped one around her left calf. She tried to sit up.
"What are you doing!"
I tied it off and then attached the other end to the leg of the metal bed. I repeated the process on the other leg which effectively fixed her legs open, her ass hooked on the edge of the bed. I looked at her, bound to the bed, her arms behind her and I got hard, really, really hard. I decided I could stand the idea of eating her after I put my cock into her cunt. I pushed into her a ways. She grunted and dropped awkwardly onto her back and her bound arms. When I pulled free of her clasping pussy she cried out and flexed her ass up at me; the lips of her gushing pussy glistened and swelled in the half-light.
The control for the TV lay beside her on the bed. I turned it on and muted it. The light flickered over her form and I had a better idea. I found the other sash and went around the bed and got onto it behind her. She felt me before I lifted her. She sat up with difficulty.
"I won't fight you." She said, her voice a soft reassuring tone. "Please, take what you want and go. I promise not to fight or call the police or anything. Honest. Oh please believe me. Ohhhh! I am so excited, I know I'll come hard if you fuck me hard . . . if that is what you want. I'd suck you again, though. If you want. Whatever you want, just fuck me!"
My hand reached around her torso and caressed her huge breasts, pressing them against her body and twisting the nipples. She sagged back against me as I toyed with her pliant body. I grinned. I truly thought she did not know who I was.
I got off the bed and untied her wrists so that the sash was only tied to one. She sighed but then squeaked when I pulled them over her head, yanking her back, flat onto the bed. I tied her wrists together again and pulled them back over her head. She grunted. I crawled under the bed and found a support leg and tied her to it. Now she was stretched across her bed with her knees tied apart, her arms bound together and pulled over her head. I moved around the bed and knelt between her legs.
"Oh shit! Oh gawd, oh fuck! Really? Really? Are you going to eat me? Oh yes, please do that! Please do that! I'll do anything you want if you eat me. Oh fucking hell!"
I ran my tongue up her slit, very lightly and Sasha Rossini came with a huge squeal. Her body bucked and her legs flexed against the ties on her legs, her thighs closed on my face. Her hips bounded off the bed and quaked. I sat back out of the way and watched the climax consume her. Without trying very hard, I had made her come.
I have to confess, I felt pride at that accomplishment. The woman was panting and gasping.
"Oh loving gawd, you made me come just like that!" She blathered. "I cannot believe it! I have never come like that before! Geezus gawd, you are making me come in my own bedroom! You just touched me with your tongue and I went off like a wonderful rocket! Oh heavens! What . . . " She panted then, pausing. "What do I call you? What shall I call you when you fuck me? I want to call you by name but that would be stupid, right? I get that. What are you going to do next? Oh. Oh? Ohhhhhh!"
I began to kiss up one thigh towards her pussy which silenced the stream of commentary for a bit. I kissed up the other thigh which seemed to turn her on again, both her body and her commentary.
"Oh I promise not to tell anyone if you make me come again. You cannot tell anyone else either, though. Gawddamn, you make me so hot! I want your cock but your tongue will do. I have dreamed of being raped like this for so long and you exceed my imagination. You are so gentle so . . . . "
I touched my tongue to her pussy to stop that train of thought; she might get suspicious and who was she likely to think of first? I licked her cunt from top to bottom several times before going in search for her clit through the hair around her pussy. I found the little button which made her clinch and jump. I pulled at it with my lips till I had a good hold then I began to suck at it, gently and softly. Above me, I heard Sasha cooing. Her body surged up at me and her legs strained wider. Her hips flexed and pressed her pussy against my mouth in compliant invitation. For a moment I was unclear who was raping who.
I made a spear of my tongue and entered her, thrusting deep into her. Mrs. Rossini shrieked and her whole body convulsed again. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and rode her body with my mouth and face, pressing her back to the bed over and over again. I ate her to climax after climax till my jaw began to tire and I think I may have sprained my tongue. Finally I fixed my lips to her pussy and sucked and licked and finally, nipped at her pussy which set her off again. This time, the orgasm ran through her body and continued to affect her for several minutes.



I sat back and watched her come. I got up and went to the bathroom and washed and drank some water. My cock flagged but when I reentered the room, the sight of the nude woman in the splash of light from the bathroom light reenergized me and my cock. I released her arms from under the bed and then twisted her body to tie her hands to the head of the bed. Sasha panted and wheezed and offered no opposition to being positioned on the bed again. Even when I released her legs and twisted her over onto her belly, she offered no resistance.
I had to come but I wanted to test something out just to see if it fit with my thoughts for her and the coming airtight weekend. I pulled her to her knees and she bent pleasantly onto the bed but with her ass in the air. I put a pillow under her chest, helping myself to a feel of her breasts again. Then I rewrapped the sash on each leg around the base of her thighs and tied them to the corner of the bed pulling her knees wide on the mattress. In the light, her body was flexed on the bed, her head sagging between her elbows, her hands tied together but holding her up with a grip on the woven metal headboard. She shifted from knee to knee, widening her stance and arching her back, ready to be entered.
"Are you going to fuck me?" She asked in a small voice. "Are you going to put your cock in me? Is that what you are going to do?"
I waited, holding my cock in one hand.
"Will you fuck me!" She finally said, "Please, please mister? Fuck me! Don't you want to slide that big hard cock into the wet, pulsing depths of my cunt again!"
How the woman could talk!
I got onto the bed and did as she asked. I entered her, shoving my cock as far as it would go before she clinched and rejected the invasion with a tight squeeze of her inner muscles. But then she relaxed and my cock slide further into her body till I felt the arch of each buttock caressing my belly. I grasped her ass and fucked her, plunging my throbbing cock into her over and over again.
About the sixth stroke, she began to come.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh!" It seemed different than the tongue-induced orgasm which had rocked her before. I pulled free of her luscious body, stroking her hips and shapely legs till she calmed enough to talk. Her words shocked me.
"I have a son. His name is Brent. You are raping me and I am coming on your cock and tongue so what does it matter if you know that I dream of him fucking me? I do. His name is Brent and I am going to call you Brent because I think I would come just as much if he was the one fucking me, raping me, forcing me to fuck him however he wanted. So fuck me, Brent! Fuck meeeeee!" Sasha squealed as I resumed sending my shaft deep into her thrumming body.
My orgasm arrived soon after I reentered her body. I grabbed tight hold of her hips and pounded into her a dozen times while the orgasm threatened before it finally broke and I flooded her body with cum. She flexed her ass to allow me to sink deeper and her pussy seemed to feed on and drink the effluvium I pumped into her.
I came utterly apart. I fell back onto the bed and curled into a ball and shivered through the last tremors of the orgasm. For a long time I lay still, my head lulled over her calf. When I did not stir, she tested her bounds and found them firm.
"Brent, darling? Are you alright?"
Being called 'Brent' weirded me out a little. I stirred. I had not lost track of why I wanted her in this position. I caterwauled off the bed into a drunken stagger and pulled the belt from my pants. I had to know if this woman liked a little pain with her pleasure. I had hopes because I thought it would make Alissa crazy to watch me strike another woman.
When the first blow struck Sasha's thighs, she twisted to show me her blindfolded face. But she did not speak. The next blow landed directly across her ass. Her head whipped around and she pressed it between her bound elbows and arched her back. This hardly seemed like the reaction of a woman who dreaded the belt. The next impact fell with a loud crack and she cried out.
"Ohhhh oooowwww!"
But no protest. I struck her again, nearly the same place. Her hips rose and her back curved. I struck her again and she wheezed. "Oh my gawd, how do you know about me, this way?" She gasped into the ensuing pause. I renewed my administration of the belt to her ass with some vigor and her voice became ragged as she gasped and panted and soon pled for reprieve.
"Oh no more, please, Brent, no more! Please do not whip my ass anymore! Please, Brent, darling!" She cried and I amped up the assault on her ass; the crack, crack, crack of the belt filled the room. Her ass waved back and forth as though she were trying to cool it down. Still I spanked her. Finally, I stepped back. My cock was rock hard.
I released one of Natasha's legs and then the other but the woman did not move. I got behind her and entered her and she shrieked, her whole body convulsing into a new paroxysm of pleasure, jerking and twitching as it possessed her. My cock, planted in her from behind, felt the pleasure ripping in and through her. Her ass simmered with the heat of her spanking. When she sighed and sagged, I pulled free to a small protest but then I rolled her onto her back.
Sasha's legs automatically opened but then the fire in her ass reached her head and her legs bent and she lifted her burning ass off the bed with a cry. I pulled her legs apart and entered her. Her pussy was roaring hot and slick but pulsed like a heart, contracting on my cock with each few inches I penetrated into her seething body. She kept trying to raise her body but each time her ass left the bed I would hammer down into her cunt and slam her hard against the bed which only served to make her shriek and slam her body back up at me. That pierced her deeper and harder with my cock. On the fifth or sixth cycle of this type, her body responded and she began to climax again. She flailed beneath me, her whole body shaking and quaking. I lay gently down on her breast, bending first to kiss and suck each one before moving my hands to her ass. I felt the heat in her ass. I pulled her up, sinking my cock back into her body. That little motion or the feel of my cool hands on her burning ass, set off another heavy violent orgasm in her body as she struggled against my cool hands on her stinging flesh.
Finally she surrendered to the insistent orgasm and her body slacked and oozed onto to the bed where I continued to pound into her pussy. She groaned and called and cried out but her body remained stuck to the bed, receiving my cock as it pierced her over and over again. I found a sustainable rhythm and fucked her continually for perhaps ten minutes. She would shudder and come before trying to lift us off the bed with the benefit of her arms which were still tied above her head. By the fourth or fifth time she came she was so exhausted her body only clinched my cock while she fought for breath. I rose up and rammed my cock home one last time and then I flooded her pussy with my cock. I was pulling free of her incredible pussy when I heard the muffled sound of my phone. I scampered off Sasha and grabbed the phone. I walked out of her bedroom, closing the door before answering it. The house was dark and shadowed. I crept away from the door before I said anything.
"Sonny?"
As expected, it was Brent.
"Your sisters or on the way home. I am leaving. I'll meet you outside the house."
I agreed and hung up. I walked casually back to the bedroom and pushed the door open. Sasha lay on her back, her legs wide. She turned her head to look at me, though her eyes were still covered.
"What's the matter? Are you done?"
I stared at her, nonplussed and a little confused. It was . . . what day was it? Tuesday, right. Her ass would be back in shape by Saturday. I went to the bed and turned her onto her belly and then lifted her hips. She got to her knees and bent to the bed, allowing her arms to bend at the shoulders at an angle impossible to me but without evident strain for her. I bound her legs once more and got dressed.
"What are you doing, where are you going? What is the matter? Don't leave me like this! My son will come home and . . . oh no!" She started to struggle.
I picked up the belt and struck her, hard, across the arch of her ass. She squealed and stilled.
"Don't move." I said in some guttural voice that I hoped did not sound anything like me. It hurt my throat to talk like that.
"Yes, just don't hurt me or my son! Please! Please. You can do whatever you want with me but please don't hurt us."
I smiled the irony. "Don't hurt me" she says after I beat her ass with a belt. Time to test the rest of her body. I went to the bedside table and opened the drawer. She heard me and squeaked.
"Don't , don't oh don't look in there . . . " but I did.
I pulled the long, silver, tapered vibrator out of the drawer and saw immediately an unopened tube of lube. I broke the seal and slicked up the vibrator.
"What are you doing? What is that? What are you going to do to me now?"
I got behind her and pushed her thighs wide. With the end of a finger, I found her asshole. I had left a dollop of goo on my finger. I rubbed it into the little cone of her ass and then pressed my finger into her.
Sasha grunted and then pressed her body back at me. I removed my finger before she managed to seat it in her ass. I touched the tip of the silver shaft to the same spot. A car passed and I hesitated, waiting to see if it pulled into the drive but it went past. Nonetheless, I felt pressured. I put the tip once more to her ass and pressed it very slowly, very gently into Mrs. Rossini's body.
"Oh fucking shit!" Natasha groaned.
The dildo/vibrator slide into her body. I worked it in and out a few times before I got it fully rooted in her ass. When I turned it on, she screamed and fought her bonds. It seemed really, really loud. I turned off the vibrator and she sagged, making a noise that sounded half-way between a sob and moan of ecstasy.
"Geezus, not that. Please, not that. Oh fuck me. Not that!"
She said I could do anything to her so I figured her moaned words were just more rhetoric. Really it was a tie, I guess, but I ignored what I wanted to ignore. Airtight training was airtight training; I had to be thorough. She groaned when I put the tip back to her ass. I thought better of it. I went to the closet, screwed the bulb back in and found another scarf. I found a pair of panties, fresh ones and balled them up. Sasha fought me at first when I presented them to her lips but then opened wide and I gagged her. My hands were shaking; having Sasha kneeling on her own bed waiting to be taken thrilled me. The dildo rode her ass like a little tail. Her body would twitch deep inside and it would bob and jerk. She made no effort to dislodge it but rather seemed intent on keeping it vibrating deep inside her shivering body. A car pulled into the drive, the lights playing across the wall of the bedroom. I could hear Brent's music even deep inside his house. I pulled the vibrator out of her ass, turned it off and then worked it back into place.
Mrs. Rossini did not seem to know what to do. Her body responded to the penetration by opening and flexing to accommodate the invasion of her ass. But her head was twisted toward the front window through which she would see the car if she was not blindfolded. I turned on the vibrator and she screamed into the gag, a dull-edged shriek that must have started in her toes. Then her whole body bucked and she was trying to flatten out on the bed. For a moment I thought it would spit the vibrator out of her ass but it remained, shimmying deep inside. She struggled back to her knees and her body bucked again and then she was orgasming; great waves of pleasure crashing through her. I left her to it.
I opened the front door and sauntered casually out to Brent's car. He looked positively haggard.
"Hey." He said after I pulled the door closed.
"Hey." I said equally casually. "Nice touch with the music, so your Mom would have no idea you were home. Thanks for that."
Brent looked at me. "Shit, I did not think about that."
For a moment, we sat in silence, neither knowing what to say. Finally I said, "Your mom's in the house, bound, blindfolded and gagged with a vibrator in her ass. I spanked her ass good and she was thrashing through an orgasm for the umpteenth time when I left." I said gently.
Brent looked at me through the corner of his eyes. He grinned. "Great minds." He said finally. "Your mom is tied to her bed. You'll have to let her go. If you don't go right away, the girls are going to find her bound and gagged to her bed. They called and said they were going to be late but were on the way."
I nodded. I could not believe it was my buddy Brent talking. Despite it, despite the active night, the image of my plush mother nude, bound and gagged on her bed made my cock stiffen. I looked over at Brent. "I am not telling you what to do but I think we should go in and fuck your mother again. She knows you are home so we have some options. You can act as though I have a gun and fuck her on instructions or we can just take off her blindfold and fuck her good once before I go fuck my own mother." I was musing. I wanted to see what he would say but Brent just shrugged.
"I like your lead in this stuff. Whatever you think is best."
Nothing like a night of good pussy to mellow a man.
I opened the door. "Come on then. Act like, can you act at all?"
"Act how?"
"Well," I said at the front door, before opening it, still speaking in hushed tones. "Can you act like you are surprised to find your mother trussed and fucked on the bed?"
"I can try."
That seemed like a stretch. I resigned myself to letting Sasha in our my little subversion. I led him into the house and back to his mother's room. I was stripping as I entered the room.
Sasha made gagging sounds, twisting her face towards us but seeing nothing. Nude, I got onto the bed beside her and lifted one of her legs and slipped beneath her, between her legs, my hard cock pointing at the ceiling, or at her belly as it were. The moment my hand positioned my cock at the entrance to her pussy, she crushed herself down onto the prong. I entered her like I was slicing into cream cheese, hot, roiling pleasure, feeling the way liquid cream cheese looked. Sasha grunted and then her hips began to pound down at me. I managed to get a hand onto the dildo and began to stir her inner self with it, feeling the vibrations shaking through her flesh titillate my cock burrowing up into her. Sasha screamed as the two hard tips touched through her membranes; a grunting shrill that left her sucking air through her nose. With my one free hand, I pulled the gag off her mouth and the wet panties fell into my face.
Sasha gasped and then she gushed into a shivering orgasm, her head lifted as her body pressed down onto my cock.
"Brent is here, Sasha." I said in my best impression of myself. I could not tell if she heard me or not. Her orgasm did not seem to be a distinct thing but rather a blanket that enveloped her and did not release her after each violent convulsion. I grasped the dildo and pumped her with it, thrusting shallow then deeper into her ass. She groaned.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck baby, Brent baby fuck me, fuck me fuck me fuck me." Her voice shattered and she was coming again, grunting and hammering her hips down at me. I glanced over at Brent and saw his face, a mask of amazement and lust. Mrs. Rossini bent over me, reaching with her head down between her bound arms to kiss me, but not quite able to reach me. I rose up and her lips, fired with a few minutes of ass fucking from a vibrator, found mine and kissed me hard. When she broke the kiss, she hissed , "Sonny? Sonny was this you all the time?"
"Yes, Mrs. Rossini, me all the time." I whispered.
"Well, well, well tell no one. My story is that I got raped and came and came. You hear me? I have been raped."
"Sure, Sasha, whatever." Her hips pounded down on me, shafting my cock in and out of her pulsing pussy over and over again, incredibly fast. The position seemed to match her particular body and its best muscles. She fucked me hard but my orgasm was still distant. I pulled the vibrator out of her ass and then, when she seized, I slipped out from under her.
"What, where are you going?" She mumbled, her head wagging back and forth, trying to see through the blindfold.
"She's all yours, Brent." I said, trying not to smirk but not sure why I bothered. Brent was stripping right in front of me. When his great cock came into view, I had to stare but I had enough composure to move out of the way. He got on the bed and seized his mother's hips. Her whole body froze.
"Brent? Brent, honey are you okay?" She did not seem to be tracking her reality very well, slipping out of the fantasy to recognize me but then back into it when she felt her son's hands gripping her hips. "He is forcing you to fuck me? Does he have a weapon? Are you raping me to save us both?"
His cock sliced into her and her voice choked and gurgled. She tried to collapse but her bindings prevented her. The great cock sluiced maybe half the way into her pussy. She grunted and then faced forward, gripped the headboard and began to shove her ass backwards onto Brent's great sword. She did not relent even when he began to pull back to make another run at fully penetrating her.
"Do like the man says, Brent honey and fuck your mother. Fuck me. He raped me, Brent honey, he ate me and fucked and I have been cumming like a whore in a bank. Please honey, fuck me!" Natasha gushed.
Brent looked back at me and I shrugged. He shrugged in response and then proceeded to ram his mother full of cock all over again. I did not know how but she seemed on the verge of another mighty orgasm. Shit it must be great to be a woman! I made do with being a man, though. It all works out.
I took a quick shower in Natasha's bath. When I emerged, Brent was under his panting, babbling mother. Sasha was fucking him, riding him, still blind and bound but pleading, crying and demanding her son fuck her while her ass rose and pounding her pussy down onto the huge prong thrusting into her from below. She would pull half off his tall cock and slam down. The deep, thick penetration would interrupt her words but then she would gather herself and lift her ass again, trying to lift to the tip of his cock but unable to find it, leaving it swimming in her saturated cunt. Her hips would swing back and forth before she would stop all motion. After an agonizing hesitation, she would pound her body down onto the huge shaft, impaling herself over and over again till it was rooted deep in her body. Then Mrs. Rossini would grind her hips against her son while he pinched and mauled her hanging breasts or gripped her ass and stirred her with the vibrating cock once more planted in her ass all while their lips sealed into a soul kiss.
With a towel around me, I loosened the bonds on her legs and immediately, Brent rose up and rolled his mother onto her back. His ass began to rise and fall with a metronomic evenness but with increasing force and emphasis. I dressed and the last thing I did was to remove Sasha's blindfold. She gasped and then Brent kissed her. I left them like that, Brent between her open legs, his broad bare back bowed so he could kiss his mother. His ass rising and falling like an oil well, drilling into his mother while she jerked her hips up at him and keened, her hands gripping his shoulders as he fucked her.
I left the house, pretty sure Brent was skipping school the next day. In his place, I would have done the same thing. The short drive home calmed me a little. The shivers of adrenaline from seeing Brent fuck his own mother mixed with the possibility that my own mother would still be bound to her bed, waiting for me to take her endured most of the short trip. I took time to stop and get milk.



Indeed my sisters were home. They were in the kitchen. Dalia was eating a piece of cold pizza from last night.
Georgia looked at me with wide, inquiring eyes. "Where's Mom?" She asked.
I held up the milk. "She has a head ache. I am going to make her some warm milk . . . maybe with a little bourbon to take up to her if she is not already asleep. For a moment Georgia regarded me, trying to see past the picket fence of my account. That could not have been hard; I barely tried to disguise my lust which seemed intent on stirring my cock. Finally she shrugged and left the kitchen. Dalia and Tawny followed her. I heated the milk, put in some bourbon and went up to the door of Mom's room. I could hear someone in the hall shower and further down a little music from Tawny's room. I hoped no one had opened Mom's door. I glanced down the hall to be sure no one was close and cracked the door.
My mother was crouched on her bed, nude. Her hands were tied to the head board in a curiously similar pose that I had imposed on Sasha Rossini except Mom's hands were wide, nearly to the edge and tied with two pairs of stockings. Her great breasts dangled and unlike some women in that pose, they maintained a fine shape, full and lush. She was blindfolded and gagged and I could see earbuds looping below her head linked to her IPod which hung on the headboard. Her ankles were tied to the corners of the bed but not very securely, just tight and taut enough to prevent her from standing. She could not lie down comfortably with her hands so high, so she crouched on the bed, her ass waving to the quiet music playing in her head.
My cock hardened. Suddenly, I was filled with the lust that I had been directing at other women. I set down the cup of milk and bourbon. Slowly, I reached around her bare shoulders and withdrew the earplugs from her ears. She swung her head in my direction immediately.
"Mom," I whispered. "Mom, the girls are home and I am going to fuck you. You have to be quiet. I want you, now."
Her head nodded up and down, a desperate motion from a desperate woman. Her ass quit its swaying.
I ran a hand down her shoulder to her back, down her side, brushing her huge breast with my fingertips on the way to her ass. I caressed her ass cheeks and then dipped into her swampy crotch, finding her cleaned but bubbling with her recent encounter with Brent. Her pussy lips were engorged and distended, her pussy gaped and seemed to suck at my finger when I touched her. So I plunged it into her body. She jerked and her head dropped as I penetrated her.
I pulled my finger clear of her quaking body and undressed; shirt, slacks and shoes in about ten seconds I had them off. I glanced at the door and wondered if I should lock it but then shrugged. I was about tired of playing like I was not able to fuck my own mother whenever I liked and dodging the obvious access to my sisters this reality might provide. Georgia might suspect but she seemed willing to be patient and let our situation form without undo manipulation which spoke well of her. My mother had experienced the consuming reality of being airtight. I did want her to see another woman experience it though but had not decided yet if she should watch one of her daughters or if it would arouse her more to watch Annie or Mrs. Wills get all her holes plugged. Or maybe all her daughters . . . I shied away from the thought lest it overwhelm my already overactive imagination.
I shook my head. My reverie melted in the presence of the pulsing heat emanating from my mother's naked body. She felt me get onto the bed, widening her knees and arching her back as best she could. She posed and waited, her pale pink pussy appeared between the full orbs of her ass, milky white and flawless, mature and well-formed. My cock throbbed in my hand. When I touched the head to Mom's cunt, she froze, waiting; the tension nearly ripping through her body like heat in the desert. I grasped her hips and pushed. Her body met my motion and my cock head separated her pussy lips and touched her insides. She made a noise in her throat that encouraged me. I pressed harder, just holding her hips with my hands while pushing my cock into her. She shifted and arched and pushed back. My cock ran into her like a ramrod into a well-oiled gun barrel . . . all the way into her body till I was cinched up against her ass.
The waiting must have primed her because as soon as my cock touched the back of her pussy, she grunted and her head came up and her hips began to shimmy and shake, even in the grip of my hands. She jerked back at me, trying to fire the climax pending in her body. I pulled back and jammed my cock into her hard, just once. My lovely mother exploded into a quiet, violent orgasm. I had to grip her hard to keep from losing her. She shook and fishtailed and arched and bucked; all the while making noises that could only be described as animalistic—which could be the fault of the gag—and all sotto voce so they seemed private and present only for me. I just held on.
When she began to run down, it seemed like five minutes or an eternity because her pussy roiled around my cock bringing me sensations of such fabulous delight that I never wanted it to end. I did not move, I did not speak, I did not think. Finally, my raven-haired mother became still, well, mostly still. Her body continued to twitch. She barely reacted when I leaned into her, pressing my cock harder into her again and grappled with her great, brash breasts. I cupped them and held her and she sighed. I squeezed her and she shook her head.
After a few moments, I understood and pulled the gag from her mouth. She expelled soaked panties onto the bed, gasping long, huge breaths which ended with a suspiration, "Oh sweet geezus!" She wheezed. "I have never been fucked like that in my life." Her whisper rasped, like she was trying to seduce me all over again.
My cock twitched and she groaned, a little loudly. I held still and finally she turned and tried to look at me, bending her body sideways. "Shall I unhook you?" I asked, using the wrong term to refer to the stockings which bound her. One end was tied to the bed and the other wrapped around her wrist and forearm but she had them wound once around each hand and held on to them which gave her a little more control of her situation.
She shook her head, then nodded. "Oh, I don't know! I am so high I do not want to move. I want to feel you come in me like . . . like . . . " She stumbled to a stop.
"Brent." I filled in helpfully.
"Ohhhhhh. You knew?" Mom snickered. "You sent him to your loving mother to fuck her and make her his bitch?"
"No, Mom." I said softly, bending over her bare back to kiss the bow of her shoulders to each side of her neck. "We swapped." I said softly. "In fact, I expect dear Mrs. Rossini is riding his great cock right now, just like I am fucking you. Well, similar anyway. She might be taking him in the ass."
"Oh no," my mother wailed. "That would be impossible . . . " The tone of her voice did not carry fear and loathing so much as hope and anticipation, since she had done it once already.
I pulled completely out of her pussy and sat back on my heels. "Shall I release you?" I asked.
"Oh, I don't know." She said, irritation in her voice, the wonder and the lavish desire disappeared. "I like being fucked like this. My first time and I do not want it to end."
Her words confused me. Together with her tone, whispered and sober, I could not tell if she was kidding or snarling or being literal and giving me straight commentary. I was confused. I put a hand on each hip and stroked her smooth, plush skin. I gripped each thigh and suddenly, like a geyser, the need to enter her and fuck her again and fill her possessed me and I no longer cared what she wanted. I rose up on my knees, pulled her cheeks apart and stabbed my cock into her pussy again.
Mom grunted but she pushed back at me, seating my cock fully into her pussy. "Yesssssss!" She hissed. "Fuck me! Fuck me again! Oh, gawd, you think he is fucking his mother right this moment? Fuck meeeeeeee!" Her voice ended in a wailing keen, quietly issuing from her quivering body. Suddenly she was right back into the throes of passion. It wafted up off of her like she was steaming or burning. I gripped her by the waist and started long, deep slow strokes which evacuated her pussy of all cock till only the tingling tip touched her pussy lips. Then I slid the full straight shaft slowly into her, stroking her flesh with my cock so carefully that I imagined I could feel each ridge, each rib of her coiled, convulsing cunt caress my cock as it entered her body.
Even when she began to come the first time, I remained true to the rhythm and as I continued, she seemed to become more and more excited; orgasms rolled through her like a line of thunderstorms dotting a landscape with thunder, lightning and the deluges of her pleasure. Gradually, I began to feel the strain of going slow and when I speed up, her body began to move to meet my increased motion. Soon, the slapping of my body against her ass and the squish of my cock sluicing into her gushing pussy filled the room. It seemed to echo around us for a moment but then my climax peaked and I went deaf. Feeling it approach, I began to hammer Mom hard, driving her against the headboard till she could stiffen her body to receive the force of my passion. She groaned and grunted as I fucked her and finally, sighed and came as I erupted with a short, final orgasm that depleted my sexual capacity for the moment.
It robbed me of my orientation and balance and I draped over her back. She tried to collapse but she hung from the headboard with me on top of her like one end of a hammock. When I opened my eyes, the first thing I saw were the scissors on her night stand beside the lube. I used them to cut her loose, likely as Brent had intended. Mom collapsed and lay on her belly for a moment before rolling onto her back, opening her legs and motioning me between them. I lay on her, giving her a little of my weight. When she kissed me, I almost felt a flicker of life in my cock but no, it was wish and imagination striking the rocky bottom of exhaustion. She wrapped her legs and arms around me and hugged her naked, humid body around mine.
"Oh Sonny, you do not know what it is like to be wanted again, after all these years." She chortled. "I mean by a man. And not just by one man but by all of you! Brent is the first but I want them all."
I felt immediate jealousy but then my weekend plans overlaid that and I felt tired and overworked, over-fucked maybe but what a way to die! I groaned and tried to disentangle myself from my naked mother. "That is up to you. I am going to shower and go to bed."
When I got to my feet, she sat up and looked at me, fighting to focus her eyes. She put her hands to her breasts and massaged them, which, for a moment closed her eyes. She opened them again, with evident effort. "I am so fucked. What if I cannot live without cock like this all the time?"
I shrugged. "Lots of cock out there. Plenty to go around, I expect."
"Use my shower." She said and flopped back onto the bed.
I did and when I emerged, she was gasping in her sleep, naked and out like a light just as she had been lying when left. I slipped out her door after turning out the lights and crept to my door. I opened to find a light on and Georgia sitting in the middle of my bed reading a magazine.
"Oh, how are you doing serving Mom her warm milk?" She asked lightly.
I stepped inside the room and shut the door. I wanted to ask 'what are you doing here' but what I needed to say was 'I am too fucked out to do you any good' and the two fought to get past my teeth, neither giving way. So I said nothing. I just stared at my casual sister sitting in her nighty on my bed, her big breasts filling the top with her flesh and revealing her cleavage, nipple dimpling the fabric. She had not even turned down the covers. The night was chilly and her flesh bubbled with goose bumps.
I wanted to feel . . . something, something besides exhaustion but I could not. Plus I had the vague feeling that I should be dissembling somehow but could come up with nothing better than, "I just used Mom's shower. She is asleep."
"I am sure she is." Georgia flipped another page of her magazine.
It seemed so poetic. She never read magazines, getting most of what she wanted on an I-Pad some eager admirer had traded for a shot at her pussy. Georgia gloated about it to her sisters and lo and behold! They each ended up with I-pads as well and the gloating had stopped.
"I need sleep." I mumbled.
Georgia dropped the magazine off the side of my bed and only then did I notice it had been upside down when she held it. "I am sure you do. What is going on, Sonny? I am worried about you."
"Uh-huh." I said. "Sure you are."
"Sonny, lad, you just fucked our mother but that was not the first pussy of the night for you was it?"
I was so tired I could not think.
"What are you up to? You fuck Mom and I both and then nothing. Till tonight. You don't peek at me taking a shower. You don't touch my ass when I walk by. You don't look down my shirt when I bend over or get all goggle-eyed when I wear a see-thru blouse and no bra. What is going on? Why aren't you fucking me every night?"
At that moment, I had no answer. I was thinking about the erstwhile object of my affections, Alissa and her proposal and I was wondering about the advisability of fucking my sister on camera. That had to be a bad idea but it seemed like something just perverse enough for me to do. I wanted to lie down and close my eyes. "I'll tell you all about it in the morning, Georgia. For now, can you let me sleep?"
For a few heartbeats, she just regarded me with her big blue eyes. Then she got off the bed and pulled down the covers. When she climbed back into the bed, I felt such conflicting emotions. My first clear thought was that Brent was not the only one who would be skipping school the next day. But when I lay down, my cock remained docile and I went to sleep, cuddled up to Georgia's back. She must have turned out the light because in the night, I woke just enough to mark as she got up in the dark and left the room. Morning showed she had not returned for I was alone. Given all the pussy swirling around me, I confess I was a little relieved. The last thing a man wants to say is 'no mas no mas' when it comes to pussy but I was getting there. If I could get through the weekend intact and satisfy everyone I would be happy. Little did I know what the weekend had in store for me . . . but I was going to find out.
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Wednesday, I woke alone in my bed and for several minutes tried to fight through my recollections and fantasies to figure out what was real and what was imagined. I thought of Georgia, the eldest of my three sisters and concluded that I had fucked her once but not last night, though she had been in my room, on my bed when I . . . oh yes. It was all becoming clear. Mrs. Rossini, Mom, exhaustion, Georgia's disappointment. I suddenly felt pangs about neglecting a willing woman living right in my own house but shit, I simply had too much pussy to manage the way it was. Getting the dicks of sons into the pussies of their Mom's so neither freaked out and fucked up the MILF List was a delicate undertaking.
My phone rang and I glanced at my clock. 10:30. I must have been tired. I answered the phone's insistent trilling. "Hello?"
"Sonny? Shit, something is wrong!"
It was Brent and the panic in his voice made my nuts shrink. "Brent? Where are you?"
"Campus." He said but stopped.
He went to school. Something must be wrong. "What's wrong? Why aren't you at home fucking your . . . fucking Sasha?" I changed off the 'mom' word to her name, hoping if he was freaking it would not exacerbate it.
"She, she, I think she freaked out. When she woke this morning she was all amorous and shit and I fucked her then suddenly she seemed to wake up and she went berserk."
"What happened? What did she do?" My heart sank and I felt sick.
"I don't know, Sonny. She just started babbling and crying and then she would kiss me and grab hold of my cock. She acted just nuts. So I got out of there. I don't know what was going on. Go talk to her, will you?"
"Talk?" I said stupidly.
"Talk. Or whatever. Fuck, Sonny, you started this, you have to fix it."
I let the silence stretch, fighting the lurch in my gut and the anger that wanted expression. I needed to be careful, reasonable but fair. "That's crap, Brent and you know it but I will talk or whatever to your mother. But you have to know you are going to have to man up and handle this yourself eventually."
"I know but just not now." He hesitated. "Okay? You'll talk to her?"
"Or whatever." I said, not wanting to commit to something that only meant talking.
"Right. Fuck her if that is what she needs. But . . . go see her, okay?"
Brent sounded a little nuts himself but you help your buddies out, especially when they want you to go fuck their mothers. What can a guy do but answer when called? "Fine. I have a class at 11 so I need to get going. It may be four or so before I get over there. Is your step-father in town?"
"No. And thanks, Sonny!"
I just made class and aced the quiz again. I had another class, rescheduled, at 1 so just had time to get lunch. I was famished. It was 3:30 before I got off campus and drove leisurely towards the Rossini house. I had not had much time to think. People kept bothering me at school so the drive was a chance to gather my thought. All my sphincters tightened as I reviewed Brent's phone call. I took a long route but finally decided I had to just ring the bell and see what answered.
So, I did that.
Mrs. Rossini opened the door. She was dressed in a man' shirt and cream slacks. I liked the Contrasting affect, her breasts in a man's shirt and her womanly shape in the expensive slacks.
"Oh gawd, Sonny, thank you for coming by." That should have been a clue but my mind was full of my weekend plans, focused on getting Natasha back into the picture. I had a ways to go to learn how to not let plans get in the way of reality, sexual reality; a sort of Tao of fucking I think.
I decided to be both disingenuous and direct. "I can't stay, Natasha but Brent called and said," I gulped, "well, he said you were feeling a little . . . "
"Panicked?" She smiled, nodding. "Yes, well, I think I scared him. I have to tell someone something and, well, you came to mind."
I was fascinated.
Mrs. Rossini's hands kept smoothing the diaphanous fabric along the ridges of her thighs and up beside her crotch. Her eyes kept clicking to the side.
"What did you do to scare him, Mrs. Rossini?" I asked.
Her fingers quite moving and her eyes licked up my body to meet my gaze. "You better come inside, even if you can't stay."
I am not genius but even I could hear the disappointment in her voice. But it was shallow, like an oil spill over a deep reserve of eager anticipation. When the door was closed and I was inside her house, she confirmed it.
"I, oh gawd, Sonny, I have done something horrible!" Her face betrayed her. Though her voice cracked, the ragged words held anguish and angst but her eyes were alight with excitement. She was not a poker player but I was not sure what the bet was either.
I took her by the arm and steered her into the kitchen and sat her down at the table. I found a bottle of scotch and poured us each one and sat down. Mrs. Rossini stared at the glass for a moment but then picked it up and drained it. She tapped the lip of the tumbler again and I poured her just a little but she did not touch it again.
"What did you do?" I asked softly.
Natasha's big, dark eyes found me and the excitement shimmered. "Oh Sonny, I fucked my son last night."
"Oh." I managed to not smile or smirk or anything but I cannot pretend I had any sort of poker face. "You wanted to him to fuck you, right?"
Mrs. Rossini picked up the glass and knocked it back again. She hugged herself while I unstopped the scotch bottle and poured for her again. She stared at the glass for a moment before speaking.
"You have to promise, you must promise not to tell anyone. You have to promise! Promise me!" Her voice had the anguish in it but her eyes were still shining with focus and excitement. The incongruity confused me.
"Okay, I promise. So what is the matter?"
"I think my son is stupid! Or maybe he is a rapist!" She said, her voice approaching a weeping tone.
I began to think that the shining in her eyes was not excitement but tears pending but incomplete. I got a bad feeling. "What are you talking about?" I asked carefully. She reached across the table and took my hand in hers.
"Let me tell you the whole story. I was getting ready for bed last night." She began.
Something snapped in me and my heart went cold. Suddenly I feared that what had been so obvious to me had not been quite so clear to anyone else. Mrs. Rossini continued.
"I had just finished my shower and was going to watch TV in bed before going to sleep. I walked into the closet and the light did not come on when I pulled the chord. Then someone grabbed me, he put a hand over my mouth and then he tied me up. I was so scared, so horrified at what was happening. I was nude and I could feel the man's hard cock."
She stopped and her eyes found me and for a long moment she stared right into my eyes and in that instant, I think I felt her horror, her fear but when my eyes cleared, all I could see was her eyes shining with excited confusion. I did not know what to say.
"And Sonny, you know what? Do you know what I felt at that moment? When he pulled my arms behind me, sitting on my legs? Aroused!" She said it with such anguish, such shame, I felt sorry for her but I had no idea what to say or do. I waited. She continued.
"My body began to tingle and I was shivering I think while my mind screamed 'no'. My body wanted him to do what he was doing. He tied my arms behind me and then he made me get to my knees by the bed and I sucked his cock. My gawd, I cannot tell you how excited I got! I was aching to be fucked. I think I even offered to fuck him if he did not hurt me. I was so excited and scared and excited and . . . well, ashamed. I have had fantasies of a man raping me and here it was, happening to me and all I could think about was the cock I felt in my mouth and wished he would hurry and put it into me. Not my mouth, my pussy. And when he did, my gawd I think I must have come a dozen times in a single moment. I kept coming and coming as he fucked me." Mrs. Rossini stopped, her shining eyes were running tears.
She was not finished.
"He came in my mouth and all I could think about was watching Annie and I resolved in that moment that I would make you make me airtight. I would fuck my son and all his friends just to have this high again. I was tied and all I had to do was please this man. Did I mention he blindfolded me? I could not see anything. I talked him out of gagging me by promising to be quiet and to suck his cock. I promised! Can you imagine? I was so crazy frightened but the only thing I could do was promise to suck his cock because I did not want to be gagged. I could not stand the idea of being gagged while he fucked me. I wanted it. I wanted him between my legs but you cannot guess what he did before he fucked me. Yes, I was raped and I loved it! I felt him slide his cock into my body and all I could think about was how much I wanted it, how much I wanted him to fuck me hard and fast and fill me up with his vile pleasure." Natasha was panting now. The tears tracking down her cheeks glistened.
I had become unbelievably hard. Had I been able to move I likely would have fucked her but hearing her tell the story, hearing her account of what I had done to her, just WOW! I sat still, afraid that if I moved I would scare her away, like I was watching a hummingbird dining.
"He ate me, Sonny! Before he fucked me. He tied me to the bed, across it so my legs were open and my hands were stretched back over my head. I could not move and the first time his tongue touched me . . . oh my stars, I did not want to move. I held still, afraid he would just enter me but he didn't. I had dreamed of being raped with a man's tongue but always figured it was stupid because . . . well, who would do that? He sucked me and licked me and rammed his tongue deep into me and I loved it. When he quit I felt both disappointment and anticipation because I felt he had to fuck me. No man would rape a woman like this and leave her without putting his cock into her. Men can't be lesbians, right? No, that's crazy! I found I was more scared he would leave than that he would hurt me. Somehow I felt he was not dangerous, not really because all he wanted was to fuck me, to take me on my own bed and make me pleasure him and I wanted that. Gawd, I wanted to tell him I loved him and he could fuck me any time he liked but instead, instead I did something terrible, something awful. Do you know what it was?"
Of course I knew but I waited. Astonishment and her unfettered eroticism bound me.
"I wanted to tell him I wanted him, that whatever he did, whatever he wanted to do, I wanted it too. I wanted him to know so you know what I said? I asked him his name but when he said nothing, duh! I told him I had a son and I would use his name. I called him 'Brent' the whole time he was raping me." Sasha fairly wailed this last part. "And you know what? In my mind, I called to Brent over and over again imagining he was fucking me, entering my body with his huge cock! It made me come harder and more often than ever before." She sobered. "Honey, it is was different with you. I could never have imagined being taken in my kitchen like that so when you touched me and kissed me, I was helpless and could not fight you. I let you fuck me and I loved it. I still dream of that . . ." She hesitated, her face working. She swallowed hard and continued. "Then later, when you did Annie, when I watched what you all did with her, I was so aroused I could not stop myself from giving up to what you wanted. But this time, last night, I wanted it. I pled for it. He ate me to many orgasms before he finally tied me to the bed on my knees.
"My gawd, thinking about it makes me . . . makes me want it all over again! He put me on my knees and just waited. I started begging, pleading with him to put is cock into me, to fuck me! I was a slut, a whore or something; I was a woman primed and ready to be mounted and when he did, I think I must have blacked out! I came so hard for so long I just got lost, like I was sex drunk or something! High and unable to think or talk or anything. I lost track of time. But I remember hearing Brent arrive and then the guy was under me, and I fucked him . . . while my own son watched me!"
Natasha then shifted onto one cheek and she ran a hand over her lifted ass. "Oh, I remember too, he beat me with his belt. My ass, he spanked me so hard and so long I thought, I thought I would die! I remember it clearly. He released my legs but all I wanted was for him to fuck me, to put his cock into me again and he did. Then he put me onto my back and pounded his cock into me and I came and came with my ass flaring hot each time it hit the bed. I remember, I remember his hands on my ass and the stinging fire that flooded my body with singing sensation so that I felt every ridge and vein of his cock in my pussy. I was crazed and a mania oozed out of me and all I wanted was to be fucked, over and over again!" She shook her head. "I cannot understand it. Seeing Annie, seeing her take all of you one after the other like that, I wanted it and I told you I did but I don't think I ever really admitted it to myself how much I wanted it! How much I needed to have an ultimate sexual experience like that. Just once, at least once anyway!"
Natasha was babbling but coherent, rambling but focused. I just could not discern the object of her focus just yet.
Her eyes cleared a little. "I remember, now. His phone rang and he got my . . . oh!" She looked at me as though remembering for the first time.
But by her look, I realized she was about to tell me about the dildo in her bed table and was debating if she should. The decisions arrived and she went on speaking.
"Oh Sonny, don't think ill of me but he found a straight silver vibrator I use to . . . from time to time to . . . a. . . you know, when I am alone." She stopped.
"You mean to masturbate?" I asked helpfully.
The look on her face was pure bliss and happiness. "Yes. Yes, I masturbate sometimes. A lot really! Since the first time you touched me, Sonny, I have been masturbating all the time and more since I watched you guys fuck Annie that way! My gawd, you have lit a fire in me and I am not trying to put it out but . . . well, he found it and do you know what he did with it? The dildo I mean—but yes, he put a fire in me. He did do that. But the dildo, that beautiful silver thing, he put it into my ass! In my ass, Sonny! In my ass!" Her voice was shrill and ragged. I felt her panic but did not see it in her eyes which were wide and excited.
She gulped air and swallowed exaggeratedly. "He stuck my own vibrator into my ass and turned it on! I thought I would die just from the humiliation but Sonny, do you know what made me relax and enjoy it? The vision of your cock ramming Annie in the ass! I replayed that vision over and over again as the vibrator rattled around in my ass!"
I thought back and found it interesting that I did not recall that I had fucked Annie's ass that night. She sucked me and I fucked her but I did not do her ass. The thought stopped me because it occurred me that I may not have had her ass at all. You know, it is a weird feeling to realize that you have been fucking so much that you do not remember if you had a particular woman's ass or not. I grunted and that seemed to renew Natasha's commentary.
"That was when he left and brought Brent back. He got under me and I fucked him with Brent watching. He must have been terrified. Maybe the guy had a guy or something but I know he just stood there and watched me fuck this guy who had been raping me for hours. Then the next thing I know he made Brent fuck me. First from behind, doggy like, and then he got under me and I fucked him like he fucked the other guy! Shit, I mean shit! I was aroused, so excited, I would have fucked the Pope, raped the Pope I mean and he would have fucking loved it. Brent is huge. Did you know . . . of course you did! You saw him fucking Annie . . . ." She stopped and stared at me.
"Oh fuck, Sonny, I forgot something! Oh my gawd! I have been so preoccupied with, with what happened to me I forgot something. I don't know if I should be telling you this or not . . . but I think Brent was fucking your mother last night. While I was being raped . . . he tried to tell me he was going over to see you but . . . there was something about the way he said Cici would be home and he would 'say hi' for me, that did not . . . . Sonny? Sonny are you okay?"
I must have been staring because she reached up and laid her hand on my cheek. It shocked me a little and I flinched. Her face took on a look of compassion and concern.
"Sonny, honey, I did not mean to, I mean I did not want to hurt you but I thought you ought to know." Natasha looked so forlorn and worried I almost laughed.
In fact, I did chuckle under my breath. "Sasha, my dear mother fucked your son while I was in her ass. In fact, we all fucked her not so long ago. We 'Annied' her."
Mrs. Rossini stared. "You mean, you mean what I saw, saw that night?"
"Afternoon." I said and immediately felt inane. What a dork!
She just smiled, a misty-eyed, barely-a-smile, smile that made me feel ethereal and light.
Just like that, the conversation changed, though only for me. "Mrs. Rossini, I want you to be airtight this weekend. How does that sound?" As soon as I said it, I felt how ungodly insensitive it was. Here she was telling me about being raped and I was signing her up for airtight flight! What an asshole!
Her face registered the disjunction.
"I am so sorry, Mrs. Rossini. I . . . don't know what to say about the rape."
Her eyes immediately softened. "Sonny, it has helped just telling you about it, talking it through with you. You do not seem shocked at all that, that I did not hate it . . . oh hell, Sonny, who am I fooling? I fucking loved it! Having him control me like that and then giving me pleasure like he did, when he could have just jammed it into me and left me tied to my bed. No, when Brent arrived, he made him fuck me, just like I wanted. It's okay. I am not asking for you to get all weepy for me or something. How many women get their most secret fantasy to come true right in their own bedroom and then followed up by another they had not even admitted to themselves?"
"You admitted it to me." I said and once more wished I would keep my fucking mouth closed.
Mrs. Rossini smiled at me. "Yes, I did, didn't I? And you told Brent, didn't you?"
Now it was my turn to goggle at her.
"Relax, he told me last night he knew I wanted him after he fucked me a couple times. He did me twice during the night, using me and then going back to sleep. I laid beside him and just felt the sensation of sleeping with my son and Sonny, I owe this to you, to you for taking me in my own kitchen and then showing me what a woman can experience with enough dick at her disposable. So, yes! Yes, to I long to be airtight and yes, to as soon as possible!" She grinned at me.
For a moment, I searched for something sensitive to say but found nothing so I chose to press forward, take her at her word and address the issue. "Sasha, you say he beat your ass?"
Her eyes widened and she nodded.
"Well? Did you like it?" I asked.
She hesitated but finally nodded. "Gawd yes, especially after he entered me from behind the first time. I thought I was going to scream so loud the neighbors would come take pictures. You know I never imagined having a hot ass could be so . . . so . . . so . . . erotic!"




"Imagine how it will feel to have a cock running into your ass after getting spanked good." For a second my 'sensitivity alarm' went off but the look of lust on her face changed the moment.
"Oh! I had not thought about that yet. Oh my gawd, now I am!"
I mentally shrugged. "So, if I can get you airtight this weekend, you would be willing to make your body available for our pleasure?"
Natasha stared at me, digesting my words but then she nodded.
"And if it comes to it, heating your ass would be okay with you?" I asked the question really knowing the answer but it needed asking.
"Heating?" Natasha said, puzzled.
"Beating, dear woman."
"Oh. The belt you mean?" She nodded again, a bit breathless.
One more thing occurred to me. "How do you feel about blindfolds. I did not cover Annie's eyes, frankly it had not occurred to me but I am thinking it might be . . . more interesting for you if you were blindfolded.
Something in Mrs. Rossini's eyes changed and it was like she was actually seeing me for the first time, like her brain started taking calls from something other than her thrumming clit or pulsing pussy. "Blindfold?" She said softly. A finger touched her lips and pulled at the lower one. It was such a weird motion I stared at her. She looked like a little girl, like she was channeling her memory of being a child. It looked really creepy. Children should have childhoods and leave the messy business of fucking to adults. Natasha Rossini looked all too adult. "Why not." She said, not a question. "You were not listening too well, were you? Didn't I mention that he raped me while I was blindfolded?"
I pressed the subject, eager to be sure I had not scarred the woman. "I mean, do you have any phobias or something about having your eyes covered, and your hands will be bound." I found I liked being thorough. It usually seemed to me in the past that all this sort of shit had to be a surprise or no one would go for it. But that is not the world I live in. I wanted her to be thinking about it for . . . I had no intention of telling her when her eyes would be covered or her hands tied or her ass beaten, I wanted her thinking about it all the time. It was a different sort of foreplay and I liked the idea. Suddenly I was interested in seeing if it would all work the way I was seeing it. I wanted to try it.
She shook her head slowly, her eyes blanking as something changed again.
"Mrs. Rossini, what is it?"
When her eyes fixed on me, whatever was happening passed. "When I was, maybe nineteen, we played a game. There were like four or five couples. One of us put on a blindfold and then stood in the center of a circle of the rest, of everyone else. Then they touched me. First it was a single hand, then it was many hands. One unbuttoned my blouse. Another lifted my skirt. We had a pot, whoever went the longest got the money. I was competitive back then. Someone ran their hand up between my legs. It was a girl and she exclaimed that I was wet! She was so surprised. I did not move. I just stood there while they undressed me, touching me, stroking me. I got so excited I think I would have fucked them all but my date threw in the towel. I was furious and there was no sex for either of us that night; it was a matter of principle. So no, I have no difficulty with having my eyes covered."
She had been staring past me, in the past, as it were but now her eyes fixed on me. "You cannot tell anyone about that." She whispered. "I remember it so clearly, being so excited. I want to be that excited again. I felt it watching the Annie, watching her scream."
I did not remember screams so much as grunts but who was I to correct her memories. Natasha was clearly filling in fantasies where her memory did not suffice. If she wanted there to have been screams, then screams there were. I nodded. "Good. So, you have it now, Mrs. Rossini, airtight. At some moment when you are least expecting it, expect a visit from us. Or maybe just me. Annie has been fucked, raped by at least three of us. She loves it."
"I am sure she does." Mrs. Rossini breathed. "I am sure I will love whatever you decide to do with me." Her face changed and then she got up from the table and disappeared into a closet. She turned with a key dangling from one finger. "This is a key to the back door, there. Use that if you like, that way you don't have to enlist my own son in fucking me." She stared at me, waiting. When I did not answer she added in a small, quiet voice. "Feel free to make copies." She bit her lower lip.
The statement was so odd, it halted my thinking. I really had not planned to stay, to linger. But something in her manner, something in her eyes . . . I actually thought to myself that it would be a crime to leave her like this. Criminal and I was not a criminal, not yet. Well, technically, I had not been caught any way. Does the tree make a sound in the forest and all that. Pussy can change your life; the euphemism for it was once marriage but I think it was always pussy. Pussy! Pussy! Pussy!
The silence between us stretched and her eyes lowered. Mrs. Rossini wore a man's shirt buttoned tight to her neck, like she was getting ready to put on a tie. It was a burnt orange-brown plaid with orange and green stripes running through it and hung on her torso, clearly too large for her. It served more as a drape than a shirt but her breasts still filled it. Her slacks were cream and loose, soft to my touch when I put a hand on her knee. Her head bowed a little more as her breathing changed.
"Mrs. Rossini," I spoke her name.
She looked up at me, her eyes soft, blurry. "Natasha, call me Natasha."
"I have not had you on a bed." I said softly, testing to see if her memory was any better. The comment snapped her eyes into sharp focus, focus not recollection.
"No, you haven't." She said. She ran a hand under the hair that fell over her eyes, flipping it back away from her face but slowly.
"I think it is time, don't you?" I said. I really, really needed to leave, I had so much work to do but I was all het up from wrangling Alissa and the plan was formed and it excited me. I had the pieces . . . I just had to fit tabs into slots and it would all work. I just did not know how it would work when I got it together. The moment stretched.
Natasha had not moved. Her two hands held her hair, like they were not things, almost hiding her eyes. I stood up and looked down on her. She dropped her hands into her lap and looked up at me. It was the most composed, peaceful look! It made her look angelic and I wanted nothing so much as to despoil that purity and make her howl like a demon again. I extended an hand before her eyes. She put hers into mine and stood when I pulled. She turned into my arms, pressing her ass against my engorged cock. My hand laid lightly on her hip, low, right on the point of it except with her, there was no point there, just the full curve of her body. I ran it up her side to the rib cage and from there, cupped her very full, very bare, braless breast through the heavy shirt.
"I have told myself I should not pursue this. I have talked to myself about you and what you do to me, what you did to me, what you have done to me." She spoke to the emptiness before us while my hand rested on her breast. When it moved, she inhaled and her body seemed to relax against me. "But after last night . . . ." she began but my other hand stroked down between her legs which she opened. "Since, ugh, last night, I am wild inside. I want to be fucked, Sonny. I sent Brent away so I would not, not tie him to the bed and fuck him all day! I wanted to. Gawd but I wanted . . . ahhhhh." She sighed as my hand unbuttoned the slacks and snaked down the front of her abdomen and found the curls of her pubic hair. When I touched her pussy, she jumped and then pressed harder back against my wooden cock, fitting it into the crevice of her ass.
"The bed." I prompted. She looked up at me. She had that 'prey' look in her eyes; the look that that said, 'you are hunting me and I am your prey and I don't know whether to fight or open my legs for you.' I like that look in woman's eyes. The measuring look of need mixed with the reservations of culture and civilization, social convention and inhibitions well-manicured but no fear, only anticipation and the clanging deafening roar of sexual need.
"When you left me that first time, in the kitchen, I felt like I had been turned inside out. Nothing and no one looked the same. I started staring at Brent's," she licked her lips, "at my son's crotch, imagining it, him. Then, then in the basement I saw her lowering down onto him. I saw his huge cock and I got so wet. I dream about it."
"Not about me?" I asked, disappointment dripping from words, remember her early testimony and wanting to hear it again; a small vanity in a man.
She twisted, trying to look into my eyes and smiled, an ashen smile. She lifted her chin. "I let you take me, I demanded you take me and when you all left, I came back to the house in only the nightie you fucked me in. Brent saw me and his face . . . I wanted to explain, I wanted to take him in my arms and tell him everything would be okay. He looked so . . . crushed. I swore I would not follow through on it. I swore that I would not do this to him."
"Changed your mind?" I made it a question and dangled the key she had given me.
"Geezus Sonny, I want my own son! I want him to fuck me. I want to fuck him!" She shivered but it was not cold that convulsed all those little muscles that make a shiver work. It was something utterly different. "Again, I mean. I'll do anything you want if you can . . . can . . . "
" . . . get him between your knees?" I finished helpfully. "Again." I added belatedly.
" . . . help." She finally finished. When my words registered, she blushed. "Me." She added, belatedly.
My cock was so hard I thought sure I would splash her from behind. I moved my hands down to her waist and pulled her hard against my cock, crushing us together.
Natasha moaned. She took one of my hands and moved it up her body till it covered her breast once more. She put her hand over mine and pressed it onto the stiff shirt fabric, filling my hand with the weight of her breast. My cock responded fully.
"Have you ever seen anyone else fuck? I mean, have you ever watched another woman have intercourse?" I asked. "I mean right here, in front of your eyes, where you can touch her?" The question was stupid and I realized it only after posing it. She had seen us do Annie in her own basement.
Natasha shook her head which seemed odd to me.
"Brent, he fucked Annie and my mother . . . " I hesitated but then pressed onwards, "and Mrs. Wills. We, the two of us went to my house and fucked them, after I fucked you in the kitchen."
For a moment she went completely still at me. "Cheese and crackers, Sonny, you must be . . . oh, you are young! What a waste youth is on the young!" Her head lulled back onto my shoulder with a sigh, massaging her own breast with my hand.
"Brent knows I fucked you, Mrs. Rossini." I left the statement in the air and she seemed to waver, her body swaying with the pressure her own hand created on her chest.
Her head lifted, looking forward before us, distracted but still pressing her plush ass against my cock. "Does he want . . .?" She stalled before she could finish the thought. She seemed to emerge from the soothing zone she was in. "Of course he wants to. He did. But, Sonny, do you think, do you think it is okay if, if he, if we . . .?"
I freed my hand and with the other took hold of the collar and unbuttoned that top, tight button. Mrs. Rossini hissed. I unbuttoned the next one. She closed her eyes. I dropped my hands and her head lulled back on to my shoulder, questioning—why don't you open my shirt all the way? She seemed to be saying.
"Bed." I whispered.
She did not move.
I lifted my hands to the next button and opened it, revealing the valley of her two breasts. I touched that crease of flesh briefly then moved to the next button. Her hands ghosted my movements, touching and brushing my skin as I undid the button. And the next, and the next; Natasha definitely swayed then. She sagged against me and ground her ass back against me. When I got to her waist, I stopped, leaving the last button intact. I pressed it with a thumb and she tensed; it was near her pussy and I think maybe it touched her clit. Her hands tightened on my arms.
"Bed." I said again. I felt certain that if she did not recognize me on her bed, last night would remain her cherished fantasy. I figured that would be fine. What a crock. Of course she remembered. I realized that she was protecting a fantasy by playing like she did not know, did not remember.
"Yes." Mrs. Rossini breathed. Slowly she eased out of my grasp. She turned to face me, blinking her eyes so slowly it was not a blink at all but a closing and opening focusing and closing again, pressing the lids closed and opening very, very wide. When I leaned in to kiss her, her body flowed against me and she clung to me. "Yes. Bed." She sighed.
My arms had gone around her and gripped her ass but I felt it tense and released her. She twisted away from me and with a hold on one hand, pulled me out of the kitchen down to the bedroom at the end of the hallway. Her bedroom. Brent's door was closed. The door opened and we were inside. She pulled me to the bed and stopped with it against the backs of her knees. "Take me." She said softly. "I want it all. Tie me, eat me, fuck my pussy, mouth and ass. Use me, all of you. Do the Annie!" She spoke with fierce intensity while keeping her voice to a husky whisper. "I want it. However. Whenever. Wherever you want me!"
I unbuttoned the last button. I moved away from her and began to undress. I stared at her, an image of lust, need and desire. Seeing a woman with her blouse unbuttoned, half-covering bare breasts but showing skin from tummy to neck always stopped me, grabbing my attention and focusing me. I began to remove my shirt, a stiff oxford shirt, taking my time with each button, making the minimalist motions seem like raucous action. I unbuttoned my pants and let them sag down my thighs. I pulled off my undershirt. I stopped.
"Do you want to finish?" I asked, rubbing a palm over my very stiff, very hard cock, which tented my blue briefs.
Natasha hugged herself. Then she got to her knees, put the tips of the fingers of both hands inside the waistband and pulled my briefs out and down, freeing my cock. Her mouth twitched while her hands struggled to get the briefs down my legs. She did not notice I did not help finally bending to push them to my ankles, tucking them into my pooled pants against the sneakers I wore.
She looked up at me. "My gawd, Sonny, it is just like this last night. He made me knee, over there on the other side of the bed and I sucked his cock. Just like this." She smiled up at me, her eyes returned to the instrument before her.
When her lips touched the end of my cock I thought my head with explode; well, both heads I guess. Then her tongue, gently, carefully, delicately touched the head, moving around the helmet a couple times very slowly before tracing the edge with the soft, damp pad of her tongue. I shivered. I actually shivered it felt so intense. Her hands rested on my thigh and the other hip, so gently her touch almost did not register. She sat on her knees but raised up a little to get my cock even with her mouth. Then she sucked me into her mouth, her lips smoothing along the shaft as she pressed her head onto me, fucking her face with my cock. In and out, in and out, in and out my cock vanished and appeared, her mouth and lips and tongue caressing my cock while she held my body. Her eyes were fixed on me, her face canted to look up which put her at an odd angle to suck my cock.
I had a 'moment', noting I was nearly or practically nude while she was nearly dressed. Her shirt was open and her breasts hung clear of it, but covered at their tips, so she seemed demure while at that very moment, she was sucking my cock, her hands moving up and down on my bare thighs. My orgasm seemed to key off that sensation because I began to cum the next time her lips shifted down my shaft and the head of my cock lodged in the back of her throat. Her hands went to my cock and balls. She squeezed them as I came and I jerked and swayed. One of her hands gripped my ass and steadied me. She sucked and sucked, licking and sucking my cock as I ejaculated into her mouth. She swallowed over and over. Initially she was staring up my bare body at me but then her eyes closed so I could not see any part of her soul, only her gorgeous body, quivering with need.
I wondered if her recollection of taste was as fuzzy as her memory of other things.
She did not release me when the spurting stopped. She continued to suck and suck and my cock responded by not responding, remaining as it was, completely hard, stiff and ready. When she was certain my cock was not going to deflate she pulled her mouth off of it. Her lips slicking along the shaft and hooking on the ridge of the head before she completely left me with a soft pop. She giggled a little and sat back on her knees, looking up at me.
"Bed." I said again. Complete sentences seemed to be overkill.
I helped her stand and then smoothed the shirt off her shoulders, unveiling her beauteous breasts. She watched it drop. Her eyes caught on my slacks and briefs around my ankles. She gave me a little push on the chest and I stumbled, shuffling to maintain my balance. When I felt it about to leave me entirely, I sat hard onto my bare ass. I stared balefully up at the woman from the floor and then removed shoes and clothing. Her big breasts swayed as she moved and her straight belly revealed the care she gave to her appearance.
I got to my feet again and moved in front of her. I pulled one nipple then the other. She hugged her arms about her breasts, demure once more. I reached around her, pressing my chest against her bent wrists, and gripped her ass. I found and released the catch on her slacks. They were billowy and baggy and dropped to her feet immediately. She stepped out of them with little difficulty. She had bikini panties on, red, with just a string around the waist. I was contemplating how to remove it when I noticed the hook on the string. I fingered it and found its secret and released it. She bowed her legs for a moment and the dainty thing drifted down her legs to drape around her high heels.
I touched her pussy, pressing the back of my hand against her. Her lips parted a bit and I felt heat and humidity. Her 'Alabama' state of mind was clear, hot and humid. Southern girls don't mind getting sweaty or hot or humid. I turned my hand and moved close to her as my finger entered her, sinking into her depths. She leaned forward and touched her lips to mine but the kiss remained incomplete as my finger penetrated deeply into her body.
"Cock." She said and her two hands grasped hold of me.
"Bed." I responded. The chatty kathy I had fucked in her kitchen had been replaced by a woman empty of denial, full of lust. She crawled onto the bed, the long motions of a cat that made her body flex and stretch. Her breasts rolled below her, luxurious and large. I guess she used up all her words before. She bent over her own knees and flexed her ass, opening herself to me, her pussy gaping and winking with wet invitation. Then it occurred to me I had tasted her but she claimed she did not know that. I grasped one ankle and yanked. The inference interrupted her grinding pose and disturbed her balance. She rolled to her side and I pulled her to the edge of the bed. She squeaked and squawked till she noticed me kneeing between her knees, pulling her knees apart. She became quiet, still.



I touched her pussy, pressing a finger against the bulging lips, outlining the inner flesh, running my finger through her curiously silken brown pubic hair. She keened and relaxed back onto the bed. I pulled her legs over my shoulders and began by kissing her thigh, inner and arch up to the point of the hip. I repeated it with the other, kneading her flesh, massaging her while being diligent about breathing my super-heated breath onto the surface of her body, all along the cleft of her cunt as I moved and hovered over her. I licked and kissed around her pussy for several minutes which brought out her verbal mastery once more.
"Oh, oh please, oh Sonny please kiss it. You know where, you know who, you know why, please let when be now, now oh, Sonny!" Despite the begging anticipation in her voice, she kept her arms extended above her head, not touching or trying to direct my spiraling progress towards her molten center. Only her hips pulsed and tried to entice me with pressure and proximity, rising and shuddering before slowly lowering back to the edge of the mattress. I teased and pleased by turns so that when my tongue finally touched her pussy lips, her whole body quaked and a gigantic climax shook her. She gasped, she shivered, she sighed and then it was past.
"Cock." She hissed and I had not even kissed her cunt yet. She pulled away from me, crab walking back to the middle of the bed. "Out of time, cock!" She hissed at me again, her head back as she lay back onto her elbows.
I moved between her legs and they spread, planting her heels and lifting her pussy. I touched it with a finger. She groaned. I touched it with my cock. Mrs. Rossini screamed. I shoved my cock into her, entering her hard and fast, matching the drooling lushness I found there with straight on thrusting. Her body blossomed and arched as I sank into her. Her orgasm arrived in a flash and she was calling and crying as she flailed on her bed, convulsing in the throes of it.
I leaned over her, feeling her breast quivering against the skin of my chest. I lifted my body up and off her crotch, pulling my cock out of her body till only the head remained lodged in her. "Mrs. Rossini, you understand that I am going to fuck you whenever I want?"
"Uh huh." She grunted. "Love it." At that moment, her bedroom door opened and Brent stuck his head inside. She did not notice. Her body was taut, strung with heightened sexual awareness. Her eyes were closed and all she knew was the cock piercing her body fired passion throughout her flesh.
Brent eased into the room.
I shifted my hips up and thrust into her pussy, piercing her fully. The withdrawal was long and luscious. I held it, the head of my cock again just separating the lips of her cunt. "And with this key, I will be able to come here any time and mount you?" I said, looking at Brent.
He winked at me and began to undress.
"Oh yes!" She groaned but I was unclear if it was an answer or a response to my descending cock. I pulled back again and waited. For a moment she waited too, unmoving, listening, still. Brent froze.
"Mrs. Rossini, you said you want it all. I take that to mean that you want them all, us all. Including your son. You want us all to fuck you, to take you, mount you, do you over and over again?" My cock descended.
"Yes, ohhhhh gawd yes!" She growled her head thrashing back and forth as the slow penetrating cock sluiced into her body.
"And you said you want the Annie? We will, give you the Annie but when I please. I think this weekend would be best. Saturday, maybe?" I slammed hard down into her. The quivering woman grunted and her hips rose to meet the ineluctable penetration. She grunted and groaned but made no words. I hammered her over and over again. She had no words.
My orgasm arrived just as hers abated which fired a new feeling in her. My cock, having been pounding her to the bed, rooted in her and began to deposit load after load of spunk into her and she responded with renewed ecstasy. Her legs wrapped around me and locked me in place pulsing and pressing me deep, her hands crossed behind my neck. Her motion broke me down to lay fully on her. I kissed her lips, feeling her breasts smashed between us, careful not to pinch one of her great lovelies. She kissed back but only for a moment because a new wave of orgasm rattled her loose, tensing and shaking her with successive waves of pleasure till finally it ended and she collapsed to the bed.
"You, you must go." She panted. "Time. Joey returning tonight. Oh fuck!"
I bent over her. "Don't fuck your son till I say you can. Okay?"
That stilled her, she held her breath and I supposed tried to clear her sex-addled brain. Finally, she nodded. "After you say," She gasped.
Brent was naked, out of her range of vision between my elbows even with her eyes open. He stared at me. I grinned and lifted off his mother.
"Mrs. Rossini, it is definitely time for you to fuck your son!" I said. "Brent, she is all yours."
I moved off of her and she looked genuinely puzzled. But then Brent came into her view and she seemed to be transformed. She rolled to her knees and crouched on the other side of the bed, looking from me to him. Her eyes were wild.
"What is the matter, Mom?" Brent whispered. "You fucked me just fine last night."
The frantic look in her eyes passed and she nodded. "I know, son, but, but, do you know what happened to me? I was raped, remember? He forced me, tied me, fucked me."
"And you wanted it all." I muttered. Sasha looked like I had betrayed her. "On top or bottom, Mrs. Rossini?" I asked.
She pulled her eyes off Brent's great cock, staring at me like I was a stranger. Finally she nodded and returned her eyes to his cock. "I want to be on bottom." She said softly. "I want to fuck you, Brent. I want your big, huge cock sunk as far into me as you can make it go. I want you to mount me while Sonny watches. I want him to see you fuck me . . . " her face screwed up into a grimace. " . . . like you fucked his mom last night." She lifted her eyes to look Brent in the eyes, but he was already moving onto the bed. He reached for her and she tumbled onto her back, her legs opening. The reference to my mother only seemed to fire his drive to enter his own.
"I know you fucked her, Brent. And Mrs. Wills and Annie. I watched Annie take you and watched her scream as she fucked you. I want to see you fuck Cici and Laura and Kyla and Alissa. I want to see your great big cock slip into them all! I want to watch them squeal as you pound them senseless!" She shifted down the bed, gripped his cock with both hands and positioned it at her pussy entrance. "Now fuck me! Fuck me, Brent!" She rasped, the passion rattling in her voice.
Brent fucked her.
At first, his cock sank slowly into her, up and down, up and down. But then, finally she lifted her legs and the penetration was complete. She was pinned to the bed by his great spike. He bowed his back and enveloped first one breast then the other, sucking and kissing her before he took hold of her ass and proceeded to pound heavily into her.
Mrs. Rossini screamed, her head shook and her hair flew and her heels drummed on his back, erratic strikes as he rose and fell, pumping his cock over and over into her clasping pussy. After several minutes, she thrashed through an orgasm which triggered the same response in Brent. He pumped into her over and over again, grunting as he filled her with his come.
By this time, I was hard again. I had stood stock still beside the bed and watch their sexual collision. Nothing I had watched to that point had been as sexy as this moment. Seeing Natasha accepting her son for the first time—well the fourth for fifth but who's counting? It made me a little crazy. Once Brent quit pumping her and he flopped onto his side, his cock appearing out of her body, coated and streaked with their come, I moved to the nightstand and found what I sought. Not the vibrator, though on second thought I took that as well; it was the lube I sought. I held the tube up.
"Mrs. Rossini, do you really know what airtight means?"
Natasha's head lulled in my direction.
"Yeasssh." She said, sounding quit drunk. "I shnow what airshtight meanshhhh." She slurred.
"I think you need to have a cock in your ass and one in your pussy, just to make sure. You can practice your cocksucking technique another time. Suck him. Have you given your son a blow job yet?"
Natasha rose to an elbow and her eyes seemed to clear. She stared at my erect cock. "You want to put that in my ass?" She said, doubt in her tone.
"Airtight." I said softly. "That is our price for agreeing to come to your house and rape you like we do Annie from time to time. Remember? You said you wanted that. Someone to surprise you and eat you and fuck your cunt and ass when you least expect it?" I prompted.
Natasha's eyes rose to look into mine. My cock felt slighted but it did not wilt. She nodded. "Oh fuck yes, I remember." She said.
"Suck your son's cock. Make him hard. Mount him and then it will be ass time." I sounded crude but I felt crude. I want to pounce on her and fuck her quick and fast and hard and empty myself into her; heart, soul and cock but I retained control of my baser urges. "Now." I insisted.
Brent rolled onto his back.
"Can you get me a cloth? Something to clean him with?"
"Airtight, and Natasha, you may need to eat some pussy just to keep things even. Just as well start by tasting your own pussy. It is a simple step from licking pussy off a cock to putting your lips to her and doing what you like to see if she is built the same." My voice was slow and low, almost a croak.
She regarded me for a moment but finally nodded. She turned to Brent, found him lying on his back. She got to her knees and moved over him. Balancing on knees and elbows, she began to lick and then suck his flagging cock. After several minutes, Brent regained his stature and she was taking a third of his cock into her mouth and throat, trying for more but backing off with slurps and licks. His cock seemed to pulse and did glisten. She did not wait but mounted him, moving up his body to position her pussy over his great spike. She flexed her legs and rose up. Brent helped by holding his cock upright which forced her to go a little higher. Finally the tip fixed into her pussy and she sank down on him.
"Ooooohhhhhhh fuckkkkkkk mmmmmmmmmee!" Natasha groaned as the great instrument pierced her body. She pulled off of it and then pressed down again several times, eventually beginning to coat his cock with her juices. After several minutes, she managed to get it to fit back into her body. The impassioned assault of earlier was replaced by a careful insertion of her son's meat into her body; a studied envelopment which I thought was going to blow Brent's mind before she even got it all to fit into her.
But finally, she was able to sit down firmly astride his hips, grinding and hunching at the mighty cock lodged in her pussy. Then she became still and turned to look at me.
I had moved a little away to watch the tableau develop and did so with amazement. I watched the two of them negotiating the mechanics of copulation. I could clearly see neither of them focused on the 'who' they were fucking. But I did. Seeing this mother jamming her body down on her son's cock, focused on enveloping it with her luscious flesh, watching her get him impacted in her pussy so that she sat astride of him, filled with his cock . . . it all just flooded over me and I had a moment of intense pride. Perverse, a little, I admit that but they were fucking each other because of me. They were getting what they wanted because of me. When Natasha looked back at me, her eyes shone with concentration and effort, stimulation and sensation. That a woman could fit Brent's blunt club into her body with such determination seemed beyond belief. My cock had softened in the fresh air, watching a woman mount another man's enormous cock apparently intimidated me.
Natasha twisted her body and both she and Brent groaned with the motion. His cock formed the axis she rotated on. "Ass." She wheezed. "Ass?" She said again, but making it a question.
I cannot believe she left it up to me, like I would refuse that offer. I moved to the head of the bed. "Suck me hard, woman." I said, trying to sound tough or something and failing. It made her smile and Brent giggled which, given his position must have required considerable effort.
"Oh, oh gawd, Sonny. Keep him laughing. I can feel it in the back of my throat, I swear it!" That made Brent chuckle again and his mother groaned, shuddering with pleasure as the little shivers traveled up the cock into her seething interior. She recovered then bent, twisting as she did so and took the end of my cock between her lips. Something went off in my head and I think I went momentarily blind because when I next noticed anything I remember, my cock was rock hard and her mouth had it completely enveloped at a sort of wrenched angle which put odd pressure on me.
Brent had his hand clasped to her ass cheeks and was gently undulating beneath her which caused her to emit gurgling grunts of pleasure and excitement but made her sucking on my cock erratic. I backed up and she nearly toppled over trying to keep her mouth on my cock, which I admired. I wanted to surrender to her good graces but instead, I needed to teach her ass to hold a well-intentioned cock. I moved beside them and Brent pulled her into a kiss which tipped her forward onto his chest. They disappeared into their private passion and I took that moment to retrieve the vibrator from the nightstand.
When they parted, panting, Natasha began to shiver and shake and her ass began to buck on the cock she rode, shifting and shimmying like she was trying to dislodge it, escape or something but finding it too long to rise above, she remained pierced while the orgasm ran through her. Brent took two of the bed pillows and lifted her while she rode, stuffing them under his ass. At the last, his mother rose up on her knees to make it easier but then she lost her will and dropped heavily onto the cock in her, grunting as she did so. Her eyes where dull with passion, glistening with tension and slitted with concentration.
Brent pulled her forward once more which, given the slight rise the pillows granted his hips, jacked her ass into the air. He widened his legs which opened his mother that much more. She slipped just a little, a small jolt which seemed to rattle her. She tensed and tried to lean back, arching her neck as she gripped her son's shoulders. I moved between his legs and put my implements on the bed. I grasped her ass and opened it.
"Oh shit!" She muttered.
"Good question." I said. I asked if she had other needs before I fucked her ass and she insisted she was 'good to go.'
"Shove it in me whenever you are ready." She moaned, her voice sound choked as though emerging from around the cock that seemed to run up her spine and lodge in the back of her throat from behind. Her body never stopped rocking.
I got lube and dabbed it on the cone of her ass hole and massaged it a moment. She grunted when my finger entered her. More lube, more finger, more lube. She got still when my finger entered her the first time. She canted forward and tensed her knees, lifting her body so that Brent's cock was half in and half out of her pussy. In this position, she waited.
The sliver vibrator was chilled in the night air and when I touched it to her asshole, she jumped but the motion only made her lose control of her muscles and her suspended body slid down the cock till she had it completely lodged inside her body once more. I pressed the tip of the vibrator into her and she lifted and pushed back at it, wanting it, desiring it, taking a few inches of it into her ass. I withdrew it and with more lube, shoved it deeper into her. She sank onto Brent's cock and offered no more help. I worked the silver dildo/ vibrator into and out of her ass till it I got it completely buried into her ass. I sat back and regarded my work. Brent hunched a little and Natasha responded somehow but not with much intent because of the dual penetration.
When I turned the vibrator on, Natasha's body jerked and she screamed, an inchoate testimony to pleasure. Her hips shook and jerked, shivering and shaking as the vibrations rattled through her.
"Fuck me, I can feel that in my cock!" Brent said through gritted teeth.
"Oh, oh, oh!" Natasha grunted as she began to come again. She lifted her head and kissed her son on the lips. "Fuck me, baby, fuck your mother while Sonny does my ass. I want it all, Brent baby. Fuck me."
I am not sure what she was asking. He was hardly in much position to do much but she kissed him and raised her hips and shucked her cunt down his shaft as hard as she could. I touched the vibrator and increased its buzz. Natasha's ass began to piston up and down, chasing after a speed she could not hope to match. Finally she clinched and tensed, her whole body shaking and shaking and shaking.
"Geezus, she is so tight!" Brent grunted. "Fuck me, Mom! Fuck me!"
His words seemed to touch something in Natasha Rossini and she began to hammer her hips up and down with a wild frenzy. Then the orgasm peaked, she tensed and her ass dropped, slicing the cock back into her. She lay still. Brent moved up to her hips and pulled at her large ass cheeks.
"Your turn, Sonny. Fuck my mother in the ass!" He growled. His hands pulled at her hips, peeling her open further.
The sentiment touched me and all I wanted to do was obey. I withdrew the shivering silver from her ass. Brent pulled her ass cheeks apart again. I got to my knees behind the piked woman and touched my cockhead to her asshole. When I pressed forward, the tight heat of it nearly unraveled me. I wanted to just topple over and spurt all over the room. But I steeled my will to match my cock, pulled back, dabbed more lube around the point where we joined and shoved forward. Natasha lifted her ass and I plunged past the guardian, deep into her ass.
Both Brent and Natasha groaned with the added weight. Brent wrapped his arms around Natasha's back, underneath her arms. "Fuck her, now." Brent grunted.
I found my balance, rose up, pulling my cock half out of her ass and then began to slide it back into her. The feeling nearly overwhelmed me; tight and hot, my cock seem to transmit every ridge and rill of her ass canal to my brain, stimulating my cock all along the way. Out. In. Out. In. I sawed her ass a few strokes. Then I reared back and hammered her ass hard.
"Oh, oh gawd, yes. Like that. Like that. Fuck me hard, Sonny! Fuck my ass hard like that!" Natasha cried.
When I did, she cried out again and screamed her body tried to move, to respond but Brent held her in place. I hammered down into her, over and over again till she began to shake. I felt Brent arching beneath us. Together, we double-fucked his mother.
It seemed like she came continually for several minutes before my own orgasm flashed through me and I felt Brent begin to erupt into the female we shared. I think it was only a minute or so because it was so intense, I was nearly erupting as soon as she first squeezed down hard on my implanted cock. Natasha was babbling senselessly, her body, twice pinned and fully filled; she could do little else besides quiver between us and feel us fuck her. She received us both and came and came and came. Her jabber finally quieted as I pulled my cock out of her ass and sat back on my heels. Brent pulled the pillows out from under his ass and lifted his knees. He humped into his inert mother a time or two but she did not move. She lay, completely open, completely spread on top of her son.




I got off the bed, satisfied that she would be primed for an airtight session. Suddenly I was tired, swamped by the backwash of constant sexual stimulation. I dressed slowly, leaving the mother and son conjoined without motion. When I was dressed, I moved over and lay a hand on Natasha's ass. When she did not move, I slapped her hard and loud.
She flinched.
"Geezus, Sonny! What are you doing?" Brent said, opening his eyes and peering out from under his supine mother.
"No fucking tomorrow or Friday. Saturday, Brent, tie your dear mother and bring her to the Wills house at ten thirty. We should be ready for her then." I said casually. "No fucking, no sucking, nothing. Don't fucking touch each other till Saturday." I shrugged. "Or ignore me but I am sure you will both enjoy it more if you lay off each other for a couple days, till Natasha Rossini is airtight. Then, Brent, you can fuck your mother as much and as often as you want or as much as she wants, if you think you are up to it. Sasha, you can count on having us fuck you by surprise in the near future. But both of you, I am going do her ass with a belt on Saturday. And Natasha, you may need to eat out another woman so be prepared to go down when I ask you to. Okay."
"Sure, Sonny. Whatever you say." Brent said in his best, 'fuck you' voice. He was not known for sarcasm but he seemed to have adequate command of the tactic.
"Mrs. Rossini?" I said after a long, pregnant pause.
"Sonny, Sonny . . . " Natasha lifted her head. "If you let me watch you fuck your mother, you can do whatever you like to me."
I shook my head. Always negotiating. "It's a date, Natasha. But she may insist you eat her while I fuck you." I just made that up. Some agent I turned out to be.
"Anything you say, Sonny. Just so I get to watch you fuck your own mother."
I left them there like that. I did not tell her that MY mother took her sons cock up her ass. Mrs. Rossini might prove to be competitive and try it on her own which could have fucked up the coming weekend.
I rose and hurriedly dressed. I did not want to meet Joey Rossini this way.
I left the house. I had done what I could. I felt grim with the delicacy of it but euphoric that I had assembled all the parts. Now all I had to do was wait. With the guys advised of the situation, I bent my back to school and getting through the next two days. Everything was in place or as much in place as I could make it. The next event would be meeting Alissa's sister . . . and fucking her.
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The next two days went by, not fast, not slow. I had to work like a dervish to get ready for the weekend. The last thing I wanted was to have homework on my mind. I communicated the same idea to the rest of the guys. The last thing we needed was our MILFs worrying they were fucking us out of a good education. I got enough done so that Monday could arrive without difficulty if the weekend proceeded as I hoped it would. If I had only known, what would I have done? I likely would not have been able to concentrate and would have gotten nothing done. Yes, sometimes ignorance is bliss. So I got to Friday in pretty good shape.
The only odd thing occurred when I was leaving the shower Friday morning, Tawny met me at the door pressed her hands against my bare chest and kissed me on the lips. Without another word, she pushed me out of the bathroom and closed the door in my face. I have to admit, I was paying so little attention to the pussies in my house, I had no clear idea of what was going on. But in retrospect, the agreement to let me come to them was likely wearing a bit thin since I was busy elsewhere, I was taking too long. I would get to them, I promised myself. I just wanted to give them my full attention and at the moment I had plenty to focus on. I had to figure out how to let them know I would not neglect them.
On Friday, I finished up about two and drove to the airport and parked. Being in a rush usually makes me jumpy. I like to ride a calm wave of a good plan and avoid the jitters of adrenaline. However, now, I felt the adrenaline and the thrill. I had a general idea of who I was meeting and what she looked like. I picked up the flimsy sign I had made with 'Melissa' on it and went into the terminal to wait for her plane to arrive. I was barely prepared for the woman in the flesh.
I spotted the woman in question striding down the walkway without knowing she was coming to meet me. She wore black, a flared black skirt that looked more like a European lamp shade and covered nothing. Her stockings glinted blackly on her lithe legs as she strutted towards me. Her high heels made her prance a little. I held a sign with her name on it, hoping but not really believing it was actually Alissa's sister. I wore a dark jacket over my blue jeans with the billed hat typical of a limo driver. I had no limo, Mom's car would have to do.
Melissa's short black jacket covered her shoulders but could not contain her breasts which waved before her like an approaching tsunami. The black blouse was fitted under her arms and was so thin it was almost not there. When the jacket balked, I could see her breasts clearly through her blouse, full, taut with tapered, pointed nipples showing clearly. She stopped before me, lips parted.
"Mrs. Arherns?" I said.
She shook her head. She tapped the sign I was holding. "Melissa." She said.
I looked at the sign, a mystified look on my face, hiding the thrill that this woman was 'the' woman, 'the sister'. "Oh shit!" I muttered. "Wrong sign. I am sorry, ma'am! I am supposed to be picking up Mrs. Arhens, or I thought so. Just a sec." I took off the cap I wore and wiped my forehead with my forearm. I picked up the clipboard I had my homework on and studied it as though I searched through a list, running a finger down the paper. "What is today? The nineteenth?"
"The eighteenth." Melissa said, her eyes changing to one of confused concern. "The sign is right. I am Melissa."
I looked at the clipboard. "The eighteenth? Oh right! You are Melissa Crawford? The one I am supposed to fuck till she screams?"
Melissa's look was priceless. I was sure we had met but not recently, not in a several years maybe during which I had grown taller, more muscular. I am sure I was changed and the chauffer's hat and sunglasses would have fooled my sisters into looking twice. I looked good! I chuckled, and held out a hand. "Luggage, Ms. Crawford?"
Melissa recovered and held up the bag in her hand. "I am good. This is enough." She said, her aplomb returned. "I checked nothing. And you are?"
"Just the driver, ma'am." I said. I offered to take her bag again and after a moment, she let it go and we headed for the car. I walked before her in silence. She followed and I could feel the nerves emanating from her like radiation and her eyes poking at me. I could almost hear my words echoing in her ears while she tried to convince herself she did not hear what she heard or at least, that I did not say what she heard. She appeared much younger, more innocent than her elder sister. At the car, I tossed her bag into the backseat and stood before her with my hand on her door.
"Miss, would it be all right if I kissed you right now?" I asked.
For a moment, she looked nonplussed. "Miss?" She responded, avoiding the question.
I shrugged. "Have it your way. Miss MILF, would you like to be kissed? Part of the service, no tip required, I assure you!"
"Who the fuck are you, anyway?" She said, putting her fists on her considerable hips.
I smiled my best 'I am so cute' smile. "Sonny Duncan, Ma'ma." I said.
Her face worked. "Sonny Duncan? That Sonny Duncan? Alissa told me about you. Last night she said you wrote The Pleasure Contracts on Amazon. That Sonny Duncan?"
I shook my head but said, "That's me." The lie was getting away from me.
She grinned. "I started reading them on my new Kindle. Pretty fucking awesome if you are a man! Pleasure contracts!" She snorted. "What woman would ever fuck whenever a man asked? Just because she signed a contract giving her body to him?"
I felt my face heating. I had to do something to change the conversation. "Miss MILf, what about the kiss? No strings attached." I held up my hands.
Her face left nonplussed behind and almost made it to shocked before she smiled. "From what Alissa tells me, I would be a fool to refuse. You have a reputation, buddy." She stared at me for a moment. I waited. Finally she closed the car door and nodded. I put a hand onto her waist and leaned into her. Her eyes closed as my lips touched hers. She was tense beneath my hand. With my lips laying on hers, touching but still, I pulled her a half step closer. If I was going to use this woman, she needed to get used to it and immediately. With the hand once on the door handle, I lifted her skirt and touched her between the legs.
Melissa flinched and tried to twist away without breaking our kiss but my hand at her waist did not release her. I pulled her a bit closer, keeping my lips lightly in contact with hers though I felt her tongue touching me. Her eyes were open now. I massaged her crotch and for a moment she watched me with her big eyes before they closed and her hips hunched at me. I moved my lips away from hers enough to speak. "We are going to take your sister this weekend, often and repeatedly, Melissa. I understand you want to watch?" My fingers found the divide of her pussy and I pressed at the cloth covering it.
Melissa moaned softly and bumped her hips at my hand. She moved her hands which had been hanging lankly at her side up to lie lightly on my chest. "Yes." She breathed softly. "Yes." Her hips pressed against my hand.
"Watch? Or participate?"
Her eyes opened mine and she looked at me for the first time, seeing me studying her beautiful, flawless face. I touched my lips to hers again and then pulled back after the slightest pressure.
"Participate?" She spoke it as a question.
I was about to press the issue when I felt two things, one leading to the next. First I felt the seam, the opening in the pantyhose she wore and upon exploiting it, discovered the second thing. I felt the moisture bubbling out of her body, slicking my finger as I stroked her. I pressed the winning finger into her body and Melissa grunted, widening her thighs as I entered her. She hips swung forward and my finger sank deeper into her quivering body.
The echoing chatter of other people rang through the garage. We froze. A car started and drove away and our level of the parking garage became quiet. I heard nothing, saw no one. "Open my pants, take out my cock."
Melissa fumbled for a moment before her hands found and freed my erect cock. I put my back against the car and bent my knees, sliding lower. She stepped over my legs, straddling me, her hand remained tightly wrapped around my cock. I pulled her close and kissed her, her eyes watching my lips as they neared hers before closing as we made contact. My pants dropped down my legs. Her body neared mine, her hand moved off the end of my cock and she rose up on her toes and the wet head of my cock encountered the material covering her pussy. My finger was still inside her body. She grunted when I removed it and then she was pressing herself onto my erect cock. I wiped my sopped finger on her butt and then gripped her and lifted her body up and onto my prick. The seam parted and I was inside her in a moment, her body shivered at the contact. Both of my hands found the cheeks of her considerable ass and pulled her up, nearly off her feet. I held her high, free of the ground and she lifted her legs, her knees sliding up the outsides of my body. When I pulled her down onto my cock, she dropped her legs, my mouth sealing against hers and her arms went around me. I penetrated her and she gasped as we clinched together, joined.
I heard voices and saw two couples exiting from the access elevator but they only glanced our way then turned the other direction. I lifted her up and turned us, her arms around my neck and my hands holding her tight on my cock by the ass. I pressed her against car and completed our coupling, shoving the remaining length of my cock into her body. Her knees rose and she wrapped her legs around me as I resumed kissing her. I pulled out of her and then pounded deep into her body, feeling the constraint of the seam gaping as her legs strained around me.
"Oh, yes, fuck me!" Melissa muttered. " Alissa said I should fuck you if you wanted me. She said you would do this. Fuck me before we left the airport. I have been boiling hot in anticipation since I got on the plane. My gawd, you are deep inside my body, I feel your cock, your hot, fiery cock piercing me!" She kissed me and then hunched higher on my body, only touching me and the car, her feet locked behind my ass. I began to stroke into her and she lay back against the curve of the car and allowed me to fuck her, holding her, watching her massive breasts as they shimmied inside the diaphanous black blouse.
The elevator returned and this time I heard children. I disengaged and pulled up my pants, opened the door and stuffed Messy Melissa into the front seat. I rounded the car and got inside.
"That is one hell of a greeting." Melissa said softly. "Are you sure that is part of the service?"
I started the car and got into the night's traffic flow before I responded.
"Do you know what this weekend is about?" I asked.
Melissa nodded in the darkness than spoke, "I think so. Sex. Lots of sex for us all."
I chuckled. I could not have said it better myself. "This was to be about your sister. I had more or less decided to do her next. I don't know what she has told you but there is a MILF List and she is on it. We were going to make her air tight, after we all fucked her, mouth, pussy, ass, all five of us. She was to be ours, and we would have been hers. She wanted you to watch. It seemed to me that she would be turned on by your presence, that you would enhance the experience for her. I thought she wanted you to see her lose her mind in the agony of total ecstasy as a matter of increasing the thrill of being had by five guys. I say, I thought that, for a reason. I had a woman to serve us, to help keep us clean. But then dear Alissa fucked it all up."
The last words came out more harshly than I intended but being inside Melissa had fired off every instinct I had about a woman being 'good in bed'. This woman was an untapped natural resource and I wanted to tap it. If Alissa was black fire, her sister was black lava, burning hot and darkly.
"What do you mean?" Melissa asked softly. "How did she fuck it all up?"
"Do not get me wrong, here, Missy." I said, putting the slight sneer I heard in Alissa's voice into mine when I spoke the name. "I love your sister. She is a hot property but she can be a bossy bitch when she gets into her professional setting."
Melissa chortled. "Oh, you have seen Miss 'I am the greatest', have you? Gawd, that pisses me off when she gets that way. Miss 'Mistress of the Universe' and everyone is expected to fall to their knees and worship or at least obey her every command!"
"Yes. That woman appeared. But Missy, you should get this since we have so little time together, I am in command, not your sister. She is going to learn that this weekend, if you wish to participate," I stopped. Thinking to ask it of her, to elaborate what I had in mind but thought better of it, face to face would be better than while I was driving. "What did she tell you, about the weekend?" It was a good stall.
Melissa eyed me for a moment, curious about the interrogation. "She said she had arranged for five guys to take her and she wanted me to watch and learn." Melissa said, a bite in her voice. "I almost told her to fuck off but she had already told me about you, about how you fucked her senseless, in shackles and everything." The woman gasped and took a huge breath. "She described it in detail. I have to confess, her description was pretty awesome. Despite her other faults, she has never lied about ecstasy. When she invited me, I thought she was just gloating, not really inviting me."
"Why did you come?"
"I haven't yet." She said calmly and looked over at me with a wicked grin. "Don't get me wrong, I got really close. A woman likes a man trying to make her come, even if he fails. We appreciate the effort. But to your question," she shrugged and the motion of her breasts almost caused a wreck. I swerved and made for the restaurant where I would finalize the situation.
She continued. "I have never seen anyone fuck, not up close. Lissa and I have talked about it forever; you know, watching each other fuck the same guy. She said we could take you all on, that you all would love to have sisters like that, right? She would fuck one and then I would and then move to the next one and I could go first. She begged me over and over, telling me how great it would be."
I smiled as I pulled off the freeway. "Your sister, has she ever competed with you, I mean, made things harder for you while pretending she was helping you?"
Aunt Missy glanced at me and I met it with one of my own before returning my attention to traffic. I pulled into the Cat's Meow, a bar and grill I liked before she answered. I turned off the car.
"Lissa fucked three of my boyfriends in high school. She would come sailing in from college and the next thing I know, she had them in her room and I would be cooling my heels in the living room. She always claimed I was keeping them waiting so she 'heated the up' for me. I always wondered if she wanted me to break in on them but I never did. They would come down with this guilty look on their face and we would go to dinner. They were all college boys, older than me but I knew what was going on. Truthfully, it sort of excited me at the time, knowing my big sister was upstairs fucking the guy I was going out with." She grinned. "I am a little weird, I guess." She clucked, clicking her tongue against her teeth. "I never got any from any of them. They all were so nervous after she . . . did whatever she did to them, they dropped me as soon as they could. They got the wrong sister, I suppose, I suppose they thought that anyway which is weird because after she did them I certainly would have, just trying to keep up."
I nodded and got out of the car. I had one more issue I had to manage. I opened the door for her. "Call Alissa and tell her your plane is late, tell her you are going to be delayed." We waited at the car while she completed the phone call. A moment later, my phone rang.
"Oh Sonny," Alissa sang at me after I answered. "My sister is going to be late, she missed her flight or something, can you be a dear and wait for her? She said it could be seven or eight before she arrives? Call me when you are settled. Thanks, hon!" And she was gone before I said a word.
I looked at Melissa, miffed but not at her. "Let's get a table. There are some things you need to know."
When we were seated and ordered dinner, I leaned on my elbows, mentally shrugging. I had to address this now. "Melissa, did Alissa mention that she was fucking Sammy?"
She rolled her eyes. "Sam? No and I doubt she is. She claims he has a blond chippy on the side somewhere that keeps his wick wet. Why? You the jealous type?"
I almost laughed. Me? Jealous? Hardly. That is a colossal waste of time. "No, Melissa, not Sam, Sammy." I said sotto voce, the tone catching her attention so she reviewed my words once more before answering.
When the words registered, her face expanded as she gasped, her sexy mouth making a full oval before she covered it with a hand. "No shit. She is fucking little Sammy? Oh my gawd!" She muttered, staring down at the table, a hand still at her lips. The more I looked at this woman, the more I wanted to take her, the more aroused I got. She had that something, that mysterious something that became more attractive the longer I was with her'; inviting and mysteriously erotic. Her kinky hair and her large lips, once more covered with lipstick, a hot pink shade that accented her beautiful white teeth. Her eyes danced. "Fuck me, we had a bet about who would fuck their son first. I thought it was a joke but . . . no shit!" Then her eyes widened again with a new realization. "When she said she was taking on five guys, shit, Sammy has to be one of them, doesn't he?"
I nodded, slowly. "Sammy and I did Alissa together and now the rest of us were going to do her this weekend. But now I would rather we do you, let your bitch of a sister watch while you fuck yourself silly on 'her' boys. How do you feel about fucking your nephew while his mother looks on, tied to a chair?"
Melissa looked at me with absolutely no response for the longest time. I thought she was waiting for the food to come so she could have something in her mouth to help her consider the situation. But finally she spoke, "You mean to have me take Alissa's place?"
"Well, not exactly. I mean to have her watch while we do another MILF and if that goes well, if you like what you see, then you can ask for us to do you the next day. I know this is a lot to take in, but Missy, your sister was setting you up, shining you on. She wanted us to tie you up and fuck her and never let you have anything. I don't think she was going to share anything with anyone, least of all you."
For a moment Melissa's mouth worked but then she breathed, "That bitch! It sounds just like my sister. She would think that is all very entertaining, me tied to a chair while she gets cock hammered and comes over and over again. Fuck me!" Melissa's eyes began to tear up, her face actually flushed, her caramel cheeks showing pink through her light makeup.
I held up a hand. "It is just Alissa being Mistress of the Universe but Melissa, she likes to be taken down a peg. I think this is a test to see if I know how to deal with her. If you agree to help me, I will give you the option of being airtight." Our food arrived and while we ate, I told her about the MILF List and fucking my own mother and sister and the mothers of my friends. By the time our plates were clean, Missy was staring at me wide-eyed.
"You have got to be kidding me, Sonny. You fucked them all? My sister likes to be spanked and she has had a woman go down on her?" Melissa's voice quivered on that last phrase.



I nodded. "Here is what I want to do. I want to do to you, everything that turns her on." I stopped, "Oh, we'll do anything you want that turns you on too, if it is different from your sister. But I want to make her watch you get what she wants, what she thought was hers." I could see immediately that I had engaged the woman's interest. I smiled at the gleam in her eyes.
"Let me get this right. You want me to fuck you and Sammy and three of your friends, suck each of you off, fuck you, take you in the ass and then do you all at once?"
"Yeah, like that. If you can stand it, I want to spank you, like I did her so she sees you getting what she wants. While you are shackled." I hesitated, wondering about Mrs. Wills' beds, if they had something to tie Melissa to. That is the key. I am thinking that since you are a sister of one of the MILFs, we would all eat you. Do you like to have your pussy sucked?"
Melissa nodded slowly, like she was in a trance. "Oh, oh yes." She breathed.
I nodded. "Then here is what is going to happen. Tomorrow, the guys are going to fuck one of the MILFs instead of Alissa with her arriving all hotted up thinking she is going to be the main intercourse. Sunday, they will have the choice of you or her and they will all vote to take you. So we will take you, if that is what you want. I'll ask you at the time. All you have to do is hand us your sister and you'll be off the hook but I really would like her to go without while you get what she thinks she should be getting."
"Oh fucking hell, that is wonderful!" Melissa muttered. "Finally every guy in the room takes me rather than my older sister! Oh gawd Sonny, it makes me wet just thinking about that, to say nothing of the actual fact that I will star in an orgy with five hot young guys like you!" Her eyes clouded. "One of them will be Sammy, though right?"
I nodded. That had to be addressed.
For a moment she sat, her eyes distant. Finally she fixed that smoldering gaze on me. "What does Sammy think about this, have you discussed it with him?"
I considered my responses. "Well, not really. I did not want to promise what was not mine to promise. For all I know, Lissa strung me along just to jerk with me." I did not explain why I would think that or that it would fit with her vetting of me for her company project. The thought had occurred to me. "I could not be sure you were really coming till you . . . arrived." I stumbled, wanting to be clever but my mind was too cluttered. "Trust me, Sammy will be happy to fuck you. He has been at your sister since my Mom and I introduced them."
"Your mom? Oh right. She and you fucked Sammy and Alissa. I get it. Clever. Mother and son watch mother and son fuck and it seems . . . better somehow." She shook her head, smiling a private little smile. "Like seeing yourself in a metaphorical mirror. Son fucks mother."
"Is that a problem for you?"
Missy hesitated for a moment but grinned. "No. Well, I don't think so. I have thought about fucking Sammy or young guys like you before now but this is the first time I have . . . well, confronted the real possibility. You are dumping a lot on me though."
"I know, Melissa. And look, it is okay if you want to pass and let me do your sister without involving you in all this."
At that, Melissa shook her head vehemently. "Hell no, mo' fo'. I will not miss this for anything. I just had not considered Sammy would be involved. Oh shit, I remember you! You have been Sammy's buddy for years. You guys fell out of a tree one time trying to see me getting out of the shower!"
I grunted and grinned. "Right. That was me, us. I have to say that was Sammy's idea. He has had a thing for you for a long time. The question is do you have enough of a thing for him to fuck him while his mother looks on?" I absolutely could not avoid this if the weekend would work.
There is was. Melissa Crawford sat for a while. It was a long time but curiously, I did not get antsy. I just waited. Now the plan was in place and all I could really do was ride it and the weekend out.
Finally, Melissa leaned forward on her elbows. "I am sorry, Sonny, this is a lot to take in. I have been close to this sort of sexual event before but never so intimately connected. How about this, I will go along with you till I don't and when I don't I'll just bow out? What do you think? I just don't know how all this is going to affect me but I have to confess I am curious as hell to find out. I just worry that it will be like a bad LSD trip and I don't want to be unable to get out of it if I need to."
I considered her words and shrugged. "Ma'am, I guess that is implied for anyone and everyone involved. Don't like the scene? Split. No worries."
One last thing, Sonny, just to be even. I really would like to see you fuck your mother, particularly since Alissa may not be fucking her Sammy, if I get your drift."
"Geezus, my mom and I are really in demand." I muttered but not so she could hear. "Fine. My mom seems, somewhat more willing than I ever thought she would be when it comes to this sort of thing. I am pretty sure I can get her on her back for you."
"While I am here?"
"How long are you staying?"
"Plane is Monday but I can push it a day or two. Lissa and I always do things radical like, with no plan really or at least, we rarely if ever follow the plan we start out with." She smirked. "We have gone out planning to fuck the same man several times and well, as far as I know, you are the first man who has been inside of us both." Her eyes found me. "Is that long enough?"
I nodded, "I think so."
The ticket came and she paid it for me and we left. She walked before me, her long stride made her ass shift and I wanted her, my cock grew but I knew I had to wait. We got into the car and I checked my watch. It was a quarter after six. Dark was falling and we had time to kill before Alissa would be expecting us. I had just the way to kill some time. "So, Miss Melissa, have you ever been 'right there' while another woman was fucked?"
She twisted in the car seat to look at me. Slowly, she shook her head. "No. I haven't had the pleasure. Movies don't count."
"Movies are not the same, I assure you." I felt all worldly and shit and that made me feel awkward and stupid. "How about you get a little taste of it before the main event tomorrow?"
Melissa did not respond. But she did not say 'no' either.
I started the car and drove, eager to pursue this thought. I took out my phone and at a red light called the Wills house and told Mrs. Wills we were coming, I told her to have the uniform on when I arrived which puzzled her and Melissa. I ignored them both.
I pulled up to the house and went around and opened the door for Melissa. I put my arm around her and walked her to the door. She rang the bell. Chris answered the door. Her eyes got wide and he stared at Melissa like she had three eyes. Of course it was because she was beautiful and smelled like aroused woman, even if he could not place the scent that emanated from every pore of her sexy body.
"Chris. Chris? Chris!"
"What. What? What! "
"Why are you answering the door?" I spoke in a loud voice, hoping Laura could hear me. "Can we come in?"
"Oh, what? Oh, sure! Please, come in."
"Chris, this is Melissa Crawford. She is Sammy's aunt, Alissa's sister."
"Sammy's? Alissa's? Oh. Ohhhhh!" He grinned what can only be described as a predatory grin but on Chris, it appeared more like delight and naked lust.
"Down boy. She is just here to watch." I could see the disappointment in his face so plain he could not have been more obvious using any words at all. I glanced at Melissa and found her staring at him.
"He is beautiful. Can I have him?" She looked over at me. Her eyes were wide. She ostentatiously licked her lips. "Blond. Blue eyes. He looks delicious!"
I almost laughed and might have done so if Mrs. Wills had not appeared from around the corner, buttoning up the bodice of her white maid's blouse, her bare breasts clearly visible through the diaphanous material. I clinched my face into a stern look and nodded. "Mrs. Wills, thank you for opening your home to us. This is the woman I told you about."
Mrs. Wills curtsied. "Please to meet you ma'am. My name is Laura, please tell me if there is anything you want."
"Show her to her room, will you."
Mrs. Will gazed at me, confused.
I helped. "Show her to the guest room for the moment. Melissa, are you comfortable?"
Melissa pulled her eyes off the stunning blond maid before her and looked at me. "Comfortable?"
I moved over to Laura and put a hand on her ass. She stared up into my eyes, her green eyes wide and waiting. I moved the hand under the dress, searching for undies. I nodded. "Good girl, no underwear." I pushed my hand between her legs and she had to shift her feet to allow it. I found her dripping pussy and put a finger into her as far as her clinched pussy allowed. I withdrew the finger and presented it to Laura's scarlet lips. She had on blue eye shadow and mascara, tastefully applied. She licked my finger clean. I looked at Melissa who was staring. "Get comfortable, we are going out. If you want her to lick you anytime, feel free to ask. Tell me if she says 'no', though, would you?" The implication was clear.
Chris immediately looked crestfallen, the very meaning of that phrase 'going out' reducing him to disappointment. The women departed up the stairs, curiously quiet for two women.
"Hurry back." I called after them and then looked at Chris who was staring after them.
"Geezus, Sonny. What are you doing? I thought this was just our thing?"
I shrugged. "Not my doing. Alissa invited her. She started this but we are going to finish it. In about an hour or two, when I get back, you will need to go get Alissa and bring her here. Chris, when you arrive, I am going to offer you her or her sister. You ask for her sister. You understand? Alissa gets nothing this weekend." I said more than I wanted. I knew what she wanted, she wanted this, she challenged me and if I let it stand, nothing would work the way it needed to. Alissa knew that but she could not stop herself; she relied on me stopping her and I was not going to disappoint her, even a little bit.
"Are we going to fuck her?" Chris asked. "Gawd, that would be something! What a gorgeous woman! She reeks of sex, she . . . " He stared at me. "You have been in her already, haven't you?"
"When did you get so clever?" I asked but he did not answer because we heard the click, click, click of Melissa's high heels on the stairs and they appeared. Laura's face was scarlet red. Her face was bowed to the floor. I knew something had happened but not knowing seemed so delicious I left it alone. I took Laura by the arm and pulled her into the living room and pressed her to her knees. Chris and Melissa followed and seeing Laura on her knees, glanced at each other.
I opened my pants and offered her my still limber cock. She immediately pulled it to her lips and began to kiss and lick it. She sucked it into her mouth and began to move her head up and back, sucking noisily on my cock. Her eyes were closed but her body fairly sang with the performance. I watched Melissa, gauging her reaction which was a mixture of fascinated interest and reluctance. When my cock was hard I put it away and turned from the woman kneeling on her own living room floor. "Chris, no fucking her, hear me!" I buttoned up my pants, tucking cock away as I did so.
I took Melissa's hand and pulled her out the back door. She followed me but shambling like she was drunk. I pulled her to the gap in the hedge that led into the Kingston's backyard. I stopped and pulled Missy close and kissed her hard.
When our lips parted, she said, "I thought we are going out."
I smiled. "We are out. Now we are going back in." She made to turn around but I pulled her through the hedge. She squeaked as we scraped through. With her hand clasped firmly in mine, I moved up onto the Kingston's deck. I peered in the little window that overlooked the Kingston's kitchen. I saw Annie at the stove. She wore a green print dress with little purple flowers on it. Her hair was down, a kinky flow of black covering her face and neck.
"What are you doing?" Melissa whispered.
"I am going to fuck her. Look. Doesn't she look ready to be laid?" I grasped Melissa by her shoulders and held her before the window. We could hear music coming from inside, a singer crooned in Chinese. Annie turned her face towards us without seeing us, a pot of rice in her hand; she was clearly singing along with the music.
"What do you mean?" Melissa whispered.
I did not answer but pulled her to the sliding door and tried it; I had the key but it slid smoothly open. I pulled Melissa in after me, stepping down into the sunken living room. She was pulling back but I did not release her. Her face was a mask of fear. I kicked off my shoes and then when we were near to the counter of the kitchen that overlooked the lower part of the room, I released her and bounded up into the kitchen. Annie had her back to me, bending over the stove. The song ended and Annie turned, her eyes became wide and she tried to scream but I was on her, turning her and encircling her waist with one arm from behind. I lifted her and she kicked, her high heels glancing off my shins. I put my hand over her mouth and she tried to bite me. I dragged her to counter, my cock pressed into her little ass. I bent her over it. She was shaking, her whole body shuddered and quaked.
Her dress buttoned up the back. I hissed into her ear, loud enough for Melissa to hear. "Fucking be quiet." I did not threaten. I still had an arm around her waist and was bending over her. The keening against my hand stopped, she struggled but I held her tight. My hard cock pressed against her ass and I felt her lift her ass, pressing against my cock, grinding against me with obvious relish. I released her mouth and with that hand pressed her flat onto the counter top, she supported herself with her legs but only barely, high on her tiptoes. I grasped one side of the dress and yanked at it, hard. Buttons pinged around the room, the dress opened down to her waist. She had on dainty red panties. I released her with my other hand. "Don't move." I growled. With both hands I ripped the dress completely apart, tearing through the skirt.
Annie moaned, her ass waved at me.
Melissa stood stock still in the middle of the living room, like she was tied to a stake. She stared, one hand lying at the crease of her cleavage and the other bunched in her own skirt.
I parted the dress, filleting it out to each side so it looked like Annie was surrounded by great green wings. I unhooked her bra and then inched her undies over her slim hips and down to her straight thighs. She hissed as they dropped down her legs. She shifted and stepped out of them but tangled a heel in them and I had to bend down to release her foot. I straightened and opened my pants and skimmed them down.
"I am going to fuck you, Mrs. Kingston, like you like it."
"Ohhhhh." Annie wailed, tears running down her cheeks, her face towards the interior of the house. Melissa could not see her face.
I put my hands on her waist and pulled her towards my cock, fitting it between her legs. She grunted and lifted her lower body as high as she could, then lifted one leg, bringing the knee up onto the counter beside her torso, opening her pussy to me. I entered her without further ado. She squealed as my cock slid into her still quaking body. Seated partway into her body, I halted and felt the thrumming in her flesh, the unbelievable little shivers of excitement, of fear. I looked up at Melissa. Her face was a mask, two really. One was lust and envy and the other was horror and revulsion, both fought for control of her expression.
I grasped Annie's hip and her thigh on the other leg, withdrew my cock and then slammed hard into her, crushing her against the counter. She twisted to give me better access and I began to fuck her. She struggled to her elbows. I felt her body go completely rigid and I knew she had spied Melissa.
"Melissa," I said softly, regarding her over Annie's bare back, "lift your dress, take off your hose and play with your pussy. Let Mrs. Kingston watch you while I fuck her."
For a minute, about four long, deep cycles of my cock into and out of Annie's liquid pussy, Melissa stared. Perhaps something passed between the two women, or perhaps Melissa could see pleasure on Annie's face; whatever, she did as instructed. She skimmed down her hose and then pressed a finger into her pussy, while holding the black skirt over her waist, her legs in an odd configuration to allow the pose. I continued to pound Annie and about the time Melissa closed her eyes and groaned, Annie bucked and dropped her legs. Her feet left the floor and her weight shifted onto her stomach. I held her hips high and her legs wound around me, awkwardly but enough that her heels were at my shoulder blades, prodding me deeper into her tilted pussy. I pulled her back so that my balls did not get mashed into the counter and, holding her hard, pounded into her pussy.
Annie screamed.
Melissa opened her eyes, staring at the thrashing woman.
"Oh yes, fuck me!" Annie whined, her voice a high squeal. She bucked as best she could, a surprisingly strong action given her position on the counter. Her legs released and she lowered them searching for the floor, her green heels still on each dainty foot. I pulled her back further and she found the floor. I let her gain purchase, grasped her hips and proceeded to fuck her hard while she fucked back at me, now well balanced on her bare legs. Her bra dangled around her upper arms.
I was nearly at my climax. "Melissa, come here." I rasped.
Melissa went still, then dropped her skirt and made her way to the kitchen, to stand beside me.
"Have you ever kissed a man while he was fucking another woman?" I asked. Below me, Annie grunted which turned into a moan as I slowly fed my cock into her pussy, reversing the pace, slowing, teasing her with a slow hand. Her pussy pulsed around my cock, clasping it with a thousand fingers of pressure. "Now is your chance." I hissed.
Melissa stared at Annie's bare, straining back, watched as the little woman lifted her ass to meet my stroke before grinding her hips against me, swirling my cock inside of her body. Annie twisted to grip me with one hand, bending towards Melissa. Annie held herself hard against me while I continued to slide my cock into her body. Melissa turned back to me and kissed me, her lips open and fiery. Her tongue met mine. I held Annie still, cinched against me, her pussy filled with my throbbing cock. Melissa put a hand out and touched Annie's back, then caressed it.
Annie grunted and then, when I pulled free and plunged into her again, she shrieked and came, her body spasmed against me, seizing me from inside as she bucked through the flashing orgasm. My climax echoed hers and I put an arm around Melissa and pulled her against us, her cunt pressed against the point of my hip which forced her covered hip against Annie's bare one. Annie collapsed onto the counter as my orgasm hit. Holding her imperfectly, using Melissa's body to bind Annie against me, I pumped cum into the oriental woman. She hissed once and then she bucked against me. I opened my eyes and could just see Melissa's hand under Annie's body. Annie rocked onto her left side, exposing her breast to the hand. Melissa grasped the gentle swell of Annie's tit, found the nipple and squeezed it hard.
Annie screamed and her body thrashed. Melissa released it and moved her had to her hip and thus onto my other hand. Melissa pulled Annie hard onto my still pumping cock. Annie groaned and cried out something in Chinese, 'diao wu, diao wu', she chanted.



I stilled and kissed Melissa for a moment before withdrawing from Annie's frothy pussy. I redressed and made for the door. "Get your stockings." I flung over my shoulder. Annie lay panting on the counter, her shredded dress under her still thrumming body. Melissa followed me out into the darkness and through the hedge.
I stopped, my cock still pulsed from the encounter with Annie's cunt. I wanted to be sucked but could not ask Melissa.
"My gawd, Sonny. Do you fuck every woman you know?" Melissa said as soon as she emerged from the hedge, pressing her body against me.
I looped an arm around her waist and placed my hand on her excellent ass. I squeezed her ass cheek and she shivered, closing her eyes for a moment. "No." I said. I kissed her. "But gawd, I want to fuck you." I hissed.
She did not respond and I pulled away and made for the Wills house. Melissa followed. I found Laura sitting on the couch watching TV and Chris in another chair flipping through TIME magazine. "Laura, on your knees." I muttered as I came through the door. She obeyed immediately and I approached her and she opened her mouth and closed her eyes. I pulled out my coated dick and laid the end on her outstretched tongue. She closed her lips over the tip of my cock and slurped as she sucked me in. She sucked and licked and sucked for the next few minutes while Melissa stood beside us and watched and Chris eyed us from his chair, rubbing his own cock.
My phone rang. I answered as Laura took my length fully into her mouth, lodging my cock head in her throat and holding me there while her throat and tongue massaged me. Her hot breath singed my pubic hair. "Hello?" I said tightly.
"Sonny? Has my sister arrived yet?"
I nodded, then, feeling stupid, said, "Yes. We are at the Wills house. Come when you can."
"The Wills house? Laura Wills?" Alissa hissed, "why the hell are you there?"
I hung up and she called back. "Sonny, goddammit, you cannot hang up on me!"
I hung up and put a hand behind Mrs. Wills head and held her firmly in place, my cock fully enveloped in her mouth and throat. She blew through her nostrils and sucked air, which I swear I could feel wafting around my cock.
My phone rang again. "Sonny, listen, wait." Alissa sounded significantly different. "Can I stay there tonight? I have a taxi coming. Sam is here and I have got to get the hell out of here! I cannot stay in a local hotel."
"Stay here? Why not at a hotel?" I asked, not really wanting an answer and paying little attention to her words on the subject.
"I thought . . . you would find a place for us, to, ah . . . ." she petered out before she got to the words. Her voice had descended to a whisper. "Where are we going to, ah, do it?" She asked.
For a moment I thought of keeping her in suspense but then it seemed like a lot of bother for not much point. "This weekend Mrs. Wills has opened her house for us." I said. "You know Mrs. Wills, right? Laura Wills? Chris' mother."
Silence.
I liked the silence. "I had promised Laura she would observe us in exchange for her, a, service. She is a good subservient, likes to dress up like a maid. She cleans up after us. She was present when we fucked my mother. She toweled us off, cleaned us off and such. She enjoyed sucking Mom after we filled her and I believe Mom enjoyed it as well. I hope you don't mind. I sort of promised her."
"You did what?"
"You don't have to come, Alissa." I said, feeling down right evil. "We have your sister so we could just make do with her and Laura."
If frigid stares could be felt through a smart phone, I felt it at that moment.
I knew I had hit a nerve and at the moment, I did not care. It did serve to validate my read of the situation and what was required in order to make it all work. I was ready. For a moment I considered the weekend sans Alissa and it amused me. "If you would rather, I can make do without you." I said again.
"No, Sonny, this is my weekend." She said archly, her voice tart with authority.
I almost giggled, ebullient with the idea of what was in store for her. "Of course, you will get everything you deserve." I said.
"Good. Now where do you want to meet me. I do not want to take a taxi to the Wills house."
"Go to a hotel. I will send, no, I will come get you. Call me when you know what hotel."
"The Burbury Arms." She said. "Half an hour. Don't keep me waiting."
"Fine," and I hung up. My cock was hard. I could not decide what to do with it. I pulled free of Laura Will's wondrous mouth, her lips scraping down the shaft and over the head as I withdrew. I patted her cheek. "Good girl. Your day is coming. But not yet."
I zipped and buttoned up. "I am going to get Alissa. You all stay here but no fucking or anything till I get back. Do you have an opener for the garage? I want to park there if that is okay."
Chris immediately pouted. Laura brought me the spare garage door opener for their mostly empty three car garage.
"Sorry Chris, Ms. Melissa is an observer only." I did not know if they would or could resist the temptation to satisfy their needs but I left them. If they did, they did. None of my concern but I hoped I would not find them in the midst of a ménage a' trois, at least. I drove to the Burbury Arms and saw Alissa standing at the front door, next to the valet station. She looked ravishing in a professional sort of way. She wore a form-fitting mid-length black skirt which accented her hips giving them a great round shape one which her torso stood. She had a jacket of the same black material, a sort of blend of black satin fronted with a black lace which gave it depth but made it all shimmer when she moved. Underneath it all, she wore an opaque but shiny scarlet blouse with small pearl buttons. Formal, demure, business like but sexy as hell. Her hair framed her serious face. She did not smile when she saw me.
I pulled up and helped her put her large suitcase into the back seat. We drove in silence for several minutes.
"How long as she been here?" Alissa asked.
"Your sister is very beautiful. I think it is wonderful that you are willing to share her with us." My cock was soft. I did not like the feeling coursing through me. I did not like feeling like I had to subdue this woman, that she had suborned my . . . my thoughts ground to a halt. Authority, I was going to say authority, in my head it echoed. What authority did I have? And there it was, the issue. Suddenly I felt better, filled with first the poised feeling of certainty that I understood the situation. Then came the elation that I was going to give to Alissa her best sexual experience of her life. That was my authority. And she would bow to it and give herself to that authority once she understood what was in it for her.
"You cannot be serious." Alissa whispered. "You are not going to do that are you?"
I just drove, immersed in my own thoughts, while my cock gradually became hard, harder and then the hardest it could ever be. Though I was not really trying to psyche her out, I think Alissa was a little freaked by my silence. I had been so sweet with her before then. She had no idea what was coming.
"Sonny?" She finally said as we approached the Wills house.
"Did you bring your toys, the shackles?" I asked, suddenly.
She nodded but I did not acknowledge her. So she said, "Yes, the cuffs, and some other stuff. It's all in the bag."
I liked her apparent diffidence but I did not trust it. I kept thinking of the two partners leering at her, wondering if she was telling the truth that she fucked them for her partnership. We arrived at the Wills household and I pulled into the garage. When I turned off the car, we sat in the dirty light of the single incandescent bulb till it blinked out.
"Sonny, what is the matter." Alissa asked. I had not touched her. Her hand sought my arm in the dimness.
"I am just thinking about how the weekend needs to go, Alissa. I want to give you the most sexual excitement you can stand." I said, but did not add, 'just not this weekend.' My mind was awhirl but I moved out of the contemplation and got out of the car, got her baggage. "Have you showered?" He asked.
"Yes. I am very, very, squeaky clean." Her tone was light but her voice was tight despite it. She followed me into the kitchen. We looped into the living room to find her sister on her knees sucking Chris' cock. I was disappointed but then figured I would delay the moment I envisioned for Alissa. I cleared my throat and Chris opened his eyes and Melissa lifted her mouth off his cock. "Alissa, do you have the set of cuffs?" When she nodded, I said, "Get them out, will you." She did, two sets. I tossed them on the couch beside Chris. "Take Mrs. Crawford up and fasten her to your mom's bed, would you? Then take your mother into one of the guest rooms and hook her up there, okay. You can fuck Melissa once she is bound up if you like but do not come inside her, okay?"
Alissa listened with her mouth open. When she started to speak I turned to her and pulled her away from her suitcase. I skimmed off her business jacket and unbuttoned her scarlet blouse down to her waist and rubbed her breasts through her bra. My cock swelled and I wanted to throw her on the floor and fuck her then but I knew that would not be nearly as much fun as what I had in mind, not in the long run. In the long run, I wanted her for myself and I wanted her to know that she was mine and not to ever get confused about that again. I slipped a finger between her breasts, hooking it on the wire between her full cups and pulled her closer. "Come with me."
I went out the back door again, to the gap in the hedge and through to the Kingston's yard, again. I left her blouse open and she bunched her arms to her breasts as she followed me, trying to make sure I didn't break the wire on her expensive bra. The lights were off downstairs but on in the second floor windows. Alissa fought through the hedge. "What are you doing?" She hissed.
She held her blouse closed. I separated it and pushed my hands under the cups of her bra. There was nearly no room but I managed to press them over her breasts so I could squeeze and stroke them in the darkness. She moaned and moved closer to me, her hands fluttering at my shoulders. I moved out of her grasp and dashed up to the sliding back door of the Kingston residence. Alissa followed me, her breasts waving in the gloom, her bra up at her neck. I tried the door. It was locked.
Good, I thought. Dear Annie is not expecting any more attention.
"What are you doing." Alissa hissed.
I removed the key from my pocket and opened the door, carefully, quietly, hiding what I was doing so Alissa could not see. Alissa started to say something but I kissed her. "Something special for you." I whispered and slipped into the silent house. I hesitated for a moment and heard the vague sound of a shower upstairs. I removed my shoes and went to the stairs and eased my way up to the next floor. There was a dim light from Annie's bedroom. I went to the door and eased it open. No one was in the room. The door to the adjoining bath was cracked and wisps of steam escaped into the bedroom. I could hear the shower running. I undressed, tossing my clothes onto a chair by the door.
"What the fuck are you doing, Sonny?" Alissa whispered, pulling my ear to her lips to speak but then licking that ear. She panted Her conservative black skirt cloaked her, she had left open blouse open, unbuttoned to her waist. I bent and took one breast into my mouth sucking on her hard. Alissa grunted and gasped, her hand gripped my shoulders hard but she did not resist. I felt the tremor of adrenaline in her hands but she held me in place. My lips released her and she responded with an audible sigh which, as it got louder, she bit off into a panting, gasping silence. I pulled it up and found she wore pantyhose. I found the waistband and pulled it down her hips, skimmed it down her thighs and off her bare feet; she had left her shoes with mine downstairs. I could feel her shaking. When I had her legs and pussy bare, I stood up. I ran a finger along her pouting cleft then pulled her skirt down, needing to work to get it back into place. It was tight and she filled it well. I wanted her so much then but I refused us both. Her eyes were wild and she trembled but she did not move.
"Sonny!" She whispered. Her voice blended with the rush of the shower coming from the bathroom.
I leaned into her, taking her by the hair and holding her ear next to my lips. "Shut the fuck up or I swear I will tie you to a chair and all you get to do is listen. Now watch and enjoy." I slithered out of the rest of my clothing and stood before her, naked. She gazed down at my cock, the end glistened with my anticipation. I moved to the bathroom door and opened it a little. Through the mist, I saw nothing. The shower was one of those walk around jobs without a door. I padded to the bed and pulled the sheets down. I heard something in the house but chalked it up to the wind or something. Alissa had not moved from her place at the end of the make-up table. Her breast were still bare, she still had not put the bar back into place. She watched me with a mixture of horror and fascination. I pulled the pillowcase from one of the pillows and yanked the tie from the fluffy green robe hanging on the foot of the bed.
I glanced at Alissa. She shook her head. She mouthed something to me which may have been 'I am an attorney' but I was not sure. I crossed my wrists and held them up. Her lips clamped shut, her eyes fiery, intense. I stared at her till the water stopped, but she chewed her lower lip to keep it from quivering.
I moved stealthily to the bathroom door. Annie emerged from the steam, a towel draped over her head which she used to vigorously rub her mane of long kinky black hair. Water beaded on her naked, lithe body, her pussy was bare now, shaved clean. She must have done it just now because she had a healthy bush when I fucked her earlier in the evening. She turned her back to the door. I had rolled the pillowcase up so it formed a small bag in my hands. I moved quickly through the door. She may have heard me but I had the bag over her head, forcing her arms down her body before she could sense my arrival. She squeaked. I bore her to the floor, pulling her arms behind her and tying them with the sash, thinking I was getting good at this.
"Not a sound, lady!" I hissed. "Or I swear I will hurt you. Shut the fuck up!"
Annie groaned as I sat on her hips while I tied her. Another wrap, a silk kimono hung next to the shower. I pulled the belt from it and bound it around her head, pulling it into her mouth and tying it tightly. She struggled at little and cracked her forehead on the stone floor which calmed her inclination to fight me. I pulled her to her feet, she struggle to find her balance.
I pulled her into the other room, half walking, half dragging her to the bed. Alissa stood with her hands over her face, fingers extended up onto each cheek while her eyes followed my every move. I grinned at her. She provided no response.
I directed Annie to the bed. I released her and she stumbled into the bed and fell heavily onto it, face first. With her arms tied behind her, she could not control her fall. Her momentum turned her on her side and then she slid off the mattress, dropping onto the carpet with a thump. She grunted and then groaned as she lay, bagged and tied beside the bed. She could likely only see hazy shapes through the pillow case.
Grasping Annie by the shoulder, I lifted her onto the bed, her feet scrabbled below her, trying to orient her body. I dropped her on her face. She struggled, finally turning her head. I grabbed each thigh and looked at Alissa. I arched an eyebrow.
Alissa was looking at my very hard cock. My hesitation which became stillness eventually attracted her attention and she looked up into my eyes. Her gaze pierced me. I shrugged, made a questioning gesture with my head and nodded in her direction. After a moment or two she understood. She blinked and blinked before nodding at the bound woman before me. Annie, on the bed, lifted her head, trying to look around, twisting to look about her, her voice a gurgling rattle in her throat behind the makeshift gag. When I pressed at the small of her back, she grunted and dropped to the mattress once more. I looked back at Alissa.
She nodded, then nodded at Annie. With her luscious lips she mouthed 'fuck her' to me.
I understood clearly. I pulled Annie's hips to the edge of the bed. She arched her body, then realizing that it ground her pussy into the edge of the bed, she reversed the motion and presented her pussy to me. I hoped Alissa did not notice or care to read the action for what it was—an invitation. I used a finger to find her opening and pierced her, shoving deeply into her. Annie's recently used pussy was molten. My cock head touched her bubbling pussy and she moaned. I shoved into her and her voice rose into a keening squeal. I pushed further into her and she bucked, grunting as I penetrated her viscous body, the clasping folds of her inner cunt. I grasped her hips and pulled her hard back onto my cock.
She squirmed for a moment but then turned her face to the mattress and pressed it flat into the bed. Her scream emerged a muffled shriek. I pulled my ass back and shoved into her again, and again, and again. Each time, I ground my cock into her body she would shuddered and buck under my assault. I increased the pace, feeling an orgasm close by, I chased it. I hammered the helpless woman as best I could, alternating between pulling at her hips to wrench her onto my shaft more securely and grasping her lean thighs to widen them for better access to her now gushing pussy.
At one point, I pulled free. Annie grunted and lifted her head, turning it left and right as though looking for someone in a crowd. I glanced over at Alissa and thought I saw a shadow moving behind her. She had her skirt as high up her legs as she could manage without tearing it, a hand reached through the slit on the side and worked at her pussy. She had hooked her ass onto the surface of the make-up table. It supported her. She rubbed her pussy and clit hard, making the little table rock as her body responded to what her hand was doing and what her eyes were seeing.
Annie lifted her ass, a silent inquiry. I lifted her to the middle of the bed and in doing so, helped her struggle to her knees. Balanced on her face and one shoulder, she widened her stance, opening herself to me. I touched her gaping pussy, feeling her sloshing excitement. I shoved a finger into her and she shivered. I shoved two into her and she grunted. I moved behind her and entered her, mounting her with my most animalistic aggression. My cock disappeared into her body and she hissed through the gag, blowing through her nose before turning her face into the mattress once more and screaming into it again.
"Oh, oh gawd!" Alissa groaned.
I felt Annie go rigid below me. But then, as memory sifted through the blur of her position, she relaxed, arching her back to sheathe my cock more fully into her cunt. She understood I liked an audience, something I myself was only beginning to comprehend. I took firm hold of her hips and rode her hard, pounding my cock into her cunt over and over again. The smooth sides of her tunnel convulsed around my cock and the clinching itself consumed me, pulling me deep into her body. I crushed her to the bed, my ass rose and fell in short, pleasurable strokes as I poured my orgasm into her. Annie shrieked, a true shriek despite the gag and her body, feeling my release, bucked and jerked, little twitches communicating her own orgasm to me through her lean hips and thighs. I collapsed onto her, bearing her heavily to the bed once more. She gasped with the weight.



"Stay home, tomorrow." I whispered in her ear, just before I pulled my cock out of her cunt. "You will be happy you did." Despite her condition, she keened and lifted her ass with me as I withdrew from her body. I wiped the goo we had made together on her ass cheek, on each thigh. I dressed, staring down at her while she shivered and humped the bed, seeking another release.
When I was dressed, I finally looked at Alissa. Her face was a mask, still and unmoving without expression or emotion. Only her eyes were animated and alive, gleaming. She turned to leave the room. I picked up her pantyhose from the floor and followed. We put on our shoes and I followed her out the door, down the steps to the cut in the hedge. She was a smart woman and would figure out that fucking the neighbor had to be a setup but the thrill of it might remain with her.
Through the hedge, she turned to me and pulled me into a vicious kiss. She bit my lips and pulled at my ass. "Fuck me!" She whimpered. "Gawd, I have never seen anything like that before. I want you inside me right now!"
The command put me off immediately. Had I been able, I would not have fucked her just from vexation. I took firm hold of her wrists and led her to the back door of the Wills house. I found things as I had instructed. Chris was down stairs. "Go upstairs and see what your sister looks like bound to the bed." I told Alissa.
She looked at me for a moment. "You left her there." She whispered.
"You are welcome to go release her if it concerns you." I got no response. "Go upstairs." I said.
The woman did so. I sat down across from Chris.
"Dude, I am sorry. I know this is, is, is . . . . " I did not know how to finish that sentence. "Look, go fuck Annie. She is tied up on her bed. I am sure she would like to be taken again. Maybe her ass while you are at it. Just leave your Mom and the other two alone. Please, trust me this time. I think I know what I am doing. Tomorrow, believe me, you will be in better shape than I will be."
He looked up at me. "Shit, Sonny, you don't know what it is like to have her here like that and not just fuck her. I have fucked Annie a half-dozen times when I wanted to be doing Mom. It is killing me."
"When I am done, Chris, she will be yours forever. I promise. Okay, but for now, let this be. "
Chris nodded and I padded upstairs. I found that Alissa had unhooked her sister and they were in the midst of a conversation I wanted them to avoid. I patted Melissa on the head and told her to go shower and after a moment, she did. When she returned, she found Alissa and me naked on the bed. I was kissing Alissa's mammoth breasts, licking them while she cooed and groaned on the bed. When Melissa arrived, I kissed my way down to Alissa's pussy and ate her. My tongue lapped up her juices.
"I see him kissing your pussy, Lissa," Melissa whispered. "His tongue must be going deep inside you because I can see him straining and the look of concentration on your face. I am sure if he pinched a nipple or a clit you would come, right away."
I took her direction and did both, finding Alissa's clit with my lips and biting gently down on it while my other hand pinched her engorged nipple. She grunted and then exploded. Her hips leaped off the bed. I was kneeling between her legs. Melissa knelt and pressed her wet, naked body against my back and took a firm hold of my nearly raw cock. I knew I had fucked too much that day or was close to it.
"I want you to enter her, put your cock in her." Melissa whispered into my ear. I stood, with Melissa still sealed against my back, her voluptuous body so close but out of reach. Alissa stared at us but then moved to the center of the bed and opened her legs again, fingering her clit while she waited for me. I shucked off Melissa and got between Alissa's legs and slipped into her body. It was like putting my cock into warm water. She ran with liquid and when she squeezed her muscles, I could feel her flooding the bed below her ass. When I hit bottom she came again. And again. Each time I slammed into her body, she exploded into a new thrashing orgasm, her body rocked and writhed as I fucked her. Melissa lay to our side and waited her turn. I knew what she was thinking but she had to know something about what I was going to do to her sister on Saturday. I wanted her to be cool and not mocking when it happened, even sympathetic. We'd see.
When Alissa finally lay still below me, I rolled off her and lay still, panting. Alissa turned on her side and captured one of my legs with hers. Melissa matched her pose but whispered in my ear, "My turn?"
I grunted.
But her sister apparently not as enthralled as we thought spoke into the brief silence I left there at the end of Melissa's question.
"Oh no, sweet sister, this is my weekend. He is mine. If anyone fucks him, it is me."
I felt the anger tear through me like a fire in a dry forest but I mastered it and sat back on to my heels. I regarded, Alissa, laying with a hand between her wondrous legs, arched and open. Her gaze was hot fire. I smiled, moved between her legs and yanked her lower on the bed from where she had been sitting. I entered her with my aching cock. She grunted. I put my face next to her ear. "I know what you told your sister. If you want her to know what you intend, deny her to me now and she will know this is just a fuck away, a dry fuck for her. But let me fuck her, let me fill her up and I'll have Mrs. Wills come clean her up, unless you want to do it. That way, when tomorrow comes, she will not have a clue." I stopped my bouncing ass. "Well?" I asked.
After a distinct hesitation, Alissa nodded. "Take her, if you want." She hissed, her voice dripping with venom I did not understand.
She has not seen anything yet. I pulled my cock out of her cunt and sat back between her gorgeous legs. She would be mine before I was done, I told myself, mostly to justify not fucking her till I only weighed 90 pounds and was near death. Alissa was an intelligent, capable woman and making her come would be worthwhile when I finally got to it.
"Since you girls have intruded on our little thing in order to satisfy your desire to watch either other fuck the same guys, I figure I should get to have two sisters at the same time. A sort of apples for oranges exchange, right?" I looked at Melissa and saw the raging sexual demand in her eyes.
Melissa nodded. "Sounds fair. Whatever you want tonight."
After a moment, Alissa nodded her head in agreement.
I grinned and proceeded to arrange the two nude sisters side by side, hips pressed against each other. At the same time, in a move that looked curiously choreographed, they stretched their hands above their head. I moved to stand beside the bed, gazing down at the two beautiful, nude, compliant women. "Five strokes and change. I come in whoever is the lucky pussy and either the other sister eats the winner out or Mrs. Wills will fill in for you. Your choice."
I don't like games but I really hate games I cannot win; this was one I could not lose.
Laying side by side, the black women glanced at each other and I saw it; the flickering exchange of the challenge, the aggressive competition between them. I did not have to do this; I just wanted to fuck sisters before I fucked my own sisters. That thought nearly made me come. That was in the future as sure as the sunrises in the morning. I felt that tingle in my nuts.
When both women nodded their mute agreement, I moved between Melissa's legs and bent to kiss her. She looped on leg over her naked sister, locking her in place. Her lips were soft, pliant and luscious. Her kiss seemed to emerge from her belly and geyser out of her like a sort of spirit of sex. Her legs opened and I moved between them. I felt Alissa's leg against mine as I got between her sister's legs. Melissa took firm hold of my cock and guided me to her pussy and she sucked me inside of her. I dropped into her like post being set, plunging through her flesh without resistance.
"Oh shit, that's good!" She groaned, shaking my lips away from hers. "You told me he fucked good, sister."
I pulled my ass backwards, wrenching my cock out of Melissa's molten pussy.
"One." Alissa's voice seemed to echo about us.
I pounded into Melissa and pulled back again.
"Two."
With Alissa counting, 'three, four and five', I fucked Melissa.
At five I pulled out of her and moved over to crouch between Alissa's open legs. I gazed down at her body and she lifted her legs. "Get in me." She hissed, looping her leg over Melissa's twitching nude body.
I did but not without chagrin coursing through me. Being ordered around like that, that was for someone else, not me. I fucked Alissa with five firm, profound strokes. Melissa counted but she sat up a little and put a hand on my ass and jammed me down into her sister, accenting each downstroke with her hand. At the end of the last stroke, I hesitated, grinding my cock into Alissa and then switched to Melissa. She wrapped her legs around me and kissed me hard while her sister counted strokes. I realized this was childish and I was stupid to enable it but it was too late now.
When I next entered Alissa, I put her legs over my shoulders and bent her double. I fucked her with five more strokes and changed rides again. Melissa received me once more with her pussy and lips and her hands gripped my ass and helped shove me hard into her pussy with each stroke. The fourth told me I would not be changing rides. I hammered through the limit and on to the consummation, filling Melissa with my come for the first time. She shuddered under me despite the carping of her sister which had become just a background noise like traffic sounds from the street. I fucked Melissa with concentration, ignoring her sister and everything else but the feel of her legs and hands and lips. She seemed full of the moment and when I erupted, she met me with each shuddering stroke with one of her own. Then, after I lost all steam, she held me, stroking me and cooing like a lover while her sister fairly glowered beside us.
I lifted my head, dreading the next moments but resolving to fix them for the long run.
"You cheated! That was mine!" Alissa said immediately.
Melissa sniggered and said, "It is rude to interrupt a man once he starts on the path to glory. A good way to get ignored later." She said lightly.
"You said five and then change." Alissa insisted.
I realized I had trapped the woman into showing this part of her character so I could go on with my plan without reservations. I lifted my head to find her glaring at me. "I'll eat you while Laura does your sister. Is that okay?" I almost added 'your highness' but refrained.
Alissa sniffed her assent and lay back moving away from her sister's body.
When I was able, I padded naked down the hall, opening doors till I found Laura. She was shackled to a bed in a spare bedroom. When I turned on the light she blinked away sleep. I unhooked her and helped her up. She did not speak. I started to take her to the other room but hesitated. "Do any of your rooms look out on the Kingston house?" She grunted and shook her head, almost sullen. I led her back to the room and pointed to Melissa's gaping pussy. "Clean her up." I said.
Laura looked at me with something akin to terror in her eyes. Terror or untrammeled shame mixed with lust. I waited. She looked between the two, nude black women laying on her bed. Laura's mouth moved but then something changed in her eyes. The shallow concentration seemed to drain away and she hugged herself. She nodded.
"I will clean her." She said softly, her voice was strong, thick with arousal. But still she stared at Melissa's supine body. Melissa lay with her arms over her face, her eyes closed but her hips gently undulated on the bed.
Finally, Laura made a place on the bed and proceeded to lick and suck Melissa. The woman began to coo and give her encouragement. This seemed to have the intended effect. I pulled on my clothes.
"Where are you going?" Alissa demanded.
I ignored her and padded downstairs. I did not find Chris anywhere so I went next door. I slipped in the open back door and quickly made my way to the door of her bedroom. The light beside the bed was on. Chris sat against the headboard. Annie was sucking his cock. Nearly the moment I arrived, she pulled her mouth off his cock and assumed a position on her knees with her head down, bent over a stack of pillows. Chris got behind her. He had a tube of lube in his hands and greased her ass, running a finger in and out of her ass till she was shimmering and her ass was wagging.
Annie did not speak.
Chris finally stopped stroking her ass with his finger and inserted his hard cock into the little woman. She grunted and buried her face in the mattress. Chris fit his cockhead and then shoved long and hard, burying his cock in Annie hard and fast. She screamed , a high-pitched squeal that the mattress completely muted but could not eradicate. Satisfied, I left them. When I arrived back at the Wills bedroom, Laura was eating Alissa and Melissa was lying on her side, her eyes closed, back to the two women. I led Laura away and shackled her back in place, more comfortable, after letting her use the bathroom. I turned off our light and settled down between the sisters, aware of the danger of such a position but, given they were both nude and snuggled up against me, it seemed like a good place to be. In that position, spooned between the two sisters, I went to sleep. I was exhausted and spent but vaguely eager for the next day, the next two days. I believed I was ready.
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Morning came with a dull steel gray light. The sister's dark bodies where draped over mine, pussies both pressed against my thighs. The chill of the morning did not penetrate our little scrum. I roused and padded naked to the bathroom.
I released a very uncomfortable Mrs. Wills from her cuffs, leaving her grunting in relief. I requested she start breakfast and said I would send her help, hoping I could. I returned to the master bedroom, showered and by the time I emerged and put on new cloths, a polo shirt and baggy sweat pants, the smell of breakfast was wafting up from downstairs. Alissa got up when I arrived, groggy but beautiful despite the morning and went to take her shower.
I kissed Melissa awake. She rolled onto her back. I pulled the covers down and kissed her breasts, moving up to her neck and ear. "Ready to fuck your nephew?" I asked.
Her eyes fluttered open, fixing on me as I rose up above her to find her eyes. I did not wait for a response but got off the bed. "I can smell breakfast. Come down and eat. You will need the strength."
I left her there, aware she might stay and confront her sister but Alissa followed me by ten seconds. Melissa arrive later, fresh from her shower. As I had instructed, Mrs. Wills was up, bustling about the kitchen, making pancakes which were good with coffee, eggs and sausage. I ate carefully, not wanting to stuff myself but finding myself ravenous. Alissa arrived and joined us. After I was finished, Chris appeared.
"How was Annie when you left her?" I asked casually.
Chris sort of grinned but then bowed his head and took a seat. "She was good. I think she likes it as much in the ass as anywhere else." He glanced nervously at Alissa as he spoke.
"Did you take a shower, Chris?" His mother asked. When my gaze snapped to her she looked abashed and Chris looked positively embarrassed.
"We'll have none of that, Mrs. Wills. Get your son breakfast and then suck his cock for him, Laura. You are his mother but today you serve us all." She set a steaming plate before him. "You did shower, right Chris?" I asked.
He grinned crookedly and nodded. His mother looked relieved. She took off her apron and then fit herself under the table, between her son's legs. She struggled to get his cock into her mouth but the moment she did, Chris sighed and his whole body flexed. When the fresh moment of pleasure passed, he looked at me, gratitude and joy in his eyes.
"Don't come, Chris. We have another candidate to hold all your come today."
He nodded with tight lips but I was speaking with my eyes on Alissa and she fairly preened with it.
Chris pulled his mother off his cock a few minutes later and she clambered up to resume clearing the dishes. The clock said nine-thirty. None of us spoke. Laura wore another maid's outfit, one that showed her cleavage to great advantage with a white bib that bulged from time to time, revealing that the black blouse was diaphanous and transparent, showing her great white breasts clearly when viewed from the side.
My phone rang. It was Brent. I walked casually out onto the deck and through the hedge. For a moment, I thought I saw someone in the Kingston house and wondered if Sammy had returned.
"Sonny? So, what do you want me to do? Mom is bound up like Annie."
"Is she naked?"
"Yes. Just like you said."
"I changed my mind. Have her dress in something nice and normal, elegant maybe. Have her bring you over about ten. Then she should wait for half an hour or an hour before returning. She should bring something for Laura, something she needs to give her face to face so she has to come in. When I ask who you want to fuck, you know what to say?"
"I want to fuck my dear mother." Brent said, like he was reciting some trite line for the thousandth time and was bored with it. "I get it but what? Do you have everyone else primed to say the same thing?"
I left that alone. "Tell your mother I will give her a good day if she wants, but she can beg off any anytime, well, till we start anyway."
"Right. Like she is going to skip this now."
"When did you fuck her last?"
"Wednesday, like you said. We waited but shit it was way more difficult than I thought it would be. How do you keep from boinking your mom every morning?"
"She gets up before I do." I said. "Tell Natasha to try to be here around eleven. Think she can wait that long?"
"I don't know, Sonny. The waiting, the anticipation, I think it is getting to her. She was touching herself before I tied her up. Now she is looking at me now like a wolf at a cow social." Brent loved 'The Farside'.
"If she gets impatient you know what to do."
"Fuck her?" Brent asked hopefully.
"Suck her, Brent. But don't finish her. Heat her up but don't let her come. In fact, make sure she is hot when she drops you off."
"Whatever." He hung up. I almost went to see Annie but left the hedge to go back to the Wills house. My cock was really hard. The moment was at hand.
I just arrived back in the kitchen when it began. Laura was clearing the table of Chris' dishes.
"Missy, help with the dishes." Alissa said, blissfully unaware of her sister's resulting dagger stare. I waited. Melissa finally shrugged a little and did, stocking the dishwasher while Laura wiped and cleaned the table. Just as Laura finished, I moved behind her and lifted her dress. Everyone in the kitchen watched me or stared at her bare ass, Melissa standing nearly beside me. I ran a hand over each smooth, bare cheek of Laura's ass. She had gone completely still when I lifted her dress, leaning on the table. I ran a finger down the crease of her ass, deep enough to touch her ass hole and then around to her pussy.
"Good, Laura. Very good. Finish with the kitchen. The others will be arriving around ten." I went to the sink and washed my hands.
"Missy, help her, would you." Alissa spoke with a measured, even tone. Repeating her earlier instructions to her sister and receiving essentially the same response.
I turned to look at Melissa for she had turned her eyes to me. I made no effort to direct her and after a moment, she returned to helping Mrs. Wills put things away. The doorbell rang, breaking the silence. It was ten till ten.
I answered the door, with Chris close behind. It was Sammy.
"Dude! Is she here? Is my Aunt Melissa really here?" He whispered, his eyes gleaming with anticipation.
I nodded, the time for being coy with everyone was long past. "Hello to you, too!"
Sammy's eyes got large. He looked at Chris. "Have you fucked her already?" His voice filled with menace.
The old Chris would have crumpled but now he merely smiled and nodded. "You'll get your chance, Sammy. Your Aunt Melissa loves to fuck from what I can tell. If I know Sonny, you'll get your chance."
While the general flow was clear in my head, the details remained a little fuzzy. I knew I had to present Melissa to Sammy but I really wanted everyone to be present when it happened. "Ah ha." I said aloud.
"Ah ha? Ah ha, what?" Sammy said.
"I want you to wait for a while, before . . . " I did not finish. Landon's car arrived and I saw Mrs. Rossini's car close behind. I closed the door. "Let them in, Chris, before they ring the bell." I pulled Sammy into the living room, hearing the clinking of the women in the kitchen. "Do you have your key?" I asked Sammy.
"Key? What key?"
"The key to Mrs. Kingston." I said softly, consciously leaving the phrase ambiguously wrong but deliciously suggestive.
"I think so, why?"
"Go fuck her. If you take her ass, be sure to clean up good before you come back. We are going to start without you but believe me you are not going to miss anything."
For a moment I thought Sammy was going to refuse. But finally he shrugged and nodded, his face impassive. Then he grinned. "You want me to fuck Mrs. Kingston? I'll fuck Mrs. Kingston." He opened the door and stepped out into the gray, rainy morning. He stopped. "Sonny, this better work out for me."
The serious tone of his voice worried me a bit but I nodded, "It will. Come back in twenty or thirty minutes."
He grinned and the usual Sammy was back. "You think it will take me that long?" He asked. "You flatter me, sir!" he said before prancing down to the hedge and disappearing through it. I glanced up at the Kingston's window's and thought I saw something. I wondered if Annie knew he was coming. I hoped not, it would spoil his surprise.
I walked into the kitchen. Chris was introducing Landon and Brent to everyone.
"This is Landon Clark and Brent Rossini." Chris said. "You guys know Mrs. Honeywell. And this is her very lovely sister, Melissa Crawford."
Landon's eyes found me, pulling away from Melissa who was leaning against the sink. Her legs where encased in black hose and her breasts filled a delicate half-bra which showed clearly through the transparent black blouse. She had the precise look of a woman inviting attention. Landon nodded. "Sonny, how you doin'." His eyes were sober. "Can I have a minute of your time?"
I nodded but did not move.
When Landon saw I was not going to have a private chat with him his lips became a thin line. Then he looked around, "Alissa's sister? What the fuck, Sonny? Aunt Missy? Where is Sammy? Shouldn't he be here? Fuck, Sonny, you are not leaving him out of this, of all mornings, are you?"
Everyone seemed a little tense. Rather than blend with that tension, I walked over to Alissa, took the coffee cup from her hand and set it down. I pulled her to her feet. She wore a long, flowing white linen skirt. Underneath, she wore a stretch black leotard that covered her body. It clung to her legs and torso, capturing her huge tits, outlining them perfectly, showing her nipples. The white skirt formed a contrast which suggested she was naked despite being fully dressed. The elastic material stretched thin over her breasts but blended with them, hiding the details, blending her dark skin with the fabric and leaving suggestions of her body evident to the eyes but no more.
"Are you ready?" I whispered as I hugged her.
She shivered. "Wet and ready, Sonny. Wet and ready." That got everyone's attention, mine included.
Alissa's leotard was cut broad on each shoulder. I smoothed my hands clearly over both breasts, then moved up to slip fingers under the neckline of the leotard near her shoulders. I pulled it down very slowly. Alissa sucked air through her teeth. The room got terribly still. I peeled the black cloth down her arms nearly unveiling her breasts. Alissa left her arms at her sides which kept the material taut on her breasts.
"Alissa, I think it is time you suck some cock." I said softly and with very little urging, she got to her knees. She pulled my sweats down my hips but my erect cock hooked them, stopping her progress. She worked the pants over the head of my cock and pulled them down to my thighs. Her lips approached my cock. She blew on me, her tongue snaked out and nearly touched my cock.
"Oh gawd!" Melissa groaned.
Alissa glanced at her sister, leaning against the sink, mesmerized, one leg bent so the foot was flat against the cabinet. Alissa turned her eyes back to my cock and delicately kissed the end of my cock.
"Sonny, not without Sammy." Landon said tightly.
"Yeah, Sonny." Brent said. "This ain't right."
"Sammy went next door." Chris said softly. "He'll be back in time."
I turned my head to meet Melissa's eyes. The expression on her face reflected her astonishment from the night before while she watched me fuck Annie in her kitchen but with a tense difference. She seemed aware that she was going to watch a lot of sex and it stunned her, despite what she had already seen. She was watching her sister for the first time, seeing her with a cock at her lips, a willing cocksucker and it seemed to stun her a bit.
I looked down at Alissa and though she was sucking my cock head with her lips, she was looking up at me, her eyes shocked by the reference to her son. She started to pull off my cock but I put a hand on the back of her head and eased her mouth further onto my cock.
Despite the activity of the day before, my cock was fully rejuvenated. The thrill of her lips on my cock sizzled through me. I felt the precursor to orgasm but I did not want to at that moment, not for Alissa. Alissa sucked my cock down her throat. She held me there, blowing and swallowing till I thought I would fill her throat with cum, ruining my resolve. She released me before I erupted, however, and with a loud slurping sound, she backed off my cock. I moved from before her, ending up next to Melissa. Laura moved to stand on my other side. I circled both their waists, a fact the other guys noted but both turned her eyes to Alissa kneeling on the kitchen floor without comment.
"Who's next?" Alissa asked, looking around at us.
Chris opened his jeans and moved to stand before Alissa. She gently unwrapped his cock and pulled him into her mouth, sucking and slurping before deep-throating him. Her face pressed against his abdomen and she sucked on him, hard. Chris, bless his heart, grunted once and came into the woman's mouth. She swallowed and swallowed and swallowed, till finally she pulled off of his cock, gasping and panting and still his cock spat at her. Finally, he ceased his lurching and Alissa slurped loudly as sucked on the still live end of his cock. She removed her mouth from his cock.
"My, my, young man, you have a deep well." Alissa tittered, clearly intoxicated with the taste of cock and the attention she was getting.
"Did he fuck you last night?" I said softly to Melissa, not so soft no one could hear but not loud either.
"Who, Chris?" She nodded. "While you were gone. But he did not come in me." She replied. Then she grinned a guilty little grin, "well, not between my legs."
Landon glanced over at us, his eyes a curious blend of arousal and curiosity.
I glanced at the clock. It was twenty after ten. Things were about to get interesting.
Chris pulled his cock from between Alissa's gleaming lips. Her eyes shone, a fever raged in her. Landon and Brent glanced at each other. They shrugged together. "Landon, you go." I said to break the deadlock.
Landon did not hesitate but moved to stand before Alissa. She looked up at him. She smiled. "Mr. Clark, so nice to see you." She purred. "I want to see more of you."
Landon gestured with a hand. "Help yourself."
Alissa unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his trousers like she was defusing a bomb. She pulled them wide, letting them drop down his legs. He grunted when she passed a hand over his erect cock. "No need for a fluffer, Missy. Sorry." Alissa said. Melissa ignored her as she had all morning, buoyed by the sure knowledge things would even out.
Alissa pulled Landon's briefs out and peered into them. "Hmmmm. Scrumptious." She pulled them down his hips and kissed the end of his cock. She sucked on it and then began to bob her head in the classic cock sucking fashion, holding it with both hands, her hair swishing as she sucked and bobbed. Her lips pursed and smoothed back and forth over the great blue vein which dominated Landon's cock. He looked down at the black woman sucking his cock, his hands on her shoulders. Abruptly she went completely down on him, taking him fully into her mouth in one smooth, slick motion. The woman had skills!
Landon groaned. He bent over her and slid both hands inside the tight material of her leotard, grasping both breasts, forcing it off them. Then his body bucked and he poured his cum into Alissa's throat. He straightened, his hands pulling at her breasts but finally resting on her shoulders while he finished spilling his cum into Alissa's sucking mouth, using her to balance while he came. She sucked, she hummed, she slurped and she swallowed. When Landon's cock slowed and stopped, he shuffled away, pulling his trousers up his legs.
"Next." Alissa said, licking her lips, cleaning the cum from them. Her eyes glittered with pride and arousal. She fixed her stare on Brent. Brent slouched by the wall. He straightened and slowly moved over to stand in front of Alissa, his jeans bulging with his erection. "Oh. Oh my." Alissa whispered.
"Fuck me." Melissa whispered. "Is that all him?"
Landon rolled his eyes. I nodded.
Alissa ran a hand up Brent's leg and thence to his crotch, grasping hold of his cock as best he could through the thick denim. She hesitated for a moment but then unbuckled his belt and pulled the button loose. Slowly, she unzipped him. His cock pressed out at his blue briefs, gaping the waistband. She pulled them out and down, revealing his large cock. She eyed it.
Melissa put a hand on my arm and squeezed, panting with excitement, too aroused to speak. Despite the competition with Alissa, the woman was undoubtedly turned on by the sight of her sister sucking cocks, one after the other.
Alissa kissed down the long, thick shaft with gentle, loving kisses, and then back up, before fitting her lips over the head of his cock, kissing it wetly. She then began to lick it, like an ice cream cone; long, wet strokes of her long tongue, from low down his shaft all the way up to the flared, red head. She stopped to suck on the head then resumed running her lips and tongue up and down the cock.
"I bet I can swallow the whole thing." Melissa said loud enough for Alissa to hear. Despite herself, she panted around the words so she sounded out of breath; which I guess she was.
The sound of the sliding patio door broke the tension of the moment. Alissa sucked on the head and then pressed her head down onto it, taking a third of the mammoth cock into her mouth. It stuck.
Sammy appeared. "Oh shit." He said softly, seeing his mother with Brent's great cock planted deeply in her wide open mouth.
Alissa's eyes found her son, her only movement. Their eyes met for a moment and she shivered. She closed her eyes and pressed her head down further, taking more of the huge cock into her throat. She gagged, she grunted, she snorted and then she pulled back, gasped and descended once more. She repeated the motion several times, going deeper each time till finally, Brent's whole cock lodged in her long, extended throat. I imagined I could see the swell of the head pressing outwards against the skin of her throat. She swallowed and Brent groaned. She was on her knees, her hands gripping his thighs, pulling at him as she sought to breath and suck alternately around the huge cock she had lodged in her throat.
"Don't make him come, Mrs. Honeywell. Think about the feel of that inside you while you suck your son." I spoke into the quiet thickness of the room, punctuated only with Brent's groans and Alissa's clicking and slurping and moaning as she sucked on the huge cock in her mouth. I tapped her on the shoulder.
Her eyes opened and she withdrew the huge cock from her mouth, sitting back on her heels; one obedient action in her favor. Before her, Brent swayed drunkenly, his eyes glazed and only after a few seconds did they clear so that he looked over at me. "What the fuck, Sonny!"
I patted the air between us. "Trust me, Brent. Trust me. If I am wrong, I am sure Mom will make it up to you."
He grunted.
I could feel the quizzical thoughts bouncing about us.
"My turn, then." Sammy said, a wicked gleam in his eyes. I could not determine if Alissa had comprehended where her son was but Melissa certainly had.
I regarded Alissa who, surprisingly was staring at me, not her eager son. I waited and finally she turned her head to look at him. Sonny unbuckled his own belt and moved to stand before his kneeling mother. Alissa looked at Melissa and smirked, just a little, a surpassingly brief expression before she focused on Sammy's pants, opening them and skimming them down his legs. She pulled his briefs, splotched unaccountably, down and regarded his newly erect cock. She licked it and made a face. "Can you wash first? What have you . . . ." Understanding dawned. "Oh, oh no, really?" She muttered.



Melissa hands tightened on my arm. "I'll suck him," she whispered in a stage voice everyone heard clearly, Sammy most of all. Alissa glowered at her sister and opened her mouth and sank down onto Sammy's cock, sucking hard and taking him immediately and completely into her mouth.
Sammy groaned and swayed, but had enough wherewithal to reach down to his mother's breasts and grasp them as Landon had. Alissa, caught by surprise and finally feeling the moment of sucking her son's cock with so many people watching, groaned. She twitched and shuddered, rising up higher to get a better angle before beginning her ministrations with full intent and vigor. Sammy held her head with one hand while gripping her tits with the other, mashing and massaging them as her head bobbed up and down. The room stared.
I pulled Melissa's hand off my arm and walked up behind Alissa. "Mrs. Wills, are there two sets of shackles upstairs?" I asked softly.
"Yes sir." Laura answered, her voice a squeak of arousal. Everyone else looked askance at me, curious to confused.
"Go get them please." I could feel the confusion in the room. The clock read ten forty-five. I hoped Mrs. Rossini would arrive soon. We all waited while Mrs. Wills went up the stairs and listened to her walk across the floor above us and then click down the stairs in her high heels. Well, actually we watched Alisa sucking her son's cock and he began to groan each time her lips smoothed the length of his cock.
Laura arrived beside me, extending the black fuzzy pair and the steel pair to me together. "Come here, Melissa." I said softly.
Alissa groaned and withdrew from Sammy's cock. She turned and look up at us and smiled. Melissa looked shocked. She moved over to stand beside me. Laura stepped backwards away from us. "Alissa, stand up, please." I said softly. She smiled uncertainly but released Sammy's cock and stood up, reaching for the cuffs in my hand. I avoided her reach. I handed the cuffs to Melissa.
"Turn around, Alissa." I said softly. She did but continued to look over her shoulder at me. I grasped two handfuls of her straight white skirt and began to pull it up, revealing her sheathed legs and finally, her sheathed ass. I was stalling but I had an idea as to how to attenuate the moment enough. When the skirt revealed Alissa's fine ass, I said, "Hold your skirt, Alissa." She did which surprised. I looked at Laura. "Scissors." I said.
Whatever sound Alissa made, it conveyed, without words, surprise with a hint of excitement. She shivered again. Laura handed me scissors and I made a bunch of the fabric stretched over Alissa's ass and cut. I opened a gap, showing her skin, the crease of her ass. I cut down each leg. "Bend, Alissa." I said, enjoying the moment of command. She bent a little. "Farther." I said. She bent a little more. "Farther." I said. She looked around at me and bent clear over which served to part her ass enough to show us the lips of her pussy, glistening and swollen.
I looked at Sammy and he looked at me, oddly enough. Finally, when he did not move, I said, "She's all yours, Sammy my man. Fuck her!"
The look on his face was comical mixed with frightened pathos. But he shuffled past me, hunching up behind Alissa, grasped what he could of her ass cheeks and thrust into his mother. She groaned and bent deeper as the cock sliced into her. Sammy found her welcoming and his cock slid more than half his length into his mother's cunt. Then he pulled back.
"That's enough." I said to him and he looked at me like I had just told him his ass was mine. But he backed away. Alissa's sigh, filled with the pathos I had seen in Sonny's expression filled the room. "Alissa, suck his cock now." I said softly.
Alissa straightened and turned to look at me. Despite the look in her eyes, a look of eagerness and excitement, her head shook side to side as I hoped it would.
I took the cuffs from Melissa. "You suck him, then, Melissa."
The woman did not hesitate. She got quickly to her knees and licked her sister off her nephew's cock with enthusiasm, making a show of it.
Alissa's face clouded. Before she could speak or move, I grabbed her wrist, twisting it behind her. I had the first set of cuffs in place before she could react. I put the second set around her elbows, which served to make her arch her back, projecting her breasts forward. The skirt dropped back into the place, hiding the ruin I had made of the lower leotard. "Laura, please find something for a gag." I lifted up Melissa's dress and found her panties, bikini briefs which I pulled down her hips and thighs while she sucked on Sammy's cock. She groaned, maneuvering her body to allow access and then success. Her eyes followed me when I moved to her sister who was facing away from her and her son.
"What the fuck are you doing?" Alissa said, irritation tinting her tone.
I wadded up Melissa's panties and presented them to her lips. She sniffed, she scowled. She clamped her lips closed. "Alissa, don't make me force you." I said, and some of the antagonistic venom dripped into my voice. Her eyes found me and her lips opened, showing teeth. Sammy groaned and Alissa opened her mouth.
Laura appeared with a scarf. She genuinely looked scared.
I stuffed Alissa's sister's black panties into her mouth and then tied the gag around her head. I looked around the room and no one seemed to understand what was happening. Everyone looked uncomfortable; perhaps as uncomfortable as Alissa was with her sister's very damp panties in her mouth. I chuckled.
"Mrs. Crawford, please get up off your knees."
Melissa looked shocked for a moment but then she sucked Sammy deep one more time before removing her mouth and lips from his cock and rising from her knees to her feet.
"Bend over, Mrs. Crawford." I said softly. "You just watched Sammy fuck his own mother, he has to fuck you now. Just like all the other women of the MILF list will fuck their sons. If you are going to observe us today, you have to fuck Sammy."
The room seemed to rustle with exhalation. Sammy did not move immediately. "Aunt Missy?" He said tremulously.
Melissa opened her eyes. Slowly she bent over, bunched up her skirt to her waist and waited. Her bare ass parted and her pouting pussy lips clearly visible. "Don't you want me, Sammy? Or do you want your mother again?" She asked, her voice dripping with raw sensuality.
I chuckled. Everyone in the room but Alissa and Laura looked at me. And though understanding seemed to be dawning in everyone's eyes, no one had it right. Brent seemed confused but I figured he was confused in a vastly different way than everyone else was. Even Melissa thought she was next on the menu; I could tell by the triumphant look on her face. When she glanced at Alissa, Melissa fairly smirked. Alissa, had she not been gagged would have been voicing the apoplexy etched on her face; her grunting and wordless talk said so. The guys all regarded me with a sort of surprised and stunned understanding, confused though they were.
Sammy, confronted with the reality of slighting his own mother in favor of his Aunt seemed confused for a moment. His eyes were on me and I merely returned his look with a cool, sardonic stare. "Why, you, Aunt Melissa." He said, answering her question, pointedly avoiding his mother's bulging eyes.
Melissa beamed, smiling she looked at her sister.
"I have already had Mom, so you, Aunt Melissa." Sammy finished and his words dimmed Melissa's gloating grin but only a little. Sammy moved to stand behind her, shuffling with his trousers around his ankles. He held his cock with one hand and balanced Melissa with his other. She sighed when she felt the tip of his cock kiss her crevice. Her hands gripped the counter and pulled them forward till she lay on it. Her pussy was evident and glistening like her sister's. She flinched when the cockhead touched her pussy but then moaned as it slipped between the lips. I was standing to the side in a perfect position to watch Sammy penetrate his Aunt for the first time. He closed his eyes and waited for a moment, his cock head hooked just inside her body. Then he arched his back and hammered his cock into her as far as it would go.
Melissa cried out from the penetration and her hands sought her ass cheeks and parted them, laying her cheek on the counter. The position made her breasts bulge below her. Sammy gripped her and hammered his cock into her over and over again.
I moved close and when Sammy sank deep into her next, planting his cock in her pussy completely, I said, "Hold that pose for a moment. I want Alissa to see. Turn around, Alissa."
She didn't till I put a hand on her shoulders. Her eyes were smoldering and her body was tensed, perhaps pulling at the cuffs or just tense at the sight following the knowledge that her son was fucking her sister.
At that perfect moment the doorbell rang. Everyone in the room stopped breathing including Melissa, though, I noticed she pressed back at Sammy and moved her ass around.
Brent had the funniest look on his face, exhibiting what he must have been thinking: How you going to deal with this, Mr. Duncan. I could see the thought etched on his face. I almost laughed, elation swelling my chest. What a perfect moment.
I straightened. "I'll get it." I said softly. "Don't move, either of you." I said as an afterthought. I walked out of the kitchen and though the living room to the front door. Mrs. Rossini's timing was perfect. I could have kissed her, could have, wanted to but I didn't.
When I opened the door, she jerked back. She wore a formal cream colored dress which appeared to wrap her up. It was a concert dress, something she would wear to a formal affair like the symphony. I thought it looked like she was bound up in an Indian turban but it left her lithe thighs covered by stocking and the garters were clearly visible on the inside and outside of each leg. The dress was too short for garters which heightened the effect of both, mismatched as they were.
"Mrs. Rossini," I said in a conversational voice.
"Is Mrs. Wills home?" Sasha asked, her voice nearly breaking through the quaver. "I have something I need her to look at." She held up a folder marked 'community center'. Her eyes were full of questions and shone with anticipation. Her skin was luminous between her breasts which the cream dress showed to great effect, the light color accenting her darker skin. I wanted her right then, thought about turning her face to the wall and plunging my cock into her pussy but I stilled my demanding desire. This day and the next would be wonderfully filled with moments to exceed such a mundane thrill.
"Yes, of course. She is in the kitchen." Instead of leading her directly to the kitchen, I took her through the living room, the way I had come. "Laura, someone to see you." I said casually as we rounded the wall dividing living room from kitchen.
Laura Wills looked positively horrified. She stood stock still in her little maid outfit, her breasts well displayed. Alissa was equally horrified, standing with her arms locked behind her, her breasts barely covered by the black leotard which was hooked about her nipples such that if she moved just right her breasts would come clear out of the stretched fabric. Plus, she was gagged and shackled; she could not decide to turn away and hide her face or remain facing us and hide her cuffed arms.
Melissa's eyes were closed tight, her face visible as she pressed her cheek against the counter. Sammy's cock remained buried in her pussy from behind. They did not move and I daresay Sammy was not paying much attention to anyone else in the room, much less me.
Brent, however, appeared terrified, a look I thought was a wonderful act but then he had not really shared his mother with anyone but me to this point. The moment was upon him and perhaps he was feeling it. Landon smirked, sharing a look with Chris who was smiling and shaking his head. The stage was now set.
"Well, Mrs. Rossini. So good to see you. I think you know everyone. Oh, except the woman Sammy is fucking. You can go ahead if you like, Sammy." He opened his eyes and looked back at Mrs. Rossini, perhaps only then realizing she was present. He blinked a few times and pulled his cock nearly free of his Aunt's luscious pussy and then shoved it home once more, the first of many such strokes that elicited her moaning acquiescence. He pulled her onto his cock and then shoved her off of it, rocking her on her feet, her round heels as it were. She released her ass cheeks and began to work the rhythm with her nephew with her body anchored on the counter.
I blandly looked around the room. "Mrs. Rossini came by to watch us fuck Mrs. Honeywell." I hesitated, not sure where to go from here but knowing the general direction I wanted. "What can we do for you, Mrs. Rossini?"
She looked up at me, dragging her eyes off Messy Melissa. "Well," she stammered, "I have a folder here for Mrs. Wills." She extended it but Laura was too stage struck to move. Natasha lowered her hand. I took the folder from her and lay it on the table. She looked at me. "I have to confess something. I knew, I suspected . . . I heard Brent say something on the phone about airtight at Mrs. Wills house. I saw Annie, saw you do Mrs. Kingston and I thought, why not join the party? But my goodness, I did not know there would be such a group. Perhaps I am intruding?" Mrs. Rossini smiled so sweetly, I almost hugged her. She looked around at us.
Only Mrs. Honeywell nodded. Even Sammy opened his eyes and steadied Melissa's ass on his shafting cock.
I took the bull by the horns. "No, not at all, Mrs. Rossini. But I am a bit sorry to tell you that only one woman gets to participate today." Laura squeaked. I glanced at her. "We'll have a, a, fluffer, you could say, a maid to help do the chores for us while we serve the pleasure of the lucky woman. This morning we want to give one woman the opportunity to be airtight. I cannot but think you have every right to be included in the mix, since we have not decided who is the lucky lady yet."
Natasha looked shocked since she had understood she was the foregone conclusion, the 'sure thing' in our little vignette, a presumption which fit the situation though no one else's understanding except perhaps her son's. She was also confused, even disappointed which did not.
Alissa grunted and struggled against the cuffs on her arms which dislodged the fabric from her huge tits and dropped them into view. She was so aghast she turned her back to us. Natasha Rossini saw the cuffs on the black woman and gasped her surprise but it was an aroused surprise, maybe envious. Sammy continued stroking his cock into Melissa and unbelievably, she peeped and her body began to shake as though she were coming, which I found hard to fathom. She gasped and panted and jammed her ass back at her nephew who retaliated in kind, hammering at her pussy with his cock over and over again in a bit of a frenzy. His actions shook her body folded onto the kitchen counter. Melissa seized and bucked, gripping the edge of the counter as her nephew fucked her.
I looked around the room at everyone. Landon regarded Natasha with a fresh look of lust mixed, gratifyingly to me, with surprise. Brent was staring at Sammy as he fucked his orgasming Aunt. Laura was blushing deep between her tits, her blond head bowed and her eyes on either her feet if she could see them over her prominent breasts or the floor. Alissa was shaking but I am pretty sure it was not from excitement.
Despite how elegant Mrs. Rossini looked, she was wiping her palms on the expensive fabric. The dresses' turban-like bows wrapped around her, accenting her hips, breasts and shoulders; bunching at her hips and framing her legs to great effect. Her back was bare. She jumped when I laid my hand on her bare skin there.
"Mrs. Rossini, we had planned to fuck Mrs. Honeywell. But now you are here, it appears like we have a choice. Her sister was just here to watch. We could consider you, however, that is if you have the desire to be included at all? You must understand, Mrs. Rossini, that we are here to make a woman airtight. You know what I am referring to right?"
Dumbly, Mrs. Rossini stared at me, her eyes wide.
I proceeded. "I mean, the woman, in exchange for sucking and fucking us all, perhaps having us eat her and having Laura here, eat her—definitely Mrs. Wills will eat you I think. You love eating pussy don't you Laura?"
That brought Laura's head up and her blue eyes twinkled, glittering with excitement. She looked at Mrs. Rossini and then back at me. She nodded.
The women knew each other and the moment seemed to be filled with promise and adrenaline. For a moment they seemed to see each other but then something shifted and it became like they were strangers. Laura bowed her head once more; the "Mrs. Wills" departed.
I let the lack of verbal response pass. "In exchange for sucking, fucking and being eaten, you would consent to having a cock in each hole, at the same time. I mean, Mrs. Rossini, you would need to take a cock in your cunt, a cock in your mouth and one in your ass . . . all at the same time. That is airtight."
Natasha pulled her eyes from Sammy and Melissa who continued to fuck and nodded. "I know. I know what it means to be airtight." She whispered, looking back immediately at Sammy. "Is that really his Aunt?" She asked.
Sammy stopped fucking his Aunt and in a moment of pure inspiration, he pulled out of the woman, maneuvered her to her knees and presented his frothy cock to her lips. Melissa had tottered into position and now, on the firm foundation of her knees, her lips found a cock before her eyes. She looked up and Sammy and he touched the tip of his cock to her lips. Her tongue appeared, touching his swollen helmet. It swirled around and then her lips opened formed over the head. She sucked and bent her head forward and Sammy's cock disappeared into her mouth.
"Oh my fucking gawd!" Natasha muttered. "She is tasting herself on his cock!"
"You sound a little jealous, Mrs. Rossini." I slid my hand down her bare back into the tight confines of the dress. I found the garter belt but no indication of panties. "What do you say? Do you want to be airtight?"
She stared at Melissa on her knees, sucking at Sammy's cock with fervent attention. Then her shining eyes found mine and Sasha smiled. "Airtight? Five young cocks? What woman could resist? What woman in her right mind would refuse such an offer?" But then she looked at Brent. "Son, this affects you too, I would think. Do you want to see me take on you and your friends?"
"Wait a tick, Mrs. Rossini. We need to vote. If you win, you get us all, if not Brent fucks you while we watch and you go home and Mrs. Honeywell is the guest of honor." I looked around at the guys. "What do you all think? Landon? Mrs. Honeywell or Mrs. Rossini?"
The look on Landon's face was truly priceless. "Mrs. Rossini." He said immediately. His natural sardonic look was interwoven with genuine admiration with a healthy dose of pure fucking lust. Both of which gave me a charge and a thrill that had nothing to do with sex, well not much.
I nodded and held up one finger, my hand appearing right in front of Alissa's wide, mute eyes. "Chris?" I said, staring into her eyes.
"Mrs. Rossini." Chris said definitely, a knowing grin lighting his face.
Alissa's eyes seemed puzzled, unsure if I had created this but if she thought I had, she was confounded as to how I had managed it in conflict with her own expectations. She did not want to give me the credit for being able to accomplish such a thing but the alternative was equally bad—she was having a bad day. It was just bad luck! I almost smiled.
"Sammy?" I asked.



Sammy's head snapped around and his eyes fought to focus. He moved a lank hand to his Aunt's head and rode it as she sucked on his cock. "Mrs. Rossini." He croaked, his black hips flexing each time his Aunt engulfed him. She gurgled as he fed her his cock.
"That's three." I said, glancing at Alissa again. Something in her eyes warned me she understood what was happening. I was glad of the foresight to gag her but I give her credit, she did not try to scream at me through the gag, which I guess meant I was making progress. "I vote Mrs. Rossini, too but we do things by acclamation, we have to be unanimous." I looked at Brent. He was staring at his mother and it was not clear if he registered anything I was saying at that moment. I understood. This whole adventure had just gotten very personal very suddenly and very quickly. Still, I enjoyed his poleaxed look. In the silence, mostly complete but for the slurping sounds of Melissa's mouth on her nephew's cock, Brent finally lost the stunned look on his face and met my gaze.
"It is up to you Brent." I said easily. "Fuck your Mom today or we have to revote. I expect that if you vote for this one," I caressed one of Alissa's huge breasts. She shook her body at me, almost dislodging what cover her stretched leotard afforded. "If you say 'no' to your mother, now I suspect we will do Mrs. Honeywell as originally planned. Your choice." I almost smiled but held myself still, waiting for him to answer, focused on his face as he fought to regain equilibrium.
His eyes cleared and I imagined I could see his memory of his mother, bound, gagged and radiating lust emerging into his mind. Brent knew I had released the moment to him, that I was giving him a certain control of his mother by making him vote last. Alissa watched him with aroused fascination, waiting, barely breathing. Brent regarded me, taking his time to think as was his wont. He looked at his mother who had been staring at the bare cock sliding in and out of Melissa's mouth but now turned to face her son. He turned his eyes to Alissa and she seemed to shrink without moving. Her eyes avoided his but he waited long enough till she looked at him. Brent looked away from her, finding his mother with his gaze.
"Mom?" Brent said softly. "Did you come over here to fuck us?"
She looked flummoxed for a moment. Nothing about the woman made her appear at ease or nonchalant in general and certainly she was not at ease with that question. She seemed wound and wound tightly.
I moved behind her and placed my hands at her waist. I kissed her bare neck, gently, softly. "Sasha, remember watching Annie Kingston fuck your son? You said you wanted that more than anything. This is your chance. I do not mean to say this is your only chance, we are going to fuck you sometime anyway. I promised you. But you have the option of fucking him now, here, while we all watch you. That is the suggestion we are voting on. But you have to say it out loud, so we can hear you. Say what you want, now."
Mrs. Rossini shook her head.
No one knew what she meant. Brent stepped into the breach. "Mom, I asked you if came here to fuck us? Why would you come over here this morning? What could possibly have happened to make you come over here?"
I felt a surge of adrenaline. Brilliant Brent! I waited. I withdrew my hands from Mrs. Rossini and she did not seem to notice. She scanned the faces watching her. Melissa stopped sucking on Sammy's cock and sat back on her heels. Sammy moved to lean against the cabinet beside her, his cock glistening. Natasha stared at it for a long minute.
"I was raped." She whispered, she moved her eyes to the floor. "And I liked it." I saw the stunned looks on the faces of everyone but Brent. He was smirking.
Natasha looked up from Sammy's cock. "I had dreamed of being raped, of having a man sneak into my house and fuck me for years. Last week, it happened." She moved over to sit at the table.
"Natasha, honey . . . " Laura started but she saw my eyes jerk to her and she bit off whatever else she was going to say. The look was confused, a little scared.
Mrs. Rossini fixed her eyes on Mrs. Wills. "Didn't you hear me? I said, I liked it. He tied me, bound my wrists behind me, like that," she pointed at Alissa, "and made me suck his cock. Well," she chortled a little, "really, I volunteered. I was so scared. I wanted him to fuck me, but feared he was going to gag me and I wanted to be able to breathe when he fucked me. His cock tasted so good! It felt so good on my lips." She hugged herself. "He sat on my bed and I knelt between his bare knees, I could feel it on my shoulders. He pressed my mouth to his cock and he pressed it into my mouth. I licked, I sucked, I let him fuck my face with his cock and all I could think about was that I was being raped in my own house, in my bedroom. I thought about Annie, asking to be fucked, raped over and over by my son and his friends. She demanded it, I think you have been fucking her. While I sucked his cock, all I could think about was you boys, having you rape me, come to my house and fuck me like he did." Mrs. Rossini looked up, her face glowed.
"I cannot describe what I was feeling. I could not believe it was actually happening to me! I was sucking a stranger's cock! When he came, I wanted to roll onto my back and open my legs like a puppy, offer him my quim and hope he mounted me. I was boiling hot. He made me stand up and then . . . then, oh gawd, he kissed my breasts! It felt, it felt so wonderful, so erotic! Oh, shit."
Hearing proper Mrs. Rossini say 'shit' tickled me but I stifled the urge to laugh.
"I didn't tell you he blindfolded me. I went into my closet, naked from the shower, my hair up in towel and he grabbed me from behind. He put me onto the floor of the closet and knelt on me. He tied my arms. It was dark, dark as ink in there. But he blindfolded me.
"Then he made me, no let me suck his cock. Boys, I love to suck cock. It gets me into trouble from time to time. I love the feeling of that spongy cock head against the top of my mouth. Mmmmm." She closed her eyes and hummed.
I watched her talk, mesmerized.
"He was kissing my breasts and for a moment I went cold. No one kisses my breasts any longer and feeling his lips on my skin made me confront what was happening. I was as his mercy. He could do anything he liked to me and what was worse, my loins were gushing, I was flooded and my body throbbed with the need to have a man's penis thrusting inside me. While he sucked at my breasts, I was thinking, thinking clearly while my body seemed to be reacting to his actions without any say from me.
"Then he stopped and I was sure he would mount me." Natasha pulled her eyes from the floor where she had been staring and looked at me. "I love that expression, 'mount me'! It is so animalistic! So infused with passion that is base and basic and real! I wanted him to mount me but he didn't."
Natasha looked around the room, her eyes fairly shining. No one moved, no one spoke. The guys were mostly erect. The women seemed to be hugging themselves, the two that were not bound. Alissa stared at Mrs. Rossini, her eyes wild.
"He bound me to the bed." Mrs. Rossini whispered. "Then he ate me." She shuddered, bowing her head, her arms crossed over her chest. "He ate me! His tongue went inside of me and I felt him deep inside, tasting me, sucking my juice from my pussy, my cunt, my hole, my slash, my vag. He licked and sucked and fondled me till I came like a train. When he first touched me, I came and I came hard, perhaps as hard as ever before. I think I blacked out. I remember telling him he could have anything he wanted if he ate me, if he kept eating me, if he made me come. I pledged to be his, if he made me come and when I came, I thought of my son. I felt sad that he was not the one about to fuck me and I resolved in that moment, if I lived through being raped, I would fuck my only son whenever and however and wherever he wanted, if he wanted."
She looked at Brent, her eyes glistened. "Brent baby, you can have me whenever you want."
A ripple ran through the room. I was not sure what was happening but hearing her recount our encounter was rattling me to the bone. I was so horny I could have screwed a knothole. Hearing Natasha's account of our little encounter was fucking amazing.
"He ate me while I screamed," Natasha giggled, "quietly. I did not want anyone to interrupt what he was doing to me." She laughed then. "He ate me to orgasm after orgasm. I came and came. I do not know what I said to him, when I could talk. I was so intoxicated with the experience I could not think straight. But through it all . . . oh, I remember. I asked him name." She laughed again. "Can you imagine? 'What is your name, Mr. Rapist?' I was trying to make conversation, trying to insure he fucked me, to keep his tongue in me, to keep him between my open legs. Can you imagine? Can you even begin to understand what it was like to have a man eating you, a stranger, a rapist and feel so high, so erotic, to turned on your body flooded continually with such stimulation that all you want is for it to continue . . . it was unbelievable. I never felt like that before, ever. I think I was coming continually when he left me.
"I admit I tried to think about escape but it felt so wonderful I just sank back into the wash of it and the next thing I knew I was on my knees on the bed and he was tying me like that, a pillow under my tits. My arms were tied to the headboard and he wrapped sashes around my knees and opened me up. I plead with him to fuck me and when he did, I erupted again. I felt like was gargling my own cum, I was so full of it, so awash in ecstasy I could not think straight. But then, while I was coming with his cock inside of me, slamming deep . . . oh gawd I can feel it even now! I was coming and he left me."
She stopped talking for a moment, then she turned her face to Brent. "I told him, I told him I wanted to fuck my son and his name was Brent and I called him 'Brent' and it made me come so hard I thought I was coming apart, like light was shining out of me. I felt light and yet when he slammed deep into me, I felt so full, so utterly launched into ecstasy.
"Then, oh christ, oh my fucking gawd! You cannot believe what he did." Natasha looked around the room. "He beat me. He attacked my ass and thighs with his belt and fuck it hurt! I cried and groaned but he kept beating me. I blacked out to all but the pain, the pulsing fire he lit in my ass. I cried and he strapped me. But then I noticed that I was drooling, not my lips, my pussy. My legs were drenched. When he stopped, I was crying and he entered me and the orgasm fell on me like a huge wave, like an electric storm breaking into rain and I ran with juice, flooding him and the bed. He fucked me and I came like a . . . I came very hard! Like a geyser! A volcano! I exploded and I thought my body was going to dissolve! I felt like starlight and waltzing."
Natasha sat back into the chair and hugged herself again, squeezing her breasts together, gaping the dress so their inner curves appeared. Her face was enraptured.
"The next thing I knew I was on my back, my arms still tied but my legs were free. I did not fight him. I spread myself as wide as I could and prayed for his cock. Then the fire in my ass registered and I lifted my ass off the bed. He pounded down into me. I came hard again and then it redoubled when he pressed my heated ass to the bed. I thought I was going out of my mind by this time. I remember when his hands gripped my ass, the contrast of his cold hands on my hot ass set off another rolling spasm of orgasms. I could not control my body and I floundered under him. My ass burned but the heat seemed to suffuse me and fill me and then melt me inside. His cock touched me so deeply I thought I could taste him. I came so much, so often I could not endure it any longer and fainted I think. I came for so long and so hard, it seemed like hours. I was trembling and weak as the orgasms flashed through me. After each one, I was certain I was done, unable to respond to the intense stimulation. I think my body collapsed.
"Then his phone rang. He had a woman watching the house for him and she warned him. She told him someone was coming or something. He pulled out of me and got me to my knees again. He tied me like before and then he found lubricant and my little friend, a vibrator. He greased up my ass and stuck it into me. You know, all I could think of was having a cock in me when he shoved that thing into my ass. Not in my ass, I prayed, in my pussy. I wanted to be fucked. Oh gawd, how I wanted to be fucked! I wanted to grind my pussy down on his cock again.
"He worked the vibrator into my ass and then turned it on. I thought I would lose my mind! I jerked and strained and came over and over again. When he turned it off, all I could think of was his cock and I wanted him in me. He gagged me then and put the vibrator back into me. When he turned it on, I was so stimulated I think I came in my ass, my pussy and with my clit, all at once, a triple play. All I wanted was his cock. Then he was gone."
Natasha was gasping and panting with her retelling of her rape. She gleamed with arousal.
"I was so focused on the dildo in my ass, I did not really notice Brent and Sonny here arriving. I vaguely heard Brent's car in the drive and his music but I did not really register it till Sonny squeezed up between my legs and pulled me down onto his cock. I was so high, so suffused with ecstasy that I took him inside me like I was a tunnel and he was a subway train. I am not sure I even felt anything new. But Sonny . . . " Mrs. Rossini stood up. "You saved me!" She said. She moved over to me and took my face in her hands and kissed me hard.
"This man!" She kissed me again. "Sonny told me it was him all along and it was him who rape me, tied me and fucked me. Just like that all that fear, all the tension seemed to snap, like a spring held too long extended. All the remained was the lust my own imagination had fired in me for so long, dreaming of being taken in my own house, forced to ecstasy and filled with a stranger's cock. I think I must have come several times while he was in me. The next thing I remember was kissing Brent, kissing my lovely son with his huge cock stuffed in me. He shoved the vibrator up my ass again and turned it on and I came and came and came." Natasha walked over to Brent. She kissed her son on the lips. She took on of his hands and pressed it against her breast. "My son fucked me that night. I drifted down from the high and you know what? I felt no fear. I was not terrified of the dark. I did not jump with the movement I could not quite see. I was, I was free of the fear. All I could think about was fucking my son and then I heard about this, about this whatever it is and I wanted it to be me. It never occurred to me that someone else would be here to receive fuck you boys; kinda stupid of me. But I really wanted it to be me."
For a long moment, no one moved. But Sammy, whose cock was rock hard, moved away from the cabinet, resumed his place before his aunt and waited. With all of us watching, she stared at the bobbing, pulsing cock before her eyes. She kissed the shiny end and then sucked him deep into her mouth.
I waited in the silence but finally, with my driest and most sardonic voice I said, "yeah well, that is all fine and good, Mrs. Rossini but what will it be? Are you doing to volunteer to be airtight or not? Do you want to fuck your son in front of us all or not?"
I saw Landon crack a smile and Chris laughed. Laura stared at the floor and Melissa sucked Sammy's cock while Sammy massaged her breasts, shoving his hands deep into the front of her blouse.
Mrs. Rossini finally looked squarely at her son. She nodded mutely. When she spoke, her voice was low, raspy and sexy as hell. "Yes, I want you, Brent." She mumbled, then her head nodded like she had made a decision. "I want you now, here. I want you all." She looked up at me then at the rest. The expression on her face seemed to request validation, acknowledgement or perhaps she sought approval. I slid my hand inside the fabric of her dress, down to her hip where I found the garter belt with its straps stretched down to her stockings. I shivered at the same time a quiver possessed her. My cock twitched. She glanced at Alissa and shrugged, mouthing 'I am sorry' to the bound woman.
"Mrs. Rossini." Brent said. "I vote for Mrs. Rossini."
And that was that, we had our airtight candidate.
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I grinned, nodded and looked at Alissa. Her face was a picture of fury mixed with something else. Somehow she knew this was my doing, I could see it in her eyes. I kept the grin and shrugged my shoulders as expressively as I could but she did not seem to see the humor in the situation. I did and it made me wonderfully happy. "Okay, we have to do things a little different than we did them with my mom." I said and I noted Melissa swallow particularly hard which made Sammy groan with pleasure. He showed great control by not pushing his Aunt onto her back and mounting her again right then. I tapped Sammy on the shoulder. "Sammy, you want to give her a rest?"
Sammy looked around at me like I was about to cornhole him but finally pulled his cock free of his Aunt's mouth. He pulled his trousers up and backed away from the kneeling woman. I helped her to her feet. "Melissa, thanks for being game but I think now you are going to just be an observer, okay?"
She nodded dumbly, her eyes glazed with lust and shock as she moved back to her place by the kitchen sink.
I pulled away from Mrs. Rossini, moving over to stand beside Melissa, looping an arm casually around her waist. Natasha moved closer to Brent, taking his hand like a shy date in a formal, frightening setting. I thought it was so cute to see them holding hands.
"So, Sonny, how do we do this?" Brent asked wanting a plan, pulling his eyes from his mother to focus on me. His hand unconsciously stroked his cock which made me almost give into the hysterical joy that seemed about to erupt out of me. It was working and I did it!
I pointed at Laura. "Mrs. Wills has consented to play the part of the maid of honor and will be available for use as last time. But again, she is not to come. Brent, I made sure Sammy did his Mom before today. Have you fucked your mom yet, Brent?" I asked the question knowing the answer but somehow, not having Mom there made it unofficial or something.
Brent looked me like I asked to hold his cock for a while.
"Or would you like to take Mrs. Rossini upstairs and get better acquainted in private?" I waited, wondering what the answer would be. Either way was fine with me.
Mrs. Rossini looked away from her son, finding me, she moved through the now crowded kitchen. She slipped her arms around my neck and kissed me. Her body flowed against mine and soon my hands were holding her, moving with her as she gently massaged me with her body. She kissed at my neck. "Use me." She whispered. "Like you used her." Her voice rasped, an almost guttural mutter.
"I fucked her." Brent said to the room. "I have fucked my mother." Brent was always the smartest of us all.
Landon's eyes widened. He cleared his throat. "Yeah, me too. I fucked Kyla, my ma. But Sonny was there. He, I fucked his mom, he fucked mine. I fucked my mother. She sucked my cock. Sonny took her ass while I was in her pussy. And fuck me if she didn't love it. So, Kyla Clark can be airtight anytime." He looked at me and his shouldered shrugged just a bit. "She has been acting guilty and weird ever since so I think, I think she needs some attention from someone besides me." He staggered to a halt.
He surprised me but hearing that Kyla was not fucking him surprised me more. I nearly snorted, one more thing.
I turned Sasha in my arms and cupped her breasts over the billowing fabric of her dress. "You have to say it, Natasha." I whispered. "Say it to us all." I felt her shiver.
"Do it to me. Like you did to Annie Kingston in my basement while I watched. Fuck me. Let me suck you. Oh gawd, eat me! Take my ass and make me airtight! Use me. I want to fuck five men in a row and have them fill me." She looked around. "But mostly, I want to suck each of you. I love sucking cock!"
Then she surprised me. She looked over at Mrs. Wills. "I want your lips on me, Laura. I want to feel a woman eating me and see if you can make me come! I have never been with a woman but I want it too. I want all of it."
I pulled back from her, my cock achingly stiff in my sweats. She moved to my side, sliding an arm around me. Everyone was watching us. I gestured at the table. "Lay there, Sasha. Do you have under garments?" I knew the answer but I wanted her to say it, for everyone to hear it.
She smiled, staring at the table where Alissa stood nearby, bound, her breasts protruding in the black leotard. "No. Well, just garters. Gawd, I am so wet." She chortled. She spoke as though it were a soliloquy, as if none of us existed. She sounded like a young girl, a woman new to her sexuality. This was new to her and she was clearly thrilled by it all.
When we moved toward the table, everyone shifted away. Sammy took hold of his mother and guided her over to stand next to Melissa and then squeezed in between them, slipping a hand onto their butts and pulling them against his body; he had pulled his pants up. They both looked at him but seeing each other, looked away so he took firm hold of the ass of his Aunt and Mother with each hand and neither woman objected or moved against his hold on their bodies. He grinned hugely. Landon moved out of the way and Brent stood beside him, both watching me, arms crossed. I turned Mrs. Rossini around and sat her down on the table top. "Laura." I said softly.
Mrs. Wills scampered over to me, her large eyes staring at me expectantly.
"Is she wet, Laura. Wet enough to be entered?" I asked casually.
Laura knelt, placed both hands on the woman's knees and parted them, easing them open. Sasha sat back onto the table, staring at the woman between her legs. She looked up at me. Then her eyes whisked past me to Brent, I presumed. Laura ran her hands up the inner surface of Sasha's parted legs; Sasha gasped and her inquiring eyes closed. She shivered and her head dropped back, exposing her beautiful neck. She licked her full lips and swallowed and I suspect all of us watching imagined a cock in her mouth. Her pose thrust her breasts out. With her head back like that, her eyes closed, her knees wide, she appeared the perfect image of a woman submitting to the pleasure of sexual servitude. Her breaths were deep which moved her breasts beneath the swaths of thick cream fabric. Her olive skin looked liquid smooth, supple and fine.
"Oh, ohhhhhh." She groaned, anticipation dripping in her voice.
Laura's hands had disappeared under the dress. Laura turned her head to look at me, amazement in her eyes. "She is wet, yes. Very wet, yes." She said, her voice a breathy gasp. "Geezus, she is dripping!" Laura's eyes shone.
"Mrs. Rossini, would you like us all to taste you?"
Her head lulled forward and her eyes opened, glazed and limpid. Slowly she nodded.
"Laura, you first. Just a taste."
The blond woman knelt, running her hands up and down the wide open thighs. She carefully lifted the two bolts of cream cloth which crossed just below Sasha's crotch. The tops of Sasha's tan stocking came into view with the bindings linking them to the garter belt which remained out of view. Her pussy remained covered. Laura slowly lowered her head and the dress dropped over her head.
The woman mounted on the table widened her legs, arching her back and lifting her hips. She leaned back onto her hands, planted behind her and flexed her thighs wide, opening her body up to the woman between her knees. She seemed eager while holding utterly still as Laura Wills moved her mouth closer and closer to the crux of the matter, well out of our sight. "Ohhhhhh gawwwwwddddd!" Sasha groaned. Her body bucked once and she dropped from her straightened arms down to her elbows. "Ohhhhhhh noooooo!" Her hips lifted and then bucked twice. "She . . . is . . . licking me! Licking me! Oh yes, lick me, suck me Laura Wills, eat me!" Her voice ran up the register ending with a high keening.
Laura rode the motion and seemed comfortable, settling into her position. I tapped her on the shoulder; once, twice, three times before she acknowledged me and her head reappeared from below the edge of the dress.
"No please, let her . . . " Natasha sighed but then lay back, resigned to what was yet to come.
Laura crawled backwards and then I helped her to her feet. I pointed at Chris. "You next." Chris merely nodded and approached the woman sitting on the table. He stopped before Laura and licked her lips before kissing his mother hard on the mouth and the deeply, their tongues lashing each other. Sasha lifted her head and watched Chris till he broke the kiss with his mother, his face smeared with Natasha Rossini's cum. Natasha's eyes fixed on him, watching him approach through lidded eyes, her head lulling a bit as though she were drugged or drunk or had not slept in three days.
Chris got between her legs, bending over her at first to kiss her lips. He kissed down her chest and tried to pull the fabric off a breast but had to settle for a squeeze. He got to his knees between her legs. Natasha groaned. He shoved the dress up, trying to flip it up and out of his way. It did not 'flip', the structure did not yield to this sort of rearrangement. He finally dipped his head and entered the makeshift cowl as Laura Wills had.
For a moment, Sasha tensed; then she grunted and spoke, "Ohhhhhhhh, oh, oh he is licking me. His tongue is going deep inside me. Ohhhhh, yes. I think, I think, I am cuuuummmmiiiiinnnnggggg!" Sasha squealed, her hips flexing up, lifting Chris while he clung to her waist and thigh. After her ass dropped back to the table, he emerged from under the dress, his face glistening and flushed.
I turned to Landon. "You want to go next?" I asked.
He nodded. Chris, bless his pea-picking heart, stumbled over to Melissa and kissed her, smearing Sasha on her face. Then he reached for Alissa and pinched her nipples while Sammy watched him, massaging both asses while Chris fondled and kissed his aunt and caressed his mother's breasts at the same time.
Landon meanwhile looked at me. "You going to have someone clean her up?"
I glanced at Laura and quick like a blond fox she was between Sasha's lulling thighs with a towel. She disappeared under the cowling and Sasha jumped, jerking and grunting. "Oh fuck! She has fingers in me, she is fucking me." Sasha breathed. "Ohhh gawd! Oh, oh, oh!" Her body bounced on the table.
I moved to Laura and tapped her on the shoulder again. She was more responsive this time and emerged, her face flushed but clean, not smeared with cum as it had been previously. Landon nodded and slipped under Sasha's cowling and she began to shake as he worked on her pussy. Whatever he was doing, she seemed to like it, her eyes closed and she arched her body against him.
I moved over to the table and examined her dress. I found the hooks on each side and released its top. I skimmed the broad straps off each shoulder and revealed her breasts. From the side, I pulled the straps down so that her upper torso was bare. Natasha watched me with roiling eyes while her lower body pulsed against Landon's face between her legs. I bent and kissed each of Sasha's large breasts, sucking one and then the other into my mouth. Below me, Landon worked on her pussy out of our sight. The second cycle of sucking and kissing her breasts, Sasha twitched and jerked and screamed into a new orgasmic convulsion. I moved off of her but pulled Laura over to us who looked askance at me. I bent her over the table, placing her face onto Sasha's torso. I lifted her maid's skirt and entered her.
"Aaahhhhhhh." Laura sighed as I plunged deeply into her sopping cunt. I pulled free.
"Brent, fuck Laura here but don't let her come. Mrs. Wills, the rule still applies, no orgasm for you."
When she nodded, her face pressed against Sasha's roiling breast. Laura lifted up and took the breast into her mouth. Sasha groaned and dropped flat to the table, grunting as the woman sucked on her tit. Laura's other hand cupped her breast. Sasha's hands gripped the edge of the table and her hips punched upwards in rhythm with a beat only she could hear, or feel as the case may be. Landon continued to work between Sasha's legs.
Melissa had taken hold of Chris' head and was positively licking his face, stopping to kiss him from time to time. Sammy had moved behind his mother and with her arms bound between them, was massaging her huge, bare, black breasts. Alissa's eyes were on me, unreadable but finally they closed as Sammy squeezed and kneaded her tits; one of his hands pressed at her skirt over her pussy and she grunted and her hips popped forward a couple times. The scene was getting to her. The most interesting thing to me was that no one suggested I send the black women home, interlopers as they technically were in this day of airtight bliss for Mrs. Rossini. They seemed to add to her arousal.
Brent moved behind Laura and grasped her by the wrists. With a knee he widened her legs and then crouched to touch his huge cock to her crotch from behind. Laura groaned and began to search for his cockhead with her pussy. Sasha watched, finally rising to her elbows to look over Laura's back at her son's cock. Brent caught her eye and for a moment they stared at each other, like strangers realizing they had a previous connection. She smiled and nodded. Brent released one of Laura's wrists and used that free hand to position his cock at the entrance to Laura's body. Once in place, he shoved, his cock sank into the blond woman's cunt and she cried out all the while her body shook and pressed back, taking him deeper and deeper. She rubbed her cheek against Brent's mother's breasts like a cat seeking attention, taking his cock into her body with loving, erotic commitment.
With one hand holding both wrists, Brent pulled back and slammed into Laura again, succeeding in penetrating her deeper. On the third violent and long stroke, Mrs. Wills came, squealing and grunting. Sasha was trying to remain on her elbows so she could watch the woman sucking her tits come, but her hips kept rising up, bumping and thrusting at Landon under the canopy of her dress. Her head kept falling back as the wash of sensation swamped her control
"Oh fuck!" Mrs. Rossini hissed through her clinched teeth. "I am watching my son fuck a woman while his friend eats me." She looked around. Melissa was getting to her knees, pulling Chris' cock into her mouth. Sammy had his hands on his mother's breasts, while he kissed her neck. When Sasha saw that she glanced over at me. "Little Sammy is kissing his mother and his hands are on her boobs." She said, her voice slurring with drunken excitement. Then suddenly she shrieked and another climax arrived, stronger this time. Her body bucked, responding to whatever Landon was doing under her dress. Melissa sucked Chris' cock into her mouth and deeper, pressing him against the sink beside her sister who was struggling to turn in Sammy's arms. He refused her, holding her by her cunt and a breast, locking her ass against his hard cock. She looked distinctly distressed watching her sister suck a cock right below her eyes.
Time to interrupt, I thought.
I clapped my hands. "Mrs. Wills! Mrs. Wills!" I said loudly. "Did I just see you having an orgasm?" I asked, feeling not a little stupid. I had to stop this, it had to stop or Alissa would be betrayed. Another moment and every woman in the room would be getting fucked and I would be left to go fetch Annie. Not a bad option but today should be Natasha's and I definitely had bigger ideas.
Brent pulled back from Mrs. Wills. His face working, eyes blinking. "Shit, Sonny, what is the problem?"
"I told her she could not come. I believe she just had a very nice little orgasm. Sammy, leave your mother alone. She is going to watch today." Melissa continued to lick Chris' cock.
Sammy's hands dropped like they were being burnt. Alissa grunted, turning her gagged gaze to me and pressing her ass back against her son's hard cock. Sammy slithered out from behind her, stepping around Melissa who continued sucking on Chris' cock. Chris continued letting her. Landon sat back on his heels, pulling his head out from under the bunched dress. His hands rested on Sasha's shapely thighs.
"Landon, help Mrs. Rossini up." I said. "Brent come with me a moment." I took his arm and pulled him towards the back patio doors. I had a key in my hand. He struggled to pull his slacks up and arrange himself, suddenly self-conscious, his huge cock was coated with Mrs. Wills' approval. "Brent, I want you to go next door and fuck Mrs. Kingston. Take your mother, let her watch. You know Annie likes an audience. It is time to show your mother what is like to get what she wants. Your mother wants what Annie got. Fuck Annie, hard and fast. Take her like she asked. You know what I mean." I fixed my eyes on Brent's and he held my stare for a moment before nodding.
"I think Natasha wants it all. What Annie wants. She should see it, see you fuck Annie. Do it right and your mother will be willing to fuck us all the same way. But Brent, this is your mom we are talking about. You have the right to deny her to us, even if it is what she wants. If you take her over to see Annie fucked, to watch you rape Annie, you are telling her that we will do the same for her, surprised forced fucking when we like. She will become another woman like Annie, a woman for us to sneak into your house and fuck whenever we like. You have to be okay with that. Got it?" I spoke loud enough for all to hear.
He nodded slowly. Then his eyes cleared.
"When you come back, we'll give her what she asked for, she'll get it all for the first time. She can decide then if she really wants it all, just like Annie! Just like she asked for the first time."
"What do you mean the first time?"
"The first time she asked for something. I think once Mrs. Rossini sees Annie fucked the way she likes it, your mother will want that too. I could be wrong, I want you to find out. If she wants it with you, she'll want it with any of us so think about it if you take her there. This is one of those times when you can skip it if you like but you should go fuck Annie in any case."
Brent looked at me quizzically. "Pardon me, professor, but weren't you listening just now? I think that ship has sailed. I am pretty sure about what my mother wants."
I nodded. "I heard. I am not going to make it open season on Sasha's ass unless I know she is clear about what she is asking for. Here is the key to the Kingston's back door. Be quiet and surprise her. She loves it when you sneak up on her and take her by force. Be careful because she likes to fight and I think it makes her wet when you subdue her with brute force before entering her. I am sorry to interrupt you but Laura Wills must obey or she will not enjoy the next phase of her pleasure so much. I promised Chris and if I let her get away with this, well, suffice to say I am putting a stop to her orgasm right now. Go on, take Sasha or don't."
I turned away from Brent and went into the dining room where the big oval table with the opalescent surface looked out onto the front lawn. It was surrounded by eight chairs, white chairs with gold trim, the backs of which were narrow, tapered like the shape of a candle flame, each a slightly different shape. I dragged two of the chairs into the living room, sitting them at the top of the sunken area. I almost set them to face each other but decided that this would be too cruel.
"Mrs. Wills." I called.
Laura appeared, her outfit put to rights but her face showed her fear. Her lips trembled and tears ran down her cheeks. "Please, no." She whispered when she arrived before me. No one else followed her. Natasha still lay on the table panting through her recovery from the wracking orgasms she had experienced.



"Mrs. Wills, didn't I tell you that if you came, you would be restricted from participating in this event?"
She nodded, weeping openly now.
I touched her tears with a finger. "I could send you away but I won't but you can choose to leave if you like. Go get me scarves, the right number of scarves. If you get the right number, perhaps I will sit you here and you can watch. If you bring the wrong number I will blindfold you and you can listen to Mrs. Rossini cumming. Would you like that."
"No." She answered immediately. "I like watching. Please, let me, I promise I will not . . . "
"No. No promises. Just go. Scarves. Now. Or change and leave. Go, now!" I sent her away. I presumed most everyone heard me. Brent had been watching from the patio doors. His mother was still in the kitchen. Brent took a long, deep breath and then walked into the kitchen. He helped Sasha rearrange her dress so her tits were not showing, pulled his mother to the patio doors and out.
Landon drifted in their wake, fixing me with his eyes. "Sonny? What the fuck?"
"What the fuck, what?" I tossed back. I walked into the kitchen and took firm hold of Alissa. She seemed less than the imposing woman she usually presented to the world. Chastened. Chastened was not enough. Not by a long shot. I wanted her on her knees but voluntarily and because that is what would magnify her orgasms as she wanted. I had to break her and she wanted to be broken but she would resist till I found the right way to put her on her knees with her mouth open waiting for cock.
I pulled her into the living room and with some struggle slid the back of the dining room chair between her back and her arms, sitting her in the chair with her arms cuffed behind her. Her elbows almost made it impossible to get her to fit over the back but her back was plenty flexible. I positioned her arms over the back and her legs spread around the seat. She refused to sit. I lifted her skirt and she tried to struggle away from my hand. I found her pussy through the shredded leotard and found her sopping wet. I shoved a finger into her over and over again. Alissa groaned. Finally I felt her resolve to fight me give a little and she let the chair back slide up her back between it and her arms as she sat down, her legs releasing as I finger fucked her. She grunted through the gag. She bowed her head, her shoulders shaking but I did not take it to be sobbing. It was more like resignation. I needed desire and eagerness to be teased and denied and fucked. That would come.
Melissa trailed me into the living room, Chris and Sammy trailed her. Sammy made a 'pouncing' motion with his hands behind her and Chris chortled. The mood had lightened a little.
Clicking heels on the stairs announced Laura's return. She arrived with four scarves. I regretted for a moment that Mrs. Rossini was not here to watch the process but figured that she could live without seeing me tie up the blond woman. "Four?" I asked when Laura presented herself before me. She had them in one hand and I knew she was not leaving because she still wore the maid's dress.
Laura nodded. She trembled and her eyes were red and she kept wiping them with her knuckles or wrist.
"I asked you a question." I said softly.
Laura lifted her face to me. "Four. Two for my arms, one wadded up to go into my mouth and one for my mouth, a gag I mean." She said equally softly, almost whispering but not daring to deny us her voice. She was trembling like the proverbial leaf in the initial breezes of a rising storm.
"No blindfold?" I asked.
Laura stared at me, her body salt pillar still.
I waited.
Finally she shook her head no, slow motions to right and left.
I nodded. "Okay." Laura sighed, closing her eyes and her body relaxed. I took the scarves from her and draped them over Alissa's lap. The black woman looked down at them then up at me, her eyes ablaze. I looked at Landon. "Should we strip her before I tie her up?" I asked. I knew the answer but I wanted Landon to say it.
He shook his head. "No. This is Sasha's party. No sense in fucking it up with distractions. I know my Mom would not like to share us with any other naked woman." His eyes were unreadable but it was not a stretch to figure Landon imagined his mom in this situation. Impatience was clearly readable but I do not think it was for the present pussy. His imagination was pressing on him.
I ignored his implication, whatever it was and nodded. I liked the reference. He presumed his mother would be here, waiting to be taken by us all at some point. However, I was pretty sure I would manage to introduce her to the delights of Sapphic love before we sealed her body with hard, male cock.
I turned Laura around and tied her wrists. She began to weep most piteously. Her shoulders rolled forward as she bent, presenting me her arms but they shook with her sobs as they possessed her. She could not help it. The disappointment was so sharp, so painful, she could not resist the weeping as it flowed through her. She reacted like a sensitive child after being gently rebuked. After wrapping the first scarf around her wrists and forearms to the elbows, I tied it off. I turned her around. She lifted her face to me, tears streaming down them. I felt so sorry for her.
"I am so sorry, Sonny!" She whimpered. "I did not mean to cum but Brent is so huge. I was surprised . . . it felt so very good to have him so deep in me!" New sobs wracked her and she almost bowed her head.
I bent and kissed her lips and the sobs stopped, cut off like someone turned off a spigot. I kissed her for a few more moments then withdrew. "Just think of that big cock being in your ass, Laura. I promise you, the time will come when this will be your party." I glanced at Alissa. She was watching me like a cat stalking a cricket. "The time is coming when we will reward you for your service, Laura. Everyone makes mistakes. After today, you will resume your duties. If you stick to our agreement, you will reap untold pleasure; much more than if you defy me." I glanced again at Alissa and saw the flicker of hope which became resolve in her eyes. She knew who I was really talking to. She sat back in the chair, settling in to be comfortable, to accept what was coming. I almost smiled because she seemed to misinterpret my words, fashioning from them confidence in her own perceptions, hope woven from arrogance which she would have called optimism. Surprise only comes when perceptions are wrong and this could be a jarring experience if not done properly. I would surprise my lovely Alissa. I had a plan and rather than worry about if it worked or not, I wanted to see what would happen if. I would certainly find out.
I bound Laura's elbows and upper arms, wrapping her tight but not so tight she would lose circulation. I sat her on the dining chair the same way I had sat Alissa, rather like they were tied to two posts awaiting their fates. The contrast of the fluffy, top-heavy blond beside the voluptuous black woman was pleasant.
I placed the wadded scarf into Laura's mouth and then bound it in place with the fourth scarf. Her eyes watched, breath blowing out of her nostrils. If I knew this woman, if I understood her, she was more aroused than she had ever been in all of her life. For a second I considered putting a hand between her legs to see but demurred. She would enjoy that but denying it would give her far more pleasure in the end, I thought. When I finished, Laura glanced over at Alissa and they shared a curious look. I turned from them and found Melissa with my eyes. She thought it was her turn to be in the spot light but I turned to her sister. I needed to see something, needed to see Alissa do what I thought she would do which would once and for all justify my treatment for her.
"Alissa, you have been voted off the island but I am willing to let you serve if you want. Do you want to take Mrs. Wills' place as our maid for the day while we make Sasha Rossini airtight? You can if you like? We'll fuck you but you cannot come; that's the deal." I stopped speaking and waited. I could see the wheels turning, see Alissa trying to figure out the angles which was precisely the point. She had to stop that with me and always choose her pleasure or I would never be able to give it to her. I waited for perhaps thirty seconds before Alissa nodded her head just as I called out; "Time's up, dear Alissa."
Alissa began to nod furiously but I ignored her. When she finally stopped thrashing, I said to her, "It is likely for the best, Alissa. I doubt you have Mrs. Wills' control. She can avoid orgasm for a long time and has. You would go clear to the back of the line if you screwed up the service after being voted off the island. It is likely better this way. There is tomorrow for you to fuck us while your sister watches."
I almost smiled when I saw the sigh of relief and the glint of clever hope in her eyes. Alissa would remember this lesson for the rest of her sexual life. That was my vow.
"Messy Melissa." I said, walking over to her. My arms were open and she lifted hers to envelop me as I kissed her. Her body sealed against me, one hand slid under the sweat pants and onto my bare ass. We kissed till I could tell the other guys were getting restless. I broke free from her, hard to do hard; particularly while she was bumping her crotch against my erect cock, grinding that luscious pussy into my thigh.
"I am wet." She said softly, suggestively, dropping her eyes to look down, I presumed, at my hard cock. The expression in her eyes was perfectly clear. She wanted fucked.
"I am sure you are but I have a slightly different role in mind for you. Since Mrs. Wills fucked her situation up by cumming when she shouldn't have, I was wondering if you would be willing to take on her duties for the day."
Melissa's chin lifted. Her eyes cleared, the arousal evaporated and she was calculating the meaning of my words. She lowered her chin. "I am not sure I know the rules she lives by?" She said.
"She is a good little maid; she cleans up after us. We fuck the main attraction and Laura eats her or wipes her cunt, squeezing or juicing her so she is not so sloshy when the next guy fucks her. If we want, we fuck her or have her suck us while Sasha is being fucked or sucking our cocks or whatever. As the day progresses, if she needs to fluff us to get ready for the main events, she does that. She is always ready to clean us or the airtight girl in question, keeping us from turning into a messy mess. We can all fuck her or ask for a little sucking any time but no coming, not for us in her and no orgasms for her while she is serving us. We come in the main attraction. She is here for service and orgasm tends to degrade the quality of that service . . . you would be asked to provide these same services."
Melissa nodded once, "And no cumming for me, either." It was not a question.
"Right," I said, agreeing with her. "No cumming for you either." I made a face of consideration. "It hardly seems fair to ask that of you for nothing in return. How about if we give you the opportunity to be airtight tomorrow? I don't know if anyone will vote for you over your sister but we can see. Would that be a fair trade for your service? Fair since your sister has slighted us?"
Melissa's eyes focused past me and I turned to find Alissa staring at us, her eyes seemed to be gloating, mocking her younger sister. Her confidence was admirable, continually, she underestimated me. I looked back to Melissa. "Please, dear Missy, otherwise I will need to delay things to find a suitable replacement. I know my mother would be willing." I could have bit off my tongue. In her position, I think I certainly would have voted to see my mother doing the serving. Fortunately she did not know my mother and the thrill of seeing a mother fuck her son was fully present already. "But I tell you what, since we are waiting for Brent and Sasha, we'll do whatever you like till they get back." I knew it was a bribe and wondered if she would see the hook in the juicy promise.
Melissa did not even hesitate. She reached under her dress and striped down her panties and moved over to the couch. "Eat me." She said pointedly. She sat down, sprawling, her legs akimbo. "Then I want you all to fuck me."
Sammy, Landon, Chris and I exchanged looks. I went to her open legs and knelt between them. The aroma of excited pussy filled my nostrils. I put my hands on her knees and ran them slowly up her wonderful thighs. Her head lulled onto the back of the couch. Sammy moved around to the back of the couch and kissed his aunt. His hands slid inside her top and he massaged her breasts, squeezing them. Melissa's hips rose off the couch as Sammy kissed her, her eyes opened and she became aware it was her nephew she was kissing. I lifted her skirt and kissed up her right thigh, over her pubic bone and down the other thigh.
Melissa struggled free of her nephew's mouth, "Quick to it, Sonny boy, I want cock before Brent comes back." Turns out the 'queen bee' syndrome was not just her sister's to master.
I did hear the longing in her voice, she had seen the size of his cock. I licked her slit from bottom to top, searching for her clit through the tight curls of her pubic hair. She lurched once when I got close but then I gave up and moved lower, back to the pussy lips, swabbing them with my tongue. Then I thrust my tongue into her, pressing it hard into her body till I pierced her. I could feel the many folds and contours of her cunt with my tongue and for a moment I merely explored, touching and caressing her inner flesh with my tongue while I sucked with my lips sealed around her pussy and breathed through my nose. Then I must have found and touched her g-spot because her body jerked and her thighs threated to slap closed. Her hands found my shoulders and gripped me with two claws. Vaguely I heard her voice saying something before her body shifted and her pussy punched me in the face once more. I held on but after that violent ride, I rose up, dropped my sweats and entered her. Pulling her ass to the edge of the couch, I fucked her, pounding into her a dozen times before pulling free. Her black top was open and Sammy had his hands on her bare breasts.
I pulled out of her and stood up. I yanked her to her feet, extricating her from Sammy's grasp. She had sucked her nephew's cock last, it was time he fucked her again. "Landon, sit down and let this woman suck your cock. Sammy, you have pussy duty." I held her around the waist but she seemed eager to pull free from me. Landon sat down without a word and I released her to her knees. She crawled between Landon's legs and kissed the tip of his now bare cock.
Sammy arrived from behind the couch, took his position and lifted her skirt. He fingered his aunt's pussy for a few seconds before slamming his cock into her. She grunted and pressed back at him. I turned away from the sight to look at Alissa. She did not register me, staring instead at the sight of her son fucking her sister and her sister sucking a cock while having another cock jammed into her pussy from behind. She stared, entranced, unblinking, completely focused on what her sister was getting while she watched. I waited but Alissa did not move her eyes from her son and sister. She stared with unblinking eyes.
I mentally shrugged. "I am going to go find Brent and Mrs. Rossini," I said into the twitching silence. "They should not be taking so long." I moved away from the scene on the couch and grabbed Chris by the arm. "Don't let them come in her. Or let her come, understand?" I spoke more harshly than I intended but I was in a hurry. I wanted to see Annie pinned by Brent's big cock and see how Sasha looked while watching. I had an inkling I was too late.
Chris pulled his eyes away from Sammy fucking his aunt and nodded, mutely. Landon groaned. Chris looked past or through me and I felt dismissed, ignored and utterly superfluous to the moment. Perfect!
I slipped out the patio door, through the hedge, up the steps to the Kingston's deck and through the door into the dim interior of their house. The rain had lightened to a mist. My eyes adjusted to the darkness to find Sasha bent over the kitchen counter, her dress bunched around her waist and her son pounding her pussy from behind. She was stretched onto the counter, her arms wide to hold to the smooth top, gripping the edges while Brent slammed his cock into her pussy, facing the refrigerator where Annie stood staring at the scene before her.
Mrs. Kingston was tied to the refrigerator. I could not see what bound her to the door but she was studying the sight of Mrs. Rossini being fucked in her kitchen. She'd lean forward and the refrigerator door and the freezer door of the 'side by side' would both open a bit and then she'd grunt and push them shut with her ass. She did not acknowledge my arrival.
I eased past Brent who gripped his mother's hips with both hands and was feeding her a mile of cock, ten inches per second. Sasha was gasping and grunting and trying to find a rhythm but her hips only lifted to meet the down stroke and then dropped a bit as the cock pulled free of her body. She was muttering; "My son is fucking me while she watches. My gawd, my gawd, my gawd my son is fucking me while she watches." She began to shiver into a great orgasm and she lifted her head and looked directly at Annie. It was at that point that Annie noticed me.
"Beeg boy fuck Annie good, Sonny." She said in a strangely casual voice. "Now he fuck momma! I see him, he fuck his momma like he fuck yours. She love it just like Cici love it and like I love it!" Annie smiled.
I moved over to her and tipped her head up and kissed her. She wore a little dress with pleats and a shredded white blouse. Her bra was cut and a little cup dangled down each arm. Her nipples were firm and stiff. Upstairs I heard something go 'thump' but I could not place it and Annie spoke to me which deflected my attention.
"You going to fuck me now, Sonny?" She asked, her eyes glistening.
"Oh gawd, oh gawd!" Mrs. Rossini wheezed behind me.
I turned around to face her. She was up on her elbows while her son fucked into her body. Her eyes were wild, her face glistened but I could not tell from what. "Brent, we are waiting for you two. What part of 'fuck Annie' didn't you understand?" I hoped Brent would understand the spirit in which I was challenging his choice and he smiled a guilty smirk.
"Gosh Sonny, you are right. I apologize for fucking my own mother." He pulled back and then stepped away from Sasha whose eyes widened and she turned to try to look over her shoulder.
"No, noooooo!" She keened.
I patted her shoulder, damp with sweat. "Up, Sasha, time to service the rest of us. You can fuck Brent tomorrow or Monday. Monday, he is busy tomorrow. My guess is that you will need tomorrow to rest before you walk normal again. My observation is that a cock up the ass can change your stride."
Brent put his pants to rights and he helped his mother stand. She wobbled. Together they rearranged her dress.
I turned back to the refrigerator and the Chinese woman tied to it. I found she was tied with two stocking, presumably hers. I got a knife and cut her loose. She separated from the appliance and went to stand by the sink, looking back and forth between Brent and me. "If you lick Sasha clean, I will fuck you for a minute before we go back." I said softly.
Sasha swayed against her son who put a protective arm around her waist.
Annie directed her dark eyes at me and then nodded, just once, a single, distinct motion. Brent, seeing that, moved his mother the end of the counter and despite her drunken manner, managed to get her body onto the counter. She lay down and automatically opened her legs. Annie moved between the woman's legs and thrust her head under the bunched dress. Sasha's legs opened and Annie began to lick the woman. For a few minutes, Sasha just lay still, her breathing seemed mostly regular with only occasional little hitches.



"Geezus, Sonny, I never thought I would see my mother lay down for another woman like this." Brent said to me in a normal voice.
"Things change." I returned.
Sasha tried to raise her head but Annie must have solved the mystery of her cunt because Sasha grunted and then her body went stiff, flexing her hips and thrusting them up against Annie's face which we could not see.
I smiled. "Sasha seems to be sharing quite nicely. Think she would like to fuck my mom?" I spoke hypothetically, which I think both Sasha and Brent seemed to miss. Neither responded but Brent's eyes raised from his bucking mother to meet my steady gaze.
"My mom and your mom? Oh fuck would I like to see that!" He grinned.
The thought seemed to agree with Natasha. "Oh gawd, oh gawd, oh gawd!" Sasha chanted as her body bucked and thrust. Annie held tight.
I moved behind Annie's lithe body, opening my pants as I got into position. Once I was there, I lifted her little skirt and entered her with half a cock and then as she continued to eat Mrs. Rossini, I proceeded to shove my cock home into the depths of her pussy. Annie's covered head began to hum and Sasha surged and bucked again. I pulled my cock out of Annie's cunt and pulled her, with some difficulty, from Sasha's crotch. Brent and I helped Sasha stand and moved to the deck door and out onto the deck. Annie watched us. From the door I said, "Annie, stay ready, we'll be back, some of us anyway."
We got Sasha through the hedge with difficulty and up the steps to the patio doors of the Wills house. She walked like she was drunk.
We stepped into the room as Chris pulled free from Messy Melissa's pussy. The woman was sucking heartily on her nephew's cock and Sammy was sitting with his head back and his eyes closed as Melissa sucked and licked his cock. I sat beside Sammy and gently pulled Melissa off his cock. Alissa watched me with something akin to rage.
"Suck me, Melissa."
Sasha and Brent watched the woman fish my cock out of my sweats and begin to suck it. They glanced at each other. Melissa took me deep into her mouth. I tapped her head. "That's fine. Get up. Ask Laura where the towels and wash cloths are and come back here. We'll need you. Oh, and take off your bra. I want to see your tits through that dress."
I went over to Sasha and knelt before her. She looked down at me, mystified. I ran both hands up one leg and unfastened one stocking. She shivered under my touch but then helped me remove the stocking, by widening her legs. "Thank you, Mrs. Rossini," I murmured. I walked over to Laura Wills. "I need this scarf." I said, removing her gag. I waited while she gave directions to Melissa then replaced it with the doubled stocking. Then I walked over to Sasha. "Blindfold, my dear?" I asked.
She stared at me but nodded still floating in her sexual trance. I moved behind her and put the scarf over her eyes and tied it. Natasha shivered. I helped her to her feet and pulled her to a clear space in the room. "Our objective, gentlemen, is to make this woman come by just touching and caressing her while we remove her clothing. We have all eaten her so she needs to suck us, fuck us and then we'll make her airtight. Simple plan, Brent."
"Simple is good." He said.
I nodded. I moved around Mrs. Rossini. "We are going to touch you, Natasha. Everywhere, anywhere, at any time." I kissed the arch of her shoulder carefully. I looked at the other guys. They gathered around. Natasha trembled which got me several odd looks. Chris got to his knees and ran hands up each leg, deep into the foliage of her dress. Natasha grunted but stood firm. Sammy touched a finger to her lips.
Melissa reappeared, towels and things, her breasts clearly visible through her diaphanous black dress. Brent gestured to her and she moved to join our circle. Brent lifted the front of her dress which shocked her but then her new role seemed to click into place and she relaxed. But only till Brent's finger sluiced into her pussy. She groaned and bent a bit. Brent held it under his mother's nose and then touched it to her lips, similar to what Sammy did. When she touched her tongue to his finger, her lips opened immediately and she sucked at his finger.
"Ohhhhh fuck," Natasha breathed. "I taste female."
"You are included, Melissa. We want to try to make her come just standing here while we strip her. You help."
Melissa understood immediately and she moved to kiss Natasha on the lips. Natasha's hands found the body before her and registered breasts and hips and the kiss changed. Just when a sound emitted from Natasha's throat, Melissa pulled away. I moved behind her and lifted the dress. I ran a finger into the cleft of her ass. Natasha groaned. I cupped a cheek and she pressed her body back into my hand. I released her and moved away.
Landon unzipped one side of her dress. We stood staring at her dishabille for so long that she began to twist her head this way and that as though to hear something. We were all silent. I unzipped the other side of the dress and it gapped, showing her bare breasts nearly to the nipples. Abruptly, the dress just released and shuddered off her hips and down her legs She was naked but for the garter belt, one stocking and the pool of the dress around her feet.
"Oh my, my gawd!" Natasha breathed.
I made a motion with my lips indicating we all should kiss her somewhere at the same time and when all understood, we moved in. I took a breast in my lips and noticed Melissa doing the same. Landon turned her head and kissed her lips. Sammy sucked at her neck. Chris kissed her ass which left Brent kissing up one leg to her pussy. Natasha shivered with arousal at the attention and I think we all could tell when Brent's tongue touched her pussy. Together, we kept her from falling. She shuddered and then she was actually coming, a small, tight tremor which shook her body and made her sway in our collective grasp.
As though a whistle blew stopping play, we all backed away from her.
"Okay." She said. "Enough. Please fuck me!"
"Suck me first." Chris said, diffidently but clearly.
Natasha got to her knees and Chris presented her his cock. She sucked on him hard, pulling his cock directly into her mouth. She bobbed, she kissed, she sucked. Chris held her head and when she began to hum, he groaned. "Fuck she does love to suck cock." He said tightly. He endured for a couple more minutes, reaching down to massage her bare breasts as she sucked at him. When he came, Natasha Rossini drank him down like it was a secret elixir.
Sammy replaced Chris.
I moved over to stand by Melissa. She looked over at me and then at her sister who was staring at the white woman sucking her son's cock. "Thanks for helping us out!" I mumbled.
"Would not have missed it!" She mumbled back.
"Oh my gawd, she is great!" Sammy moaned. Sasha gripped his thighs while sucking him down her throat. When she began to hum, Sammy pulled out of Sasha's mouth. "No, can't." He grunted. He was saving himself.
I went next. Melissa cleaned me off. Sasha had her own style. First she pursed her lips and pressed them to the tender, sensitive end of my cock. Then she sucked opening her plush lips a little at a time till there was room and enough flex and the head of my cock popped past her lips, into her mouth and her head bent and she took me deep, immediately. Once with my cockhead seated in her throat, she stopped, breathed, wheezed and swallowed a few times, rubbing the hard rib of her throat up and back along my cock. It was excruciatingly wonderful, filled with tingling excitement and the thrill of having her face pressed fully against me and my balls bumping her chin. When she pulled off my cock, she gasped and panted, sitting back onto her heels, her garters lank on her one thigh and dangling on the other.
I looked around the room. I pointed to Landon. "Go fuck Annie." I said tightly. I would have been more politely expansive but Natasha slurped her tongue the length of my cock then held onto it with one hand and kissed and sucked at the end. I waved at Landon, speaking through gritted teeth; "I promised her we'd . . . visit. Ah fuck, Sasha, suck me!" I had to speak but when her mouth glided down the incline of my cock, not fast but not slow, gentle as snow but hot as fire, the pad of her tongue cushioned my cock as she pressed her head down onto it, rising up on her knees to change the angle. My cockhead bumped the back of her mouth again and she adjusted, fitting it into the deeper space and inhaling which brought cool air down past my cock and made it feel cool while her mouth enveloped me. Then her head fit against me again and her hot breath blew against my abdomen. She held still and her throat convulsed on my cock over and over again till she expelled me with a gasp and a shiver.
I was so overcome by the sensation of her technique my head swirled. "She is waiting." I said to Landon. I tried to finish, panting into my own passion. I decided I wanted more and grasped the woman on her knees before me and she opened her mouth. I maneuvered my cock into her and she groaned as I slid into her mouth again. But then I reversed course which nearly made her fall into me. "Maid, I mean Messy, Melissa! Melissa?"
She had been cleaning up after us, gathering discarded clothing and putting it in piles and dabbing at Chris. She heard her name and skipped over to me, her boobs dancing along with her.
"Yes, Sonny, what can I do for you? How can I serve you?"
"Bend," I managed to say. I felt like my heart was about the explode. I backed away from Sasha and turned, spinning Melissa's back to me. She understood and bent forward, putting her hands on her knees. I lifted her dress and dipped my wobbly knees, used one hand to direct the syrupy end of my cock to her pouting pussy and entered her.
"Oh fuck!" She grunted as I slid deep into her with one profound stroke. Bottoming out in her liquid pussy, I ground at her ass, stirring her cunt with my cock for a few heartbeats which thundered in my ears before withdrawing.
Sasha had regarded my actions from her knees, fascinated it seemed, to see a woman receiving a cock into her body from such a vantage point. I pivoted and presented my cock to her lips. Her eyes flicked up at me and then she sat forward and her tongue snaked out, touching first the base of my cock while my dripping head swabbed along her forehead. She twisted her head and licked up the length of my cock, swiping along the underside and catching some of Melissa's juice as she licked.
Melissa straightened and turned to watch. When she leaned into a step to move a way, my hand on her upper arm tightened and pulled her closer. She understood and shuffled next to me. She lifted her skirt, misunderstanding my intention but suggesting something for next or later. As Sasha maneuvered her tongue around my cock, cleaning the last of Melissa off my cock, I turned the black woman and began to kiss her, pulling her lush body against me. I could feel the front of her hip touch Sasha's cheek. Sasha sucked my cock into her mouth, pushing down on me and pulling at me with that wondrous inner pressure the suction created when done right. My cock fit half into her mouth. I turned my eyes from the sight of her mouth on my cock to Melissa leaning back in my one arm, her huge breasts tight and straining against the gauzy, black material. Her mouth was open and I pulled her to me and demanded her lips. At the same time Sasha pulled my cock deeper, full into her throat, Melissa kissed me, lips and tongue, a boundless soul kiss that left me shivering. Her body rubbed against me and I felt her hips bumping against the side of my thigh, while her lips weaved magic against mine.
Then I felt a hand and a moment later, as she suspired, Sasha's hand slide up my leg till she encounter the cinch here Melissa's leg contacted mine. Her hand moved to Melissa's leg and higher, out of my ken but curiously, whatever she did, wherever that hand did communicated with Melissa's mouth and tongue and I felt her change and groan and her hips banged against me. At a most inopportune moment, my climax arrived. Sasha snorted and Melissa kissed me harder. I struggled to breathe, finally breaking the seal with Melissa and spinning her away. The orgasm staggered me but Sasha had me well in hand. Her hands gripped my ass, a cheek each and as I spewed into her mouth and throat, she squeezed me over and over.
When the flash and thunder passed, I pulled free of her hands and mouth and found Melissa steadying me. I turned to her and pulled her around in front of me. I moved her towards Sasha. "Eat her." I groaned, lifting the drape of Melissa's skirt to reveal her swollen pussy. I locked an arm under Melissa's breasts and held her tight. She agreed with my motion—it was after all her suggestion—and widened her stance, crouching a bit to present her pussy to Natasha. Natasha obliged and her tongue slathered at Melissa, making a slurping sound. Then she did something I could not see but which made Melissa groan and tense. Suddenly, Melissa was starting to shudder. I pulled her away from Sasha. Brent rose from his seat where he had been watching us and moved to stand beside Sasha.
The woman sat back on her heels and ran her eyes from the base of his cock to the high, erect end, like she was examining a mountain she had to climb. I carried Melissa away, her legs seemed to be of uneven, inconsistent service. We climbed the two steps to the dividing wall between the kitchen and the living room and leaned against it.
We watched Mrs. Rossini widen her mouth and suck Brent's mushroom head into her mouth, her lips glistening with her eagerness to taste him. Again. Her mouth fit and his cock began to disappear, a couple inches at a time.
Melissa cuddled against my chest, her body still twanging. "Fuck, Sonny, I don't know how she does it!" She said.
I, thinking she was referring to Sasha's envelopment of her son's mighty cock, agreed. "She is amazing. What a cocksucker!"
"No," Melissa raised her head. "I mean Laura, Mrs. Wills. How can she serve and not come just from watching?" She shook her head.
Something about the motion made me keenly aware of her breasts pressed against my chest. I so wanted to fuck her, what strength my cock lost returned with extra to spare. Idly, Melissa took firm hold of it, running her hand up and down on it while laying her head on my shoulder. It was at that moment that I saw the tears tracking down Laura's cheeks.
On the floor, Mrs. Rossini had fit nearly all of Brent's enormous cock into her mouth. She gagged and beat a hasty retreat. Brent, twisted his mother around and knelt at her ass. She flopped forward on to all fours and he entered her pussy from behind, shoving his cock half into her body. Natasha screamed. "Ohhhhhhhhhhh fuuuuuuuuuckkkkkkk! My son is fucking me! My son has his huge cock in me! My son is fucking me!" She dropped her head, gasping for breath. When she recovered, she lifted her head and spoke into the room, to no one in particular. "I sucked five cocks and now they will fuck me. I am going to fuck you all. I want you to fuck me! I want your cocks!" Who can blame her if she lost count?
At the end of her refrain, Landon arrived, seeing Brent prying his mother open with his cock, he discarded clothing and presented his drooping, damp cock to Sasha and she licked him clean. Then she balanced on one hand and sucked his cock deep into her mouth, realizing her mistake, perhaps. Landon was hard again in a couple minutes.
Brent pulled from his mother. "Next." He grunted. Sammy skittered in behind her but when Landon pulled out of her, hard, Sammy rolled her to her back and mounted her, stabbing into her pussy from above and drilling down into her with one full, hard stroke.
Sasha raved.
I pushed Melissa away. "Maid duties. Go clean them off." I think she misunderstood because she began to suck Brent's cock which he did not resist but finally she realized what I meant and got a towel and cleaned him and then Landon. Chris pulled her to him and she was on her knees sucking his cock so when Sammy came into Sasha's opened pussy, Chris immediately took his place and began to ram his cock into her over and over. Sasha babbled, calling out her pleasure and chanting her desires.
I moved over to the two bound women. They were both fixed on Sasha fucking on the floor, her head banging against the couch. I waited till Laura acknowledged me. I wiped at one tear as it ran down her cheek. Then I knelt between her knees. Her eyes turned to pure lust. I glanced at Alissa and saw something more than lust in her eyes. Her mouth worked, a trickle of drool lined her noble chin. I parted Laura's legs and lifted the skirt flap covering her bare pussy. The blond groaned and then, when my tongue lapped at her pussy, she screamed into the gag blocking her mouth. One, two, three burly strokes and her hips were pulsing off the chair. I stood, bending a little. I lifted her ass with both hands and tried to put my cock into her. A black hand appeared, grasping my cock and directing it to the parted lips of Laura's pussy. As soon as the head disappeared, I speared her, jamming my cock as deep and hard into the gorgeous blond woman as I could. It was awkward, even with Laura's willing slump. She screamed again into the gag and her body tried to buck against me but I straightened my legs and pulled out of her. The disappearing cock stalled Laura's orgasm and she hung on the back of the chair, her eyes wild.
"You are fucking evil, Sonny Duncan." Melissa muttered. I turned my attention to Alissa and for the first time I saw real fear in her eyes. Despite my expectations, her legs opened immediately when I moved in front of her. Beside me, Landon gripped Laura and shoved his cock into her. She screamed again, still muffled. He withdrew, leaving her snorting and sniffling around the gag.
"Clean me." I said to Melissa.
She knelt immediately and licked at my cock a few times before sucking it into her mouth and descending on me completely, as deep as she could. Alissa's eyes never left her.
"Yeah, me too." Landon panted.
On the floor behind us, Sasha was fucking Chris and her babble came and went, ebbing as a new orgasm washed through her superheated body and resumed as it passed and departed. Chris was fucking her with steady strokes which roused her to climax after climax in rapid and increasing succession. The milieu was bouncing her from climax to climax without much intervening effort.
Melissa turned from my cock and sucked at Landon's. Alissa watched her sister till I lifted the edge of her long white skirt. With some difficulty, I shucked it up her legs. She pinned her knees together till the skirt was bunched high on her thighs. The fear in her eyes had been replace by a sort of wild desperation; a wanton need which seemed to supplant the 'queen bee' arrogance that had gotten her into trouble in the first place.
She lifted her hips. I pushed the skirt past her thighs and onto her waist. She immediately spread her knees and scooted forward to the edge of the chair, painfully flexing her shoulders and arms. She winced but persisted, lifting her hips with little motions, the best she could manage.
For a moment I considered her slit, staring at the black skin rimmed with pink and gray and curtained with pubic hair. When I licked her, she grunted and her hips rose to smash at my face. I withdrew then, with a hand on each knee which served to make her go still, I licked at her pussy again. Again she thrashed against her bonds. I heard Chris coming in Sasha Rossini and I dropped Alissa like she was nothing. She keened after me as I turned away.
I looked for my clothing and realized my slacks . . . and belt where upstairs. Melissa was cleaning Sammy's cock while Brent tried to get his huge cock into Laura for a third guerrilla attack on her pussy. Landon rammed his cock into Alissa. I had started something I almost regretted. I dashed up stairs and got my belt. From Laura's replete collection, I rescued three more scarves, longer than normal scarves and carried them downstairs.



Melissa was sucking at Sasha's pussy where she sprawled on the couch, her eyes closed and her face to the ceiling. Just as I arrived, Sasha groaned and then her body bucked a little, a lurch and then she lifted her knees and pulled her legs wide for the woman between them.
I looked at Chris and said, "Go fuck Annie. We need to give her, her due. Sasha needs to know we are good as our word on this sort of thing." Chris nodded with a secret smile as he dressed. On the deck, I saw him pull the belt of out of his slacks. The 'great minds' principle or something like it, I thought. I went behind the couch and pulled Sasha's hands over her head. At first she reached for my cock but when I crossed her wrists and put a half-hitch around them to hold them to allow me to start binding her, she tried to sit up but I held her in place. Melissa sat back and saw Sasha's crossed wrists. I wrapped several loops around her wrists and then wound some of the long scarf around the loops, between her arms. With a half-hitch I secured it and then pulled it down and tied it loosely to a leg of the couch. Melissa stood up. Sammy was just pulling his cock out of his mother's gaping cunt when I sat Sasha forward and had her turn to kneel on the cushions of the high-backed couch. I tightened the lead to her hands, pulling her over the tall couch, making her head hang down the back.
I quickly moved around behind her and secured the other two scarves to each knee which I tied off to the end legs of the couch. I snapped the belt and then laid it across Sasha's ass with a loud thwack! Sasha grunted but lifted her ass.
"Count for us, Mrs. Rossini."
Landon looked over at Brent.
I struck Sasha again.
"Two, sir." She grunted from behind the couch.
I hit her harder. "Louder, Mrs. Rossini. We need to know how much you love the belt!" I hit her harder still and Natasha Rossini screamed, "Four, Sonny!" Her voice filled the house.
"What the fuck, Sonny?" Landon said. His face always got red when he was rattled and he was red as a fire truck.
"Landon, you do not have to fuck her when I am done but I recommend the beaten ass to anyone who like to fuck women." I looked directly at Alissa and her eyes had that hard glint in them again. The cock had done her no good, I reasoned belatedly; an opportunity missed. She appeared to have regressed. I shrugged mentally again and the belt whistled when I struck Sasha again. Her scream was raw.
"Sonny! Stop it!" Landon spoke through gritted teeth.
I looked calmly at him. "You don't hear her complaining, do you? You don't like the sound of her voice, go put your cock down her throat." Adrenaline pumped in my ears. The feeling of striking Sasha while they all watched provided an unexpected buzz, one I would not let Landon dampen.
Landon glared at me for a moment. Chris appeared at the door and somehow seemed to intuit something beyond anything he could have known. He went right to Sasha and offered her his humid cock. She licked at it and sucked and when she had him full in her mouth, I struck her again, lighter but still stingingly soundly. She made a noise which Chris' cock muffled.
"Melissa?"
"Six, Sonny." She said immediately. I glanced at her and found her face enraptured, staring at the other woman's upraised ass, turning blotchy red.
I held out the belt, "anyone care to have a go?" When no one spoke, I struck the woman's ass again. Her body wagged over the couch, her ass, lifting and she managed to expel Chris' newly hard cock.
"Seven, sir." Natasha screeched.
"Sammy? You can do her a few and then go fuck Annie for a tick or two."
His eyes were tight and tense. At first he shook his head but then he half grinned. "Whatever you say, Sonny. Fuck Annie, he says. Whip Mrs. Rossini, he says. Fuck Landon, Sonny has all the good ideas all of a sudden!"
I so wanted to tell him about his mother but I dared not glance at her or that little tidbit would be given away. Sammy took the belt and swung it like he was scattering bird seed.
Sasha lifted her head and tried to see over the back of the couch. "What was that?" She asked, her voice strong but thick, thick with something beyond the strain of bearing her weight on her stomach. "Is your arm broken? Heat me up, boy!" Her tone sneered
For a moment I worried about the effect it would have on Sonny, her tone and her choice of words. But presumed she was baiting him.
When Sammy looked at me I glimpsed the 'do not fuck with Sammy' look he could get in the very infrequent times when his anger rose. The next blow was not soft. Sasha howled and dropped back out of sight. She succeeded in getting what she asked for.
"Eight," she managed through the ragged tatters of her voice. Sammy struck her again, hard. "Ohhhh gawd, nine. My assssssssss is burning. I am running wet. If you enter me, you can make me come!"
Everyone looked at me and though I liked that, I still shrugged. "Sammy, give Annie another taste of her." Sammy nodded and moved behind the woman. She lowered her ass and he was able to grasp it. Sasha flinched but true to her word, when he entered her, she screamed and her whole body bucked and bucked and bucked, testing her bounds and the couch with the violence of her orgasm. Finally she eased and calmed. Sammy had not managed to remain in her pussy but stood with a dick frosted with her juice. He pulled on his clothes and dashed out the door, leaving my belt beside Sasha.
I said nothing. Finally, Landon, his face back to its normal color, took a step. It was almost comical to watch him. I could see he wanted to pick up the belt but something inside him resisted. He took one more step but then stopped and did not move. Nor did we all.
At that moment, Melissa separated from Brent's hold on her ass and found Landon's little stack of clothing she had gathered after he returned from fucking Annie. Very deliberately, she lifted up his white slacks and pulled the broad black belt through the loops but very slowly. On the couch, Sasha tried to raise up to look at us but lacked the slack to do so.
"Fuck me or spank me!" She said in the strained voice of the bent.
Melissa walked to Landon and offered him his own belt. Almost automatically, he took it. But then he looked back at me and I saw something that seemed so unlike him; I saw uncertainty. Behind it I saw a raving desire which is what I think Melissa saw. She touched his arm. "If it was me, when it is me, I would wish you to do it, Landon. Hard, baby, really, really hard! Make her scream!" She said and then turned her back on him and walked up the two steps to where the rest of us stood.
"Oh please, please! Do something!" Sasha whined, unaware of the drama building behind her rosy, weaving ass.
Landon's face hardened and he moved beside Sasha's perfect ass. He laid the belt across it with a loud crack. Sasha flinched and jumped, belatedly calling out, "Nine, sir."
Landon struck her ten more times, varying the force and frequency. After each, Natasha called out the count. At least twice she convulsed through wicked climaxes. At twenty, though, her voice broke and she wept, crying hard. Landon did not move.
Brent moved over to him, two nude guys staring at a woman's flaming ass. He pulled his mother's ass down and entered her. His enormous cock sank into her without resistance, filling her and when he clamped against her fiery ass, Natasha screamed and bucked into a new series of orgasms different entirely from the orgasms she had displayed while Landon beat her. Brent grimly pulled out of his mother's pussy, his cock streaked with the evidence of her intense arousal. Sammy appeared at the door and like Chris, presented his cock to Sasha to clean, which she did muffling her sobs. We all waited. Sammy came around the couch, his cock once more erect.
"Aunt Melissa, I need to soak my cock a bit." He said. She moved over to him and he turned her around, lifted her skirt and ran his cock into her, pulling her hips back against him as his cock sank into her. She grunted and dropped her head, but one hand fluttered up to grasp and massage one of her wondrous breasts.
I glanced at Alissa and saw hunger in her eyes. Nor did she release the image of her son to look around her. Her eyes fixed on them and as Sammy pumped his aunt. His mother's body bobbed in time with her sister's as she moved with the impetus of the man feeding her sister his cock.
Brent broke the moment with a new blow to his mother's ass. She screamed. He hit her again and she screamed, blubbering but not speaking. He hit her three more times each time leaving a bright white impression on her scarlet ass. I moved to take the belt from him and he backed away, his eyes aflame with the actions he had just taken. I hesitated and he struck his mother again. She screamed. He struck her again, harder, and again with more force. He was trembling. I took the belt from his hand and he staggered away. I went around the couch and released Sasha's hands but left them bound together. With her writhing and weeping above me, I released the ties on her legs. "Melissa," I said.
Melissa twisted off her nephew's cock and staggered over to where I stood behind Sasha, her eyes wild. I handed the two scarves tied to Sasha's knees. "Come with us." I helped Sasha off the couch and led her to the stairs with Melissa trailing us. "Are you all coming?" I asked. "We need a bed for the next part." I pulled on Mrs. Rossini's wrists with the lead and she followed me up the stairs.
We vacated the downstairs, leaving Laura and Alissa alone, tied to their chairs. In the master bedroom, I led Sasha to the bed. "On the bed, on your knees. Time for us all to fuck you."
For a moment, she just stared at me, her face a mask of conflicting emotions, most of which suggested zealous expectation. Awkwardly, she crawled onto the bed and crouched. Melissa got pillows and while everyone else filed into the room, she made the woman comfortable. I tied her hands to the brass headboard. Melissa and I bound her knees down to the foot legs. I got onto the bed, moving between Sasha's ankles. Sasha widened her knees and arched her back, parting her ass cheeks and presenting me with her pussy. I entered her, finding her gushing and sloppy wet but fiery hot and greasy slick. When I hammered home, she groaned and then her body bucked into a new climax. She seemed primed to come whenever we did anything to her. She panted, she gasped, she wheezed but once my cock sluiced into her, she screamed again and again, her hot ass burning against me.
After four or five thrusts I pulled free. I wanted her ass. I turned to the other guys. "Fuck her good. She deserves it." I padded, nude, downstairs. At the bottom of the stairs I heard her shrieking again. She had finally gotten to the point of expressing herself. Her voice was raw with passion, desire and need.
I confronted the two bound women. I moved to Laura and helped her tip it forward and then helped her walk off the back of it. I repeated it with Alissa and they both looked thankful. A new cry from upstairs startled them both.
"Do you need the toilet?" I asked and both nodded. "Laura, you take Alissa. I'll release you. Come right back here." I unwound the scarves from her hands, noting they were pink and warm. She rubbed them nonetheless and then led Alissa to the downstairs toilet. When they returned, I bound Laura again and then pushed her to her knees and fed her my cock. She licked and sucked, looking up at me with a face of pure passion and, I hesitate to say it, love. She seemed so thrilled, so happy to have my cock sliding down her throat, I almost came.
Alissa stood beside me watching Laura suck my cock. From upstairs, Sasha screamed again, her voice flayed and raw with rising passion. Alissa's eyes kept glancing at the stairs, becoming increasingly wild. I understood. She wished to see, she wanted to watch. I finally pulled free of Laura's attentive mouth and Alissa's face showed eager relief. But when I turned Laura around and bent her over, holding her hands above her ass while I entered her, I thought Alissa was going to run for the stairs. But she duly turned her eyes to the sex before them and watched me push half my cock into Laura's well-lubed pussy. I withdrew my cock and then shoved harder and deeper.
Laura squawked and then screwed her ass back at me till her cheeks were pressed hard against me. Then she shifted her ass back and forth, twisting and swirling it, stirring her pussy with my cock. I pulled free. Alissa stared down at it, streaked with Laura's juice. She panted around the dank gag in her mouth. Her eyes finally shifted up to mine. Laura straightened, a disappointed sigh rasping in her throat.
"Want to suck my cock, Alissa?" I asked.
She hesitated only one heartbeat before nodding. Her first motion was a single nod but then with a moment's reflection, she nodded completely, enthusiastically.
I smiled grimly and her face reflected my words. "Not today, girl. Maybe not ever unless you figure out the situation." I walked to the stairs, turning to look back at the two bound women. "Are you two coming or do you want to stay down here and eat each other?" I intended it as a rhetorical alternative but the blond and the beautiful sexy black woman looked at each other and the look they exchanged was priceless; appraising, slightly interested, gauging. "Oh, come on!" I said.
I went upstairs with the two of them toddling along behind me. Funny how binding their arms behind them made them walk more carefully.
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As we approached Laura's bedroom, we heard the grunting of a woman with her mouth full. Landon had his cock in her mouth while Brent fucked her, still on her knees. Her head was turned and she was straining sideways to suck at Landon's hard cock. He pulled it out when we came into the room.
"What now Sonny?" He asked.
I left the two women staring at Sasha Rossini fucking her son and moved to take Landon's place. I had planned to have Messy clean me off but Sasha was fine. She did, sucking at my cock and pulling it down her throat as best she could at that angle. When she released me, gasping and panting, she dropped her head between her arms and sagged over the pillows while Brent ran his cock into her three or four more times.
"Melissa, go get a belt. I think she needs heated up again. Don't you, Brent?"
Brent pulled his huge cock out of his mother and struggled off the bed. "Sure, Sonny." He gasped tightly. "Whatever you say."
Sasha turned her head and looked around the room, seeing Laura and Alissa as though for the first time, it seemed like she could not take her eyes off of them. Melissa arrived and offered the belt to Brent.
"Chris has not had a chance." Brent said, glancing at him.
"I think Chris tried out the thrill on Annie, didn't you?"
Chris looked surprised but then grinned and nodded. "Geezus does she like the belt!" He said. "When I stopped, she kept saying 'more, more, more' till I fucked her."
I shook my head. "She's all yours, Brent."
He nodded once, took the belt and before Sasha could turn her head back to front, laid it across her ass and hard!
Sasha Rossini screamed like she was being disemboweled. The belt fell again and her voice cut off, chopped off by something inside her and suddenly her body began to shake and shiver. She jerked against the headboard scarf, pulling it tight and then she arched her whole body. "Oh fuck, oh gawd, oh yes, oh yes, yes, yes, again baby, one more." Sasha spoke through barred teeth. But when the blow she invited fell she screamed and her whole body convulsed, shuddered and shook. She twisted and bucked as a gigantic orgasm swept through her superheated body. If she was tired, if she was numb, if she was worn out, she showed no signs of being ill-used. She thrashed against her bonds for several minutes while we all watched, amazed.
Finally, exhausted, she slumped onto the mound of pillows, hanging by her arms.
"Five more, Brent."
He administered medium strokes to his mother's ass but she barely moved, barely responded beyond crying out twice through sobs. I backed him off and untied Sasha's arms. She fell to all fours, her head down, her tousled brown hair hiding her face. Melissa untied one leg and I freed the other.
"On your back, Mrs. Rossini. We are all going to fuck you and come inside your cunt. We are going to fill you up and Melissa will keep you clean."
Sasha groaned and Melissa cooed while she pulled the pillows out from under Sasha's swaying body. Melissa rolled the woman onto her back. Natasha groaned and the screamed and arched her pussy high on the bed, lifting her ass off of it. I got between her legs and grasped her legs at the knees. When I pressed them wider, Sasha lost the tension in her arch and her ass bounced to the bed.
"Oh fuck!" She cried. "Oh my fucking, hot, burning ass!"
When I lowered myself towards her crotch, she closed her legs, clasping me between her thighs. I forced them open and then directed my cock at her gaping pussy. She groaned when the tip touched her steaming flesh. Her legs shifted and her pussy lifted, sheathing me into it as her ass came off the bed. I moved forward, keeping my weight off her. She lifted further, encasing more of my cock in her pit. I positioned my body, reared back and hammered down onto her, slamming her ass back to the bed. She tried to cry out but dropping my weight onto her belly and breasts stymied the sound. My lips sought hers and my hands slipped beneath her ass. She kissed me, her tongue filled my mouth and she snorted with passion.
"We are going to fuck you and fill you, Natasha, then it's airtight." My hands gripped her ass and I ground my cock down into her seething body.
"Oh yes, fuck me Sonny, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" She screamed.
I was gratified by her response to me and I pulled my cock up and rammed it full into her again. She received it with a grunt and a mewl, half way between a sigh and a giggle.
"Oh fuck yes, fuck me!" She wheezed.
Fuck her, I did. For maybe two whole minutes I managed to pound Sasha Rossini before my climax raged though me. I had not come much yet; I had saved myself for her ass but decided it was time. I felt I could fuck forever and the ecstasy of that feeling wrapped in Sasha's milky, heaving body created a furious mania. I hammered her hard, jerking her against me while she jabbered and blathered beneath me. Her hands guided and pulled me, urging me into ever greater force as I hammered her onto the bed. Finally it arrived though I felt an entire epoch had passed. I rooted my cock into her pussy and filled her with cum while she gasped and tensed. Her lips found mine and I felt her orgasm communicated in a kiss. She rose up to find my mouth and kissing me, she came.
When the rattling pleasure released us, I lay draped over her inert body. Finally, with the thought that everyone was staring at my ass, I pulled my wilted cock out of her body and moved off of Mrs. Rossini.
"Oh, yes." She sighed. "That was fucking fabulous!"
"That is just one." I said.
Her eyes opened. "Oh fuck, I don't know if I can stand that again. But fuck if I am not willing to try. Who's next, boys?"
I grinned down at her and got off the bed. My eyes found Alissa. Her eyes were wide and she looked me in the eye immediately. Whatever had been there before was fading. Perhaps my words made sense to her and she was beginning to intuit the meaning of her presence here. I promised myself, we would do right by her if she learned the MILF List was our thing and sharing it was not hers to do.
"Melissa," I said, holding Alissa's attention. "Clean her." My thought had been one of wash cloths and towels but when Alissa's eyes jerked past me and I heard Natasha groan, I turned to find Messy Melissa face down in the woman's pussy, probing her with tongue and fingers. Sasha's hips began to pump as Melissa ate her. Her hand gripped the brass pipes of the headboard and her body lurched and she twisted under Melissa's cleaning.
Sammy caught my attention and pointed at his aunt's ass and nodded. I just grinned which was all the encouragement he needed. He scrambled up behind his aunt and shoved his cock into her, lifting her dress and fucking into her so fast she barely had time to register she was about to be fucked. Melissa lifted her face from Sasha's pussy and groaned, "Oh yes, fuck me!" Her words penetrated Sasha's ecstasy and she rose up to look down her body at Sammy fucking his aunt, the woman eating her.
But Sammy pulled free and was past his aunt before she put her face down. He presented his coated cock to Sasha and she sucked it into her mouth. Landon moved behind Melissa and entered her, shoving his cock so slowly into her body, she lifted her head and waited, shivering and moaning. Once rooted into Melissa, he pulled free just as slowly and then gently moved her aside. "Sammy, take her other hole." He said. Sammy moved down to Sasha's pussy, sitting on his heels and pulling her body up onto his legs and then cramming her pussy onto his cock. Her back was bowed like a suspension bridge but she held onto the headboard. Landon got astride her head with his coated cock and she slurped at it with her tongue till it was clean of Melissa's froth then she sucked it deep into her mouth. She kept it still and merely sucked on it, varying the pressure with her lips and mouth.
Sammy came into Sasha and flopped back and off the bed, falling onto the floor with a funny thud. It made us laugh but just for a moment distracted from the nude woman on the bed. Landon moved down and fucked into her. Sasha raised her hot ass off the bed but Landon slammed it down. He put her legs over his shoulders and fucked her with long, slow strokes. Chris motioned for Melissa and pushed her forward onto the vanity and entered her, shoving his cock into her from behind. She groaned and her whole body quaked but he pulled free of her before she could gather momentum and climax. Chris mounted Sasha's face and she sucked and slurped at his coated cock as she had the others. Landon was slow-stroking the woman and Sasha quivered with each cycle. Her body was possessed by the two men, her hands gripping the brass headboard like a hurricane blew at her. Then, suddenly as though it arrived without notice, she began to shake and shuddered with a quick orgasm.
"Again!" Melissa whispered. I looked over at her.
"Clean me." I said, not thinking of towels and wash cloths.
Melissa seemed to have forgotten them as well. She knelt and licked and kissed my flagging cock. Sasha screamed around Chris' cock as she came again. Melissa pulled back and looked up at me with glittering eyes. "Definitely. I am definitely willing to be considered." Then she sucked my cock back into her mouth.
I knew what she meant.
Landon roared into an orgasm, pounding into Sasha's pussy from his knees. When he moved away from her, Chris took moved down the woman's body which lay inert, quivering and twitching. His cock was hard and straight. "Melissa", he called.
Melissa left me and finally resorted to cloth and towel, wiping at Sasha's oozing pussy several times before lowering her mouth and sucking at it, pulling cum out of Sasha's gaping pussy till her mouth was full. Then she crawled up Sasha's body, turned the woman's lulling head and Messy Melissa fed Sasha gob after gob of come from her own body. Sasha resisted but Melissa had none of it, kissing her and letting the come drool down into Sasha's mouth. Sasha grunted then flinched as Chris entered her. Then something clicked in her and her hands released the bed and she grasped Melissa's face and they were kissing for real, not just swapping spit, or come as it were. They kissed while Chris fucked Sasha. Melissa's hands found Sasha's tits and Sasha released her head and returned the favor, massaging and rubbing Melissa's tits through the material that covered them.
At one point, Chris realized he was ignoring the black pussy over the white one, so he pulled free of Sasha's pussy and shoved into Melissa's. The motion seemed to rob Melissa of her ability to remain suspended over Natasha's body. She eased down, rubbing her clothed body against Natasha's nude one. Watching, I wished they were both nude. Chris shoved harder and his cock penetrated Melissa. Natasha broke the kiss and panted for a moment before speaking to him. "Fill her, fuck her, Chris darling. I want to taste you in her. I want you to fuck her and I want to eat her. I want you to come in her so I can taste you in her pussy."
Melissa recaptured her mouth but Chris looked around at me and I just shrugged. "Whatever the woman wants, Chris." I glanced at Brent. His cock was raging. He caught my eye and nodded with a sly smile.
I moved over to Laura and slowly removed her gag. She gasped and smiled sweetly at me. Her face gained rapture when I pressed down on her shoulders and she got to her knees. Brent arrived and I moved out of the way. Laura followed his wagging cock with her mouth till Brent took hold of it and positioned the tip against her lips. She kissed and sucked the head into her mouth, moaning and cooing. Alissa looked back and forth between the blond and her sister being fucked on the bed with an expression of hurt neglect. I ignored her.
On the bed, Chris was hammering into Melissa from behind while Natasha's hands gripped the black ass cheeks, pulling and massaging them, grinding the black woman's body against her own open crotch. Melissa's hands had hold of Natasha's face and she was aggressively kissing the woman beneath her while her body swayed and arched to receive the cock behind her. Natasha shoved Melissa's ass back at Chris. Melissa got to her elbows and grasped Natasha's breasts. In that moment, Chris cried out and began to pump a load of cum into Melissa's pussy. The moment he finished, the women were twisting and changing positions. Natasha sealed her lips over Melissa's pussy and sucked, licked and kissed, swallowing all she found there. Melissa was cooing and then she grunted and her hips lurched. Natasha speared her with a finger and then probed her molten pussy with her tongue. When she moved up a bit and her lips found Melissa's clit, the black woman cried and began to squirm.
"Cannot come, cannot come, cannot come!" She chanted but Natasha did not relent.
I glanced at Alissa; her eyes were fixed on her sister, her expression a mixture of envy and malicious anticipation as if she knew her sister was going to orgasm eventually under the other woman's mouth and hands. Natasha continued to work on her.
Brent was trying to get Laura Wills off his cock, finally having to press a palm to her forehead and push her off and away. Her eyes were closed though she only had the cock head in her mouth, she looked utterly contented. Her disappointment etched on her face as Brent pulled away from her. He immediately climbed on to the bed behind his mother, gripped her hips and jammed his gargantuan cock into her cunt. The moment the bed moved, Natasha became less animated at Melissa's pussy. When the cock entered her, she groaned and then lifted her head. "Fuck, fuck, fuck who is fucking me? I feel a cock sliding into me! I am being fucked while I eat come out of . . . of . . . "
"Melissa." Chris said helpfully. He had recovered and sat at the head of the bed looking down on the women.
"Melissa, yes, Messy Melissa. She tastes of man and fucking woman mixed together . . . agggghhhh!"
Brent had fit his cock and was shallow stroking his mother but when she began to babble, he reared back and slammed his cock as far into her as he would go; which was quite a ways. Natasha began to shake. She put her mouth back to Melissa, the flap of the black dress covering most of her head. She fed at Melissa's pussy and Melissa began to babble about coming while her body arched. Melissa bucked under Sasha's probing tongue and sexy lips. Her legs collapsed and spread wide around the two people between them. Her hips convulsed and he writhed into a maelstrom of orgasm. She twitched and screamed through tight lips. When Chris reached inside her bulging neckline to grasp a breast, she groaned, gripped his wrist and held his hand in place while she arched and ground against Sasha's mouth and his hand.
I was hard again. I moved towards the bed. Chris fought loose and got off the other side. I moved to the head and climbed over Melissa's body, scrunched against the headboard. I presented her my cock and she sucked it immediately into her hot mouth. The position was so awkward, I climbed off her immediately. She slumped on her side, turning her hips up which dislodged Sasha. Sasha lay her cheek on the point of Melissa's hip while Brent pounded into her. Moment later, she cried and her face crumpled as a new wave of orgasm ran through her. Brent arched his back and thrust his cock deep into his crouching mother and began to come, filling as we all had.
Natasha panted and groaned as her son filled her. "Five men. Five cocks. Five times they fucked me. Five times they entered me. Five times they filled me. Five cocks. Five cocks. Five cocks." She mumbled while Brent finished his deposit.
My cock ached. I looked around the room Laura Wills remained on her knees, her lips parted while she watched Brent fuck his mother. Alissa was staring at me, her expression a mixture of confusion and consternation.
"Time to make her airtight." I said, "Unless anyone is hungry."
"Starving." Sammy said.
I helped Laura up and released her bindings. "Go fix sandwiches for us. Take Alissa but don't release her."
Brent had toppled onto the bed beside the two women.
"Showers and a nap for everyone. We have time to make her airtight, yet. We will eat and rest up for the finale."
Lunch, showers and naps followed.
I was on one of the beds when Natasha wandered into the room and crawled onto the bed. "Sonny, thank you for this! I cannot tell you what I am feeling. My whole body is alive, like it has not been in years, maybe ever. I am full of anticipation." Her hand found my cock inside my sweats. It responded nicely and she soon had a fist full of cock. She tipped it out of the sweats and then took it into her mouth.
"Here she is." Sammy called. "She is sucking Sonny's cock."
Natasha wore one of Mrs. Wills robes. Sammy moved her body to the side of the bed, my cock still in her mouth. He lifted the robe and she opened her legs, arching her back, lifting her ass and parting the cheeks of her ass.
"I think Mrs. Rossini wants more cock. I just happen to have some available." Sammy chortled.
Natasha lifted her head off my cock, her breath blew onto my cock, chilling it. "Fuck me, Sammy." She hissed. A moment later her body hunched as he shoved into her. Her breath caught and pulled at my cock.
"Melissa." Landon said from the door. "Lube. It is time."
Moments later, Melissa arrived beside the bed. Alissa in her wake, still bound. Sammy pulled free of Natasha's pussy and staggered back. "Mrs. Rossini, I humbly request the right to be the first inside your ass today." In answer, Natasha got to her knees, and with a long parting suck on my cock, moved up my body and mounted me. He held my cock with one hand, directing it to the entrance of her still slick pussy and then dropped down on me. The feeling of her body enveloping me took away my breath. I shivered and it seemed to travel through me, up my cock and into the panting woman.
"Mrs. Rossini," I grunted as she began to roll her hips on top of me, pulling my cock out of her body and then running her ass forward to thrust it back into her. I lay almost still, only flexing the moment she reached the limit of depth from her position, serving to push a bit deeper than otherwise would have been possible. The action elicited pleased exclamations from her. Her hands splayed on my chest while she rode me.
I gripped her great hips, pulling her harder and harder down onto my cock. She rode me for a moment but then lifted up, tilting forward so her swaying tits were in my face. I release her hips and grabbed a tit and pulled it and thus her to my mouth. She groaned when I sucked hard on it. Her back arched, pressing the breast against my lips.
Melissa patted my flank. "Up." She said. Laura appeared at the other side of the bed. I was pleased to see someone had renewed her bindings. But whoever had dealt with her had removed her blouse first. Suspenders dimpled her big breasts, attached to the skirt. I reached out to her and she came close, her chest arched so her breasts seemed huge. I clasped one and pinched the nipple hard. Laura grunted into the gag, once more in place in her mouth.
Melissa patted my flank again. "Up." She said. I released Laura and looked to the other side of the bed. Alissa was leaning over me beside her sister, pressing her bare breasts at me. The leotard formed a strap across her belly below her oscillating breasts, partly hitched to each elbow. I ignored Alissa and lifted my hips which jammed my cock up into Natasha. She grunted and then seeing the pillows Melissa held beside us, she rose up above me. I followed her up with my cock but lost her. Melissa fixed the three pillows under my ass. When I settled, Natasha settled and it tipped her forward onto my chest.



"Her ass, Sonny." Sammy said tightly, showing me a finger with glistening line of lube on it. Melissa had more ideas. With a scarf, she bound Sasha's wrists together and then wrapped the remainder of the scarf around headboard's crosspiece. Sasha gripped it and sought to lift her ass. Sammy moved behind her and I felt Sasha flinch and tighten. Her pussy rippled around my cock while her thighs clinched against me.
Landon came around the bed, moved Alissa back with an elbow which earned him a dark look from the bound woman. He released Natasha, removed her robe and bound her lower on the headboard which allowed her to lie more comfortably on my chest. She flinched and jerked again. Behind her, the bed lurched and she shivered and moaned.
"Oh, Sammy sweet Sammy darling I feel your cock at my ass. Put it in me, sweet Sammy, plug me, fuck me make me airtight!" She turned her face to Landon who had his cock in his hand. She twisted her body while settling her hips down firmly onto mine, rooting my cock deep into her pussy. She leaned over me, scraping my face with her dangling breasts. Her mouth fit over the end of Landon's cock and then she jumped, her body lifted and then she was straining back. A keening started deep in her throat. I gripped her hips and pulled her hard against mine, seating my cock more thoroughly inside of her. Her inner muscles writhed and seethed with stimulation and excitement. I benefited. Her breasts wagged over my face and I managed to get one into my mouth. I sucked hard and unconsciously crushed her body harder against me with my hand. She became very still. Then I felt Sammy pressing at her ass, a sort of soft motion that shifted her body on top of me. Then I felt that motion change direction followed by a sudden, profound lurch.
Natasha grunted.
"Wait a minute, Sammy." Landon said.
Through the tangle of Natasha's tits, hair and her straining neck, I saw Landon grip her face and push it down. Her hands, bound above my head made it impossible for her to follow the motion so it wrenched her, twisting her.
"Now, Sonny, hold her ass still while Sammy fucks this airtight bitch!" Landon said through gritted teeth.
The world moved. I held Natasha still but her body seemed to shift and surge around me, around my cock. Her pussy pulled and sucked. Then her hips began to hunch but not with any accompanying muscular action on her part. Her body was fixed in place; she was being moved and I felt Sammy deep inside her ass trying to reach out and touch me. I pulled her hard down onto my cock and felt his weight on her. Natasha screamed around the cock jammed in her throat. Her body was twisted and held and penetrated from all angles. Then I felt it; the woman began to shake. Her flesh seemed alive with inner motion. Landon groaned and I felt Sammy's motion shift speed. Natasha's hips were crushed against me and she flexed them, first against me and then back at the cock in her ass. She grunted and groaned. Sammy, feeling the genius of the situation and went still. Natasha moaned and shifted her body to a more comfortable position and then her hips began to twitch back and forth on the two cocks. Her torso moved as she moved her head up and down on Landon's cock.
The feeling that flooded through and around me thrilled to the core. The woman fucking me was feeling something I could never feel. She shivered and twitched, her voice grunting and her hips ground down on me then drove back at Sammy over and over again. My own orgasm appeared in the distance and as it eased forward, closer, Natasha began to pant and grunt, blowing through her nose with a sort of erotic desperation that thrummed through the rest of her body. Her body began to shake. Sammy resumed hammering against her from above and I hunched up at her, pulling her hips. The tit filled my mouth so that when my climax arrived, I sucked on her hard and Natasha began to struggle against us. I held her firm and Sammy redoubled the force of his penetration of her ass. Mrs. Rossini keened and shook; her body rocking and convulsing and quaking.
I erupted deep inside her pussy. I felt her body jimmy which I took to be Sammy coming into her ass. Landon growled and Natasha felt three men coming into her body at the same time. The threatening storm of her orgasm broke and she shrieked deep in her throat, then swallowed the sound and Landon's cum. Her body thrashed and she bucked on top of me, her arms locked over my head. I held on but her motion and the flashing pleasure of my own orgasm took hold of me and I almost lost her breast but bit down hard on the end of it. The impact of her climax and the feeling of my teeth on her nipple catapulted her into a paroxysm of pleasure.
Landon pulled his cock out of her mouth which allowed her voice to take on something with words but not much sense. I arched underneath her. I felt Sammy respond and we pinned her hard between us. The action seemed to bounce her out of a descent into another orgasmic ascent which made her buck between us. Without needing to suck on Landon, she straightened, gripped the headboard and bucked, convulsing and shaking with the new heights of orgasm. The two cocks lodged in her body prevent her from moving very much. Her face turned down to me; her eyes were clinched tight and her lips were pulled back in a taut grimace of helpless tension. Her hair flailed above me, her head shook and her whole body shook. Unbelievably, another contraction wracked me and my cock lurched inside the woman. The feeling seemed to echo inside her, reverberating but her body seemed to amplify it so that at some point, she passed from the clutches of the present orgasm into another, new wave of orgasmic ecstasy. I felt Sammy grinding into her but she seemed oblivious to us both. But then she opened her eyes and seeming to see me between her elbows, bent down and kissed me hard, all lips and tongue and joyful lust. She rode me like she was chasing pleasure, rocking her hips back and forth between our cocks.
Then it was over. She jerked once, twice and her whole body went slack. She draped herself over me with a loud suspiration.
Natasha Rossini became still.
For several moments, there was no sound, no movement.
"Jesus Christ, I have never seen anything like that before." Melissa said into the silence.
Sammy groaned and pulled free of Sasha's ass. Sasha tried to lift her head but she could not, she dropped it back down beside mine. "Sonny," she whispered. "Anything you want. Ever." She whispered. "I have never been fucked like that before."
"You are not finished yet, woman." I whispered back.
She lifted her body, trying it to see if it was back to obeying her conscious mind. She gazed down at me, her eyes glittering with arousal. "This is my day and I want it all! Everyone gets to fuck Natasha!" She said loud enough for all to hear. "Ass, mouth, cunt—I want cocks in every hole. I am an airtight princess!" She sat as far back as she could, bound as she was. "Take my hands loose, you could not get me to pass on this if you tried. Oh, gawd girls, you have to try this. Being fucked like that! Oh fuck it is unbelievable!" She rocked off of me, releasing my cock and a flood of her juice and mine.
Chris untied her and she flopped beside me. I was not entirely sure I could get off the bed. My body sang but I was not positive it would listen to me if I asked anything of it. I closed my eyes. Then I felt lips on my cock. Melissa was licking Natasha off my lank cock, the bitch. My cock got hard in her mouth, the shit! I had no energy left to do more than blink my eyes and my cock was raring to go.
Melissa pulled off me and moved over my face, staring down at me. "Geezus, Sonny, is that what airtight means? A woman going out of her mind with pleasure? Fuck yes, I want that!" She lurched onto me and turned angrily to find Alissa behind her, shoving at her sister's bent form with her hips. Melissa inhaled, I figured, to spit some imprecation at her jealous sister but I pressed a limp hand against her clothed breast and she twisted to look at me, lascivious hope in her eyes.
"Air, need air." I managed. She struggled off, pushing her sister back with her ass. I managed to sit upright. I felt lightheaded. I got to my feet, wavering by the bed. "This bed is too small. Take Mrs. Rossini into the master bedroom and do her ass for her. I have to go next door and wrap things up with Annie . . . and see if I can get some strength back."
Chris chortled. Then sobered. "Can I whip Mrs. Rossini's ass while you are gone?"
Natasha's eyes opened. I saw the fear but could not discern if she was aching yet or if it would add or subtract to her experience. "Ask her." I said and tottered out of the door. I knew leaving had the potential to see every pussy in the room getting fucked while I was gone. The atmosphere was thick with a mixture of female need and the unleashed male lust. I almost went to pull Alissa out of the maelstrom but did not have the energy to bother. If she got hers, she might get nothing else, I vowed. She had to shift how she treated me, how she understood the MILF list. Despite the thought, I wanted to fuck her. I longed to fuck her. I wanted to beat her to tears and then fuck her pussy and ass and make her airtight.
In that moment, I almost broke. I wanted her so badly but thank god for Annie. I knew I needed to go finish up with her and let her know we were done with her for a while since her husband was returning tomorrow. I needed to leave her the message to let me know when he left next so we could give her more, that is, if she wanted more. I needed to know that, to reaffirm that again.
My cock was hard so that was not the issue. I staggered down stairs and found orange juice in the fridge. I drank a couple glasses. The chill braced me. From deep in the house I heard a woman begin to scream. Natasha had her mind made up for her, apparently.
I dressed idly. The day was dim outside. Night was falling. I got shoes on and stumbled off the deck, through the hedge. I noticed a track in the grass and hoped Annie could explain it to her husband. I walked up the steps to her deck and tried the back door. It opened.
I shit you not, my cock swelled and was impossibly hard. I felt like some sort of fucking freak. After what I had just experienced . . . it made no sense to me that my body was already preparing to penetrate the Asian woman.
She was not in the living room or kitchen. I did not feel up to sparing with her. "Annie?" I called. I heard something upstairs so I called again, "Annie? Mrs. Kingston?"
Silence.
I shook my head. I had to go up the stairs. I had no idea what the fucking woman was going to greet me with. I certainly did not expect what I found. She was on her bed, on her knees. Her hands her planted against the headboard, tied there with soft, fuzzy rope. Her head was down when I looked through the door into her bedroom. But she was expertly bound onto her bed. A strap was fixed around her waist which was tied to the high posts at the foot of the bed. Her knees had cuffs around them with lines pulled taut and tied down to the low posts of the head of the bed. With her hands tied midway up the scroll work headboard, she could barely move. My cock got really hard. I could see the distinct slit of her pussy between her slender hips. In the light from the lamp by the door, her pussy glinted and winked with moisture. Slowly I began to undress.
Annie's head came up. I understood. Her eyes were covered with thin black wrap pulled tight around her kinky black hair. And she had ear buds which were attached to a little Ipod hanging by her hands. She tried to look around, showing me her covered eyes and her thick, open lips. She cocked her head but she surely could not hear me but when I moved, I saw the shadow I cast move on the wall. Annie turned back and dropped her head.
Fuck me, I thought. Landon must have been the one to tie her up like this. It was pretty impressive and rather than think through that thought, like where the strap around her waist came from, I finished striping and got on the bed. As soon as Annie felt the bed shift, her head came up again. She twisted her body, trying to look back over her shoulder but blindfolded, it was a waste. I was so hard. I think it had to do with the backwash of memory; Natasha caught in the throes of ecstasy, her body possessed by three men at the same time, just the idea of making her airtight was erotic enough but now, away from them all, seeing Annie, bound, helpless and nude on the bed, I felt a powerful flush of energy rise up in me. I wanted her. I want to make her fuck me, to take what was offered without any restriction. I moved behind her.
She felt the motion? "Hello? Who there?" True fear lanced through her voice.
I did not understand at that moment. My mind was a swirl of sensations and images of Natasha on her knees between Melissa's legs and Brent hammering her from behind; Laura Wills sucking my cock while she looked up at me, her eyes wide and shining. Alissa Honeywell bound to a chair, her eyes fierce while I fondled her bare breasts and then fucked her narrowly, leaving her panting for a completion she was destined never to get. I resolved in that moment that I would bind her tonight and prevent her from coming till Monday. I smiled. No such restriction for Annie Kingston.
I moved behind Annie and touched her thighs with mine as I knelt behind her. She dropped her head. My cock entered her.
"Oh yes, please fuck me! Make me come, please! Fuck hard, fuck hard, please! Who you are, fuck me, fuck me." She raved. Her body accepted me with what can only have been delight. Her flesh parted and I was buried to the hilt in her wet, clinching sheathe. She grunted. She tried to press her ass back at me but her knees would not allow much shift back, though she did succeed in planting me into her pussy. I gripped her hips and thrust into her several times. The pleasure was immense! She seemed to pull at me with her inner muscles. I thought of Melissa and how we were going to treat her tomorrow, airtight and all and how Laura would enjoy serving while Melissa's sister watched, bound and frustrated. I had watched Laura. She had watched Alissa's discomfort and even through her own craving, when she looked at Alissa and stared at the coiled and bound woman with unrequited desire, Laura wanted that denial for herself. She was jealous of Alissa!
I increased my speed, fucking Annie with a new fury. I heard something behind me and I stopped, trying to twist without pulling out of her welcoming cunt. I saw nothing, heard nothing. I leaned over her lithe back and pulled the ear buds from Annie's ear. "Are you alone?" I asked, not thinking much of the question.
"Fuck Annie." She said, her voice a quick whine. "Make me come. That you Sonny? Fuck me, please. I wait all day for you." She crushed her slim ass back against me as far as she could, which was not far. She was cleverly suspended on her bed, with only the slightest slack in her bonds. She grunted with satisfaction as my cock sliced into her again
The hot pleasure of her body, the radiating need seduced me. I gripped her hips and began to fuck her. I began slow, slow fucking her like Landon liked to do. Then I sped up and soon I was hammering her and Annie was screaming for me to come to her, to fill her and calling my name. I felt my orgasm swelling up in me, rising from my toes and I was about to crush her with a new rush of energy when the air when out of the room.
"Finally," a horrible deep voice said from behind me. "Sonny Duncan has come to fuck my wife." A shadow fell over me and for a moment I was terrified but Annie screamed, 'fuck me, Sonny, fuck me!'
I think in my lizard brain I figured if I was going to die, the best thing to do was to die in mid-orgasm, or best, post-orgasm and since Sid was likely to kill us both, certainly able, I should give her the best I had because we were both surely going to die fucking. So I roared and pounded against her little body. Annie's head jerked back, her back bowed and then flexed which seemed first to open her then she clinched. She screamed and grunted and my own climax reared up and filled me. I jammed my cock hard into Annie and she lifted her ass to receive me. I was still coming when the shadow changed.
I felt Annie's ties to her waist release and three pillows plopped down beside her heaving head. I was still pumping into her as a big, huge fucking hands, removed her ear buds, unclasped her hands and pulled them wide which moved her forward. I was not done coming so I followed her body forward, gripping her hips as I filled her pussy full of my cum, perhaps my last come. Annie felt me pouring into her body and something switched on inside her. Her pussy sizzled around me, clinching and pulling. Her back bowed then arched, pushing her pussy onto and then pulling it off my cock several times before she finally convulsed and her climax peaked. She thrashed at her partial bonds and at my cock and my hand on her waist. She groaned and then she spread her knees and tried to sink down to the bed. I refused her, pulling her back into place on my cock.
"She wants you to flick her clit. Touch her and she'll go off." That deep, foreboding rumble said. The shadows shifted around us and a huge form appeared. Sid Kingston sat in the easy chair tucked between the head of the bed and the window. He crossed his long legs and sipped from a tumbler with ice it. He seemed calm. "Go on. Touch her clit. She is dying to come. Has been most of the day. She fucking loves fear and believe me, she has been scared shitless for a whole day.
I am not sure what or if I was thinking. I reached around Annie and stroked her pussy. Making Annie come seemed like my true calling at that moment. True to Sid's prediction, Annie bucked and thrashed and then her body went nuts. My cock lost its place in her pussy and I even backed away from her, watching in awe as the little woman surrendered to a sexual apoplexy of heroic dimensions. She shook and strained and quaked and shivered and grunted, grinding her teeth and shaking her hair around her quivering shoulders.
I sat back amazed at her display.
Finally, I looked up at Sid Kingston as he sipped from his glass. Sid Kingston was around seventy or so but he was no old man. His hair was steel gray and full. He was every bit of six-nine, perhaps more. His head looked like an Easter Island statue it was so large, with the same planes and angle; cheekbones so high his cheeks hollowed below them and likely always had. His eyes were huge and his hands were about the size of my head. As he aged, he did not go soft or get squishy. He became more angular, like a stick man, turning angular with flat planes where other men his age became soft, bulging wrecks. Sid Kingston looked like an Ent—you know, the tree people from Tolkien! His skin was everywhere Indian brown though he was no more Indian, dot or otherwise, than I was.
Now you might ask, what in the fucking world was I doing fucking such a man's wife? Youth, I can claim. Opportunity too, but really, it was because she liked it. If her big, dangerous looking husband did not have what it took to keep her sexually satisfied . . .? Well, it was a gamble at best but I had had a good life. My internal, mental shrug had a sort of fatalistic, freed exuberance to it which was heady and luscious at the same time.
"So you are the new author?"
Sid Kingston regarded me for a moment, sipped and looked at me through the glass before sitting it down on his big, bent knee.
All I could think was that I was fucked.
Sid continued. "Medium McClusky? The Pleasure Contracts? I looked them up while I was waiting for you to finally come by to fuck my little wife here. Not bad. Love the Kindle. I have it on the IPAD. I downloaded the first couple installments. I heard one of your little friends telling Annie what you were doing. He seemed unduly proud of something that was not his but then you gave him a shot at little Annie here, didn't you. Who is that you are fucking over there? Don't tell me you are playing poker and coming over here ever so often to fuck my wife?" He hesitated.



He seemed so relaxed, I guess I figured cold-blooded killers would be this way just before they killed some poor sap; some poor naked sap who was all fucked out. I both hated and loved the movies at that moment. "I promised her. " I said, then.
Sid nodded. "Yeah, Annie told me. Told me all about you and Mommy and big dick and the rest. We have had a good time catching up since yesterday. That is the thing about schedules, they can surprise you. They can change." He sipped.
I guess something clicked in me, I mean besides all the sphincters I own, and I just gave up. I laid a hand on Annie's flank. "So you know she likes surprises?" I said. I moved my hand down to grip her leg just before shoving a finger into her leaking pussy. She grunted a little but shoved back, taking my finger deeper into her swampy depths.
"She told me all about it. Why don't you move around and make her suck your cock while we talk."
On the one hand, the last thing I wanted to do was move closer to the man. On the other hand, his voice did not sound like a suggestion, more of a statement, more of an order when you get right down to it. I did not reflect at that moment how odd such an order was but orders were orders and since I had not a stitch of clothing on and nothing else in my inventory relating to ensuring my survival to speak of, I complied. The idea of getting a blow job seemed to fit the occasion as much as anything else I could think of and better than most of the alternatives I could fathom.
I got off the bed and moved unsteadily up beside Annie. I ducked under her spread arm and slithered onto the bed, pulling pillows behind me so I would be comfortable. I had a leg to either side of her body.
"Annie, honey, suck the good man's dick."
Annie did not hesitate but dipped her head, mouth wide and tongue out, questing for my cock. She found it and pulled the end of the little guy between her lips. The situation has finally sunk in and my cock was now basically a cocktail sausage. Annie caught the little end with her lips and sucked, her tongue slathering along the sides and over my balls. Despite myself, I groaned and my cock resumed its former occupation, growing and hardening between Annie's luscious, expressive lips. Nice to be single-minded, I thought, wishing I was a cock with some place safe, dark and warm to hide.
Sid resumed talking. "I have been here since Thursday, late. I had to return early; the lawyers I used in Chicago for my domestic business ran into a conflict of interest and are going to drop me. I had to come back to sign off on some things. Fuck me, now I have to find a new attorney. I am going to look around home here so I don't have to travel so much." He took another pull on his glass. "I am getting old."
Sid stopped talking for a moment, regarding his wife's head bobbing on my cock. I have to confess, yes, it bothered me a little, having him staring at me getting a blow job from his little wife. A couple month months before, I would have lost wood and been too terrified to move but a couple of rounds of airtight and a whole lot of MILFs and sons has sort of altered my perspective. Now, having him watching her suck my cock, well, it kind of thrilled me. Looking back, I remember the thrill of him seeing her sucking my cock with such relish. Of course I did not understand. At the moment, I thought the thrill was simply delight in still being alive and in one piece. I did not give much thought to the fact I should have been too scared to get erect. I only noticed that later, much later.
"Take off her blindfold. I did that just to irritate her." Sid rumbled.
I did and found Annie's dark eyes filled with terror. The terror, however, took the form in her of a thrill and a passion which her mouth and tongue communicated to my reviving cock in many wonderful ways.
"Thanks. I don't want her to be . . . well, maybe I like to see her struggle a little. The blond guy seemed to get a big kick out of belting her ass and I confess, I had no idea she had that degree of tolerance in her." He snorted, "tolerance, hell! She came like a firecracker when he fucked her after he whipped her ass." He drank again. Another relaxed chuckle rumbled out of his chest.
"See, Mr. Duncan, my wife of five years was actually part of a business deal. I have been doing business in China for ten years, nearly ten years, ten years next July I think. I had been over there before on other matters but never gotten involved, not invested I mean. About six years ago, it came to my attention that one of my business partners was in a bit of a pickle. This one had married him and he used her families' money to get into the game. He had a mistress on the side, or may be two but then one got her hooks into him and he wanted nothing so much as to get out of his marriage to little Annie. Of course he wanted to keep the money and the influence and contacts, which was tricky. But the pussy on the side was good and persuasive so he asked Annie for a divorce. She refused and her father's old friends served as a sort of guarantee the fellow would not manage to leave her for any reason.
"Now I had developed a bit of a reputation by that time in China. One of the things I rather liked to do was demand things of guys there they both hated to give me but could 'spend' as part of a business deal. It always makes them think you are special. Hung Ye Chao, Annie's ex, husband at the time, he had to give up his mistress to me when we became partners. Once it got around that I like to fuck guy's wives, the wives came to expect it and the reputation of my one-eyed monster got around. Now I never focused on wives, lots of time they were not worth it; girlfriends, daughters, mistresses, shit even a mother or two; I tried to fuck them all. I almost always demanded a shot at the wife of the guys who had mistresses and who knew I knew it. It let them know that even if I was a fucking gui lao, I would not play fair if they didn't. Annie here heard about my monster. After it came to her averted attention that her husband was banging another woman, she demanded that if he wanted to keep his dick, he had to introduce us and then watch while she fucked me.
"So, Mr. Duncan, can I call you Sonny?"
I hesitated, but it seemed to be a real question, not a verbal twitch. "Ah, sure, Mr. Kingston."
"Call me 'Sid'," he rumbled. "Where was I? So, Sonny, you cannot guess what it is like to have women look at you like a challenge and a big, hard slab of meat ready to make her famous. I rather liked it." He drained the glass and chuckled again, that cracking sound when big boulders impact at velocity. I did not like the violence the sound suggested.
Despite the story he was weaving, my cock was in his wife's mouth and she seemed undeterred by his presence, sucking her own effluvium from my cock while it grew big and strong and happy again before pulling it deep into her throat and working it with her muscles in a way that made it very, very hard. I was ready to release her, throw her on her back and hammer her to the bed; well, except for Sid's presence in the room which made me think that would have been a bit awkward, rude maybe or suicidal, perhaps. But then he stood up. Annie pulled off my cock and then sucked me deep again. The sensation of fearing death while in the midst of a blowjob thrilled through me. It confused me because while I had passed the point of fearing death because I more or less expected to die and soon, I really wanted Annie to get me off one last time before Sid popped my head like a big pimple.
Before my very eyes appeared the largest cock I have ever seen. The fear returned.
"Annie, we are going to try again. Maybe you are greased up enough by now. Sonny here is number five I think, pumping you full of cum, if I count right. And shit, that was just since this morning. I know ol' Sonny here fucked you at least twice last night before I went to sleep. One of the other guys came over after that and your racket woke me up for a moment. That should be enough, don't you think." Sid got onto the bed and maneuvered Annie's ass around till he was satisfied. He sat on his heels like Mahatma Ghandi at the weaving spindle, Annie's legs spread over his knees. I could see the big cock head peeking over the crest of her rump in front of my eyes, against the flat, gaunt cliff of the man's broad chest. Annie sucked so hard on my cock I feared she would take it off. Her excitement communicated itself to me. Her hands gripped my waist, like she was holding on, preparing for the monster cock to enter her body and I was her security . . . cock?
Sid put one hand on his cock and pressed it down her slit before letting it drag back up into position. He repeated that a couple times, just fiddling with her body and his. Annie groaned around my cock, hands tightening on me. Finally, Sid pressed forward, sitting on his heels, his brown-gray legs seeming to be carved from wood, strong and solid, hairless and lean, shining in the awful light. He shoved forward and surprisingly, Annie pulled off my cock to press her pussy down the great tapered head. She closed her eyes and twisted her ass, wagging it back and forth till the whole head lodged inside her cunt or at least, disappeared from my fevered gaze.
"Geezus!" Sid groaned. "Annie has a great pussy, doesn't she?"
When he did not keep talking, I figured I better answer. "Fucking A." I said. "Annie is a great piece of ass!"
Annie's eyes opened and she smiled at me, a sort of sad piteous look. Then she closed them again and tried to press her body further onto the great slab of meat hooked inside of her body.
Sid patted her hip gently. "Relax, Annie. We have time. I need to talk to your little toy for a bit before we get down to business."
Talking is good, I thought. Let's talk a lot! I could not imagine any business that would be good for me at that moment, what with the man's wife's mouth on my cock and his monster nosing into her pussy. Without an engraved invitation, it seemed like a bad situation. Thank god I was past being scared. At least for the moment, the cock was aimed at Annie, not me. I'd like to say I relaxed but that is overstatement. But I could breathe more or less normally. That was something.
"So anyway," Sid resumed, settling onto his knees, "Annie wanted to fuck me." Annie's body, propped on his legs and pierced by his cock, shivered. When the tremor passed she moved her mouth back to my cock and sank it down onto me, taking me completely into her mouth and just holding me there. My cock swelled and bulged with pride at such attention.
"So Annie wanted to see the famous 'great cock', hen da ji ji, in Chinese. I used to walk into a room and I'd hear everyone whispering that. It just means huge cock." Sid adjusted Annie's body on his legs which sent tremors up her spine and thence down my cock. She seemed to like that motion because she undulated her body between the two cocks in her trying to duplicate it. She did not do very well but the effort felt good.
"When Annie met me, she walked right up to me and said she wanted me to fuck her, in Chinese of course and loudly which made everyone else in the room really, really uncomfortable. If you knew anything about China you would understand that better. Not willing to be put off balance by a Chinese broad, I said fine, where and when. She said the next day. She looked at her husband and pointed at him. She asked if he could be home by noon? He was poleaxed but she did not let him off. She kept staring at him till he agreed. Then she looked at me and said one o'clock and said I should bring my cock; her husband was going to watch her fuck me. She left the room, just like that.
"I tried to laugh it off but her husband no less insisted I had to show. My partners said that if I did not, he would end up pig feed somewhere and our hopes of completing a billion dollar deal would be kaput. Now I like sex but I love business and this deal was going to be both lucrative and fun. If my partners had not been so scared . . . one of them even said that I might not get out of China and he might never fuck another woman with anything but a finger, if they let him keep that . . . her family was nothing to sniff at, it turned out and most of them were scared of Annie here. I would have skipped it but with all the flurry, I had to keep the appointment. Plus they all escorted me. I had to go.
"I really didn't know much about her family but she was not too popular with them either. Something about her made them fear her. So anyway, I went to my partner's house. She made him answer the door. He took me to a nice room with a western toilet and a soft bed and everything. He told me to shower and gave me the best silk robe I ever owned. I showered, put it on and walked out of the bath to the bedroom. There was Annie standing by the bed, glaring at her husband. He sat on a straight backed chair with his hands folded in his lap, staring at them.
"Annie turned to me and pointed. 'Now you fuck me.' She said. She untied her robe and dropped it revealing this perfect little body to me. She got onto her knees on the bed and waited, typical Chinese position, doggy is, I am told. I have to tell you, very few Chinese women even dared to board this train, much less take it all. I traveled in China with a Russian woman who had four kids for the first couple years. She echoed and could barely fit around me. When the guys would try to show off their girls, I had her. I traveled with her because a couple times of having the Chinese girl run out of the room screaming after seeing or occasionally actually feeling my cock and almost getting my throat cut warned me that I needed to be careful about letting Chinese women try to prove something about their sexuality with my cock; it was risky and I don't like risk that much. Eventually, it got around that you did not offer a woman idly to me and it became a contest to see who could find one to take me. No one ever introduced me to their wives once it got around. I had to find new tactics. That's when I started with mistresses, girlfriends, sisters, daughters and mothers. Very few women can take me, a lot tried. They exist but they are few and far between. I am just too big. Most cocks this size do not have the heart behind it to keep in inflated for long. I have always been healthy but I digress. Ready, hon?" Sid leaned forward smoothing a hand up Annie's back.
She expelled my cock carefully from her pliant mouth and said, "Yes, Sid. More cock, please." She sounded so different, so polite I almost laughed. She put her lips back to my cock and bobbed her head a few times before resuming her position with my cock fully lodged in her mouth and throat. She waited, tense. I could feel the tension thrumming in her taut body.
Sid put his hands on her hips and lifted her, like she was made of paper. He scooted forward a little and then he lowered her onto his cock. I could not see it from my vantage point; Annie's body hid it. But her hips flinched wide, bending wide like there was a hinge in her tailbone. She groaned. Sid pressed down on her hips and she shivered and then passed right into a wracking orgasm.
"Hold her head, Sonny. She might jerk a little and you don't want teeth marks on your cock."
He was 100% right about that. I did as instructed.
Sid moved back and Annie's body quit jerking. The little orgasm left her. Annie lifted her head and then pressed it back down my cock, nestling me into her throat and mouth, her tongue languidly stroked and massaged me.
Sid continued. "So anyway, there I was, stark naked in a strange house in Beijing with a nude woman waiting on her bed waiting for me to do her doggy style while her two-timing husband watched. I looked at him and he gave me no indication at all of what to do." Sid smiled at me. "Relax Sonny, I have been in your position and you are doing fine. Keeping it up when a husband walks into the room speaks well of you. It indicates it is the woman that you like fucking, not the man." He adjusted Annie's hips again and I swear I saw them drop down a couple inches indicating that much more of him had entered her body. The man was fucking huge, I tell you.
"I have a rule, you seem to have one like it, Sonny. Never turn down pussy. Nothing good has ever come from scorning a horny woman and Annie was hot to trot. So I moved to stand beside her and dropped my robe. Annie turned her head and began talking in Chinese too fast for me to follow. Her husband told me later she said he had told her the fucking truth for the first time in his skinny, worthless, pig fucking life and now she had to let this monster lo wai fuck her. She said she was going to get him for it. That made him turn white, I swear. She turned back to me and with her face set, told me to climb abroad and fuck her.
"I did not know what else to do. I got behind her sort of like I am now and tried to enter her. She never quailed but I never got it into her. She started trembling like a leaf and tightened up, way worse than she is now. He told me she counted on 'big dick' going soft so she would not have to take me but I never did, never do once the big guy gets riled unless I go to sleep or come." He brushed a hand over Annie's spread hips and rose up, showing me the girth of his cock and how it compared to her body. I could not believe there was any hope for her and I was not sure why we were even trying.
Sid pulled on her hips and Annie matched his pressure, shoving down with her back. Another few inches of his massive member passed into her body. Annie grunted and gurgled on my cock, which felt pretty good, actually.
Sid went on with his story. I was going to hear it all, apparently. "I tried to fuck Annie all that afternoon. By five, her husband was grinning and sitting with a bottle of bai jiu next to his chair, completely blasted, watching Annie sweating and crying as she tried to fuck me. She had me lay on my back and she lowered her cunt down onto me but after trying for twenty minutes, she gave up. We tried with her on her back, her side, shit we did the whole book but she got only about six inches into her at one time.
"To make a long story short, I never fucked her that day. She finally tried to get her mouth around it and could not do that. She was abashed, I think that is the right word. She sucked on the end till I came and we gave up. The next day my partners were ecstatic. They said the deal was sure to work now and we had nothing to fear from Annie's family. We were too happy too soon.
"The ruckus between Annie and her husband got worse and more rancorous. Finally, it seemed like the deal and even my right to work in China at all were in jeopardy. I asked to meet Annie and she agreed but in public. I had figured out what had happened by then. Annie had crowed she was going to fuck 'big dick' but when it got out that she had failed, she lost big face among the women she knew. They mocked her but only a few tried to prove they were better women than she was. None were.
"Anyway, it got out that Annie tried and failed. She hated that. She had told her husband if it got out, she would ruin him. He could not keep it quiet and what had been 'fixed' got broken again. I never told but whether her husband was to blame or Annie herself confided in the wrong ear, I don't know but it got out. She became famous for publicly humiliating herself in her social circles. She blamed Hung Bu Hao, though." Sid tried to giggle but it just came out a foolish booming chuckle. His glee was clear though. "She called him that and he never understood. Bu hao means 'not good' so she was telling him he was not well hung, right to his face. He even answered to the name, took pride in it. He thought she was calling him bad boy Hung, his family name. I think I was the only one to get it. Annie is a smart girl.



"Well, it became apparent that we could not proceed unless the conflict between Annie and her husband got resolved or until it did. Once that was clear and the source of the problem was her face, reputation is almost the same but more intense . . . I suggested she divorce him and marry me. She could move to the States and live in luxury. I could do business. In China, at least, if she lost face, I could challenge any woman to take my cock. No one would meet the challenge now. That Annie could not take me could be kept secret, I mean that she was unable to fuck me properly. I'd told her that if anyone heard different, I'd see if Hung Bu Hao could take my cock. She laughed and laughed. That may have been the moment she started to like me. For a few months she refused the idea but eventually, she agreed and we got married in China and she came here." Sid smoothed a great hand along Annie's bent and straining back. "Ready, honey?" Real affection showed in his gesture, not the business deal he had just described.
Annie nodded and my cock tingled with her tension.
Sid gripped her hips again and lifted her. She groaned. He moved further underneath her and then lowered her once more, pressing down. He rose up a little and she grunted and her body began to quake with a new orgasm.
"See? She comes as I get deeper. She fucking loves it. Orgasm after orgasm and she says it is all just the idea of taking such a big cock that makes her come. I have only come in her a couple times. She loves my cock but it scares her most times so badly she tenses up and it is dangerous to proceed, to one of us anyway. I think she'd let me fuck her bloody if she thought she could survive it. She cannot help it, she just gets so frightened when she sees or feels it, even drunk. But that is where you come in.
"See, Sonny, my wife has been using you and your big friend to stretch her out, to make her come and come and come so that she could try to take me again. Guess what, I have tried twice today, once after 'beeg boy' and she nearly took me. But then the other guys kept fucking her and blondie beat her; I was so excited seeing her so excited! I got nearly eight inches into her after that. Now, though, now we might be able to do it. Having your cock in her makes her so excited. You, you are the guy she says makes her feel like she does when she kisses my cock."
I felt sort of proud, in a perverse way, I guess, but still . . .! "What you need is another woman here to eat her, make her come till she opens up." I said, thinking of giving Alissa to this monster and letting her scream her heart out.
But Sid shook his head. "Nope. Well, not yet. She told me everything last night. You and Mommy and Mrs. Wills, nice little dish that but I scare the shit out of her. She'd probably pinch the end of my cock off if I could even get that much into her."
She was not alone, I doubted. Most women would if they saw that monster. She'd need to echo to take him comfortably.
"I had an agreement with Annie which gave her whatever she wanted here so long as she did not fuck around on me. Now, she has to pay. I have waited this long but she is going to fuck me now, come hell or high water." He reached a great hand and tapped a finger on Annie's straining spine. "But that is just to get back to even. You have to make it right somehow, honey. Do you know how you are going to do that?"
Annie shook her head, just a little, around my cock.
"You are going to keep fucking these guys, just like you agreed. I kinda like the idea of you getting hammered like a rag doll by randy college kids. Plus, you like it so that is worth something. But beyond that, your niece, what is her name? Jai? Li Jai?"
I felt Annie tense between us, like a new guitar string being pulled tight into position.
Sid continued, tapping Annie's back as he spoke. "The one that goes by Jillian? An Jai Li, isn't it? The one that lives in California? You have to get her here." Sid caught my eye, his finger quit tapping Annie's curved, tense back. "We agreed I could fuck anyone, at least I could try to find someone. So long as she was acknowledged as my wife, she would get great face from being the happy wife of hen da ji ji and I could troll around for the right talent. So I have found a Thai girl or two who takes me and an Egyptian, a Tahitian and several Chinese who made it a goal and I was happy to help. Western women are too complicated, which is not to say I won't try, I just spend a lot of time in the Orient. There is one Chinese gal who has made a career out of it. She is a big guy's wife and she is open about being my mistress. She loves the attention and the respect she gets while collecting pussy for her husband." Sid snorted. "She is a piece of work, I tell you! But Annie, she had to do without or fuck me when I wanted. So far, she has not be able to fuck me. But now," Sid pressed down on Annie's hips. She groaned but shifted her body, rocking it back and forth on his cock till she dropped a few inches more. She moaned and her head began to bob on my cock, sucking furiously.
"Sonny, you have brought my wife as close to being able to fuck me as we have ever been in five years. She is a ball of fire but I actually like her, love her even." Annie arched her back, lifted her own hips and mashed them down onto the cock. Sid straightened and groaned. "Aw fuck, honey you feel great! More, we are almost there.
"She thinks that if I can get mostly into her, if you put your cock into her ass, she will be able to take me." Annie quit straining, panting and blowing through her nose. She flexed her arms and lifted off my cock, sucking and slurping all the way. When her mouth was clear, she said clearly, "Fuck ass now." Her head dropped and she took me into her mouth but only with lips and tongue.
Sid's big hand covered her ass and pressed her gently down. "Now Annie, darling, your niece, Jillian, you have to get her here and then you have to give her to these guys. What did you call it? Airtight orgasms? Whatever, Jillian will come and fuck Sonny and his friends and their mothers for all I care; you have to give her to Sonny to use. Let's see, how long did you say you had been fucking Sonny here? Three months? I think Jillian would enjoy visiting for six months, say? Maybe find a job and Sonny here can fuck her however he likes. I am sure he would be a gentleman about it and make sure you got to participate sometimes. So honey, what do you think? That is the price for breaking our agreement. Do you understand?"
Annie had gone still. She did not respond till Sid tapped her back. She slowly lifted her mouth off my cock. "Yes, Sidney. I understand. Jillian fucks the boys. Cici, Laura, whoever Sonny want her to fuck. Sonny get my niece An Jai Li to fuck whenever he like."
"Right." Sid patted Annie's back. "Now up, Annie, we are almost there. My gawd, you are so tight and hot around my cock, baby! I hate to punish you for finding a way to get us here but a deal is a deal. Break a contract and there has to be some penalty! Breathe, baby, I am going deep now." His huge hands wrapped around Annie's lithe body, covering ass and back nearly to her shoulder blades. He sat forward and pulled at Annie.
Her mouth sucked hard on my cock, her hands gripped my arms hard. I was supporting her a bit by the shoulders so she could lean over easier. As Sid pulled her harder, her body began to quake and shiver.
"A, Sid, I don't think I can get into her ass from this position." I said, feeling increasingly sure of survival, even maybe a bit of pride at participating at bringing this romantic couple back together. Un huh, what the hell do I know?
Sid's eyes opened. His big eyes moved around and his big head nodded. "Oh, right. No matter. I am almost in her. If I can get all in, maybe . . . " He lifted her body and pressed her down onto his cock. Annie groaned, the vibration running right from her chest to her lips, mouth, throat and thence through my hard, very hard cock. She continued the sound all the while Sid pressed her body down onto his cock. She tried to flex and help but after she got so far impaled, and she was impaled, it was like her legs dared not move or could not.
I watched, amazed as the mammoth cock disappeared into the little woman's body. She groaned and keened and groaned but never once pulled off my cock, breathing heavily through her nose, with astonishing discipline.
Sid finally grunted and twisted Annie's horizontally flexed hips.
"Fuck me now, Annie!" Sid said soft, which for him was a low thundering growl. He was so gentle with her, it was tough to fear him; his every manner was careful and delicate. But everything else about him, if you thought about it was fucking terrifying.
Annie began to flex her back. She pulled her mouth off my cock and moved to get to her knees; She got her hands under her and Sid leaned back. She tried to lift her ass but it did not move. She flexed her legs and tried to raise up, to get them under her but her body was wedged full of cock and it was not releasing.
Sid groaned, dropping his head back. "Ohhhh fuck, honey! I cannot believe it. I am in you. I hate to punish you but look at it this way, you will be rewarding Sonny here for getting into you this way. I want to know about Jillian as soon as possible, when she can leave LA and come here.
The words affected Annie. She shuddered and then she began to pull her hips up and jam them down, over and over, making the smallest little motions. The cock in her did not release her. Annie persisted till she was gasping and grunting with effort. Her body was cinched tight onto the great cock.
Sid patted her ass. "That's enough, honey, I see what you mean. Sonny, she has clinched down and I am too big for her to relax around even if she wanted to. We need to bend her back the other direction. I think she might be right, you in her ass with me on my back, it might work." He looked at me finally, his big eyes fixing me his languid stare. "Might be fun to try, anyway. She thinks she can come with my cock in her cunt and yours in her ass. I love it when she comes when I am inside her, even just a little. Geezus, what a feeling it is when a woman comes like this. Okay, honey, let's get me onto my back. You best move, Sonny. Find the lube, Annie will appreciate it and it might save wear and tear on the love muscle there."
I was off the bed like it was a skillet and Sid just lifted Annie up and a moment later he rolled onto his back his feet to the foot of the bed, head to the head. Annie faced his feet. Once he was settled, she began the tricky process of twisting her body around on the mighty cock. With Sid's and eventually my help, she got turned around, laying her chin onto Sid's chest at about the sternum. He patted her head, stroking her disheveled, kinky hair with one huge hand. He spread his legs but when he did, Annie had to put her legs together between his and she could not without grinding her hips together against Sid's buried cock.
They negotiated till they found a fine enough position with her astride one of his lanky legs, pointed at an angle on the bed.
"Okay Sonny, fuck my wife." His voice grumbled with humor. "Killer, I have said that a dozen times and this is the first time I think the guy will actually do it. Once, the guy offered to swap, offering his wife if he could fuck Annie. She was willing but when they saw my cock, they fell in love and decided a second honeymoon was in order." His eyes finally left his inert wife. "Well? You going to fuck her?"
I felt in that moment the movement of time and hoped Natasha was not missing me. I had found the lube in the bedside table and I got some onto a finger, moved to the bed and bent over Annie's body, my other hand balancing me on her outside leg. She flexed her body and the cheeks of her ass parted and her asshole came into view. I touched it and Annie shifted, trying to rise but getting no lift from her body. I pressed my finger against her ass making a squishing sound.
"Fuck ass, Sonny. Fuck ass!" Annie mewled.
I shoved the finger into her and a tremor shot through her body. She tried to move her body, trying to welcome me but she was all resistance and tension.
"More. Deeper. Cock." Annie grunted.
I pulled back and thought for a moment. I left the room. No one said anything which I thought was remarkable till I realized my clothing was all in the room on the floor. Both knew I was coming back and were waiting.
I found Sid's suitcase which meant that was his room. I found a belt in the closet and walked back to the room. I felt a chill just then, thinking maybe this avuncular manner was all just seduction and I would end up in a barrel of lime on the way to Timbuktu. I stood at the door. Sid's eyes found me, his head propped up on the pillows I had been lying on. He just looked at me, eyes flickering down to the belt I had laid across my hand.
Once I decided I could trust my instincts, I moved. Annie's ass beckoned. When I struck her ass the first time, she screamed in surprise, a little chirp. By five, she was done talking English and was rifting in Chinese rattling at me like a machine gun. By fifteen, she was sobbing and quiet. By twenty-five, her ass was lifting and sinking down onto Sid's embedded cock, fucking him.
I stopped. Sid had closed his eyes and laid back, using his hands to help support Annie's movement. Her legs scrabbled for purchase on the bed, trying to find the right position to move her body up and down. As spread as she was, none were comfortable without Sid's support.
I got more lube and when I touched her ass, Annie screamed loud and genuinely, grinding her pussy down onto Sid's huge cock. My finger slide fine into her asshole. She lifted, pushing back at me, pulling her body off Sid's cock. Sid's hands shifted down to her ass and pressed her down again. Annie's scream choked off as her body received the cock once more. I got onto the bed, feeling Sid's knee under my ass. I had a picture of what to do, finally. Annie was raising up when I touched my cock head to her leg.
"Hold her, Sid." I grunted, somehow transformed from guilty party to merely an accomplice in the fucking of Annie.
Sid gripped Annie's shoulders.
My cock head encountered her outer sphincter and Annie lifted her body, taking me into her body without much resistance. I moved forward, getting more upright and gripped her hips. I pulled back on her body and my cock slide into her. Annie began to quake and shiver. Her voice, a garble of Chinese, rose to a shriek. She groaned and shook and I worked my cock deeper into her. She screamed and Sid groaned. Her arms looped up to grasp his shoulders, pulling against his hands which pressed her down towards me and thus onto his cock.
I pulled back, my cock surrounded by the heat of her convulsing body. She seemed sloshy but then I reflected that one of the guys likely took her ass. I thrust deep into her yielded ass. I began to lift Annie, pulling her up onto my cock. Then I would press her down, harder and harder onto her husband's gargantuan cock. I could feel her hips tip back along the axis of her spine when Sid's cock slid back into her. With his help, we fucked Annie between us, moving her body while she babbled and jerked till finally a huge orgasm arrived and drove her senseless. She screamed, she jerked, she struggled against us, her legs working like she was trying to crawl away.
Then I began to come, filling her rear with come, pounding at her little ass while she grunted and took it. Spent, I pulled out of her and sat back. Annie immediately, and eagerly, lifted a leg over Sid's body and righted her position, sitting astride him, spreading her legs over Sid's broad body. She began to lift her ass and slam it down onto the cock crammed into her little body. Sid's hands moved to her ass. Annie sat up, forcing the cock in her to scrap around inside of her, punching the walls of her vagina with new force. The cock slide home into her body, rooted as far as any cock could get into her. She fell forward and with her hands splayed on Sid's chest, began to roll her little hips. Over and over she rolled them up and back, grinding herself against Sid.
Sid was panting now, gasping and snorting, his voice grumbled wordlessly in his chest.
Annie got to her knees, finally, then sat ever so hesitantly back, forcing the cock to flex inside of her. She groaned and together, they began to fuck. I moved away from the bed. Annie began to cry, her voice a wordless keening. Sid suddenly began to lift her, his body arching. He pulled at her hips, pulling the little woman down hard onto his cock.
Then he was coming, surging up into Annie's bounding body, holding her so she was not rocketed off onto the bed, lifting her and then ramming her down onto his cock, over and over again. Annie screamed and screamed. I picked up my clothing, backed out of the room and down the stairs, still hearing her screams of ecstatic passion. I dressed and left, feeling like I had shared something undeniably personal and private to which I had no right.
Dressed, I staggered to the Wills house and went inside. The place was ominously quiet. I kicked off shoes. I felt like I would blow dust if I came again. I needed rest and rejuvenation. But I had things to attend to.
Upstairs, I found them all, Natasha was sprawled over a mound of pillows. Chris and Brent were asleep beside her. Alissa sat on a stool, regarding me as I stood in the doorway. Her gag was still in place, though clearly soaked. She was still shackled in her own shackles. Her eyes no longer expressed much besides exhaustion.
"Where have you been?" Landon said from behind me. He had his slacks on but that was all.
"You would not believe me if I told you." I said at first but then said, "I was in the Kingston's house."
He nodded like he understood. He may have understood something but nothing like what I had just seen. Brent roused on the bed, a hand immediately stroked Natasha and she groaned.
"We got her air tight." Landon said. "Several times." His voice made it seem like he had something to add till he added something. "When, a, when do you think we can do Kyla?"
I shook my head. My brain cells were used up, I could not began to think about Kyla, the Ass.
Brent looked over at me. "Brent, get her home. Put her in a bath and put her to bed. She might need to eat and drink." I felt stupid but my brain could tell me I needed to arrange something but not what it was or how to arrange it. My fuses were all blown. Then I knew. "Brent, back here tomorrow at four. We have another MILF to make Airtight this weekend." I looked pointedly at Alissa, gesturing to her. "Alissa." I said. It was nearly ten o'clock in the evening and we had been nude together, as a group for nearly twelve hours.
Brent rolled to his feet and helped his nude mother to her feet. They staggered from the room. Natasha stopped to kiss my cheek, wordlessly. They disappeared downstairs.
Alissa got to her feet and approached me. I guided her into the hall, seeking Melissa.
I found Sammy and Melissa in one of the other bedrooms. I helped Melissa up from beside Sammy. His eyes opened and for a moment he regarded me but they closed. "Sammy, don't you need to go see your father?"
He nodded. "Skipping that." He muttered.
"No. Go ahead. Go buy a car tomorrow and drive it over here by four. We have one more MILF to do tomorrow."
"Never happen." Sammy muttered but then grinned.
Chris appeared behind me with Landon and Laura. They crowded into the little room.
"What are we going to do with Messy Melissa?" Chris asked.
"Did she come?" I asked no one in particular.
She pressed her body against me and lay her head on my shoulder. "I did a couple times, Master but I could come again, if you would let me." Her purr nearly got a response from my spent cock.



"One or two?" I asked.
"What?"
"Did you come once or twice?"
Melissa pondered. "I don't know, once for sure. But I have had ten yards of cock. I might have come more than that."
"Melissa, you go with Landon. Take good care of her. Laura, you eat Alissa to one good orgasm, shower her, feed her and then lock her in bed, not in that order, except for the last." I felt drunk.
Landon cleared his throat. "Sonny, I am not sure that is a good idea, I don't think that will work for Kyla."
It was odd to hear him call his mother by her first name. I looked at him and shrugged. "Fine, well, call Brent and see if you can drop her by there. If not, leave her here, I guess. We don't have any room or I'd take her home with me.
"You sisters, tomorrow, one of you gets airtight. Are you still willing?"
The two women glanced at each other. I saw no bile in the glance but I did see the green light of competition glowing between them. They looked back at me and nodded.
I nodded as well. "Fine. Tomorrow, each of you needs to do something, perform something sexy or interesting. Then we'll vote."
"Like what?" Melissa asked.
I shrugged. "Do a sixty-nine with each other. Eat your sister to orgasm or something. You figure it out. But do something sexy so we have something to vote on. Look, this weekend was supposed to be Alissa's and she fucked it up with her arrogance and, begging your pardon Melissa; you are a beautiful woman and sexy as hell but we had a MILF list and we were giving and getting from that list. You are an add-on. It was our list and Alissa horned in with her ideas and her agenda. Now she has to live with the competition. So sleep on it and some up with some way to demonstrate why we should fuck you senseless tomorrow." I heard my own words and regretted them. They sounded harsh and crude but I was exhausted and I still had Annie's residue on my cock and Sid's residue in my brain. I felt there was more to the deal than I understood and I hated that feeling of not understanding what was happening.
I fixed Alissa, Laura and Melissa with a hard stare which was more likely bleary and dazed. "So, till tomorrow. And no orgasms till then. Except for the one Laura gives Alissa tonight." I was too tired to argue with anyone. I got my clothes and left the Wills house and went home to bed, sleep and the wild dreams that haunted me. I slept despite the distinct feeling I had forgotten something important. Though it bothered me, it did not keep me awake. I fell into black oblivion. Tomorrow was another day.
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I woke about nine to the rattling buzz of my phone. I had slept ten hours. After a shower, I fell into bed and the black hole below it. I think Mom and Georgia spoke to me when I got home but I was so wrung out, I either ignored them or they got it that I was a zombie husk and not worthy of human interaction.
The phone continued to buzz and rattle on my night stand and I roused out of the cloying slumber and answered it. "Hello?" I mumbled.
"Mr. Duncan, I hope I did not wake you." The dark rumble of Sid Kingston's voice snapped me awake.
"Mr. Kingston." I said.
"Call me Sid, really. Listen, Sonny, I just wanted to tell you . . . "
I interrupted him. I had no wish to hear anything of that sort from him. "Forget it, Sid. Least I could do. Annie's . . . " I stalled, still unsure of my stance with them. "Glad I could help." I finished lamely.
Silence.
Sometimes I fucking hate silence and this was one of those times. I got to my knees and sat on the side of my bed. Adrenaline pulsed through me till I felt sick with it.
"I think I scared the shit out of one of our buddies this morning." Sid said, amusement watering down his deep voice. "But thank you. I just wanted you to know I scared the crap out of one of you buddies.
"Oh." I said, surprised. Once again I thought I knew something when I didn't. Listening really is a good thing. "What happened?"
"I got up to get some coffee. Annie had gotten up to make us breakfast and I found him fucking her in the kitchen. I am unusually quiet for a big man so he did not know I was there. I don't know what sort of situation you have with the other guys and my wife but I did not want to interfere, since I have benefited so directly, you understand, though it seems to me that I should charge you all something for using my wife like you are." He chuckled, "Like she is mine to give away or something. Annie is her own woman. If you all were paying, I would not even get a percentage. We have renegotiated and you are the beneficiary. Anyway, I went back up stairs and hollered down at Annie if the coffee was ready. Something I never do. Annie yelled back, something she only does if she is really, really pissed about something.
"I was far enough down the stairs to see the naked kid from next door bouncing off the deck and disappearing through the hedge." Sid chuckle. "I bet he got scratched pretty good going through that hedge naked like that."
I did not see fit to correct him since I did not want him to go examine it and see the path we were making through it to the back door of his house, to Annie, to his wife. Well, now everyone knew he was home.
Suddenly it struck me what I had forgotten the night before. I did not tell anyone else that Sid Kingston was home and now poor Chris . . . I could not help it, I laughed. "Poor, poor Chris." I said out loud.
"Is that his name? Oh yes, Chris Wills, I remember now. Good looking kid. Annie seemed to like him. Shit, she fucked him."
For a moment I was struck by Sid's chattiness but then I was struck by an entirely different thought; one which blanked everything else but the logic of which did not complete itself for some time. "Hey Sid, did I hear you say that you will be seeking new representation and that you want to move it local?"
Sid did not answer immediately. I think I could hear him mulling the question over, wondering if he wanted to make that any of my business or not.
"Yes, I think I did mention that last night. Jetlag makes me garrulous sometimes."
Garrulous? Good word, I thought. Garrulous. Must mean 'chatty', I thought. The idea burned in my brain and I could not shake it even to go look up a new word. "You know, I happen to know someone who is with Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline." I waited. Sid did not respond. "I wonder if you'd be interested in talking to her."
"She's a woman?" Sid said immediately.
"Yes. Alissa Honeywell, Annie, your wife knows her, I think."
"That firm is on the short list." Sid said slowly.
I don't know how, but I knew what he was thinking—well, not what he was thinking so much as that he was thinking and somehow I had managed to pique his interest. Little did I know.
"Is she a friend of yours or something?" Sid asked, his voice replete with something I could not name but knew it meant something. There was inquiry behind the inquiry and there was a 'right' answer and he was asking to see if I knew what it was, if I knew the 'right' answer was the 'right answer'.
"Well, I have been fucking her. She might be on the menu today, in fact."
Sid sighed, actually sighed into the phone. "You know, Sonny, I'd like to talk to her, right now. This morning. Can you arrange it?"
He seemed so happy, I almost suggested he call their office. But I wanted to help Alissa. Her fear of getting dumped by the firm partners seemed real and the idea of the Honeywells moving out to California disturbed my comfortable view of my life. Ah hell, I just wanted to help her and I wanted her to know I helped her so she would get off the throne and fuck me like an equal again.
"Let me think. I am just waking up." I said to buy time. "Let me call you back, I gotta piss like a horse in the rain."
"A horse in the rain?"
"Forget it, I'll call you back." I returned, fumbling but finding no explanation.
"This is Annie's phone. She has your number on speed dial."
I heard the rebuke.
"Call me back on this number." Sid said, his voice sardonic, wry, dry but honest. "I'll answer for the next few anyway, till she notices I am auditing her call log." Sid chuckled.
I did not find it as funny as he apparently did. I hung up.
I pissed, washed my face and went back to my room. I heard rattling and the TV from downstairs but did not want to mix with my family just yet. I had to think. I sat on my bed and then lay down, letting my mind touch each possibility, trying to untangle the right potential from the thicket of options. When I thought I had things clear, I called Annie's number.
Annie answered. "Hi, Sonny. What you want?"
"To fuck you in the ass again." I said immediately, "while Sid is jamming you full of his monster cock."
Annie giggled. "Honey, it's for you." She said away from the phone.
"Mr. Duncan." Sid said into the phone.
"Is that your business voice?" I asked instinctively and cringed. I had little faith in my instincts in this context.
"Close enough." Sid responded, not put off by my question. "What have you got for me?"
"Well, Sid, I would like to help but I think if she thinks this is my idea, she won't go for it. That's an entirely different story. At the same time, I want her to know she has the opportunity to bring you to her firm because of my help."
"Sounds complicated. Business is easy, Sonny."
"For you maybe, I am just a dumb kid trying to get some quality pussy lined up for the next few months." That was true but I had another agenda, relating to Alissa's offer to me earlier in the week. I could not say how the two issues related but I knew they did. Unless I converted Alissa to someone who took me seriously 'in the room' I had no hope of being involved with the project from her partners. I knew that down to my toes. My toes were also telling me I wanted in on their seedy little deal. It sounded both lucrative and very, very sexy if I did it right. It had potential but I had to have a hand in making it work. Maybe I was just delusional but hey, aren't dreams just delusions till you make them work? I had to convince someone first and Alissa had to be convinced to start with. She could not be dismissive of me. Whether this could fix that in her, or fucking her sister and not her or whatever, I did not know. I just knew it had to be fixed or I would not get involved at all with Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline. "Women are never simple, at least for me."
"Well, you got me there, kid. What are you thinking?"
"Annie knows Alissa. Have her call for you, ask Alissa if she is interested. Act like it was your idea. Or better, Annie's." I wanted to say more but thought this would need to develop. I sincerely hoped Alissa was still shackled to her bed and could not reach her phone or it was dead or she could not hear it.
"And?" Sid knew there was more.
"And I don't think she'll answer. Then wait to see if Annie will call my mom. My mom will ask me if I know how to get hold of Alissa. Make sure Annie explains to her what is at issue."
"So it's not your idea but knowing you . . . I get it. She ends up owing you but you never tried to make her owe you. Nice thought. Let me work on it." Sid did not wait for an answer but just hung up.
That went too easy, I thought. This could work out. I had had a vision of Sid and Alissa at his table in their house . . . but most likely she would suggest the office and not want to deal with it today. She would be distracted . . . but it was worth a shot. Either way, maybe it would help her keep her partnership at the firm. Then I thought of Alissa trying to fit Sid's missile into her womb and I felt a little sick. I really did not want to compete with that thing. Curiously, though, I got a little buzz imagining Alissa on her back taking him. What a fucking perv I turned out to be. I shook the thought from my mind. I wondered if Chris informed everyone that Annie's husband almost caught him boinking Annie? I felt a new thrill of adrenaline running through me. The whole fur ball was complicated and fraught with possibility; something I was learning both to appreciate and utilize. More than that, I liked it.
Twenty minutes later, Mom knocked on my door. "Sonny, are you awake?"
I had dozed and her voice woke me back up. I rolled over and sat up half hard with a half formed but fond memory of Alissa sucking my cock. "I am now." I said.
Mom opened the door and slipped into the dimness of my room, pulling her robe tight around her body, which managed to accentuate the full shape of her figure. She hesitated, then closed the door. She sat on the bed and I looped an arm around her waist. She snuggled in a bit but then sat up straight.
"Did any of the girls say anything to you about the other night?" She asked.
"No. Nothing. Not like I have been around, though. Why?"
"No reason. Just wondered. Brent was wonderful by the way. I really hope you don't mind. You did not fuck me angry so I presumed we are okay and it did not cause any problems with you boys."
"We're fine mom. I fucked his mom while he fucked you."
"And he fucked her while you fucked me?" Mom murmured, like she had not heard it before.
"Exactly." I said, thinking she had blanked out the discussion of the arrangement while she was bound and I was fucking her.
"A curious sort of balance but if you are fine with it, I am, though I need more cock than I am getting. So does Georgia, for that matter. She has not been going out at all and I think it is because she is waiting for you to do her some more. Not again, more. She is as enticed by the idea of having a man at home as I am." Mom chortled. She bumped me with her hips and I scooted over. She slid down beside me. "I have to confess, something, son." She said, her voice going soft. "I called Brent."
"Oh?" I said as innocently as I could. "When." A man at home? I filed that line away for later consideration. My mind was focused on Alissa and her various complexes, I was pretty sure I did not have room in my lizard brain for my own mother's complexes AND my sister's at the moment.
"I asked him to come take me." She said in a smaller voice. "I wanted to feel him fill me again."
I almost said something about her being in my bed with me but then mentally shrugged. My cock roused and her hand found it when she turned and pressed her tits against me and looped a bare leg over mine. "Do you mind that I called Brent? That I asked him to fuck me?" My mother whispered into my ear, before touching me with the very tip of her tongue.
I moaned a little; my Mother said 'fuck', a woman who almost never said 'fuck' except under the influence, or under something anyway. I almost commented but turned to her and kissed her lightly on the lips. "Mom, you are an adult; who you fuck is no one else's business, least of all mine. I don't care if you pull a train full of my friends. I can hardly complain; I have done all their mothers."
My Mother was quiet for a while, pulling back from me. She was obviously mulling something and she spoke, it was clear what it was.
"I don't care if the girls think I am in here doing you." She whispered. "I sort of hope they do. I had a dream of Tawny catching us and then you made love to her while she licked me." She shuddered a little. "I never knew I had that in me till I had you in me . . . and Brent. And the others. Since you boys attended to me, I have not been the same woman. When I called Brent, I was sooo excited." Then she pulled away and sat up. "Goodness me, I came up here to tell you something, not to mount you." She twisted and sat on the edge of the bed, her back to me. The position pulled her hand off my erect cock.
"Do you know if Alissa Honeywell is in town?" She asked.
I did not know if my Mother was being coy, disingenuous or she really was oblivious. "She is in town." I said.
"Can you get a hold of her? Sam answered at home and said she was out of town. Now why would he say that?"
"I don't think they are getting along too well at the moment. I think he has moved out, more or less." I waited to see if mom wanted to comment but she just waited. "She is in town, though. Why?" Now I was being coy.
"Do you know where she is? Can you get a hold of her?"
"She is shackled to a bed in Laura Wills' house waiting to see if we are all going to fuck her or not." I said coolly. I almost made it, 'fuck her or her sister' but thought better of that. Not that it would be a secret with that squall of hens. God help me I loved them all, naked and on their backs and legs open and waiting for a good rogering.
"Oh? Oh my." Mom said. She turned around and looked down at me.
I had a flash of fucking my mother, pounding into her pussy while I nibbled on her breasts and being caught by one of the girls or perhaps all of them. That image of my sister auditing a mother fucking rattled through me like a torrent, hot and frighteningly attractive. I scooted away from her and sat up, hard cock and all. I knew I had limits and if I touched her I would be bouncing off them before noon. I had other fish to fry or pussy to fuck as it were. My cock was huge and hard and I wanted to fuck; it seems that use does not wear me down; it is like practicing anything, you get stronger the more you work at it. Or maybe like a drug, the more you had the more you needed and I was getting fucked a lot lately, it seemed. I almost smiled. "Why? What do you want with Alissa?"
"Annie Kingston called. Sid is back in town." Mom was soooo casual, dropping that on me like I did not know but would benefit from the intelligence. "Apparently, he is looking for new legal counsel and wants to use a local firm if he can find one. Annie thought of Alissa and suggested that I call her and ask her to call Annie."
Not exactly what I had in mind but it was close enough. "Sure," I said. "I can get Alissa on the phone."
Mom waited a dozen seconds then stood up. She seemed unwilling to get sexual with me unless I put my hands on her first. It turned out to be good thing I demurred. We both had better things waiting for us but I knew it though only in part and she was as yet unawares.
She eased out of the door but then poked her head back into my room. "Do you need my car today? I was going to get my hair done at five or so."
"If you can drop me at the Wills house, I'll snag a ride home with someone else."
"You can drop me at the salon, son. I can get a ride with Salisha since I am her last appointment or Georgia said she might meet me there and get her hair done too. Either way, I can leave you the car."
I thought about it. "Okay, sure.
Then I remembered the other thing I had in mind. "What are you doing tomorrow?"
"Work."
"Can you get a few hours off, maybe in the afternoon?"
"Maybe, why?"
"There is someone I'd like you to fuck, or, more precisely, someone who would like to watch me fuck you."
Mom colored a pretty shade of pink. Then she nodded matter of factly, "okay, Son, okay." She closed the door.
I had calls to make and despite the idea of making her scream and luring my sisters into my bedroom to watch, I had enough pussy to fuck and it did not do to be greedy. They would all have to wait; well, mom would not wait so long if tomorrow worked out right. I called the a hotel I had in mind and made reservations for Alissa Honeywell and Melissa Crawford. That done, I sat for a moment, composing myself and what I wanted and needed to say to Alissa Honeywell.
I called Laura. She put Alissa on after some rearranging.
"Alissa?"
"Hello, Sonny." Alissa said coolly. She did not sound like a night shackled to the bed altered her basic inclination. I wondered if I had played out my hand and lost her altogether. I had a flash of her losing it when we all picked her sister and making a scene. I knew it would likely ruin the delicate balance we all were working so hard to keep with our MILF list. It was like a romance that was threatening to turn into a relationship, with all the attendant complications and expectations. None of us wanted that, we just wanted sexual highs we would never get any other way and likely, never again once The List ran its course. Life would go on. For everyone but me, this would be true, well, sort of. Truth is you cannot cross the same river even once.
"Mrs. Honeywell, ah, Mrs. Kingston called my mother this morning. It seems her husband has arrived back in town."
Alissa's dry chuckle sounded like a cackle, or near enough which was so out of character for her with her lush laughter and teasing, breathy voice she could turn on and off at will. "I know, I heard. Chris came back naked from over there, clothes in a bunch and came up to my room and dressed. He told me about getting cock with his cock in Annie and swore me to secrecy. He seemed really frightened. No wonder. Sid Kingston can be a scary man. I have met him and he can be impressive."
For a moment, I almost told her he knew about the MILF List but then I thought it might unbalance her AND that it could be more fun to attenuate that discovery for her and everyone else. I could not see how and I had no intention of lying to anyone, least of all her, but leaving out a detail that did not seem relevant to the present situation felt okay. Also, it gave me a thrill to think everyone else would be missing that particular fact. "Ah, well, Mom tried to call your house and you were not there, so, she, well she asked me if I knew where you were."
"Oh, why? What does Annie Kingston want with me? She already fucks my son, what more could she want?"
I waited a couple moments, letting Alissa dangle. "Well, she told Mom that her husband, Sid . . ."
"I know her husband's name." Alissa snapped.
She was snappish this morning. I felt really glad I had something to offer her beside neglect and shackles this morning. I was feeling a little guilty about trying to bring her down off her throne. Then I realized I had to spill the beans about Sid knowing about her and I, the MILF list and everything. I thought a moment about the order of presentation, finally fixing on an approach before Alissa got impatient. More impatient.
"Sid Kingston is looking for local legal representation. His New York firm encountered a conflict of interest and needed to disengage." I hoped it was New York. New York or Chicago, it was all the same. I hope I sounded like I knew what I was talking about.



"Oh?" Mrs. Honeywell's voice shifted so utterly, so completely and so quickly, it sounded like a completely different woman speaking. "So? What does this have to do with me?"
"Apparently Annie said she knew a partner in Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline. She said he wanted to talk to you and told her to arrange it."
Alissa's voice came over the phone and chilled me to the bone. "I will certainly be happy to see him in the office. I can easily rearrange my appointments tomorrow . . . "
"No, you don't understand. He is in a rush and wants to see you today. Now."
Her professional mode shifted, just the slightest bit. "Oh? Now? You mean now?"
"Yes, now. He wants you to come to his house, if that is not too difficult. You need to call Annie and confirm it."
"Call Annie? You mean he wants to see me now? At his house?"
I heard the tremor in her voice for the first time. Excitement or fear, I could not tell. "You have it. Now. At his house. You can walk over . . . . "
"Oh I could never do that."
"Well, call him and work it out. But Alissa, four o'clock." I left the thought unfinished.
Her voice did not change. "We'll see." She hung up.
I lay in bed, wondering what was going to happen, finding myself at loose ends with nothing to demand my attention. I was just about to doze off when my phone rang again. It was Alissa.
"Sonny? Sonny?" Alissa sounded panicked but then seemed to get hold of herself. "He knows."
"Knows what?"
"That I fucked you. Sid Kingston! He knows you have been fucking Annie! And Sammy . . .!" Alissa's voice was ragged, an odd mix of her professional persona and the woman who loved sex. The two parts of her being seemed to be warring and so far it was a toss-up as to which would dominate. I sort of liked the reality of the mix balanced as it was so did not know which to cheer for.
"I know. He walked in on me last night balls deep in his little minx. He tied Annie to the bed and watched us all fuck her all day yesterday."
Silence. "So you knew?"
"Knew what?"
"That he wanted, needed new counsel? He said since you suggested he talk to me, you should at least sit at the table with us."
I remember feeling the chill run up my spine but I labeled it 'thrill'. Sid was about to teach me that big men could be subtle too. I should have known. It was a lesson I would learn but don't get me wrong, it was an astonishingly pleasant lesson but the elegance of it, once I saw all the pieces laying in place together, it intimidated me and not just a little, a lot. The man had game. After hearing him wrangle his wife into giving me her niece for whatever, I should have suspected something. I didn't.
"Oh." I said, completely nonplussed. "What did he say?" I asked because I needed time to think and because I was ravenous with curiosity.
"He said since you were fucking me and pimping for his wife, he thought you should bring me over and introduce us anyway. He said you spoke glowingly of my reputation."
That sounded false but I ignored it. I am not sure what she was saying there but I was not sure it mattered. I felt dizzy. "Ah, well, okay. If you like; did you tell him where you are?"
"No and fuck no. I said I did not have my car and would need to get a taxi. That was when he suggested I get a ride with you. Then he said . . . the rest."
I got the distinct feeling he 'said' more than Alissa was relating but again, it did not really matter to me. "I see. I see. Okay, how long will it take you to get ready?"
"Shower and dress. Twenty minutes. He said he wanted to talk to me now, said he needed to have someone in place by tomorrow afternoon and if he could get happy with me, he said 'I want you, Mrs. Honeywell, a woman and a black woman as my lead' but he did not elaborate why. He said he was working a billion dollar deal and he could not go without counsel for long. If he could get that settled today, now, he would be very grateful to me." As she talked, her voice became more taut, with tremors rattling syllables erratically and thoroughly. "Can you pick me up in twenty minutes?"
I looked at my watch. "At noon, then."
"Noon." Alissa said.
"And Alissa, let me take the shackles off your arms." I knew I was pushing the limits but the whole thing with her was a gamble. If any one of the MILFs backed out, everyone could get nervous and I would be left as the one guy who fucked them all. I did not really know what that meant but it did not feel good. The MILF List was for us all and all the MILFs had to be included. But that was an entirely different, though related, matter.
I waited for a response but got nothing. "Alissa?" I said finally, giving up my rhetorical advantage.
"I heard you." Alissa said. Her voice was cold but her next words were soft. "I would like that, Sonny." She hung up.
Despite that it was what I wanted, having gotten it from her, I felt a definite disquiet but I had no time to waste. Mom, when I told her what was happening said she would ride over with me and wait in the car. I could walk Alissa into the house and then take mom to the salon and be back by four.
I wondered for a moment how Mom knew about 'four' but had no time to address it. I ran through a shower and Mom put on a skirt and sweater, a tight, white sweater which made her breasts billow and preen. They looked great! Gawd but I wanted to fuck her right then! We were in the car at five after twelve and at the Wills house by twenty after, late by most standards. I called Laura as we pulled up and told her to send Alissa out.
She came out, dressed in her outfit from Friday night but with her arms locked behind her. Mom was driving so I could get out and open the back door. "I wanted Mom to see you, since you got to see her." I told Alissa before I opened the back door. She did not glare at me as I expected but merely nodded. I helped her into the back seat.
"The Kingston residence." I told Mom. She backed out of the drive and instead of pulling into the house next door, she drove out and about for a couple minutes which gave me time to get Alissa's shackles off. She stuffed them into her business purse, making it bulge. By the time Mom pulled into the Kingston's drive, Alissa was situated and calm. When Mom turned off the car Alissa sighed.
"I feel naked going into a meeting like this with no prep and no briefcase. It just isn't natural but fuck, I'd go topless if it meant billing on a billion dollar project." Her nervous laugh told me how deeply this affected her and, beyond that, how much the idea of being dumped by her firm bothered her. She had been defiant and cocky but deep down, that moment allowed me to see my intuition about her was true; the idea of getting forced out of a partnership she had worked so hard to get made her furious.
I felt good, thinking I was going to do something truly good for her by hooking her up with Sid Kingston. It is good to be simpleminded sometimes.
We rang the bell and Annie answered. She led us into the house, talking the whole time, asking Alissa how she was and that sort of thing. Sid sat in a bathrobe which looked small on his frame, and flannel pajama bottoms; his smooth broad chest showing in the gap of the robe. He rose as we came into the room.
"Sonny, thank you for coming in with her." Sid said, engulfing my hand in his as we shook.
"Sid, this is Alissa Honeywell, the attorney I told you about."
They shook hands. Annie poured coffee and brought pitchers of orange and apple juice. Everything seemed normal. They sat and when I did not, Sid's eyebrows raised. "Aren't you going to stay?" He asked. "I was hoping you would. Hell, Annie was hoping you would."
The reference to his wife and her hopes and dreams unnerved me. I could see it shook Alissa a bit just by the flick of her eyes between Sid, Annie and me. A hand smoothed down her skirt, the same black one she wore to the hotel Friday night. I looked at Alissa but she was no help, giving me no indication of what I should do.
"I suppose I could stay for a while." I said, instinct telling me not to mention my mother out in the car. It did not matter. I worried about keeping mom waiting but I had some time. I hoped she would understand. She did, and how.
They talked for half an hour and even as ignorant as I was at the time, I could tell they were covering things quickly and easily with a sort of tacit understanding that the deal was going to work. Alissa relaxed into the energy of her professional identity and Sid remained the casual buyer. They argued a few points, tabling several till they could get to the office on Monday and work them out. After forty-five minutes, they seemed very content.
"There is nothing else I need today. You are doing me a great favor by seeing me today. We can get all the papers signed and get you all a retainer, say half a million?" Sid spoke with casual directness.
"I have to run it by the partners but I am sure that will be fine." Alissa said.
I would have been drooling and choking but she never blinked.
Sid sat back and arched his back, lacing his fingers behind his head. "Well, is there anything else you need from me, Mrs. Honeywell? Are you comfortable we have a deal, at least in principle?"
Alissa nodded. "I can get this out by two tomorrow and you can come in to sign around four."
"Why don't we shoot for one or maybe two and we can have a late lunch to celebrate?" Sid smiled, his eyes glinted with a joy I had yet to understand. My first glimpse was coming. "Mrs. Honeywell, there is one other thing, a peculiarity that goes with doing business with me. I usually do not do business with women; not because I do not like women or because they are not good at what they do or that sort of thing. Maybe Sonny told you but I have the habit of fucking the wives of the men I do business with. I have a rule never to mix business with pleasure which only means I will do business with you or fuck you but not both. And I do not fuck men. But I do fuck their women. I do not mix business with pleasure but I make it a policy to get pleasure from business. Anyone I pay for anything will tell you they had to provide me pleasure somehow, some way. If the money is a lot, a hooker on their tab is not enough. I fuck someone that matters to them.
"With you, I face a quandary. I will do business with you or fuck you. In reality as well as metaphorically, that works for me. I want people I can trust; nothing is more important than trust. Every one of my partners, in the US and around the world, have all given me a wife, girlfriend, sister . . . even a daughter on occasion to fuck, to seal the deal—sort of a gesture of good will and commitment beyond just the money. Money does not make people honest but you know, offering up a wife to be jackhammered for a night rather clarifies the commitment for a lot of men. Since I am usually the buyer, the one with the money, there is not usually a like exchange or Annie, here would not be so hungry all the time and your friend, Sonny, there would not have been inside her so often." Sid sat forward. "Which brings me to the question of how I do business with a woman like yourself? How do you provide me what I want and need to feel comfortable that I can trust you?"
Alissa looked over at me, her eyes veiled but a tremor tightened one cheek, giving it just a little twitch. Annie, who had been bringing coffee and croissants and otherwise fussing about what was on the table and not what was around the table, now stared at the table, her face had a fixed look as though she were reading some writing swirled in the stone top. Alissa suddenly looked scared.
Sid reached out and patted Alissa's hand. "Don't worry, honey, I am not going to ask to fuck you. In fact, that is the one thing I will never do. Our relationship is strictly business and you will never have to put out for me. However, since you are a woman and I am not gay, your husband is safe too. But I still think I should have someone to fuck while you watch to let you know that we are intimately connected now and that business is never just business with me."
"I have a sister . . . " Alissa began but then she glanced at me.
Sid watched us carefully and in that moment, thinking back, I think he got tense. When I shook my head, a slight jerk, he relaxed though.
"But she lives in another city," Alissa finished. I felt elation because in that moment, I thought Alissa had gotten past something when it came to us. It seemed so neat for her to pimp her sister to this guy but on a slight shake of my head, she left the idea alone, even in the face of the big deal. Though, in truth, I think she did not understand the nature of Sid's requirement yet. Neither of us did; she thought this was just an idle discussion outlining how he was changing and adjusting his requirements to fit her and she felt complimented and appreciated. Correcting misunderstandings can be valuable.
"No daughter, at least none old enough. You are much too young for that." Sid said.
Alissa shook her head without smiling. "No daughter."
"So?" Sid said, spreading his hand before him, palms up. "I want to do this with you and your firm but you have to watch me fuck someone but not just anyone, someone close to you, someone important to you or at least important to someone important to you. You need to think of me every time you look at her. I want you to know that our business required her to do you a favor and fuck me so you owe her. So long as our business remains viable, I doubt she will feel used, though I will use her and use her up if I can. You need someone to help you out who you will not feel reluctant to owe and owe big." Sid hesitated and I give him lots of props. He almost stopped there but then he dropped his cards on the table and suddenly, shockingly, I understood his whole ploy. "Take Sonny, for example. He owns your ass, right?"
Alissa looked around at me and, I am sure, saw the confusion in my eyes that matched what she was feeling but she recovered quickly and, I must say, completely. She nodded. "Sonny is my master." She said softly. "He can fuck me whenever he likes." She stopped but when Sid did not respond, she added, "however he likes, wherever he likes." Her eyes twitched at me but she remained focused on Sid Kingston. Her two selves were sitting up and taking notice, working together. "I am Sonny's cunt." She said finally into the silence.
I took that blow on the side of head and was reeling with elation when Sid caught me with a deeper blow to the solar plexus.
"So, it seems to me, he could provide me someone for you to watch me fuck and everything would be fine. He is not married, but he does have a mother who I understand is quite attractive."
I could not breathe. Suddenly, the apparent indifference to his wife being fucked turned out to be less indifference than realpolitik. Sid Kingston had found a way to fuck me back. How he knew I was hooked into Alissa, I do not know but I suspect that a screaming, coming Annie was sharper and more cognizant of what was going on than any of us every imagined. Certainly, I had no idea she had an agenda or was paying such close attention, a lesson I would remember.
"Excuse me?" Alissa said.
"I am thinking, that since Sonny is your master, as you say, I would be quite content to fuck his mother since you really have no one else to offer me. I won't do this deal without fucking someone important to you. She is your friend too, right?"
Alissa nodded. "Yes but Christ in a bucket . . . " She was flummoxed, astounded that someone would do business with this sort of codicil included in a deal. "You want to fuck Cici Duncan?" Alissa said. In that moment, whatever degree of upper hand she had in the negotiations, she lost it. Not only did I see him get my mother on a platter, but he managed to get a nearly perfect negotiating position.
"Well, the alternative is to go to your partners and get one of them to volunteer their wife to seal the deal." Sid spoke casually but I watched his eyes. They missed nothing, studying both of us carefully. His tone was casual but he was anything but; Sid Kingston was enjoying this.
I could see Alissa's mind clicking. She would love to do that, make them prostitute their wives for this deal but more than that, greater than that urge, she wanted to deliver the deal completely on her own. If the partners had to come up with pussy for Sid to seal the deal, it would be theirs and everyone would not it, most of all Alissa. I knew where she would end up. It just took her a minute. In that minute of her hesitation, I imagined my mother penetrated by Sid's monster cock. I nearly groaned with the image and the surety that Mom would lay down for him if we asked her.
By the time Alissa turned her eyes to me, I had already discovered Sid Kingston was far ahead of us both. I had already considered the fact that my mother had taken beeg Brent up the ass which suggested she might be able to take Sid's mammoth cock in her cunt with a lot less difficulty than Annie did. I did feel intimidated by Sid's monster but at the moment, I was enthralled with the idea of my mother getting what everyone woman dreams of, a chance to fuck a cock that was too big to fuck.
Sid looked blandly at me. "Sonny, since this is not really your deal, I feel like I should offer you something for the use of your mother. Annie here, you have obtained on your own, on her own, as it were. How about if I promise you six months of my beautiful niece Jillian? Honey, go get her picture, why don't you?" He looked at Alissa, "You, of course, have to fuck him too, since he is your master, right?"
Alissa nodded dumbly.
"Honey? Get the picture." His voice chided her for being still seated.
Annie rose slowly up and returned with a picture of a young Asian woman but with the American mark of affluence and treasured privilege in her countenance. Sid tapped it with one big arched finger. "Annie, you fucked behind my back. This is the penalty. You surrender your lovely niece here to Sonny. He does with her what he wants. You and I balance, Sonny and I balance. Alissa owes Mrs. Duncan." He nodded. "I think it works. So, Annie darling? What do you say?"
I was dumbfounded. In the same stroke Sid won my mother on the presumption she would agree—which I am sure Annie's account of her participation in the List made it a nearly a foregone conclusion and not merely a good bet. She was a sure thing. Having her wrapped up like a deuce and then giving me this beautiful Asian woman for six months, he had good will all around the table and my mother to boot! I was speechless.
For a couple minutes Annie did not speak. She looked up at Sid and nodded, a clipped, curt motion. "I fucked behind your face, Sidney." She said carefully. "I promise to give my niece An Jai Li, to Mr. Duncan, on my ancestors, I swear you." She looked over at me, her face an image of somberness. "You fuck my niece for six months. Do anything you like but no hurt her, no mark, no damage."
I nodded.
Annie nodded. "You tell me when you want An Jai Li and she come here, fuck you very fine." She nodded again. Her face serious and set, impassive and unreadable. She looked the perfect Chinese in the midst of serious negotiation.
Sid nodded, turned to Alissa and continued. "I should see that, don't you think? See you fuck Sonny here? And since this is business, I think being fucked in your office would about even things out, don't you? I think tomorrow, before we sign anything, he should fuck you on your desk, while I and his mother at least, watch. That way I know you have some skin in the game, same as me, same as Sonny." Sid smiled then but it was a frightening smile, a rapacious grin.
I wondered then if Alissa was having second thoughts. Doing business with this man was not going to be all sweetness and light. The fact was, he let her know before she ever signed, before she agreed to anything and that had a trait of honesty you do not find in a lot of people. Most people want you to agree to terms without understanding the true price. Sid did not seem interested in that. In that moment, I admired him. But he offered Alissa what she wanted and indeed needed most in the world. But it was not free. It was not like she had an easy choice to make.



Alissa looked at me. "Sonny?" She said softly. "Do you think she would?" She closed her eyes. "I mean, first, would you? Is that, is this . . .?" Alissa stopped. She looked at Sid. "He could fuck me now." She said and despite her otherwise flawless control, eagerness crept into her voice and lit her eyes, flickering for just a moment beyond her ability to disguise or extinguish it.
I almost injected myself into the midst of this and denied her any such satisfaction but, to my benefit, I kept silent.
Sid shook his head and to this day, I do not know why or how he knew to do so. Perhaps I am just lucky like the guys say. "Nope. Mrs. Honeywell, I appreciate the willingness but I usually fuck the women in private and then the men and I do business. The fucking is usually separate and private but the men know, the all know I have been inside their women."
I wondered about this, given his girth. But I dismissed it as none of my business.
Sid continued. "This is a little different. I want you to know that the fucking is part of the deal. Your partners need to know that you are willing to fuck to close the deal and that, eventually, if everything goes as we discussed, they are going to need to ante up. So, in your office. I don't care if they watch or not but they need to know you are in there being fucked, on your desk. You just as well enjoy it because it is likely to happen again. Not me. Never me. But someone I like, someone I owe, someone who wants to fuck you for whatever reason, you are going to be on your knees sucking cocks with the rest of us. Make no mistake, my Chinese colleagues would all love a taste of what you have but that is not, will not be how I do business with you. But you will fuck Sonny here, just as you said, whenever he wants. Just like my lovely wife has been doing. Understood?"
The last word was a gentle word, an inquiring word without demand or command anywhere nearby. But still, that idea lingered, tinting all he said: It was not a request, it was a command. The word established the pecking order in the room and Sid, Sid pecked wherever he liked and no one pecked him. Not even Annie.
Another connection locked into place; Sid was trying to get Annie out of the line of fire. He wanted me to line Alissa up to be fucked like I was doing with Annie. I almost smirked, Annie would have to wail 'uncle' before that happened. Besides, Natasha was already lined up to take some of the starch out of us for her. I had not heard Annie complaining though.
Alissa nodded and once more looked at me.
My cock had gotten very, very hard as the vision of my mother taking Sid Kingston's cock danced behind my eyes. "You call her. See what she says." I said, my voice rasping.
Annie, hearing my tone, poured me more apple juice. I drank with thanks.
Alissa had not moved. I think she presumed I would be the one to sell the idea to my own mother. The prospect of owing both of us finally dented her ambition and daunted her. "Oh," she said, "Of course." And in that moment, I saw the last of her hostility to taking a subservient position to me crumple. Her eyes changed, her face softened and she said, "your mother? You think you will agree?"
"Me?"
"I mean, do you think she will agree. To fuck Mr. Kingston?" Alissa asked.
That was a weird slip of the tongue. "Fuck? No. But she might make love to him or mount him or do him. You have to ask the right way."
Alissa nodded, she understood my mother's thing about saying 'fuck' out loud, even though she could be induced to doing so and often had recently. In casual or formal conversation it put her off and she would get stuck on the word and miss the meaning of what was being said. Alissa found her phone in her pocket and got up from the table. "Just a moment." She dialed and walked outside to talk to Cici Duncan, my mother.
I looked at Sid, respect and admiration mixed with fear and the suspicion that this was all a grim little 'fuck you' directed at me for fucking his wife. Who could blame him? But it was so elegantly constructed and fit so perfectly, I had to be amazed. He was getting me for it but not making an enemy of either me or his wife. Quite an accomplishment. I grinned at Sid. "Mom is out in the car, so you won't need to wait long."
He nodded. "Annie saw her when you drove up. Well, actually when you left Laura's house. Nice touch to make the lawyer come out to the car in cuffs. Annie, why don't you get down and suck Mr. Duncan's cock." Annie's face lifted and her eyes found mine, gleaming with interest and glittering with focus.
I held up my hand, "I may need to discuss this with Mom and I would like to be able to walk straight." The casual way which Sid referred his wife to my cock suggested two things, both interesting. First, that it was not the first time he offered his wife's mouth to another guy. That comforted me a little because if it had happened before, even if it was only once, it meant Sid's antipathy for me was not so very deep I would need to keep jumping at shadows for the rest of my life. Second, he seemed to be fluent with ordering her around and despite his description of her as a dominant personality, perhaps he understood that I had found her lever, that 'thing' in her she needed but could not ask for. I shook my head, smiling. It was exactly the same thing I had identified in Alissa. Opposite inclinations existing in the same person created a conflict and a tension which, when relieved could result in the ultimate climax.
Annie and Alissa were cut of the same cloth. Mom would let you fuck her but she always fucked you too. Same with Sasha. Laura always wanted to be dominated and had only the slightest, socially-induced, inclination to fight back; as little as a mother could have while keeping her child safe. Kyla? I was not sure what her 'thing' was unless it was as simple as taking it in the ass. She had a talent for it but I was still unclear if she relished it and needed it the way Laura needed to be spanked.
The back door opened and Alissa appeared which scattered my reverie. The front door opened and my mother appeared. Her face was blotchy with a fierce blush but ruinous, like she had not breathed right for a very long time. Given Alissa had not seen Sid's cock and I had not mentioned its size, unless Annie had bragged to her, Mom did not know the half of it.
Here was a curious little point in life where a single little detail would or could or should make all the difference. Or, to say it more correctly in Sid's case, a very large, mammoth detail. Did I tell her about the size of Sid's cock before putting the proposition to her? Or let her discover that for herself? I got up from the table and went to my mother, put an arm around her shoulders and walked her back to the door and outside.
"Do you know what she just asked me, Sonny?" Mom asked. Her voice was choked but it was not clear to me what was choking her and part of the reality may have been that my demure mother was not certain either. Not even knowing if she was insulted or thrilled likely confused her if it did not make her feel wretched.
"Yes, Mom. I was sitting right there when Sid suggested it. In fact, he insisted on I be there. I don't know why." I suspected lots of things but none of them mattered, really, did they? "But Mom, we fucked Annie last night, he and I. That was the moment I realized he was home early. Annie thought he would be home but not till late tonight, or so she told me. And Mom, his cock is huge. Bigger than Brent's. You do not have to do this. We'll find another way."
"Alissa said, it was a billion dollar deal. Bigger?" Then my mother blinked and swallowed before licking her lips. She almost smiled before she spoke, "Bigger? Than Brent's' cock, you said?"
"Not to Alissa, but the billings will be high, I suspect. Yes, bigger than Brent's." We seemed to be having two conversations per breath.
My mother nodded. She opened the door. "Let's get to it before I change my mind."
I pulled the door closed. "No, Mom, he really is huge! You do not have to do this!"
Mom finally snapped out of the mania which seemed to have inhabited her. She was usually calm, emotionally expressive but rarely emotionally out of control. She turned her eyes to me and a fever burned there. "Sonny, do you know what it means to have a big cock? I mean, inside you? Brent, Christ, he is big and you say Sid is larger? Can he keep it hard or does it go all rubbery?"
"He says he has a good heart, that he is healthy and can still stay hard all day, at least till he comes. He did fine last night." I felt stupid giving my mother a report about the dependability of another man's erection.
Mom nodded. "I can take it. Even if I can't I have to try! Fuck, every woman, in the core of their little animal brains she wonders what it would be like to fuck a cock that is too big to fit. What does it feel like to be so full, so filled, so horrendously stuffed that you cannot breathe or move or do anything but come? The challenge itself is seductive. Can you take it? Will it hurt and will you find the pain ringing your bell and making you go out of your mind with pleasure? Does size matter? It is like saying there is such a thing as 'too much chocolate'; that makes no sense. A little chocolate or a lot, it is still really, really good! Same with cock when it comes to a woman's pleasure. Just lying there and having someone stroke into you and cause all those sensations to run through your body is good enough. But the idea of a cock being too big? Yes, it is scary and yes it might hurt but any woman who does not at least try will go to her grave wishing she had. I want to die content, knowing I did what I could and took the opportunities when they came along."
She laid a hand on the side of my face and kissed me gently on the cheek.
"Just like when I decided to fuck you, Sonny. I decided a woman has to be willing to take some risks to get that kind of high. I still get a thrill running up my spine when I think about fucking you and so long as I do, I am susceptible to your charms. But don't interfere with this. Now that you have told me he is hung like a horse, I am so wet I want him and now. For pity's sake, don't you know how sexy words can be and we have spent all this time discussing a mammoth cock running into my pussy. If you intended it as foreplay, it worked!"
This time when she opened the door, I just followed her in. She had her tight, white sweater unbuttoned and was unzipping her skirt as we approached the table. No one spoke, they all just sat and watched her undress. She shimmied out of her skirt and then pulled the shirt off her shoulders, revealing her big breasts bound in the bra. The bra was more for comfort and support than enticement. She removed it, bending forward to let her breasts dangle for a moment before tossing it aside.
I don't know what Alissa said to her, but she showed no doubt about her mission or reluctance about her role. She skimmed her panties down her legs and turned to face the three people sitting at the table.
"How do you want me?" She asked.
To show there were no hard feelings and to indicate I actually had had my mother, I moved behind her, slipped my hands under her elbows and cupped both her bare breasts. She sucked air between her teeth and pressed her ass back at my raging cock. My explanation was stupid because, except for Sid, everyone knew I had fucked my mother, had seen it themselves at least once. I think I must have been showing Sid something, that Annie was not the only woman I had fucked who had some risk involved.
"On the table?" Mom asked, panting as she ground her ass back at my own cock.
Sid nodded. "Sure. If you like. We can move to the bed upstairs if needed. Sonny, she is your mother, why don't you open her up for us, for me, I mean. Show us how to fuck a woman." Sid's deep voice rumbled with aroused tension.
I released Mom and she moved to the table and she bent onto it. Annie had cleared it and wiped it clean. Mom lay down, shivering as the cool stone touched her burning breasts. She got comfortable, turned her head to the side, looking at Alissa with Sid and Annie to her left. She reached back to her hips and pulled them apart, further exposing her swollen nether lips. Her pussy glistened and bulged with arousal. Her body shivered in the cool air.
"Fuck her, Sonny." Alissa murmured.
I peeled my slacks off my erect cock, pulling them and my underwear down my thighs. I moved closer, nuzzling Mom's ass with my cock.
She flinched then settled and pulled harder at the cheeks of her ass. With one hand I directed my cock to her pussy and pushed the head inside. All the while, I was thinking about Sid's big cock and how Mom would react when it touched her or sought to penetrate her or plunged into her depths. I shoved hard into my mother and she groaned, a shudder wrestling her for control of her body. I humped against her till my cock was seated deep in her pussy. I withdrew and rammed it back into her several times before backing away.
"Thank you, Sonny. Mr. Kingston . . . . " Mom panted, signaling my fluffing time was over.
"Call me Sid."
"Sid, don't show it to me. Sonny tells me yours is a record-breaker. Get behind me and let me feel it, see if I can take it without looking. I am so wet, so hot I think I could take a school bus right now."
Sid's laughter rumbled in the room but with a tone of delight. He ran a hand down my mother's back, ending with the back of his knuckles pressing into the near cheek. "Annie, suck Mr. Duncan's cock while I fuck his mother. Mrs. Honeywell, remember, tomorrow afternoon, he takes you on your desk while we all watch. Invite the partners if you like." He rose up and pulled the sash on his robe. His cock looked larger in the light of day. Mom closed her eyes. Alissa gasped.
"Shut up, Alissa." Mom grunted. "Just shut up."
"But Cici, he is huge! My gawd, I have never seen a cock that size before or even close. Oh my . . . . "
I pulled my cock from my quivering mother and moved around to where Alissa sat, grabbed her by the hair, turned her head and pressed my cock and its slurry to her lips. She took the hint and licked my cock but then pulled back. "This is not my day." She said. "And I get it, I'll be quiet."
Annie was halfway around the other side of the square table, the side my mother's head was pointed towards. She stopped and moved to the table, peeling back her robe and shucking off a night shirt. She lay down beside my mother, her nude body also twitching on the chilly table. Sid, meanwhile had shucked down his pajamas and stood nude behind my mother. Alissa returned to staring unabashedly as his now very erect, very large cock.
I walked to the other end of the table, stumbling and dancing while I removed slacks, underwear, shoes, socks and shirt so I could be nude as well. Sid nodded.
He bent, crouching behind my mother. His great cock bobbed at the divide of her ass.
"Oh, ohhhhhhhh!" Mom breathed, feeling some of its girth; her eyes stared at Annie's bent body right next to her face. She tugged harder on the cheeks of her ass, trying to pull them wider if that was possible, opening her body up to what was coming, like it would help. Maybe it did. Sid put both hands on his cock and touched it to Mom's behind.
I regretted I was not where I could watch but then I realized, we should all be seeing this. I pulled Annie from the table and holding her by the arm, grabbed Alissa with the other and we all moved as a group behind my mother's bent, nude body.
Sid, sensing what I was doing, hesitated and waited for us. I pulled Annie in front of me and bent my knees, arched my back and shoved my cock between her legs. She squeaked then took hold of it, lifted one leg and using me for balance, bent my rigid rod up between her legs and took me into her body.
"Fuck her." Annie squeaked as I entered her. She was furnace hot and I immediately felt her bubbling over as she sank down onto my steel-hard cock. She spurted onto us both as I penetrated her body.
Sid resumed his task. With his cock lined up, he tilted forward, pressing his cockhead past the taut lips of Mom's pussy.
"Geezus, Cici, he is entering you." Alissa said, awe in her voice, business all but forgotten.
Mom grunted but tried to lift her hips, cocking her ass up to create a more direct path into her body for the huge cock nudging its way into her.
Sid, accommodating his audience to his side, held Mom with one hand. Her body seemed to flex and pulse around the cockhead wedged into her. Her flesh seemed to be moving, her hips jiggling with the little quivers her body emitted.
"Deeper." My mother hissed. "More. So big! I want it all."
"Fuck her." Alissa said.
"Hush." I mumbled, my own attention divided between Annie rocking back and forth on my cock and the monster in my mother.
Alissa's head whipped around and she looked positively abashed.
Sid moved, pumping at Mom, little jerks of his lean hips. He gripped her by the waist and pulled his cock head out of her. Mom's pussy squished and slurped around it. Sid reversed direction and Mom pulled harder at her ass cheeks, and flexed her body along her spine, much as Annie had as Sid entered her the night before.
Annie's eyes were fixed on my mother and her husband. Her body boiled with heat and liquid fire and occasionally she would get up on her tiptoes and grind her ass against me. My legs were weakening, being bent and flexed at the same time. When I straightened, I lifted Annie with my hands and my cock buried in her pussy. She squealed as she rose to the tips of her toes then lost touch with the floor till her body cinched further and harder down my cock.
Sid pulled back and shoved harder. His huge cock did not bend or slacken as it penetrated deeper and deeper into my mother's pussy. Mom groaned, rolling her hips, changing the little angles and taking more and more of the mammoth cock into her body. Sid could not find any rhythm. He pressed for a while then pulled for a while, letting her relax around each distinct motion. But gradually, ever so slowly, he got more and more of his cock into my twisting, undulating and groaning mother. At one point, she twisted to look behind her and I straightened, lifting Annie off the ground, one arm around her waist and the other pinching one of her nipples hard while she jerked and squirmed, pinned onto my cock like an addition to a collection, her toes barely brushing the floor.
The strain got to me and I bent and pulled free of Annie's cock. She immediately struggled around the table and lay down beside mom, facing the other direction. She kissed Mom's side lightly. It seemed to start something in her. Mom began to shake and suddenly, like a breaking storm or the flying of a fireworks finale, she lurched on the table, her hips flapped and her voice rose. A ripple, like a wave lifted her head and torso, raising her tits free of the table. She groaned and dropped back to the table. Her ass arched and she gathered herself and then thrust her ass hard against the cock penetrating her. Sid met her determination with teeth-gritting commitment of his own, shoving and twisting his big body to find more slack, more room, more space and stretch and slippage in Mom's spasming cunt, for surely she was coming. Her hips shifted and she tried to buck but there was no give in the cock in her or the hands that pulled at her waist.
"Turn her over." Alissa said breathlessly. "I think you can get in her if she is face up."
Sid, in a growing erotic frenzy pulled out of my mother and twisted her legs, trying to turn her. Mom, for her part, lost the impetus of her rolling orgasm and with it much urge to move at all. Finally, they got together and Mom flopped onto her back. Sid immediately lifted her legs, putting them over his upper arms, which spread her like wings. Mom lifted her head and stared between her tits and legs at the cock lying on her pussy. She groaned and lay back, closing her eyes. One hand extended to grip the table. Sid pulled her ass off the end of the table and planted his cock in her again. Mom's hips snapped up, jamming more cock into her. Sid gripped her and pulled her hard. Mom screamed and her body began to quake and shudder. The climax was not a crashing thing but a rumbling, rolling, rollicking roar which convulsed Mom's face into a grimace. She cried out, one hand on the edge of the table and the other gripping Annies thigh close by her face. She twisted and with a good grip on one side, she began to punch her ass up at Sid who had moved forward and over her. His cock continued to sink deeper into the delirious woman.



I moved away from Alissa, around the table. Annie, having watched from her elbows, lay down and arched her hips. I entered her. Once rooted inside Mrs. Kingston, I looked up at her husband and found Sid staring at my action with fevered eyes. He grasped my mother and with a violence I had not seen in him before, reared back and hammered into Mom with ferocity and force. She screamed but hammered her hips back at the great cock piercing her body. It was more than 'piercing', it was beyond 'penetration', she was being stretched over the man's cock, like a human condom, slowly being pulled into place where she would catch his gushing cum when he came into her body. She began to gasp and gulp as the cock worked deeper and deeper into her. Sid stuck assiduously to the task of stretching my mother's cunt to fit his enormous cock. He pulled, he grunted, he jammed, he twisted, he ground. Sweat appeared on his forehead and ran down his chest. He flexed his long, lean arms, pulled at Mom's waist and hips with his huge hands or gripping her ankles and making a V of her body which he pulled against himself. Mom moved her legs around his waist and began to pull but another orgasm interrupted her progress, shaking her to the core and rattling any control of her body loose from her conscious mind.
I bent Annie so that her legs where pinned to her chest and I began to pump her. She squealed and grunted but then she began to come the first time, her body straining against me as I pummeled her.
Sid watched his wife orgasming for a few moments and the resumed cramming Mom full of cock. Finally, he pulled back and rammed his hips forward. Mom groaned, wincing up into a curve and then dropped hard back onto the table, banging her head hard, perhaps hard enough to stun her. She lay, her head lolling to the side while her body twitched. Sid pulled back again and surged forward. Mom grunted and adjusted her legs, rocking her hips and groaning. Sid cried out and Mom screamed as his cock sank fully into her vibrating body. She hooked her heels on his hips and pulled and jabbed up at him with her pussy, grinding against him as the surges of orgasm overtook her in waves. She cried and groaned and finally she bucked, throwing her hips at Sid as he grunted and sweated. He pulled back pulling part way out of my mother but her body did not release him, clinched tight about his cock. He reversed course and found a small motion of little bounces, pulling and pushing, shifting back and forth while Mom swam in the current of a flowing ecstasy which shook and rattled her like she had no bones and her flesh was molten.
I seemed to have forgotten I had a woman wrapped around my cock, watching my mother climb the heights of pleasure a huge cock offered her. Annie had arched her body and was looking at Sid nearly upside down, tilted back onto her head. When I woke from my sex induced trance and pulled out of Annie, she grunted and dropped her ass, unsheathing me. My cock dangled in the air. Before I could orient myself, my mother took hold of me and pulled me around the table to her mouth. She had shifted to the side and lay half off the side. She twisted further, with Sid anchoring her hips to the near side, she dropped her head and pulled my cock to her lips. She licked, kissed and finally sucked me into her mouth. My cockhead pressed against her tongue and she painted me with it. Then she expelled me to vent a huge exhalation and then another paroxysm of orgasm rattled though her. She jerked and came again while Sid accelerated his cycles of cock into her body. His eyes were clinched closed and his hips banged my mother with increasing speed but less force till he groaned and his body lurched into Mom's body. Her legs were wide and Sid jerked and shook and grunted as he poured his cum into her body.
"Holy sweet, weekly fuck!" Alissa muttered. "I almost wish I wasn't an attorney! Fuck being an Attorney, I wish that was me!"
Sid's body coasted to a halt. He patted Mom and she struggled to get her whole body back onto the table. "I'll shrink in a moment, Cici." He gasped. "What a wonderful fuck, you are! Annie, darlin' you were right. Sonny's Mom is a hot piece of ass." Sid sounded euphoric, his bass voice twanging nearly as a tenor.
Mom lay back on the table. "What a feeling!" She groaned. "I swear I could feel his cock pressing at the back of my eyes, my throat, in my chest. What a cock!" She sighed again. She giggled. "I felt like a cockcicle!"
Annie rolled off the table and stood looking down at my mother with a face both wretched and jealous but also with amazement and euphoria matching Sid's own. After several still moments, she bent over my Mother and kissed the breast she could reach and then moved to kiss Mom on the mouth. "Thank you, Cici for fucking beeg husband. He love you pussy very much." She shook her head. "Thank you, Cici for fucking my husband so good. He come inside you and he miss that a lot. Thank you for us both! Maybe I can learn to fuck like you fuck him!" Annie stopped speaking and walked over to stand by Sid.
I glanced at the clock, it was nearing three o'clock.
Mom, when she was able, drank down a double of scotch, dressed and then wobbled out to her car. Sid shook her hand which made her laugh before he kissed her hard and thoroughly, squeezing her ass all the while. Sid did shake Alissa's hand and told her she would fuck me tomorrow, at the office for him and whoever else he invited. She nodded soberly but made him state clearly he would sign with them after she had sex in her office. He said it word for word. Annie waved and went upstairs and I led Alissa out the back door and into the yard.
I stopped her at the growing gap in the hedge. I waited. She stared at me.
I am not sure what I thought had just happened or what I expected next from this woman. She did not speak or avert her eyes. She gazed directly into mine, her eyelids closing and opening with long, sleepy sweeps. She seemed satiated which is odd since she had audited an orgy twice in the last two days with only a little for herself. I confess, I thought she would thank me or something like that but Alissa Honeywell did nothing of the sort. I also confess that her cavalier acceptance of this considerable benefit without due acknowledgement of my role irked me. I wanted to feel like I had a hold on her but that did not come clear to me till some time later. I wanted her to put her approval to the contract Sid had extracted from her. But she said nothing, though, in fact, she did stand there waiting on me to do something.
"Cuffs." I said finally, once the irritation had simmered long enough. I almost laughed at the look on her face. The bland conceit fractured and her mouth worked but no words came out. She seemed to be drifting back into our shared reality. "Cuffs." I said again, inflecting my voice to make it sound like a command.
Finally, Alissa nodded and she opened her purse and handed both to me. They rattled. I could not help it, I glanced back at the Kingston house and sure enough, Sid stood at a window watching us. Above him, I could just make out Annie's outline behind the half closed shades in the second story window. I took the shackles from Alissa's now trembling hand. The hand did not move but after I waited for a few moments, she turned her back to me and pressed her wrists together. I pulled the purse strap off her shoulder and past her hand before I fixed the short-linked pair of the two sets around her wrists. I put the purse into her hands and then fastened her upper arms, just above her elbows, pulling them back which arched her breasts.
"Let's go."
She resisted, pulling against me with her shoulder and refusing to move. "Sonny, what is wrong? This, this all of it, I am stunned. First you substituted Natasha for me and make me watch while you all fuck her, do to her what I wanted all along. I thought this was my time, my fantasy you wanted to fulfill. Then I wake up this morning knowing in my gut you have arranged to fuck my sister instead of me and I cannot imagine why. Now I stand here with the biggest coup in my life . . . just right there. I can see it, taste it. All I need to do is lift my dress and let you fuck me while he watches in my office tomorrow. Yet I feel sick inside, like something is wrong." She looked at me and the Queen of the World was gone. I saw genuine hurt in her eyes.
I froze. My mind went blank. For a moment all I could feel was a flood of satisfaction that made me angry at myself for being such a petty fuck. I liked seeing the hurt in her eyes. I breathed deep, remembering the purpose of all the maneuvering with Alissa; I had to break her to my will, that is what she longed for, desired but would never ask for. She could not ask for what she wanted; to the contrary, she would fight me the whole time, right up until the break was complete and she became mine. I thought of her treatment of me, bringing her sister in on what was essentially a private matter; sending me to airport like hired help. I kept reviewing her transgressions till the anger rekindled, burning away my shame at wanting to break her, feeling the thrill of bending her to my will. I released myself to the anger. I was almost there, almost had her remade as she wanted and needed.
"Goddammit, Alissa, this was supposed to be your weekend, just you and us. That was my vision. Laura would serve and kept you clean and stimulated and we were going to fuck you till you could not come again for a week and would walk funny for the rest of your life. You would never touch your cunt without remembering the pounding you got from the fabulous five. We were going fill you so full of cum people'd think you were white. But no, you had to blab to your sister and bring her here and inject her into our thing."
"Your thing? Or our thing?" Alissa sounded cold but her voice quavered.
"Our thing. You were going to be ours and all we wanted was the right to give you the greatest pleasure, the best sexual experience of your life. A unique blend of what you wanted and what we wanted to do to you. I wanted to fulfill your fantasies just as you imagined them. I wanted to give you the experience of being the woman who satisfied five men and felt them worship you with their cum and blend you with their orgasms. But you, you fucked it up!"
For a moment she held my gaze, then she lifted her chin and my heart sank. I was not done. I hated feeling this, the need to break her and it made me angry. But then I found the reason for the rage; she doubted me, my willingness to give her something wonderful, my ability to do so. She did not believe in me. I snorted, what a fucking stupid thought. What did I care if she believed in me? I asked myself the question and I immediately knew the answer. I needed her to show everyone she thought I could do what Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline needed for their deal with the . . . whoever it was. I found I wanted that.
"We just wanted to fuck you like you have never been fucked before. But you insisted in sharing it. We wanted to just focus on you. Like we did with Natasha." I said.
"Like Cici? Just now?" Her voice lilted but the attempt at levity fell flat. She dropped her eyes. "And I fucked it up." Alissa spoke, her voice seemed to arrive from someplace far away. "I understand now."
I shrugged, the rage and disappointment seemed to leach out of me. I could not help it. The adrenaline of seeing Mom taking Sid's huge cock was wearing off, receding like I had just seen a plane crash and turned away from it, thinking it had never happened, could not have happened, disbelieving my own eyes.
"You wanted to . . ." Alissa choked. "I am sorry, Sonny. I thought giving you sisters would . . . I am sorry. I did not understand!"
She twisted out of my grip to look up at me. I could not meet her eyes.
"I swear, Sonny. All I wanted was to give you what you had last night, Friday I mean. You fucked us both, you were between her legs and then mine and we both took you and you took us both. I thought you would love that. I thought she would finally quit talking about us fucking the same guy. But she seems so strange, so utterly distant."
"You two compete. She feels like all you wanted to do was what you told me. She hates that."
"What? What did I tell you?"
"You know, make her watch while we did you, make you airtight and never touch her. How did you say it? Make her suffer?"
"I never said that." Alissa insisted but then stopped. "I said something about teasing her." She said. "I certainly wasn't serious. I thought it was funny, like a joke or something." Then she pursed her lips, her face aghast. "Oh no, did you say something to . . . oh no!"
I could not keep from looking to see if I could tell if she was acting. The hurt fury seemed to be so wild in me, utterly freed, released. I had to know if I was completely wrong, if I had made a horrible mistake. I could not discern anything behind the mask that was her face. It had gone blank, still, emotionless.
"What did you tell her? What did you say to my sister?" Alissa spoke with venom in her voice but also a deep dread.
I gulped. "I told her I wanted to do to her everything you wanted us to do to you. I told her I wanted to make you watch her get what you want, what you thought was yours." I looked at Alissa, the blandness dissipated. Her face worked and her eyes filled with tears. She turned her head away, trying to twist her arm out of my grasp but I held her tight, pulling her back to face me.
"Why, Sonny? After, after what you did with me, giving me my son and your mother? Why? Why would you do that? I dream about you, Sonny! I have waited for you to . . . why?"
"Because you acted like the Mistress of the Universe." I said bitterly. "I just set you up to keep your job, to get your partners to surrender their women to me for you and what do I get? Nothing. Not even a little thank you or anything like that. I did it for you and all you could say . . . was . . . nothing." I felt like a petty fucking idiot but a confession is a confession. It just doesn't work if you make it up.
"Oh. Oh!" Alissa muttered. Her head nodded. "I understand. I understand."
"You tried to arrange all this and I did not need help. Really. I am doing okay sharing our MILF list on my own. I do not need you to direct it. I wanted you to feel what it was like to be utterly out of control, just receptive and empty of intention while knowing, believing your best desires would be given to you gratis. I still want that. All I need is for you to have pleasure, to take pleasure from what we do to you, to let us make you climax in ways that match your wildest dreams. That was all and yes, you fucked it up!"
"I tried to arrange . . . geezuz, Sonny, did you get Sammy to get his dad . . . "
I could not help it, I nodded. It would have been a good time to lie, I just couldn't.
Alissa bowed her head, her shoulders dropping. Her chin dropped down to the swell of her breasts, touching the cleft of her cleavage. Unaccountably, I wanted her right then. She seemed contrite, crushed, deflated, queen of nothing. And it made me want to fuck her! I wanted to give her a long hard one and make her dance with ecstasy while it rammed into her body. I almost snorted with amused disgust that I could be so aroused by the woman, standing before me, bound and crushed. I felt like a pure, corn-filled shit. But I wanted to fuck her, I did! But I knew if she cried it would wreck the whole milieu.
I glanced past her an saw a figure in a window of a house in the distance. I pulled her through the hedge and up to the door. I wanted to lift up her dress and take her at that moment against the glass but such things should not be done in anger but with control and caution for her arousal and nothing else.
I got to the door and realized I should have stripped her because I would need to release her to change clothes. Through the glass patio door I could see Chris lounging on the couch watching TV. He had seen us but studiously ignored us. Then Sammy appeared and plopped onto the couch, rubbing his cock. He saw us, goggled for a moment and then leaned over and punched at Christ and pointed. Chris did not look, did not respond till the third punch and then, only with a wave. Brent appeared, looking a bit worse for the wear. He saw me and came to the door.
"Sonny, got a minute?"
"Is Landon here?"
Brent nodded. "He's upstairs with Laura tying Melissa to a bed."
I stepped inside and yelled for Landon three or four times before he appeared from the stairs into the living room. "Would you take Mrs. Honeywell here upstairs, unshackle her and let her dress in something comfortable and then put her back like this."
"Okay." He nodded. "How about just bra and panties?" He said with a smirk.
I shoved Alissa towards the stairs without responding. I turned back outside and pulled the door closed. Brent was watching me. He seemed jittery.
He stared at me for a moment before dropping his eyes, thrusting his hands into his pockets and shifting his weight. "Sonny, a, I got to ask you something." He said softly.
I waited.
"Sonny, how did, I mean, how did you feel, I mean how did it affect you?" He stopped, hoping I would fill in the blank.
I didn't. I waited.
"I mean, Sonny, how did you react after you fucked your mother the first time?"
"I fucked her again. Why, having second thoughts? Well, no, that is not right. I fucked your mom and then I fucked my mom again; and Annie and Laura. You were there, as I recall. I am pretty sure you fucked them all too."
Brent nodded. "I was. I know. I did. But Sonny, I never expected this to happen."
"What?"
"She, Mom, she says she loves me."
"She's your mother. Isn't that in the mom handbook?" I could not play coy now, I knew what he was saying, who he was talking about. "She has to say that, Brent, she's your mother." I knew who he was talking about and it wasn't Melissa Crawford on his mind.
"I mean, she means it differently."
"Like she wants to fuck you?"
Brent nodded miserably. "She clung to me today, pleading with me not to come over here at all then asking me not to fuck anyone, to bring my cock home to her."
I took out my phone and dialed the Rossini house. "You didn't tie her up or nothing, did you?"
"Hello?" Mrs. Rossini answered her phone answering my question as Brent shook his head with a bleak look in his eyes.
"Sasha, what did you do to Brent?"
She laughed which was not what I expected. "Nothing. Well, not with his little head, anyway. I let that rest, sort of. His big head, I think I got inside it."
I covered the phone. "Brent, your mother is fucking with you." I almost smiled.
"Natasha, not nice." I said back to the phone.
"But it was so easy. Gawd, he looked so down in the dumps as the time came closer. He acted guilty and every time he looked at me his cock got all big and hard. I had to do something. Plus, I am his mother and I do know him pretty well, how to maneuver his complex male psyche, right?"
"What did he say?" I asked.
"He asked me if I wanted him to stay home, to skip today. He told me what you were planning, that Melissa was not really one of us MILFs and he could skip it if I wanted him to do so. Geezus, Sonny, he asked if I wanted him to rub my feet!"
I looked at Brent.
"I understand. Brent, go see if Annie is busy and fuck her." I had a full plate. I could not deal with a neurotic prick the size of Brent's just now.
"Fuck, Sonny, isn't Mr. Kingston home?" He said, his face a mask of horror at the thought; if he only knew.
"Oh, right. I forgot." I had forgotten. I guess Chris didn't hide it as well as he thought. "Well, shit. Natasha, I gotta go." I said into the phone and disconnected the call.



"Brent, what's the matter?"
"Fucking doesn't cure everything, Sonny. It might for you but it doesn't for me."
"Then you must be doing it wrong. What the fuck is the problem?" I let a little of my weariness and a bit of my compiled, daunting complexity rattle me. "What is eating you now, Brent?"
Brent looked away. "I dreamed about your mom last night." He said softly. "I woke up with a horrible boner and I thought Mom was going to fuck me. Then Melissa saw it and she wanted me to do her, said she would not tell anyone."
I nodded. "No reason why she should. So? What's the problem?" I noted they must have shared the bed. Naughty, messy Melissa, I thought with a wry thought. She seemed to take to the MILF role rather well. AILF?
"How can I fuck Mom like that and then just go off and fuck someone else? Why did I dream of fucking your mom?"
"Because she's hot?" I was beginning to relax. Getting Mom onto Sid's cock had left me stressed and watching her take the whole sharona into her pussy had not relaxed me. I felt like I had just driven four hours in driving rain and darkness. My cock wasn't tired though. I seemed to be swimming in pussy and all I wanted was a good sound shag. "But you fucked Melissa while your mom watched right?"
"Sonny, what if I want to . . . you know, just fuck one?" He ignored both questions.
"You mean one of our MILFs?" He nodded and I got it. "Brent, this isn't a lifestyle we are engaged in. It's a . . . a . . . it's a vision quest; a journey, a happening! We are making the MILF List airtight and when that is done, we will go back to ogling the short skirts at school and talking dirty about stuff we don't know anything about only now we will know more than we did, a fucking lot more. Don't be in such a hurry. Nothing lasts forever but this is right here and later, once it is all over, you'll be glad you jammed your meat into the MILFs and the extras who line up behind them. It is raining pussy, dude, don't get an umbrella, come out and play, get wet with the rest of us. You can get dry and clean and sit down to supper later."
"But I fucked my mom and I am dreaming of fucking yours! How can anything ever go back to normal?"
Now I did laugh. "Monday, go and sit on campus some place, nearly any place will work. Some place where there are a lot of guys like us and just listen. Hear what they talk about. You know what, Brent, not one of them is going to discuss any weekend remotely like what you are experiencing. Let me tell you, Brent, getting things back to normal is not the problem. Everyone else around us, guys and gals, are fighting like hell not to inhale so much normal so they don't suffocate. Most people are choking on normal."
"Lives of quiet desperation, like that?" Brent filled in.
I nodded. "Why do you think these MILFs, your mother and mine, have been so willing to spread their legs?"
Brent shook his head. "I have no idea. I wake up hard in the middle of the night and realize I am going to be fucking one of the MILFs soon and it just seems unreal, impossible and then I start to feel guilty somehow."
I shrugged. "Survivors guilt, or like it. Do you know how many guys would trade places with you right now?"
Brent thought a moment. Must have been the right question because he almost grinned. He was emerging from the darkness a little. He finally looked up at me. "All of them?"
I nodded. "Bingo! Even the tight asses would be hard put to turn down the pussy we have waiting upstairs for us. This is an event, like an aligning of the planets that happens once every twenty generations or some shit like that. It is an impossible alignment of pussy and cock and trust me, your problem in the future is not going to be having too much pussy." Then I laughed again, "And if that turns out to be the problem, what is the problem? If we fuck ourselves to death, is there a better way to die? You know, die young and leave a beautiful corpse, right?" I finished. I was suddenly impatient to get to the matter at hand.
Brent finally nodded. A hand snaked down and smoothed over his growing cock. I hate to admit I looked and the fact he rubbed it reassured me that his one-eyed vomiting trouser monster was going to be fine.
I clapped him on the shoulder. "Airtight." I said.
Brent grinned, grabbed hold of his cock and shook it. "Airtight." He returned.
I opened the door and went into the Wills house. "Let's get this show on the road. The women all upstairs?"
Sammy and Chris both nodded. Chris looked at me like his dog had just died.
I shook my head. "Chris, what's the matter?"
He looked at me, the saddest look on his face. "I want you to be all sensitive and concerned with me like you are with Brent!" He said. "Aren't I your friend too?
Sammy howled and Brent blushed.
Chris did not change expression. "Where is all your concern for me? Can I talk to you for a minute? In private? I want you to make me feel all better!"
I stared at him, unsure but then slowly, became convinced he was fucking with me and said so. "Fuck you, Chris. Maybe you want to go next door and do Annie. We'll start without you."
Chris blanched and shook his head. "No, I am fine."
I could not help it, I smirked. "I am going to go upstairs and fuck somebody, it might be your mother, motherfucker."
"I better go warn Landon. He doesn't want to be up there in case you get confused! I don't think he is ready to become the brown dirt cowboy to your Captain Fantastic!" Sammy said.
"Yeah, warn him, Sammy." Chris chimed in, recovered.
"Fuck you and fuck you too, Sammy!" I retorted. "I am certainly going to fuck your Aunt one way or another and you ass holes can stay down here and suck each other if you want." I headed for the stairs. This day had been strange enough already. All I wanted to do was . . . finally I addressed that. I felt off because I was angry at Alissa. I had it all set up and talking to her had brought it all to the surface. I worried if I would be able to put it back. This revenge should be both sweet and useful but she knew what I was doing but seemed mystified as to why. Maybe I was fucked up and didn't know it. She had to figure out her imperious attitude just made her a bitch, right? But what if she was telling the truth and all she was thinking about was giving us sisters? Fuck me! I was so confused!
I went upstairs and found Landon finishing with Alissa. She was bound as before, with both pairs of cuffs but she wore only black panties and bra, her black skin shimmered. The guys appeared behind me.
"Where are Laura and Melissa?" I asked no one in particular. "We have a contest to run."
"Contest?" Landon asked, puzzled.
"Mrs. Honeywell here and Mrs. Crawford are going to try to persuade us to vote for them to be airtight today."
"We should do both." Chris injected.
I shook my head, though I secretly agreed. "Not fair. Airtight is for one woman only. She needs to be the focus of us five guys and our only focus. Every woman wants to be a star!" Every one that likes taking it up the ass anyway. I did not speak with much conviction but no one disagreed.
Sammy appeared with Melissa, his hand planted firmly on her ass, propelling her along like a hand puppet, wrists bound behind her. Her eyes shone and her face glistened. Melissa wore a loose black, pullover blouse which her breasts kept from touching her body below them, accenting her chest. He had a thong on and thigh high stockings.
Laura was behind her with a red face, eyes glassy and unseeing, dressed in a new maid outfit, one which allowed her full breasts to be seen clearly through the white blouse and bunched about her waist, highlighting her fine legs and slender waist.
Sammy chortled. "Aunt Melissa was eating Mrs. Wills."
"With no hands?" Brent asked, amazement in his voice. Melissa was bound with scarves.
Sammy nodded. "Well, actually Mrs. Wills was riding her face."
Laura Wills blushed deeper, fear creeping into her eyes.
Melissa nodded her head. "Sonny, I want to make Laura come. I want to eat her till she comes, but only if you let her. That is my bid to earn your votes." She grinned crookedly. "We were practicing."
I looked at Alissa. She met my eyes. I had to lock onto her and not let my eyes drift down her exposed body. Landon had reduced her to bra and panties and then locked her arms back in place but more extreme so her breasts fairly surged up at me. I waited for her to speak.
"I understand." She said.
I had the oddest feeling we were having a private conversation with everyone else listening.
"I know and understand, Mr. Duncan. I want you to own me. I want to be your pussy, your cunt. You want to give me pleasure? Take my sister. You know what I want, what I need from you boys? I want you to do all of that to her. Fuck my sister. Eat her. Spank her ass till she weeps. Fuck her ass till she howls. Make my sister airtight. I'll take my turn another time."
I pulled my eyes from Alissa and looked at Melissa. She was staring at her sister. "Looks like you win."
"Wait a tick," Sammy said. "She said she wanted to make Mrs. Wills come. I think she should." Something about his voice, all serious and shit, made me suspicious.
"Sammy?" I said but he dodged behind his aunt and grinned his evil 'I have an idea you will like' grin. I think his mother saw it because she was looking past me at her son. I shrugged. "I think Mrs. Wills has been a sport and is due a little attention, even if it is from Messy Melissa." I said. I pointed ostentatiously at the blond woman. "Take her to the bed. I think Mrs. Crawford should be hands free for this don't you all?"
Everyone nodded and Landon and Brent escorted Laura out of the room. Everyone else filed out but Alissa who stood by while I freed her sister from her bonds. "Miss Melissa," I whispered, my cock pressed against her ass crack and my hand around her bound body.
"Mr. Duncan." She responded, a pant and a gasp in her voice.
"Tomorrow, how would you like to meet my mother . . . " I paused, ". . . and watch me fuck her? I think Mrs. Rossini would like that as well. If you would not mind . . . I think I could arrange for my loving mother to take her loving son between her legs while you watch."
Melissa shivered. "Oh fuck, Sonny, really? You'd do that for little ol' me?"
I bit her ear and she giggled. "I could call it off."
She sobered immediately. "No, no! Watching you fuck your mother, I would love that."
I glanced at Alissa who was listening with curious eyes and a sway in her hips, bumping her ass left and right with a subtle impatience. But she waited and her eyes never left mine when I was looking at her. "And tomorrow morning, I'll pick you up at the hotel about noon. I want you to see something, something you might enjoy."
When I looked over at Alissa, she was chewing her lower lip. She fidgeted, rubbing her thighs together and working at her pussy. When she found my eyes on her, she asked, "Hotel?"
I told her I had made reservations for them for the night and where. I puzzled over the knots in the scarves on Melissa's wrists for a minute. I got the knots loose and we were ready to go. When we arrived in the Wills' master bedroom, Laura's long legs dangled off the side of the bed on her back and Landon was pumping his hips at her, standing between her legs. She was grunting and thrusting up at him. Brent had dropped his slacks and knelt on the bed, holding his huge, ok, large cock close to Laura's face while she held it and licked it. I had seen huge and it was a size or two larger than even Brent's.
Laura had a hand on Brent's cock and was licking and sucking the end of it.
I skimmed my hands under Melissa's shorty shirt and pushed around to her tits. She sagged against me but lifted her arms. I pulled the shirt over her head and tossed it on a chair. Then I pulled the thong over her broad hips and down her strong legs, leaving the thigh-highs in place. She shivered as my hands smoothed down her body.
Landon was wheezing. When Melissa put both hands on his ass and squeezed, he groaned, "I thought Mrs. Crawford should have some cream in her pie." He grunted. He pulled his cock out of Laura and began to pump her with it, sawing at her with a steady motion. Laura Wills sucked hard on the end of Brent's cock, her legs V'ed about Landon. Landon bent and ground his cock deep in Mrs. Wills pussy. She grunted and tried to lift her hips. She had no leverage. Landon helped. He pulled Laura hard onto his cock, her legs dangling beside him. She lifted her legs and Landon gripped her by the knees, yanking her off the bed and soundly onto his cock. Mrs. Wills squeaked, releasing her mouth from around Brent's cock but keeping a hold of it.
Brent followed her to the side of the bed and presented her with his huge cock again, touching her lips with it so she would open her clinched eyes. She did and the sight of the huge cock in her face shocked her but she recovered and pressed her mouth onto Brent's cock as deeply as he could. Landon launched into a heavy motion, thrusting hard into the blond woman dressed as a maid. Landon cycled into the pussy a dozen times before he convulsed and pulled Laura completely onto his jerking, spouting cock. Mrs. Wills arched her body on the bed, shivering and shaking while Landon came inside her.
Landon pulled free of the woman. Melissa did not hesitate. She pulled away from me and got to her knees and moved between Laura's legs, running her dark hands up the pale white thighs of the shivering woman. The action amplified Laura's moaning around the cock in her mouth. Melissa helped her move more securely onto the bed. Brent got off the bed, pulling his trousers up. Laura threw her hands out wide, gripping the cover with her hands and arched her pussy towards Melissa's face.
I moved to the side to look down on them and could see that Melissa was blowing onto Laura's pussy. Laura's head jerked back and forth but her body held still, locked into a tension of anticipation. Melissa's tongue appeared and languorously swiped the length of Laura's gaping pussy lips. Mrs. Wills jerked and her hips dropped to the bed. Melissa dropped down with the woman's hips and sealed her lips over the blond pussy. Laura squealed.
I signaled for Alissa to come closer and circled her bare waist with my arm. I put my lips to her ear. "Do you like what you see?"
She nodded, licking her lips.
Melissa wound her arms around Laura's white thighs, pulling them wide but with lots of help and no resistance at all. She began to suck and kiss and lick in turn while Laura gasped and jerked on the bed. Her hips quivered and jerked then rose, mashing against Melissa's face. The maid outfit looked odd, disheveled and rumpled, the skirt pulled high above her shapely hips.
Alissa turned to me, her eyes glistening. "I am not sure who I envy more." She said, a note of wonder lancing her tone. She shook her head. "I never imagined seeing my sister eating a white woman could be so fucking erotic! Someone should fuck her."
Melissa's hand drifted down the crest of Laura's hips while she pressed her mouth harder against Laura's pubis. Her hand gripped Laura's ass and lifted her body. Laura groaned, her body twisting and thrashing from the belly button up. Below, she was totally still, total lax, totally compliant to Melissa's motions. Melissa pressed deeper and Laura croaked and her body jerked once. I presumed she responded to having a knowledgeable female tongue questing around inside her pussy. Melissa released Laura's ass and laid her hand over the mound of Venus, heating Laura's body with her hand. Laura groaned and her eyes fluttered. Her hands pressed hard to the bed.
Sammy dropped his slacks, stepping out of them, showing us his hard, black cock. He moved behind his Aunt, got her to her knees and widened her legs. She held fast to Laura's legs and struggled to get her feet under her. Sammy helped her but when she stood, her legs in a wide V, he fingered his Aunt's pussy and then shoved his cock into her.
Melissa grunted and then, pulling at Laura's legs, shoved back, pounding her pussy onto Sammy's erect cock. She moaned into Laura's pussy. Sammy ground his cock hard into his Aunt's pussy, pressing deeply into her body as she screwed her ass back at him.
Laura's hips moved finally, flapping just once hard up at the face between her thighs. Melissa rode the single wave but then her fingers moved on Laura's body and Mrs. Wills began to keen, screaming and trying to dislodge the mouth feeding at her pussy, the fingers twanging her clit. Her breasts bounced as she thrashed, arms wide, hand griping the bedspread into knots. She shrieked and bucked, pursuing an orgasm which seemed to elude her over and over again. It would begin and then it would recede.
About the third or fourth time, I realized that Melissa was teasing the woman closer and closer to a colossal orgasm. At that moment, we heard a roar in the street and then a horn honked. The roar faded. I went to the window that looked down on the Wills' drive way, which we always left empty so Laura could come and go when we were at her house. A brand new red Chevy Camaro sat in the drive. I knew it was new because I could see the dealer's invoice still on the window. Then Mr. Honeywell got out of the driver's side of the car and honked the horn once more before walking towards the front door.
"Cheese and crackers!" I cried, "It's Sammy's dad." I did not know who I was talking to but I immediately got everyone's attention. Laura's head whipped over to look at me. Sammy pulled free of his Aunt and Melissa sat back to stare over the half-nude white body before her face.
"Sammy, I think your dad just bought you a new car." I said into the brittle silence.
"Chris, answer the door. You haven't fucked anyone have you?" Landon asked. "I'll go with you. And Brent, you too. Sammy, in the shower. Sonny, you hide these black women. Mrs. Wills, you have to shower off and change in two minutes! No one mention Sonny, he's not here. Don't go outside, Sonny. Act like he's not here. Everyone move."
We did.
It felt so normal, to have Landon finally directing traffic. I felt a huge sense of relief. He seemed to be have found his feet again after all I had done to put him off balance. Fucking his mother seemed to have settled the rattle in his frame and his old steadiness was returning.
The room emptied. Alissa moved over into a corner, her face a mask of horror. Melissa sat on the bed pressing her hand into her voluminous breasts. I wanted to help but shut the door instead.
"What should we do?" Melissa asked. "If he catches us . . . "
"No worry of that. Sammy must have told him where he was going and he is here to surprise him in front of his friends."
"Figures that my husband would fuck up getting my sister laid." Alissa said.
For a moment I thought she was angry but when I looked over at her, she came out of the corner and stood beside me. I could see the wry glint of humor in her eyes.
"Sonny, I have to tell you something. I have known you were pissed since, a, Tuesday but I ignored it. Just like I have always ignored Melissa when she was angry with me. Yes, like when I blew your dates while they were waiting for you. I thought it was funny but I was trying to protect you too. But for that and every other thoughtless thing I have ever said to you to make you smaller so I would seem sexier . . . Melissa, I am sorry!"
Melissa sat on the bed, nude and stunned.
Alissa turned to me. I have thought about it and I want you to do to Melissa everything I want. Anything you think I might enjoy, do it to her. Make her come. Make her airtight. Fuck my sister and make me watch. Just like I said. I want to watch, I want to see her come over and over again while you all fuck her. I will watch or join or whatever you want me to do. I think, I think I am going to have to give you the key to my collar and make you master when I am naked. If you are going to fuck me in my office, I need to make sure everyone sees what you are to me and it needs to be real. I am yours whenever you want me, Sonny. I am sorry for being a bitch to both of you. From now on, you own me. I'll do whatever you tell me to do." She bowed her head.



I moved behind her and found the catch on each cuff, releasing her. The shower went silent and Laura emerged, flushed and dressed in normal clothes, furiously brushing her mane of blond hair. She slipped out of the room, meeting Sammy on the landing. They disappeared. There was lots of loud talk and yelling in the drive.
Alissa turned and slipped her arms around my neck. She gazed into my eyes then slowly, sensuously closed them. She pressed her nearly nude body against me and fit her lips to mine. Her kiss fired something in me; the memory of that first kiss in her living room while I imagined her naked. The recollection flashed through me and suddenly I was quivering with desire and passion. I wanted to fuck her, I wanted to feel Alissa's body responding as I pressed the tip of my cock past her luscious pussy lips and deep into her succulent flesh.
I focused on the memory which stiffened my cock but distracted me from kissing Alissa. She pulled back from the kiss and then hugged me close. Her lips tracking up my neck to my ear. My eyes found Melissa now sitting on the bed; her face swirled with emotions as she watched her sister kissing me, pressing her body against me. She found my eyes on her and she gestured but I patted the air with a hand, indicating she should remain still and silent. Something was happening with Alissa, something good. I could feel it emanating out of her like heat or maybe lust.
"Sonny Duncan, I want you to own me." Alissa whispered. "I want you to have me whenever and wherever and however you want. Sid made me say that for business; now I say it for pleasure. I want you to have me, to own me. I have been a bitch because I did not want to admit something but hoped you would figure it out and demand it of me. It was impossible for you to do."
Alissa's tongue traced around the ridges of my ear and despite myself, I felt my skin crawling with the sensation, pulling my cock tighter and making me pant while this woman clung to me.
"I wanted, I dreamed . . . I dreamed of my sister's mouth on me, all over my body while you watched, and my son watched and the other guys. I dreamed of it when Sonny told me you wanted to make me airtight and I felt . . . I felt terrified, ashamed, horrified that I wanted my sister that way; but I did. I dreamed of her and the next day I told her about you, about us and what I did with my son and your mother and you, all of it but not what I wanted. I thought about her watching you all fuck me and I dreamed of being in bed with her, when it was all over and having her take my tit in her mouth while her she shoved a finger into my cunt. I knew I had to have her here but I could not admit it to anyone and it made me a little nuts. I told her she should come and we would finally share a man like she talked about so often but not just one man, all of you. I was thinking you guys would like the chance to take sisters, make us both airtight.
"I did not think about Sammy till you mentioned it but I think she did. But, Sonny, what I wanted, what I desire was to feel my sister's tongue on my nipples, to feel her finger stroking my pussy, to feel her kissing down my belly to the hair between my legs, part the hair and then kiss my cunt. I dreamed of it and I orgasmed in my dream and woke wet and crazed with that lust for her. I wanted her here so maybe, just maybe I could figure out a way to get her mouth on me, to kiss her and feel her lips on me, to feel her fingers thrusting into me."
Alissa kissed my ear. I was trembling, consumed with the picture her whispering voice painted for me while my hands gripped her ass.
"That is what I wanted. So, Sonny, you can make me do whatever you want, whatever you think will fill me with the longing I thought to make Melissa endure." She shrugged free of my hands and stood back from me.
My heart was pounding. I could hear the guys talking outside and here I was about to fuck these two sisters, again. "Kiss your sister, Alissa." I whispered.
Melissa's eyes got wide but then she smiled. The rest of the world seemed to grow dim and disappear. She scooted back onto the bed and dropped to her elbows, regarding her elder sister over the plane of her belly and between her arched legs.
"Eat her." I said. "Make your sister come. As many times as you can. Get her oiled up for what is coming."
Alissa looked at me. "Do you want to fill her first?" She asked but then shook her head, like she was avoiding gnats. She knelt before her sister sitting on the bed. She placed her hands on Melissa's knees still encased in the thigh highs. When she pressed them wide, they parted like a gate opening. "Lay down, little sister." Alissa whispered.
Melissa tried to speak but she could not. She scooted further back onto the bed and lay across it, spreading her legs. Alissa moved up her sister's body. Her hands caressed up each leg. Alissa crawled up the inert form of her younger sister till she was sitting over her tummy. Melissa's hand found Alissa's ass and held her gently. Alissa bent and kissed her sister on the lips.
"I am sorry, sis, for trying to . . . cheat you." Alissa said, then kissed Melissa's full lips again, her mouth clearly wide open. "I wanted you to see, to watch because I knew how you would wish you could have what I was having. But I see now, I understand I need to watch. I neeeedddd to watch them take you. I want to feel the sensations of seeing you come, of you being filled and fucked while I get nothing. I want that!" Alissa kissed her sister again. "I also know you like girls, women. I know about you and Grace Long and Savia Chen and the others. And I know you have always wanted to get me in bed with a man so he would urge you to kiss me, eat me, fuck me. I know that you have always wanted to overcome the elder sister thing. Today, I give you what you want but you must experience it and not have it. I am going to eat you, little sister." Alissa fit her mouth to her sister's lips and the two women kissed, both still, feeling the sensation of a sister's lips.
Melissa moved her hands to her sister's bra-covered breasts and began to knead them, pressing them together and massaging them which made Alissa moan into her mouth. Alissa broke the kiss and moved lower, lifting her sister and moving her more fully onto the bed. Alissa bent and took one of Melissa's breasts between her lips, kissing around the mound of flesh before engulfing the nipple.
Melissa gasped and her body arched, twisting hard into the other woman's ministrations.
Alissa moved to the other breast and repeated the motion with much the same response. Melissa's hands lay on her sister's shoulders and seemed to follow her but then they pressed on her, pushing her sister down, trying to mover her sister between her legs. Melissa's hand tangled into her sister's wild hair.
"Eat her. Suck her. Lick her. Jam your tongue into her. Feel what a woman feels like and make her feel what a woman wants to feel." I hissed, watching the two sisters change their relationship forever.
Alissa moved between her sister's legs and her tongue appeared . . . I moved to where I could see her clearly between her sister's legs. The tongue reached down and delicately touched Melissa's bulging pussy lips.
"Oh my gawd!" Melissa groaned.
Alissa licked up and down the slit of Melissa's pussy. Melissa lay still the first few times the tongue stroked over her pussy but finally her ass rose off the bed, higher and higher till she was trying to press her cunt against her sister's teasing tongue. Alissa licked and licked, painting Melissa with her tongue. Then, abruptly, she speared her tongue deep into Melissa's pussy. Her sister squawked and jumped, mashing her pussy against Alissa's mouth. Alissa gripped her sister's legs and began to suck and hum. Melissa's hips began to pulse, rising and dropping back to the bed. Then suddenly she jerked and her hips punched up, she arched her body high and screamed a tight squeal, her whole body shook as the orgasm wracked her body.
Outside the roar of the car starting came to us, muffled by the closed windows.
Melissa's eyes opened. "Your son and husband are out there. Ohhhh!" Melissa said.
Alissa got off the bed and pulled her sister's ass to the edge. She wrapped her arms around Melissa's thighs and opened her, peeling her legs apart before looking up at me. Alissa's eyes found me and she froze, waiting.
I nodded once and she stuck out her tongue, made it a spike and penetrated her sister with it, pressing it deep into her sister's pulsing cunt. Melissa cried out, trying to arch her body but having little leverage. Her body curled on itself which served to press her pussy against her sister's face. Alissa began to suck on Melissa's pussy, moving up to the clit and down to penetrate her over and over again. Melissa writhed in her grasp, twisting and grunting and moaning. Melissa cried out as her sister's tongue found a new way to stimulate her.
The car went silent. I heard the front door shut and the mumble of voices. Then I clearly heard Laura Wills saying, "Mr. Honeywell, would you like something to drink before you go?"
I lost his answer because I was struggling to pull Alissa from between her sister's legs. Neither seemed inclined to let me succeed. Finally, I dragged Alissa to her feet. She looked wildly around at me, her eyes gleaming with lust and her waking dream.
"Sam, your husband, he is downstairs." I whispered, loudly enough for Melissa to hear. Melissa's face changed and she shuffled to the middle of the bed and covered herself with the bedspread. "I am going to fuck you, Alissa, while your husband is downstairs. You have to be quiet or everything goes to shit. Not a sound."
I did not wait for acquiescence. I turned her around, pulled her to the door way, opened the door and bent her over, pushing on her shoulder blades. She understood and took good hold of the door jamb with each hand. I gripped her hips, pulled the panties down her thighs and opened her ass. Alissa arched her body and her pussy appeared. I had forgotten to open my pants. Duh!
I struggled but then felt Melissa behind me, her nearly nude body pressing against me as she found and unfastened my belt and trousers. My hands remained gripping Alissa's open ass. Melissa skimmed down my slacks with briefs and with one hand, directed my cock at her sister's pussy. She understood the moment, the feeling Alissa would have of being penetrated with her husband so close, unaware his soon to be ex-wife was upstairs being fucked at the door to a bedroom. We could hear him talking to Laura and her musical laugh, all nerves and flirting.
My cock plunged into Alissa and she cried out. Her body convulsed once, sealing me out of her depths. I pulled back and shoved forward a time or two, making Alissa pant with my pace. Then she shuddered and her body flowered and let me pierce her. I plunged deep into her. Melissa clung to my back, pressing her bare breasts against my shirt-covered body and rubbing her cunt against my ass, dry humping me with the same rhythm I was using to fuck her sister. Our motion reverberated into Alissa's pulsing pussy. In that position, I fucked Alissa Honeywell to a small orgasm, pounding her till she shivered and shook with the climax.
The front door closed and I heard someone on the stairs. Chris appeared as I pulled free of Alissa's pussy. His eyes flickered from nude Melissa to bent Alissa and finally to me, which was entirely the right order "They're gone." He said. "Mr. Honeywell is taking Sammy home and Sammy will drive his car back. Brent and Landon went with them."
Mrs. Wills appeared behind her son. Her face was a mosaic of emotions. "I have never been so horny in my life." She said, amazed. "The feeling of needing to act normal so soon after . . . " she stumbled to a stop. "I could not believe how erotic it was to act normal. I kept imagining Mrs. Crawford being fucked by her nephew . . . " She shook her head. "Sonny, please, you have to let me be airtight soon! My gawd I cannot stand it any longer. I need to be fucked! She made me come and having Landon inside me, my gawd I want to fuck all of you." She giggled. "Twice."
You should have seen Chris' face. It lit with both joyful anticipation and lustful jealousy.
I nearly laughed but I controlled myself so I could say with some sober insistence, "Laura, I think you need to change, don't you?" Her face clicked from the rapturous look to one of studied and sober servitude.
"Yes sir." She said and slipped past us into her private bath.
Chris watched his mother move towards the bathroom door. Well he should because her conservative button up blouse came off and she reached behind to unhook her bra. She stopped at the door and turned to look at the rest of us. She smiled brightly. "Back in a jiff!"
Chris looked over at me. "How long, Sonny?"
I pulled out of Alissa's pussy and helped her stand. She bent awkwardly to pull her panties snuggly back into place. I shrugged. "Can't fuck 'em all at once, Chris, so someone has to go last. You and Laura are nominated but I assure you, she is getting way more out of the List than anyone else."
Alissa did not seem to be listening, but I presumed she was. I took her by the elbow and steered her over to the vanity. Turning away without binding her, I gestured at Melissa who stood in the middle of the room like she was lost. "Fuck her, Chris. We are all going to fuck her. You get started."
He looked over at the black woman with such lust, when she saw the look in his eyes, she moved immediately to the bed and crawled onto it.
"How do you want me, Mr. Wills?" She asked softly, crouching on her knees and looking back at him over the plush arch of the perfect orbs of her ass.
I almost told him to wait and have his mother undress him but bit my tongue. I doubt mere words would have stopped the flurry of activity which ended with Christ standing beside the bed naked, his white body glittering and his long thin cock hard and pointing out straight from his lean body. Melissa, crouched on the bed, twisted her body and took hold of his cock, intentionally straining to get the tip to her lips. When the end of his cock broached her lips, Chris groaned, pulled out of her grasp and overran her position, rolling her onto her back. Her legs parted naturally, opening to form a perfect frame for him to fit into and he did. Chris took firm hold of his cock and ran the tip up and down Melissa's slit several times, seeming to find control, snatching it from the morass of his sexual need.
Melissa lay completely still, her body open and waiting. After several swipes of the cock head along her slit, she moaned and lifted her knees. With her heels planted on the bed, her ass rose up and Chris' cock head slipped easily into her body.
I moved to the side of them to watch. Behind me, Alissa whimpered, a sort of chirp of desire as Chris' cock slid inexorably into her sister's snatch.
Melissa groaned. "Oh sweet motherfucker, fuck me like I was your mother!" Her hips ramped up, slicing his cock into her. Clever Chris pulled away, forcing her to arch more and more till she was balanced on her shoulder blades and heels. He released his cock, the helmet still notched in her pussy, gripped her by the waist and jammed his cock hard into Melissa's arched body. They collapsed together onto the bed, both exhaling with their individual efforts. Chris got to his knees between her legs and pulled Melissa's dark body hard onto his cock. She squirmed with the penetration. He leaned over her torso and took a breast into his mouth. Melissa grunted as he sucked on her breast and then shivered as he kissed a nipple. She ground her hips against him, seating his cock deep into her body. Then she began to wind her pussy around his cock, gyrating and shoving while he sucked her breasts.
Laura appeared from the bathroom, fussing with her maid costume. She stopped when she noticed her son fucking Melissa.
Chris bent forward and kissed Melissa on the lips. Her hands found his face and held him there, kissing him, straining to meet his lips with hers, mouths working and surging while her body pulsed up and down on his cock. Chris toppled forward, stretching out his legs between Melissa's. Balanced on his hands while he kissed her, his ass rose up and slammed down, running his cock deep into Melissa's furrow.
"Oh yes, oh fuck, oh yes fuck me." Melissa panted. Her breath coming in ragged rants as Chris searched for a rhythm while probing deep inside her with his cock.
Chris dropped to his elbows and then lay full on the writhing woman. Her legs widened and her feet came up and hooked behind his knees. Chris gripped her ass and he began to pound into her in earnest, blow after blow, stroke after stroke till she began to call for him to fuck her faster and harder.
Chris did. Faster and harder, he fucked her, hammering her into the mattress with metronomic precision. Their bodies surged and parted, surged and parted, filling the room with the sounds of their conjunction.
I caught Laura's attention. She moved carefully over to where I stood beside the bed. Alissa's eyes were fixed on the sight of her sister being fucked.
"I am going to fuck you, Laura but you cannot come." I said softly.
Mrs. Wills pulled her eyes away from the couple on the bed and then, registering my words, nodded. "Where do you want me?" She asked equally as softly.
Chris and Melissa were not lying straight with the bed but from the near corner of the foot of the bed across it diagonally. I maneuvered Laura over to the head of the bed, turned her and sat her down. I moved between her knees which parted like the curtains at opening night. She slumped back onto the bed, dropping with abandoned anticipation onto her back so that her head just narrowly missed connecting with Melissa's dark shoulder.
Chris rose up and looked at his mother. He watched her face as I ran my hands up her bare legs to her waist. She moaned and lifted her legs a little, inviting me to enter her. Chris slowed his progress with Melissa and she opened her eyes and turned her head to watch us.
I gripped Laura by the waist and pulled her a little ways away from them, moving her ass to the edge of the bed. I crouched between her knees, pointed my cock at her pussy and ran it into her. Her whole body arched and I thought she was coming but she mastered herself and lay still with a tortured sigh. I felt her master her body and relax against me. Her breaths rattled in ragged gasps past her parted lips. Her eyes fluttered and her head twisted and jerked. She mastered herself, opened her eyes and lay still. "So close." She sighed longingly.
It was at that moment that Chris moved his torso off Melissa, stretched his neck and kissed his mother full on the mouth.
"Oh fucking gawd!" Melissa groaned.
I ran my cock hard into Laura and she groaned into Chris' mouth. Her hands fluttered like wedding doves not sure if she should touch her son while he kissed her or not so they remained suspended in the air. I withdrew from her clasping cunt and rammed her again with my cock. Laura grunted and her body flinched. She shook her head, fighting off her son's kiss.
"Oh no, no more. I'll come, I know I will. Please, Sonny, don't make me come! I want to but I want to serve more. I want to feel you all fucking Mrs. Crawford and watch when she takes you all at the same time! Please, no more!"
I nodded and pulled free from her body, admiring and marking the depths of her willingness to be controlled and denied while serving. I glanced at Alissa and we shared a moment at the end of which she nodded, licking her lips. Anything meant anything to me; anytime meant anytime and I was going to test her resolve till she surrendered and admitted she could not endure it and refused me. I would push her limits till she cracked and became the woman who said no after saying yes. I would break her with her own pleasure!



In the distance, I heard the rattle and thump of a car stereo and a moment later, I heard the percussion roar of the Camaro's engine. Whatever they had in it, it growled like a pissed grizzly. Chris went back to kissing his mother while fucking Melissa. Melissa watched and then suddenly she gritted her teeth and her body seized. She tensed and her whole body began to twitch. Her hips surged up, lifting Chris and then she opened her legs and gripped Chris with her hands while her ass rapped out a staccato rhythm against his steady pounding.
Chris pulled back from his mother; moved over the convulsing woman he was fucking and kissed her hard. Melissa wrapped herself around him and bucked up against him, over and over with little grunts and sighs. Chris suddenly lurched into high gear as the musical growl came to a halt outside our window. The music ended and Melissa slowed but Chris sped up. It seemed to catch Melissa by surprise who seemed to want to relax and glow but Chris' hands returned to her ass and he began to hammer her harder and harder. After about the fourth or fifth blow, Melissa seemed to be touched by the assault and her body responded in kind, ramming her pussy up at Chris' cock, meeting his down stroke with profound jerks of her own. She released him with her hands, pulled herself straighter on the bed and gripped the brass headboard.
Alissa moved silently up beside me. She gripped my upper arm with both hands. She pressed her semi-nude body against me and held on, watching her sister fucking on the bed. "Tell him to come in her, fill her with his cum and make her scream. Tell her to scream when he comes in her." Alissa whispered into my ear, barely making words, barely breathing them into the thin ribbon of air between her lips and my ear.
I shuddered. I shook loose from her grip, pulling her in front of me. I grasped her by the hips and pulled her ass back against my cock. I bent and whispered into her ear. "You tell him. Say that. Loud, so they both hear."
She twisted to look at me, her eye shining. "Oh fuck, I wish it was me!" She groaned, louder now but not too loud, not loud enough to be heard clearly.
I slipped on hand around her waist, securing her against my body, my bare cock wedged between her ass cheeks, essentially bare. My other hand sought and found a breast. I massaged it. "Tell them, say it all." I whispered harshly, my own breath ragged.
On the bed, Chris was driving into Alissa's sister hard and fast, grunting and, I presumed, chasing his orgasm.
"Say it." I whispered. "Tell them I told you to say it."
Alissa turned to look at them. "Fuck her." She said in a nearly normal voice. "Chris, come in my sister, fill her pussy with cum. Sonny says you should fill her up. Missy, Sonny says you have to scream when he pumps into you."
Chris stopped his furious fucking and looked back at us. Melissa lifted her head, her eyes bleary with arousal.
"Sonny wants you to fuck her." Alissa said, her voice rasping.
Chris zeroed in on her pussy and continued to stroke her. He gritted his teeth and his face crumpled into a grimace of concentration. He humped his cock into her with shorter and shorter strokes till he froze, pressing his hips hard between Melissa's splayed legs, presumably burying his cock deeply into her body as he dumped load after load of cum into her quivering body.
Melissa screeched but then something in her shifted and her body bucked.
Laura sat up before Melissa straightened. She stood, smoothing her black maid's skirt and pushing her breast back into place, forming a full milky presence behind the white chemise. She looked at me and smiled a lopsided grin.
"Oh fucking crackers and cheese." Chris cried fucking up the phrase, lifting his hips one more time and pounding down between Melissa's legs. Her whole body seemed to sway on the bed, a wave of pleasure flapping through her as he finished.
Downstairs the door slammed shut.
"Time to go to work." Laura said.
I held up a hand and she stopped, looking askance at me.
"Alissa, tell Laura what to do." I whispered into her ear. "Tell her to do what you would want her to do to you if it was you, like you want her to do when it is you."
"Mrs. Wills, Sonny says, eat my sister. Clean her with your mouth. Suck your son's cum out of Melissa's pussy. Make her come if you can." Alissa twisted around to look at me.
I nodded and she smiled. It was the first genuine, heartfelt smile I had seen since I met her at the restaurant, earlier in the week. A tension seemed to have departed.
Laura hesitated till she saw my nod, then she climbed onto the bed and rolled her nearly limp son out from between Melissa's legs. He flopped over onto the far side of the bed but she gave him a larger shove and he tumbled completely off and onto the floor with a groaning thump. Laura giggled at her son. Melissa lay completely still, legs lewdly open, her pussy clearly visible, pursed and bubbling with cum, hers and Chris'. Laura attacked it with lips and tongue, and, truth be told, a wash cloth in one hand. She licked the recently fucked pussy and swabbed it clean before burrowing deeper.
Melissa gleeped and tried to turn away from the blond face between her legs but Laura did not release her. She continued to clean up Chris' leavings in Melissa's pussy, sucking and slurping.
Sammy burst in among us, he seemed about to explode.
"Son of a bitch that red bitch can run! Mom, did you see it? Did you see it? Dad fucking bought me a Camaro! I love Camaros! I love that car. You want a ride!" He was babbling. He hugged her, smashing her between us, seeming to miss the fact that she stood before him in just bra and panties or that my hand gripped one of her breasts and the other had her bound against my nude body. Then all at once it seemed to register she was nearly nude and he pulled back. He looked over her shoulder at me. "What? What's the matter? I love my car! It is a fucking new car and I love it. Brand new. Did you see it, Sonny?"
I nodded. I could not help but smile. Chris' head appeared on the far side of Melissa's flaccid tits and I swear his eyes were rolling in different directions. On the bed, Laura Wills made a last swipe at Melissa's pussy and then pulled from between Melissa's legs.
I whispered to Alissa, "Tell Mrs. Wills to see if Sammy has wood. If he doesn't, she should fix it. If he does, strip him so he can fuck his aunt again. I think he would like that."
"Mrs. Wills, Sonny says you should suck my son's cock. He says that when he is hard, position him between my sister's legs. Sammy, you should fuck your Aunt. She is going to be sleeping in your bed any time she comes to visit. She has agreed to fuck you whenever she visits."
I moved a hand down into Alissa's crotch. Her hips surged against my hand. She was dripping wet. My cock tingled against her fine ass.
Sammy did not seem to grasp her words at first. But something had slowed in him. He looked at his mother. "Did you see my car, Mom?" He asked but then the words seemed to register. His head whipped around to look at his lulling, nude Aunt.
Laura moved to kneel before him. She opened his pants and pulled them roughly down his legs. Then she pressed a palm against the front of his briefs. It immediately began to swell. She pulled the briefs down and off his cock, sinking his rousing member into her mouth immediately.
"Oh shit!" Sonny groaned.
Behind us, Brent and Landon arrived.
"What a fucking hot car!" Landon said before seeing Mrs. Wills on her knees and Melissa on the bed, naked and waiting.
Mrs. Wills pulled her mouth off Sammy's now hard cock. She stood and helped him disrobe. Once she had him naked, she guided him to the bed. "Fuck your Aunt, Sammy."
"Okay, all right already! What a great fucking day!" Sammy climbed onto the bed and onto his aunt. "Did you see my new car, Aunt Melissa?" He asked.
"Shut up and kiss me."
He did.
Melissa found his cock, fit it into her pussy and lifted her hips, sheathing her nephew into her body with a sure, assertive move.
Alissa smiled. "Sam told me he knew what to get you. Asked me if I thought he was right and I told him you'd come out of your skin if he actually bought it for you. I am tickled he did." Her eyes flitted to her nude sister whom her son was mounting.
Sammy sank into Melissa, both of them groaned as they completed the coupling. For a moment, Sammy held still but then he lifted up, kissed his Aunt on the lips then sucked on both breasts. "Aunt Melissa, did you hear what Mom said? She said you are going to fuck me any time you come to visit. That you will sleep in my room. Did you hear?"
Melissa raised her body and they both groaned again. She nodded. "Yes, Sammy. She gave me to you. But you don't get to fuck her any longer. She is Sonny's to fuck."
Sammy looked back at me, as us really. "What the fuck?"
Alissa nodded. "Sonny owns my body, son. Unless he allows it, I cannot have sex with you anymore."
"Tell him we'll discuss it later, he should focus on fucking his Aunt. Tell him my mom will fuck him if he is not getting enough pussy. And Mrs. Rossini and Annie and I think when we are done with Mrs. Clark . . . she has a secret, don't tell him that." I whispered.
Alissa repeated the words with the 'Sonny says' attached. She ground her ass against my cock.
"Aunt Melissa, I got a new car! Did you see it?" Sammy asked.
In response, Melissa rose up and kissed him on the lips, pulling him down onto her body before breaking the kiss. "You are fucking your aunt and you are babbling about some old car?" She asked laughing.
Sammy did not seem fazed. His hips began to rise and fall, piercing his aunt with his cock. "That is not 'some old car'. Fuck, Aunt Melissa, it is brand new annnnnnnnndddd . . . " He groaned returned to the kiss, the sensations affecting his body finally slowing the flow of commentary the new car had created. Melissa gripped his waist and began to hammer her hips up at him. A look of concentration appeared on her face and Sammy grunted. "Sweet mother of all of us, Aunt Melissa, where did YOU learn to do that!"
I don't know what he was talking about but a moment later, Sammy Honeywell began to spurt cum into his aunt's pussy as he fucked her, groaning and shivering as the erotic trigger pulled and released.
I whispered to Alissa, "Tell Laura she should line someone else up to fuck your sister."
"Mrs. Wills, Sonny says you should designate someone else to fuck my sister. Clean her and get her ready and then another cock needs to slid into her pussy. When she is filled, fasten her wrists to the bed with the cuffs on the vanity over there." Alissa spoke gently to Laura Wills. The blond woman glanced at me and then moved to the bed.
Sammy was lying on his Aunt. Mrs. Wills began to kiss his back, pressing her clothed breasts against him. When he finally roused and moved aside, Laura kissed Melissa on the lips, a kiss which became more than just a friendly greeting. Melissa tried to pulled the blond woman on top of her but Laura escaped, found wash cloths and a towel and set to work cleaning Melissa. The black woman sighed and lay back, letting the blond woman swab her down, cleaning her body.
"Sonny, what is going on?" Brent asked.
Still bound to Alissa with my arms, which she had echoed with her own, placing her hands on mine, pressing one into her breast and the other firmly into her crotch.
"Tell him, we are going to make Melissa airtight." I whispered.
"You boys are going to make my sister airtight. You are going to fuck her, fill her, spank her, take her ass and then it is airtight. She'll have a cock in every hole." She looked back at me and I nodded again. Both her hands pressed hard against the backs of mine. She smiled again, a smile that filled her glistening eyes.
I looked at Landon and he squinted at me but then shrugged, relaxing. He began to undress.
I kissed Alissa's ear. She groaned and pressed her ass back at me. "Mrs. Wills, suck Landon's cock and then lead him over to the bed so he can fuck my sister." Alissa said, her voice wavered, growing steadily softer.
"Louder. Everyone must hear you." I whispered.
Alissa repeated herself but adding "Sonny Says" this time.
Finished on the bed, Laura moved to stand before Landon. She got to her knees before his nude body and sucked his cock till he was hard and stiff. Laura lurched from her knees and stumbled to the bed. She got between Melissa's legs and began to kiss and suck the woman's pussy once more. Once Melissa groaned and her hips lifted off the bed, Laura clambered off the bed. Landon did not wait for any more invitation.
He got between Melissa's legs grasping her by the knees. She lay supine, gazing up at the man between her legs and his erect cock through half-closed eyes. She looked fuck drunk. When Landon entered her, her whole body convulsed with a contraction which pulled him deep into her. Her hands at his waist gripped him hard, dragging him down between her splayed legs. Landon bent to kiss her breasts and then her lips. Melissa held him by the shoulders. She wound her arms around him slowly, luxuriating in the feel of another man rooted inside her. When Landon kissed down the side of her face to her neck, she looked down his bare back at her sister, entwined with me.
The look they exchanged gave me an idea. I took Alissa by the hand. I led her to the head of the bed, next to her sister and resumed my position behind her.
"Alissa," Melissa gasped. "He is number three. I am going . . . oh, oh, oh yes, fuck me! I am going to fuck ah, ah, five, all five." Landon hammered into Melissa. She wound her legs around him and he grunted, sliding his cock deep into her and then coming to a full stop. Melissa continued to hunch her ass up at him, grinding her pussy against him. "Do you see me, Alissa? Do you see me fucking them all?"
"Yes, Melissa, I see you on your back. I see the beautiful young man between your thighs. I know you can feel his cock sliding into you and you are grinding your puss against him. He is going to come inside you and fill you up, sister. I wish it was me he was fucking. You are so beautiful when you fuck!"
Melissa groaned and suddenly she shifted down lower, her arms stretching out above her head. Landon followed her lower on the bed, keeping his ass pounding at her, up and down, up and down, making a steady motion of their copulation.
Melissa began to arch her body, pressing up at the cock inside of her and then Landon rammed deep into her.
"Mrs. Wills, the cuffs. Where are the cuffs?" Alissa said, her voice was flint hard.
Laura gasped and a moment later she was hooking Melissa to the brass headboard.
Landon waited till Laura had fastened both Melissa's wrists wide over her head. He pulled the black woman down the bed, stretching her arms out and then he resumed fucking her, hammering down into her tilted body. They struggled then found a rhythm and she was gasping and grunting as the man fucked her.
"Oh gawd, coming. Coming!" Landon growled through gritted teeth. For the third time in less than an hour, Melissa Crawford felt a man pumping cum into her body. But his orgasm arrived too early. Melissa hunched up at him but Landon just lay, draped over her nude body—though the thigh-highs were nearly down to her knees. When Landon evacuated her pussy, Laura moved to clean her but Alissa hissed at her.
"Eat her, Mrs. Wills. Make her come for us with your mouth. Eat them out of her. Sonny wants to see you eat my little sister's well fucked cunt!"
Laura froze but then looked back at me. Alissa was leaning against me like a drunk, nearly limp. She shivered and looked up at me. I pulled her tightly against me. She groaned.
"Tell Laura to eat your sister, clean her, like you said." I whispered.
"Mrs. Wills, eat my sister. Suck the cum out of her and make her cum if you can. If you make her cum, you can eat me and suck Sonny's cock."
Laura's eye flicked from Alissa to me but I did not react.
Alissa spoke to me. "I cannot believe I am watching my little sister fuck five guys. You do her . . ." Alissa's voice choked off. "I mean, master, I think it would be wonderful for her to have you fuck her before Brent's cock stretches her. Mrs. Wills should make her come just before you mount her."
I could feel the attention of my compadres, each looking at me with their own private thoughts.
Alissa looked around the room. She twisted out of my grip and hugged her body against my naked one, holding onto my arm with her hands, pressing her bra-covered breasts against me. "Sonny owns me, Sammy. You got the car, he got me. You'll find someone to fuck you besides me." She laughed but it was tinny and hollow. She clung to me, pressing her bra-covered breasts against my upper arm and grinding her crotch against my hip. Her hands were hot and clung tightly to me.
Laura stared at me, waiting.
When I noticed Melissa staring at me with nearly the same look of anticipation I saw on Laura's face, what could I do? I nodded and waved at Laura to eat the female, then another thought occurred to me. "Tell her to ask. Tell Melissa she has to ask. If she wants Laura to eat her she has to ask." I whispered into Alissa's ear. She shuddered and turned to the room, resuming her position with her ass pressed against my hard cock.
"Sonny has a suggestion. Ask, Melissa. If you want Mrs. Wills to eat you, ask her." Alissa's voice quavered.
"Please, Mrs. Wills, please do like she said. Eat me. Suck my pussy. Oh gawd, yes, make me come again. Please!" Melissa's voice twanged with need.
Mrs. Wills moved between Melissa's legs but found that position unpromising. She dragged Melissa to the edge of the bed, turning her ninety degrees, then she got between Melissa's legs and proceeded to eat the woman till she screamed. And Melissa screamed. And screamed. And screamed.
I don't know what Laura did for those five minutes she sucked and kissed Melissa's pussy, but either the moment got to the black woman or Laura had figured out something special. Either way, Melissa cried out through several orgasms right in a row. I had to gently move Laura aside. I entered Melissa, timing it just as she was beginning to drift down from another tongue-induced high. She enveloped my cock, taking me into her honey-like well, slicing through her writhing flesh while she cried with the last vestiges of orgasm. I dragged her to the middle of the bed and fucked messy Melissa.
I connected my cock to her pussy lips, touching her. Melissa opened her eyes and when she saw me, she seemed to understand Laura was gone only then. She mewled and then with heels and hands, pulled my cock into her body, shoving her hips up at me. My hard cock sank steadily into her well. I moved over her and pressed deep. She grunted and then shrieked with a new climax, something different from what had shook her with Laura. Perhaps my cock touched her g-spot and all the stimulation set her off, it set me off to. After going without coming in the face of extreme stimulation, I came almost immediately, spurting cum into Melissa while trying to get the most out of the moment. My cock shriveled, finally relieved after spending most of the afternoon hard.
I pulled free and Brent, stripped down, replaced me. Melissa took him half deep the first stroke. Brent proceeded to pound his cock into sweet Melissa with something like a cunt frenzy. He pulled at her and thrust hard into her and Melissa began to come and come and come; transported to ecstasy on the direct shaft of a big cock. She twisted and thrashed and grunted and gasped, trying to talk but never quite finding real words to ride her breath as it fluttered out of her. Brent came inside her, grinding his cock hard into Melissa after she had gone utterly limp with her last orgasm. She did not move or speak but lay staring at the ceiling, panting.



When Brent pulled his cock from Melissa's swampy pussy, I gestured to Laura. The woman looked positively frightened staring at the half-conscious woman on her bed. "Take her to the shower. Clean her up. Get her ready. Next, airtight." Alissa looked up at me and her head shook once to the left and froze. Her eyes widened.
After Melissa was helped off the bed and the shower started, Alissa said to me, "I am a bitch, aren't I? I order everyone around."
"Unless you are orgasming, yes, you seem to think you need to be in charge."
"What's this about 'master' and all that shit?" Sammy asked. "Mom? What the fuck has happened?" His aunt had explained to him but it seemed to have gotten lost in his haze of fucking her.
Alissa looked at her son. "Sonny is teaching me to embrace what I am. I am a dominant bitch at work but when my clothing comes off, I want to be dominated. I want someone else to make me do what I need to come. I want to watch my sister get all that I want the most, that would make me come. I traded being Sonny's . . . " she hesitated, " . . . slave, if he agreed to let me watch her get what I wanted."
"Slave, Mom? Really?"
I shook my head. "She wants to be someone's mistress in the old sense, not the 'I am in charge' sense. She wants to be on call to fuck me whenever I want her. I am going to fuck her in her office tomorrow as part of a business deal."
"That does not include us?" Landon asked, regarding me with half-closed eyes.
I looked at Alissa and shrugged.
Alissa shrugged too, which made her breasts quiver inside the bra. "Something has happened with my work. Sid Kingston wants me as his . . . "
Landon held up his hand. "No more. That is really none of our business. Like Sonny says, there is the List and when we are done, we go back to the way things were. None of our business if you want to be someone's slave unless they hurt you. Then we'll kill 'em." His eyes were fixed on me in some menacing way but it did not affect me; I like orgasms, all the rest is just foreplay.
I felt Alissa shimmy against me, a little motion of satisfaction.
"Thank you, Landon. Sammy, you and I, we can discuss this at another time." Alissa said, eyeing her son from inside my constant embrace. The shower stopped and a few moments later Melissa appeared, naked, soaking wet. She dripped over to stand among us, near the side of the bed.
Laura appeared with a stack of plush lime towels and took to wiping Melissa's chocolate body off with them. Melissa closed her eyes and let the woman minister to her. She sighed and groaned as Laura dried her breasts and fingered her pussy, continually wiping at the spume drizzling from her still extended pussy lips.
"I think I could enjoy having a maid." Melissa whispered.
Laura smiled a private smile with a shiver and, without a word, directed Melissa to lay face down on the bed and sat astride her hips. Laura began to massage Melissa's shoulder's and back. For ten minutes, we took a break which we used for various purposes including getting beers from the fridge and cleaning ourselves up. Alissa brought a chair from one of the other bedrooms and sat and watched the blond maid massage her sister's nude body. When we reassembled, Laura was focused on Melissa's perfectly shaped ass, rubbing the deepest tissues of her substantial cheeks.
Finally, Chris pulled his mother off the woman. He forced his mother to her knees. She opened her mouth and her son pressed his cock down her throat.
Brent looked at me. "Now what?"
Alissa and I moved together again and I encircled her with my arms, clasping pussy and breast with hands as before. I whispered into her ear, "What do you want her to have next?"
Alissa nodded, waiting while my mouth was close to her ear. She nodded again. "Yes, ok. Get her to her knees on the bed." I picked up the cuffs from the bedside table. Brent and Sammy helped the limpid woman on the bed struggle to her knees. I pointed to the head board and when they stretched her arms to the brass tubes, Laura locked first one than the other wrist to it. Melissa looked at us through her tousled black, kinky hair, her eyes, dopey with post-orgasmic bliss and the effects of Laura's massage. I pointed to the longer scarves and Landon bound her knees to the posts at the foot of the bed. He had to tie two together to get the right length.
Melissa watched the proceedings with veiled eyes, her lips panting. Her breasts swayed with a gentle inner motion as she let them maneuver her body to fit my directions. When I pointed to a broad belt in my pair of pants, Melissa gasped and her whole body seemed to jerk. Landon pulled the belt loose and held it out. I took it, releasing Alissa to stand alone. Melissa turned her head to the headboard and dropped it, arched her ass and lifted her hips, presenting us a fine target.
"Melissa has willingly consented to allow us to do to her, everything her sister wishes was being done to her. I mean, Alissa wanted this but she has discovered that watching it, longing for it, desiring it, wishing for it, lusting after it is a pleasure she has desired but been denied by her own powerful personality. Now, she gets to experience pure desire, while identifying deeply with her own sister who is receiving all Alissa wishes could be hers. So, Alissa, tell us what you would want next if it was you bound to the bed."
Alissa looked over at me, her eyes nearly bulging.
"Mrs. Honeywell?" I repeated.
She nodded and swallowed, gulping. "I want the belt." She whispered. "Hard. Heat my ass and then fuck me on my back and take my ass." Her eyes became wide. "I mean, for my sister, for Melissa!" She added hurriedly. "I want you to spank her ass, fuck her on her back with her hot ass burning on the bed while you screw her. Then turn her around and jam four feet of cock into her burning ass. That is what I want." Her voice ground to a halt. The sexual inertia seemed too heavy so no one moved.
"Who want's to?" I asked, holding up the broad belt I had selected.
We all looked at each other. No one moved. Then I noticed Laura, her son's cock deep in her throat. She was staring up at Chris. He did not look down at her, caressing her blond hair with one hand. She reached to his other hand and squeezed it. Chris looked down and she nodded a small motion while sucking hard on his cock. Chris got it.
"Me." He grunted tightly. "Let me have it." Laura pulled her mouth off her son's cock. She appeared cold, hugging herself and shivering. Chris took the belt and stared at Melissa's perfect ass. When he struck it, though, he looked at his mother. She had moved to sit on the chair next to the bathroom door; she hugged herself as she stared at her son holding the belt.
I felt it, something in the Wills house changed.
The belt fell and Melissa screamed loud but her ass did not move.
"Oh, yes, beat her." Alissa groaned. "Oh you fucking beautiful belt, beat her ass!"
Chris pulled back to strike the woman again but I waved him off. "Mrs. Crawford, I think perhaps you should thank us for each one. Count them, and say thank you. Don't you think that would be good?"
Mrs. Crawford did not move but then she spoke her voice, tense and tight; "Thank you, one, sir."
"Names. Use our names."
"Thank you, Chris, er, Mr. Walls." She said, "Two, Mr. Walls."
I almost told her first names were fine but the look on Laura's face was so rapt, so rapturous I left it alone. That she got his last name wrong was not really my problem. I wondered if Chris would correct it. He didn't.
Chris struck Melissa's ass again. "Two, thank you, Mr. Walls."
Again. "Three, thank you, Mr. Walls." Melissa's voice sang with tension.
The belt cracked again. At seven, Melissa's voice cracked and by ten, she was weeping. Chris hesitated.
I looked at Alissa. She came to stand next to me and once more, I embraced her from behind. She seemed comforted by the pose. "Now what?" I whispered.
"Now, fuck her, hard and fast and deep, Chris." Alissa said out loud. "Sonny says," she added belatedly.
I wondered if anyone caught what was happening, that Alissa as directing the pleasure of her sister. They weren't.
Melissa lifted her head then bent to the bed, pressing her body as low as the shackles let her go. Chris mounted her, shoving into her without any other preparation. Her body jerked and then she spasmed and her head rose, keening in her throat. Chris, having been in his mother's mouth, pumped Melissa only a few times before he emptied himself into her. Laura cleaned her and Brent picked up the belt.
He was gentle, striking her with a variety of blows. Melissa spoke the number and called him 'Brent baby' which seemed to bother him. By the time he got to ten, Melissa was sagging and the crack of the belt on her ass made her wince and groan. She said, "Ten, Mr. Rossini."
Brent dropped the belt. He moved behind her and she bent to the bed, pressing her cheek down and twisting to look around her ass at his cock, her arms hooked wide over her head. He touched the head of his great cock to her pussy and shoved hard into her. She took him fully and then she came, orgasming around his spike with abandon, grunting with mindless abandon while she pressed her well-heated ass back against him. Brent pumped her cunt for a few strokes before he clinched and shoved his cock deep into the shackled woman. Melissa groaned and then shrieked as a new orgasm wracked her.
Brent backed his huge cock out of the black woman. Chris gripped his mother by the upper arm and shoved her towards the bed. She crawled behind Melissa and pressed her mouth to the gaping pussy and began to suck and lick.
"Oh fuck." Alissa groaned. "Laura is eating my sister. She is drinking cum from her pussy!" She shivered and moved closer to me.
Landon glanced at me. "I wonder . . . " he stopped as though something caught in his throat. He shook his head and moved to the bed. He picked up the belt. "Mrs. Crawford?" He said.
Melissa did not respond.
"Mrs. Crawford!" He said much louder.
Melissa's head jerked up and then she tried to twist her body without moving her ass away from the blond's mouth caressing her pussy. "Ugh?" She grunted. Her head dropped again and her body seemed to shimmer. She shook and she arched her back. Mrs. Wills held to her hips, kissing and licking at the leakage of Melissa's excitement and the male cum filling her.
"Mrs. Crawford, do you know my name?" Landon asked.
Melissa was in the throes of a new but subtle orgasm. When she cocked her head over her shoulder to see who spoke, her eyes shimmered with lust and arousal. She licked her lips. "Lan . . . don." She managed. "Ahhhh, Clark." She ground her ass back into Laura's face. The blond woman grasped the black hips and peeled the woman open. Melissa shifted her knees wider.
"Mrs. Crawford, do you want more of the belt?"
Melissa's eyes cleared but shifted. "Ugh, ugh, ugh . . . " she grunted as her body continued to respond to the tongue in her pussy. "Ask, ask myyyyyy ieeeehhh, sssssissster!" She squealed. Her head whipped around. Her arms straightened and she gripped the headboard and her whole body shook again. Laura pulled away from Melissa's pussy, rolled to her back and slide between Melissa's thighs. Melissa, feeling the woman's shoulders on her calves, widened her stance more. When Laura arched beneath her and slurped at her pussy again, Melissa spread her legs and ground her cunt down onto the face below her. Laura grabbed firm hold of the black hips and pulled them down onto her face. Melissa shrieked and then her whole body bucked again. And again, bound to the headboard her knees pulled wide by the scarves, she thrashed and grunted as another orgasm crashed through her body.
"Ohhhhh, oh, oh, oh." Melissa sang.
Landon, like the rest of us, stared at what was happening on the bed right in front of us.
"Holy shit." Sammy said.
Melissa's ass was swirling and grinding, like she was doing a lap dance. Laura struggled to hold it still so she could suck at the pussy with variable success.
"The belt." Alissa hissed. "Sonny says she needs the belt. More." She was panting and her ass pressed hard against me. Her body began to mirror the motion of her sister's ass, grinding herself against my hard cock, holding my hips so that we did not lose contact. I gripped her breasts, massaging and squeezing in time with her humming groans.
"Laura." I said in a normal voice. "Enough."
The blond maid scuttled out from under the black woman and tipped off the bed to her feet. Her face smeared with clear and milky cum. Her eyes were tight and small, points of unfathomed intensity.
"Clean up. You are a mess." I said.
She nodded mutely and with a final glance at the woman keening with loss on the bed, she disappeared into the bathroom. The sound of the faucet running water blended with Melissa's wordless keening.
"Shit." Brent said. "She fucking loves having her pussy eaten."
"She does." Alissa said softly.
The belt fell with whistling speed. Landon laid it onto the black woman's broad, bulbous ass.
Melissa yelped but then dropped her head, panting.
Landon waited.
"Melissa." I whispered to Alissa. The word came from Alissa's mouth.
"Melissa. Count. And speak his name and thank him for each." Alissa said, her voice taut, staining like she was hanging by her wrists and trying to talk normal.
"Ugh, one, sir. Landon, sir." Melissa wheezed. Then, "two, sir. Landon. Thank you. Three, thank you, Landon. Sir."
Landon waited for her each time. At three he stopped, going completely still. The water silenced in the bath and Mrs. Wills emerged refreshed and beautiful again; the bedraggled look replaced with the demure maid expression her outfit suggested. She looked around in silence, puzzled.
On the bed, Melissa quivered with anticipation, tense and waiting.
Landon peered around at Alissa. He hesitated and then waited. I could not see her eyes but wondered if he was waiting to for her to open them. I ceased massaging her great breasts and Landon glanced up at me before turning back to Melissa. He struck her ass with the belt. It cracked like a shot.
"Four, thank you Landon." Melissa's voice went raw. "Oh fuck me, please!" She groaned. "I want a cock in me. Gawd, please fuck me!" The next blow fell. "Five, thank you, thank you, thank you Landon!"
Landon dropped the belt. He climbed onto the bed and shoved his cock into the quaking woman. Melissa screamed and came, shaking through the climax with violent pleasure. Her body bucked and rippled as Landon pumped into her. Then abruptly, he pulled out of her. "Mrs. Wills, unhook Mrs. Crawford, would you please."
Laura looked at me.
Landon got off the bed and caught the hesitation. He half-smiled. "Sonny, we have sisters, I think we should fuck the sisters. How many guys get to fuck sisters, particularly MILF sisters?"
Laura moved to the headboard and removed the first pair of shackles on Melissa's right wrist. No one else moved. No one else spoke.
Alissa had stopped moving but shrank back against me, pressing as much of her body against me as she could. A tiny tremor ran through her. Her hands were claws on my thighs.
"I think, though, first, Sonny, we should watch Mrs. Honeywell eat her sister. Laura did well but wouldn't it be great to see two sisters eating each other? I think Melissa deserves to have her pussy eaten by her sister. But I think Alissa should be given what she wants. I don't know if you think she deserves it but I want to because I want to fuck them both, one after the other. But I want to see Alissa tongue fuck her sister."
Landon's eyes were on me. The discontent in me was gone. Alissa was pressed against my naked body and she was waiting for me to speak, quivering. I made a show of looking around the room. At the bed, Laura released the other shackled from the other side of the bed. Melissa immediately rolled onto her back and pulled her legs high, opening herself to the room. Her pussy gaped, flowing, slick and glistening.
I bent to Alissa's ear. "Tell Laura to clean up your sister." I whispered.
"Laura, clean her up. Clean my sister's pussy." Alissa whispered.
Laura did so, using a new set of towels and a damp sponge. We all watched while she mopped off the black woman, serving her pleasure and her sanitation. Melissa cooed and murmured her thanks, particularly when Laura sponged off her beaten ass.
When Laura got off the bed, she came to stand before me. Keeping my hand on Alissa's big tits, I bent sideways and kissed Laura on the lips. She put her hands to my face and returned the kiss avidly. A light went on, an idea. I broke the kiss and looked at Chris.
I bent and whispered into Alissa's ear. My words came out of her mouth in a breathy voice that spoke of nothing but sex, as was proper. "Chris, when your mother gets out of line, Sonny wants you to pull down her panties and belt her, five times at least. Anytime she does not behave, she needs to be spanked. Okay?"
Chris stared at me for a moment. A slow, sly smile appeared and his eyes shifted to his mother. "Can I make her eat Annie whenever I want?" He asked.
An inspired thought, it seemed to me. I spoke into Alissa's ear and she said in the perfect voice, "She is your mother. When we are done with her, she will be yours. No fucking her and Laura, no orgasms. Ever, unless Sonny approves." Mrs. Wills was a picture of mixed emotions; fear and anticipation mixed equally with arousal and envy.
"Are you going to fuck the sisters, sir?" She asked softly. "I need to get more towels."
I whispered into Alissa's ear. Before she spoke my words, she ground her ass back at me. "Sonny says, fucking the sisters seems like an option we all would enjoy."
Landon nodded, giving me a little wink. He turned to the bed and grabbed Melissa by the ankles and twisted her across the bed, pull her ass to the edge. "Mrs. Honeywell, if you please? We all want to watch you make your sister come with your tongue and lips and fingers. Eat her, Mrs. Honeywell."
I released Alissa. She immediately looked back at me. Her face exhibited both her lust and her apprehension. "What if I cannot make her come?"
"The belt." Landon said from behind her.
I shook my head.
Sammy read my mind. "No, she like that too much. Aunt Melissa would not get her best. If Aunt Melissa does not come, it is back into the shackles for you, dear mother. And we'll make her airtight without you."
Landon grinned and nodded. "Perfect." He grunted. He moved between Melissa's legs, lifted them and entered her, shoving his cock deep into her, pulling back and ramming full into her cunt once more. He pulled free. "Alissa, taste your sister on my cock first."
Alissa oozed to her knees. Chris took Landon's place between Melissa's legs and fed his cock carefully into her swollen pussy. She groaned.
Landon approached Alissa. Alissa licked his cock and sucked at the end before pulling him fully into her mouth. He pulled away. "Enough. Next."
Chris pulled out of Melissa and presented his milky cock to her.
I moved to Melissa and entered her. My cock had been lodged in Alissa's ass crack for so long, the feeling of Melissa's slick, wet and incredibly soft pussy boiling with sexual satisfaction nearly undid me. I sank into her. She lifted her legs. I put my hands under her knees and pressed my cock completely into her.
"Oh Sonny! Fuck me, Sonny! Thank you, thank you for letting me . . . ugh . . . giving me . . . ugh."
I pulled free and confronted Alissa. Sammy entered his Aunt behind me. Alissa stared up at me. "Is it okay? Can I join my sister?"
I caressed her face. "You fuck only me." I said loud enough for everyone to hear. "After this, you are mine to do with as I like."



She nodded soberly.
"Suck my cock, Alissa. We will all fuck you. This was always supposed to be your day to be airtight." I looked over at Melissa who was shuddering in the first stages of a new orgasm. "Melissa? Melissa?"
The woman stilled.
Alissa took my cock into her mouth; the effluvium from her sister's pussy coated her pouting lips.
Melissa shivered a time or two and opened her eyes. Sammy withdrew his cock from his Aunt. "Sonny, if my mom is off the docket, what do I get?"
"Mrs. Rossini, Mrs. Kingston and my mother will all fuck you, I think, if you don't piss them off. Melissa, is it okay for you to share with your older sister?"
Melissa struggled to her elbows and regarded me for a moment. "If she eats me and lets me fuck her son whenever I visit, it's a deal."
I pulled my clean cock from Alissa's sucking mouth, reluctantly I have to say. "Alissa?"
She nodded. "Anything. If you will fuck me, if you all fuck me, anything, Sonny!"
I did not think she heard or at least did not comprehend the deal. I bent and took hold of her chin and stared into her eyes till she focused. "Alissa? Did you hear? Your sister wants to fuck your son and your husband." A gamble I knew but I heard Melissa gasp.
"Shit!" Sammy said, "you mean I have to share her with Dad? Well fuck me!"
Melissa sat up and slapped his bare ass. "Sammy, don't be greedy. I always wanted to fuck a guy and his s . . . er . . . father."
Alissa twisted and looked at her sister. "You always wanted to fuck him, didn't you, sis? Sam, I mean!"
Melissa had the temerity to look abashed. She nodded. "I always thought we would share him, though."
I moved away from Alissa. Sammy presented his cock to her. She licked at it. Brent entered Melissa. Alissa sucked, Melissa sucked and Mrs. Wills watched, licking her lips and casting her eyes at me from time to time. Sammy pulled his clean cock out of his mother's mouth and immediately went over to Laura and entered her, pressing her against the wall and banging into her a few times. She looked positively transparent when he pulled free of her.
"Shit. I should have thought of that." Chris said, moving towards his mother.
"No, no honey! Please. I'll come if you touch me. Please no!"
I admired the woman and for a moment thought of making the fucking unanimous but instead said nothing. Chris looked at me and I shrugged. "Up to you Chris."
He shook his head. "Nope, till she is airtight, she is yours. Want her to come or not?"
I bent over Alissa and whispered to her. "What do you want, Alissa? Tell him."
Alissa sat on her knees. She used a finger to clear the spume from her lips and licked it off. "No. She is the maid. Today, it is the sisters."
Brent pulled out of Melissa who lay inert, her belly pumping as she tried to regain her senses. Brent moved to Alissa and she cleaned him. When he moved away from her, Landon pulled her to her feet and turned her towards her lolling sister.
"Eat your sister, Mrs. Honeywell." He said softly.
Alissa moved towards Melissa. She got carefully to her knees and laid a hand on each smooth black knee. Melissa urped and tried to sit up. Alissa ran her tongue along the woman's pouting pussy lips and Melissa gleeped and dropped back to the bed. Alissa pointed her tongue and pressed it deep into her sister's cunt. Melissa raised her hips, taking the tongue into her body. Alissa gripped Melissa's hips and pressed her lips over the woman's crotch, grunting and sucking. Melissa shivered, placed her hands on the back of Alissa's head and began to maneuver her around. Alissa moved up and attacked the clit. Melissa came, bucking on the bed, her legs draped over her sister's back, pulling at her back with her heels.
When Alissa did not move from between her languorous sister's legs, Landon pulled her to her feet and pulled her underwear over her hips and down her gorgeous legs. He stood and entered her, shoving his cock into her pussy from behind. Alissa raised her head and mewled. Melissa looked down her supine body, retrieved her hands from knotting the bedspread and pressed her sister's head back to her pussy.
Landon pulled out of Alissa. Chris took his place, rooting his cock in the black sister and fucking her furiously. He groaned but pulled free. He looked back at me. "Your mouth piece is busy, can you answer a question?"
I snickered. "Shoot." I said.
"That's my question. Are we going to eat Alissa here or shall I cream her up for her sister?"
I shrugged. "Your pleasure Chris."
He immediately turned back to business, shoved his cock into the woman and fucked her till he stiffened with his orgasm, flooding her with cum. Sammy replaced him, fucking his mother furiously, like it was his last chance. Laura leaned her back against the wall and watched through lidded eyes, her hips gently pumping.
Alissa lifted her head, fighting her sister. "Lissa, I am being fucked while . . . ugh . . . while I am . . . ugh . . . I am eating, eating youuuuuu!" Melissa pressed Alissa's mouth back down and Alissa grunted and buzzed into her sister's pussy. She looped her arms around her sister's legs and began to finger the pussy she was licking and kissing. Moments later, Chris came into her.
Chris pulled his cock from the black woman, leaving a string of cum along her ass. He went to his dry humping mom and said, "Clean me, mom."
Laura's eyes cleared and she got stiffly to her knees and licked her son clean.
Brent entered Alissa and she squealed the first time his great cock slammed home. He fucked Alissa hard and fast. She alternately gasped for breath and sucked her sister's cunt.
I was waiting.
When Brent pulled out of Alissa after pumping her full of a fresh blend of cum, I pulled Alissa off her sister, turned her and lay her on the bed beside Melissa. The two women turned their heads and looked at each other. Melissa was nude, Alissa had her bra still on. Laura continued to suck her son's cock.
"Laura?" I said, "could you?" I pointed at the two black women. Both had placed their feet on the bed and moved more onto the bed.
Laura withdrew from Chris, leaving his cock glistening and stiff. She got to her feet and walked to where the two women were laying. She looked back at me and smiled a pretty smile. She got towels and cleaned them both, wiping and dabbing and sponging them each off. She took off Alissa's bra and, standing between Alissa's wide open legs, she bent and kissed the woman's black breasts.
Alissa grunted and arched her body. Laura nipped at the breast and stood up. "Kiss." She whispered.
The two women strained towards each other. Alissa got to her elbows and pressed her lips onto her sister's mouth. Melissa lay back, stretching her arms over her head in the classic pose of surrender. Alissa kissed her.
I moved to the bed and nudged Alissa to her knees on the bed beside her sister. Melissa tried to scoot further onto the bed but I held her ass in place on the edge. I gripped Alissa by the hips and moved her over her sister. "Get her legs." I said to no one in particular but Landon and Brent both took firm hold of Alissa's legs. They put a hand under each knees and held onto her ankles, spreading her over her sister but holding her on the bed. She clung to her sister's shoulders, keeping the open-mouth kiss intact.
When I moved between Alissa's open legs, Brent and Landon lifted and opened her, laying her pussy gently onto her sister's. Alissa had looped her arms under Melissa's shoulders and 'stood' over her sister on her elbows, kissing her with a fully open mouth, all lips and tongue. Melissa responded in kind, arching her body at her sister, pressing their huge breasts together, mashing against her sister. The guys opened Alissa's legs and settled the two pussies together.
I crouched and entered Melissa. She caught me the first time. I heard a catch in her humming, kissing voice. I pulled out and entered Alissa. Her whole body flinched, jerking and then grinding her clit down onto her sister's pubic bone. I pumped her twice before pulling out of her boiling, clasping flesh. I tried to enter Melissa again but missed and slide my cock between the two pussies. Both women grunted and both bodies pressed, sealing me between them. I could feel open, wet drooling cunt above and below. I pulled back, rose up and slammed my cock into Melissa. Both women keened.
The kiss broke.
"Oh, oh, oh fuck me! Lissa, he is inside of me. Can, can you feel, feel him fuck fucking me?" Melissa grunted as I pulsed into her, shoving my cock deep and pulling out.
"Shit man, let me try that!" Sammy said, his voice tight.
I nodded dumbly, unable to form words to speak. I pulled back but found Alissa and ran my cock into her once more. "Not come yet." I ground out. I banged at Alissa for a minute then switched to Melissa. The feeling of having two pussies in this way was indescribable. I wanted it again and again and again but my mind was clearing of the initial haze of lust. I wanted to cream in Melissa. I felt the distant throbbing of a new orgasm and switched to Melissa, plunging into her, pushing Alissa forward.
"He was fucking me." Alissa panted. "I felt him fucking me while you kissed my neck. I want to come so badly!"
I began to come, filling Melissa with fresh cock seed, dumping into her a dozen strokes of good clean fucking fun. I could not believe I was fucking two women, no, two sisters this way. When the sensations abated, I pulled free. I staggered back till my bare ass was hitched on the dresser. I wanted to foldup but Landon was bending over the women.
"Time to eat each other." He said in a chiding voice, like he was calling to a child to wake up. The guys watched as the women shuffled into position, Melissa on her hands and knees over Alissa on her back. Melissa bent and licked Alissa's swollen pussy and Alissa groaned. Melissa attached her mouth to the cunt and sucked. I moved to the bed to see better.
"Ugh, ugh, uh huh, Sammy baby, your Aunt is, is, is eating your mother!" Alissa grunted out.
I glanced at Sammy and he met my eyes with a huge grin. He gave me a thumbs up and returned to watching the two women, his mother and Aunt having sex with each other.
Melissa lowered her ass till Alissa felt her pussy. She must have had her eyes closed. Her hands suddenly gripped Melissa's ass and pulled it down onto her face. Melissa lifted her head and cried out, her hips hunching down and grinding into her sister's face. Then she seemed to find resolve and returned to eating Alissa.
"Shit," Sammy said, "some things never change. They think it is a contest!"
Sure enough, they attended to each other till finally Alissa threw her legs wide and hunched up at her sister's feeding mouth and climaxed. Her legs straightened and locked. Her head cocked up , showing us her face between Melissa's legs. She shook and shook and shook while Melissa endeavored to keep her coming. Then Alissa recovered a little, enough to pull Melissa onto her tongue and lips. Melissa began to grind her hips onto Alissa's face till she came with a sudden lurch and bump. She returned to Alissa's snatch and moments later, Alissa screeched and came. When Alissa recovered, Melissa found another orgasm possessing her. Back and forth they went, coming one after the other in a fevered passion, matching each other climax for climax.
It went on so long that Sammy finally pushed his Aunt to the side and mounted his mother, shoving his cock into her hard and fast. He fucked Alissa into a series of wracking orgasms which seemed to leave her completely flaccid. Sammy pulled his cock free and got off the bed. Laura, without instructions, got to her knees and licked his throbbing cock clean.
Landon looked at me. Brent did as well and then all the guys were watching me and waiting. I did and said nothing.
Brent finally shrugged. "I say we make them both airtight now. At the same time, so, I think we should put the bed on the floor, the mattress I mean so we can fuck them both at the same time and not worry about falling on our heads.
Landon nodded.
Laura seemed to have the right instincts. She immediately helped the two women into the bath and thence into the shower. What the three of them did in there, I don't know. When they emerged, though, the front of Laura's outfit was soaked through, showing us her body. Mrs. Crawford and Mrs. Honeywell were both refreshed. Both of their eyes were hooded with passionate anticipation. They stood nude beside the mattress on the floor, nude and shiny. Laura held up a tube of lube. The women were ready.
We had gotten beers and some cold pizza from a box that came back with the Camaro. I was famished and was the last to leave the kitchen. The women emerged from the refreshing shower about the time I returned. Everyone looked at me.
"Time for airtight girls." I said. "We are one cock short." I looked at Laura, "Unless you have a strap-on?" She looked shocked but then blushed. When I nodded, she went to the dresser and in a moment, had a brand new strap-on dildo, still in its packaging in her hands. She tore it free and disappeared into the bathroom where she washed and cleansed it.
While Mrs. Wills was becoming a man, I thought first of Sid but then dismissed the idea. This was our thing. Brent lay down on his back and Landon took his place beside him, lying across the mattress. We had stripped off the sheets except for the fitted one and muscled the king sized mattress onto the floor. Once Brent and Landon lay down, their cocks erect and pointing at their bellies, Alissa mounted Brent and Melissa fed Landon's cock into her pussy. They worked with pillows and arranged the two guys so the women could present their asses and not release the cocks in their pussies. Alissa took a little more time to fit Brent's cock into her but once it was there, she began to rock and roll till she came the first time in that position. Her ass shook and shimmered as she orgasmed.
Neither woman had spoken for a long time till that moment. Once the orgasm passed, Alissa looked over at her fucking sister and muttered, "This is what we always talked about sis, fucking the basketball team."
Melissa chortled and ground her pussy at Landon. He gripped her hips and pulled them wide, opening her up and then pulling her hard again onto his cock. Laura moved behind her and slathered lube onto her puckered ass hole. Melissa squeaked when Laura shoved a finger into her. Sammy moved onto the mattress and pressed his cock head against his Aunt's asshole. She went still. Alissa, coming down from another orgasm, sensed her sister going still and twisted around to look at her son. Sammy gripped his Aunt's ass and began to push against her asshole.
Melissa shuddered, arched her back and blew her breath out hard. Then she began to flex her ass back and forward onto his cock. Slowly, carefully but surely Sammy worked his cock into his Aunt's ass.
"Holy fuck, her ass feels good." Sammy said through gritted teeth.
"Mouth now." I said.
Chris moved before the woman. Melissa, lifted her head, keeping her hands planted on Landon's chest, she kissed the end of the cock before her face. Chris moved forward, putting his hands on her shoulders to retain balance on the shifting mattress. Melissa sucked him into her mouth.
That left me. I gestured to Laura and together we slicked up Alissa's asshole. She had gone still except to steal glances at her airtight sister. Melissa was being fucked in the ass by her nephew, which ground her down over and over onto the cock shoved into her cunt. She sucked intermittently on the cock in her mouth, blowing continually through her nose while sucking on Chris's cock.
When both Laura and I had shoved our fingers as far into Alissa's ass as possible, I stood up and we both cleaned our hands. I then lifted Laura's skirt and helped her into the strap-on. It took some doing to get it positioned properly. It had an insert that fit into her pussy so it was more like a double-headed dildo—and a soft, rough pad that connected with the nub of her clit.
Laura looked at me with fear in her eyes. "Sonny, if I fuck her with this, I am sure I will come!" She was close to tears.
I patted her cheek. "Come away, girl. You have earned it. But keep fucking her. If you do well, maybe Chris will give you some belt after we leave." She nodded, face impassive but beatific and intense. I helped her to her position behind Alissa who had been fucking Brent. Once I touched her hip, she became still. Melissa released Chris's cock to look around. Her eyes went wide when she saw Laura's fake cock sticking out from under the draped edge of her little maid's skirt. I positioned the end of the rigid phallus, placed a hand on Laura's ass and with her, pressed the cock into Alissa's ass.
Alissa screamed even as she rocked back, taking more and more of the dildo into her ass. Laura began to pull back and shove forward, gaining an inch or less each time. Alissa helped, impaling herself on the fake cock with determination. Brent was hunching at her pussy with his cock and pinching her nipples which Alissa finally noticed. Her arched head bent forward and her eyes opened, looking down at Brent. She lifted her eyes to my bare, hard cock located in front of her face and suddenly, as though she were surprised, her body clenched and bucked. Laura kept firm hold of the woman's ass, continuing to feed more and more of her strap-on into the woman's ass. Brent lifted her with his hips and cock and Alissa screamed, her face crumpling with pleasure as the climax ran through her. She groaned and shook and her hips punched down and twitched back, taking first one cock then the other deep into her body.
When the orgasm eased, she lifted her head and sucked my cock into her mouth and right down her throat, deep throating me with complete ease. I felt her body settle as she positioned Brent's huge cock in her cunt. Laura, understanding the action, began to fuck her with deep strokes of the plastic cock. Alissa's mouth communicated her frazzled lust to my cock, sucking and tonguing me hard while her throat rippled around the head. She blew through her nose over and over again as we fucked her. She and her sister were both airtight!
Beside us. Melissa resumed being airtight and soon, both women were blowing and bucking as orgasm after orgasm flooded through them. After five or ten minutes during which the sisters both came three of four times, we disassembled. Chris and I took our places on the mattress and Alissa mounted Chris and Messy Melissa mounted me. Sammy took his mother's ass and Laura mounted Melissa.
I felt Laura penetrating the woman's ass, sliding the hard phallus down into her while my cock stirred her passions and parted her pussy. I pumped up at Melissa while she sank slowly down onto me, the cock in her ass forcing her down harder and harder onto my cock. She bent to kiss me but then lifted up and tried to get her lips around Brent's huge cock. She sucked the head into her mouth and after a couple minutes, he began to come. Melissa swallowed.
I heard Sammy grunting and then Alissa was keening, Landon's cock deep in her throat. Chris was hunching up at her. I could see Alissa taking him but then Melissa pressed her breasts into my face and I bit at her, sucking at her nipples and breasts while she sucked on Brent's cock. When he came, she grunted and it was like her whole body began to swallow his come, sucking it and slurping at his cock. She never let a bit of it go to waste. Then Laura pressed her hard down onto my cock. Brent pulled free and Messy Melissa began the longest orgasm I ever saw a woman have. She came for five or six or seven minutes. Half way through, I ground up into her and came flooding her with my cum. Her concussive orgasms did not abate. One after the other they rolled through her like the constant waves of a stormy sea. One after the other they shook and controlled her. When finally the pleasure released her body, she lay forward onto me and then slithered to the side.



Mrs. Wills had pulled out of Melissa's ass and stood waiting, the gooey cock just visible under the edge of her skirt. She cleaned it off. Sammy pulled out of his mother's ass and Laura took his place. Chris took longer to come and Alissa was grinding and humping. Landon had already come in her mouth. Laura fit the cleaned dildo back into her ass. Alissa held still but then we all watched while she was double-teamed by a woman with a cock and the guy under her. She came three times with the plastic in her ass before Chris came in her pussy.
And that was that. The sisters had been fucked and airtight. We had had sisters.
After putting the house back together, we left the Wills household. Chris asked to keep the shackles, "for Annie" he claimed but he was fitting them onto his mother when we left. We let ourselves out the door as the belt fell on her ass the first time. Laura Wills screamed so loud I slammed the door. I left her in the loving care of her son.
Sammy took me home in his new red Camaro and I ate, showered and went to bed in an eerily silent, empty house completely and utterly exhausted. Tomorrow was another day!
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Chapter 10
Doing A MILF in the Office and Doing My Mom for Her Sister
This continues the story with a series of plot developments. This teases and eventually creates a full milieu to conclude the business started in Chapter 9. I hope you enjoy this part of the adventure and the direction it takes the story. Vote, leave some comments, let me know what you think. Thanks for all the great comments to this point. I hope this meets the challenge of the previous chapters and lives up to expectations. Best, -C
*
Something buzzing against my nose woke me. Groggy, I roused and slapped myself with a limp hand. I heard a giggle and then the buzzing resumed, the vibration against my nose made me sneeze. I was still asleep and I sneezed! I had never sneezed before while asleep. That seemed crazy. My eyes opened and my willowy, blond sister appeared, leaning over me. Tawny pressed my vibrating phone against my cheek again, just below one eye and the world went crazy for a second.
"Better answer it, baby bro." Tawny tittered. She was dressed for her day, her blond hair coiffed and her rich bosom hovering over me.
I made a stab for the phone but she pulled it out of my reach. She answered it. "Sonny's phone." She breathed.
My eyes opened and I could see her in the ugly dimness of the morning. If I had been awake I would have cackled as her eyes widened and her face shifted. She dropped the phone and covered it then put it back to her face.
"Just a moment, sir." She said in her best professional voice. She covered it again and whispered, "It is the CEO of somewhere, calling for Mr. Duncan." She said softly. "A woman's voice."
I grasped the phone and put it to my ear.
"Sonny?"
Annie Kingston's voice tickled the cockles of my heart. "Yes, ma'am?" I responded, my eyes watching my older sister.
Tawny made no move to leave.
I reached out a hand and ran it up her bare leg, under the knee length edge of her dress. Before, usually when I made some tempt to touch her in even the most remotely lascivious way, she would punch me and not lightly. Now she did not move but stared down at me.
"You sister?"
"Yes." I responded.
"She sound sexy as hell." Annie said, matching my sister's initial breathy, 'Marilyn Monroe' voice with her higher version.
"Yes." I repeated, moving my hand onto my sisters panty-clad ass, her skirt draped over my wrist. Tawny did not move. My hand cupped the cheek of her ass. I noted her still acquiescence.
"Sid send limo for you mother. He want her at meeting. Me too. He no have staff here, so he want us fill in. Look like he have, have, what that word?"
"Entourage." I suggested
"Right, yes. Entourage. We do nothing but look pretty he say."
"What about me?"
"You not so pretty." Annie cackled. "You come later, maybe afternoon, one or two. Someone call you, tell you to come up and fuck Honeywell woman." Annie sniggered. "We watch you fuck her like she watch you fuck me. About time I watch you fuck someone else besides mommy and blond Laura."
"What time?" I asked, pressing the tips of my fingers into Tawny's crack, deep, deeper, deeper. She did not move except to bend slightly, pressing her ass back against my hand. Her legs flexed wider, making room for my hand. She grunted softly, she sighed once. My hand moved lower till I must have been brushing her pussy. Her eyes closed, her lips pursed and she blew air out in a soft whoosh.
"I said, one or two, but close by at two for sure. We call you."
"I meant the limo. When is it going to be here?"
"Oh, maybe eleven. Dress mommy up for business, not like slut. Sid wants us look professional."
"Uh-huh," I said, massaging my sister's ass with my hand, stroking deep to touch her pussy.
"Be ready." Annie whispered again and hung up.
I lay the phone on the bed beside me and withdrew my hand from under Tawny's dress. She opened her eyes.
"What are you doing with my phone?" I asked.
"It was buzzing in your pants. The ones you left on the floor of the bathroom where you stripped them off last night before taking your shower." She smiled. "I thought it might be important."
I nodded. Right, I thought. I moved my hand to her thigh but she gripped my wrist and pushed me away from her. Then she bent over me and kissed me on the lips, definitely not like being kissed by your sister. Her lips where plush and soft. Without another word, she walked out of room; walked, hell, she sashayed, her shapely hips boinking back and forth like they were mounted on a pivot. Her long skirt swished back and forth. I lay back on the bed, thankful I had not tried to mix my sisters with the MILFs. Gawd, I would never survive that much pussy!
The next thing I knew I was waking again. The bed was moving and someone was pulling at my shoulder.
"Sonny? Sonny?" Georgia's voice roused me. Her hands rolled me from my side, I had been facing way from her. She rolled me onto my back, my bare shoulders squeezing against her plush thigh resting on the bed beside me. "Sonny, wake up."
I opened my eyes. "What time is it?"
"Nine." Georgia said.
"What are you doing here?"
"Sonny, Mom did not go to work this morning. I thinks something is wrong."
I sighed and lay back, closing my eyes. My eldest sister's voice held no hint of concern or anxiety; if anything I heard jealousy. "So?" I grunted.
"So, what is going on? Why is Mom staying home from work?"
"What are you still doing home?" I opened my eyes.
Georgia shook her head, her red-orange hair twitched with the motion. She scooted her ass more firmly onto the bed, pressing her thigh against me, pressing the point of my shoulder deeply into her hip. "This is unlike Mom. She never sleeps this late. When she came home from the beauty shop last night she went directly to bed. What is going on?"
I almost chuckled, remembering Mom's comment from yesterday. What would Georgia do if I told her Mom was recovering from being a human condom? I kept my face impassive. Georgia could be insistent. I shrugged. "Nine? I needed to get going." I sat up and found my phone. I looked at the time on the last call, quarter to seven. Annie called me that early? What a bitch! My cock twitched. She was my bitch and I could use her as she liked, do what she wanted whenever I wanted. My cock hardened and I made no move to hide it from my sister.
I was dialing when Georgia's hand found my cock under the sheet grasped me, fitting her fingers around me and gripping me through my briefs. Her eyes were intense, staring down at me.
The hotel answered and I gave the nice lady the room number I wanted while my sister's hand moved up and down on my cock. Can a cock get calluses? After all the action I had participated in these last few days, I thought my cock would be raw and worn down to a nub. To the contrary, Georgia's hand on my cock only made me want to fuck her. The urge flushed through me and I almost pushed her face towards my crotch, but Messy Melissa answered the phone.
She sounded wide awake and chipper as a chipmunk on a Planter's tour.
"Mrs. Crawford?" I said. Georgia's hand stopped its gentle motion on my stiff prick.
"Good morning, Sonny!" Melissa gushed into the phone. "Fuck me but I slept good last night! I have not had a weekend like this in all of my life!"
"You know the thing I mentioned to you, why you delayed your flight a day?" I asked, ignoring but not missing her comment.
Melissa did not respond immediately. Then she said, "Yes. You mean, you mean watching, watching you fuck . . . your mother?" Her voice dribbled down to a whisper.
"That's right. Does that still fit into your schedule?"
I thought I could hear her gulp but it might have been my imagination. With Georgia's hand working on my cock, I was surprised I could imagine anything.
"Well, yes, Sonny. If, if you think . . . yes."
"I'll be there to pick up you, uh, pick you up in . . . how soon can you be ready?" I was having trouble talking.
"For that? I am ready now. Jesus, I am wet just thinking about it!"
I chuckled. "Why? After all you have seen, why would it affect you like that?" Georgia's eyes found mine. She looked puzzled, trying to figure out what I was talking about, who I was talking to.
Melissa did not answer right away and for a moment I thought she was gone. Then she said, "Because it's, it's you, Sonny. Seeing you with, ah your mother. Fuck I cannot wait."
"You may have to but I promise, we'll manage to fit your schedule as you want."
"There is someone there with you? Jesus, Sonny, is she there? Is she with you now?"
Georgia pulled the sheet off my body and her hand snaked inside my briefs. Then she shifted to her knees on the floor and with both hands pulled the briefs half off my hips. Her hand gripped me and she fit her mouth over the end of my cock and sucked. Her head drifted down and my cock sank into her mouth. The feeling nearly unhinged me. My sister, dressed to the nines for work was sucking my cock. I was so confused.
"Yes." I said, drawing it out like a hiss. Georgia hummed around my cock. Fuck but I wanted to fuck her but at that moment I reverted to the tacit agreement I had made with myself not to mix anyone with the MILFs . . . well, not my sisters at least. "I'll be there in half an hour." I said and dropped the phone onto the bed. With reluctance and no little chagrin, I pulled my sister's sucking mouth off my cock. She sat back, her face crumpled with rejection and disappointment.
"Goddammit, Sonny. You fuck me, you fuck Mom and then nothing. You act like it never happened. I want you to fuck me. Hell, Dalia and Tawny want to fuck you too. We agreed we'd wait on you but shit, you act like we don't even exist!"
I sat up and covered my now aching cock with a pillow. I had plans for him, which of course often had only a passing relationship to what happened to me. "What the fuck, Georgia, did you blab about, about, a, that night?"
Georgia looked caught. Finally she nodded. "I had to tell them."
I did not bother to ask what sort of logic in her pretty head made that necessity. I pulled Georgia up onto the bed beside me. I unbuttoned her grey business blouse and split it wide, revealing her white bra and equally white chest, littered with freckles. I bent to her chest and kissed the slope of her breast. I dipped into one of the voluminous cups and pulled her lax breast free so I could touch my lips to her. Her hands grasped my shoulders and then my head. Her body jerked and she tried to slide down on the bed, to recline while only sitting half on and half off on the side of the mattress. I licked her nipple and then sucked her breast into my mouth.
When I finished, Georgia was panting like she had been underwater for an hour. "Sis, I can't. Not now. I have to go." I took hold of one of her hands and shoved it between my legs, pressing my cock once more into her hand. She gripped me again. "I want you, I just, I just have some other things going on and I cannot start with you. I'd never leave the fucking house! Jesus, sis, I want you but I have to be realistic. If I fuck you, I am going to have a house full of pussy. You said it yourself. I need to . . . I need to . . . oh fuck!" My resolution died and I pulled her onto the bed and shoved the grey straight skirt as high up her legs as far as I could only to find the barrier of her panty hose. I stared at it.
"Oh, Sonny, don't stop." Georgia hissed.
"I fucking had panty hose." Said through gritted teeth.
"I'll take them off." Georgia panted, laying back onto the bed.
I pressed a palm against her pubic mound, and her hips shifted higher and then she slipped off the bed onto the floor. I did not try to stop her but got off the other side of the bed. Her head appeared over the edge of my bed and she was looking daggers at me. "Are you fucking Mom?" Georgia growled. "Is that why she is staying home? You usually have a class but here you are lounging in bed till nine. You think I cannot figure out what is going on?"
She looked so hurt, so angry, so vulnerable all at once I almost did not know how to respond. "No, you cannot imagine what is going on. Georgia, I am going to fuck Mom this afternoon, yes. But, but it is not what you think. I fucking promise."
"Are you going to fuck me, then? Tomorrow?"
I shook my head, astonished that I was turning this woman down. Then I said something surpassingly stupid. "You are my sister, Georgie!" That only made her angry, really angry.
Georgia got to her feet and stood there buttoning up her blouse only to realize her bra was all out of whack. She began to struggle to get tits and ass arranged for the day. "Fuck you, Sonny. She is your mother and you don't seem to have any problem sliding the meat to her."
"Don't be vulgar." I said, speaking my mother's remonstrance with a straight face. What things we do under pressure!
Georgia looked at me like she was going to explode but then the door opened and my mother appeared. Mom's face needed help and her eyes were still bleary with sleep but with that hint of awareness and sharp understanding still present, that acuity a mom always seems to have about her kids. "What's going on in here?" She said in her best 'mom' voice.
Georgia glanced once more at me and then flounced out of my room.
"You're late for work, honey!" Mom called after her. Georgia did not respond. Mom's eyes creased with concern. "Is this getting out of hand, honey?"
I shrugged. "I did not want to mix and match, MILFs and sisters." I said without thinking. "Getting you all airtight has turned out to be quite an undertaking."
Mom gulped, the tension showing the motion clearly in her pearly neck. "Did you think it would be like dating a virgin, honey? We're all women and we want what we want."
"You ladies can be damn insistent, too." I said. My cock twitched and reversed course. "I need you to do something else, Mom." I explained the day's events and what I thought was going to happen, leaving out the conjunction with Alissa. I had no idea how that would happen or if she would even know about it. "Annie said Sid wants an entourage so I am heading out to get Melissa. She can go with you."
Mom nodded but she was thinking something. I could see it on her face.
"You said I should stay home. You a, said you wanted to fuck me, a, in front of someone?" Her tone made it a question. "Sonny, even after Sid rammed his ram into me, after I left, I kept thinking about what you said. Does that still go?" Her little girl voice was so cute.
I waited, letting the silence between us linger. When I nodded, I think she breathed again. "Yes, Mom. Alissa's sister, Melissa is in town. We fucked them both last night. I promised her I would let her watch while I fucked you today."
"Oh." Her face did not change while she digested that. Finally she nodded and looked over at me. Mom smiled. "I'll take a quick shower and be ready when you get back. Is that why you are going to get her? So she can watch me fuck my son?" She did not wait for an answer but opened the door and disappeared.
I dressed and drove to get Melissa. She was waiting out in the brisk air so all I had to do was drive up and she got in beside me after she put her bag in the back seat. For a while neither of us said anything. I got onto the freeway and could relax a little. I looked over at her. "So Mrs. Crawford, how does it feel to have been air tight?"
Melissa shook her head, her eyelids closing like great shades over her big eyes. She opened them and looked over at me. Her frizzy hair was a dark, sexy cloud about her face and shoulders. "Sonny, never have I experienced something like that! I'll be high with this weekend till my tits touch my knees."
I laughed, hard. I felt ebullient. After all the confusion I felt last week, everything seemed to have worked out wonderfully. Alissa was mine! And there were still two MILFs for air tight attention. And, if that was not enough, I was pretty sure my mother would fuck me, at least till I yielded her to Sid. If I discounted Georgia's little tantrum, I could not think of a better situation to be in. But then, I don't have much of an imagination.
"Sonny, watching you guys fuck a . . . "
"Natasha. Mrs. Rossini." I filled in helpfully.
"Yes, yes, Natasha. That was unbelievable but sharing the bunch of you with Lissa like that. Having her right there when I came and hearing her panting as she came . . . my gawd, it makes me squirm just to think about it now. I don't think I will ever forget it." She laid a hand on my leg and I jerked, the car twitched but I righted it. Melissa did not seem to notice or care. "I have to tell you, after you fucked me at the airport, I wondered what I was getting to. I could not believe you were treating me like, like, like that. I could not bear to face that I liked it but you never once hesitated to make me act like I wanted to be sexual like that. I don't know how you did it but now, having it past, I am glad you did."
"No second thoughts?" I pressed.
She shook her head.
"Not even about Sammy?"
Melissa's head jerked to look at me. Her hand covered her mouth. "Oh shit, I forgot about that. You gave me to him."
I almost corrected her but did not. "Still want that?"
"What choice do I have? Think Sammy will take 'no' as an answer? Particularly since mother is off limits."
I was nearly to my house. "I think Sammy will be okay. Mrs. Rossini and Annie will fuck him silly so I rather doubt he will go without."
Melissa smiled. Her hand moved to my already or still hard cock. "You see that he stays in shape for his aunt. I think I will be hungry as hell by the next time I see him. He needs to be used to fucking because if I have the chance I am going to get him in my ass while father Sam does me. Sonny, having a man in ass and pussy is the best thing I have ever experienced! A girl hears about it but fuck me, I never imagined actually experiencing it would ring my bells like it did. I cannot get it out of my head. "
The garage door opened and I drove my car inside, since the girls were all gone. I did not want anyone to see Melissa sashaying into our house with my boner pointing at her from behind. Mom was sitting at the table when we came into the kitchen from the garage. I did not hesitate. I moved to her, took the coffee cup from her hand and kissed her. Her mouth was redolent with the musty coffee taste. She shuddered as I drew her to her feet. She knew what was coming. I pulled her away from the table, to the kitchen counter and ran my hands up under her stretch white dress. It was of some stretchy stuff that was never alive but fit her like, well, like a condom. It looked good but not really my idea of professional, well, not boring professional. As I pulled the skirt over her hips revealing a lacy thong framed by garters and a belt. Melissa sagged against the garage door and watched us, hands behind her ass.
Mom fumbled with my belt.
My phone rang.
I glanced at the clock, it was a bit after ten. "Hello?" I said through gritted teeth. Mom had my slacks open and shucked them down my legs.
"Sonny?" It was Sid.
"Hi Sid. What's up? Beside me, I mean."
He chuckled but it was a rattle and a thump. The tension in his voice startled and disturbed me. "Sonny, the limo is on the way. I have been up all night talking to China trying to get this all arranged. I think we are a go. Turns out it fit right into this deal I am working on in China but it is a fucking project. First, though, thanks for your part in this. I have a reputation to think of and getting my cock into your mother will become lore in China when Annie is done. She loved it. Anyway, the limo is on the way. I know it is a little early but I decided to get started early. If you will be at Mrs. Honeywell's office, downstairs or close by around two, I'll call you. You are still up for fucking my attorney, aren't you?"



Mom put a hand around my cock as she struggled up onto the counter. I moved between her legs. "Yeah, sure." I grunted. Mom's thighs gripped me and her heels pulled at me, shifting her ass to the edge of the counter. Her hands bent my cock and stroked it beneath swatch of cloth covering her pussy. She inserted the head into her pussy. I shoved a few fine inches into her fine pussy. Outside a horn sounded.
"Shit!" I grunted, pulling against my mother's rabid ministrations. "That's the limo." Mom released me, her eyes slightly wild. "Sid. Alissa's sister is in town. I am sending her with Mom. I thought she might be a good addition."
"The more the merrier. I was going to be without a staff at this shindig and well, having all these beautiful women around me will help the deal I think." He guffawed. "Honeywell's sister? Does she fuck you too?"
I ignored the question. "When do you want me there?" Realizing I already knew the answer.
"Two will be fine. Wait in the lobby or close by. Don't come up till I call you. Once you come up it should not take long. I'll take your mother home, if you like."
I had moved away from mom and she and Melissa were at the door. They waved, the door closed and a moment later I watched the long Lincoln limo pull away from our curb. "Sid, Mom's busy this afternoon." I said softly. "But after today, if you want her, she's yours, I think, if you want her." I felt the tension of the statement seethe in me.
Silence.
I waited.
Finally Sid spoke, "You think she'll be okay with that? You offering her cunt up like that? Cause buddy, if you give her to me, I am going to fuck her every chance I get. Jesus, what a woman!"
"This isn't business, Sid. It's pleasure." Then I had a different thought. "Maybe you are right. Let me work on that. Let's keep that in mind though. I think she liked being your cock sock but she has some stuff to work out." Mom would fuck Sid night and day, I sensed, but I wanted her to help complete the MILF list. I was just stalling. What a selfish prick. Ah well, I'd share later.
"That's fine. I will be out of the country till the middle of January just before the Chinese New Year. So unless she wants to spend a few months in Asia taking my cock, it is just as well. But Sonny, I want you to understand that I want her. If you arrange it, I will make it up to you."
Sid Kingston was gone before I could respond. Just as well since I was speechless. He'd make it up to me? Like he owed me something? I was fucking his wife, right? Giving her what she wanted . . . ah there was the difference. She was sexually satisfied and that could be a real valuable thing to a man that needed to travel as much as he did. I smiled to myself. I could rationalize anything. The reality likely was that he was not having me tortured and killed and canned as dog food.
I had time to waste and tried to study but the whole milieu swirled in my head so I drove downtown around noon. I drove to one of the higher parking decks and parked, finding a level that had fewer cars. I sat for a moment, trying to let my mind settle down. I was trying to get my head around everything that was happening; you know, having one of the moments when everything seemed perfectly clear, understandable? It does not happen but it is cool when it does.
My reverie busted like a dropped egg. Landon Clark walked right past the row where I was parked. I was facing the elevator down into the galleria. I rubbed my eyes and looked again. I found it difficult to believe it. Out of all the places and people to see here. Then I thought he had some idea of what was going down today and wanted a piece of it. I almost smiled.
Landon stopped at the elevator but did not touch the call button. He looked around and then stuck his hands in his pocket. I was about to get out of the car and holler at him but abruptly he pulled out his phone. He punched a button. My phone rang and I nearly jumped out of my skin.
"Sonny Duncan! What's happening? Whacha doing? What's the good word?"
"Landon." I said slowly. He sounded jocular and that was not like Landon Clark. I watched him talking to me. What a weird fucking feeling. I don't know why I didn't get out of the car or tell him I was watching him. "Where are you?" I asked, curious about his answer.
"Just hanging. Man, Sonny, the weekend was un-fucking-believable."
"Uh huh." For some reason, I was dumbstruck.
"I have never had so much great pussy. You are definitely the man, Sonny my man!"
Landon never talked that way. "Landon, what's up. You never talk like this. You nervous or something?"
Silence. In front of me, he stopped shifting, glancing around. He was waiting for someone.
Fuck me but I had a vision of his mother cruising into the picture and Landon kissing her on the lips. "Landon?"
"Yeah, Sonny?"
Coy, right. "Landon, is everything all right?"
"What are you a woman?"
"What are you, a dick? Something is on your mind."
"Jesus, Sonny. All this pussy is making you more perceptive than you ever were before. It's Mom."
Kyla? I flashed on my cock being welcomed into her full ass, her gasping, gurgling pleasure mounted on her son's cock while I pressed her down onto it with my cock in her ass. "Kyla? Have you fucked her since the opera?"
Silence but not so long. "That, well, that is what I wanted to talk about. See, well, shit Sonny, I have a bit of a problem."
A problem? "Oh?" My heart stopped beating. Was Kyla losing her nerve, losing the feeling of cock and wanted to blow, or unblow our MILF List? No one would go along with it if Landon backed out, particularly before we all got into Kyla. I waited.
"Well, Mom, she ah, well damn a pirate's balls, Sonny."
I waited for him to get to it.
But then a woman appeared in my vision. Not a woman, a girl and something struck me about her.
"Sonny, listen, I have to go. Could you, can we talk about this later?"
Darlene Emerson! She stood in front of Landon, smiling. Her full pink lips glistened. She wore a long light coat that flapped behind her knees but framed her full breasts, the cleavage was full and deep and luscious. Fuck but I wanted to dive in.
"Tomorrow." I said.
"Tonight?"
"No. I have to take Melissa to the airport."
By the elevator, Landon nodded. "Oh, right. We can talk later in the week." He put away his phone and took the girl in his arms and kissed her like a lover. They melded together into a kiss that made me jealous. Landon cupped one of her ass cheeks in one hand and caressed her breasts with the other, pushing her against the wall beside the elevator. Darlene's coat was yellow, with a white sweater underneath. Landon's hand was under it and the tight lean flesh of her stomach appeared. He pushed her bra over her breast and pulled away from her lips to kiss her breast. Darlene shuddered, turning her head to the side. Her arms snapped over her head and she pressed them against the wall above her. It looked weird with her purse still slung on her shoulder. Her hips pulsed, thrusting at Landon as he licked and kissed her one bare breast. Then I saw the elevator move and the light blinked up from below. By the time the doors opened and three women sauntered out, Landon and Darlene were standing side by side holding hands like any other couple in love. They disappeared into the elevator. For a moment I thought I caught Landon's eyes seeing me through the glint of my windshield before the doors closed and they were gone. I was spooked by the whole thing.
The women from the elevator walked to a car close by, stowed their shopping bags and drove away. I sat, stunned. Landon Clark and Darlene Emerson? Holy shit! That was no $1,000 a whack hooker, either. That was an eighteen year old girl! Suddenly I thought I had a glimmer of what he wanted to discuss and I understood why Landon Clark would stutter. I sat there shivering with adrenaline as I considered the eruption of our little MILF list into public knowledge.
The tinking on my window made me jump like a virgin sitting on a dildo in church. I turned my head and my heart stopped, again. What the fuck was happening. Kyla Clark gestured for me to lower my window. I turned the key and did so, feeling really discombobulated.
"Mrs. Clark." I managed to croak.
"Hi Sonny. What are you doing here?" Her tone was cool.
I rolled up the window, pushed open the door and got out. Talking up to someone like that made me feel like I was five again with my face in everyone's crotch or ass all over again. No wonder kids are cranky all the time, they walk around in a fog of adult farts!
"I could ask you the same thing." I countered after I got my car door shut and locked. Rather than the fierce look I expected, Kyla closed her eyes.
"I suppose you saw it? Landon with that girl?"
"Yeah." I said slowly.
"Do you know her?" Kyla asked. "Oh, forget that. Okay, I followed him down here." She stopped, took a huge breath and looked up at me. "Buy a girl a cup of coffee?" She said finally.
Thankful for the respite, I nodded and we boarded the elevator. All I could think of was what would happen if we turned a corner and came face to face with Landon and Darlene. I was so absorbed in my thoughts I did not notice our mutual silence till we arrived at a coffee spot. I guided us to a back corner table that looked out on the lower levels of the four floor galleria. I got us each a latté. When I was settled, I looked at Kyla and saw only sadness in her eyes.
She shook her head. "Sonny, you cannot imagine what it has been like at my house since the MILF night at the opera."
I could not help myself. I chortled. I was unsure if she was trying to be funny and I should be encouraged or if she was in despair and my laughter would push her over the edge. She was somewhere in the middle.
She smiled a bleak smile. "Landon has not touched me since, since, since then." Kyla stared down at her latté. "I tried but I was so, so . . . oh, Sonny it was awful. I thought, I thought . . . ."
I suddenly had a flash of what she might have thought.
"I was horrified by what we had done." She looked up at me with more of a smile, the barest hint of relief evident in her expression. "Not because of, of what we did. No, I expected him to mount me the next day when he got back but he came home that Saturday night and nothing. I expected him to come into my shower and scrub my back and make me suck his cock. I expected to have him between my legs night after night for the next month. But there was nothing. He barely said two words to me the whole week. Last night, however, he came home smelling of sex, frazzled and clearly completely fucked out. He came into my bedroom and kissed me on the lips. He apologized and said if I could give him time, he would explain everything." Kyla shook her head. "You cannot imagine how fucked up I have been! I felt like I was wearing someone else's skin. I was short with everyone, irritable and filled with . . . you cannot imagine."
She was right. But I had some idea of the intensity of it.
"Now, Sonny, now I understand. He was out late that Saturday that Saturday after, after the opera. He had a date he said and told me to wait up. I did. He came home and went right to his room like he forgot what he said. I did not forget! I had no idea what to do. I am not the one to slip into his room and suck his cock and mount him. Well, not yet anyway. I thought something had happened. Something did, apparently. The next morning he was gone before I got up. I had a little wine to sooth my nerves that night before and it was late the next morning before I roused. I did not see him again till Tuesday and by then I was crazy inside. I had no idea what was happening between me and my son. I was a wreck. My nerves turned into longing and I wanted him to fuck me. I wanted my son to come to my room and take me like I was his mistress. I dreamed of . . . well, I had dreams about sex. I'd wake up wet with it. Gawd, I wanted my own son to use me to make the longing go away! I was crazed with lust and anxiety mixed in equal measure. I almost called you but I heard him talking to one of the other guys and understood that someone was going to be, a, airtight this weekend, last weekend."
Kyla Clark's cheeks turned pink. Her eyes found me and suddenly she looked so fucking sexy. Her brown hair tumbled about her face, framing it and giving her a girlish, shy look. Her eyes were a woman's eyes, though, steady and unblinking.
"I figured you would call me if you wanted a piece of me. I had to just wait. I made up a thousand stories about why Landon had left me hanging. Thursday I was furious with you all day, certain that you had told him to leave me alone so he would be ready to fuck whoever you boys were servicing this weekend. Last night I got that something else was going on and I had could not begin to guess what it was. Now I know."
I nodded. "Landon has a girlfriend."
Kyla Clark nodded. "My son has a girlfriend." She echoed, a little bleakness mixed with pride in her tone.
We sat in silence for a few minutes. I did not know what to say. I gazed out the window and who would believe it? I saw Landon and Darlene walking on one of the lower levels. They stopped to lean over the rail. Landon's hand held her ass and then she turned and they kissed. I glanced at Kyla. She was watching them as well.
"He is in love. I don't know what to feel. I have never seen Landon in love before. Sonny, you were always the nearest thing to a best friend Landon ever had. He is like his father; self-assured and cocky to a fault. He never felt the need to follow anyone and everyone loved following him but I think deep down he admired you. I know he does now. The MILF list, that is all your doing, Sonny and my son knows it. He has had a terrible time this last week and now I know why."
When I looked at her, Kyla was staring at Landon and Darlene, and did till they disappeared into the thin crowd and out of our sight.
I had the distinct feeling that she was not done talking. I was right.
"Sonny, whatever else has happened, this week of anxiety has forced me to think about something I would not have faced otherwise." She looked up at me.
Something in her eyes scared me and I flashed back to the romantic dinner before the opera. I opened my mouth to stutter only to discover the fucking world actually does not revolve around me and my cock. What a shock!
"Sonny, do you know what I have been dreaming of since the MILF night at the opera?" She spoke with a mischievous glint in her eyes. She did not wait for a response. "Your mother's mouth on me. Her taste on my tongue, the feel of your semen swirling inside of her and her orgasm as I ate her. I am haunted by it. I wake in the night quaking with desire to be eaten by her again." She smiled wanly. "I realized eventually that I wanted my son to fuck me to cover up what I was dreaming about; your mother's mouth on my pussy."
"Oh." I said into the little pause. After a while I noticed Kyla's eyes on me and the implicit question in them. "Oh, oh!" I got it, finally. "You, you . . . I see."
Kyla did laugh then. "Sonny, you are priceless." She reached over and patted my arm. "Don't worry, I am not . . . I am not giving up cock. But since I am confessing, you know what I thought when I saw Landon's lips on that girl's bare breast right out there in public?"
"You wished it was you?" I ventured. Even if I was wrong, it was a sexy guess.
Kyla laughed. She shook her head. Then she really laughed. "I guess I am not sure how you meant that, you naughty boy! A different thought. But no, I thought of Landon fucking her and the taste of her after he was done. I wondered to myself, very consciously if I could maybe make her come after he fucked her. If she would like it, if I would like it. Then I wondered if she liked it in the ass, like I do? I thought about sharing Landon with her, the both of us fucking him." Kyla Clark closed her eyes.
Without opening them, she said, "Sonny, can I tell you something? I have fucked around on Tony for most of our marriage, in my mind in response to his fucking around on me. But that is not fair, I have boinked first as often as he has. We were both props to each other's set piece. Landon has suffered because of that, particularly when one of us gets it into our head that our marriage is more than a business arrangement. No, what I want to confess is that I have often looked at this woman or that woman and imagined sharing Tony with her. I have never had the will to do it. I never wanted to give him the break of implying I was in any way okay with his philandering. I hated it but at the same time, several of those bimbos he took up with made me want to touch them. When I looked at them after knowing that she had sucked Tony's cock, I have often thought about them, like that, nude and sated. I liked the idea of undressing them but until your mother, I never imagined anything beyond that moment when their tits come into view as I removed their bra. Now, now all I can think about it having her tongue swirling around in my freshly fucked pussy! Oh, Christ, Sonny! I am so horny right now. Are you busy? Can I ask you to . . . "
My phone rang. It trilled again and I gritted my teeth. "Kyla, I am sorry, I have to take this."
She nodded, resignation and contemplation on her face.
Annie's voice greeted me. "Sonny? Time to fuck Honeywell bitch. Blondie girl wait for you at the front and take you to her office."
"Okay," I responded but she was gone. I adjusted my gaze to meet Kyla's.
She smiled wanly again. "It's okay, Sonny. If you have to go."
I nodded. "I do have to go. I . . . Kyla." I stood. "Things are rarely what you think they are."
She nodded. "You have no idea. Neither does Landon. I followed him down here. I thought he was seeing another woman. Sonny, I thought it was your mother. I thought Cici was doing my son behind my back."
I stood, bent over her and kissed her. Her expression did not change. "No, Kyla. Mom is fucking Brent. I can assure you that Landon is not hung up on my mother."
I left her then. The clock was ticking in my head. Alissa was waiting. On the elevator to the street I called Mrs. Rossini.
"Hello, Sonny." She said, she sounded groggy.
"Hiya, Sasha. How's the ass?"
"I am still sitting light, and sleeping less. What did you do to Brent yesterday. He fucked me before going to school today like an uber mensch."
I grinned. "I am wondering if you would mind if I came by with Melissa and Mom later today?"
"Of course. What do you have in mind?"
"Melissa wants to see me fuck my own mother."
Sasha gasped and then laughed. The guy in the elevator with me looked sideways at me and we walked out together onto the street. I stared at him till he went on. Sasha finally spoke. "You want to do it here?"
"If you don't mind? I thought you might like to see that as well."
"Taking reservations, are you?" She asked. "Don't answer that. Whatever the reason, I do not want to know."
I was just outside the lobby of Alissa's building. "Look, I need a favor. You know Kyla Clark, right?"
"Of course."
"Call her. Invite her over and if Brent comes home, tell her to fuck him for you."
"He is not going to be home till late. And besides why should I be giving away my house cock?"
"Oh, well, then keep her there till I get there. I'll explain it to her." Her question registered. "A favor to me?"
Silence. Finally, "Sonny, are you really going to fuck your own mother in my house?" Her voice quivered.
Fuck me, she was excited. I had no idea. I was just trying to give Annie a rest. What a bunch of twists I was fucking. "I am. I don't know how long before we get there but Melissa's plane is at nine so it will be pretty soon." I hung up and took the fast elevator to the fortieth floor.



I found the entrance to Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline. I hesitated outside till I saw the blond woman staring at me. I pulled open the door and tried to saunter in like I owned the place. I doubt anyone was fooled. I wore a nice outfit with jacket and everything but with an open necked shirt; ties are not my thing. The blond, Blondie in my mind, stepped up to me and extended a hand.
"Mr. Duncan?" She said in a breathy voice.
I gulped as my cock twitched and began to inflate. I was already primed and this woman just frosted the cake. She was blond but the rest of her was pretty awesome too. I closed my eyes for a moment and when they opened I could see confusion and a bit of concern in her eyes.
"Are you okay, sir?"
I nearly giggled. This woman, twenty-eight or twenty-nine I figured, so nearly ten years older than me. She called me "sir". I shook my head. "How old are you, miss?"
The blush was so sudden and so profound I thought I had really fucked up but her eyes dropped and she said softly, "Old enough." She said.
I nodded an acknowledgement. "Twenty-five," I said confidently. "You look twenty-five. I'm always right about this."
When she looked up her green eyes were glittering and she smiled a not-very-businesslike smile at me. "Right this way." She breathed at me.
I shuddered. My cock twitched and grew. The woman turned and my eyes took a moment to get the image of her cleavage out of my mind. The tight red blouse hugged her and I envied it. I moved to keep close to her, eyes fixed on her sashaying hips. What legs! What an ass! The thoughts rattled around in me and put a hitch in my step while I tried to adjust my cock, giving it room to . . . whatever. I tagged along after her into a smallish office.
"Right in here. Make yourself comfortable." Miss Blondie gestured to the easy chair by the door. She slipped behind it and lowered the blinds looking out on the rest of the office and then tilted them closed. She turned and smiled at me, crowding the chair where she directed me to sit. "Mrs. Honeywell will be right with you."
I moved around her and she stepped to the door, her high heels made her walk like a young deer nosing through a thicket except she was full grown. She turned and hugged her breasts to the door frame. "Can I get you anything, Mr. Duncan?" She asked then her head twisted to look out of the room and she was gone. Something spooked her. I went to the door, hating the feel of an open door with my back to it. I noticed one of the gumbies from the previous week. The white one, one of the partners but realized I did not know his name, Bickerstaff or Kline. He was staring at me. I closed the door and sat on the far side of the room. The room was dim, lit only by the light from the big cubicle warehouse outside. The office was small, made smaller by the large wooden desk. I sat in a chair against one wall at the end of the couch/love seat. Another lounge sat at the other end right beside the door where Blondie had suggested I sit.
My heart thundered and for a moment I wondered if I was scared and then I realized I was imagining Alissa Honeywell bent over this big desk, my cock pressing into her body, her full, arched black ass bunching up against me as I entered her. I thought again of her gasping, ebony face, how her eyes fluttered and squinted as she felt a man enter her. When the door opened I jerked like I had been shot.
The gumbie appeared. "What the fuck are you doing here?"
I leaned back and stretched, balanced one leg on my other knee. "Sitting." I said. "Say, I remember you. You are one of the partners, right? Which are you, Peppers, Bickerstaff or Kline?" Before he could respond, I said, "Somebody told me Kline and Bickerstaff were twins but I did not believe them. So? Are you? Twins, I mean?"
The man's face went completely red, clear up into the comb-over that passed for hair. "Mr. Bickerstaff is black." He growled.
I snapped my fingers and put both feet on the floor and leaned forward. "Right! Right. He is the one with the sense of humor. That is how they tell you apart, right?" Honestly, I don't know what happens to me when I get scared. I get flirty or fucking chatty, bitchy I think, like a well-dressed switch-hitter who stumbles into a biker bar. I don't dress good enough to be gay but I always imagined this sort of witty repartee was what passed for the bitchy gay man under the eyes of some hulky homophobe; confused about whether to flirt or hiss and spit or run like hell. I did not like the looks of this asshole and yet I had to be careful, for Alissa's sake and my own, if I had any shot at their little job. That last thought locked in and I stood up and extended my hand. "Sonny Duncan, sir. Sorry to be such a smart ass. I have heard so much about you and what an impressive persona you have, I was stunned for a moment. I get chatty and stupid when that happens."
I almost burst with pride when the man shook my head, a look of confused pleasure on his face. I wanted a shower. At that moment, Alissa appeared at the door, Blondie peeking over her shoulder at me.
"Mr. Duncan? You are on time, I see." Alissa said in a chilly voice. She tilted her head. "I see you have meant one of the other partners, Mr. Kline, Sonny Duncan. You saw him at lunch last week."
"What is he doing here, Alissa?" The man rounded on her, planting hands on his hips. The cut in his suit coat widened and I imagined a tail poking out of the back of his pants. The image fit his stance so perfectly, I gurgled a choked laugh that earned me a glare from Alissa.
"I asked you a question, Mrs. Honeywell. What is this gentleman doing in my office?"
"Your office? This is my office until you and . . . until I get the office I was promised when I signed the partnership papers."
Mr. Kline ignored her. "I asked you a question. What is this, this boy doing in my offices?"
Alissa clicked her lips and let her breath out slowly. "I have some business with him."
"Business? What sort of business do you have with this boy? I am a senior partner and I deserve to know . . . . "
"My business." Sid's deep voice seemed to curdle the air from around the corner. Blondie gave away and disappeared. Sid's lanky, tall form created a shadow as he moved up behind Alissa. "Mr. Duncan is handling some business for me, private business. Business you best take no interest in, Mister, ah, I am sorry, was it Bickerstaff?"
I almost choked.
Alissa, seeming to take a cue from his appearance, stepped past Mr. Kline and moved behind the desk. I sat back down in my chair. Kline looked at Alissa, a questioning stare, a glare for me and then a smarmy, unctuous smile for Sid. Sid's expression did not change.
"Well, Mr. Kingston, if he is part of your business, I think it is only right that I be read into it right from the beginning. I am one of the senior partners, after all."
"Yes, you are but let us be clear. I am doing business with Mrs. Honeywell. Only Mrs. Honeywell. If that bothers you, I am sure I can find another firm."
"Oh, Mr. Kingston, that will not be necessary, will it Wilfred?" Alissa sounded scared. Before Mr. Kline had a chance to speak, Sid did.
"Mrs. Honeywell, I assure you our arrangement is not in any danger as far as I am concerned. If this gentleman and the other senior partner objects to how you handle my business, I am sure I can buy them out, change the name of this firm to Peppers and Honeywell." Sid grinned sardonically. "That seem a bit extreme don't you think, Mr. Kline?"
The man blubbered for a moment but then finally said, "Mr. Kingston, I just want to be sure you receive the best representation . . . ."
"I am sure you do." Sid turned around and spoke to someone whom I presumed was Blondie. "Would you ask the three women who arrived with me to join me here. They are still in the conference room, I believe. Thank you." Sid moved into the room and sat on the end of the couch closest to me. He extended his huge hand and shook mine. "How are you Sonny? Ready to do this?"
I could not help myself. "Or whomever." I said.
Alissa peeped and looked embarrassed.
Sid smiled without teeth and turned his big eyes to Wilfred Kline. "You are welcome to witness this final little bit of business if you like? I bet your curiosity is getting the best of you but, little kitty, you should remember what they say about curiosity." Sid settled back into the couch.
Kline looked down and he visibly straightened his shoulders and his egg-shaped back. "I am sure my involvement would benefit anything you need."
Sid lifted his eyes to the skies and shrugged his big shoulders in a large motion around his sigh; sort of phlegmatic, 'Have it your way' without the words. "You do have a very beautiful wife, Mr. Kline. Your second I believe."
Blondie appear leading Mother, Melissa and behind them, Annie. They trooped in. Melissa sat in the chair next to the door, Mom took the couch beside Sid and I got up and offered my seat to Annie. She nodded with a nervous smile and sat. For a moment, no one spoke, no one moved.
"Go, Mr. Kline or close the door." Sid nodded at Blondie. "Thank you Ms. Swearington. I appreciate all your help. I am sure Alissa will benefit from your particular benefits. I hope you enjoy working with her. Close the door for us, would you."
The blond Ms. Swearington glanced at Mr. Kline and when he did not bother to acknowledge her, she turned on the overhead light and left, closing the door behind her.
"So? What is this about?" Mr. Kline said in an avuncular tone. "I understand this is the last detail before you sign our contracts?"
Sid laid a big hand on my mother's leg and stretched his ent-like frame on the couch. It made his pants ride up and showed his gray socks and smooth nut-brown legs. My mother snuggled closer to him. I thought of sitting down beside them for a moment but then leaned against the wall at the end of the desk, liking my vantage point. I could not tell if I was a Roman, a lion or a Christian. I recalled Sid's comment about curiosity to the "little kitty". I decided this was the perfect time to make like a wise Roman and keep my mouth shut, so I did, secretly proud of my newly acquired super power. Then I thought of my smart comments to Monsieur Kline and I lost that flush of accomplishment. Only God knew what that little outburst would cost me.
Sid cleared his throat, still looking at me. His head swung back to Mr. Kline. "You have been researching me and you have discovered the aspect of my reputation that gives lots of men in your situation pause."
"My situation?" Kline said, nearly a sneer in his voice.
I glanced at Alissa and saw temerity in her eyes when hers met mine. She made no attempt to communicate, waiting to see what was coming next. I thought at the time she had more at stake than I did and admired her for her waiting. I was mistaken. Turned out I was Roman, lion and Christian.
"You have a trophy wife. What is her name, Portia?" Sid said.
In that moment, thinking back, I believe Mr. Kline realized he had stepped into a hole or maybe on a mine. "My wife? What does she have to do with it?"
"My reputation is for horning in on men who fuck away from home. But that is just sport, fucking a man's mistress right under his nose when he knows he cannot really object. But that is just sport. When it comes to business I am sure your investigation into me has revealed that I only do business with men. My reputation, I believe is that I fuck their wives, or girlfriends or sisters, a mother or two, daughters, whatever. It is a matter of business, a good exchange. My business for their most treasured pussy. I presume your various hints during the conference about the agenda being 'all there is to it' intimated at this and by now you are certain that it is all false. I assure you," Sid's hand slid high up my mother's leg. She bit a lip, stifling a gasp as his large hand moved under the hem of her tight, white, very unprofessional dress. Her legs parted and she slumped down on the couch. She jerked when his hand disappeared between her legs, his fingers must have touched her pussy. Her hips rose once, pressing against him.
Kline stared at her.
I was thinking that one huge cock and my mother turned into a cock slut. But her behavior made my cock hard. I wondered if I should try to hide my wood or not. Lion or Christian?
Sid continued. "I presume, Mr. Kline, that you and your partner thought it all bull, all hearsay and legend but I am here to assure you, both aspects of the legend are true. Are you sure you don't want to leave us to our business?"
Sid waited for Mr. Kline to pull his eyes away from the sight of my mother being fondled. The gumbie looked up and in a sort of a daze, shook his head.
"You want to understand how this is going to work, right? You thought that you would discover these stories about me are false or you would be in a position to take my business away from Mrs. Honeywell here, right? Because she is a woman and I only do business with men? Isn't that what you were thinking?" Sid stopped but then continued, giving only the merest impression that he cared about an actual answer. "You thought that I would not settle on Mrs. Honeywell because she is a woman and I would not fuck her husband or her son and since she has no daughter . . . " he glanced at Melissa who tucked her chin and cocked her head at him, the oddest smile on her lips. " . . . you thought I had not intention of doing business with her and that this was going to be your account, your business and you and your buddy were going to find a way to replace Mrs. Honeywell as my counsel. Isn't that right?" Now, Sid waited.
My mother groaned into the silence. Her head lolled back onto the back cushion of the couch. She lifted her hips, one hand gripping a cushion as Sid stroked her pussy.
Mr. Kline glanced at her and then returned his attention to Sid. He licked his nothing lips, so thin they looked itinerate mascara.
Sid ran his hand down my mother's leg to her knee and pulled it wider. My mother responded and she grunted when his hand disappeared under her skirt again, pushing it high on her thighs.
I got so hard.
"I did not introduce this woman. Her name is Cecelia Duncan." He nodded at me. "She is Mr. Duncan's mother. Mr. Duncan has made an arrangement with my wife, whom I did not introduce. Mai Li Ting is my wife, Annie Kingston." Annie glared hard at Mr. Kline, no acknowledgement of his glance. "I beg your pardon. Annie is fucking . . . or rather I should say, Mr. Duncan is fucking Annie. He can fuck her whenever he likes and she likes it a lot I understand. Annie, why don't you show Mr. Kline that Mr. Duncan can have what he likes from you? Suck his cock for us, why don't you?"
I gulped. My vision of a quick poke with Alissa bent over the desk turned out to be much less complicated than this reality I was watching unfolding before me.
Annie did not hesitate. She slipped to her knees and knee-walked over in front of me; an arresting sight in any circumstances but particularly in that situation for she was well dressed and coifed to look professional and alluring at once. The sight of this woman on her knees licking her lips unhinged me. She looked up at me, her serious eyes replete with eye makeup and green shadow. My gawd but she looked sexy staring up at me like that while she found and unbuckled my belt. The sound of my zipper sounded like a scream in the suddenly silent room. She unhitched the button and my trousers rumpled around my waist. My cock ignored everything since my eyes were fixed on the woman's lips which she kept licking. She smoothed my slacks away from my cock and they sagged down my thighs. They tickled me and I had a sudden compulsion to giggle. Annie saved me by running the palm of her little hand up the cloth arch of my covered cock, which sobered me. Suddenly I could not breath.
Then my mother groaned into the silence.
My eyes opened and I could see Mom twisting on the couch. With two hands she daintily picked up the edge of her white skirt and stretched it up and off Sid's hand. Sid had his middle "FUCK YOU" finger buried deep in my mother's cunt, her white satin panties pulled to the side to accommodate his dark hand. She was pumping her pussy up and down on his long, knuckled finger, perfectly framed with her white garter straps and the sash of the white belt.
For a moment I wondered what had become of her thong, the one I had slipped my cock past in our kitchen.
Annie's head turned to look at the sound. When she turned back, she pulled my briefs off my hard cock, which stopped any wondering about unimportant shit. With both hands she skimmed them down my hips and onto my thighs. A little hand gripped my cock and bent it to her lips. She kissed the head and then her mouth opened and I felt her tongue swiping at me. I was glad for the wall behind me. I locked me knees and arched my back a little as Annie's mouth smoothed down the singing length of my cock.
Damn but I wanted to groan.
"The arrangement is to their benefit and with me out of the country," Sid shrugged, "I do not begrudge Li Ting her orgasms. She certainly has to put up with all the stories you have heard. Everyone sees her and wonders how she can be married to someone so obviously unfaithful. The answer to that is none of your business but there is something you should know. Mrs. Duncan, would you care to help?"
Cici opened her eyes. She turned her head and said, "What? Sid? Uhhhh, what?"
"My cock, Mrs. Duncan. Show this good man my cock. He seems to think the legend is a lie."
While my mother got herself together and got to her knees between Sid's splayed legs, Annie sucked on my cock. Each time I thought I was going to come into her luscious mouth, she would hesitate, stop and wait. I felt like she was scooping out my brains with her tongue.
"I am here, Mr. Kline, was it? I am here because of Mrs. Honeywell. She understood this aspect of how I do business and she arranged for this part of my business; offered it in such a way I decided to look no further. I am impressed with her willingness to use sex to get what she wants. You see, the way this is going to work is this. Sonny fucks my wife. I fuck his mother. Since I cannot fuck Mrs. Honeywell and have no wish to do a son or a husband, Sonny is going to fuck Mrs. Honeywell for me. He will fuck her whenever, however and wherever he likes which in this case, since I am making a rather notable exception to my legend, will be quite often, I assure you. I will get my pound of flesh and Mr. Duncan there, will have his fill of your Mrs. Honeywell. In exchange for my business, Alissa has agreed to become his willing mistress. However, now that you insist in being read into this part of our deal, you are going to have to participate. You and your partner." Sid stopped talking to lift his ass.
Mom pulled his trousers and BVDs down his body, down his thighs and down to his ankles. His bare ent-legs glistened smoothly in the dim light, hairless and brown.
"Jesus Christ!" Mr. Kline muttered.
Mom put both hands around Sid's huge cock and tried to fit the mushroom head into her mouth. She licked, she slurped, she sucked. The cock swelled, straightened, stiffened and rose.
Sid tapped the side of Mom's face. "Mount me." He said softly.
Mom did not hesitate. She struggled to her feet and swept her panties down and off her legs.
Annie withdrew my cock from her head and, still sitting on her knees, twisted to watch my mother mount her husband. I noticed Melissa staring at Sid's monster cock.
"Fucking fuck me." Melissa whispered. "Oh fuck me!"
Sid put his legs together. Mom spread her legs and balanced on one knee, the other on the arm of the couch. She fit the head of the cock inside the entrance of her pussy and then she grunted and leaned into Sid. Sid held her by the hips and helped her control the cock piercing her body. Mom's body bucked once and she lost her hold. Her hips dropped a few inches. She twitched and grunted and then started to shake. She found her balance on both knees and pulled her hips back. Then she pounded them forward and down, taking half of Sid's monster cock deep into her welling body. She bent forward and lay her head onto Sid's shoulder.



Sid opened his eyes. "You see? Sonny's mother, fucking me while my wife sucks his cock. He could fuck her but he has something else to do this afternoon, I understand. He is going to fuck Alissa but only if you agree to this arrangement."
Mom moaned and her body slid lower onto the huge cock. She lifted up, pulling off of it before pressing her body down onto it again. She made no further progress. Suddenly she bucked, squealed and her whole body stiffened. She jerked and fell sideways off of Sid's cock onto the couch. She lay on her side, facing Sid, twitching and jerking, her skirt hiked over her pale, smooth hips.
Sid stood, pulled up his pants, put away his cock and sat back down. He pushed my mother's dress higher off her hip and planted his big hand on it. "Mr. Kline, here is the choice for you and your partner. I presume you want to do what is required to finalize our deal today, now, right? If you want my business, your wife, her sister and your ex-wife have to fuck me. Your partner's wife and his daughter both have to fuck me. Do that and you two gentlemen will handle my business. Oh, Bickerstaff's niece and you both have a mistress. I'd need to fuck them as well."
Annie slipped her lips along the length of my cock, not stopping until my cockhead pressed past the back of her mouth and into her tight, convulsing throat. Gawd I wanted to come! But she clinched the base of my cock while she held me buried in her mouth. I glanced at Alissa. Through the erotic fog that obscured the world, I could just make out the look of horror on her face—not about Annie sucking my cock but at what Sid had just said.
"No." Kline breathed. "I can't. She, they . . . impossible!"
Sid nodded. "I tried to save you this. Now you understand the terms of Alissa's agreement, you as a participating partner must contribute. Wife, ex-wife," Sid chuckled. "I like that, collecting an ex-wife. That is fresh."
"Fuck her. You could have that bitch if you wanted."
"I do want." Sid sobered. "Wife, ex-wife, sister-in-law, oh and your mistress. Sonny fucks them all. Bickerstaff contributes his young wife, his adult daughter and his youngest sister or niece—he can decide. Oh, no wait, he is not here so he will contribute them both. And his mistress. That is this part of the deal that you have been read into. Now, I am a fair man, Mr. Bickerstaff . . . "
"Kline." The plump man squeaked.
Sid stared balefully at the man, astonishment that a partner could be so stupid. "Whatever. Look, if I was going to do what I said, I would fuck them all myself. But I as I said, I am a fair man. I will be content if Sonny her fucked them all for me. You understand? The alternative before you is this. Provide my associate here your family pussy or I will take Mrs. Honeywell and go somewhere else. Do you understand?"
Kline nodded slowly. He glanced at Alissa but she ignored her.
I could not tell if she was scared or about to laugh.
Sid continued. "And just so we are clear, I will ask for your input when I want it and only then. Till then, I expect you to let Mrs. Honeywell do her job. Because the next time you put your nose where I do not want it and where it does not fucking belong, I will fuck all of your family pussy till they echo, then I will do them from one side while Mr. Duncan here does them from the other side. They will either never forgive either of you or they will never give you another sniff of that luscious pussy you like so much."
Sid smiled his most rapacious smile. "I have my research team as well, Mr. Kline. Never presume that I am haphazard in my business dealings and believe me, your women are not part of the business your firm and I am going to do. But both you and your buddy need to understand who is who and what is what. So Sonny, here will fuck them all. I will take your word and Mr. Bickerstaff's word that you will make good on this agreement but I will not wait long to hear that Sonny has done them all, mouth, cunt and ass. So when you sell it to them, make sure that they know they are going to be well and truly fucked. I happen to know that Sonny is an accomplished ass man. Annie enjoyed a length of his cock in her ass just the other day, while I watched." Sid laughed now, genuine delight in his voice and eyes.
Annie's mouth took on an expressive urgency on my cock and I nearly came again. A hand rode her head as it bobbed back and forth on my cock. Fuck but I liked being blown like this. I could not believe I was so excited.
"I tell you, Kline, this guy, look at him. My wife is sucking him and he is enjoying himself. Alissa, I think it is time to pay up . . . well, if Mr. Kline has no objection to providing his assurance that the women I just specified will be fucked . . . Mr. Kline, can you speak for Bickerstaff?"
Annie pulled her mouth off my cock, got unsteadily to her feet and returned to her seat. She left my cock glistening in the wind. I did not know what to do with it so I kept still, hoping no one would notice my bare cock. Alissa and Melissa both stared at it with roughly equivalent looks. I hoped I interpreted the look in their eyes correctly. I called it "hunger" and felt good about myself.
Kline looked like someone had just broken a raw egg into his mouth. "I . . . I . . . " he stuttered. He took out his phone and hit a button. "Bicky, you fuck. It was all true. Yes, both. No, there is no fucking mistake. I saw his cock. I stood here and watched a woman try to mount him. She took half of him before she gave up. He made her come without half trying. No. No chance. Impossible, not your wife or mine either. He wants Portia, Becky, Portia's sister Taylor. You have to give him Dannielle, Sophy and, er, you have a younger sister?" Kline held the phone away from his ear. "Not him, Bicky, not him. A boy, the kid Alissa mentioned about that other thing, from the other day. Kingston wants him to . . . yeah that's right." He held the phone away from his ear again.
Sid pointed at him. "And Clara Swearington and his mistress too, Tina something? Tina Louise, a white woman, I think she was. Black hair, freckles, huge tits and a ripe apple ass."
Kline goggled at Sid, then held up a finger. "Let me talk to him." Into the phone he said, "Goddammit, Bicky, you said this would all work out! You can't fucking back out now that you find out you are wrong. If we fuck this up Peppers will . . ." Kline stopped and looked around the room. He went to the door and out of it.
"Close the door, would you?" Sid said into the resulting silence.
Melissa did. She sat down, staring at the floor. No one moved. My cock got cold, coated with Annie's service.
"Should I fuck Alissa now?" I asked Sid. He held up his hand. The look I got from Alissa was hilarious. I had twisted her psyche into knots and this whole situation continued that. I could not tell from the look if she was hot or frightened, whether she was disappointed or relieved, maybe both; whatever she was, it appeared as intense focus.
"Fuck Annie, if you like." Sid said casually after a slight hesitation..
Annie uncrossed her legs and stood up. She moved to me and grasped my cock in her little hand. She moved in front of me and lay down onto the desk. I lifted her pleated skirt and found garters and a tiny thong. I moved it aside with a finger. I whiffed her excitement. She bowed her body and then arched her hips, parting them and presenting me with the flowering lips of her pussy. I thrust between her cunt lips and she grunted and mumbled in Chinese. I was rearing back to run my cock deep into her when the door opened and Kline appeared. His eyes flickered over the sight of Annie laying on the desk. Blondie was behind him, Clara Swearington. Her eyes widened along with her mouth. She gasped and staggered into Kline.
"Close the fucking door!" Kline hissed.
I ran my cock into Annie and she groaned. Her overheated body bucked and her depths clinched onto me, gripping my cock in a wondrous hold, shattering whatever control I thought I had.
Blondie closed the door.
"Bicky, Mr. Bickerstaff says okay." He growled. He turned to Ms. Swearington. "That fellow fucking . . . fucking, he is the one you have to fuck." Kline fixed his eyes on the woman and waited till she pulled her eyes from the convulsing woman on the desk and nodded.
"Yes." She sighed. "Yes, okay." She smiled into my eyes. "Now?"
"Fuck no. Whenever he wants. Get out and tell no one about this."
"Duh!" She growled back.
I pulled my cock out of Annie just before Blondie opened the door to leave. Her eyes fixed on my glistening cock then she met my eyes and gave me a brilliant smile. Annie sighed, moaned for a moment and then struggled to her feet and back to her chair.
"Alissa. Your turn." Sid said.
Alissa wore a business suit, jacket, cream blouse and a straight skirt. I had been pondering how I was going to fuck her since she appeared, wondering why she wore the tight skirt. It would have to come off. I wondered if she thought about this moment when she dressed this morning.
She unzipped her skirt and shuffled it down off her astonishing ass and hips. She wore a half-slip.
I pointed at Melissa. "Want a taste of Annie? Just a taste before I fuck your sister?"
I saw Sid's glance at Melissa and a half smile while he shook his head. I had been watching Melissa shift and twitch in her chair. She stood so fast she looked sheepish. She approached me and got to her knees. While Alissa removed her slip, revealing her own garters and no panties, Melissa licked at my cock. Her mouth opened and she sucked my cock into her mouth. She immediately backed off.
Mom, on the couch, righted herself and pulled her panties back on. "Mercy I am wet," she said with wonder in her voice. Her panties on, she looked up at me. "Honey, did you really give me to Sid?"
I pressed on Melissa's forehead and she backed away, stood and returned to her seat. I pulled off my shoes and pants. Alissa watched me.
Kline moved back to the door of the office. "I don't fucking believe this." He murmured.
"How do you want me?" Alissa said, her eyes half-closed. Her voice lilted and she smiled at me as I finished striping off my pants.
I glanced at Sid. He gestured with an open hand. "I only watch once in a while. It is not really my thing."
"From behind," Kline hissed, "Take off her shirt and bra. I want her naked."
Alissa did not hestitate but shucked off the jacket and unbuttoned her blouse. Her breasts came into view.
I had almost told the turd to shut the fuck up and maybe Alissa sensed that. Sid said nothing so she acted. But I sensed she wanted to be naked, wanted everyone to watch her fuck me, watch her come. I doubted she would come, I had wondered the night before if she could come. Till that moment, I thought it would be a poke, a stroke and thank you ma'am but I saw then that this was going to be a full-fledged fuck.
Naked, Alissa bent over her desk, dragging her breasts along the top of her desk as she lay down. She reached behind herself and gripped her ass cheeks and pulled them apart.
"Say it." Kline whispered.
"Oh Sonny, come fuck me!" Alissa sighed as she settled her nude body onto her desk.
"Yes, Sonny, fuck her." Sid said.
"Fuck my sister, Sonny." Melissa added.
"Fuck her, son." Mom joined in.
Annie looked over at me and then smiled. "Fuck Mrs. Honeywell, Sonny. Fuck her good!"
The echoes of Kline's command seemed to diminish it and him. It had the opposite effect on me.
I felt a huge wave of erotic energy flood around and through me. I smirked. "Well, it seems unanimous." I moved around the desk, pushed the chair into the corner, grasped Alissa by the hips with both hands but had to release one to direct my cock into her parted pussy lips. Seated in place, I shoved my cock into the black woman. With both hands I gripped her black ass and shoved my cock deep into her. She groaned and shuddered, lifted her hips and snapped them back at me, driving her pussy down hard onto my cock. She was slick and hot and my cock seated into her body immediately.
"Oh, oh, oh fuuuuuucccccckkkkkk!" Alissa keened. I withdrew a few inches and then ran my cock into her body once more. "Yes, fuck, yes!" She hissed, sucking air through her teeth. Her hands pulled on her ass cheeks hard and tight. I ground my cock into her and she shuddered again. I pumped into her several times before seating myself fully inside of her and grinding, swirling her steaming flesh with my cock.
"Holy fuck. Holy fuck!" Kline grunted. He lifted his phone and snapped a picture.
Sid, for a big man, can move fucking fast. He had the phone away from Kline before the man could blink. He gripped it in one huge hand. "Dick." He muttered. "I should fuck your ass for that you fucking idiot."
Alissa missed it all. I began to bang against the twin cushions of her wondrous ass, pounding at her. Each time I pulled back I yanked her back off the desk so I did not pinch her against it. She released her own ass and found a firm hold on the desk. I hammered into her. She grunted with each stroke, offering me resistance that ground us together. The initial little climax had fired her passion. It was molten in her. I felt her body clinch and jerk and then my own orgasm flashed through me. My hips ground into the luscious woman I owned, filling her with cum. She jerked, she pulsed and then she squeaked, a scream escaping through gritted teeth. Her hips shimmered and then she jerked hard just once and relaxed.
My cock slipped free of her and I staggered sideways to sit bare assed in her office chair.
Sid turned to Kline. "All of them. Both of you. Sonny, Mr. Duncan gets them all on demand. Do you understand me? Do not fuck with me, Kline. Tell your buddy he does not want me fucking his women either. If either of you back out, I'll have them all myself. Understood?" Sid did not wait for a reply. "Now go."
Kline opened the door but Sid stood and crossed to him.
"Oh, Kline, tell Bickerstaff that you two need to leave the women you are fucking alone till Mr. Duncan has been inside them, mouth, ass and pussy. Understand? I have some homosexual friends who would love to try to convert the both of you just for the fun of it. So no cheating on us. And no funny business, I'll know and when I know, you will fucking pay with your little virgin asses." With a big hand, he pushed Kline out the door and closed it.
"Fuck me." Melissa said.
I looked at the little digital clock on Alissa's desk. It said three-twenty.
I started dressing. "We have to go. Melissa, your flight is at nine, right?"
She nodded.
I wiped my hands on Alissa's ass. She did not move but lay still. I bent over her. "He is not going to fuck you. Just as well get dressed. I'll see sister Messy gets to the airport." I whispered.
I looked at Sid and he grinned at me. "This is the best part of my business. What dicks. Thought they could snake this account from your woman there. They will learn not to fuck with me because they really do not want me fucking with them, or theirs." He rumbled.
I hesitated but mentally shrugged. "Sid, I am not sure I understand something. Can I ask something?"
He nodded, turning to help my mother stand, which she did only to shift her ass back and forth with a blissful look on her face. "Shoot, Sonny, but I need to get back to the conference room to sign the docs. This finalizes the deal nicely. Thank you. But shoot, what is it?"
Alissa stood up and I handed her, her bra. She looked at me. For good measure I bent and took a dark nipple into my mouth and sucked at her for a moment and she shuddered. She dropped the bra on the floor and placed her hands on my shoulders and held me in place. She sighed when I withdrew. "Sid, when you say you fucked all those women, I presume in China, how did you manage? I don't mean to put too fine a point on it but your cock is fucking huge. Could all those women take the whole nine yards?"
Sid shook his head. "In reality, only a few actually tried and maybe a dozen or so actually got me fully inside their twats. The rest, just the thought made them swoon and, like you, I had someone else do the honors. I never watched very often but generally, I used guys who would owe me for giving them a particular woman to fuck. The women, mostly were thrilled to contribute theirs and get a little strange to help out hubby or brother or son or whoever. They like fucking for a purpose." He nodded, then, "but they did like fucking once the bra and panties came off. But make no mistake, your mother is special." He hugged Mom from the side and she blushed, still shifting her hips.
"I can still feel him, like he was still inside of me. I think I'll come while I am walking." She whispered, amazement infused in her voice.
Then, with Melissa and Mother close behind I sauntered, really sauntered past Ms. Swearington and out of the law offices of Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline.
I shook hands with Sid. He sniffed his and grinned at me. I slipped an arm around Mom and with Melissa behind us, I staggered down to the elevator. Mom and I supported each other, both come drunk. The elevator arrived and we descended. I walked us across the street to the galleria elevator and up to the level where I parked before anyone spoke.
"Now what?" Melissa asked once the elevator door closed behind us. I turned to my mother and kissed her, a lover's kiss. Mom responded like she was ready to fuck. Her body molded against me. One hand caressed my cheek while the other rubbed up and down my side.
"Hey, okay, fine, I get it. You are a mother fucker." Melissa whispered.
Mom pulled apart from me. "You know what I want." She said.
I didn't.
She repeated it. "You know what I want? I want you to do Melissa. Enter her but don't come. Then whatever you do, that is up to you."
"I am taking you to Natasha's house where I am going to take off your clothing and lay you down on her bed and fuck you, Mom."
Melissa gasped.
"Melissa wants to see us. She wants to watch me mount you. " I looked at Melissa. "Isn't that right, Mrs. Crawford."
She shook her head. "You two have such wonderful fucking ideas!"
I pulled Mrs. Crawford into the loop of my free arm and walked both women to the door of our car.
"I want to sit in back. I need to rest, relax and . . . " Mom trailed off.
I unlocked the car and turned to Melissa. She smiled and kissed me lightly on the lips. She wore the outfit she had worn on the plane. I reached under the skirt and ran my hands up her legs. I was immediately hard. Mom opened the door and sat, legs out, feet on the concrete.
"Take her against my window." She said in a soft voice. "I want to see it from behind her." She pulled her legs in and slammed the door.
I peeked around and saw no one. I maneuvered Melissa's back against Mom's window and lifted her skirt. Melissa wore no panties and only a garter belt and stockings. She spread her feet and arched her back, presenting her pussy to me. Her hands deftly unwrapped my cock. With my pants at my ankles and my briefs binding my thighs, I gripped her thighs and entered her. Melissa shuddered and grunted. Her body resisted me, taut and slick with her excitement. She groaned and popped her pussy at me twice, taking me deeper each time till I felt her inner tension release and my cock slide deep into her body. Minutes before I had fucked her sister.
"I was fucking your sister a few minutes ago." I said softly, speaking my thoughts.
Melissa groaned and began to grind her hips at me, surging and sagging away from me. Her fluids flooded out of her, running down her legs and mine.
Mom tapped on the window.
I pulled Melissa away from the window and lifted her skirt high over her hips. She groaned as I pressed her bare ass against the cool glass.



Mom tapped again and I looked around the black woman. Mom was pointing over my left shoulder, mouthing something. I nodded, pulled free of Melissa's body. She whimpered but as I quickly covered myself, a car cruised past us. I opened the door and Melissa got into the car. Minutes later I was on the freeway headed back towards our neighborhood and Mrs. Rossini's bed.
Mom laid down on the back seat and in moments she was asleep. For the first part of the ride, Melissa just gazed out the window. Neither of us spoke.
After a while she spoke. "Is it true you write books on Amazon?"
I glanced at her but nodded. You are a star, I thought, smiling at the woman.
"You use your name?"
I shook my head. "Medium McClusky." I said, feeling that lurch I get in my gut when I lie. But what was I going to say? You are on literotica? Congratulations, everyone knows you fuck your nephew and love pussy? Hardly a wise choice. It is true she was a gorgeous, sexy black woman. That would have to be sufficient. I told her that.
She nodded. "Thank you. What is it called?"
"A, The Pleasure Contracts, actually. There are a couple. I hope to get a few more done, a, soon. It's a series about a guy about my age who is seduced by an older woman and then gets to fuck a whole variety of women because of it. There is a contract for pleasure involved."
"A guy thing, then. Variety? One of every kind of woman? Fucking just out of curiosity?"
I nodded. "Sort of but more complicated." I shrugged. "Might not be your thing."
She nodded and looked out the window again while I drove.
"I never got a chance to ask you. Do you remember, yesterday?"
Melissa looked over at me and grinned. "I doubt I'll ever forget it." She said in a husky voice that trickled over me like a woman's hand in the dark.
"I mean, do you remember what you agreed to?" I pressed.
She shrugged. "Tell me. I might have said about anything while I was coming."
"You remembered this morning. You said anytime Sammy wanted you . . . . " I trailed off.
She did look over at me then. She shook her head. "No. I said I wanted to fuck Sammy anytime I visited. You said I had to fuck him and his father."
"But you agreed." I saw Mom's head appear in my mirror. Her eyes were barely open.
"Sammy and his father? Really?" Mom asked. She slumped back out of sight. "I thought I was pathetic but I am just hooked on giant cocks." She sighed. "I am pathetic."
Melissa glanced over her shoulder. For a moment she was silent but then she said, "I may be pathetic but how many women have ever had a father and son in her at the same time? It won't become a habit but fuck me! I get quivery and weak just thinking of having Sam in my pussy and Sammy ramming my ass. Fuck me but I love it all!"
I nodded. That was what I needed. I took our exit and at the stop light punched my phone and dialed Sammy. He answered. "Hey Sonny!"
"Sammy, I am driving so only have a minute. You busy tonight?"
"Nope, well studying to do but nothing I cannot adjust. What you need?"
"Be at Brent's house at six sharp. Bring your cock."
Sammy wheezed. "I never leave it lying around. Do you?"
The light changed. "Gotta go. See you as six." Stupid to drive and talk at the same time. Like trying to do homework and fuck at the same time. Neither one gets your best.
I glanced at Melissa. She was smiling. "What?" I asked.
"Nothing. You want me to fuck him."
I shrugged. "I want him to take you . . . ." Mom chortled in the back seat. " . . . to the airport." I finished. "You are both adults. If you want to stop for a quick something something along the way, what is that to me?"
"I am his Aunt." Melissa said. "Shit. I am fucking my nephew. I fucked him. He rammed his cock into my ass and I sucked his cock and he fucked me normal. I never thought those words would come out of my mouth or that his cock would go in it. I cannot help it, I get a thrill running up my legs and down my back when I say it out loud like that. I get just nuts inside. Jeezus, Sonny, you have to fuck me!"
"I thought you were just watching." Mom asked from the backseat.
Melissa twisted to look at her. "Okay, fine. I'll watch you fuck your son." She straightened. "I may be some sort of twist but I get nearly the same thrill when I say that! You are going to fuck your son. He is going to put his cock into your pussy. I am going to watch Sonny fuck his mother."
With the f-bombs exploding all around us, I half-expected my mother to object and try to censor the black woman. Melissa turned around and looked me. "You know what I really want." She spoke in a whisper.
For a moment I was confused but then realized the words seemed like a question but she had not asked a question. I glanced at her and tried to guess what was in her lizard brain.
"I can hear you whispering." Mom said from the back seat. "Oh, fuck, I don't care. Just so you fuck me."
Inspiration struck me hard on the heels of Mom's f-bombs. I wanted to look at her and see if she was toying with me or in despair but I was driving and I had to voice what was bouncing around in my head. "You want to eat my cum out of my mother?" I did make it a question. I could not help it.
Melissa's face registered shock when I glanced at her. Behind me I heard Mom sit up and lean over the seat. She whispered in my ear. "I heard that. The answer is yes." Mom said, her voice taut. She sat back, leaving the tendrils of her warm breath slinking through my body. My cock roused and then flashed erect. An erotic shiver ran through me like I was possessed. I was. Erato had gripped me hard and had not let go of me.
"How the fuck could you know that?" Melissa breathed.
"He is like that, Messy Melissa." Mom said from the back seat. She sounded drunk. Then she sat forward and lightly kissed the side of my neck, licking at my skin with a hunger I loved feeling from her. "I want it all, Son. I want this twisted Nubian princess to watch you take me, to mount me and see me thrash through climax after orgasm with my own son. I want her to put her lips to my cunt and clean our cocktail out of me and make me come if she can. I want you to sell me to Sid so he can fit me over his cock like a human condom and fill me up with cock and I want to cum till I am stretched out like the fat lady's sweat pants. I want to be so stretched out all anyone else will want is to jam their cock up my ass or in my mouth. I want to be able to say 'fuck' in a sentence without blushing. " She giggled and settled back into the back seat. "Mrs. Crawford, eat me."
I remembered I had asked Natasha to call Kyla and I wondered if she had? I turned onto the Rossini's street and drove to their drive and parked to the side so Brent could get past to his garage. Their house had three cars.
I turned off the car and looked at Melissa. "Are you ready?"
She nodded. "I am just watching. Shouldn't you be asking the woman in the back seat, not me?"
"I am ready, Sonny." Mom said softly. "Oh my, I am so ready. Is Tasha going to be there?"
"Watching." I said. I got out of the car and walked to the door. Melissa and Mom arrived about the time Natasha opened the door.
"You're here." She said only, when she opened the door. She turned and walked into the house, back to her bedroom. I followed and after an instant's hesitation, Mom and Melissa did as well. Natasha stood facing the door of her closet across her bed when I arrived. I moved in behind her, circling her waist with my hands and running them down her thighs. She wore a pair of pink jeans for breast cancer awareness month and a flimsy white blouse. Her thighs bulged in the tight jeans, firm and full, forming about her ass in a most flattering way. I ran my hands up and down her body. When I cupped her breasts, she sagged back against me.
"By the stars, you would think after Saturday I would have had enough to last for a year but Brent fucked me this morning and now I want it again. I love it! What have you done to me, Sonny Duncan?" Natasha cooed.
Mom arrived beside us on one side and Melissa arrived on the other.
"Is Mrs. Clark here?" I asked as I nibbled at Mrs. Rossini's ear. She wiggled against me, giggling lightly.
"Uh, no. I, uh, called her but, uh, I have not seen her. She said she would cuuu, cuuu, come."
I released the twanging woman, turning to my mother. I took her into my arms. She smoothed against me like a mink coat. I kissed her lightly on the lips. "You two sit down. I am going to make love to my mother." I said in a hoarse voice. Mother fairly gleamed with pleasure. Words are so rich in potential when applied like a tender touch in a surprising way. I felt the other two women leave us. There were chairs at either end of the dresser, one a straight backed by the door and the other a sitting room chair.
Mom looped her arms under my arms and over my shoulders. She rose to tip toes and I kissed her hard. Her plush body pressed against me and for a moment, she was new and mysterious and fresh and eager. I could feel her need and want emanating from her, radiating like an attractive force. My cock swelled and twitched in my pants. I kissed my mother hard on the lips and then when she gasped and broke her lips loose from my mine, I kissed down her neck. She shivered and lifted one foot and tried to climb me like a greased pole. I kissed to the crevice of her breasts, holding her by the ass and lifting her as I licked and kissed at her cleavage. She shuddered, her hands gripping my shoulders . Her hips began a subtle, pulsing thrusting in my hands, punching me in the stomach with her pussy as I licked down between her breasts, bending her backwards. Her legs lifted and she locked her heels behind my knees. It unbalanced us and I staggered with her full weight in my hands, she hung from my shoulders till we hit the bed and fell onto it.
I got awkwardly to my knees, one on each side of my mother's supine body. She lay looking up at me, a queer little smile on her lips, her eyes watching. I understood immediately. She was waiting. I slipped my hands under her ass and leveraged her to the center of the bed. She put one hand on my enlarged cock then retrieved her other hand and began to open my pants.
"Scissors." I said once, then again.
"Tasha? Tasha!" Melissa's raw voice rose behind me. "He wants scissors."
Mrs. Rossini grunted and a moment later, she lay a pair on the bed beside my hand, as Mom opened my pants and put her hand around my cock inside my briefs. I did not look at Mrs. Rossini. I was focused on my Mother. I picked up the scissors and got to my knees between my mother's open legs. She stretched her arms over her head and lay still, her eyes watching me, that peculiar smile on her lips. She wiggled her ass and widened her legs. I got between them and she widened them again about me and then became still. With finger and thumb I took hold of the hem of her white stretch dress and pulled, lifting it towards her watching eyes. The fabric peeled off my mother's body a little at a time, twisting and bunching before slipping along her wide thighs. The tops of her stockings came into view; the straps of her garters two on each side and then the frame of her white satin panties covering the pussy.
When I released the dress, it snapped over her crotch, covering her. I lay down the scissors and with both hands, peeled it back up her body till it bunched over her waist. When I released it, her garters and the dark blur of her pussy remained in sight. I picked up the scissors and lifted my eyes from my mother's pussy to her eyes. She was watching me but meeting my eyes did not change her expression. She waited on me. I waited till she lifted her hips, a slight waver in her body that lifted her pussy, pointing it at me. Mom closed her eyes and looked away, pressing one cheek into the upper flesh of the arm stretched beside her face.
I took my cue. I slipped the blade of the scissors under the fabric of her panties, pressing the cool metal against Mom's spread hip.
"Ohhhh." She sighed into the silence.
I closed the scissors and they merely bound in the clothe of her satin panties. I corrected the approach and made the first cut. The tight satin cloth relaxed around my mother's pussy and leg. I made another cut and another which opened her left leg, releasing the panties entirely. I twisted to the left and inserted the single blade of the scissors under the remaining satin of her panties.
Mom moaned again and hips lifted just a little. "Ohh honey!" She breathed. "Who would have thought scissors could feel so, so sexy!"
I closed them for the first cut and she twitched. I closed them again and Mom cooed, pressing her face hard against her extended arm, eyes closed. When I cut the other leg of the panties free, she immediately lifted her hips. I pulled the satin free of her body and tossed it off the bed. My mother waited.
I tossed the scissors off the bed and made my pants comfortable around my thighs. I took hold of my cock and bent it to touch Mom's pussy. It gaped, glistening and open like the proverbial flower. She did not respond except to stop breathing. With one hand I pressed the head of my cock through the folds of her pussy and into her body.
"Oh Son, Son, Sonny!" She gasped. Her body seemed to be stretching, tightening with anticipation.
I held the head of my cock inside of her for a moment and then bent over her. Her face turned up and her eyes opened. Without warning, she raised her torso off the bed and kissed me hard, mouth open, full of tongue and passion. I held myself aloft for a moment but then tipped over onto my hands and my cock sank past the entrance of my mother's body, sliding through the lush flesh, descending into her while she kissed me. The penetration seemed to rouse her lips. Her hand found my shoulders and when her muscles could no longer sustain the strain, he pulled me down on top of her.
"Fuck your mother, Sonny. Give Mrs. Crawford what she wants. Give me what you want. Give me what I want. Ram your cock into me, Sonny. Oh gawd, fuck me!"
I did. I intended to go slow but the feel of my mother's body enveloping me, her legs rising about me and clasping about my knees to get the leverage to pump her hips at me as I fucked her riled me. I felt the rising orgasm, a swelling tide of pleasure that welled up in me. I rushed to inspire my mother and her body responded, sensing my approach to ecstasy. She lurched beneath me. Her arms stretched over her head again and she groaned into a long squeal, shaking, then her body bucked under me. My cock descended deeply into her shivering body. Her legs widened and I clicked a bit deeper into my mother. She tensed just as my orgasm swelled in me and I jerked into her, planted in her like ownership, the first of my many spasms painting her insides with cum.
My mother jerked into a tense, attenuated orgasm shivering with tension while I pumped into her pussy over and over again. My mind seemed to wander in the flood of pleasure and I felt her stocking covered legs on my legs, the garter belts on my thighs and hips, the belt and bunched band of her white dress on my abdomen. My mother shook through her orgasm, shaking and squealing. I reared back and crushed my cock into her and it seemed to start something new. The squalling turned to screams and she chanted "yes" and "come" and "ming" over and over again while I finished filling her pussy with cum.
I ran down, my batteries lost power and I sank down on my mother, keeping my elbows under me so I did not crush her. Her hips continued to pump up at me long after my cock quit spurting into her body. I was awash in the feel of her and all that happened, every other woman I had mounted seemed to unite to create this pleasure, to expand and extend it. My mother's hands caressed me and her lips kissed along my shoulder and as far up my neck as she could reach without moving each of us.
I either passed out or dozed because the next thing I remember was my mother's soft voice.
"Mrs. Crawford." She said so softly I thought I was hearing a sigh. The consonants altered the meaning of the sound and the next time she said it, a bit louder, a bit more distinct my brain registered. "Mrs. Crawford." She said again.
I knew what she wanted. My mother! She had spent a lot of years with my sisters, eating and being eaten; I supposed that it made sense that the idea she would like to experience another woman. Heavily, I moved off of her. I got unsteadily to my feet. My trousers bunched at my ankles. Mrs. Crawford and Mrs. Rossini stared at me, licking their lips. Both had a hand between their legs and Melissa was rubbing her considerable breasts with the other. I turned to my mother and dragged her to the edge of the bed, leaving her legs dangling off the edge.
Turning around, I smiled at Melissa. Her eyes got wide. When I shuffled over to her, not bothering to take off my shoes and escape my pants, she pulled her hand from between her legs and giggled. She put her dewy hand into mine.
"Mrs. Crawford, I believe you wanted to go down on my mother after she fucked me." I said in a cool voice. I felt so proud. What words came out of my mouth! I had in that moment one of those chaotic moments when I was once more that guy listening to my buddies discuss fucking the MILFs and that we should all contribute. I could not believe that a few months of pussy could rearrange a guy's mind and life so thoroughly. I pulled Melissa to her feet. She bent forward and kissed me.
"Jesus Christ, Sonny, you never miss a trick do you?"
"Anything for your pleasure." I said.
She nodded, almost speaking but then lapsing into that hungry, hundred mile gaze as her eyes swept past me towards my mother in her freshly fucked dishabille. She moved around me like I was a stone column. I sat and puzzled over my pants and shoes.
"Oh yesssssss!" My mother hissed into the room. I looked up from my private Gordian knot and its promise and saw Melissa bent from the waist, her hands tipping my mother's hips up and her mouth pressed fast against the entrance. Mom bucked and twisted from the tits up, like she was trying to get away but her hips did not move an inch. Well, not until they bucked up, crashing against Melissa's sucking mouth. Melissa pushed Mom further onto the bed but remained standing. It looked awkward but then it occurred to me what the woman wanted.
I pulled off shoes and slacks and skimmed off shirt and wife-beater. Nude, I stood up but my cock had not caught up to circumstances. My eyes found Natasha. She stared at my cock. I moved over beside her. "On your knees, Mrs. Rossini." I said loudly, wanting my mother and Melissa to hear.
Natasha did not hesitate but flowed out of the chair. The pink jeans were gone, puddled beside her chair. She put both hands to my cock, directing it towards her lips. Her tongued swabbed my cock. I stood still and bowed my head and closed my eyes. Natasha licked my cock but only after she fit her lips around it did it began to respond. Back and forth, her head moved, skimming her lips down the shaft of my cock, her tongue lashing the head of my cock when her lips sucked at it. As she pressed her head lower, she sucked harder and the pressure brought my cock back to life in four or five deep strokes into her throat. As my cock swelled, Natasha sucked harder and harder. She found one of my hands and pressed it over her breast.
I was ready. Much as I wanted to fuck Mrs. Rossini, I pulled free of her lips and then helped her back into the sitting room chair. She looked up at me with such longing I almost changed plans. But my brain reminded me that Messy was leaving and deserved some attention. I turned away from Natasha. She cooed with disappointment but said nothing. I went to where Melissa stood, bent at the waist, sucking, kissing, and licking my mother's pussy.



Melissa did not move when I lifted the dress above her hips. I pulled her panties down her gorgeous black thighs, unsure where they came from. The thigh-highs made her dark skin black. I removed the panties and tossed them onto my trousers. I gripped Melissa's hips and she arched her back and I entered her. Her head lifted. "Mrs. Dun, ahhhhh, Duncan, ahhhh", she panted as I fucked her from behind. "Mrs. Dun, Duncan, your son, your, your son is fuck, fuck, fucking me." Melissa managed to get out before Mom pressed the woman's black face between her pale white thighs. Melissa burbled and then resumed her ministrations. Her mop of kinky black hair covered my mother's pale, white thighs and ass.
Mom sat up, struggling up right. "Come in her, Sonny. Then I'll eat her." Melissa did something just then and Mom's eyes rolled up in her head and she dropped back to the bed. I pumped at Melissa's wonderful ass, feeling the firm arch of her butt cheeks against me as I pumped my cock into her expressive pussy over and over again. She began to sway with me but could not manage much motion. I bent over her and began short little flexing strokes. I reached around her leg and twisting to get a hand onto her pussy. I must have bumped the button because suddenly she went very taut. Her pussy tightened on me like a trap, clasping and seemed to suck my cock into her body. Then she grunted and her hips jerked back at me, bumping her ass against me with force and intent. She shifted her feet wider, bent her knees and bent her torso to lift her hips. Then she began to fuck me, her hips twerking back and forth in short, violent strokes that slicked along my cock in perfect, clasping unity while inside her body, she gripped and pulsed around me. Her head lifted and she groaned.
"Fucking me! Sonny, gawd you make me so, so, so climaxed so good! Oh fuck me, Sonny!"
I did and then I felt her begin to collapse. Her knees gave way and she shuddered, twitched and began to tilt to the side. I put an arm around her waist, carried her to the bed. She was nearly limp. Mom scooted away from us, taking a position with her back against the head board. I turned Melissa onto her back and mounted her again. She groaned as I entered her but then I reached bottom and must have touched something special because she shrieked and her body convulsed around me. I dropped to my elbows, moved my hands down to her black ass and slammed my cock into her. She exploded into a fresh flush of orgasms. I rode her and when she was still, I resumed plunging my cock in and out of her. Moments later, she roused and her legs lifted to clasp around my back. She used her legs to tilt her body up and take me deeper. After a dozen stokes deep into her molten core, she shook through another little orgasm. She turned her head and kissed my cheek.
I was forehead down beside her face. I lifted a little and when I kissed her full mouth, the feeling of her huge, plush lips kissing me with such passion fired off my orgasm and I filled her with hard, spurting cock. I flooded her pussy and she cooed and stroked my body as I filled her. She kissed my neck, cheek and ear while the climax wracked me. When I rolled free, Mom gestured at Melissa and she moved to sit against the headboard while my mother got between her black legs. Mom stared down at the pink gash in the woman's body. Mom pulled her dress over her head and unhooked her bra, releasing her breasts. She bent to kiss Melissa's freshly fucked pussy wearing only the white garter belts and stockings.
My phone rang. Natasha roused from her stupor, found it with fumbling fingers and handed it to me. "Hello?" I said without noticing who was calling.
"Sonny? Where are you?" Sammy Honeywell said into my ear.
"Mrs. Rossini's bed." I said dully, not thinking. I rolled to my back, the sound of my mother's sucking and Melissa's groaning swirled around me.
"Jesus H. Christ and Mickey Mouse, Sonny . . . " a long pause followed. "I forgot what I was going to say. Oh, right. Is Aunt Melissa there?"
"Just fucked her. Mom is eating her now, like she wanted. Are you coming over?"
"I think I am too late but yeah. Why didn't you call me?"
I thought for a moment. "I just warmed her up, Sammy. When she comes to visit, you'll have sisters to fuck. I doubt your mom will sit idly by and watch her sister fuck you all by herself."
Another long pause. "Fuck me." Sammy said.
"Besides, you have a new fucking car. Don't be greedy. You can always fuck Annie."
Sammy gleeped. "Are you nuts? Mr. Kingston is in town!"
I grinned to myself. "I made peace with him. He gets Mom and we get Annie."
"Your mom? Really? You traded her for Annie Kingston?"
"That and so he wouldn't kill me, I think. Your Aunt's plane is at nine so you need to get here pretty quick. That is, if you are going fuck her before she gets on the plane." I lifted up to look at Melissa. Her eyes were shining and her arms were over her head, gripping the headboard while Mom ate her. She saw me looking at her but her eyes did not really register. It dawned on me that Mom had had lots of practice over the years. My guess Melissa was getting a lesson in how good muff diving could be.
"I am on the street now. There in five." Sammy said and rang off.
I sat up, my head spinning. On the bed beside me, Melissa was thrashing into a new orgasm, gasping and choking. The doorbell rang. I got up. "That's likely Sammy. Don't move, Mom, keep Messy coming. He'll want to see this." I padded nude to the door. By the time I got there the cold air had cleared my sex crazed head and it occurred to me that I was opening the Rossini's front door nude. It brought me to my senses enough to look through the peep hole before I opened the door.
It wasn't Sammy.
I opened the door, pulling it wide to show my smeared and weary body. "Mrs. Clark. What are you doing here?"
She stared for a heartbeat and then bustled inside. "Sonny, for gawd's sake, get out of the doorway. What if someone sees you?"
"Oh, yeah. Little head was in charge." I shut the door and took hold of one of her hands and lead her back to the bedroom. When she saw my mother on the bed between Melissa's legs, she gasped. I thought I knew what she was thinking. "Want your chance?" I said softly.
Kyla Clark turned her face up to me and I knew we had to get her air tight soon. The whole night at the opera thing had unhinged her in ways I was only beginning to understand. Melissa thrashed through a quick little orgasm and then the sound of Sammy's music thundered into the room from down the room, rapidly approaching.
"Mom, Kyla wants to eat you." I said. "Melissa, get it together. Your nephew is here." Mom struggled to her hands and knees and then flopped onto her back. "She's all yours, Kyla." I said. She did not move.
I helped Melissa off the bed.
"My panties." She said, putting her clothing to rights.
"You won't need 'em. Home work. Fuck your nephew twice before you get on the plane."
"I'll smell like sex." She said.
"Should make an interesting ride home, shouldn't it?"
Melissa stared at me then closed her eyes and presented me with her lips. I kissed her lightly. Her beautiful dark eyes opened. "Sonny, you have unnerved me. I thought, I thought I was wild but I have learned better." She turned abruptly and walked over to Natasha and kissed her full on the mouth, holding her head with both hands. They kissed while the music died and till the doorbell rang. Kyla had not moved. Mom lay on her back, her legs open, nude but for the garter belt and stockings.
I tapped Melissa on the back and she released Natasha and straightened. "Yes. Ready. Thank you for sharing, Mrs. Rossini. Fuck Brent for me." She left the room, going into the bath to run a pick through her hair. Mrs. Rossini looked positively drunk. She looked up at me and smiled. "I want some." She sighed.
I felt a lurch. If I had any starch left, it would be a miracle. Melissa arrived as the doorbell rang again. I walked her out to the living room. When I opened the door, still nude, Sammy grinned and stepped past me. I closed the door and turned to find him pushing Melissa against the wall, pulling her skirt over her hips. His pants dropped and she squeaked, then groaned, lifting a leg and sliding it up and down his body as he entered her frothy pussy. Sammy hunched against his Aunt, grinding his hips against her. She turned her face to him and took his face in her hands and kissed him hard. Breaking the kiss as his pace increased.
"Yes, Sammy, fuck me! Oh yes, fuck me!"
A minute later, Sammy stiffened and rammed his cock into his Aunt, filling her with a new load of cum. He sagged, blending against the black woman for a moment before pulling his cock free from her, pulling up his pants and stepping back. "Sorry, Aunt Melissa. I just wanted to see if I could do that. I never came standing up before."
Melissa gawked then laughed. She righted her clothing as best she could. "We best be going, nephew of mine. I have to fuck you at least once more. Sonny says so."
Sammy shot me a look of mixed emotions before smiling and nodding. He got her bags and they left the house. Just as the door closed behind them, the garage door began to open. I mentally shrugged. If Mrs. Rossini had left herself vulnerable, best to be caught nude, I figured. If it was Brent, I thought it would be interesting to go back and see what he thought of the mess we made of his mother's bed.
A minute later, Brent opened the door and came into the house from the garage. He saw me standing there naked. I felt a little odd but he just nodded. "I saw your car. Fucking my mother, are you Sonny?"
I felt the edge in his voice and was glad I could answer as I could. "No. Mine. Yours just watched. You saw Sammy? Mrs. Crawford wanted to watch me fuck Mom. She has developed a taste for women so she ate Mom and Mom returned the favor."
Brent looked at me like, well, like I was nude.
"Oh, and Mrs. Clark is here. Fuck her, would you Brent." I spoke as casually as I could.
Cool Brent did not even blink. "It is about her turn, isn't it? Shouldn't we wait?"
I shrugged. "Your house, your rules. I am going to go back, dress and collect my mother and go home. I am beat and she is fucked out. You can do her another time."
Brent regarded me for a moment before responding. "You leave me two, who am I to be greedy, though I am worried that Mom is going to wear me down to a nub."
I chortled. "You? A nub? It would take an army of Amazon's and a bushel of Viagra."
Brent finally smiled. We walked back to his mother's bedroom.
Mrs. Clark was grinding her crotch into my mother's face while kissing and licking Mom's pussy in a classic sixty-nine. Natasha sat in her chair, her blouse open, bra loose about her shoulders, her tits hanging out. She saw Brent and waved. It was such a cute response I laughed. I gestured at Mrs. Clark. "Get her off Mom, would you. We need to get home." It was a faux necessity but wanted to get Mom home before the girls got home. Seeing her fucked out would not . . . oh, who was I fooling?
Brent calmly undressed while I dressed. Nude, his huge spear tilting up proud in front of him, he moved to the bed and rolled Kyla onto her back, ass end to. He then got between my mother's legs and fit his huge cock into her pussy and pressed it as far into her as it would go in one thrust, which was pretty far. Mom twitched, her eyes dully regarding Brent as he fucked her.
"Jesus Christ, Natasha, your son is fucking hung!" Kyla said sitting up.
"You can fuck him if you want. Get him to come quick, then it's my turn." Natasha Rossini breathed, hands massaging her breasts.
For a moment, Kyla's face looked shocked. The reality of the situation seemed to merge with her own condition. "Brent, you hear honey? Your mother said you can fuck me!" Her voice lilted with laughter.
Brent pulled his cock out of my mother and moved between Kyla's open legs and pressed it against her pussy. She banged her hips up at him; the big cock speared into her. She groaned.
"My gawd, he is huge, Natasha!" We all watched while Brent worked his cock deeper and deeper into Kyla Clark. When he was finally rooted fully into the smaller woman, she screamed into a violent orgasm, her legs wrapping around him. She ground her hips up at him while he pounded down into her. He cried out and rammed his cock full into Mrs. Clark. Mom moved to the edge of the bed and stood up, unsteady on her feet. I watched Brent fill Mrs. Clark while Mom dressed. I put on my shoes and walked Mom to the front door. Natasha had gotten onto the bed, stripped naked and she kissed Kyla as we left the room.
In the car, Mom looked over at me. "That was strange. For me at least," she said.
I nodded. Suddenly the previous week and the weekend caught up to me and I was exhausted, mentally, emotionally and physically.
"Kyla, she seemed to want that."
I nodded. I thought of trying to explain myself but found I had no words. At home, the house was empty. Mom shambled into her room to shower. It was barely seven o'clock. I showered and, with only a towel, I peeked into to see how she was doing. The light was on but Mom lay half uncovered, nude, with a bare shoulder and most of her back bared down to her wonderful ass. I went into her room, intending only to turn off the light but she roused and rolled onto her back. Her eyes opened.
"Lie down with me, Sonny. I want you to sleep with me. I don't care what the girls think. Fuck them, don't fuck them, just sleep with me. It has been a long time since I woke up with a naked man beside me. I miss that. A lot."
The girls would not be home till nine or ten. I dropped the towel and got into my mother's bed, sliding my naked body in behind mother's cool ass. She sighed and then rolled onto her back. I kissed her. Mom's hand found my cock and it turned turgid in her hand, then stiff, erect and hard. I think I left my body because I would have bet I had nothing left. But I guess my mother is a special woman! I kissed her again and she pulled me over on top of her. She fit my cock into her pussy and I sank into her once more.
"Oh, Sonny!" She cried as I bottomed out in her cunt still slick with fluid. "I cannot believe you gave me away to Sid Kingston." Her hips jerked up as I descended, meeting my down stroke with a half-hearted surge of her own. I had little energy but the feel of her lips aroused me and her plush body responded to me so perfectly. "He'll stretch me out, Sonny." She gurgled with pleasure as my cock ran up inside of her again. I was moving in slow motion. "I want it. I want that big cock inside of me again. I dreamed about it last night and woke with it on my mind."
"After the first of the year, Sid will come back after the first of the year." I wheezed. I felt all the strength draining out of me.
Mom shimmied, a little response to my cock. Her pussy was replete with lubrication. I had no idea I had this much starch. I had intended to go to bed and get up early and study, try to get caught up. I was a little behind. She lifted her legs hooked them on my thighs. She tilted herself up, making a straight shaft of her pussy so that I could stroke her with my cock without adjustments. She smiled sweetly.
When I came, it was a whimper. I jerked twice and then flopped down beside my sexual mother. I remember her leaning over me to turn off the bedside light, draping her breasts over my chest. She kissed me on the lips and lay down. I remember hearing the door open, the light coming on and hearing Tawny squawk, turn off the light and close the door. Two seconds later, Georgia did the same thing with Talia standing beside her. They left the light on long enough for me to sit up and ask them to turn it off. After a moment, Georgia turned to her sister and kissed her full on the mouth. Talia squeaked. The door closed and I went to sleep. It was not dreamless, I woke in the night with a boner and rolled Mom onto her back and took her while she slept. She came in her sleep as I fucked her. When I went to sleep that time, I did not dream. My dreams had come true.



        Sharing the MILF List Ch. 11

        A MILF of my own, Owning Mom.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sharing-the-milf-list-ch-11

Title: Sharing the MILF List Ch. 11

Author: Contrasting

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: A MILF of my own, Owning Mom.

Tags: younger man, older woman, male dominant, mother, dominant son, mother son sex, female submissive, son, mother son incest, milf

Series: Sharing the MILF List


Chapter 11
A MILF of my own, Owning Mom
This is an intermediate part of the story with some setup for the next few chapters. Hope you enjoy it. Thanks to everyone who reads, votes and helps keep make this a popular story. -C
*
The week Melissa Crawford left town, I was exhausted. I slept for ten hours a night for most of the week. I went to school and though I participated, I was zonked, utterly somnambulant. Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday I went through the motions of being alive, mostly as a courtesy to everyone else, but utterly without conscious thought. I had had so much sex, such great sex, in such mind-blowing ways, I think I was numb. Chemistry and Econ seemed attractive by comparison. Not till Friday night did I rouse, and then only when mom came into my room. She was dressed in lounge clothing, a demure skirt and a sweat shirt.
She knocked on my door and poked her head into my room to ask me if I wanted anything from the store, she was making a run.
"Beer? Donuts? Me? Anything?" She asked with a grin. Her eyes twinkled.
She looked so funny with just her head and part of a shoulder visible inside my door. For a moment I stared at her, my mind clouded with undifferentiated visions of her and the other MILFs I had fucked and watched fucking in the last month. But suddenly the haze lifted and my cock got hard, extremely hard, really fast. But that was only the consequence of what occurred between my ears. For the first time, I think I realized that I had traded my mother to a man with a mammoth cock and she had let me. But beyond that was a subtler, sexier reality. I had traded her but not till February or whenever Chinese New Year arrived. That meant she was mine to trade, which meant she was mine now. She had accepted that. It was part of the arrangement.
Along with that clarity was the knowledge that Alissa was the same to me, now. I owned her body. I could demand nearly anything of her with the full expectation that she would comply. I had secured her position in her law practice, brought her not merely a huge client (huge! Really!) but in doing so created a barrier between her and the partners that protected her professionally in a way she never could have achieved without me. I denied her to her own son and she compiled, as least I believed she did. Admittedly that was only remarkable in the context of the MILF list. So far I had no reason to doubt her and even if she did lie to me about that, did it really matter? Somehow, sharing the MILFs with my friends for our mutual pleasure relieved the possessive pressure implied when fucking someone. All I wanted was Alissa and Mom to be sexually satisfied while the MILF list lasted. I discovered in that first conscious thought of the week a powerful aphrodisiac; I realized that when the MILF list ended and they closed up shop and closed their legs to us, I had the confidence that I could get between the knees of some other wonderful woman and she would love having me there.
"Sonny? Sonny?" Mom moved through the door, standing just inside my room.
I had been studying, but her appearance flicked a switch, the one connected to my cock. I gazed at Mom as though seeing her for the first time. The thoughts ran through my head, Chemistry was forgotten. The swell of her breasts under the sweatshirt made her sexy and inviting. Her knees were smooth and her thigh muscles rippled, disappearing under the skirt to who knew what was up there? Well, actually, I did know. Been there done that. Whatever panties she had or did not have on, I knew the feel of my mother's cunt clasping my cock as it sliced into her seething body.
After four days off, it turned out I was horny, really fucking horny! The idea that my own mother could be had, at that moment, thundered through me like a glimpse of nirvana and I don't mean the band, well, maybe I do mean the band.
"Sonny?" Mom's face appeared concerned, her forehead creasing. She touched a hand to her black mop of hair and ran fingers through it, distracting herself from the lack of response from me. She seemed to be reassuring herself she existed since I had not responded to her.
"Come closer." I said softly, my voice rasping with desire.
I think she sensed what was coursing through my veins, the roaring in my ears, the tingling sensation of erotic response, because she did not move. I could hear music from Tawny's room and the TV blared downstairs. My sisters were home. The thought that I could touch my mother while they were in the house, knowing that she would surrender to my raging desire amplified it. It was weird, like the past few months had never happened, and I was once more the clueless guy suddenly endowed with the ability to seduce my own mother. That conception roared to life in me as a consuming, demanding need. But I was now a different guy. I could have her, and now I would have her.
"Close the door." I said again, lifting my eyes up from her breasts to gaze into her eyes. They glittered gray. She blinked. "Come here." I said again.
Mom hesitated, but then slowly closed the door. Her breasts revealed her excitement, heaving as her breathing quickened under my steady gaze, a clear response to whatever vibe I was broadcasting. For a second she stared at me then she moved over to stand beside my chair.
I was sitting at my computer desk working on a spreadsheet as part of a project. I turned in my chair and as she approached. She bumped her hip against my shoulder looking down at me without making a sound. Her eyes glittered with her excitement. When I placed my hand behind her bare knee, those eyes closed and she inhaled, making that little hissing sound caused by sucking air between her teeth. I ran my hand up the back of her thigh and she made a soft sound, an "Ohhhhh" that was nearly a sigh but really it was encouragement, a plea to touch her, to make her feel what I was feeling. She sensed it and lusted after it. She wanted me to share it with her. In exchange she would share what she had to share, which was just what I wanted. I wanted her!
For a few moments I ran my hand up and down her smooth, luscious thigh before curving my fingers further around its curve so that when I raised it, the back of my hand caressed her other leg. My hand was between her legs.
Mom groaned.
I own her, I thought. The torrent of passion roared in my ears. The words formed in my mind twitched inside of me. My own mother would fuck me. I knew it intellectually. I had been between her legs, in her mouth, buried in cunt and ass but it was like all that happened to someone else, that she had been a MILF to me like the others, a luscious woman ready and willing to be mounted by a young man. Now, now she was my mother, a woman but my mother, a woman I should not be touching like this but who I knew I could do what I wanted with and she would comply, eagerly even. The promise shimmered around us like an aura of lust, hers mixing with mine.
Before my eyes, her breasts heaved, rising as she tried to breath around the tightness in her chest, the tension that tingled between her legs. She longed for my hand to meet that tingling.
I studied her breasts, nearly even with my eyes, trying to determine if she had on a bra or not. I decided she did. "Mom, I want you to do something for me."
Her eyes opened as my hand tickled the back of her knee. She nodded. "Yes, Sonny." She breathed, then bit her lip as the casual hand drifted up between her legs, bumping into her crotch before descending once more.
"Mom," I said, feeling the syllable on my lips. "Lift you shirt over your breasts."
She hesitated, then, closing her eyes, she complied with my request. Standing beside me, my hand between her legs—I ran my hand clear up her thigh till I felt the heat of her pussy on my index finger—with her sweatshirt hitched over her great breasts, she sighed and closed her eyes and waited.
I stared at her breasts for a moment, puzzled by how I was going to remove the bra without removing a hand from between her legs. It was impossible. I scooted my chair back and turned to face her completely. I reached carefully around her back and with trembling hands, unhooked her bra.
"Oh Sonny." Mom whispered. "The girls are home." She said, only a little objection in the words.
"Yes, I know." I said, aware that the whole idea excited me. The bra went lax and her breasts spread a bit, the tight crevasse of her cleavage widened. With both hands, I pulled her bra away from her breasts and carefully tucked it up into her hands holding the sweatshirt. "Mom, I gave you away to Mr. Kingston. He is going to put his huge cock into you whenever he wishes." I stopped, staring at her big, bare breasts. Every move the woman made shimmered through them. Her nipples were beginning to swell, bulging with her inner tension, distending with tension. I stared at them, watching the flesh purse and crinkle.
"Oh, Sonny. We shouldn't." Mom whispered, but she did not move. "The girls . . . ." Her voice lapsed when my tongue touched her nipple.
Her eyes had been closed so I leaned in close and ran the tip of my tongue around the aureole of her breast, feeling the dark skin with my tongue, rough and tight. My mother shivered at my touch. I pulled back and looked up at my mother's face. Her eyes came open, as though with conscious effort. They wandered for a moment before fixing on mine. She blinked once or twice but waited.
"I own you, Mother." I said. "I can do anything I want with you."
Mom's eyes got very wide, the tension of shock and fear. She swallowed.
"I gave you to Mr. Kingston. That means I own you."
To my surprise, my mother nodded, gulping first but then her head dipped once, twice, three times. It was not some spasmodic twitch. It was agreement. Her eyes were wild and her body fairly quivered before me.
"Say it." I pressed, pushing my advantage.
"You own me." My mother breathed. "Oh yes, own me, son. I, you, you have brought me pleasure like I have never known. Own me." Her eyes closed briefly.
I leaned forward and kissed her breast along the side. I held it up with one hand, kissing the exposed flesh, swabbing her skin with my tongue each time. I could taste the acrid tang of soap; Mom always showered when she got home from work. I kissed along the arch to the slope and down between them, nuzzling the other with my forehead while I sucked gently on the inside slope.
"Ohhhhh honnnnney!" Mom cooed.
I kissed her porcelain skin till she began to move her torso, twisting and turning, trying to present her nipple to my lips. She was completely mine. I sucked on her nipple and her body swayed. I withdrew and maneuvered her between my legs. I wanted her to straddle me but my office chair had arms that made it impossible for her to straddle me as I wanted.
"Kiss them. Nipples. Please!" Mom's voice quivered with desire.
I complied, leaning forward and pulling a swollen nipple with my lips. I fixed my mouth over it and sucked her hard, my tongue swiping at it, sealed inside my lips.
"Oh, oh, oh yes." Mom cooed.
My hands had been on her hips. I dropped them to her bare knees and ran them rapidly up her legs under her skirt, searching for her panties. I found them, pedestrian cotton briefs. I pulled the waist band over the bulge of her hips, nipple still sucked hard in my mouth.
My mother crooned and pressed her chest against my face. Her hands remained stuck to her shirt and bra tucked beneath her chin. Her head wagged back and forth as I sucked on her breast, easing her panties down her legs. She posed before me as a woman submitted to me, her hand holding her shirt and bra to her shoulders, exposing her breasts to my mouth, my hands shifting her panties down over her hips. She stood still, waiting for my pleasure and hers. Her eyes closed and opened very slowly; something to do while I teased her.
Beyond my door, I heard someone moving down the hall. Mom paid no attention. She was sunken deep into our pool of passion. I resolved to not let her escape without penetration. Her panties rolled into a tight cord around her legs. I pulled them down to her knees. Mom pressed her legs together and they dropped the rest of the way. She lifted one foot and freed her ankle from the binding of her panties, leaving them looped around the other.
With my hands on her hips, I moved her backwards towards my bed, with little shuffling steps. Her breast remained in my mouth and her hands kept the gray sweatshirt pulled up under her chin. When her legs met the bed, I released her nipple and my hands on her hips pushed at her slightly. Mom sat on my bed. She lay down immediately, her face a picture of pending, frustrated rapture but still holding shirt and bra above her breasts. Her legs opened and she lifted her hips to move further onto the bed for the main event but I gripped her knees and held her in place. I got to my knees on the floor. Her knees opened.
"Oh Sonny. Oh, my beautiful son!" She whispered. "I love you so much. I am yours. Yes, I love that."
The last was in response to my tongue searching through her bare furrow. Her hips lurched and my tongue penetrated her. I fit my mouth over her and searched for her clit with my tongue. She shrieked when I found it. Passion mingled with satisfaction and the twitching fear that my sisters would hear and come see what the sound meant. The vision of Tawny peering in on my mother posed on my bed with me sucking her cunt throbbed in me like a beacon from a distant lighthouse. The next sound Mom made was muffled but a scream none the less. I sucked on her clit and she pulsed, pressing against me, the muscles of her legs and abdomen were tense and quivering with excitement. I slashed my tongue deep into her and swirled through the folds of her pussy over and over again. Mom grunted and ground herself against my face.
I sat back and stood in one motion.
Mom whimpered, her eyes saucy and blurred. She tried to focus on me. I stood between her open legs. I bent over her, kissing the a nipple, sucking it hard for a moment. Then I lifted her to the middle of the bed. I stood up then, while she positioned herself. Her hands never left the sweatshirt which made her motions all seem odd and awkward but filled with sensual urgency. Her movements made her billowing tits sway and lurch, demanding my attention, my gaze, my lips.
I dropped slacks and briefs, skimming them down my legs in one quick motion, dislodging shoes and socks all in one motion. I stripped off my tee and got to my knees between my mother's legs on the bed. She stared up at me, waiting. I spread my knees, pressing them against her soft thighs, lowering my cock towards the swollen lips of her pussy. Her thighs widened for me, her heels pulled at my back, urging me forward, urging me to enter her body with my cock.
With one hand I pressed the end of my cock into the crease of her pussy.
"Oh, yes. Please, son. Make me. Mount your mother." Her voice rasped about us.
I bent over her, the head of my cock sank deeper into her. She bubbled with heat and desire. The pleasure shot through me. My mother was on her back on my bed and I was penetrating her with my cock. What was more, she wanted it. She was consumed by the moment, saucy with arousal and throbbing with need.
Mom whimpered.
I arched my back, pressing my cock down through her silken cunt into the furious pleasure deep inside of her. I felt her tense and my downward motion slowed. The pleasure was blinding. I wanted to hammer her, to fill her and pound into her with abandon but I disciplined that urge and pulled back. Her pussy clung to me, slurping loudly around the withdrawing cock.
"No. In me." Mom pled.
I reversed course and proceeded to intercourse, ramming my cock into my mother, penetrating her with a full stroke. At the bottom, fully seated in her pussy, I ground our bodies together, swishing my head around inside of her, stirring her as the wild delight stirred me. She shuddered with the pleasure of our conjoining. Her pussy pulsed around me and suddenly I erupted into orgasm. The climax crashed through me and I gasped with the luxury of it. I filled her. Mom groaned and lifted her hips to take me even deeper. I twitched into her body, jerking and groaning as I came, filling her body with my cum and moaning into her neck as I collapsed from the bone-melting pleasure of fucking her. She lifted her legs and locked her ankles behind me while I came, using the leverage to pulse her pussy up at me while I pulsed into her body.
After a few minutes, attenuated by the sensations of her body responding to me, I recovered enough to lift off of her and back down the bed to stand, staring down at her nearly nude body. Her skirt was turned up over her belly and her legs splayed wide, framing her hairless pussy.
Casually, I got dressed. While I buckled my belt, Mom sat up, rehooked her bra and found her panties. She unrolled them and pulled them up her legs, not swiping at the cum bubbling out of her. She found the slippers she had been wearing and put them on. She got unsteadily to her feet. We looked at each other. For a moment, I wanted to kiss her but before I could, she spoke.
"I want to go to the store smelling like I just had a man in me. It is fun to watch people and see the moment they realize what they are smelling." Mom giggled. "It is hilarious. Particularly a woman, when the realize I am wearing eau d'cum. I love that moment of recognition." She sobered. "I am yours." She hugged herself then, closing her eyes. "I cannot believe I am saying that, particularly about my own son." Her eyes opened. "But I am. I want sex with you whenever you like." She touched my cheek with her fingers and smiled a wistful smile that invited me to take her again, right then, right there and I could have. She leaned in and kissed my lips gently.
She left me like that.
That night I went to sleep with the thought about my mother in her room and I almost went to her but I demurred. I thought about the sisters and despite my initial reservations and all that Mom had told me, it just did not seem right to be porking Mom with impunity while they were around. I was not sure I wanted them to know, did not know how that would work. I woke in the night at the sound of my door latch clicking open. I lay on my side but out of the corner of one eye I could see a shadow in the door way. I could not focus enough to make out who it was, Mom or Georgia or maybe even Dalia. For some reason I lay still, demanding she, whoever she was, come into the room without encouragement. It was a perverse thing to do but if it was anyone but Mom, I needed them to wait. I had a MILF list to complete. Airtight was reality but we had two more MILFs to fill up with cock. I had no will to distract myself from that endeavor with my sister's pussies. I knew if I started with them, I might never leave the house.
If it was Mom, she changed her mind and strangely I liked the lingering need in me, unsatisfied but whetted as it was. I dreamed of my mother sitting stride me on my office chair. The next day, Saturday, I got a wrench and took the arms off my chair, the dreams thrumming in me as I imagined my mother's pussy enveloping my hard cock as she lowered herself down onto my pointed lap.
I was still recovering from the last week and a half of pussy, behind on school work as it were. I spent most of the day working but around five Sammy called to see if I wanted to get pizza with him. I did and he came by and got me. He said Landon and Brent would meet us there and we were picking up Chris. At the pizza place, we reprised the previous weekend. I was watching Landon to see if he would own up to his new girlfriend or the dearth of mom pussy in his case. He said nothing.



Brent, however, was in full voice, recounting his week with Mrs. Rossini. Sammy listened with tight eyes, finally making mention of the fact that his mother was having none of him for some reason. He glared at me.
"I thought you were fucking kidding about no mommy for me! What the fuck, Sonny?" He almost sounded angry.
"Yeah, Sonny, when are you going to initiate my Mom so I can start doing her?" Chris asked.
I was a little surprised to hear he wasn't, or at least to hear him say it out loud. It gratified me a little, making me feel a control I guess I had possessed but never really felt to that point. The MILF list had been more like falling out a window than building a brick wall. Now, it was like the world had stopped and I was touching what we were doing, really focusing on it for the first time.
MILFs! I shook my head, delighted by the thought of the delicious variety we all enjoyed. "You always have Annie." I said. "I am sure Mrs. Rossini would welcome you, too. Don't you think, Brent?"
"What about your mom?" Brent shot back.
The response startled me. I shrugged. "She is an adult, she'll fuck who she wants."
"It makes me nervous to be fucking Annie with her husband in the house. She seems to really love it though." Chris said. "She screams and makes a racket all the time. She'd fuck me right in front of him if I'd let her but I am . . . ." Chris looked around.
We were all staring at him.
"You are fucking Annie with her ol' man in town?" Sammy muttered, amazement in his voice.
Chris nodded, then shrugged. "She called me Tuesday." He grinned. "I asked about her husband and she just said, 'He watch if he like', and that was that. I figured if she was willing I was. She was, I was, we did. He watched TV downstairs while Annie screamed. I took her ass and she screamed louder."
"Jesus." Landon muttered, real respect in his tone.
Chris blushed. Landon was never impressed by anything.
"Let's go fuck her now." Sammy said, eying me.
"Can't." Landon said, but did not elaborate.
I read his unease in his eyes.
Brent looked away, "I, well, I was going to go home." He finally said.
"To fuck your mom, I bet." Sammy said, a tease in his voice. "Want some help?" His voice cracked a little and he giggled.
"As a matter of fact, yes. She wants it every day." Brent said, "since . . . " He glanced at me. "Last weekend." Then he grinned, comprehending Sammy's added little question. "I don't mind if you all help."
I shook my head, suddenly feeling like doing the other MILFs was cheating on my own mother. I wanted her but truthfully I did not know what sort of situation I would find at home. I wanted to find out so I begged off. We scattered. Sammy drove me home then he and Chris headed for Annie's; Chris' really but their intention was to fuck Annie. They discussed it in detail in the front seat all the way to my house, finally agreeing that she deserved to be double-teamed. They were dickering over ass and pussy when I got out. I felt guilty at closing the Hotel Alissa. I thought about going to fuck her but decided to leave her alone. It dawned on me that the lack of attention might confuse her. But then I considered the amount of work she faced with the Kingston contract and figured I might be a distraction. At any rate, I talked myself out of even calling her, supposing that she would find the lack of attention erotic. Hoping. I found that I loved that warm feeling of control it suggested while I contemplated how to give her a new erotic experience that would make her wet to the knees.
At my house, I found mom on the couch with Tawny watching HBO. She looked up at me with a mild smile and a little wave. Tawny ignored me. I took a chair and watched the chick flick, Bridget Jones Does Dallas or whatever, till Mom got up to get something from the kitchen. She asked if we needed anything.
"Yeah, but I'll get it. I am not sure what I want. What do we have?"
"You'll have to see for yourself." Mom said. Tawny waved us quiet. Mom walked towards the kitchen.
I did not know if she was teasing me or not but when we got into the kitchen I put a hand on her shoulder and spun her around. She was in my arms in an instant, flowing together like smoke and fog. When I finally released her lips, she breathed, "Liar." She ran a hand over my very hard cock.
"Lair? What?"
"You said you didn't know what you wanted." Mom whispered, pressing her face into my chest to smother the giggle erupting from her.
"I want you. Now." I said, placing my foot between hers and pressing my thigh between her legs, opening her.
She shuddered, but shook her head. "I am yours but, Tawny . . . "
I released her. "Tell me you want to fuck me." I hissed, putting my lips close to her ear and breathing the words into it.
"I want you." Mom said.
"No. Say, I want to fuck you." I insisted.
She shook her head and shook free of my arms. She looked at me, poured a glass of wine and returned to the living room. I went upstairs and showered and, at a loss, returned to studying. Something about the situation gave me laser focus and it was nearly one before I came up for air. I did my toilet duty. The house was dark. I padded down to Mom's room and silently opened the door. I slipped into her room, only to wonder if I had left my door open. I poked me head into the hall and saw that yes, I had. I went and closed it. I did not want one of the girls to see it and wonder what I was up to, since I certainly was up to something.
I stepped into Mom's room again but her voice whispered to me.
"Is that you, Sonny?"
My cock shouted something she could not hear. I moved silently to the side of her bed. My hand found her hip and she scooted over. I bent over her and found her mouth. She kissed me and I began to rub her breast.
"Oh Sonny!" She breathed.
I wanted her to say something else.
"Do you want me?" I asked.
"I want you." She agreed.
"Then say it." I said.
"I want you."
"I know you do. But say what you want."
"I want your cock."
"Better. You know what I want you to say."
"No, Sonny. I don't." She whispered, her voice puzzled.
"Tell me you want me to fuck you." I said. The only time my mother said 'fuck' was when she was crazy with passion, usually, though the last few weeks had found it in her conversation way more than ever before. This was not yet such a time. That was what made it seem so sexy to insist she say it. I miscalculated.
"If the girls are here, I will wake them. God, Sonny, if you touch me like you did, I will scream my fool head off."
"I'll cover your face with a pillow." I said.
"Please, do. Do me now." My mother whispered.
"If you say it."
"No." She said.
I got off the bed. "Ok." I went back to my room. I don't know what I was thinking. She would have fucked me and I left her alone just cause she would not say a few little words while she wasn't fuck drunk? I realized immediately I had screwed the pouch. But by that time, I felt beyond the point of recovery so I went to sleep, my hard cock remonstrating me for such stupid foolishness. But there lingered in me a luscious feeling of lust delayed, of control asserted, that left me panting in my dreams.
The next morning I rose late as is my habit on Sunday, well, when I am not getting ready to fuck someone on a schedule. I went downstairs. Everyone was around the table. I staggered into the kitchen and Mom got up and poured some orange juice. She handed it to me and said in a quiet but very distinct voice, "I want you to fuck me, Sonny. Please." Her voice was ragged and she looked like she had had no sleep at all last night.
I held very still, trying to see my sisters without looking. They all seemed to be paying attention to their toast and coffee. I was the only one who did not drink coffee. My cock usually woke me up. Here I was, hoisted upon my own petard and what a petard. I glanced furtively as my sisters who had to have heard my mother's comment, her plea as it were. They studiously avoided my eyes, finding all manner of things to stare at besides me with my mother's hand parting my robe, groping for my stiffening cock. "Fuck me, Sonny. Please. I need it right now or I won't be able to concentrate when I go to work tomorrow. I want it. I want you to fuck me!" This time her voice was higher, more urgent.
My sisters might as well have been made of stone for all they reacted. Something was going on but I could not tell what it was. I shrugged, my favorite activity when decidedly confused and I was confused. I said "okay" and began to lift my mother's top, clearing one breast before she pulled away, took me by the hand and led me up to her bedroom. Inside, I spun her around, pressing the door closed with her back as I kissed her hard. I stripped off her tee shirt, the one she often slept in and knelt before her, stripping her pajama bottoms over her hips and down her legs. She lifted each leg and let me denude her. Before getting to my feet, I licked her pussy and tasting the cleanliness of a fresh pussy, I kissed it hard before sucking at Mom's clit. She grunted and her hips bucked at my face.
I gripped her thighs, pulling them apart so I could fit my tongue into her, pressing the flat against her clit while she burbled above me.
"Oh Christ, Sonny, fuck me! Please. Is that what you wanted? For your sisters to know for certain that you are fucking their mother? Please, now, I cannot stand it! Fuck me now!" Her voice was ragged with desire, growling out her need.
I struggled to my feet, passing my mouth close to her breasts. Her face was clenched, her eyes were wild. I looped an arm around her waist and carried her to her bed. I dropped her onto her back and she grunted. Her legs opened. I stripped out of my clothes and crawled over her, her legs parted around me.
"She is mine." I said aloud. "I can do anything to her. She wants me to fuck her."
My mother trembled, her eyes turned glassy. When she nodded, I thought I would come just from the joy of the moment.
I bent to kiss her. Her lips were soft, inviting. In a moment her mouth opened and her tongue greeted me. Our breath mingled. For a few minutes we kissed, till she wrapped a hand around my cock and gently tugged. When I entered her, I saw stars. The pleasure was so intense I thought I would die. She groaned and as I bottomed out in her, she gasped and muttered " fuck me, son! Fuck your mother. You own me now, so use me! Use me! Use me! Use, aghhhh me!" Her voice collapsed into grunting syllables of passion.
I used her. I pounded her, crashing our pubic bones together. I ground down into the welcome of her cunt, feeling her slick invitation clear to the bottom of her uptilted pussy. I pumped my cock into her over and over again while she hunched her ass up at me till the orgasm I wanted last night roared through me and I filled my mother with cum. She moaned as I filled her, humming as her hips met each of my hunching deposits of cum into her. When I was done, I flopped onto my back beside her. She immediately rose and cleaned herself. She brought a wash cloth, cleaned off my cock and then sucked me hard again. Once I was hard, she took my length deep into her mouth, fitting it down her throat while she swallowed around me, massaging me with her throat muscles in that luscious, unique sensation of a woman with her mouth completely filled with cock. She blew through her nose repeatedly till I thought I was going to come. Her warm breath rustled through my pubic hair, firing the passion anew in me. She squeezed my balls, held a moment then gently, carefully removed my cock from her mouth. She crawled up my body and without further ado, mounted me. My cock snuggled into her enveloping pussy. She ground down onto me while I gripped her hips and pulled her hard down onto me. My mother gritted her teeth and came with a sharp, violent jerk, her huge breasts roiling over me as she encountered her orgasm. She calmed immediately, her eyes opened. She stared down like she was rousing out of a coma. "I have thought of nothing but this since last night. My god, Sonny, I am addicted to cock. I have been without for so long." She ground herself down onto my cock. She groaned and began to roll her hips, surging onto my cock over and over again. She rode me till she screamed and her scream was loud and unrestrained.
The vision of my sisters hearing their mother coming and knowing their brother was making her scream with that unique passion had an unbelievable effect on me. I began to hunch up at Mom, holding her by her broad, full hips crushing her down onto me while I pierced up into her from below. She ground herself onto me and came over and over again, five or six times before finally falling off of me as though she were shot through the heart. I lay on my back for a minute. Mom recovered nearly immediately and got to her knees beside me. I took the hint, got behind her and rammed my cock into her pussy from behind. I rode her hard, she grunted with exertion as I fucked her. She bent her supple back, pressing her breasts to the bed and opening herself up to me. I hammered into her, jamming my cock into her with long, violent strokes. She mewled and keened.
Finally, I pulled out of her, rolled her onto her back and entered her again. I put her legs over my shoulders and bent her, ramming my cock into her pinning her to the bed. She groaned and shuddered and then screamed my name as loud as she could. If there was any doubt about what was happening in her bedroom with her son, my sisters would have had to have been daft to not understand now. They were not daft.
I did not really understand what was happening but simply figured that since she had fucked them all, they would understand what was happening and leave well enough alone. I held Mom's legs over my shoulders for a few dozen strokes then let her stretch out beneath me while I grabbed firm hold of her ass, gripping her spongy ass cheeks in my hands. I pulled her into my down stroke and she groaned with pleasure. Her lips found mine and the kiss zinged through me, her desire and her lust filled it. I ground my cock into her and then proceeded to hammer her hard into the bed. Just as my climax gushed out of me, she came again, squeaking like a door in need of lubricant. She squealed and bucked under me as I poured myself into her.
We slept most of the day away. I woke up around three. My thoughts were jumbled. My mother had announced to my sisters that she wanted me to fuck her. I lay staring at the ceiling for a while, thinking about my sisters and what they must be thinking about now, knowing their brother was reaming their mother while they listened and we did not seem too concerned they knew about us. I guessed I knew what Georgia thought and was vaguely surprised that she was not horning in on us.
When mom woke up, I asked her about it.
She sighed. "I told your sisters this morning that I was having sex with you and that it was none of their business. Not their fucking business, I think I said." She smiled wanly. "I told them we were adults and we could do what we wanted. I told them I wanted you and you wanted me. That's all there is to it." She kissed me and got out of bed. She went to shower, leaving me musing in her bed.
Finally, I got up showered and went back to studying. The house was silent. Mom went out and I was alone for the rest of Sunday. Strangely, fucking my mother in the face of my sisters only served to make me want her more. The certainty that this was prelude to fucking them aroused me and whenever I thought about it, I got hard. But I tried out the resolution that I was going to fuck mom as often as I could till I gave her over to Sid Kingston and his monster cock and found it felt good. I sort of liked the idea of teasing my sisters, fucking Mom at home with the sure knowledge they knew and would be soon to gain my sexual attention. I liked the idea of keeping them waiting, but too, I had two MILFs to make airtight before I was ready to turn my attention and my cock to my sisters. It was some time during that day right there, in the midst of that extended study session that I put two and two together and got the idea to give my sisters to my friends. Airtight sisters! Then I thought about fucking my sisters with my mother and the whole venue blew up. It was too much to think about how buzzed poor Chris would be at the prospect of pounding Mom and Tawny at the same time, well, you know what I mean. I felt so stupid for not thinking about it before then. The prospect buzzed me. It was too much to contemplate so I put it away with the visions of fucking Clara Swearington and the rest of the law firm harem, mostly Clara since she was the only one I had yet met. Then I thought of Alissa and oddly, felt a little guilty for neglecting her but the realized that ownership meant I could. She was mine whenever I wanted her and so if she had to wait, well and good! I went back to studying. That was all for later. I was trying to get an education!
Monday, I went down for breakfast and my sisters all looked at me with a mixture of emotions on their faces. Georgia looked primarily angry, like a woman scorned. Dalia looked amused. Tawny looked intense which for her was unusual and noteworthy in itself. I went over to Mom and kissed her on the mouth. She returned it with passion and soon we were grinding against each other. Finally, flustered, she shook herself free. I confess I had a fantasy about fucking her in the kitchen while my sisters looked on but Mom had to go to work and I had class. Rather than riding with Georgia, I left early and Mom dropped me. We did not talk, riding in silence all the way to school. It was an easy silence and I thought it was sexy. It felt weird to know I could touch her any way I wanted and all she would do is coo. I funneled the desire to do so into the future and let it sit there and draw interest.
That night I went to her room. She did not object. She moved over and I lay down. She turned to me and soon we were tightly clinched, kissing, my hard cock pressed between us. I turned her onto her back and pulled up her tee shirt, a dark blue shirt that made her black hair seem ink black. I sucked her breasts, kissing and licking them while Mom cooed and stroked my hair and back with her hands. After a time spent kissing her breasts, she moved me between her legs and I entered her. She was smooth, hot and soft, taking me deep immediately.
"I have thought about this all day, son." My mother whispered to me as her body accepted me. I ground against her and she lifted her legs, then with her feet planted on the bed, hitched her hips up, sliding me an inch deeper into her roiling flesh. "Oh yes, I do love your cock, honey!" My mother began to hunch her hips at me, fucking up at me with staccato jerks that set me to shaking with the pleasure of it and the sensation of being desired as she surely desire to have me inside of her. She was much too fast to match her motion for motion so I found a slower stroke that slide into her as she shimmied beneath me. My orgasm appeared in the distance. I kissed my mother and she felt the urgency in me. Her hands lay on my waist and rode my throbbing motion as I fucked her. She stretched beneath me, allow me to penetrate her deeply. When she stretched her hands over her head, I grabbed them and pulled them tight, hammering my erupting cock deep into her.
"Oh yes, Sonny. Oh, yes, I love, love, love that feeling when you come in me. Oh, yes, Sonny!" My mother babbled into my ear as my orgasm wracked me, weakening as the pleasure convulsed me. Her body tensed beneath me as I filled her. When I relaxed, her hands smoothed up and down my back, caressing me while she talked meaningless syllables into my ear.



In that moment, I realized we were lovers. I raised up and kissed her. Mom returned the kiss with a guileless eagerness that aroused me again. This time I fucked her till she came. I got onto my back and she mounted me, bending down to feed me a breast before beginning the short ride to ecstasy. She came with a shriek and pled for me to finish her on her back. I rolled her to her back and pounded her for a few minutes, finding a steady rhythm that allowed her to come over and over till she spasmed, clinching and bucking under me while she cried out her pleasure, gasping with passion will the climax rampaged. We lay together for a while. When I made to get out of bed, my mother clung to me.
"Don't go, Sonny. It has been so long that I woke with a man in my bed, I just want to wake up with you."
So I spent the night in my mother's bed. Waking up with her, I lay staring at her in the dull morning light. My cock got hard. When her eyes opened, her hand snaked out and found my cock. She lay on her back and I was on my side, my hand under my head looking down on her. When her hand found my hard cock, she smiled and she scooted closer to me, opening her legs. She guided me between her legs and I entered her. She groaned as I fucked into her. I needed to piss and that distracted me but she came almost immediately and the shaking pleasure she communicated to me summoned my orgasm and we both started the day well satisfied.
"I dreamed you were here." She whispered as I came into her. "I dreamed of this. This is better than the dream!"
Tuesday and Wednesday and Thursday were much the same. My sisters did not speak to me. They barely acknowledged I was present. Dalia would catch my eye and half smile but then, particularly if Georgia was present, the look would change to stolid, impassive indifference. Tawny treated me just as she always had, with a sort of perky indifference. But she did not speak to me unless she had to. I decided Georgia was the instigator.
Friday afternoon, when I got home I saw Brent's car parked close to the house. Sure enough, when I got into the house, he was balls deep in my mother. I left the house and went back to school. Emotions roared through me. I almost stayed to join them but decided that I needed an invitation. Mom likely would not have cared but if I had been Brent, venturing into his mother's bed the first time, it would have been awkward, at best. At worst it would have scared the starch of me. Rather than risk that I walked out to a bar nearby and ate supper and studied. But when I got home that night, the girls were home, Brent's car was still on the street and when I opened the door to the house, I could hear my mother screaming. I walked into the house and you should have seen my sisters. They looked at me like I had horns, which, I guess in a classic sort of way, I rather did.
Georgia's face got really red and she stalked off.
"What's wrong with her."
Dalia looked me with her cool gray eyes and said, "We thought it was you in there with Mom. What the heck is going on?"
I wondered if they knew that was Brent's car out front. I smirked but had no works.
Dalia smiled back, licking her lips. She did not seem nearly as bothered as Georgia but her casual curiosity had an hard edge to it. I had no explanation in terms they could understand. Brent fucking Mom made sense, in a MILF sort of fashion but in the context of the rest of the week between Mom and I, that all left me confused. Tawny just left the room, going down in the basement.
The house got quiet and a moment later, Brent sauntered down the stairs. Our eyes met but with my sister sitting there, we did not speak. He just nodded, trying to keep a straight face and ambled out the door and drove away. We did not see Mom till the next morning. We were all in the kitchen just hanging out, though I confess I did not talk much. I was terrified someone would ask what I had been up to the last few months and I would tell them. I am bad about that. Under pressure, I break immediately. Mom came down and asked if I could come with her, she wanted to discuss something with me. Dalia rolled her eyes.
I walked behind my mother's rolling ass to her bedroom expecting her to get to her knees and start sucking but she just sat on the bed and patted the space beside her for me to sit down. I did. I figured we would be discussing her tryst with Brent. I was wrong. Again. Still.
"Honey, I need to ask you something. I know you said I was on the MILF list till next year but I was wondering, Annie called and said that Sid has been delayed returning to China. He will be here through Tuesday next, another ten days it turns out and I wondered," she hesitated and the blush flushed her face and the rest of the skin I could see. I was curious to know if her tits blushed to the nipples or not but thought it would be rude to peek down her top to see. The thought was distracting me from the nervous knot in my stomach and the sure knowledge of what caused it. I knew what Mom wanted.
She looked up at me, chewing her bottom lip like a shy school girl. "I was wondering if I might have the next weekend with Sid. Annie asked Sid for me. She said Sid insisted he made a deal and made it clear he would not ask and unless you call and give me to him for the next weekend, he won't touch me." Her eyes turned to me like huge spotlights and for a moment I was blinded. She wanted to go be a condom for the weekend. The desire blazed in her eyes.
"What's Annie going to do? Take pictures?" I asked, saying the first thing that came into my head.
Mom smirked. "I didn't ask about Annie. Should I?"
I thought about pursuing that, it needed pursuing. I thought I should pursue the subject on my mind instead, so I changed the subject. "We are fucking. You don't make any effort to hide it from the girls. Why not?" Well, that was one of the subjects banging around between my ears making my head throb, the big head.
My mother sighed but looked away from me, staring straight ahead. "I told them." She stopped.
"You told them what?" I pressed.
"I told them I had been doing stuff with them for long enough. Now it was your turn till the end of the year or shortly thereafter. I told them after I was done with you, I would expect you would be trying to get into their pants but until then, they should butt out." Mom looked at me.
That surprised me. "Any? I mean, how did they take it?" I felt the pressure behind my chest. I knew I was not making a lot of sense but what choice did I have. "Any?" I said again, no idea what I meant. What was I really asking? Mom advised my sisters that I was going to fuck them? I felt lightheaded, dizzy, intimidated like I just found out I had a project due tomorrow I had completely forgotten!
"Georgia is still upset. I do not think you realize how much she loved being a, yours. She reacts to anything like this with anger when she does not get her way. I don't care. For now, you and I are the only one's doing it in this house. Tawny is fine with it and Dalia," her Mom smiled a private little smile. "Dalia, I think Dalia wants to watch but cannot get up the nerve to ask." Mom looked over at me. "I would let her but if you objected . . . ."
I shrugged. The idea that my sisters knew, I mean KNEW I was having sex with our mother and she was expecting me to fuck them soon or later sort of rattled me now that we were talking about it. I knew it was obvious before then but this, this was different. I finally realized it was Brent pounding her fucked up the neat little picture. I imagined my sisters discovering my MILF list fantasy and that it was not really a fantasy in the too fantastic to imagine, sense. It was real. What would they do if the guys started dropping by to fuck Mom and she welcomed them with open legs? This week the fact that I was sleeping with her and waking up with her was clear. For the first time I considered an ugly possibility. "Ah, will they tell?"
Mom looked at me. "Sonny Duncan! You shit. How dare you suggest that! They are your sisters! Really. Do you think they would make private family business public?"
I shrugged. "They might." But then I shook my head, this was my sisters I was talking about. "No. No, that is ridiculous. They would never, never do that." Then it occurred to me that I was actually late to the party, that is, to the orgy. Who were they to bitch if mommy dearest was fucking the lone cock in the house when they had been spreading their legs for her tongue and fingers since they were eighteen? The thought made me grunt which did nothing to make me feel any better.
Mom nodded. "So long as you fuck them all, I doubt they will ever give us up. But Sonny, you have to fuck them all, now."
He held up my hands like I surrendered. "If the subject comes up . . ."
My mother nodded. "I don't mean, now, now. I mean, well, I told them. January. Two months and change. Georgia may not make it. You may have to do something to cool that woman down." Mom put a hand on my leg and moved it right up my thigh to my lounging cock. "Where were we?"
I still had not asked about the subject, the other subject on my mind. Now I did. "What about Brent?" I asked.
"I don't ask who they are fucking, ugh, such a nasty word. I am saying it all the time now. That is all your doing!" She glanced at me. She smiled. "Well?"
"Well, what, Mom?" She had avoided my question.
"Will you give me to Sid for a weekend?"
"You are an adult, Mom. You fuck whoever you like."
"Is that why you are asking about Brent?"
"No, Mom." I was exasperated. "I am wondering what has happened to my relationship to my sisters. I am fucking our mother . . . "
"Now you are just like the girls, Sonny." She panted my knee. "So? Will you fuck me? And that is the last time I am using that word for you."
I wanted to resist but I didn't. She had been entirely compliant about saying "fuck" for me. Now I supposed it was my turn to give in to her. I spent the morning between my mother's plush legs. First, eating her till she begged for cock. Then I took her on her back, on her side, on her knees, standing in the shower and bent over the sink. We fucked till two in the afternoon, Mom screaming her pleasure. When finally my cock quit responding to her fingers or lips or tits, she laid her head on my shoulder and sighed.
"Mom, about Brent. I don't care if you fuck him till you wobble when you walk but if you do it here, and the girls know, doesn't it screw up our thing a little bit?"
Mom lifted her head, glanced at me like I just told her I was pregnant and then nodded once. "You are right, son. I'll take care of it." She said and went to sleep. I stared down at the top of her head, her black hair spread over my chest. I was nonplussed. I was sure I should have pressed the issue but could not find any nice firm surface to press that would not slip under my hands. I sighed. Suddenly, my mother seemed much more conversant with this life than I was. Somehow, with her forthright attitude about fucking me and my friends, she made me feel inferior, once more her son and despite the fact she got hot when I gave her away to a huge, condom making cock, she seemed to be in control of herself. I never imagined it could be this way. I had always imagined her as a demure woman who not only never said "fuck" but never even thought about it. To find out how utterly wrong that was throbbed in me, daunting me and telling me what a mental klutz I was. I never imagined my mother nude, fucked and asleep on my shoulder. But as I have said often, my imagination is less than one would think.
After a few minutes, I slipped out and started studying again. I was still so far behind I could not do any more pussy diving or I'd end up driving a taxi and my sense of direction is not that good. Nothing wrong with driving a taxi but I'd suck at it. That night I slept in Mom's room and late in the night, she blew me and mounted me but quietly, moaning deep in her heaving chest as she rode me to a violent orgasm. In the morning, I fucked her while she was still asleep, filling her in a few minutes of fervid pumping into her still well-irrigated cunt. Tuesday afternoon, after school, Sammy dropped me off and headed off to see if Annie would fuck him. I think he and Chris both got as much of charge out of fucking Annie with Sid in the house as she did. I walked towards my door when Landon roared up in his car.
I stood and watched him approach. He gestured for me to come over to the curb. "Get in." He said. "We need to talk."
My heart sunk. Even with my active imagination, I could not fathom what was on his mind for sure but 'we need to talk' is almost never good news. Good news needs no preface. When he told me, though, it was so obvious I felt really, really stupid.
We sat in a booth at Score Card, a sports bar we like. "So? What's up?" He had put this off on the phone that Monday I watched him undress Darlene Emerson by the elevator. He had called me while I watched him wait for her and hung up when she arrived.
The waitress, a buxom blond with the self-conscious awareness of her own breasts, which were impressive took our order. I hated going out; not being twenty-one sucked. I ordered a root beer just to be perverse. Staying in was so much better, I could have a beer and no one bitched.
I sat and waited, Landon seemed oblivious to my presence till his malt came. I thought if he had difficulty speaking a malt was a bad choice but that is just me. Finally, after taking a long drag on it, he met my eyes.
"Sonny, I told you I have a problem, right?"
I nodded. "Something about Kyla."
He bowed his head and looked away again. "Christ this is difficult." He said.
I felt my stomach tighten. Too much pussy is an oxymoron and complaining about it, turning any woman away tended to be bad luck; it dried up the supply entirely. Feast or famine. That seemed to be a cosmic law of the universe, never turn down pussy till you are ready to swear off of it forever. "Spit it out, Landon."
"I need out of the MILF list." He said. "I am sorry, I can't do it anymore."
I nodded. I felt the kick in my gut I thought was coming. But strangely, I was calm and despite it all, I was looking for a way to make it right or to make it work. Either one. "I only have to get Laura and Chris ready to go, buddy. That should be easy, easier than the rest of you fucks. Then Kyla and Laura can be airtight. Then we are done. Can't you hang tough till then. I think by the end of the year we should be able to wrap this covey of MILFs up and go back to our boring lives." What a stupid thing to say, but fuck, he started it. I can be as stupid as he can!
Landon smiled but it was sickly smile. "Do you think we can ever go back to the way it was?" He asked.
"Do you want to?" I asked, actually wanting to know.
Landon cocked his head and then shook it. "No. Of course not. I mean fucking the MILFs, what a thing to experience, I mean really!"
Yeah, really, I thought. So what is the deal? I shrugged. "So? What is the fucking problem?"
Landon hunched his shoulders but did not speak.
"Christ, Landon what is the fucking problem? Can't you figure this out? Let me help. Fuck them all. Bad luck to turn a woman down." I felt a little bad about being so coy but only a little. I knew the problem but he had to say it. Landon had to tell me or I would be shadow boxing.
"Okay. Okay." He took a deep breath. "You remember that night at the opera?"
I smirked. "Duh. I'll never forget the night at the opera and I don't mean the Marx brothers movie or the Queen album."
"No. I mean yes, that but I mean do you remember the girl we saw there, the one . . . "
"Darlene Emerson." I nodded. I did not want to make this all difficult for him. I was not sure the other guys would want to go on with the MILF list if Landon quit. But then I had an entirely different thought. Was I really sure they would care? So long as Kyla fucked us and she would, I felt sure of that so long as Landon did not object. But what would happen then? Why was it such a big deal if he quit? Maybe it would just be more pussy for me, well, for the rest of us? I could imagine letting him off. I can be so stupid sometimes. I just did not want to. It was us five and our five mothers, plus a couple extra females just to be generous but still, we all fucked them. I wanted it for aesthetic reasons. Maybe I am stupid. Or maybe I am a twisted sort of romantic.
"I am in love." Landon said, looking like he had just poured pickle juice in his malt and taken a huge swig.
"Hey, that's great!" I responded, shaking off the shock of seeing him so uncomfortable. Oddly, I felt elated. Being in love was a great thing and for Landon Clark to think he was in love, man the world really had shifted. It was funny because this was hardly what I expected. I seemed to have the perfect response close to hand in spite of myself, though. I was properly surprised and enthusiastic about it. "About time you fall in love. I never seen you get your heart busted; it was always the other way around."
"Fuck you, Sonny." Landon said but then smiled a funny, embarrassed smile.
"Thanks but no thanks." Only later would he notice I did not bother to ask who he loved.
"What? I'm suddenly not good enough for you? Fuck you all over again." Landon held up his hands. "Listen, Sonny, I am serious. Darlene, I am so in love with her, I cannot stand it."
"The hooker? That Darlene?" I said, still being coy.
Landon nodded. "Right, from the opera. The one I fucked that night on the promise that we keep quiet and thanks for not saying anything to anyone."
I nodded and waved dismissively. "I fucked your mother. I figure we are about even."
"I fucked your mother and we are absolutely fucking even. The whole MILF list was sort of my idea and here I am about to pull out on you before we complete it. But Sonny, I cannot fuck my Mom and then go out with Darlene."
"She's a hooker, buddy. Wouldn't that sort of balance the scale?" I was being a smart ass but Landon looked at me like I had just pissed in his Cheerios.
"Jesus fucking Christ, I never thought of that!" He said, with a grimace. "I never fucking thought of that!"
I had a feeling this was entirely too easy. But hey, I liked easy, right. "So? What is the big deal? She was fucking some German guy who did not even know English and . . . shit, I wish Brent had been with us. He could have tried out his German on ol' Otto Von whoever."
"Brent's German is fine, Sonny. Focus."
I was, furiously. I was trying to figure out how to get Kyla into the picture. I envisioned her shapely ass and suddenly my cock was hard. Just the thought of ramming her in the ass lit me up! "Okay, focusing." I really shouldn't have. I thought of Darlene in her 'fuck me' get up and that didn't help either, particularly since I was already Kyla-hard. Now I wondered if I was Darlene-hard and I felt guilty; she was my buddy's girl! My cock wilted with guilt. Who should I focus on in this situation? I thought of my own mother and what we did to greet the day and got hard. I was a mess. It was like I was breathing through my cock.
"If I am really serious about this girl, if I am really in love, I can't continue fucking our MILFs can I?" Landon spoke, much more earnest than usual. His casual, princely approach to life was missing.
I squinted at Landon but he did not seem to be paying me any mind. He was serious. It was a real question for him. I could not share its seriousness but then I wasn't the one in love. For all the horizontal bump he had done, it seemed weird for him to suddenly have qualms about taking what was being offered. People are fucking surprising.
"Does she know you are in love with her?"
Landon blushed. Landon fucking Clark blushed red as a beet. "The night we went out, I could not get her out of my mind. She gave me a business card with a special cell number on it. It was supposed to be an answering service. I called it that night, while we were in the hotel and it rang her phone. Or at least she answered. I asked her out and she asked if this was a professional call or a personal one. I said 'Personal' and she said 'good, I am glad'. We went out. It was the Saturday after the Opera, the day after that Friday night. That was why I did not want to stay the extra day.



"I had arranged to see her the next day. Saturday. We went to the movies and kissed the whole time. Walked out with her panties and bra in her purse. I fucked her against the car with people walking by us, rubbernecking till she came. We jumped in the car and I took her home. After that, the week after the opera, I could not get her out of my head. She told me after I fucked her she would fall in love with me if I would fall in love with her. She called me just as I pulled up to the house. She said, screw it. She was in love with me even if I just wanted to fuck her. I told her I wanted her mouth next and then her ass and she giggled and asked when. I suggested it should surprise us both and hung up. I learned that from you." Landon grinned and his shoulders relaxed.
He was not making a lot of sense. I could barely follow it but I got the gist of it. His addled account rather accented his assertion; the boy was in love in a bad way.
"But I could not face Mom that night." He stopped and his face got a quirky look on it. "Sonny, we never once discussed that night. Did you know my mom had such an amazing ass? Damn, I have never felt a woman who could do what she did with her ass. Or was it just me?"
I smirked. "Not just you, big guy. Your mom has the most amazing ass I have ever been in. And that number is getting higher, much higher than the first time I rammed her from behind. So I can judge better than before." I was intentionally crass to see if he would object, testing the waters a little.
"When was that, exactly?"
It seemed like an innocent question so I answered with a straight answer. "Soon after we started the MILF list, after you had been in Chicago that time and stayed to boat on the lakes. I got her ass in a dressing room in Pan Paris or one of those places at the Kings' Court Mall. Did her in a dressing room with Laura Wills right outside the door."
Landon shook his head. "Don't tell me. Not now. I'll change my mind."
I saw an opening and ran screaming into it. "Did I ever tell you about Brent and I doing Mom, Annie and Laura that first time? Mom mounted him and he did Laura and Annie. Mom ate Annie."
"Oh cut it out, Sonny. I can't keep with this shit and date Darlene."
"You mean fuck a hooker? I am not sure . . . . "
"Careful, Sonny." Landon said, his lips tight and his eyes tighter.
I lifted both hands. "Listen, you want my advice, don't go overboard. If she is a hooker, how concerned can she be if you fuck around? I mean really."
"But my own mother?" Landon hissed sotto voce. "I am not sure that balances with being a hooker."
I nodded. "Not really apples and apples is it? But listen, what do you know about her really? Darlene I mean. For example, how much does she charge?"
"Sonny! Goddammit!"
Landon's face got red and I knew I had gone too far. I sat looking him directly in the eyes for a few moments till the red faded from his face. Me and the guys, we never played poker except while watching sports. We all sucked. If we played games for serious it was bridge or chess because that was about getting it right, not trying to bluff and lie to each other. Not one of us could bluff when we meant to and we all knew it. I could tell I had made Landon angry and he never got angry, well, rarely. When he did, he usually did something really radical, completely overboard that was impossible to fix, nothing to do about it so I had to stop this before it went way too far. Landon tended to be inflexible about changing his mind.
I sat forward and placed my elbows on the table. "Listen, Landon. You get me to fuck everyone's mother; you darkly tell me no one is willing to wait. You insist I hurry and that I fuck them all and then proceed to integrate the MILF List with five guys with hard cocks. Now you sit there and tell me that you have fallen in love with a hooker, maybe a rich hooker and you want me to shrug and pat your hand and say it is okay, you don't have to fuck anyone you don't want to. Well, you fucking well don't. But goddammit Landon, this is not some plastic past time we engaged in just to pass the time like pitching pennies or something. We are fucking our own mothers!"
"Quiet. Jesus, Sonny, you want the whole place to know what we are talking about?"
I took a deep breath and discovered I was quivering with my own rage. That really surprised me. I didn't think I was angry. Can you be intuitively angry? It was funny to be surprised to find I was angry; made me feel a little stupid but it was a private stupid and that just made me want to giggle which would have been all wrong. I breathed deep a couple times before speaking again, oddly to let the anger seep back into me so I would not laugh in his face. "You fuck the girl once and then just because she jazzed up your jism, you think you are suddenly all moral and everything. You have crossed over more girls by far than I have even fucked, including the MILF list. Well, Landon, you can do what you want. You always do but let me go on record right here. Fuck you, Landon." I was shaking so hard I had to stop talking which was a good thing because I did not have anything more of interest to say.
Landon stared at me for a moment and I honestly thought I had fucked the knothole. His eyes bored into me and after a while I started wondering why I did not get nervous or antsy in the line of his intense stare. Then it dawned on me that I was right. Landon was wrong. He had to back down or, well, fuck him. And his mother . . . I almost smiled when that thought ran through my head. I'd never make it as a negotiator. But I never looked away from Landon's intense stare.
Finally, Landon broke our unblinking stare of the ten-year olds. He looked away and then nodded. "Okay. Sorry. I guess I got my big head and my little head mixed up." He looked over at me. "You're right of course. But Sonny, I really want this to work. I mean, I love being with her and she is just great! She is funny and interesting and classy and has a lot of the same sorts of experiences that I have. Her parents are fucked up in a whole different way than mine are but they are still fucked up." He grinned. "I think I really must be in love." He sobered. "I don't think getting a girl to accept that you want to fuck her and your mother is in the ballpark, do you? Not according to Hoyle I mean. To say nothing of fucking the mothers of all his friends while he is dating her. That just seems way beyond what a normal girl is going to put up with."
I almost shook my head but I did not want him to see what I was thinking. I almost said "Normal?" but managed to click my teeth closed and stifle myself. This was emotional poker. I had an ace up my sleeve and I played it. "What about Kyla?" I almost added, and her ass, but I didn't. I have a very active inner life; I think I am very interesting. That is the very meaning of sardonic I think.
"Kyla?" Landon's eyes clicked, like there was another set of eye lids that closed over his shiny blues making them glittering grey. "What about her?"
I hesitated then plunged forward. "She came over to Brent's house last Monday, before Mrs. Crawford left. Did you tell her I was going to be there?" Okay, a lie by implication but I think I can justify this.
"What? No. What were you doing there? Fucking Brent's mom while he was in class?"
I shook my head and ignored the implied accusation. "Fucking mine. And what if I was? Natasha would not turn me away. Anyway, Melissa, she stayed an extra day, she wanted to see me fuck mom." I ached. I so wanted to tell Landon about Sid and Alissa and trading Mom's shapely ass for my life—I have an high sense of drama too which also makes me interesting. "Melissa mentioned it to Mrs. Rossini and Natasha thought she'd like to see it too. I think she called your mother, invited her to join us. She dithered and did not arrive till I was handing Mrs. Crawford off to her nephew."
"Sammy? Jesus, do you think he fucked her again?"
"I know he did. I watched him jam her against Rossini's living room wall. I am pretty sure she liked it, a lot. Your mom arrived after they left and went right back and went down on my mom. I got back there and they were sixty-nining on the bed. Mom was dressed in just her white garters and stocking and your mom was starkers. She ate mom like a starved woman. Mom gave as good as she got and when Kyla came she screamed. I would have fucked her but I was beat. Luckily Brent arrived but she just wanted pussy. She was going down on Natasha when Mom and I left. Landon, have you been fucking her or not?" Funny thing about lying, once you start it is easy to just rearrange everything and see if it ever matters. Kyla was taking Brent when I left but I guess it felt more sensible to leave that out. I wanted Landon to think she was running from cock. That was what I thought I wanted at the time, anyway.
Landon looked away then, his face pale. When he looked back his eyes were blue again. "I, well, I haven't touched her since the night at the opera."
"Jesus Christ, Landon, do you think that was smart?"
"I couldn't! I went out that next night with Darlene and after I fucked her, I felt, I felt . . . shit."
"I know, like a cheat. Like you cheated one of them no matter what you did. But hey, buddy, guess what, the fucking world does not revolve around you. I think something else may have happened to your mother. She sure seemed intent on eating mom when she got to Brent's house." The vision of her riding Brent's big cock wafted past my eyes and my cock got hard again. Fucking thing can be distracting.
"She wanted your mom? Not your cock?"
"I did not fuck her, no." I said truthfully, skillfully leaving out the truth by including the right facts.
"The guys will love her ass." Landon said. Then he looked over at me. "Jesus, Sonny, what am I going to do? How do I fuck the MILF list and be in love at the same time? I have never done this!"
"Dude, I doubt anyone has. You must be the first guy in history to be trying to figure out how to fuck your mother and the hooker you are in love with at the same time without blowing a fuse." I shook my head.
Landon ran a hand through his hair. "Fuck, Sonny, what am I going to do?"
I breathed a sigh of relief. Landon was back and we were okay again. My anger seemed like another personality, now banished. Plus, Landon was asking me to help solve his problem. After a lifetime of following him around and trying not to be too obvious, it was cool to keep finding him looking to me for help finally. The MILF list had been good to me in lots of ways. It would continue to be.
"Listen, Landon, have they met?"
"Who? Darlene and Mom? No. I don't know. I don't think so."
"So your mom does not know you are in love or whatever?"
He shook his head. "No. We have barely spoken. She knows something is up though. I know that much."
"Duh. How could she not. You fuck her and then nothing? It is a lot worse than not calling after you boink some chick. She is your mother and she had to get up the nerve to take you and let you take her and then what do you do? Nothing is a bad, bad option, Landon my boy! Duffus!" I reached over and slapped him on the head.
Landon looked like I had grabbed his cock and tried to kiss him. When he laughed, there was real relief in it. "Gawd, Sonny, I have been stressing over this. Really. I ain't used to stressing about shit. That is your and Brent's job. So what do I do?"
"The first thing you have to do is go home and fuck Kyla. We cannot have her getting all gooey over girls and not do the five of us."
"Fuck her?"
"You are thinking about Darlene. How much do you know the girl besides her velvet underground I mean?"
Landon shook his head. "Not much more than you know I guess. Besides her underground, I mean." He shook his head. "That is so unlike me. I usually never see a girl twice unless I have a pretty good idea if she is a gold digger. If she is a gold digger then I know they'll fuck and I can dump them without doing any real damage when I am done with them. This is really different." He looked up at me. "Shit, I used to like gold diggers. What is happening to me? Okay, okay. I'll ask her. Is that right? Should I just ask her about, uh, you know."
"Hooking? You better be able to say it without stuttering or you will lose her. If she feels that you look down on her, well that could be bad, all other things being equal. You don't, do you?"
The look on Landon's face concerned me. The fucker had not really thought about a girlfriend hooking. He did not even know how he felt about it.
"Well?" I pressed. This was too important to just leave dangling or to make any assumptions about.
Landon put his head in his hands, a motion I had never seen him do. The poor guy had it bad.
"Jeezus, Sonny, I guess I never really thought about it."
I felt so smart, smug even. "Well, you need to think about it. Really." A plan was forming in my little lizard brain but I had to have Landon hooked into it if it would work. It was not fully formed at that time but I knew Kyla wanted to know who her son was fucking instead of her. No, that wasn't right. I was rattled. Kyla wanted to know why he was fucking someone else. Still not right. She wanted to know why he wasn't fucking her. There was more to it but I could not make sense of it yet. But I needed to know something. "You have to fuck your mom, Landon. Right now. Go fuck her. If you can't, then we know something."
"Can't? What do you mean?"
Landon is unbelievable! "I mean the little soldier stays in the rack." I muttered darkly.
Landon stared at me. "Fuck Sonny, you mean that could happen?"
When he laughed, I felt relieved. Not that it had happened to me yet but I am realistic. Anything that comes, can go. If you cannot make it come, you cannot keep it from going. I was relieved because he joked about it and that was a good sign.
"Landon, think a moment. If you don't fuck Kyla, if you really are in love Darlene and it is the real thing, what does that mean? Darlene is going have to meet mommy dearest. Do you really want that to happen with Kyla strung out on Landon cold turkey after just one fuck? How do you think that is going to go over?"
"Like a lead balloon." Landon said.
"Like a preacher on Facebook," I echoed, altering the cliché, for the better I hoped. Nope.
"Or a censor on Literotica." Landon echoed, getting into the spirit. "Or incest on Amazon." He added. "How is your book doing? Making any money?"
I shrugged. "My friends have all bought it, I think. So, sales are slow and no one is brave enough to leave a good review. Fuckers. I need more friends, more brave friends!"
"Can you blame them? The shit your write, I bet no one wants to be accused of liking it." He grinned then. "Medium McClusky will be famous eventually!" He shook his head. "The Pleasure Contracts! You are unbelievable!"
I was so relieved he was teasing me. "Right. But focus, Landon, think about it. Can you leave your mom alone while you figure this out? In the long run, you want your mom to approve of your wife to be, to be nice and kind to her, to help and encourage the two of you and in the end, accept her as part of the family; at the very least not be a total bitch to the both of you, right? No matter how much she has pissed you off till now, in life or love, your mother will always be your mother and you want to be able to . . . ." I stumbled, searching for a big finish and finding none I knew would be a safely turned phrase. Landon stepped in and helped me out.
" . . . fuck her in the ass from time to time." He finished.
I nodded emphatically. "Right. How can you resist that astonishing ass?"
"So fuck her?"
"Fuck her. Yes."
"What about Darlene?"
I almost said, fuck her, too! But didn't. I thought a moment. "Landon, let me ask you something. When we started this MILF list did you think you would fall in love with mommy and swear off all other girls?"
He shook his head.
"Did you think that you would find a woman who would know about you fucking your mom and approve?" The plan was forming nicely in my mind.
Again, he shook his head.
"So did you presume that you would keep the fact you were a motherfucker a secret?"
He nodded. But then he held up a finger. "I had a dream of Mom and Theresa, you remember her? The tall girl with the great legs? I dreamed of fucking her and Mom one time." He grinned raffishly, "At the same time, I mean."
So close. I almost smirked. I almost do lots of stuff. Imagination is so much cheaper than reality and fewer bruises. It's that wonderful inner life I enjoy so much. "So there is nothing about the MILF list that has to be disclosed till you know more about the girl. Maybe she is fucking daddy and it will just be more confirmation that you found a good match."
"Jeezus, Sonny. Fucking her father. You really think so?"
"No, idiot." I almost hit him again. My imagination was much funnier than I thought reality would be, which was why I didn't smack Landon. "Her father's a dick, remember! You missed my point."
"You had a point?"
Landon was starting to sound just like Sammy. Fuck me. "That you don't know enough about Darlene yet. The truth is the last thing you drop on someone if you want them to ever be hooked into you. Wrapping is valuable. If she is horribly ashamed . . . "
"I am pretty sure there is none of that. She seemed very pragmatic about hooking. You know, fucking us to keep us quiet."
"Fucking you to keep us quiet, buddy. Remember that. I have one in the queue."
Landon nodded, acknowledging my point. It was bullshit. He had paid for so much stuff we had done together over the years I had more debt than I could ever repay. "My point was entirely that you need to get more information but in doing so, plan for the best. Fuck Kyla and get that situation fixed. Then we can figure out what to do next. If Kyla is not fixable, we have a problem and likely the rest won't matter if that blows up. But let's not borrow trouble." That was a classic Brent phrase when I or Chris got all bothered by some plan he cooked up while we were planning, usually, as I thought about it, to get Landon out of trouble. Sammy never got bothered by anything, what a happy guy he was. Suddenly I felt guilty about not letting him fuck his own mother. But I reasoned, I had to make her pay me something like that or she would feel guilty about taking my help with Sid, mine and Mom's actually. I almost chortled. Alissa owed my mother! How was she going to repay that? I shook my head telling myself to focus but filing it away for later consideration.
Landon actually nodded. "Fuck me but you are right, Sonny. If I don't fuck Kyla, nothing will be possible, even if I am not nutso out of my mind and actually have found the right girl."
 
That was that.
Tuesday night I went home to the loving arms and legs of my beautiful mother and I fucked her, just like the other nights. In the back of my mind, I was searching for a way to give Laura what, for other women proved to be a foursome with me and my mom. But since we had already done that, plus Annie and minus Chris, I needed something else, something special for her. I owed her. We all did. Her willingness to be the maid and suck and fuck without coming was a bonus to the airtight tournament and well benefited. Having her at the airtight tournaments was wonderful and she never demanded to be included. She put the other women at ease, got them rolling; a lesson I never forgot. She enjoyed being the voyeur and feeling the lingering arousal that when unsatisfied. It was like reading a romance novel.
I needed to find a way to give her the best she could imagine before we all demonstrated in fact what she had been observing in theory till now. All the other MILFs should go down on her or something. I wanted something that gave her a high that she deserved. She had waited all this time. This was on my mind when I got home: orgy for Laura? What a stick-it that would make.



My mother was in bed when I got home. Tawny and Georgia were in the living room, Ditzy and Nova I had called them when I was younger. It matched the blond and the redhead prototypes. They both looked up and suddenly I felt very vulnerable and exposed. I walked into the living room and cleared my throat.
Both sisters looked up.
"Ah, well, you both know I have been ah . . . "
"Fucking mom." Georgia added helpfully, though from the fierce look in her eyes that was not really her intention, to be helpful I mean.
"Right. I am sleeping with our mother." I stopped. "We are having sex, ah . . . " I almost finished, 'just like she has with you all. All three of you.' But thought better of it. I was not sure how that would go over. This was beginning to feel like a speech. Georgia was watching me like a cat regards a parakeet trapped in its cage but out of reach. Tawny was flipping through a copy of Cosmo with the month's nearly nude woman on it. I never got that. Why do women want to look at other beautiful woman all gussied up? Not being devout lesbians I mean. I wondered but I always looked. Those models were always hot. Tawny studiously ignored me, leaving the task of actually communicating to her elder sister.
"I just thought I should mention it."
Georgia snorted. "Great, Sonny. Thanks for the 411. What about your buddies? They all going to fuck her or just Brent."
I almost said she had fucked them too but didn't. I had nothing. I discovered this conversation never should have been begun. Can't do everything right, I guess. "I got nothing." I said and went upstairs to shower. Mom was reading when I slipped into her room, well, walked in, cock erect and everything. She immediately slid down into the bed, tossing her IPad aside. She lifted the covers and I felt so good, being invited in between her legs like that. When I entered her she sighed.
"We fit so nicely together. It is nice of you to give me this. Sid might stretch me completely out of shape and I'll never be the same. Oh, that feels so good, son."
"Mom," I grunted as I pushed my cock into her again, "you have had four kids. I think your body is pretty good about regaining its shape. Your tits are grand, your ass is great, your pussy is tight."
"And my ass?"
"Tight, mom, tight." I felt stupid. I kissed her and the whole coitus thing got serious. Soon she was groaning with muted pleasure. I erupted deep inside of her. Turned out to be sort of a quickie but damn it felt good to have her like that, to take her and give her such pleasure so easily.
"I love that gooey feel of cum inside of me after you come." Mom said after I collapsed and rolled onto my back. "I like little quickies like that." She got onto an elbow and looked down at me. "You know, Sonny, being desired by a man is great for a woman. Makes her more beautiful to be desired. That is why a woman in love attracts so much attention. You have brought me the love and affection of six men. I have done without for so long. I guess I have been making up time. So, well, thank you."
Her kiss was friendly, affectionate.
"Oh honey, don't come home too early tomorrow. The girls will all be home tomorrow night and I want a chance to explain the situation." She stopped and her eyes focused on mine. "What is this all leading to, Sonny?"
I grinned. "I think my sisters are going to fuck their brother if they don't kill me first."
Mom smacked my chest. "That is not what I meant and you know it."
I sobered. "When the MILF list is done, well, Mom, we are all adults so I suppose we'll do what adults do."
"Fuck, I hope." Mom said with an ornery twinkle in her eyes.
The word caught me by surprise. Not exactly what I meant. I meant we'd figure it out. She turned off the light and we went to sleep. I woke up a little later. I thought a while about sleeping in my mother's bed, her bare back against my side. The more I thought about it the more I liked it. Her bare back, smooth and warm, the arch of her hip; I ran my hand over her hip and pulled her onto her back. She sighed. I cupped a breast and she moaned, still asleep for the moment. When I rubbed her pussy, I felt the moisture and she sighed in her sleep, so I fucked her again. She let me. She was becoming a habit; a moaning, squirming, coming habit.
The next day, Wednesday, I got two calls. First, Landon called and said all the guys were down at the pizza place and asked me to meet them there. I got there about four, aware I needed to hang loose for the evening so Mom had plenty of time to talk to the blisters. Sammy talked endlessly about his Camaro. Chris was quiet, as normal but seemed withdrawn. Brent and Landon discussed whatever they talked about. I didn't listen. I was wondering about my idea, trying to get it to make sense. How could I get Kyla in bed with her son and his girlfriend like she wanted? It felt like a puzzle that tormented me till I thought about fucking a girl with my mother; then I got really hard and the embarrassment tuned me back into the conversation. Then I thought about fucking each of my sisters with my mother and knew I had to focus on something else.
Finally, Chris lifted his head from his reverie and said into one of the silences, "Sonny, what about Mom? When does she get what she wants?"
Suddenly everyone was looking at me. I glanced at Landon but he seemed the same guy we always ate pizza with. "I know, I know. I am working on it. We still have Mrs. Clark to make airtight and Laura should be part of that, don't you think?"
"Mom's brothers are coming for Thanksgiving." Chris said. "My uncles." He waited as though that meant something, something we should understand. Finally, looking exasperated. "Mom will certainly fuck them." He said. "And if she doesn't, they'll know something is wrong; if we tell her not to and she does what we tell her." He shook his head. "I have to go."
"Chris, dude, I'll think about it and we'll work out something. We have a month or so. We have time."
He nodded. "Don't waste it."
I put on a look of affront. "Waste it? What do you think we have been doing? Diddling our teddy bears?" Everyone was getting snippy.
"Sorry, Sonny. My," he looked around, "Laura, she is getting a little crazy. She wants it. I have fucked Annie so often I might as well be living at her house. Yesterday she just bent over the counter and lifted her dress. She had no panties on at all. When I entered her she was already wet. When I went back home," he hesitated. "Mom, Laura wanting it so bad makes me crazy. I want to give it to her so bad but I know you are right. When it is time, when you decide to let her come it will be great for her. I want to do it your way."
"You are a prince, Chris. I'd have been fucking her the whole time." Landon said.
"Me too." Sammy said.
I glanced at Sammy and his eyes bulged a little, guilt in his expression. I wondered what that meant. Of course he wanted to fuck his mother but was he? "She'll get it." I said to Chris. He nodded and left. Sammy had to go and Brent followed. That left Landon and I. He sat across the booth from me toying with a packet of cheese. He flipped it at me. "I talked to her."
"Was her mouth full?" I asked.
Landon met my gaze. "No. Not her. I fucked ah Kyla, like you said. I did not feel any better. But I did ask Darlene about it. You know, her occupation. She avoided the issue. I guess I chickened out and did not press her further."
"Thinking of just giving her the money?" I asked.
"Trust doesn't kick in till I am twenty-five and only then if I have at least a master's in something, reading tea leaves or high jump or something. Anything."
"Or pussy." I countered.
Landon shook his head. "No. Stop it. What am I going to do?"
"Are you sure your mother and Darlene have not met in some context?"
"I asked her that. Darlene said she knew my mother's name, might know her by sight but had never spoken to her."
"Then I think we should introduce them." I suggested.
Landon's eyes got wide. Then he grinned. "What have you got in your brain now, Sonny?"
I was puzzling out how to answer that question when my phone twitched and I answered it. It was Kyla "open legs" Clark.
"Sonny, I know it was you. I don't know how but thank you!" Kyla gushed into my ear.
"Why hello to you too, Kyla." I said, my eyes on Landon.
"My son laid me last night and it was wonderful!" Kyla cooed. "I know you talked to him." Her voice shifted, hardened. "What took you so long!" She sounded happy.
I was stuck. What had taken me so long? "I was busy." Not very original but truthful enough. "Pussy has put me behind at school. I have been chasing myself to get caught up. You know that old line about being born to do certain things before you die? I am so far behind I may never die."
She laughed, musical joy in her tone.
"Oh, Sonny, I am so happy. That knot in my stomach is gone. Landon dragged me into his bedroom and fucked me right where you fucked me. I thought of you well, at least once while he was between my open legs. Let's do something."
"Great. How about a movie. Friday. I am done with class by four. I can be at the Kingdom Cinema by four-thirty. Let's see 'Come Tomorrow'. Buy a ticket for the five o'clock show and be seated early. I'll find you."
Silence.
Landon was watching me, his eyes were calculating.
"Okay." Kyla said. "Four-thirty. I'll be there. I'll text you if I am going to be late. Text me when you arrive so I know not to wait if you stand me up. I'll wait till the movie starts if I don't hear from you."
"I'll be there, Kyla. Don't be so defensive." Everyone and I mean everyone was getting tense. Not enough sex, I seemed to me. I was very relaxed, though. So was my darling mother.
I put my phone away. "There, Landon. Done. I am going to fuck your mother at the mall tomorrow."
"In the movies?" He asked, incredulously.
"Okay, yeah, there too. The next movie is at seven-thirty. Be in line for it, 'Come Tomorrow', a romantic film I am sure. Be there before the five show lets out. Spot us when we walk out and tell Darlene that is your mother. Deal with it however makes sense, but with the idea that the end game may be for Darlene to know about you and Kyla making the double-backed beast."
"Knowing? Why?"
"She is a hooker, Landon. She has a secret life. You trade your secret for hers and now, then, you are both vulnerable."
Landon nodded. "I see."
I bumped his elbow. "So? How was she?"
"Mom?" Landon asked.
I nodded. "You remember how all this started?"
"I do. Mom fucked the pool guy, Antonio. He stopped coming around after you fucked her. She told me about fucking you on my bed."
"I am going to fuck her tomorrow maybe several times and the end result is that I will make sure that she smells like sex when she meets Darlene. Gives them both something to think about besides who you are or are not fucking."
We parted with a Brent-like plan in place. I studied on campus till about eleven and caught the late bus home. I arrived at the house at nearly midnight and let myself in. Mom was sitting by herself in the kitchen, a glass of wine, half full. The bottle was nearly full.
"I have been waiting on you."
"I wanted you to have enough time. How did it go?"
She poured the other glass full of wine. "Sit down. Drink."
Her slur was present but unless this bottle was the last in a series, she was no drunker than I was.
I did and did. "So?" I said around the sting of the tangy red. "What happened."
"I told them you and Brent traded MILFs." My mother looked over the edge of her goblet, trying to hide behind it. "You have to bring her here and fuck her so the girls can catch you."
"You are shitting me." I finally found words, eloquence failed me.
Mom shook her head. Then she smiled. "I think I panicked."
"I thought you had it all worked out. You were going to handle it. Swapping MILFs? Is that the best you could do?"
Mom drained her wine glass and poured more. The chocks were pulled.
"What exactly did you tell them?"
Mom looked at me. Her eyes were seeing fine. "Well, ah, I told them you had seduced Mrs. Rossini and when Brent found out he was going to kill you. So, in order to calm him down, you offered to let him fuck me, help him fuck me. You know, as a trade."
"You did not tell them he was . . .?"
My darling mother snorted. "I panicked, I did not lose my mind. No, nothing about a full house of Natasha over Brent."
"But how does that explain . . . . "
"You and me?" Mom smiled and she looked sleepy, listless, maybe she was drunk. "I told them you seduced me so that you could give me away to Brent. I also reminded them that I have ah, been having them since they turned 18 so it is sort of your turn, like that. Your sisters are fair minded. They understand."
"Georgia?" I asked, thinking of Georgia on her back taking me up her cunt and then Mom feeding at her pussy.
Mom drank. "Georgia, I told her to be patient. I told her you would be willing to make her air tight with some of your friends if she was patient."
I felt like I had been kneed in the 'nads. "You told her what?"
Mom looked blandly over at me. "I am fucking my son. Georgia wants to get on the circuit. I told her I was going to fuck you till January, or February, whichever. Chinese New Year, whenever that is. Then, I told her if she could get you to do her, I would not interfere."
"And how did Dalia and Tawny take that little bit of information? That sister Nova had done littler brother without them?"
Mom smiled. "Oh, we did not tell them. Georgia got home first and we covered that then. I told her what I was going to tell Dalia and Tawny and she agreed to keep her visit to brother cock a secret. I told you I would handle it and I handled it. The girls won't do anything to bother us. I get you whenever you like."
I noted how she phrased the statement but let it pass, marking it up to the wine. I should have known better.
"Friday, I am going to go over to Sid and Anne's. Did you remember?"
I had forgotten. I had forgotten something else. Nearly three weeks had passed since I fucked Alissa in her office, with an audience. I wanted to connect with her. I opened my phone and dialed her cell. When she answered, I could tell she had been asleep.
"Alissa."
"Sonny? Why are you calling so late. Oh, oh! Yes, Sonny? What do you want?"
"Fuck your son." I said softly.
"Excuse me?"
"Is Sammy home?"
"He is. Sam is gone."
"Fuck your son, Alissa. Right now. Until he is satisfied."
"Uh, just fuck?" She said, a twinkle in her lilting voice.
"Whatever he wants but be done when the sun rises." I hung up.
Mom's eyes were alight. "Oh my gosh but that is sexy. Is someone going to call me with instructions? Telling me to fuck you, I mean?"
I shook my head. "Nothing tomorrow. I want you to have an edge for Sid. Oh, shit, I have not called him yet."
Mom looked frightened. "You said you would."
I shook my head. "I forgot. I will though, right now!" Too much going on. I dialed Annie's phone. When she answered, she was gasping, panting and grunting. Someone was fucking her and still she answered the phone. What a woman!
"Yesssss, Soooonnnnnyyy." Her garbled voice came to me.
"Am I interrupting something, Annie?" The next thing I heard was Sid's deep voice.
"Hi Sonny, Annie is busy right the present. Mr. Wills is fucking my wife in on the guest bed and I have to wait for the little shit to finish before we can go to bed."
I had an "I love my life" moment. "Sid, Mr. Kingston, my mother would like to, ah, be had this weekend and I thought you might like to have her for a couple nights. You know, to use before you leave for the mysterious orient." I cleared my throat. "Sexually, I mean." I added, feeling stupid.
"I know what you mean, Sonny." He laughed softly. "Why thank you, Sonny. That is generous of you. What should I do with Annie?"
I thought that an odd question, coming from him. Funny that I had asked Mom the same thing. Great minds? "She is your wife, isn't that your purview?"
"Purview?" Sid chuckled. "Who are you trying to fool, Sonny?"
"Hey, I am just offering you my mom's cunt for your pleasure and hers. Why bitch when I try to improve myself?"
Sid chuckled again, a sound like giants rubbing boulders together in one hand. "I know. Shit, kid, I deal with such knives all the time, I am confused by simplicity. Thank you. Uh, Sonny, I am working on the lawyers. Their wives and company will be made available eventually but I am not pressing that. It may take a while. Call it a strategic matter. I am waiting for the perfect moment to take their women, for you to take their women. I hope you are not getting impatient."
I just grunted. I thought if any more pussy got thrown my way I was going to quit school and put out a shingle. Not sure what it would say, though.
Sid continued. "Same with my niece, Annie's niece really." In the background I could hear the smack of a hand on someone's ass and Annie's crescendo scream. Then it stopped and I could hear Chris say 'suck it, Mrs. Kingston.'
I just shook my head. Everyone I knew turned out to be a twist. No, that was not right. I just wasn't spending any time with anyone who wasn't. There is a difference. Normal people had become really boring. Then it occurred to me that if I met a normal woman I would immediately twist her if I could. I had mixed feelings about that.
"I'll pick her up at your house, Friday at six." Sid said. "Thanks Sonny. I could hardly ask but I do appreciate it." He was gone.
Mom and I went up together but I went to my bed and she to hers. The next day I saw Sammy and he actually hugged me. "She fucked me! She said you sent her to fuck me! Jeezus Sonny, it was amazing! She fucked me all night long. It was unbelievable. I could not believe it. You know, I think knowing it might be the last time for a long time made us both a little crazy and knowing that you sent her to do me, gawd it was amazing! You are a fucking genius!"
"Can I have your car?" I said.
Sammy immediately sobered. "Fuck you, Sonny. Pussy is one thing but that is my baby!"
I shook my head. "I mean, I need a ride to the mall after Econ tomorrow."
He agreed and I had that part of the day set up. On the way to class I called Natasha Rossini. "Tasha? Do you have a minute?" She did. "Listen, I need a favor." I hesitated. I had it in my head I needed to handle this the moment Mom spilled the beans. It occurred to me that I needed to tell her something but the truth that my mom was fucking my sisters and I planned to do so as well, that seemed a little TMI, even given our respective situations. "I was wondering if I could interest you in a rather casual roll in the hay?"
"Why Mr. Duncan, so forward of you!" She said laughing.
"I am afoot. Can you pick me up?"
"You mean now?" She chortled. "Of course you mean now. I'd love to pick you up. Are you that kind of boy?"
I chuckled and gave her directions to where I'd be close by the pizza shop and a time. If I understood the timing correctly, everything would work out just fine. I went off to class whistling. It did not hurt that I had finally gotten caught up with most of the work I was behind on. Mom said she would pay for school so long as I got As and Bs. Seemed fair but that was before I got her onto her back for a bout of the horizontal bop. I wasn't sure if my academic scholarship was related to my performance or not any longer, academic or otherwise.
At four I climbed into Mrs. Rossini's car. She looked at me, eyes shining. She had gone to a lot of trouble, with hair and makeup, eyeliner and shadow all the sort of thing. She looked good. She glowed in the presumed glow of our coming fuck. I said as much.



"You are such a romantic, Sonny." She said laughing. "Where to?"
"Home." I said.
"Mine? Or yours?"
"Mine." I said softly, confronting for the first time that she might not want to participate in my, er our little diversion. "Drive, I'll explain." She did and I did.
"My sisters are sure something is going on with me and they are badgering Mom about it, insisting that she do something. She does not want them to find out about the MILF list and everything, and, well, they caught Brent doing her the other day. So, well, to cover up the whole sordid . . . "
". . . and fun . . . " Sasha interjected.
" . . . situation, she told them I was in love with an older woman, Brent's mother. She said, that, well, as a, I mean, Brent found out and as a way to keep things balanced so we could be friends, she said she agreed to fuck him. No, that isn't right. She told them I seduced her so I could give her to Brent. She told my blisters that you and I were having an affair and Brent caught us." I was talking in circles but I thought the essence was clear enough. "Supposedly I made a deal with him, mom for mom so he wouldn't kill me and now I have to show that you really do let me fuck you."
"I let you?" She asked looking over me. "More like you let me." She snorted, a real pig sound that was hilarious coming out of her. "Your sisters are young. They do not understand the joy of having prime, young prick because they do not understand prime old prick."
"So I thought I'd see if you were available." I finished lamely.
Natasha nodded. "So you want them to catch us, so they don't inquire further into the MILF list. They don't know about Brent and me?"
I shook my head. I had not thought about that aspect of the deal. "Right, no, nothing."
She drove in silence for a while. "Brent fucked Cici?"
I nodded. I felt the requisite civilized clinch of my sphincters, waiting for her reaction to that idea.
"I wish I could see that. My boy is well proportioned. Seeing him take another woman would be . . . " she laughed. "It would be incredibly exciting. I mean, seeing Cici, your mother, seeing her rammed full of his cock . . . " Her voice tailed off with a panting, heavy sigh.
I breathed a sigh of relief. We lapsed into silence. For the first time that day I felt out of kilter, facing the fact that this was really going to be "theater sex", done for an audience. That did not appeal much to me . . . not the audience part, the sex for some other reason than because my cock was hard. That appealed to me. A lot. Sex because I could, I mean. Having someone watch me enjoy Tasha, that was great for me, I just was not sure it would work too well for her.
I realized I needed to do something to make this exciting for Natasha. That would make it better, particularly if my sisters went off, somehow. I did not just want to do a sex show for an audience, I wanted Natasha to come. Before thinking, I spoke. "Have you ever been tied up?" I was gazing out the side window but I felt the air inside Mrs. Rossini's car change. And the car jerked to the left before coming to a stop. When I looked over at her she was staring at me. The light changed and the dawn came, the realization of what I had just asked and the effect it was likely having on this woman whom I had fucked to failure while she was bound and blindfolded and then insisted it was me to cover the fact she had been roughly handled and loved it. I fumbled for something to say that would take that question back but she swerved from the right lane across three lanes of traffic, bouncing over a curb to make the quick turn into a parking lot.
I looked up and saw there was a hardware store right in front of us.
"Tell me." Natasha said. Her two hands were on the wheel and she twisted to look at me. Her eyes fierce, intense. "Was it you?"
Fuck. I had tipped a hand I did not know I was holding. But she saved me, she closed her eyes and tipped her head back. I could see her swallow, a ripple going down her stretched, sexy, olive neck.
"No." She said. "Don't tell me. I don't want to know. I want him to come back. I want him to take me again, in every way. You cannot imagine. Every time Brent enters me, I close my eyes and imagine him smaller, fitting into me while I yowl with orgasm, quivering at his every touch and longing to have him inside of me. I have thought about it so much, I cannot tell what details are real and what I added." She opened her eyes and looked at me over her arm, still braced against the steering wheel. "Am I crazy, Sonny? What sort of woman wants to be raped?"
For a moment I stared at her. I remember the training I took in counseling in high school. I gave her the party line. "Rape has little to do with sex. True rape is all about power and so the gender is only an indifferent part of it. Women are victimized because they are weaker and cannot fight back. Weak men say nothing because it makes them feel weaker. What you want is to be fucked against your will, so the only responsibility you have is to feel what is being done to you. Nothing wrong with that." I stopped, feeling stupid but using that as a reason to be silent.
Mrs. Rossini stared at me like she was seeing some vision of her inner life before nodding, emphatically, just once. Then she opened her door and got out. We bought a couple coils of soft rope that would not stretch or chafe too badly. She drove to my house.
In my head, I bound her in the living room and fucked her there. My sisters would catch us. Simple enough. Natasha parked and I realized that just tying her up and fucking her was less than perfect. I had to seduce her.
"Have you ever been to our house?" I asked, felt stupid immediately.
But Natasha smiled warmly and nodded. "Of course. Many times."
"Would you like to come in. I don't think anyone is home. If that makes you uncomfortable . . ."
Natasha was a gem. She played right along without prompting. Following the cue perfectly. She reached out a hot hand and lay it on my leg. It burned through my slacks. "No, Sonny, really. I trust you. What could happen?"
I liked the question and the sentiment. She had some risk here, showing herself, legs spread to three young women. What was the likelihood they would talk or put video of her fucking their brother on the internet? The implied trust not only of me but of my sisters, of my family in general warmed me till I realized she knew I was boning my own mother and her confidence just seemed logical and not all that altruistic at all.
We got out of the car and walked to the front door. My nerves jangled and she stood beside me, shifting her weight from foot to foot, making her hips bump back and forth. I about could not find the keyhole, but searching for it can be half the fun, right?
So I got the door open. I gestured and she preceded me inside. She looked around. "Okay, I have seen your house. I'll just be going."
I felt my pulse swell in my forehead, like suddenly both heads were about to explode.
Natasha laughed, touching my forearm with her cool fingers.
What a duffus! "Fine." I said, late on the uptake. "Just leave your panties over there on the couch, would you? For my collection."
Natasha looked over at me and then lifted her dress and pulled her panties down over her sleek thighs. She stilled, bent at the waist, her hands shifting the rolled panties lower on her calves. She froze suddenly and looked up at me and grunted. "You were not being serious, there, were you?"
Her skirt was frilly and light, white linen with patches of crochet that showed her olive flesh. I moved around behind her while she was yet bent. I lifted her skirt and she shuddered. I felt the motion in her body as I ran my hands up her bare thighs to her equally bare hips. She did not move.
"I am going to put my cock into you." I said softly.
"Yes, put your cock into my pussy. I think I am very wet. I think I am ready to be mounted." She giggled. "Mount me like a filly, Sonny. I think I can come when you enter me. I am so hot. Oh god but I want this." She spoke looking over her shoulder at me, watching me from the corner of her big eyes, utterly still, waiting. Silent, she dropped her head and arched her back, bumping her hips higher.
I unzipped my pants, unbuttoned them and freed my cock. I tracked the end down the crack of her plush ass. She swayed but twerked her ass higher, shifting her legs a bit wider. My cockhead touched her pussy and she squawked, a choked sound. Her pussy lips kissed the head of my cock and she rocked back, enveloping me in two inches of smooth, hot wonderfulness. Her velvet flesh pulled me inside of her.
I bunched her skirt in my hands and gripped her hips. I pulled her back as I shuffled forward. Natasha flowered like a thrown tomato. I sank into her, deep into her with unbelievable craving.
"Oh, yes, Sonny. Yes, to whatever you want!" She shivered as I stroked her lightly with my cock, sliding it slowly and gently past her clinging, clasping muscles. She sighed as I bottomed out in her pussy and stirred a time or two before pulling back for another go. I pulled free of her body and let her skirt drop. I glanced at the clock and decided I had time. I lifted the skirt and she sighed, lifting her ass higher again. She had not said anything when I left her but now she shivered as my cock quested around her ass and between her cheeks, searching for an entrance to her body. I thought about pummeling her ass but decided I would rather fill that later if I had the chance. When my cock contacted her pussy again, she grunted and pressed herself unabashedly onto me, impaling herself on my cock. I ran it deep into her boiling body. Tasha sighed and whispered words I could not hear. Her head was down and her long brown hair dangled over her face as I fucked her. I pounded down into her and she shuddered, accepting me into her body with tense pleasure. I pulled back and slammed my cock back deep. I pulled free of her clasping body, regretting the loss of the deep connection. This was what a "deep relationship" must mean, I thought and snickered.
Natasha straightened, leaving her panties bound around her ankles. I gripped her by the shoulders and turned her. She stumbled and fell into me. I shoved her against the wall and with one foot pressed the panties down. She fought a foot loose and her legs parted. She was panting, her chin down so her gaze came at me past her eyebrows, giving her that focused, intense look of a woman about to be entered in concert with her desires. I stepped between her open legs and one of her hands took firm hold of my cock, bending it down to reconnect with her cunt. With her shoulders against the wall of the entrance, she popped her hips at me. My cock sliced deep, opening her. Natasha glanced down and lifted both legs, though I am not sure how. She started to fall but I slammed against her, pinning her to the wall. Her thighs were in my hands and I held her up while she clung to me. We could not stroke but ground against each other while my climax thundered towards us.
I came in moments, jamming my cock into her pussy and stirring the filling bubbling in her. Suddenly, Natasha tensed, every limb becoming tense, her hips jerked just once and her legs released me. We had reprised the night in her house while Annie was downstairs getting fucked. Natasha had watched the Chinese woman take our cocks with her arms tied behind her. She had seen us fuck Annie, watched while Annie was fucked by her own son and the rest of us. Natasha sagged between me and the wall, her arms draped around my neck.
"Oh my yes, Sonny! That was just the thing. Now what?"
I pulled my cock out of her pussy and left her to her own balance. "Now, I go get the rope." I had left it in the back seat of her car. Natasha's eyes snapped to me. She did not blink while I hitched up my pants and went out to the car. When I returned, she was gone. I tossed the rope on the couch and went looking for her. I went upstairs, visions of the woman stretched out nude on my bed . . . or mom's. I looked in my sister's rooms last and found nothing. I went back downstairs and she was standing in the middle of the living room, staring out the sliding doors into the backyard.
She turned to me as I rattled down the stairs.
"Kiss me." She husked, her voice rasping like a smoker.
I did. I touched my lips to her and she ground her crotch against my still erect cock. She pulled back in my arms, clasped about her waist. "Oh, still hard? I like that in a man. How do you want me? I am yours."
I was struck in that moment, the similar sentiment with my mother's, the thrill of being a sexual object with a primary purpose, to be had, to be used for sex. I kissed her again but from the desire to find and touch her tongue with mine. She gulped once and then returned the soul kiss with lips and tongue, equaling my passion. Her hands held me by the shoulders as I bent her backwards a little, tilting us. I untucked her linen shirt, matching the white skirt; a set I guessed. My hand touched her fiery skin and I found her bra and released it. I wanted to see her breasts once more.
When I broke the kiss, Natasha grunted but did not move as I unbuttoned her blouse. The bra was lax inside of it and her breasts sought to push it down but it waffled and stayed in place. I pulled her over to the couch and sat, her breasts now even with my eyes. She bent a little and I found one with my lips.
"Oh god, Sonny. Like this? Right here? Ugghhh!"
I sucked the nipple completely into my mouth, stopping her words and making her hands claws on my back. I switched tits, kissing the other and licking the smooth skin. She tasted tangy and wild. My tongue on her skin seemed to fire in her. She bent further and began to unfasten my pants, working awkwardly around my stiff dick. With my mouth ever on her tits, she managed finally to get them down my legs to my thighs. She stepped around my knees and directed my cock to her pussy, sinking down on me. She descended down my cock sliding completely full of me till she was sitting on my lap. Slowly, she began to rock, her hips grinding her clit against my pubic bone before lifting her body up, sliding her pussy up my shaft till only my cock head was hooked inside her quivering body. Every few strokes she would grind hard and long, sighing into my neck. She lifted her head and sought my lips. We kissed as she fucked me, grinding her hips harder and faster.
I reached between us with both hands, found both her nipples and pinched them, hard, at the same time. She fought free of the kiss and screamed. I kept the pressure on her nipples. Her hips twerked at me faster and faster till she convulsed into a tight, bone-rattling orgasm. She flopped sideways onto the couch.
I wanted to fuck her but sometime in the next twenty minutes my sisters would be home. At least Georgia and Tawny anyway. Talia sometimes stayed late and came home with mom. Natasha lay on her side on the couch, one leg over my legs and the other below it . I pulled the bag with the rope in it out from under her and got one coil loose.
"Hands tied behind you or in front?"
Natasha twisted onto her back and lifted her head, looking at me with bleary eyes. She made herself more comfortable, leaving one leg draped over my lap. "Front. I want to be tied like . . . you did at the Wills." Her face colored. She put hand over her eyes. "I still cannot believed what happened to me that day." She said. "I never felt like that in all my life."
"Want to go again?" I said it but felt immediately I should not have.
She moved her hand and looked at me. "In a New York minute." She said.
I guess I was wrong to worry.
"Just say the word." Mrs. Rossini said, kissing me gently. "I confess I liked telling everyone about coming while being raped. I was raped, Sonny. You may not believe me but he came into my house and raped me, just like I said." She then extended her arms before her and crossed her wrists. She looked at me, a bland look, waiting for me to tie her up.
I wondered if the woman was cock crazy or just fucking with me. Somehow the ambiguity was delicious and I just left it like she designed it, a tantalizing possibility that excited her. My cock wanted more spelunking practice. But I had to stick to the plan, for all the good that did me. Sometimes plans worked out. "Take off the bra, first. Leave the shirt." I chuckled. "Take the gun, leave the cannoli."
Natasha did that whole, 'take off the bra without taking off the blouse'; I thought it was so sexy, seeing her breasts shifting as she moved. She handed me the bra and I tossed it over the couch. She extended her hands and crossed her wrists again, nodding. "I know, the Godfather, right? Part two, I think."
I put her hands side by side and began to wrap them with the rope till she had a single bracelet around them both, nearly to the elbow. I looped it around and tested to see it was snug but not binding, not too tight. I moved her legs and got up, standing over the bound woman. She lifted a leg and hooked a heel over the back of the couch, stretching her bound arms over her head. She offered herself to me.
"Hold that thought!" I hissed. I scampered up the stairs to my mom's room, searching the closet and her drawers for something to put around Natasha's eyes. I was also stripping off my clothes. When I returned to Mrs. Rossini, she was as I left her. I was all cock and eagerness. I got between her legs and entered her, shoving my cock into her, presuming, rightly, that she would be plenty slick. Then, socketed in her wondrous body, I bound the scarf I found around her eyes. Her body tensed as I put it over her eyes. Her pussy clamped down on my cock and I went weak in the knees. The pleasure of her body rippling around my cock was distracting. I tied the scarf with a granny knot.
I struggled to my knees, pulled out of the woman with a groan she echoed. I got her carefully to her feet and then arranged the furniture. I turned on our fireplace, a gas thing with a switch. The fire injected immediate warmth into the chill room She was still wearing skirt and a flapping blouse while I was skin and dick naked. I moved the rocker lounge a little and positioned the padded footrest before it. I lay her down across the footstool so her knees were bent over the end of it. I pulled her arms over her head and tied her in that position, head in the seat of the chair, arms pulled high over her head, the rope over the back. With the other coil of rope, I opened her legs, tying one to a brick leg of the built-in bookshelves beside the fire place. I ran the other rope around the end of the couch and spread her other leg. I got between her legs and ran a finger through the curls at her crotch, down through the pursed lips of her furrow.
"In me." Sasha breathed.
I shoved my finger into her, felt her milky goodness. I stroked her sloshing pussy with two fingers. Her hips pulsed at my hand each time I trust fingers into her.
Suddenly Natasha's head came up. "I hear something."
I stopped what I was doing. She groaned in a gratifying fashion.
"I think that is your phone ringing." She said.
I cocked my head and sure enough I could just barely hear the dinging of my phone. It was till in my pants which were upstairs somewhere. I left her bound in my living room and dashed upstairs, following the sound of my ring tone. I got to it just as it clicked over to voice mail. I let it cycle through, walking to my room to find my ear phones. I had the idea I was going to go downstairs. But when I saw who called, I sat on my bed, nude, with Mrs. Rossini tied up in my living room. Before I dialed Landon back, I reflected on my reality for a moment. A moment of self-aware delight. If life got any better for me, I think I would die of happiness, if such a thing were possible.



I called Landon. He answered.
"What do you want?" I asked, putting my buds into my ears. That was how I missed my sister's returning home, I realized later.
"Sonny. Good. Not interrupting anything, am I?"
I thought about my life at that moment but shook my head, felt stupid and said "No. Nothing much."
"Call Darlene. When I talked to her, I let it out that you knew about us. She wants to talk to you."
"What about?"
"She is a woman, how would I know?"
That always bothered me about most guys. Did they not know what their women thought because their women were mysterious or because clueless men did not pay much attention, perhaps did not even care. Paying attention made me feel vaguely superior and then sheepish.
"I'll text you her number." Landon was gone.
Moments later my text dinged and I had Darlene's number. I called her.
"Hello?" The satin purr that was Darlene inhabited my head compliments of my buds.
My cock got hard and I felt immediately guilty. Funny all the things you can do and still feel guilty about something. Maybe it is an hardwired reflex. Visions of Landon kissing her breasts and only later, to my credit I think, did I remember her bent over, taking Landon's cock at the hotel. She had great breasts for an eighteen year old. Good for business.
"Hello? Hello?"
I had forgotten to talk, so involved with my private movies. "Darlene? Hello, this is Sonny. Landon said you wanted to talk to me?"
"Ah, yes, Sonny. First, thanks for not ratting me out."
"About what?" I had to act clueless but avoid being too coy. I was tightrope walking in a stiff wind. Stiff. See, something else can be stiff besides my cock.
"You told Landon to talk to me, about, you know."
"Hooking." I said, now really glad I had not wandered downstairs to where Natasha was bound to our furniture.
"Yes. I am a prostitute. He told me that you made him realize that he had to meet that fact straight on. Sonny, he did not ask me to quit." She stopped talking.
I waited, thought I heard something (I did) but disregarded it, choosing instead to focus on the present conversation.
"What should I make of that? Does he really not care that I am fucking other men? Is that it?"
I almost said 'How could he?' but gathered my three wits before my mouth freelanced. "I don't think that is it. You are rich. Well, wait, this is my thinking and why I insisted that he be cool about that. You are rich, your family is rich. That means you are doing this for recreation, not to feed your illegitimate babies. So if it is your choice, then it will have to be your choice to stop. I told him he needed to know you better to figure that all out. But he should not drag Cro-Magnon machismo into the equation to start with." I sort of said that to Landon. Chicks like it when you insult other men behind their backs. Makes them feel right at home.
"I see. That was sweet."
I waited in her silence. Then she spoke again.
"Thank you, Sonny. I will not forget this. I remember everything."
Good for her, I thought. I wish I could remember my name after six in the evening. I searched for something to say giving her a dose of her own silence but mine was to avoid stammering and to avoid saying something inane.
"Well, good for you." I said, waiting did me no good, I guess.
"Anyway, thanks. See you later." She was gone.
I sat on my bed, nude, with a woody hard compliments of my buddy's breathy girlfriend and the woman downstairs. The woman downstairs! I got up and danced down the stairs, skidding to a halt—if you can skid on stairs—when I saw Dalia and Tawny standing just at the end of and behind the couch. Their eyes were fixed in the direction where Mrs. Rossini was tied and blindfolded.
This did not match my picture. I wanted them to see my white ass pumping away between her open legs as she gasped through an orgasm, not catch the early show my cock offered.
Tawny finally pulled her eyes away from the sight before them and looked at me. She pointed with both hands at her ears. Struck by her curious attempt to communicate, I cocked my head. She repeated the motion than pointed at me.
Duh. I got it. I took out the buds and immediately heard what she heard. I took a couple more steps down so I could see around the corner and spied the cause of the sounds.
"Oh, oh, oh my yes, right there. More. Oh yes, there. Yes, yes, yessssssssssss!" Mrs. Rossini came as I watched. Her olive breasts were bare, or would have been bare but for the pale hands covering them, manipulating her nipples. Her legs were up, dangling over Georgia's back while Georgia's head bobbed and shifted between Natasha's legs.
My sister was eating my, my, my what? My best friend's mother? Whom I was fucking? While my sisters watched? While I stood dumb and motionless on the stairs, stark fucking naked? Strangely, my cock did not wilt. It got harder. It longed for a storm so it could go seek a harbor, any harbor as cocks are wont to seek.
Tawny was gesturing but now instead of pointing at me after pointing at her own head, she was pointing and Georgia and Mrs. Rossini. Dalia's eyes clicked off the scene of her sister eating the semi-nude woman and looked over at me. Well, sort of at me; her gaze dropped to my cock and never left it. She looked back at Mrs. Rossini, singing the chorus of her present climax, and then looked back at me. Presented with two sights she did not see every day, my brilliant and decisive, ambitious sister could not make up her mind where to stare. So she alternated, avidly looking back and forth between her sister eating her brother's mistress and her nude brother's erect cock. Perhaps her indecision was understandable.
Finally, I understood the gesticulations Tawny was using. My mind started to work, but my cock stayed gloriously hard and lustful. Having Dalia staring at me shot me full of adrenaline and I glanced with her at Mrs. Rossini. I understood but I did not care for a moment, liking the feeling of Dalia staring at my cock. While she stared me right in my one eye, I stared into her eyes or tried, wanting her to see me as something besides my cock. Funny the things you want when you are naked with an erect cock.
Tawny wanted me to put my earbuds on Mrs. Rossini. Finally, realizing that Dalia was never going to see anything but my cock, I finished descending the stairs. I moved to the woman bound in our living room.
"Having fun?" I said as I bent over Natasha's glistening body.
Georgia lifted her face and glared at me. Then, returned to eating Mrs. Rossini.
"Oh, Sonny. Eating. Coming. Fuck, fuck, fuck me!" Natasha chanted, out of her mind with ecstasy.
I hurriedly thumbed in a playlist I used for working out and placed the ear buds into her ears. I kissed her and her mouth was urgent and demanding, lifting her torso to press her lips against mine. I could not help it. I moved Georgia's hands aside and cupped Sasha's great breasts. Mrs. Rossini bucked immediately into a new stanza of "Coming for You". She broke the kiss and her whole body convulsed, thrashing against the imperfect bonds. Her head wagged from side to side as the orgasm tore at her.
I turned on the music, placing my phone out of the way.
"What are you doing, Sonny?" Georgia asked from between Natasha's legs.
"I might ask you the same thing." I returned, siblings first, it seemed, naked man second.
Georgia struggled to her feet. "He has already fucked her." She said. "I tasted him in her. Who is this, anyway?"
"I think that is Mrs. Rossini, Brent's Mom." Tawny said.
I turned to look at my other two sisters. Dalia remained focused on my cock. I was stunned but then I clicked over into my prepared speech, the one that I was going to use to account for being balls deep in a pussy when they walked in the front door.
"What are you guys doing home? You never come home this time of day on a Friday night." It was nearly six. Mom should be home soon. I had thought to be clear of the house before she arrived. I wondered if she would be on time. The thoughts rattled through my head and I did not notice the silence answering my question till Tawny spoke.
"Sonny, its Thursday."
The shock I felt finally had a perfect outlet. I let every muscle say "this is Sonny's surprise" so my expression was perfectly shocked. "No shit? No wonder no one showed up at my classes today! Fuck I thought Friday classes were canceled and no one told me. What day is it?"
"I just told you. It is Thursday, Sonny." Tawny responded.
"Are you going to fuck her again?" Dalia asked.
"Fucking Mom has addled your brain!" Georgia growled.
I glanced at Dalia, ignoring Georgia. Dalia met my gaze with her fevered eyes.
Mrs. Rossini groaned and keened into a crescendo. I looked back and found Georgia once more eating the poor woman.
That was going to be difficult enough to explain. I thought perhaps she would forget someone ate her to multiple orgasms if I fucked her to one. I moved behind Georgia and tapped her on the shoulder. She lifted her head clear of Tasha's pulsing hips and clenching thighs so she could hear me.
"My turn, Nova. Go wash your face."
Georgia's neck got really red but she got to her feet and moved through me, grasping my cock with a hand as she pressed her tits against my bare chest. "I think she is warmed up, Sonny. Even you ought to be able to get her to come from where she is. Good luck, Sunshine." She went to stand over by her sisters. Tawny gawked at her like she had turned green and grown a beard. Dalia was staring at me.
"Fuck her, Sonny." Dalia said. "Jesus, she is hot. Fuck her. Put your cock in her!"
Something about hearing quiet Dalia say "fuck" with that voice, all tense and wound tight zinged through me. I got to my knees before Tasha's now glistening cunt. I only then discovered that she was at a bad height. Too low to stand but just barely too high to comfortably fuck her from my knees. I stood, bent over her and kissed her mouth. Tasha responded with full passion. When I entered her, lying down on her bound but pulsing body, the intensity of her kiss redoubled. I lifted my butt and rammed my cock into her. I could hear the gurgling of the music in her ears. I pulled up and dropped into her seething depths again.
Natasha exploded.
At that perfect moment, the garage door began to go up.
Knowing in minutes Mom was going to be arriving, I quickened my pace, hammering Natasha harder and harder. The increased intensity seemed to fire off her climaxes. Like the rolling clouds of a storm front, orgasms ground through her, one after the other. Each new clinching scream from the woman began when I sank home into her pussy and ground our bodies together. I lay full on her, struggling to find leverage on the foot stool with my knees. Finally, I just grabbed hard onto her ass and began to punch fuck her. She screamed right in my ear so I sort of missed Mom's arrival. Plus, I was busy, concentrating on my approaching orgasm in the context of Mrs. Rossini's pulsing hips and twitching body.
Natasha's screams together with the arrival of my own orgasm sort of blocked out the rest of the world. I grunted and poured more silken cum into her. She greeted me with her lips while her whole body lurched and strained at the ropes. I shook and jerked through my orgasm. I think I fainted.
In the middle of it, I locked onto my sisters watching me fuck Mrs. Rossini and it fired in me an excitement I have never known before. It was like my orgasm reset and started all over again. A new thrill ran through me, marvelous and luscious. Nothing else was like it. Well, watching Mrs. Wills eat Annie while Mom sucked my cock that time came really, really close. Still, when I revived and found mom staring at me, I still felt guilty for some reason. I managed to stand, unsure I could stay upright.
"What the . . . what is going on here?" Mom said in her best Nazi Mom voice.
I know I jumped and I am sure my sisters flinched like they heard the crack of a whip.
"You girls go upstairs while Sonny and I clean this up."
"If you eat her, she won't know I did." Georgia said, a sly smirk on her face.
"Go. Now. We'll discuss, a, deal with this later." Mom said, her voice lowering to a female growl.
She grabbed a kitchen towel off the counter and tossed it at me. I caught it reflexively.
"Wipe yourself off, Sonny. You're dripping."
I did. I moved away from Natasha who lay panting, her head lifting to direct her covered eyes down her body where I used to be. Her linen blouse had blossomed open, revealing her heaving chest and contracting stomach and abdomen. Mom followed my eyes.
Together we watched the woman calm down. Mom came towards me.
"Release her while I am eating her. No sense in confusing her with why Georgia would be eating her. I am not even going to ask how that happened." She shucked off her coat, looked back at me as she knelt between Natasha's open legs. She touched Natasha's swollen pussy, stroking her gently before entering her with one of her fingers, then two, then three.
Natasha went completely still when she felt the new touch. "Eat me. Make me come some more!" She pled. She sounded like a woman out of her mind. Perhaps she was.
Mom bent over her and licked several times at her pussy before kissing it. She stuck out her tongue and swabbed Natasha high to low and back again. Natasha held really, really still. Mom inserted a finger and then went searching through the brown pubic hair for a clit. When she found it, she sucked on it and Natasha groaned.
"Oh yes, yes, like that!"
Mom's face pressed more into her crotch and after a few minutes of her attentions, Natasha began to come again. Mom ate her for twenty minutes. I heard the doors upstairs open and close several times. I had flashes of Dalia watching Georgia try out her skills on Tawny but dared not leave without permission to go see the effect of this was on my sisters. When Mom finished. She looked at me, her face smeared with goo.
"Untie her now. I'll be upstairs in the shower."
She kissed me hard on the mouth, smearing me with sex goo. When she was gone, I kissed Natasha with the same goo. Her lips sucked hard at me. I entered her again. She seemed looser, much more relaxed.
She shook off my kiss. "Oh no, not again. I need to be going. Please, oh please! No more. I'll walk funny for days. What if Brent wants me tonight?"
I ignored her. Watching my mother go down on her for so long has left me high and not so dry. My cock pierced Mrs. Rossini. She groaned, her hips bumping up at me as I sank through her slick depths. She groaned, loudly as I fucked her, punching my cock deeply into her over and over again. One moment she was supine and the next her body as wracked with violent convulsions, bucking and jerking as a new set of orgasms attacked her. She bucked, she keened, she climaxed into taut stillness. Into that stillness of her tensed body I came, ramming her body with my cock. Her legs lifted as I bottomed out and she locked them around my waist. I fucked her heard as I came once more. I poured into her, till tears came to my eyes. It was so sweet fucking her knowing that the women in my family all knew what they were hearing and that eventually, I would have them all
The orgasm flagged and moments later so did I.
"What will Brent think?" Natasha mumbled.
I got off of her and began to undo my artistry with rope and woman. I chuckled. "He can try out your ass. We did not get to that."
"We? Who's we?"
I shook my head. Some people lived in an entirely different world from me. "You and Me, Natasha. You and me."
I released her arms. She sat up, took off the blindfold. The living room smelled like aroused female and chlorine. She sat looking at me. I was till nude, my cock still hard but slick with her fluid. She shook her head. "Someday, Sonny, I want you in my ass with someone fucking me again. I confess, being the meat in a sandwich was, was . . . ah goodness I loved that." She smiled tiredly and put on her bra, taking off the loose blouse to do so. She found panties, put them on, kissed me on the mouth and left. I want up to Mom's room, found her in the shower. But when I made to join her, she shooed me away. She said "tomorrow." And that was that. I was ready for Friday, my second of the week.
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Chapter 12
Two MILFs in a Theater, Two Shopping and Something Weird
Friday arrived, again. My pseudo confusion served its purpose. I had no indication that my sister's thought catching me with Mrs. Rossini bound in our living room was a setup. Being the youngest and male served me for once. My sisters tended to think of me as a happy bumbler and that view colored their opinion of me. The idea that little brother could out smart them never occurred to them. I got up Friday and drifted through breakfast without bothering to attend to their various reactions to me or to having watched me fuck Mrs. Rossini, the MILF of the moment. Mom was calm and everything seemed unnaturally normal. If I had been awake, I would have been nervous I think. I got nervous about ten o'clock, daydreaming in ECON and realized that my family had attended a fucking and participated in some limited way and seemed unfazed by the event. But that made me realize I may not have been paying attention. How could they catch me with a MILF tied up in my living room and not freak out? That question bothered me. By noon, I had successfully talked myself out of being paranoid or even a little neurotic. When things are calm, enjoy it, I say. I had a movie date planned and the prospect of this new lizard-brain invention stifled the other commentary. I was looking forward and the near future held great promise.
After the three o'clock class was over, I was waiting where I agreed to meet Sammy. The fucker was late, I hoped he remembered. I was getting antsy when something struck me, something I hoped was an ingenious idea. The impulse overcame my other judgments (not better, you understand, cuz this was a pretty good idea, I thought). I called Alissa. "Mrs. Honeywell, what are you doing." I said as soon as she answered the phone.
"Oh Sonny. I was never so excited as I was last night, sneaking into my son's room. I sucked his cock till he woke up and then I mounted him." Her voice rasped like she was about to choke.
I cleared my throat. Much as I liked her voice—I grew hard while she spoke—I did not want to be having this conversation in Sammy's car. Then I shrugged, what the fuck, did it really matter? "Mrs. Honeywell, I asked you a question."
"Oh, yes. I was getting ready to go home."
"Done with work?"
"Yes."
I sighed. "I need your, ah, I need you go to go to the Kingdom Community Mall. Go to the Kingdom Cinema and wait for me. What dress do you have on?"
"Are we going to the movies?"
"What are you wearing? Straight skirt or something looser?"
Alissa hissed into the phone. "A straight skirt but I have something looser to change into."
"Good. Change." I spied Sammy's car. "And Alissa, no panties in case I want to fuck you in the theater. Understood?" My voice came out harsh, commanding. I was just rushed but her response did not acknowledge that; she responded to my tone of voice. "Meet me at the entrance."
"Yes, sir. I will be there."
I looked at the time on my phone. "By five o'clock. Can you make it?"
"Depends on traffic." She said.
"Try. See you there. Oh, Alissa, it wasn't last night, that was Wednesday." I hung up.
Sammy arrived and the Camaro purred like a contented panther. I jumped in and he looked at me. "Fuck me, Sonny, what are you up to? You have the look."
"Just drive." I said. "I'm in a hurry."
He pulled into traffic. "Where to?" He said, his voice sober.
"Kingdom Community Mall." I said. "Step on it. You're late."
Sammy grinned. He put the beast in gear and got us onto the freeway with a lurch and a roar.
When we were cruising, tightly nestled into rush hour Friday traffic, I said, "What look?"
Sammy glanced at me. "That look you get when you are about to rattle someone with something radical. Like when Landon told you, you had thirty days to do your mom before we all moved on. I think back to that moment and the look on your face and I just laugh. If we had only known what was coming at us then or what you had been doing. Fuck me! We had no idea. By then you had fucked some of our moms, even mine I bet and you just agree to hurry. "
We drove in silence for a while, which for Sammy was unusual. He nearly always had something to say, regardless of what else was going on. That's how we knew he was awake. After a while he did speak up.
"Sonny, dude, uh my mom, was she really supposed to fuck me the other night or did I get her in trouble?"
I looked over at the guy and chuckled. "Why? Not like you can undo it, is it?"
He grunted. "Sonny, I know I speak for all the guys but we are all amazed at what has happened. Except for me and Chris, I guess, Brent and Landon can be fucking their mother's all the time. You too. We, Chris and I, we have Annie, which, by the way was a nice touch. I don't think Brent or Landon have done her like Chris and I have. Jeezus but she likes being rounded up and done. She screams into an orgasm as soon as I get her panties off and shove cock into her. It is like the whole thing is new and surprising every fucking time! She fights like a hellcat and comes like a demon. She fucking loves being buttfucked after a strong climax." He looked over at me. "And it is all your doing. I mean, I just wanted to say 'thanks', in case no one else told you. We all really appreciate what you have done."
"Even taking your mom away from you?" I asked, surprised and not a little touched by his words. Then the reality of it gobsmacked me and I felt the elation of being a motherfucker, one of five. When you run off a cliff over deep water, it is kind of nice to know you have four other guys in over their head's too. So far no one had hit a rock. So far so good, said the guy falling off a 100 floor building at the 50th floor. So far so good!
Sammy swung the car into the Mall entrance and pulled into a parking space. "You don't get it, do you? If I never fucked her again. If Aunt Melissa and Mom both closed up shop and gave me the big heave ho! and I never sniffed a whiff of them high with sex again, if I never tasted the salt of excitement on their necks again, if we went back to the way things were and I looked at them like, well, like Aunt and Mother, again . . . if that happened I still wouldn't care. I would have what we have done. I'll never again be awkward around a woman. I'll be imagining my aunt stripped and screaming with orgasm when I meet a woman I like. Now, I'll figure I can get that for us both. You did that for me at least and I know Chris feels the same way. He told me about getting caught by Annie's old man and scampering out of her house starkers. He said it was terrifying but he was never so excited as nearly getting caught. He went up and had my Mom suck him off, covered with eau d'Annie. My Mom did and thanked him and then begged him to fuck her. He refused. Can you imagine! He refused to fuck that woman, tied to the bed like that! My own mother wanted it from him, he tells me and we compare notes. And I believe that when it comes time for Mrs. Wills to get into the mix, she will fuck me just as well as my mom fucks Chris. That is a fucking work of art. I don't know if anyone else noticed but I have. Anyway, thanks!"
I nodded and shook his offered hand. I tried to think of something profound to say but all I could think about what Kyla Clark's ass and Sammy's mom waiting with a loose skirt hugging her hips. I nodded and got out and sauntered towards the entrance of the mall, ebullient at the expression of gratitude. It made the madness of my latest plot seem almost sane. Sammy roared off and I turned my mind to the task before me. For a moment, though, I was struck by Sammy's lack of curiosity. It felt like he had faith in me and had no need to horn in on whatever I was doing. I checked the time and saw I had a few minutes and so did not need to hurry. I arrived at the entrance of the theater about ten till five. I was late. I texted Kyla and looked around. I told her I was getting a ticket and suggested she should take her panties off. She sent back a little smiley face.
When I saw Alissa I nearly came. She wore a sheer black top that showed her great breasts held in thrall by a brilliant white bra, shimmering under the blouse against her dark skin. The skirt was a frothy maxi that tickled her calves but jumped with each step she took, twitching as she moved, as her hips swished back and forth, really. She cocked her hips to and fro with each step like she was on a catwalk, overstepping, placing each foot across the other to maximize the bump of her bum. Her walk made the skirt jump with each shift of her ass. God but she was sexy! I was not the only one who stared. She stopped, standing before me like she was waiting for inspection. I groaned audibly and a smile ghosted her rich lips.
"I am going to use you, now." I said softly.
She nodded. "Took you long enough. If you had not called the other night . . . I know, it was Wednesday. If you had not called, I was about ready to come find you."
I repeated myself, just to be sure she heard me, that she consciously agreed. "I am going to use you."
She nodded, slowly, her eyes smoldering.
I took it to be agreement. But then I thought better of it. "Say it."
"Please, Sonny, use me." She breathed, her voice rattling with nervous excitement. I took her hand and led her to the ticket window. The little guy there could barely make English work his mouth was so dry. He never once looked at me and I don't think he ever looked Alissa in the eye. She fairly glowed, floating beside me as we left the window while the little man looked her right in the tits. Her strut said "take me, now" and every guy that glanced our way, did the classic double-take except the two gay guys who saw us and pointed and I assumed began talking about her fashion statement, the one that said "take me now." Even they seemed to appreciate her signage.
We found the theater and I hesitated at the door. I pondered telling her about what was going to happen but then opened the door. Part of the thrill was giving her that feeling of confused anticipation, of being out of control, feeling utterly in my care. Suspense is a commodity, precious and tricky.
The theater was dark for a moment but then the opening scene of the movie started. I let my eyes adjust and then moved to the end of the entrance divider and looked up at the sparse crowd. I realized I had not asked Kyla where she was sitting. But then I studied the layout and found the darkest, most remote corner and pulled Alissa up the stairs towards it, keeping firm hold of her hand, pulling her along. When we arrived before the row Kyla had claimed, six seats with her siting two in, I moved past her, presenting her with my crotch, pulling Alissa past me. I sat the black woman against the wall. She nearly disappeared in the gloom. I sat down, leaving a seat between Kyla and us. I flipped up the divider between Alissa and I.
Alissa sat tensely beside me. I pushed my arm around her waist and she sagged against me. A hand tentatively descended to my knee and then trickled up my leg till she pressed it against my hard cock. I groaned, loud enough for Kyla to hear. Alissa lifted her hand but with my other hand I pressed it back into place. I leaned into her and whispered into her ear.
"Do you have panties on?"
She shook her head.
"I did not hear you."
"No sir, I do not have panties on."
"Pardon me? I still did not hear you?"
She shivered in my clutches. "I am sorry, sir," she whispered. In a normal voice she spoke, "No, I do not have panties on."
I so wanted to glance at Kyla and see if she knew who I had next to me but I did not dare. I did not want to confuse the issue. With the hand around Alissa, I gripped her side, feeling that sharp muscle that blended into the swell of her hips. I moved a hand up to grasp her breast, shifting to cup it fully with my lucky hand. I leaned around her. Her head turned and my lips found hers. She kissed me hard. I pulled her hard against me, twisting to make the kiss jangle her.
Her hands seemed to appear from nowhere. One arm looped around my neck and the other found my cock and rubbed me through the slacks. I leaned more fully against her, pressing her back into the seat, almost standing. My arm moved up her back to lay around her shoulders. I broke the kiss. "You know what I want." I said softly.
"Yesssss." Alissa hissed at me. "But, Sonny, she is watching."
"Maybe she will join us." I breathed, trying to make the words without speaking them. I succeeded in getting the thought to Alissa. She shuddered.
"What if . . . " She began.
"She won't." I said. "She wants to see it. She wants it."
For a moment, Alissa was still, utterly without motion. Then she grunted. A soft moment in the movie left her sound bare around us. Alissa shuddered again, hearing her own voice and the assent in it accentuated her arousal.
I sat back and pulled both hands away from her. For a moment only our thighs touched then she bent forward and lifted her ass, holding tight to the seat back in front of us. We sat right over the entrance way into the theater. I wanted to look Kyla's direction but did not. Alissa moved over between my knees and when I spread them, she sat down, grinding her ass into my crotch. My hand slipped under her arms and I palmed both breasts.
"Oh gawd." She groaned. It did not seem loud but I could not tell. My heart hammered so loudly I could not judge sounds relative to anyone else. I pushed Alissa forward a little and quickly opened my pants. I pulled my cock out of my briefs, wondering why I had not prepared better for this moment. Alissa sat back and my bare cock bent against the small of her back. She groaned again, twitching her ass against the cock she could obviously feel awaiting her.
Slowly, I began to pull her fluffy maxi up her legs. She continued to cover her knees with it even as the backside of it inched higher and higher. Finally, she bent forward and lifted her ass. I pulled the back of her skirt over her ass and up to her waist, leaving her bare. She sat down on the seat and hissed with the feel of the cool leather on her ass and thighs, or perhaps it was the feel of my bare cock against her ass and back. She lifted a leg and draped it over my leg. I moved my leg in till she was half sitting on me, tilted oddly in the seat. She grunted and then lifted her other leg. My legs closed and she sat forward, her weight on my upper thighs. She took firm hold of the seatback and got her feet on the floor and stood up, not standing exactly but lifting her ass till my cock traced a wet track down the luxurious cleft of her ass cheeks.
"Put it in." She sighed. Then she repeated herself, speaking in a normal voice. "Put it in please."
God but I wanted to glance at Kyla, but one woman was asking to feel my cockhead at the entrance to her pussy; I needed to stay focused. With one hand I moved the tip of my cock down her ass crack , passing near her asshole before feeling the wet slickness of her pussy on the back of my hand. Alissa held still as the head of my cock sliced between her velvet lips, newly damp with her excitement. They kissed the head of my cock, wetting it as I pushed it along her furrow. The black woman groaned, a sound enveloped by the noise of the movie but loud in my ears. I stopped my motion, moved a hand to the side of her hip and waited. Alissa sighed, "yes". She tipped forward a bit and then shoved back. Her pussy parted and she slide slowly down onto my cock. "Oh," she moaned as I penetrated her. Her weight rocked back and she sat down firmly, taking my cock deep into her clinging pussy. I was inside her. She groaned. Her head rolled and she ground her body down onto my cock before settling back into me, laying her head as far back as could.
I kissed the side of her exposed neck.
She leaned forward and widened her legs, holding fast to the seat back in front of us while rocking her ass back and forth on me, stirring her pussy with my cock. The feeling when my cock slipped inside of the woman nearly stole away my reason. Now, however, I did look at Kyla. Alissa wasn't going to notice, that was for sure. Kyla was staring at us. Her face a pallid smear in the darkness with little glints of light marking her eyes.
"She is watching us." I whispered, my voice harsh.
The black woman grinding her body down onto my hard cock moaned, a soft acknowledgement. Alissa lifted her body and bore down on me harder once more, shifting her hips as she fit me back deep inside of her body. My cock slashed deeply into her, a piercing pleasure than fixed my attention on our conjoined bodies. She shuddered and then suddenly she tensed. Her body shook once and then she was leaning back into me, her hips twerking back and forth as she ground her pussy down onto my cock, hunching and shifting as she sealed us together in the cool darkness.
I turned away from Kyla.
I placed both hands on Alissa's hips but then moved them under the skirt, placing them on her wonderful smooth black skin, the tight, firm skin, taut and luxurious. I pulled her more fully into my lap, her legs spread over the top of mine. I positioned her properly, planted my feet and then lifted my hips, sending my cock an inch deeper into the woman while taking her weight fully onto my cock. Alissa whimpered. Her legs splayed, opening her body to the pleasure of containing a man's complete attention. Her whimper turned into a groan and then she stiffened and jerked just once. I concentrated for a moment on my cock and I swear I felt her pussy massaging it as she climaxed. Her whole body seemed to turn to steel, tense and still. She held the posed, her hands gripping my sides as she steadied herself as the erotic thrill surged through her. Her body pulsed a time or two, communicating her ecstasy to me directly. "Oh, yes, yes, yes." She chanted as her hips bucked over me, planting my cock in her with each punctuated affirmation. I fixed my hands on the inside of each thigh and pulled her apart. Her body became a peel, sealed over my cock. She grunted and sat forward, rocking side to side from ass cheek to ass cheek. Suddenly, my own climax roared out of the darkness and I filled her hard and fast, grunting with eye-watering passion. My lust filled me and flowed to her. It filled her and then she shook with it herself and it flowed back to me. Back and forth the thrill bounced through us.
Alissa's whole body seemed to be in motion without moving off of my lap. She finally quit shaking but then she lifted her ass and then plunked her body down onto my spasming cock. I arched with the connection and the last few thrusts of my cock seemed to trigger a new reaction in the woman. Alissa slumped forward onto her forearms, pillowing her head in her arms on the back of the seat, vacant as was the whole row in front of us. She began to grind her ass, slashing her pussy over and over with my cock while she whimpered. On the big screen, I saw a pair of bare tits and a man kissing them. When I could, pulled Alissa back and cupped her breasts. When I squeezed and massaged them, she moaned and shifted her body, widening her legs again, opening herself completely to me. My cock calmed and I held her over my lap. We both panted, sucking air as thought the oxygen content had been reduced.
"Oh fuck." Alissa hissed. "Oh god, Sonny." Her voice seemed to hang in the darkness around us. She shifted. "I never. I never. I never." She muttered. She twisted and tried to kiss me but could not turn. She sat still for a moment then turned her head.
"I need the women's room, I think." She said, her voice amused, pleased. "How did you like that?
I grunted, gathering my energy from wherever it had scattered. I felt drained one moment but then my eyes seemed to see, the scenes on the screen of a man kissing a woman appeared. I became conscious of the dim relief of the theater and the subtle silhouettes facing the light. I heaved a contented sigh and helped her stand. She sidled out of the row, showing her ass to Kyla. As soon as Alissa turned into the exit ramp below us, Kyla was over beside me, flipping up the chair arm.



"Jesus Christ, Sonny, that was Alissa Honeywell. I thought you were going to fuck me." She whispered fiercely into my ear.
"I will. Eventually." I whispered back, mildly. I felt so pleased with myself. Kyla sounded so disappointed but tight excitement rift in her tone. It was an odd, complicated condition and I think it confused her. The hand on my bare thigh trembled with an erotic palsy. I turned my head and looked the beautiful MILF. I felt her need, sensed her arousal, her commitment to the moment. She licked her lips and I responded with a hoarse voice. "Right now, you need to suck my cock. When Alissa gets back, she is going to sit between us and we are going to molest her till she screams. Do whatever you want to her. Play. If we have time, I'll fuck you." I did not wait for a reply but pulled Mrs. Clark around to face me, forcing her onto her knees beside me. Her hands gripped my bare knees. She looked down at my cock, running her hands up to the juncture of my body with my legs, her thumbs poking at the base of my cock. She wore a very low cut sweater that hugged her considerable chest. It was white and made it easy to see her cleavage. My cock was drying in the cool theater air. Kyla Clark gripped my cock and flinched, finding it dewy with Alissa's excitement.
"Lick it. Suck my cock, Mrs. Clark." My whisper wafted between us, light as spider silk.
Kyla bent her head and hesitated for a moment. When she looked back at me, I grinned. She bent forward and licked the end. On the screen, the music swelled and I did too.
I had not completely lost my woody and when she touched me, the sensation coursed through me. Her tongue touching me ignited me again and by the time she fitted her lips around the head and sucked at my cock, I was wondrously hard once more. She sucked loudly and I tapped the top of her head, shushing her. She lifted off my cock, holding it with one hand while the other gripped my thigh.
"Sorry. Sorry." She whispered. She kissed the end of my cock and then licked the length of it down one side and up the other. She kissed one side and then the other before fitting the tip into her mouth and pressing her head firmly down onto my cock. She groaned deep in her chest as my cockhead bulged her cheek and then bumped against the back of her throat. She gagged for a moment but recovered, lifting to breathe in with a great hiss before pressing my cock fully and completely into her mouth and thence down her throat. The sucking pleasure enveloped me and my cock responding, filling her mouth, pushing the head against the entrance to her throat. Her tongue worried along the length. Her lips massaged me. The pressure was fantastic! I could not help myself, I gripped the sides of her head and held her in place. My hips arched up and Kyla, bless her pea-picking heart, pressed her mouth down firmly, taking my cock deeper. I could feel her throat contracting around the end of my cock. My climax echoed in me and my hips bumped upwards. Kyla gagged and tried to back off but I held her. She blew through her nose and recovered the delicate balance between cocksucking and breathing. She mastered the tight rejection of the cock in her mouth and then resumed sucking.
I saw Alissa's form appear below us. She turned the corner and rose through the gloom. I watched her approach while Kyla continued to suck my cock. Alissa, arriving to find a woman sucking my cock, stopped at the entrance to the row. Her black face glinted but I could not make out her response. I thought she understood what she was seeing but she moved into the row but then stopped suddenly registering the reality the darkness hid. I reached up with one hand and pulled her into the seat beside me. She plopped down heavily.
With my cock securely in Kyla Clark's mouth, I leaned over and kissed Alissa, hooking a hand around her neck and pulling her face close enough for me to kiss her lips. They were stiff and chilly. She tried to pull back but then mastered her reaction and returned the kiss, pressing against me. She turned to make the connection more comfortable. I felt her hand find my bare leg and then she patted Kyla's back. I felt Kyla register Alissa's arrival; a sharp intake of breath, well, what should have been breath but turned into a tight suction on my cock. I was kissing one woman while another sucked my cock. I savored the dual sensation, keeping control enough to meet Alissa's questing tongue with my own. I broke the kiss and in a whisper loud enough for Kyla to hear, I said, "Unbutton your blouse."
Alissa giggled. "No buttons." She whispered back.
On my cock, Alissa had stopped sucking. I tapped the side of her head with my free hand and she returned to sucking me.
"All one piece?" I felt stupid for not noticing that detail about how she was dressed registering only that she was showing me her bra, the white showing plainly through the black, see-through blouse. Who could blame me for missing such a detail in the presence of her astonishing tits and the sure knowledge I owned them. I was liking the sensation of ownership.
In answer, she lifted the part of her blouse closest to me, peeling it high till she uncovered her bra-covered breast. I kissed the revealed black slope of her breast and then with one hand fought to push the bra off of it. Alissa helped and as a Kyla lifted and then crammed my cock deep into her mouth once more, I fit my lips over Alissa's nipple sucked with equal gusto.
Alissa squeaked.
I removed my hand from Kyla's head, turned it awkwardly and thrust it as far down her sweater in the front as I could, searching for her breasts. I could only manage to rub the back of my hand over one breast but the effect expressed by her sucking mouth was magical. I thought I would come again but Alissa directed my lips back to her breast. I kissed her puckered nipple, fitting my lips to it and feeling it crinkle and respond. I sucked at it and she sighed. My mouth fit over it, my tongue tip twirled around it, the roughness of her aureole tickled me. I sucked her breast hard into my mouth and assaulted the nipple with my tongue till Alissa cooed and panted beside us.
When I moved away, she slumped back into the chair. I could see in the dull glare from the movie that she had her eyes closed. I pulled Kyla off the floor and sat her next to the wall. I stood, bending and motioned for Alissa to move into my seat, which she did. It felt weird to have my cock bare in the cool of the theater, holding up my trousers at my knees with one hand as I shuffled past Alissa. She giggled when my cock bumped into her.
Alissa turned to look at Mrs. Clark and gasped "Kyla" into the noise from the movie. I tried to pull up her shirt once more, not wanting her to get fixated. I wanted to distract her from this situation before she started to think about it. She turned back to me. I lifted the blouse, pressing my hand against her still bare breast. I tried to uncover it. Alissa helped. Her bra was kiddywhompus, still covering one while the other bare. Alissa pulled her blouse up and held it, baring tangle bra and breasts, covered and bare. I felt the eagerness in her motions and it surprised me.
"Unhook her." I whispered, not clear who I was talking to. I was so aroused I could not tell if I was actually whispering or if I was yelling.
I felt Alissa flinch and then heard the "smack" of a lips kissing bare flesh.
"Oh, oh, oh." Alissa hissed, whispering but loud, like a stage whisper. I leaned to look around her and found Kyla had twisted in her seat and sucked Alissa's breast into her mouth. I reached across Alissa and tapped Kyla on the head. She released the nipple, sucking at it loudly as she backed away, pulling it so that it elongated. The light from the screen was bright and made it glisten.
Alissa leaned forward and a moment later her bra sagged about her breasts. Mrs. Honeywell pulled the bra up and off of her wonderful tits with accommodating willingness. I twisted and almost getting to my knees took her nipple closest to me into my mouth. Alissa flinched and jerked.
"Oh, fuck!" She hissed but arched her back, pressing breast hard into my mouth.
I sucked the breast heard then released it long enough to say, "Kyla, come on."
A moment later I saw the white smear move and I felt Alissa groan. Kyla's head bumped against mine. I pulled back to see what I could see and found I could make out Kyla's face and the darkness of Alissa's breast blurry against her mouth. Alissa was sitting back into the tall seat back, tense and shaking. For a few moments we worked at her breasts and each time I thought Alissa would come, Kyla would back away. I tried to keep an eye on her, feeling her motions by the way our mutual lover shifted in her seat. Alissa panted and it seemed like it was loud but the music from the screen covered her sounds. Finally, Alissa put both hands on us and held us against her bare breasts. When I finally remembered and tried to put a hand between Alissa's legs, I found Kyla's already there. I ran my fingers down her forearm, to her hand to find her fingers buried in Alissa's pussy. Alissa's body was twanging, jerking and twitching while Kyla pumped fingers into the black woman's body. She clearly knew what she was doing to Alissa and seemed intent on making the black woman scream.
Alissa groaned and then her hands moved and she was pressing Kyla between the seats. Kyla got smoothly between Alissa knees. Alissa slumped down till her ass hooked onto the edge of the seat. When Kyla resumed fingering her, Alissa twisted her torso over toward me and tried to kiss me, all without dislodging the woman between her legs. Then she froze. I twisted to look behind us and saw someone moving down the row in front of us. The guy glanced at us and then turned to go down the stairs.
"Hook up." I whispered.
Alissa convulsed as Kyla's lips found her pouting pussy lips. When Kyla's tongue entered her body, she thrashed into a new, violent orgasm. She held to me like she was going to fall a thousand feet. Her hips rose and fell as she quaked into a new orgasm. Alissa groaned and it was loud. The sound of her lust laden voice seemed to penetrate the erotic haze that surrounded us. Alissa sighed and pushed at Kyla. She moved into the corner, leaving Kyla kneeling beside an empty chair. She hooked up her bra and put herself to rights, struggling to get her shaking hands to pull the blouse over her breasts. I moved back into that middle seat, pulled up my pants and put away my cock away. Kyla moved back to her seat. We waited.
The guy came back with two big buckets of popcorn and two cokes. This was an R film so I knew there were no kids present. He did not look at us. As soon as he was settled below and to the right of us, both women reached for my cock. Their hands met and greeted each other and then together, they opened my pants and freed my cock. Kyla started to move between my legs but Alissa moved also so Kyla remained seated. Alissa bent over my lap and sucked my semi-hard cock into her mouth. After her lips kissed me and her tongue licked me, her mouth opened and enveloped me and I got hard, nearly instantly. After a couple deep bobs of her head, she sat up and gestured silently with a hand at my erect cock. She worked my pants over my hips, down my thighs and over my knees.
Kyla understood the invitation immediately. She did not hesitate but stood up and got astride my legs as Alissa had been, facing the screen. I was so happy to be shared in this way. I ignored the implicit fact that Alissa was giving me away. No time to be petty. Like Alissa, Kyla half squatted over my erect cock. This time, however, Alissa's hand gripped my cock and she guided Kyla down onto me. Kyla spread her legs and took me into her body. She groaned way too loudly. My cock sunk through the wash of her loins, penetrating her with pleasure that made her shiver. She sat back and lay her head on my shoulder. Her hips rose and fell, pumping her body up and down on my cock, fucking me with a short staccato motion that sawed my cock in and out of her over and over again. Her body began to twitch and then she tensed. She bucked on me, her hips thrusting forwards and then pouncing backwards. I gripped her and ground her down on me, jamming my cock deep into her, filling her over and over again with my long hard cock. The pleasure of being inside the woman radiated through me, washing me clean of other sensations and awareness.
My climax arrived and I filled Kyla with cum. She thrust her body down onto me, turning her head in a vain effort to kiss me without changing her position on my cock. Her mini skirt covered us incompletely. Her white legs gleamed in the gloom, spread wide on the outside of mine. When we were still, we panted for a few minutes and the three of us watched the movie for a while. Kyla finally let my flagging cock free of her pussy and moved to her own seat. She retrieved her panties, presumably stashed and covered her oozing pussy. Alissa shrank away from me. No one spoke; we did not look at each other.
We all sat, sated and saw the movie through to the end. When the credits rolled, we remained seated till the sparse crowd in front of us was up and filing out. We got up and together the three of us made our wobbly way down the steps. I felt like I was floating but I knew better. It made me take care to hit each step. Kyla, in front of me, seemed in no more of a hurry and Alissa lay a hand on my shoulder, I presume to steady her. I think we were all lightheaded.
When we finally made our way out into the corridor, I put my arm around each woman, tucking them together beside me on each side. My hand rested firmly on their hips. I muttered. "Fuck me that was intense."
One of the movie people glanced up at me. "Really? I have not seen it. That good?"
I chuckled. "I doubt you would believe me if I told you." Both of the women in my arms squirmed. The guy regarded me with a mixture of confusion, envy, and condemnation. I had an arm around them both, twisting each woman so part of her ass pressed into my crotch. I relaxed my hold on them both. We walked away and once out of earshot of the hapless fellow both women broke into giggles. We filed down the exit ramp right past the waiting area and I saw Landon standing against the near edge of the waiting crowd. His eyes found mine. They were intense, boring into me. Then they flicked side to side. He noticed who I was with. His eyes widened slightly.
I put an arm around both Kyla and Alissa again. They both snuggled into the curl of my arms.
At that moment, I saw Darlene. She was curled around Landon's shoulder, a hand toying with his cheek and looked up at him. Seeing his eyes fixed on us, she glanced my way and immediately straightened.
"Fuck me, there is Landon." I said softly. "Come with me."
I could feel both women tense but I had my arms around them and they had to either make a big scene or allow me to guide them over to Landon, which they did. "Hey Buddy, how are you doing?"
Landon looked suitably chagrined and my ploy worked perfectly. He kept glancing at Alissa on my left between him and me. Kyla kept trying to shrink out of sight on my right.
"I was just taking your Mom to the movies, a sort of easy night out." I intentionally ignored Alissa.
"Your Mom?" Darlene's voice squeaked with surprise.
Landon let her move around him in the press. "Uh, yeah, Darlene, this is my Mom, Kyla Clark." His eyes flicked to Alissa but then fixed on his mother whom I was propelling around me to face him and Darlene. He followed my lead to ignore Alissa. Mrs. Honeywell was panting beside me.
"Say hello, Mrs. Clark I hissed sotto voce.
"Yes, okay. Hello. I am Kyla Clark." Kyla extended her hand, still securely circled and bound against me with my arm. Her squirming had little effect. She moved forward and for a moment I sniffed sex in the air. God knows what the three of us looked like.
Darlene glanced at Landon. "Uh, Darlene Emerson." She said. "Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Clark."
"Emerson? Oh, really? Are you any relation to . . . "
Darlene nodded her brown curls fluttering about her. "Yes. My father." Darlene said.
Kyla's tension shivered out of her body and suddenly she was completely relaxed, unlike Alissa whom was as tense as a fencepost. Everyone ignored her despite my arm tightly around her waist, clasp delightfully on her hip. I let my hand slide down on Alissa's flank and cupped her ass cheek. She squeaked.
Kyla was rattling on to Darlene about who they both might know. The crowd began to move around Landon and Darlene.
"Well, you gotta go, see you two later." I said and pulled the two women around and guided them off.
Both women struggled a bit then relaxed as we emerged out into the flow of the Friday evening mall crowd. I guided us down into a more or less empty spot between two stores. I released Kyla and turned to Alissa. I kissed her lush black lips, holding her against me till she relaxed and finally began to return the kiss. When she opened her mouth and offered me her tongue, I broke the kiss and pulled back, cock hardening. I looked into her eyes and saw the passion. I kissed the side of her face. "Go home, Mrs. Honeywell. I'll call Sammy and tell him he can have you till six on Sunday. Whatever he wants, give him."
Despite her normal reserve, the black woman smiled. She nodded her head.
I released her. "Go on home and thank you for your service." I said. She did not move for a moment but then she glanced at Kyla, turned and disappeared into the crowd.
"Fuck me, that was weird." Kyla said. That made me laugh.
"I hope you enjoyed it." I said softly.
Kyla looked around at me, bending to peer up into my face as I stared at the place where Alissa, my Alissa had disappeared into the crowd. The feeling of having the right to give her away intoxicated me for a moment.
"Sonny?"
I looked at Kyla. "What?"
"What now? Was that what we were here for? To meet Darlene Emerson? She turned into a sexy . . . oh, shit, I bet she is spitting her teeth about now, afraid I will blab to Victoria, queen Victoria, we call her. Oh, no, I should have been more clear about . . . ."
I chuckled. "Do you think she really is worried about you blabbing about seeing her when you had a young man's arm around you, smelling like sex and with a beautiful black woman on his other arm? I hardly think that she is going to worry much about you saying anything to anyone. She might be thinking you have as much to hide as she does." I savored my private irony.
Kyla stared at me for a minute then she shook her head. "That is what this was all about, wasn't it. You arranged for her to see me with you so . . . oh, Sonny!" She threw herself into my arms and kissed me, holding my face between her hands, her plush body leaning against me and rubbing up and down on me as she kissed all over my face. When she finally stopped kissing me and stepped back, she smiled delightedly at me. "Let's do something fun." She said.
I had originally assumed I would just go home and study but when I said so, Kyla nearly crumpled.
"No, Sonny, let's do something fun, really fun."
I put on a hurt look. "Crap. You mean that was not fun!"
Kyla Clark laughed and then immediately sobered and I thought she had seen a ghost. "Oh Sonny, that was fabulous. Seeing you leading this strange woman in beside me and then watching you fuck her, I cannot tell you how amazing that was. All the emotions that rampaged through me; at first I was furious but as you entered her, I think I lost my mind and all I wanted was to see what you were doing to her. I could not believe a woman would do that! While I sat there watching! I couldn't breathe I was so excited. I saw your cock as she sat back onto it and I thought I would come as it disappeared as she sat down on you. Then I realized who it was and I got excited all over again. My gawd, Sonny, Mrs. Honeywell! I was flabbergasted but then I realized what the MILF list must be. She had to be on it. My goodness. Then when you made me go down on her . . . "



I was seeing people glancing at us in ways that suggested they had heard "MILF" and "go down on her" I pulled Kyla into my arms and kissed her soundly. She grunted and kissed me back. I released her lips and nodded. "Yes, let's do something fun, something you think is fun, anything you like."
"Shopping!" She nearly shrieked but then sobered. "You would hate that."
For a moment I almost agreed but then I thought better of it. "Hmm, shopping? For cloths you mean? Taking these clothes off and putting those clothes on, you mean? I think you are right, it might be fun."
I don't know if it was what I said or what was in my voice or my eyes or my general expression but Kyla Clark blushed to the roots of her hair and I mean red as a stop light.
Then I had a new thought and my little soldier rolled out of the racks and came to attention. I knew I was onto something, so to speak. "But Kyla, if I go shopping with you, what do I get? You need to trade me something." I hoped she could read my mind, my squirming little lizard brain was in overdrive.
She looked up at me, slipped her arms around me and kissed my lightly on the lips. "Why, Mr. Duncan, you can have me." She said coquettishly.
I smirked, liking where this was going. "Naw. I have already had you. I was thinking of something, ah, new."
Kyla sobered, pulling back to look at me. She undrooped her arms and stood before me, studying my face. I was better at poke her than poker; I could not keep a straight face. I grinned lasciviously.
Kyla studied my face. "What are you thinking, Sonny Duncan? Do you mean that I am a sure thing and no longer interesting?"
"Are you?" I asked.
Kyla smirked. "A sure thing?" She nodded. "Yes."
"Prove it." I said, pouncing. She did not see it coming.
"What the fuck are you talking about?" She said, a twinge of exasperation in her voice.
"Kyla, let's go shopping but if I go with you, you have to promise to ask another woman to fuck me. Till you find one that agrees. You have to watch me fuck another woman, a stranger that we agree would be fun to do in a dressing room."
She stared at me. She shook her head.
I shrugged. "Fine. I'll go till I get bored and then I'll leave. You will be airtight soon, I'll see to you by myself till then."
Kyla's face twisted and she shook her head. "No, no wait. I can do that. Really. I think I can talk a woman into fucking you." She grinned, the idea taking on a life of its own. "It might be fun. Besides, you are helping me with Landon and whatshername."
"Darlene."
Kyla Clark nodded. Her face looked determined. "I can do this."
The first few stores I just followed her around while she touched and cooed at clothing. She tried stuff on that made her look like a school teacher or someone's mother. She asked my opinion the first time she tried on some floral crunch that made her look like a lamp shade. "You look like an old lady. Reminds me of my fourth grade teacher." I kept the "lamp shade" comparison to myself, figuring it might be too much.
She did not appreciate my appraisal but pursed her lips and changed. She returned and asked what next.
I cast around and found a startlingly attractive woman with her hair mounded up on her head like a conehead. I pointed. "Her. Ask her."
Kyla twisted around and stared at where I was pointing. She glanced at me and then sidled over to where conehead was nosing through a rack of blouses. A moment later, Kyla was hurrying towards me. "We should go."
"No go?"
"I think she is going to call the police."
"You need to be subtler." I said as we walked as casually as we could directly out of the store. I twisted around at the door and found the woman glaring at us.
"Fuck you, Sonny." Kyla said. But then she burst out laughing. "Oh my gawd, that was so fun! Let's do it again!"
I shook my head, not in negation but in wonder. My lizard brain clearly knew something I didn't.
We wandered into another department store. Kyla found another green outfit. "That looks like something my mother would wear." I said, intending it to be a negative comment.
Kyla grinned and went to try it on.
I snapped my fingers and took out my phone. I had forgotten something. "Sammy, dude, what you doing?" I said when he answered.
"Cruising, dude. The lost art. Chris is with me. Want us to pick you up? We can cruise for chicks and then go fuck somebody's mom. How about yours?" Sammy horse laughed.
"Listen, I need you to do something for me."
"Anything, man."
"Go fuck your mom."
Sammy hissed. "On my way."
"Wait, hold on killer. I want you to go to Laura Wills house and pick up . . . you said Chris is with you? Then just pick up Annie. Take her to your house. You have her till Sunday, 6 pm."
"And Mom?" Sammy said, his voice rough with anticipation.
"Till then." I said. "I need to get some studying done." Maybe my most inane comment ever. "I'll call Annie and have her go over to Laura's house. And Sammy, tell Chris you both should slip Laura a long length of cock for a short time, just to be friendly. Okay?"
"Got it, Sonny, my man! We will do as instructed. Wait, damn you Sonny, I was going to study tomorrow myself."
"I am sure it would be more fun to do so with Annie sucking your cock."
"Fucking impossible." Sammy growled. "Hey Chris, how about a sleep over? You, me, my mom and Annie?" I hear Sammy talking away from his phone. He came back on a moment later, virtually with no delay. "Chris is good with that I think." Sammy lowered his voice. "But Sonny, I think he is disappointed that his mother is not part of the fun."
Sammy was always thinking of others. What a guy! "I am working on that. Tell him to be patient just a little longer. Tell him . . . "
"Tell him yourself. I am fucking driving my Camaro home to fuck my mommy!"
"Hello, Sonny. I think Sammy is losing his mind." Chris said calmly into the phone. "Did you really tell him to fuck his mom?"
"Chris, dude, I know we have made you wait . . . " I spoke over him so missed the question.
"No worries, really. I think you have her number. She is so wound up all the time. But she is committed. The other day I put my cock in her and she got so hot so fast she beat at me till I let her up, screaming she was going to come. She was panicked about it. You have her hooked on waiting. When it is time, fuck me, I think she will come like a hurricane."
"I hope so. Glad you think I am on the right track. It is pretty great of you two to play along."
"I am not playing, Sonny and neither is Mom. She wants this. She is getting exactly what she wants. I am not fucking with a good thing."
"Well, okay. Go fuck Mrs. Honeywell and be sure to make Annie eat her. Make Alissa eat Annie too, though. Oh hell, you guys can figure out how they fit together. Have a good time. I need the weekend off." Need was one thing, getting what you needed was another.
I saw Kyla emerge from the dressing room wearing a slash and burn evening dress in fierce green that trailed behind her. "Gotta go buddy, have fun."
"I'll tell Alissa you told me to fuck her ass four times." Chris said.
I hung up and grunted. I tried to remember what I had told Alissa before she left us. I needed to call her. And Annie. Kyla arrived, strutting like a Greek goddess at a museum opening. "Nice. Which window were you thinking of for that? I have to say you make those curtains look great, though."
Kyla glared at me and turned on her heels and stamped away.
"Hey, wait. Come back here."
She turned and switched back to goddess from pissed woman and glided gracefully back to me. "Yes?"
I pointed. "See that woman? The black woman with the ass?"
Kyla nodded. "Fine. Fine. I'll try something different this time." She glided over to the woman and they spoke for a moment and then Kyla retreated to the dressing room. The black woman followed her, talking animatedly. A few minutes later, Kyla appeared. Her face a look of consternation.
She arrived and looked past me. "On the rag, she said, or she would do you in a heartbeat, Sonny boy."
I snorted. "What did she really say?"
Kyla snorted, matching my sound almost exactly. "She huffed and puffed and flounced away. No sense of humor."
"Were you being funny?" I asked.
"No. Dead serious. Let's try a different store. This is surprisingly fun. Pimping I mean!" We sauntered away, finding a new hunting ground.
Kyla was getting into to the spirit of our pussy hunt. She pointed at a tall, willowy red head of maybe twenty-five or so. I shook my head though it was a good option. By the time we got to the next place, Kyla had pointed at five or six women and gotten no better than a six on my pussy meter. I insisted on an eight or better and when she complained, I told her with a nine on my arm, they would never agree if they were no competition. Kyla thought that over and decided to be complimented and challenged. We changed stores. Walking in I stopped.
I saw the woman I wanted. She strutted about with her double chin in the air her huge breasts proceeding her like the bumpers on a tug boat. The double chin was not because she was portly but just the way her chin blended with her thick neck. She was not perfect but she had the largest tits in the place. Loved those tits. "Her." I said nodding. This time, Kyla ambled off with a purpose and moments later at the woman engaged in a conversation. After a few moments she came back.
"You don't want her." She said.
"Did you ask."
"Tits are not everything, Sonny. You don't want her."
"Why? What's wrong with her."
"Sweats." Kyla said, wrinkling her nose. "Smells."
Who can argue with that? We left the store. By the time I got to the next store I had convinced myself I needed to call Alissa. I wanted to hear her response to what was coming her way. While Kyla shopped, I called Alissa. She answered. "Yes, Sonny." She said. "Yes, Master. Anything for you, master." She said, teasing. "Gawd, Sonny, I am still excited from the theater. I want it again."
"Glad to hear it. Sammy is on the way. Did I tell you to fuck him?"
"I, uh, I don't know. I think so. Maybe. I was so high coming out of the theater I was not thinking straight. I think I came a bakers' dozen times."
"Sammy is coming home to come and Chris is with him. They are bringing Annie. Fuck them all, Mrs. Honeywell. Oh fuck, I have to call Annie. Have a good time."
I hung up. Kyla held up a pink blouse and when I shook my head carried it to the dressing room, looking back at me with a smirk. Clearly she did not think I had any taste but bad taste. I had not seen anyone of interest yet. I dialed Annie.
"Shonny? Yous call?" Annie slurred into the phone. "Mommy ish eating me." She gasped.
For a moment I was confused but then I remembered. My mother was taking condom training. I guessed Sid found something for Annie to do. My cock, already hard, twitched and I hoped Kyla was going to find someone soon. I wanted to come in someone, some else but really, Kyla was a great option. I thought about her ass. My pants became a real possibility but that would be awkward.
Then Sid's voice spoke to me. "What's up, Sonny? Need something?"
"Send Annie to the Wills house. I have arranged some entertainment for her." Then I had a thought. "You don't have any objection to her doing your attorney do you?"
Silence. "No." Sid said finally. "So long as no one knows."
"If Annie keeps it to herself, no one will know." I thought about that and figured it was not much of an assurance. "They'll be doing their mothers. And Annie, of course." I waited. "Mutual assured destruction?" I half asked, hoping that somehow would make sense.
Sid waited. Finally, he said, "I'll send her over." His voice was tight. The following silence invited more comment and finally he did speak. His voice had lost its tension. "And Sonny, thanks for your mom. Annie has been warming her up. She is quivering with excitement, has been since I picked her up. I owe you, Sonny and I pay my debts. And about the legal pussy you have on line, I'll let you know when it is time. I am leaving it all alone for the moment just to see if the dickheads figure out the game. If I have to come collecting the vig is going to be a lot higher, but that is good for you, guy. You're my cunt collector. If they pay you, I am content; if they don't then I get to stretch their imaginations a little—and their women." Sid's laugh rumbled. In the background I heard Annie squealing through a very vocal orgasm which I suspected was for my benefit. What a nice lady!
"Sure, Sid. Anything you say."
"See ya. I'll send Annie right over. Six Sunday, you say?"
"Sure. She'll be banged good. I bet you'll fit her fine. She should be oiled enough to slide you right up between her eyes."
"I am fascinated by what you have going with your MILFs. Annie has told me what she knows. I know I cannot get involved but I'd love to know what you have been up to." He laughed. "Cici is going to walk funny for a while but it should make her smile."
I chuckled at that. I thought about telling him about the account on Literotica but hesitated. He hung so I hung up, the thought unspoken. Funny, I could not tell if that was a dumb idea or not so I left it alone. Kyla was still nowhere in sight. When she finally emerged, she drifted towards me. She arrived and put her arms around me. "I asked another woman. She was next door. I went into her booth and asked her. She said, no. So I kissed her. Sonny, I kissed a strange woman. Fuck me, she kissed me back! We have to go."
I yanked on the store's blouse she was wearing. "Forgetting something?" She looked askance at me for a moment but then unbuttoned it hurriedly and shucked it off and pulled her white sweater over her head and into place. She gestured for us to go.
I saw people staring at us. She had just showed the world her body and bra-clad tits. I shook my head and we walked out of the store, the help glared after us.
"So who was this woman you molested in the dressing woman? I mean by that, what did she look like?"
"Pretty. Young. She put a hand on my breast after I kissed her and smiled. I think she would have eaten me up right there."
"What are you doing out here with me?"
Kyla laughed nervously. "She fucking scared me." Kyla blinked and shook her head, she said. "I am not accustomed to this sort of thing."
"Let's go back." I said, my cock hardening.
Kyla gulped and looked away. "I can't. I just can't. Not yet. I have been coy all my life. I have never made a pass at anyone before tonight. I just showed cleavage and trolled around till I got a bite and they bent me over the furniture. Suddenly, with you out here, I am . . . " she laughed a clanging, tight laugh. "I don't know what is happening ."
She looked at me, her eyes shining. "I like it but I have to, to adjust, I think."
It was the next store that I finally got clear on what I was going to do with Laura Wills. It had been nagging at me for several weeks and suddenly, it came clear to me. Chasing an inspiration is like trying to satisfy a finicky woman, difficult and challenging.
Kyla appeared. She walked through the racks of clothing to me and took my hand. "Come on, Sonny. I've got the right one for sure." She pulled me towards the fitting room but I resisted.
"Who?" I insisted.
Kyla turned to look at me, on hand on my chest and the other still holding my hand. She lifted my hand and pressed it against her breast, massaging her sweater with my hand. "See the slight blond girl in the store livery? Straight blue skirt and the white blouse, sort of the page boy cut and the black glasses? Nice ass. See her?"
I found the woman. She was one of the staff in the store, blond hair curtaining her face. She turned her head and looked at me. Her expression did not change but she held her gaze on us for some time. She watched Kyla massing her breast with my hand for a few moments, only turning away when someone spoke to her. She had small breasts and a tight little ass that turning away showed to me, a view that was much to her benefit.
I nodded. "I see her, yes." My cock was swelling in my pants. Whether it was because of the blond or Kyla's big boob being pressed into my passive hand I could not tell. Some confusion is sort of fun.
"I told her to come to the dressing room with a red outfit. I pointed to that one there and told her, if she wanted to play, come with that in red. She said it doesn't come in red so I said something in red, if she wanted. She said she thought she could find something to do the trick."
"Okay. Have you asked her?"
Kyla shook her head. "Not exactly. Come with me, though." She pulled me towards the dressing rooms and we found the end dressing room empty. We both tried to go in together and did not fit through the door. We laughed and I gestured to her to go first which she did. I followed and as soon as the door closed, Kyla had her hands on me, pulling me down into a fierce kiss.
Breaking the kiss, she whispered. "I found one. She said she was interested but I did not ask her to fuck you. I suggested that she might like to watch us. I told her I was your fourth grade teacher and we are having an affair no one can know about. I cannot go home and I would rather have her in the room so no one gets suspicious." Kyla kissed me hard once before continuing. "Sonny, I told her I wanted you to take my ass this time. I said you would but that was my part of the fantasy. I told her you wanted someone to watch. Since we cannot tell anyone, you want someone to know, someone to watch you fuck me. That is part of your fantasy, someone seeing you fucking my ass." Kyla was breathless with passion.
I was still processing her story and how it fit us when there came a knock at the door. "Ma'am? I have your outfit." A tinkling voice came to us through the door. "Would you like to come . . . out? Or shall I come . . . in."
Oh yes, this was a playful one.
"Yes, a moment." Kyla called out, loudly. "I got her here. The rest is up to you." Kyla whispered before moving to open the door. "Fuck her if you can. I want to see that." Kyla's voice quavered. She licked her lips.
Seeing the woman's tongue active on her lips like that made me shiver with arousal. I stepped into the lee of the door so no one outside could see me. This dressing room was an actual room, unlike the others which were only cubicles, this one had walls and an air vent of its own; part of the upscale milieu.
"Yes, I think I have what you want." The woman said at the door.
"Yes, I am sure you do." Kyla Clark said in her breathy voice. "Would you help me with something?"
I leaned out to look at the woman and she was glancing around her before she nodded. "Most of the rush is past. I think I have time to help with your fitting." She spoke over loud.
She stepped into the room and glancing at me, delicately closed the door. She locked it and then stood staring at me. Her name tag was stuck just over her left breast, a smallish thing that dimpled her blouse. The white blouse was diaphanous so I could see the pattern on her bra and a large mole just over her right breast. The name tag read, Siena.
I extended my hand. "Hello, Siena. I'm Sonny." She shook my hand. Her hand was cool, the skin smooth. Touching her sent a thrill through me.
"Hello Sonny." Her eyes dropped to my crotch. My cock twitched.
I held onto her hand and she let me. I held it till she swallowed hard and looked over at Kyla who was watching us like a dog waiting for a scrap from the dinner table.
"Siena, a nice name. Interesting." I said. We were all whispering and it seemed odd.
Siena smiled then. "Yes, I was conceived in some cubbyhole in a church in Siena. They named me after the city in Italy. Where I was conceived. I said that. I have never done that before. I thought about it all the time, though. Catching someone uh, doing it in here. I never thought. Oh heavens, my husband will never believe this."



I glanced at Kyla who stood there with the scarlet dress draped over her arm. I took it from her and she blushed. I hung it on the clothes hook. I unbuckled my belt and undid my pants. Siena moved back against the outer wall, pressing against it, her fingers splayed out on the wall beside her narrow hips in the blue slacks like she sought to keep her balance on the ledge of a yawning cliff.
"Oh." Siena gasped when I pulled my pants down and my suddenly hard cock came into view. "Oh." She said again. Her eyes met mine and she smiled, a cautious, wan little smile that suggested she was not getting enough oxygen.
I turned to Kyla who was watching us. "Well?" I said, dropping my eyes to my cock and then directing them back to hers. "Teacher?"
Kyla understood and got to her knees. She put a hand around my cock and stroked it once before kissing the head. Her tongue came out and she licked it and then she found a tissue from her purse and wiped me off. Well, she wiped Alissa off me. And Kyla, for that matter. The eau d'aftertaste wafted up to me and I could smell us, mingled into a tangy perfume. I admired Kyla for taking me into her mouth.
Siena watched this all with wide eyes, behind her black-rimmed glasses.
When I was clean enough to lick and kiss, Kyla did that. She pressed her lips down the length of my cock and in a moment, my cock was lodged deeply in her mouth, deliciously once more. She swallowed and my cock head penetrated her throat. She blew through her nose and sucked hard on my cock, tongue working up and down the length of it.
"Oh my." Siena said softly.
"Ever kissed a man while his cock is being sucked." I asked tightly. Kyla redoubled her efforts to make me lose my mind.
Siena shook her head but then took a half step towards me. She touched a finger to her lips and then licked them and seemingly unconsciously, the finger, the tip of her tongue quested along her finger. She moved to my right side, scooting the metal chair loudly away from beside Kyla.
Kyla sucked.
"I think that looks fine on you. Try this one." Siena said loudly. She took another step closer and whispered. "My husband, he always asks if anyone got caught in the store when I go home. He won't believe this." She giggled a little bit. "I never saw a woman, uh, do that before."
"Suck a man's cock?" I said softly.
Siena nodded. Her eyes both started blinking fast, one then the other then both at once.
"Want to try?" I asked.
Siena grinned weakly but said, "I think maybe a kiss, you know, to start." She leaned into me and bent her head to cross mine and touched her lips to mine. Her hands balanced her over the woman on her knees sucking my cock below.
I put a hand at her lean waist and she shivered under the touch. Kyla's hands griped my thighs telling me she was watching. With my hand on Siena's side, I was able to pull her closer. I felt her leg bump into Kyla.
"Oh, oh!" The blond woman said, pulling back and looking down at Kyla, Kyla sucking my cock. Siena looked back at me, closed her eyes and leaned into me, kissing me gently. When I felt her tongue tenderly touching my lips, I opened my mouth. Siena had a hand on my chest but the other groped below us for Kyla's shoulder. She lifted that hand and looped it around my neck. She groaned and moved to my side, fitting the point of my hip between her legs and grinding her crotch against me. Her body pressed against me, fitting into my embrace while we kissed. She opened her mouth. Her tongue sought and found mine. She moaned into my mouth.
The feel of a woman kissing me while I had another woman sucking my cock again fired through me like a rage. Every nerve seemed focused on the twin sensations. I think it was the milieu, the sensation of being in a changing room with two willing, desirable women, one of which was a stranger, a married woman willingly approaching the moth fire we were luring her into. My cock jerked in Kyla's mouth and she pulled back and then slide me deep into her mouth and swallowed around the head. The sensation nearly blinded me.
I shifted backwards to lean against the wall. Both women shifted with me. Siena pressed her hips against me, grinding against the point of my pelvis. My hand at her waist wrapped around her lean body and she shivered and her hips pulsed at me again. I cupped her little ass and she moaned again when I squeezed it, fitting my fingers deep into the crack to grip one ass cheek hard. Kyla continued to suck, blowing and slurping below us.
With my free hand, I reached up and unbuttoned the woman's blouse, top button, second button, third button. When I pressed my hand over her revealed bra-covered breast, Siena broke the kiss to groan, tilting her long, perfect neck up to release the sound gently over us. I twisted and kissed down her neck. Her body shivered and pressed against me. She bent and tried to kiss my neck but I kissed down her sweet tasting skin to her bra. With one hand, I swept the blouse off the point of her shoulder, uncovering her. She moved a hand and pushed the bra up off her breast where I was kissing her skin. I took her stout little nipple between my lips, touching it with the tip of my tongue as I breathed around it. Siena groaned and shifted her body while somehow not moving the nipple between my lips even a little.
"Oh my gawd, a, a, Sir." She wheezed. "Oh my gawd." Her voice was so soft, the words seemed to linger about us. "I, ah, I am, ah , sorry, ah, sir, I have ah forgotten, for, forgotten your name." She breathed. While she talked I had been kissing around the nipple, crinkled and pert, darkening as it stiffened and lengthened right next to my lips. I licked the girlish swell of her breast. She twisted, trying to direct my lips to the nipple. I avoided it, teasing her. I released her ass with one hand. She sagged a little, missing my steading grip. I pushed her out a little and unhooked her slacks. I ran a hand around her waist inside them and then slipped fingers and palm under them and onto her bare ass. The moment I cupped her pert little ass, I closed my lips onto her nipple.
Siena's body bucked in my grasp. She arched her back and pressed her chest against my mouth as I sucked on the nipple hard. "Oh my!" She shuddered.
I squeezed her bares ass, pulling her hard against my hip bone with her crotch then held it tight against me. Siena ground her hips against me. Her hips surged against me, pulse after pulse. I released her nipple and found her lips again. Her kiss was fire and she gripped my head with one hand, knotting her fingers in my hair while the other clawed at my shoulder. The passion sang in her, twanging like an old saw under a violin bow. Her body fairly shook as she kissed me. My hand massaged her silky ass. She continued to bump and grind her pussy into my hip. I moved my hand lower into the slight cleft of her ass till I felt the wet kiss of her pussy on my fingertips.
Siena groaned and opened her legs a bit, bumping into Kyla's shoulder with her thigh.
Below me, Kyla unhitched from my cock and stood carefully up, trailing a hand up as she rose, till it touched Siena's other, covered breast. The woman jerked loose from our kiss. Kyla smoothed the bra off that breast and licked her lips. Siena stared at her. I watched them, two women encountering themselves in each other. Kyla bent to kiss her breast. Siena bit her lip and sucked in air, closing her eyes. I bent and took her other nipple between my lips and bit gently down, increasing the pressure. The woman's surging hips quickened and then, as my lips closed and I released the nipple to suck on it hard, she tensed. Her body tightened and she ground her pussy against me. She shuddered and became still. I released her nipple and lifted my head. I kissed her slightly parted lips.
The woman's eyes squinted at me and she cooed. She leaned into the kiss again, moving to stand against me, shrugging Kyla aside. Finding my hard cock with her crotch and pressing against me, She ground against me several times before pulling away.
For a moment we all looked back and forth from one to the other.
"I want to watch." Siena whispered. "Please. I want to see you, you ah, see you do her." She smiled, this time a stronger more engaged smile. "From behind. Quickly, they will miss me soon."
Kyla finished standing up and lifted her miniskirt. She was fully bare. Her panties had gotten lost in the night's shopping shuffle.
"From behind." Siena said. She nodded then, her eyes lidded, half closed, a quirky smile on her full, smeared lips. "Yes, from behind. I want to see that." Her voice was breathy, dreamy. She lifted a hand and stroked my face. "Please, Ronny will love to hear of it. You, you, you and her, from behind. Yes." She sounded drunk, slurring her words and careless of the King's English, mangling the meaning but leaving it discernable.
We all moved around till Kyla was facing the wall and I stood behind her, caressing her ass with my cock. She wheezed before me.
"Enter her." Siena said, moving in beside me and looping an arm onto my shoulder. She smiled and put her other hand on Kyla's ass. Kyla moaned. Siena's hand slipped inside my shirt and she brushed fingers along my chest to my own nipple. She coated my side with her body, kissing my ear lightly. The thrill ran through me like a chill. I started to sweat.
I bent my knees and Siena bent with me, moving her hand along Kyla's flank to grasp my cock. Her hand felt good on my cock. This slight blond woman was intent on watching us fuck. I loved that feeling, her intense focus on what we were about to do. Siena directed my cock, painting the damp head along Kyla's wondrous ass. She nuzzled it along Kyla's crack. Kyla arched her back and she flinched when she felt the head of my cock against the pursed, aroused lips of her pussy. Siena stroked her with my cock. I felt her finger lay along the side of my cock, feeling Kyla as she maneuvered my cock to enter her. Siena pumped her hips at me, pressing me harder against Kyla. Siena pulled at my cock then my cock head and Siena's intimate finger slid into Kyla's flexing pussy. The lips parted and we entered her. Siena's finger ran before me, piercing the woman we were fucking before withdrawing.
Her lips kissed my ear. "Fuck her." She hissed violently, her high little voice husky with urgent desire. "Fuck her, hard, fuck her hard, fuck her." Siena chanted.
I thrust hard and Kyla squealed before gasping and blowing hard. My cock penetrated the bent woman. Her body trembled. Siena's hand lay between Kyla's ass and my bare abdomen. I pulled back and plunged into Kyla and Siena's hand grazed the length of my cock as I withdrew and then we smashed it between us when I pressed my cock home into Kyla's well lubricated cunt.
"Do her." Siena whispered into my ear. Her breath tickled and the tingle lit me up. The sensation of her lips kissing my ear sparkled throughout my body. "Her ass. I want to see you fuck her ass." Siena whispered. One of her hands found mine and in it, was a small tube of something.
I felt over the little tube and found no cap. I squeezed it and the lube came out. I pulled out of Kyla's oozing pussy and swathed the oil against the entrance to her ass. She moaned. I got more oil on my finger and shoved into Kyla's welcoming ass. She arched her back, her head pressed against her folded arms. Siena's hand found my cock. With her other hand, she gently stroked Kyla's pussy, hugging the quivering woman with her lithe body. Kyla, realizing who was touching her, moaned.
"Her skin, it is so soft." Siena whispered. "Does she, is she, I have never touched a woman like this." Her voice was tight. She licked her lips.
My finger slid into Kyla's amazing and awesome ass. Kyla greeted me with a soft but distinct squeeze before releasing and turning all gooey and soft. I shoved my finger deeper. Her hips flinched, bucking once. Siena's eyes widened and she grinned at me. She reached around the bent woman and as she dug a finger into Kyla's weeping pussy, Siena grinned. Kyla moaned. Siena ran her finger in and out of Kyla for a minute. I matched the motion as closely as I could with my finger, jamming it into Kyla's ass. When Kyla growled and her hips tensed, Siena pulled her finger from Kyla's pussy. She looked at me, eye shining. She put her damp hand to my wrist and removed my greased finger from Kyla's ass hole. Siena gripped my wrist and moved it up to her face. She looked at it and smiled. She nodded. "She is ready." Then she directed my cock higher to meet Kyla's asshole.
"In her." Siena whispered into my ear, her body, laying along my back, writhed against me, her crotch grinding into my ass cheek. Her lithe body shivered against me. I imagined I felt the hard nubs of her tits against my back. Her finger found mine, just at the entrance to Kyla's body. She pushed my finger into Kyla. Kyla shuddered and groaned something like "yes" but the sound was indistinct. Maybe I was projecting. I wanted to feel Kyla Clark's ass again. The memory of her incredible ass exploded in m and I could not breathe.
My cock head touched Kyla's ass and I was penetrating her body. Siena pressed me from behind. I bumped back against her to get a little leverage and shoved my cock steadily into Kyla. Kyla groaned louder. Siena left me. The next moment she was standing beside us, staring down at my cock, now half buried in Kyla Clarks sumptuous ass. Kyla twisted her head to look at the blond woman. Siena bent and kissed Kyla on the lips, her torso bending impossible to meet Kyla's lips with her own. I noted her flexibility and wondered what it would be like to fuck her.
I pressed my cock deeper into Kyla who cooed into Siena's kiss. I withdrew carefully. Siena, feeling the shift in our balance broke the kiss with Kyla and looked at me. Her eyes glittered. "Fuck her ass. Fuck her hard." She whispered savagely. "Do it. Fuck your teacher in the ass!" Then she grinned and looked down at where I was joined to Kyla.
Kyla groaned.
I waited, searching for a new, different impetus but too, luxuriating in the miracle that is Kyla's ass. It seemed to ripple around me, tight and expressive. Kyla lost patience and arched her back, resheathing my cock into her ass, then she ground against me, ramming her ass full of cock. The sensation rattled me.
"Fuck her hard." Siena hissed again.
"Yessss." Kyla echoed in agreement. "Fuck my ass!"
I did. I began to ram my cock into her, grinding into her, her plush butt conforming to my body, sealing her invitingly soft cushions against my body. For a moment, I focused on her great ass, grinding deep in her but focusing on the padding of her cheeks. Christ! I loved that feeling, her ass grinding back at me while my cock penetrated her ass, her plush cheeks massaging me.
Siena watched me pump in and out of a Kyla a few times. Then she smiled brightly and kissed us both. "You're on your own now, honey." She buttoned up her blouse, righting her bra as she did so.
I looked at her and said, "Wait, don't go. I want to fuck you too."
She crinkled her nose. "I only take it in the puss deary and I think we are past that, don't you?" She smiled but I glimpsed something in her eyes that seemed unsavory, even predatory. She did kiss me but then I concentrated on the ass I was fucking.
I continued to plunge into Kyla's ass, grunting with effort. Kyla blossomed about me, her ass welcoming but expressive and tight at the same time. I was fucking her ass and her ass pulled at me, sucking my cock deeper and deeper with each stroke. The pressure was intense and the pleasure powerful. When my orgasm struck me, it was so profound I spent all my energy keeping the shout confined in my heaving chest. I thrust my cock into Kyla and filled her with load after load of cum. She shivered and ground her ass back at me as I orgasmed. My ecstasy communicated to her directly through my cock jammed into her ass.
When my eyes finally opened, Siena was gone. I did not even hear the door click. I sagged over Kyla's back. After a moment, she began to grunt with my weight and I found my legs. I pulled up my pants and sat on the chair. Kyla straightened. She moved to sit astride my legs. "My nipples. Kiss them." She hissed.
I pushed up her sweater and bra and took a nipple into my mouth and sucked on it hard.
Kyla barked with passion and a moment later, a hand between us, rubbing under her skirt, she came while I licked and sucked her breasts. She bucked at me for a moment and then she stood up.
"So nice! We better go." She panted.
We walked out of the store together. Once outside, she turned around and went back inside. She emerged with a package. "I thought we should buy something after the good service we got." She held up a card. "Plus I got her phone number." We left the mall together but parted at her car.
I drove home, weary. I had a lot of work to catch up on. I got home and found Tawny alone in the house. She asked where Mom was.
"Out." I said.
"Out where?"
"Out. That is all she told me. Said she would not be home this weekend. I get her car but I am staying in. I am so far behind I think I have work to do left over from high school."
I went up and went to work. I did lock my door.
Saturday was more of the same. Occasionally during the long siege, I found myself thinking about Laura and what I had in store for her. The idea was formed I needed to call all the women. Chris and I would fuck them all and then Laura would eat them. We'd do it in stores around the city. At the end, after fucking two of the MILFs each, Chris and I would take Laura home and fuck her, long, fast, slow, hard, however she wanted. With Mom, we'd make it Laura's night. But in the meantime, I'd take her shopping. I still did not know how it all went together. I tried to work it out but in the end, I fell into a work hole and did not emerge till my phone rang late Saturday evening.
I can be single-minded from time to time and that day I was a mind master. I got so much done I was feeling like hitting the hay early but the phone rang about ten-thirty. I was surprised no one had bothered me, even in the night. Whatever arrangement Mom had with the girls seemed to be holding.
It was Landon on the phone.
"Jesus, thank you for answering!" Landon said. He sounded hurried. "I am sorry for calling this late."
"Dude, its ten-thirty on a Saturday night. What are you, seventy?"
"Oh, yeah. You are balls deep in something, are you?"
"You mean someone?" I returned.
Landon barked a laugh. "You aren't are you? Am I interrupting something? Please tell me you are doing something really boring!"
"Plenty boring, Landon, just studying. My balls are resting up after a hard day. What's up?
He groaned. "You're gonna hate me."
"For a little while."
"I need you to come down to the Moonlight Terrace. It's the bar at the Sentinel downtown. Know where that is?"
"Now?"
"Now. Immediately and dress good if you can. I'll explain when you get here."
I would have had more to say but the bugger hung up on me. Dress good? Whatever was up, it was fucking with his proper English. I stared at my phone and felt the reality of the situation strike me. I was done in. My mind was done studying for a while. I would just be wasting seat time, accomplishing nothing. Besides my ass was numb so it was likely my mind was and I had not noticed yet. My attention span was wing tip to wing tip on a mosquito. I shrugged, took a quick shower and found my phone ringing when I got back to my room.
It was Landon. "What are you doing, almost here?"
"No. I thought I should smell like I look. You know, pretty? I'll be there soon."
"Fucking hurry, Sonny."
What the hell? I wondered as I flashed through my "make me pretty" ritual and with "good enough" going for me, left the house. Tawny and Georgia were in the living room watching TV when I left and waved but said nothing else, though they did glance at each other with some new, previously unsisterly look that had not been in their condescending lexicon of "Sonny, Sonny, what are you up to?" It was nearly quarter to twelve by the time I got parked and strode into the bar where a shot of scotch would cost me twenty bucks. I was sweating the prices when I saw Landon. He did not even let me sit but met me half way to where he sat at the bar and guided me out and to the elevators.



When we were finally alone walking down a corridor on the sixtieth floor, he said. "I need your help, Sonny. Listen, Darlene is going to be down in the bar at twelve. She wants a threesome with, with two guys. She said she'd get me someone to share her with. She is a little nuts I think but she told me she would be working tonight. She said I could have her for a grand but she needed to do another guy first. She has expenses, she says. Fuck me."
"Threesome?" I said blankly. Then my mind switched on and the mosquito got a lot bigger, pterodactyl-sized I think. "Threesome?"
Landon opened the door with a key card. We went inside and he pointed to my shirt. "Nice shirt." He slipped the card folder into my pocket. Then he pulled out a wad of twenties. Go down and have a scotch in the bar, when you see her, get her attention and have her come over. Wait for her to make her move and then when she is set, bring her up here. Don't worry about the money. She'll want a grand and will be clear about it. She knows you so she does not have to be careful," Landon stopped. "Right, Sonny?"
"Right what, Landon? That I am not the fuzz? Right. What is this?" I was still thinking "threesome"; I kept seeing the word in huge blinking pink and red neon in my mind's eye. It was damned distracting
"You are going to fuck my girl." Landon said.
"Jesus Christ, Landon. Your mother and now your girl. I'll be in hock to you up to my ears forever."
Landon patted my shoulder. "Not so, not so. I'll owe you. My alternative was to have her fuck some other guy. I'd rather share her with you. We have some experience with having a woman pinned between us. I'd rather it be you than some smelly booze hound with a lot of cash. Get going. She said I had till midnight when she quits being Cinderella and turns into a whore, her words."
"Threesome?" I said again, reading now. I am sure my eyes had that thousand mile stare. I was suddenly seeing Darlene Emerson with her hands over her head and Landon sucking at her big, beautiful, stout breasts. My cock told me to get some. "Threesome?" I said again.
Landon finally slowed down, realizing I was in shock. "She said, she said she needed more bread. She had to fuck someone and when I offered to do her twice at twice the price, she got a little pissed. Told me she was in no way going to use her boyfriend as her sugar daddy. She said to find her a john or she would. What am I a fucking pimp?"
"Threesome." I said again. It seemed so stupid. We, Landon and I and the guys had orgied our mothers but this was different. Darlene was just eighteen. Somehow, it seemed all different from doing MILFs. Even Annie and Melissa Crawford seemed out of her league somehow. I don't mean that how it sounds, it's just, fuck, the feel of a young woman and her body is different than a MILF. "She wants." My mouth was still not bothering to do everything my brain was telling it.
"The money. But she'll let us do her at the same time for the same price." He glanced at his watch. "You have to go. She is pretty good at getting a guy's attention, I think. I expect once she walks into the bar, there will be line so you have to be there first."
I was pretty sure I heard a twinge of pride in his voice which made the whole moment seem that much more surreal and believe me, I know surreal. Turns out I was still a rookie. I held up my hands. "You want us to double-team your girlfriend?" I said.
Landon finally looked right at me. His face worked then and then he nodded. "Okay. Yes. I want you to fuck my girl. Ass or pussy. You pick."
"Ass. No, pussy." I said automatically. Having to choose warped me a little. I was far from the only one. Landon looked fucking nuts. I grabbed him by the shoulders and shook him. "Landon, buddy, snap out of it! Do you get what you are asking?"
His eyes quit twitching all over the fucking place and met my gaze. After a half a minute, he nodded. "You were right. I have not really got it that she is a whore. Prostitute. Prostitute she calls herself. Or hooker." He shook his head. "Fuck me, Sonny, I'll do anything for her. She wants two guys, fine. You're the one. You have to go now. Go. Now!"
Landon was clearly rattled. I left him in the room, watching me as I trotted back to the elevator from the door like I was his first grade son off to my first day of school. He even waved when I looked back. I had just ordered a twenty dollar scotch and paid for it with one of Landon's bills when Darlene appeared at the entrance to the bar. I had been thinking about how money had never been an issue between us; he had lots and I shared with three sisters which meant I was fucking broke most of the time. Seeing Darlene at the door of the bar looking like a million bucks unnerved me. More. If that was possible. The scotch seemed more like therapy than recreation.
She scanned the room and I nodded at her. The look on her face told me Landon had not revealed his particular solution. She drifted over to me. Men stared at her with hunger and naked lust. Her breasts were clearly visible through the diaphanous dress she wore, moving as she moved, inviting everyone of us to stare at her, beautiful and braless. We did plus some women with a mélange of expressions on their faces as they sipped from their straws and tried not to be caught staring at the bold woman with the great, obvious and very, very proud breasts.
The outfit she wore was simple but sexy, and familiar. Her top was a revealing something that looked like snake skin.
Darlene sat down and held up a finger and told the bartender she wanted a Tequila Sunrise. When she brought it, Darlene clinked my glass and smiled. Another twenty.
"Hello, Sonny." She said, a slight lisp in her voice.
I did not recall the lisp. Her dress V-ed nearly to her belly button but black mesh ghosted her pearly skin the glistening, blue-green snake skin did not cover. Her breasts filled the faux-snakeskin making it seem metallic and commercial, which, I guess she was. When she twisted to reach for the pretzels, I choked. Her back was bare to the small of it with only a small band of the shimmering snakeskin across her broad shoulders. I almost reached out and touched it, her back I mean. Her flesh was luminescent and the aura around her, twinned with the erotic aroma of some perfume that lured me into her spell. I could see the twin arches of her ass clearly uncovered by the back of the dress with the dark crevasse that led to cornhole heaven or her pussy place. I shook my head. Something about the milieu was making me crude. I think I was having an allergic reaction to fucking my best friend's girl. It might have been the thousand bucks she was going to ask me for. My mind touched that but I think recoiled and repressed it because it went right out of my head. Might have been the gorgeous young woman sitting before me.
I shook my head, again, trying to get the vision of the arches of her ass bound up in the dress out of my mind.
"What's the matter? Lost your nerve?" Darlene smiled.
"Darlene, I . . ." I did not have enough breath to stutter. This was Landon's love! The metallic green dress shimmered. I wanted to touch it. It was tight, sealing itself to her body, accenting the contours of her fully developed, succulent flesh. Cupping her breasts like I wanted to in the worst way. One thing I could not argue with, Landon had every reason to want to please this woman. Her sensuality seemed natural and unhurried but easy and carefree with just the right amount of lightheartedness to make it seem logical that she would share that eroticism with you. She was utterly enticing. "Darlene . . . " I stuttered again without any idea what I wanted to say or should be saying in this situation. My mind was freelancing, thinking this woman could make a fucking fortune which made a chortle rise up in my chest which I had to stifle.
Darlene laughed. "Shit, Sonny, you have no idea what it is like to hear my actual name in this business." She sipped and looked me as she did so, bending her head forward rather than lifting the glass so her eyes regarded me out of her long, sexy lashes and past her pencil eyebrows.
I gulped and drained my scotch.
Darlene watched me throw it back and she smiled slightly and followed suit, downing the remainder of her Tequila Sunrise. "I guess we are going." She said.
The flush of the scotch warped though me, singing that low song that makes you thrum with anticipation of something. In this instance, it was sitting right beside me. The fumes of the scotch and Darlene's sensuality wafted into my nostrils and I suddenly felt very, very willing to fuck her. Threesome? I thought. When she stood up, though, a chill ran down my back and I think my cock length went negative. I put a hand on her forearm and guided her back to her place. I signaled the bartender with two fingers.
She came over, "Double scotch and a, a Tequila Sunrise?"
"Make mine a single and yes. Dead on."
The woman, a stocky no-nonsense figure that relied on character rather than cleavage to please her patrons, grinned. "Take care of this one. She looks dangerous."
I nodded. Suddenly I felt both the urge to touch Darlene, a hand on the knee or a caress of her side or even bumping the back of my hand against her breasts. I felt terribly guilty.
Darlene was watching me and did not seem to hear the bartender's comment or ignored it. Her brown hair was cut and layered and puffed up so that it cluttered her shoulders and fell invitingly about them, clear to her breasts. In that moment I felt like I had seen her before, a ripple of déjà vu that shocked me. I sat muted and stunned trying to figure out where I had seen this woman before. Of course, that was a stupid thought because Darlene and I had a class together in high school before I graduated. Of course I had seen her before! What a stupid sensation!
But then it struck me; that great "Ah ha!" moment that is so luscious when it does not stand your hair on end. Darlene looked enough like Kyla Clark she could have been the woman's daughter. Seen together with Kyla and Landon, Darlene would look like his sister! My cock got suddenly very hard as visions of my three lovely sisters cavorted through my head. I shook it again but only succeeded in a vision of Darlene and Kyla as mother and daughter. I could not tell if I needed more scotch or less.
The bartender sat down our glasses. I dug out a twenty and dropped it on the bar. Then another when the woman arched a bushy eyebrow at me.
"Change?" The female barkeep asked, dryly.
I shook my head, afraid my voice would squeak if I tried to talk. My lizard brain committed a twist of the first order. A vision of the two women nude, Kyla Clark and Darlene Emerson kissing, taking cock and moaning out their pleasure as Landon and I fucked them while they kissed each other. This visions shimmered behind my glazing eyes. My cock sprang to attention and my whole body shivered.
New plan, I thought. Then I realized what I was thinking and I gulped my scotch down again. How could I get Kyla and Darlene to fuck us? "She's a hooker." I thought. "A couple grand and you can ram it to her." I think I needed less scotch but that was a matter of metabolism. I sipped more in that curious sort of logic that alcohol teaches.
Darlene did not follow suit this time but took the straw in her drink and pulled the red liquid slowly up the clear straw to her pale pink but lusciously full lips. "Are you okay, Sonny?" She said after swallowing ostentatiously.
I nodded. It was time to speak and I feared for my dignity if I tried to do anything complicated. "So, Ms. Emerson, how did you get into this business?" The words left my mouth before my hazed brain had time to stop it. I thought I would be wearing her Tequila Sunrise but Darlene took another drink and pushed it away.
"Landon is waiting." She said.
I nodded. "Fuck him." I muttered, not meaning it but I was reluctant to show this ravishing woman that I was scared spitless. Then I grinned, "Making him wait for you, I am thinking that might be a little bit fun."
Darlene smiled at me. When her hand touched my leg, I felt it in the roots of my teeth. There was fucking something about her, something about her manner that made her seem accessible, mysterious and desirable all twisted up in a single package of T&A. I could see why she could demand a thousand bucks at a swing. Fucking her must seem like a trip into orbit for a common man, or even a master-of-the-universe Euro-trash like Hans von whoever.
"Thanks, Sonny, for doing this, I mean. When I told Landon I needed the money tonight, he offered to pay me two grand for a go but I would not do that. We working girls have ethics and standards you know. He insisted that you would help me out, be happy to. I was not sure he meant it but here you are. He said you were the best friend a guy could have and you would join us so, well, so he did not have to call me Candy Swanson all night."
I wanted to fixate on the idea that she acted surprised when she saw me and Landon did not think she knew I would be here. People get the strangest ideas, conclusions drawn from the same fucking conversation . . . I gave up on that line of thought. I concentrated on the here and now.
"Why would he call you Candy . . . oh, yeah. You mean if you found another, I get it." I tried to seem worldly but this all rattled me to my core. I know, seems stupid for a guy with a nearly completed MILF List but everything is not the same and when you encounter the difference between an experienced MILF who by the way happens to be your mommy and a girl who apparently sold her ass for a grand; it tends to make an impression. My best buddy was in love with this woman and I wanted to fuck her. What a scene! He wanted me to. It was his idea! Big difference from sexual admiration managed in private.
Darlene smiled and for the first time, I noticed she had dimples. The smile gave her a look of innocence but her eyes held a steadiness that made the innocence seem . . . different. "You are so cute, Sonny. I'm glad it's you."
"So, a Candy . . . " It was harder than I thought to switch gears.
Darlene laid a hand on my arm. She turned on the stool and crossed her legs right in front of me, exposing them before her and to my eyes. What legs! My god I almost swallowed my tongue. God but I love women! She leaned an elbow on the bar. "Darlene, Sonny. Let's not make this too professional. We do know each other and you did me a solid the other night. I was, a, worried about that conversation with him, with Landon. He seemed so blasé about it, I was worried that he, well, whatever. You put my mind at ease." She pulled more Tequila Sunrise up the straw into her pursed pink lips. "First, I would never have thought I would fall for Landon Clark. Or, best of all possible worlds that he would fall for me." She looked at the face of her phone laying on the bar. "It is a quarter after midnight, shouldn't we be going.
I nodded, then shook my head violently. "Not ready. I am sorry, Darlene, I am having a tough time getting my brain around this. My best buddy calls me and tells me to come fuck his girl? You know that does not happen every day in the male world, right?"
Darlene laughed and turned to sit beside me, her legs under the bar, the shiny silver five-inchers hooked on the rung. Yes, I looked. Her legs shimmered with hose or whatever. Her tight skirt seized her body and presented it for inspection. I just had to glance to see so I did. Then my imagination interfered. The vision of her in garters nearly unhinged me. Getting the picture? I was definitely feeling out of control.
"Sonny, Landon said you were the best buddy a guy could have. Now I see why." She turned to face me again, leaning on an elbow. "Landon is a selfish prick and wants me all to myself but I have to turn a couple tricks tonight and doubling my price on my boyfriend just does not seem right. It is a stretch to charge him for, ah, it. But a girl does what she has to." She grinned. "He insisted."
I almost laughed but saw my opening to extend the conversation. My cock was rock solid focused on the situation but the rest of me was far from sure that I should give my cock his due and fuck this woman. "Wait right there, Darlene. That is what I just do not fucking get. You are actually Darlene Emerson, right? Or am I confused?"
Darlene nodded, her eyes suddenly serious. "Yes, Sonny."
The way she said that made my mouth go dry. I love it when I hear my name taken in vain like that! I know I have said it before but fuck me I love it! I shook myself, mentally. I had to focus and surprisingly, I could. "And your father is Constantine Emerson, right?"
Darlene nodded.
"And he is one of the richest men . . . "
She was shaking her head.
"You don't understand." She breathed.
" . . . in the city and so it does not make sense to me that you are, a, hooking." I looked around. No one paid us any mind but the bartender who's eyes twitched over to me as I looked around.
Darlene nodded. "My father lost everything. In the crash, he bought lots of securities that turned out to be filled to overflowing with bad paper. He invested everything he had, we had, convinced that the market would remain strong even after Lehman when down. We are broke. We have been living off his reputation since then. We owe everybody. I would not have discovered it if I had not turned 18 and tried to access my trust. Somehow, the trust my mother's father left me worth five million, Daddy had penetrated it and it was empty. There was only $2,127.19 in it by the time I got to it. Hardly enough to pay for Stanford. I went to mother and it was like I was trying to tell her that daddy fucked my ass. She would have none of it. She insisted that we were fine and Daddy would figure it all out. I just had to be patient, something I am not long on. Patience, I mean. When I confronted Daddy, he said I did not understand, that he had borrowed from the trust and it would be there before I needed it.
"He told me to go ahead and apply. So I did. They asked if I needed financial aid and I said yes and asked Daddy for his tax returns for the last three years. He refused. I broke into his office and found them and the shit had dummied up his tax returns to show he was still making 100 million a year or some such bullshit. He paid taxes on money he had not made and did not have! Can you fucking imagine!"
"Shhhhh, Darlene." Her voice had risen and I saw the barkeep glancing at us. "Best not to attract attention, don't you think, since both of us are underage?"
Darlene smirked, all sign of the coquettish vamp was gone. "You think they care how old you are if you can afford to pay twenty bucks for a scotch? Those rules are for other people. In here, if you have the scratch, you have the right to the catch. The only time they get uppity is if you don't pay or something." She looked around.
I said, "Maybe we better go. Landon will be . . . "
Her phone rang. She gave me that sort of look you never want to get and answered. "Hi Sweetie! Yes, he's here. No. We're having a drink or two. No. He says if he is going to fuck his best friend's girl he wants to get to know her first. I think that is perfectly sweet, don't you. We'll be up when Sonny is ready. What's the matter, afraid he will bug out on you and make you find someone else to fuck me?" She made a kid's face at me, screwing up that sexy mug to look like a ten year old's, which deflated my cock. "No, sweetie. Don't worry. As Sonny has pointed out, it is not every day a guy is asked to fuck his best friend's girlfriend by his best friend." She tittered. "I like how that sounds—girlfriend! I am your girlfriend, right? I thought so, so fix yourself a drink and we'll be there when we get there, okay!" She hung up and looked back to me. "You were right! That was kinda fun. Where were we?"



"You were telling me your father faked his tax returns. Sounds crazy but if he was trying to persuade someone that he had money, even after it was gone . . . "
Darlene's eyes got wide. "No way! I never thought of that! Sonny, you're a genius. I bet he has been cruising for investors. That has to be it. Well, once I realized I could not get financial aid because my father's wealth was gone and he was in denial, I was just screwed."
"So you got into the trade?" I asked, curious and unable to keep from pressing the point. I felt heavy and tired and wrung out. I was searching for a way for her to tell me to go away and leave them alone so I could forget about this whole deal and too, about the erection that greeted her when she sat down. Everything made me nervous suddenly and the murky swell of her cleavage did not help. I realized I was staring and looked up into her laughing green eyes. She reached out and patted my cheek with her hand. The feel of her skin on me lit me up. I felt the urge to come and I was suddenly crazed with lust. My reverie shattered when Darlene patted my knee with her warm, soft hand.
"Your are such a dear. A girl loves it when a guy, a cute guy like you stares at her. It doesn't matter so long as we feel your eyes whispering over her skin. It is so, so sexy. Thank you. You know how to put a girl at ease!"
I goggled, pulling my reluctant eyes and imagination away from her lush cleavage to look at her. Putting her at ease? I wanted to bend her over the bar and give her a good rogering till the check came. I felt like a shit but that did not stop my cock from admiring everything about this girl.
Darlene resumed speaking. "It was not so simple, not so direct. With my father, I mean, getting into the, a, trade. I never imagined I could fuck for money." She put her lips to the straw and sucked again.
I thought my eyes were going to pop. I was consumed by lust and the pressure.
"No. This is a consequence of my Daddy's fucking business dealings." Her drink was empty. She held it up and looked at it like she was inspecting it for ants. Then she glanced at me. "Another?" She whispered. She blinked her eyes at me, both at once. Twice, like she was just waking up. "I like doing it when I am buzzed. One more and I'll walk funny so laying down will seem so wonderful. Add dick and the world will be perfect. Two and I'll swear I have seen the gates of heaven and not cuz of any little death but because I got a tour from Gabriel." She laughed.
Her laugh was so delightful all I wanted was to keep her happy. If she sent me out to chase parked cars, I'd be gone an hour. Landon had given me six twenties and I needed enough to pay for parking for Mom's car. I gulped and signaled for another round. The barkeep brought them and took my money but muttered, "No more, buddy. Unless you intend to sleep here."
I just nodded. When I looked back at Darlene she was sipping scarlet drink through the straw again, her full ruby lips glistening and pursed. I dropped two twenties on the bar to cool the woman's concern. I had one left. Enough for parking, I hoped.
"Love these things." She sniffed. "Thank you. Anyway, how I happen to be here, my dear Daddy got into a jam with some guy from eastern Europe, Serb or Croat, I mix them up which is dangerous, like mixing up a Navajo and Hispanic in Espanola, that's the low rider town north of Santa Fe where they don't take no shit. Anyway, this tall gorgeous man came to our house and father was gone. I let him in because he was so charming. I fell in love immediately. I think he did too because when Daddy arrived and suggested I go play with dolls, the man—I won't tell you his name so you don't connect this with anyone—the guy says no, he thinks I should stay.
"Now Daddy had been telling me everything was fine and not to worry so this was awkward for him. But, it turned out, he had no choice. He sat there while the guy walked us through the situation and it was not good. Even I could see that he had my father's tit in a ringer. My Daddy was bent over a barrel at a street party in the Castro neighborhood in San Francisco. Those leather pants, you know the ones, that show the cheeks of the ass but are regular pants and everything? He's bent over wearing them. Like a neon sign saying 'put cock here' pointing at his ass."
Darlene hiccupped and grinned "I like you Sonny." She said. "This guy, finally stops talking. Then he says in that sexy rumbling accent of his, 'So, Mr. Constantine, is that about right?' Which it was. Daddy just nodded. I never saw him ever look that way, before." She was beginning to slur her words.
I was naturally suspicious because of my mother's penchant for sounding drunk while she was perfectly lucid. I assumed nothing.
"The guy looks over at me and just stares. No, not anything so crass as a stare. He undressed me with his gray eyes. They moved over me like a feather. He had little hands, all smooth and hairless but strong! Christ, he had strong hands. My father cleared his throat and the guy just continued to stare. Finally, my father said something about getting a little more time. The guy nodded then and pointed a finger at me, like he was giving directions or something.
"He said, 'Your daughter could buy you some time.' I thought, what the fuck? I don't have any money. My father knew exactly what was being suggested however. He just nodded. The fucker, he does not even argue but just nods and Nicolai smiles. And says, 'Now'. My father stands up and Nicolai does also. Daddy does not look at me and Nicolai will not stop. Nicolai extends his hand to me and I stand up. Daddy says, 'How long, for her.' Nicolai looked over at him. He says, 'How long?' Daddy looked at me and his eyes were hard. 'As long as you want.' Daddy said. By then I was getting this funny feeling running up my legs, a feeling I recognize now as sexual arousal but at the time I was clueless. I thought I had to pee or something. Just a few months ago! Can you imagine?" She bent her lips to the straw and her cheek dimpled as she drew on the drink again.
I just stared. I realized again that I wanted her, like it was a new thought, which it wasn't. I told myself that I was a little drunk. Maybe a lie, since I was more than a little drunk. Curiously, or not, I was not concerned about this dilution of my reason. I decided to stay in the moment and see what happened next.
"Nicolai stared at me then, I don't think he was even seeing me. Finally he said, 'Three months' and then Daddy showed us to a guest bedroom and Nicolai fucked me, half a dozen times. I never saw him again but he left me cash, five-hundred dollars and a business card. It was for LuLu's, a call service. She had class. When she discovered who I was, she turned me on to another service, which, unless you have a trust bigger than Landon's, I will not refer you to it. And, yes, I called and started tricking." She stopped to suck on the straw again.
"That, Sonny, is how this happened. Daddy knows and he refers his friends and clients to me. He knows this is the only way I can ever afford to pay for Stanford and they will definitely not take 'later' in lieu of payment. Some people have no sensh of humor." She wavered. In that instant, the slur in her speech became pronounced, or mispronounced. "Need the little girlsh schroom."
I watched her wobble through the room, not unlike a pinball finding bumpers in a pinball machine. Her hip would crunch into some guy would would look around with a pissed look on his face that drained away looking up at her wavering and prominent tits. Oh fuck, I thought, she is fucking drunk. Now what do I do? Instead of thinking of something, I think I just went to sleep with my eyes open.
I think it got worse because she had trouble navigating the return trip. Before she arrived at the bar, the barkeep arrived and muttered, "you need to get her out of her, buster." The woman looked like a linebacker for the Packers, her voice would have scared me plenty in that moment if I had been sober enough to be scared. I did not even let Darlene sit but put an arm around her waist and walked her out of the bar. No one looked at us but I saw a number of disgusted glances flitting at us through the smoky air. At the elevator we waited. In my state I chalked it up to jealously and envy. Who knew?
"I doon feesh show goods." Darlene mumbled.
She swayed and I held onto her. The feel of her body hooked in the crook of my arm and my hand at her waist got to me. Her flesh was firm. My hand slid down her hip till I could cup her ass. She giggled and tried to kiss my cheek.
"You show cutesh." She mumbled. "Like your handsh on mush ash. I going to fucks shoe shoon."
The elevator arrived and when I dragged her into it, she lurched back and forth like we were aboard ship and the roll was increasing. She twisted around and twined her arms around my neck. She pressed her full lips against mine. When I did not return her kiss, she pulled back and tried to focus.
"Wash a masher? Doon like me no moresh?" She asked. Not waiting for an answer, she reached down to my crotch. Finding me perfectly erect and accounted for, her eyes lit up. With a challenging grin she unzipped my pants, stuck her hand through my fly and began to massage my cock. She took one of my hands with her other hand and pressed it hard against her full breast.
My fucking cock twitched and informed me he desired a nice long fuck and this woman seemed willing. It seemed to expand a size and when she felt it, Darlene released my hand and fumbled with my belt and zipper till she could get both hands inside my pants. She rubbed my attentive cock with the palm of her hand which was not drunk at all. My cock responded while my brain screamed 'No, no, no'. Little head won and I drooled with the pleasure of her hands on me. The girl has skillz! Finding the fly of my underwear defied her and she failed to get the hand inside against my skin. I was so aroused and terrified, I certainly would have come all over us if she had gotten her hand inside my briefs.
It did not help that my hand remained on her breast. When she leaned into me to kiss me, I kissed her back. I thought it was gloriously rude not to. Darlene moaned and moved to mount my thigh, her crotch surged at me over and over again, rubbing herself up and down on my leg. I lifted it, pressing up against her pussy. She crooned. The tight skirt inched up till it covered nothing and I could see her garters. We glanced down at her glorious legs together. She bumped me once with her crotch.
"Nice legs." I mumbled, no slur. The elevator stopped.
The door opened. We righted our stance and left the car just as the doors closed. She got to her knees and fought with my underwear, finally pulling them roughly off my cock and down. She took hold of my cock, squatting before me. She stared at it. "Nicesh cock. I bets ish wills fish in my pussy jush fine." Then she lost her balance and fell over. Not to a knee or something, she just tipped off her heels onto the floor, rolling over onto her hip and then flopping down onto her shoulder. She lowered her head and began to cackle. I fought my disappointment. Her breath had wafted over the skin of my cock head and all I wanted was a nice suck. But then my head cleared and I realized this was Landon's love and I was treating her like, well, like a hooker or maybe a MILF which she was not. MILFs could be made to do what they want, not drunk girlfriends of your best friend. She struggled to her knees, hands on my thighs, question for my bobbing, irate cock. I escaped her and fought with my own pants till I was more or less back to form. On her knees, Darlene stared up at me. Then she pouted, showing me a huge lower lip and pursed her face. I laughed. "Landon is waiting." I said.
After a moment, the idea got through and she nodded. I helped this gorgeous, sexy woman to her feet. She wobbled. I walked Darlene down the corridor towards Landon's room. By the time I got to the door, she was nearly hanging on me.
"You going to fuck me?" She said, her voice suddenly perfectly clear. "One thousand dollars and you get a go at me."
Everything about that moment unnerved me because I had been taken in, thinking she was numbskull drunk. When Landon opened the door, I flinched like I was bringing a date home late and drunk out of her mind to her loving but angry and gun-toting father.
"What the fuck, Sonny?"
I grinned. "I may have gotten your girlfriend drunk." I said, not all that steady myself.
"Not show drunks ass youz think." Darlene averred, convincing no one.
I was trying to remember if I thought she was drunk or not and why not, if not. I got lost and gave up.
"Fuck Sonny." Landon said.
"Okay. I fuck Sonny. But thousand bucks firshst. Candy Swanson is not sheep." Darlene said, hanging off me by one arm.
"Fuck! Get her in here."
"Where's my thousand bucksh?" Darlene persisted, resisting me, refusing to go in the door.
I dragged her into the room, past the kitchenette and into the living room. I released her and let her sit on the opalescent couch.
"What happened?" Landon asked, looking back and forth between us.
"We talked." Darlene said. "I shink I drunks chew mush." Then she pointed at me. "I want Shummy to fucksh me. Give me thousand busk. Now."
I looked at Landon. He was staring at Darlene. I took out my wallet and opened it. "I seem to be a little short." I said, falteringly.
"What? You no got no money? Slandon sash you pay for fuck and shuck tonight."
"Sonny, dude, you put the money in your shirt pocket." Landon said, jerking his chin at me.
I put a finger into my shirt pocket and pulled out a folded pad of hundred dollar bills.
Landon nodded. "That is your thousand bucks for, a . . . ."
"Candy!" Darlene said, struggling to her feet. "Shave a little Candy. Want a piesh of Candy little boy?" She hiccupped and laughed. She took the money from my fingers and tucked it inside her blouse. It showed clearly. She hiccupped again, swayed and sat heavily down onto the couch. She wobbled and flopped onto her side.
"Fuck, Sonny. Let's get her into the bedroom."
Darlene lapsed while we carried her into the bedroom. We let her down easily but in the end lost it and she flopped onto the end of the bed, her legs akimbo. She snored lightly.
"What the fuck, Sonny."
"What the fuck, what the fuck Landon." I returned. I felt panicked but an odd relief. After the sensation of relief came a curious clarity and I felt right at home in this mess.
"What happened?"
I took hold of his arm and we sat down in the two chairs beside the bed. "I need to tell you what she told me. Perhaps you already know this story."
Landon glared at me. "Fuck that, why did you get her drunk?"
"What the fuck, Landon? Did you really want me to fuck your girlfriend?"
Landon stared at me and then he grinned. "Jesus Christ. Fucking Sonny Duncan. You fucker. I thought I was trapped. You got her drunk on purpose? What a fucking genius you are!"
Now I could have set the record straight about the whole intention thing but in this situation, is it really better to make yourself look like an idiot by admitting that I was sucking down scotch courage to face the situation? I fucking hate lying but in this case, well, I lied.
"Yes. What was I supposed to do? Bring her up and fuck her like you wanted? I think this girl makes you a little nuts, Landon me boy."
Landon shook his head and then glanced at his passed out girlfriend. "Fucking amazing."
"But Landon, I need to tell you what she just told me." And I did, everything. By the time I was done, he was staring off into space.
"I have never seen her drunk." Landon said finally, after a long, long and for me, uncomfortable silence. He was staring at his girlfriend through the bedroom door, not looking at me at all.
I wanted to tell him there were likely lots of mysteries about this girl. I didn't. I just waited. Finally, I stood up and mumbled, "I guess I'll go." I said.
Landon's head whipped over to look at me. "No way, man. You have to fuck her. I told her you would. You think she will wake up and not notice she is still unplundered.
"Unplundered?" I laughed. "Is that even a word?"
Landon glared at me. "Focus, Sonny. You have to fuck her."
Drunk sex like drunklish made little sense to me. I liked presence and involvement. I almost shrugged but then a thought struck me. "No," I said, "I fucked your mother already. I think you are the one that should fuck them both. Not me. You fuck her. Think she is going to do a genetic test to see whose little guys are swimming around in there?"
Landon glared at me but then his face relaxed. "Right. Good idea."
"Fine, I'll see you later."
"No. Stay here. Help me."
"Help you? Are you nuts?"
"I mean, help me get her panties off. You can keep them and if she makes a deal out of this, you can show them to her. Insist you fucked her and kept her panties."
I stared at him for a moment, unable to see the glaring hole in that logic. What boyfriend would let anyone keep his girl's panties, even if he was letting him fuck her? I avoided the whole thing by staring up between her legs and wondering what her panties looked like. What if she didn't have any? Or a thong or something? There went my alibi. Then I forgot what we were talking about.
Together we got Darlene fully onto the bed. Landon lifted up her dress or tried. It was too tight and bound at the swell of her ass. We figured out the fastening on her skirt and got it over her plush ass. At first we were just going to lift it up but then decided she would be pissed if her skirt got messed up, particularly if she was really doing this for the money. We tried to get it off but could not figure out the hooks and snaps.
"Fuck it," Landon said. He lifted up her dress, draping it over her middle. I drank in the vision of her luscious legs, garters and stockings. Her legs glistened in the stockings and the elastic bands depressed her flesh in ways that made me want to touch her skin, to pull at the straps and feel her full legs beneath them.
"Fuck it." Landon said again. He stood up and dropped trousers and got between her legs. He was clearly aroused.
"Wait, we have to get the dress off. You don't fuck with a woman's going out dress."
Landon looked at me with a look that did not go with a guy standing between his girl's legs with his dick taking a little air, all hard and honest. Finally, he nodded and we returned to inspecting her dress. Finally, I found the zipper under her arm. After that things were easier. I kept telling myself I did not do that to get a look at her great breasts but it was a lie. When Landon removed her bra, I thought I would squirt a tribute to them. Fuck they were fabulous but in my state, I probably would have been complimentary of a Jersey cow's udders.
Landon glanced at me and saw me staring at his girl's tits. "Fabulous, aren't they. Want a feel?"
Suddenly, just like that, we went from two more or less grown men to two ten year old boys finding a Playboy tucked away in some forgotten corner of an attic.
I couldn't help myself. I nodded.
Landon, who had hitched up his pants and was more or less hetero- decent, stepped from between her legs. "Help me get her onto the bed." He whispered.
Were we going to wake her? I wondered. I helped, studying how her breasts wavered and wagged as we dragged her up the bed again.
"Suck them. I'll get her panties off so you can take them with you." Landon said.
Who was I to argue? I knelt beside the bed and stared at the beautiful set of tits right in front of my appreciative eyes. I touched them with the back of one hand. One of her shoulders jerked and I jerked back like I had encountered something hot. As a matter of fact, I guess I had. I cupped one. Then I bent forward and fit my lips over the nipple. It was a swollen cone, the inverted nipple was taut as leather.



"Ooohhhh." Darlene moaned.
I froze, the ten-year old with a hard cock and a Playboy hearing his mother open the front door. I backed off her nipple and glanced at Landon. He was staring up at me.
"Go ahead. Go on. I don't mind. Really. Really!" He turned his attention to the next snap on her garter. I watched, fascinated.
Darlene shifted and her breast pressed against my cheek. Right. I remembered what I was doing. I felt so foolish for wanting to be looking when her pussy came into view. Suddenly the whole thing seemed way too crazy. I stood up, moving towards the door. "I'll just go now."
Landon turned around. "No, you have to be here. If she wakes up and wants to suck your cock or something, you have to be here."
"You are going to fuck your girlfriend while she is passed out drunk and you want someone like me to watch? I think you have lost your mind, buddy."
Landon stopped moving and his eyes got that distant stare again. "Only you, Sonny. I would not have anyone else here. But don't go. At least wait a tick." He unlatched the last strap of the garter and flipped them up over her belly. He worked her silk panties down over her legs, and off. I focused on her crotch. Her bush had a crew cut in a perfectly obvious heart. I sniggered. Landon looked back at me, standing.
"Here, stick these in your pocket and don't lose them." He said handing me Darlene's panties. He turned to his unmoving girlfriend and squeezed between her lank legs. She mumbled and shifted. He positioned himself and pressed his body down onto her. "Christ, she is wet as New Orleans." He grunted. "Oh fuck!" He lowered his body down onto Darlene who, to that point, had not moved. "Oh fuck!" He called again and this time, Darlene's hips punched up at him. She clearly responded to him, drunk, passed out or not, her body knew what was happening and urged Landon to continue. Her hips lifted, enveloping his cock. Then they began to surge, rolling up at him. Her legs locked around him and he fucked her. Her arms found him and soon they were kissing.
After a few moments, she broke the kiss and wailed and her whole body appeared wracked with an orgasm. She thrashed and convulsed while Landon hammered her with a steady, forceful rhythm. She groaned, she whined, she screamed till she went taut again, strained and still. She quaked and shook, her head wagging side to side while Landon held on. He pulled her stout legs over his shoulder and rammed his cock again and again into the woman. Darlene responded each time the cock pierced her deep, till finally Landon jerked, slammed into her a final time and came, buried deep in her body. Darlene and Landon collapsed together, her legs interwoven with his.
I noticed her hands, smoothing the sweat from his face, stroking his back till he rolled free. She seemed aware, conscious.
Me? I was hard as calculus.
Something alerted me, pulling my eyes from studying the two people locked together. I searched for what had disturbed me and found Darlene's eyes on me.
"Come here, Sonny." She whispered. "I want to suck your cock."
I gulped.
Darlene got to her elbows, rolling Landon off her body. He lay on his back. Darlene stared at him for a moment and then rolled him over onto to his side, facing away from us. She turned to me and gestured.
I moved in a haze. At the edge of the bed, I leaned against it. She sat up, pushing pillows behind her back and then opened my slacks. She pulled them down. She dipped a hand into my blue briefs and grabbed my cock. Her dexterity surprised me. She found my cock with no trouble and gripped in a most pleasurable way. She released it and pulled the briefs down, revealing my cock. She bent it down, even with her lips and kissed my cock.
"You are a real, friend, Sonny." She said. The drunklish was gone. "Landon is lucky to have you."
I was going to start a conversation about how drunk she was and if she should be sucking my cock, but she began to actually suck my cock and I lost the inclination to talk at all. Her mouth was warm and expressive. She sucked with no sign of impairment. Her skill was impressive. She was not all action and rush. Her tongue ran across the face of my cock, tucking into the ridge of the head and laving up and down the length of it. She sealed her lips around my cock and sucked, hard. The pressure seemed to pull her head down onto my cock, filling first her mouth then extending the little helmet head into her throat. She swallowed around my cock and blew through her nose. She began to hum and the sensation rattled through me. I was startled and it got to me immediately. I began to come. I tried to thrust but she had firm hold and relinquished nothing. She sucked and sucked and sucked; sucking hard, swallowing and sucking tightly and fabulously till I was blowing bubbles and then dust. She slurped off my cock and looked up at me, licking the spume off her lips.
"Good enough?" She whispered.
I nodded, wobbling.
Darlene smiled patting the bills on the bedstand where Landon put them when he removed her bra. "Thanks for the dough, Sonny, really!"
I pulled up my briefs and then struggled to get my pants into form so I could back away without falling over. Darlene grabbed one hand.
"Thanks, Sonny, really! I needed him to know and I had no way to tell him without, well, the last thing I wanted him to think was that I needed or wanted him just for his money. You let me know if there is anything I can do for you, okay? I owe you. And, Sonny, if there is ever anything I can do for him, you let me know that too, okay? You understand me?" Darlene whispered but glanced over at Landon. It is impossible to know what someone can hear. In the morning I can hear a gnat fart and at night I can't hear thunder some nights.
She seemed so sincere, so serious, and so lucid I just nodded and backed away, unsure I understood anything at all. This was no drunk girl and suddenly I was looking for my security tapes to see what all I had said to Landon thinking Darlene was oblivious on the bed. That occupied me all the way to the car.
The drive home was an adventure. The post-scotch haze blended with the post orgasmic haze and I found myself waking up in my car parked in our drive. I got out of the car. It was four-thirty. I felt like I had been through an automatic dishwasher, spindled and mutilated to fit. My cock was hard. Can you fucking imagine? After everything, my cock was hard just at the fleeting thought that Mom was gone and my sisters were likely asleep in their own beds. Mr. Cock did not care. Somehow, the boundary between the women in my family and my cock had disappeared and Mr. Cock knew it and did not regard any further reluctance to fuck one and all as valid. Mr. Cock wanted a deep dive into darkness and velvet, knowing there were three sisters tucked tight into their beds just waiting for a visit from the family dick.
I gave Mr. Cock the high hat and went to bed. The last thing I needed at that moment was more pussy to juggle. My sisters slept in peace but I slept fitfully, visions of MILFs and Darlene riding me every time I relaxed into a dream. It was a long, short night.
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A MILF Reward: Giving a MILF to Her Son
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I did not wake till noon. My big plans for being caught up on class work before I went back to class on Monday remained in place but as yet still unfulfilled. I hit the books but then remembered a thought that had surfaced during the drive home. Well, it resurfaced from somewhere and sometime. I dialed Sid Kingston's number before I lost my nerve.
"Hello?" Sid said, his voice tense. "Who is this?"
I felt slighted. Least he could do is remember my number and name me in his phone. I suddenly felt small. "Sonny Duncan." I said.
"Oh, Sonny! How you doing? You mom is fucking me again, the third time in three days. She is sitting down on me, trying to see if she can get it all in from that angle. What, uh, uh, uh, can I do for you?"
"Sid, I need some money." I said. Suddenly, as the words got past my teeth, I felt how bad that sounded. His hardened voice told me I was right.
"Money? Why are you asking me for money?" He said. "You ask for money after giving me your mother?"
"Bad idea." I said. "Forget it. I never called. I have not had enough sleep." I hung up, shaking but not afraid.
A minute later, the phone rang and it was Sid. "Sonny, hey Sonny, wait a moment. Hang on. I am sorry, I wasn't thinking straight. People ask me for money all the time but never while I am fucking their mother. Seems like a different set of circumstances than I usually encounter."
"I am sorry, Sid, I should not have called. It was a bad thought."
"What do you need money for?"
You know, in most stories, when someone is asked about the reasoning behind a seemingly crazy request, they never help themselves by trying to explain. I am not sure why. If you want someone to be rational, they have to have all the information. Maybe it is to avoid rejection but if that is true, then you weren't asking in the first place, were you? So I told him what I was thinking.
"I want to take Laura Wills shopping and I don't have any money."
"Shopping?"
I could hear the skepticism in his voice. "Well, okay, that still sounds stupid. Listen Sid, what I have been doing, you know with the MILF List . . . "
"Fucking my wife and all your friend's mothers?" He said.
Though his voice sounded reasonable, I imagined how it actually sounded, what the meaning seemed to be. "Well, yes. I, uh, I have prepped the MILFs. The guys, fuck Sid it was their idea and they always hand shit like this to me. I was supposedly the only one . . . I am sorry, am I interrupting something?" I was whining, suddenly defensive and unnerved by describing my behavior to the husband of a woman I had subjected to incredible erotic use, which, by the way, she loved. The man intimidated me but I did not hang up. I needed his help. I relaxed my grip on my cell, I did not have the money to get another one if I crushed this one.
"Yes, Sonny. But that is already done. She got all weird trying to fit over my cock while I chatted with you. Your mom is frigging herself trying to get oily enough to take me again. She wasn't going to make it riding me yet so really no loss. What did you do with Annie? I haven't heard from her?"
"I am sure she is having a good time." I said. I stopped, not sure how to continue.
"Go on. Take your time. Tell me everything."
"I had to fuck my mom because she was supposedly the one glitch in our plan to fuck our MILFs, make them all air tight."
"Okay." Sid laughed. "That was hardly accurate, huh?"
I chuckled too. "Who knew? Mom was . . . " I almost ratted her out and exposed my sisters to Sid Kingston's cock. Instead I said, ". . . She was demure as hell. I had no idea she would be good with being put on waivers and traded to a visiting team, pussy and all."
Sid laughed. "I get it. You had to fuck your mother first. Why? The others were presumed to be sure things?"
Fuck, the guy was quick. "Right. Anyway, I did. I fucked them all. Myself. Just me. Well, except for one little variation when we, a, Brent and I fucked Mom, Laura Wills and Annie, uh, your wife."
"Uh huh. How did that happen?" Sid asked.
I hesitated. I did not want to rat Annie out but hey, if she was gaming Sid, that was her problem, not mine. At this stage, the last thing I wanted to do was piss Sid off and fuck up the situation. Mom would never forgive me or Alissa or as I thought about it, Annie herself, for that matter. Annie herself was enjoying her brand of fuck me fast, hide and go seek. "Annie caught Laura kissing me, well, actually I made sure Annie saw me kissing Mrs. Wills. I figured Mrs. Kingston would eventually start talking about it and sooner or later my mom would hear about it. I was going to confess to being in love with this older woman and then see if I could get mom to fuck me to get me over the reality of it. I though for sure she feel the need to explain to me about being in love with a married woman." I knew I was not making a lot of sense, but that was sort of the point. If a guy makes too much sense in these situations you look like a psychopath.
"Okay. Not what happened, I gather? Sounds like it was a little thin. She didn't buy it? You did something else?"
I chortled. "Not hardly. I did Laura, while Mom watched, did her right in our kitchen. While Mrs. Wills panted and came on the kitchen table I think we all three realized that Mom could not be on the sidelines while I did the dirty with Laura. So we arranged to have Laura over again and I was going to fuck Mom, or something like that. Anyway, Annie, she caught Laura on the way over to knock boots with me and demanded a turn. Now that I think is about it, I wonder if the women were not negotiating to see who fucked me. Anyway, when I got there, Annie was eating Laura and mom was frigging herself. Brent and I fucked the three of them . . . but that is beside the point."
"Not to me it isn't. You say my dear little Annie horned in on your twofer?"
"I guess. She was there, face down in Laura Wills when I arrived."
"And that led to you tying her up and giving her to your buddies?"
I wondered how he knew about that. Had I told him? No idea. My cock works way better than my memory. I mentally ignored that little tidbit. "She was a bitch to us and I was a little pissed, worried that she would rat me out, fucking my mother and all."
"Uh huh."
"I thought I saw that she liked to be controlled, you know, used. She likes to have a man take from her what she is loath to surrender but wants them to have in the worst way."
"Fuck me, that is Annie to a T." Sid agreed. "Always fighting against what she wants the most just to make you force it down her throat, er, so to speak. I never understood that until I watched you guys running the ramrod up her cannon. Even knowing I was watching her, she was turned on by you guys."
"I realized somewhere along the line that we, me and my friends, we needed to practice airtight on someone. Just jumping in and trying to fuck our mothers, any of them, without some chance for everyone to get used to the idea of the whole situation seemed like a problem. I needed some half way method, someone to practice on, as it were. It wasn't like we had shared a woman before that. We were normal guys till the MILF list became real. I needed someone to go first but none of our mothers seemed like a good solution. Annie seemed more than willing, once we had all fucked her. To be airtight, I mean. So we did. Every hole at the same time."
"Every hole." Sid echoed.
I could not read his voice so I went on, a little nervously I'll admit. "Well, to make a long story short," but Sid interrupted me.
"No, no short cuts. Tell me everything." He waited while I gulped and searched for words. "Hey, I don't mean the whole play by play. She, Annie told me about it, about you guys tying her up and fucking her. It was a confession and she was, what would I call it? Contrite? That, but she seemed real excited about it all."
I nodded to my phone. "I know she liked it, Sid. Honest. I think she came all the way through it. Ass, mouth, cunt," I stopped, my head pounding with the pressure of describing this to her husband. "She loved it. She made us promise that we would come to her house, fuck her, ass over tea kettle whenever we wanted. She lit up like a Christmas tree when we crammed cocks into her and all she could do is grunt and come."
"Fuck me running!" Sid breathed. "I don't much like to watch but I wish I could have seen that. We always have to be so fucking careful. I don't want to open her up like a rip tomato."
I thought to myself, or turn her inside out. I nodded to myself again. "We did her good and it was fine. After that, it was airtight for all the other MILFs. Mom was easy but the other MILFs had only fucked me so I needed to introduce them each to the concept of motherfucking for real. So I got together with the son in each case and arranged to have them fuck their mothers, you know, while I fucked my mother. I figured it would be better for them if they watched me, er, and mom. Like we were showing them how. You know, so they did not feel so weird about it. But Laura Wills turned out to be a special case. She had already fucked one of us, er, two of us I guess. Annie ordered her around like a servant and it only made her come that much harder when we fucked her. It turned out that she enjoyed being around sex but having it denied to her. She liked being entered and sucking cocks and serving us, but not really participating. She wanted me to tell her not to come. I did. She cleaned us off with towels, at first, then using her mouth on the women. Watching them, I guess she got reasonably accomplished at muff diving. She did as she was told. She served us all. I told her not to orgasm and it just made her more excited."
"A submissive? Fuck me, I know some places in the world where a blond like her could make a fortune playing that game."
"No." I said. "I don't think it is like that for her but I am not sure, not like I'm an expert or nothing. I think she liked being involved in the MILF List and likes seeing us fucking our own mothers. She takes a little pain with her coffee too but ultimately, I think she is just wired differently. She loves to be fucked and to be denied it for as long as possible. I think seeing it, watching other women come unglued with ecstasy thrills her to her short and curlies."
"Okay." Sid said, neutrally.
"So, with the others, I and their son fucked them, with Mom there or at least involved. Mostly, I did it this way to make sure no one freaked when we all got naked and lined up to fuck a mom and she had to confront fucking her own son. That way, her son could fuck her and she could relax and fuck the rest of us and work through the delight of being fucked by five guys intent on making her come without being bothered by being entered by her baby boy." I realized I was repeating myself and stopped talking. I suddenly shivered with adrenaline. Talking about it, the MILF list this way was, well, it was strange. Telling Sid about it, even after all we had done, it just felt strange in a tingly, make-me-hard sort of way. I was hard and I just did not know how I should be feeling about that. I was aroused; no doubt about that. The MILF list was real! We were fucking our mothers and our mothers were fucking us. I felt how surreal that was.
"I see. Mrs. Wills, she is a special case because she has been available as a fluffer to the other ladies?"
I nodded, felt stupid. I just keep doing that. I said, speaking out loud, "Right. She has been a jewel in all this and I want to give her something special. My thought is that she should go shopping with me. I'll buy her some really sexy stuff, I am not sure about what yet. At the first store, we run into MILF #1. Chris and I are both there. We fuck MILF #1 and then have Laura eat her. Store number two, rinse and repeat. Till it is just Laura, Chris and I. We fuck her as well and as completely as possible. In the few months since this all started, she has not had a fully sexual encounter of this type since that first couple days when I initiated her. I thought it would be fitting to give her what she wanted; teasing her till she is ready to scream and then fucking her to so many orgasms she cannot breathe right for days. I want her to remember the first time her son entered her and came inside her body, if it has not already happened, she should remember when he came in her ass while she rides my cock. Or something like that." I finished lamely.
"Sounds fun. I can imagine why you want to give her that particular gift."
"Well," I grinned, "the MILF list is, how would you say it? The gift that keeps on giving? I don't think anyone wants to put it back on the shelf just yet. We'll put things back to normal eventually. Just not yet. Laura, Mrs. Wills really deserves something special."
"And you need money to buy her stuff so she is thrilled by the shopping mixed with being fucked so thoroughly?"
I nodded again. Felt stupid again. "That's right." I said out loud.
"How much do you need?"
I shrugged. Felt stupid. My head was not screwed on very tight I could tell. I was actually asking this man for money to make the MILF list better! But I was doing it. I had that falling sensation I started the MILF list with. But I had found the guy a female attorney and was keeping his rich little wife happy as a clam, so, if you squinted a little, he owed me? Right. Sure. But how much? "I don't know. Couple hundred maybe?" I really had not thought this through very well, note to self. I guess I was focused on the MILFs and the fun of running into them in a department store and then fucking them. The buzz of doing Kyla with Siena right there, a strange woman who liked to watch, that informed this whole idea. That whole thing captivated me and I ended up getting distracted from some of the more essential details.
Sid chuckled, his low gravelly voice replete with amusement. "Son, that would last you about ten minutes if you want her wet in a clothing store. And she has exhausted the erotic potential of window shopping. I'll send a couple grand home with Cici. I'll offer it to her and see how she responds if she thinks I am trying to pay her for sex." His rumbling chuckle held real amusement. "That should be interesting, see how she likes having money put in her hand after riding my cock. If she likes it . . . scratch that thought. She'll have it when you pick her up this evening. Six o'clock."
"Thanks Sid." I said. I did not know what else to say.
"Sonny, figure out something special for Annie, would you? I leave on Tuesday."
I hesitated. I wondered if he knew about his wife's delight with being fucked with force? "I'll line up the guys and do her all week long." I said, hoping that was what was on his mind. Then I wondered if I had just sold our services, servicing his wife for two grand? I shook my head. For some reason, making this a mercantile exchange ruined it for me. I like orgasms but coming when you look at a bank statement just seems weird and not in a good way. "We'll take good care of your Annie, Sid." I said, not realizing how casual that sounded. Sid did not seem offended.
"Good. I have never seen her calmer. She is high strung, even for a woman. I kind of hate to say this but I think she needs what you give her and no one knew it, not even her. And Sonny, that is a skill that no college degree is going to give you. Knowing that about her. Figuring it out is one thing but actually managing to provide her that sort of consistent ecstasy, that is a real talent. You should take that seriously. If you think that could be a vocation, I may be able to help but it means you'll never live any semblance of a normal life. Every woman you ever meet will be someone to figure out sexually. Most women would love having a man figure them out, even if it meant you turned their head in completely new directions. I think you might be good at that sort of thing. Just something to think about."
I nodded. Shook my head. Still felt stupid. Sid could not see me over the phone and I just could not seem to get that into my head. I couldn't wait for video phones. How would that change the call that arrives in the midst of coitus? I wanted to laugh to relieve the tension but instead said, "I will, Sid. Thanks."
He hung up and I went to work. It was a quarter to seven before I remembered I needed to go pick up Mom and wondered why no one called. I was on the way to the garage when the front door opened and Mom came in. She looked worn out but ebullient. She walked over to me and hugged me. Her walk was peculiar, her ass seemed to twitch further than it usually did or something. I wanted to look closely and see if she was bowlegged or something but figured staring like that would get me bonked. She did not speak but went upstairs, showered and went to bed. I worked late and went to school the next day, convinced I was forgetting something.
I got home early and was studying on the semester projects I had pending, due pretty soon when I heard Mom get home from work. She went to her room and showered. Her arrival prompted action because I finally remembered what I had forgotten.
In my room I called Laura Wills. I did not have the money yet but I had faith. If Sid did not come through, I figured I could hit Landon up. It was a stretch but it was my only plan B. I wanted to do it so, yes, I was getting out in front of myself a little. I had faith.
"Mrs. Wills?"
"Hi, Sonny."
"Is Chris home?"
"Yes. Finally. He was gone all weekend. You don't know where do you? Where has he been? When he got home last night he smelled like sex and seemed too tired to focus to the end of a sentence."
No mention of Annie. "Are you asking as his mother or as our MILF?" I responded.
Silence. After a long pause that punctuated the moment, Mrs. Wills spoke. "I am your MILF, Sonny. Surely you know that by now. I will do anything you want me to do. Anything." Her voice had shifted into a breathy facsimile of Marilyn Monroe, the sort of voice that a woman on her back, full of cock and close to orgasm uses to communicate. Ms. Monroe must have enjoyed practicing that voice before she sang happy birthday. If Laura was fucking with me, it was working. Perfectly. I could not tell if she was serious or not and that definitely fucked with me. So I ignored her.
"What are you doing Friday evening?"
"I have a board meeting for the Basics of Civilized Living."
"Saturday morning?"
"I am free."
I heard the tautness in her voice, the sudden swell of excitement in it. I grinned to myself. "Laura, I have been meaning to repay your for your service." At that moment, Mom cracked my door and stepped inside, freshly washed, wearing a robe, her hair wet, straggles of glittering black tresses stuck to her white skin.
"Sonny?" Laura said.
"What time does Kingdom Mall open?"
"Nine."
"I'll pick you up at eight-thirty."
"Okay." She said.
"I want to buy you some really nice stuff, Laura. You deserve it. After all you have put up with from me and the guys, your guys, you deserve something really nice. So be thinking of what you would want to buy. What stuff you would get if someone bought it for you that you would never dare get for yourself."
"Oh, okay. Thank you, very much, Sonny." I heard the disappointment in formality of her voice. It struck me as so odd that she would be disappointed, unless I or we had actually warped her out of shape and now she would rather suck our cocks than go shopping. It could happen, after all she was not married to any of us. But really? I shook my head, figuring I was the one that had warped out of shape. It felt okay. Really.



"Eight-thirty, Laura." I almost told her to wear something comfortable but demurred, leaving her disappointed. Maybe she would work out of it. The solution was clear to me, though. "Oh, Mrs. Wills, tell Chris he is coming with us. He deserves something extra for going last."
"Last?" Laura Wills said softly.
"Being set free to fuck you. All the other guys, they are fucking their mothers but not Chris. The two of you deserve something special for going along with this little situation. See you then." I hung up. I did not want to know if they were fucking or not. If they were . . . I could not finish the thought but if they weren't, it would mean Laura would be about to explode. Man this could be fun!
When I finished I focused on my mother who was standing over me. She was smiling down at me. It was a proud mother's smile.
"You are a good man, Sonny Duncan." She said. She leaned over to kiss me but groaned. Her lips touched mine and she straightened. "Annie got home around four yesterday and she showed me how she liked to be spanked. That woman is nuts. Don't ever think spanking is my thing, Sonny. She said Mrs. Honeywell makes her look like a, what did she say, a vivvle? Whatever that is."
"You know, a whiffle bat, maybe? Sit down, I need a minute." I knew what I had forgotten the previous night but I could not just ask my Mom for two grand, particularly if Sid had changed his mind or forgotten or something. Mom sat down on the bed, wincing. Her face flushed a little so I left that alone. I realized that I was a little ahead of the game but felt that Sid was a man of his word and I could get the cash one way or another. Still, the promise to pay for Laura's pretty things made me a little nervous, poor as I was. I put the concern aside.
I draped myself over the back of my chair. "I have a little project. Chris and Laura are the last pair, you know, mother-son couple who are not actually doing it. I have told them, no fucking, well, no orgasms at least. They have been playing for several weeks. Chris has been making Annie when the pressure of having his own mother right there got too be too much to bear, knowing she was going to fuck him eventually. You were the one that told me Laura would like this, doing without, I mean. She has but now is the time. Laura must be about crazy with lust by now. We have all been in her, mouth and pussy and she has only come once by mistake when Brent did her, if I remember correctly." I was trying to think back and the effort distracted me for a minute.
Mom listened like I was talking about who was zooming who in my social circle at school. She kept shifting her ass on the bed and finally stood up and lifted her robe and looked at her ass. "I think the bitch bruised me." She said, half to herself. "Mind if I stand? I have been fidgety all day." She rolled her eyes. "All I could think about was cock all day long. Sid's. Yours. I am a woman obsessed. I have never, ever been so horny in my entire life. I never before understood the spanking thing but now I see it focuses the mind on your ass and how it got that way, all day long, every moment you have something rubbing on your ass. It has made me wet all day. I'll just stand, okay?"
I waved, ignoring the implication that she may be a spanking candidate after all, if the aftereffects were so luscious. I shook my head to empty it of such thoughts. I was probably wrong. Focus. "I have in mind taking Laura to the store, ah, like you heard."
Mom snapped her fingers. "I knew I was forgetting something. That man offered me money for taking him all the way inside. After about the fourth time, he finally relaxed and just rode, you know, like he finally felt comfortable doing me and not treating me like a China doll." Mom's face grimaced. She put a hand over her lips. "Oh my, I did not mean that. I mean, well, like he was going to split me in two. I had my doubts about what my body wanted but it apparently knew best. By Sunday afternoon, he could get inside me with only a little restriction. I may never be the same! I am blathering. I'll get your money." She disappeared and a few minutes later she returned.
"Sonny, there is ten-thousand dollars in here." She handed the stack of hundred dollar bills to me. "Sid told me to take Laura to a jewelry store. I had no idea what he was talking about. He said to tell you to blow five grand on something big and glittery if it did not get her into trouble with the old man." Mom cocked her head. "I wonder what became of Jeb? He has simply disappeared. I'll have to ask her where he went. Anyway, Sid said buy her something fabulous. Five grand should do it. That will make her plenty wet. That was exactly what he said and I have to tell you, jewelry for a woman is foreplay." She snorted. "I was horrified that he would think I wanted money from him. That magic missile he carries between his legs has my full attention. The man offered me money to take that which I would gladly pay good money to feel inside of me." She grinned like she was proud of something. I suspect she was.
I grinned and patted her hip. "You are worth every penny, Mom. I bet I could pay off my student loans with your talented ass."
She smacked me. I deserved it.
Mom snickered. "I did not know what he was doing when he handed it to me. I looked at it, a stack of cash that size you don't see every day. I asked him what that was and the smart ass said 'money'. Of course I knew that. Then he said you needed it. He also said to ask you to pardon him and that it was not a loan. Anne is sleeping through the night he said. I think he really loves that woman but not being able to, well, you know, he regrets it. Having a cock that size sort of limits a guy's options to talented women like myself." My demure mother had the good grace to blush, which she did and profusely. She did not often brag but she was now. "Doubt he ever had a girl's ass but with a cock that size, why would you need to? Any pussy that it fits in will be condom tight. I should know! He mounted Annie after she got in and he got inside her before it was time to bring me home. I don't understand their relationship but he seems strangely pleased that his wife is fucking the neighborhood."
"Fucking, Mom?"
She covered her mouth with a hand, gasping and coloring.
I grinned. "He explained a little of his past with Annie. It is stranger than you can imagine. I am finding everyone who gets out at all is a little strange. Anyway, I am taking Laura out, with Chris, to buy them something but it is all going to be a setup. We'll go to several places and at each one will be one of the other MILFs, if I can get them all included, I mean, if you all will do it for us. Laura deserves it. Kyla is the only one she has not helped out but she will."
"You mean? What do you mean?"
I half nodded, Mom was first, when we were just figuring it all out. "Laura likes to serve, like you said. She loves to be ordered to suck or open her legs and let someone fuck her or to suck another woman's pussy. She gets so riled up, her cheeks turn pink and she starts to pant just before she comes. You've seen her, haven't you? Anyway, quit distracting me. She has been keeping everyone tidy and cleaning up after we finish, like she did with you. So going second is not so sloppy. When we needed a fluffer . . . "
"Fluffer? What is that?"
I smirked but Mom gave me the mom look and I replaced my disbelieving smirk with a very serious look. "A fluffer is someone who sucks cocks hard on the set for X rated movies. So I understand. Mom, don't look at me like that!"
"Porn movies? What do you know about . . . " she laughed. "Never mind. I am still adjusting myself, I guess."
"Laura has been helping the whole airtight thing but only because she likes it—although, no matter what, someone would have had to go last. It just happens that the whole milieu works to make her aroused and eager all the time. It is the waiting but also being the maid and the servant that gets her aroused. She even went out and bought a maid's outfit, several of them."
Mom was nodding. "Honey, we're best friends. She has told me about it and thinks you are a genius the way you have been dealing with her. And no, she is not coming or fucking Chris or anyone else for that matter. She says that she is aroused all the time, thinking about sex all the time. She thinks when her turn comes, it will be ten times better than anything we have had. She is so jazzed about it all, I think I am or was a little jealous. I told her about Sid the other day and taking him and she got really scared. I tell you, I do not know how you knew what she needed. She told me she never imagined that being on her knees, sucking a cock on demand would arouse her so much but it does." Mom smiled a "mom" smile.
I felt fourteen again when she embarrassed me in front of my friends. "Well, anyway, I want to run into each of you in a different store. Chris or I will take you into a dressing room and fill you up, then the other guy will take Laura into the dressing room and make her clean you up. She'll eat all of her friends in one afternoon. Then Chris and I will take her home and fuck her for the rest of the weekend." I found my mother's face with my eyes. "What do you think? Stupid?"
Mom stared for a moment. She shook her head. "I think just knowing that you go to all this trouble to wind her up will make her love you more than she already does."
"Uh, Mom, how do you mean that?"
"Pussy love, honey. She'd fuck you at the intersection of Broadway and Main in any city in the country if that was what you wanted. She spends all of her time dreaming of the moment . . . oh my. I shouldn't tell you that, I suppose."
I shrugged, curious that she did not register that she already had. Does sex really make everyone a little stupid? "Like I don't know. Anyway, I have to call everyone and work out the times and the places where we will see each of you and who will be where when."
Mom got a 'look' on her face, like she was straining or something. "Honey, let me do that for, you. I think it would be cute to arrange it all."
She seemed serious. I cocked my head and waited. She did not laugh and point so I decided she was serious. The idea of having that just handed to me seemed sort of wonderful and I guess I was a little suspicious. After waiting for a few moments, I realized she was waiting on me. "Well, okay, Mom. That would be great but are you sure that you want to be setting your son up to fuck your friends?"
Mom laughed as she got up to leave. "Don't worry about that, dear. Like you said, this is a phase. We'll get past this and look back on it fondly. It will be the year our sons fucked us all to failure and we'll cherish it. But we all know it cannot and will not last forever. Besides, we moms, we all like this idea as much as you boys and getting you to do my friends, that is something a girl does not do everyday." At my door she looked back at me pensively. "I don't know if I should sleep with you or not."
"If I don't, it will confuse the girls." I said.
Mom nodded. "Good thought." Then my meaning clicked. "I see. You don't want to end up fending them off, telling them no or something?"
I nodded. "I'll be in, in a while. This week though, nothing but work. I am so far behind I may never die." Mom laughed knowing what I was referring to. I studied long into the night, showered and cozied up to my mother in the night. She relaxed into my arms, I kissed her and was suddenly hard. I mounted her and she woke. She was so stretched out I needed an oar to touch the side of the tunnel but she remained rich and luscious. I came, she went back to sleep and that was that. At least she wasn't sore, or too sore to deny me. It was like fucking a warm bucket of honey. Her kiss had been soft and loving but listless, so I used her body and she let me. We both woke happy and launched into the rest of a busy week.
I kept my promise. The rest of the week I only came up for air to make sure one of the guys was fucking Annie. She got plenty that week. Chris went over to her house while she was taking Sid to the airport and hid. Usually, she could hear us come in the patio door but he said he hid in the guest walk-in closet. She never knew he was there. She was getting ready for a shower when he grabbed her and fucked her against the wall of the hallway. She came as he did her. He said he spent the night fucking her and she screamed over and over. The next morning, he dragged her over to his mother's bedroom, early in the morning, and fucked Annie right beside his mother while Laura watched.
Brent, Sammy and Landon all took a turn but I did not get any feedback from them. I was approaching parity with my education but I needed to get ahead before Laura's weekend. By Thursday Mom told me she had a schedule worked out with the other MILFs but only gave me the places and times. She said she thought it would be more fun for me to actually be a little surprised by whoever was first and second. By then, she pointed out, Laura would probably have figured out this was her day with her son, releasing her to fuck him as he liked. My mother is so thoughtful.
Me and the guys got together Thursday afternoon for pizza. It was a weird time for me. I was busting to tell Chris his waiting time was over and I was about to hand his mother over to his loving care. Landon was cool and gave no indication he knew his girl had sucked me off or that in all likelihood she was no more drunk that he was while we fiddled with her. I wanted to know if she was what I suspected, fucking with us but I wanted to know why first. All the kings men did not line up in that picture for me yet. I just could not make the pieces of Darlene fit together and that puzzled me.
But we did manage to discuss Annie and her ass in some detail. She had been visited with surprise fucks plenty in the course of the week and she had orgasmed several times a day. If she was not faking, her pleasure muscles must be in great shape. It sounded like she got quite a work out. Landon left first so I had no time to feel out his status with girlfriend or mother. Darlene's invitation to ask her for help and her sincerity puzzled me. I was not sure what the cost of taking her up on her offer would be. I wanted to fuck her but until Landon and her relationship sorted itself out, I was reluctant to contact her for a casual poke. I was pretty sure she would fuck me and that bothered me because I was not sure Landon knew that or worse, he might not care which confused me even more. We broke up but Brent, bless his heart, invited everyone over to fuck his mom. Sammy was all over that and they left. That left Chris and me. I told him about taking him and his mom out to buy some things that would pay them back for going last.
He got all embarrassed and then looked at me and demanded how I was going to pay for anything he could not, when I did not even own a car of my own. I was stuck for a moment but then he nodded and grinned.
"Fucking Landon! What a guy!" Chris chortled. "He owes you and so do we all. He is making you look really good to me and mom by letting you give us what he could not do on his own."
I thought about correcting that but merely shrugged. "Believe what you like, buddy but the money is mine and I want to spend it on you and Mrs. Wills." I intentionally used her married name, making it sound much more formal.
"You going to fuck her?" Chris asked.
"Do you think it is time?" I asked.
"I think she is so wound up by this whole situation, she is ready to fuck a bicycle seat."
"And you?" I pressed.
Chris grinned a crooked grin that looked wrong on his perfect fact. "Annie might like a break." He said.
I told him to be ready Saturday morning and that was that.
Saturday arrived, a cold cloudy day. I woke early, before dawn even. I found it almost funny that I was excited by what I was planning. It was like I was planning a surprise birthday for someone and just the idea of that much pleasure for someone I cared about made me feel like I was about to burst. Plus, I slept in my own bed and had left mom alone since Wednesday, so, well, I woke with a cock I borrowed from Superman. I thought about waiting but got up at seven and ventured out of a quiet house. I drove to the Wills house and parked in the street down from their house. I quietly opened the gate and ventured around to Annie's house, hoping Chris was not there before me. She was asleep in her bed, a mop of black hair on the pillow. I quietly kissed her back and neck till she roused out of a dead sleep. She smelled fresh and clean so if someone fucked her on Friday, she got a nice shower after. I told her to get dressed, we were going next door.
Despite the fact I figured I would be fucking three women that day, I thought I should spin out the first cum so when I did enter the first woman, whoever it turned out to be, I would not come right away and spoil the moment. Seems like such a fear would be beyond me but this whole thing had sort of gotten to me. I was nervous, like a virgin bride the night before the wedding. My cock was hard and Annie noticed, staring at my crotch while I watched her get dressed and do her toilet. She kept licking her lips but said nothing. She was bleary, silent and damn sexy in her dishabille. Her kinky black hair formed a tangled net over her face.
Annie and I crept down her stairs. It seemed stupid because no one else was in the house, who were we going to disturb? We went next door and I was happy to see a light on. I rapped on the glass of the patio door till a puzzled Laura Wills heard and let us in.
"Good morning, Mrs. Wills. How are you this morning? Ready for a day of shopping?"
She stared at me, looking back and forth between Annie and me. "Is she coming with us?"
It had never occurred to me that she might think that but it was logical enough. I decided not to be caught out by her question. My response was a little harsh but she complied with alacrity.
"On your knees, Mrs. Wills. Annie needs a long hard one and I want you to make sure she gets what she wants."
I give Laura credit. She did not even hesitate. She got to her knees right where she stood. She opened her mouth and closed her eyes and waited. I chuckled. If you have ever seen a woman on her knees with her head cocked back, eyes closed and mouth open you'd know what I mean. Her hands held the lapels of her white robe, pulling it taut over her breasts. Fuck me, I lost my place and forgot what I was doing. I just stared at Mrs. Wills. Finally Laura opened her eyes and looked around. When she looked at me she reached out and patted my tented pants. Reassured, she closed her eyes again. I moved into the living room and sat down. I gestured to Annie and she came to stand before me. Laura opened her eyes. I think she expected to hear a zipper and feel the head of my cock on the pad of her tongue; she looked a little disappointed.
I turned Annie around and sat her down on the recliner, her ass between my thighs, pressed against my very hard cock. She twitched her little ass against me as soon as she felt my cock. I had made sure she wore panties when she dressed. She had watched me watch her, waiting for me to interfere or intervene. I had just watched silently while she brushed her teeth and washed out her mouth. Now she understood the preparation.
"Mrs. Wills, come warm Mrs. Kingston up, if you please. I think she would like a little orgasm before I fuck her."
Annie immediately slung her legs over mine, spreading herself. She lay back against my chest, pressing her ass against my hard cock, grinding her ass onto me just a little but with intent. "Sonny very hard. Be quick." She snapped. Annie could be a bit of a bitch but she liked the consequences so such bitchiness could be tolerated. The consequences and her reaction were pleasing in so many ways.



Laura flinched to her feet then got back to her knees and crawled over to us, sitting back on her heels to gaze up at Annie's open crotch demurely draped with her black skirt. Laura waited.
I realized she needed or wanted instructions. "Mrs. Wills, take off Annie's panties, please."
Laura carefully lifted the drape of the skirt, her face a serious, intent mask. She licked her lips. She ran both hands up Annie's thighs. When she massaged the cloth covered pussy, Annie writhed in my lap. I felt her erotic response to Laura's hand on her. Laura then moved Annie's right leg off my leg and then the other, closing Annie up. She then leaned over Annie's knees, running her white hands up Annie's tan, golden legs. Over her knees and under the dress, up the thighs till her hands were clinched against Annie's waist. Then she ran them down the Chinese woman's legs again and back up. She repeated this a few times.
Annie glared down at her, not really appreciating the tease. I crunched forward and kissed Annie's neck. Annie twisted her head and kissed me on the lips, incredible in her ability to twist her head and not damage something. I pressed my hands over her breasts, crushing her back against me, distracting her. While we kissed, lips and nothing else, I felt her tense and then lift her hips. When I opened my eyes, Laura had her panties at her knees. Delicately, Laura worked them over Annie's knees and down and off. She then put Annie's legs back into their original position, draped over my legs. I opened my legs further, spreading Annie while holding tight to her breasts. Her hands covered mine, holding me as I held her in place, spread open between my legs. Laura then lifted Annie's black skirt and folded it up over her tummy, unveiling the woman's pussy.
When Laura touched her, Annie jumped like she had been stung. Her body tensed and she pressed her back and head against me, her hands left mine, gripping the arms of the chair as Laura's fingers explored her mat of black pubic hair. Her hips jerked when Laura entered her, slipping a finger into her slick depths. Annie's hands found mine and I took firm hold of her and pushed my hips forward. Annie was scooted forward by my movement, right to the edge of the seat cushion.
Laura looked up at me. Her big blue eyes glittering.
I think she felt a sense of control, the sense of control over the woman spread before her. She loved the feeling that Annie desired the pleasure the blond had to give. Laura smoothed her hands down Annie's silken thighs and sat up on her knees. She bowed her head and touched Annie's pussy lips with her tongue.
"Ah fuck!" Annie grunted.
Laura's face pressed into Annie harder. Annie bucked in my grip, her whole body flinching with the contact with Laura's mouth. Laura did not hesitate further. She hummed as she sank her tongue into the woman. Upstairs, I heard Chris bumping around. His mother inserted a finger into Annie's pussy, rubbing Annie's clit as she did so. Annie shivered. Her head twisted and she sought my mouth. I bent to meet her full lips. her kiss was ravenous, her hands strained against my hold on them. She struggled against my restraint, fighting me, but reveling in her inability to escape the mouth at her cunt and the lack of freedom for her arms. She struggled, moaning into my mouth, seeking the kiss but fighting it. She could not escape. Her calves were mashing against my knees but I held her legs open with my knees for the blond woman on her knees between our legs.
Laura pressed her face deeper into Annie. Whatever she did, it electrified Annie. Annie began to shake and then her hips bucked at Laura. I tapped Laura on the head and released Annie's questing mouth. "Pull her forward." I grunted.
Annie was panting. Her eyes were wild with passion. She was grunting, little syllables that echoed with urgent need.
Laura gripped her tense legs and pulled her forward till her ass was dangling between my thighs. I proceeded to unbuckle my pants and free my cock with one hand while the other held Annie still. When my cock was bare and erectly so, I nodded at Laura. She sat up and together we lifted Annie's squirming body, moving her back over me. Annie struggled but together, Laura and I held her in place, positioning her pussy over my cock, Laura fine tuning the positioning. Laura took careful hold of my cock and ran the head through the furrow of Annie's pussy, plowing her with a shallow stroke that stilled her struggles. She sighed, leaning forward, consumed with the sensation, shivering with excitement, tense with anticipation of penetration. She wanted it.
Laura bent forward and licked the woman spread over me, sucking at the top of her pussy as we relaxed and Annie's body settled down slowly onto my cock. Annie whined, like a frightened puppy. Her thighs quivered and settled onto mine and she immediately used up the leverage that gave her to lift her pussy off my cock. Laura withdrew, grasped Annie by the hips and jammed her violently down onto my cock. I pierced the woman and Annie shrieked. Her whole body bucked as a penetrating orgasm wracked her.
I heard Chris clomping across the floor upstairs and then I heard him on the stairs. His voice punctuated my penetration of the woman on top of me.
"Jesus Christ, Sonny, what are you doing to that poor woman."
"Fuck, fuck, fucking her." I panted.
Laura was forcing Annie's hips down, jerking them back and forth, grinding us together. Annie squirmed, then she tensed as a new flash of pleasure ran through her. Her pussy writhed around my cock, pulling and taunting it with the pleasure of her hold.
"Her arms, hold her, pull her forward." I grunted.
Laura took control of Annie's arms, gripping her wrists. She pulled the woman off my chest, which made it a little easier to breathe. Annie was not that heavy but still. The move, though, levered my cock more firmly into her body. Annie grunted, resisted and Laura dropped one arm and slapped Annie across the face. Annie was shocked, she relaxed, bending the direction Laura was pulling her, shoving my cock deeper into her pussy. The chair prevented her from changing position. In a moment, Laura had a good hold on both arms and was bending Annie forward between my legs. The position created tension in Annie that cinched my cock with a tight hold. I put my hands on her hips and began to grind her against my crotch. Laura had hold of her and she could not sit up, so all Annie could really do was grind her pussy onto my cock, and well, come. Discovering that, she did so with vigor quaking with small orgasm after orgasm. Soon, she found enough purchase that, with my help, she could lift her ass a little. She began to stroke my cock into and out of her pussy, a few inches at a time. Her ass accelerated and I knew she was chasing an larger orgasm. When she came, her pussy convulsed, clamping down on me with velvet delight. Annie jerked, her whole body tensing and relaxing in a series of motions that fixed us together. Then all at once, she went utterly and completely limp. Her ragged breathing rasped in the quiet room.
"Did you come, sir?" Laura asked.
I was surprised that she spoke and almost reprimanded her. "No." I said, taking the question to be a matter of care and not an invasion of privacy. She did not respond. "Get her on the floor." I said. Suddenly I just wanted to be inside of her pussy, pumping Annie full of cum. Together we maneuvered the nearly unresponsive woman onto her back. I got to my knees between her legs and entered her. She barely responded on the outside but on the inside, her pussy roiled, squeezing me and tugging me deeper. She knew I was there. I jammed my cock deeper, rooting it into the woman as far as it would go. As I thought, this position released my orgasm. It geysered up out of me like a banshee, fierce and violent, shredding me. I began to cum. Suddenly, as suddenly as she had gone limp, Annie returned. Her body convulsed and her hips jerked up at me, seating my spouting cock deeper into her. She fought loose from Laura who had been holding her by the ankles. Her legs and arms wrapped around and she bent up, coiling around me while I pumped load after load of cum into her. She bucked, she thrashed, she finally squeaked and then groaned, falling away from me, her eyes wild with ecstasy.
My orgasm ran its course and I lay down on the slight woman, covering her. She struggled and I had to get to my elbows so she could breathe. Eventually, I got to my knees, my cock pulled free of her body with a satisfying, slurping noise that ended with a wet pop. I staggered to the chair. Laura immediately took my cock in her mouth, laving me with her tongue and sucking our combined juices off of me. When I was clean of our collected cum, she wiped me off with a soft towel.
I lifted my head and looked down at her. "Now Annie." I said.
Laura looked at me with a sort of shock that morphed immediately into an expression of resolution.
On the floor Annie lifted her head, looking back and forth between Laura and me. It was comical, like we had never been here before. Laura made her reluctance part of the play. Annie's anticipation was palpable. Finding two women who could play a part so perfectly, I felt lucky.
Annie pulled her skirt over her hips, baring her oozing, swollen pussy. The gray and pink lips glistened with our cum. Laura got to the floor. Annie pulled her legs up, lifting her knees, opening herself. Chris reappeared from upstairs. He had disappeared somewhere along the line. He came down and stood behind the couch, peering over the back as his mother sat on her heels, staring down at Annie's frothy cunt.
"Mrs. Wills." I said darkly.
Laura's head snapped around to look at me then glanced over at her son. "My son." She said, delicately reluctant, giving her role a delicious sense of reluctance.
"Eat her, Laura." I said, feeling far more arch than the scene really required. Somehow, I felt Laura's tension, her need. She turned her blond head back to Annie. Annie regarded her, looking down her body, over the matted pubic hair, black skirt bunched at her waist. Her hands gripped the backs of her thighs, holding her legs high and apart. She waited, demand in her stillness.
Finally, after a minute or two, Laura crawled between Annie's knees. She got heavily to her elbows and then licked up Annie's pussy. Annie grunted, dropping her head to the floor while her hips lifted.
"Jesus." Chris muttered. "What a way to start the day."
I almost smiled. He had no idea.
Laura lapped at Annie's pussy several times. Each time, slowly; drawing her tongue across the pursed lips of the woman's sex. Annie seemed to ratchet tighter each time the tongue grazed her body. Her hips followed it when it withdrew, arching her body higher and higher each time. Laura finally looped her arms around Annie's legs, pressing the woman to the floor. She attacked Annie's pussy with mouth and tongue, sucking and licking and then kissing her pussy, lapping at her. Mrs. Wills made a show of swallowing the cum that oozed out of her. Annie's hips began to pulse as Laura intensified her attention. Laura inserted a finger, alternating between piercing the pulsing woman and rubbing vigorously at her clit. In minutes, Annie began to pant, her head wagging side to side, her palms pressed to the floor while her hips thrust up and down making the blond head between her legs bob. Laura gripped Annie's hips, taking a firm hold of her ass, a small cheek in each of her white hands. Annie began to keen as the tongue delved deeper, piercing her, pulling pleasure out of her with each stabbing stroke.
Abruptly Annie squeaked. Her hips arched high and she froze. Laura sensed the moment and pressed her mouth fully over the woman's pussy, sucking hard. She moved a finger to Annie's clit and strummed it. The moment the white finger touched Annie, her hips jumped. Her head jerked back and forth while she screwed her face up into a grimace that made her appear possessed. She shook and then she screamed. Her hips dropped and then leaped up again. Annie stood on her feet and shoulders, levering her hips up as far as she could as the new orgasm roared through her. She gasped and panted and gurgled with pleasure as the woman sucked her cunt.
Laura did not relent but continued to spear her tongue into the woman. Her finger worked at the clit, but then she shifted, grabbing hold of Annie's flying hips. She pulled the cheeks of the woman's ass apart. From where I sat, I could see her hand move between Annie's ass cheeks, a single finger aimed into her body. She touched Annie's asshole and her finger penetrated into Annie's ass. Annie shrieked, her body arching impossibly high. Laura skewered the woman, thrusting her finger deep into Annie's ass. Annie shook and bucked as Laura sucked at her pussy, probing deeply with tongue and finger. Annie's hips began to flap, bounding down to the floor which only served to jam the finger deeper into her ass. Laura rode her body. Annie bounced up and down, her voice grunting and gurgling as orgasm after orgasm rumbled through her. After several minutes of that, Annie finally wound down. Her hips dropped and stayed on the floor, pinning Laura's hand beneath her. Her body tensed then suddenly she went slack. Her knees splayed and she collapsed flat onto the floor.
Annie panted, gasping, trying to find enough air but fighting a wondrous deficit.
"Fuck me." Chris said.
"Good idea." I said. "Laura. Laura! Get Annie on her knees. Your son wants to fuck her."
"Shit. I just got my pants on." Chris growled.
I looked over at him to find his shoes flying and his pants unraveling as he stripped them down his legs. He caught my eye and grinned. "Just kidding!" He said.
Laura got to her knees. She first straightened Annie's legs then put them together and rolled Annie onto her stomach. Laura got to her feet and lifted Annie by the hips, high enough for her dangling legs to bend at the knees. When Laura relaxed, Annie lay on her chest with her ass in the air.
"Annie." I said. "My cock wants you."
Laura looked over at me. Her robe was a mess, her tits were evident in the gap in the front and suddenly I wanted her. I refused the temptation. I felt something that she savored and I would not rob her of it. The desperation in Laura's eyes encouraged me. Her blue eyes fixed on my cock like she was watching the barrel of a gun or the waving head of a cobra. She feared it but behind the veil of fear was desperate, erotic desire. The hunger bolstered my resolve and I consciously refused her.
"Laura, you should go get ready." I glanced at the clock. It said seven forty. "We need to leave in a while."
Laura nodded. She went up stairs. How a woman can act both reluctant and eager at the same time, satisfied and desperately lustful, I could not imagine but she did.
Annie got slowly to her hands and knees and laboriously crawled over to the chair where I sat, my cock lank between my legs. She struggled half onto the chair. Chris immediately got behind her. She felt him and moved forward, taking my cock in her hand. She sucked at the end, cleaned by Laura. She sucked and I came around, hardening in her hand, while her tongue lay along and swirled around the head. Annie looked up at me just as Chris began to probe between her legs, her black skirt flipped up over her back. When his finger found her cunt, I saw it in her eyes. She groaned and my cock snapped hard. When Chris entered her, she arched her back, lifting her hips to take him into her body. She was so focused on the dick running into her from behind I hated to distract her. She held her arched pose for a minute while Chris began to pump in and out of her pussy. She rocked in my lap.
"How can she take so much cock and still feel so great?" Chris hissed. "Everyone fucked her this week and she still wants more. Sonny, we could fuck her all day long and she would still be ready to do it again tomorrow." Annie released her pose and for a moment a look of pure pride passed over her usually inscrutable features. Then she opened her mouth and inhaled my cock. I love it when a woman wants to show off her talents by sucking my cock! About the time she got the head of my cock accommodated into her throat, she began to come again in response to Chris stroking her from behind. With a cock restricting her breathing, she grunted and moaned around it as the orgasm rose; this one was slow and steady like a rising tide.
She rode it. Chris fucked her. She bucked once. She lifted her mouth off my cock and screamed, whipping her head back and forth as Chris hammered her from behind. She gasped, holding herself on my thighs as Chris drove into her from behind, over and over again. My cock slapped against her cheek as she huffed and puffed through the waves of climax washing over her. She stiffened, then bent her head down, swallowed and inhaled my cock again. She began to suck, running her fabulous tongue the length of my cock lodged deep into her throat. I felt her throat tighten each time she swallowed and tense as she struggled to breathe. She had locked her hands on my thighs so the motion of her hips as she fucked back at Chris with her lithe hips did not affect her mouth on my cock. Her lower body rippled with Chris, fucking him as he fucked her. Her ass tilting high as he pummeled her and then snapping back at him as he tried to withdraw, following the cock till his head was just barely inside her.
Chris increased his tempo. Annie lifted her mouth off my cock, lay her head on my leg beside my cock and with one hand around my aching cock, took Chris' pounding with grunt on grunt. Chris stopped his labor. "Maybe I should do her ass." He said aloud.
Annie lifted her head but then laid it back down, compliant with whatever use we made of her body, content with the pleasure she had or would have. With this tacit assent from her, Chris pulled his cock free from the trembling woman. She seemed poised for another huge orgasm. Chris looked up at me and I shook my head. He did not hesitate. He pulled Annie off my lap, rolled her onto her back. He flipped up her skirt, took her legs over his shoulders and entered her pussy again. She sighed as his cock slid into her once more, her eyes tight slits, her lips a snarl of passion. Her hips rose to meet him, enveloping him with her slick goodness. She arched under him and he began to hammer her again. Moments after entering her, Chris began to come. Annie lifted her head, looking around their erotic knot at me, her eyes widened and then clinched as her body bucked under Chris. She lurched with the climax, meeting Chris' staccato motions with her own pulsing thrusts.
I had a moment watching them, realizing that Chris had obeyed the slightest shake of my head. I had to wave him off her ass. He had a school of pussy to penetrate and I did not want his cock sullied with Annie's ass. His immediate assent allowed me to avoid explaining my reasoning or find some other likely story to fill in the blank with. He just obeyed. I liked that fact and wondered what that meant. It was likely temporary.
Laura appeared on the stairs, coiffed and primped, her tangled blond hair dangling over her breasts. Her little, tight pink outfit was a look. The look made her appear younger, much younger. She came down and stood behind my chair, watching her son fuck the neighbor lady. She lay a hand on my shoulder. Neither of us spoke till Chris groaned, filled and then released Annie. Moments later they lay side by side on their backs panting. Annie pulled her skirt down and wrapped her little hand around Chris' dewy cock.
I looked back at Laura. Her eyes were on the two people on her living room floor. Her eyes flicked at me and she colored. I thought I knew the source of her embarrassment. She was staring at her son's cock. She was longing for it to become available to her.



"Laura," I began but then stopped. I needed to be fair. "Annie, go home." I pulled Laura around to sit on the arm of the chair, my arm around her.
Annie sat up, looked at me, got to her feet and found her panties. She looked at them and, with them securely in her hands, after putting on her shoes, she slipped out the patio door and disappeared.
"Damn she is obedient when it's you. I tell her shit and she mouths off and I have to spank her." Chris spoke, his eyes still closed.
"Go clean up. You'll be trying on some clothes." Uh huh. Chris liked her mouthy, liked taking his hand to Annie's tight little ass, I decided. I wondered what was in store for dear Laura when her son got access to her. I wondered what I had started between them. Sex, certainly but what else?
"Shower?" Chris asked.
"That would be good." I said. Suddenly, I knew what had been missing to make this day truly great for Laura Wills. I waited till Chris had staggered up the stairs. Laura made to get up but I held her in place. "Mrs. Wills, is it true that you fuck your brothers?"
I felt her tense and heard her sharp intake of breath. I smiled at her distress, feeling the missing piece click into place. Mrs. Wills needed to feel punished before we fucked her.
"How did he find out?" She asked. "Oh my god, oh no!"
"He has pictures, Laura." I responded. I felt the woman go limp. I maneuvered her into my lap, cradled, her head on my shoulder my arm under her knees. "Tell me. Tell me everything."
"I can't." She said softly.
"But you fuck them?" I asked.
For a while she did not move or respond. Finally, into my waiting silence, she nodded. She turned her face to my chest and would not look at me. I wondered if she was going to cry but she did not. She was mortified but she did not cry.
"I am sorry." She breathed finally.
"Tell me. Everything."
Laura Wills lifted her head and looked at me. "That would take more time than we have, I think." She said, her eyes clear and her voice was strangely calm. "My son knows I fuck my brothers?"
It was not a question. Not really or at least not literally. In fact, it was but with the wrong words. The true question was this: What am I going to do now? I had to help her answer that and quickly. I felt so fucking smart.
"They are coming for Thanksgiving?" I asked. Laura nodded. Her eyes were tight but clear. "Were you going to fuck them?"
She nodded without hesitation. "I always, we always manage to connect at least once or twice when we get together."
"Your ass?" I asked, trying to get a picture of the situation.
She shook her head. "They," she stopped, a smirk on her face. "They have asked since we began in college. If only they knew what you know." She looked at me directly then. She was thinking, calculating. Perhaps she was wondering about a brother in her cunt and one in her ass, considering how that would feel.
"What do I know?" I asked, hoping I knew the answer.
Laura turned her face to look directly at me. Her blue eyes glittered, sharp and alert. "They should just take what they want. I waited for them to, to fuck my ass. I dreamed of having my brothers both in me at once. I have sucked Blake while Jordan is fucking me but never, not the ass." She shuddered. "Yes, I will fuck them when they come for Thanksgiving."
"What about their wives." I asked, working towards my ultimate goal.
Laura had moved her eyes to some distant place, far away from us. Now she returned to gaze into my eyes. "Their wives? Oh, I send Chris with them to shop all day on Black Friday. Blake, Jordan and I stay home to 'watch football' and we, we do it. I suck them both and then they fuck me." Her eyes searched my face. She smiled thinly. "They like to watch me fuck. They like to see their sister fucking." Her eyes were full of suggestion.
I said I was good at poke her and not poker, but this once, the two seemed to have a lot in common. "What about us?" I asked, keeping my face bland and my objective hidden, at least I hoped I was not transparent. This was the most extravagant tease for Mrs. Wills yet.
Laura pulled her head back, shifting in my lap. "Us? What do you mean?"
"You cannot come until it is time. Were you going to just forget about that agreement? Or are you going to tell me that you have fucked your brothers all this time and you don't come with them?"
The light appeared in the distance. Laura could not tell if it was the light at the end of a tunnel or the light of an approaching train. "No." Laura breathed.
"No, what?" My voice was rough, harsh. Above us, the sound of the shower ended.
Laura shuddered. "No, I do come when they fuck me. We lived together in college . . . ."
I held up my hand. "Not now. Like you said, not enough time. So you were planning to come at Thanksgiving? Without telling me?"
Now the end of the tunnel was gone and Laura understood what she was facing. She nodded. "I guess so." She breathed. "Oh no. Oh, no! No please!"
I was not sure what she was thinking but I knew what I was thinking. Miss Laura required punishment and now she knew something was coming and it was her fear that shimmered in her eyes; fear of her own making. "Mrs. Wills, if this is not something you want . . .?"
She shook her head and then buried her face in my shoulder. "No, please! You have no idea what this has done to me. I have never, ah, never felt like this. I have never had orgasms like these . . . . " She faded.
"You are having orgasms?" I felt disappointed. My control of her was not quite so extravagant.
She lifted her head slowly, nodded equally slowly. "With myself, at night, when I cannot stand it any longer. Even those, are wonderful."
"But I denied them to you, didn't I? Does that mean you do not want to play any longer?"
Laura shook her head violently. "Oh no, Sonny, no! I love what you let me have. I love it. If you entered me right now, I would come so hard, so very hard. Harder than I have ever come. I know it. I am horny all the time. I want sex, want it. Before, it was, ah, sort of a chore. Well, I could come a dozen times with myself. I was my best lover, till now. Only with Blake and Jordan did it seem good. Jeb, Jeb is not very sexual."
"With you, you mean?" I pressed. For some reason I felt betrayed. I had this idea that I was keeping Laura from climaxing, building up the pressure and banking the pleasure for some great moment in the future only to find out that she was relieving herself all the time on her own. I did feel a little stupid for actually thinking that a woman would endure all the sex occurring around her and not get some relief somehow. That was a dumb idea, now that I thought about it. Still. A man can dream, right? How much control of a MILF could I expect?
"I mean, yes, he is not sexual."
"Where is he?" I asked, curiosity getting the better of me.
Laura looked frightened. "Out of the country. His work." She spoke in a small voice.
"And you believe he does not have a mistress anywhere else?"
She shook her head. "He is not gay but he is not sexual."
"With you." I said, that being the extent of my capacity for cruelty but that seemed plenty cruel at that moment, because in her eyes, I saw she never considered the possibility that her husband got pussy somewhere else. She had done without, except for her brothers, and she presumed he would. Foolish woman, but maybe she was right. But then I saw something else in her eyes, a sort of shift.
Upstairs, Chris banged his room door closed.
It occurred to me then that the willing Mrs. Wills had been feeling guilty about being turned over to us by the thrill of her orgasms. I wanted to check this thought, to validate it but I could not find a good entree into it. But I felt it, something in her changed. She seemed to relax in my arms, shrinking but relaxing, releasing herself while I held her. I decided to press this intuition to its logical conclusion to either validate it or dismiss it altogether. I seemed to be gaining ownership over the MILFs one at a time, explicitly or implicitly. Temporary to be sure but there seemed to be an emerging theme I did not quit understand but suddenly I felt the pressure to put this whole idea of ownership of a woman's pleasure to the test. Laura Wills would help me. I would demand ownership and make that ownership onerous or absolutely certain. I saw a way to make Laura subject to my sexual whims even beyond what I had attained with my mother or Alissa. A thrill ran through me but I was not yet there. I should celebrate later, after I had bent her to my will. She seemed to want bending. To bend, there must be pressure.
"Laura, we haven't much time. You need to understand something. You owe me something."
Her eyes widened. "What? What can I give you that I haven't already surrendered, Sonny? What else do I have that you could want?" She seemed nearly the old Mrs. Wills; Laura the mother, the older woman with some authority by virtue of age and experience, the adult in a room with me, the child. The question was real and she was puzzled.
"Laura, I need to own you till I give you to Chris. I need you to prove to me that you will continue to serve as you have served. I want you to earn the right to stay part of the MILF list. You have to do what I want today. You have to earn the right to fuck your brothers."
Laura looked at me, her eyes searching, sober. "Sonny, I am not sure . . . "
"I want to buy you some stuff today, nice stuff. We all chipped in and we want to show you our appreciation. But now, now I think you need to earn your way back into the MILF list. Don't you?"
Laura Wills stared into my eyes and suddenly she seemed to understand what this would mean for her. Slowly she nodded her head. "You mean, you mean that I have to do without, without my son till my brothers . . . till I come with them?" Her eyes glittered.
I almost said 'no' but caught myself. I love how people are brilliant if you let them be. I nodded, allowing her fear to become erotically real. "That is right." I said. Chris tramped down the stairs and the moment passed.
"What are you two talking about? Me?" Chris said, rounding the couch to stare down at us.
I nodded. "Of course, Chris. You are the most fascinating person either of us know."
Chris grunted. "If I wanted sarcasm this early in the morning . . . " He tapered off. " . . . I'd unscrew your head and dip it out." He finished, a triumphant look on his face.
I helped Laura stand up and stood behind her. "I think we better go." I said, giving him no love. They both nodded. The day had begun but it was going to get considerably better.
The first place on my list of MILFs was May's Flower. Nine o'clock. A chic boutique. I presumed I would have the ability to twist Laura as I liked. The idea thrilled me. She seemed subdued but attentive, glancing me as we walked to the car. She got into the front seat without instructions. She wore a girl's outfit, a top of pink and lace and a full, pink skirt that swished about her legs and knees but hugged her slim hips, shaped around them but flaring at the top of her thighs, accenting the pubic mound and the plane of her abdomen. She wore a soft, white faux-fur coat about her shoulders. Her breasts filled the little top and under them, a strip of her belly showed clearly when she moved just right. Laura was in great shape. Her maturity in the young clothes made her seem a little desperate. It was a girl's outfit stuffed full of woman, full of MILF, very full of very desperate MILF. I liked that desperation. We could work with that.
We rode in a post coital silence most of the way. I was pulling into the parking lot when it dawned on me that I should have insisted Mom be last so we could be the other couple copulating while Chris did Laura to completion for them both the first time. I couldn't think of everything. Maybe Mom had figured it out and arranged it herself. I turned off the car and we sat there, Chris fidgeted in the back seat. Laura sat staring out the window in front of her.
"Mrs. Wills." I said.
"Yes, Sonny?"
"Lift up your skirt."
She lifted it, lifting it above her knees but up, not along her legs.
"Mrs. Wills . . . " I began but thought better. I reached over and pulled the skirt up her legs. She looked away from me. She wore garters, two white bands showing on the front of each leg. Other than the white belt, she was utterly and deliciously bare. Her blond pubic hair looked like she had combed it. It looked like corn silk. I touched her between the legs, with just a finger. She jerked, her hips involuntarily jumping at the feel of my finger on the pouting lips of her pussy. She wore no panties. She wanted to be touched, invited it in the only way she could.
I nodded. "Get out of the car." I had found a spot around the corner from the entrance of the mall, a line of diagonal parking lines next to the descending loading ramp. It was early and few cars were around. "Stand by your door till I come get you."
For a moment she did not move but then she got out of the car, bumping the door closed with her hips. She stood staring at me, bending to look into the car. I waited for a few seconds. Chris did not speak. "Your mother, she is planning on fucking your uncles just like you said." I said.
"Shit." Chris said. "What are we going to do? "
"Is there a pet store in this mall?" I asked.
"Oh Sonny, really? A leash? Really?"
"She cannot come today, Chris. We have to tease her till she is ready to scream. I want her to watch us, serve as she loves to and I want you to get whatever pussy you can today."
"In the fucking mall?" Chris said asked.
I nodded, then grinned. The fucking mall? What a concept! "It is easier than you think when you have a woman helping. A woman like your mother. We need to get her into some hooker clothes. Show off her pussy and tits. Different make up. Are you okay with that?"
"Thanks for asking." Chris said.
I twisted in the seat and looked over my shoulder. Outside, Laura was stamping her feet. It was cold. "I am really asking."
Chris nodded. "And I am really saying thanks. No sarcasm. What are you thinking?"
"When you fuck Alissa, take her with you. Fuck the other MILFs, make her go, make her watch. Go down on them if you like, if they want. If you have anyone you want to fuck, make sure she knows."
"Mrs. Honeywell. Gosh, Sonny, she loves it when you fuck her. Sammy took her ass and I thought she was going to suck my cock off and that was when it was in her cunt. I envy you, owning her like she says you do."
I glanced at Laura. She was beginning to shiver, pulling at the little fur coat trying to cover her tummy with it. It was too short. "We can discuss Alissa and her magic pussy when Laura is listening. Are you okay with this? I am going to humiliate your mother." I twisted to look at him again.
Chris gazed at me for a while. "What about your mother?" He said softly. "I want to fuck her."
I smiled. "Chris, my boy, give me time and I think I can get you into Tawny's pants."
The guy about choked. His eyes got huge and then he blushed like a virgin. "Jesus Chris, Sonny! Are you saying your sisters . . .?"
I nodded, wondering what I was doing. But I knew. The image of my sisters air tight had gotten rather attractive. But I needed something to trade them for. "Your aunts . . . "
"Clarisse? And Aunt Elizabeth?"
"Your mom's brother's wives?" Chris nodded. "Think we could fuck them while Laura's brother do her?"
Chris goggled again but then nodded. Then he sort of smiled, a kind of grim smile. "You don't have to ask, Sonny. If you can get my Aunt's panties off, fuck them, don't fuck them. Mom's freezing."
I just about got out. I had never met his Aunts. "Are they worth fucking, Chris or is that a stupid idea?"
"Uncle Jordan and Uncle Blake are both rich and on their second wives, what do you think?"
I smiled and got out of the car. Second wives, I was thinking. Fuck daughters, mistresses, honey do's, sugar tramps; second wives were all about pussy. My mind had turned into a porn movie. Chris got out on the other side and was hugging his shivering mother to warm her up when I came around. Her legs looked good in the stockings but they were white and cute. They looked warm, not sexy. I lifted her skirt and ran the edge of my hand down her ass crack and between her legs while she clung to her son.
Mrs. Wills squeaked. Suddenly her shivering stopped. She parted her thighs, squatting a little in her son's embrace. Chris sensed something and released her. I pulled her by the arm, turning her and backing him against the car. "Take out my cock, Mrs. Wills." I said softly.
Laura's fingers trembled as they worked at my zipper and fished through my fly for my hard cock. With some difficulty, she maneuvered it out into the cold. The shock made my eyes water. Plus her hand was cold. I pressed against her, her hand gripped my cock. I lifted her skirt and she moaned. She automatically bent my cock to the entrance to her quivering body. I could not tell if it was excitement or cold. I was still fine, warm even. I felt the head of my cock brushing her silken pubic hair and then the damp kiss of her cunt. I bent as Mrs. Wills rocked her hips forward, taking the head of my cock into her pussy. I pushed until her body clinched around me. I pulled back, put a hand around one of her thighs and pulled her leg high. She locked it around my leg, hooking her heel at the back of my knee. I ran my cock back into her, a slow, hard pressure. Her pussy flowered around me and I sank deep into her.
"Oh Sonny!" Laura Wills cried and her head bent onto my shoulder, her arms lank over my shoulders. "Oh please, no." She breathed.
I pulled back and jammed my cock into her, hard. Her body quaked and bucked once.
"Oh god, oh Sonny, oh god!" She hissed. "No. I'll, I'll come, Sonny, please not like this. I cannot stop myself." Her hips ground against me, stirring my cock in her sodden cunt. She was hot. Her head came up and her eyes were wild. "Oh please, don't make me come." She whispered. "I know, I know I made a mistake. I cannot come and lose this. I want it. I want to do whatever you demand of me. I want it. I do!"
Her voice tightened like she was straining to lift something or to fit into a pair of tight jeans. I continued to thrust into her. Mrs. Wills shuddered and when I moved my hands down to grasp the leonine cheeks of her ass, she lifted both legs, cocking her body forward, tipping us back against the car. Her body flexed and opened and my cock seemed to click into her, locked into her taut body.
"Oh Sonny, no, please don't make me come. Please, please make me come, Sonny!" Her voice mewled at me. Laura Wills flexed back against the car, jamming her cunt hard down onto my cock. I lifted her higher, withdrew and then shoved my cock hard into her. She jerked, she gasped, her eyes widened. "Oh no, Sonny, please fuck me." She was so confused. Her body bucked once. Her head smashed forward striking my chest with her forehead. I gripped her hips, clutching us together. Laura wheezed.
"Fuck, Sonny. Out here?" Chris spoke from behind us.
Laura tensed, she tilted back against the car, straining in my grip. Her legs locked around my thighs. I hitched her a little higher and she moved her heels as high as they would go, knotting herself around me. I released the pressure on her cunt and then jammed it forward, grinding into her. Laura seized, then, her head banged forward, once, twice, three time and then she tensed. Her body straightened, her legs convulsed twice. Her torso lay back onto the car. Her eyes were tightly closed. Her hips began to quake and then they rapped at me, thumping against me at speed, rapidly stroking my cock with her silken cunt. Her hand grappled with my shoulders and her face contorted.



"Oh, oh, oh, oh fuuucccccckkkkkkk!" She squealed, her lips a rictus of pleasure while she stifled her own voice, constricting the sound between us. Her hips continued to pound against me till suddenly her body convulsed, the pulsing of her hips slowed and then her legs released, her feet dangled below us. I pinned her to the car, wondering if I should release myself into her but I pulled back, reluctant.
Laura opened her eyes.
"You came, Mrs. Wills." I said.
Her eyelids blinked. She nodded. "Yes." She whispered. "I came." She roused. "Oh god, Sonny, I came and came and came."
I bent forward and kissed her cheek, moving my lips to her ear. "Punishment." I said.
The word tensed the woman from her arms around my neck down to the flowing folds of her pussy.
I pulled out of her and put my cock away. When I was situated, I took her by the hand and walked her into the mall, Chris trailing behind, his erection plain even his is baggy slacks.
Chris brushed at her white faux fur. "You got her dirty." He said, then chortled, "dirty girl!"
I did not know what I was going to do next or what punishment was right for this woman. All I knew was that the anticipation, whether fear or eagerness thrilled the woman and I loved feeling the thrill in her. She remained wound tight despite the recent release.
My hand cupped Laura's ass as we walked along. Chris walked behind us. His mother was about to become a very public slut. For some reason, her abject fear roused a cruel desire to tease her and make her wish she was an only child.
Inside the mall, I steered us to a jewelry store. For half an hour we looked at the best they had. Laura kept glancing at me whenever they showed us the prices and I never hesitated. I only stopped when they brought out the diamond necklace for twelve grand. I shook my head. "If I buy that, she'll have to go naked." I said to the young guy and he smiled at me. My hand had remained on Laura's as we stood at the glass jewelry case and he had figured out something.
"Fine with me." He said softly.
About then a woman arrived, late twenties or early thirties. She was a black woman who looked like she had been built with spare parts but beautiful spare parts. Her whole body seemed to focus the eyes on her pussy. Her shoulders were broad but she had barely any tits, just dimples against her transparent white blouse under the business jacket. It was her ass that looked out of proportion, it swelled below the point of her hips, bulging into her fine legs.
"Can I help you folks?" She asked, eying the glittering, expensive jewels the young man displayed before us.
I gestured to the necklace and said, "Can you get that price down to five grand?" I asked.
Her eyes glanced down at it and then back up at me. She smiled and shook her head. She laid a hand on the guys forearm. "I have this Lester." She said. She smiled as he moved away, shaking his head. "I am Mary." She said.
"Sonny. This fine woman here is Laura." I did not introduce Chris.
Mary glanced at him and then back to Laura. Her eyes appraised Laura's blond hair, cleavage and my hand on her ass. "Is that your limit?" She asked, looking at the sparkling necklace.
I felt a draft then, like a cold draught of air blew up my pants leg. The effect on my cock was electric. Somehow about this woman; she knew something and in retrospect, a little perception and some experience with white women would have been sufficient. "I could trade you, Laura." I said evenly. I felt the shudder run through Laura's body, shifted against mine so that we touched from knees to her shoulders. She wiggled her ass back into my hand. "She is good, I am told. She'll eat you whenever you like or fuck someone if you like." I felt my head pulse once, my big head. I could not believe what was coming out of my mouth. I stood, tense and waiting in the following silence while the black woman appraised me with lidded eyes. She licked her lips. Slowly.
Mary smiled then and nodded. "I think I have what you are looking for. Care to come into the back?
I shrugged and we turned and walked through a door into their back office, leaving Chris and Laura standing. She closed the door and we were in a narrow hall. She stopped and turned to face me. The door had glass in it but it was dim where we were so we could see out but no one could see clearly inside. Mary looked like she wanted to speak but she shook her head and walked into the little office further down the hall. It had a large standing safe and a desk, not much else besides a file cabinet and a bookshelf. She opened the secure safe and pulled out a key and opened a drawer. She took out a narrow silver choker with a hinge and a clasp.
"Is this what you are looking for?" Mary said, her face intense. "Its a collar. Very tasteful."
When I looked at the woman she looked away. I had not reacted either to the silver choker or her comment.
She closed the box. "I am sorry, maybe I misunderstood." She said lightly.
I put a hand on her hip. She did not move but became completely still. "I don't think you did." I said. "I like that, perhaps with a small chain?" I did not move my hand and Mary did not move either, her eyes bored into mine.
"I have something more. It has a line to dangle down the back and two loops." She smiled. "For in front."
I moved my hand down her hips to the swell of her thigh and back up, higher and higher till the heel of my and was just under her little breast. I put my thumb over the tip and pressed.
Mary twitched with the contact and closed her eyes.
"Do you like blonds?" I asked.
Silently, she nodded.
"How much?" I wondered if she knew which question I was asking.
"A lot." She breathed.
"I meant, for the choker."
"You mean the collar? Fifteen hundred."
"Silver?" I asked, surprised.
"Platinum with half a caret of diamonds. I'll throw the chains in for that price."
"And the necklace." I said, not making it a question.
Mary dropped her head. When I thumbed her breast again she lifted her chin. "I should not do this but I will. If you are serious." She shivered. "I don't know how you knew but I love blonds like her." Mary wore a wool skirt, pleated with black and gray plaid highlighted with browns and golds. It did not flatter her but it clung to her form so you could see the woman had an ass.
"Five grand for everything." I said, then added, "Cash." I patted my coat, the two stacks of hundreds in the breast pocket.
Mary put a hand up, slipping it under mine and felt for the bills. She smiled. "If you are serious." Her other hand sat the tray down on the desk behind me and she palmed my cock.
"I'll get her. You can test drive her tongue."
Mary shook her head. "I'll get her. I'll have Lester wrap these things up."
I shook my head. "She'll wear them out."
Mary nodded and slipped out from under my hand. "I'll get it all ready. Back in a jiff."
She sashayed out of the little office. Her hips bumping back and forth. What an ass! All I could think about was whether I could fuck her from behind or in front. Then it occurred to me that I might not be part of the equation. But I chuckled. She was a sales woman. She did not want to lose this sale. She liked blonds!
I waited for five minutes before I finally made myself comfortable in her chair. I searched through the desk, finding a locked drawer. I found the key in the pencil drawer. When I opened it, I found a little album of Mary, nude with a cock in her mouth, on her knees sucking a cock, a white cock at that, another with a cock in each hand and cum all over her face. Our Mary was a swinger. How had I known? What told me to offer Laura? Nothing magic, I had Laura and I wanted to use her for something. This was just logic, following the folds of fate.
I was flipping through Mary's greatest hits when the door opened down the hall. I almost twitched and tried to hide my invasion of privacy but relaxed. My cock was plenty hard. I left it open, turning back to the picture of Mary with a cock in her mouth, her hands bound behind her, her eyes on the camera.
Laura arrived first, turning into the tight little office. I turned the page and tipped the little picture album so she could see the picture of Mary riding one cock and sucking another. Mrs. Wills face colored.
"I think we have everything ready to go, Sonny. I just need to give you the warranty and . . . " Mary appeared in the door way and saw her album. Her voice failed her.
"You want the cash or Miss Laura first?" I said softly.
Mary shook her head. Her eyes on her picture, nude and aroused, the open album laying on my legs just below my obviously erect cock. "I made myself at home." I said.
Mary nodded, unable to move her eyes. I took my feet off the desk. With one hand I pushed Laura back away from me and with the other took light hold of Mary's wrist. She let me pull her between my legs. I turned her ass around so she was squeezed between me and the desk. She hitched her butt onto the edge and crossed her arms. "Am I going to be part of this then? You didn't mention that."
I smiled. "With an ass like that, I am surprised you could not read between the lines. Besides, Miss Laura does not like to go down on pussy unless there has been a cock in it. Isn't that right Miss Laura?"
Mrs. Wills nodded. "Yes, Sonny."
My hands smoothed down Mary's flared hips, down her full arched, taut thighs to the hem of her rough skirt. When my hands moved back up, they were on her legs, under the skirt. I found she wore pantyhose. I was disappointed but not surprised. Mary leaned back onto the desk, putting weight onto her hands and toes, lifting her ass.
"Be careful, Mr. Sonny." She said wryly. "I don't have another pair. Of hose, I mean."
I found the waistband and began the job of moving them off her wide hips. "You work in a mall. Don't you think you could buy more?" My fingers tucked under the tight waistband and I turned it down. My thumbs skirted the woman's crotch. Mary lifted her chin and inhaled sharply. I pulled the hose further down with the backs of my hand, being duly careful not to snag it. It tightened over the broadest arch of her hips and then became lax as the line of her legs tapered. Down to her knees, I pulled the pantyhose down. She lifted a foot but they were not low enough. I bent, pushing them lower, pressing my cheek against the side of her body, the rough wool of her skirt scratched my cheek. Her hand found my shoulder landing on me like a fluttering leaf. I got the stockings low enough and pulled off her black heel and took it off one leg. That was enough. I replace her practical black shoe, stood. In a moment her hands were on my belt, loosening it and unbuttoning my slacks. My cock rose up and she pulled briefs and slacks down to my thighs. She stopped and looked up at me. She was chewing her lower lips, panting, her nostrils flared like her hips, moving out as she exhaled and narrowing when she breathed in.
I lifted her skirt and she got onto the desk, opening her knees.
I did not want to come in her. I had MILFs set up and I felt the ticking clock in my head. The first MILF would be at May's Flower at Nine. I needed to hurry. I resisted the temptation to look for a clock. My slacks fell to the floor, pooling at my ankles. Mary leaned back onto her hands. Nodding.
"Oh god." Laura breathed.
Mary's eyes opened as I pulled her forward, crouching to enter her body with my cock. Mary looked past me at Laura. "She seems scared. First time?"
My cock encountered the soft flesh of her pussy. With one hand, I explored her crotch, leaving her skirt bunched between us, hiding her body. She hunched forward and I felt her rich pussy kiss my cock head. I leaned into her and my cock head slipped past her lips and entered her.
"Ughh." Mary grunted. "Oh okay, yes. Like that."
I continued the pressure and she widened her legs. I bent over her and gripped her wondrous hips, pulling her up and onto my cock. My cock ran into her like a ramrod down the bore of a cannon. Mary jerked, her strong legs clinching about me, her heels hooked on my calves, pulling at me, giving the woman leverage as she pressed herself onto my cock. Mary lifted up her skirt, folding it and tucking it between us, revealing the curves of her ass and thighs. I ran my hands along her thighs, up and back while I pulsed my hips against her, pushing my cock ever deeper. She kept looking down at where we were joined. When she looked down she would lift her ass, tightening her legs, humping forward with two or three jerks of her hips. Then she relaxed, lowering us back to the desk. She moved her hands and repeated the process.
"Oh fuck me." Mary breathed. "Oh yes, fuck me." Suddenly that tight resistance in her pussy gelled and she slicked, bubbling wetly. "Oh yes, oh yes." She sighed. Her hips were gently pumping against me, grinding my cock deeply into her pliant, luscious body.
"Laura dear." I said through gritted teeth.
Laura appeared from behind me. Her face was fixed. She swallowed a time or two, her eyes blinking rapidly.
I moved a hand off of Mary's full thighs to circle Laura, pulling her against me. I examined the top, realizing I had no idea how to get it off. "I want to see your tits, Mrs. Wills." I said. "Show them to us."
Mary's hips banged at me, hard but just once. She dropped her head back, tipping it impossibly far back, showing me the smooth dark neck. She arched her back, lifting her ass, cramming my cock once again into her. She held the pose and then bucked, crashing against me, stirring her pussy with my tingling cock.
"Laura." I said. "Don't make me say it again."
"Oh shit." Mary hissed. "Show us your tits, girl. I want to suck them. Then you can eat me. I want your mouth on my cunt. I want your tongue slurping into me. You are going to eat me good, girl. I can tell you are a great cunt licker." Her rough voice made her words sound crude and dirty.
I released my hold on Mary's legs, letting her settle back onto the desk, my cock hooked inside her body. I pulled Laura around beside us who unhitched her pink blouse inside the furry coat. A moment later, her bra came into view. She reached behind her back and the bra loosened. She pushed it off her tits. Her outfit was a shambles about her breasts.
"Goddamn, she is fine!" Mary mumbled. "What great tits. She is fine. Fine!"
I moved a hand around her, pulling her close with us and closed it over her far breast, cupping her and twisting the other closer to Mary. Mary moaned and for a moment, seemed to have forgotten the cock in her. She bent around me, one black hand closing on Laura's breast. She pinched the nipple and Laura grunted. Mary tried to reach the breast with her mouth but could not. I moved Laura closer and when Mary's lips closed over the nipple, sucking it into her mouth, Laura quivered in my clutches. I massaged her breasts and she moaned in time with my motion. Mary's legs tensed, pulling us together again and her pussy clinched down tight on my cock, pulling at me like her body was sucking like her black lips sucked on the white breast.
Mary was motionless from the neck down as she suckled at Laura's breast. Laura arched her back, thrusting her breast against the black lips sucking at her. Her arm went around my waist and she twisted, laying her head back on my shoulder while Mary licked, kissed and sucked her breast. I released the unattended breast and found Laura's hand and captured her by the wrist. I moved her hand to Mary's leg. Laura immediately began to caress the firm, black thigh.
Mary's head came up. Her legs released me and I pulled my cock out of her slick pussy. Like it was choreographed, Mary spread her legs, I moved back and Laura knelt between the black legs. Her white hands stroked up the calves to the knees and along the dark, full thighs. Mary leaned back onto her hands, planted behind her back and rolled her hips forward, presenting her pussy. The lips emerged from the tight black curls of her pubic hair. Then it disappeared beneath Laura's blond hair, tumbling over her face as she nuzzled in between Mary's black legs. The blond hair formed a delicious contrast against the black woman's glistening thighs.
Then Mary grunted. Her eyes opened and she tipped her head forward to look at Laura, panting with anticipation. Mrs. Wills looped her arms under the black woman's legs and pulled them wider apart. She lifted Mary and the black woman lost her sense of balance and slumped back against the wall. That made room for Laura's head so she began to press forward between Mary's legs. The black woman stiffened, then grunted. Her body shook and her head twisted far to one side. Her hands were on the desk. Her hips banged up, tension running through her body. Her hips dropped and popped up again, then again, over and over again, popping up at Laura's face while Laura sucked and rammed her tongue into the woman. Mary grunted and moaned and grunted through two orgasms before her eyes opened. She righted herself—she had slumped far to one side, lifting her opposite leg to give Laura full access, balancing the heel of her shoe on the edge of the desk.
With one black hand she pressed against Laura's forehead, lifting the blond head out of her crotch. "What a feisty bitch!" Mary panted. "She does like the pussy. What a tongue! She found my buttons both and there was no stop in her." Laura moved back towards her pussy but Mary fended her off. Laura sat back onto her heels and looked up at me, only tipping her head back enough to allow her raised eyes to see me. It made her look crazed. Perhaps she was.
"Had enough?" I asked, considering fucking her again.
Mary forestalled me, pushing us out of her way. She quickly regained her former appearance and then pulled Laura to her feet. Mary fixed the collar onto Laura's neck and latched a tiny little lock into place on the back. It also secured a long chain which Mary fed down Laura's back, between her legs and up between her breasts. Mary stopped to stroke those breasts again, finally bending to suck each of them.
Mrs. Wills closed her eyes and fed the black woman what they both wanted. Her eyes opened, finding me. She stared at me, expressionless except for when the sensation emanating from her breasts affected her and her eyes would half close. Finally, Mary left the blond woman's tits, She attached the chain to the front ring on the silver collar. A second chain with two large loops she attached to the collar and then pulled them under each of Laura's breasts, tucking them under them and pulling them tight. When Laura straightened, the little chains pulled her tits up, making them jump and bob. The first time Laura made them move, she blushed and bit her lower lip.
Mary ran a hand up Laura's legs and between them. She looked at me. "I'd eat her if I had time but the day manager should be arriving anytime. I need to get you all gone. Oh, we need to put this on." She fastened the diamond necklace onto Laura's neck below the collar. The glittering diamonds caught the silver of the collar and screamed for attention. Laura shuddered. Then, abruptly, Mary grasped Laura by the back of the head and kissed her. Laura returned it with gusto, pressing against Mary, pulling her into a clinch neither woman wanted to break. Mary caved first, struggling out of Laura's grasp. She stepped away, her face drawn and her eyes big and white in her dark face.
"Write down your phone number, Laura." I said. "When she calls, make her come." I looked at Mary. "Make use of her till I tell you no more. You have at least till Thanksgiving. Whatever you want, whenever you want, unless I am using her. She is still mine."
Laura fixed her clothing and looked at me We walked out of the jewelry store. Chris fell in behind us. I did not look back but I could feel the eyes of the three other employees on us as we departed. I wondered how that worked, how Mary could give shit away for pussy if she did not own the store? Cash. Shit, I forgot to pay her. I struggled loose from Laura and leaving them standing in the flow of the sparse early morning mall crowd, I returned to the jewelry store and walked through the back door. Mary followed me back.



"Forgot something." I said turning to face her in the office. I withdrew the cash and dropped it onto the desk. Half of my stack for a quick stick with a black woman and some jewelry. I hoped Sid would be proud. Oh and I guess I threw in a blond. I hesitated at the door for a moment. "That number is real. Use it two or three times but don't get carried away. Okay?"
"Thank you. Fuck me I forgot about this too." She then handed me a sales slip. "You should take this." She ignored my caution but she smiled at me and patted my arm. "I like your friend. I think she will like me." She released my hand and let me have the receipt. "I have dreamed of, a, someone like her. I promise to take good care of her."
I grunted. "I think she would rather take care of you." I said, feeling the surrealism of this conversation. I did not even know this woman and I had just given her my blond MILF.
Mary laughed. "You are priceless." She stood looking up at me, waiting to see if I was done with her. I bent and kissed her on the lips. The kiss was soft, supple; expressive and intense. She closed her eyes and she hummed into my kiss. When I retreated, her eyes opened, warm brown swimming with limpid blurriness. "What about your phone number?" She asked, then bit her lip.
"She is yours to play with, not me." I said softly, a shiver ran through me. Adrenaline, I thought, focusing on it while it rattled through me like a convulsion. "But," I said and halted, staring at this woman I had just met. Something about the moment embedded itself in me and I recalled something Sid had said, something about a talent. "I know where you work." I finished.
Mary exhaled, a sigh and she nodded and grinned again, renewing the smile that had slowly relaxed. Her rich lips seemed genuinely pleased but in her eyes, I thought I saw something akin to desperation, to eagerness, to longing. "Yes." She breathed. "Yes, you do." She licked those rich lips, showing me her tongue, running it slowly over the upper lip with erotic deliberation. "I'll be here. For you, I'll be here." Her eyes shined, accenting the brilliant, lustful smile.
I left her like that, moving past her, running an appreciative hand over her ass as I moved around her. She made no effort to move out of my way. I put the receipt into my wallet and rejoined Chris and Laura Wills.
"Now where?" Chris asked. He seemed different, I could not get a good hold on what had just happened but something was different. I saw it in his eyes. Suddenly, I felt like a stranger he had just met and was studying, trying to get a bead on me.
"May's Flowers." I replied and we walked away from his mother. They had drifted behind me, waiting out in the flow of the mall, separate from the jewelry store but clearly connected to it. Now, leaving, I did not look behind to see if Laura was following. I resisted the urge till suddenly, I felt the moment. The strangeness in Chris, the aftermath of fucking a complete stranger and giving Laura to her, it all flooded over me. I felt . . . it might have been remorse but I honestly did not think I had done anything wrong. I felt full of something, something unique that I had never felt before. I liked it but it disoriented me. All I wanted was for Laura to . . . to what? I stopped and turned back, finding Laura a step or two behind us.
Her face was a mask of fear, her eyes seemed wider, bigger, deeper, darker, bluer. She stared at me. When I approached her, she stopped, her eyes wide, inquiring—dare I say, filled with eager anticipation. The look made her beauty transcendent and I felt a wash of guilt wash over me. I was using this woman, contorting her pliant will and equally flexible body to fit my lascivious will and I was utterly and consummately guilty. I was guilty of loving having her so utterly within my control but at the same time, I felt the strangeness of it thrash at me, like a disembodied orgasm. The control of Laura Wills was different than what I experienced with my mother. Mom could turn in a moment and be "mom" again and I had no fear to resist her. My control she gave me and the trick was to keep it, not to test it.
With Mrs. Wills, this control of her felt different. I had just used her to help me fuck a complete stranger and I had in mind other ways to use her. I wanted to humiliate her by making her complicit in the seduction and ravishing of other women. As I stared into Laura's clear blue eyes, I wondered if I was perverting this beautiful creature? Was I destroying that vestige of purity—pure innocence or perhaps pure sensuality? Was I changing her from the mother of my friend into a sexual object to be used and consumed with pleasure?
I shivered. "I am sorry," my voice cracked. I was strung out between expressing her name as "Mrs. Wills" or "Laura". Each one carried connotations that thrilled and energized me.
Laura smiled and lay a hand along the side of my face. "She wants me. I will go." She said, misinterpreting my hesitation. "I gave her my number. I promised. I will do it."
I shook my head. Her eyes changed, tightened. "No. I should not have done that. I'll tell her to throw away your number. I'll do whatever I have to . . ."
"No. Don't you dare." Laura Wills hissed. She moved much closer, her breasts brushing my chest as she looked up at me. She lowered her hand from my cheek.
I thought she would say more but she didn't. I could not escape the feeling in me, though, a sort of ethical agony that raved at me for making this woman bend to my will. "I am sorry." I tried again. "I mean, all this. You are, you don't, you shouldn't have to do anything for me, nothing like this. I cannot do it, Laura." Her name came sweetly to my lips and my cock roused. I wanted to fuck her. The feeling raced through the pipes of my body, echoing and reverberating. I shook. I felt like rock music played on a pipe organ. "I don't know how this happened, Laura. I am sorry. I, I thought it was cool to do this to you but I see now I am being . . . "
Her three fingers touched my lips and halted my words before I said them. "... what I want you to be." She finished for me. "You cannot stop now, Sonny. Don't you dare. You have made an implicit promise to me and you have to keep it. Whatever it is that you think you are doing, I don't care but you cannot stop. You cannot leave me like this, unfulfilled and panting for more. You can't. I will not . . . I cannot stop you but you have to know this. If you stop, what do you think I will do? I need it. I want to be on my knees, knowing that the time is coming when you will push me onto my back and mount me." She whispered fiercely but loudly, so loudly I was nervous some of the scattered shoppers would hear. "Again." She breathed, unconcerned about the stares of the other early bird shoppers. I cared about that in that moment. She, however, clearly did not.
"What do you think I will do? Do you think I am doing this for you? That I am just an empty cunt longing to fulfill your instructions? No. If you stop now I will start to search for someone else to fulfill what you have begun, to finish what you have roused in me, I mean. I will find someone but do you think looking for someone to use me will be safe for me? Do you think that trying to find someone who will give this, this, this thing I need to me will be easy? As easy as it has been for you to bring it out of me? I am cursed if you leave and I will be in real danger because I swear to you, Sonny, unless you finish with me, unless you genuinely use me up, take me to that place, whatever it means, that place where I need to go, I will spend the rest of my life trying to fill the void you have revealed in me. It is mine; it may seem like you created it but you could not make it in me if it was not in me. Sonny, sweet man, you cannot stop now! You must not turn me away. You know something about me no other man has been able to douse to my surface and now I have to live with it. If you abandon me, do you think I will ever be able to tell Mary no, to refuse her anything? I will be helpless with want, limp with need and unable to resist anyone who touches me and gives me even a glimmer of the pleasure you have brought me. If you stop now, Sonny, you will destroy me!" Her eyes burned for a minute and then she pressed herself against me. "Take me. Use me." She whispered. She stepped away, then dropped her arms to her side and stood before me, compliant and still.
After a moment, I shivered. She seemed so open, so vulnerable. I felt her openness as a need emanating from her like it was a heat wave or static electricity that tingled through all the hair on my body. I felt her quivering need, her acceptance but also that bone-deep fear the need itself made real in her. I felt her need. I felt it and it took away my breath. The misgivings swirled in me, mixing with the desire to fulfill her and morphing in that instant in a throbbing lust. I held out my hands to her.
Her hands reached out to me and her arms accepted my immediate embrace. I felt full of words but could find no individual syllable. Instead, I kissed her, feeling her lips overlay the lingering tingle of Mary's. Laura's mouth opened and I bent her back a little. The kiss deepened and she groaned.
"Get a room, fer Christ's sake!" A voice said into the darkness of my closed eyes. It was not Chris. Some passer-by offering unsolicited but wise commentary. I broke the kiss. At that moment, I realized that Mrs. Wills had hooked her foot onto the back of my knee and was standing on one leg. Then there were words.
I put my lips to her ear. I breathed softly for a few moments. Laura clung to me, a shattered lover, undone by a passion only I could fulfill. I loved that illusion. "Mrs. Wills," I began but halted, sorting through what I wanted to say. I had to check something first. Then I would make her mine for a time, mine in a way only I could define.
"Have I gone too far, Mrs. Wills? Have I used you in a way I should not?" The last vestige of doubt had to be addressed. I had to be sure I was not swamped in a selfish lust. I had to know that what was reverberating in my mind would fulfill her. So I asked. "Do you wish I would stop?" I used her words, demanding she reemphasize what she had already stated. She had to say it again. She had to attest to her desire to be used and utterly used up. She had to testify to me that she wanted me to own her pleasure and satisfy us both. Suddenly I wanted to bend her and twist her and contort her till she thrashed through an orgasm that would change her mind and transform her into who and what I wanted her to be. She would become mine to use. What frightened me though, was that she wanted the same thing. Who would tell me to stop?
Laura pulled back, worry etched on her beautiful face. She put both hands to my cheeks and then kissed me gently on the lips. "No, no, sweet man. You have done nothing wrong. I, I want it. I want it all. I cannot, cannot . . . I will give my ass to my brothers. I will be nearly airtight with them. They will know, they will know something has changed. I do not care. I want them to fill me as you will fill me with my son. But only when you say it is time. Only if you wish it to be so. Then, then I will come for you till I have no strength left. Till then, you should use me any and every way you like. I confess it. I want it. I want to feel your complete hold on me. I long for it. Please do not take that away!"
I nodded. I pulled her close, acutely aware of the sparse crowd staring at us as they wandered by. I put my lips close to her ear again. "I am going to find the one thing you want the most. I will eliminate everything, one thing at a time till we have tested every possibility, every combination, ever option. I want to know the one single thing that always makes you come so hard your identity blends with the pleasure and they become the same thing. When we find that one thing you want, I will give it to you. When testing you, if and when you come, I will give you to a stranger as I just did, because you climaxed, before, with me inside of you. Whenever you orgasm, Mrs. Wills, you will be given to some stranger to use. Tell me when you orgasm and I will give you to someone new. Know that is your fate till your brothers fuck you in ass and cunt. I will give you away to whomever I like, whenever I like. You must tell me the truth about your orgasms in all ways and in every case. You tell me the truth, I will give you what you want." I stopped. My tongue shot out and ran around the curly cue of her ear. She shivered against me. "Always."
Her arms tightened about me. Her body trembled and then she released me, standing apart. She regarded me for a moment but then she nodded, very slowly but deliberately, her lips slightly parted. She pushed back her shoulders and the loops of chain under her breasts made them surge and sway.
Her choker glittered and I wanted to be sure. I moved close to her. She did not move. I unhooked the chain from in front released it. It slithered down between her breasts. She caught it and tucked it into the waist of her little pink skirt. It dropped out the bottom between her legs. She did not move. I nodded and smiled. I drew up the chain at her back till I held it all in my hand. I hooked it on the front and then took her in tow. I held the loop like a lead.
I turned away. I felt lightheaded. I had skipped breakfast and maybe supper the night before, I needed something to eat. I went into the rustling food court, towing Laura Wills behind me. Occasionally someone would note the slender glitter connecting the woman to my hand and it would give them a start. I asked the Wills if they wanted something. Both declined, though if they had eaten I did not see them. I put the chain into Laura's hand and got into a line for food. I got a big sticky cinnamon roll and orange juice. When I turned around I saw Laura sitting by herself in the middle of a dozen empty tables. Chris was sitting at the edge, near three young women. Laura was sitting on the edge of her chair, her breasts thrust out, her chin up, her eyes fixed on a distance no one else could see. The chain pooled before her on the table.
I took the chair next to Chris. He was staring at his mother. Then I heard it, like the volume had been turned up at the nearby table.
"I bet she is a hooker."
"Yeah. She looks expensive. The blond hair, the fur coat and the big tits. My brother would fuck her silly if she let him."
"She'd let him." The women were in their twenties. "But she is old, like thirty-five or so. Maybe even forty but she looks good. Jesus, is that a chain connected to her collar?"
I heard the wonder in the voice and wondered which of the woman had spoken. I glanced at the table and then away, one of them saw me and their voices dampened, lowering out of my hearing. I looked at Chris and he finally took his eyes off of his mother.
"What the fuck was that, Sonny? Did you just do what I think you just did?"
I used a plastic knife and fork on the roll, chewed and drank. "What do you think I did and speak quietly, those women are likely trying to hear you."
Chris looked over at them, fixing them with a gaze till one rose and the other two followed. They all glanced back at us, one flicking her eyes at Laura before smiling into my eyes. She had long brown hair and a long nose in a perfect, white face.
My cock got hard, a flash erection that must have developed from something I was thinking but remained unaware of. Laura's ass. Laura's cunt. Laura's mouth. Laura's pleasure. I shivered with the arousal roaring in me.
"Did you fuck that lady, the woman in the jewelry shop?" Chris said, moving his eyes from the departing women to his mother.
"Yes." I said.
"Jesus." He breathed. "And Mom?"
"Mary sucked her tits and then Laura went down on her. Chris, I have to ask you something. Do you want to go on?"
His head jerked to look at me. "I haven't gotten her yet, not really. I have felt her envelop me but I have not pumped her full. Annie is going to be used up, a husk of her former self if I don't . . . " He stopped talking as someone passed close by.
"There are the other MILFs," I said. I guess I was trying to be helpful.
Chris nodded. "Like you are going to share Alissa or even your . . . er . . . Cici with me. Even Mrs. Rossini, she seems utterly taken with Brent and it feels weird to try to horn in."
"Horn in. Great expression." I said around a cinnamon roll.
Chris rolled his eyes. "That is not the point. What did you just do? You went into a store and fucked a stranger. A stranger! While my mom stood there with her tits out. You did that, didn't you?"
I nodded.
"What is this all about? What are you really going to do with my mom, today?"
For a moment I thought about telling him. But then I realized I did not really know how the day was going to go. Originally I was going to end up giving her what she wanted but now, now she had to wait, keep waiting. She was going to wait till the very last minute before doing us so she could fuck her brothers, ass and tea kettle.
I shivered. The idea of giving my own mom to Sid, the idea of trading my mom to Sid to help Alissa in exchange for her single-minded devotion to me, for ownership, that all thrilled me but this, this with Laura, it was something different. I stood up, wiping my mouth. I walked over to Laura and stood beside her till her head turned and she directed her eyes to my bulging crotch.
"I want to thank you for everything, Mrs. Wills. And I will. I want to buy you and Chris some nice stuff. And I will. But Mrs. Wills, if you want more than that . . . do you want more than that?" I think my voice must have cracked. I felt like a Trojan condom on a horse's cock.
Laura looked up my body. I swear I could feel the lay of her eyes on my chest. When she met my gaze she smiled. She looked high. "Sonny, that first time, those first times with your mother, and Brent, I thought, I thought I had lost my mind. But I couldn't stop. The moment you touched me, I was entranced by the idea of having you inside of me. I wanted it. I wanted to scream for you to take me and throw open my legs and demand you fuck me. When you did, I orgasmed with satisfaction. Since then, I have learned what depths my arousal can achieve. I want to go as far as I can. I will do whatever you tell me to."
I shuddered. Her voice felt like a wet tongue in my ear, the briefest brush of pussy lips on the head of my cock. I was speechless. I could not believe I had just fucked the jewelry woman, Mary. Then I thought about Kyla and Siena and I smiled. Sometimes it took me a long time to catch up to myself, to arrive at the point where I actually felt what I felt or became conscious of it, perhaps. I nodded. I knew what I wanted.
"I want you to come, Laura." I whispered. "I want you to come with me." I extended my hand, trying vainly to disguise my intent.
Mrs. Wills exhaled, a rush of air I swear felt like she was blowing directly on my hard cock. She put a hand delicately in mine and rose like a time lapse lily blooming. Then she smiled, took back her hand and put the chain in my hand. It dangled down the front of her body, two lines of silver that connected her to me.
I glanced around and saw several guys staring at us. What they were thinking I can only guess but I am sure it had something to do with being late again. Laura stood close to me. I was close to her table and left her little room but she did not touch me. I felt her heat. Her body trembled a little.
"Come with me, Mrs. Wills." I said again. "I have some things for you."
I stepped away from her and turned to find Chris watching us. He eyes looked gray. He stood. I could see his erection. Suddenly I felt like laughing but I shoved that urge deep down. I felt exultation. Fuck me, I owned them all. I had a MILF list to share but somehow I was managing to hook five woman, mature woman with children to me so that they would let me use them sexually for any purpose, any time, any place I wanted. I focused on a girl looking at me and smiled. She had strawberry blond hair and freckles. I wanted her. Fuck me, everywhere I looked I found women staring at me and I wanted them all.



"Stick with the MILF list. Save the rest for later." I muttered, making a note to myself I was unlikely to respect—the feel of Mary throbbed inside of me, teasing me with its vibrant memory. I lengthened my stride and quit meeting anyone's eyes. Chris followed. I tugged on the chain loop and Laura tagged along behind me to the front of May's Flowers. We walked in together. I looked at Chris. "Find something you like but come back to us before you try it on."
Chris nodded and left. He dressed nice but he was not like Landon who always had the best and looked like some model out of GQ or something. Brent and Sammy and I were frumps, rumpled and disheveled. Chris always looked neat but not really stylish. I stood still watching him sorting through slacks. Beside me Laura breathed, wheezing as though she had been chased into the store.
"When he comes back, I want you to go with him into the changing room and suck his cock." I spoke in a low voice. I jerked the chain attached to her choker.
Mrs. Wills quit panting.
"Offer to fuck him. If he does, fuck him till he stops or till you come. If you come, immediately return to me and bring me your panties. Hand them to me, you know, dangling so anyone can see what you are doing. Then I will need to find some stranger to fuck you. Or something."
Laura's hand found mine and she squeezed it, hard. She still had fast hold of my hand when Chris returned with a couple pairs of slacks. I repeated my instructions to Mrs. Wills for Chris. "Chris, if she comes or even acts like it send her out here."
Chris looked at me like I was a little nuts. I felt a little nuts. I offered him the chain. Chris looked at it and then at me like I was giving him the keys to Sammy's car. When he took it, he gulped, a loud, over-loud sound that was as funny by itself as anything Sammy ever said. I had to laugh.
They disappeared into the changing room. I waited, my cock rock hard in my pants. I imagined her on her knees in her little pink outfit and white fur sucking her son's cock. I wondered if he would fuck her, if he would come in her mouth or cunt. I was so distracted I did not notice Mrs. Rossini and the two young women till they were right in front of me. I guess I expected Natasha to arrive by herself, primed for a good rogering. The threesome caught me by surprise, a pleasant surprise given my current state of mind and body but a surprise nonetheless.
"Sonny! What are you doing standing here all by your lonesome? Lost?" Natasha smiled.
I almost told her the facts of the situation but the two women seemed, well, one seemed nervous and embarrassed and the other looked miffed, if not actually irritated.
"I am waiting for Mrs. Wills. She is helping Chris try on pants."
"Chris is here?" Natasha asked.
I nodded, unsure of the situation. Had Mom told her MILF friends about Laura's day and their part in it? I did not know and not knowing excited me.
Mrs. Rossini nodded with a wide, rapacious grin, her eyes full of anticipation. "Good. I told these two young women that I was going to fuck one of you and I don't think they believed me. Both of them have fucked my husband and I wanted details. They are reluctant to describe their experiences with him." Tasha glanced at them one at time; both avoided her eyes. "I don't think they believe I am just curious. They think I am out for blood somehow, and not just another thrill. I told them I would fuck someone so they would know I was serious." Mrs. Rossini regarded me with steady eyes, almost challenging me to confront her statement.
I nodded a little. "Are you going to introduce me?" I asked. I felt rather than understood the challenge in her manner.
Natasha's eyes widened only the smallest amount but then turned her head to the two women with her. The red head was blushing. The brunette looked like she was trying to maintain the physiology of anger but a tinge of fear in her eyes told a different story.
"This is Annette Funicello," Natasha nodded to the brunette. To the redhead she said, "And this is Rita Hayworth."
I regarded both girls waiting for them to say something but they both seemed confused. "That ain't right." The red head said. "My name is Marty McCormick and this is Linda Mason."
I glanced at Natasha and she shrugged. "I tried," she said softly and rolled her eyes.
"McCormick and Mason, sounds like a girl band." I said.
The girls stood together with their arms around each other's waists. It looked odd and suddenly I got a very interesting vibe. "You girls work together?" I asked quietly.
They glanced at each other and then nodded together. "At Mrs. Rossini's husband's office," the brunette, Linda Mason, said.
They looked nothing like Funicello or Hayworth. Both were slender with broad, bony shoulders and tits that were less than a mouthful. I understood the references but I could see they did not. Mrs. Rossini was making fun of their youth, of their shapes, and their ignorance. I however got a very different sense of what was going on from my initial impression. I regarded Mrs. Rossini with some chagrin because I could not fathom why she had invited her husband's dalliances along to observe her own fucking behavior. Something was not right.
Before I could figure out a way to ferret out the truth from Mrs. Rossini, the door of the dressing room opened and Mrs. Wills emerged. She walked right towards me. Her face was flushed. Her lead loop of chain swished as she rushed to me. She threw herself into my arms, hugging her body against me. She was trembling. She buried her face in my chest and the looked up at me, her eyes glistening. "I came, Sonny. I am so sorry." Though she whispered, I knew everyone heard. I knew because Miss McCormick muttered "holy shit!" and glanced at her friend. Then they released each other and stood apart.
Chris arrived. He looked around, his eyes blinking like he just woke up. He rubbed his cock.
I wanted to ask if he came in his mother but didn't.
Chris nodded and held up a pair of slacks. "I like these. Mom says they fit great."
I glanced at McCormick and Mason. Their eyes widened. I gulped. The cat was out of the proverbial bag. When I looked at Mrs. Rossini, she merely smiled at me, batting her eyelashes at me like she was innocent somehow. This could be a problem.
Sensing my inattention, Laura shimmied out of my arms. The silence was awkward. I think she realized she had spoken when she should have been silent.
Natasha lifted the slacks out of Chris' hand and extended them to me. "Chris, care for a quickie with me? I told these girls they were not the only twists in the world and I could keep up. Care to show them what you can do?"
Chris looked like she had slapped him, hard. He gulped. If his mouth was as dry as mine, well, his kissing capacity would be impaired. "Uh, sure." He said, glancing at me.
Mason and McCormick tittered.
"Don't worry about them," Natasha continued. "Misses McCormick and Mason have both fucked their fathers." The tittering stopped.
I shook my head. Was everyone a fucking twist? Did I care? I am truly uncertain which question bothered me more, or actually, less. There must have been a right answer but in fact, I did not really care one way or another. Then it occurred to me that Mrs. Rossini was fucking with the two girls and felt really dumb.
"You girls care to squeeze into the dressing room and watch Mr. Wills here, fuck me? I am sure he won't mind." Natasha took his hand and Chris let her. He looked small, like he had been purchased at a bachelor auction and was being led off to an uncertain fate. I imagined him dressed like a Chippendale and concluded he would not have looked more nervous. He rubbed his cock with his free hand. Natasha glanced around the store and rubbed it herself. Whatever she found made her smile.
I, myself, sought out the help with my eyes and found the young guy busy with an early morning customer, paying us no mind.
"Mrs. Rossini, I really don't think . . . " Miss McCormick began but her friend cut her off.
"I do." Linda said, her eyes flashing. She glanced at Marty. "You don't have to. I'll, I'll do it." She smiled a little uncertainly. "I want to. Really."
Silence. No one moved.
I finally said, "Better help him find something to try on." I said. "Beside Mrs. Rossini, I mean. I am sure she will fit him just fine."
Chris rolled his eyes and took back his hand from the stunning MILF beside him. He put it at the small of Natasha's back and guided her over to the shirts. Linda Mason hesitated for a moment before following them and soon was sorting through shirts with Natasha, like shopping was actually their intention. Chris kept his hand at Natasha's back but moved it lower and lower till it rested firmly on the slope of her fine ass. Once so placed, he began to squeeze and stroke her bum at every opportunity. When they finally found a stack of three or four shirts, they all three disappeared into the dressing room. The door closed followed by a distinct bump and a squeal.
Laura, Miss McCormick and I had not moved, standing and watching the others without acknowledging each other. We were all looking around for something to focus on after Natasha's squeal, so I said, "Want to help us find something nice, Miss McCormick? Mrs. Wills here deserves a very nice outfit?"
Marty nodded. Her green eyes glittered and she chewed her lower lip.
I reached over and took her hand, put it into Laura's and said, "Go see what you can find. I'll leave this at the counter." I referred to Chris' slacks. Laura's chain dangled down between her breasts, a silver cut in reality. The red-headed girl stared at it, or at Laura's prominent breasts. Or both.
I left them, holding hands, two strangers with knowledge about each other's proclivities but unsure of anyone's intentions. I walked over to the counter and asked the guy if I could stack some things there. He nodded, averting his eyes, like I was a Medusa or something.
I joined Laura just as they were agreeing she should try on a couple of dresses. One was a black and white job that buttoned down the front. It had huge black and white stripes and would just barely touch the middle of Laura's calves. It would be wonderfully tight.
"Well? Are you going to try it on?" I asked into the gabble of discussion. The two women looked at me like I was interrupting. I was. Happy to be doing so. I looked at Miss McCormick. "You can join us if you like. Feel free." I tried to smile but I think I was so tense my face would not move. It felt like my face was a plastic Halloween mask. Without waiting for an answer, I put a hand on each woman and walked them towards the other changing room. Neither resisted nor did they trot along out of my reach either. I tried Chris' tactic and lowered my hands to each individual ass. My intention was clear.
Miss McCormick had red hair, straight and long, shimmering with color that I wanted to know about; was it bottle red or genetic red; the great drapes and carpet question? She wore slacks on her long, slender legs. The forest green matched her eyes and the necklace with the big, fake emerald the size of a walnut hanging between her little breasts and the blouse. I swore a button or two had somehow come loose since I looked at her chest last. The white fringe of a lacy bra was clearly in evidence above the receding ridge of her white button-up blouse.
Laura opened the door to the other dressing room and went inside. I glanced around the store and saw it was empty. Though the mall opened early in anticipation of Christmas looming past Thanksgiving, the crowds were not yet manic and thick. I looked at Marty and she smiled a timid little smile. I squeezed her little ass and she squeaked a bit then gave into my urging and stepped through the door into the dressing room. "Welcome to my parlor." I thought to myself as my cock rose in anticipation of what awaited me. The other dressing room was across a little alley in the store and from it I could hear the gentle thumping of ass on a wall or a head or something. The rhythm was steady and firm. Natasha was certainly fucking Chris with her little friend watching. I didn't really think it was the other way around; Tasha was certainly not watching.
I stepped inside our dressing room and found Laura hanging her little fur coat on a hanger. She turned and faced us. Marty had retreated to the corner behind the door. A counter at the bottom of a large mirror faced the door. Laura hesitated then unzipped the skirt and shuffled it down her long, beautiful legs. I glanced at Marty; the redhead was staring at the blond. When she licked her lips, I knew what I knew about Mason and McCormick. Girl band indeed!
Laura straightened and hung up the pink skirt. She wore no panties. Her pussy lips were clearly visible below her patch of blond thatch framed by the garter belt and straps. I guess Marty and I both stared at her crotch because Laura looked down at herself and seeing the evidence of her arousal and previous sexual activity plastered clearly over the front of her abdomen, she blushed furiously. She unzipped the little top under each arm and then struggled out of it, leaving her blond hair disheveled and sexy as hell. Her great breasts bulged in the restrictive bra. Her silver chain dangled between her breasts. Laura straightened her back and both breasts twitched as the two loops under them pulled at her choker. She slipped the black and white dress off the hanger and slipped her arms into the short sleeves. For a moment, she confronted us, the black and white dress completely unbuttoned, framing her body. Her ass appeared in the mirror behind her, caressing the stiff black and white fabric, teasing the eyes. Slowly she fastened each button up from the bottom. Each button pulled the fabric tighter and tighter around her ass till it was sheathed in a taut bondage of black and white straps. She continued to button it till the last one was fastened, high under her chin. She dropped her hands and smiled a spare, questioning smile.
"So? What do you think?"
I glanced at Marty and the woman was still staring at Laura. "I think she likes it." I said.
Laura beamed then and turned to look at herself in the mirror. She froze when I spoke.
"Would you like Mrs. Wills to go down on you, Marty? I think she will if you ask her." I spoke softly, using what I knew I knew.
Marty's head whipped around to look at me. Her eyes were wide but her head slowly nodded even before she spoke.
I waited. Mrs. Wills waited. Marty waited, her lips slightly parted, eyes fixed on me. They shifted to the woman standing still as a statue before the mirror, then shifted back to me. I nodded ever so slightly.
Still looking at me she said, "Uh, Mrs. Wills, would you like to go down on me?" When she smiled, I realized she had blended into the moment completely. One hand bunched and flowered beside her long, lean thigh sheathed in her green slacks.
Laura did not move or speak for the longest time. For a while I thought she was considering the question but it turned out she was searching for the right words to express her desire. "If Mr. Duncan says I can, then yes, I would love to taste you." Her voice was brittle, she spoke with clipped precision or perhaps tight anticipation.
Marty turned her head slowly to find Mrs. Wills, rather like she was afraid the blond woman would disappear if she moved too quickly, like spying a rare humming bird she did not want to scare away with abrupt motion. Without looking at me, she said, "Well, Mr. Duncan, can I have your cunt eat my cunt?" The girl no longer cared about the strangeness. She was consumed by the moment and the moment threatened to consume her.
"If you help her take off that dress, of course." My cock resumed its condition, rock hard.
Marty did not hesitate but moved to stand behind Laura. Laura remained facing the mirror. Marty put her hands on the woman's hips, then snuggled in closer, running both hands across the plane of Laura's flat belly, then took hold of the leash running to the front and back of the choker and trailed it through her fingers. She moved her hands up, up to cup Mrs. Wills great breasts. Laura's eyes closed, I could see them in the mirror along with Marty's questing hands. Marty's hips ground against Laura's narrow ass. "I want you to go down on me, Mrs. Wills. I want you to make me come."
Laura, her eyes still closed, feeling a new set of hands on her breasts nodded. Marty moved her hands up off of Laura's breasts and touched the highest button, just under Laura's chin. "Tell me, will you?" Marty whispered.
Laura nodded.
"No, I want to hear your voice."
"Yes, please, if you do as he says, if you undress me I will go, go down on you." Laura' Wills voice was tight as piano wire tuned to please.
Marty nodded.
Laura gasped as the first button released her neck and she could lower her chin. Each button made her suck air past her teeth. I moved behind the redhead and placed my hands gently on her slim hips. Her hands stopped for a moment but then went to the next button, revealing Laura's cleavage. Marty smoothed the back of her fingers into the cleft of Laura's big tits before proceeding with the next button.
I moved my hands around to the front Marty's blouse and fingered the fastening there. "Can I help?" I asked, running a hand down her abdomen, far down between her legs and back up.
Marty gasped herself. "Please, please do." She whispered. A violent tremor ran through her body. "Oh god, yes, please do."
I unhooked the clasp and opened the zipper on the front of her green pants. The slacks ruffled about her as the tension released them. She wore a tiny green thong. As her slacks slipped off her hips, she moved to the side to show her crotch in the mirror. I thought she was showing it to me but when she bent forward and blew in Laura's ear, nosing the blond hair aside, I realized she was more or less unaware of me and my cock. I hoped she liked surprises.
I moved the slacks down the girl's thin legs. She was slight in every dimension. As I knelt behind her, her little tight ass came even with my face and I kissed each bare cheek. She was trembling. I took each foot out of the slacks, leaving her white high heels in place. When I began to work the string of her thong down, off her hips, she gasped again. She bent a little to get the lower buttons on Laura's dress. By the time I got the thong to her knees, Marty was unfastening the last button on the black and white dress. Laura made to shrug it off.
Marty held it in place, pressing her wrists against the sides of Laura's breasts as she held the two folds of the dress in place against Laura's hands pulling it wide. "No. I want you to wear this when you fuck me with your tongue."
Laura gulped.
I removed Marty's thong from around her ankles one leg at a time. When I stood up, I could see Marty's hands massaging Laura's breasts. They filled the girl's hands. Marty's hands moved off the bra-clad tits, found the shoulder straps and pulled them down Laura's shoulders. The bra waffled, like a sail losing its wind. Marty fit her fingers beneath the underwire and pulled the bra up and off Laura's tits.
"Oh." Laura panted. She hissed when Marty's hands filled with her tits. Marty squeezed them hard and pinched the nipples, Laura gasped again. "Oh god, yes."
Marty whispered, "Is that really your son? Did he really fuck you?"
Marty's eyes were bright. She pulled herself against Laura's ass, now lost in the loose waves of the open dress.
Laura's eyes opened and she found the woman behind her, staring into her eyes in the mirror. "He is my son." She whispered. "He, yes, he fucked me." Laura said. A moment passed before she closed her eyes.



"Oh Christ!" Marty said.
I moved behind her, my cock rock hard. I gripped her thighs where they flowed beside her crotch, placing my fingers alongside her cleft. I felt her tense. I ran a finger lightly through her red bush, finding her pussy lips pursed and damp. She gasped as I pressed the very tip of my finger between her cunt lips and stroked down to the bottom of it. When I thrust my finger into her, she convulsed. She stood shivering for a moment, my finger buried inside of her slight body. She groaned but then roused out of the sexual stupor. She shrugged me away and sat on the counter before the mirror. She opened her legs, leaning back against the mirror.
For a moment, Laura stared but then she sat carefully on the padded little stool and scooted between Marty's legs. She ran her hands up the woman's bare thighs. I watched them in the mirror and from behind. The dual image gambled with my senses.
"Oh fuck. Hurry. Kiss it. Eat me!" Marty groaned.
Laura took her time, deliberately attenuating the moment. She tickled the public hair but when she found the woman's clit, Marty's hips bucked, thrusting forward with a single violent thrust, while she balanced on her hands on the table. Laura began to rub gently. I watched over her shoulder. Marty moaned, sagging against the mirror, her torso flexing. She was nude from the waist down. While Laura toyed with her, however, she unbuttoned the white blouse, revealing her lank bra that covered what tits she possessed. Turns out she had a nice bra, not necessarily nice tits. She pushed the bra away, revealing her little breasts, little swells of delicate flesh. She took her own nipples between thumb and forefinger and, just as Laura thrust a finger into her cunt, pinched the nipples hard.
"Oh fuck. Eat me! Now. Please eat me!" Marty groaned.
Laura complied by licking up the length of the pursed pussy lips till she encountered her own fingers. She swooped down and sucked the clit between her lips. Marty jerked twice, then her whole body tensed and she pressed her crotch up against Laura's mouth. Laura descended, kissing and licking while the woman grunted with pleasure.
At that very moment, while Marty shook with orgasm, someone knocked on the door.
I expected to hear a man's voice but the woman's voice was unfamiliar at first but then the words registered and I knew it must be Linda.
"He says she should be there for this." The voice said.
I moved to the door and opened it, verifying that it was indeed Linda. "Miss Mason, I thought you were occupied." Behind me, Marty groaned.
"What the hell is going on in there?" She pushed at the door. Behind her, from the other dressing room, I heard a loud screech and then a loud bump. Linda pushed past me into the room. "Oh fuck me!" She said.
I closed the door and turned around to find Linda moving to kiss Marty on the mouth. Marty kissed her but then pushed her down, directing the lips to her breast. Linda found the nipple and what breast accompanied it and sucked, hard. Whatever Laura was doing, it made Marty buck and shimmy. Laura got to her knees, pushing the stool to the side. She struggled to her feet, the dress hanging on her body. I got behind her while Linda sucked at Marty's breast and Marty panted through a series of soft moans. I began to lift the black and white dress, bunching it behind Laura. When it cleared her hips, I ran my hands down her smooth, cool thighs.
"Oh fuck!" Marty cried, her whole body bucking. Her eyes were wild but they fixed on me as I unfastened my pants and freed my cock. With Laura bent, I entered her. She arched her back and received my cock. She was still slick and wet and I ran deep into her body.
"He's fucking her!" Marty cried.
Linda turned away from Marty's breast and watched as I withdrew and then slammed my cock deep into Laura Wills. Laura lifted her head and squealed, a long high squeak till I was grinding my cock deep in her body.
"Mrs. Wills," I grunted, "I think Chris wants you to clean up Mrs. Rossini."
"I'll do it!" Marty said. "Let me. I love the taste of cock and pussy all, all, all mixed up."
Laura lifted her head and lay her cheek on the woman's thigh. I pulled out of her and stepped back, giving the three women room. Laura struggled upright. Marty, got unsteadily to her feet, picked up thong and slacks and crept to the door. She peaked out and then scampered out of sight, nude from the waist down. I heard the other door open and bang closed and was thankful they did not lock it behind Linda when she left.
"I want to eat her." Linda said. She was looking at me. "Chris said you have to say it's okay."
"It's okay. Make her come."
"Oh no, no, please, Sonny." Laura said, turning to look at me.
I pointed to the counter and she moved to mount it in the same pose as Marty before her, knees angled wide to expose her to us. Linda did not hesitate. She placed her hands on Laura's hips and ran them down her legs and back up again. When she touched Laura's pussy, Mrs. Wills sagged. The surrender was so clear, so profound even Linda who was not paying a lot of attention turned to look at me.
I nodded. Linda stroked Laura's pussy, running a finger up and down the bulging slit. She shoved one then two fingers into Laura. Laura flexed her hips, raising her pussy, shoving it onto the fingers inside of her.
"Fuck me." Linda muttered before moving to suck on Laura's clit.
"Oh fuck! No, please! Don't make me come!" Laura groaned but her body tightened and bucked. She fought Linda back but the brunette pressed past Laura's hands and speared her tongue into Laura's body. Mrs. Wills bucked.
Linda wore a demure, knee-length skirt. When I lifted it I found nothing but ass and pussy. I shuffled forward and touched the head of my cock to the pursed pussy lips.
"Yes, shove it in me!" Linda grunted.
I did. She was tight and hot and slick with excitement. I ran about half a cock into her before she seized hold of me and fought back. Her inner flesh seemed to pulse around my cock. She was so soft and slick. I pulled my cock back and pushed it hard into her again. This time, making more headway. I was just shoving it hard back into Linda when the door behind me opened and Marty appeared.
"Oh shit, you're fucking him?" Marty groaned.
I pulled free and faced her, my loopy cock slick with Linda. Marty got immediately to her knees, grabbed firm hold of the base of my cock and licked the juice off of the end. "Fuck you taste good, Linda. I can taste you on him." She kissed the end of my cock and I thought I would come. She pulled back though. "Mrs. Wills, your son wants you to clean him off. Now." Marty then sucked my cock into her mouth.
I think I blacked out. When I opened my eyes again, Laura was gone. Marty had my cock lodged in her throat while she guzzled it. Linda was opening her blouse. She saw my eyes open and approached me. "Suck him, Marty. I am going to kiss him."
She did. Linda could kiss. She pressed her lips against mine while running a hand down my body to my cock to feel Marty's mouth on me. She kissed and Marty sucked. I felt my orgasm approach and groaned into Linda's mouth. She must have been clairvoyant because she pulled back.
"He is about to come." Linda said, pulling free from my lips. Her hand squeezed my cock tight and Marty pulled her mouth off my cock, one hand squeezing my balls as she did so, as though to help by providing leverage.
My orgasm evaporated. Moments later, the two women were kissing each other, hands rubbing between their legs. For a moment, I was nonplussed but, given the line of MILFs scheduled to meet me that day, I figured conserving my energy was the best policy. I arranged myself and picking up Laura's clothing and the other, untried dress, left them. They did not seem to notice. Their kiss was deep, soulful and intimately private. I watched them for a moment, considering if I should interrupt to get phone numbers but decided the glancing encounter was what it was and that was enough. I walked to the other door and shuffled inside. Laura was between Natasha's legs, feeding like she was starving. Natasha was groaning through a tide of small orgasms and my appearance did not disturb her. Cock in hand, Chris watched his mother eating Mrs. Rossini.
With careful deliberation, I found and removed the tags from the black and white dress Laura still had on, loosely. She did not acknowledge my fumbling . With that and the other dress, I went to the counter and paid for the clothing with cash. The guy regarded me with silent efficiency, neither of us making any attempt to pretend what was happening was not happening. Silence seemed best. By the time I was done, Laura and Chris appeared. We did not wait to say good by to red and black or to Natasha. We walked none too casually out of the store. Laura had put on her pink outfit again and had the black and white dress over her arm. I noticed the lead was back in place, looped between her legs. Her breasts sat up each time she straightened her back.
I put an arm around Laura. She walked like she was drunk. Chris shuffled like he had just run fifty bleachers. I knew we were destined to find another MILF in the next place but did not know which one it was likely to be. The ambiguity teased me, tickling me behind my ball sack so that I anticipated the revelation with very basic interest. Laura felt good in the curve of my arm. When I stopped at a junction in the mall to get my bearings, she lay her head on my shoulder and sighed.
"I came again, Sonny. That is twice." She giggled a little, just like she had too much wine. "Does that mean two strangers or one stranger twice?" She giggled again and snuggled deeper into my hold on her.
I glanced over at Chris and saw the curiosity in his eyes. But it was measured, calculating. After a moment, it shifted to his mother and it switched over to lust. He wanted her again. He wanted her more. He wanted to fuck her. I could see it simmering in his eyes.
I got oriented and steered the woman toward our next destination. My cock was hard. Chris was not the only one who wanted to pound his blond mother into orgasmic mush. Her body seemed to steam with sexual vibrations. At one point she bent around me and crawled up my body, pulling my head down to kiss her. I did and she squirmed, a sound vibrating deep in her throat as her tongue probed my mouth. One hand grabbed my ass and she ground her cunt against the point of hip. I closed my eyes and felt her meld to me in the vision of the wash of strangers in this mall.
"Oh my good, grunting, god!" I heard. "Mrs. Wills?"
My eyes opened and the first thing I saw was my mother standing before me. But then my eyes cleared and I realized I was not looking at my mother. I was looking at my sister. Dalia and Mom were dressed exactly the same. Both had a fuzzy white sweater that showed off the lines of the bra and dipped down to reveal cleavage with a teardrop shaped opening just below the turtle neck. The opening was calculated to tease and tease it did. I wanted to drop a dime into the slot and then try to get it out. With my tongue. Both Dalia and my mother showed off their cleavage. Dalia however had bumps on the ends of her breasts that showed they turned up slightly at the end. They both wore black, pleated skirts that just covered the knees.
"Ohhhhhh." Laura groaned beside me, her arm tightened around my waist. She looked back and forth between Mom and Dalia.
"Sonny? Please don't tell me you are fucking her too!" Dalia said, her voice a harsh whisper.
Mom looked like the cat that had just swallowed the canary. My own mother was fucking with me. The whole illusion of Mom and Natasha trading sons to balance my indiscretion sort of rattled apart.
"Chris? Oh my fucking god. You know about this?"
People shuffled by us and I felt them all look at us, wondering if any of them knew what they were seeing.
"I told you I was going to uh, meet someone." Mom's eyes bored into my eyes. "I thought your sister might like to watch us, a, watch me. She thought I was lying. She thought," Mom looked over at Dalia, "What did you think, dear?"
Dalia did not look at her. "I thought you were lying." She echoed. Her eyes were on Mrs. Wills and Mrs. Wills was sharing the stare. Laura continually licked her lips.
Acting purely on impulse, I bent to Laura's ear. "Tell her, tell her she looks good enough to eat." I whispered.
"You look good enough to eat." Laura said automatically. Then she shivered violently and turned in my arms, draping her arms around my neck and burying her face in my chest. "Your sister." She hissed. "She saw us." But she humped my side, grinding her crotch against my leg like she was in heat. Her body belied the tone of her voice. I did not know which to believe. Both were the truth.
"She is going to see a lot more, I think." I said softly. I am pretty sure Dalia heard me because she licked her lips.
Mom and Dalia were spitting images of each other. Mom was fuller figured but they had basically the same shape; huge tits, narrow waists, flared hips and bubble butts with layered but long black hair. Mom had laugh lines and Dalia had the rose glow of youth in her skin but they could easily be mistaken for sisters. Not my sisters, but sisters.
I glanced at Chris and he was just watching us, his eyes narrowed. I looked up at the store marquees and gestured, "We were just going into the Foxes' Nest. Care to join us?" It was a charade but I always like charades. Someone usually knew the answer there, though. My mother had successfully thrown me another curve. I wondered if the MILFs had all agreed to fuck with me? I could not imagine it was happenstance but nor could I imagine that they all got together and plotted how to turn my head inside out and paint it with pickle juice.
Mom laughed gaily. "We'd love to." She took Dalia by the elbow and led the way into the store.
Chris looked at me. "Wrong sister." He said. He had a flaming passion for Tawny.
"Complaining?"
The guy just shrugged.
For the next twenty minutes we shopped but Laura never released me, her tits pressed continually into my arm. We sidled through the store, arms around each other's waist like new lovers interrupted in the midst of coitus and forced to be sociable. Finally, with Mom and Dalia fussing over her son, she leaned into me and whispered, "Does she count as a stranger?" She punctuated her question by rubbing her palm over my cock, hard and arched inside my slacks.
The feeling nearly unhinged me. "Is that a problem?"
Laura pressed her body against me, coating me like paint. "No. Are you going to tell everyone I know that I am a slut and a whore and can be fucked with no more than a casual look?"
"You can't." I said.
"Oh, right." She kissed my ear. "What next?"
"Patience, woman." I returned, feeling full of delight with this woman. I was considering the value of having Dalia know that I fucked Mom versus knowing that Chris fucked his mom. I puzzled over that thought while Chris tried on a stack of shirts for Mom and Dalia. I realized they were all waiting on me. I guided Laura over to where Mom and Dalia waited.
"Pick something out for Mrs. Wills, will you, Dalia? I want to try to find something for mom."
"Hot and slutty or demure?"
I gripped one of Laura's apple ass cheeks and squeezed. She yelped a little. "What do you think? Use your judgment."
Dalia nodded. "Slutty then."
Laura nodded, mimicking a drunk woman. "I am a slut, yes." She turned her eyes on my sister. "I want to eat you till you scream." She said, sotto voce.
Dalia's eyes narrowed.
"She means she wants to eat Mom and have you watch." I said from behind Laura.
Mrs. Wills twisted to look at me and then said when she turned back to Dalia, "That's right. That's right. But I want come in her first. Then you can watch while I make her scream."
Dalia's eyes shifted to me. I felt like she was seeing a strange man, like how some cock-baring interloper would be viewed in our house on some noisy Sunday morning after a successful night of dinner and a movie with our mother. She seemed envious, distraught, disturbed, and pantingly curious all at the same time; all somehow mixed into her mascaraed eyes.
Chris arrived to hear his mother's comment and almost spoke but I interrupted to keep his comment private in his thoughts. "Mom, let's find you something to try on." We sauntered away. She picked up a purple blouse that was utterly see-through and a size too small and we hurried to the changing room. It was more elegant than even the last one. She pushed the door open and I was inside behind her, my arms around her waist. I clasped her tits. One hand slid down between her legs, tucking the skirt between them and massaging her pussy. Her hips hunched at my hand and she groaned. I kissed the side of her neck.
Mom grunted and bent her head, exposing her neck in that primal show of subservience.
"You are an evil woman." I said softly. "Why bring Dalia?"
Mom snickered. "She found my notes, times, initials and your name. She knew something was up and demanded to come with me. I told her that she had to suck Chris' cock while you fucked me." She giggled then, pressing her ass back against my cock. She groaned, feeling the arched bow of my cock slice between the cheeks of her full ass. "You are hard, my beautiful son." She breathed.
My hands massaged her great breasts. Her ass ground against me, no hint of demure reluctance. She wanted to be mounted and she wanted me to mount her. I think the weeks anticipation had indeed made inroads into her reserve, or destroyed it altogether. Or maybe Sid's monster cock did that. Her lust shimmered about her, an aura of thick sensual desire. I moved my hands down and pulled the sweater out of the waistband of her skirt. "You and Dalia could be twins." I said, slipping my hands onto her cool skin. Her tummy shivered. She hissed, sucking air at the contact. I ran my hands up to her breasts. "I thought she wanted to watch."
Mom thrummed with passion as my hands massaged her bra, sticking fingers under the top of each tight cup, seeking her nipples. She ground her hips back at me, pulsing back against me. The cushion of her ass massaged my cock and I shivered, imagining the moment of penetration, knowing she wanted me to fuck her. I found a nipple and pinched it, hard. "Oh, yes." Was all she said.
I pushed her away from me and unhooked her bra. Immediately running my hands around her body, under the stiff wire of the bra till I held her bare breasts once more in my hands. Mom groaned and sagged back against me.
Someone knocked at the door. "Hello? Can I come in?" Laura Will's voice came to us, muffled by the door. I pulled at Mom's sweater, covering her face and head with it before releasing it, leaving her tits free and clear. She struggled to free her head while I opened the door.
Laura slipped inside. She did not say anything at first, staring at my mother's huge, bare tits. "Your sister is sucking Chris' cock." She said by way of explanation.
I could not believe it. I did not believe it. I wanted to see it! I wanted it to be me! Then I saw the two, two, two women I could have and decided not to be so fucking greedy! In a moment, thinking about my sister sucking my friend, his cock touching her lips, I seized my mother and turned her around and kissed her. She melded against me, her big tits pressing against my chest. She lifted one leg and ran the top of her foot up and down my calf while she ground her pussy against my thigh. I fought free of her and spun her, pressing at her back between the shoulder blades. She squawked, she bent over the table in the small room. I flipped up her black skirt and discovered thigh-highs and nothing else but rich, swollen, succulent pussy. I dropped my slacks, skimmed my underwear to my knees and my cock to her pursed pussy lips. She grunted. I tucked the head inside of her and she moaned. I rammed my cock into her. My mother bucked once as my cock ran into her body. She caught her breath, arched her ass and as I pulled back, she balanced on her chin and chest, used both hands to pull her ass cheeks apart. When I plunged into her again, she cried out, a loud "yesss" hissing like escaping steam. Her cunt relaxed, her body bucked and I slid home, rooted completely into her pussy. The sudden violence of it powered me and I began to pound her, gripping her by the hips. I ground my cock into her, using short little violent strokes that penetrated her only a little but stirred her completely. Then my strokes became longer, more profound, slicing into her smooth, grasping cunt. She scooted up and back on the table, her skin squeaking with the friction till she gained a hold of the table, releasing her ass to my good graces. I rammed her hard and harder, over and over, again and again.



Suddenly, seeing again as though my eyes were once closed and I suddenly discerned that and opened them, I saw Laura pressed against the door, her eyes wide, her mouth open watching me ravage my mother, plunging into her over and over again. Mom grunted as I rammed her pussy with my unbending cock. Her body responded and we began to squish as I slammed home into her. Her fluid splashed us, drenching her ass and my abdomen, running down her legs and mine. The cool feeling of her effluence thrilled me and I drilled her harder. She panted and suddenly her hips convulsed, a motion that I felt conclude deep inside her body. She consummated the seizure, her pussy grasping and rippling around me while I shortened the strokes. I felt her body respond to the violence. I felt her breathing change, then stop altogether. She held still, shivering, her whole body quaking as I pounded her. Her hips twitched under my hands, her back arched and then, timed to my homeward blow, she released her energy and hammered her ass back at me as I pummeled into her. She rolled her hips and met my stroke and cried out as I sank down through her tingling, taut, and pulsing pussy. She bucked, she howled once, a scream of ecstasy I am sure anyone in the store must have heard. Then she was coming, each stroke ramming into her convulsing pussy seemed to drive a new surge of pleasure through her. She was suddenly overcome. Her knees buckled, her body sagged and I was holding her up at the edge of the table. I pulled out of her and she had to grab hold once more to keep from sliding off onto the floor.
I turned my swathed cock towards Laura.
The blond woman stared at me, her eyes wide with a sort of fascinated fright, horrified by the violence I unleashed on my own mother but jealous and fascinated by turns. She stared for a moment but then tremulously she got to her knees, looking up at me. She took tentative hold of my cock, opened her mouth and touched the end of my cock with her tongue. The sensation electrified me. I groaned. She groaned and closed her eyes. Round and round the swollen crown her tongue swirled. With incredible control, the woman moved down the cock, her tongue never stopping only slowing as she took more and more cock into her mouth. Then her full lips closed on the shaft and she sucked, hard. I felt the suction, it pulled Laura onto my cock. She sucked it deep into her mouth and then deeper into her throat. She went still. Only her lips seemed to throb on the base of my shaft.
I heard my mother stir behind me. She got up and was behind me, a steaming hot presence, nude from the waist up. Laura's mouth pulsed on my cock, the suction and the snort of her exhalations from her nostrils thrilled me. Mother pressed her great tits against my back. She lifted up my shirt and hugged her tits to me again, bare skin on bare skin. She reached around me and pressed her body to me, shifting back and forth to obtain a little pleasurable friction on her nipples. Releasing me, she moved around and presented me her lips. With my cock in Laura's mouth, I kissed Cici Duncan. Mom's hand felt down my belly to the base of my cock while I kissed her. Mom nearly swooned. I had to wrap an arm around her narrow waist, clasping one cheek of her ass and steadying her swaying, body with it. She clung to me, her mouth open, her lips moving but not speaking, her tongue quested deep. I kissed her hard and then tore my mouth loose from her to take a breast into my mouth. I wanted to come but I wanted something else more.
I released Mom's breast and pushed her gently back. She moaned, then sighed,swaying, cock drunk, come drunk, sex drunk. Her eyes glazed with passion and lust, fired by the sight of her son's cock in her friend's sucking mouth—such was my interpretation of the groggy image she presented. "Laura. Go bring my sister here. Go find them. Bring her here." I said, my voice was tight with arousal.
Mrs. Wills expelled my cock from her mouth and then nodded, eyes alight. She looked up at me and then took hold of my cock once more and sucked it deep again for just an instant, leaving a lingering sensation of pressure, heat, and a woman's lust spangled throughout my body. She got carefully to her feet, carefully opened the door and backed out of sight.
"You can't fuck her." Mom whispered.
I turned on her so suddenly she shrank back. "Why would I fuck her when I have you?"
"She is your sister. Something new." Mom said, almost asking, suggesting. Then she smiled with pleasure at my statement, the meaning arriving late to her dazed brain. I noted a hint of interest in her tone and it seemed to verify the suspicion. My mother arranged this and she knew what she was doing. What I did not know was why she was doing it. I imagined my sister sucking my cum from my mother and I felt an incredible shiver run through me, a current of anticipation and wonder that I could witness such a thing. Tapping on the door alerted me and I got behind it.
"Cici? Are you there?" It was Laura. My mother answered and the door opened. Cici's daughter, my sister came into the room close behind Laura. "It is getting crowded out there. You have to be silent." Laura said, her face drawn.
I moved in behind Laura and closed my hands over her breasts. She squeaked. I bent her forward and then lifted up the little pink skirt. She squeaked when I entered her, an arm around her waist. I bent her forward to slide my cock into her.
Dalia backed against the far wall, eyes fixed on Laura while I fucked her from behind. Laura rocked back on her heels as I withdrew and then onto her toes as I ran my cock into her slick pussy. She groaned and shifted her ass back and forth. The feel of the twin arches of her little ass shifting against me was just wonderful. She cooed and I repented of the pleasure I was giving her. I pulled out of the blond woman and she flopped forward like I had extracted her spine with my hard cock. She staggered, almost bent double, gasping and panting. She went to her knees.
I rounded on Mom. She shrank back, her eyes wide, excited, eager but frightened. I grabbed one wrist and pulled her forward. "On your back." I hissed urgently and then like the gentleman I am, I helped her lay down on the thick carpet. She went to her knees and rolled onto her back. She looked over her head at her daughter above her head, tipping up her head, exposing her neck and lifting her bare breasts up to me. She deliberately lifted her black skirt away from her pussy. I got to my knees between her open legs. Mom's eyes returned to me and I touched her pussy with my cock. She sighed and twitched but otherwise waited. I bent over her semi-nude form and began to screw my cock into her body. She lifted her hips, sheathing most of my cock into her. I shoved my cock into my mother's accommodating body. I bent over her further, took a breast in my mouth and sucked hard. I moved to the inside slope and marked her. She keened as I bruised her white flesh. She grunted when I released her then keened again while I marked the other breast. Then I lifted my ass and rammed down, hammering her to the rough carpet. She groaned and her legs lifted, knees bent, laying her calves along my hips and pulling at me, encouraging the cock in her to give her more pleasure.
"Fuck me, Sonny." My mother groaned. "Fuck your mother. Make me come some more!"
I hesitated just to be a butt. Mom's hips pulsed, dragging her clit across the arch of my cock buried in her. Her hips pumped back and forth under me. I looked up at my sister, watching me fuck our mother. Her eyes shone, one hand cupped one of her breasts over the white fuzzy sweater and the other covered her mouth. On straight arms, I hammered my mum, plunging into her over and over, rasping her pussy with the length of my cock. As I shafted into her, mom would quiver and keen, converting the sound into a satisfied grunt when I hit bottom. Her hips would lift and bump a time or two before I began to retreat, her clasping pussy pulled at me and refused my exit which only pulled more pleasure from the contact. Twice I crushed a tiny orgasm out of her. Her breathing caught the first time and her hips bounced up at me, stopping at the top of the arch while I ground against her. I pulled out of her and her pussy tried to follow my cock but she was arched as high as she could get. I hammered her ass to the floor. Mom moaned and shuddered with a little orgasm. I lay on her, shifting my hips and stirring her sloshing pussy with my hard cock. The second time she quaked into a whole new round of pleasure, her body shook and her legs locked onto me, her heels hooked on my thighs. The next thing I knew I was coming, pouring my cum deep into her furrow. My mother caught the feeling and she pulsed underneath me, shoving me high over and over again, grunting with her climax while I filled her. Her ass pulsed up at me over and over again.
All the time my eyes were on my sister, my head back so I could look up at her. I wanted to watch her as I came, if I could keep my eyes open. I wanted to see her, watch her while she watched me penetrate our mother, pounding our mutual pussy with my cock. Dalia studied us avidly. She put a finger into her mouth and sucked it. Her eyes shone and her hips moved back and forth, fucking the thought with their motion.
Laura struggled to her feet, looking back and forth between us. My orgasm raged and I ground my hips between my mother's open legs. Mom grunted and moaned as I came into her, smashing her plush body against the floor with emphatic strokes. My eyes never left Dalia but hers never met mine. She swept the vision before her, catching every detail. She finally spoke.
"Holy mother of god." She whispered. "That is incredible." She shook her head once, flinging her hair across her face. "I never saw anyone fuck before." She breathed. "My brother. My mother. Oh holy fuck. I am so, so . . . " She could not finish she was so breathless.
I collapsed, from the orgasm that had subsided and from fatigue. I lay on my mother's body, nearly unconscious for a while. Mom grunted and fought for breath, her body glued to me with her own juices and from our blended desire. I got to my knees and staggered up to my feet. "Suck it." I pointed down. My sister immediately got to her knees but Laura, unaware of Dalia's motion, beat her too me. She licked and sucked and took me into her mouth. I stared at Dalia on her knees, her face a mask of desire and fear. She stared, her eyes on the bobbing blond woman who robbed her of her obvious intent. Her eyes rose up to mine, hard and irate but then they softened into a sort of plea. They said, "I am your sister, let me!"
I felt the thrill of her desire but my mantra, "the MILFs go first" together with the knowledge of my plans for the rest of the day kept my cock in Laura's mouth. That, and the desire to take my time with my sister, to enjoy taking her, to savor penetrating her and feeling her climax while I pumped her full of cock over and over again. I felt the luscious delay, the denial that I had been giving to Laura and I understood her lust for it, the love of it. The orgasm left me silly-putty soft but still somewhat erect. That made the conscious decision to leave my sister watching easier but not easy, mind you. I could feel the desire to fuck Dalia tripled by the sure knowledge that once I took one of my sisters they would all open their legs for me. Laura sucked at my cock till I resumed an erection, more or less. Then I pulled away, pulling my slacks up—I had not fully stripped. The flash of passion left me weak. The desire for my sister zinged through me, singeing me and my cock, coated with Laura's loving passion swelled to a new, inspired erection. I was so proud. Never did I think I could come so much, so well and so often!
"Suck her. Eat her, Laura. Eat my mother and make her come." My voice rasped. I felt drained, translucent.
Laura hesitated but then looked at Dalia. Dalia nodded but finally spoke. "Yes." She breathed. "I want to see that. Please. Make her come for us."
I had rightly figured my sister for a voyeur. Her eyes shown and she stood. She leaned on the wall, hands on her body but she exhibited no further inclination to join in, despite the musky proximity of our coupling. Laura moved over beside me and got to her elbows. She kissed and licked my mother's pussy and then sucked on it, driving her tongue deep into mom's well, searching out the ropes and pools of our cum. Mom bucked and her arms flapped, trying to find something to grasp. One hand found Dalia's ankle and locked onto it like an anchor hooked in rocks. Dalia stared at the hand, the content seeming to startle her. She shivered. Laura sucked hard, kissing and licking my mother's gaping cunt. Mom gurgled and grunted with waves of increasing intensity. Moments later she bucked through a new orgasm. Laura continued eating her. Mom continued coming, over and over again. I looked up at Dalia after the first one subsided in Mom's body. I watched Dalia through the succeeding orgasms and finally she met my eyes. The glitter in her eyes died and she hissed at me but I did not take it personally. She opened the door and slipped out. Laura reached up and locked the door behind her.
Laura had not removed her dress. She stood back looking at Mom who breathed through the aftermath of a very good series of orgasms. Laura suddenly pressed her hands between legs. Her chin lifted and her eyes closed and she shook hard for a minute or two. When her eyes opened, she looked immediately at me. "Three." She said, a wry smile on her full lips. "Three times I came today."
Mom finally opened her eyes and in the dank, smell of the changing room, she got dressed. Cum dribbled down her legs and since she wore no panties, despite Laura's best efforts, she still bubbled and oozed like a natural spring. When she was more or less rearranged, she noticed the purple blouse. She looked impishly at me and peeled the white sweater off of her huge breasts. She pulled on the translucent purple and with some difficulty, buttoned it up. The buttons gapped, showing plenty of white skin. The one over her cleavage clearly revealed twin bruises on the bunched slopes of her breasts. She looked at me and smiled a tight grin. "I believe I'll take this one." She said.
We three exchanged glances. I thought for the first time of Chris. I wondered what I would see on his face but then considered the likelihood that my sister had indeed sucked his cock. I half smiled. Nonetheless I looked at my mother. "You have to fuck Chris." I said.
She glanced at Laura who dropped her eyes. "I know." Mom said. "Whenever he wants. I'll fuck all of your friends." Then she did something that made my cock throb and I wanted to fuck her again. She put a finger under Laura's chin, lifted it and kissed her very lightly but fully on the lips, tongue and all. For several long moments they engaged in their foreplay afterward, a curious backwards version of it. When their mouths parted, my mother gazed intently into Laura's cowed eyes. "I am going to fuck your son, Mrs. Wills. We will fuck you too, if you like."
Laura, the dear, glanced at me and when I gave her no clue, she just nodded.
Mom kissed her again on the lips and then looked at me. "We best go. I expect we have worn out our welcome."
Giving them cash helped, nearly two grand. I tipped the young fellow, my age or older a bit. His eyes were a mixture of confused erotic jealousy and professional disapprobation. The hundred dollar bill I pressed under his hand "for your trouble" seemed to resolve the conflict because he smiled and said, "anytime, we uh, enjoyed your business." His grin lost all confusion and for a moment we shared a sympatico. "Anytime." He said again.
Mom and Dalia walked out with us but we parted ways without any further discussion. Chris walked on the other side of Laura and it was almost more than I could bear not to ask him if Dalia blew him or not. We walked till finally, Chris asked where we were going and I realized we were at a box canyon, the end of one arm of the spiral mall galaxy where we drifted. My mind cleared and I realized we needed to get back to the car. The next two encounters were to be at the Kingdom Community Mall. I steered us without explanation back to the entrance closest to the car and we all walked through the increasing cold. Once settled in, I sat for a moment, the key in the ignition. Laura sat beside me. The faint aroma of sex suffused us all.
Laura suddenly twisted in her seat and looked over it at her son. "Did she suck you, Chris? Did Sonny's sister really suck your cock?"
Pause.
Silence.
"What? Suck my cock? Would she do that?" He groaned. "Shit. And I was disappointed that it was the wrong sister."
Laura looked at me, a questioning cast in her eyes.
I was going to shrug but then decided to make something of that cute little moment. "Chris would give his left nut to fuck Tawny. Always has. He tightens up like a scrotum in the winter when she is around. We have laughed at him for years."
Mrs. Wills held my eyes for a moment before nodding, a sort of serious cast entering them as she looked away. When she smiled, I saw that adult, the woman, the mother all blending into a thought I dared not ask after. I started the car. "Jealous!" I thought with a wry satisfaction. I knew one thing this woman wanted in the worst way.
The Kingdom Community Mall was busy but not packed; buzzing but not furious with activity. I took out my notes and looked while Laura and Chris waited. They both understood this day was about fucking, not shopping. Laura's lower lip quivered and she kept showing me the tip of her pink tongue when I looked over at her. She watched me intently, waiting, her hands on her thighs, rumpling her pink skirt. I resolved to buy her something new and different to wear.
Then it struck me. This was where Kyla and I introduced ourselves to Siena whoever. The lean blond. I wondered who was next. Kyla or Alissa. I admired my mother for her arrangements. The thrill of the mystery enlivened the day. I did not feel like I was working a boring script but chasing an adventure. What a dear my mother could be. How fucking sweet!
I had a plan and implemented it. We went to the drug store and got wipes and then I lead Laura into Siena's store, The Red Shoe Journals. I saw her immediately and my resting cock roused. I had not fucked that woman but I wanted to. However, this was not where I was to meet the next woman so this was going to be just a tease. I walked directly over to Siena and gently interrupted her conversation with an old couple.
"I want something slutty for my friend here." I said loudly. I had Laura's hand in mine and she was crowded against me. She stiffened.
Siena turned to look at me with a look of irritation that morphed into curious interest. Her eyes coolly appraised Laura and then I saw her little nose sniff. Her eyes widened just the merest bit. She nodded, a perfectly professional smile. "I think I have the perfect thing for you two." She said.
In the drugstore I had bought us two boxes of wet wipes. I tossed one to Chris and told him to "try something on." He got the hint and scampered away. Siena lead us over to a rack of dresses much too young for Laura. They were teenager dresses. Blandly, Siena took down an orange one that was perfect. It was a strapless little cocktail dress with ruffles and folds that would disguise a woman's shape. I nodded.
"Do you think she needs some help?" Siena asked blandly, still.
I smiled. I touched the cool skin of her arm, a light brush of my finger tips. "Perhaps another time." I said with an equally bland smile. I got the flicker of regret that she had not been more forceful and for a moment I nearly relented and gave her what she wanted. Hell, I wanted it but time was short. I was lagging and we needed to clean up a little. Siena drifted behind us, her eyes becoming increasingly smoky but I resisted the urge and stuck to the script, whatever it would turn out to be. In the dressing room, we both stripped and like a gay guy and a ballerina, coiffed and cleaned each other till the dank smell of old sex was replaced by an antiseptic smell which faded quickly. We covered it with perfume for her and a splash of cologne for me. Curiously refreshed and with Laura self-consciously sporting her new outfit, we left the store. I was having second thoughts about the fucking marathon but for the moment, the sponge bath felt to be enough. I slipped an arm around Laura and went in search of the next place, a large boutique called the Crux of the Matter. The unsubtle store front had patrons walk through a door formed between the mammoth lower torso of a woman, literally walking in between her legs to get into the store. If you looked up at the entrance you saw only the smooth joining of the great legs over your head.



I was fascinated by the entrance and had looked behind us to see if the female ass appeared on the inside of the entrance (it didn't) so I missed initially the presence of Landon Clark's girl friend standing at a table looking at formal gloves. When I turned my disappointed gaze back to the interior of the store, Darlene was already walking over to meet me. She did not hesitate but bent into me, pressing her breasts against my shoulder and air kissed both of my burning cheeks. I was embarrassed and embarrassed because I did not know why I was embarrassed. Well, not really. The last time I had seen her she had fucked her new boyfriend and sucked my cock after he finished. Like a pro, mind you. She sucked my cock like a pro. She swallowed. She sucked and swallowed. I came. My friend's girl, the guy who could have any woman he wanted and he settled on a girl who was hooking, presumably to pay for college. And she had sucked my cock after I watched Landon rooting between her legs. The image was so vivid, so present, I was pretty sure I could not speak without squeaking.
"Sonny, so nice to see you again."
When one hand drifted down to my crotch and squeezed my erect and very hard cock, I did squeak and her eyes widened with delight. "I see, uh, understand you are happy to see me. You are such a flatterer. Who is this delicious looking fellow?" She said, but her eyes remained on Laura.
Uh oh, I thought. Something new was happening and I did not like it that much. Well, that is not true at all. The look these two women shared made it hard to fucking breathe. Laura's eyes seemed to be saying "Stranger, Sonny! Stranger!" interspersed with reminders she had come three times so far. Darlene, on the other hand, looked completely cool, her veiled eyes did not shift away from Laura.
Considering she had seen me with my arms around both Kyla and Alissa and both looking fuck happy, I should not wonder that she took in perfect stride this new sign I was a cock dog. Her gaze was acquisitive, however.
"Laura, why don't you and Chris go see if you can find something."
"Aren't you going to introduce us?" Darlene said, her voice lilting with amusement at my discombobulation."
I did not respond and after a few moment's hesitation, Laura and Chris wandered off, overly nonchalant, both looking back over their shoulders at me or more precisely, at Darlene. Darlene was dressed to kill. The black lace outfit covered everything but not intentionally. It was a combination of black drapes and swathing calculated to make you respond to her as though she was stark naked but still let her walk in public without getting arrested. She would stop traffic but not because they used their brakes but because they rammed into each other. Though she was covered, your eyes could easily fill in every detail of her full-figured body. Her breasts and hips and thighs were all present but not quite so obvious as her smooth bare arms and the tight calves made more so by the six inch heels strapped to her ankles. I wondered where her coat was but it was an idle thought and one soon answered.
Behind her, deeper in the store I saw Kyla Clark nosing through a rack of chemises and teddies. At one point during my long stare, she held up a little thong and draped it over her arm. I shook myself loose. Darlene? Kyla? In the same store? I doubted it very much. This was another not very accidental coincidence. Well, not a coincidence, nothing had been a coincidence except for the jeweler lady, Mary. That really was coincidence but by now, I doubt Laura thought so. She probably thought I had an account there and we were paying down the balance.
When my eyes cleared and clearly returned to Darlene. She sobered, the defiant smile disappeared.
I spoke first. "What are you doing here?" I realized she had been going to speak and wished I could cancel my eagerness to be irritated and to express it. I was letting her off the hook.
"Shopping." Darlene said blandly, the defiant smile returned.
"Dressed like that? With no coat?" I said.
Darlene looked down over her shelf of cleavage and breasts bulging out of the half bra. She feigned surprise. "You mean this old thing? I just tossed something on to come shopping." She smiled brightly but her eyes were fierce and tense.
"No, Darlene, what are you doing here?"
She looked around, being difficult. "What are you doing here? This is more of a woman's hangout, don't you think?" She made to glance around. "I hardly see anything here that would flatter your girlish figure." She batted her eyes at me.
At that moment, Mrs. Clark saw me and came right over. I did not bother to engage Darlene further because Kyla did not look at all surprised to see me or Darlene. When she arrived, she held up a teeny tiny little bra that would cover no more than her nipples. It was just a strip of black cloth, straight and about as wide as a large aureole. Demure it was not.
"What do you think?" She asked brightly.
Darlene nodded and gave her a big OK with thumb and forefinger.
Kyla glanced at me. "Hello, Sonny. Your mother said I might run into you if I came in here. She said you were shopping for Laura?" She patted my cheek like I was a little boy. "You are such a dear boy. Darlene, hold your coat while I try on some things." She handed two coats to Darlene and strutted away, her ass bumping back and forth like she thought I was watching. I was. I glanced away and found that Darlene was watching too.
Caught, Darlene pulled her eyes away from the woman's ass. She looked at me and pursed her lips. "Landon says her ass is the best. He says she can do things with her ass none of your other MILFs can do." She moved closer, pressing her ample breasts against my arm.
I liked the contact.
"Sonny, honey, don't worry your pretty little head. Landon told me everything. You, the MILFs, his mom, your mom, everything. His dear mother does not really know that I know so she is trying to be cool. You should have seen her eyes when I peeled down to this little number." Now Darlene smiled. "Would you be a dear and hold our coats? You see, I am just about to turn my boy friend's mother out. I have a client meeting me here anytime now and he likes adventure. You know, the public risk and all that. His wife will be around and so we have to be both thorough and fast. I agreed to take on one of his great fantasies and do him with my mother. Do you think Kyla will pass? I am going to invite her to uh, help me with something and we are going to try out double teaming a guy. Think that will work? How does Kyla work with another woman?"
I shrugged, not really wanting to go there. Well, not really knowing but actually, I was planning to go there. Soon. I imagined for a moment Kyla Clark's ass astride Sammy's black body while I opened her up and filled her up. My cock groaned and rose. I was so proud.
"Landon said she was fine when it was your mother and the two of you." She smiled. "Don't you worry. I will fuck you and your mother too, if you like. Just to make sure I keep quiet. I can hardly make a peep about anyone else, can I? I am about to make two grand tricking with my, with Mrs. Clark." She smiled and waved to a distinguished older gentleman. The man had white hair but otherwise appeared perfectly fit. He strode over to us with that "master of the universe" strut that works so well with thousand dollar shoes that caress your feet and leaves you feeling like you are just gliding.
"Ah, Mr. Jones." Darlene said when the fellow walked up to her. "This is my friend Sonny."
The man eyed me like he would a mugger holding his open wallet showing a couple condoms. Finally he nodded.
Darlene patted him. "Consider him to be audience. I told you I would give you the whole 'mother-daughter' thing? Well, if you wait a tick . . . " She trailed off to look over her shoulder. She spied Kyla flouncing towards us. The woman wore a see-through white blouse over the tiny little black bra. It was like her tits were outlined in neon. No one looking at her could see or look at anything besides the little bra and what little it covered of her wondrous chest. It held her tits up but they shook and wobbled as she walked, flouncing to make them move and they moved. Oh, how they moved!
"Mrs. Smith, this is my friend Mr. Jones." Darlene said as Kyla arrived.
Kyla had not expected an introduction since she did not recognize the man. She extended her hand. "Please to meet you." She said glibly ignoring the nomenclature that misnamed her. Before anyone else spoke, Chris and his mother arrived and my little lizard brain kicked in.
"These are my friends, Laura and Chris." I said.
Kyla turned and apparently Mom had left a lot to the imagination for dear Kyla. Her face was surprised to find another female in her hunting ground and her eyes were not friendly. Though she did smile at Chris, she gave Laura an unkind glare. She was certainly cock jealous, dressed as she was, her tits all but on display and rendered ready for inspection and more.
Chris, however, stared at Kyla with undisguised interest, that is to say he leered with naked lust. I bumped his elbow but did not succeed in pulling his eyes off the woman. "She looks good, doesn't she?" I said.
Kyla blushed beautifully.
Chris held up a little lacy something and dangled it. "I would love to see her in this." He said with a raffish grin.
"Great idea. Missus er Smith, why don't you let Chris here help you try that on." The suggestion was obviously ludicrous. Kyla would never even get the thing buttoned. She had a rounder disposition than did Laura.
Darlene looked daggers at me. Chris, however, was not at all slow on the up take. It was his turn. He nodded and slipped an arm around the protesting Kyla and pulled her out of our little circle.
Mr. Jones gazed after the pair, his eyes tight with irritation. "That is your mother, I presume?" He said. "I do not have a lot of time for the ah for you, ah to look at the outfits you were going to model with her." His growl told me everything and I nearly chuckled. I contained myself.
I put an arm around Laura and squeezed her against me. The cocktail dress hid nothing. "Laura would love to model for you, wouldn't you? She is not shy around strangers."
Darlene's eyes widened but she was no slower than Chris. "That would be so wonderful. It would be a wonderful favor to us both." She looked at Mr. Jones. "You would not mind if she subbed for my ADD mother, would you? We might have her another time when she is not distracted. Mom cannot keep focused when there is a pretty boy around. She loves blonds, don't you? If Laura would not mind . . .?"
Laura started to speak but I pinched her ass, hard and then squeezed her cheek with my whole hand. She gleeped and nodded. "I love modeling?" She said, her voice making the statement a question. "I have a few things here." She held up her arm.
I bent and kissed her head. "I am sure he will like everything you show him. Show him what you can do." I looked at Darlene who looked confused. "Just tell her what you want her to do." I said with an intense look. "She will do whatever you want. I am sure. She loves modeling"
Mr. Jones gave me a strange look but let himself be led away by the two women. Darlene looked back and beamed, then stuck out her tongue at me.
I looked around and discovered I was alone. My cock was throbbing but nearly unresponsive. I felt such excitement. After three orgasms I was finally responding to Laura's defiance and at this very moment she was being pushed to her knees or being stripped of her little cocktail dress in preparation for a quick rogering. I heard a squeal and wondered who was issuing their mating cry. I gazed around the store, amused at the "not my problem" zone the noise created around nearly everyone else. One old biddy stomped out of the place but she was entirely the wrong shape for the sort of clothing the Crux offered. She must have been lost. I saw smiles on several faces and had thoughts but did not pursue those thoughts. They would get me into trouble.
Twenty minutes of speculation and aimless poking around the store punctuated by twin siren calls from the two dressing rooms left me nervous and hyper. I saw Mr. Jones leave the dressing area. He had that white skin that turned scarlet with exertion and his was the color of blood, even his scalp showed scarlet through his short but healthy white hair. He was shaking his head. I presumed I would be seeing Darlene and Laura but they did not appear. Tempted to go back and find them, I demurred because I had been inattentive and did not know with certainty what was behind which door and did not fancy the idea of trying to gain entrance to some innocent girl's afternoon shopping. That could get a guy arrested. In my present state, cleaned and polished though I was, there would be little doubt that I had been up to no good or better said, up in the very best. Ten minutes later the two women sauntered towards me, arms around each other. As soon as they arrived, I asked Laura if she had noticed where Chris had gone. She nodded and I sent her in search of him.
Darlene watched Laura glide away, not taking her eyes away from the woman till she disappeared into the dressing maze. Her eyes turned to me. "Fuck you, Sonny!" She was laughing. "That was great except I wanted Mrs. Clark to do the dirty with us." By the end of the statement, she sounded more or less miffed.
I shrugged. "Did you see where they are? You could go watch, I suppose."
Now she glared at me. "Serves me right." She said finally. "Poor Kyla did not know the score, not your game or mine for that matter, did she?"
I agreed.
Darlene regarded me for a while and then she punched my shoulder "You are all right, Sonny. I don't care what Landon says about you." She grinned then. "I don't know what your deal is with Miss Laura there, but she, hell she took to our little tryst like a fish to water."
"Tell me." I said. "I want to compare notes with her later."
Darlene did look at me funny then. "Mr. Jones was very pleased with the switch. His cock was hard before we got his pants off and that usually never happens. I usually have to kissy kissy before his Mr. Rogers arrives in the neighborhood but not this time. He was all over your friend. She was panting and they were bumping around and I thought I was just going to watch for a while. She got right to business, sucking him like a pro, if I do say so myself. But once she was ready, when he was beginning to groan and grit his teeth, she pulled down my panties, turned me around, bent me over, opened me up, and positioned his cock just right. He rammed into me and fucked me good. She was nude and hugged and kissed him from behind, draping over his arm so he could suck her tits and kiss her. He hammered me from behind till he came."
Darlene watched me out of the corner of her eyes. Her hand drifted over and caressed my cock which was nearly hard. She grinned, reeled her hand in and continued her account. "He came hard and I mean in that in every way. I thought I was going to need to send Laura out for a towel. Truthfully, I have not seen that guy so wound up. He poured it to me. All I did was bend over and let him rock and roll. He rode me till he was panting and blowing like Secretariat and then he climaxed. He grunted, poured me full and then he was up and gone. I just lay down and let him bubble out of me for a few moments. Then Laura helped me stand, sat me down on the counter and proceeded to eat me crazy. I think I must have come two or three times. The first time was such a mind blower, I lost track of the next few minutes. I don't know what all she did but she sucked him out of me but good! Just when I thought she would wind down, she would do something else and I'd roll right up to another climax and go boom like I belonged there. God she is a treat! Where the hell did you find her?"
I felt pride. My girl had done well. What I felt must be pride of ownership. I sort of liked it. "She is Chris' mother. She is one of our MILFs."
"MILFs?" Darlene asked. "What MILFs?"
I could have sworn she suggested that Landon had told her everything but I realized that I may have filled in the blanks somewhat with my own knowledge and not hers. Uh oh. I decided that the truth would be too impossible to explain or that she was fucking with me, so I dodged like a chicken halfway across the road. "You said Landon told you about the MILFs? What did he tell you exactly?"
Darlene smiled. "He did not tell me about Miss Laura, that is for sure."
"What did he tell you exactly?" I asked again.
Darlene looked at me. "He said you always had a thing for his mother and asked if you could seduce her. He told me he did not think you could or would so he gave you all the leeway you needed. When he discovered you cornholing her in their kitchen, he was shocked but he watched and discovered it was pretty fucking hot watching her fuck you. He told me that you kept slipping the old girl the uncut sausage and finally the two of you got caught. He negotiated for a go at your mother and Kyla suggested the night at the opera. He says he got all confused because he was entranced with me but that your mom was all that and a bag of chips. He wanted to keep open the option of fucking her but had not found the right time to mention it to me. He says you told him his mother is a talent when it comes to ass fucking." She squinted. "Hey, wait a minute, who was that black woman you were with that one night? And now blondie, what the heck is going on?"
I nodded. Landon had not spilled the beans, so I did. I knew I was getting him in dutch but Darlene had been about to trick Kyla with one of her johns. I doubted she would be too aghast at the actual situation. I told her everything. She kept patting my cock as I talked. We were deep into Sammy's mother and aunt when Kyla appeared, walking with an even more pronounced roll in her gait. Her ass kept twitching to one side or the other in a way that would throw her off. She looked drunk, staggering towards us. I guessed that Chris had been in the woman's ass.
I fell silent till Kyla arrived. She rubbed a hand down over the arch of her ass. She looked between Darlene and me. Her face bland while her hand smoothed up and down the delightful curve of her ass.
I continued with the story, leaving out the adventure in the attorney's office since I had not addressed that with anyone but those who where there. The rest, I told Darlene, everything. I circled back and retold the night at the opera while Kyla listened. Darlene kept smiling over at Kyla. There was something calculating in her smile but the girl had game and listened to the story all the way through without interrupting. I finally paused.
Kyla looked back and forth between us. Finally she said, "That boy loves the ass." She looked at me. "Did you know that? He fucked me then rammed his cock into my ass." She grinned and looked at Darlene. "I like it in the ass. So? Now you know why I asked you along, right? I was going to fuck Sonny here while you watched but he passed me off." Her eyes fluttered. "Miss Laura does like eating pussy." She rubbed a palm down the arch of one thigh. She shook her head and smiled. "I am surprised I can walk straight."
"You can't." Both Darlene and I spoke at the same time.
"Jinx." I said and she looked weird at me.
Chris appeared, just then and after a little bit, a few steps behind him, Laura wobbled along. They arrived and Laura smiled tiredly. "I think I have done enough shopping this afternoon." She said. "I found some nice things." She handed me the blouse she had carried into the dressing room with Mr. Jones and Darlene. "I had to show them off for Chris and I think he approves."



Kyla took Darlene by the elbow and lead her away without even a polite parting comment. I watched them and wondered what they were saying.
"I fucked her ass." Chris said. "What an ass! Fuck me, what an ass." His enthusiasm was unrestrained and genuine.
I glanced at Laura and she was watching him. She smiled a secret smile. "Better than Annie?" She asked softly.
"Better than Annie but, shit, it would be interesting to compare them!" Chris looked over at me.
"You did her ass?" I said, thinking. "You did her ass." I repeated.
Both looked funny at me. I shrugged off their gazes, took their selections, all for Laura, and walked over to the counter. I formed up in the queue. Two women were in front of me and I just caught one of the saying while glancing at Laura and Chris, "I think they must have been doing it. No one makes that much noise just changing clothing unless I am doing something wrong." The other woman giggled. "With a young guy that pretty she better do something besides try on new clothes."
I tool out my phone and called Alissa. By process of elimination I knew she was last. She said she was on the way but I told her to go home. I would call her later if needs be. I paid for our stuff and we all went to the car.
Chris sat in the back as usual and I drove us to their house. Parked out front, I hesitated, tired but unwilling to leave them since I was not finished with them yet. I turned off the car and opened my door.
"You are coming in?" Laura asked.
"If you don't mind." I said. I liked the idea of not confronting Dalia right away after she witnessed me fucking our mother.
"What about me? What am I doing tonight?" Laura asked.
"Whatever we want." I said and she smiled. The three of us trudged inside. Chris said he would shower first and he and his mother shuffled up to do just that. I was standing, quiescent in the living room when I heard the patio door rattle. I looked and saw Annie standing there. She did not move and I did not either. She then lifted her shirt, exposing her bra-covered tits and pressed them against the glass, fogging it with the heat of her body.
I was tired and honestly, genuinely, I definitely thought I was all fucked out. I just stared at Annie. I actually thought "greedy bitch" because she was the pussy I started the day with. Here she was again begging for it. It sort of scares a guy to have a woman begging for it. What if the well rope doesn't cooperate? What if it stays rope? It is a fear; not really mine but given the miles I had put on my cock today, I was somewhat dubious about my ability to accept the invitation of the pussy under glass I was seeing outside the patio door.
After a couple moments of rubbing her sweet little tits on the cold glass, she stood back. Annie's dark eyes regarded me with opaque steadiness through the misty glass. Then she lifted her skirt, a green print, and revealed her pussy, bare of underwear but not her silken black hair. She arched her back and plastered her pussy against the cold glass. I could see the lips part. The glass steamed around the little maw. The woman humped the glass, her head back, shivering with the cold on her cunt. The patio door banged, rattling out her rhythm.
I thought she would soon give up and stop but my cock got hard and suddenly I did not really care. The second wind or Christmas energy or whatever you want to call it flooded through me. I approached the rattling patio door. Annie sensed or saw me coming, approaching I mean, and stopped thumping herself against the glass. I unlocked it and slid it open. A blast of fresh air flashed past me. I held out a hand and Annie laid hers in mine. I tugged her inside and closed the door. She just stood there, waiting.
I felt this moment more than any I had experienced the whole day. I studied the pleasure of that moment of stillness before the storm that was rising in me broke on the poor woman. She was waiting on me, her will was offered to me. She would do whatever I wanted just then. She wanted me to do whatever I wanted because wanting her was the source of her pleasure, the foundation of her fun. She wanted to be desired and desired that desire to turn into my possession, filling her with that sweet sensation of penetration.
Annie did not move. Her hand held to mine. I felt violent, like I should fuck her against the cold glass. I thought about stripping her naked and taking her from behind, pressing her nude little body to the cold glass, shivering with lust and cold. I led her upstairs instead. We went into the guest bathroom and I undressed. The house was chilly. To my delight my little pride and joy stayed wondrously hard the whole time. I turned on the shower and waited for it to warm. I looked back at Annie. She still had not spoken or moved from the spot I left her when we entered the guest room. I stepped into the shower and let the warm water splash over me. For a moment I forgot the quiescent woman watching me shower. I closed my eyes and thought about the day. The heated water soothed an revived me, well, the rest of me.
"I need to remember to call Alissa." I mumbled to myself. "We are not done with Laura's reward for her patience." My eyes opened and I saw motion. Annie was unfastening her dress. She lifted it off her lithe body. I saw a blur that must have been her bra snapping free. Then her nude body, a smear on the steamed glass, grew outside the door. She opened it and stepped into the water. She huddled her naked body against me. I enveloped her and she lifted her face to me. I turned us, shielding the water from her eyes. Water spattered about her face, her high cheek bones and the little freckles that sprinkled one but not the other high cheek ran with water. Her eyes twitched back and forth, her arms clinched us together. My bare, hard, erect cock was squished between our bodies, laying along her tight tummy. I ran a hand up and down her back, down to squeeze her little ass. She closed her eyes. I kissed her and her mouth opened immediately. The woman was hot and ready to be fucked. Her tongue lashed me. Her hands pulled me down to her hungry mouth.
I broke the kiss and looked down at her. "Greedy bitch." I muttered.
Annie smiled then and nodded vigorously. "Annie love your cock. Annie love how you fuck me." She leaned back and lifted a leg, twisting her nude body sideways. Hanging from my neck with one arm, she reached between us and bent my cock to touch the entrance to her body. She rocked up on her toes on the one leg she was standing on and fit the head of my cock between the lips of her pussy. She moaned as I penetrated her; more to the point, my point, as it were, as she ground herself onto my cock. I moved both hands to her ass and as soon as she felt me grip her there, she lifted her other leg. Her body seized for a moment, clasping my cock in a tight, rasping grip while her cunt adjusted to the penetration. She hunched once and her body relaxed. She slide down my pole clear to the base, ramming herself full of cock.
The little motion and her final bump at the bottom almost unbalanced us. I held her high and then dropped her hips again, letting her fall onto my cock like a condom. She squealed.
"Fuck Annie. Fuck me!" She hissed, leaning back to look at me. The water splattered us from the side. I placed her back against the wall and rammed her. Her legs locked behind me, ankles across my ass. I bumped her bodily against the wall, trying to get some purchase without dumping us both onto the floor of the shower stall. She was heedless of the danger. Her body pulsed on me, grinding her cunt down onto my cock over and over again while I wobbled back and forth into the wall. With one hand she grasped the back of my head and bent me down to kiss her. Her lips were alight with passion. She pulled herself up by her heels and cunt, rising up before sliding down me, filling herself with cock once more. She repeated the motion, keeping our mouths sealed together. The tension of the position riddled me with sensation.
I was not paying much attention, trying to keep us from falling over. My legs were beginning to quiver and I desperately needed a chance to breathe. Suddenly Annie's legs released me and she dangled by her pussy hooked on my cock and her arms around my neck for a moment. I released her ass and her toes found the stall floor. She bent my cock down as she found her feet and then she pulled free of me. Immediately she grabbed my pussy-slicked cock with a hand and held me while she turned around. With one arm crossed before her face on the wall, she put her forehead on her forearm and pulled my cock in behind her. I had to crouch to get my cock back into her. Her hand placed my cock against her lower back. I crouched and she directed my cock head right to her pussy. She bent her body, lifting her lithe little hips, presenting me with the entrance to her body. I plunged into her and she screamed, "yes!" just once. I hammered her for a couple minutes only stopping as she convulsed into a violent orgasm. She pressed her tits against the cool tile and rubbed her body up and down while I pinned her to the wall, my cock rooted in her. She squeaked and squirmed but I did not release her. Her legs lifted once or twice and the weight created incredible pressure on my cock. I had to grab and lift her to relieve it. Her convulsions finally began to taper off and then she gasped and went nearly limp. I had to slip an arm around her waist or she would have slithered to the ground like an empty sack.
My cock, still hard, numb, throbbing but showing no signs of flagging, remained rooted in the Chinese woman's lean body. Her pussy massaged me, rippling around the cock thrust deep into her while her will seemed to have evacuated the rest of her. She could not or did not move for several minutes. I pulled free of her body. "I need to get clean. It has been a long day." I said.
Annie nodded, staggered a little but then got water in her little hand and cleaned my cock. Once all signs of her appreciation was gone, she got to her knees and sucked on the end of my cock. My cock was still numb but the sight of her, wet as an orphan, her lips pursed around the end of my cock, eyes closed against the falling water and cheeks dimpling ... that sight thrilled me. My cock seemed to wake so the passage through her lips tingled and zinged through me. My cock head felt every lash of her tongue and then finally the constriction of her throat as she breathed deep and inhaled my cock and all. She blew through her nostrils and then expelled me.
She went to work and scrubbed me clean, top to bottom. Ending with a shampoo and then used the disposable razor to shave me. I held still while she used shampoo to take the stubble off my face. Then she handed it to me. While she leaned against the shower wall, I shaved the stubble from around her bush and pussy, sculpting her bush into a discreet little mat of downy hair. Occasionally I would brush the bulging lips of her cunt and she'd moan and her hips would pulse. It was difficult to shave a moving target so I just had to wait till she calmed. I shielded her a little but water continued to run down her lank frame, beading in the wild pubic hair above her pussy. When I bent and licked her pussy lips, I thought she was going to shoot out of the shower like a rocket. Annie began to babble in Chinese and when I rammed my tongue into her, she nearly mounted my face and rode away. I got to my knees and sucked and kissed her pussy for a while. We lost it at some point and she slide down the wall. I dropped the razor, she put her arms around my neck and I kissed her. For several minutes we just sat there in the shower and kissed. At one point she pulled my head to a breast and I sucked at it.
"Bite. Bite me." She said, and giggled.
I did. Hard.
Annie shrieked and then struggled free, getting to her feet. She turned off the shower. "Fuck me more." She rasped. "I horny all day. Fuck me." She said.
She got us out of the shower, dried us delicately but quickly, alternating between her body and mine. Then she pulled me to the bed, lay me down and mounted me, jamming herself full of cock without even the slightest hesitation. There is something wonderful about being used for sex, about being the object of such profound lust. She began to ride me and come, ride me and come. She was so horny, I think I could have been thumb-sized and she would still have been climaxing on my cock. As it was, stretched over my cock, she found a pattern. She would lift up and slam down, grind for a minute and then shudder, flop forward and keen, kissing the side of my neck and nibbling with her strong, full lips. After a minute, she would struggle to sit up, which always levered my cock deeper into her which she seemed to enjoy immensely. Then she would repeat the sequence. She was in a self-induced swoon when I heard the door open.
"Sonny, what do you have in mind for tomorrow . . . Oh shit. Sorry."
I heard Chris speaking. I grabbed Annie's ass, opening her, peeling her little hips apart and touching her ass hole with the tip of one finger. She flinched but did not move or try to escape the pose.
"Sonny, Jesus Christ! Haven't you had enough?"
"No. Have you? I think Annie her wants it in the ass. Get some lube. Lets double team her." I felt Annie shudder and she ground her pussy down onto my still hard and stubbornly numb cock. Orgasm was a fleeting memory. Her face turned to the side of my neck and her lips kissed my skin, then she sucked on me, hard. Her teeth nipped at me. Her pussy ground the cock deeper into her and she groaned with cock-filled satisfaction. She shifted around, stirring her cunt with my cock before finishing the motion and arching her back, lifting her ass and presenting her back door to Chris, my cock just inside of her cunt.
Chris groaned. "You two are going to kill me. Just a minute. Be right back. Hold that thought. Fuck, hold that pose."
We did. Well, sort of. Annie kept losing focus. She'd begin to relax and slowly slide her slick pussy down the length of my cock, her pussy lips twitching all the while like she was nibbling at me as she enveloped my rod with her shuddering body. What fucking control the woman had. Over and over she would bottom out and then her ass would pop up and hold my cock head just inside till she tired again and then the slow, agonizing pleasure till she was grinding me deep inside again. At the top, lifted high, she was press against my hands which forced her ass open. She'd hold still. Once, I touched her ass hole and she grunted and hammered down onto my cock. She toyed with me. I toyed with her. We both became sexual toys and it was time to play.
A few minutes later Chris returned. I peered around Annie's shoulder to see him stripping out of his robe. Laura stood at the door, her arms pinned behind her, nude, her breasts protruding from her chest, her eyes fixed on Annie gently sliding down my hard cock. I spread my legs so she could see up between them to where Annie and I were joined. Annie's pussy clamped down on me and her pussy kissed me, mouthing me with her muscles, trying to bring on my orgasm. My worn cock refused.
Chris, naked now and hard as I was, got onto the bed behind Annie. She lifted her head and began kissing around till her mouth found mine. I held her ass open while Chris probed her, greasing her back door up in anticipation of her pending double penetration. Her mouth expressed her response to what Chris was doing to her. Her lips would jerk and her pussy would seize while she kissed me, which I took to indicate a finger was probing into her exposed, vulnerable ass. Then I felt the pressure from behind, jamming her down once more onto my cock but without her will, without her compliance. She shook loose from the kiss and squeaked. Her little body was pinned between us. I felt Chris on his knees behind her and then he was pushing into her, shoving her forward and down onto my cock. I cinched her onto my cock, pulling her hips wide as Chris pressed his cock into her. She grunted and jerked, grunted and jerked till I felt Chris' body on my fingers. I released her ass then and grabbed her hands off my chest, pulling them wide so she could no longer control the penetration. She thumped forward onto my chest. I pulled her arms wide and then, leaving them there, sought her breasts pinned between us. She ground her pussy down onto me. I rammed my cock up at her and I felt Chris mimic the motion.
Annie screamed. Her body shook. She panted, gasping around dribbles of Chinese. I don't know what the hell she was saying. She convulsed. Her hips pulsed but attained little motion, flexing but moving only a little, pinned between us as she was. Her body began to quake and then she was gurgling with passion, her head bucked against my shoulder. I released her tits and found both arms and pulled them wide. Annie was completely helpless and her body responded to the position, bucking and shaking as each new crisis of pleasure surged through her. Chris pulled back and she relaxed but then he rammed her hard. She squealed and her body bucked, her muscles all spasmed at once, but we held her. Chris began to stroke his cock in and out of her ass, ramming her hard down onto my cock. Annie screamed and came, screamed and came, screamed and came till she could no longer make a sound but still her body shivered with orgasm after orgasm, wracked with them even after her ability to respond to them was wrenched out of her. It came in waves, flashing through her one moment and leaving her shivering with it the next, then arriving in a slow motion crush that pressed all of her breath out of her little body. She ground, she hunched, she bucked and bucked. Her head nodded over and over, pressing her face into my neck while she gasped and grunted with the dual penetration.
She would hiss "yes, yes," from time to time or something in Chinese that sounded like "diao wu, diao wu."
I took hold of her lean thighs and began to move her on my cock while arching my back, ramming my cock up into her. Chris watched and waited then added his motion to mine. After a half-dozen synchronized strokes she bucked and cried with a long, wail. Her whole body bucked and bucked and bucked till finally she expired, flopping forward onto me. Chris began to hunch at her ass, pouring his cum into her ass, grunting and exclaiming. When he pulled free, I immediately twisted Annie onto her back and began to ram my cock into her body again, harder and harder. At the last, as my orgasm approached, she roused, lifted her legs, locked them full around my back. For a moment I thought I would come but it evaded me. I continued to drive my cock into her. After a few frustrating minutes, she relaxed her legs and lay still while I fucked into her supine body. After a few minutes of this, I hesitated. I was panting with the exertion. My cock was numb. I wanted to come in Annie. I wanted to feel that final rush once more buried in this woman but it seemed unlikely.
When I caught my breath, I decided to make her come again if I could. It was an evil thought, she had not moved for several minutes. I rolled onto my back, pulling her on top of me. She groaned and got to her knees. She began to roll her little hips, rocking on my cock which was hard and still inside of her. She squished as she fucked me. I gripped her ass and she lurched. I touched a finger to her greasy ass hole and she shuddered. Her ass began to hunch onto me faster and faster. Annie began to pant again, her face crinkled and she sat high, pressing her hands against my chest as a new orgasm wracked her. She lurched and tried to fall. I put hands on her tits and held her upright till she held that pose. I grabbed her ass again and arched under her, pulling her hard down onto me. She grunted and then released herself to me. I fucked up into her and she grunted each time I pulled her body down hard onto my cock. Her orgasmic tide returned, flowing over her in waves while I shifted her up and down on my cock. She wobbled, trying to roll away but I held her by the waist on my cock. Finally, I felt it, that flicker of a climax and I chased it. Annie bucked into a new, violent orgasm as I fucked up into her. Then I was coming. She screamed with me and held on while I filled her pussy with the dusty last of my cum.



She shook one last time, her body trembling with exertion and then she grunted and collapsed onto me, her head turned, her eyes closed, mouth open, panting with exertion and satisfaction. Chris staggered off the bed to leaned against the wall. He had watched us finish.
"Oh my god, you boys are amazing to watch!" Laura Wills breathed from just inside the door. "I think she came six or eight times in a row, sometimes twice before she could get another breath. I want to do that. I do. Please, please Sonny promise me you will let them all fuck me till I cannot come anymore. Please."
I heard her. My ears filled with her words but my brain was still coming. My orgasm had drifted through me, a little dribble of pleasure piercing the aura of Annie's erotic ride. I lifted my head and looked down Annie's supine body, down her spine. Laura's face was right between the arched ridges of her little ass, like I was looking down the sight on a rifle. Annie roused, pulled to her knees with a wet slosh and a limp pop as my cock slipped out of her body. She groaned and crawled off the bed, found her clothing and walked, nude, out of the room.
I got to my feet and went to the shower. I thought maybe I would wake up but the hot water soothed my tired, fucked-out body. I had literally never fucked that much in my life. I kept trying to count and could get to four before I lost the number of orgasms which did not include all the women I had been inside. I thought there were more. The next day I realized I was not including Mary or the several times I dumped cum in Laura or might have. I came out of the shower to a dark, quiet house. In the bed, I found a fresh, soft, sleeping Mrs. Wills. I rolled against her and clicked off, like a vacuum when you pull the plug out of the wall while it was still running. One moment I was thinking about something and the next it was morning, sunlight flooding the room.
My eyes opened and just like that I was awake. My phone was ringing. I fumbled for it, hanging half out of the bed to get to my pants, but they were gone. My phone continued to ding and I finally realized it was laying on the dresser across the room. I stumbled to it and answered.
"Sonny Duncan!" Mother did not sound happy.
"Hi Mom. What's what?" I said, cringing. I meant to call her last night and let her know I was not coming home. I was pretty sure this was the meaning of her call.
"You stayed out last night." Her voice was sharp.
I apologized immediately and told her I would not be home till later tonight. I hoped it was still Sunday. The dour weather was gone and sunlight lit the room. It made my eyes hurt. She calmed with my apology and that was that. I called Alissa.
"Listen, I am sorry about yesterday. I think I over estimated myself."
"Why? Your mother said to meet you at The Big 'O' at the Arrow Mall. You caught me before I left the office. I know, I was going to be late."
She did not sound as if she knew what I was talking about. "How about the same place, say two this afternoon?" I said.
"Your wish, Sonny."
That done, I went into the shower and washed off again. I felt clammy and wondered what I did in my sleep. When I emerged from the shower, Laura stood with my clothes, washed and dried, still warm from the dryer. I love that. I dressed while she watched, her eyes warm but sober. She wore slacks and a white blouse. Black slacks that hugged her ass and dangled loosely about her legs, swishing when she moved. The hiss of the material was interesting.
She did not speak but turned to go when I took the last of the clothing from her and sat to put my socks on. I caught her at the door. "We are not done, Mrs. Wills." I said softly.
She nodded. "Mrs. Honeywell?" She said.
I nodded. "Mrs. Honeywell. I am sure she will appreciate your help."
Laura nodded again, just once but with vigor.
"I still have cash to burn so get Chris. And put on a skirt, dear. Then we'll grab some breakfast. What time is it?"
"Eleven. We thought you would never get up." She shifted from foot to foot, making her hips twitch.
We were in the car before noon and at the Board and Bread for brunch. The spread was luscious and I was famished. I kept trying to reconstruct the previous day and it all seemed to run together, a long procession of pussy with Laura on her knees sucking my cock from time to time. We were not too late but had skipped supper. I went round three times through the brunch line and had nearly one of everything. I topped it off with a rich cappuccino.
We bantered and laughed through the morning, what was left of it. Chris was in fine spirits. He seemed shed of the dark melancholy that had been haunting his eyes over the last few weeks. He seemed a new man. I think he knew, he understood what this all meant for him and his eagerness swam just below the surface of his consciousness, like a shark that was always hunting. I paid cash for brunch and we went out to the car. The day had warmed and it was nice to walk under the sun again, once more before winter settled in and swallowed it till spring.
In the car, Chris in the back and Laura next to me, he sat forward. "Sonny, yesterday was unbelievable. I cannot believe you, that, they . . . " He sputtered to a stop.
"We are not done." I said. I glanced at Laura. "After today, she is yours but know this, when she comes, she owes me a walk on the wild side, at least till she takes your uncles on at the same time."
"Walk on the wild side? What the hell have we been doing? Diddling wet paper bags? What are you talking about."
"He means he has to give me to a stranger. Once for each orgasm I have till your uncle Jordan and uncle Blake double team me. I have to have one in my cunt and one in my ass. At the same time, like they have wanted to since we were kids." Laura blushed.
Chris sat back. "Shit, I missed all that." He said, his voice soft. He leaned forward again, I could feel him right behind my right ear. "You mean, you mean you are going to fuck me?"
"You are going to fuck her whenever you like and when she comes, she owes me. I am going to be looking to find all her best orgasms so pay attention to what she likes."
"My mom likes it all." Chris said. Laura sat straighter, pressing her breasts out. He sat back and mumbled something. I think he said, "I am just about ready for this. Mom will love what I have in store for her. She will fucking love it."
We rode in silence to the Golden Arrow Mall. The silence was comfortable and delightful.
Mrs. Honeywell was browsing when we arrived at The Big O; the "O" stood for opportunity according to the signage but all you saw over the door was "The Big O" with the rest of "opportunity" in disappearing little letters besides it. I chuckled over my mother's sense of poetic congruence. Alissa was in the bra section. It was an underwear store, not sexy exclusive, but bras and panties of every description. Alissa browsed the bras, studiously ignoring us as we arrived over the rack from her. I was about to go over to her but then a blond woman sashayed up to her and whispered something into Alissa's ear. Alissa wore a stretch brown dress, lighter than her skin but nearly the same shade so it blended against her darkness. The skirt ended a hand below her crotch. If she bent over very far, she'd be nicely exposed. The little thing buttoned up the front from the waist, a thick line of little silver buttons in line from crotch to just below her chin. The two women laughed at some shared, private comment. The blond lay her hand on Alissa's side and turned towards us.
"Oh shit." I breathed. I recognized the woman.
Laura looked up at me, I had my arm around her waist. Chris looked across his mother at me.
"I know her." I mumbled.
"Mrs. Honeywell?" Chris said softly, puzzled.
I shook my head. "No, the other woman. The blond." I searched for her name. The woman who greeted me at Mrs. Honeywell's office, the blond I had been told to fuck. My cock got hard. Fuck me, two blonds! But my picture of this shopping spree doinked and I was a little puzzled. My head throbbed, the big one, while I searched for the most fun, the most erotic way to take advantage of this situation. I got it.
"Laura, you said you came three times yesterday?"
She nodded.
I could feel her eyes watching me. We stood out side the store, looking through the display to where Alissa and the blond—still no name—browsed. "So you owe me . . . "
"Two more strangers." Laura said. Suddenly her voice tightened. "Sonny, what are you thinking?"
I hesitated. Actually, Mrs. Wills had already fucked one woman. But I needed to use her to do something that might prove to be really, really fun. For me at least. "Follow me in after I get over to Alissa. Both of you come in together." I looked at Chris. "This is not your mother. You are having an affair with her. She is a high school teacher you had a crush on. I want her blushing the whole time are in there. Okay?" Despite my success at connecting to cock with pussy, I always felt a little uneasy when I chased after a new erotic inspiration.
Chris nodded enthusiastically.
Laura looked positively queasy. The fear seemed to flush through her pale white skin making her look gray green. She trembled before glancing at her son.
Chris' eyes glowed. Whatever I intended, he saw opportunity and all his former shyness was gone.
I nodded, thinking about what I was going to do. I pulled open the entrance and stepped into the Big O, my eyes on Alissa and the blond woman.
At that precise moment, both women looked at me. They looked at each other and the blond said something to which Alissa nodded. Then they both directed their eyes to me and stood waiting, surrounded by a rack of bras, half-bras and bras with the ends of the cups cut out, whatever those are called in the technical tit cover category. Two women surrounded on all sides by bras made an incredible picture, one my cock very much enjoyed.
"Miss Swearington." I muttered. With a mental shrug, I walked over to them. The blond woman smiled her best, most brilliant smile. She recognized me.
I realized I needed to make this woman fear me. She needed to be horrified by my appearance or the whole menu Sid had laid out for me might be compromised. I needed her to fear what was coming when next she saw me. She was the point of Sid's spear. She would jabber to all the others unless she feared to even mention it.
I strode over to stand right before Miss Swearinton. I looked her up and down, resting my eyes on her bulging breasts. She wore a green dress that hugged her curves, accenting her hips and breasts. The rich green accented her blond hair and ruby lips. The lipstick gleamed, newly applied but I was going to smear it. I ignored Alissa. Suddenly, I felt the moment, knowing I could not fumble this situation. Miss Swearington had to keep quiet about what I was about to do to her. I looked over at Alissa.
"You brought her. Good. I need a piece of ass this morning. I'll get to you later. Right now I feel like fucking a blond."
Miss Swearington's smile dimmed a bit. I took hold of her elbow. "Let's pick you out something as an excuse to get you out of your dress. I am hard and I want to surround my erection with hot soft pussy. Are you hot and soft?" I held tight to her elbow.
She arched her back and tried to touch me with her closest tit but I leaned away from her. I waited.
"I, I think so."
"You came her to fuck me, right? You aren't fucking anyone else, not even your old sugar daddy?"
Miss Swearington glanced over at Alissa. Her eyes were frightened and the first tremor ran through her. Her certainty that she knew what was what faltered. I watched it crumble in her eyes.
"Tell him, Clara. The Kingston contract depends on it." Alissa said, her voice low but harsh with urgency.
Clara? Did I know her first name? She hardly looked like a "Clara" to me but what the heck? Clara it is. "Clara, when was the last time you had a cock inside of you?"
The woman actually smiled. "Does my mouth count?"
"Shit." I said. I pulled her away from Alissa. When I looked back at the black woman, I saw her eyes wide and staring, her face a mask, unmoving and fixed. To Clara I muttered, "You know you were mine to fuck whenever and wherever I like, right? That is, if you want to keep your job. Your boss is fucking you, was fucking but he traded your ass to Mr. Kingston for his business. Now, now I have to fuck you and your boss has to do without, right? You understand that, right."
The smile faded again. She bit her lower lip and nodded, her eyes fixed on me like a lifeline.
I looked around the room and saw the nightwear section. I pulled her, just roughly enough to make her stumble on the matching green high heels. In front of the negligees I halted us. I found one, a little white number cut high on the hips to the waist with a strip of tatting for the tits. A dressing robe completed the "fuck me" look. There was no doubt about it. Any woman dressed in this outfit would be looking for the long grunt on her back. Out of the corner of my eye I caught Chris and his mother. I turned to look at them. I would use them later. Chris helped my cause immensely. He lifted Laura's skirt and slipped a hand underneath, caressing then squeezing her butt. She twitched in his grasp, lifting her mouth to meet his lips as he kissed her hard. Her hips bumped against him a time or two while I watched.
I looked back at Miss Swearington. She had seen the other couple and gazed at them for a moment before meeting my eyes. "Think you are better looking that that bitch?" I asked.
Clara's eyes flicked past me and then returned. She nodded, swallowing as she did so.
I pulled her close, still holding up the fuck me suit. I bent and kissed her, hard. One of her hands came up to my side and pressed against me. Her lips were supple, plush and full of pleasure. She moaned slightly, just a little. I shivered as I kissed her, feeling the sizzle between us. Whatever it was, she felt it too. I opened my mouth and she opened hers. We kissed full mouth and tongue for a moment. She shuffled closer, pressing her tits into my chest. The hand on my side slipped around my waist and pulled herself tight against me. This motion tilted her head back impossibly far and I got the first hint of this woman's sexual potential. She was flexible.
I broke the kiss and glanced over at Chris and Laura. Chris had turned her back to a display shelf and had his hand between her legs while he kissed her. His arm disappeared under her skirt, very obvious what he was doing. Her hips thrust at the hand under the skirt. The tableau was so erotic I got really impatient. I pulled Miss Swearington to the nearest dressing room and bulled through the door. I swung her around me and pressed her against the wall, face first. She grunted as I pushed her body flat against it with my hips.
"Dear Clara, I am going to fuck you now." I lifted the green skirt and found panties, smeared over with pantyhose. I fit my hands under the waistband of the pantyhose and pulled everything down her hips. Her lower body bucked once, slamming hard into the wall.
"Uh, not here." She said. "I like it on a bed."
I pulled the panties and hose down to the tops of her thighs.
"No. I said, no." She did say "no" but her body had not moved. I squatted behind her and unpeeled her perfectly unbelievable legs. She shivered under my invasive touch but she did not move. Her hands had raised as she leaned against the wall, high over her head. Now her body leaned against it, her bare ass covered by the green skirt of her dress.
When I pulled the panties down to her ankles, Clara lifted one foot, waiting for me to remove her shoe and the stocking clinging to it. I did, slipping the shiny green five inch heel off before baring the ankle and foot. She moaned, let me slip the shoe back into place.
"No, please. Don't fuck me now." She said. "No. Not here. Not now. I'll fuck you but not now. I, I scream when I come. Someone will hear me." She lifted the other leg before I reached for it.
I could not help it, I smiled as I cleared the panties and hose from her other leg and replaced her other shoe. She had not moved from her pose against the wall. Her plush ass bulged behind her. I stroked it with full appreciation.
I stood and unbuckled, unsnapped and unzipped my pants. My cock made it a little difficult but I managed. With my trousers and briefs on my thighs, I gripped Miss Swearington by the hips and pulled her towards my cock. She leaned with my hands, then had to adjust her feet further from the wall. I lifted teh drape of the dress, unveiling her fine, fine ass. She arched her back and her hips lifted and parted. I peeled her ass open and touched the crease with my thumbs. She was shivering.
"No. No, please. No, here. Don't fuck me and make me scream here." She whispered, her voice quivering and tight. "Oh no, please. I can't come here. I would be so, so, oh, no, I can't." She was babbling but she did not move an inch from her pose against the wall.
My thumbs pulled at the valley of her ass and she arched her hips again. I got a whiff of aroused female. Her pussy appeared when she bent her lower back, pressing her ass into my grasp. Her head turned to the right, her long flock of blond curls covered her back, blond on green. I tilted her hips, pressing her waist forward. She bent her back lifting her ass as she did and pressed her torso against the wall, her arms against it.
"Are you going to fuck me?" She asked, her voice tiny and tight.
I touched her pussy with a finger and she grunted, completely still. I stroked my finger up her furrow and then down between her legs. Clara moaned. I pressed a finger tip inside of her and she flinched. She grunted. I ran the finger up and down between her lips till she became slick. She panted against the wall, holding completely still while I caressed her pussy.
When I withdrew my finger from between her now very damp pussy lips she moaned. "Please. Please fuck me." She whispered. "I'll do anything. I want it. I want you to fuck me. Please."
I could not see if she meant it; her arm covered most of her face. I took her at her word. With one hand holding my cock, I directed it down to her entrance and entered her. Her hips hitched up once and then I slid into her, deep and deeper the first stroke. Her luscious flesh gripped me, but wet enough, slick enough, she took me inside of her body with groaning, moaning ease.
"Fuck me." I muttered. The woman's pussy felt fabulous. I felt it, the first early convulsion of my orgasm. Just sinking into her had titillated me to the point that ecstasy seemed certain. I groaned, pulled back and as I pressed my cock into her body, my climax erupted. I rammed home into her as hard as I could and then pulsed against her plush ass, reveling in the feeling of her butt cheeks cushioning me as I pumped against her, pumping cum into her pussy.
Clara made little noises in her throat but otherwise she did not move. When I pulled free of her pussy and pulled up my pants, she still did not move.
"Did you come." I asked.
She moved then, adjusting her stance against the wall. The bunched skirt of her dress dropped over the crack of her ass, hiding it. Out from under the edge, cum ran down the back of one thigh.
I shook my head. This woman, she was a winner. I thought for sure she would move but she remained against the wall.
"Is that all?" She asked, disappointment clear in her voice.
"Ever had a woman go down on you?" I asked softly.
Now she did move, twisting her head impossibly to look back at me while keeping her hands on the wall. Her eyes could not quite get around to focus directly on me. "Uh huh." She grunted.



"Did you like it?" I asked.
Her eyes closed for a long moment then opened again. They looked dreamy, far away. "Oh yes."
I chuckled. "Don't move." I said.
Dressed, I stepped into the store. Clara had not screamed. The store was empty. Sunday afternoon was not yet a busy time. I looked for Chris and his mom and found them huddled in a corner, his hand under her blouse. Laura wore a simple pleated black skirt and a white blouse. The blouse buttoned up the front. Chris had unbuttoned most of it, leaving two buttons one above and below the ridge of her breasts. His hand cupped one breast, while he kissed her. Anyone looking could see her tight white tummy and his arm laying along it and the bottom of her bra.
They broke the clinch before I got there. Once there I held out a hand, "Come with me." I said.
Laura smiled, her eyes were a little wild. "Gladly." She sighed.
I glanced at Chris. "Fuck Alissa if you like or wait for me. I'll be done in moment."
Chris nodded but gave me no indication of what he would do.
I led Laura back to the door of the dressing room. I stopped, turned to her and whispered. "You don't know me."
Laura nodded.
I pushed open the door. I had expected Clara to have done something to put herself back to rights but the woman had not moved. She still stood, plastered against the wall, cum seeping in a small rivulet down her right thigh. When I stepped inside, the only motion she made was to tighten her ass, making it move up and down which swished the skirt back and forth a little.
"Oh my." Laura said.
"This is Clara." I said softly.
Clara shivered, hearing her name.
"She is the one I want to try something on, you know, to get your attention, I mean your opinion."
"Oh my, yes. She is beautiful. Just like you said. I had no idea . . . "
"I just fucked her." I said casually. I looked away from the shivering blond posed against the wall to the other shivering blond. I expected Laura to meet my eyes but she didn't. Her gaze fixed on Clara's body, sweeping up and down like a search light.
"Oh really? She looks . . . "
"She didn't come." I stated, then moved to the little table and lifted up the little white outfit. "I wanted her to try this on. She was supposed to have it on but as you can see, she hasn't put it on yet.
"Let me help." Laura mumbled. She did not look at me once. She stepped forward and put a hand on the fine swell of Clara's ass.
Clara hissed through her teeth, pressing her face deeper against her raised arm.
Mrs. Wills moved her hands to the zipper on the back of the dress and slowly drew it down. Her hand smoothed over the revealed flesh and immediately unhooked the bra strap, four hooks wide. The bra was stout, sturdy enough to contain and ennoble the breasts. God but I wanted to see them.
One at a time, Laura pulled Clara's arms down. Clara let herself be manipulated as though she had no will of her own. Laura's motions began tentative but by the time she gripped each edge of the green dress and pushed it around Clara's shoulders, Laura was acting with a will. She eased Clara away from the wall and peeled the dress down Clara's arms. Clara let her. The bra hung on her shoulders by the two thin shoulder straps. Laura let the dress go after both Clara's hands and arms were free of it. It hung on Clara's hips then slid softly down her body to pool about her feet, the green of the high heels matched the green of the dress perfectly. Laura ran a palm down over Clara's hair, smoothing the jumble of curls down her back.
"Oh my, she is so very beautiful." Laura whispered.
If she was acting, she was superb. To my eyes, she appeared entranced by the nude body before her, nude but for the lank bra. I wanted Laura to turn the woman around in the worse way. I wanted to see those gorgeous tits. Instead, she touched her index finger to the cum trail on the back of Clara's leg.
"Did she come?" Laura asked, casually running her finger down the trail on the woman's leg.
Clara moaned, "Ohhhhhhhhh."
"No, I don't think so." I said.
"Are you sure? This is all you, is it?" Abruptly Laura cupped Clara's ass, squeezing it with one hand. "She is firm. You are a lucky man to be dating such a woman."
I grinned. "I am not dating her. I just fuck her from time to time."
Laura nodded. "Fuck buddies, then?"
I nodded. I waved the negligee. "I want her to try this on."
Laura's eyes remained fixed on Clara's ass while her one hand massaged the round ass cheek.
"Oh god." Clara breathed.
I shook the negligee again. "Have her put this on, see what you think."
Now, Laura did look over at me. She smiled vacantly. "I think we need to clean her up. This would ruin that fabric. She would need to buy it for sure if she tries it on like this." She looked away from the woman pressed to the wall before us. "Do you mind if I clean her up a little bit." Her smile was impish, her eyes utterly serious.
I gestured with an open hand. "Help yourself." I wanted to see Clara's tits.
Laura grasped the woman by the shoulders and twisted her. When she was turned with her shoulders against the wall, Laura pulled the cups of the bra off the woman's tits. The bra appeared to be a size or two too small. The thing left red lines on the white skin. Clara was looking at the hands, the female hands that removed her bra, leaving her naked but for the green high heels. When Laura massaged her breasts, Clara's eyes closed, she raised her hands, forearms against the wall like she was bound. When Laura pinched her nipples, Clara shuddered visibly but otherwise did not move. If her breasts had been free, I am sure they would have wavered most pleasingly. As it was, Laura continued to massage them.
"I don't think she should try this on until I clean her up." Laura said and did not move again till Clara opened her eyes. Clara's eyes were wide, fixed. She licked her lips, her tongue swiping the full upper lip. Her chin trembled a little.
Laura and Clara stared at each other, their eye linked together. Laura massaged the great white tits and Clara stared at her
I waited. I waited more. Neither woman moved. Finally, impatient, I pointed to the one chair and said, "She could sit down." Neither woman moved. I cleared my throat. Laura's hand moved just a bit on Clara's breasts. "She'll do anything you want. She is willing, very willing." I muttered.
Clara moved her eyes to me, they widened just the smallest bit. She looked caught, tagged for what she was.
Laura pulled her head around to look at me. Her eyes were blinking.
Clara pulled her hands from the wall and lay them carefully over Laura's on her marvelous breasts. Laura looked back at her. "I want, I want to taste her." She hesitated. "You fucked her you said? She has you inside of her? I want to taste that. I want that." Her hand massaged Clara's tits. Clara helped, moving her hands and groaning.
"What do I get, if she lets you do this?" I asked.
Laura did not look back at me. "You can fuck me. While my mouth is on her pussy, while my tongue is inside of her. You can fuck me. Take off my panties. You can keep them." She moved closer to the other blond woman, just a subtle shuffle of her feet and she was close. She leaned against the back of Clara's hands, against her own hands, against Clara's breasts. She kissed Clara on the mouth. Clara's eyes widened, the one eye I could see fixed on me and then it closed. She groaned into Laura's mouth.
Laura moved slowly back from the quivering, nude woman. "Lie down. On your back. You, cock, remove my panties. I have a fantasy about eating a woman while her man fucks me." Her voice shook but it was not fear. "In my dreams, it is a black woman and her lover. He has a huge cock and he penetrates me as I eat her." She snickered. "You two will do, though."
"Oh, oh, oh god." Clara moaned.
Laura's hands left the woman. "Lie down."
"Don't make me come. Clara whispered. "I'll scream. Everyone will know, something, that I am, that you are, that I, oh, please."
Laura slapped her, hard.
Clara looked shocked. Her eyes teared up.
"You said she'd do anything I wanted." Laura whispered. "I want her to lie down."
I knelt behind Laura's black skirt. I fit my hands around her perfect calves and ran my hands slowly up her bare legs. Her skin was smooth and warm under my hands. I ran them up under her skirt till I felt the lower edge of her panties. I found the waist band of the bikinis and pulled then gently but steadily over the swell of her slender ass, down her legs to her knees. Then I gripped the string and broke it, ripping them apart till I could get them off of her.
"Oh fuck." Laura breathed. "Are you getting on the floor or do I need to strike you again?"
I was shivering. It was like the Mrs. Wills I knew was completely replaced by this woman. The subservient, compliant mother of my friend, she was gone. This woman's voice quivered with menace, lust, and command. Clara heard it too. She pushed off the wall but knelt in place. Laura's skirt swept her face. Clara crawled past her to a empty place on the floor beside the table. She rolled carefully to her back. She lifted one knee and leaned it out, opening herself.
Clara closed her eyes and waited.
"Let me suck you first. Is she still on you?" Laura said without turning to look at me.
I nodded but then said, "Yes." My voice was higher than normal. I squeaked like my throat was constricted by a killers hands. I unbuckled my belt, unsnapped the slacks, unzipped and pulled them down to my knees again. Laura turned to look at me.
"Good boy. She turned to look at Clara. "You have him well trained. You deserve me. But first, I want to feel your man's cock in my mouth. I suck cock better than you or anyone you know. I could make him come just with my lips and tongue but I want him to fuck me first. Then he can finish inside of you. My boy toy, he has not eaten me yet today. I don't want him finding cock scum oozing out of me." She put out a hand and grasped my cock. "No, I would rather it be freshly dipped. Shove it into her. I bet she is flush full of pussy juice, thinking about my mouth on her."
Clara groaned. Her eyes were wide, almost bulging. She twisted her face away from us.
Laura looked down at the nude woman. Clara's face was turned towards the outer wall, her legs open, her arms stretched over her head.
"Ask." Laura said.
Clara turned her head slightly, her wide, frightened eyes searching for her "Ask what?" Clara whispered.
"Ask him to fuck you. Ask him to put his cock into you. Don't plead, just be polite and ask. Ask. Ask or I'll fuck him and leave."
Clara closed her eyes and swallowed hard. When they opened, she fixed her gaze on Laura, ignoring me. "Please, let him put is cock into my cunt again. He came in me and I am full of his cum. It is running down my ass crack right now. I am so excited, he can slide right in. Please, have him put his cock into me." Her voice was barely audible but clear and precise.
"Good girl." She looked at me, patting me on the bare ass as she did so. "Fuck her, just a stroke or two then come back here. I want a little taste." Laura's voice rasped, like the words were on a fish hook being pulled out of her.
I moved over to Clara, taking the little steps the pants around my ankles allowed. I got to my knees and Clara stretched her legs wider. My cock was rock hard again. I shuffled forward, bent till my cock head touched Clara's open pussy and then pushed the head past her bubbling pussy lips.
"Oh, fuck yes!" Clara groaned. "Yes, yes, fuck me hard." Her voice hissed out of her like steam from a kettle. "Please fuck me!" She gasped. Her whole body jerked several times with the bare contact of my cock head hooked inside the entrance of her pussy.
I levered my body over her and rammed my cock down into her body, penetrating her to the core, rooting my cock into her. Her legs lifted around me, wenched open by the penetration. I lifted my hips and rammed into her again. She grunted. I repeated that motion. Clara's head shook back and forth. She planted her feet and lifted us, her ass rising so that my whole weight bored my cock into her as I descended one more time. Clara began to shake.
"More, harder." She mumbled. "Oh god, please, I am so turned on. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!"
"Enough. Come back." Laura's voice was sharp, hard, demanding.
Her tone ran a thrill up my spine, tickling me with pleasure and teasing me with knowledge of what came next. Clara objected without words, her body arching as I withdrew, her face crinkling with frustration. She licked her lips, panting. When I was clear of her pussy her hands plundered her crotch.
"Stop it. Not with your hands. You will wait for me." Laura hissed.
Clara froze. She moved her hands away then moved them to the sides of her head, her knees lay flat. She grunted and crooned, the very image of compliant surrender. Her eyes, lidded with unsatisfied lust, fixed on me as I backed way and stood up. I turned ninety degrees and Laura got immediately to her knees. She blew on my thickly coated cock and then licked it.
"Mmmmm. My dear, you taste delightful." She kissed the end of my cock and then sucked me deep into her mouth. A froth of Clara's cunt juice foamed around her lips. Laura held me deep, her eyes fixed upward on me. She sucked. Her cheeks compressed, depressed and dimpled. The suction intensified and then she released me, expelling my cock with her breath. She immediately twisted onto hands and knees and crawled over to Clara, moving over her till they were face to face. Laura lowered her frothed mouth and lightly kissed Clara. I moved to the side to watch them, shuffling. Clara's tongue emerged and she licked Laura's mouth and lips.
"Have you ever tasted yourself before?" Laura asked, her voice husky with tension and arousal.
Clara tried to shake her head but did not want to lose the light contact with Laura's lips. The two blonds stared at each other. Clara's filled with fascination and Laura crouching over her. I could not see Laura's eyes but she seemed leonine and predatory in her posture, on all fours over the nude, supine woman.
"No." Clara whispered.
Laura moved down her body, kissing a trail down the summit of Clara's right breast. Laura kissed around the nipple, licking and blowing puffs of air on it till Clara moaned. The woman twisted her torso, trying to force her nipple into Laura's mouth. Laura teased for a while before showing her teeth and bitting down hard on Clara's nipple.
Clara shrieked, her whole body flinched but her breast remained carefully in place. Laura rolled the erect brown flesh between her teeth. Then she moved down the slope of the great breast and sucked a wad of skin into her mouth. She sucked hard.
"Oh, oh god she's marking me!" Clara whispered. "I'll have a hickey there. Oh, oh, ohhhhh." She groaned. She still had not moved her hands, still beyond her head. Now she stretched them higher, straightening her arms so she appeared completely surrendered.
Laura rose up and lunged forward, planting her mouth on Clara's lips. Laura kissed her, both women had open mouths. Clara's hips began to rock and roll, up and back while Laura kissed her.
Finally Laura pulled back from the kiss. "What is your name?"
"Clara." Clara said immediately, a squeak in her voice.
"Ask me to eat you." Laura commanded.
"Please, a, please eat me. Suck my pussy."
"I will." Laura said. She twisted to look back at me. "After she comes the first time, fuck me till I tell you to stop but don't fucking come in me. Understand?" Her eyes fixed on me and she did not move.
"Okay. Sure." I said, caught by the edge of her voice.
"Understand?" She repeated, her voice hardening.
My cock twitched. I really wanted her to hurry the fuck up. But I nodded. "I understand." I said.
Laura grinned and she looked nothing like any woman I knew. Her face turned away from me and she moved down Clara's quaking body, blowing her hot breath onto Clara's damp, panting body. Clara hissed as the other blond's breath got closer and closer to her pubic mound.
I moved a little to the side so I could see, leaning against the door, cold on my bare ass. My trousers remained around my ankles.
Laura ran her tongue from top to bottom of Clara's slit.
"Oh my fucking god!" Clara cried, her voice almost loud but still less than a normal voice. "Oh yes, eat me."
Laura licked her pussy lips again then used her tongue to quest for Clara's clit. Clara quivered then suddenly bucked, her hips surging up, hard. Laura twisted her head and grinned at me, a lecherous smile of pride. She got down to her elbows, looped her arms around Clara's thighs and fastened her mouth to Clara's swollen and flowered pussy.
"Oh, yes, oh fuck, oh yes!" Clara grunted, her shivering hips lifted off the floor.
Laura maneuvered a finger to Clara's clit and began to gently rub it while spearing her tongue into Clara's parted pussy lips. She alternated this with sucking at each lip. Finally, Clara began to grunt and her hips pulsed.
"Oh fuck, fuck coming, coming coooommminnnggg." She groaned.
I needed no further instructions. I got behind Laura. She widened her knees. Her ass swished back and forth a time or two before I flipped up her skirt. Her bare ass and the pussy lips between her slim ass cheeks appeared. I did not take a bit of time to be tender. I shuffled forward and planted my cock into her. She shoved back at me, sheathing my shaft deep into her body. I gripped her hips and pulled back and rammed forward again. Laura's body flinched, clinched, caught and released. The last few inches of cock settled into her.
"Fuck her!" Clara cried.
All I could see was Clara's lifted head, looking down her nude body to the blond head buried in her crotch and beyond to me, crouched behind the woman. I pulled back and slammed forward. Laura grunted. I searched for a rhythm. Laura began to grunt each time my cock bottomed out in her body. Occasionally I would hesitate and stir her with my cock moving the end in a circle deep inside of her. Her head bobbed at Clara's crotch.
Clara squealed and then her whole body arched, her head rocked back onto the top of it, showing me just her neck and chin, and of course her huge tits. The breasts stood tall on her chest, even in her strained position. I hammered Laura and Laura ate hearty. Clara jerked and convulsed. She screamed this time, a choked squeal. Another orgasm lashed at her and the choke released. She squealed loudly, then her body bucked again and she screamed, all control gone. Her body flopped while Laura kept firm hold on her hips and legs.
"Oh, oh, oh no, not again oh, fuck me!" Clara called. Her voice seemed to linger in the air. She twitched and dropped her ass back to the floor. A moment later she began to pant really hard, her head nodded and nodded and then she squeezed her eyes closed and she came again, grunting and tensing before falling back to the floor. "Oh god, please no more. I will scream. I cannot, cannot, can, help, help, oh fuck!" She did scream then. It was loud, it was long, it was unmistakably the sound of a woman orgasming out of her mind. Her head shook back and forth, eyes clinched closed. Her hands stretched over her head. Her whole body bucked with the wash of orgasms that roared through her.
Laura lifted her head. "Fuck. We better get out of here." She scrambled to her feet, having pushed me back onto my heels. I struggled to my feet, pulled up my pants and moments later the two of us emerged from the dressing room. We saw a sour looking clerk staring at us.
"What was that noise?" Laura said loudly. "I cannot stand hearing that while I am trying something on. Let's get out of here." She walked resolutely towards the door. I looked around for Alissa and Chris. They were headed for the exit as well. I followed Laura's twitching ass, realized where my eyes were fixed and moved them. The four of us walked out into the flow of the mall, up an escalator to the next level. Laura and I were following Alissa and Chris and they ducked into a coffee shop and stood in line. They ordered coffee; Alissa paid. Laura and I ordered lattes and Laura paid. I felt like a rental again, flashing back on being Kyla's escort at the opera.



Alissa and Chris had found a booth and we joined them. When Alissa met my eyes, she laughed, she laughed long and she laughed hard. When she was finally able to catch her breath she leaned into me and whispered. "She was right. She is a screamer." Then she laughed some more.
I turned to look at Laura; the firebrand was gone. The look on her face was so frightened, so embarrassed . . . She cringed under my eyes. "This girl, you have no idea what I just saw. Laura Wills, you have got game!"
"You are not mad?" She said, her voice barely louder than a whisper.
"Mad! Mad? No way! I am so hard I want to bend you over the table and fuck you right here."
The look of pure joyous anticipation that enraptured her face caught me so by surprise I was stunned.
"Sonny." Alissa whispered. "Don't you dare. We'll, you'll get arrested."
"Do it, Sonny. I want to see you led off in cuffs with your dick hanging out." Chris chortled.
I looked at him, the surge of bravado passing. "Fuck you, Chris." He sobered but grinned when I did. I looked back at Laura. "Did you like that?" I asked seriously.
Laura nodded, gulped and nodded again. "Yes, Sonny. I did. I never knew, I am amazed. I have never, except as a mom, but that, Jesus fucking Christ that was exotic!" She swallowed hard again. "I mean, I mean erotic. That was fucking amazing! I never knew but now, now I understand."
Chris and Alissa were looking back and forth between us.
"What?" Chris said.
"What is she talking about?" Alissa asked.
For a moment I thought about deflecting but then focused on the erotic potential a thorough explanation possessed. For the next hour I told the story of Laura to Chris and Alissa. Some of it they didn't know and some of it they did. Both listened avidly when I described fucking her for the first time in my kitchen while my mother looked on and the scene with Brent and Mrs. Kingston. Both knew about her service with Alissa and her sister and even with Natasha. When I got to that last couple days, Chris added his commentary when he could, adding his details. When I was done, Alissa sat staring down into her empty coffee cup. Finally she looked up at me.
"So let me get this straight, you own her too?"
I nodded.
Alissa nodded. "You want to give her to strangers each time she comes? She owes you another now? One more from yesterday?"
"That's right."
She nodded again. Laura had listened to the rehearsal of her sexual adventures clinging to my arm, pressing my elbow between her breasts. I thought she was trying to distract me so I ignored her. I left out the part about her fucking her brothers, though. That really is private.
Alissa finally lifted her eyes and looked at me. "I know someone, a guy, young, hung, black. He would fuck her." Alissa muttered.
"What?" Chris said.
"I know a guy. He and his sister run a clothing store for their aunt. She does it for discounts and for a hobby. She loves clothes. He uses it to make white girls. His sister, she likes to watch. He would love to get a piece of Mrs. Wills, here." Alissa's voice was soft and hard at the same time. Despite the warning in her voice, I grinned.
"I like that idea. What do you think, Chris? One more detour?" I looked back at Alissa. "Then we take these two women back to your house . . . " I stopped mid-sentence. "Wait a tick." I took out my phone. I called Sammy. I got his voice mail. "Call me." I said and hung up, looking at Alissa the whole time. Then I noticed the hard look in her eyes and I wondered what I was seeing. I hesitated. "She likes to watch? What do you mean? Her brother and the white chick?" I felt Laura shiver when I said "white chick". Adrenaline or fear? Excitement or revulsion. I shifted in my seat. Laura had not gotten any strange cock, I thought and then found myself saying exactly that out loud. "She has not gotten any strange cock. That might be good." I kept watching Alissa. "Wait a tick. Is the sister ugly or something?"
Alissa smiled a wicked smile. "Not at all. She makes me look plain, in fact." Alissa licked her thick lips.
I really wanted to know what she was thinking but decided to delay that for the moment. We left the coffee shop and went to my car, mom's car. We rode in silence, Alissa sat up with me while Chris and Laura sat in the back. Laura moaned the whole time while Chris licked and sucked one of her breasts. Alissa kept glancing back at them between telling me where to turn.
Finally she said in a soft voice, "Sonny, my sister, she really got off on seeing a mother and son doing it. She talks about it all the time. I think she is beginning to have an effect on me. Suddenly, the idea of seeing Chris fuck his mother, that has me all bothered inside. I feel like I am excited or scared. I want to turn around and see her breast in his mouth, his lips on her nipple, pulling at her while she groans. Turn left at the light."
I did. Turned, I turned to look at Alissa. Her lips were parted and she was panting a little. She twisted to look into the back seat but looked around immediately, her eyes were closed. "God that is hot. That little place up on the right. Clams and Patches."
"Clams and Patches?" I inquired, parking.
Alissa shrugged. "Their Aunt loves clams, maybe? Does it matter. He will definitely fuck Mrs. Wills, here."
Laura moaned especially loud from the back seat.
I glanced in the mirror and could just see the back of Chris' head. Laura's head was pressed against the curve of the seat, her white neck exposed. She was panting, like she had just run a race.
I opened my door, went around the car and helped Alissa from the car. We waited for Laura and Chris to get it together. Chris got out wearing his tent proudly. Laura was flushed, twitchy, nervous. She should have been. She moved over beside me, looked around me at Alissa.
"Ah, Mrs. Honeywell, is, is he really well hung?" Laura asked in a small voice.
Alissa bent around me to look at the blond we were about to give to a strange man. She smiled rapaciously. "How would I know? I am not white. He only does white women. I know he loves blonds though. He will tear you up!"
Laura bowed her head, hugging her tits.
We all trooped into the store. It was a dowdy place but with nice green carpet and racks of high end clothing, seconds and second hand I thought because the tags were all plain, with no branding. I got a weird feeling. I am pretty straight. "What sort of place is this?" I asked softly. Then the girl appeared and it simply did not matter. If it was a white slave outlet I still wasn't leaving.
Alissa spoke sideways to me in a soft voice. "I defended the Uncle. He tends to take stuff that isn't his. When Elainah needs more stock, he and Rodney procure it for her. They have pretty good taste usually. Oh, here is Ahumay."
"Mrs. Honeywell! So nice to see you."
Laura moved out from behind me.
"Oh my." The girl said when she saw Laura. "I better get , Laydon. He would never forgive me if I, uh," her eyes flicked over me but did not seem to register. "If he did not get to see you." She turned away and walked back to the check out counter. She picked up her phone and made a call.
Ahumay was stupendous. She had long, straightened, dark hair that fell in waves over her shoulder, extending to well past her splendid breasts. She wore a white dress, stretched tight over her curvaceous body. Just below her breasts, her tummy peeked out of a large gap in the fabric. Peeked, the lower tip of the teardrop of flesh should have shown pubic hair. It didn't which suggested, well, it suggested, so it tickled my curiosity, let's say. The opening in her dress showed the whole expanse of her milk chocolate skin from side to side. The dress was a couple sizes too small so her breasts were bound in the tight white fabric. The back was no more complete but the porthole on the world was higher up, between her shoulders. She had those cool golden eyes that showed no emotion at all but seemed to look through everything she viewed.
Ahumay put away her phone and strolled over to us, her hips rolling from side to side. Fucking made me queasy watching like I was on a heaving boat somewhere. "My brother will be here in a moment. Please," she gestured, eyes fixed on Laura, "look around."
Laura did not move. She shivered once but looked up at me. I got the distinct impression she had shrunk. She seemed so small, so frightened.
Taking her cool cue, I bent and kissed her forehead. "It is all right, honey, look around if you like."
She did not move but then she nodded once and moved off. Moments later she was squealing and pulling a leather jacket from the rack. When she put it on, she cooed. She did look awesome! She twirled and then striped it off, looking guilty but thrilled both at the same time.
After about ten minutes, I heard a rumbling outside and a form flashed by, squealed and halted. The guy parked the motorcycle in front of our car, swung his leg over it and strutted to the door. The door opened and the guy appeared. The door clanged shut behind him, the customer bell jangling. He took off his helmet and tossed it onto the floor. He was about five six or seven and built like a young bull. He had on a yellow tee that fit him about like his sister's dress fit her. His arms bulged. His neck was about half an inch long and the size of his head. He had a broad forehead and thick lips, thicker than his sisters but the same smooth, clear, perfect cocoa skin she had. The guy was fucking handsome. What is worse, he had his sister's eyes, golden and gleaming.
I looked around and saw Laura staring at him. She did not move for several moments. She was off to the guy's left along the wall and he did not see her. She tossed the hanger in her hand and the blouse on it onto the circle rack and moved towards me. The black man caught her movement and his head whipped around. His eyes speared her like a snake strike. There was no menace in his look, I projected Alissa's comfort at being here. But there was a predatory lust in his gaze from the moment he saw Mrs. Wills.
Laura arrived at my side and pressed her breasts against my arm. I slipped an arm around her waist in the classic male possessive motion.
Rodney grinned.
"Alissa, look who's here." Ahumay called.
I twisted to find Alissa striding towards me. She walked like a starlet strutting down the red carpet. Ahumay was marvelous but no way did my Alissa look plain. Just watching her made my cock twitch. It got hard when Rodney turned around and turned over the "OPEN" sign on the door and locked it.
The guy walked over to us, eyes cool and unblinking.
I felt a thrill go through me. Giving Laura over to this man would be perfect. I had a feeling that she was going to enjoy the ride. In the crook of my arm, she was watching him and her body shivered against me. He stopped before us. His eyes never left her.
Laura was fixed in his gaze, entranced so she could not look away. "Oh, yes, please, Sonny." She whispered.
The slightest smile touched his lips. Alissa came up on one side of me next to Laura and Ahumay came up on the other. Ahumay touched my elbow with just the tips of her fingers and I felt like I had been shocked, an erotic current thrummed though me. I had no idea if this guy would trade sister for blond but I wanted to make that trade if that was in the offing.
"This is my brother, Laydon."
I looked askance at her.
She smiled an award winning smile and without a hint of asperity amended. "His name is Rodney but we call him Laydon. You know, as in lay down." Her smile broadened. "You know, because the girls all just lay down for him."
He had locked the door and closed the store. We were the only people present. He started it. With my eyes fixed on Ahumay, I said, "And you like to watch, is that right?"
Laydon growled. The fucker growled like a dog or a wolf. Yeah, a wolf, that is what is sounded like.
Ahumay immediately moved to his side and turned to look at me. She was taller than he was. She hooked her hand in his elbow. He stood with his hands crossed at his waist, one holding the other wrist. "Now, Laydon, don't be rude. Look what he brought you." She was staring at Laura. So was he. The look was the male/female version of the same thing. Two predators.
"Rodney. Nice to see you again." Alissa spoke into the sizzling silence.
His eyes clicked and he smiled. All the former still menace vanished. He looked like an all-American. He held out a hand. "Mrs. Honeywell! Wow, you look fabulous! What a woman! Any interest?" He ran a broad tongue slowly over his lower lip.
When Alissa replied, I swear her voice quivered. "You know better than that, Rodney. How is your Uncle? Keeping him out of trouble?"
He looked sideways at his sister. "She always calls me Rodney." He said with a rumbling chuckle.
"I wonder why, Laydon?" Ahumay tittered.
In that very moment I had a vision of these two fucking, his roped up body pounding her to orgasm. Everything about them said it happened, but then I decided it was completely oversold, just to fuck with people. They acted exactly like brother and sister, albeit, brother and sister who like each other, allot. But they had nothing about them that suggested to me that they were lovers. I was right, it turned out but I was one of a very few who did not mistake their obvious regard for each other. He protected her and she let him.
"No, I have nothing to do with Uncle Jay's habits. You know that, Mrs. Honeywell. He does what he pleases." His eyes came back to me, well, to Laura really. "Thank you for bring us customers. Things have been a little slow lately." One hand smoothed down the front of his tan slacks.
If he was hung, it was not showing yet. But then I did not spend more than a glance on his junk. I was busy trying to figure out how to get something for Laura. The thought that I was mulling over how to trade her ass to him for his sister sort of rattled me. But then I settled down, aware that that was precisely what was going on. I just hoped he understood that. If he didn't Chris might have to drive home because I would be in pieces in the trunk.
"So? Your sister for my blond. She is eager. I am willing. What do you say?"
Everyone got really, really still.
Ahumay finally noticed me. "He does not trade me for nothing. I trade him." She glanced down at her brother and patted his bulging arm. Her eyes were angry.
"But you like to watch?" I pressed. "What is that worth?"
Ahumay smirked. "She gets to experience Lay Down." She said. "That's what."
I was getting no love. I decided to change the game. I looked around for Chris. I seemed to have shrunk too. I found him standing to the side. No one had noticed and for all I knew he had blinked out of existence as I was risking to do. "Chris, Alissa's yours." I looked back at Ahumay. "Where is the dressing room? Or do you have a bed in the back there where they can get down?"
When Rodney smiled I felt a lot better. He looked at Alissa. "Mrs. Honeywell! Really? You into blonds too? I mean are you into having blonds in you?" He laughed.
Alissa however, stunned me with her somber response. "Sonny owns us both. He helped me with a business transaction and now my body is his to give and use as he likes. If you are nice to him, he might give me to you and I might let him."
Rodney swallowed his laughter and now he and his sister both looked at me with something like respect. Jesus, I wanted to hug Alissa, or whatever. I did not grin though I felt like I was going to bust. Before I could say anything, Alissa continued.
"He had me and my sister. At the same time. I thought you two might be interested in Mrs. Wills here but if you don't have anything to trade, we'll just be going."
Rodney showed his youth when he shook his head. His youth, hell, I would have done the same thing. In fact I was going to object myself if he had not beaten me to it. His eyes fixed on Laura.
Following Alissa's lead, I pushed Laura towards the two, holding her one hand high and guiding her into a twirl before tucking her back safely under my arm. Rodney's poker face turned into a poke her face. He licked her lips. Ahumay was not convinced.
"You always turned us down before, Alissa. What is different?" Ahumay asked.
"I was shopping for clothes then." Alissa said. Then she swallowed. "Sonny. I wanted him to see you. I thought he might like you."
I decided to try a cheap gambit. "I do. Part of your dress is missing, though. I think you got gypped."
Ahumay dropped her eyes with soft smile. She ran her free hand down the arch of her hip and thigh, running her palm down and up again before looking up at me through her thick lashes.
Laydon licked his lips.
I still could not tell if she was a player or a watcher. Laydon wanted Laura, though. She shivered again against me. Laura certainly wanted to be laid down by Laydon.
Suddenly I pushed her at him. "Go on. She's yours. You two enjoy her. We'll shop. But you have to make us a good deal if we find something."
That got them. They looked at each other. Laura stood teetering between us, abandoned and adrift. She shifted to one leg and widened her stance.
Laydon noticed and gulped.
I did notice his cock then, a surging twitch in his trousers. Pretty hard to miss something like that, not Sid-huge but Brent-big I thought.
He looked at Ahumay, "Sis?" He said asking.
The girl looked hard at me, ignoring her brother's eyes on her. Finally, she nodded.
Laura lifted her hand, extending it to them. Laydon took it and pulled her into the crook of his free, left arm. She oozed against him, pressing herself against him like she had been doing to me a moment before. She had been truly given away and she let him know she was his to do with as he pleased with her every motion. Laydon looked like he just won the lottery.
Mentally, I shrugged. I had helped myself to plenty of pussy the last couple days. Time to share. Or, maybe, the reality was that I wanted Laura to have what she wanted. Finally.
"We have a bed. Look around." Ahumay said, softly. "We'll be back." They all three drifted away. Ahumay released her brother and as soon as she was no longer touching him, he pulled Laura in to a tight clinch, kissing her hard while his hands squeezed and massaged her ass.
"Come on, Rodney. Don't get distracted." Ahumay and they disappeared through the door marked private.
When they were gone, the three of us stood still and silent for a few seconds before Chris expelled, "Cheese and crackers, Sonny. What did you just do?"
"She'll be okay." Alissa said.
I looked at the black woman. Her eyes were soft.
"You did a good thing there, Sonny. They will treat Mrs. Wills to a good time. She wanted it."
"The girl is unbelievable. Does she participate or just watch?"
Mrs. Honeywell shrugged expressively. "No one knows. No one volunteers who might know. Can you blame them? She might still be a virgin for all I know." For the next half hour we browsed through the store. The selection was uneven so searching was required. We were treated to a number of very loud, very distinct screams of ecstasy from the backroom, all one voice. Chris kept looking from me to Alissa. My former instruction to do Alissa seemed to have gotten lost in the muddle. He made no move and I did not volunteer her again. Time enough for that later.
My phone rang while Laura was calling to god for some reason with an unusual amount of commitment. Her cries were constant. I wanted to go back and see what they were doing to her in the worst way. Luckily my man Sammy called back.
"Sonny, the man, what are you up to?"
"Sammy! Thanks for calling back." I said. Alissa's head came up and she moved over to me, standing next to me. I think she wanted Chris to give her some attention and his curious reluctance disturbed her. She seemed to be waiting for me to push them together. I had a better idea. One I wanted to try out myself.



"Dude I was just shopping with Mrs. Wills and your Mom." I said.
"What are you doing with . . . oh fuck, Sonny, what are you up to now?"
"Funny you should ask. We were just discussing our plans for the evening and we wondered what you were doing . . . "
"Nothing. Nothing! Fucking nothing!" He nearly screamed.
"Oh, you have a date?" I said into the phone, ignoring him. "Sorry to hear that. I mean, great, have a good time. You'll be out of the house then?"
"No, Sonny! Sonny! I am right here. NO DATE! What are you . . . "
I continued to talk over him. Alissa was staring at me like I just asked her to strip and dance on the table. "Well, yes, it would be rude to cancel on her."
"Sonny! What the fuck . . .?"
I could hear the light go on.
"Oh, they are there. What time should I be there?"
"You have to meet her at eight? Too bad. I imagine you'll be too late to help me out with what I have in mind. You won't mind if we use the house for while, then will you?"
"Sonny. Sonny? Oh, you want me to be there at eight o'clock. Gotcha. I'm at home now. I'll run over to see Brent or something. Eight bells, see you then."
"Don't play your music too loud, dude when you come home. It might bother the neighbors. See you later."
"Oh, right come home quiet. I gotcha!" Sammy was burbling with excitement. "Eight o'clock. Shit, Mrs. Wills and Mom!"
I hung up. "Shit." I said. "Looks like it's just us."
"Sonny, what are you thinking?" Alissa asked, suddenly her self-assurance was around her ankles where I wanted her panties.
The thought struck me as perfectly wonderful. I turned to Alissa and placed my hands on her full hips, ran them down to the lower edge of her taut skirt and slipped under it. I ran them up her smooth, hot skin till I found the thin line of her thong around her waist. The skirt was bunched over my wrists. Her lower body was revealed. Chris stared at us from behind her, licking his lips like a hungry dog, er, wolf told to "stay".
I had just hooked my thumbs into the line of her thong when the private door opened and Laura tottered into the store, followed by Ahumay and lastly, Rodney, still buckling up his pants. Laura weaved, fuck drunk to be sure. Her hair was a mess and cum ran down both legs. She was a wreck. The three of them noticed Alissa's exposure at the same time. They stopped, in a line staring at my hands under Alissa's skirt. I pulled down on her thong.
Alissa, realizing they were behind her, gasped and shook her head. The shiver that ran her body matched what Laura had felt. The thong rolled into a neat line at the point of her hips. I pulled it out a bit and then down the swell of her hips, down the sweet taper to her strong thighs. By the time I knelt to move it towards her knees, she was panting. Her arousal seemed to be nearly instant. The skirt remained tucked into itself, showing her ass and all to everyone behind her.
Just at the moment, someone tried the door. It rattled and banged.
Alissa's hands found my shoulders. I felt her weight tilt onto me and since I was squatting, I thought we were going to topple. I got a knee down and skimmed her thong to her knees.
The door rattled again. No one moved.
"Oh Christ." Alissa mumbled, her voice a raw slur.
I pushed the twisted thong on down her calves. When I got to her ankles, I lifted one while she balanced on my shoulders with her hands, removed the thong and then repeated the motion with her other leg.
The door rattled once more then we saw a shadow pass along the front display window, flowing over the screen between us and the glass enclosed display.
I stood up and pulled Alissa's tight skirt down over her ass and hips, but not quite all the way. I could just see the line of her pussy lips between her spread legs. She bowed her head. I stepped back and looked at the brother and sister past Laura. Laura's white blouse was open. She was trying to fasten her bra. Her hands trembled.
Ahumay moved behind her and reached under the blouse and hooked the bra.
"Thank you." Laura breathed.
Ahumay and her brother came deeper into the store closer to where Alissa and I stood. Chris was off in the racks watching us.
I looked at Alissa, her head was bowed but she felt my attention, my eyes, my lust. When she looked up, I noticed her brown dress was unbuttoned down to just below her breasts, showing them both off to good effect. The stretch fabric V'ed around her breasts. I said in a normal voice, "I am going to fuck Mrs. Honeywell, Ahumay. Do you wish to join us?" I said that as much for Alissa's benefit as for anyone.
Ahumay studied me for a moment, moved around Laura Wills and nodded to me She approached me and extended her hand. "Fair is fair." She said but her lips trembled. I took her hand in mine, it tightened, tense with anticipation. I released her hand, understanding what to do next.
I walked around the rack beside Alissa to stand beside her. "Mrs. Honeywell, I think you should tell me something."
She turned her head but not far enough to see me. "Yes, Sonny?" She asked. Her voice was tinny, high, thready with tension.
"Would it be all right if I fucked you, right here in front of everyone?" I asked.
Alissa hissed, drawing her breath through her teeth.
I ran my hands up her back, found the hook on the back of her bra and released it. I put a hand on her hip and twisted her to face me. Her eyes were down. The bra was slack on her breasts, falling down inside her dress which caught it, uncovering her. She made no effort to cover herself.
I leaned into Alissa, finding my way in her curious behavior. "I want to fuck you and I want everyone to watch us." I said in a voice anyone could hear. "Do you think they would like to see me fuck you, Mrs. Honeywell?"
After a long pause, a trembling hesitation, she nodded. She was facing past me. Ahumay was behind her and Laura and Rodney were behind me. I had lost sight of Chris.
"Don't you think you should ask someone? This is their store, after all." I said softly.
Alissa lifted her head. Her eyes regarded me with such longing, such arousal I knew I was on the right track. She wanted to be displayed, to show herself sexual as she had not been till now. She shifted her gaze past me. "Do you care if he fucks me?" She said, her voice was a draught in the night.
From behind me I heard Rodney croak. "Fuck no. Fuck her."
I waited. My eyes held Alissa's gaze till she inhaled sharply.
"Please." Mrs. Honeywell whispered.
Ahumay moved behind me. Her voice tinted the growing gloom of the late afternoon. "Yes. I would like to see, to see Mrs. Honeywell, ah, undressed and, and have sex with you. You would let me, let us watch you and her?" Her voice held anticipation, arousal, and wonder in equal but very, very intense measure.
I did not answer. I took a light grip on Alissa's elbow and guided the semi-nude woman towards the counter. By the time we arrived she had apparently unbuttoned the rest of her brown dress down to the waist. Her torso was revealed, her breasts only partly covered by the lank bra. The stretched cloth still accented her bulbous ass. She turned and faced me.
I turned and found Ahumay beside me, just out of my peripheral vision. Her eyes shown with concentration.
I said, "Laura, undress Mrs. Honeywell for me, will you?"
The blond woman nodded. She moved to Alissa and pulled the shoulders of the dress off Alissa's shoulders. Alissa shuddered as her torso came fully into view. Laura removed the bra and dropped it on the counter. She smoothed the upper part of the dress off the black woman's shoulders, running her white hands over Alissa's darker shoulders. Alissa closed her eyes as Laura's delicate white hands caressed her chocolate skin. Laura pushed at the sleeves, unraveling them down Alissa's arms. Laura put her hands on Alissa's hips and pushed the dress down, around Alissa's hips. Laura shucked it off Alissa's hips. Her hands caressed Alissa's hips and thighs, forcing the tight dress down the woman's legs till the knees knit together and the dress pooled on the floor. Alissa stood in the chilly store, utterly nude but for her shoes. Laura, kneeling before the black woman ran her hands up and down the black legs before her.
"I think she needs garters." I said, turning to look meaningfully at Ahumay.
Ahumay's eyes lighted. She nodded and scampered off and returned with white stocking dangling from her arm and a red and white garter belt. She halted, suddenly, curiously confused about what to do next. I took them from her. She stepped back. I extended them to Laura. "Put them on her."
Laura, her eyes shining nodded eagerly. I moved to Ahumay's side and watched with her while Laura affixed the belt around the slope of Alissa's hips and the pulled each white stocking up each statuesque black leg. Delicately Laura fastened the stocking to the garter belt and then stood to consider her work.
Her black legs were encased in sheer white stockings. The red garter belt had four straps for each leg, each red with white trim. Her upper body was bare. Alissa's eyes were closed. Her pussy was framed in electric white an red lines. When Laura's hands left her, her eyes slowly opened. Her lips were parted and she was breathing distinctly, making her bare breasts rise and fall.
Laura turned to look at me, glowing with the beauty of her efforts.
"She needs a bra." I said. "Something sexy." I added unnecessarily. Ahumay nodded eagerly again, smiling. Her brother had not moved. He stood as though carved of ebony marble. One hand absently stroked the ridge of his cock clearly evident in his pants. Ahumay returned with a white and red bra that matched the garter. She handed it to Laura and the blond woman fit it carefully onto Alissa's breasts and fastened it into place.
Alissa was panting now. Her legs weaved forward and back. Laura turned her to face me, looking back at me, pride in her eyes.
"Kiss." I said softly.
Laura laid a hand on the side of Alissa's face and tilted her head. Alissa was completely passive. Then the blond bent and pressed her mouth to the black woman's full, parted lips. With her other hand, she pulled the bra strap off Alissa's Alissa moaned into Laura's mouth. All she wore was the bra, garter belt and stockings. Her pussy glistened. Laura pressed a hand in between Alissa's legs and Alissa groaned, her hips bucking forward in a violent reaction to being touched. They broke the kiss. Laura stepped back, her hand still pressed into Alissa's crotch, a finger bent and disappearing between the pouting lips of Alissa's glistening pussy.
"She is ready, Sonny. She is very wet." Laura spoke, staring into Alissa's eyes. She wiggled her finger, pressing her hand hard against Alissa's crotch.
"I want this." Alissa whispered, her voice filled with surprise. "I am so aroused. I am so, so, so . . . " Her eyes closed and she bowed her head, her hips shifted around and back and forth as the blond woman's finger probed inside of her.
I looked at Ahumay who has focused on the two women. When her eyes shifted to me, she blinked and then smiled slightly. It was friendly but cautious.
I moved away from her side and turned to face her. I removed my shirt, holding it in one hand. She extended a hand and I handed it to her. Her eyes fixed on my crotch. My cock twitched. I unbuckled my slacks. When I unzipped them, tracking down the arch of my hard cock, the girl licked her lips. I shucked my pants down and off, removing my shoes as I did so. I stood before her. Behind me, I heard kissing and turned to see Laura was plundering Alissa's lips while her hand worked between the black woman's legs. I turned back to Ahumay.
She nodded. "Please." She whispered. "I do want to see you. Like, that. Then, then I want to see you with her."
"Would you like ...?" She shook her head immediately. I skimmed my briefs down and off, standing before the extraordinary woman quite and proudly nude. Her eyes never left my cock. Behind me, Alissa groaned. I turned to look at her and say Laura slipping her finger out of her. Alissa shuddered, lifting her eyes but they only made it to my cock, my bare, hard cock. She licked her lips.
I approached the black woman. I turned her and gently bent her onto the counter. I unfastened the bra, deciding I wanted her breasts bare. The bra dropped to the counter. Laura helped untangle it from Alissa's arms. Alissa once more assumed the position, her elbows under her and her full breasts scraping along the counter top, hands griping the back edge. I looked back at Ahumay.
She was watching us, fascinated. When she felt me looking at me, her eyes shifted up to look me in the eyes. "I have never," she began but ended up chewing her lower lip. Then she started again, "I have never seen it. I always close my eyes and listen, I imagine but I never really see anything."
I turned around to look at Rodney.
He grinned and shrugged. "She always turns her back on us." He said softly. "I like it when she is there. It makes the girls more comfortable. They always come like a freight train!" Now he grinned and he looked really young, the confidence in his cocksmanship apparent in his expression. All allegiance to "cool" was gone. Only sexual pride remained.
I nodded, and moved behind Alissa. She was panting her head bent down past her shoulders, between her arms. I put my hands on her hips and opened her. The motion pressed her onto the counter so she could lift her hips, exposing herself to me, waiting. She panted and her skin sizzled under my hands. Her legs, still encased in the brilliant white stocking made a stark contrast with her black skin.
I griped her ass cheeks and pulled them apart framed by the garter belt and the straps down the back of her thighs. Alissa grunted, widening her stance and arching her back to lift her pussy. I ran a finger down her crack past the dimple of her ass hole, lower to her pussy. Alissa shivered. She hunched her body, lifting her hips, cocking them up to allow me better access to her pussy. She groaned when my finger stroked down the length of her pussy from the low end up to her clit. When I touched it, she flinched. My finger pressed into her soaked depths.
"Oh, please." Alissa moaned.
I took hold of my cock. "Mrs. Wills mouth or my cock?" I asked.
Alissa only moaned, burying her face in the crock of one arm. I ran my cock head down the cleft of her ass till it contacted her pussy. Catching my cock head in her lips, I gripped her hips and tried to push into her but I slipped through. My cock slid between her legs. Even that feeling nearly unhinged me. Before I could take hold of my own cock, Laura was beside us, pulling my cock back into line and then pressing me into Alissa's body. The black woman sighed and her body shivered. I ran my cock into her with a hard, steady thrust, impaling her with half the length of my cock. I felt the difference of the stockings changing into the smoothness of her upper thighs against my legs. Laura's hand wedged between us. I withdrew and Laura moved aside. I shoved back, penetrating the bent black woman. She moaned as I slid into her. Ahumay moved around beside us, her eyes were wide open.
"Oh gracious." She murmured. "You are ... ah ... doing it to her?" All semblance of the assured, sexual woman was gone. She was a girl seeing coitus for the first time.
I nodded. "I am inside of her." I said.
Ahumay's lips twitched. She moved closer and extended the back of her hand under Alissa. She pressed it against the side of Alissa's breast. Alissa moaned. The hand turned and cupped her breast. The moan attenuated, stretching out to please Ahumay. Ahumay looked pleased at the response to her touch.
I grabbed a hold of Alissa's hips and rammed her, driving my cock through the resistance of her body. Back and forward into her again. Alissa quivered, shaking as I drove into her.
"Oh gawd, fuck yes, fuck me." Alissa panted, rocking on her heels to grind back against me. I pulled her hard against me and she shuddered. Ahumay held fast to Alissa's tit.
I fucked Alissa with long, slow strokes, scoring the insides of her pussy with the head of my cock, lancing into her with dozens of perfect strokes. I fucked her till I felt the swimming deliciousness of my climax rising up in me. He held onto her body, the garters under my hands. I jammed my cock deeply into her and ground my cock around inside her body. Her plush ass cushioned me. Alissa groaned and beside us, Laura groaned, anticipation rich in her tone. Laura was removing her blouse and bra, leaving her skirt in place.
Chris and Rodney came closer, staring at Mrs. Honeywell bent on the counter, taking my cock.
I pumped cum into Mrs. Honeywell. She gasped and then bucked once as her body responded to what she knew was happening behind her.
Alissa's orgasm startled Ahumay. She withdrew her hand as Alissa bucked, stepping back from us.
As the moment passed, I regained my senses and stood back from the bent woman. She turned her head and Laura touched her delicate white hand to Alissa's dark cheek. Laura offered Alissa her finger and Alissa sucked it into her mouth. My cock got hard again. Something about the sight of Alissa's rich black lips sucking on Laura's white finger fired me full again.
"Your turn, Laura. Clean her up. I want you to lick Alissa's pussy. Clean my cum out of her."
Both women shuddered at once, as though they shared a body. Laura helped Alissa stand and steadied her when she swayed. Alissa pulled herself heavily up onto the counter, shifting her ass to sit on it. I moved over to Alissa and kissed her once more, twisting her to the side. I felt rather than saw Laura's lips find Alissa's pussy. Alissa suddenly sucked on my lips and her hand gripped me. An arm looped around my neck and her body twisted to rub her naked breasts against my bare chest. I bent an arm to grasp her great breast and squeezed it. She grunted and then she came, keening into my mouth while her lower body quaked. Mrs. Wills was surely and artist. Alissa shook and her hips bucked on the counter. She lost hold on me and made to lie down but there was nothing to lie on. She sat beside the cash register machine.
Rodney took two steps and pulled the machine off the narrow counter. Laura moved out of the way, Alissa turned and lay down the length of the counter. Laura resumed her position between Alissa legs. I helped Alissa center her ass on the narrow counter, her legs dangling. I kissed her tits, her body shifting as Laura resumed lapping at her pussy. I took Alissa's black breast in my mouth and sucked on it hard, sealing my mouth around her dark, aroused nipple, torturing it with my tongue, flipping its turgid stiffness which made Alissa moan and gasp.
"I cannot believe I am doing this." Alissa wheezed around her panting gasps. One hand lay on the back of my head as she fed me her great tit.
I released her breast. Her eyes found mine and they were filled with waiting, compliant eagerness. She wanted to be possessed, willing to do whatever I wanted. I moved closer to her thigh, placing my cock right over the arch of her black leg. Laura, sensing me, lifted her head and saw my cock. She took hold of it with a hand and moved to lean over Alissa's thigh, her black skin divided by the upper line of the white stocking. Laura kissed and sucked the helmet end of my cock, licking at it like it was a lollipop. Then she returned to Alissa's pussy and lapped at her till the black woman seized again, an orgasmic convulsion lasting a couple minutes at least. Once Alissa came again, Laura rose up and sucked my cock into her mouth, pulling it deep into her throat, sucking and swallowing around my steely cock, Alissa's leg between us like a bumper through which Alissa could feel both of our motions.



When Laura returned to the black pussy, her blond hair splayed over Alissa's legs, her white hands outlined against Alissa's black skin or blending against the white of the stockings. Alissa sighed and lying flat onto the counter, curled up to see what we were doing. She had been watching Laura suck my cock, avidly studying her technique and my response. While Laura ate her, Alissa swam through a current of pleasure. Her body shifted on the narrow table and twisted, presenting her pussy to the tongue probing it, trying to connect it to all the spots inside her body that longed for the blond woman's touch.
Laura ate Alissa to another orgasm and then returned to my cock. She sucked and licked and sucked for a few minutes before returning to the pussy.
"Fuck her." Alissa muttered.
I nodded, moving away from Alissa's open legs. Laura immediately got to her feet, keeping her mouth firmly at Alissa's entrance. I reached under Laura's black skirt and found her panties. I pulled them down her lean white legs. She shivered at my touch. She smelled of arousal and sex. Alissa came again but this time Laura did not relent or release the black woman. Moments later, Alissa came again. And then again, her hips rising with urgency but not much distance since she had nearly no leverage. Tensing her ass made her body rise, a sure sign of her response to the white woman's mouth on her cunt.
Ahumay moved up beside us, staring down at Laura feeding at Alissa's pussy. She reached out a hand and lightly brushed Laura's blond hair.
Laura moaned. Ahumay echoed it, crooning in tune with Laura's voice. Gradually, her hand stroked lower, onto Laura's bare back. Laura continued licking and sucking Alissa. Alissa's eyes were open, watching Ahumay.
With Laura's dress flipped over her back, I peeled open her hips and probed till I found her pussy. I shoved into her and Laura lifted her head and screamed. It was a loud, long, orgasmic shriek, squeezed out of her taut, bucking body. I felt the release flashing through Mrs. Wills as the climax culminated, mushrooming in her with nuclear force. Her pussy seized my cock in its tremendous, silken clasp, pulsing around me as she shuddered through wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure, long delayed but finally consuming her. She geysered, soaking us both. Laura bucked and wagged her ass, forcing me to ride her hard to control the thrashing of her body.
Ahumay stared but then looked at me. "I want," she began but whatever was there hung up behind her teeth.
I nodded. "Kiss her." I said but then repeated it, differently. "Kiss her tits." I said, giving Ahumay the choice. She nodded and bent over Alissa's breasts, She licked one and then kissed it very tenderly. Alissa watched till the woman's lips closed over her tight nipple. Then she moaned and lay back. Ahumay flinched but did not release the nipple in her lips. She sucked hard on it.
Laura held fast to Alissa's hips as the woman came. I shoved Laura further up Alissa's body. Alissa held the white woman, balancing her between her legs. Laura pushed Ahumay aside. Laura struggled and her mouth found Alissa's breast, sucking hard on the mammoth dark, aureole. I pounded Laura from behind. I lifted her leg and she climbed astride Alissa's seething body. She leaned over the black woman, grinding her clit against Alissa' crotch. I pulled free of the white woman and with one hand, probed once again for Alissa, shoving into her when I found her. I had to pull them both to the edge of the counter to allow entrance into Alissa's boiling cunt.
Laura lifted one leg over Alissa's leg, sheathed in the white stocking, her black skirt covering them both. This action pushed Laura higher onto Alissa's body. I pressed deep into the black woman and then pulled free, pulled Laura back and entered her, shoving my cock into her body. I loved the difference. How smoothness could be so different so distinct and still so luxuriously pleasurable I could not imagine. They were both indescribable. Laura's bare legs contrasted with Alissa's stocking clad legs and I was between them both. I could not imagine anything more wonderful. I did not have to, I had two women keening for my cock to slide into them. I accommodated them both.
"Jesus fucking Christ!" Rodney muttered. "He is fucking both of them."
Laura kept her ass cocked up while I slashed inside of Alissa. When I pulled free she would scoot down and take me into her body. She always kissed Alissa while I was working my cock into her body, balancing her weight as best she good with Alissa's help. Alissa's hand invariable found her white ass cheeks, pulling at them and squeezing them as I pressed my cock deeper. The black hands on Laura's butt contrasted with her white skin, rapidly turning pink. Alissa seemed to be trying to open Laura from the ass up, pulling at her cheeks and bucking beneath her as the two women kissed.
Finally, I pulled my cock from Laura and entered Alissa again, sliding Laura higher. Laura struggle to find purchase and shifted to the side. She positioned her pussy over the protruding point of Alissa's hipbone and began to grind her pussy onto it, peeling the garter straps as she did so. I pistoned into Alissa, Laura's clinching ass right before me. Alissa massaged it for a while till my cock seated fully into her body and she released the blond woman and put her arms over her head, finding Rodney who gripped her wrists and pulled her arms tight over her head. Alissa groaned and her body bucked, feeling herself captured by us all. She pulled hard against Rodney as I fucked her. My orgasm approached and for a moment I thought about putting my cock into Laura but did not. I wanted her son to eat her and thought it would be rude to leave her filled with cum. Then I realized she was full already. Poor Chris. Still, I pounded into Alissa. Sammy would have the same pudding Chris would, I figured.
I ground into Alissa and Laura ground her pussy down on the hipbone. Alissa threw her head back, grunting and pulsing up at me. Her head dangling off the end of the desk. Ahumay watched with fascination. Her eyes never once closed. Laura bent her mouth to Alissa's mouth, kissing her but the black woman shook her away. Laura kissed down Alissa's long, black neck, sucking and biting down to the black shoulder, arched and strained. I continued to ram ten yards of cock into Alissa a little at a time. She convulsed into a sudden tension. I loved the white stocking on my hips as her legs dangled or lifted to clutch hopelessly at me, trying to lock me into that perfect angle. The garter framed her pussy perfectly as I fucked her.
Abruptly, the black woman put her hands to the sides of the blond white woman's face and pulled their mouths together. The kiss was frantic and soulful, full of passion and demand while their bodies strained at each other. I began to come into Alissa and she groaned into Laura's mouth. My bucking motion announced my orgasm. The two women rocked with me. The pleasure surged through me, the sweet clinging slickness of Alissa's pussy suffused my body. I finally ran out of cum and sagged away from Alissa. My cock sloshed out of her pussy. She keened when the delicate head slid out of her. I staggered back, staring at the erotic tangle of the two women.
Rodney held Alissa's wrists with one hand and then unbuckled his pants, ripping them down. His cock touched Alissa's mouth and she sucked on the head till it hardened. She took as much of him into her mouth as she could, which was not much, not enough.
Laura moved her mouth off of Alissa's breast and got to her feet between Alissa's knees. She licked and sucked at the black pussy running with my cum. I watched her blond head working between Alissa's black legs, her hair a pale splash of luxurious color on the black skin.
I glanced at Ahumay. Strangely, she was looking at me. I gestured to her and she approached me. My cock was flagging, the starch pumped into Alissa. Ahumay sidled up to me, her hand finding my dewy cock. She gripped me. She looked at me. "Kiss me please." She whispered.
I did but it was a sister's kiss, delicate and chaste. Then she slipped away from me.
I was mindful of her brother who was getting his knob shined; he was not mindful of me or his sister. I could have fucked his sister in her beautiful ass and I doubt he would have cared. Alissa's head was bent back over the desk, her mouth was full of cock. Rodney moved it deep till Alissa choked. She sucked on what she could.
Rodney's eyes closed and he began to chant in an awkward series of groans, "Mrs. Honeywell, suck me. Mrs. Honeywell, oh Mrs. Honeywell!" When he came, Alissa kept sucking but he filled her mouth and in that position it was impossible for her to swallow. Soon her chin and cheeks were coated with cum. Then it ran into her nose and she convulsed, snorting. She pushed Rodney away, snorting and coughing. He staggered back and sat on his ass. Laura, wild with lust, kissed Alissa and the black woman calmed. Laura licked the white cum off Alissa's face. She moved down the panting black body and began to eat Alissa once more. Alissa moaned and then shrieked. Her body bucked. She twisted and nearly fell off the desk.
I saw Alissa's stomach twitch. Laura continued to eat the black woman till Alissa bounced on the table again, a thorough orgasm rifting through her. Laura gripped the bucking woman and, I assumed, jammed her tongue deep into Alissa's pussy. Alissa squeaked (my clue) and her body swelled off the desk. The black woman shook, holding her body on the desktop with both hands while Laura sucked at her pussy, licking and kissing. As Alissa came, I studied her and watched Laura ride it with her mouth and hands.
I had a moment watching the two women share themselves; the black woman was mine and increasingly, she seemed willing to do whatever I asked, so long as I found and amplified her pleasure. Seemed like a fair exchange. When Alissa sighed to a stop, Laura sat back, stood on wobbly legs and came to me, leaned against me and lay her head on my shoulder. She kissed me, her lips smeared with Alissa's cum.
"More." She whispered. "I want more."
I liked that she felt comfortable to say so. I reached around her and cupped her breast. She snuggled her face against my chest and neck. "Mrs. Honeywell, do you have anything to do this evening?"
Alissa opened her eyes, struggled off the table and stood up. "No sir." She said softly. "Just what you want me to do." Her voice quivered.
"We are going to fuck Chris and his mother." I said softly. I glanced at Rodney who had toppled onto his side on the floor. When I found Ahumay, I knew she had heard my comment. Her eyes were wide and she immediately glanced at her brother's bare cock.
"We are going to fuck them." I said.
"Ohhhh." Alissa said. She lifted her head to look at me. "I see what Melissa means about that. There is something so, so, oh fuck it is so sexy to think about watching Chris fuck her." Her eyes cast to the ceiling. "While you fuck me," she whispered. "God, the idea of them fucking while you are inside of me! Oh fuck, I want that. Yes, yes, anything you want, Sonny. I am surely yours!"
Laura lifted her head and looked over at the black woman. Alissa was clearly having a moment of her own. Mrs. Wills looked back at me, her eyes wide, inquiring. I kissed her nose and she pressed her body against me, cuddling close to me. Her skirt was back in place but her full breasts brushed against my chest. My cock rose beneath her. She pulled her skirt out from beneath her hips and my bare cock swelled against the arch of ass. She shifted till my hard cock was lodged between her ass cheeks.
"Alissa, is there any reason we cannot go to your house and continue this? You will be Laura's bitch for the evening."
Alissa did not answer right away. Her back was to me as she crawled into her dress, pulling it tightly into place, smoothing and tucking herself into it. She turned, her breasts swaying alluringly inside the stretch material. Her bra still lay on the floor. She picked it up. She shoved it into her purse and finally looked into my eyes. "I am yours, master." She said without irony.
"Oh yes." Laura said. "I am yours, too, master."
Okay. I felt really stupid and I could not help it. I glanced at the sister and brother watching us. Rodney had sat up and sat with his hands on his cock, tossing it back and forth. Ahumay watched her brother play with himself and I got the distinct feeling that something might have shifted in their relationship. Then my stomach growled and I realized I was likely not the only one who was hungry, for real food. "I think we should have a snack."
"Yes, Sonny." Laura said, grinding her ass against my cock.
I immediately wanted her. I pushed her to her feet and guided her to the table. She lay down on it like she read my mind. I flipped up her skirt, opened her again and rammed my cock into her. Her body accepted me completely. Laura growled with pleasure. I pumped my cock in and out of her pleasing body several times, stroking her till she began to pant. Only when I felt the mounting tension in her body did I pull free and began to dress.
"Oh noooo." Laura keened.
Alissa, watching us, moved over to the woman, her black hand cupped Laura's breast; she bent over the writhing blond woman and kissed her on the mouth. Laura tried to seize her face, hips pumping at the fresh air between her twitching legs. Alissa backed up, freeing herself. She found Laura's panties and delicately fitted them back onto her body. Laura lay still accepting the attention, staring with concentration.
Laura stood, located bra and blouse and put them on, careful to leave the distinct impression that she had just been fucked; her hair a mess, the buttons off-kilter so the blouse hung lopsided on her breasts, gaping and leaving glimpses of her pale translucent skin clearly visible.
Her dishabille was erotic and made what we had just done seem like hor d'oeuvres. I wanted the main course, but I needed to eat something first. I nodded to the brother and sister. Neither acknowledged me. Too cool was back. I led the little entourage out of the store and to the car. Laura took the coat she had found. Alissa kept the garters and white stocking and the bra. I thought everyone was pretty content with the exchange. I had no idea.
We ate at TGIF and ordered appetizers around
We had platters of chicken fingers and cheese sticks. We ate in silence. It was nearly six when we paid and left the place. No one spoke the whole time. I don't know what anyone else was thinking but I was thinking about Laura's ass. I was ready to fuck her ass. I had to think about chemistry homework just before we left so I could waddle out of the place.
In the car, once we were all seated, Chris with Alissa in the back seat and Laura sitting beside me. I sat still, not starting the car. Finally, after a long silent wait I said, "Alissa, did you say your house is empty?"
"Yes, Sonny." She said from the back seat.
"Do you mind if Chris and I fuck Mrs. Wills on your bed? You have been fucked on her bed after all, seems only fair, right?"
"Yes, Sonny." Alissa spoke from the back seat, her voice sounded a little choked.
I reached for but did not hit the start button. "Chris, show Mrs. Honeywell your cock and see if she knows how to suck it for you. I want you hard when we get to their house so you can fuck your mom."
"Sure Sonny." Chris said, his voice a twang above middle C. He had watched nearly all day. It was time to give him his due.
I started the car and in the back, I could hear the rustling of clothing and a moment later, I could see Alissa's head bobbing in the back seat.
Chris groaned.
Laura looked over at me, her eyes wide, licking her lips. She reminded me of the perfectly behaved little dog who had a terrible urge to pee but knew the car was not the place. The pleading in Laura's eyes was so delicious. She had no idea if she was going to finally be surrendered to her son's lust or not. She feared I was just teasing her. The doubt in her eyes gave her the jitters and she could not keep her hands still. She pulled at her long blond tresses and rubbed a hand down her thigh. In the back seat, Alissa sucked loudly on her son's cock but Laura resisted the urge to turn around and stare at them. Chris groaned as I drove us all to the Honeywell house.
I parked in the drive. "We are here," I announced. Alissa's head appeared in the back seat. She wiped her lips with the back of her hand and found my eyes in the mirror. She blinked a time or two.
"Well, come on in." She said.
I got out and went around to open Laura's door. She got out and she followed Alissa into the house. Chris got out last. I waited for him, glancing at his crotch and could see he was quite ready to collect on my promise.
"Really, Sonny? Now?"
"Yes, Chris, go fuck her. Hell, fuck them both." I said just as seriously as he had been.
Suddenly I did not exist.
I followed Chris into the house. The two women stood in the living room looking around in the late evening gloom. They did not turn on the lights. Chris found what he wanted just fine. He turned Laura's back to him. His hands grasped her breasts from behind, pressing his cock against her ass. After a startled moment, she groaned and leaned her head back against his chest. He lifted her dress and maneuvered her to the back of the couch. She bent over it and he fumbled at his slacks. They loosened and bunched around his hips, then trickled lower. His ass appeared when he jerked his briefs down.
Before he could move, Alissa shouldered between him and his mother, pulling the white woman's panties down her legs. Chris watched, a hand idly holding his stiff cock. Alissa disentangled the panties from around Laura's ankles. She stood up. For a moment, she stared at Chris then she moved out of the way.
Chris placed his hands on his mother's ass. She groaned. He opened his mother and fit his cock into her pussy and rammed it deep into her.
Laura shrieked. Her scream was unrestrained and seemed to fill up the darkness. Chris ground his hips into his mother. I moved over to Alissa and bent her over the couch beside Laura Wills. I pulled the tight dress over her broad ass, touching her between the legs which made her twitch.
"Chris, I did come in your mother. I thought we might eat her out a little before we filled her up the first time but now that is up to you."
After two dozen deep strokes into his mother Chris stopped. Then he jerked free of her. Laura keened with the loss of the cock.
Chris moved behind Alissa and rammed his cock into her. He was clearly aware of the tension in his mother and wanted to stretch her more. Alissa arched her hips, widened her stance and bent over the back of the couch, she pushed her ass back to meet his thrusting cock. After a dozen deep, increasingly furious strokes, Chris crushed himself against the black woman's ass and spewed into her. She shivered with him but remained reserved. She seemed to be lounging over the couch but as I studied her, I realized she was being used and reacting to that. This was the first time I had opened her up to another man, not counting giving her away to her son, which really shouldn't count, should it? I think she was adjusting to the feeling of having me watch her fuck another man, to being fucked on demand, to having her pussy filled with a cock not of her own selection or her own timing. Suddenly, the rhetorical flourish inherent in "being owned" sexually had taken on a full, new, and profound meaning for her, for us. Alissa was focused on the emotion of being a sexual object.
When Chris helped her to her feet, I could see it in her eyes. They were dark, guarded. Chris kissed her, opened mouthed and aggressive. Her eyes did not close and she laid a hand on one of his shoulders while the other fluttered in the air.



When they separated, I could see askance in Chris' manner. I took her hand and pulled her to my side. "Time for us to fuck our women, Chris. Follow me."
Alissa melded against me. Her unbound breasts swished back and forth most delightfully inside her dress. As we walked back towards her bedroom, I felt tension seeping out of her, replaced by a something I hoped and took to be anticipation. In the bedroom, I sat on her bed and pulled her between my legs. She put both hands on my shoulders and stood looking down at me, her breasts even with my chin. I began unbuttoning her brown dress, making each action distinct and pronounced. By the time it parted, revealing her breasts, Chris and Laura appeared, both looking sheepish. They stopped at the door and watched me push Alissa's dress off her shoulders. She shrugged a little and posed her arms behind her so I could smooth it down them and off. She immediately replaced them on my shoulders. I pulled the tight part of the dress down her hips and let it slithered down her legs, she stepped out of it. She gazed at me, her eyes softened and she smiled a secret smile. She wore only the garters and stockings. I thought about leaving them but decided that we would shred them if she left them on. I unhooked them and rolled the stockings down her legs and off. I removed the garter belt and Alissa was completely nude.
I looked over at Chris. "Side by side, Chris. I want us to enter them at the same time. They need to feel each other being fucked, sense the sensation of being entered while the woman next to her is receiving her cock as well." I was free lancing. No one seemed to care.
Chris and Laura moved behind me and I felt them on the bed. Laura crooned and sighed, her voice filled with pleasure and the pent up unexpressed passion of the last many weeks of sexual proximity without release. Even with her few orgasms, they could not have been sufficient to release the energy stored in her body. She needed to be fucked and to come till her body echoed with it.
I ran my hands down Alissa's back to her ass, stroking up and down for a while. She finally closed her eyes and sighed. "I am going to fuck you Mrs. Honeywell, while Mrs. Wills fucks her son beside you."
Alissa's eyes opened. Her head nodded once. She bent of her own accord and kissed me, fitting her lips over mine and pursing them against mine, very gently. That simple motion gave me a huge buzz. My flagging cock responded and despite myself, I found my cock rising once more.
Alissa noticed, straightening to look over her bare breasts at my cock. Still she did not speak.
Behind me, I felt the bed shift and turned to see Mrs. Wills settling onto her back, nude, her nipples aroused and tight and high. A moment later, Chris covered his mother. Laura moaned.
"Buddy, you are too slow. I am waiting on you." Chris said tightly.
I lifted one of Alissa's black breasts and sucked it into my mouth. She gasped and lifted her chin, showing me her dark neck, exposing herself to me while closing her eyes. She dropped her arms and planted them on her hips, then moved around to cup her own ass. I sucked hard on her breast, watching her face. I finally sat back. Alissa opened her eyes. I sat staring at her breasts, full billows of flesh. I moved my mouth and breathed onto her breast. Alissa gulped.
"Watch them, Chris." Laura said softly.
My tongue extended and I touched her aureole, licking it with one long swipe.
"Oh gawd." Alissa breathed. "So precious. Oh yes." Her hands found my shoulders again, holding and guiding and feeling me move before her.
I moved to the other and repeated the action.
Alissa shuddered. Her hands became claws in my neck.
I loved the feeling of her hand clinching tight on my shoulders, communicating the tension building in her nude body.
"Suck them." Alissa whispered.
"Yes, Chris. Suck them." Laura echoed from behind me.
I wanted to turn and see what they were doing but Alissa was quivering with the intensity of my attention and I did not want to release her from that knife's edge. I did as she asked. She shivered more violently as my lips fit over her nipple. I inhaled and pulled a large area of her nipple, aureole and breast tight into my mouth. My tongue touched the nipple and Alissa jerked without moving, however that is possible.
"Oh Sonny!" She sighed. "Oh I do love your lips on my breast. When your tongue touches my nipple, I feel like I could come."
I heard the distraction in her voice. I pulled away and she sighed but I found her staring past me. I twisted to follow her gaze and found Laura laying with her hands over her head, her knees up and Chris, naked between her legs, his mouth on Laura's breast. While we were looking, Laura opened her beautiful eyes and saw us immediately.
"Don't stop." Mrs. Wills breathed.
Chris certainly thought she was talking to him. I understood she was talking to us, her eyes were certainly fixed on us. I looked to Alissa and she smiled a little, nodding once. She did not move but waited. That very inaction wound me up like nothing else she could have done. She wanted what I would do and was waiting on me, passive, expectant and calm, completely in my sway, completely compliant.
In a vast second all the options this nearly nude woman offered me with her stillness flitted through my head. Such wonderful options! I settled on her other breast, kissing it gently, slowly before sucking on it and then releasing to breathe around it, cooling her skin with my breath.
"You kiss my nipple with just your lips. They are so gentle on me, I can feel them on my body, all over me. I am filled with passion, so full I cannot move." Alissa panted.
I sucked harder on her breast, pulling at it hard.
Alissa grunted. "When you suck on my breast hard like that, flipping my nipple with your tongue, my pussy tingles and I remember your cock entering me and I long for it, long to have you mount me."
I flicked her nipple with my tongue as I sucked. I can take a hint. Till then, my hands had lain lightly on her waist, feeling the arch of her hips under them. I loved that firm feel of her body, compliant and waiting before me. I moved a hand around to the full bulge of her ass and pulled at her. Alissa shuffled closer. My hand cupped her ass, entrenching my fingers in her dark flesh.
She groaned. "Oh yes. I love your hand cupping my ass, ticking my asshole with your fingers. I imagine you pressing a finger into my pussy and I know I am wet, desire drenching me while you suck on my breast. Ohhhhh Sonny!"
Her voice was rich with arousal. I moved to her other breast. Sucking the nipple with just my lips, like a baby seeking milk, that made Alissa twitch. I sucked as much of her breast into my mouth, sucking hard, harder than before, laving her nipple with my tongue.
"Oh fuck, Sonny. I want it. I do. I want to be on my back like Laura, but I want your cock. When you suck my breast full into your mouth like that, my whole body longs to have you between my legs. I shiver with anticipation of that delicious moment when your cock first touches my pussy and then the head . . . oh Sonny, the head . . . "
I pulled her closer, close enough to tuck the end of a finger into her pussy from behind. The action made her grunt. I was about at the end of my rope. I was about ready to throw the woman onto the bed and fuck her hard and fast. But I might hurt someone. I had to go slow and the growing suspicion that Chris was taking directions from me via Alissa's commentary and the pleasure it must be giving Laura stalled that violent urge. I released Alissa's breast.
"Oh no." Alissa groaned but said nothing more.
Having this powerful woman standing before me quivering with lust, filled with erotic longing and compliant to my every action engulfed me with pleasure. I wanted to consume her and return my own pleasure to her a thousand fold. I wanted Alissa to faint with bliss. I gently pushed her back from between my legs. She tottered and swayed. I stood up and moved away from her, gently separating from her.
"Lie down." I said.
Alissa looked at me for a moment, her gaze smoldering with desire. She licked her lips. "Yes, Sonny." She said softly, with a conspiratorial little smile. Everything about her thrilled me, filling me with lust and desire. Chris lifted his head from his mother's breast. It had a large hickey forming on the inside of it, near the underside. Laura lowered her legs. Chris looked at us and seeing me standing, struggled to his knees and got off the bed. Laura opened her eyes. They blazed with passion.
"Oh no, don't stop." Laura Wills said, her voice wretched with need.
"Lie down." I said.
"Yes," Laura echoed, patting the mattress beside her with one hand. "Lie down. Let him fuck you. Let him put his cock in you. Please. Please."
Chris smiled at his mothers expression of need, the very image of wanton hunger.
Alissa did lie down, finding a place beside Laura Wills. The sight of the nude black woman, larger in line than the naked white woman, lying side by side, both looking up at me, god but it was a sight! They were not touching and I wanted them to touch but did nothing. I left that urge dangling and unrequited for the moment. We would fill them first. That reminded me.
I looked down on Alissa. "Tell me you want me to fuck you." I said softly.
Laura heard and looked at Alissa.
She turned to Chris. He was staring down at her, then they both looked over at Alissa.
Alissa closed her eyes. "I want you. I want you to fuck me. I want your cock. I want you to slide your cock into me, to make me open up to you. I want to feel your weight between my legs." She lifted her legs, holding them with a hand behind each knee, a pose suggestion only one thing.
"Oh fuck me, please. I want your cock, Chrisy, please fuck me. Oh my beautiful son, please put your cock in your momma! Please fuck me, Chris!" Laura lay contorted on the bed, her face flushed, her eyes tight and intense. Alissa held tight to her bent legs.
Perfect. I thought.
"Mrs. Honeywell, don't you have shackles somewhere."
Alissa's eyes got wide but she nodded.
"Where?"
"In the closet, at the back, in the bottom drawer at the back."
I went into the walk-in closet and found two sets of shackles. Emerging from the closet, I confronted three sets of eyes. I tossed one set to Chris. "Hook her up." I said.
Chris caught them and after a slight hesitation, he turned to his mother who was in perfect position, her arms stretched over her head, gripping the rungs of the headboard. He fastened one cuff on one wrist and looped the chain around the rungs and locked the other onto her other wrist.
"Oh honey!" Laura said, swooning with gurgling lust. Her hips rose and fell as the feeling of her situation rippled through her.
I moved around the bed. Alissa watched me with hooded eyes. When I stopped beside her. She widened her legs, showing me her gaping pussy. I reached down a finger and ran it up her slit, caressing her folded crease, encountering the flow of her arousal.
"Oh, your touch, Sonny. Touch me some more." Alissa cried.
Instead, I hooked her up, similar to what Chris had done. The two woman, lay shackled, nude, white and black, waiting; side by side on the bed. They pressed their legs close together, opening themselves to us. White thigh to black thigh, they lay looking at us, waiting. We finished undressing. When we finished, both women were staring at our cocks. I looked across them at Chris. He was staring at the two nude women. When he finally noticed me looking at him, he grinned but he said nothing. He was naturally taciturn but before the MILF list, his natural silence had been paired with a passivity. That was gone. Now it was a restrained aggression, directed with precise purpose and erotic effect.
We were both nude. His cock and mine were both hard, erect and ready.
He looked up at me, somber. "Sonny, you have no idea, no idea what you have done. I," he stopped, something he wanted to say stuck in his throat.
I did not know what was in his mind but his difficulty in speaking made me dismiss it. Nothing should change this perfect moment. I held up a hand. "Stay there for a sec." I said. Then I got onto the bed. I had in mind to enter Alissa and put my cock into Laura's mouth but that would cancel the moment of mutual penetration. I gestured to Chris. "Together. Better we do them at the same time."
Chris got between his mother's legs. Watching each other, we crouched over our respective women. We watched each other and touched the pussy lips below us at the same time.
Alissa jerked, rattling the chain on the rungs of the headboard. "Oh yes, Sonny, I can feel the head of your cock. I am so wet. I want you inside of me. I am quivering inside. I want you to pump your cock into me. I want you to fuck me, Sonny! Shove your cock into me. Mount me, Sonny. Make me a woman again. Fill me with your cock!" Alissa was chanting, her head turned toward Laura so she was nearly talking into Laura's ear.
I pushed into Alissa.
Chris pushed into Laura.
Laura's body arched and she shrieked. The chain clanked against the headboard rungs when she jerked hard at her shackled hands.
Alissa lifted her legs, butterflying her legs to receive me. I sank down into her molten pussy.
"Oh gawd, yes. Laura, he is entering me."
"Yes. Me, ugh , too." Laura echoed.
Alissa's thigh lay against Chris' legs and Laura. She hunched her ass up at me. I got to my elbows and slipped my hands under her full, black ass.
"Oh Christ, I love having your hands on my ass. You are so deep in me!" Alissa groaned.
Beside me, I could feel Chris shifting so I turned to watch. He sank into his mother, filling her with his cock as he released his weight onto her, slipping his hands under her ass. He gripped her and looked over at me. At the same time, we lifted and crashed down into our women.
Both woman suspired, exhaling with a happy "whoosh" and an "oh, yes!" For several minutes, Chris and I fucked in unison. We fucked, he in his mother and me in the black woman I owned, for several minutes. He would look over at me and when he did, I would stop, bending to take one of Alissa's breasts into my mouth, sucking her hard while she keened. Chris followed, placing his mouth on his mother's full breast, sucking the nipple into his mouth before releasing it and then suddenly biting down on it hard. Laura bucked under him, managing to lurch without moving her trapped nipple. Chris lifted his head and looked over at me.
I released Alissa's breast and looked up at her beautiful face, tilting down to look at me. I bent and kissed her full, erotic lips. She kissed me back, a kiss full of lust and desire. She wanted this, wanted me inside of her, loved the feeling. I could taste it on her lips. Beside me I felt Laura's legs spreading, pressing her thigh against my side. I heard them kissing, wanted to look but didn't. I rose up. I looked down at the woman I was inside. Alissa stared up at me, her eye shining with passion. I sat between her open legs, my cock lodged inside of her, her thighs over my knees.
After a moment, Chris noticed our silence and matched my pose over Alissa. When he looked at me, I said, "Hold still a moment." I leaned over and kissed Laura on the mouth. Her kiss was fiery, fierce and passionate. She groaned. I felt Chris pulse his cock into her. Alissa clinched her legs around me, holding me tightly inside of her body while I kissed Laura. I finally tore my mouth from Laura and she keened, panting and gasping. I found a nipple and sucked on one side of it, pulling at her flesh till it bulged in my lips. I marked her and she shuddered with the feeling of my lips on her and her son rooted in her cunt. She held still but Chris rocked inside of her.
I pulled back and Chris kissed Alissa. I felt the effect of his kiss communicated through the flesh of her pussy; it pulsed and twitched around my cock. I groaned and she released her legs. Her hands gripped the rungs as she tensed, lifting herself to meet his kiss. Chris twisted to suck on her breast. When he nipped at her, Alissa squeaked and her pussy clinched. I wanted him to do it again but Chris pulled back from the black woman. He looked over at me.
"Please fuck me, son. Make me come!" Laura spoke, her voice taut with desire.
Suddenly I did not exist. Chris turned to his mother and began to pound her. I followed his lead, pounding my cock into Alissa. Chris had his hands planted at Laura's shoulders and was leaning on them, elbows locked. She rose up, pulling hard on the shackles on her wrists. She managed to get close to Chris with her mouth. He met her with his and they kissed.
Alissa watched them, licking her lips. When her eyes met mine, she mimicked the motion, arching her body up as far as she could. When I kissed her, she moaned. I moved my hands down to her ass as she slowly folded back onto the bed. With an ass cheek in each hand, I began to pound the luscious black woman. She bucked and tensed under me.
Laura came first, though, thrashing and jerking. I could feel the bed rocking from her motions. She seemed to ignite the orgasm in Alissa. Alissa swooned and arched against me, lifting me up while her ass bunched in my hands till she bucked and jerked and squeaked, her voice and words trapped behind gritted teeth. Her ass dropped to the bed.
I immediately pulled my cock out of her.
"No, stay." Alissa said in a small voice.
Chris pulled out of his mother. We both sat back on her heels. I shuffled back to the end of the bed. I gestured at Alissa's open legs.
Chris did not hesitate but climbed over his mother's leg and over Alissa's to position himself between the open, black legs.
Alissa's belly rolled and bunched as she understood what was happening.
Laura opened her eyes and saw her son between the black woman's open legs. She nodded hard. "Yes, Chris, fuck her. I want to see your cock slide into her."
Chris did as instructed.
"Of fuck!" Both women spoke exactly together as if he were entering them both at the same time. Chris dipped his head and sucked a dark breast into his mouth.
I meanwhile, had moved over and crawled up between Laura's legs. She did not look at me, keeping her head raised to watch her son fuck Alissa. She had seen it all before but now she was involved directly and intimately. It seemed to affect her completely differently. I watched them, seeing the beautiful contrast of his white skin on her darkness, their passion blending as their body surged together. They rolled and kissed, his mouth tracked down her august neck while she strained to expose herself to his lips. Alissa moaned each time his cock sank through her flesh deep into her pulsing body.
Laura's head was raised, straining to see her son fucking Alissa clearly. I took her legs under my arms, lifted them over my shoulders and entered the blond woman. She jerked and as though utterly surprised, shrieked through the long, attenuated orgasm that wracked her. I held onto her ass, getting to my knees beneath her so I could pull her onto my cock as she came. The motion first interrupted her head long plunge to ecstasy but as I ground her against me with my hands on her ass, she resumed her orgasm, a rolling series of crashing convulsions punctuated by her constant garbled gasping commentary of wordless nonsense.
Beside us, Chris began a regular motion, pistoning his cock into Alissa Honeywell. Finally he ground his cock deep into her and stopped. "Want to come in Mom." He gasped.
Laura had calmed from her initial penetration. I got off the bed and Chris moved between his mother's legs. She groaned as he entered her and then pulsed as he began to come, pressing his cock hard between her legs, deep into her pussy. I walked around the bed and mounted Alissa.



"Alissa, when we are done, Laura is going to eat you and the she is going to beat your ass and then we are going to fuck you, both of us." I wheezed into her ear, plenty loud for Laura to hear us but I am pretty sure she was not paying any attention, focused on her orgasming son.
"Yes, yes, yes." Alissa said, punctuating each penetration of her pussy with my cock with each syllable.
My orgasm arrived with almost no precursor. One moment I was pounding into her and the next I was grinding my cock into her, filling the black woman shackled on her own bed with my cum. She sighed and pumped her hips in time with my pumping climax. When I ran dry, I relaxed onto her, my elbows like kickstands under us so she could breathe.
After a nap or after recovering from blacking out, I roused and got off the woman I had just fucked. She looked at me, her eyes glistening.
Chris got off of his mother and looked at me. "Should we clean them up?"
I shrugged and we did, towels and warm wash clothes. Both women cooed as we wiped and dabbed them clean. When we were done, I released the shackles. "Who wants to be on top?" I said.
Laura Wills moved first, sitting up and getting to her knees. She turned around on the bed, her eyes on Alissa's pussy. Alissa slid down to the middle of the big bed. Laura got astride Alissa's head and lowered her pussy. Alissa gripped the white ass over her face and pulled it down, her black fingers looking like spidered netting. Laura grunted and dropped her body hard onto Alissa's face. She then got to her elbows and licked expansively at Alissa's open crotch, slashing at the pink and gray lips of the black woman's pussy. Alissa's hips humped up, jumping off the bed as Laura fastened her lips carefully over her oozing center.
I glanced at Chris and he met my glance. Two nude guys watching women eating cum out of their pussy's. He turned his attention back to his mother. Laura rode Alissa's face, grinding down onto Alissa's tongue. Alissa maneuvered Laura's ass, moving it side to side and then pulling it hard against her mouth. Laura groaned and lifted her head.
"Chrisy, she is eating your mother. She is tasting your cum, the cum you just dumped into me. You just fucked your mother and I came, oh, oh, oh yes, came, came with my son's, ah, ah, ah cock in me. Oh Chrisy!" Laura collapsed, grinding her pussy down onto Alissa's mouth. Alissa continued to suck, the squishing and sucking sounds filled the room. Laura proceeded to come and come.
After a few moments of rest, Laura lifted her ass a little, getting to her knees; then she fit her mouth over Alissa's black cunt and sucked and lapped, licked and kissed till Alissa screamed beneath her. Aliss'a black body arched, shoving her pussy hard up at Laura's practiced mouth. Laura plunged fingers into the woman's pussy and probed around. She struck something and Alissa screamed and bucked into a fresh round of orgasmic pleasure.
In the next few minutes, they took turns; coming on the other woman's mouth while ignoring the pussy before their faces. After several orgasms each, they rolled apart, gasping and panting.
"Chris, I suggest I do her ass while you do the pussy. Then you can have the ass if you like."
Everyone stopped what they were doing. No one looked at me. Then Chris pulled his eyes off the two women. He nodded, focused. "Mrs. Honeywell?" He asked. "Or Mom?"
I shrugged. "Both but one has to be first. You choose." The women listened to this exchange and sat up.
I waited while everyone cleaned up a little. The women spent some time in the bathroom doing their business, finally each showering and emerging one at a time, fresh and clean, ready for what I had next in mind. Both woman took positions on the bed. They looked at me without speaking.
"There is lube in the bathroom, bottom drawer on the right." Alissa said finally into the silence.
I found it and returned to the bed to find Laura astride her erect son. She reached between her legs, presumably finding his cock and sank down on it. Alissa got to her knees and, without dislodging the cock from Laura's cunt, maneuvered them to the middle of the bed and got pillows under Chris' ass.
Once situated, Laura began to ride her son, shifting her narrow hips and grinding herself down onto him hard at the end of each fucking cycle. She repeated this till a little orgasm flickered through her flesh, licking at her, making her eyelids flutter. Chris held her hips, giving her help in the motion. After her little orgasm, I got onto the bed. Alissa came around the side and took the lube from me. She lathered up my cock and with some on her finger, held Laura's pulsing ass still while she slathered the lube onto Laura's ass.
"Oh gawd. Oh gawd. This is my, never before, first time." Laura panted.
Alissa glanced at me with a sort of sinister look just before she jammed her slick finger into Laura's ass. Right in front of me, Alissa fucked the white woman's ass with her black finger, jamming it into Laura a little at a time, over and over till she was stroking the woman with her whole index finger. Laura was writhing under the assault, grinding her hips down onto Chris' raised body. Chris gasped each time his mother ground down onto his cock. Laura could not quite lift herself off of his cock but she took it deep, over and over again while Alissa fingered her ass.
I took hold of my cock and rose off my heels. Alissa withdrew her finger, gripped my cock for me and directed it to Laura's ass hole. My cock head kissed her slick little cone and Laura became completely still. I gripped her hips and pulled her back, sheathing my cock into her ass, jamming it as far in as I could, a few inches maybe.
Laura grunted and then her body convulsed, just once. "Oh fuck me." She cried. "I want it. Never before but now I want to have two cocks in me. Now, please!" She screamed. She shifted and lifted her hips just enough to make it apparent she was coming. I pushed into her a little further before pulling back. My cock lost her ass. Alissa, avidly watching us double team the blond woman, seized my cock and redirected it back to her asshole I shoved forward and more of my cock sank into Laura Wills. I pumped her ass a few times, each time making more progress, driving my cock deeper and deeper into her body, over and over.
Laura keened and grunted with each cycle of cock in and out of her ass. She seemed unconcerned with the violation. She groaned but gave no hint that she wished me to halt my progress, even pushing back to impale herself further on my cock. Her only inhibition seemed to be the evacuation of her son's cock from her cunt in the process. Finally, I began to stroke her as deeply as I could, grinding her body down onto her son's cock in her pussy. This settled her, filling her with cock. Her hips began to shake and her body twitched from side to side. I increased my pace, pounding into her ass, not straight down but down and forward in a motion that impaled her more fully on her son's cock.
My cock was spiking into the blond woman when I heard it, the pounding sound of rap music from up the street.
Sammy Honeywell was coming home.
I jammed my cock hard and deep into Laura. When I began to come, she screamed something in no language I knew but I took it for approval. She groaned and I felt Chris push up into her, his hand at her waist near mine on her ass, pulling her hard down onto his cock. Laura shuddered before me, her whole body shaking and then she came again. And again. And again. I ground down on her, forcing her hard and tight onto her son's cock.
Each time, she gasped for air, tried to speak only to have a new wave of pleasure crash into her, shattering her mind and defeating her voice. She gurgled, she croaked, she screamed. The music pounded around us. When it went silent, Laura's screams seemed to fill the void. She choked off the scream as soon as the music was gone. Her body went lax a moment later, twitching with little aftershocks as her body adjusted to her twin penetration.
I leaned over her, coating her like a blanket, a blanket with a cock wilting out of her ass hole. "Count them, Mrs. Wills. You will owe me one stranger for each one."
Laura grunted under my weight, Chris grunted too and twitched under our Laura sandwich. She lifted her head. "Yes. Seven. I owe seven." She said.
I grinned and pulled back off of her. Outside, Sammy's car door slammed. I pulled my cock out of Laura Wills and staggered to my feet. I knew he would see my car in the drive. Well, my mom's car, anyway. The one I usually drove. Alissa cleaned off my cock and handed me my pants.
"You go talk to him." She said, her eyes, worried.
I nodded, climbed into my pants and padded down the hall into the living room. The door opened as I arrived and Sammy saw me in all my glory, still struggling to get my pants zipped without pinching cock or balls or ball sac in those nasty little teeth. That is enough to make a guy's eyes water and swear to always wear underwear. I wanted to avoid it. I did not want Sammy to think I came out of his mom's bedroom with tears in my eyes. Didn't seem right.
Sammy stopped just inside the door. He stared at me but I was not sure he could see me. Finally I realized he was waiting for his eyes to adjust to the gloom. The floodlight was on outside; night had fallen and he was likely blinded in the darkness.
"You could shut the door." I said.
"Jesus, Sonny, what took you so long?"
"Who did you expect?"
"My dad's rental car was that model last time he came by. Fucked me up. I thought . . . "
"What did you think, Sammy. Your mother is mine to do with as I like." In retrospect, that might have been just fucking mean. I am not sure, even now, why I said it that way. I claim I was come drunk when I went out to talk to him.
Sammy did not take umbrage but he did deflate. "I thought, I thought. No matter what I thought. She is yours. But I want Cici Duncan."
I shrugged, aware I had been prickly when I did not need to be. But I needed him to pout and go to his room. I wanted him to give up on the conviction he was going to fuck his mother. "She is a grown woman. She fucks who she likes."
"Well I want to fuck her."
I shrugged again. "Fine. Now?"
"Trying to get rid of me?" He said, his voice hurt.
My gut lurched. This was for Alissa. He just had to stick with me for a little while longer. "Don't be like that, Sammy. You can go to your room if you like."
Sammy stared at me. "Fuck, Sonny, what did you get me here for if you were going to sideline me? It ain't even nine yet."
I shrugged. "I was just fucking with your mom. She, she likes the idea of fucking you, you know. She, she wants it as much as you do."
Sammy glared for a minute. "You are such and asshole but you are our asshole." He chuckled. "I never had such high grade pussy. If you think I am going to complain, go fuck yourself. I will fuck your mom the first chance I get. I'm getting a Coke."
I shrugged again. "It is your house too, but we are going to be in your mother's room making her scream."
"We?"
I could not see Sammy's face; it was a dark smear in the gloom but I could see his eyes glittering. I hoped he was not getting angry. Sammy was easy going right up to the moment he wasn't; then the residents of Nagasaki needed to take shelter. I had only seen it once and it was not pretty . . . for anyone.
"Chris and I are doing his mom. Finally."
"Oh. Why with my Mom?"
I shrugged again. "It just worked out that way." I said, unwilling to leave Alissa cooling in her bedroom while I regaled her son with my pussy exploits of the past two days. It was a timing thing.
"Oh." Sammy said again and then walked past me, down the hall to his bedroom and shut the door, the Coke forgotten. I followed. A moment later, music came from his room.
I tapped on the door and opened it. "Earphones?" I was putting it on thick.
Sammy looked over at me in the yellowed light of his lamp. Then he shrugged and grinned. "I guess I need to get used to the idea that you are going to be over here fucking my mom whenever you like and I am going to be in the way." He said. "Maybe I'll go fuck Annie." He mused.
I closed the door, hoping he would be irresolute for long enough.
I entered Alissa' bedroom to find Alissa feeding at Laura's pussy. She looked up at me. I could see first the expectation on her face followed immediately by disappointment. I shucked off my pants and hit the head, cleaning myself again. I emerged to find Laura in the final stages of a luscious lesbian orgasm, jerking her hips up at Alissa. As Alissa fingered her pussy and sucked at her clit, Laura howled into orgasm, twisting her upper body while her hips remained clamped to the bed. The racket passed and Laura finally lay still panting and twitching. The woman did love to have her pussy eaten.
"Chris, lay down. Alissa, mount him." I said.
They looked at me for a moment and neither moved.
"Time for Laura to watch us fuck her ass." I said, not sure I should be explaining myself but willing to appear a little logical. I think they both expected me to drag Sammy in. I had to make it their idea so I could do Alissa anytime I liked without being ready to share her with her son. That was not my picture. That was something they had to work out. Alissa had to be ready to fuck even if he was around and he had to accept it. I was thinking long term, beyond the MILF list, from Alissa to Clara Swearington and beyond. I had no idea how far that went, not then. I had visions of doing those two women together and I liked those visions. So did my cock. I needed Alissa to be willing under any circumstance. Sammy had to get his head around the idea of his mother fucking me as I wanted. They both initially seemed to like the idea of being restricted. It remained to be seen how long that would last. I looked between Chris and Alissa. "What?" I said when neither of them moved.
"Don't you think Sammy should be in on this?" Chris asked, his voice serious but it was still a question. I had not lost them yet.
I switched my eyes to Alissa. I saw the light in her eyes. She had something in mind. Then it hit me. I nodded. I clearly saw her pleasure at having him in the room and it was her pleasure I wanted to satisfy. Always. I swung around and opened the bedroom door and went to Sammy's door, opened it and waved till I got his attention. He glowered at me before he took off his earbuds.
"What?" He said a little too loudly.
"We are about to double team your mother, Sammy. She wants you to watch us do her. She wants you to come watch." I waited.
Sammy was looking at me with a squirrelly look on his face.
"She wants me to watch you fuck her?" He said, his voice filled with incredulity. "In the ass?"
"While she rides Chris."
Sammy goggled, his eyes wide in the dim room. "Mom, double teamed? And she wants me to watch? Again? Now?"
I nodded. I glanced over my shoulder into Alissa's bedroom and could just see her sitting on the bed, nude, a hand idly stroking Chris' mom who sucked Chris' cock. I looked back at Sammy. "Well?"
Sammy said the best fucking thing. "What do you want, Sonny? She is your bitch. I don't mind watching her meat the sandwich if you think it is okay."
I could have hugged him but since I was naked, I thought discretion was the better part of valor. "Comon." I gestured. Sammy nodded but did not grin like I expected. He looked at me and said, "I mean it, Sonny. I want your mom." He held my gaze till I nodded. I thought I could manage that. Then he grinned and stood up.
"Mommy wants me to watch her, I will absolutely watch her fuck my friends." He chortled but it was high strung and sounded nervous. Perhaps it was.
In the bedroom, I gestured at Chris, who had pillows under his ass. Laura, bless her heart, had his cock in her mouth and was sucking him to her heart's content. She hummed at her task. Chris had the look of concentration a guy gets when a woman that he respects is sucking his cock. It is just rude to act bored if she is sucking your cock. It is dumb too; she has teeth at her disposal and disposing her to demand your attention is just not smart.
Laura released her son's cock and moved out of the way. Alissa sat on the bedside, her feet both on the floor, naked, till her son arrived. As soon as Sammy arrived, she turned around and mounted Chris. Chris groaned as his cock sank into Alissa's pussy. She hunched up and down a few times before grinding her hips down onto him. Her knees clasped him and she rode him her hips rolling to get him seated deeply into her body. Her breasts swayed and swished. What a fucking sight!
Laura, quick like a flash, got her finger lubed and began stroking it into Alissa's ass. The black woman grunted and pitched forward, dropping her breasts into Chris' face her hands on each side of his shoulders. He took one big breast in hand and kissed and licked it before sucking it deep into his mouth. Alissa groaned and shook, shoving her ass down hard onto the cock in her before bouncing back up. The back motion had the result of jamming her ass onto Laura's finger. Penetrated, Alissa went completely still, her head raised, her hips flexing as she adjusted to the double penetration. Her black body astride Chris' pale body and Laura's white hands on her ass accented the tableau.
Behind me, Sammy sat down. "Shit Mom, you like it in the ass?"
Alissa's head whipped around and her eyes found her son, sitting in the chair by the door. Laura pulled her finger from the black woman's ass. Her hips moved with a new frenzy, pushing shoving and grinding. Suddenly her back arched and her ass lifted she slammed her pussy hard down onto Chris' cock. He responded, gripping her ass and pulling the cheeks far apart, pulling the black woman down onto his cock while arching beneath her. His white hands seemed to glow on her broad, voluptuous hips. She ground down onto the cock inside of her.
"Oh my fucking gawd!" Alissa grunted.
I smiled grimly. She liked having her son watch her. What a fucking twist. Then I challenged that thought. I was pretty sure all the moms would have the same response to the same situation. I guess they were all twists.
"In me, Sonny." Alissa wheezed, her eyes on her son. "Please, fuck my ass, Sonny! I want to feel you both inside me. Please, Sonny, I beg you. I'll do whatever you say if you let my son take us both like this, right now. I'll fuck everyone if you want. Please Sonny, fuck my ass!" Her voice was taut with lust and excitement. She seemed to take every opportunity to promise to do anything I wanted. I wondered at that moment if I should not start wanting something more? Perhaps put that to the test. She seemed entirely too comfortable and that would get boring. Just a thought.
Sammy stood up and pulled down his pants, letting us see his erect cock. He sat back down and began to toy with it.
Laura was watching me like a hawk, like a pointer waiting for the word to fetch. I got onto the bed behind the bowed black woman hunching her hips on the white man pinned beneath her. We sorted out whose legs went where and I lay my hands on her waist. Chris gripped her by the thighs and pulled at her, tipping her forward. She flexed her thighs, lifting her ass. Laura had moved to the other side of them, watching feverishly while they fucked. She looked over they at me. I nodded and she got off the bed. She went into the bath and washed her hands.
I greased up my cock and put the head against Alissa's ass, touching the greased little cone of her tight little hole with it. She held still, feeling me pressing against her well lubricated entrance. I pushed the head inside Alissa's black ass.
"Oh fuck, his cock is entering my ass. I feel so full of cock. Chris' cock is deep in me. Fuck me, Sonny!" Alissa dropped her head onto the bed above Chris. He sucked at her breast while arching to fill her with his cock.



I pushed deeper. Alissa's ass clinched around me, slick and tight. She rolled her hips, each backwards motion inched my cock deeper into her ass. Her ass blossomed against me, cushioning us as she worked my cock into her smoky, hot body. I waited till she tired then pulled back and pulsed forward, slowly penetrating her all over again while she held still, her hips shivering from the cock in her pussy.
"Oh fuck," Alissa grunted, "I am being double-teamed while my son is watching!" She growled. "I am so horny. I want to come and come and come!" She gritted her teeth and arched her back, shoving her ass onto my cock, taking me deeply into her body. I shoved back and forced her back down onto Chris' cock. Alissa moaned and then her body jerked and convulsed.
"Oh fuuuuuuucccck!" She cried. Her hips shifted, little shimmies that sent thrills up my spine. I pulled back and ground down into the black woman. Her ass clinched me, superheated and supple, firm and strong. I felt her ass bunching as her huge muscles tensed and relaxed under me, cushions of pure joy that gave when I bounced into her. I continue to stroke her ass, grinding deep into her while she ground her pussy onto Chris' cock. She squealed with wild passion, her eyes on her son while the two white guys made her the meat. We pierced her dark body together, grinding into her shaking flesh. She came again, her head rolling wildly around on her neck. I stood on my knees and pulled her back against my chest, creating unbelievable pressure on my cock. I gripped her tits and pinched both nipples really, really hard. Mrs. Honeywell cried out in pain, but her hands pressed both my hands to her huge breasts. She held me in place while Chris rose under her, fucking her while she sat up against me. My hands cupped both breasts and found her nipples, hard and erect. Her head lolled back onto my chest, she tried to grind her hips but the position was awkward and all she did was lose her balance. Her knees lost their traction and slipped wide. The black woman dropped down hard, ramming her pussy full of cock, completely out of control, consumed by the cocks piercing her body from both sides.
Alissa convulsed and screamed. I released her and she toppled forward into Chris. He disappeared beneath her shivering black body. His white arms encircled her black back and pulled her down hard down onto him. They kissed loudly. Alissa's lower body never stopped moving, grinding and lifting to gain the most from her two cocks. She was a black woman being double penetrated by two white cocks.
"Sonny?" Laura said, standing in the middle of the room. Her eyes jerked towards Sammy who had his hand stoking his bare, black cock.
I gritted my teeth, pulled back and forced more cock in to Alissa's ass. Sammy's eyes never left us. I nodded to Laura; by now we understood each other perfectly. In a flash, Laura replaced Sammy's hand with her lips, taking the black cock full into her mouth.
I could not see Alissa's face so I said, "Laura, L L Laura is suck, sucking your sonsssss." That was all the further I got. She wrenched loose form Chris' mouth and looked over at Sammy, the blond woman's head bobbing between his legs. Alissa moaned, fixing her eyes on her son and the woman sucking his cock. Alissa's ass pounded up and down, wracking Chris and piercing her ass with my cock over and over. She thrashed, she screamed, she came hard, then came again and again, all the while her eyes were turned towards Sammy who stared right back. I rode her for a few strokes then seized her ass and began to fuck her hard, finding a complimentary rhythm for a few strokes before losing it all together. Her ass was flying, pounding her pussy onto Chris' cock and ramming her ass onto mine in symphony of erotic concentration. My climax cracked me open. I fell forward onto her tapered back that ended in the beautiful flare of her ass. My weight pinned her down and her motion become small little jerks as my weight and her exertion bore her down. She squealed as my cock ran full into her and she sank completely down the cock in her cunt. My energy sprang a leak and I pumped load after load of boiling cum into Alissa's, hot, grinding ass. She came again, bucking between us as we both came into her wondrous black body.
Sammy groaned as he came into Laura's mouth. She sucked and sucked and sucked till that was the only sound in the room. I slumped over Alissa's luxurious ass, my cheek on the middle of her back. Below us, Chris continued to pump into her. After a minute or two, everyone was still and silent. Well, as silent as gasping for breath and panting from exertion can be. Sammy began to grunt and then he mumbled something and made the "Uh, uh, uh" sound of a man coming into a woman's mouth. Laura keened around the cock in her throat, gulping loudly in the suddenly dank, close bedroom. Somewhat later, I pulled my cock out of Alissa's ass and flopped onto my back beside her and Chris.
"Chris, he is hard again." Alissa said. Her ass began to grind and pulse over him.
I struggled to my feet and slowly got dressed, watching the black woman ride Chris. Her head was down and after a dozen rolls of her magnificent ass, she cried with orgasm again. Laura sat between Sammy's legs. They both watched me, like they were high and could not quite figure out what I was doing.
After Alissa came once more, she lifted her head from kissing Chris and said, "Sonny, where are you going?"
I shrugged. "This is Laura's night. She deserves to be shared with a cock and his mom. You two fuck her all you want, till you want to stop." I turned to Sammy. "They are all yours, big guy! Enjoy them both. Sorry you are late to the game, they were both cock full so if you go down on them, brush your teeth after."
I came round the end of the bed so Chris could see me around the once more pumping woman astride him. "Your Mom, Chris, she is all yours. Fuck her, don't fuck her, but you cannot give her way. You know why.
"What about Annie?"
I twisted to look at Laura who gazed up at me like she did not know who or what she was or what we were talking about.
I nodded. "Sure. Give her to Annie whenever you like or any of the other MILFs who want a little of her talent. We'll finish this with Landon and Brent another time. I smiled an exhausted smile. "I'll see you guys later. " I left them like that.
I don't know all they did that night or Monday. They both skipped classes. I went home and found Brent fucking Mom. I just went to bed. The girls ignored me and acted like Mom screaming upstairs was the most natural thing in the world, though Dalia stared at me like she was seeing me for the first time, or maybe she was imaging me naked, again. Their time was coming. They would make extending the MILF list really, really fun! Till then, sharing the MILF list had to be completed. Two more MILFs to make air tight. Then my sisters could be added to the MILF list. Not really a MILF list then, though. I'd need a new name for it. I went to sleep thinking about fucking my sisters. SILFs?
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I woke up Monday morning with a thought. It disturbed me a little. I had this thought about how my life had suddenly gotten so utterly and completely out of control. I just spent a weekend fucking quite an array of women some of whom I had actually met before. I was nineteen and I was becoming completely twisted; sexually knotty. When I looked at a young woman at school, flouncing along talking to her friends, what did I think? Not, "Will she go out with me?" Not, "Do you think she is a virgin?" Or "Does she kiss good?" No, I wonder if her mom is hot because I am confident I could fuck her if she was. "Could" not "would". And when I look at a girl's ass, her cute little bubble butt, what do I think? I wonder if she has ever been fucked in the ass with a cock? I wonder if she has ever been double-teamed by two guys? I wonder if she has been air tight or if she has rape fantasies or swallows when she sucks cock.
Now does that sound normal? Does that sound like something a normal nineteen, almost twenty year old fella should be thinking when he is walking around in the world minding his own business and letting his mind and eyes wander?
I thought this between that oblivion that is perfect sleep and the clarity that is wakefulness. The clarity is when you become aware of your surroundings. My first thought was what time was it and if it was dark because it was dark or because my eyes were closed and I had overslept. Then whoever was sucking on my cock pulled me deep into her throat.
I had fallen into bed Sunday night fucked out. Happy to leave Alissa and Laura to the good graces of their respective sons. I had done them both, several times, in several ways and I was pretty sure they would not miss me. I showered, went to bed and for all I know I quit breathing and died. Returning to the land of the living where awareness had advantages turned out to be a shock to my system. My cock was hard and someone was sucking it and doing quit well.
I thought about waking up and seeing who was sucking my cock. The possibilities were limited. Either my erstwhile mother was sucking my cock or one of my sisters was sucking my cock. I was pretty sure I was not asleep or imagining the lips stroking down my cock and the tongue looping around me. That thought fluttered through my putter and I almost made a hole in one. But then I relaxed a little. The mouth on my cock rose, a tongue lashing along the length as she lifted her head off my cock. I felt her fingers delicately fondling my balls and then she inhaled my cock again.
It was definitely not my mother. I knew her technique. This was ... different. She held still, her throat pulsing around the end of my cock, squeezing and massage it at the same time. I wanted to groan, I wanted to lay still. My hips lifted a little and a new, different hand ran down my thigh and backup and took firm hold of me. She lifted her head off my cock and then ran it back down her throat.
I could not help it. I moaned, doing my best to sound somnolent and unconscious at the same time. She went still. One of my sisters was sucking my cock. I wanted to know who. But a moment later she had lifted off, slipped out from under my blankets and was moving through my room to the door. I tried to open my eyes and they stuck closed. I panicked. Someone had glued my eyes closed!
Okay that was just a dumb thought. It dawned on me a moment later and I concentrated. My eyes opened and all I could see was my door being carefully closed. Dawn was nigh. I felt hung over. I lifted the covers and looked at my cock. Yep. It was poking up through my briefs. It glistened just a little and when I touched it, it was damp, slick and hard as calculus. Love that expression, hard as calculus! Can anyone mistake that meaning?
I did not know which of my sisters had been sucking my cock that morning and the thought haunted me throughout the morning. By Tuesday I wanted to know but could not puzzle out how to winkle that information out of them. They all seemed perfect little angels, except for Georgia who still glared at me a little. A woman spurned.
Mom had to be gone for business so my life dropped into a sort of normalcy. But the sensation of my sister's mouth on my cock tinkered with my mind. That sensation wove together with not knowing so that it distracted me for the next few days. It dominated my mind. I could focus on something but as soon as I lost focus, Wham! There is was, that luscious feeling of my cock penetrating her mouth, her head pressing down on my cock till the head was lodged in her throat where she squeezed . . . It distracted me constantly.
So Wednesday I am sitting in Macro-Econ1 and my phone vibrated in my pants. I had to shuffle out of the class while the prof glared at me. The class was almost over and I realized I was about to miss the next assignment but the line on my phone was long distance, overseas and I figured it was Sid Kingston.
I was right.
When I answered it I got an heavily accented voice saying, "Please hold for Mr. Kingston. Thank you." That was how my brain translated it anyway.
"Sonny? Can you hear me?"
"Perfectly. Are you back in town?"
"No, no. Still in Asia. Say, listen, I hear you have touched the attorney's mistress?"
I nodded, not sure what to think about that. "Wow. News travels fast."
Sid chuckled. "I know shit, son. I know shit. Can you talk? Do you have time?"
"I was in class but I always have time to talk to my good friend whose wife I am fucking."
You know how you say things to be funny and just as the last punctuation mark dribbles off your lower lip you are already thinking it might have been better to not speak, or to talk ever again because what you just said was just not right? Well, that was how I felt. I wanted to reach out somewhere and grab onto those words and pull them back but, fuck me, they were gone. Already said. But one thing I was learning, when you fuck up, act like you don't notice and maybe no one else will either.
Sid noticed but it did not matter.
His silence did not encourage me. "I wasn't going to say anything but since you mentioned it." He stopped.
So did my heart. I don't know why but the idea that Sid was about to post a NO TRESPASSING sign over his wife's pussy made my chest hurt. Double teaming her Saturday night was amazing. She loves to fuck. I was already thinking of how to argue with him, how to try to get Sid Kingston to change his mind when I realized that was crazy talk, well, crazy thinking. By the time I blinked back into my body, I realized he had kept talking and I missed it, nearly all of it.
"Sorry, Sid, you blinked out there. What were you saying?"
Silence. "I said I was not going to bother you about this but since you mentioned it, I have not been able to get hold of her the last few days. Just two nights, really but we talk every night, just to say hello. She has not answered her phone. I was wondering if you would mind checking on her. You know, just to make sure everything is okay." He stopped talking. "You can't call me here. Why don't you just email me whatever you find out. Unless there really is something wrong. I'll give you a domestic number to call that will get me a message right away." He gave me both and I jotted them down. I'd put them into my phone later.
My mind was grinding on that, the idea that he could not get hold of Annie. I thought lots of crazy shit.
"So Sonny, that really was not why I called. There is another matter. I have an associate, a Chinese man who will be in town, your part of the world sometime this week. He might already be there. You have not heard from him, have you?"
"No." I said.
"Good. Good. I kept meaning to call you. It is five a.m. here. My days are crazy. He might call you. I gave him your number. I may of screwed up, I don't know. I told him about you and your MILFs, not Cici actually—I kept that out of the mix but the others, told him about you doing your friend's mothers. He was fascinated. He likes to purchase what he fucks. I think he likes the feeling of giving them money. He might call you and see if you could set him up with one of your MILFs, that is, if there is one who might not take it poorly to be tricked out. I mean, she could keep the money or you could or whatever. I have no dog in that fight but, I mean. Shit, Sonny, this guy is a bit of an arrogant bitch but he does love new and different pussy. You two are a bit the same that way and of course, I thought of you."
Sid grumbled something I did not hear. He sounded out of sorts. I figured he was getting a morning blow job, or in his case a good nob licking at least.
"Sonny, here is what I am thinking. This thing, that deal they had going, you know what I am referring to? The guy looking for a lay down assistant?"
"Okay. I remember."
"I think this guy, if you help him, if you can, he might be a help. Those two guys know each other. I know they do. I know some of the same scenery they have shared. They like to compare notes. Curtains and carpet, that sort of thing. You know, and they give each other references. Truth is I think they like to fuck each other's women so Cheng has taken to only paying for it. You know, just to be a pain in the ass. My point is, that if you help Cheng Wei, it is possible that might go around and help you on that other deal. See what I mean?"
I nodded. "Yeah, I think so."
Sid cleared his throat. "I know tricking out one of your MILFs might not seem too cool, but if you can manage it, this would, would make it worth their time, perhaps yours. You could tell them you needed cash or something. They might do it for you."
"What about Annie?" I could not help myself. Once again I spoke without thinking.
Sid exhaled loudly. "Jesus, son, you have a big brass pair. Not one in a million guys would think to make that suggestion. To me, I mean. No. Not because I don't think she would do it. If you asked, she might. But no. Cheng has plenty of Chinese trim. I think he wants more conventional American snatch. And no, because having him pin my wife could prove a little complicated in the circles I run in. So no."
"What about Mrs. Honeywell?" I asked. "She is your attorney, after all."
Silence. Sid was thinking. Or maybe we lost the connection.
"Sid? Are you still there?" I asked after three long, sweating seconds had gone by.
"Still here. Just thinking. That is complicated. Pros and cons. I'd love it if you put her onto him but I am pretty sure he wants a white woman. When he wants black women he goes to the source, if you know what I mean. But it might be risky to have him fucking her. Or not. Might be good. Shit, again, I never considered that. No direction on that score. My guess, though? He didn't say it but I think he wants a white woman. Cici would be perfect but that would be awkward if he did any checking on you so I would not recommend it." Sid Kingston hesitated. "Plus, if she actually does shitcan her job and come to Asia with me, that would be really awkward because he is likely to meet her while she, er ..." his voice dribbled off to silence. He did not make an issue of it but just continued as if it had not lost the bubble. "So, not Cici, either."
I nodded. "So just the other three."
"Right. If he calls. I have no idea if he will but if he does, I think it might make some sense. He does not want some young chicky or a pro. He was fascinated by the idea of doing one of America's desperate housewives. I needed to give you a heads up. Oh, he will insist on paying. In his mind, that is not cheating on his wife. He always rents and apparently she is aware of that but I don't really know if she is fine with it or not. She is a looker and no one understands why he does not stay home. He can be prickly. If you can satisfy his curiosity about your MILFs, it might help you with Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline."
I nodded again. "I understand."
"Thanks, Sonny. I did not mean to put you in this spot. I have to admit I sort of stepped in it, you know. I never meant to shoot off my mouth about what you have going there but, well shit it is something worth talking about. Know it or not you are a pretty good story and other guys, well, they love hearing about you and your exploits. Truth to tell, though, I think your mother sort of went to my head. I have not thought about anything else but her since she left me that Sunday. Being fully in a woman like that again, and more than once and comfortably, well, that was fucking fabulous. I owe you for that and then I jam you up this way. I hate it but there it is. Help me out on this and it could have some benefits for you longer term. I am serious, Sonny."
I understood him perfectly. The threat was implicit in what he was telling me and strangely I did not feel scared to be threatened. Truth was I got hard.
My mind had gone right to Mrs. Clark. Kyla might be the perfect pussy for the job. If the guy called. "I think I have the perfect fit, unless he is hung like you are."
"No idea but no whispers either. I think you can figure he will fit in a standard glove like you guys do. I am an aberration."
"Well, thanks for the heads up. I would have been very confused otherwise." I had a moment when I realized I was talking to Sid Kingston like an equal. He was a billionaire and I was, well, not. Then, for the first time it struck me that Anne Kingston lived in a middle class neighborhood in a relatively small house for such a rich man. How odd? I thought. Odder still that I had not thought much about it since meeting the man while I was buried cock deep in his wife. Okay, I guess it was not odd I wondered about the size of his house when confronted by the size of his cock.
Sid spoke. "I get it. I won't let it happen again." Silence.
This time I had the feeling that Sid was pondering something. Right again.
"I'll owe you again if this works out. Shit, Sonny, if he calls, if you can help him, that will be a great thing for me. I cannot be there and this deal, the MILF list, it would be great for him." More silence. "I think letting him see my attorney nude might be a hell of a deal, now that I think about it. I don't know how to manage that but if the opportunity arises to bend her over the desk for him like you did for me, I think that would be just fine. Gotta go. And, Sonny, really, thanks again. Sex is a currency everyone understands. It is definitely international. Tell Cici I am planning on seeing her before the Chinese new year."
"I will, Sid."
"And check on my wife. Make sure she is okay. Okay?"
"Sure, Sid. I am sure she is fine." I almost said, "I fucked her Saturday. Twice. And she was awesome." Almost but instead I hesitated long enough that I lost the chance. I almost regretted it despite feeling sort of proud of myself for keeping my mouth shut. Despite the urge to brag about making her come like she did, in my lizard brain I knew it was stupid to brag to a man about making his wife come really good when he could not, or at least did not. Maybe not just stupid, could be suicidal. Better to resist the urge and not develop a potentially fatal habit.
Sid wanted me to check on his wife and I would. I'd fuck her too but that was something not worth mentioning either. The idea inflated my ego and my cock. I could go fuck Annie; and Alissa and Kyla and Natasha. My mind wandered and any thought of stepping in it with Sid got crowded out of my lizard brain. My cock took over.
Sid clicked off.
My mind blinked and the train of thought that inflated my cock derailed and I snapped back into the immediate present. I sat, puzzled. Another fucking complication. All I wanted to do was to finish the MILF list, finish sharing it. I had two MILFs to go. Kyla Clark and Laura Wills needed to fly first class to air tight heaven and then we would need to retire the MILF list. Us guys would need to join the rest of the world and start dating women our own age and having normal relationships. I thought of Landon. Fuck, he had half of that going on. The rest of us were probably hopeless.
I shook my head. I had put us all in need of long years of therapy. I just hoped the therapist was hot, willing and ... shit, I was hopeless!
I had sauntered up the hill in back of Baxter Hall where Econ met and found a place to flop. Then I saw Sammy coming around the corner of the building, scanning, a hand over his eyes. I stood up and waved till he saw me. He gestured for me to come to him but I waved him off and finally he started up the hill towards me.
Then my phone rang.
It was Kyla Clark.
"Mrs. Clark, so nice to hear your voice."
"He isn't fucking me again." She said. "I know. He is fucking his girl friend but can't he do us both?"
How do you answer that? Never speak for another guy's dick, particularly if it is a choice between his girlfriend and his mother.
"I want to go next. I want to be airtight. I want you boys to fuck me. Cici, Alissa, Tasha, they have all told me about it; about having you boys in every orifice. I fucked you first and I still have not been airtight."
I saw the opportunity and I seized it. Does that make me an opportunist? "Okay, well I was going to do Laura next but I could arrange that differently, if you like."
"I like." She was almost panting. Her voice twanged with urgency I did not feel. I could use it though.
"Can I ask a favor, though?"
"Sure, Sonny. Anything."
"You should never say anything to me, Kyla. That is not wise."
"I am fairly warned. You can ask anything."
I smirked at Sonny as he arrived. "Nothing now. I just may have a favor to ask of you later."
"Okay. Thanks." She hung up.
What a strange conversation.
I had sprawled on the autumn brown grass and Sammy stood over me. I lay back and closed my eyes, expecting him to gush about Laura and his mom. But my phone rang again. I glanced at it, it was Landon. I held up my hand.
"Sonny? Sonny? You there?"
"Landon, buddy, what's happening?"
"Did Sammy find you?"
That was an odd question so I dodged, wondering what was going on. Sammy was not grinning but had a grimace that on anyone else would have been a scowl but on Sammy looked like he was in pain. It was his "serious" look and one of the reasons we rarely took him serious. Rarely.
"Is he looking for me?"
"Yes." Landon said.
I expected him to say more but he didn't.
"Why is Sammy looking for me?" I asked.
"Call him." Landon said.
An odd response I thought. "How is Darlene doing?"
Sammy's eyebrows rose. A name he did not recognize.
"You need to get over here, Sonny. I think Chris has completely jumped the tracks." Landon Clark sounded worried and he completely zipped past my question. "Sammy told me he had not been to class all week and did not answer his phone. I am on my way over there now. I sent Sammy to find you and bring you over to the Wills house. I'll meet you there." Landon sounded worried? He did, something in his voice was off, a strain of tension Landon Clark never felt and certainly never let it appear in his voice.
That in itself worried me. But something inside of me clicked and I felt the tension of his worry flash away. "What is the matter, Landon?" I think I supposed Landon was becoming judge and jury and had decided that Chris should not be fucking his mom.
"Just meet me there." He clicked off.
I closed the phone and sat up. The Indian summer day was luscious and I did not feel like leaving the caress of the sun for any reason. I squinted up at Sammy who had not flopped down beside me, remarkable in itself. I rarely had to suggest to Sammy to join a lounge party.



"What's up dude?"
Sammy shook his head. "Chris. I have not seem him all week. He is not answering his phone."
No wise cracks, no sniggering suggestions. Fuck me he sounded worried too.
"When did you see or hear from Chris last, Sonny?"
I got to my feet. "I saw him last when you did, Sammy. Sunday night. I left you and him with your mothers, your nude mothers in fact ready to fuck them."
Sammy nodded. "Since then? Have you heard anything? That is not like him. Chris never cuts class. He always does what he is supposed to do. I don't think he cut class even in high school!"
I nodded. I had to check on Annie. I had the niggling feeling that the two absences were connected, likely by cock in pussy or ass or mouth or something like that. But I did not say that. "Where is your car?"
Sammy just gestured and I followed him to it. A quiet Sammy was unusual and it bothered me more than Chris skipping class. Maybe he was lightening up a little; Chris was a tense fellow and the MILF List was rearranging his deck chairs. I had no idea.
Once in the Camaro, we rode in silence. Finally I said, "I doubt anything is wrong. He just got the pussy rights to his mother. I bet he has not gotten out of bed since Sunday night and Mrs. Wills is sore and satisfied for the first time in a long while."
Sammy looked over at me as we sat at the traffic light. After a moment he smiled, not a Sammy-grin but a smile.
I got it then. He had something on his mind he did not want to bring up. I puzzled over that for a moment and then Athena sprang from my forehead. I almost did the V-8 bump. I knew what was on his mind. With Laura given to Chris, Landon and Brent balls deep in their respective MILFs, Sammy was feeling left out! I had just the solution.
"You busy Friday night, Sammy?"
He glanced at me and shook his head, not really focusing on me or what I was saying.
I dialed Mom. "Mom? What are you doing?"
She said she was working.
"Late again tonight?"
She was.
"How about Friday? Are you going to be back in town by then?"
She was.
"Do you think you could get a break?"
She asked what I had in mind.
"I think you need to go out. Do you think you could be available Friday night. I mean available, Mom."
She paused then said maybe she could get out by seven. Her voice took on that purr like she had something specific in mind.
"You know about the arrangement I have with Mrs. Honeywell, right. Well, I need to balance that out." I hesitated.
"With me?" My wonderful mother said, not forcing me to beg.
"Right. With you."
"With Sammy? Is that it? First Brent, and now Sammy?"
"Mom, you can . . . " She did not let me get the sentence finished.
"Of course. That is not my point. I just want to be sure you are not showing me special favor."
I almost laughed out loud. What a cool problem to have to solve. "No, Mom. I think the other MILFs are getting plenty of attention of the kind they want. Why, is someone complaining in the Mom network?"
"No, no, not at all. You are roundly loved. But everyone is wondering how this all ends." She left that statement alone, not making it a question but I answered it anyway.
"Once Mrs. Clark and Mrs. Wills are air tight, then we'll be done with this deal. You all can go back to being moms, just moms I mean. We'll put paid to the MILF list and make it history."
I imagined her nodding in that, "of course I am right and I am glad you know it" way she had when I told her what she wanted to hear. In this case, I was pretty sure we were actually in agreement. I made a mental note to suss that out with the guys. Would our MILFs quit lying down for us and would we quit asking? I had not idea!
"Good, Sonny. I mean, we all like this but it is like vacation, no one wants to be a tourist permanently. Like you say, fun while it lasts but then, it has to end."
Our time apart had left her thinking. I wondered if the other MILFs were having similar thoughts. No matter. Like I had thought before, if everything halted right now, we all had way more spank bank deposits than any other guys our age, maybe any other guys at all, anywhere, forever! Then I felt a little guilty. I certainly was not positioning Alissa for such a closed-end arrangement. As long as her firm represented Sid Kingston, Alissa could be mine. I felt guilty thinking that but it was so. She would always have to bend over the desk for me because of how that all came about. Somehow, I did not care. I wished I had planned it, you know, like I had designed the web I had her entangled in but I could never have imagined Sid watching me fuck his wife with such equanimity. Alissa was not complaining, at least not to me. I knew I could please her and so far, it had not rattled her life and if a reckoning was coming, I could not see it.
"So, seven? I'll have Sammy pick you up at the office?"
"Six. For this, I'll leave early. I get in Thursday night late so I'll be in the office. But I will need to clean up. I'll let Georgia have the car unless you need it."
"That works. Sammy will call you tomorrow to connect up. He will take you to his house. I think Alissa should have to listen to you scream for once rather than always making Sammy listen to her. Bye mom." I hung up and looked over at Sammy.
Sammy kept his eyes studiously on the road like he had not heard that conversation.
"I got you a date." I said softly.
Sammy looked at me but just grinned. "Thanks, Sonny." He said. After a few moments his eyes flicked to me from the road. "I, I really want to fuck your mom, Cici." He giggled, like a little girl getting a new Barbie. "I love saying that out loud finally. You ain't mad, are you?"
I shook my head, staring at the road, feeling the enormity of what we boys were doing with our MIFLs. We are definitely not normal but who the fuck likes normal, anyway? "You mad about me and your mom?" I asked tellingly.
"Shit, no, Sonny. She, I think she is happy and she is not all focused on my dad getting a leg over with his white woman. I can't tell if you just take her mind off of it or if screwing you is actually cathartic, you know, like therapy. Anyway, thanks. We all owe you."
I wanted to tell him no thanks was needed but let it be. It was great of him to say so. We drove all the way to the Wills neighborhood in silence.
As we approached their house, Sammy muttered. "Jesus, I hope nothing is wrong. What if his old man came home and found them knocking boots?"
I felt a lurch. What if Jeb returned? That feeling lingered leaving a sour taste in my mouth. Landon's car was in their drive but he was not visible so he must be inside. That was a good sign anyway.
We got out of the car and strode to the door. I decided not to punch the door bell and just opened the door. We walked inside around to the kitchen. Landon and Chris were sitting at the kitchen table, each with a beer.
"Beer? This early?" I said.
"I turned twenty-on." Chris said. "You fucks missed my birthday."
That was crap. He was a libra. Oh, fuck this was October. Well, he was not twenty-one any more than I was or was he? Suddenly I was not so sure. I changed the subject. "Where is Laura?"
Chris looked up at me. That little shift that had always made his blue eyes seem pale was gone. He did not look away from me either. He just regarded me for a few moments, steady as stone and cool as a cucumber. "Downstairs." He said.
Landon had not looked around at us. He sat hunched over his beer. That seemed odd.
"Chris, you haven't been in class, Sammy says."
Chris shook his head. "Homework." He smirked, a slight sneer of his lips that did not touch his eyes.
For a second I was scared of him but then realized I was seeing exhaustion. Following my earlier intuition I asked, "What about Mrs. Kingston? Have you seen her?"
Chris nodded. "Yep. She's downstairs, too."
This Chris, tired or not, I had never seen before. It was like he was a different guy. "Fuck me." I thought. "What is going on here?"
Out loud I said, "Is she okay? Are they okay?"
Chris just gazed at me. He blinked once, a slow motion that hardly qualified as a blink, like he was about to go to sleep then remembered he was supposed to be awake and opened his closed eyes.
"Chris?" Was he on drugs? "Chris?"
"They are fine, Sonny." Landon said. He still did not look at me. "Fuck me they are great. Go see for yourself." Now he turned around. His eyes were wide and fixed. "You won't fucking believe it."
Now I did get a rush. My cock got hard. Laura and Annie, in the basement, Chris exhausted. Landon looking shell shocked? What could that mean? I had no idea but that wasn't right. I had some idea what it meant but no idea with it implied. Well, my cock knew what it meant but he has a very limited vocabulary. My cock thought it meant free pussy but that was not the issue. Something had changed. Something about Chris was really, really, different.
I walked to the basement door and went down the stairs. The lights were off but dim daylight swathed the basement. I found the switch and turned it on. Landon was right. I did not fucking believe it.
Mrs. Wills and Mrs. Kingston were bound together on a long narrow table. Or something. I did not really know what it was I was seeing. It was about eight or ten feet long and maybe eighteen inches wide, padded from end to end. The women were bent over the end, bent at the waist, their arms stretched over their heads. Their wrists were bound together, enclosed in leather cuffs to the elbow and hooked together. A rope ran between Mrs. Wills and Mrs. Kingston down the table length that attached to their secured wrists. When one woman tugged the other woman was pulled by the wrists. A broad, soft-leather strap bound them both to each end of the table, around their torso, just above their waists at about the points of their last rib. Their legs were bound; not together but individually. Each one had bands around them. Two at the thigh, two on the calves.
Oh, they were both topless. I could see Annie still had on a skirt but her back was bare, her little tits were mashed to the table. Laura's larger breasts bulged on the edge. The surface they lay over was padded with a dark blue velvet cushion. Both women were blindfolded and I could see earpods in their ears and once I listened, I could hear the faint clang of sound from the earpods. Behind me I heard the other guys coming down the stairs.
Sammy had followed me. "Holy shit." Sammy breathed, amazement in his voice. "You skipped class for this?"
God, Sammy could say the damnedest things.
Chris lead Landon down behind us.
"I have been working on this since you first fucked Mom." Chris said from the foot of the stairs. "Built it myself. Mom would come down and look at it and just shake her head. I don't think she had any idea what I was doing. I found plans on the internet but adjusted them a little. Watch this." He walked over behind Annie and reached past her legs and flicked a latch. He stepped forward onto a little pedal mechanism. Annie lifted her head when Chris lay a hand on her bare back. The table came alive beneath her. She grunted and jerked. When she jerked she tugged on the rope attached to Laura's bound wrists. Laura lifted her head and pointed her unseeing eyes around the room. Lifting their heads made both women lift their asses. Any right thinking man with a cock for females would have sworn they were asking mutely to be mounted and right then. The effect was, I confess, electrifying.
Chris stepped forward on a pedal. Annie's legs spread wide below and behind her, opening her like a little gate. She grunted and her body squirmed, a motion that traveled down the cord to Laura and she squirmed. Annie's legs widened without any movement on her part. Suddenly she was opened, utterly without any say in the matter. She was completely helpless. Her voice sounded aroused, clogged as it was with the gag. Chris stepped between her legs and they spread wider while her hips arched up, bending her body at the small of her bare back.
Annie grunted and jerked on the rope. Laura grunted and squirmed. They were both helpless. They were both gagged. Something about the way they moved in their poses suggested they were both aroused. Or, well maybe that was just me projecting.
Chris folded Annie's skirt up over her back. Her hips were bare. He traced a finger down the cleft of her ass. Her hips twitched. Her jerk, jerked Laura. They groaned, Annie laid her head down and arched her ass against the bonds that bound her to the table. She sighed and relaxed.
The inclination to release the women struck me in the stomach but it was followed by a contrary thought, an observation really. Neither woman struggled. They knew we were there. They could sort of hear us talking I think. Neither struggled against her bonds. They lay still, quiescent, waiting. I could see the narrow table had a slit in it, well padded, into which they could fit their noses and foreheads most comfortably. Both were blowing through their noses, struggling to get enough air in whatever state they were in, tied as they were. When Chris pressed his finger into Annie's pussy, she bucked and keened through the stuffing and gag in her mouth. Her body arched just a little but she had little slack to move.
The contraption held her. With her legs spread wide, anyone could stand behind her and fuck her. She was completely open to such use. With her skirt over her lower back, she was completely exposed.
"I made a little mistake." Chris spoke softly. "I could not figure out how to make it adjustable. I made it fit Mom and Annie pretty well but anyone much taller will not fit in the closed position unless I make the table legs longer."
This sounded like the old Chris. He wanted approval, his pride showing and the request for validation throbbed in his tone. He moved his finger inside of Annie, stroking her. She squished. I could hear it. She was wet or maybe full of cum? Chris stroked her.
Her body bucked hard against the restraints, a very small movement compared to what would be expected of a woman being penetrated that way. She grunted and keened with effort, nearly her only response. She struggled to respond to his probing but could not. Her feet did not touch the ground so she was suspended over the end of the table. Her legs lay in long cupped splints, padded and formed to fit comfortably against her legs, like half-pipes. The bindings on her legs held her fast into each pipe. One pipe for the calf, one for the thigh, gnarled to avoid chafing. Despite her spread and stretched pose, she appeared quite comfortable. The strap around her waist and a complex web around her shoulders locked her in place. The cord to Laura attached to the forearm bindings—dark leather cuffs that went from wrist to elbow, with metal rings in them to which the cord was attached—ran through a large eye at the mid point of the table, looped though it and attached to Mrs. Wills on the other end. When one pulled, the other was yanked.
"Want a go? Anyone. They are clean. I haven't fucked them since last night." Chris looked around at the three of us. "I made a box yesterday, you know to stand on while you fuck them. Two, one for each end. This way they are too high to fuck comfortably, well for me anyway. The box makes it easier. I tried it out but it slides. I just put on latches that secure it to the horse this afternoon. I was about to test it out when Landon came banging on my door." He grinned darkly. "I call it the fuck horse. For someone like Annie, she is completely suspended off the ground. When you enter her, she will come." Chris smiled and he disappeared, replaced by this other guy, the guy with two women bound to a fuck horse in his basement.
"How long have you had them like this?" I asked. I wanted to shiver, weirded out but my cock was too fucking hard and I felt flushed. If I shivered it would be from adrenaline. But I was still weirded out.
"Since ten. This morning. I let them sleep in. We did ten and ten yesterday evening."
"Ten and ten?" Sammy asked.
Chris looked at him. "Ten orgasm for each of them. I tried to vary them but wanted them to occur as fast as possible. I used Mom's toys and some I obtained on my own. They both came really quickly once I had them both tied down. Then I fucked them. Annie was first. By the time she got to ten, she was tired. Fucking her tired was unbelievable. She could not help herself. She could not stop coming. She squealed and thrashed while I hammered her. I think Mom was jealous. I did not blindfold her last night and she watched while Annie jerked on her and came while I fucked her. I did Mom the same way and she came just as fast as dear Annie here." He ran his hands up Annie's lean thighs, under the skirt and onto her ass. Annie wiggled her ass. She grunted then relaxed back onto the table.
Chris finally looked at me. "I entered both this morning at about noon when I was finishing up the fuck boxes and Annie came as soon as I slide into her. I think the anticipation is like foreplay. All they can think about is being in a vulnerable position like this, just waiting for someone to fuck them. That is all they think about. It keeps them horny." Chris shrugged. "Just a theory. Try them. I bet Annie will come right away before you get half inside. Mom, she likes a little more pumping but she'll come right way, too. Soon, I mean, fast. She is easy to make climax after she starts. Annie tends to start and stop."
Chris looked at me. "Don't worry. She doesn't owe you much. Ask her."
My curiosity overcame my shock at what I was seeking. Funny to think that after all the things I had seen and done that I could be shocked but reality is always more sumptuous than imagination, unless you were practiced.
I went down the length of the table to Laura. I caressed her head and she lifted it, her covered eyes wagging back and forth. I carefully removed the gag and wadding from her mouth. The panties I took from her mouth looked suspiciously like Annie's. I could be wrong. I removed the buds from her ears.
"Laura, Mrs. Wills?" I said, trying not to sound concerned.
"Five times. He only let me come five times." Laura said quickly. Then she dropped her head to the table. "Except, except for the ten and ten yesterday. Do I owe you for that? Oh my god, Sonny, I will, will have to fuck the whole city if I keep this up."
I glanced at Sammy and Landon who seemed like they did not understand Laura's language. Of course they did not know what she was talking about. So much for my concern and for my equation of orgasms for strangers. Clearly I had miscalculated the degree of anticipation in my buddy, Chris. By quite a bit, it seemed.
"Are you okay?" I asked Laura, though I had no real doubt about it. She was plenty willing to be where she was.
"Ask my son." Laura whispered. "You may own me but my son is my master."
I looked at Chris. His eyes met mine but his gaze did not waver or flit away. Not like Chris at all.
"Fuck her. Let's all fuck them. I have not tried it out with a cock in them both. There is a little shift in the fuck shelf. When you push them it shifts away, a max of about six inches but there is a spring assembly that allows about three inches with enough push. When you relax, she snaps back onto you. The whole table shifts. The sudden stop grinds you into them and they come like storms. And Mom's lying. I bet she has come two dozen times since Monday. I introduced her to it Monday. Annie interfered that afternoon."
"Sid called me, Chris. He has not been able to get in touch with her." I said.
The flat stare flickered. Chris pulled the ear buds from Annie's ears. "Annie, you did not tell me you needed to talk to your husband."



She shook her head. Chris removed her gag.
"Forgot Sid. Oh no, I forgot. Fuck me quick and I go call him." She relaxed onto the table. "Fuck Annie quick. Someone put cock in me. Mount me." Her voice was ragged with desire, thick with lust, demanding and pleading all at once.
Chris' response was immediate and swift. His hand struck her ass with a loud whack. Annie groaned. Her body lurched. He looked back at me. "Mrs. Kingston gets confused about giving and taking orders. I order her and she does what she is told. This table is where you learn that. I was going go beat their asses and ride them today. Care to stick around? Fuck Mom. Sammy, care for a dip in Annie." He smiled with real pleasure. "I'll take their blindfolds off so they can watch each other get fucked. When you are done they both need a nice firm spanking."
My cock got real hard. Well, it was hard I guess I just noticed it, thinking of ramming into Laura Wills strapped down on the fuck horse. I felt, I felt ashamed somehow.
"Fuck her, Sonny." Landon was staring at me. A hand ran over his cock, smoothing up and down the tented front of his slacks.
"Help yourself, Landon." I said, feeling mean.
His eyes looked shattered.
I realized that he wanted to but feared to do so, he felt loyalty to well, at least Darlene. I had a vision of that woman strapped down to this gadget. To dispel that arresting vision, I moved behind Laura. Chris moved to remove her blindfold. He then clicked something on each end of the table.
"There. Now they will shift as you ram them. Pussy on a stick. Enjoy." He sauntered over to a worn office chair and sat down. It squeaked in the dank silence. The women were completely still, heads down, fit into the gap in the table, bound tightly into position, their legs wide a position that implied one thing. Well, no, that position suggested all manner of things. I inspected Laura.
Her legs were on the ground, eight inches apart but well secured as Annie was. I lifted her skirt, a gauzy summer dress that ghosted her legs. She was nude underneath, as expected. I ran a hand up the back of her legs.
She groaned and lowered her head. "Fuck me, Sonny. God I am so hot to be fucked. All I can think about is my cunt. I want it filled with something. God, Sonny, fuck me!"
Chris rose from the chair with a little leather quirt in his hand. He gestured and I moved away. The quirt cracked across Laura's bared ass. She shrieked.
"Mother, I warned out about ordering people around. Stop it." He sauntered back to his chair and sat down.
Laura wheezed on the table. "Please, please fuck me, Sonny. I beg you. I have been like this and all I want is an orgasm or ten. Please mount me. Please, I beg you!" Her voice twanged with urgency.
I touched her between the legs. Her body flexed but did not move much. At the other end, Sammy dropped his trousers and skimmed his briefs down to his knees. Annie lifted her head then screamed really loudly as he entered her. True to Chris' prediction, she bucked into an immediate and violent orgasm. Her voice chattered and wheezed as Sammy ground his cock into her pussy. The orgasm ran through her in waves. She moaned, fighting the bonds, rattling the structure of the apparatus, bucking with each new surge of pleasure. Sammy pulled back and hammered back into her. The table shifted just a bit.
Laura squeaked.
A new surge of orgasm wracked Annie.
I regarded Laura's closed legs and her pouting pussy lips.
"There is a latch, a peddle to open her a little to the right and then one in the middle to finish spreading her." Chris said helpfully.
I stepped up and found her cunt was too high for me. Chris pointed to a box off to the side made of plywood, about two feet square.
"I am going to cover the boxes with something to make it more comfortable but for now, it works okay. There is a latch to hook it to the table so you don't go for a ride." Chris said helpfully.
I stepped on the pedal. Her legs spread to about sixty degrees. Mrs. Wills sifted towards Annie and then jerked back as Sammy slammed into Annie. I found the middle pedal and spread her more, to 100 or 120 degrees. I got the box into place and found the latch. Between her spread legs I knelt to hook the box up. "A mounting box." I mumbled, thinking out loud. "A box mount?" I looked up at Laura's pussy and ass. I stood up.
"Oh yes, now, Sonny. Please!" Laura wills keened at me.
Sammy retreated from Annie and the two suspended women shifted his direction. He slammed back into the Chinese woman and she screamed, bucking with little motions. The whole table shifted towards me, the two women riding it. The motion made Laura twitch, the motion echoing in her body. She groaned.
Standing on the box, between her spread legs, I shoved my pants down and bared my cock. I flipped her skirt up again, revealing her white buttocks, tipped up and spread by her position. When I touched Laura's hip she jerked. Then she twitched back towards Annie and then back towards me again. For a moment I felt like I was falling. I imagined what Laura must be feeling. The vertigo was curiously delicious. I bent my cock, touched it to Laura's pussy and pressed. Her tight ass was tilted up and tense in that position and it opened her up. I ran my hands up her tights. She twitched away from me which tipped me a little off balance. I fell forward and we shifted again, a smooth jerk that lodged my cock deep into her. Sammy slammed into Annie. The table shifted against me, the motion skewered Laura onto my cock. I jammed into her with no gentleness.
"Oh yes, fuck me!" Laura wills groaned, shaking. Her voice was raw with emotion and passion. Her body began to buck.
I pressed forward, inclining my whole body to shove my cock into her. I put both hands on her hips. Her great ass muscles rippled under my grip. Her pussy was hot and slick. I pulled back and she clicked towards me, riding the table onto my cock. I withdrew further and then slide fully inside of her. I pulled back and hammered forward as hard as I could. I felt her shift before me. Annie squealed.
Sammy hammered into Annie and Laura's body clutched back tighter onto my cock as Annie yanked on her arms, pulling her away from me. She grunted and her body shifted under me, completely impaled on my cock. I grasped her hips and proceeded to fuck her. Five or six hard strokes and I was coming, filling her pussy with cum. She shifted away from me than back again. The sensation swamped me and I hammered into her, filling her.
Laura began to come just when I began the little rabbit strokes as I poured into her. She groaned as I fucked her and then she came and came and came, wave after wave of constant orgasm that made her whole, bound body twitch as she climaxed over and over again. Her pussy cliched and seethed around my cock.
On the other end, Sammy was filling Annie with much the same result. She lurched and bucked on the fuck table, her body securely held but fully supported. All she had to do was lay there, be fucked and come. That she did, over and over again. The two women yanked and jerked at each other; forming a curious communication of their own orgasmic convulsions that seemed to resonate from woman to woman and back again.
I lay over Laura's back. There was no place to put my hands so I gripped her shoulders and virtually collapsed onto her back. My weight seemed to trigger something in her and she bucked as best she could again. Her body twitching and shifting bound as she was. There was something truly amazing about entering a woman so utterly helpless but excited by her predicament. Her excited breath rattled under me.
After a moment, I struggled to my feet and pulled out of her. Laura sighed as my cock popped free of her body.
"Chris, you are a fucking genius." Sammy said, standing between Annie's splayed legs.
I looked at Landon and saw something I had never seen. He stared at Annie with a look in his eyes that made him look as different as Chris did. He looked at Annie with longing.
I pulled up my pants. I needed the toilet. I dashed upstairs as Chris said something to Landon about it being his turn to ride the fuck horse. I did not hear his response. He was torn. I truly did not know whether I would have been in his place. His girl friend fucked for money; why should he turn down perfectly delectable MILFs? I had no answer. Coming out of the toilet I heard a cell ringing. Curious, I followed it to Mrs. Wills purse.
I was surprised at myself. I dug it out. I am usually not that nosy. I looked at the display and there was a name, rather than a number. It read, "Mary Fuck Me." I could not help it, I answered it. "Hello?" I said.
Silence.
"Hello? Mary?"
"Sonny?" Her voice was terribly surprised.
I found I was tickled she knew my name, recognized my voice. Fuck, for a moment I felt like a celebrity.
Mary gurgled softly. She recovered quickly. "Should I ask why you are answering Laura's phone?"
I searched for an answer to the question she did not really ask and did not find one. So I answered the one she did ask. "No." I said laconically.
"Oh. Okay. Is she there?"
"I'll give her a message." I said. I chuckled meaningfully and as it turned out, truthfully. "She's tied up."
Mary laughed. "I see. Tell her I want her. Inside the hour. That was our agreement, right?"
I nodded. Shook my head. I was not previously so anti-verbal. "That's right. I'll see she is there within the hour."
"Okay." Mary disconnected.
I stood there staring at Laura's phone. Clearly they had been in contact since she gave her number to Mary. Interesting, I thought. I turned to go down to get Laura and stopped. The fuck horse was built for two. If she left, what would they do? We needed someone on the other end. Mom was out of town, Alissa was at work. That left Mrs. Clark or Mrs. Rossini. Well, Kyla was not really an option yet. Not really. Who was I kidding, she would have come running but I wanted to leave her out for the moment. I felt like she needed to be air tight first.
I felt something else. My role as director in our little one act play seemed to be on the way to becoming superfluous. Chris had changed the whole milieu. Fucking the MILFs seemed to be taking on a whole new dimension; one I was not sure fit me very well. It was all well and good ramming my cock into a pussy mounted on a stick but it was not exactly what I loved. But who was I too mess with Chris' deal? He seemed to have an affinity for fuck hardware and the two women howled with orgasms; just because that was not my thing did not mean I should mess with it. Landon had a fever for it.
I found my pack and got my phone. I dialed Brent. He answered. "Buddy, where are you?"
"Just driving into my garage."
"Is your mom fuckable?"
Silence. Then, "yes. I mean I," he laughed nervously, "I have been doing her."
I nodded. "Perfect. Can you blindfold her and bring her over here? I think she deserves some attention."
"Where's here? Dude I need some detail."
"The Wills house." I said. "How long?"
"Give me an hour." His voice was tight. "It's Wednesday, Sonny, do you think this is a good idea?"
"Chris is doing Laura." I said. "He has not been to classes at all this week."
"Shit, that does not sound like him." Brent said. "Oh. Oh! I think I am seeing the problem. Okay, I'll bundle her up and bring her over." He chuckled. "Someone had to go last. Glad it wasn't me."
I rang off. I decided Mrs. Rossini would be enough. I went downstairs to find Landon balls deep in Annie, riding the fuck horse while Chris rammed his mom. The table jerked back and forth as they found an alternating rhythm. The women both groaned with each shift of the table. One guy would hold to the table while the other ram his woman which in turn jerked at the other woman and clicked the table in that direction ramming her onto the stationary cock. When the first guy held still, the table would click back his direction, ramming his woman onto his cock. Then the second guy would ram his woman and the table would click against the spring mechanism and the first guy would have his woman jammed harder onto his cock, if he would hold his position. The women seemed to orgasm with each motion, bucking as they were moved back and forth. After a couple cycles, both women began to come at the same time, pulling on each other and crying out as their individual orgasms synchronized and harmonized together, blending as they were both fucked. The motion communicated to each woman the feeling the other was experiencing. It seemed to amplify their pleasure.
I cleared my throat. "Hey guys, I, ah, I need Mrs. Wills for a while. I'll bring her back."
Chris looked at me. His expression was bland. He halted his penetration of his mother and pulled back.
Sammy looked at me, "Ah, Sonny, do you think that is wise. I mean, look at her. She seems to be doing fine."
"Annie needs to call Sid. I answered Laura's phone and she needs to take care of something for me. I have studying to do so I need to get. Laura, she can take me home." I was torn about telling about Mary's claim on Laura, and on me.
Landon continued fucking Annie and she continued loving it.
Chris stood behind his mother. "Fine. When she gets back, we'll do her ass. She hasn't been airtight yet."
I nodded. I felt the director baton slip out of my hands. I cared not a whit. The MILF List was hardly my invention but it had turned into my thing. I wanted to get out of that role. I did like completeness though. Five airtight MILFs, six really, had a sort of unity, a poetic completeness. Who am I kidding? They were all worth the fuck, for fuck's sake!
Chris began unfastening his mother from the fuck horse. When she was fully loosed, she stood, strangely, she covered her breasts with her arms and hurried past me up stairs. She did not ask what I was talking about. Maybe she already knew.
Landon continued to fuck Annie.
"I called Brent. He is bringing Tasha over in an hour or so. You can use her to balance the horse till Laura gets back." I expected someone to ask me what the hell was going on but no one did. I felt guilty, breaking up someone else's party. No one objected but I still felt like a butt.
Landon pulled out of Annie. "I have to go too." He said, his eyes on me. Sammy stepped up and began to release Annie. Free, she found a little tee shirt and pulled it over her head and down over her tits. She looked around and left us, like a skittish deer bumped by a car, thankful to be alive and free once more. Landon went up stairs after her.
"Something bothering you, Sonny?" Chris asked.
His voice was elegantly neutral. I shook my head. "No. The jeweler called. We need to go back there."
Chris nodded. "Ah. I get it."
"What?" Sammy asked, mystified.
Chris answered him. "Sonny traded mom for a twelve grand necklace. She has to fuck this woman whenever she calls." Chris looked over at me. "Mom told me all about it. She, she said she wants to finish out with you before she puts on the collar again. She said it is mine."
I nodded. The Chris we knew had disappeared. There was nothing timid about him but he seemed still gentle in manner but his manner had steel in it that had not been there before.
"Sammy, let me show you the dangle tree." Chris said.
I went upstairs. I was curious about what the hell a "dangle tree" was but decided I would find out in due time.
Laura was standing in the living room looking at her phone when I arrived. Her hair was wet from her flash shower. She wore white slacks that hugged her ass and a black blouse. Black, white and blond; what a picture! She looked at me. She got her coat and we went out to her car in the garage. She did not open the garage door. I got into the passenger side and she took the drivers seat. We just sat there, both staring straight ahead at nothing.
"Don't you think you should open the door or start the car or something?" I said finally.
"I don't know what has happened, Sonny. Something is happening to my son, something I, I never expected." She looked over at me. "He, he wants to be my master."
"Let's go. Mary is waiting." I said, not wanting to have this conversation here. I admit it, the whole subject made me nervous. I felt caught out in some sort of crime. She did as I suggested and once onto the street, I said, "Mrs. Wills, our little arrangement is only good if it is good for you. If you want out, we'll call it good."
Laura did not respond till she stopped at a traffic light. She put a hand over onto my leg. "Sonny, don't take this wrong but I cannot be something to you and Chris at the same time."
I nodded. I was thinking the same thing. "Hey, I only served to fill the position. I have no investment in keeping you on a leash."
The light changed and she drove on towards the mall. She looked over at me suddenly. "Oh Sonny, was I supposed to take you home?"
That had been my original intention but now I was seeing the situation more clearly. I shook my head. "You have to decide, Mrs. Wills. Do you want to do this thing with Mary, our thing with the orgasms or do you want to ride the fuck horse? Makes no difference to me." I said. "You are a grown woman so you can decide but you cannot do both. You have to pick."
"If I don't go with you to see Mary, is that all right?" She said softly.
I shrugged. "I probably should have brought the necklace along to give back to her." I said. "We got a hell of a deal."
Mrs. Wills nodded.
"Is that what you want? Ride the fuck horse and call our thing to a halt?"
Laura pulled into the mall entrance and parked without speaking. She looked over at me. For a while she regarded me and then she nodded. "Yes. He's my son and, and I have the feeling that this, this thing we have started, it will not be over soon for him. Or for me, for that matter." She shuddered as though she were chilly. Her head bowed. "He, he wants to own me. Really own me, not like you and Alissa. You just use her. He wants, he wants everything." Her voice sounded on the edge of hysteria.
I could not tell if it was good hysteria or bad. I did not ask what "everything" might include. I focused on the moment. I could do that but fuck, my chest hurt. "Will you go in and at least see what the situation is?" I grinned at her. "Once more, for old times?"
Laura smiled back at me, wistful. "You won't take this personally, will you, Sonny? I love what you have done for me!" She snickered. "With me. To me. Oh god, Sonny, you have no idea! I am a different woman than the one you fucked on your kitchen table with Cici watching. That was a dream, of seeing her eyes on us. I knew I liked to be, to perform but I had no idea what I would do to have that. Last weekend ... it was amazing but Sonny, Chris is my son. And, and he wants me! You cannot imagine what that feels like. He wants me, Sonny. On my back, on my knees, in my ass, in my mouth, I do not care. He can spin me from the ceiling again and give me to all of his friends so long as he still wants me when he is done. He wants me and I want to be used however he likes. He would never stand for it like Sammy does." She sighed, sucking breath through her teeth. "Neither would I, honestly. So, so this time but after this, after this I don't see how ..."
She meant it. I felt like I had been caught stealing and she was apologizing for making me put everything back. I patted her on the shoulder. "I understand, pretty girl. I bought the collar but it was for both of you. It fits you but it is really his." Laura Wills beamed like I understood something important that made her happy. I felt satisfied. "Come on then. Let's go see Miss Mary."
We left the car and entered the mall, striding easily, side by side, not touching. She remained a half step behind me. I could not decide if it was because she liked the feeling of being towed along, longing for the collar and her leash or she liked looking at my ass. It was late and the mall was sparsely populated, even for a Wednesday.



Mary saw us coming. She stood in the brilliant splash of light in her jewelry store, hands planted on the glass case, staring at us. Over to her left stood a tall, red-headed woman, peering into another case. I halted at he perimeter of her store but Mary gestured us over.
She leaned into us and said in a whisper. "I did not expect both of you. That could be a problem."
I shrugged. "Do you want me to leave? I can go bra shopping."
Mary gave me a funny look but ignored me. "You said, you meant I could use her however I liked, right?"
Laura moved closer, clutching my arm and pressing it between her tits. The sensation distracted me. "What?" I asked stupidly. Somehow the feeling that Mrs. Wills was drifting away and this may be the last time she pressed her beautiful body against me like this seemed to suck away my attention from the rest of the world.
Mary hissed and repeated herself. "I said, you meant I could use her however I liked. Whatever I wanted her to do?" She glanced tellingly at the red-haired woman. "Whoever." She added as her eyes found mine once more.
I got a tingle up my spine. Once more that sense of being on a precipice washed through me. For a second I could not breathe; I knew what our Mary was thinking in general if not in detail. Then I realized that this situation was just what my Laura craved and despite her decision, I offered it to her in profusion and her son, Chris offered something else, something more intimate. She had last weekend and for the moment she was sated. That, however, did not stop her from snuggling against me, rubbing her breasts firmly up and down my upper arm. "Of course." I croaked.
Mary nodded. Then she grinned. "Let's see what is what." She murmured. "Oh, Mrs. Stallworth? Could you come over here a moment? I think I have something you might like."
The woman drifted over to us. She moved with august grace, her coiffed red hair never moved. She looked like a noble, a Scottish Queen commanding her minions in Edinburgh or Buckingham. She walked over to us, though "walked" is much too pedestrian a term. Her arrival seemed like an event. Her green eyes were sharp and intent. "Is this her?" She asked with a burr in her tone. She was trying to look through or around me and I was in her way. She seemed irritated by my presence.
I grinned a little, shook Laura loose from my arm and moved out of the way, uncovering the blond woman for inspection.
Mrs. Stallworth inspected her like an 18th century southern belle seeking a mandingo to stand beside her night table. She nodded once. "She'll do." She looked at Mary. For a moment neither moved. Then the tall woman handed over her pocketbook, a small, stylish purse with no shoulder strap.
Mary nodded. "I'll hold that for you. You know the way."
"Ah, a moment?" I said, lifting my finger for notice. I felt distinctly invisible, or at least undervalued. "She is full of cum and at least some of it isn't her own." I felt full-disclosure at this point in the transaction would avoid any uncomfortable misunderstandings.
The red-haired woman regarded me for a moment, a withering glance that withered what little starch in my stalk I walked into the place with. "I care nothing for what she has in her cunt." Mrs. Stallworth said with a sniff. "It is the other end that interests me." She handed over a pair of cream gloves to Mary. She regarded each of us, fixing each in turn with an uninviting stare and then walked around the end of the counter to the door into the back of the store, opened it and disappeared.
"You too, honey." Mary said eying Laura like a competitor for a common object of lust.
Laura hesitated then went the way of all flesh, right through the dark door following the woman in red. I watched her till she was gone. I looked at Mary. "We need to talk." I said softly. "Care for a coffee? I'll get you one if you don't mind waiting."
"What do we have to talk about?" She said, not in an unfriendly way.
I shrugged. "Miss Laura is retiring. She, ah, she is going to be taking a lot of dick and feels it would be a conflict of interest to continue being on your call sheet."
Mary blinked but did not respond.
"I know. I owe you. I, ah, have some other options."
The woman shook her head, pursing her lips. "I will take that coffee, now that you mention it." She said. She described her preference and I told her to write it down. She gave me a sour look and told me to "do my best" which I understood to be her disapproval.
I thought about trying to outline how to untangle our engagement but walked away instead. I presumed I would be able to finish this conversation with some coffee in hand. However, returning with our coffee I saw from a distance that Laura waited for me. She did not look the same, rather resembling a woman who stopped to dress before leaving a burning building.
I handed Mary her coffee. She nodded, sipped and said, "What options?"
I glanced at Laura and saw anticipation and impatience in her eyes. I could see past her shirt, unevenly buttoned, to her bare breasts. Whatever bra she had had on was absent.
"A Chinese woman, a brunette, light brown, and a tall Italian. All have big tits and have gone down on our girl Laura here. Perhaps she could recommend one to you. I presume you have no interest in another black woman."
Mary's eyes lit up. "You are shitting me. You can offer me a black woman?" She swallowed hard, her composure shifted, letting out a little light. "I would be interested in such a woman." She said. "Black, like me, you mean?"
I nodded. I felt Laura's impatience and looked at her. "What do you want, Miss Laura? Aren't you supposed to be ears deep in red-haired pussy about now?"
Mrs Wills blinked a couple times. "Ah, she barely has any hair down there." She said. "You should come with me, she said. She said to bring you back."
I could not determine if Laura sounded scared or aroused. Likely both and likely it did not matter. I looked at my coffee.
"Leave it here." Mary said with a smirk. "You can get more later." She extended a hand. "No blonds? I think we can arrange something to satisfy our original arrangement." Then she actually smiled. "Nice to know you are at least a little flexible."
I shook my head. "I ain't. She is though." I nodded to Laura and followed her through the door to the hall to the office.
She stopped just inside the door and pressed herself against me. "Don't act, ah, surprised." She whispered. "She isn't all that and a bag of chips. She just acts that way."
I nodded. We went into the little office and found Mrs. Stallworth sitting on the desk, nude from the waist down her expensive blouse unbuttoned and her little bra loose but pushed up around her neck. She had little bug bite tits with nipples that swelled up with the color of her lips, now smeared clean of their delicate pink lipstick, some of which formed a swoosh off the top lip. Her hands, however, were fastened behind her bare ass. They were shackled together. The desk had a clip loop fixed into an indented spot that looked like a hole for computer wires but hid the metal circle. The chain between her shackles passed through the metal ring. Mrs. Stallworth was fastened to the desk.
I had been wondering how to keep my balls but that seemed like a moot point; completely the wrong question. My purpose here was different than I thought. For several moments, the woman turned her head away, staring down. I stared at her.
"She, she wants you to fuck her, to fill her so when I eat her," Laura's voice squeaked and stalled.
I looked away from Laura back to Mrs. Stallworth. "Is that correct?" I asked.
The woman's eyes lifted, somber, piercing. She nodded once. Then she shifted her weight onto her hands and moved her hips to the edge of the desk. Her knees opened and she looked back up at me. A strand of her fixed red hair had come loose and dangled down her back. Her pussy was pale pink and open, glittering with her internal, private excitement. Whatever reserve she clung to was denied by her glistening cunt.
I reached out and with the pad of my thumb, wiped the smear of lipstick off of the corner of her mouth. It made her look a little like The Joker. Weirded me out. She pulled back but then let me. I thought about demanding she speak the words but thought that might be pressing my luck, if this was luck.
Laura was right, the woman was naked of hair but there were no signs of shaved nubs. She was just hairless and smooth. And fully aroused. I turned around to Laura and kissed her while I unbuttoned the botched job she had done on her blouse. When it was open on her shoulders, I palmed her tits. She groaned into my mouth.
I broke the kiss. "Do you want to eat her?" I asked.
Laura nodded vigorously. "Yes, of course." She looked at me like I was a moron or something.
"You want me to fuck her first?" I asked.
Laura's eyes flicked past me to the woman. Then she nodded. "Please." Her voice got small.
I unbuttoned her white slacks and pushed them down her straight figure. She stood still while I undressed her then watched while I disrobed. The august Mrs. Stallworth watched me as well and did not speak.
I had a moment, standing on one leg and trying to get my foot out of my pants when I reflected that this situation felt almost normal to me. Still exciting, my cock was surely as hard as it has ever been but I did not feel like the top of my head was about to come off. Mrs. Stallworth deserved my best. Suddenly, nude before her, I wanted to fuck her. I nodded to Laura and she moved out of the way. Laura was nude but for the unbuttoned blouse that draped her tits, giving her an aroused look mixed with certain availability. I moved between Mrs. Stallworth's knees, laying my hands gently on the outside of each thigh. She twitched just a little.
"Since I am going to fuck you, don't you think we should be formerly introduced? I am Sonny."
Her eyes came up. "Get on with it." She fairly growled.
"I am going to put this quit hard cock inside of you, don't you think we should be on a first name basis? I mean, really? Its not like I am bought and paid for, is it?" Not really, I thought but she doesn't need to know that.
"Victoria." She said.
Of course. "Well, Queen Victoria," I stalled. My mind went blank. Then I knew what to say. "Do you like cock or should I just take care of myself?"
Strangely, her eyes softened then. She nodded several times. "Yes, young man, I like cock. If you please, I would like you to penetrate me. Please mount me so your cunt can eat your come out of me." She spoke with a sneer but it was a happy, even delighted sneer. When she said 'cunt' her eyes flashed a little. I don't know if it was the taste of the word or Laura but it pleased the bitch immensely.
"Is that part of this fantasy of yours is it?" Her eyes twitched up to meet mine so abruptly she did not need to answer. She did however but not with her eyes open.
"Oh, yes, young man. That is exactly right. Usually, well, usually it is just some young woman behind on her payments. This, this is a surprising bit of good fortune." Her eyes opened. "I want you to fuck me." She said clearly, her eyes flickered with that arresting pleasure of being naughty. I almost laughed in her prissy face but I was going to fuck her, no sense if mucking about with petty inclinations. Her eyes fell shut again and she groaned. "Oh my god, how long have I wanted to say that to a young man like you."
I did not mention before that she was in her upper forties but everything was in the right place. Her tits were pointed, topped by the aforementioned nipples. Her skin was alabaster smooth and devoid of every blemish; utterly white and clear, nearly translucent.
"Christ, just fuck me. However you like. Quick monkeying around." Her irritation put a burr on her words.
Not long on patience, this one, I reflected. I thought about teasing her more but suddenly the idea of just fucking her seemed so luscious I could not bring myself to dither about any longer. I gripped her knees and pulled her forward a little more, putting more of her weight and balance back on her shackled hands. Her shoulders arched. Her head dropped back, lifting her chin and her eyes closed. I bent my cock and touched the head to her pussy. She tried to twitch but only managed a feeble flinch. Her pussy lips swelled right before my eyes, growing thicker and thicker while I stared down at her.
"Oh Christ, put it in me." The woman groaned.
Her pussy gaped and then a glistening trickle of liquid appeared and ran out of her onto the head of my cock. The bitch was in unbelievable heat. I did not think this was possible for a woman of a certain age. She was not of that age or that condition. I shoved my cock into her. She opened like a ripe peach.
"Oh my sweet Christ." The woman grunted, her shoulders shook, pulling back, arching her angular torso, thrusting her sternum forward since her tits were too small to thrust. Her nipples did their best which was pretty good.
I withdrew a few inches of cock out of her and pressed forward.
Her eyes opened. "Ram me, fuck me. Hard. Fuck me hard. I, I might come if you fuck me hard, like I am your whore, just a cunt you want to fill. Fuck me!" She growled and moaned at the same time, her voice a demanding paean of her desire. I thrust deep into her. Her pussy stuck and rippled around my dick, but painted my cock as I sank into her. I leaned over her tilted torso, gripped her hips and pulled her hard against me. My cock pierced her to the quick.
"Oh Christ, oh Christ, Oh Christ!" She hissed through barred teeth. Then her legs twitched and squeezed against me. Then they lifted them and her heels pulled at my thighs. "Fuck me hard!" She said, her voice twanging into a tense whine, balanced on her hands and her naked ass.
I did. With my hands on her ass, I dug my fingers into her flesh and hammered her hard. Back and deep down into her weeping core I rammed my cock. The woman lost her words and just grunted, a long groan as I bottomed out and took a moment to stir her cunt. I pulled back and rammed her again. She grunted again, hissing "yes" as me as I slid into her.
I felt Laura's hands on my hips, touching me as I flexed back and forth. I found a punching rhythm and filled the woman over and over with cock; cock, which by the way, she took quite easily and with encouraging thrusts of her hips. Laura pressed against me, her breast tickling my back. Her hands moved around and took hold of the forward edge of my pelvic bones. When I next slammed deep into Mrs. Stallworth, Laura bumped her hips against mine, adding a second impact a split instant after my body connected with the red head's.
Mrs. Stallworth groaned and then screamed. I pulled back and slammed hard into the red-headed woman. Again Laura punctuated my impact with her own hips, banging me deeper and harder at the end of my own stroke. Mrs. Stallworth screamed again, her lips pulling back from perfect, brilliantly white teeth. I pulled the point of her ass past the edge of the desk and her body fell down the length of cock, crushing it deeply into her. The chain between her shackles rattled as her weight shifted onto my cock and her hands. My hands moved down to her ass and secured her. Her upper torso strained forward, searching for balance, for that center of gravity that assured her body of being safe but the shackles refused it to her. Her shoulders hunched forward, straining her arms. Her head fell forward between us as I stood up, her body pierced and pinned onto my cock.
"Oh fucking Christ!" The woman groaned. "I am so full of cock. I can feel it at the back of my throat." Her head lifted; her glittering green eyes shimmered with hunger. She grunted as she tried to push her hips against me.
I hooked her ass on the edge of the desk and withdrew from her body granting some respite from the pierced feeling of floating. When I slammed back into her, her forehead fell onto my chest then left me, as the strain on her shoulders popped her back upright. Then she shrieked, a gurgling, panting scream that seemed to twist through her body. She could not move but her head bobbed over and over while she grunted. I pulled back and rammed her again and she tipped back against the wall with a new, guttural shriek. She panted, her flat chest heaving as she tried to sit back up but the angle was bad and she stayed slumped back against the wall, her head bent because only the top of her back actually touched the wall. I hammered into her again and again, each blow accented by Laura behind me. It made for a very erratic rhythm since I had to wait for Laura to back up before I could pull back and ram the woman again.
Mrs. Stallworth panted and grunted and then her whole body tensed. Her hips bucked once at me. I plunged into her again, grinding us together. Her hips punched up at me again. She gasped, hissing as she inhaled, trying to breathe. I pulled back and ran my ramrod deep into her clasping cannon again and again. Each time a tremor ran through her body. She was sweating now, her head bent forward over her chest, chin nearly touching it. Her hair was falling out of the pinned up comb, more with each plunge of my cock into her till finally a whole veil of it tumbled loose and covered her eyes. Her legs released my thighs. She watched me as through a veil.
As soon as her legs relaxed beside me, Laura hugged her body against my back. I felt her tits scrapping up and down my back as I hammered the gasping woman.
"Christ, coming! Christ, coming!" The woman gasped. Her body suddenly tensed and she bucked far stronger than she had to that point.
Laura rubbing herself against my back summoned my orgasm. With Mrs. Stallworth's cunt clasping me as I pounded into her, I began to come. I bent out of Laura's clasp and rabbit punched Mrs. Stallworth with my cock, ramming her over and over till the last of my cum had spewed deep into her. I leaned over the top of her bowed head. With the last of my strength, I tipped her chin up. Her eyes were dull, unseeing but when I kissed her, her lips responded and she moaned into my mouth. Her mouth opened and she kissed me back, sucking at my tongue and massaging her lips against me with passion and violence. The rest of her body did not move.
My cock began to grow once more inside of her.
She shook her mouth free of mine. "Oh Christ, not again!" She wheezed. "I can't. I can't. She, she must." She could not manage to explain "must what" so I filled in the blank. I pulled my rousing cock from her clasping cunt with a wet splotch. Laura, nude and shivering with excitement stood to my right. Her blouse was gone.
"First me, then her. I'll fuck you while you eat her after she comes the first time." I managed to mutter. The pleasure I found inside this strange upright woman was startling and thrilling. I turned to Laura and she knelt carefully. She licked at my cock and kissed the dripping end.
Mrs. Stallworth roused, lifting her head and struggling to sit up. Her hair was a hash about her face. "Suck it." She breathed. "Christ suck his cock." Her voice quivered. She licked her lips like she was the one about to eat.
Laura obeyed. She licked my cock clean and then sucked it into her mouth. After a couple little bobs of her head, she took a large breath and sank her lips down my shaft till my entire cock was embedded in her mouth, the head lodged in her throat. I grunted and my hips thrust against her. Laura needed no further directions. Her hand gripped my ass, controlling me while she sucked and licked my cock. She withdrew her mouth from my cock and knee walked over between the white legs of Mrs. Stallworth. She was still for a moment, staring at the bloated and pulsing pussy before her face.



"Kiss it. Please lick me. Oh Christ!" Mrs. Stallworth moaned. Her arms rattled the chain.
Laura did. I moved to the side so I could watch. Laura's long pink tongue swathed along the puckered furrow. Mrs. Stallworth bucked like she had been shocked. Now she could move. Laura licked her several times, each time harder and more slowly. The last time, Mrs. Stallworth's body bucked again. She grunted and groaned, her pinned arms straining, her torso bending over Mrs. Wills' blond head between her splayed legs. Her knees tried to close but Laura held her open. Mrs. Wills pulled the woman's ass forward, nearly off the edge and then licked her once more. Mrs. Stallworth began to keen. Laura fit her mouth over the woman's plundered cunt and sucked it loudly, slurping at our cum oozing out of it. Mrs. Stallworth groaned and then started panting really fast before all breathing stopped, she grunted. A huge groan rattled her frame. She lay back, twitching.
Her eyes opened, regarding me through the leafy veil of her fallen hair. "Fuck her." She breathed.
"Happy to." I said moving so the woman could clearly see my newly erect cock. "Laura dear, stand up."
Laura did, resting her forehead on the woman's thigh while she put her hands behind herself and pulled her hips open. "Fuck me again." She said. "Want to come."
I moved behind her. Mrs. Stallworth lifted her head and watched me, her eyes were intense and fixed on my cock till it disappeared behind Mrs. Wills. I ran a finger down Laura's crack, searching for and finding her open slit. She was fountaining. I shoved my finger into her and she grunted, a satisfied grunt, "Finger." She said. "Now, now cock." I think she was providing commentary for Mrs Stallworth.
I positioned myself and thrust into the blond woman. Chris would have switched her for her orders but I only followed very good directions. I slid completely into her; her ass was tight against my abdomen when I became still. I hunched at her. "Don't forget what you are doing here." I whispered as though Mrs. Stallworth could not hear me. "Eat the bitch." I used the word intentionally. The redhead groaned softly but then she looked up at me with no change of expression. Her eyes stayed on me as Laura resumed eating her. Once they widened and closed for a moment but until I resumed my own motion, she just held my gaze.
Mrs. Stallworth watched me thrust into Mrs. Wills for several minutes while Laura tried to lick and suck her while being fucked, which is not as easy as it sounds. Finally, Mrs Stallworth sighed. "Yes, yes, there." A moment later her whole body bucked and shook. A huge orgasm wracked her, making each arm jerk, her shoulders shrugged and twitched. She gasped and grunted. Laura looped her arms under the woman's thighs and buried her face between the woman's legs. The orgasm did not abate but rolled in waves through Mrs. Stallworth. She gasped and panted and strained against the shackles, rattling the chain behind her. After several minutes of wracking orgasms, she lifted her head.
"Stop. Stop, please, oh Christ no more!" The red haired woman panted.
Laura lifted her head.
I began to pummel Laura then, chasing a distant, fleeting climax that continued to elude me. Laura however, was not so fortunate. She screeched into an orgasm and wobbled, bent as she was. She adjusted her feet so she would not topple over.
Mrs. Stallworth sat up. "No. No!" She mumbled.
"What?" I asked through gritted teeth, wanting to fill Laura again.
"Don't come. I, I want to suck you."
That stopped me. I am so agreeable. I pulled out of Laura and she straightened.
"Release." Mrs. Stallworth panted. "Release me." She said.
I was relieved. I did not fancy standing on the desk so she could shine my knob. Laura fussed with the cuffs and a moment latter the woman struggled off the desk. She was taller than Laura by a head. She bent and kissed Mrs. Wills on the mouth, firmly but briefly. "Thank you sweetie. That was, it was wonderful. Let me suck this nice man for his trouble and we can all go back to our lives."
"This is my life." I said automatically.
The woman looked at me like I was nuts which I guess I was. I made it sound like I did this for a living. I just meant I fucking loved this, I fucking loved fucking. Is that redundant? Meeting new people and fucking them, what a hobby! Mrs. Stallworth sat on the office chair that had been pushed into the corner. She shuffled forward and then pulled herself close to the desk. She twisted and gestured for me to come close. She reached for my cock and took it between thumb and forefinger, feeling Laura's dewy coating on me. She kissed the end of my cock and licked it. She sucked on the end and then pulled me into her mouth.
It was that moment that I realized she did not suck cock, not really. Her teeth scraped along the skin and I flinched which made her bit down. It was just an uncomfortable nip but it made me nervous as a tight ass in a public bath. I grabbed her hair and held tight to her head before she did any real damage. The pull on her hair focused her attention. She sucked the part of my cock in her mouth but then her teeth touched it and I pulled on her hair. She groaned and then let my cock slide from her lips. That was pleasant but being on guard during a blow job ruins it for me. Then she began to lick and kiss my cock and that was fine. Finally she stopped and her eyes looked up at me.
"Have her. I don't know how."
I had a better idea. "Laura, do have any lube?"
Laura nodded and turned immediately to her purse. She handed me little vial of lube. I held it in front of Mrs. Stallworth's eyes. "Know what this is for? It is for your ass. I think you should bend over the desk. I'll fuck your ass for your. Something to remember us by."
For a long minute Mrs. Stallworth stared at the little tube. Her eyes were fixed. I held my pose, demanding that she tell us no, or no fucking way or something. She stared for so long I knew I was onto something. Then, abruptly, her face turned as red as her hair. She nodded. She pushed me out of her way, stood and bent over the desk. "Fuck me." She said. "Any way you want." She lay there on her elbows, her back still covered by her loose blouse; her lank, lean ass bare.
I looked at Laura and realized we were going back to her house. Ass and a shower? Sounded fair. I opened the tube. When I extended it to Laura she grinned and nodded enthusiastically. She peeled Mrs. Stallworth open and fingered her ass, swabbing lube on it. Her ass was flat like the rest of her. When the blond thrust her finger inside, the woman grunted but pressed her ass back till Laura's finger disappeared from view.
"This, this I know how to do." Mrs. Stallworth grunted, no small amount of pride in her voice.
Laura looked over the woman's back at me and shrugged. "Fuck the bitch in the ass, then." She said in a rough voice.
Mrs. Stallworth shivered under her hands. The red head waited, bent and pierced by the finger in her ass.
I positioned myself behind the woman and Laura helped direct my cock. The head of my cock sought the crinkled maw of Mrs. Stallworth's ass hole. I pushed against it and she opened like a Broadway play. I slid nearly all the way into her. Mrs. Stallworth groaned. "Oh ass fucking Christ!" She grunted. Then again, "Oh fuck my ass." Her hands came back and pulled her ass cheeks apart, not that she had much of an ass, lean as she was. "I want to dribble your cum from my ass while I drive home. I want to sit lightly for the week. I want to feel you and think of her mouth on me each time I sit and feel you. Now, young man, fuck me very, very hard. Make me scream."
"Do you think that is wise?" I asked, pulling my cock out of her ass.
"I own this mall, my boy. No one will give a fuck if I scream my fool head off." She twisted to look at me, only able to show me one side of her face though. "Fuck me. Hard." Her face disappeared below her shoulders. "In the ass. Fuck me." She grunted.
I did. I pressed the head of my cock against her hole and for a moment she resisted. But then she flowered open and I shoved deep into her. I pulled back and added force and violence, penetrating her ass. She screamed as I rammed her ass full of hot, hard cock. I pulled back and her ass rippled around my cock. When I rammed into her again, she grunted and grunted, pulling harder on her ass cheeks. I began to pump her ass and she grunted as I bottomed out each time. Her clasping ass rippled around me and in no time I was coming. Her long lean legs quivered, widening finally to help balance her lean, bent body. I rooted my cock deep into her and poured her full of cum. My hands were claws on her waist, pulling her hard back against me as I shoved into her bucking body, over and over again.
When I pulled my shriveling cock out of her, She stood up and looked at me. "You call that hard boy? Where did you learn to fuck a woman's ass?" Her sneer would have hurt if I had not just fucked her ass and come doing so. I knew which side my bread was buttered on.
I shrugged. "I guess I need practice." I had been talking to myself in my post orgasmic nirvana but then it was like I heard what I said and I laughed. "Want me to try again?"
The funny thing was that Mrs. Stallworth hesitated and I could see her considering the offer.
Finally, though she shook her head. The woman began to dress. Laura and I watched, she hugged against me, pressing her nude body against mine. Dressed, Mrs. Stallworth walked out of the office without any further conversation or even acknowledgment.
I felt used and frankly, I sort of liked it. Well, truthfully, I like doing the using more than being the paper cup but it never hurts to change shirts from time to time and see how the other half lives.
Laura separated from me and began to dress. I followed suit. When we had ourselves together she looked at me. "Sonny, I hate to give this up. Never in a hundred years would I have done this. Now, now when you are around, I figure I will fuck you and everyone else in the room. At least, anyone else." She shook her head. "I don't know if Chris is going to give that to me so, this may be my last go."
I shrugged. "There is always your brothers."
Laura colored and I left it at that.
We walked out to the jewelry store. Mary had customers but she came over to us. "She seemed happy. Thank you. Keeps my rent low." She smiled then, a genuine smile. The traces of nerves and anxiety were gone. "My lease is secure now. She loves my ass. Last year she beat me and then fucked me with a candle. I was sore for weeks. As you might imagine, she is indelicate. She seemed very satisfied when she left. So, thank you. About the other thing, a black woman would be just fine. But, I am sure anyone you have under your sway would be fine under me." She turned away from us back to her customers.
I looked at Laura and she grinned. Arm in arm we walked out to the car.
"Want me to take you home now?" She asked.
I thought about it for a moment. "No. I have an idea. I think you will like it." She looked at me funny but then threw me the car keys.
We rode in silence but I was feeling pressured. It was getting late and after spending the weekend with Laura and her pussy parade, I was getting behind on school again. Thanksgiving was coming but I wanted to relax a little over the holiday, not chase myself trying to catch up. By the time I got to the Wills house I thought I was organized.
When we walked into the house I headed for the shower and cleaned up. I went downstairs after I was done, walking down the stairs starkers, figuring I would not need my clothes really till it was time to go. Annie was strapped into place on one end of the rail. Mrs. Rossini was on the other end. Brent was ramming his cock into his mother while Sammy slammed into the panting Mrs. Kingston against his motion, drilling into Annie who shook and jerked with climax. The woman never seemed to get tired; or maybe she was rested up since I left.
Chris and Landon were around the corner.
The Wills house had a full-sized basement with twelve foot ceilings. That allowed for the dangle. Only part of the basement was trimmed out, around where the rail sat. Around the corner of the furnace closet, Laura Wills hung suspended from the ceiling. She was nude but for a corset of supple leather around her lower ribs that formed a half bra under her breasts. Her hands were bound over her head and it appeared like she was suspended by them. She stood on tippy toes, teetering from side to side. When I rounded the corner, she lost her ballet perch on her toes and she swung, her arms stretched over her head.
"See? Now she is free. Mom, open your legs."
With some effort, suspended as she was, Laura spread her legs.
"It works like this. Just move in like this and enter her. And there, you can fuck her standing up without hurting anyone." Chris entered his mother, filling her with cock. Laura bucked into an orgasm, her eyes pulled to the side, looking at me. With effort she lifted her legs and locked them around her son. Her mouth was gagged so her only sound was a grunt.
"With her mounted on you like this," Chris continued, "you can fuck her like this. The line down the back to the rib corset is where her weight is suspended so it is not all on her legs or arms. But with a little effort, you can do this." He gripped his mother around the thighs and lifted her and let her drop. Her body rose off his cock and then dropped down onto it, hard. Her body bucked and shook. Her hips surged and flexed. "You can control her easily because there is a spring on the line attached to her. So you can actually do this." He gripped her legs again and began to move her bodily up and down on his cock.
Laura's eyes got wild, as her body rose and fell on the cock thrust up into her. After a dozen or so strokes, she began to shake and quake, grunting and bucking in her bonds.
"Here is what I like to do. Watch this." Chris said softly. While his mother grunted through an impressive orgasm, he grasped two bungee cords and hooked the ends to anklets of leather fastened to Laura's legs just above her feet. The other end he hooked to rings on the back of the leather corset. Her legs bent back comfortably. She was completely suspended, swinging gently back and forth, completely nude, her legs bent back at the knees and hooked to the corset.
Chris moved in front of her, her heels pulled back behind her. He gripped her by the thighs and tilted her lower body up and entered her again. "Rinse and repeat." Chris said, and began to bounce his mother up and down on his cock. She soon convulsed into a new orgasm, twitching and struggling. Her legs bent so she attempted to grasp her son with only her knees. The effort soon exhausted her legs muscles and she hung from the ceiling while Chris bounced her up and down on his cock. Gravity drove her down onto him over and over again, eliciting grunts and moans and finally a huge convulsion that left her twitching and bucking, seeking leverage to jam the cock harder into her suspended body. Her eyes rolled and bulged as climax after climax roared through her. Finally, Chris pulled out of her and then gave her a spin. Mrs. Wills began to spin freely, completely suspended off the ground; all the while her latest orgasm thrashed at her. The spinning seemed to intensify it. She bucked and shook, screaming into the ball gag in her mouth, bucking as the orgasm wracked her suspended body. Her legs fought the bungee cords. Her whole body shook and quivered. She lifted with her arms but then dropped back down, jerking at the corset under the bare breasts. They pulsed and swayed as her motion slowed.
I could see the straps that went between her legs, and an X binding across her shoulders. She was suspended but helpless.
"Want to try?" Chris said to Landon.
"I thought you were leaving." I said to Landon. I wanted to get past this. Landon turned around and looked duly guilty. It made no sense to me. This guy who had all the pussy he could stand and always ended up cheating on every girl he dated looked guilty for fucking his MILFs rather than fucking his girlfriend who was a hooker, fucking other men for money! It made no sense. Fortunately, it did not need to make sense to me. And it didn't. "Glad you didn't. Chris, can you get your mother down. I want to use her for something. Is there someplace in there to fuck her or do we need to go upstairs?
Chris gave me a look that said he thought I was stupid. "There are futons, will that serve?"
I nodded. He went to the control and lowered Laura, released her legs and unstrapped her then helped strip her out of the corset. Once she was free she merely stood there, leaving the ball gag in her mouth till Chris removed it himself. It was that little moment that I realized what happened. Mrs. Wills was a slave in her own house. Fuck me, who would have ever thought Chris would be able to dominate anyone, but then I remembered Mrs. Wills with Ms. Swearington. Everyone is full of surprises. I guess knowing what she wanted made her able to give it easier. I stared at Chris, wondering what hid behind his new found assertiveness. I would understand much better later.
Freed, Laura stood quiescent beside her son. Chris put a hand on her ass and guided her into the other room, moving her to stand right at the middle of the shifting rail table. His hand gripped her ass cheek, holding and manipulating her like a fuck puppet. She came to a halt and looked at her son, her blue eyes wide and shining, enthralled by the treatment. Chris patted her bare ass and grinned at her. "Sonny has something he wants to say."
I had not said that but it was correct. Brent stopped pumping Natasha. She was gasping for breath. She lifted her head and looked around.
"Hi Sonny." She said, her face a funny mixture of embarrassment and ecstasy. Annie lifted her head and looked at me but she looked fuck drunk. She probably could not even speak English at that moment; every thought dulled by orgasm into her native Chinese. Whatever she was thinking turned into gurgling babble when Sammy pulled her hard against his body, burying his cock in her. Her eyes rolled and she collapsed back onto her end of the rail. Sammy pushed a little and Natasha groaned and collapsed as well as Brent leaned into her. She was too tall for the leg spreaders so was not tied to the end of the rail, but just bent over the end and secured by the hands to Annie through the eye-bolt in the middle. She yanked at Annie and Annie moaned and yanked back. Neither woman seemed interested in anything but the respective cocks buried in them.
"Listen, guys. The MILF list is more or less done except for Mrs. Wills here and Landon's mom. Laura has been with us the whole time but now I think Chris would like to have her for his own for a while. I suggest we do something more or less formal here. Laura, if it is alright with you, I suggest we make you air tight this weekend. But till then, I think we should all be willing to keep her in ecstasy. One of us should be here, at least, fucking her or whatever we want, the rest of the week. I want her to come a hundred times. Then she can be free of us and do whatever she likes to whoever she likes. But our objective should be to keep her coming constantly."
"She'll get raw." Sammy said, pulling back and ramming Annie once, soundly. She squeaked struggling against the bonds, trying to lift her ass. Sammy gripped her hips and ground against her till she began to huff, lifting her head to keen.
"You can fuck Annie while she eats Mrs. Wills or Natasha or Mom or whoever."
"What about my mom?" Landon asked.
I shrugged. "I think maybe she should be left out of this."



"She'll hate that." Landon said.
I grinned. "I know. That is the beauty of it. When it comes time for her, she will be so ready. Right?" Then I shook my head. "Okay, fine, I think Laura should come as many times as she can each day, however you can figure out to make her come. When she says enough, then you stop and go home. We do this every day till she says done, till she says no more or enough. We fuck her till she tells us to quit. Then, then we all have to leave her alone."
"She'll never say uncle." Chris said darkly. "My mom could fuck us all into the ground."
"Happy to hear that." Sammy added in, chortling evilly, hammering Annie hard again. "Sounds like a perfect storm to me!" He ground into Annie. Annie groaned and rippled, conveying her response down the line to Mrs. Rossini on the other end.
I shuddered. This was not what I had in mind when I imagined fucking our MILFs. "Well, that is my suggestion. I have to get going. Can someone give me a ride home?"
Laura found my eyes. "I think I have come enough for one day." She said and that was the signal for us all to go. It was almost funny, that moment when she told us all, in effect, to go home. She was once more MRS WILLS and we were her sons buddy's who had over stayed our welcome. But now she was nude, with cum running down the insides of her thighs, making them glisten. Hers or someone else's she did not seem to notice or care.
But Chris shook his head. "You come now. You come till Friday or whenever." He turned to Mrs. Rossini. The bound woman and the blond guy looked at each other, silently, for a moment.
Sammy pulled out of Annie. He looked back and forth between Natasha and Chris. Laura Wills had not moved. He pulled free of Annie, staring over her bare, lithe back.
She grunted and lifted her head. "What about Annie?" Annie said.
Chris answered her. "The rail has two ends. I built one especially for you, did you notice." He looked back at the reclined nude form of Natasha Rossini. "Mrs. Rossini, I will figure a way to make it fit you. I'll come up with something so you can fly like the others too." He gestured. "Get her loose. Mrs. Wills is going for a ride."
Natasha lifted her head. "Yes, thank you. That looks like fun."
Brent released his mother. Chris proceeded to affix his mother to the fuck horse, strapping her down, legs, waist and shoulders. When he entered her, she cringed, her eyes were wild. She bucked and fought the ties that bound her in place. Annie twitched on the other end of the rail.
"Sammy, can I get a ride home?" I asked, my eyes fixed on Laura, tugging at Annie's bound arms. Annie pulled back. Landon moved behind her, placing his large hands on her hips and opening her up like cabbage. She fought the bonds. Landon positioned his cock at her entrance and plunged into her. Annie bucked and bucked, fighting, resisting but then she cried out, her whole body wracked with the new sensation of being penetrated once more. She squealed, the orgasm flashing through her while Landon sank ineluctably into her. Her body fused with his but her pleasure ravaged her while he calmly and steadily pounded into her bent and bound form. She communicated her climax down the line to Laura Wills who had said "no" only to be bound and penetrated by her son. She was helpless as he pummeled her, receiving his passion while Annie pulled at her from the other end of the pulsing rail. When her climax arrived, she screamed, loudly, long, and with such raw passion that everyone stopped what they were doing and listened and watched, astonished at the effect of her passion on her.
Mrs. Rossini, nude, on her knees, sucking her sons enormous cock even opened her eyes and looked around. Chris pulled free of his quaking mother and found a long flat paddle. He administered a sound thwack to her ass and her screams altered, turning guttural, almost a growl.
My cock was hard but my chest hurt and all I wanted to do was leave. I gestured to Sammy and he nodded, pouring into motion while the women around us were independently and together used for sex. Brent dragged his mother over to a futon and entered her from behind, breaking her down onto her shoulders and knees as he penetrated her.
It all seemed unreal and I felt ... something but I did not want to bask in it any longer. I went up the stairs and waited.
Sammy dressed and we left. In the car we were quiet. When he pulled up outside my house he looked over at me. "Sonny, this is going to end pretty soon, isn't it?"
I nodded. "Has to. Moms cannot fuck sons all the time like this. Know what I mean?"
Sammy shrugged. "If I was going to bet, Chris and Mrs. Wills are going to have a thing going for a while."
He seemed distracted and then it clicked and I knew what he was thinking. "You're asking about your mom and me, right? Duh. I get it."
Sammy hesitated then nodded. "Well, yeah. I was sort of thinking about that."
I opened the door. "I don't know, Sammy. There is more to that than you know. Let me discuss it with Alissa and I'll get back to you. That okay?"
He nodded, then grinned. "Friday night, right? Cici and me? My house?"
I nodded.
"Can't wait!"
I closed the door and walked tiredly into the house. My butt was dragging. I went to work but could not concentrate so I showered and went to bed. I woke in the middle of the night and realized that, hard dick not withstanding, having a woman tied to a piece of hardware was not my idea of perfect. Call me romantic or something but attaching a woman to hardware was just not my idea of kosher. But that was just me. Landon and certainly Chris had no inhibitions about it. Maybe Landon felt about that like I did, the nervous hard dick is not always the best condition. Annie seemed to love being pussy on a stick. Laura did seem attracted but that may have been her longstanding lust for her son. I lay awake, mulling the situation over in my head.
I eventually got back to sleep but I woke with the certainty that Chris and his toys were not really for me. The only codicil to that was if the woman I was pleasing would be pleased by dangling or riding the rail, then, then I would be willing and able; able for sure. It was hot but I did not like the feeling I was doing something wrong. I guess it was sort of a 'been there, done that' sort of thing where having the T-shirt was enough. Doing a woman on a rail was different than taking her in a dressing room or in the theater but there is no rational explanation; fucking is fucking. Cock and pussy fit together and the surroundings have more to do with the head than the cock and pussy. I lay feeling the implications of rejecting Chris and his toy shop.
The blisters rattled around downstairs and left. I had been dodging them all week. Well, dodging Dalia really. For some reason I did not want to find myself in the same room with her, particularly alone. Oh, it was not rejecting her. To the contrary, I was getting the very vibrant vibe from her that if I wanted, I could have her, lock, stock and back door. Every time she got close to me after last weekend, she was trailing her fingers across my ass or trying to press the back of her hand against my crotch. I avoided her because I liked it.
Tawny watched me with her laughing eyes but she was not laughing. Georgia was morose. With Mom gone, the house was empty and quiet; that is mom was not making fuck noises anyway. The girls seemed nervous anytime I was around. I felt a little bad but I was focused on completing the MILF list. If I veered, I feared I would utterly lose focus and the various promises I had made would get buried under an avalanche of sisterly pussy. A guy can hope, I suppose. Anyway, Landon needed us to be done with it and my sense of completeness would be violated if we did not make the last two MILFs airtight.
With this banging around inside me, I returned home early, skipping my last Thursday class. I was behind, again, some more, still. I needed quiet and some concentration. The idea of Laura coming all week and the end being air tight lingered around me like strong perfume in a elevator after the miniskirt with the woman stuffed in it left it. Whenever I stopped what I was doing, my cock got hard. Despite my conscious rejection of Chris' toys, it still rattled me. It was like meeting the chick that all you wanted to do was to fuck without getting to know her or her name or anything. You just feel it, the desire to make her scream and come while you mounted her. Toys meant raw sex, like a workout or something, not really pleasure or sharing it. Maybe that's what it was, toys are just sex? What's wrong with that? Nothing, I guess but finding the house empty was first a relief then a challenge. When I heard the door slam downstairs, though, I was happy.
But then I glanced at the clock and was surprised. It was not even five. The front door had banged closed and I thought they were home and leaving soon. They often just parked in the drive and came in the front door when they were going to leave again right away. No idea why. Then someone tapped on my door. It opened before I even turned around. I was only wearing jockeys and a T-shirt since I had showered already. I felt a little exposed, which struck me as hysterical considering all the flashing of strangers and MILFs I had been doing. But what the hell, the heart has ways the mind knows nothing of.
"Sonny?" Dalia stood in the shaft of darkness. "Mind if I come in for a minute?"
I stifled my sigh and nodded. "Sure, Dillydally, come in, cop a squat." I tried to sound light hearted but it flopped. Dalia did not seem to notice or care.
She sat down on my bed and immediately unbuttoned her blouse, one button at a time, clear down to her waist. She pulled the two sides of the white business blouse wide. "I want you." She said softly. "I want it. I, I know you are Mom's but she's gone ..." She smiled, a pale imitation of her usual expression. Her gray eyes were dark, tense.
I thought, "fuck me" when I noticed so I twisted my computer chair around to look at her, that is, at her tits. When I finally looked up at her, into her eyes I mean, she smiled wanly.
"I have not slept at all since, since, since I saw you fuck them. When it was Mrs. Rossini, when it was her I got excited, sure. I loved seeing your, your, you naked. I liked when you mounted her." She blushed then. "Can I say that? Mount?" She shivered. "It sounds so animalistic. I like that. Raw sex. They, they loved it so much. When I watched you do mom, she was so into it, so high with the feeling, all I wanted was for it to be me. When you did Laura, Mrs. Wills ..." My dear sister grinned impishly. "She's a frisky one, ain't she? Don't suppose you could, you know, arrange to open her little diner for an all-nighter do you?"
I took one last fling at deflecting her. "Dalia, are you a dyke?" I thought that might put her off.
She shook her head. "Would that matter? If I say I am a lessy, would you promise to try and convert me back to the pole meat promise?" She smiled, warmer now. "I have never, never touched a woman really like that. Before. I, I want to try. But cock, I do like cock. I love watching but anytime I watch I generally lose the shot and my own turn in the saddle. Some guys are done after firing once. The guys I have seen naked are usually not able to do two girls in a row; not like you can." Her eyes changed. "So? Sonny?"
I knew what she was asking but like so many times in the past, I wanted those luscious words. I wanted her to say it. I love the fucking words! "Say it." I said. My resolve to not fuck my sisters had evaporated.
"I want you, Sonny. I want you between my legs. I want you to kiss me as you sink your cock into me. I want to feel you deep inside of me. I want your cum. I want to cum with you over me, I want to be nude under you. I want you. I want my brother to fuck me." She spoke steadily but with wondrous expression. "Do you want me, Sonny? Do you want to fuck your sister?"
I almost told her it was a stupid question but by now, with such robust practice, my mouth merely watered and did not try to speak. When I could speak, when I did, I said, "take off your bra," I hesitated. "Sister."
Dalia blushed deeply but did not hesitate. She reached behind her and the bra loosed. She did not take off the blouse but merely pushed the bra up off of her fabulous tits.
"Oh fuck me." I said. Her tits were young tits. Georgia had a woman's tits because of her build, they were large and fleshy. Dalia's were full, artfully curved but full and plush at once but with all the inner fortitude needed to stand tall and proud. I think Dalia saw or felt or sensed my lust because she smiled, pride in her eyes while I drank in her body. "Come here." I said.
She rose easily to her feet and moved to stand before me, her breasts bobbing before her. She gripped each flap of her blouse and opened it, like wings, exposing herself to me. "Kiss them." She sighed.
I did. She sighed more. I gently touched my lips to the arc of one breast. I kissed down below the swelling nipple. Her inverted nipples swelled but showed no nub, just a swelling summit of dark flesh. When I closed my mouth over her nipple, Dalia gasped. Her hands moved directly to my head and she held me in place.
"Oh my god, Sonny, I feel your lips deep in me. But enough. Enough of that. Take me, Sonny. Oh yes, take me, Sonny. Don't make me wait any longer!"
Her voice was raw with urgency. I rose, forcing her backwards. I bent to kiss her lips, my hands drifting down her back to her ass. I took firm hold of her ass and her legs lifted immediately, unbalancing me, us. I staggered forward but she locked her legs around my back. I twisted at the end of the bed, got a knee up and dropped her hard on to it, breaking the kiss before we fell. Good way to chip a tooth.
My cock was impossibly hard. I ground it between Dalia's legs. She moaned, pulling my mouth to hers and assaulting me. Her hips ground up at me and her heels pressed down on my thighs. The kiss broke and I struggled to get my arms under me to lift my weight off of her.
"I want it so much, Sonny!" Dalia mumbled. "Your, you and your cock is all, all I have been able to think about since, since then." She stuck a hand between us and caressed my impossibly hard cock, the hard cock that held all my resolve to do only MILFs till the list was complete and leave my sisters as a separate matter. All that resolve was packed into my hard cock and when my delightful older sister took firm hold of my cock, I nearly came. I groaned and clinched. I wanted her to run with cum and wasting it on my inanimate jockey shorts seemed just wrong. She lifted up and pressed her mouth against mine, moaning and humping up at me. Neither of us seemed capable of understanding how to bare my cock so I could insert it into her. She finally managed to reboot her initial intention and both hands began to fumble with my shorts, pulling spasmically at them like she was confused or having a seizure. She wanted me to take them off. My sister wanted me to fuck her. Hell, I wanted to fuck her!
At that very inopportune moment, we both heard the garage door being opened.
"Shit! Shit, shit, shit!" Dalia squealed, releasing her legs from around me. I sat a back.
She caught my eye and went still for a moment. "I, I can't. Now with them here. I thought, I thought we'd have more time. They were going out for cocktails I thought. So I came home early, I thought, I thought. I can't. Not like this. Sorry, Sonny." She rolled off my bed and scampered out the door, bra and blouse flapping around her bare torso. A minute later, the hall shower started and the kitchen door opened. The boiling moment was over and gone that easily.
I stared at the door, a violent mixture of feeling roiling in me, confusion, rather like discovering that hot chick you liked so much had a nice big dick instead of a furrow when you groped her. I felt sheepish for being so utterly vulnerable to the idea of fucking my sisters. My cock twitched and then retreated, a very philosophical piece of meat that seemed to understand immediately. He could not cry foul, so he shrunk in resignation.
Curiously, the suspension of our coitus, our frenzied intercourse seemed to focus and sharpen my mind. I studied long into the night, eating a midnight snack in the quiet house. I went too long, overslept and missed my first Friday class. I studied later than usual and emerged into the fading golden light of late afternoon from the library. I walked along the main university artery out of the campus on the way to the bus stop. I noticed that it was clogged with traffic, more than usual. My mind was on Laura Wills. I had heard nothing from the other guys and wondered about that. I wondered if she was coming all day, every day? I had the idea I should go over there but then the idea of riding the rail with her left me unnerved. I liked a woman on a bed, open and wet and wanting what I was about to do to her. I roused out of my reverie to notice the world around me, the clogged street beside me. Cars were lined up behind a long, black limo. In the far back open window on the side of the sidewalk I could see a woman.
She was Chinese and fucking gorgeous. I approached and she saw me. She looked back into the limo and then gestured at me.
I swear I could not move. My legs were frozen, my arms were wood, my gut hurt. The weird thing, I did not know why. A limo on our campus made no sense. Cars were honking and easing past it. It had sealed off its lane and only one lane could get around it going either way. People were cursing and shaking fists and honking. Then a guy got out of the front passenger side. I say a guy, I think he was big enough to be a planet or moon or something. He had a muscle shirt that hugged him but I think a tent would have been tight on him. I wondered how he fit into the car, even the limo. The honking stopped. In fact, suddenly the limo and its inconvenience turned utterly invisible. People who had been standing and staring were suddenly absorbed in anything else or in some god-awful hurry to get someplace, any place else. It was like the limo just disappeared. The guy took a stop towards me and then stopped, peered back into the window where the woman sat, turned on his heel and got back into car. He was Chinese and built like an oak.
For a moment I had been frightened but then my phone rang. I answered it, still fixated on the woman who was obvious staring at me.
"Mr. Duncan? Hold for Mr. Kingston?" The tinny, accented female voice chirped in my ear.
"Sonny? Sonny? Is that you?"
"Yes, Sid, this is Sonny." I said.
"No, I mean are you staring at the limo, on your campus?"
My gut lurched. "Yeah." My smart ass gene kicked in. "But we get so many limo's on campus, this may not be the one you mean."
Sid chuckled.
God, it is wonderful when someone as powerful and influential as Sid Kingston gets you. He just seemed to flow with my attempts to be funny when others seemed put off by it.
"I hardly think there is more than one limo with Chinese diplomatic plates and a Chinese flag on the front fenders."
"Why, Sid, now that you mention it, that sounds exactly like the limo that is just right over there."
The woman gestured at me with her graceful hand, fingernails glittering white against the black car.
"Get in the car, Sonny. Trust me." The fucker hung up. That was all.
The woman called to me. She was facing towards the back of the car.
"Zhe li, Zhe li." She called, gesturing.
I walked over to the car, feeling very, very obvious. I saw no sign anyone even noticed.
"Get in," a man's voice said from inside.
The front door opened and my body tingled, imagining the mountain man irritated at me. The man's voice spoke Chinese and the front door smacked closed.



"Please, Mr. Duncan. Get into the car." A man's voice came out of the interior of the car, wafting past the beautify woman eying me like a whiff of perfume.
I bent and peered into the limo. The woman moved to the other side of the back facing seat.
The man sat facing forward on the bench seat. A slight woman sat beside him. Seeing me, she twisted and planted the leg closer to me on the seat beside her. She cocked her body over onto the man's lap and opened her legs, lifting her little green skirt to show me she had no panties on. She ran a finger down her open furrow, then back up. Up and down till her hips bumped forward in appreciation of her own hand.
"Like? Like what you see?" The man asked. "Get in. We'll go for a drive."
Sid said it was okay. I thought. So I did. Only then did I notice the man was still on the phone. He spoke into it.
"Yes, he did. Xi, xi." He swiped the phone off and looked over at me. The woman beside him lay down, her legs wide open. She pulled up her skirt and began to rub herself furiously. Her shoulders rolled up against his thigh. Her head tucked, she looked down her body at her own hand then arched her body, flexing her head back, surely pressing the back of it against his cock. Her black curly hair pooled about his crotch. Surely his cock was hard, mine certainly was.
The man glanced down at her then looked at me. "My name is Cheng Wei, family name Cheng. You can call me Cheng." The woman on the seat beside him began to moan. Her hand flew between her v'd legs. Her hips bounced on the seat. She tensed, and grunted. Her eyes opened and she looked over at me and grinned. Her hand resumed and she began to rub her pussy again.
"I hope you don't mind. I brought some friends along. This is Lesley and Connie." Then he smiled. "They do not speak English. You don't happen to speak Chinese, do you?"
I shook my head. The other woman was sitting against the far side of the car from me. She was beautiful, far beyond her moaning little friend. Where her friend was diminutive, she was full sized but in the slight, angular Chinese way. Her eyes remained fixed on me. I turned my attention to Mr. Cheng. "I am Sonny Duncan, Mr. Cheng. Please to meet you." I extended my hand.
The man looked at the hand and then at me but shook it with the wrong hand, gripping my thumb. Then he casually lowered that hand to the girl beside him and stroked her face. She found his thumb with her mouth and sucked it inside. Mr. Cheng did not speak or change expression.
The limo eased the flow of traffic and we turned out onto the main road and soon were locked in traffic on the freeway. I glanced out the window. "Where are we going?" I asked.
"Just driving. I, I am just visiting your fair city and have no place to settle. These two young women work for the owner of this car. My friend from university is at the embassy, the Chinese embassy and I am staying at his home while I am in this country. He is traveling and lent me his women. Please." He gestured to the woman who was not masturbating. "Help yourself." He said. "She like foreigners just fine."
I looked at the woman. She was older than me but not much I guessed. She smiled shyly. I glanced at Mr. Cheng. He was looking down at the woman beside him. She came again as he watched. He looked from her to me and then at the other woman, waiting.
"Which one is Connie?" I asked.
Mr. Cheng pulled his thumb free of the woman's sucking mouth and moved it down to cover her small breast. She sighed and her hips lifted off the seat. Mr. Cheng massaged her breast for a moment then slipped his hand inside her blouse and under the little bra. His hand bunched, forming a misshapen knot on her chest. He pinched her and she shrieked, her hips pounding up and down. "This. This Lesley." He said. "That Connie. Please. She like you." He spoke in Chinese, then. Connie shot something back in fierce Chinese then looked at me and smiled.
I extended my hand to her and she looked at it and then lay hers in my open palm. She scooted across the seat towards me but instead of snuggling in under my arm as I expected. She twisted and ended up astride my legs, on her knees on the seat, facing me. Her breasts were right before my face; twin mouthfuls and none wasted. She sat carefully down on my thighs and began to open her shirt. One sexy button at a time. She wore a tight little skirt that bunched up to her waist, baring her thighs.
I did not know what was to be done but I had no inclination to turn this woman down. Everything about here said sex, sex, sexy sex. I put my hands on her lean legs and ran them up to her waist. Her flowered white blouse opened to reveal a full bra. She reached behind her and unhooked the bra and pushed it up, baring herself. I bent down and kissed her between the bare breasts. The inner slopes brushed against my cheeks. My hands got to her waist and found no sign of panties. Around her I could see Lesley finishing another orgasm. Lesley shook and then sat up. She crawled between Mr. Cheng's legs and knelt on the floor of the limo. She began to fumble loudly with his trousers.
Connie shrugged off her blouse and removed the bra. The topless woman opened my belt and unbuttoned my slacks. When I began to help, she began to unbutton my white oxford shirt, leaving my trousers to me to unfasten. When she had the shirt half open, she ran her hands over my chest and looked surprised. She giggled and then spoke in Chinese. Mr. Cheng responded.
"She says you have a very nice body. You not so fat. She is happy with you." He said, then grunted.
I tipped my head around Connie and found Lesley had fit her lips over Mr. Cheng's cock and was bobbing her head up and down in his lap. She sucked loudly. My cock got plenty hard. I pulled my briefs and slacks down to my mid thighs, baring my cock. I had to lift up to do that and I lifted the woman sitting on my legs. Her eyes got wide as she rose, then she noticed my unveiled cock. She stared as it came into full view. Connie immediately seized on it with one hand and lifted herself up, scrunching forward till she hovered over me. She bent me a little and touched my cock head to her pussy. She wiggled her ass a little and settled down, her legs flexing out beside us like wings. She sank down onto me so terribly slowly. Her chin raised. She had long, straight black hair that fell about her shoulders and hid a very long, very graceful neck. She exposed it to me like I was Dracula dropping by for a bite.
I bent forward, hands lightly on her thighs. I kissed the side of her neck and she sighed, shifting her hips at me. My cock penetrated into her further. She put her hands on my shoulders, lifted her body up and then lifted one leg and released herself to fall onto my cock. She settled down my shaft, her damp pussy lips slicking me with her inner fluid. Then she ground herself against me, leaning against me, pressing her breasts against my face as her body relaxed and accepted me deeper into her. With most of my cock inside of her body, she began to roll her hips, rocking them back and forward, pressing my cock deeper into her with each motion till we were tight together. Fully impaled, Connie began to grind against me, riding my cock. She began to grunt and then coo. I felt a welcoming splash from her wetting my stomach. She certainly did like me. The feeling was nothing if not mutual.
I slumped lower on the seat, feeling the opposite bench on my shins. The change in posture gave her more room and her body slipped lower again, a sudden drop that ran my cock deeper still. Her hips continued to roll, massaging her inner body with my cock. A flap of her skirt covered us. My hands went under the skirt, going immediately to her ass. I pulled her hard against me and she grunted. She continued to grind us together. With my hands on her ass, cupping her little ass cheeks in each hand, I began to pull her hard down onto my cock after each of her backward motions. She would roll her hips back and then I would ram her down onto my cock. Her tight eyes widened the first time and she laughed delightedly before tipping her head back and riding me, little moans punctuating our motions.
Christ but she knew how to fuck. Her pussy clung to me, pulling pleasure out of me, slathering me with her body. I bent a little and sucked on her nipple. She groaned and stopped moving save for a little flexing of her legs that kept her pussy twitching on my cock. I changed tits and Connie grunted with pleasure, turning her body to hold it to my mouth. When I released it, she twisted the other to my lips and I sucked on it again. Her nipples were hard little nubs, her flesh was firm and smooth. She smelled of dainty jasmine. I licked the breast and then bit down a bit on her nipple. Her hands turned to claws on my shoulders but she did not move. I moved to the other breast, she twisted to present it to me again. Then I took a firm hold on her ass and moved her back. With her nipple between my lips I jammed her hard back onto my cock. As her body slide down my shaft, taking me deep, I bit lightly down on her nipple.
Connie bucked against me, shrieking. Tension gripped her and her legs clasped me like I was trying to buck her off, which I assure you I was not. I relaxed and she lifted her hips up a little and together we rammed her back down onto my cock. I bit down on her nipple again. This time she did scream but her body quivered. She communicated her response to me through her tight pussy, rippling and squeezing my cock. She gasped and hitched up and down a few times before going limp in my grasp.
She wobbled and would have fallen to the side if I had not held her in place in my lap with my hands on her ass, my cock cinched tightly in her spasming pussy. I lifted my ass, pulling her hard down, impaling her solidly. The woman grunted, arching her body. She bucked and screamed again. She fell against me, pressing me back against the seat back. I ran my hands up and down her bare, lean back and she shivered against me, her hips shifting back and forth, stroking her deep recesses with my cock. It was so erotic I nearly came but I refused it. I wanted her on her back.
I held her still till she recovered a bit. She sat up straight, forcing herself back down onto my cock. She grinned down on me and then bent to kiss me. The kiss got really hot very quickly. Her hips began to roll again and I returned my hands to her ass. She sighed into my mouth. With her thighs butterflied out beside us, we retraced the former path grinding together till she swooned again. I wanted her on her back intensely. I wanted to feel her ankles crossed at the small of my back. The desire was so intense I nearly came just thinking about it. I am very impressionable.
This woman was thin and lean, angular. Her lateral muscles were tight, like blades that made her stomach ripple as she fucked me. I continued to help her with her rhythm till she bucked into another orgasm. I sat forward as she struggled through the tension of the new climax. Bending forward, I moved forward on the seat. She, still spasming from her climax, lifted her legs and pressed her knees against my arms. She was helplessly pinned onto my cock, balancing while she grunted and hissed with waves of orgasm. I sat forward, turned and dropped her onto her back, pounding my cock back into her as we lay down onto the seat.
She groaned as my weight settled between her legs. My head ended up to her right and I turned to look right at her friends' bobbing head to my left, sucking Mr. Cheng's cock between his legs. I had to bend my legs to fit on the seat but I got us situated, my hands still tight on her ass. Then I fucked her, hard and fast. She locked her legs around my waist, holding onto me so I was lifting her high off the seat as I rose up to hammer down into her cunt each time.
She grunted and after a few minutes of this she began to come again. I pulled hard at her ass, peeling her open. Her body quivered in my grip. I felt my own orgasm in the air. I glanced over at the other couple to see Lesley had moved to the side, laying her head against one of Mr. Cheng's thighs while she sucked him deep into her mouth. I could see the bulge of his cock in her neck. He was grunting and I watched her swallow over and over. Then my own climax hit me and I began to pump this lithe woman full of cum. The pleasure rocked me, ripping my composure to shreds.
Something about the situation inspired me and I groaned. "Ah fuck, ah fuck, ah fuck." Over and over again in a not very original or poetic chant. Connie suddenly found leverage and began to hammer up at me with her strong, lean body, piercing herself repeatedly and soundly with my cock. Her legs pressed against my back while she rammed her body up at me. She jabbered in Chinese, slurring and gasping as she found a new orgasm and followed mine with another of her own.
In that moment, I collapsed, pinning her to the seat. Mindlessly she continued to elicit the pleasure of a grand fuck, her hips pumped up at me, her hands pulled at my shoulder and she kissed up and down the line of my shoulders while her whole body shuddered and shook beneath me.
When she went still, I thought if I killed her I was thoroughly fucked but I was so thoroughly fucked that I had no will to move just to see if she was dead. Then her hips moved a little again and she hissed, grinding at me. My departing cock recovered instantly. I was so happy about that or perhaps that she was not dead. That was it. But we had more or less trapped Lesley between Mr. Cheng's legs. I struggled to sit up and ended up sitting on the opposite seat, on the other end of the forward-facing bench from Mr. Cheng.
He looked over at me, eyes dropping to look at my dripping cock. He nodded and looked at Connie who had made it to her elbows. She immediately found tissues and stuffed them between her legs and then cleaned me off. Lesley sat opposite of Mr. Cheng on the bench seat. I had not heard or seen him come.
I got myself together and moved to the seat opposite him again. The close air smelled of female orgasms and the sharp tang of male cum. I felt completely unhinged. Whatever else I should have done, I figured fucking the beautiful Chinese woman had not been on the list. On the other hand the fucker offered; I told myself it was rude not to fuck the woman when he offered. I hoped it was not a test of my discretion; I had none to spare when a woman got astride my legs like that. I had a moment of chagrin that my cock took over the government but at least I got something out of it. I shook my head. I looked at Mr. Cheng. "So? Do your girls like each other? I mean, will they give us a show? You know? Does Lesley like to eat cum out of Connie's cunt?"
An actual expression flickered over Mr. Cheng's face. He looked back and forth between the women and then tapped Lesley on the knee and pointed at Connie who was still swabbing between her legs with tissues. I suppose I was in the "use more, make more" cycle when it comes to cum; that or she had no spare room to hold it all. She seemed to be bubbling and in my innocent arrogance I figured it was all mine. In retrospect, that might have been a vain assumption. I certainly would have been all about pumping her full of cum if she rode around in my limo with no panties for very long. A beautiful woman who loved to fuck like Connie and had a real talent for it surely should not be refused!
"Here." I said and pulled at her elbow. She looked askance at me but then let me maneuver her over between my legs, facing away from me, her smooth back against my chest. Remembering how it felt when Annie was in the same position, I draped Connie's legs over mine and then opened mine, spreading her wide as I did so. She groaned and lay back against my chest. She still had her little skirt on though it had been rolled up so that it was more of a belt around her bare body, providing no coverage at all. I reached around her and took hold of her wrists and pulled them away from her pussy. "Tell your Lesley to eat her." I said. My cock grew up behind Connie and she was trying to lift her body up and sit down on me again. I resisted her and she finally gave up. But when Mr. Cheng spoke to Lesley in Chinese, Connie tensed and struggled again, but she was well and truly caught. I held her in place.
I put my feet on the opposite seat arching my legs under hers so she could not lift her legs enough to get them over mine and close herself off. I widened my stance. Connie's legs spread till she was completely exposed. Despite her protests, her hips were pumping up and down, empty but full of longing to be filled again. My cock was jammed between us, quite hard inside my jockeys.
Lesley got a funny look on her face and then stood up and walked across Mr. Cheng to the seat in front of us and then daintily stepped between my legs. She got carefully to her knees between my legs. Standing on her knees on the opposite seat, she shucked off her blouse and bra, leaving only the little skirt that looked big on her. She bent forward, whispering something as she did. She disappeared till I bent to look around the woman I was holding tight in hand. I felt Connie flinch when Lesley first touched her pussy. Connie tensed and grunted and began to keen. Her hips pressed back onto my cock and then they popped forward. She gasped and her body pressed back against me. She tried to escape but there was no place to go. Her heels hooked under my knees and she clinched her whole body, squealing as the other woman slurped at the cum still dribbling from her pussy.
I slumped a little. All I could see was Lesley's head moving between Connie's legs. Connie began to hump her face. Lesley moved a hand to toy with Connie's pussy and Connie shrieked, bucked and tensed. A huge orgasm rippled through her body. Feeling her struggle against me as her body convulsed with pleasure, aroused me. I held her arms wide, making her more open, more exposed, more helpless. I was easily stronger but the resistance she offered was token because in the end, she held her cunt against the woman between her legs. When I released her arms, she left her hands wide for a moment before reaching back to hold onto my head. I reached around her and pushed Lesley back a little. She understood immediately.
I had released Connie but she remained balanced on the seat, limp with afterglow. I rescued my cock, baring it and laying it along Connie's back. I bodily lifted her up and felt Lesley find my cock with her tiny hand. She moved the end along Connie's furrow and Connie sank down onto me once more. The sensation was like warm syrup must feel if it poured over me. Connie screeched and bent forward which only forced her body down more tightly onto my cock. That must have been her intention but when she tried to move her legs, Lesley forced them back into place, fully spread. Connie shivered but sat back, accepting her position and her situation, helpless and penetrated with a very hard cock. She wiggled her ass, stirring her pussy for the pleasure of it. The end of my cock scraped along the inside of her body, not quite fully inside her. She twitched as she ground down onto me to correct that, cocking her hips back to get my cock more fully inside of her. Whether she did that intentionally or on autopilot I could not tell and I could not ask her. Who thinks of that at a time like that?
Lesley put her hand ostentatiously on the woman's knees and pushed them wider. She giggled, licked her lips and said something in Chinese. Connie moaned and lay back against me, her head wagging on my shoulder. Her body arched, bending her back impossibly so that her lower body fit perfectly down onto my cock but her head lay on my shoulder, her shoulders against my chest but space between her lower back and me. Her hands held onto the back of my head. Lesley bent and began to lick us, slurping and kissing. Then she moved off my balls and fastened her mouth to Connie. I knew it only because Connie convulsed most delightfully, seizing the part of my cock inside of her with velvet intensity. She struggled to sit forward but Lesley resisted her. I looped my arms under her knees, pulled them as far to her chest and as wide as I could, directing her down onto my cock. Connie arched her body to get the proper angle of penetration. I began to lift her up and down on my cock. Connie groaned. She was utterly helpless, spread and penetrated. Despite being full sized, she was lean and light enough that I could do that, at least a few times. Had she resisted, I doubt I could have held her but she was quiescent, laying back against me. Lesley put her hands on Connie's ass while she sucked at her cock-filled pussy. Connie continually groaned while Lesley and I pumped her up and down on my cock.



Lesley continued to lick and suck where we were joined and finally, Connie began to moan and grunt each time she slid down and the cock slid deep into her. Her legs tensed, trying to lift her up and get the luscious friction her inner folds loved so much. She hissed and then clinched her teeth, tensed and then screamed. She shook and fought me. Her legs came loose but all she did was widen them further. Her body shook and she was trying to move on me but in that position, all she could manage was to rock back and forth. She keened through several waves of orgasm, shaking and wiggling in our grasp. Finally she sighed and went limp.
I was strained and relaxed for a moment to regain my strength. Connie fought away from us, crawling onto the seat beside me, rolling up into a quivering ball. Lesley began to lick and suck my cock before finally plunging her mouth down on me, taking me deeply into her throat. At this point I looked over at Mr. Cheng.
He regarded me with the same expression he had when I got into the car. If I thought I would get any impression of his reaction from his face, I was to be disappointed. Then my eyes closed because, it turned out, Miss Lesley had skills! I don't know what that girl was doing but she was an oral master. My orgasm arrived minutes after she sucked me deep. She held me deeply and her mouth moved on my cock. Whatever she did, it separated me from conscious awareness. When I roused next, I was coming down her throat and she was swallowing with abandon, her hands pulling at my thighs and waist as though she wanted more cock than I had on offer.
I sagged back into my seat. As my orgasm passed, I lost strength. Lesley swallowed it all and then she pulled back off of me. She licked my cock a time or two and then moved to cuddle against Mr. Cheng. She looked at me like I had just eaten her children. I sat there bare cock deflating for several miles. Finally I roused and put Christmas back in my pants. I sat back in my seat. Mr. Cheng regarded me with that even gaze of his. I put myself to rights.
"Well, Mr. Cheng, what can I do for you?" I asked brightly when I was done.
The man seemed to be reviewing my words and then he laughed, long and hard. Finally, he wiped his eyes was a handkerchief and shook his head. "Mr. Sid said you remarkable boy. He right. You remarkable guy."
He did not say anything more and uncomfortable with the silence, I began to look for something else to say. "Lesley and Connie are not these girls names, is it?" I asked, mangling the English. I was confused.
Mr. Cheng looked at me with his narrow eyes. He shook his head. "You very smart guy." He said.
However, I am pretty sure he was being sarcastic. Then my phone rang. It was Chris."
"Sonny, dude where are you? You have to come over here. You have to see this." He sounded breathless, excited, not the mellow guy we all knew and loved but then again, he was revealing more layers than an onion.
"See what?"
Silence. "You don't know, do you?"
His voice was so serious I wondered if something truly bad had happened. "I know a lot but I cannot read your fucking mind." I said, a bit impatient and a bit distracted. Connie was sitting up. Her skirt was sideways and covered little of her body, tucked and rolled up onto her waist as it was. She licked her lips. "What do you want, Chris, I am a little busy right now." Connie was coming towards me. Crouching on all fours on the seat. Christ, she wanted more! "Chris, I am hanging up now."
"No, wait. Wait. Mom has been coming all week. I think we should make her airtight. Landon is on his way. We just need you, Sonny." He stopped. I could feel he had more to say but Connie crawled into my lap and began to kiss me, rubbing her bare tits against me. I struggled to keep contact with my phone.
"Come on, Sonny. Tonight, tomorrow. Come and see mom come a dozen times. I think she could come all weekend."
Connie had hold of my cock.
"Uh, can you give me till tomorrow?"
"Dude, listen, you have to know that I have a surprise for you. Really. Come over. Now."
"I need a ride." I said, making a decision. Connie had opened my pants again and had taken my cock into her mouth. Her sucking made me hard once more. Chris asked where I was and I told him where I would meet him. He said he'd be there in fifteen. "A good surprise, I think." He said as we disconnected.
I lay a hand on the back of Connie's head and looked at Mr. Cheng. "I have to go meet a buddy. Family emergency."
For a moment he just looked at me. "I had thought to take you and a MILF back with me to Chicago." He gestured at the woman with her mouth on my cock. "She is the ambassador's nephew, no, that not right. Nice? Niece. Niece. She is visiting, go back to China tomorrow. You fuck her all night."
I stroked her luxurious hair while she practiced sucking cock on me; her friend could give her some pointers. I shook my head. Whatever this was, I had to complete the MILF list. "Look, Mr. Cheng, I, I have a MILF waiting for me. I have to go fuck her. Connie here is wonderful but, well, I have to take care of this MILF. Feel me? She, I have an agreement. I have to go fuck her in the ass now." I felt inane. I could not think of any good lie to tell him and the truth seemed better.
Mr. Cheng's face lit up. "MILF? You go fuck MILF? Go, go, go. Where we leave you?"
I told him where I told Chris to would meet me and they let me off. I was more or less only disheveled when I got out of the limo. When Connie withdrew from my cock I had a terrible feeling I had made a terrible mistake. Now I showed resolved and resolved to go fuck Mrs. Wills like I originally planned. I knew I was turning down a fine time with Ms. Connie but I determined to be tough and fuck Laura instead. What a guy!
It was a bus stop down the street from one of the bars I and the guys used to watch basketball during the spring. I had not been waiting two minutes when my phone rang; another international call. Uh oh, I thought.
"Sonny? Sonny?"
No tinny voiced receptionist this time. "Hey Sid, what's up?"
"What did you do? Where are you? What did you just do?"
I got that knot in my gut that I get when I follow my gut and then the bill comes and I figure out the actual consequences, not those described by my wishful thinking. "Nothing. I mean, I just had Mr. Cheng drop me off. Chris is coming to pick me up so we can make Laura Wills air tight." I was too rattled to gin up some other explanation. I prefer the truth in general. Much more interesting and easier to remember.
His voice pricked up. "The blond? The subservient?"
"Yeah, Sid, the subservient. Better known as your neighbor."
"What did you just do?"
He ignored my distraction. Rats. "What do mean? Oh, you mean fucking the girl in Mr. Cheng's limo while the other blew him? Is that what you mean?"
Silence. "Yes, that would explain it. Listen, Sonny, you made a helluva impression on Mr. Cheng. I don't know all you did but he just told me he thought you would be perfect to interview the candidates for the laid down assistant for Alissa's firm. He was nearly gushing and he does not gush. He said he thought you would be perfect to make that connection for our mutual friend. Whatever you did, he must have liked it. Thought I would let you know. Keep this up and you'll have a career."
I had no idea what that met but he was gone before I could make myself look stupid and ask. I stood there pondering over what it could all mean till I saw Sammy's Camaro cruise by and swing into the parking lot behind me. It was nearly dark but the rumble and roar was unmistakable. Then it struck me what that meant.
The car stopped and I walked away from the bus shelter to climb in. Fucking Chris was driving Sammy's car.
"Jesus Christ, Chris, Sammy let you take his car?" That, of course was not what was on my mind. Chris looked suitably sheepish.
"Well, its like this, Sonny. Somehow he got your Mom to come over to look at the rail and she has been riding it ever since. And he has been riding her. He has not shared either, I might add. I have to tell you though, having your mom and my mom riding together is a hoot." He nearly giggled.
I just shook my head. "Sammy let you drive his car?"
Chris grinned. "Well, sort of. I told him but he was coming in your mom's cunt. I am not absolutely sure he understood what he was agreeing to."
I laughed out loud. "Fuck him. Let me drive it back." Sammy had never offered to let any of us drive. This seemed like a joke but I hoped deep down that he would not misunderstand and get pissed. I hated seeing Sammy get pissed. Not pretty. Then again, why should he. I drive his car and he rides my mom? Not exactly apples and apples.
We switched and I drove back. Christ regaled me with tales of his mother's many orgasms. Finally as we neared his house, he said, "Sonny, I noticed you have not come over this week, since Wednesday." He left the comment unfinished.
I wasn't going to make him fish for more information. "I am not big on the whole toy store thing, Chris. I am not saying anything about you and your mom or what you all like but, it just isn't really my thing. Oh, I get plenty hard seeing them tied up like that, pussy on a stick like you say but that is not really my thing. I like the feel of a woman underneath me and her hands pulling at me as I enter her. I like the kissing while I am inside of her, her mouth and lips as I press my cock into her. The rail and the dangle, that just leaves out a lot of the stuff I like about a naked woman."
Chris turned to look down the road. "You want to come in or not?" He said, his voice morose.
I stopped the car and turned it off. "Hey Chris, listen, I get what you are doing. I do. It just seems too, it just doesn't fit me. You feel me? I have difficulty getting into it. Well, okay, that really isn't true. I ..." Chris looked over at me and held up a hand.
"Sonny, you don't need to explain. But I find this really ironic. After all, it was you that introduced me to that feeling, the feeling I get when I have a woman utterly in my control. I want her to be thrilled about what is about to happen to her. I want her to climax harder than she ever has. Mom, my god, Mom has come so hard this week I thought she'd end up in traction. But that has as much to do with you fucking with her head as with me fucking her body. Still, you had us beat a woman's ass and I was hooked. I love that feeling they get when the pain makes them orgasm; the confusion, the shame, the thrill and the horrible longing they hate to admit. Well, actually I love the feeling of their cunts wrapped around my prong when I roll their hot ass onto the bed for the first time. Mom wants that so badly but I have just teased her with it all week. I think, now, with your mom bound to the rail, that would be a fine time to warm her up before we all fuck her."
"I thought we were going to do something with her tomorrow?" I said, trying to deflect the conversation.
"Sammy's dad is coming home and Landon had something so we all decided if you were available, it is time for Mom to fly the friendly skies of Airtight Express. That is, if you are still into it?"
I looked at him. "Chris, are you twisting bad?" What an awkward phrase but it conveyed my meaning and Chris got it just fine.
He shook his head. "You know, the first time I hooked Annie up and fucked her, I wondered. She came and I came and it was unbelievable. I wondered what was wrong with me. Then Mom caught us and she did everything but ask for her turn. I tied them together and then fucked Annie again while Mom watched from the other end of the rail. She rode it and I could tell she was, ah, jealous. When I did get around to fucking her, she came like a forest fire. I thought she was going to implode or pinch my cock off at the base. I, I, you know when women look at me they see this pretty boy who is nice and gentle. I used to think that was how I was but now I am pretty sure I was mistaken. What I am finding now is that a woman leans into me when I take them, maybe because I don't look like I would ever hurt them or do them real damage. But then when I whip her the first time and the pain wiggled down into the crevices of her body, she is suddenly not so sure."
I held up my hand. "You have thought about this a lot, haven't you?"
He nodded.
"Well, just so you know what you are doing." I said. "That sort of domination thing, that isn't for me. Not really. I just fucking love women. Our MILFs are the best but this cannot go on forever. I just mean for the rest of us."
Chris nodded. "My Mom is always going to be mine to fuck. I just may not do it. She knows that and she loves the feeling of being controlled like that without any way to get that control back. She fears the loss of control but loves it too. But, you may be right, this may run its course and she'll go back to just fucking her brothers."
I got his sardonic tone and its meaning clearly. I opened the door. "There are a couple MILFs that need fucking." I said lightly. "Let's not keep them waiting."
We went inside. Downstairs we found Landon and Sammy riding the rail, his mom and mine, that is. Annie was dangling, taking Brent's huge cock as far into her little body as she could take it before screaming with either orgasm or pain; whichever it was, she did not stop, keeping her legs locked around Brent's waist while she bucked through orgasm after orgasm.
Chris and I watched while Sammy hammered my mom, jerking her forward and backwards while Landon pumped Laura Wills. They did not see or acknowledge our arrival till after Landon cursed and pulled out of Laura. Her body shivered and she squealed. Landon smacked her ass, making it quiver. "Mrs. Wills, you know I cannot come in you till you are air tight! Quit your bitching!"
Sammy pulled out of Mom as well, then sagged over the top of her bare body, his black body glittering in contrast to hers pale white skin. Landon saw us first.
"Ah, hi Sonny." He said carefully. Sammy jerked upright and looked guiltily at me. Mom lifted her head.
"Sonny? I cant' see you. Are you there?"
I moved around where she could turn her head and look at me over her upper arms.
"Sonny, why didn't you tell me about this? My god, I think I have come twenty times since Sammy here tied me down. Twenty times in what? Two hours? That has to be some sort of record!" Her head sank back between her arms.
Laura lifted her head and inspected me for a moment, then put her face too back to the slit in the table and relaxed. Both women were flying, their legs spread wide, their asses arched, bound at the waist and shoulders and tied together with a cord between their bound wrists. I glanced at Sammy and he looked positively scared.
I smirked. "Fuck me, Sammy, your car drives nice." His face rippled with eight different emotions before he sputtered some incomprehensible curse. He looked at Chris.
"Fuck you, Chris. You really took my car?"
Chris shrugged. "You said it was okay." He grinned. "But I think you might have been coming in Mrs. Duncan's pussy. Hey listen, let's take this upstairs to the bedroom. Mom, it is time."
I looked from the blond to my brunette mother and I had to object. "Wait, Chris. I think our mothers should be fucked by their sons at the same time. Don't you. I mean, on the rail."
Chris looked at me and his face changed. It was like he was possessed or something. He nodded and went upstairs. We all stood there listening to Annie grunt through a series of little orgasms in the other room. Chris returned with a buck of warm water and then he and Sammy scrubbed Mom and Laura Wills down, wiping them carefully with shammy cloths that caressed them and then drying them with huge soft towels. Sammy kept pushing a finger into Mom's gaping pussy and she would jump and jerk and then groan. When Chris shoved a finger into Laura she shivered into a very long, very expressive orgasm, jerking and bucking, fighting the bonds to express her pleasure. When they were done, I realized I had been fucking Connie since I washed. While they did the little "wash the MILF" ritual again, I took a quick shower.
When I returned, Annie was still dangling but she was being passed around between my four friends. She would swing to one and he would position her to mount his cock. She would grind her self down and lock her legs around him while air humping him. Then he would swing her to the next guy in place. Chris saw me and left the little orifice Annie circle and walked over to stand beside me. We gazed at our relaxing mothers, bound, nude and flying on either end of the rail.
"Well? Ready?" He asked carefully.
I nodded. We were two naked guys looking at two nude women we were about to fuck, with big, gleaming hardons. I had one of those moments when the strangeness of it washed over me and left me a little dizzy "Who do you want first?" I asked.
Chris looked puzzled. "First?"
I nodded. "It occurred to me while I was in the shower that they would love to see their son fucking their friend and the other way around, both. So, I think we switch."
"Are you raw? Do you need Annie to suck you off so you don't come in them? We have been keeping them clean so we can go down on Mom as part of her first class ticket to fly airtight. She has done without all day."
I smirked. "Wouldn't that be something? Flying the rail and airtight?" I shook my head as Chris tilted his head, squinting at his invention. "Not possible, dude." I said. He did not look so sure and I could see the challenge of that picture swirling around in his mind. I decided to take the bull by the horns or the MILF by the ass, as it were. I went over to mount the box behind Mom, to mount Mom's box. She jumped when I put my hands on her hips. Her body flinched and her head lifted a little. The relaxed repose departed and she jerked Laura awake too.
I opened my mother's voluminous hips and found her pussy. She was still plenty wet. I ran a finger up and down her furrow. She groaned. She bucked when I pushed my finger into her but sighed when I pushed my cock into her. I sank deep into her till her ass was pressed against me. I ground against her, swirling my cock inside of her a little. Chris entered Laura. Laura jerked and the two MILFs lifted their heads together.
"Oh, Cici, your son has his cock shoved inside of you." Laura said, her voice strained by the effort of lifting her head.
Mom, her head lifted as well, responded. "Laura, you son is behind you, naked and beautiful. Is his cock inside of you?"
Laura groaned and dropped her head. Her muffled voice mumbled something. Chris pulled back and rammed into his mother, punching her forward and then snapping her back. Mom rode the motion as well, jamming her hard against me and then removing her pussy from around my cock almost completely. I responded with the same motion and the rail jerked in Laura's direction and then snapped back, clicking my mom's plush body hard onto my cock.
I pulled out of her. Despite two very nice orgasms in the limo, I felt like I could come again immediately. Mom sighed as I pulled out of her.
Chris noted my movement and together we changed ends, he around one side, me around the other. My cock glistened with my mother's juice. In the other room, Annie screamed. I glimpsed her dangling hard onto Brent's great cock, her body spread by his shaft as she tried to jam the whole thing into her cunt.
"Mrs. Wills, I am going to fuck you."
Laura lifted her head and moaned.
"Then we are taking you upstairs to make you airtight." I hesitated. "Before that, though, I think it is the belt for you." I looked at my mom down Laura's stretched and nude body. Mom lifted her head to look at me. "Not for mom," I added, "just you."



"Oh good Christ, Sonny. How do you always know what to say to make me feel this? Enter me now I and I will come. I know it." She gasped at me.
I did and she did. Her body bucked and clinched down on my cock so wonderfully that I thought for a moment the tacit agreement to keep her sperm free for the moment would be vain but I pulled out of her and staggered back, gasping. She continued to come. When Chris rammed into my mom, Laura groaned and her body flinched again. Chris took firm hold of Mom's hips and hammered into to her, shifting her forward and back with a modified rhythm.
Getting my cock back into Mrs. Wills was a little like jumping rope, I had to time it just right or I was going to penetrate her ass. The feeling of her body, completely surrendered to the pleasure coursing through her nearly unhinged me. I pulled free again. I staggered over to my pants, withdrew my belt and returned to her end.
Chris was watching me, fucking my mother harder, faster. When I laid the belt across Laura's hips, she screamed. Landon and Brent appeared from the other room, behind them, Annie twisted, trying to see what we were doing on the rail. Laura bucked, jerking hard on Mom's rope, yanking her tight on the end of the rail. Laura fought her bonds but could not respond. I struck her again and she screamed again, a full-throated scream that ended in a gurgling gasp as her body responded. She bucked and quaked and shook; the orgasm tore through her leaving her gasping for air, trying to speak but forming no true words. I struck her two more times then entered her. Chris had pulled free of my mother and was leaning against the wall, watching me beat his mother into a quivering puddle of orgasmic goo.
I pumped into her a half dozen times or so, grinding my cock as far into her as I could manage, then pulled free and struck her quickly with the belt again. I had kept it in my hand so she felt it the whole time I fucked her. Her scream rattled the rafters but then she gulped and was silent, unable to scream through the new torrent of pleasure that ravaged her. I stood back and let her calm for a few minutes. Chris entered my mother again and banged her down and back a few times. She jerked on the cord to Laura. When Chris pulled free of her body, she lifted her head. "Laura, you son is, is, ah hell, he is fucking me." She said, her voice ragged.
Laura Wills lifted her head. "Mrs. Duncan, your son, Sonny, Sonny has taken a belt to my ass and then fucked me. I am coming. I did not know I could love the belt." She choked a little, like she was trying to stop herself from talking. "Oh god but I love it. My ass burns and when I feel his body against me I just explode!"
I struck her arched ass again. She lurched, groaning. I laid the belt on her ass once more than moved to enter her. She was sloshing with orgasm. Her body seethed with her arousal and the response both to my hands on her ass and the belt. I was so close to coming, I backed out of her and away, gasping for air myself. I was so aroused, I actually wondered if this was something I would miss if I turned my back on it. Mrs. Wills was special. Oh, who am I kidding. Every woman is special once you get your cock into her.
Chris pulled out of Mom. She gurgled her disappointment. He began to untie her. Landon began to free Mrs. Wills. Brent went into the other room and let Annie down and freed her. They came back into the room as Laura and Mom stood up from their pose at the end of the rail.
Mom looked at me and grinned. I thought for a moment I saw the same crazed look in her eyes I saw in Chris. But it passed. She nodded. "Time for Laura to be airtight." She said and moved carefully down the rail to take Laura by the hand. "Your turn, honey. Time for you to be fucked in every hole till you gargle three flavors of cum." This from my demure, polite mother! I was shocked but what could I say? I had just been balls deep in her minutes ago.
Mom led Laura slowly up the stairs.
"What about Annie?" Mrs. Kingston called from the other room.
I almost asked why she was referring to herself in the third person but dismissed it. I shrugged. "You, Mom, and Laura was sort of how this started. You can watch. Mom sucks and Laura fucks." I said.
We trooped up stairs.
Frankly, I hated the feeling. It was like we were just going through the motions. I would rather have skipped the whole thing. I really like the feeling of improvisation and surprise and that was all gone out of this but then I thought about Laura and how much she wanted to be airtight and I got over it. The MIlF list was winding down.
We congregated in Laura's bedroom. Laura stood looking at the bed, wrists crossed in front of her glittering pussy. I knew what she was thinking, her ass would end up plastered onto that bed and she was dreading that. I moved over beside her and turned her to face me. Her eyes were sad.
"Sonny, is this the end?" She whispered.
I ignored her. "Lay down, Mrs. Wills. I am going to eat you till you come or till I get tired."
She nodded her head. "I'll come, Sonny. I'll come." Before she could turn away, I pulled her into my arms and with her naked body fit tight against mine, my cock pinned between us, I kissed her. She moaned into my mouth, her tongue swabbing my lips. I gently sat her down onto the bed and opened her legs. She hissed as her ass settled onto the pink satin bedspread. I knelt between her knees and leaned into her torso and sucked a nipple into my mouth Her hands drifted up to my head and she held me in place. I moved to the other breast, her hands steering me unerringly to it. I sucked and kissed her while she cooed.
I heard sucking behind me and glanced around to find both Mom and Annie on their knees sucking a cock. Annie sucked on Landon's and held onto Chris, then switched as I watched. Mom had Sammy deep in her mouth and he did not seem inclined to share with Brent. Her hand pumped on Brent's big cock.
I pushed Laura onto her back. "Who hasn't come yet?" I asked my four buddies. Landon raised his hand. It was such a funny gestured I laughed. "Fuck Mom. Mrs. Wills is going to get to eat a Dunan while a Duncan eats her."
Laura hissed but moved back onto her king sized bed, holding her ass off the surface till she finally had to relax. Landon pulled Mom off Sammy's cock and maneuvered her over to the bed. He bent her over Laura's torso and entered her. She grunted and took his cock deep in one full stroke.
"Oh fuck, Mrs. Duncan, you feel so good."
"You, you feel good, too, Mr. Clark." Mom panted. He was pummeling her now and she bent further over Laura's restive body, finally taking the opportunity to fit her mouth over one of Laura's breasts. Laura gasped and grunted but did not move.
I moved around the bed, got onto it. Laura's legs parted like breaking glass. I moved between them and ran my hands up and down her thighs. She keened but I could not tell if it was Mom or me she was responding to. Annie had her mouth full of cock and a cock in each hand.
I bent to lick up and down Laura's pussy. I did not know if she was clean and then I did not care. Her body rose to meet me and she was grunting. I fit my mouth over her pussy and sucked, spearing my tongue into her. I came off of her and her body dropped to the bed. She read my mind.
"I, I, I am clean." She panted. "Oh fuck, more, Sonny, more!"
I gave her more. Her body levitated, quivering with arousal till I probed deep into her and found her rough spot. She grunted and tensed, her whole body shaking. I did not relent. She did not relax. I kept savaging her g-spot till I thought my tongue was going to snap. Her body flapped, her hips pulsing up and down while I rode the motion with my mouth and hands. In the distance, I heard Landon groan and Mom grunt as he came inside of her. Then I felt the world tilt as she climbed onto the bed. I raised my head. My view was up Laura's body, between her tits, through Mom's thighs to Laura's chin as Mom carefully fit her pussy onto Laura's mouth.
I closed my eyes and returned to Laura's pussy. I searched for her clit till she flinched and then attacked with the rough side of my tongue. She grunted. Vaguely I registered my mother's voice, gurgling and crying as Laura Wills sucked the cum out of her pussy. I persisted eating Laura and the two woman began to groan nearly in tune. I got out from between Laura's legs and twisted her body to the side of the bed. Mom looked around at me, slightly irritated then realized what I was doing. She helped me turn Laura till her ass dangled over the edge of the mattress, then I got between Laura's legs and ran my cock into her, like a ramrod into a cannon! She was sopping wet and as I bottomed out she screamed into Mom's pussy
"Do that again. She likes that!" Mom cried.
I did and Laura Wills grunted, her hands squeezed my mother's ass. Mom was almost at the opposite edge of the bed. She balanced precariously. I pulled out of Laura Wills. She made little noises of objection. Sammy replaced me, lifting her legs over his shoulders and ramming into her. Laura's body bucked against him, pierced completely. He fucked her a few times then withdrew. Brent took his place, plunging his huge cock into her slick pussy. She took him completely and grunted into a new orgasm, her hips pounding at him as he held her off the bed, pulling her violently onto his cock. Mom could not keep her position, falling to the side and rolling onto her back. She got up, bent over Laura and kissed her, licking and sucking at her lips while Brent fucked her.
Brent pulled out of her. Landon moved immediately between her legs and pushed his cock into her. She groaned into Mom's mouth. Mom moved down to her breasts and began to pinch and kiss them. Laura's head swished back and forth on the bed while she cried to Landon, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" He did.
His pistoning increased in speed till he suddenly withdrew from the woman and staggered back. Her son moved between her legs. Chris repositioned her on the bed, fully on her back, moving Mom away from the head board to lay Laura in a more normal position. Then he entered her. Laura screamed and came, screamed and came, gasping and panting as her son pummeled her hard with his cock rooted deep in her body. She was still thrashing through a squall of orgasms when he came inside of her. She bucked as he filled her, shaking and quaking as he fucked her. He bent over her and they kissed, even as both climaxed.
We all watched, amazed. Annie quit sucking cock long enough to observe the mutual orgasm of the mother and son.
"Shit, they have it going on." Sammy muttered.
"Time for airtight." I said. "Mom, clean her up." I had more or less assumed I would have all the women present to clean their son out of Laura Wills but that was not to be. It had a sort of aesthetic unity to it but we did not get there.
Mom, fully into her role as pussy servant, got wash clothes and towels and cleaned Mrs. Wills up, chin to pussy and the wiped down her damp thighs. Then, she started sucking on Laura's pussy. Laura came again, bucking while Mom tried to get all the son cum out of the folds and crevices of her pulsing pussy.
Finally, Mom stood up, her face smeared with Laura and Chris cum. "I think she is ready."
"I want her ass." Chris said immediately. He had commandeered Annie who was licking and sucking his cock back to full attention. "I think she should mount Sonny and we'll all take her ass. You guys can come down her throat while we fuck her the first time. Airtight." He said and left to get lube, I presumed from his store of kink toys downstairs in the basement.
Laura lay on the bed, still, eyes closed as though she were sleeping. When I moved to the bed, she sat up. The fire in her ass apparently was forgotten. "Time to ride." She said softly. "Oh god, Sonny, this would not be so great if you had not had me serve the other times! Thanks for that. If you ever need me, ever, for anything, you can always use me if I am not in use." She rolled to her knees and waited on all fours, head down, like she was waiting to be mounted from behind.
I sat on the bed and lay down beside her. I scooted into her and she lifted leg and arm and let me slide under her. I was hard as diamonds. I immediately found my cock and directed it to the entrance of her body. She sank slowly down onto me, pressing my cock into her with a long expulsion. Once her legs lowered her onto me, she began to roll her hips, massaging us together, trying to make fire. She did very well, thank you. I gripped her ass and helped her ride, occasionally arching under her so she could grind herself down onto my pubic bone. She'd groan and arch her back, her head dropping back as she rode me. I just helped, she did the work.
Chris arrived just as she came the first time astride me. I felt so proud. She tensed then fell forward over me, onto her hands. Her breasts swung heavily over me and I kept lifting up to try to suck one or the other. Her rock and roll motion kept them swinging. Laura halted at one point and let me get my lips attached to her nipple. When I touched her with my teeth, her cunt gripped me hard, rippling and squeezing me. Man oh man did I like that. So I did the other nipple and got basically the same result. Mrs. Wills groaned with concentrated lust.
Chris handed the lube to Annie and she scrambled up behind Laura. I am certain I felt Annie's finger penetrate Laura's ass. The blond went still, crouched over me, her lips nibbled the top of my ear. I felt her breath stop and then her hips shifted, cramming my cock into her pussy again, almost crawling up me then pounding her ass back down onto my cock and, I presume, piercing herself with Annie's little finger.
"Oh fuck, finally." She whispered.
I could not see anything. Her blond hair tumbled over my face and her lips kissed and she licked my ear. I felt Annie leave and then the heavier shift of the bed. I thought it was Chris but a moment later, I felt someone laying next to me. I reached out and my hand landed on large, plush breast. Mom had lain down beside us.
"Brent, darling, come over here and ride me while Laura gets to be airtight." I heard mom say.
Laura struggled to her elbows. I looked over and Mom was watching us. Her eyes glistened black. Brent appeared in my sight and got between my mother's legs. She opened up, spreading wide. With both hands she gripped his cock and inserted it into her pussy. She was silky and slick so he slid into her with a long grunting stroke, sinking into her as as he pressed their bodies together.
Mom did not turn her head but watched me as I watch Brent penetrate her. I felt Chris get behind Laura. She tensed, squeezing my cock with her cunt but then became still. She groaned and her head dropped over me again, her forehead on my shoulder. I kept my head turned to watch Brent fuck Mom. Mom held my gaze when I finally looked away from their joined bodies. She smiled as our eyes meant.
"Fuck me, Brent." She said, her voice a low growl, emphasizing "fuck" for my benefit. "Ram me, mount me, fill me up, big boy. Give it to me like you have before. This is no time to be shy."
Brent's stilted reserve of previous times was gone. He reared back, pulling his cock out of my mother and then rammed it into her. She arched under him, squalling through clinched teeth. Then Laura lurched forward on my chest, groaning. I turned to look down her bare back and saw Chris behind her. I reached to her ass and pulled her butt cheeks apart. Mrs. Wills grunted and then she found her balance and pressed her body back onto her son's cock.
Chris groaned and then slammed her forward. His mother keened and hissed, struggling to find her balance so she could push back at him. I helped. Chris pulled back and pounded Laura's ass. Laura gasped, the motion nearly unhooked her from my cock. Chris pulled back and realizing what he had done, gripped her by the waist and jammed her back onto my cock. I let Chris drive. He moved his mother between us and soon she was panting with the double penetration. They finally got positioned properly and he hammered her down just right onto my cock. Laura bucked into a violent orgasm, her teeth clinched and her head bobbed as she climaxed, pinned between us.
Beside me, Mom was taking Brent's cock, her legs pulled back so her heels hooked on the small of his back. But he said something to her and she nodded. He sat up, pulling out of her with a long, wet slurp. She got off the bed and Brent lay down.
"Sammy? Sammy!" Mom said sharply.
"What, what?" He said.
"Get your cock out of Mrs. Kingston's mouth and come fuck my ass." Mom said. The last reluctance to say fuck was gone for good.
She got onto the bed, putting a leg over Brent and sinking down smoothly onto his big cock. "Oh man, oh man, what a cock you have, Brent honey. I fit you better now I think. Lord, you feel good up inside me like this."
Laura continued to come. I held her tight onto my cock while Chris pumped in and out of her ass. Every third or forth stroke into her ass, she would lurch into a new orgasm, grinding against me and hissing into my ear. Beside us, Mom bent over Brent, fed him a nipple and shrieked. I thought at first he had bit her but no, Annie had struck my mother with a belt. She repeatedly struck Mom's quivering ass with the belt, making her shake and lurch. Brent had his legs over her lower legs and his arms wrapped around her back so she could not get away. Annie beat my mother over and over again.
The oddest thing developed. As Annie struck Mom and Mom squeaked, Laura would flinch and groan. She clung to my shoulders and finally turned her head to watch Mom and Brent. "Oh god, Sonny, she is beating her ass." Laura breathed. She shivered. I thought I could feel the guilty longing run through Mrs. Wills. She grunted and then Chris slowed plunging his cock into her.
Annie ceased her assault on Mom's ass. I could barely see her lubricating Mom's ass and then Sammy appeared behind her and Mom groaned, her body shifting as he pushed into her. Brent pulled at her ass, and she shoved back, pinning herself onto Sammy's cock. "Oh my lord, yes, deeper. I am so full of cock! Laura, honey, you must try Brent. He will smooth out all your little wrinkles and open every crevice. I feel his cock with every little nerve. Oh, oh, ohhhhh!" Mom began to buck in a raucous climax.
"Landon, London?" Chris panted.
Landon came over to stand beside us.
"Mom, suck him. Time to be air tight." Chris said.
Laura Wills struggled between us, lifting and turning her head. I saw Landon's hand on the back of her head. She moaned and swallowed once, slurping and sucking on Landon's cock. A moment later I watched in amazement as a ripple appeared on her long, elegant neck, like the passing of a big fish under smooth, still water. The bulge in her neck moved back and forth up to the back of her jaw and then down. She held still and I watched, fascinated with this view of her triple penetration. Laura snorted, sucked and pulled the cock as deep as it would go. Moments later, Landon began to come.
"My god what a cocksucker!" Landon groaned. "What, what, what, my god she feels good!"
I felt Laura shiver with excitement. Chris increased his tempo, chanting, "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," with what sounded like focused concentration. He slammed her down onto me and began to hump her with little short strokes. Chris was coming.
Laura tried to say something, apparently forgetting the cock in her mouth. I saw a runnel appear on the underside of her jaw but then she began to suck and hum. When Landon withdrew his cock from her mouth he staggered away and found a chair and sat heavily, his eyes were glazed in the moment I could see them. Then Annie was there. She gripped Laura, both hands on the blond's face, and kissed her. I say "kissed" but it was more like she was licking her before finally turning her head so her mouth crossed Laura's and kissing her, hard. There was no doubt from my vantage point that Annie was probing for leftover cum. It was so erotic, watching the two women kissing, sharing cum like that. Chris pulled out of mother's ass.



Laura made a soft sound into Annie's mouth. Annie held onto her, not allowing her to move. I began to move, lifting Laura under me. Her hips pulsed over me, stirring me inside of her. She groaned and tried to escape Annie but could not. Annie held her tight, soul kissing her with messy abandon.
Beside us Mom began to orgasm. I heard it in her voice. She made babbling sounds, syllables of excitement that had no lexicon and needed none. Hearing her pleasure, I grabbed a firm hold on Laura's slim little ass and began to arch under her, pulling her hard down onto me. She had one hand planted in the middle of my chest and the other was on Annie somewhere as they kissed. When Laura began to come, she lurched and then her weight shifted onto her balancing hand. I suddenly could not breath. I bucked hard under her trying to relieve the pressure on my chest but that only made it worse. Annie did not release her so all Laura could do was ride my rising and falling hips and rock hers back and forth as the orgasm consumed her.
My orgasm arrived as Mom squealed into another orgasm of her own. She babbled and came, babbled and came, trying to make words but inventing a new, private language that could only express her pleasure, which it did do very well. The bed rocked under us.
My orgasm fountained into Laura and she responded, her hips smacking up on down on me. I was starting to black out from insufficient air when Annie released her and Laura flopped down onto me. Her breasts scraped along my chest and then she was melting over me, her body twitching with little electric aftershocks.
Beside us, Mom, Brent, and Sammy were slowing. Sammy had come and Brent was pumping up into Cici. She was exhausted, unmoving, but absorbing his motion with little motions that rocked us all. I heard them kissing.
"Brent, honey, you can fuck me any time you like."
"Hey, what about me?" Sammy asked from his perch in her ass."
"Sammy, baby, you need a lot of practice." Mom sighed softly.
"Hey, hey wait a minute ..." Then, grasping the import of her words, he cackled with laughter. He moved off the bed and out of my sight.
Mom roused, rising up off of Brent. She twisted her body and moved to me and kissed me on the mouth. The kiss was serious and she began to roll her hips on Brent. She hummed contentedly, finally breaking the kiss and looking down on me, pinned in the crook of Laura's neck. "My sweet boy, you have fucked us all very well." She grinned tiredly and then moved over to kiss Brent. She must have had a profound effect on him because they began to move, she riding and he arching under her. Then Landon appeared and Mom bent to suck his nearly restored cock. She sucked his cock deep and after a couple delighted slurps, his cock was firm and she took it all into her mouth and down her throat. She managed to continue fucking Brent while sucking contentedly on Landon's cock.
I think I must have drifted because suddenly I jerked awake, aware my cock had retreated. Annie was tapping on my shoulder.
"Mrs. Wills need clean." Annie said. She licked her lips.
I did not want to move but decided to give her what she wanted after she licked her lips with her long narrow tongue a couple times. Together we rolled Laura on to her back and I got off the bed. Annie pounced and after a couple loud minutes, Laura roused and began to groan, her hips rising and falling as Annie licked and sucked at her bubbling pussy. The smell of her arousal wafted around us, or maybe I just noticed.
I went into the bathroom, shutting the door behind me. Sammy had disappeared and I presumed he was in the guest room showing. When I came out, Brent was sitting on the floor on the other side of the bed, I could just see the top of his head. My mother had settled her oozing pussy over Laura's face and was riding Laura's tongue, presumably while Annie lapped between her legs.
I started to dress.
"Sonny?" Landon looked over at me. Sammy appeared, a towel wrapped around his waist, spangled with the remains of his shower. "Where you going, man?"
I shrugged. "I have had a, a, weird day. I am done. You guys, you go ahead. I think these ladies could do with a ride on the rail." They did not respond, perfectly absorbed.
"Stay, dude." Sammy said.
I shook my head. "I, I need sleep." I suddenly felt like a wet paper bag. I went downstairs and realized I had no ride. I called Alissa. She picked me up and we rode back to her house. We slept together that night, in calm, sexless comfort. I was puzzled and confused; not really bothered but something was hooked in my brain pan that I could not quite comprehend. Sometime in the night I woke up and realized that I was spending the night with Alissa and she thought it was normal. Then I realized what was bothering me. The MILF list was nearly at an end. This, this easy access to these remarkable women was going to soon be over. What struck me, though, was that I did not feel sadness or regret or anything like that. It made me horny. So I rolled Alissa onto her back and mounted her. She took me into her body with a drowsy delight, never quite waking while I fucked her and then kissing me while I poured cum into her fabulous body. When we finished, we went to sleep, sticky and satisfied. I slept long and dreamlessly.
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I took a Saturday bus home late Saturday morning half expecting to have someone dog me to go back to the Wills house. No one did. Alissa offered to give me a ride but I left her nude in her own bed. I did not fuck her again on the thought that I would need to retain cum for the Wills airtight flight. I walked pensively to the bus stop and rode it all the way home.
My blisters had something doing and they packed up and were gone before I go home. They left a note saying they would be back Sunday night. There was no sigh of Mom; that is, not only was she not in the house, there was no sign that she had even been home the night before. I wondered if my blisters wondered what mommy dear was up to but they did not mention it in their note. Whatever was going on between the females of my household, they did not feel any need to include me in their negotiations.
I spend most of the day studying and found I was curiously focused. Whenever the flow stopped, I thought about Laura Wills and the rail and yes, I got hard but oddly, I felt like I was not being left out of anything. I liked it, a day to myself. I puttered some, studying enough to salve my conscience. I waited for the guys to call and for me to feel slighted or left out. I thought about calling Alissa about seven that evening but demurred. I settled in and watched "Die Hard" again since it was on HBO. I hate watching movies like that with the polite words dubbed in. It is just not the same. I went to bed early and slept like the dead.
The next day was much the same. I studied and puttered, fixing myself a nice breakfast without any females sneering at my sloppy cooking or telling me when things were done. Of course I overcooked my sunny side up eggs but no one was there to point that out to me and they tasted just fine. I had learned to cook because from time to time I pissed of all the females in my house and it was better to eat alone. At first, they used that against me because I would only resort to PB&Js but eventually I learned to cook myself just so they would not threaten me with whatever the "fuck Sonny" issue of the month was. They were never mean, just saucy and from time to time that was just irritating.
It was around noon when Sid called. "Hey Sonny?"
I did a quick calculation and discovered it must be around one in the morning there. "Sid, Dude, what are you doing up this time of night on a Monday morning?"
"Do not even ask. I will tell you everything and then you'll want to come over here and get a taste yourself. I called to ask about Annie. I haven't talked to her since you told her to call. What's going on?"
I explained what I thought was going on.
"You're not over there?"
"No, Sid, I am not really into all that stuff. I tied the women up just to keep things organized, not really to, well, actually I did kind of like that part of it but all the other stuff, that just isn't my thing. Mom has been over there all weekend and I would have bet all that was not her thing either. But she has not come home wagging her tail behind her, either." I stopped talking. "Okay, TMI, right?"
"Well, maybe. But Sonny, it really is good to know stuff like that though. I just wanted to be sure she was all right."
"You are a good egg, Sid. She is fine. We are taking fine care of your wife."
Silence.
"Sid? You still there?"
He was, I heard him grunt and I could not interpret the sound. Finally Sid did speak. "Sonny, listen, you know, last week, what we talked about?"
I thought back, leafing through my fuzzy memory. "Right, the MILFs and Mr. Cheng?"
"Uh huh. Listen Sonny, I know you did not discuss the MILFs with Cheng and that was fine. It was really up to him to bring it up. He knows that. A guy just does not offer up a MILF unless, well, a guy does not do that to any woman without prior permission."
I waited.
"Well, I don't think Cheng is done with you. He might be back. You know, ah, he might still be interested in one of your MILFs. I don't know that for sure but it strikes me as very odd that he got you into his car with a couple bimbos and then just watched you fuck them."
"Hey, I did not fuck them both, just the one he offered me. Should I have refused his offer, Sid? Did I misread the situation?"
"No, no, not at all. I think you read it just fine. I just got to thinking yesterday that I cannot imagine that Mr. Cheng would not still be interested in an American MILF for his collection."
"You think he will call me again or something?"
"He might. I wanted to be sure you were aware of that possibility."
"Possibility or certainty?" I asked.
"Well, I'd say certainty. If I know the man and I may not but if I do, he wants a MILF before he terminates his stay and returns to China. Unless he has other options, which he might, I am thinking you have not seen the last of him. I know you are but be flexible." Sid paused.
When he spoke again, he sounded a little embarrassed.
"I know this may not be my business exactly, Sonny, but I like you and want you to do well. I, I thought about this several times this week and wondered if I should mention it. You see, I think you are a unique guy. Most men, people really, they have a specific spectrum of attraction. I mean, there is a small set of people who trip their trigger. That is what chemistry means. You find someone that blends with you just right and the sex will always be fabulous regardless of how bad they are for your or unavailable. It is a nearly irresistible urge to give into someone like that." Sid stopped talking.
I was curious but not anxious. I wondered if he was trying to be delicate about something and then I did get anxious. "What are you trying to tell me, Sid?"
He sighed, a big blow into the phone, like the wind came up. "Sonny, I think you may be one of those unique people who has the chemistry to match just about anyone. It seems to me that every woman you meet has the willingness to show you what's under their skirt and to let you do whatever you want with whatever you find there. That is unusual. Annie, I saw Annie with you. She seemed scared to put you off yet she knew you were jamming it to all the other MILFs and she did not care. She is, was horribly jealous and overbearing and that was one reason I dumped her in a suburban little house like that on her own. I would come by from time to time but I did not think I could ever live with her. She made me a little crazy, despite our little arrangement. I am avoiding the point.
"Sonny, I think you could seduce any woman you wanted. Really. That, if that is true, if you can, then you will find it could dominate your life. There is nothing you can do about it but it could and likely will rob you of a normal life. Unless you have the patience of Job and the resolution of a Tarheel, you will find yourself lifting every skirt you like and fucking them more often then not. It is like you get a free fuck from every woman you like and they never try to put a bone in your nose. I have seen it before, twice and it ruined both guys. Neither understood it and I never got it till later. They both spent their youth trying to have a 'normal' sex life. But they kept ending up dick down in a vee of strange and upsetting whatever normal life they had been pursuing. They hurt a lot of people, not the least the women who loved them.
"Sonny, I might be wrong but you need to think about this whole MILF deal and see it for what it is. It is your deal. Without you, it never would have happened. Your buddies, they would still be painting the sky with their dicks and not putting them into every MILF orifice they can reach. You need to take that seriously. I just, Alissa, Mrs. Honeywell, she would fuck you whenever and wherever you wanted but she asked me the other day if she had to turn that big titted blond in her office over to you or not."
"Clara Swearington?" I asked, just to be clear.
"Swearington, that's right. She, she was amazed that you opened her up like you did. She said it was like convincing a starving wolf to eat a steak. She, she is worried that you will fuck everything that moves and lose any hope of happiness—her words. I don't know if I agree with that assessment but I know this, if I am right and you do have the ability to fuck anything you like, you owe the rest of male humanity to do just that. We all wish we could but most of us never get the chance. But unless you acknowledge that is what is going on, you will spend a lot of time, tears, and treasure trying to conform to a life that everyone else is living. All I am saying is that may never be in the cards for you. Even if you play the straight arrow and never fuck around on that special someone, if women throw themselves at you all the time, even if you never lift a finger, it will be very, very difficult for any woman to live with that sort of attention going to their man. You get what I am trying to say?" He did not want an answer because he went on without waiting for my reply.
"I may be overstepping but I felt like I should mention it to you. Those two guys I mentioned, they tried really hard but in the end, they just suffered and suffered with it. I often thought they would have been better off to face up to their high pussy potential. I have no idea how you do that but knowing that is what is going on might be worthwhile. I wanted to tell you this, let you at least hear it once so you could at least think about it. I am off to bed. Talk to you again, Sonny." That, it turned out, was a big fat lie. Neither of us knew it at the time, though.
I did think about his words. Later that day Landon dropped by with Mom. She staggered upstairs to shower and bed, not even speaking to me. Landon stood there just inside the front door looking like an usher looking at a duplicated ticket when the theater was full. Finally, he looked up from the floor.
"Sonny, do you think I am a shit?"
I knew what he was referencing and did not play like I didn't. "Not sure it matters what I think, Landon. But I know for certain that if you do not get ahead of things with both of the women in your life, you are asking for sure heartache."
He nodded. "What should I do?"
"Tell them the truth. Coping with the truth makes much more sense than trying to deal with some lesser version of it that is not quite a lie but isn't quite the truth, either."
We left it at that but my own words haunted me the rest of the week. Chris finally showed up at class on Wednesday. He looked like a vampire on a vision quest; haggard, exhausted. When I mentioned that he just grinned wanly and shook his head. "I can't stop, Sonny. God help me, I do not want to stop and until she wants me to, I doubt that I will."
I shrugged and told him to have Annie call Sid. He said he would. After we parted I thought about Kyla and her three holes; I felt like maybe I should have reminded him and wondered if Laura would want to serve her. I'd ask about it another time.
That week Mom worked late, getting home late. Her absence the week before and her "date" with Sammy sort of ended out little private romance. It was as if we were back to being conventional mother and son; leave it to Beaver rather than Beaver and Beaver. I called Alissa Tuesday but got voice mail. I had thought to discuss what Sid had said with her but once I realized she was not picking up and I lost my nerve and hung up. She was often busy and so I did not interfere. I felt like I was floating and Sid's words hovered around me like a swarm of sand flies, buzzing up my nose and in my ears and flying at my eyes. All I wanted was for it to go away and leave me in peace. It is safe to say I was bothered.
Like I had in the past, I concentrated on life without pussy for a while, but just a while. Wedensday, Wei Cheng called me. I did not ask how he got my number.
"Mr. Sonny?" He said my name funny, like Mr. Shunny.
"Mr. Cheng?" I said, guessing rightly.
"Yes, yes, Cheng Wei here. We did not get to finish our business the other day. I am back in town and I have a proposition for you."
"Oh?" Dealing with this world, the world where Sid lurked left me feeling like I was missing something and it made me cautious. You might call it chicken shit but I prefer to call it caution. When Mr. Cheng did not speak, I said, "I'm listening."
"Of course. I want to buy one of your MILFs."
There it was. "Sounds more like pleasure than business, Mr. Cheng."
He chuckled. "Business, then pleasure."
For a moment I had a horrible thought, that I was putting Kyla Clark into danger but then I considered Sid Kingston and the fact that I and my friends were fucking his wife with abandon, his strange wife, I'll grant you but his wife nonetheless. If there was danger here, I was already in it up to my nuts. I thought of Annie then Connie and my cock twitched. The feeling passed and any thought of danger evaporated.
"Business then pleasure." I repeated, searching for the next line. "Well, Mr. Cheng I think I have the the perfect woman for you." I lowered my voice, I guess just for emphasis. "I do. She loves it. Her ass, fuck me, it is magical. She has a magic ass."
"Magic ass? Magic ass? Yes, I like that. Magic ass!" He laughed hard. "I like that. Magic ass! You funny guy! You have MILF who like ass fuck? I," here he stopped, sobering abruptly. "Maybe I want you to show me. You know, give me little demonstration."
Bingo. That was where I was going. I had Alissa in mind for just such a conference. Then I hesitated, what if this was some sort of ploy? I smirked at my phone. So what, I thought, I would be balls deep in Alissa's ass while a man she may well end up across the negotiation table watched. That would surely put a rumble in her tummy. I liked that idea, that she would be excited by this sort of professional danger. In my gut I thought she would, hoped she would but even if I got it wrong, I had Sid Kingston telling me to go for it. "I think that might be a good idea. I have another MILF, for me, who might be willing to let you watch while I do her ass."
"Two MILFs? Oh, oh, oh!" Wei Cheng hooted with laughter again. "Sid say you great guy. No American guy ever say this to me. Ever offer to show me how to fuck girl ass. You serious?"
I nodded, hesitating. "She is black. Is that all right?"
"Negro? You mean black skin?"
I nodded.
He thought a minute, then smacked his lips. "Yes, that is fine. My MILF, she not black though, right. She is white woman?"
I nodded and said "yes".
"Yes, okay Joe, you fuck your black woman, I fuck your white MILF. How much?"
"I'll let you negotiate that with Kyla."
"Kyla? That her name? Pretty. I like."
"Kyla, Kyla Sloan." I decided I needed to change the names to protect the innocent. No telling what circles who ran in above me that far. Better to be circumspect. But not Alissa. I wanted Wei Cheng to know I fucked Sid's attorney, after I fucked Sid's attorney. That would be interesting for everyone concerned. The risk, that made it interesting. Not for me, hell I was so dumb I could not even begin to see the risk in this tangle of professional maneuvering. What I got out of this was so far out of sight, the only thing that I had to focus on was Sid's intimations and the pussy in the near distance. I was young and pussy balanced almost every risk. I almost suggested Laura Wills but something told me that Kyla was a better solution. This strange was certainly strange enough for them both. I thought she would enjoy it and that surely would improve Mr. Cheng's experience. Laura would likely be preoccupied, if Chris let go of her. It was better not to go there, not to even ask.
My next job was to get Kyla airtight. She deserved a little attention of her own for going this long, after being first, and for having a magic ass.
"Then, is that all?" I said. "Wait, no wait? Mr. Cheng?" I always forgot things like this, little fucking details that kicked your ass, like Napoleon's boots that gave him the cold and made him lose Borodino. "Hello?"
"What?"
"When? Where?"
"Oh yes, I am staying at the Bedford. I not there now. Friday. For weekend. That okay? I meet you and MILF in bar at five o'clock? That okay?"
I heard the tremor in his voice and I wondered what it meant. It sounded like eagerness if I was any gauge of his intonations. But I was just learning to read other people's voices and to pay attention to them. I decided the guy was eager and allowed myself to feel good about that.
"That will be fine. See you then."
"Mr. Shunny? You understand, I want to fuck your MILF, right? Ass no ass, I want to do her on her knees. You understand, right?"
"Sure, Mr. Cheng. You buy her but Mr. Cheng, no marks. American women," I stopped. What the fuck did I know about American women or any women? Well, likely more than Mr. Cheng but still, pointers that weren't pointers made you look stupid. "American women are great. You should have a great time."
He cleared his throat. "Mr. Shunny, do not want to give offense but I would like you to wear nice clothes. This is best hotel and they don't like blue jeans and T-shirts."
"I have a suit."
"No, you not understand. I will text you an address. Go there today and they will measure you for nice suit, shirts, all of that. Get you good shoes. Make you look wealthy. I know, Sid tell me you regular guy with four MILFs; that make you rich but in the Bedford, it better if you look rich by yourself. Can't pay hotel bill with MILFs!" Cheng thought that was hilarious and guffawed till he snorted.
"I have nice clothes." I said, a little put off.
"No one let you in bar dress like dumb college boy. Besides, I am meeting business associate at Bedford Friday. Just for a moment. He is bringing me a check. Big check. You need to look like you belong. Not like pimp." The man chortled over the phone. "It's business. I don't care if you go naked but business guy, very uptight. No understand. I like idea of your MILFs dress like hookers, that make him very nervous."
A light went on. Not about what he was saying, I had no idea what that all meant. I understood he had another appointment and wanted to show off two women dressed like hookers but why I could not imagine. "What should the women wear?" They would want to know. "Slutty or elegant?"
"Swutty?"
"Hooker style or elegant? Do you want them to look like hookers or like they are wealthy?"
Pause. "They dress like hookers? Really? I love hooker style." He laughed. "Hooker style? Is that real style?" His voice betrayed him, he was really asking.
I felt so American, with our quaint little colloquialisms that made us sound like rubes. "I cannot describe it but I guarantee that you know it when you see it."
"Know it when I see it? Oh, that is rich! You funny man!" Mr. Cheng hooted again.
"Slutty it is then." I said.
"Swutty?" The laughter stopped.
"Hooker style. They will dress in hooker style." I got the feeling that Mr. Cheng was fucking with me because it just did not seem normal that a man of his position and accomplishment would be so willing to appear ignorant. But then, maybe that was part of my charm. Mine, not his, and perhaps he tolerated it for my MILF pussy. Men have done more for less.
"Hooker style, yes. Yes! Friday. Five o'clock. Bedford hotel bar."
"Got it." I hung up and looked around me. I was on campus and while I had been talking on the phone I was utterly honed in and never looked around. I had to concentrate to catch his meaning because on the phone his accent had a burr that slowed down my comprehension. I felt like it was a balancing act the whole time. There was a redhead who was staring at me. I got my shit together and walked away. Even if all she heard was "hooker style" it was best to beat it.



I took the bus to the address and got tricked out. What a place. I had to ring a buzzer just to get in and at first they were unwilling to give me the time of day but one of them checked a picture and they straightened right up. I felt like fucking royalty and I have to tell you, that is sort of great. When they were done, they took my address and told me they would deliver the goods, a full suit of clothes. I chortled, thinking how confused my sisters would be. I was going to school and not working yet here I would be with a ... shit, I had no idea what the suit would cost but the gold plated toilet I used suggested it would be more than a buck sixty.
I got home late that night. I saw Brent on campus but we did not discuss the MILFs. We studied together at the library for a while and then he gave me a lift home. It sucks not having a car but it is great when your buddies do. I was walking up the walk to my front door when I wondered to myself how many guys would trade a car for a MILF on a leash? I smirked. Then sobered, thinking about how cool it would be to have my own car. Crap. Fortunately the option of pussy or a car was not really practical unless Cheng would cough up ten grand for a piece of ass. No, I had to play the long game here. I walked to the door, sheepish that I could think of tricking out my own mother, which was what I was thinking. A guy should never think such a thing. Sisters, however, they might be a different deal. You think? I think I had a concussion.
I went upstairs through a cloud of glowering females to my room. My truce with my sisters was contorted around their confusion. I was lucky they had not been home during the weekend. For all I know they did not even know she did not come home Friday night. I kept waiting for another surreptitious blow job or for Dalia to come back and bare her tits for me. I think she was waiting for me to make some move and the longer I went without doing so the more moribund she became.
Mom tapped on my door and did the whole Mom routine, not coquettish, no flirtation, not flashing me anything. She was totally straight. Then the small talk lapsed and she just stood there in my room in her bathrobe. I had a flash that she wanted me to rip it off and give her a hot beef injection but that vibe was not what I was getting. I remained the dutiful, non-kinky son.
After several moments of silence that dragged like a ride in an elevator with a puking street guy, she spoke up. "Sonny, uh, I, uh, Sammy called today. He said, he wants to take me out on a proper date. He is so cute but I don't think ... I mean ..." She staggered to a halt leaving us both in silence, all semblance of conventional mother and son conversation was gone. "Sonny, I told him 'no'. I mean, I did not feel right about, you know, unless I talked to you first."
I was touched. "Mom, you are an adult woman and Sammy is an adult, a, well a child of legal age anyway with perfectly adult inclinations. You can do whatever you want. So can he."
"I just didn't think I should let him assume ... you know."
Mom's reserve was firmly back in place. I shrugged. "That is all up to you. Does this mean I should not presume I can throw you on the bed and fuck you any time I like any more?"
She grinned, nervously I thought.
"No, Sonny. If you want me, I will be available. Laura feels the same way about you. I just don't want to be something your friends use like a dishtowel or something."
"Laura seems to like being used." I said, my mouth rattling off my thinking again. I really needed to get a time delay on my fucking tongue.
Mom smiled kindly. "Honey, that is not her and you know it. She is a one-man woman. She loves doing what you tell her. That is her thrill, to do what thrills her. If you told her not to a have sex with anyone else, she would stick to it, just because that is what you wanted."
"She better watch out, Chris might want stuff I have not even thought of."
Mom nodded. "I did sense something different in that boy."
She was a champion of understatement.
"So?" She said, arching an eyebrow.
"So what?"
"Should I go out with Sammy. And, you know?"
I almost made her spell out what she was so sure I knew but left it alone. I was trying to correlate what she was saying with what Sid had told me. I couldn't. "That is up to you, Mom."
"You mean you wouldn't care?"
"If you fucked him? No." I said. I felt like I had just wet kissed a cat's back. I wanted to spit and I did not know why. I wasn't jealous. Then I understood. "Mom, look, you were mine but I gave you to Sid."
"But that is not till after the first of the year." She had no better idea of when the Chinese New Year than I did.
"So, till then, why don't you just do what you like? If you want to sleep with me, do that. If not, then don't."
Her eyes got glassy. Shit, she was going to cry and I realized I may have stepped in it.
"You aren't jealous?" She asked, her voice tremulous.
"Should I be? No. Don't answer that, Mom. You are my mother. I, I seduced you and now we have to go on with life. Do you want to, you know, try to fit me between your legs as part of real life rather than this MILF fantasy we have been living?"
She shook her head then she nodded. "That, that would be complicated. I ..." She hesitated, looking down. Her face took on a determined look, the same look she got when she had to paddle me when I was a kid. "Honey, I have to tell you something. I, I have had fantasies about being with you for years. Since you were young. I used to wake up quaking with orgasm. By the time you touched me, I wanted you too so bad I was dumb with fear you were being seduced by my simple desire. It may be a MILF fantasy," she grinned, "I kind of like that! MILF fantasy. But now, you are right, it is time to think about getting back to the real life that we can show to the rest of the world."
I grunted. "Think my sisters are going to be able to get the sound of you coming while I fuck you out of their heads?" The comment was almost cruel and I regretted it immediately.
Mom, however, smiled brightly, confusing the hell out of me. "You are such a good man, Sonny, I am sure you will do something to help them out." With that she, she turned to leave. At my door, she turned back to me. "I think I will call Sammy back. He is a sweet boy. I haven't been out on a proper date in years. I'll decide if I want to stay with him depending on how he behaves. He has to woe me." She grinned and sauntered out of my room. I toyed with the idea of letting Sammy know what he was in for but decided better he find out honestly than to go into it with my tips for tipping mom over onto her back. Mom might change her mind and do him in the parking lot. Women, once they decided sex was fine with them, could be voracious. And scary.
I took a quick shower and then lay on my bed in a towel and called Kyla Clark.
She answered on the second ring.
"Sonny! Do I know what you want?"
"I doubt it." I said dryly.
"Ohhhh, Sonny. What have you got in mind?"
I hesitated, wondering if the Saturday with Mrs. Wills had meant to her what Darlene intended it to mean. I realized I had not spoken to her since then and decided I better ease into this conversation. I assumed she knew she had come within a cunt hair of being turned out that afternoon and had been okay with it. That was part of my confidence she would agree to my proposal but in the very moment I was about to broach the subject, I quailed and decided I had better check to be sure the idea of turning a trick was not that strange to Kyla Clark. Better to not assume. "Uh, Kyla, what do you think Darlene wanted you to do Saturday?"
Silence. "She, uh, she wanted me to fuck that guy for her."
Not quite, I thought. "Kyla, she wanted you to fuck him with her. She told him," I cleared my throat. "She told him you were her mother and he wanted to, you know, do a mother and daughter duo."
Silence. More silence.
"Kyla?"
"Oh." She said. "Oh!"
I heard her sigh into the phone.
"Oh, fuck me." She said.
"That is why I am calling."
She chortled a little. She did not sound horribly offended or repulsed.
I felt a little better about this. I was about to trick dear Kyla out. I wondered if Darlene would be pissed I got it done first? "Mrs. er Mrs. Sloan, I wonder if you would be willing to meet someone for me?"
"Who? Sonny, are you feeling all right?"
"You need to have a different name, so if the meeting gets discussed, you know, it will not be you they are discussing." I realized she must think I was nuts. Kyla, however, took it in stride.
"Mrs. Sloan? What happened to Mrs. Jones? Or Mrs. Robinson? Forget it. What are you talking about?"
"I have a, a Chinese gentleman who would uh, like to meet you."
"Chinese? Meet me?"
I could hear it in her voice. I was losing her. I forged on. I had a day to fix it if I fumbled the ball. "He, well, he has never done the ass before and I thought, well, maybe you would care to give him a little lesson. You know, give him a little of your magic ass."
Silence.
Fuck, I hated these silences.
"My magic ass." Kyla said finally. Her voice was small. "You want me to fuck a stranger."
"No." I said. "I want a stranger to fuck you. Jesus, Kyla, you know that Darlene is hooking, right?"
"Yes. I mean, I, I mean, she fucked that guy but I never saw any money. Hookers get paid. Wait, are you saying he wants to buy my ass."
"Among other things. Maybe. Eventually. After he does you on your knees, you know, from behind. You come highly recommended."
"I come pretty easy I think. If its you, anyway."
"Thank you. Your are a dear." I waited, thinking, got nothing. "So?"
"So what?"
"Will you do it?"
"Do what? You mean your are actually asking me to fuck some guy you just met?" Her voice fairly screeched.
I winced but did not back off. I was already wondering how mom would like to . . . Shit, she has a date with Sammy that night! That left Natasha and Laura. Suddenly I felt weird. I had options? This guy wanted to fuck a MILF and I had options! I did not feel so bad. In fact I felt a little pleased with myself. Then I realized I needed to say something else to Kyla. I didn't want her all pissed off at me.
"Okay." Kyla said before I could squeak.
It so surprised me I just goggled for a moment.
"What? Change your mind already? Damn, Sonny, if Darlene likes hooking, if I try it, if she wants to do that mother daughter thing, maybe Landon will fuck me more often." She snickered a little. "Maybe he will do us both."
Whatever, I thought. Then I thought about her and Darlene, I got hard. Is that weird? Fucking Landon had all the luck. I heard Nova screaming something downstairs and Tawny answering from out in the hall and I took back my comment. At that precise moment I realized something that seemed to have always been there but I had not acknowledged it. My mother wanted me to do my sisters! Okay, Landon did not have all the luck.
"Sonny?"
"What. Yes, Friday, at five. Do you know the Bedford Arms downtown? We'll meet in the bar."
"Oh, uh huh. I get you. Five, then. I'll try. I'll check my schedule tomorrow and make sure I am clear. Uh Sonny, are you going to be there? How do I know him? There are a lot of Chinese in the world."
"I'll be there. I doubt you'll recognize me. I'll look for you. Kyla, be sure to dress really slutty. He wants you to look like a hooker. So don't be your typical elegant, horny MILF self. Look expensive."
Pause, then, "fuck you, Sonny." She rang off and that was that.
I needed to call Alissa before it got to late. She answered on the first ring.
"Sonny! Oh my gosh, you would not believe the week I have had. Clara Swearington told Kline that you fucked her. He was out of town last week so she only got around to telling him this weekend. Not the rest I don't think. He came into my office Monday and wanted to fuck me. I had to call Sid to get rid of him. He was so pissed. He is still pissed but I think he knows that we have his balls in a vice. Peppers would skin him if he lost this account. I so owe you, Sonny. I owe you more than you will ever, ever know."
"I will collect ever chance I get. Speaking of collecting, Alissa my darling. Could you be at the lobby of the Bedford by quarter after five on Friday, make it five-thirty? And Alissa, dress like you are for sale." I know I heard her gulp.
"Okay, Sonny." She spoke, her voice softer. "Just me?"
"What are you asking?"
She hesitated. "I mean, you, me in the Bedford ... you don't have that kind of money." She hesitated again, "or clothes."
That sort of irked me, not because it was wrong but because she thought she could point it out to me. "Dear Alissa, dress like a hooker. I want to be able to see your nipple and your cunt. You need to look like you are giving it away for a nickle a pop."
Her voice hardened. "Like a cheap whore, then?"
"Right." I waited.
"All right. Then what?" Her voice had gotten soft, delicate like she was touched, touched in the good way, not mentally.
"Don't worry about it. But, you should carry plenty of lube with you. Not one of those throw away, one-timers. Think enough for a weekend."
"Lube?" She said, shock in her voice.
"Lube." I said. "Friday at five."
"I'll check my schedule, I am in bed. I'll call you tomorrow if I can't ..."
"Rearrange your schedule. Five o'clock. No, five-thirty. No later but don't come early either. No between quarter after and five-thirty." I hung up.
The rest of the week was exceedingly weird. Between Wei Cheng's appointment and Sid's comments, I could not think straight, so I just did what I did and did not think. The world left me alone, thankfully. I did see Sammy Friday afternoon. He saw me wave and when I walked up to him he looked really guilty, uncomfortable.
I clapped him on the shoulder and asked him where he was taking my mom. He stared at me.
"She told you?"
I ignored him and asked for a ride. The tailor shop told me my stuff was ready and I needed a ride to pick it up. They were going to deliver but I had told them I thought I could come by. Sammy agreed. We did and then I hit him up to take me downtown. He ran us by his house and got clothes since he could run to Mom's office after he dropped me. We got in about four and found Dalia sitting in the dim living room waiting for me. Sammy, who did not know about Laura Wills and Dalia and I looked confused. She said she was sick and went up to her room. God but she seemed eager, which was very much not like her.
I went up for a quick shower and to change. Sammy was waiting for me in his black tee and blue jeans. When he saw me he goggled and gulped. "Shit, you are not kidding. You look like Jame Bond, well, not that handsome but shit, Sonny!"
By the time I strode into the Bedford, it was five to five. I was dressed in the best, most expensive clothes I had ever worn. I saw Wei Cheng in the lobby waiting for me. I was glad Sammy had given me a ride. He was buzzing the closer it got to his date with Mom.
I walked over to Mr. Cheng and we shook hands.
"Almost did not recognize you, messy college boy." He said with a chuckle. "You look good."
I thanked him profusely, acutely aware I had no way to repay him, well, except for Kyla. I sure hoped she showed up. Now I owed Cheng for a suit of clothes and a fantastic fuck. I had to make it up to him somehow. When I told him so, he waved me off.
He told me Sid said to tell me it was a gift from him, which, I suspected was a lie. I felt nervous, like I was doing something wrong and would not admit it; like I was wearing a guy's silk bath robe after fucking his wife while he was out of town.
I walked into the bar with Wei Cheng and I saw a blond woman turn her head and fairly felt her eyes sweep down and back up. She did not look away when I focused on her. Her eyes locked on my crotch and remained there, sizing me up, so to speak. I felt like meat. I snickered. I was meat.
"I will sit at bar." Wei Cheng said.
The woman did not look away. Her African princess friend chattered on, unaware. When the woman finally raised her eyes and smiled warmly, invitingly, I felt ten feet tall. "Okay. I told Kyla I would meet her in the lobby. Sit down and I'll send her in." I was dissembling a little. I had forgotten to tell her to negotiate a very nice price for her services as part of the game with Mr. Cheng. I wanted to be sure she got it right. Fuck, I hoped she'd show.
Wei Cheng nodded and found a stool near the middle of the bar. The bar was filling up but it was not full.
I sauntered out to the lobby and immediately saw Kyla confronted by a bellman and the concierge. I walked toward her. Her face was red and her eyes were angry, wide and heavy with mascara and false lashes. The eye shadow was a purple and pink blend. She wore a black see-through blouse with a bandaid bra, a two inch strip of cloth pulled tight over her tits, creasing them, making them bulge richly on her chest, accenting their fullness. She had a black taffeta skirt that swished when she moved, framing her fine legs, coated in black hose, not quite fishnets but of that style. Her shoes were velvet and rich scarlet high heels that laced up her ankle. I quit staring when I got close.
"What is the trouble?" I asked.
"The woman." The bellman started.
I held up a hand. He saw my clothes and stuttered to a stop. "This is my mother. We are going to a costume party. She is a hooker. I am her pimp." I extended my hand. "Mother. They are waiting."
The two guys looked poleaxed. I led Kyla towards the door to the bar. "If I am not around, make sure you negotiate something higher than a grand. He likes to pay for it. It gives him the illusion he is not fucking around on his wife. I will sit you near him at the bar. You just wait. Alissa is coming or I hope she will."
Kyla gave me a look that condemned my cheap pun.
I wanted to tell her it was an honest mistake but didn't. "I hope you are ready to be fucked in the ass by an amateur. He says he has never done this before."
"You were an amateur, Sonny but I think you are a fast learner. You will come back?"
I nodded. "I'll use Alissa to show him what to do." I stopped at the door to the bar. Hearing my story made me doubt it but fortunately Kyla's participation did not demand a really good story. I wondered if Cheng was truly ass innocent? The thought fascinated me. If he was toying with me I should feel like a schmuck. If he was indeed inexperienced with the dirt road, I could feel at least a little smug.
"I have lube but I am not sure if there is enough. Christ, I am horny. If he sucks, I mean if he can't make me cum . . . " Then she looked around my shoulder. "Oh my god!" She scrunched down in front of me. "Don't move. Don't move." She whispered.
Puzzled, I turned around and saw who but Darlene Emerson, or Candy as she liked to be called when she wore those clothes, sauntering across the shiny gold lobby floor. She was casually unbuttoning a rich scarlet coat and as it parted from top to bottom, it was like a ripe plum splitting its skin to ooze its juicy goodness. Darlene looked like nectar. The dress was silver, what there was of it. From the waist down, is hugged her womanly shape, giving her hips a rippling chrome look. Above the waist, her skin showed through a completely clear silver netting that hid nothing, including her tits. She saw me and grinned with surprise. She waved.
I was so shocked, so cock struck, I waved back. I still had not moved when she arrived and leaned into me and kissed me on the cheek.
"Hello, Mr. Duncan! My don't you look dapper. Someone knows someone. I had no idea you were so well heeled."




Then she saw Kyla. "There you are Mrs. Clark. Rookie mistake not wearing a coat. If you are going to sell it, don't show it to anyone but the prospective buyers. None of them will look at you out here." She finished unwrapping herself. "I saw you from my car when you got stopped. I was going to get out and help but Mr. Gallant here managed to extricate you from a very tricky situation."
Kyla quit crouching against me, straightened and smoothed a hand down her hip. The black cloth was smooth and inviting, shimmering with the light. Like Darlene's, it hugged her hips and legs, ending just below the knees, forcing her to walk with little, mincing steps that made her ass twitch. "Darlene, what are you doing here?"
"Why, Kyla darling, you invited me. Remember? You said we should do the mother-daughter thing some time and Sonny here filched it out from under us last weekend."
Kyla shook her head. "That is not what I meant. I mean, how did you know I was coming, er, here?"
Darlene smiled. "Just dumb luck. I was all dressed up and no place to do or anyone to do it with and I was sitting outside your house when you left. I was going to surprise your darling son but then I saw you get into the taxi. Dressed like that, alone, I knew someone had something on her mind besides the PTA."
"I never . . . "
"No matter, dear. I saw you and I just followed you here. This is a nice place but unless you are meeting someone, I doubt they will let you stay."
"What am I? Swiss cheese?" I asked. I know, the saying is chopped liver but I am not Jewish so I fucked it up. Sue me.
The two women looked at me and they both laughed together.
Darlene lay a hand on my arm and leaned into me, pressing her body against me, her breasts molded themselves against my arm. Lord but I liked that.
"Darling Sonny, you could not afford either of us, much less both."
Kyla was regarding the girl and said with a completely sober face, "And why would you ever pay for something you will likely get for free, eventually?" She looked at Darlene and lifted her chin.
I don't know about you but nothing makes me as nervous as two women pissed at each other. Well, nervous is not right. Oh, I was plenty nervous but the main emotion I was feeling was helplessness. Somehow a perfectly orderly ass fucking had turned into something entirely different.
"We are meeting someone." Kyla continued. "I don't think he is expecting someone so young."
"Oh, I am sure he won't mind. Do you know any guy who does not like the idea of fucking a MILF and her daughter?" Darlene returned the volley with plenty of hot sauce.
We were standing at the door and finally, someone wanted out. I pulled it open for the approaching couple and we moved out of the way. The respectable woman eyed the two hookers and muttered, "Whores. Whores! Right here at the Bradford!"
"We best sit down." I said. I was going to point out the snooty bitch got the hotel name wrong but they were gone. She was too homely to care about.
"Who are we meeting?" Darlene said softly. "Yes, let's go in."
I waited for the two women to precede me but neither was willing to move first. "Kyla, he is at the bar."
Kyla glared at me and showed me just the tip of her tongue. Before making her entrance, showing everything but her entrance. I let Darlene follow. I caught her by the elbow. "Does Landon know you are here?"
She looked at me with a curious heavy lidded disdain. "He is over at the Wills residence by now, I would think. He said he had to go check on Mrs. Wills. I know what that means. Kyla told me everything. He is off fucking one of your tamed MILFs, so I thought I would entertain his mother. Turns out she is entertaining me."
I confess I was thinking about her words and when I arrived at the bar, I had nothing better. "Mr. Cheng, This is Kyla Sloan and her daughter Candy Sloan."
Wei Cheng looked oddly at me.
I grinned a little sickly. "Surprise?" I said.
I assumed his face held a look of curiosity or confusion or maybe delight; there was something different about his look than bland indifference. I went with Darlene's assertion. "I have a surprise for you. They are both willing to . . ." He waved his hand at me and I shut up.
He rose, took each woman's hand and kissed it delicately. "So pleased to meet you, ladies." He spoke impeccable English, with a slight British lilt. His pidgin from earlier was either an affectation or he was relaxing. Either way, I was put off by it. Somehow I was not good enough to try to impress with your best English? I was affronted but then considered his choices and found him to have impeccable judgment. Well, impeccable taste; I would not bend over backwards to impress me either. I had been put into my place very nicely and elegantly and, without much real effort.
"So, so glad both of you were willing and able to join us this evening. You are both joining us, aren't you?" Mr. Cheng looked Darlene directly in the cleavage.
She placed a palm under one breast and pushed it higher, mashing it against its sister. "Of course, Mr. Cheng. Whatever mischief you have in mind, I would not miss this for the world."
Wei Cheng looked at me. "This is your doing?" He asked, his eyes alight with a fire you only see at Christmas in the west.
I nodded, patting Darlene's rounded butt then leaving my hand splayed on the upper slope of her ass cheek. My god the girl felt nice, ripe young ass is different than the full, mature ass of your average MILF. My other hand looped around Kyla. I pulled them close, awkwardly and I intended it to be so. I squeezed them both hard. "I presumed you might enjoy the company of a mother and daughter?" I said. "Did I presume too much?"
I think Wei Cheng was not processing spoken English well or perhaps my accent threw him because it took him several heart beats to respond to me. Finally he looked from woman to woman before fixing his eyes on me.
"Not presume too much." He said, the pidgin intruding again, then disappearing. "A beautiful mother and her beautiful daughter would be a wonderful addition to our evening!"
Kyla twisted out of my hooked arm and pulled out a stool and sat to Wei Cheng's right.
"Sonny, would you be a dear and check my coat?" Darlene asked.
I helped her shed it. She glittered silvery in the lights. The mesh that covered and did not hide her torso flashed deceivingly. I was not the only one staring. She swept a hand through her main of Kyla-colored, light brown hair. Her breasts waved invitingly at me as she did so. I guided her to the bar and sat her to Mr. Cheng's left. Wei Cheng eyes drank her in when she sat down. I put her coat over my arm. "I have to meet someone." I said. I'll be right back. Order drinks. Long Island Iced Tea for me and, a Tom Collins, I think for Alissa."
Darlene gave me a look that was curious and enticing at the same time, like she was measuring me for a tux and a casket at the same time.
"I would like to buy lady a drink." Wei Cheng said.
I realized I had no money. Well, I had bus fare in my wallet. My shirt was worth more than what I had in the bank. I had a moment of vertigo when I felt profoundly out of my league. The tailor he "recommended" to me who only accepted customers by appointment, and buzzed you in at the entrance like it was a fucking jewelry store were completely new to me. I was way out of my league but shit it felt nice! I liked it.
I left them sharing drinks and sauntered out into the lobby, looking for a place to sit but discovered I had no need. Alissa was meeting the doorman. He had seen me and when I walked up the guy looked at me and sneered.
"I suppose this is your mother too?" He asked.
I slipped an arm around Alissa's waist and kissed her on the lips. She was tense as a whore in church. "No, she is my whore for the night. Think my mom will mind?" I released her and put Darlene's coat around her shoulders. Another fucking rookie, I thought. I steered her away from the two guys towards the bar. She was shivering.
"They asked if I was a hooker, too." She said. Then she snickered a little. "I thought I looked pretty good for a girl from the parsonage."
She did. She had blinding white thigh boots that had straps up the back of her black legs. They were leather or faux leather and tight. The straps were many but narrow and not close enough together to obscure either her fine legs or her black skin itself. They left most of the back of her legs bare with little straps all the way up from her calf. She wore a tight stretch dress that ended just above the boot tops. It was white, translucent, and showed her bra but no panties. Her Nubian body ghosted the dress; it looked a size or three too small. I tried to see if she was nude underneath but did not want to make a big deal out of it. Then I realized the dress had an opaque panel in the front from her waist down to the hem shaped like a heart that covered her crotch adequately. Poetic and erotic at the same time. Her ass was not similarly shielded till I covered her bare shoulders with the coat and curtained off her ass from public view.
"Is Cici here?" Alissa asked.
"Cici? No. Why would she be here?"
"Sammy told me, never mind." Alissa stared into my eyes, daring me to ask her to explain. I did not need to.
I opened the door and we entered the bar, removing the coat from her shoulders. Wei Cheng was trying to put his tongue down Kyla's throat. The bar keep was looking at two hundred dollar bills laying on the bar, glancing back and forth at them and the man kissing Kyla. Cheng stood between her open thighs where she sat on the bar stool, bent over her, holding her face. While we watched, Mr. Cheng put a hand over Kyla's tit and squeezed. Kyla did not even flinch. She leaned into him, tilting her head back further.
"Jesus." Alissa muttered. "Is he going to fuck her right there?"
"He might." I muttered back. "She might let him."
Wei Cheng released the woman and turned to Darlene and repeated the performance, opening her legs delicately before kissing her till her hands finally latched onto his shoulders and held on for dear life as he tipped her further and further off her seat. The barkeep shook his head and pushed the money at Wei Cheng. Kyla had a wild look in her eyes. She looked over at me but I am pretty sure her eyes were not working. She closed her legs and twisted them under the bar, showing us her back.
Alissa's hand squeezed mine hard. "Jesus H. Christ, Sonny. I know that guy. Is that Wei Cheng?"
I almost laughed. "You know him?" I asked as innocently as I could.
Alissa had terror in her eyes. "He cannot see me like this."
My voice hardened. This is what Sid wanted and strangely, I wanted it too. "You are mine, Alissa. You'll do as I say." I gripped her ass hard and pressed her forward. She resisted but I did not relent. Finally she took the first step and stumbled forward. My hand gripped her ass like I was inside of her. She resisted and I forced her across the room. About three steps from Wei Cheng she relaxed and lifted her chin. "This is Sid's doing, isn't it?" She mumbled.
"You are quick."
She nodded and Wei Cheng noticed us. He turned to look at us but he did not change expression.
"Mr. Cheng, this is Alissa Honeywell. I believe you have met?"
His eyes cleared, trolling up Alissa's body till he greeted her face with a surprised "Oh! You." He nodded. "Sid Kingston's Attorney, yes? We meet already."
He held out his hand and Alissa extended hers. When he kissed it, she giggled a bit. "Mr. Cheng, you did not kiss my hand last week."
He grinned like a kid seeing his first new car, like Sammy must have done when his Dad drove his Camaro into the drive for him. "You not showing me your tits earlier in the week. I did not know you were one of Sonny's MILFs." He waved down the bar to his left. "Sit. Sit. I order your drinks. They are there. My associate, he is on the way. Called to say he was late."
This is where things got strange and weird and we all got trapped into doing something we simply could not get out of. To that moment, I had figured I would find a way to send Darlene away but then considered who I was dealing with. I was going to watch her fuck this Chinese guy. I was still slobbering around that idea, of seeing her naked and on her back again, moaning with a fine Asian sausage in her snatch when my phone rang.
It was Chris.
"Sonny? Sonny! You won't believe what just happened!" He said hurriedly.
I groaned and walked around the bar island to the back side, the smaller part of the bar where it was quieter, away from the growl of the growing crowd. "I am a little busy right now, dude. What's up?"
"Ah, well, fuck, Sonny, my dad is back. But, no listen, Landon and I were downstairs, you know riding the rail. I was fucking Mom and he had his cock rammed up inside of Brent's mom—I made some adjustments so she could fly like the smaller girls." His voice detoured into pride but then he gurgled a little. "Brent was dangling Annie in the other room and my dad came down the stairs, calm as an icicle. Landon looked like he had swallowed his tongue. Mrs. Brent, a, a, Mrs., a Brent's mom, she knew something was happening and kept her head down. Dad ran his hand long the rail to my mother's head. He stroked her hair. Sonny, I was balls deep in her and she was just about to come. She lifted her head and she shrieked once and then I shoved back into her pussy and she started to shake like she was coming. I was so scared I could not tell. My dad looked at us for a moment and then turned around and walked back up the stairs. Mom, Mom is going nuts. Mom is crying and babbling and ..."
"Fuck her." I said, feeling the pressure of the moment.
"What?" Chris asked, incredulity shot through his tone.
"Fuck her. That will calm her down. You haven't let her loose have you?"
"No, but Landon, he is really rattled. I never saw him sound like this. He said not to let her loose till she calmed down.
Landon sounded rattled? Landon never sounded rattled. Well, since this MILF thing started and he fucked his mother and fell in love with a hooker and . . . Ah, what's the use? I guess it would have been more remarkable if he did not have amazement oozing out of his pores. Chris sounded hyper batshit. "Be calm, buddy. Just fuck her. See if you can get her to come again. If that doesn't work, call me back. Like I said, I am a little busy at the moment. I am having dinner with a client, I mean with someone who might be a future employer and I am trying to make a good impression.
Wei Cheng was kissing Kyla again. I thought I had made a pretty good impression. Later on in life I got to know something about mainland Chinese and this was not like them at all. I had no idea at the time of how odd his behavior was. I had selected the perfect MILF to rattle his cage. He wasn't even drunk, with alcohol I mean. Pussy drunk maybe. Who could blame him, Kyla looked ... hot. Or as they say in China, she looked really spicy!
"Fuck her?" Chris repeated. The words apparently did not register.
I looked around the corner of the wrap-around bar into the larger part of the room. A distinguished man walked up to my little party. I assumed he was Wei Cheng's paymaster arriving with the check. His arrival did not have the effect I thought it would have. Kyla hid her face and scuttled off towards the washrooms on the other side of the bar. The man saw Darlene and his face turned eight shades of red.
"What?" I said, sensing something was awry. "I have to go?"
"Sonny, no. You can't. We have to do something."
"Yeah, right. Fuck her. That will calm her down." He tried to muffle the phone and fumbled it, cracking it in my ear. He yelled, "No, Landon, just fuck her. I'll fuck Mom. If they calm down, maybe that will calm them down." Garbled shouting. Then Chris said, "That's right. What should I do?"
"Is Landon there?" I was watching the little reality play before my eyes. The new arrival stood stock still. I was not tracking with Chris.
"Yes."
I shrugged. "I'd fuck them. Both. Repeatedly. Tell Landon he should fuck them. All of y'all, fuck them till they stop coming. See if you can get Tasha and Brent and make it a party. I have to go. Call me a little later." I clicked off, realizing I had gotten nearly everything wrong except telling them to fuck some more. Natasha and Brent were already there.
I had been watching the essentially silent movie unfolding at the bar. Darlene sat stock still, facing the man.
"Oh shit," I thought. "She knows this guy. Another client. This could be awkward." I had no idea.
I walked up just as the man finished speaking to Mr. Cheng and handed him an envelope.
"Five-hundred thousand dollars, Cheng Wei. Cashier's check, just as we agreed. That is my down payment. The agreement says midnight tonight so it is still current and in effect, correct?"
Mr. Cheng ripped open the plain envelop and took out the document He held it up. He turned it and showed it to me as I arrived, pride and triumph in his face. Darlene did not look, her lower lip quivered. I placed my hand on her back. Something was deadly wrong here. The check held more zero's than I had ever seen on a check before. Drawn on the US Aggressive Bank and Trust, with a big caption reading "CERTIFIED FUNDS" across the top.
The distinguished man turned to Darlene, his eyes were fierce in his face. It completely red, so much so that a skein of blue veins stood out along the underside of his jaw down into his neck. "Now, young lady, you may speak. What in the world are you doing in a bar at this time of day dressed like that? Your mother would have a coronary if she even knew you owned a dress like that must less went out into public wearing it." His voice was hard.
"Mr. Emerson," Alissa began, but the man held up his hand, right in her face.
I suddenly could not breathe. If this fucker had 500k to hand over to Mr. Cheng ... If this was Darlene's father ... I could not finish the thought. Suddenly all the air went out of the room; I think I was the last to realize it.
"She needs an attorney, Mrs. Honeywell, but I doubt it is going to help her. Darlene, what are you doing here?" The voice was stony, brittle and jagged with anger.
"Ah." She sighed, like someone had just hit her in the stomach.
"You didn't ask your folks, Darlene? What the hell are you thinking!" I put a hand on her bare shoulder and jerked her around. Her eyes were unseeing, unblinking, unmoving. "Darlene! I am talking to you?" I snapped my fingers. "Darlene?"
"Who are you, young man?" Mr. Emerson asked harshly.
I turned to him and grinned sheepishly. "Sonny Duncan. I am your daughter's date tonight. We are on the way to a costume party. We stopped in here so that Alissa could bring a contract by for Mr. Kingston for Mr. Wei to sign. Her son, my buddy Sammy ran off with her car, Mrs. Honeywell, here, I mean. She, she asked for a ride to the party and then had to come here. We were waiting for you, sir. Did she really not tell you about this? I mean, I would never have agreed to . . ." I gulped ostentatiously. "She said since she turned eighteen she could date and that everything was fine. Did she lie to me?" I turned to look into Darlene's eyes. They were brimming with tears. She put out a hand and I took it.
"I am sorry, Sonny." I don't think she heard a thing I said.
Her father looked from me to her. Then back to me. "No. No, that was the agreement but her mother, she, I, we . . . Oh, bother. We disagree. I told Darlene to go out when she could but not to tell her mother. I said I would work it out. Honey, I am sorry. I just never thought to see you here, dressed like that!"
For a moment, Darlene gazed at me, tears running down her cheeks.



Her father looked mortified. "I have made you cry, honey! Please don't cry!"
Her eyes were fastened on me. So were Wei Cheng's.
"His name is Cheng Wei, in the Chinese fashion, family name Cheng goes first." Mr. Emerson said. He was a medium man in build and height but with salt and pepper hair and a nearly white beard that made him look avuncular, something the gold, round glasses accented. "How do you know Mr. Cheng?"
I turned immediately to Alissa. "Mrs. Honeywell knows him. He asked us to have a drink and . . . Uh oh." I stuttered to a stop.
Mr. Emerson picked up Darlene's glass and sniffed then tasted and set it down. He lay a hand carefully along her cheek and lifted her chin to meet his eyes. "I told you this would be your decision. You had to make your own decisions once you turned eighteen. I think the restriction on alcohol is hogwash even though I do not drink nor does my wife. But I will not be your conscience any longer. Please don't cry." His voice plead.
"You frightened me, Daddy." Darlene said. Her little girl voice emitting from the sex kitten woman made the whole scene more surreal, like that was possible.
"I am sorry, Kitten. Forgive your, Papa? I have not ever seen, seen . . ." He turned away, well, not all the way, just enough to look at me. "Goodness, my little girl has grown up and I have not even noticed. Is this the young man I have been hearing about?"
I glanced at Darlene but she was still tongue tied. I shook my head. "That would be Landon Clark. He is, he had something come up. Family emergency and asked me to take his girl to the costume party. I'm his best friend."
Mr. Emerson nodded. "It is getting close to Halloween's Eve, isn't it?" He glanced at Mrs. Honeywell. "You are going to a Halloween party, dressed like that with these kids?"
If Alissa had been white skinned, she would have blushed. Her eyes clouded and her face held mortification.
"She, she is a friend of my mom." I said quickly. "Mom was going to go but got tied up. We needed an adult to chaperon and Alissa agreed to go if we would bring her down here first." My eyes fixed on Mr. Emerson. For a moment he regarded me and then nodded once. He looked back at Darlene. His face softened.
"Please stop crying, sweet girl! I did not mean to scare you. I was, I was shocked and surprised to see you. You know how much I detest surprises. That is why. I become a cornered beast. Goodness, you must be freezing. Did you go out like that without a coat. Your sable is in the back of my car. I'll go get it for you."
"I'll do it, sir." I said quickly. "Darlene, walk out with me. You'll know his car."
"No, I'm leaving anyway. You take good care of my girl."
"We'll, we'll walk out with you, Mr. Emerson. No reason for you to have to come back in. Did the valet take your car?"
We walked out, found out where his car was. He took off his overcoat in the chill and put it over his daughter. I expected him to do it in the bar but he walked with his nearly nude daughter through the lobby of the hotel. The doorman stared at the three of us like we had green skin. Or maybe he was staring at the ample amount of flesh that Darlene exhibited. Or the well known wealthy man at her side. The manager trailed us and asked if everything was all right. Mr. Emerson waved his hand and guided us outside where he slipped the coat over Darlene's shoulders. I could have sworn he was showing her off.
At his car he took out a rich black full-length fur coat and cuddled Darlene into it, taking back his own and shouldering it on.
He shook my hand. "Mr. Duncan, you are a fine young man. Do be careful of this one, she has a way of wrapping us poor males around her little finger and spinning us like tops. But I assure you, we are dizzy before she even looks at us." He grinned, a proud papa through and through, unlike the impression I had been given previously.
He hugged Darlene and got into his car and drove off. When his car was gone and five seconds more had elapsed, Darlene looked at me, her eyes wide as saucers.
"Sonny, what you must think of me!"
I shook my head. "What I must have thought of you before! Wait, no, you really did suck my cock while my buddy snored on the bed."
She was white and she did blush clear down to her cleavage which was impressive, made whiter, then redder by the rich black of the fur. "I ah, oh Sonny, what are you going to tell Landon?"
I could see she was distraught at being caught out but I had to see the extent of what she was feeling. I had to know what was shadows and lies and what was not.
"What am I going to tell Landon? What do I think of you? Is that what you are worried about? Are you really a hooker?" I knew that answer, Laura had confirmed that for certain. I wanted to hear her answer.
She nodded. "Sonny, Sonny listen to me." Her voice quavered. My anger was not quite real but real enough to scare her. If she cried I was really going to fuck her. "What can I do to make you understand?"
"Fuck me." I said. Darlene gaped at me. I said it again. "Fuck me. You owe me one, from the opera."
She stared then laughed and hugged me. She thought I was kidding. I was kidding but I did not really want her to know that. I sort of hoped she would take me seriously. She thought I was a better guy than I am. My curse.
When she kissed me though, we put all kidding aside. My cock was immediately hard. Her lips were full and soft, moving on mine till her tongue flicked out and touched me. I responded. An approaching car did not end the kiss but when they honked, that did. We stood in the middle of the only parking space in sight. They wanted it.
I took Darlene by the hand walked her towards the back elevator, the one that went up to the rest of the hotel. The car disgorged a couple who walked together. The brunette woman looked back at us and smiled a little. Near the elevator I pulled Darlene into a cement corner. Her lips met mine again, my hands slipped inside the fur coat. I lay them on her hips, holding her away from me as we both leaned into the kiss, like two church ladies air kissing. But then I felt the kiss, this voluptuous woman and I pulled her closer. She shuffled deep into my embrace, her hands gripping my shoulders and arm as I encircled her. The kiss broke and she hugged me, her mouth blowing hot air into my ear.
"Oh Sonny, what am I going to do? I really love Landon but, but I love fucking strange. I like being a hooker. I don't do it for the money, I do it for the cock!" She sighed and then it was like the tension in her body vanished and she melted against me, coating me like a sensuous drape. Her hips rode my thigh, pulsing against me. I moved a hand down and stilled her moving ass. She sighed into my neck.
"Landon's Mom, she wants to fuck me. I, I have never been with a woman before."
"She is no pro at eating pussy either but I think she likes it."
Darlene leaned back in my arms. I had become her confessor but I was about as circumspect as the dress she was wearing. If I had ever seen a "fuck me quick" dress, that was it. The woman knew how to elicit the response she wanted.
"What am I going to do?" Darlene asked. "What would you do if you were me?"
"I'd fuck whoever I was with. You are in a pickle, girl." Sid's words echoed in my head.
She giggled a little but had the grace to look embarrassed. "And all I want is to get the pickle into me. Joshua and Judges I fucking love sex, Sonny! I don't ever want to turn anyone down. In some way, being a hooker keeps me from fucking every guy I meet who has meat." She pulled back and looked into my eyes. "What would you want to explain everything to Landon? What could I give you to do that for me?"
"A taste." I said, meaning it. Suddenly I wanted to taste this woman. "If you had a dress that was not all show and no go, I would taste you right here and right now."
She pushed me back and began to fumble with her skirt. On each side there appeared a cleverly disguised fold under which ran a zipper from waist to the hem; one on each leg. She released the zippers and leaned into the painted concrete. She bent her lower back, lifting her hips. "My little shop of horrors is open for business. My voracious little monster is ready to devour or be devoured."
I almost got to my knees immediately but realized that I was likely wearing a new car on my ass. Getting on my knees seemed wrong. I lifted the flap of silver that had sheathed her a moment before. I found she wore garters and bikinis over it. I began to work them down over her hips. The stockings were electric blue and I confess I had not noticed them because the silver skirt was so commanding. Her flesh was youthful and smooth but ripe peach firm. As I worked her panties down her thighs she shivered.
"I do love your hands on me, Sonny. God forgive me but I have wanted to feel you taking down my panties since I first met you. What is it about you? The women you are with seem as willing as I am to stand in line for a little of your sweet attention!"
I had not answer and she was not asking. I squatted and found the suit seemed to be built to let me do anything whatsoever. Even in a squat I felt like the suit fit perfectly, not binding anywhere. It was impossible but true. I pulled the panties down to her knees, over the blue stockings. I smelled her for the first time.
I had not really decided to fuck her or to taste her. I was just unwrapping her for a little look see. When she bumped her hips out, widening her stance and opening herself, I could not help myself. I put my hands onto the front of her plush thighs and leaned into her. I inhaled deeply and then blew gently onto her skin. She groaned a small "oh" like the puff from a cigar. Her hands held the coat and skirt away from her body. We were hidden by parked cars and gathering twilight. She rolled her hips forward and opened herself to me. Her furrow gaped right in front of my eyes.
I could not help it. I leaned forward and ran my tongue along the glistening crease in her body.
"Oh my god, Sonny. What I am feeling now. I could fuck a battalion, the officers twice.
My hands on her thighs reminded me of my mother's fine, full legs. Unlike other such references, thinking of my mother made me even more aroused. This woman's body was of the same type as Cici Duncan's, all curves and smooth satin. Cici Dunan? My mind clicked and I felt like I just woke from a too-real dream.
"Oh shit," I said pulling back. "Shit, shit, shit!"
I staggered to my feet, fumbling for my phone. I dialed Chris. After five rings, he answered.
"Chris, dude, call Sammy. Tell him, tell him don't come, don't go to your house."
"Sonny? Why don't you call him yourself?"
"Did your father come back?" Then his question registered. "Because, because he is with Cici. I am thinking me calling would not be right. Know what I mean?"
After a pause, Chris agreed. I hung up. I was going to ask about Landon but looking at his lady love, I suddenly had the shakes. Darlene noticed and let her skirt flap drop and she hugged me into the rift of the sable.
"I know what I am going to do to you tonight. You don't get any tonight, young lady." I whispered into her ear.
She giggled. "Oh Sonny, how do you always know how to say something that makes a girl think it will be all right?"
It took us five minutes to get her suited up again. Getting the zippers all the way up was more of a challenge than I anticipated, far more difficult than getting them down, which seemed like a sort of Zen lesson but I could not exactly put it all together.
It had been nearly an half an hour since we left the bar. "We better be getting back. They'll think we are off in the corner."
Darlene pulled me into another plush hug, her breasts caressing me with eager, firm conviction. "We were, Sonny. If you were not such a gentleman, we still would be. I certainly could not tell you no, not now. Maybe never." She shivered. "Cock." Her voice dripped with desire.
I pulled out of her embrace. "No. Not till you get straight with my buddy. Then, well, we'll see what happens. If you need comforting, I might be up for that. You know, if your boyfriend decides that being lied to is a big problem."
Darlene patted my very hard cock. "I am sure you would be." She said gaily. Then she sobered. "Do you think he'll hate me?"
All I could do was shrug. I had lost track of Landon Clark's straight line predictability. Darlene herself was a surprise. None of us seemed to be on the straight and narrow any longer. Google maps had no hope of locating us, where we were or where we were going and certainly not where we had been.
We walked back, her arm in the crook of my elbow, like old friends. It was companionable.
In the bar, they had moved to a booth in the back. I looked at the bar and did not see them when we opened the door and thought I had lost out on a most interesting night. The barkeep gestured me over to the bar. He directed us to the booth. Cheng sat in the round, three quarter seat with Kyla on one side and Alissa on the other.
They saw me and whatever they were discussing halted.
"We thought, we didn't ... what happened? Did he see through us?" Alissa spoke carefully, hesitantly.
I shook my head and sat on one side beside Alissa, directing Darlene to sit beside her "mother". "He was fine. You were great, by the way."
Mr. Cheng looked up at me. "You did not know that gentleman?" His pidgin was nowhere in evidence. "You handled that impeccably, Mr. Duncan. I commend you and a very admirable performance. It was of course all a lie." He did not make it a question but I took it that way.
I nodded. "Completely."
"You are an accomplished liar." Mr. Cheng said. "Bravo. I admire someone who can use the truth as it should be used." His eyes moved between Alissa and Kyla. "You have not lied about the MILFs. As far as I know." He nodded at Darlene. "Not the daughter, then?" He shook his head. "I would not have bet against that. They look like mother and daughter to me." He reached over and patted Darlene's arm, leaning heavily across Kyla, who leaned back pressing her tits against him and cooing softly, trying to distract him. "I am afraid it would be unlucky for me to fuck the daughter of a client, my dear. I assure you, it is not a lack of interest but solely a matter of discretion."
"Valor enough for another day." Darlene said. She patted his hand. "I'll just be going then."
I reached across everyone and grabbed her forearm. "Oh no, young lady, you will spend the evening with us. But you only get to watch. If you leave now, everyone will know you were not where you said you were. Tomorrow, you can correct the impressions as you need. Tonight, you stay with us. Tomorrow you can lie or confess as you wish. Tonight, you will live the truth. You are going to a party."
She fixed her eyes on me and then she nodded curtly. "As you say master." She said.
I could not tell if she was being ironic or acerbic. She spoke utterly somber, without even the merest smile to indicate her intent. My heart hammered in my chest. If my cock had not been so hard, I would have sworn I was having a heart attack.
Alissa however gawked at me. "Do you have that effect on every woman?" She asked.
I shook my head. "Only the ones that count." I said. I looked at Mr. Cheng. He held my gaze for a time.
Finally, he nodded. "We go." He sat forward but then stilled. "Mr. Duncan, in case you have wondered, I have never before thrust my cock into a woman's willing ass. That I assure is the truth. I find I am looking forward to it. If this fine creature will have it of me." He kissed Kyla lightly on the cheek. It was a curiously tender, gentle, and careful action.
Kyla received his peck and chortled. "I have a magic ass, Cheng zhong. I am sure we will both enjoy it."
We left the bar, Kyla wore Darlene's extra coat and Alissa wore me, that is, I wore her. Mr. Cheng took us to a VIP elevator and we rode it directly to the penthouse. The place had four bedrooms and a sunken living room looking out on the city, Kingstyle park and the river beyond. The place was white; white walls, upholstery, curtains, with black and red trim. The bar was well stocked. Mr. Cheng fixed us all a series of drinks, ending with a G&T for Alissa and a Long Island Iced Tea for me. He invited us to sit down and then we sat staring at each other in silence for a few minutes.
We drank in curious silence, oddly content to sit and stare out the glass at the glittering world beyond. It was as if the encounter with Mr. Emerson left us all drained of adrenaline.
Kyla sat in a squat, blocky armchair and Cheng sat on the arm, looking down her cleavage. I sat in the middle cushion of the milk-colored couch. Alissa sat on one side and Darlene sat on the other. If Alissa thought she was going to blend into the surroundings, she picked the wrong room though her white outfit helped, in the room it all served merely to accentuate her dark skin.
No one spoke. The girls were looking around at each other and Mr. Cheng did not seem inclined to do anything. I got up and toured the place. The grand master bedroom had a big, garish round bed. At the other end of the place was a large, bedroom laid out more like a hotel room with two queen beds. They sat on two legs of an obtuse angle in the wall, angled against the windows and the park beyond. I shut the curtains. It had its own bathroom with a nice, open stand up shower. I returned to the living room to find much the same silence.
Cheng did not seem inclined to start anything and his penchant for conversation was not evident, if he had such. I looked at Kyla and she smiled up at me.
"What are you thinking, Sonny Duncan?" She asked, her eyes glittering with mischief.
"I am thinking you need to ... I mean that your clothing should be removed." I said casually.
Her only response was a slight widening of her eyes.
I turned to Alissa. "Mrs. Honeywell, stay here with Mr. Cheng. I am going to take this mother and daughter back and undress one of them." I looked back at Mr. Cheng who was still not touching Kyla but was staring intently down her blouse. "Mr. Cheng, I would not be so crass as to go where you will go into this woman, either hole but I may, with your leave, prepare her for you. You know, warm her up for what is coming."
"I don't think you need to do that, Sonny." Kyla said, her voice syrupy smooth. "I am pretty warm, right now."
"Mrs. Clark er, Sloan, I think you underestimate what is in store for you." I extended a hand and she took it, brushing around Mr. Cheng who looked at her like he was seeing his new car slip into a sink hole. "Mr. Cheng, Mrs. Honeywell, if you will excuse us. Darlene, I think Mrs. Clark would appreciate your help."
Instead of going to the master bedroom, I went back to the one with two beds. It seemed to be a far better thing to do there than trying to share a bed, even a big one. I had the distinct feeling that Mr. Cheng wished either to observe or to have an audience. I was not clear about his particular proclivities yet.
With Kyla's hand in mine, I pulled her back to the bedroom. When I discovered that Darlene had not accompanied us I told Kyla to stand in place and returned to the living room.
" ... never seen such a beautiful woman of, a your ..." Mr. Cheng had the grace and knowledge of western sensibilities to hesitate.
" ... skin color?" Alissa filled in for him.
"Ah, ahem, yes."
I could hear his British exposure.
"I have never seen a black woman fucked in the ass before." Mr. Cheng said.
Alissa smiled brilliantly. "Don't worry, I have never seen a Chinese man fucked in the ass either." Her tone was light but her eyes were almost unfriendly.



Mr. Cheng's startled look and subsequent focus on me was hilarious.
"Alissa, be nice. Mr. Cheng, she is kidding. Men are not my cup of tea. But if I did like the male anatomy, I assure you, you would not be safe."
Mr. Cheng's face seemed to ripple then he laughed. "Mr. Shunny, you very funny."
I almost told him to stop it but realized he may not realize he slipped back and forth between impeccable English and something less. I did not want to embarrass him. It would be nice to know which was the case, if I had much dealing with him. I looked at Darlene. "Miss Emerson, you have to pay for your sins, now." I did laugh at the look on her face. The look of surprised chagrin, however, made her look incredibly sexy. My resolve to leave her on the bench shimmered and I thought for a moment it was a mirage. But then I thought of Landon and decided there was no point to interfering, if I hadn't already. "Come, Miss. Emerson." I said softly, with a slight tinge of mirth in my tone. She struggled out of the soft cushion with not even a little elan, more like a gangly colt just after it emerged into the world. I watched till she righted herself then we walked back to the bedroom.
Kyla stood where I had left her. The beds were queen but large enough, against the bent wall of the room. A three quarter curtain hid what I took to be a large curved window cupping the foot of the far bed. Their position left lots of room between them. I patted the air at Darlene and went out to the kitchenette and removed a straight-backed kitchen chair and carried it back. Alissa and Mr. Cheng stopped their discussion and watched me like twin radars. I told them nothing. I did wonder what they were discussing but did not ask. I returned to the bedroom.
I sat the chair in front of the huge flat screen TV between the beds. "Sit here, Darlene." I said softly. After glancing at me, gaging my intentions, she did. She sat with her hands under her full thighs, bending forward so that her breasts swelled against her upper arms. She looked like a most innocent woman, waiting for what life was to bring her.
I moved behind Kyla Clark and maneuvered her over to stand between the two beds. I turned her to face Darlene. Both women seemed utterly compliant, quietly expectant. I loved that feeling and hoped I could fulfill those expectations. Standing behind Kyla, I combed my fingers through her hair, pondering our situation.
"Mrs. Clark, you understand that Darlene is fucking your son, right? And that she knows you are fucking him too?" The backs of my hand's encountered Kyla's bare neck and she shivered. I would like to believe it was my magic touch but more likely it was my words. "Mrs. Clark?" I thought again, "Mrs. Sloan, I mean."
"Yes, Sonny? Yes. Yes I know Landon has fucked this girl and presume that he told her about ... about ... "
"That he is fucking his mother." I finished for her.
"Yes. Yes, he told her that, I presume." Kyla said, her voice was Marlyn Monroe breathy but I think it was no affectation. She was having trouble breathing.
I turned my hands in her tumbled light brown curls and searched for the hook on the back of her gauzy black blouse. I could not find it. "Mrs. Clark, tell Miss Emerson that you are fucking your son." I said softly.
Darlene gulped and changed her positioning, crossing her legs and folding her hands over her arched thigh.
I tapped Kyla on the shoulder. "Mrs. Clark, are you having difficulty hearing me?"
"No. No, Sonny. I hear you fine."
I tapped her gently again. "Well?" I put a hand around her neck so I felt rather than saw her swallow thickly. Her hands dangled at her sides, brushing the arch of her hips.
"Miss Emerson, I am fucking my son. Every chance I get, at every opportunity. Which, because of you, is not often and absolutely not enough!" Mrs. Clark's voice rasped as she spoke. She was shivering and I realized she was angry. She straightened her back and got control of herself. "Could you go get my drink? I find I am suddenly very dry."
Darlene sat forward but I waved her back into her repose. Her eyes were smoldering. Her turn would come.
"You can get your drink in a moment, Mrs. Clark." I moved her hair aside with my hands, and found the hook on the blouse. Pushing her curls over her left shoulder, I unhooked the catch and then unzipped it down to end of the short zipper. It revealed the elastic strap over her breasts, like a sports bra but without the form, more of a very narrow tube top, not wide enough to fully cover her plush breasts. I pushed the blouse sleeves to the point of her shoulders and slide my hands onto her bare back. "Lift you arms, Kyla." I said softly. She did. Her arms rose like she was blessing someone, her hands shaking before her. With thumb and forefinger, I pulled the lower edge of the bra strap till it began to give. Slowly is slid down and off of her breasts, going slack finally, to droop around her tummy and falling to her waist inside her tucked blouse.
I removed my hands. Kyla was shivering.
"Oh god." She hissed when I lifted her skirt.
I wanted to see what manner of stocking she wore and was not disappointed to find a thong that hid nothing behind and thigh highs. I found the string around her waist and pulled. Kyla grunted as I pulled the thong down her bare ass, a skinny string strung across her flanks. Down over her thighs and knees, to her calves and off each foot. I stood up with her thong in one hand. I unraveled it and extended it before Kyla.
"You may get your drink now. Give this to Alissa, will you? Or Mr. Cheng if you like." She took a step as she pulled the tiny garment out of my hand from before her face. "Wait." She stopped. I untucked her blouse from the skirt, leaving the shirt tails dangling. I lifted the back of her skirt and bent and kissed the graceful arch of her ass. "Go on now." I said, giving her a little shove.
She staggered.
"Wait, Kyla. You, you need to tell Mr. Cheng how much we are selling your ass for tonight. He is going to fuck you, ass, mouth and cunt. Get a good price for it. Two grand. I get half."
She turned and regarded me with dull eyes, lidded and aroused. The woman nodded her head like she was barely conscious. Kyla tottered out of the room like this was her first adventure on five inch heels with weak ankles.
"Sonny Duncan, you are an evil, evil man." Darlene said from her vantage point on her chair. "I tell you I love cock and you are going to make me watch while two women twice my age have sex without me."
"Ever been with a woman, Darlene?" I asked. I could see the confusion in her eyes but dared not speculate about why it was there. She had already told me the answer. Did she remember?
She shook her head.
I said nothing else.
"You are really selling her? God, when you said that I think I leaked a little. If I touch my clit I will come like a train."
"He likes to pay for it; keeps him from getting confused about it with his wife, I think. Something like that."
"How did you meet this guy?"
I waved at her.
She nodded. "What did she say about having a magic ass?" Darlene asked.
"She, she has discovered she had a hidden talent for ass fucking. She has control of her ass that other women do not have, at least in my experience."
"Which I gather is extensive?" Darlene asked.
"My experience or her control?" I asked. "Both." I said without letting the young woman speak.
She nodded, smirking. "Is that your opinion or ...?"
I heard Kyla's clumping approach so did not bother to respond. Kyla did indeed appear. Her breasts bobbed inside the gentle confines of the diaphanous black blouse. Her nipples were taut points creasing the filmy material. She approached me but turned her back to me, facing Darlene. She waited.
That action, that motion, that thrilled me to the morrow. I felt the zing flash through me and I dearly wanted to throw her on the bed and fuck her hard right then. Instead, I caught the bottom of the blouse and lifted each side. She had a drink in her hand. She sipped from it.
The clink of the ice was the only sound in the room. I took the drink from her hand and set it on the desk beside the TV. I returned to her and lifted the blouse again.
Her hands went over her head. I pulled it up her body and off her arms. She stood there, topless, the bra strap was lank about her belly. I tossed the blouse onto the floor at her feet, covering one foot intentionally. She groaned for some reason. I pulled the bra off, tossing it aside as well. I ran my hands up and down her back, caressing her clear, tan skin. I pulled her hair away from her right ear and bent over her.
"Kyla, do you remember the first time I fucked you?"
"Oh yes." She sighed.
"I fucked you on your son's bed. You wanted that. You wanted me to fuck you on his bed, didn't you?"
"Oh, yes, yes I did. I was so high, so aroused. I remember so clearly how you took me. I was so thrilled, I never imagined you would ever do that with me."
I blew in her ear, breathing over the skin of her neck and then kissed the arch of her shoulder. She shivered.
"When did I fuck you next?"
"Ah, in the Kingdom mall, in the dressing room at Rose Marie's Closet." Her shoulder rolled and twitched. Her breasts chivvied with the motion. Looking down the slopes of her breasts made me aware of how intoxicating the woman was. "That, that was when you first took my ass. Oh god, Sonny, I could not believe I was fucked in the ass in a dressing room. I had never done anything like that before."
I doubted that. I almost called her on it but I wanted to fuck. My cock was rock hard. I stepped back from her, put my hands at her waist and pressed my body against her ass, my cock pressing against the luscious cushion of her wondrous ass. Kyla was panting.
"Oh god, touch them. My breasts, like, like you did that first time. I dream of that first time you sucked my nipples."
I released her and separated from her. On her chair, Darlene shifted uncomfortably. Her face was wine rosy; as good an explanation as any. I walked out of the room, a little curious that Mr. Cheng was not interested in what I was doing to "prepare" his MILF. I arrived before Alissa, cock arched and evident in the front of my pants. I took off my coat and hung it in the closet. Then, as an after thought, I footed off my shoes, stripped off the trousers and hung them up. I took off the shirt as well and hung that up too. I stripped off the wife-beater and BVDs but left my fine black socks on just to be perverse. I returned to where Alissa was sitting.
"Mr. Chen was just telling me about how you fucked a diplomat's daughter in his limo last week. He seems to be very impressed with your ability to fuck."
I turned to look over my shoulder at Mr. Cheng. He just gazed up at me. "She is about ready, I think, Mr. Cheng. Would you care to come back and observe? Mrs. Honeywell here is about to go down on your girl and get her over that first orgasm so you can fuck her."
Despite himself, Mr. Cheng smiled. His lips were suddenly thick and wet. He licked them again and stood up. I felt Alissa stand up and I turned back to her. I did not move into her, she came to me, pressing her body against me and kissing me hard on the mouth. Her hands gripped my ass, squeezing my butt cheeks. Hard. Her hips bumped against me. She broke the kiss and pressed her face into the hollow of my neck.
"He told me about how you fucked her, how you made her come right there in the car. I can see it, her astride you, sinking down onto your hard cock." She groaned.
I moved away from her and took her elbow. I guided her back to the bedroom where Kyla stood, topless before Darlene. Mr. Cheng followed but stopped outside the door where he could watch us without actually being in the same room.
"Mrs. Honeywell, tell Miss Emerson the nature of your relationship with me."
"Yes, Sonny." Alissa could not stand in front of Darlene because Kyla was there so she faced the girl from the side. "Miss Emerson, Sonny owns my body and pleasure. I will do whatever he wants me to do. I want him to sexually use me. He fucked my sister after I invited her to join us. He fucked me in front of my boss at work, a senior partner at the law firm where I work. He fucked Mrs. Sloan and I both in a theater. I believe we met you the first time that evening."
Darlene's eyes fluttered. "Oh my. I remember. I did not realize what I was seeing but something about ... of course. You both had the 'just fucked' look in your eyes." She snickered. "I never imagined but he guided you like you were both drunk. That is what I thought, you were both drunk."
"Cock drunk, I was, yes." Alissa said softly. She glanced at Kyla. "Mrs. Clark watched in the dark theater while he fucked me. I was aroused and excited. Sonny, he owns me. If you stay around him, he will own you too."
I thought the last was a little over the top but I appreciated it.
"Darlene, have you ever seen a woman eat another woman?"
Darlene moved her eyes from Alissa to look at me. I had moved around behind Kyla again. Darlene shook her head.
"Would you like to?"
She opened her mouth but then licked her lips. She just nodded.
I bent over Kyla, breathing over her bare skin and blowing softly down the slope of her breasts. She hissed, trembling. "Mrs. Sloan, Mr. Cheng is going go fuck you in a minute. Is there anything you would like first?"
She nodded. "Ah, kiss my, kiss my breasts, please." She whispered.
Alissa had turned and was watching us. I looked in her eyes and after a slight hesitation, she nodded. She stepped closer to Kyla and moved to one side and then bent and kissed the slope of Kyla's breasts. Alissa groaned, Kyla squeaked, Darlene sighed. It was like an orchestra. Atonalism at its best.
I moved up behind Kyla and ran my hands around her tummy, up to her breasts. I cupped them, holding them from below. Alissa's hand found my wrist and held my right hand to Kyla's breast. I peered over Kyla's torso as Alissa's lips nipped along the bare breast.
"Oh my god, Lissa, oh my god!" Kyla groaned.
Over in the door, Mr. Cheng shucked off his coat and tie and was unbuttoning his shirt. Kyla was not the only one ready to fuck.
"Alissa, do you have panties on?" I asked.
She stopped nurturing Kyla's pleasure and straightened. She nodded.
"Take them off. Face Darlene."
Alissa turned her back to us. Kyla sagged back against me, pressing her ass against my hard cock and grinding against it. She shivered.
"Mrs. Sloan, go sit on the bed." She did, wobbling again, still. She sat on the bed closest to the door where Mr. Cheng stood in nothing but his boxers. He was lean and well muscled.
Alissa had worked her thong over the white boots. I thought about taking them off but the idea of fucking her while she wore them appealed. I moved over to where Kyla sat on the bed and put a hand to her face and pushed her onto her back. I felt like E.G. Robinson. She flopped back, her legs popping open when she did. She reached her hands down to touch her draped skirt and I slapped one. She flinched and stretched her arms over her head.
I looked at Alissa. "Make her come once with your mouth." I looked at Darlene. "She wants you to eat her sometime. You have figured that out, right."
Mr. Cheng said something in Chinese and Kyla groaned. Alissa moved past me towards the topless woman sprawled on the bed. Alissa lifted the fringe of the skirt till Kyla's pussy appeared. Alissa started to get to her knees but I signaled she should remain standing. Alissa understood immediately. She maneuvered Kyla further onto the bed, then bent over the edge, placing her elbows to each side of Kyla's thighs. Alissa then opened the woman's legs and moved between them. Kyla splayed her legs wide to accommodate the her. Alissa licked up Kyla's slit. Kyla shrieked. When Alissa repeated the action, Kyla's body bucked once, then her hips began to pulse up and down.
Alissa looped her black arms around the woman's tan thighs, holding them apart while she fit her mouth over Kyla's pussy. The sound of her kissing and sucking filled the room.
"Oh, oh, oh, fuck!" Kyla groaned from the bed. Her hips shook and bucked.
I had been going to fuck Alissa while she ate Mrs. Clark but thought perhaps I had lost the chance. Kyla, however grasped Alissa's face in both hands and began to fuck it with her pussy, grinding herself against the black woman's face. I moved behind Alissa and found I needed a step stool; her heels on the white strap boots made her nearly too tall to fuck comfortably. She bent her knees, lowering her hips. What a polite thing to do!
I pulled the white stretch dress off her hips. It formed a band around her waist. Her ass and legs were bare to the tops of her blinding white boots, made more so by her black skin contrasting with them. She rocked back and forth but it was only a ploy to open her stance, spreading her legs. She bent her knees more and wagged her ass.
"I think she wants you to fuck her." Darlene muttered.
I glanced at her. The feverish look in her eyes held me for a moment. "Think I should."
"Definitely. I definitely think you should fuck her." Darlene said, her voice twanging with excitement. "I bet she is slick and ready."
Takes one to know one. I tested Alissa's oil level and she was bubbling with anticipation. My slick finger told me what to do after I removed it from Alissa's pussy. When I touched my cock to her pussy lips, she groaned from deep in her chest, like a Buddhist gong calling me to worship. I entered her, plunging my cock into her hard and fast. Her body seized me and held me tight. I pulled back and thrust into her again. Again she clinched down on me. Alissa groaned as I pushed into her. Planted half a cock deep, I halted but she leaned away than tipped her body back onto me, grinding her ass at me to get more of my cock into her body.
"Oh my god, she is eating me while he fucks her." Kyla growled. "Cheng Wei, do you see this? He is fucking her."
Cheng Wei nodded.
I turned my attention to Alissa's white clad back. Her black skin glimmered through the translucent white material. Her hips tensed and relaxed as she massaged my cock. I pulled back and shoved into her again. Alissa grunted and then her head lifted, gasping.
"Oh, oh, oh yes, fuck me, Sonny. Fuck me!" She cried. Kyla's hand found her face and shoved it back down into the pussy. Alissa gurgled for a moment but then Kyla began to hump and jerk. Alissa sensed her approaching orgasm and gripped her by the ass, tight with her hands. Whatever she did pushed Kyla over the brink and she began to come, jerking and bucking as the mouth tortured her with more intense pleasure.
"Oh, oh, oh yes, Lissa, eat me, eat me!" Kyla chanted.
Alissa did.
I fucked Alissa, pulsing into and out of her pussy, pressing against the pleasing arcs of her ass as I pumped into her. I felt the climax and pulled away from Alissa, jerking away from her like she was hot. I guess she was. I half turned away from her, glancing at Darlene.
"Cock." Darlene moaned, half lifting a hand, like she was a child waving at a 3D image.
On the bed, Kyla cycled through another orgasm, gasping and clinching, hissing as she came. Her body tensed and then bucked, hunching up at Alissa. Alissa tried to back off but Kyla held her firmly in place, mouth on her pussy. Alissa snuffled and resigned herself to eating the white woman, and did so. I moved around Alissa and pried her loose from Kyla's hands. Kyla was coming continually. Her hips bouncing on the bed even after Alissa released her and backed away.
"Help me get her onto her knees." I mumbled.
We did. Well, I did. Alissa was almost no help. I dragged Kyla's twitching body onto the bed the right way, head where it belonged. I then rolled her onto her face and then patted her ass trying to get her to her knees. She was unhelpful. I finally got on the bed and lifted her by the waist till her knees bent under her. I positioned her on her knees and she teetered there. No sooner than I moved off the bed, then Mr. Cheng stripped down his BVDs and got behind Kyla's uplifted ass. He felt between them for a moment, then rammed his cock into her.



I pulled Alissa to the other bed. We fought with her dress and got if off. The stretchy white material clung to her, like it did not want to go. Who can blame it? Hugging Alissa's body is a job any right-minded being of any description would never surrender. I removed her bra but slapped her hands when she touched the buckles on the side of her boots. Nude but for the white boots, she got onto her knees.
Kyla struggled under Wei Cheng's assault. She got to her knees but crumpled again. Their bodies popped as they slapped together over and over again, the only sound in the room besides Alissa's gasping.
I got behind Alissa and followed suit. She bent forward, pressing her breasts to the bed. She moaned as she did so, feeling the pressure on them ... and liking it. She opened her legs wide to allow me to sit between the white boots. They were slick and cool to the touch. The contrast on her black skin was brilliant. I laid my hands on her hips and ran them down to the supple, shiny leather on her thighs. Her ass waved in the air, like a swaying tree in an erratic wind. When I ran my hands up to her hips again, she became still. I used my hands to peel her ass open, exposing her pussy. The darkness of her skin highlighted her pink cleft. She flinched when I touched a finger to her.
"Oh god, Sonny. Oh god." She moaned.
"He is fucking me, Lissa." Kyla cried from the other bed. "I am fucking him."
Alissa turned her head to look at Kyla.
Perversely, I did not like her dividing her attention, so I pushed a finger inside of her. Alissa grunted with a curious tone of satisfaction and pushed back, sheathing my finger with her slick, soft flesh. She shuddered.
"Oh Sonny, oh god, I want it. Please, please don't tease me now. I, oh please!"
I could not tell if she meant it or if she was just showing off. My cock was so hard I really did not care. I stirred her pussy with my finger, swishing around inside of her till a trickle of liquid appeared, telling me she was not lying. The stimulation aroused her but she held perfectly still.
"Cock." She grunted once.
"Sonny, I think she wants your cock in her." Darlene said from behind us.
I did not like that feeling, the feeling of Darlene staring at my back. I wanted to watch her watching us. I got off the bed, pulling my finger out of the black woman and then turning her so her head was towards Darlene. Alissa understood immediately.
"Oh god, Sonny, you are going to make me look at her while you fuck me? Oh god, yes, Sonny, fuck me while she watches." Alissa's voice was tight with desire, strung taut with expectation.
I resumed my position behind her magnificent ass and peeled her open once more. Her head sank down between her elbows. Her ass arched in a none too subtle invitation. I rose behind her and with one hand ran my cock head down her furrow.
"Oh lord, Sonny. Put it in. Please, I want it so badly. Oh my fucking Christ, fuck me!" Alissa's voice twanged with need.
Up and down, up and down her increasingly slick furrow, I caressed her with my cock. She knew what is was. Several times as I passed that boiling center she tried to shove herself onto it. I avoided it, holding her away with one hand.
"God, Sonny, just fuck her. I would be crazy by now." Darlene said.
On the other bed, Kyla sang the first chorus of her orgasmic refrain. Cheng muttered in Chinese, ramming her, slapping their bodies together over and over. As I watched, he thrust deep and stiffened. Kyla's ass was weaving and grinding against him. She panted and gasped, her body rocking back and forth as Mr. Cheng came inside of her.
Alissa was watching them too. I looked back and saw her face turn, her lips red and open, licking them with her tongue. I positioned my cock at her entrance and thrust into her. I sank through her incredible flesh a few inches, pulled back and thrust into her again. She squished, bubbling a little so that a line of liquid ran down her inner thigh clear to the top of the boots. I pulled back again and pushed into her again. Still her body clinched about me.
"Oh god, Sonny, so good, so good!" Alissa lifted her head, the wench, and looked directly at Darlene. "I feel his cock inside of me. I am tingling all over with the sensation. Don't you wish it was you? Don't you wish he was going to fuck you?"
What a bitch! If she only knew the situation ... who am I kidding, she would have said the same things.
"Oh my god, yes. I wish, I wish ..." Darlene's eyes left Alissa's and found mine. They looked pained, squinting with the stress of the moment.
I pulled out of Alissa, with no small regret. She grunted and looked back at me, her face a mask of accusation.
On the other bed, Cheng Wei pulled his drooping cock out of Kyla Clark. She groaned with the departure, remaining on her knees.
I tapped Alissa on the hip. "Mr. Cheng needs cleaning, dear Alissa. Please suck his cock for him. I think it is time for wonder ass over there to show off her talents."
Mr. Cheng stood at the back of the bed, staring at us. When Alissa struggled off the bed and stood on unsteady legs, white thigh boots, he stepped backwards.
Alissa chuckled. "Don't worry, big guy, I don't bite." Her voice rasped. She did not walk to him, she got carefully to her knees and crawled towards him. He moved a little away from the bed and then awaited her arrival. She lifted her head and when she was close enough, she licked along the length of his cock. She sat up, the boots squeaking as she pressed her knees together and sat back on them. She sucked his cock into her mouth, slurping loudly.
"Oh fuck." Darlene muttered. "I have seen it all now."
I got off the bed, my cock bobbing in front of me. I approached and stood right in front of her. Her eyes crossed looking at my glistening instrument.
"Oh Sonny, don't do this. I, I have no self-control." Darlene whispered.
Only Alissa's slurping sounds touched us.
Fuck I wanted her to touch my cock, to suck it but if she did, it was legs in the air and Sonny down deep. I could not do that. I moved away, regret humming a duet between us like a singing electric wire. I turned and saw Kyla on the bed. I got distracted from Darlene, thankfully and wonderfully.
I moved to the bed. I pushed on Kyla's hip and she toppled over like a badly stacked pile of bricks, though she was wonderfully stacked. "Suck me, Mrs. Clark, goddammit I mean Mrs. Sloan." I said, glancing at Mr. Cheng. I doubt he paid any attention with his cock lodged in Alissa's mouth. She heard me though and stopped her ministrations on his cock.
His eyes opened and he turned his head to look at Kyla. "Suck him." Mr. Cheng said. "Then we fuck ass." Pidgin Mr. Cheng was back.
Kyla rolled heavily to her side and rose up to lick my cock. She kissed the end, flicking her tongue around the helmet. The sensation shot through me like she was trying to restart my heart. No need, it was hammering in my chest so fast I was having trouble breathing around it. Abruptly she sucked me deep into her mouth, pressing her head onto me like an olive on a toothpick. I felt her throat constrict around the end of my cock and then she held still. Her throat twitched, massaging and pulsing.
I put a hand on her head and pushed her away. She looked confused. I pushed her onto her back.
Mr. Cheng was staring down at the black woman attached to his cock. He was panting, sweating like he had been working out. His hands were splayed out to each side, still like he did not know what to do with the mouth sucking his cock.
Alissa sucked loudly, pressing her head forcefully down his cock.
I moved behind her and twined my hand in her thick, shiny, black hair. I gently pulled. She resisted just for a moment. But then she backed off Cheng's cock. I pulled a little harder and she grunted.
When his cock popped free of her lips. I tapped the side of her head nearest Kyla. "Her turn." I said. Alissa turned her head to look up between Kyla's legs. Kyla opened them wider and settled comfortably onto her back. Alissa crawled to the bed, crawled up onto it, crawled up between Kyla's legs. The black woman, framed by Kyla's much paler legs, stuck out her long tongue and touched the tip to Kyla's bubbling pussy.
"Oh my god." Kyla wheezed. "Oh shit, Lissa, eat me!"
Alissa did.
"Okay, now I have seen everything." Darlene said.
Mr. Cheng glanced at Darlene.
My cock twitched, literally bobbing up and down and I turned to look at Darlene. My most holy fuck I wanted her at that moment. Her lips were ruby red and opened, showing me the tip of her tongue. Just as I was about to go fuck her, Mr. Cheng pressed the tip of one finger against my bare shoulder.
"No, Mr. Duncan. Not while I am here. You cannot fuck the daughter of my client. That would never do."
I did not move.
"Fuck your black bitch, here. I am sure she wants it. She sucks cock very well, I must say. Very well." Cheng laughed. "Particularly for an attorney. What will Sid say when I tell him his attorney sucked my cock?"
I had no answer but his idea was a good one. I moved behind Alissa just as Kyla fired into a wracking, cracking good orgasm, bucking and thrashing as Alissa continued to thrash her pussy with lips and tongue. When I lay my hands on Alissa's ass, she got off her knees, on the end of the bed, standing on the end. She gripped, Kyla by the calves and pulled her down the bed. Kyla squeaked and looked up, seeing me behind Alissa she giggled and scrunched down toward Alissa before pressing the black woman's face back between her legs.
I waited behind Alissa till they returned to their song of bliss, Alissa humming and Kyla jerking and surging beneath, mumbling.
"Mr. Duncan is amazing, yes?" Mr. Cheng said behind me.
My back tingled for a moment but I peeled Alissa open, dividing her ass to expose her to my cock. I touched her with it and she lifted her head.
"Mr. Duncan is very amazing." She growled. "Fuck me, Sonny."
"Yes, Mr. Duncan is amazing. Fuck her, Sonny!" Darlene hissed from her vantage point on her chair.
I used the head of my cock to separate the folds of Alissa till I found her luscious entrance and then I duly entered her. This time, I slid deep into her without the least resistance from her inner muscles. Once rooted inside of her, however, her muscles began to ripple around me. That first moment inside a women is always so very, very sweet. I nearly erupted but I had to fuck her ass in a minute. I pulled completely out of her. I wanted to enter her again, I wanted to but I slapped her flank instead.
"Ass." I whispered.
Kyla cried with a new surge of orgasm that cut off when Alissa's mouth left her pussy. Alissa struggled to stand upright, then walked out to her purse. She returned with lube. Kyla told her she had more and Alissa returned to the living room, returning with a second, larger tube.
Alissa got to her knees on the bed. I went to Kyla and rolled her onto her tummy. "Time for the ass, Kyla." I muttered.
"Uh huh." She hummed.
I looked at Cheng Wei. "Are you ready to fuck her ass?" I could see he was very ready but thought it was polite to ask.
He just nodded. His normally narrow eyes had widened. "I watch you, then you help."
"Help?" I thought?
Mr. Cheng waved a distracted hand at Darlene.
I looked at her. "Have you done the brown dirt highway?" I asked.
She nodded, staring fixedly at me.
I don't really think she understood. I picked up Kyla's tube of lube and tossed it at her. "Lube her up for Mr. Cheng, will you?"
For a moment she just stared then she giggled. "I have never, only with me, by myself." She muttered.
"I know. Get over it. I have to demonstrate on Mrs. Honeywell, here. You are nominated to clear the way for cock into Mrs. Clark." Dammit! I thought. I did it again. "Mrs. Sloan."
Darlene nodded. What a sport!
I got on the bed behind Alissa. She had piled two pillows under her stomach and tits. Her knees were planted wide. She turned her head and balanced on her shoulders, so she could reach behind herself and pull her hips apart. She arched her back. Her whole black body begged for penetration.
I could not help it, I moved close and rammed my cock into her cunt. Mrs. Honeywell cried with pleasure and then as I pumped into her, she began to squeal and then she bucked with her orgasm.
Darlene had moved over to Kyla's bed but turned to watch Alissa orgasm. She shook her head, her face a mask of envy.
I caught the look. "None for you. You have been naughty so you have to just watch."
She made a mean face at me then turned to Mrs. Clark who had assumed roughly the same pose Mrs. Honeywell has taken.
I pulled out of the black woman, while she still quaked with orgasm. She did not seem to notice. I felt slighted but she would notice me in a minute. To her incredible credit, she had not released her ass while she came, pulling hard on each beautiful black ass cheek with her strong hands. Her fingers creased the smooth black surface of her ass cheeks, pulling hard at them, opening herself to what she knew was coming next.
I popped off the cap of the lube and she flinched, panting as she was from her recent orgasm, her hearing proved to be just fine.
On the other bed Kyla groaned. Darlene was sawing a slick finger in and out of Kyla's ass. "Fucking A, what an ass. Mr. Cheng, you are in for a treat!" Darlene said.
Kyla twisted around trying to look at the girl, an expression of pure pride on her face.
Mr. Cheng just stared and nodded, licking his lips, his hands wiping up and down his bare thighs. Anticipation etched tension into his body, not the least his very erect, curved cock.
I followed suit, dabbing lube on my finger and applying it to Alissa's ass. Till that moment, she had been waving her ass back and forth but at my merest touch, she became completely still. She arched her ass and pulled hard on her cheeks, parting her body for me. My finger encountered her tight sphincter. She grunted as I pushed lube into her sphincter and then my finger penetrated through it. She did not flower as Kyla did. Her body resisted but the slickness eased my entrance. Deeper and deeper while Alissa hummed with the intrusion. Her body seemed to shimmer as though she was mirage about to blink out of existence if I did not fuck her in a hurry.
More lube and deeper into her ass. A shudder rippled through the black woman, shifting her body.
"Oh god, Sonny, my ass, my ass, my ass," she chanted but I could not get her meaning. I had my own agenda.
I got behind her and looked over at Mr. Cheng. "Go slow. They have to adjust as you push into them." I put my cock against the little cone of her ass and pressed forward. Alissa grunted and pulled hard, her whole body tensing which served only to resist me. I put lube on my cock and pulled back. "When she tightens, pull out and then push forward again, a little at a time." Back and forth I moved, pressing my cock deeper and deeper into the Alissa's plush, open ass.
"Oh fucking lord!" Alissa groaned as I sank deeper into her body. I held still. She ass gripped me and then winked, twitched and relaxed. "Deeper. Fuck my ass, Sonny!" Mrs. Honeywell crooned. "I, I, I want it. God in heaven I want your cock in me! In my, my ass!" Her voice became ragged.
I obeyed. I am housetrained. I pulled back and pressed slowly and forcefully into the woman bent before me. She groaned as each inch of cock slid into her body.
"Yesssssss," she hissed. "Fuck me in the ass, Sonny. Oh my fucking god!" She released one ass cheek. Her ass was large enough that the action let it pop back into place. I felt its plush arch against my stomach. She put the freed hand between her legs. "Fuck me, Sonny. I want to come while you are fucking my ass." She began to thrum her pussy. Immediately her body jerked and jumped.
I took firm hold of her waist and rammed her, hard. My cock sensed her action as her body responded to her own hand between her legs. Her other hand released her ass and I was equally cushioned by it. She threw her hand out to the side, balancing herself while the right hand began to put pleasure's tension into her body.
I confess I forgot Mr. Cheng. All I wanted was to come in Mrs. Honeywell's ass. I pulled slowly back and then pushed forward, pressing equally slowly but with greater force deeply into Alissa's chocolate depths. Suddenly her ass gripped me and then she bucked under me. Once, twice, three times her body lurched as the orgasm by her own hand shook her.
God the feeling of her body responding to both sets of stimulation was marvelous. Her ass seemed to melt around my cock. The former feeling of rigid tension gave way to a stout, milky, pulsing. Whatever happen next washed away in a volcanic orgasm that lashed me with the suddenness of a summer storm. I was coming so suddenly all I could do was jam my cock as deep into Mrs. Honeywell as I could and hang on. That was pretty deep. She sensed my orgasm and she elicited a new climax of her own, then another and another. Her body pulsed with each new wave, clinching hard down onto my cock.
Mine abated and I felt my cock seized over and over again by her convulsing body. Over and over again her ass clinched down hard on my cock. Each time I thought I was on the way to softening and retreating, her ass would seize me and clinch around me. My cock responded each time, hardening more and more till I was once more fully erect inside her. Alissa was coming continuously now, her hand working her pussy and clit as though independent of the rest of her body. Over and over she bucked. My cock had regained consciousness and while she quaked from one orgasm to another, I began to probe and pump into her ass once more. She was awash with the lube and my cum. I finally shoved against her, luxuriating in the feel of her rippling ass as I rooted myself deeply into her ass.
Alissa grunted into another orgasm, as if she ever ceases. She was gasping, gulping, and panting and then tensing as each new wave of pleasure seized her and tore through her body. She began to waver. I was between her thighs and her knees were wide but her body began to tilt and then shift on the bed. Her balance was leaving her. She tilted so far I had to put out a hand to steady us, bending far over her ass as I did so. Once righted, I reach beneath her and found a breast.
Alissa grunted. "Oh fuck, Sonny, not that too, oh no, no, please I can't!" Her voice was a high whine. I cupped her breast. She moaned. I rubbed and massaged it and her ass rippled around my cock. I pinched her nipple, hard, and she bucked into a violent orgasm that controlled her whole body. She cried and grunted and cried over and over again. Her ass pulsed around my cock.
I came again.
The orgasm rose up and struck me dumb and blind. I fell over Alissa's back while she shook with her own orgasms. I went limp, my cock retreated and I slid to the side. Her right hand was still thrumming between her legs but as I toppled off of her, I felt her suddenly go limp. I came to rest on my back and she rolled against me, her plush ass against my waist.
"Oh my god!" I heard Darlene mutter before I closed my eyes.
I don't know how long I was gone but I woke from my blissful darkness to Kyla's screaming cries. Alarmed, I jerked awake and looked over at her. Her head was bobbing and her body was pistoning back and forth, suspended on her elbows and knees and the pillows underneath her. Cheng Wei was hammering her from behind, his cock clearly planted in her ass. Kyla was calling out and then she convulsed, bucking against Cheng's rampant pounding.
Cheng began to come, his body tensing even while his hips continued little strokes against Kyla's pale ass. His hands were on her waist but in the end, he toppled away from her out of our sight. Alissa had twisted against me to watch them. She twisted her head and I leaned over her and kissed her lips.



"She really does come with a cock in her ass. She did not even touch herself." Alissa said, wonder in her voice. "I'm jealous."
I was too spent to laugh.
Suddenly Cheng Wei sat up, his head turning this way and that. He staggered to his feet and tottered into the other room. I think I closed my eyes because next thing I knew he was standing beside us, dressed.
"Phone call. Have to go back to Chicago. Something came up." He looked around the room. "You fuck MILFs here all weekend." He straightened and his oxford English returned. "I will leave my credit card with them to cover all costs. You can have the room till Monday noon. Room service, whatever you want. I will pay every expense. Her ass, fucking her ass is amazing!" He grinned. "Mr. Duncan, you may have ruined me. If you will accept an IOU, will will pay you for your MILF and her good service."
I looked over Alissa's twisted, nude black body and nodded.
Kyla rolled onto her back and looked over at us and grinned. She looked so proud, nude and proud and fucked out. Well, not that last. She had the appearance of a woman who could fuck a battalion at that moment.
"Mr. Duncan, thank you for introducing me to your MILFs. Mrs. Honeywell, we will speak again I am sure. Perhaps we can ..."
Alissa shook her head. "We most certainly cannot. I am Sonny's. Only if he gives me away." She snuggled closer, pressing her wondrous ass against my cock which duly became hard, nearly instantly. She looked around at me and then wiggled her ass harder against me and my mindless cock. What a fucking simpleton, but I love him!
"Or he could sell me, if you like dark meat." She said with a sarcastic giggle. "But, you know what they say, once you go black you never go back!"
She ground her ass back against my newly hard cock. I looked up at Cheng Wei. "I'd shake your hand, Mr. Cheng, but I am afraid I am a bet messy with Mrs. Honeywell's honey." I said.
"Mrs. Honeywell's honey? Oh, oh, oh Mr. Duncan you so funny! You funny man! MILF fucker, ass fucker, and funny man!" Cheng fairly guffawed, only stopping when he was wracked with a coughing bout. When it passed, he turned back to us and put one hand over the other fist and bowed slightly. "Old Chinese traditional greeting. Be well, Sonny. Our associate will most surely be in touch with you. I'll just go now."
He did.
In the ensuing silence, I looked over at Kyla. She sat up, her face glowing. Before anyone said anything we heard the door again and Mr. Cheng reappeared. He went right to Kyla and dropped a sheaf of bills beside her.
"Five thousand. Half for Sonny, like you said." He looked at the rest in his hands. "What the fuck, take it all." He dropped the wad of bills. "Sayonara." He said and left.
So much for the IOU, I thought, not sure what the change in the transaction meant. It occurred to me that he was still a bit off from having had Kyla's magic ass. Who can blame him?
No one spoke for a few moments. Then Darlene said, "Hey, wait a minute, isn't 'sayonara' Japanese? I thought you said he was from China?"
Alissa nodded. "Zai jian, is Chinese for good-bye."
I shook my head. I was rapidly learning that things only make sense once in a while.
"We have to be going." Kyla said. She moved around, finding her clothing. When she was dressed she looked exactly like a hooker who had just been fucked. She walked with that curious roll of the ass that suggested she had been penetrated from behind, in her behind. She moved over to the side of our bed and looked down on Mrs. Honeywell and I.
"I am going to go now. Uh, I am leaving the money."
"I shook my head. "Take half, like he said. A deal is a deal."
She shook her head. "I am not a hooker."
"I am, I'll take it!" Darlene said.
"Shut up." Both Kyla and I said at the same time.
"Jinx!" I said. "Mrs. Clark, I need you to take it. If, if he calls and asks if you took it, I do not want to lie and he will not be happy if it turns out he did not pay for fucking you. It is the Chinese wall between him and the women he fucks that seems to be important to his wife."
Kyla shook her head. "Is everyone in the world utterly and hopelessly perverse?"
"No," I returned immediately, "just the ones you fuck."
She smiled primly. "You mean who fuck me." She said sweetly. She picked up the cash and ostentatiously counted the hundred dollar bills. "Jesus Felix Gomez." She mumbled. "There is sixteen grand here." She then counted out eight thousand and dropped it on the bed. Then she tossed the rest after it. "There I took it. Now I am paying you back for the use of your black slut here. She eats pussy very well, thank you." She jerked her head at Darlene, a very masculine motion that looked funny. "And for the services of your ass virgin."
I stared at the money. Fuck me that was a lot of cash. More than I had ever seen before. I gathered it up and stuck it under a pillow. I patted Alissa on the ass. "I'll put that on your fucking account, princess."
Kyla gave me a "what the fuck?" look and then she looked at Darlene. "I took a taxi, sweety. Will you give me a ride home?"
The two women walked out of the room together, arm in arm, looking for all the world like a mother-daughter pair of hookers, formed from the same luscious clay, though Darlene was taller.
I blacked out. When I woke up it was three in the morning and the lights were still on, the room was exactly as I had left it. My waking roused Alissa and we staggered together down to the master bedroom.
"This is some place. I have been in some nice rooms but this is by far the best." She patted my bare ass. "Are you going to use the room, like he suggested."
I looked at her. "Not very subtle, mom." Her hand on my ass smacked me much harder. I caught that hand on the back stroke and pulled her face to face to me, her nude body flush against me. "Don't act like you never fucked your son. I happen to know you would fuck anyone."
She grinned a sleepy, tired grin. She kissed me on the lips, her body roiling against me which woke up my cock. She was such an arousing woman I could not help it. "Anyone you tell me to fuck, Sonny." She grinned. "Yes, Sonny, I'll fuck whoever you tell me to fuck, however you tell me to fuck them, whenever you want me to fuck me." She shook her hand loose and patted my ass. "So?"
"You think I should stay here? Spend his money." My mind hitched. "Fuck. Kyla did not take her share of the cash." Then I remembered and nodded.
Alissa nodded. "You go get it, put out the do not disturb sign and meet me in the shower. You smell like shit." She grinned.
"You smell like shit too but you look and feel like heaven." I released her and walked away. How it was that this mature, accomplished woman felt like a lover to me, I could not fathom. I did as she suggested, though there was no sign. It took me some time to figure out the light switches and find the one that turned on the "go away maids" sign that would allow us to sleep in the next morning. I found the cash and tucked it into the best pocket of my suit jacket. I supposed it would about cover the cost. Rich guys are fucking fun sometimes. I just wondered when the other shoe would drop.
My cock was fully erect when I stepped naked into the hot shower behind Alissa. She immediately rubbed me down and cleaned my cock. I returned the favor. She was still dripping cum out of her ass and I had to penetrate her with my finger to clean her good. She stood still while I cleaned her up.
"I wonder if this is what it is like to be a woman in a harem? You know, with a eunuch to push his finger up your ass after that master fucks you?"
I slapped her ass, hard. She yelped, but turned into me and we kissed like lovers. Clean, we kissed our way to the bed, toweling each other dry before shutting off the light and crawling into the bed. I was bone tired. When she leaned over me and fit her mouth to mine in the darkness, kissing me with her whole soul, which she had plenty of, my cock responded. She mounted me, setting her body down onto my cock, astride me. She bent to kiss me while she gently rocked her hips.
"Sonny, I am yours." She whispered.
"You are a married woman. What a hussy!" I chortled.
Her ass hammered down at me which only had the effect of making her moan. So she flicked a hand at my shoulder. "Stop it, Sonny. I'm serious."
"Are you going to tell me you love me?"
"Do you love me?" She returned.
I took hold of her ass and arched my cock up into her, grinding our pubic bones together. "Of course, I love you, Mrs. Honeywell. How could I not love a woman that fits so well onto my cock."
Alissa's hips began to ride me faster and faster while she moaned. She grunted and cried over me, her hands, clinching on my chest, scratching me. Her breasts swung over me like billowing flags, silhouetted in the dimness. I caught one between my lips and she grunted, her hips hammering against me as the orgasm flashed through her.
I relaxed, my cock still firmly planted inside of her body. She oozed down onto my chest, her face in the hollow of my neck.
"Sonny, really, I love you. I am not like Laura Wills. I, I do not get off on being treated ... like that. Sammy, Sammy told me about the rail."
I tensed a little, worried about where this was going.
"I, I want to try it. Maybe just once but, I, I want to be one of them, one of the women bound up and fucked like that. Oh, Sonny, you don't know what it is like to have a guy who strokes my sexual imagination like you do."
Did everyone want a ride on the rail? Then I thought about Chris and what he had told me. I went cold. If Jeb Wills was back ... I could not finish that thought.
Astride me, Alissa began to rock her hips gently, making for some very pleasant sensations. "I mean, what I am trying to say, Sonny, is that I love being like this with you. I know, I know you fuck the other MILFs. I, I just want you to know how much I love being with you. I will never give this up so long as you want me. I will, I will fuck anyone and everyone you want but I noticed you did not offer me to Cheng Wei." She hesitated. "I would have but I love that you didn't." She hesitated again. "You could have, I would have done everything you wanted but you didn't even suggest it."
"You sucked his cock." I said, gently reminding her I was not all that and a bag of chips.
She snickered. "I was so excited by then, I think I would have fucked a stallion if you had insisted. I would have done anything but you just gave me this." She kissed the side of my neck. "I'll stay with you this weekend. The whole time, till the maids order us out. I mean, if you want me to. I'll be your lover or your whore." She lifted her head. "Do you like having me like this? Completely compliant? It is such a change from the rest of my life, I love that I can be this cunt, this whore, this bitch who fucks when she's told with you and then stand up and stare down the pricks at the office with equal ferocity." She sighed.
I could feel her looking up at me. God but I loved that feeling. For a moment I was nonplussed and I wanted to be scared of this sort of exposure from the woman presently still mounted on my still very hard cock. She squeezed me and I lost track of my name. Two or three times she clinched my cock with her cunt. I twitched my cock inside of her and Alissa moaned.
"Christ I like it when you do that." She mumbled. Her lips began to kiss my neck, up and down as her hips rolled back and forth over me. He breasts puddled on my chest.
Suddenly I was wide awake. I stretched her legs out straight so she was balanced on me, pinned on my cock. I rolled us over, struggling to get her onto her back. She helped and I was between her splayed legs, my cock still embedded in her body. She rolled her hips under me. The pleasure of this woman flashed through me. I bent over her and kissed her lips but denied the deeper kiss to move to her breasts. Bent over her pinned body, I sucked at each breast while she cooed and sighed. When I pulled at each nipple with my lips she grunted, lifting me with her hips, cinching us more tightly together.
After several minutes kissing and sucking her breasts, I rose up onto my hands and began a steady, thrusting rhythm. I sank into her welling depths over and over again while she lay under me, her chin arched high, exposing her neck to me.
"Oh yes, Sonny, I love you fucking me. I love your cock inside of me. When I am at work, when I think of you inside me on my desk, with everyone watching, I get so wet. I got so lightheaded one time I had to sit still and wait for it to pass." She chortled, "then I masturbated and came three times, right there in my office. All I could think of was having you under me and my son jammed deep in my ass." She arched between my arms planted beside her and pressed her mouth to mine. The kiss deepened which was impressive, her holding that pose while I fucked her, her hands draped casually over my shoulders, not pulling at me at all.
The kiss ended. I felt the orgasm welling up in me and I increased my tempo. She sensed my intention and her hands moved to my shoulders, pulling me down onto her breasts. I collapsed but eased my weight enough so she could breathe but then fit my hands onto her ass. I gently ground into her. Her legs lifted, letting me settle deeper into her body. The sensation of her open thighs on my sides thrilled me and then I was coming. It happened without warning. One moment I was fucking her and the next I was filling her. Her hands soothed me, petting my back while her hips rolled under me.
After I recovered a little, my cock was utterly deflated. "Did you come?" I asked softly. I only felt her shake her head.
"No. But no never mind. I like this, feeling you take your pleasure from me, that is enough. I came enough last night to fill my tank for, well, till the next time." She chuckled soft, tipping me off her chest. "I think the more I come, the more I want to. Sonny Duncan, what are you doing to me?" The last was a breathed sign.
"Whatever I want." I sighed back, but Alissa Honeywell was asleep, tucked into my arms in the best suite of the Bedford Arms Hotel. Life was sweet.
Even light did not wake me. It was nearly eleven before I roused. I woke to find Alissa sitting in the easy chair in the master bedroom sipping from a steaming cup of coffee.
"If you hadn't been snoring I might have thought you were dead." She said smiling. She wore a conservative pants suit. That was the first thing I noticed.
"New clothes?" I growled, my throat and lips dry.
She nodded. "I ordered them from downstairs. They brought them up a few minutes ago. I got something for you too. That suit, well, you need something else to wear down to brunch.
Her outfit was cream, with a fuzzy sweater blouse and a double-breasted jacket. T made her dark skin pop and crackle, demanding attention.
"I put it on his bill." She said. There was a message on the phone. Cheng said he would be disappointed if you did not spend his money." She uncrossed and recrossed her beautiful legs. "I think we should. I think he needs to pay for last night and it needs to hurt so he won't do it again anytime soon."
Sounded a little reasonable to me but I was not fully awake. "I am sure." It took me time to wake up and get around. By one we were both dressed. Alissa looked awesome in her pants suit. She had guessed well at my size and got me a polo shirt and a pair of khakis. We went down to eat brunch. The buffet was well-picked over so we ordered from the menu. By the time we were done I felt like a big mouthed frog that ate a pillow. I was fucking stuffed, which I understand is a redundancy down under. Alissa and I chatted about nothing or ate in casual silence. As I swabbed up the last of a very good garbage can omelet of my own design with a piece of croissant, I glanced at Alissa. She was staring at me with a very, very obvious look on her face.
I groaned. "You could have warned me. I am stuffed."
She shrugged. "If you don't want to ..."
"I did not sat that."
"How could you tell?" She asked, her eyes delighted and laughing.
"Your expression was, ah, sort of obvious."
She leaned over the table towards me. "I was feeling your cock again, sliding in me. I suddenly got really horny." Her voice sounded like a girl's, a younger version of her present self.
Something pulled my eyes away from her to a young woman with straight, white blond hair that hung down to her lap sitting at the next table. She stared away for a moment but then her brilliant blue eyes flicked over to mine and seeing she was caught, she turned her head and stared quite frankly at me, at us, perhaps. A young white man with a beautiful black MILF is not as usual as you might think. Or hope.
I extended my hand to Alissa and felt her take it; I kept my eyes on the blond girl. She was perhaps in her mid-twenties, rich accoutrements and flashing red lips. She did not look away even when I pulled Alissa into the crook of my arm and moved us together to stand beside the woman. Her eyes looked up at us but she did not tilt her head even a little, merely cocking her eyes up to meet my gaze.
"I am going to take her upstairs and fuck her. Again." I said in a low voice. "Would you care to join us?"
I give the girl credit, she only blinked once. She answered me most sweetly. "Thank you, no. I am waiting for someone."
"I hope he is worth waiting on. As good as this one is." Alissa said, her voice unnaturally breathy. She reached around and brushed a hand against my now, very hard cock.
I groaned.
Now the woman smiled. "From the look on your face, I doubt anyone is as good as he is." She smiled sweetly. "Please enjoy yourselves. I'll be thinking of you." She looked away and we were dismissed.
I never got accustomed to this poise and grace that went with money. I felt like I was always just one simple sneeze away from a very messy faux pas the whole time I was in such company. Makes a guy tense. The best of these graceful creatures have the ability to put you at your ease while letting you know they have done so.
I released Alissa and she followed me out of the Gainsford, the hotel's main morning restaurant. We were waiting at the elevators when my phone rang. I glanced at it and saw it was Kyla so I answered. My cock was very hard despite the beach ball in my gut. The two sensations of pain and pleasure warred inside of me.
"Sonny? Sonny?" Kyla spoke quickly.
My mind flashed on the events of yesterday and realized I should have called Chris. I wondered vaguely what had become of him and what it meant that his father had returned from whatever mysterious destination had had his attention.
"Good afternoon, Mrs. Clark. Sitting lightly, are we?"
She tittered. "Not yet. Tomorrow for sure."
My brow knitted, I felt it and was thinking I was knitting brows now and blamed the blond.
"Sonny, listen, I, ah, I may have done something you might not like."
I rolled my eyes and shook my head. "I am sure it will be fine, Kyla." I said.
"No, really. Listen, to me. I, uh, just talked to Landon and he was, ah little furious with me."
My ears pricked up. Suddenly the week came dancing over my grave and I shivered. I realized I had no idea where Landon, his mom, and Darlene were with respect to the cock and pussy situation. I struggled to find some amorphous comment but found nothing suitably vague. I said, "Oh?" which I do not count as a comment, barely even a word and very far from an actual response to the situation.
Silence. Then, "Sonny, listen, Landon said I should not surprise you. I thought, I just thought it would be cool to, you know, surprise you."
I did not like the tone of this conversation. My stomach rumbled as the staff in my stomach went about stowing all the crap I just ate into my gustatory warehouse. It gave me a new pain in my stomach. So I changed the subject. "You did not take your cash last night, dear." I said, chiding lightly.



"Oh, right. You're right. You can give it to me this afternoon."
"I can?"
"Hey." She said. "That isn't right. I owed you for ..." She chortled. "For services rendered by your, your, a woman."
"This afternoon?" I repeated the phrase, truly puzzled.
The elevator door opened I tried to step out but Alissa pulled me back. I realized we had gotten onto an elevator that did not go to the suite. I hit the top button.
"That is what I have been trying to tell you, Sonny. The guys, I invited them all to the hotel, to your suite, to uh ..." She faded into uneasy silence.
"To what, Kyla?" I said dryly. I thought I knew just fine what "to" she referred to. I was mistaken.
"Sonny, don't be mad. I never really considered that you might not like this."
"Out with it Mrs. Clark?"
The elevator door opened and we were there. We walked down the hall to another private elevator and Alissa used the key card to call it. I waited.
"Sonny, listen, I invited all the guys over, the sons of your MILFs to uh, I invited them over to fuck my ass. You know, I thought it was time to be airtight and I thought it would be cool to do it at the Bedford. I already have one set of fond memories. I thought it would cool to, you know, make some more."
"Cool? I'll call you back." The elevator arrived and we took it up. I wondered where the stairs were. I expected that fire would not be tolerated on this floor.
"What's the matter, Sonny?" Alissa asked.
The boiling in my guts must have shown on my face. I shook my head but then said, "Kyla decided today was the day to be airtight and invited everyone down here to, up here to fuck her ass." The door opened, the gold motif glittered in the ugly, garish light of the afternoon. We opened the suite door, one of two on the floor and went inside.
Alissa followed me down the little hall, into the living room and then into the bathroom where I splashed my face. "Is that so bad. I mean, she, she and Laura are the only MILFs not to be airtight, right? So what if she decided ..." She shook her head. "Fuck, Sonny, don't tell me your feelings are hurt because one of us wants you all to fuck her silly. Sonny?"
I looked over at her and saw the plush woman before me, the barest hint of her dark skin through the blouse. "Since you put it that way," I shook my head. "I don't know why I'm bothered. It's stupid." I dried my face. I took out my phone and dialed. Kyla. I was over it.
"Sonny? Sonny?" Kyla's voice was taut with distress.
"What time." I said.
"Are you angry?" Kyla said softly.
"Why Mrs. Clark, why would I be bothered when a MILF with a wondrous ass calls and wants to fuck me and my friends?" I realized that sounded a little harsh, that my voice matched that impression. My voice softened. "Kyla darling, if you had called earlier, I would not have eaten so much and, besides, you just interrupted my intention to fuck the black woman standing here. She is horny as a French nun..."
"A French Nun? Sonny? What are you saying?"
"French love to be in love, nuns get none, oh forget it. What time did you tell the to be here?"
"Four. But Sonny, you have to call Landon and tell him, ah, tell him it is on. That I can be airtight just like I told him. I told him you'd be okay with it."
I shook my head. I was in the shit and had no idea whose was whose. Alissa raised her eye brows, askance.
"I'll call him." I almost asked about Darlene but thought something about valor and running away. "I'll see you around four then." I disconnected.
"What Sonny?" Alissa asked.
"No sex for you. I have to be ready to fuck Kyla by four."
"That is not what I meant and you know it."
It occurred to me in that moment that I could really tell Alissa everything and she would keep it suitably private.
"Mrs. Wills, she has had hers. Airtight I mean. We all did her last weekend. Well, that week. She got rather more than the rest of you."
Alissa nodded. "Uh huh, Sonny. What about the Clarks?"
I moved to the bar. I fixed us each a drink, bourbon and Pepsi and sat down in the living room. I told her everything I knew, at least what I thought I knew. I am not Catholic but surely that is the relief you feel at confession. I doubt the priest would keep rubbing his crotch during such a confession like Alissa did; on the other hand ... scratch that. None of my business but still, what a stupid fantasy. If they cut off the balls of priests the whole deal might make more sense. But that would likely reduce recruiting success. Who wants to get their nuts clipped? No one I would take dating advice from. Forget it.
"Now I understand." Alissa said when I was done with my recitation.
I glanced at my watch. It was fucking three-thirty. I had talked for nearly an hour.
"Is everyone you know a twist? Or do you just convert us all?" Alissa asked somberly.
I smacked her on the knee. "So? What do you want to do? Want to stay? Or go?"
Alissa smiled and said the most perfect thing. "I am yours to do with as you please."
I immediately got hard. The knot in my stomach, the self-induced pain had faded. I felt strong and alive finally. My phone rang and I realized I had failed to call Landon because it was indeed, Landon.
"Landon, buddy," I said. "I forgot to call you."
"Fucking Alissa?" He said tightly, but did not wait for a response. "You know what Mom did?"
"Yes, yes I forgot to call you. I, it really doesn't matter does it? If a MILF wants to fuck us what are we going to do?"
"Fuck her." Landon said immediately, his tone giving the comment the best possible meaning.
"Right. We fuck her. She said she'd be here at four, where are you?"
"Downstairs."
I guessed he did not have too much concern that I would be upset but then it occurred to me that something else was going on.
"Sammy is here with me. Brent went to get Chris and will be here soon. You have to come down and get us, unless you want us to try talking the majordomo into sending us up?"
"No, no." My mind was racing furiously trying to figure out what I wanted to ask him. I could settle on nothing. "I'll be right down." I hung up. I looked at Alissa.
"They are downstairs?" She said softly.
I nodded.
"You, you cannot say anything, not till you talk to Darlene. That is what I think." She dropped her head. "If you are interested."
I nodded. "I am, of course I am." But then I put Darlene and her little charade out of my mind. I grinned. "Want to have some fun, Mrs. Honeywell?"
Her face clicked through three different expressions finally settling on a nod and silent impassivity.
"I am going down to get Landon and Sammy. Take off your clothes. You are going to be fluffing my friends."
Her hand went to that place over the sternum that is right between her huge breasts. Something about the gesture seemed to amplify her breasts, magnifying them and making them seem huge, really humongous just then. My cock got hard, er, stayed hard.
I left her and went down to get Landon and Sammy.
Landon looked like he had been on a three day binge. Sammy was grinning from ear to ear but I chalked it up to pussy dreams. We left him downstairs to bring up Brent and Chris when they arrived, at Landon's suggestion.
The door no sooner closed then Landon turned to me. "Don't be mad, buddy. Really. I cannot help myself." He reached into the pocket of his jacket and took out the prototypical ring box."
"Oh fuck." I breathed.
"I am going to ask Darlene to marry me." He said. His eyes looked wild, almost bulging like someone who had too little sleep and too much of, well, too much of something.
I almost asked if he was high or sailing or something but stifled myself. "Congratulations." I managed to get out. I offered him a hand and he shook it enthusiastically. To myself I said, "what the fuck do I do now?" That was a hell of a question and I had no fucking idea. "Congratulations." I said again, then suddenly. "Holy shit, dude, you are getting engaged!" The whole thing hit me, what it meant to him and how much Darlene was going to adore that. Irrespective of their tangled web, they were met for each other. I hugged him hard and truly. The elevator door opened and I let go of him.
"Jesus, Sonny, what the fuck. I think you cracked a rib."
I snatched the ring box out of his hands and opened it as we exited the elevator. "Holy shit, batman, that is a rock and a half. She'll have to work out to be able to lug it around. Did you get her a gym membership to go with it!" It was huge, at least two or three carets. I have a glass cutter's knowledge of diamonds but I know size matters. So, my knowledge is pea-sized. It looked fucking huge. But then, next to Darlene's huge tits, it might just look average.
Landon snatched it back. "Sonny, I know things are, well, weird with Darlene right now." He half grinned, that sort of boyish smirk that seemed to get him laid a lot, just not lately. "I haven't told Mom or anyone but Sammy. He drove me around and helped me pick it up."
"I am sure he was lots of help." I said dryly. We stood outside the suite. I intentionally had not rang the bell because once nude Alissa answered the door, I expected there to be cocksucking that would end any real conversation.
"You were fucking his mom, Sonny or I would have asked you to go."
I ducked my head. I owed Alissa for that. "I know nothing about that, dude. You would have been better off taking Darlene, er, or one of my sisters." I finished lamely.
"I wanted to surprise her. If I cannot pick the right jewel for that girl, I do not deserve her."
I nodded. He had that right. Then something occurred to me. "What is she going to say? I mean, will she say yes?" I thought I knew that answer but was not sure Landon did. She'd say yes in a New York minute.
Landon, however, shrugged in a show of insecurity that must have felt like the first time you shit in a squat toilet in Shanghai. He just did not look comfortable or natural as the insecure guy. I rapped on the door.
"Wait, I ... about the MILFs, about Mom ..." The door opened. Alissa stood there in all her naked glory, stripped bare, her tits wagging like billowing mainsails, her black hair tumbled over the slopes of her breasts and shoulders.
Landon stared. He shuddered and stuck the box in his coat pocket. "Ah, hi, Mrs. Honeywell. He said softly.
"Mr. Clark. May I take your cock, I mean coat." Landon gave me a look then recovered and handed the jacket to the nude woman. "Make yourself comfortable. Sonny said I had to blow everyone before Mrs. Er, your mother arrives. She turned and walked down the hall, her ass twitching back and forth like church bell.
"Holy shit, Sonny. Did you do that?"
I nodded and grinned like a monkey. "I made that." I said, not thinking about the words themselves.
Landon, however, roared, laughing as we followed the nude woman. We went in and sat down. Alissa turned away from hanging up his jacket and then walked carefully over to him, knelt before him, and placed her hands on his knees. Gently she pushed them open.
"Sit back, hon, this will only take a minute."
"Oh fuck, I hope not." He groaned, slouching back into the easy chair. Doing so tented his pants.
"Two minutes." I said.
Alissa looked over at me and rolled her eyes. "Pahleeze!" She said, lisping just a little. She caressed Landon's tiny tent and then unbuckled his pants. He lifted his ass. "Relax, hon, we aren't going to do the full monty just yet. Just a lick and a squirt for you, buster. Then when you are humping your mother's ass, you won't come right away. Your friend Sonny thinks of everything. You should be thankful." Alissa opened his pants as she spoke and as she finished she forced his cock through the fly of his jockeys.
"Oh, I am so thankful to my friend, Sonny." Landon muttered. He groaned when Alissa kissed the mushroom head of his cock. "Oh fuck, Mrs. Honeywell."
She licked around the head and then pressed her head straight down onto his cock.
"Oh mother of fuck!" Landon groaned.
Alissa applied suction, her head clicking down, taking him deeper into her throat. From my vantage point, I could see the bulge ripple down the side of her neck.
"Oh, oh, my god!" Landon grunted, his hands gripping the arms of his chairs. Then his hips bucked and he groaned. Alissa's throat rippled as she slurped and swallowed. Her throat worked as Landon pumped repeatedly into her consuming mouth. After a few moments, Landon fell back into the chair, his body lax, his head lolling to the side. "Oh fuck me, Mrs. Honeywell, I think you are improving."
Alissa gently withdrew her mouth from his still erect cock and sat back no her bare heels. "Improving?" She said, her voice betraying her irritation.
"I think you need a lot more practice though and I volunteer, er, that is if, Sonny doesn't mind the help." Landon did not even lift his head to look at me.
Alissa swiveled and looked at me, her eyes fierce. It is so funny where people keep their pride, pride that when trod upon makes them fierce. I was amazed she had nothing more to say but supposed the teasing meaning got past the cock in her mouth to soak into her brain so she could pull back and look at me. "Mrs. Honeywell, you are beautiful nude but if you are going to be serving while Landon's mother fucks us, don't you think you should have on high heels? You know, to accent the action in that glorious ass of yours? Gloriass? There is a perfect name for Kyla. Gloriass." I chortled, unduly pleased with myself.
Alissa gave me a "look" and got to her feet. She walked slowly back to the master bedroom, her hips switching back and forth belying my suggestion. Still, heels would accent the fact she was stark naked.
Landon lifted his head. "Sonny, dude, I know, I know it has only been a few weeks, with Darlene I mean. And the, the hooking thing, she really seems to like it. But I thought that if she were engaged, engaged, engaged ..." He stuttered to a stop.
I nodded. "She would not need to fuck for money any more. Right?" I thought I would help the poor guy out. Least I could do, knowing what I knew. Shit, the sight of Darlene and her father banged around in my head, smacking against my eyes, making my head throb. At least this time it was the big head. Suddenly I just did not want to think about Darlene and Landon and Kyla Clark and how they were all going to fit together. "So? What happened at Chris' house last night?" I thought I would change to subject. I guess I never thought about how Landon would feel about that particular subject.
"Oh shit, you weren't there, were you?" Landon's face had gone full scarlet. "I, I was in Annie and Chris, he was hammering Laura. She was gagged, blindfolded ... so was Annie. Chris, he likes them like that. He said we'd switch a few times just to compare pussy quality and he did not want them to know for certain. So, well, we were pushing and pulling, riding the rail and the door opens. Upstairs. I figured it was Sammy and Cici, er, your mom but when I looked around I saw it was Jeb Wills. I thought, holy shit, but Annie was starting to twitch like she does when she is about to have a good come, so I, ah, I hated to stop." He sat up and put his cock back in his slacks. "Okay, okay, I wasn't going to stop just because some lookylew was staring me down. I was humping her good. I guess I was not thinking too clearly because it did not dawn on me right away that his son and wife were fucking on the other end of the rail." Landon got up and went to the bar. "Want something?"
"Whatever you're having." I mumbled. Goddamnit my cock was hard thinking about that goddamn rail! I fucking hated the thing but my cock seemed to have other ideas. Or maybe it was the idea of Jeb catching Chris balls deep in his mom? Okay, that was not any better, to tell you the truth. Any illusion about being a normal kid, about having a normal sex life popped like a soap bubble on a cactus. I felt the most curious twinge of longing and disappointment when I realized I was never going to be happy groping a girl in my mom's car ever again.
Landon handed me a drink. He sat and looked over at me.
"Mr. Wills stood there, looking back and forth between me and Chris. Chris was working away in his mom's pussy, his head down, kissing up her back while he fondled her tits, mining for gold in her tight, tight cavity."
"Skip the poetry. What happend."
Landon grinned and the shadow Darlene had put in his eyes was gone in that moment. That was when I felt a twinge of both guilt and foreboding. "Mr. Wills walked over to Chris and patted him on the shoulder. Chris was rogering his mom pretty good and he was not inclined to look up but when he did, he had the exact right reaction." Landon stopped.
I guess he wanted me to guess or something. Fuck if I knew what the "right reaction" was. "Fuck it, Landon, what'd he do?"
"Fucking Chris, grinned and stood up, pulling his cock out of his mom. He looked his dad full in the eye and said, 'She is all warmed up, dad, want a go?' I thought I was going to bust. I so wanted to laugh but then I started to come. Ever had to laugh and come at the same time. Shit, I was so confused, I thought I was going to bust a gut."
"What did Mr. Wills do?"
"Shit, he was so cool. But he always was, right. Never had much to say, always cordial but never, ever warm. Chris stood there, showing his dad his motherfucking cock, waiting. Mr. Wills looked up and down his wifes nude, bound body and then casually pulled off her blindfold. Laura, Mrs. Wills lifted her head and saw Jeb. It was like she had been zapped with a tazer. She jerked and struggled but of course she could not get loose, or talk. She struggled for a moment, like she forgot her situation, then lay still, lifted her head and just stared at Mr. Wills. She gabbled into the ball gag Chris had fit to her head. Her eyes were bulging. Annie was coming on my cock but I had stopped pounding her. She did not care. She had good hold of me and was twitching and bumping about.
"Anyway, Mr. Wills watched Laura struggle for little while. He glanced down at Annie and me. He says, hello Mr. Clark, is that Mrs. Kingston you have there? I just nodded. He looked at Chris. Did you build this? He asked, like he was looking at a footstool from shop class. Of course fucking Chris grinned and nodded. Man, he looked so proud! He even said, Like it? Like that was a normal conversation he was having.
His dad, of course, ignored him. Jeb reached over to Laura who was still struggling and gurgling around the ball in her mouth. He took a firm hold of her chin and twisted her to look up at him. Do you like this? Mr. Wills asked. Boy that stopped her. She just went completely still. Her eyes twitched around, rolling like she wanted to move her head and look somewhere else but couldn't. Mr. Wills held her tight. Laura? He said again. Her eyes fixed on him and then she turned eight shades of red, clear down her neck. Her eyes glistened and she snorted. Answer me, Laura. Mr. Wills said. Did he do this to you or is this something you want?
"I am pretty sure that she was thinking something entirely different because as soon as he said that, Laura, Mrs. Wills began to nod, fast and hard. Her husband did not release her chin. He said it again. Laura, did you want this? She nodded, immediately this time. He released her, turned around and walked up the stairs and out of the house. Chris said he was pulling out of the drive when he got up there. Did not even wait to talk about it, just drove away. That was when we called you. Fuck me, Laura was freaking out. Chris was rattled." Landon grinned. "Okay, hell I was rattled. You know, you don't think about fucking the MILFs much except as willing pussy until something like that happens. Then you go, whoa!"



I nodded. I had bumped into this sort of thing at nearly every turn. I was processing what he just told me and what it could mean when I heard the faint, soft ding of the elevator and a moment later the door latch clicked. Alissa made her return just as Sammy appeared first in the corridor. It was almost funny, the way the woman and her son stared at each other. Chris bumped into him and Brent appeared behind them.
"Dude, your clogging the entrance." Brent said but then he glimpsed naked MILF and goggled. "Oh."
"Come on in, guys." Landon said, craning around to look at them. He saw, Mrs. Honeywell and I noted his cock twitching. When did I become such a cock watcher?
Sammy moved over into the living room, flopped onto the couch and looked at me. His eyes were cloudy. "Of course you would be up here fucking my mom. I should of known."
"What? Didn't you lay Cici Duncan last night?" I asked, using her given name intentionally it wouldn't sound so, so accusatory.
Sammy's face took on a look that must have been an actual scowl. "No, hell no. When she heard Jeb Wills was back in town, she had to go right back to Laura and comfort her, with their clothes on, I mean. I split. Where the hell were you?"
I opened spread my arms. "Here. Fix yourself a drink. Open bar."
Sammy squinted at me. The fucker knew there was more to this than I was telling. "How the fuck do you come by a weekend at this place? And an open bar?"
I was vaguely insulted except my perennial penury was legendary. If the guys had restricted us to what I could afford we would have watched a lot more bicycle racing. They had been subsidizing me in one way or another for years. "I shrugged."
"This is a perk from one of my clients." Alissa said, she appeared from the master bedroom, moving over to sit, nude, on the arm of my chair. I noted she had the cream high heels on that matched the pant suit. She had taken the little silver chain belt that came with it off and looped it around her hips. It was so fucking sexy! Then I noticed Kyla. She was standing just inside the room by the entrance. She caught my eyes and winked.
She walked over to us and bent and kissed Alissa on the lips. Alissa was startled but when Kyla moved down and kissed down the slope of one breast to the nipple and sucked on it, she moaned and closed her eyes. Kyla stood up. Brent sat on the couch with Sammy and Chris sat in one of the other white arm chairs, his elbows on his knees, his hand clasped, staring at the floor. He did not look dejected so much as deflated.
Kyla stood up and moved over to her son. She bent, kissed him on the lips then pressed back into a soul kiss that left nothing to the imagination. "Hi, sweety? How are you doing?" She asked when the kiss ended.
Landon was tongue tied, which could mean that Kyla had just tied his tongue in a knot with her tongue. She could do that with a cherry stem. I had seen it.
She left him without getting an answer to sit on the sturdy glass coffee table, crossing her knees and looking around. "I suppose you were all wondering why I have called you all here this afternoon. In a word: Ass. My ass. You boys are about to fuck my ass, five in a row. Any questions?" He looked around. She wore a form hugging drape dress of electric blue. It accented everything. It was conservative in a damn sexy way. "Then I am going for a ride on the Airtight airline, if you boys will allow me." She looked over her shoulder at Sammy.
Sammy grinned, his chagrin gone like a summer snowflake. "Shit, Mrs. Clark, I have heard about your ass and I not only volunteer, I insist! Airtight? You bet. Airtight all night, Mrs. Clark. All night!" He hooted with laughter.
Kyla regarded him over her shoulder till he calmed. "Please boys, call me Kyla. Since you are about to have intimate knowledge of me and my body, we should be on a first name basis, don't you think?" She stood up. She walked over to Chris. "Landon, did you know that Mr. Wills here has fucked me already? Of course, Sonny has been inside me so often I think he has a monthly parking pass." She moved to stand next to Sammy.
We were all watching her, curious, a little uneasy at this display from the little woman. She is short but she seemed to fill the space with her sexual presence.
"Mr. Honeywell, would you do me a big favor?"
"If I get to fuck your ass, anything, Mrs. Clark, er Kyla."
"Kiss your mother for me. And then fuck her, but don't come." She put the back of her hand to her lips and seemed to kiss it. "Strip and fuck her."
Sammy's face was a comical mixture of eager anticipation and reluctant discomfort. He looked, not at Alissa but at me. I answered him by pushing Alissa to her feet. She grunted.
"She, ah, she is already naked." Sammy muttered.
Alissa straightened her back when made her tits sway. Kyla looked over at her and nodded. "So she is. Less is more." She waited. "Well? Are you going to fuck her or sit there waiting for god knows what?"
Sammy was up and undressed in nearly an instant, his clothes disappearing like a six pack of beer in a frat house. His cock was hard and he was ready. Naked, he stood gazing hungrily at his equally nude mother. Alissa stared back. Her ass was really all I could see, being right in front of me but she did not move and Sammy did not move. I reached up and placed my hand on her near hip.
"Bend over the coffee table, Mrs. Honeywell. Give Kyla what she wants."
Alissa walked over the end of coffee table and bent over, placing her hands on it. Her head was nearly touching Kyla's shoulder where she sat. Alissa looked over at me, her face a mask. She licked her lips in "that way" and I knew she was okay.
Kyla regarded the nude woman beside her. "Landon, honey, would you go fetch some pillows from one of the guest bedrooms. I think we are going to use them on the table here. Best to be prepared."
Landon looked like his mom was sending him out of the room just when things were about to get interesting. He got heavily to his feet and disappeared from my sight.
Sammy meanwhile sidled around behind the bent, black form of his mother.
"I thought he was supposed to kiss her." Chris said.
"She just sucked off Landon." I interjected, feeling like I should be honest about what I knew. The thought stuck in my brain and I felt like a shit. Okay, it was not for that reason. I was just being perverse then. I just wanted to say it out loud. It made my heart hammer in my chest.
Alissa turned her head to look down her side at me. "I brushed my teeth," she said defensively. "Oh, oh!" Sammy touched her between the legs and appeared to penetrate her with his finger. She widened her stance. He positioned himself behind her and aimed his cock at her, shoving into her with all his might.
"Easy," Alissa grunted but then her jaw snapped shut, realizing she was oozing, "mom" and she resisted it. When her son pulled back and rammed into her, harder, she rocked forward then screwed her ass back, jamming herself consciously onto her son's very hard cock. "Oh Christ!" She grunted.
Sammy leaned over her and cupped both breasts with his hands. He tried to ride her in that position, massaging her while trying to pump his cock in and out of her but it was awkward. After a couple minutes of trying, he released her tits, stood up and began to grind against her shapely, black ass. One minute later, he began to grunt and then he was coming, pulsing his ass against Alissa.
Alissa grunted and pressed back at her son, a look of concentration on her face. His hands pulled at her waist as he poured into her.
"I thought he was not supposed to come." Chris said.
I almost called him a sourpuss but considering what he had waiting for him at home, I was not sure I should say anything, so I didn't.
Kyla got up from her perch on the coffee table. She over beside mother and son Honeywell, to where they were hooked together. She, laying one hand on the arched black back, she reached beneath Alissa and cupped her tit.
"Mrs. Honeywell, I understand, from what I have been told, that Mrs. Wills usually serves. You know, fluffing and cleaning up after our messy sons. Is that right."
Alissa nodded.
Kyla release Alissa's breast and patted Sammy on the ass. "Sammy, dear, run and get a towel, clean up and get back fast. If you have to piss, do that later."
"I'm still hard. All I can think about is your ass, Mrs., er Kyla. I can't piss with a woody." He pulled out of Alissa with a long, sucking sound that left their juice streaming down her inner thighs, clear to her knees. She groaned and dropped her head, completely unmoving while Kyla's hand continued to manipulate her breast.
"Run along." She tittered, laughter in her voice. Landon appeared. Kyla gestured to the coffee table. Brent moved the candle and magazines off of it. Landon dropped three pillows and went and sat down. He seemed surely. Kyla regarded him for a moment, bent a little so she could replace her hand on Alissa's dangling breast. Alissa had started to moan a little.
Sammy returned.
"You made the mess, my boy, clean her up a bit. I'll finish." Kyla said. She pointed with her free hand to Chris. "Mr. Wills, if you would please. Mrs. Honeywell would like to suck you off next." She smiled primly. "If you boys don't mind, I would like you all naked so I can look at you. I want to see the cocks I am going to get jammed into my ass." Chris stood up and began to undress. Landon followed. Brent looked over at me and I shrugged, stood up and he did as well.
Sammy finished swabbing his cum from his mother's pussy and legs about the time the rest of us got naked. We were all hard. When Brent revealed his little monster, Kyla gasped a little but said nothing, aware that she would shrivel everyone else is she made a scene, or so I thought.
She took the second towel from Sammy, folded it and lay it under Alissa. Kyla patted her on the hip. "Sit here, will you please, Mrs. Honeywell." Alissa complied standing up only to find her body pressed against Sammy. Sammy cupped both her breasts and then let her turn in his arms. They kissed and not a friendly peck on the cheek, or the lips. The looked like they were about to mount each other all over again. Alissa even took hold of his cock with one hand and began to stroke him while she thumped her hips against his hipbone. He finally broke away, staggering and staring at her as if she had stuck a carrot stick up his ass.
"Sit here, Mrs. Honeywell." Kyla said softly, gesturing to the middle of the table so she would have her back to the couch. "You need to suck off Mr. Wills." She looked around. "I don't want everyone, anyone coming in my ass the first five seconds after they slide into me. I want a good hard ride from all of you. So, line up. Mrs. Honeywell is going to suck all of you off." She stepped away from the black woman. She glanced at Landon. "Except you, dear."
He glowered at her but then shrugged. His sense of fair play was well developed.
I sat down and Kyla came over and sat on the arm of my chair. I put my arm around her waist, laying it along the arch of her upper thigh, sheathed in blue. Neither of us spoke but watched Alissa kiss the end of Chris' cock with her full, black lips. She sucked the end. Chris jerked and then pressed his cock into Alissa's mouth. She took him in, her head bending forward to take him deep. Moments later he gritted his teeth, hissing through them.
"Oh shit, shit, shit. Mrs. Honeywell, what, what oh, shit!" He pumped his first load of semen into her sucking mouth.
Alissa swallowed it all, sucking and slurping. When he pulled free, the merest amount of white cum coated her lips with a big drop of it at the corner. Kyla slipped out of my grasp, walked to Alissa. Alissa watched Kyla. Kyla bent and licked then kissed her lips. She licked and kissed Alissa's full lips, being sure to make a show of it, then ended with a stout kiss that must have included a good scrubbing of Alissa's back teeth. Kyla pulled back.
"Why, Mrs. Honeywell, you taste just like cum. You sucked my son, already, right?"
Alissa nodded. She had not spoke yet. Her condition as the servant in the room seemed to suit her.
Kyla looked around. "Mr. Rossini, I think you are next." She could not help herself. "My but you are a big boy, aren't you."
Brent blushed but that did not stop him from replacing Kyla before Alissa. Alissa gripped his cock with both hands, bent it down to her lips and licked and sucked the end. She put as much as she could into her mouth. Brent put a hand at the back of her head. She leaned forward, searching for the right angle, blowing hard through her nose. He was wide, he was long and then he was deep in her mouth. Alissa wiggled her head and twisted till she had most of the little monster sunken into her throat. She snorted, once, then began to suck, moving a little up and back. Brent's ass began to flex. She increased her rhythm and pace and he came, hard, bucking against her face while she fought to consume it. She failed. Her face bubbled over with cum. She snorted and sucked, snorted and sucked.
"Oh my god, my god, Mrs. Honeywell!" Brent cried as his orgasm peaked.
Chris looked over at me. He smiled wanly but nodded. "I do think she is improving her technique." He said softly. "That bitch can really suck cock."
Kyla stood up from the circle of my arm. She was panting. When Brent staggered away from Alissa's coated face, Kyla got to her knees before Alissa and began to primly lick the cum off of her chin, cheeks and lips. Alissa sat still, quivering. When Kyla put hands over Alissa's tits, Alissa groaned and closed her eyes, unmoving her hands planted to either side of her naked body.
When Alissa's face was clean, Kyla got up, the only person in the room still wearing clothes; Alissa's high heels and silver belt not withstanding. She arranged the pillows behind Alissa. "Lay down, Alissa dear." Alissa did, flowing onto her back like poured chocolate, sensuous and ready.
"I thought it was Sonny's turn." Sammy said, always thinking of his buddies. Even me, who had closed of his mom from his cock, he still wanted me to get mine.
"Fuck Sonny," Kyla said pushing Alissa's legs wide. "I am going to have some mother-son pudding and right now." She bent down and ran her tongue the length of Alissa's gaping pussy.
"Oh sweet mother earth!" Alissa groaned.
Kyla licked her again, hesitated and sat up. She twisted to look at me, well at my very hard cock. "Go sit over there, on the couch. See if she can suck you off in that position." Alissa's head dangled off the edge of the table, right even with the white couch behind it.
I did not have to be asked twice. I moved around. Alissa, upside down, opened her eyes, or tried to though Kyla's mouth at her entrance proved very distracting. When I settled on the edge of the couch, she dropped her head completely, opened her mouth and pushed her tongue out. It looked weird being upside down like that, seeing the underside of her tongue. She bent it down the curve of her chin and waited.
I waited.
Alissa began to pant and then her shoulders hunched and she grunted. Her head came up and then her whole body convulsed. "Oh fuck, Kyla, eat me!" She groaned. Her thighs were draped over Kyla's upper arms. Kyla held Alissa tightly by the hips and thighs as she sucked and kissed at her pussy. Alissa's legs twitched and jerked each time she came. Her body bucked. One hand gripped the edge of the table the other mashed her tits, pulling and then she reached over her head, finding my knee, she extended her hand and found my cock. Her hand closed on me much harder than was comfortable. The orgasms rolled through her, like the waves of the ocean, crashing one at a time on her seizing body.
Whatever Kyla was doing to her, it was aggressively erotic. Alissa pulled at my cock, much too hard and I squeaked. She immediately released me. Her head, dangling off the edge of the table lifted, her eyes warbled up at me. "Suck." She gasped. "Cock." She held still for a moment, focusing on me. She opened her mouth and licked her lips lavishly, leaving them gleaming and parted. Her hand sought me. At my knees she moved immediately to my cock and pulled me gently.
She grunted and her hips bucked up at Kyla again. "Oh god, oh, oh, oh gooood!" Alissa howled. Her face twisted and she bucked again. Kyla's hand flew, skinning over her pussy. Alissa seized again.
I moved forward. I mentally knew that if I put my cock in this woman's mouth there was some real danger that she would bite it off. Perhaps I was attracted to that danger, to the thrill of feeling her express her pleasure directly to my cock with her mouth and tongue. Her head came up and she pulled at my cock again. Her eyes opened and I moved forward, bending to allow my cockhead to meet her lips. They were electric. For a moment she sucked on the little helmet, her hand holding it to her lips.
Her body bucked again. She twisted her head away, keening, then gasping. She turned back to me, her hand holding me gently, respecting my vulnerability. She lifted her head again, panting, her breasts heaving, her hips surging, rising and falling with urgent demands that Kyla continued to answer. I bent further. Alissa inhaled and my cock slipped into her mouth. She looked Satanic or otherworldly, upside down, my cock sliding into her mouth. She sucked harder, urgently. Her body bucked again. I leaned further forward, my cock descended into her mouth, the tip appearing as a bulge on her sensual neck. Her hand still held the root of my cock, her finger and thumb pulled, demanding the rest be thrusting into her mouth. I eased forward, my cock slid deeper into the woman.
"Holy fuck." Sammy said.
"No shit." Brent returned.
I leaned over her further and my cock went deeper still. I pushed into her and felt her lips stretched around my cock, flush against my abdomen. There was no more. She began to work on me, blowing from her nose which sent air up my ass. I almost giggled because it tickled. That would have been so bad. I mastered myself but with that moment of inattention and I was lost.
Alissa's mouth and throat made love to my cock even as her body crashed into another titanic orgasm. Her hips lifted high off the table, her heels planted on Kyla's back. The suction on my cock was heroic. Then her mouth and throat writhed and the sensation sent me over the precipice. My eyes colored yellow and red and black and I felt my body preparing to erupt. Alissa's hand was on my thigh, pulling at me. Then she swallowed and it was all over but the shouting. I came and came and came and Alissa swallowed and swallowed and sucked and sucked, groaning between the constant flapping of her hips on the pillow. I tipped over my hands on either side of her body, her tits right before my eyes.
I truly don't know what I was thinking but I bent further, captured a nipple between my lips and sucked hard on it. Alissa's mouth mimicked the action. My ass pumped against her face. But when I bit down on her nipple she screamed around my cock, the vibration unhinged me. Her mouth opened, I pulled my cock out of her mouth and she was screaming for real. Her whole body crunched, trying to crumple into a ball.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh!" Alissa chanted mindlessly. Then her voice stopped, she seized once more, her shoulders came off the table and she twisted as though trying to turn to look at me but then her hips bucked and she gasped and fell back onto the table, her head dangling off the edge.
I, being the kind of guy I am, lifted her head up and let it rest in my hands. She lay still, panting and slurping, sucking at the fluid in and around her mouth. Slowly, gradually she calmed.
Kyla sat back, her face a smear of Alissa's response and Sammy's contribution. She grinned at me. "They taste alike. Imagine that." Kyla said brightly. She pushed Alissa's lank legs off her shoulders and struggled to stand up, her blue dress in some disarray. "There." She said. "That woman will not be jealous of anyone. Anyway, I owed her from last night." She turned her back on us and walked towards the bedroom we had used last night, the one with two beds, which surprised me. I thought she would want to use the round bed in the master bedroom.



"Jesus H. Christ in a bucket." Brent said. "I have never seen a woman come like that in my life."
"Keep practicing." Sammy said somberly.
For a moment no one made a sound but then Alissa choked into a laugh. We all joined her. Her eyes opened and she grinned up at me, still upside down. Faces are not right at that angle.
"Help me up, Sonny. I have to go get Mrs. Clark ready for the buttfucking of her life." Her voice rasped, straining past her perfect teeth. I placed my hands under her shoulders and helped her sit up. She groaned. "Christ, I will never be the same. That fucking woman knows all there is to know about eating pussy! Sonny, if she ever gives lessons, you need to be sure to sign up." When she realized what she said, she turned and looked at me, her face drawn with fear.
I just grinned and nodded. "Practice, practice, practice!" I returned.
Alissa immediately smiled. She stood, still wobbly with post-orgasmic shakes. She took a couple steps. Sammy took one arm and Chris took the other and they escorted her the way Kyla had gone.
"Boys! Come fuck me. Now!" Kyla called from the bedroom.
I looked at Landon and he rolled his eyes. "I'm sorry, Sonny." He said.
"What are you talking about? The woman wants us to go fuck her magic ass. I think we should." I got up and with Brent we went back to the bedroom.
Kyla gestured to us, lining us up in front of the big screen. She grabbed Brent and moved him all the way to the right, closest to the door. "You, big boy, will be last. No way I am going to ask these guys to go second once you drive your trunk into my tunnel." She put her finger to her lips and walked down her line of young cock. She gripped each cock as she passed by, as though sizing it for fit and fitness. She moved Landon next to Brent and me in the middle. Then Chris. She stopped in front of Sammy. "Guess what big boy, you are first. Are you ready to do your duty, young man."
Sammy snapped to attention, his cock bobbing before him. He saluted smartly. "Yes, ma'am. I think I could fuck a soda bottle and make her come after what I just saw. Where did you learn to eat pussy like that, ma'am?"
Kyla fairly glowed. "You think she liked that? Wait till she gets fucked a few times and then I do her. She will go out of her fucking mind!" She turned to a bag she had carried from the entrance. She took out a large, extra large tube of lube. She handed it to Alissa. "You will keep the way prepared for what is to come." She said brightly.
Alissa took the tube and nodded soberly. "Who do you want to take off your clothes, Mrs. Clark?"
Kyla cocked her head. "Guess."
"Landon." Alissa said immediately.
Kyla nodded. "So very right." She looked at her son. "Care to help your mother strip so your buddies can ravage me?" She asked. "What is the time? Oh yes, I see." The clock radio read five-thirty. "We have plenty of time. Boys, I want you each to fuck my ass as fast and hard as you can. I will go clean up a little after each of you fills me up. Landon, will you please?"
Landon, nude as the rest of us, moved to her mother and began to unhook and unzip till the ribbons and swatches of her dress loosened. He helped her shuffle it off her plush body. Alissa took it and hung it in the closet. Landon unfastened Kyla's bra and then knelt and peeled her bikini's down her legs. She struck a pose. "I'll leave on the heels boys, unless they get in the way. Sammy? Need some fluffing?"
Before Sammy could answer, Alissa knelt before him and sucked his cock into her mouth.
"Oh god, Mom, suck me!" Sammy said, staring down at his naked mother.
She did a round of bobbing on his cock but stood up and with a hand around his cock, led him over to the bed. "Sit here." She said, sitting him on the far bed. Kyla crawled onto her knees on the other one. She tucked pillows under tummy and chest. She bent over them, facing us. We stood in a line before her, buck naked.
"You boys are so perfectly beautiful. Time to fuck my magic ass!" She cooed.
Alissa was swathing Sammy's cock. I went over and got some lube on one hand. I went to Kyla.
"Okay, Mrs. Clark, time to put some cock where your mouth is." Everyone groaned. "Or whatever. Time to be fucked in the ass till you come."
"You have such sweet lips, Sonny!" She reached back and pulled her hips open, revealing her ass hole. I dabbed on her little rear cone and thrust a finger into her. Her ass hole welcomed me like a cat house welcomes conventioneers. My finger sank into her immediately. She groaned and then lifted her head. Her ass squeezed down hard and then began to wrinkle and ripple. The sensation made me hard again. And that was just my fucking finger.
I pulled out of her, added the last of the lube and shoved it into her body. Kyla groaned. Then I felt the tingling on my hand. Shit, she was using some magic lube.
I left her and took my place in line. It felt really weird to just stand there in a line but she had not said we could relax. No one else was moving, so I stayed put. Alissa finished polishing up her son's cock, kissed him on the lips and muttered, "Go get her, baby!"
Sammy did. He got on the bed before Kyla's arched ass and fit his cock against her. Before he could push into her, she pushed back. His cock sank into her.
"Oh yes, there it is!" Kyla moaned. When Sammy pulled back and hammered into her, she groaned and then wagged her ass a little. Sammy pulled back a little and resumed pressure. Kyla moaned long and low as the long thin cock penetrated her ass. Sammy continued pushing till he was sealed against the plush arch of her ass.
"Oh my god, what an ass!" He growled. He pulled back and pounded into her again. She grunted, pulling her hips apart as he fucked her. For a couple minutes only, he pumped his cock into her ass before he came, spewing into her with extended groans. She lay down on the pillows but then rose up.
Chris stepped forward. "Stay put, Mrs. Clark, I'll definitely fuck you dirty!" He growled. Alissa greased him up and he got behind Kyla.
Kyla got her hands under her and held still. Chris fit into her ass and began with a series of little popping motions, ramming his cock into her a little at a time till he too was rooted completely in her ass.
Once fully impaled, Kyla's face took on a look of concentration. Chris' expression changed. The cloud in his eyes lifted and his eyes got really wide. "My god, what an ass!"
Sammy, laying on his back beside the bed, said, "I already said that. You have to get new material."
"What a fucking amazing ass, oh god, oh my ass fucking god!" Chris began to come immediately. He bucked and humped while Kyla glowed below and before him. Her face was filled with a curious look of satisfaction.
She wagged her ass while Chris pumped her and then he pulled free and stumbled to the other bed. Alissa looked at me but Kyla was already on the way to the bathroom. Alissa followed. Kyla waited for her at the door, took the taller black woman into her arms and they kissed like lovers, nude, female lovers.
The door banged shut and Brent sat in the desk chair, Landon on the end of the bed which left me the easy chair. No one spoke. The shower came on, the toilet flushed. We looked around. I was furiously trying to think of something to say when Landon spoke up.
"Sonny, this is it, isn't it?"
"What?"
"The end of the MILF list. Mom, Kyla will be air tight and that is that. That is what we set out to do. Then it will be time to go back to, you know, being normal."
"Do we have to?" Sammy said out of sight on the floor. "I mean, I like fucking our MILFs."
Chris regarded me from the bed, one knee up to hide his cock. "Yeah, Sonny, what happens next?"
"Shit guys, why are you asking me? I'm just the piano player."
"Don't give us that shit, Sonny." Brent said. "None of this would have happened without you."
"Yeah, only because you fools though my mom was the weak link. Shows what you know!" I had nothing else to respond with, so I guess I was stalling, waiting for the flash of inspiration that would disguise that fact, or change it.
"No," Landon said in a quiet voice. "It shows what you know. You did do this, Sonny. But it is stupid to think we will ever be able to go back to dating girls and trying to persuade them to take off their bras." He looked over at me. "What happens next?"
I shrugged. I knew what I was going to do next. "We extend the MILF list boys. I, for one, have always wanted to fuck a mother and daughter."
"Oh fuck!" Sammy said, chortling. "Of course! You always have a plan, you mother fucker."
Chris was staring at me. "You already fucked your mother, Sonny. Seems like you are half-way there." His eyes bored into me.
I felt like he had read my mind. I was fumbling but Alissa saved me. She came out with wash clothes and towels and cleaned up Sammy and Chris. She saw my drooping meat and came over to me. She invited me to stand up and then kissed me like a lover. The feel of this voluptuous creature, quivering with desire in my arms astonished and duly aroused me. When Alissa drifted down, her lips making little wet tracks on my body, I got really hard.
Kyla appeared just as Alissa sucked me deep once more. "Here, here, no sucking up what is mine. Bring that cock over here and mount me, Sonny. You were the one who discovered my magic ass! You should enjoy it whenever you like!"
"What?" Sammy sat up.
Kyla chuckled and got onto her perch on the bed. "He fucked my ass the first time in Lady Bea's or was it, The Call of the Wild? Anyway, he fucked me in the ass in a changing room with Laura Wills outside the door trying to figure out what we were doing. Did you ever tell her?" She settled into place and gestured to me.
I pushed at Alissa's forehead and she withdrew. Seeing Landon was drooping, she went over to where he was leaning on the doorway and took his cock into her mouth. He stroked her billowing black hair gently. I moved to bed and climbed up behind Kyla. She was greased up and I released I was just wet. "Lube?"
"I am fine. Run it in. It will be hotter, tighter, better." Kyla growled.
I shrugged, shuffled up behind her open butt and touched the end of my cock to her skin. She flinched. With her butt pulled open by her own hands, I probed for her asshole, found it and it was honestly like she just sucked me inside. I pressed a little and I slipped into her like it was inviting me, rolling out the red carpet like. The resistance rippled around my cock and then I fully impaled her.
"Oh fuck, Sonny, you feel so good like this. Fuck me! Fuck me, hard."
I did. I began to pump her ass, seeking some stable rhythm. Her clasping ass massaged me each time I descended into her. It rippled and kissed me with full-bodied passion. That an ass could feel that way astonished me.
"Oh god, yes. Harder, Sonny!"
I picked up the pace and doing so, found my climax beginning to grow deep down in my loins. I began to hammer the woman bent before me. Kyla groaned then her head came up. Her body flapped, her hips bucking, just once. Then her ass clamped down so hard on me I was afraid to move. I was buried in her ass and she twitched.
"Oh god, god, that is not possible. I am coming, really but it is so, so, so diiffffeerrrent!" Kyla's voice turned into a cry as her body responded to the deep penetration. I ground against her and my orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks. Suddenly I could not breathe, all I could do was poke and jerk as I spewed cum into her ass. Kyla rippled and gasped around my cock. I fell over her back, laying on her. My weight broke her down and she went to her elbows then lay down on her chest. That bent her ass and increased the tension on my cock buried inside of her. She moaned and began to shake. The shakes did not abate, even as my orgasm ended. I was gasping and she was snorting and her hips were pulsing under me.
"Jesus, what a woman!" I said, struggling to get my weight off her chest. She groaned and then rose beneath me. I got off of her, found my chair and collapsed.
"Landon, darling, come fuck your mother's ass." Kyla cooed.
Alissa released her son and Landon moved behind his well-positioned mother. With no preamble, he rammed his cock into her. She howled as he sank through her clasping depths. When he was rooted deep in her, he immediately came. When Kyla realized what was happening, she looked up at the black woman. "Fuck you, Alissa. Fuck you." Alissa looked suitably ashamed.
Kyla looked at Brent. "Okay big boy, clean or dirty?"
"How dirty are you?" Brent asked, the guy was looking for data to make a decision.
Landon tumbled off of Kyla, staggering to the floor by the other bed, where Chris sat.
"I am a dirty, dirty girl, big boy, come fuck me."
"I don't know, Kyla. You are a small woman and only Cici Duncan has had my cock in her ass. She is bigger than you."
That did not go over well at all. "Fuck you, Brent. Bring that little monster over here and fuck me. Now."
Brent looked suitably abashed and did as she said. Instead of entering her ass, however, he put the end of his cock against her cunt and began to push into her there.
"Oh my fucking Christ, fuck me!" Kyla, she screwed her ass back at him but then her head came up and her eyes opened wide. "You are in my pussy, Brent. You are fucking my pussy!"
Brent relented, pulling out of her. "Still want me in your ass?" He asked, his tone was chiding and Kyla understood it exactly.
"I dare you, big boy. Fuck my ass. Then we'll see about airtight!"
Brent fit his cock against her ass and she shoved herself onto him.
"Oh my god, Brent baby, fuck me!" She moaned.
"She is so tight!" Brent groaned through gritted teeth.
"Fuck you, they all seem tight to you." Chris said from his vantage point. From where I sat, I could see quit a lot of cock uncommitted. Then the doorbell rang.
"Fuck, who is that?"
Kyla lifted her head. Her eyes were glistening, her face a strained mask. "Sonny," she grunted as Brent pulled back and shoved back into her. "Sonny, you should answer that. You are the one, the one, the one they expect to be here." She lowered her head.
I thought she meant the hotel staff.
Brent roared and pushed more cock into the woman. Kyla began to buck before him, her body betraying her, convulsing her with wave after wave of pleasure from the profound penetration.
There was a robe hanging by the closet so I grabbed that and went to see what housekeeping wanted and to shoo them away. Behind me, Kyla found her voice and screamed, loud, so loud I was beginning to wonder if I would find house security at the door.
I did not look to see who was there so I could not play dead or hide or something. I opened the door and saw Darlene Emerson standing there. She was in all her sensuous glory. She wore a see-through white blouse and a red bra beneath it that cupped her breasts but hardly covered them. She had a wrap skirt on that hugged her hips and legs. I stood and stared.
"Sonny?" She snapped her fingers. "Can I come in? Did I miss the party?"
Something snapped me out of my trance. I had been looking for the right response. I gave up and said the first thing I thought of. "Jesus Christ, Darlene, you cannot be there. Not now." Behind me, Kyla screamed, even louder than before.
Darlene's eyes flicked past me and for a moment I thought she was going to try to push past me. I was all prepared to bar her way and demand she leave but her next words fucked me up and she got past me.
"I know. Kyla is going airtight tonight. Or maybe tomorrow. She is doing five guys in a row in the ass right now, right?" She pushed past me and I let her. I was white bread, limp and unresisting. But I recovered quickly.
I caught her by the elbow, convinced I needed to get her out of there before anyone saw her. I bodily pulled her back to the door. "You have to leave." I hissed.
"Sonny? You're hurting me!" She whined
I was having none of it. I did not release her. All my instincts resisted the logical action, that was to punch her lights out and stuff her in a closet till I could figure out what to do with her. But that is something out of a movie. I did something far less original and interesting.
"You have to fucking go, Darlene. Landon is going to give you a ring. He showed it to me. Unless you don't give a shit about him, you have to get the fuck out of here."
I could not have made a bigger impression on her if I had sucker punched her with a fine upper cut, which I do not possess in the first place and never with a woman in the second. She looked like I had hit her square on her pretty glass jaw, which in a way, I guess I did.
Her eyes had gone glassy but then she rallied and shook her head. Behind us, Kyla screamed. I slammed the door shut. Christ the woman had a pair of lungs. Then it dawned on me that Kyla must have told Darlene what was happening because she already knew.
"What did you say?" Darlene asked, her eyes clearing.
I released her. "Sorry about that. I haven't said anything to him about you and you little drama play. He thinks you are a hooker and that marrying will let you stop hooking. He still does not get that you like hooking. You cannot let him ask you to marry him without knowing who and what you are."
"What am I, Sonny?"
I stepped back. Her voice was dead. "Darlene, I think you two are great for each other. I have never seen Landon so, well not happy exactly but affected, bothered by any of the many women he has fucked then he is with you. He is utterly focused. I, I think you don't bore him." I almost added "at least not yet" but that would have been cruel to her and unfair to him.
Her face, till then a still mask without expression crumpled. "Oh my lord, Sonny, what do I do now?"
I shrugged. "Right now, we are buttfucking his mom, do you think you should be in on that? Look I don't know why you are here, or how but, but if you love him, you need to think about what you do next. If you don't, then I guess it does not matter." I turned to go. I stopped, looked back at the girl. She looked so impossibly young, younger than I had ever seen her. "You must do something but make it quick. As soon as the little monster cock splits Mrs. Clark open, someone is going to be looking up here to see where I went. If you are still here, I hope you have a good story, better than the one Landon knows about you." I left her then.
I returned to the room and sat in my chair. It was only happenstance that from that vantage point I could see out the door to the living room via the mirror between the beds. So I saw Darlene appear and walk to the bedroom door.
Kyla was on the bed, panting and gasping while she sought to push the rest of Brent's big cock into her pliant ass. When I sat down, he was three quarters of the way home. But when he pulled back, he lost some headway.
"Fuck, Brent, are you always this big?" Kyla asked.
Brent laughed despite the pained concentration on his face. "Maybe we shouldn't ..." He stared but Kyla cut him off by jamming herself back onto his cock, taking half of him into her body in one motion.
"Shut up and fuck me, Brent. If Cici Duncan can take you, I guaran-damn-tee you I can." She growled, then screwed her ass back at him. Two or three more times they restarted his penetration. Alissa was beside them, dabbing lube on them. Then she looked at me and mouthed something.
"What?"
"I said, I have an idea. Get a belt." Kyla's head whipped around to look at the black woman. Then like a light went on, she nodded.
I wanted to be first out the door so I was and found Darlene pulling a broad, fat belt out of Brent's trousers by the couch. She handed it to me and I took it to Alissa. I did not look to see where Darlene went. I ignored her. I wanted her to leave for Landon's sake but then again, I wanted her to stay for his sake too. No way her little charade would endure if she stayed. Landon with a broken heart, however did not appeal to me. But then again, if she was just using him, better he find out now rather than later. I had no idea what was the best outcome. Then it occurred to me that if she stayed, I would definitely get to fuck her. My cock voted for that and I had objective proof that I was a shitty person of the lowest sort. But what a fucking body the girl had!



Alissa waited till Brent was half-inside Kyla before laying the belt onto one of her ass cheeks. Kyla screamed and bucked. Alissa struck the other side of her ass, both times looked very hard. Kyla was gasping and sweating, her body writhing like she was a worm on a hook, wriggling but utterly pinned onto him with little hope of escape. Truth was she was the very opposite of trying to escape. She pushed back but then pulled forward.
"Again!" She growled through gritted teeth. "More."
Alissa nodded and struck the little woman on the ass and back several times. The last time, broke Kyla down. Kyla collapsed onto her chest, her tits bulging out to the side in the most erotic fashion. Brent took that opportunity to ram his cock into her and to his surprise and perhaps to hers, he sank into her to the balls.
"Oh sweet Jesus, I am full of cock!" Kyla cried and then she screamed.
Brent began to hammer into her, coming as he did so. It was into this erotic cacophony that I heard Landon swear.
"What the fuck is she doing here?"
I knew I was busted.
Brent continued to come, pumping Mrs. Clark's ass with his huge cock but she seemed to retreat from the moment, lifting up to look around till she could find Darlene. Darlene had crept to the doorway and now was a couple steps inside.
In that moment, seeing Kyla's reaction, I think everything clicked. I understood what was about to happen.
"Landon, she was at the door. Your mother invited her."
Brent flopped over Kyla, oblivious to the proceedings around him.
Kyla, however, fought to get her arms under her and she pushed at Landon. He was so spent he slipped off her back but his cock was still hard and still lodged deep in her body. They tipped onto their sides together. It was almost funny seeing Kyla disappear behind her pile of pillows and her scrabbling legs kicking them off the bed. Suddenly there was a loud pop and she was free of the assfucker that had pinned her to the bed. Brent just lay there, unaware.
Kyla struggled to her feet on my side of her bed but when she stood up, her eyes rolled up in her head and she sat down, which immediately brought her news of the pain now in her ass. She grunted and struggled to stand up again.
"What is she doing here?" Landon asked the room.
"Yeah, who the hell is that?" Sammy asked, standing up and covering himself with a pillow.
I give dear Darlene a lot of credit. She moved into the room, standing at the end of the bed. Brent roused, saw her and covered his cock with a pillow. I almost laughed. If they only knew. Then I changed my mind about that thought because it was likely they were about to know more than they wanted.
"I am Darlene Emerson. I am Landon's" here she stuttered a little but finally found the right word, "er, girlfriend. I, uh," now she stalled. She looked at Landon and then at his mother.
"What the hell is she doing her, Landon?" That was Chris.
I was about to jump in but had no idea what to say.
Kyla took up the narrative. "I, I invited her. I, I know she has been seeing my son, and I, well I wanted her to understand what, you know, what we had been doing. She, she is a hooker. She, her father lost all his money and she has to hook to get money to go to college. I, I wanted her to feel at home, so, so I invited her here, here to watch me be airtight with my son and his friends."
Landon was staring at his mother.
"Shit." Brent said, "Just how much have you told her about, uh, us." He struggled to look over the pillows over at Landon.
Landon, bless his heart, blushed. He bowed his head then lifted it again, sticking out his chin. "I, I told her everything. All of it. She is a hooker and, well, I wanted her to know when I said I didn't care, that if she wanted to she could but I would take care of her, so I told her about me and Mom and one thing led to another and the MILF list and everything came out. I couldn't not tell her the truth. Sonny, Sonny pointed out that if I marry this woman, she and Mom were going to have to get along."
"Everything?" Chris said darkly.
"Marry?" Sammy caught on quick.
Landon stood up. "This is as good a time as any." He walked past me and I was so thunder struck I let him but Darlene, forewarned, caught him by the arm.
"Wait, wait, Landon, wait."
He shook his arm loose. I had seen that in him. He had the singleness that became an unstoppable force.
"Landon, dude, you need to listen to her." I said in my best grown-up voice.
I was so surprised when he turned to look at me. His eyes were blazing. "What do you know about all this, Sonny?"
Darlene stepped right up. "None of this is Sonny's fault and he knows what he knows because I have been lying to you."
Everything came to a halt. The whole room quit breathing.
"Lying?" Landon said. His head whipped around to me. "And you knew?"
I held up my hands. "I just found out, well, part of it last night."
"But after I told you, er, what I told you? You could have mentioned it!"
Darlene moved over to him. She pulled his face around to look at him. "This is not Sonny's fault. It is all mine. All mine. No one else's."
Landon seemed to calm immediately when she touched him. That was amazing in itself. "Okay. What are you talking about then?"
Darlene glanced at me. "He, Sonny told me I had, had to come clean. He didn't tell you because it needed to come from me. He knew that and he risked leaving you hanging to give me a chance to get up my nerve. I, I never expected to fall in love with you."
Landon, nude though he was, melted. He put a hand up and clasped hers, holding it against his cheek. Oh, and his cock got hard. He was exposed in every way possible, the poor sod. I tried to rescue him.
"Why don't you two get some privacy?" I said softly. "This conversation in a room full of naked people may not be the best venue."
Darlene's denial was total and instant. "No, no! Landon I lied to you in private. How can you trust me now? I know that. I, I have to tell you the truth in public or we have no hope."
Landon stepped away from her. Her hand dropped away and they separated. I did not know what that meant. Landon glanced at me. "What do you think, Sonny?" He asked. "You seem to know what is going on here."
"I think you should listen to her. Just shut up and listen for a moment."
He nodded. "Okay." He seemed so rational. It was unnerving. He looked around at the room of naked people and then looked back at Darlene. "I have to hit the head. Give me a minute."
He danced around people to restroom. The shower came on.
Darlene, again, was the only one dressed in the room. The room was dank with her perfume. Alissa got up from where she sat on the bed beside Brent and came over to me and sat on the edge of my chair. I looped an arm around her health hips. God but she felt good. I felt my own calm with her next to me. Funny how that works.
I expected something from the other guys but they seemed content to wait for Landon to get back.
Landon came into the room, smelling of soap, wet, with a towel around his waist. He dropped the towel at Darlene's feet. He walked over beside Kyla. "Mom, I am clean. Suck my cock." Kyla looked at him with opaque eyes but then got carefully to her knees, her hands grasped him and she kissed the end. His limp meat swelled. She sucked the head into her mouth.
"This is me, Darlene. I fuck. I fuck my mother. I fuck their mothers. I fuck you. There. Now. Tell me your story."
Darlene gulped. "I, my father is not broke. That night, that weekend when I told you all that shit, I was pissed off at him. My mom, she is a priss and won't let me do anything at all. She thinks I am still a little girl even though I am bursting with womanhood all over. She won't see it. Daddy does. But she convinced him I shouldn't go away to school and I was furious he always sides with her even when she was wrong. So I told you my fantasy about my father and him being a shit and broke and knowing I, I ... I am a hooker and all."
Landon groaned. He put his hand on the back of his mother's head. "I will, will always want to fuck my mother, Darlene." He said it with eyes half closed. It was a statement, with no implied question.
She regarded him but her face betrayed nothing. She continued. "I, I do hook. I, one of the men my father does business introduced me to sex and I liked it so much when he recommended I put my show on the road, I, I discovered I liked it. I do. Fuck me but I love fucking strange men. I do. I get so excited, I was beginning to think there was no hope for me till you came along. Being with you, you excite me the same way, like when the strange guy opens his hotel door and invite me in. The, the way they look at me, I can feel the lust in them emanating and filling the room. It is the same with you. I, I thought I would not have to choose, that somehow I could have you and my thing too."
"Can you?" Landon whispered.
Darlene smiled. "I don't know. Can I? What makes you think I can stop fucking strange men for money? It is the money, too, you know. I like it when the pay me and tip me for the fuck I just gave to them, the pleasure they take from entering me and making me do what they want me to do. Sometimes I see something in them and introduce them to themselves and they are shocked. I, I love that sense of power, of knowing that secret about someone and keeping it treasured to myself, till they call me the next time."
"Are you asking for, for permission? From me, I mean?" Landon spoke tightly, his mother was putting on a showing sucking his cock. "What are you doing here, tonight?"
"Your mother, she said I, we," Darlene swallowed and looked at me. "I tried to trick her out, as, as my mother. We, we were going to do a mother-daughter trick for a, a client. She figured it out and it fell through. Then, last night, I, ah," she stumbled to a halt.
Kyla pulled off Landon's cock. With her eyes fixed on his cock, she spoke. "Tell it all, Darlene. Just like you know it." Then she sucked the cock back into her mouth.
Darlene swallowed hard. "Last night, ah, in the afternoon, I went over to her house to see if, if she would go out with me, to pick up a trick or two. But she was leaving. I saw her getting into a taxi and I followed her here. Sonny," she looked at me. I waved her on.
"Sonny was selling her to the guy that owns this room. Ass and pussy. He, he fucked her last night. Turns out, however, he was in town doing a deal with my father so, his idea of having us do the mother daughter thing fell through. Again." Despite herself, Darlene was unable to keep the disappointment out of her voice. "My father met ah, the client in the bar downstairs and that was when your mother and Sonny figured out I was a lying bitch. Sonny, he covered beautifully for my father. He has no idea I am tricking. He now knows about you though. You'll like my father, Landon. My mother, not so much, though, to be fair, she'll love it that you are rich. My mom is a cunt." Darlene trundled to a stop.
"So? Now what?" Landon asked. "You have been lying to me all along. You like, like hooking. So what do we do now?"
"Your mother is sucking your cock." I reminded Landon. "And dude, it is not like you have been fully honest here, even yet." It sounds cruel but I saw no way for them to get through this if Landon kept his attraction to the rail secret.
He ignored me though but his lips lost their tight-line. He eyes softened. Then he grinned, a tight, tense grin. "I think you should be punished."
"Spank her." Sammy said.
"Shut up, Sammy." I, his mom, and Landon all three said together.
"Sheeze. I get no respect." Sammy grumbled.
Landon looked back at Darlene. "Tell us, Darlene, what should your punishment be."
I am sure she felt it. This was a test and damned if I did not see the right answer but that may have been just me. I was sure unsure Darlene saw it. She did.
She smiled a wistful smile. "I, ah, I think I should learn to like women. You know, so I can go, go down on your mother. I mean, I should fuck you and your mother."
"Oh fuck me," Sammy growled, "do you have a sister? A twin? I know, shut up, Sammy."
Landon shook his head. "You will do that. You will. But I think, I think you should fuck my friends."
"Oh, now there is a great idea!" Sammy chortled. "You romantic you! Landon ... I know, shut up, Sammy."
Even Landon could not help himself, a smile ghosted on his lips. "I think, I think you came here with the idea that you were going to fuck me and my friends. I think you should."
"Fuck me." That was Chris.
"I, wait here." Landon pushed his panting mother off his very hard cock and left the room. He returned with the ring box. He got one one knee before Darlene. "Darlene Emerson, will you marry me?" He held out the ring box. He was nude. In a room for a naked people, with a hardon, on one knee before the only clothed woman in the room, yet the fucker made it work. How I do not fucking know!
Darlene took it from him, her hands trembling. She opened it and hissed, "Fuck me, Landon, that is some rock!" She looked up and saw the pained, tense look in his eyes. "Yes, yes, let's get engaged! We, we have some negotiation but, yes, lets do it after we get engaged."
He took the box from her fingers, removed the ring and slipped it onto her finger. "We'll figure out the details later but tonight, this weekend, you have to fuck my friends."
"And your mother." Darlene added.
"And my son," Kyla added from her knees beside the bed.
Alissa stood up. "Okay, Landon, take this young woman into one of the other rooms and go to bed and do whatever you need to do. Tomorrow afternoon, Kyla Clark will fly Airtight. Tonight, though, if I count right, we two MILFs have two cocks each at our disposal. I call Sonny and Sammy. Me, my son and my lover will sleep in the master bedroom. Kyla, you can figure the rest out by yourself. Oh, and tomorrow, you and your 'daughter' will be airtight together!"
I watched this all unfold. My initial intuition that the mom's would "mom" us if we let them proved to be the case. We had all just been "mommed" but you know, I sort of liked the plan. Seeing Alissa rear up and take command was, it was interesting to see and I wondered how long and how deep it would go. So I said nothing and went with it.
"We'll meet for brunch." Alissa said with finality. "Put it on this rooms bill. I'll take care of it."
With that, Alissa led Sammy and I out of the room. What happened after that, I do not know but I do know know that Alissa did not sleep much till after dawn broke. At first it was like we were an old married couple, er, triple. We asked the hotel for toiletries and brushed teeth, even showering and such, one at a time. The hotel included a stack of robes and we availed ourselves of that. We were mostly quiet, just moving through the master bedroom and the luxurious bath and shower attached.
Alissa was finished first—because we let her go first, spending a little watching football on the tube while she primped and plumped her body. She was so careful, I cannot imagine she thought she was going to sleep. She did, however, stripe off the robe and crawl into bed, even while Sammy and did our fifteen minute business. I was last out of the bath and found Sammy still watching Notre Dame and USC play their annual game. USC won. The last second ticked off and Sammy clicked off the tube, er, the flat screen.
He turned and looked at me but he was sober and bland. He only asked, "which side do you want?"
His mother lay in the center of the huge, round bed. She lay on her back, a berm creasing the white satin bedspread. The room was a little chilly. I opened the window, with a look at Sammy. He nodded and took the other, bath-side of the bed. I stood at the side of the bed and watched Sammy crawl into the bed, laying down beside her. He then curled up onto an elbow and looked at me.
"You can fuck her first. Then me." He said. He looked down at his mother laying flat on her back. We had both seen her crawl nude into the bed. She did not respond to his voice. Sammy, clicked his tongue a couple times and pulled the bedspread down off of her breast, the one closest to him. He kissed it, licked the nipple and then watched it swell against his teasing tongue.
Alissa's hips pulsed up once and she moaned softly. Sammy fit his lips over her breast and she groaned. I watched, fascinated. Finally, Sammy lifted his head from the breast of his moaning mother. "Do the other. When she begs us to fuck her," he finally grinned, "then fuck her." He bent over her breast.
I was initially unsure if the woman was conscious but as her son nuzzled and sucked her breast, she pulled her arm out from between them and lay it on her son's head, holding him in place. Her eyes flickered, looking up at me, then closed. "Oh honey." She sighed. "Oh your lips on me feel so nice."
I turned off the light. The blue glow from the city glazed the darkness, spangling the white bed and its occupants. I crawled under the covers and sought Alissa's last, unattended breast.
"Oh, oh my." She sighed as my lips kissed about her breast. "Oh, boys, oh my yes, do that."
Thinking I was all creative and stuff, I lay a hand on her bare thigh and moved up towards her crotch and found Sammy's throbbing arm. Alissa's hips were pumping even as her son pumped her pussy with his hand, rubbing and kissing her at the same time.
She sighed softly. "Fuck me, please fuck me." She whispered, her voice a breeze of lust in the angular darkness. "Oh no." She gasped.
I felt her thigh pressing against my knee as she opened them. She was shivering with desire. I got between her legs. Sammy had retreated and unbelievably, I found my body responding to her need. I entered her gently.
Alissa cooed, her body welcoming me with motion and the slick indication of her arousal. I sank completely into her body, grinding us together as I filled her.
"Come in me, fill me up, Sonny." She whispered. Her voice was a caress, but taut with her erotic anticipation. "While my son watches us, fuck me, make me climax while he watches. He will fuck me too, when you are done and I, oh, oh fuck me!"
Her thighs squeezed against me, pressing against my sides as she lifted her knees. Her feet found my knees and mounted on them which allowed her hips to pump her body onto my piercing cock.
The reprieve had done me good and I was well recovered. But I did not come immediately. I slowly stroked my cock deep into her and then up and out, kissing her twitching pussy lips with the head of my cock each time before parting them again and entering her.
"Oh, oh Sonny, don't tease me. Fuck me. Please fuck me hard!" Alissa finally groaned. Her arms were looped around my neck, casually embracing me. I increased my tempo and she met it with a perfect harmony of her own.
When I came, I poured into her. When I quit gasping and growling over her and lay my head onto her shoulder, she kissed up and down my neck, licking and nipping at me. My cock shriveled and I finally climbed from between her legs to fall heavily onto my back.
Alissa got up and a moment later the bathroom light came on. She had crawled over her son. My eyes drooped and I never saw her shut off the light and come back to bed. The next thing I was aware of what motion, shaking the ground under me. I felt lightheaded, unsure where I was. Then I heard the words.
"I, oh Sammy, darling boy, fuck me harder."
Alissa.
I came awake as her voice tightened, keening and the bouncing of the bed beside me became more profound. Then I heard Sammy grinding his teeth, muttering, "fuck yes, fuck yes, fuck yes!" over and over again. Then he growled and groaned. The motion of the bed changed from the flowing surges to the quick shaking.



A moment later, they were still. Sammy lay on her for a while but then, like I had, rolled off of her. She lay for a moment, her panting filled the odd darkness. There was no question I was not going to sleep. My cock was rock hard. Again. I thought about just fucking her but just as I was about to make my move, she sat up and left he bed again. I could smell them, the sharp scent of sexual conjoining fully consummated.
I lay awake, assuming my cock was dissipate and I could go back to sleep but I was misinformed. By the time the light went off and I knew she was returning, I was thrumming with anticipation. The idea of entering her again infected my mind and all I wanted was to feel her legs parting and that first luscious moment as I entered her.
I lay still on my side while she got settled, closer to my edge of the bed than to her. When she was still for a moment, I was about to move to mount her again but I felt her hand brush against my butt. I rolled onto my back, closer to her. She moved it up over my thigh and towards my very hard cock. When she touched it with the back of her hand, she inhaled sharply.
"Oh, goodness, Sonny. Again?"
I did not think it was so much a question as a suggestion and taking it as such, I rolled over between her legs. Her hands found me and fit me into her crease. I sank deep into her. My god, the pleasure of the woman surrounding my cock with her lusting desire. She shivered, hissing and grunting as her hips lurched up to meet my descending cock over and over. I felt my need echo through her. This time, I gripped her ass, laying full on her and began to hammer her. The bed shook beneath us.
Out of the darkness, I heard a muttered word wrapped in some moan. Sammy sounded completely asleep. I pulled his mother's body up against me, my fingers clasped deeply into her plush buttocks. She groaned.
"I love it!" She hissed. "Your hands on my ass, oh yes, fuck me."
I felt her body echo her words. He seemed to envelop me. I found an easy rhythm and began to fuck her numb. For a long time I rode her and she sighed and moaned while I plunged my cock into her over and over again.
Then, just as I was beginning to tire and was on the verge of letting my tempo slow, she began to shake, her voice squeaked beside my head, her hands were claws on my back.
"Oh, oh, oh, come, come, coming!" She whispered urgently. Her heels were hooked inside my knees so she could lever her pussy on and off my cock as she wished, when I released her ass and gave her the slack between our bodies to do so.
I struggled to my elbows to catch my breath. Alissa continued to fuck me, her body grinding up and down on my cock, pulsing and surging. In the sensuous reality of her body, I realized I had not even kissed her yet. I was just entering her and using her and it seemed to excite her. But when I kissed her, finding her lips with mine, her body seemed to explode. She arched under me, her voice gurgling into my mouth as my tongue swabbed her lips and then her teeth. She bucked into a definite orgasm when my tongue explored alone the sensitive roof of her mouth. My body was still while hers rolled gently beneath me, stroking me with her clasping cunt. I wanted to feel her kiss as she grunted through her orgasm. She did. She came, I mean. I felt the warm flush of her climax splash up between us. She squelched as I ran my cock in and out of her.
She was laying in a bed between her son and his friend and they were fucking her, one after the other, each recovering while the other entered and rode her. She was aroused by this and when she came the third time with me inside her, her back arched, pressing her tits against me, exposing her neck to me as her lips ripped away from mine. She groaned and then cursed. Her whole body seemed to blend with mine and in that perfect moment of ecstasy, my own orgasm found and attacked me. It thrashed through me like a tropical storm. I came into the woman, spewing deep into her while she cried and groaned beneath me.
I humped into her, pulsing with orgasm and feeling the pleasure of it run up and down my body. I felt electric and it seemed like my response to her passed to her and she amplified it and passed it back. Back and forth like that, we exchanged our pleasure till in microseconds of flashing sensation that, when it passed, left me drained in every sense of the word. I knew distantly if I did not throw myself free of her, I would find I could not move and she was suffocate.
I rolled heavily off of her and the next thing I knew, she was washing me in the dark, a warm, soft cloth. Her lips found my flimsy cock and kissed the end. To my surprise, I got hard, right in her hands. Alissa giggled. Then she sucked me deep into her mouth. She immediately released me. "Not your turn." She whispered and crawled over me, leaving the wet cloth on my tummy. She settled beside me and my body and mind turned off, blending with darkness.
I woke to her renewed cries, the bed roiled beneath me and I had a moment of seasickness before I was totally awake. Awareness returned and I realized Sammy was fucking her again. She seemed unabated in her approval. I faded and fell into the black hole of my exhaustion, rocked to sleep by their moaning poetry and subtle lust. Alissa cried garbled words entwined with her groans of pleasure. Then I was gone.
I woke again to more of the same. Alissa was gurgling, her voice rich with pleasure and panting passion. I rolled over, showing them my ass and back. When I woke next, the room was both dark and silent. But then I felt the bed shift and heard the subtle scraping of naked flesh on naked flesh followed by a heavy thud that rocked the bed. Beside me Alissa sighed.
My cock got hard. I wanted to know where all this was coming from. I was using up Christmas energy for the next decade all in one night, sharing a woman with her son! I lay, curled in a little ball around my very stiff dick, considering my condition. Almost without thought, I got to my knees and pulled the covers down from her torso.
Alissa moaned. "Oh Sonny, I, yes, whatever you want. Take me again." Her voice was barely a sound but the sentiment oozed in her every word. I moved over her and her hand found my cock. "Again, still? My god, Sonny." She went silent as I found her breast and kissed and sucked her. I felt her chest begin to heave as she took deeper and deeper breaths, trying to remain silent.
With my mouth fitted over her breast, I knee-walked between her legs. She parted them, her body a pulsing invitation. I entered her again, ramming into her as hard as I could. I penetrated her, Her legs opened, her knees lifted and I clicked deeper into her body. I sought and found a rhythm again and for a long, long time I lifted my body and then slide my cock into her with regular, consistent motion that left her panting in the throes of passion between tense convulsions of orgasm, wracking her over and over again as I pumped into her. It felt so fine to just fuck her with slow, careful strokes. She hummed as I fucked her. After a time her voice tightened and her tune changed to grunts. Her hips bucked under me and she came much harder, fighting the urge to scream; I could hear it in her stifled sounds, choked by her own action. I fucked her for a very long time.
Alissa panted through a teeny tiny orgasm which inspired me. I backed off of her body, nearly disconnecting us, looped my arms under her raised knees and bent her double, pressing her knees to her chest. I reentered her with force. Our bodies slapped together with a loud smack. Her thighs and cunt formed a very nice landing pad and I continued with the one point landing, piercing her with my cock.
Her voice was tighter still as she groaned with the penetration but that could have been because she was bent completely double. I released her legs and she hooked them on my shoulder, stretched out her hand in the dark and surrenderer her body to my control. With no imagination, I fucked her, stopping only to grind against her. Alissa moaned and tried to fuck me back but in that position, she had little success. I sliced into her with my cock and all she could do was focus on the feel of being entered with a long, hard cock. Her voice revealed her approval and in minutes, she screamed, her whole body fighting the position and my control of it. Her quaking orgasm called mine.
She grunted into a whole new version of ecstasy. I filled her again and she squealed, seeking to engage in my orgasm but unable to fight free of her doubled up position. "Oh fuck, Sonny. I, I can not believe that was the best yet." She hissed.
I think the pattern had been established. She climbed over my body, once I released her and returned to rouse me with a soft cloth to clean me, then sucked my cock. I slipped from conscious, spent physically and emotionally.
I don't know how long I slept. When I woke next, all was still. I glanced at the clock, finally. We had turned off the lights at about eleven. It was three. My cock was hard. Rather than getting embroiled in some soliloquy about to fuck or not to fuck, I reached for her. I wanted to use her again.
Alissa lay on her side her ass aimed at me. I pulled her onto her back. She groaned but without conscious movement. Her legs opened a little but I had to lever them wider, in my direction to make room to get between them. She did not move or help. I pushed her thighs wider with my knees and she shifted but did not respond. I ran a hand softly up the inside of her thigh. When I encountered her pussy, I found her still wet and open. I pushed a finger into her and she groaned softly but did not move. I bent over her and inserted my cock, pressing into her. I encountered plenty of resistance. I pumped her, shoving into her a little more each time.
Her hips rippled and then she moaned, her body arching beneath me and I felt her pussy gush with reaction. I slipped past the last of her clinging barriers and penetrated her to the core. I gently fucked her, subconsciously trying to let her sleep while I fucked her. She woke though, with a start. I felt on hand go to my face and the she was patting my head.
"Sonny? Again?" She said, her voice groggy with sleep and thick with desire or wonder or both. I gripped her ass and pulled up and ground down into her. She bucked. "Oh Christ." She squealed, surprised by the feeling arriving so soon after awareness. Her whole body went tense and then her hips bucked up at me; once, twice, three times. She thrashed so hard all I could do was balance on my hands and ride the swells of her pleasure. When that convulsion passed, I gripped her ass and began to grind fuck her. She groaned as a new orgasm washed over her, then another rippled in her body and then a third convulsed her.
"Oh, oh, oh fuck me, Sonny. Fuck me!" Alissa groaned as her body thrashed through a new set of sensations that swamped her identity and left her as nothing but a knot of pleasure penetrated by a cock. She grunted, she cried, she bucked while I rode her, stroking into her with a grinding motion that left her gasping. By the time I came in her the third time that night, she was fleeing orgasms that chased through her with constant regularity. She could not catch her breath or stop the penetrating sensations that dominated her, mind and body. Alissa Honeywell pulsed through a whole series of orgasms that resulted in pulling another from me.
I toppled off of her and fell into a dark hole. I remember hearing Sammy muttering, "My turn, Mom, just stay like that." Alissa groaned and I fell away from consciousness.
I woke next to gurgling and grunting. I opened my eyes and could see nothing. The darkness was complete. I rolled from my side onto my back and then faced Alissa. Her breathing was choppy, jerking as she grunted and hissed. I put out a hand and found her belly, her hand found mine and moved it immediately up to a breast. She was on her side. I sensed her body pulsing. Sammy was behind her, fucking her on her side, scissored between her legs. Alissa groaned and I felt her whole body begin to shiver.
"Oh Christ in a cape!" She said out loud, her voice seeming to shatter the darkness. "Oh you boys, I have never, never oh, oh my sweet god!" Her voice ran up the scale and I felt her tense, her hand pressing my palm hard against her breast. Her body and the bed shifted with Sammy's motion.
"Sonny?" Sammy said.
"Yeah," I responded.
"Just checking." He said. "Didn't want to wake you but now ..." His pace increased and Alissa began to pant harder.
She moved my hand off her breast, twisted as she was, up to her mouth. She kissed my palm. Before she started sucking on my thumb or something, I scrunched closer and kissed her. Her hands both found me, her body pulsed with the motion of her son between her legs. Her hand held my face while I kissed her and I found and mauled one breast, tweaking and pinching her nipple till she grunted and twitched away from me. Sammy rolled her towards me and I ended up on my back, Alissa draped over me, kissing me while he fucked her from behind. When he came, it happened suddenly and like that it was past. In the dark stillness, Aliss reached down my body and found my miracle cock.
"My god, Sonny!" She hissed but did not hesitate. She climbed over me and positioning herself astride, she sank down heavily onto my cock. She rode me to a quick orgasm and then continued to ride through a few more. I lost count. I roused, gripped her hips and began to help, my cock was rock hard, spearing up into her while she ground us together.
I felt Sammy move and a moment later Alissa squealed. I heard him sucking at her breast and then they were kissing. She began to come in another long stream of swells that finally finished her off. She pushed Sammy away and collapsed in a puddle over me. She rolled off of me like life had departed her, her body lank and empty of any further will. I fell back into the black well of darkness.
When next I woke and it was nearly dawn. The windows glowed with the approaching day. And good Christ if I wasn't hard again. Was pretty sure it was pee a hardon so I lay still waiting for it to subside so I could go pee. It did. I did but when I lay down beside Alissa's nude body, my body denied my assessment and my cock got hard again. I fucked her again. I was a little delirious with sleep but I knew I was fucking her again. I had the primordial desire to fuck her as many times I could muster. For me, there was no tomorrow; only the present and Alissa's inviting, open legs. When I finished, I immediately felt Sammy mount her. I could see him, rising over her, bending to suck her breast which made her squeal, crying out as she orgasmed again. I intentionally moved over to press my thigh against her hips. I felt the tremor of orgasm possess her, her hips tensing and pulsing up to engulf her son, the man who was fucking her. She cried out and then thrashed into a violent orgasm.
I rolled over after they subsided and the next thing I knew the room was full of sunshine.
I rolled onto my back and sat up. Sammy was sitting up too. We looked at each other and then down, as if by agreement, at his supine mother One arm was thrown over her head. Her neck and breasts showed a field of dark bruises. The cover was down below her waist, showing the top of her pubic hair. She breathed deeply, evenly.
"Shit, I smell coffee." Sammy hissed. He got out of bed and padded to the bathroom. I looked back at Alissa. She did not stir. Her lips were curled into a sensuous smile and while I watched, her tongue appeared for a moment as if tasting something strange and receded.
Sammy appeared from the bath in his robe and silently slipped out into the outer area.
I smelled it too. Coffee. I followed his lead and showered. When I was cleaned, I found Brent and Kyla sipping coffee around the kitchen bar. Sammy handed me a cup poured himself a new one. I sat, he sat and we sipped in silence.
Sammy sat his cup down, his eyes fixed on some vision of the past. "We might have fucked mom to death." He said softly.
Kyla's face became really tense. "They, no one touched me, last night. They said, they said there was time enough today. I needed my sleep." She looked at Brent, accusingly.
He shrugged, the robe was a bit small for him so it rode much higher on his bare thighs. I could see he had his boxers on, his big cock a visible arch inside them. Kyla was staring at it.
Brent noticed. "Airtight." He muttered.
Kyla's eyes flew up to his and she looked away. Pink tinged her cheeks. After a moment she looked in my direction but not at me. "I could not sleep much. All I could think about was having a cock in me from both directions. And no one bothered to fuck me last night."
"Just as well. Sonny is probably too used up to do you much good. If we all were fucked out we'd have to delay a week just to get our strength back."
"Fuck you, Sammy." I said amicably. "I do need to eat." I growled. I felt translucent.
Landon and Darlene appeared, arms around each other. They must have heard because I asked if they had a good night, Darlene glowered at Landon and said, "He refused to fuck me. I am so horny I think I could fuck a turtle and make us both come."
I had no idea how that would even work.
Landon chuckled and kissed her on the forehead, not even on the lips. "You will thank me, baby." He looked over at us and said, "I thought a trip through the buffet would get us all back to zero. If you and Sammy fucked Mrs. Honeywell all night, I expect you need to get your energy back."
He had a point, I felt like I had a hangover. Sammy and I crept into the room and changed into "outside clothes". Alissa did not even move. Chris did not appear and Brent insisted he was still asleep. We went down without him. Alissa appeared in another hour, while we were all sitting around watching the NFL on the restaurant TV. I had almost had enough but thought I had room for more eggs. I got up to get some and as I waited in life I heard a voice almost in my ear, so close it made me jump.
"I know you are going to fuck your sisters!"
I looked around at Chris. "Fuck man!" I said, still a little grouchy. Alissa was strutting around like a queen, her back straight, her tits out, her ass rolling like she was well oiled, still. I guess she probably had cum in every nook and cranny of her pussy this morning and she would be oozing cum till Christmas. "What did you say?"
"I said, I know you are planning to fuck your sisters." He hesitated, glancing around at the sparse crowd, those few cluttering the buffet in front of us. "I know you are. Shit, I would have fucked them all by now." Then his eyes sharpened. "Have you? Have you fucked them?"
I shook my head. "No, not all of them."
Chris did not pick up the hedge in my statement, or ignored it. "I, I want to fuck your sisters. You know that. I, I'd trade you my mother if she would not fuck you if you snapped your fingers or whatever you wanted her to do. I, I don't have anything to trade, really."
"My sisters are not for trade. Trading women is disgusting, Chris. What the fuck is wrong with you." Then I saw a tall woman with huge tits and dark brunette hair appear, her cleavage deep and dark and inviting. My cock got hard. I mean, it got completely erect right there in the restaurant. Instantly! Fuck, I was a mess! I grinned at Chris. "But if you were to come up with something worth the trade, I am sure we could come to some agreement. I know Georgia would love to do you!" I didn't know any such thing. I was a mean bastard sometimes because I wanted him to beg for Tawny.
Chris just looked at me and he nodded at the line that gaped before me. "Move along. I'm hungry!" He growled.
I got what I wanted and went back and sat down. I had focused on eating but now I had time to relax and in doing so, I found myself watching Darlene. She looked nervous. The more I watched her the more obvious it was to me. She touched herself, her hands flitting about without any real purpose or pattern that suggested she was not really controlling them. In the end, she caught me staring at her and she blushed. Oddly, it was only at that very moment, when she blushed and dropped her eyes from my gaze that I realized we, as a group, had decided she should fuck us all. Airtight Airlines was going to fly them both first class, her and her look-alike other-mother.



I got hard again. The idea of seeing her nude appealed to me in a cocky sort of way. I turned my attention back to eating. Kyla began hurrying us along the closer it got to four o'clock. I think she had a time in mind and that was it. Time for what, we all knew.
By three we were done eating. We just sat around jazzing and cutting up, torturing the staff and generally being obnoxious in a harmless sort of way. Sammy flirted with the waitresses shamefully. I watched Landon and Darlene for signs of a fracture but all I saw was nerves and took that in the best sense, anticipation. Finally Kyla succeeded in getting us all moving and we crammed into the elevator and went up to the suite.
We found it coiffed and spiffy, ready for a new round of abuse. We filed in and the guys flopped into chairs. I had stopped eating nearly two hours before so I was much more comfortable than I had been. Alissa, who had been apart from me downstairs, drifted to the armchair where I sat and perched on the arm. I sneaked my arm around her, resting my hand on her crossed thighs. They were firm and sensuous in her cream pants suit. She took my hand in hers, pressing my palm against the voluptuous curve of her thigh. She turned and looked down on me. She smiled but it was a misty smile, filled with something I could not fathom and dared not name. I did not want it to be regret but that is what I feared I saw. Her words put me at ease on that score.
She leaned over me, pressing one breast tight into my cheek. "Sonny, I have never had a night like last night. My god, I got no sleep. When I did, all I dreamed about was a man between my knees filling me full of cock."
"I hope it was me at least some of the time."
She shook her head. "Not even once. But it seemed to me I woke up with you planted in my pussy plenty of times. God, I think I am still oozing cum."
My arm tightened around her waist, fingers pressed in her hip. I hollered at Kyla and she came over to me. "Kyla dear, do you know if your dear daughter there has eaten pussy yet?"
Kyla's face flickered through a half dozen emotions several that had the effect of pinking her face. Her mouth opened, closed, she licked her lips, and finally, she closed and opened her eyes once. She shook her head.
"I think," I began, "no, I know Mrs. Honeywell would be willing to let the young woman practice on her."
Kyla nodded hard once. She said in a breathy voice, "while we watch, you mean."
I returned her nod, "Yes, while we watch. Why don't you go get some pillows and I will unwrap Mrs. Honeywell here. Since she is going to serve, she should be nude sooner than later."
Kyla hesitated, "What about, er, uh, her?"
"Darlene? I think it would be interesting for her to eat pussy clothed, don't you? Just the contrast would be interesting. Besides, naked she is going to attract cock."
"So she learns to eat pussy. What about being eaten?"
I knew what that question meant. I smiled at the woman. "I think you should do that after we have all fucked her. A taste of man, ode d'fuck, creme de cum, the tang of cock on your tongue when you stick it into her. Run along, get the pillows."
Kyla did.
Alissa leaned into me again, pressing her breast against my ear, intentionally I was sure. "My lord, Sonny, when you talk about me like that, when I am sitting right here, about how you will use me ... I am wet! For the first time I think I understand Mrs. Wills and why she agreed to serve. My god, there is something about having a man take you for granted like that. I like the whole idea of having you all ..."
I touched a finger to her full lips, "You get nothing, my dear other than a little practice from Darlene." I spoke into the calm silence of the room loud enough for everyone to hear. The lassitude of the room was luxurious and thick with erotic anticipation. It fairly emanated from Darlene.
Kyla returned with pillows and the room went silent. Darlene, who had been absent the day before when the pillows were used on the coffee table looked puzzled. The rest of us breathed shallow with tight anticipation, like lions spying a staked goat for the first time. Darlene shuddered, knowing deep inside the silence concerned her. Kyla arranged the pillows similar to the day before, but lengthwise on the table.
I pushed out of the chair and helped Alissa stand. Her hand trembled in mine. This professional, sexual, intelligent, sensual, capable woman was chewing her lower lip as I led her by the hand to stand before the coffee table. She stood there. Her dark hands were pressed palms down against her own thighs. It was an unnatural pose.
For a moment it felt like I would make some announcement but I could think of nothing to say. Alissa told me later that she thought my silence was eloquent and honestly, I still do not know if she was being sarcastic or silly or what.
I turned to her. She wore the pants suit and had I my druthers, I would have preferred something different but I shrugged and set to unwrapping her. It was Christmas and to tell you the truth I was not sure if I would have preferred to be the giver or the gift in her place. I took off her jacket. Alissa had a red bra on underneath, which, once the jacket was gone, blazed like a flame against her darkness through the white blouse. Kyla sidled over and took it from my hand and quickly hung it up in the closet. I selected a button on her blouse, just below the arch of her breasts over her belly. Then the one below it. Her dark stomach appeared, a splash of black against the cream blouse. I unbuttoned the top button and the next down.
Alissa shuddered, closing her eyes, chewing her lower lips.
I pulled at the bottom of the blouse untucking it from her slacks. The tails dangled down, draping her wide hips with similar shades but providing a contrast between the pale fabric and her bared skin. Two buttons remained, one at the crest of her breasts and another above. I undid the top. Her cleavage appeared. When my fingers brushed her skin, she gasped, opening her eyes to look me in the eyes. I unbottoned the last button and the blouse blossomed open, parting and revealing her red bra.
I removed her blouse. Alissa shivered, held in sway by my gaze and my lightly caressing hands. My cock resumed its state of erection.
When I skimmed the blouse off her shoulders and down her arms, she gasped. Someone else hissed as well, whom I suspected was Darlene. I glanced at the girl. The reality of her situation was sinking in but then I thought that was a stupid concept. Last night she had watched Mr. Cheng and I and there was no confusion. But this time, what she watched she had the virtually sure idea would include her participation in some way. Surely that was different.
"Pay attention, Darlene. You are going to eat this woman till she screams. Practice makes perfect." I said.
Alissa gulped ostentatiously.
When I reached around Alissa to unhook her bra with both hands, she placed her hands lightly on each shoulder and held still. Her forearms fit onto my upper arms. I fiddled with the bra strap. I think my hands were shaking; I could not concentrate because the black woman was aroused and so very close. Her breath ruffled my hair and tickled my ear. I could not help it, I kissed the slope of her breast while I fingered the catch of her bra strap. When I found it, I breathed and heard Alissa release her breath as well. I moved back, pulling the bra off of her breasts. The new bruises from last night appeared as dark scrawls across her skin, the passionate graffiti that qualified her for this moment. I gently removed the bra from her breasts, folding it down over them till her nipples appeared, hard and erect.
She heaved a big breath that made her breasts shake. I untangled the bra from her hands and handed it to Kyla. I bent, kissed one breast passionately then moved to the other. Alissa's hands drifted on my shoulders, tracing my movements but not guiding or controlling, just resting on me with utterly compliance to my wishes.
Having kissed both breasts, I straightened, pulled her in to a tight embrace, kissing her on the lips. She shivered at first as her bare breasts were crushed against my starched, new shirt. As the kiss progressed, I felt her body relax and then her hips bumped against me. I broke the kiss. Her eyes glistened with desire.
"Thank you." She whispered. Everyone likely heard but no one understood. She was calm now, her body singing with arousal but past the point that the need threatened to unravel her reason. I knelt before her and stood tall on my knees, my eyes about even with her navel. Her hands dangled beside her broad hips. I could look up at her breasts and they were beautiful, full and shimmering with her arousal. The vantage point was sensuous and erotic.
I had a moment, reflecting that Darlene was shaped much like Alissa but a pale white version; and younger. I doubted she could be more passionate, however. Alissa grunted as my hands released the catch on the front of cream colored slacks and unzipped the long, tall fly. She wore full panties. I let the slacks waffle around her hips, bending forward to kiss her body just above her pussy, through the gauze of her red panties. Her hands reached for my head, her finger tips grazing my temples as I withdrew. She moaned just a little, fighting for breath, breathing through her mouth, panting.
I pushed the slacks off the slope of her hips and they dropped, sliding down the bulge of her thighs and then pooling around her knees. She shifted her legs apart and the slacks dropped away to the floor. I tucked two fingers into the waist of her full panties and pulled them down, forcing them wide to uncover her hips and then down to her knees. I left them around her knees. I turned my attention to her pussy, knowing she was wet, I traced her evident pussy lips with a finger, then went deeper, seeking the entrance to her body. She was oozing.
Alissa gasped, shuddered and swayed over me. One hand found my shoulder, steadying herself. I pushed my finger deeper and she gasped. Loudly.
"Oh god." Darlene said.
I pulled out my finger. It glistened. I knew not all of that was of Alissa's own manufacture.
"My god, she is so wet. So excited." Darlene said, her voice hushed as though with reverence.
I turned to Darlene. "Sammy and I fucked her all night last night, one after the other. She is full to the brim with cum. She'll be dripping wet for weeks. You will taste us both in her. With your tongue inside of her, you will feel and taste our cum."
Alissa groaned and shivered at the thought. Darlene's eyes got big as saucers. Reality approached.
I removed Alissa's shoes, removed the slacks, one leg at a time and then her panties. She stood before me utterly nude. I put the shoes back on each foot, caressing her legs as I did so. The white high heels fairly glistened on her feet, the white end of her ebony body, blending with the white carpet. God the velvet feel of her skin made the sensation thrilling and intimidating. I bent before her and kissed the inside of each thigh. Her compliant silence multiplied the erotic nature of the moment. I got to my feet. "Alissa." I said, plenty loud enough for everyone to hear. Everyone was utterly silent. "Tell us what you want."
She did not hesitate. "I want your cock inside of me."
I nodded, surprised. I thought she would follow the implications of my conversation with Kyla. Her sexual being had taken over and she was concentrating only on one thing and that was apparently cock. "Bend over, on the table." I said.
She did. She adjusted her stance, bent her knees and arched her back in such a way what her hips flared and her pussy appeared. She balanced on her hands over the end of the coffee table.
I moved close behind her, unbuckled my trousers, bared my cock and entered her. I thrust hard into her and shoved deep. She grunted, then groaned from deep inside her chest. She shivered and then she pushed back, pressing the plush arches of her ass against me. I took firm hold of her waist and held her still, though I could feel her wanting us to move. "What do you want now?" My voice was subtly harder.
She understood, finally. She lifted her head, twisting to look at where Darlene sat, tucked into the other arm chair, squeezed in beside Landon's legs. "I want her to eat me." Alissa said, her voice thick with arousal. "I want Darlene's mouth on my cunt. I want her tongue inside of me, her hands on my ass while I cum." Her voice was thick with passion.
I pulled out of her body. She moaned as her body emptied of the erotic stake pinning her to her passion. I slowly tucked my cock away and pulled up my pants. "Who? Who do you want to eat you?" I teased.
"Her. The girl. Ah, ah, Darlene. Darlene Emerson." Alissa's mind struggle through the erotic cloud that surrounded her.
I nodded. "Lie down." I looked over at Darlene and her eyes were saucer large. I waved a hand at the nude black woman. "She comes, then it is your turn." I mumbled. "Come over here."
Darlene glanced at Landon and then, in a very telling gesture, ran her hand ostentatiously over his bulging crotch. He groaned and closed his eyes. Darlene stood up, walked over to me and stood facing me, her breasts about two inches away from my chest. She was a little shorter than I but not much.
"I want to fuck you." I said softly.
Darlene wore a rust brown shroud, a dress of folds and ruffles that looped over both shoulders and gathered in the back, attached to a ring along with two swathes that held the lower skirt. The skirt was long and frilly, covering her knees. I slowly lifted the front of her dress. She had panties on.
"If you take the panties off, after she comes, I will fuck you." This was the last gate, the last turn off, the last exit from the path she was on.
She glance back at Landon, who watched her with fierce, intense eyes. Honestly, I don't know what I would have done if I was him but then I had never fallen for a hooker who loved her work, either. She looked back at me and with a slight nod, moved away from me, reached under the dress and pulled her bikinis down her legs.
"Oh shit." Sammy said. "Dude, are you sure you want to do this?"
I knew he was talking to Landon but I answered anyway. "I am very, very sure." I said.
Darlene was done uncovering her pussy. She straighted and dangled the black and white speckled panties between us. I took them off her finger and handed them slowly to Kyla.
"I meant Landon." Sammy said finally.
Brent spoke up then. "Dude, Landon, are you sure? Fucking your mom is one thing, fucking your girl, that is entirely different. Are you sure?"
Landon cleared his throat. "She wants it. Ask her. See what she says." His voices quavered.
I regarded Darlene. Her eyes were steady on me.
"Well?" I said.
"Well, what?" She returned, she almost smiled. Her voice was strong, almost mocking.
"Smart ass." I thought but I only said, "Do you want this? Tell us what you want."
"Oh. That." Her voice was as saucy as Alissa's cunt. "I want to fuck all of you. I want to have a cock in my ass, a cock in my mouth while I ride big Brent over there. Jesus, I have never had a cock that size before. Just thinking about it makes me water the garden." She snickered then. "I can't help it." She looked down, suddenly self-conscious.
Curious, I lifted her skirt and sure enough, a glinting line had appeared on the inside of her left leg. It gleamed all the way to her knees, like a racing stripe of silver.
I fancied I could smell her. I couldn't but it was a keen fantasy. "Eat her, make her come and I'll fuck you." I said. I almost volunteered someone else but fuck that! I wanted to slip inside this girl.
"Kiss me." She said.
"No. After you make her come. Maybe." I thought she was stalling and I was right.
Her face crumpled a little and she colored. Her full lips smiled but it was nerves, nothing else
"I, I have never done, done, that, to a woman. Before."
"Make her come, or Kyla will. You know she can. Then you'll be watching. Again."
Her eyes flashed. "Fuck that."
In that moment I knew something about her, her delight in sexual competition and I glimpsed something about her will and desire to be that girl, the hooker.
She turned and looked where Alissa lay on the coffee table. This time, Alissa had lain along the length of it. Her feet were on the floor, her knees open, both arms formed arches on either side of her head, gripping the end of the table.
She looked at Darlene, opening her eyes wide to speak. "I want your mouth on me. Do, do it like you would want it done to you. That's the go down golden rule. It, it is easy." Her voice was rough, raw, demanding and pleading at once. "Imagine, imagine it is me, imagine what you would want me to do." Alissa lifted he head. Her eyes found Kyla. "Or, or her. Imagine her mouth on you. Do, do that to me."
Darlene nodded, got to her knees before Alissa's legs and lay her very white hands on Alissa's dark knees. The contrast was nearly blinding. She, or Alissa, opened them, creating a clear path to the black woman's pussy.
"Christ, hurry this along!" Landon said. Then he said something that was unutterably surprising. "I want to see you fuck her."
Darlene did. She fairly dove in. With her mouth open, she put it over Alissa's gaping pussy and sucked hard. The sucking sound was loud, too loud. Then the girl backed away, licking her lips and sticking out her tongue.
"Like me, like you like." Alissa panted, blathering, her face had the pained expression of sexual concentration on it. Her arms bent beside her head, holding onto the end of the table with both hands, framing her face.
Darlene ducked down again and Alissa groaned grunting with obvious pleasure.
"Yes, yes, like, uh, like, uh, that!" Alissa managed before her body reacted and twitched. The whole day had been foreplay and the night had stimulated her. Her hips arched, lifting Darlene who was unprepared and lost her place between the woman's legs. Alissa's hips dropped back to the table. It rattled a bit.
"Oh fuck me." Chris hissed.
"Ok." Kyla chirped but we all ignored her.
Darlene found inspiration and began to lick and suck Alissa's pussy. She looped one arm around the black thigh and used that hand to tweak Alissa. Alissa jerked the first few times Darlene's finger rubbed her sensitive little nubbin. Finally, her body reacted and arched. She had little leverage so she scrunched down the table till her head dangled off the end but so her feet could perch on the opposite edge, very wide. She lowered her arms to the edges and fastened her hands to it, waiting. Her eyes closed and she moaned as her body surged.
To Darlene's credit, she pursued the pussy wherever it went, learning from the earlier motion how to keep contact. She made a spear of her tongue and thrust it deep into Alissa. The black woman cried out, she kicked off her shoes. Her toes gripped the edge of the table and her body bucked. Her breasts wavered, like topiary buffeted by a strong wind. She shook and Darlene continued to lick and suck. Alissa gasped and her torso twisted but her hips did not move a bit in Darlene's grasp. After a minute of writhing, Alissa began to gasp and pant and then she stopped it all, seizing as the first wave of a titanic orgasm crashed into her. It had been pending since she woke from her dreams of strange men between her legs. She shook, she surged, she arched, and tensed her body. Through it all, Darlene continued to eat her. Finally, Alissa, gasping for breath, her body bucking, pushed Darlene away with her hands. Her feet lost their purchase on the table and she sprawled on the pillows, her knees sagging open like a broken door on one hinge.



Darlene sat back. "How was that?" She asked brightly.
Alissa only groaned.
I took that moment to pull off my shirt and kick of shoes, pants and briefs. I was nude. Darlene got to her feet, staring at my hard cock. I gestured but she ignored me. "Turn around, bend over her. I am going go fuck you." I spoke with a tight voice. After all this time, I was finally going to enter Darlene Emerson. I confess, gazing at her clothed body, I gave Landon not the slightest thought.
She did and I did, lifting her dress and peeling her hips open, revealing a delicate pink little flower, open and waiting. I touched her pussy with a finger and Darlene jerked.
"Okay. Okay. I'm okay." She murmured.
I fingered her for a moment and discovered she was utterly dry. Her earlier excitement had apparently dissipated. That slowed me. I relaxed and my cock drooped. Shit, I had been so hard for so long, so often, I was surprised I got any reaction to the bell; happy but delighted and surprised. Kyla, bless her heart, came over to me, while I fingered Darlene. Kyla got to her knees and began to suck my cock. And, yes, that worked perfectly. I was hard again in an instant. Thankfully. Realistically, how much starch could I have left. For a dumb moment, I almost regretted mounting Alissa so often last night.
Then I felt it. Darlene's hips moved. She sucked air between her teeth and then blew out in a huge sigh. Her pussy twitched under my finger. Then a smear of moisture and then a trickle that coated my finger. I tweaked her flesh a little and then went looking for her entrance. She grunted as I found it and pushed my finger into her clasping pussy. My god the woman was tight. Her pussy clinched on my finger so hard it felt like a rubber band on me. I pulled out my finger. I had something better for that spot.
I moved behind her, pulling free of Kyla's mouth, who shuffled out of my way. I touched the end of my cock to Darlene Emerson and she squeaked. I could not resist. I love the sound of the words! "Say it." I hissed.
Darlene did not hesitate. She spoke immediately. "Push it in. Fuck me. Fuck me hard." She murmured. "Fuck me, Sonny."
I did. I pushed against her finding her entrance and encountering her youthful, babyless constriction. She was tight! I jerryed around and then pressed harder. After a minute of this, she moaned and her body bucked once. Then she pushed back at me and my cock settled into her. I pushed deep into Darlene Emerson.
"Oh sweet fucking god!" Darlene growled. "Oh my god, he is actually fucking me. Everyone can see. His, his, oh fuck, his cock is pressing into me. Damn it feels good to have a cock shoving into me. I love it. I love having a new, strange cock penetrate me. Mount me, Sonny! You know you want to! Ride me, fuck me, fill me."
Darlene's affinity for words matched my own. As good as she felt, I discovered my Alissa action had indeed taken off my considerable edge. I gripped Darlene's hips and pulled her back and I jammed forward, ramming my cock into her. Her body bucked and then I was sliding deeper, till constricted by her pussy but as wet as she had become, I fit just fine. Her body was slick inside, clasping me tightly. I truly thought I would last for days but by the sixth or seventh cycle into her pulsing body, I was ready to cum.
She sensed it, she said it. I did.
"Oh my god, my god, oh fuck!" I groaned. My cock found its place and sank into it, filling her with hard cock while her body flexed and clinched around me. It was so fucking good! Being inside her was the most perfect moment, even with an audience. Her considerable ass flattened against me as I rammed into her, bouncing against me. As I spewed, I got lightheaded. When I finished, which was really fast; I must have been running on empty, I pulled out of her and stumbled back to the chair, with an extended but very satisfied groan.
From my vantage point, I noted that Darlene had taken one of Alissa' great breasts in to her mouth and was sucking for all she was worth. Kyla ran a hand up the woman's leg, well under the skirt.
"Do you want to clean up honey. Four more to go."
Darlene lifted her head, shaking it emphatically. "No. No, please. If, if you all don't mind, I, I want to have cum from five men in me at the same time. Then Kyla can eat me like she promised."
There must have been more to that than I knew. Sammy, never shy, was up and naked in about ten seconds. He penetrated her and she bucked into a much grander orgasm. He held on but as a second, then a third arrived, he gave up waiting and pounded her from behind. Darlene's forehead was planted between Alissa's breasts. Alissa's black hands steadied her, holding her by the shoulders. Sammy hammered her from behind. When he came, Darlene did not seem to notice. Her orgasms were rolling though her like cars of a train.
Sammy sagged but Chris had stripped. Sammy pulled free. Darlene groaned and lifted her head. When Chris slammed into her, she grunted and dropped her head again. Her voice had dissipated in the heat of her climaxes. Chris slow-stroked her for awhile. In and out, in and out, her body rocking with him, trying to get him to speed up, to increase the pressure, to magnify the sensations rocketing through her body. Darlene arched and surged back at him but he continued to pump her body.
I glanced over at Landon and he had the most peculiar look on his face. He was transfixed, his eyes did not blink but then he flinched, like he just noticed I was looking at him. He looked over at me, his face did not change expression. For a moment, while his girl friend moaned through a new round of lesser orgasms, I thought we had turned down a very bad path. On her back with Darlene bent over her, Alissa looked up at the orgasming woman and then at Landon and finally at me. She was about to speak something, to say something grownup, conventional and sensible when Landon suddenly stood, and opened his pants. He shuffled over to the side of the table.
Darlene was rocking so hard now, she had no idea where her balance was or was going to be. She saw Landon approach and tried to lift a hand but the rocking motion tipped her back onto it and she stared at him while he took out his very hard, blue-veined monster and held it with one hand. She twisted, while Chris pumped her, and stretched her neck towards Landon, her mouth opening as she did so. There were a perfect match. He moved closer, close enough that she could suck half of his cock into her mouth.
It was a silly idea, practically speaking. The girl was huffing and puffing so much as the orgasms rolled through her body, she could bare breathe much less suck consistently but I suppose that was a moment when the thought counted for everything. Landon reached out and caressed her cheek, then held her head still while he pressed his cock deeper into her mouth. She gagged immediately and choked but did fight him. She regained control and sucked more righteously as the last wave of pleasure subsided.
Chris, pumping like an oil rig, was drilling deep into Darlene's body. She finally gained control of her body enough to stop the rocking. Chris rammed into her and then his orgasm came. He pulled Darlene Emerson's ass against his body and hunched hard at her, pouring her full of more cum.
The room filled with the squelching sound as her body overflowed. Her thighs, what I could see of them were soon awash in fluid, glistening and shining with it as it flowed down and out of her. Alissa watched all this with wide, amazed eyes, unsure what to do with herself. I patted the air and she lay back and relaxed, accepting her front row seat for the pillaging of the woman bent over her.
Chris backed out of Darlene's body and she immediately wagged her ass. I don't know about you but when I see a woman wagging her bare ass like that, it just screams that she wants a cock shoved somewhere and right now. Brent apparently thought so too. He appeared in my tunnel of vision and fit the woman over the tip of his cock. He ground his hips a little, tilting and cocking his cock form side to side so she could feel the girth of him.
I had lost track of Kyla. She appeared in my vision, sliding coyly onto the arm of my chair. She leaned in to me, pressing the side of her breast along the side of my face. "I have never seen anything like that." She breathed, her voice barely a breeze in my ears.
I looked at her just as Brent began to pull Darlene onto his cock. "Jealous?" I asked.
Kyla tore her eyes away from the plundered girl and nodded. "But of everyone. Oh my god, I don't know who has the best of the ... the ..."
Darlene squealed, shook loose from Landon's cock so she could scream. Half of Brent's cock was inside of her body. She was rocking up onto her toes while lifting her hips then dropping and popping her ass down, trying to get more of the tension of being filled. She grunted, when some of his little monster clicked into her. She was helpless, tottering on the edge of collapse but unwilling to release her knees and fall over. They were locked and she rocked and rocked, the huge cock descending ever deeper into her straining body.
"Oh my fucking god, fuck me with that monster!" Darlene groaned. Her eyes were wild when she looked back at Brent. Brent was focused, he had taken off his glasses and so he could not see too well but he had two firm handfuls of her ass and was pulling her to and fro, like he was doing the odd dance with the hands. Each time she rocked back, more of his cock eased into her. Darlene finally broke and her arms collapsed over Alissa. Brent was unwilling to lose her so he held her up, pulling her finally hard against him, wedging his cock into her like a huge rivet.
For a moment, Darlene dangled and then her head dropped and she was searching along Alissa's body for a breast. Finding it, she sucked on the apex. Alissa groaned, jumping and twisting.
Landon left Darlene and moved around to Alissa's head. He centered her and dangled his cock onto Alissa's mouth. Just as I had yesterday, he slid his cock into her mouth and down her throat. Darlene lifted her head to watch the cock burrow into the woman's throat, struggling to straighten her arms again. Alissa sucked the cock in her mouth, her whole body shifting as she tried to take it deeper. The bulge on the side of her gorgeous, perfect neck edged lower.
Darlene grunted and began a whole new series of orgasms, each one mounting in intensity till she was screaming at the top of her voice. At the pinnacle of her orgasm, just when she thought it could not get more intense, Brent began to come inside of her, flushing her full once more. Her voice ran up the register and disappeared, turning into a high pitched whistle that became a wheeze and a groan. I could not see her face but her head bobbed up and down like she was agreeing with something with incredible intensity. Then Landon began to come, pumping into Alissa's tilted mouth while she tried to consume it all. After a while a white foam formed around her thick lips and rivulets ran down her hollowed cheeks.
When Brent tried to pull out of Darlene, she stood up and backed up a step with him. He, ever the gentleman, put an around around her middle, let her skirt drape them and lifted her over to the couch and sat her down on his cock. I could see her face and it looked like she was weeping right up until her body bucked once, a shuddering convulsion that rolled her head around on her shoulders like she was unconscious. She perched on his cock, her legs spread around Brent's, leaning forward while she tensed to receive the new incoming orgasm. When it struck, she flinched back, her head popping backwards. Brent, sensing the impending strike had tilted his face out of the way or Darlene would have broken his nose. The girl could be violent.
"I have to go." Kyla said. She eased off the chair to her knees and right in front of Darlene began to eat Alissa. Alissa, her mouth bubbling full of cock grunted and after about ten seconds, convulsed into her own full-on orgasm. Kyla stood up and walked towards the master bedroom.
"Airtight flight number one leaving as soon as you are ready." She called. "Airtight flight number 2 will leave on the same bed."
Sammy, bless his heart was already hard again. He followed Kyla towards the bedroom. "I get the magic ass!" He called. The sight of the nude black guy circling the white MILF and sweeping her towards the bed incited me. My cock was hard again. I got up and tried to walk casually into the bedroom. No one else seemed to notice. No one else but Chris seemed inclined to move.
I staggered into the bath. I took a quick shower. I found a tall stack of towels. Someone spoke to the service and they accommodated our little party. I exited the bath, toweling my hair dry, my cock wilted from inattention to find Sammy between Kyla's legs, ramming his cock in and out of her. She was grunting with the effort to keep up with him. When she saw me she smiled and waved.
Had I been Sammy I think I might have found that insulting but not Sammy. I doubt he even noticed. He lifted her legs onto his shoulders and continued fucking her. The motion touched something in her and Kyla's eyes quit seeing me. If they had turned completely around, it would not have been more obvious that her body was responding to the deep penetration. Chris was at the door and he sidled past me into the bath. "They are using the other bathroom, I think. They'll ... they'll be in in a minute. Darlene, she, Darlene wants to be airtight while Kyla is." The door shut.
I wasn't going to wait on anyone. I stood beside Kyla's tilted body and the black piston that had her attention. "Turn her over. Time for two." I said conversationally.
Sammy halted. He looked at me, his eyes focusing a little at a time. Finally he shook his head. "Fuck that. I have heard so much about her magic ass, I want a try. Seems like everyone has been in her ass but me."
"And, uh, uh, Brent Rossini." Kyla said. She was bent and in far worse position to be talking than Sammy who seemed perfectly capable of fucking and discussing baseball scores. Not that he was cavalier or inattentive, merely that he had the ability to talk and do about anything.
Sammy halted his work. Kyla, tipped up on her shoulders and straining to stay there, relaxed and he let her slowly topple to the bed. I pulled his cock out of her with a wet slushy sound. He looked down at her. "Did you come, Mrs. Clark?"
For a moment her face registered surprise but then she shook her head. "But I will. I assure you."
He grinned. "I know. Mount up. It is time for two, as Sonny said." The shower was running in the bath. Airtight airlines would be leaving soon, I thought.
Kyla rolled to her knees and sat on her heels. She looked at me and gestured at the bed beside her. "I ride you, right?" She closed her eyes and held them closed for a moment. "Lord, I have been dreaming of this moment and I always had trouble imagining where everyone fit."
Sammy patted her ass. "Wherever we can, Mrs. Clark. We'll fit wherever we can."
"Oh shit, lube. We need lube!" She grunted but Sammy tossed a large tube on the bed beside her. She stared at it.
I think that moment was one of those "this is really happening" moments I have had so often. She just sat there, nude, sitting on her knees and heels, not moving, staring at the bottle of lube. I took that opportunity to roll onto the bed, onto my back next to her. She had positioned me near the edge of the big bed, leaving plenty of room for Darlene. My cock, strangely, remained wilted, not uninvolved but uncommitted. Seeing this, Kyla got astride my legs and bent over me, kissing along the arch of my limber ego. When she licked around the crown and fit her lush lips over it, my loyal cock responded and snapped erect, like a private finally noticing a general in the room after everyone else did while he had been complaining about officers.
Kyla pulled her lips off the end and licked the length once. "My, my but you do respond positively to a little attention. I wonder what he does with a lot of attention?" She crawled up my body, one hand on my cock while her pussy approached. I looked down my bare body at her, seeing the connection pending that we were about to make. When the tall head of my cock touched her pussy lips, I think my head exploded, not the one with a crown, the other one. It felt so damn good all I wanted was that luscious goodness all around me. A moment later, Kyla Clark sank down onto me. There was no, "no" in her body. It was all "yes, yes, yes," and "go, go, go". When her body settled onto mine, she leaned over me. Her calves clutched m hips. Her breasts scrapped along my chest and I looked down at them. They bunched and dangled as she rolled her hips, massaging her canal with my cock. Her eyes flickered and rolled as the penetrating pleasure riddled her awareness. Her head lolled and then her eyes cleared.
"Sonny Duncan, you are inside me again. Isn't this how the whole MILF list started? Wasn't I, uh, uh, the, uh, uh, the first?" Sammy was probing her ass with his finger and a dollop of lube. She bent further and tried to lift her ass to give him better access.
"Pillows. You need pillows." Chris said from the door of the bath. He came over and helped us arrange ourselves. My body bowed over the pillows and Kyla sat astride me, grinding me deeper up into her pussy. Sammy seemed utterly unconcerned and continued to massage Kyla's ass, poking finger or fingers into her repeatedly. She laid down hill on my torso, her lips opened and her head lifted.
Kyla kissed me tenderly, though with little jerks as Sammy probed her back door. "Thank you, Sonny." She whispered. "I am getting all that I want. More. I never, never would have dared have my son this way if you had not shown us the way. I will always love you and I swear, I will fuck you any way, any time, any place you want."
I arched up and kissed her lips, a brush only before I dropped back to the bed. "All the girls say that. Why are you any different?"
Her pussy clamped down on my cock with authority. "Need I, Mr. Duncan, remind you that I have a magic ass!" Her hips rolled forward, ensconcing me deep into her body. "Oh god, his finger is up my ass, while I am full of cock!" She whispered. Then she twisted around to look at Sammy, or at least in his direction. "Quit fucking around, Honeywell, and fuck me. Put your cock in my ass like you have been crowing about for the last half hour!" She fairly growled.
Sammy was undeterred. He continued to probe around inside her ass. Her response to the penetration was striking and wondrous! Her body seemed to echo with his finger, like striking a bell. She throbbed and thrummed with it, twisting and writhing while Sammy fingered her ass. It went on for minutes. When we heard voices in the other room, Sammy withdrew his finger and placed his cock at the entrance to her ass. I know this because she rocked forward onto my chest and began to recount what she thought was happening behind her into my ear.
"He, I can feel the tip of his penis against my ass. Oh god, that is amazing. He is just resting it there, now, oh, now," she groaned as things changed. Her pussy pulsed with her tension. "He, he has pushed into me. I can feel the head, the head of his cock is inside, inside my ass. Oh god, he is fucking my ass while I have your cock in my pussy!" Kyla buried her face in the hollow of my neck, then she turned her head. "He, uh, uh, he is pushing deeper. Deeper." She whispered, her voice taut as a piano wire. Her body rocked and then lifted so far I thought she was going to lose me.
Her pussy smoothed along the whole length of my cock and then stopped right before it sprang free, she held me there, her pussy kissing me with taut lips. The head remained hooked just inside of her and then she crashed down onto me. My cock pierced her and she groaned. I thought the world was moving but it was only Brent laying down beside me. A moment later I could see Darlene astride his thighs, her two hands wrapped around his fully erect little monster, holding it with both hands. She noticed me watching her and grinned down at me just as Sammy pinned Kyla between us. Kyla jerked and then lifted her head.



From the other side of us, Chris said softly, "Airtight time, Mrs. Clark. My cock goes in your mouth."
Kyla rose up off of me her body pinned by two cocks and turned her head. "I know where it goes, Mr. Wills. Bring it here." She smacked her lips loudly. "Hors d'oeuvre in first class!" She mumbled.
I heard her kiss it, clicking softly then the sound of sucking. I had to twist under her to see. I saw and heard her sucking the end of Chris' cock. Slowly it slipped past her lips and into her mouth, down her throat till she was pressed against him and all I could was her white neck and face fringed with his pubic hair. Her neck began to work and her lower body began to bounce on my cock. Sammy pumped into her ass. She was contorted and twisted to allow us full access to all her holes. I reached down to steady her, insuring that she did not lose me and then crush me on her return. She didn't. I remained tucked comfortably into her body.
"Oh fuck, she is airtight." Darlene grunted.
I twisted the other direction to find Darlene half way filled with Brent's little monster. She was being careful, fitting him into her as she moved up his legs. Then, abruptly, she pushed onto him, taking most of him into her body. She growled, pulled her hips back and slammed them forward, sealing them together.
Alissa appeared, her black breasts swaying. "Pillows. I brought more pillows." They struggled to get arranged; Darlene was reluctant to remove the cock in her now that she had gotten it lodged fully inside. Her eyes kept fluttering as though she lingered on the edge of consciousness. Over me, Kyla sucked Chris' cock.
I tapped her on the shoulder. "Don't make him come. We're one cock short of a full airtight crew."
"Shut up, Sonny." Chris growled.
It surprised me, not because of what he said or how but because I had sunk into a trance of relating only to cocks and cunts, tits and asses, and lots of hands. I had lost all sense that Chris was a person or that I was for that matter. We were just interlocking units of flesh that provided unbelievable pleasure.
Suddenly Darlene's face was close to mine. I watched her grimace and grunt and then she bucked as Landon touched a gooey finger to her ass. She offered no commentary but in my position, I could look right up her back to the twin arches of her ass. I saw all the rehearsal and then it was time and he entered her. She grunted. "Oh god, I am so full! I am really full of cock."
Chris pulled free of Kyla and stalked to the other side of the bed. Alissa did not seem to want to give up her observation spot so Chris bent her forward and entered her. Alissa squealed and took him, fitting him into her body. But that was just a moment. The next, he was out of her and she was gone from my sight. His slick dick appeared before Darlene's lips. She was between Landon and Brent. She twisted to watch Chris fuck Alissa. Now, seeing the coated cock, she licked her lips and then licked the cock. She licked and kissed and then sucked it into her mouth. I heard it but saw only the motions of her head as she became airtight. Landon began to pound into her ass from behind, grinding her body between them and firmly onto the huge prick in her pussy.
It only took a moment before she bucked through a quick, clean orgasm. Kyla seemed to feel it and it echoed in her. A slight tremor ran through her body and she clinched down on me. Her head fell to my shoulder. She panted and hissed then kissed the side of my neck. Her body was rocking now.
"What, un, an ass!" Sammy grunted.
"Oh airtight me." Kyla groaned. "Double fucked and double filled. Fuck me!"
Darlene was pinned down to Brent who was lifting her up, shoving her back onto Landon's cock. She sucked harder on Chris. He let her. Kyla turned to me and began to kiss me. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Alissa and a man in the livery of the hotel. The stood on the other side of the bed, my, our side. He was middle aged, slim as a rail and looked terrified, right up till she opened his black slacks an fished a lank, skinny cock out of his briefs. He shook his head. He might have said something but it was so soft I did not hear.
Now Alissa was nude but the guy was still shaking his head. But when she got to her knees and sucked him into her mouth, he just shook. Her head bobbed on his cock and he was soon hard. Then She rose up, bent before him and explained in a hushed voice she wanted him to fuck her. He was past caring about his fucking job. He entered her, timidly. He looked distraught when she pulled out of his jerking grasp and led him over to Kyla.
Darlene crashed in a full orgasm, sounds sealed in her chest by the cock in her mouth reverberated as though from another dimension. She shook, she quaked, she came and came and came.
Kyla caught up as soon as she licked the cock clean and pulled it deep into her mouth, thence to the depth of her throat. She held onto him, even while he came, spewing into her mouth. That set off a chain reaction. I erupted into her body. She shook into her own orgasm and Sammy ground into her from behind, tightening the squeeze and she squeaked, bucking and shaking. The whole time she keened, a high throaty trill that left her vibrating. The guy disappeared. The MILF List was fully and completely shared.
AFTERWARD
I spent the night in Alissa's arms. Everyone else left, having things to do Monday. Alissa called into work and we took the late check out and had breakfast in the room. Oddly, we barely touched. I felt the end of the MILF List. I was not done with her but I had a feeling it was over. After we checked out I got a call from Mom. She was breathless. I thought she was at work but no, she was at home.
Packing.
"I am going to China. Now. I have a first class flight at four. I was hoping you could take me to the airport."
Of course I said 'yes'. I did not think to ask if she told the girls. I did not think to ask a lot of things. Sid, Sid called and offered her a position on his staff, clearly on her back. My mother, my demure, careful mother decided to go fuck for money in a foreign land. I called Sammy and asked if he would drive us but he said his dad had returned home, "For Thanksgiving" he said but there was an undercurrent that I could not take the time to figure out. I took Mom to the airport using her car with the clear understanding I had to go pick up the girls.
You'd think a guy would interrogate his mom if she was running off the fuck a guy for money but you know, questioning your mom's judgment and action was not part of my upbringing. Of course I had traded her to Sid so I could have Alissa and Alissa got Sid's business. Mom complied and to this day, I am not sure why. She wasn't schizo or a drughead or just stupid, she, she was normal, at least till she laid down for me. Then she sort of steered off the beaten track into some really strange weeds. All the questions occurred to me after she stepped through the metal detector and was separated from me. My mind flooded with all the questions my sisters would ask and how I, dear little brother would have no answers.
All the way to pick them up at their bus stop, where mom always met them all to drive home from work, I pondered how I was going to explain my singular lack of information about our mom. It was no like she was dropping out completely. She had a computer and a SKYPE account she used when she was on the road. But still. Then I had it. To be perfectly honest, it only occurred to me that I was going to be in the house with my three sisters. Alone. The only cock on the walk. I mean, it only occurred to me when I saw my three very different sisters standing on the curb waving when the saw the car and their confusion when they realized that I was driving.
Traffic was a bitch so they just piled in and we drove off. They were a gaggle of questions and chatter and all that. I drove in silence while they circled and finally roosted. When a moment of silence finally happened, Georgia, who had taken shotgun, leaned over and looked at me. "Where is mom? Why are you picking us up?"
I pulled up to the traffic light and turned and looked at Tawny in the back with Dalia and Georgia beside me. Something had popped into my head, something that had propelled me down this path with my mother and I took it to be gospel because mother's don't lie to their sons, right? To daughters, all the time but not to their sons, right?
"Blisters," I started, "have you been having sex with mom since you were eighteen?"
*****
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The day after Vidya affected me like a hangover. Our planned supper had been pushed because I got a call from Sharon. I ended up spending the rest of the evening working through a buyout contract that had gone south and needed attention. The business was rift with fraud but fat with assets so the whole thing was valuable but more trouble than we first assessed and figured into the acquisition budget. It was late, nearly one when we finished and I came up for air and realized I had stood Vidya up. I thought about sneaking over to her house and surprising her but then a wave of fatigue washed through me and I decided I wanted to sleep alone, with the accent on sleep.
So I went to sleep; it was more like a descent into catatonia. I hit the bed and did not stir till the doorbell roused me. I struggled awake, my body throbbed with fatigue. The bell rang again, a trill of deep chimes that were calculated to prevent being ignored. They hurt my teeth. I found my robe and stumbled to the door, feeling like it was still oh-dark thirty despite the blinding sunlight that penetrated my house.
I hesitated before the door, hand on the handle. I had a vision of an irate and hurt Vidya on the other side and steeled myself to the task of making it all up to her. I felt the thrill at the thought of the belly dancer. I opened the door.
"Hello!" The blond woman said, her brilliant smile made me wince.
"Mrs. Simpson." I said, unable to keep the disenchantment from my voice. Her smile dimmed. At that point, I noticed the man standing behind her. He was turned three-quarters away from stage front, me in other words and was staring at the ground, thumbs hooked in his belt loops, slouching and still.
Jennifer Simpson turned and glared at the man. "This is my husband, Jeff. We are here to sign the papers." She said, her voice dulled a bit. Her husband looked up to the sky. Jennifer's voice brightened. "Can we come in?"
For a moment I did not move. My momentary expectation that Vidya would be there had roused my cock and the feeling of her ass against my abdomen while her pussy enveloped my cock flashed through me and so I wore a tent in my pants. Jennifer's eyes dropped to my crotch and all hint of reservation in her mood vanished. Her eyes twinkled and she looked up into mine with a perfectly open and eager expression. She did not speak.
We stood like that for a while, till the man turned to look at us, hooked in by our curious silence.
My cock did not retreat. Jennifer wore a sleeveless blouse buttoned, well almost buttoned up the front. It was a curiously mixed plaid that suggested a country girl, except for the fact only the two buttons were fastened, one above and one below the ridge formed by her breasts. The blouse must have been a size or two small because it V'd above and below, showing cleavage and her white belly, pocked with her belly button. The perfect white skirt fell off her hips like a sheath of snow drifted down off a round house.
Vidya ghosted behind this provocative blond in my head. I shook it to clear her image from behind my eyes. I stared in the silence at this woman who had claimed to be attracted to being owned, my mind finally catching up with my body which was already responding to her. The blond had her intended affect and I was able to recognize it. I was awake. When the man looked at us, I felt the oddness of the moment and clicked into a socially acceptable mode.
"Of course, please come in. I am sorry, I had a late night and am getting a late start." I shook my head as I backed away from the door. "What day is it?"
Jennifer pursued me into the house. Jeff, her husband, followed, his loose-jointed gait seemed too casual by far given the circumstances. You'd think he was tense, given their purpose at my front door.
"Make yourselves at home. Let me take a shower and get dressed."
"No need." Jeff said laconically.
I ignored him. He was not sullen but he did not have the same perky eagerness his wife displayed. But then, a man selling his wife's body could hardly be expected to be dancing a jig at the prospect. I factored that into my estimate of the man. I left them in the living room with an apology. I trudged back to the shower. Fifteen minutes later I emerged, refreshed, filled with foreboding, the presence of Vidya surrounding me. I confess, all I wanted to do was to get the blond and her husband out of my house and consciousness so I could puzzle out how to deal with my neglect of the belly dancer. My instinct was to be apologetic but then I realized as I stepped out of the shower that I owned her too. I owed her nothing; she owed me. Standing her up was my right. I still felt like a shit, though. I just was less sure I was going to do anything about it. Maybe I just needed to get over it.
When I got to the living room, it was empty. I smelled coffee though and found Jennifer and Jeff in the kitchen. He slouched against the counter, sipping a cup, regarding my approach through his bushy black eyebrows. I stopped, meeting his gaze with my own, steady and clear. He did not look away but regarded me like he was looking through me.
"Mr. Gale. Good morning. I am sorry we got you out of bed." Jennifer said. "Coffee?"
I reflexively nodded, despite my preference for tea. Something about the woman made me want to please her. I had it all backwards in the ownership department. I took the proffered cup and sipped it. "Wow!" I said. "That is great! That may be the best coffee I ever tasted. What is it?"
"A secret." She said, delight enlightening her face.
"Jenny makes the best coffee in the world. The girl can cook, too. She'll make you fat as a tick."
I looked over at Jeff Simpson. I set down my coffee on the table, by the sheaf of papers there. "Joshua Gale." I said, extending my hand.
Jeff looked at my hand then lifted his eyes to mine. Finally he wiped a hand on his jeans and shook my hand. His grip was firm but his skin was clammy. I wanted to wipe my hand when he released it but I didn't.
"Please to meet you, Mr. Gale. Shall we get down to business?" He gestured at the papers on the table.
"Jeff, honey, don't be pushy." Jennifer said, her face clouding and a profound frown creasing her cheeks.
The man looked down at the floor and then sipped his coffee. A flush of color pinked his cheeks. He eyes tightened. Then he looked over at her. "I am sorry, Jennifer, I just want to get this over with."
I could see Jennifer was about to say something so I spoke into the pending scrum. "I respect a man who gets right down to business. Anything you need to discuss?"
Jeff shook his head, not looking at me or anything. His eyes seemed fixed six feet in front of him about knee high; or they were seeing something distant and not present at all.
I nodded. "I don't have the money, the cash I mean, right this moment." I did not make excuses; there was no need to explain how I spent the previous day. "I can get it this afternoon if you want."
Jeff waved a hand. "We signed what you need signed. I got a couple copies. One for both of us and one for you. You need them notarized or anything?"
"No, that is not necessary. This is, after all an informal agreement."
"Feels pretty official to me." He said, he set down the coffee cup. "Do you want to look over the docs? We added a couple things. I want us to be clear that you own her. She is yours." He looked around. "I'll be right back."
He slouched out of the kitchen and a moment later I heard the front door open and close. I sat at the table, ignoring Jenny. She sipped her coffee. I flipped through the contract, looking for notations. I found a couple and read them over.
"Jenny Simpson will be owned full body for use and at the whim of Joshua Gale till the debt is repaid. The debt will be retired at his discretion for services rendered by Mrs. Simpson. Jeff Simpson will have no further responsibilities for her body." The scrawl ran across the bottom of a page. Both of them had initialized it. The legalese in the contract must not have satisfied them. The door opened and closed. I heard Jeff arrive behind me.
"Hand me a pen." I said to Jennifer.
She did and when I took it from her hand and looked up at her, she beamed. The moment felt surreal and for a moment, I felt the strangeness of what I was doing. The strangeness would never stop me but I savored it for a moment, like a strange spice that tasted familiar. For some reason, not knowing what was going to happen next was a relief from the inevitability of how my businesses tended to operate. We could see the future coming as us like an avalanche and sometimes that bored me to tears. At this moment, initialing and signing the contract that would transfer this woman's body to my control, I felt the difference in my life. The back of my neck tingled. I felt Jeff behind me and thought I should look around at him.
I had some speech about how odd this must be for him and that he should feel free to discuss anything that becomes onerous, I could be very open minded but his sex with his wife was over for the moment. I was going to review the fiscal penalties for availing himself of his wife's sexual abilities in the future. However, seeing him standing behind me with two pink suitcases, one in each hand stopped my toiling mind from giving those thoughts voice by changing them. "What's this?" I asked, puzzled.
Mr. Simpson set the suitcases on the carpet. His eyes were tense. He had something in his hand. He moved to his wife and, while I looked on, he fastened a collar around her perfect neck. It was a black, studded collar with chrome studs. He turned it around till he found an eye fixed delicately into the shiny black leather. He released a delicate chain from one hand. It dropped to the floor, maybe six or eight feet of fine-linked silver chain. He clicked the end into the eye on the collar and then gathered up the chain.
Jennifer looked like she was about the burst. Her eyes shone and she was continually licking her lips, her pink tongue swiping over them again and again like she was staring at her favorite food. The most striking thing was her silence. Throughout the whole procedure, she did not move nor speak. Her lips trembled a little when the chain dropped down the front of her body, brushing over her breasts as it dangled from the collar around her neck.
"What are you doing?" I said, stunned by what I was seeing.
Jeff Simpson stepped over to me, jerking on the chain which made Jennifer take an awkward step forward. He extended the end of the chain to me. "She is yours," he said. He held his stance and pose till I took the chain from his hand. "Fuck her, don't fuck her, sell her, rent her, ignore her, she is yours." When I did not respond to him into the silence between us, he nodded and walked away from us. He disappeared around the corner.
I sat holding Jennifer Simpson's chain in my hand, nonplussed and thrilled and confused by the obviousness of the action in light of what I was asking. I did not hear the door open and after a moment, turned to look in the direction where Jeff had disappeared. A moment later, as if sensing I was looking at him, he reappeared, walking to the table, standing back from me a couple feet.
"Stand up." He said, through gritted teeth.
I looked up at him and not liking that feeling, I got to my feet.
He moved with catlike agility, a simple but emphatic motion. He grabbed me by the shirt, just below the chin and put his face very close to me. His breath struck me in the face. I smelled chewing tobacco. "You own her but if you lay a hand on her, mark her or do anything to hurt her, I swear to you I will kill you." Then he smiled, "I will have you killed and not easily. Own her but if you fucking hurt her . . . " His voice trailed off.
I looked slowly over at Jennifer and she appeared to be swelling with pride, her hands clasped before her, right over her pussy, blending perfectly against the brilliant white skirt. Her eyes shone and she was shifting her weight back and forth, popping her knees up and back as she fidgeted. The motion made her hips sway invitingly back and forth. She was a vision. I looked back at Jeff.
"Are you sure you want to do this?" I asked, seriously, feeling my shirt tight about my neck.
Jeff held me for a couple more heartbeats before releasing his grip. He nodded. "She, she has always wanted to be a love slave. She wanted me to own her, to put that collar on her for years, since our first Christmas. She gave it to me, with the chain and waited for me to put it onto her neck." He shook his head, stepping back from me, his whole body communicating the will to flee resisted by his inner strength. "I am not that guy. I loved her but she wants to kneel and to have me order her around and fuck her like a whore all the time. She wanted me to share her with my friends, to, to sell her when we were on vacation. None of that is me. I fucking hated it. But it made her miserable, being with me like I am.
"She says she wanted a little less Madonna and a little more whore in my treatment of her. Not the Madonna, the other Madonna, in Rome. Jennifer has been so unhappy with me. I just want her to be happy. Selling her," he half smiled, an expression that might have been a smirk but his eyes belied that. They crinkled with tension and stress.
"She is yours. Perhaps you can make her happy. If you sell her cunt, rent it out like a whore, that should make her happy. If you do that...I, I just couldn't. That's why..." He gestured at his lovely wife and the sagging chain draped from my hand to her white, porcelain neck. "That's why we are here. Why we are doing this." He grinned then, an expressionless mask covered his face leaving only his dark eyes, small and tense. "That and the money. We need the money but...but she wants this, to be this to you, for you." He shook his head and in that moment his shoulders relaxed, dropping a few inches and he wiped his eyes with thumb and forefinger. Everything about him spoke of relief. "She is yours now."
I nodded, still stunned. While I commanded many, many people none of them were attached to me with a collar and chain; there was the right to work for me as well as the implied right to quit and betray me. I took the responsibility of being the boss seriously and relied on inducements and incentives to gain and keep loyalty. I had avoided or never faced this sort of connection to a woman. My hand got heavy and I lowered it, slowly.
Jeff Simpson turned to go but then stopped, his back to me. "Uh, there is one other thing. Her sister is coming to stay with us for a weekend. Jennifer should probably come back for that time. If you agree to that, we are fine. In fact, any time we have guests who know us, I would like Jennifer to come back to the house. Is that all right?"
His tone and manner had been all direction and authority but now his voice cracked over his shoulder at us.
"That's fine." I said immediately being my normal agreeable self. "When?"
"I'll let Jennifer know." Jeff said and walked out of the door.
I was dumbstruck. My thumb ran over the fine links of the silver chain. After a moment, I looked at Jennifer. Tension tightened her face. She watched me like a hawk watches a rat caught in the open, which seems ironic in its way. Curious how it felt, then, not clear who controlled this relationship, the owner or the owned. I glanced down at the chain in my hands and then back at Jennifer. Her face did not change. I stood up. She took a step back. I moved towards her and she moved back, real fear tinging her expression. She pressed against the kitchen counter as I approached. Before her, I reached for her hand and lifted it up between us. I held still till she looked from my eyes to her own hand. I put the chain into her hand and stepped back.
"Mrs. Simpson, I think you misunderstood this arrangement. It does not involve chains or collars or moving into my house." I spoke in a voice I did not recognize. I sounded...I did not sound like myself. "You need to make other arrangements."
For a dozen heartbeats, she did not move; her eyes did not blink. Her hand stayed between us, the slight silver chain tucked between her fingers. I could hear my heart beating in my ears. "I don't think I have what you want." I croaked.
My voice snapped her out of her trance, or her reverie. She smiled. She dropped the chain. She fingered the collar, turning it till she figured out the buckle. She opened it, bending the leather tongue and releasing the pin that held it cinched around her neck. "Mr. Gale, let's take a moment. A moment of your time, that is all I ask." The collar opened and she removed it from around her neck. She gathered up the chain and then extended it all to me. "This is yours. Hold onto it and then, well, we'll see. At least listen for a while."
I nodded but I did not take the collar from her. I needed a drink but it wasn't noon so I got a glass of water and downed it. It did not help. I turned away from the sink and found Jennifer sitting at the table. She watched me, her big blue eyes crystal clear and wide open. Mine must have been wide closed because she chuckled. Not a girlish giggle but a subdued laugh of a very self-assured woman.
It scared me a little bit.
"Please sit down." She said, moving a chair out from the table. I found my way to it and as I moved past her, her hand caressed my still very hard dick. Her touch unnerved me. When her hand left me, I wanted it back. I felt a longing for her touch again, like the moment a cool breeze ends in a blistering hot summer's day.
I sat down. I had that feeling you get after waking from a very vivid dream; the feeling that you are not sure you are awake.
"You really have not thought this whole concept of owning women through very thoroughly have you?" She asked, watching me.
I duly shook my head. I had, really, but it did not seem like I should disagree with her at that moment. Then it struck me that I owned her, not the other way around. My back straightened. "Mrs. Simpson," I was about to berate her but hesitated. In mid-sentence I changed my tack. "Why don't you tell me what you have in mind, please. Pretend for the moment that you did not just sign a contract to give me your body and that your husband did not just leave you and your luggage in my front room. Tell me what I am missing."
She sort of smirked but it transformed into a smile and it left her beaming. "I am making lemonade out of lemons, Joshua, er, Mr. Gale." She glanced away, in the direction that Jeff had exited. "All of our marriage, I have been pushing Jeff to take the lead, to be a man and not a man-child. I realized, eventually I was undercutting him, demeaning him, fighting against him in everything. I changed my approach. I told him he had to lead, he had to own me and make me his bitch, make me do what he wanted. I would not fight him, but I would never volunteer to do anything." She shrugged expansively and her breasts roiled, demanding I stare. I did.
When my eyes left her breasts, Jennifer continued. "I decided to leave the running of our life to him and told him so. I told him that I had a fantasy, that he would tie me up and fuck me, that he would offer me to his friends . . . I said 'offer' without any clear idea of whether he would ever let them have me or not. The whole idea was for him to control me, to use me, sexually, for his benefit whatever that was. For a while, he blended with that. He ordered me around. We played at having a maid and I was the maid and he would demand things of me before bending me over the table and mounting me like a stallion. I sucked his cock. Anytime. Anywhere. All he had to do was ask. I swallow, Mr. Gale. I will always swallow. I like that slick, smooth feeling of cum in my mouth." She actually shivered.



"Jeff is a western guy. His cowboy boots are not for show. He was a cowboy, rode broncos and everything. But, well, he, I..." She shifted in her chair. "He came home one night to find me on my knees. I wanted him to grab me by the hair and make me suck his cock. I was so ready to be fucked. I wanted it, but I did not want to demand it. I did not want to push him, or to tell him what I wanted. I wanted him to treat me like I was his slut."
She looked away, chewing her lower lip before resuming. "I should tell you, the whole thing, being the servant, being ordered around, having him demand things from me, telling me what to do and then berating me when I did it...always making me wrong, giving me that delicious feeling of shame and the throbbing need to repair what I had damaged. It all made me incredibly hot. I got excited when he slapped me one time. I tried to suck his cock, he got crazy and left. He did not come back for three days and when he did, it smelled like pussy. I don't know who he fucked or why and I did not ask. I confessed to him later that the idea of him fucking another woman, the idea that he needed someone else made me incredibly horny.
"I have had dreams of Jeff fucking most of the woman in the neighborhood. I always wake up crazy with lust. I'd watch while he knelt between their legs, his long, skinny cock erect and glittering with pre-cum. She watches him and then he bends over her and shoves it into her. She always cries out and lifts her ass to get him as deep as possible. He grabs her by the ass and fucks her till she is screaming and creaming and coming, or at least I think that is what is going on. Then I wake up."
Jennifer looked down at the table. She lifted the collar and chain out of her lap and laid it on the table. The metal rattled, clinking in a way that sent a shiver down my spine. She stared at it. "I gave him this for Christmas a couple years back. He opened it and just got up and walked out of the house. Mr. Gale, I want you to have this. When our lives began to collapse, I started hinting at hooking, that he should begin to pimp me out, let me make money for us on my back or knees, taking cock however he could sell me. It just made him more morose. I don't think he ever understood that this was what I wanted. I was not trying to make him suffer or anything, I just wanted someone to lean into treating me like a..." She looked up at me.
"A what?" I finished. "A sex object?"
Her nod was so vigorous, her hair fell over her face. "Yes. Yes! I want to be an object, an object, a sex object without a will whose sole or at least main purpose in your household is sex. I want everyone to glimpse me and know that I am used for sex, used. I want to be used and used up. I want you to use me in ways I have never imagined—which might take some doing since I am widely read and have a great imagination. But I have plenty of innocence to despoil, though you might just consider it ignorance...I want to be a sex object without a will in the matter. I want you to use me for sex to your heart's content, whenever and wherever and however you wish.
"Jeff loves me and, well, he just does not have it in him to make me do something I don't just love. This twist in me, it freaks him out. I like to be forced to fuck. I love to be pushed to my knees and have a hand knotted in my hair while I take his cock into my mouth and deeper, as deep as it goes without being detached. Jeff never demanded anything of me. He asked most of the time and I only got really turned on when he was angry and got rough with me. When he got riled, it made me hot and I was drippy slick when he entered me. It always surprised him. He does not understand.
"I thought, when I heard about you making Liza and Val fuck for their money, when I heard the rumors that you would buy out debt in exchange for a contract for my body, I thought I had a solution for Jeff and me. You could own me and I, I would get what I have longed for that he could not understand or accept. I want to be your slave, your servant. I want you to take on the role of master and make me do whatever needs doing. I want you to train me, to direct me. I want to be your sex object. I want to be used like a dildo, put to the task of satisfying your sexual demands in any way whatsoever. I want that. I have said it and I will never say it again. You own me and only objects can be truly owned and I want to be owned in the worst way, every bad way you can conceive of.
"Mr. Gale, I guarantee you this, if you let me do this, if you bother to try to find something that I will not do and then make me do it, I will come and come and come. I will have the world's best orgasm." The woman was panting when she fell silent, staring intently at me.
I did not respond. My mind was back with Vidya. How was I going to apologize to her for standing her up? Then, like two pieces of a machine snapping into place, I saw it. I stood up and went back into my bedroom. I found my phone and returned to the kitchen. Jennifer had not moved. She sat just as I had left her but a little paler than before. Her lips quivered and her eyes glistened. She lifted her chin as though to speak but I had heard enough. I put a finger out and she clamped her lips closed.
I dialed the phone, my memory for numbers is perfect. I knew Vidya's number. She answered after three rings.
"Hello?" She panted.
"Come to my house." I said. "You said you wanted to watch me shag someone sometime."
Pause. Silence. "Yes. Yes, I did." Her voice was tripwire tight. "Now?"
I nodded then said, "Now." I disconnected and laid the phone on the table.
Jennifer watched me like she had been starving and I was offering her food.
"Go find a bedroom to make yours." I said. She rose to leave but I gestured to her. She came close. "Bend over." I whispered and she bent forward. I picked up the collar, opened it and fixed it around her neck, closing it carefully. Her blond hair hid her face. She shivered as I slipped the tongue into the loop and closed it on her neck.
When I was done, she stood up. "Thank you, master." She said softly, trembling. "I can stay?"
She had persuaded me. It was fresh to me and, well, I was curious, curious if I could manage it. I found I wanted to try to balance her need to be dominated with my need to be the nice guy, the good guy, the gentleman. It seemed like a challenge but losing could be as fun as winning, so I nodded. "But do not speak." I added. "You want to be a sex object? Fine. I will use you till I get tired of having you here. So don't fuck it up."
Jennifer nearly scampered if a woman of her composure and deportment could scamper. She disappeared upstairs, lugging first one then the other suitcase up and out of sight. When the doorbell rang, she appeared at the top of the stairs and looked at me as I sauntered to the front door.
"Yes, come down. Please sit at the table." Something interesting occurred to me and I gestured at my neck. "Mrs. Simpson, take off the collar." She looked suitably distraught but fingered the band as she moved towards the table, removing it.
I waited at the door till Jennifer took a seat. The bell chimed again, grating at my nerves. She had moved through the house like a ghost, a blond, barefoot ghost, making nary a sound. I opened the door and confronted Vidya. She looked up at me, her eyes shining.
"Who are you going to shag?" She said immediately, rocking up onto her tiptoes and back. The action made her breasts sway and that made me stare.
"Come in," I said after a slight delay.
She stepped into the house but I did not move. My cock was hard. My heart hammered in my chest. I turned away from her, despite the urge to touch her, to ravish her against the wall. I heard her close the door behind me. I walked into the kitchen where Mrs. Simpson sat.
Vidya halted behind me with a quiet gasp. I turned at the sound. She stared at the blond woman till she registered my eyes on her and then she gulped, smiled at me and nodded. "Hello, Mrs. Simpson. Nice to see you here." Her melodious mix of British and Indian accent riled me.
"Mrs. Simpson is, she just signed a contract like yours. I own her. I wonder if you would like to help me finalize the agreement?"
Vidya's eyes became round and wide. She nodded but clearly had no idea what I was referring to. Her imagination seemed to run past her because one hand unconsciously moved to her full breast and squeezed it. Then her eyes found the collar laying on the table. I picked it up and extended it to her. "Put it on her, would you please." I said softly.
Vidya blinked but did not move.
"I am going to fuck her for you. You can watch. She'll do anything I want her to do and I think I will want a lot before you go home, Vidya." All thought of apologizing to the Indian woman was gone. She had that deer-in-the-headlights look in her eyes. "Maybe I will fuck your ass before we are done. If you are good enough, I will sell your ass to someone else. You understand, Vidya? I own you like I own her. The difference is that she is going to wear this collar everywhere she goes and when someone asks what it is for, she is going to suck their cock. No questions asked."
"What if it is a woman?" Vidya said breathlessly.
"Use your imagination." I returned. "Put it on her for me, will you." I waited.
Vidya looked back and forth between the three of us; me, Jennifer and the collar. She finally shook her head. "I never ever thought of something like that." She said looking at the collar. She moved past me and picked it up. She fingered it, running her fingertips over the inner surface. "It's smooth." She said, then she looked at Jennifer.
Mrs. Simpson was looking at her with undisguised lust. Her eyes glittered and her lips were parted. When Vidya turned the collar around and aimed it at her, Jennifer lifted her chin, exposing her neck. The chain rattled on the table top. Then Jennifer gathered her hair with her hands and lifted the blond sheaf out of the way. Vidya moved closer, rose to her tip toes and delicately she fit the collar onto the taller woman's neck. Jennifer sighed as it slide around her throat. Vidya turned it and put the tongue through the buckle and cinched it down, located the right hole and pierced it with the pin. She tested the fit and then turned it around so the chain was hanging down between Jennifer's breasts. She trailed her hand under the chain, pulling it through her hand till she got to the end, then she turned and handed it to me. Mrs. Simpson panted, her lips quivering.
Vidya stood with her hand out, the end of the chain, which had a finger ring on it, lay across her palm.
"Where do you think I should fuck her? What is the fantasy you have about this? On a bed? On that table there or against the wall? On the floor? You tell me. I will fuck her for you, while you watch.
"Oh god, yes!" Jennifer hissed. "Just like this."
"Her position in life is to be a sex object. She is going to be the receptacle of everyone else's fantasy. She will fulfill every whim of mine and any whim I want of yours I want to satisfy. I stood you up last night. I owe you something."
Vidya smiled her brilliant smile. She shook her head vigorously. "No matter, darling." Her forehead creased. "I always imagined finding, seeing them fucking in the kitchen like this but, but the bed would be fine, too."
I wanted to get the fantasy exactly right. "From behind or between her legs? Naked, clothed?"
Vidya's gaze blurred. "She is bent over a counter, I think. He is behind her. His cock is in her. From behind, yes I want, I want to see you fuck her from behind."
I took the chain from Vidya's hand. It fell between Jennifer and I. I tugged on it and the blond rose effortlessly to her feet. "Do we know each other? Do we talk? Is it cheating or play? Are we fearful of getting caught or am I raping her?" My mind was spinning out scenarios without any real consideration of what might fit the moment.
Jennifer gasped with anticipation, trembling before me, ignored as a sex object would be.
Vidya shook her head. "No talking. No sound at all. I, he is fucking her. Start there."
"Clothing?"
"Yes. Just like that. Dressed."
I walked over to the counter. Jennifer automatically moved between me and it, turned her back to me, bending over and placing her elbows on the surface. She shifted her weight over till she ass leaning on them. She popped her hips up, arching her back. She groaned a soft "oh" as she took her position bent over the counter.
"No, not like that." Vidya said, her voice twanging with urgency. She hurried to the counter and pulled Jennifer's arms out straight, forcing the woman to lie down. I preferred the other pose but this was Vidya's fantasy. I placed my hands on Jennifer's hips but Vidya grabbed hold of the hem of the skirt and pulled it high over Jennifer's back revealing her high-cut bikini panties. I noted her hand, she swiped her palm along Jennifer's back, feeling the white skin with her dark hand. There was more to this fantasy than she had told us yet. I was eager to get to the rest of it.
"You are naked though." Vidya said, waving a hand at me.
When I stepped back, and began to unbutton the cuffs on my oxford, she moved between me and Jennifer and pulled the woman's panties over the swell of the blond's ass. She then placed her hands on the woman's thighs and smoothed the panties down to the knees. I threw my shirt to the floor and unbuckled my slacks. Vidya pushed the panties down to Jennifer's ankles and when Jennifer lifted one foot, Vidya removed the panties from it, but left it looped around the other leg. I shucked my pants down my legs, including my briefs. When she rose, her hands smoothed up Jennifer's legs. Jennifer's ass rose as the hands ran up the outer surface of her thighs. Vidya released the woman, walked around to where her hands dangled over the counter top, gripped Jennifer's arms by the wrists and pulled her flat onto the counter.
"Like that. Fuck her like that." She whispered.
I was duly nude and approached the body bent over my counter. Her hips flexed twice, ripples of her muscles under the white skin made little shadows appear and then vanish. I gripped her hips and opened her. Jennifer shifted her legs wider and then her legs seemed to twist which presented me with her pussy. I could smell her arousal. I touched a finger to her pouting pussy lips and she groaned loudly. She was lusciously slick. I glanced up at Vidya, who was leaning back, putting her weight onto Jennifer's arms. Her eyes did not register the groan.
I gripped my cock and touched the head to Jennifer's pussy lips.
"Oh Christ! Oh fucking hell, fuck me!" Jennifer growled.
"Yes, fuck her." Vidya growled too, not noticing the dialog.
I pressed the head of my cock between Jennifer's pussy lips, seeking the entrance. She opened like a Broadway play and I slipped deep into her, half a cock deep perhaps. Her hips twitched, then she withdrew from me a little before trying to bang her body back at me, to sheath me completely into her cunt. I gripped her hips, pulled back, withdrawing my cock from her body. Jennifer shifted and tried to keep me enveloped, shuddering when she felt her body release me. The sound was a rich slurp as her body surrendered its clasp on my cock. I took my hands off of her hips and moved out of contact with her fevered flesh. She groaned and tried to look around but Vidya pulled harder on her arms. The tousled blond head remained between her elbows.
I took firm hold of her hips and pulled against Vidya. The tensed resistance released and the curve of Jennifer's back relaxed. Her face was between her elbows. She wheezed when I touched her pussy with a questing finger again. I replaced my finger with the head of my cock and ran it into her once more as far as it would go. Not quite fully embedded in her, I pulled back and rammed my cock into her once more; not violently but with authority. Holding her by her hips and waist, I pulled her back onto my cock.
Jennifer groaned as my cock slide fully into her body. I began to stroke her, in and out, slapping our bodies together. Vidya pulled in unison with us. My cock sang with the pure ecstasy of being buried in the woman. The sawing action ran tingles of pleasure from heels to the nape of my neck and back down again. My spine felt rubbery and soft. I sagged over her bent body. My orgasm swelled but I pulled free, unwilling to expend myself so quickly. I put a finger into her. Unsure of how her body functioned, I thought to discover if I could frigg her to orgasm with two or three fingers from behind.
I could.
It took three fingers and twenty-seven seconds. I jammed her full of fingers twenty-seven times before her whole body jerked, convulsed and thrashed into a quick orgasm.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" Jennifer chanted as the climax crashed into her. I pinned her hard to the counter and Vidya was leaning far back, her arms out straight as she put her weight against the extended arms pulling them out straight, tight beside Jennifer's head. Jennifer's arms muffled her voice, but she kept trying to lift her head which allowed us to hear the gurgling of her orgasm as it possessed her. She shook, she bucked, she shivered till finally it had run its course.
Vidya released the blond's wrists and looked at me, her eyes brilliant. "My turn." She said. "You have to shag me now. On the bed. Bring her. I want her to see you fuck me."
I hesitated, hearing the command in her voice but in reality it was simply an urgent request. I was not so insecure I could not see the value in doing what she said despite the fact that she ordered me to do it. My cock longed for pussy. It was a shiver in my body trying to escape and I knew just what the release needed to be. I bumped Jennifer with my fist. "Stand up." I grunted.
"Don't know if I can." She mumbled, turning her head to look at me. Then she took a great breath and lifted her torso off the counter with a deep body groan.
I still had hold of the chain, the ring around my left, middle, fuck-you finger. I led Jennifer back to the ground floor bedroom, my master bedroom. Master bedroom. I sort of liked that but until I had a woman on a collar and chain had never considered where the expression originated. Vidya followed us.
In the bedroom I dropped the chain and left Jennifer standing in the middle of the room, near the dresser. I turned to Vidya. She enveloped me. Her lips sought mine as she pulled my head down with both hands, her hips ground against my bare cock, though it struck her about the belly button. I lifted her up, her arms around my neck. I carried her bodily to the bed, with her dangling between my legs, I dragged her to the middle of the bed.
"Shag me!" She hissed. "Shag me hard. Fast. Fill me with cock and I will come screaming!" Her voice was violin string taut. Her legs pressed against mine and I knee stepped off her. Vidya wore a simple shift, a one piece dress, sleeveless with a belt that cinched it tight to her small waist. It was rust red and blended with her burnished skin. I flipped the skirt part of the dress off her legs and lower body. She wore white, cotton panties but rather than taking them off, I grabbed them at one leg and ripped them apart, shredding them up one side, leaving the other leg encircled but her pussy uncovered. She lifted her hips, flaring her knees.
"Put your cock into me." She panted. "Put it in. Put it in."
I got awkwardly to my knees, gripped her by the knees and pulled her close. I bent over her. Her hands found my cock and pulled me by it to the entrance of her pussy. She bumped her hips up, taking my head and some into her body. I fell forward, penetrating her with cock.




"Oh blimey! Oh shag me!" Vidya cried. "Shag me hard. Shag me. Shag me good!" I got to my elbows and began to hammer my cock into the writhing, panting, gasping woman. She shook beneath me.
"Jesus Christ and the pope!" Jennifer said from behind me. "Oh my god! I never knew! I have never seen...never watched...oh, my god!"
My ass rose and fell faster and faster with greater and great violence. Each increase in speed and impact seemed to be met with equal force from Vidya. Her body hunched up at me, coiling and enveloping me each time I rammed down into her, slamming us together. The feel of her body, swelling and clinching around me enthralled me. I felt a spurt of her froth splash up between us. Her head wagged back and forth, her hair flew, finally covering her face in a tangled black veil. I groaned, wishing I had unwrapped her body, wanting to suck her tits. I settled for pressing my mouth to her exposed neck and sucked hard. Vidya went still, her arms wrapped around me, holding me in place while I marked her. I sucked and the sound of the suction coming and going was the only sound for a few moments. I felt her lift her legs and lock them across my thighs. Using that leverage, she rocked her hips up, taking me an inch deeper. Then she moved her legs higher and repeated the motion. This she repeated several times till she was cocked beneath me such that she could lock her short legs around my waist. It was incredibly tight. I gasped for breath.
When I began the motion of fucking her again, her body lifted with me, following my cock up. The weight finally tired out my arms. I moved my hands down to her tilted hips and clasped them, pulling at the cheeks of her ass. My orgasm started as a tingle in my legs. I fell into a swift hammering motion, slapping against Vidya while she cried in some Indian dialect I did not recognize. Hindi perhaps but the message was clear. Her body began to shake as my cock spurted into her. My orgasm arrived and my actions subsided into short strokes, slamming her into the bed. Her butt surged and bumped up at me and just as my climax reached its pinnacle, she screamed, a wordless, screeching sound that seemed to flay us both. My cock continued to piston in and out of her body but she was mindlessly grinding herself against me. She grunted and groaned and flinched time after time. I continued to mimic her motions even after my orgasm had flashed away. Vidya seemed to be coming with short, punctuated convulsions that seemed to go on and on and on, one after the other.
Finally, I surrendered to her better conditioning and collapsed between her legs, bearing her ass to the bed, while keeping us cinched together with my hands and weight. She twitched a few more time but finally her gasping subsided and her legs relaxed. Then all at once, she groaned. She completely unfolded, flopping in every direction. I lay balanced on her pubic bone, my flagging cock shriveling with consummate satisfaction inside of her.
Vidya whispered something.
"Huh?" I grunted.
She turned her head and with some effort, put her lips close to my head. I lifted myself turning my head till her lips kissed my ear. Again I missed most of what she said but heard only "eat me". I had little wish to suck my own cum out of her pussy at that moment so I said "huh" again, playing like I did not understand.
"I want her to eat your cum out of my pussy. I want her to eat me." Vidya said, speaking much more distinctly, like you do to someone who is stupid or hard hearing.
"What a great fucking idea." I mumbled. I was sure Jennifer had heard and that in itself excited me. I summoned the strength, twisted away from Vidya and crawled off the bed. My cock dripped our juice, trailing across the bed, leaving a wet line on Vidya's splayed leg.
Jennifer stood where I had left her. Her hands pressed fully over both breasts. I walked over to her. I unbuttoned the blouse, reveling in her breasts. When I released the last button, her shoulders arched as she tried to shrug out of it. I peeled it off of her. Her eyes were fixed on me but she did not move except to respond to my touch. She did not speak.
I pulled her into an embrace, kissing her full, luscious lips. She responded, her hands gripped my shoulders, pulling at me before wrapping about my neck. Her bra-covered breasts where crushed between us but I was fully aware of them; they were very difficult to ignore.
"Heya, me." Vidya said from the bed.
I disengaged from Jennifer who was panting in my arms, sucking air through her teeth. I unhooked her bra before turning to look at Vidya. The Indian woman was up on her elbows, her breasts mounted on her chest, her legs splayed wide. Her hips continuing to pulse, making her whole body rock and that rocked the bed.
"Be patient." I muttered. Jennifer's bra came down, releasing her fabulous breasts. I crouched before her and kissed each nipple, sucking it into my mouth so I could tweak it with the flat of my tongue. Her nipples felt solid, like ivory appendages, pink jade carvings affixed to her plush flesh. She groaned deep in her chest each time I released a nipple. I finally backed away. The white skirt had a zipper on the side which I released and it dropped off of her hips, fluttering down her legs.
"Clean her." I said softly. When she tried to turn to the bath, I restrained her holding onto one elbow to prevent her from turning away. Her face came back to me like a search light.
"Oh." She said. "I have never..." She did not finish.
"Exactly." I said softly. "Isn't that what you asked?"
I felt the tremor go through her body. "Oh!" She said again. "Oh yes!" She realized I had been listening and that I was intent on following through on our agreement—she yields her body, I give her back her twisted, complex pleasures. She made to go by me, to move to the bed but my hands pulled at her arms, pulling her down. She went to one knee then realized what I wanted. She got to both knees and positioned herself before me, naked, beautiful, blond and collared. She found my cock with one hand and licked me clean, tasting Vidya for the first time. Her eyes remained on mine, watching for a reaction. I think she realized as a few swipes of her tongue that she was going to be getting a lot more of that particular taste. When she had me clean, she sucked my cock into her mouth, a single artful motion that lodged it deep in her pulsing throat. By then, my cock was hard once more.
I roused from the feeling of her mouth on my cock and pulled her free of it. A line of spittle ran down her chin from one side of her mouth. Her mouth watered around my cock. She was so excited to be used this way, her whole body was quivering.
"Oh thank you." She whispered. "Anything you want. I promise."
I could feel Vidya behind me, her need, her curiosity. Her desire emanated from her like a heat wave. "Eat her." I said. "Make her come with your mouth."
For a moment Jennifer just stared at me but when I released her, she got to her feet and moved to the bed. Vidya stared at her for a moment before laying down again, closing her eyes.
Before Jennifer got onto the bed, I pressed my cock to her bare ass from behind, clasping my hands over her breasts. She sighed as I covered her back with my bare body. After a moment of luxurious contact, I released her and moved her to the side. She looked back at me, her face a rictus of lust and excitement.
I took hold of one of Vidya's legs and pulled at her. She opened her eyes and looked over at me. I pulled at her flexible leg and she understood. She closed her legs, bringing the other into my reach. I pulled her into position across the bed. She pulled her feet up and planted them on the edge, opening her body. I stepped back and looked at Jennifer.
"Eat her." I said.
Jennifer flowed between Vidya's legs. The woman was at an awkward distance from the edge of the bed. At first, Jennifer tried to get to her knees but found that would put her out of easy reach of the woman's pussy. She ended bent from the waist. She began to lick and kiss at Vidya's pussy. Vidya's hips pulsed beneath the woman's questing lips and tongue. My cock finished turning to steel. I felt invisible as I watched Jennifer find her way to Vidya's pleasure.
The first time Vidya came, she squealed, her body arched and then her feet slipped off the edge of the bed. Jennifer tried to pull her to the edge so she could kneel but I put my hands on her hips and held her up. Vidya, seeing me behind the blond woman, groaned and shuffled deeper onto the bed. Jennifer's mouth followed her. She slurped and sucked at Vidya's open body. Vidya flexed her hips over and over, pressing herself up at the woman's mouth. Blond hair spilled over Vidya's legs and abdomen, a stark contrast to the brown-red dress that still covered her upper body. Below the waist, she was nude, her brown skin glistened with sweat and shivered with excitement.
Vidya came again. And again. And again. Her body pulsed with climaxes that rolled through her, ravaging her with pleasure.
Whatever Jennifer had figured out, it seemed to be working. Orgasm after climax wracked Vidya till she was panting and squalling. Her upper body thrashed but her hips remained firmly placed in Jennifer's hands. Jennifer was in a rhythm that seemed to tease orgasm after orgasm out of the woman she was eating. When I placed my hands on her hips, I had the distinct feeling she felt pleasure, a pride that seemed to infuse her. She moved her feet wider and arched her back, bumping her ass higher and presenting me her pussy. I entered her hard, ramming into her so abruptly she yelped.
Her inner body was still slick with excitement and I ran my cock deep into her, embedding myself into her without any resistance from her flesh at all. Then, once I was rooted deep in her, she grunted and clinched her inner muscles, seizing me with the most pleasurable hold, capturing my cock so that I left it in her. She began to wiggle her ass, bumping each knee forward alternately such that her hips swished and she could massage my cock. The sensation was unbelievable. I grabbed hard hold of her ass and ground my cock deep into her and she pressed herself hard onto that shaft buried in her body.
"Oh yes, he is fucking me. His cock is in me. I will come if he fucks me more. I will. I will." Jennifer muttered, lifting her head to speak, freeing her tongue from Vidya's pussy.
Vidya rose up on her elbows and watched me grind my cock in and out of the white woman's body. "I like that. Tell it to me. Say it. Tell us what he is doing. Talk." Vidya demanded, cocking her weight onto one elbow so she could grab the back of the blond head, making a fist in the luxurious blond hair and holding the woman tight against her pussy.
Jennifer groaned and fought her mouth off of Vidya's pussy. "I am squeezing his cock with my cunt. I feel his hands on my ass. He peels me open like a pomegranate. His cock is deep in me and I love the feeling of it. He saws in and out of me, using me for his sex object. I am his. I am his object. I am his sex object. He can use me for anything. He will use me for everything. I am his sex slave. I will fuck everyone and anyone he wants. I will do whatever he tells me. He is master and my Master."
Jennifer's monologue ended when Vidya pulled her mouth down to the pussy before her. I pumped her, steady and regular, running my cock into her bent body over and over again while she tried to eat Vidya. Vidya watched but her orgasms seemed to have passed. More likely, Jennifer was not yet adept at eating pussy while she was being fucked. Realizing I was a distraction, I thought about releasing them but then I felt a flash of orgasm. I pulled free of Jennifer's pussy and pulled her upright. I suddenly wanted to be balls deep inside of her from the front. I turned her around and pushed her back against the bed. Vidya scrambled out of the way, the languor of orgasm having passed. Jennifer sat and I moved out of the way so she could lay down, swinging her legs onto the bed. I got between her legs immediately, grasping her by the knees and pulling her down towards my cock. She watched me, nude, pliant but with a quiet eagerness I loved. Everything about her pose said, "fuck me" and I did. I slipped my cock into her and she groaned and dropped to the bed.
With my cock lodged deep in Jennifer's cunt, I looked over at Vidya. She was on her back and elbows watching me penetrate the blond woman. I twisted and pressed my lips to hers. She lay back, accepting my kiss. I lay crooked on Jennifer as I kissed Vidya. The sensation of fucking one woman while I kissed another thrilled me. In that moment, I was conscious of being there, doing that and I tingled with the intensity of that moment.
I loved that feeling, the slick cunt surrounding my hard cock and the hands holding me steady as we kissed. I slowed my rhythm so I did not chip our teeth, but kept moving. Suddenly Jennifer moaned, her legs closed around me. I moved back over her, bending to kiss her but she was arching up to meet me, her lips found mine and her hands held to me while we kissed. When her strength gave out, she flopped back, humming with pleasure while I continued to fuck her.
I looked a Vidya. Her eyes were lidded. I wonder if she would allow me to direct her. "Kiss her." I said. "You should kiss her."
Vida opened her eyes. So did Jennifer. They both looked frightened for a moment which I assumed was for wildly different reasons. Vidya sat up, rolled to her knees and looked down on the woman I was fucking. Jennifer look up at her, her arms stretched out over her head, gripping the brass tubes of the headboard. Vidya bent over her and took a nipple into her mouth.
Jennifer flinched. Her whole body convulsed, a motion I felt wrapping around my cock. I put a hand on Vidya's clothed back and bent beside her. Together we sucked at Jennifer's breasts. After only a few moments of having two mouths on her tits, Jennifer exploded into a huge, bucking, screaming orgasm. Her body pressed her tits at both Vidya and I. She was anchored to the headboard with her hands which gave her leverage to press her body hard onto my cock while she orgasmed. I finally pushed Vidya off the other breast, gripped Jennifer by the ass and chased down my own orgasm. I hammered her body to the bed, drilling my cock into her hard and fast. She came again. And again. I pummeled her, ramming her full of cock with great strokes, arching over her to jam her full again and again. When my orgasm arrived, it was a huge relief for I was nearly out of oxygen, unable to keep the pace much longer. When it struck, I seized, my body tensing. My weight thrust my cock deep into Jennifer and then I was filling her. She relaxed, allowed my sperm to spew into her. She soothed me with her hands, running them over my face and down my shoulders even while I suffered the cataclysm of my orgasm.
When it was past, I lay on her, panting till she groaned with my weight. I rolled free of her, sinking between the clothed form of Vidya and the nude Jennifer Simpson. I lay there, squeezed between the two bodies, heaving and gasping for air. Eventually, my heart slowed and the sweat on my body dried and I could catch my breath. I sighed and then nothing.
It was like I blacked out because the next thing I knew, I was awake between two female bodies, one nude and the other still clothed. I was just suddenly awake and in the next moment, the clothed body to my left stirred and sat up. The nude body beside me lay on her back and from her mouth came a loud snort and croak and then a long quivering whistle. Then she snorted again, followed by the whistle.
I opened my eyes and found Vidya sitting up looking past me at Jennifer who remained asleep, snoring like a steam engine that has just stopped. I turned my head a bit and Vidya looked down at me. She grinned and pointed, then rolled away, standing up on the other side of the bed. She put a finger to her lips and gestured for me to follow her. I did. I padded to the door of my bedroom, leaving my sex object wheezing and snorting on my bed. I almost left and padded out into the main part of the house nude but thought better of it. I donned a short robe that showed off my ball sack and silently closed the door. Vidya had put on her shoes and was waiting for me when I emerged from the dimness of the bowels of the house into the bright sunshine of the early afternoon.
I shuddered, remembering how my day began. I halted a few feet from the Indian woman and marveled at her body. She had finger-combed her hair and except for a sort of rumpled disorder to her dress, she looked quite ordinary; well, except for the trail of cum that streaked the inside of one leg clear to her calf. She walked over to me, put her arms around my neck and pulled my lips to hers. She kissed me politely and then looked up at me, hanging her head back like her neck was broken.
"She snores! My gosh! A woman that looks like that and she snores? You would never think." Vidya giggled as though she possessed some brilliant secret, which, given the blond bombshell image Jennifer strutted around, it was pretty funny.
I just nodded. I had the niggling feeling that I was forgetting something.
"Aurora. Aurora Hines is definitely on the board. I was, ah, reluctant to confirm it but she is. And Eve Sawyer is too."
I nodded. "Okay. Thanks, I think. If I am going to own all these mortgages, I think I should have at least some chance of being on the board. Who should I speak with about that? Is there a procedure? You know, like other corporations or communities or organizations?" My mind snapped awake, alert to a mistake. Mortgages? Had I said mortgages? No one knew I was buying them up, it appeared only as cash to help people out of a tight spot, for a consideration of pussy and more. Vidya, however, did not seem to notice my gaff. I needed to be more careful.
Vidya kissed me again, a peck on the lips. Even then, her full, lush lips aroused me and my cock agreed that she was very sexy and deserved another good shagging. My stirring cock pressed between us and Vidya giggled, bumping her pussy against my leg and rubbing my engorging cock against her tummy. "My, my but you do have an appetite, Mr. Gale." She tittered.
She kissed me again but it was no peck. My hand clamped onto her ass and lifted her but then the fucking doorbell chimed. I did not react but continued tasting the woman, enjoying her squirming body in my grip. The second time it chimed she wiggled free and I let her.
"I am going to tear that fucking chime out and replace it with something that is not so irritating." I growled.
"Temper, temper." Vidya said. She bent over to finish strapping on her shoes and then clacked over to the door. She opened it and spoke to whoever was there. "I was just leaving. He is all yours." Then she stopped, turned back to look at me. She smiled and turned back to whoever had rung the bell. "No, that is not right. I think we are all his, aren't we?" She then stepped out of sight into the light and disappeared.
I stood there staring at the door wondering who she had spoken too.
A red haired woman stuck her head around the door jamb. "Is it safe to come in?" Liza McCall called. Over her head, Valerie's face appeared, seeing me immediately.
"There he is." Valerie said.
The next moment they were inside, the door closed and they were both jabbering a mile a minute.
"Whoa, whoa!" I said to stop the flow of words. I realized I was not yet awake. Valerie carried a box with a lid and Liza carried a briefcase in one hand and a computer case in the other.
"We'll set up in here." They left me and walked into the little dining room. It was spare and bare but for a china cabinet and the big mahogany dining table. They began to unpack their burdens. By the time I uprooted and went to the opening to the dining room and peered in, Liza was firing up the computer and Valerie was making stacks of different colored folders.



Once Liza signed in, she looked over her shoulder at me. "Come in here, Joshua. We have something to show you. You have a big problem." She looked the other way, to her left in the direction of the front door she had just entered, passing Vidya Ketteridge. "If I understand Mrs. Ketteridge's demeanor properly, you just signed her ass up for your little enterprise. Am I right? I am, I know I am. That woman had the 'just fucked' look if I ever saw it. She glowed with after-orgasm calm. Jolly good show, old sport!"
Liza ended with a passable imitation of Vidya's British English. Then she laughed till she turned her attention to the computer screen that appeared. She opened a spreadsheet and gestured with her head. "Come look at this." She said.
I moved behind her, looking over her shoulder at the tablet—laptop combo screen she had set up on the table.
"Val and I have been doing some calculating."
"Just arithmetic. Not rocket science." Val interjected.
"Right. Just simple math. We have decided that you have a problem." Liza looked around at me, craning her neck to look up at me. "Sit down. Let me show you this."
I took a seat. Valerie, apparently done decorating the table, came over and leaned against me, pressing her pussy against the point of my shoulder and grinding against me. "Did you fuck her, Joshua? Have you been a bad boy? What about me."
"Us." Liza corrected.
"What about us," Val amended. "You going to fuck us too? Do you have anything less to give us?"
"Shut up, Val. We need to focus." Liza said, her voice merrily grumpy. "Joshua, we have done some checking around and we figure that there are twenty-three properties in distress. Now, with Val and I, and Mrs. Ketteridge, there, you seem to have signed three of them to contracts to fuck our way out of our holes."
Val tittered. "Fuck our way out of our holes? Is that even possible?"
Liza glared, ignored the interruption and continued. "We did some quick math and decided that we are the least worse off of the whole neighborhood. But then, here," she clicked into a tab on the spreadsheet marketed, 'pussy prospects.' "Here you can see everyone listed. I am first, there at the top since you fucked me first. Then Val. I put Evie next but I don't know if you have fucked her yet or not."
"I bet not." Val said.
"Val, shut up!" Liza growled. "Anyway, we listed all these properties, using county records to determine the taxes on the properties and working backwards from there. We made some assumptions about how this whole enterprise is financed and came up with around seventy-five grand as an average it will cost you to keep all twenty-three houses in the division occupied."
"Occupying the pussy in each." Val added.
"Goddammit, Val, shut up." Liza did not sound angry but Val left me, pulled out a chair and sat down, chastened. "That is what you need to get them all solvent and to keep them out of default, using the same basic terms you gave us. This is a spreadsheet I threw together to show our payment history on each loan. As you can see, we have our fucking services listed. I have everyone else listed below. But, Josh, you have to see this. I presume that you are providing us the cash to stay in the property and at 75K a crack, that is 1.725 million in cash you need to sign up 23 women to fuck you for their debt. We might be a little low but that is just an example anyway. It might be higher.
"That is 17,250 fucks at a 100 a fuck, right? That means, if you fucked us all three times a day, 365 days a year, you would be fucking us all for 15 years, closer to 16 actually. That is 3 times a day!" She turned to look at me, triumph on her face. "You will never be able to do that. Never! Particularly if we cheat. 3 times a day? You will not last one year, much less fifteen. Even if you price us each out at a grand per fuck, you still face 1,725 fucks. Even if you figure just once a day, that is still five years to fuck us all. I don't really know which extreme is a closer approximation of your plan for us, but either way, you have some major fucking to do or you're just flushing your money down the toilet. Which, by the way, neither Val nor I think you are doing. That just does not match who you seem to us to be. So what the fuck, Mr. Gale? What sort of investment is this if you plan to sign all the pussy in Holdingsfield to your little fuck for cash scheme? Asking about the board sort of tipped me off."
Liza was on a roll. She was chattering gaily as though showing off a class project to her favorite teacher. I let her go, but became aware that things were not as I had planned them to be. I confess I had presumed that the whole move would occur in secret and these proud, stuck up bitches my sister hated so much would not be comparing notes about their financial situations. Men sure wouldn't be doing that and I assumed women would behave the same way about money and be coy about their fiscal condition and the services they would perform to escape their situations. This seemed to be a faulty assessment. It called into question my whole plan for seducing and contracting each woman one at a time. Liza was merely pointing to one aspect of the scheme that did not make sense. I had to explain myself or I was going to be in danger of revealing the real reason I was here. I was sheepish I had not thought this far. Being dazzled by pussy had happened to better men than me. There was a very shortsighted aspect to my approach. Liza pointed this out to me but from an entirely different perspective.
"I don't think you have thought this thing through, have you?" Liza asked. "The numbers just do not add up."
"Three of those are not mortgaged properties." I said. Immediately I wished I had not said that. Liza turned to look at me, her eyes piercing and fixed on my face. I thought about trying to explain that comment away but I did not have to.
"So twenty." Liza said, accepting the assertion.
"I cannot think that he wants to fuck those three on the south side anyway. Too old to fuck and too snooty, if you ask me." Val offered.
"No one asked you, Val. Now just shut up. Let me do the talking." Liza leaned into me, resting her breasts on the arm of my chair and twisting to look up into my face. "I don't think you are here for the real estate. I think you represent some sheik or other that wants to rent a passel of all American pussy and you found this place. You must have outside funding because, if I am thinking big, you likely are obtaining the mortgages yourself. That takes a lot of cash; way more than anyone would pony up to get just the property."
I nodded agreement to her eyes but was thinking that she did not have the other properties beyond the walls of the enclave figured into her calculations. Someone had bought that property and apparently, not everyone knew about it.
"Val and I have been puzzling over how you were going to fuck us free of our debt and either you had to adjust the rate or you have another scheme you are going to use to get your cash back. We agreed. Val and I both think that you are working to put together an American harem for somebody. I thought the Prince but Val is right, you would not have fucked his sister silly if he had anything to do with this. We think he is just a prospective client whom you used to test out our skills." She looked at me, waiting. When I did not speak, she sat back up, taking her tits back off my arm. "Well? Am I close?"
I have to confess that I really had not done the numbers. I just had it in my head that I would seduce twenty women and that would be that. The whole implication of owning that much pussy and having them all hooked into a debt they had to fuck their way out of had not really occurred to me. I had been much too shortsighted, much to narrow minded. Liza had actually extended the implications of this plan. All I had done was to do the cash schedule till we could gain control of all the property and the extrapolations into the future when the property would regain its value. The truth was I had been looking at my little endeavor at Holdingsfield as a real estate investment not truly as a fucking investment. And now I was caught. The extrapolation to whoring these women out to high rollers traveling the country had been discussed and the Kaiser had even done research but I had not really confronted this dissonance in my thinking. Now, Liza had laid it out for me, rather tersely and succinctly, as it were.
"Well? Am I missing something?"
I heard the door close back in the house and half registered that Jennifer Simpson was up and about. "No. You are not missing anything."
"There is something else, something we wondered about. Some of us, not me, actually but most of these women have swinging dicks that are going to need pussy. You are doing business with them but giving the money to the pussy in charge. What do you think these men are going to do? Date their right hands? I don't think so. We think you need to have one of us do them all. Just one."
"She means her." Val said.
Liza leaned around me and smacked Val on the shoulder. "Shush."
"No. Josh, she wants to help you organize this and to have the job of fucking the husbands."
"Managing the husbands." Liza said over Val's speaking.
"She calls it 'managing the husbands' but I call it fucking and sucking the husbands to keep them happy. She," here Val grinned evilly. "Liza here," she hesitated waiting for Liza to register her objection which she did.
"Don't you dare, Val. Do not go there, I warn you!" Liza seemed truly upset.
Val ignored the implied threat in the redheaded woman's tone. "Dear Elizabeth is terrified of flying. She hates it. It makes her pee her pants. She wore Depends on the plane both ways. She changed three times." Val was enjoying her account of her friend's discomfort.
Liza sank back into herself, blushing furiously. But I noticed, she did not deny it.
Val continued. "Liza wants to stay here without needing to explain why she is not fucking for her supper like the rest of us."
"You girls seem to have gotten your heads around the whole hooker for hire concept pretty well." I observed somewhat sardonically.
They both looked at the other and pointed. "It was her idea." They both said.
I remembered it differently but the past was unrecorded so who could say. "I had it in my head I would seduce you all and you would never speak of it to anyone."
Both women shook their head. "Not so. Mr. Gale, women talk, about everything. You have the most famous cock in the division. Only the men are uninformed about the change in the social situation inside our little enclave. The women, we all know what is coming."
"Or more accurately, who is coming." Val added.
Liza glared at her this time. "Everyone is waiting for you to get to her. Several of your erstwhile neighbors have asked me if you were going to take a run at their panties. Of course I had no idea and said so but still, I think it is pretty well understood that you are offering all of us a way to stay here if we fuck you."
I regarded them both. "I had hoped you would not discuss this with anyone."
"We didn't!" Both said at once.
"So how is it everyone seems to know what is going on?"
"We can put one and one together." Jennifer Simpson's voice answered the question behind us. I turned around and saw her in the archway of the dining room. She was nude, smeared, rumpled and looking like what she was, freshly fucked and well-used; ridden hard and put up wet, as the saying goes.
"Jesus Christ!" Val said. "What is she doing here?"
I ignored Valerie. "What do you mean, putting one and one together?" I asked my sex object, like I did not know. I was realizing that the simplest connection had been one I presumed no one would make in this tight knit little community. I had mistaken a basic tenet of female socialization.
"I mean one pussy and one cock equals sucky fucky." Jennifer said. She stood still, her hands at her sides. She too had a stream of juice streaking both legs, glistening in the light. She blew a strand of her satin blond hair out of her face "You fucked these two and once you spent the night at Eve's whatever happened there, everyone knew that you were making the rounds. Not only that, we could see you were not making a lot of effort to woe anyone or fool the cock being cuckolded. That was the best tipoff. Somehow you were managing to fuck us and the husbands in the picture, if there was one, never objected. They seemed willing to let you slink into their bed and plow their furrow without objections."
"What is she doing here?" Liza asked finally.
I looked around at the redhead and she seemed about to explode. She looked positively furious. I regarded the Liza with some aplomb. "She is my sex object. Her job is have sex and to make it good for anyone and everyone I tell her to have sex with. She is a sex object."
"Christ she looks like one." Val muttered. She sniggered, "I always thought she looked too hot to not, not trot, to not fuck, to not do anything the rest of us thought we should not do but wanted to. Everyone assumed their husbands have been inside this brick house!" Val waved at Jennifer.
That made Jennifer blush and it turns out she blushed down to the slope of her waving breasts. But she did not cover herself. In that moment, seeing her nude there, I realized that part of the game was going to be her discovery of how to find orthogonal ways to obey my instructions, implicit or explicit either one. Her delight would be to obey me logically and surprise me. My first instinct had been to tell her to get dressed but for a sex object without a will, that was insufficiently precise. If I insisted she be dressed, I would have to tell her what to wear and I simply did not have that knowledge. If I said put something on, she might put on lipstick or my shirt or something.
"Don't you need a shower?" I asked, but catching myself followed it up with a clear instruction. "Go take a shower, in my bathroom. Till I get you situated in one upstairs." She did not move. "Now." I said flatly, without emphasis.
Jennifer flinched like I had struck her. She turned to go but I had changed my mind. "Wait." I got out of the chair. I pulled her around the end of the table and bent her onto her hands on the table. I pulled her ass out and then walked back to my room and got a belt. When I got back, Liza and Val were still staring at the nude blond woman, glancing back and forth at each other. I cracked the belt between my hands once. Jennifer flinched. Her face was drawn and pale. I struck her ass pretty hard three quick times. "Now get. You're a mess." I held out the belt. "Take this with you."
Her response was so joyous, so painfully thrilled, I felt a swell in my chest, like I had done something truly wonderful. Perhaps I had, perhaps I had decoded Jennifer a little bit, revealing to us both our mutual ability to fulfill her fantasy of being a sex object. I had a difficult time understanding that but there it was. We seemed to have a certain simpatico that delighted her and her delight in being used delighted me.
"Fuck me." Val said when Jennifer was gone. "I think I am wet." She made a motion as though plunging a finger into her crotch. "I knew that woman was sex on a stick but I had no idea. Shit, I wanted to touch her."
"I know." Liza said softly.
I shook my head. Fuck me I was onto something but it felt more like I had just stepped out of a plane and was falling. "Listen, you have something in mind, how to make this all work. Move into the living room. I hate these fucking chairs." I left them there and sauntered back to my bath. The shower was running and I could see the white skin smear of a naked woman through the steamy glass. I sniffed myself and wondered if I had an aura of sex hanging around me. I certainly smelled of stale pussy. I dropped the robe I was wearing and opened the shower door. Jennifer had her faced turned up into the spray, her blond hair had gone dark with water. Water beaded on her spectacularly perfect body.
I got hard. I stepped in behind her, turned her to face the wall so that spray was washing between us. I felt between her legs, running my finger along her furrow. She moaned and placed both hands on the wall, arched her back and spread her legs. My cock rose up and I crouched behind Mrs. Simpson and pressed my cock into her. She was still slick and I slipped deep into her pussy with nary a hitch.
"Oh cock. Oh wonderful cock." Jennifer breathed above the chatter of the water. I gripped her hips and pumped at her a few times before pulling free. The falling water hurt my cock. I was so sensitive. I turned my back to the water and backed closer to the nozzle. "On your knees, Mrs. Simpson. Suck my cock." I said.
Jennifer turned quickly around, her face the image of stern concentration. She got to her knees and took hold of my cock. She licked it once and then inhaled me like I was a breath of fresh air. Her mouth enveloped me and I was lodged forthwith in her throat. Her whole mouth and throat seemed to close down onto my cock. I shielded her from the falling water so she was not in danger of drowning, though I ran with rivulets of water. Jennifer took me deeply and just held me there, sucking and tonguing my shaft while continually swallowing around the head in her throat. I remembered her image of the hand knotted in her hair and did so, pulling her off my cock and helping her to her feet.
She rose gracefully. I put my hands over her breasts and in that moment resolved to fuck Liza while Mrs. Simpson here watched. My cock was brittle. It stayed that way while I swabbed the beauty down and then let her return the favor. Her hands were questing, gentle and loving. She reverently washed my cock but never made any motion to take it into any of her holes on her own. I admired that. When we finished, I dried her and she dried me, glowing with the interaction. Neither of us spoke. She seemed to understand my actions were just testing, trying things to see how to treat a sex object that looked like her and was so utterly available.
Once I was done, I intentionally left her without instructions, walking out into the living room with a tented pair of sweats and a silk kimono robe. Liza and Val were both on the couch. My cock was so obviously hard they both noticed immediately and to their credit only stared a little. I liked the feeling of being clearly erect but putting no effort into hiding it. I was proud enough but this exceeded my previous experience and training. I felt changed.
I sat down, slouching so my cock tented my sweats very clearly.
"Where is your sex object?" Val asked immediately.
"So. Tell me about these other women. Do you really think they will fuck for money?"
"Do I think they are whores? Yes, every fucking one of them. They just don't want anyone to know it. We all like to act like fucking is something we can take or not but in truth, a good fuck and we are putty in your hands. I think all of us are that way."
"Shit." I said.
"What's the matter?"
"I rather liked sneaking up on you all. It is fun to seduce you. I nearly raped Vidya, Mrs. Ketteridge. Let myself into her house and took her right there in her living room." The memory did nothing to relieve the swelling in my cock. "How am I supposed to keep this facade up?"
"Make it competitive. Let it be known you are looking for ten to invest in and that you want to negotiate with the board for a place on it. Then when you approach them, they'll all think they have to perform well or get left out. That will get their competitive juices flowing!" Liza spoke with grim certainty.
"Is that where that expression comes from?" I asked, wondering for real. I wasn't just trying to be clever.



"Comes. Ho ho!" Val chortled.
"Jesus, Val do you have to be so junior high all the time? Can't you just fucking grow up?" Liza sounded truly miffed this time and truthfully I could not tell if she was bothered or not. Apparently Val thought Liza was miffed because she went silent.
"I'll be happy to let it slip that you are interested in ten of us but I'll be sure to make a note that you want nothing to do with anyone till after that fucking vulture has put the screws to his next victim. Otherwise they'll be breaking into your house and sucking you off in your sleep."
Really? I thought. "Really?" I said.
Liza looked at me like I just asked if pants were required at a coronation. "Really? Jesus I am exaggerating okay. But not by much."
I was sitting with my back to the yard so I saw nude Mrs. Simpson walk silently past, behind the two women facing me in the easy chairs and pad up stairs.
"How do you envision this hooker agency working?" Liza asked.
I shrugged. "I think there is a market for you ladies to take vacations on your backs. You'll be . . . "
"Sex objects?" Val offered.
"Consorts of sorts. More like the courtesan of the middle ages. Pleasurable company in addition to being pleasurable." I cocked my head. "But more than that. Our objective should to provide a fantasy to men who can and likely have had everything. That means you need to always be more like urban housewives yanked out of your comfort zones than hookers who eye your wallet like a seal watching you handle a trout." Mrs. Simpson appeared at the top of the stairs. She wore a pink stretch dress that clung to her like a second skin ending just past her crotch. It accented her shape and lifted her tits up so they seemed to billow before her like incoming waves—from my perspective. She came into the little circle and sat beside me, one leg tucked under her ass. The dress slid up her white thighs and both Liza and Val regarded her like an unwelcome addition to our discussion. I put a hand onto Jennifer's thigh and slid it a little higher, slipping under the cloth of her dress and both watching women frowned. I would fix that. They needed to learn the true meaning of sex object. I needed to define it a little too and the very idea steeled my cock again.
"My thought is that we should match a woman to someone who will give her pleasure. Our job will be to figure out the perfect matches for our clients."
Liza nodded but she was not listening. Her eyes were on either my cock or Jennifer, I could not tell which. She gulped and glared when Jennifer gently grasped my erection and held onto it; a strangely possessive gesture that excited me more. Her wonderful touch fired new desire in me. Liza and Val regarded our little tableau with wavering emotions that alternated expressions on their faces.
"Suck me." I said softly.
Jennifer immediately slid to the floor, pulled my sweats and briefs down my hips and gripped my cock in one hand. She sank her mouth noisily down the shaft, sucking and slurping at the head as she worked it into her mouth. She had been much smoother and elegant in the shower. I slouched to allow her a good angle. She made a noisy hash of it that I knew was for her audience.
The conversation about hooker incorporated flagged. Val and Liza watched and listened to the blond suck my cock. After a couple minutes and just as an orgasm whispered sweet nothings in my ears, I grabbed firm hold of Jennifer's wet hair and pulled her off my cock.
I looked at Liza. She was leaning, trying to look around Jennifer at my glistening cock. I pointed at her and gave her the little finger gesture. She got so quickly to her feet she nearly fell over, which made me feel good. It is always great to be desired. She shucked down her panties and approached.
"I think Val needs you, Jennifer. Eat her till she comes a couple times."
Val's eyes went wide. She slouched in her chair, widening her legs in anticipation.
I maneuvered Liza to be astride my legs. Understanding, she knelt on the couch, a knee on either side of my thighs. She gripped my wet cock and positioned it at the entrance to her body. She then rocked her hips back and forth and gradually sank down onto me.
"Oh that feels marvelous." Liza mumbled.
Jennifer knelt before Val, placing her hands on the brunette woman's knees. Liza wore a tight white skirt that popped up to her waist as she spread her legs over me. Val wore a looser skirt which Jennifer left in place as she ran her hands up Val's legs. Val shuddered and lay back in the recliner. Jennifer looked for panties but finding none, ducked under the white linen skirt with embroidery in green and pink along the hem. She pushed Val's legs wide and I could see her grip Val's ass, tipping her body up and opening her as she shouldered in between the tan knees. Val grunted and sighed then squeaked.
Liza had settled onto my cock and twisted to watch what I was seeing. I returned my attention to her and gripped her flanks. She began to roll her hips, creating incredibly pleasurable sensations as her pussy massaged my cock. Behind us, Val began to pant and remarkably, in mere moments, she hissed into a quick, intense orgasm. Then she began to chant "oh, oh, oh". Jennifer was under her skirt, reminding me of a referee looking at an instant replay in the NFL in the early days. I chuckled and Liza took my distraction as an insult. She pulled her sweater off her tits and leaned into me.
"Kiss them." She whispered. "Bite them while I fuck you."
I reached behind her and unhooked the bra. She grunted and her tits swung free. They were so big it seemed like they should dangle but instead they rode her chest proudly, full and lifted by the fullness, like twin prows on a pontoon boat. She shifted to one side, presenting me with one of her nipples. I pulled her hard down onto my cock as I sucked the nipple into my mouth. Liza groaned.
Behind her, Val began to groan and call to the blond between her legs. I tried to look but Liza obscured my view. The redhead did something then that called to my climax. Her pussy seemed to contract, feeling for all the world like it rippled, even sucked at my cock. I slumped further. Liza leaned over me, placing her hands on the ridge of the back of the couch behind me. I captured her nipple again and bit down.
"Oh, oh, oh yessssssss!" Liza shrieked, her body rocking over me and then she seemed to lose the rhythm. She began to buck and my own orgasm flooded out of me. I rose up under her, lifting her a little while she ground her cunt down onto me, impaling herself on my cock, embedding me deep inside of her rich, luscious body. Her hips rocked and I erupted, groaning as I came inside her. Behind her, Val was squealing, trying to come quietly and failing.
Liza melded into me, melting against me and sucking at my ear while the last tremors of orgasm twitched about her. She grunted and kept humping me. Then she whispered. "Your sex object, will she do me now?"
I nodded, trying to reorient myself. I had no idea how to move my body or Liza's to accommodate the request. "Mrs. Simpson. Please come eat Mrs. McCall here." I expected Liza to move over beside me. I had visions of Val sucking my cock but she was out on the chair, panting with the afterglow of her own orgasm.
Instead, Liza just twisted around on my lap, opening her legs over my open legs. She lay back on me. She pulled both my hands to her breasts. Jennifer had disentangled herself from Val's legs and skirt and crawled on hands and knees over to us. She disappeared from my view between Liza's legs. I felt Liza stiffen and then her body tensed. She pressed her hands over mine and I took the hint, pinching both nipples. Liza screamed. She bucked into an immediate orgasm, thrashing so hard I wondered at Jennifer's ability to remain in place. I gripped Liza by the tits and tried to hold her in place. Her torso twisted and her hips ground back at my cock which was used up. Her fabulous ass was plush and cushioned her against me. She lay back and then her whole body convulsed. Her hips bucked up and down a dozen or so times. I could barely see Jennifer riding her pussy, her head of wet hair moving up and down with Liza's motions.
That was how I came to have a sex object living in my house.
*****
Hey, help out the author and vote for this story. Any comments are appreciated. Vote, leave a comment, contribute to the inspiration. Thanks for reading. Send me a note with your email address and I'll add you to the mailing list. Thanks for your support!
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Doing a MILF's Sis-In-Laws as a Favor
My Blond Ambition-the tease begins
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*****
The day after my mother boarded a plane for Hong Kong, I saw her.
My assumption, well, not mine, nor was it an assumption exactly... my understanding, my conclusion was that two people may have a chemical connection or they don't. When you have it, one or the other or both of you will know it and right away. What is more, knowing it, people react differently. There are all kinds of different reactions. You quiver and shake like that man in Nabokov or you ignore it, reject it, or deny it. The "it" in that sentence is the connection, the shivering connection between you and that other person and if you are fortunate it matches your gender orientation and you don't have to deal with that whole issue. One of the sure telltales of that connection is utter and complete confusion. It is like the volume on the rest of your life is turned down. Or like everything else you see with your eyes gets blurry or muzzy somehow, which may be another way of saying that she (my orientation) takes on a glow or a hyper-contrast to the rest of the world.
D. Debra Hamilton was coming out of the engineering building. I was going in. I was running an errand for one of my professors since I really had no business being in the engineering building which explains why it was so late in my time on campus before I saw her. She was a fucking engineering student, a Junior; can you believe that? A woman who looks like that, smart enough to be an engineering student? But I am getting ahead of myself, again, some more. I was coming up the steps to the front door and the double doors opened and there she was, framed by the dim interior. It was like I had been caught in a spotlight trying to escape prison. The fight or flight response hit me like lightning. I could not move, I could not breathe right, thoughts bumped into each other and I thought... no, I quit thinking. I went blank and all systems stuttered to a stop.
If she had kept walking, nothing would have happened but she stood there and I swear the sun poked out of the clouds that blanketed the day and for a moment, she glistened with sunlight. She stopped, arched her back and lifted her chin, closed her eyes and held that pose for a moment just bathing in the light and the sudden surge of warmth. She thrust out her impressive tits bathed in sunlight, her mane of blond hair flowing behind her like a cape. I was starstruck.
My cock snapped to attention.
Since making the MILF list, I had not had that experience much, not with the women on campus and by that I mean women my own age. The wild MILF had sort of absorbed my attention but that is not right. It was the domestic MILF, the MILFs I knew and loved and recently fucked that had been the object of my desires and machinations. But here, right before me, shining in the evanescent moment of sunlight, stood a woman/girl who aroused me on sight.
D. Debra Hamilton. She introduced herself to me after I made it to the top of the steps. The flimsy crowd current flowed around us easily, eyes averted, as though they did not see what was happening. D. Debra Hamilton stood still, a purse over her shoulder hanging by one considerable hip, a small lap top in one hand and three or four books tucked under her breast in the other. Her golden skin glittered in the sunlight. I stopped before her and just waited. The sunlight faded, her eyes opened and she regarded me with blue eyes, clear and startling.
She did not smile.
I so wanted her to smile.
"Can I help you?" She asked.
I remember my brain grinding into action then with a simple observation that she was not moving away from me and there was no fear in her eyes. No, my thought was "beautiful eyes", at the time. Suddenly all the filing clerks in my head were frantically looking for just the right thing to say but, and I give all the credit to the various MILFs whom I had pillaged in the past few months, I did not panic and try to be too clever. I heard the tuning fork and harmonized perfectly.
"As the most beautiful woman I have ever seen, would it be inappropriate of me to ask you to have coffee with me sometime?"
"Beauty may only be skin deep." She responded.
I so wanted her to smile.
I shook my head. "I am sorry. Was I not speaking English? I sometimes do that. Let me try again. Would you have coffee with me sometime?"
For a moment she just regarded me. Then she licked her full, lower lip, the merest tip of a pink tongue running from left to right, stage right. I think I remember gulping and my eyes focused on her lips before looking back up into her eyes. She lifted the slight computer case, turning it so the side was between us, like a castle wall. I thought I had cooked the goose, no golden egg for me.
"In the side pocket, I think I have a card." She said. Her voice was melodious, a mellifluous tune that needed no words to fully entice me and excavate my delight. She held the case up till it wavered while I looked dumbly at her, utterly uncomprehending. She finally grunted and lowered it. "I have a card. A private card, it is in the side pocket I think. Or I will have to get into my purse and, my hands are full and so are yours. Oh."
That little luscious syllable told me something wonderful and my mind finally engaged. She had not seen me enough to know I was carrying an old overhead transparency machine. Something had distracted her to the point that she invited me to use hands I did not have free to use at her command. I set the machine down. "I understand now. Try again."
There. She smiled! I was so sure the sun had come out again. I went blind to the world. I tingled. I quivered. I felt warm all over. She lifted the case again and I fumbled with it till I realized (that is, till I looked down from her eyes and actually saw what I was feeling) that it was zipped. I pulled the zipper open and reached inside the side pocket. That is not as easy as it sounds. I think my hands were shaking. I found a lone card. I extracted it and she lowered the case, which lured me down, bending beside her while I tried to rezip the pocket. My head was even with her hip and I could not breathe at all when I realized how close I was to the woman's crotch. That may have been because I was bending over. I held my breath so it would not seem like I was sniffing, sniffing around. I remember consciously holding my breath but the smell of her wafted into my nose and tickled my imagination, my fancy, and my cock. I fumbled with the zipper and closed it. I stood up as the world turned dark and wobbled, swimming till I gasped for breath. If my face was red, it was not from exertion. As hard as my cock was, I should have been pale as a ghost.
We stood staring at each other for a few moments. "Well?" She said.
I looked at the card. "D. Debra Hamilton." I read. That was how I was introduced to the love of my life and new torment.
"Yes. And you are ...?"
I groped, internally. I knew I had a name. I knew I knew it but I could not find the syllables. They slithered and slunk out of my reach, dodging and grunting with delight at my dumb struggle. Finally I caught one. "Duncan. Sonny." I finished, relieved because I knew that was mostly right.
"Duncan Sonny? Pleased to meet you." She still made no motion to leave.
"No, not, ah, my name is Sonny. Sonny Duncan." I nodded. "That's it. Hell, I knew I knew my name. Do you always interrogate your prisoners this way, with such penetrating questions?"
"What?" Her eyes widened.
"After you capture them in the gravity well of your orbit, do you interrogate them like this? Demanding they tell you their name." I looked hard at the card, turned it over. I wanted her to smile but when she did, I was unprepared for the perfect white teeth, the flash of verve in her eyes.
"You talk like an idiot."
"Oh good, then you see right through the elan and debonair facade that so dazzles everyone else."
"Especially the gay guys, I am guessing." Her smile broadened.
I snorted. Suddenly all the incapacitating qualities of being lovestruck seemed to be overlaid with the instincts I had learned with the MILFs, seducing them, making them, pleasing them, and sharing them. That shallow instinct, so recently developed proved useful and more natural under this sort of pressure than I would have ever guessed. "What do you know of gay guys? Are you some sort of new twist? A missionary for the missionary position?" The words blasted past my teeth before I had a chance to review them and edit them for content and control them for some as yet unknown objective. Like I said, I blame the MILF List.
She left me standing there. She turned and walked down the nine steps to the next landing and then turned to face me. "Call me." She said. "Soon. I am between boyfriends and that leaves you about two days before I find a new one."
Then she was gone. I was utterly cock struck. People moved quietly and mutely past me and my antique projector. One of the professors was going to use it as a demonstration of optics or something. I picked it up and completed my errand. Only after I was sitting in my car, er, mom's car, she isn't dead, after all, just in China, Hong Kong actually and I did not yet know if they were synonyms or not. I sat looking at the card. It read "D. Debra Hamilton" on one side with her cell number on the other.
I dialed the number. That same melody of tones answered. "Hello, the is Deedee Hamilton."
"Hello, this is Sonny Duncan calling. I would like to meet you for coffee tomorrow."
Silence. More silence.
I did not panic and say anything more. I had been direct and to the point. The coin was flipped, the die were cast.
"I only have time at seven-forty. Seven-forty to eight-thirty. Can you make that time?"
Early. I almost said that. Wednesday. The day before Thanksgiving. I was supposed to help my sisters shop for Thanksgiving. I'd reschedule. Or something. No, that was today, Tuesday evening. So my schedule was perfectly and wonderfully clear! My heart hammered, my head pounded. Heads. "Of course. The Best and Big at twenty to?"
"The Best and Big Cup? That would be perfect."
I was certain I heard pleasure in her voice. "Right, the Big Cup." I mumbled, calling into my mind the woman's incredible edible tits, the ones that dominated her profile and made "statuesque" seem a pedestrian adjective.
"See you then, tomorrow." She disconnected.
That was the afternoon, Tuesday afternoon and after half a day brooding about my sisters, now I had something that muscled them and their concerns aside. I did not intend for this to happen, to meet D. Debra Hamilton but it happened. It did. I remember.
But me go backwards for a moment. Back to the moment I picked them up at their stop in Mom's car, after dropping our mutual mother off at the airport to go meet the world's largest cock and sit on it. Our mother was off chasing big, no huge, no monstrous cock. It was Monday and I was about to shift from the MILF list to the DILF list. At least, that was what I thought at the time. I always think too simply about such things, though.
"Blisters, have you been having sex with mom since you were eighteen?" That was the moment when things began to go awry and my enterprise of great pitch and moment lost its label of "action". The MILF list ran into my sisterly obstructions.
I was driving Mom's car. Georgia sat beside me and my other two sisters, Dalia and Tawny were in the back of the sedan. I asked the question into the clucking of my hen sisters and they all went utterly silent. For a few traffic lights, no one spoke. I had surprised my three sisters by being the one driving my mother's car. I had just told them our mutual mother had flown off to ride a monster cock in China or something to that effect. Well, actually, I guess to be perfectly accurate, I had not cued them in all the situation at all but had responded to their question about why me and where's Mom with this perfect icebreaker of a question. I was so proud, utterly unaware I had just run off a cliff.
Finally Georgia who had been staring straight ahead, spoke but not to address my question. In fact, as she talked, I could not tell for certain who she was talking to. She was not talking, she was confessing. We, her three siblings, were her confessors.
She told about arriving home after an aborted date that Friday night to the sound of our dear mother crying out my name; Sonny! Sonny, oh Sonny, finally you are, you are, oh, you can have me any time you want me. Please, please put it in me. Oh yes, like that! Deeper, harder, Oh yes! Oh my darling son!" So Georgia claimed were the words she heard cascading out of Mom's room.
Well, not just my name, as it turned out, but a much more involved dialog. My dear sister, Georgia, who we call variously, Nova, Brimstone, or Lava, she of the red hair not being shy or retiring in any of her cells, not one, stormed into my mother's bedroom certain she would find her brother planted firmly between her mother's legs. Of course she had no idea what she would do thereafter, regardless of what she found but in she charged nonetheless. With Nova, impulsive is an understatement.
She found no brother but only one naked woman, on her knees, eyes clinched tightly closed, a vibrating dildo extending like a tail behind her while she vainly sought to manipulate it. According to Nova, mom did not even open her eyes or seem aware of the open door and the presence of a third party in the room. Given the sequence of events, we were able to construct a likely explanation for her behavior. Our demure mother held her pose and continued her activity till she orgasmed and rolled onto her side. When her heavy eye lids uncovered her eyes and she saw, not her son whom she had been awaiting but her eldest daughter, she screeched and sought to cover herself.
Georgia, mortified, skedaddled without even closing the door. She recounted standing in her bedroom, the door closed, staring at it like she was waiting for Jason to find and cut her into little, spurting pieces with a Texas chainsaw. The longer she waited, the more she thought that might be a better fate than emerging into her own house from that room to face her mother with those words between them... with "oh, my darling son" echoing in her ears from her mother's lips. Her head was full of plans to move out and how she would manage to pay for rent and food and all the other bills that she did not face living at home with her heretofore placid family. She was only beginning to recover her wits and review her mother's words, spliced with her brother's name which, since she said "darling son" could not be mistaken for some other lucky "Sonny" of more anonymous acquaintance. Her mother had been masturbating to the fantasy of fucking her own son!
"You can imagine my, uh... " My sister was gripping the dashboard before her like she was preparing for a crash by this point in her story. "Uh, what I was thinking. Mother opened the door. She had on the big bushy blue-green robe she sometimes wears that makes her look like some Hollywood black widow. She did not even knock but came straight into the room. She moved till she was right in front of me, her face not six inches from mine. She put a hand on my waist. Georgia, she said, go take a shower and throw on a robe and come to the bedroom. We should discuss this. I, I owe you an explanation."
At this point, my sister snorted. "Still waiting." She said. She turned to look at me. I know, we were sitting in traffic waiting for a wreck to clear. No one was moving. We could not escape my ill-informed question. "She, Mother, our mom, she... ah... she seduced me. She never made in attempt to explain anything. After I showered, I never thought I would have to fend her off so I dried off, put on my fuzzy robe and went into her bedroom. Yes, naked underneath it. She patted the bed for me to sit down. She got on her knees and faced me. She peeled the robe off my shoulders and then kissed my breasts, all without saying a word. I, I was in such shock I could not move. You know, except as she directed me. She took off my robe and then her own. She sat me against the headboard... I refused to lie down. It did no good. She, oh my god, she went down on me. Just like that. I came, hard."
Georgia was gripping the dashboard like she was on a roller coaster. Traffic pulsed slowly around us. She looked out the side window. "I had been on a date that night. This gorgeous man asked me for a drink, a supplier at work and I met him after work. He was sweet and wonderful but while he was off the toilet, I checked the Internet on my tablet and found he was married. I left. I could not face him. I had been primed since he asked me out; I was going, going to do whatever he wanted. I, I had not had sex with a man for so long... or a climax for that matter." She stuttered to a stop. "When, ah, when Mother touched me, I went completely still but I was so knotted up, when she went down on me, I, I came immediately. That just encouraged her."
Now Nova looked over at me, her face was flushed scarlet and blotchy. Her eyes were fierce. "I, I could not believe that a woman could get that out of me, much less my own mother. I was in such shock that I had nearly no self-control. Lots of stuff was going on at that time. Ethan had called me... and you know what that does to me. The shit really fucked up my head. Always did but all he wanted was another taste of Georgia with me as the main course. I hate those southern boys with their drawl and lazy eyes that make you think they are barely awake while they are slipping your panties down your thighs. They make it feel so normal, like a girl is doing the most perfect thing by lifting her ass and letting him denude you like that. Fuck!"
Now she was weeping but I think it was more complicated than Ethan the fuck who broke her fragile female heart. I reached over to pat her somewhere and could only find the full arch of her thigh. So I patted her thigh. She did not seem to notice.
"Mother, she seemed voracious but never asked anything of me. She ate me till I was desperate with orgasm, coming over and over again. After coming about the sixth time or so, I, I pushed her onto her back and she let me. She watched me while I got between her legs and ate her to orgasm, over and over again. Just like she did to me."
My eldest sister is so competitive and fierce. In retrospect, such a response seems, ah, odd perhaps but for Georgia, proving she could make Mom come just as much as Mom made her come seemed like a perfect extension of her fiery personality. Regardless, I had no inclination at the time to question her telling of the story and this part I could not verify. I had to take her word for it.
"I ate her till my jaw was aching. She sensed that and we exchanged places. She ate me again, pressing a thumb into me while I came and came. We were in a haze, a crazed mania that left us both panting and desperate for something more. I wanted cock. Mom wanted cock." Georgia hesitated and then glanced at me through a veil of her red hair which she did not bother to brush out of her eyes.



"That was when you appeared, Sonny. When my eyes opened and I saw you staring at us, all I wanted was to cover up my sins with something, something that made it less horrible that I could come with my mother like that. Truthfully, I was not really thinking about the incestuous part of it, I was thinking about being with another woman. That bothered me and not just because she was my mother but, ah, because she was a woman and she was making me come like that. I was, by then I was crazy to have something besides her tongue in me." She turned in her seat and looked into the back, at my other two sisters, Tawny and Dalia, who had not squeaked a peep to that point.
"That, that was when I sucked his cock. I called him over and when he showed me his cock, I sucked it as deep as it would go." Georgia gulped. "Then, then he fucked us both. I, I wanted him to fuck me and, and to see him fuck Mother. I wanted to watch them, after what, what I felt with her, her mouth on me, her lips on my nipples. I was so aroused all I wanted was a cock and Sonny, Sonny's was perfect. Suddenly I was not the only one who was fucking Mother. Sonny, Sonny made it all alright. For a while." She stopped talking for a while.
Horns honked. It was starting to rain again. We sat in the traffic jam, trapped with my faux pas and my sister's confession.
"After, afterward, I did not know what to do. I went to sleep that night thinking that my bother, er, Sonny, bothersome little Sonny would be pawing me and trying to get into my panties all the time. But that is not what happened, is it Sonny? No, the little shit barely looked at me. He acted like it never happened. I was, I was so... " Here, Georgia stalled.
"You were hurt." Tawny said from the backseat. "I would have been. Hurt, I mean, when a guy does it with me and then acts like it doesn't mean anything... it always hurts. I used to hate that." She fell silent.
Georgia looked over at me. She nodded. "I, I was angry Sonny. I was mean to you because I thought for sure you would be panting after me after that. You cannot imagine what I felt when it became obvious that you... you and Mother were, were, doing it." She did have tears in her eyes now. "Without me, I mean. I, you never, not once. You never touched me until I tried and Mother caught us. I felt so horrible." She stopped. "Then, then we caught you with Mrs. Rossini tied up in the living room. I wanted to be involved, I wanted to interfere, I wanted to inject myself into your bed so I, I went down on her. I, I wanted you to notice me so I thought if, if... ah fuck I don't know what I thought!" She turned in the seat and leaned over to kiss me on the lips. "I wanted you to want me." She said softly. "When it was clear you preferred Mother or indeed, anyone else at all, I felt like I had been wrapped in barbed wire and flung into the piranha pond."
I was so startled by her action I could not speak. I was still processing their lack of validation of my mother's evenhanded sexual involvement with her children. Apparently, apparently what? I needed them to answer my question. "So? Did Mom seduce you, my blisters, did she seduce you all after you were eighteen?"
I got whacked for my trouble.
"Sonny, don't be a shit." Dalia growled, after she smacked the back of my head the second time. Hard.
I was so off-balance, so out of sorts, so discombobulated. Thank God traffic was not moving.
"I, uh, I sucked Sonny off, a couple weeks ago. One morning." Tawney's small voice pricked the silence. "He came." She giggled. "He tastes good."
Silence. The confession seemed like it was not over.
"I, I watched Sonny fuck Mom." Dalia started. "And, and Mrs. Wills, she sucked his cock."
I glanced into the rear view mirror but only saw a slice of Dalia's face. "Did, uh, did you suck Chris Wills off?" I asked.
Whack!
"I guess not." I said.
Whack!
"Stop it! I just asked a question."
Whack!
Dammit, Dalia could hit hard. The last time she got my ear and left it ringing. I had no heart to really object. It sort of felt good to have her smacking me again, like we were still brother and sister and not, not this other thing that involved her eyes on my ass as I fucked our mother. She hadn't whacked me good since the time she did and I took her down and sat on her and licked her till she screamed. Mom made me let her up. It ended the incessant smacking from her and let my sisters know I was no longer going to take being picked on. They had not noticed, apparently, that I had grown up and in doing so, become larger and stronger than they were.
Traffic eased forward and we saw the wreck, a single car teetering on the guardrail, broken and damaged from a tumble it was not built to take. We finally got past the wreck and flowed with the other impatient, distracted pre-holiday drivers into the open road.
We drove in silence till I got off the freeway. Mom was always adamant about talking to the driver in high traffic, that is, she told us to pay attention to the road.
When I was safely sitting at a traffic light after taking our exit, I looked around at my sisters. "So? Did Mom seduce all of you when you were eighteen?" I asked.
"NO!" All my sisters shouted at once.
The light changed and I steered for home. "Sheeze, give a guy a break. I had to ask. That, that is what Mom told me. She, she said she had seduced you all and that she regularly had sex with you when I was gone. She, she said it was something that each of you, that she did with each of you. So? Was she was lying?"
Silence.
Finally as I approached the house, Georgia said in a quiet voice. "No, Sonny. Not till that night you caught us, when you fucked us, Mother and me."
"Never." Dalia said.
"Never, me either." Tawney groaned.
I could not interpret Tawney's tone but Dalia had a certain longing in it, like she had sighed around the word. I pulled into the garage and we all sat there. I turned off the car and then closed the garage door. Somehow, I instinctively knew we all felt vulnerable, exposed and did not want to get out of the car with the door up. Stupid, I know. Even after the door was down, no one spoke or moved.
"Sonny, what has been going on with you?" Georgia asked. "Mrs. Rossini, Mrs. Wills, Mom? What the hell have you been up to?"
I knew the lingering light in the garage was about to go out so I got out and went into the house. The girls followed. They arrived as I set out tumblers, iced them, and poured bourbon into each one. Full. When they arrived, eying the drinks, I picked one up and drained it. "I am not going to answer that question unless and until you drink. But, but we have to agree, for tonight, we do nothing. You all, you have confessed and now, now it is my turn. You are my sisters, I, I should be able to tell you anything."
"Why did mom leave?" Tawney asked.
Georgia picked up a tumbler and drained it.
Dalia looked at Tawney and gestured. Tawney shook her head. "Not on an empty stomach. I have a meeting tomorrow and I do not want to be puking drunk tonight."
"Just one, then we'll eat." Dalia said. "Then we can let our little brother here confess. But drink now. It is time to clear the air and a bit of bourbon ought to help everyone, priest and confesser both." She picked up her drink and downed it and snarled. Tawney followed and coughed and blinked.
We fixed supper and ate. While we cooked, it dawned on us that Thanksgiving was right before us and lo and behold Mom was not going to be present. It was then, in that moment when we all confronted our first collective holiday without her presence that I finally understood.
"I know why she split." I said. My sisters all stopped what they were doing and I grinned. "Tell you later." I said. They all threw something at me but for the first time in a long time, I felt close to them. We were hemisphere orphans. I distracted them by suggesting we needed to plan for Thanksgiving since Mom was not here to give orders. While we cooked we made up the shopping list and agreed we should meet in the crush Tuesday evening to do the shopping. The more we talked, the more fun it sounded to do Thanksgiving by ourselves. I think we all noticed how much we owed Mom for making us learn the whole routine. I knew how to carve the turkey from long practice. It felt good to think we still had each other. It felt more intimate than it ever had in the past. It also felt a little empty, without Mom there running things. It felt like she was... I did not even think past that.
We ate ham steaks and green beans with water chestnuts. I poured more drinks while the girls finished cleaning up. Mom was organized. Years of wrangling the four of us had taught her to honor order and to take comfort in a completed job. She taught that to us, which is all to say we could not sit down and relax with a mess in the kitchen. Dalia demanded we surrender to this sensibility and we did. Finally, I in the easy chair in the living room and the girls arrayed in the couch and love seat, I confessed everything.
The rendition of the MILF list to date was robust and punctuated with objections, exclamations, and expostulations of all sorts. The result was a full exposition of the MILF list in all its glory and an account of every single fuck I had experienced since my buddies assigned me the job of making the MILFs on the list. I even told Tawny, Chris wanted to fuck her in the worst way, which only made her blush and elicited no telling response from her whatsoever. I told them about the law firm and Mom's part in connecting Alissa to Mr. Kingston and Annie's part in the whole thing, the rail and the various visits to the mall to fuck the strangers we encountered there.
I finished by getting up to pour more bourbon for us all. That done, I sat down and looked around the room. My story was surprisingly short considering its content. Leaving it uninflected by purple prose, adjectives or the like made it easy to tell. Tab A in slot B and no more.
"Sonny, you are such a slut." Georgia said. "My god, are you flunking out of school? With so much fucking, how can you get anything done at all?"
"Hush, Georgia," Dalia said. "So, let me see if I understand this correctly, you, you are supposed to fuck all the women of those two lawyers Mrs. Honeywell works with?" I started to answer but she held up a hand. "And you, you are waiting to see if this Chinese guy recommends you to be the one to interview women for some rich famous guy to hire as a personal assistant that he can fuck whenever he likes? And, and you can fuck Alissa Honeywell and Kyla Clark any time you like? And you fucked Mrs. Honeywell's sister? Do I have that about right? And Mom, she has gone to fuck Mr. Kingston's hog leg?"
"Landon Clark is engaged?" Tawny asked. "And, and Chris Wills, he wants to... " She did not finish.
It was at that moment that I realized I had left out Laura and her brothers. I felt a little bad about that but that, that was private and no one needed to know about that. Well, not yet, at least.
"Jesus H. Christ, Sonny, I cannot believe you have fucked all the mothers of your friends." Georgia sniffed and drank. "And that they all fucked Mom like that. Your friends I mean. My god." Something tinged her tone, something I could not place, something I had never heard in Nova's voice.
"So? Sonny, are you going to tell us why Mom up and split for China when she was not really going to leave till February?" Dalia spoke with a lilt of thoughtfulness in her voice.
I actually grinned. My cock had been up and down like a new mother in the night during the whole rendition and I had done nothing to hide my fluctuating condition. I caught all my sisters staring at my crotch from time to time. "Well, think about it. She understood that once I was through with the MILF list, I was going to... " My ease at telling the story evaporated. I had more or less elided the mention of my growing lust for my sisters; I was talking to them for god's sake! They were right over there. But then I rallied, quailing for a time but recovering the resolve that had developed on the ride home. "Mom, I think she left before I got around to you girls. She, she must have figured out that once I turned my attention to your butts, her little white lie would come out!"
"White lie? Mother told a whopper there, Sonny. Saying that she seduced her daughters but left you out? What sort of woman...?" Georgia was getting up steam but Dalia laid a gentle hand on her knee and that silenced Nova for the moment, one of Dalia's super powers.
"I think Sonny's right, she knew this was coming. China needs a visa to get you into the country. I would bet she has been planning this for a while." Dalia looked over at me. "You know, to leave us alone for a while. She got hers but now, now she is sharing him with us."
Tawny nodded vigorously. "That, that sounds more like Mom. She, I cannot believe she left us like this. Right before Thanksgiving."
"Did she really tell you to leave us alone?" Dalia asked, patting Georgia's knee. Georgia stared at her then the question registered and she looked askance at me.
I nodded. "She said, at first she said I should leave, you know, move out. She insisted if I stayed here I would fuck all of you and, she said she feared what would happen if we did that."
"I'd fuck you." Tawny said quietly.
We all looked over at her. "My god, Tawny. Just like that?" Dalia said.
"Now. While you watch." Tawny said, her eyes glittered.
"Ah shit." Dalia grunted. Her face was drawn with eager tension. My sister Dalia loved to watch.
"Wait a minute, I have waited a long time for another go at him, I should be first!" Georgia growled.
"You have had him more recently than me." Tawney said. I saw her lips get thick as she set her teeth; she could be as stubborn as Georgia but much more quietly and she never, ever gave up once she decided on something. Getting her to commit, though, that was the trick.
"You sucked him off." That was Dalia. "I just got him inside my cunt for a moment before you two bitches interrupted and I had to go shower and cool down. I, I still haven't had any resolution."
Both of her sisters gave Dalia a wondering look.
"What?" Dalia growled. "We are confessing, right? I was going to fuck him but you bitches came home too early and I panicked."
Tawny snickered. I had no idea how to respond to this conversation.
"I am first." Georgia said.
"No way, Georgia." Dalia retorted.
"I think I should get him first!" Tawny said tightly. She opened her legs and rubbed a hand up under her skirt, glaring at me.
Then all three women were jabbering at once. Whether any of them were listening, I could never tell.
Strangely, I sat listening to this sound and fury, carried on as if I were a fancy purse newly acquired that they agreed to share. I shuddered. I knew that would never work. Suddenly, I had flashes of the MILF list and the reality that I had to control the situation or I would have three sisters fighting over me. That sounds a lot better than you think it might be. The reality is that it was dangerous, for me, for my sisters, for our family. When their razors came out, I inevitably got cut. This had to stop. I had to gain control of my blisters before I fucked them. Suddenly, the whole thing did not seem quite so simple. I still wanted to lay them all but this squabbling was far from what I had in mind.
I got up and went upstairs. I did not say a word. I just left them. I was up and gone before they roused the next morning, showering in mom's bath so as not to wake them. I drove Mom's car without even asking. We had to sort out the car issue but not then. I wasn't waiting.
That was how I ended up on campus Tuesday afternoon. That was what was clouding my brain when I saw D. Debra Hamilton for the first time leaving the Engineering building. When I got to the store, my sisters were there. It was seven. I had studied around classes the rest of the day, distracted by the Big and Best appointment for Wednesday morning but eventually I fell into the maw of concentration it takes to get homework done and roused at six-thirty knowing I would be late meeting my sisters. I texted and they snarked back. I found them in the grocery store and they all seemed sullen, compressed into themselves. The bonhomie of the previous night was gone.
We drove home in separate cars. They started to fight about who would ride with me and I changed the discussion by silently loading as much of the groceries into the front seat as it could take and put the rest in the back. While they stood there bickering, I drove off. I was still carrying sacks into the house when they arrived. They helped me put everything away without speaking. Georgia ordered pizza and then left upstairs.
"She is really hurt." Tawny said. "You, you don't know how hard it was for her."
I looked at Tawny and shrugged. I still had no inkling how to discuss what was obvious. We spent the night in a sort of detente. Talking about nothing but carefully so as not to touch something tender. Nor did we touch at all, like all of us had the personal shields from DUNE turned on high and dared not and could not get too close, lest we explode on contact.
I met D. Debra Hamilton the next morning. She was half an hour late and got her coffee to go, refusing to let me pay for it. I was flush from selling Kyla Clark's ass to Mr. Cheng but it did not matter. My sisters had distracted me so I had not had much time to think about Dee Dee Hamilton. She sat down with her coffee.
I was horribly distracted. I knew I had to go home eventually and that did not bode well. I felt like meat and not in the good way. I had become a sure thing, like a hair comb or a fashion magazine to be opened whenever they felt like it. That role was for someone else. I decided that I had no problem yielding to someone else, a woman specifically. That could be fun, but having three sisters corrupted the image of that subservience, of being used for their pleasure. That just did not sit well with me. I could not imagine how they would manage to make fucking me anything but a cat fight if I left that arbitration up to them. Of that, I was reasonably certain.
This was the stuff on my mind when Ms. Hamilton sat down at my table Wednesday morning.
"Sorry to keep you waiting. I am not usually late." She said, sipping from the coffee. Both statements were social lies. The whole time I knew her, she never made an appointment on time except for the one that mattered.
I looked over at her and suddenly the effect from the previous day flashed through me. "Oh, you're late?" I asked. I sipped my coffee from the big mug, noting her 'to go' cup. I said nothing else. I was so distracted, I could not find much to say. My cock however, did get quite hard.
Ms. Hamilton regarded me for a moment. "I only have a few minutes. Aren't you going to do something to try to convince me to go out with you?"
Through my haze, I looked at her and something about her comment set my teeth on edge. This woman was beautiful. She was full-bodied in the Rita Hayworth, Tina Turner, Jennifer Lopez, Kim Kardashian sense of a full figure. She had a mane of blond hair that clothed her in a penumbra of light. Her hair was light but thick, tending to frizz the lower on her back it lay. Her eyes were blue, her face clear but for a freckle just below her left cheekbone. Her breasts were large, her hips broad, her ass curved and full. Her legs were strong, stoutly shaped but with no hint of dough. She looked and acted strong. Her hands did not have the plumpness you sometimes see with full-figured women. They were long and delicate, tapered and long. Her arms were shapely and lean in contrast to the rest of her body. She was my perfect blond.



"Well?" She said into my silence.
I looked at her. "You have it too good but not good enough. Never good enough, right?" I smirked. I took out her card and lay it on the table. "Got a pen handy?" I asked, ignoring the one in my own pocket, geek-like.
Ms. Hamilton stared at me for a moment then got a pen out of her purse. I took it and wrote down my phone number on her card. I pushed both towards her. "Here is my number. If you want to stop being a cunt, call me. I am a good guy but I will not be a carpet for you. You look like you would be a great fuck but a great fuck and a great woman can be two different things. To be with me, you have to be a fantastic woman, in and out of bed." I stood up. "I have pretty high standards. I presume you do also. If I see you again, be prepared to tell me something you actually care about, something you actually want out of life. I think you have been toying with the world just because you can. Animals always eat what they catch. Only humans want to domesticate things for later use. Unless you are a squirrel and are just collecting nuts."
I walked away. My head pounded, my temples throbbed with the tension.
This was the first clash between the lessons of the MILF list and the taunts of a lonely heart. It would not be the last.
This was the first encounter with the fatal mistake lots of people make. I put myself into a corner. I had no way to call her—not because I did not have her number but because I had handed that right to call over to her exclusively. Thinking about what I had done on the way home was instructive. It clanged around in my brain. I went to class only to find the professor had canceled it which left me twisting in the wind. I had no desire to return home. I was walking out of the classroom when a kid on a bicycle dropped off of it and dashed up to me.
"You Sonny Duncan?" The kid said.
I nodded.
"Telegram for you." He said. "Sign here." He grinned. "I get a grand just for finding you, today. Can you believe that? Who sends telegrams anymore? And who would pay a grand to have it hand delivered?"
I sighed and he mounted his bike and streaked away. I opened the yellowed envelop. I thought I knew who it was and I was right. It was signed "SID".
It read: Cici arrived Hong Kong safe. STOP. Congratulations. STOP. You are in. STOP. Expect contact before end of the year. STOP. Will be in touch. STOP SID STOP.
I stood there for a moment, nonplussed. This is my story and if you get no pussy and don't know any rich guys who like you, who gives a fuck? It takes "event" to make a story. All the usual things that make sense and are logical and consistent and predictable, those things are boring and common. Who writes a fucking story about common and predictable and boring things?
I was just about to do a little happy dance but my phone rang. My heart skipped a beat and then ten before I breathed, looked at the phone and everything went back to normal. I thought perhaps Dee Dee Hamilton was calling to pant after my Adonis-like body but no, it was just Laura Wills. I had one of those stupid moments when I realized that my emotions were all caddywompus. Here I was disappointed that Laura Wills, my blond MILF was calling instead of the unplundered blond I had just met. That Laura was calling soaked through my addled brain and I answered.
The brief euphoria crashed on the shoals the moment I heard Laura's sobs.
"Sonny? Sonny? Are you there."
"Mrs. Wills," I replied guardedly then realized how horrible that must sound. Whatever happened, she was calling because she needed something. "Laura? What's the matter?"
"Can, can you meet me? I'll be at The Cantankerous Cant in ten minutes." She went silent for a moment. "Oh, my, I never thought. Do, do you need me to pick you up?"
I gulped. "No, I have a car. I can meet you there."
The Cantankerous Cant was a seadog themed bar and grill, with lots of anchors and ropes the size of my wrist for decorations. Laura was in the back with a tall glass of something I suspected was not any sort of cola. Well, maybe a little cola. She'd ordered one for me. It was a Long Island Iced Tea. I took a hit and shook my head.
"What day is it?" I said, trying to comment on the strength of her selection.
"Wednesday." Laura said.
Her literal response told me she was unsettled sufficiently that I should not toy with her any at all. So, being a smart ass and unable to avoid teasing beautiful women who would fuck me if I demanded it, I kept silent.
Laura drank from her glass. "Sonny, I think my marriage is over." The tears followed and after a few gasping minutes of choking sobs and near hysteria that made no sense, she finally calmed. She told me the story. Out of no where, Jeb had returned. He said they needed to talk. They sat down in their house and he opened by telling her he knew what she had been doing with us, me and the guys. She started to cry and ask forgiveness but he waved her away. She said he did not care about that and she did not know how to think about that. It shocked her. This, this was the moment she had figured would pull her back into her suburban housewife existence—being confronted by an enraged husband. Instead her world twisted out of control.
Jeb told her she could fuck the "kids" (kids he called us!). However, he said, she had to decide if she wanted him or her brothers. When Laura said that she broke down again. "He knows. He, he knew all along and never said anything. Why now?"
I thought it possible that darling Chris had spilled the beans but did not go there. So I shrugged. I was lost as to why she had called me.
Finally, sniffling and blowing her cute little (red) nose, she continued. Jeb gave her the ultimatum, him or her brothers. "I could not agree to that." Laura said. The moment she said that, her back straightened and the shattered woman disappeared. In her place appeared a wholly different woman. "If I agreed to that, he would bind me up and I would be back where I was when you took me on your kitchen table while your mother watched us. I was bound up and my only outlet was Jordan and Blake. They, they were my only outlet. I, until you, until you boys, I never once stepped out on Jeb. I, I know he did. I know he did things with other women but I never had a reason to make an issue of it. I kept myself for Blake and Jordan and when they were here, I could release myself to them. I have, oh Sonny, I am so eager for them to find out about who I am now and do things to me they always talked about while, while, oh while I was under one of them. They discussed doing all the things you boys did to me, with me right there, often while one or the other had me on my back, while they were inside of me, they discussed me like I was not even present. You know, what they were going to do to me in some fantastic future. It always made me so high I thought it was fear but it was, it turns out it was excitement. I never knew.
"If I let Jeb rob me of that, I will resent him for the rest of my life and his. That is no good for either of us. So, so I told him no." Her eyes glistened with new tears but she did not break down again. Her voice remained steady even while tears tracked down her cheeks. "I, I don't know what he is going to do. I never thought he was vindictive but when I refused to promise what he wanted, he simply stood up and walked out. He closed the door, he did not slam it but closed it and then returned to say he would not be here for Thanksgiving.
"Sonny, he seemed so, so cold, so distant. I saw no sign he was hurt or anything and that is usually a sign that he is furious. I always hated his cold silences, never talking to me and to Chrissy when he was upset or angry or something. I could only tell early in our marriage when he did not take me for a few days. He, he was very demanding in bed and I," here she blushed and smiled a wan, sheepish smile. "Well, Sonny, you know me, I responded well to being dragged into the bedroom and left panting for more. Sometimes I would go weeks without responding to him or having time to before he was done and gone. Then Blake or Jordan would appear and I would explode for them." She shook her head. "I cannot give them up. When everything is haywire, I can still release myself to their good services and come like a freight train." She shook her head again. "I cannot give that up." Her voice was soft, like she was talking to herself.
After a few minutes and a new round of heavy iced tea, when she did not speak again, I did. "So, Laura, are you just venting or, or is there something in particular you need or want from me?" I was trying to be delicate but if I was too much later, things would be really difficult when I got home. Not that I knew what I would find there.
Laura's eyes cleared. She nodded. "Of course, Sonny. I, yes, I need to tell you what I want, why I called you." Then she bowed her head to hide the crimson blush that flushed her face. She looked up at me. "Oh Sonny, can I ask this of you?"
Again, I did not feel like she was asking me anything. So I sat regarding her as sympathetically as a guy can when he has no idea what the fuck is going on.
"Blake, oh and Jordan too, their divorces, they have had difficult times of it. Their daughters refuse to see them. Did you ever meet Shay and, and Lizzy?"
I nodded. Had I ever. Both Blake and Jordan had married women who looked like Laura, both blonds. Small surprise that, given what I knew about them and their sister. The daughters were, well, spectacular. The ex-wives were no slouches either. I had not seen them in maybe six or eight years. The girls were both older than Chris and I by four years. Last time I saw them they were just getting to model age and they looked it. My cock got hard just thinking about them. I was beginning to think that I was ruined for polite company for the rest of my life. Fucking MILFs!
"When Blake lost custody and did not even get visitation rights, it nearly ruined him. I," she blushed deeply again, "I could not even get him up the time I saw him when all that was going on. I sucked and sucked and finally we just went to bed and he wept in my arms. It, it was horrifying. Jordan never showed me much. He had joint custody but Paula was so angry with him, I don't know the whole story." She glanced at her phone. "It is getting late. I'll get to it."
Her eyes found mine and she grinned sweetly. "I am nervous, Sonny. I, I know I have not been able to ask anything of you to this point and so, well, I worry that asking something of you might not be... "
I patted the space between us, "Mrs. Wills, give it no thought." I thought I had figured out what she was going to ask me. She wanted me to go with Chris to get the new wives out of the house so she could do her brothers. And they could take her. Uh huh. I love thinking I know shit. It is so deliciously comfortable. Reality, however, has to make you laugh or you just give up and quit trying to figure anything out at all. If you worry about being wrong, you lose the inclination to try. I was not worried but I should have been. Oh, not because I had much to worry about, but because my grasp of the future was always insufficient and showed a true lack of imagination. Being sure I know shit is just stupid and sometimes dangerous.
"Sonny," Laura spoke into the pregnant silence, "I, uh, can, I can I ask you to uh do something for me?" She glanced down at the time on her phone. How it got to be seven so fast, I did not know.
I don't know what got into me but I got really hungry in that instant and suddenly I wanted to just fuck with Mrs. Wills once more for old time sakes. "Why don't we order something to eat. Two of these 'teas' leads to taxis and that can be difficult this time of night, the day before Thanksgiving." I thought of my sisters, slaving at home over turkey, pies and salads and dressing and whatever. I wondered if they were going to be pissed off. I signed for a waiter and Mrs. Wills and I ordered. It was not like I could explain to the girls what I was doing. If their bickering was any indication, I should not be explaining myself to them anyway.
Strangely, Laura and I sat in silence waiting for the food. When my hamburger arrived I started to eat. "So? Are you ready to ask something of me or not?"
Laura looked at me. She had been eying her chicken sandwich like it was covered in chocolate. "You never answered me. Can, can I ask you to do something for me?"
Women are so strange. If she had been a man, she would have been taking bids and trying to see what I would give her for the "favor". She honestly thought she was going to be putting me out. Well, that is not irrational. There was some risk, would be some risk.
"Laura, of course. With all the cock I have fed into you, you have banked a lot of good will."
She smiled and glanced down at the grilled chicken. She took a dainty bite and dabbed at her mouth. She chewed and looked up at me. "I want you to seduce my sisters-in-law." She said finally.
I was surprised. I did not expect that. My lack of expression and response reflected in her eyes as fear.
But then those beautiful blues hardened. She straightened her back and thrust her breasts at me. "I want you to seduce them. What I want, I want them to uh join us, Blake and Jordan and me."
"What about Chris?" I asked too quickly.
"Chris?"
"What are you going to do, lock him in the basement?" Not the best question. For the briefest moment I forgot about the basement and the implements of pleasure that awaited Laura when she got home. I thought about Annie. I had not seen her since my mother scarpered off to China to lay down for her husband. What a mess! How could any right-thinking person make sense out of my life. I gave up, preferring instead to just pick the ripe fruit I could reach and not worry about fattening the calf.
Laura colored. "Oh, Chris? Oh my, yes, what about Chris?" She closed her eyes. "How could I forget about him?" It was a real question. Her blush vanished like a doused flame and she turned pasty white. How she did that without much transition at all, I never quite understood. Then she shook her head. "I invited Mrs. Kingston to join us for Thanksgiving since Sid is out of town. It would be a shame for her to be alone."
For a moment I got a knot in my stomach thinking that Mrs. Wills would realize Mom was gone and invite me and the blisters to her house. I had my denial all coiled for presentation but she blithely passed over it. I felt slighted but immediately felt ridiculous as well.
"What am I to do with Annie? She, she is certain to know something is happening. She, she'll want to give my brothers a try." Laura was musing out loud again and I felt the eavesdropper. Her eyes focused, then shifted to me. "Oh my, Sonny, I need you to do something else for me." She put fingers to her lips. "I, I need you to get Annie out of the way, keep her occupied, uh, Friday." She suddenly shook her head. "Oh bollocks!" She growled. "This is never going to work. Oh shit! This is impossible!"
I felt the despair emanating from the blond woman. In the face of her pending tears, my lizard brain granted me a fine and glorious boon. "Laura, think a minute. You need to get Chris and the sisters-in-law out of the house and to keep Annie 'occupied' without everyone knowing the situation. I'll take Annie with me when I go with Chris to take the sisters-in-law to the madhouse for Black Friday." I had an idea. I had to see how things developed. "Do you think Annie would go?"
Laura nodded, the tears receding back to where they originated. "She loves fighting over things in the stores. She went alone last year because Caren and Elizabeth did not want to get up early enough. They love all the boutiques here but Chris refused to get up at four to take them down to Main Street in old down. Annie went without them." She stopped, finally seeing at least part of the possibility. "You, you think you can get Chris to get up early?"
"If, if he thinks he will get to fuck his aunts." I said. "And, and if he thinks he can, uh, do you in front of your brothers."
Laura gasped and her eyes got wide. For all the various twists we had put into her and put her through, it was so odd to see her amazed and a little shocked at what I was suggesting.
"You need the Aunts to fuck Chris and, then, for him to fuck you. It, it keeps things balanced." I shook my head. I wondered if everyone I met would end up fucking everyone else. Fuck but I loved variety! My cock was hard. Then it wilted a little bit. "Wait a tick. I don't do mercy fucks. Are Caren and Elizabeth fuckable?" I think I put a little too much concern into my tone.
Suddenly Laura sat back and laughed, giggling with a hand over her mouth. She shook with it and after a few moments of it, I realized it was tension uncoiling inside of her. She fairly shook with laughter. Then abruptly she mastered herself and began to fuss with her purse. "You have not met them, have you? Here they are. That was only three years ago. If anything, they are better looking." She held out her open wallet. Twin pictures showed her brothers with women much younger than they in wedding dresses.
I gulped. "Fuckable." I said softly, staring. "Definitely fuckable."
"More than me?"
I tore my eyes away from the two pictures. "I can fuck you anytime I like. These two, they are strange, new pussy. They, they won't know what hit them. That, that is so much fun! Surprising climaxes are always the best. I'll call Annie tonight. She'll go with us. It will be a challenge to see if I can distract her from shopping."
Laura Wills chuckled. "I would love to see that."
"You can come along." I said, smirking.
Laura caught the sentiment and cocked her head as she shook it, a sly smile on her lips. "Oh, I don't think so. But thanks." She sobered. "Uh, Chris...?"
"He has to go. Then, then you have to fuck him while they all watch. I think Annie would like a little strange too. Think your brothers would mind?"
Laura's eyes widened. "The Wills family orgy and, and Annie?" She shook her head. "I never imagined that."
"No, I am sure you didn't. That is why you called me."
Laura nodded, grinning. "Yes, Sonny, that was why I called you."
If only she knew.
Thanksgiving dawned with gray skies. By nine the girls were up and cooking. By the time I emerged from the shower, the house was suffused with the cloying goodness of Thanksgiving cooking in America. Wow, what a smell! We ate around noon. Mom always said that if you ate early, you could get into the pies again at least once or twice before the day was over. It was odd sitting at the table and chowing down on turkey and dressing, cranberry sauce and mashed potatoes and green bean casserole. Then came the pies and the pain they always cause me. As my Mom used to tell me, I had eyes that were bigger than my stomach. Inert on the couch, nap to the muffled sounds of football and then more pie.
It seemed like my sisters has declared a truce. I asked them as slyly as my turkey-intoxicated brain could if they were doing the Black Friday. They all looked at each other and then all said "no" at the same time. I figured that after they discovered I was gone, they would be pissed. But they would look foolish and with elder sisters, that is both an art and a reward in itself.
The night before I had made contact with Chris and he said he'd arrange with his Aunts for a Black Friday adventure. I thought about telling him Annie was coming but then tactically left that out. That would have made him suspicious. I don't know what he was thinking and did not ask. Annie, however, was completely suspicious. When I called her and invited her to go with us, she asked where. I had already told her the time and day, figuring she would jump to the more likely conclusion. She neither jumped nor concluded. She asked if Chris was going. When I confirmed it, she grunted and hung up. Her grunt meant, "yes" but I still left time to get her up when I set my alarm. Chris called Thanksgiving evening and confirmed a 4:30 pickup. I said we'd take my car. I woke around four, just before the alarm, to tell you the truth. I always did that when I was nervous or eager for the morning event I was attending on a schedule.



I arrived at Annie's house and found her dressed and ready to go. When I opened the back door to her house, she turned of the light and made her way toward me. I waited till she was close. I pulled her close and she melded with me. I kissed her and gripped her ass in both hands. She flowed against me, moaning into my mouth. I tasted the tooth paste on her lips. I broke free of her.
"Annie, darling, how are you this morning?"
"Horny, Sonny. Are you fucking me today?"
Her arms were around my neck so she felt me nod my head.
"Good. Chris, he not fuck me since his father come home. I hate holidays, everyone distracted."
I turned her in my arms and lifted the woolen skirt she wore. She looped her arms back over her head and around my neck, draping herself against me while I wadded her skirt into my hands as I pulled it up her legs. The Chinese woman shivered when I found the bare skin of her thighs above the thigh-highs she wore for warmth. I felt higher to her pussy and pulled down her panties, stroking a finger over the lips of her pussy. She was damp and shuddered at my touch. I put a finger into her body and she tensed. Her hips bucked once and then she ground her little ass up and back against my now very hard cock. I pressed my finger through the clinching folds of her body while she trembled against me.
"Ah Sonny, good, good." She hissed.
She hissed again when I pulled my finger out of her and wiped it on her skirt. I could smell her.
"Fuck me, Sonny." She grumbled. "I want you inside."
I was tempted. I looked at my phone, lighting her face while I checked the time. "We have to go." I said. Annie writhed against me, her little body pulsing with a kindled need. What a woman! She fucked us all whenever we wanted her and still could be demanding as a hyena.
I separated from her and with her hand in mine, walked through the hedge over to the Wills house.
The light was on in the kitchen. I saw Chris first and then the two blond Aunts. They stood in a little triangle sipping from coffee cups. I pulled Annie up the steps and knocked on the glass. Chris squinted in my direction and caught sight of us. His eyes widened a little. They sat down the cups and came out onto the back deck with us. I led them to the car and thence to the Main street mall. We were not alone. Chris introduce his Aunt Lizzy and Aunt Caren once we got to the car. They knew Annie already. The "Aunts" were young, late twenties or early thirties I guessed. They were bundled but what I could see looked good. Both wore black stretch pants. Their lithe legs disappeared under bulky coats that hid ass and tits so I could only guess at what they had underneath.
Neither seemed particularly talkative. That changed when they returned with their first set of bags. Chris and I stayed with the car and the three women streaked off into the dawning darkness. On their return, they chattered like sparrows in a lilac bush in the evening. I opened the trunk and stowed their bags. The two Aunts set off. Chris went with them this time, leaving Annie behind. She stood there, leaning against the car. I heard Chris explaining the arrangement.
"... having an affair. It is so embarrassing sometimes, how they carry on." Chris was saying.
Annie apparently heard because she stepped over to me and looped hear arms around my neck and presented her lips to me, her head cocked back. I kissed her passionately till she was breathless. I glimpsed Chris and Aunts disappearing around a corner. It was still dark. These women were pros when it came to shopping. They had packed themselves like Andes Lamas in less than two hours. The first light was just cracking the eastern sky. Annie's hands found my pants and began to rub herself into my cock, beyond what the kiss had begun. As I hardened, she unzipped my pants and tried to get my cock out. She knelt as soon as the chill air touched my cock head. She fit her lips over the head and plunged it into her mouth, licking and humming. I was immediately straining to push deeper down her throat but she pulled away, stood and left me dangling in more ways than one. My orgasm had galloped close only to veer away as she released me. She turned and walked jauntily away. A car approached, the headlights flashing over me. I turned my back and corrected my condition, somewhat painfully, tucking Mr. Happy away out of sight. When I turned around again, Annie was out of sight.
I got into the car and sipped cocoa from a thermos I had brought from home.
So far, I had not had much interaction with the two blonds. When they returned, however, they were wound up. Poor Chris was staggering. How three women could make that amount of purchases in so short a time, I could not imagine. I got out of the car and realized I had dozed. The day had arrived; it was light outside. I watched the four of them waddle towards me and checked the time. Nearly eight.
They filled the trunk. I mean, it was filled. Not packed like pate into a can, but with decorations and knickknacks that could not be crushed. I hoped I understood my timing right. I suggested we return to the Wills home to empty the trunk and all agreed. We were going to go get some breakfast after we dropped off the stuff they had already purchased and return for round two. My idea was to sit down and eat; their's was a McMuffin or a Cinnabon. I figured we'd negotiate that later.
It is funny when people get intoxicated, women by shopping in particular. They did not remark on the fact that I parked on the back of their block and we had to make it through the backyard into the Kingston's yard. I suggested we hit up Jordan and Blake to help us carry their haul inside so we walked up to the back door, carrying nothing. I told them the front was full of cars and we would be closer parking in the back and they accepted it. I led the way through the hedge and up to the steps. I did not go further. Our timing was perfect.
I felt one of the blonds, Elizabeth I think brush up against me and go completely still. The other blond was chattering and then went silent.
"Lizzy, what's wrong" She said and then I heard her gasp.
I moved back a step and then got behind Elizabeth. She was not moving, staring at the tableau before us.
Laura Wills was stark naked. Not a stitch on. One of her brothers was in front of her, the other was behind her, obviously looking down at her well-shaped and bare ass.
"What the hell is going on here?" Elizabeth asked no one in particular, her voice ran up the register on the way to becoming a mind-numbing screech. I grabbed her, looping an arm around her waist and clamping a hand over her mouth.
Caren began to speak but I overrode her.
"Grab her, Chris. Keep her quiet." I hissed. I felt rather than saw them struggle and then heard a woman squeak.
"Be still, Aunt Caren. Don't move." Chris spoke softly.
"Listen." I began, "I don't know what is happening in there but, but we cannot, should not interfere. I don't think." I wanted to put some logic behind the assertion but could find none. Elizabeth was struggling against me but her hands were ineffectual, holding onto my wrist. Then she stopped moving and I redirected my attention to the Wills house.
In the well-lit living room, Laura fumbled with the brother before her, with his pants, that is. He was dressed in Banana Republic chic and a long sleeve shirt. Laura got his belt and trousers open. They slunk down his legs. She got carefully to her knees, her bare breasts bobbing as she did so. She pulled his briefs down his legs, releasing a fine, very hard cock. She gripped it in one hand and pursed her lips, blowing on the tip. That brother lifted his chin, looking up at the ceiling. His hands found her shoulders, then one moved to the back of her head.
Behind me, I heard Caren squeak, a garbled protestation that barely escaped the hand over her mouth. That meant the brother Laura was about the blow must be Jordan.
Laura sucked the cock into her mouth. It disappeared past her lips, into her mouth and deep into her throat. Nude as she was, surely all of us saw the bump appear on the side of her neck. Just when I thought we were going to see her blow him good, she stood up, leaving his cock glistening in the air. He looked down in shock but relaxed when he saw his brother guiding Laura to the back of the chair. She bent over it and held still while he felt between her legs. Blake's trousers opened and dropped, he tore down his briefs. He positioned himself and thrust into her. We could only see his bare ass and the vague outline of the woman bent before him. He pumped against her.
As soon as the man entered Laura, I felt Elizabeth stiffen and then she groaned softly. Then she began to struggle against me. I held her tight till she ceased. Before us, Laura was being fucked from behind by her brother.
"Let's get them out of here." I hissed and slowly we backed out of the line of sight of the house, through the hedge into the Kingston's yard. Chris had released Caron. The blond stood there staring the way we had just come. I released Elizabeth. I expected both to jabber but neither spoke or indeed made even a sound.
I knew what I was going to do. "Come on. We need to get out of here." I said softly. The two women did not respond. I took hold of Elizabeth's hand and led her back the way we had come. She followed docilely enough. At the car, she got into the back seat immediately. Chris led Caron around to the other side and got into the middle, even though he did not fit there very well. I had to admire him, sitting between his Aunts was a wise move.
Annie rode shotgun. I drove. For a few minutes I thought about just riding around but then decided that no matter what, going back to my house was a good idea. For several minutes no one said anything. I give Annie lots of credit. She did not make a sound. She just rolled with it.
"Where are we going?" Caron asked.
"To my house. Do you really want to go someplace public?"
Silence, then she squeaked "no", like someone was pinching her ass.
A couple minutes later, Elizabeth finally exploded. "Jesus Christ, did you see that? My husband, my fucking husband...!"
"Their sister!" Caron finished. "Their, their, they were, were, they were... with their sister!" I saw her lean forward to look around Chris. "I saw that, right? I, I didn't imagine that did I?"
"She sucked Jordan and then Blake, Blake, he, he fucked her." Elizabeth said from behind me. "Jesus fucking Christ!" She growled. "I do not believe what I just saw!" She groaned. "Oh Chris, what you must be thinking! Seeing, seeing that! Oh, my poor boy! I am so, so sorry."
I almost laughed. Not because of the situation but because she was only a few years older then Chris, calling him "poor boy" like that! What bullshit. It made me laugh.
"Oh Chris, I am sorry you had to see that."
I tensed, waiting for Chris to speak.
Annie beat him too it. "Chris Mom is hot. She suck good. She want them to fuck her." Her accent seemed to take the edge off her words somehow.
Silence. "God, you're right. She did, she did seem to want it, didn't she?" Caron said, wonder in her voice.
I liked the way the conversation was going but we arrived at my house and it ended. I could see lights from inside which told me my blisters were home. "Shit" I thought, which shows what I know.
I got everyone out of the car and then led them into the house and right up stairs to Mom's room. I made no effort to introduce anyone. I led them upstairs. Mom's bedroom has a straight backed chair by her bathroom door, an easy chair in the opposite corner, a dresser and a little dressing table with lights around it like you see in the dressing rooms in the movies. The two blonds walked into the room, one went to one side of the bed and the other to the other. Chris took the easy chair and I leaned on the dresser. Annie settled the manner.
She had been last in our procession, which by the way, my sisters had watched from the kitchen table where they were having pie for breakfast, leftover from Thanksgiving. Strange, but true. I made no effort to introduce anyone. Annie was last into the room and she immediately closed the door. I glimpsed Tawny just at the head of the stairs as the door closed. Her eyes were wide.
The door closed, Annie turned to survey the room and then walked over to me. She put her arms around me and looked up at me, her mouth parted. When I did not move, she said, "Seeing Mrs. Vills like that make me horny, Sonny. You, you want me now? We have audience like you like. Bet two blonds never see someone fuck right in front of them." She giggled. "You fuck me, they see fine now." Then she kissed me, pressing her vibrating body against me as she did so. She was so excited! I could not help it, my eyes closed and I returned her kiss. My hands found her little butt and ground her against my leg. She moaned into my mouth.
Yeah, like I was the one who got off on having an audience... wait a tick, she might have something there, though I was sure she shared the thrill. Kissing her like that, prelude to a fuck, noisy and messy while her body pulsed against me, her hips clearly making the motion necessary to portray what she wanted, it fired me.
"My heavens." Caren said softly.
"No shit." Elizabeth added. "We need to go."
I broke the kiss and looked at her. Her face was flushed, her eyes dark and tight. "Where do you want to go?" I asked huskily. Annie moved her mouth to the side of my neck, and nuzzled and nipped at me there. My hands continued to massage her ass. Part of me wanted the blonds to go. "Chris, you can use my car. Take them back." I reached up to Annie's head and bent her back and kissed her. She growled as I covered her mouth with mine.
Chris spoke into the silence, letting his aunts watch Annie and I for a couple before saying anything. "They have been having an affair for several months. She, she comes over to my house and they do it. Mom, I think she knows but she has not said much about it." Chris said. "You can hardly blame them."
"I do blame them." Caren said. "They are shameless."
"Don't temp him, Aunt Caren. Mrs. Kingston," here Chris chuckled, "she likes to shock people. She'd do him in the middle of Main but Sonny, he likes to keep her reined in."
"Uh huh." Elizabeth said softly.
Annie broke the kiss. She was panting. Her body was tense and vibrant, the panting was real, the need was real, the desire was real. When she reached between us and began to stroke her lovely little hand up and down the ridge of my hard cock, I decided. She struggled free of my arms and then got to her knees.
"Oh my god, Lizzy, are you seeing this?" Caren asked.
I looked up at Elizabeth and held her fierce gaze while Annie unbuckled my belt, opened my pants and shucked them down my thighs. When Annie pulled the band of my briefs out over my hard cock and then down, both blonds gasped.
"We should leave." Elizabeth said. Neither woman moved.
My cock appeared but Annie engulfed me so quickly, the blonds likely go no more than a glimpse. I tried to stare intently at them but my eyes kept going shut as Annie worked my cock into first her mouth and then her throat. When her mouth was locked around the base of my cock, she snorted and then sucked on me hard. I thought I was going to blast right then. Her hand massaged my cock and balls and squeezed just right. My initial climax retreated and I felt wistful as it departed. Annie had me completely hard. She pulled off of my cock and stood up.
With a couple zips and buttons undone, she dropped her skirt. She went over to the bed, pushing Elizabeth toward the head of it and lay down. "Come fuck me, Sonny." She said clearly. She grasped her panties and quickly skimmed them down her hips and legs and off. She lay on the bed, nude at the crotch but with her thigh highs on. She lay back,her legs open, waiting.
I hesitated but no one else was moving. My cock bobbed before me in the silence, glinting with Annie's saliva. I kicked off my shoes and then stripped off my pants. My shirt followed and I was naked in front of Chris' two aunts. Neither moved or spoke. Elizabeth stared at my eyes, fierce and intense, Caren focused on my cock, following it all the way to the bed. Only when I stood in arm's length did Elizabeth break her gaze from mine and look down at my hard cock.
I got onto the bed. Annie parted her legs and I knee walked between them. She took eager hold of my cock and bent it down towards her pussy. She hunched up and touched the end to her bulging lips. I bent over her and the head of my cock penetrated her pussy. I pulled back, leaving her body and she mewled. I sank back onto my heels and grabbed Annie by the hips, pulling her up my thighs. Her hands found my cock once more and she fit it back into her pussy. I literally jammed her onto my cock, pulling her up my things. It was awkward but the position put pressure on the top of her insides and cinched my cock down so it would not move. I leaned over her canted body and began to unbutton her blouse. Her sheathed legs skated over my bare back. I could not reach her bra strap easily and when I gripped her hips and pulled her hard onto my cock and held her there, she reached behind her back and unsnapped her little bra. Her hands pushed it up off her breasts. I moved my hands to cover her breasts, mashing then squeezing them.
"They really are fucking, right here in front of us." Caren said wonderingly.
"I see that." Elizabeth said. "Caren, listen to me, you know as well as I do what we saw back there."
Annie squeaked when I twisted both nipples at the same time. Her hips bumped up but that released my cock. She slid down my legs. I released her tits and got to all fours over her, between her splayed legs. She grabbed my cock and directed it once more to her pussy. When it was well positioned, I let it sink down, piercing her as it descended.
Annie groaned and her hips popped up. She was not fully relaxed and she caught on my cock. When she fell back, she sighed and then moaned, her head wagging back and forth on the bed. "Fuck me, Sonny. Fuck me."
I stretched out my legs and lay down on her, sinking my cock deeply into the panting, gasping woman.
"Oh my eyes!" Caren muttered. "I, I cannot look away."
"Do, do you want to divorce him over this?" Elizabeth said. Her voice hovered over me and I imagined her eyes on me as I rose up and rammed my cock into Annie again. Annie lurched under me.
"Caren? I asked... "
"I know what you asked. Just shut up a minute. Have you ever...?"
"No. Never. Not like that. Not like this. Never. Oh god, never." Elizabeth's voice was taut.
"What do we do?" Caren asked.
I kept waiting for Chris to inject himself into this conversation but there was nothing from him. I rose up and hammered deep into Annie again and against she gasped and her hips punched up at me, grinding us together. A shiver ran through her and then she grunted as a small little orgasm teased her and danced out of reach. Her hips began to pound at me, pumping my cock in and out of her as fast as she could; which was pretty fast.
"She's going to come." Elizabeth said softly, a sort of sensuous awe in her voice.
I bent over Annie and sucked one breast hard into my mouth. I judged her condition correctly and I felt her tense and then she shrieked, thrashing under me. "Oh, oh, oh, yes, Sonny, Son, Son, Sonny fuh, fuh, fuck me!" I just held still while she rammed herself up and onto me. When I bit down on her nipple, she exploded, screaming with her whole body as the orgasm crashed through her.
"Holy Jesus." Caren said softly.
My orgasm found and pounced on me. I tried to keep bent over Annie's torso but as the flashing pleasure ran through me, I lost contact with her. I rose up on my hands and hammered Annie hard to the bed, cramming her full of cock over and over again till the tipping point arrived and I actually began to come. I dropped into her pussy and pumped into her over and over again, filling her with a full course of cum. Our intercourse was complete and satisfyingly so.



"Oh god!" I groaned.
"He is coming in her." Caren's voice whispered.
"I know." Elizabeth whispered back.
Annie had screamed loud enough the neighbors might have heard. Certainly my sisters downstairs knew what they were hearing, the call of an orgasmic woman pinioned by a cock on their mother's bed.
I collapsed.
Visions of Laura, nude and compliant danced behind my closed eyes. I covered Annie and she went still, though her hips continued to flex up at me, so I knew she wasn't dead. When she began to squeeze my cock with her pussy, I discovered I was not dead too. What a relief!
A silence followed, though it seemed like I was panting loud enough to change the weather. My cock hardened again inside of Annie and she began to pump herself onto me from below. I admired her ambition.
"No. No, Lizzy, I do not want to divorce my husband."
"Good. I, I don't want to divorce Blake either."
I turned my head so I could see past Annie's frizzy black hair, so I could look up at Elizabeth. She was looking across us at her sister-in-law.
"But, but can we just imagine that we did not see, see that?"
"Ohhhh, no. No way. I'll, I may never be able to get the image of Jordan's cock in her mouth out of my mind." Caren's voice quavered.
"I know but maybe I don't want to." Elizabeth said. I could see her fierce eyes and they were not looking at my naked butt. "Think about this, Caren, they, that was, they are brother and sister."
"Oh I know!" Caren cried out, her voice conveying her unease.
"No, I mean think about it! They were having sex with their sister. She is no threat to us. They must have gotten up and caught her nude and that just happened."
Here Chris did speak. "Oh for Christ's sake, Aunt Elizabeth, do you really think this was the first time? Why do you think she always makes me take you two out shopping after Thanksgiving? Do you really think my mother is just being kind? I have pictures for shit sake. She has been fucking Uncle Blake and Uncle Jordan since I was fourteen. At least that long, because that was when I first caught them."
I was about to lift off of Annie but she pulled me tight and locked her stocking-covered legs around me. She whispered into my ear, "fuck them." She said. "I eat them, you fuck them."
What a fucking woman!
"See?" Elizabeth went on. "See? This is just between them. Have you had or do you have any suspicion that Jordan is doing it with anyone else?"
"No. Not really." Caren said softly.
"I know Blake isn't. I know it." Elizabeth said, her voice pulsed with breathy gasps.
I sat up. Annie stayed pinned onto my cock and she continued to bump and grind as best she could.
"You two, you should fuck Sonny. That would balance things out." Chris said from his place in the chair.
"Oh Lord, no." Caren said softly.
"He's right, Caren." Elizabeth said. "We fuck him, then, then we can go back and face our husbands knowing what we know and not bring it up. We can leave it alone. That is what you want, right? To leave it alone?"
"I wish it had not happened. Why did I have to see that? Why?" Caren's voice was plaintive. I looked over at her and her eyes were fixed on where I was buried in Annie's little body. "I, I don't think I can do that."
"Sure you can, Aunt Caren." Chris said.
I was watching Caren and for a moment I thought Chris had blundered so I pulled my cock out of Annie's writhing body. It was swathed with our cum. Caren did not look away. I felt Elizabeth pat me on the shoulder. She had moved closer to the bed.
"Stand up, Sonny." She said, her voice rasping and low.
I did not question but did as directed. The demure blond woman got carefully to her knees and put a thumb and forefinger to my cock. She turned me and then licked at the end.
"Lizzy, oh Lizzy, what are you doing?"
Elizabeth looked away from my cock at her sister-in-law and I wanted to grab her head and make her pay attention. She licked her lips. "I am going to suck him, Caren, then he is going to fuck you." Her eyes drifted back to my cock. "I, I have never tasted a woman like this before." Her lips parted and she kissed the crown of my cock. Her tongue snaked out and caressed me for a moment. Her head pulled back and she looked up at me. The moment stretched. She knew what she was doing.
Of the two blonds, Elizabeth Bourbon was the lesser of the two, less curves, less tits, less hips, less ass, less lips but not less looks. She had that "girl next door" look that makes a guy want to despoil her just to see what it would be like but figures such a thing would be impossible, only to find out she is crazy twisted far beyond those wholesome looks. She had perfect control over her wild side and that made her just a little scary. She looked from my eyes over at Caren Bourbon and grinned.
"Do you want to get naked on your own or have this fine young man take off your clothes?" I loved the question but Elizabeth did not wait for any answer. She sucked the head of my cock past her lips and closed her eyes. When she backed away, her eyes did not open. "I love the feeling of the head of a trimmed cock on the roof of my mouth." She whispered, as though confessing something.
Annie was up on her elbows watching this woman make love to my cock with her mouth. She scrambled past Caren on the other side of the bed and walked over to Chris, her shirt flapping about her torso. When Chris ignored her, she sat herself on his lap. He accepted her but kept staring at his Aunt's lips on my cock. Caren too, was staring at my cock as it slowly disappeared into Elizabeth's mouth. After a few trips down her throat, Elizabeth pulled off my cock and sat back on her heels.
"There, Caren, now fuck him." She looked over at the other blond. "I see you decided to have him strip you."
Caren hugged herself, squeezing her tits together. "I didn't decide anything."
I disregarded her comment, walking around the bed to stand in front of her. I was nude. She was fully clothed and looked at me like I was trying to sell her dirty underwear. "This is never going to work if you don't want to play. I can take you back, if you like."
She shook her head. "I, I have never done this before, messed around on Jordan. It feels, it feels... like I deserve it after what I saw." She unwrapped her arms from under her considerable breasts. She said nothing more but when I reached out to her blouse, she looked me in the eyes with a steady gaze.
I moved closer. She wore a winter pants suit that hugged her form. Her narrow waist accented her hips and made her tits look larger, but that did not take much. I unbuttoned the bottom button of the blouse, the one closest to the waist band of her slacks. I pulled up on the blouse and untucked it, revealing one lower button. I left that and moved up, unbuttoning her blouse till her belly was showing, leaving the button just below the crest of her breasts buttoned. She shivered a little, her arms danging at her sides. I heard Chris groan and glanced over my shoulder to find Annie with his dick in her mouth, sucking him. When I looked back at Caren, she was staring past me.
"Have you ever been with another woman?" I asked softly.
Caren's eyes clicked back to me, uncomprehending, as my fingered released the top button of the pale blue blouse. She gulped.
"Annie, Mrs. Kingston will go down on you if you'd let her. She likes variety." I muttered. Another button released and her cleavage appeared, a crease of flesh, delicious and smooth. The next button revealed the top of her bra and the next left her nearly bared. The last button remained but pulled tight. Her breasts, even confined in the flimsy bra pressed against the blouse. She was trembling like she was chilled. I ran a finger across the slope of her breasts; her skin was not chilly at all.
"If, if you are doing to do this, please hurry or, or I might lose my nerve." She said, her voice squeaking.
I nodded. My cock just brushed the skin of her belly as I reached around her to grasp for the hooks on her bra. Successful, it waffled and released her voluminous breasts. The one button remained and her clothing became a loose tangle.
"Oh for fuck sake!" Elizabeth said, rounding the end of the bed. "Strip her and fuck her. This can't take all day."
Her voice croaked and I realized she was in line and waiting, well, I thought that or hoped it. I may have been misreading the situation. Elizabeth released the last button, fairly butting me aside with her hip. Bra and blouse were removed and she released the slacks and skimmed them off the hips and down Caren's legs. Caren wore pantyhose over panties. Elizabeth did not hesitate but pushed the slacks to the floor. "Lift," she said and removed first one shoe then the other. The slacks followed. Caren balanced on her shoulders against the wall. Elizabeth rolled the pantyhose down the woman's legs and finally finished denuding her. "On the bed." She said, her voice a guttural growl. Caren complied.
Elizabeth turned to me. "Fuck her. I want you next, when you are done with her."
"Not very romantic." I said, putting a slight whine in my voice.
"Whatever." Elizabeth said. "Do her or don't. I will fuck you if she doesn't." Her eyes were fierce. "My husband is, right this moment, balls deep in her sister. I want someone balls deep in me." She glanced at Caren who lay on the bed, her hands crossed over her crotch.
Caren met the other woman's gaze but then, after a few moments, moved her hands and opened her legs.
"Tell him what you want. He wants a little romance. Ask for it, Caren." Elizabeth reached for my cock and turned me so I was facing Caren full front. Caren's eyes fixed on my very hard cock.
Behind me Chris began to grunt and groan. He was surely coming but I dared not give it a peek. Annie, however, began to suck loudly, slurping and hissing.
"I, I want you to... " Caren hesitated, her eyes flicking past me. Then her eyes changed. "I want you to come over here young man, and I want you to get on the bed, get between my legs, kiss my breasts and enter me. I want to feel you shoving into me. I want you to fuck me and make me come. I want to feel you come inside of me, pouring your cum into me. I want you to fuck me. Yes, I do. I want you to fuck me and make me come, just like Jordan is fucking his sister this very moment. I want it. I do. Sonny, please, don't make me wait any longer. I want you to fuck me." Her voice rattled as she spoke.
Elizabeth nodded and moved over to sit on the stool by the makeup table.
I got onto the bed. I moved over the blond woman, her breasts sat high her her chest. I bent over her and kissed her on the lips. Her hands found my shoulders and held me. Her knees lifted and pressed against my sides. Her mouth opened and she panted as our tongues tangled and she moved a hand down to my cock. She wrapped her soft hand round it and just held onto me. The kiss ended and I tried to sit back on my heels but her hand kept hold of my cock.
"Kiss them." Caren mumbled. "My breasts. Kiss them, suck my nipples."
I did. She arched her back, hissing as I sucked along the lower arch of one breast before taking the nipple into my mouth. I sucked hard at her breast and felt the nipple harden. I flicked it with my tongue.
"Oh, oh, oh god, yes. Do that!"
I released her and she wheezed with disappointment till I found and sucked the other breast. Her knees began to squeeze against me, her hand pulled on my cock till I felt the tip touch her the V of her legs. I released a nipple and lifted my head. She pulled my cock toward her pussy. I relaxed just a little, getting the kink out of my back. Then the head of my cock touched her pussy and she groaned. Up and down the crease of her pussy she swabbed herself with the head of my cock.
She brought tears to my eyes, the feeling was so intense. Then she pushed me between those luscious lips and I added pressure of my own. Her hand released me and I sank unerringly into her. She groaned as I pierced her, sliding inexorably into her body. Her legs lifted and she hooked her heels on my ass. She tried to rock back. I helped and her heels hooked at my waist. She was completely open.
Her body caught me and then I pulled back while her feet sought to move me back down. When I reversed course, she groaned again and I sank into her body. Her flesh parted as my cock penetrated; the pleasure of that penetration swept through me. I groaned to match her sounds. I fell to my elbows, her hands pulled at my shoulders while her legs pulled at my ass. I pulled back and rammed into her. She grunted and then she shrieked.
Her orgasm came onto her suddenly and violently. Her whole body began to shake, she could not control it nor could she change her position. Her heels quivered on my ass, her hands shook on my shoulders. I lay fully onto her plush body. She smelled of perfume and baby powder. I moved my hands down to her ass. I love the feel of a woman's ass in my hands and the control it provides as I fuck her. She jerked once, then again, and then again, each time more violently. The motion increased till she was jerking almost continually though she were a chew toy in some dogs mouth, utterly controlled by the swells of orgasm surging through her.
"Oh fuck me!" She cried. "Come in me. I want your cum dripping out of me so she can eat me. I want her mouth on me after you fill me!"
Who knew! The words tumbled forth and some part of me knew what she was saying but I was grinding my cock into her over and over again such that the pleasure soaked the words and took away some of their meaning. I groaned again as my climax swooped close before soaring away. I began to hammer harder and faster into this beautiful blond woman. She grunted with me as I pummeled her. Each stroke vented a new sound from her. I became increasingly violent, hammering into her with greater and greater speed. I rode her like she was on the rail and she seemed absorbed by the treatment, moaning and writhing while I steered her pussy with my hands clasping her full ass.
The world around me disappeared. My orgasm exploded and I ground down into Caren, gushing into her while she shivered with an orgasm of her own. In moments, it was over. Her legs relaxed and tumbled off my back. I struggled to my elbows and bowed my head between her mighty breasts. After a moment to catch my breath, I turned my head to kiss the wondrous slope of each breast.
Caren shivered and her hips pumped up at me as I nuzzled each breast.
I got to all fours, pulling my cock out of her body. The steel was rubber now but I did not feel like I was done.
"Move." I heard. Annie's voice was tight and firm.
I rolled her direction and lay on the edge of the bed. I thought Annie would dive into the oozing cunt beside me but instead, she took hold of my cock and licked it clean, her tongue swiping up and down my length and around and over the head, making me grunt from the intensity of the sensation. When her lips finally kissed the head of my cock, I was thoroughly aroused again. She sucked me deep into her mouth and then released me.
"Fuck the other one." She said and crawled over me. She settled between Caren's legs and immediately began to lap at the woman's glistening pussy.
Caren squealed and her torso twisted and writhed but her ass did not move a micrometer.
I rolled to my feet. To my surprise, Elizabeth was stark naked. She pointed to the bed.
"You first." I said but she shook her head.
"I want to ride you. I want on top. I'll, I can come like that. I, goddamn him." She growled. "I, I keep seeing her bent over that chair and his ass rapping behind her. I cannot control my mind. I see that over and over and all I want is to come. I am so hot, Sonny, get on the bed!"
I did as she requested. She immediately took her position astride me. He gripped my cock and rose over me and sank down onto me. Beside us, Caren was groaning and suddenly she went silent only to erupt into a huge scream. It came from her toes and shrieked out of her like a broken window in a diving plane. Her hips bucked up and down. Annie, face down between her legs, rode her motion and continued to finger the woman and slurp at her pussy. Caren came helplessly over and over again.
Over me, Elizabeth rode me, grinding her pussy down onto me over and over again. She rode me, her hips rocking back and forth while she sought the right connection. Abruptly she went stiff, her hands clinched on my chest. She jerked once and then her hips lifted and she slammed herself down onto me. She came completely apart then, falling down over me. Her breasts were more than a mouthful and she appeared less plush than she was, her legs were round not lean but sexy as hell. She rocked over me for a few moments but then sat up and resumed her ride.
Beside us, Caren careened through a series of little climaxes that seemed unending, leaving her gasping for breath. Annie continued to stimulate her, drawing out more pleasure from the blond woman. Over me, Elizabeth came again, her body clinching down on my cock, she seized into another paroxysm of pleasure, grunting and pushing her pussy down onto my over and over again, balanced with her hands on my chest. Her hips hammered at me and then she convulsed again. She fell over me. I tried to direct her, wanting to catch a breast with my lips but she was shivering and quaking so hard I dared not touch her. The convulsion passed and she sat up and rode me some more to another orgasm.
When she recovered from that, she lifted her head. "Back." She mumbled. "Back."
"Back where." I said stupidly.
"She wants you to fuck her on her back." Chris said from the other side of the bed. He bent and kissed Caren's breast. She opened eyes and stared at the back of his head. Then something switched on in her and she convulsed into a new round of orgasmic pleasure. Her hands finally moved from her sides. She pushed at Chris and placed both hands on the back of Annie's head, holding her in place, firmly pressed into her crotch.
"Oh, oh, oh my, my god, god, god so good! Oh my god."
Elizabeth lifted her head and looked over at Caren then back at me. "Either I had no idea she was so happy with a woman eating her or your friend is a special talent."
I heard the curiosity in Elizabeth's voice. She lifted to one side and I had her on her back with no difficulty. Over her I began to saw in and out of her gushing pussy. She was sloshy with her own pleasure. She lay still, looking up at me while I pumped into her body. Finally, she began to recover and her hips began to pulse up at me. Her glazed eyes cleared and she began to pant as I pumped into her, finally responding to each cycle of my cock into her.
Meanwhile, Chris returned to kissing Caren's left breast, sucking it loudly while she humped Annie's face. All at once, Caren began to pant and huff, blowing and gasping while her head wagged back and forth. She still held Annie with both hands. When Chris tried to kiss her, she shook him away. Her hips ground up as she pressed Annie down, mashing the Chinese woman's face into her pussy. Caren screamed and grunted, screamed and writhed as she came over and over again.
Below me, Elizabeth was roused again, her body responding to my new position. She was awash but her pussy still clung to me as I pulled back and resisted when I shoved down. She groaned finally and turned her head. I bent down and fastened onto her neck. A hand came up to push me away.
"No, no marks." She gasped but then her hand, instead of pushing at me, hooked around my neck and held me in place. "Oh, oh yes, mark me. I want Buh Buh Blake to see I have been fucked by another man." Then she squealed and her body rose under me, inundating us with a new flow from her pulsing pussy. "Oh yesssss." She cried as the climax crested.



When she lifted her legs, it was like I fell into her. I felt a little slip and I impaled the blond woman deeply, grinding down into her. Her legs locked around my ass then she hitched up, cocking her hips up to take me deeper and her legs went higher, crossing her ankles in the small of my back. Her body began to shake and her hips rapped against me with a staccato rhythm I could not match. Then my own orgasm roared out of the scarlet spangled darkness of my tight clenched eyes and I hammered Elizabeth hard down to the bed. But still her body jerked beneath me, jamming her full of cock while I poured cum into her. She gasped and wheezed and then cried out again, bucking beneath me while I rode her hammering hips. With her legs wrapped around me, the woman had incredible leverage and she used it to cram my cock into every corner of her pussy, grinding and twirling under me while I poured cum into her.
When the convulsion released me, I dropped onto her, completely spent. She struggled to clear her face from my chest, gasping and quaking while her hips continued to pulse under my weight. She pushed at me, trying to speak but only managing gurgling protests at my weight. I struggled to my elbows, giving her a little more room the breath. She gasped with a huge sigh and bent up and kissed me hard on the mouth. I was busy trying to match her passion from the pit of my bliss when I felt the bed rock.
"No. I said no, Chris."
I broke my lips loose from the woman beneath me and looked over at Caren. Chris was between her legs but his cock was drooping.
"Aunt Caren, you can't ask me to sit here and watch and not participate!" Chris said, his voice strangely normal. I tried to twist enough to see his face but he leaned forward, touching his cock to Caren's pussy.
"No, Chris, I said no!"
Even though his cock was not hard, which I did not understand till later, he persisted.
Smack!
Caren slapped her nephew hard across the face. "I said no, Chris. I mean it. No."
"Aunt Caren," his voice took on the darkness I had heard before.
Crack!
Caren's hand slapped Chris on the other side of the his face.
"Oh shit, look at that." Elizabeth mumbled from beneath me. She was arched up, nearly touching her ear to my shoulder.
I could see what she saw. Chris' cock had snapped erect and fully hard.
"No, Chris, no." Caren said, but she seemed calmer. "I want, I want your mother to watch when you fuck me the first time. I want her to see your cock slide into me!"
We all froze. Annie appeared on our side of the bed but she stood there, nude, waiting, staring at the woman she had just ridden to orgasm, orgasms. Chris stared down at Caren and then he got off of her and disappeared from my sight. A moment later Annie was bent over us, her cheek on my back. I tried to turn but only glimpsed Chris ramming into her before I was pressed down onto Elizabeth.
"Oh god," Elizabeth grunted.
My cock had reinflated and the pressure and rhythm of Annie laying over the middle of my back crammed me down into Elizabeth again. Moments later, however, Chris growled into orgasm, pumping into Annie. She laid placidly on my back as he came deep inside of her. For a moment, no one moved, after Chris quieted. I felt his weight move out from behind and off Annie.
"Aunt Caren, will you at least suck my cock now?" Chris asked, his voice back to normal.
"I will." Elizabeth said. "But, but I like her idea. You, you fuck, fuck us once we are back to your house, while Laura can see us. Fuck our husbands, we fuck her son." Then she convulsed into a slight, timid orgasm but she seemed so overcome by the moment she went completely lax below me.
I sat up, withdrawing my cock and it immediately wilted. I was nearly done in.
Elizabeth lay flat, an arm over her eyes. "Oh what have we done."
"We fucked Sonny." Caren said lightly. "He fucked us. Now, now we go back to the Wills house and fuck Chris."
"I want Annie to eat me, like she ate you." Elizabeth said.
That was my cue. I got off the bed and walked to the end of the bed, ready to watch Elizabeth and Annie. Annie was crawling onto the bed but Chris put a hand on her shoulder. "Wait." He said. "Laura, my mother, Mom, she will eat you, Aunt Elizabeth, better than even Annie can." Chris grunted. Then he realized what he had said. "Isn't that right, Mrs. Kingston? Don't you do her and Sonny?"
Annie straighted, standing beside the bed. Her dark eyes were on me but then she looked down at Elizabeth who was staring askance at her. She nodded. "Mrs. Wills eat pussy fine. I learn from her." Annie said in her inimitable way.
Elizabeth stared at Annie for what seemed like forever; her big eyes blinked slowly like she was an automaton or something. Finally, she nodded. "We, we should go uh, do, uh make Mrs. Wills do us." She said, her breath rasping like she had the croup. What followed was an immediate scramble to return to the Wills house. We all dressed willy nilly, filed downstairs and out of the house and piled into the car; Annie in front again and Chris between his Aunts. When I pulled out onto the street, I heard kissing from the back seat. "I will do you, Chris. If your mother will watch, you can have me." Caren said, her voice breathy and low.
More kissing. "You can have me too. If, if Laura will watch." Elizabeth added.
"Jesus Christ, Sonny, step on it!" Chris said from the back seat. I did.
Elizabeth laughed and then patted me on the shoulder. "We want you to fuck Mrs. Wills too. Don't we Caren?"
Caren grunted.
I naturally pulled around back and we took the same backyard path to the back patio of the Wills house. We were in the Kingston's backyard when my phone rang. Chris looked at me with his best "you have got to be kidding me" look when I answered it. Everyone stopped, staring at me.
"Hello?" The voice was strange for a moment.
I almost asked who that was but then I knew, just in the same instant that the voice said, "This is Deedee Hamilton. Is this Sonny?"
"Yes, this is Sonny." I said. My cock inflated.
"Come, come get me. I am going crazy. I need to get away from my family." She said. "Do you know where I live?"
I almost told her I was busy but then thought better of that. That is, my cock argued and won. Deedee Hamilton was worth the trouble. "Ok. No. Where do you live?"
She gave me basic directions and told me to call when I got close. She hung up.
I stared at my phone, realizing what I had just done. I looked up to see all four of the other people I was about to join in an orgy staring at me.
Chris did say it now. "You have got to be kidding me. You mean to tell me...?" He did not finish.
I shrugged. "I just met her. Just got her phone number. She, she wants me, bad!" Then I snorted a laugh. "Besides, I have already fucked everyone once. Do you know Deedee Hamilton?"
Chris' eyes got wide. "Double D Hamilton? You are shitting me. Go. Do not pass goal. Go directly to Free Parking! Go!"
The blond Aunts glanced at each other. They looked back at me with curious eyes but neither spoke. Chris slipped through the hedge and was gone. They looked at each other and followed. Annie trailed but stopped at the hedge to look at me. Her face was impassive. She gave me no indication of what she was thinking and then she was gone.
I looked around, I was alone in the yard. My brain twanged, and suddenly everything I looked at seemed strange. I returned to my car.
I drove to the neighborhood and called D. Debra She answered on the first ring. She told me where to find her and I followed directions perfectly. She was standing on a corner, a long gray coat, her blond hair spilled over the shoulders and down the front. She stood back from the curb till I rolled down the window.
"What are you doing standing out her like this?" I almost made some smart ass comment about this being her corner but decided to go with the basic, "Get in. Where to?"
Debra got into the car and shivered. "I was getting cold, what took you so long?" She sniffed then and looked over at me with a crinkled nose and a knit brow.
"I got lost?" I said. I should have showered before I left the house. It was too late now. I was busted. I waited to see what she would do. She stared for a moment, then pulled the coat tight over her breasts and sat back in the seat. "Drive." She said. "Just drive."
What followed was a tank's worth of gas and a tour of the city. She was tired of turkey so we found a malt shop, which seemed strange in the November night but that was what she wanted. After ten minutes driving, she started to talk, rattling on about how disgusting her mother was and her two cousins. She chattered the whole time about her family back at her house and her cousins and her Mom's sister who, she said, was a grade A cunt—her words. She talked about her two male cousins who thought being lewd was cool lollypops—her words. She told about their game to see who could cup one of her breasts first or get a hand up under her skirt and feel if she was wet—still her words. She rattled on till we got to the malt shop and then she sucked down a vanilla malt without another word.
I, strangely enough, did not know what to say. I was utterly tongue-tied. It felt strange, being tongue tied around this woman the same day I fucked two MILFs I had just meant, even if I knew their nephew. It still felt strange, really strange. We went to a building downtown and rode the elevator up to the top floor. She found a door up to the roof open and we went up and looked out at the cold, glittering city. I was debating whether to make some move when she turned to me and said, "Thank you, Sonny. For not immediately trying to paw me and make a big deal out of this. You, you were the one I called because, well, I don't know you so well. I thought this was a good time to see what kind of guy you were. Are you all hands and kiss with your mouth open the first time—I mean, the first kiss on the third date or meeting after going steady for three months? You know what I mean?"
Tongue tied.
There was something so luscious, so appealing about this woman that all I wanted to do was... you are going to think I am such a pussy but all I wanted was to stay with her, be around her. She sparkled. Of course, I had been balls deep in three women that day so it was not like I had sperm backed up in the pipes. I think that might have saved me. Wordless, my mind as blank as a blond puzzled by a coffee maker, I shrugged. Old habits die hard and boy was I hard! I was afraid that she would notice. My cock throbbed but I made no move to touch her. She smiled at me and returned to leaning over the parapet, staring out into the cold night.
From the heights, we went to bar and sat at a little table and had drinks she ordered with little umbrellas. I give her a lot of credit, she insisted on buying them, she ordered and paid and then made me let her taste mine. Good, since I was underage. D. Debra was a healthy twenty-one. Mine drink was a green confection with a tangy kick and cold—she called it a grasshopper I think. She had a tequila sunrise and made me taste hers after sipping from mine and it puckered me up like I had bit into a lemon after chugging a glass of milk. Blah!
We drove to Silence Bridge and parked on one end and sat and just watched the traffic whizzing by. She said when we got close she just wanted to be quiet. She had been surrounded by the nattering nabobs of negativity for three days and her ears were ringing. God, how the girl could talk. I kept trying to catch her taking a breath around the flow of words but driving kept me from ever managing to do so.
By two in the morning, I was fading, I had been up way longer than I should have been. She saw me nodding and pulled me out into the crisp air and made me walk down the pedestrian way to the middle of the bridge. She stood there and bent out over the dark waters, hawked and spit a looey into the empty cold. She looked over at me. "Do you ever think of jumping?" She asked seriously.
"No. But if you don't kiss me I might push you."
For a moment in that rousing cold, she stared and then she laughed, nodded and came over to me. She grabbed my be the ears and kissed me soundly on the lips, sans tongue. "You don't say anything all evening, let me ramble on like a raving lunatic and then you say that? I thought you were different from all the other guys."
"Me different? You mean, dead? Heavens to betsy girl, you are the most beautiful woman I have ever kissed, er, been kissed by. Do you think I wouldn't notice you are gorgeous?"
She laughed. She kissed me again but this time her body pressed against me and she opened her mouth. For several minutes we stood there as cars intermittently zoomed by. We kissed till one honked and once past us someone hooted out of an open window.
D. Debra Hamilton broke the kiss. "Take me home." She said but before she took her arms from around my neck, she felt my cock which as quite nicely erect. She danced down the pedestrian way in advance of me to the car. I took her home. She directed me to the same corner where I found her. I didn't need to ask for an explanation. She said, "I don't want you to know which house I live in, exactly. You have that look."
"What look?" I said. The long day dulled my brain. The zinging desire did not help either.
"The stalker look. You know, the sort of look that says you'll do anything I want you to do?"
"Oh, you mean like a lap dog?"
"Exactly."
"Of course, my Queen, but... " I stopped myself.
"But what?"
"Are you a virgin queen? Because I am a pure knight and I cannot keep kissing a queen that has... er... you know, or has a... " My usually dependable brain petered out and I flailed for a big finish and got nothing but a little spurt.
She laughed and got out of the car without responding.
I did not move. She stood there, her hands holding her purse in front of her crotch waiting. Finally she closed the car door. "Stalker. Get out of here."
I shrugged and did.
I slept the next day till noon. Saturday I rolled out of bed, took the shower I did not take when I got home and went down stairs, scared my sisters away from the tube and watched football. Deedee called about five and asked me to take her to a movie. I did. We held hands and I actually watched the movie. Afterward we wandered the mall, just holding hands and bumping around. We went past the jewelry store and I saw Mary staring at us. My cock got hard and I had to walk us away from there.
I wondered who else I was going to bump into when Kyla Clark appeared out of a store, two teeny boppers in tow. She saw me, her eyes lit up then she registered who I was with and she looked right past me and walked in front of us without another glance.
Almost. I almost said something to her but her manner denied me and saved me an embarrassing explanation.
We had a late supper which I paid for despite D. Debra's argument that she called me again. She did it again the next day too. We spent Sunday afternoon navigating crowds at a museum of natural history. We talked about what we were seeing, ending the afternoon in a gallery of Impressionists. She loved the splashed, bright colors of Monet and dour pallet of the dwarf. I felt all cultured and shit. She took us to a swanky restaurant and she bought supper and I took her home.
School started again the next day and she called me for supper again. Like a shark smelling blood I swarmed to her summons. At the car before going inside again, she kissed, I mean she kissed me! I had lost all control of the situation. Tuesday, though I called her and we studied late at the library and then walked around the campus. She hugged her breasts against my upper arm as we walked and I fucking loved it. I pulled her into a shadow and we spent ten minutes just necking like we were kids, which I guess we sort of were. We groaned and for a moment I thought she was actually going to touch my cock with her hand but no, it was not to be.
On the way back home, the light finally went on: I was in love!
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Blond Perfection teases me deep into my first sister.
The MILF List is extended to include the SILF list, the sisters I'd Like to Fuck. Hope you enjoy this extension.
*****
All week long every minute I was not studying I spent with D. Debra Hamilton. Finally, Thursday night, I got home at a reasonable hour, about nine. My sisters were sitting in the living room watching some inane reality show. I came in from the garage and Georgia muted the sound.
"Sonny? Could you come in here a minute?"
I shivered because she sounded exactly like mom.
"What, Mom?" I said so automatically that I could not stop myself. When I got to the edge of the living room, Georgia was glowering at me.
"What?" I asked.
She shook her head. "We, we think you should not be driving Mom's car." She said finally.
"Oh? And who do you think should be driving Mom's car?" I said, my ratface voice emerging; the one that got me clonked when I was a kid.
"She means that you should be driving her car and let us use Mom's." Tawny said quickly. "Because the three of us car pool to work and hers is a two door, see? We wear dresses to work and all that and one has to climb into the back. It would not be a problem for you, though."
Georgia picked up the explanation. "That is what we are thinking. And, yes, I have already added you to my insurance, at some considerable cost."
Now there is a history to this particular discussion that made it somewhat more interesting than it at first appears. The short version is Dalia once had a very nice little Honda which I "borrowed" without permission and promptly ran it into a light pole—it was icy, I could not help it but I was convicted of being irresponsible which meant I had to ride the bus to school and nearly no one offered to give me rides from then till eternity. The females in the house were angry with me about that and punished me for it for going on a year. I, it turned out, at that time was not on Dalia's insurance so it did not pay to fix or replace it and she had to pay off a car that she could no longer drive. Mom helped but, well, I ended up walking or coasting with someone else when it was time to go anywhere. This swap of Georgia's car for Mom's was a step past that, forgiveness as it were.
Or as I saw it, a bribe. I was right.
"Okay." I said.
Dalia sat forward and picked up a manila folder from the coffee table. "We have discussed this at length and the only way we think this is going to work is if we have a schedule." She had her professorial voice on as she deftly but abruptly changed the subject. She opened the folder, took out several green graph sheets of paper and extended them towards me. "We think this makes sense for all of us. You, clearly you want to sleep with us all and equally as clearly we want to sleep with you."
"We want to fuck you." Georgia growled. "I want you between my legs."
Dalia gave her a look.
Now, I know how this sounds, a bit perverse but I had just had my lips on the most beautiful woman in the world and I was swimmingly in love. I felt like this was happening in some twisted movie I was watching on Netflix.
Dalia continued. "The schedule has the week divided up. We figured you should have Friday to yourself and so we divided up the other six days. I will sleep with you on Monday and Wednesday, Georgia..."
I do not know what came next. I just went up stairs without listening to anything more. When you are in love, I mean really, really stupid love-intoxicated, the whole idea of fucking your sister just feels rotten. Now, my cock did get hard. I admit that and based on what happened later in December, well, I'll get to that. I just had no stomach for it. I showered and it was only after I got into bed that I realized I could be compromised by my stupid door. The girls could lock their doors, with real locks and keys and everything. I still had the door lock you could jimmy with a long thumbnail.
That is a bit of a story too but not worth telling. Suffice to say that I had gotten caught, camera in hand at various doors around the house which precipitated the adding of actual locks to three bedroom doors behind which females dressed and what have you. Mom included that the bathrooms in the keymaster's repertoire only after I resorted to catching females in their respective showers, which I must say did not go over too well with anyone either. Another trip to the doghouse for the house-male; far from pussy as it were. The keys were all in Mom's closet so it was a little disingenuous but still. There was a point to be made and I got no more pictures of underwear clad females in my household. Plus having every split-tail in the house really, really pissed off at me for reasons beyond wrecking the car was not worth catalog pictures any longer. That is what the Internet is for. So at that moment lying in my bed, I realized I had no good way to lock my door and any one of my blisters could creep into my room while I slept and suck my cock and then fuck me. And as addled as I was, I would likely let them. Then where would I be? I felt that lurch in the stomach that told me I could not take such a risk. It'd be like spitting on a birthday cake.
So I was in love. Not Landon Clark sort of love, either because this woman was not hooking or or gave any indication she was inclined to fuck my friends. So far, I had no indication that I had much hope that she would fuck me at all. But I am getting ahead of myself.
I put a chair under the door knob. I know it rattled twice that night so it was a valid precaution against my own human frailty and my sister's predation. Now, either you are thinking I had lost my mind or you are thinking I came to my senses and turned my warped back on the potential to fuck my sisters and the MILFs in general. Effectively, you would be right and the result was the same either way but dammit, I just had no heart for it. D. Debra Hamilton had ensnared me and I was well and truly caught. I had no desire to find myself taking down her panties with the full knowledge that I had been busily fucking someone else, anyone else, particularly my sisters. With my mother gone, I guess I felt like the past evaporated and I could act just like the kid I had been before my fucking friends threw me to the wolves, that is to the MILFs and changed my life for ever. I honestly gave absolutely no thought to how I would explain the MILFs to D. Debra Hamilton and that seems just daft after the fact. That would take care of itself, apparently. It was, however, the fact. I had fallen in love with D. Debra Hamilton. There was nothing about her that suggested she would take kindly to discovering that my sisters had sat on my cock or sucked it or what have you. That much was perfectly clear to me.
So I put a chair under my door knob and blocked the tilted legs with shoes and went to sleep. The next day, I got a lock and replaced my knob. I locked my door at night and my sisters spent the next week really, really pissed at me, embarrassed but pissed. Hell hath no fury like a woman spurned—what compares to three? And sisters to boot? I lost weight because I cannot boil water or make toast for that matter. Thank god for my recent influx of capital or I really would have starved because I was not at all hungry. I ate at school out of habit or when D. Debra lured me out for lunch, which I duly paid for.
Every day or evening, I spent with D. Debra Hamilton. Nothing more happened till the second Friday night in December. We necked like new lovers and did sweet things that normally set my teeth on edge but with D. Debra, they were just buzzing noises that blended with the ringing in my ears when I was around her. After playing putt putt golf in the cold, with gloves and mittens—why they were still open I could not say but we were not the only polar golfers out that night—afterward, she asked to go home but when I stopped at "her" corner, she looked blandly at me and said, "Are you going to make a girl walk to her house from here? In the cold? What sort of cad are you?"
Like everything she said to me, it left me dumbstruck. I fumbled, I hemmed, I hawed before I finally mumbled something utterly pathetic like, "No, ma'am." This ignored the fact that I literally did not know which house was her house so required directions. Being pathetic seemed to please Ms. Hamilton.
She nodded and directed me to her house. Her house had a circle drive. I pulled into the drive and stopped before her front door. A line of ceder trees hid the front of the house and my car from the street and neighbors.
"Are you going to turn off the car?" She asked sweetly. "I have a confession to make."
I gulped, turned off the car and wondered if that lump in my stomach was lead or iron. I felt like Mike Tyson was giving me a twisty from inside. It physically hurt!
"I like to have my breasts kissed." D. Debra Hamilton said softly. "You asked me, you asked me once if I was a virgin princess and the answer is no. I am no virgin. Neither are you. That day after Thanksgiving you picked me up smelling like you had just fucked a cheerleading squad. I could smell it on you, that perfume of sex a woman rewards you with if you are attentive enough." She stopped and turned as much as she could in the car to face me, pointing her breasts at me as directly as her perch in my sister's car allowed. "I, I have had a lot of boyfriends and let me be clear. By 'boyfriends' I mean lovers. Men who took me, lusted after me, panted after me and eventually had me. Till they got my knickers down, as our British cousins might say it, they respected me and treated me with some kindness but once they got between my legs, they always turned into assholes. Are you going to turn into one big walking circle of hair if you come inside of me?"
To say I was stunned is an understatement. I had been floating along on this sea of endorphins for so long I had forgotten all about intercourse. Well, not entirely. When D. Debra bent over to pick up her golf ball with her fuzzy mittened hands, I often moved around behind to inspect her ample profile and these inspections invariably lead to one very hard dick. So, no, I did not forget about intercourse as a matter of imagination but I did forget about it as a matter of practicality. I was utterly passive and this woman kissed me when she liked and she liked often enough that I was content to let us coast at her speed. Several times she had pressed my hand over one of her breasts while she kissed me and held me there, finally massaging her own breast with my hand when I forgot to do so. She always moaned into the kiss when that happened. I cannot say "I did it" so I have to say, "it happened."
"Well?" She pressed. "Are you?"
For once my brain, addled as it was, did not betray me. "No." I said firmly. "I will not become an asshole. I promise. I applied to that club and they sent me packing because I am so wonderful."
"Uh huh." D. Debra said. "Well, you have been a perfect gentleman to this point but, before we go any further—I like you a great deal, Sonny—but before we go any further, you must be tested. I cannot sleep with any man who cannot arouse me by kissing my breasts. Either you do it for me, or you don't." She smiled that brilliant Hollywood white-teeth smile of hers. "I really don't care much for gentlemen, when you get right down to it. A little nasty can be quite...endearing." She winked at me and she shrugged off her coat. She wore a rather thin—for that time of year—white sweater that covered her swelling breasts like a coat of snow. She wore a long black, white and gray plaid wool skirt with accents of red. She pulled the sweater out of the waist of the skirt and pulled it up her belly to the underside of her breasts.
I could see the lower curve of the big bra cups that held her swaying breasts. The sweater showed no cleavage ending as it did just under her chin in a big, plush curl. She hesitated then nodded, as though answering a voice I could not hear, and pulled the lower edge of her sweater up and over her breasts. They came into view and I gulped, even seeing them captured in the grand cups of her comfortable bra, the moment was, uh, momentous. Her hands left the sweater bunched across the upper slope of her breasts. She reached behind her to her back and with amazing dexterity, unsnapped her bra in an instant. It waffled and released her breasts from their stylish bondage. Without any hesitation, her hands pulled the bra up and off her tits.
After staring for a moment, I realized she was waiting on something and I looked up from her breasts to her eyes.
"Well?" She had apparently been waiting for me to meet her eyes.
"Well what? They are beautiful." And they were. Even without the bra they stood up tall and proud, gently swaying with each breath. Her breathing in that condition left me breathless. She did not have traditional nipples but only the inverted kind that created huge aureoles. I imagined that rough flesh on my tongue. I realized I was back to staring at her tits and looked back up into her eyes. "They truly are. They are beautiful." I labored, still nearly breathless with what was sitting within arm's length of me.
"I know. I have great tits. I can see for myself both by looking down and in any mirror except one at the funhouse. At the funhouse my bare tits look like a big ridge on a dinosaur's head or something. I bet you never fucked in a funhouse before."
I looked back down at her tits. I was captivated so I made no effort to consider what she was saying, her words got all jumbled up and lost their immediate meaning. I knew she was talking but had little grasp of what she was saying, something about fun, which by the way, I approve of.
"I, have very sensitive tits, that is to say, I can and have climaxed just from having them sucked or kissed, or something. To be truthful, I just remember that feeling, the flooding of my senses with the sensation of the right man's lips. I can come when a man, uh, you know. But not always. Not with everyone, the technique must be right. Or something. So, so you see my problem?"
I shook my head because what I was seeing in no way looked like a problem to me.
"You have to kiss my breasts and see if I, so I can, so I know, uh, so I can know how I respond to your lips on me."
Oh boy, did I want my chance. You have to wonder why I was hesitating because I just sat staring at her bare breasts.
D. Debra asked that very thing. "So? Do you want to touch them?"
In answer I reached out and ran a finger along the underside of her breast nearest me. It was soft, smooth, but hot. Her skin was fine porcelain. I moved my finger around the lower curve of her breast and then to the boundary of her aureole. I was totally unprepared for her reaction. She gasped and lifted her chin, closed her eyes and held very still. "Yes, touch them." She mumbled, her voice tremulous and lusty.
I ran the nail of my index finger down the underside and around to the high slope of one tremendous breast, skirting the broad, round oval of her aureole. After a couple circuits, I switched to the other breast. D. Debra held very still, panting as I touched her and for once, she said nothing. She was totally focused on my finger leaving tingling lines on her skin. When I stopped touching her, it was not because I lost concentration, well not really. It was because I realized we were sitting in front of her house with her sweater pulled up and her bra off, her tits bare to the world in the light of the night-light over the door. I could see the two broad windows were curtained with light around the edge of only the one to the right, towards the back of the car. The front door was right there over Debra's shoulder.
"Your father does not have any guns in the house, does he?" I thought that was a very clever question, indirect but to the point so that the answer should yield me the answer to the dick-softening question that interrupted my physical appreciation of this woman's breasts which she had presented to me with such calm deliberation, right here before her front door. I wanted to know if her father was home. I withdrew my one finger from the inside taper of her breast.
Her eyes opened. Her chin lowered. She licked her full, delicately pink lips, rubbed clean of the evening's initial coating of scarlet lipstick by our occasional necking. "What?" She said softly. "You, you said something?"
"Your father does not have any guns in the house, does he?"
"Please touch me again. That was very nice." She sighed.
I compiled, all my concerns forgotten. My heart hammered and in truth I do not know if it was inspired by the woman's awesome breasts cloaked in the patina of my infatuation—yes, love if you are a romantic—or fear of what I was doing and what could happen to me if things went awry, if the front door opened and an angry father appeared in the doorway with an Uzzi in his hands. I touched her as she requested but with just a finger.
"Oh, oh yes, I like that. I love it so much!"
My palms itched so much, demanding the kiss of her breasts on them, I thought I was delirious. I maintained my delicate contact with the one lucky finger, but turning my hand around so that the rough pad of my finger traced invisible lines under her breast. I lifted each one with just my finger, feeling their weight and imagining my tongue on them, my lips pinching at her so sensitive flesh. Then suddenly like a store front closing, the sweater descended and she was shrugging into her coat. When she was cloaked again, though the bra was tangled about her breasts in a way that drew sharp, hard lines in the soft sweater—she looked me in the eyes. "My father is gone, out of the picture. Thank you for a lovely night. Your touch is oh, oh so delicious." The last came out as a suspiration that made my throat go dry. "Your lips, perhaps another time."
I think I blanked out because when I came to myself again, she was gone. The front door was closed. I swear I do not even remember her getting out of the car. It was like she was teleported out of my car to who knows where. I think I was hysterically blind. The drive home was similar. I got home, somehow, coming aware sitting in the garage in the darkness, ebullient but unable to move. I stalked into the house with full intent to be off to bed. Since I had turned my back on my sisters and their little "we will fuck you now" schedule, it was nearly as cold in my house as it was outside of it. I had no illusions about hearth and home welcoming me with warmth and sympathy for my plight.
They were clustered like a little coven in the living room and save for Tawny, glared at me as I sauntered through the room. At the foot of the stairs, I turned and went back to the back the couch. Georgia looked up at me and paused the movie they were watching. "Yes, Sonny, what is it? Mom says we must be kind to you."
"I am in love." I blurted it out like I was projectile vomiting. "I, I know this makes no sense but I am in love. I, I met her just before Thanksgiving." I stopped. I had no idea why I was saying this, nor why now or why in this way to them. Suddenly I wanted them to feel why I was, uh, refusing the implied offer that their schedule held. I did not register their reaction but only when I was showered and tucked safely in the bed in my safely locked room did I come aware. But it was not an awareness I expected. I became aware that my dear sisters could not be allowed to rule me or mine. It was a MILF awareness. My cock sprang to life after a less than satisfying shower, and I consciously considered fucking my sisters.
It was like I was Snow White waking up. After all this time, I felt suddenly stupid for refusing their offer but at the same time, recognized the indentured service it implied if I left the matter up to them. I hadn't and that was good, lucky perhaps because till that moment I had not consciously recognized the situation, denying them only because I was in such hot pursuit of the tits I had touched just that night. My sisters surely had taken my inattention personally, hence the various cold shoulders. I understood that I could not be subject to them. I had to...then I saw clearly. The MILFs had represented the same danger. My sisters, I had to own them like I owned the MILFs! I went to sleep and slept sound and long for the first time in weeks.



The next morning was a whole new version of weird. My sisters were nice to me! They fixed me breakfast, the first real meal I had had since just after Thanksgiving. They tittered and hovered and cooed about me like I was suddenly transformed into some teenage idol they had fawned over as girls but only now had the chance to share his presence. If I had not been so distracted by my own situation, it would have been incredible, after all this time of being punished by my house full of females, to experience their subservient attentiveness. My every wish was their command and they contended to see who would hand me the butter for the pancakes or heat the syrup or pour more coffee or orange juice. I felt like I was suffocating in the cloying closeness of too many orchids. Their smell interlaced with breakfast sausage and the pancakes was not orchids but a flower of an entirely different variety or should I say "flowers?"
Since I had slept till noon, my study time was truncated. D. Debra called about four and asked if we were going to go out. Instead of giving me any indication of what she wanted, she asked and fell silent. When I did not speak for a minute, she finally sighed into her phone. "Sonny, be the man now. I, I want your lips on me tonight so, so do something to take my breath away."
Images of her bare breasts, topped by the tangled bra and the rolled ridge of her sweater threatened to swamp my brain but then I rallied. My mind cleared and I had the perfect plan. "Wear something elegant, the best you have that is easy to remove." I almost chuckled when I heard her suck air between her teeth, a lurid little hiss on her end of the line. "I'll pick you up at seven."
I hung up on her. First time. I felt like the last day of school, a curious freedom. I rubbed my eyes though, trying to dispel the image of her naked breasts, right there in front of me, unkissed but so very desirous of my attention. I called the Bedford and found I could get a reservation for eight thirty, curiously only after they asked my name did they have an available table. I picked Ms. Hamilton up at seven-thirty. I went to the door of her house and she opened it. When she made to push past me, I asked, "Aren't you going to introduce me to your mother?"
She froze for a moment, then shook her head. "Not home." She said shortly. Her eyes focused on the suit Mr. Cheng had given me and she whistled. "Sonny, I did not know you had any sense of style at all." She fairly whispered. "Oh my, but you look handsome, dashing, debonair. I do believe I am light headed and slightly underdressed. You may actually make me look shabby in comparison." She actually sounded pleased by the statement.
"I resemble that remark." I said, lifting my chin in a haughty impression of the man I was never meant to be. "I am glad you can appreciate the finer things in life." She, however, was anything but shabby though I confess visions of her voluminous bare breasts danced in my head instead of sugar plums.
She smiled that spotlight smile and we left. She squealed when we stopped in front of the Bedford. We emerged from the car leaving it to be parked, and went into the Gainsford and were immediately seated, though we were early. The waitstaff did not blink when I ordered wine or ask to see ID. I had gotten a paid-in-advance credit card with Mr. Cheng's cash and used that to pay for the meal of lobster et al. It was wonderful. We left the car with the hotel and sauntered though the Christmas glitter of downtown. She did not talk at all, but held herself close to my arm. Deedee wore a white faux fur coat that barely covered her arms and almost touched her waist and still managed to accent her incredible, edible breasts! The dress sparkled with little bits of crystal. It was almost turquoise but not as intense. The crystal was strung on little silver lines that ran vertically over the entire dress. The front of it parted at the waist, forming a very revealing V on her torso. It left the half bra clearly visible, barely covering her breasts. The fabric ran just over the point of each shoulder. With a gentle shove, it would slip off her shoulders, leaving her breasts cupped by the matching bra. I know this because that is what I did once we arrived back at her house.
We'd walked an hour and the meal was perfectly settled before driving to her house. I turned off the car and she immediately shrugged the snow-white fur coat off of her shoulders. She twisted in the seat in Georgia's coup and waited, her hands folded in the valley of her thighs. I did not hesitate. My hands shook as I pushed the fabric over the notch of each shoulder and watched as it shriveled down her upper arms. One side caught on the bra but the other side slid free, uncovering the top of her crinkled aureole. Dee Dee sucked air between her teeth. With my trembling help, she withdrew her arms from the glittering dress.
"It fastens in front." Dee Dee said, her voice tight. "Kiss them. I cannot wait." She swallowed hard and that put a waver into her breasts that made me feel faint.
I found the clever hook worked into the crystal between the cups of the bra—obviously designed to be seen, to be exposed to public view—it had the virtue of supporting and enhancing her fine breasts while keeping them sufficiently covered to entice without getting arrested. Any man looking at her would have become a criminal and should have been arrested...and she was sitting there waiting for me to touch her, waiting for me to kiss her breasts to see if she would come.
Suddenly I was nervous. My cock shrank from fear and performance anxiety. In a moment, I became a quivering bucket of cowardly goo.
But then the MILF list came to my rescue. The horrible fear of failing to measure up to this woman's erotic demands lessened when I considered that I had been ignoring Mrs. Honeywell and that, so far as I knew, I could call her up and have her at nearly any moment my whim demanded. Just the thought of the dark and beautiful Mrs. Honeywell bent to my will snapped my cock back into shape. I took a deep breath. That awful moment of doubt had happened in the time it takes a gnat to sneeze and then I was past it. I released the crystal catch between the woman's breasts and the bra slipped down and out of my focus.
Dee Dee immediately put both of her hands on mine and in imitation of similar moments, she positioned my hands to cup and massage her breasts. My palms quit itching. The plush feel of her breasts in my hands consumed all my attention and awareness, even to the point that I quit breathing. I did not notice I had stopped till Dee Dee spoke.
"Oh please, kiss them!" She sighed.
I did, hesitating only long enough to take a slow, quavering breath.
D. Debra sighed more profoundly in anticipation, a fact that inflated my ego et al, and left me eager to be of service. Her hands rested on my shoulders as I bent over the car's console between us and touched my lips to the side of one breast for the first time. She groaned, "Oh god!" and her head snapped back as though struck with a right hook, appearing out of nowhere. My lips sucked at her skin and she hissed, "Yes, please, oh please."
I could feel her trembling. Her whole body shivered. I intentionally kissed around the aureole, but then licked over it when I could no longer resist. The rough feel of the crinkled flesh on my tongue exceeded even my well-tuned imagination. Her reaction was far more gratifying than I had any right to expect. Her hands grasped my shoulders and both held me in place and sought to pull me closer, all at once. When I sucked at her skin, she hissed and then arched her back, pressing her breast firmly against my mouth. When I sucked at the rumpled inverted nipple, she groaned, her hands claws on my shoulders. I sucked and kissed and then licked around the breast till she squeaked.
"God, Sonny, yes Sonny. The other, please, the other."
I compiled, since it was such a good suggestion. A woman needs to know you will or at least can respond to her wishes. I did. Unlike the gentle treatment on the left breast, I sucked her right breast very, very hard. When my teeth nipped at her, she shrieked and her whole body bucked, first crashing against me, mashing her breasts into my face then she fell away from me, slumping into the corner of the car door and her seat, out of my reach. She twitched for a minute or two before her eyes opened. The eyes opened heavily, regarding me like a drug addled princess looks at a talented eunuch. She smiled lazily. Without a word, she pulled the fur about her shoulders, and virtually naked from the waist up, she tottered to the front door, fumbled for a key and disappeared into her house.
Sunday, for the first time in more than two weeks, we did not talk or see each other. Finals were upon us and I was smothered with work. When I lifted up my eyes from the books, visions of her breasts tantalized me, lingering right there, before me like a phantasm of my own making, but she was real. In fact, we did not speak till the next afternoon. I called her.
"I wondered if you were going to call. You did not call yesterday." She said without any greeting when I did finally call her.
"Neither did you." I responded. I was beginning to regain my balance with this woman, recovering my MILF-confidence. I was still sex addled around her but I was regaining some of my sputtering elan, evening things out a bit and she seemed to respond to the assertive behavior that had opened the thighs of the MILF List. "Feel like a pizza?"
"I hope not or all the skin cream I use is just a waste of money."
I chuckled. "I have three more finals. Then it is time, uh, school will be over. I have got to study till then. Scholarships and poverty."
"Pizza then study."
We seemed to be perfectly in step. It was indeed pizza then studying at the library. When we broke at midnight to go home, we kissed at the car and I took her home. Parked before her front door, she opened her coat and casually unbuttoned her blouse. She unhooked the front of the bra and waited.
I leaned over the console and sucked at the breast closest to me. She hissed and cooed, "Yes, yessss."
Back and forth between each breast, I kissed her gently for a while before sucking each breast hard. I had the urge to mark her but thought that would be gauche. I found the nipple, fit my mouth fully over it and sucked till she grunted with satisfaction. Her hands locked on my shoulders till I moved to the other breast. She hissed and after a minute of my attention, she came again, quivering and jerking as the orgasm flashed through her, a tiny, humble little thing that nonetheless made me feel extraordinarily proud.
The remarkable thing about Dee Dee Hamilton, when she climaxed, afterward, she was as nonchalant as if she had just sneezed. The bliss suffusing her face made her look ethereal. Her smile was spacey and limpid. She left the car with the coat over one arm and her blouse still open, her bra undone, breasts bare in the moonlight. I watched her disappear into the house.
The next night, I managed to ask her about going into her house semi-nude like that and she merely shrugged as she finished unbuttoning her dress. "My erstwhile mother is gone. I am alone. Who is to see? No one would care. I have to leave the twenty-third to go to my aunt's for Christmas." She sighed. "You, you will not be there to take the edge off." She smiled dreamily. "I think I am beginning to rely on you. After, last night after uh, after, I went right to sleep. That is unusual."
I attended to her breasts that night and each night of the week till Friday. The intervals seemed to focus me because if I hesitated in studying, relaxing my stiff concentration, her breasts appeared in my mind's eye and taunted me. I had to study or I was going to go utterly mad. So I licked and kissed and sucked her breasts each night till the car began to chill. Each time she left the car in some semi-nude version of erotic dishabille. Thursday, she got to the door, turned to look at me, then came back to the car, opened her door and crawled inside on her knees to kiss me rapturously for a long couple minutes. When I began to knead her breasts, she groaned and tore apart from me and fairly ran into the lusciously empty house. My poor cock was utterly neglected and I was, I confess, puzzled and with some small disappointment. She never once made any attempt to reciprocate. That night on the way home, I realized that this would get old, eventually but then smirked at myself because it was certainly not old yet. I was happy to wait.
For all of December, I had neglected the guys. Sammy found me after my last final and I owned up to my sad condition.
"Yeah, Landon said Kyla told him about seeing you with some blond that was not Mrs. Wills." Sammy had been waiting for me and I knew the other guys had sent him. When I was not around, they tended to send Sammy, particularly if they feared repercussions. I could not imagine what they feared from me. Then I realized the guys were just his cover. "Mom, uh, she is wondering what is going on." He laughed but it was a terrible, nervous laugh. "I think she feels neglected. She, she asked me to tell you that she thinks she might have a job for you, after Christmas." Sammy was clearly curious but unwilling to inquire the exact meaning of his message.
"Tell her, tell her okay." I said. Visions of Mrs. Honeywell in various sexual positions and conditions flashed through my mind like movie trailers played at high speed. This was the first sexual thought I had that did not involve Dee Dee's tits in some time. Well, in a week, anyway. "How are the other guys?" I felt a twinge of guilt because Landon had called a couple times and Chris but I never took or returned their calls.
"They are wondering what the hell is going on with you. Chris said something about Double D Hamilton? Say it ain't so, Joe!" Sammy tried to grin.
I did not respond. Then I shrugged. "Sammy, I guess I am in love."
He gawked, then shrugged. "What am I going to tell my poor pining mother?"
I hoped it was rhetorical and treated it so. He waited for a response and I moved on, pretending I missed the implication. My cock, however, still loved the idea of Mrs. Honeywell, well, to tell the truth, by this time, attending to Dee Dee's tits had left my cock somewhat less selective than the rest of me was yet inclined to be. "I'll uh, we should get together after Christmas. It's bowl week." I felt lethargic and my voice conveyed a distinct lack of enthusiasm for getting together with the guys. I feared it. It was like I had a big, perfect snow flake balanced on a cold finger so that it was not melting but I knew it would not last. If I put D. Debra to the test with my guys, the snowflake would evaporate and this euphoria would be gone. I was fucking addicted. The euphoria was intoxicating. I just did not want anyone fucking with it. I had no way to tell anyone that. Funny, though, my sisters seemed to understand instinctively. I had no such hopes that the guys would. What a pussy! And I mean that in both ways!
"We'll, we'll get together next week or something." I just walked away. Sammy stood there staring at my back. I felt it and twisted around to glance back at him and he had the oddest look on his face. It was not till I was on the way to pick up Dee Dee that I realized he looked like I felt several times with the MILFs. Quizzical. That is the word, I felt and Sammy looked quizzical.
Finals were over. Finally. December 22. When I picked up Dee Dee she seemed like a guitar string that was newly loosened. She climbed into the car and immediately leaned over and kissed me soundly on the lips. It was aggressive without being particularly sexual; like a strong statement made by the lips without using words. "Sonny, I could not have done this without you. I mean it! I usually have had someone in my bed during finals but this semester, I determined to do it on my own, cold turkey. I never would have made it without your wonderful lips! I thought Materials was going to kill me and calculus had gotten way difficult." She brightened. "I aced both thought. I am sure of it. So, you done good, kid."
"Does that mean I pass the nipples and me test?" The question did not seem so pathetic as it had the many times I wanted to ask for a copy of my report card. Now it was almost funny. D. Debra did not acknowledge my half-hearted inquiry.
"I usually need to have a man to survive finals. The last two years cock was the only thing that got me through them. But now, you, you my lovely man, you are unique! I know that now. I, I found a happy medium. I know, I know I have not been fair to you. I am not going to be fair to you. I have not said it but when you kiss my tits, you make me want to come so badly, when I finally do, it is luscious beyond telling, beyond words, beyond any ability to make sense of it. I, I have never felt that before." She laughed but it ended up a snorting chortle. "Of course, I never went this long without going to bed with a guy before either. I, I do not understand what you are doing but I," now she looked down and away, "I am going to use you till you say stop." That was all.
She was leaving the next day and so we went to a movie, had a late snack and I took her home. She sat looking at me in the warm car. For that evening the MILF list was forgotten and I felt like a normal college kid chasing pussy. Eager, nervous, eager, eager, anxious. The silence stretched. And stretched. And stretched. She did not move but regarded me with a neutral gaze, barely blinking. Finally she bowed her head. "Sonny, I may be gone a week or two, if Mom..." Her lips tightened into a thin line. "I, I want something from you."
I nodded before I gave any thought to what she was saying. My vocabulary was two words with her; "yes" and "when"?
She looked up at me. I thought she was going to say something but then she slumped lower in the seat. She removed her low heels. She shrugged off her coat. She wore a rough knit dress that clung to her plush body, accenting her curves with the glinting weave of the knit. The skirt was tight, clinging to her thighs and stopping about six inches above her knees. She clearly wore hose. She reached down and gripped the skirt and tore it up the seam along her left thigh. She tore it all the way to the waist.
I did not know what to say and dared not think anything. I watched. I watched while she pulled her skirt up and revealed pantyhose. She pulled the hose down her waist, down her wondrous thighs, to her knees and then rolled it off her feet. I confess, I was trying to catch a glimpse of her pussy but a flap of the destroyed skirt kept her covered. I dared not lean over too far lest I scared this wild woman away once more. Once she was essentially nude from the waist down, she twisted in the seat.
Actually, I thought she was going to fuck me. I did and I was thinking, wondering why she did not invite me into the house. The car was going to prove cramped. I was thinking of taking her on a bed or the floor or against a wall or something when she finally did speak. Turned out I wasn't the one doing the taking.
"Sonny, I know, I know I am unfair. I, I have my reasons. Now, I, I want you to eat me. I want you to suck my pussy, make me come with your tongue and your mouth and lips. Is, uh, is that okay?"
Suddenly she seemed so terribly vulnerable, so uncertain and uneasy with showing me this need of hers, I felt a goushy flush of pleasure flood over me and all I wanted was to do whatever she wanted. I nodded. My mouth got dry and for a moment, I felt terribly fearful about that. There was no need. In the darkness, she began to slump down in the seat. She pulled her legs up and pivoted on her butt and back till she could place a heel on my shoulder. I turned as much as I could but found the steering wheel in the way. I tipped it up and the slide the seat back. I could smell her arousal. It fill the car like perfume or actually, more like a cloudy aphrodisiac. It was a heady blend of pussy and something else. She put hooked her heel on my shoulder and scooted lower in the seat, pulling herself towards me. She placed the other heel on the other shoulder and then slowly slid her legs past my ears. Her skin whispered on my shoulders. My hands went to her calves and I ran my hands first up to her feet and then down, to the calves, to the knees and further, onto the roundness of her full thighs. For the first time I felt the firmness of her body, the lushness of her thighs. My cock snapped hard like a spring returning back into position after being bent out of line.



Dee Dee scrunched lower, levering her legs past my ears till her knees were right there by my cheekbones. She squeezed my face between her knees, giggling when my breath caught in my throat. My hands were on her thighs. She was up on her elbows in the seat, staring intently at me. She made the last motion, lifting her considerable ass up onto the console. She slid down till her shoulder blades were on the seat and her head was against the door.
"Kiss me, suck me, Sonny, make me come!" She growled. Her ass lifted, her legs opened and she pulled the ripped skirt back from her crotch. In the gloom I swear I saw light glinting off of her pussy but that could just be the supercharged memory of that moment when she pointed her pussy at my face and demanded I eat her. "Eat me, Sonny Duncan. Eat me!" The urgency vibrated in her voice. Her heels dug into my back as she pulled her body closer to my mouth.
I ran my hands down her thighs clear to her ass. Between the two of us we lifted her body up to my face. Her smell wafted up to me and I felt her pubic curls tickling my chin. I bent forward, and my nose contacted her abdomen, and the hair there. Her body lifted a little and I felt the dampness of her slit on the point of my chin.
"Oh god, Sonny, yes. I want this so much!" D. Debra Hamilton groaned.
I tipped my head forward just as her legs tensed, lifting her body up to me. My tongue encountered her pussy and she yelped. I fit my mouth over her pussy and pierced her body with my tongue, reaching down through her folds and rills as far as I could. She grunted. I curled my tongue up and felt that rough patch at the top of her entrance and she squeaked. Her body bucked, snapping my head back. I lost contact with her body entirely. Her legs squeezed closed and I was clutched between her thighs. Her whole body was quivering. It might have been the strain of her position, virtually standing on her shoulders with her legs draped over my shoulder and down my back. I prefer to think she was excited beyond control.
I suddenly found my hands clasping her wonderful ass, her cheeks fit into my palms and I lifted. She felt light, like a billowing pillow. Her body rose to meet my lips and I licked up and down her slit. She grunted, her thighs clasping my face. Her hips bucked against me. From a great distance I heard her moaning my name and other syllables that made little sense. I felt her slit, then consciously explored down deep into it again with my tongue. I cautiously worked up till I found a hard little nub. When I tongued it, Dee Dee shrieked. Her whole body went rigid and her hips surged against my face. I held her body against my mouth. Her ass cheeks clinched and relaxed, clinched and relaxed in my hands as her body pulsed against my face. I mouthed her pussy and she growled and pressed her body up at me.
My arms and back were screaming about the awkward position. But her response to my attentions inspired me to refuse to lose. I fastened my mouth onto her pussy and began to kiss and lick at her. Together we held her pussy flush against my lips while I probed into her with my tongue. She twisted on the seat; I felt it as a slight cocking of her hips, pressing one side hard against my temple. I persisted and she suddenly went completely still. I proceeded to lash her pussy with my tongue, fanning through her folds like I was looking for something. She grunted and her hips bucked once and, from far away, muffled, she screamed. My head throbbed between her clinched legs. I held her fast to my face and sucked at her pussy, pulling at the lips till I got a seal, and then plunging my tongue deep into her, exploring the ridges of flesh and the creasing of her body. Her body jerked hard, but I held on. The jerking became increasingly violent but still I held on. Clinched as I was between her thighs, I did not experience her shrieks as being loud but had her thighs not been pressing hard against both ears, I may well have been deafened by her enthralled voice. Her hips were bumping constantly now, grinding herself against me while I sought out the deepest recesses of her pussy with my tongue. I opened my mouth and hummed against her and her whole body went rigid, tensing against me. She was arched so high, I think only the very top of her shoulders and her head were actually still in contact with the seat.
Then her body released me and she collapsed, awkwardly tilted over the console and draped over my back. Her legs splayed wide and she was open, gaping before me. I swear by the MILFs I have fucked, she tasted good and smelled wonderful. How that was possible, I cannot tell you. But all I wanted was to continue tasting her, eating her. It was not for her pleasure so much as lust for the actual taste of her nectar. The thrill I felt quivering in her flesh echoed and reverberated in me but rather than fading away, it seemed to amplify as it sang between us. When I made to lash her once more with my tongue, she screamed.
"Oh god, Sonny, no more, please no more! I can't. I can't take it without...anymore. I cannot come any more! Oh god, please no more!"
Her body shrank away from me till only her heels lay on my shoulders. In the darkness I was staring right between splayed knees at me and this time I know I saw the glinting of her pussy. Deedee struggled to get upright. She made no effort to put herself back together. She finally regained a normal position in the seat, her legs pressed together, her torso bent over them, the skirt tattered about her waist. She turned her head and looked at me through her mane of blond hair.
"I am never going to fuck you, Sonny. I, I will use you for my pleasure but I am never going to give you anything." She bowed her face away from me, out of my sight behind her tangled blond veil. "I love it, sex I mean and you, you do it for me. The first time you touched me I, I knew I would love your mouth on me. I wanted to sit on your face that first night but, but I resisted." She sat up and turned to look at me. Her face etched with post-orgasmic bliss. "I want you to understand, Sonny, I am not going to fuck you, ever. I will never touch your cock, ever. I won't suck you, I won't take it into my body, not in my cunt, not into my ass, not into my hand or my mouth."
"You said mouth, already." I said around the golf ball caught in my throat. I felt like I just found she was my sister...okay, maybe that isn't the right metaphor, not for me, not anymore but maybe you get my drift.
D. Debra Hamilton sighed. "Resisting you, denying you, it makes the orgasms great. Great! I cannot fuck you like I fucked them all before. When, when I do, I turn into a raving bitch and drive the man from between my legs. I, I am terrible at relationships but great at sex."
"You should be a hooker." I said. Suddenly, something about the moment harked back to my ease with the MILFs. The knot in my stomach, the choking obstruction in my throat, it all vanished. I felt that curious calm, the confidence and basic assurance that whatever came next, I would be fine with it. I had a distant twinge at my own words but Dee Dee laughed.
"You are not the first to suggest that." She said softly. "But no. I, I fall in love with cock too easily. If, if I let you between my legs, that would be the end. I would drive you away and lose what I came to love the most. Cock. I, hope you understand. All, all I want is for you to give me this pleasure, for as long and as often as you will, I will take from you. I will take and give you absolutely nothing in return. I swear to you, Sonny, you will be my sex toy and nothing more. This is all you get of me, this taste."
My head swam but it was an indescribable feeling and then, like the snap of the fingers, I could name it. "Laura Wills." I mumbled. I felt exactly what Mrs. Wills must have felt staring up at me from her knees or as I handed her over to this woman or that guy to be used. This, this was what she felt, a curious satisfaction at being a sexual instrument used in the service of another's pleasure. There was pleasure in that. I shuddered.
D. Debra sat forward and put a hand briefly against my cheek. In the gloom I imagined her expression but the shadow on her face from the night light over her door hide it from me. The hand left my hungry cheek.
She opened the car door. She got out, then bent to look at me. "I will never fuck you, Sonny Duncan, but that does not mean I do not want to. I do. I just cannot do that to you. I like you but know that I will use you till you tell me, no." She bowed her head, then looked up at me again. "I will never, ever fuck you. I will never touch the skin of your cock with any part of me, ever. I will never fuck you! This, this desire is too delicious to waste on intercourse and I want to keep it for myself as long as I can. I don't, I do not expect you to understand." She hesitated. "I will call you when I get back from Aunt Cami's." She slammed the door and disappeared into the house.
Merry Fucking Christmas. I drove home with the feeling that I was caught somehow. By the time I arrived home, it was sinking in and, shit, okay I admit it. I was heartbroken. Have you ever met someone and known right from the beginning that this one was the one for you and then had it snatched away? Maybe "snatched" is not the best word to use here but you get my point, I think. In my mind and heart, I had lost the very thing I wanted the most. All those images kneeling between D. Debra's bare legs while she lay on her back staring expectantly up at me...that was all gone. I felt like a eunuch looking at his balls in a jar sitting on a shelf.
I drove the car into the garage and put down the door. I thought I was going to fucking cry. My fucking cock stayed well and good in my pants, giving me no relief whatsoever. Fucking cock was still hopeful even as my poor delicate little heart was breaking into little pieces. For a moment, I thought about doing something desperate, calling Annie but I had the sick feeling that she was on the rail. I hated the rail. On principle, I mean, because I liked the feeling of tits mashed under me and a woman panting in my ear for breath as I ride her abdomen as I slice my cock into her; her legs seizing me, her thighs pressing against me as I bury myself in her. I was so fucked! D. Debra Hamilton was never going to fuck me. Her words reverberated in my brain. Laura Wills not withstanding, I could not believe this was happening to me. At the same time that little clarity about Laura, that provided some perverse little bit of comfort. A little.
My cock remained perfectly hard.
So I called Alissa. I was not going into my house in this condition. The last thing I wanted my sisters to see was my shattered eyes reflecting the shards of my broken heart. I took Dee Dee's words hard and I mean that in both senses. I took out my phone, looked at it, felt really stupid, I mean heroically stupid and dialed Alissa's number. Alissa answered on the second ring.
"Sonny?" She was breathless.
"Alissa." I returned. My voice caught. I felt like I was trying to swallow a meatball again, the respite had been short-lived.
"Sonny, I am sorry, I cannot talk. Sammy and I, we are on the plane waiting for it to take off. Four fucking hours in this tin cigar! Did he tell you? Yes, yes just a fucking minute. Yes, fine. Goddammit can you wait a fucking minute. Oh no, don't do that...I am fucking hanging up you fucking prick!" She was gone.
I stared at my phone and then watched as it figured out I was alone and blinked through its series of "what the fuck are you doing, you idiot" screens telling me I was about to be ignored by my own phone, at the moment my only true friend. Then, to add insult to injury, the little shit blinked once and then went completely off. I had no power.
"Fuck me." I said to the darkness.
My cock was still hard.
I had no desire to become Laura Wills for this woman but, fuck me, if D. Debra Hamilton called me I would go running to have her sit on my face all over again. That realization knotted my stomach back to where it was but I swear I could not explain why. That sort of helplessness in the face of someone else's desire, a virulently selfish desire left me ashamed and sickened by my own will to give away whatever she wanted for abso-fucking-lutely free. I knew this would not end well and in that moment I resolved that I was not going to let this flood, this cataclysm that was D. Debra Hamilton swamp me. I wasn't going to escape but I had to find some way to balance the debt she had incurred for me, for us. I had to. Suddenly, again, I felt better because despite everything, I had this calm feeling that I would figure something out. When it comes to pussy, I always seem to do so.
I looked at the door to the house, a dim outline. A night light gave enough illumination to make shit look eerie. "Shit." I said out loud again. Through that door were my three sisters.
Did I mention that my cock was still hard?
"Maybe they are asleep?" It was a hopeful thought. I was only thinking of getting to bed but knew I needed a shower, what dreams may come when I shuffle off this mortal coil if I don't wash the pussy juice of my face?
My cock remained hard.
"Shit, shit, shit, shit, shit, shit." I growled. I wanted to howl. I licked my lips and the tang of Dee Dee Hamilton sang through my body. My lips felt the crinkled skin of her aureoles on them, my tongue snaked out and I could feel her shiver as I licked them, her hands were claws on my shoulders.
"I will never fuck you, Sonny Duncan." Her tense voice said, rang in my ears. The words echoed in my head.
"Argh!" I shouted then quieted, hoping no one could hear. I got out of the car and immediately realized that it smelled like Dee Dee orgasms. No wonder I was hallucinating. I got in, activated the windows and rolled them down so they would air out. It was my sister's car, after all and what if they used it for something and...and smelled pussy in it? I had told them I was in love but how would they react to smelling her in the car like that? I resorted to discretion and opened all the windows. Surely D. Debra would not permeate the whole garage? Nah!
I staggered to the door, my kickstand uncomfortably resistant to movement. I felt like someone was trying to sharpen the end of my prick with sand paper. I had no idea why my briefs felt so rough! My cock must have been so hard the skin was blindingly sensitive—stretched so tight it was getting really thin. I put my hand on the door and turned the knob.
My heart sank. Someone was up. The light from the flat screen TV illuminated the living room, giving it a glow. After a moment of stillness, I heard the low rattle of gunfire.
"Sonny? Is that you?"
Tawny! I was so glad it was her. I closed the door. "Yeah, its me." I could not keep the dolor out of my voice.
The cracking of the gunfire cutoff. "Sonny? You okay?"
I rubbed my cock with the palm of my hand, trying to get it to fit better. No luck. I almost groaned. Fuck it almost hurt. I wanted it to go down before I went into confront her. The last thing I felt like was confronting my sisters.
My cock, however, was much less sure.
Then I got it. I felt stupid but it made perfect sense. I straightened, pushing my cock straight out in front of me, making a perfect tent in my pants, grimacing as the end pointed hard into the cloth. I walked into the living room.
Tawny lay on the couch, covered by one of the afghans Mom's mother had made her. She sat up, eyes on my eyes but then, she looked down at my crotch. How could she not. It was like I had a neon arrow pointing at it. "What's wrong, Sonny?"
I grinned, my face felt like plastic. "Girl troubles." I said. My fucking voice cracked.
My older sister shifted right into Mom mode. She uncovered herself, she still wore blue jeans and a blouse so she was not ready for bed, and scooted to one end of the couch. No bra though, her breasts shimmered past the thin blouse. "Sit down." She said. "Tell me everything."
I'll be damned if I didn't do just that. Not just a circumspect account that outlined my present pussy conundrum, everything. It all came out. Meeting D. Debra Hamilton and every date, every meeting, every conversation, every phone call...I was fucking pathetic. Then I got into the real details, her kisses, her breasts, her skin...I told it all, ever erotic little bit. I felt like someone was pounding on my chest with a tire iron, from the inside. That is surely what a heart attack feels like, except that I was not shitting myself but only because I was wearing a good pair of pants.
I told my sister everything right up until the car door slammed shut and I watched D. Debra totter to her front door in her high heels, coat and bra in her arms while she fumbled for her keys, her hair a mess, like she had just come a half-dozen times on a man's face. Well, she had. Her fine dress was ripped up the side.
Where before I had once felt some pride, here I felt just a hole in my soul. Everything seemed to collapse on me but dammit, I did not cry. Okay, I teared up a time or two and Tawny pulled me into her soft embrace. The second time, for a longer period but then she sat back, her nose wrinkling.
"You smell like..."
"Pussy." I said, ever the helpful brother.
"Well, like stale female underwear, is what I was going to say but, okay, I guess pussy would do. Go take a shower. Use Mom's bathroom because I need a dash and a splash too. If, if you are done talking, that is."
I nodded. Strangely I felt better.
She smiled wanly. "It will be better, if not in the morning then someday and for the rest of your life. It is, it is good to be in love, Sonny. Never doubt that."
"It hurts though." I said plaintively. Lord I sounded so like a putz. I was glad it was not Georgia or Dalia who stayed up late watching a bang, bang movie; they would never have let me hear the end of this. Tawny, however, she had a much more tender heart. I felt safe walking up stairs. I got one of the "manly" towels and padded into Mom's bath, turned on the shower, copped a squat and got a whiff of me. I did smell like pussy.
My cock was still hard.
Took me half an hour to pee. Maybe I exaggerate but it was something like that. I got into the shower and lathered up, shaved and was just rinsing out my flowing locks when movement caught my eyes. Through the steamy glass of Mom's shower, I saw Tawny. She was watching me.
"Hey." I said, intending it to sound more like an objection, but it came out as a casual syllable of greeting.
"Hey, yourself." She replied.
She was a smear beyond the glass. Her golden hair clear through the glass atop the darkness of her blue robe.
My cock was still hard. I was about ready to call someone. I mean the doctor or something, but what could they do? I did not take any of those magic dick pills they advertise with the caution about the four hour erection. I had to be close. What does it mean if it is stuck erect and no pills were taken?
"A broken heart." I said out loud.
"Oh Sonny." Tawny cried. "Oh my poor baby brother!"
My inside voice, use my inside voice—fuck I hate it when I lose track of that. Tawny appeared as a blur of colors, like a rain soaked impressionist painting of something tall with orange blond hair. Like that. Then, as I watched, my sister shrugged out of the midnight blue robe she was wearing and all that blue from the robe turned a different shade. That color made my ears start to ring.
When she opened the shower door, I jumped, turning away like a virgin caught by a priest in the shower. My heart hammered in my ears. I felt frightened! My cock was still hard.
"Sonny?" Tawny whispered, but loud enough to slice through the clatter of the water.



"Ditz." I said.
"Do, uh, do you mind?"
For a moment I stared at her. She was fully nude, her breasts standing tall, seeming to sway like flowers in a breeze. Her hips bobbed back and forth, which should have clued me in that she was nervous but I was so utterly unhinged, that never occurred to me till much later. I searched desperately for the right answer and got nothing. "No." I said. "I don't mind." How my throat could go so dry in a wet shower I do not know but it did. I was croaking like a frog. I turned slowly back to her till I faced her across that incredible distance, not quite an arm's length.
Oh, and my cock was still hard, but happier now.
Tawny, my sister, stepped into the shower with me. She pulled the door closed behind her and moved under the water. She turned her head away, crossing her arms over her chest, her eyes squinting in the spray. She faced me and she faced the water. She shivered. "Cold." She said.
I pulled her into my embrace, folding my arms around her. She pressed close with little steps, gently bending my cock up between us. Once Mr. Happy was situated, she molded her nude body against me, her arms still crossed over her chest, knobby against mine. I wanted to feel her breasts but she put her head against my shoulder and went still.
The silence about killed me because all the sensations of skin on skin I retained from eating Dee Dee flooded through my nervous system. My arms were braced across Tawny's shoulder blades. That simple sensation wove together with the memory of D. Debra Hamilton's thigh's in my hands and later, squeezed against my ears. I wanted to do more but my senses were overpowered by the feel of her naked body resting against me, the heat of her breath pooling against my chest.
Between us, my cock remained very, very hard.
Tawny, my sister, looked up at me. Her hair was wet, gone dark with the falling water, her eyes were equally dark in the gloom—I had left the overhead light off because it hurt my eyes, like I had a hangover. I guess maybe I did, a pussy hangover. "Is this alright?" She said in a very small voice.
It sounded like a question. It was a question but I wanted it to be a statement. I was going to look into her eyes and see what I could see but instead I found myself focused completely on her parted lips. When I bent to kiss her, she closed her eyes and bent her head back, receiving my lips on her like a sort of communion, a reverence between us that made us both shiver. We were absolutely not cold, not cold. But quivering.
My cock was still hard.
Slowly, deliberately, she unfolded her arms from between us, after the light, sisterly kiss ended. She leaned back and removed her arms from her chest, showing me her breasts. Her nipples were hard and erect. She placed her hands on my sides, gently, liked she was going to brush the dust off a lily. Water beaded and ran over her perfect skin in rivulets, streaking it and scoring it. She placed her hands at my waist, my bare waist.
"Sonny." She said.
"Tawny." I returned.
"Yes, Sonny?" She smiled. Somehow she knew the magic words. "Yes, Sonny." She pulled me against her body, pressing us together once more and there it was, my cock caught in her belly button and bent, painfully I might add. When her hand touched it, at first only to nudge me higher, then she gripped me, taking me in her delicate grasp, I thought my head would explode. "Yes, Sonny." She said again.
When I kissed her, her hand tightened on my cock while her body surged against me, crashing gently like a dropping slide of snow off a barn roof, silently enveloping me, my body, my senses and my broken heart. My arms unlocked and my hands smoothed down her lithe back to her pert little ass and took each cheek in my hand. I sought her mouth with mine and there was nothing sisterly about the ensuing kiss. Her lips massaged mine, her mouth opened and her tongue sought mine. I sought hers and touching, they coursed electricity through my body. My mind went mercifully blank. Her kiss in the shower was full of the liquid lust that I loved, roaring between us as we sought to touch with our tongues what words can never describe. I kissed her, gripping her ass with my hands while she writhed against me, shifting her hard nipples back and forth across my chest while the water fell and she moaned and cooed softly into my mouth.
She broke away and I released her. She stepped back from me, her hands at her sides, my cock bobbing gently between us, like the bowsprit of a great man o' war. The hand that had lately gripped me opened and closed at her side, flexing with longing to feel my length and girth once more. Instead, she got carefully to her knees. When she stood on those beautiful knees, gazing up at my face through the indirect spray of the shower on my back, she reached up to grip my cock with both hands, her eyes shifted down and she looked cross-eyed for a moment when both eyes fixed on the large crown of my cock.
She kissed it and I felt it as an explosion of pleasure that suffused my body, making me shiver and quake. She kissed it again. Her tongue appeared and very slowly she ran the pad of it around the bottom side of the head of my cock, then the underside over the spongy top, tasting me for the first, er, second time. Her lips kissed the end, forming along the arrowed slope and then slushing forward till they enveloped the head of my cock. My sister snorted, growling in her throat as her lips slicked down my cock. She arched her back and tilted her head back, looking up into the spray of the shower, now mostly shielded by my back. Squinting, she sought my eyes. I put out one hand and petted her wet hair, down to her cheek. She closed her eyes and pressed her head forward.
I watched with erotic fascination as my cock disappeared into her mouth. She did not halt when the end bumped against the back of her throat. She gagged for a moment when the helmet went deeper. She backed up, slurping along the shaft and then immediately reversed direction and sucked my whole cock into her mouth. Past her full lips, along the pad of her tongue and into the tight confines of her pulsing throat, my cock descended for the first time (while I was paying full attention) into my sister's mouth.
"Oh my great granddad's guts." I muttered. For some reason, I did not think it right to swear while my sister was sucking my cock. It just did not seem right.
Tawny pulled back off my cock till only her lips caressed the head, then down again, ever so slowly. Her tongue lashed me like the sweepers in front of a curling stone, actively stimulating my cock till it once more lodged in her throat. Then she sucked, putting unbelievable pressure on my cock till her lips broke the seal and she squelched in the splattering silence.
I moaned to follow the sound with approval rather than leave it out there like an ill note in the midst of a Rachmaninoff symphony. She pulled back and sucked me deep into her throat again. She had one hand, finger and thumb, holding the base of my cock. When she lodged it deep once more, she released it, gripping both of my thighs with her little hands. She had settled back on her heels but now she rose up, changing the angle of incidence of cock and lips. Her hands gripped my ass and she pulled me against her, forcing my cock hard and deep into her mouth. Then her lips and mouth and throat all seemed to begin to move, massaging and stroking me all at once.
My orgasm arrived like Thor's hammer, thundering through me. Tawny's hands tightened on my ass, squeezing harder and harder as each succeeding flow of sperm spurted down her throat. She grunted and, high on her knees, sucked harder.
"Oh, oh god yes!" I nearly shouted. For days I had been teased and tossed aside by D. Debra Hamilton. I had avoided giving myself release because, well, I don't know why exactly and now, finally, I was getting this luscious release. "Oh Tawny, suck me, suck me!" I growled.
She did.
My orgasm outlasted my verbal ability. Tawny sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed till I was well past caring, not daring to move lest I topple like a tree, cut on all sides to a point and balancing there till some unlucky bird lands on a limb and unbalances it; I stood still, feeling the awkward afterglow of orgasm weakening and unbalancing me.
My cock remained hard.
Tawny slurped off of my cock, regarded my glistening instrument for a moment then pulled herself to her feet, climbing up my naked body till she presented herself to me, nude and waiting. She tilted back her face, caught some spray and rinsed and spat, rinsed and spat. "You taste a little funky, Sonny. Old. Like you have been backed up."
I nodded, shocked at her expression of such expertise. "No surprise. I think I can find some fresh for you now." I had a moment of wonder that my dear sister would have a palate so sensitive to cum.
She smiled, a hand finding my cock. She held onto it like she was shaking the Queen's hand. "Wash me. I'll wash you."
I wanted a longer term plan but, unable to articulate either the request or a plan of my own, I did as she asked. I turned her and she pressed the firm cheeks of her ass against my thighs and my cock against her lower back. I cupped her breasts and pinched her nipples.
"Oh Sonny, Oh my god, Sonny, you have to, you must, you must promise me! You have to fuck me! Please say it? Say you will fuck me!" Tawny's voice sounded like she was possessed. It was weird hearing her talk that way facing away from me, her hands clinging to my bare thighs, holding our nude bodies together.
I bent to the side, kissed along the ridge of her back to her neck. She bent her head, exposing her neck in the subservient way women have when they want something. I kissed up her neck to her ear which I tickled mercilessly while she writhed in my grip and giggled. I had an arm around her, just under her breasts and the other I used to turn her head aside while I tongued her ear. When I finally relented, I felt her lips kissing the palm of my hand. I nearly backed her against the wall and pounded her right then. Just that simple little action, that simple pleasure of the tip of her tongue against my palm nearly unhinged me.
My cock was still hard.
Where the MILFs were aggressively sexually, my sister was quietly sensual, though insistent, but gently, careful, cautious and questing for the subtlest of sensations that would indelibly mark my memory. "I will fuck you, sister of mine." I said softly into her ear. I released her head and she turned to kiss me. I pecked her on the cheek and with one hand lathered her up and rinsed her off, never releasing her. I maneuvered her around the shower like a puppet, lifting her a time or two just to show her I could. Her weight supported just by my arm across her lower ribs took her breath away.
I turned her around to face me. She put her arms around my neck. A satisfied smile on her lips, her eyes were dreamy and brown. I soaped up her back and ass. She watched me, closing her eyes from time to time, particularly when the ends of my fingers fit between her ass cheeks and tickled her pussy lips. She grunted and arched her back at one point, hanging from my neck while bowing her head against my chest. I found her little flower open and I pressed a finger into her. She was tight, clinched against me but slick and welcoming.
"I am going to fuck you till you scream."
"Oh god, Sonny, don't let me. I will but you have to stop me. I do not want Georgia and Dalia finding us like that. I..." She trailed off.
The world flooded back over me and I felt D. Debra's body bare again in my hands. I thought about my other two sisters and saw no way to that future that was not fraught with danger and difficulty. I decided right then to do what needed doing at the moment and worry about the consequences later. I relaxed, well, all but my cock which understood his role in this plan, or non-plan if you like. It was time to take my sister, just like she wanted. My other sisters would be later. Somehow.
I kissed Tawny on the mouth, a tender, gentle kiss. "We'll worry about them later, after we are too tired to do anything but think." I mumbled, putting these petty difficulties aside—too much pussy in the house with an in-love, pussy starved man; sounds fraught with danger and delight when I say it like that.
"Oh Sonny!" She chirped and pulled me into another mind-numbing kiss. She lifted one leg and hooked it behind my thigh and I thought she was going to crawl up my body and impale herself on my cock. Something devoutly to be wished. I broke the kiss and knelt before her. Eye to eye with her pursed pussy, I washed her legs and then up between her legs like a eunuch preparing the princess for her yearly poke. I rinsed and repeated then rinsed and rinsed. I backed her against the wall and licked up her furrow, tasting for residual soap. She tasted quite fresh. Different from the plush richness of D. Debra Hamilton. The comparison sizzled in my head for a moment then slithered away. The whole night was merging and I had the vague feeling something profound was happening. I mean, besides being about to insert my very (still) hard cock into my very own sister for the first time, well, into her pussy anyway. This sister.
"Oh Sonny!" She sighed, pulling me out of my idiotic cunning linguistic spiral. When I found and kissed her protruding clitoris, she grunted and her hips pulsed against me. I entered her pussy with my tongue. She encouraged me by cocking her hips up to receive my mouth and tongue. I parted her lips and tried to penetrate my sister with my tongue but she was too tight.
I was amazed and suddenly I wanted to eat her, taste her, make her scream. I turned off the water.
She stared down at me and then up at me as I stood beside her, not touching her. "Dry off. It's time." I said. "I have kept you waiting long enough."
I think I must have blinked because she was gone so fast I never even sensed that she was moving her feet. It was like she just twitched from the shower to Mom's bed. I found her crawling onto the bed, nude, when I emerged from the shower still dripping. I toweled off and walked into the bedroom, turning out the bathroom light. That left only the small lamp on the other side of the bed which Tawny had covered with a blue scarf she got from among Mom's things. She looked over at me, planted her feet flat on the bed and lifted her hips a few times, fucking the fresh air around her. Her head turned so her eyes could find me. Her hips rose and she grinned at me.
At the side of the bed, I gripped her by one calf and turned her on the bed, getting to my knees on the floor as I did so.
"Oh no, Sonny, no. If, if you do that, I'll surely scream. I'll scare off Santa Claus!"
"That's tomorrow." I said wryly as I pushed her legs open. "It's after midnight, so yeah, tomorrow night." It was officially, technically December 23.
"The echos, then, ohhhhhh." She sighed as I kissed up one smooth thigh and down the other. Unlike the white skin of my other sisters, Tawny's was bronze.
My cock was still hard.
My sister lifted her legs and tried to perch on the edge of the bed but I had pulled her ass to the edge and beyond. Clearly she wanted to be able to push her pussy up at me while I ate her. I pressed my tongue past her bulging lips and found that tight twist inside of her. I sucked and wiggled my tongue around inside of her but still she remained clinched, tight as a midget's condom on a horse cock. Deterred, I moved to her clit. Tawny, it turns out, has an outsized clit. It was easy to find; I just licked up her slit till I felt the hard nub. When I did find it Tawny squealed just like she'd been scalded. When I sucked on it she thrashed. I tilted my head and looked up her nude body to find her completely twisted over, her face buried in the bedspread, her hands clinched in it and holding on for dear life while her hips bucked and shook under my mouth.
My sister is flexible!
Holy shit is she flexible! She held that pose for five minutes till finally she lost control. I found just the right amount of pressure and applied it intermittently. When I did, Tawny pulsed, her whole body clinching and writhing. When I relented, she'd lift her head, panting, trying to talk. In the middle of whatever garbled sentence she was gurgling, I'd return to the scene and lick or kiss or suck on her clit again. She'd gurgle and slam her face back into the bed. I got into a mode where I just wanted to see how long I could keep her balanced on the edge of delicious destruction when she finally just sat up and glared down at me.
"For Christ's sake, Sonny, fuck me, already!"
There, there was some of the family fire the rest of us exhibited but which Tawny kept carefully under control.
"No." I said calmly.
Somewhere between the confessional in front of the TV and the blowjob in the shower, I had determined I was going to control my sisters as honorary MILFs. They weren't "mothers" so MILF was hardly accurate but it makes no sense to get technical, at least not to me since I am not OCD. My sister's deserved a good dose of Sonny. I could not make them airtight but I could give them the best darn sex they ever got from a brother. This teasing with Tawny was part of that. I wanted her to want it more than life itself and when I entered her, I wanted her to be ready. My brain had switched back on and was in MILF mode again. The urge to consume and conquer my sisters blanketed me but behind it I felt the throb of my lust for D. Debra Hamilton and her words threatened to lash me into limpid despair. Instead, I returned to MILF mode and determined to give my youngest sister the ride of her life. I had to bend her to my will so I could bend all three sisters at the same time. This, this I understood. Nothing thrills me like a woman in the throes of pleasure just before I take her.
My cock was still hard.
I returned to her pussy and she gleeped and twisted back around, falling into the bed, face first. She then grabbed a pillow and sought to suffocate herself, clasping it over her face while I sucked at her clit and licked up and down her pulsing pussy. I wanted her to come and as a bonus, I wanted her to relax enough to let me find her sweet spot.
She lay back, the pillow over her face, screaming and grunting into it, her heels on my back. They dug in as she lifted her ass, pressing herself against my face as I once more sought to penetrate to her core with my tongue. Her leverage was much better that way and I felt the benefit of it on my back and my face. She gained enough control that she could grind her pussy against my mouth. Her hips twirled, making a little circle with her body centered on my tongue. I had been trying to finger her while I tongued her deep but had little effect so I gripped her ass again and that stopped her free lancing. She bucked and then suddenly her pussy unclenched. I could her muffled screaming as my tongue probed past her failed sentries and touched her g-spot. She grunted and then she was gasping above me.
"Son, Son, Sonny, please, no more, please, please mount me. Oh god, I heard Mom say that several times. I never, ugh, never hear, heard it before and, and I want it. Your cock, your cock, your cock! Please, oh please, mount me, Sonny!" Tawny panted and gasped as the words poured out of her. I sank my tongue back into her succulent pussy and she screamed, muffling the sound in the pillow before it reached its crescendo. Her hips flapped and she was bucking, gurgling and hacking around her lack of air, trying to come and cough at the same time. I stood up.
My cock was very, very hard. Still!
She moved the pillow off her face, her eyes wide and shining, watching me like a panther watches a sheep. She was surely about to devour me!



I crawled over her and put and arm under her waist and carried her to the middle of the bed, turning her to lay lengthwise. Her legs parted and her whole body directed me between them. With both hands she guided my cock to her oozing center. I pierced her and she scrabbled for the pillow, screaming into it as I penetrated the youngest of my three older sisters with my very hard, very proud cock. The head slipped between the lips of her pussy and then she lifted her body, enveloping more of me before dropping back to the bed. She grunted and I fell onto her, ramming her full of cock with a final, profound stroke deep into her luscious body.
Tawny groaned as I ran my shaft into her. Her body shimmied from side to side and then she lifted her hips against me. My cock socketed in her. For the barest moment, we were both still, then her pussy pulsed around me, squeezing and rippling up and down like she was blowing me with her cunt. All along my length, her pussy kissed and sucked at me. The pleasure was unbelievable.
"Fuck me, Sonny. I am finally fucking my fucking brother!" Tawny was like Mom, she never cussed. Not till now. "Oh ram me, hammer me, fuck me, Sonny. Tell it to me. Tell me you are fucking me, fuck, fuck, fucking your sis, sis, sister."
I was. I found a hard, steady rhythm that seemed to please her. "I am fucking, fucking, fucking my sister, my, my sister. Oh fuck I am buried in my sister's cunt. My cock is inside of my sister!" I chanted as I pounded into Tawny, over and over again.
She went still suddenly, then shifted and rocked up onto her lower back. She lifted her legs, locked them around my waist and held on as I resumed my increasing pace, adding bone-rattling force as I pounded into her. Only then did we finally engage in a kiss, copulation till then had occupied our capabilities but now she rose up, bending up to me and kissed me on the mouth, her hand cupped the back of my head. The feeling of the strain in her lithe body and the passion emanating from her as she looked at me from amid her tousled hair while her lips sought mine, it all exploded in me like an unsought pleasure, surprising but then again surprising doubly by its sheer intensity. I held still while she kissed me, idly wondering in that moment of calm where her hands had gone, then recognizing them holding onto my hips and pulling me deeper into her body.
Then I collapsed. With my head beside hers, she moved her hands to hold me off her chest so she could breathe. Since she was managing that, I moved my hands down to her ass and proceeded to hammer into her again with short, staccato strokes that left her gasping for air and grunting with pleasure.
"I...am...fucking...my...sister!" I gasped. The last syllables ignited something in her and she exploded beneath me, grunting and then she found my lips and sounds came out of her and vibrated down my throat into the rest of my body. The result of her passionate silence was a new gigantic orgasm, wracking me as I pounded down into my sister, the woman. Tawny fought free of the kiss and lay under me panting and gasping as I poured myself into her, pulsing with passion and ramming into her over and over.
Suddenly, as my own orgasm flagged, she groaned and tensed, her whole body became still and tight, hard as marble. She held completely still while I continued to peck at her with the last of my strength, then she gasped and she arched her back, her legs still tightly wound around me. The effect was to tip her pussy up and I swear my cock, still very hard, slipped a couple inches deeper into her. I don't think that is possible but it felt like I was falling while she gurgled with pleasure, bucking and shaking as she climaxed. Just when I thought she was done, she would redouble her actions, bucking even harder as each successive orgasm rolled through her. She seemed utterly consumed by the pleasure coursing and ricocheting about inside her body.
I felt her legs loosen, just a hint of backing away and then she completely lost purchase and splayed beneath me. I collapsed over her, tilting to the side to avoid smothering her. Her mouth was nearly under my chest but I could hear her mumbling. "Oh my god, my god, my god." Over and over again. Then she gulped and swallowed and pushed me over a bit, heaving a huge sigh as my weight shifted. Then she rolled me onto my back. Once off of her, Tawny crawled under my arm and lay her head on my chest.
"Christ in a bucket, Sonny, I think you have ruined me!"
I tried to look down at her but she clung tighter to me, hiding her face in my chest. "What? What?" I asked.
"I said, I think you have ruined me. I swear, I have never, ever come like that with any other man."
"But with a woman?" I pressed, thinking suddenly of my sister Georgia ears deep in Mrs. Rossini.
Tawny shook her head, then feebly hit me on the side. "No, never a woman but but I think my sisters are, have, they both like pussy diving."
"Want to try?" I asked, pressing my advantage.
Tawny shook her head. "Not my thing, I don't think."
"What if they do it to you?"
Silence.
I did not press, leaving well enough alone. I had three sisters, no sense in getting greedy. Then I thought of Chris and his mother. I felt horribly sleepy. Without any effort to clean up, we struggled under the covers and turned off the light.
My cock was still perfectly hard!
I slipped off to sleep.
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Sister Act #1: Christmas Sister
I woke up. For a moment I was disoriented. I did not know where I was or what I was doing or with whom. My memory was of D. Debra Hamilton pounding her pussy up into my face while I scrubbed her g-spot with my tongue. I ran a hand down the female body draped over my arm and chest.
Not Deedee Hamilton. Not to put too fine a point on it but the ass was not the right size. I checked, then I checked again. For some reason my mind just did not grasp what I was feeling or feel what I was grasping. There was no recognition. None. You know how you have the flush suffuse through you when something clicks and you know you know something? You are as sure as you are of your own teeth and you get this feeling that says you are in the here and now, alive and well? I got none of that. Nothing. For some reason I was incapable of addressing the present situation with any words at all. I just felt the gentle breathing of the female lying against me.
My eyes were closed and I inventoried the sensations I was waking to. She had her breasts pressed against my side. Her head lay on my shoulder and a leg was thrown over mine. My cock woke with the realization she was nude. It swelled, stiffened and rose up, swiping along the top of her thigh. Still my mind was empty as a flushed toilet, just full of pointless swirling. My lips formed the words and my voice spoke it, a rough whisper before my mind was able to penetrate the darkness of my eyes and wash me with the realization.
"Tawny." I whispered. I had fucked my sister. I had fucked my sister!
Now, given the long and winding road paved with pussy, MILF pussy, Mother pussy and all manner of other pussy scattered before me like palm fronds (I am definitely going to hell!), it might seem odd for this to have such an impact on me. This effect, though, was complicated, like delicate layers of a dessert with crust and cream cheese and chocolate all separate but laying together waiting to assault the tongue and your sense of taste in an indistinguishable but delicious blend. D. Debra Hamilton insisted she was never going to fuck me. So, distraught, I fucked another woman. Not in revenge, exactly but more to...oh, who am I fooling? I was going to fuck a napkin holder if I didn't get real live pussy pretty soon. So I had...fucked a woman, one who would fuck me, wanted to fuck me, did fuck me. But not just another woman, though, this particular naked female was Tawny, my own sister. Older than me but still my youngest sister, she and I had made the double-backed beast and...now my cock was very hard. Again.
The minx moved her hand down my chest, across the plane of my stomach, through the desert of my abdomen, tickling my pubic hair and lower, to grasp my cock. Not too hard, not too soft but just right, the hand gripped me Goldilocks perfect; my sister wrapped her delicate little hand around my cock and went still. Still. Not another movement. Her breath feathered over my chest, regular as heartbeats, wispy and sweet which made me think I was dreaming. My cock throbbed in her hand. I had a momentary idea that I was going to sprain her hand but that thought got crowded out by the idea of rolling this family female onto her back and penetrating her body once again with my very hard cock.
So I did.
What a good idea it turned out to be, for a little while. I turned against her and rolled gently onto her back. Her head turned away from me. She lay still, breathing softly in her sleep. I touched her center and found her still flush with fluid from last night, twiddled with her pussy till she groaned in her sleep and lifted her hips. A limp hand fell against my upper arm, lank and lifeless. Her legs moved, the one next to me pressing insistently against me till I moved out of the way, letting her open her legs for me. I am so polite. My finger traced the lips of her pussy lightly, drifting up and down her cleft.
"Uh." She grunted softly. Not a word or even a syllable but some prehistoric sound that had only one meaning. I got between her legs and with one hand probed down till I felt her pussy with the tip of my cock. In it went.
"Uuuhhhh." Tawny grunted again. To be perfectly honest it was a groan, not a grunt. Groans last longer and have syllables if you listen closely enough. This was clearly not a grunt. I was very attentive and understood it to mean, "More cock." I should work for the UN as an interpreter.
I lifted my ass up and felt her pussy cling to my cock as it lifted out of her body. I reversed direction and dropped down into her. Her hips lifted and just like that I was seated inside my sister again.
"Oh Christ's best crackers." Tawny's voice sifted up to me. Her head straightened and her eyes fluttered open. "My brother has pushed his cock inside of me." She breathed, panting around the words. "Again." Her hands moved to grip my ass and with that stringent morning strength yanked me down, interrupting my rising motion and filling her pussy once more with my still very hard cock. "Oh god!" She groaned. "Oh yes, god, please fuck me again! Some more!" She was instantly aroused, instantly enthused, instantly engaged, consumed with the idea of fucking her brother. No reluctance caused resistance in her. "Oh yes, Sonny, fuck me again."
I obeyed, lifting my ass against the insistent pressure of her hands intent on replacing my cock back into her body as it had lately been. Just as I halted, holding myself still at the apex of my stroke, the door to Mom's bedroom opened.
"Oh, oh, oh!"
I heard the voice. I felt Tawny go completely stiff. I froze, my ass and back arched in the air and immediately knew this was no pose I could long keep.
"Nova! I think I found them. No, I know I found them. Yes, Sonny came home last night."
From the bowels of the house I heard Georgia, my eldest sister, shout. "I know, my car is in the garage. Where..." Her voice caught.
My reserves vanished and I drifted down, slicing into Tawny as I did so.
"Oh, oh, oh god!" Tawny groaned again as my cock penetrated her oozing pussy. Automatically her knees lifted up and her hips hitched under me. I slipped a shade deeper into her lithe body.
"Well fuck me runnin'!"
I heard Georgia growl behind me.
I felt a prickly feeling run up my spine, bounce off my head and rattle back down, all the way to my tingling, curled toes. Under me, I felt Tawny relax. Her body ceased resisting my presence. Her hands, pinching my ass—probably left marks—relented and she moved them up my back. They tossed the blanket and bed spread off my shoulders. She kicked with one leg till I was uncovered to my knees, planted between her open legs. She locked her heels behind my thighs.
"Fuck me, Sonny." She said in a tight voice, as though through gritted teeth. "Fuck me hard. I want, I want to come. Again. Please. Fuck me, Sonny!" Her raw voice rattled like gravel dumped in a bucket.
Who was I to argue? I rammed down into my sister. Hard.
She grunted. "Yes. Like that! Hard. Fuck me hard, Sonny!"
"In love my ass!" Georgia growled behind me.
"Georgia!" Dalia's voice twittered behind me.
"If he was fucking in love he wouldn't be fucking his sister right here in..."
"Shush!" Dalia said sharply and oddly, Georgia who never listened to anyone, shushed.
The tingling in my body was very confusing. Under me, Tawny was surging, her hips flapping up at me in perfect rhythm, meeting me as I descended down into her and then pulling down and away as I lifted off. She grunted and gasped as I rooted into her and sighed as I pulled out of her.
"Fuck me, Sonny!"
"Georgia! Georgia, come away from there."
"They're fucking!"
"I can see that. Now let's go. This is none of your business!"
"None of my business?" Georgia's voice skipped up an octave, like the lighting of a fuse.
"None of our business. Let's go."
"Not our business? That is our sister and our brother, fucking in our Mom's bed!" Georgia's voice attained that peculiar screech that sounded like a mixture of bad car breaks and fingernails on a blackboard—which I had heard in a demonstration at the open house for a sod, one-room school, so I fucking know what that sounds like. It ain't pretty.
The top half of my body was twitching with the sound and the fury of my eldest sister's voice and the other half, the part touching my youngest sister's nude body underneath me, that part was tingling with the nascent thrill of an impending orgasm.
"I know who it is. I know what they are doing!" Dalia's voice became raw. "I, I can see just fine from over here. Come on, Georgia, come out of Mom's room." Dalia's voice got lower and lower as she spoke till the last two words were spoke with soft reverence.
My orgasm took that opportunity to arrive. "Oh fuck!" I grunted and hammered down into Tawny."
"Oh yes! Oh come, Sonny, fill me up!" Her voice was thready and thin, squeaking around her teeth like I was squeezing it out of her, which maybe I was. Distracted as I was, I paid little attention to the distribution of my weight and as the orgasm fountained up in me, I lost all caring. I hammered up and down into my sister's pussy with short, stout strokes that she met with equally stout bumps of her own, taking a moment to grind as we slammed together each time, her little ass making little circles as she wrote my name on the back of her pussy with my cock.
Suddenly, just as I was running out of steam, or cum as it were, Tawny bucked into an orgasm of her own. Her legs lifted up and locked across my ass, or almost did. We formed a loose but intense love knot. She pulled herself against me and then corrected her angle. She managed to lock her legs around my waist. Once so positioned, she began to buck under me with some great violence that I felt with great pride. Her voice rattled with passion, her hand pulled at my shoulder. Her head shook back and forth. Her eyes squinted and her mouth formed a tense shape as she panted and grunted in the throes of each, escalating orgasm.
When the storm passed and we lay, entwined in our mother's bed, both gasping around the throes of our departed climaxes, Tawny lifted her head and tried to look past my shoulder. "Are they gone?" She panted.
"Who?" I returned, half honestly. It was like some evil doctor had cut out my speech center. My mind felt like I was a parrot only speaking words I had heard a lot but making no contextual sense.
"Dalia. Georgia." Tawny grunted. "Get off me, ya big oaf. What? Are you trying to suffocate me?"
"I think, I think you need to unlock your legs, dear sister." I returned as dryly as I could which was pretty dry.
"Oh. Right." Tawny mumbled. She did not move. She flexed her lithe legs, tightening them around me.
"Uh, Tawny." I said, half confused by her and all confused by me and my brain.
"Do I have to? It feels so good, like this. Me, full of cock, you, you, your cock. My goodness, aren't you the lively one. Still hard after all this time." Her hips punched up at me, drilling my cock into her slushy depths.
I heard real wonder in her voice and did not try to peer beneath me to see if she was being sarcastic. One had to be on guard with Tawny because she could do such things, be sarcastic I mean, very softly so that you hardly noticed.
"Get off me!" She grunted.
I tried but she still had not released me so we just toppled over onto our sides, me pinching her one leg uncomfortably under my side. Motivated by this discomfort, we disconnected and rolled onto our backs, during which I was able to verify the room was empty of other sisters and the door was closed. How Dalia had gotten Georgia out of the room I did not know but I was most grateful. I would pay her back, with interest. Dalia liked to watch. She had two sisters. I was sure I could return the favor though not in kind.
"They're gone." I said once Tawny and I were both situated.
"I know. They were terrified to see you coming and ran out of the room screaming."
"I don't remember that. I think that was you screaming."
"Oh, right. You're probably right. Probably." She sat up. "Oh fuck. What happens now?"
I looked up at her. I did not have a clue.
Tawny looked down at me, her tits pleasantly full and bobbing just right there! "Sonny, let me handle this. This was my doing. I, I think I know what to do. But I think you should, uh, you know, be out of the house. There could be screaming females and you have a tendency to not know when to keep your big mouth shut and your nose in your own business when we are screaming at each other."
I grunted. She was right about that any way. I had no idea where I was going to go but then something weird occurred to me. It was almost Christmas. Christmas! You know what that means? Shopping. For presents. Which I had done none of! I was out of the bed and into the shower before I thought about it. My brain was still lagging reality on a number of counts. Showered, I found Mom's room vacant. I crept to my room, dressed and crept with the same sort of temerity down stairs, through the house to the garage and out. I had no idea where my three sisters were but I saw no blood and heard no screams so I had plausible deniability if someone turned up dead.
I had the idea that I should call one of my buddies but realized they were likely all gone. I had been incommunicado for so long I felt weird calling them now. Plus, I was confused about whether to crow about boinking Tawny or keep it too myself. It seemed to be in that gray area that makes you cautious. I avoided it till about eleven when the elbows to ribs shopping finally got to me. I called for reinforcements and found I was Custer. Everyone was indeed out of town. I skipped Sammy since I knew he was gone. I skipped Landon because I did not know what to say. Chris did not answer and Brent was indeed gone for Christmas and told me I was the lone ranger still in town.
I went back to shopping. Reluctantly. What a pain in the ass. I was surrounded by a bunch of other men, wandering through the stores like fellow holiday zombies, eyes glazed with disbelief that we had let Christmas sneak up on us again and here we were, stumbling with all the other guys who had missed the memo and forgotten to buy the gifts that would get us laid. I snickered when I thought that, thinking I had gotten laid, in my own house, with no gift for anyone at all and best of all, I had every expectation of having all of my sisters for the holidays. I thought immediately of D. Debra Hamilton and felt guilty and got hard in the middle of the mall surrounded by the other holiday zombies. I got hard but did not take the trouble to attach that hardon to any particular female. They all qualified for one reason or another. Merry Christmas!
So I went back to shopping. But what really pissed me off was every time I got a good idea about what to buy someone, they were fucking out of it. Finally I fell into a group of guys who were just touching shit and if something stuck to their hands, they bought it. I got something to eat about three which improved my mood considerably. I realized as it got dark that I had no way of knowing what I would find when I got home. So I went to the movies, which were packed. I was a guy, alone, stuffed into a seat between two necking couples for three hours, all because I was scared to go home and fuck my sisters again. I only had one to go, so what was the big deal? No big deal, not really. I stayed for the late show, another three hours. What a coward. I got home about one in the morning. The house was dark, silent and bloodless so I slipped into my own bed, grimy with holiday cheer and the beer I spilled down my chest creeping upstairs.
I slept like the dead. The next morning, oddly, I felt more or less normal. I showered and when I got out of Mom's shower, I smelled the luscious aroma of breakfast, bacon and waffles and all that stuff. My stomach growled and I growled and decided I had to face the music sometime. It was Sunday and no one went to work. It was Christmas Eve. I wanted it to feel special but I was just scared. I went downstairs, bravely if I say so myself, to face my sisters, my family.
My arrival in the kitchen went utterly unremarked. Georgia was looking at her IPAD and Dalia was cleaning up a waffle, licking syrup off of a bit wad before stuffing it into her mouth. Tawny stood staring down at the waffle iron, a stack of overcooked waffles on the plate beside her. No one looked at me. For a moment I felt invisible but then Tawny saw me and she grinned. Her eyes twinkled and she licked her lips. She turned away from the waffle iron, glanced back and then gestured me over. She turned her back on the waffle iron and put her arms around my neck. She nuzzled my ear. Her whisper shivered through me.
"I am yours. Till you are done with me. We, we worked it out. Tell you about it later. Till, till you are ready to stop, you can have me, whenever you like. Anytime. Anywhere. Anyhow. It is entirely up to you but once you move on, same rules."
I glanced around to see if anyone noticed Tawny whispering in my ear. Nova and Dalia were so nonchalant it hurt. I appreciated the update. For a moment I almost objected but my dear sister presented the proposition so effectively I could find no fault with it. So I just grinned.
Tawny even kissed the line of my jaw, licking my newly shaved skin. For a moment she hung around my neck, her head cocked back over her back. I felt like she was a girl friend, utterly in love and finally ready to show her feelings to the world, or in this case, to her sisters. What an odd feeling but this whole situation, my whole life had gotten way far away from normal. I had become a profound outlier, even compared to other outliers I was out of sight over the curvature of the earth.
"Your waffles are burning." I said. "Again."
"Dammit, dammit, dammit! I am going to get one right before I quit!" Tawny disengaged and sure enough, one corner of the round form of four was black as an Angus bull. The rest was bark brown. "Crap, crap, crap."
"The griddle is too hot." Georgia said, her voice even, uninflected.
"Sonny, do you want eggs? If Julia Child over there will give up and let me, I'll make you some waffles that don't chip your teeth." Dalia said, looking at me blandly. She had watched her sister drape herself around my neck but then looked away when I glanced her way.
I agreed to eggs and bacon, poured orange and coffee and sat down next to Georgia who pointedly ignored me. I asked about Christmas dinner and discovered arrangements had been made in the Ladies room. They filled me in with gradually increasing momentum. Tawny burned another set of waffles and Dalia shooed her over to the table, made four perfect ones that came out just as my eggs were done. Tawny and I ate together and while we ate, the four of us discussed Christmas. I realized I still had a day of gift wrapping ahead of me. I found I had little or no recollection of what I had bought for whom. I wished I had been drinking so I had an excuse but as it was, I decided it was just a blown fuse in my brain. Or an aneurysm.
"Tawny, since you burned all the waffles, you can clean up the kitchen." Georgia said as she sauntered to the bathroom. Tawny did not debate the order but set to cleaning up the kitchen.
Dalia leaned across the table. "Fuck her." She hissed.
I was sure my brain was feeding me chemical hallucinations. "What?" I said dumbly or stupidly or maybe I combined them elegantly into a single grunt.
"Fuck Tawny. Georgia, she needs to see you take her like that. It'll, it'll settle her down."
I thought this assessment improbable. "You trying to get me killed?"
Dalia shook her head. "No. I am serious. If you fuck Tawny, right in the kitchen, right now, then, then she'll, then Georgia, she'll, she'll know that her turn will come. You know how insecure she gets sometimes. All she needs is to see you fucking Tawny and she'll know things will be okay."



"Oh? Like, like yesterday?" I muttered, watching Tawny clattering over the dishwasher, scrubbing to get the soot off the waffle iron.
"She has to know that this is your deal. You know, that you will fuck who you want, when you want, where you want. If, if you, if she smells fear..." Her voice trailed off as the toilet flushed and the bathroom door opened. "Now. Before she gets here."
"I am not that fast." I hissed back. Georgia, however, did not return to the table but went upstairs.
"You missed your chance." Dalia hissed.
"No I didn't. She's right over there, still in the kitchen."
"That is not what I meant and you know it!"
God, but Dalia sounded so much like Mom at that moment. I chuckled, a new thought riffing through my brain. "Oh, I get it. You like to watch. Is this your little fantasy? Sex in the kitchen?"
My dear sister Dalia's face turned scarlet red without so much as a protest or a denial. Her visual response to the question was eloquent and significant. I thought it charming but a little alarming, finding in that pulse-quickening alarm the sure sign that I was not adjusted to the idea of open season on my sisters, any of them, much less all of them. In that moment, I felt the strangeness that must have titillated my sisters while I was boning my own mother. Wow, that must have been strange, way stranger than I had thought at the time because, well, I thought I was Johnny come lately to the party, the last of Mom's dear children she had seduced. The fact that my perfectly conservative, repressed mother had deceived us all and had me as she wanted me did nothing to alleviate the sense of strangeness.
"Well?" Dalia hissed urgently, overcoming her embarrassment at being caught out.
"What are you two whispering about?" Tawny asked from the kitchen sink, turning to hitch her ass on the edge. The robe she wore was an old ratty one that Georgia used to wear. It hung on her slight frame like a tent on a bird cage. It draped clear to her ankles, showing only her slippers below it.
"Dalia wants to watch me fuck you." I said.
Tawny looked like she had been hit with a waffle iron.
"I did not." Dalia said, lying through her teeth. She was lying, I was there, I heard her say it.
Suddenly, low lying Richard decided that was a damn good idea, fucking Tawny while my other sisters watched, I mean. I felt like announcing the new blue light special so Georgia could come watch, or watch and come as it were. I kept quiet. Still, even with Georgia gone, it still seemed like a good idea. I stood up.
Tawny watched me stand like I was coiling a bull-whip in my hands. She swallowed. "You have got to be kidding." She mumbled, but I noticed she did not move.
I turned my eyes very deliberately to Dalia. "So? What is your fantasy about the kitchen? How does it start? How do you want it to happen?" The look on Dalia's face told me either I had hit the nail on the head or I had found the perfect nail to match her hammer.
Dalia's big eyes blinked. She cast a glance over at the stairs where Georgia had disappeared, gulped and then nodded once. "Uh, she, she's your lover. You put your arms around her from behind and kiss her on the neck. Like that."
"From behind then?"
Dalia nodded so quickly I got the message loud and clear. We were talking about fucking, not kissing.
Tawny was looking back and forth between us like she was being auctioned off. But she did not move. I moved out from behind the table and into the cooking area of the kitchen. Tawny watched but she did not move. I bent over and closed the dishwasher, moving past it to stand immediately in front of her. Her eyes were fairly bulging, wide as could be. Her lips twitched.
"Turn around." I said softly.
Tawny hesitated, her eyes flicking past me, I presumed to find Dalia. "You aren't serious." She said, a statement, not a question. "You aren't serious," she said again. "Are you?"
I did not respond. The sensation of control flooded over me. Dalia had inadvertently handed me the handle, the flight stick attached to them all and I had hold of it with all my might. I had a curious feeling, my mind flashed back two days to D. Debra Hamilton. In that single moment, just before Tawny turned her back to me, placed her hands on the edge of the sink and arched her back so her ass created a bulge in the back of her green robe, I felt both what D. Debra Hamilton felt using me and what I felt being used, what Tawny must be feeling. Or at least, till she did as I commanded, what she was thinking about feeling. In that moment I felt both sensations, the master and the slave and both emotional sensations in my skin, I was both. How fucking weird is that?
Then my sister Tawny turned her back to me and popped her ass out at me, making it a distinct, provocative movement. It felt like a dare, a dare for me to do something. I flowed in behind her, hands smoothing along her waist, encircling her. I kissed the side of her neck and she giggled, squirming inside the loop of my arms. I kissed her neck up through the strands of her blond hair to her ear. "I am going to have you now. Again." I said softly. I pressed my now perfectly hard cock into her arched ass.
Tawny suspired, her breath hissing out of her like steam out of a pressure cooker. She turned her head, twisting impossibly around to present me with her sexy mouth. "You're serious?" She said, a fringe of wonder in her tone.
I kissed her, softly on the lips. "I am." I backed away then kissed her again. "Serious." I kissed her again. I repeated the motion several times till her mouth responded. The next pass, the kiss became serious and right now. She tried to twist in my arms but I held her tight and her body was wrenched in my grasp as she turned her head to make more out of the kiss. When her lips released me, I stepped back. She made to turn to face me but I held her, twisting her face away from me once more with my hands on her shoulders. When I felt her relax in this pose against the cabinet, I moved my fingers up the the collar of the robe. I pulled back. Tawny untied the sash and the robe peeled back over her bare shoulders.
It seemed strange to me that she did not wear a shirt or Tee or something but finding her nude under the robe only served to inflame my growing passion. Her back creased down the spine, bending her shoulders back so I cold remove the robe. Her arms dangled down her back like loose hawsers on a docked ship. The robe settled down her arms and I withdrew it from her hands and draped it over one arm. Tawny put her hands back on the counter and assumed her pose once more, her ass cocked back at me. All she wore were panties, not even a thong, just plain, white, cotton panties that showed her bronze skin under the white so her ass somehow seemed both bronze and white at the same time. I dropped the robe.
"Oh god." Dalia said from behind me.
I placed my hands on Tawny's whitish hips when I heard Georgia on the stairs. My back itched, as it had yesterday when I actually was planted deep inside Tawny and they were behind me. Now, now I was contemplating it and it felt like I was running my hands over a sculpture in a museum, a nude that is, of a woman I mean—and I was waiting for alarms to go off leading to me being cuffed and hauled off to perverts prison.
"I need to go to the store if we are going to have the menu right tomorrow. It will be a madhouse. Sonny do you...oh." Georgia's voice stumbled to a halt, like some ninja had popped her in the Adam's apple. Well, she doesn't have one of those so, in the throat, you know what I mean. "Oh." She said again, cleared her throat. "Don't let me interfere."
I did not hear her move. Tawny's skin just above the line of her panties seemed to sizzle. My eyes were fixed on her hair, tousled down her back. I was thinking about her neck, about marking her, kissing her hard till she squealed.
"Fuck her." Dalia said behind me. "We, we want to see you, see you do her."
I felt like a circus act. Strangely, that made my cock swell another half size, testimony in favor of perverts prison, perhaps. It felt like it was about to grow right through the skin. I quit hesitating and slipped my hands up Tawny's sides then down under the cotton briefs.
"Ooohhh." Tawny sighed.
I skimmed her panties down her hips, down to the tops of her lovely bare legs. She shivered. I shivered. Once more, not cold. I got them down her thighs but had to squat to get them all the way off. When I stood next, Tawny was leaning on the counter, nude.
"Fuck me." Dalia mumbled.
I heard the thwack of a smack behind me. "We agreed." Georgia snarled.
"Hey, quit it, I didn't mean it like that." Dalia's voice had all the whine of an earlier time, when we were much younger.
Tawny stood with her ass poked out behind her, her head bowed below her shoulders, waiting.
"Dalia, like this? This pose?" I said, using up all my control to keep the shakes out of my speaking voice, my outside voice.
"No. No!" Dalia said, sounding surprised at herself for talking. "You know, bent over the counter, laying down with you behind her?" Her inflection made it a question, like she was asking a musician to play her favorite song.
"What the fuck?" Georgia muttered.
I did not hesitate, however. I ran my hands down Tawny's upper arms to her elbows and pulled her backwards, righting her then pulled her arms behind her back. She is so limber I think I could have tied a granny knot with them and she would not have been uncomfortable. I maneuvered her over to the counter, now clear of the waffle maker and everything else. I positioned Tawny beside it and then pressed at her arms. She bent over it lay down. She flinched as her naked body encountered the counter top.
"Ooo, cold!" She said, then snickered.
I released her arms and she immediately reached over her head and gripped far edge of the counter. I ran my hands down the arch of her hips to the plank-like planes of her flanks. I eased both thumbs back up the crease of her ass and pulled her hips forcefully apart. Tawny grunted and arched her ass till her pussy appeared between her perfect ass cheeks. When I touched a thumb to her pink, lower lips, she jerked and groaned, "Oh god."
"Jesus." Georgia mumbled.
Georgia's presence made me shiver, an inner motion that I could not explain but which I strongly suspected (or hoped) would ease once I had female pussy well wrapped around my cock. I shucked my trousers down and my cock dropped down like a folding ironing board in a cheap motel putting on airs. I instinctively leaned forwards and touched Tawny's ass with the tip. I was damp, dripping even and I left a glistening streak across the arch of her butt.
"Oh god." Tawny moaned.
"Oh god." Dalia moaned.
"Fuck me." Georgia growled.
I did not take Georgia's words as anything but exposition, not a command at all. I bent my knees and let my cock slid down the crease of Tawny's ass. The sensation was sensational, like a sensual echo that reverberated in my body, flashing through me and glancing off whatever part of me it encountered. I crouched a little further and touched my cock to her pussy.
"Her hands." Dalia panted behind me. "Hold her hands behind her back. You know, cross her wrists."
For a moment I thought I would turn and look at my sister but decided if I did that I'd start laughing and that would ruin the feel of the moment. I had one of those disconnected "what the fuck is going on here?" moments, but I did not want to break this spell and ruin Dalia's fantasy. So I focused on Tawny. I pushed my cock head inside my sister as I bent forward over her bare back to retrieve her arms. She was compliant and when I pulled her arms behind her, she compiled easily, her hands behind her back, laying on the small of it just above her bent ass. She pressed back at me and I took the hint and pulled on her arms. I pulled my sister back onto my cock. I sank into her like the proverbial hot knife through butter. Her body clinched and she moaned as I penetrated her.
"Ah, ah, ah," she chanted to some music I could not hear.
I pulled back and pressed forward again. My cock slipped into her fine sheath till I was pressing my body against her buoyant ass. I was planted deep inside my sister. The pleasure of it robbed me of my reason. I grasped her by the waist, releasing her hands and began to hammer into her. My orgasm was racing towards me and I wanted to return to her some of the pleasure she was giving me.
I failed. About the fifth or sixth complete cycle of cock into pussy I erupted. I grunted and groaned and ground my cock deep into Tawny from behind. She shuddered and twitched her ass back and forth as I poured cum into her. When I was done, I tried to stand but was so lightheaded I could not find my balance. When the world snapped back into shape, I managed to stand up straight and shuffle off to Buffalo, pulling my cock out of my sister. Tawny lay supine on the counter, her head turned toward the sink, covered with her hair. Her ass dropped and her pussy disappeared. When she released her pose, a streak of fluid appeared on the inside curve of one thigh and streaked all the way to her knee, stopping there and proceeding no further. Tawny did not move. I stared at the racing stripe on her leg.
"So?" Georgia said after a minute or so of damp silence. "Will you go to the store with me, Sonny?"
I almost turned around and pointed my glistening member at my other two sisters. If I had I would have fallen flat on my face because my pants were still around my ankles. I bent and pulled briefs and slacks up my legs. "Let me clean up." I said, consciously thinking of wrapping presents. Christmas had arrived for me.
"No. Don't. I want to watch people get a whiff of pussy on you in the store. That should be a hoot. Let's go before the shelves are empty." Georgia always had that slender element of "fuck you" in her various delights. Perhaps it is being the eldest of several, that willingness to tempt fate.
I got myself together and then followed Georgia out to her car, not Mom's, like a lap dog going for a walk to take a little pee. I got into the car and we drove to the store in silence. It was not a strained silence and oddly enough I decided that Dalia had been right. Giving Georgia an unimpeded view of me fucking her sister seemed to have calmed her. Dalia was so smart. Maybe I inherited my smarts from her. No, that is not how genetics works, is it?
We shopped, my sister Georgia and I. By the time we took our place in line half way back to the fish department, we were snickering and laughing and making fun of other people in the store to such a degree that people were looking at us like we were dualing with farts or something. Happy people in public make other people suspicious. In my case, they should have been. The old bats and their MILF daughters needed to look out for me or I would do their daughters and then come back to help myself to a little MILF for dessert. When I said something to that effect to Georgia, she guffawed so hard I thought she was going to tear something.
Her sniff gambit worked wonders. I had sidled up beside this hot chick looking over the turkeys and kept nudging her, reaching around and past her till she hesitated, sniffed and then looked at me askance. She stood back, staring at me like, well, like she could smell pussy on me. I repeated the performance several times for Georgia's benefit and she was so delighted, she hugged me once, pressing her vast breasts against me. I thought she was going to kiss me right there in the store. My cock was certainly hopeful. But no, we remained brother and sister to the world though I felt her vibrating excitement at her every touch.
We got checked out and stowed the prenatal feast in the car and drove home.
Georgia drove into the garage and closed the door immediately but she did not get out of the car. Finally she looked over at me. "Sonny, you have something special. I don't, I don't know what it is, but it is special. You can fuck a woman and the only thing she thinks is that she was happy to accommodate you and then she wonders if you'll ever enter her again. That is rare and I, I don't understand it. Tawny told us about, uh, about the MILF list, abut Mom, all of it. I get it. Why you let me dangle, twisting in the wind. You, you had lots of pussy on your mind and a commitment to your friends to make it, er, to complete it. I get it."
I must have said a lot more the other night to Tawny than I remembered, which was almost nothing. All I remembered was talking and every time I inhaled too rambunctiously I got a clear whiff of D. Debra Hamilton in my nose, her pussy that I had recently had my tongue inside I mean, not her perfume. I remembered that distracting state of affairs distinctly. Of the words, the words I spoke, the rest of it was like I had read it from a script but remembered nothing. In retrospect, I thought I had told everything that first night, when we all confessed stuff but apparently either they did not listen or I left out a lot of stuff. My pussy doused confession to Tawny apparently made a much more profound impression on my sisters. How could I expect them to remember it all or take it all in when I could not grasp it all at once, consistently or totally? After all, I had just insisted that I thought I was the last child our mother had seduced and that she had rode of into the Chinese sunset astride a monster cock. Who can blame them if the rest of sort of ran together.
"We, I, Tawny, we all three, we want it too. You know, airtight. Like Mom. Like the MILFs."
Holy shit, I thought, what did I say to Tawny? I certainly did not remember getting that specific.
"I wanted Dalia to ask you but, well, I am. Asking I mean. Tawny dressed us down pretty good the other day for treating you like a piece of meat, particularly when you were in love. I am sorry about Deedee Hamilton, Sonny. She is such a slut. Even when I knew her she was always looking for a new ride. I am pretty sure she fucked to get out of high school and almost certainly to get into college. I bet her grades are mostly indicative of the times she has been on her back and not test scores. Still scoring I suppose but still. She'll surely break your heart so, uh, I think it is good that you have us, can have us I mean, to uh, you know, distract, relieve the pressure..."
My sister floundered and I let her. I heard her scorn for Ms. Hamilton and ignored it; you are no dummy if you are an engineer and from what I witnessed of her, Deedee Hamilton was doing fine. I sat staring out the windshield of the car, not daring to turn my head. I was full of the longing for D. Debra Hamilton and my cock got hard as I thought about the feel of her ass in my hands as I ran the tip of my tongue gently up her cleft. I loved how her hips clinched and twitched as I tasted her. I remembered her voice, silken like her pussy and urgent, demanding but appreciative and encouraging. My cock got really hard. I think I blacked out.
When I roused again from my trance, I was alone, the door to the backseat was open, the kitchen door was open and half the stuff was gone. I looked around sheepishly, wondering what happened to Georgia while I disappeared into my pussy dreams.
I finished hauling bags into the house and then retired to my room to wrap presents. I found I had gone a little nuts with the whole gift buying thing. I think being flush for the first time in my life sort of went to my head, the big head. I had way too much stuff and did not want to wrap it all but saw no way to escape so I did. I had to borrow paper from my sisters to finish. My packages looked like they had been wrapped by a one-armed blind man. No, he would do that better than I would. Shit. I suck at that shit. I had so much stuff because I bought something nice for all of the MILFs and doubled up on my blisters to make up for Mom's absence.



Much as I hated the whole thing, I discovered on that Christmas that I could buy clothes for women. Only the blouse I bought for D. Debra Hamilton was too small. She laughed pleasantly when she opened it and told me I was so sweet but her tits would never fit in that blouse. All the other stuff, mostly clothes, fit the women perfectly and what's more, they all loved it. Turns out I do have a super power that does not involve penetration.
When I emerged from my room, smells of baking lay like a fog in the house. I made three trips down to the Christmas tree. I pondered leaving presents for MILFs under the tree but decided the cat, er pussy, was out of the bag now and it would be fun to tweak their noses with the obvious notice that there was a plethora of other pussy out there for me to penetrate. Perhaps that would contain my sister's enthusiasm for ordering me around. I dreaded dealing with that tendency directly. Well, to be perfectly honest, I dreaded everything up to the point where I tied them up and took the belt to their ass and fucked them. I liked that idea. A sister bound and gagged while I administered a little pain to her ass just before planting the flag. I got confused about whether I wanted to do this with a sister watching or not. I thought about starting with a MILF and wondered if I could wiggle Mrs. Wills out of her son's clutches long enough to make an example of her. She would love it. My sisters might appreciate the dry run, er, test run? Test run. I had a flash of a stripped black woman and found I was less sure about Mrs. Honeywell. She might not appreciate her status as slut in my control being exposed to my sister's. I wondered what she would think about watching me fuck one of my sisters? Hmm. A distracting thought.
I was carrying gifts with a hardon which made me walk funny when I had that thought and realized I had basically exposed the MILF list to the good graces of my sisters. The MAD policy was still in place; that is mutually assured destruction, not mothers against drunk driving. However, the MILFs might not feel so sanguine about this, nor, for that matter, would my sisters like to be exposed to that sort of general public knowledge. I was carrying the last load down as my sisters trooped out of the kitchen, all smudged with flour and adorned with sugar. They were a mess.
The gifts stuffed in one place under the tree, towards the back so their untidy appearance sullied Christmas picture the least, I stood up and regarded my sisters with a guilty grin and one very hard cock. "Merry Christmas!" I said as heartily as I could with so little blood in my head. I did pretty well.
They responded with a "Merry Christmas, Sonny," of their own, which I appreciated. But then they just stared at me.
"What?" I said, teasing. Only Tawny wasn't staring directly at my tented crotch. She was licking her lips however. Her hair was pinned up but looked like a rat's nest. God it was sexy. She had that dishabille that made her look lusty and vulnerable at the same time. "What?" I asked again, wanting an answer.
"I think," Dalia started, "uh, that we should all open a present, you know, tonight. On Christmas Eve." Her eyes left my crotch and found my eyes. They were terribly expressive and I was terribly dense. I had no idea what she was thinking.
"Me first." I said jovially, as though that would fly.
"I am the oldest, I go first." Georgia insisted.
When Dalia nodded and said, "Eldest first." I knew she had something in mind.
"Let's eat first." I said. My sisters all groaned. They had been cooking all afternoon and now it was getting dark, they were tapped out. The first of the various caroling groups could be heard in the distance. We agreed to eat. They had made hot cider they would offer to the carolers as Mom did each year. We fixed grilled cheese, greeted two or three groups of carolers with cider till we ran out. We sat down in the living room to watch TV, and caught the tenth reairing of "White Christmas".
Finally, Dalia turned off the TV. "Time to open presents."
"One present each." Georgia added. "Me first." She selected something from under the tree with her name on it and tore it open. She squealed. It was some kind of perfume or some other dainty thing. Dalia followed suit and then Tawny. I got up to head for the tree but Tawny spoke up.
"I think we should all tell our fondest Christmas wish." She said, a glint in her eyes.
Dalia looked daggers at her but then her face changed to approval. Whatever ESP they exchanged I missed it entirely.
"Me first," Georgia said.
"I haven't opened my present yet." I said. It came out an embarrassing whine. No one paid any attention. Georgia went to get rum-spiked eggnog.
"Sit down. We should have done this first." Tawny said. She never gave me orders but always acted the sweet young thing. I was daunted and sat down. I confess I was thinking of having a little Christmas Eve poke so my cock was tenting my pants. I rather made a show of it, making no effort to bend it out of its holiday stance, and I must say, into a more comfortable position.
We toasted with the eggnog. Then Georgia asked for world peace and Dalia asked for our Mother to be safe and happy in far away China or Hong Kong or wherever. We all toasted and had to get refills.
It was Tawny's turn. She stared at the beautiful tree and took a sip. "I have always dreamed of having great sex on Christmas Eve and on Christmas morning. You know, a Christmas orgasm. Or two or three." She turned her eyes to me, they were shining and wide and I must say, very inviting. We all toasted to the Christmas orgasm.
It was my turn. I thought of just saying "fucking my three sisters" but thought that might upset this detente they had negotiated so I was a bit stuck. I wanted to say just the right thing to match the mood, particularly Tawny's since I was pretty sure we had the same idea but she got to say it first, I had to be original. Then I had it.
"I always dreamed of being in love on Christmas Eve and getting to kiss my girl under the mistletoe." I said. I got the 'ahs' and 'ohs' I anticipated. The mood was left perfectly intact with a little Christmas goose that increased it. We all drank. "Now, can I open my present?"
Dalia looked over at Tawny and said in a husky voice that sounded exactly like Mom. "Yes, I think you should open your favorite Christmas present." She stared at Tawny till Tawny and Georgia both noticed and Tawny blushed. Dalia's meaning was clear to everyone. Now I understood why she insisted I go last.
"Oh." I mumbled. "Oh!" The possibilities began to dance around in my head.
Georgia was looking back and forth between Dalia and Tawny with a puzzled but curious look in her face. She hated being left out. Tawny and Dalia used to act like they had a secret and it would always make Nova cry when they refused to tell. She'd go to Mom and insist she make them tell her their secret and Mom would make it a teachable moment. Nova often retaliated later, bloodying Dalia's nose one time. "What are you two thinking?" Sometimes the woman could be utterly daft.
Dalia leaned off the chair where she was sitting and whispered into Georgia's ear for a second. Her green eyes got huge and she put a hand over her mouth. Then she looked at Dalia and nodded enthusiastically.
"So? Sonny, it is finally your turn, you know, to pick the present you want to unwrap." Dalia said, her voice low and sultry.
I turned my eyes towards Tawny, sweeping the room like a lighthouse beacon. I made a grand gesture of pointing towards her. "I want that one unwrapped." I said grandly. I looked at Dalia. She just nodded.
"I think we should unwrap it for you, Georgia and I. Okay?" The last was for both Tawny and me. I nodded and Tawny gulped then nodded.
I had the distinct feeling that there was more in store for dear Tawny then just being stripped by her sisters. I had high hopes. The only more perfect thing would have been if D. Debra Hamilton was sitting on the couch with me salivating at the thought of Tawny fucking me, but that was so far beyond the realm of conception, it seemed like a genuine fantasy.
"Okay. Present, stand up." Dalia uncurled from her chair and got to her feet, staring expectantly down at Tawny. Tawny stared back, licking her lips and sitting so still it seemed like she was hoping no one would notice her. Georgia scrambled to her feet from the place where she sat on the floor. She pushed the coffee table before me towards the Christmas tree. She turned on the gas fireplace and the glow of the light and warmth suffused us.
When everyone else was still and waiting, Tawny got regally to her feet. She had been sitting on the other end of the couch from me. She rose and turned to face me. Her curtsy was sexy and mocking at the same time. This whole thing felt like a fairy tale, a pea balanced on the back of a spoon that would roll off and ruin the picture if any of us made the wrong move. Tawny moved over to stand in front of me.
"I am your present, Sonny?" Her voice made the sentence a question.
Dalia moved over beside her and boldly cupped her hand under Tawny's breast. "You want us to unwrap her for you, Sonny?"
Tawny's eyes were wide, almost bulging. Dalia's hand on her breast massaged it through bra and blouse.
Georgia watched her sisters and finally the whole thing penetrated her imagination. Georgia was famously literal, so much so Dalia used to call her a faux-blond just to piss her off, which was never that difficult. Dalia thought it gauche to anger her sister the same way twice. Georgia moved over to Tawny and delicately unpinned her blond hair and finger-combed it into some semblance of order. She gathered Tawny's hair and moved it away from her neck. It revealed a large hickey on her neck.
"Well?" Dalia asked, teasing out the moment. "Is this the one. Do you want our help unwrapping it?"
I found my mouth cotton-dry. Too much eggnog. I nodded. "Georgia, my mouth is dry, would you get me something to drink?" Thinking water would be nice.
She looked at me trying to see if I was jerking her chain but then realizing it was important to our little immorality play that I have a wet whistle, she disappeared into the kitchen. Dalia moved around in front of Tawny.
"Can't see." I said, too loudly.
Dalia moved around behind my blond sister. Georgia returned with a tumbler of amber liquid. Brandy. Not really what I had in mind but it turned out that Georgia knew her liquids. After the second sip the cottonmouth was gone.
Dalia smoothed her hands down Tawny's arms, till they hung to her sides. Tawny wore a long-sleeved blouse, a dappled, smeared blur of blue, white, black and purple with startling sparkles of yellow. Dalia's white hands found the top button and released it. Tawny closed her eyes, a gasp rattling past her teeth. Another button and Tawny held her breath. Another button and her cleavage appeared, shaped by the bra. Another and the blouse parted over her breasts, showing the bra cups and the curved slopes of her chest. Another and Dalia pulled it to the sides and the last two left it hanging from her shoulders. Tawny's eyes were closed, her breasts heaved up and down; she panted, constantly licking her lips. Dalia released her bra and Georgia helped her remove it, taking it down off her arms and away out of my sight and consciousness.
"Oh god." Tawny breathed, her eyes opened, shining with arousal and lust. "Oh god, you guys." Her fingers twinkled at her sides. Her bare breasts shifted and swayed, her heavy breathing giving them motion that demanded attention. Dalia bent and fit her lips over the tip of one breast. "Oh, oh, oh my god, Dally." Dalia fit her lips tightly onto the breast and as though her sucking caused it, Tawny's eyes closed. She shivered. Dalia's hand found Georgia's elbow and tugged at it. Georgia's eyes went wide again but she nodded to herself and bent before her sister and sucked on the other breast. Dalia's black hair and Georgia's orange-red hair obscured Tawny. She looked like she was in the midst of an old fashion fan dance. Her sisters were clearly fans!
"Oh my fucking god!" Tawny moaned. She exuded effort, expended presumably at standing so still while being so overtly aroused. "Merry Christmas to me." She sighed. "Oh, oh yes, like that. Oh my god, yes. Like that."
I wondered at her calm when she had seemed so unsure of sharing herself with another woman. I shrugged. Women were mysteries, apparently even to themselves.
As though working from practiced choreography, Dalia and Georgia both put a hand on Tawny's ass. Her hips pulsed forward, outlined by the tight jeans, bumping in that pleasing passion-infused motion that meant only one thing, at least to me. Dalia, her mouth working at Tawny's breast, found the button on her slacks, released it, and with Georgia, worked them down their sister's hips. Her hips and thighs came into view. Something about the unwrapping of a woman like this made my head throb, all of them. When her jeans were to her knees, her sisters' hands returned to her waist and pulled at the string of her thong and drew it down. Both sisters moved to the side to let the revelation of her pussy appear to me. Together they drew it down while they each kissed and sucked Tawny's breasts.
Above them, Tawny's eyes opened, glazed and slitted with passion. "Oh god, I never. You cannot imagine." Together, her sisters removed jeans and thong. Tawny stood before me utterly and completely nude, swaying with the sensations slashing at her inside and out. Dalia got behind her and pulled her hair back from her neck. Tawny was half a head taller than Dalia so Dalia's lips touched her where her neck flowed into her shoulders. Dalia kissed up the arch of her back to the long neck, touching the bruise I left there yesterday.
"Oh god, Dally. Oh my god, no, please. I can't be...oh don't, don't stop." Tawny's voice sizzled with passion.
Dalia's lips continued to feather up and down Tawny's neck. She moved to the other side, moving the blond hair to show the clear neck. She fastened on it and sucked hard. Tawny's hips jerked, twitching forward. Tawny bent her head to the side, exposing herself more fully to her sister's mouth. For a long minute, Dalia bruised her sister, pulling back at last to look at the new mark on Tawny's neck. Her hands appeared on Tawny's hips and then rose over her stomach till each was under a breast. Dalia turned each hand and fit them underneath Tawny's breasts.
Looking directly at me, Dalia muttered, "Nova, time to taste little sister. She, she needs to be nice and wet when your brother opens her up, don't you think?"
I glanced away from Dalia's hypnotic eyes and found Georgia was staring at Tawny. Tawny met Georgia's eyes and then closed hers and waited.
"Fuck a duck." Georgia growled. She got heavily to her knees and then moved in front of her sister. She placed each hand on the arch of Tawny's perfect calves. Tawny groaned and opened her eyes. She looked down her nude body at her fully clothed sister. Georgia sat on her heels and ran her hands up and down Tawny's slim legs, going higher and higher each time. She moved so fast, like she was striping water off of the woman's body. I was going to tell her to slow down but then her hands rose to Tawny's ass and halted. Dalia's hands gripped Tawny's breasts and pulled the nude woman back into her, leaning her back at the same time Georgia's hands squeezed her ass. Tawny grunted and groaned. Her hips jerked and then popped up and out. Her pussy appeared between her legs. Tawny shifted a foot wider, a clear invitation. Georgia rose up and her head covered her action, her main of wild red hair blocking out what she did to her sister.
Tawny moaned, watching her sister below her. Georgia did something and Tawny squealed and her hips pumped once, hard. Her head tilted back laying onto Dalia's supportive shoulder. Her hands rose beside her head, her eyes closed. Below, Georgia's mouth at Tawny's pussy slurped loudly in the still room. Dalia massaged Tawny's breasts. Georgia licked and kissed at Tawny's pussy. Finally, Tawny's knees buckled. Dalia held her upright. They wobbled together, while Georgia held onto Tawny's ass, eating her as best she could from that position, which was pretty good. Tawny writhed, hissing and sucking air over her teeth while her hips pulsed against Georgia's face.
I unbuckled my belt and pulled pants and briefs down my legs. I pulled off my polo shirt and kicked off my shoes. Moments later I sat in the center of the couch, naked.
"Oh, oh, oh! Oh my great Cesar's ghost!" Tawny shivered and one leg went completely limp. Dalia had to slip an arm around her waist to hold her up right. Dalia grunted. "Sonny, time to open your present." Georgia pulled back and crawled to the side. Tawny struggle to stand, her eyes bleary with passion. When she regained strength enough to stand, Dalia let a hand drift between her legs and she touched a finger to Tawny's pussy.
Tawny stiffened then arched her back, opening herself to her sister's fingers. Dalia slipped one then two fingers inside Tawny's pussy. She worked at it for a few moments till Tawny stiffened and twitched. "Did you come little sister?" Dalia whispered.
"Yes. A little. Oh god, please."
"Please what?"
"Let him fuck me. I want to feel him inside me."
"You are his present." Dalia said. "You must tell us what you want to give him."
Tawny's eyes flickered. For a moment I thought she would object to her older sister teasing her, directing her in our little tableau of sexual celebration. She then bent her head forward, looking down her naked body. "I want to kneel over him." She whispered.
"Yes?" Dalia hissed, clear aroused by what she was witnessing.
"I want to hold his cock and sit down on him." Tawny said, still whispering.
"Yes?" Dalia continued prompting.
"I want to sink down onto his cock, taking him side of me. Oh Christ, I want to feel his cock inside of me, piercing me, filling me. I think, I think I can come with him inside me. Oh god, what have you done to me? I want his cock inside of me!"
Dalia smiled. She nodded. "And if you have that, what will you do for him?" Dalia pressed.
"Oh, anything. I swear it. Anything. I just want to feel him inside of me!"
Dalia released the aroused woman so abruptly, Tawny tottered and sought her balance. Regained, she stood before me, nude and shaking with desire. She moved immediately, stepping through the distance that separated us. She placed one knee on one side of my bare legs and the other on the other. She shuffled forward, her tits bobbing right before my eyes. With one hand on my bare shoulder, she found my cock with the other. I slumped towards her. When the tip of my cock contacted her pussy lips, swollen, slick with anticipation, and open, I squeaked and I am sure the hair on my head all stood up on end like I was being electrocuted. She sank down onto me, filling herself with my cock. She slid all the way down and then ground herself onto me. She held still. One hand balanced us on the back of the couch and the other moved between us to lift a breast to my lips. I sucked on it. Tawny jerked, her whole body twanging with excitement.
"Christmas cock." She breathed, shifting her hips back and forth. "God but I love Christmas Cock!" She ground her body onto me. The pleasure shot through me. She bent down over me and kissed me, tipping my head back with both hands. Her mouth was luscious and lush, her tongue lashed me, probing past my teeth, thrusting into my mouth, painting my palate with it. She groaned and proceeded to ride me. Her hips rolled up and back, taking me inside of her then pulling away till just a third or so of my cock remained hooked inside of her. She'd rock forward, ramming herself down onto me, hard. She broke away from my lips, lifting her chin and hissing. Her hips began to throb and bunch with energy unleashed.



"Holy Christ." Georgia swore. "I never saw anything like that."
"Oh my, me neither." Dalia responded.
Their quiet, awed voices ignited Tawny. She grunted, her hips bumping and rolling faster and faster till she screamed. She gripped the back of my head and mashed my face between her breasts. For a brutal moment I could not breath just as my cock began to swell and the orgasm threatened to overwhelm me. My hands had been planted on the couch till then while my sister fucked me. I finally joined her in our Christmas Eve fuck.
I grasped her ass and began to accent her grinding hips, ramming her harder onto my cock each time she thrust forward. A moment later, she came again. Her body lurching and bucking as the full-blown orgasm tore into her and through her. Her hands were claws on my shoulders as she rode me. Then I felt her pussy seize me. My orgasm roared up and out of me. I fountained into my gasping, panting sister. Tawny felt me start to erupt and that set her off on a cascading torrent of orgasmic pleasure. She bucked, she twisted, she heaved while I gripped her ass with both hands and filled her with cum.
We finished together, both losing conscious control of our bodies at the same time. She sloughed to the side and I relaxed. Suddenly my cock slipped out of her because I was no longer tense beneath her.
"Oh sweet stars in the sky," she sighed. "Merry Christmas to me."
"Yeah," I groaned, studying the twisted lines of her bareback, focusing or a moment on the pleasant sensation of her breast crushed against my chest. "Merry Christmas, sister."
"And to you, my fucking brother." She giggled. "God, I love it. Forgive me for saying so but I love fucking you, Sonny. I love the feel of your cock far up inside of me. I want more. More!" She struggled to sit up and in doing so she lost my cock entirely. She looked down on me, a mixture of affection and lust in her eyes. She kissed me. "Well, what did you think?"
Nothing.
Tawny twisted around and looked over her shoulder. "Where did they go?"
At that perfect moment, as though in answer, we heard a shriek from upstairs.
Tawny giggled and turned back to me. "What do you think? Dildo or tongue? Vibrator or fingers?"
"Who cares. Let's shower and try this again. We need more practice if we are ever going to get it right."
She giggled again and crawled off of me. She padded up stairs. Rather than leave the mess of clothing and glasses, I cleaned up a bit. It made for a better scene for a nice Christmas morning. I started the dishwasher and put the living room in some order, picked up our clothes and went up to join my sister in our mother's bedroom, all while I was nude as a jaybird. I'd have scared Santa Claus shitless.
Tawny was just emerging from the shower. "I lost you."
"You wanted a Christmas fuck in the shower? I was just cleaning up. I shut down the heat and cracked a window to get the smell of pussy out of the Christmas tree."
"It might be freezing tomorrow morning. They said it might snow. Wouldn't that be prefect? Ever had sex in the snow?"
I admitted I had not. I left her to shower without her help, which I found I could still do. That and all the other hygiene matters dealt with, I emerged into the bedroom to find it utterly dark. I found my naked way to the bed, chilling on the way. I slid between the covers and found Tawny warm and waiting.
"Ooo, you're cold."
"I am. Warm me up?"
She cooed and pulled me into her arms. "Oh Sonny, what have we done?" Her voice was small and thin. "Can we ever go back to the way things were?"
"Do you want to?" I asked. I felt her shake her head, or took it for that. Something about her reflection made me hard, or maybe it was the clutch of her naked body winding around mine. She felt my cock growing between us.
"Oh Sonny, again? Not complaining. Never. Enter me again. Put it in me again, please." She extricated herself from me, rolling onto her back and pulling me urgently between her open legs. She seemed to be immediately aroused. When my cock slipped inside, she was hot, wet, and ready.
"Oh yes!" She growled. "Christmas cock!" She groaned as I penetrated deeply into her pussy. I rose on my hands over her in the dark. Her legs lifted and she pumped her hips up at me, seating me firmly inside her body. "I love this, Sonny. Fuck me! Please, make it happen again!"
I tried my best four or five times. Tawny never answered me once with anything approximating English. Just groans and moans and cooing punctuated with her hands pulling me down into her and moving me around as she ground up at me. My hands found her ass and after an extended indulgence, I came inside of her again. Her body reacted with passion and then we both lapsed into lassitude. She groaned and we rolled apart. I came awake as she cleaned up in the bath and then cleaned me with a warm wash cloth. "For in the morning," she whispered as she cleaned me, ending with a brief suck and kiss on the head of my cock. He was getting firm when she left but I fell into a pit of sleep before she turned out the light and returned to bed.
I woke in the wee hours of the morning, it was still dark but not that inky blackness of severe night, but the midnight blue of the pending dawn. When I entered Tawny, she moaned and shifted to accommodate me. I slid into her. She was taut and resisted the penetration for a moment, slick but not yet relaxed. Her body shifted under me and her legs opened. "Merry Christmas." I whispered in her ear.
Tawny groaned as I slammed down into her body. She shook into a quick little orgasm and then I was coming in her. I was amazed at the quick release. We sagged into sleep again and I woke next in full white light. I was alone in bed. The toilet flushed and Tawny appeared with a damp cloth. "You are awake. Rats. I was going to clean you off and blow you, wake you with a blow job for Christmas.
"If being awake is a problem I am sure I can get to sleep again, or maybe not. That particular sugar plum dancing in my head might keep me awake."
She giggled and then went over the window and pulled the curtains apart. "Oh, Sonny, it snowed. Come look!" She squealed.
I rolled out of bed and looked over her shoulder, my now hard cock pressed against the small of her back. I slid an arm around her waist and cupped a breast. She nestled back into my arms. "Beautiful." I sighed, looking down between her breasts. She turned her head and managed to connect her lips to mine. I relaxed my hold on her and she turned in my arms, lips still pressed against mine. A hand found my cock and she bent it down till I felt her pussy lips on the end. She rose onto her tiptoes and took me inside of her. She put one hand on the back of my neck and levered herself up and onto my cock, I gripped her by the ass and lifted her up to get the angle right and then let her slide down my cock. I was deep inside her immediately.
"Oh lord, Sonny, that feels good! I love your cock inside of me, Sonny. I love it. I cannot believe how much pleasure I get from fucking my brother!" She shuddered and then she lifted her legs and all of her weight settled onto our connection of cock and pussy. I grunted and supported her ass. Her arms around my neck pulled and provided support as well. Tottering as I sought balance, I carried her to the bed and lay her gently down onto her back. She groaned and then lifted her legs and bound them around my waist.
"Fuck me, Sonny. Merry Fucking Christmas!"
I did. We did. My cock chose this time to be persistent and several times she came under me and demanded I stop hammering her. After the third or fourth orgasm, she scrambled out from under me and went into the bathroom. I followed, my piss hardon was uncomfortable and I needed to free up space to come. She wiped me off and then kissed my cock. "When you are done, come back to bed and I'll suck it for you." She giggled. "I, since I blew you that one morning...I have moments when I can feel your cock in my mouth, on my lips, pressed against the back of my throat as you came and I swoon and wish to feel your cock on my lips again." She rose up from her eye to eye position with my cock and kissed me long and gently on the mouth. Her bare body flowed against mine, pulsing with vibrant sexual energy.
After she left me, I pissed but it was neither easy nor fast. The negotiation between conflicting parts of my body took some time to resolve.
When I finally managed to empty my swollen bladder, I decided to take a quick shower. As I speculated, Tawny joined me. We cleaned each other thoroughly. Standing close together in the chill of the room contrasting with the heat of the shower she kissed me again. "God, Sonny, I feel like I could fuck you every day for a hundred years."
I almost objected but then found my senses and whispered into her wet ear, "only once a day?" She responded with a passionate kiss and she found my renewed cock and mounted me. I put her back against the wall and we fucked each other till it became clear neither of us could come in that position, in the cold. We vacated the shower and shivering, made for bed. I stopped and ran downstairs to close the window. A spray of snow was on the floor. I turned up the heat and scrambled back upstairs. The house was still quiet.
Shivering again, I snuggled into Tawny's warmth. It made her shiver but she pulled me tight and we were warm in no time. We went to sleep. I woke next when the door opened. I raised my head and looked to see who was there. Tawny was painted onto me, one leg over me with its heel hooked behind my knee.
"You two up? Its Christmas! Merry Christmas!" Dalia said sotto voce.
Tawny roused and looked at Dalia. She and I got up and the four of us had a wondrous breakfast that seemed to go on and on. We did gifts then. As I predicted, they all got a huge charge out of finding gifts for the MILFs on the list under our tree. They quizzed me about what I had gotten whom. They never would have guessed the nice little collar and chain I got for Mrs. Wills. That stop in the triple X store on Christmas Eve was weird because it was crowded. Or the bra with the cut out tips, red, for Mrs. Honeywell. Or the two pairs of crotchless panties for Kyla Clark—a pair that fit her and the other for Darlene. I got a very suggestive double headed dildo for Brent's Mom. I got just a card for Annie and the inscription, "call me," with its implied promise. Of course the card had a picture of a nude woman staring at a huge stallion, well, she was nude except for the cowboy boots and the red ribbon in her hair.
Once the mess from opening gifts was cleaned, we cooked, watched basketball and ate about one, again at three and seven. We were stuffed and in the North American way, not the Australian way. At six we called Mom and exchanged Christmas greetings. We were demure and restrained, nor did we inquire about her holiday nooky plans. Then we drank up the wine we had purchased with which to celebrate. When we went to bed that night, we were all intoxicated and exhausted. I went to sleep with my unconscious, half-dressed sister snoring on the bed beside me. I just left her and later in the night she woke, got undressed and joined me in bed, growling about leaving her out there to freeze her tits off. She snuggled till she was warm and then drifted off into a contented sleep. Outside, it continued to snow. What a fucking Christmas!
I woke in the middle of the night, well, about five. It was still dark, the winter solstice only recently passed. I was hard and awake all at once. I considered fucking Tawny but then thought of my other two sisters and wondered aloud, in a hushed whisper how I was going to trade Tawny for one of the others. The question tormented me till the day begin to approach, turning the comforting darkness into the gray of approaching dawn.
I dozed and woke to an empty bed. I roused, showered and padded downstairs to find the house empty. That felt odd and I felt vaguely guilty. I wanted breakfast but had to settle for an energy bar and a cup of coffee. It finally dawned on me that the rest of the world, or at least the US had to go on with life and my sisters were at work. I checked the garage and yes, Mom's car was gone. I had some urge that got me to the living room but I woke on the couch in the full afternoon sunshine to the sound of the doorbell. Wearing a sweatshirt and baggy pajama bottoms I padded to the door in a bleary haze and opened it. A cute little messenger in parka and black tights that showed the perfect lines of her legs.
"Buddy, up here." She growled when I did not bother to look up from those shapely, tight black legs. "You have a package. Er, an envelop. It requires a signature or I would never have disturbed you."
Her voice seeped past the sentinels of consciousness that turned away all outside stimulation and I lifted my eyes to the tablet she thrust in my direction. I took it and signed Elmer Fudd on the line. She looked at it and gave me a look.
"Really? Really?" She erased it and pushed it at me.
"Maybe you have the wrong house." I mumbled, amazed at how drunk I felt and how impossible that had to be.
"Are you Sonny Duncan?"
"How would I know? I think I am having an identity crisis."
"Happy New Year, buddy. Sign here. This is the address. You can sign for your Dad I am sure."
I grinned stupidly, then. "No, no I am Sonny Duncan or at least I was." I signed and got the name right. "Want my phone number?"
The girl squinted at the tablet and then nodded. She waited. "Well?" She said finally.
"What?"
"Your phone number?" Her eyes dropped my gaze and my cock grinned at her. Her eyes clicked back up to mine.
"Oh, right." I took the tablet back and wrote down my number.
"Better be right, buddy." She said grinning. "I know where you live."
I looked at her name tag. "I know your name, er, Shanna." A feeble volley.
"Thanks, guy." She smiled brightly then and patted my cock, fully erect and tenting my pj bottoms. "Have a nice day." She turned around and trotted off to her truck.
I was so surprised I just stood in the doorway freezing my ass off, holding the envelop. Finally the chill got to me and I backed into the house and closed the door. I squinted at the address label.
"Mr. Sonny Duncan." I said out loud. "That's me." I giggled. It was like I was high or drunk or concussed but my mind was clear, I was just acting, or I thought I was acting. It dawned on me I forgot to ask for her digits and, yes, that made me feel stupid. "Too much pussy. It is going to my head." I grunted. I laughed then, feeling as crazy as I must have sounded. "Impossible. Unicorns and too much pussy are just fairy tales. Fairy tails?" I change the spelling in my head and chortled. Fuck, what was wrong with me?
I turned to face the rest of the house and then looked at the package. "No return address. Hmmm." I staggered back to the couch and opened the package, stripping off the string at the top and reaching inside. I plopped onto the couch and pulled out the sheaf of papers. It had a cover letter.
"To whom it may concern, from client." I thought that was odd. I read further. "You are engaged to perform a talent search for [client]. You may obtain details on the process and methods to be used and how to submit your findings—from research duly performed—to the law office of..."
"Dewy, Chettum and Howe." I mumbled and giggled. I was clear-minded but it felt fun or at least funny to sag and mumble and let my mind wander.
"...Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline. Please present this Non-disclosure agreement to Mrs. Alissa Honeywell at said law office. You will receive instructions. Please do so prior to the end of January, 2011. Thank you for your discretion and interest in this project."
I sat staring at the cover letter for several minutes before I turned the page and went past it to the rest of the document. I read a lot of it before I glazed over. I stumbled upstairs to find my phone and was just about to call Alissa when it rang, in my hand while I held it. The sound spooked me and I jumped, flinching so hard I sprained my neck. It really hurt! I felt really stupid when I answered without seeing who was calling. It was worse when I realized I was trying to answer a text. Do you ever do that? I mistook an incoming text for an incoming call and answered, "Hello" to the text, which of course, did not respond. I looked at my phone and found the text staring back it me, all accusing and shit.
It was from Mrs. Wills.
"Sonny" it read, "Please come to my house right now. Please."
I grunted and got dressed. In my present state I was apparently extremely suggestible. Did not even decide to do what she asked, Laura called and I answered. That seemed all backwards to me at the time but I could not puzzle out the exact problem. I think I really came awake a few minutes away from the Wills house. I drove past and turned around so I could park on the street in front of their house. I staggered across the snow-covered lawn to the front door. I looked at the doorbell and decided to try the knob. It turned and I stepped inside. The house was silent. I did not know why I did not just ring the bell and wait for Laura to come open it, nor do I know now or did I know then why I went to the basement door and cracked it.
"Shit. I should have brought the present, presents." I muttered, glaring at the brightly lit Christmas tree, naked and forlorn. By this time, the sun was gone and snow had been falling for ten minutes or so. I hesitated at the basement door, debating with myself if I wanted to descend, like Orpheus into Hades. My infatuation with D. Debra Hamilton echoed in me, overlaid as it was with my recent incestuous tryst with my youngest sister. It was this confusion that stilled my hand. I took out my phone and looked at her text again. My cock was hard but I honestly could not tell which of the women inspired it, Deedee, Tawny, or the MILF Mrs. Wills. I certainly could not claim I was overdue or in any way lacking for a good orgasm. My best guess was that I had fucked well into my third decade in just the last few months using a statistical mean for average orgasms for a man of my position in life. I hoped "use it or lose it" was the rule when it came to the cock and that it was not like the old wooden pencil and got smaller with use. I had to laugh at myself as I opened the door to the basement wider, listening.
Then I heard the groan reverberating out of the basement. It was certainly not Laura Wills. I did recognize it, however. Annie Kingston was downstairs riding the rail and likely someone was riding her. Man she did like the toys! I imagined it was me behind her, ramming her full of cock and the door opened fully as if by magic, well, I opened it but without a conscious decision to do so. My feet moved, I descended down the stairs, almost creeping, still uncertain in myself that I wanted to be there or to do what my cock was obviously interested in doing. I did not consider disappointment to be possible. I should have.
Well, not disappointment but that is the rest of the story, knowing what was not there to be known. At the moment, when I got low enough to see into the chilly basement, I was deflated. I mean that entirely literally. The first thing I noticed was a tall angular kid pumping Laura Will's naked body. She was blindfolded, bound to the rail, moaning softly while the guy fucked her. While I watched, she shuddered through an obvious orgasm and then another and another, keening and moaning which left her panting and limp on the rack.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god." She moaned. Her voice had a tense clink in it, not the fulsome, effusive gurgling gratefulness of her orgasms with me and my friends. There was something else there, or perhaps I imagined it but it dampened my enthusiasm.



I took another step lower and there was Chris, balls deep in Annie and as if on cue, as if I arrived on the scene only to observe, she bucked into a thrashing, keening climax while Chris rode her, pounding her tight little body hard from behind. His exertions shifted the rail. The guy on the other end groaned and responded, popping the two women back and forth with staccato little jerks which precipitated another orgasm in Annie and another, with each succeeding one magnified beyond the scale of the last one. She seemed to be in the throes of an orgasmic frenzy that controlled her little body and made her strong and demanding while bound to the rail, utterly helpless. The rail jerked and clicked, making Laura twitch and sigh. Chris hammered Annie harder and harder and she responded with full-voiced grunts. Her body seemed to draw tenser and tenser with each release, rewinding and then snapping through the climax. She did not stop and Chris did not stop the progression, a strange voice did.
"Uh, Chris? Chris!" The voice called.
I flinched, my eyes fixed on the fucking couple below me, their utter focus on fucking and being fucked, on the orgasms and it was incredible. My cock returned with a throbbing vengeance.
"Chris! Hey, Chris!"
Chris froze. "What? What, goddammit, what?"
His snarl surprised me. It sounded feral but I noticed Annie shivered, her arms stretched over her head, elbows to her ears, her little ass bunched up between them. Chris had his hands on her waist and used her to accelerate his pummeling but the shifting rail below her was still, without the reverberation on the other end. He pulled back and eased into her once more and she groaned loudly, her head shook back and forth, showing me her covered eyes.
"Chris!" The voice said again.
My eyes did not leave Annie.
"What? What the fuck, Sean?" Chris finally looked up or opened his eyes or whatever because he looked back and up at me.
I glanced at the other end of the rail and found the naked guy pointing at me. Chris had seen him pointing and now he was looking at me.
"Hey Sonny." He said, overly casually. "Merry fucking Christmas. Want a go?" He pulled out of Annie and she objected, her voice tense, wordless, and demanding. The bitch loved to fuck.
I staggered down the stairs. My eyes flitting around trying not to stare any more. I could not help it. I was seeing Laura filled with a new cock and I had a sense of what that must be like for her. She was genuinely being used, fucked by a stranger while her son watched. The conflicting emotions must have boiled in her and, mixed with her obvious arousal, must have made for a very colorful climax. Her head lifted and she pointed her covered eyes at me.
"Sonny?" Her voice mewled at me. There was a plea in it but for the life of me I could not understand what she was pleading for. In my mind, she was getting exactly what she wanted.
"You're Sonny Duncan?" The guy planted in Laura Wills asked.
I nodded dumbly, my cock tenting my pants so obviously I could not hide it so I did not even try. The guy's eyes did a flicker glance to check out my package. He pulled out of Laura. I swear, I think I flinched when I saw his cock. It was long, crooked, and skinny but the head looked deformed. It was broad but irregular and brown, it reminded me of an Asian mushroom. It looked like the rabbi wasn't wearing his glasses or had too much holiday cheer or something because the usually neat bullet crown was no where to be seen. In its place as a more or less flat, irregular shape more like a shield, almost shaped like a little flower, so many curves did it have. My eyes took all this in with interest before flicking away, the same sort of inspection he had given me.
"I am Sean Favors. We've met but, I don't remember you. Sorry. I know we've met, though."
Sean Favors was a kid from high school who had gone away on a basketball scholarship. He and I never ran in the same social circles. "Not like this." I muttered. I looked at Chris. "What the fuck is going on here?"
Chris was staring at me and he looked suitably guilty. He didn't answer, though.
Sean did. "We're, uh, we're trading mothers." He blushed clear down to his bare nipples. It was so fast and so immediate I thought for a moment something was wrong with him. Then just like that it was gone. You'd think with that sort of exertion he'd have been red. His body was angular, but gaunt, broad shoulders, flat chest with a protruding sternum and lank stomach, haunches and legs and basketball white, like he never, ever went out into the sunshine. He did not look like an athlete but he could hit the three from anywhere on the circle. I remembered that from high school.
I regarded him for a moment, with his dripping, misshapen cock. "Trading mothers?" I looked at Chris and back again at the tall guy.
"I want to fuck my mom, Sonny. Chris, he said you'd help."
Chris regained control of himself, pulled his cock out of Annie and said, "Put your pants on and let's go have a beer."
"I have my pants on." I said, completely deadpan, which was easy because I was still not entirely awake...but I was getting there. Sammy would have been proud.
Chris rolled his eyes but still smiled. I had not lost my touch.
The tall guy did as instructed, pulled on a polo shirt while Chris did the same, dressing. Chris padded in stocking feet over to the stairs.
"Uh, what about, uh what about them?" Sean asked, staring at the two nude woman bound to the rail, neither of which were speaking but lay bent over their respective ends of the rail, fully compliant, panting still from their recent orgasms.
"They'll be fine. Wait, toss the blankets over them so they don't get cold. And the leggings and socks." Chris spoke with such casualness!
I waited while the two guys covered the nude woman and put on leggings and stockings so they didn't chill in the basement. Chris opened the vent overhead to put a little more warmth into the chill air and we all trudged upstairs.
Chris got us beers and we sat down in the living room. The silence was awkward. It was like I could feel the pussy emanating from downstairs. It was distracting.
When no one spoke, I pulled my mind's eyes off the two woman and looked at Chris. "So? What is this about?"
Chris grimaced, swallowed and spoke. "Sean, here, wants to fuck his mother. I told him you could help."
"Uh huh." I wanted to ask how all that came about but decided to keep my trap closed for the moment.
"See, its not like it sounds. We were on the plane back. Mom and dad had a big fight and so we came back Christmas morning rather than later in the week, just Mom and I, not Dad. Sean was on the plane and we traded seats to commiserate."
"Commiserate? About what?"
"Christmas was fucked. He got kicked out of school."
"I got kicked off the basketball team." Sean offered. "Lost my scholarship. I avoided coming home till Mom went to the Bahamas. Told her I had a girlfriend and I was meeting her parents. Mom huffed and puffed and went to the Bahamas."
"I found out his Christmas was fucked up and invited him home with us, you know for a little Christmas cheer."
"Uh huh." I said again, to let them know I was listening.
"We fucked Mom." Chris said. "Last night. All night." Then his eyes twitched. "What are you doing here, anyway? Just drop by?"
"Your mom sent me a text."
"It wasn't like that." Sean said. "We sat up drinking hot toddies and Chris said he could get the neighbor lady to come fuck us."
"Annie." Chris said helpfully.
"Uh huh." I repeated.
"I said, uh, well, I said I'd rather pork his mom." Sean flushed scarlet again. "We were pretty well in the bag by then. I, I would never have said that if I was, you know."
"Sober." I said helpfully.
"Right. Sober." He took a draw from his beer and sat forward, all elbows and knees. The furniture did not fit him particularly well. He had regular brown hair and a long face with a lantern jaw except that it was more pointed but still the larger portion of his face. It all matched his tall frame, his basketball frame.
For a moment I thought his face looked like his cock and almost giggled. The thought was mean and I realized I was a little irate that he had been planted in Laura Wills, despite my near-certainty that she had been climaxing around his cock. I did not want to be petty; Laura surely responded to being fucked by this stranger, a guy that she did not know, or at least I presumed she did not know Sean Favors. Well, she did by now.
"I said it before I could stop myself and thought I was going to get punched but Chris, fucking Chris says, oh yeah? Like it wasn't nothing. He grinned and said he remembered my mother and thought we could work out a deal. I could fuck his mom if he could fuck mine."
Chris took up the narration. "That was when Sean here got all flustered. He asked if I thought he could really fuck my mother. I told him I was a hundred percent certain of it. He bet me a hundred bucks I was lying. I told him I could go up right now and fuck her. He could too, if he wanted."
"Fuck, I didn't believe him. I told him he was just fucking with me."
"Since when did you two become such buddies?" I asked.
"Jealous?" Chris said, that flinty tone in his voice. "Have you ever met Sean's mom?"
I looked at the other kid and shook my head. I had no recollection. Why would I have met this guy's mother? No reason at all.
"She is unbelievable. Sean kept insisting that I was lying, you know, about fucking my own mother."
"I finally told him I wanted to fuck my mom but, but I could never imagine actually doing so." Sean added hurriedly, like it was something he was about to forget and had to say before it left him altogether.
Here Chris got a little sheepish. The shift was so abrupt it alerted me to his penchant for acting and being on stage. He had never done that with us, his buddies before—we were all blown away the first time we saw him on stage. He was great, really great!
"I told him that you could fuck his mother and then figure out a way to get her to fuck him."
"Can you do that?" Sean asked, looking up from his big, folded hands. "Could you get her to fuck me?"
"Why would you tell him that?" I asked Chris, looking daggers at him.
Chris had the good manners to blush himself. "Because you fucked my mom and then arranged for her to fuck me. I figured you could do the same thing for Sean here." He stared at me for a moment, meeting my stare with one of his own, equally unblinking. "Sonny, just meet her, just once and you'll see what I mean. You'll want to fuck her."
"You mean you want to fuck her." I said, no question about it.
Chris nodded. "The whole world wants to fuck her."
"Want to see her?" Sean asked. "She still models some. She was never a fashion model. She was a Playboy model. She keeps her letter from Hef framed in her bedroom."
Okay, that changed the whole discussion. I may be shallow but I am not stupid. Hef has great taste. "So, let me get this straight. You want me to fuck your mom and then arrange for her to fuck you? In exchange, you fuck Mrs. Wills there?" My little lizard brain was dancing. I had the perfect solution. My cock got hard and all I could do was stare, imagining how to make this all work out.
"I have a sister." Sean said. "You can fuck her too."
I developed a twitch. I looked over at him and grunted. "Uh huh." I waited. I used the time to reflect on how the private world ends up reflecting the public world.
Sean colored up again and finally dropped his head into his hands. "Okay, okay, I want to fuck her, too."
"Which? Mommy or sister?" I asked dryly. I looked at Chris. "So that is why you went first?"
Chris shrugged.
I knew the answer to that but I dared not say it.
"Mrs. Favors is fine and you know I always wanted to do the mother-daughter thing." The look in Chris' eyes was telling. The fucker was working an angle. Of all of us, he was the one I would have least expected to be working angles. He was. The fucker was thinking of my mom...and Tawny. That is what he was after! Now, now I understood.
My cock got really hard. I glanced at the clock. It was nearly four. The girls would be home by five or six. My cock throbbed. My head hurt and I felt that ebullience when something clicks and comes clear.
"I can show you a picture of mom." Sean said, his voice a tense, high whine. "I, I have never done anything like this." His eyes shifted back and forth, "you know, like uh, downstairs. But goddamn I love it." He looked over at Chris. "You can totally fuck my mom, Chris. Really."
"And there's the rub." Chris intoned, quoting the bard.
We went to his room and Sean pulled up his mother's Facebook page. Holy shit, she was hot. Red curls, tits, ass, she had it going on. "When was that picture taken?" I asked.
"This summer. She likes the camera."
"The camera likes her. I can definitely see that she would be a great...er...challenge."
"You can fuck her." Sean said.
As if I needed his permission, though it was good to have it.
"I will definitely fuck her." I decided.
"I have no confidence that I can do that. Hence you." Chris nodded in my direction. "Sean's mom does fuck. We know that. Quilla too, but I have no idea how to make this all happen."
I nodded. "All you know how to do is tie up your mother and let him fuck her." I said dryly.
"Oh no, we fucked her last night. She sucked me while Chris fucked her and then she mounted me while Chris did her in the ass." Sean jingled happily. "This morning though, shit, I never imagined. I went back to the guest room last night and left them...Chris snores. I got up late this morning and showered and thought I would find them still in the sack but no, Chris was fixing breakfast and Mrs. Wills was no where to be seen." He snorted with laughter. "I was busting at the seams trying to figure out what was going on. Chris was so casual. Finally, after we had a second cup of coffee, he told me he thought they had waited long enough and told me to follow him. We went downstairs and there they were, two women, nude, bound up like that. Jesus, just waiting to be fucked. Chris gestured to me and said, 'take your pick'. The rest you know."
"The text?"
"What'd it say?" Chris asked.
"I sent it." Sean injected, coloring up again. "Saw her phone laying on the nightstand when I went looking for you guys and I sent it. After you said Sonny could help me fuck my mom, I just couldn't wait."
I looked at Chris. Something did not make sense...oh, the pin on the phone. Laura must have given consent somehow, to let Sean use her phone...which contained some more implied consent. You know, I decided, that doesn't really matter. I was here now. Still, something worth remembering. "Here's how this is going to work, Chris." My tone must have sounded dire because his face flinched. "Sean is going to start an affair with your mother. He will fuck her whenever he likes, however he likes. Only him. No more for you. You simply cannot go there any longer."
"What about Annie?"
I shrugged. "Let me finish. I am thinking this through. Sean, when does your mother get home?"
"Friday, no a week from today, after New Years."
"You fuck Mrs. Wills and then go pick up mommy dearest smelling like sex. That day, I mean."
Sean nodded, eagerly. Chris did not seem so happy about the arrangement. I meant it that way. He wandered off the reservation and there was going to be consequences.
"You tell your mother everything that happened at school, why you are home, your lies, everything. When she asks why you tell the truth now, tell her, someone advised you to do it."
"Uh huh, okay." Sean sounded a little more doubtful.
"You keep fucking Mrs. Wills till your mother asks about it. Take her home, fuck her in your bed if you can get away with that."
"You mean mom?" Sean looked astonished but thrilled. Another mother fucker, no doubt about it.
"No, numbnuts, Laura."
"Laura?"
"Mrs. Wills. You need to learn her name. As soon as you can, start doing her in your house, in your bed or wherever. Some place Sean's mommy is likely to catch you dick down in Mrs. Wills." I had to fucking spell it out for him.
"Oh shit, that would make Quill crazy! Mom might let me but she got all up in Quill's shit for doing it in the house." Sean was smiling.
"You're objective is to get caught. You want your mother to see you balls deep in Laura MILF. If she opens the door, don't stop fucking her, come while your mother is watching. Once you get to that point, call me. I'll take care of the rest."
Both Sean and Chris looked at me with wildly different looks on their faces.
I focused on my friend and decided to torture him, just for a few minutes, because he volunteered me for this; just recompense. "No, Chris. No more Annie. In fact..." I got up and went down to the basement. I was unwrapping Annie when Chris and Sean appeared.
"Go home, Annie. Don't come over here again till I tell you that you can. If you do, if I find out about it..." I did not finish. "You'll owe me more than your niece." I said darkly in a tone too low for the other two guys to hear. She nodded, her eyes wide, which for a Chinese woman made her look really frightened. She gathered up her clothing and disappeared. I looked at Chris. "Give her to him." I said softly.
Chris stared but then finally, he nodded, like he surrendered. He looked at Sean. "If I could have done it without him, I would have. Now we have to do what he says." Chris was talking to himself but Sean nodded. Good for both of them to fit that into their brain pans. Chris went over to where his mother was still bound to the rail. "Mom, you are Sean's now, and Sonny's. Not mine. You don't do anything I say till Sonny says so. Okay?" He had laid his hand on her back. Her blond head was turned away from him. When she did not respond, Chris knotted his hand in her hair and pulled her head up. "Okay?"
She mumbled something and then nodded.
"Take her." I said to Sean. "She's yours."
He looked gobsmacked to the max. "Now?"
"Now." I said. While Sean was stripping off his clothing, I walked over to Laura and ran a hand down her smooth, pale back over the bulge of her ass. "Mrs. Wills, are you okay?" I asked.
She turned her head towards me. "Sonny, hi. Yes, I'm okay. What does he mean? I am Sean's?"
"You are his lover. You met him on the plane, invited him home for a holiday meal with you and Chris and then seduced him after Chris went to bed. You are in lust with him. You love his cock and you want it in you all the time."
"Oh Sonny, really?"
I slapped her ass. Laura jerked and then groaned.
"Yes, Sonny."
"He is going to have you any time he wants. Not Chris. Till Sean is done, till Sean fucks his own mother, you are the substitute. Do you understand?"
Laura nodded vigorously. Her blond hair flew. "Yes, Sonny." Then her eyes found me again. "Fuck his mother?"
I nodded. "You are going to help us seduce her."
Laura Wills actually smiled. "Like the others?" She asked, her voice quivering like a harp string.
"Like the others, if you like." I agreed.
She surprised me though. She shook her head. "No. I want it like, with Clara." She said.
I remembered Laura, a very different version of Laura and I found that prospect arousing. It hooked my head and left me jiggering the thought around, trying to see how it fit.
Naked Sean appeared in my narrow vision, his very odd cock fully erect. He stood looking at me, waiting. I nodded. "Put that thing in her. Remember, get it while its hot. Once you are ready to get caught, take her to your home and fuck her till mommy dearest catches you. Got it?" I tapped Laura on the small of the back, "the objective here, Laura, is for Sean to fuck his own mother, the same way Chris has been fucking you. She needs to see him with you, know that you are laying down for him. She needs to be jealous of you. She needs to want to be you. Got that? Once she sees you fucking him, I'll take over and you and I are going to fuck her. I guarantee you will enjoy fucking this woman." My voice had descended into a low, smooth growl. I gestured to Sean. "What are you waiting for?"



He jumped a little then moved behind the bent, bound, blond woman and probed between her legs. Laura shivered and then grunted, presumably as his fingers entered her. Sean lined up and rammed his odd cock into her. She grunted with pure satisfaction, filled once more with the cock she craved.
"Oh Sean, darling, you feel so, so wonderful when you do that." She cooed, slipping perfectly into her part as Sean slipped into her.
Sean groaned but held still. "Uh, uh what, what if I want to double team her?"
"By yourself?"
"No, you know what I mean."
I looked at Chris. His eyes had gotten dark, sinking deep into their sockets. "After your mom catches you, then you can double team her with Chris. But him only. You can double team Laura, I mean. Till I have had your mother, you make no move, keep your fantasies to yourself. Just Laura here, for you. No sharing her with your friends. Understand?"
Sean nodded and pulled his hips back and then slid his cock slowly into Mrs. Wills. "I like feeling her respond as another cock goes into her ass." Sean said, then pulled his cock back and rammed into his newly acquired lover again.
He picked up pace and the once quiet woman moaned loudly. I went upstairs and Chris followed. "Wait a minute, Sonny."
I did not pay him any heed till he grabbed me by the arm at the door. "What the fuck was that all about?"
"You volunteered me to fuck somebody else in exchange for your mother. You gave her away, not me."
"Hey, is this some sort of payback?" He looked angry, his eyes squinting.
I grinned. Of course it was but he was about to forget all about that. Time to let him off the hook. "Tawny wants to fuck you." I said. "I think she knows about you and your mother. You'll have an explanation now. You know, why you asked her out." I waited for the light to go on. "You know, because you traded her to Sean so you could fuck his mother. She'll know what you are doing."
Chris' face was so funny I nearly burst out laughing. I wanted to whip out my camera and take a picture but the look would have faded before I did. "Tawny?" he said softly. "She wants to fuck me?" His voice quivered; he sounded like the old Chris, the Chris-before-the-MILF-list, shy and reserved.
"Ask her out. I bet she'll go." I grinned. "Unless you want to do her together the first time." I did not think he could intensify his look of amazement but Chris managed it. "Hold that look." I said laughing and took out my phone and snapped that picture, nearly got it perfectly. "See you later. Oh and Chris, no more mommy till I give her back to you. You okay with that?"
Chris' face created another priceless look. He nodded, lips moving but without sound. The trade was done.
I sauntered out of the house to the car. I felt ebullient pulling away from the Wills house, well sort of since my dick was so hard I doubt I would have stayed afloat if I had fallen into a pond. It felt like I had a steel rod in my pants that surely would have drowned me. I had this feeling that I had freed myself of the hex of D. Debra Hamilton and the MILF list was not going to end. I had a new MILF to fuck! And D. Debra told me she was giving me nothing. That thought was just about to sink in when my phone rang.
"Sonny?" It was Chris. "When can I call her?"
"I'm driving."
"I mean, when should I call? Did you tell her, oh shit, you didn't tell her did you?"
"I don't remember. I'm driving."
"I don't have her cell number. When should I call?"
"Try tomorrow, while she is at work. I'll text you her office number." I hung up. Suddenly I was not so sure I was free of D. Debra Hamilton. I tasted her pussy on my lips, that undeniably sweet smell of her luscious body in my nostrils. My hand itched with the remembered feel of her soft, plush skin, tight and full but responsive and eager to be pleased. I remembered her lips on mine and the little quiver she got in her hand on my cheek when our tongues touched.
I got home and to my disappointment my sisters were not yet home. I went in and turned on the TV but could not concentrate. I remembered to send Chris Tawny's work phone number. Then I sent him a text, adding Tawny to the text but addressing it to Chris. "Good to see you and Laura. Remember what I said."
Then went upstairs into Mom's room and watched football there till I heard the garage door rattling up. I lay for a moment, my cock was still very hard. I debated for a moment but then bolted for the stairs. I was half way down when the door opened. Nova was first in the door with Dalia close behind and Tawny bringing up the rear. They all noticed me skittering down the stairs at about the same time. Nova and Dalia moved out of the way. Tawny closed the door and stood still, her back pressed against it as I barreled towards her. I ran into her, my mouth sought hers. We banged against the garage door, rattling it in its frame. Her leg rose up, rubbing the inside of her knee along my hip and side. Her desire met mine and amplified it so that it volleyed back and forth between us, increasing with each cycle. Her hand sought and found my cock.
We kissed hard, violence coursing through our veins. When the kiss ended we were both panting. I kissed down the line of her chin to her neck and up though the tangle of her hair to her ear. She groaned and tilted her head, shivering as my tongue probed. Her hand squeezed my cock. She was instantly hot, or perhaps it had been a long idle day as those days between Christmas and New Year's sometimes are with nothing much to occupy her mind. I peeled her coat off her shoulders and had to rebalance to get it down her arms, dropping it to the floor. My hands were on her hips as her mouth sought mine again. We kissed and after a still moment, my hands slipped under her holiday sweater and pushed up. Her hands popped high, my intention echoed in her action. The kiss broke and her face disappeared in the sweater as I pulled it up and off her head. She shook her hair out of her eyes, seized my face again and kissed me hard again. Then one hand swooped down and rubbed my cock.
Grunting, I lifted up her skirt and pulled down her panties. She moaned, banging her head on the door. She lifted one leg high enough that I could get her practical shoe off and then slip her panties off her heel. The skirt was a midi plaid that covered her ankles. I bunched it around her waist. With my other hand I unclipped her bra. The cups released and I pushed it up off her breasts. I kissed over the top of one to the wavering top of the other and then down to the nipple. Tawny groaned as I sucked on her nipple, shuddering and gasping as I tongued it and then sucked hard. I moved to the other and repeated the action. Tawny stiffened when I bit down lightly on her nipple. Suddenly she pushed me away and I straighted.
Her hands found my belt buckle and she unfastened it and opened my slacks. My cock made the process more difficult demanding all the slack for itself. She finally got my pants pushed down and dipped a hand into my briefs. Her other hand clawed at them but they got bound up around my waist. She finally released my cock with a squeak of frustration, and with both hands pulled my briefs down to my thighs. My cock was free!
She grasped my cock with one hand, gripping it tightly and pulling me towards her. My hands scrabbled to pull her skirt out of the way. Her other hand found part of it and pulled it higher. Together we managed to get it high enough that she could grasp the lowest hem and pull it up over her breast, to her shoulder. "In me." She gasped.
I was amazed to find that she was as excited as I was, as eager as I was and as utterly ready as I was to couple us together. She directed my cock to her pussy lips. One swipe of my cock head down her pussy and then another up. She moaned, her passion riffing through the sound. Then she planted me inside of her. Her hips bounded away from the door and I was thrust into her by the bunched muscles of her ass, tense with her need to be satisfied and to be filled with my own need. She lifted a leg to hook around my thigh and I felt her cock to one side. I shoved hard. Tawny arched her back, pressing her pussy onto my cock. I sank fully into her. There was no resistance, she yielded up her pleasure and her lust in equal measure and took me deep into her body.
"Oh good godfrey!" She mumbled. I could not imagine greater pleasure than I felt at that moment, planted inside my sister, her quivering body responding fully to me and communicating demands of her own with every little squeak and motion. I got my hands to her ass, leaving her skirt bunched between us. She bucked her ass a couple times, succeeding in shifting my cock deeper, driving herself onto me more completely. I got a hand tangled in her skirt and fought to free it, finding her smooth ass with the other.
"Oh godfrey, fuck me!" My sister panted. My other hand finally found her ass and I lifted her and then let her drop, a few inches at most but it felt like I was ramming a mile's worth of cock into her. The passage back into her body seemed to take a million years and the excruciating pleasure roared through me like a freight train.
"Yes, fuck me!" Tawny growled through gritted teeth. I became aware of her hands, they were pulling at my polo shirt. I cocked my hips forwards so she poised almost completely on my cock and with both my hands holding her by the ass, leaned back. Her legs were wrapped imperfectly around me. We struggled to move, then her legs loosed lowering her feet down, seeking the floor. We both realized at the same time that she could not get my shirt off unless I let go of her ass. Her tiptoes touched the floor and I felt her weight shift to her legs. I released her ass and we separated the merest amount, bending my cock down as she inched off of it while clinching to keep me inside of her body. She slid down the door till her feet were firmly on the floor. I crouched, keeping my cock just inside of her. Her skirt drooped and fell about her legs, looped over my cock, barely hooked in her. I lifted my hands and she pulled off my shirt in one quick motion. She immediately leaned into me, rubbering her bare breasts across my bare chest.
"Oh yes, my tits have been tingling all day. I wondered what that meant. It means I wanted you to fuck me. So fuck me." Tawny panted. Suddenly we both went still. It was like the awareness that our sisters were watching us struck us both at the same time. Tawny's eyes fixed over my shoulders. "They are watching us." She whispered, excitement vibrated in her voice. "I had no idea, that, that, that that could be so exciting." She took my head in her hands and kissed me hard. I was still crouched to keep our connection. I hunched forward to secure my cock inside of her. She squeaked a little and returned the favor, taking me a little deeper, still. With my hands I sought her ass only to find it covered once more with her skirt. I tried vainly to extricate myself from her skirt and kiss at the same time but I could not manage it. Finally, Tawny released my face, moving her hands from my cheeks as she kissed me and began to fumble with her skirt again. With her help again, we got her skirt out of the way, pulled up and bunched around her waist.
"Fuck me, Sonny. Fuck me!" The last was a scream that reverberated through me. The orgasm that had been pending most of the afternoon came roaring towards me. With my hands on her ass, I lifted her off the floor, straightening my legs and letting her weight slide down my cock till she was crammed full once more. I pinned her against the door, wracking my knuckles when I did so. My ass arched back and just when it seemed that I was going to lose access to her pussy, I rammed forward, banging her hard against the door again. She moaned and her mouth sought mine, her breath hot in my face and then her lips locked onto mine. The sensation electrified me.
With my hands firmly clasped on her ass, I lifted her up till her toes left the floor. I felt that delicious sensation of her legs lifting and clipping her to me. When her legs rose, her body settled down the length of my cock, like a stripper sliding down her brass pole. I tipped back a few degrees and banged into her, hard. She groaned. She kissed my ear, my forehead, my eyes. I felt that if I tried to kiss her, I'd tip over. Her bare breasts shimmied between us. That feel of her breasts sweeping across my chest shouted at me and I had the momentary realization that I was fucking my sister and she was excited beyond reason. She acted utterly possessed by her desire to have my cock inside of her but once it accomplished, she extended her need to something more, which, perhaps, neither of us knew. That distant orgasm rolled closer. I found her neck and bit her, then sucked at the tight skin there. She twitched, her hips bucked once and then she began to hump and gasp, one after the other, hammering herself onto my cock. I pulled her tight, restricting her movement but still she bucked and twitched, pulsing on me against all my strength.
My orgasm struck me, a watery blast at the base of my spine that ran roughshod up my back and concussed me, closing my eyes or covering them in darkness. I hammered Tawny against the door over and over and over, as hard as I could without breaking my knuckles as I gripped her ass. She convulsed finally just as the first eruption of my orgasm launched into her. My body quivered, for a moment I was frozen, thrust fully into her. Her body twitched and jerked once. I twitched and jerked once. She responded with a groan and a pulse of passion, her body wrapped around mine, pierced by mine, supported by mine she seemed to float then suddenly clamped down and consumed me.
I punched her hard, ramming her with my cock as the climax swelled and broke. I flowed into her. Her response was immediate and cataclysmic. Her whole body stiffened while her hips pitched and yawed, wracking themselves down onto my cock over and over again. Her heels planted on my thighs, pulled at me, levering her harder onto my cock. She ground her hips against me, seeking and finally finding the right connection while I held her aloft. She bucked, shrieked and the climax assaulted her. Her heels pulled her body against mine, locked behind each thigh. She got her upper arms over my shoulders and used them to lift herself just a little. She lifted her legs and bound them around my waist. She bent her head and I found with her legs locked behind me, my balance was such that I could kiss her. She pressed her open mouth onto mine. We kissed while her hips rapped out a rhythm. She held herself high but then broke the kiss before thrusting down once more. Then she came again, hard. Her head banged back against the door. It must have hurt cause it was loud, but she did not seem to notice. She grunted, her body seized in the vice of her orgasm. She legs squeezed, her hands were claws on my shoulders. The pleasure consumed her and she convulsed over and over even as my own orgasm trickled to a stop and ceased.
Then it was past.
I leaned against her, holding her between me and the door.
"Holy fucking shit!" Georgia said out loud, with emphasis.
"No kidding." Dalia said from behind me. "That looked like it was wonderful." She giggled. "I think I am actually jealous!"
Tawny's legs released us and dangled down. I found my balance and tipped back enough to let her toes find the floor. As her weight released, my cock collapsed. Tawny sagged, locking her knees to keep from slipping onto the floor.
"Holy shit!" Georgia said again.
I turned, shuffling because my slacks were around my ankles and my briefs were around my knees. If I moved too much I'd fall on my ding dong. My shaft drooped and dripped, our cum covered me, smearing the length and oozing off the flagging end. I was splashed with Tawny's approval, it ran in streaks down both thighs. I wanted to fuck again but my cock was giving me the no-go.
"I want to suck it." Georgia said.
I consciously told my eyes to open.
"I want to suck her off his cock." Georgia's voice was laced with tension and strung with lust. "Oh god, I can feel him inside of me!"
"Mine." Tawny's little voice squeaked from behind me. She turned me and got carefully to her knees, topless, her skirt draped back in place so her lower body was covered once more. Her breasts wavered in the crisp air. She pulled back her hair to get a good look at my dissipating cock and I could see the hickey on her neck. She held her hair with one hand and with the other tipped my drooping cock up and licked carefully around the head. "Mmmmm." She said, her voice squeaking. "I taste good!" She licked more. My cock noticed. She slathered her tongue down one side of the gooey shaft and up the other, cleaning me as she went. My cock reversed course, lifting as she watched, thickening and hardening. Tawny put her lips to the end of my cock and kissed it.
I had a flash of Sean Favor's cock. I had the oddest thought. How would a woman suck on that odd shaped thing? Then Tawny's mouth sucked my cock inside and everything went white. When I regained awareness, she was using me to climb to her feet. She kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you, dear brother. Just what the doctor ordered."
I noticed my cock was completely revitalized and wondered what she had done to me. That empty moment just passed mocked me. I felt I had missed something splendid. She slipped past me and sauntered past our sisters, her skirt back in place, swishing jauntily as she walked away. Shoes, panties, bra and sweater were in one hand back and tits bare and proud. "Come shower with me." Tawny sang back to me.
What was I going to do? Watch football? The game had just gone to halftime when I stormed down to take my sister against the door and I could hear the distant, indistinct cheers from Mom's room. I looked at Georgia who was looking at me, then at Dalia who was staring at my cock. I bent to pull up my trousers and shorts.
"Sonny? How much longer?" Dalia asked, her voice taut and quivering.
I felt a little jaunty myself so as soon as I got my pants buttoned, I went over to her, tipped up her chin and kissed her fully on the lips, a wet but closed-mouthed kiss. "Waiting makes the heart grow fonder." I whispered.
"Pussy wants cock now, though." Dalia returned, her hand found my hard, covered cock and patted it, reassuring herself that I was still hard.
I pulled out of her grasp and went to Georgia. She too wore a sweater and a warm skirt. I pulled up the sweater and then dipped into the cup of her bra and lifted her breast out of it, bending the stern cup down to expose her. I kissed then sucked the nipple. Georgia groaned loudly and long, even after my lips left her skin. I looked between my two eldest sisters. "I think I have a surprise for both of you. If you are patient. Rome was not built in a day."
"I bet it could be laid in a day." Dalia mumbled.
I chuckled and left them, thinking about my friends administering a full-featured airtight evening to these two women. The thought made my heart hammer and took away my breath. Talk about extending the MILF list! It was expanding in every fucking direction!
The shower was on when I arrived in Mom's bedroom and I was panting. I shut the door and walked into the bathroom. I thought for a moment of stripping and joining the blurry smear of female I could see through the glass. I thought better of it. My cock might be ready for more Tawny but my legs wanted a rest. I went into the bedroom and flopped on the bed and watched the bowl game till Tawny appeared. I rolled to my feet.
She was wet, bedraggled and glowing like she had just been fucked. So she had. "What now?" She asked.
I went to her and untied the sash of her robe and then pushed it off her shoulders. It dropped with a muffled thump onto the floor. I put a finger under one breast and lifted it slightly. "I think you should lay down on your back, your legs open, and wait for me to come enter you. I am going to mount you and fuck you and then I am going to tell you something." I went into the shower, assured that I had aroused her without touching her. Well, not much. Not as much as I wanted, or nearly as much as I was about to.



I showered, shaved, and did all the other business, stalling as long as I could, attenuating her anticipation and teasing her with the tension. When I emerged I was fully erect.
"Oh my." Tawny said from her place on the bed. She was swathed in covers so only her head appeared She turned head to observe my arrival.
I turned off the light and in only the glow of the now muted football game, I slide into bed and on top of my sister, settling comfortably between her open legs. I touched her pussy and she jerked. She was still slick and gaping, her soft, smooth pussy awaited me. Her arms were flung over her head, that delicious pose of submission, the woman waiting to be fucked.
"Mount me, Sonny. My brother is going to put his cock into me and we are going to fuck."
"Who are you talking to?" I asked looking over my shoulder.
Tawny giggled. "I am laying down the sound track for the movie I am making. I think I'll call it 'My Motherfucker Fucks Me'. What do you think?" Her hand found my cock and together we parted the lips of her pussy. I had to shift my balance and she continued to stroke herself with the head of my cock; up and down, just barely parting her pussy lips, the head feeling every inch of her flesh as she kissed it over and over with her cunt. She stopped suddenly and tucked my cock inside. "Mount me, Sonny." She gurgled. "I love that expression. Mount me. Mount me. Mount me!"
I did. Into her I slid, softly, gently, easily. Her body accepted me. I sliced into her till I was rooted fully inside her.
"Oh Christ, that feels good. I do really, really love cock!"
"How much do you love cock?" I asked, looking down at my beautiful sister.
She grinned and hunched up, grinding us together. "A, whole, fucking, lot." She said, emphasizing each word with a very pleasurable pelvic thrust. "Now fuck me! Hard!"
I withdrew my cock from her humid depths and rammed into her as hard as I could. She grunted and lifted her knees. Her hands held my shoulders as I pulled back and hammered her again.
"Harder. Harder. Harder!" The last was a scream that made my ears ring. I was about to object but realized that my other sisters were not in the room with us and my dear sister Tawny missed the audience. Oh boy! Did I have an audience for her!
I did as requested, jamming her full of cock harder and harder till she was grunting with the effort of taking me. Her body writhed. Her eyes fluttered. I sat back onto my heels and pulled her up my thighs. She bent and tilted straining to keep stimulated with my cock. Then her eyes glazed and she cringed; I think the head of my cock found her g-spot. She went off like a firecracker, popping her hips at me and bucking through a full cycle of orgasms. When she calmed, I tipped over onto my hands again and drew out another little climax, hammering her hard with each down stroke. I bent and sucked her nipples one after the other and finally settled my weight between her legs. My hands sought her ass and I increased speed. Tawny gasped and panted, finally lifting her legs and opening herself completely to me. I rammed her full of cock, over and over while she mumbled and chanted in my ear. I got to my elbows and bent to kiss her. Her lips were full and expressive, plaint and hot. Her hands gripped my sides while I pounded down into her pussy. Her legs hooked behind my knees and I felt the first haze of my approaching orgasm.
Tawny lurched through a little orgasm and then stiffened into another and then another. I loved that she could come like that with me, over and over again. It made me feel strong and sexual and masculine, as if I needed help but no, it is a simple pleasure to give such pleasure. Tawny went taut again and when her body began to shake, I rammed her full of cock and fountained into her, filling her full of cum while her body echoed with her own pleasure.
We lay, sealed together, latched together, cock in pussy for several minutes. My cock remained resolute.
Finally, panting with my weight, Tawny mumbled. "Are you going to fuck me again? Your, ah, your cock is still hard."
"Really? Oh what a bother. What are you going to do about that?"
Silence.
I waited.
"I want it in the ass." She said softly.
"No shit."
She punched me in the side, which made me giggle. "Are you trying to be funny."
"I wasn't but I am now." I was trying to figure this out and decided a guy should never turn down that request. I pulled out of her and went into mom's bath and discovered that the lube I was going to use was gone. I wondered if Mom took it to China with her. When I told her, Tawny jumped out of bed and disappeared through the door. When she came, Dalia and Georgia were in tow.
"We want to watch." Dalia said.
"You want to watch, I want to participate." Georgia said, her voice a harsh rasp. "But I'll watch, for now."
"You had something to tell me?" Tawny said dropping the tube of lube on the bed by my hip. I shook my head, picked up the lube and glanced at Dalia ensconced in the chair by the bathroom door and then at Georgia who was sitting next to the TV.
"He is going to do my ass." Tawny said. To me she said, "I told them and they, they both said I could watch them. It might be fun." She giggled delightedly. "I have never done this before." Her voice quavered with fear, or excitement or both.
I got to my knees and sat back, aware of my sisters watching my every move, and likely my every part, or at least one part. I wondered what Tawny meant that she could watch them? The separation between my sisters was disappearing. I had a flash double dipping sisters and a thrill flashed through my body. I was all het up all over again. I focused on Tawny's tit even with mouth. "Sure you don't want to practice before doing a public display? I mean don't you want to practice before performing for an audience? What if you don't like it?"
Tawny regarded me for a moment then shrugged, her breasts rippling with the motion. "I have already committed. If we fuck it up, we'll practice more." She chortled. "I promise to like it."
I gestured to the bed and began piling the pillows. She took her place, draped over the stack, her ass in the air. I caressed her ass and wondered if she was clean.
"I am very clean." She said softly, reading my fucking mind. "Just do it before I change my mind."
I dabbed some lube on my finger and realized I had not really opened her up yet. I touched her hips with the other hand and Tawny cocked them higher. Her back door appeared. I touched the lube-laden finger to her ass hole and she flinched.
"Cold."
I smeared it around and then speared my finger into her body. It resisted. I persisted. Finally I relented and administered more lube. Tawny was on her elbows, her head up, her hips cocked so that her back was bent at an extreme angle I could only attain if I was broken. She was panting, breathing hard and deep and fast. I touched my finger to her ass again and her head dropped. She pushed her body back onto my finger. It slid into her. She clinched, then relaxed, clearly a conscious action. I felt her muscles negotiating with my finger and I liked the feeling. She clinched and relaxed, clinched and relaxed. My cock got envious, envious but hard.
"My god," Dalia muttered, "I am going to see someone take it up the ass."
"I am going to take it up the ass with you watching but something besides a finger!" Georgia added, her voice taut like Dalia's. "Jesus, I have dreamed of having it in the ass!" I think my dear sister Georgia dreamed of just about everything!
I gently withdrew my finger from Tawny's ass. I moved behind her and she went completely still. I had to pull her back to her knees to get her ass to the right height.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god." Tawny chanted.
"I never thought, of the three of us, Tawny would be the first to take it in the ass." Georgia said, wonder in her voice. She had considered this, obviously. I grinned and hunched at Tawny with my leg.
Tawny twisted to look first at her sister and then at me. "Sonny, you heard her, fuck my ass. Come in my ass."
I had been busy frosting my cock with a thick swirl of lube. I rose up behind Tawny, my hands on her perfect little ass and I felt her tense. So I slapped her ass, hard.
"Ow! What the hell, Sonny?" Tawny growled.
I smacked her again, smack, smack, smack. When I put my hands back to her ass, the tension was gone. Her skin was hot.
"Okay, okay, I'm relaxing!" Tawny said.
I put a finger to her ass and pushed the first knuckle inside. She grunted. I pulled my finger away. My cock had swelled till it was hard as stone. I placed the head against her little dimple and pushed lightly.
"Ungh." Tawny groaned really loudly. Then she turned to look at me. She grinned. "Okay. I'm over it. Fuck my ass, Sonny, really. I'll be good."
I proceeded, pushing against her ass hole. It resisted. I pushed harder. Still it resisted. I was just about to give up when Tawny exhaled and as the breath left her body, my cock slipped into her. She rocked back towards me. Her body relaxed and I entered her ass. She was soft and dry and rough all at once. But tight, tight like a clinched fist. I pulled back and ringed my cock with more lube, right at her stretched ass hole. I slide deeper. Tawny was "whooshing" like she was doing birthing exercises or something. I pulled back.
"Baby girl, if it hurts, we are doing something wrong." He wheezed.
She shook her head, her blond hair flounced about her head. "No." She grunted. "Does it feel good?"
"Oh you have no idea." I grunted back, my cock half in and half out of her ass. The heat from her ass radiated between us like a sensual sex field.
"Then fuck me, do it, Sonny!" To punctuate her words, she pressed back and another inch of cock slipped into her ass. She groaned and bowed her head between her elbows. "God, so tight. I feel so full." She seemed about to say something else but did not, bowing her head instead.
I withdrew again and then pressed deeper. Her ass seemed to surrender and I slid fully into her. I was draped over her bent back, her body quivered from my penetration, the front of my thighs fit against her tense thighs. "Think about what this is like with a cock in your cunt." I grunted.
"And one in your mouth." Dalia chimed in.
Fuck me, I was preaching to the choir. Maybe that's the wrong expression. I pulled back and cycled back into Tawny's ass, penetrating deeper. My hands on her hips held her firm as I pulled back again and then pushed slowly into her again. Her body seemed to come alive. Air whistled through her teeth. I gripped her hips hard and rammed into her, pulling her onto me the last inch or so. I was rooted into my sister's incredible ass! She moaned and pressed against me, her ass rippled and clinched. I felt her ass cheeks flatten against me. The tension on my cock was unbelievable and suddenly, like a flash of lightning, I was coming. I flopped over her back and kissed her shoulder, sucking on her hard, intending to leave a mark. She grunted, trying to lift up under me. The motion, her rising under me sparked my orgasm. I bucked once and I lost all control and reason. I was pumping her full of cum. I twitched and jerked as the little death wracked me.
A few moments of orgasm and it was past. I shuddered as the last throes of pleasure rattled away. I lay gasping and Tawny was having a terrible time trying to breathe with my weight on her back like that. I lifted up, pulling my deflating cock from her ass and toppled onto my back. My cock sagged like the mast of a sinking ship. A moment later, warm hands and a warm wet cloth were cleaning me. Two or three repetitions and then lotion and the smell soothed me. Tawny remained on her knees beside me, draped over the pillows. I opened my eyes. Georgia was looking down on me. She stared at me with that peculiar cross-eyes stare when you are too close to somebody. She smiled a wistful smile and then bent over me and kissed me on the lips. It was no sisterly kiss, either. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Tawny rise up and watch us.
When Georgia broke the kiss she had tears in her eyes. "I thought you just didn't want me." She said finally, after gulping several times.
I put a hand on her hip, slipped it under her sweater and ran it up to her breast which I cupped. She groaned and closed her eyes. "I want you, Nova. Many, many times. I will be your lover. I will fuck you for hours, till you walk funny." I chortled a little. "I will find you someone to eat your pussy and someone for you to eat after I have fucked them." Her eyes opened and she backed away. She looked at Tawny and then at Dalia.
Dalia snorted. "Nova, do you forget being ears deep in Mrs. Rossini that one night? We all saw you, how much you like pussy. I think your secret is out. You like girls."
"I like cock too."
"I like cock." Tawny said. "Not so sure about pussy." Silence. "Just so you know."
I grunted. "No worries. I know plenty of women who would love to go down you, Georgia. And your turn will come and you will come and I will come."
"And I will watch." Dalia chimed in.
"And I will, I will, I'll help." Tawny added.
Georgia got to her feet and backed up. She looked at Dalia who got to her feet. They left us then.
Tawny and I showered again, together this time. When we were done grooming each other, she looped her hands around my neck and looked up at me. "My time is about up, isn't? This time while you are mine and I am yours." She bowed her head and then looked back at me. "Did you fuck her? Mrs. Wills, I mean? While you were over there today?"
I shook my head despite the conviction that this was none of her business. How did she know where I was? I had no answer. Then I remembered the text. It had been intended to point Tawny at Chris again, to prepare her for when he called. This moment I did not anticipate.
"But your are going to, right?"
Now I did nod. Tawny nodded and kissed me through the spray that surrounded us. Breaking the kiss. "I bet Dally would love to see that." She giggled and turned off the water. "Let's eat, I'm starving."
In that easy moment I wondered if Dali was the only one.
We toweled off and dressed. I stopped her from leaving. "Sit down, Tawny. I do have something to tell you."
She nodded and sat on the end of the wasted bed. She did not speak but looked up at me, a bland, expectant look on her face.
"Tawny, Chris is going to call and ask you out." Her face switched from the strained expectation to a thrilled look of happiness.
"Really? Really?"
"Really. He should call you tomorrow. I gave him your work number. I am going to have the guys over tomorrow to watch football, I have been, uh, distracted since Mom left and I need to see how my boys are. I'll ask and see if he has called. That is all I am going to do, Tawny. The rest is up to you and between you two. Understand what I am saying?"
Tawny regarded me with those serious eyes, bedroom brown that usually made her appear so naive, so vulnerable. Now, they seemed almost predatory. "You are saying that you are perfectly willing to share your friend with your sister."
I had to replay her words in my head. Share my friend with my sister? I thought. Then I said it. "Share my friend with my sister? Don't you mean share my sister with my friend?"
She shook her head. "I didn't mean that, but I could be persuaded..."
I waited for her to grin but she didn't. I waited longer for an explanation or elaboration or some such addition to her comment. Nothing. Finally in desperation on the midst of the silence I said I had to call the guys before supper. She nodded and left then.
I only got Sammy who insisted I was feeling guilty for neglecting "us". He said "us" with a certain intonation that I was sure intimated something else, but maybe I was just feeling out of sorts because I had gone nearly a month without seeing or touching Alissa Honeywell. Sammy was reminding me of that. After hanging up, I realized the agony they must be feeling, but then I grinned grimly. Alissa needed a little sexual tension in her life after the previous two months and if Annie wasn't getting enough attention and my buddies were going without, I sure wasn't my fault. They were big boys, after all.
I ate with my sisters, all sitting around the table chatting, almost like old times but without Mom there to quietly glow at her little brood and smirk happily that at least once in a while we could get along. That illusion kept cracking up against my sisters' attire, all wore button up shirts that were either improperly buttoned or inadequately buttoned. Any lean left their loose shirts bagging and showing me cleavage and whatnot. I was nonchalant. We were about done eating when my phone buzzed. I figured it was one of the guys and answered insouciantly, "not now, honey, you'll just have to wait."
Rather than some snarky rejoinder in a male voice, I got back a breathy slithering tone that left me breathless. "Hey Tiger, its me and I hate waiting. I bet you do too but you are going to wait forever." D. Debra Hamilton slurred into my ear.
"Wait a sec," I told her in a hushed voice. My sisters pointedly ignored me. I felt all tingly inside my skin. It felt so odd, having just ass fucked my sister and here I was still tingling with just a voice in my ear. Humans are fucking weird!
I hurriedly excused myself from the table and walked upstairs to my room. I don't know why I did that, it was not like my sisters were unaware of her, but at the same time I had not exactly disclosed how pitiful I was, what perfect putty I was in D. Debra's hands or how unresisting I proved to be. I checked that thought. I was resisting by fucking my sister. Did that count? Classic displacement or logical compensation?
Safely in my room, laying on my bed, phone to my ear, I said, "Ms. Hamilton, how nice to hear from you."
"Will you be in town for the New Year's Eve celebrations?" She asked immediately.
"I think so."
"You may take me to the Collegiate New Year's Celebration. Pick me up at eight, no nine. No sense in arriving too early. Don't come early either. I'll be ready at Nine, not before. Her silken tone disguised a hard tone that tickled my brain.
"Nine, New Year's Eve. I'll get us tickets."
"Don't bother. My mother's company has tickets and a suite we can use as needed. See you then. And Sonny, exercise your tongue, this time away from it has been trying."
She was gone. I stood up, groaning with anticipation, looking at the phone with no small degree of chagrin, really complex, complicated chagrin. All the certainty that I had emerged from her shapely shadow evaporated the moment the silken sound of her voice inveigled its way into my brain. My cock got hard, my head soft and my heart fluttered like a pre-teen girl in the face of her favorite crooning idol. Then, staring at the phone and fighting the urge to call D. Debra back just to hear her lovely voice, I was assaulted with wave after wave of guilt; guilt relating to Tawny, to observing Annie and Laura on the rail and my response, my plans to ensnare this red-haired Mrs. Favors in my MILF web, Alissa, oh, and my other two sisters all of whom had some claim on my cock. I frantically tried to answer these calls for my head (or balls) echoing inside my own mind.
The guilt swelled inside me and I felt I had become the faithless cock many women usually fear and filter for. I soothed my conscience with the assurance that there was nothing usual about my life and the lurch into this new world of MILFs and sisters and strange pussy all at my disposal. It gave me horrible vertigo. I insisted then that this was not all my doing, perhaps even less my doing than a collaboration of cock and pussy. I soothed myself with rationalizations about the position I had assumed between D. Debra's legs (on my knees, eyes closed and tongue out, was the picture I made of my situation, which allowed her to hump my face as she wished). I felt horrible despair and yet knew I would pick her up at nine sharp, pecker at attention as instructed and any attention she paid me would be attention enough.



Pitiful. I thought of Laura, though, and again I had that feeling that I understood her better now. It gave me a twinge, the thought that enduring this teasing from D. Debra made me better able to elicit the pleasure from Laura Wills. I felt so proud.
I lay down on my bed with an arm over my eyes feeling curiously conflicted and utterly ashamed but of what, precisely, varied depending on the direction I faced. How could I ever tell D. Debra about the MILF list or lists, or Sid's arrangement with Alissa or Mr. Cheng and his interview process or the various strangers and the opportunity fucks they represented, or my relationship with my mother, or my sisters for that matter? That led to the inevitable cascade of both dread and recriminations because, no matter how I turned it, the hope of having a prosaic romance with a nice girl with big tits, great ass, and legs seemed impossible to me.
Yeah, D. Debra Hamilton is no nice girl but still, I wanted to treat her like she was. I dreaded the moment when I had to either tell her or face the future when she discovered the spectrum of my lust, my penchant for fucking strange all the way to mommy dearest. I was a slut. I felt bad about that in between feeling bad about not fucking Mom or my sisters, neglecting Alissa or helping Laura into a new utility with a whole set of new strangers willing to fence their female parent in exchange for a shot a her blond pussy. I lay there for a while utterly unable to move. The guilt and then some shame rattled through me, leaving me breathless and immobile.
Tawny knocked on my door and stuck her head in all doe-eyed and suggestive. I had a knot in my stomach the size of Texas. I waved her away, telling her I was sleeping in my room tonight. She looked so crushed, after she closed the door I dashed to the door and called her back to explain who had called and that I was, well, conflicted. She seemed relieved that she was competing with love, rather than being the butt of indifference. She seemed comforted by the comparison oddly enough. She patted me on the cheek in her sisterly manner, the old sisterly manner before she sister-fucked me into submission and agreed to take a break saying she had had plenty of cock today and tomorrow would be soon enough.
Believe me, I got the implication. I closed the door and lay down on the bed again and decided I had turned into a pussy. Just then Brent called and though he wanted to chat and I felt better hearing from him, I blew him off the phone with the understanding we'd talk more tomorrow morning at 10 when the first ball game started. He was coming over but I begged off an extended conversation, using the excuse that I had to call the other guys. I did so. Landon panted into the phone and Darlene (and Kyla) said "hello", in person, panting as they did so, their breathy voices leaving no doubt as to what I had interrupted. Chris answered on the first ring and wanted to discuss Tawny and what he should say but I blew him off the phone too. I called Sammy's house again and he answered and the lurch of disappointment in my gut told me I had been hoping Alissa would answer the phone. That was why I called the house and not his cell. I thought about asking to speak to her but left it as an unasked request. I managed to just invite Sammy over and escape a conversation. He'd be over around ten.
Suddenly I was both alone and exhausted. I was so nervous, I had no idea what to do. I turned on the TV in my room and fell asleep watching football. I did not lock my door, thought. I awoke around one, turned off the TV and went to bed. Despite that, I did not wake till well after the blisters were gone off to work. I was just done clearing the night's cobwebs when the doorbell rang. I had not eaten anything and was famished. I let Chris in and he sat and talked while I fixed me something for breakfast—pouring milk on Frosty Flakes; I'm such a chef.
Chris seemed nervous and twitchy, which I chalked up to being right there inside Tawny's house. He looked fully relieved when the bell rang and he left me to let in Brent and Sammy after we heard the roaring arrival of Sammy's Camaro. While I rinsed out my bowl and put it in the dishwasher, it occurred to me that Chris was sitting in my kitchen thinking about fucking my sister, for which he had nothing to trade me. He did not consider the benefit this had for me or that there was any benefit at all to me. So it made sense he would be a little twitchy—to say nothing of the new restriction on his mother. I bumped my forehead as he opened the door; I should have asked him about Laura and Sean, just to remind him. Sammy and Brent came in followed by Chris and we flopped in the living room. Landon arrived shortly thereafter. We settled in the living room and waited for the game to start.
"So? How's the MILF list treating you guys?" Brent asked, a cardboard joviality in his voice.
For an uncomfortable few moments we all looked around at each other and no one spoke.
"Mom and Darlene are wearing me out." Landon said finally, bobbing his head. He looked around at us with a flush in his cheeks. "They both want to add another cock to the picture because apparently being double-teamed has virtually the same appeal for them both. They talk about it all the time, sometimes with me...er...while using me, using my..." It was hilarious to see Landon sputter to a stop. "They want another cock, is the upshot." He finally finished.
Sammy waved his had. "Pick me! Pick me! Fucking Sonny is ignoring Mom and she is grouchy as a bear with a thorn in her paw. Damn, but she has been hard to live with since he bailed on her. Least he could do would be to throw her a fuck once a week or so, so my life would not be so miserable. I am not getting any at all."
"Bullshit, Sammy. You ought to be paying Annie rent." Chris growled.
"Oh, well, yeah, there's that." Sammy grinned. He looked at Chris a little weird, "I, uh, I have done your mom a time or two, Chris. Hope you don't mind."
Chris looked at me, not Sammy. "Oh, no, I don't mind." He said, his face a mixture of resentment and lust. The old Chris who might have been inscrutable was completely gone except for the fact that the emotions he felt were so predictable. Embarrassment or shame had kept him quiet for most of his life, as long as we had known him, but no more. Both had been initiated by a whole menu of things. He grinned then but it was glassy, reflecting, not translucent, "Even with us doing her, Annie still complains that she is being neglected."
I wondered if Chris was going to confess anything, aunts, uncles, sharing his Mom with Sean Favors, his hardon for my sister? Nothing of the sort. He clammed up.
I looked at Brent, "Well? What's up with you and Natasha? Your dad find out about you two yet?"
Brent rolled his eyes. "Don't go there. They fight over the phone and then she comes in and...well, let's say she likes make up sex even when the old man is not even in the same state. She has told me a dozen times that we have to stop. I raged the first few times but now I just point and laugh. That just makes her more angry and then we..." Brent looked around the room. "Do you guys really want to hear this? Shouldn't we be asking Sonny about Deedee Hamilton?"
A general clamor followed but I shushed everyone and pointed to the TV because the game was starting. They were having none of that. Landon leaned over and snatched the controller out of my hand and muted the game.
"Sonny, you got to tell us what the hell is going on. Shit, it's like you died. We never see you." Brent insisted.
"I was studying. The MILF list sort of fucked up my classes."
"Fucked up! That's a laugh!" Chris muttered.
"His mommy ran away." Sammy said, chortling behind his hand. "He's so sad."
The other guys did not know what he was talking about and now, when they heard about it they were puzzled. I figured Alissa must have slipped but when pressed, Sammy confessed it was his Aunt Melissa. That bitch. It also told me something that the 'Mom network' had not leaked the circumstances in my house.
"Turns out, our man Sonny has been negotiating with much larger enterprises for pussy beyond the MILF list." Sammy gave me a look all stern with an arched eyebrow and everything. "You want to tell them about it or shall I?"
"What about your Mom. Where is she? Now that you mention it, I have not seen or heard from her for...weeks." Landon said.
"Me, neither." Brent interjected, his voice filled with pathos. He sounded like he was speaking of the dead.
I rolled my eyes. "That's a long story."
"Longer than your dick?" Sammy asked straight faced.
"Leave my dick out of this." I growled and Sammy laughed at me, shooting me the finger. Alissa was a subtext.
"I was a little miffed about Mom refusing me but when Aunt Melissa told me your mom had scarpered, I guess I figured things were evening out after all."
"Yeah, well he has sisters." Chris muttered.
Landon apparently did not hear because he insisted I tell them what was up with my dear mother. "So where is your mother? Do we get...er...are we going to see your lovely mother here today? I, for one, would love to wish her Merry Christmas!" His eyes were totally serious.
Suddenly I knew what my buddies were thinking; it was 'piece de Cici' time in their mind.
"She's not here." I said and stopped, suddenly confronted with how much of my life extended beyond the MILF list.
"I can see that. Where is she and don't tell me she is at work." Landon looked sideways at Sammy.
I was caught but decided I could try to deflect and distract. "I think I'm in love." I muttered, my eyes on the carpet. Oh, the uproar, you'd have thought I was announcing I was gay and wanted everyone to contribute a piece of their ass to my new hobby. When the hoots and howling quieted I told them about meeting the infamous Double D Hamilton—it was so bad with me that I felt distinctly uncomfortable calling her "Double D" like they did. The disrespect felt terrible. I persisted, hoping it would go away. It didn't but other distractions would appear. I was tiptoeing around all the embarrassing land mines I had planted in my own backyard, including the fact I was in the process of extending the MILF list to my own sisters who are hardly MILFs...it became rapidly clear to me that I had not thought through this confrontation with my friends, the brotherhood of the MILF list, very well.
"Sonny, Sonny, Sonny, you have to tell us all about that!" Landon hooted, like he had any fucking room to talk.
But then, from the jaws of horrible embarrassing and potentially uncomfortable confession, I was saved.
The garage door began to raise, rumbling and bumping.
Everyone looked at me, Chris with the most intense stare.
I felt the most confusion of my life. I was happy my sisters were interrupting this but I also worried that Tawny might be with them and that simple fact suddenly made me uncomfortable. I was patently uncertain I would be able to hide the fact I was doing my sister from my buddies. Plus, and this is likely what bothered me the most, I wondered if Chris would understand that he was second in the "do Tawny" line. What would he think if he looked into my eyes and saw lust reflected. On the other hand, what would he think if there wasn't? It was a conundrum.
"Is that by any chance your dear mother?" Sammy asked, clearly knowing better.
I squirmed, I stuttered, I changed the subject. "Hey," I gestured at the TV, "anyone want a beer? It's almost noon."
"Sonny, its ten-twenty." Brent remonstrated, precise as always.
"It's noon somewhere." Landon said nodding. "Beer for me. Fuck the clock." Everyone else nodded and for the moment I was off the hook. I danced out to the garage to find the garage door open and Tawny at the wheel of Mom's car, blocked from entrance by Sammy's ugly parking job, slanting across the access to the garage. I waved at Tawny, a little confused because she was alone in the car and ran to the door. I yelled at Sammy he had to move his car. I went to the garage fridge and found it was bare of beer. I cursed then looked at my beautiful sister. She could buy us beer! What a happy coincidence. I ran out to her car and asked her to roll down the window.
She gestured to the back seat. "I went to the store. I am going to make pizza for you and your friends. I got snacks and I'll make cookies later." She smiled impishly, daring me to say something about her plans.
"There's no beer." I groused.
Her face registered the truth of it. She looked positively guilty. "Oh, yes, well, we have been drinking your beer, you know, to take the edge off. You weren't drinking it. Didn't want it to get stale." She was reaching. We both seemed to be straining to return back to the brother-sister, bother-blister, dynamic of the past. It was a challenge but we have long years as bother-blister and the habits were easy to fall into again. "I'll go get you beer. Don't worry. It's not even noon."
"It's noon somewhere." I returned, poaching Landon's line.
"I'll pull in and you can help me unload and then I'll make a beer run."
I nodded, looking her right in the tits, trying to see down her blouse. She noticed and pulled her coat closed over the V that revealed her cleavage. "Sonny! Quit it!" She shrilled but her voice held delight and not the antagonism of the past; not quite blister or sister, more like female, like a woman taking pleasure at being noticed.
Sammy got out of his car.
I waved to him and told him I was out of beer and that I'd help Tawny unload the car and then she'd make a beer run. He nodded and ran back into the house. I turned to follow Tawny into the garage and suddenly my cock snapped erect. A moment later the garage door began descending behind me. My heart hammered in my chest again. There was something surpassingly sexy about Tawny closing the door to hide us from view. She got out of the car and just stood there, watching me as I came around the car.
Twelve hours was too long. I pushed the car door closed and took her in my arms and kissed her. Her lips were fire and lava, her tongue plunged into my mouth immediately. She groaned as I pressed her back against the car. The kiss shattered and we were staring at each other. Her hand slithered between us and she caressed my cock.
That simple action, the velvet admission that she knew I was hard, that I was hard for her, and that she wanted me as much as I wanted her thrilled me. I opened her coat and unbuttoned four of the buttons of her white blouse. She shivered against the car, her hands trilling up and down my sides. Once her bra was revealed, I pulled it up and off her tits and took one in my mouth. Her nipple was hard against my tongue.
Tawny groaned loudly in the dull light of the garage. I sucked at the breast hard, leaving a large mark on the slope and then shifted down to pull the nipple and the flesh around it into my mouth. Tawny squirmed. Her body was alive with motion and had she not been wearing a business suit, I would have fucked her right there against the car.
"Oh Sonny, please, no. Your friends, they, they...uh god, Sonny, that feels so exciting, so marvelous." She held my head as I bent her against the car and laved her breasts with lips and tongue. Her nipples were hard little nubs. I sucked one back into my mouth and she groaned again. I heard the bump near the kitchen door and we jumped apart like we'd been shocked with a tazer. Tawny skipped to the fridge and opened it, hiding her dishabille from whoever was at the door.
It opened and Chris stuck his head out. The light went out.
"Get the light, would you Chris?" I said as I opened the back door of the car and pulled several sacks of groceries against me to hide my happy tent.
"I guess you're right. There is no beer. I could have sworn there was some of that stuff you like." Tawny said to the refrigerator.
The garage light came on.
"What are you guys doing out here?" Chris said, his voice pitched funny so that it barely sounded like him.
God, but I felt caught, guilty as hell. "I am going to unload the car and then Ditz will go get us beer, won't you Ditz?"
From her sheltered place behind the fridge door, she turned to glare at me, her bra was mostly in place but she was still buttoning the blouse. The slope of her right breast showed a large, obvious hickey. Oops.
"Open the garage door, Chris. I'll be right back with the beer." Tawny said, a finger rubbing the bruise on her breast before she tucked the blouse over it and buttoned it.
The garage door began to raise. I staggered up the stairs and into the kitchen. Chris let the door go closed and went back into the living room. "Duncan is out of beer!" He announced and joined the jeers. "He is sending his sister to go get some, so never fear."
I set the plastic bags down on the counter, pressing my cock hard against it, trying to get it to deflate. "I have to get a couple more bags, I'll be right back. I darted out the garage door, my tent flying high.
Tawny stood by the car and her eyes found my cock as I came down the stairs. She goggled but then snickered. "You are looking well, Mr. Duncan." She tittered.
"You are an evil woman." I said. Then I thought I would torture her. "I am going to fuck you today. With my friends right in the next room."
Her eyes flashed and then she got into the car and started it.
"Wait. I need to get the rest of the stuff." I opened the back and got the remaining bags. Finally it occurred to me to ask, "What are you doing home?"
"Oh, I took Georgia and Dalia to work. I took the rest of the week off. I told them about Double D. They are going to a holiday party tonight so they will be home late. They are going to find dates for New Year's since you are off the menu." She looked up at me. "I uh thought you might need someone to make pizza or serve snacks, or whatever. You know, whatever."
I nodded. I grinned and felt stupid. What the hell was I grinning about? She pulled out and I took the rest of the groceries into the kitchen. I was putting things away when Sammy hollered for me to leave that to the woman and come give an account of my non-MILF activities.
I got all the refrigerated or frozen stuff put away and then did as they demanded, but not before using a bag of frozen corn to reduce the swelling in my pants. I was more or less normal when I returned to the living room.
A commercial came on and Sammy looked around. "Well, Sonny? You want to tell it or should I?"
I had a feeling of vertigo, mainly because I had no idea what Melissa had told Sammy about the situation. Or, for that matter, what Alissa had told Melissa. I shrugged. "You'll likely tell any story better than me, Sammy, go ahead." I could see by the look on his face that he had been bluffing because he looked disappointed.
He was not done in yet. "Okay. Where is your mom, Sonny. We all were looking for a little more of her than we have had. Where is she?"
I decided right then to make them pull everything out of me. Right. That sounded good but I was still me. All I had to do was stall till Tawny got back, but that could take a while. I had to make this good or I was going to tell everything I knew. They all knew that, but they did not know the transformation that was overtaking me. "She is in China. It seems, my fine feathered friends, that Sid Kingston has a cock the size of my arm or my head and our dear Annie finds getting it all inside her voracious little snatch to be a challenge. My mother, however, does not." I stopped, as though that explained everything.
"She took me in her ass, remember." Brent said in his logical 'I can explain everything' professorial voice. Everyone nodded, those faraway looks bespoke a remembrance of things past.



"How did she end up taking Sid Kingston?" Sammy asked, intent on having it all out.
I nodded. This I thought I could tell without confusing anyone. "Remember that weekend Sid came home?"
Chris grinned, that old shy grin of his, as he had been that day. "Do I ever. Scared the living shit out of me. That was the day I learned that being scared shitless did not deflate my cock."
Hmm, that explained something. "Well, he caught me the night before. Before we did Melissa. I found Annie trussed up on the bed, on her knees, blindfolded and just begging to be fucked, so, well, I did."
"I remember that. I fucked her like that too." Landon said. "We all thought you were the one who set her up for us. God but she loved that. Tied spread eagled on the bed, blindfolded and just waiting to be fucked. That was really something! Wait, that wasn't you?"
I nodded, then shook my head. "Nope. I think Sid did that. She was on her knees when I got there, not on her back. I figured you guys were accommodating her so I plugged in and went to town. When Mr. Kingston appeared, I was hammering her good and I figured I was going to die so I just kept on. Figured it was best to die coming if I could." I glanced at Chris. The game was back but it was not the one we wanted to watch so it was being ignored. Wyoming was up on Rice. "It was then that Sid explained about his relationship to his wife, which is, ah, somewhat corporate. Annie had been fucked by all of us by that time, I think and she was so loose, so stretched, Big Sid lay down and she proceeded to fit his fourteen inches or whatever it is into her little pussy. I did her ass. She came and came and came and eventually Big Sid was buried into her right up to the hilt. She looked like a balloon blown too full of air, her skin was see through, and she came and came. I think that was the main reason he did not object. We warmed her up and he got his. She came like a hurricane on him. I think I earned something, getting her mixed into our little martini. Sid has had very few situations where he could fuck her but with our help, she managed just fine."
"Tell us about your Mom." Sammy said.
"Well, during this little blitz, he let on that he was looking for a new US attorney, his previous one developed a conflict of interest because..."
"I don't give a shit why, Sonny." Landon growled, the ball game forgotten.
I was wondering where Tawny was but knew it could be a while. Shit. "I recommended Alissa to him. He, ah, he has a rule, he only does business with males because then he can fuck their wives, daughters, mistresses, mothers, whatever, whoever. That way, he can be intimate with them without fucking them. It is part of how he does business, he requires his opposite number to afford him access to privately held pussy."
"Jesus H. Christ." Landon swore. "Sid Kingston? He fucks the wives and...er..."
"Daughters, mistresses, even wives of his associates as part of the business deal. Now how he manages that with his horse cock, I am not sure but on the other hand, a lot of women have a three-car garage by the time they have a kid or three. So, Alissa posed a problem. He could not fuck her and she only had little Sammy there to offer and Sid does not swing that way, lucky for you, Sammy my boy. Sid Kingston has a hog's leg, a horse cock, a horny howitzer. He would have stretched you thin as plastic wrap, if he liked boys." Sammy looked distinctly uncomfortable. "Sid was in town because he was looking for new representation. He wanted someone close to home and Alissa's firm was on the list. But he had a rule never to fuck clients or partners—in reality or metaphorically. So he had a problem."
"Hurry it up, Sonny." Sammy growled.
"Well, we worked out a deal. If Alissa traded herself to me, I could give Mom to Sid—which she wanted in the worst way, by the way, once she heard about his huge cock—and Alissa signed Sid for her firm as a way to cement her partnership there. Everybody wins." I saw the light go on in Sammy's eyes. Suddenly I felt good about this whole deal. He would finally understand what was going on between me and his mom.
In fact, he was nodding. "I get it, Sonny. Mom had been really upset about her job for months and then suddenly everything was great. I thought it was because we fucked her but it was because you settled things with the partners and she got her partnership like it was originally supposed to be! She was going to drag us, or me any way, out to California. Shit man, you saved us!"
I felt embarrassed but then I understood why he saw it that way. He was giving me a lot of credit for the wrong reasons but in the end, it all worked out the same. So I just grinned, happy to have his gratitude, to say nothing of his mother.
"I bet Sid insisted that you own her, like you have it set up. That weekend, the week after Aunt Melissa uh participated in a little airtight ho-down, Mom was actually happy. I thought it was she liked being on her knees for you." He glared at me, "you have been neglecting her. She is getting a little crazy. I told her about you chasing Double D and that made her feel a little better but still, fucking is fucking and there really is no good substitute. I would be happy to fill in for you." Sammy grinned that shit-eating grin.
I nodded my thanks without acknowledging his suggestion. "So, well..." I hesitated, wondering how much to tell but it occurred to me; these were my boys! I should tell them everything. "Annie apparently told Sid about us, about me and he was impressed. He had Annie suck me while he talked to me and discovered that even fearing that he was going to kill me for porking his wife, I could still get hard with her lips sucking my cock. I think that impressed him. But, it turned out, Annie had been free lancing. Her willingness to take us on had been her idea and that was not in their marital agreement. So she had to pay."
I grinned in spite of myself. This part, while nothing had come of it yet, it was so fucking cool, I loved telling my buddies about it. "Annie has a niece, she lives out in California somewhere. You know how family is so important in a Chinese culture? Annie is from a very rich, influential family in China and everyone looks to her or once did, before she married Sid. There is a story behind that but it is not mine to tell. Anyway, Sid tells Annie that she has to arrange for her niece, Jillian, to be mine, to you know, fuck. That is Annie's punishment for going behind Sid's back. I think that was the point. She liked going behind his back."
The guys were silent.
"What about now." Sammy finally asked. "Is she still going behind his back, with us, I mean?"
I shook my head. "No, he told her she could get all she could stand. Told me he liked that she was getting some, even if she was outside the lines. So Sid and I worked it out. Now, ah, I need to tell you something else. Alissa, she had a client, her firm actually who wanted a lay down assistant."
"Lay down assistant? What's that?" Brent did not always get metaphors or figures of speech.
"You know, a capable assistant who would fuck him as he wished, and I suppose anyone else he wanted, for that matter. He wanted someone to vet a girl, a woman for him, find the right fit. Alissa's firm had managed to get a shot at that but was stuck as to how to go about it without developing a sour reputation they did not want to have. They did not want to end up representing XXX rated producers or whatever." I looked around. Everyone was honed in.
"I, you know the week or so before Thanksgiving? I met a guy, a Chinese guy Sid sent my way. He, he wanted good old American MILF and Sid sent him to me. The guy has a beautiful wife but he thinks it is not cheating if he buys pussy so I had to charge him."
"You sold one of our mothers?" Landon said darkly.
I looked disbelieving at him and held his stare a good long time till he had the good grace (or good sense) to look away. If my rejoinder was to the point, I might reference a fact he had not actually disclosed to anyone else. I nodded. "The guy fenced me a girl, the daughter of a friend of his and I fucked her in his limo, while he did her friend. He liked that. I agreed to sell him some MILF and discovered he had never done a woman's ass before. I offered to show him how."
Sammy nearly split a gut laughing. "Ass lessons!" He said after he caught his breath and could speak. "Now I have heard it all!"
Landon was staring at me. This was getting good. Never ask for truth, it can have blow back you simply cannot predict. I looked him right in the eyes and that was when my relationship to him changed, to all the guys. Despite being cash poor, I quit being the shabby poor cousin and best of all, I quit feeling like I had to do more and be more because I was cashless. "I thought immediately of Kyla and set up a meeting." I smirked. Something flickered in Landon's eyes as though he knew what was coming.
"I decided to use Alissa to demonstrate how to fuck a woman in the ass."
"Why not your mother?" Landon asked tightly.
"This was business and using up my mother on this would have been a risk. You forget, I am poor as a church mouse. This has potential income attached to it." I met Landon's intense gaze. He did not look away. "I should mention that by this time I knew that Landon was heavily into Darlene Emerson. I saw them meet and do everything but strip and fuck...but that is another story. I met Mr. Cheng at the Bedford bar. Kyla arrived and shortly after that, Darlene appeared." Landon's face got really tense, his brow knit like he was dropping the kids off at the pool, or trying to without success.
"Darlene followed Kyla to the hotel, because, well I think she suspected Mrs. Clark was up to something or something was getting up in her. She was not supposed to be there and it screwed up everything. She told Cheng that she was Kyla's daughter and that he must have thought about the whole 'mother-daughter' thing. He denied it but anyone could see he was intrigued. He was waiting for a client and lo and behold! The client showed up and who was it but dear Darlene's daddy dearest."
Landon's face changed, like I had hit him with a used condom. I give him credit, he never made a peep though. "He was nearly apoplectic that his beloved daughter was in a hotel bar clearly dressed like a hooker. Mr. Cheng was completely impassive. I arrived—I had been talking to you, Landon, I believe that was when Mr. Wills first appeared back at his house and discovered...well that, again, is another story. I told Mr. Emerson that we were on the way to a costume party and Alissa was chaperoning. Kyla had scampered off to the bathroom since I presume she knew Mr. Emerson. I told Mr. Emerson that my best buddy wanted me to take his girl to the party since he couldn't. He wanted me to keep her out of trouble. He really was looking forward to meeting you, Landon."
Landon's face had turned perfectly scarlet. He just nodded, a choking sound in his throat.
"Mr. Emerson left. We walked him out to his car and Darlene I almost did it right there in the parking lot but we got hold of ourselves." Everyone glanced at Landon but he was holding a pair of queens and gave no indication that I was talking about his girlfriend, even though everyone already understood that. When he did not react, they all looked back at me like it was a scene from a sitcom. "We went back inside and Mr. Cheng was somewhat dubious about doing anything else. I thought that was the game. This was the interview for the pussy hunting job and I was SOL. I forgot to mention, Cheng knew this mysterious person who wanted a lay-down assistant and Sid made it clear to me that I should show him every courtesy. Kyla, however, insisted and Cheng was charmed by her. She persuaded him so we went up to his room. He refused to let Darlene participate. She refused to leave so she got to watch. I showed him how to fuck a woman in the ass, demonstrating on Alissa and he, finally, did Kyla. Front then in the ass."
"That was where we made mom airtight, at the Bedford that weekend." Landon muttered.
"When Darlene joined us. She had been watching the rest of the weekend and had become increasingly insistent. She knew Kyla planned to return with the rest of you and get what she wanted, a ride on the airtight railroad, and Darlene crashed the party. You all know the rest."
The silence was textured only by the flashing of the pictures on the TV.
Finally Sammy quipped, "What does any of this have to do with your Mom?"
I almost told them the unvarnished truth but then I swerved and gave them a little different version. "Mom wanted Sid and Sid wanted Mom so she asked me to trade her to him. I did."
"For what?" Brent asked, like he was taking notes.
"To keep Annie, you know, available." Not strictly true but might as well have been. Sammy knew this, I thought. "I gave her to Sid and I am pretty sure that is what she wanted. He invited her to ride his pole in Hong Kong and off she went." I shrugged. I had no intention of telling why she left, that she foresaw the impending coitus between her son and daughters, which she herself had instituted and encouraged and she did not want to be around when we discovered her collusion in making that happen.
The garage door started going up.
"Does, do your sisters know about all this?" Chris asked, his eyes fixed on me, the blue almost black in them.
I thought for a moment about telling him 'yes' and waiting to see if my buddies would connect the dots, or as it were sister to brother with all the permutations of that connection for the MILF list but decided that Tawny was not ready for that. I mean, she was not ready to admit she was fucking her brother to his friends with the likely consequences of such an admission. Then there was the reality that my sister knew about the MILF list...not that was all too much. I hesitated but finally shook my head. "I don't think so. Explaining how Mom, that is, why Mom disappeared to China has be a bit of delicate process but I left it mostly to Mom. She mommed them and they seem to be, at least unwilling to make an issue of it."
"But they knew we, er you were fucking her." Brent mumbled.
I nodded. The garage door to the kitchen banged open.
"Sonny, come help me get the beer out of the car!" She shouted in her best 'witch' voice.
I staggered to my feet.
"Such a lap dog," Sammy said shaking his head. "Bounds away whenever she whistles."
Chris glared at him and I left them. Someone unmuted the TV, Rice had just scored and was within six.
Tawny waited at the door and when I approached, she hit the close button on the overhead door and went down into the garage.
I arrived by the car and she did not even wait. Her hands found my belt and in moments she had extracted my cock and fit it between her lips. My story had left me wanting and her reaction fit my mood, despite my buddies being "just in there". She hummed as she sucked my cock into her mouth. She sucked hard and my whole cock disappeared into her mouth. She worked it down into her throat and then choked a bit, backing out and expelling it into the cold air. She stood up. She just looked at me.
I let my eyes drift down to her chest, then to the pleated skirt, a little short for this time of year. I noted the business suit was gone and wondered when she changed. Women are such mysteries but it meant she was surely thinking what I was thinking. I have the fashion sense of a mail box but it struck me odd that she was wearing a short pleated skirt, brown and it did not reach her knees. Curiously I took one pleat between thumb and forefinger and lifted the skirt up her legs. She wore thigh-highs, I discovered and beyond that, nothing. The moment her pussy came into view, she hissed. My cock was still bare, my pants down around my knees. Her hand found my cock and bent it down towards her pussy. The head tracking down her belly and abdomen. I bent my knees and leaned into her, pressing her against the car. She growled, directing my cock between the lips of her pussy. She groaned as my cock slid into her. Her body clinched and I was caught, seized tightly in her slick little hole. I arched my back, withdrawing a bit and then pushing it back into her. This time her body complied and I slid deep into her body. She cocked her hips forward to receive me and I ran into her until I was firmly rooted deep in her body.
Tawny grunted, her body shaking as I penetrated her. In the muted distance I could hear the football game. I smashed her against the cold car, surely the reason she shivered so violently. She moaned as I penetrated her and one knee rose up my thigh to my side, pressing against my body. She grunted and I pulled back a little and rammed my cock into her, hard.
"Oh, oh, oh Sonny!" She hissed, my name emerging like a sort of flat whistle. Her body bucked once and she buried her face in my chest. Her hands pulled at my shoulders, clinging to me while her body responded to the penetration. She shook and then bucked once more and just like that my cock pulsed with the pleasure being in my sister yielded. She enveloped me, wrapping her arms around my neck till her lips found mine and she kissed me, hard. My orgasm crashed into us, I coursed with the feeling of her body being filled with cum. She guessed my condition and sighed while I pumped into her. She held still, till I was still and then she kissed my cheek.
"They are going to think I brought a truck load of beer home." She tittered.
"Or they will think I am out here fucking you." I panted back.
"You think so?" Tawny responded brightly. "I think I'd love to have them see us. You know? Like Mom, with you inside of her like that. My god, Sonny, I dreamed, I dreamed of you and Mom, fucking, you between her legs, your lean ass pounding up and down. I think I came in my sleep."
"You are such a perv!" I chortled as I pulled my cock out of my sister, fully aware of the irony; so I was being ironic. Tawny gets me.
She laughed. She pulled up her dress and looked down her body at her bare legs. Streaks of our cum ran down her inner thighs, disappearing into the black stocking bands that held them in place. She looked up at me. "Better take some beer to your friends. Tell them, tell them I wanted to make pizza and you were trying to talk me out of it. You lost. Then you can come fuck me, in the kitchen, with them right there!" Her voice was a low hum.
I had no response. The idea planting of the flag with my buddies right there, around the corner from us, that thrilled me. I confess. I was enveloped by Tawny's apparent desire to have risky, public sex. Oh the fun I could have with that. I stood up and backed away, taking my time about doing up my clothing.
Tawny just watched, she was fully dressed still. "I like it that you came so fast. It, it means you want me. A lot."
I grinned. "It's been twelve hours. I was backed up." I grabbed a six pack of beer and left her. She could put the rest away.
The guys were jittery waiting for the Ohio State and UCLA to come on. This was not the Rose Bowl but it would be good. I handed out the beers.
"What'd she do, bring up a dozen cases? Took you long enough. What were you talking about?" Chris said, his voice a low monotone.
"My blister wants to make us pizza." I said.
"Jesus tits, what did you tell her?" Sammy howled.
"I tried to talk her out of it." I growled. "I wanted her to just go pick some up but she was having none of that. You know how sisters are."
"No. I don't. Just Aunts." Chris responded. The other guys glanced askance at him. "You caved, didn't you?"
I nodded. "It was easier."
"So she is going to be out there banging pans while we watch football?" Brent groused. "We should have gone over to my house."



"Shut up. She makes great pizza." I got that line in just as Tawny came into the house. I made sure she heard it. The other guys did not respond. Sammy called for bets on the game and we all ponied up cash for a first half pool. Each took a stat, whoever got it right won the pool or split with the other guys who got their stat right. I took under thirty points. UCLA scored on the first kickoff. By the end of the first quarter it was 21 to 14 and I was out of the money. Everyone else was in, Sammy had zero interceptions, Landon had over ten penalties, Chris took less than fifty plays and Brent, ever the digit head, said over thirty passes combined. They were still in it and avidly watching what was turning into a great game. I glanced at the kitchen and found Tawny hugging the wall, watching us.
The crowd roared as a pass was intercepted but a penalty called it back. "Sonny, come in here and help me make up a snack tray." Tawny said, using her best "mom" voice. The guys did not even look around, eyes glued to the TV. I slipped into the kitchen.
"Take them more beers." I whispered.
"They'll smell us."
I nodded. "I know." I grinned.
She nodded and took four beers into the other room and brought back five empties. I had noticed the snack tray all finished on the counter, crackers, cheese and chips and dips. I understood immediately. My cock snapped to attention and Tawny arrived, greeting my little tent with a happy squeak. I pulled her close and kissed her on the mouth but did not give her time to open her mouth. I turned her back to me and bent her over the counter beside the snack tray. She gasped as I flipped her skirt over her ass, baring it. She widened her legs and cocked her ass up and back, opening herself.
I opened my pants and my cock stuck out. I bent down to touch her between the legs with the end of my cock. She grunted and tried to push herself onto me. I pulled back, reset my feet and approached her again. I touched the head to my sister's pussy and she gasped and hissed again.
"Don't!" She trilled quietly. "Don't tease me! Put it in me." Her voice twanged with sexual tension and desire.
The guys in the other room yelled. "Sonny, you have to see this!" Sammy yelled.
"Give me a minute." I shouted back. Tawny hitched up her ass again and widened her legs, opening herself more. I entered her. She shifted her feet and rammed herself backwards, impaling herself on my cock before I could pull back as I had planned. Once inside of her, I had neither desire nor will to leave her velvet confines. I was fucking my sister with my buddies, "right there" as she had insisted. I felt the orgasm wrack her. She bucked before me, gripping the counter, pressing her face into her forearms as she climaxed. The merest squeal of pleasure escaped as she thrashed, my cock buried inside her body from behind.
I did not share her immediate ecstasy but had that pleasant sensation of her vibrant ass against my body as I rammed my cock into her over and over again. Tawny was primed. After the first heroic orgasm, she bucked and jumped and came over and over again, grunting through several quick, intense orgasms. Then her head lifted and she looked at the part of the patio windows we could see, listening to the sounds of the game and the fragmented conversation woven in with the game commentary. I pulled out of her pussy.
Her head whipped around, her eyes were glassy with post-orgasmic trauma. I stood her up, turned her around and pulled her onto my cock once more. I slid deep into her immediately and I lifted her thighs, pulling her off her feet. Her body convulsed and she slid down my cock, ramming her full again. Her ass hitched on the edge of the counter and her legs lifted and wrapped around me. I leaned in and met her as she folded against me. I found her neck and kissed and sucked on it for a moment then whispered into her ear. "We, we are going to fuck you, sometime, sister dear. We will do you like we did Mom."
That set her off, those words seemed to burn down into her and her whole body convulsed with a new round of orgasms.
"Sonny, dude, you got to come look at this play!" Sammy crowed again from the other room.
It was like he had whacked my sister on the ass. She squealed into my chest, so loud I thought sure they would hear. Her body shook as the orgasms ended, morphing instead into a single humming confection that she savored as is possessed her completely. She rattled and crooned as it suffused her body. Her legs relaxed and she dangled off the counter. I withdrew from her and tried to get her to relax her knees but she refused. She shook her head.
"They can eat me but I don't lick pussy, even my own." She whispered. I thought, after Christmas eve, perhaps she protested too much. It would be fun to put her to the test. She quickly did up my pants, and I had to redo her work so my cock would bend in the right direction. We separated. The kitchen smelled like fresh pussy.
"Better get started on that pizza." I said in a normal voice. Then in a whisper, "It will cover the smell of your cunt."
Tawny smacked me on the arm. She handed me the snacks and shooed me out of the kitchen. By halftime, my cock had relaxed and the smells of pizza were emanating from the kitchen. We ate and Tawny hovered. She had a beer with us and watched the end of the game. She stood up and said, "Who is going to help me clean up?" She did not wait for an answer but sauntered into the kitchen. I was amazed she had not changed clothes, her white blouse was spotted with tomato paste. There was one distinct streak on her black thigh-high and I would have bet it was cum and that everyone noticed. No one mentioned it though.
I smacked Chris on the back of the head. "There's your chance, big guy!"
He turned around and looked at me, his face a mask from bygone days. He looked like the old Chris, the guy who always acted diffident and scared of his own shadow.
"Remember Caren and Lizzy." I hissed and it was like reality switched places with the past. The guy that built the rail returned and he stood up and walked into the kitchen.
Sammy chortled. "He gonna fuck your sister, Sonny?"
Brent and Landon both looked at me like they were scared.
"He can try." I said blandly. "He might end up with is balls in a specimen jar."
Everyone relaxed.
The next game came on, South Carolina and Oklahoma State. Just before the end of the first quarter, we heard a big "YES!" from the kitchen.
Tawny appeared. "Guys, if you need anything, holler and I'll fix it. I am going to go lay down. I need a nap. Work is never like this." Everyone thanked her and she disappeared upstairs. Chris appeared looking like he just won the lottery. His eyes found me and a little of the light went out of his eyes but then it came back, if anything, brighter. I think he must have recalled that I told him to ask her out. I knew what had happened.
He came into the room with another round of beers and flopped on the couch beside Sammy. "I am taking Tawny to the Collegiate New Year's Celebration Sunday." He announced.
Everyone looked at me, including Chris.
I grinned and reached out a hand. "Good for you, Chris. About time." I looked around and everyone had different looks, odd looks on their faces. Sammy for the first time in living memory said nothing but his face was a mask I could not read. The expressions on the other guys faces? Jealously and envy, for sure!
"You going to let him fuck her?" Brent said. He rarely was the one to state anything obvious that had nothing to do with digits.
Landon looked at him with disdain but then he looked at me and said something equally stupid that allowed me to look at him with disdain. "You going to let her fuck him?"
The stupidity of the question took away my breath. "Tawny fucks who she wants."
"How are you going to deal with uh fucking your mom and Sonny's sister?" Brent asked, his voice full of curiosity and wonder, talking to Chris.
"I ain't fucking mom, no more. I uh..." Chris trailed off, all glimmer of the earlier light in his eyes was gone.
I regarded Chris with a baleful stare. "Go ahead, Chris, explain yourself. I want to hear this."
He stared at me but this Chris did not blink. Finally he looked at Brent. "I screwed up and let someone else know about me and mom." I said.
"Oh shit!" Sammy said, his first contribution to this conversation.
Chris nodded. "I wasn't thinking but, well, Sonny is going to fix it I think."
"You better tell us about it." Landon said darkly, even though he had little room to squeak about pulling back the curtain from our little MILF list adventures.
"You know Sean Favors. We were on the same flight after, well on Christmas...Mom and dad had a big fight at Uncle Brad's and she and I came back early. Sean was on the plane and we invited him home for Christmas dinner, although it wasn't much. One thing led to another and we fucked Mom. But it is not like it sounds."
"Yes it is." I said lightly, like I was laughing at him.
I give Chris credit, he did not get pissed. He stuck with the facts. "I traded Mom to Sean for his mom. I wasn't thinking. I did not think about how to manage that with a MILF Sonny had not initiated for me." He shook his head. "I really screwed up but Sonny, he came over and fixed it. He is going to fix it so I fuck Mrs. Favors. Meanwhile, no Laura Wills for me. Sean gets her. He is over there right now, pounding her. He has been there all week. His mom comes home after New Years. Sonny is going to arrange for her to uh fuck me...somehow." The last sounded lame and it was.
"Fuck a Phoenician," Brent breathed. "Mrs. Lydia Favors? That Mrs. Favors?"
Chris nodded.
Brent looked at me. "Buddy, you gotta include me in that. I got nothing to trade that you don't already have but fuck me, if Lydia Favors fucks, I want a place in line."
Sammy looked mystified.
Landon did not. He had the worst look of confusion and double-mindedness on his face I had ever seen.
Chris looked over at me, an inquiring look on his face.
I shrugged. "She is a MILF. If I fuck her and I will, if I can, and if it works for her particular brand of kink, I'll share. Chris won't mind, will you, Chris?"
He shook his head immediately, taking no umbrage at my bland assertion. But then this new Chris shot back, "If I fuck Tawny, and I bet she will, I'll share her too."
The room went silent and still, but for the action on the TV, mostly worthless but utterly forgotten. Everyone was open-mouthed, gaping at this new Chris I had come to know but was just coming out to them. I doubt the other guys would have been more surprised if he had announced he was gay and would suck our cocks for a quarter.
"Jesus, Chris. You could have gone all day and not said that." Landon muttered.
Then Chris said what everyone of my friends had been thinking since the first moment the MILF list appeared on our collective radars. "Who wouldn't want to fuck Sonny's sisters and his mom together? I mean, who are we kidding? Really. If you had the chance to do Cici Duncan and Tawny or Dalia or Georgia, would you hesitate?" His eyes were arctic hard.
"There it is." Landon mumbled then he bowed his head. "Let me tell you, doing your girl and your mother at the same time is fucking awesome!"
I shook my head. The MILF list was changing everybody. Okay, Sammy and Brent seemed constant but that, I suspected was just lack of opportunity, not part of a coherent plan. As if on cue, everyone looked at me.
"So, Sonny? What about your sisters? Do you think they would fuck us?" Chris asked.
For a moment I almost cracked and told all. The old Sonny Duncan would have for sure. Then I almost made an entirely different mistake. I almost started to barter, which would have told them—Landon at least—that my sisters were in the mix already. I caught myself just before I opened the bidding and showed my hand, or my cock as it were. Instead, feeling proud of my self-restraint and elan, I said this instead. "Chris, why don't you see if you can fuck her first. Then, and only then we'll worry about the rest of it." Then I did something I might should have avoided. "I got to fuck your aunts, I don't see why I should be upset about you fucking my sister. At least one of them. I already told you she'd surely fuck you. Its no big deal. But the rest of it, lets just take one step at a time." I fixed my eyes on Chris. "I am taking D. Debra Hamilton to the New Year's party too. So I imagine we'll see you there." I looked around at the other guys. "If you want to try fucking my sisters, tell me. I'll help." I smiled a smile that felt just like a tight mask on my face. "Doing the mother-daughter thing would be awesome, wouldn't it?" My grin mask melted and became real, genuine and heartfelt. The idea of my sisters and mother laying down for me...at the same time, it warmed the cockles of my heart.
Silence. No one moved.
Chris spoke into he silence. "Sean says he thinks Sonny can get his sister while he is at it. We can warm up on Mrs. Favors and Quilla. He thinks Quill would like doing two guys at once."
"Three is better than two." Landon said surprising me.
"Five is way better than three." Sammy added, his voice tight with anticipation, and that did not surprise me.
I nodded. "Five is far better than three." I agreed.
For a while we all sat staring at the TV. No one spoke. Finally, Landon drained his beer and stood up. "I have to go. Maybe we'll do New Year's at my house." He said. He looked around, daring anyone to suggest something. No one did.
Personally, I doubted if Kyla would let that opportunity pass her by for another double penetration. Maybe she had converted Darlene. Who could say?
For a long moment no one moved or spoke. The subject had shifted from Cici Duncan and daughters to Kyla and her magic ass. Landon nodded and left. The other guys left shortly thereafter, the game still in progress. The bets on the game went unresolved. I kept the money. Closing the door after they left I crept upstairs. Down to Tawny's room, I moved softly and cracked the door. Her bed was empty. I felt that twinge, that thrill that runs through you just as you realize that the woman you have been pursing has stopped running, is unfastening her bra or getting to her knees or has laid down on the bed and lifted her dress. A woman's invitation is a dream come true!
I had not been after Tawny like that but I had the sure sense that this was over, this first scene with my sisters. Tawny's time under me, my time between her sweet legs...it was over. I was handing her to Chris and I knew in the depths of my heart that she would wind up on his contraption, howling with orgasm as he or some other slinging dick hammered her. I felt both emotions; the thrill of the thrill she would get and the possessive desire to keep her all to myself—but that would never work with my other two sisters. I knew I could not remain devoted to her pleasure and exclude Dalia and Georgia; they would never stand for it and generous Tawny would be uneasy with it if I tried. I felt acutely this end with her, as though it might truly be the last time I had to mount her. That moment at her door, realizing that she must be napping on mom's bed, the invitation was tacit but unmistakable—"Come fuck me" she was saying, even pleading. She did not know the rabbit hole she was falling into.
I walked less carefully down to mom's room. In the gloom, I could make her out, a slight form under the comforter. The light from the hall caught her face, eyes closed and head turned, a single—bare—arm outflung beside her head. Her beauty took my breath a way. She stirred and turned, leaving the slice of light, leaving only her neck and the roof of her chest. I noticed her clothes forming a little trail from the door to the bed. I mimicked it but to the other side of the bed. Nude, I stared down at her and absorbed this view. I slipped into the bed with her and pressed my chilled naked body against hers.
She roused only slightly, melting into my arms, pressing her ass against my hard cock. "Oh Sonny." She whispered, her voice soft like velvet. I waited but she spoke nothing else but relaxed into my embrace. My sister, naked and asleep, snorted and settled back into her dreams. With my hard cock braced against her lithe back, I followed her to sleep.
I woke next to my sister and she was moaning. Fear lanced through me for there was ragged anguish in her voice. Her body rocked against me, a small hand found my bare hip and clinched, squeezing down onto me. "Oh, oh Sonny." She sighed and rolled against me, onto her back. Her hand found my cock. "Yes, Sonny. Yes, please. Please, Sonny." She whispered.
I honestly did not know if she was dreaming or not. If she was dreaming, this was the moment when I could make her dream come true, with emphasis on "come." I moved over her, knee-stepping between her legs. They parted, making room to accommodate me.
"Oh? Oh, yes. Oh, yes, Sonny." That voice was awake and aware.
Tawny's hand found my cock again and she directed me to her molten center. When I pressed into her, my sweet sister cried out, her body tensing as I penetrated her. She was smooth, open, soft, and slick with pending satisfaction. Deep into her I sank, pressing down till I was firmly rooted in her body. She hissed and then we were both still.
I lifted my head from beside hers and she turned to face up to me. Our lips met, my cock seemed to swell, pulsing inside of her and her hips lifted a bit. I shifted a millimeter deeper but in doing so, a flood of new, surpassingly fine pleasure flooded through me. I groaned. Tawny moaned.
"Oh god, I love you inside of me," Tawny breathed into my face. "I have never felt it like this. I love you, Sonny."
I suddenly felt guilty because I was going to give her to my friends...but on the heels of that guilty thought was the next one, more reassuring and exciting. She was going to get the treatment, the experience few women could ever have, airtight, double teamed, used by well-meaning men who would take their pleasure from her and give her back in kind, double or triple-fold. For now, however, I was going to make love to my sister.
I lifted my ass up and then gently lowered my body back onto hers. The pleasure of parting her pussy with my cock again flashed and flooded, welling up in me, washing through my body. There are some moments, simple, profound moments that you remember for all your life. This was one of them. In the darkness, my sister's heels hooked behind my knees, my pelvic bone grinding down onto hers and my cock lodged deep in her body, when I kissed her again and her hands found my face and combined a gentle grasp with a caress...that was a moment that would forever remain there, emblazoned in my mind. We kissed deeply and carefully, gently and intensely while our bodies cinched together, vibrating with the mutual pleasure the joining yielded to us both.
When the everlasting kiss ended, I groaned and rose up over her. The streetlights had come on and in the spangled darkness I could just make out my sister's face. Her eyes glittered. I kissed her lightly on the lips and lifted up to stare down at her.
"What's wrong, Sonny?"
"This is it." I whispered.
"What? What do you mean?" Her voice twanged.
I felt the tension rifle through her. I hated this but I had to make the conversion. "I gave you to Chris." I said. "I told him to fuck you...if he could. That is entirely up to you."
Her head turned away from me.
I kissed her exposed neck.
"Fuck me, Sonny. Make me come." She whispered back, her voice cracking and quiet.
I wanted to respond but there were no words. She understood. I got to my hands and reared up and hammered into her. She grunted. I repeated it, hammering her as hard as I could and her body buckled beneath me, her head turned towards me and she arched her back, ramming her pussy up at me as I slammed down into and onto her again.



"Oh yes, my good god of lust fuck me!" Her voice was strong but ragged, Her hands gripped my shoulders and she hung below me, between my locked elbows. Over and over I descended into her body till she ran with approval and splashed below me, coating her body and mine. "My ass. I want to feel your hands on my ass!" She gurgled.
I complied, lowering to my elbows and then gripping the cheeks of her ass in my hands. We ground together, each chasing the same pleasure, the same but different, different but not separate. Her lower legs kicked and kicked till the comforter was off of us and we were exposed to the chill of the evening in the empty house. She rocked her hips up and her legs locked around my waist, clasping me between them and locking me in place just as the first wave of pleasure ran through her. Her body bucked against me, surging and fighting my weight, struggling against my hands. Her hands found my face and turned me to her and she kissed me, hard. The need swamped her and she threw her head back, exposing her neck to me. I almost put a last mark on her but relented, thinking of Chris' inspection of her perfect body. She bucked under me. Her body convulsing as she came again and again.
Her voice shrieked finally and the thrilling sound of my sister consumed by her passion, full of my cock and clinging to me as though to life itself, it all conspired to enthrall me and I bucked violently. Her body remained sealed against me and her response was heightened shrieks. My orgasm approached at a slow plodding rate. I rammed my sister faster and faster, trying to draw that orgasm in closer but it remained distant but closing. Harder, faster, I urged it closer, pummeling my sister in pursuit of the consuming pleasure I wanted to share with her in that moment. Her head bent forward to my shoulder then arched back into the pillow, over and over as I fucked her. Her hips punched at me and her legs pulsed and gripped, squeezing and then resting while I pulsed into her, over and over again. Finally, I erupted.
I saw light and thought I was losing my mind but it was only a drifting reflection of headlights from the street. Tawny was coming continuously as I flowed into her the first time. She seized, her body going utterly still and tense. She shook, her voice warbling in her chest. For a second I was aware of her breasts, pressed against my chest. I pulled her ass and bucked into her. That set her off again and she screamed, thrashing as the apex of her climax arrived. She writhed and seethed, her pussy clinching down on my cock as she pulsed around me. Her arms felt like bands of steel.
Then it was past. All strength flowed out of me into my succulent sister. I moved to kiss her and she turned her mouth away from me. "After. If, if Chris takes me." She whispered.
The pain of her rejection must have mirrored the slice of my own words to her. It was as it was. Not only could I not have my sister forever, I had other sisters. Her destiny seemed better, better than nothing. I dared not suggest that she could and would have us both, time for that later. Nonetheless, I groaned and lifted out and off of her. She released me.
I found a robe and slippers and padded down into the kitchen. I found a bottle of red wine and opened it. With a goblet nearly full, I sat in the kitchen, alone. The glass was nearly empty when the headlights flashed through the dark house and the garage door began to rattle open, a harbinger of my sisters, my other sisters' arrival. In that melancholy instant, my lizard brain gained control and the vision of how to accomplish this transition hit me. I left the table and bounded up the stairs. I turned on the bathroom light in mom's bathroom and went to mom's closet.
"Sonny? What?"
Tawny sat up on the bed. The sheets fell away from her breasts and she made no motion to cover herself. I looked back to the closet and found what I was looking for, a long silk scarf and the sash from mom's old green robe. I turned around and faced my sister.
"Sonny? What are you doing with those?"
I heard real fear in her voice. I grinned. "Time for you to feed your sister, Tawny dear. You'll thank me for this." I moved to the bed and pushed her down onto her back. I got astride of her slim hips and tied each wrist securely and the fastened them to the headboard of mom's bed. Tawny seemed to be in shock, compliant but increasingly tense. When I was done she looked from one arm to the other.
"What are you doing, Sonny? What is this?"
I thought about being coy but decided anticipation would be just as delicious. "I am going to give you to Georgia. While she eats you, I am going to fuck her. You can watch, if you can keep your eyes open. She, I think she has a bit of talent for muff diving."
Tawny gulped and relaxed back. "Muff diving? Is that what you call it?"
I got off of my bound sister and the bed. She arched her head to look down her covered body at me.
"I, I don't have to eat her, do I? I don't want to."
"You don't have to do anything you don't want to do. If you allow me, I will let you hand me off to your sister and watch while I fuck her." I thought a moment, the garage door was going down now. My eldest sisters were home. "You need to suck me while she eats you." I said, setting the stage for her. "I'll wash off so you don't have to taste yourself." That would be for later, if I understood what Chris was becoming. She had tasted herself on me but that was in a Christmas Eve fever.
I left her like that, covered, in the dark. I sauntered downstairs to find my other two sisters in the kitchen, pouring themselves wine from my open bottle. They both watched me approach. I squinted in the light of the kitchen. I was nude. They lifted their glasses then Dalia poured the last of the wine into my empty goblet. We three toasted. No one spoke but we all three drank silently.
"Tawny..." I began but then changed tack. "I fucked Tawny a few minutes ago. She is full of my cum. I tied her to the bed for you." I was looking at Georgia. I turned my head slowly to my other sister, to Dalia. "You want to watch while she eats your brother's cum out of your sister?" I said as casually as I could.
Dalia stared.
Georgia, however, drained her wine and shouldered past me. She tromped up the stairs.
"Good golly Molly, you do know how to make a girl wet, little brother." Dali said, after sipping from the wine. "I am having the mother of all loin rushes right now."
I gulped most of my wine. "I am switching sisters. Care to watch the transition?"
Dalia was mid sip and the sip turned into bottoms up. She set the goblet down and followed me up the stairs. We heard Tawny before we got to mom's room. Her voice was tense, tight, taut with arousal. As we got closer, the sounds resolved into words, phrases strung together. I think she understood my sister, Georgia. She was demanding more of her, telling her what to do, how to behave, where to touch her and what to do with her tongue in more explicit detail than I had ever heard a woman discussing cunnilingus.
Dalia and I looked at each other in the light from the bathroom and she grinned. "Sonny, Sonny, Sonny, what have you done?"
Georgia was sprawled over the end the bed, her hands under Tawny's ass, her head bent back, mouth pressed tightly to Tawny's pussy. Tawny' was twisted nearly onto her face, only her tied hands prevented her from turning completely over but her lower body remained perfectly positioned.
"Nova, honey, yes, there, like that, like that. Don't you dare stop. Now, deep, there. Oh, oh, oh!" Tawny bucked into an orgasm, presumably her first inspired by the mouth of a woman while she was tied to a bed, full as she was of male cum. "Ugh, ugh, ugh!" She grunted as the climax pulsed through her. It passed and she lay back, her arms strung over her head. She looked up, down her body at Dalia and I and at Georgia's bobbing, slurping head "Don't stop, Georgia dear, there is plenty more where that came from. Sonny is going to fuck you while you eat me, if, and I say if, I say it is okay."
This seemed utterly contrary to my expectation. Tawny giving Georgia orders hardly seemed predictable but when it comes to sex, the face the world sees tends to change when orgasm approaches. Georgia neither discussed the orders nor ignored them. She did struggle to her elbows and then backed off the bed onto her feet, bent over the end of the and arching her back so her ass protruded towards me, her face still between Tawny's legs.
"Come here, Sonny. I will suck you hard and then you will fuck my sister for me. She is being a good little cunt and eating me like I demanded." Tawny's voice taunted Georgia and all Georgia did was moan into Tawny's pussy.
"Oh, oh yes, right there, like that." Tawny's head dropped back to her pillow and her hips lifted. Georgia rode the wave.
I glanced at Dalia and found her staring at me. "I guess I'm third." She said sardonically. "Better do like the little princess commanded, Richard."
I stripped off the robe and went into the bathroom and washed off my cock. I promised. In the bedroom, Tawny was moaning and Georgia was humming. I approached the bed. Tawny looked over at me with genuinely aroused eyes. I think she was surprised. "I think you can release me. I am not going anywhere." She gurgled, then twitched. Her eyes remained closed for a moment then she opened them and found me, fixing on me like a ship's captain fixes on a lighthouse. "Well?"
Dalia moved first. She had not left her spot just inside the room till that moment. She moved quickly to the other side of the bed and together we puzzled over the knots till we had Tawny free. Tawny rubbed both wrists but then put a hand to the back of Georgia's head. "Oh, yes, Nova dear, you are going to get a lot more practice at this. I can tell." She turned her head to look at Dalia. "You have to eat Dalia when Sonny isn't using you."
No response from Georgia beyond her continued attention to Tawny's pussy. Perhaps she wasn't even listening. Didn't matter. Tawny had witnesses.
"Come here, brother dear, I will suck you hard and then she is all yours. Fuck her once while she eats me."
I did as instructed and moved within reach. Tawny's little hand directed my cock to her lips and she sucked me into her mouth. Loudly. Georgia lifted her head. Tawny's hand on the back of it let her. Tawny lost her balance and released my cock so she could prop herself upright on her hand. The other shoved Georgia's head down against her pussy. Tawny sucked hard on my cock and it dribbled into her throat. She choked and expelled me. "Fuck her, little brother. She's yours now."
Dalia beat me to the end of the bed, probably because I was still trying to regain my balance. Tawny's mouth seemed alive in away that it hadn't been previously. Inspiration, I presumed. Dalia had flicked Georgia's skirt over her ass and onto her lower back. She pulled the pantyhose off Nova's broad hips. Georgia is all ass and legs, accented by her narrow waist. She has big tits but her ass, that is what she is the proudest off. Dalia pulled them down to her knees and left them taunt on her legs, there. She groaned and Tawny echoed it.
I found my pants and pulled the little belt loose. It was too small for what I had in mind but I thought I understood what Tawny had just taught me about my big sister. By the time I had the belt free, Dalia had skimmed Georgia's panties down her thighs, exposing her ass. Dalia saw what I had in my hand and stepped back to the corner of the bed. I laid the belt onto Georgia's ass. She bucked and howled. Her face twisted around to look at me. Tawny's hand knotted in Georgia's wild red hair and pulled her back into position and then shoved her face down into the opened pussy before her.
"Don't stop yet, big sister." Tawny chided. "Not till I tell you, you can stop."
I struck Georgia with the belt again. She bucked but did not try to escape. This belt was narrow and light so there was not much more than a sting to it but I think the idea of being used this way did the trick. Four or five more strokes and I saw the first trickle of gleaming fluid oozing out of her body and trickling down the inside of one thigh. I dropped the belt, lined up behind her and entered her.
Georgia shrieked, the sound immediately muffled when Tawny shoved her face back down into the pussy before her. I gripped Georgia's hips and hammered down into her. Her body clinched around my cock, seizing me and resisting my penetrating progress. She widened her legs, bent her knees a little to correct the angle and then met my forward thrust with a rocking thrust of her own. Our bodies joined.
"Sonny is going to fuck you and then give you to his friends." Tawny growled through gritted teeth.
Dalia stared at us.
Georgia groaned. Her body shivered.
"You are going to be made available to all his friends and maybe a stranger or two." Tawny continued. "Just like you always wanted. You will be fucked by a gang of men. He'll, he'll do your ass and then they do you ass, cunt and mouth, just like you always wanted." Tawny's voice was tight but she was looking directly at me. My progress was good. I was fucking Georgia with stiff, tight strokes, penetrating her deeply with each cycle. The steady stimulation began to affect Georgia's breathing. She finally fought free of Tawny's hand on the back of her head and squealed. Her body shook and she began to ram herself hard back at me, taking me into her body as deeply as she could. Over and over she hammered back against me.
I struggled to find her rhythm but she seemed to be using her own music so I could not find the beat. Finally I rooted myself as deeply inside her as I could and held still. Georgia fucked herself against me all on her own. Her body rocked back and forth, till she began to shake and shudder. The orgasm arrived and her head lifted. Tawny let her and Georgia shrieked with orgasm.
I resumed my stroking into her gushing pussy and she bucked again, screaming loudly, her voice raw with passion. I held to her hips and my next orgasm surprised me, arriving as the third wave crashed through my sister. I pinned myself into her and proceeded to fill her with my cum. Two sisters in the space of an hour; it was a start. My thoughts went to how I would manage to fuck them all three in succession, a knotty problem I would unravel and solve in time. I had full expectation of that.
I draped over Georgia's bent back, wheezing with the exertion of keeping up with her. We were still.
"Run along, Sonny. She is yours but for the moment, she has to finish with me." Tawny said. "Sleep in your room tonight. I'll send her in when we are done, all clean and fresh for you to fuck again if you like. Right now, I think she needs a lot of practice eating me."
My sister Tawny seemed to have taken to the situation like a duck to water but it was temporary. The images of her ordering Georgia to eat her during breakfast was a long way off. The next morning the transfer would be complete and Georgia would once more be the domineering big sister. But now, Tawny had her right where she belonged.
I pulled my cock out of the second sister to be fucked and plucked up the robe. I toddled downstairs and opened another bottle of wine. A few minutes later Dalia joined me.
"That was weird." I said.
Dalia just grinned and poured herself more wine. "You don't know a lot of things about your sisters that we will only confess full of your cock." She said. "Mom may have set out to get us to fuck each other but it was certainly not contrary to our wishes. We have all confessed that we would do you. You were in the top five dicks we wanted to hide inside." She sipped.
"Top five?" I returned, with a raise of my eyebrows.
"Don't push it buddy, you are fucking your three sisters and we are not tying you to the bed so you can't go out go out to play with your friends. Consider yourself lucky."
I nodded, chastened but not dissuaded of my original goal. "Up there, what Tawny said about..."
Dalia waved me to silence. "We know each other's fantasies." Dalia said. "We three sisters are closer than most."
"Like that?" I jerked my chin at the stairs.
Dalia grimaced and shook her head. "No, nothing like that. I, I think Tawny was just extrapolating. Georgia has talked about that fantasy, being given to a bunch of guys and having them do her, but not, not specifically your friends." Dalia looked at me over the lips of her goblet. "Not a bad idea though." She smiled. "Do for us what you have done for mom...only seems fair, right?"
"You too?" I asked.
Dalia nodded and then grinned, a huge, shitting-eating, Christmas morning grin. "Me, too." She said.
My pea-picking little lizard brain kicked in then. What could my buddies trade for my sisters? I had no idea. It would be fun to figure that out, though.
*****
Thanks for reading. Leave any comments, constructive comments are most appreciated. If you want a response send a message and I will get back to you. I'll also add you to the email list so you get notified of new episodes or stories as they appear. Thanks for your support. Leaving comments helps others to find these stories so help everyone with descriptive comments. Still a lot more to come, feel free to make suggestions!
Regards,
-C
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My phone woke me. I was dazed and confused, to coin a phrase. It was bright, barely light, perhaps even dark. I was unsure and that uncertainty gained relevance when I found the squalling little irritant and tried to see who was calling and my eyes gave only a blurry clue. Whoever it was, it was early. I answered.
"Hello, what!" I snarled, somewhat more vehemently than I intended.
"Mr. Duncan?"
I recognized Alissa's voice instantly and that reminded me of last night, of switching sisters, falling asleep in my own bed, waking when Georgia, nude, snuggled in beside me and waking again later when she un-snuggled to Dalia's prodding and urging her to rise and get showered so they could go to work.
"What?" I said, still more harshly than I intended.
"Sonny?" Alissa's voice stung my ear.
Despite her best efforts I could hear the distance, the discontent, the blooming disgust or despair all of which may well have been projections of my own guilty conscience at not having fucked her recently, for more than a month now. Hell hath no fury like a woman spurned, the words throbbed in my mind. There was reproof in her voice, but still, she had called. I could talk to her but I had little idea about what to say so I stalled. "What time is it?"
"Seven." Her answering voice was a gray shade of neutral.
"Seven? Why are you calling so early? Is someone dead?"
"No. No one's dead. You have paperwork for me." A statement, not a question I noticed.
"I do? Oh, right, I do. The cover letter said I had till uh, the end of next month, January."
"Well, technically, but...we need you to come into the office. Sid called and suggested we pay you a retainer, this year, before the end of the year so you could pin it on this years taxes. He said your earnings were negligible and this way, you would not lose so much next year, when you are paid for the uh, the work you will be doing for us." Alissa halted. "Can you come in, right away?"
I rolled over and sat up. I was in my own bed, my sister was gone. I am sure she slept with me. I'd gone to bed after drinking wine with Dalia while...I remembered Tawny's voice ringing through the house while she orgasmed and the silences between the epic throes she called out to us.
"Right away? I am still in bed."
"Soon, right away."
"Its the holidays." I objected.
"Soon." Alissa said again. Her voice was brittle. She waited, not hanging up. I could hear traffic in the background. She was outside, near a downtown street on December 29. Still the city clattered to life before seven.
"Alissa, listen, I owe you an explanation..."
She interrupted me. "No. You don't. You own me. Use me. Don't use me. Isn't that how it works?"
"You asking me? I never got an owner's manual." Boy. She sounded pissed. Then it occurred to me, she was hurt and the hurt came from neglect, so don't make it worse by neglecting her still. Remembering D. Debra Hamilton's taste made my mouth water and I sucked, slurping into the phone. I almost told Alissa she made my mouth water but declined that temptation. "Are you wearing panties, Mrs. Honeywell?" I asked.
Pause, a long pause, a long, long pause followed. "Yes."
"Why?" Dumb question. I had to recover. "Keep them on. When I get there, to your office, I am going to ask you to take them off. Do you know why, Mrs. Honeywell." I heard her inhale, almost a gasp but just a bit too controlled to be a real, gasp.
"Yes." She answered. "I do. I hope I do."
"I am going to bend you over your desk, Mrs. Honeywell and do you know what I'm going to do next?"
She did suck air past the phone then, like someone was touching her between the legs with cold fingers or licking a cold nipple with a hot tongue. "Tell me." She commanded.
"Is that an order?" I chided.
"I...no...no, Mr. Duncan, I just..." She exhaled, retreating from her brittle distance into the warm embrace of my attention. "What will you do with me, if I am bent over my desk?" She deflected.
"I'll lift your skirt, Mrs. Honeywell. What sort of skirt do you have on?" My cock remembered Mrs. Honeywell, her rich black skin, her large sensitive breasts, her deep, dark pussy. The image was transfigured with D. Debra. I got really hard.
"It, it is a black pinstriped skirt."
"Tight?"
She hesitated. "Yes." Her voice was low, almost rough but dusky.
"Short?"
"It..." she inhaled and exhaled with a long sigh. "It stops above the knees."
"So I have to take it off?" I asked.
"Yes, yes, you must take it off."
"Would you like me to remove your skirt, Mrs. Honeywell?" I breathed into the phone. "Don't answer. Think of that question. I'll be down there as soon as I can."
She breathed in, a vibrato sound that became a shaky voice. "Before noon or the notary will be gone." She said. "I'll see you then." I ended the call with her voice reverberating in my brain. I remembered her through the haze of D. Debra Hamilton and m recent capture of my wild sisters.
I went downstairs, my cock flagpoling through a gap in my robe. My blisters were just finishing up breakfast. They were all decked out in professional attire. I was so horny my chest hurt. I could barely breathe my cock was so hard, so insistent. I looked at Tawny. "I thought you were taking the week off?" My voice sounded tinny.
"Shopping. They are leaving at noon and we are all going to go shopping." Tawny said. "I have some things to do on my own."
"Unless...you will be home this afternoon?" Georgia made it a question. "Do you want me...to uh come home? After work?"
Her eyes fixed on mine but then, as if the effort was to much, they lowered till I could feel them lock onto the rise in the robe and tendrils of her imagination were wrapping around my cock.
"No." I said and her eyes died, like realizing your family forgot your birthday. I recovered quickly. "Stand up." I said. She did, slowly. "Do you have on panties?" I asked. She nodded. "Pantyhose?" She nodded again. "Turn around. Tawny, get me some scissors." For a moment no one moved but then all three of my sisters were in motion. Dalia migrated deeper into the kitchen to a vantage point, Tawny headed into the sewing room under the stairs and Georgia turned around, shaking. She wore a floral print, well, it looked like a church-lady dress with lavish greens, like an impressionist painting of an Amazon forest replete with orchids and filtered sunlight. The dress was tight but not too tight. It hugged Georgia's ass but had plenty off room around the thighs so that I could lift it. When I did, she shuddered.
"Bend over, onto the table." She did. The table was mostly cleared. Dalia moved the butter dish and the two cups still there. I glanced at her. Her face was flushed, rapt. I lifted the skirt, pulling it up Georgia's legs till it bound around the broad swell of her ass and hips. I reached up under the skirt and found panties and pantyhose and pulled them down. They rolled into a tight band that turned into a snug cord around the tops of her thighs. I took the scissors from Tawny and clipped into the bunched fabric. Georgia, now bent onto the table, squeaked. She got awkwardly to her elbows and that allowed her to lift her ass. Her pussy appeared between the arch of her ass. A bead of clear liquid appeared out of her pussy and tricked down the inner plane of her pale, flexed thigh. I touched her pussy and she groaned and hitched her hips higher. Her pussy kissed my finger.
I wanted to finger her but I did not want to keep Alissa waiting or Georgia for that matter. I opened my robe, pulled my briefs down and entered Georgia from behind.
Sliding into her electrified me. I had been here before and the circumstances washed over me and I had a twinge that I recognized that I missed my mother...that is, I missed fucking my mother. I shivered, rooted in my sister and wondered what mom would think, or feel, or say, or do if she were in the room now, at this moment, watching me fuck her daughter, my sister. I groaned, gripped Georgia by the hips and drilled into her, pumping her till my orgasm overflowed and poured cum into her. She was shaking, shivering and twitching. She squeaked in protest when I pulled my cock out of her. I patted her on the back.
"Dear sister, no more pantyhose. They are expensive, I expect. Garters or nothing. Nothing is best but thigh-highs if you need to keep your legs warm." I sauntered upstairs, through a shower and emerged into an empty and silent house. The ride downtown to Alissa's office building was easy, the traffic was holiday light. I took the elevator up to her floor and walked past the empty receptionist kiosk, back to where I thought her office was. That little cubbyhole was locked and a name plaque beside it that read, "Randy Reading" which I thought was a curious name. Reminded me of Medium McClusky and his excellent work on Amazon.
"Mr. Duncan?"
Alissa's voice seemed to echo in the dark corridors. Heavy clouds filled the sky, bringing it down so low it seemed to be just a ladder's height away. I could see it through the office windows. I turned around to find Mrs. Honeywell standing down the hall from me, dressed as she promised in a very tight, very stylish black pinstripe business suit that hugged her body. Were it not for the well-cut jacket, I would have been able to see her full form but it hid her narrow waist and disguised her bust and the flamboyant flare of her hips. "Mrs. Honeywell. Merry Christmas and Happy New Year."
"Happy Holidays." She returned dryly.
"Oh for heaven's sake, don't be stuffy. Merry Christmas." I said, mocking her political correctness.
She smiled thinly. "My office is this way." She gestured, opening her palm between us like a game show hostess showing of that new car!. I walked towards her, she turned and I followed, noting with satisfaction that her ass looked good in that skirt. It was short, well above the knees but tight, tight, tight. The switch of her hips made the plane of the skirt shift back and forth. In the dampened silence of the presumably empty office, I swore I could hear her thighs rasping together. Her ass rocked back and forth and then was gone as she turned. I had to lift my eyes to see she had opened a door and was letting me precede her into the room.
It was a big, plush corner office. "Nice." I breathed, smelling the "new" that emanated from carpet and walls.
"Bickerstaff's old office. Since I represent 40% of the firm's income with the Kingston Industries and other accounts, Mr. Peppers had me move into this office." She closed the door behind me and began to lower the blinds on the glass walls till we were well and truly alone. Only the desk lamp was on so she strode past me, her thighs hissing as she walked and opened the blinds on her two walls, exposing the milky day beyond, all roiling clouds just about even with us.
"Nice view." I said, staring intently at her legs.
Alissa allowed herself a little smile.
"I do you have panties on?" I asked.
She sobered. "Asked and answered. I have some business, other business first...that is, I have other business as well with you. Which would you care to deal with first?"
My cock voted that she needed to bend over her desk but my brain wanted to stagger out of the office right after penetrating her pussy and filling her with cum. I wanted to look like I just fucked a partner in the firm not like I just signed papers. But then I figured, despite all my internal voting, I should make use of her expertise. "You are my attorney, Mrs. Honeywell, why don't you decide how we proceed."
She smiled, almost warmly. She still had a veneer of "scorned woman" about her. Or, perhaps, it was her professional sheen. Either way she nodded. "A good choice for you, Mr. Duncan, I think. Do you have your papers?"
"Ah shit." I whacked my forehead. "I completely forgot them!"
She nodded. "No matter. We can back date them if we need to. We may not need to." She took a seat behind the big, landing-field sized desk. She gestured. "Sit, er, if you please, please sit, Mr. Duncan."
Our mixed relationship was showing and confusing her. I decided to make things easy for her and sat down. The chair sank low and my eyes were just barely above the plane of her desk, which put me about even with her breasts. I wondered if she realized. Power poses work differently for men and women. It was not imposing to look up at a woman's tits, particularly when they dominated her figure as Alissa's did.
She opened a drawer and took out several things. She looked over at me and for a moment her eyes were hard and impassive. Then they softened and that softening appeared in her voice when she spoke. "Sonny, here is a check for $10,000 made out to you. This is a private investigator's license, certified in your name back dated to October 12. This is the tax documents, 1099 and what not. There are tags where to sign." She dropped a leather folder, like a bill fold but flatter. "This is your PI license."
Needless to say I was unnerved. "Okay. Fascinating. What is all of this and what does it have to do with me?"
"We, listen Sonny, this is pretty simple. We have a private detective who works for us but does not want to be on the books. Nor do we want him on the books. We want you to work for us but not in the capacity that you uh, are going to work in. You need to appear in our records but not in the way you will function for us, or for Mr. Kingston."
I nodded. "Okay." I was still in the dark. "Why doesn't the PI want to be on your books?"
"Because he does things he does not want other people to know he is doing or doing for us. He is unsavory and wants to be known to be so and working for us would diminish his reputation. This way, he does the work and you get the credit. We have a separate arrangement for how he is paid. We'll use you to account for the work he does for us and pay you using that avenue. Sometimes we will ask you to be at a place at a specified time to establish a logical and verifiable presence, just in case we or someone else requires it. It is just a conceit."
"And if anyone checks, they'll know I don't do that sort of work."
Alissa nodded. She opened another drawer and pulled out a small black case and laid it carefully on the desk. "This is your gun. You have a permit to carry, this gun. I would suggest you book some time at a firing range so you are familiar with your gun."
I stood up. "Whoa, Alissa, I have no need for a gun. That is crazy. I am not taking that. Not today. Not ever. I am fucking married women. If a jealous husband shoots me, I suppose I deserve it. I will never defend my actions with a gun."
She regarded me for a time and then finally nodded. "Very well. We'll, uh, take care of that for you. But if anyone asks, you have one but it will be locked in a locker at the gun club. You need to go there a few times, just for the record. This is part of getting involved with people who care deeply about security and privacy. You'll have to get used to it." She put the case away. She stood up and went to the door. She looked down at me with a slight smile and opened the door. "Please tell Ellen to come in, would you please? I am ready for her. We are ready for her."
Alissa left the door ajar and resumed her seat, stacking the papers. "Sonny, Sid is ready for you to start making good on some of his promises to this firm, specifically to Mr. Kline and Mr. Bickerstaff who have pissed him off." She was going to say more I could tell but the door of her office swung open and into it walked a little woman. She was so small, so slight I thought "girl" was the right term till I looked her in the eyes. Then I knew I was looking at a full-fledged woman, wise to the ways of the world and eager to practice what she preached, talk the talk, walk the walk and lay in the bed she made for herself. She looked like a pixie, with the helmet cut, her short, violet reddish brown hair was trimmed off the collar and short to frame her round face. Little ears I expected to have elven points disturbed her hair.
"Ellen, please sit down."
"What is this about, Mrs. Honeywell."
"We have a problem. That is, you have a problem, Miss Collier."
"A problem?" The tiny woman stood beside me.
"Sit." Alissa said and I heard the sharp edge of her professional voice.
I had not had time to process her comment about Sid Kingston and what I was supposed to do for him. I was catching up. My mind rejected the idea that this woman in any way fit into any of the salacious projects he had outlined for me. She looked so innocent, so delicate and small, my mind rejected any suggestion that she was even mature enough to...I could not even finish the thought. Her eyes said she was. The contrast was intriguing.
"Sit." Alissa said again, her voice was glassy, cold and hard.
I scooted to the end of the uncomfortable couch and Miss Collier plunked down beside me, eying me like she would Aqualung if she had to share a bus seat with him. I confess I felt a little affronted. I had, after all, taken a good shower and put on deodorant. Shit, I forgot cologne.
Alissa was speaking. "Miss Collier, you have a problem. You are fucking Mr. Bickerstaff or more precisely, perhaps, he is fucking you. You should look at this." She flopped a picture on the desk. I just glimpsed it but when Ellen stood and picked it up, hiding it from Alissa, she showed it to me. It showed Raymond Bickerstaff bending over the elfin girl, kissing her. It was not a chaste kiss and his hands were unbuttoning her blouse. Her arms were looped around his thick, black neck.
Alissa dropped another picture, which Miss Collier obligingly picked up and showed to me around her slight body as well. This showed her on her knees, standing high on her knees, Bickerstaff's trousers were at his knobby knees and his hard cock protruded from voluminous boxers, his gut arching above it. One of her tiny hands wrapped around his cock and she was just in the process of kissing it. The picture was perfect, her lips were pursed, with bright space between them and the bent head of his cock. The cock was long, straight but with a crook in the end that made the head point down rather than straight ahead.
"And this." Alissa slapped another picture on the desk which showed dear, tiny little Ellen blowing Mr. Bickerstaff, her cheeks puffed out like she was Dizzy Gillespie playing the trumpet. I was impressed.
"And this." Alissa said relentlessly.
Ellen's hands shook but the picture was clear enough. Her nose was deep in Mr. Bickerstaff's pubic hair, which meant that impressive if odd-shaped cock was completely contained by her mouth and throat, quite an accomplishment for such a small woman. Where there's a will, there's a way.
"And this." The next picture showed Ellen Collier, nude, bending over the end of a bed, Mr. Bickerstaff's cock protruding well over her bare back. She was even looking at the camera. There was literally no doubt this woman was the subject in the picture. Her eyes were so big, they seemed to dwarf her head, like the eyes in Anime cartoons.
"And this." Bickerstaff was on his knees, standing tall behind her with a good portion of his cock buried inside her little body.
"And this." This was an impressive shot over the top of them. She could barely be seen, covered as she was by Bickerstaff's large, swollen body. All that could be seen of her was her little hands on his dark shoulders, the top of her head above his shoulder, and her heels dimpling his sides. The rest of her was completely obscured. In fact, if this picture had been the only one, she could have claimed it was not her because nothing about her heels, head, or hands appeared distinctive, at least not in the picture.



Miss Collier gazed at the last picture and then tossed them on the desk. "So? What's your point?" I give her credit. Her voice was steely, no give in it.
I expected crying and whatnot, not this edged tone, sharp and assured as a fillet knife.
"Please sit down, Miss Collier. I will be happy to explain my point."
Now Miss Collier noticed me and she had the good grace to blush. She sat down, giving me the "Aqualung" look all over again, like she caught me eating a gob of snot off my little finger. Seemed a little disingenuous since she was the one in the picture with the cock stuffed down her throat...and elsewhere.
She sniffed at me.
I sniffed back, giving her my best salacious Aqualung look. She grimaced and looked away, acting like she was ignoring me.
"Miss Collier, Mr. Duncan has been good enough to supply us with these photos of you and Mr. Bickerstaff. For reasons you do not need to know, you will not be fucking Mr. Bickerstaff any longer. Mr. Bickerstaff is a married man. His wife would not approve of these pictures or any of the others we have obtained. What is more, you are utilizing company property for your trysts and that has a penalty with it."
"You going to fire me?" Miss Collier said, her little pixie voice made the question seem much more sweet than it was.
"Do you wish to quit? Or do you wish to keep your job?"
"Yes." Miss Collier said too quickly.
"Which?"
"I want to keep my job."
"So, then you will cease fucking Mr. Bickerstaff?"
"He is a partner. How can I keep my job if he insists?"
"If he insists, if he tries, you and I will sue him and throw him out of the firm. We, of course, prefer that that will not happen."
"You maybe. The man is a beast."
"We, Ellen. We prefer he not leave the firm for reasons that have little to do with you but then again, everything to do with you. May I remind you that you have already demonstrated that you are willing to fuck to keep a job? That will not change. Merely whom you fuck will change. You have made fucking part of your job description and we are loath to change that."
"What do I tell him? How can I prevent him from fucking me if that is what he wants? I am in no position to tell him no, you must know that."
Alissa nodded. "Mr. Bickerstaff is a shit. We do know that. That is why we are going to undermine his right to fuck you. I think we can raise your price to a point beyond his will to pay. Perhaps I should say the cost, the cost of accosting you? Yes, that is what I mean, it will cost him too much to fuck you any longer. In exchange you will fuck someone else. You, Miss Collier, will fuck Mr. Duncan, here. That way, when Mr. Bickerstaff attempts to insist that you fuck him, you can kindly refuse and cite your prior agreement to fuck, fuck Mr. Duncan here. If anyone fucks you, it will be Mr. Duncan." Alissa smiled, her red lips and white eyes in her dark face gave her a foreboding, rapacious look. "And you will fuck Mr. Duncan. I can assure you of that."
Now, Miss Collier turned to study me and the Aqualung look faded. "Not bad." She said. "But how is that going to help? Mr. Bickerstaff, why would he care if this kid is fucking me or not?"
Alissa smiled a chilly smile. "He will care because I will tell him to care. Trust me."
"Why should I trust you? Everyone says you fucked your way into the corner office. I am just an associate and fucking Bickerstaff is my best hope. I don't have fancy credentials. I work here because I am cheap and, as it turns out, easy."
"As you say, but I fucked neither Kline nor Bickerstaff nor Peppers for that matter. This corner office is mine because Mr. Duncan, here, secured it for me. I fucked him to get it. In fact, he is here to fuck me again, I believe. Would you care to stay and watch? Oh, that's right, you have lunch scheduled with Mr. Bickerstaff, the partner's apartment, he and Kline are sure I do not know about or the million and a half dollars they have spent on acquiring it. Partnership money, by the way, that is essentially stealing from Peppers and now me. This is a betrayal I am seeking that has consequences I am seeking to shield you from. But such a service is certainly going to cost you."
Alissa turned her gaze to me and all hint of the bitch attorney vanished. Her eyes softened, her voice turned to velvet. "I am yours, Sonny." She purred. "Care to take me with an audience or do you wish to send her on her merry way?"
My choice? My mind was numb. I thought I was here to shag Alissa and sign some papers, not do my duty to god and my country. Country? My mind caught on the sound of that word and I giggled, yes, giggled. I was thinking "Cuntry" and it struck me as hilarious. I was so nervous by this time I could not control myself.
As soon as I giggled, I saw the doubt in the Ellen's green eyes and she sniffed again, turning back to Alissa. "This must be some sort of joke, Mrs. Honeywell. This is just a kid. You expect me to believe..."
I cut her off. "Stand up, Alissa." I realized they needed me to be at my best in this perfect moment. My voice snapped like a whip. In point of fact the little bitch pissed me off a little. Mostly I don't care to make issues of slights but this just struck me wrong and suddenly I wanted to put a little cock fear in her. My voice reflected this mercurial change in my disposition.
Alissa stood immediately. I stood and went to the door and clicked the solid lock on it, securing our privacy. The room seemed warm and close. I turned to Alissa. "Take off the jacket." I muttered.
Alissa did so, hurrying so one sleeve caught on her hand and it came off inside out. She did not care but yanked if off her arm. She dropped it on the floor. Her breasts heaved under the white satin blouse, ghostly dark through the sheer material. A bunch of frilly lace under her neck hid her cleavage. I approached her. She chewed her lips, her full, black lip against her perfect white teeth in her serious, focused black face aroused me.
I moved to stand beside the desk, around the corner of it from her. I picked up her jacket and looked at Miss Collier. "Here, my dear, hold this, will you?" I tossed it to her. The little woman immediately righted the jacket, pulling the sleeve back into proper form. "Face the window." I said. Alissa did. I pulled the tails of the blouse out of the skirt and in doing so found the two zippers on either hip. I pulled both tabs down and the skirt waffled around her hips. I smoothed my hands down her hips, inside the skirt and it slid off their slopes and dropped down her legs.
"Oh my god, he's really going to fuck you." Miss Collier mumbled behind me.
Alissa wore garters and panties over them, full panties that covered her ass, not the little dainty things with a triangle and a string or a thong. She widened her legs and I pulled the panties down her hips, over the top of the garter straps that ringed each leg, six straps for each leg. The black hose sheathed her fine legs.
I gazed at her figure, shadowed against the glass. The day was so hazy and the clouds so low, no lucky bastard could have seen her against the glass of her office. Well, they might and the thought enthralled me, the picture of a woman pinned against a tall glass window in garters with her pussy bare and visible. I was considering my next move, considering having Alissa suck my cock but I was plenty hard. It occurred to me that Alissa needed me to make her subservient, to make her show this woman her willingness to submit to my merest whim.
"Are you wet, Mrs. Honeywell? If, if I enter you now, will you be comfortable? Will I slide right into your? Are you ready to be mounted?"
"Oh god, yes." Alissa sighed.
I nodded. I turned around, showing my tent to Miss Collier. I was on Sid's dime at the moment and I wanted him to get his money's worth. I unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my pants and revealed my cock. Miss Collier's eyes fixed on my hard cock. She licked her lips.
"I am going to fuck her, now, Miss Collier. I am going to mount her. Do you want to see her tits? Or shall I just fuck her like she is? You know, from behind?"
"Bend her over the desk." The woman said, swallowing around the words.
I had expected her to be inarticulate but her immediate participation suggested more potential than the pliant employee Mr. Bickerstaff had been enjoying. I liked her willingness to engage this Zen moment and blend with it. I moved towards her and she sat back, craning her neck backwards as my cock approached her face. She looked past me at Alissa. "Mrs. Honeywell, if he fucks me, are you sure Mr. Bickerstaff won't fire me?"
"He can't, Ellen." Alissa said, her voice rounding her semi-nude body, bouncing off the glass so she sounded much more distant than she was.
Ellen Collier licked her lips. "Why should I believe you?" She asked, her eyes focused on the bobbing end of my hard cock.
"Because Mr. Duncan does not work for Mr. Bickerstaff. Now, neither do you. You work for me. Mr. Duncan owns me so, if my logic is correct, he owns you or at least, you work for him."
I stood still before the little woman. Her eyes clicked between the cock before her face and my eyes. She swallowed several times.
"You heard the woman, Mrs. Honeywell," I should have used her given name but no matter. I'd get to that point soon enough. I had a sudden vision of D. Debra Hamilton and her likely reaction this situation, to the places my cock has been and was likely to go if not entering her. I hesitated, thinking of the blond and her penchant for teasing me. Alissa moved behind me.
"Mr. Duncan, we have some business involving Miss Collier..." She trailed off, then resumed, "...that I think you should consider before you, er, before you..."
"Fuck me." The woman before me finished, finally letting her eyes meet mine and hold.
Alissa rustled behind me and I heard what I was sure her bending over her broad desk. "Yes," she grunted, "fuck me."
I nodded and turned away from Miss Collier. The meaning of the exchange clear and rather than do what the woman seemed to be suggesting, I moved behind Alissa who was laying on her desk. I smelled her arousal. The lurid aroma seemed to fill the room. As I positioned myself behind her, I noticed Miss Collier crinkling her nose.
I peeled Alissa open and touched my cock to her bulging pussy lips.
"Oh my god, finally." Alissa heaved, her voice thick with salubrious glee. I entered her and she hissed. I shoved deep and her body seized me and resisted. I pulled back and shafted back into her. She shuddered, her hands left the near edge of the desk and shot out over her head, questing but not reaching the far rim. I sank further into the black woman. Alissa groaned aloud. It felt like it was for effect and perhaps it was. I no longer cared. Her body was slick with fluid, soft and yielding. I sought a rhythm but the sluicing feel of her body made me go very slowly, stroking into her gently and carefully so that my cock would garner every sensation it could from being inside of her once more.
"Holy house plants!" Miss Collier whispered.
I almost laughed but Alissa rocked back on her heels, pressing her plush ass against me and I lost the urge. Instead my hands took firm hold of her hips, just below her waist and began to hammer into her. She rocked forward and back as I did, colliding with me so that I rammed deep into her as our bodies smacked together.
"Oh, oh, oh!" Alissa grunted as I fucked her. I looked down the black woman's back, sheathed in white satin, then at the white girl, watching us.
I had thought I would be in Alissa for a while since I had taken the edge off in my sister but I felt the distant roar of a coming erotic cataclysm. I had a flash of Georgia and Alissa, the contrast of Nova's full white body with Alissa's full black body and the knowledge that I likely had the full ability to put those two women in the same bed flushed through me. Then I roared into the present, pouring cum into Alissa's rocking body.
"Oh god, fill me up!" Alissa growled but she did not seem to be close to orgasm.
I regretted the brevity of the encounter but the regret was quickly overlaid by delight and the pleasure of my orgasm. I grunted and humped against the bent attorney, ramming at her from behind. She sighed when I stopped and moaned when I pulled free of her. She reached for tissues immediately and I wiped off my dripping, smeared cock. The room smelled of sex. For a moment I thought my eyes were going to start watering.
I shuffled back and pulled up my pants. The pixie on the couch watched my every movement.
Alissa had her skirt back in place and her blouse tucked in by the time I got my pants back into place. A moment later, Mrs. Honeywell was back in her seat. She sat for a moment, sniffed and turned around to open one of the windows behind her desk. The damp air flooded in, chilly but crisp. "Mr. Duncan, would you care to have a seat so I can outline what happens next?"
I did as she suggested, a foot in both the world of our master-slave relationship and consultant-client relationship.
"Miss Collier, if you have any doubt about this, I will bring in Clara. She will suck Mr. Duncan's cock if you wish, just to reassure you that Mr. Bickerstaff will be compliant with the instructions I am about to give you."
The girl looked at me, her eyes glistened with lust. Even I could see it. If I had asked her to fuck me, my ears would have popped with the speed of her compliance. "No. I don't think that is necessary. If, if this gets me out from under Mr. Bickerstaff and I can keep my job, I'll fuck the kid, er Mr. Duncan all week long and twice on Sunday." She gave me the smallest smile possible, tentative and a bit frightened.
"You have an assignation scheduled with Mr. Bickerstaff today, if I am not mistaken?" Alissa asked.
Miss Collier looked suitably shocked. "Yes. Yes, I am supposed to meet him about three."
"Not lunch then? So we have time. You usually go earlier, though, don't you? Usually about an hour?"
Ellen nodded. "I like to be alone there for a while. Just to prepare, to get into the mood."
"You get off a time or two, before you let him in the door."
I wondered where Alissa was going with this.
Ellen nodded, blushing up into her hair.
"Not today. I want your keys. To the apartment." Alissa spoke steadily.
Ellen stared at her for a moment but then waved behind her. "They, they are in my desk."
"Get them." Alissa responded.
The little woman left the office, unlocking the door to open it and returned a minute later. I sat silently, floating along on the current of these events over which I had no control. My cock, however, had the sure conviction I was soon going to experience this little woman, mounting her and fucking her and there was no little eagerness in the pit of my stomach. Ellen returned, closed and locked the door and dropped the keys on Alissa's desk.
Alissa picked them up and sorted through them to match one to a little impression she held in one hand. She nodded. "Do you need these other keys?"
The woman shook her head. "They are for the rest of the apartment, the security door, the bar, the balcony, the mail box. It is a complete set."
Alissa nodded. "You won't need them any longer. Today is the last time, the last time you will ever be at his beck and call. From now on, you work for me. Understand, you will fuck to keep your job. You are a woman who fucks to get ahead, you are a prostitute, not an attorney and after today, you will be my prostitute, not Bickerstaff's. If you have an objection, go now. Get out and don't come back because I assure you, he is done protecting you. Do you understand me?"
I listened to Alissa and to tell you the truth, the bitch scared me and she was not even talking to me. I expected little Miss Ellen to fold up like a paper doll but she stood there looking between Alissa and me and then she smiled.
"So? You will use me, as your hooker?" Ellen asked, her face a smug smirk.
Alissa does not blush but I could tell watching her, the changes in her eyes, the set of her chin as it lifted up a bit, the line of her full lips as they thinned with the tension in her...I knew she was angry. "You are the one fucking to keep your job, Miss Collier." Alissa said.
I knew that was the wrong thing to say even before the last word rattled past my ears like a crossbow bolt.
"Oh really? And how are you keeping your job, Mrs. Honeywell? Fucking, I say. You have managed to get someone between your legs and it has gotten you a bigger office." Ellen glanced at me. She sniffed but not at me this time. "This is the one? The one who fucks you when he likes so you can be a partner and order the rest of us around?"
Alissa leaned across the wide desk and with a great sweep of her strong arm, slapped the little woman across the face. Hard.
Ellen bucked under the blow and then smiled. "You are just like him. Brutal and unwilling to face the truth. We are all whores, all on our knees with a cock jammed past our teeth. The difference between you and me is that I don't care and you like to act like you won't fuck to get what you want!"
Alissa hit her again.
I have to admit I sort of liked this confrontation. Alissa Honeywell was furious. She was about to backhand the woman which would surely have left an ugly mark, one no one could miss so I stepped behind Ellen, slipping an arm around her slender waist and pulled her out of harm's way. Alissa stopped her blow and glared at the woman. Her eyes shifted to me and as suddenly as the anger had blown up in her, it vanished.
Ellen was panting. Her body was tense against me, her slim hips pressed back against me and the motion in her body, grinding her ass up at my crotch aroused me so in a moment, she felt my cock harden against her ass and the small of her lean back. She groaned and tipped back against me.
"I think you owe Mrs. Honeywell an apology." I said softly.
Ellen shivered. "Why? Because I spoke truth to power?"
"Why is not your concern. Do you want Bickerstaff mounting you for the rest of your professional career here? Or at least till he tires of you and leaves you on your own?"
A silence followed then, "I apologize." The woman pressed against my cock whispered. She adjusted fast.
"No. I don't mean words. Mrs. Honeywell, please remove your skirt and panties. I think Ellen here would like to eat you to a very nice orgasm." I felt lightheaded, knowing I was playing in a whole different neighborhood, far beyond a covey of MILF's lusting for young gun cock. This demand was an obtrusive gamble.
For a moment, Alissa stared at me but then she seemed to become aware of the situation. Ellen had described it perfectly. Slowly, deliberately, the black woman unzipped her skirt and shimmied it off her hips and down her legs. Her panties followed. "Where." She asked, her voice raspy and low.
"The desk." I said. "Ellen, dear, have you eaten a woman to orgasm before?"
She twisted against my restraining arm to look at me, succeeding in turning to look me in the eye. "Of course." She had the good grace to blush then. She twisted back to face Alissa who had hitched her rump onto the desk and was laying back onto it. The black woman's legs parted and she was still waiting. I released Ellen.
"Make her come." I said.
Ellen did not move. "Or what?" She asked, without turning to face me.
"Or I won't ever fuck you." I said, intoxicated by the power of this moment, the control I had over this woman because I controlled Alissa. "I'll be you and Bickerstaff till..." I stalled. I had a fleeting flash of D. Debra and understood that I could try to gain that control of her but had the curious thought that I liked her remoteness, her distance and our relationship just as it was. Using her, I could discover so much about how women like Laura and Alissa and, apparently, this little pixie Ellen liked to be used.



I waited. Ellen did not move. I instinctively knew that if I spoke again I would lose her. So I waited. Alissa, to her credit, lay supine on the desk, her legs open, her body heaving from the passion rushing through her.
Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, Ellen moved. She went between Alissa's legs and licked extravagantly up the black woman's cleft, making Alissa groan and writhe. Then the little woman fastened her mouth to Alissa's pussy and with one small hand stimulated her clit. Alissa moaned and her back arched, pressing her pussy against the little woman. Ellen rose up as the black woman's hips surged up at her and then Alissa grunted and bucked, grunted and bucked. The orgasm arrived in a violent flash, wracking Alissa as Ellen licked and sucked and kissed her pussy. Alissa moaned and her head turned far to her right, pressing her cheek against the desk while her body responded to the woman.
I think Ellen would have eaten Alissa till one or the other of them fainted but I put my hands on her hips and pulled her backwards. She resisted but finally surrendered and she let me pull her from between Alissa's legs. Alissa exhaled with a deep groan and lay draped across her desk, twitching.
"That's enough, Ms. Collier." I whispered. "I think that is enough."
The little woman straightened and then turned to face me, leaving my hands on her waist. Her face was smeared, glistening with the fluid she had extracted from Alissa. She just watched me, waiting. She licked her lips, slathering them with her tongue, tasting the last of Alissa on her lips. I moved carefully around her and picked up Alissa's panties. I held them before Ellen.
"Clean off your face. Call Bickerstaff and tell him that you left your keys in the office and have him meet you in...is there a cafe or restaurant near the condo where he usually takes you?"
Ellen nodded. "The Narrow Avenue" she said.
"Fine, the Narrow Avenue then. Call him at about two-thirty. Be there but be sure he does not leave and you do not leave before I arrive. If you comply I think I can extract you from his clutches," I hesitated, "if, if that is what you want." I was not asking exactly but I did want confirmation.
Ellen nodded, her serious eyes locked with mine.
I nodded nearly in concert with her. "You understand that you...you have established that you are willing to fuck to get what you want, right?"
"So has she." Ellen muttered, her eyes flicking behind me to Alissa still languidly laying on the desk.
"Not your concern. My point is that to escape, you will need to accommodate someone else."
"Like you, boy?" She spat.
I felt Alissa rouse, like a change in air pressure on my back. I nodded. "Of course. Did you think this was not about that? But in the long run, it may be someone else, someone I surrender you to." I could see that did not sit well with the little woman. She flinched but bit her lip once and then nodded.
"You aren't as fat as Bickerstaff."
I waited. Behind me I heard Alissa rustling as she roused and sat up, finally standing behind me and putting her hands on my shoulders.
"Thank you." She whispered.
I could not tell if she was talking to me or Ms. Collier. Ellen's eyes flicked past me and then back to me. "Can I go now?" She asked. "I need to change. I have a school girl outfit..."
"No. Dress like a woman, like the professional woman you are...whatever profession that turns out to be."
Ellen's cheeks flushed scarlet and her full lips tightened into two tight lines. She said nothing but turned to leave the office.
I put a hand out and grasped her slender shoulder. "Wait. When you go to the, what was it? The Narrow Avenue? Sit towards the back with your back to the door, make sure he is facing the door and stay there till I arrive."
Ellen did not face me but spoke facing the door. "How am I supposed to do that?"
"How do you get him to do anything else?"
"Do you really want to know?"
"Use that, that skill." I chuckled. "I am sure you are more capable of getting that man to do what you want than the rest of us are." My hand was tingling with the contact with her body, as though she vibrated under my light touch. It was like I felt her clear up to my elbow, an electric presence that caught my breath and made it hurt to speak.
She left us.
Alissa slipped her arms around me and hugged her lush body against my back. "That was wonderful, Sonny. God, it was so exciting having you...you do me with her watching. It was like I felt her eyes on me, stroking my body while you were inside me." She shuddered. "It has been too long. I missed you, Sonny. I, I like..." she stuttered to a stop. "I like how you treat me." She said finally. Her hands splayed on my chest, her fingers spread wide. She pulled me back against her chest, rubbing her breasts against my back.
I liked it. A lot. But I had something else on my mind. "So what is the situation with the Bickerstaff Missus? Has her role in her husband's professional future been outlined for her?"
Alissa released me and moved back to her office chair. I turned to face her and then sat down, waiting for her reply.
"What do you have in mind, Sonny?"
"Does she know? That her husband has to offer her up, you know, to be fucked, in order to keep his partnership?"
"It isn't exactly like that..." Alissa began but I lifted a hand and silenced her. Her eyes glittered darkly, something liquid and intense in them.
"Isn't it? I thought Sid was completely clear..."
"He was. He was."
"Can you get her here? Now?" I had another thought. "You promise she is...fuckable? I mean, she is not some ugly croon?"
"No. Like Kline she is a second wife and younger, much younger than Bickerstaff. A classic trophy wife."
"Is that your opinion or does she have the T-shirt?" I asked.
Alissa almost smiled but my meaning apparently overlaid the humor. "She knows the score. We have the prenupt on file. It is generous enough to suggest she is not stupid or blindly in love with the man."
I nodded. "Get her."
Alissa dialed her desk phone and left it on speaker.
"Hello, this is Dannielle?" The sultry voice had an accent, eastern European perhaps.
"Mrs. Bickerstaff, this is Alissa Honeywell, at Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline."
"Yes. I know who you are, Alissa. So nice to hear from you. Happy Holidays. What can I do for you?"
Alissa glanced over at me but I did not respond to the look. "Do you think you could come to the office?"
"What? Now?"
"If it would not be too much trouble?"
"I, well, I was in the middle of something but I could...I suppose."
"I would very much appreciate it. I think you would find it to your benefit."
"Is something wrong?" The woman asked, her voice shivering.
"Not yet. Not really but there is something worth discussing, just to clear up a confusion we have encountered here. I don't mean to alarm you but I have some questions about your prenuptial agreement with Raymond. He is not here and not likely to return so I thought...this might be a nice time for you and I to talk."
Silence.
Alissa glanced at me, her eyes somber. She licked her lips.
"Yes. Okay. I'll be there in twenty minutes or shortly thereafter. Will, will this take long?"
Alissa raised her eyebrows at me. I nodded several times.
"Mrs. Bickerstaff, I think the time you devote to this matter would be time well spent."
"I see. Yes, okay. I'll be there directly." She clicked off.
"What do you have in mind, Sonny?"
"She better be worth a fuck or two, Alissa, or it will be summer before you fuck again. I'll lock you in a chastity belt myself." I almost grinned but decided this was no time to be funning around. This was serious shit. Someone tapped on the door.
"Yes?" Alissa said.
The door and the blond abundance that was Clara Swearington appeared, squeezing into the room. Her breasts made the room seem much smaller. God, what a woman!
"Oh, my. Mr. Duncan. I did not know you were here." Clara twittered, on hand smoothing down her side, hip and thigh as though drying it off on the baby-blue and white knit dress while the other touched her bleached-blond hair, moving it around without purpose.
"Ms. Swearington." I said.
"That will be all Clara. Is everyone else gone?"
The blond nodded. Her eyes never left my crotch. She kept licking her ruby lips, her pink tongue appearing and disappearing over and over again, like she was tasting the air around us.
My cock stirred and rose up to greet her and, uncomfortable as it was, I let it.
Clara's eyes glittered and she smiled widely, fully aware of the little compliment I was paying her presence.
"You can go, Clara. Lock up and turn off all the lights but leave one of the front doors open. I am expecting someone."
"Looks to me like someone is already here." Clara said, a devilish smile on her scarlet lips.
"That will be all, Ms. Swearington."
"Toodleloo, Sonny." The blond said and then sauntered out of the office.
I looked at Alissa and thought I caught the merest swish of jealously in her expression but it was gone in a flash.
"What do you have in mind?"
I just nodded and left her office in search of the toilet. I wandered the dim halls of the office, finding Kline's office. He had a bar in it but the door was locked, I could see it through the side glass. I got the keys from Alissa. I told her to ignore me when Mrs. Bickerstaff arrived. She was to explain the "agreement" between Bickerstaff and the firm. I explicitly suggested that Alissa should outline, in detail her association and connection to Mr. Kingston and how she came by that connection.
and fixed three stout drinks. I was puzzling over how to carry them when I hear the front door open. I carried two of the bourbon rocks back to Alissa's office. She was not there. I set them on her desk and returned for the other. I could hear her voice in the front office, approaching as I skirted them, going around the other direction to Kline's office. I got my drink and closed and locked the door, intentionally leaving the cap off the bourbon. What's his was apparently mine to share.
Alissa's door was closed and when I opened it, both women turned to see who was arriving. Mrs. Bickerstaff was a striking woman of with brown hair, curled into a 1960's flip. Her lips were generously smeared with bright red lipstick. Her skin was translucently white. Her eyes were walnut brown. They had a blunted look, like she was once whole and complete but now spent her time seeking for some long lost part of herself. Or maybe that was ol' melodramatic me, anticipating the rest of her afternoon for her.
I pushed open the door and stepped into the room, clicking the door closed behind me. Mrs. Bickerstaff regarded me as though she were sitting alone on a barstool, drink in hand, her lidded eyes resting on me like butterflies. The tumbler showed a generous smear of her lipstick and had barely any of the dark amber liquid in it. Alissa's was untouched. I moved behind her to take a seat against the far wall so I could see both women at once. I sat and crossed my legs in the classic indolent male pose. I took a pull on the bourbon and felt the flame in my empty stomach. The woman was a vision and the concept that I was going to be between her full legs fired me more than the warmth the bourbon ignited in me. My whole body quivered with sexual adrenaline. This woman had the appearance that made me want her. That vulnerable look in her eyes and the hesitant manner assured me that I could have her. It felt like confidence but perhaps it was just the thrill of being in the presence of a new fantasy.
"As I was saying, Mrs. Bickerstaff, I understand you have a prenupt and I thought I should explain some changes to the situation." Alissa continued, regarding the woman's turned head till it turned back to face her. The woman's eyes on me seemed sensuous with surrender; utterly pliant to my presence. Alissa proceeded to sketch the basics of the agreement.
Part of the prenuptial agreement apparently involved a valuation of Bickerstaff's partnership at the law firm. Alissa explained that he had come under some scrutiny and that valuation was about to change, in danger of changing due to his misappropriation of funds from the firm.
Alissa then detoured into her truncated and spindled account of how she came to be so valuable to the firm, sanitizing it. Midway through it I cleared my throat and she hesitated. She glanced at me then proceeded and I cleared my throat again. She stopped entirely, looking over at me, her face a beautiful vision of a woman caught in flagrante delicto and vulnerable because of it.
"I think what Mrs. Honeywell means to say, Mrs. Bickerstaff, is that she would have fucked Mr. Kingston but then she would not have been eligible for doing business with him. He never does business with women because, usually, they do not have anyone for him to fuck, as a sign of good faith in the agreement. He is hung like a horse and it involves quite a commitment to fuck him. One some women would gladly endeavor to do. I, I had a woman of my acquaintance, a MILF, if you will, who proved both eager and able to take his cock and at my behest, and who did, for Mrs. Honeywell's sake. On the strength of that fuck, Mr. Kingston agreed to provide Mrs. Honeywell with a sizable commitment and professional advantage, one she would never have been party to had it not been for my, uh, considerable contribution to the situation. Isn't that right, Alissa?"
Alissa immediately nodded. "Of course, Sonny." She turned her eyes to Mrs. Bickerstaff. "Dannielle, you must understand that this arrangement is worth millions of dollars to the firm. Your husband is part of that."
"You are aware that Mr. Kline has been boning Ms. Swearington?" I asked casually.
"Mrs. Swearington?" The woman turned to look at me. She squeezed her eyes closed and opened them, as though wondering if I would disappear if she did.
I nodded. "The blond receptionist?" Noting that Mrs. Bickerstaff apparently thought the blond receptionist was married and wondered if I knew differently correctly.
"Oh, of course." She smiled weakly. "She is very nice."
"Indeed she is. Now, now she is mine and Kline must not touch her any longer. I am afraid your husband is in much the same situation."
Her eyes opened wide and she looked very oriental despite her white skin. "You mean...?"
I nodded. "Yes, Raymond has been fucking around on you. Did you know that?"
Dannielle turned back to face Alissa, she bowed her head. "Does it matter?"
"As a matter of fact it does," Alissa began. She looked over at me and I gave her no reaction so she continued. "After your husband and that worm Kline tried to snake the Kingston business out from under me, they were instructed that they were to leave off their mistresses, and to provide several women for Mr. Duncan here, to have at his leisure as he wished."
"Excuse me?" The woman turned her head, keeping her body rigidly facing Alissa, and looked at me.
I nodded. "They were instructed that I was to fuck their women three or four each, in order to secure their position in the firm and further, they were not to touch any of said women. Has your husband been fucking you?"
The woman swallowed, hard. She shook her head.
"If he is indeed continuing with his mistress, then he puts the value of this prenuptial agreement into serious jeopardy. That means that it would become nearly worthless to you, since it is heavily dependent on his position in this firm."
Mrs. Bickerstaff turned back to Alissa. "What do you mean?"
Alissa smiled. "Peppers may be old as dirt and on oxygen but his mind is clear as yours or mine. If it comes to losing the Kingston business or dumping your husband or Kline, which do you think he will do?"
The woman gulped hard again. "I see. What do I have to do?"
"Mr. Duncan here, he owns me and he wants you." Alissa said, unable to keep a teeny tiny little sneer out of her voice. "What he wants with you, I cannot say but, whatever it is, it is part of the price your husband must pay to retain his position in this firm and thus, the value of your claims on him. I must report to Mr. Kingston on the payment of this debt by Bickerstaff and Kline."
Dannielle turned now to face me, pointing one breast at me. She was one of those woman who was too small in her torso to correctly carry the large breasts mounted there. One pointed to each side but where both healthy and finely shaped, if the bra was any indication. As I watched, something passed over her face and she shook her head violently.
"I cannot accept this." She turned to Mrs. Honeywell. "Alissa, I don't know what you are about but I don't believe you. My husband has no mistresses and no one would dare to use sex in this fashion. I do not believe you or that this, this boy has any claim on you whatsoever!" Her voice quivered but her eyes glistened as though she were about to weep. "I think Raymond put you up to this to humiliate me. Where is he?" When she went silent, her perfect lips worked as though she were trying to speak but had lost all the words.
I stood up immediately. I went to the door and locked it. I saw a flash of sky blue and wondered what I was seeing. I turned back. Locking the door was a dramatic gesture and nothing more. "Stand up, Alissa. I believe this woman has called into question our account of the circumstances."
Alissa stood up immediately and unzipped both sides of her skirt again. As she pulled it down off her hips she muttered, "This is the third time I have been out of this skirt today. I should have just left it off."
I almost laughed but she was standing up. The garters were still in placed. Her pussy glistened, dewy and full. "The jacket and blouse. I want you totally nude, this time." I said softly.
Alissa visibly shivered.
"Oh God, Alissa, no. Please, don't do this. No." Mrs. Bickerstaff gripped the arms of the office chair she was sitting in, in a pose that made her appear about ready to stand and flee. She did not.
Alissa did not say anything but picked up her skirt and lay it on her office chair. The jacket followed. She unbuttoned the white blouse, her dark skin appearing stark and black against the white. When she shrugged out of it, her great breasts waving before her, Dannielle Bickerstaff moaned. The woman cocked her head back and looked up at me, her eyes still glassy.
"Please, don't do this." She whispered. "Don't humiliate her." Her voice whispered unconvincingly.
"Your husband has agreed to provide you to me." I said, feeling strangely energized by this woman's presence. Her eyes blinked but she kept them on me. "I will not take what is not freely offered but if you do not believe the substance of what Mrs. Honeywell has discussed with you, I think a demonstration would be persuasive where mere words have been insufficient."
Dannielle shuddered then. I turned to look at the black woman. Alissa's bra fell off her shoulders and she deposited it on the pile of clothing on her chair. She was nude but for the garter belt and stockings. She thought I approved of her leaving them in place and she was right.
Dannielle responded to my eyes on Alissa by turning to look at the black woman. She squeaked when she saw Alissa' breasts billowing before her. "What are you going to do to her?" She asked. When I did not answer, she turned back to look at me. "What are you going to do to her?" She asked, her lips trembling.
"What am I going to do to her?" I repeated, not moving but fixing my eyes on her.
Her big eyes blinked. Her lips pursed. She was breathing heavily in the closeness of the office. "You won't, hurt her will you?" Her voice was peculiar, strident and pleading at the same time.



I saw something in her eyes or heard something in her voice and she groaned as though she were exposed and knew it. I moved around her and knelt before her. She wore a conservative gray coat, a long brown skirt and a fine-weave sweater of some sort, that clung to her breasts. The coat was off her shoulders as though she wanted to show us her tits. She succeeded. She wore flats. I put a hand on her knee and ran it gently down her calf. She shivered as my hand ran down her hose encased leg. At her foot, I lifted her leg and carefully removed the flat shoe.
"Oh god." Alissa said.
Alissa always seemed to know what I was doing. She turned and lay down, face down on the desk. She put her hands behind her and unhooked the garter straps on each side of her ass, leaving two of each set of six dangling down her thighs. Then she stretched and arched her ass. "I am ready, Mr. Duncan." Her voice rattled in her throat, like ice covered twigs on a window pane.
I stood and slapped the shoe hard against my palm. The sole was soft leather. The sound made Mrs. Bickerstaff flinch, as though I had struck her and not my own hand. She looked up at me.
"What are going to to do to her?"
I reached out and with my left hand smoothed the backs my fingers across her delicate cheek. "Not your concern, Mrs. Bickerstaff. Just sit and watch. Mrs. Honeywell enjoys an audience, don't you Mrs. Honeywell?"
Alissa lifted her head and looked at me from over her outstretched arm. "I am yours, Sonny." Her voice rattled again. Her face disappeared between her elbows.
What a perfect response. Then I had a terrible flash of D. Debra Hamilton and I felt like I left my own body. For a moment, I felt the useful man in her capable control even while I stepped behind Alissa's bent form. Once again I felt the sensation of being both the hammer and the nail. It instructed me as to how to use Alissa to create her greatest pleasure.
I struck Alissa's ass with real force. The groan from her was heartfelt and deep, like a cracking oak after a horrible storm. The second stroke was louder and harder. Her flesh shook under the shoe.
"Oh my god." Dannielle whispered. "Please, no more. I cannot bear to see this." Her objection was flimsy and weak, her glistening brown eyes were transfixed on the prone woman stretched on the desk before her. "Please, I, I will do whatever you want."
I struck Alissa again and again. "Anything? Really, Mrs. Bickerstaff?" I struck Alissa's ass again, hard. It lifted and dropped, pulsing while I struck her several more times. Alissa was panting now, her breath wheezing as nearly the only sound in the room. Two or three more blows and she lifted her head and moaned.
"Oh god, Sonny, oh my loving lord!" She grunted as the shoe fell again.
"Oh please, don't, don't make me watch this." Mrs. Bickerstaff whispered. She jerked as her shoe hit the black ass again. Alissa's body shifted and her hips rose then hammered down in the perfect impression of copulation.
Mrs. Bickerstaff's gaze remained tangled in the scene unfolding within her arm's reach, even while her torso craned backwards as though trying to focus bi-focals she did not wear. "Oh, my goodness! Oh, she, she...I..."
I struck Alissa again and the black woman keened and her hips began to rise and fall steadily now. Several more strokes and she was whining and her body was shaking. I struck her twice more on each cheek and casually held the shoe before the white woman's face. She stared at it as though it were a strange artifact of unknown value.
I did not move. Dannielle finally looked from her shoe before her face up to me.
"Take it." I said.
She did, licking her lips as she did, holding it with both hands and clutching it to her shoulder, like it was a doll. I slowly unbuckled my belt and let my trousers open, all the while holding her gaze with mine. I pulled down my briefs, my hard cock appeared, stark and ready. Mrs. Bickerstaff licked her lips but her eyes did not move, though they welled and a tear ran down one, plumb cheek.
I moved in behind Alissa. The black woman arched her back and her ass lifted and parted. I entered her hard and fast, slamming hard and deep in one violent stroke.
Alissa screamed as I bottomed out in her smooth, very fluid pussy. Her body bucked and she screamed again but it throttled down into a gurgling. I pulled back and hammered into her, grinding deep into her till her ass cheeks were bunched between us. I gripped her by the waist and proceeded to pummel her. Each stroke rammed her forward onto the desk so as I pulled out of her squelching body, I had to pulled her back or risking damaging her on the edge of the desk. After a dozen or so strokes, Alissa bucked through another small orgasm, then as I pulled free of her clasping body, she moaned, pleading.
"Oh Sonny, no, no."
"Stand." I hissed. My breath ragged and tight in my chest. Something about this woman watching us wrenched me tense.
Alissa struggled to unfold herself from the desk. She turned. I helped her sit on the desk. She tipped back onto her hands, her still sheathed legs rose and bent, widening to welcome me back into her body. I put my hands under her knees and pulled her open and wide. I bent my knees till my cock touched her pussy and then I rammed her full once more.
"Oh sweet Christ! Oh my fucking god, Sonny. Fuck me!" Alissa growled as I penetrated her body once more. I lifted her legs and she tipped back further, her head fell backwards over her shoulders, exposing her neck and projecting her great breasts up towards me. Holding her by the thighs, my arms underneath her knees, I resumed fucking her. I pounded into her pussy till she groaned and her hips pulsed up at me. She tried to lay back but I grabbed her shoulders to keep her upright. This lifted her legs much higher, resting on my arms as I held her upright by the shoulders. I widened my arms and rammed her with my cock.
Alissa screamed and bucked into an incredible orgasm, her arms planted behind her, her legs high, close to her shoulders. I lowered my hands to her ass, letting her legs down. I pulled her to the edge of the desk. She struggled to lean into me, pressing her tits against me. I cinched us together and held us tightly. She was coming constantly now, her body finally responding fully to my usage of her till now. Or perhaps the brown eyes watching us affected her like it was affecting me. I wanted dear Mrs. Bickerstaff and I felt this to be my interview.
When Alissa was calm, I backed my cock out of her. Her legs lowered to the floor and she sat with her shoulders hunched and her eyes on the floor between us or on my cock.
"I think," I panted, "Clara stayed. Go get her. I want Mrs. Bickerstaff to know for certain what we have said is the truth."
Alissa stood and staggered to the door, yanking twice on it before her brain grasped that it was locked. She twisted the lock and staggered out, nearly nude, into the chilly outer office.
I turned to look at Mrs. Bickerstaff. Now, my pants were around my ankles, my cock was shiny with Honeywell cum and my heart hammered in my chest. I love cardio.
Mrs Bickerstaff stared at my cock.
"Mrs. Bickerstaff," I began but waited till her eyes shifted, with some apparent effort, up to meet mine, "we are going to go meet your husband. I have sent someone to find him and arrange it. To satisfy my understanding with Mr. Kingston, he must agree to surrender you to me. It will be completely up to him. If you go with me, you agree to whatever he decides to do with you. This is your chance to protect your investment in him. If you ignore it, ignore me, he will be out, out of this firm and likely disbarred and he, he will have less money than I have. Embezzling funds is a charge he would never recover from in his profession. So..." I heard the clack, clack, clack of Clara Swearington's five inch heels somewhere out in the office and then the sounds disappeared. I knew she was coming and I would be soon. I was so ready.
"By the time I come, you need to decide, go with me and have some expectation of keeping the lifestyle you have or skip it and risk losing everything." I had an idea but I did not know if it would work. I was curious to try it.
The door opened behind me.
"You called, Mr. Duncan?" Clara Swearington's voice chirped behind me.
I turned and showed her my cock. I was so gratified that she did not hesitate. The blond woman got immediately to her knees and opened her mouth. Alissa's state of undress surely tipped her off that we were not shuffling papers and she would not be taking dictation. I moved closer and bent a little to touch my cock head to her lips. Out came her long tongue and she licked my cock clean, no hands. She then sucked on the end and rose up, taking me deep into her mouth and then into her throat.
I was right. I was ready. The orgasm boiled up out of me as soon as her lips closed on my cock. She grunted and swallowed over and over again, the action massaging my cock as I pumped over and over into her mouth. Her hands never touched me.
Alissa was trapped behind her, watching her suck me empty.
"Oh my eyes." Dannielle whispered. "I have never seen a woman, a man, a woman do that, like that." Her voice was tremulous.
I pulled my cock free of Clara's mouth, she slurped the whole length and smacked her lips ostentatiously as they left the end of my cock. "That is how you suck cock, Mrs. Bickerstaff. Do that and Raymond will quit catting around on you, I promise." Clara tittered behind her words, pleased with herself for some reason.
I looked at Mrs. Bickerstaff but I don't think the words penetrated the daze she was in. Her eyes were not clear, shimmering with the liquid in them. I pulled up my briefs and covered my nice, clean cock. The image of this woman, nude, kept my cock hard so I pulled up my pants up very carefully, zipping them up with caution. Clara remained kneeling on the floor, sitting on her feet, her heels laying beside her.
"What time is it?" I asked no one in particular.
"Almost two." Alissa said. She stepped around Clara, went behind her desk and began to dress.
When I was all tucked up, I picked up my coat. "Happy New Year." I said. Clara looked up at me, her eyes glittering, all hope and invitation. "Mrs. Bickerstaff?"
"Where are we going?" She asked unsteadily. Her voice was thick but strong.
I had my answer. I left Ms. Swearington on the floor, disappointed and Alissa half-dressed. Neither spoke as I left with Dannielle Bickerstaff close behind. She had taken a taxi so she rode with me. I actually had to ask directions from her and she helped orient me but I eventually found parking in the light traffic. She was not familiar with The Narrow Avenue so we searched for it together. I could have used my phone but the woman's anxiety infused me and numbed my brain—that's my story and I'm sticking to it. The idea of declothing this woman tantalized and disturbed me. We found the place and on the sidewalk she took my hand.
"What are you going to do?" She asked, her eyes still limpid though the cold likely caused it now.
"I am going to give your husband an option." I said. "You have made your choice. Now it is up to him."
She licked her lips, staring intently into my eyes. "Kiss me. I want him to see my lipstick is smeared." Her voice was steady, assured.
I did, touching her lips with mine. When I straightened and opened my eyes, she shook her head.
"No. Not like that. Like you want me."
She seemed unaware that I did want her. I decided to clarify her status. I dropped her hand, slipped an arm around her lily wasp waist and gripped her shapely ass, splaying my fingers over its arch. With the other hand I cupped the back of her head and kissed her like I wanted her. Her whole body responded. The light flow of people swirled around us, like we were a reef in the ocean. When the kiss ended, my cock was reborn and she was panting. "Like that?" I asked. Her mouth had not opened so it was just the feel of her lips on mine that remained in my mind. She nodded slightly, wiping the back of her hands against her mouth. The lipstick was well smeared. With my arm still about her waist, I walked us into The Narrow Avenue.
It was a narrow room with a bar before the door and a line of tables against the opposite wall. Beyond the bar was space for a couple tables and two booths. In the farthest booth, I glimpsed Raymond Bickerstaff just before he saw his wife, my arm securely around her. He was so startled the look on his face had not changed by the time we arrived at the booth. I released Dannielle and scooted in next to Ellen Collier. Dannielle stood beside the table staring at Ellen.
I gestured to the other seat, "Sit down, Mrs. Bickerstaff." I said softly. That snapped her out of the reverie and she did, with Raymond scuttling over to the other end of the bench seat. She looked back and forth between Ellen and me.
"Who is this?" Dannielle said, fixing her eyes finally on Ellen.
I looked at Bickerstaff. "Care to make introductions?" His expression did not change and he said nothing. "No? Mrs. Bickerstaff, this is Ellen Collier, one of Raymond's mistresses, isn't that right, Mr. Bickerstaff?"
His eyes blinked several times and then he nodded, one sharp motion.
A waitress appeared and I ordered spinach dip, then thought better of the garlic and just got a soda. I was hungry though so I added fries. When the waitress was gone I looked at Bickerstaff. "Well, isn't this cozy? Bickerstaff, you have gotten yourself into a bit of a bind." I pulled the keys I had gotten from Ellen from my pocket and dropped then onto the table with a rattle. "See? They know about the apartment you and Kline have been using to screw your other women. Oh, if you want out of this with your skin, you need to keep Kline out of the loop or he will get your second chance and you, well, you'll just be toast, right? Right?" I knocked on the table. "Hello? Am I getting through? Are you reading me Major Tom?"
Finally the black man nodded. "I hear you." His voice was high, tinny and tense as a virgin sow.
"So. We are all here. I have discussed the situation with your wife here, and so I think all we need is your buy in and we can put this matter to rest."
"My buy in?" Bickerstaff mumbled.
"You, well, not you but Kline volunteered you to agree to the terms of getting the Kingston business. That was that you would provide me with your personal women. Well, not me exactly but Mr. Kingston and I am his representative in this situation. In exchange, Alissa Honeywell would not get rid of you and Peppers would get the Kingston business, right? So here we are with two of your women." I grinned with as much charm as I could with the knot in my throat. "So? Which will it be? Ellen or Dannielle? One of these must be fucked today, in your apartment. I have not been there yet but I expect it is nice. You strike me as having very good taste, if Ellen is any indication. So? What will it be?"
"What will what be?" Bickerstaff's voice was a little stronger.
"Which of these two women is going to leave with me? You know, to try out your toy box and what not, in the apartment I mean? I hear you have handcuffs and the like. I think Mrs. Bickerstaff would be very attractive, nude and cuffed on a bed, waiting to be fucked."
"You would not dare...!" Bickerstaff growled.
I nodded. "You are right, not unless you tell her to. It must be your choice. You have to decide. These are both women you are a, having relations with. Am I being too crude for your delicate sensibilities?" I barely hesitated. "One of them is going to introduce me to your apartment. Oh, by the way, I need your keys." I rattled the keys on the table "Fraud or maybe its actually embezzlement? You're the lawyer, I bet you know which. Anyway, if you ever use that apartment again, you will be indicted. I am pretty sure Alissa has all she needs to put you behind bars or at least off the bar and no one would question forfeiting your whole share of the practice in exchange for staying out of jail." I shrugged and then I did stall, turning my eyes to check Dannielle's reaction to my words. After a few moments I resumed. "It is up to you, if you want to keep the keys, we can have the locks changed after you are arrested." I rattled the keys again.
Bickerstaff was glaring at me. He was not a pretty man and for the life of me I could not imagine why women would...oh, right. Money and power are just as sexy as a pretty face, aren't they? What was I thinking?
Bickerstaff tipped over like a falling tower and fished keys out of his pocket and tossed them onto the table. I nodded and pocketed them. "This the only set? No, I am sure Kline has a few. Be sure to let Kline know the charade is up and he needs to bring us all his keys, I mean Alissa by 'we', there. Second thought, I think we'll handled the introduction of Mr. Kline to his new circumstances and I don't just mean a new office. I think Alissa will want some details so you can sign the apartment over to her, not the firm mind you, her. Part of the settlement to keep you out of jail and to get her on as senior partner. She'll work out the details but you will need to get her those details before the end of the year, which is, oh pretty soon. Sunday night, right?"
I was enjoying myself entirely too much.
"So the last thing is to decide which woman you want me to fuck now. Wife or mistress?" I waited but not long. "Speak up, Raymond. We are all waiting and I have to tell you, the tension is killing me."
Bickerstaff mumbled something.
"I beg your pardon? I did not hear."
"Take her. Ellen."
I nodded with a grim smile and took hold of Ellen's hand and pulled her a little closer. I detected no small eagerness in her as she shifted her lithe body against mine. If this worked out right, she'd be a shit load happier even than now. "Ellen it is."
"Fuck this. I have to pee." Ellen said. She looked up at me and waited, expecting me to stand up and let her out. I did not move. "I'll come back. I'll fuck you."
"I know you will." I returned. "Take off your panties, Ms. Collier. I think you need to demonstrate your willingness to fulfill your part of this arrangement."
"My part? What are you talking about. Forget about it. I have to pee." She stood up and without any difficulty clambered over me. She took particular care to press her ass into my face as she walked over me, stepping on the bench seat of the booth to get out. People stared.
When she was gone, I looked at Mrs. Bickerstaff. "Too bad, Dannielle, I was looking forward to seeing you in the raw and having a bit of you on my tongue. I think you would have enjoyed this whole thing, since your husband has been catting around behind your back, or I guess it was."
At that moment, Dannielle shook her head. "No. I knew, well, suspected, assumed he was, uh, being with other women. What could I do?"
I pursed my lips. "A valid point. Well, I think we are done here. Well, one last thing." Bickerstaff's face tightened, more. I grinned. "You are not to touch any other woman but this one without her permission. You will renegotiate the prenuptial agreement to the effect that any philandering on your part will give grounds for her to liquidate your holdings and convert them to her ownership, separate and distinct from you. And I mean all of them. Alissa, Mrs. Honeywell will represent your wife in this manner which I know must be unusual but you will have to work with that and by 'work with that' I mean you need to avoid turning this situation antagonistic, if you want to stay out of jail, that is. Now, if you want any woman and she agrees and the woman fucks you, that is fine. Of course, Raymond, that makes you somewhat vulnerable if she changes her mind. So your dick is now under her administration. If she wants to fuck you, she will fuck you and you will see she enjoys it. Otherwise the best you can hope for is poverty and the worst is the drive-in, non-stop shopping for a bunch of butt-fucking men you do not know on a first name basis in a penitentiary." I grinned a little evilly. "Mr. Bickerstaff, you and Kline really should not have fucked with Mr. Kingston. He absolutely does not like either of you right now and until I have fucked enough of your women, that is not likely to change." The prospect gladdened me and my smile widened. "So glad you have such good taste in women.



I turned my attention to Danielle. "Ma'am, I do not know what the conditions of your marriage to this man were but they have changed. Mr. Kingston and Mr. Peppers are willing to retain him in a diminished capacity, with less authority but they will leave his financial holdings in place, for your sake. And, if the truth be known, for the sake of his ex-wife and daughter, or is it daughters? Whatever. Raymond is now going to reap what he has sown and understand that all plowing is not created equal. Sometimes the furrow will yield a return on investment and sometimes it will turn out to be a net loss." I was so proud, using terms from one of my accounting classes. I almost laughed, wondering if my professor would be proud of me, if he would give me extra credit.
"We really do not want to inconvenience you, or even Raymond for that matter but his behavior is a threat to the firm and potentially embarrassing to Mr. Kingston. And that is an unacceptable risk. If you have not had a say in your life with Raymond, now is your chance. If you don't want it, that is not our concern." I turned my eyes to Raymond Bickerstaff. "If this woman even breathes the slightest hint that she is unhappy with her treatment at your hand, regardless of which one you choose, all of this equanimity is subject to renegotiation. Got it?"
Bickerstaff nodded. "I get it. I do." He turned to Dannielle, "Honey..." he began but Ellen interrupted, reappearing beside our table. Bickerstaff fell silent when she arrived.
She looked at me and I looked at her. Neither of us moved.
"Are you going to let me in?" She asked, a tinge of exasperation in her voice.
"Your panties?" I responded.
She looked suddenly frightened. "I forgot." She said.
I grinned rapaciously. She had spirit and this was the moment I bent her to my will or lost her. "Take them off, Ellen. I asked gently before and you had the chance to comply on your own terms. That moment is gone. Take them off and lay them on the table."
She glared at me, but then her eyes changed. Her chin dropped. It was like I could see her mind toiling over her new condition, finally arriving at the place I had laid out for her. She tossed her little purse over me into the corner. She reached under her little skirt and pulled her panties down her thighs, thence to her knees and then to her ankles. She balanced on one foot and removed them from that free foot and then shifted. When she had them dangling from one hand, gazing defiantly, she held them out over the table. When I did not react, she dropped them in the middle of the table, between Bickerstaff and his wide-eyed wife.
"Happy?" She groused. "You going to let me in or what?"
I looked passed her at the other people in the diner, the few who had noticed her action. Ellen waited, her eyes remained fixed on mine even while I looked past her at the auditors around us.
Finally she shrugged, her little shoulders seeming to rock her. She tried to stand up and walk over me as before, her ass against my face, which she gave a deliberate bump. I moved her foot to the other side of my legs and then pushed it towards the floor. She slipped astride my lap. I looped an arm around her and pulled her back against my very hard cock. She grunted and leaned forward, trying to move off of my body. I held her in place. With one hand I unbuckled my belt, a loud sound to me but lost in the grumble and clash of the restaurant, I think. I got my cock free and pulled my pants out of the way. Ellen felt it and lifted her ass and moved over my cock. She reached down between her legs and found my cock. She positioned herself over it and settled down onto me. Her body seized and she groaned but then screwed herself harder down onto my cock. As I entered her body I closed my eyes and groaned. With an arm around her still, I could lift her and I did, several times. Each time she released more and more. More of my cock slipped deeper and deeper into her till she was completely pierced and I was rooted in her little body. She sat forward and leaned onto her elbows, grinding her hips down on me, stirring her pussy with my cock.
I situated her skirt so she was covered. I peered out from behind her head. She rolled her hips and I thought I would explode. "Hold still." I grunted. "You'll get yours." I moved my mouth to her ear. "If you don't make me come inside of you, I promise to eat you till you come."
Ellen went completely still, staring down at the table, her little shoulders hunched.
I looked at Mr. Bickerstaff. "You were saying?"
"Jesus H. Christ. Really?" He said, his face tight.
"Jealous?" I said equally tightly. The feel of Ellen's body planted on me like this was unbelievably erotic to say nothing of the public situation. Just at that perfect moment, a waitress appeared.
"Oh my." The woman said.
Ellen looked up at her, just twisting her head. "Don't get your panties in a bunch. Lost a bet. We'll go in five minutes. Just bring us a ticket and give it to him." She indicated Bickerstaff.
The waitress nodded and scampered away, leaving the soda and fries. I tried one. They were great.
Bickerstaff looked at his wife. "I choose you, Danny. I want you." His voice was a tinny whine.
She looked at him and before she could speak, I interrupted. Raymond was fucking it up.
"Dannielle, did you marry this guy just for his money? No one is perfect. The best thing you can do is forgive him and go on. He is going to clean up his act. I can virtually assure you of that." I shifted a little in my seat and Ellen groaned.
"Stop that. I have never been good at tantric sex." She lifted her head and—I don't know if she knew something I didn't or if I am just fucking lucky—she looked Dannielle right in the eyes. "He is inside of me. If he moves, I am going to come and I come loud." She slowly bowed her head again, bending impossibly till the top of her head was on the table. Her hips shifted and I thought she was about to get my special delivery but she went still. Then her inner muscles flexed and I again thought I was going to come. My god, but the woman had incredible internal strength and control.
I pulled back and dodged around Ellen's bent back to fix my gaze on Bickerstaff, Raymond. "You will not ever touch this woman...no wait a minute. Let me do it like this. Ellen, if this man asks you to do something sexual again, anything, you have to call Mrs. Bickerstaff. If it is okay with her, then do whatever you like. Mr. Bickerstaff, can I call you Raymond? Raymond, you absolutely must understand that if this woman squeaks harrassment, you will be done so fast you'll lose everything including your blackness. You'll be white when we're done. Got that? You will no longer manage the associates or anyone including the secretarial staff unless they are bulky guys will cocks the size of rolling pins. Do I make myself clear?" My voice came out a lot rougher, then I intended but Ellen began massaging my cock with her pussy and it ruined my vocal control. I did not intend to be harsh and cruel to him but I feared anything less and he would mistake mercy for weakness. Honestly, I was free lancing and hoping that Alissa was quick enough on the uptake to go with it when the time came. She'd get a hell of a bonus if she did but she'd have to figure out how to make it legal and keep her own nose clean.
In the end, it was a great idea.
I looked at Raymond. "No more fucking the associates. No more mistresses. Nothing. Today, you have touched Ellen for the last time. If anyone fucks Ellen it is going to be me." I spoke through gritted teeth. Neither I nor Ellen wanted her full of cum just now. I wanted and unadulterated taste of her. "Understood?"
Bickerstaff glared for a moment but then finally, nodded his big head.
I gripped Ellen by the waist and lifted her and dropped her down the length of my cock again. She groaned, her head still on the table. "You." I said. "Are you ready to finish this?"
She lifted her head. I could not see her face and I wished I had. Her voice came out liquid passion. "Yes, oh god, if I don't come soon I am going to rape you right here." She sounded serious.
"What about me? You said, you said you were going to take me!" Dannielle whispered, her voice still tight. "You cannot do this!"
I moved around Ellen's back to look at Dannielle. Something was going on here. I stared at her. She was beautiful in a sensual sort of way, with her long, bare neck and the breasts that pointed out from each other like bristling AA guns. I imagined her nude. "Your husband chose you. You should be happy."
She looked at Raymond and then back at me. "He has been fucking around on me and I should be happy?" Her voice was small and curious.
"When you put it like that..." I said. "I could be wrong." I still had an arm looped around Ellen's little body. She was standing on her tiptoes trying to release some of the pressure of my cock inside of her but then she slipped, I guess her legs tired, and she slipped down, crunching her body onto my cock all over again.
"Oh fuck." Ellen grated, her voice ragged with passion. "Can we, can we move, move this along?"
"Go home, Mr. and Mrs. Bickerstaff. Have a Happy New Year. Put this all behind you and start over on Monday. It is a new year. Make a good start." I patted Ellen's thigh. "Up we go." I said softly and helped her lift her body off me. Her legs were just about too short to do the job but we finally go her off my cock and my cock out of her. She shuddered, crawling out of the booth to stand shaking beside me. I tucked and buttoned and buckled myself back into shape.
"Hand me my coat." Ellen hissed and I did, with her little purse. I got up and we walked towards the door. Before we got there, Mrs. Bickerstaff grabbed me from behind.
"Mr. Duncan, please, you can't do this!" She cried, looking up into my eyes.
"Do what?" I asked, looking past her at Bickerstaff. He was glaring at us like a bear answering the door in January.
"Don't leave me like this. Take me with you. You can do anything you want to me. I want," her voice caught and then nearly vanished from hearing, "I want what you did with Mrs. Honeywell!" Her eyes were somber. "I swear, I want it all. Let me."
"What'd you do to Mrs. Honeywell?" Ellen asked.
I regarded Dannielle and finally shrugged. "Might just as well be now, I guess. He would have to turn you over to me eventually anyway. I was going to fuck you later but if you don't mind the company, come along. Get your coat, we'll wait."
Dannielle stared at me and then looked suddenly terrified, like she just realized what she promised, what she wanted, what I was going to do to her. Then her face shifted and she walked back to the booth. She got her coat and followed Ellen and I out into the winter cold.
"What did you do to Mrs. Honeywell?" Ellen asked again. "Don't tell me you fucked her again?"
I did not respond. We walked together for a block towards my car. I had an arm around each woman.
"Come on," Ellen said again. "I just fucked you in a restaurant. The least you can do is tell..."
"I spanked her till she came." I said softly, leaning into Ellen's ear. "And Mrs. Bickerstaff here wants the same. Think you could be of help?" I waited, we were at a crosswalk.
Ellen twisted in the crook of my arm and looked at me. "Fuck yes." She breathed.
I knew right then I had gotten things right again. What a life!
We were a block away from my car when I finally realized I did not know where I was taking us. I reached into my pocket and yes, I had two sets of keys to a million and a half dollar apartment. What was I thinking? The light turned and I held onto the two women and they both looked at me. I looked down at Ellen. "Where's this apartment, exactly."
She grinned. "I wondered where we were going. It's back there."
"Apartment?" Mrs. Bickerstaff asked, her eyes wide with the reality of what she had committed to doing.
I felt a shiver go through her lithe body. These two women were opposites; Ellen with nipple tits, slight of frame and short with short hair and a bully attitude. Mrs. Bickerstaff was her opposite with great big tits, wide hips, narrow waist, her sixties flip and the perfect 'take me' attitude.
"Where you husband took his women." I said, turning us, like a marching band maneuver.
"Women?"
We walked. "Did you think Ellen here was the only woman Raymond was fucking behind your back? Did you even think you were the only one when he was married to Caroline."
"Caroline?" Dannielle shivered again. "Oh, yes, the last Mrs. Bickerstaff. No, I am sure I was the only one."
Ellen snorted. We walked in silence to the entrance to a fifteen or twenty story building, a huge baroque gate filled with glass and a doorman. Ellen spoke to him and he opened the door for her, while eying me and undressing Dannielle like he had never seen her before. Perhaps. She seemed to know the way though; perhaps he was a recent hire compared to the last time she was here. Lots of speculation rifled through my mind but it all stopped when I saw Bickerstaff standing in the foyer waiting for us.
I tensed for a confrontation but, refusing to hesitate, I walked the three of us right up to him.
"Don't do this Danny. I picked you. You don't have to do this. I love you. I am..." he choked "...I am so sorry. I never meant to hurt you."
Dannielle shrugged out of my arm and moved to stand before her husband. She lay her hand on the side of his face.
I noticed how white her hand was against his black face, sprinkled with freckles and a couple large moles. Her hand was large and made his large black head seem smaller. The contrast of colors and the optical illusions of size made me want to giggle. I am such a putz sometimes.
"Raymond, don't. You know I have to. If not now, then sometime and the longer I wait, the worse it will be. You have talked about Kingston and even I know how much you have wanted Mrs. Honeywell. She explained the situation to me in detail." She kissed him on the lips, rising on her toes to touch her lips to his. "Go home, Raymond. After all the lust you have satisfied here, it is my turn. I deserve this and I must do it...to keep your partnership safe...for both of us." She kissed him lightly again.
His eyes closed and remained closed after she stepped back away from him. He opened them and looked at me, the expression a mixture of hurt, anger, angst and despair. "Here. You'll need this." He held out a green and gold card. "The access card for the elevator. It works on the front door too, if the doorman is gone from his post."
I looked at it, realizing I did not know such a thing was needed. I took it from his hand and he immediately shouldered past me. We three turned and watched him go, each of us in our own unique silence. I figured out that the card was keyed to the single floor for the elevator and used to call it. Inside, there were no buttons. For such a short building, it had opposite banks of elevators two facing two. I put the card in the slot and the elevator hummed to life. It took us up to the seventeenth floor. The doors opened and we stepped out into the plush green and gold decor. The two women did not move after stepping off the elevator and I had no idea where we were going so I did not move either.
Just as the opposite car arrived, Ellen realized she had to lead and took my hand and tugged me to the right. The doors opposite opened and I glimpsed something impossible. I wanted to stay and see if my eyes were seeing correctly but we were walking to the right corridor. At the turn, I twisted around to look and see if I was hallucinating.
The man had stepped out into the foyer and was staring at me. I turned away quickly, following the two women who apparently knew where we were going. The man looked exactly like Sam Honeywell! I staggered behind them, stunned. This was before I gained a sure hold on my skepticism about coincidences. The door was at the end of the corridor and the two women stood staring at the door.
I, for my part, looked down the crossing hall and saw the man arrive. He turned and looked at me and for a moment we both stared. The blond with him was startlingly beautiful, with a tight shimmering lamē dress and a wash of long, platinum blond hair with very black roots. I stared, first at her—I'm not a complete idiot—and then at him. I saw recognition in his face. Sam Honeywell had the look of the proverbial deer in the headlights. I don't know why but I waved at him, just a little flourish of my left hand and then I turned to the door. Neither woman had seen this little exchange. I opened the door and shambled inside. They seemed at home, shedding their coats and both went immediately to the bar.
Ellen pour two shots of bourbon into tumblers without even getting ice. They both drank. Dannielle's hand shook. She sat down the glass and turned to face me, her hands on the edge of the bar, her body sagging back against it so that her arms were akimbo at her sides, elbows up and out.
"I have never done anything like this." She blushed then. "Raymond, he was my first. I was twenty-two when I was here last. It's, it's been six years." Her brow knit, "not here, but one like it. I don't remember this apartment but one here. I remember the first time I came here with him, to this building." She shivered.
Ellen poured both glasses half full again. She drank from hers. The little woman stood facing the bar and after drinking, she looked sidelong at Dannielle.
I saw the look on her face and glimpsed something of what she was feeling. Her expression showed a mixture of fear and lust.
I do not claim that I understood all of what was swirling around us. I was about to dive into this still, dark pool of sexual confusion but the doorbell chimed. It was a delicate notice, like a triangle in an orchestra. Then a clanging buzzing replaced it. I had noticed two buttons by the door and figured out the one was for the service and the other one was for more insistent ringing.
Ellen turned around, her face a mask of shock that matched the fear on Dannielle's face.
"I'll get it." I said bravely. I felt curiously lightheaded and disoriented. The ten steps to the door were accompanied by a swirl of D. Debra's smell, the feel of being between my sister's legs, inside Alissa and my arms around these two women...all of which filled my senses dizzying and distracting me. I opened the door.
"Jesus Christ! It is you!" Of course. It was Sam Honeywell. He peered past me at the two women staring at him.
I twisted to look at them and they both turned and walked out of our sight, each in a different direction.
"Sonny, isn't it?" He grinned. "I never would have thought...what the heck are you doing here?" He gestured behind me, towards the two women who were now out of sight. "With them, I mean? That's Mrs. Bickerstaff, isn't it? This is his apartment still, right?"
"And Kline's." I said automatically, always eager to be accurate. I felt inane.
Sam sobered. "So you know about them?" He asked.
"So you know them?" I responded, always the original one. I did not know whether to invite him into the apartment or push us out into the hall. I still had the keys in my hand. Over his shoulder I saw the door to "his" apartment and in that moment, saw the woman waft by deep in the place, drifting past my eyes like an apparition, a ghost I could not explain, the dress glittered like she was divine.
Sam bowed his head and then chuckled. "Oh yes, I know them. They have both been trying to make my wife from the moment she joined the firm. They tried to talk me into handing her over..." he looked up. If he had been white I expect he would have been blushing but I was uncertain how to tell, I thought I heard it in his tone and marked it in his hesitation. Sam was a handsome man, reminding me of a movie star. When I was young, I remembered him with a casual, medium 'fro which he had cut down as time went along. He now had a goatee and mustache. He did look debonair. "Listen, it is Sonny, right?"



I extended my hand. "Sonny Duncan, yes sir. Good to see you."
He looked at my hand. I turned the palm up.
He grinned and shook it. "Shocked to see you. I have to confess." He shook his head. "You're Sammy's friend. You're my son's age and that, well, that has given me a bit of a shock." He shook his head again, running a hand over his face, wiping at sweat that was not there. He said, "Listen, what if we talked. I think we need an understanding. You know, about this...this situation."
I shrugged. What was I going to say?
"I cannot think that your mother would approve of this."
Oh. That was what he was thinking? We'd trade silence. Keep each other's secret. I almost said she was in China fucking a hog leg but bit off the comment before I blew it out. I had no need to include Sam Honeywell in all my business. But I did need to explain my presence in this apartment. People have a way of jumping to conclusions of their own invention that often have nothing to do with reality. In the future, I would find this was incredibly dangerous but here, I was just lucky.
I shook my head, then nodded. "No, you're right." I glanced back into the apartment. "I expect this looks odd to you."
Sam grinned and nodded. "No odder than she must look to you. Mrs. Honeywell and I, well, I think we need to discuss this. There is a club restaurant on the third floor. Why don't we meet there in say, twenty minutes?"
I shrugged. "Okay. Sure." My brain was bubbling and I had a very, very, very interesting thought. It was so good my stomach turned over. Suddenly I wanted to have a conversation with him, in the worst way. This would be so fun! My mind was full of possibilities but one in particular. It would was not going to be easy but, but it could be fucking awesome if I could figure it out. "Twenty minutes."
Behind him the blond apparition appeared peering out of the door, the lamē dress was gone and she stood in the door way, semi-nude, bra and garters, the black stockings highlighting her pale white skin. Her lips were so red they seemed to shine in the gloom. The corridor was green carpet with gold and green wall paper and bright white molding. Miniature chandeliers with little bitty bulbs lit the hall but not well. Daylight from the far apartment illuminated the hall better than the dull little lights; shining around the woman's body like an aura. It made her glow and me stare. I was trying to see her pussy clearly and failed.
Sam turned to look where I was staring. "She's gorgeous, isn't she? And she does love bedplay."
"Sammy!" She called. "What are you doing?"
"Nothing, go back in but don't shut the door. You are showing yourself off again. Don't shut the door, I don't have the keys."
She backed up and slammed the door shut.
Sammy? You cannot imagine how that screwed with my brain. Sammy did look like his dad but that moment, her screeching voice saying that name, that was the first time I noticed, the first time I registered how much they resembled each other. Not just in body but in disposition. Sam was a great kidder and Sammy definitely never got his sense of humor, no, his silliness from his mother. Alissa smiled under protest, utterly involuntarily.
"That broad is nothing but trouble." Sam grinned again. "I like a little crazy though. Just like you, apparently. That other gal, isn't she an associate at the law firm? She works for Bickerstaff right?"
I did not want to think about that just now because my brain was grinding and it was sending attractive ideas down to my cock for consideration. My cock approved what I was thinking. I shuddered.
"Twenty minutes." I said and tried to close the door.
Sam put his hand on the door. "You wouldn't just push me out the door and then leave me hanging like that would you? We are clearly two men of the same sort."
"No, Mr. Honeywell, I'll be there. Honest."
Sam stared hard at me for a moment and then nodded. He was a bit shorter than me but stouter. If he was any indication, Sammy still had some way to go before he was done filling out. "Okay. Fine. You know where it is? The dining room?"
"No. Third floor? How do I get there. There are no buttons."
"Take the one with the star on the call button. It is the only one that has a floor register on it. You have to use the card." He hesitated for a moment, took out his phone and handed it to me. "Call your phone. Just so there is no misunderstanding, right?"
I stared at him for a moment but shrugged again and called my own phone. It buzzed in my pocket. I clicked Sam's off. "Trusting, aren't you?"
He grinned. "Married an attorney, trust is a luxury I avoid. It's addictive. See you in twenty." He backed out of the door and turned away. He was still dressed in brown slacks and a white turtle neck. I closed the door. I walked to the center of the living room and gazed around. A kitchen adjoined the bar and two doors, closed, were in the opposite walls, left and right. Ellen had gone left while Dannielle went right.
Once again I was in deep water wearing army boots. Twenty minutes? What was I going to do with twenty minutes? The last thing I wanted to do was to go down to the restaurant before Sam arrived. I dreaded the awkwardness of not knowing how anything worked, plus, I wanted him to pay for lunch. I was hungry. With those two thoughts I felt incredibly young, naive and inexperienced. I walked to the left bedroom door and opened it.
The shower was running and then it wasn't. A moment later Ellen appeared, nude, beaded with water. She padded the water off of her lean body with a fluffy towel, making no attempt to hide herself. Her eyes remained on me till she dropped the towel onto the floor. Without a word, she went to the giant bed and lay down, stretching like a cat, arching her back so extremely that what tits she had disappeared, becoming simple little moles on her chest while she bridged on the bed, touching only at the shoulders and the ass.
She relaxed and looked over at me. She opened her legs, the lithe legs that dangled off the edge of the bed. One hand trailed down her body to her crotch where she stroked herself. Her eyes fluttered and she moaned a little before withdrawing her hand. She turned her head to look down the length of the bed at me. "You promised. Remember?" She purred.
I shrugged. I had twenty minutes. Time for a taste, I supposed.
I moved around the bed till I was facing the nude little woman. Her legs were open and I could see her pussy gaping between them. She had scarlet moss above her cleft, glistening, straight, and fine. She closed her eyes and flung her arms wide and became still, her legs bent at the knees over the edge of the bed. I knelt, placed a hand on each knee.
Ellen sighed.
I pulled her ass to the edge of the bed. She was lighter even than she looked.
Ellen squeaked and wriggled in my grasp.
I bent and breathed in her aroma. She smelled spicy. Her hips clinched and her pussy closed and opened beneath my eyes.
Twenty minutes. I looked around for a clock and saw none.
"You promised." Ellen whispered.
I had promised. I stuck out my tongue and touched one side of her pussy.
"Oh Christ." Ellen said.
I moved the tip of my tongue up and down the ridge of her pussy, keeping to the outer side and then at the top, changed sides and licked down the other.
Ellen lifted her knees and opened her legs wider, laying her knees out beside her body like wings. She pressed them flat to the mattress. Small and flexible! Her pussy seemed to exhale and I inhaled her aroma. I flattened my tongue and licked from the lower end of her pussy up to the top.
"Oh sweet Christ, eat me, Sonny!" Ellen's voice twanged with lust. Her whole body was coiled and tense.
I compiled. My tongue swiped up and down several times, searching for her clit but it was no where to be found. Daunted and a little embarrassed—how do you ask a woman where she keeps her clit? I stiffened my tongue and pushed it into her; seemed like a good option if the only option. The woman seemed to validate my choice, lost clit notwithstanding. Ellen bucked as I penetrated her. She shook and groaned but she did not change or adjust her pose. She lay still quaking, crystallized into a woman primed for pleasure. She wanted it, she expected it, she demanded it but without words. Had she spoken her demand, I would have left her wanting but her willingness to be in such need and speak nothing of it left me eager to satisfy her.
My tongue wiggled into her body. She was tight! She lay so flat, her legs were pressed full to the mattress, I dared not put my arms under her legs but lay my forearms along her thighs, feeling the cord of her groin muscles pulled taut by her pose, little lines against my cheeks. I covered her pussy with my mouth and sucked. Ellen gasped. I felt around the top of it with my fingers, looking for a clit. There was no sign of it.
My tongue swirled through her body but it resisted at every twist, tight and pressurized with her excitement. Her pussy was tense, small and mysterious. I pushed hard into her and began to probe deep into her, just trying to figure out the puzzle of her little body. Then I touched it and she screamed, the little spot at the top of her entrance, the rough little patch of flesh. Ellen exploded. After an afternoon punctuated with unrequited sexuality, she was indeed primed for the stimulation. She bucked under my mouth, her whole body convulsing with a violent orgasm. The knees and legs pressed against the bed and that lifted her pussy mound, tipping it up against my mouth as I swirled my tongue inside of her. Her voice warbled with exultation, high and keening and then it cut off as she gulped for air.
"Oh Christ and the chickens!" She guttered.
I was vaguely aware of the sound of an opening door in the distance. Then Ellen's hips jerked up at me, pounding against my forehead and cheeks. I lost contact with her g-spot and became adrift in the now liquid contours of her pussy. I sucked at her and found her fluid acrid and dank. I was so aroused, I sucked it in, slurping loudly and with gusto for her benefit. She found her voice and shrieked again. Suddenly there was a clit. It appeared under my fingers as if by magic and when I tweaked it, Ellen contorted, her upper torso turning and twisting as she came. Her legs remained pressed flat against the bed, like bat wings beside us.
"Oh my goodness!"
The voice penetrated my awareness. For a moment I was confused by the words because I was sure Ellen was still gurgling with orgasm. Then I figured it out, of course, it was Dannielle, summoned by the screams to come and watch me eating the other woman.
Under my mouth, Ellen's hips were tensing and shaking while I kissed and licked her flowing, flowering pussy. She was not shaved but her hair was fine and straight, the classic red cunt hair of engineering lore, the RCH that is the finest measure of size or length in the lexicon. Her abdomen was not flat, it was concave, so lank was her frame. My nose rubbed against her pubic bone. I opened my eyes, turning my head as I penetrated her deeply with my tongue once more. I saw her hand knotted in the bedspread, twisting and pulling at it.
I confess, I felt that old satisfaction that comes from knowing a woman is in the throes of pleasure I was causing directly and intentionally. Her body responded to me as though we were fated to join in this way. I certainly had visions—or whatever—of putting my cock where my tongue was at that moment. This woman was tight and small but she seemed incredibly expressive and compellingly so with her pussy. The way it surged and responded to me, fucking her took on incredible attraction. My mind had mostly been on Dannielle and her tits and ass but this little woman, she was teaching me the genius of the female body that was nothing but pussy surrounded by need and infused with lust.
I licked up and down her gurgling furrow. She crooned. I sucked on her and tasted her sharp spice. She grunted. Her hands found the back of my head. I moved my hands under her legs and to her little ass. She hunched up at me. I grunted and plunged my tongue deep into her. Ellen shrieked again but it was short lived, replaced by gasping. She panted and sucked air, trying to breathe around another consuming orgasm. I felt it wracking her. Evil little twin that I am, I lifted my head and then lifted her thrashing body, moving her to the center of the bed in once great lunge. Bent over the edge of the bed, my elbows planted under her legs and my hands clasping her clinching ass, I resumed eating her.
Ellen bucked into another orgasm; they were coming in waves now, like a relentless ocean on a perfect beach. Ellen thrashed and squirmed both trying to escape the sensations and to intensify them. She shook and quaked and shook. She was so small I could hold her still and eat her with some precision, even while her climaxes wracked her and she thrashed and jerked. I got my shoulders positioned so she could not lift her legs and with a firm grip on her ass, I continued to eat her. My tongue found her clit and Ellen screamed, her voice ragged with passion, jagged and gasping. She stopped several times to swallow and reset herself in the hollow moments between the flowing orgasms.
Suddenly I had to wonder what time it was, how long I had been eating Ellen. She was nude. Suddenly I wanted to kiss her, to penetrate her with my cock but I knew there was no time but I thought it would be cool to meet Sam with the smell of Ellen all over me.
I suddenly released her, extracting myself from her body. I peeled down my trousers and released my cock. I crawled half onto the bed, between Ellen's splayed legs, my pants around my ankles. She shivered and her little hands found my cock. I bent to her mouth and she kissed me hard, passionately, with a violent need that gratified me. Her taste swam between us, coating her lips and greeting her tongue. I bent down to take one nipple into my mouth and found she was sensitive beyond reason. Her voice assaulted me as her body bucked and she pulled my cock towards her pussy. I relented and let her direct the head of my cock to her entrance. I sank part way into her lean body. The pleasure welled up in me and I pulled away, fighting off the instant orgasm contact with her inner body summoned. She held my waist with her little hands, her body arching to recapture the retreating cock. I fought free of her, having given her a taste and then retreating held a sort of vicious attraction for me.
"What? What are you doing?" Ellen gasped when I was finally free of her, standing beside the bed, pulling up my slacks, hiding my cock.
"I have to go meet someone. I'll be back. You two can get acquainted while I am gone." I turned to the frightened woman leaning against the door jamb. Dannielle's face was fixed in a gasp, eyes fixed and staring. She blinked several times, noticing my eyes on her. I moved to her and kissed her carefully on the lips. She licked them, tasting Ellen for the first but certainly not the last. "Can you both stay the night? Perhaps tomorrow night? I think we should make a day or two of it don't you? Do it up right?" I did not wait for their reactions but left them, Dannielle staring at Ellen's naked body and Ellen writhing with a new but mature passion.
I was certainly still into it but once I separated from Ellen, that is, got my tongue out of her, my brain was afire with what I was going to try to accomplish downstairs using Sam's ignorance and his guilt. My cock remained hard all the way to the elevator. I had no idea if I was late or by how much. On the ride down, I had time to realize that I needed to assess Sam's ignorance before I preceded forward. The elevator smelled of Ellen's pussy, or maybe I was just my upper lip. My cock was rubber hard when I got to the door of The Secret Cove, a white-cloth restaurant that, as it turned out, specialized in private room service for The Dominion, as the apartment building was called.
I spied Sam immediately as I stepped inside the entrance. A dignified waitress looked askance at me and no wonder. The late afternoon clientele was a mixture of older men with glitzy young women and older women with slick young men with even a smattering of bromances and two couples of women tittering to each other. This establishment did not cater to family values and stable, equal relationships.
Sam sat alone reading a newspaper. I felt like I had walked into a room from thirty years ago. I approached and he put down the paper and grinned, signaling to the waitstaff. I arrived as the waiter did, a man older than me but slimmer and much prettier.
"Bourbon, Sonny?" Sam inquired as I came to a stop.
"That would be good." I said and took a chair once the waiter left us, across from Sam, my back to the door, which made it itch.
We regarded each other for a few seconds, each waiting for the other to speak.
"I suppose you are wondering why I asked you here?" Sam finally said.
I shook my head. "No. Not really. You want to know if you can convince me not to mention your mistress there to Sammy because you know he never met a secret he did not tell to someone. I gather your dear wife is unaware of your, shall we say, dalliances? Or the apartment itself, for that matter. I have the impression she thinks you are out of town when, apparently, you are shacked up here with, with, whoever."
Sam's smile faded. He looked up as the drinks arrived and then stared into his, finally picking it up, swirling it to make the ice cubes clink and then taking a sip. "Ah, that hits the spot." He gestured with his glass. "Cheers. What shall we drink to?" His bonhomie had faded, dampened by my words, perhaps the reminder of the sexy woman he was stepping out on.
I lifted my glass and dipped it in his direction. "Cheers. To willing pussy," I said, just to let him know I at least approved of pussy if not actually his actions. On the other hand, I guess I missed the twisted irony of my own words. After all, I had his wife on a leash.
Sam grinned, no small amount of relief in his eyes.
We drank.
"I am curious, Sam, how does it happen that you are installed in an apartment that, if I understand it properly, is worth in the neighborhood of one and a half million dollars?"
Sam looked at me, a measuring stare. "That's how it is going to be?" His voice was not friendly.
"Aren't you going to ask me how I happen to have the keys to Bickerstaff and Kline's little love nest? I thought I would go first. It seems way too much of a coincidence to meet you here. Father of one of my best friends, husband of a partner whose apartment is down the hall, you have to admit, that stretches credulity. That cannot be unrelated."
He shrugged. I felt right at home. "So?" He asked, discomfort rife in his posture. "Want to eat something?"
I nodded gratefully, Sam was old school. He signaled the wait staff. This time a middle-aged woman appeared, rail thin but beautiful in a western sort of way with muddy blond curls and corded neck. I was so horny I wanted to bite her, well, all that goes with biting her, actually. I had a brief sprite of impatience but regarded my presence here as part of the MILF package. I had resolved early on never to dodge the effects of my behavior. I was here to tally up some of that cost or find out if I could keep a secret. I ordered a chef salad and he ordered a porterhouse steak. I hoped it was clear who was paying but decided I would if I had to. My stash was not inexhaustible...but then realized I had money from the law firm for future services rendered. I had no recollection of what I did with the cashier's check Alissa had given me. That thought added to the buzz from the drink. Pussy made me forget about money and that, my friends, says it all. The limit and the vista of my ambition expressed in one telling phrase. I do love pussy!



"Alright." Sam said with a sigh. He drained his drink and signaled for another round. "When Alissa was ready to change jobs, she was looking and was going to move us to California. I had no wish to leave here. I have a lot of customers who depend on me for investing advice and starting over in a new town is difficult, if not impossible. So I nudged her to find something here, with Peppers et. al. I met them and asked if she could at least get an interview. Kline knew her. He was eager to make a deal. He wanted inside investment information, I mean to use it, information he got in his business and if I would trade for him, he would recommend Alissa be hired as an associate. That was five years ago."
The drinks came. I finished mine and let the woman take my glass.
"Alissa was thrilled, they offered her a front row in the line to partnership. They came to me after a year or two and insisted that if she would lay with them, she could get the partnership. They needed a woman and Alissa is a great attorney. She still handles all my legal work for my firm, my friends, everyone. But nothing like this Kingston deal."
I nodded, like I knew what he was talking about; I did, after all, at least in part.
"I told them I would make it work for them, get her to, you know, have relations with them, they would see she got her partnership. I told them they had to go first because I knew all about the panties promise that gets forgotten once they come down. Where does she go if they renege? What court is going to grant her damages after they have her and then she gets nothing. She had been jousting with them since she started and was about fed up with them and was back on the California thing. But that all went out the window when this Kingston deal came along."
"The apartment?" I prodded.
Sam nodded. "About seven years ago, right as the real estate business was collapsing, I had a friend, well, a client who got into trouble. She, ah, she had helped herself to the capital in an account at the charity where she worked to invest in the proverbial 'sure thing' and got caught with her panties down. She owned this apartment but, of course, had no way to unload it For two years there, this sort of real estate was unsaleable. She was cash poor but had assets. She needed cash to get out of trouble and I helped her out but with a lien on her apartment to cover myself. She defaulted and signed the apartment over to me."
I nodded, not really understanding or caring. "And the proximity to Kline and Bickerstaff?"
He grinned. "That was a sweet deal. I had another friend, she got into a similar situation. Cash poor, I mean, not the other. I could not cover her losses myself so I agreed to try and sell her apartment for her. That was not an easy deal but I happened to know that Kline and Bickerstaff had some cash they needed to deposit somewhere out of sight. I offered them the apartment after...after letting them use mine a few times, for their liaisons. This was before either of them got divorced. They were both stepping out on their wives and my apartment became a convenient place to uh carry on. By the time I offered them the apartment, they were both scheduling times at my place and it was easy. Everyone was happy." He shook his head and grinned. "She, the owner, she had to do them both and I gathered from their...ah...veiled references, she accommodated them fairly regularly there for a while. Then they got bored and we finally settled the deal."
"And you made a profit, too, I suppose." I said, guessing.
Sam closed his eyes and then nodded. "I had them. They neither one wanted anyone to know they were looking for real estate or that they had the cash they had or where it came from. That I could broker the deal and hide their cash and take care of Missus, er, my friend, that was convenient and good for everyone. I took a good commission on the deal and got their promise that Alissa could get her partnership without needing to accommodate them in any other way."
"But you told them if she did, if they got her to...ah spread her legs for them," I was puzzled by Sam's apparent desire to use polite language. It inspired me to desalinate mine. It was hard. "You told them you would not care?" I was guessing again but Sam's eyes snapped up to meet my gaze.
"Sharp kid." He nodded. "Part of the deal was that I would not bother them about her but I got off the hook because I was not accountable to bending her to their will in the matter. They were on their own with her and she could tell them to pound sand or not without fear of reprisals. I made crystal clear if she complained of coercion, I would make them hurt. The whole deal had to be played above board." He drank and looked at me. "My apartment makes sense. You having the keys to Bickerstaff's place and towing his wife inside makes none. Your turn."
I drank too and wished I had eaten something. I was dizzy. "I can tell you this, they have been unsuccessful with Alissa." The waiter arrived with our food but Sam's eyes remained fixed on me, askance and quizzical. I could not determine if it was because I claimed to know they were unsuccessful or because I used his wife's given name. Both, most likely. When the waiter departed, we started to eat in a gentle silence. The booze dulled my nerves. In the back of my mind I knew I was going to tell him I had had his wife, I just could not quite see how to do it yet, so I chewed it over with my salad. Neither was very filling.
"So? Go on. Your turn." Sam said around a chaw of steak.
I nodded and finished chewing. I took some of his bread to soak up the booze. "What do you know of the Kingston deal?"
Sam shrugged and said he knew nothing, just that it got Alissa her partnership.
I nodded. "No idea how that happened? How she managed to engage the richest man in the area and sign him to a retainer worth several million dollars?"
Sam shook his head, chewing. He wiped his mouth with his napkin. "I wondered but honestly, Alissa and I have not been talking much lately. That does seem awfully lucky now that you mention it."
"Well, she got it because of me." I said and took a bite of salad.
Sam's eyes sharpened and he studied me intently. "Go on." He said softly.
"Do you know Sid Kingston?"
Sam shook his head. "Never met him."
"Or his wife, Anne?" I replaced my diminutive for her with a more formal name. Anne sounds more prudish than Annie; to me at least but what do I know?
Sam shook his head again.
"I have been having an affair with her for several months. A few weeks ago, before Thanksgiving actually, I got caught."
Sam gaped in surprise. "And you are still alive?"
I grinned now, seeing the path through my mangrove of truth to the explanation I needed here. "I am still alive and in fact, I am doing some work for Mr. Kingston. That explains generally what I am doing here. Perhaps you know, or can guess that Sid is out of the country a lot. His wife is here alone, in a strange country, on her own. She's Chinese, did you know? She has some friends but she has not converted to the American culture very well. So, when I had the chance to seduce her, she was sufficiently isolated and lonely that it was relatively easy. Sid came home early and caught me balls deep in his wife. She was tied on the bed and blindfolded...I would leave her like that and go to class or whatever. It always made her hot as a firecracker. I'd come back and ram it into her and she'd, she'd come unglued."
Sam grinned, into my story now. I was sure I had him.
"Well, when he caught us, caught me, he gave me a choice. He said I had to give him someone, someone for him to fuck or he would have to have me killed. I'd," I swallowed hard, "I'd just disappear and no one would know I was the meat in some chopped suey in Chongqing. No one would miss me. Needless to say, I believed him." I took a bite and then a long pull on the bourbon and realized I was getting hammered. I poured it full of water to dampen the drinking reflex and took another piece of bread. Sam watched me, waiting.
"Well, I got home from...from being with Anne and I have to tell you, I was shook, really scared. My mother was home alone working over a bottle of wine. She could tell something was the matter and she finally pried it out of me."
"You are shitting me." Sam muttered. "No way. Don't tell me she volunteered to, to..." Sam stalled, searching for the right words. I helped out.
"She volunteered to fuck him, for my life." I nodded vigorously. "Who else could I ask? I have no wife or girlfriend and he made it clear to me that buying some hooker to lay down would not do it. It had to be someone who mattered to me...to balance the scales, he said. To balance me doing his wife. She had to matter to me."
Sam nodded. "Makes sense."
"So. I went over to their house the next day and we sat down to discuss my situation. I decided to negotiate and try to find some way that did not include whoring out my own mother. Nothing else I suggested worked. Finally I looked him in the eye and told him he could have my mother. The guy looked over at his wife and grinned. He knew Mom by sight, she and Anne were friends of a sort, the type that would have coffee together from time to time. You know, shopping partners and the like, that was actually how I ended up boning her, but that is another story. Anyway, he nodded and said that would do just fine. But Mrs. Kingston spoke up and said 'not fair' in her accented English." I chuckled. "You should have seen Sid's face. He looked like she'd just bonked him with a rolling pen while he was brushing his teeth and he swallowed the brush. He said 'What?' and Anne stood up and stamped a foot and said, not fair. She said, man's mother worth three wives, five wives, not fair trade.
"Well, Sid looked like, he was shocked. He looked at Anne and then he grinned and he asked her if she wanted to keep seeing me. I was terrified she was going to say yes and get me killed. Sure enough, she came over and stood beside me, she pulled my arm around her waist and told Sid if she had to stay in America, I had to keep uh, she could keep on with me."
"You're shit...kidding me!" Sam gurgled. He almost laughed but then took another bite of steak and gestured with his fork for me to continue.
"Needless to say, I was scared, shocked, and a little relieved. Here I was negotiating for my life with a man and his wife was insisting that, should I get to live on, she wanted me to continue...continue with our affair. Sid did something then that shocked the crap out of me. He looked at me and smiled and reached over and patted me on the shoulder. He told me he was pleased that I was pleasing his wife but that I had to pay for the privilege since she was such a great piece of ass...begging your pardon. Then he nodded at Anne and rumbled...have you heard his voice? Sid Kingston has a voice that sounds like a cross between thunder and cannon fire. He said he agreed with Anne since she insisted, that a wife for a mother was not really a fair trade. I squeaked up that I was going to get to live, so it sounded fair to me, not in much mood to negotiate.
"Sid nodded but said, if I could provide him a night with my own mother, and if she was ah, pleasing enough, he would grant me a favor. I could ask him something till it was something he could or would do. He'd do me one favor and one favor only. He made it clear there was no obligation implied but merely that he would take my calls. He said that I was right, other guys who had gotten seduced by his wife were far from this lucky but it had caused him lots of trouble and he preferred this less complicated solution."
"My gracious." Sam mumbled. "Did she do it?"
I nodded, finishing up the last of my salad. "She came home from a weekend with him and went straight to bed. Truthfully, I have not seen her that happy tired in my life. A few days later, Mom comes into my room and sits down on my bed and tells me that I have to introduce Alissa to Mr. Kingston. She says I have to ask him to let her be his representation, domestically. It seems that Alissa told her that Peppers et. al. was on the list, on Sid's list. He had to switch law firms for some reason. I don't know crap about his business." I felt so clever, using Sid's name like that and seeing Sam's reaction. "Alissa and Mom, well, sometimes they talk and Mom had apparently told Alissa about our little arrangement, about me getting myself into a crack. When your wife," I switched back from 'Alissa', preparing him for what I was about to tell him, "told Mom, begged her to have me recommend her to Sid, Mom was shocked. She asked Alissa if she really wanted a client that did business that way? You know what Alissa said?"
Sam smirked. "She is an attorney, and sharp as they come, so I can imagine. Something suitably immoral, I would think."
I almost called him on that remark but let it alone. He hardly seemed to have deed to much moral high ground in the dick and pussy business. Of course neither did I so I left it alone, keeping my own moral indignation as a private thought. I was lying through my teeth after all, not to mention the fact I had fucked his wife at least twice that day. "She told Mom that having a client with things to hide was the best situation. They were the least likely to change representation and much more likely to listen to good advice. So Mom comes home and virtually demands that since she saved my skinny—I think she said stupid—little ass, I could do that for her.
"So I called Sid and asked him about representation. He told me later that he was horribly surprised when I made that my request, particularly since it was on his list of things to do anyway. I came clean with him and told him about Mom wanting me to do it and who Alissa was. Part of what persuaded me was her story to Mom about being close to leaving because she still did not have her promised partnership."
Sam nodded. "They told me, or made sure I understood that unless Alissa let them have her, she would get no partnership. I figured that was unlikely. I was out of it, they all had to work it out themselves. I wanted nothing to do with it. It was a shortcut for Liss but, truthfully, it would not have hurt us any but I doubted it would work out. I was getting ready to use some leverage though, I had no wish to leave here. Fortunately, they were bluffing. I assured her that she would not have to give into them, that that would not happen but as usual, she ignored me, assuming I knew nothing about the deal. I could hardly explain my expertise in the situation so I had to just let her think I am stupid and small minded. If she only knew..." He shook his head, the plaintive tone did not fit him and it seemed to make him uncomfortable.
I continued. "Well, Sid told me to bring over 'this Mrs. Honeywell' and he would discuss it with her. So I did. We went over to his house and he talked it over with Alissa. They got to a point where he thought it was a good match and that was when he zigzagged. He looked at Alissa and told her he thought it would work but he always fucked, er had sex with someone close to anyone he had business with. He claims that people relax a little when they know he has had their wife or mistress or someone. Alissa posed a problem being a woman—he generally does business with men, he says. She did not have anyone he wanted—husband and son were disqualified."
I chuckled. "You should have seen Alissa, so close only to find that she was the wrong gender. She was in despair when my mother chimed in and suggested that she could uh have sex with Mr. Kingston for Alissa. She volunteered, just like that."
"Your mother was there?"
I nodded. "She insisted. She did not want Alissa running off to California and taking Sammy away from me. She thinks Sammy keeps me out of trouble. I wish she was right. Anyway, Sid looked at Mom and I swear his face rippled with lust. Apparently, Mom had treated him as good as he treated her. They were apparently a good match. He was immediately into it but then he looked at Alissa and said she had to make it right with me, since I was expending my favor from him by giving her what she wanted. Alissa just stared. That was when, surprisingly enough, Anne spoke up."
"My gosh. What did she say?" Sam asked.
"She looked your wife in the eyes and said she had to become my slave. No, she said Alissa had to be my sex slave." I stopped speaking. I wanted to grin. "Mrs. Kingston, it turned out, has a bit of a thing for watching and she saw this as a way to get to see me and your wife, you know, doing it."
Sam's face looked like he had stuck it outside of a jet plane. His eyes got really wide and his broad nostrils flared and his lips got really thin. "Oh for heaven's sake." He groaned. "Alissa? What did she say?"
I had to strain not to laugh. "She hesitated but then looked at me, then at Anne, then at my mother. She asked in a little voice if she could think about it. Sid was leering at my mom but he nodded and gave her two days to think it over. Then he looked at his wife and grinned. 'I think we need to balance everything better. Mrs. Honeywell, you have a son, don't you? I think my wife should make herself available to him as well, since she has surrendered some of her claim on Mr. Duncan here." Here I did laugh. "You should have seen Alissa. In fact, she looked a lot like you do now."
Sam clapped his mouth shut with a loud click.
"Two days later Sid called and told me it was a done deal." I grinned because I could not help myself. "He told me had sweetened the deal a little. He said, it turns out that in vetting Alissa it turns out she has a younger sister and he has secured Alissa's agreement that she would do her best to turn her sister over to me for a weekend of intercourse."
"Jesus Christ!" Sam said and then got a pained look on his face. "I mean, good gosh, Melissa? Really?"
I nodded, honestly eager now. "She arrived the next weekend and I did her and Alissa together. First, though I did Anne while they watched. They got so hot when I got around to them...well, you can probably imagine."
"Melissa Crawford? You, you had intercourse with Alissa's sister?" Sam seemed to have missed the fact that I had fucked his wife. I felt no little relief at his oversight.
I nodded, grinning. "Messy Melissa. She loves the cock. I assure you and, Sam, she told me something that is worth something to you."
Sam groaned and covered his face with his hands. "Messy Melissa? My...oh my great Caesar's ghost!"
I reached across the table and pulled his hands away from his face, forcing him to look at me. "Melissa, she told me she has wanted you forever but that was not all. She said that now, now that Sammy is over eighteen, her favorite sex fantasy is you and Sammy doing her together. You know, the father-son fantasy? Front and back? Can you imagine?" By the furtive look in Sam's eyes, I could see the hook was well and truly set. If he had not thought of it, he certainly was now. The fact that I had mastered his wife seemed to have vanished in the flush of this revelation. I presumed he'd notice eventually.
"Oh no, please, don't say that to me." Sam groaned again, covering his face.
I waited and after a time, he raised his face and looked at me again. "How do you happen to be in Bickerstaff's apartment with his associate and his wife?" He asked, shifting to the present seemed to stabilize him somewhat.
"Kline tried to snake the account out from under Alissa and Sid caught him. He told him that if he was a shit again, he would have to surrender his women to him, to Mr. Kingston."
"But you...?"
"Sid is out of the country, my mother is with him." Fuck me if all the pieces did not fit perfectly. I had a vision of Messy Melissa pinned between father and son, coming like a locomotive. My cock got hard. Just the idea of fulfilling Messy's fantasy excited me beyond telling. My chest got tight and it hurt to breathe. "He, Sid has assigned me to the job of collecting from Bickerstaff and Kline. That was part of the original deal. They had to supply some treasured pussy to the deal and I was Sid's proxy, collecting that pussy for him. He liked the idea of including me since I was giving away a very valuable favor. It seemed to please him to make me whole that way. He told them both I was going to fuck wives, ex-wives, daughters, sisters, in-laws. The whole family tree. Here at the end of the year, he wanted me to collect a down payment pussy, just so B&K did not think he'd forgotten. Speaking of which, Mrs. Bickerstaff is waiting upstairs, on her back, for me to collect. I think she is looking forward to someone smaller than Bickerstaff between her legs." I grinned.



"If you need to go...please don't let me keep you." Sam Honeywell said, huffing and puffing to hide his own feelings on the matter.
I dallied, feeding my own curiosity. "Who is that with you? Is she new?"
"An acquaintance." Sam said with a flip of his hand. Then he caught my steady (though a little bleary) gaze and he grinned. "Okay, okay. That is the wife of a client. He, I take care of her for him and that leaves him free to, you know, do what he wants." Then suddenly, his face flickered through several expressions ending with one of fear, the same one as the deer in the headlights from upstairs. "Alissa and I have an understanding, you see. She doesn't bother me and I don't bother her about her dalliances."
"Uh huh." I said, unconvinced but then I remembered her account of doing one of the associates. I decided to hide that skepticism. "That explains her willingness to do whatever I wanted her to do." Then, either a new, great idea bloomed in my mind or I became a blooming idiot. "That also explains why she...I did not tell you everything, Sam. About Melissa, I mean. Your wife, she negotiated with her sister to fuck me, to fuck us." I hesitated, having finally flopped over into the crude vernacular but it was too late to sugar coat anything. "Melissa demanded something on her own, from Alissa. She insisted that she get to fuck Sammy."
Sam's face again flickered into a new expression but this one was envy. "Sammy did his aunt? Holy mother of god!"
I held up my hand. "That is not all. She insisted that if he was going to fuck his aunt, he should do his mother too. So they would not tattle on each other."
Now Sam did crumple. His face seemed to swell. He groaned and flopped forward onto the table then immediately sat up and signaled the waitress. He ordered a double; mine was still half full so I dodged the trip under the table. The drink came and Sam gulped it. He ordered another. When the waitress brought the second, Sam stared at the drink and then lifted his eyes to me.
"Alissa had sex with our son?" He asked softly.
I nodded. "And Anne, and my mother. Once he was included, it made sense that he had to do them all, our three MILFs." I gulped, wondering if Sam would put my one and Mom's one together the way I put Alissa and Sammy together.
"Holy Christ!" Sam growled. He shook his head. "It makes sense, though. Those two girls never trusted each other. Alissa was sure I was going to fuck Melissa when we first got married and I assure you I wanted to in the worst way. Melissa is a flake, though; not nearly as steady as Alissa." He scowled up at me.
For a moment, I thought he was angry, that I had pushed him over the edge. But he rallied and glared at me. "Why are you telling me all this?"
I sighed. "Because I promised Melissa that if she fucked Sammy and me, I would get you to fuck her with Sammy."
"Melissa? Jesus Christ, what will Alissa say to that?"
"She wants to watch." I said. I almost said she'd say whatever I told her to say, do whatever I told her to do but thought that might be over shooting a bit. More then he needed to know and perhaps more than Alissa would allow. I knew there were limits and had little desire to exceed them. "But Sammy, he doesn't know all about this, just that Anne Kingston will fuck him on demand and Mom when she was still in the country, she would let him have her."
"Alissa?"
I shook my head. "I told them 'no' but whether they fuck or not, I cannot say but this morning when I fucked your wife on her desk, she seemed plenty hungry for cock. I don't think they are doing it. Anne Kingston sees a lot of Sammy, though."
"Anne Kingston lives next to the Wills, doesn't she?" Sam asked softly.
I nodded, waiting for him to draw whatever conclusion made sense to him.
"Sammy is always over at the Wills house. Or so he says. Now I know why. That always seemed odd to me, the wife of a billionaire in that little house. Does Alissa know about that?"
I grinned. "I presume so. I dropped Anne at your house for a sleep over one weekend. I still do her from time to time but it makes her crazy horny when I give her away to someone else, make her fuck them. Sammy benefits a lot but in truth, Mr. Honeywell, all my friends have done Annie Kingston. She gets crazy and when I can't do her, I hand her off, part of the deal. I took her to your house for Sammy to do. Alissa called and begged me to let her surrender to them." I used the plural pronoun consciously. Sam caught it. He was no dummy.
"Them. What do you mean, them?" His brown eyes narrowed, squinting, looking for me to admit my flawed diction and change the pronoun.
I grinned again. "Mrs. Kingston is very liberal with her affections. Mom tells me that since she arranged for me to have Alissa, your wife, Anne has learned a great deal about pleasing women. Your wife has benefited greatly from Mrs. Kingston's lessons."
"Oh fuck me!" Sam Honeywell groaned. "Alissa has been eaten by a woman? Do you know what I would give to see that?"
Perfect question. "Mr. Honeywell, I...I am having sex with your wife. Lots of sex with her. I feel like I owe you something and, and if you like I can see if I cannot work out a little ride with Melissa. I happen to know that they have...you know? Tasted each other and perhaps they might let you observe it."
"What did you say about Sammy?"
I cleared my throat and had the last swig of bourbon in my tumbler. "I think I have to offer her that or it might be too much of a risk."
His eyes shifted. "Your are having sex with Alissa?"
I nodded. "Every chance I get. Sid, he asks about it it all the time. He and Anne watched me do her in her office. Kline bulled in and had to watch me do what he wanted to do to her for five years. It is sort of a business arrangement but I give as good as I get." I looked him straight in the eye. "She enjoys being...er...used while someone is watching, someone she can shock by giving into me. It makes her so excited."
Sam Honeywell shook his head. "I never thought she..." his face screwed up as though he bit into lemon while thinking it was a donut. He shook his head. "Fuck me, she is an attorney and a damn fine one. I mean, I have been trying to avoid swearing so much. Puts Mrs., ah, a client off." He shook his head. "I don't know what to feel. I am a fair minded man though. I get mine, why would I be bothered by Alissa getting hers?"
Rhetorical question, I knew but I responded anyway; Alissa was getting plenty it seemed to me, if not recently exactly. "She, she hates that you two have grown apart but it is what it is. She, I think she would be willing to watch you and Sammy do her sister. Frankly, it might be too much for her to see Melissa just doing you alone. What I am telling you is that this, I think this is sort of package deal. I don't think Melissa would do you alone because of Alissa but both of you, that makes it seem..." I stumbled to a halt, searching for a word.
"Acceptable?" Sam offered.
I nodded my thanks. "Right. Acceptable."
"Messy Melissa?" Sam shook his head. "Unbelievable. After all these years." He seemed to lose track of me.
I stood up. "Think about it. If it is worth it to you, I'll start working to arrange it. I have your number. I'll call you." I suddenly wondered if Alissa would agree to this sort of arrangement. I had no idea but I thought arranging it as a surprise might be fun...though it could go horribly wrong, too. I had to ponder this a little bit. After what me and the guys did to her and her sister, I suspected her boundaries were much beyond where Sam had last left them.
Sam dropped his hands. "Melissa? Really?"
I nodded, fascinated at the direction his mind went. No further mention of his wife but that could just be an indication of the degree of estrangement, which seemed pretty severe. Good for me, I thought and then felt like a shit. I needed to get away from Sam at that moment as the guilt bubbled up in me like acid out of sponge cake.
"I'll be in touch." I said. Sam seemed in another world. I decided to leave him in that world, feeling incredibly lucky since I had just informed him that I was not only fucking his wife but that I would continue to do so. He barely blinked. I had mixed feelings about that. The idea circled but finally alighted as relief. I left well enough alone. Presuming he was paying the bill, I drained my drink and walked away from him. In the elevator, I took a moment to shift my head(s) over to the two woman waiting for me. I truly did not know what to expect. For all I knew Ellen would have Mrs. Bickerstaff tied to the bed and would be sitting on her face. My cock twitched hopefully.
They were both sitting watching a movie when I entered the apartment. I was so horny I nearly took one of them right there. I had just negotiated with Sam to keep fucking his wife and he seemed almost grateful. The idea of arranging Sam senior and junior to do Melissa and her sister thrilled me. It was heady stuff but I had other stuff to attend to. I walked into the room still erect from recounting my acquisition of Alissa, filled with the urge to rough fuck one of these woman without preamble but, as usual, I traded that quick, easy satisfaction for the more attenuated thrills of engaging them differently.
Ellen saw me and turned off the TV, staring at me like I was Santa Clause. I walked over to Mrs. Bickerstaff and extended a hand to her. She looked up at me. She was sitting on her feet so she had to unfold before she placed a hand in mine. I pulled her to her feet. She rose like steam.
"Mrs. Bickerstaff, have you ever been with another woman?" I asked causally.
She had removed her long coat, revealing once more the Kashmir sweater and the long brown skirt. She just stared at me as though I had not spoken.
"Mrs. Bickerstaff, have you ever tasted another woman? I mean, have you kissed another woman's pussy? Or licked it or sucked it? Or had a woman kiss or suck or lick or eat yours?"
Very slowly she shook her head back and forth. When she did not stop moving her head, disbelief in the motion, I bent to her, grasped her chin in one hand and kissed her lightly on the lips. Her head stilled. "I like watching women take pleasure from each other, with each other. But if you do not wish to be touched by a woman..."
Her hand grasped the wrist of the hand under her chin. "No." She said.
"No?" I echoed, wondering what that 'no' was attached to.
"I will do whatever you ask of me. I must, mustn't I?" Her big eyes blinked. I caught the submerged eagerness in the question, or thought I did. If it was an hallucination it was a good one.
Before I could answer, Ellen's voice provided it. "Yes. Whatever he asks, you should do. Alissa, she wants you, us to please him."
I glanced at the little woman. She wore a bushy white robe and, I guessed, nothing else. Her short red hair was wet. I released Dannielle's chin but it did not drop. That hand floated down to her breast. She had perfect breasts. I smoothed the back of my hand down the nearly straight upper slope and tucked it in underneath the swelling curve below and lifted it a bit. Dannielle closed her eyes.
"Oh my." She whispered. "This is really happening."
"Yes. But, I want you to want what is about to happen to you. I need to know this is your choice, to place your pleasure in my hands." I pressed the back of my hand against her fine breast for emphasis and, to be honest, because it felt good against my hand. My palm itched to feel the weight and firmness of her breast. I wanted to turn my hand and cup her full breast with it, but I demurred.
Those big eyes opened. Dannielle regarded me, her lips puckered naturally. Then, very deliberately as though she had read my mind or intuited my throbbing desire, she lifted a hand and turned mine around, the one pressed against the underside of her breast. She molded my hand over her breast, holding it in place with hers. I noted how large her hands were, larger even than mine, with long, lanky fingers. She sighed. "I want what you want." She said. "I want you to treat me as you wish. Take your pleasure, have me, have me give you what you desire. I...I want that, to feel you want me. Do as you wish with me." She spoke deliberately, her eyes fixed on my lips, not looking me in the eyes. "As you treated Mrs. Honeywell, perhaps, or Ms. Collier, here." Her eyes blinked so slowly it was as if she were sleepy. "If you...if I please you, that would please me." Her voice was barely a sigh, words blended with a smooth tune.
I moved both hands to her considerable hips and found the lower edge of her sweater. When I lifted it, her hands raised up over her head, anticipating my full intention. I pulled the edge of her sweater up under her breasts, revealing her sensuous belly, linear and lank. She hissed between her teeth. I dragged the sweater up over her breasts; bumping them up so as the ridge of cloth cleared them the flopped down. The sweater swept up and over her face. Her breasts shimmered in the clinging bra. Up her arms and off, the soft sweater went. When it was clear, I dropped it on the floor and she dropped her hands. She stood there, inches from my body, breathing deeply, licking her full, pink lips.
I wanted to speak to her, I sought words and found them. "I want you naked." I said.
She closed her eyes, breathing deeply. She opened her eyes, nodding and speaking "yes" as the same time.
I glanced down at her bra-covered breasts and then back to her steady eyes, now holding my gaze. The bra was only covering, light and provided little or no support; it got its shape from her body, not the other way around. She filled the bra like pride swelled a young man's chest.
She smiled slightly, a question in her eyes. I licked my lips and nodded a little. Her smile brightened with my approval. I reached around her and unhooked the bra, her hands drifted about my shoulders as I unlatched her. She shuddered as I smoothed the straps down from her shoulders and off of her arms, her hands twisting to allow me to remove it. She ended up steading herself with them by laying them on my waist. She seemed utterly compliant, waiting to be maneuvered into our mutual sexual bliss. Still, topless, she quivered, the tips of her breasts nearly brushing against my shirt. Her attitude enraptured me. I was surprised at my own reaction to her. My cock heartily approved but he was never hard to please when it came to naked women.
I had noticed in Alissa's office that the skirt buttoned up the back. I reached carefully around her, fingering the buttons. Her hands tightened, moving up to my sides, clasping my shoulder blades, which action pressed the apex of both tits against my chest. She hissed and sighed, leaning against me till she was rubbing her breasts against my shirt. I concentrated on the skirt but the breasts distracted me. With me positioned against her breasts, Dannielle moved her hands back to my sides. Each button popping loose on her skirt clinched her hands on my sides. When the skirt flowered around her, I put my hands on her bare skin and she gasped. I pushed down the line of her body, shucking her free of the skirt. It shuffled over the flare of her hips and dropped down her legs, pooling around her ankles, and mine. Unconsciously I cupped her ass in both hands, gripping her as I would when I was inside of her. I moved them up to her waist and waited. She was staring up at me, her nearly nude body shivered in the chill of the room.
When I did not move, she moved her hands to my wrists and then covered my hands and pressed them to her sides and down, inside her high-waisted panties, onto to the fine flare of her hips. No motion could have expressed her meaning more clearly, she wanted me to want her. I wanted her; I shivered with lust. Once my fingers were inside the band of the panties, she pressed down on my wrists. Her panties peeled down her body, like skin. I pressed my hands to her skin, feeling its softness. I moved them down lower, bending my knees till her breasts were right before my face. My breath blew on them and Dannielle groaned. Down and down and down I descended till I was face to face with her belly and then nose to nose with her pussy. The woman was panting like she had been holding her breath. I removed skirt, panties and shoes from her feet and Dannielle Bickerstaff was naked.
"Jesus buttered Christ." Ellen whispered from behind me. "I have never seen a woman stripped like that. I am wet just watching."
I looked up the nude body before me. Her breasts stood out from her chest above me, wavering as she breathed, her panting gave them motion that entranced me. My hands caressed her calves, up and down from knee to heel till I smelled her, the acrid tang of an aroused woman.
She pulsed her hips forward, almost touching my face with her body. A slight moan emanated from her.
I stood up and moved to stand beside the nude woman, not touching her. "Come with me." I took one hand and led her back into the bedroom where I had eaten Ellen. I gestured to Ellen to stay and lead the woman by the hand. She seemed to drift, a nude vision, lovely and passively willing to be directed to a passionate fate.
"Stand here." I left her standing at the foot of the bed. I returned to Ellen and picked her up in my arms. She squeaked but then relaxed, her arms clutching me around the neck, the too-large fluffy white robe billowed about her. She buried her face in the crook of my neck. I carried her back to the bedroom and carefully laid her on the bed. She was trembling.
"Mrs. Bickerstaff, I want you to experiment on her. I want you to taste her. Imagine it is her mouth on you and what you would wish her to do to you. Do that to her. Learn the feel of a woman on your lips. Teach her your pleasure with your mouth and tongue and lips while I shower. When I return, you will shower and I will mount Ellen and fill her with cum and you will eat her again when I return. You will taste us both. I want Ellen to feel that and I want you to do that for her."
"Oh fuck me." Ellen growled from the bed. "Mount me? Oh yes, mount me!"
Dannielle watched me from the foot of the bed, her head low, her lips parted, breathing through her mouth. She licked her lips.
"What are you waiting for? Taste her." I said softly and moved away from Ellen. I changed my mind and untied the sash on her robe and opened it, flipping it off of her spare body. Ellen was gasping for breath in her own right. She looked small and spare laying on that fluffy white robe. Standing away from the bed, I waited.
For a long time, Dannielle merely stared down at the nearly nude woman before her. Ellen did not move, finally closing her eyes, breathing deeply with great shuddering breaths that rattled in and out of her body. When I unwrapped her, opening the robe to reveal her body, she flung her hands over her head. She lay like that, her head turned to one side, pressed into the crook of her elbow, eyes closed. Her nipples stood tall on her chest, her little tits barely evident. Finally, after no one moved for several minutes, Dannielle turned full to the bed and put one knee up on the end of it, then the other. Naked, she crawled up the naked legs of the woman before her. When she was crouched over Ellen's pussy, she closed her eyes and breathed deeply, inhaling Ellen's body, blowing extravagantly into the silken red hair decorating the woman's pussy. Ellen's hips bunched and relaxed, timed to the other woman's breathing. After several breaths, Dannielle moved higher and bent her head lower over the lean woman's chest.
Ellen opened her eyes and watched the other woman above her, her face twitched with sexual tension. Dannielle's breasts scraped along Ellen's thighs. When Dannielle extended her tongue and touched Ellen's nipple, Ellen groaned loudly. Her body rippled with the contact. Dannielle kissed the nipple. Ellen grunted and arched her body, trying to press her nipple harder against the already departing lips. Dannielle moved to the other nipple and this time she covered it with her lips and sucked on it, pulling at it, stretching off the bare mound of Ellen's little breast. Between them I watched Ellen's hands travel in from their extended position and finally find and cup Danielle's breasts that dangled between them. Both women gasped. Dannielle's head lifted and her eyes closed. Her head drooped and she was kissing between Ellen's erect nipples. The sound of her sucking lips rattled in the room.



Dannielle kissed a line down Ellen's lank belly to the silken red hair between her legs, smoothing the scarlet moss with her tongue. Ellen shuddered and sighed. Dannielle lifted up and opened her eyes, breathing heavily, heaving with excitement. Her breasts fluttered below her, drifting along the straight line of Ellen's thighs. Then she gently opened Ellen's legs, moving first one leg wide then the other till she knelt between the other woman's open legs. Ellen opened her eyes and looked down her body at Dannielle. Danielle stared at Ellen's pussy, breathing heavily, sucking in the aroma of the other woman's arousal. She got slowly to her elbows and then moved her hands under Ellen's ass. She lifted it. Ellen's legs rose, till her feet were planted on the bed. As Dannielle's mouth approached her pussy, Ellen lifted her body to meet the other woman's mouth.
From my vantage point, I could see clearly when Dannielle's tongue extended and touched Ellen's pussy.
"Oh Jesus Christ and all the saints!" Ellen grunted, her voice a ragged scratch in the air. Her hands knotted in the bedspread as they had when I ate her a couple hours before. Her hips rose. Dannielle's head was hidden by a thigh but I sensed when her tongue touched Ellen again because Ellen's eyes got wide and her hips twitched up once more. She chewed her lower lip and her breath caught as she tensed, receiving the tongue into her body. Then, ever so slowly, Dannielle's head lowered and I heard slurping and kissing. Ellen squealed, grunting as her hips popped up over and over again, bumping against Dannielle's face making her head bob with the motion.
I left them like that and took a shower, a very fast but thorough shower, emerging to the whining sound of Ellen clutched in the throes of orgasm. I dried and stepped into the bedroom to find the two women in basically the same pose, though now, Ellen's legs were straight out beside the woman between them and a pillow was under her ass. Dannielle's head bobbed up and down and Ellen's body throbbed with orgasm after orgasm. Ellen still lay with her hands wide, which I thought was quite an accomplishment.
I approached the bed and tapped Dannielle on the calf. She did not respond. Ellen, sensing I was near, put a hand on the back of Dannielle's head and held her there, pressing the woman down against her pussy while pressing it up with her lower body. I pulled on Dannielle's leg, and she struggled free of Ellen's grasp, scrabbled to her feet. Her face was smeared with Ellen's cum. She touched her lips with a finger and then looked at it. She put out her pink tongue and touched her coated finger. Her eyes found mine, waiting. I did not move or speak. My cock was rock hard. She glanced at it then deliberately, staring me right in the eyes, licked her finger. She smiled mistily, pulled the finger out of her mouth and walked into the bath, closing the door delicately behind her.
Ellen pulled the pillow out from under her little ass and tossed it away, off the bed. "The woman knows more about eating pussy than you do and I think she has had a lot less practice. Fuck me, she is a natural. She got good instructions." Ellen's voice vibrated with wonder and her retreating orgasms.
"This is not a competition." I muttered. I admit I was a bit put off despite the illogic of competing with someone who knows where all the easter eggs are hidden. I thought I was pretty good, after all. I got between Ellen's legs. "My turn. See if she has this." I felt between us, grasped my long-suffering cock and found her entrance with my cock head. I thrust into Ellen and her body jerked as I penetrated her. Her pussy lips parted and seemed to suck my cock into her lithe body. Her hips raised, coating me with her fluid. The woman was running wet.
"Oh no, she has, has, had nothing like that." Ellen panted, sounding grateful to be finally touched with cock again.
I enjoyed the appreciation. I pulled back and pressed forward again. Ellen's body, long accustomed to a woman's tongue and lips took some time to adjust to the rock-hard length of cock now making its entrance. Back and up, then down and in I moved, gradually working Ellen full of cock. Her body clinched around me, coating me with pleasure and liquid lust. Her face was about even with the root of my neck. I felt her hot breath scorching me there. She finally gripped my shoulders and hung there, pulling up and then rocking us till my cock sank deeply into her. She lifted her legs and cocked them around my thighs, pulling at me as her body pulsed around my cock.
"Oh Christ, I am full of cock." She hissed.
"Full of my cock," I amended.
I changed position so my head was closer to hers. I twisted and bent to kiss her, fitting my lips to hers. She sighed and her mouth opened, cocking her head up to kiss me, eager for the connection. Our tongues touched and her hands clasped my ass cheeks, one in each hand and yanked on me hard, planting me fully inside of her body. Her gasp of pleasure broke the kiss.
"There." She whispered. "There, you are fucking me and, Christ, it is about time. I don't know why you didn't fuck me after you did Mrs. Honeywell. I was certainly ready."
"Are you forgetting the restaurant?" I asked.
"Oh. Right." She huffed. "That, that was, that was something else entirely. Performance art, I think. This, now this is fucking. God but you feel good!" Her voice oozed satisfaction. My cock twitched with pride.
I released my weight onto her body and she whooshed as the breath was squeezed out of her. I lifted up my chest so she could breathe. "I am going to fill you with cum and then Mrs. Bickerstaff is going to eat it out of you. I have something to tell you, just in case I understand you. I beat Mrs. Honey, Honeywell, uh, with, uh, her with Dannielle's shoe." My rhythm was increasing. "While I did, I think it excited her. She watched. That, that is what I think she meant when she asked me to do the same thing to her as I did to Alissa."
I felt Ellen buck underneath me. Her back bowed, her head rocked back as her body tensed with pending orgasm. Her legs lifted her body, pressing her pussy harder onto my cock. Her neck strained under my eyes and I fastened my lips to her skin. She was gurgling with passion. Her body jerked and bucked before she lifted her legs and let me bang down deeply into her again.
"I think, Ellen Collier, that you might like to, to beat Mrs. Bickerstaff, like with a belt and then eat her while I fuck you."
"Oh Christ!" Ellen screamed. She bucked, she shouted, she came again and again, then panting and gasping, she began to chant, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" In time with the throbbing of her hips as she sought to fuck herself full of my cum. I finally rocked off my elbows and lay down on her, grasping her ass with my hands, one of my favorite positions, and began to hammer her as hard as I could. My orgasm thundered towards me and Ellen seemed enthralled by the attention. Her body bucked and thrashed as I fucked her and then the shower shut off and Ellen screamed louder. The door opened and her chant of "fuck me" became words shouted in my ear. Then her words cut off and all I could hear was her wheezing breath through her nostrils. Her hips jerked under me, pinning herself onto my cock over and over again with urgent little motions. Then she held her breath, straining as she penetrated herself with my cock, holding me deep. She gurgled and I felt her cunt clinch onto my cock, like a many-fingered hand grasping me and holding on for dear life.
"Sonny?" Dannielle's voice caressed us.
"Oh fuck!" I grunted. My orgasm galloped towards me. I hammered down into Ellen, ramming my cock deep, stirring her folds and pounding her into the embrace of the bed. She grunted as my hips wedged between her spread legs. I could feel the pending climax and I redoubled my pace, pistoning my cock into her faster and faster.
Ellen's pending grand mal orgasm rattled her and her body lost its conscious control.
"C...c...c...coming!" I cried through gritted teeth, hammering down into her taut, clasping body. My orgasm arrived and she bucked up to receive my filling.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh!" Her voice cried, running up the register till only dogs heard her squeal.
My body tensed, I gripped Ellen's little ass and rooted my cock deep into her little body, pushing her legs wider as I flowed into her. She groaned and her hips twitched in my hands, her whole body shaking with the electric moment. I ground down into her with each fountaining pleasure. She groaned deeply and shook as I pulsed and pumped her full of cum.
"Oh Christ, oh Christ, oh Christ." Ellen mumbled as the orgasm rambled through her. At the end, as my pumping cock stilled, she sighed and lay still beneath me, gasping and grunting with my weight. I rocked over onto an elbow and my hip, pulling my cock out of her as I did so. Her pussy slurped and popped and Ellen squeaked as my length left her. She lifted up and kissed my cheek. "You can fuck me any time you like. Christ, what an orgasm."
I whispered into her ear, "I expect you need a woman's mouth to warm you up for my cock." Only after I said it did I realize I had the order all wrong. Ellen did not seem to notice.
She giggled. "Speaking of a woman's mouth..." She squeaked.
To that point, I had not heard the little woman giggle like that. Now I had. I heard the delight in her voice and I resolved to hear it again. The serrated cynicism was all gone, washed away in the pulsing flood of her orgasms and the welling of my cum from her the well of her flesh. Her body would have glowed in the dark, had it been dark.
I rolled off of her and despite my dizziness, I got to my feet. There was Mrs. Bickerstaff, beautifully nude, still spangled with droplets of water, a towel wrapped in one hand beside her broad hips and lean thighs. Her tits swayed enticingly even though I was sure she was not moving, pointing off in different directions, full and proud. Her breathing must have given them that enticing motion. She had long nipples and they were fully erect. The woman was completely aroused. Her tongue was between her teeth, pursed between her open lips. She was panting. I knew because of the motion, that delightful motion in her tits. I was mesmerized.
"I, I have never seen that before, a woman having sex and enjoying it so much. It is so beautiful." Her eyes lifted from my dewy cock. "I want that. I want you inside of me." Her eyes closed. "I cannot believe I am saying this but I want you to fuck me, Sonny and then I want her to eat me."
"I have a better idea." I said, not wishing to be distracted from my original idea. I moved before her and put both hands on her shoulders and pressed lightly down. For a moment she ignored the pressure but then her eyes lit and she understood, kneeling before me till my still hard cock was immediately before her lips. "Time to taste Ms. Collier, Dannielle. Then she will eat you."
I could see the fire in this woman, burning high and bright. Despite her beauty, her youth and her over-sexed husband, she seemed not to know how to begin sucking a cock. She stared at it while it bobbed before her eyes, her breath caressing me like an unlikely feather. Finally, her tongue appeared and she touched it to the side of my cock helmet.
Christ it felt good, soft delicate, tender and careful, her tongued swabbed my cock. Then she kissed the crown, her lips were delicate, gentle like petals of a flower. She looked up at me, the gaze filled with eagerness to please. She fit her lips over the head and then she sucked on it, then she pulled it into her mouth. The slick coating foamed on the edges of her lips as she sucked me into her mouth, she tasted eau d'Ellen for the first time. She pushed her head forward, shoving much more of my cock into her mouth, deeper till I felt the back of her throat constricting on the end of my cock. She gagged and backed off, but quickly resumed sucking me deeper. I was vaguely aware of the back of her mouth, the head of my cock banged on the back of her throat. She started to pull off of me but I grasped the back of her head and held her still. She yakked once but adjusted and sucked hard on the part of my cock in her mouth, her lips pulsing on my shaft as she sucked hard. Her hands rose up and clasped my thighs. She then pressed her head down onto my cock, taking me as deep as possible.
Once seated, she swirled her tongue across my shaft and sucked me hard.
"My god, she's right. Watching a blow job is a huge turn on." Ellen spoke from the bed. A moment later, she appeared in my peripheral vision standing beside the bed, and then closer, staring down at the woman sucking my cock. Dannielle's eyes were open wide looking up at me from her knees, even as she tried to suck more of my cock into her throat, more than I had to offer.
I looked at Ellen and saw cum running down her leg. I pulled against Dannielle and she clung to me but then released my cock with a loud, exaggerated slurp. She smacked her lips and smiled shyly. I helped her to her feet. "It is time to eat her. She'll taste you later."
Ellen fairly scampered to the bed and lay down, her legs dangling off the near edge, her thighs wide open. Dannielle made to crawl to her but I made her remain standing, maneuvering her to stand close to the bed and then bending her over. I suddenly pulled her back upright, turned her and pulled her nude body against mine, her sensuous breasts pressing against my bare chest. I kissed her, hard and her whole body and soul responded. She was very ready for what was coming, or better said, for lots of coming. Her hips ground against my hip bone, her arms clasped me like she was in danger of falling to her death. Her mouth kissed me with soul and heart and tongue and a passion that seemed to throb through her, a voiceless message I got loud and clear. I broke the kiss. "I have many women I want to give you to." I whispered into her ear. She pulled her head back and nodded a little, her eyes somber.
"I would like that. I, she, she came so hard, so much, it made me so excited. I had never done that before. Her, her excitement, I felt it, feel it. I want to feel what she felt. I know, my husband, he..." she stopped but when I nodded, she went on, finishing the thought. "I know he loves this, tasting a woman. He says, he says I taste good. But I never understood what he feels when he makes a woman come, not till now. I, I understand, I understand why he likes to fuck them, all his other women. We, when we come, if you make us come, it is so wonderful, so wondrous. I felt so proud to cause that."
Too much thinking, I did not want visions of fat Bickerstaff invading my space. "Eat her, clean her up." I turned Dannielle and bent her just a little. Once more she tried to get to her knees but I held tight to her waist and refused to let her hips go lower, her ass locked against my recovering cock. Fuck me but her ass felt good clamped against me like that! I refused to release her. She understood and locked her knees and bent her face once more to Ellen's soupy pussy, now afroth with my cum and hers. Dannielle fastened her mouth to Ellen and Ellen grunted. The room filled with the slurping sounds of a fucked woman being eaten out.
I released Dannielle's hips and stepped back, caressing her ass while she nuzzled and kissed Ellen. When I moved a finger between her legs, Dannielle lifted her mouth and hummed. Ellen put a hand to the back of her head and pressed her back down into the pussy below her mouth. I lined up my cock, hard again after so much teasing, and began to run the head up and down the lips of Dannielle's pussy. She grunted, shifted her feet wider and arched the lower back to lift her hips. She presented her pussy to me while she ate Ellen. When I did not enter her immediately, she rocked back, trying to catch the head with the lips of her pussy.
God but it felt good, the feel of her pussy lips kissing my cock, twitching to catch and hold it. This woman wanted my cock inside of her body. Every little motion she made bespoke of her desire to have my cock inside of her. Yet she kept suckling at Ellen's cunt. Ellen was moaning now, pressing her pussy up against the woman's mouth. Dannielle wiggled her ass, pushing back at me when my cock head passed the center of her slit, only parting her supple lips but not entering her. She groaned and pushed back, fighting to pull away from Ellen.
True to my expectations, Ellen knotted a wad of the woman's hair in her hand and forced Dannielle back into contact with her pussy. I leaned forward, penetrating Dannielle's body with my cock. The bent woman shuddered, quaking and shaking. Her hips began to rotate in little half circles, popping back to center and then rotating again. This woman was completely consumed by the lust wracking her body. She wanted to be penetrated; her whole body, her whole being pled for it. I pulled back, lined up and plunged into the plush folds of the woman's pussy again. She screamed into Ellen's cunt, unable to pull away because Ellen had a hand still knotted in her fine brown hair. Her shoulders twitched as my cock penetrated her body.
My cock sliced deep. I pulled back and shoved forward again. Dannielle's body bucked and she screamed again, grunting like a counter melody as her hips pulsed, pounding her onto the cock rammed into her from behind. I sank into her till her ass kissed me and then I pulled back and hammered into her again, cramming her full of my cock till we were hooked together by the mutual pleasure of our joining. My cock rooted deep inside of her. Her body rippled around it, massaging and squeezing me with her inner muscles. She began to bend her knees and then sprang up onto her toes, getting some little motion from that action, action that seemed to touch her deeply because in moments, her hips were rocking forwards and back. She grunted and fought the hand in her hair.
I pulled out of her.
Her voice ran up the scales into a siren whine.
I stood back from the rocking ass before me and pointed at Ellen who was staring down at the woman between her legs. "Your turn, Ellen. Time to make Mrs. Bickerstaff come. You should taste her straight, without my mixer added into her."
For a moment, neither woman moved but then Ellen unwound the hair in her hand and released Dannielle's head. Dannielle struggled from between the woman's legs and stood, unsteady but upright. Her face remained pointed at Ellen but her eyes were pulled to the side, trying to see me without turning her head. I moved behind her and clutched her hips, pulling her into my embrace, cupping her perfectly formed, conical tits. I laid my slick cock into the crease of her ass, up to the small of her back. She leaned back against it and me. I kissed her neck. "Time for you to come, Mrs. Bickerstaff." I whispered.
"Don't call me that." She growled.
"Danny?" I asked.
"Ugh, no. Elle or Nell."
"Or Dannielle." Ellen said. "That is such a beautiful name."
Dannielle nodded. "Dannielle, yes, that, that."
I released her. "Dannielle, time to be eaten. Lie down."
Together, Ellen and I arranged the woman to lie across the bed on her back. I got to my knees before her legs. Ellen looked askance at me. I gestured up at the rest of the woman. "Kiss her, tweak her nipples, give her hickeys. Maker love to her." I put my hands on Dannielle's knees and gently opened her up. Dannielle began to shiver. I kissed her knees, the arch of her thighs, the inner thighs and up the crest of her thighs to her tummy and then down onto the plane of her bare abdomen. She was hairless. I found her clit, prominent and taut. I sucked on it and Dannielle shrieked. Her body bucked and she was coming again, her body quaking. I lapped her pussy, licking each lip on the outer ridge and then snaking my tongue deep into her.



Dannielle yelped and as I sank my tongue deeper into her body, tweaking the inner folds of her pussy with my tongue. She gurgled with pleasure and shook with little orgasms. I swished my tongue through her flooding cunt, slashing at her inner folds and searching for that magic button. Her hips pulsed on the edge of the bed. I pushed deeper, stroking along the upper surface of her pussy and then I touched it. Dannielle bucked and squealed, her whole body convulsed, thrashing so that I lost my purchase in her body. I sat back to see Ellen fastened on the pinnacle of one breast, sucking it hard.
Dannielle stroked Ellen's face, holding the back of her head. When Ellen changed breasts, the hands followed her like an entourage. I sat and watched the two women experiencing each other. When Ellen left the breast to kiss Dannielle's mouth, Dannielle lifted her head to meet the kiss, holding Ellen tightly while they kissed deeply. I waited for them to stop but they seemed unlikely to do so soon, so I resumed my attention to Dannielle's pussy. I heard her groan when my tongue entered her again. She squealed when my search located her g-spot again. When her voice became muffled, I rose up to see Ellen mounting the woman's face, setting her pussy down on Dannielle's mouth. Dannielle grasped Ellen's ass and began to feed on her pussy with gusto, nodding her head between the woman's legs.
I followed suit. When I moved to her clit, Dannielle groaned deep in her chest and then gurgled. Her whole body began to buck and shake and quiver. Her flapping hips threw me clear and I sat back and watched the woman writhe with orgasm. Ellen flinched into a slight orgasm of her own but Dannielle, controlling her own pleasure, directed it up into Ellen's body. Ellen's slight orgasm swelled into something much, much larger. Ellen began to ride Dannielle's mouth, rocking and rolling her hips, chasing the pleasure the woman's mouth yielded.
Dannielle, no longer distracted with my tongue in her pussy, clasped a tight hold of Ellen's ass and with intense intent, worked on Ellen's orgasm, attenuating it and intensifying it with her knowledge of pussy and her beginner's luck and a wronged wife's commitment. Ellen began to shake and she began to cry as the orgasm continued to roil in her. Her body struggled to recover but Dannielle persisted, leaving Ellen absolutely no reprieve. The climaxes popped one after the other, each with greater intensity till finally Ellen could endure the pleasure no more and threw herself off the woman's face, flinging herself onto the bed on her side, rolling onto her back where she lay shaking, twitching with the aftereffects of her climaxes.
Dannielle sat up and for the first time since I met her, she smiled. The look in her eyes was nothing if not pride.
"Oh my god." Ellen gasped. "That woman has real talent." She sat up and then rolled to her knees and grabbed Dannielle's face and kissed her soundly on the lips. "You are fabulous!" She growled. She ran a finger across Dannielle's upper lips and licked it off, tasting her own fluid and mine as she did so.
Dannielle looked positively radiant, her smile still hesitant but glowing. "I could taste him, in you. I wanted to taste it all, but there was so much. You were so full of cum, Ms. Collier, you tasted so good. My god, I have never eaten a woman like that before."
Ellen leaned into the woman and kissed her again on the mouth. "It is your turn." She tittered. "He has to fuck you now and I will eat you clean."
Dannielle sobered and looked at me.
I thought I knew what she was thinking. "Ms. Collier, didn't you mention that there was a toybox? Bring me some cuffs for Dannielle." I had a picture in my head. "And lube. We might need lube."
Ellen twisted to look at me, her face a look of such focused lust, I had to laugh. She scrambled off the bed and was out of the room before Dannielle had the chance to ask what I was talking about. My cock bobbed before me. I moved around the bed to her side, where she knelt on her knees and she watched me approach. I grasped her slight shoulders with both hands and lifted her off the bed, kissing her hard. Her arms looped around my neck as she slipped off the bed to stand. I pulled her against me, her nude body flowed against mine and one of her hands dropped to my cock.
She shook off the kiss. "I have never felt sex like this. I had no idea, no idea that someone could come like she did." The wonder in her voice was endearing. I wanted to give just that feeling to her. I wanted to say so but instead, I drew her back into the kiss, tipping her backwards into a dip and then dragging her pulsing body back onto the bed. I probably was going to penetrate the woman right then and would have had not Ellen arrived.
"Hey, hey you promised her." Ellen called arriving at the doorway.
I was lying over Dannielle, a leg between hers, my cock painting a clear line over her tummy while I kissed her succulent mouth. She tasted of sex and arousal. Her body throbbed with desire and I met hers with passion of my own. I lifted slowly and reluctantly off the naked woman. My reluctance sparkled in her fingers as she ran them over my body, touching and teasing. I grunted with regret at leaving the feel of our bodies pressed close together but recalled her look as I beat Alissa. I could not rob her of this, she may never have another chance.
I rolled Dannielle towards the middle of the bed, leaving her laying on her chest, her face turned away from me. I gently pulled her arms round to her side and then behind her back. She was so limber, it was not even a strain to cross her wrists. In my estimation she had no reason to get married, she was limber enough to scratch her own back but that also reduced the value of cuffing her hands. I signaled to Ellen and she came into the room, to the bed and held out four pairs of cuffs. I took the smallest and locked them one by one around Dannielle's wrists.
"What, what are you doing?" Dannielle asked, real fear in her voice.
"I am going to fuck you but first, I want to do something else." Then I bent over her and kissed her neck and whispered into her ear, "I am going to give you what Mrs. Honeywell got." The words and perhaps the memory they referenced, sent profound tremors through the young woman's body. She got the shakes but said nothing else. She did not resist when I took another pair of cuffs and secured her elbows. She was so limber, the cuffs were barely inconvenient.
"You didn't do this to Mrs. Honeywell," she said with a tremulous voice. I touched her neck, her heart was racing, hammering inside of her such that I could feel it.
"Trust me, this will make it better." Ellen said, running an admiring hand over the rise of the woman's ass, caressing and touching her between the legs. Dannielle opened her legs to the hand but then relaxed. Ellen stroked her pussy with a finger till Dannielle groaned.
I got on the bed and stood on my knees astride the shackled woman. I lifted her by the hips; her knees curled beneath her and I set her down on them, like I was setting up a folding table. She was so relaxed, she almost tipped over onto her side. Ellen found pillows and together we mounted Dannielle on them, balancing her just right. I found my slacks and carried them around to the side of the bed where Dannielle was facing. I pulled the belt slowly from the pants. My belt buckle clinked and her eyes opened. She saw what I was doing and she struggled at the cuffs. She began to pant with panic. Ellen, seeing her panic got on the bed and lay over Dannielle's back.
"Just enough to heat you up, then he fucks you. You'll, I know you'll love it. You'll come like you have never come before. If you don't we'll find something else that will do it for you. Just trust us, just this once, okay. If it does not blow your mind, never again. I promise."
I freed the belt. Dannielle twisted her head so she could almost see Ellen draped over her back. She closed her eyes and nodded.
Ellen spoke again. "I, I want to, Dannielle. Let it be me. Let me heat you up."
Dannielle nodded again, keeping her eyes closed. I extended the doubled belt to Ellen. She took it, got off the bed and positioned herself beside Dannielle. The first stroke was gentle. Dannielle, tensed to receive it, relaxed a little after impact, shifting her weight back so she was better balanced on her knees. Her face was set with determination. Ellen's matched it.
Ellen pulled back and stuck a second time. This time the belt fell perfectly. A loud crack echoed in the close room.
"Ohhhhh." Dannielle groaned, clinching her eyes closed.
"You should..." Ellen pointed at my cock. When I did not comprehend immediately, she pointed a finger into her mouth, at my hard cock again and then at Dannielle, waiting for the next stroke.
I nodded, wondering if I was endangering my wonder stick. I moved to the side of the bed and tangled fingers into Dannielle's hair and tugged. Her eyes opened and she lifted her head. My cock bumped against her cheek. She tried to look up at me but then focused on the cock and opened her mouth. I leaned into her and my cock entered her mouth. At that perfect moment, Ellen struck her ass a third time.
Dannielle inhaled so suddenly and so strongly that the air rushing past my cock was cold and sensational. She moved her head forward, taking more of my cock into her mouth. She had to rock onto one shoulder to get the angle right. Ellen struck her again. Her mouth seized, sucking hard on my cock. For an awful moment I felt her perfect teeth and then the sharp edge was gone, replaced by tongue and lips and suction. My god it felt wonderful. I never wanted it to stop! Another blow and Dannielle sucked my cock down into her throat and sealed it off. She blew through her nose, snorting with excitement. Another blow struck her and she sucked harder, my cock fixed in her throat. The ripple of her throat and the constant swathing of my cock with her tongue mesmerized me. I held her head while she sucked.
Ellen struck her ass again, followed immediately by another. Dannielle did not recover from the first before the second fell, which confused her breathing. She sucked hard again and blew through her nose, but she made no effort to escape her predicament. She held my cock tight in her mouth, breathing as best she could at the odd angle.
Ellen struck her again and then again and again. Each blow became a gasp and hard suction on my cock. Dannielle worked her head so that my cock went deeper. She found a way to breathe with my cock down her throat. I was amazed that she did not choke or gag and then I realized what Bickerstaff had discovered in this woman, a natural-born cocksucker.
Each time Ellen struck her ass, her mouth and throat constricted, clinching my cock in a hot, wet, tight hold that threatened to steal away my reason. Ellen measured her blows, pacing them with Dannielle's breathing, finding a rhythm; the crack of the belt got louder as she increased the force of her blows. The end result was that Dannielle struggled to find a "right" time to breath, finally surrendering to the fire in her ass, panting around my cock and wagging her ass. I lost count but Ellen did not, stopping and looking at me.
"Twenty-five is enough. Now, fuck her."
I was being ordered around again by a nude woman and again it seemed like an excellent idea. I pulled my cock carefully from Dannielle's mouth. She gasped and panted. I moved behind her and got onto the bed. She twisted her head around, looking at me upside down past her stressed shoulders, balanced on the top of her head. She arched her back and widened her knees. She did not speak. I touched her ass with the end of a finger and she cried out. Tears ran down her cheeks but she was not weeping, she was looking back at me, waiting. I stood on my knees and pressed my cock down between her thighs. She shifted and broadened her stance, opening herself to what was coming. I grasped my cock and swabbed it up the furrow of her hairless cunt. She gasped and shuddered.
"Put it into me." Dannielle grunted distinctly. "Want your cock in me."
I obliged, shoving into her. Her body was molten lust and she grunted as I pierced her. She did not respond beyond that till I crushed us together and her flaming ass encountered my body. I could feel the heat emanating from her ass. She shuddered and then the first enormous climax wracked her. She could not resist it and it possessed her. With her arms bound as they were, she was constrained in the motions she could make so all she could easily manage was a straight on convulsion that made her body buck, rubbing her hot ass against me and seating my cock deeper into her seething body.
Dannielle screamed as the orgasm exploded in her. It tore through her. She had no control of it because she was balanced on the pillows, her forehead and her knees and the cock pinning her from behind. She could not buck and that, it turned out, only intensified the orgasms. My cock scraped across the back of her pussy, grinding us together. Her ass burned hot against me, filled with heat, convulsing around my cock. The orgasms rolled through her. Each one rode the previous one to a new high. She bucked from the crest of one to the next till finally she could not breathe between them at all, coming hard and fast each time without end.
"Oh my god, oh god!" She cried over and over again, her head shaking back and forth and lifting up then bowing deep over the pillows as her body responded to the stimulations.
"Now, now roll her onto her back and mount her." Ellen said tightly.
I pulled free of the quaking woman and did as instructed. Dannielle sighed as I pulled free and her body paused. The roll onto her back, however, galvanized her as the fire penetrated her pleasure soused brain. Her ass lifted, arching her body. She fought the cuffs, hunching her angular shoulders in such a way that made her breasts bounce and sway, holding her ass off the bed. I knocked the pillows away from us and grabbed a leg, pulling it free. She collapsed onto the bed. She howled as her ass made contact with the rough bedspread. "Oh holy mother of Christ!" She screamed.
Before she could regain her stance and lift up her ass, I pulled her other leg wide and bent to place my cock against her bubbling pussy. Her body recovered just as I pressed the head of my cock into her and her hips bunched and lifted, sheathing me completely into her body. "Oh, oh, oh my god, my god, my god!" Dannielle shrieked, her ragged voice rising into a fluttering high as she jammed her pussy up onto my hard cock. Her body shuddered beneath me. She dropped, shuddering and grunting as my weight settled on her torso. Her legs splayed out straight, leaving her ass planted firmly on the bed and my cock buried in her. She twisted to the side beneath me, off of her bound arms. Her torso twisted to relieve the weight on her arms so she was balanced precariously on one shoulder. As I fucked her, she would grunt and then rock to the other shoulder. Finally she surrendered and lay on her bound arms, unable to maneuver any longer. She lay heavy on the bed. Her hot ass planted on the bed and she groaned as my weight mashed her down. Her hips lurched, grinding up against me. She began to come. Her heels beat on the bed, hard and fast as the orgasm tore through her all over again.
"Coming again!" She cried. I struggled to my hands, lifting my weight off of her and as soon as I did, her hips popped up and she groaned because most of my weight rested on her pubic bone. She balanced on her elbows and forearms, her arms bound behind her. She cried as her body took my cock another click deeper, deeper than before, impossibly so. She went still and her eyes opened. They were glassy, wild, unseeing but she seemed to comprehend me because she bent up, coiling her muscles to lift her torso and press her lips against mine. She groaned, kissing me with desperate passion. She opened her mouth and her tongue lashed at me, kissing me and communicating the pleasure raging through her at that moment. She dropped back to the bed and lay there, inert for a moment, staring up at me, panting heavily.
I bent down and sucked a breast into my mouth, tonguing her nipple. She groaned and sought to lift her hips again. I moved to her other breast, she twisted her torso to help, presenting it to me.
"Bite her." Ellen hissed, her voice close by my ear.
"Yes! Oh yes, please!" Dannielle groaned.
I took her to mean I should bite her nipple so I did, applying my teeth to the end of it and biting down hard enough to hurt her. I knew I was hurting her but it seemed, it seemed to me that it would cause her only pleasure and with Ellen's voice behind me, I followed the suggestion.
Dannielle bucked hard, tearing her breast from my lips. The contortion of her body was so extreme, so violent I immediately released my elbows and sought to hold us together to keep my place between her open legs. As if by intent, both hands clapped onto her burning ass. She bucked again as my hands gripped her. Her shackled hands found my wrists but could not hold onto them. She shook, she screamed, she convulsed and I held tight to her, keeping my cock planted firmly inside of her. I struggled to my knees and with a little arch in my body, managed to withdraw from her incredible edible cunt and pounded down into her, rooting my cock again deep into her body. With this long stroke, I fucked her, ramming the full length into her pulsing pussy over and over again.
Dannielle screamed and screamed and screamed, only hesitating to take hurried, shallow breaths. I jammed cock into her and took it away, pounding her hard for as long as I could. I think I got light-headed because at some point, I realized I was coming and I burrowed down into her, sinking a last time through her clinging folds that caressed my steel hard cock. I erupted and just like that Dannielle went limp. My orgasm pulsed and spurted, flooding her pussy with cum, but she lay completely still, while I filled her.
Then it was over. I was completely spent. I collapsed between her open legs, my face close by hers, hands still clamped onto her ass. The heat permeating my awareness, while her ass clinched and relaxed but not strongly enough to create much movement in either her or me. Her arms remained bound behind her, forcing her body to arch unnaturally, keeping her tense and taut.
"Holy fucking shit." Ellen mumbled from out of my sight. Her voice seemed all around us but I could not tell where she was. "I have never seen a woman come like that in my life and I have had occasion to be watching a number of women fuck. That was incredible!"
I guy loves praise and for a moment I thought my cock was going to take a curtain call but no, my cock was swimming in my cum and Dannielle's and had nothing left to provide. Even when Ellen began to rock us and finally succeeded in rolling me from between Danielle's legs, I still could not move. Ellen got between my legs and despite the thrill of her talented mouth cleaning me, I could not respond. Clean, I think I blacked out. I remember waking to hear Dannielle moaning and the squelch of Ellen sucking cum out of Dannielle's pussy, or that is what I think I heard. When next I woke, I was alone and I heard the shower in the bath. The two pairs of cuffs lay on the bed beside me. I staggered up and padded naked through the apartment to the other bedroom and took my own shower. I emerged into darkness but enough light filtered in from the outside to show me the bed was occupied. I crawled in and, exhausted, fell fast asleep, between two female bodies. They grumbled and pressed against me. I fell into a hole of sensuous exhaustion.
****
The next thing I knew it was morning, still gray but light. Neither woman moved. I had a piss hardon and finally decided to get up and see if I could drain the main vein. It took some doing but finally, relieved, I returned to the bed to find them cuddled together as though they did not miss me in the least. I didn't take it personally.



I watched the women squirming together until Ellen opened her eyes and found me watching, nude and erect. Her eyes dropped to my cock and she nodded. I could not help it, the question, the suggestion, the plea must have been in my eyes. She rolled away from the lethargic woman beside her, onto her back, kicking the covers off of her lean body. The invitation was perfectly obvious. I crawled over Dannielle, thumping her high hip with my very hard cock. She did not stir.
I positioned myself between Ellen's legs. I was sinking into the tight pussy topped with the fine red hair when Dannielle opened her eyes. She lay on her side and saw us immediately. She lifted her head and watched as Ellen's body accepted my cock. Ellen lifted her knees, rubbing them up and down my legs and as. I sluiced into her. Ellen was still awash from the night before, wondrously slick but still tight, gripping me with her inner muscles, making them pulse.
The moment I was cinched tightly into Ellen's body, Dannielle rolled onto her back, kicking the covers away from her body. She hooked a leg over the top of Ellen's nearest leg, opening herself. She raised her arms over her head, she looked over at me and waited. I ground into Ellen and then pulled up and out. Ellen grunted and opened her eyes when my cock left her.
I thought she would object but she looked over at Dannielle and waited, a slight smile on her lips. Ellen assumed the same pose, legs wide, arms straight over her head. The two women locked gazes and together waited. I moved between Dannielle's legs and entered her, sliding my already slick cock into her. Dannielle's body arched, her breasts shimmering as I slipped my cock though the clasping folds of her pussy. I balanced on my arms.
Ellen, the minx, leaned over and sucked the tip of Dannielle's near breast, kissing and licking it. Dannielle murmured something incomprehensible that both Ellen and I took to mean "don't stop". I began to pump my cock into Dannielle while Ellen got to her knees and bent over the prone woman I was fucking and kissed her on the the mouth. I felt their kiss communicate down through Dannielle's body to her pussy that clinched down on my cock and pulled at me, feeling like a velvet fist gripping me. I grunted with pleasure. I bent and sucked the other breast into my mouth, torturing the long nipple with my tongue before taking it between my lips and pulling at it. Dannielle bucked.
Just then my stomach growled and it occurred to me neither woman had been fed anything but cock since yesterday. I pulled out of Dannielle. "Who's hungry?" I asked.
The women both stopped. Ellen sat back on her heels, her eyes on the woman before us. Dannielle was watching the little red haired woman.
"I could eat." Ellen whispered.
Dannielle closed her eyes.
My stomach growled again. I looped an arm around Ellen's lithe waist and pulled her to the edge of the bed, standing myself and then setting her on her feet. "Downstairs then. We'll eat there if you think the food is good enough."
"Never ate there." Ellen said, "but the room service is pretty great." She almost smiled.
I was testing the women, to see if my abrupt change would bother them. Both seemed willing to follow my lead. Food seemed wise. We had the whole day and the lube was in the other room, still unused. I had not forgotten, could not forget Dannielle's ass.
Dannielle rose up and walked majestically into the other bedroom for her clothing. We went down together to the elevators. I called the car to take them to floor three. "Ellen, I'll need your card for the elevator and the entrance." I said as we waited. The car arrived and I set it for three but then thought better of it. "Order me coffee. I'll be down in a moment. If they have a buffet, I'll do that otherwise I'll order something when I get there."
I let the elevator doors close and walked resolutely to Sam Honeywell's door and touched the bell. I could hear it, muted, through the door. No response. I had not even checked the clock but presumed it was late morning. I tried the second, louder bell but no one answered. Only silence beyond the door communicated to me. I wondered what that meant. I got uneasy considering that perhaps Sam was downstairs. I hurried to the elevator. He had time to mull over our conversation and who knew where the intervening time took him. I, for my part, was thinking of his blond and if I could manage to trade one or both of these women for her. It was a disjointed, fuzzy concept designed to pull Sam Honeywell into the orbit of my erotic planet. I'd look for him in the restaurant but the thought was already collapsing. Attractive in concept but the closer it came, the less I thought it likely.
I looked for Sam in the restaurant but did not see him. I did not see him so joined Ellen and Dannielle at the table. We ate our fill, making small talk while cooing over the very good buffet. When we were all done, the shambles of our table nearly clean of food, we sat together just basking in the pleasure of being well fed and well fucked.
My loyal cock got hard again as I regarded the two content women, glowing with gustatory delight. Ellen noticed me staring at them and shook her head but when my eyes shifted from the other woman to her, she nodded distinctly. I grinned. Great minds and all.
Dannielle pulled her leg up on the chair, hugging it and placing her chin on the point of her knee, sheathed in the brown skirt. She looked over at me, then grinned and looked at Ellen. "I am thinking." She said.
Ellen put down her cup of chai and looked at Dannielle.
"Ellen, have you ever been done it in the ass?" She grinned at Ellen's expression. "I think I want to try it. This, this might be my only chance. What do you think? Should I?"
Ellen's face turned scarlet. "I don't know." She said softly.
"Have you ever done it?"
Ellen shook her head. Then nodded. Then shook it again.
I wondered at her apparent confusion but did not ask, food drunk and pussy happy as I was, I did not want to expend the effort.
"Mr. Duncan, what do you think? About the ass, my ass, I mean?"
"I think you have as fine an ass as I have ever seen." I said, glancing at Ellen after I had spoken. She arched an eyebrow when she caught my eyes.
"I agree. A damn find ass." Ellen said kindly, not taking the compliment of the other woman as a personal slight of her own slight ass. I could relax.
"Ellen?" Dannielle said in a small voice.
"Yes, Dannielle?" Ellen said with exaggerated emphasis.
"Have you, have you ever had two men...at the same time, I mean?"
Ellen looked at the woman but Dannielle's eyes were cast up at the ceiling.
"I mean..."
"I know what you mean." Ellen said. "You mean a cock in my cunt and a cock in the ass at the same time. We are a cock short."
Dannielle lowered her eyes then. "I know. I can count." Those bedroom brown eyes found my gaze. "Mr. Duncan, what do you think?"
"About what?"
"About..."
"About double-teaming us." Ellen finished, ragged exasperation in her tone.
"I think I am short one cock." I said agreeing with the earlier assessment, then looked around to see if anyone was paying us any attention. The end-of-the-year crowd was self-absorbed in their own little immorality plays. No one was paying us any mind at all.
"Yes, I can count." Dannielle said again, her eyes were dreamy, doe-eyed and liquid. "I...if I am going to be doing this, I, I think I should do it all the way. I may never have a chance like this. To...to experience more I mean. So. So. So, I am wondering if you knew someone who would lend us his cock. I, I would really like to feel that. A cock in me from both sides." Her head turned till she faced me fully, her chin wiggling on her knee. "Do you know someone, a guy who would be willing..."
"Every guy would be willing. That is not the issue. I could ask for volunteers and the line would wind around the block."
Dannielle smiled at that. "You know what I mean? Someone you would like to share me with? I suppose that is not something guys do that often." Her voice became wistful. "It doesn't matter if you don't think it is a good idea." Her limpid eyes found me, liquid with her contemplation of the cock, ass, cock, and pussy combination roiling in her mind. "I may never have this chance again. I doubt..." She trailed off, for which I was glad. I didn't want to hear any heartfelt confessions at this point.
I looked over at Ellen and tried to imagine Brent's pole stretching her all out of shape. Then I thought of Sammy. A bit more complicated but a better fit, when I thought about it. I felt bad for a moment, disqualifying big Brent that way. I'd, I'd have balance things with him some other way. What he didn't know didn't hurt him in this case. "I might know someone who might be willing to give you what you want."
Ellen coughed, chai running out of her nose. She wiped her face with a napkin from the next table that got her a glare from the buser who had just set it. "Willing!" She snorted when she could breathe normally again. "That is a laugh. You could charge admission and still have to fight them off with a stick. She is built to fuck!" Her voice was tinged with jealously, the slight envy of a short, flat-chested woman for the unprepossessing taller, stacked woman. There was resentment too, resentment that the other woman seemed utterly unaware of her effect on men; the wish that she had half of what Dannielle had and what she could do with it chagrined Ellen. She made no effort to hide it but Dannielle seemed utterly mystified and like she seemed usually to do, attributed it to personality and not some cause.
Dannielle sat right in her chair and leaned on the table. She looked over at Ellen. "I would like to see her, you know, between two men like that." Her voice was small once more.
Ellen looked at her, then at me.
Sammy would fit in this woman just fine, I thought. I wondered if that was getting too incestuous...I almost laughed at my own diction. What a funny thought for me to have! "Ellen? You didn't answer Dannielle's question."
Ellen looked back and forth between us. "You two are serious, aren't you?"
Dannielle nodded gracefully. "I am, yes. I, I have wanted to try it in the ass for a long time and, well, doing two men at once, it seems like a natural extension. So? Have you had anyone in your behind? I have heard about it but never tried it. Have you?"
Ellen smirked and shook her head. "No. A guy tried once but it hurt like hell and we gave up."
Dannielle sobered. "Will it hurt?"
"Not if your do it right. If it hurts, you aren't doing it right." I said helpfully, realizing the experience the comment bespoke. "We'd need lube."
"There's lube upstairs." Ellen said and immediately blushed near the color of her violet-red hair.
I was just being helpful but she seemed perfectly aware of the lube we'd not yet used. I waited.
Silence. I did not know what to champion. I thought of Georgia and realized I should have called. I excused myself and went out in the hall and called home. I told the blisters I might not be home till tomorrow. Dalia fortunately answered and so I avoided explanations. She thanked me for the heads up, reminding me that I called the night before, which I confess I had forgotten, again. Dalia took the call pretty casually and I wondered for a moment if I was hallucinating and missing the actual response from simple wishful thinking. Thinking about having my next sister left me hard and distracted. The idea that Georgia, filled with anticipation filled me with anticipation. I thought of D. Debra Hamilton and felt guilt, then irritated, then confused, then wistful. The last seemed pathetic so I paid attention to the present and left tomorrow for the dead to bury themselves, or however that goes.
Back at the table I looked between the two women. "Well? What did we decide?"
"Can you get us another cock?" Ellen asked. She glanced around the room but found the same distinct disinterest I had seen.
"I can try. Have you? I mean..."
"I know what you mean. I said, no. What else do you want?" Ellen seemed angry.
"You don't have to do it, Ellen." I said. "You are really little..."
Now Ellen snorted. "That is all anyone thinks. I am too small to accommodate two cocks. No one ever dares to try." Her face changed then. "Regardless, I would like to see it again. I would like to see if she likes it in the ass. So, don't hesitate because my backdoor might be too tight a squeeze." She glared at me, daring me to ask for more explanation.
I liked this girl. "Hang on." I dialed Sammy.
Alissa answered. I had called their land line, not Sammy's cell. Shit. I got up and went out into the hall, pacing as we talked. The girls might figure out I was calling their boss...or whatever Alissa was to Dannielle.
"Ah, hi, this is Sonny. Is Sammy there?" I felt really, really awkward, suddenly thinking of Sam.
Alissa's voice sounded curiously businesslike and not at all wistful with longing. I felt a little disappointed. "Sonny? Yes, he's here. But listen, I need you to know something. I talked to Sid on SKYPE and he wants me to put the apartment into your name. Just for the a couple weeks, maybe a couple months, to get past this end of the year thing. He just assumed you be fine with it but I have to ask. Once he gets a CPA on it, he can sort it out for us. He, he trusts you Sonny. I think that surprises him a little. He suggested that someone at Peppers might be, might be laundering drug money."
"What?" I nearly shouted. I wanted nothing to do with that.
"Don't freak. It might just be an IRS dodge. But Bickerstaff and tiny dick were certainly siphoning off funds from somewhere. Either way, they cannot keep the apartment and if it just suddenly shows up on the partnership books, that would be a problem for Sid's auditors. I told Kline that they had to sign it over to you. He sputtered like a percolator." Alissa laughed just a bit evilly. "You can get the locks changed next week. It'll be yours till we get this sorted out. Are you okay with that? If we just park it with you for a while? Its a favor to Sid really, but to me too, I think. We need them to understand this sort of thing is unacceptable to Sid, not his way of doing business. They need to know that even if it costs them a few million dollars. So? Are you okay with having a million dollar apartment for a couple months?"
I nodded. Felt stupid. "Yes." How many times have I done that? Nodding to a phone. It is like I never learn! "I won't be breaking the law or anything? I am squeamish about going to jail."
Alissa laughed. "No, Sonny. We'll take care of you. Are you still with Ellen?"
"And Dannielle. They seem to be getting along very well. They want to borrow Sammy for a while. Can you send him down here."
"When?" Her voiced changed, suddenly higher without that raspy authority she used with business, the tone that made me hard once she used it naked, when she was getting down to business.
"Right away. Immediately."
"You both are going to do them?" I could hear the envy in her voice and it seemed somehow luscious to be dangling this possibility in front of her. "Jesus!" She said after a moment. "Ellen is so small."
I chuckled. "Don't let her hear you saying that. Just tell Sammy where to go and have him call once he's parked and I'll come down and get him."
"There is likely an intercom."
"Oh, right. Well, have him call anyway 'cuz I don't know how it works yet." Alissa agreed she'd call back if he could not make it for some reason. Her voice was a curious blend of her professional tone and the voice of a young girl being left out of something, that plaintive whine that asks for pity. I got the girls up and we headed up stairs. I got a text from Alissa saying Sammy was on his way with bells on. I sent Ellen and Dannielle to the apartment while I went down to see about the intercom. I felt so out of place I didn't talk to anyone and went back up to the apartment. I went inside to find Ellen had Dannielle backed up against the wall by the door, her sweater pushed up and the bra loose. Ellen was sucking Dannielle's tits with a hand under her skirt. Dannielle was shivering with excitement.
"Cock is on the way." I said casually while the red head licked and sucked Dannielle's breasts. Ellen backed away from the woman. Her lips stick was smeared. So was Dannielle's.
"Don't be crude." Dannielle said, an odd comment from a woman with her sweater hiked over her bare tits and her bra loose on her arms.
"I am going to go down and wait for him."
"There is an intercom." Ellen said dryly.
"I know but he might not know that and the doorman might scare him away. He's black." I felt stupid immediately; what did that have to do with anything? The women did not notice my less than PC comment; they were exchanging a very, very curious look, sharing something between them that I could not interpret. I left them alone, concluding that the prospect of white meat and black meat in them at the same time appealed to them. I left them, then, and back went down and waited for Sammy. I asked the concierge about Sam Honeywell and he said he left early that morning, though he did not know Sam by name so I had to be more specific about the handsome black man, using his apartment number as an identifier. Actually, I think the guy was fucking with me, particularly since he didn't know me. He knew Sam but said he was gone. I sat looking over a newspaper, something I never do. I felt so old. I leafed through it while I wondered what the two women were up to upstairs. I had to keep distracting myself so my cock would stay placid.
Twenty minutes later, Sammy arrived. I escorted him upstairs. He jabbered, asking what this was all about but not giving me any space to answer. Mostly, he complained about Annie not being available for some reason and that he was not getting any from anyone. I gathered from his talk that Alissa had not told him what I wanted, but that I needed his help with something. The bitch. Sammy seemed to think we were moving furniture or something. Alissa was fucking with him. Or me. Both, more likely. I liked it.
I glanced at the other apartment as we went into mine, mine? What a fucking deal that was. How did I end up with a million and a half dollar condo in my name? I shrugged. It would not matter, I hoped. Doing a favor for a billionaire who was letting you fuck his wife was a pretty safe thing, I thought. Smart at least if not exactly safe.
We walked into the living room and Sammy gazed around. "Fuck me. Nice place."
"It's all mine." I said, chortling a little, just enough to indicate I was fucking around.
Sammy looked strangely at me. "Annie, she really likes you, Sonny. Do you know that?"
What an odd thing to say. I said as much.
"Not really. Anytime I go over there she always asks if Sonny is going to do her. Just like that, in that fake pidgin she uses when her tits are showing. Sonny going to do me? Like that. Chris mentioned it one time and once he had, I noticed it all the time. She is always looking forward to you doing her." Sammy looked around. "So, this could be yours for all I know. From what Mom says, Sid is a serious guy." He rubbed his hands together. "So? What do you need my help with?"
I asked Sammy what he thought he was doing here.
"Mom told me you needed some help with something."
"She didn't tell you what?" I asked, curious, still a little distracted by the fact that his father had an apartment down the hall from us. I was wondering what happened to the blond, the image of her in garters and bra came back to me. I had the momentary regret that I had not tried harder to include her in our little tryst, maybe trading for her. I felt like a heel but still the thought vibrated in my brain. I thought of Ellen and Dannielle, considering they were asking to be double-teamed, I guess I should not have been complaining about anything.



Sammy grinned. "What's with you, dude? You are acting like we have to clean a church or something."
I nodded. "I am distracted but you are right, I need to pay attention. Come back with me, I'll show you what we have to do."
I led Sammy back to the left bedroom and sure enough, the girls had gotten into the toys. Dannielle was on her knees, blindfolded, nude and tied. Her wrists were hooked by cuffs to the headboard, which she held onto with both hands. Her knees were tied with colored ribbons and pulled forward, with like ribbons on her ankles pulling her feet back to the foot of the bed. The ribbons were pink and turned out to be flat straps. One wrapped around her waist. She was confined to the middle of the bed.
I nodded at the nude woman. "This is it." I said as casually I could with so little blood in my big head. I wondered where Ellen was. I presumed she was in the WC.
"I see." Sammy muttered. He looked at me like I had spit on his car. "You need help? Really?"
I gestured at the bed. "Sammy, I needed a little help with this woman and another one and I thought of you."
"Uh huh. I only see one."
"There is another around here somewhere."
"I see." Sammy said, eying Mrs. Bickerstaff. "You lost her? Jesus Crackers, Sonny. Are you fucking kidding me? You can't lead a guy into a room and...what the hell is going on here?" He seemed agitated but one hand kept correcting his crotch. He protested too much for me to give it much thought.
I wondered if he knew who he was looking at. She did not respond to us, which I thought was a little odd. I thought she was just being shy. "You don't have to..." I began.
"Hey, no, you don't understand my hesitation." He chuckled. "I guess I am just surprised. My mom," he glanced at the nude woman shackled to the bed. "She led me to understand you were in need of an extra hand, not an extra cock." He shook her head. "Did she know, er, what you wanted?"
I grinned and nodded.
"That bitch. Shit she is always fucking with me. She keeps asking if she should ask Aunt Melissa to come visit. Makes me crazy." He grinned that shit eating grin of his. "But I guess I make her plenty crazy too."
"You should get her to have Melissa back for a return engagement." I spoke, thinking immediately of Sam. My head swam.
Sammy nodded enthusiastically. "Mom always says that is up to you. So you be the one to make that happen, buddy!"
I nodded. I walked around the far side of the bed, aware that the shower had started running, locating Ellen. I cupped one of Dannielle's breasts and her head turned. I realized earbuds blocked her ears so she did not hear us. Her cell phone was on the bed under her head, playing a play list. I squeezed her breast and she groaned, pressing her torso down against my cupped hand.
Sammy, never shy moved up on the other side of the bed and cupped her other breast. Dannielle's head jerked, facing her covered eyes the other direction, away from me, aware from the proximity that the other cock was present. She mumbled into the gag in her mouth, a sound that ended up deep in her throat. A blindfold held two white pads of cotton in place over her eyes. No way she could see or hear us. But she did feel the two different hands on her breasts. I laid a hand on her ass, making three. If she could count she could count to two cocks. I massaged her tit and ass at once. She dropped her head and groaned into the gag.
Sammy grinned and put his hand on her ass from the other side. Together we massaged her fabulous breasts while holding her by the ass. She groaned into the gag dropping her head between her extended arms that were hooked to the headboard, twisting her ass as we squeezed and rubbed it. That moment, in that very instant, she realized the thing she had requested was right there beside her and the whole concept seemed to flash through her. She guttered into the gag, flexing and relaxing her ass and pulling against the restraints on her legs.
At that moment the shower stopped. A moment later Ellen appeared, swathed in the big bulky white robe. Sammy and I both looked over at her appearing guilty as hell. Neither of us removed our hands from Dannielle's great breasts. Dannielle arched her back, pressing her tits into our hands while we both massaged ass and tit.
"Hello."
I grinned, this next moment was going to be priceless. The shower had quieted and I knew Ellen would be arriving soon. "This is Ellen Collier. Ellen, this is Sammy Honeywell." Oh was I right! Ellen's face registered the last name and she blanched. It was hilarious to see someone naked look so shocked.
"No shit? Honeywell?" She said then glanced at Sammy, the guilt was on her face now. "Is, is this any relation to Missus, er, Alissa Honeywell?"
I nodded. "Her son." I said.
Ellen lifted her chin and dropped it. "Oh, of course. Pleased, pleased to meet you."
Sammy, never very sensitive to awkwardness since he rarely experienced it himself and so did not recognize it in others, said, "Are we are going to double-team you too, or just this one?" I had not said a thing so about the help I needed so this question was Sammy filling in the blanks, so to speak, or thinking about filling in the blanks.
Ellen glanced at me. "We flipped a coin." She said. "She goes first."
I was impressed with her poise. She did not even blink. I looked at Sammy. "Ass or pussy?"
He grinned. "How about pussy then ass? I need to get warmed up." Then he looked at Ellen. "You work with my Mom, really?"
Ellen got that 'caught' look in her eyes again. She nodded.
He looked over at me, something glittering in his eyes. "Mom, she mentioned you the other day. Said, said she was happy to have you...working for her. Now I see why." He gestured at the naked woman. "Who's this?"
We all stood there looking at each other while Dannielle wagged her head side to side, obviously wondering what was happening. We had both released her tits by then and she was wondering what happened to the hands on her.
"So? Are you here to watch or are you...wait! You flipped a coin? Was that for doing it or just going second?" Sammy's face was so funny as the additional idea bounced through his mind.
Ellen looked at me. "I told you. We flipped for second." She said, her voice suddenly tensing more. Sammy wasn't tracking real well. "You aren't one of those little guys with a kick stand are you? A cock the hangs down to your knees?"
Sammy sobered and stared at the woman for a while, attenuating the moment. "No." He said distinctly. "Disappointed?"
Ellen's gaze never wavered. "No. Look at me. Relieved more like it." The nude woman and Sammy stared each other down for what seemed like a long time. Sammy finally cracked and looked away, then at me. He grinned and looked back at Ellen. "How about a blow job, just to drain the pipes a little before I do your friend here?" Sammy said. What a fucking charmer, I thought.
"What a charmer you are." Ellen said with a smirk.
She surprised me by walking over to Sammy, she unbuckled his belt and shucked his pants off his narrow ass. "Honeywell? You do look like your father." She said.
At that precious moment, my phone rang. I answered it.
"Sonny."
Shit. It was Sam Honeywell. I stared at my phone, unwilling to think this was a coincidence. They do happen, though so I wasn't jumping to any conclusions. Ellen was licking her lips as she worked Sammy's pants down over his cock arch. Neither of them noticed my phone ring. I didn't say anything to Sam, watching Ellen work to unleash Sammy's cock. I stalled till Ellen kissed the bullet end and then sucked him into her mouth. Sammy growled. "I like this girl!"
"Sonny? Are you there?"
I moved off into the living room. "Hi Sam. What's up?" I asked, surprised by his call and stalling to regain my balance.
"Is, uh, is Sammy there. With you, I mean? I called Alissa when Sammy didn't answer his phone. I was going to take him out for lunch. She said he was with you."
Unless he called Sammy in the last few minutes, Sammy must have known his father was calling. Perhaps he just ignored him. I guess that made sense, given what he was getting right now.
"Well? Is he?" Sam asked.
I saw the difficulty. I liked to suffer the truth rather than suffer from lies. "Well, yeah, he is. Ellen is blowing him in the other room. We are about to do Mrs. Bickerstaff."
"No shit!" Sam growled. "I mean, no kidding!"
"No kidding."
"Mrs. Bickerstaff? Really?"
"What happened to your blond?" I was searching for a distraction, a way to change the subject. Having Sammy here getting blown while I was talking to his father in the phone made me feel nervous for some reason. Can't imagine why.
"She had a prior engagement. I had some business to take care of. Listen, what you said, was it for real? I mean about Melissa?"
I had to slow him down a bit. "What do you think Alissa would think?"
"What do I care?"
Not the response I expected. "You don't care?"
"I haven't been there for nearly a year. Don't let her get pissed at you, she never lets it go. One little slip and I am personna non grata between her legs."
I doubted it was one little slip. More like a dozen, if I understood the meaning of an apartment. "Do you want to talk to Sammy?"
"No. No. Far be it from me to interrupt him getting his knob shined. I'll, I'll talk to him another time. Have fun."
I decided to test a theory. "You downstairs, Sam?" I asked.
Silence. Finally he answered. "Uh huh." More silence. I waited. "I saw Sammy's car in the garage. Hard to miss that beast."
"Uh huh." I said. "Leaving or returning?"
"Coming back. Mrs. Er, the blond is supposed to be back later this afternoon."
"Well. I'll see you around." He remained on the line.
"Why did you call back, Mr. Honeywell?" I asked dryly.
"I, well, I thought...honestly, Sonny?"
"Yeah, honestly. The best policy and all that."
"I thought maybe you'd share one of them."
I chuckled. The bird is flushed.
"Mr. Honeywell, I thought you had business to take care of or something."
He hesitated. "Yeah, I always say that. I, she, my blond had to go and I do have to leave till this evening. I got to thinking about your, uh, proposal."
"Your sister-in-law?" I offered, helping but not too much.
"Melissa, yeah. I, well, I was thinking that if, if she wants to do the father and son thing with us, well, Sammy and I, we should have a shot at doing a woman together. It, it can be tricky, technically speaking and I cannot imagine..."
Uh oh, I thought.
"Sonny..." Sam Honeywell stalled.
I decided to head him off. "Sam, Mr. Honeywell, don't ask unless you want to know."
He hesitated. "You, you said he did Alissa and Melissa?" He could not keep the incredulity out of his voice.
I had not wish to persuade him of anything. "I did."
"Together?"
"You'd have to ask them." I dodged and happy about it.
Silence. "Sonny, listen, I was thinking that you had two women there, maybe you would care to share. You know, let Sammy and I do one together. You pick."
Generous guy, I thought. Offering to share my lovers with me. I almost snarked but didn't. "I think you have the wrong idea about me and Ms. Collier and Mrs. Bickerstaff. I can't just offer them up to someone else." I almost told him he was too late. Had he called before I called Sammy in for a consultation, he might have been in luck. I wanted to know if he was a knucklehead in the sack or not. I wasn't going to offer him anything unless he liked to watch a woman thrash through an orgasm as much as I did. Spit and go was not my style.
"I was just thinking, you know, making a suggestion. You know, about a practice run, with Sammy..." His voice tailed off. "You know. What you said."
"I didn't say anything about sharing a woman with him. I think that was all your idea." I hesitated and added, "Not a bad one really."
He waited, avoiding cajoling or other persuasion. I liked his style, just ask and wait for the answer. It told me my answer mattered to him. That was reassuring, if not a little fantastic. Adults rarely took me seriously, which is odd because by most measures, I am an adult. I still felt like a kid talking to an older man like this though. I swallowed that thought. I had to buck up or in my experience, Sam would run roughshod right over my teeth. Sid was different because I had my life at risk but even then, I did okay with him. Sam, though, he had known me since I was a little shaver. I cast about for a way to get our new relationship properly arranged. I had flash and went with it.
"Sam, I have no problem sharing but, you need to have something to trade. Get that? That blond was hot."
He laughed. "She was hot...hey! What are you suggesting?"
I said it plainly. "If you want to get some of what I am getting, you need to have something to trade."
He snorted. "You telling me you can trade your pussy? Just like that?"
I let the question dangle for a moment. Sammy was hollering through his first orgasm in the bedroom. "I can't just give it away to someone like you, Sam. That makes them look cheap. But if I trade up...they might understand, it might go over a little better."
"How am I ever going to do Melissa with Sammy if I don't get a shot with someone else first?"
There. That was the question. I knew the answer. I wondered if Sam Honeywell did. "Sam, I may be all fouled up but my guess is that would be much more likely if you had a chance of getting back with your wife. What do you think?"
Silence. Then he said the damnedest thing. "I never thought of that. Do you think that is possible?" He was silent for a could moments. "You, you have been doing Alissa, what do you think?"
I was so discombobulated with his question I was dumbfounded, blank-minded and stuttering like I forgot how to speak English as a second language. Finally I managed a response. "Uh, there's always a chance."
"And Melissa? A chance with her?"
The guy had been panting after his sister-in-law forever, I figured. She certainly had tortured him plenty with her teasing. "I might be able to arrange that, you know, if it got right down to it. Since I have some control of your wife, with some inducement, I might be willing to arrange for your wife to fuck you...well, that might be pushing it. I might be able to arrange for you to fuck her again, though." My mind was churning. I felt like Tinker Bell, no, Cupid—the dude with the Valentine's arrows. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw Ellen walk out of the bedroom, wiping her mouth with a wash cloth. She sauntered to the bar and poured herself a drink and downed it. She was completely nude, except for a pair of high heels she did not wear into the apartment. She must have stored them here someplace.
"Alissa? You could do that?"
"Who did you screw to piss her off in the first place?"
Silence.
"You'd have to be able to trade her to me, whoever it was." I thought a moment, watching Ellen sipping her drink, gazing at me. She had put on makeup, her lashes were thick with mascara that gave her a baleful, voracious appearance, with the close-cropped helmet of red hair. Her nipples were protruding. Her ass looked awesome with the heels. I had a flash of penetrating her ass but Sammy had called 'ass' but just the idea of this small woman pinned between us sizzled through me. My cock, dozing while I talked to Sam, woke up. Ellen saw my reaction to her appearance and I caught her grinning with private satisfaction.
"I don't know if that would be possible." Sam said finally. "You drive a hard bargain."
"Hard." I snickered. I could not help myself. I know it was juvenile but I just couldn't help it. I was terribly nervous, talking to Alissa's husband and Sammy's dad while he was in screwing Dannielle, or playing pinochle or whatever they were doing in there. The noises were indistinct and muffled. Ellen eyed me, sipping her bourbon.
"Quit it, Duncan. This is har...difficult."
I waited, leaving the silence in disturbed.
Finally Sam Honeywell said, "Oh, I get it. You want the blond, don't you?"
"Busted. Why wouldn't I?"
"I can't just trade her around like that. She is not like that. It is more likely she would trade me than me doing it. It isn't like that."
I nodded. "Now you get my point, I think. These things are not that simple."
More silence. "Did Sammy really do Alissa?" He asked finally.
I pondered how or if I should answer that question. I was operating on the assumption that if Melissa liked the idea of doing Sam and Sammy, it would be just as interesting to Alissa. Now, confronted with his interest, I was suddenly unsure of myself. I needed to dodge out of this. This all happened pretty spontaneously and I was not at all sure I knew what I was doing. I suddenly feared it would stretch my control of Alissa out of shape; the key to control of a sex slave seems to be to be sure you are always telling her to do what she wants to do and never vary far from that. "I, I was just thinking about the blond, Sam, but I am not kidding. I know Melissa would fuck you or I could get her to if you wanted."
"I lied. I do care what Alissa would think. They, they have a competitive relationship."
"I know, I figured that out. Sam, if you fucked Melissa, isn't it possible that might make Alissa want you back?" I am such a romantic.
"Or she might want my nuts on a toothpick."
"Think she'd be all that fired up to skewer you for doing blonds if you caught her riding Sammy?"
"Holy shit, Sonny! What are you suggesting?"
"Balancing the scale a little maybe. I don't know. It might be worth considering. But Sam, if you want a trial run, you need to have something to put in the pot."
I could feel Sam's struggle. "You don't make this easy, Mr. Duncan."
"Think about it. You have my number." I said.
"Yeah. I do." Sam said. He was silent again. "So? No chance today?"
I chuckled, relieved a little to be able to tell him no. "Not today. Not with these two women. This is mostly business...fun as hell but still business. I think your goal of keeping Bickerstaff and Kline off of Alissa and out of Alissa is doable."
"But you will be doing her?"
It sounded like a real question and I was in deep water. "Let's just say we have an understanding and I have some influence but I don't want to spend it all in one place or for one reason. I am hoping it will earn interest."
"If you don't use it, you mean? I get it. I shouldn't have asked. My other line is beeping, I gotta go." He clicked off.
I walked over to the bar and laid my phone on it. I ran my eyes over Ellen's body like I was caressing her. She closed her eyes and shivered like she could feel my gaze writhing over her skin.
"You going to go watch them?" Ellen asked.
I nodded, thinking about a drink but then deciding there was time enough for that later. I took her wrist between a thumb and forefinger and led her back into the bedroom. Sammy sat against the headboard of the bed, pillows behind his back against the brass bars, sitting between the nude woman's shackled arm. Dannielle had his cock in her mouth. She could not go down on him completely because her arms were stretched too widely to allow it but she had re-energized him. Sammy was erect when I arrived, Ellen in tow.
"Sonny, I am not even going to asks how you managed this. That girl, she can suck me anytime. I bet she could suck a peach through a garden hose and not even bruise it."
Ellen actually grinned. Smiling made her look like a different person, much younger and more innocent than she likely ever was. Nothing about sober-Ellen suggested innocence. The knowledge in her eyes made her exciting. Her eyes, however, were fixed on Sammy. She moved from behind me, stepping towards the bed where the nude woman sucked loudly. Dannielle, still isolated from the sensory world beyond her own body lavished attention on Sammy's cock. I think she understood this was a new cock, the second cock of her fantasy and she was showing it full and due appreciation and encouragement. I was forgotten but I only felt pride that Sammy was getting a little.



Dannielle, seeming to sense us though still deaf and blind, lifted her head off of Sammy's cock. Sammy immediately moved his legs under her and slid down. She had a little slack—Ellen clearly had experience with tying up a woman for this purpose—and the configuration accommodated Sammy as he slipped between her legs. He stopped with his cock pointing at her pussy. He pushed a pillow under her ass. Dannielle groaned and lifted her head, widening her knees to help, understanding what was about to happen. The cock probing blindly between her legs, bumping about provided sufficient clues to what was coming next. Once the pillow was in place, she could feel the cock just touching her pussy but she did not move. Sammy reached around her, gripping her ass. Dannielle groaned again, arching her back. She gripped the headboard and slowly began to lower her pussy. Sammy gripped his cock and waved it across her bulging pussy lips several times. When he stopped, the head just parting her pussy, he reached to the small of her back and tapped her several times. Dannielle slowly settled down onto his cock, widening her legs as she sank down.
She screamed into the gag.
"You want her ass now?" Ellen asked casually.
I realized I had been staring, watching the two people couple on the bed. I looked at Ellen. Her flashy lashes netted her eyes but I could see the gleam in them. "You like watching?" I asked.
Ellen nodded. "I always have. Take off your clothes. I'll blow you." She spoke casually, like she was asking for a light for her cigar but her eyes fixed on Dannielle's ass rising and sinking over Sammy's arched black body. She licked her lips.
"How 'bout if I taste you instead?"
Slowly she turned her head to look at me. She grinned then and then sobered, as though her face always snapped back into that somber glower she wore most of the time.
"Sit over there, where you can watch. I think a nice va-va-voom might be good for you. You seem a little tense."
"He's my bosses' son, don't you think I should be?"
"That's your bosses wife and that doesn't seem to bother you. You have been bending over for him for how long?" I spoke softly. When she did not respond I asked, "You don't know whether to fuck or run, do you?" I took a light hold of her wrist and pulled her away from the bed.
"Something like that." She pulled her wrist loose and moved over to the easy chair by the window and perched her little ass on the edge. She slumped back, arching her back and widening her legs. "You serious or just teasing?" She whispered.
I got serious. When my tongue touched her pussy lips, she sighed and settled back. "I need a pillow, so I can relax and cum when I want without pulling something."
I chuckled and robbed a pillow from beside Sammy and Dannielle. Mrs. Bickerstaff was grinding her hips, astride Sammy while he pulled at her ass and helped cinch them together. Her torso would not lower to touch him, so it was the joint of cock and pussy that hooked them together in their pursuit of pleasure. Sammy looked around her suspended body. "Who is this I am fucking, anyway?"
I regarded him with some aplomb and without hesitation said, "That's Dannielle Bickerstaff."
Sammy's eyes got really wide. He grasped her ass hard and pulled her down violently onto his cock. Her head lifted in a salacious but muted scream as he rooted himself in her. The junction was awkward but seemed to set her off. She bucked and came, sagging and then as Sammy reamed up into her, she bucked and came again. Her muffled voice took on a rhythm as her body convulsed from one cresting climax to the next.
"Jesus, Sonny, how the fuck do you get us into these...er...women?" He latched onto Dannielle's near tit and sucked and bit it. She screamed mutedly into the gag but did not move out of his clutches, holding her breast to his lips, her back tilted to keep the contact, even as her body rattled with the torturing teeth on her tit. Her head wagged back and forth as she fought to grind her pussy down onto the cock between her thighs while keeping her breast at his mouth. The two motions contorted her impossibly in her pursuit of both sensations at once.
I thought it would be cool to give Dannielle a chance to talk and hear so I took off her buds and released the gag. She immediately bent down and began to kiss Sammy. She lifted up. "Oh god but I love chocolate." She resumed kissing him while her hips ground down on him. His black hands webbed her fine ass.
Ellen positioned the pillow and I bent over her slumped body and kissed her. She caressed my cheek with one hand. I moved to her little breast and sucked her nipple hard between my teeth. Ellen hissed. "Oh yes, much better than Bickerstaff. You know how to warm a girl up."
"The feeling is mutual." I said as I moved to the other nipple.
"Bite me." She said. "Hard. I like a bit of zap."
I did and she quaked, resisting me but not fighting me.
"Now the other. Don't leave a girl unbalanced." Ellen whispered. "Bite it, too."
I moved back to the other nipple and sucked on it hard. The hard little nub seemed to stiffen more. I twanged it with my tongue and Ellen groaned approval. I bit down, near the root and her whole body bucked but carefully. Her hands pressed on my shoulders. She panted so heavily I doubt she could speak any longer. Like Dannielle she reacted without resisting the sharp pain electrifying her nipple.
I kissed lower till I felt the silken tendrils of her pubic hair on my chin. Once again, I sought her clit without success but the search is supposed to be as important as the destination. I think I read that in 'Zen and the Art of Pussy Eating' or some such tome. I am sure it said searching was as important to the soul as finding. Ellen certainly seemed to think so. She writhed and shimmered as I licked up and down her cleft. Her little body trembled as I licked her. She made no effort to move me but let me roam as I wished. After several minutes of this, punctuated by Dannielle's moaning from the bed, she finally growled at me.
"Inside. In me, please."
I obliged, like the gentleman I am, pointing my tongue and pressing into the mysterious inner flesh of her body.
"Oh sweet Christ!" Ellen groaned. "Oh yes, oh yes, there, there!" She whispered.
I felt that rough patch at the roof of her pussy and she convulsed as my tongue sought and found it. She had hold of her legs, a hand behind each knee, pulling them wide so as not to impede my investigation of her molten pussy. It was awkward but her little hips pulsed as I ate her. With my tongue deep inside her, I began to finger her, searching for her clit. I knew when I found it because her whole body bucked.
"Oh fuck, Sonny. I want your cock. I want to sit on your cock and come with you inside of me." Ellen mumbled, her voice raw with passion. She took no action to create that image; luxuriating in the wash of pleasure lapping at her consciousness. I continued to eat her, her legs V'd beside my head. On the bed behind me, Dannielle was panting and gasping. I could hear the squelching of her body as she rammed herself down onto Sammy's cock over and over again.
I located Ellen's clit again and she bucked again. "Oh fuck, Sonny, yes, like that!" I began to thrum her clit and she began to pulse with me. Over and over she shuddered till she began to pant and gasp, sucking air and hissing. "Harder, harder." I intensified the pressure on her little clit. She did not seem to be nearly as tender as other women. The pressure wound her tighter. "Harder! Harder!" She grated through gritted teeth.
I began to rub her faster and faster and I sensed she was approaching orgasm. When she released her legs and they clamped shut, cracking against my ears, I knew she was close. I persisted, fighting her body as she struggled to come, pulling against her slight legs with my hands. She seemed enthralled by the resistance so that the harder I pushed the harder she resisted till I opened her again. I continued to pursue her pleasure, knowing it was only a matter of time before she would come. When she finally did, she screamed and bucked, grinding her pussy against my mouth and driving my tongue off her g-spot and deep into her body. She howled. She screamed and then gasped and went limp.
"Oh sweet buttery Christ!" She whispered. "That is so good. My god, girl, you do know how to eat pussy."
I cleared my throat and sat back, still fully clothed. "Excuse me?"
"High praise, high praise, Sonny. You eat pussy like a girl."
"Uh huh." Even though I knew she was fucking with me, I still felt that surge of pride run through me like an electric current. I wanted pussy in the worst way. I needed to be inside someone. I stood up and began to undress. Ellen watched me with undisguised anticipation lighting her eyes.
"Sammy? You ready for a little ass?" I asked not looking away from Ellen. Her face clinched with disappointment. "Or should I fuck Ellen here? Unless you want a straight taste?" Her face twisted with a mixture of confused emotions, eager anticipation fighting with the luscious stress of denial and the rite of watching, all mingled together in her expression, all working to keep her in her unflattering poise, her legs pulled wide by her own hands, completely exposed, fairly begging to be fucked with everything but actual words.
"Jesus, Sonny. Don't do that to me!" Ellen grumbled.
"Ass. Yes, I want this ass!" Sammy said, slapping Danielle loudly on the flank. She grunted. Even without the gag, she was proving very quiet thus far. Time to make her scream.
"Ellen. Why don't you warm her up for us. Where is the lube."
Ellen's face twitched again. I knew I was fucking with her, teasing her with three things at once when she knew she had to chose only one or would only get one while she wished devoutly for them all. "I'll get it." She struggled to get out of the plush recliner. I helped her stand. "There is a paddle I want to try."
I followed her to the other bedroom. A locked cabinet stood open. It had an array of toys most of which I did not recognize. I did see a very small harness with a long, skinny cock attached to it. I picked it up. "Don't tell me." I said.
Ellen snatched it out of my hands and closed the cabinet doors. "Don't even think about it." She growled.
"What would you need that for?" I asked, an honest question. She did not seem amused and snarled and left me to wonder. I think my brain must have encountered a flaw and abended (abnormal end) and rebooted. I was still staring at the closed but not locked cabinet when I heard the first crack and howl from the other bedroom. That snapped me out of my reverie and I sauntered back to the other bedroom. Sammy had his dick in Dannielle's mouth while Ellen was cracking the curved, soft plastic paddle onto the woman's broad ass.
"Is this safe?" Sammy asked, grunting as Dannielle's head managed to descend nearly the whole distance onto his cock.
Dannielle moaned and sucked harder. Ellen struck her and she hissed, sucking harder still. Dannielle's body was stressed, hung from the headboard, her back arched to present her ass, and her head down, stretching her fine neck to fit her mouth over Sammy's cock. She was a vision. She bobbed her head on Sammy's cock.
"Oh god, I don't even care!" Sammy moaned.
"We did her like that last night and I am still full length." I said. Sammy just nodded.
Ellen warmed up Dannielle's ass for several minutes, varying the pace and timing of her blows to the woman's ass. When she finished, Dannielle's ass was weaving in the air. She was still bound.
"Should I take off the blindfold?" Sammy asked.
I glanced at Ellen and she shook her head. I shrugged. "Up to you."
Sammy grinned and removed it. I moved over to the bed and kissed one of Dannielle's stressed shoulders. "Dannielle, my dear, allow me to introduce Sammy Honeywell. He is Alissa's son."
"Oh no! Oh no!" Dannielle groaned. She shook her head and closed her eyes.
"He is going to fuck you in the ass now, while I am in your pussy." I finished.
Dannielle dropped her head below her body. "No, please. I mean, not him. I cannot. Please."
Sammy, undeterred by her protestations, slipped between her legs till his mouth was even with her breasts, which he began to kiss and suck.
A great shudder ran through Dannielle. "Oh god that feels so good. So good. Sammy, Sammy, Sammy!" She chanted his name as he kissed and licked her dangling tits, like she was worried she would forget who she was fucking.
I was inspired. I grabbed Ellen and pulled her nude body over to the head of the bed. I bent her onto the bed next to Dannielle. Reading my mind, Ellen grasped Dannielle by the hair and turned her head. "Watch this, bitch!" Ellen growled. "Watch him fuck me. Then he is going to stick his cock slathered with Ellen into your mouth before he fucks you."
I entered Ellen, shoving my cock into her milky cunt. She was frothy with excitement and my late attention. "Sweet Christ!" She groaned as I penetrated her body.
I could see part of Dannielle's face around Ellen's bent body. My cock slide into the slight woman, sticking till she wiggled her ass back and forth and then she released. I slide deep and firmly into her boiling depths. Ellen sighed and rammed her body back at me with force, ramming my cock hard into her. Dannielle stared between Ellen's legs where I was joined to her. I pumped Ellen several times. She groaned with each downward stroke. I pulled out of her and pulled her away from the bed. She staggered to the recliner and flopped into it.
"Fuck me, you are a bastard of a tease, Sonny Duncan!"
"Not your turn." I returned. "You lost the coin flip."
I approached Dannielle. Her head was still turned, locked in place by Sammy's sucking on her breasts. I presented the end of my cock before her face. Dannielle stretched her long, aristocratic neck, projecting her pouting lips at the dewy end of my cock. She licked over the end and then strained to suck the helmet past her lips. She licked over my pussy-sensitized cockhead. I felt like I was being electrocuted by the goddess of fuck. I thought my head was going to explode. I leaned in and fed my cock into Dannielle's mouth, bulging one cheek with the head of it. The angle was so wrong all she could do was suck on the first third of my cock. That was plenty, she licked the rest clean as best she could, her tongue extending wonderfully over the rest of my shaft. The woman acted like she enjoyed the taste of pussy on my cock. Nice thought but likely unlikely. I was surely hallucinating.
Sammy struggled all the way down, through her legs and off the end of the bed. "Lube?" He said.
Ellen pointed and he retrieved the bottle from the TV cabinet. Dannielle's mouth was still on my cock when he opened her the first time. I thought she was going to suck me into a linked sausage. Her lips clamped down and she sucked so hard I nearly came. She was moaning and grunting. I felt the shock of Sammy's finger piercing her ass expressed with her lips and mouth. It was a jerk and a clinch communicated from her ass through her body to her lips and thus to my cock. What a sensation!
"Sweet Jesus of the land!" Ellen muttered. "I am going to watch a woman get double fucked. I have seen a lot of fucking things but never that."
The words seemed to set Dannielle abuzz. Her mouth sizzled as the meaning of the words entered her and set her on fire. She pulled her mouth off my cock. "His finger, its, its inside of me." She gasped, arching her back to present Sammy with full access. "He is, he is lubing me up and then he is going to put his cock into my ass. I, I have never done that before." She said, panting around each word.
"She is tight but I think she is ready, Sonny."
"I am so ready!" Dannielle agreed. "Goddammit, I want you both to fuck me. I am on fire. I can feel his finger all the way inside of me now. I want your cock. Please, put a cock in me!"
I approached her mouth but Dannielle shook her head emphatically. "No, no, in my cunt. I want, I need a cock in my cunt. And, and, oh god I cannot believe this, I want a cock in my ass. I can feel it. I need to feel it. I want it, please."
"Christ, Sonny, you better do as she says." Ellen's tense voice floated over my shoulder.
Shit, everyone was in a hurry. I was standing there trying to figure out how to get where I was going without getting all tangled up in the bindings. Finally, I settled on Sammy's path, sitting against the headboard before sliding under Dannielle's outstretched arms, through her V'd knees and under her body. She held still while I inserted myself under her, between her planted knees. I had to go down and kiss her breasts, wiping them off first because Sammy was such a slob. She grunted as I sucked at first one breast then the other. Her nipples were hard and taut, a vibrant contrast to the smooth aureole that surrounded them. I licked around them and would have kept at it a while but the woman kept trying to push her tit down my throat, pressing it as hard against my lips as she could, suspended as she was. She'd lift up and when I followed, she bounce the dangling tit against my face, gurgling with erotic glee. When I moved back up underneath her, Dannielle bent her head down and tried to kiss me. I had to lift up to meet her lips. She was on fire. Her mouth was open and her tongue snaked into my mouth. Her lips worked at mine, impassioned by the digit in her ass. I could feel the odd jerking in her hips as Sammy worked her ass.
I felt hands pushing pillows under me and realized Ellen was helping.
"Hurry up, guys. I want my turn." Ellen muttered. I saw one of her hands pinch Dannielle's tit hard and Dannielle bucked.
"Oh fuck me, please, Sonny. Put it, put it, put it in, in in me. Get closer so I can sink down on you!" Dannielle's voice was raw with passion, twanging with urgency.
I followed Dannielle's suggestion and she made good on her promise. I felt her seething pussy kissing my cock and then enveloping it. It was like it had been a thousand years or never since I felt that sensation. It was electric. Dannielle's excitement communicated itself to me. Her body vibrated with anticipation, lust, and the thrill of feeling me fill her. I think she wanted it every bit as much as I did. As she sank down on me, Dannielle shivered, lifting her head and using leverage from her bound arms to cinch us together. She didn't have the right leverage so I gripped her ass in both hands and pulled her down onto my bowed body. Her ass was hot to the touch and when I pulled her down, she screamed, shimmying her ass as her pussy enveloped my cock. The angle of her body allowed the tips of her heavy tits to brush my upper chest and neck. She ground herself down onto my cock till I was well rooted inside of her. Once joined, she tried to kiss me but could not bend through her arms far enough since I sloped away from her. I teased her by lifting up to kiss her lightly and then sinking out of reach when her mouth opened and her tongue touched my lips. She panted above me, her eyes wild with frustration, stimulation, and the sensation of my cock in her pussy and Sammy's finger working around inside her lubricated ass. I tired and relaxed my back, withdrawing half my cock from Dannielle's body. She hissed and her whole body shook as she found the limits of her bindings. She tried to descend the length of my shaft and could not, keening with the need to feel filled once more.
Ellen helped me position pillows under my ass. As soon as I was situated and got still, Dannielle began to ram herself full of cock, hammering her cunt down my shaft with her surging ass, pounding me with short awkward strokes till her body arched and she screamed, the orgasm lashing through her, contorting her face as she climaxed. Her body bucked twice and then she tried to collapse but the ties held her more or less in position.



"Oh my god, that was tremendous." She gasped. "I have had an unbelievable orgasm. Now, now I am going to be fucked in the ass."
I had no idea who she was talking to but she pretty much understood her situation. Very accurate reporting, I thought. With her body cinched down onto my cock, she was still and I felt Sammy behind her. The naked woman tipped forward, arching her shoulders to rest her tits on my chest, her arms pulled far behind her. I felt her ass lift as her back bent and she opened herself. Sammy moved into position behind her. She grunted and twitched. I presumed he was greasing her up again. He handed the lube to Ellen and returned to Dannielle's ass. Dannielle jerked as he probed her ass again. Her pussy rippled with the penetration.
What a sensation!
Then I felt her rock forward, her body leaving part of my cock. She resisted the motion and hunched backward. She jerked once and she groaned. "Oh fuck me, I am so full of cock!" She settled down on my cock again, her body clasping me, her thighs quivered against my pelvis. I felt Sammy adjusting her body. He pulled back, rocking her back off my cock; then I felt him stroke into her, hard. He rammed her hard down onto me. Her frame rattled with his motion. Her head raised, exposing her neck to me, her hands planted to either side of the headboard. Her face scrunched up like she was weeping but her body was shaking. The tips of her tits scrapped back and forth across my chest. She swayed over me, her tits bouncing and kissing my chest and neck. Her head wagged up and down, covering her face with her brown hair and then exposing her neck, stressed and graceful while she panted and moaned. Sammy leaned over her and then pulled back and rammed her hard once more. Her thighs widened and she ground hard onto my cock, forced full of it by the weight on her back and the cock penetrating her ass. She bucked then, gritting her teeth, sucking air between them as she shuddered and shook. Her eyes went closed and she gasped and she tipped over onto me, her breasts brushing up my chest before being smashed between us. Sammy kept a steady rhythm, ramming her from behind, punctuating her own motions. I flexed beneath her, trying to keep her pussy filled while she writhed between us. One hand came free then the other and I realized Ellen was releasing her. I felt Sammy behind her, hammering her with short little strokes that shook her, me and the whole bed.
Dannielle's hands found my shoulders and gripped me hard. My ass was on three pillows so she lay down on me. I had hold of her ass and felt Sammy bumping against her. I pulled her open and the tension sealed us together. Her legs convulsed, twitching with the tension of being pinned between two men, penetrated by two cocks. Her eyes rolled and closed and she gasped over and over, sucking air past her full, voluptuous lips. She kept trying to sit up and ride me but Sammy pushed her down and the incline of my torso constantly tipped her downward. Finally she grunted, cupped the back of my head with her hands and kissed me, her tongue spearing into my mouth, lashing me with tingling sensations that spread throughout my body. Her body seemed to meld with mine, coating me like sensational pleasure while her body bucked, rammed over and over again from behind.
She lifted her head, nodding with Sammy's increasingly violent motion.
"Oh god, so full. I...I...I have two, two cocks in me!" Her voice whispered. Then her face lit and she smiled. "Sonny, fuck me! I...you can fuck me whenever you like. I am yours!"
Women keep saying that to me. Not complaining but it seemed weird. I heard Sammy chortling, pausing behind her. For a second we three were still, tightly joined. "He told you to say that, didn't he?" I asked.
Sammy resumed his penetrating strokes of Dannielle's ass before she could answer, rendering her voice into a high squeal. He increased the tempo and the force, hammering Dannielle ever tighter onto my cock. She lay between us, her head shaking as Sammy shook us both, rattling us together.
He groaned, he grunted, he came, pumping against her hot ass. He ground against her, holding her down onto my cock.
Dannielle's face was pressed against the junction of my neck and shoulder. She was hissing as Sammy filled her. She was whispering something and finally I could hear what she was saying. "Two, two, two." She was chanting. I turned to her and kissed her forehead. She opened her eyes. They were dreamy. "I have two men in me." She whispered as Sammy coasted to a grunting stop on top of us. "I have heard, but I never imagined. My ass is full of cock and cum." She smiled airily. She ground her hips between us and suddenly her pussy seemed alive, rippling and clasping my cock planted so deeply in her. Her hips began to move and she began to fuck me. Sammy rolled off us and flopped to the side.
"Sweet bucking Christ!" Ellen said from somewhere above us.
"So sweet!" Dannielle echoed. Her hips began to rock and roll, grinding her body against me. I reached behind her grasping her hips. They were still hot and when I gripped her, her head flew back, bitting her full lower lip. She planted her hands on my chest and she continued to ride me. Ellen had released her legs as well, so she mounted me more firmly, her thighs and calves clasping me as her rump rocked on me, holding my cock inside, scraping it across the side and roof of her pussy. It was awkward as my ass was propped up on the pillows so she always seemed about to topple down onto me. Her breasts wavered and heaved as she chased her pleasure. After five or six grinding strokes, she seized and grunted, her hips shaking, her hands scratched my chest. Her head nodded twice in two great arcs. Then she resumed riding me. Again, after a few strokes, she halted and shivered, shaking and gasping. Her eyes opened as she stared down at me, but I don't think she saw me. They were glassy, coated with a film of erotic glee and shimmering with pleasured amazement. She continued the pattern, fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck fuck, coooooommmmmeee! Repeating it over and over again while I tried to accommodate her. Finally I made out the words she was hissing between her teeth when she came. When I comprehended it, she was saying "eight".
I was just about to break in two when Ellen rocked us to the side and pulled out the pillows. Dannielle settled onto me and gripped my shoulders. I grasped her ass and began to ram her pussy down onto my cock as I arched my back. Each thrust seemed to penetrate some small bit deeper up into her body. Dannielle chased her orgasms and I was her vehicle. In this flatter position, I she could ride me with more control and the little thrills eluded her. She increased the action of her ass on me, rolling it faster and faster, trying to make fire but only succeeding in releasing a flood of fluid from her body, splashing between us. She grunted, she groaned and then she shouted my name, arched her back and sat up, twisting and shimmying over me.
She thrashed once and screamed, collapsing onto my chest. For a moment she lay gasping and then like a tent rising, lifted by some internal pole, she unfurled again, lifting her torso up. She resumed grinding us together. Her thighs clasping me.
"My ass is on fire!" She gurgled. "I can feel the heat inside. It is spreading and I...I...I am coming again! More. More. More." She cried, amazement rife in her voice. "Oh God, please let it never stop!" She collapsed again but again, after a couple gulping breaths, she rose up again and resumed her pursuit.
I was engaged in my own pursuit. My hands splayed on her seared hips, pulling her down harder and harder each time she rose up and crashed down, grinding her pubic bone against mine. Another orgasm crashed into her and she wavered and drifted down onto my chest again. Up again. My god, how long could the woman go? My cock was intimidated but not cowardly. All I was aware of was this woman's passion. Then the flicker of my own orgasm robbed me of rationality and I clinched her body down onto mine, arching under her heaving hips, my hands clasping her ass hard.
"Oh god, oh, oh, oh goood!" Dannielle cried. In that moment I fountained up into her. That seemed to rekindle the intensity and she bucked hard, her head fell back on her shoulders and she began to buck and thrash, squeaking and hissing as the force of the pleasure ravaged her. Her hands gripped my shoulders, scratching my chest.
My pleasure swelled and coursed through my body, flooding up into her. She reverberated with my pleasure, sending it back to me, amplified. Her breasts weaved over me in a complex pattern as she orgasmed. She jerked and tensed, crying out again and then slowly, like a collapsing building, she flowed down onto me, coating my twitching body with hers. My own orgasm passed and we lay, sealed together, panting.
"Holy fuck." Sammy said. "That looked really fun."
"Like you got short changed, bitch." Ellen said.
"Who you calling bitch? You're next, bitch." Sammy's voice was tired but vibrant. "I think we'll stretch you out a little, don't you?"
I expected some salty reply from Ellen but instead, all she did was sigh and say a breathy 'yes'. Nothing else, just "Yes! Oh, yes!"
I closed my eyes and when I opened them the next time, Dannielle was completely relaxed on my chest and I could not breathe. "Heavy." I said and regretted it instantly. I struggled to tip the lank woman off of me and only succeeded in cramming her into the little bit of space between us and Sammy. I thought he had gone to fuck Ellen. I also thought a lot of time had passed but I think I was mistaken.
"Come on, you dirty boy. Time to clean you off. Sonny is going to get my ass, that means you need to get clean so I can get you off the street."
"What? Off the street?"
"In the parking garage, genius. Parked. Fucked. Do I have to draw you a picture?" Ellen's voice was the perfect timbre of disdain. "My garage? Your auto?"
For once Sonny was slow on the uptake. "What?"
"Your cock in my cunt, stupid." Ellen said, her voice twisted with mocking contempt.
"Oh. Mouth?"
Ellen hesitated. I could not see them, Dannielle was still not quite with us and her hair covered my eyes. "Yes, mouth."
"Pussy?" Sammy pressed.
"Yes. Pussy."
"Ass?" Sammy said.
"Oh yes, ass."
"Kiss me you evil bitch!" Sammy chortled.
I could hear them kissing. Ellen was fairly humming. I could feel their connection from where I was. Hmmm.
I felt Sammy leave the bed. Dannielle lifted her head a micron, barely moving but enough to make me focus on her. She made to kiss the side of my neck but sighed, her plush lips just resting against my skin. "That was unbelievable." She whispered. "I have been double fucked. For real." She shifted a little and unhooked her far leg from that side of my body, succeeding in getting it part of the way over me but ending with it draped over my thighs. She turned her head and kissed the shoulder by her face. I squirmed till I was more or less face to face with her. She grinned. "The only thing I can imagine that would have made that better would be if you had rolled my hot ass onto the bed and finished in me like that. I think I lost IQ as it is, though. I'd be reduced to using just one syllable if you had fucked my burning ass on the bed. God, Sonny, how did this happen? What are you?"
I wanted to answer but my mind was blank. Perhaps Sammy had not cued her up before when she claimed to be mine. I could hope. The shower came on.
After a while the shower went off and I heard them return, presumably clean. Then I heard the sound of sucking and then Ellen's voice, "Yep, you are clean."
I tried to laugh but nothing worked yet.
"Hey you two, don't you think you should get up?"
"Fuck off." Dannielle said utterly without conviction. I grunted my echo of the sentiment. Dannielle cuddled against me and then the light went off. I passed out, drifting to sleep in the dirty afternoon light.
When I came to next, it was dark and I was hungry. Dannielle was gone. I took my main vein in for a tune up and then showered. I emerged, wondering in the dark where my clothes were. I found them and got dressed. My pubic bone was raw and bruised and I felt genuinely ridden hard.
I staggered out into the living room to find a full spread of food. Sammy was sitting in one of the chairs and the two women were cooing over the trolley parked by the couch. It was nearly bare.
"Thanks for calling me for supper." I growled.
"Look who it is? Sleeping beauty." Sammy chortled.
I felt positively drunk. Well, hung over as opposed to over hung. I walked over to Dannielle, put a finger under her chin, tipped it up and kissed her full lips, smeared with mustard. "That was epic." I muttered.
Sammy grunted. "If anyone knows epic, this guy does." He said.
"Thank you, Sonny. Charmed you think so." Dannielle cooed at me.
"Hey. Asshole. Don't use it all up. You still have one set of holes to go." Ellen said from the other side of Dannielle.
"She is an elegant piece of ass, ain't she?" Sammy asked no one in particular.
"Couldn't agree more." Dannielle said with a laugh. "I took a shower. What next?"
Sammy sat up and looked at me. "You better eat something, buddy. You are nearly transparent."
Perfect word. I felt transparent. So I ate. But not too much. I ate while they watched. When enough was enough, I waved away their other offers. I felt content, but exhausted. I wanted sleep and said so.
Without much thought, I staggered to the other bedroom and glided into a dreamless sleep. When next I came aware, it was dark and I heard screaming; loud, full-throated screaming. At first it spooked me and I twitched awake, not aware I was on my feet till I heard the scream resolved into a ragged word.
"Fuck me!"
I came aware enough to understand it was Dannielle's voice. I was puzzled; I thought it was Ellen's turn and that woman did not strike me as one who was prone to give up her place in line. I sat down heavily on the bed because my legs did not seem to want to work. Dannielle's voice tripped down the scale till it lapsed into a distant panting and gasping, then silence. I was disoriented but I staggered to my feet, instinctively grabbed a robe from the end of the bed. I had no idea how long I had been asleep. My eyes scrunched up when I walked into the light of the living room. I felt like a vampire at a beach party.
A tinkling chime sounded. For a moment I could not comprehend what it was. I was looking for the phone when the tinkling shifted into an angry buzzing and I ducked, thinking bumble bee. Sammy appeared in the other bedroom door naked, his dick erect and glistening. I had some idea why. I waved him away feeling stupid and hoping he didn't see me ducking away from the imaginary bumble bee.
"Door." I mumbled. "I'll get it." I'd figured out the meaning of the buzzing.
Sammy, naked and utterly unaffected by it, his hard cock glistening with some pleasurable sheen, looked hard at me, his face askance with a tinge of concern.
I waved at him again. The buzzer quit pulsing and became a single, long, angry hornet's howl. "I'll get it. Go back...to whatever you were doing."
Sammy grinned and turned back into the other bedroom.
I did not feel any curiosity about who was at the door till I was at the door and it dawned on me that someone was on the other side and I didn't know who. Some rude fuck I did not want to talk to. I opened the door anyway, consciously chasing the mysterious thrill and surrendering to the need to know who the fuck was causing all that buzzing. I forgot about the peep hole, only realizing that it could be Kline or Bickerstaff coming to fuck up our party. I didn't care. I was pussy drunk and pussy brave. For pussy, a man in my condition would face death itself and not notice till it was all over.
"What? What the fuck do you...?" The words clung to the roof of the mouth. I felt like I needed to spit to get them out.
"Hello."
It was the blond woman I had seen with Sam Honeywell. "Hello?" I said, but it came out a question.
The door buzzer continued to buzz.
"You going to stop ring that goddamned thing?" I snarled, more violently than I had intended.
Her hand flinched away from the door jamb and she stepped back. For a moment she looked sheepish but then her chin lifted and her brown eyes flashed.
"I am sorry to bother you..."
"Uh huh. My ears are still buzzing with your delicate touch on the doorbell." The woman smiled a sarcastic smile; funny how some people can do that, be sarcastic without speaking a word.
"I am trying to be polite. You could at least show some consideration..."
"You had black roots before, didn't you? Or am I losing my mind." I pointed a crooked finger at her head, her hair, now perfectly blond. "You hair, I mean."
There was that same smile again. "Your mind? I am not sure you would miss it too much, young man."
I have to say, she did not look much over thirty but she had the sour disposition of someone much older, poorer, closer to death. "I'll try." The lamē dress was gone. I don't mean the woman was naked, I could only wish. She wore a different dress, like macrame done by really little people; you know, knotty so that it showed plenty of skin but not enough to know what you were looking at unless you knew before you looked. The kind of dress that makes you stare the same way an Escher print or Pink makes you stare, trying to figure out exactly what you are seeing. I stared and became fascinated with the weave. I think I figured out she had on a button up top with a vest and a mid-length skirt below that left a ridge of her white skin showing above it. The whole get up shimmered and moved, glittering with slivers of silver. She had breasts and I wanted to see them. Sam Honeywell had fucked this woman. The thought arrested me, gumming up the works of my mind, further. More.
"What is the matter, young man? Never seen a genuine Spinoza before?" She did something with her hand that blurred her image. The white thread or cord or whatever it was shimmered. The vest she was wearing together with the actual dress provided full cover despite the ethereal feeling that she was wearing next to nothing. Finally I was able to make out her tits. I stared at her rack until I felt her disapproving silence and looked up from her tits to her eyes. Her eyes were large, darkly drawn, brown and fixed on me. I think my confusion pleased her because in the moments it took me to figure out the optical illusion she was wearing, her eyes changed from one of irritation to one of triumphant sensuality.
"I am staring. I mean, am I staring?" I shook my head and looked behind me just as I heard a muted scream cavort over my shoulder. "What do you want?"
"Oh yes, I..." a hand smoothed over her blond hair, now blond to the scalp, pulled back tight with a plume of curls knotted in the back of her head. "I just came from my stylist. I...I had to get it done to account for...oh my."
"Your alibi?" I reached out a hand and lifted hers from the door jam, running my thumb over the nugget of a diamond on her third finger. "I happen to know the man you were with last night is married and not to you, because I am...I know his son and his wife."
Her mouth hung open for a moment, then clamped shut. She looked over her shoulder. I heard it too, the sound of the elevator arriving.
"Do you mind if I come inside? I, I can explain." She seemed suddenly unnerved and I liked it. I liked it a lot.
At that perfect moment, I heard a scream from the bedroom. I stepped back, suddenly interested to see how this woman Sam Honeywell was fucking would respond to the sounds of orgasm from the other room. "I doubt we are doing anything that you haven't already done." I muttered. That would have gotten me a look but she had turned her head and suddenly she was inside, pressed against me. I stepped backward, "Excuse you."



"Just close the door, won't you. I don't want anyone to know I am here."
"Anyone but me." I hate it when I don't count. I closed the door and she sighed. From the bedroom I heard a new scream. It warbled for a moment and this dissipated. I wondered for a moment what they were doing to Dannielle but they refocused my attention on this woman. I realized I had to be nice to Sam's latest conquest. In that moment, staring at this woman I realized that if I was female, I would certainly fuck Sam Honeywell. That threatened to run my mind off at Alissa and the antipathy between them but I shook myself and put on my good breeding, like an expensive toupee. I doubt anyone was fooled though. "Care for a drink? The bar is pretty well stocked."
She shook her head. The bedroom screamed again. She casually turned her head in that direction then equally casually turned to look at me again. "On second thought, bourbon rocks. If it isn't too much trouble."
I gestured. "Mi casa, su casa. Please, have a seat." My lizard brain was back. Everything else was forgotten. I was seeing this voluptuous woman barely dressed for what she what she was, a woman barely dressed pushing into an apartment while another woman screamed in ecstasy just "over there". This had potential. But then I remembered, pretty much at the same time, that she had been with Sam and I had just offered her a drink. I could not tell if I was being smooth or stupid. They both start with the same letter, maybe they are actually related. My brain was definitely still out of service. I chuckled, thinking my brain had been well serviced and it had retired for the night. The chuckle got me a glare.
I fixed the drink. When I handed it to her, she sipped and smiled, a joyous smile that looked unnatural on her face. Somehow happiness did not become her but the drink did. She drained it and handed me the glass. I took it. "Another?"
"Oh, no, thank you. I will be going soon. I need to be able to drive."
"What do you want?" I asked for the third time, trying to hear the tone of my own voice to see if I sounded put out by her appearance. The bedroom screamed again and I was put out. I wanted to go see what who was doing what to whom back there. It sure sounded like Dannielle but I could not imagine Ellen was still on the sidelines spectating. When my eyes returned to the woman and realized she was looking the same direction I had been and I was standing before her like a servant, I asked, "Want to go see who is doing what to whom that is making such a racket back there?"
Her eyes snapped away from the bedroom door as though it had just rattled in its frame. "What? No. What? I, I thought, you know Sam I presume? I, I was wondering if you could call him, find out where he is."
"I don't really care where he is." I said. The words came out harsher than I had intended but then I wasn't saying what I meant either. What my tone matched was the thought that I certainly did not want Sam Honeywell here. Not now. The woman did not seem to notice me or my tone. She went on speaking as though it was natural for me to stand before her like that with her empty tumbler in my hand.
"I, I was foolish. Sam, Mr. Honeywell, he said he might be back later this evening. I had to get my hair done, as you so kindly pointed out the roots were showing. I have very mousy brown hair, but it looks black when it first appears, at the roots. Well, at least it was the last time I let the it go back to being natural, which, I believe was back when I was still a virgin." She smiled then and the smile was blindingly charming. Dannielle punctuated the moment with another well-placed squeal. The woman's eyes flickered but remained fixed on my face. I wanted to go see but she seemed unaffected by the woman humming her few bars of ecstasy back there. That took some poise and I respected that. I see why she acted like she would always get what she wanted. Women like her were like a sore in the rough of my mouth. They irritated me but I could not leave them alone—the tongue part of that metaphor is pure accident. I went to the bar and poured her another drink. She was still talking.
"I took my bag with me but never checked to see if I had my phone. I took a taxi to the spa because my husband checks the mileage on the car and I could not get to the spa from here without putting too much mileage on the odometer. He is very jealous, you see." She primped. I handed her the drink. She took it. "Thank you. That is good bourbon, what is it?"
"It is from a bottle," I said snidely, to cover the fact that I didn't know. For some stupid reason being unable to remember the label of a bourbon bottle intimidated me and I wanted to hide the fact. What really irritated me though was the throbbing desire to impress this woman sandwiched between resentment that I wanted to so bad and the sure knowledge I was never going to be able to do so. This woman was far beyond my league. Hell, she was not even in the same game I was playing.
Dannielle screamed, putting her will into it this time. Not pain, though, it was a wordless cry of exultation wrapped in a warning to not stop whatever you are doing. It had that ragged edge that threatened to kill if you denied her.
"Tastes like Veranda Jacque. Could you go see?" The woman spoke blandly, regarding me with half-closed eyes. Just as I turned to do her bidding, I caught her eyes flicking towards the bedroom.
I was looking at the bottle label as she suggested when I came to and realized I was acting like a lap dog. It bothered me a little and I set the bottle down on the bar. Okay, I was really irritated. I went to the couch and flopped onto it, being sure my knees were open and she could see my dick under the robe if she cared to duck down and look for herself. She didn't. "What do you want? Why are you here?"
"Oh, that is a very funny thing." Suddenly, the imperious bitch with the superior attitude was gone and she did not even leave a number. "I took a taxi back from my spa and got into my car and was going to call Borland. I was sitting there in my car and realized my phone was not in my bag. Rather than using the car phone, I got out immediately to come up here and retrieve it and shut the door. I always click the door locks when I get into the driver's seat." She actually blushed.
"You locked our keys in the car." I said dryly.
She smiled like she was proud, as if I had complimented her on her ass—which by the way was spectacular. This woman was clearly seven versions of crazy all wrapped up in one tight, sexy not so little package. She was maybe a couple inches shorter than me. Standing next to me I could look right down the part in her hair, like a farmer gawking down a furrow in his corn field. Well, as always, the heels made her a little taller.
"I locked my fob in my car. And, well, now I am in a bit of a bind. I, I cannot call my husband because..." she smiled so sweetly my teeth hurt.
"Because you were riding the African maypole all night when you were supposed to be somewhere else." I finished.
The woman looked blankly at me. She tossed her head like she was accustomed to having a passel of curls to throw about. "I have an app on my phone that will open the car, if you know the code..."
"But your phone is in Sam's apartment."
She nodded once. "You are a smart one."
"Brilliant as balloons in the wind." I said. She thought I was talking about myself and look pleasingly puzzled. "You don't want to call the car company to remotely open the door because that goes into the log, right?"
She nodded again.
In the next room, someone screamed. "Want to go see what they are doing? Leave the kids alone for a minute and the next thing you know they are making a racket, don't you find?"
She looked sidelong at the open door to the bedroom but otherwise did not respond.
I was talking in someone else's voice but it was lost on this woman, probably because she had no idea what was my normal voice. So now she must think I am gay. I wanted her attention and had it but feared if I was just plain old me, I'd see the light in her eyes die, the interest I saw there would vanish and in its place would be disappointment. Despite my self-loathing, I ran away from that moment and affected some accent I heard somewhere. I remember, Katherine Hepburn. Seems like I could have picked a man to mimic but no, Sonny the wonderkind, mimicked a starlet! The woman was speaking again and I had to refocus all over again.
"I wonder if you could call Sam and ask him where he is and if he could pop over and open the door to his condo? Be a dear and give him a jingle for me, won't you?"
I wondered who she was and if anyone would miss her if I strangled her. After I fucked her silly, though. No sense in wasting something flashy and sophisticated like this. I felt dirty and wanted to crawl behind the curtains. I felt all guilty and shit. But then my other head took control of my eyes and I was trying to figure out how to look down the front of her dress. I reviewed that thought and picked out the part that had some value. "I am sorry, Ma'am, but I don't think you mentioned your name."
"No. I suppose I didn't." She sniffed and took a sip of the bourbon, cooed and drained it, holding it out for another. I snapped to my feet and took it and wondered over to the bar and set the tumbler down. I went into the bedroom, the other bedroom, and got my phone out of my pants, happy I could find them. I dialed Sam's number, the number left from when he used my phone to call him yesterday. The phone rang five times before he answered. "Who's this?"
"Sam? Mr. Honeywell? This is Sonny Duncan."
"Sonny. I can't really talk. My plane is boarding."
"Shit. Sam, uh, the blond from yesterday, she left her phone in your apartment." I stopped, unwilling to ask him to miss his plane to wherever to come get voluptuous Veronica's phone for her. She could ask him herself. I walked into the living room and extended the phone to the blond. "It's Sam. You talk to her, I mean him." I glanced at the bedroom, suddenly unwilling to explain to Sammy who I was talking to or why.
She took the phone and I went to the bar. Since I didn't have anything else to do, I poured her another drink. I walked over to where the woman perched on the edge of the easy chair. She extended the phone back to me. "He wants to talk to you."
She wasn't making a lot of sense. I handed her the third drink and she sipped and then drained it again, knocking it back like cough medicine.
"This is Sonny." I said into my phone.
"Sonny, listen, can you do me a big favor? Go down and ask the bellhop to open my door. I think he'll do it for you. I have to turn off the phone. How many drinks has Suzanna had?"
"Two, well, she just had a third I guess."
"Shit, Sonny. You can't let her leave till you get coffee into her. She gets stupid drunk and when she does that, she is convinced that she can drive safely on the sidewalk. She has been DUI twice; once more and its the slammer for her. Or whatever they do to people like her nowadays. Gotta go."
I looked at the phone. He did say coffee, right? Not cock? I shook off the thought and what it implied. I focused on the problem at hand and the solution. Get her phone for her.
Sounded simple enough. Trouble was that the bellman, different from when I was last there, he had no idea who I was. It occurred to me that Sam assumed that since I was fucking his wife, Bickerstaff had loaned her and the apartment out to me before, often enough to be recognized by the help. I tried to call Sam back but, predictably he was incommunicado when I tried. Flying is the last place you can go to get away from cell phone traffic and even that is changing. I gave up and headed back up to the apartment. On the way up, I realized I had left the woman, 'Suzanne' Sam had called her, alone with Dannielle singing her solo in the other room. I hoped they were tired out. Still, the idea arrested me, more.
When I got upstairs, Mrs. Suzanna was standing in the doorway of the "other" bedroom watching Ellen use an exotic vibrator on Mrs. Bickerstaff who was once more sucking Sammy's cock. Blond Suzanne had a drink in her hand and managed to wobble while leaning against the door jamb. Dannielle was tied to the bed once more, on her back this time.
"Now put it in deep. I want to feel what that is like." Sammy muttered.
Ellen, sitting between the woman's legs shoved a vibrating cock deep into Dannielle's body. Dannielle's back arched and she guttered something around Sammy's cock. Sammy knelt over the woman's upturned face, gently fucking her mouth with his cock. The view was dim but I could just make out the shape of his cock thrusting into the woman's throat.
At that moment, Ellen looked around and saw me, us. Her eyes slid away from Suzanne to me. "Hey Sonny. We are just playing with Mrs. Bickerstaff. She came twelve times in a row. I bet you heard her. Now Sammy is testing to see how it feels to have his cock sucked when she comes. She hasn't been able to come yet. I think having the cock in her mouth is too distracting." Ellen grinned, not the crazy, wild-eyed grin I expected, just a relaxed, pleasant, content grin. "We are trying to get her to twenty. When will you be ready for me?"
I waved a hand behind the blond head and Ellen nodded and returned to pushing the vibrating dildo into Dannielle.
"Oh sweet, cornfeed Christ!" Sammy ejaculated. "Do that again!"
Dannielle hummed as she sucked his cock.
I leaned into the blond. "Mrs. Suzanne?" I whispered into her ear, "Come away from there." The trio on the bed did not notice me pull the door closed. Suzanne was swirling the drink in her glass, looking at it. She managed a charitable imitation of walking, good enough for me to get her to the other room, without touching her. I took the drink from her, or tried to. She insisted on "one more little taste" and downed it. I let her. By then, it was only a matter of degree, not reality. She emptied it and asked for another and I understood. I agreed but set down the glass and steered her into the other bedroom. She wobbled. I really did have to put my arm around her, a hand clasping her strong hip. She shimmied against me, cooing or sort of cooing. She managed to slur the coo. That takes some doing. She seemed to like my arm around her. I walked her into the other bedroom and got her to the bed. With some honest reluctance, I set her down on the bed.
She slumped over and rolled onto her face, twisting her body as she did so. She was impossibly contorted. I inspected her body. She was lax, sitting or lying on the bed, her high heels touching the floor, her face pressed into the mussed bedspread. I shrugged and lifted her feet. Her skin was warm, smooth and made me tingle down to my dangle. I had visions of opening her legs and taking a peak just to see if she had panties on. I resisted the little devil whispering in my ear. I lay her out, covered her with the blanket and tucked a pillow under her head. She heaved big sigh and snuggled down.
I stood back. She snored, snorting once or twice before she found the right key. I gazed down on this drunk woman and marveled. She was fucking gorgeous. Okay, yes, I had the passing thought to take advantage of her memory wipe but that is just not my style. If the woman cannot see me, I don't fuck her. That is some sort of unwritten rule with me. I like participation. But that is not to say I wouldn't fuck a blind girl, or do her from behind for that matter...I don't mean that at all...oh, fuck it. Surely you know what I mean, right? If a woman don't want to play, I don't want to play and if there is any ambiguity—like she is too drunk to understand the question or the invitation, then she is too drunk to participate meaningfully and above all, I want meaningful sex!
I went out and got my phone, set the alarm for three hours and put it on the nightstand.
I walked carefully out of the bedroom and shut the door. It occurred to me that I had not checked in with the blisters and decided I should call Dalia. She answered and I told her, well tried to tell her I wasn't coming home tonight.
"Do you fucking know what time it is? Why are you calling so fucking late?"
"No, because I, well, and what time is it, anyway?" Seems like I would have noticed on my phone but, no, that little tidbit of reality escaped my notice in favor of the effusive blond drunk woman.
"It is nearly midnight."
"So you weren't asleep?"
"No."
"Then what's the buzz?" I always liked that question from "Jesus Christ, Superstar". It always sounded really hip to me and I am always grasping at hip straws.
"What?"
Grasping but missing. "Forget it. I'll be home tomorrow."
"Sonny..." Dalia started to say something but bit off the comment.
I could hear the aggravation in her voice. "What, Dally? What did I do this time?"
"Is this how you are going to treat me when its my turn? Georgia is jumpy as grasshopper in a skillet. You start with her and then you fucking disappear. It is just rude."
"Something came up. You, you would not believe it." I wanted to tell Dally what was happening in the worst way but could not figure out where to start. I changed the subject, changing it back to Nova. I chuckled. "She is my sister. Do you think she is going to worry about me calling her again? Is that it?" I was tired. Still, I should not have said that.
"Sonny! Goddammit, you are making Nova nuts..."
I cut her off. I wasn't in the mood. I had just avoided fucking a drunk MILF and I didn't feel like my virtue could be justly impinged on at the moment. "Don't worry, Dally, I will get to her when I am ready. She, she has waited this long...no, that ain't right. Waiting is good for her. Consider all the times she got her way growing up. I am just taking one step towards getting even. Anyway, I can't wreck her car, I have been drinking so I am crashing here. I'll be home tomorrow. I have to pick up D. Debra at seven tomorrow. Then we're off to the New Year's do. Georgia will just have to wait. Believe me, when I do get around to her, she'll be made whole. You too, sister dear. Okay?" I sounded a whole lot more reasonable than I felt. I felt crazy as a scarecrow smoking a cigar.
Silence. Finally Dalia said, "Okay, Sonny. You have done pretty good so far. Mom is in China riding the China clipper."
China Clipper? Whatever. "I'll see you tomorrow."
"Uh Sonny, you know you called earlier today, don't you?"
"I did? Oh, right. I did."
"We knew you weren't coming home tonight."
"Oh. Mind fart. So, I'll see you tomorrow."
"Maybe." She said.
Something in her tone made me think she was not ready to let me go.
"Sonny?"
"Yes, Dalia?" She sounded so formal I answered in a similar tone.
"When, when you do Georgia, I can watch, can't I?"
My cock roused. I had a moment of clarity; I, or at least my cock, enjoyed an audience. I liked to have someone watch me elicit illicit pleasure from a woman. "Yes, sister of mine, I would be pleased if you watched me fuck our sister but only if it is okay with her. You have to ask her."
"Shit. She'll make me go down on her again."
"Dalia..." That was not my issue.
"I'll ask her. Anyway, thanks for checking in. See you later."
She seemed content and I was happy I remembered to check in. Just practically speaking, it is always good to let your family know where you are and what you are doing. Family needs to learn to let you do your thing and not try to live your life for you. That is another issue.
Just as I hung up Sammy sauntered into the room, a large towel wrapped around his waist, almost like a sarong. "Who's that?" He asked, pointing at the other bedroom.
"Drunk girl." I returned.
"Who is it?" He repeated.



"You have no idea." I dodged again.
"You're right. Who is it and what is she doing in here?"
I did not want to tell him so I said so. "I don't want to tell you just now. But because I don't really know all there is to know."
Sammy shrugged. "You going to do her?"
I almost made some righteous response about not fucking drunk women but thought better of it. "I think she is at the back of the queue, don't you? What have you been doing to our two lovelies in there? I have heard the chorus from time to time."
"She is still here?"
I nodded. "She was watching for a while there."
"I still don't understand. What is she doing here?"
I decided I could tell the truth, bare and lean without the embellishments that would have mattered. "I am helping her out. She locked her keys in an apartment she says she was not supposed to be in and now she is too drunk to get home. I am going to let her sleep and see if she can drive later. That okay with you?" My tone was genuine and Sammy did not react as though I had jabbed him.
He shrugged.
"What are you doing? Does Ellen still want...you know?"
He nodded. "She sent me in here to see if you were going to join us. We had a pool...whether you were boinking our auditor here or not. I said no, not your style."
"Auditor?" I was thinking taxes and that confused me.
Sammy gestured toward the other bedroom where Mrs. Suzanne was passed out on the bed.
"They both said I'd..."
"Yes. They wanted to come watch you do her but I dissuaded them, but only if I promised that if you were, I'd get them so we could all watch."
"What am I? A circus act?"
Sammy looked at me. "You are definitely something out of the ordinary Sonny Duncan and you don't even know it. You think everyone has as much sex with as many different women as you do?"
I stared at him, thinking of blondie and how my cock reacted to her. "No. I guess not." I said. "But how many guys have friends who would be okay with...with..." I got stuck, unsure how to say what I was thinking. Sammy helped me out.
"Okay with their friend fucking their Mom's?"
I pointed at him. "That's it."
"Not many."
"See. I have remarkable friends, the fucking best."
Sammy squinted at me and finally smirked. "Yeah, the fucking best. But Sonny, this all started when we sent you to do your mom, and to do ours. Without you, shit, I'd be pumping my own pud, not about to bounce a cute little redhead while you do her in the ass. Come on. We have pussy waiting for us." I followed him to the door of the bedroom where he stopped and I bumped into him. He turned and looked at me. "You know, I kind of like the redhead. There's something..."
"Something about Mary?" I asked.
"Ellen. I know her fucking name."
"Movie reference." I grunted.
"Oh." Sammy looked at me. "I was wondering if you'd mind if I... you know...asked her out."
The light went on. "You like Ellen?" I asked, having flashes of junior high.
Sammy rolled his eyes. "I don't seem to get within sniffing distance of willing pussy that you have not tried out yourself but yeah, I like her." He grinned a typical shit-eating grin for Sammy when he has done something he knows is going to get him shit from the rest of us. "I get a good feeling from her."
I regarded him for a moment. "I'll take that the way you mean it, buddy." I gestured for him to go on, preceding me into the bedroom. I held back out of sight, listening to the silence and wondering what Dannielle and Ellen were doing.
"Well? Was he boning her?" Ellen's voice fluttered out of the bedroom.
I heard another grunt and wheeze I took to be Dannielle's contribution.
"Nah, she is out like a light."
I walked around the corner. Ellen was sitting on Dannielle's face, facing the foot of the bed, running the vibrating dildo in and out of the other woman's cunt. Dannielle was focused on trying to eat Ellen while she was subject to intermittent orgasms and constant, questing stimulation from the vibrator. Her arms were secured over her head to brass bars of the headboard.
Ellen glanced at me. She smirked. "Scared to do her while she is unconscious?"
"Fucking someone who is unresponsive bores me or would bore me I should say, to say nothing of the shitheel aspect of such a fucked up move."
Ellen shrugged, pushing the buzzing dildo deep into Dannielle's body. Dannielle's hips lifted, shaking and her arms rattled the shackles on the brass bars. She looked at Sammy. They shared a long look. "Well? Is it my turn?" Ellen asked, her voice mixed with frank assessment with a pinch of anticipation.
"You don't mind if we have an audience?"
"You said she was out like a light."
"She might wake up."
Ellen rocked forward onto the point of her knees and dismounted the other woman's face. "We'll have an audience."
Dannielle was huffing between the little woman's legs, licking her lips and trying to wipe her chin on her shoulder. We were all looking at her and she focused on us and grinned. She looked much younger, with none of the mature angst that tended to tinge her expressions—that European ennui that tried so hard to pass for continental cool. That was gone. "I get to watch?" Her voice sounded adolescent, eager, filled with hesitant hope.
Ellen, sitting on her knees beside the woman, patted Dannielle's thigh. "Of course. I like it when there is someone watching." Her head jerked up switched between Sammy and I. We stood at either corner of the bed. She blushed a rich beet red. Her chin lifted and her lower lips protruded. "So I like to be watched! So what?"
Sammy looked at me. "I didn't say nothin'. Did you Sonny?"
I shook my head. Sammy was grinning like a hyena. "Boy do I have something for you to try, if you like to be watched." He bounced his eyebrows up and down a time or two. "Chris' contraption." He said to me, by way of explanation.
"Contraption?" Ellen said.
Dannielle lifted her head, looking down her nude body at us.
"Unhook her." I said to no one in particular. "When blondie wakes up, I may have to drive her home. We have a couple hours though."
Ellen unhooked Dannielle. Dannielle lay rubbing her wrists for a while. When she sat up, she looked around, like she was seeing us for the first time. "My god, I have never had someone else do that to me before. I, I never thought I could climax like that but she knows, Ellen knows how to make a girl orgasm. She is an artist with a vibrator." She stood up and walked over to me. I made to put an arm around her but she shrugged away. "Need a shower. I am sticky. I'll be back."
I expected her to say "don't start without me" but she was not the type to give instructions to anyone. She took instructions and liked it. So I slapped her on the ass. "Go clean up. You can watch us double up your friend here. It is her turn. I always thought redheads were impatient."
Ellen peeled off the rumpled bedspread, stripping the bed to the sheets. She pushed the coverings off the end of the bed and lay down. "Get in me. Get in my body. Get in my pussy. Get in my ass." She did a passable imitation of a Scottish accent. When no one reacted. "Fat bastard?" She said. "Sheesh. You guys are culturally retarded."
"Hey!" Sammy responded.
I shoved Dannielle towards the shower. My cock was growing. I had dressed to go down stairs. I moved around the side of the bed, unbuttoning my shirt as I moved. Ellen lay on the bed, one leg bent and the other straight; the very image of a woman waiting to be taken. It helped that she was nude. Sammy dropped his towel, exposing his cock.
Ellen kept her eyes on me. "I always wanted a man to do a strip for me."
"Striptease," I said because words matter.
Ellen fairly snorted. "Tease my ass." She looked surprised and chortled. "I have a fantasy of one man fucking me while another takes off his clothes in front of me. All mine!"
The shower came on.
Sammy, never one to be shy but not dense either, knelt on the bed beside Ellen and bent to kiss her lips. Her head did not turn, keeping her eyes fixed on me as I removed my shirt. She licked her lips. Sammy found her nearest nipple and she grunted but still ignored him. She flattened the bent leg and then opened her knees. Sammy took the hint, crawled between her spread legs and with one hand probed her pussy with his cock.
"Oh fuck!" Ellen groaned.
Sammy's ass descended. Ellen exhaled. Her legs lifted, her knees clasping Sammy's black, dimpled hips. His ass flexed and he lifted up and then rammed down into Ellen. Hard.
"Oh fuck!" Ellen grunted.
Her eyes never left me. I slowly unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my slacks and drew the zipper down, very slowly, so slowly it tickled my cock.
"Show me your cock." She whispered. "I want to see it. See it while I feel his sliding into me. Ugh!" She groaned as Sammy lifted and descended again. Her head was twisted to the side, out from under Sammy's covering body. Her knees and heels clasped his body as he rode her open body.
"Christ on a chicken, you feel good Miss Ellen." Sammy said.
Ellen smacked his back. "Shut up. I am watching Sonny strip for me. Cock. I want to see your cock!"
I showed it to her. I was suddenly ready to be inside something and all I could see clearly was Sammy's ass. Nope. Not me. Not now, not ever. The thought lingered and I felt a little regret. Bi-sexuals double their target audience. Too bad. I figured I was tracking the best half of the human race.
Sammy got to his knees, looped an arm around Ellen's lithe waist and sat up, lifting her with him as he did. Her legs gripped him, wrapping around his waist. He sat on his heels, the woman firmly fit on his cock. Her eyes were still on me. I pulled down my trousers and briefs at the same time and straightened. Ellen nodded. She gestured with a hand. I shuffled forward, my pants around my knees. She stretched out of Sammy's grasp, seeming to elongate her body. With one hand holding to Sammy's shoulder, she bent out, grasped my cock and sucked on the end.
I thought she was just going to kiss it and for a moment, that was all she did. She hitched up higher and bent her head and pushed my cock deep into her throat.
My turn, "Aw fuck!" I growled as the little woman's mouth enveloped most of my cock. She pulled off.
She pointed. "Lube. Lube, big boy. Time to see if you fit in my ass."
I followed her directions, after I got my shoes and the rest off. Naked, I got the lube from the nightstand. Sammy meanwhile, turned on the bed and sat with Ellen stride his hips. She was gently rocking her ass, massaging her pussy with Sammy's cock planted in her. She pushed on his chest. "Lie down." She said softly. Sammy tried but was sitting too close and had to camel-hump down towards the foot of the bed. By the time he stretched out, I was nude and had the lube, waiting for Ellen to offer me her ass. They fussed with pillows till they were arranged, Sammy's body arched at the ass and Ellen, firmly ensconced on his cock at the apex of the black arch, arranged the pillows to support him. She rocked her hips and Sammy groaned, his black hands splayed on her waist and the small of her back.
Ellen looked at me. "You ready?" She asked somberly.
I nodded. She positioned herself and lay down onto Sammy's chest, like a brush putting down a paint strip. Sammy's black body framed her lily white one at the torso. She lifted up her ass and the settled down onto his cock again, grinding their bodies together. She crouched on her knees, twitching her ass back and forth, stirring her pussy with the cock buried inside of her. She looked over at me. "You promised." She hissed through barred teeth. "You promised!"
The shower turned off.
Suddenly, I wanted to be inside Ellen before Dannielle appeared. I wanted her to find Ellen pinned tight between her two cocks. Ellen lowered her forehead to Sammy's shoulder and arched her back, lifting her ass and unsheathing Sammy's cock a little. I got onto the bed, lube in one hand. Sammy's black hands grasped the apple cheeks of her ass and peeled her open. Ellen groaned.
"Oh Swiss Christ of the mountains!" She muttered. "My poor little ass."
"Spank her first." Dannielle spoke from behind me. "It, it will open her and she'll..." Dannielle hesitated.
I ignored her. I was not fucking waiting another ten minutes. My tingling cock was tingling now and unless I was going to fuck Dannielle again, it was ass or mouth. I dabbed lube on her ass and then elected a finger to enter her. Her ass was tight. I rubbed around her sphincter and then pressed the end of my finger into her. It was tight and she grunted. Then her ass cocked up and her asshole opened. My finger slide into her, not far but far enough for me to feel the tense vibration in her body. She was thrumming with the full reality of the moment.
"Oh fuck my ass." Ellen groaned.
My finger slid deeper.
Dannielle, came over to stand beside me, so close I could feel the heat radiating from her body, but not touching me.
"Oh my goodness." Dannielle said softly. "Do you think you can put your cock in there? Really?"
"I am going to try!" I said tightly. I was half on and half off the bed. I got onto the bed behind Ellen, avoiding Sammy's splayed legs. Once well positioned, I renewed my probing of her ass. Ellen turned her head away, then bent back her head, making smacking noises with her lips.
"What?" Sammy asked vacantly. "You hungry?"
"Shut up and kiss me, idiot!" Ellen growled.
Sammy did as instructed.
I shoved my finger deeper. Ellen wriggled her ass, twisting and shifting and then pushed back, taking my whole finger into her body.
"Fuck she is tight." I said doubtfully.
"Put your cock in her." Dannielle said, sounding like she was worried I wasn't going to do so.
I rose up, sawing my finger in and out of her little ass hole. Ellen tried to follow my motion but the cock she was riding kept distracting her.
I pulled out my finger and shuffled forward on my knees. Sammy opened his legs wider. Ellen arched her hips and held still. The sound of their kissing filled the room. Damn but they kissed loudly. My cock head touched Ellen's thigh. The kissing stopped. Ellen seemed to go still, her body arched, Sammy's hands pulling her ass open.
"Oh my!" Dannielle said when I hesitated.
I ignored them all, preferring to find and just press the tip of my cock against her entrance. Everyone went silent and still I pressed. Ellen groaned. Resistance. I pressed harder. Her hips twitched and then she pushed back against me. I felt Sammy pulling at her ass cheeks and he was muttering to her. Ellen was tense, like hard plastic. I pushed and Ellen squealed.
I sat back, daunted. "This isn't working."
"Told you." Dannielle muttered.
I looked askance at her. "If you are so certain, you do it." Then I realized I had not lubed my cock. I got off the bed and gestured at Dannielle.
"What are you...?" Ellen started to say but Sammy bent her mouth to his and silenced her. He released her ass with one hand and waved at us, pointing to it with one finger.
Dannielle moved around the bed from me, found the paddle they had used on her and struck Ellen's little ass. Ellen grunted. Dannielle smacked her again. Ellen grunted. For two or three minutes they went on like that, smack and grunt.
Sammy broke the kiss. Ellen panted over him. She lifted her head. "Harder. Harder Dannielle."
How she knew who had the paddle, I don't know.
Dannielle struck the little woman harder.
"Oh Christ on the Titanic!" Sammy called. "Do that again!"
I watched them with my cock in my hand, coating it with more lube.
Dannielle did. Six or seven hard strokes later and she gestured at me. "Now. Do her now."
I got behind the little woman. Her ass was bright pink. I laid a hand on her back and she groaned. I smoothed my hand over her ass and it was literally hot, fiery with the treatment. I got behind her and applied more lube to her, shoving a finger into her. She groaned and her whole body shivered.
Sammy hunched up under her and she grunted and her hips tightened, pressing herself down as best she could. I put my hands on her ass and opened her a little. She was well spread. I touched her asshole and pressed a finger into her. It slid in surprisingly easy. Her ass cocked up a little. She managed to twist her body so that her ass wagged back and forth, just a little, but enough to convey her desire.
I rose up on my knees, pulled my finger out of her, touched my cock head to her hole and pressed. For a moment nothing happened but then she flexed her hips, lifted her ass by arching her back and then exhaled loudly. Her body relented and my cock slid an inch into her. The head hooked past the tight stricture of her ass. I pulled back a little but she had hold of me and did not let go. Her body as quivering.
I pushed.
"Oh, oh Christ!" Ellen howled.
"Does that hurt?" Sammy asked immediately.
"No. No. I, I think I am, I am...ohhhh!" She howled, now clearly clutched in the throes of orgasm. Her hips jiggled and shimmied. I took the opportunity to shove hard against her, pinning her against us. Her ass clamped down but the lube let me slide into her. Her body was quaking and she was babbling meaningless crap.
She was so tight I had a flash of instant orgasm. I halted my penetration of the little ass and mastered myself, refusing to come without being rooted fully into the little woman. When the burbling pleasure receded, I pressed forward again. This time, she pushed back. Knowing if I let her help too much she would lose the cock in her, I leaned over her, putting my weight on her ass. My cock sank into her body. Ellen groaned and then growled, "fuck me!"
I pulled back then pushed hard once more. Her body resisted me but she kept shift backwards, trying to help. I grasped her by the waist and pushed hard while pulling her up and onto my cock. Ellen squealed. I lost my balance for a moment and my weight shifted onto her ass. I tipped forward and I felt her body convulse as we pinned her tight between us.
"My god." Dannielle whispered from beside.
My eyes weren't working, or they were closed. I pulled back and found a little slack. I shoved into her ass again.
"Hard." Ellen panted. "Ugh, ugh, harder."
Sammy gripped her hands and robbed her of her balance. She fell forward onto his chest, fully mashed between us. I let my weight bear onto my cock and I sank into her, a steady descent till I was pressed tight against her little ass.
Ellen was completely penetrated by two cocks.
"Oh fuck, I am so full of cock." Ellen panted fighting her body for breath.
"That's what all the girls say." Sammy mumbled.
Ellen tried to laugh but did not have the breath to do so. Her body shuddered with the effort though and it was wonderful!
"Fuck her." Dannielle breathed.
I pulled back and rammed my cock into Ellen's ass. Ellen grunted. The tension in her ass wrapped around my cock like a spring, flexing and pulsing as I pressed into her. Her hips flexed between us, seeking a direction to move but finding that every direction increased the penetration.
"I have two, two, two cocks not one, two cocks in me." Ellen moaned
I began to pump her ass, shoving my cock in and out of her ass. It was tight, gripping me each time I ran deep into her shuddering body. Then her body popped, she began to buck.
"Oh, oh, oh!" Ellen chanted, surprise and delight reverberating in her voice.
I hammered her harder and harder. Sammy sought to arch under me but we never got in sync. My orgasm appeared, approached and broke over me in moments. I ground my cock deep into Ellen's ass and began to come. Her body quivered and bucked under me. I was panting like I was just coming up for air from a deep dive. My head was light and I was seeing lights. My orgasm flashed through me.



I bucked and came, bucked and came. Ellen took it, her little body pulsing and twitching as I pumped load after load of cum into her ass. The convulsion passed abruptly and I was done. My cock was being squeezed in her ass. I pulled it out with a pop and flopped onto the bed beside them. The feeling of euphoria fell on me like darkness on the desert and I lost contact with the present.
From somewhere, I heard clapping.
I rolled onto my back and struggled to my elbows. Dannielle was leading Sammy towards the bathroom. The blond stood in the door...clapping.
"Bravo, brava!" The woman said. Her big eyes were half-lidded. "That is what a menage a tois should be like!"
I got off the bed and staggered over to her. The shower came on. I looked back at Ellen on the bed. She lay on her side, her slight body barely making a bump under the sheet that covered her.
"Shut up." I hissed. "You'll wake the baby."
The woman laughed. "She is older than you, buster."
"What the hell are you clapping for?"
"I watched the whole thing. Quite a performance." She had a drink in her hand. She wobbled, leaning against the door jamb.
"You think she was acting?"
"Oh, no. You miss my point." She did not sound drunk. Her eyes, however, did not have the same sharp focus that greeted me at first at the door.
Uh Oh, I thought. "Yes, I suppose I did. Why don't you wobble out here and let her sleep. She deserves it. You can make your point there."
"Where are the flowers? Does she do a curtain call?"
"That was her curtain call. Whisper, dammit." I pushed the woman back out of the doorway and carefully pulled the door closed. "Are you still drunk?"
"Still? Was I drinking?" She grinned distantly, shook her head and then wobbled. "Well, maybe. I, I have a peculiar reaction to alcohol. I never feel drunk, you know, in the head. It is always physical. My mind is clear but my body seems to immigrate out of my control, rather like a teenager off to college. You worry but it makes precious little difference."
"Uh huh." I had no idea what she was talking about.
She held up my phone. "You left this on the nightstand. It rang and quite honestly, in my state, I could not figure out how to answer it." She giggled then; she was definitely a happy drunk. "My fingers don't work so well."
I took it, glanced at it and found Sam's number. "Here. Sit." I perched her on the couch. I rang him back. "Sam?"
"Sonny? Hey, listen, Gustavo from downstairs called and said some kid was asking about me. Is that you?"
"Yes."
"He doesn't know you, did you know that?"
"Why would he?"
"Well, I assumed he would. Didn't Bickerstaff or Kline introduce you around?"
"No." I said, trying to remember what I had told him and what I had left out. "Sam, listen, this is my first time here. He would not let me into the apartment."
"I know. He told me. I told him it was fine. I vouched." He paused. "I guess I assumed you were a regular and we had just never crossed paths till now. Sort of a silly assumption now that I consider it from here."
I didn't ask where "here" was. "Listen, if you can get me into the apartment, I can get Mrs. Suzanne home."
"She still drunk? Don't let her drive. Take care of her, Sonny. I'll owe you for that."
"I got it covered."
"I'll call him. Did I wake you...hey..." His voice tailed off.
I had a flash, that certainty of intuition that I knew what he was thinking. How could I reassure him that I was not boinking his blond without putting the idea in his head if it was not already there. If he wasn't going to ask, I wasn't going to volunteer; besides, this woman was likely nobody's blond. Ever. I was watching her as she watched me; her eyes had sharpened and the lazy, wobbly gaze was gone. Suddenly I wondered if this was the blond that Sammy found the picture of, before the MILF list changed us all? At this point, it was way to awkward to find out. Sam spoke, pulling me back to the present.
"I'll call down and let Gus know to meet you at the door. But Sonny, don't let her in there. Not alone and not with Gus."
"Trust issues, Mr. Honeywell?" I tried to make my tone drip with irony but I think I only managed a tinny whine.
"Mrs. Northcutt is, shall we say reckless when she has been drinking. I think it would alter my understanding with Gus if she blew him in my apartment. The Dominion is known for its discretion and a blow job would certainly put Gus in an awkward position."
"Dear Suzanne's position would be more awkward I would think, especially in that dress." I quipped before I could think.
Sam chuckled. "I'll leave you to it, and Sonny, thanks. I am counting on your discretion."
I heard the warning and I shot it back like a lazy serve on the tennis court, aimed for his cheekbone. "Bad policy, Mr. Honeywell, I am discreet like Sammy is. But I won't ever volunteer information about anyone. If Alissa asks, I'll tell her everything. She is the one I am more likely to protect. Just so we are clear. If I have to chose between you and your wife, I choose to protect her trust in me. She has a pussy. Having said that, I'll add this, for your peace of mind. I think she has absolutely no reason to ask me about you or where you're hiding your sausage. I suggest you don't give her any reason to ask me because I am not going to lie to her about this. I am discreet but not a liar." I ran out of breath and gasped for air. I needed to remember to breathe when I am trying to be forceful. Panting at the end sort of warbles the delivery.
Sam did not respond for a minute. "Okay. That's fair. But Mr. Duncan, don't forget that you are boning my wife."
"Sam, Sam, it seems odd for you to suggest that I remember stuff one moment and then insist that I be discreet the next. After all, I am not the one with a secret to protect. I am forgetful and only think about stuff if I am questioned. You know I am boning your wife, she knows I am boning her and Sammy knows I am boning his mother. Seems to me, I don't have much to hide or protect."
"What about your family?"
I got an itch. "I am pretty sure they know that Alissa is being boned by me."
Silence. "Sonny, listen..."
"Sam, no worries. What stays in Vegas...how does that go?"
"What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas."
"I'll be discreet. You have to trust me. Trust me until you have reason not to because, in case you have forgotten..."
"I haven't forgotten," his voice caught. "Melissa." He breathed. After a hesitation, he swallowed and spoke in an airy voice, "I just realized that I have no way to validate what you are telling me."
I snorted. I was tired of talking about it. "Sam, I am bonking boots with Mrs. Bickerstaff and a woman from your wife's office. Doesn't that suggest something?"
He thought for a moment or I hoped he did. When he spoke his voice was different somehow. "I guess, I guess I got to thinking about Melissa and what you said and it seems, it seems too fantastic to be possible. The idea of you doing her and her sister, Alissa together...I just cannot get that out of my mind. I cannot imagine Alissa and Melissa..." His voice held skepticism and wishful thinking all in one tone. "I cannot imagine it. Not you so much as the idea that those two sisters would, you know, let one man share them like that. It makes as much sense as a cigar room at a gas refinery."
"Sam, listen, its late. I have to get Mrs. Suzanne..."
"Northcutt."
"...er...Northcutt, right. I have to get her home. Three's a crowd." I chortled, unable to help myself. It seems I cannot count worth a fuck. "When you get back to town, I'll sit down and go over the whole thing in some more detail. For now, you'll just have to trust me that what I told you is more or less accurate." My mind drifted over the implied commitment but it was just the other end of the one I'd already more or less made to Melissa and in a roundabout way, to Sammy. Getting Alissa twisted in with that whole picture...that seemed like another luscious challenge. My heart hammered, making my chest hurt.
Silence.
I waited.
Finally, I heard a clicking on the line.
"Fine. Fine. I...I understand. You're right. When I get back, we'll have a drink..."
"I'm only nineteen."
"Fuck you, Sonny. You know what I mean. I just want to know that you aren't making a fool out of me in front of my kid. Sammy is a good kid but he thinks I am a shit to his Mom...maybe I am but I don't want to lose his respect."
"Boys our age don't respect anybody."
Sam snorted. "Well, we'll have lunch sometime. I gotta go."
He was gone. For a moment I started at the phone and then looked at Suzanne Northcutt. I reflected that Sam seemed more worried that his blond would fuck the doorman than about me slipping her a slick sausage. I was trying to figure out if that was a good thing—that he trusted me like that—or a bad thing—that he trusted me like that.
I glanced at Suzanne and she seemed to be sitting there totally rapt. Her eyes, however, were fixed on my flagging cock, smeared with lub and Ellen. She looked up from my cock.
"I'll take you home." I said.
"Interesting conversation, Mr. Duncan, is it?"
"I said, I'll take you home, are you ready to go?"
"You are having sexual relations with Sam's estranged wife?"
Estranged? "Is that what he told you?" I dodged.
"No, idiot child. I just heard you reference it. And that is his son in there?"
The bitch must have ears like an elephant. Not big, sharp. I shrugged, wordless. "You don't have your shoes on."
"Easier to walk, I find. So you seem to have your dick in the Honeywell honey pot..." She began.
"None of your business or a least not really." I cut her off. Suddenly I was exhausted and out of patience for sparring with this beautiful woman, drunk on her ass.
She drained the last of the bourbon from her glass. "You have to drive my car. I can't leave it here. Borland will know if the car is not back with me."
"He really doesn't suspect anything?"
Suzanne shook her head, a single, violent jerk left and right. "No. Not a chance he knows about Sam. Go get my phone and we can go."
I did that. I had to find my clothes again. They were getting a little stiff with use. I found Gustavo at the door of Sam's apartment. He clicked a picture of me and sent it on his phone. "We wait." He said shortly. He clearly found the situation uncomfortable. After three or four minutes, he got a reply, presumably from Sam, and opened the door. "You got two minutes. Make it quick. The surveillance cameras come on if the door is open much longer and the passcode is not entered. Sam said you didn't need it. Just get the phone and come right back out."
I held up my hand. I had him wait. He pulled the door closed. I knew I had screwed up. "Listen, I don't know where it is. I need to go borrow a phone and call mine so I can find it."
Gustavo grumbled but nodded. I went back to the apartment and had Suzanne give me the number of her phone, "so I can find it" I told her. She did not argue the point and typed her number into my phone. I walked back to the door and Gus let me in. I called the number and walked around listening for the ringer. I found the phone in a crack between the headboard and the mattress of a huge, round bed. I hurried out to the corridor and Gus closed the door. I thanked him profusely and realized halfway back to the apartment that I was supposed to tip him. He was standing at the elevator when got there, waiting for a car.
I held out a twenty. "Here, Gus. I meant to offer you something for your trouble."
Gus was big, mountain big with pores the size of my nostrils, curly black hair with strands of bright white in it. His eyebrows were bushy, unkempt, like the untrimmed hedges of an abandoned house. He regarded me for so long I thought I had been too cheap and he was insulted. He finally nodded and took it just as the elevator doors opened. "Thanks Sonny. You got class for a kid your age. If you do right by Sam, you alright by me." He disappeared behind the elevator doors.
I found Sammy dressed and waiting when I got back to the apartment. No sign of either Ellen or Dannielle."
"What are you doing?" I asked him. He said I needed a ride home, that is back here to The Dominion, if I was driving Mrs. Northcutt home. I had to agree. Mrs. Northcutt had not moved. I got her shoes and ended up kneeling before her shapely legs, trying not to look up her skirt and see whichway my bet with myself about her and her panties went; I had a bonus on shaved or bushy that I did not expect to resolve by putting her shoes on.
Sammy and I walked her down to her car. She was unable to walk to it but gave excellent voice instructions. A night guard stopped us and interrogated us and Mrs. Northcutt. She made up some story about her being drunk and needing us to drive her home. He finally let us go. Sammy gave me a look and I shrugged.
The drive home was chaotic. Sammy kept missing corners, zipping past after I turned and losing us. I think he had pussy intoxication and couldn't see in the dark without his dork out. Mrs. Northcutt gave short, clipped directions till finally she told me to stop. We were on a gentle hill, with no real entrance to a house in sight. When I objected she explained that it would be uncomfortable if she ended up on the security footage riding in her own car instead of driving it. I would have to get out and dear Borland would see clearly that I was neither a rental nor a mark—her words exactly.
That puzzled me but I had no desire to clarify the issue. All I wanted was to get this gummy blond off the bottom of my shoe. I stopped and put the car into park. She leaned over and took hold of my chin and kissed me wetly on the cheek. "You are a gentleman, Sonny Duncan. I believe lots of males would have done me face down on the bed as soon as I passed out. Thank you for your help and I am sorry for taking you away from your hobby." She struggled out of the car and wobbled around to my side. I got her situated and watched her drive up the hill and around the corner. Sammy was behind us and I got into his car.
"That was fucking weird." He said. I could only agree.
We didn't talk most of the way back, nearly half an hour drive. As we neared The Dominion, Sammy began to clear his throat over and over. Since he didn't smoke and he was about as phlegmatic as gasoline, I knew something was on his mind. I suspected I knew. "Okay, Sammy. Out with it. What's on your mind?"
"Ellen." He said her name like it had been burped out of him.
"Yeah? What about Ellen?"
"I...uh, I want to sleep with her tonight. You know, alone."
I grunted. "You two seemed to hit it off."
"Oh my god, Sonny, you have no idea. When did her, she..." He coasted to a stop. "I...I think she likes me too." He said finally as we pulled into the parking garage at The Dominion.
"Well, hell, Sammy good for you."
"But...Sonny, she knows you are boinking my mom." He turned of the car and looked over at me. "That is weird right? That my buddy is boinking my mom? What will she think?"
"You'll have to ask her." I had no energy to imagine anything of the sort.
"But she is not a normal woman!"
I wasn't sure where he was going with this. "Sammy, my man, what about the last few months would you call normal? Or the last few hours for that matter?"
"Oh, well, right. I suppose that's right."
He had no fucking idea.
We found the apartment empty of sound, the lights still on. I found Ellen in the left bedroom. Sammy and I met in the middle, switching places. Mrs. Bickerstaff was dead to the world but uncoiled when I got into the bed behind her. She mumbled something and went back to sleep. I pulled her ass against my crotch and she sighed. I glanced at the clock. It was close to 5:00 a.m. I closed my eyes and the day at The Dominion ended in blackness.
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Chapter 5
Tangled up with my sisters, girlfriend and all
AUTHOR'S NOTE: To my chagrin I have discovered I did not post this "better" version of this chapter...we'll see if my assessment agrees. Hope the changes are worth the wait.
I woke to an empty apartment. I staggered through it and found everyone gone. I almost called Sammy to find out where the hell he went but gave it up. I was too tired to think. I went back to bed. It was about noon. I woke to the sound of my phone. Groggy and confused I fumbled for it till I mastered it and answered.
"Sonny? This is your beautiful girl friend!"
Dee Dee Hamilton. My heart jumped up into my throat. Suddenly I was awake and I could smell her, intermingled with the fumes of sex that lingered in the apartment. "D. Debra." I said softly, trying to sound sexy.
"Sonny? You sound awful. Are you sick?"
So much for auditory seduction. "No. No. It is so nice to hear your voice." I felt so pathetic. But my cock snapped directly to full attention without any intervening state.
"I am just getting onto the plane. I wanted to tell you I should be at the gate by seven. You can pick me up. We'll go by my house and I'll change. I have a glorious dress that will make you drool for tonight. Then you can escort me to the Collegiate New Year's Celebration. Are you excited to see me? This party should be fun. Will you know anyone there?"
A fateful question, as it turned out. I fumbled for a response and spoke the simplest thought I could manage. "My sister is finally going out with one of my friends. He has carried a torch for her for a long time. It should be fun."
"Your sister? Oh? Which one is that?"
"Tawny." I said instantly and a shiver ran down my spine as though someone was two-stepping over my grave.
"Tawny? Oh yes, your sister Tawny. She will be there. That is so nice. We'll get a table together. It is always nice to know someone."
I didn't know what to say but to add inane to inane so I kept silent.
D. Debra waited, finally speaking. "I am so excited to see you. I hope your tongue has gotten lots of exercise because I want you to go down on me right at midnight. See you at seven."
She hung up.
"Hello?" I said vacantly. My mind struggled for comprehension but my cock understood fine...and little head was not happy. No nooky tonight. Just tasting D. Debra, that was how my year was going to end. "I can hardly complain." I said out loud, speaking into the gray afternoon light. I looked at the phone. Two o'clock. "Nothing but pogo-tonguing my girl?" it thought. I thought of my sister Tawny all decked out, on Chris' arm, I thought of his apparatus and yes, my cock snapped back to attention. I really didn't have to go without, not if I didn't want to. Of course, technically, I had been used up already. Dannielle...I hardly had room to complain when it comes to pussy. I lay back and closed my eyes, assured that whatever happened, I'd find a fine thrill out in it.
I rolled out of bed and found the apartment had the decor of late American frat party. I spent the next two hours cleaning it up. Everyone else was gone, without even a good-bye but then I realized I might have spoken while still asleep; something I was able to do and got me into trouble from time to time.
By four I had the place shipshape and needed a shower. I realized I needed to get fresh clothes as the ones I had with me needed a whole new personality. I suddenly realized I was pushing the time and, after a final going over, left Bickerstaff's and Kline's apartment. Alissa Honeywell would tell me later that there was a maid service that would clean it up but at the time, I was possessed by the need to be a good tenant and not be an asshole. Even if that Oreo couple were both assholes, I did not want to emulate them. Copy the best of those you know, don't use their bad example as an excuse to pamper your worst self. A better world starts with me. I thought that and chuckled, for a guy boinking every pussy within arms length, thinking about a better world would confuse most people when it comes to making things better. I shrugged. Fuck me if the brave new world did not seem better with such pussy in it, or, better said, with me in such pussy.
I found an accident on the freeway and, being a holiday, it took the better part of an hour to clear so I was nearly an hour and an half getting home. I raced through a shower, brushing off my sisters, attention, barely hearing them.
I ran in and up to the shower so fast because I absolutely did not want them sniffing the aroma of pussy on me. The temptation is always to be casual about such things once the secret is out but I consciously decided to keep as much distance between my sisters and the rest of my life as possible. Like other of my decisions, this one was a delusion that made me brusque and nearly rude for that afternoon.
I did ask Dalia where they were going for the night and she shrugged and said they were staying in. I was in too much of a hurry to think about it much and so gave it no thought. I was sure this night of all nights I would get D. Debra Hamilton on her back where she belonged, despite my earlier fatalism. Had I taken two minutes to sniff around my blisters I might have smelled more than the dank mixture of Ellen and Dannielle steeped in my own sweat from cleaning and realized they were plotting against me.
It was nearly six-thirty by the time I left the house, backing out into the street only to discover my car was nearly empty. I found gas but there was a line. I was nearly frantic by the time I got aimed at the airport. I was surely going to be late and I felt anxiety rattling my ribs as I drove, forcing myself to abide by the speed limit since the police were itching to correct just this sort of holiday enthusiasm. I arrived at the airport twenty minutes late, dread pumping acid through my veins. I was just locking the car—the fob had quit working and I had to use the key. I kept forgetting to replace the battery so I could just punch it and lock the doors or unlock them. I felt stupid because I was going to have to demonstrate this failure to D. Debra.
My phone rang.
I answered it, panting into the phone.
"Sonny? Oh dear, I am terribly sorry but the plane is delayed. I, I won't be in till nearly nine. I have made arrangements to change at the hotel. Oh, we are taking off. See you soon."
She was gone.
Shit. I had to wait nearly two more hours. I did. I waited. I paced. I star gazed, looking at faces and asses, searching for some famous face. I realized I did not know her flight number and that delays and weather had bunched the incoming flights she would have been on together, muddling them so I had little hope of knowing if and when she arrived. On the brighter side, against expectations, I found a battery for my key fob. I couldn't get it open so I had to buy a little screw driver set before I could figure out the battery. I found one and went out to the car to test it and by golly it worked. Strangely, this filled me with a warm sense of accomplishment. Now, I realize it may have been the lingering glow of the well-fucked, but at the time I thought it was confidence that D. Debra was going to succumb to my overwhelming charm and lay down on her back and open her loving legs for me. Oh my, how ignorance and optimism can muddle the brain.
It was nearly ten before my phone rang and D. Debra demanded to know where I was. She was at the luggage area and waiting for me to come lug her luggage off the conveyor belt. I found her but she was distant and chilly, only presenting me a cheek and pecking me on mine.
"We must be quick. The party will be over before we even arrive." We bustled to the car. In the brief moment when we were close, I sniffed her and realized it was an advantage that she was standoffish, and I insisted she was protecting my delicate sensibilities—particularly my nose and the mindless cock that seemed in direct contact with the smell of her, rising up and staying hard.
D. Debra chattered the whole way to the hotel. I got the whole account of her time away, her cousins trying to peer into the canyon between her breasts and her confession that she teased them endlessly; mocking the males and chiding the females with her assets. She admitted, in a strange fit of self-awareness, that they must have been relieved to see her leave. She told me about her aunt Debbie, for whom she was named, but curiously spoke not a word about her mother. I did take note of that.
The knot formed in my gut during the drive. By the time I parked, eschewing the attendants, I had admitted to myself that I had been anticipating a reversal of our relationship and that she would be fully willing to lay down with me and do vigorous things to each other. I realized that anticipation powered my nervous response to the situation despite her early indications to the contrary. Hope knows no reason. I also confronted the ugly possibility that optimism itself may have no basis in reality.
Walking with her up to the entrance, to the music of her complaint that I should have let the parking attendant help or at least let her off so she did not have to walk in her silver heels on the concrete. If she ruined them, she told me, it would surely be my fault.
My idea that we would have a good time, that her torment of me was past and she was genuinely eager to be handled, that fantasy dissipated as she strode away up the incline from the lower level to the elevator entrance. We had to go down to get up to her suite, she said. I walked behind her and whatever she said about walking in high heels, she was certainly fast enough to make me need to nearly run in order just to keep up to her.
So we walked to the elevator with my eyes firmly fixed on the rolling of her ass, like two puppies in a burlap bag, bumping back and forth under her long gray coat. Her legs flashed through the slit in the back. I was so entranced I managed to keep my dread of disappointment at bay.
We were part of a crowd at the elevator from our parking level and we crowded into the car down to the main lobby from the parking garage. She moved away from me, not pushing against me but fitting her tits against some tall guy's back, dressed in an elegant tux. I hated the fucker. When we were finally unpacked, she sauntered away before I cleared the car. I was just about to catch up when someone called my name.
"Sonny! Sonny! Over here."
I looked around the cluttered foyer and found Chris and Tawny standing next to a big cactus, waving at me. Thinking they were a good excuse to halt D. Debra's charge for her shower, I grabbed her elbow and spun her half a turn to face them. "Hey Dee Dee, there is my sister and her date. Hang on a minute, I want to say hello."
Her compliance should have tipped me off but no. She was docile and sweet. "Of course, Sonny. I would love to meet your sweet sister. Please, do introduce us."
Arm in arm, we approached Tawny and Chris. I remember thinking something was odd. It was nearly ten-thirty. What were they doing out here? I did not get a chance to ask and it would have been redundant.
"Sonny, my god, you are so late!" Chris said.
"Yes, sorry, the plane was late." I put a hand on the small of D. Debra's back and pushed her forward. "Miss Hamilton, this is my sister, Tawny Duncan and my best friend, Chris Wills. This is the woman I have been telling you about, Miss D. Debra Hamilton."
They exchanged greetings, followed immediately by an awkward silence. I was searching for something to say when Tawny spoke to Deedee.
"Miss Hamilton, it is so nice of you to offer to let us use of your mother's suite tonight. I hope we are not intruding." Tawny spoke with the gleam of anticipation in her eyes.
"Of course, Tawny." Deedee said effusively. "I am sure it would only go to waste. So happy to have you. Sonny won't mind a bit." She turned to look for the elevators. "We should go now. I smell like a thoroughbred on a hot day at the track. It has been a miserable day thus far. I am glad to see this year end!"
I was staggering with the implications of what had just been presented to me. Once again, the feeling that I had all the rights of an inflatable doll bubbled through me. I should have known something was up but I was so enamored with my own fantasies of nooky to the lovely strains of Auld Lang Sayne the truth had eluded and then deluded me. I breathed in the daze and felt it flood down through me.
"Miss Hamilton called from the airport and offered to let me change in her suite. That was so nice, Debra...!"
"Dee Dee, please. Debra is my Aunt Debra. You have your things with you?"
My dear sister colored up like a New Mexican sunset. "We, uh, we thought you were late or something and, well, I put my things back in the car. We'll just go get them, won't we Chris?"
Chris duly nodded, looking much the way I felt.
"Just ask the floor monitor to let you in. On this night, they let nearly anyone in, once you get past the ticket door. I'll, we'll go on up since I have more maintenance to do no the ol' chassis then you do. See you soon."
Tawny and Chris walked toward the exit.
"Come along, Mr. Duncan. You have a tongue lashing waiting for you, your tongue, my flower!"
I felt the world tilting around me and the flat-lander in me got really scared because I was sure I was going to tumble right to the edge and off, out into that dark void. I watched Dee Dee strut off and for a moment was mesmerized. The woman had stuff and she strutted it peacock proud. Whoever named the peacock must have been nuts. I realized my mind was wandering, that D. Debra was aimed at the queue to an elevator. I shook myself free and shambled along in D. Debra's wake. I suppose all the fucking I had engaged in the previous few days dulled my senses but the truth is that D. Debra dulled my senses and she took full advantage of my deficit, twisting me like a voodoo doll. I felt like a rich girl's hobby.
In the elevator, we crowded close with everyone else. It smelled like a distillery. Many were midnight oiled since it was midnight somewhere. Is that what they mean by burning the midnight oil. I don't think so. D. Debra pulled my hand around her waist, snuggling in close under my arm. Directing my mind down the right track.
"Tight, Sonny. Hold me tight like you're my boyfriend."
Her voice lashed at me and I did as she suggested. I felt her curves conforming to my body and I felt the thrill of her presence run through me like a live current. I shivered.
D. Debra glanced at me. "Cold?"
"Hot." I said. "Burning."
She chortled. "I'll take a shower to cool both of us down."
The car stopped and started several times before D. Debra pulled us out of the press and led me down a push carpeted corridor to a door. She used a key card to open it. She stopped suddenly in the open doorway and I bumped into her like cars on a train that suddenly lost power.
"Go find the monitor, please. Tell him to let your sister and Chris in."
"Monitor?"
"The city furnishes off duty police on each floor, just for this night, to keep the peace and what not. Find him and tell him this room number and to let your sister and Chris in. He will."
I nodded and the door shut in my face before I thought to ask why we couldn't just open the door for them. I should have been suspicious. I pleaded that it was New Year's Eve and I thought sure I was about to go where any man seeing her would want to go. Give optimism a fighting chance and it will never die.
I found the guy and delivered the message, only realizing at that moment that I would have to knock on the door to get in myself. God, I felt so stupid. I sauntered back to the door and tapped on it. Nothing. She must be in the shower. I knocked louder just to be sure and the door flew open.
D. Debra Hamilton stood before me stark naked. Her hair was lank and dark with water, appearing as tendrils on her shoulders, plastered to her perfect skin clear down to her breasts and between them. They, her breasts, they stood tall and proud and I confess I stared like an African seeing his first white man.
"Sonny? Aren't you going to come in? Momma's ready for a good licking."
Her voice interrupted my mindless reverie and I looked up into her shining eyes.
"I have been waiting for your taste testing talents for days! It is time for you to have a little of my box lunch." She stepped back.
My brain clicked into "old Sonny" mode and my mouth objected, though I confess I could not really hear my own voice because my cock was screaming its objection to my objection. "My sister will be here soon." I said softly.
D. Debra just waved the door at me. "Then you'd better hurry. You are going to lick the lovely lady before I get dressed."
Still I just stared.
She shivered and cast her gaze over one shoulder. "Okay, I always had a fantasy about greeting my man at the door starkers and getting thrown on the bed and getting tongue tagged till I scream." Her eyes found me. "Get it? I am using you to live out my fantasies. You seem perfectly able and willing to give a girl what she wants...and I know you are keeping in shape for the big game." She lifted her chin. "I'm not a monster but I am going to tease you till you are crazy as sheep at a wolf's diet club meeting."
"Sheep." I bleated. "Baaaa."
I staggered into the room. The naked woman released the door and padded over to the far bed. For a "suite" it seemed curiously cramped, more like a regular hotel room. The Polemic was old. At some point, it had taken over a municipal concert hall and arts center. It managed the place for the city.
"Sonny!" D. Debra snapped her fingers at me.
I could not believe how my mind wandered, it was like I was drunk on something without knowing it. Thinking about the auditorium and the music and dancing and whatever with this nude goddess waiting for me to give her a good tongue lashing. I grinned. "Hey, lucky lady, I just happen to have just what you want."
She sat on the end of the bed and scooted back till her knees were bent over the end. She opened them. "We're waiting." She whispered. "Hurry."
God, it's so nice to be wanted. "We? You got a mouse in your pocket?"
He patted her full flanks and then patted the silken curls on her pubic mound. "Nope, but I'd like you to dip your pen in my ink."
I made to open my pants and she shook her head.
"Uh uh, tiger. No pussy for Sonny's dick tonight. Sonny's tongue though, I think..."
I put my hands on her knees and pushed them open, kneeling heavily between her legs. She groaned when I ran both hands up the arch of each thigh. She flopped back onto her back, her tits wobbling crazily with nervous energy and eager anticipation. Can tits do that? I swear I saw it with my own eyes. I videoed the moment and unless my dick got in and edited it, I saw nerves and anticipation wagging at me as she settled onto her back on the bed.
She grunted and arched her hips, making her glistening pussy swell and burst open like a ripe peach. I thought about kissing around a little just to clean up the water drops still beaded on her body from her shower but realized that my sister and Chris could be rattling through the door at any time. This woman needed no teasing nor warming up nor inspiration. I got a charge out of that. I was her inspiration. I moved closer to her pussy. It oozed with anticipation. God, I felt like a love god ready to consume a perfect sacrifice, though in my case I avoided virgins. I thought of the MILFs I had consumed and chortled.
D. Debra lifted her head and looked down her nude body at me. "What?" She said, concern in her voice.
I bent down and ran my tongue over the pursed lips of her pussy. That changed her channel from broadcast news to a very erotic pod cast!



Dee Dee moaned. "Oh yes, god, yes. Do, do, ugh, do that."
I did and got much the same reaction. Up and down I licked her till her body shook and she popped her hips up at me, mashing her swollen pussy lips against my face. Instinctively, I hardened my tongue and speared it between the lips. I hit the spot perfectly and penetrated deep into her. I felt like an English explorer finding Florida. I know, that was Ponce de Leon, so you get my point. Well, the Spanish anyway. Ponce looked for the fountain of youth. God, I needed to pay attention. I lashed my tongue around inside her. The world moved.
"Oh my god, yes!" Dee Dee shrieked, her whole body shaking. I sucked on her pussy, slashing through the writhing folds with my tongue, lip to lip with her. Her voice vanished and I felt her bucking soundlessly. Her legs clicked closed, pinching my shoulders and then my face between her plush thighs. She clamped down so hard I lost her pussy. My hands, resting on her knees were caught by surprise. I had to find a hard hold on her legs and pry them open. We fought with contrary motions for a moment till I won and she released my face.
D. Debra panted above and around me. I curled my tongue up inside her and I felt her go still. I poked and prodded till she lurched and ground up against my face, her body shook and then she bucked. The tip of my tongue touched her G-spot and I tickled her fancy with my dancing digit. She twitched under me, her hips bumping against my face. I shouldered deep between her legs and looped my arms under her thighs. I pulled her open. Her ass lifted, kissing my chin with her pussy. I tipped my mouth back into position and then ground down into her.
"Oh my fucking god!" D. Debra cried, then her body bucked and shook.
I tasted her approval. I swear the woman tasted like honey, sweet and succulent to the point that I wanted more. I pulled back, though and licked at her gushing pussy. I found her little knob, all eager and happy. I flicked it and D. Debra screamed. I felt the sound rattling my fillings.
At that perfect moment I heard the door rattle open.
"Thanks. Here."
I heard Chris' voice distinctly, but just for a naked minute. Then D. Debra's legs clamped back into place, deadening my hearing. Her body lurched under me, her hips pumping up and down as if she were a vibrator on high. She ground up at me, juddering, and I resisted with pressure of my own. She kept her thighs clinched for far longer than it could possibly have taken Chris and Tawny to walk down the little hall from the door and discover me face down in that wealth of blond pussy.
My hands were on her pelvic bones. I tried to reach around to open her thighs and get a little air. I gave up. Instead, I moved them down under her lifted ass, clasped each butt cheek and pressed my tongue deep into her pussy. Suddenly I could hear again.
"...we go?"
"No." That was Tawny. "No. God no."
"But..."
"Shut up." Tawny growled.
I knew that voice. It verified that she was related directly to Nova because it sounded just like my red-haired blister, like they had the exact same gene and it gave rise to that tone that would stop a grizzly bear from tasting your steak. I had a thought. I wished Dally was watching, she'd get such a charge out of this...I imagined she was and a charge flashed through me, renewing my energy and devotion to my task.
D. Debra shifted under my assault. Her legs suddenly went wide and I lost her. Her tummy pushed at the top of my head and I toppled back onto my ass. My eyes must have been turned off because I became aware of light and such just in time to see D. Debra's twitching ass as she trotted through the bathroom door.
The door thumped closed.
I sat on the floor, my legs out in front of me. I must have been sitting on my heels and when she sat up, I just sat back on my ass. I blinked at the edge of the bed before my face and then turned to look for my sister and Chris. They stood just inside the room. Both stared at me.
"Not much of a suite is it?" Chris said.
"Shut up, Chris." Tawny said.
Fuck me, they were already talking like they had been dating for years, like they had known each forever and fit together like butter on hot bread. Oh wait, they had known each other forever. As for the other, I'd already buttered her hot bread...
I searched for something to say but the bathroom door opened.
"You're here. My, that was fast." D. Debra's voice sounded so nonchalant even I thought I had imagined what had just happened. I licked my lips, tasted her and by golly, I had the proof I needed. My sister and her date had just walked in on me going down on my girlfriend, er, whatever she is.
"Hey." I said, my non sequitor was not replete with hidden meaning or any depth at all.
"Tawny Duncan, you're here." Dee Dee said all chummy with bonhomie. "You boys go on down. Our table is 67," Dee Dee tittered, "two short of sixty-nine. Tawny and I will gussy up and be down soon. Waiting is good for you boys." She laid a finger along the side of her face and then snapped her fingers.
She twirled around and went to her purse and fumbled in it, shook her head and when to her suitcase and then to the desk. "Here." She turned back to us. She extended a fan of three door key cards. "A card for everyone, since, well, it is a bedroom after all and you never know when a little privacy might come in handy."
Chris and Tawny both took one and Dee Dee handed me the remaining card. I tucked it in my shirt pocket. I got awkwardly to my feet. I looked and Chris. He was bland as a gay priest backing out of the girl's dressing room full of bras and panties and female skin.
I nodded. "Okay. Yes. Chris, lets go claim the table."
He nodded mutely and we beat feet out into the corridor. We walked side by side down the hall to the elevators both making the pointed effort to not talk, to maybe never speak to each other ever again. We waited, boarded and descended in utter silence. Not silent actually, for me anyway, my fucking heart was pitter patting in my ears like I was in a jungle disco. I was scared to talk because I figured I'd be yelling like one of those old guys who forgot to turn up his hearing aid or the guy in the Tell Tale Heart. The elevator doors opened and we made our way into the auditorium, through the melange of revelers panting with anticipation of midnight and the new year. Chris and I looked around and sat down with two chairs between us.
Its weird to sit at an empty table like that all alone with another person. Finally I realized that Chris was nervous because he was here with my sister and I was nervous because I'd been in my sister. We had completely different internal dialogs going on. Once you slip the slick sausage to your sister, it sort of makes your conversation suffer. You lose all perspective about what constitutes casual conversation. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I scooted over to the chair next to Chris.
"Nervous?"
He looked at me, the "new Chris" peered out of his eyes with some suspicion. "About what?"
"Being here with my sister?"
He blinked and despite the new poker faced Chris, he grinned a little, caught himself and snapped back to the poker face. Then he grinned again, relaxing a little. "Yeah. A little." He sighed, exhaling in a great gout of nervous energy that seemed to sparkle around us like Tinker Bell sneezed and farted at the same time.
"Jesus, after all this time, I am out with Tawny and, god, I can't think of one thing to say." I laughed a brittle laugh. "Ever notice how women love it when you're obviously nervous. They feed on it like some sort of vampire."
I nodded. "Unless you dump your ice cream cone in their lap, then its not so cute.
Chris nodded. "Yeah. Shit, I haven't said two words. I can't think of anything to say."
"You never have been a great conversationalist, dude. You listen and watch and when you speak, people listen."
"Right, because they are surprised I can talk. If a pig tells a joke everyone is going to laugh just because a talking pig makes people nervous. They don't give a shit about the punch line. Look, the pig can talk. Har har."
Jesus, he was nervous because that made no sense. Well, maybe it made a little sense...I realized I was trying to parse his example and that made no sense so I let it drop. I was surprised anything was making sense to me. "Is Tawny nervous?"
Chris' eyes squinted. "Why would she be nervous?"
Suddenly I relaxed, seeing his situation clearly and with absolute honesty, despite my dipping interest. I nudged him with my elbow. "Dude, you are pretty and she loves pretty. You look like a wedding cake, all frosty and clean. If she only knew what I know about you." I realized what I had said and expected Chris to pursue that but he just nodded thoughtfully.
"Mom's on her back at home. Sean is over there, in her, on her and with her. He is using every preposition on her he can think of and goddamn if she doesn't seem to warm to it."
The comment struck me as odd.
"Dude listen," Chris started but I interrupted him.
"This is a party. Nothing serious. What do you think? Is Tawny going to boink you?"
Chris did not seem to hear me or he robustly ignored me. Goddamn D. Debra Hamilton had shaken my foundations and I was leaking water like a sinking ship. Chris looked back and then around.
"There are some great looking...holy shit, Sonny, look over there. Isn't that your sister. I mean, your other sisters?"
The asshole pointed.
When I found Georgia and Dalia they were looking right at me. Dalia waved. Georgia glowered at me. They came over and stood over us. They were dressed to the nines. I looked up at Georgia past her billowing breasts and swallowed like I was in trouble for not being in her.
"We have to leave in the morning. We have a big audit to do in Florida." Georgia said dourly. "So we'll have to leave early."
Dalia looked back and forth between us. "We have to get up and catch a seven o'clock flight tomorrow."
"No point in going to bed." Chris interjected.
"You can say that again. New Year's Eve and my bed is empty as I am." Georgia mumbled.
I shook my head, not certain I heard right. I glanced at Chris and he seemed to be analyzing his auditory nerve too, testing for system failures, the connection seemed to be contaminated by our dirty minds arbitrarily hearing what we were thinking rather than what she actually said; a condition that could get your dick jammed in a light socket. Hence the brain freeze while we both did a system check in hopes of keeping our dicks out of trouble.
"Georgia, you are going to have a terrible hangover if you keep swilling Champaign. Let's go and leave the young people alone."
"Where's Tawny?" Georgia asked, looking at me rather than Chris.
That confused Chris. He looked between us like Dalia had and said, "Upstairs in Double D Hamilton's room changing clothes. I don't know why she didn't...oh never mind." He lapsed.
"A dance later?" Dalia asked, staring me down.
"You're my sister." I said reflexively. The words were into the wild before I realized she was suggesting I dance with Georgia.
She nodded. "So we are, since that is so, we should be able to count on you, right? We know you can dance." She smiled sweetly, "One dance leads to another, so, you'll be sweet and dance with us. Some actually nice man might ask us after they see us dance with you." Dalia was always frilly nice like mom but could be subtly bitting, but always with a sweet smile, a skill and habit Nova never developed. Scalpel and sledge hammer, that was my sisters.
The band struck up the next set and the music filled the room like blood in a shark tank. The crowd reacted accordingly. The huge dance area filled with couples, all tuxed and coiffed.
Georgia leaned down and whispered or rather yelled in my ear. "Find me later. You won't regret it." The hand she propped herself up with rested on my knee and she squeezed it like she was selecting a pork loin. She and Dalia drifted away.
Chris leaned over to me. "What was that about? God, your sisters make me nervous, like I'm a lab rat or something."
"You are a lab rat and they are thinking of dissecting you to see why you like cheese." I spotted D. Debra, plowing through the crowd like a galleon misplaced in a mossy lake. Tawny drifted behind her, pulled along in the blonde's wake. God, but my sister looked good!
The thought clinked around in my brain pan till my cock reined it in. My cock got very hard, remembering my trip down Tawny's narrow lane. I felt her legs clutching my naked body and I got all wistful and shit. I fixed my eyes on Miss Hamilton. God, the woman looked perfectly voracious and I got all wistful and shit, wishing I could just throw her on her back and mount her like a staircase but that would ruin the game. I closed my eyes, feeling all dizzy and shit.
The two women arrived at our table. Tawny wore a violet dress with spaghetti straps. It had ruffles on the front. Not really ruffles but waves or ripples or whatever you call them, gathered folds of rich purple cloth that disguised her bust. Automatically your eyes are drawn to her chest to try and determine where her tits actually were and what shape they had, if the movement you saw were her tits or just the dress flapping in the breeze. It commanded eyes and mind and I devoted both with perfect focus. A nice pastime but dresses like that turned it into a challenge, which I guess is the point.
D. Debra wore a tight dress that hugged her body the way I wanted to, painted on her hips and thighs. It clutched at her stomach and seemed to cling to her breasts from below. The dress was simple, white with stripes of green and blue lines running horizontally around her body. It managed to accent her shape, her broad hips and her voluminous bust, her broad shoulders and the narrow isthmus of her waist. The many lines made her look like an optical illusion.
She came over to me, dropped her purse on the table. "Dance with me, mister." She hollered over the rousing music. I did. Tawny made a similar demand of Chris and we slunk out into the miasma of dancing couples. We danced a couple dances. In a lull while the band passed beers around and debated what to play next, D. Debra leaned over and whispered in my hear.
"What?" I said, my ears still rang from the band music.
"I said, ask Tawny to dance."
"She's my sister." I responded immediately, all old Sonny and shit.
"I know. Ask her to dance." D. Debra grinned what I immediately labeled as an evil smile. She then confessed. "I want to dance with your friend.
The fucking band slurred into a a slow dance. Perfect. "Fuck me." I muttered. I don't think she heard and I doubted she would have misunderstood. I meant, "I'm fucked" and despite her stance on the matter, it applied perfectly.
D. Debra walked over to where Chris stood with both of Tawny's hands cupped on his one shoulder, her breasts pressed to his arm. A moment later they separated and Dee Dee moved into Chris' embrace. He twitched and shifted her out into a more normal dance stance, one that nuns would approve of.
Tawny stood there staring at them as they danced away, twirling together like a cottonwood leaf riding a crystal clear but fast stream. They disappeared into the pulsing crowd. She finally looked my way. She walked over to where I stood.
My cock had come and gone several times while I danced with D. Debra. She had rubbed against me till I was hard and then slithered away till I deflated again, disappointment depressing my catatonic cock. We had not spoken mostly because the music was too loud for that. She teased me with silent purpose.
"Well, baby bro, it's just you and me I guess." Tawny said loud enough to be heard.
I took her in my arms and danced us away from the columnar speakers. The vibrations lessened. Unaccountably Tawny molded herself to me. My cock, confused, got hard. I pushed her back a little.
She leaned back and looked up at me. "We fucked, baby brother, are you still nervous about dancing close with me?"
"I am nervous about dancing close with my sister in public."
She kissed the side of my cheek and shifted against me. I got a whiff of her perfume and suddenly I became all cock and no brain. One hand glissaded down her back and onto the thin ice of her ass, hoping to fall in, tamping down the fluffy dress. I felt her rump flexing as we moved. She melted against me, painting me with a luscious coat of Tawny. I clinched us together. Her head leaned onto my shoulder and she kissed my neck. She said something I missed. Her body was eloquent against mine, echoing my sudden but gargantuan desire. The ridge of her hip pressed against the length of my hard dick. All I wanted to do was crawl up between her legs and ram her full of cock. The thought left me breathless. Her next words confused me even more.
"She made a pass at me." Tawny said in my ear. The slow music made it easier to talk but I was still sure I had invented her words, conjured them from the smoke of my own burning lust.
"Excuse me?" I returned.
"She made a pass at me. She, she kissed me. On the mouth. Then, then she asked me to go down on her."
"What?" I said again, unwilling to think about what my sister was saying. Then I got a picture of Tawny between D. Debra's legs and my heart stopped. Fuck me, that was mixing wonderful and fabulous and getting just a blank stare from your thesaurus searching for the right word to describe it. Jesus, suddenly I couldn't breathe and the world began to go blurry and dull, like I hadn't paid my cable bill and the fuckers were teasing me with visions of life without consciousness. Really, that was just a lack of oxygen since all my blood was queued up trying to get into my cock. The greedy little shit was swelled up like a Hollywood actor's ego.
"She asked me to go down on her. She, she said I had seen you go down on her and she wanted to compare our tongues, just to see if great cunnilingus runs in the family. Jesus, Sonny, she said that. She just, just said it out, just like that."
"Uh, what did you say." I turned my head to speak into her ear. "Do you think cunnilingus is genetic?" My whisper voice hurt my throat. This was not a conversation to share with the couples around us. I smelled the fresh aroma of her hair. The hair stood up on the back of my neck. I felt like I had hair all the way down my back to the crack of my ass. I ground my cock against her hip.
Tawny groaned and dropped her head then lifted it, kissing my ear gently. She rallied and said, "I said, no thanks. You, you know what she said then?"
"No telling. Something outrageous, I'm guessing."
"Right you are. She said, she said she'd taste me if I wanted. If I wanted, she said it like that. Like she was asking if I had needle and thread to fix a split in her dress. God, do you think hers is tight enough? It's painted on surely or it would be splitting seams."
"I think it looks great." I returned. I twirled her and dipped lovely blister. She giggled with delight.
"God, you are a much better dancer than Chris."
"But he's prettier."
"God, he is pretty, isn't he?"
"Hey, shut up." I said. I twirled and dipped her again. This time, when she came upright, she wobbled and clung to me like moss on a tree. She was so close she made me bark. My cock was howling for another go at her, just for old times' sake. Her body rubbed against me like it was all her idea. If everyone around us hadn't been engaged in the same sort of friction, I was sure they'd have been staring at us with envy greening their eyes.
"She said, she said she wanted to taste me but she hadn't tasted you yet so she could not compare. What does that mean?"



"Didn't I mention it? Miss Hamilton says she won't ever have sex with me."
Tawny did not seem to hear. "She said, she said she wants to taste me, to see if I am sweet or not." Tawny snorted. "No one is sweet. We all taste like fish, right?"
I shook my head immediately. "All pussy is not created the same."
My big blister looked at me funny and then laughed. We twirled fast to the slow music till Tawny was suitably dizzy so that she quit trying to lead. I grunted and pulled her close. She nuzzled up to me, lay her head on my shoulder and went to sleep. We did the "why dance" for a while, barely moving, just coating each other with erotic curiosity and equally erotic suggestion, which in our case was a true reminiscence.
She lifted her head and looked at me like she was drunk. "I, I want you to fuck me." She whispered. "Put your cum in me. Then, then when D. Debra eats me, she'll get a taste of you."
I made a face.
"What's the matter. Don't you want her to taste you?"
"I do but I had a different method in mind, other than using you as a delivery system." I separated us to a good Catholic distance, as though there were nuns patrolling the dance with their erection radars and their squawking dampening systems active. Tawny was right, very few people would know we were brother and sister.
I spotted D. Debra and Chris. The music dribbled to an end and then transitioned right into something fast. Chris and Dee Dee flung themselves into it, doing a chaotic jitterbug. Chris looked like a puppet with an epileptic puppet master, I thought smugly. There was going to be no rap or rock and roll here tonight; all big band and nostalgia. Rap and tuxes are not really a good mix.
I felt Tawny slip out of my arms, her hand held onto my hand and pulled me through the throbbing crowd towards a door into the foyer. Past the door way, the music muted.
"Come with me." Tawny said softly, her voice warbling with urgency. "We explored while we waited for you two to arrive from the airport."
"Where are we going?" I grunted as she pulled me to stairs and we fairly ran up them.
"We are going to fuck." Tawny hissed back.
Jesus, I thought. How is this going to work? I wasn't praying, that is just an expression. I wasn't asking for divine insight, it was a simple inquiry into the practical mechanics, a plea for clarity in my confusion. I was bewildered about the sudden lurch backwards into our sexual congress. My reelection came as a complete surprise but Mr. Cock didn't give a fuck. Oh, well, not that actually but you get my point.
On the upper level we turned down a broad hall, the access to the upper balcony that was unused for this event. Tawny dragged me to a door. She looked around to see if anyone else was about. No one was.
"This is the control room for when they do concerts here. Chris showed it to me. He, he loves showing off what he knows. The door's open."
She proved that and pulled me inside. One of her hands pressed against my hard cock. Her eyes widened with delight, lighting with that inner thrill some women get when they verify what they hoped all along, that they can make you hard by wearing clothes, which I guess is why shopping is such a high for them. Hmm, I'd never thought about that before. God, I was having a terrible time keeping my mind on the pussy right before me.
"Jesus, Sis, what are you doing?"
She kissed me. The kiss was all tongue and lips, panting and moaning. One of her palms cupped my chin and the other held to the back of my head just at the neck. The kiss made my hair stand on end. I felt like Einstein in a wind storm.
When Tawny broke the kiss, her eyes were lit with an inner light.
"What are we doing up here?" I asked again. I think I just wanted to hear her say it all again. I knew what she'd said but maybe I didn't believe her. D. Debra had unraveled my confidence. Maybe I just wanted my sister to say it again, so the words would caress my ego and reassure my dorky dork. She obliged me.
"We are going to fuck. If, if she insists on eating me, then I want her to taste man juice in my tight martini. I'm no fish taco."
I had the feeling I was not getting the straight poop. My sister had latched onto some private fantasy and she was not giving me much insight. Then she gave me the insight that explained her conception of me.
"You're a twist, aren't you? Let me twist you into this. Don't you want to see your sister eating your girlfriend? Aren't you a bit of a pervert?"
A bit? I wasn't sure if I was insulted, relieved, or complimented.
She lifted up the taffeta billows of her skirt. She got her hands between her legs and a moment later she held out a pair of panties, more string than cloth to me.
"Here. Hold these, will you? I'll need them back once you come in me."
My god, was I confused. I was a sleep-walking actor awaking on stage in the middle of a play with no script. I felt like I woke up wearing a clown suit at a funeral.
Tawny hitched up her skirt and turned around. The room had a line of control panels to the left against the wall of windows looking down on the dance floor far below us. To our right were several panes of windows and an open space where I supposed they put tables during a production, since they were folded up against the end wall. Tawny walked over to the bank of windows. She peered down and then stepped back, nodding. She carried a flat party purse about ten inches square, thick enough to hold a tampon and a credit card but light enough not to make her biceps bulge. She turned to look at me and gestured.
"Over here." She said.
I took tentative steps in her direction acting as though I were drawing near a cliff and the wind was at my back, sliding my feet without losing contact with the wooden floor. I didn't want to lift a foot and risk blowing over the side. I was right, I was nearing a precipice. We were close to the edge. I had no idea how that reality thrilled my sister.
Tawny faced the glass. She lifted up the cloud bank of her dress, exposing her legs. She wore fishnet stockings with the faux silk seam up the back. God but they were sexy! She twisted her head around to look at me arching her back, not quite exposing her ass, showing on the nether reaches of her thighs. The sight teased me to distraction! The lines on her thighs pointed up to her little sweet spot.
"Well?" She said. "Do you want a piece of me or not?"
"What?" I said, my brain reacted like a civil servant under pressure to hurry.
Tawny's face crumpled into a scowl. "Jesus, Sonny, I want you to fuck me. Your girlfriend is going to go down on me, I, I feel it and I, I am going to let her and I, I want your goo swimming around in my mixture when Miss Hamilton sticks her tongue in me. You going to help or not?"
This seemed too weird, not really to me, just in the general conventional sense we all like to call home despite it being just a furniture store. I immediately opened my jacket and pulled the cummerbund out of the way and fumbled with my pants. I couldn't get a bead on what was driving this train or where the tracks were leading that my sister was laying down before us. Tawny never expressed my desire to have a woman go down on her so this was a cog in some other machine. The thought that she had an agenda and I was just a piston in that engine that made it go echoed in me. I silenced it with one thought. I was going to fuck my sister on New Year's. The thrill of that thought rambled around inside me like a nervous lion in a cage. The impatient fucker roared and I shuffled into action, pants waffling down my legs.
I moved in behind her and glimpsed for the first time the seething crowd dancing below, the expanse of half empty tables and the scattered spangles of waiters and waitresses.
"Hey, pay attention. I want you in me. Put cum in me so if, if she decides to go through with her threat, I'll be able to giggle when she tastes man juice in me." Tawny giggled.
"What about Chris?" I asked.
"I'll fuck him after. I, I am sure if she goes down on me, I'll want a cock link locked in me sooner rather than later."
"How is this going to work?"
"First you take out your cock. Then you put it in me." Tawny said tightly.
"That's not what I meant." I objected. I lifted her dress out of the way and revealed her perfect little butt. I exposed my cock, touching it to the back of her thigh above the black stocking. "My cock's out. I meant..."
She interrupted me.
"That is what I meant. Put it in me, now. Please, Sonny, lets not waste time. If, if you leave a little Easter egg in me, I, I don't think I'll be so nervous about being around her. If, if she insists on tasting me," here Tawny laughed and she sounded so much like Georgia on the warpath to get subtle revenge for some petty slight, I squinted in the gloom to make sure I knew who I was about to fuck, feeling guilty when I verified it was Tawny and not Georgia.
"If she insists on going down on me, I think I'll be able to relax and enjoy it if I have you bubbling out of my little sister."
"You don't have a little sister."
"Shut up and fuck me." She said. "I do too! Pay attention!"
My cock was well into is sixth life. I hated to waste it. Now there is a mixed up metaphor, since cats have nine lives and pussy and cock and....
"Hey, little bother! Are you going to bother me or what?" Tawny was twisted round in her puff of purple, eying me with one eye, panting with the stress of her twist.
I looked down at the mosaic of skin, stocking and purple dress. I rumpled the dress higher, exposing the prim plums of her fine little ass again. She leaned forward and then toe-walked forward, almost out of my reach. She put the square purse against the window and pressed her cheek against it. She put both hands to the glass beside her face on the glass and grunted, "Fuck me!"
I looked past her and saw people dancing and drinking and then I saw one face turned upwards. He had a most curious look on his face, like he was seeing an angel in a cloud or something. Astonishment mixed with the curiosity of an agnostic face to face with God. Then he elbowed the guy next to him and pointed up at us.
"They, uh, they can see us." I whispered, like they could hear us too.
Tawny craned back from the window and peeked around the purse which she held to the window with one hand. She twisted to look around at me. Her face shone, bright with arousal.
"I know. What do you think we are doing here?" She looked back to the window and then down. "Oh, good idea." She slipped the string that held up the front of her dress down her right arm then moved the left one along her other arm. She switched arms holding the purse and her dress loosened. She pushed it down in front. She wore no bra.
Oddly, I could suddenly see her tits reflected in the glass. She discovered my reflection and her eyes met mine in the happenstance mirror because the light was right and her tits were showing. She smiled shyly. "I, I want them to see." She leaned against the glass. "Oh fuck me, that's cold." She pressed her upper torso more firmly against the glass. Her body jerked, making the stiff purple cloth rustle. "God, Sonny, you have to fuck me. They can't see you. They'll only see me and not my face. That, that's why I brought my purse. I'm just a pair of naked tits." She groaned deep in her chest, sounding like a much larger woman. "God, fuck me."
I glanced past her and saw more and more people staring up at us. "What if God delegates?"
"Yes, goddammit, hurry."
She bent the small of her back to an impossible angle but as I have said, my sister is flexible. I could have set a cup of coffee on the forehead of her ass and only spilled some if it was really full. I moved my hands to her waist finding the garter belt that hooked to her fishnets. God, suddenly the erotic appeal of fucking her, my own sister, while a whole crowd watched grabbed hold of me and shook me, like a giant flicking a booger.
I peeled my sister open and touched her deep between her legs.
She jerked, flinching so hard I heard her tits squeaking against the glass.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me. Hurry. God, they, they are watching us. I can feel their eyes like feathers on my skin. My nipples, oh god, little bother, bother me!"
She sounded delirious.
I peeled her ass open, pitching her forward another inch or so. I felt the stress in her back. I realized she was keeping me back from the glass so all the crowd would see was a woman's tits against the glass, like two fried eggs on a windshield. I smiled, touched my cock to the cleft of her ass.
Tawny shivered. I felt it, like her outer body shifted under my hands. Time to see what her inner body felt like. I moved one hand to my cock and probed into her moist depths. I felt her pussy kiss me, then suck and gobble me inside. I slid into her. The pleasure cavorted about us and then seized me in its cool, clear clutches and crushed my consciousness.
My eyes closed. The pleasure of my sister's cunt swamped me.
"Ugh, god, Sonny, yes, yes, yes, oh god yes fuck me!" She groaned. She held still while my cock inched inside of her the hard way. Her body writhed around me. I glanced past her bare shoulders twitching behind those tits pressed to the glass and saw more and more people pointing at us. I pushed against her and sank deeper into her excited depths.
The illuminated moment exposed my sister to me as never before. She had plotted this, perhaps not with me specifically. She was satisfying a fantasy, the basic desire to be watched while someone fucked her. I did not have the hubris to think she included her little bother in that tableau. No, it was the feeling of so many eyes on her tits that watered her secret garden.
I pulled back and slammed into her. The irrigation was going full blast.
Tawny groaned, a tectonic rumble that scared me a little. I felt her shift before me. I opened my eyes. She was peeking around the purse. It seemed way too small to hide much. She shivered.
"They can see my boobs." She lifted her torso, holding the purse with one hand and then pressing against the glass. Her pussy clinched down on my buried cock. I pulled her hard against me, visions of the glass breaking and us topping half-naked into the dancing crowd hitched my breath and made me lean back. That action counter balanced us so she could move her torso without supporting hers or my weight.
Tawny tittered. "I'm rubbing my nipples on the glass." She said, her voice was dog-whistle high. "Fuck me, Sonny. Make me come! I'll come, hard, if you fuck me. Hard!" Her diction was getting scrambled. She was shaken and stirred at the same time.
"Bond. James Bond." I growled. I withdrew my cock from her clasping depths and then returned it into her. She grunted and then cried out.
"Fuck me, James, fuck me."
There's a line they always cut from those demure movies. The subtext only escaped the daft and the innocent.
I did as she asked.
More and more people were pointing and half of the dancing crowd was staring up at us. I hammered urgently into my sister. She quaked and cried, suddenly tensing.
"Coming, oh god, Sonny, I'm coming!" She did too. Her whole body clinched down on me and I felt it ripple down her spine from her brain and spike between her ass cheeks directly into her spasming pussy. Her inner muscles clamped down on me and squeezed like she was chewing gum. Good to be gum.
I rolled into a steady stroke, sliding the meat to her with regular pace that increased an inch at a time. She huffed and puffed and pressed her tits to the glass. I heard them squeak again. It seemed impossible that a woman could bend that way but that thought got swamped in the rising tide of my ecstasy. She growled and bucked into a new round of orgasms, little ones and radical ones all jumbled together like a crowd fleeing a fire. She ran toward the inferno raging inside of her.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me!" Tawny moved the purse down to her cheek, pressing her face against it and spreading her arms wide onto the glass like feather-bare wings, a plucked angel. She bucked and bucked as new waves of pleasure contorted her. I hammered into her, thrusting deep and pulling back to plunge into her again. Her body responded, drooling with limp lust while the contradiction of her tightening pussy drew my climax to the surface. It breeched and flew up like a great marlin. It splashed down and I ground our bodies together.
I came.
My groans became the bass line to Tawny's contralto making an erotic harmony. We sang out our pleasure together in a chorus of panting gasps.
When I coasted to a stop, leaning against her, I opened my eyes and found nearly the whole place was staring up at us.
"Jesus, we gotta go. Security will be up to take a turn with you in a minute if we don't split."
Tawny groaned. "You think so?" She asked, her voice drunk with feathery satisfaction.
I pulled my cock out of my sister and slapped her ass, hard. She lurched and stood up. "We need to scramble!" I muttered. "This could get bad."
She turned around and took my face in both hands, her tits waving happily at me. I dropped my pants which I had been trying to pull up without leaning down and palmed her tits. She kissed me. I kissed her, my heart hammered from both post coital happiness and present moment panic. The kiss was luxurious, like a mink smeared with chocolate syrup.
She released me. "Thank you, little brother. God, that, that...oh god, that...!" She looked down at her breasts. "Happy, girls? Everyone saw you!" She giggled and pulled the front of her dress into place, slipping the string straps over each shoulder. Just like that she was arranged. Easy in, easy out.
"Come on, brother mine, you need to get ready to run. They'll be here in a moment."
Just like that we switched roles. Suddenly she was all business and I was fumbling to get a sticky but still hard cock back into the hen house.
"Hurry up." She said, just like we were once more young. My sisters always pushed me hard to be as fast as they were because Mom never left until I was perfectly attired. Since I usually hated being primped, I tended to delay and prevaricate which did not endear me to my elder sisters. It was usually something girly like a fashion show or something that did not engage my boyish enthusiasm since I was consistently out numbered and thus out voted. Not quite the same situation as I was in at that moment.
"Come on, Sonny!" Tawny was at the door. "What's wrong with you?"
I got my cummerbund in order and walked to the door. "Not enough sex." I mumbled.
Tawny gave me the best "you have got to be kidding" look I have ever seen. Then she shook her head and cracked the door. "Coast is clear, follow me. I know where the service stairs are. The lazy fucks will use the elevators.
We dodged and weaved until we arrived at a service entrance. She led me out into the guest parking to her car, which surprised me since I figured Chris would drive. She opened the back door and took out a little fur coat that only came down to her last rib. She tucked her tits behind the white faux fur flaps and looked at me.
"Want to do it again here?"
I was on the same wave length with her. "Of course, but we need to get back inside or someone might put two and two together."
"One and one, more likely." She grinned. "God, Sonny, that was fun. I'll have that on my inner wall of fame forever." She shivered and not from the cold. "That was so hot. I, I have had that fantasy for ever. I used to go to concerts and when it got boring, you know when Mom dragged me to something here, I'd look up at those windows and imagine being fucked against them, my tits pressed against them while all the other bored fucks in the crowd clapped and cheered."



"I think they were clapping and cheering you." I said.
Tawny looked very pleased. She took my cheeks in each hand and kissed me soundly on the mouth, more of a sisterly kiss than that of a fuck-running lover. Somehow that made it all the sweeter. "Thank you, Sonny. I, I wanted that and I did not know if I could count on Chris to do it without, without, well, to give it to me that way. You did like I asked and, well, I am not sure Chris would have been so cooperative."
I smirked, but realized I actually didn't know that either.
Tawny kissed me again, dryly, more sisterly than before. "Thanks, baby bro, my little bother. Really, that was awesome!" Suddenly she shivered and her face changed in the gloom. "God, Sonny, we really did it. I mean, I am having sex with my brother! Can you believe it?"
I hugged her close and I felt her trembling. I worried for a moment that the gap in our reality had started to pinch closed and had caught her in its uncaring jaws. Then she spoke and the meaning of her trembling came clear.
"I want to do it again. With you, I mean. I know, we handed you off to Georgia but...you have to fuck her now. You have to. I, I won't feel right if you don't do her for New Year's too. I mean, if D. Debra dickhead isn't going to...." Tawny leaned back out of our embrace. "I'm sorry for you, Sonny. She has you by the dick and she likes the aura of adoration you are exuding. Shit, fucking me just made it worse. Take it out on Georgia. She'll love you for it."
I nodded. My internal clock was alarming, I mean the alarm was going off, telling me we had been absent for too long. Besides, the cold was getting to me and I presumed that my hot sister was cooling down.
"We best get on." I muttered and we walked around to the main entrance. The band was on a break, the last before midnight I assumed. I made our way back to the table. Tawny's little white stole made for the perfect excuse but she embellished our excuse for being absent when the tits in the sky appeared.
"Where were you two? You missed it." D. Debra screeched when we appeared. "They, she, she, he fucked her right up there. We could see her tits but not her face. God, it was so hot. Everyone started to scream and each time she came, we clapped and cheered. Happy fucking New Year's!"
Chris eyed me like I had just eaten a mushroom off his plate. I think Tawny noticed. She leaned into him and kissed his cheek, laying her hand on his arm and brushing her covered breasts against his upper arm. I could see the light in his eyes. God, he was as helpless with her as I was with D. Debra, the lucky fuck. I felt an urge to switch with him but that was impossible.
"Chris, dear, I, I felt a little weird being here with you but Sonny, I have the best brother. God, he talked me down. I think I had a panic attack."
She had some kind of attack, for sure.
Chris looked at me. "So? What'd you tell her?"
I shrugged. "Dude, you don't understand. She's my big sister. I have the same control of her that the government has over the weather. Much as we wish we could control it, the weather does what it does with precious little input from us."
"Denier!" D. Debra hooted.
I looked at her. "What?"
"Global warming. Everyone knows it is a hoax, I suppose!" She snorted.
I rolled my eyes. "I know we cannot schedule the weather so the global warming that is real is not within our ability to change the way every one wishes." I growled, suddenly feeling put out that this beautiful blonde bombshell was not going to fuck me. I felt it in the cockles of my cock, if my cock has cockles. Then I imagined her licking my cum out of my sister and I felt better but only a little, hardly smug, just vicariously poetic. I looked around for Georgia.
D. Debra nodded. "Global warming is..." The music rose to drown her out.
I extended a hand and we went out onto the dance floor and got sweaty. When the music finally slowed, we clung together and her body throbbed against mine. She kissed me lovingly and long, her lips caressing mine like smears of pudding, soft and rich and luscious. Her hands stroked my chest and I handled her ass and back like I was plumping bread dough. She nestled against me like she was mine and for a moment I had hope that she was changing her mind. Then my bitch sister appeared.
Tawny pulled us apart.
"Do you have something like a needle and thread?" She asked. One of her hands held her top over her breast. I could see that the thin string strap had broken. I was immediately suspicious.
In the midst of the other dancing couples, kissing and fondling each other, we separated and looked at Tawny. Chris stood behind her, his face as red as Georgia's hair.
"Deary? What happened." D. Debra asked.
Tawny moved her hand and the front of her dress flapped down, exposing her bare tit. Around us, a dozen couples lost the beat and bumped into each other. One guy ran right into my back. I felt like a street curb in an ice storm.
I caught Tawny's eyes and she was nearly laughing with glee. She pulled the lank cloth over her tit but very slowly, like an idiot stripper, dressing very slowly.
"I bet we can get something from customer services at the hotel." D. Debra said, her engineer practicality clicking into action.
"I need a hand. Will you go with me and help me get it fixed? I'm all thumbs when it comes to sewing." Tawny looked completely helpless. I knew it was an act but figured D. Debra would be fooled out of sheer hubris if not actual wishful thinking.
D. Debra looked over at me and she looked very, very guilty. I'd have been really confused if I hadn't just fucked my own sister. No, wait. That's not the reason. I'd have been confused if Tawny hadn't told me that Dee Dee wanted to sit on her face or vice versa. One of the two. Without that tidbit of data, I'd have surely been confused, more confused. The look on the blond woman's face expressed both guilt and surprised desire. She took this as a sexual gambit, one she had no intention of letting pass. I wondered what winning looked like, for her and for me.
"Of course, come along. The boys can take care of themselves." D. Debra looked at me and winked.
I rolled my eyes. Fuck me.
Chris and I made our way to the table, then went and got drinks from the bar. I paid and he looked at me like I just peed in his coat pocket but he said nothing. I never paid, not because I'm preternaturally cheap, just perpetually broke.
We went over to our table and found my other two itinerant sisters sitting there.
"Jesus, Sonny, what does this mean?" Chris muttered.
I was sure the poor sod was confused but after his little stunt with Sean Favors, I was not inclined to be very understanding. I elbowed him in the ribs. "They just want us to dance with them. I get Georgia."
Chris looked at me. His eyes darkened but then he smirked. "Dalia looks just like Cici." He said. The smirk was lascivious and calculating.
I knew what he was saying. The only thing that kept me from saying something stupid and revealing was the fact that I hadn't really fucked Dalia yet. Well, not really. The feel of her body settling down onto me ricocheted through me. I felt my resistance to everything shatter. I looked at Georgia and saw the hunger beaming out her eyes, like Ultron or Cyclops.
"She's not my mother." I said, feeling smug at being so conventional while realizing the paradox inherent in my words. Hollywood loves irony and I dove deep in mine.
"I know, Sonny." Chris said, the old Chris, the one who had pined after Tawny but never spoken a word about her in my presence. "I'm here with Tawny but I'll dance with Dalia if you like. You can have Georgia."
For a moment I thought I'd let my girdle show. I looked at Chris and saw him about to burst out laughing.
"Fuck off." I growled and walked to the table.
"Ladies." I said looking back and forth between Dalia and Georgia. Dalia jerked her eyes sideways at Georgia. I knew what she meant. I felt Chris arrive behind me. "Georgia, dear, would you care to dance?"
Georgia's enraptured response surprised me, like she thought I was going to ignore her. The music slowed around us and we walked into the swaying forest of bodies. Two women danced near us, kissing as we passed. Georgia turned around and frankly stared at them till they broke the kiss and looked accusingly at us.
"What are you looking at, bitch?" One of them said.
"You." Georgia said. "Wanna switch?"
My cock twitched. Women can be so perverse sometimes.
"Fuck you." The woman said turning her face back to her date but some strange gravity twisted her back to face Georgia.
"Okay. Now?" Georgia returned.
The woman's date turned her face back to where it belonged and they kissed again, deep and open mouthed. The shorter women with gauzy blond hair clasped the taller black woman's breast and squeezed. We disappeared from their awareness.
I pulled Georgia deeper into the crowd, making our disappearance physical as well as metaphysical. I put an arm around her and cinched her hip in between my legs. Georgia's eyes switched from the distance behind me and looked up at me.
"What did you do that for?" I asked, mostly because I didn't know.
"Where did your girlfriend go?"
"Upstairs." I replied.
"Why?"
"Tawny's dress broke. They went to fix it."
"Oh. They'll be awhile then?"
I knew what Georgia was asking. I had good news for her. "I think they'll be awhile." I said. My mind swept past the constructed image of D. Debra on her knees between Tawny's knees.
"Oh? What do you mean?"
"D. Debra wants to..." I looked at my eldest sister, the one with the naked hunger in her eyes. "I think you'd like her, Dee Dee Hamilton, I mean" I said. One sister was flexible in one way and this one was flexible in another way.
Georgia did not get my implication.
Her expression changed suddenly. "You don't mind that we crashed your party? Dalia, she said it was gauche. You know how repressed she can be." One of Georgia's hands fondled my ass and pinched me, making me jump. Georgia grinned, pleased with herself, her liberated self. She has the subtlety of a nuclear bomb, hence her nickname, Nova.
"Uh, I don't think Dally is repressed, she just gets her thrills from a different catalog than you do."
"Bullshit." Georgia growled. "I never met a catalog I didn't like."
"Love." I amended.
Finally Georgia smiled. "We understand each other." She gazed up at me and we danced in smooth silence for a few minutes. "Sonny, can I ask you something?"
I nodded.
"Will you, uh, we are leaving early in the morning. This, this could be a long trip. I mean, from what we were told today, it could take a long time to work this out. The audit is a merger due diligence and I think it is a mess. We'll, we'll, we may be gone a long time."
I kissed her. "I, yes, Miss Infernal, I'll fuck you before you go."
Her face clouded. "Inferno, asshole. Not Infernal. That means something entirely different."
"Fuck off. I know that." I returned.
"Really?"
"Yes. Inferno is a noun and infernal means..."
She smacked my shoulder. "Not that, dummy."
I put on my most innocent face. "What are you talking about, then?"
"You'll fuck me before you go?"
"Me? I'm not going anywhere."
Georgia shook her head, frustrated. "I know. I mean you'll make love to me before we leave in the morning?"
I nodded.
Georgia did that little shimmy a woman does when they are nestling, like a hen about to lay an egg settling into position in her nest. She found my hand, pulling it off her ass and folded it up between us. She turned my palm and cupped it around one of her breasts and then crushed it between us, holding it with her own hand, massaging herself with my hand using her hand. The complex caress thrilled me. She laid her head on my shoulder. We swayed without the music, ignoring the beat and just swaying like two Cypress trees in a gentle breeze.
The music stopped and then melted into another slow song. I thought about Dalia and Chris. God, he must be so confused. I started to crane around looking for them. I found them, dancing in nun-approved fashion, chattering and laughing. Chris even looked a little relaxed, but more relieved.
Georgia lifted her head. "Now?" She asked softly.
"What?" I pulled my eyes from Dalia. I had been thinking about our dear mother, so far away. My hard cock tingled with the recollection of having my own mother in her bed, on her back. Dalia did look a lot like Cici Duncan.
"Now. I mean, will you fuck me now?" Georgia whispered pressing her face into the corner of my neck. Her voice bubbled up the side of my neck to my ear, tickling them. Funny how the right meaning can make your ears tickle.
"I want to feel you inside me again." She whispered. "I mean now. Right now. I don't want to wait." She pressed her body against me, every pore exuding invitation and the assurance that any action on my part would meet with rampant and supple compliance. "I want you to fuck me, Sonny. I want it so badly, I can barely breathe."
I would have stuttered if I had any words half-way ready to offer but the music ended and suddenly I was coated with my sister in the midst of a thousand strangers. I opened my eyes and saw Dalia looking at me. I flinched Georgia away from her horny repose just as Chris turned to look at us.
"We better sit down." I mumbled.
"I can't move, Sonny. God, my knees are so weak I think I'll topple over if you let go of me." Her voice keened, the implicit plea became explicit irrespective of the words she used. She was in a bad way. "Just thinking about it...!" She whispered.
I cupped her elbow as though to support her, if her words were not actually hyperbole. We trudged towards the table. Chris and Dalia were already there when I arrived. The band was shutting down and a mouth with good hair took the mike and announced that midnight was close.
"Find the one you want to kiss and get ready. The ball is about to drop."
"My balls have already dropped." Chris muttered.
Dalia and Georgia both laughed out loud.
Chris looked around. "Shit, where are they? They should be down here already." He took his phone out of his jacket pocket and punched at it and put it to his ear. After a delay, he put down and looked at the face. He looked over at me.
"No answer." He said.
I locked my face into place, imaging I was a clown made of plastic, a rented prince at his step-mother's coronation. I nodded woodenly.
"I think I'll go see what's taking so long." Chris said casually.
I felt like a nominated Nazi in 1938 Germany with a Jewish family in my basement. I thought sure I was going to bust with the internal contraction. I hate secrets. I have enough difficulty keeping track of reality, much less complicating matters with multiple fictional versions.
Chris turned to Dalia and with a surprising amount of grace, kissed her on the cheek. "Lovely dance, Miss Duncan. Thank you for the privilege." He said gallantly.
Dalia actually blushed.
"If you will excuse me, I'm going to go find your sister and kiss her." He walked away, his stride appeared exaggeratedly casual.
Dalia tittered and sat down. I made to do so as well but Georgia held me upright, clinging to my arm. Dalia looked at us with intense focus and curiosity.
"No. Now. I mean now." Georgia whispered.
My heart suddenly strengthened, overpowering my hard cock with its repetitious rhythm in my awareness. It thundered in my ears.
"Jesus. You have got to be kidding." Dalia said.
Georgia ignored her. She shimmied against me, rubbing her tits up and down my arm.
"Haysus McChrist!" Dalia growled.
I looked at her expecting to see some of the Duncan ire in her eyes but instead found them shining like beacons. She smiled at me, a shy, soft little smile contradicting the sheen in her eyes. While I watched she licked her lips like someone had sucker punched her with a big Cinnabon cinnamon roll right in the kisser and she was still cleaning up. It made her full lips glisten.
My cock twitched.
"Shit." I muttered. Then I had an idea, it flashed in my head like it was neon. I wanted a taste of Georgia. I chuckled, thinking she was the perfect peach for such an expression. "Come on." I said, trying to think where I could do what I wanted to do. I flinched away from going up stairs because that might be too obvious, pointing at me as the cock in the spotlight.
I pulled Georgia towards the exit at the side of the stage. She followed along, wagging her tail behind her. I could feel her bubbling happiness. She'd go supernova when she discovered what I had in mind. We followed the last of the band out the side door. They had their off-stage place for relaxing between sets and they retreated there. I found a little closet nearby, with no door, where coats and hats and several empty instrument cases leaned against the wall. I pulled Georgia into the closet.
She folded against me like a parachute collapses after your knees bend and your roll safely into wet grass. Her lips found mine and the kiss was incandescent without any tentative teasing. She inhaled me like she was at the brink of orgasm and I was the just the cock to push her over the edge. Her whole body shuddered. I felt it, a rattling that started in her chest, vibrated up her throat and ended up being echoed when our teeth clicked together.
I pulled away. She panted with passion.
"God, Sonny! Where did you go yesterday? I, I expected you to tie me to the bed and turn me into a churning bubble of ecstasy. Instead you fucking disappear. What was that?"
When explaining something to someone, you have to use words that communicate the meaning of your answer to gain understanding. I swear, no such words existed. How in fuck could I tell Georgia about fucking Mrs. Bickerstaff and the little red headed firebrand that took a shine to Sammy? I had absolutely nothing to offer. That simply could not be explained and certainly not to my literal-minded and red-headed sister.
So I squatted before my loving sister and dipped both hands under the tight skirt she wore. I heard her gasp. My hands ran up her nylons and was gratified to discover their limits were at mid-thigh, held in place with tight garter straps. Georgia's flesh seared my fingers. I groaned as I encountered her bare skin. She harmonized. I moved my hands higher, up her legs on her smooth skin, wondering how much malice aforethought she had devoted to her sartorial sanction of this event. I felt her pussy on the tips of my thumbs.
My vision of slathering her panties over her ass and down her thighs popped like a bad idea on the Internet. I was not distraught, however. She wore no panties and that meant she was fully exposed to my hands. Her straight skirt, green like her eyes, constrained my exploration. I pushed it up till it bound around the arch of her upper legs in conjunction with the fullness of her ass.
"Oh god, yes." Georgia whispered. "Let me."
The skirt loosed and I pushed it up to her narrow waist. She stepped out of my grasp, almost pulling me over. She moved a blocky trombone case to the side. It fell over with a loud thump but it cleared a spot at the wall. Georgia fit between a guitar case and coats hung on hooks in a mob. I got to my knees and followed her.
My hands found her ankles, the straps on her high heels. I ran them up her legs, my fingerprints hissed on her nylons. I pushed past her knees and then stroked back down to her heels again. High over head, I heard my sister panting, like the roar of a storm heralding thunder and lighting. Her hands cupped my shoulders. My hands stroked up her legs onto the swell of her full thighs. She grunted when I found her skin again. The skirt ballooned around my wrist so when I pushed it up, it seemed to bounce off her legs, pulled onto her waist.



I kissed the first swath of skin on her thigh.
Georgia moaned softly. "Oh Sonny!"
I kissed the other thigh in the same way, at about the same place. Her skin tasted vaguely salty. I smelled her arousal, tangy like the sea on an autumn day. I licked her skin and she grunted again.
"God, no." She whispered, her voice twanging. "I'll scream. I will." She ground the words into dust, denying them with implicit but passionate invitation.
I kissed higher. Her hands tightened on my shoulders. When I hesitated, they gripped me and pulled at me, lifting me without moving me. Kissing and licking each thigh, the waffled skirt draped over my head, I moved closer and closer to her pussy. We both understood what destiny we sought.
I miscalculated and my forehead brushed her bare skin above her pussy. I flinched and my cheek kissed her pussy lips. That's backwards; her pussy kissed my cheek. She went still. I wanted her pussy lips to move on my cheeks. Instead, her hips eased forward. Her pussy opened and I felt the incredible moisture oozing from inside of her. It beaded and a streak of it ran down my cheek. The smell was overwhelming. Her arousal was erotic and unmistakable.
"Sonny, god, Sonny touch me, touch me deeply." Georgia's voice settled through the folds of her loose skirt.
I heard it then. The sound of the doors opening and the rise of burbling crowd beyond, like the grumble of the ocean. A moment later another door clacked open.
"Band, its about midnight." A voice called. "Get on stage. Time to kiss the audience good night."
"We have twenty minutes." Another voice responded.
"Whatever. They want you on stage now."
The door banged closed, the other door opened and clattered closed, cutting off the noise of the crowd beyond like a headsman cuts off imprecations or prayers.
I touched Georgia's pussy with my tongue.
"Ugh, oh god, Sonny, no, I'll, I'll, I'll...." Her promises sank beneath the waves of sighing pleasure as I lapped at her pursed pussy. When I finally parted her lips and quested into her, she grunted and pushed her body at me. My tongue plunged through her milky folds and deep inside her. She groaned and her hips bucked once, smacking me full in the kisser with her wet pussy. I ran my hands around her body and clasped her by the ass, the lines from the garter belt to her stockings the only things between us. I grasped her ass and pressed my tongue deep into her.
Georgia did scream.
I think I heard it but it was muffled by her skirt and the envelopment of her plush body, rich and succulent. I waggled my tongue inside of her and she gurgled with pleasure. At the same time, I heard the clatter of the door behind me opening. Then, while I separated the folds inside my sister's pussy and counting out the thrusts of her hips, I heard a voice behind me.
"Goddamn, look at that."
"Oh shit. She, god, she's having it good."
"Hey you two, what the...oh, wow. Happy New Year to you, miss."
"Hap, hap, happy New Yeh, Yeh Year."
I heard Georgia's voice wavering above me. I curled my tongue up and looked for that rough customer at the top of her canal. I felt it and I felt and heard the effect on her. Her hips tensed and then ground forward. One hand left my shoulder and clamped onto the back of my head.
"Oh, oh, oh god, fuck, damn, god, shit, fuck, damn!" Georgia burbled.
"Jesus fuck, she's coming."
"Hey, we got to get on stage."
"Think she'd suck my cock?"
"Only if she's dead. Come on, asshole, you'll get your cock shined later. Now you have to beat off on your drums."
"You just hate me cause I get more pussy than you do?"
"Quality, man. Come on."
While this conversation warbled beyond my awareness, I ate my sister. God, what would they say if they knew it was her brother ears deep in her? I felt Georgia twist and jerk.
"Leave her alone."
"Don't you want to see her tits?"
"I, quit it."
"Yes." That was Georgia. "Kiss my tits."
I pulled back. Shit, she had lost her fucking mind. Her hand pushed me back into place at her pussy. I mentally shrugged and licked up and down her slit again. She groaned. I swear I felt the vibration of sound on my cheeks. Her thighs squeezed in on me.
"Jesus Christ, look at that. She's showing us her tits."
"Kiss them." Georgia's voice sounded utterly alien.
"Not me. You do it."
"What are you guys...oh you assholes, leave them alone." That was a woman's voice.
"She's having a good time." One guy said.
"No kidding. Wish one of you assholes had his talent. Jesus, look at her."
I felt Georgia hearing them. Their words seemed to sizzle through her skin and burn me. He felt them like caresses that penetrated to her core. She and Dalia were related after all.
"She wants you to kiss her tits." One guy said.
"What?" The woman hissed. "You assholes, go get on stage."
"Not till you kiss her tits."
"Yes." Georgia groaned. "Please, kiss them, kiss my tits!"
"Oh my god. What did you assholes do?"
"Nothing, Mom, nothing!"
I know I heard her smack him but I was a little busy so I might have been confused.
"Don't fucking call me that. Goddammit. I ain't old enough to be...oh fuck off to the stage."
"No, not till...."
Smack!
"Git!"
Then silence, well, except for the sound of Georgia's pussy sloshing as a I slogged around, pushing the pleasure around inside of her while she quivered mindlessly in my clutches. The hand on the back of my head relaxed.
I punched my tongue deep into her and Georgia grunted, tensing all over again. The stress resolved into a rolling of the ocean where I rode like a dingy on the waves. She groaned out orgasm after orgasm, her hips pumping and shaking as each one rippled through her. My hands were so tight on her I felt her legs weaken. I fought against her hand and escaped. I finally realized I was lightheaded from a lack of oxygen. I sat back on my heels, panting.
After a couple minutes, I caught my breath. I looked up. Georgia's sweater was pulled up under her chin and her bra was pushed off her tits. One of her hands played idly with a nipple. I got awkwardly to my feet and bent and kissed her breasts.
"Oh god, Sonny, I came while they watched. I, I couldn't help it. God, I came so hard I thought, ugh, thought I'd fall over!"
I changed breasts. Georgia shivered with delight, her hands riding like a pilot fish on my back and shoulder. I decided that I wanted inside her. I fumbled my pants open and unleashed my trouser monster.
"God yes, put it in." Georgia hissed.
I crouched, bent my cock and shuffled through the stiff crinkles of her bunched skirt. I found her thigh and followed the skin straight to her pussy. I entered her. Georgia groaned, arching her hips to take me inside. I slipped the head past her inner sentinel and settled through the fine folds of her pussy. They clung to me like starving people grasping the hands of a prophet. The pleasure shot through me, echoing the feel of being inside Tawny. It was replete and rich, like a French dessert. One of her legs lifted. She turned and I sunk deeper into her. I gripped her lifted leg and pulled us together. She groaned and ground back at me. We slid together, perfectly fitting cock into pussy as if it were designed. If this was intelligent design, I voted, yes!
Her hips punched at me.
Perverse little fuck that I am, I left her panting. She wanted the cock infused orgasm but I denied her, staggering away and pulling my pants back into place. The cummerbund was hopeless. I couldn't take it off though and I stood there trying to right it while Georgia stared at me. Finally she followed suit and righted bra, sweater, and skirt. Zipping up the skirt she glowered at me.
"Curse you, Sonny."
"Oh? Don't like having the little sister kissed?"
Georgia's eyes got so wide.
I realized that without any actual malice or intent, I had stepped squarely in it.
"Jesus Crackers, that was you? And Tawny?"
I shook my head, all denial. "No. I mean, I meant you don't like having your pussy kissed. Little sister. Pussy. Get it?" I felt panicked but my voice was perfectly calm.
Georgia smiled a sort of knowing smile, the one that she used anytime I was just about to get caught for something that would make the varicose vein on Mom's temple pulse.
"Don't deny it! I know it was Tawny. Chris, he was down here with, with Blondie. I knew those tits looked familiar, even from way down here!" She widened her eyes. "You fucked her up there!"
I knew resistance was useless. I gave up. I grinned. "Jesus. Who knew she wanted to show her tits to the world?"
Georgia shook her head. "We better go. Girlfriend and her servants might be back by now.
They weren't.
Dalia sat at the table looking horribly lonely and forlorn.
We walked past the band stand and they all followed us like we were celebrities. The woman watched us like we were food. The men didn't notice me, I don't think. They all looked like contractors measuring Georgia's garage for their autos, or their little Otto's as it were.
Georgia ignored them but I waved. The drummer gave me a thumbs up and I grinned in return. Everyone looked at him and then did the same thing. The people around us thought we were with the band and regarded us with a new deference.
When we finally got back to the table, Dalia looked so curious I thought she was going to pop.
"What'd you do, fuck the band?" She said as we sat down next to her.
"He slipped it into me and then lost his nerve." Georgia groused.
"Where's Tawny?" I asked, then realized I had tipped my hand.
"Tawny? What about what's her name?"
"Dee Dee." I agreed. "Where are they?"
Dalia shrugged. "No sign of them."
"You owe me." Georgia said.
"I didn't lose my nerve. I just wanted to heat you up."
"We have to go after midnight. The plane is going to leave really early and the boss said if we weren't on it, don't bother going to work."
"He'd really fire you two?"
"We won't fuck him, so yes, that's a real possibility."
I get it. I did. If you think fucking buys you something, then you'd think that someone would fire you for not fucking them. I didn't say that though. No sense in causing trouble that accomplished nothing.
"Find the one you want to kiss. Midnight is just about here." The emcee called from the band stand. They wobbled into some sappy bridge music that would make Auld Land Syne sound peppy.
"I want a kiss." Dalia said.
That surprised me. I looked at her. She smiled shyly.
"I want you to fuck me at midnight." Georgia said. Her competitive nature appeared, one-upping Dalia's bad idea.
I rolled with it, taking this opportunity to be the reasonable sibling. "I think if I bonked you on the table we might get arrested."
"Or thrown out." She agreed.
"We're leaving anyway." Dalia said. "Go for it. If you go to jail, I'll bail you out. Promise."
"Not before you miss your plane." I grunted. Mr. Cock was agreeing with ever invitation to fuck and all I did was refuse. I think he was mad at me because he deflated into a daydream. I sensed an internal rebellion pending. I was about to do something foolish, fun but foolish.
"Sonny, are you going to go find Miss Hamilton?" Dalia asked.
I shook my head. The blonde might not even kiss me. Then it dawned on me what had happened. What would Chris do if he found Tawny with D. Debra ears deep between her legs? Truthfully I had no specific idea but I was reasonably sure that he wouldn't turn around and run. Not the Chris that built the rail. Shit, he was still up there and if it had been me, I'd be doing exactly the same thing, whatever he was doing. Whatever it was.
"I want a New Year's kiss." Dalia said softly. It wasn't a demand just a carefully phrased wish.
I looked around. "What if someone knows us?" I asked, seriously.
Both Dalia and Georgia looked around.
Dalia finally fixed her eyes on me. "I think there is a balcony over there. I bet it will be empty. It's too cold to go outside. We can. We could kiss there. Its dark enough, no one would see who it was. Not really."
I regarded Dalia for a moment. "Jesus buckets, you are serious."
She nodded. "I want a New Year's kiss and I want it from you, since apparently you cannot keep your girlfriend interested in you enough to be here for midnight."
I felt the slight but I knew about the competition. I couldn't tell Dalia that Tawny was likely right now upstairs on her back either being eater, fucked or both. I felt the longing to go join them but for one thing, I felt pretty sure I'd get rejected and I was not up for that at the moment. In addition, these two voluptuous women wanted a kiss, well, a kiss and a poke. Shit, I thought, I can do both at once. Haysus McChrist, I was lost for sure.
Mr. Cock woke up. Kiss, I said kiss. God, the fucker had no ears so never listened to anything I thought, but just substituted whatever he fucking wanted for whatever I actually said. So irritating.
However, since he brought it up, I realized that doing Georgia with Dalia watching on the balcony would be safer than trying to fuck her on my own. I'd have a lookout with a vested interest that I could rely on. Oh, and Dalia would get to watch! Everyone wins.
"Okay." I said. I sounded like my cock was up in my throat. Dalia stood up.
"Take your things. We won't be back." She grumbled.
Georgia looked at her with the same chagrin she exhibited when Dalia bossed her around and her lack of originality left her no option but to do as she was told. She got her coat and put it on. She looked at me. I looked at her.
"Lead on, McDuff." She said.
"That's lay on McDuff." I responded automatically being contrary. Georgia just brought that out in me sometimes.
"Whatever. I know it has something to do with a sword. You have yours, right? I have a sheath that needs sheathing or swording." She crinkled her nose. "I need a cock." She growled.
Nova was getting crabby.
I led my two sisters to the wall of the hall and skirted the other revelers with their party hats and fart whistles till we got to the big double window doors that opened out onto the balcony. I cracked it and felt a gout of cold air run up my skirt. Fuck it was cold!
I slipped into the crystalline darkness and felt Georgia bunched up behind me. I looked back to see Dalia closing the door.
I immediately heard the grunting. Someone had cleared the snow off the floor so it was dark but I saw a splash of white that, as my eyes adjusted resolved into a black woman in a fluffy white dress bent over the balustrade and a man in a gray suit, much of it around his ankles, mining away, his jackhammer ass squelching and slapping against the woman's quaking body. She grunted encouraged every third or forth cycle.
The crowd behind us cheered.
I grabbed Nova by the arm, handed her purse to Dalia, and pulled her over to the stone railing next to the bent woman. "Mind if we join you?" I asked in a subdued voice.
The guy flicked a glance at me. He was sweating, even in the strict cold. He grunted and shook his head. Finally, he coasted to a stop, his body rubbing against the bent woman.
"I'm Herman. This is my friend Gloria. Please, a little company might be memorable." He returned to his syncopated plumbing of her depths. The halt must of titillated her because Gloria wheezed and bucked a moment after he resumed. She hissed like a steam locomotive and waggled her ass at him.
I turned Georgia to face the broader world. She bent automatically, placing her forearms on the balustrade.
"God, it's cold."
"Warm her up, Sonny." Dalia said.
Herman stopped suddenly and looked around. "Mister, you got two? Happy fucking New Year?" He laughed, a low rumble in his broad chest. The man was tall and angular.
Georgia fumbled with her skirt and I felt it loosen under my hands. Behind us, the Emcee was gabbling on whipping the fuckless minions into a frenzy before getting them to count backwards. The band played on. I had thought I'd kiss Georgia's peach again but it was too fucking cold. I needed to get some friction going and try to make fire.
Georgia lifted up the back of skirt, now lank on her hips. I did my fumbling with my cummerbund and trousers till I got my hard but iffy cock free. The cold was a shock. Strangely, my idiot dick got harder. When I put it in Georgia it was going to shatter if I waited much longer.
I simply lifted the back of her skirt and found her white thighs and ass. I felt between her legs and found her milky, gooey center. I plunged my finger into her and she grunted. Her head was turned, watching Gloria murmuring through another little climax from friends Mr. Herman.
"Put it in her." Dalia said. "Fuck her, Sonny." She seemed utterly unperturbed by our company.
I wanted to see if she was taking pictures but reverted to focusing on getting Mr. Cock parked in my sister. Little Otto found her entrance unerringly and I slid into her like a banana fits in its peel. I felt Georgia tense and then I was in her, fully enveloped by her wet, clinching, pussy. She chewed on my cock a little and that inspired me to give her the what for.
I pulled back and slammed forward, ramming Georgia full of cock. She groaned out a long syllable that started out as "yes" but ended up something from some other language. I repeated the motion and she shuttered.
Behind us, the emcee continued yelling at the crowd. The tidal roar of the crowd lessened and I heard him say, "Love the one you're with, its almost time!"
I felt Dalia move up beside me, between Herman and I. He was rampaging at Gloria and she seemed fully capable of responding. She gabbled on about tasting the end of his cock, that he was a mule and a horse and an elephant and she loved him. Stoic Herman kept his part of the arrangement, pumping her hard.
I tried to catch up. I'd just gotten into a nice rhythm when I felt Dalia cuddling up to me. Her body molded to mine. I had hold of Georgia's hips and was pumping her for all I was worth. The crowd beyond the closed doors began to chant, an inchoate clatter at first but then it resolved into "nine, eight, seven!"
I increased my tempo, grinding into Georgia harder and harder. I felt her body seized. I realized her panting had stopped and I felt her press her body back against me, filling herself with cock on the back stroke. All I could do was grind against her. She bucked, her body twisted and lurched. Her head came up and she screamed.
For a moment, no one moved.
"Five, four, three!" The muted crowd chanted.
"Oh god, fuck me!" Georgia hollered.
"Oh god, fuck me, too!" Gloria added her voice to the chorus. Herman roared.
I hammered into Georgia, grinding us together. Dalia grasped my chin and turned my head to face me. She planted her mouth on mine, kissing me stoutly and fully, her lips afire, her tongue probing and stimulating me. I pulled Georgia back hard onto my cock.
"Two, one...Happy New Year!" The crowd roared, Mr. Emcee's ebullient voice caterwauling over the chorus.
"Coming!" Georgia shrieked.
"Coming!" Gloria shrieked.
"Ugh." Herman grunted.
I started to come but Dalia was kissing me so I could only groan into her open mouth. Her body pulsed against me, humping her hips against my leg. Cum spurted out of me and into Georgia. She moaned and arched her back, tipping her ass up as I flooded her with cum.
"Uh, god, yes, fuck me!" She mumbled, her voice raw. "Coming in me, filling me. I feel you, Sonny. God, fuck me!" She sounded deranged.
I felt deranged.
I pushed back at her, locking our bodies together. She moaned, suddenly shaking and shivering but not from the cold. Her ass felt hot against my skin. I felt trickles of fluid on her thighs and mine and it went immediately cold, which only seemed to accentuate the sensations rocketing through my body.



Dalia's hand found mine, clamped onto Georgia's ass. She suddenly flinched, and broke the kiss. She twisted around to look in Herman's direction. He must have touched her because he spoke, his voice was thick with post orgasmic pleasure.
"How but a kiss for Herman?" He mumbled.
Dalia left me and snuggled up to the black man and kissed him. He towered over her. Her head bent back and they kissed like newlyweds.
"Herman? Herman, goddammit!" Gloria did not seem to be too happy to be sharing. "What are you doing?" The woman, a Rorschach image of black and white to my watering eyes, seemed to be twisting, but she was as flexible as a passenger train and could only look around enough to see Georgia still humming her own tune of happiness.
"Goddammit, Herman, what are you doing?"
I pulled out of Georgia and she staggered back against me. She fumbled with her skirt. I pulled my pants up and got Mr. Happy safely tucked away. Our froth was already turning to ice. God it was cold! I buckled up.
Dalia seemed intent on dry humping friend Herman. Her arousal steamed around her like a silver white aura.
Georgia, her clothing more or less arranged, pulled at Dalia's elbow. Dalia shook her off. Now, Georgia did not take kindly to being shaken off like that. She grasped Dalia by both shoulders and pulled.
Herman released her with a loud smack.
"Goddammit, Herman! Let go of me. I'm going to smack the black right off you!"
"Dalia, we need to go!" Georgia hissed.
"That man can kiss!" Dalia warbled, sounding utterly drunk. Then she giggled. "He has real lips! Got a big, huge cock, just like they say, too!"
"Herman! Goddammit, that was her hand?" The woman stood up and turned around. A huge hand bag flung around in a wide arc. Herman lifted a forearm and it connected.
I grabbed Dalia and Georgia and motored them to the door. It opened to the mindless fanfare beyond, and the warmth. The cold was stalking me like a mummy and I felt it closing in. Through the door, I heard the parting screech from Gloria just before I pulled it closed behind Georgia.
"Dally, we need to go. Now." Georgia said. She turned to me, took my head in her two hands, one of which held her purse she had retrieved from Dalia. She kissed me, the purse pressed against my face. "We'll call when we get there. See you, Sonny!" She whispered.
Without another word, she grabbed Dalia and they cut through the crowd and disappeared. I stood against the door for a while but figured I better make myself scarce before Gloria appeared. I returned to our table and sat down, completely alone.
The band played on.
Champaign flew. Whistle farts spewed. Around me, lots of people kissed.
I felt drained. I gazed around the room, my back to the door and imagined D. Debra arriving behind me and inviting me with a whisper up to her room to finish what we started some weeks ago. I wanted the dance to be over, so you can imagine how I felt when a pair of hands fit coolly over my eyes.
A shiver ran down my spine and my cock, that I thought must be sated snapped back into shape, strapped on his helmet and reported for duty. In the noise and racket of the post-coital celebration, the voice carried words buts the tone blurred.
"Guess who?" She said.
At least it was a woman.
"I, uh, Jane? Me, Trazan, you Jane?"
My eyes were open when she took her hands away and I glimpsed her black skin. My heart sank. I felt like I'd been kicked in the gut. Now, given the thrilling evening I had just shared with my sisters, you might think me shallow or persnickety or ungrateful or maybe just stupid, but I am just being honest. When I realized without mistake that the cool hands over my eyes and the delighted voice was not D. Debra Hamilton, I was gut punched.
Pathetic I know. Shit, I felt even worse when I twisted around to see who it was. My first thought was of course Mrs. Honeywell and that made me nervous, just the thought of her here and needing to introduce her to D. Debra Hamilton gave me the heebie jeebies. It wasn't Alissa.
"Sonny? Is that really you?" Ahmay Alan asked.
"Ahmay! What a surprise. How are you? Happy New Year!"
She bent around me and kissed my cheek. Her breasts nuzzled me like man's best friend.
"Happy New Year to you, too!" She tittered. Her giggle seemed a little artificial but then, it was five minutes after midnight of the new year, a little champaign giddiness should not be surprising. I still reeled inside the echo chamber of my own glass heart, deafened by my own fantasies.
I looked around, searching for D. Debra and saw nothing like her. Finally, it dawned on me that I was not thinking of what was going on up in her room at that moment.
"Rodney's around here somewhere...oh, there he is. Kissing the girls as always."
Ahmay clearly thought I was scanning the crowd for Rodney and well I might have been but as she noted, he has his lips fixed on a black woman tucked barely into a flaming red dress.
"Rodney! Leave that poor girls alone and come see who I found!" Ahmay cried, waving a hand with a white kerchief in it. The effect was comical and I thought that it was impossible that the man could hear her, much less had any attention to share beyond the voluptuous woman he was kissing breathless. My eyes lingered and my sense of him crystallized. The man had fine taste, a pussy connoisseur to be sure.
Despite my doubts, he shucked the clinging woman free and strode over to us. The woman wobbled like she'd been sucker punched, eyes bleary, licking her lips like a cat eying a bowl of milk that was just out of reach. This pussy had had a taste of Lay Down Alan, though. That much was lusciously obvious.
"Sonny Duncan! As I live and breathe!" He extended his hand. His jovial voice did not match his eyes which rested on Ahmay who now stood behind me, her hands resting lightly on my shoulders. Rodney did not miss that pose and what he read into it glinted in his eyes.
I stood up. The cramp in my guts denied he had any reason to be concerned. The guy was built like and old bank safe and there he was. I shook his hand. Rather he crushed mine. I let him, figuring I deserved it for what I wanted to do to his sister and I was taking it for every man that saw her. I felt the pain as he ground my knuckles together. It felt comforting to have that sort of real pain to match the pain slicing slivers off my heart.
"Sonny Duncan! How the hell are you?" I have to tell you, mo'fo, you brought me some of the craziest pussy I have ever banged!" He grinned. "That blond...my god, she did love the Lay Down! And Mrs. Honeywell...." His eyes widened and he looked around and hunched his chiseled shoulders in a conspiratorial pose. "I mean, the other one, god, that, that was something. I didn't tell no one who you did that day but, man, if I ever get a shot at her, I'd trade just about anything...." His eyes widened.
I felt Ahmay move around me to stand next to her brother. He slipped a gentle arm around her lily wasp waist and tucked her safely under his arm. There was nothing but calm protection in his pose. Ahmay regarded her brother with clear worship, an aura he basked in but seemed utterly unalloyed, despite our shared experiences. Their shared sexual cooperations did not sully their obvious affection. Sonny, beware!
"Sonny, my man, if you ever, ever have another crazy pussy like that blond who you want me to do, you just call me. You have my number right?"
I wondered how I would have his number but he did not seem to notice he'd asked a question.
"Ahmay, give him one of my cards. Call me if you ever have another broad you want to offer up. I, I don't feel like it would be stealing. From what I saw, you have your thing and it is perfectly fine. Just call and I'll bang them for you." He grinned and for a moment I glimpsed the gentle character beyond his hard exterior.
I felt about an inch tall.
"Ahmay, give him one of my cards."
She slipped free of his encompassing arm and fiddled in her purse. She leaned into me and kissed me lightly on the cheek, pressing a card into my hand. "Sonny, me too. Call me, too. Here is my card. Our number is on it, I mean, both our numbers." She stepped back, looking like she just put a hundred dollar bill in the poor box at the chapel.
I glanced at Rodney and I cannot describer the relief I felt when I saw laughter in his eyes. He punched my shoulder, rocking me onto my heels.
"White boy, my sister likes you and she don't like nobody! Congratulations! That makes you special. Com'on Ahmay, my peeps is waiting. Got females to tease and please and lay down with Laydon! Happy fucking New Year!"
They walked away and I almost sat down, just from nervous confusion.
I suddenly felt too tired to sit. A contradiction, I know, but when you suddenly have the tidal wave of exhaustion swamp you and you know if you sit, your muscles will just pack up and go home and you'll turn into goo and the only way you move is if you stick to the bottom of someone's shoe, that is how I felt. I was fucked out, unfucked, and fucked up, all at the same time.
I leaned on the table. It tipped under me and everything on it slid onto the floor. The crash of things seemed to fit into a fissure of silence and suddenly everyone was looking at me. I imagined I had "motherfucker" and "sisterfucker" stenciled on my forehead, and "teased" on a tee shirt. I felt like Cameron Diaz' cum doo from that movie about doing Mary or whatever it was.
I felt so embarrassed. I trotted to one of the trash cans and started cleaning up. A couple of the waitstaff came right over and assured me things were fine and I could go home, well, they actually said I should go to my room and leave things to them to clean up. I helped anyway till it became obvious I suck at cleaning, which my mother and sisters could attest too. They just thought it was cause I was lazy but it's really because I'm like pigpen, when I am done cleaning up, it is usually worse than when I started...so naturally if I never start, I end up way ahead. Figure that one out. Rationalizations are my thing.
However, they did have one effect on me. When I finally felt like no one would notice, I sidled out the door and casualled my way to the elevator. Twenty-six. I remembered the floor, which was a good thing. I was at the door, fumbling with the key card before my mind finished its reboot. The door opened about the time my mental ticker tape clattered out the question about what I was going to find when I opened the door.
D. Debra was bent over my sister, kissing her on the mouth.
Tawny sat on the end of the bed, leaning back on her hands, her blouse opened and one breast just visible between them.
I give them both credit, they both looked fucking guilty when they realized the door had opened and it wasn't the Hotel breaking wind. Tawny's stockings were loose, like they were stretched out of shape, sagging at about her knees. D. Debra? She was naked. I mean, starkers.
She stood there, staring at me with her bleary eyes and her big tits. Her nipples looked just like eyes, or maybe it was the other way round, her eyes looked like nipples? Naw or both. She stared at me with her whole body, tits and eyes, at any rate.
I stared back. God, she was beautiful.
Instead of jumping on her and fucking her silly, which, by the way would not have gone very far, I know that now. Instead of doing anything at all, I glanced around the room as casually as I could and asked, "Where's Chris?"
The two women looked at each other, a little startled, I think.
"Shit, you didn't kill him, did you?" I asked.
Tawny grinned. "D. Debra tied him up in the bathroom. She, she told him if he let her tie him up, she'd fuck him." Tawny grinned a loopy grin.
"Jesus, what have you guys been up to?" I was afraid to ask but did anyway. Some folks seem to get real pleasure out of mixing chemicals with sex but I just don't. I get all numb and shit and things don't fit right and I fumble around and I can't get my cock in her asshole and shit. That doesn't sound right. See? When I think about being high I get all stupid.
I think fizzy widgets are for people who have gotten bored with sex and they think some carnival lights might add back some of the lost phazzaz. I guess I am not there yet.
Staring at naked D. Debra Hamilton, I realized I may never get to the point that I was bored with fucking, so long as I got to keeping adding variety to my menu. I like the cafeteria plan when it comes to pussy. There, I said it. I'm not a slut, sluts can't say no or at least don't. I'm not a whore, they collect a fee and everything is negotiable. I have standards. I do and I'm not protesting all that much, really. No, I just like sex and I was sure hoping naked D. Debra Hamilton meant there was intercourse in Sonny's immediate future.
I unbuckled my pants, suddenly all optimistic about the new year. I had no idea!
D. Debra sashayed over to me and put her hands on my hands and stilled them. If I hadn't been all thumbs, I might have succeeded in getting my cock bare and her hands might have done something entirely different. I didn't. She didn't. I just stood there looking this nude woman in the eyes, trying not to move in case she didn't realize I was there. I felt like a mouse in a cat video. If cute was going to happen, I feared it'd involve my hide, likely just parts of it and not the whole thing, still in one piece I mean.
Now, I am not a complete idiot. I was a little messy with Georgia and I figured that if D. Debra put her hand on my cock it would either still be pussy damp or pussy crunchy and either way, she'd know with absolute certainty that that particular cock had been thrust inside some deep dark female cave. I had a vision of her sniffing my cock and my imagination failed at that point because I couldn't figure out if she'd be jealous, which was a little attractive till I considered the possibility of getting kneed in the balls or she'd be cool and cosmopolitan and ask who I'd fucked. At that point, I knew I'd say "Georgia." And she'd ask, "Georgia who?" And I'd say, "Georgia Duncan" and if in her current state, she'd put two and two together and realized I'd just fucked my sister. I had no desire to go there so my fingers went all thumby and she stopped me from unfastening my trousers and playing at jousting with my spear. I may have drooled a little and had to suck it up.
There was something else, too. I didn't want to go into the bathroom and take a quick, inconspicuous shower because they just told me Chris was tied up in there and I really had no idea what to do about that. I really didn't want to confront that. So, see? I am not a complete idiot. D. Debra may have been naked in all her blonde glory but I was actually in a spot of bother or two actually. I just did not have a good handle on the situation and so my hands went all numb and slow and D. Debra halted me before I got them open.
"Sonny. That's your sister sitting there." D. Debra said reasonably. "You don't want her to see your thingy, do you? No. Of course not. I, I was about to go down on her. I hope you don't mind. I mean, I want to kiss her little flower and, I didn't tie Chris up. I..." Now she giggled. "I told him that we wanted a little alone time, that if I could persuade your sister to go down on me, I'd let him fuck me and her too." D. Debra wobbled and took a step back.
My cock was so confused I could not decide if he was getting harder or going soft. I hoped this did not mean I was going to have a confusing year. It certainly started out that way. My optimism had gained some alloy and that is optimistic since it could easily have been considered contamination and adulteration. Adulteration? Hmm, there's an interesting word for my new year...my mind was wandering like an untethered helium balloon in summer.
D. Debra was still talking. She seemed so reasonable except for the fact she was nude and her nipples were long and swollen. I wanted to feel them on my tongue again but that was not to be.
"You cannot have your sister seeing your thingy, Sonny." D. Debra continued, repeating herself. I think for emphasis, right? "So, you have to just watch. Do you like watching? Hey, what about Chris? I want cock but since I cannot have yours, do you mind if I have a little of his? I mean, just to scratch the itch a little." She glanced over her shoulders; my eyes dropped to her fabulous tits. She looked back and my eyes snapped back to meet her gaze. No, no, I wasn't staring! "She may not be ready for tasting the gourmet mix." She glanced quickly back at Tawny. "She thinks, she says I should just give in and, and mount you." D. Debra giggled. "Not like a trophy on the wall, all stuffed with your glassy eyes staring and bulging like." She made her eyes wide and bulgy. "No. I'm not just a tease, Sonny. Really. I, I do like you. A lot. Really." She rubbed on hand over her tit. It looked so rude I almost slapped her hand but realized just in time it was her breast after all. Maybe she had an itch. My breath caught. Fuck me, I could hope, right?
She was talking again. "See, I keep you panting after me because, once a man has sex with me, they all turn into assholes and I'd feel terrible if I turned you into an asshole. You're nice but not shy so, so, if I wanted you to, you could turn me around and zoom me till I screamed. I, I know that but I sort of like letting that potential pleasure sit out there, new and pretty. If, if I let you have sex with me, the I'd be turning you into an asshole. I have that power over men. I do and I don't want to. That just wouldn't be right. So, I have a solution. I forgot something. It wouldn't be right either for me to, you know, have a little Christmas sausage...."
"Christmas is over. It's New Year's." Tawny said from the bed. She lay back on the bed, her legs widened. "You can eat me now. If I like it, maybe...."
D. Debra tried to look around but it was like her eyes were hooked to mine and she couldn't look away. I held her like the great Kreskan. No, I mean Mesmer, the Great Mesmer. She had one eye that wobbled away by itself and I confess, it grossed me out a little, that one eye wondering around like that. I'd never seen her do that and it was creepy.
D. Debra turned around. Tawny looked around her at me. I think she thought Dee Dee couldn't see her because she gave me a big wink and a grin. She flopped back onto the bed and lay there while D. Debra widened her legs and pushed her skirt up her thighs.
Dee Dee turned to look at me, her hands caressing my sister's legs. "No peeking." She warbled. She grabbed a bedspread and pulled it over her head, covering Tawny's lower torso.
Tawny struggled to her elbows. She waved at me. "Back up. Hide. Don't let Chris know you are there." She giggled but it got caught in her throat. She tried to gasp and choked. Then her eyes rolled up in her head and she lay back down onto the bed. "Oh my god, she knows how to eat pussy." Her voice sounded so amazed. "She is even better than y..."
I interrupted her. This was getting awkward. "Hush, don't distract her." I said.
Tawny nodded agreeably. Her brain seemed to be once more in charge of her mouth. If she kept speaking her mind I'd have to put something in her mouth to shut her up. You figure it out.
Under the bedspread, D. Debra lifted her head. "If you come, he fucks me. If you don't and my tongue gets tired, then he fucks you. If I quit."
Tawny nodded her head. "Yes."
The funny thing was that neither of them sounded drunk. They sounded perfectly clear, perfectly reasonable and rational unless you listened to what they said, like a politician talking on TV with the mute button on. Everything looked normal.
When my mind comprehended what they were saying, nothing seemed normal.



Then Tawny began to come. She bucked, they sort of rippled under the bedspread but then her back arched and she rose up on the back of her head, her mouth wide open. Her eyes got really wide and she stopped breathing. Then she chanted, "oh, oh, oh, oh" for about five minutes. Her voice ebbed and flowed till finally she quit making any sound at all. D. Debra shook under the bedspread and Tawny found her voice.
She screamed.
"Come, come, coming!" She announced.
The bathroom door opened and Chris appeared.
I stepped back into the gloom of the entrance hall.
"Is that my cue?" Chris asked.
In response, The lower end of D. Debra Hamilton got off the bed and stood up, spreading her feet into a steady stance, which left her bent under the bedspread. She was just bare legs and naked ass, her pussy hidden by the hillocks of her ass. Tawny continued her chanting between gasping for air.
Chris was wearing a towel and clearly had just showered. I didn't remember hearing it though. He dropped his towel and got behind D. Debra.
He fucked her.
She did not seem to notice for a few minutes. Chris pumped into her over and over again. Finally, he penetrated her awareness and she began to fuck him back. Her ass moved back and forth with purpose and effect. Tawny flopped onto her back, panting like she'd been chased out of hell by a jealous lover.
At that perfect moment, I leaned against the rocker switch on the wall and turned on the hall light. Chris immediately turned around and saw me. His ass was flashing back and forth. In the new light, I could see the glistening lines down the insides of her thighs.
Suddenly his eyes crossed, I mean they literally crossed.
"Oh god, I'm coming. He said, his voice a cross between being thrilled and mortified.
I stepped back and left them. If they were high, I absorbed some of it into my system. I don't know how I got home. I barely remember finding the car. I remember waking up in the garage, the lights off, the door closed, still behind the steering wheel. I hadn't moved.
I walked into the house. One light was on downstairs. Dalia sat on the couch watching the run up to the new year further west She looked up when I walked in. When she didn't speak, I just sat down and silently watched the talking, giggling knuckleheads on the TV. After a few inane moments, I said, "You didn't go out?"
Her head turned and she stared at me. "Sonny? Are you all right?"
I shook my head. "My life is really strange right now." I muttered.
"I wondered if you were going to come in." She said, eyes still on the TV.
I nodded agreeably but I don't know what I was agreeing to. Attorney's tell you don't do that but she was my sister. I thought I could get away with it. The silence stretched.
"We have to leave in the morning. Georgia and I, both. Early. Our boss is attending a conference on the second and we have to go down and do some advance setup." She looked sideways at me. "I would have told you but you seemed pretty preoccupied."
I nodded glumly. "Sorry about that. D. Debra..." I stopped, wondering what I should tell and what to leave for Tawny to confess to over wine. "Georgia told me. Is she upstairs?"
Dalia nodded agreeable. She felt safe too. "Didn't go well?"
"Why do you say that?"
"You're home early, after being gone for two days."
I shook my head. "More of the same. I keep hoping..."
"Hoping what, Sonny? That she will be as easy as your sisters?"
I looked at her, a tickle running up and down my spine. I think she meant to say "easy to please" and took a short cut. The result was not what she intended, at least I didn't think so. I tried to change the subject. "What are you doing up late if you have to leave tomorrow." A light went on. "Oh, waiting for Georgia to get home? Where'd she go?"
Now I don't know why I asked that. I'd just asked about her. I think I was getting a weird vibe from my sister. It was nearly two and she had to get up and be gone by five. Yet here she sat.
Dillydally sneered. "She's upstairs. She...she was bummed that you did not give her any attention when you finally got home, this afternoon. She, she was looking forward to, you know."
"I know. We'll have...oh. She's leaving tomorrow?" My brain finally got to work. Late. I wasn't tracking real well but damn, my cock was perfectly hard, like a hot little icicle in my pants. Make sense when you are hot and shivering but don't have a fever.
Dally nodded. "We'll be gone till the weekend in Florida and, as it turns out our boss is providing us a weekend to make up for tomorrow. That is why Georgia was looking forward to the last couple days. Free days, nothing planned...and you didn't come home. When you did, you rushed in and out and never a moment to...oh what's the use?"
"Don't say that."
"You are taking her for granted. The sure thing just upstairs." Dalia sounded upset. "And I am the same!"
I was confused. I was sure I had given Nova lots of attention, didn't I? I'd been pining for D. Debra the Blonde but I did not let me distract me. What was the problem?
Suddenly, I was having none of it. "Yes, and what did you girls think of me with your schedules and assignments and plans? And who are you fooling, she is a sure thing and she is upstairs. So what is your point? What is the problem? Did you think this was going to be easy? Romantic? Dally, I am your brother and I have had sex with your mother, my mother and your sister. I am going to have sex with Georgia until it is your time, when and as it suits me. That was the deal. If I want to go up and fuck her again, I will. My choice. And hers but mine too. What about that is confusing?"
Dalia looked me right in the eye and without hesitation, she said, "our feelings. They matter."
Suddenly my bubble of bluster burst and I sat back. "Of course your feelings matter. But...no...no buts. I get it. I am sorry. I do take you for granted. That is what it means to be family. Now it means that we can share sex and..." I stopped talking. I pulled Dalia under my arm and hugged her. "I hurt your feelings. I cannot help that, I don't think but I am still sorry." I kissed the top of her head.
Dalia snuggled in under my arm with a soft sigh, laying her cheek onto my chest. "You should go upstairs. I'll, I'll stay up till Tawny comes in and we'll bunk in Mom's room."
"Don't worry about Tawny. I doubt she'll be home for a while."
Dalia sat up and looked at me. "Your horny friend is getting in her panties? Already? This is their first date!"
I shrugged and stood up, thinking of Tawny kissing D. Debra. My fuses were long blown and my verbal ability to fully represent what I'd just seen exceeded my current sensual capacity. "Chris has had a thing for Tawny for so long I am surprised it has taken this long, given that Tawny has her thing for him too. I genuinely had no idea. I'm going to shower. I'll, I'll see to Georgia."
Dalia smiled then and nodded. "You see to Georgia." She said. "You won't see her for a week or so. It should be..." She did not finish the thought. I did not know what she was thinking but suddenly I was tired.
I staggered upstairs and took a shower. Standing in front of the mirror, I thought about what I was about to do. Georgia was certainly sleeping, the girl could drop off between bites at dinner. I slipped into her room and felt carefully along the side of her bed till I found her. She was on her side, facing away from me. I slipped in beside her. She stirred, trying to roll onto her back but finding me there, chocking her body. She wore a pair of pajama bottoms and a tight tee. I ran a hand over the swell of her hip.
When my hand smoothed over her tummy and under the tee, cupping her breast, she stirred. I was nude, hard and ready to take her again. She mumbled in her sleep and shifted away from me to get onto her back. She lifted her hips and I sensed her removing her bottoms. "Sonny?" She whispered.
"Hi Nova." I said softly.
She sat up at little and removed her shirt. "I'm ready." She said softly.
My hand found her plush body.
"Ooo, your hands are cold." She shivered but pulled my hand to her breast.
I rolled onto my side and bent over her. I found her forehead and moved down to her lips. I kissed her softly. Her mouth was lush and rich, redolent with a subdued passion. What I did, she mimicked. My lips pulled at her, kissing her gently. She kissed me back, equally gently. I opened my mouth and touched her lips with my tongue and hers met me. I trailed a hand down her belly to rest between her legs. She found and gripped my hard cock. Our kiss deepened. To that moment, the whole night had been foreplay. This, this was actual sex.
She moaned a little. She broke the kiss. "I am yours, Sonny. Take me." She shivered. "Please. I need you to take me. Please don't make me wait. I laid awake wishing you were here, remembering how it felt to have you handling me, your lips on me. I went to sleep and dreamed of you taking me and woke to find your hand on my tit. I am so excited..." Her voice quavered. "My brother is going to take me now, in my own bed." She said in a normal voice, as though discussing it with someone.
I obeyed her fervent wish, moving over her. Her legs opened for me. Her hand guided me by my cock. Lying between her legs, I felt her breath and the shuddering in her body. She pulled on my cock and I shuffled up till I was over her. I lifted my hips and she directed my cock to her entrance. She was bubbling. The lips of her pussy kissed me, parting for the head of my cock.
"Oh Sonny, put it into my body. Plant your flag, Sonny. Claim me." Her hips rose, enveloping my cock.
The sensation ripped through me. I bent to kiss her and found her rising to meet me. Our chins bumped but our lips found each other and she kissed me while her hands pulled at my sides, directing me deep into her body. My cock sliced into her furrow, sinking slowly and steadily till we were sealed together. Her legs lifted around me and coiled about my back. She rocked her hips up and scrunched down. My cock seemed to click deeper but that was impossible. We were so tightly joined that I could not go any deeper in my big sister.
"Fuck me, little brother. Mark me. I want everyone to see that I got laid on New Years' Eve." She chuckled a little. "Use me, fill me, fuck me Sonny. I want you...I want you so badly!" Her hands moved to my ass and while her hips punched up at me, she pulled down hard with hands and heels.
I gripped the point of each shoulder and rammed her down onto my cock, matching her force with my own. She grunted. I pulled back and she lay back, utterly open. My cock pulled out of her clasping cunt.
I got to my my knees and lifted her legs over my shoulders. I felt her hand on my well-oiled cock. Her body had coated me with her anticipation and she felt me. With her legs over my shoulders I bent her knees towards her head and entered her.
She was tight, brilliantly taut as I slid into her once more. She groaned as I penetrated into her body. When I lay on the tight plane of her thighs, I began to rock her, withdrawing a third of my cock and then ramming it into her hard, rapping our bodies together.
With each stroke, Georgia grunted. For several minutes I rode her, ramming her full of cock over and over again. The slap of our bodies cracking in the room around us. She gasped and panted, bent double in her own bed. I released her legs and let her lay flat. I grasped her ass with both hands, with my head beside her ear, I hammered into her, grasping her ass in both hands I fucked her.
"Oh yes, Sonny, fuck me! I want it. Fill me. Fuck me, Sonny!"
I did my best. After a few minutes wrenching her ass against my cock, I twisted to the side and put one leg through hers. With one leg on the other side of her I turned her and jammed my cock into her at an extreme angle. She squeaked as I thrust into her. I grabbed her waist and pulled her down onto my cock. Her hands left me and she lay on her side, one leg propped up over me. I ground into her, running my cock in and out of her with long, slick strokes.
After I tired of that, I pulled out of her and manipulated her onto her belly. She hunched her hips, lifting them a little, bending her back at an extreme angle. She was flexible like Tawny, willowy and bendable so I bent her. I struggled to my knees and got behind her. My cock pierced her pussy again and she sighed.
"I, I love your cock in me, little brother." Her voice held nothing but delight. Usually "little brother" expressed contempt. After this moment, whenever she uttered that term, it was endearment I heard the echo of her grunting as I fucked her. She was strangely passive, letting me move her into position after position without comment or resistance. I wanted to finish with her on her back. When I tired of feeling her ass bunching between us, warbling against my abdomen, I pulled my cock from her body and rolled her once more onto her back.
She lay still waiting for me to move. I widened her legs and moved between them.
"I'll suck you, if you like." She said in a small voice. "Sonny, I'll do anything you like."
"Let me make love to you, Nova." I said.
"Not now. Don't call me that now. But do, yes, do make love to me." She whispered, her hands pulling at my shoulders.
With one hand I found her pussy, replete with her liquid. I touched my cock to it and she caught it immediately. I pushed into her and she moaned a long, hissing, "yes" before her hips bumped up, receiving my cock back into her body. I got to my elbows and found one breast and sucked it hard. She shuddered, her hips starting to pulse. I found the other breast with my mouth and sucked her hard. She groaned.
"I love your mouth on me. Mark me, Sonny. I want to see that you were here, between my legs, inside of me, fucking me." Her voice rasped with need. "When I am gone, I want to see your mark on me when I look in the mirror." Her whisper rasped at me, titillating and throaty.
I moved up from her breasts. Her head turned away from me, exposing her neck. She held her breath when I fastened to her skin, sucking loudly, marking her high, making it impossible to hide. I marked her again lower, under the chin. Her hips rolled under me, her pussy pulsing as my cock stirred deeply in her. Her head turned and I repeated the process, marking her thoroughly and well, like a graffiti artist delighting in a virgin wall. Then I bent down and bit each nipple.
Her response lifted me. I marked each breast, both sides and the slope she liked to show off. Georgia sighed with each mark. One hand stroked my face and the other lay on my hip. I moved my hands down to her ass again and resumed riding her. She opened her legs wide, her thighs and knees arched beside me.
"Oh yes, Sonny. You are so deep in me. I can feel, oh, oh, oh, please keep fucking me. I want to climax with you inside of me. I want to feel it with you again. Oh god, yes, oh god yes, oh god, oh god, oh god, oh, oh, oh." Her voice caught and she convulsed, curling up against me. Her lips kissed along my shoulder and neck, her hands clutched at my arms. Her hips were pumping up at me. I rapped down onto and into her, pummeling her while she gasped and grunted.
Suddenly she went completely still, a whine warbling in her throat. I continued stroking into her. She gasped and her whole body bucked under me, a violent cataclysm originating in each muscle of her body. My orgasm was fast approaching but Georgia seemed possessed. Her mouth found mine and she kissed me hungrily. Her breath was hot my face and then she erupted in a titanic orgasm.
"Oh little brother, I am coming!" She gasped, her body bucking under me. She thrashed and fought my weight while I hammered her pussy with my cock, hammering down into her harder and faster. Her legs wound around me, trying to seal me between her legs, a monument of lust at the center of her. I was surprised that I had not come quicker but the ebbs and flows of my climax was fast reaching a pinnacle. Orgasms rolled through Nova like the cars of a train over uneven track, rattling and jolting her, us.
Suddenly mine was on me. I jerked and stiffened. I was coming. I poured Georgia full of cum. I pumped into her over and over again. I thought I would be running a deficit, blowing dust but it seemed like I would come forever. Georgia was talking but I could not hear. My ears were shut down while I humped into her, pumping into her hard. My sister groaned and suddenly I was spent.
The last few days caught up to me and I gasped for air, my head got light and then I was empty. My whole body quaked with the sensation of Georgia's pussy clamped down on my spurting cock. Georgia knew I was coming and her hips rose and rolled underneath me, pulling the last vestiges of orgasm out of my overworked body. Then it was over.
I collapsed like a wave on the shore, panting and gasping for breath. Her hands soothed me, petting my shoulders and back. I still had hold of her ass which meant I was balanced nearly completely on her chest. After a few moments, she began to grunt with the effort and I rolled off of her. I lay on my back beside her wheezing, balanced on the edge of her narrow bed.
I wanted to say something but my mind was washed clean, empty of thought, utterly dominated by the sensation of my sister's body under me, still ghosting my nerves. She rolled over to hug me, pressing her great tits to my side.
We lay like that for quite a while. I napped, slipping away and then returning.
"Sonny?" Georgia's voice was strong in the darkness. "Can I ask something of you?"
I roused myself and answered her, of course she could.
"Mom, she had sex with all of your friends, didn't she?"
I stiffened involuntarily and not my love muscle. My body went rigid. Whether Georgia noticed or not, I don't know. I had confessed lots of things but not everything and no longer really remembered what I had told my sisters and what I had left out. Even presuming she knew about mom's airtight flight, I could not imagine why Georgia would bring that up.
"Well?" Georgia was not a woman to be easily put off, once he decided she wanted a response.
"Yes. We all did her."
"Two at once?"
I nodded and then said "yes, belatedly. "Three at once, too." I added, just to be precise, perhaps a perfect example of TMI if you thought to much about it.
"Three?" Georgia seemed puzzled.
"Mouth, ass, and pussy." I said helpfully.
"Oh, oh my." Georgia whispered. "That must be awkward."
"It takes coordination and, well, commitment to make it work. She sucked off two of us while the other two did her from the front and back. Brent..." I hesitated, not wanting to marvel at the size of another man's dick but then, what the hell. Not like I was in danger of being replaced.
"He is huge and Mom, she took him in the ass. The only one so far to do that. Everyone else likes to feel his big cock rammed into their cunt while one of the other guys fucks them in the ass, but not Mom." I stopped, wondering what I was saying, why I was speaking.
Georgia huddled closer, like she was cold but neither of us were yet chilled. Still, I covered us both up.
After a while Georgia spoke again. "You, you know I went down on Mrs. Rossini, right? When you had her tied up in the living room?"
"Yeah, I remember."
"Well, Sonny, would you be upset if I invited her over again. I, she, I want to see you fuck her. I want to taste her after you fuck her again. I want her to watch you fuck me."
"You're my sister. I am not sure that is such a good idea."
"Then, ask Brent back. He did Mom several times. He can do me. You can do his Mom. Not a perfect trade but...he might like doing me, don't you think?"



She seemed so fragile at that moment, with that question. Suddenly I had an idea that I knew what she was getting at. Again, I wished I could remember precisely what I had told her and my other sisters. What did they know? Had I mentioned that Natasha was doing her son too?
"I think Brent would be thrilled to fuck you, sis." I said. I'd never called any of my blisters "Sis" before. This felt weird but good weird. "You, you want to have a little orgy with Mrs. Rossini and Brent?"
"He's big, right?"
I nodded.
"I want, I want to feel a big cock. Just once. I'll do whatever you want but, if you will let me, I want to be double-teamed. I, I've thought about it a lot."
I tried to remember if I had been in her ass. I couldn't. I decided to ask. "Have you had a man in your ass?"
"What?"
"You want to be double-teamed. It is good to have had someone in your ass first, just so you know what it is like."
"Uh, okay." She mumbled.
Still I felt that there was something missing. I knew the obvious thing. Get her a ticket on the airtight express but I had real worries about how that would work, with my buddies. When it was just the MILFs, we all had something in the kitty. But now, with my sisters...I guess Sammy contributed his aunt to all of us and Landon his girlfriend, Chris was going to give us his aunts eventually...I hoped. Brent was the only one who had not expanded our circle. I felt an inspiration coming on. I knew Mrs. Rossini had a sister...the thought stirred my cock again. What a sister she had!
Georgia's hand found my cock and with a little delicate massage brought it back to life. She sat up and mounted me, sitting down heavily as my cock slide up into her. We were both still coated from our last bout. She rode me then, a gentle, rolling motion that massaged her deeply.
After a few minutes, her hips began to jerk and she screamed, a full-voiced scream. Her body twitched and thrashed but she kept the rhythm, riding my cock. Her breasts were ghostly motion in the darkness, occasionally swinging along the plain of my chest when she arched her body over me. Her hands were planted on my chest. After a few minutes, she convulsed and her hand scratched my chest.
She fell forward over me, smothering me with her breasts but then with barely a pause, got upright again and continued to ride me. After several cycles of this, the climaxes got closer together and more and more violent till finally she bucked and screamed and thrashed till she flopped nearly lifeless onto the bed beside me.
Unwilling to be left behind, I rolled her onto her back and mounted her. I rode her towards my distant orgasm, the last of my Mohicans. Georgia lay supine under me, panting and twitching, inattentive to my efforts to attain my own climax. Finally, tiring, I slowed and lay on her, panting. She patted my shoulder and ran a hand down to my ass and back again. Her body throbbed beneath me.
I put my mouth close to her ear. "Georgia, what if I got my friends to fuck you? Like we did Mom? We could all fuck you sloppy, a right proper orgy."
"Oh Sonny..." She squeaked.
I stayed silent, willing her to finish the thought definitively.
"Oh Sonny, do you think they would? I, since you told us about Mom, I have had dreams of being fucked five or six times in a row. Taking a new cock over and over again. I, I don't know how I would react but I want to find out!" Her hips rolled underneath me and her pussy clamped down on my cock.
"And just how much do you like pussy?" I asked.
Nova when still.
"Georgia?" I asked, mindful of how Dalia viewed her proclivities. Dalia was not always right but she got a lot of things right other people were utterly mistaken about.
"Yes, Sonny. I...I like tasting another woman. I, part of my fantasy is tasting another woman on the cock before it fucks me. I, I have no idea how to have an orgy or if I could be the star of an orgy but, if you think it is possible...?" She tailed off.
"I think, let me think about it. Let me see what I can do."
"Oh Sonny, fuck me!" Georgia cried, pulling my ass tighter between her legs.
Something about her excitement set me off. My orgasm came at me like a desert storm all lightning and dust. I resumed riding her hard and each time I ground into her, Georgia's body reacted, surging under me till she was screaming constantly with orgasm.
I began to come and she joined me, thrashing and bucking beneath me, a cataclysm that passed quickly. We lay together, panting and gasping for several minutes before we got up, padded out of her room and took a quick, efficient shower. It was nearing four o'clock and she had to travel the next day. We lay down in her narrow bed and slept together. She rose up when Dalia interrupted our slumber and was gone before I roused to the empty house.
I woke with the tantalizing feel of her coating my body like a sheen of sweat, tingling and fine. I went back to sleep. Happy fucking New Year!
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The week after Mrs. Jennifer Simpson moved into the house with me was a huge adjustment. I was utterly unaccustomed to having someone living with me. All of my life I had privilege and the isolation such wealth could bring and some in spite of it. In my majority, I sought solitude in my private life because I was in such constant demand in my public life. I kept the two separate and distinct.
Mrs. Simpson made that distinction much more difficult. That first night, after Liza (fucked) and Val (unfucked, but eaten) left my house, when I went to bed, Mrs. Simpson ended up on the floor at the foot of my bed. I know this because she was there, nude, curled up in a tight ball, the next morning when I woke, shivering and chilled to the bone. She was sore and hobbled when I roused her and aghast that I was awake before her. She had it in her mind to have breakfast or at least coffee waiting for me before I woke. Nude, shivering, and nearly in tears for her failure to "serve" properly, I sent her to make eggs and ham while I showered. It was the first step in the process of owning a genuine sex object. At breakfast, I encountered an hesitancy that, when explored turned out to be attached to my lack of insisting on a morning blow job. It was the beginning, as I say, and an adjustment. Sex, for me, was an event and not a routine and I resolved to adjust her thinking.
The week turned into a practical compromise between her fantasy of being a sex object and the realities of physical life in someone else's house. It was during this time that I discovered, well, validated really, her penchant for service and her demand for denial. Her solicitude threatened to be stultifying. I had to remind myself time after time that I owned her so I could wield her servitude any way I liked so long as I properly expressed my satisfaction. To this I added the stipulation that it had to satisfy her deepest pleasure. Still, owning her was the thing, using her was the task.
This did not come naturally to me because, if my passed parents taught me anything, wealth was a resource and the most valuable things in the world you could not buy with it. Loyalty. Trust. Respect. Most people might include love in that list but of that I am far less certain and that uncertainty can be very disconcerting. I ignored that lesson about wealth after my parents died but I was surrounded by a group of very capable, strong and fearless people who refused to leave me to stew in my own juices when I got it wrong.
Mrs. Simpson, it turned out, was made of similar stuff. She always hesitated when I neglected to tell her what to do or when I failed to treat her like an object, a sex object. For three days, I worked—things got complicated because of a snafu my sister had caused through sheer bad luck. It was not her fault, just one of those things that happen. I assumed she understood the differences between two subsidiaries and she did not. She...no matter. She made a mistake and I had to spend three days directing our attorneys in unraveling the snafu.
When I work, I focus and the world around me disappears; one of the things I love about my work and why I ignored vacations so often, perhaps an additional explanation for why I remained eligible and single. I am good at what I do, despite my youth, and part of that is the ability to ignore the rest of my life in favor of work. This is disconcerting if you live with someone, which is why I had to that point cordoned off the emotional part of my life with physical distance. What is more, I created a "leisure identity" (Joshua Gale) into which I could slip. I literally shuffled off my mortal coil and became someone else. This situation, this woman, however, seemed destined to blur these distinctions. It was unique.
In this instance, that was not possible in the way I did it before. Before, I just left work and became Joshua Gale for a night or a weekend or whatever, then went back to work. Here I had to switch back and forth from Alan Livingston and Joshua Gale several times a day. That was new. I had to be careful to not expose her to Alan and his world and to keep both world's distant and mysterious so she would not notice the fissure between them. I had as much to learn as did Mrs. Simpson about the ways of my sex slave. No, sex object. She was not a slave to be disposed of as a slave would be, but an object to be used. There is a difference. She was my blond sex object. I had to learn its uses. I had to learn its benefits, while fulfilling my role, one I was ill-suited to.
The third night I brought her to my bed. She tapped at my door as instructed, when she heard my shower end. I invited her in. She slipped inside the door and stood shivering in her flimsy red negligee. I had the heat programmed to end about nine and it was quarter to one. I had told her to come to my room after I finished, sure I would be done by eight or so but worked till midnight before I got things wrapped up and Sharon calmed enough to let her off the phone. I always had to be circumspect about talking with my sister but since her name had been different, it was easier. I referred to my sister as Ms. Livingston and she called me Mr. Gale so if anyone overheard our conversations they would not get confused.
Anyway, dear Jennifer stood in the room shivering. I was mortified and pulled a blanket off the foot of the bed and cuddled her into it. She responded warmly, molding herself to me as I ushered her to the bed. I asked if she was ready—not specifying ready for what—and she nodded, saying she was done with her toilet and was...ready. She smiled shyly. In retrospect, I believe she was a bit intimidated and unnerved at having been more or less ignored for three days after making such a broad, open-ended commitment. Till that moment, I don't think I really felt the import of that commitment but then, in that moment, I finally did.
"Get in bed, I'll be right there."
She did and I finished my toilet, adding some good aroma to my natural musk and other such niceties. I turned off the light in the bath, leaving the bedside lamp the only light in the room. Jennifer glowed in the dark, her rich blond curls splayed on the pillow, her womanly form rippling underneath the bed covers. I normally sleep in a cold room, windows open in the winter so I have lots of blankets. She lay on the near side of the bed so I went around the bed to the other side, rather than shove in beside her. She lay with her eyes closed and still as a mummy. I found I was nervous; a curious thing in the presence of this "sure thing" who desired to be taken sexually.
I hesitated on "my" side of the bed, curious because of the thrill of this moment that echoed through me. I "owned" this woman and she wanted to be used. That simple thought aroused my cock and it was fully erect when I clicked off the light. The master bedroom—a curiously appropriate term under the circumstances was on the front side of the house and so received light from the street. The room was an Escher-esque cut of angles and shadows, blacks and grays and Jennifer's breathing with its erotic innuendo.
I got into bed.
For a moment, I lay on my back, letting the rigors of the last three days seep out of my muscles. I had worked out just once in the basement the day before. The scalding shower had eased some of the tension of intense focus but now, lying down in the silent darkness, I found there was more to be dismissed. I sighed deeply.
It was odd because Jennifer merely lay still, not moving, barely breathing. In the past when I crawled into bed with a woman, she was on me like a hungry cat offered tuna, swirling and suffocating. This experience was profoundly different. Jennifer waited. I had the profound experience of taking time to think about what could bring us both the most pleasure. I actually thought about that, still not shifted out of the digital mode required for manipulating and interpreting spreadsheets and their contents. It turned into a curious period of foreplay, for us both. While I mentally fingered the possibilities, my cock grew hard with approval with each option I touched. Beside me, Jennifer's breathing got deeper and deeper till she was nearly panting with anticipation. I liked hearing her arousal. Finally, I reached over with my hand till I felt the heat emanating from her body. I touched her elbow and it shifted towards me, increasing the contact.
"Oh." She said, humming around the word.
I heard her readiness in her tone. I turned on my side and with my other hand, found the hollow of her hip, the dip just past the hipbone.
"Uhhh." She moaned.
I wanted her to speak but did not want to command it. I wondered if words were part of her arousal or inferences. I ran my hand down the silk of her negligee, over the swell of her thigh. The leg moved under my touch; I understood she had opened her legs. The realization shot through me and for a moment I resisted the urge to just take her. Her willing invitation fluttered in me, like a moth against a window, trap be alive. I had used the back of my hand to caress her thigh but now turned it and gripped her, pulling her leg wider.
Jennifer moaned, still no words. Her leg moved wider till her thigh brushed against mine. The contact sizzled.
"I want you." I whispered fervently.
She lay in the angled darkness, I could just see her eyes were closed. She spoke carefully. "I am yours."
In perfect consonance with my desire, I felt her pull the drape of the negligee out from under my hand on her thigh. Our skin touched. She sucked air through her teeth. The last chill of the cold house left me. That little brush with her flesh and a fire roared up in me. My cock throbbed with an anticipation that began in my chest and suffused my whole body. Her hand found mine and moved it directly to her pussy, pressing it against her flesh. She hissed, her breath fluttered at the contact. Her pussy was smooth and damp, slick and swollen. I ran a finger up her furrow. Her hips bunched and rose, trying to entrap my finger with her pussy. She held her breath.
I bent over her and found her lips with mine. She exhaled, then panted with desire, trying to kiss me and gasp at the same time as I entered her with my finger, shoving deep into her. The move mangled her kiss, making it wet and sloppy and ragged as she grunted, arching up to meet my lips with her open mouth while trying to raise her ass to get my finger into her deeper. She strained for a moment but then seemed to be discouraged by the contortion and fell back head and ass, to the bed.
I moved between her legs. With one hand planted beside her shoulder and the other holding my cock, I found the entrance to her pussy and shoved into her. Her moist pussy accepted the penetration. Jennifer sighed and lay back, widening her legs in the most welcoming of gestures. Her body clinched onto my cock, clasping me in the wet, slick and sensuous grasp of her cunt, a flowering flow of lust pulling me down into her. Her body bucked and we slammed together. My hands moved immediately to her ass. Her knees slithered up the sides of my body, stroking me with the insides of her thighs and knees. The silk negligee ruffled between us, lubricating our bodies as we collapsed together.
One hand tangled in the silk but the other found her bare ass. I jerked her up and firmly onto my cock. She grunted, her legs twitching in response, clasping me between them but not so as to expel me from my position between my legs but to hold me there. Her body arched and she grunted again. My cock was rooted fully inside of her. Her hips swiveled, swishing her flowing pussy around my steel-hard cock.
"Oh Christ!" Jennifer breathed in my ear. "Oh Mr. Gale, yes, you are in me now. Oh thank you!"
Her hands gripped my sides, not well or firmly but as symbols of her desire. She pulled at me but her hands slipped off over and over. I lifted my hips and pulled out from her body before slamming down into her again. Breath rushed from her lips. I found them, following the draft of her hot breath. I kissed her as I pulled out of her again and hammered down into her. Her kiss was fire, her body alive with passion. I felt both her desire and her need, her need to be used, to be possessed, yes, to be filled and thus fulfilled.
My orgasm arrived so suddenly I had no chance to refuse it. I had pulled back and the clasping, ripping rasping of her cunt was so pleasurable, my body responded immediately. I was spurting the first flow while still lifting off of her. I reversed direction as the pleasure roared through me. My cock slide down through the levels of elation, slicing through her pussy till I was once again rooted fully inside of her. I could not move.
My body jerked and I flowed into her, pumping her full of cum, even as she hunched up, taking it with evident pleasure.
I felt vaguely guilty, having taken my pleasure so abruptly. I lay still in the lee of my orgasm, letting the sensations seep out of me, like heat leaving a still engine. I shivered, and Jennifer lay a hand on my shoulder, smoothing it down my lapsed backbone.
"Mr. Gale, you are my pleasure. I am yours to use."
I felt the need for the reassurance just as the reassurance came. I wondered if I should feel such a need but realized that owning and being owned were inverses of each other. The responsibility for her as my object was equally as profound as her willingness to be used. I had used her. She was fulfilled in a way that did not require a climax. It was a satisfaction that subtended the usual exchange of orgasms that fantasy sex often includes. I had gotten between her legs and taken my pleasure and that provided her with a pleasure that solicitude would have sullied.
All this rattled through my numbed brain, detached from the vibrating body between Jennifer's legs. After a few minutes, I lifted off of her, rolled onto my back and slipped into sleep. I woke again to feel first, a hand then a warm, soft cloth cleaning my legs, cock and abdomen. The wet warmth was wonderful. Then I felt her mouth on me, slipping down onto my cock, like a stocking on a long, lovely leg. Clear to the root, she sank, taking me into her mouth and throat without hesitation. I was utterly hard. Two complete cycles and I was awake once more, unsure how long I had been asleep or unaware.
She lifted off of my cock, holding it in a delicate hand. She kissed the crown. Like a wall falling on me, I felt the need for her. I wanted her. Again. I grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled. She offered no resistance. I maneuvered her onto her back beside me and was between her legs again. She parted them evenly, taking me smoothly once more into her body, still slick with our previous joining. I sank into her, my body afire with lust. I bent to find a nipple and encountered silk. I tried to move it but it was in the way and I could not puzzle out how to remove it. I sat up between her legs, grasped her hips and pulled her up the ramp of my thighs, cinching her body onto my cock.
She groaned and sat up, exhibiting great core strength, the force of her action forced her cunt solidly down onto my cock. I had hold of her ass and ground us together. She released the negligee, peeling it up and off her head. I realized my eyes were closed and opened them to find her swathed in golden light, it seemed attracted to her like a swarm of bees about a crocus. The light was from the bathroom.
I sat on my knees, Jennifer astride them. She was fully impaled. Her knees were on either side of mine, her ass roiled and pulsed, stirring her pussy with my well-planted prick. My ears seemed to come on, like they had been turned off. Jennifer was mumbling.
"Oh yes, oh yes, take me. I am yours to use. I am so full of your cock. Come in me again! I love feeling you inside of me. I want you to have me, take me, fuck me!" She mumbled the mantras, mixing and matching the tenets of her desire. Her hands were both clasped to the back of my head, forearms on my shoulders, holding herself steady while she rocked her body on my cock, clinching and massaging us with her motion. I bent and sucked at a breast. Her breasts had been sweeping across my chest and now I leaned her back and sought them with my mouth. She gasped and held still, willing me with her stillness to find and suck them. I found the grand arc of one and fastened to it with my lips. I sucked viciously, suddenly consumed with the will to mark her with my mouth. The flesh bulged into my mouth. I lashed it with my tongue, sucking ferociously.
Jennifer's breath caught in her throat and for a vast moment she did not breathe while I pulled at her skin with my lips. Finally, out of breath myself and too stupid to breathe through my nose, I released her breast, now aware I had hold of the side. I moved my mouth inward and encountered her nipple, the smooth cone of the inverted nipple was firm and taut with passion. I sucked it carefully into my mouth, laving it with my tongue. My mouth on her breast seemed to still the woman. Jennifer sat, impaled on my cock, her hands holding my mouth against her tit. When I sucked carefully on her nipple, she began to rock her hips once more.
I was astonished at the instant passion in me. I loved the feeling of this woman's passion meeting mine, feeding it and feeding on it. The erotic feeling resonated in us and we each took it in and amplified it before sending it back. We were spiraling upwards towards the sun that would sear us together. As I sucked at her breast, she ground her splayed hips onto me, taking the throbbing sensation from her nipple and converting it into a demanding pulsing in her hips. I rose up, lifting her off the bed, her whole weight momentarily centering on her pussy as she slammed down onto my cock. I held her by the ass. Seeming to know what I wanted, she lifted her knees, clearing the way for me to lay her once more on her back. Releasing her nipple, I tipped us over and dropped us onto her back. She groaned as my weight fell on her but then she grunted and recovered, arching her body under me.
Once again my climax spasmed without overture. I was coming even as her hips bucked underneath me. Her legs clasped, gripping me, crossing her ankles across my ass. She sensed my orgasm and her pussy gripped me, clamping down as I spewed into her again. I had my hands still on her ass and I pulled and pulled, peeling her ass apart in an effort to paint the furtherest reaches of her pussy with my cum. My body convulsed and jerked as I groaned, the climax contorting my reason and erasing my identity in a blinding flash of unutterable pleasure.
In a blink, it was past. My body seemed to lose all tension and I melted over her, shriveling like a sheet of plastic cast over a campfire. She gasped and grunted. I slipped to the side, relieving her of my weight.
"Oh god." I groaned. "You are a wonder!"
She shifted in a way that communicated satisfaction, even pride. I felt her lips brush my neck. She rolled me off of her and was gone. Once more she returned with a warm, wet cloth and cleaned me. This time my cock accepted the attention and her final kiss with lassitude, which is not to say indifference. The light went off and a moment later she cuddled in close to me. She rose up and kissed my cheek.
"Thank you, Mr. Gale." She whispered. "I was beginning to think..." she hesitated.
"To think, what?"
"That owning meant neglect to you."
"I was distracted. That will happen."
"I am sorry to be insecure but I...I have not been well used and I have echoes of my past reality clashing with my fears about my overbearing fantasies. I cannot tell which I should obey."
I heard the uncertainty in her voice. "Go to sleep." I said, fully intending to wake her with another furious fuck as a vote in favor of her acceptance of my desire for her; a desire she seemed able to share with other women, for she surely must.



Sleep came to me rapidly. She had rolled away from me and lay with her back to me when I woke. It was still fully night. I felt over her body and found her bare of clothing, warm and soft. The slightest pressure on her hips rolled her onto her back. My cock was hard once more. I glanced at the clock. It was after five. Dawn was near. I got between her legs, easily parting them with a hand. When I felt with a hand between them, I felt both heat and dampness. Her pussy bulged and parted for my finger, bubbling still from my use.
When I entered her, she came fully awake. "Oh Mr. Gale! Again?" She sounded delighted.
Encouraged, I pressed the remainder of my cock into her. Her knees lifted and her ass shifted to let me penetrate her fully. The raging passion was gone. I just wanted to be seated once more inside of her, feeling her body mold around me. I was over her, hands planted to each side of her head. I got to my elbows and found her head with my hands. I kissed her, tenderly. She responding by lifting her hips and squeezing with her inner muscles.
I groaned. "Oh god, woman, you do love the cock so well!"
"No, no, no I love the cock so much!" She corrected, a correction my sex object could make without transgression. I lay between her legs, gazing at the blond blur under me. When I kissed her, she shivered. Her lips were ripe with rapture. Her torso lifted her breasts, pressing them against me, twisting to get the friction against her hard nipples. Her hand smoothed down my sides to my ass and she jerked me hard, ramming me down into her.
I suddenly knew what she wanted. I broke with her lips and rolled us over, struggling till I had her astride my hips. She got her knees properly under her and began to ride me. I arched under her as she ground down and hunched down when she rose up. I gripped her ass cheeks, one in each hand. She planted her hands on my chest and bent her head over me, her mane of blond hair draped down over her face like Spanish moss over the limbs of a tree. From that pose she rode me to ecstasy and beyond. The first time she came she sighed and hissed. The second time, seconds later, she cried out, her hips slapping down on me with increased vigor. The third time, I pulled her hard down on my cock while lifting my ass under her and she screamed, throwing her head from side to side, whipping me with her hair. Her tits waggled over me and I wanted to grab one with my teeth but could not manage it. She was lost in orgasm.
The fourth shook her and her hands clinched on my chest, scratching me with her long nails. She went still, tensing and groaning, gasping and panting while her hips pulsed over me. Her back arched. She threw her head back on her neck, facing the sky and nodded with little motions as the pleasure seethed through her. Fluid washed over me, hot and wet. She came again and again, rolling from one to the next, climax after climax convulsing her body. I continued to clasp her body down onto my cock. She writhed, seeking to escape.
"Oh no, no, no more! Please, I can't...oh fuck me!" She growled as a new front swept through her flesh. Her skin burned. She bent over me, her mouth panting but kissing my face before finding my lips. Her hands gripped my shoulders and she tried to rock her hips while she kissed me and her teeth cracked together. She sat up abruptly which rammed her full of cock once more, which in turn fired off another convulsion.
"Oh my god, I can't stop, I can't stop!" She cried, her body shivering with effort. "Don't stop. Never came so much. Oh god, please no more!" Her voice was ragged with passion, pulsing with lust but flagging as the last of the waves of ecstasy crackled through her. "Oh no more!" She rolled to halt, hands planted still on my chest, panting, her tits waving over me.
I realized I could see her, a ghostly presences looming over me, her face scrunched up, tensed and then she bucked violently, her hips lifting high off of mine and then crashing down to grind us together. Her head flipped back in a spray of blond hair. Her torso arched making her breasts strain, stressed into full shape, pointing over me like dual outriggers. She tensed, stilled and quivered, shaking from morrow to skin but moving not a millimeter. She was a paradox of motionless passion, consumed by the last crescendo of ecstasy before it ebbed and faded. When it departed, she collapsed over me.
For a long moment, she did not even breathe. Then she heaved a huge sigh and began to gasp for breath. For minutes she crouched over me, constantly shifting to avoid pressing her whole weight onto my chest, for which I was thankful. My cock was still erect inside of her and from time to time she clinched her pussy on it, squeezing for a moment or two before giving into the exhaustion that ran through her body. Finally, she lifted her hips off of me and with ponderous deliberation, slunk down my legs, dragging her tits over the length of my body. Face to face with my cock, she licked it clean before sucking it fully into her mouth. She sucked my cock with casual intensity, a paradox I know but I think it made sense as she was casually sucking hard but I was enjoying it intensely. When I did not come immediately, she squared herself between my legs, shouldering them wide. She found my asshole with a finger and delicately penetrated me.
The sensation was electric. I showed her my approval by pressing my ass down at her. She responded by pushing her finger deep into my ass. She sucked my cock hard then, and in moments I erupted. She sucked and sucked and sucked till I was both clean and empty. Oh, and happy.
I felt like a elephant sat on my chest and my head was full of helium. I dared not talk because I had a fear of squeaking.
"You're clean, I am messy." Jennifer chortled. She got out of bed and went into the bath. I never heard or felt her return. I fell into a well of dreamless bliss.
I emerged into a soft golden morning, the sun long risen. I felt like a feather, with a stiff quill in the middle of all that luscious lightness. I rose up erect. Alone and erect. I looked at the clock. Eleven o'clock. I had gotten up and peed sometime after dawn so this hardon was real wood, not veneer. I padded to the kitchen, stark naked. I had a sex object I wanted to use.
Liza McCall sat at the bar sipping a cup of coffee.
Jennifer was cooking something luscious. I could smell the rich aroma of sausage and French toast. She wore a pink apron over a yellow jumper. I strode into the kitchen and turned her away from the stove, pulling her over to the counter before the bar. She gasped and tittered as I lifted up the apron. The jumper had a bib and shorts. I took a serrated knife and cut up one leg of the shorts and over, tearing them open. I cut off her thong panties and then opened her knees.
Jennifer was panting when I moved between her legs. She hitched her ass up onto the counter and grasped my cock. I penetrated her and she grunted, slipped off the counter, filling herself with cock as she slid down onto me. She was sopping wet; perhaps "still sopping wet" is the correct description but whatever her state before I cut off her clothing, she was slick and ready to be penetrated when I penetrated her. She groaned and then leaned forward into me, her clothing a shambles. Her legs lifted and I staggered back, the woman completely supported by her arms around my neck and my cock in her cunt. She hunched at me and I thought I was going to topple over. I twisted and her ankles lifted to the small of my back and locked her into place. My ass found the counter and I grabbed her ass. Her pussy was fire and silk, clinching my hyper-cock, alive with the sensations of taking her.
My orgasm arrived again, quick and brief, a few shots of cum and it was over. Jennifer clung to me, kissing my neck and ear till I patted her ass. "Back to work, Chef Jennifer."
She released her legs and I moved way from the counter so she could stand up on her own two feet. I padded out of the kitchen and on to a shower. Twenty minutes later I returned to the kitchen to a perfect cup of coffee. Liza was still at the bar, sipping from the same cup but, presumably, different coffee. Jennifer was still in shambles. I sat at the bar beside Liza. Jennifer produced a perfect plate of French toast, eggs and sausage, then gave a like plate to Liza.
"Glad you could make it, buster. I am starving and your bitch here wouldn't serve me till after she served the master...breakfast I mean." Liza watched me take a bite. "How is it."
I nodded. "Excellent. Jennifer, go clean up. I need to replace that outfit. I apologize for destroying it."
The blond smiled a private smile and disappeared upstairs.
"Jesus, Gale, you do know how to start the day." Liza muttered. She took a bite. "Gosh, that is good. It is fucked up to be that beautiful and know how to cook." She took another bite. "You have no idea what you did for her just now, doing her like that, with me here, do you?"
After silence and three bites I realized she was really asking. "You mean, did I do that intentionally? Did I consider the impact of doing her like that with you right there?"
"Impact? Right. Not what I meant. I meant on me. The impact on me!"
"Bullshit."
Liza grinned. "Okay, you got me. Bullshit it is. That girl was glowing like a Christmas tree after you sauntered out of here. I think she would have lit up a dark closet. She likes performing like that. I think she really likes the idea of being seen."
"Everybody should like to be watched." I said without thinking. Liza gave me a look but said nothing. "What did I do for her? Besides doing her with an auditor?"
"You mean an audience?"
"I mean what I said. So?"
Liza sobered. "You didn't even acknowledge me. She is your number one girl now."
"I don't have a girl. She is a sex object." I spoke more dourly than I meant to. I am not sure how Liza took it but her reaction was telling. She smiled.
"So I could have..."
"No. She is my sex object." I smacked my lips and turned my head to look at her. "Just like you are. If I want to fuck you at the bank waiting in a teller line, I'll do that. Fines are my cost, though, not yours. Your job is to fuck me when I like." I included no question, leaving the statement dangling between us till Jennifer arrived back in the kitchen, dressed in a tight white stretch pant suit that clasped her big breasts in a fine halter top. She put on an apron.
"Seconds?"
I took seconds and Liza waved off.
"What are you doing here, Mrs. McCall?"
"Don't call me that." She said snidely.
"I'll call you whenever and whatever I..." I caught myself before I finished. "What should I call you? And why shouldn't I address you as I wish to?"
Liza's head was bowed over the plate. She looked up at Jennifer then over at me. "That was his name."
"But you haven't changed it." I pointed out.
She did not address my point but returned to the original question. "I..." The doorbell rang.
I did not move. It rang again.
Jennifer stopped what she was doing. "Mr. Gale, the doorbell..." it screeched, validating her observation, "...do you want me to answer it?"
I thought a moment and nodded, "See who it is."
She stopped, hesitating. "Should I let them in?"
The chime screeched again. I gestured towards the door and Jennifer drifted out of sight around the corner.
The next thing I heard was a loud rattling purr. "Where is he! What are you doing here."
"In the kitchen." I heard Jennifer say quietly, barely audible. Next, I heard the clack clack clack of high heels on the foyer floor, then nothing as she crossed the living room carpet, then the same clack clack clack on the kitchen floor. I turned to see who belonged to the voice and the high heels. I found a short, black woman standing arms akimbo, hands on her impressive hips. Jennifer stood behind her, a worried expression on her face, not looking at the woman. Clearly, she was hovering. "Coffee, if you please, Mrs. Simpson." I said softly. I extended my hand to the black woman. "Joshua Gale. What can I do for you?"
The black woman regarded my hand for a moment and then her eyes rose to mine. She took several loud steps and smiled a little as she extended her hand, took light hold of the tips of my fingers and wagged my hand once before letting it drop like a shit-smeared butter knife.
"Aurora Hines." She said with a little sniff.
"Mrs. Hines, pleased to meet you. Would you care to sit down? Breakfast? Coffee? Tea?" I recognized her from her dossier but I maintained a studied fiction that I was meeting these women the first time. It was common for me to do this, research business partners and associates and need to hide the depth of my knowledge of their personal life so this came easy for me. The dossier was one thing, meeting them in the flesh was another; meeting their flesh that I meant to possess in the flesh had far greater thrills than simple business encounters. Aurora Hines was no different.
"I would not. I came to tell you that you are not welcome in Holdingsfield and, as a representative of the Board of Directors of Holdingsfield Limited, I am here to ask that you cease and desist immediately."
"Cease and desist what?" I asked. I felt oddly uneasy, finding my hands fidgeting without any sense of what I should do with them.
"Cease and desist whatever it is you think you are about in our neighborhood or we shall certainly invoke legal means to force you to do so."
"Uh huh. Is that all?" I asked.
Her chin lifted just a little. Aurora Hines was diminutive only in height. Her assets and attitude made her seem, well, larger than her frame implied. Her ass, which I had not yet inspected but would at some length as she left, was the perfect shape for an ass intended to command attention. From the front, it flared her hips but had a distinct and profound arch. She had tits, great big huge tits that made her seem utterly misshapen with a lithe little waist and big, huge green eyes. To my eyes, she appeared to be perfectly formed for sex. Her frame screamed "fuck me". Her attitude, however, screamed, "fuck you!" I took my time inspecting her. The silence stretched as I mentally undressed her.
I looked past that to her appearance, preferring shallow inspection over deep insight. Her black hair was straightened and curled and cascaded down to the middle of her back. Today, she favored a turtle neck, salt and pepper sweater with speckles of yellow, orange and green in it and a long black skirt that covered her legs, and boots that made her seem taller—clearly her conscious intent. She was quite short. The high-heeled boots helped.
"Mr. Grail, we all know what you are doing. You are taking advantage of our unfortunate circumstances and victimizing these women." She ostentatiously regarded Jennifer; like she had discovered a jack ass in a dress shop. She waved. "Like Mrs. Simpson there. She, has she moved in here? What has become of her husband? I declare that if you have hurt that young man...!"
I laughed. Mrs. Hines was no older than Jeff Simpson was. My laugh halted Aurora's speech and she waited for me to speak, when I did not she pursed her lips and nodded.
"If you will agree to meet with me later this week, perhaps you can explain to me exactly what you intend to do with Holdingsfield."
That seemed like a retreat from her previous arch proclamation. So I advanced. "And why would I do that?" I asked, it was a real question and I was curious to see what she would answer. Since it belied her threat to halt whatever I was doing, I could deduce this was not a well-planned foray. Something as yet unseen had propelled her here.
Mrs. Simpson, however, deflected that moment, bringing me a cup of coffee. She extended the cup—I had yet to let her know I preferred tea—and I took it. "Would you care for a cup, Mrs. Hines?" I asked.
The woman shook her head, scowling.
I made a gesture at Jennifer, waving away the coffee. She set it down and moved over beside me on my stool and tucked under my arm. I clasped a hand on her flared hip and looked at Mrs. Hines. When the black woman neither spoke nor moved but stared fiercely at that hand possessively clutching Jennifer against me, I move the hand more fully on to the white clad ass. I squeezed Jennifer's full ass cheek and she wiggled in response. Mrs. Hines appeared to take the pose personally and was affronted by it. I said, "Jennifer, tell Mrs. Hines what you are doing here, in my house."
The blond woman smiled happily as my hand caressed her hip, side, and flank. "I am a sex object. I am here to be used sexually. I enjoy being used and Jeff asked if Mr. Gale would use me since, ah, he does not enjoy that sort of thing, Jeff I mean. Jeff insisted that I live here as part of our agreement."
"Agreement?" Mrs. Hines snapped. "What agreement?"
"I am traded sexually to Mr. Gale in exchange for his cash that will alleviate our current financial straits."
I expected something different but Mrs. Hines eyes got wide and she licked her lips once before she managed to speak.
Her voice came out an octave higher. "Traded sexually? Financial straits?"
Jennifer nodded and was going to speak more but I squeezed her against my hip and she immediately went silent, understanding me implicitly, which I appreciated. We were beginning to understand each other.
"I own this woman." I said. "It is a fair trade, voluntarily entered into by both parties. Perhaps you would like to trade something for her services?" I was playing a hunch, something implied in her dossier that I could not quite recall; so a hunch. In the crook of my arm, Jennifer went still and silent, holding her breath then breathing shallowly when she needed air. The moment stretched.
At first, the black woman stared but not at me. Her eyes were on Jennifer and not her face. Jennifer apparently sensed it and rolled her body around mine, pressing her tits against my arm while she twisted her head around to regard the black woman with a sort of ungainly pride. Her pose spoke mockery and safety, much like a lion cub would look at a jackal that had been chasing it, from between the paws of her father. My hand splayed over the arch of Jennifer's fine ass, pressing fingers into the firm flesh. My hunch felt validated.
Mrs. Hines eyes twitched about and she licked her thick, dark lips. I waited, noting the rich scarlet purple lipstick, the thick purple eye shadow, the equally thick eye lashes, butterflied out to enormous lengths. My inspection of her eyes was interrupted by those eyes finding mine. She realized I was tracking her inspection of Mrs. Simpson. Those eyes widened a bit and the artful chin lifted and she pursed her lips, which only made her appear more sexual, posing with that sensuous aspect protruding through her facade of defiance. What I saw was a woman who loved sex but was enduring sexual frustration. I winked at her while licking my own lips, like I had barbecue sauce them.
"I...I...you will not get away with this, Mr. Gale. I swear by...by...by all those things you white people swear by! You will not do this to us!" She fairly spluttered, so great was her indignation. It was curiously sudden but delayed, like she only lately remembered her indignation and drew it back from whence it had receded to now be expressed instead of the lust I saw clearly in her big eyes.
Mrs. Hines left us then, stamping on her little boots with as much roused chagrin as someone of her stature could manage, rather like an offended munchkin. The erotic little black woman turned her ass to me and click-clacked out of my kitchen, across the rug in the living room and then rattled out the foyer to the world beyond. Each step bumped her ass back and forth as though she could feel my eyes and the wishes of my hands on her ass. My cock was quite hard. I grasped Jennifer's hand and moved it up my thigh till she encountered my erection. She gripped it enthusiastically. By then, Aurora Hines was gone. She had showed me her ass and I had inspected it thoroughly, which no doubt would have been an added offense. Her only alternative would have been to back out of my house but then I would have stared at her wondrous tits, appearing wondrously huge on her small frame, swaying under the tight but thick sweater that could not hide or disguise them. She left the door open as she departed. I got up, went to the open door and stared as she clacked down my drive. Her long, black skirt whipped back and forth, at the mercy of her profound hips.



That was my introduction to Aurora Hines. I liked the challenge she represented. I closed the door.
I sauntered back to my place, snaking a wistful arm around Jennifer. She felt my distraction and seemed to delight in it, as a true object would. I looked at Liza. "I am not sure, but I don't think she likes me."
Liza nodded in the direction of the departed woman, where she had stood before us. "That. That is what I came to tell you. She, she has got it into her head that she can stop, stop what you are doing. She is telling the rest of us, the other women of Holdingsfield not to give in to you, not to let you buy them. Everyone knows you are trading money for sex. She is telling everyone you will make prostitutes of them."
I shrugged a little, unwilling to bow away from the truth. "Isn't that what we are talking about? Prostitution? I mean really? You women haven't got anything but your cunts to trade and your men have nothing of interest, not to me at any rate. What else would you call it?"
Liza closed her eyes. "We are not prostitutes. At least I'm not."
Jennifer released me and walked around the bar to return to cleaning up the detritus of breakfast. Liza's eyes followed her. Finally, so did mine, when Liza did not continue speaking.
Jennifer noticed and turned to look at us, finding us both looking at her. "Oh? What? Are you waiting on me to say I ain't no hooker? Forget it. I am doing this for the money!" The lie in her words was so evident, even Liza smiled. That irritated her further.
"We cannot just make hookers of..."
"You are trading sex for money, what else would you call it?"
Liza shook her head. "That is not right. We, we are selling our bodies to you for your use. Which is one of the things I wanted to discuss with you."
"Oh? One?"
"The other is..." She glanced at Jennifer who did not notice, busy putting the bread away.
I raised an eyebrow.
Liza halted and then she smiled a little, eyes twinkling. "I think I have recruited someone for you." She held up her hand. "Whoa big boy, I mean might. I, I asked her to meet me at the mall for a little shopping and told her I had to bring you any time I go shopping." She colored a little. "I told her you insist on buying all the clothes for me or at least approving them. I might have stretched it a little."
I shrugged. "Stretch away. Who are we talking about?" My mind was half on Aurora Hines. What a woman!
"Bethlynn Brazil."
I heard the query in Liza's voice. I remained bland. This told me I had slipped up enough to give her the idea I was checking up on people. That worried me, it would put everyone on guard if that became well known. I mentally shrugged. Broke and on guard or broke and ignorant, they would still be broke. I could still buy them and have them all. "Don't know her. Have we met?"
"Not that I know of." Liza said, still probing. "I told her eleven. I'd meet her at eleven."
The clock said well past twelve. "You're late."
"I can't go without you. You have to take me shopping." She had the grace to grin a perfect shit-eating grin. "I don't have any money of my own."
I almost asked what she was talking about, about all the cash I gave her but didn't. I let it pass. Eventually, I'd find out what she was up to.
"Let me get dressed." I said, did, and we left. We took my car. Liza had walked over. She seemed overly proud riding in my car with me, a cool Lexus. I was renting cars, a different one every few days, just to keep people guessing. Now that it was known I had cash to burn, I needed to burn a little. The old hooptee no longer served and I had no affection for it. So it sat.
In the car, I waited and finally asked. "So? The other thing, the one thing?"
Liza was directing me to the Don Juan Mall. "Oh." She glanced sideways at me. "I don't know if you are going to like it."
"Won't know till you squeak up."
She squeaked, a sort of giggle without permission from the brain. "I have a solution, to the whole 'too many to fuck' problem. You put us on a timer. You own us for so much per day. That way you can adjust the per diem and the whole sex thing, that is additional, above the per diem."
"Good for you."
"Good for you, too. See, listen. I have been thinking since you, ah, demonstrated Mrs. Simpson's position in your household. I think that you are buying the right to own but not buying ownership outright. That just ain't right. Too much like slavery. You, well, you seem to be insistent that you are not allowed to do anything that we don't want to do. So I am thinking, that, so long a we do what you want, you own us and we subtract off a daily amount...I know, how much? I don't know. Yet. But listen. If we refuse you something, then the per diem stops with that day, the day before, no credit for saying no. All you have to do is ask one of us to do something and we refuse and the per diem stops, fuck us or not. If you want to stop paying, then you just ask for something we absolutely don't want to do. Nothing obvious, like killing kittens or something. You can't ask us to violate the law. Something that one of the other of us has done, or will do. As soon as one of us does it, you can ask all of us to do it and anyone who hesitates..."
"The meter stops."
"Right."
I thought about it. "I know this is not making much sense. No one believes I am doing this out of the goodness of my heart..."
"You're not."
I glanced at Liza, still driving.
"I mean, it is for your cock. You are doing it out of the hardness of your cock. You clearly have more money than girls, or maybe the girls you have bore you and this is a complicated way to get pussy. Either way, this is all about the cooze. But it as much about the pursuit of it as it as about having us. You like the chase, I think. I am right, aren't I?"
The truth is that this was the a thing I had been thinking about it. No doubt, I was pussy happy and the process of capturing it, that has all been perfectly delightful. In that moment, turning left into Don Juan Mall, I realized that this was all about getting my sister back, letting her back into the family business and back into the family. I had no idea till that moment that this was what motivated me from the beginning.
"I do like pussy." I agreed.
"You like variety, different pussy."
"Every man likes variety."
"But not every may can satisfy the pussy he has, much less a bevy of pussy like you are aiming to get." Liza snorted. "You claim you want to be on the board and that shit. No one buys that."
"Crap. I thought that made a lot of sense."
Here Liza turned to me. I had parked by now, following her pointing finger. "It does. I think you should. Keep that working. If they don't believe that is what you are after, it will be easier. I have been with you and I know, you love pussy. Here I am, about to introduce you to a 25 year old girl who will adore you and I am nearly 40. What does that tell you?"
"You have a big heart?"
"Or an empty head!" Liza snorted. "No. No, you have a way about you that lets you love me and love Val or Jen and, and, and I don't care. I, I just want to watch. Christ, I wish you had fucked me after you did her this morning. I was so excited watching you do her, knowing how enthralled she was...I could see it in every move she made. She loved having my eyes on her while you did her and she liked having you do her. It was the perfect coalescence of cock and pussy. You do that. I don't know how. I haven't figured that out yet but there is something about you that...that..." Liza snapped her fingers. "It makes Eve Covington endure your libidinous innuendo without blushing or blinking. She fucking likes it and that is something. In there, there is a young, innocent girl waiting for your to take her. She is yours, like a plump plum bursting to be eaten."
"She wants me to go down on her?"
"No. Yes." Liza slapped my shoulder. "Don't be so fucking literal. I am trying to help you out here."
I looked at her. "Why is that? Why are you so easily converted into a willing partner in prostituting all the women of Holdingsfield?"
Liza regarded me for a moment. "Because we fucking need it. I like it here. I like the company, at least the women. You, you want to keep this working, keep us together. I want to help you do that." She scrunched up her nose. "And I come with you. I have to admit, that counts for something. Okay, for a lot. With me, and I suspect, with the others more than they ever want to admit. Not all of us will be like Jen and open up to the pleasure immediately. You are trying to save Holdingsfield and I want to help you do that."
"How do you purpose to help me?"
She grinned. "You do me. Let her watch us. Then you can make your pitch to her."
I sneered. "Sounds to me like you are getting yours. Does she even live at Holdingsfield?"
Liza was caught off guard and her suspicion that I was the man who knew too much, shifted a little. "She is married to a man who is 73. We call him Mr. Viagra. He is a masher. You know, always handling women. Pinching asses and fondling tits, like he was selecting peaches at the super market. He married Bethlynn when she was 22. The rumor was that her father traded her for debt forgiveness but no one knows if that is true or not."
I did. It was. Her father was gone now, her mother was a widow living on food stamps and working two jobs to keep her lights on.
"Anyway, Earl Commodium lost his fortune in a swindle some time after they got married. A Nigerian took him for twenty-million, goes the story. A version of the Spanish hostage. He fell for it hook line and stinker. Now he spends his time down at the park oogling the mothers with their children. He is not a perv, really. He does like to watch but word is that Bethlynn quit fucking him after he lost his money. He cannot blame the economy for his missing fortune. His problem is in the mirror."
I nodded. That all matched my recollection of Bethlynn Brazil's file, though I could not place the name with an image. "Let's go meet your prospect."
"What about the per diem, thing?"
I looked over at Liza. "You and Val came up with this?"
She colored a little. "Just trying to help. With Mrs. Hines working against you, this, what you are doing will be more difficult."
"How much more difficult?"
Liza shrugged. "More. How do you measure difficulty?"
She had a point. We went into the mall and after a while found the young lady in question.
Bethlynn Brazil had really light eyes, like they were gray or something. Against her perfect white skin, it would not have been so striking but for her black hair. Her bangs where raggedly cut and so long that they covered her eyebrows, nearly covering her eyes. Her black hair was long, hanging far below the lower line of her impressive breasts. Her eyes were cool, I could not tell if they were analytical or vacant. That ambiguity certainly worked in her favor. She wore black, to match her hair. Stretch pants and a long black wrap-coat that covered a black halter. The halter clung to her tits like a baby monkey to its mother while she swung through the jungle. She kept the long, cloth coat wrapped around her but when she shook my hand, she released it and it came unwrapped, showing me her impressive breasts. And,yes, I stared.
The one thing Liza had not mentioned that I did know about Bethlynn was that all the assets once belonging to Abe (Abraham Earl) Commodium whom she knew as Earl had been moved into her name. His identity was so compromised, she took back her original name, Brazil, and the assets were now across a very hastily erected legal moat from him. Neither Earl nor the Nigerian could get to them. Unfortunately, by the time the transfer was made, three years earlier, the assets were both ill-liquid and leveraged as part of Earl's efforts to keep his fortunate together. An attorney friend had helped him move them but had taken all the cash the man possessed as fees, all he had left. Some friend!
When I shook hands with the girl, I got the distinct vibe that she fully understood how close she was to joining her elderly husband in the park on a permanent basis. I was wrong. That vibe I got, that was Bethlynn. Something no profile would convey. She was compliant to the point of being immobile. Since she was beautiful, this passivity did not really matter, at least not to the men in her life. At the moment, she was boinking a worthless musician whom I would need to shoo away. If the fucker got her hooked on drugs I'd have him...well, he'd get a heroic wedgie anyway. I am not a thug.
We shopped for awhile. Bethlynn never said a word. Syllables, but not a word. Her eyes, though, they seemed perfectly alive, perfectly aware, perhaps even aware of what was about to happen to her. I was stalling, trying to figure out how I was going to negotiate with a sphinx of this ilk when Liza selected an outfit for herself and demanded that I help her try it on. The ploy was transparent but I had nothing better.
"What about Bethlynn? Shouldn't we find something for her to try on? After all, if I like it on you and have to buy you something, it would be rude not to buy her something." Another transparent ploy, but it worked fine.
Bethlynn picked up a blouse with long sleeves, far less revealing than the twin slingshots she wore currently. It was floral, like an impressionist painting done by someone who liked black and blue-green. The short guy, Degas, that was his name. The imp, the dwarf. Edgar Degas. She apparently liked his colors. I bet the little satyr would have loved her in every way imaginable. I was enjoying imagining loving her myself. Degas surely would have been equally robust with his appreciation. His would have been worth millions. Mine was worth an instant hardon. So far.
The three of us adjourned to the dressing room. I understood why Liza selected this store, The Empire Way; the dressing rooms were plush, like sitting rooms with two lounge chairs and a vanity table with lights around the mirror and a little stool, upholstered in a rich white fabric. It was fashioned for social shopping, a group affair. Ringed stains on the vanity testified to the liberties people took in these rooms. I was about to take liberties of my own. The carpet was white, the walls were white. If Bethlynn hoped to hide in this room, she was shit out of luck. She stood out like a Rorschach blot on a Nun's outfit. Maybe I mean an Abbess, the one that wears all white. My Catholic clothing recognition is worse than my style sense.
Bethlynn seemed to know where her assets lay. The moment Liza closed and latched the door, she dropped the wrap-coat, showing me her tits. They were impressive. The thin black halter showed off her tight little nipples. The girl's lips glistened. She kept licking them. Her skin was alabaster white, like Liza's. There was no contrast there. The stark contrast was the black and the red hair, le rouge et le noir, as it were. My cock was conveniently hard. I had this overbearing urge to begin to explain the situation to this girl but she forestalled me, untying the knot behind her neck and letting her breasts dangle free.
I say dangle, they were more like igloos, frozen in place though they swayed like giant things tend to do, slowly and stately as great cumulus clouds. She stood still and her tits stood stiller, more still? Just as still. The things did not move, even a little, even as she breathed. It was like she was wearing armor. I had the perfect lance for her. I am not above such thoughts, not staring at those tits. God, they were fabulous!
"Joshua? Joshua?"
For a moment, I didn't know who Liza was talking to. I was Alan and this guy Joshua, his life was so far afield from where I lived I felt disembodied.
Liza poked me in the ribs.
I jumped.
"Impressive, aren't they?" Liza whispered, awe in her voice, the same awe that was swelling my cock to the point of pain. Liza ran a hand over the front of my pants. "Okay, honey, you have made your point. You are here to try on the blouse. Shouldn't you wear that with a bra?"
Bethlynn shook her head. She pulled on the blouse. Now, now her tits moved, like hard rubber, they moved, like they really were muscles.
I wanted to touch them, give them a thorough examination to prove they were real. Shit, what if they were plastic? Does a man dying of thirst worry about a little hair in the glass? What if they were silicone? I liked the question because it justified the itch in my hands, my lips... can a tongue itch? Oh, and my cock. I had this vision of my cock sliding between her tits as part of the investigation as to their true nature.
While I stared, she struggled to button up the blouse.
"That's too small, honey." Liza said, talking like a doting aunt.
"Fucking shut up, Liza." I hissed at her. Liza twitched like I had slapped her.
Bethlynn was watching me as I watched her. She had this shy little smile on her face, while her fingers nimbly buttoned the first two buttons at the bottom of the blouse. They were about even with her belly button. She had to pull the cloth tight around her middle to get the buttons to fasten, so yeah, objectively, it was a bit small. Subjectively, however, my cock and my brain, eyes, hands, lips, tongue, a veritable quorum of my voting anatomy insisted it was Goldilocks perfect. With two buttons successfully fastened, the lapels of the blouse flanked each breast, pressing them together; an urge they resisted. The result was a V'd frame around her tits, the blouse formed a scrunched arrow pointing down at her pussy. I stared at this girl-woman. She smiled shyly under my burning gaze. She took her time, buttoning that blouse.
Beside me, I felt Liza's growing exasperation but she forgot something. She was on the menu for a good rogering, not this girl. This girl was appetizer and she was doing her job admirably. Bethlynn had a long torso, her legs were short, a bit thick for her body but her ass made them look normal, swelling behind her with fine, plush curves but more or less straight to the sides, like they forgot her hips or redistributed her wealth from them to her ample, plush and luscious tits. Her stomach was long and lean, forming a rippled transverse between the hips and her breasts. Her shoulders arched backwards, thrusting her breasts forward. Gotta love good posture.
The first two buttons fastened, she gripped the sides of the blouse and pulled them forward and together, wrapping her tits in the loving embrace. She held the two sides together and looked at me, blinking her eyes. My fucking hands were shaking. I moved forward, almost backhanding Liza when she snorted. I pulled the first button, the one just under the lower bulge of her bare breasts, I pulled it, pulled it carefully, tugging against the full thrust of her breasts, pulled against the stubborn resistance of her tits, pulled the poor, frightened little button into the button hole and hooked it. The motion plumped up her breasts as if my hands were planted under them, pushing them together. I thought I could hear the little button squealing with the strain. I so wanted to help.
Bethlynn pulled harder on the remainder of the blouse.
I found the next button, my hands shaking so hard I could barely move them in a single direction. I felt the heat of this woman's body and I wanted her, I had to have her. I heard shuffling behind me. I hooked the button into the button hole, pulling the blouse tight across the crest of her incredible tits. Shit, I was right there, close enough to touch. I didn't. I remained polite, careful to keep the boundaries in place. She closed her eyes, saying tacitly "I'm not watching what you do next." I buttoned the next button and the next, finishing with my hands under her chin. She removed her hands.



I stepped back. Didn't want to have an eye put out by some errant button flying around. The blouse bubbled up and down, providing a perfectly tantalizing view under it and the incredible tits that rippled it utterly out of its normal cut.
Her breasts seemed perfectly real to me but they did not fit in that blouse, no matter how I tried to twist my fashion sense into good sense. The blouse bulged, gaping so widely that I could see each nipple, not just the sharp profile creasing the cloth but through gaps in the cloth. Bethlynn, once wrapped in the little thing, turned both directions, showing me both tits through the gaps in the cloth. The creamy white cleavage made me close my eyes. My digital mind wanted to get right to the contract, get her signed and then seal her to the wall, or floor, or ceiling with a hot wad of cum. Yet she seemed so delicate, utterly unaware of the real effect she was having on me...
"Mr. Gale, if you please. May I have your opinion of this?" Liza intruded. Sometimes women can just fuck up a good fantasy. They are so daft about a man's inner life. They want to run their fucking commercials for sobriety or against supposed duplicity or for monogamy or other such hogwash, right during the best parts of my best cinematic moments. Christ!
I turned around.
I had not paid a lot of attention to what Liza selected to try on. Right or wrong, I hadn't paid much attention. Of course I blamed Bethlynn. From Liza's point of view, I was pretty certain it was an error on my part. She wanted to make me pay. It was too small too. It was a stretch dress, white and much too small. It was stretched so thin I could distinctly see the nipple of each of her breasts. Her large, inverted nipples poked into the thin fabric. It clung to her like plastic wrap to a wad of cookie dough. Tight, nearly translucent. Her breasts looked huge in that moment, well, larger than normal, the redhead had nothing to be ashamed off. Her tangled red hair flounced over her shoulders, stark against the white. The little skirt was barely enough to cover the joint of her legs. Just enough. I blamed her ass, the cheeks of which dimpled the middle of the skirt when Liza turned her body for my inspection. When she turned back, she lifted her arms a bit and the lower hem of the skirt clicked up. Her pussy lips appeared.
I crashed into her, ramming her into the wall.
She squeaked with delight.
I was fumbling with my pants and trying to kiss her at the same time, one arm possessively around her waist. My mouth found hers and she met my energy with rampant passion of her own. I struggled with my belt buckle and the snap. They came free. Her hands pulled at them and together we got them down, off my hips. My cock was so hard I think I heard it creaking, like ice cracking in the Arctic. I had forgotten how short Liza was. My cock was nearly touching the bottom of her breasts, streaking the white, taut cloth with dark daubs. I pulled at the cloth over her tummy and got more cloth, instead of the bare skin I sought. She was panting and I was growling.
I do know if she noticed but I had utterly forgotten Bethlynn, as she wanted. A bird in the hand and all. I pulled harder at the stretch dress and it twitched over her hips and sprang up, baring ass, pussy and legs completely. She rose up on her toes but I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed down. She made to get to her knees but the bitch still didn't understand. With the dress pulled up to her breasts, I held her against the wall. I pulled it up and felt the soft, tissue-soft feel of her belly ripple against my dick folded up against it. With a firm hold on her shoulders, I lowered her.
Now she understood. She arranged the tight hold of the dress over her tits and bent her knees while leaning into me. The fire of my cock creased up her belly and the wet head touched the underside of her cleavage.
"Oh sweet Jesus." Liza whispered as my cock, slick with my pre-cum slid between her tits. "Oh god. I never...I cannot believe...Oh god!" She stared down over the slope of her breasts, surely not able to see my cock slipping between them, but feeling them. Bound in the dress, her tits were lifting as I pushed between them. My cock slid further between her bound tits, pressing through the billows of her flesh. She sank further, bending her knees a little at a time. In that position, I had little hold on her. My cock penetrated her tits and she shivered, the deeper into her cleavage it sank.
I felt it before I saw it. My cock head rammed into the taut white cloth, tent-poling it. Liza giggled briefly, then pulled the cloth down, off my cock and bent over her breasts and kissed the end of my cock.
I erupted.
She shrieked and fitted her lips over the end of my cock. The feeling of her sucking lips on my cock head penetrated my haze and I realized I was coming, much, much too late. All I could do was ride the wave of erotic pleasure trashing my circuits. Liza sucked and sucked but cum still bubbled from the corners of her mouth. I hunched against her torso, banging her against the flimsy wall. The banging sound seemed to echo around us, announcing that someone was fucking someone else. Liza grunted as I rammed her against the wall. She tried to sink down but I pinned her to the wall. That pulled her mouth off my cock. It continued to spit spitefully, dabbing her face with little pearls.
Bethlynn appeared beside us. Her eyes wide, questioning. "Is that how you two do it?" She spoke, her voice matching exactly my expectation, small and breathy except for one odd thing. She spoke with a raspy lisp. More, "Ith hat how you do two it?" She sounded like she was talking with her tongue between her teeth.
As soon as she spoke she looked like she'd just swallowed a zipper. She blinked. Looked down at Liza whose eyes were glazed with unrealized and bubbling passion.
Liza straightened, pushing me away from her. My cock slid out of her cleavage and waved at everyone as I stepped back. "No. We were reliving our years in grade school!" She snarled. "I think we can do better, don't you, Mr. Gale." Her eyes dropped to my dripping dick, looking somewhat sheepish at that moment.
"Do you mind?" Bethlynn whispered, lifting a little finger to touch Liza's face, her pearl dabbed face. Is that what they meant by Pearl Jam? I thought it was a musical expression? Bethlynn scraped up a bit of cum off the line of Liza's chin and touched it to her own lips. Liza suddenly went very still. Bethlynn's little pink tongue ejected from her mouth and the little pearl was gone. Her eyes actually brightened. "Oh. You taste fresh. Earl is always so funky." Without another word, she stuck out her tongue and licked a pearl off of Liza's upper lip. Then she pursued the four or five other dribbles on the woman's face. When she was done licking the cum off of Liza's face, Bethlynn kissed her full on the hips.
Liza jerked back so surprised her eyes clinched shut. "Oh."
"Oh." Bethlynn echoed. "I sorry. Did I do something wrong?"
Liza, bewildered by the turn of events, she pushed the girl away. I think the sensation of the girl's lips on her face rattled her. She was thinking about cock but tasting pussy and it crossed some wires. I swear smoke was venting out of her ears as her brain ground on the paradox. She pushed at Bethlynn again and got to her knees. "Come here, mister. We aren't finished yet."
When a woman on her knees says "come here" you go there, almost irrespective of what what she might mean. I did. She sucked my cock into her mouth, slurping me deep with a single breath. See what I mean? Her tongue cleaned me, laving up and down the shaft. I grew hard again in her mouth.
Bethlynn retreated to the white wall, a button surrendered and her blouse opened in the middle. I could see both nipples. She undid the rest of the buttons, leaving the blouse dangling beside her breasts, like curtains on a stage, wide open curtains. Liza sucked, I stared and Bethlynn panted.
Liza pulled off my cock. She struggled to her feet, pulling herself up on my half-nude body.
"Are you all alright in there? Do you need anything?" A polite male voice asked.
"We are fine. Thank you." Liza answered immediately, forestalling my forthcoming but surely guttural, "fuck off".
She stood looking up at me, the ridiculous white dress tangled about her breasts. I helped her take it off. She was now nude once more. I took her hand and pulled her towards one of the two lounges. She followed. I sat and turned her around, facing Bethlynn. She understood immediately. She widened her feet and backed over my knees. She bent down, looking between her bowed legs, bent further and reached for my cock and bent it forward. With amazing precision, she sat straight down onto me. I slumped in the chair. My cock found the lips of her pussy slick with her bubbling desire. She sat hard and I entered her. She widened her legs, lost her balanced and her whole weight jammed her full of cock.
I slumped further, my ass sliding nearly to the edge of the cushion. I clinched hard to stop my journey to the floor. Liza, sensing the near disaster, arched her body, pressing me backwards, and this, too, jammed her full of cock. It seemed every motion we made meant more cock in Liza. Neither of us complained; the distractions were irritations, luring us from the focus of our joining to such mendacious issues as balance and staying in the chair. Balance is just the lack of fucking commitment. Staying in the chair however, proved to be a huge wonder. My arms caught Liza behind the knees and lifted her, only she did not lift.
Instead, she was bending forward and her knees ended up pressed against her shoulders and she was held aloft by my arms, her hands on the arms of the rocking chair and my cock, now pulled part way from her body. Her weight on my arms overcame me and I relaxed, just enough to let her down a few inches and she crunched down, all pussy on all cock. The slurping sound she made as my cock slid back into her seemed to echo in the room. I started to released her legs but she shouted "no."
"No, no, that, that is oh fuck that is wonderful. Fuck me Joshua. Fuck me!" Her voice sang in the room, like a snapping wire. Her hips rolled and she did as she requested, rapping her ass up and down in my lap, her pussy fit perfectly over my cock. The feeling turned my bones to water. I knew I could not hold her for long but when I sought to relax, she pulled herself back into position. With her hands on the arms of the chair, she levered her body up and down on my cock, grunting the whole time.
"Hold me, don't let go. I can come just like this."
Easy for her to say. She rocked forward, keeping her tits pressed to her knees. Her ass continued to rap up and down, piercing her body over and over with my cock. Suddenly she bucked, her legs fought to free themselves from my arms. Instinctively I retracted, pulling her more tightly into the bent position. I lost her pussy but she was past the point of caring. Whatever had been happening, it caterwauled through her. Liza panted and puffed, blowing like she was working. She finally got unbent and bucked in my arms, her whole body shaking.
That was the moment that my ass quit clinching the cushion and like a calving glacier, we slid off the chair onto the floor. The rocking chair kicked free and banged against the wall, making a loud boom.
"In me, again." Liza gasped, struggling out of our tangle to lay flat on the white carpet. I twisted between her legs. They opened like great lips, awaiting an unchaste kiss. Her hands found my cock, both of her hands, she guided me to her pussy and she enveloped me, like a whale takes a sardine from a trainer's hand. My elbows unlocked and I dropped onto her plush, heaving body. Liza gasped as I collapsed over her. For a moment she couldn't breathe. I got to my elbows. Her legs lifted beside me, hooking her heels behind my thighs. I was surprised to find she still had on her strap-on heels.
"Fuck me, Joshua." She snarled. "God, fuck me. I can come again. I can come again. I can come forever!" Her voice ratcheted up the scale.
She did not stop moving when someone knocked on the door. "What is going on in there?"
"We are trying on clothes! Go away." Bethlynn spoke in her lisping voice. It sounded so funny, I suddenly understood why she did not speak much. I felt laughter banging at my ribs, a contra-beat to the clasping pussy clinging to my cock, sucking at it, pulling it deeper by invitation and with profound demands. I dropped onto Liza again and grabbed her plush ass.
"Fuck me!" She cried. "Grab my ass!"
"Hello?"
"Fuck off." Bethlynn cried. "We'll be out in a moment." The voice was almost clear of the lisp, ragged and strained.
Instead of giving into the laugher battering at my ribs, I pulled my cock from Liza and hammered it back into her. She exploded and I met her blow for blow. Her hips were rapping at me from below and I did my best to meet her motions, forcing my cock deep into her with every stroke. Her legs spread and then clinched tightly around me. My god, the woman had strong legs. Thank god they were so short or she would have pinched me like a clown does a balloon. I had full control of her thrashing ass now, holding it with both hands. I felt like I could steer her, a cock inside of her and an ass cheek clutched in each hand. I had control of her.
Or I thought I did. I tried to slow her motions as she sawed herself with my cock but there was no hope. I got to my knees but she just held on with her legs, twerking me from below. My climax arrived and I dropped her down, ramming her head against the door with a loud thump. She grunted but her ass continued to rap against me. A moment later, though, she stiffened, screamed and bucked under me.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck." She cried, her voice getting smaller as she got closer to the moment of ecstasy. Finally, she went silent and a moment later, completely still, her face ratcheted into a grimace of intense pleasure.
Honestly, I had lost track of my own orgasm, just attempting to keep the woman contained. Suddenly a great ball of pleasure exploded in me and I lost my mind. I groaned and all control of my body vanished. A moment later my eyes opened. I was looking right up Bethlynn's black, stretch-panted legs to the protrusions of her breasts. She looked at me from between her tits, eyes wide and blinking.
Beside me I heard Liza stir. "That, that is how we do it." She rasped emphatically.
Someone banged on the door. I found my wallet, hurriedly, and slipped a hundred dollar bill into the slit below the edge of the door. A moment latter I heard a different knuckle rapping and slipped another hundred under the door. Whoever it was, said nothing and departed.
I sat against the door, gasping for air. Liza lay flat on the carpet, her body shivering with the aftershocks of her tremendous orgasm.
"That is how we fuck." Liza said softly, again, addressing no one or everyone.
"I see." Bethlynn said. "Can we talk business?"
She may have sounded like a dingaling but she had her head in the game.
Christ but I wanted to fuck her but I am pretty sure my wood was water logged and I had little hope of getting hard again soon. The day had drained me already.
Instead of tangling my tongue around my eye teeth in an effort to sign the woman up, I let Liza explain things. Turns out she did a pretty good job, though she included her per diem idea without awaiting my agreement. It made more sense than my initial arrangement. I couldn't have objected in English had I wanted to. I didn't so I didn't.
We agreed that she should think about it. By that time, we had gotten dressed in our original regalia, paid for the clothing we had destroyed and shambled out to the food court for something quick and easy to eat that had actual calories associated with it. That comment would have made more sense if I had tasted Bethlynn like I so wished to. Sitting eating, she looked at me and finally spoke directly to me, till then having conversed with Liza only.
"So? Mr. Gale, what do I need to do to get your, er, support?" The last word she said came out "shurpart." I understood her reluctance to speak and willingness to let her tits do her talking for her. They were so eloquent, why interfere?
"Everything." I muttered.
"You mean you'll help us?"
"You husband, Earl, he has to sign away his rights to use your body. We'll need to figure out your payout and work out a schedule. We'll get back to you." Liza interjected.
"A kiss." I said softly.
"What?"
"He said, a kiss. You have to be able to kiss good or he won't help." Liza muscled into the conversation, her voice sounded shrill and sharp. I wanted to tell her to hush up but we were interrupted.
Right at that moment, a man who had been approaching stopped before us. He looked right at me and smiled an award- winning smile. "Mr. Gale? Mr. Joshua Gale? Am I right?"
The two women went completely still.
"That's right," I said, unhappy about his timing. My eyes were fixed on Bethlynn's lips. Her tongue kept peeking out till it finally felt safe and painted her upper lip with a long stroke, leaving it glistening. I wanted her.
"I'm John Covington, Eve Covington's wife."
Liza shook her head and rolled her eyes. "Don't you mean 'husband', John?" She said, a sneer nearby in her tone.
"Husband? Of course, Eve's husband. What did I say?"
I patted the air in Liza's direction. "Mr. Covington, nice to meet you." I extended my hand. "Joshua Gale. What can I do for you?" I confess, the hairs were standing up on the back of my neck when I spoke. This husband had cause to suspect I wanted to fuck his wife, because I did. Of course, any man he met might say that exact same thing, would if they had any acquaintance with the truth.
John looked down at the two women who were sitting on the other side of the table from me. "Am I interrupting something?"
"No." I said.
"Yes." Liza said.
Bethlynn blinked her pale eyes at me and licked her thick lips again. I wanted to lick her lips, too. I added that to my wish list.
"No. I repeated. "The girls were going to do some more shopping, weren't you girls?"
They looked at each other and nodded.
They got up and took our trays away. Liza got a rag and wiped off the table. John sat down with thanks. The girls walked away.
"What can I do for you, Mr. Covington." I made it a statement, not really asking but more like saying, "Speak your peace."
In the distance, I saw the girls stop, chattering with each other. A tall woman approached them and they fell silent. Liza said something to Bethlynn and she turned back in our direction.
"I have been meaning to thank you for what you did for Eve and I, standing in for me when Shallow..." he batted at the air before his nose. "Miss Imperial, Paula Imperial. I shouldn't call her Shallow."
"Eve does." I used her first name intentionally. Bethlynn was coming closer. Liza was nodding to the tall woman with the drapes of chestnut hair flowing over her breasts, down nearly to her waist.
"I wanted to thank you for standing in for me. Shallow, can be, Paula can be insistent."
"Eve sucked my cock." I said, just as Bethlynn arrived. Whether she heard or not I could not tell. Her eyes were fixed on me, not my eyes but my lips, I think. Beyond her, Liza was pointing at me, us. The whole world does not revolve around me and I know that but there are times when it seems like everything is moving faster and faster the closer it gets to me. So maybe you can understand my confusion...
Bethlynn bent over me, with both hands she grasped my face and kissed me. Her lips folded against mine like ripples of cake batter being poured into a mixing pan. Bethlynn's tongue twisted between her lips, across mine and into my mouth, forcing its way in to ensure it was a fully open-mouth kiss. I reached up and gripped the back of her head. Her kiss deepened, if that was possible. With one hand I held her head but the other one, the free one, I swear all on its own it reached up and swept aside, Bethlynn's wrap-coat to grasp her breast.



Bethlynn gasped as I clutched her breast but she did not withdraw from the kiss. If anything she kissed me harder, more forcefully, her hand's tightened on my cheeks. I held her. She held me, pressing her breast into my hand. I massaged her breast, trying to focus enough to form an opinion as to its origins. I was unable to arrive at a conclusion, so more research was required. My god it felt stupendous, molded in my hand like that. What a pair of tits this woman possessed! New is always wonderful!
"You are a disgusting beast!" A new voice shrieked into my awareness.
I give Bethlynn a lot of credit. She did not flinch or even seem to hear the voice. Perhaps the fact is that I had a guilty conscience and presumed I was the filthy beast being addressed. I did not stop kissing Bethlynn or massaging her right breast for that matter, wondering if the other one felt the same but unable to change hands.
"Mr. Gale, you unhand that girl or I assuredly will call the authorities and have you arrested for mashing or obscene behavior or something of the sort!" Her voice was a rich contralto, smooth but with a vibrato that gave it depth without making it deep. With just a little tension, that voice would become husky and electrifyingly erotic.
By mutual agreement, Bethlynn and I ended the kiss. My hand did not get the memo. The woman did not straighten, either. She remained bent, peering into my eyes while my hand kneaded her breast till her right hand released my face and gripped my wrist. She pulled my hand from off of her breast, her eyes closing for the merest of moments before she straightened and walked past the Amazon standing behind John Covington.
"Mr. Gale, you are a reprehensible, prehensile human being!"
"Prehensile?" I repeated, turning the word over with my tongue. I rather liked it. "What's that mean?"
The woman stared at me, agape.
I almost chuckled but I was busy trying to calm my aroused cock while staring this new and different woman flush in the tits. I had to look up, truth be told. She was tall. With heels, I am certain she was six foot at least, maybe an inch more. She had long, straight chestnut brown hair that draped her torso like a swathe of syrup but with body. She had hips, broad and full, round and profound, made so by an extreme waist and echoed by her bust that was equal in proportion to her hips. Together they accented her narrow waist. Her shoulders were broad, angular despite the voluptuous curves of her body. Across the shoulders she was board-straight and square but her ribs curved down to a sway back that said nothing but sex. She had fierce pink lips, her choice of lipstick was some sort of defiant statement, but still fucking pink. Her skin was milky smooth and white. She had glittering green eyes. She wore a soft pink dress with white textured ribbing running horizontally around her that accented her shape. A golden chain circled her waist and a length of it dangled down the arching curve of her thigh.
She glared at me. Finally my eyes quit sweeping across her body and its curves and met her gaze. When I did not respond, her eyes glinted. Her lips thinned. Her chin quivered. "Mr. Gale?" She said. She waited, her eyes flat and expressionless.
After an uncomfortable silence, I nodded. "I am, yes."
"I am Jeri Lewis. I live in Holdingsfield." Her voice remained erotic, for me at least, despite her evident rage. The rich contralto had a husky resonance to it, like a life-long smoker but with no signs of that particular vice. Perhaps it was the anger in her eyes. She was nearly trembling with it.
"Mrs. Lewis." I said. After a slight pause, I added, "I am Joshua Gale."
The woman's eyes flashed. "I know about you and your ethereal charm and your...your...your..." Her voice ended in a growl. "I know what you are doing. I want you to know that I am not going to ever sign your fucking contract."
For a moment I was confused about whether she was cursing my contracts or just acknowledging its terms. I almost grinned around the delicious ambiguity. She clarified that for me.
"If you think I am ever going to lay down for you, for money, you are sorely deluded, utterly confused, and perverse and perverted. So don't even fucking try. If you want to make your offers to the other cunts in my division," she took a moment to throw a glare over her shoulder at Liza and Bethlynn who were chattering and walking away from the food court. She looked at John, intending to glance but seemed to see him for the first time and her eyes got stuck there for a couple heartbeats before they twitched back to me. For a minute I thought I saw pity in her eyes.
She looked back at me and started that stanza of her tirade again. "If you want to make your offers to the other cunts in my division, feel free but leave me out of it. You will never fuck me. I am never going to suck your cock or eat any of the other women while you watch. I won't let you sell my ass to anybody for any reason, ever! Do you fucking understand me, you dickless piece of shit?"
I held her fierce gaze. Since I had no idea how to respond to this outburst, I said nothing. I knew enough to keep silent, one might suppose, but the truth may have been related to the exceedingly stiff cock at present bumping the underside of the table; the faithless wretch had transferred his affections from the kissing Ms. Brazil to the furious Miss Lewis without any apparent qualm. That, after I swore I was done in for the day. It is embarrassing to have one's own cock be such a fucking mystery! I would have happily escorted Mrs. Lewis to a dressing room, undressed her and fucked her for a nickle. Hell, I'd have paid the nickle myself. That assessment was instantaneous and thorough.
Mrs. Lewis glared at me for a long time. I have no idea what she wanted from me; I was too well distracted to figure it out and she wasn't telling. If she expected me to kiss her wrist and agree to her terms, she misjudged me. If Bethlynn had not gotten me hard, the sight of this woman utterly focused on me would have done the trick. It did, she did, I did. I was. I wanted this woman, but it seemed like I would need to subordinate her body and soul to my cock. Charm was unlikely to work. It occurred me in these exact terms.
I wanted to fuck her but beyond that, I wanted to find a way to make her want it. I wanted Jeri Lewis to plead for it, to demand it, to beg me to lay her down and penetrate her cunt with my cock while she shook with orgasm. I wanted to hear her say "Mike Hunt" out loud, her gorgeous voice slurred with desire. I had a premonition of a use for my sex object and a deep abiding intuition that this woman would glory in that use...or maybe that was all wishful imagination but Christ it was vivid! Mrs. Jeri Lewis naked, panting but resisting me, refusing to plead for what she desperately wanted, staring at my cock, licking those full, rich scarlet lips. Mrs. Simpson kneeling between her legs, head under a skirt, teasing her with finger and tongue. That all flashed through my mind, through my body—it was not fundamentally a thought so much as an erotic emanation—while she stood over me, hands on her hips, glaring down at me.
After a long silence, she snorted and click-clacked away.
"Mrs. Lewis?" I called after her.
She stopped.
I could see her debating whether to acknowledge I existed or not.
She turned around. "Mr. Gale?"
I grinned broadly and tossed a balled up straw paper at John. "See? She turned around at just my voice. She'll come around."
The woman's face turned eight shades of scarlet, making her pink lipstick look pale by comparison. She whipped around and did her best to stamp away but being that tall with those five inch heels, accenting her height, her attempt was laughable.
John turned around and looked over his shoulder at the retreating woman. At that moment she twisted her torso and looked back at us. Finding us both staring after her riddled her with fresh umbrage and she walked faster away, aiming to escape our lurid eyes as quickly as possible. We did not relent in the presence of either umbrage or discomfort. We were both distracted.
"Jesus Christ, man. If you can do that to her without even meeting her..."
I could not help it. I grinned, then immediately sobered before he turned back from staring after the retreating figure. "Eve seems perfectly able to resist me." I said, getting back to where we were interrupted.
John turned around. "She told me, about sucking you off. She explained it."
"Did she mention watching me do Shallow for you? Or that she participated."
John's face flushed a little but he seemed remarkably calm about the exchange. He shook his head. "She has never been able to tell Shallow 'no'. That was why we needed you. You helped her resist."
"She wants to surrender, to do me, but I swear to you, Mr. Covington..." My brain was working again. "I thought your name was Sawyer."
He flushed fully now. "It is."
"You introduced yourself as Eve's wife and John Covington? Both sound right." I don't know what I was trying to prove. I still felt irate that Eve had eluded me, thus far.
"John Sawyer. My name is John Sawyer. Eve, Eve Covington is my wife. Eve Sawyer."
"You aren't very good at this, John. What does Eve want?"
I saw the slight twitch in his left shoulder. Otherwise, he seemed remarkably calm. Still.
Finally he swallowed and nodded. "Eve did send me. We, I, she, we...we have a proposition."
"Me too. You already know my terms. What do you have to offer that could supersede my terms?"
John's eyes dropped then but he rallied. "We, want you to reconsidered your terms. Neither she nor I want her to, ah, to..."
"...fuck me?" I appended, helpfully. "Are you absolutely sure she hasn't already?"
Now he did look perturbed. "You just said..."
"I want to fuck your wife. I want to take her from you and own her, flesh and body, cunt and mouth. And ass, assuredly ass. And tits. The whole package. Why do you suppose I would be truthful in any of my dealing with you, the soon-to-be-cuckolded husband? Restricted from her body and soul, till the debt you two have incurred is erased. Why do you think you can believe a thing I say?"
Now he looked me in the eyes. "Because you helped us out of a serious situation. Shallow," here he grinned. "Or as I understood you called her, Swallow, she is not a woman to be trifled with. You charmed her, fucked her happy and sent her on her way, never once shedding the veneer of being Eve's erstwhile husband."
"Erstwhile? Don't you mean current?"
"Shallow knows me, but not as Eve's husband. She thinks...we don't know what she thinks. I wanted to thank you in person."
"So you followed me from Holdingfield and waited for the chance?" This was no chance meeting. How else, unless Liza was in on it. I doubted that, but I kept an open mind.
John looked shocked but nodded. "You saw me, then?" He sat forward. "So? Did you fuck the Brazil girl. Commodium's wife?"
I heard the disdain in his voice. "Eve did suck my cock. She swallowed and everything." I wanted to take him down a notch. I have this thing about people putting on airs. The winner of the race gets the prize and the respect for being the fastest but it doesn't mean more than that. I am always willing to engage in a quest to take people down a notch, just on principle. An irony, I suppose but one I learned from my father. My mother used to call him St. Christopher because she thought that was the saint of lost causes.
Sawyer closed his eyes and nodded. "She said, told me why. Its done. One thing we don't do is second guess each other. Not after it is done."
"Doesn't it make you wonder, though? How long before I find a way to unzip her closed off personality and let the wild free?"
John smiled, then sobered, like a poker player drawing the last card of his royal flush. An amateur. Still, I wondered what that smile could mean. It meant I might be missing something.
"What do you want, John? I have, I am keeping two women waiting."
"You are teasing them. A little longer won't make them turn off for you. Even I could see that."
"Uh huh. What do you want? What did Eve send you here for?"
John nodded. "Listen, Eve doesn't believe your 'pussy is all' stance. She thinks you are an actual player and that means money matters. You are throwing cash around like you are made of money and claiming you are a benefactor who happens to like pussy. A lot. I bet every guy with cash would make the trades you are making if they could make them stick and not just be throwing your cash away. Nice touch, by the way, the contract. Eve is fixated on it. She is bound and determined to find a way to renegotiate your contract and still keep our...the house."
I nodded. "I am sure she is. She wants to know what she can trade me that I don't already have and she sent you to eliminate all the likely possibilities. Why don't we skip all that and skip to the bottom line?"
"See. She said you were not one to mess around. She, she said you'd say that." John grinned but sobered immediately. "You want the real estate. When things were good and the sky was the limit, when banks were lending to warm bodies and empty suits, Holdingsfield leveraged our existing assets to obtain all the surrounding land, five thousand acres. Eve thinks you are after that."
"Uh huh. Makes sense."
"That is your interest in getting on the board. You think you can take over the corporate board and use that position to liquidate the real estate we hold title to but no one can make the payments on. You think by signing all the women of Holdingsfield to contracts that make them hookers, basically, you can get the land for a song. You, you are probably right. Your ploy only works if you get it all. If you are leveraging the project, you need to keep any of us from selling to keep the assessments up. They, there is the undeveloped land we, er, they control, the board I mean. We, none of us are liquid enough to keep that land but it won't go into default before the rest of Holdingsfield goes bankrupt. We have managed to keep the value of our land intact because no one has sold, so the existing 'same sales' still reflect pre-crash sales So long as no on defaults..."
I nodded. I understood the situation. "That is why everyone is so willing to..." I stopped, unwilling to name my game, the outer game, not the inner game of revenge. I felt a sudden twinge, this guy did not deserve what was coming. But it was all or nothing.
"Sell off our only assets. You'll be successful. Eventually. The longer you go, the more it costs you. We, Eve, she can make it go quicker."
"Oh?"
"You are smart. This was a female driven project and you have found the chink in their armor. Sexually, they feel like they can use sex to get what they want. How do you think we qualified for low-income loans? Eve blew her share of bankers getting here. She knows that. I know that. Everyone knows that. They all did. But if we can keep control of the land..."
"Its more like 25,000 acres." I said. The shock I saw in his eyes was real. I had tipped my hand. "You cannot let on that you know. Someone, someone in your board has leveraged this situation far beyond what anyone else knows. I am here to find out who did that, who they represent because when this falls apart, anyone in the right position will stand to make millions, if they can stand the intermediate years, tying up cash in land that no one wants. But getting it for pennies on the dollar..."
"Like they all say, buy land cuz they ain't making any more of that."
I nodded.
"Who do you represent?" John asked.
I saw the sharpening of his glance. He wanted to know that answer. Or Eve did. I grinned. "If I represented someone, do you think I would be fucking my way through Holdingsfield, looking for a way onto the board?"
"So that is what you are doing?"
"John, listen, if anyone hears that its not 5,000 acres but 25,000, this will fall apart and I don't know what will happen. If it is you, if you're on the board, you'll keep it quiet. If it isn't you should because they might decide to keep you quiet." I whispered the last, being as arch as I could. I had planted a new and different seed. I wondered what it would yield. If I heard about this discrepancy in the books, I'd know something about John. If not, then I'd know something else, maybe two things.
He regarded me. "You don't think anyone would..."
"Lots of money and wealth is a motive as often as pussy is."
"Sex, you mean?"
"I cannot be tempted with dick, so no, I mean pussy. I can be tempted with pussy. Care to tempt me?"
John immediately looked over his shoulder so I did not see his face, his expression or his eyes. I understood he was shielding something, hiding something from me but I had no way to know what. Not yet. I'd find out.
He turned back. "Looks to me like you have all the pussy you need."
"Need? What makes you think there is a saturation point with pussy? Particularly when it comes to the pussy of Holdingsfield? Holdingsfield is like a museum. You don't find duplication of fabulous in a museum if they do their job properly. The curators of Holdingsfield have been very responsible."
John smiled.
I wanted him to smile and I felt a sliver of satisfaction to find that he did. "So? What do you want?" He had hinted but I wanted it stated clearly. I wanted to be sure of what they were offering, or more exactly, what they wanted. They did not have much to offer.
"We want to find a way to get access to your cash without signing Eve's ass over to you. She will agree to help if you do, help you get what you want."
"What do you need exactly?"
"I am closing my trading company next week. We need just a grand to get through the next thirty days. During that time, we'll help you gain more contracts and help figure out a way to get you onto the Holdingsfield board."
"That is a lot to accomplish in thirty days."
"Well, we'll prove that we can be helpful. Then you can judge if a waiver on the terms of your contract..."
"The pussy terms." I interjected, to be sure we understood each other.
John nodded. "The pussy terms are waived in Eve's case."
"How will she explain that to the other women? How will I?"
John smiled, relief in his eyes. He felt he had made the sale. "We'll worry about that when we get there."
That comment told me we were not getting there. I just needed to figure out where we would get to.
"We, we can help with Aurora, Mrs. Hines, I mean. She, she is mimicking her sister, using her sister who has the means to keep at least some of us afloat. If I understand, if eight of the twenty four stay solvent, the whole thing can be kept afloat. Aurora thinks she can buy time. If you wait too long, you'll lose the ability to get what you want. Eve is betting on this. She, she thinks that the money matters to you. So she thinks stalling is valuable. If this goes too long, someone else with deeper pockets than yours will come along and price you out of the market. However you got onto this, you have inside information but it will not last long if individuals start defaulting. If you let Aurora delay you, you might lose the whole shebang."
I nodded thoughtfully, like he was right. "I still don't see how you can help me. I am not even getting real contracts. They are pussy for cash, where can I enforce that?"
"That is a side issue and you know it. You want to command the pussy and use that to command the board. With a sound majority, you can force your takeover." He hesitated. "If it is 25 K acres as you say, then it is even more important that you get everyone liquidated before anything goes out of the board's control."
"You keep telling me what I need, not what you have."



"We can help you seduce the other women of Holdingsfield."
There it was. Shit, it even made sense.
John poked a thumb over his shoulder. "Mrs. Lewis, I can tell you all about her. Eve said to tell you something though. About Aurora. She, you need to go over to her house, make like you want to negotiate. She has a chair up on a three step dais, like a throne. Its because she is so short. She likes looking down on people but rarely gets the chance. She likes to play queen with two or three of the other women of Holdingsfield. She has some hold on them or they like having a mistress, either way, she commands them to service whoever is negotiating with her and while their cocks are being sucked or fucked, she gets concessions from them. Beware. She'll try it on you. That is one way she got a lot of fat bankers to ignore fine print that could have queered a number of the Holdingsfield acquisitions."
"You're shitting me! A throne?"
"Carpet on the steps and everything. She has her 'servant' eat her and the high chair makes it more comfortable. They only take the game so far, all style and absolutely not to the point of discomfort. They play at domination but no one gets dominated. They are fakers."
The comment struck me as curious. "Who?" I started to ask and felt immediately I had bit down hard on the hook.
John's smile confirmed it. "Uh, uh, uh," he wagged a finger at him. "Not till you sign the contract. That one, Mrs. Lewis. I think I can help you with her. Believe me, unless you shut her up, she'll be up in everybody's panties with her hymns of 'I hate Joshua Gale' and it won't be long until a lot of those free agent pussy's you haven't signed will be humming along. She is not an organizer but she is not eager to take a bit either." He gestured at me. "Give me some time. Let me get through next week. I'll work on how to fix her little pink wagon. Until then, watch out for Aurora. She'll try to take you in, I guarantee it. Don't fall for any of her shit or you'll wake up with your own dick in your mouth."
I laughed. "You have a way of making the situation clear, Mr. Sawyer."
He arched an eyebrow. "Just keep your hands off my wife, Mr. Gale. Give us a chance. To be useful, to save us and help you. That's all we ask."
I doubted it. I felt Eve was offering me an apple and assurances that it would taste as good today as it would tomorrow,all the while hoping I would not see the "Garden of Eden" sign over her shoulder. I did not fool easily. I acted jovial, however.
"Thirty days. How much do you need? To stay solvent for thirty days?" I watched his eyes. They sharpened, his nostrils flared as he smelled success. What he smelled was bait, I thought. I felt bad for him, he seemed like a decent enough guy.
"Three, no, four grand."
Up for one-thousand he mentioned earlier. Time to set my hook. I felt Eve's mouth on my cock and damn if the little feller didn't straighten up again. I took out a folding wallet from the inner pocket of my jacket and counted out the cash. I could see people around us staring. I didn't care. This was my bet against Eve. I had to find out what she was doing. That much I knew and if it cost me a few thousand, that might ultimately prove cheap. I extended my hand. "Thirty days. Then I am going to have her. Just so you know."
John shook my hand, grinning grimly. "I hope you will find that her brain is worth more to you than her pussy."
"You sound like a sensitive man."
"Like a pussy, you mean."
I nodded, conceding the point. "Pussy does have a value on a continuum with a woman's brain."
"But it does have a cash value?" John arched that aristocratic eye brow of his.
Again I conceded his point. "Pussy definitely has value to me. Does it to you?"
"Oh yes, infinite value. You have no idea."
I left him then, my cock anticipating a little taste of Bethlynn. That was to be delayed.
Liza insisted she got cold feet but she was not telling me everything. I think she had the same idea that Eve had and that made some sense. If you want to renegotiate, you have to offer something the other guy wants. The trouble with them all, Aurora, Eve, Liza, even Mrs. Jeri Lewis, they did not have any idea what I wanted or why I wanted it. Love isn't any more blind then greed is. But make no mistake, love is blind and I loved my sister.
So I ended the day back at home with my sex object. The next thing to happen would prove an awkward delay that played into the hands of Eve and John Sawyer. That night I wrecked my back.
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Okay. I fell off the tread mill. I was talking on the phone to Crowley and misstepped. The thing dumped me on my ass. I was trying to keep the phone to my ear and wrenched my back something awful. I went to a back doctor and he put me in two days of traction. Shit. Visions of Bethlynn danced in my head and a new clock ticked in my brain. I was laid up for a week before I could reliably stand straight for an extended amount of time. Fucking or even tensing up the way a hardon tends to require was completely out. I stowed the cock. Jennifer shifted smoothly from sex object to nurse, tending me assiduously and with a quiet delight. She even got a nurse's uniform. The first time I ran a hand up between her legs my back spasmed. I treated her very professionally after that and frankly, I could not tell if she approved or it disappointed her. She maintained her professional calm, hiding her real-life reactions to the shift in our circumstances.
John came to see me and we played chess and watched football and avoided the subject of pussy. It was awfully nice of him to do that. Not that I get lonely, I have been on my own most of my life, surrounded by people beholden to me or my parents pretty much from birth. Everyone always had a buttered side to their toast and not usually the side I was on. I got buttered up but people usually did it for reasons that had little to do with friendship.
John did not come across that way.
I thought Eve was up to something but the longer I was around John, the less I suspected him of knowing what it was. Naive I know, but still. He was a guy and we both lusted after the same woman. He actually seemed unconcerned that woman happened to be his wife. That impressed me. I'd ask how she was and he'd look at me with those blue eyes, somber and searching. Then his lips would smile a vague, off-hand smile. "Still beautiful. Still sexy. Still mine." He'd say, not snidely but as a gentle reminder that the matter was not settled, still in negotiation, and unyielding. I usually changed the subject.
After a week in bed, with Jennifer fussing over me—she proved to be an incredibly competent nurse, I paid her cash for her help, for allowing me to keep another strange person out of my house. She used it to buy the nurse's uniform so it turned out to be more of an investment than an expense to me. After a week in bed, I finally started to get around and just as the back cracker said, I was good as new. He told me my injury needed time to relax and staying in bed off my feet was crucial if I wanted to get back to normal soon. He hinted that fucking was a bad idea, or any activity that involved tightening those muscles. Shit. He was right in every respect.
It was during this time that my girl Jennifer got the password to the one email account I left present on my computer. I don't know how and I don't care but it started us down a very strange road. Me, her, Eve, everyone.
I finally left the house, just walking. Everyone had left me alone but the truth was I was isolated. Aurora, according to John, was marshaling the pussy patrol and railing at the dick chasing ways of the four women I had acquired. For all this activity, I still had just four women and was not much closer to the board than when I began. After a full two weeks had passed, I was feeling up to snuff. That night, I took Jennifer to bed. What started out as a nervous therapy session turned into a more extended exam; the nurse passed very well. The next morning, she pronounced me healed and resumed her normal role as a sex object. It was then that I noticed John's attention whenever she came into the room.
While I remained guarded with John, it was Eve I suspected. It seemed curious to me that he would let me see his interest in my sex object. Surely he did not think me oblivious, that I would not notice his lingering glance and the longing in it as he stared after the shifting ass of my blond sex object. I did notice. I think Jennifer did as well and she liked it. She had a thing for him, or at least, a jealousy of Eve. They were distinctly two different blonds, but still blonds.
John called me on a Thursday and came over. He sat down and Jennifer came into the room, dressed as a sex object; her tits waving at us behind a diaphanous white blouse.
"You back to normal?" John asked.
"Yes, I can say with some certainty that he is." Jennifer tittered.
John looked at her and I saw the lust gleaming in his eyes. Jennifer noticed it too, I could tell. She fussed over him and when she left the room, John's eyes remained fixed on her.
"Care for a bj?" I asked.
John's head whipped back around, his eyes big as saucers.
"Not from me, motherfucker." I growled. I jerked a thumb out of the room. "From her. I, I bet she'd get off on doing you a solid. She likes to be used."
The whole time John had been coming around, that last week, Jennifer had been doing the nurse thing. Today was the first time she appeared in her normal state of sex object and John noticed.
"I, fuck me, Josh, of course I'd love to have a go at that but I have Eve." There was no regret in his voice. He was genuinely turning me down. I was glad Jennifer was not in the room, she'd have been bitterly disappointed. "What about, uh, Bethlynn? Have you signed her yet?"
I shook my head. The door bell rang.
"Mr. Gale. Someone to see you." Jennifer called from the foyer. I got up, still stiff but feeling no pain and almost to the point where that no longer surprised me. Occasional twinges gave me pause, cautioning me to be slow and deliberate in my movements.
I walked out to the foyer from my office.
A tall woman, angular in every respect except for her bulbous breasts stood just inside the door. She smiled a wispy smile. "Mr. Gale?"
She wore a maid's uniform, of a sort. She had the white cap in her honey colored, straight hair. A black, form-fitting, mid-calf skirt that hugged that form, with the lace imprint of black images, and a black and white blouse that hugged her torso as the skirt hugged her hips and legs. The blouse came to her elbows and had white epaulets on the shoulders, a black bodice that showed plainly the dainty white bra. She was a vision.
"I am Joshua Gale." I returned her politeness.
She nodded. "I have something from Mrs. Aurora Hines." She held it out. A flat panel, an open envelop. I took it. She turned to go.
"Wait." I said and slid the very expensive, very formal card from the glossy golden interior of the envelop. I glanced at it. I was invited to tea at 3 that afternoon. Tea? Is that what she called it? My skepticism would prove out. "Tell Mrs. Hines I will be there." I said.
"She prefers RSVPs in person or writing."
I shrugged. "Don't tell her then." I smiled a thin smile similar to hers. "Its your ass. Not mine." Her eyes were undressing me. If ever I had met a man-eater, it was this woman. She had that look and her dossier suggested it. It insisted that she was lesbian but she had a cock or twenty in her past so pussy was an acquired taste. I hoped. She had a live-in girl friend who certainly liked cock. When there was cock to be had, she had it but it tended to precipitate jealous rages in her servile friend.
The woman turned back to the door but then turned back to face me. "I will tell her. She will think you rude."
"I am rude but I only greet rudeness with rudeness. I'll let her know that as well."
"Rude? How have I been rude, Monsieur?"
I gestured generally at her belly. "Your name. You did not bother to introduce yourself."
She bowed her head then. "I am but Madame Hines maid." She swallowed the "H" so it came out "Ines"
"But a trusted member of her entourage or she would not have entrusted this to you. Your name?"
"Surely you know...?"
"Sure I don't. Rude." I shook my head. Sure I did know her name but I wanted to hear her French accent say it. I wanted to be able to copy it. I gestured to Jennifer. Mrs. Simpson had been standing to the side, watching this new little play unfold. "This is my sex object, Jennifer."
"Hi. My name is Jennifer Simpson. Mr. Gale owns me. Would you like something?"
I could see the woman clicking through possibilities. She certainly knew Jennifer Simpson but to remain in character, she could not admit it. John had told me a number of things about the game Mrs. Hines played with Yvette Moreau. Part of it was punishment if either Aurora or Yvette broke character. The nature of the punishment must have been severe because both women regarded such breeches with profound distaste and avoided them at nearly every cost. All this was throbbing in the woman when I spoke next.
"Smear her lipstick, Jennifer."
Jennifer choosing to be a dolt, walked to the woman and with her right pinky, smeared the woman's cherry lipstick up under her nose.
"No, idiot." I said, letting real chagrin into my tone. "Kiss her."
"Oh, right." Jennifer leaned in and smooched her on the cheek.
"Jennifer, kiss her on the mouth or pussy till she tells me her name."
Jennifer leaned in and kissed Yvette soundly on the mouth. Yvette, for her part did not lean away but her arms, coated with long gloves that covered hands and arms up to just below the sleeves, clutched Jennifer by the shoulders. Jennifer groaned and sidled closer. Yvette stepped away, touching two gloved fingers to her lips. Her eyes, with the dark mascara outlines often associated with Euro-fans, fixed on me.
"Milord, my name is Yvette Moreau, if it please you. I should return to milady?"
I waved her away, in response to her half-question. She departed, her shiny black high heels clicking on the foyer tiles. I liked that sound. "Jennifer, I think you need to wear high heels all the time, don't you? You have the legs for them. You should benefit from them. Barefoot all the time, that is entirely too casual for you, don't you think?"
She squeaked and fled upstairs.
John was standing at the door to my office where we had been talking. I flicked through what was available in my office and decided unless he hacked into my computer, I was not exposed. I had nothing of Alan Livingston's world there but the lone email I used to communicate with Crowley. Except of course my phone. I checked and it was on my hip. John was grinning.
"You sort of gave her the once over."
"The what?"
John shrugged. "She, that's Yvette Moreau and she is an intimidating bitch."
"Is that 'bitch' in the literal sense or the more generic synonym for female?"
He grinned. "The latter I think. She, shit she never smiles. She always looks you in the eyes."
"She is the one you were telling me about?"
He nodded. We adjourned back to the office. "Listen, be careful when you go over there. You'll get your knob shined so be sure to shower, clean up I mean. Nothing is worse than having a maid spit your cock and run for mouth wash."
"Experience?"
He grinned. "We thought Aurora had access to cash at one time. She doesn't."
"No more than Eve does, right? Why don't you go back to her..."
John held up his hand. "Listen, I know what you are thinking, that she could trade on the Covington name. But this is a matter of...of...shit, what is the equivalent of taking a man's balls with a woman? Ovaries? Not really the same, pretty tough to take them without leaving her dead, unless you're a surgeon. Balls, a bully with a rusty pocket knife can unman you."
"Hair." I said.
"Hair?"
"Take a woman's hair. When the Nazi's pulled out of the western European towns, the women who boffed the Krauts got shaved."
John nodded. "Right. Take a woman's hair. Eve going back to her family would be exactly like that, cutting off her hair." He shook his head. "Fuck, I never thought about it but that is exactly right. I never asked or even suggested that. I get it. Her, her family, they're nothing special but they have ways of getting your balls—or your hair—without laying a hand on you." He shook his head. "Anyway, I came over to tell you, I think I have our girl, Jeri figured."
My ears pricked up. Despite our best efforts, we had not been able to figure out how she was making her payments, often enough to stay out of default. Shows the limits of forensic accounting. She was coming up with cash somewhere and using it to pay just enough to keep afloat, and eat apparently. When I last saw her, she looked plenty healthy. "Oh."
John grinned. "I told you I could help. Once I got the office closed down, I had time to shadow her. Can you go out tomorrow? I want to show you. I think that will be most appropriate." He rubbed his nose with an index finger thoughtfully. "I think I understand that you need to buy these women without cutting off their hair. So, come out with me tomorrow. Let me show you what I have found. Then I can tell you how I think you can get her signed on the dotted line, or on the linen line, if you like?"
"The linen line?"
"You know, between the sheets."
"Ah, right." The guy kept trying to be clever. "Sure. What time? I can go out tomorrow. Need pussy with us?"
"Nope. Guys night out."
My neck tickled. I had to keep working with the guy. He did understand. I had to have Eve, without scalping her. That was essential. Unlike the other guys I had met at Holdingsfield, he still had his balls and I did not want them. So that is another complication.
He left and I went to work. I caught up a bit. The first week had been a haze of good drugs. I got off them immediately so that next week was rougher but I got well quick enough. I never felt like working and left Sharon to her thing. My cover as Josh Gale was a subsidiary we parked capital in for use elsewhere, hidden from prying eyes trying to guess our cash reserves. I invested that in short term markets and traded currencies. I was getting the hang of it. This was the longest I had been at it, the longest I had been Joshua Gale since Crowley created him for me as a way to vacation incognito, even for just a night. I liked it and I was settling into the role pretty well I thought.
I bet against the EURO and did some other research. Before I knew it, it was two and time to clean up. At five to three, I walked out my door and sauntered down the street towards the big house at the end of the main avenue. It was the largest house in the community, not necessarily the most expensive, but the largest. I walked up to the door, looked for a buzzer and finding none, I used the large knocker. The doors were double with a knocker on each, wrought iron tear drops on pivots mounted on the two big, rough aged-oak doors . The iron echoed, sounding on the oak.
The large door creaked open and I half expected Marty Feldman to open the door with his hunchback and one bulging eye. I was relieved to find Yvette and not Marty Feldman. I could not help myself. "Nice knockers." I muttered.
"I beg your pardon, sir?" Yvette asked, raising her thin eyebrows.
"I said, nice knockers." The woman looked down at her chest. I made sure to be looking at the door, gesturing. "You don't see them much any more. Most people use electric bells, these days."
Yvette smiled thinly in that European way, all ennui and blase cool, full of noblesse oblige and disdain before a bumpkin American. "This way, sir." She closed the door behind me. Soft mood music slithered through the dark house. No electric lights were on and little outside light came in. The floor was all red slate, the walls a dark gray textured plaster that suggested adobe. The woman stopped and I nearly bumped into her. She turned and looked at me. She was about my height. "Monsieur, I must apologize for my appalling behavior, earlier. Would you permit me to make amends?"
I shrugged. She got to her knees before I could blink. Her deft hands had my belt open and my slacks unbuttoned before I could lick my lips. "Whoa, wait a sec. What are you doing?"
"It is a blowjob. I wish to suck you off." Her French accent made it sound exotic, like she was inventing something and I should shut up and let her genius work. She looked up at me from where she knelt, one knee up. Her black hose was netted with images scattered through the darkness. I wanted to see more.
I pulled her up, holding up my pants with the other hand. "That is all right, Yvette. A simple apology would be sufficient."
"Oh no, monsieur, if milady found out I traded mere words for bad behavior, she would punish me and takes delight in tormenting me. She will inquire if I have made amends...." Her implication was clear.
"Well, okay, how about a kiss, then?"
She threw her arms around my neck and pulled herself against me. All that European reserve disappeared. Her lush tits rubbed against my chest. I wore a simple polo shirt and slacks. I felt her firm breasts just fine. Her lips found mine, she pressed me against the rough plaster wall. She kissed me and she fucking meant it. In moments her tongue was down my throat and one of her hands had snaked down my chest and into my pants, slipping easily under my briefs and grasping my cock. It hardened in her cool hand while she kissed me.
I finally broke the kiss, my cock throbbing in her grip. "I think you have made amends enough." This woman needed a contract in the worse way. But from what John told me, the way to her was through Aurora. I had to follow through with this visit to get the lay of the land, so to speak.
"Now, I suck you, yes?" Her big eyes blinked before mine. The long skirt from that morning was gone, replaced by a short little black number that puffed out over her long, lithe legs, easily showing her garter straps and the limits of the black hose.
"A kiss is fine." I assured her, feeling the web of the black widow weaving into place around me.
"Oh monsieur, I want to taste your cum. When milady offers me to you, you must fuck me or she will punish me."
I tried to wiggle out, but now, thinking about it, I am not sure why I was so reluctant. I must have been concussed or something. "Punish you? How does she punish you?"
"She refuses to kiss my pussy."
Okay. I was speechless then, I apparently did not understand the maid-mistress relationship in place here. I lost focus, struck dumb by her words, so much so that when she knelt and finished undoing my pants, pulling my now nicely erect cock into public, I leaned against the wall and let her. That was no time to be impolite. Her lips touched my cock and sure enough, she sucked me. Past her lips and down her long, graceful neck, she drew my cock into her mouth like she was drinking a fine wine. She had that ability to make sucking my cock seem like an elegant display of her womanly charms. She did and it was. Her big eyes regarded me with gravity while she swallowed around my cock lodged in her throat. Her throat motions felt like they ran the the full length of my cock, escalating waves of sensation from root to head.
How she managed, I don't know. Her lips never once broke seal. It was the most elegant blowjob I have ever experienced. Professional without being cold, she managed to provide the perfect service with lips and tongue, kneeling awkwardly on one knee. That made it all the more amazing because she never wavered, never lost her balance even as her head bobbed, stroking my cock as she did so.
I leaned against the wall and let her do me. Her hands clutched the quads on my legs. Her head moved back and forth and the sucking increased intensity. Not a sound, just the luscious sensation of her lips sliding up and down on my cock. She cradled my balls with one hand and then began to squeeze them in some sort of rhythm I could not hear, but it matched the sucking of her mouth and lips.
In two minutes, I gushed into her mouth, groaning through a very thorough orgasm. The woman could kiss and suck cock. She stood up, licking her thick Gallic lips.



"What did you say about fucking you?" I muttered. I was being a smart ass but she immediately turned around and placed her hands against the wall opposite me, bending at the waist. She reached behind her and flipped her skirt up.
"Please, monsieur, if you enter me, you will do me and milady a great honor."
The woman was so sincere, my pants were already around my ankles. I looked at her long, lank legs and the ass that attached them to her body. Her ass was like an afterthought, included after all the other pieces were in place. It is an exaggeration but it seemed like the bulging lips of her pussy were bigger then the cheeks of her ass. That is, as I say, an exaggeration; the right way to express that moment was that her pussy dominated my vision and her ass retreated. Her invitation to plant the flag entranced me. For a moment we were still; she twisted to look at me and holding her skirt out of the way, revealing the garters, stockings and the belt the held them up, one hand on the wall. I stood staring at this woman offering herself to me, giving the disorienting impression that if I fucked her, I would be doing her a huge favor. What could I do? The altruist in me took over.
I shuffled in behind her, taking the skirt from her hand. She released it and put that hand on the wall, arching her back so that her ass lifted, presenting me with a straight shot into her body via her pursed pussy. I leaned over her back. She did not have panties of any consequences on. All I saw for certain was the gleaming lips of her pussy and a very tidy ass hole. I put a finger into her, just to see if she was serious. She sighed and widened her legs.
"Please, monsieur. Le cock, please." That was when I thought she was fucking with me. Le coq would be "chicken" in French. She was as French as I was but then, when you do the French Maid fantasy, you do the best you can. I shuffled behind her and lined up my cock. My head kissed her pussy and she shuddered, bending her knees and arching her back, opening herself to me more.
"Yvette, dear. Who was at the door?"
I heard the voice but refused to belief it was any of our business. I was pushing forward when Yvette straightened, turning. My cock head penetrated her for a luscious moment and then was ripped free as access to her departed.
"Milady, it is Mr. Gale." Yvette called back.
I was standing in the entrance hall with my cock head coated in Yvette's gravy and the rest wet from her mouth. I realized in that moment before I pulled up my slacks, that I had jumped with both feet into the Devil's pit, giggling the whole way. Fuck you, you would have too, if that woman had offered to suck your cock. Bite me.
"Bring him in. We have an appointment. I approve of his punctuality."
Had I not been prompt about pulling up my pants, dear Yvette would have dragged me into the living room on my face. I was still buckling my belt when she towed me into the living room by the elbow—a breech in her aristocratic manner. I say living room because "throne room" sounds idiotic. It was that, though. There was an opening to the dining table and cupboards beyond on the left and a hall on the right leading back to what I supposed would prove to be the kitchen.
That left the wall between the two openings and two others. Each had a lounge against it, a ladies couch, fainting couches I think they are called, the ones with high backs and an arm at one end. Something Cleopatra or Liz Taylor would have looked normal in; a display case for a sensual woman. In the center of the back wall was a raised chair. It was not a normal chair. No, it wasn't a throne of swords or anything like that. It was for eating pussy. I could see it from where I stood. It sat on three tiers, each well padded but narrow enough to provide proximity to the Queen's pussy if you knelt there. On each side, upholstered in green, were three tiers of arms, each fixed to an assembly designed to hold her legs wide and apart, one was fairly relaxed and low, the next higher and wider, the last would nearly plant her knees in her ears. They must have been on pivots to allow her to select the position of her legs.
Aurora Hines sat on the throne, her legs wide, a finger toying with her sparkling snatch. What clothing she wore was bunched round her short waist. She wore a tight, white tee-shirt, that did nothing to hide her mammoth boobs. Her nipples bumped the fabric but her huge aureoles shown through like lily pads on a pond. They looked more like rifle targets they were so large. They covered each breast like little beanies. I had that thought and I almost laughed. I stopped, staring at the woman. I had a hint of her attributes but did not expect to find her presented to me in this way. She appeared as neither queen nor mistress. She looked for all the world like a woman waiting to be fucked.
Yvette, meanwhile, had knelt at the first step and was kissing the underside of Aurora's thighs. Aurora sighed and leaned back. She waved with one hand between her spread knees. "Yes, you may."
Yvette moved her mouth to the woman's gaping pussy and licked it with one gleaming swipe of her long, French tongue. Aurora Hines shuddered.
Fucking John had tried to explain but this could not be captured with words. There is no other word for it. Yvette made love to her pussy. For several minutes I watched while the woman ate Aurora's pussy, kissing and licking, never touching her with her hands—they were clasped together at the small of her back, which forced her to manage her balance with just her tongue and her knees. She managed that with astonishing elegance.
Again, she made not a sound, her tongue and lips careful to administer her love to Aurora Hine's pussy without smacking or slurping or any sound at all. Only her breathing and Aurora's careful, measured panting broke the stillness and the silence of the room. My cock was screaming but no one heard that. The fucker's a mute!
Finally, after minutes of teasing and slurping at the margins, Yvette spiked her tongue deep into Aurora. The woman grunted and then she squeaked, her hips bucked once. Her head dropped back and she groaned. "Oh yes, you have come along so well, oh, yes, yes, there, dear. Eat Momma Aurora there till I come good!" Yvette was elegant. Aurora was lusty and frankly so.
A moment later Aurora Hines hissed, sucking air through her clinched teeth. Her hips began to swing, held aloft by her legs looped over one of the sets of arm rests. She stretched back and grabbed two studs on the high back of the chair. She lifted herself up and her hips bucked forwards and back while Yvette rode them, licking and sucking and slurping.
"Oh so nice, so very nice! Oh, oh, oh, ohhhhhhhh yesss!" Aurora orgasmed right before my eyes.
To say I was intimidated is an understatement. John had warned me. He was not anywhere close to covering the scope of the moment. Aurora Hines writhed through a series of ever-increasingly intense orgasms. Each swell broke over her and she greeted it with a gasp and a squeal. She shuddered but Yvette never relented. The French woman's head bobbed constantly between the splayed black legs. Aurora's hips rose and shook, twisted and twitched as Yvette ate her with tongue and lips. After coming for perhaps five minutes, Aurora tapped Yvette on the head.
"Honey, your turn. Mustn't ignore our guest." She sat up in the odd little chair that a larger woman could never have comfortably mounted. Her eyes, glittering with pleasure, found me and after an extended effort, fixed on me. "Care for a taste, or if not, please fuck my maid, Yvette. I understand you two have been introduced. She was rude to you I understand. Has she made amends?"
For a moment I was caught in the undertow and thought I was going to go down with it. The idea of tasting Aurora Hines suddenly seemed like a pleasure I wanted badly. My cock throbbed inside of my slacks. I regretted fastening them up. My cock felt positively claustrophobic. I stared at Aurora's pussy. My mind clicked and I pulled my gaze back, realizing that Yvette had assumed the position, her hands planted on one of the tiered chair arms, bent at the waist. With one hand she was lifting up the short drape of her skirt covering her ass, revealing the pussy I was so lately lined up to penetrate. It was right there in front of me again.
Aurora gestured at that end of her bent maid. "Have her. She adores cock, don't you my dear?"
"Yes, Madam. I adore the cock."
"If you prefer the Greek way, she can get you lube."
I was completely charmed. This was how you used a sex object. Maid, sex object, whatever you call it, her, it is the same thing. Sexual satisfaction on demand. Oh glory! Oh wonder! Oh brave new world that has such pussy in it! My mind was whirling and my cock was throbbing.
Then I was saved. Out of the corner of my eye, just in the dim light from some interior window, I saw a Japanese woman, hair so long it looked unnatural, covering her in a wash of black, through which only one bare breast peaked at me, nipple as erect as my cock. Just below the lowest fall of her cascading blackhair, I saw her bush. The woman was nude. Her face was nearly obscured by the fall of her hair.
"Kiko, shoo. You had your taste! Now go. It's her turn!"
Jesus H. Christ. I thought. She has two of them. The Japanese woman skittered away in a puff of straight black hair. Her thin legs seemed barely to move. She seemed to float, to move without movement, with grace that barely ruffled her hair. Like that, like a puff of breath in the cold, she was gone.
"I am sorry. That bitch has no manners. You train them but the moment you indulge them, they betray their training. She warmed me up so you could share my orgasm without waiting too long. I'm like a diesel, I take a long time to get up to speed." This woman was no queen. She had been the road the rubber met in the past. She was a rough piece, and a piece of work. "Please, help yourself. Share your orgasm with me, won't you? I do so love to watch a man come."
Her gesture towards her bent maid tempted me. This felt like theater and I was unable to find my lines. It felt staged but I was the only one awkward in any way.
Then my mind gave me a brief reprieve. "Mrs. Hines, I think I would prefer to fuck you." Brilliant! I thought. I did not know what response I would get. I expected to have ruffled the black woman but she merely pointed at her bent maid.
"It would be rude to deprive Yvette, particularly after she sucked your cock for you...she did suck you nicely, didn't she?"
I nodded automatically. My cock always tells the truth. I had definitely been nicely sucked.
"So? Don't you think you should return the favor and fuck her? She is devoted to pussy but cock keeps her balanced. It has been some days since she has had any cock and a very long time since she has had new cock. Is this how you do business, Mr. Gale? Take freely with one hand and then demand something for nothing!"
"Certainly not!" I mumbled.
"Then please, insert your cock in her pussy. Then we can proceed."
I didn't to be asked twice. I missed that I was following orders because, well, the pussy was right there with a single glittering tear beading on one bulging flange. I was well and truly seduced. I got behind the woman and found my fingers had all turned to thumbs. I could no more open my own pants than I could brush my teeth with my elbow.
"Calmly, Mr. Gale. Please, there is no need to rush. She is yours to pleasure at your pleasure. Would you like to see my breasts? I wear this because it is comfortable but I will take it off if you will be more comfortable naked when you mount my maid."
Yvette groaned at the words. Her body rippled, like she was a flag draped over a balcony ruffled by a hot wind.
My head was spinning. Suddenly my fingers returned and my pants were gone. I shucked off the polo shirt and stood before this woman utterly nude. The power of suggestion is powerful indeed.
Aurora smiled wickedly. "Well? What are you waiting for? Is there something you need to complete the moment?"
I think I fucked up. "Yes, if you please. Do remove your shirt. I want to see your...." I got that far and realized I was better off not talking. "I, you have luscious breasts. Please, remove your shirt."
Aurora's pussy disappeared as she sat forward. The tee-shirt lifted up over her breasts. I expected them to wobble to the sides but they shifted higher, as though the shirt held them down. The huge aureoles came into view. They demanded the eyes, pulling your vision to them. They covered nearly half of each breast, with a tiny spot of nipple in each brown field. I felt as though I were looking down the large bores of two cannons. They pointed at me and I felt them, like Aurora was part of them, not the other way around; a woman attached to breasts. Aurora sat back, opening her legs. Her pussy glittered, as though frosted—impossible in the heat.
I, meanwhile, watching as she exposed herself utterly to me, lined up my cock and thrust into dear Yvette. Yvette lifted her head and groaned as my cock slid into her body. Her legs waggled a little, carefully widening her stance. She bent her knees a bit and punched her ass back at me, sheathing herself onto my cock.
"Oh god, cock!" She sighed.
"Thank him, Yvette. Manners! Manners!"
"Oh thank you, monsieur, merci! Merci beaucoup!"
Aurora leaned forward and patted the woman on the head. "Now if you please, make my maid come, if you can. Since she has sucked you off, it is only reasonable for you to give her a little joy, don't you think?"
I agreed implicitly, pulling back and thrusting into her luscious depths again. Her inner muscles writhed as I pumped in and out of her. She was all milky goodness and inviting tension that seized on me like desperate hands on a saving rope but I was the one desperate to please. Her inner muscles clasped me and pulled at me, wrapping around my cock like a sultry hand.
Aurora was speaking again. I knew it and struggled to catch up. I had to listen backwards to gather her full meaning.
"Now, Mr. Gale, tell me what you intend to do for our community? I hear you are helping some of the householders but you are demanding contracts that surrender the female to your good services and restrict her male partner from indulging in her charms? Do you think this is entirely fair?"
I grunted. My mind was fixed on making dear Yvette come. But this woman was long-legged and it seemed that she was straightening her legs, which took her pussy off level with my cock. In order to plunge into her fabulous depths, I was having to get up on my tiptoes. I cursed not taking off her high heels.
"Mr. Gale? Can you answer for yourself? Is this fair?"
"Both," I panted, ramming Yvette with increasing vigor. "Both pay. Woman with body, man by doing without."
Mrs. Hines nodded. "Ah, yes, I understand. But are you being fair?"
"They, they signed the contracts. Husband, and husband and wife." I was panting with effort.
Yvette was looking back at me. Twisted. Her pussy mangled my speech and the mental control speech implies, if not actually demanding it. Her face remained unchanged from the expression she had when she first greeted me, that is to say, she exhibited no more expression with me pumping my cock into her body than she had when I shook her hand. Now I realize the bitch only has one expression. Then, however, I felt a brief flood of anxiety, the feeling of a man whose cock does not reach the back of the vagina, feeling like a carrot in a glass of water, ratting around but hardly satisfactory.
I should have been paying attention to the tension in her cunt. It was more surgical glove than glass of water and my cock was much less carrot than piston in a very pliable cylinder. Her expression did not change; she was able to twist nearly entirely 180 degrees to look at me while I fucked her, gazing down the plank of her back, sheathed in the black maid bodice. I remember noticing it had stitching up the back, the criss-cross strings of Alpine female clothing, whatever you call that.
Her pussy responded to me, her face did not. Her expression remained unchanging. I saw her bland expression and I fought to ram my cock into her harder and faster but I was only managing to penetrate with half my cock. I was panting. I wanted to make her cum, or at least blink her eyes. I wanted to cock them back in her head but that was overreaching. I see that now. I failed to see that then and proceeded to cock the young woman with all of my energy and attention. The challenge tickled my back.
"Mr. Gale, do you think money can pay for the pleasure you are getting from my maid? If we, if you and I can arrive at an agreement, then I am certain that I will give you pleasure far in excess of this inexperienced young woman."
Aurora Hines tipped one of her huge breasts up with one of her small hands. She licked deliberately across the full moon of her aureole, half eclipsing it with her tongue. I remember noting how large her tongue had to be to cover that much of her aureole. Talk about a fucking distraction! My dumb cock, surrounded with pussy, well half surrounded wanted a dip in Mrs. Hines' luscious mouth! Yvette clinched around the head of my cock and moved away, sliding her smooth goodness along my cock. All thought got pushed against both ears.
Mrs. Hines was talking again "There have been a few men, a precious, precious few men who could give me pleasure with only his lips and tongue. One fellow, a fine strapping young buck, he made me come just by licking my breasts. He, now that man had talent. He knew what a woman wanted. Have you come yet, dear Yvette?"
"No madame. Not close." Yvette untwisted her torso back around front to look up at Mrs. Hines.
Yvette's legs seemed to be growing or mine were shrinking. I hammered harder but seemed to be losing the ability to enter her completely. Her pussy was too high. I was ripping at the slit with the front half of my cock. Hardly effective technique.
"Mr. Gale, can we agree that until you make my maid come, you won't be able to make me come? I need very, very special care! If you are inadequate to this poor excuse for a woman, what hope do you have of making me come? I am fully a woman and I have needs and desires to which you must, er, measure up. If you do not, cannot, how can we do any business of the sort you have introduced here? Is that any sort of contract? You get my body but give me no pleasure?"
"It does not say that." I gasped. My mind was finally catching up to the moment. John had fucking warned me but here I was, trying to fuck a bitch on stilts. It was at that moment that I looked down and realized she was standing on a tier, three inches higher than me flatfooted on the floor. She still wore heels, but was up on her toes on the next step. She was hugging the chair, much higher than when she presented me her pussy. I tried to pull her down but she refused to budge.
I pulled out of her, in truth, removing my cock head from her clasping pussy lips and, I might say, my other head from my own ass. "She's on a step." I said.
"You see how unfair life is? Now run along, leave the women of Holdingsfield alone."
I shuffled backwards, unable to stagger with my trousers around my ankles. In my mind, I had stripped nude but in reality, my shirt was on the floor and my ankles were pinned as tightly as Oedipus' feet had been by my trousers.
Mrs. Hines stared at me then deliberately dropped her gaze to my glistening, irate cock. She put a hand to her lips and giggled, her eyes full of ridicule and amusement.
My cock wilted under her withering gaze, literally it turned out.
I bent over and pulled up my pants.
"You think this bullshit is going to distract me?" I snarled. Unhappy that I was so well and truly caught. I fumbled with my pants button and the belt buckle. I felt as if I had never dressed myself before. I picked up my shirt.



"You want our little moment together to be on the Internet? Surely you have friends who would laugh at you if you appear in this state in a popular little film."
I was half dressed. I sorted the shirt, looking for the front, turning it twice before I could puzzle that out simple thing. I stopped, suddenly cold. The spell was broken. "Oh, I see. Blackmail. How much land is at issue, Mrs. Hines?"
I pulled on my polo shirt and zipped my protesting cock back into its claustrophobic trauma. "Mrs. Moreau? How much land do you think is at issue? How much has the board put at risk? Do the women of Holdingsfield know what the penalty for fraud of this magnitude is?"
Dear Yvette stood up. "What is he talking about?" Her French affectation was gone.
I knew it. The bitch was faking it. Ah shit. A real French Maid would have been cool.
"Mr. Gale, you know nothing about it." Mrs. Hines spoke in a low voice, the lilting mocking tone was gone.
"But I will. You want to keep me out of Holdingsfield? Fine. Convince the women of Holdingsfield and I'll leave. Blackmail me and I will end you all. If you ever bring this up again, I will see you..." I stuttered. "Not in hell, but in prison. See how a little pair of tits like you fairs in a real cage!" I was furious and only now realizing it. I felt so stupid. The woman had well and truly beguiled me but I was escaping with my hide intact. Barely.
Aurora covered her tits. "Mr. Gale, I think we will have to agree to disagree. My tits are hardly small! If you insist, then yes, lets leave it up to the women of Holdingsfield. If you persuade fifteen, no sixteen, that is two thirds of the total householders of the community. Get that many under contract and I will will sign with you. You will never do it. Mrs. Lewis already hates you. Others will follow her. Do we have a deal? An agreement to do things my way?"
"If I get two thirds signed to a contract, then you will agree and council the few remaining to complete the transaction? That's fourteen, not sixteen." The bitch did not do numbers.
She nodded. "Fine. But sixteen. That is what I suggest. Do you agree?"
I shook my head. "Fourteen is fair, if you think you can play this game." My mind was returning from the depths of pussy were I had been lately planted. My cock groused. "Two thirds."
For a moment the half-nude woman on her little throne glared at me. She seemed irate that her little pussy ploy had not pulled me in. In the end, she nodded. "Fine. Fourteen. You sign fourteen women and I'll not hinder you." She grinned evilly. "If you have them under contract, you can have them give me a little taste, by that I mean they should taste me, make me come. If you do that, I'll sign your contract too." She chuckled. "Bring them over and have them eat me and I'll count them to your count."
I could not determine if she was trying to obstruct me or if she was just adding a tax on my game, a tax she was intent on collecting. I had the distinct feeling that she was holding her breath, her tits did not move a twitch. I looked up at her eyes and found her cooling regarding me. I nodded and left her on her throne, her maid sulking beside her.
The walk home was utterly unpleasant. I don't know what I thought. I was beginning to believe my own press. I was being lionized but I was no lion in this woman's house. For this moment, for this grounding realization, I thanked Mrs. Hines but I vowed I would have her pussy and ass before I was done.
One thing no Livingston accepted was a threat unanswered. I'd answer her and in spades. Her tits danced in my head, the great moons of her aureoles, and her small, compact body. I sensed that if I got her, Mrs. Moreau and Kiko Azura would not be far behind. Yvette's live-in lover was another matter. She was not a landowner too, and an avowed lesbian so she might prove complex, a variable in this equation. The key word was "avowed" and certainly she was not cock averse. Jeri Lewis meant 5. If Bethlynn...if there were others like Bethlynn, then I had no quorum. She made six and I was on the rivet.
Shit!
I sulked all the way home but opening the door, greeted with Jennifer Simpson, wearing lace-on high heels, laces up the shin, nearly to the knee, the defeat faded. Aurora, Kiko, Yvette, Simone, and Jeri Lewis made five. Five women I could not presently hope to sign to contracts. If there were two others like Bethlynn, I was hosed. That meant, if Aurora was a woman of her word, I had to sign everyone else. I had...I counted on my fingers, I had gotten my dick into four. I had one close, another refusing me—Eve had to be in the iffy column. I was ten short.
Jennifer made sandwiches and we ate together in a companionable silence. It was pleasant to feel like I could just be in my mood even with her there. That night, I sent her to her room and lay down alone.
I was still jangled by the encounter with Aurora Hines on her turf. I lay awake, unable to sleep for quit some time but not needing distraction either. Finally about two, I quit thinking strategically and began to think about tactics. I reviewed my approaches thus far and how I needed to change to get where I was going. I reviewed each of the women I had signed and got hard. When it finally occurred to me that I had a blond beauty sleeping upstairs, I stripped naked and walked up the stairs towards her room.
Curiously, I looked around, struck for the first time perhaps that I was sharing my house with a woman who was a complete stranger. What did I know about her? I looked off the staircase onto the living room, dark now but splashed with lights from outside the house. I thought about Aurora's assertion that she was filming us. I found it highly unlikely in the first place because I could not imagine that either she or Yvette, the fake French maid, or Kiko for that matter would care to have their images caterwauling through the Internet along with mine. Still. Cameras. I looked around my house and tried to imagine how I could wire it so they were not merely unobtrusive but invisible.
The thought was prescient. Tomorrow I would receive two emails that precipitated a change in my circumstances.
The feeling of vulnerability and angst passed before my cock deflated. I finished climbing the stairs, feeling the presence of the willing woman emanating from her room. I cracked the door. Jennifer lay on her side, the valley of her waist accented by the rise of her hip, a graceful curve under the light sheets. She did not have her window open and had thrown off the covers. When I stepped into the room, I felt naked...because I was. Jennifer sighed and flowed over onto her back, her blond hair, white in the darkness, tousled over her face like a partial veil. Her breasts rose and fell evenly under the vest trimmed with lace she wore as a night shirt, a stiff thing that tied in three places up the center barely containing her.
I moved to the bed. This was the first time I dared to enter her bedroom like this. I felt, I felt like I was trespassing somehow, like this was private and I had no business being there. Business, no. Pleasure, yes. I wanted to feel her under me again and shake the nagging sensation of being unable to penetrate Yvette as she eased up onto the higher step and straightened her legs, taking her pussy out of my befuddled reach. A clever trick, that...I shook my head. I needed to focus on something else and she lay right there. I refocused my eyes and found Jennifer's eyes open, glinting in the half light, staring up at me.
When she felt my eyes meet hers, difficult in the darkness but still enough light to allow the connection, when she caught my eyes, she shook a hand loose from the sheet, reached out and took gentle hold of my protruding cock.
"Joshua." She breathed. "You came."
"Not yet." I whispered back, going for the cheap and easy line. It seemed to please her though. Pretty hard to mistake my intent, since I was nude and erect enough to hold a flag. Her hand tugged on me gently and I moved, kneeling on the bed while peeling the sheet back from the remainder of her body. She kept hold of my cock.
She pulled first one, then two, then three of the ties on the bodice of her vest and it fell away from her breasts. They winked into view, white in the darkness, I swear they glowed. She moved to the center of the bed and spread her legs, awkwardly since she kept hold of my cock..
"I want you. I want you too. I want you to take me." She breathed the phrases, one after the other, as though tasting each one as it passed her lips. The room was not dark but gray. Light came from the high window in the offset ceiling and reflected off the opposite white wall. My eyes adjusted to the gloom and found I could see her outlines quite well. Her hand tightened minutely on my cock and I felt the slightest of pulls on it. A sex object's careful demand communicated clearly and so gently as to be a request, utterly without words.
I moved between her legs. The vest was all she wore, now the flaps of it flanked her ribs, framing her upright breasts that even gravity did not diminish. She released my cock and stretched below me, arching her back and flexing her legs. She groaned out an exaggerated yawn, her arms crooked over her face. When she moved them, she was staring at me. One eye glinted with errant light. For a moment we were both still, feeling the entree moment to the main intercourse we both anticipated and dearly desired.
I began to shake.
I had been standing on my knees between her legs. I tipped over onto all fours over her. I hesitated for a moment. Her hand found and again clutched my cock. A shadow covered her face. Me, I suppose but I could hear her breathing, quickening, catching in irregular hitches as it accelerated into panting. I moved my knees against the inside of her thighs, spreading her open. She moaned softly, opening like a hot, buttery roll, succulent and soft. Her hand tightened pleasantly. I lowered my lips to one breast.
She sighed, writhing beneath me, her legs brushing mine. The one hand slipped free of my cock and the other drifted to the back of my head and blessed me while I nuzzled her breast, licking and kissing across the low arc of it before closing my lips on her nipple. She grunted with satisfaction as I pulled the erect button into my mouth, pinching it with my lips and then lashing it with my tongue. She sighed and I felt a shiver run through her body. Her other hand slipped between us, wafting across my belly and she took hold of my cock once more.
Another slight tug, in the direction of her pussy. I let her lead me home. I felt the arch of her pubic mound with the head of my cock. It was prickly; she needed a shave. Down the rough texture of her pubic mound to the pursed lips of her pussy, my attention focused on the sensations of my cock scraping across the bristly plain of her body. At her silken entrance, she hesitated, holding me there while her lips contracted, winking at me, kissing the head of my cock with wet kisses. Her hand loosened and moved lower on my shaft toward my balls. Another slight tug. My cock head parted the drapes of her pussy.
"Oh Joshua, oh god Joshua. I, I was dreaming of this, of having you come to me, just like this. And this moment, when your cock touched me, I opened my eyes and there it was. You and your cock, your beautiful, hard cock." She hummed a moment like she was tasting a savory bisque, testing its spiciness. A slight tug. "Enter me. Mount me. Oh please, Mr. Gale, please come inside me now." Her body shivered. "I want to feel you sliding into me. Oh god, please Mr. Gale. Please!"
I reveled in the music of her urgency, savoring her need to be imbibed like a fine wine.
"Please." She said in a very small voice, her hand still wrapped around my throbbing cock, made more profound by her slightly firm hold on my instrument.
No tug, no demand, just the fervent request. She held my cock but I had to lean down, pressing my cock through the welcoming folds of her cunt.
She exhaled as my cock descended through the strata of her desire, parting her and entering her, pushing deeply into her while she mewled and her body responded, easing the way, turning slick and very, very hot. I felt the heat welling up in her, flooding around my cock. I reveled in this response, aware of the circumstances, that I owned her and was having her but I owed her this too. We had a contract and it was for our pleasure, not just mine. Sharing pleasure, experiencing it at the same time, welding our bodies together in an unique way.
The feeling of her pussy pulsing around my cock shot through me. I continued to lower my body onto hers but her pussy hitched and seized my cock. I hesitated and withdrew. One of her hands found my hip and with just her fingertips, pressed me back the other direction, directing me back into her. One leg lifted, the knee scraped along my thigh. She was completely open to me, completely willing and utterly eager to be penetrated.
So penetrate her, I did. I pressed my cock back down through the rippling folds of her pussy, now running with her pleasure. I halted the descent and when I resumed, her flesh slurped hungrily, sounding like she was sucking me into her body.
Jennifer giggled. "I am so wet. My god, what you do to me, Mr. Gale...er...Joshua." She tittered again. "I like calling you Mr. Gale. Do you mind? It is like, like I am young again and some strong, virile, experienced man is introducing me to sex. I feel like a virgin again, experiencing something new all over again." She laughed now, her voice full of delight. "Like a virgin, touched for the very first time! Sound familiar?" She tittered again.
Rhetorical question.
Her hand tapped my ass. I had stopped my descent to listen to her. My head was on the bed beside hers, my body arched over her, like the beginning of a dome finally put into place. Her legs spread around me. Her lips were right at my ear and she was whispering. The sound of her light voice, the puffs of the labials as she spoke in my ear, it all accented the sensation of the moment.
"Oh I am tingling, inside and out. I, feel this." She squeezed my cock with her pussy, sending electric pleasure zinging through me. "I, my, my pussy, it is like I can feel everything for the first time. I, it can't be so but I, I feel like I can feel the spongy softness of the head topping the rigid length, like I am examining your cock with a thousand, no a million little fingers." She sighed, blowing air into my ear. I groaned as the sensation grew and migrated around my body, skittering along my skin till it encountered the points where we were touching, where it halted, reverberating through me and, I imagined, into her.
She lifted her hips, enveloping my cock in one great gulp. When she relaxed her legs and let her ass drop back to the bed, I followed her down, keeping my cock snuggly fit inside of her pussy. Her ass hit the bed and I thumbed into her, grinding us together. She immediately lifted her legs but did not wrap them around me, instead, she hooked her heels behind my knees and rocked her hips up and forward. She began to fuck me with graceful thrusts from below, fucking herself on my cock.
I was on my elbows over her. Her breasts were mashed between us. My head still drooped beside hers. She kissed my ear. "Having you, having you inside me, having you inside me is glorious." She panted, her heels pulling on the backs of my knees as she levered herself up onto my cock. Her eagerness radiated around us, like a sensual aura. Her pussy contracted, squeezing down on my cock. "You can have the others but you take me. I, oh Joshua, fuck me!" She whispered, delight lighting her voice.
I shuddered, a shiver running through me in direct response to the feel of her clasping hold of me like that. She tittered in delight. "I feel you, Mr. Gale."
"I...I feel you, Miss, Mrs. Simpson."
Her legs contracted and she moved both hands to my ass, bowing up under me to get a firm hold. With her fingers splayed on both cheeks, she continued to pulse her hips up at me, jamming herself onto my cock. I held still while she did this, the stalwart cock suspended just high enough such that she could achieve the pleasurable motion with her hips. She did. For several minutes she kept a steady pace, up and down, up and down. I held perfectly still while the rippling lust wracked my body, radiating from my cock surrounded by her pulsing pussy.
She began to pant, gasping for air. Perhaps from the effort but I preferred to think from the mastery of the pleasure over her body, diverting its normal functions to feed the fire of passion her motion kindled between us, heating and searing us both with its rising heat.
Suddenly the pleasure wave broke over me, like a wave onto rocks. I lifted my ass and hammered my cock down into her, pinning her forcefully to the bed. Jennifer squeaked and writhed under me.
"Oh yes, fuck me hard. Hard, please, please Mr. Gale, I want you to fuck me hard." Her little voice urged me as though from a distance. I dropped onto her, balancing on my forehead and tensed knees while I moved my hands down to her ass. She lifted a little, letting me gain a firm grip, a cheek tucked tight in each hand. She wiggled her butt just a little, as though settling it into my clutches, pleased to be held in the midst of my considerable lust for her.
Her hands fluttered up my back. Hands on her ass, I rocked backwards, crushing our pubic bones together. She growled and her hips bucked up under me. I clenched hard down on her ass with my hands, squeezing each cheek hard, wrenching us together. Her arms looped around my neck.
"Oh Joshua, kiss me like you love me!" She cried but then choked as her body convulsed under me. "Oh, oh, oh my god, coming!" She cried again, her voice tormented with the seething pleasure. "Oh please, fuck me, Mr. Gale. Fuck me hard, so hard. Fuck me hard!"
I chose to do both things but one at a time, one after the other. I halted my ass, cock rooted in her. I carefully lifted my head and kissed her full on the mouth. Her lips were alive. Her arms tightened holding us together. I balanced on my forearms, my knees, and my cock. Her pussy convulsed around me and her hips surged, then jerked under me.
She shook her head loose from the kiss. "Oh, oh, oh again!" She cried out again. Her whole body convulsed then, tensing and arching under me. I got my hands loose from under her clinching ass and struggled to my elbows.
"Fuck me, Mr. Gale!" She cried again, her voice ragged and shrill at once.
I did. I hammered her with my strength, ramming my cock into her each time I rose up, hesitating intentionally at the top of each stroke for a different length of time each time, making her wait, letting anticipation echo till she relaxed just a little. Then I hammered down into her, filling her with my cock while she fought the rising tide of her orgasms.
I repeated this over and over again, filling her with cock and pleasure at the same time, over and over, till she thrashed through another orgasm. My cock, frustrated in the afternoon, regained some confidence and soon I felt the hovering thrill of my approaching climax. I dropped my head beside hers and grasped her ass again. She rocked her hips up on this down stoke, taking me deeper, if that was possible, aligning the chasm of her pussy with the downward probing of my cock. We fit together like a man and a woman fit best, cock in pussy.
For a moment we lingered there; her completely impaled, me completely buried. I swear I could feel the ripples of her pussy coiled about my cock. My hands held to her ass, sealing us together, pulling her up against me. We were still and then out of that stillness my orgasm erupted. I did not withdraw a millimeter; I just pumped her full of cum.



Jennifer sensed it or felt it, responding to my orgasm flashing through me as though light shown out my ears and eyes and ass hole, like little spotlights. I felt full of light, buried in this luscious woman. She shivered and shook with another little orgasm. Her legs locked around my back and she held me, bound between her legs while I pumped cum into her.
This orgasm seemed to go on and on. Just when I thought my muscles would knot and object, a new flash of orgasm beguiled them and they continued to serve the greater good. I humped between her legs for what seemed like a complete epoch. Whole species appeared, died off and became oil and coal. Then it was done. I realized I had been fucking her without breathing and I gasped for air, throwing myself to the side to suck in as much oxygen as possible.
"Oh my god, Mr. Gale. That, that was wonderful!"
Praise from a sex object doesn't seem like it should matter to its owner but it does. It is like realizing that your dog actually likes your or the horse your rode in on, bumps you with his nose. The dog humps your leg I guess, and normally that is irritating but you have to take it for what that's worth. The notice is nice but the praise, that felt wonderful. So did she.
"Jennifer, you are a fabulous woman." I mumbled, trying to get words out while still gasping for air. I wanted to say more but opted for silence rather than garbled gasps.
We lay like that, half in the clinch, half wrecked by the side of the road for several minutes.
Suddenly I was exhausted and sleep seemed, right there. I struggled through the gathering gloom in my mind and staggered back down stairs to my own bed. I fell into the sleep of the righteous or the dead, oblivious to the world and unconscious of the light.
Jennifer shook me awake. "Mr. Gale? Mr. Gale?"
I roused out of whatever dark world my dreams manufactured. "Joshua." I muttered. "Call me Joshua."
She shook me again. "Mr. Gale, really. I did not want to wake you but...but its Vidya Ketteridge. She, she says she needs you right away."
I roused, sat up. Jennifer looked like she was straight out of a TV morning show, all sprightly and gay. She handed me a phone.
"Hello?"
"Joshua? It's Vidya. Can you come to my house? It is important for you, I think. About the board, that you asked me about."
"Now?"
"Yes. If you can."
"Can you give me an hour?" I asked, wanting to avoid the rush.
There was a muffled delay. I detected her speaking but could not make out what she was saying.
"What?" I thought maybe my ears were on the blink. The rest of me certainly was not in A-1 condition, brain included.
"No. That's too long. Can you come now?"
"Can I shower first?" I sniffed. "I think it would be best. Ten, fifteen minutes."
Another pause. "Yes but as quickly as you can."
The urge to celerity seemed to start me up. The shower added momentum. In ten minutes I was dressed and walking towards Vidya's house. My mind was still lagging, I was seeing colors and recognizing shapes but associating them with the proper words was still beyond me. I rang the doorbell.
The door opened. Vidya, the vision of erotic joy opened the door. She stepped back. She looked worried, troubled even. For a moment I was shook but following her into her sunken living room revealed another person.
Kiko Azura.
The woman sat cross-legged on a foot stool, part of a chair set, sheathed in the black swath of her hair, much as I had seen her the day before but today she was not nude, dressed in flowery green pants and a top of pink and white mostly obscured by her draped hair.
She lifted her head and her dark, Japanese eyes came into view, fixed on me, watching me as I descended into the room behind Vidya.
"This is Kiko Azuri." Vidya began.
"Azura. Kiko Azura." The seated woman said sharply. Her accent was American, not Japanese. She straightened her bowed back. Her hair streamed about her like a black liquid, as though it were constantly pouring over her shoulders. The blouse came into better view, fuzzy like a pajama top.
"What time is it?" I asked, finally aware I had not latched onto that bit of information in the rush to arrive alive.
"Ten." Kiko said, her voice perfectly American. "I don't have much time. I, I want your contract. I'll do whatever you want. I just want to get away from that woman!" She spat the last statement like venom sucked from a snake bite.
She had not moved, her voice coming out of her porcelain face. Her lips were preternaturally red. They gleamed, so much so that I focused on them. Her mouth was tight, so that it seemed to form a little rose above her chin.
"Mrs. Asura, I understand. May I sit down? You said you are short of time."
"I don't know when Mrs. Hines will call for me."
"You'll go back to her if you sign the contract?"
She shook her head violently. "You, you don't understand. She has been paying my bills for nearly five years. I, my husband, he, he left me. I had an affair and Mr. Azura returned to Japan. In shame, I have to say. He was a traditional Japanese man but I, me, I learned Japanese, speak Japanese and even act Japanese but I am American to the core. I, I did make a mistake and he left. Picked up his bags and scuttled back to Japan. He was from there, grew up there. He was more traditional then he knew. It was too much to accept that I had boofed another guy." She grinned a little then. "Well, several actually but who's counting?
"He left our investments here at Holdingsfield to me but with no real way to pay the bills or keep our investment in this development liquid. I went to Mrs. Hines, to Aurora and she agreed to help. The fine print included her use of me as her servant. I cooked and cleaned like a true servant. But then that bitch, Yvette showed up and ruined everything. I was doing fine, like I had a real job. I worked and Aurora paid my bills. It was a nice arrangement. She was handsy but none of the bullshit I am ass deep in now. Those other two, they ruined it. They found out I was floating on Aurora's money and they wanted in.
"Yvette and her French girl friend, when they bought into the development, they were broke. Aurora helped them because, well, they seduced her. They started their little French maid fantasy and pretty soon I became part of it."
Here the woman smiled, a sweet, demure smile. "You'll find out why. Aurora Hines tastes better than any woman I ever tasted and...since I went to work for her, I have tasted them all." Kiko sucked then, gurgling as her mouth watered, giving credence to her assertion. "She is not a bad woman, but she is really desperate now. With Yvette, Simone and me and her own obligations, I think she is about broke too. It is making her devious and cruel and I cannot take it any longer."
"What? Take what?" The rush of the story was flooding past me and I was getting the gist and the feel but missing the larger picture with all the pieces properly in place, I was seeing it like a cut glass picture dropped on the pavement. I sort of saw but not really, certainly not comfortably.
"I cannot be her sex slave any longer. She loves to share pleasure, loves to be watched, loves to watch. Yesterday, that was it."
I suspected that Mrs. Azura saw an out and was here taking it. I was uneasy about her fear of getting caught. So I asked about that.
Kiko bowed her head. "I don't want to be ungrateful. Mrs. Hines, Aurora helped me out when I was alone, rejected by my family and victim of a shyster of a man who seduced me and cost me my only hope of a future. Look at me!"
"I am." I could not help myself.
Kiko gave me a look, a very American female look but with her interpretation, it lost some of the contempt. She looked chagrined but more than that, it was like a mother trying not to laugh at a cute child who was doing something both cute and embarrassing like pooping on a guest's shoes. "I don't mean that." She stopped. "Wait. Maybe I do mean that. Does anyone look at me and see anything but a sex toy?"
"Cut your hair." I said automatically because that was the sum of her assessment. The liquid black hair formed the sense of her status as a sex toy. I wanted to take that comment back for two very good reasons. One, I loved her hair and the sexiness it lent her. Two, my earlier conversation with John about balls and hair being the same in the big scheme of things. I had just suggested she cut off her balls. That made mine tingle in sympathy. What a putz I can be sometimes!
She did not notice or take it that way, which meant that reality existed outside of her awareness. I made note of that.
"I know. But I love my hair." She lifted one little, porcelain white hand. Her nails were perfectly painted to match her lips. Red. She waved it through the fall of her hair, lifting a thick strand of it, trailing her fingers through it. "If I cut my hair..." her eyes crinkled and closed. Her head bowed.
"Forget I said that. I am a cad sometimes and I have not found an inoculation for it yet. You have beautiful hair and it would be a sin against humanity to cut it. I'd not give you a contact if you did. It is marvelous." I looked at Vidya. "Don't you agree?"
Asking one woman to compliment another woman's hair is risky. In some contexts, it is perfectly acceptable but in others, it was fraught with danger, dangerous jealousy and dangerous envy. She gave me a baleful look. "You promised to fuck my ass." She said. She did not look happy but I doubted that was the reason. Still, she had a point. I had and I hadn't. Yet. I looked her right in the tits before glancing down towards her wonderful rump.
"Don't you agree?" I repeated, accenting "agree".
She did not answer fast enough and I looked over at Kiko again. "Why did you come here? You could just knock on my door."
Now Vidya smacked me. "She is ashamed. She owes Aurora for six years of payments on her house, her whole life and just like that, she shucks it off and runs to you. Don't be stupid." Her English accent made 'stupid' sound much worse than an American could. It echoed kindly contempt, the very worst sort.
Pride. That I understood. I anticipated it in every context. It posed a problem, though. "How do you propose to manage this? If you sign my contract, you'll get cash and no longer need hers. Don't you think she'll notice?"
Kiko lifted her head. She sat with a bowed back that detracted from her beauty, making her appear burdened, as indeed she was.
Suddenly I wanted very much to help.
"I want to pay her back. All of it. I sign a contract with you if you pay her back."
That posed a real knotty and naughty problem. "If I do that, then she will not need to sign my contract. I need her to do that."
"So you are trying to take control of Holdingsfield?" Vidya asked. "That is what this is all about?"
I put on my best look, the best version of being aghast. "How can you say that? After the fucking we have shared?"
Despite herself, Vidya smiled, like she was remembering our first encounter. She nodded. "I get it. But you are helping me, us just to make more money, right?"
She needed my denial. I had it waiting. "Wrong. I found a way to pay for purchasing some of the most high-class, best pussy I have found anywhere, at any price."
Kiko squeaked. "Purchasing pussy?" She repeated, like she was learning a whole new term.
I didn't like where this was heading, so I jerked the wheel in a different direction. "I am an opportunist. I had occasion to discover the state of this development and the charter company that is responsible for it. So, yes, I got interested because of the financial gain to be had. But once I began to investigate, I realized the women of Holdingsfiled were..." I hesitated. I stopped, stuttering. I stuttered to a hesitating, stuttering stop.
"We were what?" Vidya prompted. Her back had straightened.
"Vulnerable. In need of saving. You all over-leveraged a good situation and screwed it up. Your options are to lose everything or let me buy you out. Rather than wait for this to go to bankruptcy and likely SEC investigations, I wanted to save you all from that and use capital I was saving for retirement to...ah...purchase more than just real estate."
"You are buying pussy." The statement from Kiko seemed so incongruous. She just did not look natural saying "pussy" out loud, like she found it sour to the taste and ugly on her scarlet lips. Like she had found a pickle in a muffin.
I nodded anyway. She was right. I nodded again. "The fact is that when I saw you, the women of Holdingsfield, I decided to see if I could have you, all of you. As part of the deal. By now, though, it is the whole reason for pursuing this."
I looked away from Kiko for a moment, hiding any flash of dissimulation that might hint at the true nature of my lie. "This is a lot of risk and trouble. If someone else notices and starting buying into it, I'll never get my money back...unless of course you think I can get you to fuck for enough cash to cover my outlays? Not bloody likely. I have over acquired, over extended myself. I am offering everyone a per diem that will pay every day that you are on it."
I noticed Vidya raising her eyebrows. This was a new provision she had not heard of before now. "I have to do that because fucking you all and charging for it will take me to the end of my days and quickly, I'd warrant. I have no hope of fucking you enough to get my money back, so I am stuck, unless I share you out. I might do that yet but the fact is that I am investing in fucking the women of Holdingsfield because I want to have you all. That is the long and the short of it. I am trading money for sex but fuck me if it isn't the best sex I have ever had." I grinned but neither woman shared my happiness or understood my levity so I dropped the smile as quickly as it appeared.
Kiko nodded. "You weren't fooling anyone with your 'let me help, let me be your friend' pose."
"Not fair. I..." I began to defend myself but why? These two women were contracts. The sale was made, shut up and take "yes" for an answer. "Whatever you think, I do not want to damage any of you. I, I like sex, good sex. The best sex is shared, the best is making love."
"Oh, isn't he the romantic!" Vidya chided.
I felt my face go crimson. "I am not alone."
"So you are using money to get us on our backs?" Kiko asked.
I thought about making some other argument but in the end shrugged and nodded. "Yes. Exactly. So far, so good." I wasn't going to apologize at this point. Too fucking late, to put a fine point on it.
The two women looked at each other. "How did we get off onto that?" Kiko asked. "You want to know how you can take my contract and not screw the pouch with Aurora. Trust me, she is in so deep, if you pay off all three of us, she'll still not be able to see the sky or breathe easy."
"So you think I can pay her off and she still will be under water? How is that still not screwing her?"
"I'll tell her that I am willing to do it. For her sake. No one knows how deep she is in the soup. I have...I have been in her house alone a lot in the past few years. I know how to use a computer and I have a Finance Degree from Strandford House. I know what I saw."
"So why does it matter to you? Why not just bail on her? I know, friends and all that, but it doesn't sound like she has been much of a friend so much as a mistress?" I was puzzled.
Kiko pinked up just a little. She looked up. "You don't understand." She whispered.
"Aurora has a magic pussy." Vidya said. "I have tasted it but that taste, sweet as it is, is not the issue. She, when she orgasms, her pheromones are an aphrodisiac for women. After she comes, any women within twenty feet of her are randy as an uncut bull. They, bugger it...we will fuck anything."
"And have." Kiko whispered. "How do you think she has managed to keep Holdingsfield out of the news, out of default, away from the curious eyes of the SEC? Pussy power. When she says she can inspire any woman to fuck you, she is not kidding. All she has to do is come behind you and once you sniff her, your body shifts into fuck mode. I have seen women so excited they orgasmed as soon as a man entered them." She smiled, her little rose petal mouth twisting so. "She, she does taste wonderful."
I heard it. Vidya glanced at me and I knew she heard it. Kiko Azura was wistful. The girl was addicted to Aurora's pussy.
"If I offer, she has to agree or admit how bad things are. She will not do that. Not until you have the sixteen she promised to accept. She, she has other resources so I would not wait. She might find someone to back her, to back Holdingsfield and replace you."
I had heard that some place before. Hurry up. Now! You have to act! They'd say. That always put on the breaks with me. Urgency be damned. I hate being rushed into anything. But I understood; I understood what the situation with Kiko was. I likely understood better what Aurora was facing than Kiko herself. We had done the research.
Kiko looked over at me, pulling her hair aside to peer at me. "Don't take yesterday personally. You are only the latest man to be subjected to her little trick. As far as I know, Yvette has never come like that. Every man who accepts that challenge loses. Most bet whatever she wants just for the chance to try. It works every time...well, not this time. Not with you."
I was confused. "So? What do you want to do?"
"I want the contract but I cannot do it unless and until it looks like you are making progress. If you don't convince Jeri Lewis, I doubt you will get many more. You snuck up on Vidya here, and Val and Liz. My guess, Mrs. Simpson would have jumped any man who dropped by and lit her wick. You obviously have found her sweet spot, but she was looking before you ever arrived. She has been nosing around beyond Jeff for two years. I don't know why."
"I know why." I muttered but Kiko did not hear or pay any mind to the comment.
"I want the contract but you have to get others. Jeri, if you get her, she would be enough I think."
So this was a yes but no, sort of deal. Yes but not now. Cop a feel but keep your pants on. A tease. I regarded Kiko Azura, trying to determine if she was doing Aurora's bidding or not. I have no capacity for reading oriental women in these sorts of situations, even if she had an American center. This was no different. I had no idea by looking at her what she was thinking.
I decided to test her, as I tested others before. "I never give or even offer a contract or start negotiations without a kiss." I spoke as casually as I could. Kiko regarded me with dispassion. I could feel Vidya waiting and suddenly I had an additional idea. Kiko waited too long. "Listen, I know you have a lot to consider. Perhaps you could lend us your, a presence, do us a favor."
"A favor?" Kiko sounded curious. "Who is 'us'?"
I turned to look at Vidya. "You are right. I promised to fuck your ass and as yet, I haven't. Perhaps you would like to have Mrs. Azura watch us, watch me take you again?"
Vidya swallowed hard, licked her, lips, nodded once, hard and then looked over at Kiko.
"Oh." Kiko said. She shrugged. "I have seen lots of things. If you are trying to shock me..."
I shook my head. "No. Really. I owe Vidya." I decided to let dithering rats die. I stood up and moved to where Vidya sat on the couch, one foot under her butt, one dangling off the edge, not touching the floor. I bent to her and kissed her. One of her hands pressed against my chest, holding me but not pushing me away. The other found my shoulder and gripped it, hard, keeping me in place. Her excitement rattled in her grip. I knew in the sweet cockles of my fucking heart she wanted Kiko to see her, to watch me fuck her. Some things just seem great and this seemed like a great thing.



The kiss was chaste, soft. Her velvet lips pursed against mine, her little hands on my body seemed conduits for her desire. My cock roused and grew, swelling to full size in moments. I pulled back from her. "I want your mouth on me." I whispered. I had a feeling that Kiko could be seduced by actual action much further than she would agree to in a conversation.
Vidya did not hesitate. Those electric hands found my belt and opened it. I wore linen trousers and a woven belt with a simple brass buckle. She puzzled it out and separated it. She fumbled for the zipper and it ticked down the length of my hard cock, laying straight up against my body but bowed inside the pants. She ran a hand over it and my vision clouded for a moment. Her fingers unbuttoning my pants, that opened my eyes. I looked down as she shimmied my trousers off my hips and down my thighs. They snagged at my knees. My mouth watered. My cock ached for her touch.
The bitch just sat looking at it. Finally she looked up at me. "Show her. Let Kiko touch you."
I think she was trying to make me appear ridiculous but part of poise is taking such moments in stride. With my pants around my knees, knees flexed to keep them from falling further, I could not stride at all, though.
I turned and with little baby steps walked over to where Kiko sat on the cushioned foot stool. She was no longer cross-legged but had one leg dangling. She watched me shuffle closer, unabashedly staring at the arch of my cock. I felt Vidya rise behind me. When I stopped before Kiko, Vidya drifted against me, bumping me with her breasts, her hands gripped my waist, half on the waistband of the briefs and half on my simmering skin.
Kiko did not speak. Her head was bowed. Her eyes were down.
"Touch him." Vidya said.
I had become a sex object. My cock twitched.
Kiko slowly lifted eyes and head, the drape of her hair pooled at first and evaporated as she straightened. Slowly she lifted one little pale hand. Cupped, she placed it midway down the length of my covered cock.
"He is hard." Kiko said.
"He wants me." Vidya whispered. "But he wants you to watch. He wants you to see me suck his cock, watch as it slips between my open lips and my tongue licking the head, tasting him before I suck him into my mouth."
Kiko exhaled, the only sound in the room. Her breath was ragged, rattling with her tension. Her hand moved up to the head and then down to the balls, which she cupped.
I felt Vidya leave me. There was rustling and then her hands were back at my waist but this time, her hands tucked under the waist band of my briefs. Slowly, they slid inside and then together they lifted the fabric out and over my swollen cock. Kiko's hand dropped. The line of the briefs traveled down the length of my cock, revealing me ever so slowly. Once it was free, Vidya skimmed them down my thighs to the knees. My cock bobbed down. A bead of pre-cum appeared on the head.
"Taste him. Then you can taste me."
Kiko's eyes flicked behind me. Vidya was pressed firmly against my back. I could feel her stout bra, the paneled cups bent against me. Her hands moved around me and she took my cock in one while the other cupped my balls. She bent the cock down. I watched like it was happening to someone else, believable except for the sensations her hot hands left on my skin. Vidya's head was pressed to my right shoulder, I could feel her cheek as she peered around me.
"Taste him." She whispered. "Then me."
Kiko glanced past me, at Vidya I presumed, then looked at my cock, then lifted her eyes to look at me. They were steady, open, seeing. Abruptly, she rocked forward on the one bent leg and go onto that knee. She leaned forward till her face was close enough to my cock that I felt puffs of her breath on the damp head. The bead of pre-cum was swelling.
She stuck out a little tongue, pointed and tapered. She touched the tip of it to the bead of pre-cum. Her tongue flattened and she licked my cock head, clearing it of the bead. She looked up at me and then closed her eyes. Her lips opened and she leaned forward further, her hair draping to both sides of her head. She kissed my cock. Her lips were tight, hard, like nipples. They opened further and she sucked gently as she lowered her head. My cock disappeared past her lips, sliding into her mouth. Her tongue flicked along the surface of my cock head, touching and tasting as she slowly sucked me into her mouth. One of her hands found my leg.
I flinched like I'd been shocked. Vidya moved a hand up to my tummy and rubbed it.
"You're all right." She whispered. "Hold still for her. Let her taste you."
More and more of Kiko's long hair fell off her shoulders, finally obscuring her face. She continued to suck on my cock, just the head inside of her lips. My hips bucked once and she sat back, eyes accusing.
"Now. Me." Vidya said from behind me. Her hands turned me and I found her with her dress pulled up to her hips. A pair of black panties lay on the floor behind her. "In me, then she can taste me, on you." She grinned then, a sort of evil grin Kiko could not see. She turned around then and bent from the waist. She held her dress aloft, uncovering that perfect ass.
I bent my knees. I knew what she wanted, expected. I was eager to oblige her. I shuffled forward. I felt Kiko move behind me and suddenly she was standing beside us, staring at me, my cock that is, and Vidya's flexed ass. Kiko held her hair back out of her face because her head was inclined down, obviously not looking me in the eye. Her eyes were fixed on my cock. She waited. When I did not move her eyes flicked up to mine and finding me watching her, she nodded, once, very fast.
I shuffled the rest of the way to Vidya's pussy, now appearing between her butt cheeks. I peeled her open and touched her with my cock head, still glistening with Kiko's attention.
"Oh blast me." Vidya hissed. "Shag me, Joshua, shag me good."
I shoved. Her pussy parted and I entered her. She was raspy and dry. I pulled back. Her hips shimmied. Her dress was ankle-length, green embroidery and forest green background. It was stiff and hissed each time she moved. She rocked back on her heels, pressing her pussy onto my offered cock. The skirt hissed as she shifted her weight. Her breath whistled as my cock slide into her. I gripped her by the waist and rocked her away, then back again. Her pussy began to respond, smoothing the way. I realized she had been unsure that Kiko would respond.
Kiko did. Kiko was. She got to her knees, standing tall on them, her hair draping about her, her hands busy fending it off, pulling it back from covering her face.
"In me. Put it in me all the way, Joshua. Shag me!" Vidya hissed, panting now, both from the exertion of the bent position and, I hoped, from the excitement of the moment. I gripped her by the hips and pulled back as I leaned in. My cock knifed into her body.
"Oh yes, so long. Too long!" Vidya whispered. One hand twitched and part of her dress drooped down over us. Kiko immediately reached out and plucked it up, pulling it up onto Vidya's back till Vidya's hand found and grasped it again, holding it clear. I sawed in and out of Vidya's pussy till she was greasy slick. Finally, feeling her arousal building, I thrust deep into her, coating my whole cock with her. I wanted Kiko to get a good taste.
"Oh yes!" Vidya grunted.
I pulled out of her, shuffling back a half step and turning to Kiko.
"Oh no!" Vidya groaned.
Kiko's hands extended out, leaving her hair free. I straightened. Vidya straightened and turned around. Kiko's hands hovered near my glistening cock. I wobbled closer. She moved closer, leaning over which only brought more of her hair cascading about her face. Her hands moved it aside, parting it as she leaned into my cock. She hissed quietly and then her tongue appeared. She tasted Vidya, running the flat of her little tongue around the head again, much as she had done previously. I grunted. I thought for a moment my cock was going its own way but Kiko pulled back and the loss of contact disconnected me.
"Taste me." Vidya said again.
Kiko's eyes darted to Vidya who stood by watching the little Kabuki play. Kiko focused on my cock again and started kissing it, smearing her lips liberally with Vidya's elixir. Kiko sat back, licking her lips. Her eyes blinked and she leaned forward again. Her neck extended, her hands held back her hair. Her lips puckered and she sucked the end of my cock into her mouth.
Oh Christ, I wanted to come.
Her mouth shifted down the length of my cock in fits and starts as she leaned into it. Her head tilted further and further back as she leaned forward, exposing her perfect, white neck. Slowly, every so slowly, she eased down my cock, inserting more and more of it into her mouth and thence into the taut confines of her clinching throat. I am positive I could feel her pulse around my cock, like her heartbeat was wrapping around me, throbbing. With one final push, Kiko pressed her mouth fully onto my cock. She sucked, she swallowed, blowing through her nose, turning her head this way and that to get air. She sucked hard taking me deep. A froth of liquid formed around her tight mouth. She blew, swallowed, massaging my cock as it came alive in her mouth. She looked up and me, hesitated, and came off of me.
"You taste good, Vidya." She said. The American accent breaking the brittle moment.
"I think you should fuck her." Vidya hissed. "Kiko, stand up."
Kiko did. Rising easily to her feet. Her hair draped over her lean body. He eyes were fixed on my cock. She looked up. "No contract." She said. "But I can tell her I fucked you. She'll, she'll like that."
I doubted the veracity of that assertion but did not wish to argue such an insignificant point. I could see that her blouse or bedshirt, whatever it was, buttoned up the front. I took a step towards her and stumbled, falling into her, catching myself on her lank shoulder. She held me while I regained my balance.
"Shit. Forgot to take off my shoes." I grunted and did so, stripping off my socks, slacks and briefs, all while balancing on Kiko's shoulder. She stood still, placid, waiting; the perfect sex object. When I finally had my way cleared, I confronted her shirt. "I want you naked." I said, half asking.
"Yes." Kiko whispered.
Despite all the talk, I was about to fuck her. We both knew it. Her eyes lifted up from my bare cock, glittering with her saliva.
"I want to see you do her. It is a trade. I fuck you. You fuck her ass."
Whatever. I needed to act nonchalant and not vibrate with eagerness.
I began to unbutton the little white knobs that counted as buttons on her fuzzy blouse. I slowly opened it, revealing her breasts. Vidya had been watching. She moved behind the woman and searched through the enveloping hair to find the collar. Vidya pulled it off of her. Kiko arched her back and shoulders, releasing it but in doing so, projected her breasts through her cascading hair, as though through flowing water. When the shirt was gone, Vidya knelt and stripped down the bottoms, leaving the Japanese woman in nothing but a tiny thong. Vidya attended to that as well. Kiko's hair brushed the lips of her pussy. She did not move except to bite her lower lip with her perfect, even teeth.
Vidya spoke. "Joshua, sit on the footstool. Push it back against the chair so you can lay back a little."
I did as instructed.
Vidya moved around in front of Kiko and turned her back to where I sat. Slowly she backed the little woman towards me. When Kiko felt my knees on her thighs, she widened her legs and backed over me. Her legs were nearly too short to allow her room over the square footstool. When she got caught, Vidya steadied her while she shifted her weight onto one foot and put the other onto the footstool beside my thighs.
"Help her." Vidya said.
I put an arm under the bent leg and she distributed her weight onto my arm. Her hair streaked her porcelain back right before my face. She felt unbelievably light. She jerked when she moved the other leg but I held her up and she evened herself out, suspended over my very, very very, hard cock.
"Now, down. Down till you feel his cock. Just wait. We'll line you up and put it in." Vidya said softly.
"Okay." Kiko whispered. She was trembling, from excitement and anticipation or fear and dread, I could not tell. I hoped but did not know.
With the one leg bent above her waist, and the other carrying but part of her weight on the floor, Vidya and I maneuvered her pussy towards my cock. Each time I shifted to accommodate her weight, my cock moved out of alignment. Finally, Vidya reached between Kiko's legs and held my cock. Her hand was hot and damp. We lowered together.
Kiko's pussy kissed my cock. She bubbled, well prepared to receive me into her body. We tried to lower her evenly but as soon as my head penetrated past the outer lips of her pussy, we lost her for a moment and she dropped a few inches. Her body slipped down onto my cock.
"Oh Christ!" I grunted. Kiko was as wet as she was tight. If I relaxed my hold on her leg, she'd slip all the way down my cock. I did. She did. She squealed, moaning and arching her back which only placed more of her weight on my penetrating cock. Her body clutched at me and then released and she dropped down further, jamming more cock into her narrow crevice.
"Shag me, if that isn't something to see."
Having both her legs free, Kiko bent forward, again forcing her body further onto my cock. I was three-quarters buried inside of her pussy. I felt like my cock was wrapped with big, pulsing rubber bands. She was tight, she was convulsing.
"Lay back." Vidya muttered.
My ass was on the footstool so when I leaned back, my hands planted in the seat of the chair. Kiko was spread over me, over the footstool, unable to touch the floor on either side, pierced by my cock so only by leaning forward could she gain a little control of her position with her hands on the footstool by my knees. She found my knees and used them to lever herself up, lifting her body. It slurped on my cock, sucking as my pole withdrew from her.
"Oh fuck me." Kiko grunted, relaxing her motion. Her body plunked back down on my cock. Her back was covered with her hair. She kept swiping at it, knocking it aside, out of her face. Those actions kept her from being able to lift herself up again. My hands were planted behind me, so I was no help. My cock basted inside her quivering body.
"I, I have heard of slow, slow fucks but never imagined...." Kiko whispered. "Christ, if he moves, I'll explode!" There was awe in her voice, a voice strung with tense passion.
I can take a hint. I moved my knees to the front of the footstool and lifted my ass, arching my back.
The bitch wasn't lying.
"Oh motherfucking Christ!" She screamed and her whole body convulsed, curling her forward, leaving her main point of contact at my cock. Her little ass wiggled as she slid down my pole, ramming her full. Her body jerked again. She leaned forward between my legs, over her spread thighs, which served only to grind her more firmly full of cock, my cock!
Her hips twisted and that served to screw us tighter together. Her inner muscles had me by now and they were pulsing around my cock. I bucked up under her again. She groaned and sagged, surrendering to the cock plugged into her body. Her hair had mostly parted and fallen off her back so I could see it tense as her body responded to the cock in her. She got forward onto her hands and managed to get her legs between the chair and the footstool. She took her weight on her legs. She started to lift up and for a moment I thought I would lose her altogether but her body jerked again and she rocked forward, her knees buckled and she dropped hard down the full length of my cock.
"Oh my sweet fucking lord!" Kiko growled. "Oh Christ, fuck me!"
My arms finally gave out and I plunked down into the seat of the chair. My head was bent up. Kiko was shaking, her whole body shivered and shook. Vidya stood beside her, just watching us, her hands massaging her tits. She saw me eying her and seemed to take it as a challenge. She got to her knees and swept away Kiko's hair. She fastened her lips to Kiko's near breast, sucking hard on the conical little nipple.
"Oh shit, oh fuck, oh god!" Kiko cried. Her body bucked again, seizing around my cock. Oh my, but that felt marvelous! Her voice turned into a keen and she jerked hard, bucking three, four, five times, gasping and panting. She pushed Vidya from her breast and that flung her back onto my chest. Kiko lay on me panting, struggling to balance with my cock as her main point of reference. She lifted her feet and planted them to either side of my thighs, on the footstool. My cock had been pulled nearly free of her pussy. The contrast of her heated interior with the chill air on my wet cock struck me. I liked the warmth!
Kiko arched her back, pointing her pussy more directly at my cock. She lifted her body and moved forward, bending my cock under her. She released and fell down onto my cock. She grunted and dropped back onto my chest. Her hair ran in rivers over my body, slick, smooth darkness. She arched her back again and began to pump her hips. My cock came free and she collapsed back onto me.
Vidya stood up and removed her skirt. She took off her blouse and bra. She pointed at the woman laying on me. "Bring her. Finish with her, then its my turn."
I fought to sit up. Kiko was no help. She lay on me, her legs to either side of mine. I finally got her twisted to the side, to get an arm under her knees. I sat forward, lifting her, then stood up, cradling her in my arms.
For a moment her head dangled back over my arm, her eyes were closed. When they opened she found my eyes. "What are you doing?" Kiko asked.
"I am going to fuck you." I said.
"I thought you already had?" She closed her eyes.
She lay in my arms like a wispy wish come true. Her hair streamed around us, like great sheets of water or shards of darkness. I followed Vidya upstairs. In a space overlooking the living room, there was a futon on six inch risers. This woman, on a futon, it would like fucking her on the floor. I got to one knee and lay Kiko on the futon. Her eyes remained closed.
"She wants you to take her. She is more Japanese than she thinks." Vidya whispered.
I twisted the tiny woman around and took her by each ankle. I opened her legs. She was pliant, still, nude. Her eyes remained closed. Her pussy bubbled, flowing with her inner fluid. I got between her legs and bent over her. Kiko lay still, head turned, eyes closed. Vidya knelt beside me, nude. She fingered my cock and directed it to the other woman's entrance. I grunted as Kiko's fire licked about my cock. I bent between her splayed legs, pressing my cock into her once more. I turned my head and found Vidya's ample tit against my cheek. I kissed what I could reach. Vidya swung around and presented me with her breasts, pressing them against my face. I sucked on her nipple even as I sank my cock into Kiko.
Kiko murmured something. Her legs twitched. I pushed deeper into her.
"Lay down." I snarled, my voice raspy with lust.
Vidya did. Two short women as different as night and day. Vidya, dark in skin, and full-figured, with prominent hips and mountainous tits; Kiko, slight, white as snow, her tits barely bumps to be kissed, her limbs thin, her hips slim, her pussy tight and hot. I pulled out of that tight, hot pussy and moved between Vidya's plush legs.
Vidya grunted, cocked up her hips and with both hands, pulled her legs back around me, opening her body. I directed my cock to her entrance. I contacted her, slick with Kiko. I slid into her, laying down onto the back of her thighs. She bent under me, pulling her own legs back and apart, making room for me while forming a platform. My cock penetrated her. Vidya's plushness hugged me, embracing me and pulling me down into her, a miasma of pleasure boiling with passion. I pulled back, thrust into her again and then withdrew completely.



"Oh fuck." Vidya groaned.
I moved over Kiko. She remained still, a ghostly sliver of flesh amidst the spray of black hair. I parted her legs. She stirred. I positioned my cock at her pussy. Her eyes opened. I thrust into her. Her head snapped back, her voice gurgling in her exposed throat. Her body arched.
I think the orgasm surprised her. My cock slid into her and her body responded, convulsing as I sank deeply into her lank body.
"Oh motherfucking god!" Kiko cried as her body bucked and shook under me. I held still while she quaked, consumed by the orgasm.
"Finish in her." Vidya urged. Her voice taut. "I want to taste you both, your broth together."
I was enthused, shot through with the conviction that it was a marvelous idea. I rammed Kiko with my cock and she convulsed again. For a moment, I wanted to hammer her, ravage her, tear her up. My body vibrated with sexual tension, winding me tighter and tighter, but I hesitated. Her knees pulled up beside me, her pussy pulsed around my cock. I stood on my hands over her, her arms flung out beside her head, her hair a cape upon which we both lay, a black swirl in stark contrast to her bright white body. Her eyes opened and she stared up at me. For a long minute we were both still, both quiet.
Besides us, Vidya panted but said nothing.
"You are in me." Kiko whispered.
"I am in you." I returned. My ass clinched, grinding against her pubic bone. Her pussy clinched in response.
"No contract." She said, louder.
I nodded. I knew what I had done and I did not fucking care.
"Aurora will taste you in me, if you come in me. She, she delights in eating cum out of us."
I shuddered. My whole body was quivering. Kiko's pussy seemed to writhe around my cock, sensations vibrated through me originating with my conjoining with her body. I bent down and kissed her. She kissed me back. Considering my cock was buried in her cunt, it was a curiously chaste, sisterly kiss. I kissed to the side of her mouth, up over the cheek, and then over her eyes. She closed them, smiling lightly. Her legs twisted and she hooked her heels onto my ass. She pulled at me. Her hands still extended past her ears, her little white arms straight and locked over her head, as though she were tied, strung out and helpless while I fucked her.
I fucked her. My hips rose and I slammed into her. Her body bucked.
"Oh!" She hissed.
I pulled back and slammed into her again, grinding deep inside of her, twisting my cock through the clasping folds of her pussy. Her body twisted under me. Her heels gripped my ass, pulling me against her crotch. Her torso arched under me.
I bent double, licking her little erect nipple. It twitched under my tongue.
"Oh god, fuck me!"
"Shag her." Vidya echoed.
I pulled back and hammered my ass down. Kiko was slick with excitement, her hips bumped up to meet my downward motion, enveloping me in tight, hot pleasure. Suddenly I was consumed with the need to pummel her. I rapped my ass down on her as fast as I could, piercing her with my cock over and over and over again, faster and faster.
She began to pant under me between grunting with my impact. I felt my climax rising, a storm of passion that fired every nerve where we touched and energized every muscle that served her passion. Her body rippled beneath me, her hips rising to meet me. She turned her head, eyes clinched, her face screwed up tight, straining, till finally on one particularly vicious thrust into her body, she cried out, her whole body seized and she bucked under me. Her head came up, pressing her forehead against my shoulder. Her legs clinched around me, her heels dug into my ass. Her arms slithered around my neck and she clung to me, her body bucking in distinct convulsions that wracked her over and over and over again.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!" She cried, till her breath ran out and she was reduced to gasping for breath, trying to breathe in the slim moments while her body held tight at the climax of each pulsing orgasm. Her head whipped back, exposing her neck. Her body fought the orgasms thundering through her, her hips cracked up at me, little quick motions that lit a fire in my loins. I began to melt, the machine gun pistoning of my cock into her clinching depths got shallower and shallower!
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh my fucking god!" I grunted and then I exploded. For a moment I was still, my cock swelling and swelling till finally it released cum into her, filling her while I ground my hips between her spasming legs. I bent to her exposed, ivory neck and fastened my lips to it and sucked. She shrieked, bucking. The sensations interrupted the rippling flow of little quaking orgasms with a stupendous jerk that became a tense pose, her body went still. She stopped breathing, completely tensed, her back bent impossibly under me, her legs were vices, welding our bodies together. My mouth on her neck marked her, pulling at her tight, porcelain skin.
Then the wave broke and her body bucked a few times and went limp. Her legs dangled for a moment and sprawled to the side, one actually draping over Vidya, who was up on one elbow, staring at us. Kiko turned to liquid, molten and viscus. I pulled at her neck and she groaned, her hips ground around my still spurting cock. My body zinged with the orgasm rampaging through me, even as the woman's spirit receded, perhaps departing her in that little death such consuming pleasure demands. It was like she turned to mercury and I could no longer hold her. She seemed ethereal and I could no longer possess her.
My orgasm ground to halt. I released her neck and glanced down at the dark bruise I left on her skin. She lay under me as though dead, but her eyes were open. Her lips moved, but that was the limit of her movement. I panted over her, wheezing and snorting as my heart sought to catch up with the backlog my body created while it focused on erecting this present pleasure, while the pleasure rioted through me.
"My god, that looked fun." Vidya said softly.
My body lost all strength. I had the option to roll to the right away from Vidya but consciously chose to fall against her body, pinching myself between her and the lithe woman beneath me. Kiko did not move. I lay over one leg. Vidya arranged it so we didn't break her thigh, moving it to lay between us. It was so slight, I barely felt it under my side. I rolled to my side, facing Vidya. I closed my eyes before I blacked out and waited to see if I could get enough air before I fainted.
We lay like that for an eon.
"God I love fucking." Kiko said finally, her voice a lisping whisper rift with amazement. "I am amazing. When I fuck someone, it is always amazing!" Then she snickered.
I had to agree but had no energy left to give it expression.
Kiko moved, pulling her leg out from under me. "I have to go. Aurora deserves to know I have left her. She'll, she'll want to taste this." She separated from us. I felt her stand, I felt her eyes one us. "Jesus, you gave me a big fucking hickey!" She said, a finger stroking her neck where I had marked her.
I had no response. I had.
I felt her leave us, padding downstairs. When she was gone, the front door crunching closed, the weather stripping making it sound like shattering potato chips, my mind came on, like a compressor on a freezer. "Shit." I said. "No audience. The bitch left before I could fuck your ass."
"No orgasm for me, either, you ass hole." Vidya growled. Her accent made me laugh.
"Can you blame me?" I asked. My eyes opened. Vidya was watching me, laying with her elbow under her head.
"Where have you been?"
I was surprised. I figured everyone would know I had been down with a back spasm. "Down with a back spasm." I said, finding my mouth was working with my brain again.
"Ah. You seem fully recovered."
For a moment, a flash of fear ran through me. From the moment I saw Kiko when I came in, I had given my back no thought. My mind asked it if it hurt and discovered it was tired but without pain. The relief at finding I could ram-fuck without pain was almost as delicious as...well, that is really not true. The orgasm I just shared with Kiko, that was heroic and finding I was not crippled by it was good but nothing near as great.
I rolled onto my back. "No audience, no ass?" I mumbled the question.
Vidya shrugged. Her disposition did not allow demonstrations of disappointment.
I heard her front door open.
I looked at Vidya. Neither of us moved.
I heard it, the sound of a shadow scraping across sandpaper. Then she appeared the wash of black hair draped over her. Kiko stood before us. Dressed now but staring at us, the two nude bodies.
"I thought you had to go." I said carefully.
Kiko's eyes flicked and found mine. "You said, you said I had to watch you do her ass." She whispered.
"Have you done the ass?" Vidya asked.
Kiko shook her head. "Aurora, she thinks its, its perverted."
"Me neither." Vidya said. She sat up. "I'll get the lube. God, I have been dreaming of this. I mean at night, asleep. I wake up thinking I peed myself, I am so wet with it." She twisted to look down at me. "I mean having your cock rammed up my boot." She rasped, her British accent giving the comment a lascivious barb that caught my imagination and pulled it open.
She struggled to her feet and padded away.
Kiko looked around. "Here?" She said softly.
I looked around, lifting my head off the futon. "Where would you suggest?"
Kiko shrugged. Her gaze found me again. "If, you, if you succeed, I mean if you get Mrs. Hines under contract, you have to take her ass. I want to be there. I want, I want to taste her while she an ass full of cock." Kiko laughed down in her chest. It sounded like a cricket wading up a newspaper. "You write that into my contract, I get to watch Aurora Hines get fucked in the ass!"
I grinned, imaging the compact little woman bent before me, bound, helpless, her ass hole gleaming with lube. I changed the picture to have Kiko under her, between her legs, feeding at her luscious pussy—I took them at their word that she tasted good.
Vidya roused me out of that reverie. She returned with two pillows and a little tube of lube. She dropped them beside me before getting casually between my legs. She took hold of my cock and began to lick it. She was not trying to be sexy, just cleaning me. She got me clean and then sucked on my flippant bit of gristle. For a few minutes, I remained soft. But Vidya did not seem daunted.
Kido sat down beside me. She pushed her hair around to her back and unbuttoned her funny blouse.
"Is that a pajama top?" I asked.
She nodded. "Yes. Why?"
"You got out in your pajamas?" I asked, amused.
She got the last button open and pulled the lapels apart. "Kiss my nipples while she sucks you." She whispered, leaning over me.
I dropped onto my back. Kiko thrust a nipple against my lips. I sucked on it.
She squeaked. She pulled away, got to her knees and bent over me again, presenting me with her other nipple. "Mark me. Mark them both." She whispered.
I felt Vidya come off my cock, now growing. She held it but I knew she was looking up my body at Kiko. I moved to the inside slope of Kiko's breast and sucked at her flesh. Kiko gasped. I felt her lean body quiver as I marked her. My cock grew in Vidya's hand. She skinned her lips down it till she was nuzzling my pubic bone with her nose. Kiko offered me her other breast. I licked the nipple and then sucked at the inner slope opposite the other hickey. I could see it, a darkness in her porcelain skin. Kiko hissed as I marked her the second, third time. When I released her, she sat back on her knees.
Vidya removed her mouth from my cock.
"Ready, Maestro?" She asked.
I sat up. The two women shifted to give me room to maneuver. I piled up the pillows and Vidya assumed the position. Before greasing her back door, I ran my hard cock into her pussy. She moaned and ground her ass back against me. I stirred her depths with my cock, cocking her creases. She shuddered and grunted, pressing her hips back against me. I shifted and pulled free. I felt Kiko's hand on my shoulder. She turned me and bent low, licking at my cock slathered with Vidya's gravy.
When she was done and sat back up. I found the lube bottle and got some onto my finger. I dabbed against Vidya's ass hole. She jerked.
"Cold." She giggled.
I filled her dimple with lube and then shoved my finger into it.
"Oh!" Vidya grunted as my finger pressed against her sphincter.
I pushed harder. Her ass resisted but I persisted till I had a couple inches of fascinated finger in her ass. I pulled back, and added lube. I pushed into her again. She grunted but this time my finger went deeper. She grunted again but this time her ass seemed to soften around my finger.
"Oh god, you're really going to fuck her ass?" Kiko spoke, breaking the panting silence around us.
I thought about Kiko's ass, lean and angular where Vidya provide a plush arrangement, all ass and cushion for the pushin'. I got to my knees and pulled Vidya's ass cheeks apart. She balanced on her chest over the pillows, reaching back to pull her ass apart. I moved up, putting my cock against the little cone of her ass.
"Oh god, Joshua." She hissed. "Do it. Bugger me. Shag my ass!" Vidya's voice was taut with anticipation.
I shoved. She shoved. Nothing happened. I pushed harder. For a moment I thought my cock was going to go soft and fold but then her ass released a bit and the head of my cock peeked into her body. She was tight, tight as Nun's pussy. The progress, though, served to enliven my cock. It hardened, heartened by the feel of Vidya's tentative surrender. I pushed harder.
"Oh Christ and his crackers!" Vidya growled. "Harder. You, uh, you, uh, you have to push harder."
I did not need instructions but did as she suggested none the less. Her ass parted, releasing its resistance till I was half planted in it. I pulled back an inch or two and then shoved, leaning over Vidya's bent, bare back. I could see her tits, bunched out beside her body. She hugged the pillows.
"Fuck her." Kiko said.
I pulled back and bumped forward, testing the woman's resistance. I did this several times. Each time, making progress deeper into Vidya's bent body.
She grunted. I pushed harder. She grunted louder. I withdrew and pistoned into her, hammering against the plush curve of her ass till it bunched up between us. Rooted in her ass, I stilled all motion. Her ass seemed alive. God, she was so tight, so arid and hot. It was nearly too tight to be believed. I lifted my weight off her back, being sure to keep my cock firmly in place in her ass. I looked over at Kiko.
"If," I groaned, "if you get to watch me take Mrs. Hines' ass, then uh then, I, then she should get to watch me do yours." I think I mumbled but Kiko's face meant I was speaking her language. I felt, rather than saw Vidya rise up below me and try to twist around to look at me. She did and I felt the added tension in her body. I could tell my orgasm was going to fall on me like the IRS on a famous tax cheat.
"You want to fuck me in the ass?" Kiko asked, wonder in her voice.
"Jesus, of course."
"No one ever even suggested that. Well, one guy did but Aurora was having none of that." Then she nodded, making her hair float about her like smoke over a fire. "You want my ass? Okay. Sure."
I came. It hit me like a foul ball hitting my nachos. Suddenly I was adding goo to Vidya's brown dirt highway. I leaned over her, my ass grinding and jerking as I came. God, it was so intense.
Vidya panted but did not move, her ass forming a perfect platform over which I could lean and fuck and come. I did all that.
When my climax threw me away, rid of me for the moment, I oozed over Vidya's back. My cock retreated and a moment later I pulled it out of her ass with a pop. I fell onto the futon.
Minutes later when I opened my eyes, Kiko was buttoning up her top.
"I am really leaving this time." She finished, bent over her knees and kissed me on the cheek. "I'll let you know when I tell Aurora and how it goes. I..." she smiled a little. "I don't know what to expect. I doubt it will be good. I, uh, I may want to hide at your house. She, Aurora Hines tends to fly into towering rages but she gets over it. She has a key to my house and I don't have the cash to change the locks."
"I could do that for you."
Kiko looked down at me. "Are you kidding? I like it when she comes over to my house and wakes me up and sits on my face. God, coming out of a deep sleep..." She bowed her head, draping her face with her black hair. "I meant, I wanted to sleep at your house. I'd, I'd be safe, I think. I could relax for a while till it became clear what I was facing."
"She doesn't have any paper on you, does she?" I asked.
"Nothing formal. She, she likes to get what she wants with her puss and mine, and Yvette's. So, no."
I nodded.
Kiko kissed my cheek again. "Thank you." She whispered. "I love cock."
"I bet you say that to all the boys."
Kiko smacked me. "Ass hole." She rose like smoke and left us. Vidya moved the pillows out of the way and lay down beside me.
"Not really my cup of tea." She mumbled. "But I think I'd like to watch it."
"That bad?" I looked at her. "I thought you were great."
She shrugged, making her tits waver on her chest. "Not bad. I, I felt full but not full enough. I think I needed a cock in the pussy too. That might be interesting."
I was silent. I had no way to manage that. Finally, after all these years, I finally confronted the need for a real wingman. I said nothing. I had nothing to say. I needed to think about this a little. But I was a loner and tended to lead people into things by myself. The two cock problem befuddled me, like the cosmic three body problem.
"Did you like being watched?"
"Not as much as I thought but, I'd come already. Maybe that took the edge off."
I waited, she seemed like there was more.
Vidya sighed. "I have the feeling there will be plenty of opportunity for audiences before my contract runs out. This, this was interesting."
I wanted to query, interesting good or interesting bad but decided to avoid the discussion. I sat up. I needed a shower but decided to go home first.
I told Vidya we'd settle accounts later and she sat up, pulled my head down and kissed me. That was all. I dressed and left, feeling vaguely guilty being unfulfilling like that but then chalked it up to long term foreplay. I realized I was walking right past Bethlynn Brazil's house.
On a whim, I walked up to the door and rang her bell, just to see if she was home. If Vidya did not know why I was out of circulation, maybe Bethlynn didn't either.
The door opened.
"Mr. Gale." Her wispy voice managed to speak without showing her lisp.
"Hi, Bethlynn, may I come in for a moment?"
She sniffed. Sniffed again and her nose crinkled. "You smell like sex." She said, although it came out "Youth thmell like seckth."
I could see why she didn't talk much.
"Come in." She said softly and stepped back. "Mr. Gale, I must tell you that am having second thoughts. Mrs. Lewis, she told me I should not be seduced by your offer. I..." she hesitated. "I want to think about it some more."
Time to call Crowley, I thought. I said, "as you like, Ms. Brazil. As you like. I have been down with a back spasm and thought I should stop by and let you know I haven't forgotten you."
"I haven't forgotten you, either, Mr. Gale." She lisped at me. She bowed her head. "I hate my voice." She whispered.
I lifted her chin and kissed her. "You have a sexy voice." I said.
She smiled. I left her then and walked home. I went right in and showered, then to the office. I found a curious email.



I had an account that I used to contact Crowley, completely outside the company infrastructure, the one link of Joshua Gale to my Alan Livingston world. It was this account I used to carry on discussions about the Fucking Investment. I used the alias, "Upton". When he contacted me, it was as "Tarleton" and this email was from the same. It read: Yes, blond bombshell would be perfect. Subject eager to make arrangements. Contract? Terms? Let me know." It was signed, Tarleton.
I stared at the email, utterly confused. For half an hour, I searched through the archives, looking for other emails. Finally, I called Crowley. I asked him about that. He agreed that something was wrong, acknowledging he was surprised that I was discussing things in such clear terms. He said I had sent several in a series about providing sexual initiation to virgins. He indicated that he thought it peculiar to discuss such a concept. I asked him to send me copies of the rest of the thread and he agreed. I got them minutes later.
From my account there was a thread of emails sent over the last week or ten days. It expressed a desire for Crowley to see if there was a market for "virgin services" where virgins were handed off to "the good graces of experienced women." They went back and forth on the subject discussing how such services would work. Finally, "I" requested he do some quick and dirty market research.
Crowley (Tarleton) had come back saying he'd check. Three days later he said he had some interest but had not gotten replies to all inquiries. That was in response to a terse request for an update from "me". A day later, another appeared. It read: "Have more replies. Lots of interest. Virgin Services has legs. Particular one. Woman, with son in college, virgin, loves the idea of using MILF to acclimate boy to sex. Wish particulars? She is eager to make deal. Lovely idea. Regards, Tarleton."
I had answered with this: "Lovely. Have perfect woman in mind, blond bombshell, very experienced, eager to please. Perfect for virgin you reference. Get particulars. See if this woman would be acceptable." I signed it, apparently, but this one had a picture attached. I opened it and stared at a semi-nude picture of Jennifer Simpson.
I felt both relief and chagrin. Relief that I was not being hacked. Chagrin that Jennifer had helped herself to my email. Beyond that, she clearly had insight into the workings of my move on Holdingsfield. I sat for a while, jittery and nervous. The money bothered me, yes, but what bothered me the most was the feeling of having an interloper in my house and how easily she had accomplished it. It threatened to undermine everything I was doing.
No, that was not exactly right. It was not like I was being all that coy. To do what I did, know what I know, I had to be checking up on these women. They were not stupid, by now they surely understood that. I was not truly compromised, particularly since there was no reference whatsoever to my "Livingston" identity or indeed to Sharon.
My phone rang. It was John Sawyer asking if I cared to buy him supper. He said it would be eleven or so before he could show me Mrs. Lewis' method of making cash, and then stated the obvious that he could not buy me supper since he was stone broke. I thought it was a curious offer but I had not been out for a long time and being out with another guy who was not really doing business with Allan Livingston or wishing to do some, that was fairly unique in itself. Usually I went out with a woman whose body was destined to be plundered and turned every way but loose. I agreed to buy him supper and he said he'd pick the place and pick me up, he could still afford gas. A little.
I thought he was laying it on a little thick but my phone rang again and it was Sharon this time.
"You can't, we can't just pimp them out." She started.
"Hello to you to." I mumbled.
"You can't just make hookers of them." She said.
"I know. Are you saying that me fucking them, that is enough?" I glanced through my office door and did not see Jennifer. A chill ran down my spine, realizing that suddenly I did not, could not trust her. I got up and shut my door and went to stand by the window, close to the drapes so my voice would be absorbed into the curtains.
"I don't know." Sharon said.
I could tell she was bothered by something. I explained to her Liza's idea and she listened and seemed to think that made sense. "You cannot expect then to think they can work off their debt by fucking you, just you. Like you say, it would take years and put you in your grave, a puddle of cum, a circle of hair and nothing else."
I still had not heard why Sharon called. All our lives, she seemed to have something else on her mind and I could tell when it was getting to her. I was glad she didn't like poker. She would have lost her shirt, her bra and her panties.
"I had an idea." She said finally. "Auctions."
"Auctions?"
"We sell leases. We have a big party. We invite a big list. We put the women of Holdingsfield into a catalog and we sell leases. You know, like we were arranging mistresses for them. Whoever. They buy the lease and if it covers your outlay, then you make it open ended. If not, then you calculate how long they have to participate and that's that."
I turned that over in my mind. The idea of fucking all the women in one community had sounded good as revenge but the practicalities were more involved. We needed a story, an excuse that would let me fuck them all, without making any of them suspicious, at least not enough to try to look deeper. Sharon's revenge, that would be the thing they would not suspect. "It is a good story." I said. I figured if I could sell it to Liza...the rest would buy it. It wasn't significantly different from what we had discussed already. Still money for pussy as the basic principle. The Holdingsfield hookers. It kept coming back to that.
"I have another thought. What about using them for virgin services?"
"Virgin Services? Sounds like that airline's catering business."
"I know but listen. What if we fenced them to people with grown boys, adults, who were still virgins. They could get their son's fucked without making it necessary to find and use a hooker. These women, they might be bitches but they might actually cotton to doing a virgin a service." As I talked, I liked the idea better.
"I'll think about it." Sharon said. "That might be interesting."
"I think I might need to try it, just to see. I, I might need to get one of them out of the way for a while."
We rang off. I stood staring out at the lawn and wall of the yard, thinking. I called Crowley. I told him the email was compromised and to be sure not to hand off anything in it that was related to Livingston. I told him I needed to get cameras put into the house but had to work out when and how to do it. I didn't tell him why, or where the trouble was. I needed to be sure that I wasn't being hacked. I was pretty sure my sex object was twiddling me but I had to be absolutely sure, sure that no one else was fiddling with my email account. I did have things to hide.
A key recorder on the computer would not help. I needed a camera to tell me for certain that Jennifer was the culprit. Otherwise, I might be being hacked and she was getting the blame, or the credit. Given the virgin services idea, there was credit to be had. It occurred to me that it could easily be her fantasy to seduce and tutor a virgin from her comely back. I had no evidence but nothing contradicted it either. What I needed was visual proof that she was using my computer, that she knew my passwords and the like.
I went and took a shower. I had arranged for John to pick me up at seven. By the time I was ready and waiting, I had decided. I needed a camera system but I needed to do it without anyone suspecting. I called Crowley to get him thinking about that and also, my mind on John and Eve Sawyer, I asked him to verify the close out of John's business. I was ready for a night out.
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The Sister, the Schizo, the Aunt and the Savant
Morning arrived for me as a ghost. The dour days were gone and the year dawned with bright sunlight that hurt my eyes. I closed my eyes, feeling the moment. My stomach growled. Happy fucking New Year. That sounds more surly than I mean it.
I felt pretty good. I confess I had a niggling reservation about my conviction that being passive with D. Debra Hamilton would result in getting my wick wet. I was playing a waiting game and if last night was any indication, I was behind on the scoreboard.
My general count, however, was pretty good. Oh, counting is déclassé. Numbers count. I was getting plenty of high quality pussy. I guess that was why I could be patient with D. Debra Hamilton. I certainly was not letting her behavior bother me. It was a game, she was winning but it was a long way from over. I play the long game, its good to be long.
I woke and lay thinking these things. I rolled out of bed and trickled downstairs. I had a banana. I padded around, looking for Tawney or my other two sisters. I found the house completely empty but for me. I remembered finally that Dalia and Georgia had left early. I was muzzy. I felt light-headed. Something about last night energized me, my body I mean. My mind reeled from seeing D. Debra Hamilton eating my sister.
It felt wrong but I was still in that vast no-man's land where anything D. Debra Hamilton did seemed fine to me. I mean, I knew better but I wanted it to be fine, wanted her to do all the things that made me happy or made me feel wonderful and I still thought that if I did the same thing for her, she would return the favor. When you find someone like that, keep her but know that most people, male and female do not behave that way.
This was the lesson D. Debra Hamilton was teaching me and the one I was learning. I did not know that at the time though it has become perfectly clear since. I was evolving and D. Debra was helping me. You rarely understand life's lessons till after the fact; you get the test and the understanding follows...if you survive. I still thought that we were fated to be together, despite my deviation from the normal romance, with Mrs. Bickerstaff, Ellen Collier, and my two sisters.
Okay, there is nothing normal about that sort of romance. That is my super power, maybe, forgetfulness, like a good pitcher or quarterback or goalie. I could bring all my energy to the woman within arm's length regardless of what was going on in the rest of my life.
I heard my phone ringing. It was upstairs on my dresser. I bounded up to get it and caught it ringing. D. Debra was calling. Speak of the devil and the devil appears...or think, or dream. It all works.
"I fucked your friend. Chris? Was that his name? Where did you go? He finished quick and I went downstairs to find you, his cum running down my leg..." she giggled. "I wanted you to see my racing stripes." She giggled again. She seemed perfectly at ease. "Where did you go?"
"Home." I said, feeling slightly guilty at the half truth, but then I was never going to tell D. Debra I was doing my sisters...was I? The thought made my teeth hurt.
"Why? I wanted to dance with you, the first in the new year." She hissed a little. "No matter. Listen, Sonny, I think I have an idea. It would be fun. I realized last night that there is something missing in our relationship."
She stopped and I waited, once more brainwashed of any thoughts of my own. All my mind contained was the image of her naked, broad ass, her hour-glass back, and my sister's legs dangling off the bed on each side of her. After a prolonged silence I managed, "Oh?"
"Dick. Sonny, I miss Richard. I miss riding a cock while I am coming. I miss the feeling of a man's cum squishing around inside me and then bubbling out when I walk, oozing out and running into my hose and making it cold. I miss that fresh fucked feeling."
My heart flip-flopped. This was the moment I had counted on, that I had waited for. My chest felt like it was going to burst I was so proud of myself. I knew it! I knew she would come around and want to ride the Roger with me.
"I think I should fuck all of your friends."
Her words stabbed me in the ear and ran all the way through my head. My chest did burst and then collapsed. I couldn't breathe. The disappointment nearly overwhelmed me. I was a putz but worse, I knew I was a putz and the worst of it all, I was only a putz around D. Debra. She had ensorcelled me, I was bewitched, enchanted, hexed, caught in a pussy web I could not escape.
I give myself credit. I was suddenly calm, deflated, embarrassed at being so ebullient and then immediately so wrong so quickly. I gave myself a pass. My thought in that moment was this: What can I expect when I am in love?
D. Debra was speaking. My ears put a hold on it till my mind was ready to process what she was saying and then let me catch up.
"Thursday, four o'clock. Thurston's. You know Thruston's? Very high class, so you probably don't. I only go in there when I need the perfect dress for a special occasion. I have a fantasy about fucking a guy I don't know in there, in the dressing room. They are really very nice places. I go there and just sit sometimes. I smoked a jay in there one time, just to be...well, that doesn't matter. Meet me at four o'clock on Thursday. Bring one of your friends and I will fuck him. Not Chris. He doesn't count as strange dick any more." She stopped talking and just like that my phone gleeped.
I looked at it. It was Landon. Fuck me. What timing? Like the fucker was volunteering to fuck my...the thought stuck in my brain. I had fucked his girl, hadn't I? Almost behind his back? Was it karma that my girl wanted to fuck him? My mind seized on the phrase "my girl". If I was not fucking her and she was fucking my friends, is she still "my girl"? My next thought was that I was not exactly keeping the trouser monster in the zipper pen so what was I to her? There was the question. What he to Hecate or Hecate to him?
My phone gave up or Landon did.
"Sonny? Sonny? Are you there?"
Deedee's voice sounded a little worried, plaintive. I liked that. It suggested she was testing me and was at least a tiny bit unsure of herself, of her suggestion.
"Four o'clock. Did you get that? Thursday. See you then."
"I got it but..." She was gone. I took my phone away from my ear and stared at it. I wanted to object but could not think of a way to do so without letting her slip free the bonds and leave me. I didn't want that but I no longer felt trapped by her spell.
Suddenly, I liked the idea of handing her over to my friends. If she wanted to fuck but didn't want to fuck me, it made a sort of twisted sense to provide her the dick she was denying herself, even if it wasn't mine. I'd have some investment in the exchange. I felt twisted, then, utterly alien to my own sense of my own identity. What a strange world I lived in. I resolved to give her to my friends as a fair exchange but for what? I puzzled over that for a while before I realized I was standing in the living room staring at nothing.
I went up and washed Georgia off me. By the time I was dried off and had changed the sheets on my bed, the rack monster ambushed me and I crawled between clean sheets and fell into the dark crevasse, or maybe I was pushed. The last few days caught up with me.
I woke but my eyes remained closed. My cock was hard. I lay on my back. The thrill of an erection fluttered into wistfulness, wishing I could remember the dream that so inspired such healthy wood I must have been good! I have to admit I was beginning to think my cock was superhuman, plumbing the depths of human endurance as I was. Something had awakened me but I kept my eyes closed, thinking I had neglected to call Landon back. The thought fled me in the next moments.
I felt a breeze and then a fingers lifted my lolling cock, straightening it. Lips kissed the head. A wet, live tongue wrapped around the helmet, swabbing my clean cock. The lips clasped the end and she kissed it, sucking gently on the bullet end before sucking it deep into furnace of her mouth.
I shuddered with the pleasure. I knew it was female because I felt breasts on my knees.
I opened my eyes. The head bobbed under the sheet. The dark green sheet left no hint of who was sucking my cock. I admit I cannot tell one blow job from the other, though I have not had much opportunity to do a robust comparison. I take them when they are offered and with thanks, appreciation and sincere delight. The gift horse and her mouth and all.
Her head emerged from under the sheet. Tawny lifted the sheet, crawled over me and knelt athwart me while she felt between her legs for my cock. With me carefully in hand, she connected it to her pussy and slowly sank down onto me. She sighed softly. Once mounted, she began to rock, shifting her hips back and forth.
Her head was turned to the side, the sweep of her auburn hair half-covered her face, one eye fluttered as she ground her body down onto me. She jerked back to front when my hands found her hips. I began to help, arching under her, ramming up as she ground down.
"Good morning." My sister whispered.
"What are you doing here?" I asked.
"I live here," she groaned and bent forward, placing her hands on my chest, her hips rocking with greater urgency. For a while she fucked me, her moaning reticent, wordless, eyes fluttering with the pleasure our connection sparked in her and passed to me through the conduit of my cock. Up my spine, to my sizzling brain, captivated by her feeling, the heedless need. She wore a long sleeved white sweater with a green skirt, plaid, like she had mugged a Scotsman and taken his kilt. Knee socks covered her lower legs where they clasped me along the side of my hips. The inner flesh of her thighs burned me as she rode me.
"What are you doing here?" I asked again, panting now, because I was arching my back to thrust up into her.
Her eyes flickered open and she gazed down on me. The sweetness usually lolling there was replaced by a rapacious pleasure. "Fucking my brother." She whispered. "Oh god, Sonny, you feel so good inside me like this."
She leaned over me lowering her face in a smooth descent like cold honey pouring out of a Mason jar. Her lips touched mine and her body became still. She kissed me like it was a virgin's first taste, the flashing sensations of her enveloping body roared through me, her legs clinched me between them, holding me while she kissed me. Her mouth opened and her breath blew over my face. Her breasts brushed me with the white sweater, tickling me with a new, rougher sensation. I pulled the sweater out of the waist of her skirt and snaked my hands underneath then up her sides to find her breasts. She sighed as I clasped them over the bra. She sat up, looking down her body at the knobby shape of my hands on her tits.
She gigged half-heartedly, like she was embarrassed. "Fucking my bother! God, how did we end up like this?" She closed her eyes and dropped her head back, exposing her neck to me like a lioness conceding herself to the the king of the jungle. Her pussy clinched down on my cock and I twitched up under her. My sister groaned and then returned to her ride, rocking her hips to create the fire in her body, lighting her fire with my erect match.
She stopped again.
I almost protested but then she began to squeeze my cock with her pussy, clamping down and relaxing. Her face took on a look of concentration.
"Oh Christ!" I finally groaned as her pussy rippled lasciviously up and down my cock.
Her eyes opened and she grinned down at me. "Feels good?"
"God, yes. Don't stop this time."
She stopped. Fucking bitch. What do you expect from an older sister; they just don't like even the slightest hint of being bossed around.
"I talked to Mom this morning. She, uh, she says happy New Year." Suddenly she began to hammer herself onto my cock, sprinting into a full drive towards an orgasm that appeared out of nothing. After a dozen hammering pumps of my cock into her, she tensed, she squealed, she jerked, she clinched her eyes closed and stopped breathing, just for a heartbeat. Then her body bucked and she wilted.
My cock did not wilt. When I arched under her, she gasped and lay down on me, kissing the side of my face and neck, nibbling at my ears and panting, her hot breath scorching my skin.
I moved my hands to her ass, clasping her tightly as the orgasm rippled through her body.
"Oh god, again? I, I must have come two dozen times since you left last night." Tawny struggled to her elbows, her face close to my face. "Your girl Debra does like eating pussy overflowing with cum. She sucked Chris hard and fucked him and then sent him to me, at least a couple times. Then she ate me and ate me and ate me. God, oh God, Sonny, I think I might like having my pussy eaten, at least by her. I came and came and came. It was so luscious, having his cock in me and then her mouth, God, I am drunk with just the memory of it." She lifted her head from beside mine and kissed me again, hard on the mouth. Her lips were alive, pulsing against mine while her hot breath burned me.
Her monologue resumed. "I think Deedee fucked up your buddy. He, he was terribly upset about fucking her, particularly after I told him you haven't fucked her yet. He, he thinks you'll be furious with him."
I snorted. "I fucked his mom and both of his aunts and he is worried about one teasing blond?"
Tawny smacked me on the shoulder. My hard cock thrust deep in her reacted and she squeaked. "Don't put it that way. He, it is sweet that he is upset. Hey, wait, you fucked his aunts? You didn't mention that!" She glared at me and I glared right back. She was sitting on my cock, how upset could I get? "He is trying to figure out how to tell me that he is boning his mother. God, I got so turned on thinking about him and his mom." Tawny left the sentence dangling.
I thought she was going to ask and almost prompted her to do so, eager to arrange that for her. Her mind had skittered in another but similar direction.
"I spoke to Georgia, I mean, Dalia really." She lifted up, to sit down firmly onto my cock again, wiggling her ass to touch as many nooks of her cranny as possible. "That is why I am here. They, uh, uh, uh, they called from the airport. Their flight was delayed. They, she, they, she..."
"Which is it?" I asked but Tawny had found some part of her pussy that reacted to cock and seemed determined to grind that little bit of lovely real estate onto the end of my cock till she came again.
"They, they said I could fuck you while they were gone if, if if...oh god!"
She came without me again. Her hips rolled over me, like a boat on high seas, riding the waves, cresting and crashing down, impaling herself hard onto my cock before grinding us together. Over and over again, her face twisted and her shoulders hunched while her body jerked and bucked. This was no way to have a conversation but she had permission to fuck me and she seemed determined to make the best of it.
She orgasmed again. And again. And again. Riding me while using me like a dildo, grunting as the pleasure fountained in her, a parody of my little, frustrated fountain consumed by the maw of her body, insatiable and silken. Finally she halted all motion. I thrust up once but her hands turned to claws on my chest.
"Don't, oh god, don't. I think I'll lose my mind if I come again." She twisted and moved off of me.
I felt distinctly neglected.
"I, I thought, I thought I could do it like that but, but, god I am crazy with lust. The more sex I get, the more I want it. If Dalia hadn't called, I'd be fucking Chris, trying to figure out some way to get him to get his mother to join us! After Debra introduced me to, to, to that, I seem to be fixated on Mrs. Wills and her sweet mouth." Tawny grunted out a guttural laugh. "Her sweet mouth? See what you have done to me?"
"Me?" I asked, feeling distinctly under appreciated and unjustly used.
She had rolled onto her back beside me, twisting the covers around her and off of me. The house was cold and I wanted a little cover back again. My cock glistened with her coating in the chill but refused to retreat. I got to my knees beside my sister's legs. She looked up at me through half-close eyes, knees splitting wide to accommodate me. I moved between her open legs once more. Her arms stretched over her head as I entered her again.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me."
I sank into her bubbling pussy. "Tell me what you have to say." I said, halting my descent into mindless pleasure at half way, half descended but enveloped by full pleasure.
Tawny arched under me, taking the rest of my cock into her body. With her hands over her head, she held the pose for only a few moments before plopping back to the bed. "Nova, she wants what Mom got. She, she wanted me to ask you, to, you know, arrange for your friends to do her." Tawny turned her head to the side as I pumped up and down between her legs. She lay still, accepting my cock into her body, letting me search for my own little climax.
I felt there was more to be said. Not by me, by my sister, so I waited, that is, I didn't say anything. My cock continued to rub a dub dub in her tri-fabulous tub.
After a few deep, slow strokes, Tawny looked back up at me, turning her head to fix her eyes on me. "Dalia, Dalia said, she said she wanted it too. All of them, at once, one after the other like Mom did." My sister hunched her hips up under me, enveloping my down-stroke with her liquid pussy. "Oh god, Sonny, fuck me hard." Her voice seemed to drift about us, soft and demanding at once.
I hammered her hard, finally grasping her ass and ramming my cock into her with short, trenchant strokes. I was panting and groaning when finally my orgasm overflowed, flooding down into my beautiful sister. A wave of intense emotion rifled through me and I think into her. I think she felt it too because when I lifted up to kiss her, she lifted her head to seal her lips to mine and we kissed intensely while I filled her with my cum, hunching between her legs while her body seethed around me.
When the jagged climax had run its course, I collapsed onto her. She held me off her chest with her hands, pushing up at my shoulders so she could breath. I lay as dead on her, between her splayed legs.
"Sonny, Sonny? Heavy." She grunted.
I got my elbows under me, releasing her tight little ass. I rocked to the side and she lifted that knee up beside me. My cock slipped out of her well-oiled pussy.
"I want it too. We, we all do. That, that was what Dalia called to ask, if, if I thought it would be okay. You know, to fuck your friends."
"I am sure they would be happy to fuck you." I grunted. My mind was not working because it was only later that the complications of this concept suggested themselves. I was merely thinking of Tawny's pussy while a cock was working its way into her ass. She'd go fucking ape shit.
"You, you don't mind? I mean, you don't think its a bad idea?"
"Of course its terrible idea but so is fucking me. I'd say you were quite a ways out of bounds already. Fucking my friends will hardly make matters worse." I moved over her boundary leg and lay beside her, now hopelessly tangled in the sheets. Tawny lay beside me still fully dressed except for the absence of panties, but thoroughly and delightfully mussed.
"That's what Mom said. More or less."
I tried to sit up but could not, I could only speak my shock. "You told Mom you fucked me?"
"Well, not exactly. I told her Nova wanted to fuck your friends. All she said was she thought she'd have fun. Georgia, I mean. Mom said, she said she'd probably enjoy being airtight. That was how she said it, Georgia would enjoy being airtight. Then she asked what I thought about it. I'd asked her first but I told her anyway. I said I wanted it if Nova got it. I wanted it too. Mom just laughed and then she had to go."



I struggled again and this time sat up and looked down on my sister, her tits standing tall in the plush white sweater. "You told mom about us? That we were all..." I could not finish.
Tawny looked up at me and her face changed to reflect the growing knowledge that maybe she had made a mistake. She nodded. "I figured, since you and she, that you, I, she didn't seem to care and you said you thought her reason for leaving was to leave us the room to..." She stumbled to a stop. She shook herself and looked me precisely in the eye. "Yes, yes I told her. I asked what she thought about you handing your sisters over to your friends and all she said was that you and your friends treated her and the other MILF's quite well. She said she had no regrets." Tawny stopped there and stared up at me, that little edge of defiance in her look she gets when she is daring someone to argue with her. She can be as stubborn as Georgia, she just doesn't get accused of it as much.
I shrugged. I confess I had visions of doing a sister and a mother together and I liked it. Okay, again. I reviewed doing Georgia and Mom and thought that adding Dalia and Tawny to the mix would make...a...a better mix? Tawny struggled with the sheets and finally untangled herself.
"I am exhausted. Horny but exhausted. I am going to shower and flush out my pussy since D. Debra is not here to do it for me...could you call her and ask her to come eat me again? I am finding that I rather like the feeling of a woman sucking on my vagina after a good fucking." She made a face and flounced out of my room, pulling off the sweater as she did so, showing me her bra-strapped back.
I lay there for a moment but my phone rang. I picked it up and saw that it was Mrs. Rossini calling.
"Hello?" I said softly. I don't now why I was whispering but I did.
"Sonny?"
"Tasha." I responded.
Silence.
"Hello? Tasha?"
"Sonny, listen I think, I think I may have a problem. Sonny, I think my sister is having sex with Brent."
I could not help myself. I just couldn't miss the opportunity to tweak her nose. "Jealous?" I asked.
I did not expect the long and humid silence. When Mrs. Rossini spoke, I realized she had taken time to regain her composure but from what, I could not tell. I could only guess and all my guesses were lascivious. She ignored my question like I had just said it in my own mind. Perhaps I did.
"I don't know for certain, Sonny, but I, I think they might be having sex. She, Norma, you remember Norma, my sister, right?"
I nodded. Everybody remembers Aunt Norma. The last time I saw her several years ago she was lithe, with honey brown hair but breasts that easily rivaled that of her sister, making them appear much larger since she is a smaller woman than Natasha. She flirted with Brent's friends, me too since I am one of his friends and several times invaded the basement to play poker with us and even share a beer or two, even when we were far too young to be drinking beer. She favored tight sweaters that made her breasts look like storefront signage, advertising something clear and unmistakable. Jesus, she made window shopping seem sexy. When she shot pool, though, she tended to wear loose blouses that draped open as she bent over the pool table making us all pool-rude, standing across the table from her as she lined up a shot so we could stare at the cleavage she dangled before us. Oh yes, I remembered Aunt Norma.
"How does that mean that you made a mistake?" I felt Natasha's hesitation. She overcame it with explanation but it lurked like a stalker, so I waited through her matter-of-fact explanation.
"She has been having trouble, you know she married, right? He was...I don't mean to disparage the guy but he was not that bright and Norma was never dumb. She looked dumb and guys always wanted her to be dumb but she never cottoned to that sort of thing. If a guy couldn't handle a smart woman, she handled him. She found that she could fuck and leave a guy just like they could a woman. She always argued that all is fair in sex, love and war. Anyway, she finally left the guy and came here, right before Christmas. She was a mess for a few days and I, well, I guess I seemed happier than usual and when she noticed, just to distract her I had to tell her something, didn't I?"
Even I knew that was not a real question and waited for the rest.
"I told her about, well, about you and I. Not, I, well I told her that you and I were having an affair. I said you told me you loved MILFs and that you had several you were keeping happy."
I waited, all true so far. "So, what's the problem?" I asked, but then as the words sprang into life, I felt how stupid they were.
"I, well I had kept it up with Brent. You know, when she went to sleep, I'd slip into his room for a little romp and then go to bed. I made sure she had a bourbon or two before so she didn't pay any attention. But then, then she noticed that 'glow' she said, that I was glowing like I was getting laid, even with hubby off at the coast doing his girlfriend or girlfriends. I, I could not tell her I was having sex with my own son...?"
I heard the question so I leapt screaming into the fire. "Why not? Maybe she'd join you? Brent would love to do both of you, I expect." I heard Mrs. Rossini gasp. I waited for her denial but nothing came. No protest, no umbrage, no objection. Silence.
Holy shit! I thought. Aunt fucking Norma!
After a while, with Natasha panting into the phone, I wondered what was happening on that end. "Oh god, Sonny, oh god. I, I told her I was having an affair with you." She said it like a confession, apparently forgetting she'd blurted it out at the beginning. "She, when I told her, Norma wanted all the details and, and I had to make up some things. I, I used fantasies and they were pretty good. I, told her about your love of my ass and that sort of thing. She, I think it made her horny. I know it did me. God, after she went to bed Christmas eve I went in and fucked Brent twice. I wanted to curl up and wake up every hour and fuck him again. I didn't. I didn't though I wanted to."
She stopped and I waited. I fiddled with my hard cock. I was imagining Aunt Norma naked, sucking on my cock or Tasha naked and sucking on my cock while her sister watched.
"I want you to come over and, so, come over and have me so she can catch us." Natasha's voice had gotten really small. "I mean, she should catch us in bed and then, maybe, maybe you can get her to join us."
"Oh, Mrs. Rossini, that is mighty generous of you but I don't think that is right. Me doing two women at the same time? Two sisters? Two beautiful sisters who love to fuck and have great tits and full asses and did I mention they love to fuck? I really shouldn't."
Silence. "Fuck you, Sonny. I mean it. This is difficult for me."
"For you? What? Offering up your sister to me? Why is that so different after what you did with me and Brent and the guys?"
More silence. "I, you are going to make me say it?"
Oh, now the light goes on. Mrs. Rossini thought I had just been fucking with her. She apparently missed my sarcasm but now I realize she was far ahead of me and I felt embarrassed for being slow on the uptick. Then, thank god, I hesitated and considered that maybe I was wrong and this sort of thing should not be taken for granted. Rather than going the full monty, I went shallow, just to see if she'd follow me into the deep end, if it was deep.
"Oh, you mean you want to watch me have sex with your sister? Why is that such a big deal?" I shivered, hoping I was wrong, that I wasn't in a wading pool. Mrs. Rossini spoke and the bottom dropped out from under my feet.
"No, Sonny." She sounded exasperated. "I want to have sex with my sister. I want to taste her before and after you fuck her. I want it all. Then I want to feel you inside of her, while I kiss her and then kiss her while you are inside of me. I want to suck on her breasts and then taste her to see if I can make her come. I want to see if she will taste me. She, she always brags of being sexually adventurous and mocks me for always taking every dick on my back. I want her to see that I am plenty adventurous." Mrs. Rossini panted to a stop. She breathed heavily into the phone and I felt like I was getting an obscene phone call. I was.
"Oh." I said, sheepish in tone and feeling.
"Oh? Oh? Is that all you have to say?"
I scrambled for new words. "Okay. Fine. What do you want me to do?"
"I want you to arrange it?"
"Wait a tick. You, you said you thought she was doing Brent? How would that work? Me, getting into the middle of it?" Again I proved slow, understanding her intent after I had asked the question.
She explained for me, validating my suspicions. "I want to keep her away from Brent, Sonny. Surely you understand that. If you fuck her and me, perhaps she will leave Brent alone."
I did understand, I just didn't want to.
"I am in love with my son, Sonny and that is your doing. If my sister starts in with him and he..."
I heard her choking back a sob. "Natasha Rossini, stop it. What the hell are you thinking? That you and Brent are going to be boyfriend and girlfriend and go down to the soda shop for a malted milk? You're his mother! You are fucking your son! Do you really think that Brent is never going to look at another woman?"
This silence was really silent, painful and tense, like she was holding her breath. I was definitely holding mine.
"Oh Sonny, what am I going to do?"
"Hang up. Forget we had this conversation."
"I want you to, to, to do to her what you boys did to me. I want you to give that to her. The bitch will enjoy it but, but then she won't try to take Brent away from me!"
I groaned. This was getting out of hand. "Natasha, darling, let me think about it."
"But she is going over to Landon's with Brent, to watch football." Tasha was whining now, almost weeping. "I am not invited. Norma invited herself. What if they have sex?"
Okay, I had no answer to that except my own woody and its implied jealousy. Once again I was thankful that my phone was not a full video phone. "You already told her we were having an affair?"
"Yes?" Weepy voice.
"And what did she say to that?"
"At first, she didn't believe me. But then she asked for all those details. Like she wanted to know everything and I told her as much as I could. I, she asked about the other MILFs, you know, I mentioned I was just one of your women, like you were a real Lothario. She seemed fascinated that I would continue an affair with a man whom I knew to be having sex with someone else, I mean another woman. She pressed for details. I told her about, about Mrs. Wills, not by name! But you know, how she is for you? How she likes to serve, you know on her knees all the time, and likes to be used. Brent tells me things, when he, while we...I told Norma about it, the details, about Laura. More than I should have because I think she thinks that since I am getting mine, I may not notice if she goes after Brent."
A reasonable idea, I thought but I could not say that to her. "Maybe she is after Landon?" After I said that I realized though it might comfort Mrs. Rossini, it posed some distinct difficulties for us guys. What if she was after one of the other guys? Given the current configuration of pussy and prick, another Aunt in the mix would confuse things more. I felt the familiar vertigo of being out of control of the situation and renamed it the thrill of the challenge to get my feet back under me.
"You think? Is that possible?"
"I do. If, if she knows you are doing me, she might be inclined to take a ride on The Pole and Young railroad for herself. Maybe she is not as perverted as you and would never think of doing her nephew." I held my breath, uncertain if I had made things worse or not.
"That makes a sort of sense. I, I feel better. I am glad I called you but I, I do think you should come and, you know, have sex with me so she knows that part of my story is true."
"You are such a charmer. What a romantic proposition. Of course, Mrs. Rossini, I would be pleased to come over and fuck you."
"Not now." She missed my sarcasm. I nearly missed it, well, my dick missed it entirely. Visions of Mrs. Rossini's tits danced in my head. I heard her raspy, throaty voice gasping for me to fuck her and I swear I tasted the tang of her pussy on my lips.
"I know. Shit, I have another call. I'll, I'll come over sometime and surprise you."
"Bye, but Sonny, don't take this wrong but you won't replace Brent. He is my son and it is something special between us, having him between my legs, ramming me full of his cock. God I love..."
"I get the picture, Natasha." Her tone worried me. I switched to the other line but I was too late. The 'missed call' notice appeared. Landon had called again. I checked back and found Natasha was gone so I automatically redialed Landon.
He answered the first ring.
"Sonny, my man!" He sounded like Sammy, full of bonhomie and ebullience...there's that word again. Landon was never ebullient. I was immediately suspicious. "Football, my place. Right now. Come on over! I have eats and beer. I meant to arrange this earlier and...I got distracted. Can you come over? Now, I mean."
Something was wrong, seriously wrong. I could hear it in his voice. Landon may work the angles but he rarely if ever just lied to anyone. He stuck to the truth but used it in surprising ways, often thinking past the immediate present to consequences and using them now to get what he wanted before they even appeared. That was why, in most things, we ended up following his lead. In that moment, I had a tiny epiphany. When it came to pussy, Landon was pedestrian. I outshone him.
I was so proud but then I thought of Thursday, four o'clock and I was less proud. More sheepish, because I was tasting the question of Landon, if he would like to fuck D. Debra Hamilton. He spoke first, delaying my question.
"Sonny? You there?"
I was not getting ahead of my conversations this morning. I responded and agreed to go over. I ran through a shower, my mind a smear of disconnected thoughts. My train of thought had turned into a train wreck. I just let it flow and concentrated on getting my pants on right side to, and getting the right foot in the right shoe, the left in the one that was left. I peeked in on Tawny before I left. She was dead to the world, her tits balanced at the edge of the blanket while she slept. I resisted the temptation they offered and left.
I pulled up to the Clark house. It was more a mansion than any of the rest of us lived in; nice but not big enough for a butler. I did not even knock. Sammy's car was parked in front of the four car garage. At the door, I realized I was thinking he had picked up Chris and I confronted the fact that Chris had likely fucked my sister last night. The fact that I fucked her first clouded my mind, more, so I was standing there with my hand on the door handle when the door opened in front of me.
Landon stood there. He looked frazzled. I saw it immediately. He was hyper, like he was on something.
"Dude, Sonny, come in, come in. Don't stand out there in the cold!" He pulled me inside and slammed the door.
I could hear the game, fans screaming in the living room.
"My dad is in Europe." Landon said.
I wondered why but was so utterly discombobulated that I could not form the words to ask why he had said so.
"Come on. We are starting the new year with Vodka shooters and beer chasers. We were waiting for you."
He stood looking at me, like his operating system was lagging. I, on the other hand heard Brent's voice and my mind shifted to Aunt Norma and her presence in the next room. My cock stirred as visions of her tits danced past me, like mountains seen in the distance from a moving train. Landon twitched and was back.
"Come on in." He said loudly.
I followed him into the house and saw for the first time in a long time the table where I first fucked Kyla Clark. My cock got hard, the nostalgic prick. It is embarrassing to walk into a room full of guys and have your cock smarten up. I blamed it all on Aunt Norma who curiously was not there.
Chris wasn't there.
"Where's Chris." I asked. I think I asked darkly because everyone looked at me and stopped talking. I say everyone, Sammy and Brent looked at me and stopped talking. Landon just shrugged.
"I have the vodka in the freezer. I'll get it."
"Where's Chris?" I asked again.
Landon stopped and went still. Jesus, there was something wrong with this guy. He got completely still, like Brad Pitt in Thirteen Monkeys. He was hyper then still, then hyper again.
"Don't know. Called him. Left a message. Twice. No. Thrice. Three times. Called him twice, no, three time. No answer. Left a message finally. He'll call back. I'll go get the vodka. We can start without him. Dad gave me a bottle of Russian vodka, not imported, from Russia. Cyrillic and everything. I have to get it. We can start without him."
Landon went to the kitchen, opened the fridge then slammed it shut. He looked at me grinning. "It's in the basement. Back in a sec." He went to the basement door and jiggled the handle, got it open and disappeared.
I looked at Brent and Sammy. "Fuck me, what is wrong with this picture."
"I know." Brent agreed. "Do you think he is on something?"
I looked at him. "Where's your Aunt?" I asked, hesitating to elaborate in case Natasha was right about them.
"She...Mom called you? She went shopping or something with Mom. Maybe breakfast. I left after they did so, so..."
I waved him off. No need to complicate matters. I breathed a little sigh and looked at Sammy.
Sammy was not smiling. He looked worried, eyes on Brent. "He is lying about something. He is not the actor that Chris is. He is lying through his fucking teeth about something. Not the kind of digital lie that is easy to catch. Nope, this is a lie of content that is revealed in style."
I stared at Sammy. Shit. He was different too. He was not smiling. He looked tense. Why should he look tense? He had gotten his knob shined a couple days earlier. That made no sense. He seemed calm, collected, somber...well, somber for him. Shit, I lit on the difference, Sammy was acting mature! How fucking strange was that! Shit! Next thing you know, I'd would be!
He took a beer off the table and extended it to me. "Sit down. Landon is wound up about something."
I took the beer and sat down. Shit. I wanted to come over here, watch some football and unwind. The last thing I wanted was any more fucking drama. "Where's Chris?" I asked, realizing the question was a lie itself. I knew where he was. He was inside my sister. Well, not this minute, actually but you know what I mean. Where he was, that I didn't know so it was not a total lie. For the first time that day I finally lit on the reality of what happened last night. Not D. Debra, I expected some perversity from her but my sister and Chris...that was new.
I could not tell whether I should be bothered or not. It made no sense to be bothered. Shit, I had set them up. I had done everything but hold his cock while she sat down on him. What did I have to be bothered by? I think I just thought I should be, so was manufacturing some fake bother, just to fill expectations. I suck at that. I am better at surprising people by giving them what they won't admit they want.
I sucked on my beer. The game went on. The three of us sat staring at the TV, a bit glum.
I wondered what was keeping Landon.
"Sonny." Sammy said, looking over at me.
I looked at him.
"Listen. I, I have a problem."
Jesus was this how the year was going to be? Fucking chaos tangled up with confusion and everyone dumping their fucking problems in my lap? "Oh?" I said noncommittally.



"I went to a New Year's Eve Party with Ellen last night."
"Oh?" I wasn't straining my vocabulary for Sammy, fucker always made fun of me if I used big words, claiming I didn't know what they meant.
"We fucked in the bathroom of her friend's house. I did her against the door. People were waiting and they could hear us. She came, hard. They started discussing what we were doing, finally talking, nearly shouting so we could hear them complaining. Ellen loved it." Sammy grinned and a flash of his old ebullience reasserted itself. "Hell, I liked it. Ellen..."
"Who's Ellen?" Brent asked.
Sammy and I ignored him.
"So? What's the problem?" I asked.
Sammy set down his beer, studying it like there was an errant bubble in the brown glass that caught his attention. He looked at me. "I lied to Mom about it. I mean, I didn't tell her what I was doing. Where I was going. I mean, I told her I was going out with you guys."
Ah. Now I got it. "And you want to be sure we cover for you?"
Sammy shook his head.
Confused. Me, I mean.
"Nope. I want you to tell her I'm boning Ellen. I mean, how do you think she is going to feel about that?"
"Who's Ellen?" Brent asked again. He hated being on the outside of a conversation.
I didn't blame him much so I looked at him and asked, "Who have you been boning, Brent? Anyone we know?"
His face turned completely red, like he had been sunburned. It ran up into his hair, down his neck. He was so scarlet I thought something was really wrong.
He looked away from us then back, bending his head forward like he did when he is being stubborn. He knew he was blushing. "I did my aunt over the holidays." He said. "My mom's sister. She, she broke up with her ex, again, and came to our place for Christmas and she was being such a cunt to Mom..."
"So you fucked her?" Sammy asked incredulously.
He shook his head. "I, no. Not yet. I wanted to shut the bitch up, though. She made some asshole crack about mom and I told her that she would be lucky to be half the woman Natasha Rossini was. She looked at me like I had slapped her on the ass. She got this look she gets and she asked me how I would know anything about women or in mom's case, half a woman. I told her anytime she wanted me to show her what was what, I'd be happy to give her a chance to prove herself." Brent said. His face fading back to his usual pasty white. "No. I love Aunt Norma. But she was being so nasty to Mom, I wanted her to stop."
"And you stuck your dick in her? That's creative." Sammy sounded more like himself. "Helluva way to make a woman be nice to your mom."
Brent looked over at him. "She blew me. I, at night. She came into my room and sucked my cock. Then the bitch left. Oh, I shouldn't say that. Aunt Norma, Aunt Norma is, she...she was just so bitchy to mom." He bobbed his head. "She, I'd fuck her though. I would." He said it like was a revelation instead of a fucking cliche, at least in our little incestuous circle.
An uncomfortable silence followed.
Finally I looked back at Sammy. "What do you mean, you want me to tell your Mom you're boning Ellen? Why would you want me to do that?" I went back to the original conversation. "Where the hell is Landon. Vodka sounds good about now."
"It's not noon yet." Brent said, precise as always.
"Landon would say it is noon some place." Sammy said. We all nodded.
"So? Sammy?" I pressed.
He looked at me, the unnatural sobriety returned. "Think about it. Ellen is white, older and she works for Mom. Any of those things alone, maybe no problem but all of them together. Do you think Mom can swallow that?"
"She seemed fine with you fucking your aunt." Brent interjected, managing to pin the two lines of conversation together with one comment, the fucking narcissist.
Sammy looked at him. He shrugged. "And she only fucks my best friend." He said, pointedly not looking at me.
Brent glanced at me and grinned, nodding.
The front door opened.
"Honeywell, come get your goddamned car out from in front of my garage!" Kyla Clark's voice rang through the house.
Sammy flinched and knocked over his beer. Kyla never yelled and hearing her cursing made us all jumpy. She and mom were the nice MILFs. And Laura Wills. And Mrs. Rossini. Ah hell.
Lots of activity followed. I dashed for a towel. Sammy dashed for the door to move his car. Brent cleared the glass coffee table and tried to keep the spilled beer from running onto the carpet. Landon appeared from the basement, a suspicious bit of timing, I thought. Mopping up the wasted beer, I realized I was thinking clearly again. Not since New Year's Eve had I been clear headed. I should have drank a lot more that night but I had to drive home. No room for me in the inn, that night.
By the time Brent and I got the beer cleaned up and things back in their place, Landon had shot glasses and a big frosty bottle of vodka, and Sammy returned from moving his car. Landon was pouring shots when we heard the cackling of two women, Kyla Clark and Darlene Emerson. When they appeared, the room when silent. Brent even muted the TV so we could see better. Kyla Clark and Darlene Emerson appeared from the garage. They shed their coats before they spoke.
"We went shopping, boys. What do you think?" Kyla asked, turning. Darlene turned with her. They emerged from the garage and shed their coats before they spoke. Even the vodka bottle lost some of its chill as the room caught a fever.
Both women wore white dresses fringed in black trim. The cut of the dresses however, was unusual. Darlene's was cut away in the front, a V with the apex nestled right up to her crotch. Her full thighs ghosted behind the drape of the stiff, white fabric, her knees and calves were clearly visible. Kyla's was the reverse, literally. It was the same style but cut away in the back but with a smooth arch that revealed the full orbs of her ass, showing the shape but not the substance of each, but not hiding the thin line of a thong tucked between her cheeks. Both dresses were skin tight, hugging their respective forms, making their breasts prominent and unmistakable. Each was cut down between each breast, with three or four strands of lacing tying the taut front of the dresses together.
"These are custom made." Kyla cooed. "How do we look?"
No one could speak. My cock was hard and I was not looking to see if I had company. They looked like what they were, dressed to fuck. Crass, I know, but there was a strange, sensual elegance about them. Their hair was done, curled and coiffed. Both had on scarlet lipstick and lots of mascara, eye shadow and rouge. I glanced at Landon and he had this weird look on his face, like his pants were too tight or cut wrong so he did not fit in them quite right.
"Boys, Darlene and I decided that we had had enough of Landon and that to start the new year, we wanted to do something different. We had him invite you over so we could do you all." Kyla grinned like she was announcing a sweepstakes winner.
My cunt alarm went off.
"We decided we wanted to watch each other make love to you boys, one at a time. You can watch football and we will ball each of you." Kyla grinned. On her girl-next-door face though, it looked evil, like she was possessed. "We have been after Landon to decide which of us gives head best though and decided you all could help. You know, objective judges? So we thought we'd start with a cock sucking contest."
She looked around, suddenly. She made a thing out of counting. "Where's Chris? We need an odd number."
I had no idea what odd numbers had to do with anything, but I was having flashbacks to making the MILF list. We were being mothered and I didn't like it, not from one of my MILFs. Only D. Debra got to fuck with me like that. I looked over at Landon and glared at him. The fucker did not notice me in the least. He was staring, fixated on his mother and his girlfriend. He was busily undoing all the work I had done in restraining our MILFs. That was what I saw in him. He was losing control of his home situation, he knew it, and he had no idea how he was going to get it back. Kyla was still talking. I had to focus.
"We are going upstairs to my bedroom. One of you can come up and pick one of us. We have all day. I am sure you can do us both, so don't be alarmed. We just want to watch each other making love. When we are finished, we'll send the lucky guy down to get the next one. You boys can figure out how to decide who goes when. Again, we'll get to all of you, so no pushing."
Kyla turned on her heel and she and Darlene trooped upstairs.
After they vacated the area, we sat staring after them then fixed our eyes on the TV.
"Fuck me." Sammy muttered, his eyes glassy.
"A cock sucking contest?" Brent said blankly, like it was a new term.
I knew he was thinking of his Aunt, I knew because I was thinking of Aunt Norma's lush lips fitted around my cock too.
"I know." Landon said. "I am sorry guys. Mom has been badgering Darlene and she finally broke and demanded I judge them. Jeez, man, can you imagine that? Do I look that stupid. No matter what I do I might not get anything from either one of them. You know how women are when a guy hurts ones feelings. They're like piranhas. They all band together and rip you apart!"
I nodded. I recognized this danger. I looked at Landon and tried not to glare. "You knew about this!" I said accusingly. "You knew they were going to turn this into a contest and use us like dildos!"
Landon went still then twitched again. "They, they have this fantasy..."
"Women suck at having fantasies." I said. "They always involve turning a man in a play toy."
"You mean they dehumanize us the way we do them?" Sammy asked.
I did not know he knew that word, dehumanizing. Ellen. I bet she knew it and used it all the time. "Dehumanize me!" I am sure she screamed that while she came all the time. Not.
I could not leave that. "No. I mean they end up with a collection of balls in jars in some dank, dark basement that they only show off to their friends. Women..." I was thinking hard how to say what I meant without dehumanizing them. Sometimes that is hard when you have limited experience.
"Women, they like Christmas. You know, surprises. They think they know what they want but what they want is the titillation of getting something they want without asking for it. The smarter, more capable, more intelligent or educated they are, the more difficult it is to find something that delights them that they are unaware of. They, the demanding ones, when they demand and ask and cajole and shop, they make it difficult to surprise them and it is the surprise that makes them wet. It is that thrill of 'the new' that excites them."
"Sort of like a guy who chases lots of women." Brent added, nodding.
"Yeah, this is human really, not gender-based, but the way to satisfy it with men is quick and easy. New pussy does it every time. With women, it is not so simple or so easy. When you let them design the thrill, they end up with your balls..."
"And then they are bored." Landon finished, bleakly. "It was Mom's idea to get you guys over here."
I think he was seeing his circumstances for what they are. Again, I had a flash of how well I had managed the MILF list to this point, considering everything, all the variables, and uncontrollables. "They want us to control them because they want the delight of being surprised, the thrill of something new that actually fits them, that delights them. They think it is because it shows we care or we are paying attention, but it is simpler than that. They just want to go shopping."
It is a conundrum between the genders; how do you fulfill a fantasy without becoming a silly caricature of your gender. Should you play the part or be authentic? I always voted for authentic because Chris told me once that when stage actors take their bows, they are all bowing and saying out loud underneath the applause, "Fuck you very much," instead of "thank you, very much."
If you fool someone, it lets you have contempt for them. Playing into someone else's fantasy, acting to fit their fucked up fantasy creates contempt, likely because you have no chance to actually do better than their imagination. Perhaps that is the origin of the "familiarity breeds contempt" concept. The best situation was to fit what you had to what she wanted, what thrilled her. Water fits better in a glass than ice cubes. A glass holds both but water fills, perhaps fulfills better, more completely
We were being used. Dildos with ears and I did not like it. I had firm control of Alissa and Laura Wills. Kyla and Natasha, they seemed to have the idea they were still exercising Mom-control extending into our pants now, and that had to stop. Landon felt it but it was like he had jumped out of plane when he started with his Mom and Darlene; he could only ride it, not control it. Fuck me but I'd ride that too if I were in his shoes. Then I smiled. Landon needed my help again. I would help him so he did not know. I took out my phone.
"We shouldn't start without Chris. I'll call him."
Landon looked at me. "I called him, several times but he didn't answer."
I nodded. "I know. I heard you the first time. He's been fucking Tawny so I doubt he will answer his phone, I expect he is dead to the world. He'll answer if I call, though." I was casual but I saw the shock on my buddies faces. I dialed the phone, walking out into the kitchen.
Behind me Landon stood up. "I'll tell them we'll wait for Chris." He said, eager to please them. "Mom and Darlene, I mean."
The fucker had it bad. He was deep down the rabbit hole, or the cat hole as it were. Shit, you never know who will get pussy intoxication and start acting stupid...! I listened to my phone dialing but my mind was suddenly clicking, running on all cylinders. I felt like I had looked into a mirror and seen myself for the first time in a long time.
"D. Debra Hamilton." I said softly, realizing Landon and I were different versions of the same disease. Sammy, Chris, even Brent apparently...we all were struggling with our new found access to personal pussy. We seemed to be casually disconnecting our balls and handing them off to our respective pussies. A man never intends to surrender his balls and what is so weird, women who successfully collect balls generally are not on the hunt. Once a huntress gets your balls, after that you can feel one when she crosses the state line. You know she's coming for you and you have the fight-or-flight response, all adrenaline and no contemplation. Of course it is too late by then. No, most women have fantasies that emasculate their man and then they grouse because they have a eunuch kissing their toes and they end up longing for a "real man". Our job is to resist their self-destructive tendencies and stay men. Keep our balls! So I had some work to do.
"Hello, Sonny. I just dropped Tawny off at your house." Chris spoke hurriedly.
"Ah Chris, so nice of you to answer your fucking phone." I put a little more chagrin into my tone than I wanted. Just? Who was he kidding?
"Sonny, hey man, what was I supposed to do? She, I mean, Miss Hamilton, I mean..."
"Chris, I fucked your mother. I gave her to you and then took her away and gave her away to someone else. You think you fucking Double D Hamilton exceeds that? Not really. Shit, man, I'd have fucked her too, in your place. I just hope for your sake Tawny understands."
Pause.
Pause.
Pause.
"She, uh, she was embarrassed she liked it so much. I don't think Tawny likes the idea that a woman can eat her to orgasm like that. She made me fuck her..." Chris' voice trailed off. "She wanted dick so badly after she came a few times with Double D. What was I to do?"
"What you did, most likely." I muttered.
"Hey Sonny, now listen..."
"Chris, I didn't mean it that way. Don't sweat it. I have been bending women over tables and getting them to bow and scrape, I figure it is karma to have that happen to me. D. Debra has my number and I like it. So far, but that might be changing. So don't sweat it. Listen, I need you to do something for me. Landon invited you over to watch football. You need to get over here but first, I want you to go get Annie. Bring her with you."
"Uh, okay. She won't do anything with me unless you tell her to."
In that simple statement Chris revealed his experience in trying to induce Annie to break my rules. Apparently she hadn't. He had tried though. Contrary to expectations, I had no wish to get revenge or any other recompense for that. My control comes exclusively from commitment inspired by seduction. That's me.
The fun of setting the rules when it comes to sex is making them fit our sensual pleasure, and if someone violates them, it is their loss. I have no interest in enforcing them or punishing anyone for doing so. Revenge and two graves and all that. Too much pussy in the world to worry about the one that gets away. My challenge at every point is to find the rules that fit someone's greatest sexual thrill and ask them to trust my sense of that.
If I am wrong, I learn better. If they follow me and find ecstasy, I gain credibility. Not to use on them, but as a point of reference for their own sexual pursuits. No one surrenders the responsibility for their own pleasure but finding someone you can blend with...that is both rare and fine. It is like dancing a waltz with a woman that really follows your lead. On the right night, to the right music, with just the right amount of wine, a waltz can be a surpassingly wonderful and sensual experience. But despite how good it is, it is still just foreplay. There is another indication of who I am. All of life is foreplay for me. I love sex with women! The more complicated I make life, the better the foreplay. I was about to make life really good for us all!
"Sonny? I said Annie won't..."
"I heard you. You're right, Chris. I'll call her. She'll be ready. I suppose you need to shower and change. Give her half an hour. That enough time?"
"I, yeah, I guess."
I heard the confusion in Chris' voice.
I was flipping through the pages of my book of life and finding clarity. It was like I was looking at the answers in the back of the book. For the first time since I met D. Debra Hamilton I was awake, fully awake. I was emerging out of the haze of her spell on me.
"I'll tell her. Get here with her as soon as you can, but don't touch her. You'll get your chance so don't spoil it by taking advantage of the situation."
"I am not sure I can...Tawny...she was ravenous."
I chuckled, both at the words and Chris' tone. By the time he got to the final thought, there was terror in his voice.
"I think she likes you too, Chris." I said just that. "Oh and Chris, its almost noon. You dropped Tawny off at my house hours ago. Get going, this could be fun. See you in a bit." I hung up.
I grinned. I walked into the other room. Landon was coming down from upstairs.
"They want one of us to..."
"I don't care what they want." I said harshly. Landon looked like I had slapped him at first but then a fleeting look of relief passed over his face. It was replaced by another expression but I had seen that flashing relief and marked it for what it was; validation that I was wake. "You go tell them I said no one goes till everyone is here."
Shit. I forgot something. I turned back into the kitchen and dialed Chris. This was a risk but it was worth it. I needed some strange dick to break the spell on Landon. "Chris, just listen. Is ah, whatisname boning Laura this morning?"
"I don't know. I haven't heard anything since I got home...wait. His car is on the street so I suppose so."
"Bring him. With Annie. He can't touch her either. Tell him, tell him if he wants any shot at his favorite red head, he needs to do like he is told."



"Favorite red head. Oh yeah. Sean's Mom."
Sean! That was his name. "Tell Sean that he is going to get a little experience that will help him when it is time to do her. I need to know that he will stick to the sticking place if he is screwed just right."
"MacBeth." Chris muttered.
"Fuck off."
"Screw himself to the sticking place." Chris added.
"Whatever. Got it?"
"Whatever you say, Sonny."
The old, compliant Chris appeared less and less. "Listen, Chris, you can do what you want. I'll come get them if you don't want..."
"No, Sonny. Sorry. I don't like being ordered around. Not any more. Since I got Mom, I like it a lot less than she does and ordering her around, it just makes me sensitive when someone assumes I am the guy who does what he's told."
I understood. "The more flexible you are the broader your appeal." I muttered.
"What?" Chris asked.
I repeated myself.
For a moment, he did not respond. Finally he spoke and his voice was strong but relaxed. "What do I do with Mom?"
"Do you need to do something with her? She might like the alone time."
"Okay. Think that is wise?"
"Fine. You have cuffs, right?"
Pause. Pause. Pause. "Yes."
"Hook her up to her bed. Make sure she is more or less comfortable. We'll be a while over here, I think. Or do nothing. I don't really care. Sean is taking care of her for the moment, I think."
"I think he scares her."
"I think she likes the feeling of falling, of being out of control. That is what makes her wet. There are lots of little ways to appeal to that and she likes it that I have found several of them."
"You do seem to have something...a connection to her I cannot replicate."
"She's your mom, Chris. I'll never duplicate or replace that. Hook her up if you want, but she's still Sean's. Have Sean do it." I hesitated but then said, "Leave it up to Sean, now that I think about it. She is his for the moment." I was talking to a dead phone so I did not know if he hear anything.
I guess I found his perfect inclination and told him to do it. If you tell people to do what they want, they tend not to notice. Then it becomes a habit and they obey more easily once you need them to do something they don't really want to do. The trick of good leaders is to know what people want to do and then a true leader, an effective leader will order them to do that. I was still learning.
I dialed Annie.
"Hello Mr. Duncan." Her voice rasped, sexy and rough.
"Happy New Year, Mrs. Kingston."
"Not my new year." Annie growled. "What you want?"
"We want to fuck you, Annie."
"We?" Her voice twittered with interest.
"Me and the guys. We have neglected you. I thought maybe we could start the new year with a piece of Annie. What do you think?"
"Yes." She said, her voice clipped and definitive. "You neglect Annie."
"Mrs. Kingston, dress nice. Really nice. Do you have something white? Something that you do not mind getting dirty, maybe torn."
"Oh goodness." Annie breathed into the phone. "I have."
"Good. Wear that. Look your best. Like you are good enough to eat, if you get my meaning."
"I get." She mumbled, her voice thickened, becoming almost guttural.
"Chris will pick you up in half an hour or so. Be ready. No funny business till you get here."
"Funny beeness?"
"No kissing, sucking, or fucking. No touching anyone."
"Sucking and fucking? Not? Okay. No sucking or fucking. You fuck Annie? Not till you fuck Annie?"
I smirked, to myself as it were. "Not till I fuck you, right. All teasing. See you soon."
Funny how seeing your own predicament in someone else makes it easier to see a way out of your own. Landon was pussy-struck and it did not fit him well. I doubt it fit me any better. Thank goodness I had sisters and MILFs that shook me loose or I would have woke up and found I was forty-four with four kids and wondered what the fuck happened to my life. If I get married or have kids, I want to stay awake to enjoy it, not go numb into that great good night.
I took out my wallet and found the card I sought. I still had it. I went into the other room and told the guys I had another call to make, got my beer and went back into the kitchen.
I dialed the number.
"Yeah?" The harsh voice that answered chilled the passion of my conviction. I swallowed and continued, seeing clearly what I wanted to do.
"Rodney? Is this Rodney Allan."
"Who the fuck is this."
"Sonny Duncan. You remember from last..."
His voice changed. "Sonny? Sure, hey, what's shakin'?"
Now he sounded almost friendly, like the other night. I relaxed a little. "The other night, you said you'd help me with pussy? I need some help."
Silence.
I spoke into it, scared I had lost him by being too abrupt. He seemed that sort of guy, no fucking around. Get to it or get off it. Something some people said they wanted and didn't, dished it out but couldn't take it. I could not tell if I had blown a fuse or not. "I know, you said MILFs but I have a pussy that should be right down your lane."
"Yeah?" Casual, guarded interest in his voice told me he may have been being polite.
"Listen, if I misunderstood...?"
"She blond?" He asked.
"Blond."
"Skinny?"
"Hardly. Built like a brick shithouse."
"Uh huh. Why are you asking me to fuck someone for you built like a brick shithouse? Seems like you should be tapping that your own bad self!"
Good question. I needed a good answer. "Good question." I stalled. I opted for the truth. "She wants to fuck my friends Before she agrees to fuck me, she wants to fuck my friends. It has something to do with jealousy but honestly, I cannot tell if she wants me to be jealous or wants to be sure I won't be. She, she wants to fuck my friends and she wants me to watch. She says, she says that gives her an additional thrill, knowing I am there, watching her. I want to know what that means before I hand her off to one of my closer friends."
The guy was silent. I think I hit him where he lived. He understood the thrill of being watched. Did he ever! "I ain't your friend."
"No? So I have the wrong guy?"
"Don't know. You have a girl that wants to fuck your friends?"
"She is teasing me, Rodney." I remembered is nickname. "Laydon," I amended. "She is fucking with me. I think she figures I will back out. She is counting on me giving her everything she wants and if I don't, she will use that as her excuse to refuse me anything I want."
"You really ain't boning her then, are you?" Rodney was a smart guy.
"No. Not so much. She has me eat her whenever she wants."
"Fuck me, she has a ring in your nose."
That obvious? "Well, you might say that."
"I did say that."
I waited to see if he was going to say more. He did.
"Why me?"
"I thought you might like her. She might like you."
"And you get a gold star?"
"One of many but maybe the one that puts me over the top."
"So you are doing this so maybe you can get a piece for yourself?"
"Not the first time, Laydon."
"You ain't trying to trade me for my sister, are you buddy?"
Ah, there was the suspicion that made this such a long conversation. I'd expected a quick yes after my success with Laura Wills. Now I understood his guarded attitude. "Dude, if Ahmay wanted me, I'd do her in a New York minute." I stopped, wanting to be more effusive but avoiding it.
Rodney grunted.
I waited.
"Well, that's honest. Not many guys would say it to my face though."
"I never kid about pussy, Rodney." I said. I meant it. Suddenly I had a new rule to live by: never kid about pussy. I smiled to myself. Truer words.
"Okay, that makes sense. Blond you say? Built?"
I had him. "Thursday, maybe four-thirty or so. We'll be there by four I think. You can give her a look see before I introduce you if you get there early."
"Get where?"
"Thurstons. Know the place?"
"I do. Nice place for bimbo clothes."
"That's the place. She wants to fuck in their dressing room."
"Okay. Thursday at four. I'll be there. If she is a dog..." Here he chuckled. "I was going to say we'd be even but in fact, you are one blond ahead. But you are doing Mrs. Honeywell, so it is not like you are doing without. Even if this one is a dog, I might owe you anyway. That other blond, she did like Laydon's cock." He laughed again. "And his cock did like her. And, I should be honest with you, Ahmay appreciated how you uh, how you, what you let her see that day. She has asked me several times if I have seen Mrs. Honeywell. My sister, she is a little confused about the whole sex thing. I like pussy but Ahmay, she might like pussy too but she is still hooked into the whole cock thing. I have told her not to do anything till she knows. She liked you though, Duncan. I know that but I am pretty sure she doesn't. Know she likes you, I mean. Until she does, Sonny, you fucking leave her alone."
"How can I tell?" I could not help it. The idea that she liked me and didn't know it made me high. Jesus, Ahmay Allan! I'll never get married. I have sexual ADD; not really, I am always with whichever woman is within arms length but I confess that shiny and new is always interesting.
"Brother, if my sister figures out she likes you, you will find it unmistakable. She has my subtlety but it is hidden by her shyness. No help for that. Listen, gotta run, Sonny. I'll do this favor for your and then we'll see. I might know some sistas who want a taste of white boy dick and yours would be fine. It might be good to have you to dangle in front of a couple of them. You...I see you sharing and I am beginning to think you might have something there. See ya Thursday."
I was not sure I liked being dangled but it seemed like my action had gotten me past Rodney's natural suspicion. With a sister like Ahmay...I could not finish that thought. There was a gift that would keep on giving. I ended up thinking about Tawny liking New Year's Eve. It would be just she and I the rest of the week with Dalia and Nova were in Florida. Oh, that did not bode well. I didn't like the idea of dodging Chris while screwing my own sister. I shook my head. Better stick to my own rules. Or not, but I'd promised Georgia, but she wanted the airtight experience...my how things did get complicated. I had not seen anything yet.
I sauntered back into the living room just as Kyla appeared from upstairs.
"Sonny Duncan!" She spoke sharply.
I looked up. Now I had a handle on the situation, I could assert myself. "Shut up, Mrs. Clark and go back up stairs or we'll tie you to a chair and you can watch all afternoon. We'll fuck Darlene into a puddle of goo and leave you untouched and untainted. We're waiting for Chris. Now leave us alone."
Kyla got the look I expected, the one that suggested she wanted to spit something back at me mixed well with the very real conviction that I would do what I said. She knew things. She bit her upper lip and turned and stomped back up the stairs.
Landon stood up, walked over to me and shook my hand. "Fuck Sonny, I have been trying to cool her jets for weeks but shit, it is hard..."
"It's hard when you're hard." Sammy chimed in.
Landon looked over at Sammy and then nodded. "Yeah, when you are hard it is difficult to think straight all the time and the fucking bimbos take advantage of that. We're waiting for Chris, then?"
I nodded and we sat down to watch the game. It was weird, sitting there talking football, knowing that we were all thinking of the two women upstairs. I was mildly surprised that one of us did not run upstairs screaming. We didn't. We watched the Cotton Bowl till Chris arrived.
We heard them arrive, only I knew who was coming in the door. The first in was Annie. The bitch was dressed to the nines. Her hair was fancy fluffed, lipstick and flash lashes, eye shadow and a little midriff thing that did not cover her belly button and a short skirt that showed off her lean legs to great effect. She looked years younger, which in a Chinese woman is an accomplishment, they all look young or like old ladies, "buckets" as the Chinese say.
Sammy whistled.
"Jesus, Sonny, what are you trying to do? Start a war?" Brent spoke what the others were thinking.
I patted the air in his direction. "Trust me. Landon needs a break here."
Then came Sean Favors.
"Shit, its Sean Favors!" Landon sounded genuinely pleased. He got to his feet and met the guy at the door, shaking his hand. He then turned and looked at me. The significance of the guy's presence penetrated his awareness. "Sonny? You didn't mention that Sean was coming over."
"No. I didn't."
"Why not?" Landon asked, confusion written on his face.
I shrugged. "Sean is the one that is doing Laura Wills. They are having a torrid affair and he is fucking her silly. Has been for what, two, three weeks?"
Sean shook his gangly head. "Since Christmas, only." He said. "I did her the first time Christmas night. You gave her to me the next day."
Everyone looked at me.
"You gave her away?" Brent asked, archly.
I shrugged again. "Seemed like the thing to do. Landon, go get the girls. Wait, before you go, you need to know the score."
Annie had come over and stood beside my chair. I stood up, kissed her offered cheek. "We are going to fuck Annie today. No one else. Except maybe Sean, I mean he might fuck someone besides Annie just because he doesn't know any better. Landon, you are getting pussy whacked and I cannot blame you. Chris can tell you I have bruises on my ego from pussy too. So does he. It stops now. For you, today. We are going to put the girls...shit, Chris, you don't happen to have any cuffs in your car? Three pairs?"
He shook his head. "Used them up on Mom." He smirked at Sean who blushed.
"Shit."
"I have three in my trunk." Sammy spoke up.
I looked over him and he looked like he just ate the goose that laid the golden egg. "Get them." He stood up. "In a minute. We'll cuff the girls upstairs and tell them we'll all visit the one we want. Free will, no coercion, no seduction, just straight up cock voting."
"And we'll all do Annie and leave Darlene and Mrs. Clark dangling, unattended." Brent filled in the blanks for us.
"Except Sean. He can do them as much as he wants, or not at all." I looked at Landon. He was looking particularly uncomfortable and I understood the moment he glanced askance at Sean. I gestured at Sean, "We are going to help Sean fuck his mother. That's why he's here. Have you seen Mrs. Favors?"
"Fuck me? You mean Lydia Favors?"
"Hey, I thought it would just be you." Sean said.
I looked at him. "You can leave if you want. If you share, you share a like. He has volunteered Quilla, his sister, too. Just to be sure he is contributing to the pussy pool adequately. It is not his fault he's here, our man Chris sort of invited him in. You can leave, Sean, but we will still fuck your mother. So...either way. Its up to you."
Sean was eying Annie Kingston. When the silence penetrated to his brain, he looked at me. He shrugged. "Sonny, do you really think I am going to turn down a chance to do that woman?" He indicated Annie. "I'd sooner cut off my left nut."
Annie fairly preened.
I pointed at Sammy. "Cuffs." And at Landon, "go get Kyla and Darlene." I made a mental note that Mrs. Favors needed to be fucked soon or Sean would have us all at some disadvantage. I'd start with Quilla, though, even though I had not seen her. Red heads, hmm, something new. I had yet to work out how, though. I would, I was motivated.
"What is the meaning of this?" Kyla asked, indignantly when she was half way down the stairs. Then she saw Annie and she went silent. Darlene came down behind her and looked vaguely amused. I hoped dear Darlene was not going to get the flaccid end of the deal because Kyla was being a butt.
"Chris brought Mrs. Kingston, thinking that blowjobs and football went together." I announced. Annie started to get to her knees but I held her upright. "So, you can see, we have a bit of confusion here. So I propose that we cuff each of you girls in a room upstairs and we'll vote with our dicks. One at a time. If you want to fuck them all, and you can, then fine. Otherwise, fuck the one you want. Whoever gets the most votes from our dicks will get double teamed till she screams uncle. The other two, they have to watch."
I could see on Darlene's face the mixture of eagerness and dread. She had been here before.
Kyla just looked irked. "What about the cock sucking contest?"
"After we figure out the fucking winner." I said, my gaze boring into her angry eyes. I held my gaze till she broke eye contact and looked at Annie.
Annie was impassive but her eyes twinkled with smugness. She batted her eyes at me and smiled, showing her perfect, white teeth. She licked her lips. She did not even need to speak. I knew what that bitch was thinking.
"Fuck that, Sonny, I wanted to start the year..." Kyla began.
"If you don't like it, we can go to my place." I said. "My mom is gone and most of my sister's are out of town."
Kyla realized I wasn't playing. She clamped her mouth shut. She had been using her son and he had been letting her. I was going to end that right here and right now.
I pointed at Landon. "Hook them up. Shut the doors of the rooms they're in and leave all the others open. We'll vote behind closed doors. Then its ass and cunt the rest of the day."
Everyone looked around at everyone else. Finally, Landon stood up and took the four pairs of cuffs from Sammy. "You have keys for them all?" Landon asked dubiously.
Sammy nodded, got up and opened each cuff. He tossed the keys on a ring to me. Landon nodded. "Ladies." He gestured towards the stairway. The three women, all dressed in white trooped upstairs. High heels and bare legs held our attention till they were out of sight.
"Shit, Sonny. Thanks for including me. Is that really Darlene Emerson?" Sean spoke first into the chilly silence.
"That's Landon's girlfriend." Brent said.
"And Landon's mother." Chris added.
Sean looked at me. "You said..."
I shrugged. "If you want. I would not blame you. The rest of us, we're doing Annie. We sort of owe her and I certainly do."
"I won't kick her out of bed for eating crackers," Sean muttered.
I nodded. My afternoon looked set.
Landon came down.
"Which room is Annie in?"
"First on the left. Mom and Darlene, er, Kyla and Darlene are on the right."
I nodded.
Landon looked at me, his face a mixture of misgiving and lust. "Sonny, you go first. Annie asked for you to come up and do her first. She, I think she really likes you."
I shrugged. "They all do."
I turned to go upstairs but Brent's phone rang. I turned to look at him and caught the look of horror on his face. I stopped and waited for him to get off the phone. The other guys were watching me.
Brent lowered the phone. "Mom is dropping Aunt Norma off." He said slowly.
"The Aunt Norma?" Sammy asked.
Brent nodded. "The Aunt Norma. The one that beat us all at pool several years ago."
"The tease?" Chris growled.
I looked at him. "Everyone woman is a tease, Chris, right up until you get them on their backs." I felt a lurch in my gut. I hated talking that way. I liked all these women I was undressing, including and perhaps especially D. Debra. His surliness caught me off-guard and apparently rubbed off. "She flirts. Nothing wrong with that."
Chris glared at me then looked away.
"What do you want me to do?" Brent asked.
We all looked at each other till Sammy spoke up, "Shit, does she suck cock, Brent? Maybe we should have a contest after all?"
He and I knew the answer to that, I wanted to pop Sammy on the noggin for putting Brent on the spot. He seemed unfazed though.




"Of course she sucks cock. She's been sucking me off every morning."
Sean gaped but the rest of us laughed. That was so unlike Brent it made us all laugh.
"So?" He asked. "What do we do?"
I had an idea. "This could be fun. Landon, the girls are all hooked up upstairs?"
"I didn't think that would be necessary..." He looked abashed. "They, they are in Annie's room chattering."
Fuck me but he had it bad. I was a little shocked but it was difficult to be complacent since for all I know he caught it from me. I patted the air to say it was fine and went upstairs.
I stopped at the first closed door and tapped lightly and opened it.
The scene I walked in on defies description, but I'll try. The women had gotten bored and decided to amuse themselves. Together. Annie was shackled to the guest bed, a faux wrought-iron thing that rattled with the cuffs as she writhed on the bed. When I opened the door, she was moaning as Kyla ate her and Darlene sucked on her bare tits.
"God, ladies, starting without us?" I asked.
Darlene looked up at me, her face a mask. Kyla and Annie seemed to be in their own little worlds, utterly unaware of my arrival.
I checked to see if I was there with a little pinch. "Come now, we need to get your voting boxes into the other rooms so we can vote in private."
Darlene almost smiled. She got off the bed and left the room as quickly as she could, not speaking a word. Kyla continued to lick and suck between Annie's legs. Annie's skirt, short, tight, and white was pushed up Annie's spread legs so it bunched around her waist. Kyla continued to lick and kiss loudly, pushing her tongue into the Chinese pussy. Annie squirmed, her arms shackled wide so she had little room to maneuver, a position that trapped her under Kyla's voracious mouth. Annie did not seem to be trying too hard to escape.
I watched for a few moments, puzzling out my options. Annie suddenly bucked and squeaked, her body thrashed, ramming her pussy up against Kyla's face. Kyla had encircled her legs with her arms and held on as the woman came.
"Uh, uh, uh!" Annie grunted as her climax broke over her. After an extended bout of bucking, her body gradually relaxed and she lay, head turned away from me, panting and twitching with the pleasurable aftershocks of her orgasm.
I took that moment to intervene. I looped an arm around Kyla's waist. I felt all intent flow out of her and she went limp. I had to carry her down the hall to the master bedroom. She grunted as I staggered along, dragging her limp feet between my legs the whole way, bent over with an arm looped around her tummy; a very awkward way to carry her. I found Darlene standing by the bed when I arrived. I deposited Kyla on the bed, face down. She did not move.
Without a word Darlene picked up the cuffs on the bed. She smiled a little. Together we rolled the limp woman onto her back. They were both dressed as they had been when they arrived back from shopping. Darlene handed me the other cuffs and I moved around the bed and secured Kyla's other arm. Darlene studied me. I could see she was confident of her private polling as she fastened it to Kyla's wrist. Kyla's eyes opened and looked back and forth between us.
I didn't know what Darlene was thinking but when I nodded she smiled, moving smoothly down the bed to lift the front of Kyla's dress out of the way. She ran her hands up the woman's legs. Kyla cooed. Darlene's hand got to the string of her thong and pulled it down. Kyla lifted her plush hips, allowing Darlene to expose her dewy pussy. I just watched. Once Darlene had the thong off, she bent over Kyla's leg and touched her pussy, stroking her.
Clearly this had become a thing because Kyla swooned and crooned, sinking into a guttural moan when the younger woman kissed her pursed pussy lips. Darlene looked up at me and my cock. "Turn about is fair play, right?" She whispered and put her mouth to Kyla's pussy. After only a moment, she pulled back. Kyla's eyes opened and she moaned.
Realizing that Norma might be arriving soon, I thought it better to gag Kyla, which she did not like but could hardly resist. Darlene watched and when I was done, led me to another bedroom. She lay down, confident and compliant, taking cuffs and gag as though the voting was rigged. When I left her bikinis in place, she whimpered to get my attention then tried to object through the gag as I left the room.
I returned to the other bedroom and Annie Kingston.
The bed was empty The room was elegant chic. A white bedspread, king-sized bed with overlong pillows tucked onto the head of it. The disarray now straightened as though the last scene I had witnessed there was my imagination. The outside wall shone with daylight on the ceiling-to-floor curtains. The handcuffs lay on the bed.
My first thought was that Annie had hidden talents and had escaped. I picked them up, examining them for the little releases. The curtains rippled. Annie was standing in the seam between them gazing out the window. She turned to look at me. When she spoke, I thought I was hearing things. Her voice, the pidgin I had associated with Annie was suddenly transformed into a clipped English accent of some sort. I can't tell Oxfordshire from Devonshire any more than I can tell Georgian drawl from Louisiana Cajun. I knew it was English, though, British English.
"Good afternoon, Mr. Duncan. My name is Chen An Li but I changed it to Mai Li Ting when I moved to the US." The voice seemed so different, so utterly transformed, I was struck dumb and motionless. "Annie echoes my former self, my other name in China, An Li." She gestured. "Sit down. Please. Close the door." She had not turned from the window so I was still inclined to think I was hearing things. My cock, hard in anticipation of a little piece of Annie wilted and suddenly my heart hammered in my head like a drum.
When I did not move or speak or close the door, Mrs. Kingston turned around. The woman was elegant and graceful and dignified, despite her tramp's outfit. Her eyes twinkled. "Sid tells me you have collected a down payment from our man Bickerstaff. Mashed his wife up finely, yes? Good. Good." The tight, white mini skirt was back in place, hugging her ass and upper thighs, a convention that covered little. Her breasts appeared tucked tightly into the midriff top, white as well, made all the more brilliant by her waves of black hair. She had straightened it so the kinky coils were gone.
I struggled to comprehend what I was hearing but more to the point, if my cock was going to get detached from my body; a thought that made it shrink still further. Despite that thought, Annie's appearance countered the sensation somewhat. The little midriff shirt made her tits look huge on her little body.
"Sid told me I needed to tell you some of our truth. He trusts you, Sonny. I am not sure why but he does. He likes you. I like you." A western woman would have smiled to emphasize or validate that statement. Annie's face did not change, so it made me shiver as some mysteries do. "He told me I needed to reassure you that I would pay my debt to you. This year. He told me about the apartment. He is signing it over to you for a simple reason. He promised you my niece. She will need a place to live while you own her. He wants you to use that place while she is here."
"Your niece?" I rasped.
Annie nodded. She approached the bed and sat down, carefully, twisting to look at me over her suddenly elegant shoulder, made so by her carriage and manner, in contrast to the actual style of her clothing. The short skirt did not let her widen her legs without it slipping entirely up to her waist. The white of the room and her outfit made her tousled black hair seem ink black, like a hole in the world. She got up and came around the big bed and sat on the side, facing me. "Come in. Please Close the door. We need to talk."
"Mrs. Kingston..." I was searching for an appropriate apology because something about the graceful, elegant woman demanded absolution for how I had treated her. This woman shimmered, seeming like royalty not cock slut. One of the lessons of life, most people are capable of polar opposite behaviors and choose to not express them both to the same person very often. This was a unique and disquieting experience.
She gestured at the door.
I closed it and sidled along the wall to a straight-backed chair and sat down. Annie leaned forward. "Let me tell you my story. Just a little, then I will go back to the woman who loves to fuck you. I do love what you have done to me." She smiled but looked uncomfortable. "With me. There is no mistake about that. You can relax. You have done what I wanted and been what I needed when I needed it. You and others have asked what the wife of a billionaire like Sid Kingston was doing in an upper middle class neighborhood. I wanted it. I needed something so different...but let me tell you my story."
She did.
I sat in an arm chair to listen.
Annie was born into a good family in China, a girl in a land of single children where the male was treasured both by tradition and as a practical reality. A couple who had a male would be assured they would be cared for in their old age. In a society without social supports, old age was attended by the children or in the case of modern China, the child. Tradition dictated that when a girl married a man, she went to live with his family, his mother and his father. She became their caretaker even as they aided her in raising her child. Thus, Annie was a second class citizen. Even though her family was well respected, her value to the family would be mainly in her marriage.
She proved intelligent and went to college. There, she was seduced. Through a series of romantic accidents, she came to the bed of a far richer, far more influential Chinese man, older than she and she became his mistress. He doted on her, teaching her sex but also the ways of his world. After two years, he secured for her passage to Britain where she took an economics degree. He visited her often and encouraged her to pursue a doctorate, which she did successfully. On the eve of her return to China and the departure from England, he visited her. Thinking they would engage in a final copulation in their foreign context, she was shocked to find him cold and distant.
They went to a pub and he explained to her his situation and what was now expected of her. He had a son, sixteen, who would soon be ready to marry. He expected her to marry his son. He explained to her his life. He married a woman who proved unable to bear children. His wife was practical and hard and sought to gain a child for him. She requisitioned mistresses over and over till one bore him a son. His wife then took the child as her own, not by adoption but by falsifying the birth documents, naming herself as the mother. By then, he had three daughters by other mistresses. His wife took the male child and raised him as her own.
The man, however, was in the habit of taking mistresses and the wife was in the habit of him spending his time and energies with other women. He continued to take mistresses and he had several more daughters with them. Annie was one of his mistresses. In fact, he had several in addition to her. He was a gentle, solicitous man and she had come to regard him highly, which was not to say with "love" since that was an expensive endeavor in modern China.
He explained to Annie that he tired of every woman but not of Annie. The equilibrium in his own marriage derived from the surety that each sexual relationship was a dalliance but he would always come home to his wife. She, his wife, in turn devoted herself utterly to the boy and spoiled him. Not merely spoliation in the sense that she indulged him everything in every way out of the wealth the man managed to accumulate, but she spoiled him in character and understanding, virtually robbing him of his manhood. He was utterly incompetent to deal with the wider world, and thus incompetent to take over the task of running his father's affairs.
By the time Annie and her lover were having this conversation, the man was in despair. He knew that if he tried to hand his wide-spread enterprises over to his son, the boy would destroy them in short order. He dreaded the time when his son arrived at maturity and would begin to desire some participation in his father's businesses. It meant disaster, the man thought he saw it clearly and so he did.
He presented Annie with the option to marry this much younger man, when he turned eighteen, young in China since men tended not to marry till they were twenty-four or more for more or less economic reasons. She understood that in marrying the boy, she would get to remain mistress to his father and the man did not dissuade her of that conviction. With her acquiescence, they returned to China and proceeded to arrange the marriage. It took some doing on his part but he finally arranged with her father and his wife for the boy to become engaged to Annie.
She was directed to seduce him as soon as possible and she did, finding him a virgin and shy. He was as forceless as his father was forceful; as weak as the father was strong. Annie, she told me, convinced herself that she would have her cake and eat it too. She was sure she would have a child and the child would be that of her lover and father-in-law, not her weak-minded husband.
On the eve of her marriage, the man came to her room and told her he was giving his son over to her care. He would depend on her to guard him and keep him. This, Annie indicated, meant that she would take over all the management of the family business without having any of the reputation of doing so. The boy was a fool, through little fault of his own, unable to fight off the cloying influence of his mother, it was a miracle he did not end up a profligate or gay, as things go. The man informed Annie that their physical relationship was at an end. His son must be her only lover.
For seven years, she lived brokenhearted, not her word but the label I put on the life she described. The elder man fell ill when she was twenty-nine and died when she was thirty-two. She nursed him down through the seven circles of the hell of cancer. Before he died, he charged her with the need to protect his son.
The son, however, had gained some strength together with a nascent resentment of Annie. She was thirty-two when this began to happen. When the elder man lost his health the son took over the business. Within months, he had been seduced by the Black Hand (the Chinese expression for Mafia) and the business was in danger of being swallowed up by a corrupt man and his syndicate. Annie discovered it and fought to save the business and her husband. She kept the reality from her lover till he died.
When he was gone, the Black Hand immediately made a move to take over the family business. Annie had sought alternatives and had happened upon Sid Kingston. His fortune and his ability to leave the country allowed them to convert the family business over to his control, using her proxy. With difficulty, they succeeded in saving the business and rendering her husband useless. He rebelled, resenting Annie.
At this point I had to point out that her story hardly resembled Sid's story. She smiled then and nodded. "You westerners make up stories to explain what happens to you in China. Our reality, as you see, can be much different. You are a rare person, to hear both sides of the same story from both the western and the Chinese point of view." She moved further onto the bed, leaning back on her hands which served to pull her shirt up nearly to the bottom of her breasts.
"I tell you this for a reason. First, I wanted you to know I am no low-class Chinese woman. I am educated. And capable, or was once. When I came here, I was devastated, at the edge of sanity, in fear of my life from the black hand. When you showed me your lust for Mrs. Wills, I had been three years here, isolated but safe. I lived in obscurity, away from the reach of the Black Hand while Sid managed our affairs in China. His marriage to me protected me. I just wanted out of it all. I wanted to come here and be an American but unfortunately, I never could master the American accent and I did not want to be English so I reverted to the pidgin you have heard from me. That makes me sound stupid to Americans but Sid knew better and now you do." She looked away from me, at the windows. "He told me to tell you, to show you who I am."
By this time I had lost track of what she was talking about. My cock had deflated into utter disinterest and I was thinking about the football game. The main sign that I am not a complete cad was that I was still awake and listening, but I just could not quite fathom why she was telling me all this when I was supposed to be fucking her. I confess I felt put upon.
Annie stood up and walked over to me, she bent and put her hands on my knees, pressing them wide. She knelt and looked at me from her knees. I felt nervous, like I had no right to what I had once claimed easily. Knowing this was a brilliant woman masquerading as a ding-a-ling did me little good.
"Mr. Duncan, I understand that you will be unable to look at me the same again. I apologize. You should not need to. I have enjoyed being the slut to you and your friends. If that is at an end, I have no regrets and may even regret that it is ending."
Her fingers crept up my thighs. My cock noticed. It was "up periscope" despite my mental numbness.
"I am telling you this because my niece, Jillian, she has dropped out of college. I was waiting to turn her over to you till after this semester, but now, it seems, she will be available to you. You see, I incurred a debt to you when my husband forgave you and surrendered me to your good graces. The penalty I incurred was stepping out on Sid without his knowledge. I was both ashamed and defiant. I..." she bowed her head, brushing my hardening cock with her forehead, her black hair sweeping over of my legs. "I found a thrill I thought I had lost in my life. I was...so...so amazed and enthralled, I was risking everything to have the feeling of being alive again. You, you gave that to me, perverted little twist that you are. In your perversion, I found release from the crushing sadness and perversion of my own life. You gave me pleasure and I was willing to risk everything to have that, to keep that." She looked up at me.
"I still am. Now, now I must pay that debt. I pay my debts. When Sid discussed this apartment, the situation Bickerstaff and Kline are in with it and his options, he suggested he turn it over to you and you could keep Jillian there. Our presumption is that you will not care to have her living at home with you and your sisters."
Her fingers toyed with my cock, the zipper actually but my cock behind it was the focus, of my attention at least. When Anne pulled the zipper gently down the shaft of my cock, the tickle seemed to rattle me clear up into my eyebrows. I cleared my throat. "I, ah, I don't understand what you are saying about your niece and me, Mrs. Kingston. I hardly think you mean what you are saying. I cannot own anyone, really. A couple women have said I can own them but what they mean is that if I can continue to make them come, I can continue to make them come. There is a contingency I must live up to. I, uh, I presume you mean something different."
She was unbuckling my belt. She studied my slacks and finally unhooked them, opening them. She pressed her palm against my hard cock. She licked her lips. Annie was back. Mai Li Ting, Anne Kingston, that woman had been speaking but now, now Annie for whom we named airtight "the Annie" was back. Her little hands trembled as they rubbed my now fully inflated cock. Reluctantly she lifted her eyes to look at me, but she kept her hand on my cock, holding it tight with her little fingers. "Sonny, we mean that you get my niece for a year. You can do with her as you like. Whatever you want, she will be required to do."



I shook my head. "Don't say that. No one has, has, has that sort of control of another human being these days. Not only that, I don't want it. What if I say 'suck my cock' and she refuses?" I intended to continue that thought, exploring the hypothetical case to make a point but Annie pulled down my briefs and touched her cool hand to my cock. I forgot my point.
"She will suck your cock. She will fuck you. She will fuck your friends, your sisters, your mother. I have had her between my knees myself and she has talent and a true love of my little flower, my nest, my little sister. She is a sexual creature and if you wish to use her sexually, she will not refuse you. If she does, that is as you say, not your concern. She will be indicating to me that she will not pay my debt for me." Her hand wrapped around my cock and bent it out from my body, pointing it towards her ruby lips. She bent forward and kissed it lightly.
I felt the tip of her tongue on the tip of my cock. I waited, unbreathing, waiting for her to suck me into her mouth. She wasn't done talking yet.
Dammit.
"My niece, she is not really my niece or even related. She is the daughter of my benefactor, so half-sister to my ex-husband. My benefactor continued to take mistresses in China after I married his son and to have children with them. Five of them bore him children, all girls. Jillian is one of them. A Chinese family that owed Sid a great deal adopted her and we moved them to California. She does not know who her true father or mother is. That is another story." She bent forward and licked the end of my cock, clinched tightly in her little hand. She left the end glistening. "I do not ask you to keep our family secrets. Tell her what you think you know, don't tell her. That is for your judgment. I would not submit her to you and try to keep that to myself. If she betrays her debt to us, I will need to find another way to repay you for your..." She stuttered to a stop. Her eyes were fixed on my cock.
Finally, I thought. No more talk.
She leaned forward.
I felt her breath, cool on my hot cock. She pursed her lips and under my fevered eyes, kissed the crown of my cock and then sucked it into her mouth. Her lips formed around the head of my cock and her cheeks deflated. I felt the suction down my spine. She pushed more of my cock into her mouth, her tongue swabbing it as it passed deeper, past her tongue and into the back of her throat. She bent her head forward and pushed down, forcing my cock the rest of the way into her mouth. She moaned, a slight quiver that rattled my bones.
Her blowjob seemed somehow more educated than before, more sophisticated. I am sure that is just an illusion. Funny how knowledge changes how sex can be experienced. Suddenly Annie was this incredible woman, on her knees sucking my cock and I was titillated by that in addition to the feeling of her plush lips sliding down my shaft. She took me completely into her mouth, the cock head bumped against the back of her mouth and then slid into her throat. She moaned around it, the quiver sending shivers up my melting spine.
"Oh fuck, Mrs. Kingston." I groaned. She pulled off my cock and looked at me, her normally expressionless face pouting.
"I suck you cock, I Annie. Annie fuck you real good. You fuck Annie real good! Okay, Joe?"
I almost laughed but figured that was not a proper response. Rather than speaking, I put hand on the back of her head and guided her towards my cock. Her body shifted, giving me the impression she was pleased with my response. She dropped her hands, letting me guide her head, her lips, her mouth back to my cock. She let me make her suck my cock, her black hair splashed on my legs. When her lips touched my cock and she sucked it into her mouth, I felt the quivering satisfaction flashing through her. Her exposure had not changed my lust for her. I felt or imagined her relief, and then, then I felt her lips and her tongue and nothing else mattered.
Her tongue greeted me and escorted me deeper, till she was nose to nose with my pubic bone. She held still, just holding my cock with mouth and throat. She sucked hard for a moment, then blew out of her nose, her hot breath sizzled in my pubic hair.
Suddenly I was shaking with lust. I wanted her, I wanted to fuck her hard, pounding her flat onto the bed. I dared not move, though. The sensations flowering in my cock controlled my attention and my actions. My hand held her head firmly in place in cohorts with my cock. She moaned and sucked harder. Her head bobbed a little. I slouched a little and she followed the rearrangement.
"Jesus Annie, you can suck my cock any time!" I growled. Till that moment, her hands had remained at her side. When I spoke, she moved them to her top and pulled the lower edge up off her tits. She shuffled the bra off of them. That action had forced her to lift half off my cock so she was milking it with her lips, sucking at me like she was nursing. With her tits free, she sank down once more onto my cock. That motion and the feeling of her bare tits on my thighs set me off. I fountained into her mouth. She gurgled and sucked and hummed as I pulsed up into her throat.
When the climax collapsed, I sagged back into the chair, my head swimming with pleasure. I felt her withdraw from my cock.
"You like? You like Annie blow job?"
I laughed. "Anne-blowjob. I like that name." I muttered, struggling to open my eyes. I finally succeeded. She was sitting on her knees, back on her heels, regarding me with an expression that passed for pleased.
"You come quick, Sonny Duncan." She said, the nasal voice I knew and loved to fuck was back.
"You are an artist, Mrs. Kingston." Suddenly, I tasted her on my tongue, the phantom sensation of Annie's ribbed pussy and her pulsing lips on my tongue, the petals of her flower, as she called it. I gripped her by the shoulders and lifted her bodily off the ground.
She squeaked, so surprised it was a moment before she unfolded her legs and felt for the ground. "What you do?" She said, her slitted eyes suddenly wide.
I dragged her over to the bed and threw her bodily onto it. She squeaked, laying there, legs parted, arms thrown to the side, staring up at me, a slight almost mocking smile on her lips. She had revealed herself to me but now, now she had turned me back into the animal that only wanted to fuck her. The look on her face, it said that; slightly amazed, slightly pleased, fully enthralled, waiting for me to mount her. This woman wanted to be fucked. That through electrocuted my reservations and released my lust. I was lust incarnate and this woman was an offering to me. I ran my hands up her bare legs from her knees to high on her thighs.
"My turn." I growled, finding her little tong and pulling at it. She squeaked again and lifted her hips. The thong rolled into a line and I twisted it down her lean legs. Down to her knees. She lifted her legs, pointing her toes till I managed to get the thing off of her. I suddenly wanted her heels back on. I got up, looking around.
Annie looked at me like I just thrown her a five dollar bill. I walked to the other side of the bed. She wrenched up and looked at me, her eyes wide licking her lips, smeared with the red lipstick that now streaked my cock. I found her high heels, four inches of scarlet that matched her lipstick perfectly. I picked them up and walked around the bed. She watched me and her eyes softened. She lay back onto the bed, rubbing her ass on it to get comfortable like a bird settling into a nest full of eggs. Very deliberately she opened her knees, widening her legs. I shucked my slacks down my legs and bottomless, crouched before her. She lifted one foot. I put on the shoe, fiddling with the strap with shaking hands. My hands were steadier when I put on the other.
"Eat me, Sonny Duncan." Anne Kingston, the elegant British woman, whispered. "I do so love your tongue and lips on my little sister. I want you to make me come again. Then I will fuck your friends, as much and often as you like." Her hips clicked off the bed in clear agreement with her words.
The invitation was such a good idea I was not going to grouse about being told what to do. I ran my hands up her legs. She hissed and flopped fully onto her back, disappearing from my sight. I rose up and sighted down her legs, her breasts were standing tall with the nipples impossibly elongated. I smoothed my hands up her legs. She grunted. All the way to her hips; I pulled her to the edge of the bed. With careful deliberation, I looped her legs over my upper arms. I clasped my hands around her thighs, little fingers brushing against her pussy. She hissed with lust. She tried to move her legs but I held her. Slowly, I widened her legs. I felt the anticipation shuddering through her flesh. She tensed her legs, her heels put divots against my sides. I rose up between her knees and kissed the arch of her thighs, one then the other.
"Oh Sonny!" She whispered. "I love this." This English voice, the English accent rattled me, sending bolts of erotic delight through me. It was so utterly dissonant to my previous experiences, I felt like this was an entirely different woman. God knows I love diversity! But this, this was astounding. I was fucking two women at the same time, a sort of sexual schizophrenia. I felt like I had two dicks and both were going to get theirs at the same time!
I unfastened her little skirt and pulled it off. I kissed up her left thigh and over her abdomen. Her heels pressed against me. I moved over her pussy, black curls and tangles. Through the maze I could see the lips of her pussy. I blew through her hair. Her hips pulsed up.
"Oh Sonny!" She cooed. "Do it. Lick me." The British woman begged. Her body quivered with tense anticipation.
I did. I like instructions like that. Annie clinched like I had zapped her with a tazer. Above me, her torso twisted her hips, bumping me with one side while I tried to lick her again. I gripped her thighs and steadied her, flattening her on the edge of the bed so I could get at her. She relaxed a little when I pried her legs apart. I pressed my nose into her tangled hair and I almost sneezed. I mastered the urge, probing with my tongue through her tangled hair. I tasted and smelled her arousal, the tang of aroused female, well stimulated, prepared for penetration. My tongue touched a nub of flesh and Annie shrieked. Her hips bounced off the bed, rapping against my chest and forehead. That thrust her pussy against my chin and I felt her dew. The woman was running wet, a spring, a fountain, a well of passion. Kyla had prepared her for me. Annie shivered with anticipation.
I licked down her furrow and she actually tasted spicy, like her body was blending with my tongue, giving what it was getting though not in kind. She groaned, she writhed, she lurched left and right, testing my hold on her thighs. Finding my hands securely in place, she put her strength into it and tried to break my hold on her. I grasped each thigh and pinned her hips to the bed. She grunted, panting, held open, exposed to my fiery breath. I kissed the top of her furrow and made contact with her clit once more. She shrieked again.
"Oh, shag me, Sonny!" She said. She must have sensed that her English accent turned me on because it remained, filled with dirty intent and salacious vengeance.
I resisted the command, contrarian at the last. Instead, I licked down her pussy again and then back up. Her hips shimmied. I sorted through the flaps till I found the entrance and thrust my tongue into her. She tensed, grunting around the penetration, lifting her body up, piercing herself on my tongue deeper and deeper. Her hips twitched up like she was trying to get more tongue deeper into her but in the end, her muscles failed and she dropped back to the bed.
I swear I had pussy juice smeared on my cheeks, clear to my ears. The woman was open and wet and wanting. I fit my mouth over her entrance and sucked, tweaking her with my tongue. She gasped and grunted, gasped and grunted, her hips bouncing again on the bed. I speared into her and swished around in her, finding her flowing freely. Her voice was gone but she made little noises in her throat and chest, guttural, primal, and visceral. Her thighs clasped closed and the sounds became muted but I swear to god I felt the vibrations of her moans in her bones. Her legs seized my ears, clamping around my head while her ass humped up and down under my mouth. I felt the torqing tension in her legs and had to pry them open. She put her strength into it, trying to lock my head in place. I fought her but at the same time I sought her g-spot with my tongue. When I found it, Annie convulsed with a scream. Her legs popped open.
Her hips pulsed, lifting and dropping with a regular cadence while I rode her pussy with my mouth. I was proud, I have to say, because I managed to keep my mouth on her flower even in these heavy seas. I swirled my tongue through the oily smoothness of her pussy. She hunched up, chattering to me in Chinese. That made me proud. I made her forget who was eating her. Everyone needs standards and that became mine. If I can make a woman speak Chinese while I am eating her I have accomplished something!
Her legs flopped to the sides, the muscles finally exhausted. I moved my hands around to her ass and gripped her there, lifting her body to my mouth so I could spear into her again. Annie groaned and went slack. Her body uncoiled in my grasp. Her mortal coil loosened and then suddenly tensed, bucking and thrashing under my velvet assault. Her hips surged and bunched in my hands, while she grunted and bucked. She pressed her bent legs back against the bed, completely opened to me. She was tense but every muscle invited me to continue. She had inverted the normal inclination of her body to clinch closed under pleasurable conditions. Now she put all of her strength into flying her legs apart, pressing them out against the bed under her. Her hands found the back of my head and held me firmly in place.
"Oh, oh, oh coming!" She cried. Her body tensed and she was arching up at me, balanced on her spread knees and her shoulders. Her tummy pressed against my forehead. Her hips twitched rapidly, jerking against my mouth while I lathered her pussy with my tongue. Two final jerks and she gasped and fell back to the bed; her body completely lax. I sat back, diamond hard and eager to be the girl's best friend.
I struggled to my feet, gripped her by the waist and carried her to the middle of the bed. Her body was like a soaked beach towel, heavy and redolent with her arousal. Her eyes were slits and she panted, licking her lips, waiting. Her tits were still visible, the shirt and bra a band across her chest from underarm to underarm. I bent over her and sucked an erect nipple into my mouth, thrumming it with my tongue. She groaned, seemingly too tired to respond properly. I tested the other nipple and when I got no more response, I touched her with my teeth. She flinched. Her hands found my head but held me there, fingers splayed on the back of my head, holding me in place. I got the message.
I bit down, hard.
Annie screamed, her body contorting and twisting out of my reach. She was panting, her eyes were on me, slits but open. "Fuck me." She panted. "Put your cock into my quim. I want cock in my snatch. Shag me, Sonny!" She bumped her hips up to direct my attention to her pussy. Her accent flogged me into action with words only. She wanted to inspire me to fuck her.
Mission accomplished.
I moved up her body, cock in hand. When I touched the bulging furrow of her pussy, electricity zinged through me and she gasped, holding her breath. I pushed into her. Her body accepted me. She arched her hips, sheathing me immediately with luscious, luxurious pussy. Then she ground her teeth, clamping down on my cock with her inner muscles. The sensation made my eyes water. Her body sagged and I dropped with it, hammering her down onto the bed. Her legs snapped around me like a bear trap, gripping me with wiry strength. With her legs hooked round my back, she began to hammer her pussy up at me, ramming herself onto my cock over and over again, so fast all I could to was hold still and give her a stationary target.
For nearly a minute Annie fucked herself on my cock. I held my pose while she jimmied her pussy up and down on my cock. The sensation was fiery. Finally, she tired and dropped her ass back to the bed. She lost contact with my cock. I sat back. She keened, her hips bumping feebly on the bed. I bent her legs and rolled her to her side. She understood immediately and got to her knees. She spread her ankles and stretched her arms out over her head. She lifted her ass up and presented me her pussy.
I rose up behind her, my cock tracing a wet track up one thigh. At her pussy, I stopped, nuzzling it with my cock. Annie hissed but held still, waiting for me. I gripped her by the waist and found a steady stance behind her raised body. When I rammed into her, she screamed, really loud.
Okay, it scared me. I pulled back so fast I lost her.
"Oh no, again. In me, in Annie!" Annie's pidgin was back and it was just as sexy as her English accent.
I rammed into her again. This time she was ready and met me with her own motion, rocking her body back so that I filled her hard and fast with cock. I rooted deep into her, thrusting into her till her little ass was sealed against my abdomen and we were locked together. I held her hips and started the motion, in and out, in and out. She matched my pace and rhythm, exhaling as I thrust into her and sucking air between her teeth when I pulled back.
Each time I rammed into her, it felt like she closed around me and would not let go. After a blindingly pleasurable instant of having her clinched on my cock, she'd relax and I'd begin the slow withdrawal. Just as my cock head reached the quivering limits of her pussy and I could feel her clasping pussy lips nibbling around the head, I'd slam into her, rocking her forward with a whoosh.
Over and over again I rocked her with powerful strokes. For several minutes we fucked like this, till I was winded and my muscles were screaming, distracting me from the pleasure of her pussy. I pulled free and flopped down beside her on the bed. She did not hesitate. She knee-walked over me and sat down, unerringly fitting my cock back into her body. She began to ride me, her hips rocking and grinding as she keened above me. Her back arched and her face turned up to the ceiling. She grunted. Her head flopped forward, her hair rained down on me, black tendrils of her passion sweeping my face and chest as her head bobbed and her body thrashed, controlled by her pleasure. For a moment she shimmied then her back arched again, her head tilted back again and then she held still for a moment.
Little devil that I am, I interrupted her meditation by arching my back and pushing my cock up at her.
"Oh fuck. Sonny, Sonny, yes Sonny, shag me!" She cried. Her head flopped forward again and she tensed, her pussy gripping me like a masseuse's hands. My hands found her ass and I pulled her down hard onto my cock. She screamed. She hunched her pussy onto my cock over and over again before falling over me. For a minute she panted over me, her hair tangled over my face, her head beside mine, gasping for breath.
I still held her ass. I pulsed up into her clinched body once and she grunted. I pulled at her ass, peeling her open and then cramming her down onto my cock. She lurched and groaned. I rolled over, a perfect reversal and I was between her legs, on top of her, my cock planted deep inside of her. Annie lay under me, languid and still. My orgasm was pending. I could feel it whisking around me, like an air funnel threatening to consume me and carry me away to see the wizard.



I lumbered into a heavy stroke, hammering the woman into the bed. Each stroke made her grunt. After a dozen or such strokes, her hips began to punch back. After three or four more, she seized and her pussy clasped down hard on me.
My climax galloped through me. I rabbit fucked her, hammering her with little strokes while cum flowed from me into her. Annie's hips shimmied, shaking and her face snarled. Her arms were flung over her head and her black hair coated her face like a veil. I bent to her ass and gripped a cheek in each hand, hammering her as I came, grunting out my satisfaction. The pleasure suffused me like night in a forest. I felt alight with ecstasy. Then it exploded behind my clinched eyes. The thunder and roar of the orgasm possessed me. The luxury of her willing body enveloped and subsumed me.
It passed and I lay on the woman. She panted in my ear, wheezing from exertion and my weight on her chest. I cocked to the side to relieve the pressure. She gasped and sighed. I think I fainted.
Rousing from the dark cave of satisfaction, I opened my eyes. Annie's face was close by, still swathed in her black hair. I smoothed it away from her face and found her eyes open.
"Sonny," she used her British accent. "When I came here, I was devastated. I have found pleasure with you. You have given me back something I thought was forever lost. That is my true debt. That, for that I owe you. I will do anything for you." Her voice whispered and then she closed her eyes and looked away. Her pussy pulsed on my flagging cock. Her meaning was clear. My cock reversed course.
A warm satisfaction flooded through me. Nothing like a woman's appreciation while your cock is softening inside of them. I moved off of her, laying on my stomach. After a few minutes, she bumped me with her hip. "More. Want more cock." The pidgin was back. I rose up and looked down at her. She smiled then, a deep, heart-felt smile. "More. Want more cock. Get me 'nother cock." She hissed.
I nodded, respecting the moment. I got to my knees, feeling like my back bone had been replaced with spaghetti. I found my pants, realized I had fucked her with my shirt on and regretted it. I pulled it up and lay down on Annie, pressing my skin against her pliant breasts. She hugged me, sighing into my shoulder. When I left her, she was still on the bed, her scarlet heels and the white shirt and beige bra stripping her just below the shoulders, above her fine breasts and their little sentinel nipples. Her pussy sparkled and glinted in the dull afternoon light.
I dressed and she watched. I left her, realizing that her comments about niece Jillian were interesting but I had no idea how to integrate them. Not like my cock was going wanting but the greedy little bastard wanted more. The little fucker challenged me to bring him more, he assured me he would fuck them all.
I left her there and wobbled down the stairs.
"Jesus Christ, Sonny! What took you so long? Sean fucked Kyla and Darlene both while you were up there. You losing your touch?" Sammy called from the couch.
"I fucked her." I said when I found my voice. "Take her in and have Kyla clean her." I shrugged. "Or not." I looked around, drunk with having fucked two different women in one body. Annie and An Li both loved to fuck. Sean and Chris were both gone. "Where is everyone?"
Sammy jerked a thumb towards the basement door. "Downing playing pool with Aunt Norma."
I looked at Brent and he shrugged.
"Who votes next?" I asked, gurgling with amusement at Kyla's and Darlene's disappointment.
"I'll go but in a minute." Landon said. "Just Annie you say? Are you sure...?"
"I am not sure of anything except your two women have you wrapped around their fingers and shoved in their pussies. No criticism, I have pussy around my ears too but I suggest that if you are going to give them that sort of latitude, branch out and make sure they both know there is a line leading to your cock."
"He means a line of women." Sammy said helpfully.
Landon glared at him. "They are going to be pissed." He said.
"Good practice. The best thing is if you can figure out how to avoid that. Second best is having them forget about it and third is not letting it bother you."
"I wanted to ask you about Sean Favors...I mean, do you think it was wise to open up and let him in like this?"
"Not my doing but I am making the best of it. His mother, if the picture he showed me is half way accurate, she is worth the risk. Quilla Favors certainly is. I intend to have them both ride our little airtight express."
"Oh really?" Brent asked, interest and skepticism mashed up together. "How do you purpose to do that?"
I regarded him for a moment. "The Tao of Pussy." I said with a smirk. "The same way I managed to get all you ugly fucks between your own mother's legs. Chris traded Laura to Sean and then called me to figure out how to arrange it. So I gave Laure to Sean, making her his for the moment. Have you seen that kid's cock? Looks like a knob stick or something but it rubs Mrs. Wills the right way, though I think part of it for her is being handed around like a slut."
"Chris said he has spent every night over there doing her. He has had to make do with Annie." Landon sounded vaguely condemning.
I shrugged again. "Like I say, not my doing. Chris did all that. My intent is to turn Sean's mother into one of our MILFs and to do that, he needs to have a go at our MILFs. This is the beginning."
"So you are going to let him have, Mom?" Sammy asked, his voice curiously choked.
I nodded. At that moment the basement door opened and Sean appeared followed in a moment by Chris.
"Jesus that woman can play pool. She did a hop shot and everything."
Chris shook his head. "I told you to watch out." He grinned a little. "She was after us to play strip pool with her. Sean was all over that but I saved his ass."
"Yeah, thank you for that." Sean said. "I'd have ended up buck naked and its cold down there."
They sat down and for a moment only the ball game made noise.
"Aunt Norma is waiting for you, Sonny. She says you have to be better than us."
"Hardly. I am the worst by far but listen, I have something on my mind. Guys, we have all been inside Darlene, I think it is only fitting that I offer D. Debra up to you guys." I halted, looking at Sammy. He had a new, different strange look on his face.
I continued. "D. Debra has decided not to fuck me so I am arranging for her to fuck my friends. She is cock hungry I think but has sworn off me on the grounds that when she fucks a guy, he treats her like shit. I want to give her to you guys, one at a time...I think she has, er, fantasies, about doing strangers...not that you guys will be strangers necessarily but, well, you are strange enough I think. Anyway, I may be asking you to do her in various situations. You know, as a favor."
Sean piped up. "Does that include me?"
I nodded. "After I have had Lydia, but yes, this includes you."
Sean chortled. "D. Debra Hamilton! Holy shit!"
"One other thing, Sean, have you had Laura over to your house yet?"
He shook his head.
"Don't. I know what I said but don't. Just call me when you are home alone with your mother and she is likely to be there for a while, a few hours. I think I have the right approach."
"What about Quilla?" Sean asked immediately. He looked around then, registering the other guy's responses.
"I'll get to her but I think, unless things change, Mommy Dearest is first."
Sean nodded.
"Are you seriously thinking of doing your own sister?" Sammy asked, wide eyed. I got the feeling he was consciously avoiding looking at me. I had to move on before anyone caught his drift and I would get questions I'd rather not have to answer. Yet.
"This may take a while, so don't be impatient and try to do anything. Once I get started on her, you need to just coast a long and never try to steer the ship. Got it?"
"Got it. What are you going..."
"You'll see. Just wait and do what you're told." I looked consciously at Chris. He stared back but finally looked away. "Chris has already fucked D. Debra. He did her and my sister last night, didn't you Chris?"
He glared at me and nodded.
"What's your fucking problem, Chris? You do a guy's sister and his girlfriend and he doesn't try to take your head off?" Sean asked, jumping in where everyone else was reluctant to go.
"Sonny never loses his cool." Landon said.
"But shit, if a guy did that to me..." Sean started.
"Listen, I have fucked everyone's mother here, but yours Sean, and I have gotten two of them on leashes. Mrs. Wills, you know about. She'll do what I tell her and love it. I am just getting a little of my own medicine from D. Debra. If a man cannot take what he dishes out, he is a pussy, okay? Don't worry about D. Debra, I know what I am doing. Besides she tastes good, so when its your turn, give her a little tongue and tell her, oh, she wants me to watch so don't tell her anything."
The basement door opened. "There you are Sonny Duncan. Avoiding playing with me?" Aunt Norma leered with a smirk. She glanced at the TV. "What's the score?"
"Oregon's up." Chris said. "You better go play her."
"Yeah," Sammy chortled, "go play with her!"
I nodded and followed the woman down stairs. She seemed to glow in the dark.
"Strip pool?" She asked brightly.
"I don't think you got anyone to take you up on that." I said easily. "So no. No thanks. Too cold to run around in the buff."
"We have to play for something." She grinned at me. "How about Truth or Dare?"
I almost rolled my eyes but had to remember that it was entirely possible that she thought I was slinking around boning her sister rather than taking vitamins to keep up my strength. I figured it might tell me more about what was actually going on in the Rossini household, since Natasha and Brent did not tell the exact same story.
"Fine. Winner gets a truth or dare?" I agreed.
"How about on each shot? Call it and make it, you get a truth or dare?"
I shrugged.
Norma broke and got solids. She called the next shot and sank it. "Do you have a girl friend, Sonny?"
I knew what she was asking but also knew I could answer truthfully and not tell her anything interesting.
"Sure. Sort of." Just to keep up appearances I had to dissemble a little. "I am not sure she thinks of me that way though." D. Debra fit perfectly but so did Natasha Rossini.
Next shot, another question. "Have you had sex with her?" Norm asked, sizing up the table and not even looking at me as she spoke.
"That's hard to say, what are you calling sex?"
"Have you kissed her, then?"
"Oh yes. I like kissing her."
"How about intercourse?" Norma stood up and looked at me, watching carefully.
I gestured at the table. "Not your turn. I answered the question about kissing."
She missed the next shot.
I made mine. For a moment I wanted to ask her to take off her top. I had the feeling that I could have this woman if I was careful. I didn't want that just now. I had something else in mind.
"Do you give head?" I asked, just to stay in the daring spirit of the game.
"Of course. What self-respecting woman doesn't?"
"Spits or swallows?" My cock was hardening again, grateful for the respite but not out of gas yet either.
Aunt Norma gestured at the table. "Not your turn."
I shot. Missed. Fuck.
The woman shot and made her yellow ball in the side pocket but called the other side. I missed my next shot, working around a pool cue in my pants.
Norma called and made her next shot.
I nodded. "Okay, truth or dare?"
"Truth. Why aren't the rest of you all down here watching me beat you guys?"
"We figured privacy was the best thing." I sighed, moving to the next level. "We figured you'd want to play strip and it would be easier if everyone wasn't down here all at the same time."
Norma stared at me and finally nodded. "I'll accept that." She shot again. Called it and made it as called. "Sonny, you smell of sex with a woman. Were you having sex with someone just now?"
I held her gaze until just the right moment and then looked away. "Yes."
"Who?"
I gestured again at the table. She missed.
I missed my next shot and she made hers. She looked at the table. "Just one more ball left." She said.
I swallowed hard. "Truth or dare?"
She grinned. "Dare. I dare you to kiss me."
"Now, Aunt Norma..." I started, stuttering.
"I am not your Aunt, so there really isn't anything wrong with it." She hooked her shapely rump on the edge of the table. "Well?"
I hesitated just long enough and then moved around the table towards her. She twisted to perch fully on the edge of the table, dangling her legs. I stood at her closed knees. I decided to find out how serious she was. I bent and kissed her on the mouth. She took firm hold of my shoulders with each hand, tilted her head and kissed me back. Her lips were firm and alive and for a moment I felt the tip of her tongue before I broke away.
"Your shot."
She held her pose on the table for a moment before hopping down, calling her shot and making it. "Truth. Are you having and affair with my sister?"
I stared at her, toiling over the question, trying to decide the best answer.
"Oh, I won't tell. I promise. Just so you know, she told me you were. I just want to know if she is bullshitting me so I don't try to find out who she is really doing."
Just at that prefect moment, my phone rang. I looked at it puzzled because I did not recognize the number. "Hello?" I said softly.
Nothing.
I looked at the display again. Then spoke again, "Hello?"
"Mr. Duncan is it? Sonny Duncan?"
"Yes. Who's this?"
Silence.
"I...this is Suzanne Northcutt. From the other night?"
"Just a minute, I can barely hear you." I covered the mic and looked at Aunt Norma, evilly delighted at this timing. "I need to take this. I'll be right back." I went upstairs into the kitchen. Sammy was just coming down from voting and I waved as I slunk into the dark corner of the kitchen.
"Mrs. Northcutt? Hi. What are you calling me for?" I was a bit abrupt but was distracted by Aunt Norma and hearing this new voice put me off balance.
"Sonny, can I call you Sonny?"
"That's my name." I was coming across a little abrasive and I felt it. In a softer tone I asked, "What can I do for you, Mrs. Northcutt?"
"I need your help, Mr. Duncan. Can't you call me Suzanne?"
"I can try. That's your name, right?" I tried to make fun of myself to put her at ease. I could feel the tension in her vibrating through my phone. What the fuck, I wondered.
"Yes, that's my name. I am grateful for your help the other night and well, I thought I would call and tell you so."
There was more but it was good to hear her being grateful so I stayed silent
"You seem pretty will situated when it comes to women. Mrs. Bickerstaff and her little red-haired friend seemed perfectly pleased with you and the other fellow. I am wondering if you have any inhibitions because of that? If you have inhibitions, I understand but I am hoping that you are unfettered."
She wasn't making a lot of sense but I went with it, playing like she was, like I understood. She was speaking English after all and it is my second language. "Okay. What can I do?" I was thinking of football, honestly. I didn't want to miss the Sugar bowl.
"Meet me."
"Now?" I did not mean to sound that way, put upon, slightly irate. She did not seem to notice, or care.
"Yes. I know its a holiday and inconvenient but...listen, I assure you I would not ask this of you but it is somewhat of an emergency. I need your help." She hesitated and since I had nothing to add, confused as I was, I said nothing. Good thing. "I need you to come to the hotel and take me to bed."
"Oh?" I was shocked. That was one fantasy I had decided was better to leave unaddressed and here it was horning in on my football time, my pool time and my Aunt Norma time, not to mention crossing trails with Mr. Honeywell. My cock did not seem insulted. Admiral Dewy was standing and looking around, sniffing pussy, more pussy.
"Can you come to the Manfred Place? Room 2201. It's a suite. I'll need to pass you up. Just dial the room number from the elevator and I'll activate it. You have to find the right one, the one with the phone in it. Will you do this?"
"Why again?"
"We are having an affair. I, I need you to take me to bed and satisfy me, if you can."
The bitch was being provocative. What the hell does she mean by that? If you can? Satisfy me if you can? My delicate male ego was challenged and my cock was already headed to the car. Fucker can't drive a pencil and the eager little shit wants to get behind the wheel of the car. "An affair? Mrs. Northcutt, I just met you. I am sorry if the circumstances confused you but I..."
"There is nothing to understand. I need your help. Listen, at least come over here, let me explain face to face. When you see me again, you can decide then."
I felt a thrill run up my back but I could not tell if it was the idea of taking her to bed or the thought that flitted through my head that I was about to get jammed up for something I only wanted to do. In an instant, my sense of adventure kicked in. "Wait, let me get this straight. You want to fuck? With me? You want my cock in you?" I was being explicit to scare away this hallucination I loved so much. God, but I wanted it to be real, to be true.
Suzanne Northcutt snorted out a laugh. "I think you understand. What is missing is why a woman like me would call a man like you, right?"
"I am not sure I like the sound of that? Is there something wrong with me?"
"I could tell you about how enthralled I am with you and your physique or I could tell you the truth. You can't handle the truth but I am terrible under pressure so I cannot come up with a believable lie. Can I just ask you to come take me to bed and let that be sufficient? Don't worry about Mr. Honeywell, he'll never know, at least, unless you tell him."
"I am notorious for telling the truth. He might ask."
"How much of the truth are you notorious for telling? I mean..."
"I get it." I cut her off. "2201?" I didn't really. I had no idea what she was saying. She was making no sense to me but she seemed content with my characterization of what "help" meant and that seemed enough. I glanced in the guys' direction. They'd certainly understand if I bailed. Maybe. It got me out of a jam with Aunt Norma and that could end up working to my advantage. There was already pussy upstairs...? Suzanne was speaking. I focused.
"That's right. Do you know where the Manfred is?"
She gave me directions and we disconnected. I wandered back in the living room.
"How many beers have I had." I asked, certain I had had too much. I looked at the phone and the call still appeared. "Ah guys, I have to go."
They all looked at me, except Chris, he was upstairs apparently, in the voting box.
"There is pussy upstairs, all hoping you hit it, and you get called away? What is more important than pussy?" Sammy asked. Landon and Brent were just looking at me with with confusion in their eyes. Sean watched the game.
I shrugged. "A friend, she..." I hesitated, knowing I had spilled the beans. "She needs a favor and well, I have to see if I can be a good guy or not. I have to try." Explaining the complexity surrounding Mrs. Suzanne Northcutt was beyond me on a good day and at the moment I was nearly overwhelmed. I shrugged. "What is more important than pussy? More pussy." That the fuckers understood. I could almost see the little balloons of curiosity appearing over each of my friend's heads but no one commented.
Then Brent spoke. "What about Aunt Norma?"



"Tell her, tell her I was called away. She was about to win anyway."
Brent got up and went downstairs.
The other guys ignored me as I got my coat. They just looked at the TV and waited for me to leave. They didn't even look at me when I opened the door of the house and exited, stage right. They seemed to think I was skipping out on them somehow.
I left them with the same feeling. I felt like I was betraying them somehow but there were forces at work beyond the MILF list and Landon's pussy-whipped conundrum. The universe was throwing pussy at me faster than I could fuck it all. Christ, in the space of half an hour Annie assured me I was going to have the chance to fuck her niece for a year, Aunt Norma nearly throws herself at me, and then this blond calls wanting me to "take her to bed", not to mention doing An Li and Annie...at the same time!
I was still swimming in that fast water. Doing a woman that sounded so differently, that talked with two different personalities was bewildering, fucking hot but bewildering. Well, my cock was not confused or bewildered. It had a perfectly clear understanding of how to deal with the situation and was content with his performance. It was my other head...I snorted. Never look gift pussy in the mouth.
I left them then. Only when I was in the car did I focus on my destination. I wasn't in the car five minutes before my phone rang. The display showed "BRENT" but I was unsurprised when I heard Aunt Norma's voice.
"You left without answering my question. That's like welshing on a bet."
"What was the question again?" I knew if Brent was there, that put her into a jam.
"You know what it was, tell me the answer."
"I will if you answer mine first, otherwise you have to wait."
I drove a few miles while she mulled that over. "Okay, big boy, shoot."
"Are you having sex with Brent?" Turn about indeed.
"Depends on, on how you define that."
"Sex?"
"Bye Sonny. You can answer my question later." She rang off.
I drove for a while thinking of Aunt Norma and put her firmly into the category of women I'd like to fuck and might get the chance. That made me hard by itself but then I turned my mind to my destination and the stimulus increased.
I got to the Manfred and tried to park the car and got waved off. The valets insisted that I let them. Fuckers wanted a tip. We'd see. I found the elevator to the 22nd floor, which turned out to be the penthouse elevator. I got into it and dialed 2201 and Suzanne answered.
"Are you alone? Is there anyone with you? In the elevator?" Her voice was worried.
"Who do you think this is?" I said in a nasal voice.
"Oh, your pardon."
"It's me, Mrs. Northcutt. Beam me up, Scottie."
Silence, then she said what I have heard a lot it seemed. "Fuck you, Sonny." The car moved nonetheless and moments later I was in the foyer of the penthouse. Turns out it had its own elevator, just the one and the penthouse covered the entire floor so I was confused about why she asked about someone in the car with me. I guess she was confused.
There was a security camera in the foyer and a bell which I rang. The door opened and there she was in all of her blond splendor. She wore a dressing gown with a diaphanous top that showed off her fine breasts and silk, purple bottoms. She looked very comfortable. That made one of us. I was sweating like a Sunday school teacher in a Playboy interview by mistake.
"Mr. Duncan, thank you for coming. Come in." She gestured for me to step past her.
I did. "Mrs. Northcutt. Nice to see you again. Glad you got home alright. Was that just two days ago? My how time flies."
She gave me a look and then led me down a little corridor to the living room. She gestured to the right. "That is to the kitchen." And to the left, "That is the maid's bedroom. She is out just now."
Just past the enclosure of the hall, she swung around and stepped against me, into my arms as it were. Her forearms lay along my chest. "We should get started." Her hands grasped the back of my head and she kissed me. Her lips were voluptuous and expressive. She pulled back, her gray eyes searching my face. "You'll be fine." She mumbled as though talking to someone else, like I wasn't there. Her voice broke the spell of her body pressed against me.
She seemed slighter than I remembered, partly because I was dressed but feeling her sides, I could feel her ribs; her breasts, however, pressed pleasantly against my chest. "Hold up there, girl. Can't we shake hands first?"
She shook her head. "I need you inside of me. Now. Please. We don't have much time. Thank you so much for coming."
"I haven't come yet." I lied, well, I meant in her so I was accurate.
She smirked at me. "Come on. Pixie will be here soon." She sniffed once and looked funny at me but said nothing about the stale smell of pussy about my person. She took my hand and pulled me through the living room to the patio doors, out into the chill and to another set of patio doors and through, inside to another, spare bedroom.
"Who's Pixie and why do you care...?" I could not even formulate my question.
Suzanne stopped and looked back at me. "Do me, then we can chat."
"Shit, aren't you cold?" I asked as she slammed the door closed.
"Of course I am. You are going to warm me up."
"I am?"
She began to unbutton my shirt.
I put a hand on hers and tried to stop her but she pushed my hand aside and opened the buttons, one after the other. Her proximity wafted around me and my cock got hard. My inclination to give a woman what she wanted and ask questions later took over. I put my hands on her hips and slipped them up onto the cool skin of her sides.
She looked up from the buttons and smiled, genuine relief in her eyes. "That's better." The shirt unbuttoned, she skimmed it off my shoulders. She ran her hands over my chest and nodded. "Very nice. I was hoping my memory of you was not bourbon enhanced." She grinned brightly. "I have very good memories of your body. Come on, kiss me again. I think you kiss very well. Practice always helps though." She closed her eyes and tilted her head up to me. She was not wearing heels so seemed shorter than I remembered and she was.
I kissed her. There was something about this woman I really, really liked and the idea of slipping something comfortable into her appealed to me immediately. My hands moved up her bare back under the flimsy top. She shuddered, pressing her pointed tits against me. She had nipples that were inverted but still powerful and thick, full and swollen. Whatever else was true, she was aroused by the situation.
My hands moved down to her ass and found it pleasantly full, filling my hands quite nicely. I found I was analyzing her sexual assets in response to her seeming review of me. I broke the kiss. I was in full throttle now. I skimmed the dressing gown down her shoulders. She arched them and let it drift down her arms and off, falling onto the floor. We stood in a dim room with a single bed and a bare dresser. A mirror on the wall opposite the patio doors showed part of the room and the bed. A closed door to each side must be one to the rest of the apartment and the other to a bathroom, I conjectured.
While I was gazing around, Suzanne opened my pants. By the time I quit the real estate review, she had them off my hips and down to my thighs.
"Oh, yes, very happy to see you need no more inspiration than a polite invitation." She got to her knees. She left my slacks at my knees and pulled the briefs off my cock and down. With one hand, she gripped it and kissed it. She looked up at me. "Oh my, you have been a naughty boy. I taste pussy on this cock!" She actually grinned.
"Sorry, I can shower. I haven't had..." I started to apologize but the woman licked my cock and then inhaled it. By "inhaled" I mean she sucked it so far down her throat I am sure I felt her heart thudding next to the end. Nary the hint of a gag, just like she was drinking a glass of fine wine.
I keep waiting for my cock to get tired of pussy but in fact, the more I get the more I want. I keep saying that and the more I say, it more it seems true. Fuck me but I love pussy. It isn't yet an addition but it is like exercise, the more you do it the more it affects you.
Suzanne had skills. She inhaled once and her nose was buried in my pubic hair, still crunchy with Annie's cream. Suzanne did not seem to mind. With my cock lodged in her throat, she began to hum and swallow, massaging the end of my cock and stimulating it with the vibrations. When she finally backed up, she looked up at me.
"You are definitely a player." She said, panting around the words.
Rather than answer, I pulled her to her feet and then pulled the purple pantaloons off her hips and down. I maneuvered her to the bed and pressed her to sit down. She did. Her knees came open, like they were spring-loaded. I put a hand over her face and pushed her back. She fell back on the bed laughing.
"I am squeaky clean, honey." She cooed, the assertion a bald invitation.
Her skin was smooth like honey and white, almost poreless, smooth and cool like porcelain. I liked it and tasted something sweet, like almond or something. I kissed the inside of her thigh and she squirmed. Back and forth from thigh to thigh I kissed up her body. I smelled her arousal. I had not inspected her pussy, giving myself the little surprise of finding out what sort of decoration she had with my tongue. My eyes were closed, as I quested about her body. Expecting none, I found mossy fine hair, straight and sparse.
When I licked down her furrow, she sighed and relaxed back. All tension seemed to evaporate from her. She lay a hand on the back of my head, just resting there. I kissed up one side of her very fat pussy lips and down the other. Her flower was less rose and more iris, or lily. She hummed, not a tune, but like a machine running at peak capacity, an unconscious, throbbing hum. It was almost funny.
When I dipped my tongue into her, she twitched the smallest amount. Her voice caught for a moment then resumed, changing frequency and pitch, a bit higher. I searched around for her clit, finding the little nub and then something moved and there was a positively pronounced flange. I flicked that and her rump jumped off the bed. I returned to her pussy and thrust my tongue into her. Her hips twisted and they bucked up.
"Oh my, you have been practicing. For a young man, you seem very enthusiastic." Her voice was even, careful but delighted. "Oh how I do love a tongue in my cunt. But honey, time enough for that another time. I need you inside me and I don't mean your tongue. Quickly. I won't be insulted. Please, pound me and come as soon as you can."
I was missing something but I was being compliant with her instructions to this point. No point in agreeing to help someone and then ignore the details of their wishes. After one parting swipe of my tongue through the tasty folds of her pussy, I sat back, stood up and finished striping. Suzanne followed suit, removing her flimsy top and scooting back on to the bed quite nude. Her gray eyes remained fixed on my cock, one leg up and the other dangling off the edge of the bed. I crawled over her and made to kiss her.
She shook me off. "Put it in me, honey. I want your cock planted in my little jade garden. I'll make you come, I promise. I want to feel your come in me."
She made no effort to make it so, waiting for me to take the initiative. I did. I put an arm around her waist and dragged her more fully onto the bed. She draped laxly across my arm, spreading her legs around m, eyes still fixed on my cock. I released her and sat back between those open legs, looking at her like she was a target. She lay waiting.
It was curious how she gave instructions then waited for them to be carried out. I took the situation in hand, my cock actually, and touched the head to her thick pussy lips. They were taut and made the sensitive head tickle. I pushed into her. She opened like the proverbial flower, bulging around me and gushing with liquid. Her body fairly flowed around me. I pushed harder and she grunted, her hips rising.
Half cocked into her, I felt the first tightening of her inner muscles. They rippled around the cock shaft down to the head and back up, just like a little hand was stroking me with tiny, velvet fingers. I pulled back and chased that sensation, ramming the rest of my cock into her. The ripple returned. I looked up at Suzanne's face. It was set, even flexed with effort. The rippling inside of her apparently was the result of conscious and deliberate effort. Vive la conscious effort!
Suzanne finally sighed and lay back, having seen my cock slide fully into her. I ground our pubic bones together and she moaned. "Oh yes, honey. Fuck me."
Her voice sounded casual, like a bad actress reading a script. I pulled back and pushed into her. I stirred at the bottom of the stroke, swishing my stick around in her goblet. She lifted her hips and mimicked my motion with her own hips. After several cycles of this she tapped me on the shoulder.
"Honey, don't try making me come with your cock. I won't. Just make yourself at home. Push it in and hold still, if you can. I'll do the rest. Paint the pussy and fill me with cum. Hurry. Don't fool around any more. I need cum in me and I need yours. Please, don't waste any more time trying to get me off. It is wasted on me."
She was not nasty but she sounded strained, tense, even though her body was languid under me, except for her wondrous rippling pussy. Her hips lifted and she massaged my cock, gripping me and then releasing over and over. I had been on my elbows over her, I bent to kiss her and at first she tried to avoid my lips but when I insisted, I heard her sigh and she kissed me. Her lips were supple and taut but after a moment, her mouth opened and she actually moaned.
"Uhhh." She made the sound, making her lips vibrate against mine. Her hands appeared on my shoulders and one hand stroked my face. I leaned into her and then dropped onto her chest. Her head turned and she kept kissing me, moaning as she did so. My hands moved down to her ass. She sighed. I gripped it, taking each cheek in a hand. I ground into her. Her knees rose beside me. She groaned again, backing away from the kiss.
"Oh, that's good. I like that. Okay, you can try. I don't mind if I do. Come, I mean. Don't get me wrong, I love cock and yours is wonderful but I need your cum in me and, fuck, I had schedules. Fuck me, cum in me. Please." Her voice was tense, tight. I ground down into her, feeling the first sensations of a climax wafting around us. I took hard hold of her ass and kissed the side of her neck.
"Oh yes, mark me. I...oh...yes, like that!" I sucked on the side of her neck. Her head turned, exposing herself to my lips. She was panting. I sucked harder and her hips bucked a little. "Oh, please hurry. Please, fuck me, come in me. Fill me with your cum. Don't wait. Please, I promise you can do it anyway you like another time but now, now put your cream in me. Cum for me, come in me, please!"
Then I heard it. The distant but distinct ding of the elevator arriving.
That seemed to set her off. Her hips began to bang up at me, faster and faster, she clinched down on my cock erratically, desperation in her every motion.
"Oh god, she's here. You have to come now. Come for me, Sonny. Please! Come, come, come!"
I released her neck and she turned to me. Her eyes were wild. "You can do my ass another time. You like the ass right? And, and I'll share one of your girls with you. We'll have a great time." She babbled. She bent her head and kissed me. The fire in the kiss got her what she wanted. Okay it might have been the image of her ass at parade rest waiting to be properly cocked. I was just imagining Annie and this woman when she got what she wanted. My spank bank has lots of branches and it turns out some have a drive-through.
The climax roared over me, thrashing through my body. The first spurt seemed to electrify her. She broke the kiss and dropped her head back, arching her back, one leg crossed my ass and she tried to lock me in place. Her hips pumped up at me while I ground down into her pumping an impressive flow of cum into her body. She was panting now, gasping but not from an approaching orgasm. It seemed to be just the physical effort of milking my cock with her pussy. She bent forward and grasped my ass with her hands and hammered her pussy up at me.
The climax raged over me. I groaned and bucked, ramming my cock into her with little jabs. I could feel her relax.
"Oh, thank god!" She muttered and relaxed completely. All effort to meet my climax with any response dissipated. I found myself pumping the last of my cum into a nearly inert woman. When I was done, she patted my back. "Get off me." She said. "I need to dry off."
I was definitely missing something.
"Miss Suzanne?"
I heard a thin little voice. I looked around because it sounded like it was right at my ear.
"Miss Suzanne? Are you here?"
"Quickly! Lay over there, act like, do whatever you want. And thank you, thank you. I definitely owe you. We'll figure out what later. Oh, and when Pixie comes in, when she is done with you, feel free to do her if you like. She likes cock as well as pussy." Suzanne was scrubbing her legs and tummy with a microfiber towel. I heard a door somewhere close by clicking open. Suzanne tossed the towel aside and then immediately crawled into my arms, laying her head on my shoulder, cooing and kissing the line of my jaw.
"You can fuck me anytime, Sonny." She was saying as the door to the left of the mirror opened and a little oriental woman poked her head into the room.
"There you are, Miss Suzanne." The girl said.
The girl who stepped into the room wore a gold outfit, a series of fine chains that draped about her slender body; slender except for exceptionally large breasts for her frame. They were bullets and barely covered by the outfit, a costume of some sort.
"Oh, hello Pixie. This is Sonny."
"Now Mrs. Northcutt, you know what I am here to do." The girl said, her tiny voice barely audible. "I have my instructions and now I have to...I have to..." She tailed off.
"Yes, Pixie, I know. I, I, isn't, isn't...Sonny is so young and pretty. My gracious, do you like him? Isn't he pretty?"
"Yes, lady, he pretty." The girl approached the bed. Her hair was straight and nut brown, dyed I surmised. Her tits were prominent and unmistakable. Her mouth appeared so small that it looked like getting a finger past her lips would have stretched them beyond their limits. They were a dainty pink. She wore golden high heels that made her walk like a young deer nosing through a thicket. They were high, five inches at least. They stressed her thin legs. Her skin was a soft nut brown, almost bronze and perfect. I didn't know what to make of her.
She stood beside the bed, looking down at us with big, brown eyes that blinked occasionally, like blinkers on a stationary car. Suzanne had my still half-hard cock clasped in her hand. That was where the woman's eyes focused.
"Him first or you, lady?" Pixie asked.
What a fucking name!
Suzanne responded by rolling her hips away from me and opening her legs. Her straight blond hair fell over my chest as she projected her legs toward the girl.
Pixie smiled with her little mouth, more like a pucker than a smile. She nodded. The gold chained outfit came loose and she carefully laid it onto the chair against the wall at the foot of the bed. Nude, she approached the bed, her prominent breasts wavering as she moved. One knee appeared on the bed and she crawled between Suzanne's legs. "I must taste you, mistress. And then him."



"You might have to wait, he just did me." Suzanne whispered.
The girl nodded and smiled her little pucker at me. Her bullet tits swayed before her, impossibly tall. She bent over and they dangled like landing gear. She moved so gracefully, like cold syrup. That was it, she oozed between Suzanne's legs. When the girl touched Suzanne, the blond stiffened like she had been stuck with a needle. She remained taut till the girl's little mouth touched her bubbling pussy.
I heard the girl slurp and then Suzanne jumped. Her whole body bucked.
"Oh honey, do you taste him? Oh, please, do you have to, oh, oh, oh!" Suzanne bucked, hard. Her whole body convulsed around the slight woman between her legs, feeding at her pussy.
Pixie lifted her head and looked up Suzanne's panting body. "Mistress must come. I want her to scream. Scream for Pixie, please." Her breathy voice was too precious, I wanted to butt fuck her just on principle. She returned to Suzanne's pussy and slurped loudly. Suzanne flinched and then twisted. She turned in my arms, her mouth seeking mine.
"Kiss me, Sonny. While she brings me off, kiss me. Feel what it is like for a woman to come like this!" I bent to her lips and she kissed me, one arm looped around my neck forming an odd conjunction, one that she made the most of.
Suzanne quivered, her whole body shook like a leaf in the rain. Her lips sealed against mine and her tongue shot into my mouth, swabbing my teeth, inside my lips, across the roof of my mouth. I tried to meet her tongue but it was lightning in my mouth. I closed a hand over her breast and instinctively pinched her nipple very, very hard.
Suzanne bucked, exploding into a wracking orgasm. I could tell from her lips. She was panting and snorting. Her body was twisted extremely, her hips in the clutches of the evil Pixie but with mouth and breast claimed by me. She was straining and thrashing and I had a flash of insight. This woman responded best when bound. Her hips flapped, bucking Pixie up and down like a rolling sea. Her mouth continued to kiss me, ravaging me with her tongue. Her hands grasped at my head and neck. I sat up, disturbing the writhing symmetry of the three of us. Suzanne's mouth lost mine. I could look in her eyes. They were wild, the gray coolness replaced with a silver fire, a passion that covered and disguised some true thing.
Her fingernails were biting into my neck. I took her hands and curled them under her back, holding her for the woman between her knees. Suzanne stiffened and fought hard to free her hands. I had to hold her with both hands. She was strong but I was stronger and she thrashed against my strength. She hid her face, pressing it into my chest, crying out all the while, as Pixie ate her. I captured her mouth as I held her and demanded her kisses, which she surrendered desperately.
Whether she hid from Pixie or from me, I could not tell but I could tell this woman liked secrets and being bound by them. Her body convulsed and bucked, straining against my hold on her hands and all the while Pixie sucked loudly on Suzanne's pussy, laying full length between her legs, half off the bed given our position.
After several minutes of Suzanne thrashing, held by the two of us and reveling in it, Pixie finally withdrew from between the blond woman's legs. She pursed her lips in what I took to be her smile. Her smile seemed only to appear in her eyes. Suzanne's mouth went slack and she slid away from my lips, hiding her face against me, melding against my chest. She did not try to correct her posture, leaving her torso extremely twisted.
Pixie's eyes bored into mine. "Suck or fuck, Sonny sir?"
Her mouth just seemed too small to take in my cock without shortening me.
"Fuck." I said, still bobbing on this strange ocean of sensual pleasure I had not yet explored.
She nodded. Her eyes were huge with relation to her head, but her tits made them seem small. I noticed finally that she had the clear silhouette of a bikini top emblazoned on her body, a pale image outlined by her caramel colored skin. Then she did something that actually made me regret my choice. Out of her pursed little mouth came a narrow tongue and she licked her cheeks clear up under each eye, swabbing off the effluvium from Suzanne's pussy, our cum mixture that welled up onto her face while she was sucking and licking. The action was so slow and deliberate, I wondered if there was any chance I could have this woman suck my cock before she went back to wherever she came from.
Then I decided I was dreaming.
She moved over between my legs. Suzanne, lethargic with post orgasmic bliss, shifted off of me and lay on her back, eyes closed. Pixie pushed my legs apart and lowered her face to my cock. Her tongue came out and wrapped around my cock and then withdrew. I shuddered. It made one full loop around the shaft of my still hard cock. That was fucking unnatural.
She kissed the end of my cock and her lips were hard, taut as plastic, like they were cheap fakes. Then she pressed her head down and my cock pressed into her mouth. Her mouth was so tight I stopped breathing. She literally fucked her face down onto my cock. I slid into her mouth like a watermelon into a boxing glove. Her little nose blew air on my shaft just outside her tight lips. She sucked and wrapped her tongue around my cock head. I got immediately fully erect for the third time that day, no, fourth. I got lightheaded, even dizzy. Every brain cell in my head was crowded around my eyes trying to see out, trying to see what this girl was doing to me. The sensation of her mouth on me was unbelievable! I chose to ignore that she ignored my request to fuck. She chose to suck my cock instead. Fine by me.
Beside me, Suzanne roused and she grinned at me. "You are not the first to look like that, Sonny."
Pixie sucked harder but it was not an increase in pressure. She sucked better! Then she was gone, climbing over my body, shifting my legs together. She opened her legs. Except for the hair on her head, she was hairless, her skin glistened like she was made of the finest wood and had been polished. She gripped my cock and positioned her pussy over my cock.
Suzanne sat up and stared at us, her eyes avid and fixed on the junction between this remarkable woman and me. Pixie took a big breath and then released her body. Her pussy was similar to her mouth, small and puckered. For a moment she seemed to balance on my cock, the head pressing against the tight little hole in her body. She exhaled and her pussy parted and opened.
Slow, like a melting ice cream cone, she slid down my cock, dribbling onto me with sparks of pleasure. She leaned forward till her tits brushed along my stomach and chest. She swished them back and forth a little and then wriggled her hips. The pussy I was entering seemed to be sucking at me, tightly stretched around my cock. She kept wriggling her hips and I wanted her to not stop, to never stop, to keep doing what she was doing till I died of ecstasy. The sensation of her body twitching like that around my cock made my eyes water with pleasure.
Suzanne got to her knees and bent over me. She looked at me, nodding. She kissed me carefully on the mouth. "Fuck her. You have to come in her too."
What sort of fucked up situation had I stumbled into? I examined that question and decided I absolutely did not care. If these were my last moments on earth, then so be it. Fucking Pixie was a prefect way to die. Her body was tight in every respect but soft and pliable. She seemed to have the ability to soften when it counted and the progress she was making, taking my cock into her body was remarkably slow but steady. She had retained a metal belt around her waist from her odd costume. I felt it as she neared full-cock containment. It was chilly metal of some sort but heavy, brass maybe. The links of it clinked as her body rippled and writhed with her effort to accommodate my cock.
My mind was utterly blown. I sought for words and found none. What I struggled to conclude was that this woman's pussy was tight as an ass hole, but soft, smooth and impossibly expressive. I sought for superlatives and forgot what I was looking for before finding even one, distracted by the sensations shooting through my body, bombarding my mind.
Pixie looked up at me; till then she had fixed her eyes between her legs, watching her progress on my cock as it slowly penetrated into her body, peering between her tits like they were a bother blocking the view. Her eyes smiled and her pink mouth twitched. "You like Pixie?" She asked.
"Fuck yes." I said.
She nodded. "Yes, I fuck." She rolled her hips and the sensations seemed to amplify, roiling through me like an orgasm without the falling sensation. She did that motion again. I groaned and flopped back.
"Get her on her back." Suzanne whispered. "She likes that. Most guys, they think they'll kill her but she comes like that; a cock rammed in her hard from on top."
Pixie looked at Suzanne, her expressive eyes full of questions.
I struggled to sit up. Pixie's impressive breasts squashed between us, nestling against me. She bent her head up and I tried to kiss her little mouth. It was odd, like a virgin's first kiss. Her hips were rocking and rolling. Impossibly, my cock was still only two-thirds inside of her. She seemed to be in no discomfort, rolling her hips and working her cunt onto my prong. There was a little spurt and fluid flew up between us. I sensed it flowing down, oiling us, oozing down my cock and onto my balls. It was like I was fucking a great fruit and finally penetrated the rind into the plush, lush pink insides. She lifted up and then just fully released her weight onto my cock.
My god, the sensations of that motion rattled me to my bones. She grunted. "Pixie feel good to you, Sonny sir?"
I nodded.
"When she has you fully inside, put her on her back. Try to break her. She likes it rough but most guys treat her like a China doll." Suzanne snickered then. "Pun intended."
Pixie began to twist her body, literally screwing her body down onto my cock. Back and forth, back and forth, her twisting, radial motions worked her body down onto my cock. She balanced on her feet, her hand steadied herself on my chest, her breasts dancing before my eyes. Then just when I thought she was going to pull up and start again, her body dropped the last two inches. She squeaked and giggled, looking up at me. "I full of cock." She said, her little voice barely touching my ears. "You like? You like fuck Pixie?"
I'd heard the pidgin. It remained me of Annie and the comparison tempted me to draw broad conclusions about oriental women. Annie and Pixie both fucked great, but then, when I got a woman naked, who didn't. Perhaps it was me and not racial. I put my hands on her lithe ass and cinched us together. She laid her forehead on my chest. She was so small like this, her tits were no longer able to provide the optical illusion that she was in any way full-sized. Christ, even crammed full of cock like this, she was able to continue massaging my cock with her inner muscles.
I groaned. She shuddered, shifting her body around the cock lodged in her body. Her legs clasped my hips and twitched, little jerks that massaged me like she was trying to get my attention. She had it.
I sat forward, lifting her. She was unbelievably light. When I sat forward, her legs clasped around my waist, her heels trying to lock but coming up short, instead hooking her heels in the small of my back. I rocked forward several times, trying to get forward enough to get to my knees. Pixie was panting, gasping and grunting as her body shifted on the cock stuck inside of her. Her body continued to massage my cock. Her legs tightened and relaxed, pulling her tight onto my cock and then relaxing so she expelled it a bit.
I was trying to move us and she was still fucking me. I wanted to stop and pay attention but I was on a mission to get her onto her back. I had a good grip on her little ass, barely large enough for one hand. I think she could have sat comfortably in a regular-sized soup bowl. Her skin felt like shined brass but hot, like she was molten.
I got my legs bent, crossed under us and rocked forward, finally attaining my knees. I dropped forward onto one hand. The sudden stop jerked her. I had my other hand clasped to her ass. She clung to me, wrapped around me like a toga. Her arms, like two strong bits of wire, were wrapped up around my neck. Her legs clamped her pussy onto my cock, hooked around my ass. I turned on the bed.
"Fall on her. Smash her to the bed." Suzanne growled. "She wants it. Make your cock ram deeper into her." Suzanne's voice was tight with excitement.
Particularly susceptible to suggestion when buried in a succulent pussy, I did as Suzanne instructed. I bent over and then just relaxed and let my body fall with Pixie clinging to me like a sandwich sign. I pulled her tight against me but I still fell on her with most of my weight. The girl writhed under me, struggling against my weight, against my hand on her ass and against her own arms and legs that clamped us together.
She began to buck. Her whole body twitched. Her voice was a high whine. She began to move her torso from side to side, rasping her tits against my chest. I could feel the hard nubs of her nipples scrapping along my skin. I raised up, releasing the pressure. I bent down, trying to get my mouth onto one of her breasts. It was just out of reach but then her hand grasped it and lifted it to my lips. I sucked on the nipple, she grunted. I bit down on the hard little nub and Pixie screamed and bucked under me.
It seemed like this was the last sensation she could bear. Her body began to twist and grind and buck. Her head bent back, pressing into the bed. Her hips began to quake and wrack me with constant motion. She grunted hard and then she tensed, clamping down on my steel-rod cock, buried in her little body. She screamed over and over. I felt her oozing, splashing up between us. Her body bucked and shook. She pressed her face against my chest, bucking and shaking more. Her hands grasped my shoulders and held on while her body convulsed through a profound orgasm.
I pumped in and out of her pussy. It was oily and slick but taut still, pulling at me as I withdrew and sucking as I sank back into her. She continued convulsing, her body pulsing with each new climax.
"Holy shit!" Suzanne whispered. "She likes you, no, she fucking loves you!"
"Pixie coming!" The little woman gasped. I was pumping into her, grinding down as I sluiced deeper and teasing her with the end of my cock at the top of the cycle. Her eyes were glazed, fixed and staring. I rammed hard into her harder and harder and harder. The harder I fucked her, the harder she came. I wanted to fuck her till she could not come any more but after ten or so cycles of her convulsing through a withering climax, with no sign that she was in the least bit tired or close to ending her course of climaxes, I was beginning to feel a new orgasm of my own.
"Come in Pixie." The girl whispered. "You make me come so good. I want to feel you come in me. Come now."
Her hips rapped against me faster. Her intent turned into a new sensation on my cock that reached through into me and found my reluctant orgasm and pulled it out of me by the roots. Pixie screamed, her ass whacking up at me faster and faster and then I was coming. She did not hold still but worked to draw out more and more of my cum. I came for what seemed like ages but must have been six or seven pulses of cum. For no more than I had eaten that day, my restocking system seemed to be just fine. Pixie was pulsing but then she looked up at me.
"You come?"
"Yes, Pixie, he came." Suzanne said dryly. I felt her presence but my eyes were fixed on Pixie. "You should get off of her or she'll come again."
"I like orgasm." Pixie tweeted.
"Me too." I agreed and just like that, I was tired. I struggled to my hands and lifted my body up. Pixie, however, remained attached to my shrinking cock. She dangled from my body. My cock, sensing the strain, completely contracted and dropped Pixie back to the bed.
"Out of the way." Suzanne growled. I tipped over to the other side of the girl.
Suzanne's head appeared, upside down, pressing between Pixie's legs.
"Oh yes, Miss Suzanne, eat Pixie!" The girl panted. A moment later she convulsed again, her hips shaking as she came under Suzanne's mouth.
Suzanne rose up and then I watched as she extended her tongue, white with cum. Pixie bent up and sucked at Suzanne's tongue, slurping loudly. Suzanne returned to the woman's pussy and sucked loudly only to carry her excavation to Pixie's mouth and kiss her upside down. After a few times, Suzanne hesitated at the woman's tits, kissed back and forth between then and then bit down on one. Pixie convulsed anew and screamed, her little voice turning into a dog whistle.
A moment later they were done. Pixie rolled out of the bed, right over me. She stood on the side of the bed. "Okay, Miss Suzanne. Its him. I taste him in you and you taste him in me. I know it is him in you." She looked at me, patting my shoulder. "You make Pixie come best. Thank you, Sonny sir. You are most pleasurable."
I tried to answer but she flitted away and a moment later she was gone.
"Sweet Jesus, Sonny. Thank you. You have no idea what a great favor you have done for me!"
She so right. I had no idea.
I laid there for a few moments, my body was zinging but my brain was exploding. I could not quite assimilate what had just happened to me. I felt like I was a tool taken out of the toolbox, used and then discarded. Yeah, I felt used. Poor me. Ecstasy fucking sucks! I got up and started to dress, pulling on briefs and pants. I sat down on the edge of the bed to put on my shoes.
"Where are you going? What's your hurry?" Suzanne spoke from behind me.
I hesitated. There was a beautiful nude woman behind me and I was leaving in a huff. Why? It occurred to me that D. Debra Hamilton was using me in much the same fashion but I was getting no pussy at all from her. I was in love with her, or in lust or something. If she let me fuck her, would I be all in a huff because she used me to get off, to get her peculiar jollies? Or was I in a huff because this woman used me and I was not all enamored with her? What is the difference?
Of course there is a huge difference. It was not like I was doing without, with respect to Deedee. Hell, I was doing my sisters and intended to continue. I had an attorney at my beck and call whom I could treat virtually any way I wished sexually and she seemed inclined both to let me and to enjoy it. Why should I be all bent about being used by this blond?
I don't do reflection all that well. It is an acquired taste with me. I am a little like my buddy Sammy in that regard, if I cannot see something to laugh at or with, I tend to see it and forget it. I discovered I was not moving, just sitting there with my shoe in my hand. I dropped it and put my head in my hands. As in several situations in the past, I was having a flashback, I felt like I was that goofy guy chasing contemporary pussy before the MILF List. I felt the oddness of what I was doing, the strangeness of both who I was fucking and how much I was fucking and why. It all crowded in on me, like the ghosts of pussies past.
I felt her hands on my bare back. Then I felt her breasts sweeping across my shoulder blades. Suzanne hugged me from behind, on her knees so she sort of draped herself over my bent back, bent because my elbows were planted on my knees and my face was in my hands.
"That has to be the strangest ten minutes of my life...so far." I muttered.
Suzanne laughed. "More like thirty, but who's counting." She kissed my neck. "I know I owe you an explanation. I'd love to explain. Why don't you shower and get dressed and we'll go down to the restaurant. The Manfred chefs have phenomenal steaks."



"I have to go." I said, sounding surly because I felt surly. I managed to notice, however, that I was pouting and suddenly I felt really, really young. This woman and her, her, her whatever she was, her Pixie I guess, they let me glimpse something so far beyond my ken that I had pussy vertigo.
"Don't go. Give me the chance to explain."
"No. My friends are waiting for me. I left them..." I stopped, thinking of them and Aunt Norma. I felt empty, out of place and longing to find some comfortable place to lay down and sleep. I thought about Alissa and my stomach lurched. I had to tell her about Sammy and Ellen. I had not agreed to broker that deal but...
Suzanne interrupted my runaway train of thought. "Sonny? Hey, listen Sonny. I, I really cannot enjoy sex unless I am restrained. You know, tied up. That's why..." She trailed off.
I turned around to look at her. I got it then. She thought I was reacting to her behavior with me, her lack of concern about her own pleasure while I was in her and her lack of response. Suddenly I did feel inadequate. Shit. Thanks for that, bitch.
She sat back on her heels, her gray eyes regarding me. For the first time since the elevator door opened, I felt she was present, seeing me. I turned away, not wanting to look at her or have her see my face. I was mortified that I had failed to create the response in her I wanted.
I liked being that guy, the guy who worked to make her come and succeeded at least part of the time. I always wanted that 'A' for effort. I was a little shocked to realize how important that was to me. Part of sex for me was that connection, that feeling that we were exchanging something and she was getting as good as she got while I plundered her body and took my own pleasure. I liked the idea of a balanced budget, a balance sheet that was anatomically correct. Pleasure for her, pleasure for me.
Suzanne, she had given me the distinct impression that she was playing the role of an inflatable fuck doll and I was using her for exactly that. I hated that idea. I like fucking a woman, entering her and feeling her respond to my presence. Call me shallow or insecure or something but I like that connection, the emotional connection that goes with a dynamic physical coupling.
These thoughts were going through my head tumbling about while I tried to order them. Then my stomach growled. Steak? I thought. Back at Landon's we'd have chips and beer, maybe pizza if someone unhooked Kyla and could keep her from attacking someone. I had not eaten today and I found I was famished.
"Take a shower. You'll feel better. I'll tell you my story, why I had to use you." Her voice changed, sounding apologetic. "I know I used you. I, I didn't have much of an option; the other option was, well, I thought I could do it." She snorted or laughed or something in between; a noise you make when you laugh while drinking milk and it shoots out your nose. "I always think that I can have sex like other people do and respond like they do. I am always wrong. Unless I am tied up, my arms restrained, I cannot get off. I never seem to accept that. It is true."
I turned to look at her again. "Sam Honeywell ties you up?"
She shook her head. "He thinks I am a normal lay. I just act with him." Her eyes got really wide. "Jesus, why didn't I act with you?" For a moment she held that pose and then her look softened and she regarded me once more, her eyes back from that interesting distance.
"Because when I am with you, I want to be me. You'll have to learn about that. You did fine, but I, I am like a violin, you have to figure out how to make it sing or it just squawks and makes you cringe. Besides, you made me nervous. You are a gorgeous man. Next time, if there is a next time, I'll help you do better. Just think of me as normal and treat me that way. I'll handle the rest."
That was interesting, but I was not clear about what it meant exactly. I did not want to jump to any conclusions. "There's nothing normal about you." Then I thought about her response to the Pixie and that unnatural, lizard tongue. "You seem to like Pixie well enough."
"Who wouldn't? That girl, oh, poor boy! You are intimidated that I came with a woman's mouth on me and not with your cock parked in me."
I shook my head. "No, just wondering how a tongue grows that long. God, what a, a..." I didn't have a word to label it."
Suzanne laughed then, genuinely amused. "Go on. The bath is right through there. There is a closet along the hall, if you want to pick out some other clothes to wear." She smiled, a little embarrassed. "I keep a whole range of men's clothing here so none of the guys who visit think they are special."
"So you use everyone?" I asked, surprised by the hurt I felt but still honest enough to admit I was being childish. Who the hell was I to complain about another person's sexual smorgasbord, when mine had such variety? Fuck me, I was the incestuous pervert and faithful friend who fucked not only his buddies' mothers but several of their other relatives. I was having an existential moment. Naw, I am too shallow for a real crisis.
Suzanne sobered. "Go on, shower. If you want. If you have to go, go. But this will all make more sense if I explain something to you first. In fact, if you squint, you'll realize that I still need your help. I am asking for your help. If, if you choose to leave, well, I'll lose something valuable. You are right, you do not owe me anything. I am asking for your help and well, I don't have much to offer you that you apparently cannot get for yourself, unless..." She stopped. "Let's just say the sorts of things I have to offer you, you would have little use for yet, in your life." Suzanne was sitting on her knees, hands folded between them. "What's it going to be?"
At that perfect moment, my stomach growled. Loudly.
I arched an eyebrow. "I could eat." My existential moment had been replaced by a gustatory one.
Suzanne smiled and twisted her head while raising her chin. "You eat very well, for a young man."
"Boy, you mean?"
Her eyes returned to me. "Oh no, you are plenty man enough for me. You just have to learn how to tie me up so I can orgasm." She paused then nodded. "Truce?" She waited for a response but then extended her hand for me to shake. "Friends?"
After a heartbeat or five, I shook her hand. "With benefits, apparently." My good humor was returning. "Who was that...that..."
Suzanne laughed. "Pixie is a sexual savant. As you now know, her physical structure is a little different than normal and she has learned to use it to her advantage. Shower and get dressed. There are toiletries in there. Feel free to use them. I'll shower in my room and wait for you in the living room. We'll get a steak and I'll explain myself. I owe you that at least. If, if you don't want to help me, then, well I guess I'll have to take my medicine. All I ask is that you listen and see if you...see what you think. Okay?"
The snarky woman from the other night was utterly gone, completely replaced by this charming but reserved blond woman with the great tits sitting on her heels before me, nude and beautifully so. My eyes fixed on those tits, seeing the marks I had left on them.
"Sonny? Sonny! Quit staring. It is not polite."
"I like tits and yours, well, yours should be stared at." I swear her nipples bulged, popping into erect little cones while I watched. I wanted to rub my eyes and look again but I just moved my eyes to her face.
"Fine." I said. "Steak, but it better be as good as you say or I'll..." I was going to say I'd spank her but figured that might not be much of a threat. I wanted a good steak. I left the promise ambiguous.
I got up, showered in a very well appointed galley bathroom. Everything was the best. I even shaved. Slipping into my clothes I felt a new man and understood a little wistfully why she would have changes of clothes for her...other lovers.
I expected to wait for her in the living room but she was leafing through a "Wealth and You" magazine. She looked elegant and utterly unaffected by the last few hours. She wore a long tubular dress that buttoned from hem to neck down the front, from her calves to the top of it just below her chin. It was ribbed, a cream white with big black buttons that said, "Open me if you can!" and black half-boots that tried to be sexy but only managed to be chic.
Not that I know chic, I have hooker taste when it comes to women's clothing so I don't judge. She definitely did not look like a hooker. The dress made the swell of her hips a topic of discussion, unavoidable and prominent and hid her breasts in the optical illusions of the narrow ribbing of the dress. Her blond hair was pulled back and clasped with a ruby red something that glinted, even in the dull light of the city night. When I saw her stand in it, the only thing I could think of was taking it off and I do blame the dress for that.
She rose gracefully, testimony to the strength in her legs but also to her incredible balance because the dress kept her ankles close together.
"Are you going to offer me your arm, sir?"
I did and we went downstairs. The dining room was languid, with wait staff standing about watching the football games. Couples were scattered through the room, not numerous enough to make it seem full.
We ordered and she cupped her chin in her hands. "Well? Time for an explanation."
I nodded and gave her my undivided attention.
"My husband, Borland, and I have a curious relationship. I know it. He knows it. We, well, let me start at the beginning. I worked for an architectural firm as a grunt architect and had been advised to attend a $100 a plate benefit. At the cocktail hour, I was single and unattached at the time with only a few beneficial friends on line. I don't mean on the Internet, I mean friends with benefits I could call for a ride from time to time. So, I was unattached and not looking, particularly, but plenty curious.
"Sex was, for me, a pastime, something I did with someone else when I got lonely or had some time to kill and had the opportunity. I had sort of a hard reputation. I mean, I was hard to get on with because, well, I liked sex on top and I tended to push and make things conform to my way of doing them."
"By that, you mean you rode guys, like a jockey rides a horse."
She nodded, apparently approving of my active listening skills. "I got to this benefit with the explicit idea that I was going to find some young buck and take him to bed for an hour and kick him out. I was twenty-seven at the time and had developed a very distinct taste for younger men and by younger I mean men not old enough to drink. Your age, I presume.
"You can imagine my surprise when I found myself face down on a bed in one of the hotel's rooms and this old guy, 52, ramming his cock into me from behind. Now, Sonny, don't take this the wrong way but no one does it for me like my husband. Borland and I touched at the cocktail bar, beside the iced shrimp. The attraction was immediate but attraction is exactly the wrong word. Obsession is closer but still not quite right. It was a compulsion, I think, mutual and irresistible. That's it, a sexual compulsion.
"It started at the bar. I had ordered a cocktail and he ran his hand over the arch of my ass, just light enough to be unmistakable. I tell you, the thrill that ran up my spine, I thought it had to be Mel Gibson or some other hotty but no, it was this guy with perfectly white hair, short, not burr cut but conservative. He wore khakis and a polo shirt with a pair of golf shoes. I mean with the cleats and everything, like he had just wandered in off the golf course.
"The thrill, the feeling of his hand on my ass was so arousing I followed him to the buffet table and when he reached for shrimp, I ran my fingers up his arm to his elbow. He looked at me, set down his drink and plate, grabbed my hand and dragged me out of there. He was in me and done before dinner was served.
"He dragged me into a room, pushed me face down on the bed, pulled down my underwear and mounted me like a stallion on a mare. I was instantly aroused and when he came, I came, and that never happens, happened. I walked out of there with his cum tricking down my leg and my ears ringing like someone punched me and I've boxed before and had my bell rung good a few times. I could not think straight.
"I followed him to his table and sat beside him. Another woman objected, claiming I was in her seat, which I was, and I growled at her like a doberman with a chicken leg greeting Colonel Sanders. She continued to insist and I continued to growl. Borland finally asked for my ticket and told the bitch to take my place.
"Borland ignored me the whole time, never said two words to me. I tried to eat but I was so hyped up, all I wanted was the feeling of his hands on my body again. God, I had never felt that way before. I was breathless and panting like the bitch in heat that I was.
"When the evening began to break up, I started to get desperate. He acted as if I didn't exist and I didn't care. I felt pathetic, but at the same time, I felt the growing resolve to break the silence. You see, I had ignored him too. The more he ignored me, the more I ignored him. I know that sounds infantile but that was how I was thinking.
"I finally got control of myself and left him after the speaker was done. I walked down the corridor and suddenly felt myself yanked through an open door into a dark room. I could feel his hands on me and I knew it was him. He turned my face to the wall and pulled up my skirt and pulled my thong aside. When I arched my ass, he entered me again. This time, he fucked me for several minutes before he poured me full of cum again.
"And I just let him. I never spoke, I never struggled, I just let him move me and position me like a fuck doll but I came and came. My god, I was so excited and it was immediate. Instant! As he came, he kissed the side of my neck. He whispered in my ear and I felt his words in my toes, and all in between. Not what he said, just the feel of his voice coursing through. His words left a lot to be desired, but the tone of his voice did it for me. He said he was married and that I had to let him go. He said I could not turn around because if he kissed me, he'd never be able to let go of me.
"I thought he was going to weep, right there, his cock rammed into me from behind, my skirt up around my waist, my tits mashed against the wall. Then he said something that unraveled me further. He told me he wanted to fuck me till he tired of me and then he'd throw me away, like garbage."
Suzanne was panting and took a slug from her Tom Collins. She shook her head. "Me. Can you imagine? Predator bitch that I had been, fucking a guy into the mattress and then laughing at him when he couldn't get it up! Me, being told I was going to get used like a condom and then tossed away, equally full of cum. I just stood there and nodded. That sounded perfect to me. I, all I wanted was for him to keep doing what he had just done to me, fucking me till I got tired of him, filling me with cum. Just the smell of it made me excited. He waited then, for me to speak, he was perfectly still, his lips close to my ear.
"I said, okay. Just that, okay, like I had no other thought in my head. He asked me where I worked and I told him. He knew my building and said, he said he'd find me and fuck me again. He said this was only sex and nothing else. He then went still, his cock still hard inside of me, my toes barely touching the floor. I was literally mounted on his cock like a bug on a pin. He asked me if, if I wanted that because if I didn't, he'd walk away and never touch me again.
"I nearly couldn't answer. I was shaking like a retriever's tongue when it pokes its head out the window of a speeding car. What do you call that? Trembling, that's it, I was trembling. Finally I was able to moan. "Fuck me", I told him. He was still hard and he pulled back and rammed into me again, hammering me against the wall, lifting me up and twisting me as he liked. When he came the next time, I came with him again. I was full of cum and dizzy from the orgasms that had flashed through me.
"Then he was gone. Just gone. I had no idea where he went or even when. I just woke up, propped against the wall like a folding chair, cum running down my legs, breathless with arousal. I remember feeling the cold air on the cum running down my legs and if I had touched myself, I'd have come again, I'm sure. I staggered home. I couldn't sleep. I lost my appetite. I couldn't concentrate at work. I tried to figure out who that masked man was but the guest list was too large. Tuesday after that weekend, I got on the elevator going up to work. I felt a hand on my side, right at my hipbone and he pulled me back against him. I knew it was him but could not remember seeing him.
"He told me to stay with him. He reached around me and hit the button for a floor above mine, one I knew was empty. We were alone in the car for ten seconds and his hands were on me. When he dragged me out of the elevator, my bra was loose, my panties were torn to shreds and his finger had been inside of me. He took me on my knees, right on the concrete in an empty floor. He fucked me and the sounds echoed around us.
"I knew he wasn't going to kiss me and that made me long for it all the more. I kept trying to twist around but he had his hand knotted in my hair. He took me from behind again, my dress over my back. He tore off my panties and ramjetted me again. He only grunted and sighed, not making a lot of noise compared to me. God, I must have screamed through an orgasm six times before he finally dumped a load into me. When he finished, I as a mess. I didn't care. I staggered into the office and the receptionist gasped and asked what happened, should she call the police. I grinned at her and said not unless they were giving out medals because whoever did this to me was a fucking hero.
"He accosted me three more times in the next week and then nothing for three weeks. I was nearly crazy when he walked into our office and took me by the hand and dragged me right out the front door. He pulled me into a maintenance closet and kissed me on the mouth. When that ended, he swore and swore while he stripped me. I mean, I was stark naked, well, I still had on high heels. He took me against the wall. I started to wail and couldn't stop. One of the guys from the office opened the door and we just kept doing it while he stood there and watched. I think, I think I had my legs wrapped tight around Borland and was kissing him, completely out of my mind with lust. There was no way anyone could have mistaken it for a one-way copulation.
"After that, I was delirious. Not happy, but like I was on cold turkey every moment his cock wasn't in me. I wanted to be bred so badly, to be mounted and fucked to death. I was insane. I really think I was and I may not have recovered."
The food came and Suzanne watched as the waitstaff distributed everything. When they left, she continued her recitation.
"For weeks it went on, two or three or four times a week, I'd get dragged into a corner or a closet somewhere and we'd fuck each other crazy. He cursed me the whole time, groaning that he was married and that he had children but he still fucked me."
Here, Suzanne grinned a little. "I have to confess, getting a man away from his wife turned out to be a huge turn-on to me. I know, sounds crazy but knowing that he was inside of me even though he berated himself for doing so, that just made it that much hotter. He told me he wouldn't fuck her but I insisted, I told him he should keep fucking her and tell me about it when he fucked me. He did. He'd describe what he did to her as he was doing the exact same thing to me.



"He was so, so creative. He caught me in the parking lot one night and did me over the back of my car. After about six weeks, he asked me my name and two weeks later he asked me where I lived. He caught me at lunch and we did it in a stall in the women's bathroom. I gave him a key to my place the next time I saw him.
"He took the implied invitation and arrived at two or three in the morning. He took me in the middle of the night, right in my bed. I was asleep one moment and the next he was between my legs, eating away, licking and kissing me and I woke from a dream right into a complicated orgasm. He bent me double and fucked me till I screamed. I was so thrilled to be having sex like that in my own bed. We hadn't done it on a bed since the first time he took me.
"He came to me every night for a week, till I began to expect him. The last two nights I lay awake, so excited I could not sleep. He arrived and I met him just inside the door and sucked him off, he ate me and then fucked me two or three times. Then he was gone. For three weeks, I saw nothing of him.
"During that time, though, his wife, Carol Lynn, she came to see me. I didn't know how she found me or found out about us...later I found out he told her, confessed and asked her to forgive him and let him have me till he got over it. She was having none of it. She came to tell me he was done, our little fling as she called it, was over and I wouldn't be joining them for Thanksgiving or any other night.
"She, she told me he'd tried to get her to let me join them and have a threesome. She refused. If he'd have asked, I guaran-damn-tee you I would have done it. I was so intoxicated I'd have gone down on his wife while he fucked me. She, she was, is beautiful but they had it good till I appeared and she was furious, with him, with me, with the universe for disturbing her perfect urban lifestyle. I couldn't blame her. She told me it was over and to leave her husband alone.
"I was devastated. Couldn't eat, sleep, got fucked never, and dared not get myself off because the edge made coupling with him so delicious...I thought I could save all the sexual frustration up and let it out when he entered me next. Then Carol Lynn shows up and tells me that it is over. I was crushed because I believed it. He was never going to leave his wife and I, the predator, turned out to be the prey, the garbage left on the curb, kicked. I had just about resigned myself to the situation when I got an email from him telling me he couldn't live without me.
"Three weeks later, he filed for divorce and came to live at my house. Carol Lynn was furious."
I gestured at her food. "It's getting cold." I said. "Why are you telling me this?"
She regarded me with those serious eyes. "You need to know that we are a compulsion, Borland and I and no matter how good you fuck me, I will always go back to him."
I nodded, relieved. I was afraid he was a mob guy or something and then realized I had no reason not to think he wasn't. So I asked. "What does he do?"
"Oh, he's a forensic accountant."
Jesus. A hot accountant? Isn't that like a fast turtle? I ate and watched Suzanne as she ate. Despite her temperament, she ate with grace, delicately cutting her steak and making sure the fork was filled just so. She never dropped a bite.
"You come from money, don't you?" I asked.
She looked up at me, her eyes never changed but she nodded. "My mother had money. My father, he worked all of his life to live up to their standards, his in-laws, and never could. When it came time to hitch my wagon to their stars, I walked away. Well, they threw me out of the family." She smiled. "I fucked one of my young cousins, his first year in college, just to make sure they locked the door after me." She cocked her head. "Hmmm, that was when that all started, chasing younger men and fucking the starch out of them. I had not thought about that before."
I shook my head, wondering at the all-in-the-family quality of my life all of a sudden. Isn't anyone normal? I thought. Now, though, I know that all the normal people steered clear of me or I converted them from normal to, well, whatever I am.
Suzanne continued her story, chewing and talking in a way no one could duplicate with the same grace.
"We got married about six months after we met, three days after the divorce was final. Borland came to my house, got down on one knee and asked me to marry him. He was 53. I said yes and when he told me to get my stuff, I asked how he could get a divorce that fast. He said he started the process that night he fucked me the first time. He said he knew the moment he entered me the first time he had to have me. When Carol Lynn refused to share, he finalized the divorce.
"He lost his job. Her family ties, scandal, that sort of scene. He'd been working for someone that was friends with his father-in-law. That ended. He went out on his own, started consulting. It did not start well.
"I quit my job, I had been fucking up since he came into my life. On the surface, we looked combustible and I think everyone around us thought we would flame out and go our separate ways in six months.
"For a while, we lived together and fucked like rabbits. Then his consulting started to take off and he had to travel more and more. I quit my job and went with him. I nearly fucked him to death. He'd get back home, and by home I mean whatever hotel we were staying at, and I'd attack him at the door. We'd fuck for a few hours and then go get something to eat. We'd usually fuck the rest of the night. He'd get up the next morning, fucked out and sleep deprived and stagger to work. I'd put out the 'do not disturb' sign, turn up the TV to drown out the world and sleep all day.
"He'd get home and we'd do it again. After about a month of this, he was losing it. I mean, normal people would have come apart three days in, he made it three weeks before it started to crack him open. The seams appeared and soon it was over. I could see he was falling apart. He made no sense, he talked nonsense but he could and did still fuck me. He'd come in the door and I'd usher him to the shower, strip him and before he was fully cleaned, we'd be doing it. Often with me still wearing my day clothes.
"Well, I realized this wasn't working. Borland, he'd never have cried 'uncle' so I had to. I resolved to make him eat and get sleep but I couldn't do it. No matter how I resolved to refuse him, I couldn't and didn't. He collapsed at work from exhaustion. That was when I knew we had to do something differently.
"I told him I was going to go back to work. We'd been fucking non-stop for three and a half months. He begged, he plead and finally, when he could not get his cock to inflate, agreed. I went back and looked for work for three weeks. Nothing. My flame-out had been heroic and no one was willing to hire me again.
"I decided, since I hate looking for a job, to start my own business. I couldn't get funding. I was too proud to take money from Borland right off. He, that lovely man came up with a solution though. I spent a few weeks banging the bricks for funding and found nothing, no hope. I was bummed when I got on the plane to go see him. I sat by a nice young man, like you, just like I liked and he was smitten. I could see it in his baby blue eyes.
"We talked and laughed, sitting at the back of the plane, the very last row. When he put his hand on my leg, I was torn, horny, and excited. The kid got his hand up between my legs and rubbed me just right and I came. I, felt terribly guilty but when he intimated I should go down on him, on the plane, I did.
"Now, I know this sounds wrong, like my connection to Borland was, how would you put it, tenuous, if I was blowing a guy on the airplane so easily. It was a long flight but that wasn't the reason.
"We talked a lot on the phone, teasing each other but no phone sex. Borland asked me everyday if I had fucked another man, or sometimes he asked if I'd branched out and done a woman. No, no and no, I always told him. His response was always the same. Well, he said, if you do, you have to tell me all about it.
"I had that in mind when I unzipped the boy's pants and sucked him off. I barely got a taste of him before he was gushing. I am a very clean cocksucker." She grinned. "I swallow."
I nodded. "I get it. Of course you do."
Suzanne continued. "I was mortified. I felt so terribly guilty and then confronted the need for confession, that I had to tell Borland what I had done. I was horrified. I went to sleep on the plane, were were headed to Athens. I woke up with the kid's hand between my legs. He woke me up to tell me I was making too much noise and suggested we go fuck in the toilet. I declined but had to suck him off again. I felt bad about starting up with him. I did. Honest.
"But excited, too. Borland had wrecked his life to be with me and now I was challenging our bond. The closer I got to Athens, the more anxious I got. He met me at the reception area and knew immediately something was wrong. He actually asked me if I joined the mile high club. I didn't know what to say so I lied, well sort of. We got back to the hotel, I was baked. I got a shower and went to bed. I woke up with him between my legs. I was sloshing wet and when he entered me, I came, going off like a rocket.
"He fucked me for hours and I thought I was going to come undone. Finally he ran out of starch and I got to sleep. I woke to a bright Greek day and he ordered room service. We were eating when he asked me if I was ready to confess."
Here Suzanne blushed.
"See, I talk in my sleep and I confessed to blowing the guy. He sidled around the subject but finally came out and told me. God, I was mortified. Then I was horrified and ashamed. Borland seemed to take it in stride. He smiled and said he could not leave my trespass unaddressed. He told me I was going to have to make it up to him. When I asked him what I could do to make it up to him, he smiled and said I had to go pick up a woman for him, for us.
"Now, till that moment, tab A in slot B had been plenty fine for us. For me at least. I had no idea how to respond. I just stared at him. He waited and when I didn't respond, he finally said, he could go pick up another woman, bring her back and I had to watch him have sex with her. My choice.
"My heart was hammering at the back of my throat. I felt like I had a cock the size of my leg rammed in me from behind and I could taste it. My chest was tight and I couldn't breathe. Borland just stared at me. He never blinked. Finally, when I quit hyperventilating, he said, choose. I asked if we couldn't talk about it and he got up and left the room. Two hours later he returned with a young woman with a Scottish accent. He introduced her to me and told her I was his wife and that I had sucked a guy off on the plane.
"The woman looked like she had already heard the story before, like he had primed her for it. He said he was going to go down on her like he promised. She sat in a chair and daintily lifted her skirt. He pulled down her panties and ate her to an incredible orgasm. When he was done, she stood up, thanked him and left.
"I was stupefied. I, I had never seen that, a woman orgasm with a man's face between her legs. He went and washed his face. While he was gone, a knock sounded on the door. Not the bell but a knock. I opened it and found the woman standing there. She, she whispered that she felt terrible about doing that but it was so erotic, the way Borland explained it to her, she couldn't resist. Now, now she wanted to watch him do me. It's only fair, she said.
"I was floored, floored but suspicious. I asked if this was Borland's idea and she insisted it wasn't. She came out of the WC and saw us talking. He never spoke, never moved. The woman moved past me and explained her idea. Borland shrugged and referred her back to me.
"By this time, I was on fire. He could have suggested fucking a pogo stick and I would have been open to the idea. I lay down on the bed and while the woman watched, he ate me to a deliriously delicious climax. I got up from between my legs...I couldn't move. I think my bones had turned to water. He kissed the woman and then he fucked her, bent her over the chair and did her from behind. She screamed like a stuck pig. God, I watched and listened. She came and came till he pumped her full of cum and then she stood up, wobbling like she was drunk. She looked at me and said her husband had fucked another woman, she was just balancing things out.
"She left us like that. Borland with his dick dripping cum on the floor and me laying on the bed looking at him. I was, I was so confused, so tangled up I could barely breathe much less think straight. Borland came over and sat down beside me. He kissed me and said, now it was my turn.
"Okay, I thought he was going to fuck me but he just sat there. His cock did get very hard but I did nothing but stare at it and watch their cum dry on it. It was that long. Finally, Borland told me that he had fucked another woman and he deserved to be punished. He said I should decide on a proper punishment.
"I sat up and called timeout. I asked what the fuck was going on. He suggested that I should think about what he had that I wanted the most at the moment and ask for that. Well, I had come to see him with the full expectation that I was going to have to bend over a chair and plead for seed capital to start my business. I saw the opening and I took it. I told him to write me a check.
"Plainly, Borland thought I was going to play his game and go find a stud to do me while he had to watch. He was a little distraught when he realized I was demanding money but he never flinched. He wrote me a check, well, he transferred money directly to my account. I watched it happen on the computer."
Suzanne's eyes were far away. They clicked back to the present.
"What followed was two of the strangest years I have ever spent. A dozen times, I went to see Borland and at least three of the trips, I had sex with a man on the plane. The last two times, I fucked them or they fucked me. I was a repeat patron of the mile high club. I went to Borland each time and he just left the room and returned in a few hours with a woman. He did to her what I had had done to me. The third time, after he finished fucking her, he had her suck his cock and then he did her in the ass. Apparently that was her condition, fuck her in the ass.
"The other times, when I didn't do someone on the plane, three or four times I caught him doing someone in the room. I was struggling with my business and each time I was there to ask for money. I never did have to ask. He paid off his fucking debt and I got the capital I needed to keep going. The other times, we'd go out and he'd cajole me, trying to get me to have a threesome and to pick the other woman for us. The next time, after the first time, he did it like this. Then he asked me to find a woman and I did not respond. Then he asked me what I would take to go down on another woman.
"Call me a whore, but I gave him my number, the amount of capital I had come to ask him for. He said that was cheap at twice the price. He went over to these two women and talked to them for a moment and they joined us for supper. That night they demonstrated eating each other while Borland and I watched. We were in Stockholm. They were blonds but not model thin, pudgy, blurry but eager. That night I kissed my first pussy.
"For the next two years, when we got together, I was after money. After six months, though I started to show a profit but I had gotten hooked on watching him fuck another woman. Often, once he finished her, she would come over and go down on me and then watch while he fucked me. Borland paid every time. Finally, the time came when he came home, back to Chicago where I lived at the time. He told me I had all of his cash, every dime and he needed me to pay off some of his credit cards so he could go back to work.
"I saw that the screw had turned but I also saw that he had let me have all of his money. I felt the power and realized he had consciously given it to me. Now, now I had the money and he needed me. Not the other way round. My first inclination was to make him do something silly to earn his money so I had him go down to the lobby and sing his favorite folk song. He sang 'Danny Boy'. I cried and everyone clapped and then security told him never again.
"You can't tell who has a singing voice by looking but Borland does. The next time he needed money I decided to push back a little and had him find a man to go down on me. He did," Suzanne chuckled, "in about fifteen minutes. But the guy got carried away and fucked me. I was swooning because he had talent and Borland just sat and watched us copulate. I cannot tell you what it was like to feel him watching me. The guy fucked me for ten minutes and when I finally came, he came too. I lost myself in the moment.
"The guy was so embarrassed and apologized. Borland told him to apologize to me. The guy did but I kissed him and told him to go away. When the man was gone, Borland looked me in the eyes and told me it was my turn to be punished. I could not just fuck whomever I wished without consequences. He said he'd be back and he returned with a woman, about three hours later.
"I thought for sure he was going to do her but he didn't. No, he stripped her and pointed at her. He told me I had to make her cum. Now I don't know if she was a hooker or what but I spend the next four hours trying to get her to cum. Finally I asked forgiveness and gave up. Borland fucked her to an orgasm in two minutes. I swear I did all the hard work, though. I deserved th tee shirt that said 'foreplay' on it.
"The woman left and Borland took me to bed. I was so tired I thought nothing could arouse me. God, was I wrong. Once we got started, we went all night. The next day, when he got back from his appointments, he took me to bed and introduced me to my own ass. Yes, he fucked me in the ass for the first time. Then he told me that wasn't my punishment. He said I had to find a man to fuck my ass while I was at home.
"I think you see how this is going. We, we developed a simple penal-reward system. Borland lent me money, which I have more than paid back, and he got to live out a number of his sexual fantasies. You might think that explains Pixie but it doesn't.
"About a year later, maybe eighteen months, Borland had a heart attack. The doctors told him he had a flaw in his heart and either he had to avoid exertion or go on a transplant list. It wasn't quite that simple but that was how it ended up affecting us. No dragging me into an empty meeting room and fucking me on the table. No more sharing me with another man or any of that.
"We went through a bad time, not where we were antagonistic but he was scared to fuck, scared I was getting bored with him and I was uneasy about having sex with him, believing I could literally fuck him to death. Finally, I went and had sex with the heart doctor and the two of us performed for Borland. The guy told us that we had to have sex gently and carefully, that Borland could perform but the energetic approach had danger.
"Borland adjusted. He began to entice me to make a mistake and then punished me by offering me up to some pretty young man, not unlike yourself, while he watched. It was, well, it was weird. Borland and I would have sex in a very loving, gente fashion but then he'd find some petty flaw in me and punish me by having me have sex with a porter or some other stranger.
"Now, Sonny, you probably figured out by now that I like strange. I do. God, it makes me gasp just thinking about picking up some guy and doing him in the toilet or a stairwell or something. Borland developed a taste for watching. Rather than make him be so petty, I took to having affairs, affairs he easily found out about or, more often, I confessed. Once it started to go stale, I'd confess and Borland would punish me.



"Borland has his flings but he tends to find sedate lovers and his punishments are now more or less tame. Now, this finally brings you to the present. I confessed to Borland a fling I had over Thanksgiving and in response, he 'punished' me with Pixie. He had her stay with us over the holidays and he'd make stupid arbitrary rules and then punish me with doing things with her, for her, to her. When he made a mistake, I had her do things for me. You certainly see the attraction, right?"
I nodded.
"Well, Borland said I had to make her eat cum out of me and gave me till midnight or I was going to have to be celibate for three months. He's done that before and I have to tell you he teases me mercilessly when I am celibate. I fucking hate it. That, that was why I was so desperate to have you do me. It was getting late and I knew Pixie was on the way to the apartment."
Suzanne smiled then. "So you see, there is nothing nefarious about it but it was fun, wasn't it?"
I nodded, dubious but not about the pleasure of the other woman or Suzanne herself. I just did not think I quite understood the situation. I kept that to myself.
The waitress brought us port, which I enjoyed and when it was gone, Suzanne told me she needed to be going. I did also. The game was over by then and I had no idea who won. Alabama lost, it turned out, much to my surprise and I wasn't alone.
I kissed Suzanne on the cheek and left the hotel, suddenly exhausted. I think it was the port. I drove home to find an empty house. I went to bed. Happy fucking New Year!
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Meeting a new MILF, making a familiar one and double teaming Aunt Norma
Tuesday dawned dark and brooding and I was awakened by the delicate touch of my sister on my shoulder. She needed the car and was telling me she was taking it, and that she was staying with Chris for the week. I groaned and nodded. She stood there for a moment, but when I did not open my eyes again, she left.
I turned over and went back to sleep. I woke around noon, got a snack and went back to bed without checking my phone. Around four I started watching movies and went back to bed late. I felt washed out, like I was coming down with something. Pussy worn, more likely.
The next day it rained, a nasty, cold rain and then froze around three so the roads turned into ice rinks. I watched a guy slide right into another car down the street just turning into his drive. I was glad to be holed up. A warm snow followed that turned the ice to slush overnight. Tawny called to tell me she got "home" all right. I wondered about her and Chris, how they were going to address their separate proclivities. I wondered if Tawny had gone down into the basement yet.
I slept hard the next night again and woke up feeling like something was missing. "Pussy." I muttered. "I haven't had pussy for two days." I had the feeling, the feeling of stark otherness, feeling again who I had once been, the man without pussy.
I rustled up some breakfast, making eggs for the second time in my life, scrambled with cheese. They were like rubber so I did something wrong. Cooked them too long I imagine but I hate runny eggs. I am not saying why because its gross.
I lounged around and finally thought to look at my phone. I discovered it had run out of power without telling me and was DOA. I plugged it in and and after a few minutes, listened to a variety of chimes indicating missed calls, messages and texts. I thumbed through them and saw the naked number I connected to Suzanne. I called her phone and she answered. She'd called to see if I'd come warm her up last night but now she was leaving the city for a few days.
The conversation felt, odd. Like when you have a one night stand and really don't know how you feel about it so when you confront it, you're just confused, like that. When she rang off, though, she promised she'd call when she got back and made me promise to tie her up some time soon.
Then it dawned on me it was Thursday. I fanned through a dozen calls. I hadn't talked to Mom for several days. I got on SKYPE while the phone charged and called her. She answered the third try, gasping and panting.
"Oh Sonny, nice of you to call but just, uh, uh, just bad timing. Sid says to tell you Happy New Year." She groaned loudly.
"I was calling to ask about Tawny, what you two discussed."
Mom grunted a couple times and then I heard the computer moving around. I wanted to ask her to turn on the camera but thought better of it. That was Sid doing her, after all and I had no wish to intrude, I'd watch but not intrude and that seemed like the same thing at this point.
"Honey, listen, don't worry. I, she said you suspected me and well, I might have had something like that in mind but this is not the time to discuss it."
"Like what?" I had too many different ideas to let her off without specifics.
"Asking you to share your sisters with your friends. I, I don't really know how that would work. Do whatever you think best but I have to admit I wish I was going to be there to participate. It, uh, uh, sounds, sounds like...Sid, stop it. Oh, fine, lay down. Fun."
I could hear them coupling. I heard Sid's rumbling moan and then my mother's squeaking.
"Hon, hon, oh honey can we, we, uh, uh, oh talk later?" Her mind was not on our conversation. I imagined her, astride Sid with his monster cock working into her body.
"Fine, Mom. We can talk later. Tell Sid to do your ass."
"Fuck off, Sonny." My dear mother growled before disconnecting.
I grinned.
I reviewed the phone and found D. Debra had called. I called her and got voice mail. I left a message to tell her I had one of my "friends" lined up for this afternoon and that she should call me if her schedule had changed. I added that I was going to watch and left it at that.
"I want to see you fuck again. You are adorable with a cock in your pussy." I told her.
I hung up, feeling smug at being so open minded. I wondered if D. Debra Hamilton had any idea about how much pussy I was getting, how much willing pussy surrounded her little pussy desert. Would she be so smug if she knew about it all? Or just some, for that matter? My MILFs would thank her for being difficult.
Without a car I was back to the bus. I thought about calling one of the guys but they all seemed likely to be fully engaged, except maybe Sammy but this time, with Rodney and D. Debra, I did not want to contaminate the operating field with superfluous people. Sammy would be ticked to be referred to as superfluous. I smiled to myself.
He had called so I called him.
He answered, sounding like he was still asleep.
"Oh, Sonny, thanks, thanks for calling back. Tomorrow! I called you yesterday, what happened to you the other night?"
I realized I could tell him. "Remember the blond from the apartment?"
"Yeah."
I didn't elaborate.
"No shit! Really?" He was awake now. "You really did her?"
"You would not believe what I did. I swear, it is beyond understanding. I swear." I hesitated but the guy didn't grouse and badger me for details. Was he sick? "You called me." I said finally.
"Oh right. Have you had a chance to discuss, uh, Ellen and me with Mom? Ellen, she is really worried about boinking the bosses' boy toy."
"Boy toy?"
"Oh shit, I, well, I sort of told her about you and Mom. I mean, she knew you had something going on but I elaborated somewhat." He cleared his throat. "She told me she was worried that Alissa would be jealous."
"About me? I don't think that would be a problem."
"I don't know. Mom has been acting weird since before New Year's. She seems nervous about something. Ellen agrees. She's at work."
"Are you at her place?"
"Oh, well, yeah, I am. Nice place too. She even got me a place to park inside so my baby didn't get ice all over her pretty red coat."
His Camaro, I got it. "No. I have not spoken to Alissa for a while." I realized that Sammy had called his mom once by her name. Odd. "Are you sure you want to do it this way? I mean second-hand like that?"
"Ellen says, no, no, shit I have Ellen on the brain." He snickered. "And on my cock, to not put too fine a point on it." He laughed. What could I say, he is funny as hell and he always laughed at his own jokes. "It was Annie, she says that is a very Asian thing to do. It allows everyone to save face if disturbing news is delivered by some marginally involved third person. I think it keeps the messenger from getting killed."
"Is this going to be disturbing?" I asked.
Sammy chortled. "I have no idea. That is why I want you to tell her. You seem to be good at that sort of thing." He laughed out loud then, his old carefree laugh. "Man oh man, you should have been there when Kyla figured out we all fucked Annie and left her and Darlene alone. She sputtered and fumed the rest of the night."
"How long did you stay?"
"You mean, how long did Aunt Norma stay, right? She left right after you did. Brent took her home and then came back and we had a little cock sucking context. Sorry you missed it. Ellen, Jesus, Sonny that woman is fucking prefect. She, she bitched me out for not letting her participate. She was so pissed, she said she thought I was just going over there to watch football. She was pissed because she insists she would win any cocksucking contest and fuck me if I don't agree!
"I told her I thought she needed a more formal introduction to my other friends before she blew them and she fucking laughed her head off. Then she fucked me to death, I think. She says I make her come like no man she's ever had inside her and she insists that her little red book is much thicker than Mao's. Whatever that means. I think she was mangling metaphors because I am pretty sure the good Chairman did not keep a list of his pussy conquests in his little red book."
I could not help laughing. "No, I am sure you are right buddy. Is there a timeline on this or something? That I should know about or, or can I wait for a good time, a right time or some time when it seems possible? To rat you out to your mom?"
"No rush. I, I am not going home much lately, by lately I mean the last three days."
"You called, though?"
"Yes, mom knows I'm not dead. She asked this morning when she was going to meet the lucky girl boffing her son and then asked if it was actually female. I hung up on her." Sonny guffawed. "Sonny, I think you have had a good effect on my mother. She was always so angry before you got to her. Now she actually tries to be funny and that is funny as hell, cause she is absolutely not funny."
I shrugged. "I think that has more to do with Sid Kingston making her his prime counsel or whatever they call it. I think she finally feels secure at work and that means she can relax when she lays down. Then I can tense her up a little and it is a longer ride."
Sammy giggled. He sounded happy. "Hey, I got another call, gotta go. Just let me know when you, you know, tell her." He hung up without waiting for my response.
I glanced at the clock. I had time.
I continued through the list of missed calls and saw that Sean had called and cursed. I called him back.
"Hey Sonny, I called to tell you Mom is out of town for the rest of the week, till Friday which is now tomorrow. I am over at the Wills house till then anyway." He snickered. "Quilla is so pissed off. She tattled to Mom about me not coming home the other night and Mom told her I was a boy and she had to be home by midnight. Quilla is older than me and that really pissed her off. I think Mom wanted to piss her off. Quilla takes herself so seriously and Mom just rolls her eyes."
Sean was talking without taking a breath and I thought he'd never stop. If I hadn't interrupted I bet he wouldn't have. "I gotta go Sean. Call me when you think the coast is clear. I need her there for at least three or four hours while you are home. Best if she cannot leave for some reason or other."
"Mom hates to drive in the snow. Good thing too, cause she sucks at it. If the forecast is right and the snow comes Friday morning by the time she gets home, she'll be unlikely to stir off the couch."
"Okay, well, be sure to be home then. Don't take Laura home, either. I know I told you to, but I have a different idea, now."
"Okay, you got it. Hey, I gotta go." He clicked off.
I had to go too but I seemed to be second fiddle all around today. My trip to the mall would be no different. I had a clear vision of watching D. Debra being fucked and found that I was hard. Since she insisted that she wouldn't fuck me, I was going to make a queue of guys to fuck her. I chuckled. Let's see how she liked them apples.
I got ready and jogged through the slush to the bus stop. It had thawed and water ran underneath the surface of the snow. By the time I got to the bus stop my feet were wet through and through. I got the bus on time and arrived at Turston's at about quarter to four.
D. Debra did not arrive till twenty after, late as usual.
I watched her enter the store. I was browsing in the bra section, trying to guess the size of each of the women I had fucked just to pass the time. A clerk had come over and asked if she could help, looking archly as I ran my fingers into the cups of various bras. I told her unless she wished to model for me, I was doing as well as I could. She sashayed off but then returned to apologize for being rude and said of course she would model for me.
Christ, it was raining, er snowing, pussy. I was tempted but I spied D. Debra far down the concourse of the mall. "Sorry, Miss, you missed your chance." She walked away and I hoped I had not complicated what I was here to do. Last thing I needed was some store clerk complaining about a screaming blond.
D. Debra pointedly ignored me, though she looked right at me, me standing there with a bra in my hands, running a finger around the inside of the cup. I felt like a perv. I mean, oh forget it.
She went to the negligee section, selected two or three that looked much too small for her and walked purposefully to the changing rooms. I followed, not even a little discreetly. I needed to see the door of the room she selected. The weather and the after-holiday season seemed to have kept the place empty. I cursed myself for not reconnoitering but realized the place had male and female changing rooms. This could get interesting.
She disappeared in the middle door of three on one side of the short corridor where the six rooms were located. I hoped that was because the others were occupied but she did not even try them. I shook my head. She wanted to be heard, wanted people to know she was fucking in the changing room.
Okay, I understand that thrill. I had my experiences in changing rooms and the idea of being "right there" always added a little buzz to the scene. I went to the door and tapped.
No response.
I tapped again and the door opened.
"Leave it to you to knock when you should just walk in. Come on, these rooms are ladies only and you are definitely not a lady. A tramp at best, but not a lady."
She left me standing there and walked back into the interior of the room. This was nicer than the ones I had visited, fucked in. It had a lounge with a table and mirror and a second door back into the changing room. This was definitely for team shopping.
Her winter coat and purse lay on the couch. I moved through the narrow foyer and through the door to find Deedee peeling off her top. Her great boobs bounced in their bra as the tight sweater came free, flopping as the lower edge freed them. My cock was immediately hard. She turned to face the mirror, turning to one side and then the other. God, what a rack!
"My tits look good. Who do you have for me?" She reached behind and unhooked her bra, let it skitter down her arms and dropped it on the lone chair in the room. She wore a long, plaid skirt, with lots of pleats, covering her legs to the ankles but it fit tight around her narrow waist. Her broad hips made if flare like a lamp shade. She unbuttoned it and let it shiver off her wide, plush hips and down her statuesque legs.
She stepped out of the skirt, picked it up and draped it on the chair. She stopped to look at me. "Well?" She stood before me in just bikini briefs. Her body shimmered like a mirage before me. "I know I'm late but if they left already..."
"No. No, I told him to come at four-thirty. You're always late."
D. Debra took her eyes off the mirror to look at me again. "You really got one of your friends to fuck me? You'd do that? I mean, I'm your girlfriend and you are going to..."
I interrupted her. "I fuck my girlfriend, D. Debra. You are my femme fatal. I am going to give you to all my friends, one at a time."
Her eyes flashed at that statement, an intense, focused, perhaps aroused look but as yet indeterminate and unrevealing.
"If you are good to them, I might get them do you all at once."
D. Debra went completely still. She chewed her lower lip. When she lifted her eyes to meet mine they were distant, cloudy. She shook her head once, that made her breasts billow, like a gentle wind stroking huge sails. "While we wait, why don't you warm me up. Give me a little of that famous Duncan tongue."
"My tongue isn't famous." I was doing inane again.
Deedee looked at me. She skimmed her panties down her full thighs and off her feet. She hung up her clothing and sat on the chair. It was a sturdy, padded modern chair, unadorned with straight back. "Come on, sweetie. Show a little tenderness. Deedee wants you to kiss her pussy."
I shrugged off my coat and dumped it on the floor. I shook with desire, partly amplified by the certainty and the decision that I was not going to fuck her. God but I wanted to. I felt the cataract of lust roaring through me. It filled me like throbbing drums. I looked at the nude woman before me and felt a flash of what Laura must feel when I denied her. I savored it but resolved to find a MILF and fuck her.
"Sonny. Now." D. Debra said sharply.
I got to my knees and put my hands on her strong, silken knees.
Despite herself, she sighed. I ran my hands up her legs and they opened. I hesitated, panting between her parted thighs. D. Debra trembled. Her blond pubic hair appeared, short and new. I bent and kissed my way up each thigh the way she liked. D. Debra reached over her shoulders to grasp the tall back of the chair. She held on, her elbows splayed, arching her back which projected her tits over my head, like escarpments in the mountains. I stood up on my knees and sought the perfect cone of one breast.
"Uh, no, eat me." D. Debra grunted as I sucked the blunt end of her breast. At the same time, I put a finger to her pussy. Which action affected her, I could not tell but she grunted and widened her legs. Her body quivered. "Oh god, Sonny, I cannot believe you are going to have one of your friends fuck me! I have been so excited since Chris and your sister did me. Did she tell you? He fucked us both and she ate his cum out of me. Your sister, she has promise. Uhhh." She groaned as I sucked hard on her breast and plunged a finger into her pussy. She was wet, slick and soft.
"Oh yes, I am getting dick tonight." She mumbled. Then suddenly she sat up, pushing me back on my heels. "You aren't lying to me, are you? Someone is really coming to do me, right?" She whispered fiercely. "You don't think I am going to let you in between my legs any way but face first, do you?"
In answer, I bent down, pulling her ass to the edge of the chair and ran my tongue up the cleft of her pussy, skating over the bulging folds and rills.
D. Debra shivered. "Oh fuck, Sonny. Oh god, yes. That."
I licked her again and she jerked, hard.
"Lick it. Kiss it. Make me feel you, I want to feel how much you want to fuck me!" Her voice wavered with lust.
I did as requested. I licked her and kissed her pussy and finally, after toying with her clit for a few moments, rammed my tongue deep into her body. I felt her pussy writhe around my tongue, convulsing and seeking to grasp my tongue. I moved it around inside of her and she choked above me, gasping for air.
"Goddamn, Sonny, you are the best tongue in the west." She hissed.
She put a hand on my forehead and pushed me away. "I want him to see you eat me, see me come so he knows what he is competing with." I sat looking at her nude body, her breasts billowing with each panting breath.
"No." I said.
"What? What did you say?"
"I said no, D. Debra. Chris is the last guy to see me eat you. I am going to watch them fuck you. If they see me eat you, they'll see me fuck you." I felt the presence of my backbone and my head jerked a little. I almost laughed at myself, and at the look on her face."
After a long pause, she sat up in the chair and nodded. "Okay, Mr. Duncan. Have it your way. Go get this friendly cock. I'll fuck your friends." She grinned wickedly. "Too bad your little sister isn't here to clean up after he is done with me."
I got to my feet, rearranging my cock as I did so. I was so hard, so aroused. I wanted her too badly but I savored the desire, storing it, stoking it because I knew the day would come when I would have her but on my terms and in the end, she would beg and beg and it would be me who broke her to my will and denied her till she went insane with desire to have me, only me!



With my cock carefully tucked away, I left her sitting on the chair, naked, trembling.
I saw Rodney second. First, I saw his sister, Ahmay sorting through blouses, covered up in a faux fur winter coat.
"Duncan. Over here." Rodney called loudly and I walked over to where he stood across the rack from his sister. "So? Where is this pussy you want me to fuck for you?"
No messing around, Rodney didn't. Ahmay glanced at me but bowed her head lower, hunching into the blouses on the rack. I went to where Rodney stood. I glanced meaningfully at Ahmay and back at Rodney.
He rolled his eyes. "She found out what I was doing and demanded to come along. I told her she couldn't watch and she said it didn't matter. She wanted to get a look at this bitch you want me to bone."
I looked back and Ahmay and found her eyes fixed on me. When I met her gaze she just nodded. I shrugged. "She is back there."
Rodney nodded. "I saw. Sure you ain't boning her?" He grinned. "I don't care. You can stay here with Ahmay. I'll only be a hour or two!"
I held up my hand. "Nope. I get to watch this time." My eyes remained on Ahmay, realizing in that moment what she must be thinking. Her eyes went wide and her mouth formed an O, which she covered immediately with one delicate hand.
"You want to watch me bone your girl? Ain't that a little weird?"
"Like this ain't weird to start with?" I returned. "I watch or nothing."
Rodney shrugged. "Rodney likes to have an audience but what happens when the bitch begins to scream?"
"I recommend you kiss her. She kisses good."
Rodney grabbed his crotch. "Oh, she'll be kissing sure enough." He gestured. "Its your party. Lead on." He looked over the rack at Ahmay. "We'll be back in a while. If you find something you like, someone will buy it for you, right Duncan?"
I did not look at the girl but steered through the racks to the changing room. I tried the door and found it locked. I rattled it and just as I was about to knock, D. Debra opened it.
"Think I was chickening out?" She asked with a sly smirk. "You first." She was dressed in a tight, red, satin negligee that draped to the floor but had slits up both legs over the hillocks of her hips clear to her waist. The front billowed open, barely containing her breasts with narrow strips of scarlet. Her blond hair made her look like a flame burning golden.
I looked around, Rodney was several feet away and behind him I saw the store clerk staring at us. I waved. Her eyes blinked and she smiled a wan smile and waved back. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Ahmay watching this exchange.
I stepped out of the way and let Rodney in. He was unbuckling his belt as he crossed the threshold into the women's changing room. I looked at the clerk again and caught her licking her lips. I hoped that meant we'd have no trouble. But for us, the place was empty. I went inside the room and closed the door.
"Jesus H. Christ, Duncan." Rodney's voice came from the other room. "You said she was built like a brick shit house but you didn't say the fucking bricks were made of gold." I got into the room in time to see the blush on D. Debra's cheeks.
"What have you brought me, Sonny?" She asked, looking at Rodney like a lioness looks at a calf. She was half turned, showing her body mainly in the mirror along with one real, bare leg in the split drape of the gown.
Rodney shucked down his pants, only remembering when they were at his knees to shrug off his coat. He unbuttoned his oxford shirt, hurrying. I could see his hands fumbling with the buttons in the mirror, beside the vision of D. Debra Hamilton.
She stood completely still, watching. Her eyes found mine and they warmed and she licked her lips.
Rodney got his shirt off.
"Oh my. You are a fancy fellow." D. Debra breathed.
Rodney was cut, his dark skin seemed to swallow the light. The contours of his body rippled as he moved. He dropped his briefs and D. Debra gasped.
"Oh my goodness."
"No, my goodness. Want a taste before or after?" Rodney wagged his ample cock at her.
D. Debra, to her credit, looked past him at me and turned her back deliberately to him. Rodney did not need a map. He was naked now. He moved in behind her, shoving the chair aside. He found the drape that hung off the arch of her ass and gathered it up out of the way. D. Debra's fine ass came into view. I moved to the side to see, to get a good view of what was about to happen.
"You, you want her to suck you while I fuck her?" Rodney asked.
I thought that was awfully nice of him. "No. She's all yours. Do your worse. Or best."
D. Debra bent forward and planted both hands on the dressing table and arched her back. She widened her feet and then repositioned her body. Rodney cupped one full ass cheek and then ran an exploratory finger up the crevice of her ass.
D. Debra groaned. "Oh god, Sonny. You are actually going to let him fuck me?" Her voice held the slightest taunt.
"I am actually going to make you fuck him." I said softly. "Till he has had enough of you. You are all his!"
Rodney twisted a little and his mighty cock came into view as he lifted it to touch the end to the entry to D. Debra's body. They pushed together and his dark cock slid into her with a wet squelch.
"Uhhhhh!" D. Debra groaned.
"Oh fuck!" Rodney grunted. He grabbed her by the waist and pulled her onto his cock. She fit onto it like a glove, sliding onto his length without hesitation. As her ass bunched between them, I saw a stream of fluid bead and run down the inside of her thigh.
Then Rodney fucked her.
His was not subtle or accommodating. He was chasing his orgasm from the beginning, hammering D. Debra hard from behind. She widened her hands to the back corners of the little alcove into which the dressing table was built and tried to steady her stance as he rammed into her. She grunted and then bowed her head.
"Oh cock, oh cock, oh cocking fuck me!" She growled as Rodney's ass bucked back and forth, driving her full of cock with great, thrusting strokes.
"Oh, oh god, yes!" D. Debra squealed, still in control enough to keep her voice low, low but intense.
Abruptly, Rodney pulled out of her pussy and twisted her around. She stared wildly at him. He was nearly a head shorter, his forehead meeting her chin, which put his mouth right at her tits. He spread the red satin off her tits and mashed them with his dark hands, stark against her pale skin. She groaned, sagging back onto the table. For a long minute, he massaged her tits. D. Debra's eyes were closed for a while but then she opened them and found me. She stared at me while Rodney squeezed and kneaded her tits.
She sighed when his hands left her tits. Rodney grasped her by the shoulders and pushed down. She crumpled to her knees. Her hands found his slick cock, grasping it with both. She found her balance rose up on her knees and licked around his cock helmet. She traced the flare with her tongue and then opened her mouth and pushed it into her mouth, sucking hard as she did so.
"Oh motherfucking god!" Rodney growled. "Good bitch, suck me bitch!" He grasped her head in both hands and pulled her forward, pushing his cock deep into her mouth and throat. D. Debra gagged immediately. She choked and came off his cock gasping, spittle dribbling from her chin.
"Goddammit, bitch, suck me!" Rodney growled.
D. Debra looked up at me, her eyes opaque, wild and glittering. She used some of her gown to wipe her mouth and then his cock before fitting it into her mouth, opening her lips to take him once more. Down his cock slid but this time Rodney left her a little control and she managed to take most of it before seizing up. She pulled back but then pushed forward, taking his cock deeper and deeper till her face pressed against his body, white against black. Rodney was gritting his teeth. D. Debra's throat worked, she made sucking noises around the shaft in her mouth. Her hands found his thighs and her cheeks dimpled as she sucked.
"Oh god, not yet." Rodney growled, grabbed a fist full of hair and pulled her off his cock.
He looked over at me, his face lit with the strain of ecstasy denied. "Anything you want to see in particular?" He asked.
That startled me. I shook my head but spoke differently. My mouth was dry from watching her try to suck his cock, the look in her eyes, the intensity. She sat on her heels, nude, gasping but quivering. Her tits brushed his dark legs.
"On her back." I croaked. "Fuck her on her back."
Rodney grinned. "Great idea." He mumbled. He grabbed her by her shoulders and twisted her off her heels, dragging her a little to get room and laid her down. She lay down, her legs together, till he lay down on top of her. Her legs parted and Rodney bent over her. With one hand he fit his cock into her pussy and shoved down into her.
D. Debra convulsed.
"Cock!" She squealed. "Love cock!" Her legs rose around him, like cranes.
Rodney pumped down into the V of her legs, slapping his body against her over and over, the smacking sound filled the room.
"Put her legs over your shoulders." I said.
Rodney did. At first, he stretched her wide, pushing her legs towards her shoulders with his brawny arms. He bent her double, pressing her legs back against her breasts. He continued to penetrate her, shoving his cock into her taut pussy, ramming her harder and harder.
D. Debra was panting, gasping for breath. At some point she grunted and tensed, bent as she was, her body just quivered. Her head whipped back and forth and she squealed, still controlled enough to stifle her cries. Rodney had slowed but was deep stroking, running his cock into her with deep, smooth strokes, lying on the back of her thighs, slapping his body on hers. As Rodney withdrew, Deedee's eyes opened wide. As he slammed into her, she grimaced, squeezing her eyes closed while her body convulsed.
To my eyes, she was coming, almost constantly now. Pinned under the piston, she struggled to respond but her body seemed shot through with movement she did not control. Rodney's action scooted her closer and closer to the wall, under the dressing table, into the alcove cut into the wall. When her eyes opened and she saw the edge of the table above them, she stretched out her arms and pressed against the wall. Rodney continued to hammer at her pussy, ramming and ramming and ramming her with increasingly violent strokes.
Then, as though surprising him, he growled as he withdrew from her and his orgasm arrived. He thrust down into her bubbling pussy, penetrating and pinning her. His body shook and twitched as he pumped cum into her. After a minute or two, he slowed and folded over her. After another minute, he released her legs. She sighed and her legs drifted down his body as though tasting him with her heels, till they hooked behind his thighs. They lay in the love knot panting and gasping.
D. Debra's eyes opened and found me. She watched me, expressionlessly, till Rodney roused out of his stupor and pulled her out from under the dressing table, no more than a shelf set into the cove of the wall. Pulling her free, he immediately crawled up her body and lay his blurry cock on her chin. He bent over her and she licked and sucked it into her mouth. In moments he grew hard once more.
Rodney twisted to look at me. "Buddy, if you want to fuck her, nows your chance. What can she say about it with a cock in her mouth?"
By the pantheon of Rome, I swear I was tempted, nearly past my resistance. I felt her eyes on me and read nothing there. Finally I shook my head and said words that would set the terms of my relationship with this blond bombshell. "I don't take sloppy seconds."
Okay, a lie, since I had been second down the kitty hole plenty of times. In my defense, much of the time Laura Wills often smoothed the way but still, this seemed a self-imposed rule for D. Debra Hamilton. What began as an infatuation turned difficult had become a war of wills. I think she knew it. Also, it was to serve me well in about five minutes.
Rodney shrugged. "More for me. Dude, any positions you want me to try with her? I'm good for another round or two."
"Knees." I rasped.
"Make her howl? Cool." He withdrew from her mouth and I noticed her vain attempts to follow his cock away, trying to keep it between her full lips, and the disappointment that flitted across her face when nothing she did kept it in reach. She was still fixed on the cock when Rodney grabbed each thigh and with a titanic twist flipped her onto her tits. She stretched out her hands, trying to breath in that new position.
"Christ, what an ass!" Rodney mumbled. He struck it a time or two. With lesser examples of the female ass, an ass moved, quivering but D. Debra was sound as a blue chip stock. He struck her twice, once on each cheek and D. Debra seemed to preen under the attention. I had a flash of her ass, penetrated and full of cock. Rodney, seeing her arching her back did not read her as I did and gripped each thigh, opened and lifted her and moved between her suspended legs. He maneuvered her back till his cock found and hooked in the mashed ridges of her pussy. He plunged into her, but no, that is not right, he sat back on his heels and with his burly arms yanked the blond woman bodily onto his cock. She was his condom.
D. Debra, surprised by the abrupt penetration screamed. She immediately covered her mouth but it was too late. Her body bucked. Somehow, his position inside her body touched off a wracking orgasm that made her look like a rag doll in the jaws of a hound. Rodney lifted up, standing on his knees and bodily pulled her off and then back onto his cock. The motion seemed to move her on her tits, tilting them one way then the other but surely that only indicates what I was watching; surely she was on her elbows. Her back bent at an impossible angle each time Rodney pushed her away and then he pulled her on to his cock like a big blond cock puppet.
D. Debra huffed and puffed and struggled till Rodney lost strength, incredible in that position. He pulled out of her and then manipulated her onto her knees. She assumed the position and he rammed his cock into her again, smacking against her plush ass so loud it sound like the crack of a rifle shot. Gripping her hips, he proceeded to fuck her, piercing her deeply each time.
He muttered to me, "Have, have, have her suck, suck, suck you." He was winded, finally. "What a bitch! What a fine fuck this bitch turned out to be!"
I admit I felt jealous in that moment and that startled my hand away from my cock and brought me back to the moment. I felt the longing to have affection and access to D. Debra Hamilton but now that was likely gone forever. I'd have her, I hoped, but till then, I'd give her to my friends. I backed out of the room, echoing with the slap, slap, slap of their fucking. I carefully opened the door and left the dressing room, now redolent with the smell of their copulation.
I closed the door and stood staring at it, thinking of D. Debra as the center of attention. I felt a kindly thrill, thinking of her reaction when three of my buddies had her air tight. She'd owe me and suddenly I had the insight I had been fumbling for since I lost my soul to her on the steps of the engineering building. She hated to owe someone! This perverse teasing with me revealed just how frightened and just how reluctant she was to fuck someone with whom she felt the connection that existed between us.
I was turning this possibility over in my mind as I wandered out into the store. I was not seeing so good when Ahmay took my arm and guided me toward the door, I went willingly. Not because of the torpor of thought from the new understanding of my situation but because the feeling of her cool hands on my elbow cleared my head and focused me on that simple, sensuous sensation.
"Oh shit!" I said, stopping ten steps beyond the door to Thurston's. "I left my coat in there."
Ahmay giggled. "If Rodney came once and is still at it, we have half an hour or so. After the first time, if he bothers to stay with her, he'll be a while." She giggled. "So? How was she? Did, did you do to her what you did to Mrs. Honeywell?"
My mind had lost a filter or two in the last hour, just from sensual stimulation spiked into my eyes, so I did not and could not dissimulate. "No. No. I haven't had sex with her. I want to but I didn't. Your, your brother, Rodney offered and I could have but, but I didn't. God," I closed my eyes, seeing D. Debra again, open and vulnerable again, "god but I wanted to!" I felt like a dope and realized I had shown my dopiness to Ahmay.
She stopped us. She turned me, removing the thrilling feel of her hands from my elbow and, I finally noted, the nudge of her breast from my upper arm, she turned me to face her squarely. Her hands moved to my upper arms. "You mean to tell me that you have not had sex with that woman?" She asked. "I thought, I thought she was your girlfriend."
I nodded, still dosed with the sexual equivalent of sodium pentothal. "No. I go down on her when she wants me to, she loves that and says I make her come better than any tongue in the land."
For a while, in the sparse crowd of the mall, Ahmay stared at me. "You mean, even in there, you, you didn't have sex with her?" She shook her head. "How did you resist? God, Rodney loves to share a woman, well, at least that is what he says. I never...no." She stopped and started a different thought. "I, I doubt one man in a hundred would be able to resist her. She is sexy and beautiful and, apparently willing. What more could a man want?"
"Willing, that is missing. She says not me, never me."
"And you still bother with her? You haven't taken her by force?" Ahmay was not leaving this be. She released me and turned her back on me. Still covered in her coat, I had nothing much to actually look at so remembered visions of her body supplanted reality. She turned back to me. I looked her right in the tits.
"I must say, you must have the will power of a god." She said. "To allow her to be so close and take none of your own pleasure, that shows astonishing self-control. I never thought a man could resist a woman like that."
"Her, yes." I said and followed with, "You, I wouldn't bet on it." I found I meant it. Strangely enough, feeling Ahmay's hands on my skin stoked the sensual fire in me higher. I felt like if she touched me again, I'd blow in my pants. I was quivering with lust. Somehow the lust for D. Debra mixed with this new lust for Ahmay and became inextinguishable, like when you pour two paints together and mix them. For a while they swirl but then the boundaries shatter and the tints merge to make a whole new color, liquid and smooth.
She took hold of my arm again, pressing her breasts against my side in a most pleasurable way. "Would you really want me to tempt you like that?" She asked after she moved us forward, back into a wobbly walk. My balance was off because of the erection in my pants or maybe I was just lightheaded.
"Of course, Ahmay. You are a beautiful woman and I have every desire to have you." The words fluttered off my lips before I had a chance to think about them and reduce their honesty back down to the social norm.
Ahmay did not seem to think I had violated the social contract. She giggled. "I, I have things I want to do, before, before, before I do that. I always thought that it was just a fantasy, that no man...but maybe I was wrong."
I hoped her fantasy included being fucked.
That thought seemed to wrack my brain, leaving me an empty husk but then I saw the jewelry store, The Diamond's Edge, the one where Mary worked and where I had fucked her with Laura Wills watching. Like that, as Psyche sprang from the forehead of Zeus, I saw things so very, very clearly.



I clearly understood I could do no more than titillate Ahmay Allan so I thought I would do so. I realized I had not deposited the check I got from Alissa cum Sid. My bank had a branch there so I knew I had a way to get funds. I steered Ahmay to the store and I felt her tense. I took that to mean that she thought I was going to buy her something. I could not decide if the thought was loved or hated but I resolved to titillate her, leaving my intentions unexpressed and thus ambiguous.
I took us into the store and found Mary staring at me, or maybe she was eying Ahmay. At that moment, I felt undressed but that is just male pride run amok.
"Mr. Duncan, isn't it?" Mary said, her voice breathy with more than her simple greeting.
I thought I heard her gasping in ecstasy and looked around to see where the sound was coming from and only then realized it had just been my imagination, well, no, memory actually. "Hi Mary, you look amazing. I was wondering, do you have some of the items I bought from you before in stock?"
The expression on Mary's face, when she looked at Ahmay with the jeweled collars in mind, suggested both envy and lust. She nodded. "I do. Can I show them to you?"
Tease or sales woman? I did not know, barely cared, gave it no thought. I nodded, unwilling to talk, thinking of her fine ass against my body as my cock sank into her.
Her next words doused my cock's aspirations. "The store owner is back working on the year end books. Taxes you know." She hesitated. "The office is small but I would be happy to show the selection to you."
The implication was clear, not Ahmay. I heard the regret in Mary's voice.
I nodded, feeling my cock confused by all the "come hither" and "get the fuck away" that was directed at him. I think he was taking it all very personally. "Yes, I think I would."
Mary took me back and I found indeed a paunchy woman with a barrel body and halitosis toiling away over the computer. She looked askance at us and then studied the collars as Mary showed me her limited selection.
Mary only had three gold so I had to go with two platinum. I had given one to Laura and one to Mom. I needed four more, at least. One extra for good measure, for a random sister maybe? I negotiated and Mary kept eying the boss. When I offered cash, the woman agreed to a price I thought fair and we settled. I walked Ahmay over to the bank, got the sum in cash and walked back. I handed it to Mary in an envelop and she disappeared back to the office with it.
I got a tickle in the back of my neck about releasing cash without the collars but it was a passing bit of paranoia. She returned a few minutes later with the five collars arranged tastefully in a fine light blue folding box with pink satin inside. When I opened it, Ahmay cuddled up to my shoulder and cooed when she saw the collars.
"Who are those for?"
I clicked my tongue but then relented in the face of her hugging curiosity. "One is for Mrs. Honeywell. Don't you think she'll look darling with that around her neck?"
Ahmay touched the silvery platinum and looked up at me. "On her black neck? Oh yes, that would be lovely. She has a beautiful neck."
I was not sure if she understood the jewelry but I left that comment dangling between us. I decided to not get the chains. I'd get them fitted to each woman later and that sounded fun. If I caught Mary alone, I presumed we'd work out a mutually beneficial exchange. We walked back to Thurston's.
The neat little female clerk apparently saw us coming and met me at the door.
"You have to do something. She is screaming her fool head off and my boss is on the way in. Delayed by the weather, thank goodness but..."
At that precious moment, the door opened and Rodney appeared. He staggered, like he was drunk, righted himself and his bleary eyes found us. He grinned, like he saw us clearly and wove through the intervening racks to a halt before us. He eyed his sister, still clinging to my arm, pressing her awesome breasts against me.
He grinned. "That girl..." I looked blank, and then his eyes flickered. "I have no words. If the other MILFs are like her, I'll line you up and you can notch your belt with some of my friends' ladies."
"Oh, yes, can I watch then?" Ahmay tittered.
Rodney looked at his sister and then shook his head and glared at me. "Did you make a move on my sister?"
"She'd be insulted if I didn't." I said, smiling gently. I patted her hands and she released me, moving over to Rodney's side.
Rodney looked over at his sister and the gansta look that usually fixed on his face softened and for a moment, I saw his love for his sister, protective and concerned. Different than mine for my sisters, which as somewhat more acquisitive, but I was the little brother and my sisters thought they had to take care of me, not the other way around. Now that I had something to offer them, it felt...weird.
Rodney bumped Ahmay with his hip. She bumped him back.
"So?" He asked.
She nodded.
He glanced at me. "You need to say it out loud, baby girl." He whispered.
"I think he might be...wait. Did, did he have sex with her?"
Rodney looked at me, a regular guy arching his eyebrows, all swagger subsumed in his surprise. "No. Never touched her but he does have great ideas." He grinned then threw it off.
"Okay, then, yes, I think he might be the one." Ahmay whispered.
Rodney looked at me and then shrugged. He held out his hand. "Congratulations. From all the cocks lined up waiting for little sister here, she picks you. You treat her right, do what she wants and we won't have a problem."
"Is she twisted like the blond?"
Rodney rolled his eyes. "No body is that crazy. God, but she does love cock. Sorry, sis, I meant the blond." She elbowed him.
"Then there should be no problem."
"Can we drop you?"
"My coat."
"I'll get it." Rodney said, the accommodation seemed fully out of character but felt natural, a genuinely polite action. He ambled back and emerged with my coat and a wad of cloth. He handed me both. "You need to pay for this stuff. She modeled some of it and it got a little dirty. Might be torn some." He grinned.
I went to the register and had the nervous clerk ring up the three destroyed negligees. When I paid, I gave her an extra twenty and told her to keep the change. We left together; Rodney, Ahmay, and me. D. Debra still had not appeared. Rodney He drove a big four-door with back-wheel drive that only seemed to want to spin in circles in the snow. It was warming up. Dark ground appeared lots of places and the gutters ran full of water, but the air felt sharp, like the point of a cold knife.
We arrived in front of my house. I sat in the back. Rodney pulled up and stopped and twisted to look over the seat at me. "Now I know where you live, Sonny Duncan. Treat my sister right. You hear?"
"I have no idea what that means or how to do that. If you are going to involve yourself in our lovers' spats, I should quit while I am ahead."
Ahmay turned around and stood on her knees on the seat, looking innocent, for all her exposure. She leaned over the seat and kissed me lightly on the cheek. "His bark is worse than his bite."
"But he has a bite." I retorted.
"So do I." She said. She turned to Rodney. "Okay. I'll say it here. I, I want him to be my first. I, I do but, but I need to go slow, I, I need to get used to this. I, I always thought I'd fall in love and we'd be overcome with passion and, you know, do it."
I grinned. "I could fall in love with you easy."
"You mess with her heart and I'll have yours in a pickle jar." Rodney growled.
She looked at Rodney. "If you touch him without my approval, there will be trouble in River City for you buster. Understand?"
I felt a little better.
Rodney stared at his little sister for a minute. He looked back at me, finally. "Is Mrs. Honeywell one of the MILFs you need help with?"
I felt a lot better, unsure how I got to this place. I nodded. "Of course. I, I think she'd approve of a lay down with Laydon."
Rodney's face twitched with pleasure in the dull light from the streetlight. Then the look was gone. I named it "lust". Rodney's face set once more. "Sonny Duncan, call me if you have anymore crazy pussy." He regarded me for a moment and finally said, "don't do this with her unless you are going to go the whole way. I mean, don't you fucking dare push her."
"How does seduction sound?"
He snarled.
"Rodney, be nice. Sonny is a perfect gentleman in wolf's clothing." She tittered and put a hand over her mouth. "I mean, a perfect wolf in gentleman's clothing. If I want to take off his clothes, that is and will always be my business. You understand?"
Rodney twisted to meet his sister's eyes. He looked at me and shrugged. "You share with me, that puts me in a bad situation."
I nodded. "You like redheads?" I asked on a perverse inspiration.
He blinked, squinting liked I'd blown smoke in his eyes. "A red head? Shit, never been in one of them."
I got out of the car, leaving the tantalizing possibility dangling.
With my box of collars tucked under my arm I walked up the drive. That night I slept restlessly. It had been three long days since I had pussy. Watching D. Debra fuck again etched something in me I could not escape. I woke randy as a two-peckered billy goat. I showered and calmed down. The world was gray. I realized I needed to register at school. I had counted on having a car and here I was needing to ride the effing bus!
I sat watching the morning news on the BBC, their afternoon, and it occurred to me that Annie might not mind driving me around. My cock approved of the implications. The idea of a night with Annie in my own house trued with my cock's expectations of me. I called her.
She agreed to let me use her car but said once she got here, I had to drive. She arrived about ten. The sky sat down on us like a goose down comforter. The chill in the air was damp and pregnant. The forecast was for snow.
When I emerged from registration at school, the air was full of great, big, feathery, white snowflakes. Annie had stayed with the car, though I don't know why. She had it running when I arrived back. I got into the driver's seat.
"Now where? I asked.
My phone rang.
Annie had been using her pidgin the whole day. I was thankful for that. At that moment, though, she looked at me with her serious dark eyes and said in her perfect British accent, "Your phone is ringing, sweetling."
I felt like meat and liked it. I answered.
"It's Sean. Mom, Mom is on the way home. She, she won't leave till the snow stops and maybe not then. She has been on the run the whole holiday but now she is ready to wind down. She wants to watch NetFlix and order pizza."
The time had come. "Is your sister home?"
"No. Went to Chicago to see Dad before school starts."
"Perfect. Call me when she arrives." I got his address and after he hung up, checked to make sure I knew how to get there. "An Li, would you care to be my tootsie this afternoon?"
She regarded me for a moment. "American's do not speak English, my dear. What are you asking?"
I thought of trying to explain but then decided to leave off. I grinned. "Care for a little adventure?"
After a slight hesitation, she nodded. "What are you about?"
I grinned again. "I am going to help Sean turn out his own mother. I am going to extend the MILF list."
Annie's face glowed. She spoke pidgin back to me. "New MILF. Annie love new MILF!"
A native, American woman would have grinned lasciviously but not Annie. She never even twitched out of her somber expression.
I drove us back to her neighborhood. I pulled into the Wills' driveway. "Go change. Wear something slutty. Something that you can fuck in if you want, that look."
"Hooker haute couture?"
She said it so deadpan in her proper British brogue, I laughed. "Exactly. Come to the Wills when you are ready."
We got out of the car. I went to the Wills front door and thought about ringing the bell but I just walked in, since the door was unlocked. Someone was home. I kicked myself thinking I should have called. The only drama I was sure I would not encounter was my sister since I did not see her car there.
I stamped the wet snow off my boots.
"Is that you, Tawny?" Mrs. Wills called, sounding perfectly un-MILF like; motherly but none of the lurid undertones I knew and loved and caused.
"It's Sonny." Chris said. He was sitting on the couch watching TV. Laura squeaked and came out of the kitchen.
"It's time to go start with Sean's mother." I said by way of explanation.
Chris scowled. "What are you doing here?"
"I need Laura's help. How would you like to be a hooker and fuck Sean in his bed while his mother is downstairs?" I made it a question but then clicked past it, making it first a suggestion but finally a command. "Are you clean? I mean squeaky, no-surprise-for-the-tongue clean?"
She gleeped but nodded.
"She didn't get up till noon." Chris said. "Sean stayed the night but his mom called..." He tailed off. "Oh, I see."
He didn't. He would.
"Go get dressed, Mrs. Wills. Dress to be fucked, invite it. Make yourself look like you are asking for it."
"Just what does that look like?" She asked.
I shrugged. "You girls know better than I do. I am sure of that. Get going. Time's wasting." I slapped her on her narrow little ass. "Shit, I forgot something." We had to go back to my house. I'd forgotten the collars. I had meant to put one on Annie when she arrived but forgot.
Annie arrived just as Laura descended the stairs. They had both found time to put on makeup, eyeliner and mascara. They looked like they compared notes except Annie had on fierce red lipstick and Laura's was a sweet pink. I got my coat but when I did, a baseball bat fell out of the closet. That gave me an idea. I picked it up and leaned on it. The women regarded me with impassive faces.
Chris stood up and watched our preparations for departure. He was waiting for my sister and had all the signs of being nervous that she would arrive in the middle of this. She knew about Sean doing his mom, but so far as Chris knew she did not know about me and her Mom, my mom, unless I lost track.
"What do you want with that?" Chris asked.
I grinned at him and leaned on it. "Mind if I borrow this for a few days, maybe a couple weeks?"
He waved us off. I practiced walking with a limp on the way to the car, leaning on the aluminum bat. It was slick and tended to skitter out from under me if my weight was not properly balanced on it. Perfect.
We were halfway to my house when Sean called, whispering that "Mom" was downstairs. She just arrived from the airport and was going to shower while he ordered pizza.
Perfect.
I went into my house and selected a platinum and a gold collar. I took them out to the car. The snow thickened and the ground turned white while we drove to Sean Favor's house. I turned off the car. Annie was sitting next to me. "Annie, put this on." I handed her the platinum collar.
She took it and examined it.
"Laura, do you have your collar?"
"Chris still has it."
"That was a gift. This, this is mine. If you put it on, your are mine, understand."
Annie's head jerked in my direction. I had not addressed anything of the sort to her.
I handed the gold collar to Laura. She quickly unfastened it and affixed it around her neck. It fit fine, setting off her golden hair marvelously.
"Annie, stay here. I may come and get you. Mrs. Wills, lets go."
Both women stared at me, as though waiting for more instructions, some additional explanation.
I offered none but got out of the car. I got the bat from beside me and leaned on it. I exaggerated the limp, walking through the snow to the front of the car. Laura got out on the opposite side and met me there. I took her elbow in a tight grip and with me hobbling and using the bat as a cane, we walked up to the front door of the Favor's house.
It was a split level house with the entrance in the middle of the front. I rang the doorbell. A stout breeze kicked up, swirling the snow around us. Laura crowded against me as though for shelter or warmth. She had very little on under the long winter coat.
The door opened.
"Pizza's here!" A woman's voice called before the door fully opened revealing Laura and I. "Oh gracious." Lydia Favors said. To be honest, the picture on the Internet that Sean had shown us was not as recent as Sean had lead us to believe. Her present features were softened, less of the high cheekbone and her hips were broader, her legs thicker but her waist seemed as waspish as the picture suggested. Her hair was the rich red that makes you think Irish, but she lacked freckles and green eyes. Hers were blue. Oh and her tits were huge and unmistakable. "I am sorry, I thought you were the pizza guy. Wow, it is snowing hard!"
"I beg your pardon, I am looking for Sean Favors. I must have the wrong house."
Mrs. Favors smiled warmly. "No, not at all. Sean is upstairs in his room. Shall I get him?"
I stomped a foot, leaning heavily on the bat. It skittered out from under me and I dropped to a knee. Laura reacted immediately and helped me stand. I grinned crookedly at Mrs. Favors, hunching one shoulder. "I slipped on the ice yesterday and twisted a knee and have not taken time to, uh, find a proper cane. This was the best I could find." I dinged the bat on the cement. It rang like I'd hit a single up the middle. "May we come in?"
After a brief hesitation, Mrs. Favors stepped back into her house and let us inside. That first hurdle passed without difficulty. We moved inside and shut the door.
"I am Sonny Duncan." I said shifting my bat to my left hand and extending my right.
After another brief hesitation, Mrs Favors shook my cold hand with her warm one. "Lydia Favors." She said. "How do you know Sean?"
"I don't really." I looked her up and down. She wore a baggy sweatshirt with Ohio State on it with "State" across her belly, and tight black stretch pants. The "O" bowed around each breast but since one was capitalized and the other was lower case, it made her looked lopsided, like she was listing to the left. An optical illusion that kept me staring at her tits long after I should have but fuck, Ohio spelled with two tits underneath is just interesting!
"Sean did not tell us he was living with his sister." I said, keeping my eyes on the sweatshirt. I dared not look her in the eyes. I could feel her growing unease with my behavior. I moved the bat back to my right hand and leaned on it with an irate groan.
"What do you want with Sean?"
There was my cue, though she had not taken my compliment at all well. I needed to get the relationship clarified and she had to do it. "Lydia Favors? You are related to Sean then?"
Lydia had not moved deeper into her house, the front door opened right into the living room and den, the kitchen beyond with a warm fire in the fire place. "I am his mother." Her voice carried her growing unease. "What do you want with my son?"
"His mother! No shit! He didn't mention he still lived with his mother!" I guffawed and then put on my best look of embarrassed chagrin. "Oh, I beg your pardon, ma'am. I am not usually so foul mouthed."
Laura, bless her heart, made a noise in her throat that sounded perfectly sarcastic without using up any words at all, terse and perfectly evocative. I looked over at her with my best "shut the fuck up, bitch" expression. She stood to my right so I could not smack her as my right hand held the ball bat. She visibly flinched and looked down. I think she understood my game, with just this minimum of clues.
"I have heard worse. Mr. Duncan, what do you want with my son?"



"I beg your pardon, Ma'am. I would not have come by at all except Sonny Duncan pays his debts. You know, like the Lannisters on the HBO show? I had no idea he lived here with his mother, though. I thought," I shook my head with a self-deprecating grin, "I don't know what I thought I guess. I just assumed he lived in a condo or apartment or something. When I saw the house, I realized he must be living with roommates. Mother you say? We'll just be going, then. I am terribly sorry to have bothered you."
"Mr. Duncan, I am only going to ask you one more time, what do you want with my son? How do you know Sean? How did you find him here?"
I could see the color rising in her cheeks. There. Time to take step two. "Oh, Mrs. Favors I really don't want to bother you with it. I shouldn't even be here. I never intended..."
"Mr. Duncan!" She said archly. "If you please, explain yourself." She folded her arms up under her breasts, each "O" swelled. The redhead still looked lopsided.
The tone of voice was Mom-pitched and a tingle ran down my back and back up. Shit they all had that tone. I had to eliminate it. Right here. "I wanted to give your son something, in payment for a debt. A debt I owe and I always pay my debts."
"You said that once. A debt? What? Did you borrow money from him or something?"
I laughed then, feeling I was close to being over the next hurdle. "No, nothing like that. I have a gift for him. He did something for me, well for someone close to me whom I cherish and I wanted to repay him for his gallantry."
Mrs. Favors relaxed a little but preened at the same time, her involuntary response to the compliment of her son, creating a confusing expression on her face and in her body. "What did he do?"
"I, I am sure you don't want to hear about my silly sense of honor. I repay my debts."
Now she looked irate. "You said that. Just tell me what happened."
I finally looked directly at her face, leaving off the study of her breasts. "He, yesterday, you know it was icy and once the snow fell, it got terribly slick. My knee, I injured it yesterday."
She shook her head impatiently. "I was out of town." She said softly.
"Oh, well it was terribly slick and one of my girls, she walked out into the street and a car would have run her down if it hadn't been for your son." I looked away, fixing my eyes on Laura. She was looking at her feet, or her tits, one of the two, whichever she could see. When I looked back at Mrs. Favors, I could see the phrase "my girls" had hooked her imagination and she had not heard much else. Perfect.
I continued. "The street was slick and the car was going far too fast for that weather and when the fool put on his brakes, he locked them up and the car was just a big block of stupid hurtling at Angeline. Sean saw what was about to happen and got her out of the way. Saved her life, I say. Or at least kept her available. No one wants a girl in a leg cast or worse. There are some kinks out there but I avoid them if I can."
"Your girls?" Mrs. Favors said softly. Her voice trembled a little. "You are a pimp?"
I bowed my head, smiling from ear to ear like a newly famous singer asked to take the mic at his church. "I prefer to think I am in the entertainment industry, ma'am. But if you want it plain, then yes, I am a pimp."
Mrs. Favors chewed on that. I guessed that she expected me to dissemble and when I agreed with her worst fears, she was at a loss for how to respond. The truth would have made her howl. Time enough for the truth later; now was for a good story and I had it.
Lydia Favors was an intelligent woman, one who understood the world, likely better than I did. After nearly a minute of mutual silence, she nodded. "Okay. You said you wanted to give him something, what do you want to give him?"
I almost hesitated but I assumed I was past the point where that was valuable. I shifted the ball bat to my other hand, balanced awkwardly on one leg and place my hand on the small of Laura Wills' back and gave her a gentle shove. "Her." I said.
Laura squeaked but recovered, smiling a winning smile at Mrs. Favors.
"I was told Sean fancies this one and, well, I pay my debts and I had a cancellation, weather is shutting down the airport so she had some time this afternoon. I decided to use the time profitably and show Sean my appreciation for his noble actions." I stopped and waited.
Mrs. Favors stepped back. "Her?" She said the pronoun like it was a curse.
"Hey!" Laura said.
I slapped her ass and she retreated back to my side. "Yes. Her. Can you think of something, a better reward for a guy Sean's age?"
"Quilla said he hasn't been sleeping at home?"
"Oh, now I don't know about that." I said, not wanting incriminating details to appear that I would want to use later so I fluffed over that comment. "As I said, I shouldn't have come but I wanted to show him my appreciation." I stopped again, waiting again.
Mrs. Favors just stared at me. She was in shock. Her baby boy was chasing hookers; that's what she was thinking. Perfect.
"Mrs. Favors, I don't think he ever saw Laura here before yesterday." I had a moment of terror, wondering if Laura Wills and Mrs. Favors ran in the same social circles. There had been no recognition when we arrived so after a moment of mind-numbing terror, I sighed realizing that such a problem would have appeared before now. "Would you mind if I took her upstairs and let him know he has a 'date' with her?" Perhaps I should have been bolder, more forceful but my natural character interfered and I reverted to form. Easy does it, does it, I generally think.
Mrs. Favors stared. After an unpleasant pause, she blinked her eyes. "What do you mean, you wanted to 'give her' to him? I mean, does that mean what I think it means?"
I shifted the ball bat to my other hand and leaned on it. It pulled her eyes down and suddenly I realized how ingenious that addition was to the milieu. She just stared at it for the longest time.
When her eyes finally came up to mine, I grinned. "I think we both know what I mean. Laura here, she..." I stopped. "Listen, Lydia, we are here. What if she just goes up and surprises your son and when they are done, we'll go. I have paid my debt and you never need to see me again. I shouldn't have come and wouldn't have, had I known, known that he lived with his mother." I could not help it, I guffawed again, but this time made no effort to appear embarrassed. I clearly mocked her son. I felt the shift in the situation and the passage over the next hurdle the moment she looked down at the baseball bat. "I apologize but, if you would make this exception. He saved one of my girls, I think he should have a little taste of the service he did for me."
Lydia Favors blinked hard then stepped back again. "Just this once?"
I think she meant it to be a statement but it came out a question.
Still, it was rude not to answer it, accepting it as a real question and not a dazed noise only words by accident. "I thought one go at Laura was enough, don't you? I don't want to be effusive or crass."
"Effusive? Crass. No. Of course not." Mrs. Favors ran her palms down the arch of each thigh. "This once. A surprise. Of course. Then you'd go, right?" Her eyes flicked down to the baseball bat and back up to my eyes.
I nodded, afraid to speak. I'd said enough, I thought.
Mrs. Favors nodded. "Okay. A surprise. He is upstairs." Her voice was barely more than a whisper. When her eyes flicked to the bat again, they did not leave it.
I leaned the ball bat against the wall by the door. I helped Laura out of her coat, unveiling her outfit, limping painfully. She wore a sheer, black top with no bra, clearly exhibiting her breasts. Her skirt was short and scarlet, tight about her slender hips, short enough to show the garter straps holding her stockings in place. On her neck, the collar sparkled in the light. It did not match her clothing really, so the eyes drifted to the gold band around her neck, drawn by the incongruity.
I saw Mrs. Favors find it and fix there, staring at the collar on the woman's neck.
I touched Laura on the elbow. "Go find him, honey." I said expansively. I touched her neck, fingering the collar and kissed her on the cheek. Laura preened, almost swelling with pride from the attention.
Lydia stared.
"Now, listen, this is a freebie but no cum in you. Get it? He can fuck you but you need to taste clean when you come down. It won't do for you to give that up. Blow him or fuck him but you need to stay tasty clean." I made my voice rough and it hurt my throat.
Lydia was still staring at Laura's gold collar.
Laura bobbed her head. That she did not even make a sound was perfect.
Mrs. Favors and I watched Laura, wearing tall, red heels, navigate the half flight of stairs up to the top level and disappear down the corridor. We heard her knock and the sound of muffled music cleared then lowered.
"Holy shit!"
We heard Sean's voice from where we stood.
When I looked at Lydia, she was looking at me.
At that perfect moment, the doorbell rang.
"That should be the pizza." Mrs. Favors gasped, relief rift in her voice.
I thought it might be Annie, freezing her tosh off. Lydia was right. She made to pay for the pizza but I pulled out my wad of bills and paid the guy, sending him off happy. She stared at my cash and ignored the pizza guy who did not ignore her. He'd noticed Ohio too and only barely managed to notice the cash. I followed Lydia to the kitchen table and set the pizza down.
We stood there staring at each other when we heard an impassioned shriek from upstairs. Lydia did not flinch though her cheeks flushed. She looked at me for a while before finally saying, "Well?"
I shook myself. "I am sorry. I, I planned on waiting here. Usually she doesn't go out alone."
Lydia nodded once. She looked at the pizza. "I doubt Sean will want me to interrupt, uh, him for pizza. Care for a slice?"
I stared at her and then covered my mouth with my hand. "Shit, oh shit!"
"What's wrong?"
"I left Annie out in the car. I thought, I figured I'd surprise him with Laura and then go get Annie. I didn't want him to think he was getting two for free."
"Oh, I see. Who's Annie?"
"Listen, I hate to impose but can we hang out till she's done upstairs? I hate to go off and leave her in a strange house with a stranger." Another muffled scream from upstairs. It did not sound fake. "She better not let him come in her cunt!" I growled and then glanced at Lydia. "I beg your pardon."
"Bring this Annie in. It must be freezing out in the car." Lydia Favors was gracious to a fault, a fault I was about to exploit to another, different fault. Mine.
"Thanks." I went and got Annie. She was freezing and not happy. She made no comment at all though, following me through the snow to the house, stepping like a cat on lily pads, far from shore, trying to keep her high heels from getting wet. I remembered to take the ball bat to aid my limp. When we reentered the house, we made ourselves at home, hanging our coats on the rack just inside the door before moving to the kitchen.
We found Lydia sitting with a bottle of scotch before her and a full tumbler. She drank as I appeared and swore when Annie appeared.
"Holy Christ! Is that Annie?"
I twisted around to look where Annie stood just in the light of the kitchen. It was nearly four and getting dark already as the storm closed in.
Annie had shed her coat and looked every bit the expensive hooker, glowering at us. "Annie, come in. This is Lydia Favors. She is Sean's mother. You know, the guy who saved Angeline."
Annie barely reacted. Her eyes, slits, barely visible, flicked between Lydia and I.
I sat down at the end of the table.
"Care for a scotch?" Lydia asked.
I shook my head. "Driving."
"Annie?" Lydia asked. Her natural social grace had taken over completely.
Annie glowered at me, expectation her her pose.
I turned my knees out from under the table, scooting back. Annie understood immediately and came and sat on my lap, twisting her ass over my cock as she perched on my legs, her back against my chest. She wore black, a stiff taffeta black skirt that barely covered her upper thighs and a tight blouse the zipped up the front, from her waist to just below her chin. Her stocking were black and sheer. Like Laura, once she settled onto my lap, the garter straps appeared. She reached for my right hand and laid it on her leg.
Lydia Favors took a long pull on the scotch. Her eyes never left us.
Annie had her back to me so I could not see her face but I think she was staring Lydia down. Lydia did not break her stare till she ran out of scotch and had to look to pour another full tumbler.
Annie took that moment to move my hand up between her legs, not up her thighs but up between her legs, pressing it against her bare pussy. She was wet. Suddenly, my focus shifted from Lydia Favors to the pussy kissing my hand. I trilled a finger up Annie's cleft, feeling each fold of her pussy with the end of a finger before locating and penetrating the entrance into her body. She grunted and arched her back, pressing herself against my finger.
"Oh god." Mrs. Favors breathed.
From the upper level, we heard two mutual, lustful groans. They must have fucking left the door open.
Lydia looked past us. Annie, as though demanding the woman keep looking at us, shifted around so that she had my knees between her legs. She sat with her legs open, my knees between them in such a way the pushed the skirt high up her thighs, showing my hand between them, twiddling her diddle. She reached behind her and untucked my now erect cock. She fumbled at the zipper but had no luck with one hand.
I grasped her wrist to stop her. I hoped I knew where she was going but did not want to spook the redhead.
"You promise you fuck Annie." Annie said suddenly. "Now. My turn. You fuck Annie. Two days. Now. Fuck Annie now."
Whether she understood what was happening, or she figured asking to be fucked would fit or she genuinely wanted this strange woman to watch while we fucked, I don't know.
Her face was so fierce, so set, I relaxed my hold on her wrist. My finger inside of her swirled around and she grunted with satisfaction. "Want cock." She said. The pidgin fit perfectly. "Finger nice, cock better."
She tried to stand but her legs were not long enough to both reach the floor at once. She scooted off the end of my knees and turned around and unbuckled my belt. She unbuttoned my slacks and opened them, exposing the bow of my cock in my briefs. She pulled the briefs down, exposing my dick. It was below the table but not impossible for Mrs. Favors to see if she sat up straight. I looked up from Annie's fiddling to see where Lydia had her eyes fixed.
They were closed.
Annie fit a fist around my cock and lowered her head. She kissed the end loudly and then sucked the head into her mouth. She bobbed her head violently a couple times, then took a great breath and pushed her head completely down onto my cock, filling her mouth and throat with my cock. She held it for a moment and my eyes closed, or went dark. She came off of it with a gasp and looked up at me, stone serious. She gripped my cock firmly in one hand. She pulled herself to her feet. She turned around. She swung a leg over me and sat down on my thighs. Her grip on my cock was uncomfortable, reaching behind her like that. She realized she'd never be able to sit on it in that position. Her stiff skirt rustled as she moved.
Above us, we heard the regular thumping of rampant copulation on a mattress.
Lydia took another gulp of scotch. Her dreams of a relaxed evening were gone. Her eyes were still closed. Annie's spicy arousal fought with the smell of pepperoni and tomato sauce.
Annie bent forward on my knees, one foot firmly on the floor the other dangling over the other side of my chair, spread over my bare cock. She reached between her legs, found my cock and rocked forward, a forearm on the table steadying her.
I felt her probing her pussy with the end of my cock. When her pussy lips kissed it, she grunted and sat down. My cock slid up into her, maybe half a length.
Annie stood as best she could and tried to twist us so we were more squarely in front of the table. I helped. Once situated, she leaned on the table with both elbows and began to roll her hips over my cock, stirring her pleasure with it.
"Want a piece of pizza with your piece of Annie?" Lydia asked.
I opened my eyes, realizing they had been closed while I focused on the feeling of Annie's velvet interior.
Laura screamed, a full-voiced cry.
Lydia stared at us. She'd been trying to be funny but now seemed abashed when I did not bother to react. Annie's cock-riding intensity pretty much absorbed my capacity for independent thought.
Annie rolled her hips, fucking herself on my cock. Each motion entombed me deeper into her seething body. She was thoroughly aroused!
I lifted her a little and slumped in the chair. It shifted under us and the motion caused Annie to lose a little balance. Her weight shifted back and more of my cock pushed up into her. Her motion with her ass was gentle but insistent, grinding herself down on me, rooting me deeper and deeper into her pussy.
She finally got to me. "Oh god!" I grunted.
"Oh god, is right. Do you know how long it has been since I watched a woman fuck?" Lydia asked, pouring more scotch.
"No." I said through gritted teeth.
"Fifteen years."
"I'd make Sean about twenty, so, when he was still young?"
"I watched our baby sitter fucking her boyfriend." Lydia sipped, slowing her intake a little. She seemed to not merely have jumped the hurdle but she now dived into the deep end of my lurid pool. I hoped she liked the feel of it! "I, we had a fight and I came home early that, and there they were fucking on the kitchen table." She closed her eyes and then opened them again.
Annie continued to fuck me. I put my hands on her hips and began to help, using my ass muscles to rise up under her. That little bit of friction proved effective. Her ass moved faster and faster, rocking and cocking. She leaned forward, both forearms on the table, like she was about to make an important point to Mrs. Favors in a negotiation. All the negotiation was taking place between her legs. I could not see but I hoped her eyes were closed. She got one foot onto the floor and began to move faster, faster and faster. She stood on one leg, lifted her crotch up and then released, dropping down onto me, spearing herself on my cock. I helped with my hands on her hips, but the slick, stiff fabric made it difficult to hold onto her tight enough to be really forceful.
"Uh, uh, uh." Annie grunted.
Lydia watched her through lidded eyes. She had slumped but then sat up. She leered at me. She was watching us with real interest. I released my left hand and reached around Annie, pawing her chest. I touched the sparkling collar on her neck, fumbled below it and found the zipper on the front of Annie's blouse. I pulled it down slowly.
Annie dropped down and ground us together. Her ass rolled over me faster and faster. Lydia's hand suspended in midair, the tumbler halfway to her lips. She kept licking them and pursing them. Annie's ass bobbed on my cock, ramming it into her with regular intensity. I got my fingers on the zipper on her blouse. It zipper descended till Annie's breasts appeared to Lydia. I felt the bare skin as I unzipped the rigid blouse. When it reached Annie's stomach, I moved a hand to grasp her breast. Annie moaned and her hips rapped up and down on me. Her ass smacked on my skin, cracking like an open-handed slap.
Abruptly, Annie went still, tensing. She leaned harder on her elbows, bowing her head over the table. She ground her pussy down hard onto my cock. I lifted up between her legs. She opened them and lost her footing so her body balanced on the cock thrust up into her. I went an inch deeper into the woman spread on my lap. Annie groaned and bucked. Her body surged forward and then back and then she went still.



"Uh, uh, you fuck Annie good!" Annie moaned, her words interlaced with the satisfied rumble of her climax, bucking as she orgasmed.
"Oh my god." Lydia whispered as Annie continued to come in front of her. Curiously, she had a hand stroking her own neck, as though Annie's collar teased her.
I found and pinched a nipple. Annie lurched to the side. I found the other nipple and as she slammed down on me, I pinched it, hard. She cried out and her whole body became completely tense. She sat up and leaned back onto my chest. My cock slid out of her.
Now I wanted to fuck her. Playtime was over.
I pushed her forward and she stood, wobbling on unsteady legs. When I stood up, she understood immediately. She turned her back to me, moved a chair out of the way and bent over the table. My slacks crumbled down my legs and I stood before Lydia Favors with my hard, slick cock constrained by the waistband of my briefs. I pulled them down and out of the way, to my knees. I shuffled around the corner and lifted up the back of Annie's dress.
Beside us Mrs. Favors watched, wide eyes, unmoving. Her tongue constantly licked her lips. She could see between us. When I flipped Annie's skirt up over her slender ass, revealing the garter straps running down her thighs, Mrs. Favors hissed. My bare cock bobbed between us, a dousing rod looking for a pool of pleasure.
I pulled Annie back a bit and she widened her stance. I fingered her oozing pussy and she dropped her head between her elbows. When I touched her pussy with the head of my cock a zap of energy sparked between us. I pushed. Annie pushed. My cock penetrated her, sliding into her channel, smoothed by her excitement and taut with her intensity. I grasped her hips and fit her down onto my cock, pulling her hard back against my body. My cock ran into her like the proverbial train into the tunnel. This was not just a cigar we were sharing. Deep in her, I ground us together.
Annie squealed.
"Cooooocccckkkk!" She said distinctly.
"Oh my word!" Lydia Favors whispered. "I don't believe this is happening right on my kitchen table!" She watched our coupling, drink suspended in the air. She panted but not as hard as Annie, or as loudly.
I ignored Mrs. Favors for a moment, concentrating on fucking Annie. I began to slap against her ass, her skirt flipped up over her back. The garter belt and straps framed her pussy.
Laura screamed again from upstairs. Then she squealed high and long before it choked off in a guttural grunt.
Annie was puffing before me, muttering in Chinese, still with her elbows under her. Then she felt me increasing my force and she lay down, turning her face to Lydia. Her hot tits puddled on the cool table.
My orgasm arrived like a cloudburst, flooding out of me into Annie's pulsing jade garden. I came and came, grinding against her as the climax roared through me. Little by little, it receded.
"Oh my." Laura said from the stairs.
I pulled out of Annie, glancing at Lydia. She was slack mouthed, staring at the scene an arm's length away from her.
I pulled up my pants, fighting not to stagger; if I had, I surely would have fallen ungracefully on my face. Once I got my greedy little prick tucked away, I looked at Laura.
"On the table. Time to taste you."
She came down the stairs. As she approached, I could smell her arousal and the tangy, sharp mixture of male and female cum. Glistening lines decorated both of her inner thighs; what had D. Debra called them? Racing stripes? Laura walked a little funny. If there was cum in her puss I was going to have to beat her and I was worried Mrs. Favors was not quite ready for that. Not yet.
I made Annie stand up. She wobbled, her eyes glazed. I pulled her back into me and she leaned against me like a sleeping horse. I sat her down on my chair.
I looked at Lydia. "Do you think your son came in her?" I asked. Lydia fought to focus her eyes on me. She did not respond.
I looked at Laura. "Did he come in you?" I asked.
Laura shook her head soberly. "He came in my ass." She mumbled.
That was why the blond was walking weird. I looked quickly back at Lydia to see her reaction. Her eyes were blinking. I think she should have eaten some pizza before drinking all that scotch. "Your son fucked her ass." I said. "That is usually extra but she was his so..." I shrugged. "On the table, Annie is going to taste you to see if he left anything for us."
"Oh no. Not that." Lydia whispered.
Laura squeezed between Annie and the table. For a moment the two women rubbed together, Annie's open blouse allowed her to wipe her tits across Laura's midriff. Laura's breasts, thrummed Annie across the neck and shoulders. After a moment of this, Laura giggled and hitched her ass up on the table. She spread her knees. Lydia fixed her eyes on the two women in her kitchen.
Annie got one hand on each of Laura's spread knees. After staring at the woman's pussy, She pulled Laura to the edge of the table and kissed and licked her. Laura leaned back on her two hands, her tight skirt was pushed up over her waist by her open legs. Her breasts wavered behind the ghostly black of the blouse. Suddenly she bucked. Annie's hand gripped her thighs, then snaked under them up to grip Laura's ass. Holding tightly to the blond's ass cheeks, Annie licked and sucked her pussy. Laura's knees twitched, trying to close on Annie's shoulders but Annie moved closer, pushing Laura's legs wider.
After a few minutes of this, during which Laura came several times in small measure, I tapped Annie on the shoulder several times. She sat up, her head rolling on her shoulders.
"Well?"
"Just pussy." Annie grunted.
I nodded, looking with satisfaction at Laura. I was not at all sure they would succeed in perpetuating this little play. "Did he really fuck your ass?" I asked, trying to imagine his odd cock penetrating an ass. I couldn't.
Laura nodded.
This time Lydia comprehended and gasped.
I helped Laura off the table. She got our coats.
"Mrs. Favors, I apologize for Annie. She can be insistent sometimes. I had planned to do her while we waited. I sort of promised and as you can guess, she rather enjoys an appreciative audience." The red-haired woman blushed but her eyes never left mine. "I thank you for your forbearance."
She smiled vacantly. "Forbearance? There is not a word you hear everyday." She managed to weave in her chair.
"We'll just be going now. I expect we will not meet again. You have a fine son there. You should be proud. Remember, I always pay my debts."
She smiled vaguely again. I shouldered on my coat and led the two women out to the car. The snow was thicker, heavier and the muffled silence of it seemed to infect us all. I sat for a minute letting the car warm up. It had gotten colder. The girls did not speak for a moment. Then Laura leaned over the seat, she was in the back.
"My god, Sonny, that was hot. What happens next?" She asked.
Now this seemed like a bold question but I took it as I hoped she felt it, she was just curious. I put the car in gear and drove towards her house. I felt her leaning over the seat waiting for an answer but I ignored her. When we got to her house, I turned to look at her. "Go inside. Go to sleep. Do whatever Sean wants you to do."
She nodded and left us.
After she left, Annie and I sat in the warm car, the snow blurring the windshield. Annie made no move to get out of the car. I was confused till I remembered it was her car.
Finally she said in her clipped English voice. "That was interesting. Have you done that for the others?"
I looked at her and she was looking out the window. I nodded. "After a fashion, sort of. They, I think they have all been shown to be willing to fuck when the time was right."
My phone rang at that moment. I answered it. It was Sean Favors. "Goddamn, Sonny, that was, that was unbelievable! Mom, she, god, she's smashed. She, she was so angry she grounded me for a week. Again. Some more. She said, she said you fucked someone while you waited? Did you or was she exaggerating?"
I chuckled. "Annie's idea. She, she insisted. I think she likes fucking in front of strangers." I thought about that. "Or anyone for that matter." I glanced at Annie but she sat staring out at the falling snow, hands in her lap.
"What next? What should I do next? I mean, god, Sonny, I never thought Mom would let me fuck a woman right in the house, not while she was listening down stairs." Sean hesitated. "I bet you could hear everything! Shit I didn't bother to shut the door!"
"We heard. Your Mom knew you were going to fuck her. That was the point."
"My god, I knew it, I knew you could figure this out, from what Chris tells me you are a fucking genius when it comes to MILFs."
"I hope to branch out later." I said.
"So? What's the next move? I mean, the point is getting her to fuck me, right? You are still planning on fucking my mother and getting her to...to...to fuck me? Right?"
"Yes. Listen, Sean. You did good tonight but now you have to get caught boning Mrs. Wills as often as you can. The best thing is for you to walk in the house with Mrs. Wills and fuck her, like you assume its okay. Now, if you know your mom will be home, call me so I can be on the way. I, I think this will work."
"What? What are you going to do?"
"Oh, and make sure Laura is always wearing the collar, the gold one she had on tonight. Right? Make sure she has it on when you fuck her. I told her to do whatever you wanted. Whenever and wherever. You can be out a few times..."
"Mom grounded me."
"Ignore her, make her furious and then shrug and bring Laura home and bone her there. Tell Laura to pout if your mom insists she leave, tell her to say she'll tell Sonny everything."
"What will she tell you?"
"Don't worry about it, just fuck Mrs. Wills every chance you get."
"Gladly. I love your fucking plans!"
He said a mouthful. "And don't forget the collar, ever. Okay?" I hung up. I looked over at Mrs. Kingston.
Annie fingered her collar. "What is this?" She asked.
"That means you are mine." I said softly. "It is my hold on you. If you take it off, I have no hold. If you put it on, you want me to use you. I have one for all the others."
"Laura, she loves that, doesn't she? Being handed around like that."
I nodded, then realized it was dark and Annie wasn't looking at me. "Yes. I think she does."
Annie looked at me then. The odd light from the Wills yard light made her face look like a cubist image. "I want something. Do you know what I want. From you, I mean."
I felt a little lurch. Annie had been utterly compliant, undemanding, willing and eager to be handed around as we liked, after the initial misconception about her role in the MILF list. I had a sick realization that I had given little thought to what she wanted, beyond her initial statement that she liked being surprised in her own bed. Sammy and Chris had provided that, the rest was interpolation on my part and the conviction that Sid wanted me to be using his wife to balance with my mom riding his cock and Alissa being his counsel.
I realized I had not answered her question and had little belief that it was a rhetorical question. "I, no, Annie, I don't know what you want from me. Are you dissatisfied?" My natural insecurity showed clearly in the last phrase. We all compensate as we must. Pussy always seems to help mine.
She smiled a light smile, airy and unconcerned, when she spoke, she ignored my gaff. "I want to spend the night with you. Tawny is here. That is her car. She is sleeping with Chris now. I want to wake up with you."
I didn't know what to say.
She turned to me. "Nothing will be different tomorrow. I, I just want the feeling of a man beside me who, when he wishes, gets between my legs and enters me, as he likes, when he likes. I want to be there, beside you for your use." She whimpered a little. "I miss sleeping with someone who fucks me as he wishes. I, my husband in China, he may have been a shit and foolish as a bird with no feathers but he used me often, for himself, till the fear took away his bird and his shame divided us against each other. I miss that, the casual conjunction of bodies and the pleasure of being wakened from sleep with a prick between my legs. I want to spend the night in your bed." She turned her face towards me. "You can use me as you like. I want to be there to be used, you can fuck me as you like. Okay?"
I found it charming she felt the need to be explicit. "Yes." I said immediately. This elegant woman seemed unbelievably attractive and I wanted to have her like a lover.
"Come in. I want to wash and prepare myself for you. We will go to your house."
"Hurry, the snow is getting really deep."
She smiled that wan smile again, like she was remembering some distant past.
We went inside and she took half an hour upstairs while I waited. I spent the time reliving the day I spent watching my mother fucked on their table by Sid Kingston. I had a pang of longing for my own mother and her plush, welcoming body. I was glad Annie wished to come home with me.
She appeared, a vision, dressed absolutely to the nines, with her hair fluffed and coiffed, makeup, eye shadow, and a beautiful dark blue velvet dress that hugged her body, elegant, not hooker chic. Her legs were sheathed in black hose below the knee-length dress, with black boots. A bright silver belt highlighted her waist and her slender hips. Curiously, it matched the glittering collar around her neck. God, she looked good, sensuous as the night. She got her coat and I walked her to the car, opened the door and she got in.
"I got us reservations at the Base Camp. It is only a few blocks from your house, we can walk there if we must. I want to buy you dinner." Annie said softly.
"I held up my hand. "Nope. If this is going to be a date, I want to buy. I can. Alissa has contributed so my funds are finally sufficient."
"Enough to buy five collars for your MILFs?"
I nodded and started the car and drove carefully in the deepening snow to the Base Camp. We went into the place. They informed us they were closing early and sending everyone home. We were one of a dozen occupied tables. We sat down, ordered a nice bottle of wine. No one cared to check my ID and I did not offer. Annie attracted the wait staff and they eyed her like she was a princess, particularly after she opened her mouth and spoke the King's English and not our flat local accent. She glowed in the light of their admiration.
We chatted, like we had only just met, like she was a married woman out on the town with me and somehow at ease with the lust in my eyes, in my every word and action. She acted blissfully unaware, or confidently entitled, I could not tell which. Our two steaks arrived and we ate in an easy silence.
When we finished, she asked if we could walk home but I insisted we put her car in the barn because leaving it out interfered with plowing once the snow stopped. Best avoid the risk. Once the car was parked, she insisted that we walk out in the frosted world. She took hold of my arm and we strode down the invisible sidewalk, leaving footprints like streaks in the snow as we shuffled along. Under a street light, she pulled me around in front of her and looked up at me, pitching her head back so her black hair, spangled with snow fell away from her face and her full lips shone in the fluttering light.
I kissed her. Her lips were alive. I was thinking that this woman had bent over a stranger's kitchen table so I could fuck her and here she was kissing me like a lover, clinging to me like I held her future in my hands. One cold hand combed through her wet, cold hair and an errant finger touched her neck and she flinched. I felt the collar around her neck and felt the deeply personal implication.
Anne broke the kiss and looked up at me, sagging a little, letting me hold her weight, propping her up as the snow fell on her face
"Use me." She whispered. "I feel, I feel this time is short when we will be like this. I, have have been three years hidden away here and I feel that I am reborn, regenerated and you, you have consummated that in me. For now, I want to be your woman, to have you demand of me all that you want so I can give it to you." Her voice was harsh with lurid desire. "Tell me you want me. Tell me what you want of me so I can savor a future when you take me."
This woman seemed so different from the one bent over the table. She seemed caught in a net of longing, desiring something and I felt inclined to give it to her. I kissed her again. "I want your ass." I said. "This snow will last a day or two. It is the weekend. I want you naked in my bed and I want to do to you all the things I can do to a woman."
Her hot breath spewed a column of steam into the air.
"I want to strip you naked and lay you down, get between your legs and push my hard cock inside your body. I want to feel your oozing desire as I press into you. I want to feel your open legs and your mouth on mine as I sink down, filling you up with my desire, piercing your body with my hard cock."
Annie shivered, a great shudder conveyed clearly even through her long winter coat. "Whatever you wish," she hissed, "I will do." She grunted a little Chinese grunt. "I will enjoy it. That's the miracle, the pleasure you give me when you take me. I am breathless with anticipation."
For a long moment we looked at each other and then we turned and walked the few blocks back to the house. I'd left the garage door open. We went in there, stamping and brushing the snow off of each other then adjourned inside.
I went up to shower after turning on the gas fire. She rummaged in the kitchen. It was only eight o'clock. Too early to go to bed but that was all I was thinking of; Annie on her back. Honestly, I was tempted to call Alissa and lure her over but I decided that Annie just wanted me to herself.
We sat before the fire, the back curtains open, showing the air filled with snow in the shafts of the street lights. We drank hot buttered rum and necked like we were newly discovering our mutual, shared lust. Slowly, I began to unfasten her clothing.
The dress unzipped down the back. She shivered when I kissed her bare skin. Her body vibrated with need. I felt her desire for me so sharply I could not breathe. It cloyed about me, drawing me to her body. She lay forward onto the couch and I unhooked her bra. The dress flowed off her shoulders but clung to her arms. I had to reach around her and pull the sleeves by the wrists to undrape her. She turned onto her back. I worked the dress off her hips and down her legs and off. I puzzled over her boots till she had to show me where the zipper was. I pulled them off of her little feet, sheathed in the black stockings. She lay back onto the couch, naked but for the little corset covering her middle and the straps that hooked to the stockings, long black lines down her hips and ass to her thighs. Her breasts glinted in the flickering light of the fire, we had left off all the other lights.
"In me. I want you inside of me." She whispered. "Take off your clothing. I want you naked. God, how I want you." This articulate, confident woman seemed utterly different than the morose, demanding woman I had known before. I did as she asked. Taking my time removing shirt, slacks and all, I had dressed well after showering. I undid my clothing till I stood nude before her. She rose to one elbow and grasped my cock with one hand and drew me close.
She licked the head and for an awful moment, I thought I would spew onto her face. She sucked the end of my cock into her heated mouth and I felt the cool air of her breath mushrooming over my body. My cock sank deeper and the tension drove my orgasm back into its cavern where it lurked, waiting.



Anne pushed my cock deeper, taking me into her throat. She snorted once and I felt her neck constrict before she swallowed hard, pulling air through her nose, nestled in my pubic hair. All at once she expelled me, coughed and then sneezed hard. She giggled. "Your hair tickled my nose!" She said.
I gently pressed her back onto the couch. She lay back, opening her legs, decorated with garters and stockings. I got between them. She grasped my cock carefully in both hands. I knelt on the couch and found the middle too soft. It would have broken my back had I tried to lay properly between her legs.
"How about on the floor?" I asked.
She nodded emphatically, which I took for both approval of my idea and eagerness to couple again with me.
I found blankets and then remembered the sleeping bags. I made a very nice place on the floor before the fire. I knelt beside the couch and kissed her near breast. She shuddered.
"I feel so like a woman." She whispered. "Kiss them. I, perhaps I can come the first time with your lips there."
I tried. I kissed from slope to slope, teasing around each nipple before sucking lightly on it, licking it with the flat of my tongue and then marking each breast on the underside with a light bruise. She panted as I marked her, one hand knotted in my hair and the other gripping my neck, following and once directing me back to an unfinished sensation. When she pulled me up to kiss me, she was panting, her body rose up and she coated me.
I dragged her off the couch, kissing her the whole time, till I had her under me on the thick pad I had built on the floor. I like my comfort and like caring for the comfort of the woman I am with. I thought I would tease her and toy with her body more but suddenly need struck me in the chest and I felt it like a knot behind my sternum, the need to penetrate her, to fill her with cock and cum.
I moved between her legs. They parted like two loaves of bread baked in the same pan and pulled apart, hot, steaming and luscious. The corset underneath her breasts shimmered in the firelight. I lay on her, pushing my cock between the lily softness of her belly and the firm rough corset. She stretched out her arms over her head in surrender. She lay, legs arched up but wide as I lay over her, my cock trapped between her body and mine.
"In me." She whispered. "I want to feel you slide into me. What, what we did this afternoon, with the woman watching, I am so ready to feel you, to have you once more in me, I cannot stand it any longer. Oh god, you must shag me!"
I lifted off her and found my cock with one hand. It touched her pussy and I released it to touch her with my finger. Her pussy flowered between her legs. I ran a finger lightly up and down her cleft. She groaned, turning her head, exposing her neck to me, inviting me to mark her there, or that was my thought at least, perhaps a perfect projection. I plunged my finger into her body and found her bubbling with desire, smooth and slick and ready. I moved the head of my cock to her entrance and stopped, letting the desire pulse between us. Hers emanated from her body, roiling up around me like steam, clinging to me and drawing me down.
She lay, supine and waiting, panting. I kept my cock poised at her entrance, looking at her dark eyes, trying to see her watching me. Finally I pushed into her. Her body arched and her eyes clinched closed. Her chin rose, rocking her head back so that more of her neck appeared. The splash of black hair blended with the darkness giving her an ethereal look as I sank slowly into her vibrating body. Her lust shimmered around us, like an aura of desire. Her legs lifted immediately and her heels hooked around my ass. I descended into her, ever so slowly, savoring her, savoring the slick desire of her body and the living lust that pulled me ever deeper into her.
"Oh god, yes!" She exclaimed as I penetrated her, pressing into her till I had rooted my cock fully in her pussy. She wrapped her legs around me and her hips ground up at me, stirring her liquid body with my cock. She continued to arch under me, pressing up at me as best she could, planting me in her pussy firmly and completely. She groaned. I bent and kissed the smooth side of her neck and then fastened my lips to it and sucked hard just above her collar, still in place around her august neck.
Anne gasped and jerked. "Oh yes, I am yours. Mark me!" She sighed. Her legs pulled at me, trying to make our conjunction more complete. That was not possible. I blew in her ear and she giggled, turning her head to kiss me on the cheek.
It was a curiously tender moment. My cock buried deeply inside of her and she kissed me on the cheek, her lips hot, her breath hotter. I shifted to meet her lips with mine and she groaned as they sealed together. I lay down onto her, propped up on my elbows but soon I lost myself in the feeling of her tongue writhing with mine, her lips speaking a wordless demand while her pussy pulsated and constricted around my cock.
We ended the kiss.
"Shag me, oh shag me, Sonny," she crooned softly. "I, I feel like a lover, your lover for the first time in my life. I, I never thought I would feel this, this completeness with a man buried inside of me. But I do. Make me come. Make me scream. Shag me, shag me hard!"
Her demand left me breathless with determination and I did as she directed. I lifted my hips till my cock barely touched her body and then slammed down into her. Anne screamed. I felt a gout of liquid between us and she grunted and her hips pumped up at me. I pulled back again, her pussy rasped along the length of my cock. I hammered into her again and like that, I launched into a constant pounding, ramming her full of cock over and over again. Minutes later she bucked under me, her head wagging back and forth, hissing as the pleasure consumed her.
She shook for a few moments, surrendering completely, and then her legs clinched harder. I lay down on her, reaching my hands down to her ass and clasping it hard. I fucked her. No, I shagged her. Up and down, up and down, I ground her against the unyielding floor. I realized the advantages of the floor and suddenly thought of D. Debra. A twinge zinged through me and I lifted my head and kissed the woman I was with, the woman I was inside, whose legs I was now between and she kissed me back. Her passion suffused me and her body lurched again as I plunged my cock into her again.
Out of the cavern came my beast. It possessed me and I found a faster motion, pushing myself harder, snapping my hips down between the woman's legs, driving her full of cock as the passion overtook me. Anne responded to the increased violence, bucking under me, her legs clinching me tight each time I ran my cock deep. We seemed to find a perfect motion. Nothing we did disturbed the approaching storm and when it broke, I ground down into her and poured my viscous soul into her.
I groaned and growled as the sensations rolled through me, catapulting me out of the moment into that space where thought vanishes and only the sensation of orgasm consumes your being. Anne's body thrust up at me, punching her pussy onto my cock while I was yet spewing cum into her. Her body seemed to lust for it, demanding that I pour all I possessed into her. She grunted and keened deep in her chest while she trembled and shook with the impact of my hammering consummation.
I coasted to a stop, panting and gasping, trying to find my mind and fill it with just one thought, so constricted was I. My world had become Anne's encircling legs and her enveloping pussy. Suddenly I was aware of her bare breasts under me, her body splayed open under me and her hot breath on my ear.
"Oh my god, sex with you is wonderful, Sonny. I don't know if you realize it but I feel so good when you shag me. I, when I dream at night, of a man taking me, I wake to find it was always you."
The admission felt unnaturally intimate. Anne was married to another man but here she admitted to her desire to be fucked by me, admitting that I penetrated her dreams. I felt both proud and that turned into a new desire.
"Take me to bed. I want to sleep on your shoulder and wake from my dreams of you shagging me to find you shagging me." Her voice titillated me, teasing me into compliance with a very nice suggestion.
We turned off the fire and left the pad in place. We went upstairs, walking together naked and showered in Mom's bathroom. We kissed under the cascading warm water. Her arms circling my neck while I hardened again. We left the shower though, and toweled each other dry before crawling into bed together. I felt her affection for me without feeling either her demand for ownership or any cloying wish to possess her longer than was likely. We were sealed together in our little sexual world.
"Anne," I began, and she giggled.
"You usually call me 'Annie'," she said.
"I know, but, but you seem so different when you use your British accent."
"I know. I feel different. You, the other, she feels like a woman begging to be tied up and shagged. This, this feels like you have seduced me and because you have succeeded, I am utterly seduced and unable to resist your smallest wish. Do you want my ass? Shall I suck you hard and mount you from on top. Do you wish to see me fuck myself on your cock and come and come and come till I am crazy with it and you feel like a sex toy?"
I laughed. "The last. Suck me and mount me." I said.
She nodded.
She rose up on an elbow and looked down on me and kissed me, a tender hand against my jaw.
My god, she seemed an entirely different woman. My mind kept returning to that, as though it demanded examination. I just did not know how to react to the body of a woman inhabited by a dual personality I felt and experienced so differently.
Anne's hand moved down my belly, questing for my cock and it roused immediately when she grasped it. It snapped to attention with such alacrity, she grunted and moved her leg over me, getting astride me without breaking the kiss. Her hand gripped my cock and she rose up, her knees planted tight against my thighs. She bent my cock down to nuzzle against the blooming lips of her pussy and she rocked forward. I slid into her lush interior. She broke the kiss in order to sigh unimpeded, groaning as she sat up on me, pressing her body tight down onto mine. My cock blended into her cunt and we felt each other's pleasure, passed back and forth like secrets.
The pleasure of it tingled all over my skin and then soaked into me completely, ricocheting around inside me. Anne settled herself down onto me. She leaned over me and kissed me lightly on the lips, a polite kiss, odd under the circumstance, me under her, as it were, deep inside her. She rocked her body. I grasped her waist. She grunted assent and she began to fuck me. Her hips rolled and inside she gripped my cock and massaged with her inner muscles, flexing and smothering me with erotic precision, like she knew what she was doing and controlled every little motion to get the maximum impact.
I arched under her, yanking her out of her rhythm. She lifted off me and I yanked her down hard again. She pulled back again, but leaned over me, planting her hands on my chest so she could continue to back off of my cock. I yanked her down hard again. Again and again she made the motion to escape and I retrieved her, piercing her deeply with each stroke. She began to shake, her shoulders quivered and that made her breasts dance in the littered gloom of the snow-snuggled streetlights sneaking through my windows. Her body began a slow arch, her back bending as she turned her face to the ceiling.
She shuddered, her hips moved faster and faster, fairly flying till all I could do was arch under her to provide maximum penetration and leave my hands resting on her pummeling hips. She strained, she twisted, she panted and at last, she went still, shaking like a leaf under a hard rain. The trembling rattled over me and the pleasure of her pleasure suffused me. Her head bowed over me, draping her hair over my chest and face; her minimalist motions tantalized my skin with the wispy sensations her hair trailed all over my skin. My cock seemed alight with sensation and then I felt her excess lubrication flushing out of her body onto mine. She strained, her head lifted and dropped back.
In a fit of devious curiosity, I released her now still hips, reached up and pinched both nipples at the same time.
Anne screamed and screamed. I released her nipples and her head snapped forward. "Oh no, no, don't, don't stop. Do, uh, uh, uh, do that again!"
I did. Her hips banged down on me. Her body shook, her hands splayed on my chest as she rode me. I had a moment when I was acutely aware of her lithe knees pinching my hips, holding her in place while she ground herself to distraction on the rack of my body and my pulsing protrusion thrust up inside of her.
"Oh, oh, oh my god!" She screamed. Her voice unmuted finally, giving full volume to her ecstasy. She pressed her knees wide, giving me her full weight, impaling herself fully on my cock. I dropped my ass down to the bed then arched hard and violently under her. She screamed and screamed as each new orgasm tore through her, each one punctuated by a staccato lash of her hips.
"Oh god!" She gasp, her voice stringy and high. She went still, she jerked once and then she collapsed forward onto my chest.
My orgasm had gone past me like a billboard close to a moving train. I knew it had zipped past and I did not care. Being in the presence of her pleasure was pleasure enough for now. She lay panting on my chest and for a moment, I thought her finished. But then her voice seeped out between her gasps.
"When, when you pinched, pah pah pah pinched my nipples, I thought I would, wah wah would lose my mind. You have to do that again. When, when I am climaxing, pinch them hard and don't let go. I, I want to see how much I can stand!"
Again? I thought. Just when I was about to roll her onto her back and have my way with her, she struggled upright, lifting up her hips and then settling them back into place, my cock still securely fixed inside her body.
"My god, Sonny. I have never felt this way! I, I want to come again and again. I ache all over but it is throbbing behind my chest like I cannot breathe and will never breathe normally again if I don't come with you inside me till that tension is released." She croaked, a throaty, rasping laugh. "I want to shag you to death."
"Please, no, but if I have to die, then fine."
She looked down at me from the inner distance she had been studying, the distant past or some visage of a future only she could see. She gently stroked my face with her palm and fingers. "This, this is love, the moment when you share this pleasure knowing that it is shared and mutual." She began to rock her hips again. "I am recovered. Let's try again."
I gripped her hips and pulled her roughly onto my cock. She jerked forward, again putting her hands on my chest but this time she lowered her body till her nipples brushed my chest. She jiggled her shoulders, scrapping her nipples across my skin. It seemed to rattle her and she dropped fully onto me, smashing her tits between us and smothering the feel of her little nubs on my skin with the enveloping feel of her superheated skin on mine. For a moment she lay, her hair tangled over my face like a mask, gasping but even then, her hips continued to move, bobbing up and down like a buoy on the bay.
She finally rose up enough to turn her head. She moved forward and I thought she was coming off my cock but she merely planted her elbows beside my head and leaned down to kiss me, holding my head tightly between her small hands. Her hips continued to rock, my cock making a sloshing noise as it ran up into her as she ground down and when she retreated.
I gripped her ass, pulling hard at each cheek as though to prepare her for penetration. This pulled her hard down onto my cock and I arched again. Anne ground her pubic bone against mine and she groaned. Holding her ass clasped tightly in both hands, I manipulated her body over mine, trying to sign the back of her vagina with my prick. She continued to kiss me, blowing through her nose. She smelled of rum and roses.
I pulled harder on her ass. I repeated the motion over and over again till her kisses degenerated into grunting gasps and then she sat up, struggling to lift her torso but in doing so, adding her weight to our connection. With my hands still on her ass, she began to bump and grind, taking a moment to twist and twitch her body before rocking forward. Her motions got shorter and shorter, faster and faster, till once more she pursued the genie that would grant her a lurid wish.
This time, it took several minutes of her frantic frenzy to strike her with ecstasy. It came on her suddenly. One moment she was thrashing wildly above me, my hands long since become incidental in her motions. The next, she went still, her voice clinched between her teeth, wheezing and hissing into the sudden silence. Her hand balled on my chest, raking me with her fingernails. The lines of pain became marks of pride and I pulled her down onto my cock and arched under her higher than ever.
"Now. Now." She hissed.
I understood and found each nipple. She began to shake. I pinched each nipple as hard as I could and she screamed anew bucking over and over again as the orgasms wracked her little, taut body. I held both little nubs tightly. Her voice seemed to echo around us. She sang a lurid song, wracking the high notes with the substance of her pleasure till she was utterly out of breath and her voice failed her. Still I pinched, twisting each nub a little while she quaked and shivered in my clutches. Each time I added a little more pressure, her present orgasm attenuated, stretching through her body without mercy. She made no effort to escape but leaned hard into my pinching fingers, pressing against me till I realized she had surrendered her balance and relied on me to keep her upright. I used her tits to balance her and once she swayed away but I pulled her back upright by the nipples. She screamed once more, finding a new, higher register and slashing at it with her ragged voice.
Her hands found my wrists and I thought she was trying to move me away from her tortured tits but they held me in place, squeezing hard as she pressed her torso against me. She bucked hard once, convulsing as though a wild spirit jumped into her and then she bucked again as though it jumped out again.
She sagged, her whole body tipping over against my hands. I released her nipples and she sighed, her breath hissing like a steam engine just come to a halt. When I made to move my hands back to her ass, she flopped forward. I caught her by the shoulders and lowered her onto my chest.
"Oh yes, that, that was phenomenal!" She whispered. "This, this must be what your mother felt when Sid fucked her. God, I was so jealous, of her pleasure, of how much it possessed her and contorted her into something beyond human. I could not believe it, watching her ride him. I, I always wanted to try and feel like that. Sidney, he twisted her tits and she screamed and screamed. I had to get up and shut the windows or the police surely would have been called."
Her speaking about my mother rattled through me. I had visions of mom, riding me like this while my sisters watched from their various vantage points. I abruptly sat up, startling Anne. She grunted but complied with my wishes. I turned her onto her back. I lay between her legs, buried in her pussy from on top. I fucked her hard then.
She lay still and let me slice through the liquid depths of her pussy for a while and I did, snapping my hips down between her legs while she lay quiescent and fawning, her hands stroking me everywhere while I fucked her, filling her with my cascading need. She lay under me cooing with pleasure at my consuming need, my lust expressed with my hard cock hammering into her body. Then the spirit moved into her again and her body began to recover, to respond, to participate. She gripped my waist as I rode her, hammering into her pussy.



I could feel my climax, distant, teasing but there, clearly waiting for me to find the right motion, the right position to lure it close enough to conquer. I stopped fucking her for a moment to loop my arms under her knees as I had seen Rodney do to D. Debra. I had a vision of Anne with D. Debra, as Tawny had done, must have done, slurping my come out of the teasing blond woman. The image exploded in me and I felt the orgasm drawing close. A phantom thought pricked my consciousness, that D. Debra had lied about my sister and that Tawny had not tasted her. A new wave of pleasure swept away the thought but I put a pin in it nonetheless.
I lifted her legs over my shoulders. Anne was helpless, bent nearly double, her ankles a foot above her ears. That position put additional tension into her pussy and I felt it, tight and straining as I continued to pummel her, filling her up with cock. My body slapped against the planes of each thigh, playing the music of sex as a percussion solo, rattling me as I chased my orgasm.
I felt it fly by and released one leg, splitting her, pinning one to her chest while bending the other down beside us. I sat beside her body and rammed my cock into her. She grunted and twisted, her face a rictus of pleasure. I hugged one leg, lifting her by it, dangling her pussy so that when I slammed into her, her body swung like a pendulum. I tired and let her legs drop, settling over her. My orgasm taunted me and I gripped her ass and gave chase. I caught it in moments, hammering Annie hard and fast. She groaned and grunted as I fucked her.
Success.
My orgasm struggled and turned away and twisted like a great marlin launched out of the ocean on my line. She bucked under me, fighting my weight to get enough room to respond to the sensations coursing through her. All at once, I groaned and pumped cum into her pussy. Anne grunted in response and then lifted her head and kissed my shoulder, then I felt her teeth bitting down on a roll of flesh while she squealed. Her little hands held to my shoulders and she chased her own orgasm as mine gushed down into her.
Moments later it was over and the last thing I remember was Anne's hands on me, wiping the effluvium of our sexual collision with a warm wash clothe. When I woke next she was a sleep on her face, head turned away from me, her hair an inky stain on the white pillow. The light of the neighborhood invaded the room, reflected off the snow. Anne breathed evenly and deeply.
I realized I was hard. I felt between her legs, unconscious of her convenience. I felt her pussy, still pursed and damp. I closed her legs a little, got astride them and bending over her body, inserted my cock into her pussy from behind. I shoved, encountering the odd angle's resistance. I persisted.
Anne groaned and she tried to lift her body, which only served to arch her ass up. This cleared the way and my cock slid into her. She grunted. I hooked my heels under her knees and opened her with my legs while leaning into her little ass, pressing my cock deeper into her. I found each of her hands and pressed them out above her head, holding her like that, she was utterly helpless while I worked my cock into her from behind.
She tried a disorganized movement, meant more to test her bondage than to extricate herself. I held her by her arms, legs and pussy. I then worried that she couldn't breathe. I sat up, lifting my weight off the small of her back.
Anne gasped and lurched, trying to get to her knees but unable to do so because of how I held her with my legs and my greater weight on her ass. She lifted up her shoulders and pulled a pillow under her chest, allowing her head to dangle from the low edge and that allowed her to breathe.
That done, I returned her to the former pose, her arms pinned over her head, my cock still embedded in her pussy and my heels able to move her legs wider as needed. She wiggled, and finding herself fully restrained, muttered, "Oh, yes, shag me like this." Her voice was lazy and sleepy, or drunk with orgasm but she seemed awake.
I fucked her. I ground into her from behind till her little ass bunched up between us. I ground harder against her, piercing her deeply, till her ass seemed to disappear and I was only aware of her pussy tightening down on me. I jerked my hips forward and Anne grunted. I did it again and she moaned.
"Oh yes, shag me!"
I converted the motion into a rhythm and she grunted again each time I slammed into her. She lay over the bulge of the pillow grunting as I fucked her. Then, unbelievably, my orgasm arrived, filled with the eroticism of the moment. I released her arms, hooked my hands under her body, feeling her breasts along the upper side. I hammered against her from behind, ramming into her over and over as my orgasm galloped closer and closer.
In the end, it exploded out of me and I poured cum into Anne. She shivered beneath me. When it passed, I lay on top of her savoring the wondrous pieces of the orgasm and the feel of this prone woman beneath me, completely compliant to my driving sexual need to use her body for my pleasure. My pleasure using her filled her with a woman's satisfaction, fill with cock and cum and surrounded by my lust. My cock retreated and I rolled off of her and fell again to sleep.
When next I woke, Anne was washing my cock. She licked it a few times and then crawled back into bed beside me. Her little body cuddled up close to me and coated me with her affection. She kissed me on the mouth, struggling up to look down on me in the gloom before subsiding into sleep.
I lay awake beside her listening to the soft wheeze of her breathing, reflecting on how few times I had done this, laid beside a nude woman and used her and used her. As I thought about it, I got hard again. In accordance with the thought, I pushed Anne onto her back again and felt between her legs. She roused barely from her slumber and shifted her ass and opened her legs. Her willingness, her desire to be filled again flashed through me as both invitation and obeisance. I rolled over her slight leg to a position over her. She lay still, waiting.
My cock had grown steely with anticipation and when I touched it too her pussy she grunted and pushed herself up onto it, piercing her body with it. I held still till she moaned with effort and desire and drifted away, then I rammed into her, slamming her wet interior full of cock. She grunted with the impact. I ground my pubic bone against hers and she shifted her hips, pushing up against my weight. Her hands found my head and pulled me to her lips, kissing me with surprising fire.
I had thought her barely awake but she seemed plenty aware. Her knees pinched against my sides as I rose and fell between them, pulsing with pleasure while I filled her over and over again with my hard cock. She shuddered and squeaked just once before she lifted her legs further, wrapped them around my thighs. That was not enough. She hunched down, pointing her pussy more upright and moved her legs higher till she had them wrapped around my waist. Not long enough to lock behind me, she clung to me, pulling herself up when I lifted my body over her and then groaning as I crashed back down into her.
"Oh, oh, oh!" She cried at the bottom of a firm stroke. She shook and bucked as the orgasm ran through her. Every muscle seemed to spasm and shake while I ran my cock in and out of her. She panted, she wheezed, she mumbled. She rose up under me once, grasped me by the face and kissed me, her body suspended below me by her legs. I held us aloft for a few moments, until my body shook with the effort and then released us down onto the bed.
Relaxing was such sweet release. I lay on her, panting. She fought for breath till I lifted my chest off of her. I lay like that, buried in her pussy, feeling the contractions of her muscles twitching through her, communicating to me her pleasure at being filled through my living spike.
"Are you going to take my ass?" She whispered. "I, no one has buggered me for some time. I, I keep dreaming of it, on my knees, penetrated by a hard cock, shoving slowly into my ass while I am bent on the bed." She sighed. "I have dreamed of it often lately and I wake crazy for cock. I want shagged right then. Like this, a lover between my legs, his cock inside me, his lips kissing me, his will matching my own, our bodies sealed..."
I was amazed. Annie never talked this much. Anne did and eloquently. I supposed expressing herself in pidgin was an effort.
Her ass. I lowered myself onto her smothering her for a moment before I slid to the side a bit. I reached for her little ass and crunched us together. Her pussy writhed. I felt her inner muscles massage my cock. I was about to speak about her ass, considering her dream when my orgasm dropped on me from no where. One moment I was enjoying the cloying feel of her pussy and the next I was seeing yellow behind closed eyes as I fountained into her. I pumped, I ground, I groaned.
Anne put a hand to my face while I spasmed over and inside her, stroking my cheek as I ground between her legs, pumping her full of cum, one more time. When at last I lay still, she kissed me on the cheek.
"Another time. I am yours tonight. I, I have longed to have you like this, alone, with no one else around. I thought of you like this, between my legs, inside me, over and over again, telling me each time you took me how much you wanted me, how much I pleased you." She chortled, a sharp sound. "You know how often I work to please someone else. That, that is a rare and wonderful thing for me. I do not do it often and never with most people. Thank you, Sonny. Thank you for shagging me and letting me feel this, if only for a while." She kissed my neck then.
I thought for a moment I was getting hard again but then my thigh jerked, threatening to cramp so I left Anne to wash off and do my toilet. She was dead to the world when I returned to bed with a warm, wet cloth. She roused barely while I cleaned between her legs and again with a new clothe, wiping down her belly and breasts. She crooned and when I kissed her, her lips were soft and supple. Her tongue touched me and she whispered her thanks when I left her. She was asleep when I returned and I joined her, cuddled together in the darkness, and slept.
I woke into a dull gray light. Anne still slept beside me but she roused when I jerked awake. The room was chilled.
"What time is it?" She asked.
I didn't know and didn't care. I pushed her onto her back.
Her hand found my cock. "Oh goodness." Anne said, her delight edging her voice. She tugged gently on it and I followed willingly till she connected it to her pussy lips. I was again between her legs, sinking into her pliant body.
"A morning fuck. Do you know how long it has been since I have been awaken by a man beside me, hard and ready to mount me?"
I thought the question was rhetorical and concentrated on pumping my cock into her.
Anne groaned. "Oh god, oh god, Sonny. You feel so good inside me like this. I, my god, I am so aroused, again!" Amazement tinged her voice. "When the others, when they caught me sleeping, it is not the same. They, they mounted me over and over again and the passion roared like a fire in me but this, this is like laying in the bottom of a boat on a gentle sea." She sighed.
She rose up under me as I lifted up and kissed me on the lips, straining to reach me. I got to my knees and sat her up, twisting my legs under her so we sat with our feet behind each other's backs, her legs around my body, my cock securely fitted inside her. I began to rock us, bending far forward so that she lay back, then reversing the motion. She pulled us together with her feet.
She stopped us after a few minutes, looking up at me, her face aglow in the misty light. "Oh god, Sonny, sex with you is wonderful. I, I thought I could ask this of you and, and I have it, just as I imagined it. Kiss me."
I did.
"See? I feel your kiss down into my twat. It makes me want to scream. I am all nerves and senses."
We went back to rocking, back and forth, back and forth. It was a curious mixture of relaxation and sensual pleasure. Her body rubbing gently against mine, precisely like waves on a boat. When we leaned apart her breasts brushed over my chest, sending erotic echos through me. After a few minutes of this, I felt the approach of my climax. Again! I wrestled Anne onto her back and with her legs over my shoulders, pointing at the sky, I fucked her hard and fast. She grunted as I slammed down into her. Her hips slapped up at me as I drove her into the bed.
After a few dozen driving strokes, my body spasmed and I spewed into her, fountaining again, replete with pleasure. I dropped onto her, covering her, grasping her ass as I bucked against her, shoving my cock into her over and over with little, staccato strokes. She lay under me, letting me fill her, letting my pleasure run its course.
When I finally ran down and lay between her legs, she stroked my face and touched my body with her hands, like she was blind, trying to map the geography of the body that had lately penetrated hers.
When we rolled apart, she got up and entered the shower. I finally roused and looked outside. It was still snowing and maybe a foot or more had fallen. I groaned. Despite the fact I knew it would cover again, I dressed and went out to shovel off the driveway. The deeper it got, the worse it would be and doing it twice didn't bother me.
I felt surprisingly good an hour and a half later when I finished so I went down the street to Mrs. Benning and did her walk and drive. She was 78 and her family was far away. I took her mail from the previous day to her door. She thanked me profusely.
I walked away, acutely aware for the first time that I smelled distinctly of sex. The sweat from shoveling seemed to have activated Anne's smell mingled with my own cum and I could sniff us even bundled up as I was.
I was tired now, worn down. I stumbled into the house and stripped down to jeans and shirt. I smelled breakfast and found Annie had made omelets, toast, sausage, and cocoa. I ate ravenously while she sat and watched me, her face serene, eyes slitted, one hand in her lap the other massaging the marks I had left on her neck the night before, fingering the collar around her neck, almost caressing it.
She suggested we try calling Sid and Mom. We did and got Mom. Sid was out, she said. We chatted. At one point, Anne spoke to Mom in her English accent. Mom apparently knew this side of Annie and did not remark on it but did make note that I now understood some of her depths. Mom seemed genuinely pleased when Anne described our night together and her satisfaction with it.
Just as we signed off, Georgia called and told me it could be another week before she got back. She suggested I go out to the airport and get her car if I needed it but I told her we were snowed in. Anne kept silent, listening while Georgia discussed fucking my friends. Georgia was matter-of-fact about the whole issue. She told me what she wanted but insisted that my idea was the best, whatever it turned out to be. She ended, saying she understood if I was doing Tawny in her absence. I told her thanks and we left it at that.
Anne regarded me for a moment. I realized that my secret had gotten SYKPEd into the open.
"You are shagging your sisters?" She said finally, her voice even.
I shuddered a little. Hearing someone else say it, that sort of rattled me. Strange how doing my sisters seemed somehow more depraved than doing my own mother. I had a flash of mom beneath me, heaving as she came, pierced by my cock. I shuddered again.
I nodded. "Now you know."
She just smiled a little. "We all have our secrets." She said softly, using her very British voice.
I hardly think her secret matched mine but she seemed willing to make them equivalent in importance. Who was I to argue? I was sweaty and stinking of the work and the coating of sex on me.
I went up and showered, making it a long steamy, hot shower. The snow still fell so the day seemed empty of demands on me and of Anne. I made the shower long, wondering if she would join me, feeling the urge to mount her again eking into me. When she did not appear, I finally shut off the water and got out and dried off.
I thought I would be provocative and walked into Mom's bedroom naked. Annie had beaten me to it. She knelt on the bed, nude, draped over a pile of pillows. Her arms stretched before her, like a worshiper, her face between her elbows and her hair tousled over them. Beside her lay a bottle of lube. The invitation was clear, her intention clearer.
My cock, wilted from showering alone, regained its regal interest. I stood beside the bent woman and when she did not acknowledge me, picked up the bottle of lube and crawled onto the bed behind her. A shiver ran through her body. She flinched when I touched her ass.
Anne Kingston is a slight woman but in that position, her hips seemed to swell, exposing her pussy and ass hole. She jerked when I touched the moist lips of her pussy. She groaned when I penetrated them with my finger, slicing through her succulent flesh. She still ran, oozing with cum from the many times I had entered and filled her. Unable to resist, I got to my knees behind her and entered her again, shoving my cock deep into her bent body. She grunted as I bottomed out inside of her and moaned when I withdrew. I pushed the spongy head of my cock against the dimple of her ass hole and then found the lube.
Annie groaned when I pushed a lubed finger into her ass. She grunted each time I shoved it deeply into her body, shaking as I greased her back entrance. I stood on my knees and greased my pole. She was panting in her position, I could hear the quivering breaths. I got into position behind her and placed my cock against her ass hole. She held her breath. I shoved. She groaned. Her ass resisted, tight, hot, dry but slick with lube.
I got my cock head past her sphincter. I stopped. I felt her ass twitching, like it was nibbling at my cock, tasting this intrusion, deciding what to do with it. I felt her relax a bit and she sighed. I pushed deeper into her. She grunted and the next moment she pushed back. Her body seized with about half a cock in her. I pulled back, added some lube and pushed hard into her again. This time I slid deep into her ass. She groaned and one hand snaked between her legs. I could tell she was stroking her pussy and clit.
The feel of her ass on my cock was unbelievable. It was so tight, so hot, so sensual I could not believe I had left her ass unfucked for so long. It was like a whole new experience. I pushed deeper, ever deeper, until finally I was pressed against her lank ass. She wiggled her ass a little, as though seating my cock more firmly inside her body. She lifted up, getting to all fours. The change in position increased the tension on my cock.
"Shag me. Bugger me, Sonny." She hissed. "Oh god, your cock is in my ass. My god, I, I remember. I wish I had a cock to suck."
Her words energized me and I pulled back half a cock length and rammed back into her.
"Yes. Take me like that!"
I repeated the motion, pulling out further and hammering into her harder, not hard but firmly and completely. Two more strokes like that and I was pumping cum into her ass. Over and over I bucked against her. She lay down over the pillows, opening herself completely to my orgasm. I pumped into her over and over again, like I had not fucked her three or four times the night before and once this morning. Oh, how great it is to be young!
When the orgasm passed, I lay over her lean back, kissing and licking at the light sheen of sweat on her skin. She tasted salty. I pulled out of her ass with a long, growling slurp. Annie shuddered, wagging her ass at me.



"You fucky fucky Annie's ass." She said in pidgin English, looking impishly around at me. She got off the bed and walked to the bathroom. I followed and we took a quick collegial shower. Toweling off, the exertion of shoving all the snow finally caught up to me and I wobbled to the bed and lay down. I went out like a light.
When I woke, it was dusk, or it seemed like it was dim that way. I walked around the house looking for Anne. I finally checked the garage. The door was open and snow had blown in. Her car was gone. I stood looking at the empty place in the garage and the falling snow for a moment before I realized I was naked. I shut the door and went back into the house. I did not understand why she left but there was something perfect about leaving well enough alone. She understood what I merely suspected. Our conjugation had been perfect and nothing else could be added. She had what he dreamed of and now, when the dreams came to her and she came with them, she had a full experience to fill out the details. It was hers and she took it away, back to her private world.
The rest of the night I just vegged, watching movies while the snow continued to fall.
I went to bed late after sleeping through several movies. I woke to the sound of the phone.
"Sonny?" It was Brent. "Dude, dude I need, I need your help."
I was groggy but answered appropriately. "Fuck off. Sleeping."
"No, listen, listen Sonny, I think, I think you should fuck my Aunt."
I woke up. "Me too."
"No really, listen, Sonny, all, all she has talked about is you and Mom, when its just us. She, she says she doesn't believe then she asks if I ever caught you two, you know, doing it."
"Fucking." I said helpfully.
"Yes. She, she wants to know if you are really doing Mom."
"What do you tell her? That, yes, I have but now the line forms behind you?"
"No. No, listen, I think you should...listen, listen I have a plan."
Brent's plans were always overcomplicated and rift with pointless diversions, like he wanted everyone confused. I groaned.
"No, listen, listen. Sammy wants to do some sledding."
"How old are we? Eight?"
"No. No, shut up. I am talking on the toilet and I have to hurry."
"Plead constipation."
"Shut up."
"Brent, what happened? What did you do?"
Silence. "I fucked her." Another pause followed. "Mom, mom knows. I know she knows. She, she knows."
"Ah. Does Aunt Norma know sister dear saw you fucking her?"
"No. No, but Aunt Norma, she, she insisted that, that..."
"That what, Brent?"
"That...she said you asked if we were having sex. Did you ask her that?"
I was pretty sure he'd switched questions right there. "I did. She didn't answer."
"Well, if you are so curious, we did. She, we drank wine last night and Mom conked out. We did it right there in the room, under a blanket. Aunt Norma sucked me and then fucked me."
"And you are calling me why?"
"She won't fuck me again until she knows for sure that Mom is fucking you."
I thought about that. "Oh, really. Why is that, do you suppose?"
Brent did not answer immediately but I could hear him grunting. Fuck me! That grosses you out when your just wake up. Then his voice said, "Go away. I'll be out in a minute." After a moment, in a loud whisper. "Sonny, I have to go."
"No. Tell me why Aunt Norma is interested..."
"Okay. Fuck. She wants us to do her, both of us. She told me. She said she has had a fantasy about two guys at once and this is her chance and she isn't going to fuck it up but she won't do it if you are doing Mom."
"Won't? As in will not?"
"Right. She, she doesn't want to cheat Mom out of a young buck like you. Her words."
I wondered what her game was but Brent launched into his plan. "You meet me at the Camel hills and I'll take you back to the house and you can do Mom. I'll bring Aunt Norma back and she can catch you."
"I don't have a car."
"Oh. Crap."
"Where is Aunt Norma going?"
"She wants to go shopping. She got stir crazy being stuck in the house with the storm and all."
I sat up. The sun was shining and it looked cold. "And your Mom? What is she doing?"
"Still asleep. She likely won't feel too well when she wakes up."
"Uh huh. Why don't you come get me and then you can drop Aunt Norma at the mall. You can take me back and..."
"Why don't I just drop you at the house. That way Aunt Norma knows..."
"Let's do it my way. I, I have a plan."
"Uh oh. How soon can you be ready?"
We finished arranging and I jumped out of bed and dashed downstairs to grab something to eat. I tried scrambling eggs and burnt them. I ate them anyway with a sausage. I had just put the dishes away when Brent pulled up.
I locked the front door and skittered out to the street, noting the six additional inches of new snow on my drive, showing the vague drive lines of Annie's car. Brent waved me around to the front seat. Aunt Norma was in the back. She sat up behind us and said softly.
"Welsher."
I twisted around to look at her. She didn't look the least bit guilty. I glanced at Brent. His face was red. Something was going on, I felt it in the cockles of my heart and the heart of my cock, too, for that matter. I deflected.
"Want me to pay off now, Mrs. Spilletti?"
She deflected back. "Another time. Brent's driving and I want to make it to the mall in one piece."
I almost said something about a piece of what but felt that was too much too soon. We dropped Norma, checked phones and agreed we'd call her when we were ready to go and meet at the main entrance where we let her off. Everything seemed according to Hoyle. Except after Aunt Norma disappeared into the mall, Brent took me back towards his place.
"Where you going?"
"You forgot already? You are supposed to get caught doing Mom."
"Is she expecting me?" I asked and when Brent flushed up to the tops of his big flappy ears I knew something was up. I waited, I wanted to see just what was what.
"Well, er, no. Not exactly. You know mom, she, she drank a little last night and she was still in the sack when we left."
"So, this is your idea? Take me home."
"No, listen Sonny, really hold on!"
"What, Brent?"
"Hey, I am begging you to go fuck my mom, why are you being a butt?"
"I am borrowing Landon's suspicious nature. You have been boning Natasha and now you want me to? I figured she was getting what she wanted from you and I had no stake in the game."
"I, she has, I mean...shit." We slid around a corner and Brent frantically kept us from running into a parked car that looked like a cupcake decorated by a minimalist. He got us stopped and eased into the clear space by a cleared circle drive and stopped. "I, listen, listen, Sonny, this is..." He stopped and shook his head. Brent is a terrible liar. "Listen, Aunt Norma no more believes you are going sledding than...than...than...she believes you are having an affair with Mom." He stopped, looking confused.
"Brent, that is a contradiction. Which is it?"
Brent finally looked at me. "Ok, listen, listen, she, Aunt Norma, she didn't fuck me last night, I mean not really. I got her cornered in the kitchen and put my hands under her sweater and she stomped on my foot and told me to stop it. Then, then she said if she could find out if Mom was really, really having an affair with you, she'd, she said she'd show me her tits."
I nodded somberly. "So all that about her blowing you and all, that was just bull?"
Brent nodded. "I, well, yes. It was. I'm sorry but everyone else seems to be getting laid by someone besides mommy dearest and my Mom has a bone in my nose. God, she is so jealous."
I had the flash of a great idea. Brent between D. Debra's legs, voting away and Natasha walks in on us. Whatever her reaction, I drag her into the other room and do her while D. Debra does Brent. I liked the idea but I had a ways to go before I sleep, so I put that out of my mind, well, I put a pin in it.
"So? What is your idea?"
"You go do Mom. She, she doesn't know you are coming and, I, well I thought you could do her like you did before, you know, that night when I did your Mom at your house? When we switched mothers? She, she talks about that as though it wasn't you, and she always gets so excited, so aroused when she discusses it and when I get in her, she is so hot. I mean, god, she treasures that memory of us both doing her when she thought she was being rumbled incognito by a stranger in her bedroom. I just thought, reproduce that and boom! She'll have a good time with you, without me, and maybe Norma catches you."
"Aunt Norma?"
He nodded. "Right, Aunt Norma."
"Then what, genius? Norma takes pictures and posts them to her Facebook?"
Brent looked blank. "Oh, yeah."
I gestured at the street just as a snow plow slopped by. "Drive. I'll figure something out." I already had. As we approached his house, I asked, "How am I going to get in?"
"I'll open the garage door and you can sneak in."
"Don't you think she'll hear that?"
For a smart guy, Brent had real problems with the real world sometimes. "Oh. Yeah."
"Open it. Run in, tell her your forgot your balaclava and run out. I'll wait till you are gone and then, boom. Natasha gets what she loves!"
"She loves me, that's the problem."
"Just shut up. Unless you want to be the one to get caught."
"No."
"Then open the fucking door. Time's wasting." I spoke more harshly than I liked. I was so confused about who knew what, I figured the best way to sort it out was to fuck Natasha and see what happened next. The time with Anne Kingston had left me panting for more pussy. Funny how a leisurely day fucking can do that, leave you needing something a little more energetic. I was stone hard when the garage door opened and Brent drove in besides his Mom's car."
He left his car running and dashed to the door, to ensure that Natasha did not look to see who was parking in her garage. Just in case, I moved around her car into the gloom. Moments later Brent appeared. "Hey, you know what, I did forget my balaclava!"
"Quiet! Shesh!"
He nodded, jumped in his car and drove away. When the garage door was closed and the automatic light went off, I moved to the door and listened. I cursed, thinking I should have asked Brent more about the lay of the land. I chuckled to myself, thinking, the lay of Natasha. I had one of those moments, standing there in the inky darkness. One of my best friends had just arranged for me to fuck his mother. I shook my head. I kept expecting to wake up, to find that the women I had mounted were all in my imagination and, boo! I woke up! That would be the end of my story. I even pinched myself. Hard. I am pretty sure I was wide awake when I opened the door to the kitchen and slipped into the Rossini house.
I stopped and listened.
I shook my head. Perfect! Fucking perfect! I heard the shower from deep in the house. I slipped out of my wet sneakers and padded through the half-lit house towards Natasha Rossini's room. The door was ajar and I listened for a moment.
Good thing I did because after a moment, I heard tuneless humming and saw a shadow flit by the door. I pulled back out of the shaft of light. The sound of a running shower came clearly to me and through it a clattering roar, I heard Natasha humming in her bedroom.
I put a hand to the door and pushed it open a little, just a little. I saw Natasha standing by her bed, nude but for panties that framed her ass. She turned just a bit and her profile appeared, breasts swaying before her, wavering like wheat in the field, gently moving as though before a healthy wind. I pulled back from the door. She turned to the door and stared at it, at me in the darkness for a moment and then came toward me.
I had my explanation all ready but she just pushed it closed. I was completely still. Despite the fact that being caught only meant I'd fuck her anyway, I still found my heart hammering in my chest. I crept to the door just as I heard the door on her shower squeak open and slam closed. I gently opened the door and crept into the room. I went to the bathroom door and peered into the bath. I could see the smear of nude female through the steamy glass.
I quickly stripped, trying to remember if I was naked when I accosted her in her closet that last time. God, it was cold in her room. I went to the window and found the fucker was open so I closed it, very carefully. I moved into the closet and found the bulb and unscrewed it. I tested it with the switch to be sure it did not light. Then I waited.
At first, my cock got bored and deflated but then I got to thinking about last time, about Natasha tied up on her bed while I ate her and then fucked her crazy. My cock's renewed interest peaked just when the water went off and I heard Natasha humming again.
A couple minutes later she appeared, framed in the closet door through which I was peering. I pressed back into the clothing, squeezing into dresses, bowing to fit under the shelf above the hanging bar. I cracked my head on the bar before I got the clothing closed before me. I'd stuffed my clothes under the bed so I had to go through with this.
Natasha appeared at the door of the closet and flicked the light switch.
"Shit. Goddamit!" She muttered but came on into the walk-in closet. I waited till she turned her back. She wore one towel around her waist, one wrapped around her head like a Hindu and nothing else. I got my arm around her middle and ended up with a handful of tit. I pulled her off-balance, clamping the other hand towards her mouth but I missed. She struggled mightily at first but then she went completely still.
"Sonny? Is that you?" She said in a neutral voice.
I flipped through my options and remembered my conversation with her. She wanted to have sex with her sister, with her sister and her son. I relaxed a little. "Yes." I said.
"Oh, rats. I had hoped it was...never mind."
I released her. She turned around and looked around. "Did you fuck with the light or do I need a new bulb?"
I screwed it back in and suddenly we were awash in incandescent light.
"Oh my!" Natasha said, staring down at my cock. Her eyes locked there for a moment and then she looked up. She half smiled. "I, I don't know what to say. I feel...this is so weird. I feel guilty. I, I'm glad to see you but I feel guilty that I want you like this, like I am cheating on Brent."
That was too weird so I mostly ignored it. "I am here for Norma. She, she wants to catch us, to know if we are actually having an affair. I was going to tie you up and when she got here, I was going to do her, you know, as the stranger who fucked you before."
"Oh, you could never be him. He, he, there was just something about him that, that you could never reproduce. He just took what he wanted and he made me come over and over and over..."
"I get the picture. So? Shall I pack up my kit bag and go? Or do you want to show your sister you are doing a friendly, neighborhood dick?"
We were both standing looking at each other stark naked. It was fully weird. I think we realized it at the same time. She took my hand, turned off the closet light and led me to the bed. She sat down and pulled me close till she got a good hold on my still very hard cock. She looked up at me with the silly, "do you really want me to do this" look some women get just before they poke your prick in their mouth.
I waited, giving her no response. Well, not really no response because my cock twitched in her hand. Her eyes dropped to it and the silly look changed to determination. She kissed the end of my cock. Something about that moment affected me tremendously. I felt that little kiss course through me like a low voltage current. I felt like a guitar when someone plucks the very first chord of a big, long anticipated concert. It reverberated through me, careening in and out of my consciousness.
Then her lips touched the head of my cock again and the heat glistened about us. Everything went still. Natasha pushed her mouth full of cock, slipping her lips down my shaft very slowly till her face was against my body. She swallowed once around the part in her throat and grunted once before pulling back off of my cock and sitting up straight on the edge of the bed.
My cock suddenly felt very cold.
I moved over her, looping an arm around her torso and dragging her backwards onto her back, onto the bed. She went limp and let me manhandle her across the bed. My cock clanked against her belly. Her tits wobbled against my thighs. Once I had her positioned fully on the bed, I moved down her body and pushed my cock into her. Natasha sighed as her body opened for me. I felt her heat, slick and sticking as I slid past the taut entrance to her body into the convulsing trough of her pussy.
She lifted her knees, widening her legs as I descended through the many layers of pleasure that populated her pussy. She shivered as I pierced her, turning her head to the side and groaning. I came to a stop, my pubic bone bumping against hers. The pleasure of it wound around me and tightened, like a noose. I couldn't breathe for a moment, like I'd forgotten how. Natasha moved her legs then, wrapping them around my back and locking me between her legs in the ultimate form of acceptance. She kissed the side of my neck as I dropped my body onto hers, weight and will, and nailed her to the bed.
"Uhhhgggh!" She groaned as my weight settled onto her chest and stomach. Her hand found my back.
"Is this how you want her to catch us?" I whispered, pumping my hips between her legs a couple times, to make the point.
"Uh, uh, no." She hissed back. "I, I...get off me for a minute. We, we need to think and I cannot think with your cock shoved into my pussy like that."
I did and after a moment in the chill air, we both got under the covers on the bed. She cuddled against me, shivering for a moment. I could not help it, I pushed her onto her back and entered her again. I just put my cock into her and then lay still. "Warmer?" I asked.
"Oh yes. But, but, god, I want you to lick me, kiss my pussy before Norma takes you away from me."
I hunched against the woman under me. "Tell me the truth, this was all your idea, wasn't it?" I lifted up to look down into her eyes. They were abnormally wide, as in wide-eyed innocence.
"What was my idea?"
"Brent did everything but undress me and order me to fuck you." I murmured. "You knew I was coming."
"Please, not yet."
"Feeble. You know what I mean." I waited but apparently Natasha had plunged into this without really thinking it through. Or she didn't want to own up to what she had been thinking. Still, I waited.
Finally she grunted and pushed me to the side, tipping me off her body onto the bed beside her. My cock pulled out of her and I felt the reluctance jerk her body once but then I was laying on my side looking down at her. When she didn't say anything, unwilling to waste a hardon, I got back between her legs and snuggled my little poker back into place inside of her plush body. She lay still till I was well planted inside of her. Her compliance thrilled me, so did her hot pussy, to tell the truth. I then lay on her waiting. Her eyes were closed till she spoke.
"Oh, okay." She began. "Yes, I told Brent what to do while Norma was in the shower. I, what did I tell you the other day, New Year's Day when I called you?"
I decided to get right to it, not pussyfoot around. "You said you wanted to have sex with your sister and asked me to arrange it. Is that what I'm doing here?"
Natasha nodded. She acted so guilty, even with her legs splayed open and my cock jammed into her, she seemed distracted, with something else on her mind. Talk about a blow to a guy's ego.
"Sonny, please, I, I cannot stand it. Brent, all he talks about is Aunt Norma. He, he is crazy to get her into bed with us. Every time in the past week, when I suck him off, he asks if she is going to join us. Finally, finally yesterday afternoon I told him to try to kiss her, try to touch her breasts. He did and she rejected him, mocked him. I, I told him if she did, I'd, I'd ask you to help us. I, I think if you can get her to join us, then, then it will be a short step to get her to join Brent and I."



I considered that logic for a moment. "Oh you do, do you?"
My cock was so confused. Surrounded by distracted pussy, it seemed unnaturally stimulated but the current conversation did not instill great confidence in his irreplaceable position in the world. I finally pulled out of her and flopped onto my back beside her. "What do you want to do then?"
"I want her to catch us together. I want you to force her to join us."
"No." I said. "What if she takes that wrong. Things, things would be all fucked up, then. Unless you know for sure she'd be willing to join us without being coerced. If not, then, then that is not going to happen. Do you know anything about her sexual proclivities, other than that she likes lots of it?"
Natasha shook her head. Her hand, though found my bare hip and crept over it to take hold of my dewy cock. She held it like it was provided security. Never shy about loving attention, it swelled in her hand again. She didn't say anything.
"We could act like I was raping you and then force her to do us." I said softly, thinking out loud. "Or we could play like I had you tied up and I could invite her to join the fantasy, your rape fantasy." I waited. "Or we could just be sure to be doing it when she gets here and see what she does."
Mrs. Rossini went silent and still. When she spoke, her voice was low, rasping, like it hurt her to speak. "Sonny, I want you to rape her, while I watch. I, I told her about, about, what I told you. When I was raped, right here in my own bed. How you and Brent found me and fucked me out of the terror? I was, I was so horny, so aroused, I am ashamed to admit it but, but I liked it so much, the feeling of being totally helpless while he, while he did those things to me. I, I want Norma to feel that. I want her to experience what I did!"
I felt the vertigo again. I rolled onto my side. Natasha looked at me. I bent to take a nipple between my lips and bit down, softly at first but then harder and harder till she writhed under my lips.
"Oh no, oh god!" She groaned, but she did not fight me.
I released her. My cock was hard. I moved between her legs. I positioned myself and entered her. She groaned and lifted her ass, seating me inside of her body.
"My sister ate you. Do you remember?" I whispered, laying my head beside hers, my lips near her ear.
Natasha nodded. "Uh huh."
"You want your sister to do that to you?"
"Uh huh!" No hesitation.
I wondered what sort of twisty, frothy thinking brought her to this place. Then I thought of the collars. Time to lock up this MILF. A thought struck me. I was making my harem. "What do I get if I do this for you?"
She went still. I lay between her open legs, cock buried in her body. She shifted under me. "What do I hear?"
I lifted my head. A car door slammed.
"Oh god, tie me, quickly and blindfold me!"
I was still about it when the front door opened. I dashed to the window to see a yellow taxi driving away. Aunt Norma took a taxi home!" I checked for my clothes and saw all was still stuffed under the bed. I ran into the closet and found two sashes from bathrobes and a couple scarves. I turned on the light in the closet and closed the door till just a shaft of light penetrated the gloom in the bedroom. Then I danced into the bathroom.
My heart hammered in my chest. Was I really going to do this? Was I going to rape Aunt Norma? I crouched around the corner of the bathroom door just as someone tapped on the door.
Norma's muffled voice came through the door. "Tash? Are you still in bed? I am making tea, would you like some?"
Natasha grunted and gabbled through the gag.
"Tasha? What's wrong? Natasha? Oh! Oh my god! What happened?"
I peeked around the corner just as Norma came into view. She stood with her back to me, staring down at Natasha. Natasha was nude, her arms bound haphazardly to the headboard post, a gag locking her panties into her mouth and a blindfold around her eyes.
Norma just stood there, staring down at her sister. I waited for her to move but she didn't. She just stood and stared. I waited.
"Natasha? What happened to you?"
I thought that was strange, a strange thing to say when she could clearly see that Natasha was gagged.
"Natasha? Have you been naughty?" The voice dripped with irony. Norma bent over her sister, extending a hand and laying it on the other woman's thigh. She smoothed it up to Natasha's pussy. "You're wet, sister dear. Was someone in here fucking you?"
I could see her removing the gag from Natasha's mouth.
"Ooo, what do we have here? Looks like you have your panties in your mouth!" Norma cooed.
Once the gag was clear, Natasha grunted. "Run, Norma! He's still here! Run! He'll get you!"
Norma was turning to run when I moved. I was on her in one quick motion, looping an arm around her belly and with the other, I clasped her mouth.
"Ugh!" She grunted as I bumped her into the bed. She recovered quickly and arched her back.
Aunt Norm was all tits, slight in every other respect. Her presence projected from her tits but in body, she was slight as a palm leaf. She struggled against me but I held her tight, pulling her back against my naked body. She twisted but she was off balance. I pushed her over Natasha's naked body, pinning her beneath me.
"Who the fuck are you?" I asked in a rough voice, hoping I could disguise my identity.
Norma went still beneath me. She made no sound. I lay on her and she lay on Natasha. Natasha was heaving and grunting under our combined weight.
"If I let you speak, will you be quiet?" I asked softly.
After a moment's hesitation, Norma nodded. She grunted then and her body flexed, serving only to press her blue jean covered ass against my hard cock.
I slowly released her mouth.
For a moment she did not move. She tried to turn her head but I kept it facing down into Natasha's bare belly, a hand knotted in her hair.
"Who are you? What do you want?" Norma said, her voice tremulous and squeaky high.
I chuckled deep in my chest. "What would you guess? Who are you? What are you doing here? Is anyone with you?"
"I'm her sister! Let me up you fucking ass hole! Let me up!" Norma began to struggle but her movement and my reaction made Natasha groan painfully. Norma stilled, realizing the futility of struggle. "What do you want?"
"Pussy. Sister? Oh my god, I get to do sisters?"
Norma struggled again but again the effect on Natasha stilled her.
"Stay quiet and no one gets hurt." I whispered. I pulled her arms behind her and tied them with a sash. I fitted a blindfold over Norma's eyes.
She held perfectly still till I was done. I tied her arms at the elbows and the wrists, so her body was arched backwards. I helped her stand.
"What are you going to do?" She asked, her voice quavering the slightest bit.
"I am going to fuck your sister!" I hissed. "Then you. Or do you want to go first?"
I felt Norma slump back at me and sensed her shifting her weight onto one foot. I moved my bare tootsies just in time to avoid her stamping boot heel. I grabbed her by the shoulders and twirled her around onto the floor, face down. She grunted as I sat astride her tied arms.
She wore a rough green pullover sweater and designer blue jeans. "Give me your foot." I growled.
When she didn't, I spanked her perfect ass.
"Hey, stop it!"
I struck her again. She grunted and struggled. I felt her hands on my bare thighs.
"Your naked!" She growled.
"Bend your legs or I will butt fuck your sister!" I growled back.
Norma bent a leg back to where I could reach it. I pulled off the sexy boot. She offered me the next one and I pulled that off. "Listen, you have a choice. Let me take off your jeans or I cut them off. Your choice. Shame to waste them when you could keep them as a reminder of our time together!"
I felt her shudder.
"I'll never fuck you!" She nearly shouted.
"Hush. Hush. Don't want to worry your sister. She loves being fucked like this. Don't you, sweet pussy?" I looked up at the bed and found Natasha straining at her bonds.
She nodded, then found her voice. "Don't, don't hurt her. I'll, I'll do anything you say. Anything. So will she. Norma, don't make this worse for us. You, you have to do like he says." Her voice quavered replete with real fear.
"Well? Are you going to do like sister suggests?"
Norma nodded but I only felt it. I slapped her ass again but then left my hand on it, massaging the firm form of it.
"Yes, yes, yes. I'll do whatever you want. Just don't hurt us!"
"That's fine." I got off of her prone body and rolled her onto her back, an uncomfortable position with her hands bound behind her. I quickly unbuttoned her jeans but hesitated, looking up at Natasha on the bed. I went to her and removed her blindfold.
Natasha looked terrified. Her eyes blinked down at her sister and back to me. "What are you going to do with us?" She asked, licking her lips.
I stood up. "Suck me." I rasped.
She nodded, real terror in her eyes. Natasha bent forward and sucked loudly on my cock, making all sorts of slurping noises. She finally pulled half my cock into her mouth and the noise turned to wet slurping.
"Goddamn you, are you making her suck your cock?" Norma asked from the floor.
Natasha, hearing this, slurped louder but then pushed her head forward taking much more of my cock into her mouth.
I did not respond.
After a couple minutes I pulled out of her hot mouth. Her eyes were expressive, wild with passion. I moved between her legs.
"Oh god, are you going to put it in me now?" She hissed as I pulled her hips lower on the bed. "Norma, don't be scared. He, he, oh god, his cock is sliding into me. I am sorry, so sorry. I am, god it feels so good! His cock is inside me. He is fucking me. Oh, Norma, when he makes you suck him, you'll taste me. I am, I am so wet. I, my body is so excited. Uh, uh, ugh, he is fuck, fuck, fucking me!"
I was. I had hold of her hips and was pounding into her body. Natasha was experiencing everything she described.
"Oh god, oh god, oh, oh, oh gooddddd!" Natasha shrieked into a climax.
I clamped a hand over her mouth. "Quiet." I hissed. I pulled out of her and climbed off the bed.
"Oh god, Norma, I came just then. That, surely that only encourages him. I am sorry. I could not help it! God, I, I am so aroused. I came as he entered me!"
Norma did not speak. She felt me kneeling beside her and she turned her head away.
"You heard your sister." I rasped, "your turn." I twisted her head to face me and touched her full lips with my dewy cock. Despite herself her tongue poked out, tasting her sister on my cock.
"Ugh, god, I can taste her. I can smell her."
"Suck it. Tell your sister to suck me." I grunted.
Natasha watched me avidly, eyes alight with excitement. "Please, Norma! Don't resist him. Do like he wants. Whatever it is, do it!"
"But I can taste you. His cock, it was just in you and now, now, now he wants me to taste you to suck him after he was inside you!"
"I know. It's awful. I know but, but you have to do it. I'll, I'll suck him after he is inside of you. It'll be okay! Do like he asks! Please don't anger him!"
Norma felt me signing my name on her cheek, smearing her sister on her face. She jerked her head, seeking my cock with her lips. She sucked on the end. I pushed her onto her side and from that odd angle, fed my cock into her mouth. She accepted it with ease, angling her head to allow my shaft to fit into her mouth till the head lodged in her throat. She sucked.
My god, I thought I was going to come right then! Aunt Norma was sucking my cock! She kept adjusting, taking more and more of my cock into her mouth, pressing her head forward till she had her lips right against me. I watched my cock bulge the side of her neck as she sucked, blowing and grunting the whole time. I glanced up at Natasha. Her eyes never left us.
After a wonderful couple minutes, I pulled out of her mouth.
"Oh god, did you suck him?" Natasha asked. "I couldn't hear anything."
"I am not a noisy eater, like you." Norma mumbled sardonically.
I sat beside her staring at the bulges of her tits in the sweater. I put a hand over one tit and she flinched. I massaged her tit and moments later she was bitting her lower lip. After a couple minutes, she moaned, a slight but distinct moan.
"What is he doing?" Natasha asked. She could see very well what I was doing. "Norma? Norma?"
"He's squeezing my tit." Norma said, her voice straining.
"Oh god, don't do that. She, she can come if you suck her tits. She, her breasts are very sensitive and connected to her pussy. If you touch them, she'll get aroused."
"Shut up, Tash!" Norma groaned but her face had gotten red. She lay on her shoulder while I went from breast to breast till finally she gasped a time or two and lifted her chin, panting. She licked her lips several times and arched her back against my hand, pressing her tit into it.
I pulled back.
"What? Don't stop!" Norma moaned.
"What? What is he doing now?" Natasha asked.
"Nothing. Nothing. He's, he quit touching me. God, I am on fire. I am sorry, Tasha. You know how I am!"
"How are you?" I asked roughly.
Norma aimed her covered eyes at me. "I am a slut. I love cock. I am easily turned on. Now, I am turned on now and all I want is for you to fuck us. I bet that really turns you on, getting to fuck sisters." Though her voice mocked me, the effect of her words nearly made me laugh. If she only knew!
I rolled her onto her face again and pulled her sweater up her back, under her arms. I unhooked her bra strap and pulled the sweater back down, imperfectly under her bound arms.
"What's he doing now?" Natasha whined.
"Do you want a play by play? Jesus Christ, Tasha, he's going to rape me!"
"And you'll like it!" Natasha said, her voice a whine pitched to make a dog bark.
"Yes, yes, I'll love it!" Norma groaned. "God, quit messing around. Fuck me, why don't you?"
I said nothing but rolled her back to her shoulder, lifted up the front of her sweater till her loose bra cup came into view. I pushed it out of the way and for the first time put a hand over Aunt Norma's perfect tit.
"Oh god, he, he loosened my bra and now, oh now his hand is on my bare breast. Tash, Tash, I can feel it between my legs, like someone is touching my pussy. Oh god, no, please, don't make me orgasm like this. I'll go crazy!"
"Don't hurt my sister!" Natasha squealed from the bed.
I released Norma's breast, got up and went to the bed. Natasha needed no direction. She inhaled my cock.
"What's he doing now?" Norma asked, breathlessly. "Hey, where did you go? You can't leave me like this!"
Natasha began to suck noisily on my cock. I held her head and she took me deep, the constriction of her throat sealing her off from air. She gagged. I pulled out of her mouth. She lay back on the bed panting.
"Hey, over here. Leave her alone. Fuck me!" Norma growled.
I moved to her body, rolled her awkwardly onto her back, tilting her disheveled torso onto her bound arms. I found the button on her blue jeans and unfastened it. She held her breath as I unzipped her jeans. The sound of the zipper seemed unnaturally loud.
"I hear a zipper. Is he, oh god, is he taking off your jeans?" Natasha asked.
"Yes. Don't be scared. We'll, we'll fuck him and he'll leave us alone." Norma said, her voice strained with tension, either excitement or fear, I could not tell.
She lifted her ass when I peeled the tight blue jeans down off her hips. They scrunched up and bound around the tops of her thighs. She was slender but the jeans were skin tight. I wrestled with them for a while before I got them to her knees. She lifted her legs and I pulled them off.
"He took off my jeans." Norma said. "You going to fuck me now?"
I lifted her up to her knees and helped her stand.
"What? What are you doing now?"
Once she was standing, I pulled her bikini briefs down her lean legs. Her hips were not broad but her ass was plush behind, a fine cushion for the pushin'. With my head even with her ass, I smelled the sharp tang of her arousal.
"Tell your sister what I did the other time. The first thing I did to you." I said gruffly, making my voice so rough it hurt my throat.
"What?" Natasha said.
I repeated myself and then looked at Natasha and made a big licking motion with my tongue.
"Oh, oh, he ate me. I, god, Norma, I came, I came while he ate me! Are you going to eat my sister?" Natasha groaned, her desire to see it dripping from her lips.
I turned Norma's back to the bed and sat her down beside Natasha. I pushed her sweater up to her shoulders and uncovered both tits. I massaged them at the same time.
Norma dropped her head back with a groan. Her legs relaxed and she slid right off the bed. I had to let go of those perfect tits and lifted her by the armpits back onto the bed. Natasha scooted over to make more room. I saw, Norma's hands find Natasha's belly and side, feeling her sister's body behind her.
I pushed Norma's legs wider and she moaned. I got to my knees and pushed the sweater off her tits again. I bent between her legs and kissed the lower arc of each breast. She grunted.
"What? What's he doing now?" Natasha asked, peering around her sister's body, perched on the side of the bed.
"Oh god, he's, he's kissing my tits. Oh, oh my god!" Norma moaned loudly as I pulled half of her tit into my mouth, sucking hard on it. I moved to the inside slope and began to suck hard, pulling at her firm, succulent skin.
"Oh no, no, don't, don't do that! Please, not that!" Her voice lost some of its level tone, wavering.
"What! What? What's he doing now?" Natasha asked.
"I'm sucking her titty. Want a taste?" I answered before Norma could speak. My question made her moan again.
"He was putting a hickey on my boob." Norma said.
I took Norma by the shoulders and twisted her towards Natasha. "Here sister, you try."
Natasha needed no more invitation. She kissed the breast nearest to her. I kissed the other one. Norma shook, her whole body quivered as her sister and I both sucked her tits.
"Oh, oh my god, my god, my god. Please make her stop! It, it isn't right for her to do that. I feel, oh god, I feel her mouth on my breast. Tasha, you are kissing my breast and he is kissing my other breast and, and, and, oh god, I am so aroused!" Norma's voice coiled around us like a cobra looking to strike.
I put a hand on one thigh and smoothed it up to her pussy. She was bare like her sister. I touched her pouched pussy and she jerked. I waited to see if she'd say anything but he was silent, well, she continued to moan while Natasha and I sucked on her tits. Those glorious, wondrous, fabulous tits were finally touching my lips! I pushed a finger into Aunt Norma. Norma jerked, her whole body convulsing as I penetrated into her wet depths.
"Oh god, Natasha, his, his, his finger is inside me!" She was panting now, gasping and sucking air. When I moved my finger around inside her, she stopped breathing entirely.
I released her tit, leaving a huge bruise on the inside slope. "Ask me." I hissed. "I want you to ask me!"
Norma's head lifted from its fallen position behind her. She twisted, pointing her eyes at me. "I, uh, uh, my sister is sucking my tit and you, you want me to ask, uh, ask you to, uh, lick, kiss, lick my, my cunt?"
"That's right." I growled. "Ask. Beg for it."
Norma shook her head several times. "Oh no, don't make me. Please, please don't make me! My sister, she can hear. She'll, she'll know!"
I grunted. I pulled Norma away from her sister's sucking mouth. Natasha looked at me with real anger. I guess I was not the only one who imagined sucking Norma's tits! I made Norma stand up. "Stand there. Nothing funny. You. Ask."



"Ask what?" Natasha asked, her face showing genuine confusion.
"Ask me to eat you." I growled.
"Oh god, yes, eat me! Please eat me. I beg you, eat me. Make me come."
I crawled onto the bed, crouching between her legs.
Norma twisted, trying to turn without moving her feet. "What? What is he doing now?" She keened.
"Oh god, he, he is kissing my pussy!" Natasha returned.
I was. I did. I licked up her gushing slit and speared my tongue into her body. She bucked.
"Oh god, his, his, his tongue is inside me!" She keened.
"Oh god!" Norma groaned. "I wish..." She stopped before she said more.
I continued to lick and kiss Natasha's rich pussy. She moaned and grunted and soon, her body responded to my attention. Over and over her ass cliched in my hands, tightening and loosening, tightening and loosening while my tongue sorted through the folds of her pussy. Then I found her g-spot and she exploded.
"Oh god, please, yes, coming, coming, oh god coming!" Natasha's voice ratcheted up the scale till it was a tight, twanging whine.
I felt her tensing to come and withdrew, tongue and lips.
"Oh, oh, oh no! No, don't stop! Please, oh no, don't stop. Don't leave me like this! I want, I want to come, please, please let me come!"
I got off the bed and moved in front of Norma. Her sweater was caddywompus on her, one tit fully covered and the other exposed. I wanted to kiss her tits again but, instead, I kissed her on the mouth. My lips were slathered with eau de Tasha.
At first, Norma did not respond but as the smell of her aroused sister wafted into her nostrils, she opened her mouth and kissed me back. Loudly.
"What is he doing?" Natasha whined. "He, he ate me till I was just about to come and then he quit and, and, oh god, I need to come!"
I put a hand over Norma's tit and squeezed it as I kissed her. The action seemed to communicate directly to her mouth. She leaned against me, opening her mouth completely, her tongue filled my mouth. I put a hand on her bare hip and pulled her against me. She huffed around the kiss, panting through her nose while I engaged her lips with mine. I squeezed her tit, finding the nipple and pinching her hard.
Norma tore her lips loose from mine, panting hard. "Oh god, fuck me already! Please, god, he is pinching my nipple! I feel it tingling down inside my cunt! Oh god, goddammit fuck me!"
I pinched the nipple harder and harder between a thumb and forefinger. Norma twisted, trying to escape, panting and gasping. I leaned into her, released her nipple and said, "Say it. Beg."
"Please fuck me!" She shrieked. "Please put your cock into my cunt!"
I squeezed her nipple again. She jerked.
"Uh, uh, uh!"
"Say it."
"Oh, oh, please, please, eat me. Lick my cunt like you did my sister's! That? Is that what you want?"
I nodded, chuckled. "Yes." I maneuvered Aunt Norma back to her perch on the bed beside her nude sister. I got between my knees, pushing them wide.
Norma groaned. "He, he, he is between my knees. Oh god, I think he is going to eat me!"
I had positioned her close to Natasha's head this time. I pushed her torso back onto the bed, but of course she fell onto Natasha's bare breasts.
"Can you find her tit? Mark her while I eat her." I said.
"Oh god!" Norma wailed, her voice mixing up anticipation with mortification, desire with dread. She squawked when Natasha's lips found her breast and began to suck at it. Natasha, still tied contorted her torso to get her mouth on her sister's tits.
Norma lay back, suddenly going completely still. I waited. She waited. Natasha licked and sucked, bending awkwardly over the breast before her, her arms extending behind her as she strained. She found Norma's nipple and sucked on her, hard. Norma bucked once but lay still. After a few moments of her sister's lips on her breast, she groaned.
That was what I was waiting for. I dove in. I lapped at her pussy, running my tongue from top to bottom and back again, caressing her swollen labia and flicking at her clit. She had a prominent clit, the size of a small tooth and nearly as hard. I flicked it the first time, gently, and Norma twitched. Another trip down her pussy and back up to flick it again but harder and she bucked. The third time down, she wailed and her hips flapped under me. She sprawled fully back onto her sister, shivering and twitching. That motion put her tits out of Natasha's reach.
"What, what is he doing now?" Natasha asked, her voice mimicking the shaking in Norma's body.
"Oh, he, he is lick, lick, licking my cunt. I, god, I am so excited. My god, Tash, he, he can make me come if he puts his tongue inside!"
I did. She did.
I pushed my tongue in between her lips, seeking her little alcove. Finding it, I pitched her entrance up in search of her g-spot. I found it and Norma exploded.
"Oh, oh, oh god, oh god, oh god!" She grunted as her lithe hips shimmied beneath my mouth. Natasha could feel her sister coming.
"Are you coming? Are you coming? Is he making you come?" Natasha asked, pushing her insistent questions through Norma's orgasm clouded mind.
Norma answered some other question. "Oh god, so good. I cannot believe, I, no cock, just tongue. I, I, I came with just his tongue!"
She shuddered and relaxed.
I got immediately to my feet. I turned her over on her face, face down between Natasha's enormous breasts. I quickly released her arms and then stood her up. She wobbled. I steadied her and quickly pulled her sweater over her head and dispensed with the now pointless bra. She languidly let me manipulate her body. I turned her around and tied her wrists in front of her and bound her at the elbows, so her arms were forced out straight in front of her. I turned her back to face the bed and pushed her onto it.
She braced herself on her sister but then slipped her bound hands over Natasha's naked torso. She made to crawl onto the bed but I held her by the hips. My intention penetrated her awareness and she went still.
"What is he doing now?" Natasha asked, her eyes fixed on her now naked sister bent over her body, then flicked to my very hard cock.
Norma grunted, trying to find a comfortable position draped over her sister's nude body. She finally moved up Natasha's torso till the far breast wobbled right under her mouth. "He is going to fuck me, I think. Finally. I am going to put hickeys all over your tits, Tash. Like you did mine!"
I fingered Norma between the legs. Her prediction was coming true. I found her pussy and pushed a finger into her. She grunted. Natasha grunted. I peered around Norma's bent body and heard and saw her sucking on the upper slope of Natasha's far breast.
"Oh god, she, she's sucking on my tit."
"That's not all she going to be sucking on." I grunted, pulling my finger out of Aunt Norma's welling pussy. I thought for sure I was going to get sprayed. I positioned my cock at the entrance to her body and shoved. Oh the pleasure of entering Norma for the first time! Her body opened up to me, accepting me like the ground accepts snowflakes. I sank into her boiling depths in one continuous, luscious thrust till her lean ass pressed back against me, sealing our bodies together.
"Ugh, god, he is inside me." Norma announced.
I held still inside of her, trying to sense with my cock the being and nature of her pussy. I swear I felt her heartbeat, throbbing around my cock but it was probably my own, pulsing. I tensed, forcing my cock head to swell.
Norma jerked with a great, deep moan. "Oh my god, do that again!"
I did. Again she twitched. In response, she clamped down on my cock with her pussy, squeezing and rippling around me.
"God, he, he, he does something with his cock, like it is moving or swelling. Every time he does it I think, I think, I almost come."
I did it several times in a row but she did not respond further. I pulled back, separating her firm ass from my body. I stopped my motion with my cock head hooked inside of her. Norma stopped breathing. Natasha watched us intently. I slammed my cock home into Norma and she screamed. Her voice went ragged with passion, pulsing as her body bucked under my assault.
"What? Is, is he hurting you?" Natasha panted, somewhat belatedly.
Norma continued to orgasm, her body shaking as it cavorted through her.
"Norma? Norma, what is happening?" Natasha caught my eyes and stuck out her tongue and then gestured at her sister.
I think she meant for me to have her sister eat her. It did not quite work out that way.
"Shut up, you stupid cunt. I am climaxing and you ruined it!" Norma's voice sounded possessed. "God, it was so perfect and you jammed yourself into the middle of it." She sounded genuinely peeved. She wiggled her ass. "Don't stop. Please, keep fucking me. Maybe we can do it again. Maybe I can do it again."
I had a different idea. I pulled out of her to her rapacious protests. I stood her up and walked her carefully to the other side of the bed. I lay her down beside her sister.
"I feel you, Norma." Natasha said, watching me.
"I feel you, Natasha."
"What's he going to do?" Natasha asked. I could not tell if she was really asking or if she was just making Norma talk about it. I confess, their commentary back and forth provided lurid details that excited me beyond words.
"He is going to fuck us both, one after the other. He is going back and forth from cunt to cunt." Norma muttered, settling her ass into the bed. She swung her bound arms over her head, knocking against Natasha's extended arm before finding and gripping the metal lattice of the headboard.
I climbed over Norma, pushing Natasha's legs apart.
Natasha groaned. "He is between my legs. Oh god, he is going to mount me, like a trophy."
I could not help it, I giggled. Then I did like she said, pushing my cock into her plush body. Natasha convulsed immediately. The stimulation of having her lips on Norma's breast and feeling Norma while she was being fucked seemed to have caught up to her senses. As my cock sank into her unpeeled pussy, Natasha shrieked into her own orgasm.
I rammed into her and while she was panting around the rising tide of her climax, I aborted it by pulling free. I moved over to her sister. Norma felt me arrive and cocked one leg over Natasha's, opening herself.
"Now he is going to fuck me." Norma murmured, her voice thick with desire.
I sluiced into her body and she shrieked, her interrupted orgasm working like a perfect website, resuming right where she left off. She screamed, she bucked she writhed as I plunged into her body, hammering her to the bed.
"Are you coming!" Natasha asked.
When I looked at her I saw an evil glint in her eyes. She smiled at me.
"Oh god, yes. Coming!" Norma squealed, a sound that turned into a protest as I pulled out of her with a wet pop. God she was tight. She moved her leg off her sister allowing me to mount Natasha again.
Between Natasha's legs, I sank into her again. She groaned. This time I bent to one breast and sucked on the side, marking her with a lurid emblem of my passion. She convulsed as my hips pumped between her legs. I moved to her mouth and kissed her hard. She responded with unendurable passion, kissing me like her life depended on it.
"You're kissing him? How can you do that? He is raping us, making us come and you kiss him like a lover?"
I broke the kiss, withdrew my cock from Natasha. Natasha was panting and could not answer.
Back between Norma's legs, I thrust into her. I repeated the actions I had performed with Natasha. I pulled at Norma's breast and marked her again, all the while ramming her full of cock. She grunted and accepted it but lay still under me. I moved to the other breast but still she did not respond. I moved up her body, changing my angle of entry and I felt one of her legs crooking across my thigh. Her other leg lifted and she locked them around my thighs, riding my cock from beneath. I kissed to her neck and sucked on her taut skin, marking her.
She gasped as I marked her, her hips peppering me with little motions as I sought to find slack in her containment to hammer her harder. She then turned her head and her lips found mine. She kissed me with an open mouth, passion rifling through her, ricocheting between us. I knew what was coming.
"Are you kissing him? You are, I can tell. I hear you kissing him. He is raping you and you are kissing him, I bet your have your legs wrapped around him and are fucking him for another orgasm!" Natasha voice turned nasal.
I released Norma's lips. She was panting now, using her bound hands to leverage herself under me. After her sister taunted her, she tipped up her hips, taking me more firmly between her legs before clasping them around my back. She clung to me, hunching her pussy at me over and over again. Something about that action, that unalloyed insistence on fucking me properly and completely lit my fuse. I felt the hurtling climax approaching like a train rumbling towards me.
I groaned as it arrived. I pumped Norma's pussy full of cum, ramming down into her over and over again as the orgasm wracked my body, my bones, my brain and my very soul. Just as it began to ebb, while I was still able to move, Norma screamed, arriving late to the party. She grunted and her hips pulsed under me, thwacking our bodies together as she came.
"You are coming." Natasha said, envy in her voice.
I could feel her eyes on us, like feelers tickling into every nook and cranny of our bodies. I finally ran out of steam and under me, Norma panted, gasping for air and jerking with little aftershocks of her orgasm.
"Oh my god, I never come like that!" Norma said, amazement rife in her voice. "Tasha, I came and came, even with his cock in me."
I got up, lifting my sated body from between Norma's legs. I stood unsteadily beside the bed and just gazed down at her body. My god but she was gorgeous.
"You like my sister? Better than me?" Natasha asked. "I bet you came in her, didn't you?" Her voice sounded just on the verge of turning nasty. I glanced at her and saw that dark look, that look of anger I had seen only a few times when Brent defied her.
Brent? I had not thought about him. Time to though.
I got Norma up from the bed. I had to shake her hands loose from the headboard. I led her around the bed. I pushed Natasha flat onto the bed. Her arms were not so wide that she could not lie down, if she scooted higher onto the bed.
I moved my lips close to Norma's ear. "I think your sister should clean you up, don't you?" Norma did not answer but I felt a shiver go through her slight frame. Her legs ran rivulets of my cum and her own juices, sparkling in the gloom. I got between her and and the bed and sat down, shoving Natasha over a little to make room. I pulled Norma close and made passionate love to her tits.
First one than the other, I sucked and kissed, bit and licked, marking her constantly and on every quadrant. She stood before me, swaying, groaning and moaning as I addressed each breast, arms extended over her head. When I felt her beginning to respond again, her body throbbing with my attention, I pushed her back and helped her onto the bed, moving one knee over Natasha's torso. We had to maneuver to get her astride Natasha's head, her legs had to go under each shoulder. When she sat down onto Natasha's face, Norma groaned and shook.
I wondered what Natasha would do. She did what was expected, she ate her sister. In moments, Norma bucked with her first orgasm. In minutes, she came again and then again. I left her there, mounted on Natasha's face, fucking her tongue. The two sisters bound together in a knot of passion. I tied Norma's hands to the headboard, got my clothes and stumbled out of the room. I dressed quickly. For a moment I thought about calling Brent, imagining Norma's face when her nephew saw her sitting on his mother's face. I almost ignored that inclination but then I took out my phone and called him.
Brent answered the fourth time I called. He was panting and laughing. "Sonny, dude, you should be here. What are you doing?"
I waited.
"Sonny?"
I had his attention now. "I just fucked your Aunt and your Mom. They, the are eating each other right now. I think you should come home. We'll fuck them both."
"Jesus Stalin!" He swore. "Fuck me you do know how to dirty up good clean fun." I heard him yell, "gotta go, guys" and then he hung up.
I sat down to wait. I then went outside and rolled in the snow, getting all cold and shit. I was shivering outside when I spied Brent walking up the snowbound sidewalk. He saw me and waved, breaking into a lumbering run.
He looked like he'd seen a ghost.
"Really? You fucked her? Aunt Norma?"
I grinned. "I made her an honorary MILF."
We brushed each other off. Then, ever so quietly, we opened the door and crept back to his mother's bedroom.
The sight that greeted us exceeded even my expectations. They had gotten loose, but they were not freed. Aunt Norma and Natasha were engaged in a heavy sixty-nine. Norma's head was between Natasha's legs. Her ass pulsed over Natasha's face, occasionally stopping to grind down or jerk. Suddenly, as we stood there watching, Norma jerked and her head came up. Her face glistened with pussy juice.
Her eyes widened when she saw us but they closed as a paroxysm of pleasure shot through her. She bucked, ramming her pussy down on Natasha's face over and over, grunting all the while. Her orgasm went on so long I thought she had to be acting but then it occurred to me that dear Aunt Norma was enjoying the audience.
When the cataclysm finally passed, she bowed her head. They were still. After a few minutes during which Brent glanced at me and I signaled patience, Aunt Norma lifted her head, gazing directly at us. "Tash, you need to see this."
They shifted around, Norma sloughing off the far side of her sister. Natasha, now freed of her bonds, sat up. "Oh my gosh!" She mumbled. "Sonny! Brent!"
I walked purposefully towards the bed. Natasha shrank back. Norma regarded me through lidded eyes, like she was drunk. Neither of them moved but let me tie them both to the bed, hands over their heads. I bent down and said to Natasha, "You said she'd never do it. Well, you win. Wait here while Brent and I clean up and then we'll clean you two up and we'll, we'll..." I was suddenly at a loss for words.
"We'll fuck you both." Brent said from behind me, by the door.
The two women looked at and then past me. Neither spoke.
I left them like that and pushed Brent out into the hall.
"What are you doing?"
"Remember last time? I did the same thing. I need to wash off or they will taste pussy on me. You stink too." I hesitated. "I have an idea."
I walked back into the room. "Brent says I am the guest so I get to chose. Since I have had Mrs. Rossini before, I want you, Aunt Norma. You're new."
She regarded me from the depths of her lassitude.
"Okay." She mumbled. "You are too late, though. I think we are both fucked out."
"Speak for yourself, Norma. He, oh god, he means I have to fuck my son."
That snapped Norma out of her coma. She tried to sit up but her hands bound to the headboard prevented it. "You can't mean that." She said.
I nodded. "I do. Then, then its your turn. We are both going to fuck you, at the same time." I grinned my most evil grin. It felt good not to have to use that other voice, finally. "Have you taken a cock in the ass lately, Norma?"
The reality of the situation seemed to soak through her curtain of bliss. She shook her head.
"Well, we are going to do your ass. Both of you."
Norma shook her head. Then nodded, then shook it again. "Who, who gets the ass?"
The ass? Like she was not associating my words with herself yet. "Have you seen Brent's cock?" I asked.



Norma shook her head and finally the truth appeared.
I shrugged. "You'll be happy you get me in your ass." I untied them. "Brent, wash off your mother while you shower."
Norma was standing beside me. Her hand clutched my arm. "That is her son." She hissed. "How can you do that?"
"He is your nephew. We are definitely fucking you both. Beside, Aunt Norma, I am pretty sure we just watched you having sex with your sister and when you saw us, you came. Hard. Imagine what it will be like when she feel his cock sliding into you with your sister and his mother watching!"
I waited before looking down at the woman. She hugged her tits to my arm, shivering. "You don't know what just happened."
"No, Norma, nothing happened. I, you, we..." Natasha stumbled to a stop. "Nothing happened, nothing but what they saw."
Norma's face registered shock. "You, you are okay with this, with fucking your own son?"
I found Norma' shock endearing and a little curious. If she was just a tease, she was about to get initiated into the extended MILF list and that allowed no teases. I thought about D. Debra and chuckled. For the first time I knew her time was coming.
Natasha, bless her heart, came around the bed. She looked back and forth between Norma and me. Finally she spoke. "Sonny and I, we have been having an affair for some time. Brent, he hasn't said anything but Sonny, he promised him that if he did nothing, if he let me have Sonny, that, eventually I'd, I'd, we'd..."
"She'd fuck me." Brent finished for her.
Norma looked at the three of us and finally shook her head. "You all are nuts, bat shit crazy." Then she grinned. "After what I just experienced, I think I am ready for nearly anything."
Natasha nodded and she and Brent left the room for the guest shower. I led the nude woman into the shower, turned it on and pushed her under it. I needed to keep her away from me till I could wash her smell off. I really had no idea if anyone was really fooled but I kept to the script. The script said Aunt Norma and her sister were going to be fucking Brent and that she would have two men at the same time.
Norma was scrubbing herself harshly while I undressed. It occurred to me she had the same problem. She jumped when I entered the shower, my cock at half mast. The moment she looked askance at it though, the little soldier snapped to attention.
We stood there under the hot water, staring at each other. Finally she extended a little hand. "Hi. I am Norma Spilletti."
I laughed, shook her hand. "I'm Sonny Duncan. Come here often?"
Norma laughed. Aunt Norma laughed. "I am standing naked in a shower with you and, and I don't know what to do."
"Well, you know that your sister and I have been bumping uglies."
She nodded. I lathered up and she stood back and watched.
"My but you are a beautiful man."
"Men aren't beautiful."
Aunt Norma laughed. "I'm glad that's what you think."
I pushed out my chest. "Handsome maybe, but not beautiful."
She laughed again.
It was weird, like she said, standing naked in the shower with her, particularly after I just fucked her, needing to act awkward. The more I acted, though, the easier it was to be awkward. Despite my late familiarity with her body, I could not help but stare. My eyes adored her and I never laid a hand on her. She felt my adoration and after a few minutes watching me lather up, wash my hair and rinse, she began to preen a little, pushing out her chest a little.
I noticed.
"Uh, Aunt Norma, would it, could I, can I touch them? Your breasts, I mean?"
Again, I don't really know if she was fooled. None of us discussed all the numbers before her first sixty-nine with her sister after that day. She seemed relieved by the request. First, she took hold of one hand pressed its palm first against her breast. Her eyes closed. "My god, I cannot believe I am still this horny!"
My cock was rock hard. I had to ignore the bruises all over her tits, I supposed I could think they were from her sister. That made it seem all the more lurid. She had pressed my left hand into her left breast. I was puzzling over that when she twisted and backed against me, keeping my hand on her tit. She pressed against me.
"God, you do feel good, Sonny Duncan."
We were clean, my cock was hard but I didn't want to fuck her till Brent could see, till Natasha could watch us couple and comment honestly and openly about what she felt about watching her sister fuck her lover.
"I bet they are doing it in the shower. Want to go see?"
Norma shivered. "God, he's her son. Do, do you really think they will do it?"
I shrugged. "I don't know but, I tell you, she has talked about having two men at the same time and the only person I know who could fill that role with me is Brent. I, I just assumed it would happen."
"But her son? Would Natasha really do that?"
"Would you really do it, Aunt Norma?"
She ground her ass against my leg, feeling my hard cock along her side. "I think, since we are about to fuck, you could stop calling me Aunt Norma." She looked around, like she was looking for someone. "I get your point and yes, I would, I will fuck him. Suddenly, I feel like I could fuck any man who asked." She paused.
I almost asked but thought better of it. I wanted her to see them doing it in the shower. I could not imagine they held back. I shut off the water, we dried each other off and then took robes from the closet, curiously each without sashes. We tiptoed down the hall to the guest bath and pushed open the door.
Natasha was bent over the sink and Brent was pumping into her from behind. Both were stark naked. Natasha's great breasts swayed beneath her torso. Brent's body slapped against her mighty ass.
"Oh my god!" Norma breathed.
"Yeah, my god." I echoed laxly. But then Norma's hand snaked through the seam of the robe and took hard hold of my hard cock. I turned to her. She tipped her face up, waiting to be kissed. This was the moment of truth. If she remembered my kiss, then I'd get to explain the rest of the afternoon.
Ever tried to kiss some one different than you usually kiss? I had to think about how I had kissed her but then realized I had my cock in her at least most recently. I quit worrying, figuring explaining myself could be just as much fun as if the subject never came up.
I kept my lips tight and hard as I pecked her on the cheek. She liked that, giggling a little.
"We were just naked in the shower together. You can do better than that." Norma whispered.
I pressed my lips against hers, keeping them tightly closed. Her tongue quested across my lips. Her hands pulled her robe apart and it dropped to the floor. We were right at the door of the bathroom. The little room filled with the slap of the other couple's bodies, Brent's groaning and Natasha's panting.
Natasha continued to kiss me but peeled the robe off my shoulders. We were naked in the chilly house. She found my cock. Her tongue continued to lash my lips. I opened my mouth and the kiss deepened. I closed my eyes. In a new fog, I felt her lift her leg while pulling down on my cock. I felt it contact her pussy. Norma hunched at me, piercing herself with my cock. I grunted, bent my knees and lurched at her, penetrating her more deeply with my cock. Norma grunted, her one leg looping around my thighs.
I was inside her and oddly, it felt just as good, just as new as if the rest of the day had not happened. I felt her panting desire to be fucked, heard her ragged breathing and felt the urgency in her hands as the flitted about me, pulling and gripping. I shuffled closer, pressing her back against the door jamb. She grunted as I stood up, sheathing my cock with her body.
My hands found her standing thigh and I pulled her weight onto my arms, grasping her ass with the other hand. I leaned her against the door jamb as my cock sank into her. She squealed.
"Oh god, I am being fucked!"
The slapping stopped.
"Christ, they are doing it too!" Brent's voice wavered around us, like a lazy butterfly.
I realized my eyes were closed. Norma was still kissing me but her legs had looped around my back. I was happy she was a slight thing. Her tits bunched between us as she slid down the shaft of my cock, filling with it as I pulled her against me while simultaneously pressing her against the door jamb.
"Hey, what are you doing?" Brent called.
I opened my eyes, they twinkled with the pleasure of this woman now mounted firmly on my cock.
"Fah, fah, fucking." Norma whispered.
I realized I was pumping cock into her and that the door jamb was likely uncomfortable. I eased out into the hall, placing her back against the smooth wall. Norma moaned and her pussy tightened around my cock.
"My god, I could come just like this. For fuck sake, don't stop!" She panted in my ear, her arms binding us together.
I didn't. I continued to ram my cock into her, holding with one had on a thigh and the other clasping her ass. The little devil in me moved my finger between the cheeks of her ass, seeking her ass hole.
"We are going to change the bed. When you get a moment, join us." Natasha murmured as they sidled past us. They disappeared from my attention and I focused on my finger, the one at the entrance to Norma's ass.
I pulled back, giving a little space between us and then slammed forward. Norma groaned and I realized she had been supporting herself some with her arms around my neck. She released at that moment and her weight settled firmly onto my cock and hands. My finger slipped into her ass, deeper and more abruptly than I anticipated. She seemed not to notice because her body shook and bucked. Her tits billowed against my chest, Her forehead lay on my shoulder, her hands levered her body up and down, chasing the luscious friction of cock in pussy.
I helped. Norma screamed. She shook, she bounced and then her legs released and she became dead weight. My estimation of my own strength met with reality and I lost her. Norma slid down the wall, bending my cock till it was pulled out of her body. Her legs dangled but did not respond when they touched the floor. She seemed in a swoon.
I crouched, lowering her till I had to drop her. She thumbed that last two feet apparently utterly unaware. She sagged against the wall and tipped over onto her side. I fell backwards onto my ass.
With some difficulty, I found my feet, bent and picked her up. Norma stirred, putting her arms around my neck. I carried her back to the master bedroom, smelling of sex.
I staggered to the door, Norma utterly pliant in my arms. I tried to go sideways through the door but lost my balance and bonked her head on the door frame. She shifted, giggling lightly.
I got us into the room without a concussion and found fresh sheets, but the covers still draped over the foot. Brent and Natasha were changing pillow cases. I staggered to the bed and got one knee up onto it before losing my balance and dropping both Norma and I onto the mattress. I tipped to the side and finally lay still, Norma under and beside me.
Norma opened her eyes, blissfully closed. "Bucket list." She sighed. "Put it back in, inside me." She whispered.
I dragged her deeper onto the bed, straightening so we did not slash across it, trying to leave Natasha and Brent room to couple like humans. Norma opened her legs and I got between them. Her hand found my cock and directed me to her entrance again.
"Put your cock in my cunt." She breathed.
I did.
She stopped breathing as I slid into her body. As I slid ever deeper, her body tensed, her back arching so profoundly that she rolled nearly completely onto the top of her head. She grunted and then relaxed as my cock seated perfectly inside of her. I remained on my elbows. Her hands grasped my shoulders, one moved to the back of my neck and she pulled my weight down onto her body. She lifted her legs and I seemed to drop further into her.
"God I love this feeling, having a cock inside me like this, my legs in the air. I like not being able to breathe, feeling your weight on me like this. My tits mashed against your chest, your cock inside me. I said that once. Oh god, Sonny, it has been too long since I had a great cock in me like this."
I shuddered. Her breathy voice infused my body through my ears, sensitizing every nerve ending that touched her and that was a lot of them.
"Bucket list. I always wanted to find a man who could make me cum with my feet off the ground like that. God, it happened so fast but then, this whole day has been one long...a long day of foreplay."
She began to roll her hips up at me, creating a little friction.
I felt the earth move and opened my eyes. Norma lay with her honey-colored hair framing her face, but she was looking beside us. I felt the bed shift again and looked where she was looking.
Brent lay on his back. His mother was sucking his cock.
"Jesus and the saints!" Norma hissed. "My god, he is big. You're right, I want you in my ass."
While we fucked and watched, Natasha uncorked her face with his cock, climbed onto his body and corked her body with it once more, settling down on the huge cock with sighs of pleasure.
"My god, they are actually fucking. She is fucking her son." Norma's penchant for talking seemed perfectly natural to me. Brent opened his eyes. He looked up at his mother, now blissed out and full of cock. He nodded. "Ass." He grunted.
Natasha opened eyes, though they didn't focus. She waved a hand towards us. "Lube." She moaned, like she was voting for something she detested.
Brent tilted her from her perch, bending her down to kiss her full on the mouth. She moaned again. She sat up suddenly, twisted and bent towards us.
I knew what she had in mind and I got to my knees between Norma's legs. She watched her sister approach, only closing her eyes at the last moment before their lips met. For a moment they held the moment, their lips brushing lightly. Natasha turned her head and her sister groaned. They mouths opened, their tongues met and they kissed deeply. Norma's hips punched up at me, pinning herself onto my cock but her hands moved to Natasha's head, stroking and caressing her sister's face while they kissed.
They both moaned at the same time; I felt it on my cock, like the sound transliterated into the muscular expression of Norma's pussy. I groaned. Norma bobbed me on the back with her heel.
Brent began to lift Natasha up and ram her down onto his cock, harder and harder. He was trying to break the women's connection with a jolt of pleasure. He failed. They kissed and kissed. She stayed bent off of him, crouched over her sister. Norma's feet grazed my back as I sat between her legs, my cock bent down, planted firmly inside of her.
Natasha finally broke the kiss, moved to her sister's tit and sucked at it.
"Jesus, look at the hickeys on her." I murmured.
In direct response, Natasha fastened her lips to an unbruised place and marked Norma again. Norma writhed under her sister, her body responding by massaging my cock still planted in her pussy.
"They must have been at it all morning." I muttered, knowing better. Good thing I didn't sign my work; I am an open-source kind of guy!
"Oh god." Norma moaned. Her pussy seemed to slosh as she bucked against me.
"Ass." Brent said again.
I extricated myself from the two women and found the lube as Tasha indicated. By the time I had it in hand, Natasha was upright in her saddle again. She and Brent were trying to get a pillow under his ass. Finally he arched under her and she lost her mind, bucking and rolling her giant hips on him, grinding his cock far up into her body. Her tits swerved and wavered. Norma rolled to her side and finished their aborted attempt to mount them on a pillow and then moved to the edge of the bed and got to her feet beside me.
She looked up at me and for the briefest moment, she seemed a nubile innocent, being led down the primrose path. "You are going to fuck her ass?" She asked softly.
Natasha looked over at me. "First me, then you. Sonny will be the ass man."
They adjusted a little and Natasha bent over. Brent's big hands appeared on her ass, peeling her open.
"Their playing my song." I chuckled.
I got onto the bed, finding my place in the tangle of legs. I got a dollop of lube and rubbed it onto her ass hole. Natasha went still. More lube, my finger fit into her ass. I pushed it slowly into her. She grunted. Brent pulled harder on her ass. I felt the increased tension. She was hot and dry and tight. More lube and she became slick. I ran my finger in and out of her a few times, letting her adjust to the feeling of something in her ass. Her hips kept twitch, trying to adjust to a cock in the pussy while I fiddled and Rome burned. I got to my knees and slathered lube on my cock.
"Holy Christ. You are actually going to fuck her in the ass with a cock in her cunt." Norma's commentary described it exactly.
"I, uh, we've done this before." I said, then realized I had been too ambiguous. I left it alone, waiting for Norma to fixate on it. She may not have even heard me or she took it as I meant it, that Natasha's ass had been part of our experiences already, hers and mine, missing the essential truth that Brent had fucked his mother before this moment.
I touched my cock to Natasha's ass. She groaned and she shifted, getting herself set. I pushed against her ass hole with my hard cock. She grunted. I pushed harder, still gentle but insistently. Her ass twitched, winked and I slid into her part way.
Natasha groaned.
"My god. She has two cocks in her at the same time." Norma said.
I glanced at the nude goddess, her eyes were huge, big as her tits, staring at her sister being penetrated fore and aft. I chuckled. I was getting a piece of aft.
I pushed deeper into Natasha's ass. The pressure increased. Her ass was so tight, so hot, I felt the surging of orgasm. I began to shake. I pulled back and the pleasure increased. I pushed deeper, penetrating Natasha's ass further this time. The pressure increased again and the pleasure increased again. I began to tremble. I pulled back and slammed forward.
Natasha began to shake. Her body bucked once. She ground down on her son, pressing his cock into her body perhaps in hopes of escaping the cock invading her ass from behind. It was not to be. I followed her down, screwing her against her son, pillaging her ass. She gasped each time my cock slipped another inch deeper. She started to shake, her body shivering with the dual penetration. I pulled back and rammed into her, firmly and steadily.
Natasha groaned as my cock ran into her, bunching her ass between us, cushioning my collision with her. She began to pant, her body shook. She began to pump her hips back and forth, on and off at the same time, taking one cock while retreating from the other. She was pinned between two men, penetrated ass in pussy. She shifted back and forth between us for a couple minutes, increasing speed and force till she was panting and mumbling some garble language.
Her head pitched forward, spilling her hair over Brent's face, and then she seemed to lose all control. Legs and arms trembled, her torso twitched, her hips jerked and she humped hard between us. I pulled back and felt my orgasm crashing towards me. I hammered into her ass. I felt her move under me and realized that Brent was pushing up under her. We pinned her between us. Together we penetrated the woman with our two cocks, thrusting against her till she seemed to thin between us, becoming only a membrane of wild sensation assaulting her inside and out.
I glanced at Norma. She stood, hugging her tits with her arms, staring at us as we doublefucked her sister. Her eyes were wide and unblinking and she chewed her lower lip till it disappeared under her perfect teeth. I pulled back, rammed into Natasha's ass and she clinched down. The pressure became unbearable and the pleasure welled up in me like I was squashing a ripe strawberry. It stained my eyes. My orgasm erupted and I riveted into her ass, peppering her with gouts of cum, spewed deep into her ass.



Natasha shrieked just as I pumped load after load into her ass.
"Uh, uh, uh," Natasha groaned.
"Oh fuck me, Mom!" Brent groaned. "I, I, I'm coming!"
I just groaned.
Natasha responded to her son, rolling her hips, massaging his cock as he came inside of her.
"My sister's cunt and ass!" Norma whispered. "My god, she, she's fucking them both. She is full of cock and cum. My god, she came as they came. Oh my god!"
I lay over Natasha's back, feeling the pillowing ass against my stomach. She continued to quiver and tremble after I finished pumping her. She grunted and shook, so very quiet.
The pressure on my cock abated but only because I was deflating. I struggled to my knees and backed my cock out of Natasha' ass.
"My god, I don't believe I just watched you do that." Norma murmured, no little awe in her voice.
I was not entirely certain whom she was speaking too. I got free of them and staggered off the bed. Brent rolled Natasha onto her back and began to fuck her with big, long strokes of is big, long cock. In less than a dozen strokes, he shuddered and came a second time, pumping her again from the other side. Natasha babbled mindlessly while her body jerked and quivered.
"Jesus H. Christ!" Norma muttered. "You never know what a new day holds, do you?" She left us and returned with towels. She stuffed one under her sister and then knelt before me to clean me off.
When she was finished, I tottered over to a chair and sat down, drained.
Norma continued to clean, rolling Brent from between Natasha's splayed legs. She cleaned Natasha and when Natasha got up to use the facilities, she began to clean Brent's cock. She treated it like it was a priceless antiquity, tenderly swabbing the effluvium off of it. It never deflated.
In my defense. I had come a couple times already but I suspect Brent's advantage was that this was his Aunt that was about to fuck him. Suck him, then fuck him.
Norma shuddered as she licked up and down the shaft. She tried to fit it into her mouth and only managed to get the helmet fully inside. She tried to force it deeper and gagged. She pulled off, looking at me, eyes fierce.
"Goddammit, my sister is better at something than I am. Goddammit." She giggled and put a leg over Brent's legs.
"Pillows." He grumbled.
They got him perched on pillows. Natasha returned and stood, naked, watching her sister arrange to mount her son. Norma shifted and rose up onto her knees. She bent Brent's tower of power down to touch her pussy and then shoved.
"Oh my god, he's huge!" She growled. She looked over at me. "No offense."
I waved a hand at her.
She returned her attention to the huge cock poised at the entrance to her body. She leaned forward and let her body slowly slide down the huge cock. At one point, I am sure she lifted both knees and balanced pussy on cock with no hands. Her tits wavered and billowed as she shifted and adjusted her body to take him inside.
"Go easy, till you adjust." Natasha whispered, showing more familiarity with the experience than she should have had. I rose behind her and she settled into the circle of my arms. I handled her tits till they nestled into my hands. She crossed her arms under them and clasped my hands against her body. We swayed as we watched Norma gyrate and hunch her way down the cock.
She worked, pushing and deep breathing to relax her pussy. She'd lift off and shake her ass, massaging the entrance before resuming the job of filling her cavity with cock. Brent stared up at her, his hands steadying her at her sides and waist. Up and down, in and out, they played hide the pickle with intense concentration and focus. Each cycle took her lower down his shaft and more of it disappeared up into her quivering body. After five or six minutes, she settled down onto him, completely filled with cock.
She looked at Natasha, her voice filled with stress and concentration. "Tash, my nephew has his cock in me. Your son, you fucked your son and now I am fucking your son. Your sister, I am your sister and I am fucking your son!"
Natasha flinched then as though out of a trance. She loosed my arms and walked around to their side of the bed, bent forward and kissed Brent on the lips. He captured her by the back of the head and kept the kiss intact for a while longer. Norma rocked over them, grinding herself onto his cock while they kissed.
I got an inspiration and lurched to my feet. I got to the bed as they broke the kiss but Norma pressed them back together. I crawled up on the bed and kissed Norma. Her lips were aflame with passion. She rolled her lithe hips, winding the cock in her around the far reaches of her pussy while she kissed me.
I closed my eyes and only opened them when I felt the bed shift. Natasha was bending to Norma's breast closest to her. I bent to the one near me and together we sucked at them, kissing and licking and sucking while Norma shook and moaned.
"Oh my god, I have a cock in me and two people kissing my breasts!" Norma whispered. "I am fucking my nephew while my sister and her lover kiss my tits. My cunt is afire. If I move more, I know I'll come and my ass is going to get fucked. I can see I was much too conservative with my bucket list." She gasped as some new sensation ran through her.
"Ass." Brent mumbled. He was not exhausting his vocabulary for little old me today. I suppose his senses were overwhelmed by the fact that he was fucking his gorgeous aunt after years of lusting after her.
"Ass." Brent said again, louder this time.
I realized he was gritting his teeth. The poor bastard did not want o come before his aunt felt both cocks. What a guy! I pushed off Norma's fine breast, located the lube and bent her over Brent's chest.
He grasped Norma's little ass but it hardly seemed necessary. Her ass hole appeared when she bent over. I applied lube and she held still. Her body trembled as I slathered it onto her ass, then onto my cock.
"Ass, now. Hurry." Brent said. "My god, this bitch is tight as rabbit skin on a fat rabbit."
I moved behind Aunt Norma. Saying her name that way in my head sent a thrill up my spine. I wondered if I could sell her a ticket on the airtight express? If her reaction to two cocks was any indication, I wondered what she'd do with five to contend with? Or six, if I included Sean.
I pushed my finger against Norma's ass hole. She grunted, she shifted her body back and forth and that made the trembling in her body more pronounced. Suddenly she spasmed, bucking violently as a climax raged through her.
"Oh god, not now." Brent grunted.
Norma, apparently alive to what was occurring, reached between them and squeezed his cock. Brent lurched under her a couple times.
Natasha looked at me and signaled me to continue penetrating her sister's ass. I did. I pushed and pushed till Norma had my entire finger planted in her body from behind. She sat still, panting heavily. That made her breasts sweep back and forth across Brent's bare chest. That seemed to cause more arousal in her.
I slowly withdrew my finger. She bent further forward, a tacit invitation to have a cock shoved into her ass. Well, I took it that way anyhow. I touched my cock head to her ass hole and she shuddered visibly.
"Stop it, Aunt Norma or I'll come and flatten you against the ceiling." Brent growled.
I started to laugh but mastered myself. Concentrate! I repositioned myself against her ass hole and began to push.
Nothing.
There was no give in her ass.
Natasha put a hand on my chest and backed me up. I sat back on my heels, my cock glistening with lube and anticipation.
"Loosen up, bitch!" Natasha cried, slapping Norma on the ass. Hard. She repeated it several times before gesturing for me to resume penetration. I did and surprisingly found Norma much more amenable. After a couple tries, her resistance softened and I shoved into her. I grasped Norma by the hips and pulled her onto my cock, having no fear of dislodging the cock in her pussy.
"Ugh, good god!" Norma groaned as my cock slid into her. "My god I am full of cock. I have more cock...oh god." She bucked suddenly. Natasha had reached out and pinched both nipples at the same time. Norma bucked and shrieked, her trembling possessed her and I felt Brent surge into her from beneath. I pulled back and slammed into her. We pinched Norma between us like meat in a sandwich. She warbled between gasping. I pulled back, ratcheting my cock out of her clasping ass. She was tight and slick but having come so recently, the stimulation only made me swell inside her.
"Fuck her ass!" Natasha growled. "Fuck her hard."
I agreed with this assessment of needs and wants. I pulled back and rammed into her, crunching her down on to Brent's cock. I pulled back again and she was pulling off of Brent when I reversed forced and rammed into her, hammering her down onto the cock in her pussy. She screamed.
"Fuck me! Oh yes, goddammit, goddamn you, Sonny fuck me in the ass. Fill my cunt with cock. Ass and cunt and cock!" She blathered, shaking uncontrollably. I did.
I pulled back and plunged into her taut ass again and again, hammering her as she rattled from one orgasm to the next. Brent erupted soon after I bottomed out the first time and he pumped and pumped into the woman while I stroked in and out of her ass.
I was immune to orgasm, this being the second ass in half an hour. I fucked and fucked and finally, when Norma was no more than a sack of pussy and ass being hammered from behind, she tensed, catching me just right with her ass muscles and clamped down on me. I came, gushing into her with the final reserves I possessed. Over and over again I pumped balls of cum into Aunt Norma.
When the orgasm passed, I withdrew. Norma collapsed onto the bed, dead to the world.
Natasha gestured for me to go out into the living room with her. I grabbed my clothing and followed.
After I dressed, Natasha hugged me. She had donned a robe, with no sash. "Sonny, thank you. I, I promise to tell you everything we do without you."
I asked if she could take me home and she agreed. We rode in silence the whole way.
When we arrived she kissed me again. "Sonny, I cannot tell you what it means to me to have had my sister with us. Now, now we'll get her over and over. Thanks."
I nodded and left her.
*****
Hey, all, vote and leave comments. There is a lot more where this came from. Thanks for your support and encouragement.
Regards,
-C
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The Skeptical Ex and the Office Affair
That was my weekend, snow removal and preparing for class on Monday. I had an early class and then free till the afternoon. Georgia called from Florida and said they were not coming back for a few days, maybe a week or more. The audit was more involved and since we were snowed in, her boss saw no point in returning.
"I don't mind. It's chilly, too cold to swim in the ocean but we are busy with the audit. Hey, is Tawny having sex with Chris?"
"Fucked him on the first date."
"Oh. Wow, really? I wonder if she'll share." She stopped and waited, I suppose wondering if I would press for details. I didn't. Georgia has the patience of a rubber band. "Did, uh, did Tawny talk to you, you know about, about...about you and your friends?"
"She said you and Dalia want what Mom and the other MILFs got. Is that right?"
Silence.
I waited.
"Well, sort of. I, I wanted it, I mean I want it but Dalia, she wasn't so sure, but then you haven't fucked her yet either. I think you should. She, I was too pushy and she is feeling slighted. When you get back, I mean when we get back, you need to take her on a nice date and do her in a toilet stall or something. She needs to relax."
"She doesn't want her own private orgy? Just you then?" I wondered how I would manage that.
"No. No, we negotiated and she'll, she'll do it. She, at first she just wanted to be there to watch when I did you and your friends. Hey, you will be there right? I mean...is it going to be weird giving us away to your friends when they have nothing to offer back?"
I found it curious that she was looking at this as a straight exchange and was giving thought to keeping things balanced. I was not sure if I was impressed or suspicious.
"I mean, you'll be there right? That, that is part of the buzz for me, you know, feeling your eyes on me while the other guys are doing me?" She chortled. "Can I help it if the idea of having my brother watch me fuck makes me crazy hot?
"I don't know. It's certainly unpredictable. If I can arrange it, I'll be there."
"Good, because Dalia won't do it without you and she, she says she'll do it only if I go first and if she gets to watch. I don't know how you set that up but if I know your perverted little friends you can sell tickets and take all their money if you like. I get a cut if you do. My idea!" Georgia laughed her low, threatening laugh like just before she soaks you with a water balloon or tries to nab your foreskin for her collection.
"I'll figure it out. Are you sure about this?"
"They won't blab, will they? I mean, about you and us?"
"I don't know. Is fucking their mothers bigger news than me doing my sisters?"
Georgia grunted and sort of laughed, a confused sound. "A point. I don't know about that. I'll leave it up to you. I, I want to be done by three guys at the same time. Oh god, now I'm wet, goddammit Sonny. I have to change." She hung up.
Sisters.
I went to school bright and early Monday morning without seeing or hearing zilch from Tawny. I really needed a car. I had the box of collars sitting on my table and I needed to distribute them. I was still puzzling over how to do that though.
After my eight bells class, I got a most delightful call, not D. Debra, either so back off.
"Ahmay, so nice to hear from you." I was shivering in the now zero weather, surrounded by the piles of sparkling snow. I shuffled into an empty class room and sat down. I saw a couple lift their heads from down further in the dark auditorium, well her head. "To what do I owe this surprise."
"I, well, Mr. Duncan, Sonny, I was wondering if you'd meet me for a cup of coffee?"
"Coffee? Sure. When?" I felt the tease but I was unclear about who was teasing who and who was being baited. Shit, Ahmay could catch me any time she wanted. If I were a fish I'd jump into her boat. If she came after me it'd be like chasing a parked car. I thought about D. Debra and found I no longer cared. I played a long game with D. Debra. I'd get her in a mutually wonderful way, but she was intelligent and that increased complexities, but also fun!
"Now. I mean, I am out and about. Where are you?" Ahmay found her voice again.
I told her and we arranged to meet close by at a little shop I knew had good coffee but where I could get breakfast.
I was nearly done eating when Ahmay appeared in the doorway scanning for me. I stood up and she came over and shuffled into the booth across from me.
I confess I expected her to fidget and act all shy but she was calm and cool. She looked at me after her coffee arrived, batting her long eye lashes at me. She waited and I waited but knowing I had a class coming up, I broke first.
"What's up, Miss Perfectly Wonderful? To what do I owe the honor of your presence?"
She seemed unfazed, flattery was surely commonplace in her world. She sipped at her coffee. "I have decided I want you to take my virginity." She said quietly. Her voice was strong and her eyes steady.
"Okay." I said, I am sure, much too quickly, eagerness dripping down my chin. "I thought we had established that."
"But I have requirements, some, some things I want. For you to arrange for me, for us."
"Us?" I was thinking of Rodney and decided to address that particular worry immediately, and again. One thing about brothers, you can't break up with them so, well, you have to resolve things, eventually once the train goes off the track. Otherwise its like fiberglass insulation in your underwear; it won't go away and its damn bothersome. "Have you discussed this with Rodney?"
Ahmay nodded. She sipped from the coffee again. "I, we have been talking about it since that day you and Mrs. Honeywell came to the store with that blond woman and we, you, Rodney...you know. Since then."
I nodded. "I remember it fondly. But didn't we discuss this just the other day? After, well, after I shared a new blond with him?" Ahmay looked away, scanning for something but not speaking. Something had shifted, because Ahmay seemed, well, uneasy now. That struck me as weird. I waited, curiosity waiting to pounce on the cat.
"I, you know, you understand that I have listened a lot, when Rodney had sex with his women. I, I haven't ever looked, I mean seeing you with Mrs. Honeywell that was the first time I ever saw such a thing. I mean I watched, often, while Rodney undressed them and they sucked his cock and then, once or twice when he went down on them but, but when he got between their legs or behind them on their knees, I turned away, closed my eyes and just listened."
I wanted to ask why but that was a stupid thought. I had finally gotten better at thinking before I blabbed every itinerant thought stumbling around my brain. I waited.
"I," now she looked down. She suddenly shrugged off the billowy winter coat and revealed the tight sweater that hugged her form as tight as an idea hugs the brain. God but she had the most incredible tits, even with bra armor and the thick sweater, looking at her tits was like watching someone peeking around a toothpick.
"Sonny?"
My eyes snapped up. "Oh, sorry. Your are so beautiful I got confused. I am supposed to be listening to you with my ears not undressing you with my eyes." I thought this was okay to say out loud. Perfectly true in any case but I needed reassurance that Rodney wasn't going to appear and unman me before he shuffled the rest of my anatomy around. "Rodney, he knows that you...he hasn't changed his mind or anything? I mean, like it or not, you two or sort of a package deal."
She nodded. "He says you are a good guy, even if you are busy fucking every old broad that has a rack. He likes you, I think. He is not really into liking other guys like that, not buddies or anything but he," she giggled a little. "I think he is a little jealous. When I told him what I wanted, he got upset."
Oh shit. "How upset? Wait, what do you want? Or do you mean, your er, virginity and stuff?"
"Listen Sonny, I, I, once I realized that sex was never going to be all romantic for me, that, that I needed something more, I got to thinking about what I needed or wanted."
I shivered involuntarily. "Sex is simple, like making a hotdog. You have a bun and the meat and I am volunteering to be the meat. Simple. Beyond that, also simple. You either want to or you don't. The other person either wants to or you don't. If there is any disagreement, you keep negotiating till everyone is on the same page."
She grinned impishly. "I always read the last chapter of a mystery first. That's sort of what I've done with sex. I, I bet I've listened to Rodney have sex with twenty different women. With younger women, not like, you know the first blond..."
"Laura."
Ahmay nodded. "Right. Mrs. Wills, wasn't it? The younger women, contemporaries, they, they seemed to feel better about having me in the room with them. Rodney, he is a tough, a bit of a thug when it comes down to it and having me there, I think I sort of kept him in check. You know, like a UN observer during an election among people who can't read. He, he can be cruel but, he knows I don't put up with that. Our mother, she ran off and married a rich guy," Ahmay bowed her head. "She was a white woman and she just up and left us. My father, he never recovered. They, they were not a good match. That's why my Aunt Elainah, Dad's sister, why she raised us. Still, Rodney is really protective of me and I think, I think I am like the mother he never really had and if I rejected him, he'd crumple. Luckily he knows that but it has made it difficult for me to, you know, date or anything.
"Anyone that seemed like the least bit of a threat, he scared them off so, by the time it was time for me to actually act like an adult woman, I had no practice at it. That, that is how I ended up watching him undress so many." She actually giggled then. "I, I have a confession. I, several times, I asked him to, you know, get with a certain woman because, because I, uh, I wanted to see her. You know, naked."
I nodded like that was the most usual thing in the world, despite the head of my cock bonking the underside of the table. "I never thought you were that vain." I whispered wistfully.
Ahmay's face scrunched up. "What do you mean? I, I am not vain!" She seemed actually angry.
"Oh? Why else do you want to see another woman naked? I know, that's easy! To compare your body with hers. I bet you have yet to see a woman with a better body than yours!"
She sat staring at me. I could see the wheels turning, evinced by the altering expressions playing across her face. Finally she smiled timidly, like she understood the implicit compliment and decided it wasn't a turd in a croissant. "Oh. Well, maybe but, no, I, well, that is what I wanted to talk to you about. You see, you remember when Rodney asked about Mrs. Honeywell?"
I nodded.
"Well, ah, he wasn't actually asking for himself."
I cocked my head like I was trying to get water out of my ears, back and forth till my neck hurt. I was stalling. I wanted Ahmay to be more explicit because if she didn't mean what I was thinking she meant, I'd be shaving my legs on a railroad track. She rewarded my patience.
"Well, uh, he, he was asking for me."
I nodded understandingly. "I can see why. She's is beautiful and nude, so much more so."
Ahmay shook her head violently.
I got worried that I heard the train coming and I had lather on both legs.
"No. You don't understand."
"Please, explain it to..."
"I will if you'll shut up and let me!" She snapped.
I felt abashed and shrank into myself. The clock ticked in my head, which in a digital world no longer makes any sense. I felt time passing and my next class drawing closer.
"Sonny, just listen. I, I said I had things I wanted and I am approaching this in the best way I know how. I finally realized why Aunt Elainah did not want me to spend so much time with Rodney and his friends. I have an outsized sexual vocabulary but little or no practical experience. The only way people get practical experience is by, well, experimenting and I don't want to do that. It's, for a girl like me, its dangerous, particularly with guys like Rodney hangs with. They are not gentlemen, not like you."
I did not wish to rush her but I was fucking lost. "Ahmay, I have no idea what you are trying to say." I almost mentioned class but her tits were right there and I had a terrible time thinking I'd go to class before they were out of reach, er, sight, gone, gone home, I mean.
She sighed. "I am embarrassed but then I think about you and your MILFs and, and all your experience and I feel almost normal."
"Ahmay," I started, a plea in my tone.
"Just wait!" She snapped again but softened immediately. "Sonny, I like you and I feel like I can ask this of you. Hush now, just wait. I, I don't want to have a romantic evening that ends up fumbling around with the guy trying to get what I want to give but with no, no, what should I call it?"
"Romance?"
"No. No poise. I mean, I don't want to be clumsy and I don't want him to be clumsy." She patted the air between us. "Just wait. Listen. I, I want you to have sex with Mrs. Honeywell, while I watch. I mean, if you can. If she would. I, I want to see you have sex with her, make love to her on a bed and everything, like, like she is really your lover. See, I don't really know how to behave with a man and, I want, I think she would know, that she has, she knows how to surrender herself to making love. I, I fear that I can't, that I will always want to watch and never settle down and feel what it is like to be sexual.
"I, that afternoon, with Mrs. Wills and, and Alissa, I, do you remember?"
I nodded. Oddly, with all the trouble I had remembering things for class, I seemed to have an encyclopedic memory of the sex I have had, with whom, how and when and where. Oh, I got details wrong but, well, that afternoon with Ahmay seemed perfectly clear.
She was speaking. "I, your cock was the first one I ever touched, and, and her, her breasts, I held her while you were inside her and then, I kissed her. I, I wake up from that moment, the feeling of her fine skin on my tongue and lips and I am hot, wet inside and aching to be filled or touched or both. I, Sonny, what if I like girls? I mean, don't get me wrong, I, I am attracted to you but what, what if the female does it for me? What if they make me, you know, what if they arouse me, make me crazy?"
"You improve your chances of not going home alone, I guess." I spoke sardonically.
"I want to watch you with Mrs. Honeywell. I want to watch her with another woman, a white woman. I want to see you with two women, so, so I know how to be, you know, like that. Rodney only does girls one at a time and so, I just never imagined something like what Mrs. Honeywell did with Mrs. Wills that day. I, I never imagined but, but I wake up from dreams and I find myself longing to feel it, what they did to each other."
"Dining out?" I asked.
Ahmay regarded me seriously, her lips moving as though repeating the words to herself, trying them out.
"Kidding. I'm teasing you."
She smiled weakly. "Oh." She shook her head. "Sonny, listen, what Rodney said, don't start with me unless you are going to finish, I, I asked him to make sure you understood but I don't think you do. I, I have given up on being innocent and ignorant. I just don't find that attractive. I, god, I cannot believe I am telling you this. I, I let an old guy, maybe forty pick me up. He was smitten, I mean he was drooling over me. I went to dinner with him and even went back to his room with him. I, I was so turned on because I thought, I thought he was experienced and could, you know, show me stuff.
"But he was clumsy and nervous and just when I thought he would unzip my dress, he panicked and said he was married and much as he wanted me, he just couldn't do it. He, he was horrified and asked me to leave. He wept before I got out the door."
She shook her head. "I don't want to do that again. I, I want to try everything. I mean it. Everything. I want to make love to you, to a woman, with you and a woman, with two women. I want to have two men and three men and five men," she grinned a bit guiltily. "You know three holes and two hands. How does that work? Is it even possible? See? I don't even know. Next year, I am going back to college and, I don't want to be new meat. I want to be the hunter but I can't do that if I have no idea what I like."
She nodded emphatically then. "That is what I want. I want to know what I like so, so I want to try everything. I want you to do it all to me, with me, for me." She stopped, finally lifting her eyes from the table top. "Is, is that too much to ask? I mean, to ask you to be sexual with me like that? To share, to share a MILF or two or five with me? I mean, what if I really, really like women? I, god, I want to fell a woman's mouth on my pussy, oh god. I can feel it but, I want to feel you inside me too and kissing me everywhere." She dribbled to a stop. Her eyes sought mine and the silence stretched.
I searched for words. My first instinct was to ask if she had discussed this with her brother but I got the distinct impression that was the wrong approach. I swallowed that first inclination and sought some other approach. "Well, Ahmay, cool. Let me suggest this. We'll, we'll try something and then see. I don't want to set out an agenda or nothing like that. Let's, I'll figure out a way to maybe address this issue with Alissa. I, I think I can persuade her, or maybe I'll just surprise her or something. Let me think about it.
"But Ahmay, you, you have to allow for a little romance. I, I don't think I can, I don't think I can do this with you unless I feel it with you. I mean, when I kiss a woman, I kiss her. It is real and I feel it. I'll feel it with you but I don't know what it will be like till I actually do, kiss you I mean. We'll, we'll just start and go as far as we can but, Ahmay, I need to know that if I make a mistake or you get upset, I need to know Rodney will not be gunning for me."
Ahmay seemed, suddenly at ease again. "I, we, my brother and I understand what decisions are mine to make and which ones aren't. Who I choose to let into my bed, or more to the point, whose bed I choose to crawl into and what I do there is all my business. He knows that and he may scare you but I assure you I scare him more. I have his number and he knows it." She smiled a rich, inviting smile.
I liked it enough I nearly forgot I was missing something. Luckily, Ahmay did not get confused.
"I, these things, these things I want you to do something for me, again. I mean. I, having real sex for the first time, I think I am ready and I think I want that but, but I want, I need these other things first."
"Uh huh. Is there a quid pro quo?"
She looked confused.
"I mean is this a negotiation."
Now she looked pissed. "I know what quid pro quo means, I was thinking about it. What you are asking is if I will go to bed with you regardless of whether or not you can do the things I want you to do for me, with me. That's what you mean, right?"
Now I had to take a deep breath and think. I had to close my eyes. Something about Ahmay made my heart hammer in my head. Oh yeah, her tits made me nutso crazy. Now that I felt sure I was not going to get crushed by her brother if I touched her...my brain ground to a halt. I knew exactly how to answer her.
"No, I meant that if things don't go as planned...and they never, well rarely, they rarel do...then I would not be looking over my shoulder for your brother waiting to jump me. That, I mean, I need to know that your protective brother won't kill me if something goes wrong and your end up disappointed or worse weeping and pissed at me."



Ahmay regarded me for a few moments, eye lashes batting every few seconds, but slowly, like she was getting sleepy. I was certainly not woozy.
"I don't think you'll disappoint me, Sonny but I wouldn't advise you to disappoint me either. What's the matter, don't like the pressure." When I shifted uneasily in my chair, she relented. "I cannot make you any guarantees. I presumed that you were the sort of guy who did not worry about disappointing a girl. You know you won't."
I felt the challenge but it was a soft challenge, a probe, testing to see if I was turtles all the way down. I nodded. "Listen, I don't regret doing what I do. I love women and I like giving them what they want, when I want to do so, if I can. But life is complicated and sometimes I like to run screaming into the fire just because I haven't done it before. Usually once is enough but other times I find things I have not expected and they turn out to be surprising, surprising and wonderful."
She smiled. "Like Mrs. Honeywell."
I returned her grin and nodded vigorously. "Yes, like Mrs. Honeywell."
"She has a son, yes?"
"Yes."
"What does he think of you having sex with his mother?"
Oh my, how to answer this question. Luckily, my phone rang.
"Speak of the devil."
"And the devil appears." Alissa's husky voice rippled into my brain.
"Your ears burning? We were just talking about you."
"Sonny, can you come to the office? I mean now?"
I glanced at the clock on my phone. "I have a class in twenty minutes. I imagine it will be short but maybe not. Besides, I have no car, it could take two hours by bus. You'd give me a ride home, right?"
"Shut up and listen. I am going to have a car pick you up. I, I need you down here right now."
"What about class?" She seemed really rattled. She had not even bothered to ask who I was talking about her with.
"It'll take me a while to arrange the car. Go to class and then call me. If I am not available, go to that pizza place where you and your friends meet during the week. I'll send the car there. Don't delay, I need you down here right now or things are going to get messy. The car will bring you to my office."
I started to press for details but then said okay and hung up. "Hey, Ahmay, I have to go. Let's do this again."
She regarded me for a few minutes. She smiled. She shook her head. "No, I need five minutes. I'll quit messing around and get to the point. I want to watch you with another woman. I want to see someone make love, you know, before you and I, before we...before you have sex with me. I want to watch you, her, see how it is done."
Five minutes? Shit, the girl could have all day. I sensed she was not done, and I was right. I nodded. "You, yes, you said that."
"And, and I want to see you with two women. I want to see how, how they are with each other, what they do. When, when you and I, when we get together, I want to have another woman there. Just to start with, maybe but, but then maybe she joins us."
I thought my head was going to come loose and roll under the table. I swear I felt a breeze on my liver. "Uh, okay. I mean..." She was repeating herself, or seemed to me like she was. Wasn't she? Or had I just imagined it before?
She lifted a hand. "I am not done. I, I want it to be Mrs. Honeywell." Now she stopped and her eyelashes fluttered. She lay a hand over her heart and I got distracted wishing I was her hand. God, what tits! The guardians of the heart? I shook with the adrenalin of desire. I was trembling, violently, like I caught a chill or someone was walking over my grave, the fuckers.
I nodded. "Go on but I have to get to class in a minute." I felt foolish for pushing her and proud for not saying yes, anything you want, like a carpet man.
Ahmay nodded. "I like you Sonny. I want you to do everything to me. Pussy. Mouth. Ass. I want it all, but I want to see it first, watch you with her, with Mrs. Honeywell and then with her and another woman. I, I presume she will do that for me, won't she? I mean, make love to a woman while I watch?"
My mouth was completely dry. I suddenly felt a new cold draught up my spine. Was this a setup? I consciously shrugged. If it was, whoever was behind it had me pegged to a T because there was no way I was turning this down. If Rodney was going to kill me, I just hoped he'd wait till I had the chance to avoid disappointing his sister. Suddenly I understood his willingness to let her watch, and I thought I was a perv! I swallowed hard.
"That, that is a lot to take in. I, I think I need to think about it." I waved a hand at her. "Not because I am dubious or anything but just to figure out how to make this work, with Mrs. Honeywell and everything."
I could have swallowed the bait, hook and all but I thought, after my experience with D. Debra to keep my particular arrangement with Alissa private for the moment. The only thing I had to do was pick which of my MILFs I wanted to add to the tableau Ahmay had just painted for me.
"I, yes, I, those things should be no problem." No problem! How is that the right phrase? I felt like I was looking under Lady Liberty's skirts.
"I like you, Sonny..."
"I like you too, Ahmay."
"Call me May. Just May. Only Rodney calls me Ahmay because, well Mrs. Honeywell and my Aunt...okay everyone calls me that but my name is May. Rodney always teases...but I am digressing." She grinned. "See, I know big words too!"
I had no response. I knew what "digressing" meant.
"Listen. I like you and I know all this, it will take some time. I was thinking maybe we could date, you know, like we were going out. See if what we feel for each other is real." Her eyes blinked rapidly. "You do feel it, don't you, Sonny? I mean, it isn't just me, is it?"
I heard the incipient panic in her, the feeling of striding confidently onto stage only to realize your skirt is tucked neatly into your pantyhose behind you. "No, Ahmay, I mean May, I do feel it too. I confess that the idea of joining you in bed seems wonderful to me. The rest, the rest I need to figure out but yes, of course. Anything. I, you are a beautiful woman, Ah...May, and I, yes, we'll go out."
I had a terrible moment of vertigo, like I got all the time when the sexual landscape shifted around me and I saw myself flying face first into a new pussy. She had basically said, let's go out, I promise we'll fuck but let's play like we are just dating. It was a whole new game of hide the pickle, and I was unsure about the rules.
I glanced at the clock. "Shit I have to go." I got up.
Ahmay, May grasped my hand, her cool skin finally touching mine. God, her cool skin felt scorching hot on my hand, a contradiction I know but I just calls them as I sees them. "Sonny, if you see Rodney, call me May and he'll, he'll know everything is fine. I never correct that with anyone else. I want to be just May to you so when you whisper in my ear that you want to take me to bed, call me May and I promise I will let you have whatever you wish."
I smiled at her and dashed for class, her assurance crammed in my pants like I was stealing link sausages from a street vender. I was late and got a glare from the professor. Fuck me, I was erect as a hairpin. I thought the whole class could see my bulge when I shuffled to my seat.
I was right, the class let out early but with homework. I had about forgotten about life as a student. I felt like a professional fucker, as much pussy as I had crowded into my holiday. For a poor middle classed boy from the suburbs, I had a pretty good vacation.
I was on the way to the Pizza place when Alissa called again.
"Thank god, you're out of class?"
"Almost there." I was distracted, thinking of doing Alissa while May watched. Fuck me runnin' what a thought! Alissa had said something. "What?"
"Hurry. I don't know how much longer I can stall."
"Stall?" I looked at phone and found I was talking to the hand, my hand. Fucker must have gotten lonely, since he got no work for a few months. I grinned but then I saw the limo. Shit. When Alissa said she sent a car she wasn't kidding.
The ride downtown was hair raising. The guy driving drove like they were chasing him and serious. When we got there he handed me a form to sign tapping the square for a tip as he told me to check the time.
"Before three like the lady asked."
I shrugged and gave him fifty bucks for a tip.
"Thanks, buddy. I'll remember you, dog."
I got out and went up. I arrived in the lobby of Pepper's et. al. and found Clara Swearington sitting there. She looked positively disheveled, worried even.
"Thank god, you're here." She said in a loud stage whisper. "I'll take you back."
I followed her back into the bowels of the office and ended up in a big conference room full of people, some I recognized like Bickerstaff and Kline, Alissa of course, and some I didn't. Alissa saw me approaching through the glass and met me at the door. She looked just like Clara, frazzled. A strand of her now kinky black hair trailed across her face and she seemed totally unaware. Being the prick I am, I thought it made her look damn sexy and I was all eager and shit to tell her May's terms.
"Thank god, Sonny, come in." She grasped my elbow and tugged me into the room. "He's here. Just like I said."
I had no idea what the fuck was going on.
"This is Sonny Duncan. See? Real. Now can we get on with things?"
I scanned the room and got a definite hostile vibration. A woman stood looking out the window and I swear she looked like every female proportion had been accented beyond reason. Her back to us showed an ass that bulged behind her like two couch cushions. Her breasts pulled her profile forward almost as much as her ass pulled her lower body backwards. Her legs were thick, but her waist was tiny by comparison, almost to the point that her mighty thighs appeared nearly as large as that waist. Plus, she wore a tight, blue dress that clung to her like bark to an aspen. I stared at her ass.
"Who do you say this is?" That woman spoke, her voice cut through the murmuring of the room.
"Sonny Duncan, like on the deed."
Ah, the apartment, I thought.
"Do you have identification young man?"
"Depends." I shot back. "Who the fuck are you?"
The woman looked like I had either slapped her face or squeezed her wondrous ass, no, she looked like I had done both and could not decide which one she liked more.
"Such language!" She sniffed.
I almost said, "Such an ass!" But I restrained myself. "I beg your pardon, ma'am, you caught me by surprise. Sensual women make me hostile when they are rude."
There was that look again, all confusion and mixed feelings now overlaid with a patina of frank irritation.
"I am Mrs. Wilfred Kline..." She got that far but Alissa cut in.
"You are the ex-Mrs. Wilfred Kline, Becky, let's not confuse anyone. And Becky, don't get snotty. Your name is on the deed with Wilfred's and so you are liable for fraud just like he is. You need to calm down."
Fraud? Suddenly, my chest unpuffed a little and I felt my cock deflate. The little guy had reared up right to attention when the woman before me said her name. Hadn't Sid insisted that I fuck her? For the sake of the business? Holy shit! What an ass! I feared I'd have to get extensions to fuck her from behind with a rump like that. I think I was immediately in love, well, in lust at least and yes, partly because I knew she was a sure thing. Sometimes we just don't know what we think we know, do we?
"Perhaps introductions would be best. For the boy's sake, at least."
I knew that voice. It was Wilfred Kline, his voice sounded like a weasel wrapped with cat gut, whatever that would sound like. Whiny, nasal, snotty, and tremulous all mashed into a gooey audio mess.
"This is my ex-wife Rebecca Kline and our daughter, Lovely. This is my present wife, Portia. Ladies, this is Mr. Sonny Duncan who represents Sid Kingston in this affair."
"And Mr. Peppers." Alissa added. "There are some provisions that Mr. Kingston and Mr. Peppers have agreed must be satisfied in order for Mr. Kingston to agree to make this matter of the apartment disappear without consequences for you all or Mr. Bickerstaff. Becky, please sit down while I explain what has happened."
After a snarling hesitation, the woman did. I longed to be her chair.
Alissa gestured to a couch near the door, not even a seat at the table, and I sat down. She proceeded to review what I came to understand to be the situation as she understood it. Everyone listened while she laid out the situation in more detail than I remember.
Basically, Bickerstaff and Kline had embezzled money from the partnership to purchase the apartment and then used fraudulent billings to make the payments and pay the management fees. Both had obtained their ex-wives' signatures to make the purchase appear as a personal purchase. In addition, this was the liquidation of Kline's prior divorce, which Rebecca Kline had determined included a share of the apartment. Her insistence on including it in unwinding their marriage had led to this tete a tete which put everyone in jeopardy, a point Alissa kept coming back to.
"So, just so everyone is clear," Alissa glared at Becky Kline, "if we cannot resolve this matter today, Mr. Kingston has the right to withdraw his business from this firm, at which point Mr. Peppers will file suit against you, Mr. Bickerstaff and you, Mr. Kline and have you both arrested for fraud and embezzlement. If that happens, Mrs. Kline, all of the financial holdings in the trust that the divorce setup will be frozen until such time as reparations are made for the lost capital and damages as awarded by arbitration are paid. By my estimate, if you do not sign this deal Mrs. Kline, you and your daughter would receive in the neighborhood of eighty-thousand dollars over the next ten years."
"Fuck." Mrs. Rebecca Kline swore. "After all the years I put in..."
"Now, Becky, we agreed not to quarrel." Wilfred Kline whined.
"Fuck you, Willy and you too, Mrs. Honeywell. Just tell me what I have to do to get my money so I can leave."
Alissa sighed. "As I explained, there is a provision that Mr. Kingston insists be satisfied to Mr. Duncan's satisfaction."
I felt her eyes on me. God, it was like laser eyes in a comic book and I was the hero, the hero with a hardon, it turned out, because I had a sneaking suspicion I knew what Alissa was about to say.
"Just what is this provision?" Becky Kline asked, her voice scything the air.
"Mr. Duncan, why don't you explain your instructions from Mr. Kingston."
Oh shit. Really? Really? What a pussy! Oh, well, yes.
"Mr. Duncan." Alissa turned to look at me and she smiled sweetly but I saw a tiny glint of revenge in her eyes. I had definitely neglected her. I stood up. Suddenly a calm came over me. A vision of Sid Kingston fucking my own mother with his monster cock played past my eyes, and I felt that chill I felt when his timpani voice interrupted me fucking his wife.
"Mrs. Kline, you are divorced now, but from what I just heard, you still have a financial interest in Wilfred's partnership in this law firm, correct?"
Startled by my calm, the woman nodded.
I looked at Mr. Kline. "You agreed with Sid Kingston when we met in Mrs. Honeywell's office to his terms? Nice to see you again, Wilfred, hello, again."
Wilfred Kline nodded mutely, sweating like he was getting a rectal exam from a nurse with long finger nails.
I nodded. I looked at the other two women in the room, "You are Mrs. Portia Kline?" I address a young black woman, not more than a few years older than me. She was slender, beautiful with long legs and perfectly proportioned tits. She had not spoken since I arrived and she said nothing now, but nodded. "And you are Becky and Wilfred's daughter, right? Lovely Kline?" I addressed the white girl next to Mrs. Kline, the present Mrs. Kline.
This girl looked about my age, maybe a year either way. She smiled shyly and nodded. Jesus, she looked stupid, took after her father not her firebrand mother but she was slender and had tits as big as her mother's on a frame as lean as a ten speed. I kept wondering if she was going to topple over onto her tits. The fall could not hurt her but the bounce afterward might do damage. I don't mean to be mean but she had the airy look of a young girl with a mammoth bust that says, "I am trying to ignore the fact that you are staring at my tits and will act as if they aren't huge, so please don't stare!" Her hair matched Becky's in tint but was long and lank and fell down to the middle of her back in wispy strands, airy like her manner.
I nodded.
I realized everyone was waiting on me and that caught me off guard. The silence had stretched and I had to speak so I did, just saying clearly and plainly what they were there to hear.
"In order to resolve this matter, you three women must agree to have sex with me as I wish till I am finished using you. And I will use you. Those are the terms and lest you think you are singled out for special attention, Mr. Bickerstaff's current wife has already submitted to my attentions, thank you for that Mr. Bickerstaff, you have a lovely wife, she is a delightful woman and an enthusiastic lay. Oh, and so we all understand each other, both of these men have had various other liaisons all of who have been surrendered to me and at least two of them have been fucked for their complicity in servicing these two gentlemen under duress. Their affections have been transferred to me and so far, they have not regretted it."
I stopped and waited.
Predictably, Becky Kline was the first to speak and she spluttered when she did. "I don't believe you for one minute and there is no way I will ever have sex with some young buck like you, handsome though your are, to help my husband out of a mess he created himself!" She stared defiantly at me.
I shrugged. "My work here is done. See ya'll around."
"No, please, wait. Becky, honey, stop and think a minute. This, this will ruin me, us, you. If, if you don't agree to do this, Mr. Kingston refuses to continue as our client, he will publish his audit findings and this partnership will collapse. I could go to jail."
"So what? You think I care?" She nearly launched into a new set of invectives but Alissa interrupted.
"Becky, calm down. Or don't. If Wilfred is indicted, you will be wearing stripes just like he will, or orange I guess it is now and with your figure, I doubt you'll look good in either."
Lovely Kline giggled, a wet spurt that earned her a harsh look from her mother.
Becky Kline took a huge breath and issued a sigh, that sounded impressive. "I am sorry," she said, sounding completely reasonable. "I do not believe any of this. I think it is a swindle and I refuse to listen to any more talk about copulation being involved in this. I came without representation because you asked me to but this is too much."
"Becky, honey," Wilfred Kline began, wheedling from the start but she cut him off.
"Don't call me that, Willy, those days are gone. I'd sooner knock boots with Mr. Duncan than let you touch me again!"
"Fine." His voice changed and the transformation was so remarkable I had to look twice to see if he was still the one talking. He suddenly sounded like the attorney he was. "Becky, listen to me. I watched this young man have sex with Mrs. Honeywell and then another woman with Mr. Kingston, oh, and Mrs. Kingston, Sid's wife, she sucked his cock, right in the room with us. I assure you, this is not a joke. I and Bicky, we both checked and Sid Kingston is famous for including sex with his business partners' women as part of his business dealings. I assure you, this is no setup. You have to have sex with this young man, now, here today and then he will sign these papers that change our fraud into a prior business transaction. It is the only way our partnerships remain intact."



"And you both stay out of jail." Alissa added archly, doing her attorney persona too.
Becky shook her head. "I don't believe you. You're a liar!" She looked at Alissa. "That never happened! Tell me he's lying! How can you let him do this to us?"
Alissa was caught off guard and for once appeared flustered and wordless.
"Maybe she should show us. They could do it right here, prove it happened by doing it again." Lovely Kline spoke in her breathy, don't-look-at-my-big-huge-tits voice. It was like Mr. Freeze zapped the entire room. Absolutely no one moved.
Finally, after an extremely long silence. Becky Kline looked at me, then at Alissa. "I think that's a perfect idea. You want me to have sex with him, prove that it happened. Let him have sex with you while we all watch." The look of triumph on her face clearly indicated she thought she had hit on the perfect pin to burst this swindler's bubble.
I wanted to inform the former Mrs. Kline that she had just bet all her clothes and her considerable ass on a losing proposition but on reflection, decided a little demonstration might be fun. Since Alissa showed a hint of willfulness in my regard, it might be just the thing to put the toothpaste back into the tube with her, and get her back on her knees, so to speak.
Alissa looked back at me and her chin lifted a bit.
I smiled. "Mrs. Honeywell, I do believe your bluff has been called. Since you and Mrs. Kline are all in, I suggest you decide if you will accommodate her challenge and revert to what you are to me. I must insist that you prove your charge to this woman. It seems most reasonable."
Alissa looked back and forth between the former Mrs. Kline and me. My eyes never left her cleavage. About the third time she tried to get my attention for a stern glare for my benefit, she realized I wasn't kidding. On of her hands moved to cover her cleavage, fluttering into my pointed stare. "Oh!" She whispered, and suddenly the attorney was gone and she stood before me as my obedient servant, looking for direction. Mr. Cock was ready.
I stood up.
Alissa nodded. "Close the shutters, will you."
No one moved, so I did and did. The office beyond the windows disappeared as I went from window to window, lowered and closed the blinds. I turned to Becky. "If I fuck her, will you be content?" My evil little head was becoming active. "Or do you want to see me fuck them all? All the women I have had so far in pursuit of Mr. Kingston's wishes?"
I think she thought I was offering her a life line. She did not see the hook. She leaped at it and bit down hard.
"Of course I want to see them all. Right here. Right now. You want me to submit to this sort of arrangement and I will but only if you fah, fah, fuck them all right here. Right now."
She was learning. Her voice trembled around the word "fuck" and her chin was not thrust out quite so far as before. Tits were. Ass, too. Chin, not so far. I bet her body was just realizing she had bet the farm and that included the country pussy.
I nodded. "Alissa. You first. No, wait, please ask Miss Collier to join us and Mrs. Swearington too." I looked at Bickerstaff. "Why don't you ask Dannielle to join us. She is part of this and it might make Becky a little more compliant if she saw your wife bent over this table." He snuffled and snorted and left the room, phone to his ear.
Becky Kline looked positively sick.
I looked at her, "Listen, Mrs. Kline, I have no wish to humiliate you or force you to do anything you do not want to do. You have the right to refuse because as you say, this could be just talk. I will even call Mrs. Kingston to join us and I will undress them all and copulate with each of them in turn. You can watch. If you feel that this is beyond your willingness, I will go and Alissa and the others can unravel this mess. Your choice.
"If you agree, however, I am going to ask your daughter and the present Mrs. Kline to participate. They are, after all, part of the terms. I will do my part in good faith, I just ask that you watch and consider if it is too much to submit to this condition for everyone's sake, your own most of all. But Mrs. Kline, I only want to have sex with you if you want to have sex with me at that moment. My advice, get yourself ready because I am going to require that you watch me fuck them all. You asked for it, now shut up and watch it happen."
Alissa had left and returned with Ellen Collier.
I felt a little bad about boning her behind Sammy's back but I figured once I cleared the way with Alissa, something else I had to add to my list, he'd owe me. This was just prepayment.
"Hi Sonny. What are you doing here?" Ellen asked, curiosity in her voice.
Clara Swearington shouldered in the door behind her, pushing her out of the way. She was grinning like the cat that ate the canary, her billows of blond hair seemed to light up the room, like she was a big ball of tits and sunshine.
"Alissa said to come in and see you, Mr. Duncan." She seemed utterly unconcerned about the other people in the room. Mr. Bickerstaff returned and Alissa arrived behind him. Her tight, form-hugging straight business skirt was gone, replaced by a cream colored midi that swished when she walked. It clashed in style with her business jacket and silk blouse. The midi would be much easier to lift up. It screamed accessibility and conscious accessibility, even inviting it, like a white angle suit before baptism.
Rebecca Kline stared at Alissa's lower body, fixated on the transformation. The first hint that maybe she had gambled on a pair of two's glinted in her fierce eyes.
Alissa closed the door. "I called Mrs. Kingston. She is on the way. I explained you wanted her. She said she'd be here in a twenty or thirty minutes."
I rubbed my hands together, "Fine, let's get started." That felt so awkward, so off, I dropped the pose and looked around the room. I felt like I should say something but had not a word in mind. I looked at Clara and she smiled that voracious, carnivorously sexual smile she perfected and used, the one that said she'd eat her young for a good fuck.
I walked over to her, took one of her hands gently in mine and led her to the table. Portia and Lovely moved their chairs away from the table, scooting them back to the wall. Bickerstaff had returned and moved the other three chairs out of the way, clearing the table length facing the door. Becky Kline sat across the table from me and Wilfred Kline sat at the other end on her side.
I turned Clara to the table, facing Becky Kline. I put my hands on her hips. "You were fucking Mr. Bickerstaff, right, Miss Swearington?"
She nodded. "But now I only have sex with you."
"Or whoever I tell you to have sex with?"
She nodded dumbly. She trembled, like her body was ready to be bred and impatience rattled through her.
I was watching Becky's face past the blond fluff and the look said it all. Her face was a mask that said "I cannot believe this is happening." Frankly, I felt the same way. An infusion of energy roared in me and I felt the same thrill I had felt in Alissa's office with Sid and Mom, Melissa, Annie and Alissa. But this time I had a much larger audience.
I glanced at Ellen who was looking around at us like we were preparing to eat her, I mean like cannibals at a potluck supper sort of eating, not that other way. She had that "fight or flight" look on her face, not the "when is it my turn" sort of expression.
For my part, all I could think about was the challenge of fucking seven women right in a row without making a mess of things, literally and figuratively. Alissa looked positively horrified but resolved, or perhaps resigned. After all, I was doing this to help her. It seemed her whole professional position in life depended on having sex with me at that moment as the leverage to get what she needed from Mrs. Kline the former.
"Miss Swearington..."
"Call me Clara. I like that so much better."
"Clara, I am going to have sex with you because Mrs. Kline, the first Mrs. Kline does not believe I have fucked whom we say I have fucked. Part of her situation means she has to fuck me when I say, how I say and where I say. She says I am lying. That I haven't fucked you and others. So she is going to see with her own eyes that you and the others are willing to fuck me and have fucked me."
Clara giggled. She had no good sense at all. I liked that about her. "Will you kiss me first, at least? I like a kiss to start with."
"Of course." I lifted my hands from her hips and the woman turned immediately before me and molded her voluptuous body against mine. I kissed her and she kissed me. I found my hands on Clara's lean sides and consciously moved them down to her plush ass, squeezing it hard. She ground her crotch on the arch of my thigh, making unsubtle little fucking movements.
I broke the kiss, feeling the confusion in my body because of the awareness of the audience tangled up with the sensations of her body against me and her lips on mine. I kissed her again, closing my eyes and focusing, fixing my attention on seducing this woman. She writhed in my arms.
"Oh Christ." Someone said. I thought it was Portia Kline because the voice sounded new but I could not be sure. I was not focusing so missed it. I was focusing, however, on the dress Clara wore. She had the tight business skirt on similar to Alissa's, but a showy pink but straight so that it hugged her frame. I guess business attire means something that makes a fast fuck difficult, but demands the commitment involved in removing it.
While I kissed Clara, my hands sought and found the zippers and snaps on each side of her skirt, running down each hip. I unsnapped her skirt and slowly pulled each zipper down till the skirt waffled around her. Clara's mouth opened and the kiss smoked up into flames. Her tongue snaked into my mouth and my snaked right back. We writhed together for a moment till she arched her back and the loose skirt slipped off the ridge of her waist.
"Oh my god." That was surely Becky.
I released Clara and she leaned away from me, a silly smile on her face, but her eyes shown. It was like she was high. I think the audience enthralled her and excited her beyond measure and she was loopy from the sensation. Her skirt hung for a moment on her hips and then slithered down her lean legs to the floor.
She wore a half-slip which I pulled off her hips. She stood with her hands on my shoulders. I pulled it down, crouching before her breasts to move it off her hips and down to her knees.
"Stop. Stop. I'll sign. I do whatever you want to do." Becky said, her voice tight, almost squeaking.
I stood up and turned Clara around. She wore thigh-highs and conservative panties. "Mrs. Kline, may I call you Becky?" I stopped, clearly waiting for an answer. While I waited, I worked Clara's panties off her hips, exposing her pussy to the world.
"Yes. Of course. Please stop. Don't do that. I don't want to see this!"
"Mrs. Kline the first, its is either her, or you, your daughter and Mrs. Kline the second. If you want this to stop. Come kiss me and tell everyone you wish me to fuck you. Then I will."
She stared at me, then slowly shook her head. "I can't." She whispered tightly.
I shrugged. I moved a hand up to Clara's breasts and squeezed one then the other through top and bra and then smoothed it down her pulsing body to her pussy. She was damp with anticipation. I ran a finger down her furrow and up again, over and over till she wiggled in my arms and a dribble of fluid emerged from her thrumming body.
I pushed my finger into her. Clara gasped and jerked, her hips poking forwards, jamming my probe into her body. Her pussy clinched on my finger and I wriggled it around, making a wet sloshing sound in the suddenly sepulcher room. I leaned against Clara's back, pulling her back against me. I whispered in her ear. "Ask for it." I said softly.
"Uh, oh please, Sonny. Fuck me!"
Not eloquent but perfectly adequate. I craned me head around her and looked at Becky. "I think you misunderstand. This is not all about you. Oh, yes, you have to watch because when I am done, you will decide what happens next. Do you surrender your body to me or do you crush yourself and everyone else that matters or mattered to you? In the meantime, this woman wishes to be fucked." To punctuate my words, I pressed a hand between her shoulder blades.
Clara's high sexual IQ registered properly my intentions and she bent over. She lay down onto the table like a settling blanket onto a made bed. She turned her head to the right. She seemed perfectly comfortable, at ease bent over a table in the office. "Do you want to take off my blouse?"
I hesitated. God, I did but I demurred. Seven women had to take my cock so I needed to keep a cock for them to take. Conserve, conserve, conserve, I thought. Does that make me a conservative?
Clara was trembling, the anticipation roiling through her on waves of adrenalin. I moved back a half step and unhooked my belt. The buckle clanked in the silence. Clara hissed, sucking air past her teeth as a counter melody. I unzipped my fly and that sound seemed unnaturally loud in the silence. I uncovered my cock, shoving my pants and briefs down to my knees. I shuffled forward, bending my cock so that its dripping end touched the bare back of Clara's leg.
She flinched, jerking hard when she felt it on her skin. I put my hands on her ass and adjusted her, opened her and revealed her pussy.
"He's going to do it." There was that voice again. "He is going to fuck her!" Even though the voice was strange, I heard the fascinated amazement in it.
I did. I positioned the end of my cock at Clara's entrance, questing through the folds of her pursed pussy and finding it, entered her.
"Oh god, yes!" She hissed, "He is fucking me!" Her voice lowered a couple of octaves to a sensual contralto. "Oh god, he feels so good inside me!" Her head lifted in front of me. "His cock, uh, his cock is, uh, in me." She grunted.
I pulled back and rammed my cock into her again. She bucked and wheezed with the impact of her hips and legs against her ass. Clara kept her head up and after a moment, I assume I saw Rebecca Kline's eyes shift from me to meet the blond woman's gaze.
"Stop it. I surrender." Becky Kline said, biting off the words.
I looked up from the blond woman bent before me. "What do you surrender?" I asked, staring directly into her eyes. I give her credit, she met my gaze with an intense one of her own. I could not tell the source of the intensity but I felt something was stirring in her, something she did not want me to know about. A guy can hope, can't he? What an ass!
"Don't do this. Stop. Let her go."
"Do you want me to stop?" I said, wondering who would answer. Clara immediately shook her head. Her pussy writhed around my cock, massaging me by clinching and relaxing over and over. God but she felt good.
I pulled out of her. I patted her back. "You can go, Clara. Thank you."
For a few moments she did not move. I think everyone else stopped breathing. Finally, she straightened, picked up her shed clothing and moved away from the table. She pulled up her skirt, settled her appearance and walked out with the slip and panties bunched in one hand.
I looked at Becky, questions in my eyes. "Well? Are you ready? Do you want to go next? If you do, it is only the first time. It will be an admission, and agreement that you are going to make your body available to me as I wish, when I wish, where I wish." Her head was shaking so I shrugged and turned, away from her, my glistening cock bouncing before me.
I saw the immediate terror in Ellen's eyes so I pointed at Alissa. "Mrs. Honeywell, if you please, come suck my cock. Clean me off for Miss Collier, will you?"
Alissa moved easily, no reservation in her motion, by now the shift from attorney to sex machine was fluid and seamless. The earth mother midi twitched and jumped as her hips swished back and forth. She knelt before me, steadying herself with one hand, took my cock between a thumb and forefinger. I realized that Becky was behind me and could not see clearly and was about to twist about when I glanced at Lovely and Portia and saw their faces. Both were transfixed, some sort of rapture showing clearly in their eyes.
I left Alissa to it, her intense eyes on my shining cock, hidden from Rebecca Kline. She licked around the head, kissed it and then sucked in into her mouth. Back and forth her head bobbed, cleaning me with her lush lips. A film formed around her mouth and she stopped sucking me to lick it off with her tongue. She made to return my cock to her mouth and I was sorely tempted. Seven, I thought, seven. At that moment, someone tapped on the door and it opened.
Dannielle Bickerstaff slipped inside. Ellen's face went through several changes, ending with a deep flush, nearly the color of her short red hair.
"Oh, I see." Dannielle said. "Sonny, how are you." She smiled, her voluptuous lips parting. She moved to sit down but I signed for her to come closer instead. Alissa got up and moved out of the way.
"Mrs. Bickerstaff, thank for coming, but oh, you haven't yet." Cheap, very cheap. "I wonder if you would mind laying down on the table."
She did not hesitate. She moved past me and assumed the same position that Clara had been in minutes before she arrived.
"God, really? Are you really going to do them all?" Becky looked at me now, her face had a fixed look of shock and disbelief on it. Her pupils contracted to the size of the heads of pins.
I nodded. "Them or you. Your decision. Take off that dress and you can stop the rest."
Her mouth worked but she did not move.
Dannielle wore a fluffy blue skirt that ended at the knees. I pulled it up, exposing her hips and ass. She wore a tiny thong, a garter belt and black stockings. The straps lined her legs in four places, accenting her full thighs. With finger and thumb, I delicately moved the string of her thong out of the cleft of her pussy, pushing it to one side. She shuddered. She was wet, completely sopped with her inner approval of her situation. I placed my cock at her pussy and scrapped it along the furrow.
"Oh god." Dannielle whispered.
"Dannielle, please tell Mrs. Kline the first that you will have sex with me anytime I wish."
"Oh yes, please, now. Please, please wish to fuck me now! I, yes, any time you call, I will come and then come as often as you wish. Oh god, I am so excited!" She sounded astonished at her own babbling response.
I entered her. Just the head of my cock at first, insinuated through the pillars of her pussy bulging between the cheeks of her ass. Then deeper, slowly into her slick depths. I moved side to side as I penetrated her throbbing body, prying her open, like she was an overripe peach, shoving into her the thing she desired so much.
Dannielle grunted and pushed back. Her legs were longer than Clara's and I slid directly into her body. She arched her back and I rammed my cock home, like a tamping rod down the barrel of a cannon. I gripped her hips and shoved into her till we were sealed together. I stopped.
"Oh no, don't stop." Dannielle cried. "Fuck me, for god's sake!" Her tinny, accented voice made the only sound in the room.
"Yes, fuck her." That voice again. I resolved to glance in that direction next time I heard it to verify who was speaking. I looked down the back of the beautiful woman in whom I had planted my cock, looking directly at Beck Kline.
Shall I?" I asked softly, eyes meeting Becky's.
"Shall you what?" Becky asked, her voice strong once more.
"Fuck her. Like she wants. Do you want to see my cock scraping the sides of her pussy and slamming deep into her body?"



"Do you always talk like that? Don't you feel stupid?" Becky growled.
"Oh yes, please fuck me!" Dannielle grunted, popping her ass back at me, impaling herself more completely onto my cock.
I did feel something but it wasn't stupid. My cock was in a woman in a room full of people. This proved to be good practice. I had great appreciation for the MILF list at that moment because I felt nothing but focus on the job at hand, the now panting woman mounted on my cock, like a ribbon on the end of a lance. I gripped Dannielle by the hips and began fucking her, pushing hard into her so that she rocked against the table and pulling back as far as I could without losing purchase inside her body.
She began to shake as I plunged into her over and over. I scouted for my orgasm, waiting to see if it would fall on me. I felt it rousing. I fucked Dannielle faster. She helped as she could but finally just cocked her ass up and held still while I thundered her from behind. After a couple minutes punctuated by the slapping of my body against her ass, I felt the orgasm flooding out of me. I pressed my cock deep and pumped and pumped at her from behind. Her ass tensed and clinched while I came in her.
When I finished, I just lay over her back.
Dannielle grunted. "Heavy." She gasped, pinched between my drained body and the table.
I struggled to stand up.
"My god. He fucked her." Becky said staring not at me but at the woman into whom I had just pumped my cum. "My god, I don't believe I am watching this!" Her voice was calm, almost resigned.
I helped Dannielle stand and she wobbled. She smiled crookedly at me and then twitched her ass, digging behind her to rearrange her thong before rearranging the fall of her skirt back to as it had been. She tottered over to a chair and looked at it. She looked behind her and then looked at Alissa.
"Wait, before you sit down. I'll find you a towel." Alissa whispered. She slipped out the door.
I wanted Becky to see me next with my cock in Ellen's mouth. I pointed at Ellen and she stood up.
"You don't expect me to suck you like that, do you?" She said, her eyes flashing with challenge.
"I do." I returned. "But ask Mrs. Kline the first, see what she wants you to do."
"Suck him." Becky said. "But turn him so I can watch it."
I think the screw had turned, to coin a phrase. Rebecca Kline sat forward in her chair, her red face working with emotion, her arms folded under her huge tits. She continually licked her thin lips. She shook her head, as though trying to clear it, trying to remember who she was. She looked past me directly at Ellen Collier.
"God, I want to see you suck him. I know you fucked my husband, he confessed once. Now suck that boy's cock."
Women with history. This should be interesting.
Ellen, though, appeared unaffected. She just shrugged and got to her knees and waited while I shed my pants, shoes and socks and stripped off my shirt. Naked I turned to her so Mrs. Kline the first could see between us. Ellen took firm hold of my slurried shaft and licked extravagantly at my cock till it was more or less clean. The door clicked and I pulled her head forward. She opened her mouth and let my cock slide into it, down the pad of her tongue and thence into her throat. She grunted, snorted once and sealed her lips, pushed hard and took me the rest of the way into her mouth, down into the tight luscious confines of her throat, pushing her face against my abdomen. She held there, sucking with loud smacks of her lips. She finally expelled my cock with a loud sigh.
I glanced first at Alissa, just arrived, who stared at my cock, then at Becky who stared at my cock. I almost snapped my fingers but thought that was crass. Ellen squatted on her heels, looking up at me, waiting. I glanced at Dannielle who was wiping effluvia from her thighs with a towel, presumably the one Alissa brought her. Dannielle spread the towel and sat on the chair. I looked back down at Ellen. Her expression had not changed.
I offered her a hand and she stood up.
She looked at Becky. "Well, do you want to fuck him or should I? I've had him before," she hesitated, shuddering a little, "god have I had him before. If you want a turn, I don't mind but I swear to you, he is sticking this thing in me before I leave."
I could have hugged her. She figured out what was going on and was leaning in. I love it when a woman leans in.
When Becky did not respond but merely licked her thin lips, Ellen shrugged and made to bend over the table. I stopped her. She looked askance at me. I turned her so her ass was against the edge of the table. She wore slacks. I knelt before her, found the snap and pulled them down her legs. She had on pantyhose. I looked up at her and she shrugged with an amused little smile. One that said, "bite me."
"I didn't plan on fucking anyone at work today." She said lightly. "But Christ, don't let that stop you!" I pulled down hose and the granny panties underneath. She stood before me swaying, nude from the waist down, well to the knees anyway. "Jesus, this makes me hot. I never imagined I could feel this horny with a bunch of uptight assholes watching." She chortled. "Learn something new every day." She winked at me with a smile.
She started to turn but I stopped her. She understood immediately, leaning back on the table and pulling her ass upon to it. Her slacks were around her knees. "You'll have to take off my shoes. Won't be the first time I was nude from the waist down in this office." She chortled again.
Bickerstaff's face screwed up. Had he been white I am sure he would have gone red as a beet but being a black man, his emotion did not show the same.
I got Ellen's shoes off, stripped hose and slacks off her legs.
My cock had wilted. I never should have looked at Bickerstaff. I turned to Alissa.
She was on her knees sucking me without even a gesture from me. She groaned and hummed while my cock stirred back to life. I had a little anxiety with the lack of wood but with her help, I found the starch again. Hard once more, I patted Alissa on the side of the head and after a couple more slurps, she pulled off it, stood and backed away, reluctance dripping off her like rain from a naked Christmas tree.
I twisted to find Ellen's pussy gaping before me. I crouched before her. She grasped my cock with both hands and directed me forward, between her open legs, into her body. She was awash, slick and smooth and scrumptious. I slipped into her lithe body until I nestled snuggly between her legs.
"Fuck her." There was that voice again.
This time I looked and I saw Portia Kline half standing, leaning toward us, trying to peer around me to see my connection to Ellen.
Her eyes flicked up to mine. "Fuck her. You said you would." She nodded once, totally serious.
I looked at Becky. "Your turn or hers?"
Becky did not meet my gaze. "Hers." She rasped. She had moved around the end of the table from her side and stared at the conjunction of Ellen and I, entangled leg an hands, a naked knot of sexual energy.
I gripped Ellen by the thighs and pulled us together. She grunted and arched her back, pressing her crotch against me, ramming herself onto my cock. She slid down the shaft like a donut on a sword. She wrapped her legs around me, pulling at my ass with her heels, as though I could go any deeper in her body. I gripped her little ass, squeezing each cheek and pulling them apart. She grunted, leaning back on her hands for leverage. I pulled back and she let me but reversed my motion with her heels before I was ready. I followed her lead and slammed deep into her open body again.
"Oh sweet Christ, fuck me!" She called tightly. "Fuck me hard, Sonny. Goddamn, fuck me!"
I did. I pulled her to the edge of the table, got my knuckles situated so I wouldn't break my hands and let her have it. Having just come, my cock seemed fully capable of shafting this redhead till dark. I fucked her hard and fast for several minutes. I was tiring when I heard the door open. I wanted to look and realized I had miscounted. Not seven, eight. That had to be Annie.
I drilled my cock into Ellen, feeling Annie in the room as though her presence surrounded me. I imagined her on this table. Soon enough. I gripped Ellen's ass and suddenly she exploded. The first one to come while I was fucking her. She bucked under me, slapping her hips up at me, laying back on her shoulders and arching her back so her hips could flap against me, then twisting onto one shoulder then the other while she grunted with orgasm. Her body dropped to the table with a loud thump. She rammed herself onto my cock over and over again and for a moment, had she kept up her motions, I felt I would come again.
She suddenly tensed, her body convulsing and bucking as another violent orgasm rumbled through her.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck!" She growled, before gasping once, bucking once more and collapsing onto her back. "Oh god that was good." She lifted her head and looked over at Bickerstaff. "That is how you fuck a woman, goddammit. You let her come before you fucking quit!" She pushed me back and sat up, hopped off the table, gathered her clothing and shoes and retired back to her chair, nude from the ground to gleaming pussy.
I stared at Mrs. Kline the first. She stared at my cock but the one-way exchange between Ellen and her ex-husband seemed to have pleased her. She was smiling in a complacent, superior way. I waited till she met my gaze.
I turned and found Annie Kingston watching us with her cool gaze. "Mrs. Kline the first, this is Annie Kingston. Do you want to see me fuck her, still? Or do you want to take your turn and commit to this arrangement?" I turned to look at Becky. "You will likely meet Sid Kingston sometime. You'll always know that you demanded I fuck his wife instead of surrendering to your better nature."
Becky's eyes clicked from Annie to focus on me. "My better nature? What are you talking about?"
"I think you like sex." I feared that phrase would break the trance. Shit, but I couldn't stop. My former voluble self took over. "I think you like it more than watching. I think you are feeling something, a tingling on your skin, a tightening around your nipples, or maybe something between your legs that makes you squirm in your seat." God, she did, her ass twisted in her chair and she looked positively mortified. "I think you want to fuck me. I think you want these people to watch while I take you. I think, I think it is raging in you but you want it to be impossible to resist so you resist." I shrugged. "Resist while you may, in the end, I believe I will undress you, kiss you, caress you and then fuck you till you scream."
Becky did not blink or react. She seemed to be set in stone, willing herself not to move or react in any way.
I turned to Annie. "Alissa explained?"
Annie smiled her slight smile, her "Anne" smile. She nodded. "I know you fuck Annie now." She said in her perfectly imperfect pidgin, her eyes twinkling with the joke only we two shared. "I here. You suck me, fuck me."
"Ooo, a good idea." I gestured for her to take her place on the table. She sat in much the same way as Ellen had. She lifted up her dress, a black print with oriental slashes of blue-green, red and blue that may have been flowers or the plumage of birds, impressionist and vague. Her pussy appeared, bare and winking at me and I lost interest in her fucking clothes. I pulled an empty chair to the table and wrapped an arm around each raised thigh. Annie released her legs onto my shoulders, widening them so her thighs rested on my upper arms.
"Eat Annie." Annie grunted.
I licked up her slit and she jumped. I searched for her clit and when she grunted and twitched, I found it with my lips and sucked softly on it.
"Uh, uh, uh!" Annie grunted, her hips bumping up at my face. I kissed the pink jade of her pussy and swabbed up and down with my tongue, tasting her musk.
"Oh, oh, oh yes, yes, yes. Eat Annie!" She cried, passion making her voice thick and surly.
I entered her with my tongue and her hips bumped up again, rattling my teeth. I sucked at her pussy lips, speared my tongue into her and searched her folds for each sensitive nerve ending. She wagged her hips, pressing her body up at me, laid back fully onto the table, instantly aroused.
My cock hardened again. I pulled back from Annie's pussy, stood up, keeping her legs on my shoulders, bent her and penetrated her with one hard, deep stroke.
"Oh shag me!" Anne cried, a burr of her British brogue appeared.
I heard it and hoped no one else noticed the change in modulation in her voice along with the different diction. I did. With her legs held open and high by my arms and shoulders, I dragged her to the edge of the table and finding the right angle, hammered into her pussy, hard.
Annie almost immediately began to orgasm. Whatever Alissa told her, she seemed completely primed when I entered her and her orgasm arrived posthaste. Anticipation can be powerful and effective foreplay. While she shook and bucked under me, trying to catapult me into the hall with her convulsing legs, I noticed the silver collar around her neck. It glittered as her head whipped back and forth, her face a snarl of pleasure, grunting as each spasm wracked her. She seemed completely engrossed by the situation and it seemed to please her inordinately but then, this was three-hole Annie, I was fucking!
I ran my cock into her and she grunted, her hips pulsing against me as a new wave of pleasure ran through her little body. Her legs tensed and jerked. I pulled back and she groaned. I shoved back into her and she screamed again, twisting, just as Ellen had, rolling up onto one shoulder, turning her face towards Rebecca Kline. She grunted once, her hips punched up at me and she screamed again.
This was no controlled, polite scream, it was a screeching howl of pleasure as her body responded to being penetrated with my cock. Her pussy clamped down on me and seized me with unbelievable strength. She was tight, snapper tight, gripping me with her pussy while it rippled and pulled at my cock. She began to pant, gasping for breath and then sucking air as she fought to recover. I pulled back and resumed hammering her.
The woman came again. She was helpless, legs in the air, pinned by cock and the weight of my body on the backs of her thighs. She was a hole into which I jammed my cock over and over again and all of her focus seemed fixed on that tight little sucking point in her universe.
After several minutes, I slowed my motions, let her legs drop so they dangled off the table beside me, cocked wide as I pulled my cock out of her sloshing pussy.
She lay still, not moving.
I stood straight, felt my balance spin around me, regained my equilibrium and looked at Becky. Conserve! Conserve! I thought. "Well?" I said.
She blinked and shook her head "Her. I want you to fuck her. Fuck her on her knees." She spoke and then, after a long pause, she lifted a hand, pointing a finger at Alissa Honeywell. "Fuck her on her knees. See, I want to see her come on her knees. On her fucking knees!"
I was not sure I should take requests but figured this was just another stop on her way to committing her body to my use. What could it hurt? That sounds like a concession but think about it like this. She was demanding I fuck Alissa Honeywell on her knees on the floor. What's not to like?
I looked at Alissa. She just nodded and got onto all fours in the clear area beside the table.
"Fuck her." Portia Kline had turned into an avid fan. " I want to see your white cock in her black cunt!"
Avid turned out to be an understatement.
I wadded up the cream skirt Alissa wore as invitation. Clearly a "fuck me" skirt. She was bare underneath. She widened her stance. So far, she had said next to nothing. As I got onto my knees on the rough carpet, I knew I had to be careful or we'd both end up with rug burns.
"I'm wet. I am so wet. God, watching you, watching you fuck them, I am ready. Please, sir, may I have some cock?" Alissa spoke to the room her head raised, looking away from me so I could not see her face and so did not know if she was mocking or, if so, whom she was mocking.
I almost giggled. I didn't care one bit. I, instead, acceded to her request and thrust my Annie-wet cock into her pussy. It was unbelievably easy. I had not even touched her recently. My cock seemed to home in on her entrance, hooked into it immediately as though she directed me there with only will and mental energy. I fell against her back, filling her pussy with my cock.
"Oh god, yes. I love this cock. I want this cock in me all the time. So long. My god, I am so excited. I, god, fuck me! Please let me cum, sir. Please fuck me. I am your cunt. I am your whore. I'll fuck you any place, any time. I want your cock in me! God, please let me come, fuck me hard. God, please, Sonny, fuck me good!"
Her chants distracted me for a minute. I could not tell if she was overdoing it deliberately or if the whole milieu had gotten to her and made her cock crazy. Either way was fine with me. I looked up at Ellen. The little redhead was staring at us. I was fucking her boss. I knew she was thinking of Sammy, I could see it on her face.
I pulled back and hammered into the black woman on her knees before me. She rocked forward but stopped before my cock escaped her pussy. She rocked back, impaling herself hard onto my cock. The penetration of her body resulted in a loud squelching sound as I rooted into her. She grunted, she wheezed, she rocked fore and back, settling into a repetitive chant of, "so good, so good, so good." She sounded utterly unhinged. I found a rhythm, and in moments, Alissa followed Annie into wonderland. She arched her back, lifting her face to the sky and grunted several times. I continued fucking her, pushing at her each time till she came out of the reverie and pushed back. I grabbed her by the waist and fucked her harder and harder, intent on giving her the release she obviously craved.
We kept on but the sweet success eluded her, and me. I tired out, my muscles knotting and aching from nearly an hour of continuous fucking. Finally I just lay over her heaving back. I stood up, leaving her on her hands and knees. She looked up, her eyes haunted. I turned to look at Becky.
"Mrs. Kline, the time has come to choose. Fuck or get fucked?"
Rebecca Kline's mouth moved, like a fish out of water.
"I'll do it." The breathless voice split the silence.
"Lovely?" Wilfred Kline whispered. "Let your mother..."
Lovely Kline waved a hand at him. "I want to. I want him to fuck me too. Whatever she does, I don't care what she does. I want it, will you fuck me?"
I stared at the young woman. She seemed in a trance, her gray eyes shifted. She lifted up her sweater, pulling it over her huge breasts, gripping the lower edge of the bra and pulling it up with her sweater, exposing her tits to the world. "Say you want me." She breathed, that vacant tone echoing with a vague, curious need. She made the perfect hippie. Something seemed to stir in her.
"Lovely, dear heart, no. Please." Becky Kline whispered. "If you do, I must. Please, no."
Lovely pulled the sweater and bra off her head, fighting free till she was naked from the waist up, her mammoth tits swayed back and forth, like feelers looking for something, some satisfaction. She stood up. She unhooked her jeans and skimmed them down her young legs. She heeled off her sneakers and was free of her clothing. "I'll, I'll do whatever you want."
I half expected her to look around, to greet her audience but she did nothing of the sort. The only thing she did was to look down at Alissa Honeywell, still on her hands and knees.



"Fuck me while I eat her." Lovely whispered. "Oh fuck me, I, I have dreamed of that. My mouth on another woman while a man is behind me. Oh god, yes, I want to eat her, let me eat Mrs. Honeywell!"
"Oh Lovely, no!" Becky whispered. "Not that. Then, then I'll have to do it too." She was making up new rules but I figured I could live with them. So far.
I helped Alissa to her feet. She started to move towards the table but I stopped her. First, I pulled her close, tipped up her face and kissed her. Her mouth opened immediately and her hands grappled at my shoulders pulling at me while her tongue met mine and thrust into my mouth.
I broke the kiss. Lovely stood watching us, stark naked. The room, curiously had gotten quite warm but even so, Lovely's impressive tits sported two very hard, very erect nipples. Her lank hair dangled over her chest, covering them with the same effectiveness as a tissue when a hippo sneezes. She had a drunk look in her eyes.
I separated from Alissa and she struggled to her feet, fuck dizzy. Once more she moved towards the table. Apparently the offer to have a woman eat her had captured her imagination. I held her though. She looked askance at me. I opened the lapels of her business jacket. She understood immediately. She shrugged it loose, letting it drop on the floor.
My fingers trembled as I unbuttoned her silk blouse, down the slope of her breasts, over the crest, into their shadow and down her belly. Open, I skimmed it off her shoulders. I reached around her for the clasp on her bra and she hugged me, pressing her tits against me. I finally got the bra loose, pushed her back and removed it. I pulled her skirt down her hips. The elastic waist band kept it tight on her arching thighs as I pulled it off her throbbing body. It dropped around her ankles and she stepped out of it. Alissa was naked too.
When she moved towards the table this time, I let her go.
"Oh god, no. Don't do this, Lovely." Becky whispered without conviction, panting around each word as though releasing them was an effort, accomplished against some contrary will convulsing inside of her.
I glanced at Wilfred. That fucker was quiet as an empty house but his face was red clear up into the wisps of hair on his head.
I stepped towards Lovely, nude Lovely and extended a hand. She touched mine with hers and I pulled her forwards. She seemed to fall, her steps were halting, each step seeming too come too late. That made her tits jiggle and I was immediately mesmerized. I let her stumble against me, her naked body coating me like jam on bread. She flowed against me and when I kissed her, one of her hands sought and found my cock bent up between us. She held it while I kissed her gently on the lips. Her hand tightened suddenly and her mouth opened. Her tongue flashed against my lips and was gone. She twisted out of the kiss.
"In me. Put it in me." She whispered.
"Lovely, no. No, don't." Becky Kline stood up. "I'll do it. I will." She moved around the table, stopping beside us. "Please, honey, don't do this. This, I should. I must. Not you."
Lovely regarded her for a moment, looked at me with a soft smile. She nodded to her mother but instead of retreating, moved between us, behind her mother. Becky flinched hard when her daughter put her hands on her ass. The airy looked turned a fierce expression no the girl's face when she placed her hands on her mother's ass. "Your ass is amazing, mommy. I want to see him fuck you too." Her voice was dreamy, the eyes were not.
Becky's eyes were wide. Her brown hair had been pinned up stylishly and a strand picked that precise moment to release and fall down over her forehead. She did not notice but it gave her a look of desperation.
Lovely's hands massaged her mother's ass, moving over the slope of it and pushing at it. Christ, I was jealous. Becky turned her head but then stilled, closing her eyes. Her daughter continued to massage her ass. "So strong. So soft. So firm. So perfect." She cooed.
Outsized was more like it but if Lovely thought it was perfect, I was never going to argue. I certainly saw the attraction, more cushion for the pushin'.
Becky was bitting her lips, showing her teeth, her face grimacing while her daughter's long, spindly hands explored her ass. "Oh Lovely, stop. Please." Becky whispered, her voice rasping and husking with her inner struggle.
Lovely stopped. She removed her hands from her mother's ass, one at a time, like she was unsticking them. She moved them to the zipper at the neck of the tight blue dress. She pulled it down. The movement was fluid and gentle but it seemed sudden and abrupt somehow, like suddenly she wanted to see her mother nude, undraped like a work of art.
"Jesus and Mary, she's undressing her own mother." Portia's amazed voice broke the humid silence.
The sound seemed to shock Becky out of her trance. "No, honey. No. You mustn't." She turned, for her dimensions, the motion was surprising swift. I saw as she turned that her dress had been unzipped down to her waist, forming a V of white in the field of blue, part skin at the shoulders and the rest a ribbed corset. Her back was lean and taut, sheathed by the dress like an outer layer of skin. Clearly she had trained to the corset for many years and the results were stupendous. She faced her daughter. "No, Lovely. I will. I will. Yes, I will have sex with him. You don't need to."
I thought of correcting that little inaccuracy but it caught in my throat. I could not speak because Lovely's hands were drifting upwards, towards her mother's tits. For a moment, I thought sure the little minx would palm her mother's breasts through the rumpled dress and bra. God, I wanted her to. Hell, I wanted to! Becky watched them approach as though they were twin cobras, weaving in front of her. Then Lovely went still.
I thought the moment was over but Lovely moved her hands higher. She clasped her mother's face, a hand on each cheek. For a moment I thought the girl was going to kiss her mother on the mouth. I think Becky thought so too because she licked her lips, as though in preparation, eyes twitching back and forth.
Lovely had other plans. Her hands, I noticed them now and they seemed abnormally large for a such a slight woman, slight but for her tits. Her hands seemed in proportion to her tits but out of proportion to everything else about her, just like her breasts. She had her mother's breasts, it seemed. The rest of her, small in size, must have come from her genetic paternal donor.
Those large hands grasped the neck line of Becky's tight blue dress and pulled, trailing her fingers along that edge clear to her mother's shoulders. Then with no hesitation, she pulled at the dress.
As if by magic, Becky's arms extended past her daughter's nude body, avoiding contact. Her dress crinkled as the sleeves bunched on her arms. Lovely peeled it off of her mother's body, pulling at it till both her hands were at Becky's wrists. Becky gasped hard when her daughter took hold of each sleeve and pulled the dress over each hand. It draped down from Becky's waist, held in place by her ass and hips.
The mighty bra cups covered her tits. They were part of a corset, strapped across her middle, fitting the trained, lean shape of her ribs surrounded by the exaggerated curves of the rest of her body. Lovely found the catches on the front of it and slowly but surely loosened it. Becky panted heavily. When the last, top catch released, her great tits appeared, wavering against the stiff fabric of the corset.
For a moment Lovely's hands hesitated, like, like she wanted to touch her mother's great breasts.
She stared down at her mother's bare breasts for some time but finally shook her head, a slight twitch maybe only I could see. The rest of the room was completely still, empty of sound, movement, everything.
"Suck him, mother. I want to taste Mrs. Honeywell. Then, then put him inside of me, while, while I am eating Mrs. Honeywell. Will, will you do that for me, mommy?"
Lovely's breathless voice whisked around us.
Becky seemed utterly helpless. Her eyes were wide. I moved just a bit to better see her face and I just knew she was aching to be touched.
"Touch her." I said.
Becky's head clicked around, pointing her dazed eyes in my direction.
I realized I had not been very specific, the very meaning of elegant ambiguity. Becky shivered, a great shift rattling through her body. Her tits quivered enticingly. If Lovely actually liked girls, I had no idea how she resisted. Becky, however, did not, resist, I mean. One hand rose and then hesitated, turned palm up just below Lovely's dangling breast.
When the hand touched the girl, I think everyone in the room exhaled.
"Oh god." Becky hissed as her hand took more and more of the weight of her daughter's breast. Finally her hand began to close, clinching the pliable flesh. Lovely's eyes closed too, delightfully distracted from her earlier plan.
Becky lifted her other hand, so slowly I was not certain it was moving till it finally began to lift Lovely's other breast.
"Oh mother." Lovely whispered. "Kiss them."
I could not believe what I was watching. God, I wanted to fuck them both and just like that a new passion blossomed in me! Just as Becky's head twisted from facing me to facing her daughter once more, I shivered, a huge jolt of sexual energy ran through me. Becky bent. The corset split open and dropped away from her body, drifting down the arc of her ass before dropping suddenly to the floor behind her with a dull thud. Becky Kline stood topless before us, her dress draped down over her legs.
"Jesus Christ!" Portia muttered.
"No shit." Ellen echoed. "That is what a brick shit house looks like."
The sounds seemed to release Becky. She bent while lifting her daughter's breasts. Her lips contacted the flower of Lovely's aureole. Lovely gasped, hissing through her teeth. She put out her hands and gripped her mother's hips, as if to hang on. Her eyes fluttered and as her mother's hands closed on her breasts, her eyes closed too.
I glance past the two women and saw Alissa staring at them from where she sat, her ass hooked on the edge of the table, nude and forgotten. Her eyes twitched to mine and she licked her lips, her thick, sensuous lips. She smiled a little, her expression midway between anticipation and dread, a mixture of lust and anxiety.
The sound of sucking commanded my attention. Becky Kline was sucking her daughter's nipples. First one breast, then the other, the woman moved her mouth between them over and over, kissing and sucking at each with tender abandon, utterly unfettered. She had both hands under Lovely's tits, lifting each in turn, she licked and kissed her daughter's sumptuous breasts. Her thumb thrummed the nipple on the breast her lips left behind. Lovely began to coo, her soft voice sprinkling the space between her and her mother. Her mother bent further and her own tits shifted and swung free below her. As if attracted, Lovely's hands lifted and cupped her mother's breasts.
"Mother, his cock. You must suck his cock." Lovely whispered around the panting interwoven in her words.
Becky nodded vacantly. She had gone completely still when her daughter touched her tits. She closed her eyes as the large, spidery hands massaged her massive breasts.
"Cock." Becky whispered vacantly.
My cock cheered. Everyone loves to hear their name!
Lovely moved her hands from her mother's tits to her mother's wrists and gently removed the hands from her own tits; an act of will out of keeping with the girl's ethereal persona.
"No." Becky keened.
"Suck his cock. I, I want to taste Mrs. Honeywell. Then you can. He will fuck me. He will fuck you. His cock. Suck his cock."
"My fucking god." Ellen groaned. "I never saw anything like this in my fucking life."
Portia stood up. For the first time I got a clear look at her body. Fuck, she was perfect too, black and fucking beautiful. She left her chair, stopping midway between me and Ellen. Finally she turned to Ellen. In moments she had Ellen's slacks down again and was kissing up the white girl's lean legs. She sat on her heels, extended her hand to grasp Ellen at the nape of her neck and pulled her forward where she sat.
Ellen moaned as the black woman kissed her.
"Oh fuck me!" Bickerstaff grunted.
I glanced at him and shook my head at him in warning. He and his buddy were on the fucking bench.
I felt rather than saw Becky Kline move. She shuffled her feet till she could reach me. One hand stretched out and took hold of my cock. She sucked air through her teeth. She shuffled close to me, her near breast shivered against my arm. I felt the shock of the contact zap through me.
"Cock." She said, like she was learning a new word.
Lovely watched her. She moved around behind her mother and gently worked the tight blue dress off the woman's hips. It bound tightly over her swollen thighs. Lovely squatted so she could wrench it down the curve of Becky's legs, past her knees and only then did the garment loosen. It dropped to the floor.
"Yes, cock. Suck it for him." Lovely whispered, standing up behind her nearly nude mother.
Becky started to kneel but her daughter stopped her.
"Wait." Lovely's voice whispered.
Behind me, I heard Ellen grunting and then she swore, telling us she was coming.
"Christ, I never knew Portia liked pussy!" Wilfred Kline muttered. "Shit."
As if to complete the tableau, Dannielle reached for Annie. Annie flowed towards the taller woman. Annie lifted her dress with one hand as Dannielle pulled her close. The smaller woman got astride Dannielle's legs on the towel-draped chair and they kissed. Dannielle opened Annie's blouse and kissed down to each breast before pushing up Annie's bra and sucking on her nipples.
Orgy. I thought. This is what an orgy is like. God, if my guys were here! And in a fucking attorney's office.
Lovely had stopped her mother so she could remove the last bit of her mother's clothing. She rolled the granny panties down Becky's hips and when I looked back, Becky's shaggy pussy appeared. She needed a good trim. My fucking mouth watered and I knew what I was going to do. I wanted a taste of Becky Kline. God, what a twist I can be. Or maybe I am just smart.
This woman stood still before me. I viewed her body and rather than rolls below her massive tits, her body was lank, lean and trim, a trapezoid topped by her terrific tits. Her eyes closed, her hands twiddling about where her daughter's hands were undressing her. She took one deep breath and her breasts quaked. I did not move. Didn't want to spook the pussy. She might be naked but until she had her lips on my cock or my cock rammed in her cunt, she could still cut and run. Wild pussy had to be tamed carefully.
Becky had big thighs. I imagined she greased them so they did not chafe. Lovely was squatting behind her working distractedly at the panties trying to get them down her mother's thick legs while staring at her bare ass. Lovely was not making much progress. The panties had rolled into a taut band around Becky's plush thighs. Lovely puzzled over the band. Finally, her hands left Becky's panties about mid-thigh and she placed them directly on her mother's ass.
"Oh god, oh god!" Becky whispered. "Lovely, touch me. Please." Her eyes were closed but her voice trembled, similar to fear but it wasn't fear affecting her tone. Suddenly she cocked a knee out and then widened her feet. She popped her ass back and grunted. She opened herself, bending slightly forward to part her large ass and expose her pussy to her daughter's eyes. Her panties bound her legs together, subduing her stance.
Lovely stared for a moment then drew an hand off her mother's ass cheek and extended a finger. She touched the pursed lips of her mother's pussy, pushing her finger deep into the other woman.
Becky Kline shuddered and grunted as her daughter penetrated her with a finger. "Uhg, god!" Rebecca Kline groaned.
"You're wet, mother." Lovely whispered.
I wanted them to get back to the whole cock sucking thing, but I waited. Didn't want to spook anyone.
"You're wet mother." Lovely said again. "Tell me you are wet."
"I'm very wet, honey. Because of you."
"Liar." Lovely said, amusement in her voice. "Tell me when you became aroused. When did you feel it, here?" She pulled her finger back and thrust it into her mother again, entering her deeper than before, probing far into her mother's body.
Becky jerked. Her eyes closed again then opened. They found my eyes, which were just returning from sweeping over her nude body, as if I was mapping her contours. "Her finger is in me." Becky whispered, her tone accused me like this was all my fault. Okay, it kinda was my doing but, why blame me? Becky jumped again, making her great tits waver and shimmy.
"Uhhhh." Becky shuddered.
"Tell me, mother." Lovely whispered.
"When, when he kiss, kissed Mrs. Kingston, uh, uh between the legs. Before that, I, I was fascinated but felt nothing much. But, but seeing his head between her legs, oh, then, Lovely, then I felt it. I knew then, I knew I could not resist this. Any of it." Becky jerked again, her voluptuous body twitching. "Oh god, I am so turned on."
Lovely stood up behind her mother. She moved around to stand beside us. "I want to see his cock in your mouth, mother." She whispered. "If you make him come, I will eat you."
I thought someone shot the woman, she dropped to her knees so fast. Honestly, Rebecca Kline did not look that nimble; statuesque is the word that comes to mind and nimble statues, well, that just makes no sense. But first, Becky pushed her panties to her knees. Then she shuffled forward with little mincing motions that made her breasts waver and bounce. Becky took hold of my cock and went still, studying it as if she was memorizing his cute little face. Head. Whatever. Later I realize she was looking for the warning label.
Lovely moved close to me. She put one of her big, flipper hands on the side of my face and gently directed me down so she could kiss me. Her lips were soft, expressive and I smelled her. Just as she released the kiss, her mother started her kiss, her lips touching my cock, butterfly light but sizzling hot. She sucked, smacking her lips. Lovely looked down.
"Suck it. Take it as deep as you can."
Becky pushed her mouth onto my cock, letting it slide past her stiff lips, over the cushion of her tongue. At half a cock, she stopped.
I groaned, a mixture of satisfaction and disappointment. Is half a cock sucker half good or no good?
Lovely looked at me, a wispy smile on her face. "I don't think she ever sucked a cock before. She doesn't know how. If you don't come, fuck me when you want. I am going to go eat Mrs. Honeywell." Lovely tittered a little. "I want to see if she tastes like a honey well." She seemed proud to be so clever.
She shuffled her feet but stopped when I put a hand on her breast. God, I had been itching to touch her since she pulled off her sweater. I felt the weight of her breast in my hand. Lovely closed her eyes.
"Don't." She said easily. "I want to eat..."
I squeeze her tit, finding her nipple. I pinched the nipple. Lovely's face lit and tilted back.
"Ah, Ah." She moaned. "Do that again."
I didn't. I let my hand drop. Her mother sucked on my cock like it was a straw. Still, it stayed perfectly hard.
"Honey." I mumbled.
"Honey. Uh, Honeywell." Lovely nodded and drifted away. Alissa watched her approach with fierce eyes. She was perfectly nude. The gorgeous black woman lay back on the table, letting her dark legs dangle. Lovely's white body created a lovely contrast as she moved between them, pressing Alissa's knees open. Alissa squeaked when Lovely's hands ran up her bare legs. The brilliant white girl knelt between the black legs and pressed them wider, like a shaft of light cutting through brilliant darkness. Alissa arched her back and opened herself, presenting her pussy. Lovely leaned into the dark crevasse and licked and kissed. Alissa hissed and moaned, as much to encourage the girl as in response.



Becky needed lessons. Happy to oblige but right now, I wanted her to watch me fuck her daughter. I jiggled her shoulder. Her eyes opened. She pulled off my cock.
"Cock." She whispered.
Just at that moment the door opened and I thought we were all done. Clara Swearington appeared, poking her head past the door to look around.
"Holy shit, I missed out." She said aloud.
Annie was still sitting astride Dannielle's legs on the lounge chair having her tits sucked, her arms draped around Danniell's neck, back arched, hips rocking lasciviously. Ellen sat tipped back, her knees hooked on the arms of her chair, twitching because she was coming again. Mrs. Portia Kline the second was eating her.
"Can I come in?" Clara asked, looking at me.
I had an idea. "Sure. Come here. Suck my cock. Show Becky how its done."
Becky looked up at me, her cheeks pinking. I stroked her cheeks and she gurgled but blushed deeper.
Clara was on her knees beside the naked woman immediately. She eyed the woman's body and then smiled up at me. I turned and Clara put my cock to her lips. She started to say something but I pushed against her lips and she inhaled me. For a moment she held me with two hands but a moment later, she dropped the hand closest to Becky and fumbled over the curves of the woman's body. Clara weighed a breast awkwardly with one hand and squeezed it. Becky squeaked.
Clara, the omnivore, released my cock, turned Becky's head and kissed her full on the lips. Becky's eyes went wide, staring at the blond woman kissing her. Clara pulled back, smiling happily. One hand lifted one of Becky's heavy tits and bent over and kissed it, then licked over the arch of it and lashed the nipple with her tongue.
I knotted my hand in Clara's blond hair. She had an attention deficit disorder. She grabbed my wrist and followed the pull, standing up.
When I had her undivided attention, I nodded toward Bickerstaff and Kline. "Do them. Whatever they want." The two older men were watching me and they glanced at each other when I spoke. Clara moved over towards them.
"Wait." I grabbed her arm. "Becky, stand up. We are going to undress your friend here."
Becky struggled to her feet, a certain awkward eagerness to her motions. Only her breasts moved when she did, a telling sight of the nature of her body, built to fuck.
Clara wore pink. A pink jacket with bloused shoulders over a lighter pink blouse that buttoned up the back. The skirt was tight, pink and, did I mention it was tight?
I looked at Becky. She stared at me like I had her life in my hands. "Your husband fucked Clara here, often. Did you know that?" I asked.
"Ex-husband." Becky said, some of the dullness leaving her eyes. She looked past me where Dannielle and Annie, Portia and Ellen were kissing and then focused back on me. Though she was nude, she seemed back in control of her faculties. That is, until Clara laid hands on her tits. Becky's eyes rolled up in her head. Clara massaged them, rubbing them both hard and then pinching the cones of her inverted nipples.
"Oh no, not that." Becky moaned.
"May I kiss them?" Clara asked, her usually high voice husked with desire.
I moved behind her and whispered in her ear to suck Mrs. Kline the first's tits. Clara lifted one and kissed it. Becky groaned deep in her chest. Her hands fluttered to each side of the blond woman.
I found the snaps and zippers again on Clara's hips and released her pink skirt once more. She sashayed her hips back and forth and it dropped to the floor. She was still nude underneath. I bent her body a little and she bowed her back, arching her ass backwards but keeping her sucking lips on Becky Kline's mighty breast. I fingered her between her ass cheeks and found her pussy running wet. I touched my cock to her and she squawked. Becky's eyes opened. I thrust into the blond woman and she grunted, shuffling her feet to take me into her body.
"Oh my god, he's fucking her." Becky whispered.
Lovely, kissing Alissa on the table, kneeling between Alissa's black knees stopped and turned to watch. After a moment, she pushed at Alissa's shoulders. The black woman lay down. Lovely bent over her, sucking at Alissa's breasts as Clara sucked her mother's.
"Oh that feels, that feels, that feels..." Becky chanted.
Alissa grunted on the table, one hand tangled in Lovely's straight brown hair.
I pushed deeper into Clara, straightening my knees. My cock, deep inside her, seemed to lift her, she rose on her toes, then settled her pussy down the spike thrust inside of her from behind. I put an arm around her tummy and the woman relaxed, settled further onto my cock with a squeak and a grunt. Her hips shifted back and forth, initiating my cock into her snug little club. She sighed, rocked her hips and bucked once. I bent my knees, her feet caught on the ground and I felt her weight shift from my arm and cock to her feet as her knees locked. I immediately pulled out of her. She whined in protest.
I reached around her to her hands and pulled them away from Becky's breasts. Becky's eyes opened, crossed for a moment before she got them right and strained to focus.
I pulled Clara's hands behind her and ran mine up her arms to the shoulders of the pink jacket. I stripped it off her shoulders. She waggled them. Becky's eyes fixed on the woman's breasts, encased in blouse and bra.
"Mrs. Kline." I said softly. "Undress her." I moved away.
Becky finally got her eyes focused and nodded vacantly. She put out her hands and twisted Clara around by the shoulders, like she was a doll. Becky ran her hands down Clara's straight back and patted her shapely ass. She slowly unbuttoned the top button on the back of the woman's blouse. Clara looked back over her shoulder at Becky, holding that pose. The wife of her former lover was undressing her and Clara seemed thrilled by the salacious juxtaposition.
Becky continued to unbutton the blouse till it waffled over Clara's breasts. Clara extended her arms to me and I pulled it down her arms. Becky unhooked the woman's bra and I put it in my hand with her blouse, draping it over an empty chair. The two naked women stood staring at me.
I had to be disciplined. One at a time, since I only have one cock, that is sort of logical.
"Mrs. Kline, what do you think about letting Bickerstaff and Kline fuck this woman for us? They are being sports about this whole endeavor. There is no need to be parsimonious."
Becky looked at me over Clara's angular shoulders. "Fuck her?"
"Yes." I heard the voice from behind me.
Portia.
I turned around. She was staring at us. Ellen lay like she was dead drunk, panting in her chair, legs wide open, still hooked over the arms of the chair as though on a pussy eating rack, her pussy gaping and shiny with cum. Annie still fed her tits to Dannielle who seemed fully engaged in the process, fascinated by the delicate little doves that her own dwarfed. Annie had one hand on the back of the woman's head and the other between her own legs, strumming her pussy while pressing her tits into Danniell's mouth, one a time. She seemed intent on rocking her hips without moving her tits.
"Mrs. Kline, the second? What are you thinking?"
"I want her to fuck them. She, she fucked them before, she should do it here." Portia's voice whispered and crackled like silk over glass.
I glanced over at Becky and the woman nodded. "Yes. Fuck them."
I was amused. I nodded. Both men stood up and began undressing, a sight I turned my back on. I nodded in their direction and Clara, now blondly nude, walked around Lovely and Alissa to the far side of the table and thence to where Kline was hopping around trying to get his pants off.
Alissa groaned and writhed on the table. Lovely had pushed her nearly to the middle so that she herself lay over the edge of the table. I wanted to fuck her but first, I had to assure myself that Becky Kline was fully engaged. I looked at her.
"That is generous of you. See, that is not so hard, being generous with your ex-husband and his partner." I extended a hand and she put hers in mine. I pulled the nude woman towards me. Till then her back had been to the table and thus to her daughter. I turned her, pulling her unbelievable ass against my hard cock. She saw her daughter feeding between Alissa's splayed legs and gasped, a heartfelt, deeply, shocked, maybe aroused, gasping groan. I pulled her hard against my bare body. I kissed the side of her neck, up to her ear. My hand held her by the waist, stroking down her full thighs and hip. She pulled her eyes away from her daughter, twisting to try to look at me but failing. I cupped her enormous breasts, feeling their weight and heat in my hands.
"Oh god." She moaned.
I felt her shudder against me. "Do you agree to this?" I asked, risking everything. Becky Kline went still. After a moment she put her hands up to mine. At first, those female hands pressed on mine, holding them against her tits. Then she, I have to say, reluctantly, gripped my wrists and pulled them away from her. She stepped away from me, cast one look at her daughter and turned to face me.
"Agree?" She said softly. "Agree? I am standing here naked while your women have sex with each other around me. You ask if I agree?"
I nodded. I had to have her agreement. "I am asking. I want to hear the words. I will take your word as your bond. Agree and I claim you as will be my right."
She turned to look at her daughter. It was very much like we were alone in the room. Behind me, I heard Ellen's voice once more tripping up the stairway to heaven. Becky turned back to me. She nodded once. "Okay. I surrender."
I waited.
Then she did something I thought peculiar. She put her hands under her own tits and lifted them. She massaged them. Despite herself, her eyes closed and for a moment I thought I had vanished. Her eyes opened.
"Yes." She whispered.
"Yes, what?"
She smiled then and the light appeared again in Becky'e eyes, and she nodded. "Whenever you call." She said softly. She dropped her hands from her tits, reached for my wrist and placed my hand squarely on one breast. "Anytime, anywhere, anyhow." She muttered. "I'll fuck you now if you like."
I shook my head. "Come watch."
There was movement behind me. Annie appeared in my peripheral vision, her top open, her wagging tits visible, Dannielle in tow. The two women moved towards the table but both stopped and stared across it. Clara was bent over with Bickerstaff's cock in her mouth while Kline was jamming his stubby cock into her from the other end.
I pointed at Clara. Bickerstaff caught my movement and gave me his eyes. "Just her. Don't touch anyone else." I said aloud. Bickerstaff nodded. Kline opened his eyes, his hands on Clara's ass and nodded. Clara continued to suck and grind her ass against Kline, which he clearly appreciated. I decided then that she should be theirs to use. I needed to discuss that with their wives. A matter for another time.
Annie pulled Dannielle into a kiss and began to strip her. Becky and I watched Dannielle's body flower into nudity, displaying her incredible charms. Annie removed her blouse and bra, then stared frankly at her lovely breasts. Undeterred, Annie finished with the rest, till Dannielle was naked, shivering with excitement. Being stripped by the half-dressed Chinese woman seemed to thrill her. Annie laid her on the table and kissed her breasts, then crawled over her and kissed her mouth. Moments later, Annie knelt between the woman's legs and began to eat her. Dannielle swooned, cooing and moaning.
Becky stared at the two and then looked at me. Her eyes were wide, like a kid at Disneyland, not sure what to ride first. I confess I felt the same way.
I moved to the table. Lovely was bent over the table, feeding on Alissa's pussy. Alissa hummed with satisfaction. I still held Becky's hand in mine, like two people crossing the street. I looked at her, she was staring at her daughter eating the black woman. It was an incredible sight, Lovely's white body framed by Alissa's dark legs.
Becky shook her head. "I never could have imagined this." She said.
"Say it."
She looked at me, the glaze in her eyes thinned. "Say what?"
"Tell me you want to watch me fuck her."
She nodded, then, as though understanding finally. She nodded once more and licked her lips. "I, I want to see you fuck my daughter. Fuck her. Put your cock in her. Oh god, I do. I really do. I can feel it. I want to feel you fuck her, see you fuck her." She clinched her eyes closed. "Then I want to you to fuck me!"
Behind us Ellen shrieked again. Portia must be an accomplished pussy diver.
I moved behind Lovely. I felt between her legs. She grunted. Her head lifted and she looked back down her body, showing her incredible flexibility. She widened her legs, lifting her ass and waited.
I touched her pussy and it flowered. Liquid flowed over my hand. I fingered her pussy. Lovely, still twisted around watching me, closed her eyes. Behind her, Alissa struggled up to her elbows to watch what was happening. Becky stood beside me. I'd dropped her hand to finger her daughter's pussy and she moved it to my shoulder. When I moved closer to her bent daughter, her hand tightened on my shoulder.
I touched the end of my cock to Lovely's leg. She twitched but did not move otherwise. I gripped my cock in one hand, directed it to her pussy lips bulging between her ass cheeks. The cone of her ass hole yawned above her pussy. I leaned in. The head of my cock kissed her pussy lips and they kissed back. She shuddered a little, she began to keen, a high wail that continued as my cock slid past her entrance and disappeared into her pulsing body.
"Oh god." It was Becky who spoke. Her hand on my shoulder squeezed me tightly. "I am watching you have sex with my daughter!" She spoke from her trance. I crouched a little and leaned into the bent woman, filling her with cock. Lovely's ass jerked and pushed back at me. I slid into her with a squelch. The pleasure rifled through me, rattling my reserve and threatening my sanity. God but pussy, fresh pussy, excited pussy feels fine! She groaned as my cock rasped past her outer lips and began to scrape the sides of her pussy. She grunted as I snuggled against her bent body, fitting her ass against me. I ground us together. She turned back to face Alissa.
Alissa sat up, kissed the woman awkwardly on the mouth. "Eat me." She growled and pressed Lovely's head back between her legs. Lovely compiled and a moment later Alissa dropped onto her back with a thump, groaning.
"Oh god!" Becky said again.
I pulled my cock back from the depths of the cunt I was in and then slammed it home again, hard. Lovely bucked with the impact of my body against her hips and my cock spearing into her. Her pussy was hot, boiling, afire with pleasure that inundated me. I closed my eyes and began to flow in and out of her. Her body oiled my cock but clinched me tightly each time I rooted fully in her.
It seemed a long time later but it might have been just a few moments, Lovely's voice came to me. "Make her taste me."
I had been sawing in and out of Lovely Kline for several minutes, feeling the clasping tension of her pussy all along the length of my cock. She dripped, her inner thighs glittered. I pulled free of her pussy. I turned to Becky who was already kneeling. She took delicate hold of my cock and began to lick it, tentatively at first but then more and more insistently. She licked and sucked and then my cock was in her mouth. I grasped her head and pushed my cock deep as it could go. She gagged immediately and I released her.
I helped her up and maneuvered her over to the table. I got her to sit on it, retrieved a chair and sat between her powerful legs. I regarded them with some trepidation. Her bulbous ass tipped her pussy up when she lay down, exposing it and opening her as physics and gravity went to work on her body. Her ass spread out on the table, framing her pussy, topping her powerful legs. I crept between them and licked her.
Becky grunted and convulsed. "Yes." She hissed. "Do that."
Lovely crawled off the table and stood behind me. Alissa lay back, panting from her pleasurable ordeal. I licked Becky's pussy again and she grunted. I began to lave it with my tongue. She had a peculiar taste, tangy and pungent. Her body seemed to roil under my ministrations. Beside me, Annie ate Dannielle. On the other side of me, Lovely lapped at Alissa's pussy.
I poked my tongue into the Becky's cavity and she grunted again. She did not seem to respond until I sucked on her pussy. She began to pant almost immediately. I sucked and sucked and moments later, she heaved beneath me, grunting and shaking.
"Oh god, I came. I came! With just his mouth!"
I felt Lovely behind me. "Can you come in her. I want to taste you in her."
Becky heard the words and went completely still. I stood up, I puzzled about how to enter her, finally pulling her up right, turned her and bent her over the table. From behind I sought her pussy. Her huge ass warded me from that entry. I turned her around, unwilling to puzzle that out just now. She hitched that incredible ass on the table and drew me between her legs. Her diffidence disappeared. Becky Kline understood fucking perfectly well.
She held her legs wide, like two great piers. I moved between them like I was landing a jet, my cock protruding before me. I put a hand on each calf and helped her hold them aloft. She bent forward, grasped my cock and guided me towards the entrance to her body.
"Any, time. Any, where. Any, way." She mumbled. "And with anyone you say."
I penetrated her body. She shook and shifted as I thrust into her. She pulled my mouth to hers and kissed me. I shifted her legs higher, bending her, expecting resistance but she bent with me, her legs lifting to my shoulders. She planted her hands on the table behind her, leaned back and arched her tits. They rallied before me, tall and proud and tense with arousal. I felt Lovely behind me and then felt tension on Becky's legs. Lovely held them over my shoulders. I ran my hands down those great legs and pulled Becky's ass to the edge of the table. My cock was barely hooked inside her pussy. I leaned into her and my cock descended through her many folds, sliding inexorably into her.
Becky screamed. Her body bucked as I penetrated it. Her head fell back but she kept her body upright, tipped back receiving my cock, keeping us crammed together at the edge of the table. After I cycled in and out of her depths a few times, she bent forward and kissed me hard while I fucked her flexible like her daughter her legs still up on my shoulders. What muscle control. It created a clinch inside her body and she pulsed around my cock. Becky panted into my mouth, trying to kiss and regain her breath at the same time. She grunted and grunted and suddenly, I was there. I felt Lovely pressing her naked body against me from behind while I fucked her mother, pushing against me, sandwiching me between her body and her mother's.
Lovely felt my orgasm begin, the knotting of my muscles as it rose out of me and geysered into Rebecca Kline. Lovely clung to me, as though she could absorb some of my pleasure through my skin directly into hers. She plastered her tits against my back, while I pumped cum into her mother. Her hand caressed her mother's legs propped on my shoulders.
When the cataclysm passed, Lovely pulled me back from between her mother's legs. She took my chair and scooted between her mother's legs. Like with Alissa, she slid her hands up Becky's legs, bent and kissed along each leg. Becky panted, eyes fixed on the woman between her knees. Lovely kissed up to the woman's bush and licked through it, chasing the little pearls glittering there. Her tongue seemed as outsized as her hands. She licked and then kissed down into her mother's fur and then fastened her mouth of the pussy. Becky gasped. Lovely sucked hard on the woman's pussy. In moments, she had Becky bucking through a violent orgasm.



Becky tried to watch her daughter eat her but the orgasm exploded and her body quaked. It wracked her with wave after wave of towering pleasure knocking her head back with a straight orgasmic jab, eyes squeezed closed as she concentrated on the building pleasure swelling up in her body. Her tits wobbled and wavered, like clouds in a huge storm. Becky gasped and grunted. She fell onto her back, surrendering completely to her daughter's loving mouth. Clearly this was not Lovely's first rodeo. She understood pussy.
I realized that Alissa was gone from the table. I felt someone touch me and turned to find Alissa with the other black woman, the current Mrs. Kline. It was odd, Alissa was nude, Portia, fully clothed, though her straightened hair was a mess and her face glistened with the facial Ellen had given her. Two black women talked together in low voices. Behind them, Ellen lolled, her eyes lidded, legs still open.
Portia smiled, the first sign of life besides her attack on Ellen. "I think I ate her into a coma." She said.
"Sonny, this is Portia Kline."
I nodded.
"You, you still need to fuck her." Alissa muttered. "If you don't, Becky will not sign."
I regarded the young black woman. She was older than me but not by much, her body a lean blade but for the shelf of breasts overhanging her lank belly. Her straightened black hair framed a beautiful face but her eyes held and intense personality all their own. She nodded when I looked at her.
"Mrs. Kline," she smiled richly, "the first, she will insist on, that you, that we have sex while she watches. I believe Alissa is perfectly correct."
"I have things for her to sign, the others have signed but she refused. Even Caroline whom I presumed would be difficult as well, even she assented, fully aware that she would be subject to your attentions, she signed and don't worry, you'll have her soon enough."
"Have you met the former Mrs. Bickerstaff?" Portia asked. She rolled her eyes. "She is impressive. Why the man divorced her I do not know!"
Dannielle squealed on the table, Annie between her legs. Her tits roiled before she took them in hand and squeezed and mashed them while her hips bumped and ground up at Annie's face.
I nodded at them. "Her, I should think."
Portia laughed out loud, nodding, eyes remaining on the two mismatched women.
Alissa was dressing, covering herself with blouse and skirt, no bra, no panties. "I'll go get the documents. Please, get Becky's attention so she is ready to sign."
I looked over at Mrs. Kline the first and her daughter. As we watched, Lovely rose from between her mother's legs and literally crawled over her. Becky swooned onto her back but we saw her open her eyes just as Lovely lowered her pussy onto her mouth. Becky glugged and then grabbed Lovely's thighs. Lovely ignored her mother's slithering objection and settled her pussy onto her face, turning carefully over her mother's body till they were in the position for sixty-nine.
"Jesus, Sonny, what did you do to those two?"
I looked at Alissa and grinned. "I fucked you."
She smiled at that, if somewhat bleakly. I noted that Ellen's eyes opened and she watched us with a cat's intensity.
"I, Alissa, I need to ask a favor of you. I have a friend, a young woman who is somewhat shy and she, well, she admires you and wants to, she, she wants us to have sex while she watches. I told her I would ask." I consciously spoke within Ellen's hearing, purposely dangling the prospect before her.
Portia looked back and forth between us like we were deciding her fate and not another's. Or perhaps she was jealous and was dying to gain our consideration too.
Alissa's eyes flickered but then she turned away. "I'll think about it." Now the attorney once more. She spoke as she opened the door. "I am going to send everyone else home now. I'll be back in a moment." She left us.
Portia Kline looked at me and grinned an open smile. "Mr. Duncan, if, if she refuses you, I'll do it."
I nodded my thanks. "She won't. I assure you. She will beg for the chance."
"Maybe you can let me be the fly on the wall, then." Portia shuddered then, a violent quiver shaking her whole body. "God, I have never seen something like this. Heard about it but never in my life..." She pulled her eyes from Lovely and Becky and directed them at me, they gleamed. "They are amazing, aren't they?"
Portia wore a man's shirt and blue jeans, clearly dressed down for this. The only bits of high fashion about her were her ruby red lips, now blurred, her bright red lipstick was badly smeared onto chin and cheeks, and her high heels. I looked over at Lovely and her mother. "I better go break that up." I caught Ellen's eye. She stood up, tottering in her bare feet as though she was a novice in high heels. She wobbled over to us.
She slipped a companionable arm around Portia. "This woman can eat pussy, I am here to tell you!" She chirped. "Fuck me, I'd recommend her to my own sister."
Portia looked at Ellen with interest. "You have a sister?"
"I'll get one if you promise to do that to me again. God, girl, you have skills."
Portia smiled her lavish smile again. "Practice makes perfect."
"Well, girl, fucking practice, practice, practice." Ellen said with a straight face. She pulled a shirt tail from Portia's jeans and lifted it up and wiped around the woman's mouth. When she was done, she looked at me. "Fuck me, Duncan, you do know how to throw a party. What is amazing it none of us are drunk or high."
Portia made a noise in her throat and threw a hand at the table, where two sets of women were engaged in careful sixty-nines. "You think they aren't high?" She asked rhetorically. "I should be so lucky to be sober like that."
I moved then. Alissa would be back soon. I tottered over to the table and lay my hands on Becky's full thighs, spread to accommodate her daughter's bobbing head. Her knees were right at the edge of the table so her calves and feet dangled. Lovely was carefully licking and kissing her mother. I could see the top of her head, her hair covered her mother's crotch. When I approached, Lovely craned her head back, looking at me with her gray, dulled eyes.
"Lovely, don't you think you have had enough of her? Don't you think she should be shared?" I spoke softly but I am pretty sure Becky heard because her ass rose up and twisted back and forth. It was not clear if she was responding to me, agreeing to being shared, or if she was demanding he daughter return her mouth and tongue to their former endeavors.
"Oh, yes, yes of course." Lovely breathed. "She should be shared. Yes, shared." She dipped her head again and kissed her mother's pussy loudly.
I tapped lightly on her head and she lifted up again, mouth glistening. Becky's hips bumped up again.
"Hmmm?" Lovely whispered.
"I meant now." I said.
Lovely's eyes lit. She nodded. "Oh, of course." She rocked onto one knee, lifted her body from her mother's face and twisted off of her. Her foot grazed Annie's bare back. Annie did not acknowledge the contact, keeping her head working between Dannielle's arched legs, her lean hips rising and settling on Dannielle's face.
I shook my head.
Lovely regarded me for a moment. "Shared? She should be shared?" She whispered, as if rolling the thought around in her mind. "I should share my mother?" She nodded, wiping her chin with one finger. "Share my mother. A daughter should share her mother." She nodded again.
Becky lifted up her head and looked around. Her eyes saw the women beside her. Her eyes widened. She became still and she stared. She sat up, lifting easily from the waist, showing her strong core. Though large in hips and shoulders, she was strong and well formed. She studied Annie and Dannielle for a moment, like an art student studies an Esher print searching for figure and ground but puzzling as they switch back and forth from perspective to perspective.
My hands were still on her knees. I shook one leg with my hand and her head moved around, slow like a search light, her eyes beaming straight ahead.
"Sonny? Did you have sex with me?" She licked away some of the gel her daughter left on her face. "Did you see us? Lovely and me?" Suddenly her eyes flicked past me and I turned to see what she was seeing, fearing Alissa was already back.
My eyes saw the glory of Lovely. She leaned over Ellen, kissing her soundly, wrapping around her like a plush coat, her breasts enveloping Ellen's spare body. Ellen's hands clasped each breast, almost in self-defense. The taller woman was not to be denied, Ellen's head cocked back to receive Lovely's kiss.
"Oh Lovely, what have I done?" Becky Kline's voice keened with a mother's horror.
"I am pretty sure she has had experience between a woman's legs." I said but I don't think Becky found much comfort in the thought.
Portia stood watching the two women kissing right beside her with frank admiration. I think she had some jealousy but she had sense enough not to put her hands on her husband's daughter while Becky looked on even in that dazed state.
"Portia." I said.
The beautiful black woman snapped awake and looked at me. She glanced at Lovely and Ellen then moved in my direction at my small gesture. I reached out a hand and she extended hers so I was able to pull her around to face Becky, her straight, black, back to me. I snuggled up behind her and kissed her neck. Portia immediately slipped into "fuck me" mode, her body weaving against me, grinding her ass against my cock. My hands found the top button on her long-sleeved, checkered, red shirt and began to unfasten it. Portia's hands rose up to cover mine, holding them as I moved to the top button, resting wrists and forearms on her impressive cleavage.
I kissed the side of her dark neck. She tipped her head away, exposing her neck, letting her rich black hair cover her face and shoulder. I kissed her several times till she moaned, a soft coo that approved of my progress. The button at the crest of the ridge of her breasts opened and they came fully into Becky's view.
I lifted my head from Portia's neck.
"You haven't had sex with her yet." Becky said.
Our assessment of the situation seemed perfectly validated.
"No. I haven't. I wanted to ask you first, though Becky, did you enjoy your daughter's mouth on your cunt?"
Becky looked like I had just announced to the world that she had fucked a horse. The shock and dismay fought with the warm memory of soft lips eliciting pleasure from the core of her being and the slough of pleasure returned as a memory, suffusing her cheeks.
She nodded, then clamped her mouth closed. "I, no, what do you mean?"
Another button opened on Portia's shirt. It gaped, showing that she wore a body sheath of black trimmed in red. Her head pressed back against my chest. Dannielle's body bounced under Annie and her muffled cries pulled Becky's head around to watch. Then behind us, I heard Ellen moaning and I knew that moan. Surely Lovely was between her legs, practicing. Clara was still bent between the two partners, though they had switched ends, she still appeared quite happy to be fucking them both.
Becky looked back to me and her eyes immediately registered whatever was occurring behind me. They widened and then she quite consciously looked away, fixing them on Portia while I undid another button. Portia was trembling against me. I stopped the slow process of unbuttoning her shirt and fit one of her breasts into my hand. She sighed, wriggling.
"She is very pretty, don't you think, Becky?"
Becky nodded. "Wilfred always had an eye for young women, particularly the black women." Her voice seemed nearly normal.
I resumed unbuttoning Portia's shirt, enjoying her growing excitement. "I, I have to have sex with her but I wondered, you enjoyed your daughter going down on you, what if I asked Portia here to go down on you too? You know, like Lovely did? I think, I think Ellen will tell you she has some talent when it comes to licking pussy." I took that opportunity to twist around to look in Ellen's direction.
Lovely Kline was on her knees, her face pressed into Ellen's crotch, kissing and sucking. Ellen, for her part, still stood, drooped over the taller woman's back, her little hands on Lovely's shoulder blades, her legs bent to allow Lovely's tongue to reach her pussy. While I watched, Ellen bucked once, tensing and straightening, before leaning back over top of Lovely.
"Oh god, Lovely!" Becky's plaintive voice cracked past me.
Lovely blissfully continued eating Ellen's pussy.
I looked back at Becky. "Of course, I would be fucking her while she kissed your pussy. What do you think?"
Becky sat back on her hands, her legs still open, breasts waving as she panted. She regarded me, blinking till she scooted closer to the edge of the table.
"Well?" I said. "What do you think? Shall I fuck her while she eats you?"
Portia lifted her head. I bent and kissed up her neck to her ear. "Mother now, daughter later." I whispered light as cotton in her ear.
"Oh fuck!" Portia growled, understanding my play. She pressed her ass back at me, scraping my rubbery cock with her torn jeans. She turned in my arms and kissed me, pressing her plush lips to mine. Her mouth opened and her tongue touched off a series of erotic sparks. I gripped one breast with one arm around her middle, rubbing her crotch through her jeans. She pulled her lips from mine, panting. "Take them off. Make me naked." Her voice throbbed with eagerness.
I looked at Becky. "I think she will, if you want. You don't have to ask her, I will."
Becky's eyes fixed on me, consciously avoiding focusing past me. She shook her head. "Don't." She breathed. "Don't make me ask."
Oh, that is how it was. "I think it is only polite if you do, don't you? I am sure Portia will be happy to give you another chance to come before Alissa gets back with the things for you to sign. We have time, if you don't hesitate."
Portia's shirt hung open. I turned her back to me again, facing Becky. I ran a hand up and down her body, brushing it lightly while she squirmed against me. Portia wore a body sock that her tits and body filled to perfection. Thin black straps over her shoulders held it up. She was beautiful.
Becky's eyes swept over the woman in my arms. I unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down, as far off her lithe hips as I could with her leaning on me like that.
"Yes, very beautiful." Becky said, her voice going all dreamy like her daughter's. Behind me Ellen squawked.
"I better sit down or I'll need a paramedic." I heard Ellen mumble.
Becky looked past me. "Oh Lovely, no, don't let her do that to you!"
I turned around to find Lovely settling into a chair, legs akimbo. She held Ellen's hands and pulled at them. While I watched, her knees widened while Ellen, unfazed by the turn about, crouched between them. Moments latter, Lovely gasped and sighed, her hips bouncing once before she melted back into the chair. She shifted her ass towards the edge of the chair, which was flush into Ellen's face.
"Oh Lovely!"
I turned back to the nude woman on the table before me. "Becky? Ask her. Ask Portia to give to you what Lovely is feeling. Then I can fuck her while she eats you."
"Oh god, ask me." Portia moaned. "Please, yes, ask that."
Her body writhed against me, anticipation crawling on her like ants over honey. She turned her head around and kissed the side of my neck. I massaged her breasts. One leg lifted and she hooked the heel behind my leg, trying to do I didn't know what. She almost toppled us both onto the floor.
The door opened behind us.
"Becky," I said, "ask Portia to eat you, ask her to go down on you. Then, then I will fuck her and you can sign."
Becky nodded. "Yes. Ask her."
"No. No, you ask her." I hoped she did not mark my change of terms in mid-negotiation.
"Portia, please let him have sex with you." Becky whispered.
Alissa appeared at my right side. She was dressed once more in her stylish lawyer uniform. "What the fuck are you doing now, Sonny?" She hissed in my ear.
I ignored her.
Becky studied us, maybe confused at the new figure and wondering if she were seeing double. Portia continued to writhe, anticipating what was coming, or anticipating coming.
"Portia, you fuck my husband, the least you can do is eat me. Please, go down on me, like he said. I, I want to watch him fuck you, like he fucked me."
I felt Portia tense.
"Take yes for an answer, for fuck sake!" I whispered in her ear. She straightened and waggled her body. I removed my hands from her, releasing her.
Portia pulled up her jeans but not far enough to allow her to walk normally. She shuffled towards Becky. Becky shrank back, odd to see in a strong woman proportioned as she was. Portia approached and lay her hands lightly on Becky's knees. Becky watched Portia like the woman was a male doctor unzipping his pants in an examination room.
"I won't hurt you." Portia cooed. "Just lay down and let me taste you. My god, you have an incredible body. I am so jealous of you. Your waist is tiny but your ass is so round and plush and wonderful."
"Thank you." Becky whispered. She slipped onto her elbows. Her whole body quaked. Her upright tits swayed with the motion.
Beside them Annie lifted her head. She got to her knees and crawled off Dannielle. Dannielle sat up and when she saw Portia staring intently between Becky's open legs, she followed Annie off the table, both women took a chair and began to dress, slowly so as not to spook anyone.
Portia looked back at me. "There is a snap, between my legs." She said. "Unless you want to unpeel me." She turned back to Becky and bent between the woman's legs.
"Oh my god!" Becky shrieked. The moment overcame her and she dropped onto her back on the table with a thud. Her hands sought her own breasts, massaging and stroking them. Her hips bounced once and then lifted, pressing higher as Portia pushed between her open legs.
"Mommy?"
"Hush." Ellen silenced Lovely.
"She's eating her." Lovely said in a wondering voice. "My two mommies!" She started to say something else but the sound of kissing stopped her.
"Thank you." Ellen growled and then Lovely squeaked.
God but I wanted to see what was happening but I gave that up. I moved to Portia's bent frame and shuffled her torn and faded jeans down her legs to her knees. She widened her feet and popped her ass back at me. I put a hand between her legs and felt between them.
Portia moaned. "Oh god, don't stop!" She said out loud.
I felt the little flat nub of the snap. When I pulled it, it came apart and the body sock slackened. I touched her pussy with my finger and Portia grunted hard.
On the table, Becky began to mutter unintelligible words.
"Fuck her." Alissa whispered. "God, she wants you to put your cock in her."
"Um huh." Portia's keen ears picked up Alissa's voice. I moved closer, bent my cock and touched the damp end to Portia's lean leg. My cock was still in a coma.
Alissa, dressed in her office attire, saw my predicament; sometimes the spirit is willing but the flesh is weak. She got to her knees, turned me and took a hold of my cock. She pursed her lips and pushed it quickly into her mouth. She sucked and licked me and sure enough, I got hard. The woman had a way with cock.
She released me and pulled herself upright. "Now, fuck her."
I approached Portia once more but this time with a slick, hard cock. Portia reached back with one hand and pulled at one ass cheek. She achieved her purpose. Her pussy came into perfect view. I touched my cock to it and she grunted. I swabbed it up and down the slit in her body.
Portia lifted her head from Becky's pussy. Becky lifted hers, peering between her tits, down her body at the black woman.



"His, his, his cock is against my cunt. Push it in. Mrs. Kline the first, tell him to push it in!" Portia's voice vibrated with her need and excitement.
"Push it in!" Becky said sharply though her voice warbled a little.
She surprised me. I did not expect her to speak immediately but despite that, I did. I pushed into Mrs. Kline, the second.
"Ugh!" Portia cried as her body accepted my cock into her. "Oh god, Becky, he is fucking me!"
Behind me, I heard Lovely's muffled voice warbling in a kiss. God I wanted to see who was kissing her. I did not turn to look, though. I was busy. My cock penetrated Portia Kline. She held still as I fed cock into her body, pushing slowly into her roiling depths. I gripped her hips and pulled back. Portia lifted her head from between Becky's legs.
"Oh god, I never..." She dived back into Becky's swollen pussy. Becky grunted and flopped on the table, her head wagging back and forth. I pushed back into Portia and Becky stopped moving, she put her hands on the back of Portia's head, holding her in place. I pulled back and rammed into Portia's pussy again. The woman surged and moaned but Becky held her in place between her open legs.
Becky lifted her torso up, her hands still behind Portia's head, pushing her face down. She held herself, tensed, tilted up, her breasts swaying over Portia's head. She released the woman's head and planted her hands behind her body and arched her hips, grinding up against the woman's mouth on her pussy. She looked at me, down the line of the black woman's body bridging the space between my cock and her pussy.
"You are fucking my husband's wife." Becky said. She grunted, her eyes blinked a couple times. "Good. Fuck her. Make her scream and when she begins to come, pull out of her and give it to me."
Portia started to lift her head but Becky put a hand behind her head, balancing on her one hand and tensing her stomach to stay upright. Becky kept the black woman's mouth on her pussy.
I disregarded the order but continued to shove my cock into Portia's milky pussy. It seemed to swirl around me as I penetrated her over and over, the feel of her seeped through the skin and inhabited my body and then fired my brain. She felt like hot slurry, like warm pudding that could squeeze and move, alive with erotic intention surrounding the clasping lust and pleasure. I increased the pace, slamming into Portia harder and harder till the slap of my body on her lean ass filled the room around us. She tried to help but bent and, pinned as she was, all she could do was flex her ass and hunch a little. Oh, and eat Becky.
My orgasm rose up like a summer cloud in the desert, towering over me only to fall in a deluge onto me, a hammer knocking me senseless with powerful pleasure. I pumped into Portia and she whined, feeling me driving gouts of cum into her. I pulled back too far and lost her pussy. I scrambled to penetrate her again and when I did, she squelched and cum spurted out of her pussy, splashing us and running down her legs.
"Mmmmm." Portia moaned, feeling it.
I rooted far into her body and held there, glued to her ass, hunching against her while the climax yet raged in me, pokering her while I orgasmed.
Becky watched, eyes opaque, intense, focused on the woman between her legs. Alissa appeared beside her. Alissa lay down a sheaf of papers, reached out with both hands and took firm hold of both of Becky's nipples.
Becky became still.
"If you ask nicely, I'll pinch them and maybe you'll come." Alissa growled.
I thought Alissa was only going to demand a signature. What did I know? I was balanced on Portia's strong back, cock rooted deep inside of her. Portia lifted her face, tipping me off the small of her back. She moved forward a step, ducked under Alissa'a arms and kissed Becky on the mouth. Becky looked so surprised, when Alissa pinched her nipples, twisting them hard, she shook Portia loose, bucked and fell to the table squealing.
Portia returned to her pussy and moments later, Becky twisted and turned on the table, her great tits roiling and shaking, her hips popping up and down and then she grunted, her body went tense. She arched her body, till her tits fell back towards her head. She held the extreme position and shook, grunting while Portia lashed her pussy.
I pulled out of Portia. Becky dropped to the table. I staggered to a chair and sat down. I could finally see the tableau of Lovely with Ellen between her legs. Dannielle kissed Lovely on the mouth from one side and Annie sucked her tits on the other. Lovely fairly writhed in the chair, the sensations assaulting her body undoing her reason and disjointing her motions.
Becky lay puffing on her back. All I could see were her tits and Portia's head, still working between her legs. After moment, Becky panted through another small orgasm, gasping and banging her ass up at Portia. Alissa moved around the table.
"Becky, he's had you, you have to sign."
Becky twisted so that she faced the table, her body nearly completely turning. Her great ass tipped onto its side but Portia kept her mount, her mouth continued to work on Becky. Alissa sorted the papers and pointed to the first. Becky scratched her signature with a pen. Another and then she gasped and shook for a moment. Another and she groaned and bowed her head for a moment while her hips bucked under Portia. This went on for several minutes, signatures and little climaxes.
I was dressed when Portia finally left Becky's pussy. She stood up, staggered and sat her bare ass on the table beside the former wife. She grinned at me. "Leaving so soon?" She asked. Then, ignoring her own question, she giggled. "That woman, she loves to have her pussy eaten."
Becky, signing the last of the papers blushed clear down to her tits.
"Thank you, Mrs. Kline. That is all we needed. You and your daughter may go." Alissa came over to me and said, "Can I see you a minute in my office."
I nodded and with shoes and socks in one hand, followed her out the door, leaving the detritus of the orgy to someone else to clean up. Alissa pulled me into her office and closed the door. When she kissed me, it surprised me but it felt like approval.
It wasn't a legacy kiss, meant for perpetuation. She pulled away and went to her desk. "First, thank you for that. I, I think the woman thought she was playing with all the aces. She, none of them believed you could convert her that easily or that fast. I swear, I confess I did not believe it either but I had to ask you to try. I had a Federal attorney all linked up to give her the third degree. He'll be disappointed. You are a fucking marvel, to get all three of them naked and willing to fuck you while we all watched. No one will dare deny this now. God, this is so perfect! My god, Sonny, do you know what this means?"
"More pussy for Sonny?" I mumbled, sure I was wrong; wrong in guessing the answer to her question, not wrong about the implications of what had just happened for me and my little soldier.
Alissa laughed. She was ebullient. "No, it means I'll become the managing partner. Both of those guys had a clause in their contracts that no one else could be managing partner and to make it impossible for anyone to subvert their positions, they had their wives sign the agreements so only if all four of them would sign could Peppers give control of the firm to someone else." Alissa shook the papers at me. "I just got the last signature. Kline and Bickerstaff were sure Rebecca Kline would never sign. They bet on it!" She laughed, no, giggled. "They had no idea what Sonny Duncan can do to a woman's resolve to keep her tits covered." She laughed again. She put the papers down and came over and kissed me again.
"God, I want to fuck you badly right now!" She kissed me again. And again.
A guy has got to love a happy woman. If you have never encountered it, try it. Just to be a bitch, I wadded up her dress with one hand, walked her back to her desk, propped her ass on it and felt between her legs. She was Amazon wet. I pushed a finger into her and broke the kiss.
"Now you really owe me." I said softly.
She nodded. Then she grinned, even while my finger went where my cock could no longer manage. It had turned into an accordion. "Seven women. God, you fucked seven women."
"Eight." I corrected, not to be a butt but just to keep the record straight. "You forgot Annie."
"Oh my god, you're right. Did you see her eating Mrs. Bickerstaff! My god, who would believe what I just watched happen in that conference room?"
I shook my head and pulled my finger out of Alissa's chocolaty goodness.
She sobered. "I'll, I'll let Sid know we have settled the situation with the apartment. I don't know how long it will be in your name but the firm will pay all the monthlies with it. I have a contract hiring you that specifies that as part of your expense package. I am sure, after what you just did in there, I am sure you'll see another payment. I know you have struggled for money, I lent Cici money quite a lot of money over the years..." She gasped.
"Oh my god! I know whom you were talking about!"
I shook my head. "Fuck me, Alissa, you are hearing voices. I wasn't saying anything."
"No, I mean the woman who wants to watch us have sex. Ahmay Allan. She is the only woman I know who would tell you she respects me. The rest are, we are peers and that makes no sense. It's Ahmay, isn't it?"
I nodded. "Yes. Can I tell her you are on?"
Alissa nodded. "Of course. Of course. After what just happened in there, I may never want to fuck without an audience again. God, once I got started, I felt it around me like a warm blanket!" She hugged me then and kissed my cheek.
"One more thing, Alissa. You know Ellen?"
Her face clicked into listening mode. "Of course I know Ellen."
"She and Sammy..." I got no further.
"My god, Ellen and Sammy are having sex?"
I nodded.
Alissa genuinely looked shocked but her logical legal mind, or suspicious legal mind took over her body and she glared at me. "Why are you the one telling me this?"
"Oh come now, Alissa, how do you think they were going to tell you? You know that night, when I had Ellen and Dannielle at the apartment that first time? I, Dannielle treated it like she was taking a single night off, a night away from the strictures of her marriage and she asked for it all. You know, two cocks. Since I only have the one, I had to improvise. He and Ellen, oddly they hit it off. Her sarcasm and his, his..." I struggled for the right word.
"My son is irrepressible, I think that is the world you are seeking. Just like his father!"
"Exactly! Exactly. They, they just hit it off and now they are going at it like they were made for each other. Of course, given the proximity of their relationships to you, they understandably felt shy about saying anything."
Alissa nodded, reasonably. "I can see that, I guess. God, Sammy and Ellen? How much sense does that make? I cannot even imagine it."
I got an evil idea. I pushed her back onto the desk, pulling her skirt up over her black legs. Her face got really intense, only slipping into a sighing shuddered when I pressed a finger back through the slick tightness of her pussy.
Alissa moaned, her eyes closing rapturously. They opened a moment later, my finger still embedded deeply in her body. "God, Sonny." She whispered. "I never imagined I would benefit from this as I do. Thank you."
I put my face close to hers. She closed her eyes and tilted her chin up, and waited, waiting for my lips on hers. Instead I spoke.
"I want you to do something for me." I whispered.
"Anything." Alissa whispered back. "Just tell me what to do."
"I want you to offer yourself to Sammy and Ellen. Tell Sammy, or catch them together if you can and join them, if they'll let you. Then, then surrender to him whenever he wants you."
Alissa's eyes opened. "Oh god, Sonny, do you mean it?"
I nodded.
"I, I have been so jealous of Kyla and Natasha, their sons having them whenever they liked." She sighed. "I know Sammy, it hurt him but he loves you and he, he tried a couple times just to see if I would but we, our hearts were never in it." She shuddered. "Oh my god, now, now I can..." She tailed off in a puff of sexual smoke pouring from her ears.
Someone tapped on the door.
I pulled my finger from her pussy and she arranged her dress demurely, a fatuous conceit since the room reeked of sex. "Yes?"
The door opened and Annie poked her head inside. "Sonny want ride home? I go."
I kissed Alissa. "Soon. Tonight." I wanted to give her instructions, tell her to take Ellen home, confess she knew about them but I left it to her. "However you wish, Alissa."
I nodded to Annie and we walked together to the elevator and rode it down.
She waited till the thing opened and disgorged us into the empty, cold lobby of the office building. A security guard looked up, his eyes lighting at seeing Annie.
Anne spoke. "That, that is why Sid has invested in you. That, that would have been expensive and disastrous for him and Peppers. He and Peppers, they have become friends, of a sort. They talk often and Peppers confided that he was mortified that he let those two weasels into his firm. They brought business and reputation at a time when scandal had mired his firm down. Despite their despicable characters, they helped him get it back from the brink. When his health collapsed, they kept things going but did so at the cost of his full operating control. Sid set out to help him get it back when those two tried to steal his business from Alissa. Fucking buggers!"
Annie took my arm as we walked to her car in the glittering gloom of the night. "Will you drive? I, I am quivering so much I think I might crash us." She laughed.
Perhaps the first time since I met her, the tension in her seemed gone, utterly gone.
"I never saw anything like that. You fucked us all, every woman in the room!"
We got to her car, she handed me the keys, I opened her door and she got in. I went around, thinking about the question but when I climbed in and made to start the car, she put a hand on mine.
"Sid, he told me to tell you something. He said that Alissa is going to be under enormous pressure to fuck everyone in that office, every client that comes in the doors. He expects Bickerstaff and Kline to broadcast that she is a slut and will fuck to get business. The people coming in her doors will be imagining her naked before she ever says a word.
"He, he said you had to control her, for her own good. If, if she surrenders to that, she'll lose everything. She is a woman and she can fuck but not for her own benefit like that. He told me to ask you to figure something out, a way, a way to deflect the sexual rapprochement Alissa is likely going to face. Kline and Bickerstaff are not going to accept this demolition of their status in the firm easily. They will fight back.
"Sid, he wants you to find some way to take the pressure off of Alissa to have sex with everyone that comes in her door. It is going to happen. Sid says there are already stories that his attorney fucked him to get his business. That, that was one reason he left so quickly but the stories about you, they haven't made it into the grapevine. They may not. Sid thinks that Bickerstaff and Kline think you are just a placeholder and that Alissa is the real threat to them. They are right of course, about her, I mean. He asked me to have you come up with something. He said, he was so cute, he said that if anyone could figure out how to make Mrs. Honeywell's predicament into a benefit, you could."
She laid her hand on my arm again. "No pressure, though. Sid said to tell you that he had another way but, well, he thinks it is heavy handed and somewhat dangerous. He would rather you find a way to manage the situation for her if you can. She cannot be the one who has sex with clients, regardless of her reputation. Her connection with us will insulate her from any real damage save for the carping of the nattering nabobs of negativity." She tittered. "Spiro Agnew. Didn't think I came up with that one my own, did you?"
She told me to drive us home and I did. She slipped into a light sleep on the way. It felt odd to have fucked her and still have her sitting there, nodding to sleep, so relaxed with our situation. I had no doubt that had I the energy, she would fuck me again. That certainty together with the real regard I felt for this remarkable woman energized me enough to get us to my home. I turned the car over to Annie.
I entered the house and found Tawny watching TV. She sniffed me and told me I smelled like a mare who had just been fucked. I asked her what she knew about horses.
"Point taken."
I went upstairs, showered and got ready for bed. I was bone tired. The day had been long and the stress of an orgy drained me. I mean that. I was wiped out. Can't say I was out of shape, though. I think that the prospect of getting back into the grind of school oppressed me.
Tawny was using Mom's shower when I got done in the water closet. I had just lain down when the door to my room opened.
"Sonny? Will you sleep with me? I, I have gotten used to having Chris in bed with me and I don't want to sleep alone."
"Already? Shit, you adapt to another body in bed with you quick."
"I'm afraid of the dark."
"Horseshit. I bet you glow in the dark!"
"Please. In Mom's bed?"
I grunted and got up. I don't know what she anticipated but I hit the pillow and went out like a light. I fell into a pussy-hazed coma. I had pussy dreams, waking the next morning realizing I had dreamed most of the night of Becky Kline. God, what a remarkable body!
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Seeing and being seen, the naked revelation
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John Sawyer arrived at my house promptly at seven. I was waiting but not impatiently. I had a lot on my mind. At about six, one of my audit counselors called to report that Sharon was wading into deep water again, this time not of her own making. She wanted to handle it herself so was not consulting me on it. I understood the need to try her wings but in describing the situation, I realized it could get out of hand quickly if she was not lucky and that was unlikely, her being lucky I mean.
In addition, I had arranged for Crowley to have the house wired to an eye in the sky they could manage from the home office. We had a good tech group. We started them young, gave them support, education (college), and then jobs once they graduated. They got to do things and many had left us to do startups of their own, chasing their techno dreams.
Several had come back, beaten by the world beyond bytes and bits. These provided counsel to the others and created stabilizing influences. Having them there, also gave those who chose to leave motivation to be circumspect and to leave on good terms, because doing so usually meant they would have an excellent chance of returning to us when or if their foray into the tech jungle scarred and marred their dreams.
I mention this because I was giving Crowley's crew a way to watch me fuck myself to death. We trusted them and had reason to think that was a reasonable thing to do. In other words, my sex object would not end up on the Internet doing a strip tease. Crowley would handle it and I expected him to be circumspect. There was risk but I considered it to be an acceptable risk. Okay, there was a little thrill, too. Just a little.
Arrangements had been made to send a team to wire the house. It was a challenging thing, to tear into the structure and wire it, that is post cameras peeking into virtually every corner without leaving any indication they were there. My intent was to give the house eyes but not advertise the fact. That alone is a challenge.
I sat Jennifer down and gave her four or five days away. I told her, I needed some "private time" which, as intended, she took to mean one of the shyer members of the community was going to be negotiating with me. I let her think that, hoping she was genuinely taken in by my assertion. I told her to take till Wednesday. She said she'd invite her sister down for the weekend. I suggested she fuck Jeff, just as a favor to me, for him being such a good guy about turning her over to me. She said, she'd see, telling me she understood precisely how the suggestion was intended, as a suggestion, not a command.
She was up packing when John arrived. We drove to one of the nicest restaurants in town. When he turned in, he had the good grace to look over at me. He said, "I know. You are buying, shouldn't I pick a better place and by better, I mean less expensive." He grinned that dark smile of his. "You want to fuck my wife and for all I know, I am helping you accomplish that. Shouldn't a good meal at Le Chez d'Or balance fine with that? After all, I am helping." He shrugged, "If this night does not suggest my value to you, then fine. I guess you can add this onto my bill. Eve's bill," he corrected himself. "You can fuck her for my supper." He understood the contracts perfectly.
I waved at him. I had a wad in my pocket and in the breast pocket of my coat. I'd pay cash, just to avoid the paper trail. None of this was tax deductible till I got hold of the real estate. Even then, I might keep the expenses off the book and write them all off as personal entertainment. I was being entertained, after all.
"No worries, John. If tonight is half as rewarding as you imply, I am happy to buy. It is a long time since I have been out and having congenial company is a plus. Thanks for thinking of this place. I haven't been here but I have heard it is wonderful. Glad to have you along."
We parked, got our table, ordered drinks and dinner. We chatted about nothing much. Dinner came and it really was stupendous. I realized how starved for a night out I had been and so even if the rest of the night was a washout, the meal was clearly valuable, even at half a grand for the two of us.
We left in good spirits and John drove us downtown. He got lost twice and had to return to the exit we took to find his way both times. I was about to tell him to forget it when he pointed to an eight-story wall covered with the image of a girl in blue jeans on a field of white. It was peeling, the dark shards showed against the white all over the whole side of the building. It looked like snow in the light at night.
"There. Now I can find the way. I kept missing that chick in the jeans." John assured me and sure enough, we were soon parked, directed into a parking garage by two broad-chested guys in cheap tuxes over tight muscle shirts. They had big pores and thin mustaches. John showed one of them a golden card and the guy kept it, insisting it was out of date but allowing us to park with the other shiny and expensive cars.
I had never been to this part of town intentionally but the sight of so many high-end cars told me why. I am no expert but I am pretty sure the parking guys were packing weapons under their arms. I had a bad feeling. On the other hand, I got a warm feeling that John was fucking up and I would soon have Eve for my very own. The extended tease she represented seemed worth it now. I felt she was going to be mine. Maybe I would end up with her this weekend...I would have to take her to a hotel, rather than let her into the house with the work going on. I was way ahead of myself.
It turned out that the eight story building and the parking garage were part of the same building. "How did you find this place?"
John grinned at me. "I tailed Mrs. Lewis till she led me here." He opened a door and we went through a long corridor into a big amphitheater-like place that roared with the sound of gambling.
"Here? What? Is she a cigarette girl?"
He looked at me like he didn't get the reference. Too many old black and white movies while I was growing up.
"How much cash do you have?" He asked.
It seemed a little personal, a lot crass and for a moment I worried about answering him. In the end I shrugged and told him about five grand.
John nodded. "I think that should be fine. Josh, this place charges you to get in. A grand each."
"Fuck me. Really? Is it worth it?"
John colored. "I thought so. I, you can judge for yourself." He looked suitably embarrassed. "I, I had a gold card from before but the second time, I had to pay. I am tapped out. I squirreled away some cash when I folded my tents that Eve doesn't know about or my balls would be in jar by the alarm clock.
He led me through the light crowd; the place was not thronged, apparently because it did not appeal to the throngs, to the unwashed masses but relied on safety and circumspection to attract the well-heeled who didn't like rubbing elbows with anyone, as a matter of principle. I thought I understood, well, all but the fact that Jeri Lewis came here. If anything, this should explain an over abundance of debt...unless they only took cash. Then I was at a loss because you can't go into debt in a cash business.
At a gold door flanked by two guys with wide stances supporting their wide bodies, John talked to a guy and asked for my two grand. Of course he wanted to go in. I could not imagine what would be worth two grand for entrance but I was mistaken in that skepticism. That I paid testified to the value I placed on Jeri Lewis' ass. John was fairly jumping with eager excitement. "Hurry up, come on. She starts at nine on the nose. She's, she's never late!"
He got us to a table but we had not ordered when the curtains opened. We sat in a cavernous hall. The stage was set at about the third floor and well-lit private tables populated four tiers, all arranged to focus on the stage. For a moment, I could not understand what I was seeing. The stage was covered by glass, glass that magnified it. What was essentially a large space appeared huge. It was not a projection, it was a magnification. The glass was clearly ground to expose the stage to every location at nearly every distance perfectly.
The whole space went dark. A spot light appeared, small and throbbing, pulsing. Into it walked Jeri Lewis. Her face appeared and immediately the circle of light in the breathless amphitheater grew till it encompassed her. Music started. It possessed the whole space. The wait staff all came to halt, wherever they were, they stopped and stood still, facing the stage, feet together, hands locked behind the small of their backs. The ambient light of the theater dropped away and you could not see anything but the stage light.
She began to sing, her clear voice without the least waver of vibrato in it. She sang several Jazz standards from the big band era. She wore a glittering silver sheath that draped behind her, a train with no one to carry it. The swell of her breasts disappeared behind the shimmer in the spot light. The dress clung to her body but ran clear up her neck. At one point, though, she stepped forward and her long, bare leg appeared through a slit in the dress. It glistened, encased in a stocking. The second time it appeared, you could see the dark band of the stocking and three ribbons that disappeared upwards, presumably hooking the stocking to a garter belt.
The music changed. It began to throb. The volume swelled till it pulsed around us, a driving rhythm that rattled my fillings.
John leaned over to me. "This is a disco hit from 1977. Donna Summer, I feel love." He was nearly shouting. "When she is done with this, she will do Love to Love You Baby."
The music was new to me, before my time. The song began with her moaning as though making love. Her hips swayed, she held a light-colored mic that appeared for all the world like a dildo and thence like a cock. Her ruby lips approached it as she moaned and hummed into it, then launched into the song. For the next six or eight minutes, she sang and moaned and made that little sound a woman makes when you are landing too hard on her abdomen but she doesn't yet want you to quit.
Later I hunted up Donna Summer's original version and discovered that Jeri had taken it for her own, lowering it by a couple of octaves to match her rich contralto voice. Hers was lower but also, in the final analysis, huskier than the original version. In other words, she extended the hint of the original into a gyrating performance as near to sex on stage as you can imagine...until the next song began. Mrs. Lewis blended smoothly into the next.
When she began work with Love to Love You Baby, all pretext that she was holding a mic disappeared. She sucked on the cock in her hands, licking it and moaning as the song proceeded. Compared to the 1975 version, it was X rated. Jeri swung her hips and gyrated, singing and moaning her way through it. If she had not been alone, you would have sworn she was making love.
When she was done, the lights came up and she sashayed off the stage. The sliver dress was long, backless, strapless, with two thin lines holding it tight to her impressive chest with a full collar in front that disguised the missing back. Her hips rolled, the arch of each clearly visible, making the silvered dress shimmer and jump in the brilliant spotlight. The train snaked along behind her, twitching and jerking as her hips bobbed back and forth.
The last tones of the music faded, the throbbing beat, the charging, aggressive tone slowed and faded. The light disappeared and then the house lights came up again. Everyone stood stock still in the light, like robots with their plugs pulled and they had not yet restarted.
"Wow." I whispered. Jeri Lewis had just had a musical orgasm right there in front of several hundred people. She did nothing to hide it, nothing to disguise it, it was unmistakable. Hers was truly a climatic show. "I see. This is where she is making the money. But how can she be making enough...?" The obvious question stalled on my lips.
"She isn't." John muttered. "We aren't done. You need another two grand."
"Fuck, this is an expensive night out."
"Part of the investment." John said.
Since speaking with Bethlynn, I realized that I had to solve the Jeri Lewis problem. The words of Aurora Hines complimented the necessity. I looked over at John. "There's more?"
He nodded. The rumble of the crowd, slipping back into its collective conversation rose around us, reaching for the usual levels.
"More like that?" I asked.
"Different. Similar."
"You used your own money to get in here?" I asked. Our projections had him running out of cash at his business in three months, not last week. It seems he had bit the bullet and bet on this, me, us. "Well, in for a penny, in for a pound. Where to now?" I noticed he did not answer.
He got up and surrendered our number to the maître d'. Each table had a red ceramic, inverted V with a number on each side of it. John spoke to the man and he nodded, pointing up. The man called for someone and a young woman appeared in a short skirt and demure white top. She led us to an elevator. I paid two grand at the podium and they gave us a blue flag with a much smaller number on it, lower I mean, like two digits. The elevator arrived and we went up. It was difficult to imagine something above that performance space but there was. A tight, close, even dank space, with a round white dais, about the size of a three-car garage, in diameter. It turned, ever so slowly. It was brilliant white. On it, a woman lay on her back on a bench upholstered in red. She had one leg up on the bench, the other balanced her body. She was nude but for high, high heels, the sort of heels you need a stool to get into. She sat up, turned her head to the side and undulated her hips, fucking the dank air.
Thank god, they did not allow cigars or such because no one would have been able to see her clearly. The music was casual jazz, not artsy, just plain, instrumental jazz.
"A strip club." I muttered.
John looked back at me and patted the air. The woman made love to the bench. A topless woman with handsome breasts arrived and took our number, leading us through a very mixed crowd. Several women were kissing the men they were with, couples fonded each other through their clothing and handling each other in very familiar ways. Not a normal strip club. How could it be, at a grand a whack?
At our table, we sat and John ordered wine. It was fabulous, I'm not a connoisseur but even I knew it was good, no, great wine. I looked around. Plenty of women strode about in nothing but g-strings or thongs, their breasts swaying as they made their way through the closely set tables. One woman moved close to John and bumped into him, intentionally was my guess, brushing her bare boobs against the back of his head.
He turned his head and her sharp nipples could have put out his eye. He grinned and glanced at me then sucked on the nipple. The woman went still, leaning slightly forward, holding her breast at his lips. After a few moments, he released it and she moved on. She did not have the look of a pro. She looked back over her shoulder at him and smiled at what I presumed was John's smile. He turned back to me.
"It is understood, any woman can be had here, well, nearly any woman."
"Jeri Lewis?" I asked immediately. For some reason, I felt distinctly uneasy. This was around the corner from my neighborhood; and by that I mean, this was not my world, not my people, I did not understand the ways and means of this place. I felt cultural vertigo.
John leaned in. "Listen, she'll be here in a minute. If a woman touches you and you don't want it, just kiss her palm and hand her hand back to her. This is where class meets sleaze and people fuck like bunnies."
"And you followed her here?" I was mildly suspicious, or perhaps more than mildly.
John nodded though. "It took me nearly two weeks of trailing her from her house but I finally got her figured. She does lots of things to escape notice, finally going through a hotel and out a service entrance, then into another where she changes and catches a car that brings her here. That fooled me for several days, that change. But I got here. Eventually. That's what counts, right?"
The woman on the stage finished her routine and strutted off the stage. Two younger women strutted out, cleaned up after her and carried the cash and clothing off stage. Two guys moved the little bench. Background music came on. We sipped wine. After about twenty minutes during which the crowd seemed to turn its attention to each other, four guys pushed a large black piano out onto the dais.
"Jeri is coming." John said then chortled.
I waited, still uneasy.
Indeed she did. The place went dark and like down below, the crowd went silent in the darkness, though there were several squeaks and squeals before the spot appeared, catching one corner of the piano. It adjusted away then grew larger. An old jazz standard played. Jeri Lewis strode grandly into the spotlight, leaning on the piano. She had changed out of the silver dress. She wore a white formal, with long gloves to the elbows. Strings hung the dress from her shoulder, holding it against her now obviously large breasts. Their sides bulged out around the fabric.
The dress had ruffles about it but twin slits exposed her legs as she walked. Each appearing as a long flash of black stocking with an equally brief flash of her skin above the darker band of the stocking that tantalized the interested eyes, flashing her inner thighs. Above the ruffles, the dress clung to her hips and upper thighs, making her appear almost nude, so tight and sheer even a mole would have shone through.
When she turned around, the back was tied with white lines, binding her into the dress. She wore a corset, incongruous but evident. This dress too had a long, white train that trailed along the stage behind her, like a ships wake. She wore a broad gold belt, low on her hips that served to accent them and her narrow waist. It sat on the slope of her body. Jeri Lewis was a vast expanse of luxurious curves. Her chestnut hair cascaded around her and she threw it about with a hand like a cape.
She sang in a husky voice, rasping in a way that made me think of a woman in the midst of ecstasy; clearly that was her intent. By the end of the song, she had the gloves off. She sang as she had down stairs but while she did so, she loosed and pulled and gapped her clothing, pulling the white ruffles of the dress up her leg at one point till the tight part was all that covered her. Her leg was sheathed in a black stocking. She had black heels on. Her leg was perfect. She scrunched the elastic of the lower part of her dress higher till her pussy came into view and the lower strands of her garter belt. Then the ruffles dropped and her body disappeared in the confection of fabric.
The jazz faded and she looked around, one hand cupping the other under her chin. "Do you want to make love tonight?" She rasped into the mic she held, again, the same flesh colored thing that was in fact a very nice replica of a human cock, a large, erect human cock with no bend to it.



The crowd roared. Many must know this moment.
John leaned over and yelled into the maelstrom. "She has become a sensation."
I nodded. The first throbbing chords of I Feel Love and moments later her voice crowded out the instrumentation. She lashed out at the crowd, her body undulating, much as she had down below. But now, she was living the dress, showing her legs. A woman came out with a trident that turned out to be a mic stand.
In a bridge, Jeri mounted the mic, on the mic stand, and proceeded to unhook the ruffles around her legs. When the music demanded her voice, she leaned into the mic and burst with the words, her contralto giving the song a whole new erotic meaning. Now she wore a short, tight white dress and skirt. The black stocking matched the piano and stood starkly against the white stage and her white dress. The contrast was arresting. As the song progressed, she pulled the strings holding the front of the dress down one arm and then the other, revealing a very tight bustier. Her breasts were encased, like jewels in a setting. The dress was so tight on her body, the released bodice just ruffled around her narrow waist.
The song ended but the next one rose immediately. I Love to Love You, Baby! ground around us. The previous performance, it turned out, had been foreplay for this, an erotic rehearsal. It swirled like perfume in an elevator, pulling at us. The dress disappeared down her impossibly long legs. She strutted around the stage, ravaging the audience with her rendition of the song, lashing them with her sensual interpretation. Her hips pulsed with the beat thrusting forward and back as she fucked the crowd, pounding the air with her hips. She wore only the bustier, the garter belt, the black stockings, and the black heels. She carried the dildo mic and sang into it, licking it extravagantly when there were no words to add, the lascivious sound of it snarled around us, like the world was licking us all. The sound of her mouth on the mic echoed through the close room. I glanced around and saw plenty of bobbing heads in laps, not all female heads mind you and not all male laps.
I watched, detached. While I found her performance erotic enough, all I could think was to wonder how I would ever break her away from this. She owned the stage and the audience. Her body glistened with perspiration, but the glistening on the inside of her thighs could not have been merely sweat. I feared not, at least. This sort of high was difficult if not impossible for me to duplicate. She was here for the money but the high made it endurable and kept her coming back, like an addiction.
Then the music slowed and she was at the piano. She stood beside it, elbows hooked on the edge, one leg extended straight, the other bent. She then stood and she moaned into the mic, taking Donna Summer's suggestive moans to a much more lascivious extent. She used one hand to unhook the side of the bustier, one hook at a time, down one side, till it clung to her but loosely. The other side released her tits and she shrugged it onto the stage. She stood before us topless. She was a monument to the female body, unsubtle, unmistakable, and completely intriguing.
She managed to crawl onto the broad back of the piano without ever looking awkward or missing a line. She lay on her back and with both feet planted on the black edge, her head and shoulder dangling over the side. She sang into mic but, with the other hand, stroked between her legs. Her knees were bent but arched straight up and down but soon they began to loll, sagging to the side and finally butterflying completely. Her hips pumped up and down to the music and every man imagined themselves between her legs, letting her body thrust up at him, taking him deep inside of her incredibly sexual body. The stage was turning and as it did, I could see light through the arch of her back. Her sway back posture accented the swell of her ass, even laying flat on the piano.
Her hips began to rise and fall, her free hand between her legs, stroking and poking and arousing her. Tension in her voice made the song sound desperate, filled with pleading and hinting at her demands. She moaned into the mc and then we heard it. Her tongue licking it and then she was thrusting it into her mouth and deeper. The wet clicking and smacking of her mouth on the cock-mic intermixed with the music. The mic picked up her moans, her voice below the end of the mic in her throat, down in her chest, throbbing in time with her undulating hips. Her hand worked between her legs. She groaned, she gasped, she sucked and kissed, muttering the words of the song intermittently, cooing to her "baby" as she worked herself to her erotic frenzy.
The stage turned, slowly, beginning when she lay down on the piano. In the space of a minute, she turned half way around. From a view of the cock-mic thrusting down her throat, it shifted to the view between her legs, her hand covering her pussy, the stretched straps of the garters, and the horizon of her mighty tits, stacked like silos on her chest, wavering and shimmering in the bright spotlight.
When the light shifted, they turned into silhouettes. Her black sheathed legs now blended with the piano and her pink-white body slashed the blackness with its brilliance in the spotlight. While all we had was a view of her arched legs, she began to scream, grinding her hips up at her imaginary lover. Her legs rose, making a V over her waist, then she planted her heels on the edge of the piano and began to rhythmically arch her body, pumping her hips up in profound time with the music and her own ministrations to the mic. With an amplified slurp, she withdrew the mic from her mouth, the guttural sound, the animal moaning gave way once more to her impassioned voice.
"Love to love you, baby!" She gasped, hissing and moaning.
Her hips arched and she ground at the empty space above her, thrusting and bucking. Her voice hitched and she keened into a chorus of "coming, coming, coming"! The crowd seemed to moan with her, surrounding us with more than just the amplified sound of her impassioned voice. Her moaning seemed to echoe from every part of the room.
Her body went still and then she contracted, dropping her hips onto the surface of the piano and pulling her legs into her chest. She rolled to the side, gasping and whispering the words, panting into the cock-mic. Her gasping for breath reverberated around us. She lay on her side as the stage turned, singing her orgasm into it as her body shivered with the aftershocks.
I was hard, rock hard, hard as Gibraltar.
"Oh fuck me!" I growled. I glanced away from the woman, at John and he was fixed on her. I looked around and found the whole place had the same pose. There was very little motion that I could see though plenty of couples were caught in the midst of copulating, stilled by the drama of Jeri's shared orgasm. Everyone seemed, again, focused on the woman singing about her love of love on the stage.
When the music ended, the place was silent but for Jeri's panting into the mic. The spot light went out. The panting turned into kissing and subtle sucking. Next, we all heard as the mic entered her throat, her moaning, her grunting and then the "gulp" of her swallowing around the head of the cock buried in her throat.
Hearing that reverberating in the darkness made me gasp for air myself. I had stopped breathing for fear of interfering with her aural testament to cock sucking. She grunted and grunted in the darkness, the sounds reverberating from the sound system. It was all around us. My cock was so hard and sensitive I wanted to take it out of my pants. I was certain I wasn't the only one. All thoughts of owning her, the contract, business of any kind was swamped in the sounds of her deep throating the microphone.
With a huge exhalation, that sounded like the rush of a wind presaging a rending storm, she expelled the microphone. I didn't see it, but, along with everyone else, I heard it. My cock had ears by now and it understood what it was hearing.
"Thank you everybody, for letting me come for you. We have made love together. Kisses." The voice rasped at us, grating across the supersensitive tip of my cock. Then the lights came up, slowly, revealing the empty piano. I stared. I was thunderstruck and I knew I had to have her. I was possessed. I turned every way till I found the stairs leading up to the bank of glass that must have been the office. I made for it.
John must have known what I was doing. He caught hold of my arm before I put a foot on the stairs. "Don't, Josh. Don't do it. These guys, they are for real!"
I shook off his arm and took the metal stairs to the side of the office three at a time. There were two guards at the door but I did not even hesitate, I was through it and into the dim room before either of them could move. They caught John though. I give him credit, he didn't hesitate but charged up behind me, only to get caught by their slow reflexes. They dragged him into the room.
A big man stood at one of the windows, gazing down onto the stage.
"You approve of her performance?" His voice snarled around me, tangling me with its melodic appeal. When he turned, all artistry vanished. He was ugly. The sort of ugly that attracted women for reasons passing understanding. Perhaps it was the hair. He had good hair, black and thick, with a widow's peak. He waved his guys away from me. I don't look that imposing, particularly if you were the size of this guy.
"I do. I want her." I said, panting with my sudden exertion.
"Everyone does. Why should you be the one who has her?"
"I paid to get into this place."
"Everyone did. Why you?" The man had turned back to look down on the stage. Music began. He touched something and it muted, leaving it beyond us, throbbing in the great room below us, seeping through the open door behind me. On the stage, two women began to disrobe.
He turned and strode over to the massive desk that dominated the round room—not round exactly but none of the walls were straight and there were no corners. Curved though.
"I, I want her." The desire to copulate with her, to complete what her teasing performance had begun in me throbbed, raging like a grand passion. I had to have her!
The man picked up a tumbler and drank. "I usually just throw people like you out, like out a window and let you find your way to the ground without any other help. But you are in luck, tonight she needs a reminder that I protect her, that she is being paid plenty, that she has it good here. Better than anyone else. So. Stay right there. Do not move. We'll, we'll wait for her. She'll be here presently."
He looked past me. "Is he with you?"
I twisted to be sure it was John he referred to. It was. I nodded.
The man nodded. "Don't move, either of you. If they move, shoot them both." The man sat down. He lit a fat cigar, puffed, put his feet up on his desk. "What is your name?"
"I'm..." I hesitated. For a terrifying moment, I was peeled open and bared to the world. I nearly said I was Alan Livingston.
The man moved the cigar from before his face. "Forgot your own name?" He chuckled. "That happens. That is why she is here."
"Joshua Gale." I managed to get out. My heart hammered in my chest, aware I had nearly broken my identity.
"Well, Mr. Gale," he began but I interrupted.
"Who are you?"
He put down his feet and sat forward, planting elbows on the desk. "Jake Masters." He said. "I am not usually that rude." He puffed, drank. "What are you doing here?"
I hesitated, having no ready answer to that question. I was saved by the bell, literally. A tinny ding that was soon followed by a golden wash of light filled with a shadow and a silhouette. I followed the path of light to the figure. It was Jeri Lewis.
She stood, framed by the open elevator and the garish yellow light planking into the coolness of the dim room. "How was that, Jake?" She asked, before striding into the room, towards the desk.
"Fine, Jeri." He gestured at me with his cigar. "Someone is here to see you."
She turned and her face flashed from instant surprise to instant anger so quickly I was surprised she didn't sprain something. "What the fuck are you doing here?"
"He wants you. I mean, he wants to fuck you. Like the rest, like every night. Isn't that what you want? To be desired?" He put down the cigar, then ground it out. He cocked his head. "Wait a minute, do you know this guy?" He stood up and walked around the great wooden desk, a dark form in the gloom. He sat on it, hitching his butt and lifting one knee over which he clasped his hands. "You two know each other?"
"What are you fucking doing here? How did you fucking find me?"
I looked away from the wild-eyed woman and her bare tits. She was dressed just as she had left the stage, though she held the tangle of her discarded garments under one arm. "I want to fuck her. How much."
"No! No fucking way!" She screeched.
Jake dropped his knee and stood up, twisted back and found his drink. He sipped at it again. "Jesus, Mr. Gale. No one gets any rise out of her. She is usually Miss Cooler-than-thou. But you, you bust in here and she is boiling over before we are even all properly introduced. How does that happen?"
I ignored him. "I said, I want her. She's for sale, right? How much?"
"I have been offered a hundred-thousand just for a blow job from her. How much do you have?"
"I doubt that." I said.
The man took the hand out of his pocket and leaned towards me, still holding the drink. "Don't fuck with me, buster." He growled. "You calling me a liar."
"Oh, I thought we were negotiating." I said as lightly as I could with my heart cuddling up to my tonsils. I was thankful it did not make my voice rattle when I spoke.
"I said don't fuck with..." The man turned around and set his drink down and then turned back to me. "Mister, I don't know you. She ain't for sale. Now leave."
I felt Jeri grin a death's head grin at me but I glanced at her to be sure. Yep. She was mocking and jeering without making a sound.
I heard them grab John. I tensed my shoulders in anticipation of needing to flap my arms in a vain attempt to fly. But I spoke too, into the sliver of silence before they were to grab me. "Wait. I, I have a better idea. We both get something."
"Shut the fuck up and get out, Gale. I told you, no fucking way! Now leave like the man said!"
I think if Jeri had just kept silent, I would have been helped out of the room to whatever came next in their MO. As it was, she buggered her own donut.
Masters looked over at her. She noticed. She nodded, pointing at me, eyes flashing, nearly bulging.
"Yeah, Gale, get the fuck out! I told you...I said...you know what I said and I meant it. Now beat it!" Her controlled voice coiled evilly around the words, filling them with her intent and intense antipathy.
Mr. Masters turned around. I couldn't see him clearly but he seemed to be tense, or I hoped he was tense as I was. He waved a hand. "I like it that you make her crazy. Why is that, Mr. Gale? I have the most famous nightclub act the country has seen in years. People are coming from all over to see her. No one has gotten a rise out of her. Why you, Mr. Gale."
I went with the truth, prosaic and plain. "I live down the street from her. We're neighbors."
"Joshua, shut the fuck up!"
I have to stop here and confess to an adolescent moment. I got all gooey inside, a flush ran through my body, my toes curled. All because she spoke my first name. Context did not matter, nor how she spoke it. I just liked that she said it. Her voice was sexy, sexy as hell and I wanted to make her scream. I wanted to tickle her tonsils with my cock.
Silence. No one spoke. No one moved.
"Neighbors? Wow. I guess I never thought about it but she has to live some place, right?"
"You let her work here and don't know where she lives?" I asked, actually amazed and speaking my mind rather more forthrightly than required.
The other man apparently did not like to be questioned, so he altered the conversation, back to an earlier point. Actually the one I wanted to make.
"You said something about an alternative to throwing you out a sixth story window?"
I grinned, suddenly calm. "Mr. Masters, if that is your name, you should know who you are threatening before you threaten. You might be pulling on what you think is a snake's tale only to find it is attached to a dragon." I waved at him. "But I was rude first. This bitch, she makes me crazy and you seem to have your glasses steamed up just like mine. Here is what I suggest. I want her but if I can't have her, if she doesn't lay down like the rest, if you haven't figured out how to get her to fuck, if she just teases and goes home, fine. But here is a thought. I would pay to see you fuck her. Name your price. But I get to watch. You fuck her now, just like she is." I pointed. "On that desk." I dropped my arm.
"Fuck you, Gale." Jeri hissed.
Masters looked over at her, a smoky look, calculating, smoldering.
"Name your price. I would give a lot to see her actually rattling in the throes of coitus." I pressed.
"The throes of coitus? Hifalutin talk for a good fucking." Masters said; his tone of voice said I had caught his imagination. He walked over to stand in front of Jeri. She eyed him uncertainly.
"You aren't going to listen to this fuck are you?" She snarled, her beautiful voice putting feeling and conviction into her words no ordinary voice could have achieved. Venom, even.
"Five grand. I fuck her, front and back. Not ass, just pussy, front and back."
"Done."
"Hey! You can't do that!" Mrs. Lewis whined, now torturing the notes as no other untrained voice could. "Jake, you promised."
Masters put one hand over one of her swaying breasts. Jeri tried to hold her look but when he massaged her breast, her eyes closed. She was not that far removed from a profoundly empty orgasm.
"I promised you would not have to sell your puss. Or mouth. Or ass. To anyone. Your voice is enough for the club. You have fucked me. If precedence counts for anything, your cunt is mine as part of the deal. And your mouth. And your ass. You gave mouth and cunt to me when we made our little agreement. We sealed the deal with my cock in your mouth and my cum in your cunt. You said, you said if you weren't a hit, you'd fuck on stage, anyone I designated and you sucked me off then fucked me but good to make sure that the offer was real. I have kept my part of the bargain.
"This afternoon, though, you seemed to have forgotten that I keep all those swinging dicks and dangling tongues you tease to distraction out there...I keep them away from you. You want more money? You have to do more. Now this nice gentleman, he, all he wants is to be able to watch while we do it. How many times have you fucked me since you started?"
Jeri wilted. She seemed to contract, shrinking even as she stood there. "Every night since I started. I haven't kept count. That was the deal. You could fuck me after the performance. Every night. I'm here."
"The boys have watched for free. Why shouldn't I take this fellow's money?"
"I..." Jeri bowed her head. "Fuck it. Fuck you, Joshua." The whine was gone, her voice was normal, resigned perhaps, but otherwise uninflected. It still rattled the cockles of my heart, making my chest ache. I fucking loved that feeling of need, of want, desire, passion all pulsing in you, making you wild.
Masters looked at me. "You have the cash?"
I nodded. I took out the roll from my slacks and counted, augmenting it with what was left in the coat. I had $5,500. I gave it all to him. "There. We just want to watch." I stopped, looking at the curled bills. "I forgot parking. How much is that?"



Masters pulled a fifty out of the pile and handed it to me, with a sly grin.
Jeri looked around seeing John and was instantly furious again. "Hey, goddammit, not him too."
Masters looked amused. "Jesus, this guy really can get to you. You know him? What? Another neighbor?"
Jeri bowed her head and nodded. "Yes."
Masters laughed and laughed. "It's a fucking block party!"
Jeri finally looked up at him, watching as the man slapped his thigh, overwrought with hilarity, or jocularity or whatever you might call it. He laughed his ass off.
She looked over at me and glared. "Fuck you, Joshua. Fuck you! This is all your fucking fault." Her voice was low and menacing but she communicated no threat or promise of repayment for this perceived transgression. She looked beaten.
Masters stopped laughing. He looked her up and down. Her bare breasts betrayed her, her nipples swelled. Something about his look gave her a thrill. She wore a g-string with the garters and black stockings. The high, high heels made her much taller. Masters eyes swept up and down over her like a search light. One of his hands unconsciously rubbed his crotch. Jeri saw the motion and bit her lower lip to keep it from trembling. Whether from fear or rage or anticipation, I could not tell.
"On the desk." He said. His growl brooked no argument.
Jeri flinched, almost like he'd hit her. She dropped the bundle of white cloth where she stood and walked over to the desk, her breasts waving before her, sensual projections of her sensual potential. She turned around. "Does everyone have to stay? Shit, its bad enough when Igor and Hans there are here. Can't they go back to their places and put their sticks back up their butts?"
Masters thought about that for a moment, pinching his nose with one hand. He finally looked up at John. "You a pussy?" He asked.
John nodded. "Wouldn't hurt a spider."
"Would hurt a fly, idiot." Jeri spat at him. "Wouldn't hurt a fly, is how it goes! Idiot. You couldn't hurt a fly. Asshole." She helped us again and I don't think she realized or maybe she just didn't care.
Masters looked back at her and smirked. "The school marm is really pissed tonight. Pat them down, boys, and then git."
Clearly Masters was subject to the spell of the woman's voice and her body, despite his apparent claim on it. I was back to thinking of how to get that hold released. Crowley had friends in low places. He handled that sort of thing for me. I had no idea how. I had another spasm, a thought about how far beyond my neighborhood I had wandered. The back of my neck tickled.
The guy patted me down; that was a first for me. The two guards left, closing the door behind them.
Masters pointed at me. "You best have some weight, buster or I swear I will find out where she lives and I'll fuck up her neighbors, just to keep her in line. Get me?"
"I'll send you particulars in the morning. It might take some time. I am a bit off the reservation, chasing this wild pussy. By Monday for sure." I hoped Crowley could fulfill this promise, cash the check my mouth was writing. I was confident. One of the reasons he was in his position was because of my trust in his abilities to handle just this sort of thing. Those abilities had a robust history with me, and with my father before me.
Masters looked at Jeri. "What the fuck you looking at? Lay down. Tits on the desk. Time for me to come, since you've had yours." He looked at me. "She really does come out there. I tasted her and she has this lemony taste when she comes..." He seemed to realize what he was saying. He had eaten her pussy.
I smiled. "Lemony." I chuckled. I knew what moved the man; uneasy lies the head...
Jeri bent over the desk. Her mammoth tits dragged over the surface, so heavy were they that they made the squeak of skin on a smooth surface. Masters unbuckled his pants. He shucked off his coat and his trousers dropped down his legs. Despite his blocky build, it turned out his legs were positively spindly
I casually walked over to the glass and looked down on the stage. I could see lots of sex occurring in the audience. On the stage, on a small roll-away bed, two women were sixty-nining. I turned around. Jeri's face was lifted up. I looked down her bare back to the straps arched over her ass to the stocking. Masters looked at me.
"I hope you don't mind. I want to see her face when you enter her." I said softly. "I want to know how she feels when you fuck her."
"She'll feel plenty!" Masters growled. He stripped off his shirt and stood behind her naked. His cock was no better than average, nothing if not stubby in size and length. He had nothing to be proud of. But a man's cock is always his cock, his joy if not his pride, regardless of what anyone thinks. Pride in this instance is always secondary to pleasure. Small or large, your cock feels good, no, great sliding into a woman.
"What are you waiting for, George?" Jeri asked, struggling to her elbows, leaving her big tits as pools on the table. "Let's get this show on the road." In the future, I'd learn she called everyone "George" when she wanted something from them. It marked her level of urgency.
Masters gripped her ass, opened her and approached.
"That's my asshole, idiot." Jeri growled tightly.
"Bitch, if you snot off to me, I'll fuck you in every hole and then let these two do you just for spite. So shut the fuck up, if you don't have anything nice to say." He hesitated. "I know that's your fucking ass hole. Don't be so fucking impatient."
Jeri cupped her chin in one hand, elbow on the table, looking up at me. She drummed the fingers of her other hand on the table and Masters glowered at her. He stepped back and whacked her ass, hard, with the flat of his hand. The crack pierced the background noise in the round, dark room. She stopped drumming her fingers. She looked back at him. "Come on, George, get to it. Time's wasting, pussy's drying. If you're going to do it, do it. Quit staring and do something. I'm lubed up and slick, what you waiting for?" She was goading him.
He looked at her till she turned back around cupping her chin in her hand again. For a big girl, she was incredibly limber. Masters resumed his position behind her. I presumed he fingered her because her eyes fluttered. Then it appeared as though he addressed pussy with cock. Jeri dropped her chin and gripped the edge of the desk. Masters pressed against her. Jeri moaned, lifted her head and looked directly at me, her eyes watching mine. She licked her lips once.
I almost offered her my hard cock but thought Masters might not appreciate the distraction. Jeri groaned again, but rolled her eyes. Masters slapped his body against her plush hips. Jeri tried to keep her blase look but her eyes closed. The next moan sounded more convincing. He rammed her again, her ass bunched up between them, like a huge quantity of bread dough boiling out from their connection. Jeri's head lifted, arching her back and neck, hands spreading to grip the edge of the desk. Masters ground against her. She moaned, her tongue snaked out of her mouth, coating her full lips, whipping round and round and round, like she was tasting honey.
Curiously, she kept her head up, showing me her face, her closed eyes while her body jerked from the impact behind her. The woman was strong as well as limber!
"Oh god, she feels so good! Jesus, she is some piece of ass!" Masters continued to hammer her from behind.
John approached from behind and I waved him wide. He came around the flank till he appeared in Masters' view. "You don't mind?" John asked, stepping back.
Masters just grimaced, continuing to ram what cock he possessed into the woman. With the bulge of her ass, I doubted she felt more than a few inches, but it seemed to satisfy him. His face took on an expression of concentration. His hands clamped down onto her ass, squelching into her ample flesh. He pulled her back onto his cock, jerking her so that she flopped like she had no bones.
Jeri, for her part, had lain down flat, gripping the edge of the desk above her head. She lay her cheek on the table No longer bent on her head-end, she raised her ass and began to fuck back at Masters. She rocked her ass forward and then racked it back to meet him, slapping her ass against him. Her big hips shook and wobbled as she fucked him and he pistoned into her.
Masters groaned and ground his body against her plush ass.
"Jesus, you're coming already?"
"Shut up, bitch. You've had yours already."
"You'll want me to suck him, now I suppose?" Jeri Lewis was looking at me. I felt the focus, like a caress. She had stopped fucking the man and lay under him, while he grunted and hunched at her from behind. Her head was turned ahead and she was looking up at me, her chin on the desk.
"Sure. Suck him hard and then fuck him on your back." I said.
A look flashed over her face. She quickly turned it aside, hiding it from me but I recognized the look. I knew prim satisfaction when I saw it. This woman was getting off on being watched while she fucked. Not that I did not understand that sensation, it just surprised me to find it in her. In retrospect, such surprise seemed utterly stupid. Her choice of the stage and how she managed it had an inner motivation, one that kept her coming back for more, pun unintended.
Masters pulled back from her butt and with some solicitude, helped her to stand. She immediately got to her knees. She was avidly licking at his cock when I got around the desk, standing to the side with John, watching them.
"This bitch likes her own taste. I mean, she likes it. It makes her hot as hell to suck her own blow off my cock."
Jeri must have heard but she only pursed her lips and kissed the head of the man's stubby dick. Masters lost track of us, perhaps even where he was, clamping a hand on the back of her head and pushing his cock forward, seeking her attention. She licked the shaft and finally sucked it into her mouth. Her head began to bob, till finally she planted the cock deep in her mouth and held him still, blowing extravagantly through her nose. I saw her swallow several times. Finally, Masters pushed at her forehead and she pulled back.
"Damn, girl, what are you trying to do? Make me blow again?"
"Would that be so bad?"
In that little exchange, I saw that not only did she have a good thing on the stage, she was more or less pleased about pleasing him with her body afterward. That made my project that much more difficult. Shit, I thought. One of my best traits, though, is not to worry about things that don't need to be worried about. This was what it was. I'd see what developed.
Jeri was sitting on the edge of the desk now, her legs wide before her. Her legs were long and formed perfect, black arches down to the floor, directing his approach to her pussy. The black stockings and the straps were still in place, though one had come loose and dangled below her full thigh. Masters was erect once more, utterly revived by her lips on his cock. Who wouldn't be? The dead, not the naked.
Before they joined, she looped her arms around his neck and pulled him into a kiss. They kissed like lovers. After a few torrid moments, she reached between them and fit his cock into her body. As he ground against her, she broke the kiss and groaned, pointing her chin to the ceiling. He kissed up the pillar of her neck, before pushing at her shoulders, bending and taking the nipple of one great tit between his lips. Her legs bent behind him, her heels dimpled his ass as she tried to clinch him tighter between her legs. He supported her with an arm around her waist. He sucked and she grunted, falling back onto her hands, her back bent, pushing her tit at him, offering it to his mouth. Her hips pulsed as he ground his body between her legs. She dropped her head back and let him suck first one tit then the other.
When he straightened, her tits glistened. Jeri lay down on the desk, reaching over her head to grip the edge with both hands. "Fuck me, Jake." She whispered. "Do it for me. I want another. Need another. Make me come, Jake. Fuck me!"
I could see her face, it was tipped back, part of the arch of her body that was presenting her pussy to his driving cock. Jake, for his part, lifted first her one leg then the other over his shoulders. He bent her. Jeri grunted and her hips popped up several time, meeting his strokes with pumping strokes of her own. She wasn't passive; not at all. She gave as good as she got.
That heartened me. Jeri Lewis, underneath all of her fire, dearly loved to fuck!
"Bend me, Jake, pound my pussy. Ram it into me." Jeri chanted. Her hands held tight to the desk. It stabilized them. She kept sliding towards the middle of the desk top. From time to time, Masters would halt his jackhammer motion and pull her ass off the edge again. The sound of his body slapping against the plane of her bent thighs filled the room.
Finally, though, when her ass was far from the edge towards the midddle, he just shoved her further and climbed on the desk, grinding down between her long legs. Her legs fell open about his shoulders, widened by his body between them. She slid them down his bare, surging body and locked them around his waist, hitched them higher and locked them around his lower ribs. He was deep in her. Jeri reveled in the penetration. Her pleasure emanated from her like a rumor.
Her head dangled off the opposite edge of the desk. Masters rode her hard, then, ramming his cock into her over and over again. Her tits waved and twitched. Masters was on his hands, his thighs balanced on the edge of the desk. That looked uncomfortable. I walked around and grabbed hold of her hands and pulled them till the edge of the desk hit her at about the middle of the back. Masters looked up and nodded, his knees now on the desk, giving him proper leverage. He fucked her, hard. Jeri was panting, licking her lips constantly now, grunting and moaning as the man hammered into her. Her eyes opened and she watched me, the sensations of their conjunction cast shadows on the windows of her soul. The pleasure of it had control of her now and she rode crest after crest. I kept hold of her hands, staring down the line of her body to their conjunction.
In that position, she had to use her core and middle muscles and she tired quickly. Her hands clung to me and I supported her, holding her by the elbows while her hands gripped mine. I supported her. It was the first time I had touched her skin. Her eyes fluttered and she tried to focus on me as her body lurched.
Masters fucked her.
Her hips finally began to respond. Her feet found purchase on the desk, and with my help, she began to roll her pussy at him, rocking up to meet him and then rolling away to gain momentum as she fucked up at his down stroke. Masters finally bent over her, kissing the stretched expanse of her tits. Finding one, he sucked on it hard. Jeri shook a hand loose from my grasp and whacked him on the side of the head.
"No marks, asshole. They show through the costume, remember!"
Masters grunted and moved his mouth, kissing to her nipple and sucking on it. Suddenly Jeri jerked. Her head dropped, like she lost all strength in her neck. She gave me back her hand and when I had firm hold of her, her whole body bucked, her hips springing up from the desk top. Masters rode her, grinding down into her as her body surged beneath him.
"Oh, god, yes, like that Jake. Fuck me there, Jake. Yes, yes! Oh fuck, Jake, now, now!" Her body clinched, she seized him with her legs. Her hands pulled at mine as she sought to curl up around the cock tickling her fancy. Her torso bowed up and for a crystal moment, they kissed, both arched, their mouths meeting and squelching together.
Then Jeri jerked and screamed. Her whole body bucked and she arched her back, her feet planted on the desk lifted her hips and Masters with them. He began to rabbit-fuck her pussy, hammering her with short strokes.
Till then, I still had control of her hands. She clung to me, communicating the rising tension in her body with the claws of her hands. Her upper torso bent far down, off the desk. She shook loose her hands and she flopped off the edge of the desk. She bent so far, she planted her hands on the floor and pushed up. It gave her an entirely different sort of leverage and she began a rapid fire emulation of Jake's motions between her splayed legs.
They fucked each other with short, hammering motions for several moments, maybe a minute. Finally, Jeri screamed and creamed and her hips arched high, lifting what was now dead weight; Master lay between her full thighs, utterly unmoving. She hissed and arched, lifting the man as her body spasamed and shook. When her ass crashed back to the desk, I thought they were going to flop off onto the floor. I did not want to see that, or more to the point, be there when it happened, if it happened.
I took a step past John. "Come on. Let's git while the gittin is good. John, fuck man, we gotta get outta here!" I grabbed him by the elbow and pulled him away, back to the door. He shambled like he was sleepwalking, or like a zombie. I dragged him down the stairs and through the crowd. He did not speak till we were at the down elevator.
"Shit. Fuck me. I, she, Jesus, she really fucked him. She really did come like that! Jesus!" The elevator arrived. John didn't say anything else till we got into the car. We looked at each other. He grinned. "Well, shit, buddy, we know she loves to fuck anyway. There's that!"
I had to agree. There was that!"
I drove towards Holdingsfield.
John was silent till we were almost back home. Finally he said, "So? Was it worth it?"
I had been chewing over what I had learned. The challenge of solving a woman's sensual puzzle delighted me and Jeri Lewis' more the most. "Of course. Good call. Don't worry about the money. That was research and research costs. Happy to pay."
John nodded in satisfaction. He seemed genuinely happy about my approval. When we stopped on the street by his house, he looked over at me. "So? What do you think about my, about our proposal? Any chance I can keep my wife?"
I should have said "none!" But I was reluctant to crush his dreams. Eve attracted me in a different way than Jeri did but the allure was just as strong. I felt a twinge of regret, even guilt, though. John was decent and I was plotting to take away his wife. Perhaps that was why I did not crush the thought immediately. Unease makes me stall. "Why don't we talk on Monday. I really don't want to commit to something that I don't want to do. I have to tell you, John, Eve..."
He forestalled me, waving a hand at me. "I know. I know. You are not the first. She is alluring and irresistibly so. Monday then. Think about it. I'll, I'll think about it too. Maybe, maybe I can think of something else to help you that will be worth it. Make it worth more. I told you Jeri was up to something. Now we know."
I agreed. "Now we know." We shook hands and he left me. What I wanted to know was how he knew.
At home, I showered, filled with unease. Done, I almost went up stairs and took Jennifer, but the feeling I was fucking the enemy stopped me. I kept telling myself that I did not know for certain she was working both sides of the street but the doubt, the contamination of her delight in serving ruined it for the moment. Maybe I'd have to get over it but, much as I wanted to, as horny as I was, I left her alone. I was distracted too by the visions of Jeri Lewis being fucked and the sounds of her throbbing contralto as she orgasmed on stage.
In my own bed, I could not sleep. My mind would not shut off as I tried to figure how to extract Jeri from her present position and inject her into my portfolio or inject me into her is a better expression. What was Eve up to and was John part of it or just her pawn? What to do about Aurora? And finally the reality that I was biting off more pussy than I could fuck, to mix my metaphors, still bothered me. I almost called Val or Liza but decided these issues were mine and I needed to deal with them on my own. I worried about Sharon. With that thought, sleep finally arrived.



I woke the next morning to a suitcase banging down the stairs. I got up, grabbed a robe and caught Jennifer as she arrived at the ground floor. She was going "home" for a few days as instructed. I told her I'd call if I needed anything. I went back to bed and slept like the dead for another eight hours.
After dark, the technicians arrived, parking in two open spaces in the garage. I closed the garage door to hide their presence from the neighborhood, timing it so they just drove into it and disappeared. I hoped no one would notice.
I packed a bag and drove to a hotel. I had no wish to be around while they did their business. I finally remembered to call Crowley and ask if he knew someone who would know someone to give Jake Masters my vitae. He chuckled, always delighted when strait-laced Alan needed his more unsavory talents. He told me he thought he could take care of it. Then he told me something curious.
He had checked John Sawyer's business and yes, he had closed it and yes, it seemed that it was about three months early. Either we missed our cash projections or he had retained a pot of cash we had not counted on. It was a short term solution in any case and that did not worry me.
The last thing Crowley told me though seemed utterly confusing. They had put about twenty grand into a surveillance system into their house, just recently. Crowley agreed with me, it made no sense at all. They were within spitting distance of defaulting on the mortgage, why would they invest in a security system? They had it put in while I was laid up. It made no sense.
I puzzled over that for the next couple days while I worked in the hotel and they worked at the house. I got a call from Jennifer asking if I was at home. I said I was and she accepted that, said she saw odd lights in the house. I said I was trying something new. She seemed to accept that.
By Wednesday, the system was up and running. I could check the cameras on my phone. Only one was hooked up but it was fantastic. I could see the workers in my living room. Crowley had ordered painting trucks and they repainted several parts of the house, changing the brighter yellow and white to a darker blue that I really liked. I liked the cooler house, not the star-burst version Sharon apparently liked.
I spent the time tracking Sharon's progress but it was not good. I knew things were getting dicey and there may not be any good solution. I was betting millions on her ability to manage it. Sometimes the best you could hope for was to not make things worse and this was one of those times. I needed to know how she responded to this sort of situation. Could she accept the losses and just live to fight again another day?
Despite the fact she was my older sister, I was tutoring and training her and this was a trial by fire. I was depending on my people to keep her out of trouble so it was a spot check on their grasp of the situation as well.
Tuesday Crowley told me the crews were done and packing up. I decided to stay another night. They left the windows open to air out the house. It would be obvious to Jennifer I had had much of the house repainted but I hoped the cameras would not be equally obvious. I had no idea what to expect but even I could not find the cameras. One of our tech gurus got on the phone and talked me through how to call into the system on the Internet and showed me how to switch through the cameras. There were twenty-nine of them.
I called Jennifer and asked her to "come home" and she squeaked and did. She seemed excited.
"I had no idea you were planning to paint!" She squealed when she arrived inside the door. Redecorating always seems to energize a woman. We carried her stuff up to her room and got her settled. It had been painted as well.
I remained uneasy around her. John called and wanted to have lunch. I was happy for the distraction, gave cash to Jennifer to change accessories in the house and left to have lunch. I intentionally left her alone in the house. This time John met me in a bistro, a large place. The after-lunch lull left us stranded in a booth far away from the entrance. After we sat down, John got right down to business.
"So, Mr. Gale. Have you given our, my proposal any thought?"
"Why isn't Eve here?" I asked. I had given it thought, a lot of thought. I had not arrived at any conclusion.
"She is a distraction. You'd, you'd focus on her and not on the issues at hand. It defeats our purpose, hers and mine, to wean you off the idea that you have to have sex with her."
I nodded. "I can understand that, I guess. She is an incredible woman." I expected John to agree vehemently with that but he just took a drink of water.
"I have not been completely straight with you." He said.
I smiled vaguely. "No one ever is, when it comes to negotiating for pussy." I started out trying to be funny but realized I had spoken plain truth, which is often much less humorous flitting off the lips then it is in your head.
"I want to make you understand. I, I need to tell you a story."
I nodded. We'd ordered, I was hungry. My stomach growled and I almost suggested he wait till after the food came but rejected the idea. He seemed nervous, jittery. Best let him get to it, I decided.
"Mr. Gale, can I call you Josh?"
"Of course. Josh is fine."
"You represent a lot of money to us and we both know that. I, we, I have been trying to figure out how to be a man, to not hand my wife over to you to solve our financial problems. I don't think it is strange for a man to wish to avoid having his wife fuck to get them out of a spot, right? I am not being stupid, I mean?"
"You want me tell you that you are being noble?" I shrugged. "I think we are past that. You, you are after all entertaining the idea, the whole concept of using Eve to fuck for money to get you out of your hole. I am not sure that is noble, no matter how hard you negotiate."
John's eyes bored into mine and for a moment I felt like he wasn't seeing me. He wasn't.
When his eyes focused, he asked a peculiar question. "I bet you are wondering how Eve and I ended up together." It sounded like a statement.
I shook my head. "You are a handsome man, gentle and smart, capable as far as I can tell and caught on a petard that is not wholly your own. This financial crisis, it as fucked up a lot of people, worse than you."
John smiled and for a moment, I could see the sadness in him, the stress and something else. After a naked moment, I named what I saw and it was appreciation.
"You are too kind. Everyone knows that I don't belong with Eve. That is why every man who ever meets her looks at me as an unwanted complication. No one looks at me and sees a man they should respect because I own Eve. No, I am her husband and she owns me. It has always been that way."
I stopped him then and I shouldn't have. He might have told me the whole story but I did. "You two seem very comfortable together. She seems to adore you and she went to a lot of discomfort to avoid having you fuck Swallow."
"Shallow. Yes, but, well, let me tell you this story, about how we met. I was a scholarship student, and by that I mean I was a hardship student. My parents and sister were all killed in car accident when I was seventeen, after I had been accepted to Listingale College. They called it Lustingale because, went the rumor, they did not let virgins graduate.
"Anyway, I was two years ahead of her and the other Little Lords. That was the name of her group of women, girls at the time, the Little Lords. They came together from very different backgrounds, but were all filthy rich. They congealed into a group of girls who, for four years resolved to fuck ever male on the campus, including professors, husbands of professors, staff, and even the gay guys. They claimed to have completed the cycle by March every year.
"They had little rituals they went through to decide who had to do the undesirables. The loser had to fuck him. I was one of those undesirables. Eve joined the group as the lone legitimate model on campus and when she got the assignment to fuck me, she did. I, I fell in love with her. She dismissed me like I was nothing.
"Instead of getting angry, I got even." John hesitated and looked away for a moment, gathering his reserves I thought. I could tell this was something he did not relish disclosing.
"There was something she did not know about me. When, when she seduced me, she had no idea who or what I was. She, she came over to me while I was working in the cafeteria busing tables and spilled a cup of scalding coffee on my arm. She acted all horrified and insisted on taking me to her clinic in town, where she got her IUD or whatever, and drove me down there in her Lexus. I'd never been in one before. I shopped at Good Will for clothing. One of the standing jokes was for the bluebloods to saunter over and look at the back of my shirt and snicker that yep, that was his shirt and could he have it back, he wanted to donate it again.
"Anyway, I was like an untouchable, you know, like the lowest caste in India?"
I nodded.
"I worked three different jobs with the administration including B&G and by that time I had master keys for nearly every door on campus." He patted the air. "I need to go back now. Back to when I was a freshman. I was in shock and I had a roommate who was a horror. He acted like he was omni-sexual and offered to 'do me' right. Once he touched me while I was sleeping and I couldn't sleep there any more. I realized later he didn't mean any harm. He couldn't get it up with girls but wasn't really gay, he was just scared of the vagina." John smiled wanly.
"I was not much better. My boss with B&G understood my difficulty and got me keys so I could find various places around campus to sleep in peace or study. I was not really shy, just in shock from losing my family that summer before I arrived. And I was young. Then Tito got fired and there I was with the master keys for the whole campus. As part of the aid package, they had arranged for me to work the summer before I started, well, it was part pity because the house, my house got repossessed and I had no place to live. So they hired me on a modified student work program and let me live on campus. They felt sorry for me and I was in deep shock. I just did what people told me to do.
"By the time the regular students arrived, I knew a lot about the place. They'd see me in class and order me to empty the trash. I was too shattered to fight back for about the first two months. They hazed me all the time, like they were picking on a helpless mutt. Some of them called me Mutt a lot."
I tried not to look bored. His whining bothered me but I realized because I recognized the mentality he described, the superior, asshole mentality I had avoided, precisely because I was shy but I had seen what he described plenty as one of those moneyed elite. I hated them too but I had little wish to hear him whine about it. I was one of them, despite my contempt for the behavior he described. People like to blame the money but assholes are assholes regardless of net worth.
John continued. "It was one of the times they were being particularly brutal and they pushed me over and dumped out the trash I was hauling. Tito used to protect me but the new guy, Guido or something, he said the student should be with the students. They tortured everyone, not just me.
"This time, one young woman came over and helped me up and helped me clean up. She never said a word but her very presence seemed to intimidate them. She was fucking gorgeous and as it turned out, twisted up but nice. She, she had a smell about her I could not believe. It made me hard and I was bent over the whole time so I did not show her my wood.
"I wasn't a virgin exactly, I knew where everything was kept and where it all fit, but I wasn't exactly experienced. Just her presence drove me crazy. Of course, after that, she never acknowledged me again. Turned out she was having a spat with her boyfriend, one of the guys bothering me, and she just wanted to piss him off.
"Before I found that out though, I resolved to show her my appreciation. She was the first student who had been kind to me since I arrived and it freaked me out a little. I wanted to show I had a little class. I presumed she wore perfume because her scent haunted me. I'd wake up from sex dreams smelling it. I had saved a little money and decided I'd figure out what she wore and buy her a little bottle, just so show her I had class, too. That was what everyone referred to at Listingale, class. I wanted to show I had some, despite my humble circumstances.
"However, figuring out such a thing is harder than it sounds. I tried all the usual approaches and got eyed in high class salons that sold perfumes. Finally, I got desperate and talked myself into going to her room. It was a Saturday night, the football team was playing and we had a good team that year, everyone was talking bowl game and the like. She, she was dating a linebacker on the team and so was at the games to cheer him on and shit. The dorm...let me tell you about the dorms at this place. There were dorms and then there were the 'dorms' for the elite. They had been completely redecorated and renovated with single occupant suits and privates baths, paid for by parents. It became the tradition for girls to live there who were from the upper crust.
"Anyway, I had keys to their rooms. I slipped in, looking for the perfume. I found it and it was a grand a bottle, smallest possible. When I discovered that I had to change my plans. That night, though, I searched carefully through her things trying to find the perfume. It was like a department store in there. I did, finally, but before I found it, I found her diary, her hand written diary stuffed under her undies."
He grinned. "Don't ask why I was looking in her panty drawer and I won't have to lie to you. I opened the notebook up and flipped idly through it but then I saw the words 'he fucked me' and I decided to read more closely. I have an eidetic memory and an high IQ, why I got into Listingale in the first place. I went back and flipped through the book from the beginning.
"The thing was chock full of accounts of her sexual activities retold in loving detail. At first I was sure it was all just lies, fantasies, but then she began to talk about her dream, her wish, her hopeful fantasy. You'll never guess what this girl, the cream of the country's crop, what she wanted! She wanted to be raped. She use that word. She wrote lovingly about being forced to have sex, about a guy slipping into her room and fucking her silly. She mocked the linebacker for his poor sexual prowess, fucked him again, she wrote. No better this time. He comes seconds after I get astride him and then he's done for a couple hours. Even when I wait, he still comes quick. The prick never even tries to avoid it so I could get going but he is oblivious.' She went on for pages about his inadequacies as a man and as a lover.
"I felt a little bad for him but he was a dick and one time spit into my coke just to see what I'd do. I did nothing and he called me a pussy. Revenge can be so very sweet. Anyway, she had periodic entries going back two years where she imagined being raped. She always ended it with a little plea to be satisfied by surprise.
"I left her room with this new idea, two ideas. She wanted to have sex with a stranger and she wanted to be raped in her room. Not real rape but, what would you call it? Wanting a stranger to have sex with you in your room? She called it rape, she talked about saying 'no, no, no' the whole time she was being fucked and coming like a house."
John seemed a little disturbed, like the thought of it bothered him. It certainly bothered me. Willing participation always seemed by far the best, but I am rich and I do know that money makes some women wet or hot or willing; perhaps all three. Without money, a guy needs something else to excite a woman.
"I, I was horrified by what I was thinking. Well, aroused and fearful because, well, it seemed like something I could do and I got so aroused, you know, by the thought of satisfying a woman's most private fantasy." Suddenly John looked positively horrified, like he just became aware he was talking out loud or something.
"My god, did I even tell you her name? I didn't did I?"
I shook my head. I thought he was protecting the innocent but apparently he had no interest in that either. I was completely clueless as to what he was about. Still, I was fascinated. It seemed a good story.
"Her name was Maya. She was blond, beautiful and stacked. Despite my ultimate choice, I love a nice rack on a woman. Eve, she knows and says she does too, just to make me feel at ease." He groaned. "I know. Too long. I'll get to the point but you, you need to understand that what I offer you is, well, it is real and valuable, for what you are doing and more to the point, why you are doing it. I don't buy for a minute that you are doing it just for the money."
I had a momentary thrill, thinking I had been caught out but it passed with his next words.
"It, I know its for the pussy. Who can blame you. Twenty-four houses and twenty women that could be models on the catwalk or strippers down with Mrs. Lewis. It, it really is incredible and I am, I respect your for noticing and making the plan to buy that much pussy. It really is ingenuous if only you'd let Eve escape unfucked." He grunted and waved a hand at me.
"I know. I'll get on with it. Eve says I do go on sometimes. So, I left Maya's suite that night certain that she wanted to be fucked, raped in her own room, at night. Of course the next two weeks I spent having second thoughts but each time, I'd find time to get into her room and reread the diary to see that it said what I thought it said. That may seem strange, given my memory but the truth was I liked how her room smelled, so I kept going back. Creepy I know but I was in a bad place.
"I think if that was the only thing that happened, I'd have been fine but the first week of November, Maya and her linebacker friend, I just called him Igor and I honestly have forgotten his real name, they had a big fight. It was public, with her throwing food at him in the cafeteria. A boiled egg I think because he was at breakfast with another girl and Maya was sure he boffed the other girl. It was a mess. Maya was a mess.
"This went on till Thanksgiving and everyone left campus but me and some of the other charity cases. I went to her room and found she had written two weeks of entries, extending fantasies about having sex with a stranger in her room, about being bound and fucked. Two weeks, every night. She swore off men and boyfriends and all that jazz. I was too dumb and full of cum to realize she was venting. I determined to give her what she wanted.
"I put a big eye bolt in the underside of the book case over the foot of her bed. Then I got together a little kit and realized I needed to rehearse. I got nervous. That was when I started ransacking the other rooms of beautiful or sexy girls looking for diaries. That four days of Thanksgiving break, I bet I read sixty diaries and you know what? At least a dozen of them had similar ideas, sex fantasies about being fucked in the night. So, after four days of nothing but female fantasies of being fucked blindfolded, I resolved to do it.
"When everyone came back to campus, I figured it would be the best time and I did. At two in the morning I crept into her room and, and I did her. I had handcuffs, with an easy release, a gag and I did her. She was sleeping and I slipped into the room, I'd oiled hinges and locks all over campus so nothing squeaked. I gagged her, cuffed her and fucked her.
"Now, I had told myself that I would not do anything if her pussy was dry, you know, if she was desert scared. This only worked for me if it was really her fantasy and when it happened, she'd get into it. She did. God, she did. I think she came four or five times that first time, her legs bent up over her head. I decided next time to hook her feet so I could just fuck her. She talked about being a 'hole' just a 'hole' she said. She thrashed and squealed into the gag. I even turned her around and did her from behind and she still bucked like she was climaxing. It was incredible.



"When I let her loose, she just lay there, panting. I delicately took the gag out of her mouth and she gasped and snorted. Don't go, she said, but I left. I had been there much longer than I intended. I left and the very next morning, I was busing tables again and there she was, sitting at a table and I eased closer. A gaggle of girls were around Maya and she was talking in a hushed voice. I heard her say 'fucked me' and 'gagged the whole time' and 'orgasm after orgasm!' The other girls listened and then Maya said it, she said 'the Midnight Rambler is back'.
"Now I didn't know what she was talking about so I did some research but found nothing. Later I found out that in years past, some of the girls had had sex in the night like that, without cuffs but still, in their own beds with an unknown man.
The next two weeks were crazy. I had a dozen or so girls identified who had diaries and with similar predilections. I visited their rooms and found express wishes that the Midnight Rambler would visit them. I had a name. The night I went back to Maya's room, I fucked her hard this time. I tore her up. I had cuffs for her ankles this time and she was hooked all limbs to one point. I worried the eye bolt would come loose. I had to hook a larger...you don't care about the details. I fucked her. Two nights later, I fucked another girl. I felt like I had cheated on Maya but realized that I could not become fixated on one. I went back to Maya three or four times and she always came with me. I know she did. The last time we did it, I let her loose and we had sex like lovers. She was worn down and relieved not to be hooked up but the feeling of her legs wrapping around me as I did her lit me up. God it was hot!
"I know, I am getting to it. The semester ended and Maya did not return that next semester. I don't know why. I was hooked though, with or without her. I had to have sex. Since I was a nonentity on campus, my only avenue was through the diaries. For the longest time I just read diaries, convinced that I had to leave them alone, that it was too big a risk. But I always gave in. I'd find one girl or another who had very explicit fantasies and so I'd fuck her and the next couple weeks, all the women would be abuzz with stories of the Midnight Rambler.
"There was even a group of girls who formed his 'posse' and when various guys insisted that they were the Midnight Rambler, they'd fuck them to see. That got out of hand right away, the queue formed to the right and went around the block. So they changed it, they stopped that after a while.
"It changed how women responded because after that, they all wanted to blow me the first time. I figured out after a while that the posse would offer to blow a guy and if his cock wasn't the right one, they bang him in the balls. The lines got much shorter. They put one guy in the hospital but he was a dick, so he likely had a concussion. In order to help them out, I went back and fucked the whole posse again, getting them to blow me and they all agreed that they'd been had by the Midnight Rambler. By the end of that first year, I'd fucked maybe eight or ten girls that way.
"I was a fucking legend with a secret identity and everything, like I was a super hero. During the summer, I did three professors, two right on campus, right in their offices. When I left them, I whispered they'd just fucked the Midnight Rambler. None of them reported me. That was when I understood I had something but I had to be smart. Doing them during the summer was stupid because the process of elimination could have ended up with me as the prime suspect.
"The professors were the first time I ever did someone without the benefit of the diary. That is a little misleading because I heard two of them talking about the Midnight Rambler and the third was tight with them. I went back for them several times the rest of the next year, doing them in their houses. That is another story.
"The next year started with a whole new group of freshman women and it became obvious that most prestigious click was the Posse and the alumna of the Midnight Rambler. I began to initiate new girls. I got really adept and slipping into the room. I'd be on them and in them before they were fully awake. I know, that violated my desert pussy rule but if they did not enjoy it, I never went back. That whole semester I did maybe two or three a week. About half kept quiet about it and the rest joined the Posse."
John fell silent.
I waited. When he spoke again, his voice had changed. Before it had been high and tinny. It dropped an octave and he sat up, looking right at me.
"I quit relying on the diaries to keep from making that obvious. I did a secretary in her apartment. I had been working on picking locks and that was one of the first times I did that exclusively. The thrill was unbelievable. Well, in truth, I went to her place and picked the lock when she was at work but still, the rush was awesome.
"Everyone knew about the Midnight Rambler. Then I got bronchitis and had to lay low for a month and a half. I cough like a pig in a dry, dusty pen when I get a cold and it held on forever. Coughing in the midst of an outing would never have worked out.
"The campus was wondering what had become of the Rambler when I finally got back on the horse. All year I visited girls, fucking them. It was unbelievable. A bunch of them never even fought. Some fought because they wanted to be restrained. They were the ones gushing when I entered them the first time.
"So that year passed. In April of that year, a girl visited the campus and I lost it over her. I fell in love from across the quad." He halted his headlong narrative.
"Eve." I breathed.
"Eve." He agreed. "I did not see her again till the next year but I knew I had to have her. By then, I had become a campus legend. I was suddenly completely content being invisible. I always wondered why no one else tried it but no imitators appeared to screw things up for me. After a while, the challenge was to surprise the woman. I made a lot of girls' lives better; girls who were not part of the in-crowd. When they decided to let it be known they had been fucked by the Rambler, they were instantly a sensation. I realized as the numbers rose, that duplication would mark a girl off as special and occasionally I'd go back when a girl was having a hard time. I made female reputations with my cock that second year.
"Then came Eve. Eve was different. She was part of a group of high society girls who knew about cotillions and that sort of thing. They found each other and formed an instant bond that excluded everyone else. Swallow was the vociferous instigator of it but Eve was often at the center of whatever they did. There were eighteen girls.
"I was in love though. The first month, I didn't do anyone and the rumor began that the Rambler had graduated. Others insisted he was a towny. I was fixated on Eve. She had no diary so I had to reconnoiter heavily before I could figure her out. I failed.
"I did however fuck her. The football game the first week in October was away and a lot of the students made it into a weekend in Ohio. They left but Eve stayed behind. I fucked her Friday night. She went crazy. She came and came and came, like it was her first time or something but believe me she was no blushing virgin. I went back Saturday and by Sunday she was expecting me.
"When I opened the door, her voice came out of the darkness. Couldn't stay away from this good pussy? She asked me. I was terrified for a moment but she did not scream and she spoke the truth, I could not keep away from her fine pussy. She told me I didn't have to hook her up. I found her nude on the bed waiting for me. When I say she was waiting for me, I mean she was slick as axle grease and hot as a baked potato when I slipped inside. But strangely, she did not come when I fucked her. In fact, most of the energy was gone and she just held on till I gushed the first time.
"I made to leave but she wrapped her legs around me and held on, telling me not to go. I got a little panicked, thinking she was trapping me. Going back the third time was dangerous. She held on and soothed me and told me to relax and listen. She said she had a plan, a plan that would let her own this campus. She wanted to control everyone and everything. She said, she said she had a deal for me.
"I wasn't sure what that meant but I got hard. She took me inside and while I fucked her, she told me what she had in mind. She would tell me who to fuck and she'd tell them she had control of me. If I did that, she'd guarantee that I'd get all the women I wanted without any risk whatsoever.
"I got loose from her legs and left. That next week, she posted a notice on the big public bulletin board addressed to the Midnight Rambler. It said, come do her again and she'd make it worth my while.
"For two weeks I resisted, because it seemed like a trap but then I saw the crap she was taking from everyone for the poster and finally, I did her again. This time, though, I hooked her up good and fucked her fast and deep before leaving her. I told her no more posters. The next day, she took it down.
"I cannot tell you the power I felt then. I never stopped to ask what I needed her for. The year before I got fifty or sixty women that way. Easy, but having her blessing seemed much more attractive. Finally I went back to her. She gave me a name, told me to fuck her before Thursday.
"I was terribly suspicious, thinking it was a trap so I did the girl immediately. She was so wet after I gagged her and hooked her arms up, she sloshed when I rammed into her. She was a black chick named Odessa. God, what a lay! Friday I did Eve again and she told me who to do next. I did Lucretia Laurenitus and she came like a cannon. She was a dancer, ballet and flexible as rubber. I kept trying to find her limits and didn't.
"I went back to Eve. She told me about the Little Lords who were intent on fucking everyone and lo and behold, she had drawn my name, my real name. She told me that she'd fuck me as John, though at the time my name was Mark Stallworth. She said she was going to fuck me and make me her boyfriend and that she'd tell him all about me. She said she'd give him the name, the next name to fuck and I could get it from him. If I kept doing her this way, someone would get suspicious and I'd get caught.
"Now at the time, I had no idea if she was on to me or not. The next week, she spilled scalding coffee on my arm while I was busing tables and burned the shit out of my arm. She was all solicitous and demanded I take her to her doctor to have the burn looked at. She did and we ended up doing it in a hotel room. She said she'd picked me because I was nothing and that I could not demand anything from her She said she had a job for me. She told me that she had no wish to end up on the auction block with the other cunts, her word, she wanted to be left alone with her tamed cock. That was me. She insisted that she just wanted a boyfriend but if I'd play along, I could fuck her as much as I wished.
"I was so nervous, so suspicious, I could not believe this was all a coincidence. To this day, Eve insists it was. I may be gullible but I believe her. She then told me about the Little Lords, the name of her group of girls, and she insisted that she wanted to keep them out of trouble but give them a good time in school. She insisted that I would be hearing from the Midnight Rambler. When I did, she told me to give him the next name.
"It was easy to tell her that the Midnight Rambler insisted that I not reveal who he was or how he did what he did. She seemed perfectly willing to accept things as they were. She told me who to fuck and I fucked them. I figured out eventually that she told everyone that I knew who the Rambler was and that the guy had taken me under his wing and protected me. He said that he let me decide who got fucked in the night.
"Eve used it to perfection, leveraging it into control over all the women who cared about the Midnight Rambler. I did something really clever, though, to keep things from getting to conspicuous. Several times, once I knew who was getting fucked on a day, I'd slip in and change their clock so that it was an hour later. I'd then fuck them at midnight by their clock. While they were eating breakfast, I'd change the clock back. At the actual midnight, I'd go fuck Eve.
"She figured out that the Rambler was fucking the next girl while I was doing her. I managed to dispel that suspicion. But Eve was not really fucking me. The fire cat I had fucked as the Rambler was replaced by a cool female who'd wrap her legs around me and let me pump till I came but she'd be filing her fingernails above my back. It was awful. She turned into a limp fish and nothing I could do could get that fire back. I insisted on doing her ass, made her suck me off all over campus...nothing changed her. She was consistently pliable but utterly unresponsive.
"This went out for the whole year and I fucked everyone she told me to. I endured her lack of response and came to love the variety. I still poached diaries but mostly with the idea that I was finding out what a girl liked. She and Swallow, dammit, now you have me doing it. She and Shallow used me several times, as me, to do girls with guys they were interested in but wanted to see if they'd share. I did Shallow several times with other guys, just to see if they'd share. The whole thing they told you about Shallow and the other Little Lords, Eve never calls them that, by the way. That thing was all true. Shallow fucked everyone of the guys who sniffed around the Little Lords. She was the fuck buffer. When a girl got hooked into a guy Eve thought was beneath her, she'd send the Rambler to show her what sex was all about.
"In the process, I got mad respect. I came to be the guy that the Rambler listened to. I had to fuck some girls from some other people along the way but I used Eve to figure out who was trying to catch me out and who just wanted a good fucking. As you can see, the whole surprise thing went out of it nearly from the start. I became an on-call cock that serviced the girls on campus.
"When summer came, I was stranded. Eve went back to her life, and I was alone on campus. I knew should not call on the Rambler but I did once too often. A married professor, well, two married professors were boning in her office and I caught them, as me, doing maintenance. I knew they had been carrying on and thought I'd contrive to get her under my thumb. I barged in and then backed out. I left the room but a few days later, when the man was out of town, I caught her alone and fucked her. She went right to the administration and reported me. She laid out her reasons for not engaging the police, because I'd rat out the other professor and no one thought that was a good idea.
"Just like that, I was out on my ass. They dismissed me and cut me off from all financial aid. My tenure there was over. I was devastated. I left, I thought, never to return. I was working as a night clerk in an all-night pharmacy when a guy found me...it was three months later. He said he worked for Mr. Covington and had a message for me from Eve. He gave me a letter and left.
"Eve wrote me that she needed the Rambler back. Word was the Rambler had graduated but she had convinced them that he refused to touch anyone but her but that was wearing thin. She said I knew him and that I should find him and bring him back occasionally. She arranged a hotel room and told me to have him visit the campus.
"I am not sure what she was thinking but I had kept the master keys. I returned to the campus and fucked a few of her freshmen friends. I returned to my job for a few weeks till the guy reappeared. I returned to campus several more times under that pretense. Even then, she insisted later she had no idea I was the Midnight Rambler. That insults me a little because no one imagined I could be that guy, so nondescript was I.
"Her junior year, I did the same thing but I got a hair up my ass and got a job at her father's company. For some reason, I got a position and in six months, I had worked into a respectable position. I managed to finish my degree with night school and Internet classes.
"Eve's senior year, I was off her radar. She came home at Christmas and came face to face with me in the halls of her father's offices and did not recognize me. Not even a flicker. I had changed a little, gotten more handsome, filled out some. She says now she does not even remember seeing me."
John stopped and I felt like a galloping pony had just locked his front legs and bucked me off ass over tea kettle. "What? How did you end up with Eve Covington? You cannot stop there!"
John smiled wanly.
"Just because I left campus did not mean I had stopped visiting women in the night. I made a hobby of searching for diaries and when I found one that contained the right fantasies, I'd go back and fuck them. Several of the women in the Covington companies got visits from me. No one ever knew."
"But what about Eve?"
"Eve is smart. You know that. She graduated and her father assumed she'd come back and become a vice president to his Chairman of the Board. He had a guy all picked out to succeed him and Eve was going to marry him to keep the business in the family. Eve was having none of that. They had a huge fight right in the offices and she insisted that she could make it on her own, that she did not need her father.
"She did too. That was the beginning of the legend of Eve Covington, the model. She went and broke into that business and dominated it for two years. She came back once during that time and paid her father for her education, dropping three-hundred thousand in gold coins on his desk. It embarrassed him. She turned around and left. We all thought that was the last we'd see of her but then her mother died.
"Eve was like her father sinew and bone but looked just like her mother. She used both to her advantage. She came back and she and her father reconnected. Her older sister resented them both; she was ditzy like her mom and not reserved and dignified like Eve is. Eve's father was devastated and Eve put him back together. He got back up on his hind legs and they fought again.
"During that time, I took to slipping into their house and fucking her, as the Rambler. We went through a little dance and she suddenly 'recognized' me from school. I had changed my name by then and dodged her friends when they came to visit but I still had it when it came to doing women in the night. I had begun doing her regularly and she responded as she had to the old Rambler. When she discovered I was working for her father, she invited me out a few times but it seemed to go no where. Neither of us mentioned that I was doing her in the night, while she strained at hand cuffs in her own bed. She knew though, it was all clear to her at that time.
"Well, she had this huge blow up with her father and she came down to where I was working. She dragged me up to his office, told his father I had been fucking her for six months and there wasn't a thing he could do about it. Mr. Covington was not shocked or even perturbed. He just looked back at the papers on his desk and said she was right, she could lay whomever she pleased but she was marrying Carl Billings. She pointed at me and screamed we were getting married. Mr. Covington told her if she married me, she was out. She did and we were. She had invested her money from modeling well and we used that to buy into Holdingsfield. That is how I came to be Mr. Eve Covington."
I nodded. "Not very romantic."
"Eve is not much of a romantic. As you said, she has had to cut off all ties to her friends from college or they would surely recognize me and put two and two together."



I did not point out that perhaps he was such a nonentity that it would not be a real problem. That would have been cruel. I nodded but I still did not understand what this story had to do with me or our contract, the contract for Eve herself. I said as much.
John smiled. "I have been in every one of the bedrooms of the women in this development. I know which ones have diaries, even if they are electronic. I have insight into who and what they are. There are even two or three who would like a midnight visit. If you did, you could sign them tomorrow. Fuck them tonight, own them tomorrow. If you give us your support and leave Eve's pussy to me, her body and her soul, we'll, we'll make all that we know about the board and the women of Holdingsfield available to you. We'll remain on the outside but we'd be working for you. You see? I know you do research but this will save you time. Eve believes that eventually someone is going to see what you found and you'll have a competitor and when that happens, your contracts will be worthless and your fucking investment will be lost completely."
He nodded then. "Eve understands these things better than I. She says that if you don't hurry, Aurora will find a legitimate investor or someone else will appear. Other people have deep pockets." At this point he leaned forward and gave me the first inkling that all was not right with this presentation. A big piece was still missing but I think John oversold his hand right here.
"I think Eve is feeling the pressure and before she turns her ass over to you, she'd go back to her father. She doesn't want to do that. She'd rather...not. If she can make this work with you without needing to go back to her father, she'll do that but she will not ever have sex with you. Ever. She told me to make it clear to you that she would never honor any such contract. You, you have to find a way to avoid that or she will bring the whole scheme, your whole scheme down on your face."
John over sold his position. He would have been fine if he had never mentioned the fact that Eve had told him what to say. What I learned next finally allowed me to see the whole picture. At this point, I was lacking two thirds of the full picture. That would come.
I don't really respond to threats but something told me that this was one time I should act upset. I leaned into John. "Listed, John, you tell your cunt of a wife, I will have her." My words seemed to stoke a fury I had not felt but now I did. It suffused through me like a double of scotch. I tingled. "You, you have no idea what is at stake and I am going to demonstrate to both you and your lovely wife that you should never, ever challenge me. You tell her that for me." I got up and despite the fact that I had driven, I left him sitting there with a couple hundreds from my pocked to pay for dinner.
I liked John but something about his story, something about the way he told it suggested to me that I should hide my true feeling and disguise my actual response to him, my true skepticism. I stalked out to my car and drove towards home.
My phone rang.
It was one of my systems auditors. Sharon had run into serious trouble just as I suspected. A plane was gassed and ready at the private airport. I had to go. I turned around and headed for the airport, calling Jennifer to let her know what was happening. I asked her to pack a bag and meet me there. I was on the other side of town and if she took a taxi to the airport she'd beat me there. I told her to pack for five days, I should have said seven.
Jennifer met me at the airport. I wanted to fuck her but there just wasn't time. I had arranged for the painters to leave some things undone and asked Jennifer to finish up. There was some detail work to be done. I thought maybe that would give her something to do while I was gone. I figured I'd be back soon.
I flew off to help Sharon. I figured I'd be gone a few days but the Euro-zone turned out to be only the first of several stops, including Singapore, Tokyo and Brisbane. Thirteen days later I dragged my tired ass back to Holdingsfield. One of our partners had lied on their financials and the deficit had come to light. Sharon had made things worse and it took me a while to unsnarl her snarl. I'd been on the go, chasing the unraveling problem around the world and now, finally I was home, staggering in the front door.
I was too tired to think. I went right to my room, dully noticing that Jennifer did not appear. I showered first. I noticed that Jennifer hovered outside, I could see her through the steamed glass. When I stepped out, she left the room. I fell into bed, so jet-lagged I could no longer think. I had been "on" for so long, all the stretch was gone out of my strings. I remember waking to find Jennifer cuddled up against me. She was shaking. I was so dull-headed, I gave it no thought. I just thought she was cold.
I had a hit off the bourbon when I got home and I think it kicked the sticks out from under me. I was so sleep deprived I slept through the next day and woke at two in the morning, famished. I went out to the kitchen and fixed a sandwich. While I was eating, Jennifer came down the stairs. She stood just outside the light of the kitchen. She wore one of my shirts and nothing else that I could see.
My mind was still woolly and my body just needed food so I did not engage her in conversation. She stood there, not even looking at me, her head down, her legs tight together, the toes of one foot covering the other, her hands wringing each other in front of her pussy, elbows locked.
"Jennifer?" I said, wondering at her silence. Usually she chattered like a happy lark.
Her head jerked, her eyes glared at me through her unkempt curls. She turned and ran back upstairs.
"Odd." I thought. I got a cold knot in my stomach. Something was off, something had happened in my absence but I had no idea what. I had the distant idea that she had somehow detected my camera system and now she was either inhibited or angry. I could not think straight enough to untangle that thought, so I left it for later. I had kept Alan Livingston completely separate from Joshua Gale while traveling. I knew nothing of Gale's business dealings. I had to catch up, to see if something had run utterly off the tracks. If Jennifer was any indication, they had.
I had another drink after eating and it hit me like a brick on the back of the head. I staggered back to bed and slept till early afternoon. I was sitting up in bed when the door cracked and Jennifer poked her head in.
"You're awake." She said in a tiny voice.
"Good morning." I mumbled, till trying to equalize the pressure in my soul.
"Good afternoon." She replied.
"Anything I should know about?" I asked. The look on her face said I had just struck her with a closed fist but I hadn't, wouldn't. I couldn't even reach her from where I sat.
Her face disappeared from the cracked door. Then it reappeared. "No." She said. "Hungry? Breakfast or lunch?"
"Breakfast." I said, "Eggs, sausage, toast, coffee."
"Coffee?"
I nodded.
"Uh, someone is here to see you."
"Oh? Who?"
"Mrs. Lewis, shall I tell her to wait?"
I grinned, thinking this would be interesting. "No. Send her back. Bring me my computer first, though. My travel bag is..." I didn't know where it was.
"I'll get it."
Jennifer brought me the bag and set it close enough for me to reach it then scampered out of my reach, as though I were a hungry lion and might take a big bloody bite out of her succulent body if she got too close. Curious. I told her to show Mrs. Lewis back. I wondered what that could mean. I'd find out presently.
Jennifer was speaking to Jeri as they approached the door. I had fired up my computer and had papers I needed to finalize laid out around me. I was naked in the bed, sour from two nights of continuous sleep but refreshed.
Jennifer pushed open the door and stepped back. Mrs. Lewis walked into the room and stopped. "You are not even out of bed." She started. She looked haggard, distraught, even bedraggled. Beautiful still, despite all that. Her auburn hair draped in great swathes down her torso, nearly amber in the dull afternoon light. A woman who is still beautiful in distress is beautiful indeed. She wore a light blue button-up shirt that was too big for her, a man's shirt I supposed. It bunched unnecessarily so that her tits seemed just part of the general disarray. Her hair was mussed, the blue jeans were tight and bleached. She wore ugly brown flats.
"Good morning, Mrs. Lewis. What can I do for you."
She shook her head. That dangled a thick strand of her chestnut hair over her face. She left it, a riven streak down her face. Her distress was clear in her eyes. "It's afternoon." She said. She took a step forward, putting a hand on the bedpost at the foot of my bed. For a moment she just stared down at the floor. When she lifted her head, her lips were pursed.
I waited.
"Okay. Okay. I'll, I'll do it." She said. "I'll sign your fucking contract."
I had learned in life to always take "yes" for an answer and shut up. I had my "yes" so I had nothing to add. But man oh man was I curious about the change in her stance. Happy, but curious. I waited.
Jeri's head lifted. "But, but there, there are conditions. You, you have to do something, something I am not sure you can do."
"Oh? So you have a condition? This is a negotiation, then. Still negotiating?"
She shook her head violently, the motion jerked the long strands of her hair into the air and for a moment it danced as though independently alive, like she was Medusa. I could believe it. My cock had turned to stone.
"No. No. I, it isn't my condition. You, you aren't negotiating with me. But, but I cannot just quit. That place. I...I thought I could do it but..." Suddenly her eyes flashed fire and brimstone.
"It's all your fucking fault. Goddamn you! You motherfucker! If you hadn't, hadn't..." Her voice cracked and she stopped speaking, panting. Her eyes were wild, fearsome and full of fear at the same time. Not fear, but a sort of revulsion. The sort of emotion a dieter has after the sixth carton of ice cream is empty. Angst that she ate all that ice cream, self-abhorrence for having eaten all six without a stop, oh and the famished regret that there is no more to be had.
"I seem to get blamed for everything. We don't even know each other. How is that fair?"
Her face flushed completely scarlet, like she was holding her breath. "Goddamn you, Joshua Gale!" She said, then stopped, grinding her teeth, hands knotted into fists.
Joshua Gale. It is funny when you step between distinct identities. There are times when the conversion is incomplete and you don't "feel" like who you need to be. That feeling was so strong with me, I found no response, snarky or otherwise. Fortunately, Jeri was a thespian and putting her feelings into words came more naturally to her than to the rest of the world. She was not shy about doing so, either.
"I was fine, till, until you, till you, you, you, goddamn you Mr. Gale!" She was apoplectic, truly apoplectic. A vein rose on her left temple. Maybe I over estimated her ability to articulate her feelings. Her inchoate chagrin was very expressive, however.
I decided to make her crazier. "Dear, you are overwrought. Go ask Mrs. Simpson for some warm milk. You'll feel better!"
If enraging a woman is an art, then I am a fucking genius. I swear her hair was floating around her, dancing and twitching in the air all by its lonesome. Like it was alive, like snakes so, yeah, like Medusa.
She actually sputtered, spitting into the air in a wide spray of spittle. I wiped my face with my bare arm.
"Goddamn you!" She managed. Then it came pouring out. "I was perfectly content to sing and strip and fuck him when I was done. At the end of the night. He was always het up and it went quickly. But you, you fucking had to stick your nose, no, no, you poked your fucking dick into the mix. Goddamn you, you fucking prick!"
"How did you know I was home?" I asked.
She didn't even notice I spoke, much less comprehend my words. She was well into the throes of a grand soliloquy. "After the full night, he was so ready to come, he'd rabbit through it and I could clean up with a tissue. It was like sneezing, boom and it was over. Now, now the son of a bitch fucks me after every performance. He is selling tickets. Last night, last night he did me on stage. Everyone watched. Jesus, it was humiliating. I came four times! Everyone could see it. He, he was no help but..."
Her voice trembled so profoundly she could not speak for a moment. She was panting. "It was, it was the...the crowd. My god, they cheered him on, each time he fucked into me and when I began to come. Goddamn you, Joshua, when I began to come, they screamed and clapped. All I wanted to do was come more. It could have been tiny Tim fucking me and I would have been coming. I was so fucking excited." She sucked back the spittle spangling her lower lip.
"No. My body, my body came. I...the next day, the next night after you left, he had a couple, a man and a woman in his office when I arrived. He did me on the desk, just as he did when you were there. Bent over from the back. The woman sat in a chair staring at me while he fucked me from behind. Then she watched from behind me, with me sitting on the desk, him between my legs. I didn't get excited till he started to suck my nipples, with his cock jammed into me. Fuck, I wish he was bigger. Are you bigger than he is? The woman, she came over and kissed my other tit and then the man started kissing me. It was so, so lascivious. I exploded. They, they kept at it and I just came and came. When they were done, I just lay on the desk, a puddle of goo. My god, I have never come that hard or often in one session!" She sobered, "Not with him, I mean. It, he..." she smiled a little then. "I always come off stage a little crazed. I think a feather in the right place would make me come. She, he I mean, he just rides the wave."
"And you want that to end!"
The look on her face was priceless. Never had two conflicting emotions been captured so well in a single expression. She looked both eager and horrified, all at once.
"No! Yes. No. Yes! Oh goddamn you, I don't know what I want. I want out of that but I, if you can't do it, then I am stuck. Unless I run. He'll find me. He'll drag me back. He says if I refuse him, he'll start doing my ass!" Her voice was tremulous but with her vocal training, it sounded contrived, modulated to accent its melodrama.
She continued, holding onto the bed's corner pole with one hand and the other, unconsciously I suppose, tucked into her crotch, flush against her pussy. "The next night, he had a crowd, seven or eight guys, only guys. He fucked me on the desk again. They cheered while he did and I came and came. My god, my body was on fire. The performances, they always lit me up I could take him without frustration. It was usually over quick. But, but now, now when he fucks me, he has people there who watch and cheer when I come. Now, it takes him longer to climax and me, once I begin to come again, I lose control! I lose my mind. It, I, they seemed to amplify it, the orgasms crashing through me." Mrs. Lewis' chest evened out the rumpled shirt and gradually as she panted through her story, her breasts appeared, creasing and then forming the shirt so that they dominated her appearance.
"The next night, the next night after I sang down stairs, he demanded I fuck him. Downstairs. I, I am always so drained I could not resist him. I want cock after singing like that and I felt lucky that he would give it to me. Till then, I always felt I was being virtuous with self-denial, that I was strong for not fucking the first dick I saw when the lights came back up. I, I feared the whole time, till you...you goddamned motherfucker, I feared that if he started having me fuck on the stage, I'd be lost, like an addict fearing to touch her heroin because she knows once she tastes it, once it gets hold of her, it won't let go. That is what I thought about having sex on the stage. I, I feared it, like an addict fears her drug.
"When he demanded I fuck him, I just kissed him. I wanted cock right then and there. He took me into an office and there were ten people there. He fucked me against the door and then on the floor. I was on all fours and he doggy fucked me. And I came. Oh, god, how I came. They were all around me. We were on the floor. He was behind me, pinching my nipples and driving his cock into me, pushing me forward so I had to push back. God how I wish that man had three more inches. I, I, I had this feeling that I needed to be touched deeply and he, he, he just could not reach me there. Godammit, size does matter! He's a fucking tease! Oh, I came, I came and came and came and came and came and came..." She stopped, panting. Her eyes were wild and her hips were making subtle fucking motions. The hand jammed between her legs was moving.
"I came for so long and so hard, I missed the performance upstairs. I was late and I am never late." She looked up from the foot of the bed where she had been staring. "I didn't think I could do it. After being fucked like that...he came in me quick and I sucked him hard and that was when he did me on the floor, doggy. I thought I would explode. Each orgasm seemed to ride the words of the, the people around me. They started talking about me, about my body, about my swaying tits, about how my ass bunched up perfectly when he hammered into me, about my face when I came. The guys were imagining my mouth on their cocks...Jake growled at them that I was his and no one should touch me. I think it pissed him off, the night before, when the couple helped themselves. But I loved it. Those multiple sensations...hmmmm!"
For a moment, she seemed stable. Her arms hugged around her body, squeezing the shirt tight. Her breasts surged above her clasped arms. Her eyes were closed and her face looked enraptured. She opened her eyes.
"Oh god, Joshua, you, you should have been there! They were all around me. I wanted them to touch me, to feel their hands on me all at the same time. To feel, to feel that...my god, it was right there! So close but fucking Jake, he threatened to cut the women's tits off and take the men's balls if they touched me."
Now she looked at me, open, peeled bare by her own words.
"Joshua, you know something? Even that made me hot. Oh, god, so hot. He was jealous! Protecting me. He wanted me all for himself. That first few days after you, after you watched me, he charged them each a grand each for them to just watch! Then it was two and last night, he was getting five for the private rooms. When he did me on the stage...I told him if he didn't I'd quit. When he was done. I wanted the crowd to do me. He dragged me off the stage and cursed me. He said never again, never on his stage! Goddamn you, Mr. Gale! Goddamn you!"
I was beginning to understand. I wasn't sure where this was all going but my cock was hard with the visions of Jeri Lewis on her knees, her chestnut hair draped onto the floor around her arms, coating her broad, strong back like Spanish moss on an arbor. Jake behind her, hammering her hard...quite a picture!
"The next night, he did me downstairs, announcing my performance upstairs would be two hours later. He fucked me for a dozen people again, men and women. I must have come ten times in that hour. He took me upstairs to a bath and tub and he had three of the girls wash me. I took a nap and emerged horny as hell. I gave what must have been the best fucking rendition of Love to Love You, Baby of my life. My god, there were four guys standing on their chairs whacking off. I could see them. Women were sucking and fucking everywhere. It was a big fucking orgy. When it was done, I was crazed. I had come once, a long, luscious orgasm while I was singing. It was wonderful but I wanted the feeling of a cock scraping the back wall of my vagina. Jake took me upstairs and the desk was gone. In its place was a huge round bed with a red velvet coverlet. He laid me down and mounted me. People surrounded the bed. He fucked me and I came and came, looking up at the women watching me. I saw both things in their eyes, the desire to be me and the desire to be doing me or have me doing them. They wanted to feel what I was feeling but they also wanted to feel me feeling what I was feeling, to be kissing me while the orgasms lashed me. They, they wanted it all!



"Jake got me onto my knees and did me from behind. I exploded. I flopped onto my face and he gripped my hips hard and fucked me for what seemed like an hour. I came...god, I came so much. Constantly at the end, I think. Again, they were talking, telling each other what they would do to me if they ever had the chance. Some of them made suggestions. One woman, she kept telling Jake to fuck my ass. Over and over again she screamed it. Finally, Jake told the guy with her to shut her up.
"The guy shoved her to her knees and shoved his cock into her mouth. She sucked him and I watched them while Jake fucked me. God, it was so hot! She was looking up at him and I fantasied about a cock in my mouth while Jake was fucking me. I turned my head, looking around the circle till I found a big black cock bare and pointing at me. I tried to crawl over to it but fucking Jake kept dragging me back and hammering into me. The whole thing got to me and the orgasms started again and pretty soon I was flat on my back and he was fucking, fucking, fucking me. I came and came and came. My god but l love having people watching me. A couple would start to kiss or try to start fucking and the boys would grab them and drag them away. I wanted to see it. I wanted to feel Jake's cock sliding into me while I watched another cock slide into her. Oh god!"
Jeri was panting now. I think she talked herself into coming. Her hand was back between her legs, the other once more steadying her on the bedpost. I waited, still not seeing any entrance into her private fantasy or memory. I was thunderstruck at that thought. I had no idea if what she was telling me was real or fantasy! My god, I thought, what if she is telling me what she wants? I was about to ask for more information when she opened her eyes and resumed talking.
"You had been gone, maybe six days. Jake was fucking me three times a night. Once downstairs, and twice up. Instead of one long show. I'd do I Feel Love and he'd fuck me, and then I Love to Love You, Baby and he'd fuck me. Each time, he had ten or twenty people around the bed. I thought it would be too much, too often, too intense. But, god, I cannot believe I am telling you this, but it is like he was just teasing me. His short cock, it never stretched me, never touched me deeply as I wanted. It was like even though I came, it was ephemeral, diaphanous, a flimsy replica of the real thing. I, I wanted more."
She stared into space, but then her eyes seemed to focus and she looked down at me. "I want you to fuck me." She said, her voice raw with passion. "But, but if he tastes you in me, he'll know and he'll, he'll kill you. He'll make me tell and I don't do well with pain. I'd give you up in a moment. All he has to do is threaten me a little and I'd give you up if you even fucking touch me. He'll beat you to death with a stapler."
I did not feel fear then, but perhaps I should have. I had no intention of touching her. She seemed to revel in being owned so long as she could fight it vehemently till it was time to surrender to it, an idea I filed away to use to my own benefit. I felt considerably better about my prospects than I had two weeks earlier. Things change if you wait for them to do so. Sometimes grunting with effort is just for show and does nothing but makes your karmic hernia worse. Nonetheless, I wanted to find out what she wanted so I asked that.
"I want, I want you to get me away from him."
"Why? It sounds like it is a pretty good thing for you. Why mess with a good thing?"
Jeri's face slammed closed. Her eyes glittered. "Because, I cannot do this forever. You, at least I have some hope of getting out from under you. And...and...I think, I think you would let me...let me..." she stuttered for a moment searching for the right words or the courage to speak clearly what she wanted, to admit it. Instead she finished, "...let me have what I need. Jake, he won't. He knows, if I started fucking the audience, I'd never stop. I'd fuck them all, every night.
"I...I have always been a true slut. Never willing to say 'no' to anyone. I never have. That, that is why I am so angry all the time. It scares a lot of men away. Most are intimidated and never ask. I get stuck with assholes who don't give a shit that I am angry or how I feel at all. They just take it." She hesitated, a crooked grin on her face that made her look slightly loopy. "Of course, that just makes it all the more fantastic, when they take me like that, forcing themselves on me, demanding that I fuck them, crazed with lust for me. I feel it from them and they batter through my shield and there I am, waiting and longing for them to take and mount me and use me till I fly apart in the throes of an orgasm that is mine all mine and they are just a long, hard tool I used to make it." Her eyes closed. For a moment her body was still but then she began to sway again, rubbing herself between her legs. Her eyes opened.
"Other guys, regular guys, men like you, they shy away from me. Being big, that helps but few men can get through my circle of fire or endure it if they do get me on my back. I am a big puddle of goo if a man makes me come. That is why I want to get away from Jake. If he discovers this about me, he'll turn me out for certain. I know he will. And I want that. I'll beg for it! Christ, I almost demanded he share me last night. I was so horny, so wired, so eager..." She looked at me. She swallowed, hard like she had an onion in her throat. "I pleaded for him to take me on the stage, to let them see me come with a real man between my legs or with me watching them on my knees while he rams me from behind...you know what that asshole said? He said he probably couldn't keep it up if more people were watching, in a spotlight like that. The fucking guy is shy! Can you believe that?" Her face was red and her body seemed to quiver as she spoke.
"Mrs. Lewis, what do you think I am going to do with you? I'll turn you over to other men. I have to get my investment back somehow. Isn't that clear to you?"
"But, you won't make me a hooker forever. I can escape from you. Jake, his kind of man, he'd never let go of me. He would use me up and throw me away. I want to be used by a lot of men. I want to be the main attraction at an orgy. It haunts me, I remember how it felt. This, now, it is dangerous. I'd get hooked, addicted and Jake, that fucker wouldn't care a whit what was happening to me.
"And you think I would?"
She regarded me for a minute. The pause seemed to let her head clear. She was swaying, one hand still on the pole. "I am playing with fire. I knew I was when I started down this path but that was before you, you arrived. I'd have knocked on your door and begged for a contract but now, now I cannot. I hate you for that, for being so fucking late!"
I wondered then why, with her voice, why she didn't use that, to sing in more commercial venues. I asked that.
Jeri's face looked haunted. "Eventually, they always find out I'm easy. I cause trouble unless the guy is a raw pimp. Guys have tried to kill each other because of me. I am death to an organization that doesn't want hookers. I don't want to be a prostitute for the rest of my life!" She was nearly crying. Tears tracked down her cheeks. "I went to Jake, took his offer because, because I thought I could control it, and him. And I did, but then you fucked it all up.
"Now, now I am in a corner, I need money worse than I need cock and, and, I was getting both. I had no other choice but to go to him. Now, now I do. I have you and now, now that he is showing me off, it, it is too close to him finding out what you now know. I want to be watched, to be seen when I come. He thinks I am fucking him because he demanded it of me. He gets off on that idea but, he'll figure it out eventually, that I have to have it and if he tells me no, if he refuses me, I'll agree to anything and everything with anyone and everyone.
"You, god, you don't know what it feels like to feel the desperation tickling the insides of your thighs, to know what it means and after a while you just don't care. You just want the weight of a man grinding his pubic bone against yours. You just want something between your legs besides your own hand." She stopped and pulled her hand from her crotch and looked at it, then at me. She blushed furiously but then shrugged, and put it back where it had been, biting her lip till a tiny tremor ran through her body. She opened her eyes.
"You understand that I am fucking him for relief. If, if he ever consented to let me fuck someone else, without killing them after, I mean, he could keep me forever. I'd never be able to leave. But it would change how he sees me. He wants to own me and never share. Once he sees me responding to other men, he'd hate me, despise me and I, I could not live with that!"
"So? You are in love with him?" I asked.
Jeri shook her head violently. "No. No, not love. I, I don't know how to love through the haze of this sensual passion that so controls me. I, I have done it alone for so long, having, having someone else, a man know about this, how vulnerable I am...I want that. To relax. To surrender my sexuality to you so I no longer need to control myself all the time. I want you to be able to use it, direct me, tell me what to do and expect, no, demand that I do it. I want to let go. I want to be free to love fucking as much as I can."
I felt flattered. "You picked me, then?"
Her eyes softened. "You are a good man. You, you like women and, from what I have been able to gather from the others, you, you are a kind lover." She grinned now, actually smiling with lips and eyes both, "they say you were well-hung, enough to scratch my snatch the way I like, the way I need." She sobered, and blushed. "God, look what has happened to me? My inner slut is taking over! And it is all your fucking fault! You owe me this. You have to get me out of this. You have to!"
"You got yourself into this mess, it seems to me."
"Jake has no imagination. If you hadn't offered him money to watch, no one would be doing it now and I, I would still be in control of my passions. Now, Jesus, I cannot doze for a minute without visions of fucking on the stage flooding through me. I get so horny, I could fuck a fat man." For a moment her face softened, wistful with longing. Then suddenly she looked at me, glaring viciously. "Goddamn you."
I decided to test my theory. "You really haven't fucked on stage yet, have you?"
She stared at me. "What did I tell you?"
"You said you did. Several times."
She put both hands over her faced and wept into them. When the crying jag passed, she looked at me, tears smeared over her cheeks. "Oh god, no, Mr. Gale. He only fucks me in the office. On the desk, and on the floor. Only there so far. Twice last night though. Once after I was done downstairs. Once after the show."
"And voyeurs?"
"A few. The most last night. Five, two couples and an old guy."
"The rest was...?"
"Fabrication. Dreams. I have been dreaming of being fucked on the stage...I cannot get that out of my mind. And on a round bed with a red velvet cover while a crowd gathers around and discusses me while Jake fucks me! God, it seems so real but, no, not real. I dream of a man doing me while I am on stage. When I perform, it is strong in me, that fantasy and it makes, it makes me come so hard, so strong, so often." She grinned. "I don't know how I do it but I can sing while I am coming. My god, you don't know what that is like, feeling the power of the music while the power of the orgasm rampages through me. My god!" She grinned wickedly. "Talk about breath control!"
I nodded. "You want out of your deal with him? Without running?"
"I don't want to look over my shoulder for the rest of my life. I knew you would understand that."
I nodded. I did. "All right, Mrs. Lewis. I'll see what I can do. I am only just back from a long business trip, I need to catch up. I, I will get in touch with you, once, once I know something."
Mrs. Lewis pulled back the blankets tenting over my hard cock with her eyes. When her gaze finally found my eyes, she said, "Is that all? Don't you want me to blow you or fuck you or something?" Her lips slapped shut, and her eyes shifted back and forth like she had just blurted out the one thing she had promised herself not to speak out loud, ever.
I think she was about to say "Please." I know, at that moment she would have fucked me but I had a feeling about her. It would have contaminated us and my use of her. I wanted her purely mine. More important, she wanted to be owned by just one man, just one man who will share her, to give her that performance high she longed for. I resolved to make that transfer of ownership clear and keep my hands off of her till then. Oh, and Jake would have had me killed if I touched her, that certainly figured into my calculations. "Don't fuck anyone but Jake, Jeri. Just him. I need some time..."
"I am off next week." She patted her tummy.
I understood. "Thanks for coming by. I'll be in touch."
She understood I was dismissing her. The anger and defiance was gone. She turned and left my room, her first visit to my bedroom, but, I hoped, not her last.
When I heard the front door close, I muttered. "Shit, that was easy." I got up, showered and got dressed. I was suddenly very horny as well as hungry. I had a vision of a quick fuck with Jennifer but when I eased up behind her, she flinched. She flinched! Something had happened while I was gone. I was about to address it directly but the doorbell rang.
"Fix me breakfast, Jennifer, I'll get the door." She seemed happy and relieved both when I moved away. I sauntered around to the front door and opened it. John Sawyer stood there.
"Hey there, Josh. You been gone?" He seemed to ignore my previous fury, feigned as it was, I could not believe he was so casual.
I nodded. "Something came up I had to travel to deal with. It got ugly and took a lot longer than I anticipated. Come in. Have you eaten? I am having breakfast."
"I'd, I'd take coffee." His eyes were searching my face. He looked scared for a moment.
Odd, I thought, juxtaposed with how our last conversation ended. He seemed a ball of contradictions. We went into the kitchen table and sat. Jennifer seemed to get more distraught. Her lips were trembling. I went to her and hugged her, pulling her into an embrace. She was shivering, shaking like a leaf. Then she saw John and she smiled and waved, shrugging me away.
"Mr. Sawyer, can I get you something?"
He stared at her. Hungrily I thought. Not that starved look but as though he'd had a taste and wanted more. "Coffee, please." He said.
I sat down and Jennifer bustled about the kitchen making breakfast. "How have you been, John?" I asked casually.
He was watching Jennifer. She seemed back to normal. "God, she is fucking beautiful." He murmured under his breath to me. She heard and smiled privately and turned away. Her shoulders squared, thrusting her tits out as she turned to face us again. John whistled. I could only nod in agreement. She wore a tight white polo shirt that hugged her breasts and a pair of pink hot pants with suspenders. The pink lines ran outside each breast, crowding them together, though they resisted successfully. The suspenders highlighted how big and firm her tits were. Her eyes glittered as she watched John staring at her tits.
I looked back and forth between them. John was staring so steadily at her, she was blushing, with a little smile that only encouraged him.
"Care for a blow job? She has skills." I said casually.
John looked at me like I was offering—me, not the woman, like he didn't get the pronouns being used. I was almost insulted. "Uh, no. I bet she does." He said, hesitantly. "Listen, I uh, I need to talk to you about something."
I took a draw on a tall glass of orange juice. My cock was hard, throbbing. It had been awhile. I wanted a bj, but did not feel quite ready to get one with John sitting right there. If he had agreed, I would have gone second. "Of course. Let me get a quick bite here and we'll talk." Of course it was a temptation and surely he saw it for what it was, a way to pit him against his wife.
Midway through the meal, Crowley called. I was really behind. I told him I'd call him back.
"Make it quick. This, this is serious." He said archly. Crowley was more given to understatement then to melodrama. His tone and words gave me a blast of anxious adrenaline. It made me lightheaded and soured my stomach. What would make him sound that way?
I finished eating and I adjourned to my office with John. He seemed tense, continually glancing at Jennifer. I chalked that up to her sensual appearance. In my office, I had added two lounges and a knee table behind my desk. We sat down and after Jennifer filled us up with coffee and she skittered away, I said, "So what's the buzz?"
He got right to it. "Joshua, what I am about to tell you, I, uh, shouldn't be telling you. I, am being selfish. See, Eve, she thinks I am here about the contract." Here he leaned forward. "I don't care if you fuck her, Josh. I, I haven't fucked her in nearly three years. So, it is not like you would be jumping to the front of the line."
I digested that statement for a moment. I nodded. He was waiting for some comment but my mind was blank so I opted for a nod.
He nodded. "I want you to fuck her because then maybe she'd fuck me. But Josh, there are things you need to know, things you don't know." He waved a hand before his face. "Oh, wait. Let me tell you this first. Jeri Lewis? She, she wants to be the main attraction in an orgy. I, I have taken the opportunity to go through her stuff and," he grinned righteously, "she keeps a diary. She, she has lots of things of interest but she, she wants to be had by two men at the same time. And, and she wants to fuck on stage. She writes in great detail about what it would be like to fuck on stage, on a great big round bed with a red cover. On her back, on her knees, both. She, she says Jake will never do that. So she writes about it, in a lot of pretty amazing detail. I can, uh, copy it so you can review it, if you like."
I was struck by the corroboration. This exactly matched what Jeri had just told me. That struck me as very strange, very strange indeed. Still, she wanted a contract, don't argue with "yes". I nodded. "That would be good. I, uh, I like the idea of having that sort of insight into her. Yes, I'd like a copy if you can manage it." I fixed my eyes on him. "And others. The others." I spoke deliberately. I still did not understand the game the Sawyers were playing. I had to keep paying out line to see if I could hook one of them into telling me, into making a mistake. Eve did not seem nearly so liable to mistakes as did John, here.
"So? Have you thought about our proposal?"
"Wait. You said you don't care if I fucked her?" I avoided his question, I had but I had no idea which side of it I should take. Yet.
John grinned. "I don't. In fact, I want you to fuck her but like I said, there is more to it than insert tab A into slot B. When I told you about fucking all those girls? It, it was all true but I left part of it out. I told you about when I was with her? How she used me to fuck her friends? There is more to it than that.
"While we were a couple on campus, she was cool in bed. She let me undress her and manipulate her body and fuck her. She just laid there. She never helped, never responded, never encouraged me or made any effort to contribute our mutual pleasure. She let me use her, like a big clown hand.
"I finally got unnerved by her chill and arranged to be out of town one weekend. I did not leave. I sneaked into her room and the Midnight Rambler did her and did her good again. She came like a tidal wave. The sheets were soaked with her cum. She screamed into the pillow, particularly when I did her from behind, her arms hooked above the bed. After an hour, I released her and she begged me, pleaded with me to stay, to take her again. I shrugged and hooked her up again but while I was between her legs hammering her, I realized her arms were wrapped around me.



"Eve is double-jointed. She escaped the cuffs. She could have done it at any time! I was dumbfounded. She did not struggle to escape or try to take off my hood. She reveled in fucking me and she damn well fucked me but good!
"Now, it may just be that our relationship was a sham or that she had contempt for the nonentity that I was but, Mr. Gale, she needed to be raped to respond. It was being taken that got her off, that broke through her ice queen demeanor and stoked her sexual fires. She rocketed off half a dozen orgasms that night and the few other times I managed to arrange." John stopped talking. His eyes were a little frantic.
I was still skeptical. "You are telling me that Eve Covington only comes good when she is being raped?"
John did not nod. "Listen, there is more. When I worked for her father, I did her over and over again before we got together, as the Midnight Rambler and she came unglued every time! I know it sounds crazy but, see, Eve, she never wants to fuck when you want her to. She, she goads you till you are nuts and when you jump on her and force in on her, she comes. She is twisted up inside, crazy cold but desperate to feel something hot and long and hard being shoved up into her body. She wants it but you have to overcome her, fight though her resistance and once you do, then she respects you and then she is possessed and she can come on her own. She can release herself to it and let it inundate her."
I shook my head. It sounded too conveniently familiar. Hadn't Jeri Lewis just said basically the same thing? Goddamn! This sounded too pathetically similar to be a coincidence. It wasn't, I just didn't have the third, critical piece to the puzzle.
"So?" I asked, a little dazed.
"So, what?"
"What are you telling me this for?"
John rolled his eyes and looked around the room in exaggerated disgust. "You're going to make me say it, aren't you? Is this room bugged or something?"
I automatically said no only realizing after the words were out of my mouth that I was lying. John did not seem interested in my response. He did not consider the possibility that I was lying because he wasn't even listening to me or paying attention to my reaction.
"Okay. Fine. I want you to rape my wife. I want you to make her yours, fuck her and, and make her scream again. It has been so long, I wonder if it will even work. Do that, make her come again and I'll sign your contract and she will too. I promise you." He believed it, sincerely, but that did not mean he knew what he was saying. He wasn't done.
"I want to fuck her. The only concession I ask is the right to fuck her."
"The men who sign can fuck their wives, it just goes on her tab." I spoke before thinking again. I was still jet lagged.
"Fine. I'll fuck her so she'll be your sex slave for fifty years. You make a contract up like that, I can force her to fuck me and finally, after these five years, she'll get what I have to give. I can make her come. I have done it. I know it is possible. I think, I think if you hold her contract, when I fuck her, it will seem like rape and she'll love me again, if she ever did."
"Why don't you fuck her, do that yourself? Be the Rambler?"
John groaned. "I tried it once and she, she called me out, cool as can be. She asked if I really thought she didn't know who I was? What I had done? She said I could never pass for the Rambler, that he was special. And yeah, I get the irony but shit, irony may be artistic and shit but it fucking sucks in real life. No, I want to fuck her as her husband and have her respond to me like she did to the Rambler. I think you can bring that out. I think the contract will do it. I guarantee you we'll sign, hell, she'll beg to sign if you rape her and she comes. I think she longs to feel that again." He hesitated but then added. "But only if she knows it is you. I mean, hiding who you are from her, that won't work. She has to know it is you and you have to take her like that, so, so she comes while you are doing her and not because she is tanked up in her head."
I was nearly persuaded, nearly. My instinct to always sleep on contracts like this saved me. "Let me give this some thought. I'll get back to you."
"Don't be too slow. Aurora went to see her sister. She still thinks she can get capital from her and put you off your track."
I shrugged with a more phlegmatic reaction than I felt. "Maybe she can. My job is to sign up the women of Holdingsfield and fuck them all. If I can do that, she won't matter."
John stared at me but then nodded. "You, you know what I want. I want you to fuck her, rape her in the night. Make her scream. Eve I mean, not Aurora, though shit, I'd love to be there to see that bitch howl."
John rarely swore and I found it jarring to hear it now from him.
"I'll let you know, John."
"Soon. We, we are out of capital, Josh and time isn't your friend either!"
I nodded. "I know. I'll sleep on it and let you know."
John seemed to want to say more but finally he stood up, shook my hand and walked out of the office. He seemed on edge. He was. I'd figure out why, soon enough.
I remembered I needed to call Crowley. I dialed him and he answered immediately.
"Bossman," he always called me that when he wanted me to change direction. He is not much of a poker player.
"What's up, Mr. Crowley."
"We need to show you some video. Oh, we caught your girl poking into your email. Until about a week ago, she was pushing hard on the idea of the virgin services, her fucking this kid at his mother's request. Then nothing."
"That seem strange to you?"
"Well, it might but after you see what happened a week ago, it might make some sense."
"Oh?" Now I was curious.
"You need to see the video." He said. "When we started pulling it on Friday like you instructed, we found something we did not expect, something you need to see for yourself."
We arranged to meet online, using a video conference room at a tech consulting firm downtown. I shut my laptop and took it with me. I yelled up at Jennifer that I would be back and left, not checking on her. She did not even respond. I wondered again if she had discovered the cameras and realized that she was busted, sneaking into my email like that.
I had still not decided what to do about her and her willingness to do that, invade my privacy like that. My mind had touched constantly on that problem like your tongue finding a rough spot on a tooth but I had arrived at no conclusions. I figured Crowley had developed a thing for her and had her tinkering on the computer in my extended absence, beyond and above finishing the painting and then doing some really fine detail work with other colors on the trim. She had real talent. Her present distance seemed...uncharacteristic, like she had a guilty conscience.
The consulting firm was all shiny and new, flush with VC money and bad accounting but their video conferencing room was fucking awesome. When I was settled and Crowley told me how much he had dropped to get the space and time I gasped and assumed they were blowing him when he came through town, though I did not ask about it because it could very well be true. His sense of boundaries was, uh, divergent from mine.
His big head came up on the big monitor and I realized how fucked up it is to make a man's head the size of a Volkswagen. His big pores looked like bullet holes at that size. "What the hell, Crowley, why didn't we just look at this at the house."
"Just watch this boss." He said, with no preamble. "We cut this into a good account using all the various angles. One of the queers in the tech box went ape shit and tried to turn it into art so I am sorry about that. One would think he was hoping to take this to Cannes or something." Then the fucker grinned his most lascivious smile, "It is pretty fucking good, the way they put this together. Fuck me if it isn't." He looked off camera. "Yeah, roll it." A funny saying in the digital age.
Credits rolled, with lots of credit for video editing and they gave Jennifer a cockeyed name that sounded just like a porn actress' name. Then the title appeared, "It Happened Late One Night!" The fuckers even added music. I confess it amused me but then it went on too long and it irritated me as it wasted my time. The credits disappeared and it showed the area near the foyer around the corner from the kitchen.
Into the picture, unbalanced and poorly framed, walked Jennifer. She was talking on the phone and the audio was surprisingly clear but still a bit garbled. I caught, "No, he is still not back," before she disappeared into the kitchen and I expected it to cut to her. I noted that she wore a white mini-skirt that hugged her like lipstick, leaving nothing to the imagination. Her legs looked spectacular and she was particularly savory. God but the woman had great legs. She wore high heels that sparkled in the uneven light.
There is something great about seeing a beautiful woman like that who does not know she is being watched and still keeps everything working, the swivel of her hips, the erect posture, the breasts thrust out, the sexy clack, clack, clack of her high heels, she had it all going—all while she thought she was alone in the house. She simply enjoyed being sexy as opposed to acting sexy. The difference is enormous.
The time came on, a title. Ten-twenty-seven, PM. Then it shifted to a view of the back door, a sliding glass door onto the back deck and patio. I was thinking that I should put in a pool when I saw a shadow outside the glass. For a moment I thought I was seeing things, outlines in the darkness, some sort of digital ghost, but then it resolved into a figure in black, masked and stealthy. It tugged at the door and then retreated into the gloom, out of our sight. I got a really bad feeling.
The light went off in the kitchen and I saw the blond top of Jennifer's head before they cut to the camera on the landing of the stairs. We watched her pass by. Instead of following her, the scene switched to the camera that caught the movement at the back door. For several moments we watched the back door and nothing happened. The shower came on. They must have robbed the sound off another camera and laid it in over this scene because it sounded way too loud.
The figure appeared, a mere outline at the door. It fiddled with the door for a few moments and then the door slid open and it was inside. It, hell, that was no woman. He was inside. The way the guy moved, I knew it was no female. I felt like I was watching a really good movie; the tension in me was exacerbated by the memory of how Jennifer was acting. She seemed...the scene changed to the bathroom, interrupting my speculation.
The tech monkeys had put one camera right in the shower, the assholes but the steam clouded up and obscured her, turning her into a blurry smear of tan flesh. I give them credit because the smear of Jennifer's nude body was artful and enticing, even though you could not make out any details. It was slicingly interesting, cutting back and forth from that steamed up lens to one outside. Clearly the design of the camera system had motives beyond simple coverage and safety; it aimed at complete coverage of the sensual moments in my bedroom. I was not sure how to feel about that. I trusted my team but still, that feeling of being exposed, that tickled the back of my neck.
When the focus shifted outside the shower, it showed her through the steamed glass, her nude outline, her casual, carefree movements. She was humming some toneless song and I mean toneless. The woman was monotone as a deaf donkey. Her humming sounded like a Imman with the croup at prayers and that is a compliment. Then the black head of the man appeared. He was dressed in black with a balaclava over a sort of hose mask that covered all of his features. He stared at Jennifer for a moment and then moved out of the frame.
The fuckers did not go find him by cutting to another camera. They kept the focus on Jennifer while she finished her shower. She turned off the water, stepped dripping out onto the bathmat, pulled the hair net off her blond locks, doing that little torso sway that women do when they are showing off their hair. It was almost like she knew the cameras were there but I could not believe it. She was just naturally showy, posing and primping as she dried her voluptuous, nude body.
She turned to the sink and the view shifted to one over her bare shoulder, catching her fetchingly from behind but also in the partially steamed mirror. Only when she leaned forward did she show her tits. She was plucking her eyebrows when the angle of the camera changed again. It caught the black figure behind her, stepping carefully and soundlessly towards her. Then some movement caught her eyes and she lowered the tweezers and squinted into the mirror, she started to turn to see what she was seeing in the mirror and the man was on her like a flash.
Without hesitation, he had a hand over her mouth and was pulling her back out of the alcove of the bath, into the guest bedroom where she had settled. Jennifer struggled but she had no effect on him. He wrestled her to the bed and spoke into her ear. She went immediately limp. He pushed her down on her face onto the bed and quick like a flash grabbed a duffel from out of the frame. From it, he took a blindfold and gag which he fixed into place. She was nude and shaking, trembling. She no longer resisted him, her hands gripped the bedspread, knotting it in her fists. He took out long green ribbons draped them across her ass. He pulled her arms back and wrapped the ribbon carefully around them, from wrist to upper arm, arching her back vertically along her spine, till her arms were lashed together by the ribbon. He used a clip to fasten the end down and stood back.
"I knew you were flexible, Mrs. Simpson." He rasped, his voice oddly guttural and rough, almost mechanical. Jennifer lay on the bed, her head faced away from him, her arms bound behind her with the green ribbon.
Then the guy pulled off his mask.
"Jesus H. Christmas and New Years!" I swore. The man was John Sawyer. Suddenly things began to click into place, but my eyes were riveted to the screen. I knew what I was about to see. I just needed to watch it to see what it would mean.
He proceeded to strip and when he was naked, he approached the bound woman who was nude and blindfolded. He got behind Jennifer and lifted her further onto the bed. He pulled her back, lifted her hips and stroked her between the legs. Her groan was distinct. He shoved a finger into her and withdrew it, looking at it.
"You are very wet Mrs. Simpson. Do you want me to fuck you?"
She did not respond. In went the finger, wiggling inside of her till she groaned again.
"I am going to ask you again, Mrs. Simpson if you want me to fuck you. I need you to respond when I do." The voice was harsh compared to the mellifluous tone of his natural voice. It created a disjunction in my head that caused a sharp pain behind my left eye.
Mrs. Simpson did not move.
"Mrs. Simpson, do you want me to fuck you?" John Sawyer asked again.
She shook her head.
Sawyer regarded the woman for a moment and then shrugged. "Okay. I, I thought you might like this. I'll release you and go."
Then Jennifer screamed into the gag and shook her head. John moved closer to her and said something indistinct, breathing on her bare shoulder. He spoke and waited, spoke again and waited, spoke again and waited much longer this time before he spoke again. Finally, after a long pause, Jennifer nodded. John nodded and removed her gag.
"Uh, thank you." She said gasping for breath.
"So? You do not want me to go?" I finally saw the voice box strapped around John's throat; that was what garbled his voice. It was just a black strap and a small rectangle over his voice box, clearly high end. Jennifer would have certainly recognized his voice had he used his own to address her. I was fascinated. The fact that he accosted her then required that she assent to his use of her tantalized me. I felt relief that he had not actually raped her, not in the "power over you" sense. I had a sinking feeling that he was more or less what he said he was. That would confuse me when it came to Eve.
"No. Please." Jennifer said, struggling to get the words out. "Don't go."
"Okay. Why? Why should I stay?"
Jennifer turned her head and nuzzled the bed, hiding her face. It did not muffle her voice; her words came through clearly. "Please, please fuck me." She said, haltingly.
"What position do you prefer?" John Sawyer asked her.
Jennifer hesitated. "Uh, all of them." She said. Her voice sang with tension.
John nodded. "Get on the bed and to your knees. Ask me again and I will enter you."
She did as he said, struggling to the center of the bed and with some difficulty, getting to her knees, arms bound behind her as they were. She balanced on her shoulders, her head turned towards the voice now, still unable to see. She opened her stance, widening her knees and then arched her back, lifting her ass. She went still, waiting.
Sawyer, nude, moved onto the bed, a knee at a time till he was behind her. The woman quivered, shaking like she was Christmas cold. John stroked a finger between her legs. She moaned, her hips swelling and then contracting as he touched her. When he inserted his finger, she moaned louder this time, a distinct "oh yes!" that seemed to hover in the thick air about them.
He continued to stroke her and Mrs. Simpson continued to groan and finally she turned her head back and forth. "May...may I speak. Talk?" She panted. Her tits waggled below her body, when she arched her back, brushing against the bedcover.
"Say what you like, but softly. I don't want your neighbors to hear, they know you are alone. They might want to come see what makes you scream." John's contorted voice dripped sarcasm.
"Please, sir, please fuck me. I want you to fuck me, use me, mount me! Put your cock into me. Make me pleasure you. I'll, I'll suck you, I'll fuck you. I'll, I'll do whatever you want. Please don't go!" Her voice vibrated with need.
Sawyer, sat behind her, toying with her, shoving his finger into her till she dripped in response, his finger coated with her fluid. The camera angle shifted around. At least five different camera's were focused on her bed, including one from directly over head looking directly down on them. I wondered what happened if someone moved the bed? I made a note to inquire who had put the design in place. I felt very exposed.
John entered her.
"Oh fucking god of my mother!" Jennifer screamed.
John did not seem concerned. In fact, no neighbor could hear her through the thermal panes on the windows, even if they were right outside peering in. Well, so long as the windows were all closed.
John pumped her from behind a few times and then pulled free. He moved around on the bed till he lay beside her. "You said you would suck me. How about now?"
She felt his bare leg against her hip and moved her head to find him, eyes still covered. She did and lifted up, struggling to maintain her balance on the soft bed. She finally got herself situated, sitting back on her calves. She rested her forehead on his thigh. Then she moved up and over till she felt his cock bump against the top of her head. She grunted, lifted up and sought it with her lips. John Sawyer held it straight up for her. She bumped into the damp lance.
I realized this was a fucking close up. The fuckers had put a whole studio into her bedroom, with automated zooms and... "Hey, wait a minute, someone had to be watching to tell the camera to zoom in like that." I growled.
"Now Boss, don't get all pissed off."
"About what? Someone watched her get raped and did nothing?" I was generating umbrage. I say generating because I knew John was not a real danger to her and the bitch pleaded for him to stay. But my people could not, should not have known that! I knew what Crowley was going to say before he said it.



"We didn't want to call him off because then everyone would know, know we had wired the place and given it eyes. So long as she was safe..."
I waved at his smaller face. I turned around and scanned the conference room to make sure no one could see in and see what I was seeing. By now, Jennifer was sucking John's cock, bobbing her head up and down. At first, she struggled to maintain her balance, making her breasts sway and bob. John finally helped, holding her shoulders so the bed did not make her sway as she bobbed her head up and down on his erect cock. In moments, John came in her mouth. She clamped down on him and sucked him hard. After he wilted and lay back, she continued to suck him.
When he was back erect, the guy had good recovery, she tried to get astride him. She toppled over and finally John recovered enough and helped her get a leg over. She was too high and had to shuffle lower. John steadied her with his hand pinching her tits. Finally, when she felt his cock, she tried to catch it with her cunt. After several failures, she wailed, "Put it in me! Please, put it in me. I want to feel you inside me!"
Sawyer took hold of her wavering body with one hand and directed the end of his cock between her pussy lips. She moaned and descended, sliding down his cock till she was completely impaled. She proceeded to grind her hips against him rocking and rolling them till she came the first time. She toppled over, grunting and moaning for him to fuck her. He turned her onto her side and entered her, scissoring her legs and jamming his cock into her from below. With her arms still strapped together behind her, she balanced on one shoulder while Sawyer rammed into her. Her body responded finally and a paroxysm of pleasure rolled through her. She tried to roll to her back but her bound arms prevented it. She then tried to mount him again but could not get her torso up so she could sit down on him. She struggled and squirmed. John Sawyer just watched her.
Finally she lay back down on her shoulder. John inserted his cock into her and she groaned. "Oh thank you. Help me up. I'll, I'll ride you again." Her voice sounded like she had forgotten he was there, enthralled as she seemed to be with the disembodied cock stabbing into her.
John rolled her onto her shoulders, lifting her hips and hammered into her. Jennifer, pinned by her own weight, screamed and grunted at the same time. Her arms bound behind her, she balanced carefully while John stood on his knees on the bed and fucked her upright body, holding her awkwardly by the thighs. When he came, he fell off of her and she rolled off the bed onto the floor, unable to stop herself with her hands. She lay out of sight, but her panting was clearly audible.
The point of view shifted to the overhead cam and John was dressing. He left her like that.
"Turn it off." I hissed. "Turn it off."
"Boss? Are you pissed?"
I found Crowley squinting at me, his big head monstrous on the wall.
"No. No, just, it just..." I couldn't finish the sentence.
"This was all my doing. My team, they called me when the guy appeared and I audited it from...uh...where I was. Once I saw it was Sawyer, I told them to let it go. We watched to right there, when he left. She, she has a terrible time getting loose but she does. Do you want to see the rest? How she er dealt with this?"
"No. Not necessary. It, it has affected her though. Now I understand her behavior."
"We saw it. She stayed in bed the next day. But then she got up but, I know, she has not been the same. We, I didn't mean any harm. We, I just thought that keeping the cameras secret was more important..."
"I know." I wanted to rage at Crowley, at John, especially John Sawyer. If he damaged her...my mind ground, like an engine with no load on it. I gritted my teeth, wondering what should be done to John Sawyer, but the man had confessed to this proclivity. Did I think he had moved onto something else or that it was just a passing fancy? I shook my head. Suddenly I was calm, even cold. I could see the situation perfectly and like so often in the past, I knew how I would handle the situation. It was totally clear to me. My god, it was brilliant! Eve. It had to be all Eve's doing. Not this, not the taking of Jennifer but the rest. Oh I understood her game, chess while everyone else played checkers.
"Boss?" Crowley was protective of his people, never letting brimstone rain down on them. They were his and he dealt with them as he liked...which in his case meant he fucked them as he liked, as he thought they deserved. That was a different matter. When there was consequences, he accepted it all, passing it along as he deemed necessary.
"Can you get that onto my laptop or do we need it on a DVD? Or two or three?"
"We have flash drives. One will carry it."
"Get me several. Can you download it without anyone knowing what is on it?"
"Of course. If it leaks, everyone there knows I'd buttfuck them with a tire iron. It'll be a few minutes."
It was twenty. I got four flash drives from one of the propeller heads and went out to my car.
Before I even started the car, I opened my computer and tested the drive. It showed up wonderfully clear, wonderfully distinct. I found where Jennifer had assumed the position, her ass raised, her face turned to the camera, eyes covered. I watched John Sawyer enter her. The geeks cut to the other camera and reframed the distant shot but got a grainy view of her face as she was mounted from behind, a grimace of lust, pleasure and something else that contorted her fine, female features before her head shook and her blond hair obscured her expression leaving only her passion crazed grunting. I turned it off there.
I drove slowly back to the Strasbourg house.
*****
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My class was late the next day so I woke after Tawny was gone. I decided right then to find Georgia's car at the airport and bring it back home. If they were gone for another week, it made no sense to be riding the fucking bus.
It took the rest of the afternoon and part of the evening to get out to the airport and get the car home again. I liked knowing I had wheels though, unsexy as the sedan was. I could have asked one of the guys for a ride but I decided to ride the metro and just be alone. I still scoped out the pussy, impaneled under winter coats and hose and the like. I had a problem to work out, several actual, so the time on mass transit was both stimulating and contemplative.
My god but my plate was full of pussy. Is that a mixed metaphor? What a fucking mixture, I say and I am not complaining but keeping my dick out of the mixer was the issue. Thank god, Georgia and Dalia were gone or I'd have been in way over my head. God, my sisters wanted to fuck my friends.
My phone rang on the bus. It was Landon.
"Dude, dude, you have got to do something about my mother!"
"Your mother?"
"After, after the other night, when you bailed and we all fucked Annie instead of mom, she won't leave us alone. She has crowded into bed every night this week and whenever she can, she goes down on Darlene. I mean, god, its hot, having your mother fucking us, my mother, I mean, but, well..." Landon stuttered.
"Darlene complained." I offered.
"No, well, yes, sort of. She, she just said she liked having me to herself that other night and, well, she wanted more of just us, you know, alone."
"Without Kyla." I grunted. "How is that my problem?"
Landon hissed. "Dude, it isn't. I know you have been getting plenty of pussy, from what Chris and Sammy tell me but, dude, if you could figure out a way to get mom out of our hair, just for a while, till Darlene gets past this, this, she is feeling really crowded and Mom is so sweet, so impossible to turn down..."
"You want me to turn her down for you?"
"Well, yeah."
"Tell Darlene she owes me."
"What?" Landon said.
"Tell Darlene that her body is mine some time, some perfect time when I can plunder her the way she likes without you knowing. It will be our secret."
Landon was silent. Finally he snorted. "Some fucking secret. You just told me."
"I know. Tickles a little, don't it. Look, Landon, you assigned me the task of making the MILF list..."
"Because none of us imagined that Mrs. Duncan, Cici, would be so easy, er, willing to fuck you, or us, for that matter." Landon interjected.
"...and now you want me to manage your own mother for you. I'll do it but Chris, he handed something like this off to me too. It cost him. He, god, he wanted to dominate his mother and I gave her away to Sean."
"And now he's fucking Tawny." Landon injected again.
I nodded. "Yes, but I think Tawny's actually fucking him."
"Have you ever heard from Jeb? His dad? That night when he caught us, I mean, I thought...I don't know what I thought would happen but I figured there would be consequences to that."
"I haven't heard from Mr. Wills, no. You asked me to help, you have to give me something and I want Darlene's agreement that she'll come when I call." I meant to phrase my intention exactly like that.
Landon laughed in spite of himself.
"I am not being mean or exploiting the situation. You aren't the only one of my friends to seek aid in arranging their pussy terrain to their satisfaction. I just need everyone to know that if they get my help, I get a pound of flesh."
"You mean a pound of pussy?"
"No, I mean I get to pound some pussy."
Landon laughed. "I get it. If we all keep putting you in the middle of things, then, then eventually you will get crunched. I get it. I'll, I'll talk to Darlene about it. She might think having Mom cornering her in the kitchen and going down on her all the time isn't so bad."
"Fuck you, Landon." I growled. He hung up.
He called back while I was driving home. "Darlene says, if you call, she'll come. Several times. Owww!"
"I'm driving, fucking leave me alone." I said and hung up. The situation was coming clear to me. Not fully but I had an idea. God, what a good idea!
I got home and ate a burger I'd picked up.
Tawny came home and we went to bed in our own rooms but about midnight she came into my room and tried to slip inside the covers with me.
I got up and led her into Mom's bedroom. I had studied the last few hours but was already behind. I woke in the night, horny as hell. Tawny was cuddled up beside me, her ass against my side. I moved away, pushed on her hip so she rolled onto her back. I groped between her legs, finding her pussy, she only wore a light chemise to bed, no panties. I began rubbing her pussy.
She stirred, mumbling in her sleep. A couple minutes of careful stroking and she welled up like a desert spring. I slipped a finger past the lips of her pussy. My sister groaned in her sleep, mumbling and shifting her ass around on the mattress. I twiddled with her pussy for a while and finally pushed her legs apart and got between them.
"Sonny?" Tawny said, drowsy but awake.
"I'll just be a minute." I whispered.
She giggled a little. "Take your time. I'll, I'll just enjoy it." She arched up and kissed my cheek while I was fitting my cock into her body, her knees butterflied out beside us. She groaned as I thrust into her, steadily pushing deep. Despite her idea of just laying still, her ass rocked with me as I pumped into her.
"Mmmm." She whispered. "Cock in the night. How wonderful!"
I felt my orgasm lashing out. I rammed into her harder, going to my elbows so I could grasp her ass. I ground us together and exploded, pouring cum into her pussy. I grunted, I groaned, I came and came. I must have been a little backed up. When the torrent passed, I lay on her for a moment till she grunted, pushing me away.
We slept.
I got up with her the next morning and made a pass at her while she was putting make up. She rebuffed me to keep from being late to work. I asked why she wasn't sleeping with Chris and she said that Sean was over doing Laura and it made her nervous.
I didn't explore any further. I wasn't ready to broach that particular subject.
The rest of the week dropped hard on me. Two classes assigned big projects that had to be done before spring break. I had the feeling that if I put them off, I'd get swamped by pussy and just give up, so I set to work to get them done, or nearly so as quickly as possible. Fuck me, truth be told, I needed a fucking break. Literally.
I saw Sammy and Chris on campus but we had no time to talk. Thursday night, Sean called. He was whispering. "Sonny? Sonny? I, I can't talk long. I did like you said, I brought Laura over and walked her right past Mom. I thought Mom was going to have a cow. She followed me up stairs and asked to speak with me, you know, privately. She asked me what the fuck I thought I was doing bringing that woman back to our house. I just grinned and shrugged. She stamped downstairs. What did you tell her we were doing? I, I know you fucked Annie on our table, she said something about that when she was in the bag that night. But, why is she so worried?"
"Don't you worry about it. Keep at it. Act like you are addicted to Mrs. Wills pussy."
"No problem. Not acting even a little bit. I think I am hooked. Who wouldn't be."
"She's better than your Mom, then?" I chided lightly.
"I don't know. Wait till I fuck Mom and I'll let you know."
I grunted. Good answer. The fucker was literal and did not seem to get irony or sarcasm.
"So? Keep bringing Laura here? Keep fucking her?"
"Right. Call me whenever she is there and your Mom is there. Eventually I think the time will be right."
"Shit, Mom's back." He was gone. I could imagine that conversation. I grinned. I could see Lydia Favors in my fucking future.
I worked on the projects the whole weekend and made progress. I was holding my breath. I knew at some point, one of my other projects, my pussy projects would demand attention and I'd be in trouble.
Georgia told us she thought they be back the next week or the week after, latest. When she returned, I decided I had to have my projects done. I had the feeling she was going to need attention and a lot of it. So I was a good little boy and did my school work, or should I say, like a responsible, accountable adult?
I got a curious call from D. Debra on Monday.
"Haven't seen you around campus."
"Have you been looking?" I asked, unnerved by her launching into a conversation without even saying 'hi'.
"You have some interesting friends." She said. "I am ready to meet some more."
I hesitated. "Okay. Let me work on that for you."
"You do that and Sonny, I miss your mouth on my pussy. I mean, you eat me real good. I like it."
"I'll be in touch."
"Oh wait, Sonny, I am auditioning for a play. I was signing up and I saw your friend Chris there. He saw me and turned a pretty shade of pink. I promise I won't fuck him unless you are in the room with us. He was signing up to audition too. Is he any good?"
"Acting? I think he has been acting every day of his life. I only just recently saw him out of character."
"Well, I hope he gets a part. When you start a play, it is always fun to figure out which guys are safe because they are gay and which guys you can tease because they aren't. Your little friend has advantages of both. I can tease him because, well, I already fucked him and so I know he fucks and he knows I fuck. There is no drama left and everyone knows how much theater people love fucking drama."
I had to laugh. "No chance for poor Chris?"
"Oh, I didn't say that. It might be fun to fuck him when he isn't so scared or distracted by your sister!" D. Debra laughed like a hyena and hung up. Weird.
Tawny began to sleep over at Chris'. I felt odd about that, knowing about it and all. She came by the house and rebuffed me when I tried to kiss her. I was all backed up.
"Chris, he, he is going down on me a lot and, and I don't want him to taste you in me. We both know if you kiss me, you'll have me on my back in a cricket's whistle. So back off, Jack!" She giggled. "I am sure we'll find time. We are brother and sister, after all. I'll always be around."
"But I may not always be this horny!" I complained whining like a bitch. She laughed in my face.
"Oh, Sonny, why does Chris keep his basement locked."
"Haven't you been down there?" I asked.
Her face screwed up. She shook her head. "I tried the door one time and he got upset. I asked him what was down there he didn't want me to see and he just told me I might find out and I might not."
"I wouldn't press him on it. Just go look if you're curious. Those inner door locks are easy to pick."
"He put a lock and key on it. I mean with a real deadbolt and everything. He is really weird about it."
"You don't know the half of it."
"And you do? Tell me!"
"Big sister, finally, I know something you don't know and like all the secrets you never told me, I am not telling you this one. That is for Chris to do. It's his business, you need to wait because it might not ever concern you."
"You do know what's down there."
Chris honked so she had to go and we left it like that, unresolved.
Every day that passed, I got hornier and hornier. I saw Brent Tuesday and we compared schedules. He had a loopy grin when we talked and finally I had to ask about him, his mom, and his Aunt Norma. I asked if Aunt Norma was still staying with them. He nearly giggled, nodding. I had to get to class so I didn't get details.
The next afternoon, however, Natasha called complaining that Brent was spending too much time "in my sister" was how she put it, "and not near enough time in me!" I didn't know how that was my problem and said so and she said the sweetest thing.
She said I should fucking well make it my problem or she'd fucking move into my house and fuck me to death. I took her point, though she needed to work on her threats. That one sucked, as a motivating threat. It worked just fine as the opposite of a threat, so, a promise? Or maybe an inducement? Temptation, that's the right word. The woman was tempting me to leave things well enough alone and I don't think she was even aware of it. Her cock-hunger had gone to her head.
She said she'd not had sex for three days. Bingo. I consoled her and the bitch hung up. Not getting laid regularly plus knowing her little sister was absorbing all the free radical cock in the house made her a little edgy it seemed.
Over all, I put my head down and worked, screwed to the sticking place, or unscrewed as it were. D. Debra called to say hi, and compare class schedules. She suggested we should get together, maybe bring a friend, before asking how I was doing with my friends. I told her I was bogged down with projects. She sounded disappointed but left well enough alone. Whatever else she was, she worked at being a student and did not deviate from that value with other people. She did say she got a part in the college production and that Chris had also. Our Town or King Lear or some such shit. She didn't press further but only said she was in need and I should hurry up and find her another new dick.
"You did so fine last time, I am eager to see what you have for me next. I like this, having you arrange sex for me. Takes the drama out of it so I can just concentrate on school and not have to pay any attention to the dicks with ears around me. You are a dear! But don't take too long! Deedee's getting jittery!"
She left me to my labors.
Friday, late, Alissa called.
"Sonny, I think, I think we might have made a mistake. I mean, Sammy, god, he hasn't left me alone all week. He, he's taking a shower but, but..." Her voice sounded panicked.
"Is Ellen there?"
"That's what worries me. He, he hasn't mentioned her. He, since he seems to think I am free to fuck him, because I am free, he is obsessed with me. He, he says it is my ass all weekend and, and Sonny, he made me request something of him. He made me say I like the paddle over and over again like I was asking for it. He says he relented and I will get what I want!" She was huffing around her words. "God, Sonny, if I know my son, I won't be able to sit right by Monday." She was panting. "Oh, fuck, he's back!" She hung up.
I went back to studying. I was so proud. I had plenty of distractions swirling around me but I put my head down and went back to work. I had to get these projects done before Georgia came home.
I was nearly to a point of accomplishment on Saturday afternoon, the point where I could come up for air and go back to thinking about pussy when my phone rang. It was a number I did not recognize and I wondered if this was the fabled Mr. Northcutt.
It wasn't.
It was Becky Kline.
"Sonny, you've got to help me. Can, can you meet me, for coffee some place?"
My resolve to finish the projects that weekend collapsed, dissolving into the vision of Mrs. Kline the first nude on her back, her ass flared under her open legs. I got hard, lost focus and so I agreed, visions of her ass dancing in my head. She gave me directions and I dashed for the car, those visions of her body doing a nice ballet in my head and my pants. I had just parked when my phone rang. I'm like 900 service! It was Sean again.
"Sonny, hey, listen. I been doing like you said but Mom was gone a lot. She just got in last night. I have Laura, Mrs. Wills here." He giggled. "My god, my sister is so pissed off. She got into a rat's house load of trouble when she got caught knocking boots in her own little bed. She has called mom every fucking time Laura was here. I know that bitch was listening at my door several times and once, when we were doing it in the shower she opened the door on us by mistake. God, I think that makes Laura, Mrs. Wills even hotter. Quill just stood there and watched. Mrs. Wills, god, she did not even seem to care. I had her against the wall and she howled and howled while I fucked her and Quill watched. She, she seems to like doing it while someone watches. She just dropped by, just now. Mom is out but when she gets back, Quilla is going to narc and squall. I don't know what's going to happen."
I nodded. "If you get into a jam, just text me and I'll call and get you out of it."
"How?"
"Don't worry about it. I gotcha." He hung up without acknowledging my assurance. I hoped that was enough. I did have him covered. I hoped.
I walked into the little shop in the lee of the noon rush. Becky Kline sat at a table amidst the unbussed clutter of the passed rush hour. It was a sandwich shop close to campus but not on campus. She sat there, the perfect version of a statuesque woman, her tits hooked over the table like a landslide.
I sat down across from her. She was staring at a plaque on the wall beside her chair and took several moments before she acknowledged me.
"Do you always wear tight clothes. God, but you look good in green." I said finally. Her coat was piled against the wall. She wore a forest green button up sweater that hugged her torso, bulging with her tits but cinching up under her chin. It was just a shade too small so that between the buttons, the woven fabric bulged and gaped, without alluring darkness. I couldn't see what skirt she wore. I was so horny by now I was ready to do her right there but I had to cool my jets and take it easy. Her adventure on the conference room table had not converted her from who she had been. At least, I figured that unlikely. She was still wild pussy so I had to be cautious.
She smiled thinly. "This is all your fault." She began facing me, her chin raised and her eyes flashing.
"How did you get my number, anyway?" I deflected, trying to disarm her a little. Strangely she did not seem angry so much as, as, well, on edge, like I was feeling. Maybe we could compare notes and work something out.
"Alissa. Mrs. Honeywell." She shook her head. "I went to her office yesterday. She, she said it was none of her concern but said you were good at handling awkward situations and I should talk to you."
"Oh she did, did she?" I searched my shallow memory for what situation Becky could be referring to, came up with several of my own invention but decided no antecedent existed, so I discarded them despite my personal attraction for several of them. One included fending off Mrs. Kline the second. Portia clearly has a thing for this white woman and wanted to tease the white thing a little and feeding that black on white obsession had some attraction for me. "What situation?"
"My daughter. Sex. God, I haven't had so much sex with so many strangers in so short a time, ever in my life. Lovely is going out every night now and comes home with a different man every night. I mean, well, not last night. Last night she brought a guy from last week and his friend, so, two guys."
"Oh? Two guys? She must be having a good time." I said casually. God, I was so horny. All I wanted was to unpeel Rebecca Kline and climb in between her legs and fill her with a loving spoonful. I was having difficulty concentrating. I resolved not to let school work interfere with getting laid again, at least not for such a long stretch.
"Her? No. That's the problem. She's been bringing men home and then offering to have me fuck them. She tells him she is sharing me, that such a beautiful woman, such a sexy woman must be shared. She smiles that smile you cannot argue with and asks them if they ever wanted to do a woman and her daughter. The first time she did it, last Thursday, they were both standing over me while I was in bed. She told me to let him fuck me and, well, he did. I did. He did.



"Then while he recuperated, my own daughter went down on me. He got hard in a flash and fucked her while she ate me. Same thing the next night, different guy. Saturday, though, she came home really late and she brought the guy into the bedroom, sat him beside me and blew him while I watched. Sucked his cock right beside me till he came. Then she told me to suck him. I did. When he was hard, she told him to fuck me. He did. I came and came. I thought my skin was too small and it was going to split open and I'd just spew all over the room. God, he was long and skinny and tickled but didn't fill. Size does matter."
I was hard. Lovely Kline was pimping for her mother? God, that sounded hot. Doing a mother and daughter? Oh the idea of it suddenly captured my imagination. I had already, I guessed but in a scattered way. I wanted a shot at concentrating on it. Then I thought of my own mother and sisters and I nearly came. I sobered a little. After Sid got done with Mom, the only thing worth fucking on her would be her ass, not all bad, that. I chortled.
Becky glowered at me. "It's all your fault." She said again.
"What? That you are getting laid regularly? Finally? Seems like I should send you a bill."
Rebecca shook her head. "No. Not that. That is nice, though. I mean, having this much sex in a couple weeks let me in on what I have been missing all my life. Orgasms, that's what! God, I have come more in the last ten days then I came since I got married and that should till you why I'm divorced. I just didn't know what I was divorced from, or really why. I didn't understand." She groaned a little. "Now I do!"
"I've met your ex-husband, Rebecca. I understand perfectly."
She looked startled, perhaps that I was talking, or making sense. Then she grinned. "I guess you would. No, the problem is that Lovely has taken to ordering me around and dammit, I always do what she says, particularly when she has a hard cock in tow. Do you know how many different men I fucked this last week? Six. Six! And I'll do it again tonight, though I think she is changing her tactics.
"Last night, while one fucked me the other fucked her. God, I was in the same bed with my daughter, fucking. He was between my legs and she lay beside me. They fucked us together and we came at the same time. She had her legs wrapped around him and they were bouncing and bouncing. I got so excited I came first before the guy blew his wad. God, once he started coming, I went off again. I was astonished. Then while the guys recuperated, Lovely and I sixty-nined. She plopped her pussy down on my face and ate me while she drained all over my face. I had to eat her. She insisted. She was full of cum and, and, yes, I ate it out of her. Of course the two guys were hard in minutes then, watching Lovely eat me and ride my face. They switched and fucked us both again. We switched again, sucked them hard again and they fucked us again. All in about an hour." She giggled, a self-conscious giggle. "I love young men. Great refraction."
"Is that the right word?"
She shrugged, her shoulders moved her breasts and I was transfixed again. "Who cares? Great recovery? You know what I mean! They fucked us both three times in a couple hours. I must have come a dozen times. Once I got started, I would have fucked a platoon."
I nodded understandingly though I had no idea what it was like to come twelve times in a row like that. Fuck me but women are lucky but I suppose that balances out. If I was a woman, I'd be in the Guinness book of world records for coming the most times in a row without getting out of bed.
I ordered French fries and a coke. "So? Why did you call me? Sounds like you are getting all the cock a girl could ask for."
Rebecca nodded. "I, I want you to take me to bed. I mean, I want have sex with someone without my daughter telling me to do it. God, it is so humiliating. She brings some strange guy home, walking him right into the bath while I am showering or to my bed while I am trying to go to sleep. She doesn't even talk to me. Not a word. She just asks the guy if he wants to do a mother and daughter. She told one guy she wouldn't fuck him unless he did me first. Made me sound like I was begging for cock on the street corner and she had to find some for her poor mommy. She told another guy I'd suck his cock for him then he could fuck her. I did. He did. She bent over top of me and he did her from behind. She ended up sucking my tits while he fucked her."
She seemed to slip into commentary, constantly forgetting her point.
"What is your point? What does Lovely picking up strange men have to do with me?" I circled back to her enticing comment about taking her to bed, without volunteering too vigorously to do so. I wanted to be sure I heard right, because I'd fucking volunteer for that duty about now.
Rebecca's uneasy eyes finally focused, fixing on me. She looked fevered. "She, Lovely, my lovely daughter, she, she just demands that I fuck whomever she brings home. She tells them I'll fuck them and damned if I don't. She tells me to suck their cocks, and I do. She sits on my face and tells me to make her come and I do and she does." Here, the MILF blushed furiously.
"Well, not really. Lovely, I, I come but she says I am learning. She says I need a lot of practice, I need to make her come a lot but I suck at it. She says I am getting better but I still need to practice. God, I ate her this morning before she went to work for half and hour. Nothing. I don't know what I am doing wrong!
"This, this is your fault, Sonny. You owe me. I want you to take me to bed and I mean now. I want it to be my choice. I want to come without being ordered to suck or fuck anyone." Her voice softened. "Maybe, maybe you'll be gentle and make love to me, make me feel loved rather than feeling like a towel men use to wipe their hard cocks on. In. On. Whatever."
I finished the last fry. "Okay. Sounds good."
For a moment, the voluptuous woman started at me. "Just like that? No argument? Just, okay?"
I nodded. "Did you think I'd turn you down?"
Rebecca's eyes misted up. I was bumfuzzled. She explained. "I, I just love feeling desired but, but I wanted to have a say in it. I wanted to chose who bedded me, not feeling like I was being used by my daughter all the time." A tear tracked down her cheek. She swiped at it. "I feel like a fucking parking garage. I keep expecting to find a line of men, dicks in hand, waiting to fuck me and Lovely taking their money. God, it is so humiliating to have her just hand me over to a man like, like..." She stuttered to a stop.
"Why don't you just tell Lovely, no. Rejection will stop her from bringing home men or at least stop her making promises she cannot keep. Just tell her no."
Now Rebecca began to bawl. "I can't" She wailed. "I just can't and I don't know why! I want to but then Lovely looks at me with her sweet eyes and tells me to suck a cock or open my legs and let him fuck me, I just do! I can't stop it. I, I, I am mortified by my own behavior but, too, I am crushed by getting this treatment from my daughter." She wiped her eyes again.
She actually smiled. "But she seems to love it. I mean, she gets this look in her eye and sometimes I see her watching him between my legs and she looks so pleased with me. I, we don't fight any more."
"Because you always do what she tells you?" I couldn't tell if she heard me. I was getting a picture of the situation though.
"Last night, last night she asked them if they wanted to fuck me both at the same time. They said sure but they didn't." She sounded disappointed. "I, god, I dreamed after they left, I dreamed of sucking a cock with another cock in my pussy. I think I creamed in my sleep but I can't tell since I was full of cum from being fucked three times!" She shook her head. "Let's go. God, talking about it and I feel it seeping out of me, like I am a sponge that soaked up lust for years and now it is getting squeezed out of me and I can't stop it. I am so wet right now. God, Sonny, this is all your fucking fault. You, you have to take me to bed."
"Impeccable logic." I grunted, understanding her feeling of being taken for granted and wondering if she knew she was doing the same thing to me. Who cares! I wanted her to take me for granted long enough to come a few times between her loving legs! I got the check and paid the waitress. The girl looked at Rebecca and then reprovingly at me. Shit, its always the guy's fault.
"So? May I take you to bed, Rebecca?" I asked softly. In the empty diner, I felt like I was shouting.
Rebecca dabbed at her eyes and nodded.
"Where shall we go?" I was thinking of the apartment but thought that might be weird for her, knowing what it represented.
"The Prince's Palace. It's just a block over." She dug in her purse, pulled out a wallet and produced a card. "I already have a room." She got out of the booth.
Already had a room? That means I am a sure thing? I was not sure whether to be proud or ashamed. I chose proud. I was, after all, going to get a chance to fuck this woman. Of course, I had all the leverage I needed. I could have fucked her in the diner really, but having her want it, having her call me and ask to be taken to bed, that is a whole different thing. Its like fish fillet compared to fish with bones. I followed her out into the increasingly bitter cold. The wind whipped around us lashing at us and insinuating its way under my coat.
Rebecca took my arm. "I want you to treat me like a lover. Take me to bed and make love to me. I, I want you to kiss me. Everywhere, like before and just when I am screaming that I cannot stand it any longer, I want you to enter me and fill me with your delicious cock." She stopped. "Oh, I do need to learn how to suck a cock better. My...Lovely, she can suck a guy for a couple minutes and he comes in her mouth."
Rebecca grinned at me, oddly, a smile of pride. "She swallows. I'll, after you make love to me, after you have brought me to a delicious orgasm, then I want to practice sucking your cock." She squeezed my arm, even through my coat I felt her passionate bosom as she shivered. "I think, I think I might learn to really love sucking cock. I, now, I can feel the head of your cock on the roof of my mouth, that little tender ridge on the flat of my tongue, like I had it in my mouth right this minute. Oh, Sonny, we are going to have so much fun!"
I suddenly came to a halt, right in the sparse pedestrian traffic out in the cold. I took her by the wrists, she had on gloves, and turned her to face me. "Rebecca, darling, I understand you called me so you could have sex with someone without being your daughter's bitch. It does not follow that you make me your bitch. I have one woman doing that with me already and I assure you, one is enough. If I take off your clothes, Becky dear, I will take what I want from you and give you what you need and want. But I am no one's bitch." I wanted to emphasize my point more but she looked so chastened I fell silent.
After a moment while the cold wind swirled around us, I took her gloved hand and started to walk, only realizing I didn't know where we were going. I had to ask her to lead us to the hotel.
Becky guided me through the revolving doors of the old hotel, and to an elevator. She punched the eighth floor. I had a jazzy jolt, feeling like I had been bought. I glanced at Becky and she looked distinctly unhappy. I found her hand and slowly took off her glove. She watched me. The couple in front of us studiously ignored my foreplay. The whole space vibrated with sexual tension.
Having removed her glove, I handed it to her and she stuck it in her coat pocket. I lay a hand on the small of her back and put tension on my fingertips. She resisted for just an instant before shifting into the circle of my arm. I wanted to kiss her but did not want to spook her. That thought got hung up in my inner censor. Dumb ass, it said, she called you. She wants you. Kiss her! She is dying for your affection.
I rolled her towards me and sure enough, her chin tilted up, her lips parted, her eyes closed and the ungloved hand drifted to the side of my face. I kissed her lips, a chaste, careful kiss. Becky was having none of it. Her hand moved to the back of my head and sealed our lips together. Her tongue slashed past my lips and I met it with my own. We pressed our lips together, rolling our heads to find the best contact. I twisted and pushed her back against the wall of the elevator. It sounded like a thump on a bass drum.
"I think they are into each other." The woman in front of us whispered.
"Yeah, he is definitely going to get lucky tonight." The guy returned.
"Tonight, hell, if we weren't here they'd be doing it right here in the elevator."
I heard them, I know Becky did because she moaned assent at the woman's last observation. With one hand, I unbuttoned her long coat, exposing the ridge of her breasts. I moved to her side and placed my palm over her tits. Becky grunted but continued kissing me, holding my head with her hand. Her gloved hand found the hand on her breast and covered it, the crushed velvet on the back of my hand accentuated the plush resistance of her breast.
"My god, look at her body. She is built for sex."
The bell dinged and I broke the kiss. The couple had turned as they were watching us. The door behind them opened and they each moved to one side and we had to exit between them. The doors closed and Rebecca giggled nervously, a sound, not a laugh, a trill that scraped out of her throat.
"See? You could have fucked me and I would have let you. God, what is happening to me. All I want, all I think about is sex. Take me to bed and that is no command, it is a plea. Have mercy on me. My daughter, my god, she has me tangled up in her sensual web and I cannot escape. Hell, I don't even want to any more! I want to die of too many orgasms! Please, I am begging you, take me to bed!"
"Uh huh. Are you going to tell me the room number?"
Rebecca looked shocked and then laughed real laughter. "Oh, yes, of course. My god, you kiss better than Lovely."
"Practice and commitment." I chortled, unfazed by the comparison or the surprise in the woman's voice for that matter.
Becky walked us to her room and dug in her purse for the key card. The door opened into a fairly standard hotel room. The door banged shut behind us. We stood side by side looking at the room, the bed with the covers turned down on one side, not touching at all. I stepped behind her and helped her remove her coat. I hung it up.
Her ass arced behind her and I had to touch it. She wore a long skirt that flowed off over hips like water overflowing a Roman fountain. She stood still before me, panting softly in the rattling of the old room. I placed both hands on the slope of her ass. Her body tucked in tight so her hips and ass formed a shelf around her waist, with barely any slope. I bet a monkey could have stood on her ass and thrown shit at you with no problem. She was swaybacked as a twenty year old mare.
I squeezed her full ass cheeks. This woman had an ass!
"You like my butt?" Rebecca whispered.
"I do. My god, you have the ass everyone else wishes they had."
"Don't think it is too big?"
"Too big for what?" I asked.
She hesitated, stumped. "I don't know. Anything." Then she groaned deep in her body under the increasing pressure of my hands massaging her firm butt cheeks. It seemed impossible that such an ass could be that firm, that well-formed. I moved my hands back to her waist. She had the ribs of a woman five foot two and the ass of a woman six foot six. Her body curved as only a woman's body can curve. I moved my hands around her, stroking her tummy as I did. Becky hissed as I ran my hands over her body. When one hand mounted one breast and the other caressed low on her abdomen, she gasped.
Her brown hair was pinned up, leaving her neck completely bare. I kissed her neck. I kissed up to her ear lob and sucked it for a moment. "I have a confession, Rebecca." I whispered between kisses.
"You're married?"
"And she wants to join us, she loves eating pussy...no, something different."
"Yes?"
"I like marking the women I have sex with."
"Oh?"
It wasn't an objection so I kissed down to a spot on her creamy skin, I licked her, I kissed her and then I sucked there, pulling at her firm flesh. For a woman with a daughter Lovely's age, her skin was taut and tight.
Rebecca moaned as I bruised her. One hand found the side of my face and lay there, feeling me sucking on her neck. I moved my other hand from her sleek waist up her side to the mound of her breast, covering it with my whole hand. She was certainly more than a mouthful, more than a handful, she was plentiful in every way. I squeezed her tit hard, pressing through the bondage of her bra or whatever, an over corset, maybe.
Rebecca moaned approval.
I released her neck and stared at the red mark on her clear skin. "There, I marked you."
"Mmmm." She sighed. I released her breast and stepped back. I put my hands on her hips and guided her towards the bed. When we were close, I halted her, pressing the tips of my fingers against the front of her hips. She halted. She was panting more profoundly now, her upper torso seemed to quake and her breath rattled.
I cuddled up to her amazing ass and kissed the other side of her neck. She bent her head away from me, exposing her neck on the left side. I sucked at it. She groaned, feeling it deeply. Her hands sought my hips behind her and she clasped me against her back.
"Oh god, Sonny, I feel your lips inside, deep, deep inside me. Like, like my skin is connected, the nerves are connected in, in, inside of me. I never felt like this. I, I never gave into the need for sex before. I, I was terrified of calling you."
I clamped both hands on her breasts, massaging and squeezing them.
"I dreamed, after they finished with me last night, I dreamed you were taking me and, and I woke up, time after time and all I could think about was your body heavy on me, your cock placed deep in me, your mouth on me, like that." She grunted. "I actually, actually dreamed of you bruising me, putting hickeys all over me." She giggled slightly. "I want to see Lovely's eyes when she sees the hickeys on me."
Becky shrugged me off her back and turned around.
"She, she told me tonight, tonight she was bringing a group, like four and they they were going to all do me and then, then we both do two at a time. I, I asked her if, if she had ever had two at a time and she shook her head but said she wanted to try. She, she said she'd heard about having a cock in the ass but never tried it. I, I was surprised because she seems to know all sorts of things I never even imagined. That's not what surprised me really, I thought she meant, you know, a cock in your pussy and one in my mouth."
I was confused. "Don't have a pussy."
Rebecca made a face like a young girl. "She, Lovely, my daughter, she says I have to learn to eat pussy and suck cock if I want, if I want to show men a good time with her. She, she says the mother-daughter thing, no man will turn us down."
Becky Kline shuddered. "I think there is something wrong with my daughter and now, how she has infected me. Here I am with you and wet and soupy as if I had just been fucked two or three times. God, if you touch me, I'll climax right here."
She did like to talk. Perhaps she was nervous.
I moved around her and sat on the bed. She watched me, suddenly silent. I found the tail of her sweater and felt around to find the first button on the lower side. I unbuttoned it.
Becky looked over the cliff of her tits and groaned. "You're taking off my sweater. You, are you going to mark my breasts? Put hickeys all over me?"



I patted her flank. "I will take you to bed." I said, undoing another button. The next three exposed her lank stomach. For her size, the woman was not fat. She was just built large, curved and curvaceous. Her body had matured into the perfect Rubenesque woman, big broad planes with profound arching curves.
Up into the shadow of her breasts, my hands moved. Her sweater had lots of buttons. One by one I opened them and revealed more and more of her straight, tight belly. I kissed it, licking around her belly button.
Becky gasped and her belly flinched.
More buttons, up under the eaves of her breasts and then over the crest.
"Oh my god, I, I am so excited. Sonny, having your hands on me like this..." She could not finish because I pulled the sweater away from her breasts and clasped both in my hands, squeezing the stout bra that covered them. I thought for sure she had a corset on but her body was shaped already and a corset only decorated her.
I finished undoing the buttons and skimmed the sweater down her arms. She arched her back. I held onto the sweater and dropped it beside me on the bed. Then I hugged her torso, fitting the top of my head below her breasts and wrapping my arms around her broad hips. I clasped her ass through the drape of her long skirt. I squeezed the breath out of her.
"Oh, oh Sonny." She gasped.
I moved my hands up and unhooked her bra. Her breasts pushed it away, an explicit rejection. They had little need of it. They towered over me and she bent a little. I kissed along the lower curve of her left breast, licking and sucking at her milk-smooth flesh, then switching to the other and kissing around its crest.
Becky trembled, the shaking infecting her like a fever. She panted but refused to move unless I moved her, except, she rested both hands lightly on my shoulders. I kissed and licked her breasts for maybe ten minutes. I kept expecting her to complain about standing still for so long but Becky never even swayed. She seemed solid as an oak. Her breasts were plush and as I kissed them they turned rosy red, heating as her body pulsed with her desire.
"Say it." I muttered.
"Suck my nipples!" Becky growled immediately. "Oh god, if you do, I think, I might come if you bite them." She whined then, like a she-wolf crying for a lost cub.
I kissed around first one nipple then the other, circling and circling till I felt her shaking with desire. When I fit my lips over the left nipple, she exhaled like she'd been holding her breath since Christmas. I sucked it hard and her hips rammed against my stomach. She tried to grind against me but could not.
"I am so hot." She whispered. "God, I have never been like this, not ever. I, I feel like I am an entirely different woman, changed into something, someone I barely recognize. I, if you didn't fuck me, I would find someone downstairs, maybe everyone." She chuckled. "I'd put up a sign that announced free pussy in room 909."
I moved to the other breast.
"Oh god, Sonny. I, I never imagined reality could surpass those, ugh, ugh, those dreams. I, I am more, more excited then when I dreamed of you touching me, uh, uh, under my dress."
I took her hint and instead of handling her tits, I just kissed them and sucked them while with my hands I bunched up her skirt between her legs. Her hands shook on my shoulders. She wore nothing underneath the skirt. Her pussy appeared and I moved hands to the sides of her thighs.
"Oh god, I love the feeling of your hands on my body like that!" She whispered.
I moved them up to her hips, the skirt dragging at my movements. Her hips rocked forward and back, making her breasts move. When she realized she was moving them making it more difficult for my lips to capture her nipples, she ceased moving altogether.
I sucked her nipple into my mouth. Her tits were handfuls, plentiful and proud. Despite her age and motherhood, her tits remained firm. Sucking on it, I felt the nub of her nipple, hard and firm, inverted so that it formed a cone but a hard cone, tight and smooth with arousal. I thrummed it with my tongue. She moaned. Her hands gripped my shoulders hard, tightening the harder I sucked.
I moved to the other nipple and she made to say something but my teeth touched it and she grunted into silence. Her body quivered. I bit down on her nipple and she screamed. Her hips rammed against me, grinding her pussy against my stomach. Her hands were claws on my shoulders.
"Oh god, Sonny, once more and I'll come."
I took the hint. I bit her other nipple and she screamed again. Her hands crushed me against her breasts, smothering me with them while her body pulsed against me. I felt her ass clinch and tighten under my hands.
"Oh, oh, oh!" She cried as the surge of pleasure controlled her.
I let her coast for a few minutes. Her body seemed to sing with arousal. My hands drifted down to her bare thighs. Finally, I pushed her away, separating us. She looked down on me, her eyes were bleary.
"I cannot believe what I am feeling!" She whispered. "I am alive with sensual feelings, they shoot through me and I feel like I have lost myself. That I am an entirely different woman; one alive to sex for the first time in my life."
She stepped back and unwrapped the skirt and stood nude before me."
"I'd have you eat me, Sonny, but I am sure I am still full of another man's come. So, please, please take me. Lay me down and fuck me, please!"
I groaned, standing and in a gull's wink, I was naked as she was. I helped her onto her back and did as she suggested. Between her full thighs, she directed my cock to her entrance and when she had me hooked, she sighed, closed her eyes and lay back. I crouched over her, lowering my hips as my cock slid into her.
Becky groaned. "You are pushing it into me." She said, her voice tight with arousal and from my weight on her abdomen. "Oh, fuck me, Sonny."
Instead, I hovered over her and bent to kiss her mouth. It was like she hadn't been kissed in a hundred years, and she was awakening from a deep sleep. Her kiss tore at me, shredding my last vestiges of restraint. I slapped my hips down, thrusting into her as hard as I could from a dead stop. Becky hunched up under me and we joined together, cock and pussy, completing the circuit such that the erogenous current rushed through us.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me!" Becky cried. Her voice tinny with need. "Fuck me!"
I withdrew, racking the flared head of my cock through the clasping, weeping folds of her pussy. She shivered as I pulled out of her. I sat up between her legs staring at the panting woman.
"Put it back in." She pleaded. "Please, Sonny. I want to feel your rock hard cock paint the back of my vagina. Please write your name on my wall of shame and make me come!"
I bent over her instead and sucked a nipple into my mouth, fitting as much of it as I could past my lips, sucking her hard. When I pressed her nipple against my back teeth, she grunted. I found my cock with one hand and sought to enter her again, her tit tightly in my mouth.
Becky growled loudly, offering a hand to help me enter her. We made the connection again. As I slammed my cock into her, I bit down on her shaped nipple.
Becky came.
Her body arched under me, lifting me on the wave of her arousal and the orgasm that it birthed. She bucked under me, her pussy gripping me and pulling me as she ground us together. I ground down into her till I felt her pubic bone against mine. When I increased the pressure, Becky screamed and her body jerked and jerked and jerked. I guessed I had managed to pinch her clit between our pubic bones and now she was coming with both the outer stimulation and the inner stimulation. Her body surged under me, bounding up and down as she cried. We were like two people dancing but not together, one hearing smooth jazz and the other hearing hard rock and roll.
My orgasm arrived in a roar of pleasure that deafened and blinded me. Eyes tightly shut, I hammered Becky Kline to the bed, ramming into her with greater and greater force even as my strength flagged, pumping cum into her and draining me of energy.
Becky panted and gasped and held her breath while her body bucked under me. Her legs clinched about my body, lifting beside me like railings. Her hands held to my hips, pulling at me each time I pulled back and punched my ass against her crotch, piercing her deeply with my cock each time I spewed cum into her.
Finally the orgasm ran its course and our intercourse subsided into gasping, panting, heaving exhaustion. I slipped to the side. My cock refused to deflate, remaining stubbornly hard. After a moment, I think I was unconscious, I revived, and began to suck at her tits. She lay under me. Her hands found my dewy cock and directed it once more into her sanctuary of sex. I plunged into her pussy. I opened my eyes and a moment later Becky opened hers. We stared into each other's eyes as I moved about her breasts, sucking and licking them.
"Bite me." She whispered. "God, I want you to. Bite me. Mark me!"
When I did, her body arched under me and her hips shimmied, quaking with a new version of passion. I put a large bruise above each nipple. Becky began to pant heavily and then her body jerked. My cock swam in our milky cum. I pulled back and rammed into her and felt her overflow, flooding us both with the remains of that last climax.
"God, I could fuck you forever!" Becky grated. Her body shifted underneath me and she was clearly preparing to roll us onto my back so she could mount me properly when not one but two phones rang.
We looked at each other, neither moving. By mutual assent, we rolled apart with a wet pop as my cock exited her clasping cunt. She crawled past me to get to her phone. She picked it up and walked into the bath and closed the door. I answered mine, out of breath.
I held it to my ear and heard nothing only realizing after several mindless glances at the screen that it hadn't been the phone but a text message. I found that app and opened it.
"HELP!"
It was from Sean. "Shit." I muttered but I was prepared. I knew what I wanted to do.
I sat on the bed and called Laura. When she answered I heard screaming in the background.
"It's Sonny!" I heard panic in Laura's voice. Then I heard Lydia ask, "Who?" When Laura repeated my name the ruckus went away.
"Hi Sonny." Laura said, her voice a bit tremulous.
"Hey, sweet thing, where are you? You busy?"
"No, Sonny. Not busy."
"Listen to me carefully. Do not let Lydia push you around. Just tell her if she gets nasty then you'll tell me about your little fling with Sean, okay? That should fix things till I can get her sorted out."
"No, Sonny. No plans tonight. Sure. Sure, I can meet you. Seven? Okay. Sure. No. I'll be there. No. No, I'm not doing anything. It's fine. Really. No, don't. I, well, I'm not at home. No, I'll, I'll be home soon. Okay, then. Bye."
I understood where Chris got his acting chops. She hung up and I stared at the phone. I glanced up.
Becky stood staring at me from the bathroom door. She looked like she'd seen a ghost and it turned out to be hers.
"What's the matter?" I asked softly.
"That, that was Lovely. She, she's coming here. She, she, I always come here when I am upset and she guessed so she is almost here. Five minutes maybe ten away."
Lovely? Here? My cock perked up.
"She is, I, I told her the room number. She demanded I tell her. She'll be right up."
Becky looked like she was about to cry.
"I, I told her everything."
"That I was here?"
"No. No, she didn't think, she never suspected I would ask anyone for sex. She, she, I told her I was desperate for sex, that, that I am crazed with it, the need in my body to have a man between my legs. She told me that if I could make her come, if I could lick her pussy and make her come...she said it just that way. If I could make her come with my mouth on her pussy, she'd, she'd find us a man to share. She, she said I had to be shared."
I wondered at that word.
"Well, you're a little ahead of her. About time, don't you think? You are the mom, after all."
For a moment Becky looked haunted and hurt. "Sonny, you, you want to stay? I mean, do you want me to go? You, you can have her, I know she'll, she'd be happy to see you and, and she'd definitely fuck you. I know she would. I'll, I'll go if you want."
I cocked my head, confused. I was missing something. Again.
"Why would you leave?"
"So you can be alone with my daughter. Isn't that what you want?"
I shook my head. "I don't think you understand the whole mother-daughter fantasy."
"The what?"
The blank look told me everything. "The mother-daughter fantasy." I repeated. This was taking too long.
"I don't understand. What is a mother and daughter fantasy?"
That was when I realized that Becky was fucking with me. Sure enough, when the knock sounded on the door, Becky looked triumphant. The bitch had been stalling. The fantasy, it turned out, was hers. I bet she told her daughter where she'd be!
The knock sounded again.
Suddenly, Becky looked panicked. "Oh god." She whispered. "I am giving my daughter to a man." She walked past me to the door. She opened it just as I grabbed the last of my clothes and skittered into the bathroom.
"Mother?"
I heard Lovely's voice clearly from the hall.
"Why are you naked?"
"I, uh, I told you, I am, I am crazed for sex. You, you have made me want it all the time."
"And you came here? Never mind. Let me in."
The door clanked closed. I turned off the bathroom light and pushed the door closed, not completely, leaving it open enough so I could see at least the bed.
"Mother, I know you want sex, you need a lot of sex. I have four guys for us tonight. I need to call them and tell them to come here. I, I was going to have them at the house but you are right, a hotel is better. These are strangers, well, two are Ron's friends and the other," Lovely giggled. "The other I just found for us. I told them they could have me if they fucked you first. Mother, then daughter. He said you should be shared so I am sharing you." She positioned Becky with her back to the bed, that put Lovely's back to me. I pushed open the door. Becky could see me easily. Her eyes went wide.
"You, you need to get better at eating my pussy, mother. If, if you are not good at it, I have to act or they will think one of us doesn't like it. I want men to see us having sweet orgasms so, so you must learn. Here, let me show you. I want you to feel my mouth on your pussy and..." she pushed her naked mother onto her back on the bed.
It seemed odd to see that slight woman with the lank hair and big tits commanding her mother. Lovely seemed utterly unconscious of her domination of her mother. Becky lay on her back, staring at the ceiling. Her position, on the bed and in her relationship to her daughter seemed to confuse her, it confused her to the point of utter compliance, like she was in a sort of sexual shock. While her daughter got to her knees, she began to rub her own tits, pulling at the nipples.
"You never suck my breasts." Becky said, her voice high and tinny.
"You never asked. You don't need practice at that. You do fine. We'll worry about your tits after you learn to suck a man's cock and make him come and make a woman come with your mouth on her pussy."
Lovely bent forward over Becky's crotch and lapped at it, one or two large swipes of her long tongue. She kissed the inside of each thigh. Becky's legs widened each time. Lovely fastened her mouth to Becky's pouting pussy and sucked. For a moment, the sound of her slurping suction filled the room.
Abruptly, Lovely sat up on her heels. "I taste come. A man's come and it is fresh. Minty!" She sounded terribly surprised.
I exited the bath and Lovely twisted at the sound of the opening door.
"Sonny! I, I mean, Mr. Duncan!" Lovely shrieked.
I patted the air. "Sonny is fine." I whispered.
Lovely looked at her naked mother and than at naked little old me.
"You were fucking my mother." She said, a statement replete with wonder, like she just discovered her own clit.
"Yes, Lovely, I was making love to your mother."
Her face clouded. "I, I arranged for, to share mother with four men. They, they wanted us together. Mother and daughter. Mother needs help learning to make a man come with her mouth." Her words rattled like a clanking chain falling into a pile, tense and hurried.
I nodded. "Practice makes perfect."
"What do you want? They, I told them six o'clock." She looked around for the clock. "It is after five. Shall, I call them and tell them not to come or, or do you want to be here and have us with them?"
Lovely seemed utterly unperturbed.
"You are giving your mother to strange men?"
"Oh yes, she loves it. I like watching her come when they enter her. She gets so excited I think she blacks out and then they fuck her hard and come in her. I am sharing my mother like you said." She looked around. "Do you want to share us?"
"Six you said?"
Lovely nodded.
"I'll take you and then go." I was thinking of all the work I still needed to do. What a pervert, thinking about homework with two women who wanted to fuck me within arm's reach. What sacrilege!
"Take off your clothes." I suggested.
Lovely smiled that honeyed smile of hers, threw off her coat and began to unbutton her blouse.
I stood and watched but then realized that Becky was watching us too; she was naked, and she was lying on the bed. I moved Lovely away from the bed and moved Becky to the middle of the bed. I mounted her. Becky cooed as my cock slipped once more into her syrupy center. She felt like hot caramel looks, silky smooth, hot and saucy.
Becky lifted her legs and used her heels to press me tight between her legs.
"Where do you want me?" Lovely asked behind me.
I twisted to look at her. She was nude, her breasts swayed before my very eyes. I blinked and patted the bed beside Becky. "Right there. On your back. I am going to fuck a mother and her daughter." I looked back at Becky. "That is the mother and daughter fantasy. Putting our cock in one and then the other and back again till you come."
Becky chortled. "I know. I was fucking with you."
I ground my cock deep into her body, crushing her chuckle. I was fucking with her. Lovely lay down beside us, pressing her leg against her mother. I immediately bent over her and, while I continued to pump my cock between her mother's legs, I kissed Lovely on the mouth. She put a hand to my face and kissed me back very carefully.
I pulled out of Becky and knee-walked over between Lovely's legs. Lovely shuddered and grunted. One hand found my wet cock and directed it to her pussy. I shoved into the young woman.
Where Becky was soft and strong at the same time, Lovely was tight and slick. I felt the tension in her body. I bent over her and kissed her. Her chin lifted and she met my lips with her open mouth, our tongues touching and twisting together. I descended circle after circle of taut pussy while Lovely hummed into my mouth. When she finally broke the kiss, she was panting.
"Kiss, kiss mother." She gasped.
I started to withdraw from her but she grunted and held me in place with her hands and heels.
I understood, late, but not too late. I twisted, keeping my cock firmly planted in Lovely, and kissed Becky on the mouth.
"Oh god, you are in my daughter and you are kissing me!" She whispered.
"I know. Shut up. You're making me nervous. We, we don't have much time and I am going to come in your mouth after, if I can make Lovely come." I began to hump between Lovely's legs.
Lovely keened as I fucked her. Her hands directed me, pulling and gently lifting. She moved her feet up so her legs arched on either side of me.



"Uh, uh, uh," she panted. I finally lay onto her body, a lean contrast to her mother, though it occurred to me as my hands slithered under her body, that her body from the tits to her waist was nearly exactly the same size as Becky's.
"Come in her." Becky whispered.
I gripped Lovely's ass and hammered at her body. She responded, grunting with each impact until her body scrunched under me. She whined, and then stopped breathing altogether, shaking and jerking as the orgasm rattled through her.
When she relaxed, I immediately pulled out of her frothy pussy. Moved over to Becky and inserted my cock into her. Becky accepted me, her hands petting me and patting me as I resumed fucking her. Beside us, Lovely lay still, panting loudly.
I was just about there when my fucking phone rang again.
I hesitated and with a lurid curse, got up and sat on the bed, pushing Lovely over. I found the phone and answered.
"Sonny?"
"Kyla."
"Did you tell Landon not to fuck me anymore?"
"Why would you think that?"
"Because he said so. He said you'd explain it to me."
"Explain what?"
"Why he wants me to leave Darlene alone."
"I don't think this is any of my business."
Lovely got around me, got to her knees and began to lick my cock.
"That's right, so butt out. If I want to eat my son's girlfriend, that is my business and his."
"And hers."
Kyla didn't respond.
"What's your point?"
"You called me. I don't need a point."
"They are going out tonight. I want to go with them. Landon suggested I call you and you can fuck me."
"That's means no, I bet. I mean you can't go with them. What do you think?"
Kyla did not respond, not the answer or the interpretation she sought, I thought.
Lovely finished cleaning my cock and sank it into her mouth, sucking hard.
"Oh shit." I muttered. Then, "I can't tonight."
"Are you with someone?" Kyla demanded, greenly.
"Fuck, fuck no, fuck it is not any of your uh business." I couldn't help it. Lovely was fabulous at sucking cock!
"You are. Someone is blowing you!"
"Good-bye, Kyla!" I hung up. I closed my eyes. My orgasm was creeping closer.
"Is that another one of your harem?" Becky asked.
"Harem?" I asked blankly, trying to concentrate. I had decided two orgasms would get me through the next few days and I could finish my projects.
"Yes, the women you fuck. I know there are several, maybe lots, maybe all of them. Is that one of them?"
I considered if or how to answer that question. I did not want to be nasty. I took a middle course. "Yes, I have had her but right now she is panting after a guy who is already involved and, well, it is complicated." Good story, sort of close to the truth.
My orgasm arrived and I lost track of everything. Lovely gulped and sucked and licked and then she was kissing my little fire hose, pumping nothing but air and ashes. God, that girl could suck a cock!
I wanted to lay down and sleep but I glanced at the clock and saw it was five till six.
I tapped Lovely on the side of the head. She released my cock. "I have to go. It's nearly six." She just sat there, staring at my cock, licking her lips.
Jesus fuck me with a bread stick, the girl had that look that she had in the office. I thought about four guys and these two women and I was envious. Of them and of the guys.
"You have a harem, Sonny." Becky whispered. "Can I join?"
I staggered to my feet and dressed immediately. I looked down on them. Lovely had lain her head on her mother's thigh and cooed as Becky stroked her cheek. Two naked women, mother and daughter no less and I was going home to an empty house to study. Isn't there something wrong with that picture? I felt strong and virtuous and not a bit sated.
I left the room. At the elevator, it dinged just as I arrived so I whipped out into corridor and around a corner. Sure enough, four guys, older than me but not old, really, emerged from the elevator and walked down the hall towards 909. Fuckers were certainly punctual. Right on the frigging knob. But then, what sense would it make to be late to a pussy appointment? One knocked and as I watched, I glimpsed the nude figure of Lovely Kline appear at the door and hug and kiss each one. She stood in the corridor alone for a minute, her eyes found mine and she gave me a little wave.
"That naked woman on the bed is my mother. I want you all to fuck her and then I will eat her." Lovely spoke with her eyes still on me, her voice carrying her words clearly to me, like she was speaking to me with more than just her eyes. A moment later she disappeared into the room and the door banged shut.
I sauntered out to my car and drove home.
Tawny was still gone when I got home, boning Chris I expected or maybe they were out of bed and on a date. I studied the rest of the night and the rest of Sunday.
Sunday night, Natasha called about eight. "Brent and Norma went on a date. To the movies and dinner and everything." She wailed.
I listened as she recounted a weekend of being left out. Clearly, little sister had gotten her hooks into Brent. Aunt Norma had gotten one over on big sister.
When Natasha ran down, I said, "Mrs. Rossini, listen. Your sister has just left her husband and she is feeling rejected and alone. Give her some time," I hesitated and made a fast decision. "Give her till a week from Monday. If things don't change, then we'll do something." I knew things were going to change, I just hadn't worked out exactly how I was going to change them yet.
After another couple sniffling minutes, she agreed not to be such a pussy and not panic. She agreed to wait and hung up. I went back to work. I was getting really close to being done, at least enough that I could put the finishing touches on it long before it was due. It felt good.
At one, my phone woke me from a dead sleep.
"What the fuck do you want?" I growled into my phone, with no idea who was calling. I had been fighting in my dreams and my dander was up.
"Sonny?"
The whispering voice sounded familiar and for a moment I thought I was asleep. I knew who I was so I could answer that question.
"Yeah?" All the fire left me and I was awake.
"It's Alissa, Sonny. Please, tell me no more. Tell me I can quit."
"What?"
"Sammy. He must have fucked my ass a dozen times this weekend. I am so sore I cannot even walk right. He beat me, like I suggested and then more and more. Fuck, I am bruised. And you know what's worse? I am horny as hell because, because he didn't fuck me once. In the pussy, I mean. I sucked him and he fucked me in the behind but not once in the pussy. Three days. Three days straight. He demanded I stay home from work Friday and he skipped school. Please, tell me no more. Tell me I have to quit, I have to reject him."
I knew she was lying. Becky said she had seen Alissa in the office and why would she lie about something so inconsequential. Why would Alissa lie about this? Curious. "Don't worry about it. He is just appreciating you. Did he mention Ellen?"
"She has been gone all week. She had a seminar."
Shit. I thought. That was a wasted week, then. My whole hope was the three of them would end up doing each other and we could get past this.
"Well, what do you want me to do?" I asked and nearly choked. "Fuck that. I told you to let him do what he wanted. Hell, you wanted to do him. Shut up and enjoy it and leave me alone."
"Oh shit, he's back." She hung up on me.
I went back to sleep. Monday night I called the guys. I was ready, well half-ready. No sense in waiting. Cake's done, I figured I could frost it in my own time.
We all had time Wednesday night late. I had a late class and I arranged to meet at the pizza place at nine. I got there and everyone was there, pizza was ordered.
Chris waved at me, looking worried and irate at the same time.
I sat down and ate for a few minutes while everyone finished their cokes. No beers for us, too young. I had eight months to go. Fuck me, then suddenly I'd be old enough. I wondered if I could just get off the train the day after and hang for a couple decades. My brain hurt. Statistics always fucked me up.
"So? Sonny, what's this all about?" Landon asked.
Sammy seemed subdued. Brent seemed distracted and Landon seemed really impatient. I looked at Chris.
"Chris, did you get a part in the play?" I asked.
He nodded, almost morose.
"You don't seem too happy about it."
He shook his head. "D. Debra Hamilton got one of the female leads. She is going to be Helen Wheels. God, she put her arms around me and whispered in my ear that I'd already had a taste so she didn't have to worry about me making passes at her so we could be great friends. Then she fucking stuck her tongue in my ear. Shit, I think she is planning on teasing me like she's teasing you."
I grinned at his discomfort. "Don't worry about D. Debra. I have her figured and in the long run, we'll extend the MILF list to her too, that is I will. In the meantime, I have a couple other things to discuss."
Brent looked up. He looked like a lovesick puppy. "You make this sound like a meeting. Should I take notes?"
"Fuck you, Brent, what are you doing taking Sammy's lines!" I looked at Sammy, expecting some half witty smirk. He stared into space, not even listening.
"Listen guys, about D. Debra, I need one of you to fuck her. Strike that, I want all of you to fuck her but let's start with one of you. Who's it going to be?"
They all looked around at each other. Sammy finally shook his head. "No can do, Tonto."
No one spoke up. "Hey guys, have you seen her lately?"
No one responded. Chris was staring at his hands.
"Chris, tell them."
"Yeah, she's great. She'll fuck you great once and then never again."
"Sounds wonderful." Sammy growled. Shit, he was in a bad mood. He finally met my eyes. "Sonny, you told Mom to fuck me, right? Now she won't. Told me no more. Why did you tell her to stop? I was just getting going."
"I didn't. She, she'd had enough. Dude, I don't think you were quite careful enough." He didn't look like he believed me. "Oh, I told her about Ellen. And you."
Sammy exploded. "What? What? You told her? When?"
"Oh a couple weeks ago, not quite two."
"Goddammit, you could have mentioned it."
"Didn't she?"
"No. I, shit, shit, shit! I could have, goddammit! Now what I am going to do? She cut me off!"
I looked around at the other guys. "Listen guys, I needed to get you all together to discuss something. I, I want to do something that directly affects you and, well, I know it sounds weird but I need you to be on-board."
I grinned, excitement coursing through me. "I am starting a harem and I want your moms to be the first members." I almost burst out laughing. My friends looked at me like I was crazy.
"Jesus, he's gone around the bend. Finally." Sammy whispered.
"A harem? Like a harem? A real harem?" Brent muttered, eying me over the top of his glasses.
"No, not a real harem." Landon said. "Let's let Sonny talk and then we can see what we see."
I nodded, thankful for the support. I reached in my backpack and took out a cloth bundle. I unwrapped it and dumped the contents onto the table. Four collars clinked on the table top. "I want you all to take one and give it to your mom. Tell her, tell her that it is mine and so long as she wears it, she cannot fuck anyone but me. No, tell her she can only fuck who I tell her she can fuck. Kiss, hug, touch, rub her body up against, all of that, mine. You tell her I own her body and her pleasure and she has to call me if she wants to fuck someone."
Landon still looked at me like I was nuts. "Fuck no, Sonny. Why would we do that?"
"Why would they do that?" Brent asked reasonably, one leg bouncing like a compressor piston.
"Wait, listen, just listen guys. I know this sounds weird but I haven't figured out another way. This is not binding them up. It just means if they want to fuck you or anyone else without talking to me first, they take off the collar. Simple."
"So what's the point?" Sammy asked morosely.
Now I grinned. "Influence. I get them to put on the collar and pretty soon, they are comfortable with letting me control their sex lives. Ask Sammy, ask Chris. Laura and Alissa are doing this already. They both need my approval to feel easy with what they do with their bodies. I am just putting a symbol of ownership around their necks so they can think about it all day long. Whenever they look in the mirror, they'll see my collar and they'll get a tingle in the twat that tells them they are mine!" I grinned in anticipation, thinking about having them all hooked to me like Laura and Alissa were.
"Fuck you, Sonny. Why would we do that?" Sammy growled.
"Why did you do that, don't you mean?" Brent pointed out.
Sammy scowled at him and actually stuck out his tongue. "I'll tell you why I did it. Sonny asked me to. Mom, god, it made her crazy but I swear, when she wasn't at work, all she thought about was sex. I'd hear her in her room crying and buzzing. I peeked once and there she was, starkers, on her back poking a buzzing little toy up the love chute and coming all over the place. She masturbated more after Sonny got control of her than I bet she ever did in her life before."
"Thank you, you are making my point for me." I patted the air. "Landon, you have been asking for space from Kyla and you, Brent, you are doing your Aunt, you naughty boy! Both of you guys want your mothers to leave you alone. It is uncomfortable. It, it is unnerving. Sammy, you've been hiding the fact that you are doing an associate who works for your Mom. If your mom wears a collar, she can't say a thing. She'll butt out and the next thing you know you can do whatever you like. If she takes off the collar and lays down for you, fine but until then, she is back to being 'Mom' and hands off the house pussy. See? It ends the MILF list by formalizing their sexual identity that, frankly guys, we sort of screwed with pretty severely."
Chris finally looked directly at me. "I think you converted my mom into what she always wanted to be. She, god, she is so confused, like she doesn't know what to even want, much less to go after." Chris said. He cocked his head, "but maybe that makes sense, she wants someone to tell her what or who to do. Like you are doing. God, she seems happy about it, letting Sean bone her all the time."
"So what do we get out of this, Sonny? You get our Moms back and we get what?" Landon was always thinking ahead.
"My sisters." Chris' head jerked around, his eyes intense and narrow. "Chris, dude, sorry. I bonked Tawny before she got around to you. I've done Georgia and if they hadn't gotten called away to an out of town project, I would have done Dalia by now. She, she likes to watch, by the way so, so if you agree to this, be aware that she might want to sit by while you do Tawny or Georgia."
"You are fucking your sisters? Is there any woman you haven't poked your cock into?" Sammy asked.
I thought about it. "Oh, wait, I know that. D. Debra Hamilton. Don't worry, I am going to have her before I turn forty."
Landon smirked. "Ambitious, aren't you."
I ignored him this time. "Listen guys, I am taking back your moms but exchanging them with a whole new raft of panting pussy. My sisters, well, they need a little airtight practice."
"Goddamn you, Sonny!" Chris growled. "I am just getting with our sister and you spring this on me! Now I have to share her?"
I looked at him, not jumping to any words. I waited. He waited longer than I could. "Chris, I am sorry to have to tell you this but Tawny is going to fuck whoever she wants."
"Like you?"
I nodded. "Like me. This deal is not for control of my sisters. Shit, it is more to give me a little control. I, I have been negotiating with them since Mom left..."
"For what? To fuck them?"
I shook my head. "If I had left it up to them I'd be chained to the bed and be hand fed oysters while they took turns fucking me to death. In case you haven't noticed, women can fuck with absolutely no effort and without end. We can't. I can't. At some point, we wear out like any machine and we need serviced and rebuilt before we can return to action. While men recover from fucking, we run the world. Work regenerates us till it is time to service the female in question again."
"Serviced before we service." Sammy chortled.
I felt better hearing that. Sammy's mood seemed to have shifted. "My point is that women can fuck all the time but we can't so we have to fuck with their heads. Shopping and flattery and balls and gowns, all that stuff that makes her wet but doesn't leave her desperate. Whatever it is. Us guys, we get wound up over one thing."
"Pussy!" Sammy and Brent said together. Then both said, "Jinx!" and grinned.
I was so relieved. I thought I could have easily ended up face down in the gutter with my ass kicked up between my ears with this suggestion. "Listen, you know about Sean and his mother, right. I think there are others, other guys who would give their right hind leg to have sex with their moms." I narrowed my eyes. "I have been doing some work with Alissa for Sid Kingston and, well, I think I have found a mother and daughter we could do together."
"Ugly?" Landon asked.
I looked at him. "What do you care? Did you develop standards while you were fucking your mother and your girlfriend was hooking?" I felt a little pissy, I guess and as soon as the acid spewed past my teeth I realized I was irritated that Landon had the gall to question my taste in women.
He held up his hands. "Whoa, big guy. Just asking. It, it seems impossible that a hot mother would have a hot daughter and they would both be willing to fuck us at the same time, is all. Beauty is more competitive than any dicks, in my experience. That's why I asked."
I shrugged. "I did them both a few days a go, weekend before last. Trust me, they'll do us."
"What about Quilla and Lydia Favors?" Chris asked, eying me with the same dark stare I had seen before. "What about them?"
I shrugged. "Certainly a daughter and mother worth making airtight..."
Sammy grunted. "Airtight hell, I just want to go from one to the other and back again, just to see if their pussies feel the same."
I nodded. "They don't. But that is the point. I am not asking you guys to just swear off mommy in return for nothing. I will continue to line you up with pussy." I looked at Brent. "Do you think you'd be doing Aunt Norma at the moment if I hadn't introduced her?"
"Introduced her? Shit, she's my...oh, I see." Brent eyed me. "I was looking forward to doing them both together." He said darkly.
"No problem. Just tell Natasha to take off her collar first or call me." I looked around at my friends. "You all need to know that if they won't take off their collars and they or you call me, you better have something to trade."
"Trade? Something to trade? You mean like an iPad or a mo-ped?" Sammy asked.
"You know what I mean. Pussy. Pussy for pussy. Girlfriend. Neighbor. Teacher. I don't care. If I can get the bra off, its a deal."
Landon shook his head. "That sounds gross."
I looked in amazement at him. Who was he fooling, Mr. Fuck 'em if you can. "It isn't like that at all. My point is that if you come begging me to let you fuck your Mom and I have to tell her to do you, I have to have a good reason. I need to tell her I am getting something for her or it won't work. She'll think, she'll think she is just giving it away, I won't own anything and the collars won't mean anything." I was making sense even to myself. Wow.
Brent nodded. "He's right. And think about it, when Cici gets back..."
"Oh shit! Cici and Georgia!"
"And Dalia." Brent added.
After a long pause, Chris chimed in. "And Tawny." He looked at me. "You fucker, you knew it would always get around to this, didn't you? Fuck me, guys, think about having Cici and her daughters on either end of the rail?" He shook his head, almost grinning. "Goddamn you, Sonny! Lydia Favors and Quilla? Two redheads on the rail crying and coming at the same time! Fuck me."



"How do you think Tawny would feel about that?" Landon asked.
Chris looked at me out of the corner of his eyes. "Fuck if I know. Ask Sonny, I bet he does."
I regarded Chris for a moment and did not detect animosity behind his deflection, so I answered him. "Chris, you seem to be taking up residence in the world of toys, trinkets and machines. I am a tourist. I'll visit but for me, a woman kissing me while I measure her vagina with my cock is enough. I am a simple guy. I simply love pussy. The rest, I'll try it but it ain't me. Never going to be. When I find a woman who's happiness depends on being strung up from the rafters and tickled with feathers till she pees herself, I'll send her your way. Oh, I'll fuck her first and in the meantime, the rest, the rest I'll find a way to fuck my way. But I ain't recruiting for you no matter how much it seems like I am."
I shook my head, thinking of another aspect. "Having said that, Chris, I am pretty sure that most of the women we know will want to try it a time or two. The rail I mean, at least. Shit, I bet Annie misses it."
"Hey, yeah, what about Annie?" Sammy asked. "It was pretty cool to do her again on New Year's."
I shrugged. "Things are changing there. I..." I hesitated to lay out for them the scope of my work with Sid. Work? Shit. Well, I was getting paid but not for the dick, but for taking control. Hmmm. "She, Annie is a bright woman and I think she has an interest in getting involved in Sid's business. That would change things with us."
"She going to wear a collar?" Landon asked.
"Oh. I, well, yes. She has one now." I said more softly. "Truthfully, I don't know if Kyla or Natasha will go along with this but I am hoping the social proof will lure them into it. You guys might coordinate and make sure they are last to know about the collars."
Landon shook his head. "I think you should handle that. Tell them, tell them you are cutting them off and you want them to wear the collars. You'll tell us to lay off, to go back to treating them like mothers in the normal sense of the word, if they wear the collars. I, I think they might go for that. It returns some control to them and the ability to predict things rather than the chaos of how things are now. Things are weird any way you look at it and in a way that seems to make Kyla a little crazy right now." He nodded once. "It's a good idea but you tell them. Besides, it'll make you look more commanding if you cut them off from us and make us conform."
I nodded, suppressing the urge to do a happy dance. I wanted them to hand that to me. I wanted that job but I did not want to have to bid for it.
"When do we get the mother-daughter thing?" Sammy asked.
"Don't worry. I'll get around to it. I, I have several things to work out first. I'll let you know." I looked around at the guys and decided to add a kicker. "I am sure Mom will be back, eventually."
"Jesus in hot pants!" Sammy responded. "A MILF and three daughters? Oh fuck me!"
Landon nodded, a curious look on his face. "I think recruiting a mother and a daughter would be way cool."
I gave him a look. Landon never said "way cool" in a sentence. Someone was poring sweet nothings in his ear and turning his brain into nothing. Not really my problem.
"I'll figure it out. I'll let you know when the die is cast, so do mommy while the sun shines."
"Fuck you." Sammy and Chris said at once. They looked at each other and then back at me.
I shrugged. We left it like that.
That was that. That was the first half of my inspiration. The other half I hadn't quite worked out yet. The main problem I faced was how to conform the MILFs to this idea! I needed to puzzle on that for a while. I drove home abuzz with possibilities but none seemed sensible to me. In order to find Prince Charming you have to kiss a lot of frogs...okay, not really the right metaphor for a heterosexual guy lining up MILF pussy but the idea is right. You sort through a lot of crap before you find the right solution. All I needed was inspiration. Sometimes that arrives in surprising ways.
Later in the week, I swung by Mary's jewelry store and had the collars engraved. On the inside curve, I had them write, "Sonny's" and nothing else. At two spots on the external curve, I had them put something different. At one spot, it read in fine, difficult to read script, "Available" and at the other spot, it read, "On request" Mary's boss was there and so she had to engrave them without commenting but when she handed them back to me, her hand caressed my wrist and her eyes twinkled like I had just given her a velvet covered dildo.
I was so pleased with myself I went home and studied. Thursday I had a day full of class and decided to hang at the library and work for a while. I got so engrossed in my work I did not notice the time until Suzanne Northcutt tapped me on the shoulder and sat down across from me.
I stared at her and knuckled my eyes. "Jews and crackers, is that you? I must be dreaming but I would swear I am seeing Suzanne Northcutt in the college library."
"Happy to see me?" She asked lightly.
I sat up and back, like I was seeing something dangerous. "How did you know I was here?" I asked, suspicious.
She smiled sweetly. "I installed a find-this-phone app on your phone while you were showering the other day."
I snatched at my phone and looked through it till I found it. Sure enough, there it was big as life.
"What's the matter, Sonny, aren't you happy to see me?"
"I don't know. Need another favor?"
She leaned over the table, parting her fur coat and her tits appeared as her blouse gapped in front of me. "We are supposed to be having an affair. I, I think I want us to get caught. But if we do get caught, we need to have a little experience or my husband will never believe me. See, I don't usually like younger boys like you."
I was going to point at that that was not always true, if what she said on the matter previously but decided to let well enough alone. I nodded though because "a little experience" sounded pretty good to me right now. "What do you have in mind?" I asked.
She gestured at the table. "I think you should walk me to my car. Someone might get me."
"Hell, I might get you."
She grinned. "Why do you think I'm here?"
Rhetorical questions have a way of hiding something. Still, I was pretty sure I knew what she was offering. I packed up and turned to the main stairs and elevators but she pulled me through the stacks to a back exit.
"My car is this way." She murmured, pushing open the EXIT door. I thought an alarm would go off but nothing happened so I followed her into the stairwell. It was heated but barely; just bands of bare concrete interspersed with like bands of crosshatched concrete blocks. We descended down three flights but then she stopped. She sat down her purse, unbuttoned her coat, took my backpack from my hand and dropped it.
She put both hands to my face and kissed me. She drew back, eyes searching. "Aren't you going to kiss me back? Surely you don't think it make sense to have sex in the cold out there, do you?" She kissed me again. "It is much warmer in here, I assure you!"
I kissed her. I got hard when her hand found my cock and rubbed me. Her palm hard against my crotch aroused my tired, depressed little soldier and soon he was at parade rest, saluting and everything.
For a moment, I was nervous. This woman had, she had experience and she was here with me. The thought wilted my cock for a moment but then I wondered how long since she had been treated like a normal college girl? I kissed her deep and thoroughly, moving one hand up to clutch her breast. My cock approved of my approach. Her arms went around my neck, laying on my shoulders while I kissed down one side of her neck. I pulled at her blouse and bared the slope of one breast, kissing down it on the way to her nipple but she pulled my mouth back to hers.
Her hands slithered down my chest and she unbuckled my pants. The zipper tickled down my cock and then her hot hands cradled cock and balls. She broke the kiss to squat before me. She pulled my slacks down and stared at my cock.
"Oh my, cocks are so interesting. I could play with it all night."
"I'll give you two minutes." I responded seriously.
Suzanne laughed and sucked my cock into her mouth. A minute of her attention and my hair was standing on end. I felt like a ball of lightning. I pulled at her shoulders and she rose up like a hot air balloon. Her mouth fit against mine and her tongue lashed lips and mouth. She panted, snorting as she lifted her skirt.
I tried to help but my bare cock seemed to have taken away all my coordination. Suzanne got her dress up over her hips. She wore a black and red corset that ran lines down to her stockings. Her crotch was bare. I know because I checked thoroughly. Finally, with me still fingering her pussy, Suzanne grasped my cock and pulled me between her legs.
"Put it in me, for fuck's sake!" She growled.
She sounded really sincere so I did. She wailed with her approval and I felt so proud...for about two seconds before the hot, wet, slick feel of her pussy enveloped my consciousness. I slammed into her, ramming her against the cold stone wall. She had one leg hooked around my waist. She tried to lift the other but she is a substantial woman and there was no way I could support her and fuck her at the same time. I pinched her against the wall and ground into her.
"Oh fuck me, Sonny!" She gasped, her face next to my ear. She turned her head to kiss my ear and that lit me up. God, it felt so erotic, taking her like this, so suddenly, so unexpectedly. I was so hard and her body felt so good ensconced on my cock. She kept trying to lift the other leg but she'd sag down forcing her to stand again. I had hold of the one leg. She did not seem flexible enough to prop that one leg over my shoulder so I hooked my arm under her knee, turned her a little to the side and began to bang her against the wall.
"Uh, uh, uh!" She grunted.
I felt the first early sparks of orgasm when I heard the door bang open somewhere above us. I heard voices, female and male tittering around laughter. Footfalls on the metal and concrete steps echoed around us. I tried to pull out of Suzanne but she locked her arms around my neck.
"Don't! Don't stop!" She hissed in my ear and promptly sucked at it. The shiver that ran down me might have been the cold of the night but it could also have been the feeling of having a woman mounted on my cock just as a crowd of peers are about to saunter by.
I closed my eyes and concentrated on the deep pleasure of her pussy. I hammered into her, rapping her against the wall. Her gasps and grunts seemed monstrous and loud but perhaps only to me. The people above us continued to chatter and laugh but then it all turned to hissing whispers.
I snagged one line from among the gaggle. "He's fucking her!" I heard very distinctly.
I closed my eyes. I figured they were on the landing above us, looking down on my bare ass. I was about to get embarrassed but Suzann leaned back against the wall, leveraging her crotch hard against mine, pinning herself onto my cock. She leaned forward and pulled me into a lascivious kiss. For a moment, the smacking sound of our lips echoed all by itself in the stairwell.
"He's raping her." Someone said.
Suzanne took that moment, perhaps because of what they said to cry, "Oh god, yes, fuck me! Like that! Feels so good, don't stop! Harder!"
I fucked her harder, the words from above us threatening to undo me. I had thought of being accused and having the reputation for the guy arrested for raping the woman in the stairwell. I opened my eyes and saw the twisted snarl on Suzanne's lips and felt suddenly proud.
"Can't rape the willing. Unless you meant she's raping him. That could be." The male voice shifted down to us.
I lifted her leg, opening Suzanne further, shoving my cock into her over and over. She grunted, twitching as I fucked her.
"Go on." Someone whispered.
I felt their approach, like a heat wave; I am sure I imagined the rise in temperature. Suzanne had one hand behind my head and the other pulled at my hip while our bare bodies slapped together, cracking in the dank, acrid chill of the stairwell.
"Shit, they aren't even stopping." A guy said.
"Go, for heaven's sake, don't stop." A girl said.
I did not stop. I continued to plunge my cock over and over into her body. Suzanne grunted and gasped, breaking the kiss to press her body against me.
I felt them passing by and suddenly my orgasm arrived. It must have sneaked up on me. Suddenly I fountained into Suzanne. She groaned and her hips rapped against me over and over and over to no avail. Though she grunted and tensed, she got not immediate release.
Below us the door opened and banged and for a moment I thought I heard an echo above us. Then I heard footfalls. High heels.
Oh Christ, I thought. Someone else is going to audit us.
This time though, when the woman rounded the landing, the sound of her heels stopped and the she spoke. "What are you two doing?"
Suzanne struggled to look around me. "Fucking. What does it look like?"
The woman descended the steps. Another door banged above but no further steps could be heard.
"What are you doing?" The woman said softly.
"I am having sex with this young man. Do you mind." Suzanne growled. She lowered her leg and pulled off my cock, like a dirigible leaving its mooring. "Go on, then."
I bowed my head and closed my eyes. My cock dripped and went cold in the night air, not as cold as outside but enough of a chill to shrivel my pride and joy. Accordingly I hunched my shoulders and waited for either the woman to leave or call security.
Instead, no one moved. Finally I opened my eyes and looked around. The woman stared at us.
Fuck! I thought. It was a professor. I didn't know her name but I had seen her around the campus a lot. She regarded us with cool appraisal.
"Aren't you a little old for him? In fact, what are you doing on the campus at this time of night?"
"I am fucking my lover." Suzanne said. "Care to watch? Participate?"
I thought for sure hell would happen right there so I closed my eyes and turned away so my balls wouldn't get banged around. Cringing, I tensed. For a moment, I heard nothing. Then I heard a soft moan.
"Oh no, don't, don't do that."
I lifted my head and turned to look.
Suzanne had both hands on the other woman's enormous tits. The woman carried a brief case, dangling forgotten from her right hand. The other held the left side of her long winter coat open. Suzanne massaged her tits. The woman's dark brown hair was pinned up in a repressed woman's bun but the rest of her was tuned to Suzanne's hands on her tits. Her chin was raised and her mouth was open, her eyes stared down at the hands on her tits.
Suzanne pushed the coat off the woman's shoulders and then stripped the top of her dress wide. In two simple motions, Suzanne shifted the woman's breasts into the open, clutching one in each hand.
"Oh god, don't...uh...stop." The woman moaned.
"I told you to go on." Suzanne said, stepping closer. "Are you going to move on?" Her hands mauled the huge tits.
"No." The woman moaned, but I didn't think it was really an answer to Suzanne's question.
Suzanne took it that way. "Fine. Stay." She moved closer and crouched, moving her mouth to the curve of a breast. The woman's head dropped back, tilting her face to the sky. "Oh my god." She hissed. "No, don't, please," but when Suzanne did stop, she opened her eyes. "Oh don't stop. No, not now. Don't. Don't stop." She moaned.
Wow, I thought. That is one hot teacher. She seems to be instantly aroused.
Suzanne seemed unaffected by the woman. She moved one hand to the woman's side and moved her around till her back was against the wall. I looked down. The woman had netted stockings on. I shook my head.
"Get her brief case." Suzanne said.
I looked askance at her. She twisted to look at me. "I mean sit it down, so we can get her coat off."
"What are you going to do?"
Suzanne grinned. "Not what I am going to do, what is she going to do." She put both hands back on the woman's bulging tits. "I am going to eat her, to start with. I bet she tastes wonderful."
I had my doubts. A long day in class must leave a woman a bit gamey. Well, what the hell, Suzanne didn't volunteer me to go ice fishing. I took the briefcase out of the woman's hand and set it down. She did not seem to notice. Suzanne was sucking loudly on her tits. I heard something above us but only a single clink, like metal contracting in the increasing cold.
Suzanne stopped sucking the woman's tits. "Her, her panties. Pull them down." Suzanne panted. "God, what tits!"
The woman moaned in response to the observation.
When I didn't move, Suzanne twisted around and glared at me. "Are you deaf. Pull down her knickers!"
I nodded. The woman wore a tight, black dress. She had thick legs. I pushed my hands under the skirt and found the netted stockings were nylons with the netting worked into them. Her skirt lifted as I slid my hands higher. Her thighs held the skirt taut so I had to push it off them to move my hands onto her hips. The skirt tightened and then snapped up to her waist, exposing her nylon-sheathed hips. I hooked a finger inside the waist band of the stockings and pulled them down her legs. They immediately rolled into a tight band that creased her fleshy thighs. She snuggled her heels together, relieving the pressure a little. She was helping us.
I felt a little better about accosting this innocent bystander. Everything in her deportment told me she wished to be plundered. Like my interpretation mattered. Suzanne had the woman's dress completely open, the bra, mashed below so that her tits sat up in her hands. The woman's head was pressed against the wall. Suzanne sucked first one breast then the other.
When Suzanne finally noticed me watching, she leaned back and looked down. Seeing the band of pantyhose tangle with beige panties, she glared at me. "Get them down." She snarled, completely unhinged, it seemed to me.
I thrummed the tight band and Suzanne stood up, leaving the woman alone. She fumbled in her purse and came up with a pair of scissors. "Hold her tits while I cut them, her panties I mean." She hissed.
I did as instructed.
Feeling my hands on her tits the woman opened her eyes and lowered her chin. Her eyes fixed on me. Oddly, I saw relief in them which her words explained.
"I am not a lesbian." She panted. "I am not a lesbian."
Snip. Snip. Snip. The crisp sound of closing scissors punctuated the woman's words.
Suzanne cut her out of her panties and nylons, tearing them right below her pussy, from waistband to waistband so that the woman had a ring of nylon and cotton tangled around each full thigh. Suzanne straightened. She looked at me. "There, that is how you get a woman's panties off if they don't cooperate." She looked at the woman.
I massaged the woman's tits. Suzanne leaned in against one arm, almost dislodging my hands. The woman watched her. Suzanne leaned in and kissed her on the mouth. When the brief kiss ended, the woman looked mortified.
"I am not a lesbian." She squawked. For her troubles she got another girl kiss. This time, however, Suzanne moved to the side and kissed her soundly and long, one hand grasping the woman behind her neck, right below the tight bun of her repression.
When that kiss ended, the woman was panting. Again she mumbled, "I am not a lesbian."
"I'm not a lesbian either but I am going to eat you. Then to reassure yourself, you can suck his cock and he'll fuck you. If you ask nice, I am sure he will." Suzanne's voice was hard like granite and as cold.



"Yes, yes, okay." The woman moaned. I am sure it was because my tit massage was world class and had nothing to do with Suzanne worming her finger into the woman's pussy.
"Oh looked, she's wet as spring." Suzanne cooed, kissed the woman lightly on the mouth and stared hard into her eyes. "Ever been eaten by a woman?"
The woman shook her head. "No." She trembled. Her hands were both flat against the cold wall, like someone stapled her to it. She did not move, though her body quivered. "I am not a lesbian."
Suzanne squatted, pushed the woman's legs wider and bent her head back, moved in closer, and kissed the woman's pussy.
"Ugh!" The woman grunted. "I am not a lesbian." She mumbled that assertion several times while Suzanne licked and sucked and kissed her pussy. At one point, the woman shifted her feet out further and rocked her hips forward, bringing her pussy more firmly into contact with Suzanne's mouth.
I moved around to the side and bent to her tits, kissing the one I could reach easily while Suzanne slurped between her open legs. The woman's taut skirt was around her waist. Suddenly her body twitched, shuddered and she cried out. "I am not a lesbian," in a long singsong voice. "I am not a lesbian." She moaned, more quietly.
Suzanne stood up. "I made her come. I think she's worried about being a lesbian, what do you think?"
I withdrew my mouth from her tit and nodded. I had no words.
The woman watched us, her hands on the wall, her tits perched over the line of her crumpled bra and gaping dress, her panties and nylons cut in two and twisted onto each thigh about two thirds of the way to her knees.
"Oh my, my that felt good." The woman whispered. "I am not a lesbian."
Suzanne shook her head. "No, you are not a lesbian and to prove it, you should suck his cock for him before he fucks you."
I was shocked by how rapidly and smoothly the woman got onto her knees. Suzanne rocked her onto her heels and put her brief case under her knees. The woman stood on her knees then, opened her mouth and closed her eyes.
"Don't tell me you don't know what she wants, buddy." Suzanne whispered.
My cock had long since gotten cold and retreated into himself. I stood up and presented her with my shriveled sense of self. Her warm lips and strong, wet tongue soon changed my condition. As my cock grew stronger, she sucked harder and pretty soon, her mouth was full of very hard cock. She bobbed her head back and forth, rubbing the head across the ribbed texture of the roof of her mouth.
It nearly made me scream. God, it felt good. I wanted her to take me deeper as my harem tended to do but she never did. She continued to suck until Suzanne tapped her on the temple. Her eyes opened.
"Still sure you aren't a lesbian?" Suzanne said, bending over to look the woman in the eyes.
She shook her head. "I am not a lesbian."
"I think you need reassurance. Stand up and let him fuck you."
The woman stood up and braced her legs wide, her back and ass on the cold wall. She shivered but then rolled her hips forward, parting the lips of her pussy and showing us the bubbling mixture.
"Fuck her." Suzanne grunted.
I heard something above us again and glanced up. I saw someone, black hair and a dark face that disappeared around the corner of the landing.
"Fuck her." Suzanne said again.
"Yes, yes, fuck me!" The woman gasped, her eyes were wild.
I stepped up to the plate and ran my cock into the panting woman. She bubbled and squelched as I speared into her plush body. She grunted and hunched her hips at me, seating more and more cock inside her body each time her hips popped towards me. I moved forward, pushing my cock through the swelter of hot pussy till we ground together.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck me!" The woman groaned, her body pulsing at me as I ground us together. "Oh god, oh god, fuck me!"
"You'll have to settle for me." I growled through gritted teeth. After being inside her mouth, her pussy seemed incredibly soft and hot. I could swear she steamed in the chilly air. I pulled back and rammed into her. I gripped her hips and pulled as I slammed into her.
The woman groaned and then bucked into an instant orgasm. "I...am...not...les...bee...an!" She cried as her climax broke over her. She grunted and grunted, her hands finding my hips and pulling at me. After a while she stilled, panting and sizzling.
Suzanne pulled at my shoulders. "Let her go." She whispered.
I pulled out from between her clasping pussy lips, unclear about who released whom. She seemed voracious but she straightened, tucked her tits away, righted her blouse and pulled the tight skirt down her legs. She primly donned her coat, picked up the briefcase, and tottered down the stairs. She wobbled, unsteadily, holding tightly to the railing.
Suzanne turned to look at me. "Another go?" She tweaked the bare end of my cock. "You didn't fill her up, did you?"
I shook my head. "Suck it." I mumbled. "Taste her again."
Suzanne got carefully to her knees and was just licking the dewy end of my cock when the other woman appeared. She was slight, maybe five two or five three. Her kinky hair piled on her head, her black skin glowed. She held an arm load of books against her whippet body. She emerged from the upper shadows of the staircase, rounded the landing by the door and stood looking down on the blond woman sucking my cock.
"She sucking your cock." She said softly.
I felt Suzanne's teeth for a moment. I placed a hand on the back of her head and held her in place, even pushing my cock a little deeper. Suzanne hacked a little and rose up on her knees and pushed her mouth all the way down onto my cock.
"God." The girl breathed. She took a step down. She had a long coat, woven, knitted and dull green, like military green. It could not provide much protection against the cold. She took another step down, another step closer. Suzanne's back was to her.
I knotted my hand in the blond hair. I felt the increased suction immediately on my cock.
"You fucked Mrs. Pointers." The lithe black girl said. "What she said, it was all a lie. Everyone knows." She whispered the words. "She loves nothing better than the taste of another woman." The girl descended another step. "Oh, her husband doesn't know but she does love the Sapphic love." She took another step. I could see her bare belly showing beneath the lower edge of her tight little shirt. "You, you fucked her. I saw it." She smiled thinly then, making her thick, dark lips tight lines on her lean face. "I saw her climax with your dick in her. I saw it. If, if you fucked her, I mean if you didn't come, you can surely fuck me."
Surely Suzanne heard her clearly and kept trying to withdraw her mouth from my cock. I knew she probably had something to say but I kept her mouth full of cock.
"You can fuck me." The girl said again, a mixed tone, half statement, half plea, half question, half command. With that many halves, she was saying at least two whole things. She managed to get a lot into that simple statement. Despite the sudden urge to have Suzanne swallow my cum, I agreed with the girl.
"Take off your clothes. I'll fuck you naked or not at all." I said carefully. I held onto Suzanne's head, holding her still till the tide of orgasm receded somewhat.
The girl carefully put her books down. "What if someone comes."
"You'll come." I promised, not honestly because honestly, men do the best we can and that's all. Making promises is just arrogance, but not always invalid.
"I mean," she shrugged off the knitted coat and it pooled on the steps at her feet. She seemed unconcerned. "I mean, what if someone sees us?" She managed to make that a clear question.
"They'll see you coming, mounted on my cock like a pig on a spit."
Her face wrinkled. "Not a pretty simile if you are trying to seduce me." She said, taking another step down and pulling her little tee shirt off her torso. She wore no bra. Her tits were spared, suggestions on an athlete's body.
Suzanne sucked hard on my cock. I think, suddenly, she wanted a taste of the voice she had yet to connect to a body. I pushed my cock as deep into her mouth as it would go and held her till she fought for breath, covering her eyes with my abdomen just to be perverse. She struggled so I pulled her completely off my cock and she sat gasping and grunting. Her eyes went immediately to this new woman on the menu.
The girl unbuttoned her blue jeans and shucked them down her body. She was paper thin, her skin stretched over her frame, her ribs visible, her stomach rippling with muscle. She stripped her thong down and revealed her little pussy, a tuft of black hair, like a top hat over the pinched little lips.
"I think my friend here wants a taste of you, then I want to put this inside of you."
The girl pulled off her sneakers and stepped onto the cold floor. She grabbed her discarded coat and tossed it between her and Suzanne. Suzanne and twisted to look at the girl, settling back onto her heels.
The girl walked onto her coat up to where Suzanne sat. She looked up at me, then down at my cock, and finally at Suzanne. "She's pretty. Does she know how to please a woman?"
"Find out." I gestured.
Suzanne's hands reached out to the woman's ankles and skimmed up to her knees and onto her perfect thighs. They were proportioned to her body but full and thick with woven muscle. Suzanne's white hands moved higher till they were at the top of her thighs. She pulled the black woman closer and looked up her body at the brown eyes staring down at her. The black woman had nearly no tits, little hillocks with nipples, hard nubs at the summit of each little swell.
Suzanne rose up, holding the woman by her hips. She sucked at the right nipple till the girl gasped. Her black hands moved to the back of Suzanne's blond hair, holding her in place, then moving her to the other nipple. Moments later, she pushed Suzanne lower, planting the white woman's face between her legs. The black girl rolled her hips forward, presenting her pussy for inspection. Suzanne gripped her ass and sucked hard on her little pussy, inspecting it thoroughly; a cavity search performed with a tongue is very thorough.
The black woman convulsed, her back arching, tipping her beautiful face to the sky. "Oh god, she eats well. My god, what a mouth, what a tongue. Her tongue, it is inside me, uh, uh, oh god, it feels so good!" Her body was shaking but she twisted out of Suzanne's clutches. "She, another time, perhaps but, now, now I want your cock in me."
She stepped around Suzanne who, oddly, remained crouched before us. The girl looked up at me. "My name is Stephanie. Please fuck me."
How polite, I thought. "I would be happy to fuck you, Stephanie. I'm Sonny." I said.
She smiled brightly and put out a small hand and bent my bouncing cock down towards her middle. She tilted her body and lifted one leg. I had to crouch so she could connect my cock to her glistening little slit below her little top hat. She positioned it and then leaned her body against it.
After initial resistance, my cock popped inside her body.
"Uh," the girl groaned. She pushed hard, leaning her weight onto my cock. My cock slid into her.
My god, she was tight, close and firm like the rest of her body. She was hot, and slick, and smooth. The pleasure blinded me, shooting through me with gouts of erotic joy that made my muscles seize and tense. I took a step past her one leg, looped an arm under her raised leg, now high enough that she could touch her nose to her knee cap.
I lifted her off her other leg. It swung around and up as I lifted her off the ground. I caught her free knee with my other hand and for a moment, her weight was on both hands and my cock at the center of her body. Then she slid down my cock. I did not have good enough control of her weight to prevent the fall, her body gobbled my cock up like a cigar into Monica. She dropped down onto my cock, fully impaled.
"Oh god!" She screamed, a loud, piercing scream that echoed up the stairwell and down again. I think the noise of it frightened her because she banged her face forward into my chest. She locked both legs around me and immediately began to fuck me, rapping her ass up and down in my hands, spearing my cock deep into her with each motion.
"Oh, god, sorry. I scream when I come and, and, and I just, just oh god, I'm coming again!" She lurched, her whole body hard like wood, bucking with my cock buried in her. Stephanie bucked and shook as the orgasm wracked her. She quivered in my arms.
Suddenly I felt her weight. She seemed to go lax and I realized she had been supporting some of her weight with her hands on my shoulders but now she had released it. Her weight threated to tip me over. I felt my balance going and with Suzanne in front of the foot bearing the most weight, I could not step forward to keep us from falling. I twisted towards the wall. Just in time, I let us fall into the wall. I still kicked Suzanne's ass with my foot as I whipped it around to keep from falling over completely.
Nonetheless, we came to rest with Stephanie between me and the wall, my cock jammed completely into her body. She was shaking and gasping, her forehead banging against my chest as she shook. She finally calmed a little.
"Oh, so full of cock." She whispered, lifting her head.
I bent to her offering and kissed her lips. They were plush and full, expressing her passion as she kissed me back. Her hands gripped me like little spikes, hooked to me while I ground her back against the wall. Moments later, she stiffened, her legs snapping past me and her back sought to straighten. I held her by the ass, pinioning her to me while she gasped and croaked and bucked in my arms. I got my hands up onto the wall, bracing us so all my weight was not against her clinching pelvis but that put her legs up and out draped over my arms, leaving her suspended by them with her ass balanced on my cock in her pussy.
I found that if I straightened my arms, she lifted up. When I relaxed, she dropped back down onto my cock. In this way, I could fuck her just by flexing my arms under her legs. I proceeded to do that. Over and over again I did exactly that till she began to dribble her lubricating gel onto my legs below. She shook, she barked like a hyena, she tried to twist but only succeeded in screwing herself more firmly onto my cock.
"Cock, cock, cock in me." She gasped and then she clinched, her tight pussy sealing onto my cock, clicking down like a closing hatch on a submarine. "Uh, uh, uh," she chanted as a new wave of little orgasms rippled through her. I kissed her back against the wall and that allowed her to pop her pussy at my penetrating cock. While I kissed her, she rapped her pussy at my pubic bone, pulsing around me.
"Oh my god, she is so tight." I mumbled. Moments later my orgasm swelled in me and overflowed. I pinned her hard against the wall and my body jerked between her legs. She shook and screamed into my chest, teeth tightly clinched.
"Uh, uh, uh!" She cried, shaking her head. Her legs locked around me and then it was over. I twitched a few more times but then I went still, puffing and panting, one shoulder tilted against the wall. Stephanie was bent nearly double, her legs nearly on my shoulders. To my amazement, she moved first one, then the other leg up to my shoulders, with me pushing them against her chest. She panted and bucked, utterly helpless.
"Oh god, I am coming some more!" She announced and sure enough, I felt her legs flexing, trying to push me on my ass. I leaned more weight on her and her pussy clamped down on my cock, the backs of her thighs against my stomach.
"God, she is so tight." I muttered again.
Stephanie continued to buck against me, her ankles rubbing against my ears. After a few minutes like this during which no one moved, she slowly and carefully moved her legs down and dangled from my spent cock and clinched hands on her ass.
"Oh god, god, that was just what I needed." She patted my upper arms. "Let, let me down. Let me go. I have to study."
I released her and crouched to help her get off my valiant cock. She immediately dressed, picked up her books and walked carefully down the steps, ass twitching to one side like she still had a wedgy. Suzanne sat on her heels, watching the girl go. When we both heard the door bang closed below us, Suzanne mumbled, "I bet she is accomplished at eating pussy."
I wondered and that very idea seemed attractive. Suzanne sounded wistful, like she had just missed her train.
Suzanne took a few minutes to put herself in order. I put my clothing back in place.
"Walk me to my car? Suzanne asked, which of course I did. God forbid someone rape her on the way to her car and ruin a perfectly nice evening.
At her car she kissed me. "That my friend, is what its like have sex with strangers."
I nodded. "Right, except, except that woman I fucked, she's my Economics professor."
Suzanne looked at me an grinned. "Think that will help or hurt your grade?" She slammed the door and drove away.
I went to my car, and drove home.
By Saturday I had both projects fully completed. I was fussing with it that afternoon. Annie called me about seven.
Her clipped British accent told me whom I was speaking with. "Sonny? Sid asked me if you have any solution for shielding Alissa from ending up shagged on her desk all the time? Any solution for the old in and out for Mrs. Honeywell?"
I still had little idea how to get where I was going. I had an idea but I did not want to discuss it till it firmed up. It began with Sonny's Harem. God, I did like the sound of that. The problem was how to sign up five or six American women to agree to be part of a Harem. For me, it would only work if it worked for them. I don't have the thorny disposition required to bend their will. I liked seduction, the passion and obsession that it engendered in a woman once it was successful. I wanted to seduce them into wanting it. But how?
"Sonny? Are you there?"
I had been thinking to myself and lost track of what I was supposed to be doing. I nodded. "Yeah, I'm here. Is there a clock on this?"
"I, no, not that I know of. Sid, he wants to know though and, and I have the feeling that there is someone wondering about it."
"Alissa?"
"Perhaps. I would be wondering if I was her. After all, Sid did tell her she would be blowing clients, signing contracts on her back, dipping their pen in her ink."
"Her honey pot?" I chortled. I got no response and realized that wasn't that funny. "Give me a little time. I'll figure something out."
She agreed but by Sunday afternoon, my time had run out. Annie called me again.
"Sonny, I, I have to ask you something."
I hear the twanging tension in her voice, British but taut. "Oh, hello, Mrs. Kingston. What can I do for you?" I dissembled, trying to distract her from the point of the call, which I took to be another inquiry about my plans to help Alissa. Suddenly I felt the pressure and my stomach knotted. Shit. I had nothing to worry about because this had nothing to do with that. Well, not directly but as it turned out, the two things fit together like tab A in slot B.
"Sonny, Mrs. Honeywell, Mrs. Wills, Mrs. Rossini, and Mrs. Clark are coming to my house tonight...if you will join them. They, they want to discuss something with you."
"Oh." I had a bad feeling but I am such a nervous Nelly sometimes. "Do I need to do research? Put together a project plan? List my action items?"
"This is serious, Sonny."
"I thought I was being serious." I shot back, the lie acrid on my tongue, on both counts.
"You are never serious." She responded.
I nodded. "Exactly, so what is the issue?"



"I don't know. I just...Mrs. Clark asked me to call you, to get you to my house. She, she said here is 'neutral territory'. That does not sound good."
I agreed with that. I didn't like the idea of being summoned but what was I going to do? I was invited to a house filled with five women I had been inside, repeatedly. It would have been crass to get my back up now.
"Seven o'clock." Anne said and I agreed.
I arrived at twenty after just be to a butt, a fact Kyla made note of immediately after I sat down. I parked down the street and walked up the alley and in the back gate. They sat in Anne's living room like a high coven, watching me walk across the backyard. Natasha had a coffee cup poised half way to her lips, staring at me unmoving. No one else moved either.
The tableau unnerved me but I took a deep breath, pulled the patio door to the side and stepped into the dimly lit house. "Hello, my pretties." I said with as much Gollum cheer as I could muster.
"You're late, Sonny." Kyla snarled. Such a tone from her was like finding a tiny little pine cone in your milk shake.
"I wanted to make an entrance." I responded and took a seat.
"Sit down." She said unnecessarily. I was already seated. "We, the five of us feel that the situation with our, our sons," Kyla glanced at Anne who did not return it. "That situation has gotten out of hand. We, we think, we feel that we have lost all control and, and that is not right. We should be able to get what we want."
I grinned a plastic smile. "All you have to do is ask, my Princess."
Alissa patted the air in my direction. "Just listen, will you Sonny? Let, let her finish."
I looked around at the five women. Annie stared straight ahead, Laura refused to meet my eyes. The other three met my gaze with something akin to condemnation. I nodded. "Okay." I gestured with an open hand. "I'll listen. What am I listening to? Observation, criticism, request, or demand?"
"Just, just let me finish." Kyla said, a quaver in her voice told me to relent and let things flow.
I had a pit in my stomach the size of the Arctic ice cap, or what it was in 1982 anyway. I mentally shrugged. The MILF list could not last for ever. I nodded. "Okay. I'll go still and see what happens."
Kyla nodded. "We, we all think that you boys have gained too much power over us. We, we ask and if you want to give something to us, you do. We, we don't like that. I mean, it seems unfair."
"Someone has to be on top." I clucked.
"Sonny, goddammit." Kyla's face flushed. I could see it even in the gloom of the room.
"Sonny, just listen." Alissa said.
The Witches of Eastwick had been cooking in the same kitchen it seemed. I feared I was about to get a karmic wedgy. Time to grin and bear it. Bear it, not bare it. I almost laughed, nervously to be sure, but stifled it because I would surely have gotten clocked by a high heel. So I shut up and waited.
"We think we should be on top." Kyla started but then swallowed.
"Stick to the script, Kyla," Natasha whispered.
She nodded. "We, want to have more freedom to, uh, to you know..." She trailed off
"Oh for shit's sake, Kyla. We want to fuck whoever we want whenever we want." Natasha said.
I put on my best astonished look I could manage with my sphincters taking up all the spare skin on my frame. I probably looked like I had botox injections. "I thought you all were still adult and free to do whatever you wished?"
No one responded. The eerie silence felt like I'd farted at a funeral. I decided right then that shutting the fuck up was the best policy, so I shut the fuck up.
"Go on, Kyla." Natasha muttered.
She nodded and swallowed. "I, uh, we, we want to work something out, between you, you and the boys and, and us. See, we, Alissa, Mrs. Honeywell..."
"Oh for Christ's sake, Kyla, just do it like we agreed. Stick to the fucking script!" Natasha seemed in an ill mood of monthly proportions.
I made a note to tell fucking Brent he had to fuck her or tie her up in the basement till one of us found the time to hose her down a little.
Kyla nodded again. "We, we think that you boys have been taking advantage of us and that must stop. This is not to say that we have not enjoyed how, how, how..." She looked around. "I can't say that."
"We have enjoyed how you have serviced us." Natasha growled. "We appreciate that fucking your mothers may not be the most attractive options for young men like yourselves and since you all seem interested in, in branching out, we think we should have the right to uh, uh, branch out ourselves."
They all nodded.
"Page two." Kyla whispered.
Jesus, I thought, what the hell is going on? I was about to find out.
Natasha looked stuck.
Laura raised her head and in a good imitation of Marilyn Monroe singing "Happy Birthday, Mr. President" added her two cents worth. "Mrs. Honeywell is, uh, she has been offered a partnership at her firm but, but the two senior partners are engaged in a whispering campaign against her. She, she is facing opposition but worse, they want her to sign new business to match theirs but they are making it impossible for her. She, every man that came in her office this week expected her to have sex with them before they would sign with her."
"I didn't." Alissa said, her voice pitched with nerves. She looked at me as though I would condemn her if she had. I might have.
"She didn't." Laura continued, agreeing with Alissa. "But it is clear that Mr. uh..." she stammered to a halt.
"Bickerstaff and Kline." Alissa filled in.
"Right. Mr. Bickerstaff and Mr. Kline are telling everyone that she will provide sexual favors to obtain their business, just like she used to get her partnership." Laura halted and looked down, like she just noticed a cliff at her feet and it startled her.
Anne turned her head woodenly and looked at me, her flat Chinese eyes glinting in the dull light from the living room lamps. "Sid has indicated that there is a lot of business queuing up behind him and that Mrs. Honeywell needs to sign it or it will go to the knucklehead twins. He doesn't want that because he does not want them in his business. Since they can testify that they have seen her fuck you to get Sid's business, he feels responsible. And he is. I had the chance to present the situation to Mrs. Clark..."
It suddenly dawned on me that Annie was speaking, that is, Anne was speaking to these women in her British accent. They seemed unfazed by it. That told me something. I wasn't clear what but I knew that ground had shifted but I could not tell if it was turning to bog or getting crunchy under my feet. Change was in the air. That much was clear.
Kyla resumed the narrative. "Annie, er, Anne..." she smiled and then seemed to note herself that I was not surprised at this cultured tone from the pinyin-challenged woman we all knew initially. I wasn't the only one feeling the earth move.
"Anne explained the situation to me in detail but that was after Cici called from China and advised me of the situation. She sketched it out for me and asked, she asked me to help Alissa."
I felt a lurch in my gut, another one. My loving mother was involved in this somehow. That gave me that "momma's little boy" glow that you hate as a son. It feels like contempt wrapped with love, a good definition of condescension, maybe. I managed to stay silent by biting down on my tongue.
"We, I called the other, er, MILFs..." here she smiled a timid smile, like a woman flashing you at the driver's license place. "When, when we understood the situation we all agreed that we should do something. That was before Annie, er Anne, before Anne called us. She, clarified the situation..."
I wondered what that meant. How much detail went into that discussion? Sid's instructions to me? My opportunity to pork for pay? Surely Annie would not disclose that to these women? What if she did?
"...and we decided we had to, to help Alissa. After all, this, this situation is partly our fault. That is, we all benefited from, ah, you're involvement. We felt it was right and correct of us to help Alissa out." She cleared her throat.
"We want help but, well, we could not see exactly how to do it." She looked at Laura who was blushing darkly, clear up to the part in her blond hair. "Mrs. Wills suggested that we should offer to have sex with the clients who make it known that they will not sign with Alissa without, er, having sex with her. She offers them us, one of us."
"Or all of us." Natasha added, a curious warble in her voice.
Kyla nodded, swallowed, "Yes, or all of us. We, we have discovered a capacity for uh, sexual, sexual, sexuality that we did not express before, uh, before you opened us up...to the possibilities..." She stalled.
"Before you plugged our son's cocks into our pussies." Alissa took up the narrative. "Before you seduced us, and then put our sons between our knees, we had no idea the things we have done would be possible. Now, now we know they are." Alissa swiped at her cheek with a knuckle.
"What they, all of them are saying is this, Sonny. They, they think that if they fuck for me, I can get the business and not become the slut that fucks for business. Instead, I offer high quality pussy that no one else can offer. It is bullshit that Bicky and Kline flounce around chirping about me fucking to get business. They have been pimping women to clients for years. Ask Ellen. Ask Clara. They have both been bent over the couch in that apartment and they weren't alone. By that I mean, they are not the only women Bicky and Kline tied up and blindfolded and offered to any old dick that dangled business in front of them. Clara told me she had to fuck a judge to get Bicky out of a twenty dollar parking ticket, just because Bicky likes watching her get fucked." Alissa snorted.
That sounded like defense of Clara but I figured it just as likely that Clara got a zing and buzz out of it too. A match made in heaven, or at the hardware store, a nut and a bolt.
"So, if I, if they want sex, and, and I can offer them your MILFs, then, then I have something they will not get anywhere else. But I won't be fucking anyone and that fits how Sid does business."
Here she smiled a bleak grin. "According to Sid's approach, I can have sex with their wives, but not the men that come into my office. To fuck men, I have to find women who can do this sort of business, in Sid's scenario. I, I get the idea that he, he wants to suggest that but the man won't do it. He won't suggest that to me because, because I am a woman."
Now her voice took on a harsh drag, like a bare metal blade scraping over concrete. "I fucking hate that. I, I want the option to use sex to get business but it is fucking unfair for me to have to do it myself. Bicky and Kline or any other man for that matter never has to get on his knees and suck a cock to sign a client. Why should I? Just because I suck cock, doesn't mean I should have to do what they don't!
"They get someone else to do it for them and it works fine for them. These fine ladies are merely offering to by my huckleberry. Berries." She smiled and sniffed. Tears tracked down both cheeks now and she just left them there, drawing glittering wiggly lines down her dark skin. "Kyla and Natasha, Laura and even Mrs. Kingston, they have all offered to get on their knees for me."
Her voice hiccuped. She wiped her face with her wrist. "We talked this through yesterday and last night we called Annie," she looked at Mrs. Kingston and her face betrayed the impact of Anne's revelation of her own hidden personality. "...and we asked her to call you because we realized that we wanted to have someone between them and us. I mean, we, we all agreed that we wanted you to be the intermediary."
"We want you to pimp for us." Natasha said, her voice a rapacious growl.
"Natasha, hush." Anne's British burr struck like lightning in that close space.
Mrs. Rossini looked suitably abashed.
Kyla nodded. "That, that is about it, though. We want you to be the one to arrange for sex for Alissa's clients."
"But there's a problem." Alissa offered.
"The boys." Natasha said.
I almost laughed. If I had karmic debt, I must have been unjustly tortured, flayed, burned at the stake, crucified, whatever, this life was returning something that suggested I had been a fucking saint a dozen times in a row without any repayment expected or offered. My virtue was turning up roses, or pussy, as the case may be! I wished profoundly for botox to prevent me from cracking a lascivious grin. I think I sprained my face forcing it to remain impassive.
"What do you think?" Alissa asked.
I looked around at the five women, dumbstruck but not mindlessly so. Inside I was cursing a single detail I had neglected and that I had not anticipated this.
"You hand us off to sucky fucky?" Annie asked in her clog-footed pidgin.
That she did not smile nearly destroyed me. She delivered the line with a perfectly straight face.
Suddenly the heavens opened and I saw the yellow brick road leading to a whole passel of pussy. I stood up, like I was a robot being controlled by someone with a joystick shoved up my ass. I went to the patio door, stepped out and was half way across the backyard before I realized I hadn't said anything to them.
I turned around and found five women staring at me, astonishment tattooed on their faces. Even Anne's poker face disappeared, replaced with wide eyes that looked so unusual on her face, I came to immediately. I returned to the door, slid it open and stuck my head inside. "I'll be back. I have to run home." I turned back and then returned again. "Don't leave. Don't move. I'll be right back." I waited. No one spoke. "Don't fucking move! Don't leave till I come back." I said harshly and slid the door closed.
I was halfway to my house before my cock hardened and both brains began to percolate with possibilities. I was pulling into the drive when I whooped a shout that made my cock hurt.
I went into the dark house and found the four collars and drove back to Annie's house. This time I parked right in front. I tried the front door and found it locked. I rang the bell and Annie appeared.
"What you doing, Sonny? Lose your mind?" She spoke without changing expression but then blinked her eyes at me a dozen times.
I laughed like a madman. "Mrs. Kingston, I think I have a solution."
I shouldered past her and she followed me around to the living room. I unwrapped the silk from the little box. I flipped it open and dumped the collars on the coffee table by the couch.
The four seated women stared at them. One by one they looked up at me.
I grinned. I turned back to Annie. "You have your collar?" I asked.
She nodded.
"Go get it. Bring it down here."
She stared at me but then with a little nod disappeared upstairs. She wore a bushy white sweater that made her hair look like coiled night about her shoulders. Her flannel, plaid skirt fell to her ankles.
I looked around at the MILFs. My heart roared in my ears. I began to talk but I could not tell, I might have been yelling. I felt like I was in a barrel talking to myself.
"You all have several problems. Not the least is how to fuck these strangers without turning into a dick target, phone numbers written on the men's room walls, for a good time call 1-900 Kyla. Right? Not the worst of it, though is it? You four are all wondering how you fuck strangers without making your sons go apeshit and try to pull back on the bridle, try to make you take the bit. We have been tiptoeing around this from the beginning and it always comes back to one thing." I grinned now. I am sure my cock gained a new inch and a few more CC's in girth and volume.
"Ask Sonny. Let Sonny handle it. Right?" I pointed at Natasha. "You are all pissed off because your own sister is boinking Brent and you aren't getting any, right?"
She nodded, staring. "She is sleeping in his room now. They aren't even trying to make like they aren't doing it. They, they still go back in private but, but it won't be long before they are doing it on the couch while I sit and watch!"
I heard the hurt and bitterness in her voice. I pointed at Kyla. "You, Landon says that you have been going down on his girl friend whenever you can."
She nodded dumbly. "I, uh," she looked around, the "good little girl caught sucking cock" look on her face, "I thought if I kept her happy, they, they wouldn't care that I slept with them and kept having sex with my son." Her shoulders shook. "Landon, he told me to leave her alone. I, he asked me sleep in my own room, to give them a little privacy."
I nodded. I looked at Alissa.
She understood immediately. "Sammy, god, I, after you took the governor off of me, all he wanted was my ass. He finally explained the other day that he wanted Ellen's ass but he didn't know how to ask her. I expect she has had a mile of cock up her poop chute but you know how Sammy is, always worried about upsetting people. All weekend he beat and fucked my ass and never fucked me once. God, I was nuts but he never even offered. He," she looked around. "Ellen works for me." She said.
The other women nodded.
Anne appeared on the stairs. She descended carefully and came to stand beside me. She lifted the collar up before us.
"Chris wants me to join him and Tawny." Laura said into the silence. "I," she looked at me, her face drawn and tense. "I want to but, but..."
I nodded. "I get it, Mrs. Wills. That is complicated."
Her face broke with relief but also whatever was behind that acknowledgment. "She, she knows what I have been doing but, but she hasn't been downstairs. I, I think getting us in bed together, that is how he hopes to open that door for her, with me first." She looked up at Annie. "And you. Or maybe now, Mrs. Favors is possible." She shuddered, like a breeze from the grave blew up her skirt. Her skirt was shorter than Annie's.
I looked at the collar in Anne's hand. "I guess they all know you are schizo now, huh, Mrs. Kingston?"
Now, now the bitch grinned, eyes twinkling.
Natasha laughed. "You could have knocked me over with a feather when she spouted that British accent. God, all these years and we never even knew her. Not really."
"Chinese people very private." Annie said, her pidgin twerk made everyone smile.
I focused on the collar. "Mrs. Kingston, I gave you that collar but I didn't know why, exactly. Now I know. I, I want you to put it on but only if you agree to a couple of things."
She nodded. "I hear you. What conditions?" The British woman was back.
"When you wear it, never fuck anyone unless I tell you to. If anyone tries to touch you or kiss you or be sexual with you in any way, you say your are mine, if you are wearing the collar. When that collar is around your neck, I own you."
She nodded one. "And?"
"You can take it off any time you like. Anytime you wish to fuck or anything else without my say so, permission or direction, you can take it off. You wear it voluntarily. By doing so, you say to me that I own you and you wish me to own you. I own your pleasure and you will depend on me to lead you into the valley of the shadow of the little death where you will find pleasure you could not have on your own."
She nodded. She extended it over to me. We stood shoulder to shoulder, well, shoulder to elbow if you want to be precise. She held out in front of my face. I took it and she immediately gathered up her mane of shining black hair and exposed her elegant neck.
"Please, Sonny, put my collar on for me, won't you?"
The thrill that ran through me felt like a cool wind replete with the damp aroma of water in the desert. With shaking fingers I fiddled the collar open and bent it wide. Annie stood beside me, her head bowed, waiting, her hands gathered her hair out of the way, exposing her neck to me. I felt like the a fucking lion.



I wasn't thinking but I knew what happened next. I moved behind her and collared her. She dropped her hair. I placed my hands on her sides and knelt, dragging my hands down the lank sides of her body, down to the slight swell of her lithe hips, to the flannel covering her legs. I ran them down her legs to the hem of the skirt. I found her legs bare underneath. I reversed course and moved both hands up the outside of her legs. She shivered. I felt it, waiting for the sound the wind makes rattling through ice-covered leaves but only Anne's hiss tickled the silence as my hands rose over her knees, onto her strong thighs and over her panties to her waist. I tucked a finger inside each side of the waistband of her panties and shucked them down her legs. She shook like that ice-covered leaf. I swear I heard her teeth clatter together.
When her panties were around her ankles, I lifted one foot like I was about to shoe a horse. She shifted her balance onto one leg and lifted the other, twisting to put a hand on my shoulder. I took the panties off her one leg and left it ringing her other ankle.
I stood up behind her. The silver colored collar glittered in the dim light.
I felt the tension in the room. I spoke into it, careful not to shatter the mood. "On your knees, Anne. On your hands and knees in the middle of the room. Over there, where everyone can see me mount you."
"Oh god." Kyla whispered.
Annie moved to the clear space beside the coffee table, right at Kyla's knees. She got carefully to her hands and knees, dipping her head down and going still, waiting.
I unbuttoned my shirt. Realized I had not taken off my coat and shucked it onto the floor. My shirt followed. When I unbuckled my belt, Annie lifted her head and looked around, watching me with slitted eyes, her hair smeared over her face. The other women stared at me with fixed, scorching gazes.
I shoved my pants down, kicked off my snickers and pulled off socks and trousers. I stood up and walked around the couch to stand behind Annie on all fours on the floor. I skimmed my briefs down my legs and kicked them away. My cock was rock hard. I got to my knees and lifted the drape off of Anne's body till her ass appeared, smooth and beautiful.
My heart hammered and I know I was panting and snorting like a stallion at a Tupperware party. I fingered Anne between the legs. She arched her back, lifting and parting her hips. I felt her velvet lips and traced a finger between them, up and back till I felt her moisten. She groaned when I thrust my finger past them to find the bubble of pleasure welling up from inside of her. She twitched as I penetrated her body.
Slowly I pumped my finger in and out of her, deeper and deeper till he was panting herself.
"Oh god." Alissa whispered.
I shuffled on my knees into position behind Anne, bent my cock down to touch her pussy and shoved into her. Her body clinched down on me as soon as I passed the threshold of her pussy.
"Uh, uh!" Annie grunted.
I pulled back and thrust forward again. She grunted and her body clicked and I slide past the postern and into her center.
"Anne Kingston." I growled when my cock was seated deep inside of her.
"Yes." She responded tightly. Her hips jerked once but remained still, waiting.
"When you wear that collar, you are mine. Your body is mine, inside and out." I said.
"Yes." She hissed.
"Your pleasure is mine, to use or give away as I wish. You will not take pleasure from your body unless you take off your collar. That is all I ask."
"Yes." She whispered.
I drew back and slammed back into her. She lurched forward, recovered her balance and ground her ass against me, cramming herself onto my steel cock. Not steel, because it felt the wondrous passage into the woman's body, plunging through the rippling thrill of her straight home till I was completely encased, wrapped utterly in the goodness of her pussy. I gripped her hips and despite other intentions, the conscious intention to pull out of her did not seem to get acquiescence from my body. I rammed into her once, twice, three times more before I finally withdrew from her.
She wheezed as I slow walked my cock out of her. I patted her on the ass. "Up." I said. She responded so fast I nearly fell over. She turned and looked down at me, eyes bleary and bright, accusation and demand in them, like a fever. She staggered once before wobbling into a chair.
I sat on my heels, cock dripping Annie on the carpet, stark naked under the eyes of the five women. "Who's next?" I asked.
Alissa stood up, stepped to the coffee table, selected a silver collar and after some tinkering, snapped it round her dark neck. The collar glittered. When I gestured before me, she lifted her skirt and skimmed down her panties and then assumed the position, on hands and knees.
I ran my hands up her ankles to her full thighs, bunching the straight corduroy skirt around my wrists. When I flipped it up over her back, she grunted. She twisted to look back at me but that moved her ass out of alignment. I grasped it and twisted her, turning her back forward. I held her ass with both hand arose up onto my knees. I peeled her ass wide, her pussy bloomed like a morning lily, pink and gray and grand.
I touched her. Alissa squeaked, her body lurched off-balance. She lifted one leg to keep from toppling over. I steadied her. I found her pussy with my finger again and she groaned. She bubbled with moisture, lubrication that invited penetration. The woman shivered with sexual need. It roamed from muscle to muscle like a breeze blowing through the grass of the prairie.
"Alissa." I croaked. My fucking mouth was dry as a dust mite.
"Yes, Sonny."
I grinned. That phrase never ceased to make me all warm and gooey inside, hard on the outside though. "You wear my collar." I made the statement and waited, my hands squeezing the smooth ebony of her ass while I waited. I think that distracted her.
"Alissa?" I said.
"Yes. Oh, yes. Sonny, I wear your collar."
"You agree," I touched the head of my cock to her pussy. I probed around till she opened, the door to her depths pearled out, glinting and welcoming. "...that while you, uh, uh, wear it..." I thrust into her. She moaned and pressed back. My cock slid through the folds of her pussy. She rippled with pleasure, a humming purr jiggered in her chest. "...you are mine. You, uh, will not, uh, you will only have sex as, as I direct."
Despite my intentions, I thrust into her and tripped immediately into a pulsing drive, shoving into her and dragging my cock back out of her while she keened. She shuddered. I slammed into her again.
"Jesus Christ. I, god, I have seen people fuck but Sonny always makes it look like ballet or a matador thrusting his sword..."
"Shut up Natasha." I grunted. "Now I lost my train of thought. Thanks!"
"You were telling her she could only have sex when you tell..."
"Shut up, Kyla." I said, feeling an ugly deja vu. I pulled back my hip and rammed Alissa full of cock. "You fuck when I say. You fuck when I say. You fuck who I say and where and how. Your pleasure is mine. Your body is mine. I can give you to whomever I wish, while you wear the collar." I ground my cock round inside of the black woman. Her body seemed molten, flowing around me yet unaccountably able to clasp me and squeeze me, directing me from shimmering center of pleasure to each erotic corner inside of her while around her, her body sparkled with pleasure.
"Oh Christ, Sonny, yes, yes, yes! All of it." Alissa cried.
I realized this was a perfect moment to plant a seed, something besides my cock in her. "You, you'll bring your sister back, lure her back so I can offer her a collar?" I made it a question and Alissa took it as a question.
"Yes." She hissed, her voice rasping with thick elation. "God yes!"
"You'll fuck only when I say you can?"
Her head bobbed, belatedly she spoke her assent.
"You'll fuck when and who I tell you to?"
"Uh, god, uh, oh god, yes, Sonny, yes Sonny!" Her voice had gone ragged, rattling with passion.
I pulled my cock from her body, dizzy with pleasure and feeling the thrust of my words, locking this woman's will into my gentle control. For a moment, she remained there, gasping and panting. After a minute, she got heavily to her feet, her skirt draping over her ass and legs. The aroma of her arousal flooded around us.
I did not even speak. Laura Wills rose from where she sat on her feet and walked stiffly to the coffee table, picked up a gold collar and snapped it into place. She turned to look at me. She wore pale blue jeans.
"Take them off." I instructed.
Laura seemed to shimmer with pleasure. The order caressed her like a lover. She unbuttoned them and peeled them down her legs. She'd left her shoes by her chair. She stepped out of them and tossed them away.
I pointed at her chair. "Take off all of your clothes and sit." I said.
She misunderstood my intentions. She thought she was being rejected. Her face crumpled but she complied. She unbuttoned her blouse and dropped it. She unhooked her plain tan bra and let it dangle before she uncapped her breasts and tossed it onto the pile of her clothing. She skimmed her panties down and off. She turned her back to me and I could see the purse of her pussy. A trickle of clear liquid tracked down the back of one thigh, glistening all the way to the cross lines on the back of her knee. I crawled after her so she did not see me till she sat.
Her eyes widened when she saw me looking at her over the crest of her bare knees. She immediately slumped, a moan rumbling in her chest.
"Laura, are you clean?" I asked.
She nodded. "Inside and out." She whispered.
I put a hand on each knee and spread her legs.
"Oh god." She cried in a tiny voice. "Oh god." She shivered and sat back. I rose up on my knees and shook my head.
"Sit up." I said.
She did. Her hips were perched on the edge of the cushion of the rocking chair. She had to sit far forward to keep the chair still. Her tits painted my face.
I caught the side of one billowing breast and held her with my lips. She went still. I sucked hard on the side. The sound of my sucking kiss seemed to grow as though someone were turning up a volume knob somewhere. I pulled at her tissue fine skin, sucking at it till she squeaked. One of her hands touched my shoulder then moved to cup the back of my head. I continued sucking, marking her darkly. Laura quivered in my clutches, her body shaking and twitching as I bruised her alabaster skin.
When I released her, she was panting, gasping for breath. The hand at my neck shook. I moved my lips to her nipple and licked it, kissing around it.
"Alissa, come kiss Laura." I whispered.
I felt the black woman and then saw her bending around me to kiss Laura on the lips. It was a full-bodied kiss, with the body and tang of a fine wine. They melded like two colors in a sunset. Laura arched her body to tip her mouth back. I bit down on her nipple. Mrs. Wills screamed into Alissa'a mouth. Her whole body quaked and shook.
Alissa broke the kiss and straightened out of my sight.
"Annie." I said around Laura's breast, before moving to the other. Moments later, Mrs. Kingston appeared and kissed Laura on the mouth in the same fashion. They each put a hand on the other woman's cheek, holding each other in mutual grasp. I bit down on Laura's other nipple. She shrieked again, her body convulsing beyond her control. The kiss shattered and Laura slumped limply back into the maw of the chair.
"Mrs. Wills, you are mine!" I muttered.
"Yes." She whispered.
"You fuck when I tell you."
"Yes, yes, Sonny." She gasped, her eyes fluttering open.
I bent between her legs, pulled her ass off the edge of the cushion. She rose up on her tiptoes to stay in place. Her legs widened. I bent and licked up the length of her slit.
"Oh, oh, oh my god!" Laura cried. "Oh yes, Sonny, god, anything!" Her tattered voice rasped around me, crackling with fiery need. I licked her again. She groaned and dropped back again. I kissed her pussy and then straightened to regard the beautiful blonde woman.
"When I want you, I will take you."
"Yes." She breathed, the sound vibrated like a holy word.
"I'll give you away to please whomever I wish and you will please them."
She shuddered and nodded, swallowing tightly. "Yes." She finally managed. "Yes, Sonny."
"Where and when and how, I tell you and you will do whatever I tell you."
"Oh god, yes!" She cried, her body vibrating with need. I pulled her off the chair onto my knees. I bent my cock and crammed her bodily down onto it. She bubbled with passion and I plunged into it like a submarine slipping into the mother ocean. She flung herself forward, mounting me, jamming her body full of my tingling cock. Her breasts rubbed against my chest and she grunted as her hips rocked and ground, directing my cock from side to side inside her. She clasped my head and straighted my back, burying my face between her tits.
"Yes! Oh, god yes, Sonny! Whatever you say, I swear I will do it!" Her voice fluttered with arousal. Her body jerked and shook. I gripped her by the back of her thighs and lifted her straight off my cock and dropped her back into her chair. She shook and jerked as though the orgasm had visited and left her mindless.
I sat back. I looked at Kyla, then at Natasha. They two exchange a look and then Natasha rose up. She wore slacks too. She shucked them down. She whipped the sweatshirt off her torso, revealing her mountainous tits. The bra followed and then she removed her panties and she was naked. She stood looking at me.
I shuffled back, making room between Laura and me. "Eat her." I whispered.
Natasha did not move. "I, no." She whispered. "I, I haven't put on the collar." She said.
"Oh right." I waited. She was naked so we were on the same page but she didn't move. Finally I found Alissa and pointed at Natasha. "Kiss her tits. Annie, too."
The two women swooped towards Natasha. The black woman took the right breast and Annie took the left. Natasha's eyes got huge as they sucked and kissed her tits. Her arms rose to rest her hands on the two women's backs. They kissed at her tits for several minutes before her eyes closed and she groaned.
Alissa snaked a black hand down between Natasha's legs and began to finger fuck her. Annie held her by the ass so she could not escape. In minutes, Natasha groaned and a slight, tense orgasm shook through her. She wrenched free of the two women and staggered to the coffee table and selected the last silver collar. She fumbled with it and dropped it. She looked at me, her eyes desperate.
"My, my hands are shaking too much too..."
"Annie." I glanced at Laura. The blonde had sat up, like a dog on point. "No. Laura, please help her."
Laura rose up and in moments, Natasha was collared.
"I am yours, Sonny. Whoever, wherever, whenever, however, whatever you tell me, I will do it." She volunteered.
"On your knees. No, here. Laura, sit down in your chair. Eat Laura."
The two women arranged themselves as directed. Natasha licked Laura's pussy and the blonde collapsed back into the chair with a deep, violent sigh. When Natasha began to kiss her, she came. The orgasm pumped Laura's hips up and down over and over several times and then she held them up while Natasha lapped at her pussy. She shook and keened as the orgasm attenuated and intensified.
I rose up behind the feeding woman, opened her hips and ran a finger through the plush, bulging lips of her pussy. Her back bent, lifting her hips. She tried to get my finger inside of her by following it with her ass. She continued sucking Laura Wills. I teased her, making her ass weave and jigger, as she tried to get the connection of finger and pussy. When I finally plunged it into her, she oozed with oily arousal. She moaned into Laura's pussy. I rose behind her and entered her, mounting Natasha completely in one hard thrust.
She grunted and then rocked her hips back against me. Her ass bubbled against me. In moments, I was thrusting deeply into her with great, arching strokes of cock into pussy. My vision narrowed down to the crease of her back that became the cleft of her ass where my cock socketed over and over into the moaning woman. Finally I gripped her hips and hammered against her.
The tantalized orgasm in me roared and I pulled out of Natasha Rossini. She continued eating Laura who rolled from one gentle orgasm to the next.
I stood up and turned, my cock dripped eau d'Tasha.
"Mrs. Clark?" I asked the question with just her name. She stood up and walked over to the table. Deftly she opened the collar and fit it around her neck. When it was securely in place, she turned to face me, the gold glinting on her neck. I did not speak but Kyla got to her knees before me and licked my cock. Her tongue tangoed up and down my length before sucking it into her mouth. She sucked and slurped at the end for a moment but then stood up and lifted her skirt. She peeled her panties down her legs and bent over, lifting her skirt over her hips.
I approached her and touched her ass, fingering deep into her cleft. She quivered with arousal and a river ran through it, a flow of liquid out of her pussy. I entered her.
"Oh god, Sonny, yes, fuck me!" She muttered.
"Say it all." I said.
"Yes, yes, anytime, any place, with whomever you say and however you say. I am yours!" I jammed my cock deep into her, plumbing her depths and rooting into her, grinding us together like two conjoined verbs. We fucked, she fucked, I fucked, we fucked. I felt the orgasm swooping towards me and pulled out of her. Behind me Laura's voice ran up a ragged register into a guttural shriek, her gentle orgasms finally reverting to form, becoming base and violent.
"Enough. All of you, line up on your knees. Ass in the air." I felt a perverse joy as they scrambled to line up. Only Natasha and Laura were nude. The others bunched skirts and dresses, exposing their pussies. I crawled to Natasha and entered her, she was on the left end of my row of pussy. She groaned as I sluiced into her.
I withdrew and moved over to Alissa. I entered her. She enveloped me, her ass wagging as I penetrated into her. I withdrew.
I moved to Laura and entered her. I thrust into her and she gasped, the orgasmic front I had interrupted closed on her and she screamed out as I rammed my cock into her over and over again.
I pulled free right at the teasing peak of her ecstasy. She mewled, keening with the loss of my cock. I moved to Kyla and thrust into her, my cock oily with female arousal and acceptance.
Kyla pushed back and gasped, her body pulsing with her need to orgasm but I pulled out of her before her hips bucked twice. I moved over to Annie and ran my cock into her body. She accepted it, clutching at me with her inner muscles. She wiggled her ass around, stirring her pussy with my cock. I shoved back and forth a few times till the orgasm vibrated nearby. I pulled out of her. I stood, staggered back to the couch and collapsed.
Now you might ask why I didn't come. Truth is, I hated to pick a woman from among the five. I didn't want it to be over and I felt there was more to address. I sat there, shimmering with the need to come and reveling in the feeling, that heightened sense of pleasure tingling through me. I closed my eyes.
I think I must have dozed or passed out because when awareness revived me, a voice was saying my name.
"Sonny? Sonny, what now?"
I opened my eyes. Everyone was dressed. Annie sat beside me the others had reclaimed chairs. I blinked, waiting for the engine in my brain to turn over. My viscus thoughts warped in and out and then, like a black hole collapsed completely out of existence, my mind got clear. I sat up and looked around. Well, not everyone was dressed, I was still starkers but to my amazement, the little Master was still fully engaged with the surroundings, that is with the pussy around me, all of it, I realized consciously, I had just claimed as mine.



"Jesus malarky," I muttered. "Hardly Spanish." I told my eyes to focus and for a moment they resisted, but then I saw Kyla Clark sitting with the collar in one hand, looking at me with that wide open gaze that made her seem to be the girl next door.
"Sonny? Sonny? This won't work." She said, her voice earnest.
The clarity suffused my body and soul and body reunited, happily, both throbbing for an orgasm but enjoying the energy of the need in me. "Why not?" I asked.
"The boys. Do you really think that they will leave us alone? This, god, this is, is, its I don't know what but it hardly solves the problem of what to do with the boys, your friends. Remember them? Do you really think they are going to accept this? You owning us all and telling us what to do?"
Where to start. I looked for Alissa and found her. Right, she was the black woman. So my brain wasn't working all the well, really. Reintegrating takes time. I fixed my gaze on her. "Alissa," I noted she still had the collar around her neck, the silver color stark against her dark skin.
"Sonny." She said tightly.
I suddenly understood I had not solved anything in their mind. Likely, they thought I was just playing with them. Time to integrate their minds and bodies. "Alissa, when you encounter a man who wishes sex in exchange for a contract, all you need to do is tap the collar and tell him you are owned and you must get permission from your master before you can engage in anything sexual with him. Just that. It solves your difficulty. If you want to fuck him, tell me but I think Sid's rule should work just as well for you."
She blinked at me like I had tossed a ball of spaghetti at her. She wiped her face and then nodded. "Oh my, I see." She said. She smiled then. "That, that will work fine, yes."
"All you have to do when they ask if its true that you fuck to get business, you can smile and say to them, 'not yours, but if you wish to give us your business, I can arrange for you to have sex with some very nice women my owner knows.' Just like that." I had been thinking about that and it bubbled up perfectly.
She nodded again.
"What about the boys?" Kyla asked.
I looked around at the other women. I smiled. This I had been thinking and perhaps it would work. "I'll handle them. I'll bring the MILF List to an end but you have to all agree to be mine."
"I thought we just did." Natasha said dourly. "Do you expect us to refuse our sons? I mean really, Sonny."
I nodded. "Yes. I do but for the moment, do this. Since I own you, each of you, I am going to give you each something to do, something I want or you need to do but have neglected for one reason or another. Put on the collar, you must do this. Don't and it has no application." I looked around at my harem. "Agreed?" My American Harem, I thought. Wow did I like that idea.
One by one they all nodded.
"But if I don't put on the collar, I don't have to do anything?" Kyla said.
I nodded. "Correct. Kyla, I bet you your collar that Landon will leave you alone. I bet you Natasha that if you put on the collar, Brent will leave you alone."
"He already is." She groused.
"Turn him down once and it will change." I was far from sure. Miss Norma had a certain attraction. "I am going to give you each a task. Do that with the collar. If you wear the collar, you must do what I tell you."
I looked around at these five women and found them all waiting on me, their eyes on me. I had a moment, like when you slip into a pair of pants tailored just right, right or left and your balls hang perfectly and the whole world seems to be all Zen and Tao and shit? Ever have those moments when you feel like you fit into your life? Well I was looking at five women who were sitting silently waiting on me to tell them what I wanted from them and that suggested to me that I fit in them. I got hard. An existential hardon is the fucking greatest thing.
"Mrs. Kingston, go take a shower and wait for me in your bed." I said in a stage whisper. "Naked, Anne."
She looked like I had asked her to trade places with Her Highness. Annie got to her feet, looked around at the other women and walked to the foot of the stairs.
"Annie, scarves. Make sure there are scarves."
She ran upstairs then, her wavy black hair dancing about her shoulders.
When I glanced back at the others I saw the most amazing thing.
Envy.
On every face, in every eye, there it was, green as life. Time to get this show on the road.
I pointed at Alissa. "Mrs. Honeywell, you need to figure a way to get Sammy an internship at your office."
Her face rippled with surprise, then chagrin. I thought I knew what she was thinking. Ellen Collier would become a problem with Sammy working there, one Alissa could not avoid any longer.
I looked at Laura. "Keep fucking Sean Favors. Do just what you are doing. That should keep you occupied." She nodded somberly like I had given her a sacred task. "But wait, don't go yet. I may need some help with Mrs. Kingston." Mrs. Wills blushed. Shame is like a circle, once you know the center and the radius, the rest is just arithmetic. Figure that one out.
"Natasha, seduce your sister. Get her to spend the night in your bed, with just you. Give Brent a taste of his own medicine and show him that Norma is not dependable." She stared at me, eyes pools of dark doubt. She finally nodded but then looked away, fingering the collar she too held in her hand.
I found Kyla. "Mrs. Clark, ask Landon to arrange an appointment for you with Darlene. He needs to find someone to pay for a mother-daughter tryst and you and Darlene will work it together. Bring me the money when you are done."
Kyla did not respond but stared at me agape. Finally she closed her mouth with a click. "You have got to be kidding?"
I shook my head, "No, not kidding. If Landon or anyone else propositions you, while you are wearing the collar, you must refuse. The only sex you should have will be with Darlene and for money. If a man pays for you two, if Darlene is naked you can do anything she asks. That is the task the collar demands of you. Understood?"
She twirled it around a finger till it clipped her knuckle and she squeaked with paper-cut pain. She sucked her hand.
"Kyla, do you understand?"
She nodded. "If I put on the collar, I have to ask Landon to arrange for Darlene and I to do a mother-daughter fuck for money. I get it. I don't have the collar on. I'm leaving." She stood up, got her coat and walked out.
Natasha followed her without a word, her face a cloud of confusion.
I looked at Laura. "The collar doesn't mean you are serving. Go on with your life, live as you like. Keep your commitment to the collar and I'll seek out your pleasure."
"You already have, Sonny."
I smiled softly. "Go upstairs, Laura. I have only begun to make you come."
She smiled that "oh my god!" smile and followed Annie.
Alissa walked over and kissed me on the cheek, laying her hand gently along the side of my face. "You are the perfect man to own me, Sonny. This, god, this is ingenious. I, god, I feel safer already."
"It will be easier if Natasha and Kyla join us, you." I touched the collar on her neck. Alissa put her fingers to my wrist while I fingered the metal ring around her throat. "God, it feels, I don't know what but, god, it is so...she shivered. Sonny, thank you. I think this solves a lot of things for me. I'll do my part. I'll let you know about the progress."
"Ahmay." I breathed softly.
She smiled then, eyes twinkling, and nodded. She got her coat and left.
I sat down, the shower rattled overhead. For a billionaire, Sid put his wife up in an odd house but I understood. I got up, poured a little of his thousand dollar scotch or whatever and gulped it down. The shower went silent. I gathered up my clothing and walked idly upstairs.
Something played at the edge of my awareness, like a floater in my mind that I could not quite see and when I focused on it, it flicked away, out of my line of sight. I had not put a foot on the landing when I had a terrible, wonderful thought. Ever have those? They appear and your stomach knots up and your heart races and your temples feel like they are trying to touch? I had a moment right then like that.
Then I remembered Mrs. Wills was upstairs too and I wondered how that was going to work. My momentum carried me to the door to Anne's room. She stood naked in the chilly house, her hair stringing wetly down her straight back, releasing runnels of water down it to bead around the crease of her ass and waist. She turned and looked at me, over her shoulder but her eyes shifted and Mrs. Wills appeared, equally naked, all goose flesh and nipples.
Laura did not see me. She took Anne's face in her two hands and kissed her on the mouth. The two women shifted together, Anne's head tipped back as the blonde kissed her aggressively. Their collars glittered on their yellow and white skin, gold and silver.
Laura broke the kiss and spoke. "Anne. God, six years? And I never once heard you speak in that accent." Laura tittered. "I, shoot, if I had I might have gotten your bra off before now!" The two women kissed again, Anne's one eye cocked to peer at me around the white shoulder.
Suddenly they shivered and scampered into bed.
I knew I should shower too so I sauntered into the room. "Warm her up for me." I said and walked into the WC. I showered like the water was cold and emerged to find Anne laying with her arms wide like wings, her black hair spread like a cape, forming an aura about her head. Mrs. Wills was under the covers, between Anne's legs, eating the Chines woman.
Anne's head turned slowly to me. Her eyes opened wide and then her body jerked.
"Oh by the fucking, double-bent Queen herself!" Anne said in a perfectly clear British accent. "Mrs. Wills has learned a great, uh, uh, uh..." Anne dissolved into a sweeping orgasm.
I moved to the bed and uncovered the crouching blonde. Laura had Anne's little ass cupped in her hands and sucked and licked at her pussy. She felt me move behind her and her head lifted. She shifted, widening her knees.
I had not lost my existential hardon. I felt between Laura's legs and found the red carpet was rolled out for me. I touched her pussy and she glugged and bucked.
"Oh Christ!" Mrs. Wills shrieked. "Yes, Mr. Duncan, put it in me!"
I did. I ain't a control freak but when I have control I am not above taking great fucking advice. I touched my cock to her. Her ass cheeks whispered their eagerness along my belly and abdomen. I thrust forward and Laura rammed back. We were perfectly aligned and we joined like pen and ink.
"Oh, yes Sonny!" Laura wailed, shaking. "Oh god, yes, Sonny!"
I swelled with pride and she seemed to appreciate the immediate feedback. I had about given up on my heart-pounding idea when I heard a phone tinkling.
"Oh. Oh! That's me!" Laura mumbled. "If, if I may? Sonny, it, er, it might be Sean."
I uncoupled from Mrs. Wills and she scrambled to her clothing and purse.
Anne lay looking at me. Her face caught my eyes and then her eyes dropped intensely then returned to mine. I was half listening to Laura so was slow on the uptake. Anne repeated the demand with her eyes several times before it finally clicked she was directing my cock towards her pussy.
I heard Laura say "Bye Sean, yes, I'll, I'll be there. Ten minutes. No more. Me too!"
I pulled my eyes away from Anne's spread body to look at Laura. Her face was consternation itself.
"I, Anne, Sonny, I have to...that was Sean. He," here she grinned like a school girl, "he wants me." She tapped the collar.
I nodded. It is hard to call what I felt relief. It was like discovering that the angle coming to take you to heaven actually has a working pussy and loves giving blow jobs! "Go." I said. I looked around. "Scarves?" My inspiration seemed to be back on the menu.
"Oh, shag me, I forgot!" Anne growled and bolted out of the room. She kept lots of her clothing in other closets. All of them, as it turned out. She enjoyed shopping for clothes and bought everything, not spending more than ten dollars on anything. Despite her wealth, she was cheap as a skinny Santa.
"Sonny, I...?" Laura began.
I gestured her over. She was dressed and I pulled her close, kissed her and sent her on her way. She clattered down the stairs and out the back door, and I'm certain I heard eagerness in her clattering.
Anne appeared with four long scarves, two draped over each outstretched arms. She made three waltz steps into the room.
I waited for her to speak but she said not a word. She arrived by the bed and I swept the scarves into one hand, wrapped the other around her waist and pitched her onto her face on the bed. I got astride her and felt between her legs, my weight on her thighs. She wriggled to widen her legs. I bent over her, tucked my cock into her pussy and shoved into her. She was sleet slick and hot like warm pudding. I slid into her like a sword into its sheath and oh, what a sheath she was!
When I was rooted in her, I cinched her legs together with mine, crimping us together like a bent staple on a fence post. She tried to move her hips but I settled my weight onto her upper thighs. She moaned and her body shivered, the pleasure penetrating past the boundary between body and soul. Her voice warbled in no earthly language, mumbling the syllables of sexual love in stanzas of satisfaction. Her hips pumped and the little ribbits of friction made my eyes haze over.
I struggled out of the pool of pleasure and pulled Anne's arms together behind her. She went lax and remained so while I wound first one scarf then another around her upper arms. I chuckled to myself.
"What? What, Sonny?" Anne asked. When I did not answer, her inner muscles punctuated her inquiry. I felt the orchestra of her pussy wrapping me in sensuous beauty.
I gritted my teeth and wrapped her forearms together. She was flexible enough that they connected behind her from elbow to palms. I ground into her and then had to retreat a bit to finish binding her hands. When I finished, I withdrew from her pussy completely.
Anne moaned disappointment well-woven with anticipation. She shuddered when I turned her on her side and sat her up, dragging her bodily to the edge of the bed. I draped her legs off the edge. When I knelt before them, she groaned. When I pushed her knees apart, she bent forward, her eyes intense, like android lazer eyes, piercing with pointed pleading.
I leaned into her swampy pussy and kissed along the ridge of one thigh.
"Boobies, Sonny. Please, god, please kiss them. I, I want to feel..."
I jerked her hips forward and licked the length of pussy. That pulled the plug on her request. She rocked back and disappeared. I kissed and licked and sucked at her pulsing pussy while she writhed, trying to lay back on her arms and finding it impossible. My intention exactly.
I tuned to her body and when I felt each tremor of orgasm, I retreated. Anne panted and gasped, her whole body urging her orgasm into being, getting more raucous and louder and louder each time I withdrew stimulation. Like Mephisto himself, I wheedled her closer and closer to that precipice of ecstasy but denied her the little killing plunge. Each time I got close she held her breath. Once I realized that, I could have kept her dangling over the chasm all night, but my tongue got tired. I think I sprained it. It hurt down into my chest! Fuck me, I was either getting old or I needed better warm up routines.
I got up from the bed and began to dress. Till I was putting on my shoes, Annie struggled to set up, wriggling around on the bed like a fish till she got onto her side and managed to sit up right. Her black hair tousled over her face. She shivered.
I waited for her to speak but she didn't. No askance, no instruction, no objection, she just sat staring at me, blowing at the strands of hair dangling over her face. She waited on me.
I went to several closets in the house before I found what I wanted, a pair of fur-lined boots that would bear up in the snow still out in her yard. Then I found it, a long fur coat of black and white. It was beautiful and velvet soft, like the perfectly done dough in a croissant. I carried it into her bedroom. I held it out, tossing the hanger on the bed.
She looked up at me. Her head bowed and she blew at the draping hair again.
Again I expected her to speak. I had no idea what the coat was to her but something seemed intimidating about it. I opened it. "Stand up, Anne."
She did.
I wrapped the fur around her and she snuggled into it like a dyning confession in a priest's ear. I buttoned it around her, fixing the top buttons to ensure she did not slide out of it like a cartoon banana out of its peel. She watched me the whole time.
I found her elbows through the rich ripples of the fur. "Come with me." I whispered.
I nearly laughed out loud. I had no idea if this was going to work but it struck me as hilariously funny, not in the "ha, ha" way but in the way you laugh when you find your car keys after turning the house upside down and swearing the dog ate them.
I escorted her own the stairs of her house, put on my coat, turned off the lights and shuffled her out into the cold. I locked her back door with my key, figuring her curiosity would get the best of her. That was a thought about Annie. Anne remained stoic and silent. I directed her to the hedge, along the crusted path to the Wills house. I backed through the hedge, shielding her through it to protect the fur.
I had no idea if it was real or not. Either way, I dared not damage it.
Still, Anne remained silent, but I felt reluctance in her. At the steps, she finally cracked. "Sonny," she hissed, "your sister is still in there."
I grinned in the gloom. I don't know if she heard me or saw me but I felt the jolt of understanding go through her like an epiphany.
"Shag me and the Queen's guardsmen!" Annie husked. "You promised them your sisters, didn't you?"
Like I said, Anne Kingston turned out to be a very smart woman and she could connect the dots, or more to the point, she understood what it means when tab A does not go back into slot B.
"You traded your sister to them for us, didn't you?" Anne whispered, her body tilting against me. She was twisting, trying to see me so was off balance. I nearly had to carry her up to the Wills back door.
I think I banged for five minutes. Finally, Chris appeared, turning on a light and rattling down the stairs with a blanket wrapped around his naked body.
He opened the door. "Jesus, Sonny, what the fuck?" Then he saw Annie. She twisted her face and the light from inside caught her dark eyes, making them glint like onyx. "Jesus balls, Sonny, what are you doing?"
I pushed Annie at him. She stumbled against him and he caught her.
"Sonny, goddammit, what are you doing? Tawny is upstairs."
I grinned. "I know. Annie, she is yours till I take her back. Use her up, if you can."
"Tawny is upstairs, Sonny!" Chris repeated, his voice a strangled whisper.
I nodded. "I know. You can have Annie again. I think she misses you. Cya." I stepped back, releasing her against him.
He tried to get her to stand and figured out all was not as it appeared. He felt down the fur. His head snapped around to face me. I watched while he unbuttoned the coat and found Anne's naked body tucked inside.
"Enjoy." I muttered. "See you at school." I took another step back. Just at that moment I saw a pair of bare legs appear at the top of the stairs in the corn-yellow light. Tawny wore a man's shirt that covered her crotch and nothing lower.
"Sonny!" Chris exclaimed.
"Remember, Tawny doesn't think she likes to eat pussy but she can be persuaded to let Annie eat her. Annie will. I know she will. Oh, Annie wants you to suck her tits sucked."



Anne's head turned to find me.
Chris bent to fit his mouth onto her tit. She grunted. He rose up and looked darkly at me, like I had found the perfect temptation to steal away his very soul.
"Chris? Is everything okay?"
I heard my sister's voice chirping down from where she stood on the stairs.
"Jesus, Sonny." Chris said, giving me one last look of consternation mixed with lust. Then he closed the door.
I left them like that. The walk to the car was curious. I felt light as fog, thrilled with what I just managed to do. It was a fucking work of art.
That was how I created a harem out of the MILF List.
***
Thanks for reading. Leave some feedback. It helps to keep the inspiration working so it is valuable. Vote if you like too, but the comments really help keep the flow going. So, yeah, I am shallow! Thanks for your support!
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Giving a Mother and Daughter to a Lucky Guy
On Wednesday I got a text from Suzanne. After the last time I saw her, I hoped I did not delay too long. I actually waited till class was over before I dashed to the car and drove like a maniac to the Savvy Savoy, a bed and breakfast outfit on two floors of the Samite Savoy downtown. I had wandered into the lower lobby once or twice but had never been in a room.
I had no idea how things were done. The concierge directed me downstairs with a slight sneer when I said I was there to meet someone. I looked like what I was a college student freezing my ass off in the cold snap that turned all the snow to frozen dust.
The lower lobby had no desk like you normally think of but little offices and you went in and sat down and someone brought you a drink. Hot tea, in my case. I told them I was expected in room 2105, she sneered and dialed the number. A moment later the uptight broad waved me away in the company of a slight little guy no taller than Annie who spoke with a European accent. He took me up to the floor and unlocked a door to a hallway.
"At the end, just ring the bell." He said.
I shook my head, thinking I should tell Suzanne not to be so fucking complicated. I did as instructed but when the door opened, I was confronted by a distinguished, well-dressed man.
He had white hair, but did not look old, having none of the wrinkles that white hair usually accompanied. He looked curiously tanned for this time of year and fit, far more fit than I felt at that moment and more fit than I thought he was.
I recovered before he did. "Oh, Mr. Northcutt, I didn't expect to meet you at, er, exactly this time."
He looked suitably startled but my words seemed to push him into motion. He nodded and smiled widely. "I would introduce myself but it seems you have an advantage of me. Won't you come in." It was not an invitation.
"I am not sure I am welcome." I returned. "Why don't we just say you caught her and I'll go back to my world and no one will be the wiser."
He shook his head. "Doesn't work that way, my boy. I have to catch you with her or she must confess. She has been curiously silent about finding such a handsome young man to bang."
My confirmation that I had guessed correctly, that this was indeed Borland Northcutt, did not make me feel any more comfortable. All that thrill rattling around in me as sexual excitement turned tail and ran like cottontails for the hills, leaving me standing there with a rapidly deflating cock, a mixed blessing if you know what I mean.
"Won't you come in, a, I don't know your name. I just have your phone number."
I nodded and stepped past him into the sumptuous room. It was a girl's room, all frilly and cute. Suzanne would have fit perfectly in this place, tied up and screaming while I fucked her. That thought, unbidden in my brain I swear, made my stomach turn over.
"A drink?" Mr. Northcutt said affably.
He didn't seem to be pissed but that actually made me much more nervous. Is it better to be killed by someone who smiles while they do it or someone who is crazy with rage? At that moment, I was wishing for a little rage if I was going to die so at least I'd have notice to run.
"Something strong, I think."
"Scotch?"
I nodded.
"Sit down. I'll pour it myself. I sent the butler away. No need for his aid this afternoon, I thought."
Oh, sure, send the butler away, no witnesses! I took a long deep breath and shrugged. I had had a great deal of wonderful pussy. Inevitably, these things were going to happen and if I was going to fuck other men's wives, it was clear I was going to have to deal with men who thought they owned those wives. I resolved to face up to the situation with as much poise as I could muster.
However, when the man sat both drinks down on the knee table between the white easy chair where I sat and the one where he sat, I immediately leaned over and switched them, his for mine and mine for his.
For a moment, Borland Northcutt stared at the table and suddenly he burst out laughing. He laughed and laughed till he could not breathe, finally lifting his/my glass to his lips and sipping the amber liquid which actually made him gasp and cough.
When he was recovered, he looked at me and grinned. "Now that is funny. Insulting but funny. Poison is the weapon for women, don't you know?"
I nodded. I did know that but still, one cannot be too careful.
"I, I laughed because I too remember The Princess Bride." He grinned, "never engage in a land war in Asia!" He laughed again. "What's that little actor's name? The guy with the poison?"
"No idea." I sipped more of the scotch and realized this was very, very good scotch. Shit, like I could tell, but I could.
"He was the same guy in My Dinner with Andre, a talk fest for lonely intellectuals and voyeurs who wanted to watch a conversation, presumably I suppose because they could not engage in one of that sort themselves."
His casual reference seemed to sober the man.
I drank more of the scotch. Fancy or not, it warmed the cockles of my heart and made the top of my head feel like it was about to lift off. I set the glass down. "What can I do for you, Mr. Borland?"
"Well, sir, your name would be a nice place to start."
God, what a putz I am sometimes! I extended my hand, "Sonny Duncan." I said. I almost said, at your service, but feared he might suggest I open a window and jump out.
"Sonny Duncan. Hmm. I suppose you are wondering why you are here speaking with me and not my wife."
I nodded, suddenly my mouth was dry and I wished for water and not more scotch. My heart hammered so hard I figured the scotch would be affecting my brain immediately, bypassing the stomach and intestinal tract. For all I know, it just wafted up my nasal passages and set right to killing braincells without any intermediate stops.
"I have her phone cloned when I can get my hands on it without her knowledge. Once she figures it out she gets a new one and I have to do it again. It's a game we play, serious and fun at the same time. I found your number on her phone. Not her burner phone, her other one. The one she uses to call me. I, I have been waiting to see if she called it again, just in case it was a girl friend or a barber or some such falderrah but she never called the number again. I had the number traced and I have to confess, I already knew your name when you sat down, if indeed the phone number is indeed yours. I try to be careful about jumping to conclusions. The name you offered matches my expectations."
Again, this did not calm me even a little. I decided to try to respond rather than just plead for mercy. I wondered if my voice would quiver when I spoke. It came out surprisingly strong. I had to consciously relax and not talk quit so loud or he might think I was hard hearing.
"So Suzanne explained your little arrangement, between you and her. Did she leave out the part about where you punished the cock that went into her or was she accurate by implication by just telling me about the punishment for her, when you catch her."
"I haven't caught her yet." He said. "She told you about our arrangement? That is fresh."
Fresh? An interesting turn of a phrase.
"Just what did she tell you, exactly?"
I thought about trying to make something up but decided if I was getting her in trouble, that was her problem. I had no idea how to help and had no hope of keeping a lie straight with my porous memory, so I laid out my understanding of their "arrangement" as best I recalled how Suzanne recounted it to me.
Borland listened quietly, unperturbed by any of the particulars. In fact, when I was finished, he merely nodded. "Yes, that seems to be exactly how Suzanne would describe it."
Now I knew we were talking about the same woman, in name at least, and I hadn't gotten a wrong text somehow, one intended for some other lucky guy. Funny, I could not even tell if I was being sarcastic or not, lucky or unlucky. Both worked.
"How did you all meet?" He asked next.
I explained that to him, leaving just about everything out, including where and when and who was there besides his wife and me.
"So, you helped her betray me?"
That seemed like the exact right question to dodge but I didn't. Regarding that particular, event I was just being helpful.
When I said so, Borland nodded. "And, did you see her after that? You must have or, or how did she get your phone number?"
I had to fabricate place and position to explain the call to her phone, the one she lost somewhere in Sam Honeywell's apartment.
"And have you seen her since then?"
I admitted I had. In response to his inquiry I laid out my visit to the hotel the first time. I left out the other woman. I saw no reason to include that and get Suzanne in more trouble. What do I know?
"And did another woman appear?"
I nodded, caught, trying not to act guilty. I launched into a PG rated version of our calisthenics, being complimentary of both Suzanne and Pixie equally. When I finished, the man nodded.
"So you are the one."
"I am the one? What one?" I finished the rest of the scotch in a gulp.
The man shook his head and asked if I had seen her since that night.
I nodded. I said nothing more. I hoped he'd leave well enough alone and let me avoid recounting the last time I saw Suzanne Northcutt. No such luck.
"Tell me about that meeting."
I lifted the glass and made a show of peering into the bottom of it. He laughed and gave me more. "Good, isn't it?"
"Good? Really? I am talking to the husband of a woman I have had phenomenal sex with and you want my review of the scotch that is keeping me alive?"
He chuckled. "Oh, the scotch isn't what is keeping you alive." He said.
Of course that made me feel great! Just fucking great! He did not say what was keeping me alive and I realized that we agreed something was keeping me alive. A cold shiver ran up my suddenly limber spine.
"So? That last time you saw, as you say, my wife?"
I tried to be delicate while explaining about fucking her in a stairwell but by the time I got to her going down on the woman after our little group of tourists left, I gave up and got into the gory details. I filled them all out as fully as I could, making it X-rated and to the max. Now, I don't know why I did but I felt stupid trying to tell the story without using "pussy" or "she ate her" or that sort of language so finally I lost patience and went with good Anglo-Saxon descriptions, like "fuck" and "cock". I think I included some pretty good reviews of the women involved but frankly, I don't remember. I do know when I was done the scotch was gone and, I was, well, I was woozy.
Borland nodded and set his glass down, looked at it and got up and poured some for himself. He looked at me. "I think you have had enough, unless you took a taxi here. If you drove, I am cutting you off. How old are you anyway?"
"Twenty. Twenty-one in March."
He chuckled and shook his head. "The bitch is robbing the cradle now." He muttered.
I objected. "Hey, I resemble that remark. I mean I resent that remark."
Borland smiled again. "My wife and I, yes, we have a different sort of relationship but she doesn't really understand its true nature. I confess, her taste in men seems to have improved since she married me. When I first met her, she seemed unwilling to take anyone to bed younger than twenty-two. After, she seems to have sworn off such delectable tidbits until now. I chalked it up to refusing the forbidden fruit that if she tasted it once more would make her lose her taste for me, so I never complained."
I shook my head. I was quit woozy so the truth came out on the tongue of the vino. "No, no, that isn't right I don't think. She lost taste for all other men after she met you. She said the sex with you was so phenomenal she could not go back to...that sounds fatuous doesn't it?"
"Fatuous?"
"Is that the right word? Maybe I mean, uh, I don't know what I mean. Does it sound unlikely?"
Borland shook his head. "No, no, I don't mean that. I, I am not surprised that she avers that we do it for each other. She does and as far as her account of our history goes, she is perfectly correct. Had she not deflected me and continued on the path as we began, we'd be living in fridge boxes by now."
"And she'd be hooking to pay your bills." I said helpfully. When the man just stared at me, I realized I may have overstepped somewhat and clamped my flapping gums closed. Sometimes being helpful isn't helpful.
"If you can listen, Mr. Duncan, I want to explain my side of her story. Yes, we encountered each other as mutual, searing sexual attraction that literally destroyed my marriage and nearly destroyed me in the process. Calling it a compulsion is perfectly accurate from my point of view so that matches hers perfectly.
"It is the part after that that needs some more elucidation. We did spend a couple years working out the terms of our sexual congress."
"Fuck congress." I muttered and Borland actually glared at me but then his face relaxed.
"I know some perfectly fine people who served in congress. I presume you don't so it is unfair to judge them till you know them and their conundrums."
I nodded, properly chastened.
"Suzanne, she saved us. I mean, I was so besotted I would have let her fuck me into my grave. I collapsed finally from lack of sleep, at the office where I was consulting. It was horrifying. She told me we couldn't keep going on like this. She decided to go back to work and couldn't find a job. Thank god. She decided to start her own business and couldn't get the money for it. I had cash and I was just waiting for it, waiting for her to ask. I wanted her to but instead, instead she found a better approach."
Northcutt shook his head, smiling a little, his gray eyes sparkling. "She fucked a guy on the plane to come see me. No, that was later, she just blew the guy she was sitting with. Twice. When she confessed, I thought for a moment I had nuc'd my family and wrecked Carol Lynn...my ex-wife, what? For nothing. I was sick but then I decided, I couldn't let this all fall apart. Suzanne did it but she confessed and damn if I wasn't rigid as uncooked spaghetti. I decided if I left things that way, then we were fucked. I went out and found a woman, took her back to the hotel and fucked her. I, I think I ate her first and then I got carried away and fucked her.
"Frankly, I don't really remember. I do remember that when I realized I had fucked the woman, with Suzanne watching, I was horrified. I couldn't just confess, Suzanne had watched the whole time. I decided I had forgiven her, maybe she would forgive me. I asked what I had to do to make this right and she told me to write her a check.
"Now, what she didn't know was that I had people on her. Two people a man and a woman watching her. I was doing business with some fucked up people at the time and they were doing business with some other fucked up people and I worried that they might get us tangled up in their fucked up situation, so I had body guards up on her. I did with Carol Lynn and the kids too. The deal was lucrative so I could afford the expense. They told me about her blowing the guy in the plane before she confessed. You know, you hear about these things and you have to be cool, particularly if you are an old accountant with a hot young wife that looks like Suzanne. But when she confessed, it blew me away.
"I had to figure out a way to make this work, a way to keep her, even if she tended to lose focus and blow another guy or fuck him or whatever. I was 53 years old, how much was I going to complain and still be evenhanded? I, I spent my younger years chasing enlightenment and this guy finally kicked me off the spiritual merry-go-round. Know what he told me? He said keep the best in your life, pay the price for it and let all the rest go. Dodge the price and the price goes up and, often, you lose everything instead.
"I did that with Suzanne. After she confessed, I committed to keeping her, doing whatever she needed. Turns out she needed all of my money. Once I ran out of cash, not assets, just cash, mind you, I understood what she must have felt, dependent on me all the time. I went to her and asked her to pay the bills I had coming in because she had all my cash. She did. I depended on her and she reveled in that.
"That makes an impression on guy. We went on like that. I'd seduce some woman and Suzanne would catch me. But then it happened. I, I had a heart attack and our active sex life was destined to slow down. Suzanne fucked the heart specialist and got a personal consultation after I watched them fuck all evening. She does love to be watched.
"Suzanne did an amazing thing. She started fucking around more. Not less. I got to watch her do a woman the first time. She had twins, a brother and a sister, a son and father. Each time I got to punish her with some fantasy I could no longer live out on my own. Talk about sexual surrogates.
"Then, and I am not proud of this, then one of my clients, an associate really with whom I was negotiating for a contract, he made some snotty comment about Suzanne and I told him she could fuck him into putty. He said I could have everything I wanted if she could and would. I had to punish her for blowing somebody or some such shit so I threw her into the deal. I sent her to fuck the guy and she did and I got everything in the contract. That's where this all began.
"That has become our pattern, particularly since I fuck like a mime now. Sex for us is a cross between a Kabuki play and a Catholic communion but more fun, actually. Oh, and with less clothing. Which brings me to why you are here.
"Sonny, Pixie, you know who that is right?"
My cock reared up and testified. It was embarrassing for me, as a perfectly straight guy getting a woody talking to this old guy. You fuck Pixie and see if just the mention of her name in casual conversation doesn't make you hard.
"Ah, yes, I know whom you mean."
"I won her in a card game. I mean, I got her for the holidays. I had gotten involved with a guy named, Mr. Crakowovski. He and I were negotiating, still are as a matter of fact, and he wanted Suzanne in the worst way. I had no pending punishment so I couldn't include her. Mr. C lured me into a poker game figuring I sucked at it but I count cards. He has way more money than I do so I kept wagers low and reasonable. Finally he got around to betting something good and wanted me to bet Suzanne. I had a hell of a hand and figured it would be interesting if I lost her in a card game. He anted up till I got him to bet his 'sexual savant'. I had no idea what that was but other people at the table assured me if Mr. C was betting her, it was worth the risk. I won Pixie.
"Then Suzanne confessed to boning a guy on the subway and I had a punishment. Next time Mr. C brought it up, I offered her ass up. She loves strange more than any woman I have ever known. If she wasn't so smart and talented, she'd make a fortune as a hooker. Anyway, he insisted that I be able to demonstrate that my wife actually fucks around. Now, understand, this whole deal was about fucking with me. In the circles I run in, people are always fucking with each other. One guy made another promise to streak through his ex-wife's marriage ceremony. The guy really wanted to fuck with her and this way he had to do it for business so it was a penalty that he wanted. Its like that, like rich folks' Christmas which is getting something you want but would never get yourself because wanting it is so embarrassing.
"That is what I am talking about, we include shit in deals that are fun but impossibly difficult or awkward, like that. Mr. C insisted that Pixie had to taste the cum of another man in my wife.



"We were getting down to the nut cutting..."
"Nut cutting! Shit, I don't like the sound of that!" I interrupted.
"Castrating pigs, down to the finest points of a deal, I mean."
I grunted discontentedly. Sure that's what he meant but I still didn't like the sound of that! I sat forward. My personality had gotten alcohol transparent. "What are you telling me all this for?"
Borland sat back, drained the scotch and then tossed it a little way onto the glass table. It rattled for a moment before he answered. "Well, let me explain. This deal with Mr. C is a huge deal in eastern Europe, where he's from. Not a guy you fuck around with, mind you but still, a good enough guy. He, he and I have been staring at each other over the fence for six months and we are just about there and by that I mean he is about ready to sign a construction contract with my client.
"I, I let him meet Suzanne at a party and then let him understand I could include her in the deal. He didn't believe me. He said such a thing could not be included in any contract and that no man would include his wife in such a deal and I was lying to him. I thought I had fucked the duck completely. But then he sat forward and said he would give me the chance to prove I was being honest with him.
"He has a woman, the woman you met..."
"Pixie?"
"Yes, Pixie. Exactly. She, she works for him. Turns out sexual favors are not that rare, and my penchant for including them in the undocumented portions of deals happens more than I understood. I am not that much smarter or lower than everyone else. Anyway, he gave me a night with Pixie and then he told me I should play poker with him, for her if I won, for Suzanne if he won.
"He explained clearly what he was after. If he won, he'd fuck Suzanne and he'd know for sure I could include her in the deal. If he lost, Pixie would have to verify it. She'd go home with me and at some point, my wife had to fuck another man and Pixie had to be there to taste him in Suzanne. See, Pixie has prosopagnosia. She does not recognize people by their faces. Her brain does not register your face and differentiate it again in memory. She has no idea who they are but she has a wonderful, encyclopedic recognition of tastes.
"She consults for all sort of people in the culinary arts, for governments looking into adulteration of food stuffs, that sort of thing. Her real talent, though is recognizing cum. She can taste a man's cum and even after ten years, she'll recognize his specific taste and can connect it to his name if it was connected when she tasted it the first time.
"I cannot explain how she gained this particular skill or the reputation that allowed her to put it to use. Several guys have used it to find out who was boning their wives. No matter. She just doesn't recognize faces.
"So Mr. Crakowovski, that is this guy's name, he, he wants to know for certain that my wife will fuck a stranger. So, he sends Pixie home with me as a Christmas present, gives her away...shit, you've met her, it makes sense that she could be given away. She tasted us separately and as a mixed drink in Suzanne's pink chalice. I had a pending punishment, one I had been coddling against the Crakowovski deal for several months.
"Sometimes, I just keep her dangling till she begs to be punished, after she confesses I mean!" Northcutt looked really pleased with himself then. "It is so fun to see her lose her shit just from the stress of waiting for me to decide. When this came up, though, I told her she had to find some strange and have him in her when Pixie arrived. Usually, there is no explicit consequence if she skipped a punishment within the timeframe but, whenever I am trading her around, I have fit it into a time limit to ensure she doesn't duck it and fuck me up, thinking she can do it later.
"There a a few things Suzanne really hates and I use that to motivate her to stick to the punishment. I did this time."
I nodded. "So, you don't need me. I did my part I can go, right?" I grinned then, feeling all sparky and shit. "Unless she is here and you want me to fuck her again. She's a great piece of ass, so you don't need to ask twice!"
Northcutt's face darkened.
Uh oh.
"No need to be crude, Mr. Duncan and sit down."
I sat down, immediately and did not even apologize. I felt the voyage over the line and I wanted nothing so much as to voyage right back into safe harbor.
"I do need you but I did not think about it when I started. In order for him to know that Suzanne fucks other men than me, he needs to have you go meet him and let her, Pixie, suck you off and see that she recognizes you. Don't say your name, or she'll know that name, even if she doesn't recognize you. Mr. C wants her to identify you using Pixie."
"I am sorry, Mr. Northcutt, wouldn't it just be easier for him to hire a gigolo and have him do that all for him. I mean really, it seems like a lot of fucking trouble."
Northcutt chuckled. "Fucking trouble!" He shook his head. "You don't understand. The point of these little burrs on deals is to make them perfectly doable but difficult, complicated, even awkward. That is part of it. The other part is that I have no wish for some third party to know she likes strange. Not under those circumstances and frankly, Mr. C doesn't want that either because it would provide unequal leverage in the deal. If he did that, he'd have to provide his wife in some equal way and I am pretty sure that would not fit his ideal of marriage. This way, you end up being an anonymous party that no one can easily connect to Suzanne and Mr. C at the same time. Pixie provides the proof and everyone is happy. I can include her in the deal and everyone is happy."
"You could have just thrown the poker game."
"Yeah, I'd be broke now. Nor was that the point. I think he threw it because, well, he wanted to give me some experience with a sexual savant like Pixie, as part of the deal without lording it over me. This way, he throws her in and gets Suzanne later on. Don't try to figure it out, it works in my world and his."
I nodded agreement, agreeing not to try and to assure him that I did not understand. The basics, yes, but in general, not a bit. "Okay, so why are you telling..." I got that far. "You need Pixie to suck me off with this Mr. C watching."
Northcutt nodded. "Is that so bad? Remember, I have been in her mouth too."
I shook my head. "No, god, I get that she is a sexual savant. I have a list of things I'd like to try with her but, no, I get it. So? When?"
Northcutt shrugged. "I have no idea. He'll, he'll be back in town eventually and the subject will come up. He was here yesterday and the subject came up obliquely, he mentioned that Pixie was judging some food show in Cologne or somewhere, so I knew it wouldn't be this trip. What you really want to know is why I called you, why Suzanne didn't."
I shook my head. "No, that's clear. Suzanne doesn't know about my connection to this deal or how it relates to her."
"Right. I, I expect she has a number of other cocks scattered around. That is part of the tacit agreement. She, she always has something I can punish her for, she makes sure she has something to confess. As time has gone along, it has been important that she always be guilty so I can use her in the deals I broker. As far as I have been able to determine, she has no understanding of that side of the proposition and if your account is indicative, my understanding is perfectly accurate."
I nodded. "Yes. It is. What she told me, as best I can remember. As to what she actually thinks..." I shrugged.
He regarded me with his light gray eyes.
I could tell he was waiting for something but I had no idea what it was. I searched through my brain coils and found nothing. "What?" I said finally.
"Aren't you going to ask me what's in this for you?"
"No." I said immediately. "The way I see it, I get a blowjob from Pixie and get to continue the affair with Suzanne till it is time for you to catch us and hand her over to Mr. C for a good rogering."
"Don't you want a commission or something?"
"What? No. No! Shit, man, I bucked your wife in the stairwell the other day and you haven't killed me. I figure I am way ahead of the game. Suzanne is..."
He held up his hand. "I know what Suzanne is." He said. "Okay. If, if you are fine with that..."
"Really. If you don't want to kill me, I am good. Really! I warn you, I am just a tiny bit twisted and I might try to twist your wife up a little before you finish with me."
"Good luck with that. I imagine she would tie you in a sheepshank long before you showed her anything new."
I grunted. "So we are good?"
He nodded.
I stood up and walked out. I think he felt a little let down but that was all I wanted at that moment, to walk out of the door upright and using everything the same way I was using it when I walked in. I never felt threatened, I just feared, even expected it. I was fucking his wife, after all. Getting to leave with only the prospect of Pixie sucking me off again, that was just fine with me, better than fine.
Now, it is a little strange to have a brush with this sort of high finance and not try to dip my beak in. Maybe. Truth is, I felt like it was similar to Sid's world. And I wanted nothing to do with it. All I wanted was to fuck their women and go home and have a beer with my friends. Call me simple but that was me.
Oh, well, there is the whole thing about Sonny's harem. I had let that percolate and nothing had happened yet. Tawny called me Monday night and in a whisper asked me what the fuck I was thinking by turning Annie over Chris while she was prancing around in her altogethers. I wanted details in the worst way but knew if I asked, I'd be tipping my hand and my big sister would dangle it in front of me. I wasn't exactly in the best position to pump Chris for those details, if you'll pardon the expression.
Georgia had called and said she'd be home Friday. With Dalia, of course, but she didn't say anything about Dalia. I got the distinct impression that my sister planned on taking me to bed and fucking me to death. You can imagine my chagrin when Friday arrived and I got a call from Sean, since that was more or less my plan too.
It was Friday afternoon. The cold snap was lifting in the back of a front of clouds and predicted new snow. Sean called and said his mother was home and furious. She demanded he quit bringing Laura to "her" house and they were in the midst of a huge fight and could I get over there right away.
I told him I'd try. I rounded up Brent and Sammy, told them to meet me at Annie's house. I called her to see if I could borrow her Caddy and her ass. She agreed, almost asking why but leaving well enough alone.
In the car, I explained to Sammy and Brent they needed to keep absolutely silent and never smile. I did a u-turn to get Chris' bat from my car. I hoped I had everything set up perfectly and this would end up the way everyone hoped. Well, maybe not Lydia Favors, at least not at the beginning but eventually, I hoped she'd be happy about how things turned out. You gotta try or no one ever grows up, right?
We got out of the car in the Favors' drive way and walked as a huddled group up to their door. I handed the aluminum ball bat to Sammy, slipped my arm around Annie, dressed and shivering in very revealing hooker clothes. By hooker clothes, I mean she had on garters that stretched down her lean legs in perfect view under a frilly red and black skirt. A tight little black blouse that hid nothing and left her midriff bare in the cold. So she wasn't a very smart hooker; I didn't say that, it would have been rude.
I rang the doorbell.
Lydia Favors opened the door and her red face went completely white.
"Oh god!" She whispered.
"I know she's here, Mrs. Favors. Don't make me come back. Let us in and this will be over quick. I'd like to say painlessly but that might prove to be a lie."
Lydia did not move, she stood with her hand on the door, blocking our way. Her eyes flicked from me to Annie and the two guys. I am sure I could see in her eyes when she registered the ball bat Sammy had over his shoulder. Her eyes snapped back to me.
"Let us in, Mrs. Favors. Its cold out here. If you close the door, I fear your son will spend a lot of time looking over his shoulder if what I think is true, is actually true. Mrs. Favors' little boy has fucked up and you know it. Better to settle things now and get on with life and not make things more complicated for everyone."
I did not move. I did not speak. Annie shivered against me, constituting a greater urgency. Neither Sammy nor Brent moved or spoke. Perfect.
"Oh god, no." Mrs. Favors whispered finally, her mind resuming operations. She stepped back from the door and then retreated into her house, leaving the door open and unobstructed. Me and my entourage shuffled in out of the cold and closed the door.
"Mrs. Favors, I am only going to ask you this once and I expect the exact right answer. The truth because if I find out you lied, dear little greedy Sean will need you to hold his dick when he pees because my friends here will have to break his arms and his legs." I whispered this, staring into her wide eyes.
"Oh god, no, please, please." Her voice quavered.
At that perfect moment, we heard the wailing scream of a woman in ecstasy issuing from the top floor of the house, swirling around us like spirits fleeing the maw of hell, at least that was what Mrs. Favor's face registered.
"Mrs. Favors, I am just going to ask you this once. Does your son have my blonde upstairs?"
Laura wailed again.
What could she do? Mrs. Favors nodded.
I was still turning to Sammy when she skipped past me and stood at the bottom of the little flight of stairs up to the second floor of the split level house.
"Oh god, don't hurt him! Please, I beg of you."
I saw Brent and Sammy look at each other. Their looks said confusion to me, but to a mother looking on, it must have looked far worse.
Mrs. Favors wailed and sat down on the stairs. "Oh god, no, please, don't hurt my boy! Please!"
I almost broke then and went home. I really don't have the heart for real cruelty and this came as close to that as I wanted to be. But Mrs. Favors saved me. I'd been prepared for greater negotiation but she broke like a champaign bottle on the prow of a new destroyer.
"I'll do anything, anything if you promise not to hurt my son!" Lydia Favors cried.
Bingo!
I had taken the bat from Sammy. You should have seen his face but he kept quiet. He looked as scared as Lydia Favors sounded.
I turned slowly to look at the woman and found that she was not weeping. She, she looked horrified, terrified even, but she did not weep. She stood up.
"When you say anything, Mrs. Favors, just what do you mean?" I asked softly.
We heard thumping, like ass on bed, up stairs. That percussion needed a melody but as it was, it sounded like music to my ears.
Her eyes rolled up into her head and then relocated me. "I mean anything, just like you think I mean." She said firmly. "Nothing is worth having you hurt my son."
Sammy cracked and at the perfect time and in the perfect way. "She'll call the cops when we're gone, Sonny."
I thought he'd say more but I looked at him and something in my face reassured him and his mouth snapped closed. I handed him the ball bat back and he relaxed a little. He knew he couldn't hit a curve ball but Mrs. Favors didn't know that. Ignorance is a potent weapon.
I looked back at Mrs. Favors, turning my head very slowly. "She's up there, then, right Mrs. Favors?"
She nodded. "Yes. My son is having sex with, with your blonde."
I nodded. I cocked my hip to the side and tilted my head. "Mrs. Favors, may I call you Lydia, Lydia, just what do you think I have in mind when you say you'll do anything? Say it out loud, so we can all hear what you think I'm thinking."
She did not even hesitate. "I'll have sex with you."
I let my eyes get very wide along with my mouth. I turned to look at Brent and then Sammy. I released Annie and pushed her towards the couch. She sailed the rest of the way and sat down, flopping in the perfect image of a bored woman, legs sprawled and open, one hand rubbing absently at her breast.
I turned back to Mrs. Favors. "You'll have sex with me? Is that what you think I am thinking?"
She nodded.
I smiled. "May I have a drink of water. My throat is dry."
For a moment, I don't think she could understand what I had said. Finally it got through all the chaff in her brain.
"Yes of course." She went past us to the kitchen and stopped when I mounted the first steps. "Oh no, don't. Please." Her voice was strong. "I am completely serious. I, I will do anything you wish."
I turned around on the steps. "Oh? Like suck my cock?"
She nodded, firmly. "Of course. Everyone knows that is having sex, even if the media doesn't."
I smirked. "It apparently does not take much to fool those boys. I, however, it takes more to fool me. So? You'd put my cock in your cunt?"
Mrs. Favors nodded again.
"And how about the ass? Would you put my cock in your ass?"
She hesitated now, but then nodded.
I gestured at Sammy. "An him? You fuck him too?"
She looked at him, the merest white hesitation in her face. She grimaced and nodded.
"And if we all did you at the same time? You'd be okay with that?"
She nodded, her face flexing around a core thought that I could not quite decipher. I wanted it to be the exposure of a secret desire to be group fucked. I determined to discover what she was working so hard to disguise.
I nodded. "The water." I sat down on the stairs. Sammy went to a chair by the window and sat down, peering out at the gathering gloom. Brent leaned against the foyer wall near the front door. Above us, the thumping of sex on a bedstead resumed.
"Noisy." I said. "How do you put up with that?"
She handed me a glass of tap water. "I don't. I mean, I insist she leave when I get here."
I drank down half the glass. My mouth was dry. "Now you are lying, Mrs. Favors. Just how many times has my blonde visited? That you know of?"
"I, uh, three or four. Maybe more."
"More? How long has it been since we last spoke? When I promised you I'd never see you again?"
"Three, maybe four weeks."
"Four weeks. And you are telling me that my blonde has only been on her back three or four times in your house? That you know of?"
Now Mrs. Favors looked very uncomfortable. "Okay, more. I said more, didn't I. I know that many times for sure, because, because I saw her. On her back, I mean. Yes, in his room."
I nodded. "What about a kiss."
"A kiss? You mean do they kiss? I, I don't know. I have never..."
"No. I mean, when you said you'd do anything, does that include a kiss?" I made this a real question.
"I, well, I don't know, I suppose, if I wanted, I mean if you wanted a kiss, I suppose, yes, of course."
I nodded, clearly happy. "I do want a kiss. Now."
Mrs. Favors looked like I had slapped her. That shocked, blank look of confusion and non-recognition that says she has no idea how she got to this point in her life. She never saw the signs pointing her way or the exit that would allow her to avoid it and now, here it was and it surprised and shocked her.
"Now?" She whispered. Suddenly her hostess routine had been interrupted by the reality of what she was busily negotiating away.
"Now." I assured her.
She nodded. "Oh, well, okay." She didn't move. I didn't move. "Aren't you going to stand up?" She asked.
I shook my head. "Comfortable here." I sat on the fourth step with my feet on the first step. I had my knees open wide, like a harbor to a ship. To kiss me, she needed to get between them or bend awkwardly into the stairs.



She studied the problem for a minute before moving towards me. She put both hands on my knees and bent over and kissed me lightly on the lips. A very sisterly kiss, well, for other people, I guess, though not really for me. If she agreed to kiss me like my sister does, she'd have to drop her knickers and take my cock while she kissed me. Ignorance is a bad thing.
"Now, Mrs. Favors, do you really think that is what I had in mind when I asked you for the kiss you figure I was thinking of when you said you'd do anything for me?"
She swallowed hard. "No." She groaned.
"Then perhaps you'd like to kiss me the way you think I want you to kiss me. How do you think that is?"
She swallowed again. "I suppose in a way that arouses you." She whispered.
I pointed to my now, very hard cock. "I am already aroused, Mrs. Favors. Can't you see? No, I want you to kiss me in a way that arouses you, so when I push my cock into you, I find you wet and ready and eager to be fucked. Do you think that is possible or do I ask too much?"
"Jesus." Sammy breathed. "Just fuck her already!"
I turned to look at him. "Am I boring you, buddy?"
He looked genuinely scared. "No, Sonny." He said quickly.
"Want Annie to blow you? She looks bored. No fucking her though. Just sucking. Someone else might want a taste of her." Mrs. Favors' face looked suitably resistant. "Or you can eat her, you know how she likes that."
Sammy got to his feet.
I looked at Mrs. Favors. She stared as Sammy walked past her and sat down beside Annie. He unhooked Annie's blouse and began to suck her tits. Annie throbbed on the couch.
Mrs. Favors looked from them back to me.
"Where is your bedroom, Mrs. Favors. I think perhaps we should give those two some privacy."
She nodded, almost thankfully, pointing up the stairs.
I stood up. I pointed at Sammy. "No fucking. Not yet anyway!"
Sammy nodded. Annie ignored me, preening up under his lips. Her nipples stood up tall.
I stepped to the side of the stairway. "Lay on McDuff." I said gallantly. Mrs. Favors did not appreciate the reference, thinking she'd end up McDuff.
I followed her rolling ass up the stairs, too late by about thirty seconds. We walked down the corridor. She hesitated at a door from which grunting elicited and pulled it closed, preventing me a peek inside, missing by those thirty seconds. She looked askance at me and when I did not respond, moved on down the hall to the door at the end. She opened it and stepped aside, gesturing me inside her bedroom.
I moved past her and waited for her to come into the room. She did, and that placed her right next to me. I put a hand on her hip. She wore stretch slacks and a plain white blouse, clearly a business blouse she had not changed yet. Her bra showed clearly through it.
"About that kiss? Wait!" I put my other hand on her shoulder and held us apart. "Just so we are clear, my blonde, she has been here a lot in the last month, right?"
Mrs. Favors nodded slowly. "Do you think it is fair for you to fuck me this afternoon and call everything even?"
For a moment, I thought she didn't hear me. Then she closed her eyes and shook her head.
I kissed her lightly on the lips. "Good, Mrs. Favors. Now, considering that your son did me a good turn and I rewarded him, how do you think I should regard the fact that he has stolen from me? Stealing my blonde and fucking her, apparently a lot, right here in your house, with your knowledge and apparently assent?"
"I did not approve." She said quickly.
"Yet here she is, full of your son's cock, screaming her fool head off. And you suggest that I fuck you to make up for that. Is that what you are suggesting?"
After a long hesitation, she nodded. "Yes, I am."
"Are you thinking that I just fuck you the one time while he had my blonde for all those other times?"
She shook her head. Her face looked resigned.
"And what about stealing from me. Did you see the collar around her neck? She's mine. Look close at it the next time and you'll see my name, big as life. It says owned by Sonny Duncan. Do you think you can just fuck me and make that go away? Or do you think stealing is perfectly okay?"
"No, stealing is not okay. Listen, I get it, my son has fucked up and now he's caught. Let's just cut to the chase. I'll do it, whatever it is. Whatever you want me to, just so long as you don't hurt my son but for Christ's sake can we quit blabbering about it? I'll fuck you, okay? You and your friends downstairs or anyone else you like. I'll do it. I'll do it all. I promise."
I smiled slowly. God, I had her. We were half way there.
"Mrs. Favors, what makes you think you can fuck anyone good enough to fix this? Are you wonderful on your back?"
She did not know how to answer that and just stared at me, her mouth set, her eyes hard, glittering like sapphires.
"Maybe you cannot even kiss good." I said, taunting her just a little.
"Try me." She said. But when I didn't move, she growled, "I didn't think hookers kissed anyway. Not on the mouth."
"Hookers? Is that what you think of my girls? What ever gave you that idea?"
She shrugged.
I could see her trying to find the moment when she decided that she saw something that indicated prostitution. Finally she gave up. Her shoulders slumped. "Oh, I don't know. Maybe hookers are the only women in the world men think they can own, any more."
I nodded. "Mrs. Favors, if this is going to work, you have to enjoy it. If, if you think it is just exercise, then we'll forget the whole thing. I'll go downstairs and..."
She grabbed me then, her hands hot on my sides. "No, no, please. Don't, don't do that." Her voice finally trembled a little, her chest heaved and I wanted to unbutton the blouse to see that heaving more clearly.
"Okay. But you have to tell me if you think you can enjoy fucking me? I mean, enjoy in the fullest sense of the word."
"You mean will I come if you fuck me? I don't know. Maybe. I used to like sex."
I kissed her. I wanted to catch that wistful moment as it rippled through her body, the memory of liking sex. I must have caught her just right. She groaned as I kissed her. Her hands moved up my sides and then looped around my neck as she stood there kissing me.
At first, the kiss was gentle, lips to lips, her body held away from me by her hands on my sides, though her breasts kept brushing against my chest in a most delightful manner. Then the kiss shifted, becoming plush and rich, while she probed, touching my lips with her tongue and pinching her lips together, nipping at mine. Her hands found my shoulders and her mouth opened. She put her arms around my neck and pulled on me. The kiss deepened, strengthened. My hands had remained on her waist, finding a little bit of skin above the casual slacks. When her hands moved up, mine moved around, under her shirt. She shivered from the chill yet in my hands.
When her arms went around my neck and I felt her pulling my head down to complete the kiss with her whole body, my hands moved to her ass, squeezing and massaging it as she plastered herself against me. When I pulled my lips from hers and moved to the side of her neck, she panted in my ear, "How, how was that?"
I kissed up to her ear and sucked there for a moment, till she shivered and squirmed. "Don't know. How was it?"
"Oh, good." She breathed as I kissed down her neck. Her body said she was into it but I needed to hear her say it.
I turned her around suddenly and fumbled at the buttons down the back of her blouse. She stood still as I unveiled her smooth, white back, flawless and strong. The blouse only unbuttoned half-way, needing to be pulled up to be removed. Instead, I slipped both hands onto her skin and smoothed them up and down her bare back.
"Uh." She whispered.
I bent into her, pushing the short sleeves of the blouse onto her upper arms and slipping my hands under her arms to clasp her breasts through the stout cups of her bra. "Mrs. Favors, I am going to fuck you but I have to know, do you want me to fuck you?"
"Yes." She responded immediately. "Yes. No more talking, just do it already."
"That doesn't sound good." I withdrew my hands and stepped away from her. She turned immediately to look at me.
"What? What do you want from me?"
I smiled. "You, you want me to resist my natural inclination for revenge for being wronged and I want you to resist your natural resistance to enjoying sex with a man like me who is accepting it in trade. Which one, which resistance do you think is more difficult?"
"God, do you ever shut up? Can't you just take yes for an answer and fuck me?"
In answer, to give her the impression I was complying with her insistence, I took hold of the lower hem of her blouse and pulled it up her body. She grunted and lifted her arms. Her bra-covered breasts appeared, a light pink bra that blended nicely with her porcelain white skin. She had a small mole above her right breast and another out in the wilderness of her tummy. They pulled at the eyes, demanding I look at them. The slightest imperfections always demand attention.
She reached behind her back and her bra loosened. She straightened her arms and let it drift down them and thence to the floor. Her breasts appeared, beautiful, white, bulbous, waving and perfect. Lydia unbuttoned her slacks and skimmed them down the curve of her hips, off her thighs to her knees. She shuffled back to the bed, sat, and removed them. She stood, stripped her panties down her hips and then off, lifting one leg at a time to remove them. She stood before me naked.
"Well, how do you want me?"
I smiled and began to undress, shucking my coat onto the floor and unbuttoning my shirt. "Tell me Mrs. Favors, is there a position that allows you to come? One that makes you come more or easier or better than the others?" I unbuckled my belt and unbuttoned my pants.
Her eyes were on my hands as I lowered my pants. She shook her head then nodded. "Yes. I, like sex on my back. I, I like the feel of his weight on me. At least, at least at first."
I was nude. I gestured to the bed and she sat down and then pushed back onto it, stretching out her legs and laying down. Her eyes fixed on the ceiling and stayed there as I approached the bed.
I stopped. "Look at me." I whispered.
She did, reluctance in every aspect of her expression.
"Do you want to do this?" I asked.
For a moment she bit a lip but finally nodded.
"I want to hear you say it."
"Yes. Yes, I want you to fuck me. I want your hard cock shoved in my vagina. I want you pushing between my legs. I want you to suck my boobs while you fuck me and kiss me while you come. There! Is that what you wanted to hear?"
I nodded. "Perfect." I muttered and got between her legs, taking "yes" for an answer. The room was chilly and realizing that, I halted my proposed penetration of the woman to get us under the covers of the bed. I cuddled up against her body from the side, finding her wonderfully warm. I bent over her chest and sucked at her breast. I kissed around and around the nipple, finally sucking the squat little nub between my lips. I got no response at all. I pulled back and looked down at the woman.
"Don't you like that?"
"What I would like is for you to get this over with." She spoke with irritation but immediately understood her error. "I mean, I want your cock in me. Please, don't tease me any more."
She did not sound convincing. However, my cock agreed with her words and their meaning, regardless of what penetration meant to her at this point. For my cock, it meant the ultimate good and the rest of my body agreed with that assessment. I moved between her legs and felt one of her hands find my cock and direct it to the entrance of her body.
She did sigh as I pushed into her. She felt arid and stiff. I pulled back.
"You are not wet."
In response, she began to rub her pussy with her hand. I could feel the motion. Her body arched after a minute or two and she moaned.
"Ugh, there, happy? Now, please, put it in me."
Her hand found my cock again and she pulled it into to place. True to her word I could feel the oil. She was slick and when I applied pressure, she lifted one leg and groaned. My cock caught, slipped, caught and then the woman flowered under me and I dropped into her. She groaned loudly.
It felt fake but I didn't care.
I got hold of her hips and positioned us in the middle of the bed. I felt her go limp. I pulled her up onto my cock and dropped us both onto the bed, ramming into her. She grunted. Her legs lifted, making more room for me between them. I gripped her ass and pounded into her again. She did not make a sound. I found a soft rhythm and pulsed up and down between her legs. She became slick and then sloshed.
I slammed down into her and stopped.
"What's the matter? Did you come already?"
I heard the hope in her voice but ignored it. This was the moment I had been working for from the first moment I decided to fuck Lydia Favors weeks before.
I was panting and I had to catch my breath. I lay still, letting her pussy shift and twitch around my hard cock.
"Mrs. Favors," I began.
"Call me Lydia, why don't you. You are fucking me, after all."
She had a point but I did not want to concede so easily but I had no choice. I needed this moment to work, to alter how this all worked.
"Lydia, you, you said you'd do anything, right? Anything I wanted you to do?"
"Yes." She spoke quickly, not thinking about what she was saying.
I lifted my ass, withdrawing my cock slowly out of her now damp body. I pushed it back down into her. "I, I want you to think about what you are saying, Mrs. Favors. You have to think about it now. If you agree again, I, I will have to take you at your word and make you do something you don't want to do or shouldn't want to do."
"Shut up and fuck me!" She growled.
I held still, clamping my hands on her ass and squeezing her plush cheeks tightly in each hand. "No. You must know that I am going to demand something terrible, something you must agree to do without knowing what it is."
"Oh god, just fuck me."
I thought she was almost there, almost actually aroused by me being inside her but not quite.
"Lydia, this is not going to be over for a long time. There is a debt to pay and it will take time and effort on your part to pay it."
"I know. I know. I'll pay it, anything you want, just don't stop, uh, I mean don't hurt my son." She panted, her body finally beginning to dominant her. Clearly she had presumed she could manipulate this young man with her body and my insistence was rattling her.
"Okay." I began to fuck her. Below me, I finally felt her body relax and respond. I believed she presumed she had accomplished what she set out to do, use sex to protect her son. Perfect. Now to settle the matter.
I stopped moving.
"What? What's the matter, now, for fuck sake?"
I pulled my cock from her body.
"Oh no, don't. Don't stop." She whispered.
I got to my knees and climbed over her legs to stand beside the bed.
"Where are you going? What are you doing?" She cried, her voice now twanging with frustration. Sexual or personal, I don't know. I am sure she was rattled that she couldn't just open her legs and have me do whatever she wanted me to do. She was on the verge of realizing that her pussy did not buy everything she always thought it bought.
"Get up. Come with me."
"What are you going to do?"
"You said you would do anything. You are going to do what I want."
"What do you want?"
"If I want you to fuck in front of my friends, will you do that?"
Pause. Deep breath. "Yes."
"Come on then."
She sat up, her tits swaying with her breathing. "Its rude to get a girl excited and then quit in the middle."
"I'm a rude man but I'm not a thief. Stand up."
She did. I took one of her hands and led her into the hall. She wobbled but found her sea legs plenty quick.
"Are you really going to make me fuck while those people watch?"
"I am, yes." I stopped her at her son's door. "Not just them." I said, tipping my hand the slightest bit.
"Oh my god, no, not that."
"Stay right there." I whispered. I padded naked down to landing of the stairs. "You guys, come up her a minute. Right now. Quick."
I turned to find the red-haired woman staring at me, naked in every sense of the word. Now, finally, she realized that she neither knew her boundaries nor had she encountered them; not in her imagination and not in her reality. Both were about to get expanded.
"Oh god, please don't make me do this." She hissed. "You can't make me do this!"
Brent appeared on the stairs, then Annie and Sammy last. They crowded into the dim hall behind me. None of them spoke.
I opened the door to Sean's room.
"What the fuck!" Sean lay diagonally on his bed, naked. Well not entirely, he wore Laura on his cock. She was sucking him, lying between his legs, nursing his cock. "Jesus fuck! What the hell are you doing?" Sean squealed. It sounded real enough and I expected it was because I had hold of his naked mother's arm. I yanked her into the room, a full bag of reluctance.
"Oh god, no!" She keened.
"What the fuck are you doing, Sonny!" Sean growled.
Laura kept right on sucking. She was naked, and the only acknowledgment she made of us was to lift her ass and open her legs, twisting across Sean's leg to get both feet on the floor.
I understood her suggestion and thought it was a good one. I pulled Lydia against me. "You said anything. This is the start of anything and I swear it will end with everything. Get on your knees."
She was shaking now, her face a mask. "Oh please, don't make me, not with him watching."
She still had no idea. Her aversion blindness suspended her disbelief in the unlikely hope that it would suspend reality as well. She refused to countenance what was about to happen. Everyone else in the room knew but Lydia's mind had not yet assimilated the obvious truth.
I moved behind Laura. Her ass lifted. I fingered her and found her afloat. I positioned my cock and rammed it into her hard. She ground her ass back at me.
"Jesus, he's fucking her while she fucks that guy." Sammy growled. "I thought he'd kill her and him too." He clearly understood the game now and maybe he over did it. Sean sat up, disturbing Laura who came off my cock as she lost balance and fell to the side.
I turned to Lydia on her knees, my cock smeared with Laura and Sean, and dipped the blurry end to her lips. "Suck it. You said you could, show me. Show us. Show us all you can suck a cock."
She closed her eyes and licked the end of my cock. God, I was so hyped up I felt her tongue on the inside of my eyelids, behind my knees, between my toes. Then sure enough, she slid her lips down my shaft, sucking my cock fully into her mouth. The woman was committed now.
"Holy shit, Mom! What are you doing?" Sean stared down at his naked mother, my cock sawing in and out of her mouth. Laura laid on her side, staring at us. She had the fuck-drunk look, like her orgasms were not long past.
I pulled out of Lydia's mouth. Her eyes opened. I think she must of met her son's gaze because she clamped them shut again immediately with a great groan.
"Stand up." I said, my voice rasping again. I helped the woman from her knees. "Bend over, over the bed."
"My son, my son..." Lydia whispered as though he wouldn't hear him or notice she was naked in his room about to get fucked.
"I know. He'll have the best seat in the house."
She moved in a daze, her body obeying my simple instructions from slight touches. I bent her onto her hands on the bed, face to face with her son. Sean's eyes were the size of great fruit. His face had gone completely red, clear down to his belly button.



"Oh please," Lydia wheezed but when my cock touched her between the legs, she dropped her head and closed her eyes. She shifted her feet and opened herself, arching her back that little bit that said, "hit me". I pushed into her body and she shook, jerking and grunting as my cock slid into her hot, slick interior.
"Holy shit, Mom, why are you fucking him like that?" Sean said. "He's fucking you right in my room. Goddamn, I am watching him stick his cock in you!"
For moment I thought he was jabbering for effect but when I looked at him, his eyes were fixed on his mother's body, the mop of red hair that covered her face and, I presumed, her swinging tits between her arms.
I hammered against her hips, bunching them between us. Now, now the woman was getting wet. I gripped her by the waist and fucked her hard, chasing my own orgasm. I was galloping off into the sunset when I came around and reined myself in. I pulled my cock out of the woman and made her straighten up.
I could not see if her eyes were open but I reached under her arms and cupped her breasts, far more than handfuls.
"Oh god." She whispered. "Oh god, Sean, I am so sorry!"
I pulled her back to my body. "Mrs. Favors, you said anything."
She nodded. "Yes, don't hurt him." She whispered still.
"I meant everything. Turn around."
"Oh god, what are you going to do now?" She asked but she turned.
When she faced me I bent till my face was right in front of hers, eye to eye. Her eyes twitched back and forth, I was so close.
"Mrs. Favors, I have a question. When I finally leave tonight, what is going to prevent you from calling the cops on me?"
"I won't, I promise. I won't!"
"How do I know that? How do I know your son won't?" I asked.
"I won't. Jesus, Sonny, I promise!"
I looked at Sean, feeling his mothers eyes on me as I straightened to look over her shoulder. "I gave you a free run at my blonde here and what did you do? You stole her and used her, when you knew she had no way to say no to you. Well, now, why would I trust anything either of you say or do? She let you. You did it. What is to be done?"
"Holy shit, this is going to be good." Brent muttered behind me. He had it figured out.
I moved my eyes to Lydia. "Mrs. Favors, the only way you keep quiet is if you fuck him." I said quietly.
"Oh no!" She cried and now her eyes were wide and again, she surprised me because there were no tears.
"Your are oiled up, wet as a cat's whisker, get up there and mount your son while we all watch. That should make great copy if you narc us out to the police."
For a moment, she just stared but then she shook her head. "I won't do that." She said in a steady voice.
I immediately looked at Sammy. "Get the bat." He didn't have it.
"If you are going to the cops anyway, I am going to break his hands and his legs, and your hands. Understand? You both stole from me, lied to me...it stops now." Sammy moved to the door.
She broke like a spring rain. "No. No, you're right, you're right. I, I never should have let him bring her here. I, we, oh god." She ground her teeth turned and in one smooth motion, crawled over her son's legs. Sean lay back, putting his legs together. Laura got off the bed, her eyes wide and blinking. Sean's face showed growing awareness, a mixture of his own complicity and genuine consternation at the situation, in line what what I was telling them, a story that utterly ignored his desire to have sex with his own mother. I also so the glint of lust and the shine of amazement that made me hard just because.
Lydia looked back at me. "Don't make me do this." She said, her voice a tight whine but dry, like ripping tin. "I can't. He's, he's my son!"
"Fuck." I said.
She took it the exact way I meant it. Her face crumpled. "What sort of monster are you? Making a woman fuck her own son?"
I shrugged. "I have to wonder why you haven't done it before. You didn't get really oiled up between legs till I brought you in here."
She glowered at me. "Isn't there anything...?"
I shook my head. "You call the police, we all tell the same story. You fucked your son. So you don't call the police unless you want to end up on DMZ. Woman fucks son to save life."
She shook her head. She looked at Sean, missing the eagerness that had been on his face moments before. She grasped his cock and bent over it and kissed it.
"Jesus. Did you tell her to do that, Sonny." Sean looked down her back at me, his voice a twist of tension, face to face with his reality.
She rose up, a smug look on her face, not shared by her son. "I, there is nothing you can make me do that I won't do." She said. She bent over and sucked his cock into her mouth.
"Ugh! Oh, goddamn!" Sean grunted. He leaned on his hands behind his back and dropped his head back as his mother sucked his cock. She moved her knees wide and popped her hips up. I understood and reached between them. Yes, she ran like a mountain spring. She slurped on his cock and sat up. She looked around at me, my finger inside her now flowing pussy. She shook her ass, unhitching my finger from inside her.
Lydia crouched over her son, reached between her legs and fit the tip of his cock against her pussy and pressed down.
"Oh my fucking gods of Olympus!" Sean screamed.
"Oh good god." Lydia groaned as her body opened and her son's cock slid up inside of her. She released her body and she dropped down on his hips. She sat on him and began to rock her hips. She tipped forward on him, planting her hands on his chest. Her breasts dangled over his upturned face.
Sean had grabbed his head but feeling her hands on his chest, opened his eyes and looked down his body at where it conjugated with his mother's. Lydia rolled her hips, grinding them together. Sean released his head, slowly and surely moved his hands towards his mother.
Her head was bent so I could not see her eyes, just the wash of her red hair over her neck and cheeks. Her head jerked and her hips slapped hard down on him when her son's hands found her tits. Sean mauled them, mashing and twisting them.
When he started to arch under her and grunt, I bent over the bed and grabbed her under the arms and dragged her off of him. I put an arm around her waist and held her up. When she could stand, I pulled her to the door. She staggered, like all of her bones had turned to rubber.
I looked at Laura. "You want to fuck him, now you can fuck him as you like. You'uns, downstairs." I moved Lydia into the hall. Brent grabbed Annie and dragged her towards the stairs.
Sammy closed the door, looking at me. "Jesus Christ, Sonny, now what?"
"I am going to fuck her and when I am done, you can have her, if you like. Maybe we'll do her together."
"Jesus Christ, you are a crazy motherfucker!"
I grinned. "Nope, that would be our new buddy, Sean. I am pretty sure he just fucked his mother and she..." I reached down between her legs and pushed a finger into her lush depths. "...I am pretty sure she liked that. More later. You have time?"
He nodded. Sammy was a smart guy and rarely struggled like I did to keep up. "I am good. Maybe Annie will take off the edge. Mrs. Favors, I look forward to an invitation to do you."
I shook Lydia. She was like a rag doll. "He wants an invitation." I hissed.
Lydia's head came up. "Oh, yes, please fuck me." She whispered.
She and I staggered down the hall. I closed the door behind us and released her. She wobbled and staggered to the bed, bending over it and then turning to sit down. Her head came up. Her once sharp eyes were dulled.
"What have I done?" She whispered.
"You fucked your son." I said with as little relish as I could manage. I wanted to add, "like he wanted" but left that out. Sean would have to manage his part in this little drama, another time perhaps.
Lydia was shaking her head. "No, not that. God, I, when I did it, I felt, I felt so excited, so thrilled, so, god, so fucking sexual!" She looked up at me now. "Goddamn you, I liked it. I, I want to do it again, some more!"
I was on her like stink on shit. I bowled her over, turning and pinning her onto her face. I dragged her plush body more fully onto the bed, got down between her legs and entered her. She arched her hips to allow access and shivered as I sank deeply into her.
"Oh god, that feels good!" She growled. "Fuck me, Sonny. I, I have to do this so, so by god I will enjoy it."
I hammered at her from behind for several minutes. She just grunted as I thrust into her.
I fit my cock into her and pushed, slipping easily into her body. She rolled her ass up to receive me.
"Oh Christ, that feels good. I, I am so hot." She gasped, face turned on the bed.
I pulled back and eased into her again till her ass bunched between us, a perfect cushion. I pulled back and eased into her again.
Lydia popped her ass up at me several times while I was suspended over her, still and unmoving.
"God, fuck me, already." She hissed. "You get me hot and ready and don't even let me finish with my son...!"
I interrupted her while I lowered my cock back into her. "You wanted him to cum in you?" I asked.
For a moment she chewed that over and then I felt the bed move. Realizing I did not get her head nodding, she grunted, "Yes. Damn you, I, I wanted to feel him come. I, I admit it. I wanted it. I wanted him to fuck up in me and spill over and fill me up with cum. Oh Christ, how could I want that?"
I pulled back and fed her my cock more quickly. "I don't know. What do you think it means."
"Uh," she groaned, "I, I am aroused by the idea of, of, of having sex with my own son." She mumbled. "Oh god, what have I done?"
"Did you like it." I asked pulling back faster and banging against her ass more firmly.
Lydia Favors grunted. "Uh, oh, fuck, yes, yes, I did. God, the feeling of mounting my own son! God, I, I cannot forget that. Jesus god I want it again!"
I increased my tempo and my force, slamming against her fabulous ass.
"Oh god, finally. Fuck me, fuck me hard."
I began to ram her as hard as I could till she had to move her arms above her head and push against me to keep from rapping her noggin on the headboard.
Finally, I pulled out of her. Her ass bunched under me provided a luxurious cushion but I wanted a better feeling. I wanted between her legs again. I rolled her onto her back. She looked at me, watching me as I got between her legs. I sat back on my heels for a moment.
"You going to fuck him after I leave, if he can I mean?"
She glared at me. "Just shut up and do it, already."
Still pissy after all my solicitation. I got on all fours over her body, my hard dick tracing wet tracks on her abdomen and though her silken fine, red cunt hair. I sucked on one breast and then marked the inner slope. Her body writhed beneath me. I moved to the other breast and when I fastened my sucking lips to her pliable flesh, one of her hands rose up to the back of my head and twiddled with the hair at my neck. I lifted up and looked into her eyes.
"Mrs. Favors, I know this is difficult but I will leave if you insist, right now. I'll take my people and go."
Her head shook before she spoke. She said, "but if you do, you'll hurt my son."
I shrugged, not agreeing but not denying. "If I don't you'll fuck him, right? Tell me, if I leave now, and its just you and him in this house, what will you do? I mean ya'll, as they say where it rarely snows."
Her eyes closed. When she opened them they burned. Her mouth worked but then she tried again, a hand moving to my very hard dangling cock. "Just put it in me." She mewled, using a voice she had not tried before.
I resisted her. "What will ya'll do, once I'm gone?" I pressed.
She closed her eyes and then opened them again. "We'll have sex." She whispered. "God, you know we will, why make me say it?"
I let her guide me to her cunt. I sank into her, her body boiling around me, surging and rippling as though her flesh was trying to envelop me. Once I lay fully on her, my weight on my elbows and balanced on my pubic bone on hers, I kissed her on the mouth.
Her response was coiled passion. The kiss flamed between us and her hands grasped me, pulling and lifting me with her plush hips. I broke the kiss and nibbled around her jawline to her ear. "I want you to say it." I whispered.
"Yes, I want to fuck my son."
I shook my head, a minimal motion.
Lydia snorted. "What? God, what are you talking about now?"
I whispered, "Mrs. Favors, Mrs. Favors, Mrs. Favors, I want you to thank me for making it possible to have what you clearly so desperately wanted."
"What is that?" She hissed. "This? Thank you for your cock!"
She was a clever one but so am I. "No, my dear Lydia, thank me for arranging for you to feel your son's cock sliding up into you."
She moaned, loud and long. I rose up and began to slow fuck her. Her head wagged back and forth but I could not tell what motivated the movements. I wanted credit but only if credit was due.
"Mrs. Favors, I am waiting." I stopped at the top of a cycle, my cock poised at the entrance to her pussy.
She lifted her hips a couple times but could only manage to swallow part of my cock with her nether lips. Finally she lay back, closed her eyes and then looked at me. "Mr. Duncan, no, no, Sonny, listen, I, I have never been this aroused before. I haven't. I, I understand it, its because I mounted my son, I fucked my son...!" Her eyes closed and opened again. "Yes, I liked it and yes, I am going to do it again." Here she smiled, like someone I could not hear told a joke. "It will be all his idea, though." She whispered. "I won't ever fuck him but I'll let him fuck me. I will. Is that what you want to hear?"
"No." I said and slid my cock into her again. Her hips rose the last few inches to kiss my balls with her enveloping pussy.
"Jesus H. Fucknuts! What do you want me to say?"
"Tell the truth." I said reasonably, pulling out of her again but suddenly ramming hard into her. Her eyes clinched and for a moment I thought I had precipitated an orgasm. She calmed herself with three or four great breaths, rattling as though she were breathing around my cock.
"The truth? That I liked the feeling of my son's hard cock sliding up into my body? Is that the truth you want?"
"The truth?"
She closed her eyes and lay still. "Oh, oh yes." She opened her eyes and grinned. "You want me to ask you to tell me to fuck my son."
I nodded. "Yes." I nodded. "The first thing you must do, Mrs. Favors, is fuck your son. You must beg him to fuck you. You sleep with him and when he wants you, you fuck him and if he is sleeping and you are awake, suck him and fuck him if he responds. I want him to feel the heat of your desire for him."
She snorted. "Shit, that will be easy." Her eyes went wide. "Oh my god! What has happened to me."
"You owe me now, Lydia. And when I call, when I want you, when I offer you to someone, you will feel the need to please them and to be pleased."
She shivered.
My cock began to pump in and out of her. Her eye lashes fluttered and then she grimaced. "Oh, oh, god, god, god, I am so high, right now. I'll do anything you want. I swear it by my son's cock. I'll do it all, everything and yes, yes, yes, I'll fucking love it!" She screamed the last, not just because I was suddenly pummeling her body, ramming my cock between her legs as fast and as hard as I could.
Lydia Favors screamed with ecstasy.
"Oh fuck, your cock, your cock." She cried, her voice now tense with passion. "Oh god, I think I might come. I, an orgasm is, is, uh, uh, uh!" She bucked under me, the climax flashed through her and was gone. She lay panting while I pumped up and down between her legs, slick with her quick climax. She lifted her legs and locked them around me, pulling me down into her body.
"Sonny, now you have me, what are you going to do with me?"
I kissed the side of her jaw. "What would you like me to do with you?"
She closed her eyes. "Mary forgive, I want to fuck my son."
"What a sweet thing to say!" I muttered. I slammed down into her. "Mrs. Favors, after I leave tonight, you can fuck him as much as you want." I stopped. "No. No, you must fuck him as much as you want."
The woman shivered and swore. "Oh son of a bitch!" She bucked under me, a new orgasm attacking her. Suddenly, though, she stiffened. "Oh no! Oh god, no!" Lydia Favors moaned.
For a moment, I could not understand her but then I heard it too, a muffled voice growing louder and more distinct.
"Mother! Mother! Mother!" The sound came to us through the door. I expected Lydia to explode, fighting to get off the bed. Instead, she just groaned and dropped her bare legs out like wings onto the bed. She lay under me, utterly lax, well, except for a slight pulsing detectable in her hips, meeting my thrusts into her body.
"Mother! What the hell are these strangers doing in our house! What the...!" The door opened and a broad swathe of light felt across my back, across Lydia's tits and splayed legs.
"Oh my god, Mother, what are you doing!"
Lydia lifted her head. "I am fucking, Quill. Don't you wish you would have knocked first?"
I thought that was an odd thing to say. I was sure I'd heard knocking. However, I knew the girl was going to scream. I was up and at her before she could, pulling her into the room and slamming the door hard. She twisted away from me but left her back to me. I grabbed her from behind, hard, wrapping her arms with one of mine. I found her slight and light, bearing her forward onto the bed, right over her mother's middle.
For a moment, the young woman struggled and wiggled but her face, turned toward the head of the bed, came right against her mother's proud breasts. She went still.
"Quilla, dear, calm down."
I felt the woman in my grasp lift her head. "Calm down? A naked man has me, me, he was just fucking you and now, now..."
I wondered what she was going to say. Instead of waiting, I dragged her over to the closet and opened it. I found a bathrobe and pulled its sash loose. I tied her arms behind her. The room was dark but the closet had a light that came on when you opened the door. I found a long filmy blouse and tied it around Quilla's mouth. She struggled but then relaxed. I directed her over to the bed.
Quilla lay on her side looking at us, eyes flicking back and forth between us.
"Now what are you going to do, Sonny?" Lydia asked, actual amusement in her voice.
I shook my head. Shit, I hadn't counted on this happening this way. I had figured that Quilla would catch Mommy and Sean and Sean would have to do the honors.
"I think you should fuck her." Lydia said. "Now. I'll hold her."
I've heard of the Stockholm syndrome but shit I hadn't been here for more than a few hours. You'd think it would take longer. The woman had adjusted fucking fast!
Lydia Favors sat up beside her bound daughter and rolled her awkwardly onto her back, onto her tied arms. I'd tied them at the elbows and then used a silk tie around her middle to secure her wrists. Lydia leaned over the girl and got eye to eye with her, dangling her mammoth breasts against her daughter.
"See, young lady, this is what you get for calling me a stupid whore, for insisting that I knew nothing about sex and that I just wanted to run your life. You have bitched and moaned and cursed me and demanded independence while living right here in the house I pay for, for you and you don't pay a dime for, and never once have you said thank you. No, this time you have to shut the fuck up and listen. You go crying to Daddy and he gives you whatever you want and you both blame me for everything. Well, guess what my dear daughter, now you can fucking blame me for this."



She looked at me. "You know what we have to do. She'll, she'll squeal. I know she will." She nodded. "You have to do it to her too!"
This was happening way too fast. I fixed on just one of the things she said.
"Hold her. Lets see if she knows anything about sex."
Quilla struggled, then, hard. Between her mother and I, we got her turned so her ass was on the edge of the bed. Lydia looked disappointed when I got down beside her legs. Quilla wore a long midi skirt, flannel and long, lace-up boots to her knees. I left the boots in place. I lifted the skirt and ran my hands up Quilla's legs.
Quilla struggled rocking on her arms bound behind her. Lydia had little trouble holding her down. Her legs were sheathed in nylon for warmth. "Scissors?" I asked. I didn't want to take off her boots, dangerous as that might be to leave them on, since they had nice, high heels. The brushed leather felt good on my bare skin.
I held Quilla by the hips while her mother rolled off the bed and got scissors from her dresser. She handed them to me and renewed her hold on her daughter. "I want you to fuck her, Sonny." She hissed. "She has been a bitch to me for ten years ever since the divorce and now, I am done taking it! My fucking ex-husband was boning the neighbor lady and little Miss Bitchy Pants here still blames me, even after her father admitted to what I caught him doing. She has been a bitch to me and I am sick of it. I want you to fuck her and then fuck me and see which one of us has the better pussy!"
Oh shit, I thought, this woman has gone right around the bend. I shook my head, thinking of my sister. Redheads!
I got back under Quilla's skirt and ran my hands up her legs, being sure that she felt the cold metal of the scissors on her skin. She started shaking but otherwise laid still at least not struggling to dislodge the man under her bonnet. I pulled her pantyhose and briefs down to her thighs and then simply cut them apart. She groaned as she felt the scissors between her legs. I stripped the shredded hosed down to her knees.
"Now, fuck her!" Lydia rasped.
Instead, I knelt between the woman's legs. She shook still not struggling.
"What are you doing, Sonny?" Lydia asked.
"I am going to have a taste."
"No, fuck her. Put your cock in her and then in me. See who you like the best! I've already fucked..." she stumbled but then finished innocuously, "...you once so it won't matter if you fuck me again."
Quilla jerked but Lydia held her down by the shoulders.
I ducked under the long skirt. Everything went dark. All I had were the two long paths of smooth skin leading to pussy on either side of my head. I held her by the knees and moved up between her legs. She strained to escape my hold but couldn't. She struggled hard for a long time. I had to just sit and hold her legs open, waiting for her to tire. I looped my arms around her thighs and waited, feeling the young woman thrashing, weakening.
After a few minutes, Quilla was panting and blowing, the sound muffled by her thick skirt over my head. I relaxed my hold on her legs and moved both hands up to her pussy. She felt me approach and went completely still. When I finally got to her crotch, I found her completely bare and swampy wet. I ran a finger down her furrow. It was like breaking the skin on a peach, succulent and juicy. I thrust a finger down into her and she moaned, more of a feeling emanating from her abdomen than actual sound that I heard.
Her hips lifted and dropped, lifted and dropped, fucking the fresh air. Well, it wasn't so fresh now, under her skirt it smelled of aroused woman. I bent forward and sought her pussy with my tongue. When we connected, Quilla jumped, her whole body levitated off the bed. I fit my mouth over the crease in her body and sucked at her thick lips. She bucked against me, fighting me, not with will but with simple reaction.
"Uh, uh, uh!" Quilla panted, her voice penetrating gag and skirt both. I licked deep through her pussy lips, swiping a gout of liquid out of the folds. She glugged and bucked. I found her clit and sucked on it, torturing it with my lips and tongue. She went completely still, panting beyond the darkness around me. The world pulsed for me.
I ate her and she screamed into the blouse tied around her mouth. Her body pulsed under me while I sucked and stabbed my tongue into her body, alternately. She shook and bucked and quaked. I licked her deep and then followed her reaction into her body, flicking through the folds of her pussy and probing her with my tongue. She grunted and her hips whacked at my face. I reached around her legs and grabbed her ass. Quilla shifted and then pressed her pussy against my mouth, grinding her hips up at me, seeking the right pressure on her clit. I stabbed my tongue into her and reached around with a finger and thrummed her clit. She screamed again.
This woman came to orgasm by invitation only. It seemed to be just under the surface.
Then I heard her voice.
"Oh, god, oh god, mother, he's, he's eating me. I came, I came when, when, with uh, uh, uh!" Another wave of ecstasy rumbled over her. "I came when, with his tongue in me. I, god I felt him on the back of my throat. I, I can feel his cock in my mouth, on my tongue. Oh, god mother..." Something was happening I could not see but at that moment, I guessed that Lydia was kissing her daughter. I resumed eating her.
In moments, Quilla thrashed into an extended orgasm, her mouth covered by something because her groans and grunts sounded muted and muffled. Her hips ground up at me, tracking my tongue, seeking to pull it into her once more. I licked gently at her little clit and she bucked. Over and over she came, like she ran with it, like she gushed with orgasm and her inner reservoir had been tapped. I hadn't even entered her yet.
I escaped the twitching closeness of her legs and pushed her skirt up her torso. Sure enough, Lydia was kissing her daughter, holding her in her lap and kissing her on the mouth, smothering her with her great breasts. Lydia's hand knotted in her daughter's red hair and the other hand mashed her tits, massaging them through blouse and bra. Quilla kissed her mother desperately, panting and heaving in her clutches.
I pushed Quilla more onto the bed, turning her so she laid beside her mother. Lydia continued to kiss the young woman. She only looked up when I got between her legs. Quilla lifted her hips, inviting penetration. I accepted, placing my cock against the bare folds of her pussy and sought her entrance. She shifted, adjusted and lifted her hips, enveloping my cock in her hot goodness.
"Oh my god!" I groaned.
Quilla responded by rising up under me. My cock clicked down into her till I rested on her, pubic bone to pubic bone.
"Oh god, mother, he's, he's inside me!" She whimpered. "I, god, I so love cock. Why, why now!"
Lydia looked at me, her daughter's head cradled in one arm, on her bent, naked knee. "Aren't you going to kiss her?" She whispered. "You know, to see if she knows how?" Her voice mocked someone but I was unsure that it was me.
With my cock firmly planted inside of her, I bent over Quilla, her skirt bunched between us, her arms bound, her breasts shaking. I leaned over her in the milky gloom and found her eyes on me. I kissed her on the lips and found the fire I had last tasted on her mother's lips. Her mouth opened and her tongue assaulted me probing and stretching, touching the sensitive corners of my mouth.
Quilla puffed as we kissed. Her body strained and shifted, her pussy tightened around my cock. I broke the kiss and she gasped, panting. Her hips bounded off the bed, hammering her pussy onto my cock.
I lifted up and looked up her mostly covered body. I searched for buttons and hooks till I got the skirt loose and unwrapped. I found her bra, pushed the blouse up to her shoulders and unhooked the bra. I sucked at her breast and she sighed.
"Oh god, a man's mouth on my boob and my mother's tits in my face!"
It finally dawned on me that something had happened utterly independent of but in concert with my actions. I pulled out of her and stood up.
Quilla struggled to sit up. "Untie me and we'll both fuck you. God, I don't know how you did it but I have had a dozen boyfriends who all wanted to get me into bed with my mother and she acted like I was giving way both of her kidneys. Now you do her and her I am!"
There, now I understood.
Lydia was terribly silent. If I understood correctly, she had been resisting this for years and finally, finally she was in a bed with her daughter!
Jesus Buckets, I had to make something of that, didn't I? "What? Mrs. Favors, what is she saying?"
Lydia lifted her head and looked through her mop of hair, gone dark in the gloom.
"Do my ears deceived me?" No response. "Mrs. Favors?"
"No."
"No what?"
"No, your ears don't deceive you."
"Oh? And?"
Lydia Favors let her daughter flop back onto the bed and scooted up till she could lean on the headboard. She folded her arms under her impressive tits. "Several of the young men Quilla has brought home, they, uh, they took passes at me." Had the light been better, I surely would have seen the woman blushing.
"Passes? What sort of passes? Did they say that dress made your ass look big?"
She snorted. "No, no. They, well," she looked down at Quilla, "they kissed me. Several, several of them put their hand on my boob and squeezed it and wouldn't let go."
"Did you like that?"
"Hell no! What sort of woman likes having the men her daughter brings home kissing her?"
"I don't know. You tell me." I thought of Becky Kline and it seemed like a question worth answering, I must have some data to work with, it seems.
"I didn't like it and I told them so. All of them."
"Till now." Quilla chirped. Jesus, the runny bitch sounded happy.
"Is that all?"
Lydia lifted her head again and sat forward, scooting her ass back up the bed. "Jesus on the beach, you never leave a girl alone, do you?"
"Is that all?"
Lydia shook her head. "You know it isn't."
"Well?"
"Well, well, well one got his hand down my slacks, between my legs." She hesitated and grunted. "Oh what's the fucking use. He stuck his finger in me and found I was, I was wet. He, he said that if I didn't, didn't suck his cock, he'd tell Quilla he'd gotten me hot. He, he was the one that told me she had told all the men she dated that she'd sleep with any one of them if they got her mother into bed. I asked him if a blow job qualified and he said it would be our little secret."
"Jesus, Mom, did you blow him?"
"I did. I sucked him till he was blowing sand. He told me he'd never had a better blow job."
"Jesus!" Quilla growled. "Who?"
"Luke." Lydia mumbled.
"Holy fucked up sandals, Luke Pintouhsky!" Quilla laughed so hard she started coughing.
When the coughing jag passed, she twisted around to look at her mother. "The metrosexual? God, why would you blow him?"
Lydia half smiled, shrugging her shoulders, her arms still folded under her bare tits. "I'd have fucked him if he had asked but the blow job distracted him."
Quilla snickered. "Yeah, he has the attention span of a grasshopper on the highway. He is shallow."
"Shallow but pretty." Lydia said, smiling broader when her daughter turned away. "He is almost as pretty as his mother and sister." She chortled.
My god, my ears pricked up. I bet I looked like Spock, Mister not Doctor.
Quilla laughed, surprisingly relaxed in her present condition, bound and fucked on her naked mother's bed. "Yeah, shallow and pretty, that's Luke."
"Why didn't you ever bring him back?"
"He never said you blew him. I'd have fucked him if I'd known that."
"You still can." Lydia grumbled. "But now you have to share."
I cleared my throat, feeling like I was a bug on the wall, or the windshield, one. "Mrs. Favors, aren't you forgetting something?"
She looked at me. "Oh, right. You're going to fuck her. You already fucked her though."
I shook my head. "Fine. You forgot. We have to do what you did."
Lydia came back from her blow job dreams and caught up. "Oh, oh yes."
I shook my head. "I am going to fuck you both and see who has the better pussy, remember?" She caught all the way up. "Help me get her clothing off." I said.
We untied her and she went limp while we stripped her of the remains of her clothing. Together we got all but Quilla's boots off.
I told them both to lie down side by side. Quilla lay still, waiting while her mother shifted down beside her. I crawled under the covers between Quilla's legs. She gasped and helped me find her entrance. I pierced her with my hard cock. I made to lie down and found Lydia's head over one breast. I stayed over her and fucked her daughter, ramming down into her hard while her mother sucked noisily on her tit, just the near one. Quilla put one hand to the other breast and squeezed and massaged it.
Holy fuck! I thought. Another mother and daughter. I realized I had been planning on this but now that it was here, I took a little time to be amazed. It felt good! Quilla was in the bed with her boots on. She kept trying to wrap her legs around me but got those tall heels hooked and tangled in the sheets.
The next time she stretched out straight, I lifted out of her and pushed her mother away from her daughter's tit. Lydia rolled onto her back easily and willingly. I knee-walked between her legs and felt her hands seeking me. In moments she had me positioned between her legs, my cock hooked in the entrance to her pussy.
"Fuck me, Sonny." She said loudly. "Ram your cock into me!"
I did. Lydia groaned and bucked under me. I lay down on her, stretching between her legs while she raised and lowered her hips under me. I put my head down beside her face. She turned it and kissed me on the cheek and then twisted further to kiss my ear.
"You know what has to be done." She whispered. "You know. You have to do it to her too!" Lydia's voice strained with urgency.
I gripped her hips and ground into her, thrusting into her hard and fast.
"Me. Now me." Quilla whispered.
I changed mounts. I felt like the pony express. Quilla's hands caressed my body as I ground into her. Then back into her mother. And back again. Back and forth from mother to daughter, over and over again, filling each with cock over and over again till I felt my orgasm arrive. I quickly moved from Quilla to Lydia and hammered her to the bed. The climax broke over me and left me gasping and jerking on her, pumping cum into the mother while her daughter kissed and caressed my back.
Finally I lay still, panting and breathless but done, poured into the woman under me.
"Do her now." Lydia insisted.
"Do what, mother?" Quilla asked.
"Sonny, now. I want to see it!" Lydia hissed.
Slowly my senses returned and I lifted up, pulling my cock out of Lydia with a soft pop. I looked down at Lydia. Her eyes glittered in the gray darkness, only light from the streetlights relieved the gloom.
"You have to do it." Lydia said.
"I don't."
"You do."
"No." I said, "You do."
"What the fuck are you two talking about?" Quilla growled. "Jesus, I'm right here. Talk like I don't exist, why don'tcha?"
"Me?" Lydia mumbled. "Why me?"
"Because you want to and you know you have to share, if you get to, now."
"You do it." Lydia muttered. "I'll, I'll owe you. And yes, I know what that means."
I chuckled and kissed her. "My dear, you have no idea but it will be my pleasure and yours to fill you in."
She snorted. "You have a fucking way with words, Sonny Duncan."
"Jesus Christ, is that Sonny Duncan?" Quilla exclaimed. "I heard, I heard, oh shit."
I turned to the young woman. "What did you hear?"
"I heard, I heard you, you are dating D. Debra Hamilton."
I grinned. "If you want to call it that."
"That bitch is crazy from what I hear."
Small world, I thought. I had to be cautious.
I moved off the bed.
"What, mother? What is he going to do now?"
"Quilla, oh my lovely daughter, just do what he asks, what he tells you to do."
"Come with me." I growled, trying to make my voice menacing.
Quilla laughed. "I think I just did."
So much for menacing. "Get up." I clarified. She did and I led her in nothing but her boots out into the hall.
"Where are we going?"
"I need reinforcements." I muttered, leaving her leaning on the wall. Her mother appeared behind her and mother and daughter engaged in a soul kiss that I felt on my cock. I trotted to the stairs and listened. Yes, someone was being fucked. "Hey you guys, come up again."
I walked slowly back to Quilla. Quilla's eyes got huge when I opened the door to her brother's room.
"What are you doing?" She asked, wonder and fright in her tone.
On the bed, Sean roused from sleep, Laura's nude body hugged him from the other side. His long cock lay, lank and loose on her abdomen. Lydia had pushed Quilla before her into the room. Quilla was speechless.
"Jeez, Mom, what's wrong with his cock?"
"Don't say that, dear, there is nothing wrong with it, it just looks different but I can tell you..."
I cut her off. "Better to demonstrate." I growled.
Behind us Brent and Annie appeared. Annie looked like she had dressed in a whirl wind. Her blouse was open, showing her gorgeous tits. Her skirt was twisted side ways and her stockings were shredded around her calves.
"Laura, come here." I said softly.
Laura opened her eyes and smiled a beatific smile and got off the far side of the bed and came around to stand with the rest of us. I turned to Quilla.
"You need to see this." I said, looking at Lydia. "You asked. Now. Suck him and fuck him like you wanted."
"Oh sweet mother of god!" Quilla hissed. She watched, stiff and confused as her mother, completely naked, bent over her brother, lifted his cock with one hand and began to lick and suck it. Over and over Lydia slurped the misshapen end between her rich lips. Sean lay back on his elbows watching his mother suck his cock. His eyes kept flicking to his nearly naked sister, as though expecting her to explode or something.
Gradually, he concentrated on his mother and his cock got hard. Lydia began to take it deeper and deeper into her mouth until she had it half covered. She pulled off of him, licking and smacking her lips around the odd cock head. She looked up the naked body under her at Sean.
Sean had his eyes fixed on his mother.
"Sean, my son, ask me to fuck you." She said the words distinctly and clearly but Quilla shook her head like she didn't hear properly.
"What did she just say?" Quilla whispered, her voice astonished.
"I think she wants him to tell her to fuck him." I muttered.
"Oh." Quilla turned and looked up at me, seemingly unconscious of being nude before her equally nude brother. "Okay, okay, what did you do with my mother! Where'd she go? Who is this bitch?"
Lydia did not respond, may not have heard. She lowered her lips and sucked on Sean's cockhead and was taking more and more of it into her mouth when Sean groaned.
"God, mother, fuck me. Fuck me!" His voice ran up the register like he had been waiting all his life to say it. No wonder if he had.
The woman pulled her mouth off of her son's cock and rocked onto one knee and began the awkward knee walk up his body till she straddled his hips and his cock bumped idly against her pussy.
"Say it again." Lydia said. She turned to look at her daughter. "Watch closely, Quill and you will see a real, live motherfucker. Isn't that what you call him all the time? Be careful what you wish for." Lydia turned away from her agape daughter, positioned Sean's creaking hard cock and sank down on it clear to the gunnels.



Lydia rocked her hips and then got to her knees and lifted up and down on her son's cock, massaging each of them mutually, twerking with gusto, without music but with only the percussion of their mutual grunts of pleasure.
Sean finally put his hands on his mother's hips. "Quill, look, look, Mom's fucking me. She's fucking me!" He took firm hold of the woman astraddle him and pulled her hard down his cock, rather like he was trying her on for size.
Lydia gasped and grunted, her hips tensing and ramming cock into her body faster and faster.
"Oh my great goathead god!" Quilla murmured. "She fucking him. He's fucking her." I moved behind her and she grasped my one hand and pressed it between her legs and the other over a breast. She shivered against me, grinding her ass against my hard cock. Her mother's ass lifted up and dropped down, impaling her over and over on the cock. Finally, Lydia dropped down his cock and stayed, grinding her hips against his body and bucking while she hissed through her teeth.
"She's coming. Isn't she?" Quilla gasped.
"I don't know, girl, you're the expert!" I muttered into her ear. "Your turn now, before he blows again and you lose your chance."
I felt her shrink back against me, her hands clinching on my arms. "Mrs. Favors, its your daughter's turn!" I said.
Lydia lifted immediately off of her son and backed off of the bed.
I indicated Sammy and Brent. "Their turn." I whispered.
Lydia got to her knees and opened Brent's pants. "Oh my god, he's huge!" She breathed when his cock came into view. Sammy pulled Annie into his arms and sucked on her neck. Annie squirmed.
I gave Quilla a gentle push. "Time for you to fuck your brother." I muttered.
She leaned around to stare at me. After a mutual moment of mysterious motionlessness, she looked over at her wavering mother.
Lydia lifted her eyes, pulling off of Brent's cock. She spoke as though in a trance. "Yes. You have to fuck him, dear." Lydia Favors whispered. "I'll, I'll, I've agreed to this but now, now you must do him too. You saw me. Now, now I must see you with your brother's cock sliding into you."
Quilla shivered and shook loose from my hold. She moved in a daze. She did exactly what her mother had done, crawling over her brother's body and then bending his cock between her legs. She sat down on him. This time Sean did not lay watching at the start. He grabbed her by the hips and pulled her hard down his tall cock. Quilla squealed.
"Oh my god!" She wheezed, as the cock sliced up into her.
"Oh my god!" Lydia said from behind me, having gotten to her feet, leaving Brent wagging in the wind. "They are finally fucking."
Sean, not content to be ridden, pulled Quilla onto his chest and rolled her onto her back. Her eyes appeared to his side, fixed on me. Sean's ass rose and fell between her legs. Quilla lay still, I thought she was in some sort of sexual shock. First from seeing her mother and brother fuck and now finding herself on her back with her brother planted between her legs, fucking her. She looked dazed.
Sean slapped their bodies together and Quilla's eyes closed. She suddenly craned her neck up and kissed Sean's chin, the best she could reach. He muttered something and looked down at his sister.
"I'm fucking you, Quill." He muttered.
"Oh god, you fucked Mom."
He nodded. "And I am going to fuck her some more. She, she said Sonny insists that I fuck her."
"Oh god, what about me?"
Sean snorted a chortle. "Oh, I bet she'll fuck you too, Quilla."
She slapped his shoulder with the flat of her hand but then moved both hands to his waist, letting them ride there providing support and encouragement.
"You know what I mean."
I moved to the bed and bent beside the coupled couple. "Quilla, kiss me." I whispered.
Sean moved aside and Quilla arched up and her lips met mine. "Don't worry, you'll do what I want and I assure you, you will be fucked often and well. You and your mom, you both fucked Sean here and you both will do what I ask. Won't you?"
She nodded automatically. She knew her mother had succumbed, it seemed natural to follow suit. "You'll fuck us again?" She asked softly. Sean slammed into her particularly hard and she groaned, again and a tiny orgasm flickered in her, like the first pilot light after the gas goes on in a house.
I nodded. "Me and my friends, we'll all want a turn at you two."
"Oh god!" She suddenly screamed. Sean jerked over her, hammering down between her splayed legs. She bucked under him.
We all watched her come the first time and then leading to a string of thrashing orgasms.
We watched till Sean arched his back, rammed into his sister one more time and collapsed over her like a wet blanket on a fire. The redhead lay under him, her hips swelling and shrinking, moving him just a little.
"Fuck rocks and bunny rabbits!" Sammy hissed. "He just fucked his mother and his sister." He looked at me. "Shit. Now I wish I had a sister!" His eyes got really wide, staring at me.
I chuckled. I had to know what the guy was thinking. Sonny has three sisters!
Lydia had left Brent's cock but now held him in one hand, idly stroking him while she watched her children have sexual intercourse. She turned and looked at me, eyes wide, panting, still nude and fucking lovely. "Oh god, what do we do now?" She asked.
"Give them some privacy." I whispered pushing the door wide behind us.
"But, but what if they do it again?"
I shrugged. "I bet by the looks of things they will and they'll enjoy it."
Then the woman said the cutest thing. "But what about me?"
That brought me up short. "Come here." I led her down the hall towards her bedroom. I turned at the door and gestured at Brent to grab Sammy and Annie and join us. I fucking forgot about Laura. She had disappeared.
Brent had a weird look on his face but punched Sammy on the back. Sammy had Annie against the wall and had entered her, his pants around his hips. She had one leg hooked behind his legs, eyes closed, face tipped up.
Brent disturbed them and Sammy turned around, pulling his cock out of her. Annie keened and dropped her head, opening her eyes, but barely.
"Oh my, your men do seem friendly with your girls."
I pulled Lydia into the bedroom. We were both nude. I spun her around and kissed her, engulfing her in my naked embrace. She flowed against me like a wet shirt, coating me with her skin as tight and completely as one rounded body can fit against another. We made do.
Brent cleared his throat. I looked at him.
"What do you want us to do now."
"Annie." I rumbled. "Have her do you both. Front and back, so Mrs. Favors here sees what its like to have two men at once."
"Oh god." Mrs. Favors shivered against me, hiding her face against my chest.
"You'll do two men, and three men at the same time. With your daughter, eventually. You'll both do two men and three men at the same time."
"Oh, oh god." She shivered against me. Then she looked up at me. "You promise? Really?" She shuddered.
"No fucking your daughter's boyfriends, either. You are strictly mine to hand around." I grinned. "Unless they have hot mothers or sisters, shit or both, to trade, I mean." I was being facetious but it is little things like that on which battles balance, like Napoleon's boots as Tolstoy suggests.
Mrs. Favors looked up at me. "Oh, well, I'll find out. I know, I know a few of them, and, well, yes, some of them have mothers and sisters whom I am sure would be to your liking."
I shook my head, not sure I was hearing what I was hearing but chalked it up to cock intoxication. We turned to watch Annie take on two men at once.
Sammy and Brent worked like a drill team, excuse the pun. Brent was naked and laying on his back before Sammy got Annie stripped. Sammy was always so polite. Once the Chinese woman was naked, he helped her onto the bed and onto Brent. She wheezed all the way down his huge cock but accepted every pea-picking inch into her quivering body.
"God," Lydia whispered, "she is so small and he is so big."
"Lube, Sonny." Sammy growled. "Can't do this without a little lubrication. I've tried and she nearly scratched my eyes out."
I looked down at Lydia. "Lube. Do you have any good lubrication?"
"Like hand lotion?"
"No. Something oil based that won't absorb into her ass, something that will keep it slick, at least till he gets his cock all the way into her."
Lydia shuddered, like she was cold. "Oh, oh, the ass. Yes, let me find it." She fussed at her dresser and turned with a well used little tube, nearly empty but sufficient. Sammy snatched it out of her fingers and got on the bed.
The three of them rummaged around, arranging pillows and jacking up Brent's ass. Annie continued to ride him, stopping when they needed her too but generally keeping her hips rolling, stroking the hard cock up into her stretched pussy.
"God, how can she do that?"
"Funny you should ask, Mrs. Favors. You asked what's next? This." I pulled her naked body next to mine and together we watched Sammy work his lean cock into Annie's ass. Annie began to puff and grunt as he first lubed her anal entrance and then his cock. She grunted as he penetrated her, pushing his cock deep into her. She groaned and tried to thrash but the two cocks had her fixed in place. Her legs moved as though utterly independent from each other. Her hands were planted on Brent's bare chest. As Sammy pressed into her ass, she bent lower and lower till she just surrendered and dropped on her tits onto Brent.
His big hands pulled at her little ass, splitting her open as Sammy ground down into her slowly but surely. He'd stop, pull back and push further, back and forth till finally he grunted and stopped. No space remained between her lean hips and his abdomen. She had cock in both sides of her.
Brent hunched up under Annie and she screamed. Her body tried to move but only succeeded in rippling, waves of sensation from the full penetration of two cocks in her swept up and down her body, robbing her of sense and breath.
"Watch this." I whispered to Lydia. The three bucking bodies stilled when I approached. Annie, feeling my hand trailing up her leg sticking out of the conjoined three, twisted her torso up and opened her mouth. She leaned as far to the side as she could. I had to get onto the bed, however, to touch her pulsing lips with my cock. The bed made for an unsteady foundation and I had to balance with Sammy and the headboard but finally I was able to move close enough that she could kiss the end of my cock.
Perversely, wished I had shoved it into Lydia first and cursed silently that I neglected that little spicy detail. Annie did not care. She managed to extend herself further from between the two men now fucking her. Her head thrust out of the tangle like a turtle head from its shell. She sucked at the end of my cock and sank my cock deep into her mouth, past her soft tongue and into her throat. Sammy grunted behind her, her body now twisted making her tense all over and under and inside.
"Oh god, so tight!" Sammy growled and then his body jerked and jerked again. "Come, coming." He hissed.
Annie's body continued to twitch and jerk but now her mouth was full of cock. Her grunts vibrated up my cock into my very brain. Brent reared under her and I felt her convulse. Her mouth turned into a suction pipe and with the merest hint of teeth, she clamped down on my cock and sucked harder and harder. Suddenly her breath cut off and she jerked back, expelling me from her mouth. As soon as she caught her breath, she screamed, grunting and thrashing under Sammy.
Brent suddenly pulled her hard down onto his cock. Annie screamed again, trying to talk but not managing it. Brent growled and his hips peppered Annie from beneath, bouncing her up and down against the weight on her ass and back with decreasing intensity.
I moved off the bed.
Lydia Favors stood staring at the three people connected on her bed. "Oh my god." She whispered.
I maneuvered her forward and she bent, hands on the edge of the bed, her face right next to Annie's tensed hip.
"Oh yes, god, fuck me!" She cried.
I pushed into her and found her dripping wet. I slid into her like an icicle into a greased donut. She seethed around my cock as I plunged into her. She grunted and bowed her head, resting it against the back of Annie's thigh. That seemed to connect us all.
Lydia began to come almost immediately, the heat of the entire situation finally brought her to a boil. She screamed, "coming, oh yes, oh yes, I am coming, coming, coming!" She did.
I felt her body clinching down on me, her hips punching back, driving my cock into her body over and over again.
"Fill me. God, I want to feel your cum, I want to feel it spurting out of me again and running down my legs. God, I love that, oh Sonny, fuck me!" The red haired woman cried out, her voice ragged with her peaking passion, her body bucking with passion.
"Uh, uh, uh!" She grunted as her orgasm rolled through her, wave after wave of ecstasy that left her panting for breath, her body tightly clamped on my cock. Her head bobbed as though she had lost control of it.
I gripped her by the waist and sawed in and out of her, chasing my orgasm, the last of the group to come. Lydia groaned and groaned as I fucked her, her body twitching and then eventually responding. Her ass tightened then punched back as I rammed against it, piercing her deeply. She shuddered one final time, shrieked and just as she released her knees to dribble to the floor, I climaxed, ecstasy shooting through me like rockets.
I pumped against the falling woman, following her to the floor, turning till she was limply sitting on her knees while I fucked her from behind. She lay on her knees, head turned to the side. I lifted her hips to get deeper in her again and she just lay there, letting me hammer into her as I poured cum into her clasping pussy.
Finally I ran down. The thrill of taking this woman and her daughter had wound me up and the coiled spring took forever to relax. I felt like I had changed species.
I pulled out of her and rolled onto my back beside her on the floor. Lydia groaned and crawled into my arms, sagging over me, dragging her tits over my heaving chest and then collapsing. Above us we heard the other's untangling. Annie squeaked several times. I thought I knew that sound, her nipple squeak. Someone was sucking her tits again. Maybe both.
"God, I have never seen or done or imagined anything like that!" Lydia whispered. "Is that what you mean by owning me?"
I grinned. I had rightly assessed her sensual potential. "That and more. And your daughter."
"Quilla!" She moaned, lifting her head. "And Sean. Oh god, what have I done?"
I left that question alone but answered a different one. "You, and she, will be available to..." Suddenly I had a thought. A great thought. I pushed her to the side and stood up. Unsteadily to be sure, but I did get to my feet, lack of blood in my brain notwithstanding.
"Annie, come, come with me."
She lifted her head and pointed her nose around the room, utterly unseeing. Without hesitation she climbed from between the white body and the black body and staggered over Lydia's legs. I pulled Lydia to her feet and pushed her towards the bed. "In between." I hissed. She looked at me and climbed into Annie's former position, she sat there, looking at me with a most peculiar look on her face and then lay down on her back, her bare breasts projecting over them like watch towers.
I looked at Annie. She had gotten clear and conscious finally. She just shook her head. I took her arm and almost carried her and her naked body out into the hall and through the door into Sean's room.
The light from the hall fell on the two naked figures on the bed, still tangled together as they fell. My cock had returned again, full of vigor at the idea in my head. Nothing fancy.
"Turn her over." I spoke and Sean lifted his head. Quilla lay over him, awake but trying to imagine I wasn't there. With difficulty Sean twisted her onto her back. I spread her legs. She shifted and made as though she were just then rousing.
"What?" She mumbled, her red hair a tangle over her face.
"Annie, taste her."
Anne Kingston crawled immediately between the woman's legs and with her head bent severely on the bed, ate her clean. In moments, Quilla began to bounce her hips on the bed. Sean, seeing his sister responding to the woman between her legs, got onto his side and offered Quilla his hardening cock. She leaned towards it but a wracking orgasm interrupted them.
"Uh, oh god!" Quilla groaned, deep behind her flailing tits. They wobbled and shook but did not fall down. Sean, seeing her distraction and her tits, bent over her torso and sucked one tight nipple between his lips. Quilla bucked beneath him and then shuddered from the waist down.
I was hard then and finally got Annie positioned to enter her. She was sloshing wet. I rammed into her and found no resistance whatsoever. I pumped her a few times, until it began to distract her and then I pulled her away from Quilla's pussy. She struggled against me for a while.
"Oh, god, Sean, cock. I want cock." Quilla whistled in the gloom. Sean had to push Annie away. He got between his sister's legs and ran his cock down into her. She lay looking up at him her face a mask of lust and confusion. "Oh, Sean, fuck me!" She spoke but the sound of her voice seemed to jolt her and she looked around, like she was waking up in the middle of an intense dream, only to find it was actually happening. Sean hammered down between her legs at that moment and closed her eyes.
"Let's go." I pulled Annie out of the room but left the door open. I found Sammy sitting on the bed while Lydia sucked on Brent's cock.
"What's up, Sonny?" Brent asked looking past the woman's head at me.
"Time to go. These people need to fuck each other a lot to get this into their system. I looked around. "Where the fuck is Laura?" We had lost her somewhere. I gathered up my clothes and left the others to find theirs. I found Laura Wills sitting, naked on a kitchen chair sipping from a tumbler of bourbon. I dropped my clothes on the chair beside her.
"Get dressed. It's time to go."
She looked up at me, her eyes dull and distant. "We, you, they..." She started then shook her head violently. "You just had that woman fuck her son." She said. "And his sister, they both fucked him."
I nodded. "I know. That was the plan all along. I fucking love it when a plan comes together!"
Laura smiled vacantly. "What happens to me now?" She whispered. "Sean will have a mother and his sister. Chris is with Tawny. You, god Sonny, you fuck everybody. What about me?"
I reached down and tapped the collar around her neck. "I'll find a use for you, pretty girl, I promise."
Just like that the woman smiled. All gloom passed and she rose and went upstairs, I presumed for her clothing but once I was dressed, I followed just to make sure Sean understood he was to fuck his sister and his mother. Laura was dressing and Sean and Quilla lay on the bed, watching her.
"Jesus, Sean, you were fucking that." Quilla muttered. "Shit, who can blame you? I'd fuck that."
I grinned. "Fine. She stays. Take her home when you get tired of her." I spoke to Sean and he nodded. I looked at Quilla. "Your brother just traded you for her. You understand that, right?"
For a moment, Quilla stared but then she nodded. "I think."
"It means, it means you fuck who Sonny tells you to fuck, Quill." Sean muttered.
"I'm telling you to fuck your brother, fuck your mother, and fuck her. Till Sean fucks someone else. Until he has someone else, you fuck them and him. Understand? Whenever he wants. Once he touches someone else, you're mine. Understand?"



She nodded again and to put a fine point on it, she bent over his cock and sucked it into her mouth.
Sean looked at me like I'd just added two inched to his cock. Quilla sat up, slurping off his cock, letting the sheet drift off her impressive tits. She saw Laura watching them and got to her feet.
Laura had her blouse on over her bra. Quilla pushed the blouse off her shoulders and mashed her tits through the bra. "Oh god, Sean, we are going to have so much fun with her."
I tapped Quilla on the ass. She looked around at me, suspended in her own private dimension of erotic imagination. "Don't forget your mother. Share."
Quilla nodded.
When I kissed her, it was like she snapped back into our reality. She molded her naked body against my clothes, rubbing herself against me. I continued to kiss her but walked her out into the hall, down it and into Lydia's bedroom. Lydia was laying on the bed. I released Quilla and pushed her towards her mother.
Mother and daughter stared at each other and then fell into a tit-clinching embrace.
I went back to Sean's room. Brent and Sammy followed me out of the bedroom. "Sean, your bed's too small for everyone, bring her." I pointed to Laura. Laura looked at me with such love. She stripped down her skirt and panties and stood naked waiting for Sean to "bring her". He took her by the elbow and followed me down the hall.
In just the time I had been gone, Quilla and her mother had shifted ends and were doing a passable sixty-nine on the bed. "Sean, they're yours for now. When I call, they come and I mean that they go where I say to go. Hear me?"
He nodded, his face aglow, words appearing in his cheeks like marbles but unable to escape.
I pointed at Laura. "Use her up. When you are done with her, take her back home. Not till then. No marks. Every time you enter her, it puts those two deeper in debt, so keep that in mind."
Now he found his voice but even then it squeaked. "Shit, Sonny, on that basis, you'll never get her back."
"I may have to send Chris to collect, her and them. You owe him too, remember."
Sean nodded.
God, but I loved seeing debts paid off. Fuck me, commerce and profit is wonderful. I left them like that, Sean and Laura Wills watching Lydia and Quilla eat each other.
I walked between Brent and Sammy. Annie had already gone downstairs. We huddled there, putting on our coats. "My work here is done." I muttered. "Lets go."
"Thank god, Sonny, I have home work to do." Brent mumbled.
"And Aunt Norma, I suppose."
He grinned and hunched his shoulders. "Mom told me the other night that you put her in a collar and she can't fuck anyone but you now. I think she expected me to get upset but I just grabbed Norma and dragged her to bed. She screamed at the top of her lungs all evening long while I fucked her. God, my Aunt Norma does like to fuck!"
I looked at Sammy but he said nothing. We drove back to Annie's and went our separate ways. I was driving home and realized that Georgia and Dalia should be home or on the way. It started to snow while I was driving. I pulled over and dialed Georgia's phone. She answered immediately.
"No, Sonny. We are not on the way. A storm hit here and they canceled flights overnight. Boris says we'll just stay another week. We were going to work from home to finish up but he is so superstitious, he says this is a sign from God that we shouldn't go home yet."
I could hear the clink and murmur in the background that sounded like a restaurant. "Not coming home yet, then?"
"No. You heard me right. We have been gone six weeks!" She laughed. "Well, its Florida and the company is paying. If, don't take this the wrong way and there are several wrong ways to take it, if Mom was home, we'd have come home but, well, its just you and Tawny and she's getting laid regular, so just you really." Georgia giggled. "I, Dalia tells me to be patient. I, god, I want to come back and, you know, do that thing, but, well, things, they haven't worked out yet. But you're my brother, they'll work out, right?"
"You have other people listening?"
"Yes."
"Ah, well, I'll let you go."
"Right? Right?"
"Of course right. When you come home, you'll be all mine for a whole weekend."
"Oh, sounds, uh, groovy. Looking forward to it. Well, soup's getting cold. Bye now."
I heard the sexual tension in her voice. Okay, I might have imagined it but in the end, what does it matter? I thought it was there, so it was.
I pulled into traffic and drove home. I got home and found a note from Tawny saying she would be at Chris' for the weekend, since his mother was going to be gone. I went to bed. The snow intensified over night and another storm arrived dumping more snow on top of the half-melted layer from the previous weeks. I spent the day studying. I finally broke to make a sandwich about seven. I was starved. I ate and watched a little TV and then cleaned up. I was brain tired but needed to hit it again.
I was about to go up stairs when the door bell rang. I was wrung out. Mrs. Favors and family had taken it out of me last night and I was recharged but still weary. Studying replaced some types of energy and drained others. I was able to concentrate, though and that was good.
The doorbell rang again. I almost turned out the light and played possum but I didn't. I did the social thing and went to the door. I peeked and opened it. "Mrs. Rossini?" I said startled.
She shook her head. "I'm sorry, its cold, may, may I come in?"
I nodded and gave way. She hustled past me, stripping off her coat. She was shivering so that did not make a lot of sense to me. She turned to face me, pointing her tits at me. Suddenly I felt terribly tired. I had a feeling and decided to go with it but not energetically.
"Sonny, I can't do it. I can't." She said, her voice was soft but tense. "Brent came home last night smelling of sex. He went to shower and my sister joined him. I had to listen to them. I turned the TV up loud so I couldn't hear but they did not even notice. They went into her bedroom and began having sex. It went on for hours. I mean till after midnight. When they finally quieted down I went to bed. God, it was awful. All I wanted to do was go in and, and, and join them. I woke about five and I could hear her, moaning at the top of her lungs and then finally screaming with ecstasy, announcing to the world that she was coming.
"I got up and went out with Kyla for breakfast. She, she has had similar experiences since she put on the collar."
I stopped her, moving us into the table and gesturing for her to sit down. She did and I poured us each a bourbon. She sipped it gladly.
"Kyla hasn't put on a collar for me yet." I pointed out.
Natasha nodded. "She, she's going to. She told me this morning. She, she said she realized she had put her son in a terrible position and that once she decided to look, she saw the strain on them because of it. She, she felt so guilty, for imposing herself on them but," here Natasha looked at me with her dark eyes. "But she hasn't asked them to, uh, you know, for Landon to sell them together. She said she had become so attuned to having lots of sex, she hoped you could help out in that regard. After, I mean. I think, I think she is really interested in doing the strange. She said, she said she'd put on the collar as soon as she found a way to address it with Darlene and Landon. She really thinks they are good together." She shook her head.
"That is a messy situation, with Darlene's straight-laced mother. Somehow the woman does not seem to notice Darlene is spending nights out. I wonder why? No matter. I, I went shopping after brunch with Kyla and got home about five. The snow had gotten thicker. I walked in and there they were, lying in front of the fire, naked, kissing and while I watched, Brent got between her legs and they began to make love.
"God, I, I don't know what to do! I can hardly object. He has had me too! But, god, I, I felt so terribly jealous, I nearly screamed at him. I almost threw myself at him. I was going to try to join them but, but I, I told him I couldn't."
I nodded. "I know. Brent mentioned it."
Her expression sharpened. "He was with you last night? Oh, thank god."
I nodded. "We had sex with Annie, and with a woman and her daughter."
Natasha's face rippled with emotions, first disappointment, then open curiosity, then chagrin. I could see them clearly in her open expression but I dared not try to connect them, it would be speculation and a lie. Her mouth opened and closed, her eyes jerked high and left in her face. She seemed unable to respond.
It was time to assert myself, but gently. I'd been the understanding guy long enough. "So? Did you do it?"
Natasha looked caught but dissimulated nonetheless. "Do what?" She said. She looked so guilty I almost waited for her squirt out her admission. I didn't.
"Did you have sex with your sister?" I intended to be as belligerently provocative as I could be.
Her cheeks colored. She shook her head.
I reached out and touched her neck, bare of my collar. Hers. "Where is it?"
The blush got worse, on her olive complexion, she got darker not pink.
"I, I left it at home." She said. "I came here because I wanted to, not because you wanted me to."
She sounded so plaintive. I regarded her for a minute, she looked up at me through her dark eyebrows. "What can I do for you?" I asked.
She looked around. "Are you alone?"
I nodded.
"Can I stay with you, tonight, maybe tomorrow night? I, I just cannot go back home. I mean, if its no bother." She flushed a little more, beyond the cold still in her cheeks and the alcohol flush that had joined it. "I, I have decided to put on your collar. I want to be part of your MILF harem."
I shook my head. "Just harem. Not just for MILFs." I smiled softly, matching her wistful mood. "I suppose you can stay tonight at least. I mean, sure. I'd love to have you."
"Have me? You mean...?" Her eyes were so desperate I patted her hand.
"I am sure I mean that, don't you know? My god, Natasha, don't you realize what a desirable a woman you are?"
She shook her head. "I am terrified of what I find I suddenly want. I, I have opened Pandora's box and it turns out it was my box and now I, all I want is something in it." She pulled her hand from mine and buried her face in them. "Oh god, I just want Brent to want me again!"
I shook my head. "The heart has ways the mind knows nothing of." I said softly. "In the meantime, I have work to do. Make yourself at home."
She smiled through tears. "I brought a bag, is that okay?"
I stood up. "I'll get it. Better still, let me park your car inside, out of the snow."
She nodded and handed me the keys. I pulled her car into the garage and went inside. She was cleaning the kitchen. I tried to stop her but she insisted she needed to keep busy. She looked around and said the house needed cleaning.
I kissed her lightly on the lips and went upstairs. If she was going to be here like this, she needed to be able to amuse herself and I had to let her figure that out.
I worked for three more hours before smelling something downstairs. I padded down to see what was baking. Natasha had made cinnamon bread. It was luscious. We shared a few hot pieces and then I took a cup of coffee upstairs and went back to work.
About eleven she came into my room and said she was exhausted and wanted to go to bed. I got her towels and set her up in mom's room.
"You'll sleep with me tonight, Sonny?" She said, one hand laying lightly on my forearm as I was about to leave.
"Of course. You are not safe here." I said with a grin she did not return.
"Make me forget him."
I snorted. "He's your son. That is not likely to happen."
She nodded.
"Nor should it. Treasure what you experienced with him and he'll come back to you eventually."
"But Norma," she protested.
"She has the same restrictions you have. It will run its course. Be patient and let them alone. Your chance will come round again."
Natasha nodded and began to undress.
I left her, unwilling to halt my forward progress.
I came down from the high of accomplishment about one. I realized I was tired. I looked out on the snowy wonderland and shut things down. I had tomorrow. The projects were done but I had gotten behind on more regular work.
I thought about my eCon class and Mrs. Olivette. I had about choked when I saw her strut into class. She was the woman Suzanne seduced and I fucked in the stairwell. Her TA had handled the class till that day and when she walked in, I got hard. I waited the whole class to see if she noticed me but she never did, at least not that I could tell.
I went into the hall bath and showered. The knowledge that Mrs. Rossini was right that moment asleep in my mother's bed aroused me. My toilet completed, I padded naked to the door and slipped inside. I stopped and listened but heard nothing. It was weird because I knew if I woke her up, she'd open up like a bakery and welcome me to her goodies. I stood there, though, imagining I was about to steal from her what she had not freely offered. My heart hammered in my chest despite the sure knowledge that I was imagining this only.
Then I was cold. I danced to the side of the bed and climbed into the bed beside the slumbering woman.
Natasha roused immediately. "Oh, Sonny. Its so late."
That was not an objection, just an observation. She wore pajamas, long flannel pants and a button up shirt. When I kissed her on the mouth she moaned. I kissed down the line of her jaw to her neck. She shivered when I licked her skin.
"Oh god, Sonny." She sighed. "Yes. Please. I need you."
With some rapid shuffling, we got her pants off and I moved between her legs. She widened them to make room and I lay over her. I unbuttoned her shirt, up one slope between her towering breasts and down the other to her lank belly. When it gaped, I nuzzled between them and found a nipple and sucked it between my lips.
Tasha shifted down, reaching for my cock. She pulled me higher on her body. I released her nipple and found her lips. As we kissed, my cock found her opening and blocked it, filled it and sank through it into her luxurious interior. The woman bucked under me, immediately hot and immediately aroused. She bubbled around me like a hot spring, her body pulsing.
Once penetrated, she gasped against my mouth as my cock nudged deeper and deeper into her body. She grunted as I ground our pubic bones together. She lifted her knees to let me sink that last millimeter that made her feel full of cock.
Kissing, we fucked each other. Her body lifting with mine then backing down before crunching up at me while I speared down into her. The slap of our bodies sounded loud but the noise seemed to excite her. Natasha groaned loudly and tore her lips from mine to pant into my ear.
My hands moved down her body and found her plush ass. I gripped it and yanked her onto my cock harder. She hissed, her body melded to mine and then I saw a flash and I erupted, spewing cum into her. She grunted and lay under me, her ass pulsing to meet my pulsing cock, swallowing the gobs of cum I injected into her.
"Oh yes, god, Sonny, thank you!" She whispered. "I, god but I needed that."
I lay panting on her, disoriented by the suddenness of my climax. "You, uh, you didn't come." I whispered.
"But you came fast." She said, delight in her voice. "I made you come fast."
Then I heard it and understood, the pride. I was disappointed, I had intended to make her howl but the orgasm left me lethargic. My cock, the shallow little fuck, got what he wanted and dozed off. I slid off her body and lay face down beside her. She found my hand, tucked it between her legs and we went to sleep.
I fully expected to wake in the night and fuck her again but I woke to an empty bed and the glorious smell of breakfast. I went downstairs, intent on ravishing the woman but she was in such a state of activity, I thought it would be like sticking my cock in a running fan. I decided to ride the crest of her anxiety driven activity.
"You have nothing in the house to eat. I had to glue this together. The eggs are old enough to hatch, I think." She tittered, sitting me down to eat.
She sat across from me and watched me eat waffles and sausage. She fingered her neck. I could tell something was on her mind but she did not speak.
"I am going to the store. Want me to get you something?"
I shook my head.
"If I am going to be living here, I should at least buy some of the food." She rose to start cleaning the kitchen.
I was stunned. Two nights planned had turned into a living arrangement? I shook my head, did she forget I had sisters, three of them all of which were living here? I still had a day's studying to do so I left that for tomorrow. I went up and studied. All day I heard Natasha cleaning and cooking and doing other domestic chores. It needed doing and she was burning off sexual energy so I let her go, feeling vaguely guilty for accepting her work but decided she was using me too so it evened out. Finally about five she settled down with a highball and watched TV. It was then I noticed the glitter of the collar on her neck. I said nothing, just feeling the pride ofo ownership you hear so much about. We had a late supper and after I worked a while longer, we went to bed.
We just cuddled. I, I was uneasy about these terms of our endearment and did not feel sexy at all, contemplating turning her out of the tidy little nest she had created, chilled me and left me unresponsive. In the night, though, she woke me by sucking on my cock and when I was awake, she crawled up my body and mounted me, settling her ass down over my cock, piercing herself with it. Once mounted, she rode me to ecstasy, which for me was straight up and a mile east.
She fucked me to half a dozen mind-blowing orgasms, for her, I mean. I just watched her thrash over me, bucking and shuddering from peak to peak, like microwave signals. I worked under her as best I could which gave her the high half dozen, must have been pretty fair. When she lay over me, smothering me with her tits, I rolled us over and got her onto her back. I pummeled her for a couple minutes, chasing down my skittering orgasm and came into her pussy.
I lay on her chest, propped up on my elbows. Her tits shifted between us, tickling my chest and my fancy. I got hard again to her delight, though she never spoke. Her mood was utterly different from how she usually encountered cock. She seemed oddly familiar while being utterly different. I bent her under me, prying her legs against her chest while I hammered into her.
Natasha never spoke but gasped and sucked air past her teeth, finally bucking with a violent orgasm, a complex thing bent as she was. It seemed to ravish her. She groaned and groaned as I fucked her, unable to move much but feeling acutely the penetration of my cock into her body. I was about to turn her over and do her from behind when my orgasm happened onto us again, stumbling through with fitful spits and spurts, uneven and unsatisfying.
I wanted to keep going but I had an early class. I slid off of her and we returned to sleep, sticky and satisfied for the most part.
The next morning I had that early class and actually beat her out of bed. When I came down from showering her sex perfume off of me, she was just drinking a cup of coffee. She looked up, eyes bleary.
"This may be what if feels like to be fucked to death."
I wondered at that. She had gotten sleep, how did she use such exotic terms. We had sex in the night but she seemed riveted by the experience. I wondered what she was going to do today but left without asking. I got to school and decided I'd forgotten something. Not for school and not from home.



I dialed Mrs. Favors.
"Hello."
"Is Laura still there?" I said into the phone.
"Sonny? Why, yes, yes she is. Do you want to speak to her?"
"No, Lydia. When I see you next, I want a key to your house."
She did not speak for a moment. "Oh?"
"Yes."
"What do you need with a key to our house?"
"So I can come in and fuck you and Quilla in the middle of the night without waking anyone."
"Oh! Oh, okay. Is, is that part of the deal?"
"Any time, any where." I said, making them into distinct words.
"Anytime, anywhere." She repeated. "Okay. I have a spare key. You can have that."
"No. I want my own. One to keep. You have it made."
"Okay." She whispered.
I hung up and went to class. I found I had worked myself past where I needed to be in both Monday classes. I found I had nothing I needed to do so I called Natasha and suggested we catch a five o'clock movie. She agreed. I picked her up and we drove to the mall theater. I had just turned off the car when my phone rang.
"Sonny, you were right."
"Alissa?"
"Yes. It's Alissa and you were right."
"About what?"
"About my reputation. A, a guy just tried to rape me in my own office! I, I finally got rid of him by promising that I'd arrange something for him tonight."
"Tonight? Not much warning."
"I know. I'm sorry but, god, he is such a pig. I, I talked to Sid and he told me to call you, to let you handle it. He said we wanted to keep this business but I did right by refusing to fuck him like he wanted." Alissa heaved a huge sigh. "Your, ah, your collar worked perfectly. I, I told him you owned me and you'd negotiate with him."
"Oh, okay." I said, my mind whirring. "Where is he?"
"Back at his hotel. He's in 1491 of the Pinnacle Prime, out on the loop. He is a pig, Sonny. I'll send you the video. He, god, he tore my dress and everything. I thought I was going to have to scream but had no idea if anyone would come help me. It was an awful feeling. But we need to be his representation. Sid, he says it is important."
"Then I am sure it is. Why do you think Sid handed this off to me?"
Alissa was quiet for a few moments. "Ah, I think he trusts you but I think this is a test. I don't know what the end game is but it feels like he wants to put you under pressure to see what you do. Like he is trying your judgment, to see if you can find a proper reaction to a situation."
Alissa was a smart woman. Her explanation made perfect sense to me, she served as a my attorney very well in this context. God, but I do love smart women.
"Send me the video. I'll," I glanced at Natasha, "I'll see what I can do."
"Thank you and Sonny, I may have been skeptical before, not any more. About the collar, I mean."
The video made me wonder what else Peppers, Bickerstaff, and Kline had on tape? Recorded, I mean since tape is archaic. It was bad enough. The man sat through the meeting with Alissa and then came around her desk and tore open the front of her dress, seizing her tit and mashing it. She reacted then shook herself free. They did not record the audio. I did not see what she had said.
I looked at Natasha, and put away my phone. "Change of plans." I said softly. "Are you ready to help Alissa?"
Natasha nodded immediately. "How. What can I do?"
"Strange. You might need to do some strange." I was sorting through my options. I looked in the glove box and found I had the PI license stored there. I thought I had but needed to be sure. I continued to mull my options as I drove to the hotel where the man was checked in. I had to call Alissa back after I parked in a visitors lot, avoiding the valets.
"Alissa, dear, you didn't tell me the man's name."
"Rictor Travors." She spat the name, distaste in her voice.
"I take it that you fucking him is not really an option?"
"No, and hell no." She growled.
"But you want to keep his business?"
"That's right. That is what Sid told me."
"Okay. So, I need to hand one of our MILFs off to him, right?"
Silence. Natasha sat scrunched into the corner of my car against the passenger door.
"Yes. That is what I mean." Alissa said finally.
I nodded. "Okay. Natasha's here, she'll...I'll get back to you with results. No need for you to know these plans."
Natasha looked at me. "I have to fuck someone for Alissa." She said when I had hung up.
I shook my head. "I don't think so. I think I have, well, maybe, but maybe I have another approach. Let's see what we can make work. You follow me in, in maybe five minutes. I'll call you with more instructions. He's on the fourteenth floor. You have your phone, right?"
She nodded.
I used the Internet on my phone to research the man. He was everywhere on social media. He had a wife, lovely, a daughter, lovely, not their names, the daughter in college, the wife belonged to lots of civic organizations and clearly deserved better.
I got out of the car, wishing I didn't look so much like a poor college kid. If clothes make the man then I was half a man. I scouted the lobby of the hotel, finally finding a side corridor and seeing the sign to the supervising manager's office. I walked purposefully down the hall and through the door. A woman sat filing her fingernails and got half a fake smile on her long face before I was past her and through the door into the manager's office.
I had luck. He sat squinting at the computer screen.
"May I help you?" He said mildly.
The door opened behind me and the woman appeared, flustered. "Mr. Svoralsky..."
The younger man waved her away. "It's all right, Mrs. Wilson."
I waited for the woman leave, closing the door behind her. Mr. Svoralsky regarded me carefully.
"Yes? What can I do for you?" His mild manner had all the grace necessary to succeed in the hotel service industry.
"I am here to help you, if you can or will help me." I sat on the corner of his desk. He got a momentary look like I had just licked his glasses and then it was gone, replaced by the blandness that often passes for poise under pressure.
"I think you need to go. This is a reputable establishment and I am not..."
I started the video on my phone and lay it down on his desk. Odd how video commands attention. I had it cued just to the portion that mattered. The man tore the front out of Alissa's dress and then grappled with her, managing to expose a breast. He tried to kiss her and when she twisted out of his grasp, he made to pursue her into the corner. She touched the silver collar and spoke to him till finally he nodded, pointing at her crotch and then he left the picture.
"I don't know him."
"I know. That is why I am here to help you. You help me, and you'll never hear of him. I promise."
The man regarded me glanced down at the dark phone. "What room is he in?"
Clever man, I thought. "He is in room 1491." I said. "I need to get in to talk to him. I, I have a proposition for him, one he needs to accept."
"I want no violence in my hotel." The man said. He was young for his position, tall, spindly with short greased hair combed to the side with a part and glasses. His white skin seemed thin but he still showed little reaction to my invasion of his personal and professional space. He sat looking up at me.
"I don't want violence either. In fact, if you cannot help me, I will be forced to call the police. With this evidence I can at least have him arrested..."
"I would not like to have police arrest one of our patrons." The man said, understanding. "Not even him. What, what do you want to do?"
"I want to talk to him."
The man smiled. "Make him an offer he can't refuse?"
I smiled back. "Something like that."
"No. Get out. If you are a hooker or you intend to bring a hooker..."
I shook my head. "Nothing like that, well, not really." I took the PI folder out of my coat pocket. "I am a private investigator and, that woman in that video, she is an attorney. She works at Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline and is a partner there. The man is blackmailing her and if I cannot work this out, I will have to send her up to his room to finish what he started. She, she has used some poor judgment recently and has taken to having sex with clients to get business and he wants the same consideration."
"And she refused him?"
I nodded. "We need to keep his business but more than that, we need to communicate to other like-minded individuals that she will not be handled that way without repercussions. Better, however, is to give him what he wants, at least in some measure. I am not offering him hookers but I do know women who would be pleased to accept his attentions. It is an arrangement I have uh, arranged to help them pay off various debts to other people."
"Hookers."
"Far from it. They could be your mother or aunt or live in the next condo over from you. They are ordinary women who, for one reason or another have found reason to lift up their skirts for men like this. Alissa, Mrs. Honeywell, the attorney, she is one of them. That is why I am here, to arrange for her to pay her debt but not have it ripped from her like that. This is a messy situation and I have every reason to handle it with the utmost discretion."
I laid a card on his desk. "Take five minutes, call this number and ask for Mrs. Honeywell and ask if she knows Sonny Duncan." I tapped the PI folder on the desk. "That's me. Don't ask anything else because, well, she is an attorney and she either can't or shouldn't give you any details. If she does...well, it'd be better if she doesn't. I'll wait in the lobby." I stood up, waiting for his assent, if he was going to assent.
He looked at the card and then at me. "Just what do you want exactly."
I shrugged. "I need a pass card to get into his room. I need you to have someone call up and verify he is there."
"Why don't you just accost him after he leaves our hotel?"
"Because he is waiting for my employer to come fuck him right now. If she doesn't, well, she has to but I won't allow that. I have to make an example of him first. Oh, he'll get a piece of her, she has been a bad girl but he needs to learn to follow the rules. The rules of her pussy say he has to get my approval first." I arched an eyebrow at him. "Me or the police."
The man's face had gotten red. He picked up the card. "Go on. Wait in the lobby."
I saw Natasha sorting through magazines and sat across the big lobby from her. A few minutes later, Mr. Svoralsky appeared. He extended my card back to me.
I waved him off. "Keep it, you might need an attorney sometime."
"He is indeed in his room. I have informed him that an inspector is on his way up, a young man who needs to see the room as an advance team for a visiting dignitary. He agreed to let you in. However, since people like that may not be agreeable, here is the pass card in case he has an issue with letting you in voluntarily."
"Thank you. If you were straight, I'd offer you one of the girls but since you seem to bat from the other side of plate, I'll just have to give you my sincere thanks and my card, in case you need something from me."
He stared at me and finally took my card. "Quite the gaydar you have there." He smiled a thin smile. "You could have dinner with me."
I shrugged. "I could but how much do you like to talk about pussy?"
"A point. Maybe we'll..."
I held up my hand. "Maybe I can do you a good turn sometime. Or your sister." He looked startled. I'd seen the picture in his office, part of the decor he did not remember immediately but would when he returned there. "You have my card." I walked towards the elevator. I got on my phone and called Natasha.
She answered immediately. "Who was that man?"
"The hotel manager. In about five minutes take the elevator up to the fourteenth floor and walk the corridor from end to end past 1491. Keep doing it till I come out."
"What if you don't?"
"You won't need to fuck me any more." I muttered and hung up. I immediately felt bad for being bitchy but I was acting far beyond my ken. I was in it now though. I mentally rolled up my sleeves, an archaic action for the most part but still indicative of my attitude. I thought about Alissa's torn blouse and the man's hand on her tit and I got furious. I seethed, I strode out of the elevator, down the hall to 1491. I hesitated but found the door propped open.
I pushed it open.
"Oh. You're here."
I head the voice. Good thing the video had no audio because he sounded like a cross between a mouse squeaking and fingernails on a chalkboard. His high voice made my skin crawl. That alone would be just cause to let him fuck himself. Alissa was right and damn right to turn the fuck down, if only on the basis of audio aesthetics. I went around the corner into the living room of the suite. He was pouring a mini bottle of gin into a glass.
"Help yourself. Take a good look around. I always get this room for the view. Lovely, isn't it?"
I walked back and closed and locked the door, flipping the security tab into place.
"What did you do that for? Oh, I get it, to test security."
"No. So you can't leave."
The man looked curious but not yet intimidated.
"Mr. Travers, I am here with a proposition for you." My voice grated gratifyingly. I pulled out my PI badge. "I am a private investigator and I work for Mrs. Honeywell."
The man's face darkened. "What'd that bitch do, sic her pretty boy on me?"
This was not going well, but shit, he said I was pretty. I felt so proud, like a pig telling you that you are a good cook.
I shook my head. "You want representation, Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline will provide that but Mrs. Honeywell will not have sex with you, I don't care what you have heard."
"Oh, I think if they want my business they will, she will, I mean."
"They do want your business but I suspect that you have not thought this arrangement through properly."
He glared at me and took a long pull on his gin. "Fuck. Forgot the tonic." He started to rummage in the little fridge, bending over so that his suit coat parted in back and showed his white back where his shirt pulled out of his poor pants, straining to contain his bulky behind.
"Listen, butch, you get outa my room. I don't know who you are..."
I interrupted him. "I am Sonny Duncan and I fuck Mrs. Honeywell. She is mine. You have insulted her and me and I will not stand for it." I felt strong with rage.
"Oh? What are you going to do about it, pretty boy? Hiss and spit at me? Pussy!"
I glared at him for a moment but then smiled. "My job is really simple, Mr. Travers. I am here to satisfy your desires. You want to rape someone? Fine, I'll get you someone to rape." I grinned. "But I go first, asshole. You get sloppy seconds and I'll bet you a hundred bucks I can make her come before you lay a hand on her."
He snorted. "Fuck off kid, I was fucking skirts while you were still in short pants."
I shrugged. "Have it your way. Let me demonstrate."
I walked to the door, unlocked it and blocked it open. I looked both ways and saw Natasha walking slowly away from me, maybe thirty yards down the corridor. I dashed after her, my footfalls muffled in the rich carpet. I had an arm around her middle and a hand over her mouth before she knew I was there.
"Fight me!" I growled. She did. Like a hellcat. I literally dragged her back to the door to find the fucking prick had shut it. I just hoped he had forgotten to lock it. I discovered this one weakness in my plan and hoped it would not fuck me.
I pressed Natasha face first, against the wall, both of us were puffing. I fished out the key card and the door clicked, the light turned green and the handle turned. The door opened. A close call caused by overconfidence. If the man had applied the security lock, I'd have been screwed. He didn't and so I wasn't. Not yet, anyway.
I slammed the door open and dragged Natasha through it into the room.
She grunted and swore under her breath and I could feel the anger coiling up in her just from the rough treatment.
Travers stared at me from across the room. "What the fuck?" He muttered.
I hoped the dummy didn't notice that Natasha wasn't screaming or anything. I looked around, spied the bedroom. I fought her towards the bed but she resisted.
"Fine, bitch." I growled and twisted one of her arms behind her back and turned her over the back of a chair. I put a hand between her legs and squeezed her inner thigh. She got really still. My hand moved up between her legs and found her panties. Her legs were bare and her panties were damp. I pulled them aside and twiddled her pussy with my finger.
"Ugh!" She grunted. "Uh, uh." She moaned when I pushed a finger into her. "Oh god, no." She whispered, her voice low and guttural.
"What the fuck do you think you are doing?" Travers asked, his voice going thin and tinny.
"I am raping this woman. I go first." I yanked at her panties and the string around her waist broke. They came away in my hand. I looked at them, red bikinis with barely enough cloth to cover her pussy. I tossed them at Travers. "A souvenir." I growled and unbuckled my pants.
"What the fuck do you think you are doing?"
"Showing you how you actually fuck a woman who doesn't know what she wants!" I spat back. My cock was hard now, which I noted and skipped having Tasha suck me for him. I threw her plain print skirt over her back. With one foot I knocked her right foot wider, still holding her by one arm pinned to the middle of her back over the easy chair. I touched her between the legs.
Natasha bucked, hard. "Oh god, no." She muttered. "I can't. My husband, he'll, oh please, be gentle. I am not ready!"
I poked my finger into her bubbling center and pulled it free, holding it over her back. "Liar. God, she so hot she's leaking."
"Oh, oh no, please Mister, don't, don't do this. I'll, I'll suck it for you, just don't...oh!" She squeaked because I shoved part of my cock in against her pussy lips. I slicked down the surface of her pussy, between her fat and swollen lips but missing her entrance. She grunted and dropped her head. "Oh god, he's going to fuck me. Help, Mister, don't let him, don't let him fuck me!"
I pulled back and tried again, this time managing to tuck the head of my cock into her pussy before pushing. I did push then, shoving into her body. She bucked with a violent response, gasping and panting.
"Oh god, Mister, he's fucking me. Please, please make him stop! I, I am so excited, so aroused, if, if he keeps fucking me I'll come, I'll scream. I, oh god, no, don't make me climax like this!"
I pushed deeper into Natasha's boiling body. She struggled a little but with the back of the chair pressed into her midriff, it just made her pant and gasp for breath more. I pulled back and plunged into her again. And again. And again. Her body began to jerk and she dropped her head, her one free hand pressing into the seat cushion, supporting her.
"Ugh, god, coming!" She cried and banged her head against the chair back. "Uh, uh, uh, oh fuck me!" She screamed.
I hammered her from behind.
"Jesus fucking Christ, what the hell are you doing!" Travers looked on, aghast.
I continued to pummel Natasha, ramming my cock into her with all the force I could muster. The chair under us tipped and then scooted. I just followed her ass wherever it went, piercing her with my cock. Natasha groaned and then bucked violently.
"Oh god, oh god, I came and oh, fuck, again!" She shook, her whole body shuddering with the violence of her fucking response. I gripped her hips and rammed her over and over again. I did not think she knew what was happening. Against all expectations, she seemed to be having incredible orgasms. Her body responded and she thrashed through three quick comes while I reamed her from behind.



"I don't believe this. Fuck you mister, get out of here."
I felt my orgasm begin to rise, a flash flood approaching from the heights. "Too, uh, too late." I groaned. I rammed into Natasha, burying my cock deep in her pussy and holding us together while the orgasm coursed out of me and into her, a flood of cum saturating her every pussy nook and pussy cranny.
That set her off. Her torso flapped. She screamed, bucking under and back against me while I poured her pussy full of cum.
"Oh god, oh god, he, he fucked me. I am full of his cum. I, my husband, I wanted him to go down on me and now, now he'd taste you. God, what have I done! Oh god, please, don't stop. Make me come like that again. It has been so long, oh god, oh god!"
I pulled out of her and lifted her off the chair. I run-walked her to the door and pushed her out into the hall. She turned around immediately and kissed me on the lips. Then, her eye fixed on me, she grinned. "Oh god, no, please, do that again!"
I slammed the door closed. I took a minute to tuck my shell-shocked cock away; one moment tucked in warm pussy and the next ripped free and back in jail. Poor bastard. I walked back into the living room.
"Mr. Travers, here is what you are going to do. You are going to go sign a deal with Mrs. Honeywell and you will put down a quarter million down as a retainer." I realized I was talking out my ass, since I had no idea the size of money they were talking about, so I added, "Over whatever she requires. If, if you want me to bring you pussy, you put down half a million."
"Why would I do that?"
I grinned my most wolfish grin, maybe a terrier to most people but it managed to scare this prick. "I'll make it easy for you, buddy. You have a beautiful wife and a daughter away at college. You are gone a lot. If you don't settle this matter with a quarter million to cover my trouble, I'll pay them both a little visit. You saw. I took a woman out of the corridor and fucked her and when I was done, all she wanted was more. Oh, you owe me a hundred dollars."
The man looked shocked but took out a sheaf of bills and peeled off two fiftys. "Hey, I never got the chance...?"
I snatched the money from his hand. "Your fault. You understand me? If you want pussy, half a million and I'll visit you again. I bring you fine pussy for you to fuck and you can do that to someone ready and willing. Less, no pussy. Too much less and I'll have to find your daughter and try all her holes. Remind your wife what good fucking is like and after that, she'll never turn me down and you'll be married to your right hand. Feel me, motherfucker?" I know, the pot talking out his ass.
Travers stared at me and nodded. "Tomorrow." He muttered.
I nodded. "Tonight, you stay in and keep your hands off the help. I know the manager and if I hear of you misbehaving, those costs will go up and up. And, little dick, don't tempt me. Mother and daughter together is a special blend of wonderful." I spoke with conviction and I hoped he believed my tone because I had experiences to back up my conviction.
I stalked out of the room. Natasha was waiting for me in the lobby. She followed me out but ran to catch up with me when I got to the car. She turned me around and kissed me wildly on the mouth.
"Oh god, Sonny, you have no idea how excited I was! My god, that was amazing!"
I chuckled. "I am pretty sure I have some idea." I muttered. "Get in the car." Out of the cold, I dialed Alissa. She answered immediately.
"What sort of retainer do you get from guys like that?" I asked without greeting.
"I, uh, maybe a couple hundred thousand."
"Ask for four and let him counter. I told him a quarter of a million over whatever you asked. I have expenses."
"Jesus, Sonny, really?"
"If he offers a half million over your ask, take it and tell him I'll be in touch. Call me if that happens."
"God, Sonny, what did you do?"
"I did what you wanted me to do. I made him a paying client." I grinned at Natasha. "Natasha helped. She can tell you about it sometime. Let me know."
I was about to start the car when both my phone and Natasha's phone rang. I looked at the face of my phone and did not recognize my number but now that I was handing out cards, I had to answer strange numbers. I needed a business number.
"Hello?"
"Sonny, hey, its Sam Honeywell."
Oh shit, I thought. What does this mean? "Hey Sam, back in town?"
"At the apartment," he said casually.
My phone beeped. It was D. Debra Hamilton.
"Hey Sam, let me call you back? I have another call."
"Sure thing."
Natasha was turned towards the window, hiding her face. I heard her talking and figured she was on the phone too.
I answered the other line.
"Sonny Duncan! I need dick!" D. Debra demanded.
I wasn't being suckered in that easy. "Good for you. I have dick all lined up for you."
She snickered. "You finally understand. No pussy for Sonny?"
"You finally understand, none of Sonny's dick for Dee Dee."
"What's that supposed to mean?"
"It means I am going to let all my friends fuck you."
"Mmmmm. Really? You're not jealous?"
"Should I be?"
"I am going to fuck your friends, Sonny. Most guys would find that, er, insulting."
"Why? I like my friends. I bet your are hot shit on your back."
"I am not sure I like how you are talking. But since you mentioned it, I want dick. Now tonight."
I groaned, but inwardly. "Really? What if there isn't any to be had besides mine?"
"Then," she caught herself. Threats have a way of getting away from you, dragging you into the maw of hell when all you wanted was a nice selfie. "Then, I'd be disappointed and you know how you hate to disappoint me, right?"
"Right, Deedee. Let me see what I can do."
I looked over at Natasha and she was still turned against the window, whispering into her phone. I had a twinge, wondering what that was about. I redialed Sam.
"What's up Sam?"
"Hey, listen, I was wondering if you were doing anything tonight, by that I mean doing anybody." He sounded overly casual, like a used car salesman about to sell you a three-legged camel.
I smirked. I felt like I was talking to Sammy. I almost called Sam "dude" but caught myself. "Depends, have a suggestion?" I was so thrilled I had my homework done, well, mostly done.
"I, listen, you know that blonde you saw me with?"
"Yeah." I said cautiously. That would be Suzanne Northcutt, I thought, with whom I was well-acquainted. Uh oh. What does Sam know?"
"Well, she is a piece of work with the accent on piece. She, she told me just now she wanted me to trade her for another piece of ass. Just like that! I mean, out of no where she asked if I had any buddies I could hand her to, but with the absolute stipulation that I had to trade up, and here she sneered at me, if that is possible, she says. She meant if I could trade her for someone better. Jesus, Sonny, with Bickerstaff and Kline on the shelf, I, well I thought of you first."
Low risk, I thought.
"Oh really?" I felt the planets jockeying for position. The solar alignment was shining a ray of sunshine up my butt. "You thought of me, did you?"
He heard the skepticism in my voice. "Well, it is short notice and the other candidates are, well, they are not so flexible as I thought you might be."
"What are you suggesting?"
"I suggest that you call Mrs. Bickerstaff and see if she would care for a little black dick? What do you think?"
For a moment I thought of Becky Kline and her daughter but finally the sunshine got to my brain. Duh. What? My brain is along way from my ass, okay!
"I might have a blonde that would rival your blonde. I, from what I could see of her anyway."
"Really? And, and she'd fuck me? I mean...?"
"I think so. You are sort of old and she is young, like my age young, so she might turn her little pug nose up at you."
"Fuck you, Sonny. But seriously, tonight? Just like that?"
"Just like that." I said. "Unless you are tired of blonds and want someone more exotic?" I left the question dangling in the air.
"Tired? Of blondes? Isn't that like having too much money? You say you have a blonde your age? God, how long has it been since I had a body that was harder than my dick?"
"You asking me?" I said dryly.
"No. No, but you aren't just fucking with me, are you? I, I know this is sort of weird but, shit, Sonny, you did screw my wife and offered to set me up with her sister, right?"
I nodded. I had done that. At least I thought I did and Sam certainly thought so. Funny how when memory goes you still remember having had one. "Sam, I assure you I have a blonde you can stuff full of cock that is young, willing and blonde. Oh, and ready, like now." I said.
"Fine, three hours?" It was only six-thirty.
"Say nine." I agreed. "O'clock, I mean. If I can't make it work, I'll call you in twenty or so. Otherwise, I'll knock on your door with blonde in hand."
"We'll trade blondes."
"We'll trade blondes." I agreed.
"You're a guy, Sonny. See ya."
I looked over at Natasha. She sat staring out the windshield.
"I'm not blonde." She whispered.
I shook my head. "Another obligation of mine." I explained. "What was that?"
She looked at me vacantly. "My husband is coming back from Holland tomorrow. He, he wants to stay at the house." She shook her head. "Fuck me, what am I going to do?"
I shook my head. "Hold that thought. I need to make a call."
I called D. Debra and told her I had dick armed and aimed at her cunt. She laughed and I told her I'd pick her up. She agreed and we rang off.
I shook my head then turned my attention to Natasha. "Feel like going back to the house or a little party with a strange blonde woman?"
Natasha looked over at me. "I want you to fuck me good because if Joey is coming home, he is going to want a piece of me. God, I don't know if I can do it."
"Oh bullshit, you know he does it for you. Fuck him, enjoy it."
She looked over at me. "You won't be mad?"
"What? If you have a good time with your husband, that should bother me? Shit, I am the one boning outside the lines, for fuck sake."
She smiled wanly. "I, god, the last time I saw him, months ago, we had a huge, huge fight and he stormed off and told me he was never coming back! I refused to cry, refused to plead with him to stay. I determined to go on with my life and then, then you took me in the kitchen and I realized how desperately I wanted to be wanted. I guess I've been acting like I don't even have a husband. Now he calls like nothing happened but everything has happened. Nothing is right, I mean, nothing is the same as it was. I, god, I am so confused. You just raped me in exactly the fantasy I have had, walking down a hallway minding my own business only to be dragged into a hotel room and fucked to orgasm. God, god, god, Sonny! What if Joey wants to get back together?"
"Or what if he wants to get a divorce?"
She shook her head. "We'll never divorce. We're Catholic and even though it happens all the time, we agreed to never divorce. Turns out we are content fucking around on each other but we cannot break the ties that bind."
I nodded. "So? Back to your house, back to my house, or a menage for three?"
She looked at me and for a moment did not respond. The car was getting cold and I needed to get going. If she went back home, I'd be a little rushed.
She finally leaned over, took my face in her hands and kissed me. "I'll share you if I have to." She whispered. "Thank you for this weekend." Then her eyes got wide. "Oh shit, what do I do with my sister!"
"You have a guest room..." I began. I started the car.
"No, you don't understand, if, if she is in the guestroom, then Joey has to sleep on the couch and that wrecks his back. He'll be all about sleeping with me and if he does that, god, we'll fuck. I know it!"
"Is that so bad?" I headed for the apartment. I needed to get Natasha installed there before I picked up D. Debra.
"Sonny, you aren't thinking. How long do you think it would be before Joey smells something fishy in our house?"
I had to laugh. I dared not fill in any blanks, but instead, left that whole subject alone, hoping she'd elaborate without my input. I was not disappointed.
"Brent and Norma, fuck me, they'll be pawing each other and next thing you know, Joey will be after her too. And that will just make me fucking crazy! I mean, god, I get just crazy when I think about him with another woman but with my own sister...they have flirted forever and now, with her fucking Brent, she'd figure it was a trifecta to do my husband too." Natasha laughed a despairing laugh. "First she fucks my lover, then my son, now my husband! I think I'll lose my fucking mind!"
I felt her eyes on me. I was thinking about the mind she referenced. The apartment was close and I was about there. Fuck, I could feel her thinking it, feel her eyes on me but I did not look at her because I'd have grinned. I was pulling into the apartment parking space when she finally spoke.
"She, she could stay with you, Sonny." Natasha said in a small voice.
"Oh, god, Tasha, that is a bad idea. I'd fuck her for sure."
"I know. See, I like that. Right now, Brent is all about her and if she stays with you, he'll, he'll know you are doing her. He'll understand that they are just bumping uglies, not forging a real bond."
I turned off the car. "Let's discuss this later. Right now, I have a schedule to keep." Despite my statement that I was in a rush, I just sat there, hands on the steering wheel, staring. I was going to take Tasha upstairs, tie her to a bed and attach some sort of buzzy toy that would give her a work out but I could not move. I just sat there.
"Sonny?" Natasha said.
"Shut up. I think I'm having an idea." I heard the worry in her voice but ignored it. I was having an idea. Finally I looked over at her. "You, you like to have your ass spanked, right? Didn't you say something about that, one time?"
She looked affronted, just like a coat check girl you fucked and forgot, that look a discarded condom would give you if they...oh fuck it.
"Yes. I did." She said, her voice suddenly replete with curiosity.
I sighed with relief. I remembered Alissa telling me that clearly but not so much with Natasha. "How would you feel about," I stopped. I looked over and yes, she still wore my collar. Oh joy.
I started the car.
"Sonny?" Natasha said, looking askance at me.
I pulled back into another parking space, leaving the car running. "Cover your ears if you like surprises." I muttered and took out my phone and dialed Mrs. Favors. She answered on the first ring. "Hello?" She sounded bright and cheerful.
"Mrs. Favors? It's Sonny Duncan."
"Mr. Duncan." The sun disappeared and her voice took on a guarded, nervous tone. "What can I do for you?"
Usually that expression constitutes simple customer service prattle but at that moment, between her and me, it was a fucking red flag before a Spanish bull.
"Come." I said simply.
Lydia Favors squeaked. "You mean now? On the phone? My daughter..." Her voice trailed off.
"I mean come here. Now."
She actually laughed a little. Nerves spiking through the sound like pins through satin. "Oh. Oh, I thought, never mind what I thought."
I wanted to explore what she thought but felt hurried.
"Not now, now, I mean, tonight. Give me," I stopped to calculate. Round trip to D. Debra's was an hour at least. I looked at the time on my phone. Six-forty. "Eight-thirty." I waited. Mrs. Favors didn't speak.
"I, Sonny, I may have cum in me. You know, ah, from Sean."
I grunted. "Douche." I growled. "Have," I glanced at Natasha. She sat with her palms pressed to both ears, making her elbows project out like big bunny ears or something. "Have Quilla clean you up."
"Quilla?"
"You know, your daughter."
Lydia snorted. "You want me to be some place by eight-thirty and squeak clean?"
I gave her the address and told her I would leave word for her with the doorman. He'd call me to come down and get her.
"What is this about?" She asked, her voice burred with suspicion and disapproval.
"You. Owing me. Me. Owning you. It is any time and this is any place and anyone is waiting for you."
"Oh." Her voice got small. "You're serious. I mean you really meant that crap about anytime and anywhere?"
"Oh, I don't know. Did you really come fucking your son? Did you eat your daughter and did she eat you?" I burred my tone a bit, biting back. When she did not immediately respond, I said, "I mean right now and here. How long? You need to be tongue ready, mind you. If someone vomits because of you I'll have to find another use for you and I guarantee you that it will not be pleasant." An empty threat, I like pleasure way to much not to share. Sharing is fun. Pussy is a natural resource I hate to waste and besides that, its renewable!
"I, uh, I am." She whispered. "What you said, I mean, so, uh, half past eight?" She had the grace to make it a question.
"Don't be late." I said and hung up. I was interested to test the tether with this Mrs. Favors.
I dialed another number.
"Hello? Rebecca Kline speaking?"
Her voice sounded odd, tinny like she was dangling by one hand off a cliff and was trying to sound casual about her predicament.
"Mrs. Kline, so glad you answered the phone. The time is now and the places is here. Do you know the Dominion downtown?"
When Becky Kline answered her voice wavered like a weak radio signal. "Yes, I think so."
"Here. Now. And Mrs. Kline, come alone or you will not come at all. And you must be tongue ready. Do you know what I mean by that?"
"I, uh, thinks so."
"Good. Tell me."
She sighed and took a big breath like she was preparing to blow up a balloon. "It means my vagina needs to be clean enough to kiss and lick."
I nodded. "Very good, Becky. How do you think your pussy skills are proceeding?"
"Oh, Lovely says I still needs lots of practice."
"Then fine, you can come practice." I felt some hesitation in the woman.
"I uh, what, what do I tell Lovely. She, she is still offering me to," here she laughed a jangling laugh. "I was going to say her friends but most of the men she has been giving me to have been strangers. I, I think she had in mind offering me to some more tonight."
I was impressed that she took the initiative to resolve this conflict. "Is she there? Let me speak to her."
A moment later I heard the wheezing breathy voice of Lovely Kline on the phone. "Hello, Mr. Duncan."
"I need your mother tonight."
"Very well."
"Is she tongue ready?"
Lovely giggled. "I'll check and if not, I'll see that she is when she leaves."
"Perfect. Can she make it by eight-thirty?"
"Oh, I believe that is certainly possible if she needs no vagina maintenance."
"If she'll be late, call me. Tell her to call if she is going to be later than that." Lovely agreed and we disconnected. I nodded. I looked at Natasha and signaled that she could release her ears.
She relaxed with a grin. "I love surprises." She said seriously.
I started the car and drove towards D. Debra's house.
"Mrs. Rossini, I am picking up a blond woman, my girlfriend, to be exact," my stomach lurched because I was exposing myself to derision or pity but I find the truth sexy and when it isn't, it suggests going shopping which most women fucking love. So there.
"I am trading her to a," I hesitated on Sam's name, realizing she likely knew him. "I am trading her for another blond of somewhat more experience. I hope you don't mind riding along. I, I am giving you a ride for a buddy of mine and that will keep this girl in check." I hope, I thought to myself.
Natasha looked like she wanted to start another discussion but her phone rang and it occupied her till I was nearly to D. Debra's exit. She finally hung up, giggling. "Civic responsibility. God how that bitch would look if she realized what I was doing with you, my son, your friends." She stopped. "What are we doing now?"



"I want you to be Brent's mom. She, D. Debra Hamilton is, she needs to think you are just a woman I am giving a ride to downtown so she'll be nice. Quiet would be unlikely but at least she'll keep her potty mouth in check."
Natasha looked confused. We stopped at the exit traffic light. "I am not offended when people use their whole vocabulary." She said, a little affronted. "What? Do you think I am politically correct and think that getting the words right is more important than a stiff prick?"
I did not think that and said so. "It isn't her potty mouth I am concerned about, it is her penchant for questions. I don't want to have to answer her questions till it is nearly too late. If you are one of my pussies, then she won't care and she may try to rail me into submission and I'll ruin my surprise for her. I imagine she likes surprises as much as you do."
I turned into the Hamilton's division. I turned in at their house, following the spic and span circle drive, swept neatly clean of snow, toward the front door. I saw a face at the window, pulling back the curtains. It was not D. Debra. It disappeared and what I glimpsed was fascinatingly blond but with shorter hair, nearly a pageboy cut. And older. Oh my, I thought. My, my, my, my. Sometimes I amaze even myself.
I shook myself loose from that particular fantasy. "Now remember, prim and proper." I muttered.
"Prim and proper and full of cum." Natasha mumbled, laughing behind her serious stare.
I put the car into park and walked up to the door. I hoped to meet D. Debra's mother, that was what I was thinking. Indeed, she opened the door.
"Oh, my, hello." I said, stuttering. D. Debra was definitely not adopted. She wasn't leaving me a moment with her mother either, she hustled past her mother and pulled the door closed in her face.
She pushed at my chest. "Not your type, buster. Did you find me some nice juicy dick?"
I dodged. I weaved. I cajoled. "You look beautiful, honey." I made to kiss her cheek and she looked at me like she was a vampire and I had garlic on my breath. I persisted and peeked her on the cheek.
"What got into you? You have brain damage?"
"Look at the car. I told her you were my girlfriend so fucking be nice. She is the mother of a friend who needed a ride downtown. I, I couldn't make the time work so I had to pick you up before I dropped her off."
"Oh. I see. Well, okay." She puckered up and kissed me for real.
Jesus, my little buddy got all riled up. Not a brain in his little head, even I knew this was all show and no go but when I get within a country mile of D. Debra Hamilton, he thinks today will be his day. Fuck me.
I broke the kiss and took her firmly by the elbow. "You can sit in the back for that." I growled and opened the back door to Mom's car.
D. Debra glowered for a moment then smiled her best cute smile and climbed into the car. I went around but just as I put my hand on the door handle, the curtains of the window by the entrance opened and the face appeared again. She smiled and god, it was like a flashback of D. Debra's smile from a moment ago. I was transfixed till she dropped the curtains and disappeared.
I got in the car and found Natasha had slipped neatly back into her "Mom" skin. She and D. Debra were chatting merrily. I drove with all the involvement of a chauffeur. I nearly choked when Natasha asked D. Debra if we were going to have children, averring that they would be so cute. God, women in clothing together are so fucking alien. I liked them much better the other way.
They were laughing like old friends when I pulled up in front of the Dominion. I put the car in park but left it running. No way did I want D. Debra to know I had an actual in at this place. I didn't know how she would react but I was not ready to find out. Not knowing made my stomach hurt but the thought of finding out made it worse.
"This is the place. "Dee Dee is baby sitting here. I have to give the original babysitter a ride to the hospital. I'll drop you first, Mrs. Rossini. It's on the way."
"Oh, I hope nothing bad happened." Natasha said, her voice sickeningly sweet with sincere concern.
"It's a hospital." I growled, and got out of the car before either of the two women could snare me into some other barbed colloquy. I went around the car and opened the door for D. Debra. She got out, showing more leg than giraffe. I looked up the broad walk to the front of the Dominion. I could see the doorman, a tall, handsome black guy inspecting us.
I walked D. Debra up the walk.
"Babysitter? Really? Who do you think your fooling?"
"Who do you think I'm fooling?" I returned. "Hush up."
The doorman opened the door, clearly recognizing me but I don't think D. Debra noticed. His recognition shifted back to inspecting her before he gave anything away.
"We are here to see Mr. Honeywell in 1420." I said softly.
The man nodded soberly. "Please check with the desk inside. Brian will help you." His voice held skepticism and curiosity. Once D. Debra passed him, he raised his eyebrows at me and I just shrugged.
D. Debra was at the desk already parroting my words when I arrived.
"Mr. Honeywell?" Brian the desk guy said, a young guy, maybe a bit older than me, tall, gangly and white bread white.
"Yes. Mr. Duncan to see him." I thought about using my phone but decided using the facilities made sense. Too late now, anyway, I realized.
Brian the desk guy chatted on the phone. After a moment he covered it and looked at me. "He asks if he should bring down Mrs. Northcutt?"
I nodded. "Yes. Tell him I'll give her a ride."
Brian nodded but D. Debra looked at me like my third eye was showing.
While the guy spoke into the phone, she leaned against me, pressing that ample bosom against my arm and whispered, a giggle latent in her tone. "I cannot believe you just said that!"
I waved her away.
Brian nodded and hung up. "He'll, he'll be right down." The guy looked confused. "Feel free to sit and wait for him. I am sure it won't be a minute."
I nodded and guided D. Debra to a lounge where we sat down. "D. Debra, wait, I have to confess something."
"Oh? What?"
"I traded you."
"You what?"
"I traded you. The guy, he has a mistress and he, he's an older guy and he, he was bragging the other day about how good she was in bed and I told him my girl was a world better, sexier, yes, younger. He told me to fuck off or put her up against his girl. I, well, I sort of agreed. If, if you don't like this, I'll take you home." I waited.
D. Debra bowed her head and then looked at me. "You have balls, Sonny Duncan, waiting to tell me this till now. You're telling me that you, you arranged to trade me for another woman? And you are going to fuck her?"
I nodded, feeling a little uneasy with the admission.
D. Debra shook her head. "Jesus, Sonny, about time. I was beginning to think you weren't human. Fuck, good. God, I almost felt sorry for you the other night, back with your blond friend and your little sister. That girl, she is crazy ass wild!"
"She's not my little sister, she's my big sister."
"Whatever. God, I never ate a girl that loved being eaten like she does. Fuck me, you have some weird shit going on in your family." She clamped a hand over her mouth. "Oh god, I bet you think that girl is a saint, don't you? Let me tell you, when your buddy does her, she comes like a greyhound."
A greyhound? I had no idea what that meant.
"What are you going to do with Mrs. Rossini, there? She seems nice. I bet she'd fuck like a fire truck if you could get her to stop talking."
I grunted. "I'll run her to her meeting and then its honor and offer."
D. Debra grinned. "So? Let's go trade. Wow, you got me some real, honest to goodness strange!"
"I, we should just wait here. Impatient?"
D. Debra looked at me and by god if she did not look flushed. "I love strange, Sonny. God, you are such a dear arranging for me to get my groove back like this. You are the best boyfriend ever!"
My phone rang. I answered it. It was Sam.
"Sonny? Why don't you just come up?"
"Nope. You said a trade. Bring her down and you can have mine."
Sam was silent for a moment for a moment, that bonhomie that carried him through so much of his life stretched thin and snapped. "What the fuck, just come up! I am hardly prepared to leave the apartment."
"I said a trade. I said I'd take Mrs. Northcutt home and I will. I am sorry she cannot babysit for you tonight."
"Babysit? What the fuck?" A moment later, Sam Honeywell's porch light went on. "Oh fuck, I get it. You...you are working an angle and you don't want anyone to know about the apartment. No problem. I'll bring her right down. Trade, trade, trade, I love a good trade!" He hung up.
I got up and walked over to the doorman. "If my car is in the way, let me know. I'll only be a minute, I hope."
"No problem. This time of the week is pretty slow. Usually." The guy's voice was canyon deep and filthy rich. I could tell he wanted to step out of the formal character and quiz me about the pussy over there but I left him before the temptation overcame him and he broke character.
I sat down. "You got a part in the play, I guess?"
D. Debra beamed. As intelligent as she was she had a stripe of theater in her with the delicate ego for stroking that suggested. "I did, yes."
"When do you start rehearsal?"
"Tomorrow. That," here she chortled. "That is why I called. I need dick so I can concentrate on my lines and stuff. My role, it isn't sexy till act three." She laughed in her chest again.
I had a flash of her bare tits and felt their silken texture on my cheeks, the rough flesh of her aureoles on my lips. My cock snapped to attention, confused as shit, thinking he had missed something entirely. I shook my head.
"What's the matter?" D. Debra whispered.
The elevator bell dinged and I stood up. The doors opened and Suzanne Northcutt appeared followed by Sam Honeywell in a bathrobe, fuzzy slippers and flannel pajama bottoms.
"Jesus. You'll never convince Mrs. Rossini that woman is babysitting anyone." D. Debra hissed.
She was right. Suzanne wore a tight green skirt that hugged her hips and a cashmere wrap over her shoulders that seemed to be bare. The purple tube top ruffled around her middle and tits. Her heels clicked on the tiles of the lobby floor. She and Sam both looked confused. She had a crazed look in her eyes. She saw me and blinked a few times. She looked at D. Debra and those eyes glittered.
We met them half way to the elevators.
"Here. She's all yours." Sam muttered, giving Suzanne a canted, cockeyed look.
I gave D. Debra a little shove. "A couple hours, maybe three. We have class tomorrow."
"Oh, mine isn't till afternoon." Deedee said brightly.
"Then I wasn't talking about you was I?"
She pouted and turned to Sam. "My, he said you were old and shriveled but you look kinda tasty."
Sam's eyebrows lifted into his forehead. He took hold of her wrist and yanked her towards the elevator. "Come get her when you are ready to go and you can have her back. I am going to make her walk funny."
"She already walks funny." I returned.
D. Debra tried to turn and glare at me but Sam pulled her toward the elevator. They stopped, talking and then they looked back at me.
I had a fear run through me that Sam would rattle and tattle about Sonny's apartment down the hall and D. Debra would get suspicious. I did not want her suspicious because she might see me coming. So far, she hadn't, in either sense. I took Suzanne by the arm and walked slowly towards the exit, realizing after a moment that I had to go all the way to the car with her without looking back.
The door man nodded approvingly as I walked past him and his open door.
"Jesus god, Sonny, I am crazy! That man loves to eat pussy more than anyone I know, male or female. We have been here about two hours and most of the time he was sucking olives out of my twat!" Suzanne shook her head. "He called me exercise. I had to tense up and try to keep them inside while he dug them out of me with his tongue. If the dummy knew I liked to be tied up, I'd have come so much you'd be carrying me in a baggy. I'd be just a puddle of cum-filled consciousness."
I chuckled. "Its a thought."
She shook her head. "Only if you, oh shit, what the fuck are you thinking?"
"You said it."
I could not remember, honestly if she had actually told me she could come only if she was tied up or if her husband had said it. I shook my head and steered her toward the car.
"Hey, where are we going? Don't you have an apartment upstairs?"
I opened the car door to the backseat. "Get in." I said.
Suzanne shivered in the brittle cold and did. I slammed the door and went around to my door and jumped in.
"Where are we going?" Suzanne asked again.
"Around the block." I said and put the car in gear. I drove us around the block and then parked in my space in the garage.
The two women had been curiously silent. Suzanne sat in the back still and placid. Natasha kept glancing at me but never turned around. When I turned off the car, though, Suzanne sat forward, hanging her elbows on the back of the seat between Natasha and I.
Suzanne looked at me with raised eyebrows. "My, my, my, Sonny Duncan. What do you have for me? One of your little playmates from the other day?"
I snorted. "Yes, the professor you had me fuck who turns out to be the mind behind my eCon class."
Suzanna laughed. "Mrs. Olivette? No shit! I know her from board meetings but I don't know if she remembers or recognized me. God, Sonny, that was hot. You are a sport, I must say. So?" She looked inquiringly at Natasha.
Mrs. Rossini, for her part, sat pressed against the car door like Suzanne was a shedding retriever threatening to get fur all over her cashmere, not that she wore cashmere.
Suzanne looked back and forth a few times, miming an eager little girl ready for her first dance. Natasha stared out her window and I sat looking straight ahead, not moving.
"Well?" She said finally.
"Well, what?" I turned to look at Suzanne.
"Well, what now?"
I shrugged. "I traded for you but, well, I was just going to tie you up and fuck you but I have had a change of heart." I saw the hungry look turn sour. She almost sneered and that bitchy woman I met the first moment of our acquaintance flashed through her. "How do you feel about pussy?" I asked.
Her face did not change. She did not look at Natasha but I felt the tension between them, like suddenly they had been psychically connected, pubes to pubes and both were afraid to move.
I got out of the car and opened both doors. Both women got out, acting like they were egressing onto greased ice, eyes down, barely lifting their feet, either self-absorbed or completely distracted. They both remained swathed in this absorption through the side door into the lobby, past Brian the desk guy to the elevator. Both Brian and the doorman watched me, like they thought we had Uzzi's under our coats.
We rode the elevator in the same plump silence. I peeked out when the door opened, listening for any tell tale, or tell tail sound of public coitus. I heard nothing so I ushered the two women down to the apartment door, opened it and we all went inside. I hung up our coats.
Natasha's eyes got wide, looking around. She toured the kitchen first and then the living room. She ventured into the right bedroom and moments later I heard the toilet flush. I looked at Suzanne and she smiled thinly. I waited for her to speak but she didn't. I found that curious.
"Stay here a minute. Fix us drinks. Natasha, I think she'll drink bourbon if you offer some."
Suzanne looked at me like I was trying to sell her a wooden skyscraper but complied, wobbling towards the bar as I turned back to the bedroom. I found Natasha staring into the bathroom mirror.
"Chicken fuck a duck, Sonny, are you going to give me to her, now?"
I patted her healthy rump and kissed her browned shoulder. "Is that a request?"
"Can I put in requests?" Natasha shot back.
"Sure. I'll always listen. Shoot, you might have an idea I haven't thought of yet."
She harrumphed. "Not likely."
I reached for her hand and pulled her around. She let me. I could feel the distraction rattling around in her. I led her out into the living room and Suzanne handed her a drink. Natasha downed it without swallowing and held it out for a refill. Suzanne looked at me with a critical raised eyebrow. I nodded. When Natasha was resupplied, I guided her to the couch and perched her on it.
She sipped the second drink, her eyes cleared and she watched Suzanne sit down.
"Well?" Suzanne asked.
"Well, what?" I repeated our earlier exchange.
"Well, what next? I mean what are we going to do now? Now that we are here? Drink?"
I shook my head. "I have it in my head that you need to be tied up to have an orgasm when you come. Is that right? How would you like to explore that a little tonight?" I looked at Suzanne and despite her constant effort to appear utterly unphased by the pedestrian world where the rest of us lived, she looked uncomfortable.
"Who's this?" Suzanne nodded to Natasha. "Hello. Since the scamp isn't going to introduce us, I am Suzanne Northcutt."
Natasha shifted immediately into high-society mode and nodded equally. "Nice to meet you. I am Natasha Rossini. Sonny has mentioned you. How do you know each other?"
Suzanne's charcoal gaze clicked at me but she answered immediately. "He just traded a woman for me. He, he is asking when he is perfectly justified in telling me to do whatever he wishes me to do."
Natasha nodded and grinned. "That's our Sonny. Never one to show the steel behind the velvet. He knows how to make us females..." Natasha guttered. "Make us females, yes, yes he knows that but I mean to say that he understands how to remove our clothing and make us think it was our idea and that when he is done, we owe him for it. Oh, don't get me wrong, I do think that, but still, it is never quite clear to me how that happens. I mean, how I end up owing him for doing what he wants me to do."
Natasha was apparently still buzzing from the day's activities. She looked at Suzanne, apparently fixing on the woman's words, finally. "He helped me seduce my own sister the other day. He fucked us both and in the process we were both pleading for it. Have you ever..."
Suzanne held up her hand. "Don't bother explaining any further. I think I understand perfectly. Sister, you say?"
Something clicked in Natasha's eyes and she looked at me. "Joey is coming back." She whispered. "What am I going to do with Norma?"
We were back to this discussion.
"Norma's the sister?" Suzanne said.
I ignored her, focusing on Natasha. "Hasn't Norma stayed at your house bef..." I halted, seeing the trouble.
Natasha said it out loud though. "If she stays there, she'll end up fucking my husband and my son."
Suzanne expelled breath like she was leaking.
I still ignored her.
So did Natasha, for some reason. "Goddamn her, she will fuck them both if she is still living there and more than likely Joey will find out she boffed Brent." She drank. "What am I going to do about this? God, and, and the collar, I, I have to take it off. If Joey is coming back to town its because he wants a little piece of Tasha." She turned her eyes to me and they looked like two deep pools of oil.
"From what Brent says, you give as good as you get, when it comes to your husband."
"You, you want to tell me not to let him have me?" She asked, incredulous.
I shook my head. "You can take off the collar anytime you wish." I pointed.
She touched the silver ring around her neck, wonderment in her motion. She drained the glass.



I could not wait any longer. I needed to brief them on what happened next. "I need you two to be what you are, married women but..." I dug in my pocket and pulled out a wad of bills, the same wad I had shown Lydia Favors. I handed a sheaf of hundreds to each woman. They both looked at me like I was giving them real cabbage.
"Sonny, don't." Natasha sounded hurt.
Suzanne was sneering.
I looked at my phone, ignoring them both. "In five or ten minutes two women are going to arrive to do anything I want. I, I have more experience with providing a woman to my friends and letting them fuck her."
Natasha's face turned beet red.
Suzanne noticed and acknowledged it with an arched eyebrow.
"Tonight, tonight I want to sell these two women to you two. I want you to use them as you like. I'll, I'll participate but I will constantly be asking you questions, making suggestions. My objective is to probe their sexual limits. Both like cock, I need to know how eager they can be when it comes to pussy."
Suzanne and Natasha looked at each and cocked their heads together, like they were hearing the exact same director. Suzanne folded the bills and tucked them between her tits. Natasha followed her lead. Both happy sets of bills completely disappeared. I envied them.
"I suppose we will be paying you for them." Suzanne muttered.
"You'll choose one but, maybe we'll need them to show themselves to you to settle which one you like." I regarded Suzanne for a moment. "I already know Natasha can be omnivorous, what about you?"
She eyed me then but then shrugged a little. "I, er, I avoid women because my race tends to get terribly bitchy in the company of equally beautiful competition. That is not to say I reject women, sexually."
A fact I knew for certain was true.
"So, I could see using a woman."
I nodded. "You will need to..." my phone beeped.
It was Lydia. She sounded frazzled and irate. I told her I'd be down to get her soon.
"Where was I?" I was thinking about Lydia Favors and Rebecca Kline.
The phone rang again. I answered.
"Where do I park!" Rebecca sounded utterly panicked. "I, I don't want to park out in the snow!"
I told her where to find the indoor parking garage. I hung up and drained my drink. Its bracing sizzle tingled through me. I stood up. "I'll be right back." I muttered and slow walked to the elevator. I did not want to arrive before Mrs. Kline the first did. I decided to piss first and returned to the apartment, did my business and then ambled out again to the elevators. I regarded Sam Honeywell's door and wondered what sort of perversion he was visiting upon D. Debra. I had a twinge, and realized I wanted to watch. Not this time.
I thought about Melissa Crawford and resolved that I would not hand her over to him without the right to watch. The car arrived and I rode it down. The doors opened and I saw Lydia Favors sitting in a lounge staring straight ahead. She saw me immediately, I could see the recognition and the stress crinkle behind her eyes. Then, into my vision, sailed Mrs. Kline. She had a bulky winter coat draped over one arm. She wore a tight, fuzzy white sweater and a gray skirt. The skirt, however, flared at her thighs, tapering out from her body so that she looked like an emaciated bell from the hips down. Her tight, waspish waist gave her an unreal appearance, as though a cartoonist had drawn her for effect, not to scale. She simply did not look real, but I knew she was.
The bellman at the door stared at her back, her ass, to be precise. She took three more steps. Her skirt swished back and forth, swinging precisely like a great bell on its carriage. I noticed Lydia looking away from me to study this new arrival.
I strode towards Becky Kline. She was scanning the room and when she spied me, she came to a halt and did not move. I walked past her and offered a hand to Lydia. She looked at me, past me to Becky and back.
"I think she knows you."
I nodded. "Yes. Come with me."
Her face crinkled again but she took my hand and let me tug her to her feet. I turned to find Rebecca staring imperiously at us, well, at Lydia. I tugged Lydia along to stand before Becky. The woman tried to stare me down but finally her eyes dropped and her shoulders slumped the merest hint.
"Here I am." Rebecca Kline whispered.
"Good. Thank you for being on time. This is your partner tonight." I pulled Lydia even with me. Now I remembered to be polite. "This is Lydia Favors. This fine woman is Rebecca Kline."
They regarded each other like two lionesses over a leg of lamb.
"I am selling you both tonight. For some fun on your backs, a stroke and a poke maybe."
The two women both blanched at the same time. I felt their consternation and for a moment I wanted to sooth their fears but I resisted the urge. I had to become accustomed to stretching a woman's boundaries and conveying them over into new areas of erotic interest. Trial and error has errors, by definition.
I took them both by the elbows and they trundled along to the elevator. I felt the eyes of the guys working the floor that night. Both women were dressed to kill, like they thought this was a date or something. On the elevator they were quiet, watching me through hooded eyes. The car came to a stop and I held the door. Neither woman moved.
"Listen, both of you. I, I have no wish to make you do something you do not want to do. You both are here because of coercion, I know that and, well, I am sorry about that but there it is. Here is the thing. I am not interested in forcing you to do things you do not want to do."
"I don't want to do this." Lydia said immediately.
I cocked my head, looking at her out of the corner of my eyes. "I know. But here you are. Want to explain that?"
Lydia glared at me but finally shook her head.
I moved us out of the car and let it go. "Listen to me, and listen good. I, I have sold you on the premise that you can enjoy an evening doing something you may have not done before. If, if you hate it, you can go. But you have to give it a shot. Try it on for size. The thrill here is seeing you both doing what you have not done before. You aren't pros and I have not sold you as pros."
"You want me to be a prostitute?" Rebecca Kline snarled.
"You are giving it away to strangers for free already, Becky. This way, at least you have some control. If you don't like it, tell me and I'll give them their money back. You can go then."
Lydia regarded the other woman but looked back at me. "If he's a beast, I'll leave immediately."
"And you should. But, listen. Meet the clients and decide for yourself." I shrugged as casually as I could with my cock hard and my heart hammering in my ears. "I, Lydia, I am no pimp. There is a truth about how you came to be here, a truth I know but I warn you, it is better for you to play the hooker and fuck when you are told than to dig around and find out the dirty truth that got you cornered in my little corner of the world."
She looked at me. "What truth could possibly be..." she glanced at Becky, "...well, perhaps it is best to leave things well enough alone."
I smiled a smarmy grin. "No point in being coy. Mrs. Kline here is having sex with her daughter all the time and her daughter is bringing home strange men to fuck the both of them. I expect she has no room to grouse about you fucking your son."
Both women looked shocked and found the other staring at them. They both looked away immediately and then glanced back, almost in perfect timing, as though it was choreographed. Both women blushed, Lydia Favors' skin flamed and Mrs. Kline's turned pink.
"I, I don't want to torture either of you. Sex, I have had you both and you both had an orgasm and when I called today, you came."
"I, we had to." Becky said.
I could see they were not going to get there with conversation. "Listen, all I ask is that you get naked and if you want to dress and go, you can. Go that far and I won't fault you if you leave."
"But you won't release me either." Lydia mumbled.
I shook my head. "No. Not unless you are ready to hear the truth, the whole truth and nothing but the truth."
"From you? I don't think so." Lydia muttered. She looked at Becky and they had a little moment. "I am sorry for you, whatever is going on. I may have come with my son but, but I cannot say I am easy about it."
"Did you really have sex with your son?" Becky asked, the color in her cheeks intensified.
Lydia nodded.
"Did you like it?"
Lydia looked daggers at me but I just returned her baleful stare. She did not move. She did not speak.
"You, you said you climaxed with him?" Becky pressed.
Lydia was looking at me.
I felt very exposed having this conversation in a hallway but having it in the apartment had other, more sticky complications.
After about a minute of no reaction, Lydia looked at Becky and nodded. "Yes, yes I did." She said, her mind apparently made up.
"He spent the night with me and every couple hours he woke me up and had sex with me. And yes, yes, I had orgasms with him." Her eyes closed and the blush in her cheeks darkened.
"And yes, whatever happens tonight, when I go back home, I am going to have sex with him again. I..." here she stumbled, like she suddenly realized her blouse was unbuttoned to her navel after she had begun a tranche of confession to her priest. "...I am not deluded enough to think that I am ever going to go back to my house again and not have my son pressing me to have sex with him. When I left the house, when I left the house he was going down on his sister. I stopped them, and, and now I am sure he is with his lover. I have caught him and his sister in the act several times in the last few days." Lydia Favors shook her head. "I, I get excited when I see them, see them doing stuff, doing sexual things. I, the other morning, I came down to go to work and she, Quilla, my daughter, she was on her knees, her mouth on his penis, sucking him. He, he came and she sucked it down like it was nectar."
She hugged herself. "God, I nearly demanded he take me right then."
Becky reached out a hand and touched Lydia's elbow. "I, I know, right. My daughter, Lovely, god, for the last few weeks, since..." she glanced at me "...she has been bringing home men, strangers, people she doesn't even know and gives me to them to fuck. They fuck her sometimes but they always fuck me. I, I am always more aroused when they fuck her too."
Becky shook her head. "I, sometime, I'd..." she stopped.
"Let's go." I growled, brittle as ice, this wasn't therapy or a radio talk show. I guided the two women to the door of the apartment and fumbled with a key to get it unlocked. The door opened and Suzanne appeared. She had a carnivorous look in her eyes, like she was stalking a fawn. I just hoped it wasn't me.
"Finally. We thought you got lost."
"Oh! A couple." Lydia said, her face registering some relief. Becky just looked confused.
"Not quite," I muttered and gestured for the two women to precede me through the door. Lydia followed Suzanne and Becky followed her. I got to tag along behind watching Becky's hips jerk her skirt around like a swing in a hurricane.
I closed the door.
"Sonny!" Lydia's voice rang through the apartment.
I wanted dearly to have some reason to avoid this moment and so took out my phone real fast and called Sam Honeywell.
He answered, out of breath. "Bother my nuts, Sonny, not already!" He growled. "Not even an hour or two yet!"
"No. I, I just called to say you can keep her till seven in the morning. I don't think I'll be finished with your friend before then. She's, she's helping me with something."
Lydia appeared between Suzanne and Becky but saw I was on the phone and naturally stalled, like a car coasting to a stop after it ran out of gas.
Sam agreed and hung up but I kept the phone to my ear for several minutes, hemming and hawing about nothing while Lydia cooled her heels. When I finally put down the phone she took a step forward and immediately spoke in a tight, but controlled voice.
"You did not say you sold us to women!"
I grinned but could not keep from looking sheepish. "You did not ask." I grumbled. "Is, is that a problem? I thought, well, if you were going to be having sex with Quilla, a little broader experience might earn you some points from her. Becky, she just needs the practice. Lovely complains she sucks at eating pussy. Oh, that was an unfortunate choice of words!"
Lydia nearly smiled but then her face locked back into the fierce glare.
"Just what are we supposed to do with two women?"
"How should I know. Do I look like a lesbian?" I cocked my head. "Hey, wait a minute. Lesbians like girls. I like girls. Lesbians eat pussy. I eat pussy. Lesbians don't suck cock. I don't suck cock. Hmmm. Maybe I am a..."
"Sonny! Goddammit!" Lydia was almost smiling despite herself. "You know what I mean!"
I sobered immediately and completely. "I know exactly what you mean and I also know you insisted any time, any place, with any one whoever. Was that just talk?"
I locked eyes with the woman and she stared and glared but finally dropped her gaze, leaving me to undress her with mine.
"No. No, it wasn't. I, Quilla, she, god, she has been with several women and I know, knew it, I just ignored it. I, I kept thinking she'd find a nice boy who'd do for her what her father did for me...and then I'd think about what that shit did for me and suddenly the idea of her finding love between a pair of nice tits didn't seem so bad. I just never thought it would be mine or that it would ever have anything to do with me."
"Well, now it does." I said and took her by the elbow and steered her into the living room.
Suzanne was chatting with Natasha like they were old friends, while she fixed three new drinks. I had made the decision not to go home tonight, regardless of what happened and so I accepted the bourbon and took a slug. The warmth went through me like smoke in a forest, lingering and tantalizing my senses.
"So, Mr. Duncan, these are the beauties you promised us?" Suzanne came out from behind the bar and moved over to stand beside me, extending a glass to Lydia on the other side of me. Lydia looked at the glass like Socrates must have regarded the hemlock but finally took it with a Platonic sigh and downed half of it.
"I'll just call into work tomorrow. What is today?"
Suzanne looked at the diamond watch on her wrist. "It'll be Tuesday in a little while." She said.
"Tuesday. Good. I hate Tuesday's. I'll call in sick. I have plenty of accrued time to use up from being on the road so much." Lydia sounded just like a normal business woman discussing her schedule. For a moment I was confused and wondered if I just woke up in someone else's dream. Suzanne disabused me of that.
"So? Which one is mine. I need a good come." Suzanne said matter of factly, before sipping from her gin.
Lydia nearly choked on hers.
I almost laughed. I was almost doing a lot of things. I felt like I was wrapped in cellophane at a body painting party. I kept my giggles inside. I had that frenetic feeling that if I started to giggle I wouldn't be able to stop. Giggling and hardon's usually do not go together.
I nodded at Lydia. "I think the redhead. The brown and brunette should fit together pretty well. Listen, you girls need to spiff up and so do I. Why don't you go take showers," I grinned a lasciviously as I could and that is getting pretty high quality these days, "together I mean. I'll get mine and then we can get down to business."
"Business?" Lydia mumbled, her eyes clicking side to side like she was searching for land mines.
"Oh, of course." Suzanne dipped down under one breast, drew how her wad of cash that was mine and made it mine in our little kabuki play.
I nodded my thanks and stepped over to Natasha. I flicked the sheaf of bills before her eyes. She blinked and nodded. Rebecca goggled when she dipped into her cleavage and brought up her wad of cash.
Natasha noticed and took notice of her reaction. She smiled primly. "Mad money. Husband is coming home tomorrow and, well, I am getting primed. He is not what you would consider a craftsman when it comes to the female body. More like a demolition derby, if you get my drift. Now, Sonny here, he has a surgeons touch and a philosophers insight!"
Rebecca's eyes stayed on the bills even when I stuffed them casually into my pocket.
I felt rather than saw Lydia at my elbow.
"You actually...?"
"...sold us?" Rebecca mumbled. "Oh god, and to two women!" Her voice sounded despairing. Curiously, it matched Lydia's voice.
"Ladies. These two need a shower and I suggest they scrub each other's back so why don't you two undress them so they can go shower. I'll, I'll watch to see how good your technique is and then I'll take mine.
Lydia looked like she'd seen a pregnant ghost.
I clapped my hands. "Hop to, girls. Time's wasting."
Suzanne moved to the other side of the lounge from us and Natasha stood up expectantly.
"Mrs. Kline, Mrs. Rossini there is your responsibility. Please take off her clothes. I, god, how long I have wanted to see this woman naked." I breathed the last, doing my best lecher impression.
Natasha laughed, a tinny chortle. "Maybe you should be paying us?"
I shook my head. "I promised entertainment, I promise you'll be entertained. Consider this part of the price, the early tip that inspires good service."
Suzanne looked directly at Lydia, her cool gray eyes swishing around the redheaded woman. Lydia met her gaze and glanced at Rebecca. Seeing the other woman just staring at Natasha, she moved first and that dragged Rebecca out of her reverie. I moved between to two couples and sat on the couch.
Lydia stood before Suzanne, looking her right in the eyes. The two women did not speak. Finally, Lydia dropped her eyes to Suzanne's bulging breasts tightly bound in the purple tube top. She lifted her hands slowly and tucked her index fingers into the rim of the top and pulled it out and down, in veiling Suzanne's breasts.
Suzanne just closed her eyes and panted. Her breasts surged under Lydia's eyes. "Oh yes." She sighed. "A woman has such a delicate touch. Not like you lobster handed klutzes." She opened one eye and spied me with it and winked. Lydia was not watching her eyes.
The redhead pulled down the top to Suzanne's middle, leaving her breasts free, wavering like gelatin. My mouth watered. Shit, I must have been hungry. No wonder the drink went directly to my head. Did I eat?
"I think you have to take it up." Suzanne whispered. "The top goes over my head."
Lydia's eyes lifted to meet Suzanne's appraising gaze. She held the blonde's eyes for a moment but then bent, fit her lips around one of Suzanne's nipples and sucked it delicately.
"Oh, oh so nice." Suzanne husked.
"Ptttui! You need a bath." Lydia squeaked, spitting the nipple out but then she licked it lasciviously, putting the lie to her words. She pinched the other nipple between thumb and forefinger.
Suzanne's hips thrust forward once and then she opened her eyes. She looked past Lydia. "Hey there, you better get her started or you'll be last into the shower." She said.
Natasha and Rebecca had both been staring at the other two women. When Suzanne spoke, they looked at each other. Becky flushed and nodded. She lifted her hands but they fluttered like cartoon birdies, not really lighting anywhere but seeming to almost touch Natasha's body at every curve and corner.
"The buttons are in the back." Natasha said.
"Oh. Turn around." Rebecca said.
"You're undressing me. Remember?" Natasha returned gently. She seemed to feel the other woman's unmoored sensation, like a slave newly unshackled in a mall.



Becky nodded, little motions of her head. Her hairs was up again, showing her neck to fine effect. She moved behind Natasha. The other woman took a step out from the chair where she had been sitting. Becky brushed aside Natasha's rich fall of brown hair and tried to unzip the dress with one hand. Natasha finally held her hair out of the way. Becky flushed again, looking down the slope of Natasha's breasts at me. I cocked my head and she shook hers, fighting free from her reverie again. She unzipped the woman. The print dress ruffled around Natasha's breasts and stalled.
Becky stared at the back of the woman before her. She unhooked the bra and waited. When Natasha did not move, she gulped and raised her hands, still fluttering like she feared the woman was too hot to touch bare handed. Oh, she was hot alright. Too hot not to touch. I was almost ready to skip the shower and get dirty from there.
Becky bit her lip and put her hands on Natasha's shoulders. Natasha's eyes closed. She sighed a little. "Oh yes, a woman's touch is so gentle and light." She whispered.
Lydia was fiddling with the snaps on Suzanne's tight green skirt. She found them and unzipped each side. The skirt ruffled and drooped around Suzanne's profound hips. Lydia put her hands on the blonde's waist and shucked the skirt down, off her hips and thighs. It dropped down to her knees, hesitated reluctantly, clinging to the moment like I would have and then fell to the floor.
Rebecca's hands took a light hold of Natasha's dress and tried to push it off her arms from behind, succeeding only in pushing her covered breasts against Natasha's back. Natasha's eyes opened, rolled back as though she was trying to look at the woman prodding her with her breasts from behind. She then looked at me.
"She, she doesn't look real. Like she was designed by a horny male not of age. One that always wants more of everything."
I knew what she meant.
"Oh god." Suzanne hissed. Lydia's hand was between her legs, caressing her silken pubic hair. She lurched a little, widening her knees and rolling her hips forward. I could not see but presumed that Lydia's finger had penetrated past the lips of her pussy.
Lydia confirmed my assumption. "God, she is wet as...as...as...?" Her voice stuttered on the blank in her thought.
"As a woman." Suzanne whispered.
Lydia nodded once. "Oh yes, she, she's wet as a woman." She looked up from her hand on the other woman's pussy and hesitated, going still till Suzanne opened her eyes. When Suzanne did, Lydia leaned in and kissed her gently on the lips. It was a chaste kiss, well, after a fashion. Lydia ended up with her tongue circling Suzanne's rich pink lips. She knelt and drew down Suzanne's bikini's, removed them and the high heels.
Suzanne was nude.
"Oh my, yes, Mr. Duncan. You, you have done well. A fine, she has fine promise." Suzanne whispered, lifting her chin to show her neck to Lydia. Lydia looked around at me. Her face held a twist of pride and chagrin; I took the chagrin to be a response to the flush of pride that pinked her cheeks. She did not want to be proud of the woman's approval but approval is like any good drug, it matters not at all what you want or who it comes from. Satan can compliment you as he ushers you into hell and it makes you think the place might not be so bad after all.
Rebecca had moved around Natasha and was drawing the dress down her arms, clumsily to be sure but still effectively. Natasha's breasts came into view as the bra followed the dress down her arms.
"Oh my, dear, you are very beautiful. May, may I kiss them?" Rebecca whispered.
I shook my head. When a facade is penetrated, sometimes it shatters, never to be seen again. Mrs. Kline the first had disappeared, replaced by this contrite woman, delighting in pleasing whomever touched her, her skin or the inner being accessed through the lustful eyes.
"Please." Natasha whispered.
Everyone had gone to church and no one wanted to make a noise at all.
Becky Kline bent forward and lifted one bulbous breast, her hand looking small beneath it. She kissed it lightly, then licked the aureole, laving it lavishly before pursing her lips and sucking at the nipple.
"Oh, oh my I do like that." Natasha whispered.
Rebecca stopped to beam up between the two breasts as Natasha. She moved to the other one and repeated the action. Natasha shivered with delight.
"Jesus. Get a room." Lydia growled.
"I think we have." Suzanne said. She reached out and patted Lydia's cheek. "I am off to clean up so you can show what you have." She stepped out of the circle of Lydia's presence and walked slowly and sensuously, naked, towards the left bedroom. "Don't be too long, Tasha." She called over her bare shoulder, her hips rolling as she walked.
Natasha's eyes opened and she saw the naked blonde walking away. "Hurry." She breathed.
Rebecca flinched like she'd been struck. The white print dress bunched around Natasha's hips. Becky moved her hands from the breasts down to the waist and smoothed the skirt off of them, letting it fluttered down Natasha's legs. She discovered Natasha had no panties so she knelt and removed her heels.
Natasha stepped past her, glancing at me with a wicked smile.
When she disappeared through the bedroom door and the dull hiss of the shower announced their arrival, Rebecca rose up easily from her knees. "That woman has had sex recently. I, I could smell it on her. Semen. A man has been inside her."
I felt a quiver in my body, like my sense had a memory of that previous penetration. My cock was erect and hard. I had a thought, something about fucking but my brain was so sizzled that I could not figure out which one I should penetrate so I just got up and went to the other bathroom.
I was under the water washing the crunchy flakes of Natasha off my body when I realized I had left two women alone in the other room who were more or less here under my subtle duress. I had hope they would stay for the excitement but by the time I found a robe and walked into the living room I realized I may have miscalculated.
Lydia Favors was gone.
Rebecca sat on the couch hugging her arms under her breasts.
When she saw me her face blanched. "She, she said she'd be back. She, she said she had to do something."
I went to my pants in the other room and found my phone. I called Lydia Favors.
"Sonny?" I heard the panic in her voice.
"Yes."
"I, I didn't leave, I, I, oh god, Sonny, I, I left Sean down in the car. I realized I had the keys and he'd be freezing to death. I, I had to go give them to him so he could go."
"Sean?" My brain lurched. To that point, I had visions of these four women using each other. "Sean?" I said again and something clicked. Now I knew what I was missing. I needed a second cock. "Has he left?"
"Ah, no, I, I am just about to the car."
"Give him the phone." I waited. I heard Lydia Favors' voice chattering and her teeth clicking in the brittle cold. I heard a car door open.
"It's Sonny." Lydia's voice said from a great distance.
"Hey, Sonny." Sean sounded tense but it could have been from the cold.
"Bring her back."
"Back where?"
I hesitated. They would not be able to get in without me. I looked down at myself, clearly wearing nothing but a bathrobe. I shrugged. "Go to the front door and wait inside. I'll come get you."
"Okay."
I hung up and walked into the other bedroom. Natasha sat in the shower stall, on the little seat there, one leg extended while Suzanne crouched beside the long, beautiful pin, drawing a razor down its length. I opened the door. "Don't take all night, ladies."
Suzanne looked up.
"You could have, er, Mrs. Kline do that."
"Are you kidding? Look at this woman. I ain't sharing." Suzanne said out of the falling water. Satan's satin tones telling his luscious lies.
"I have to go out. I'll be back."
I left them to whatever teasing tactics they chose to use on each other. In the living room I told Rebecca I'd be back. I almost left without my wallet but remembered before the door clicked shut behind me. I was barefoot and it was chill in the hall. I slipped on my shoes and clopped out to the living room. I looked at Rebecca. She sat staring up at me. I almost told her to get undressed but watching them unwrap Suzanne and Natasha had been such fun, I said nothing.
Lydia and Sean were at the desk, waiting when the elevator opened. I gestured at them, waved at the guys and took them up in silence. No one spoke till we were in the corridor outside the apartment.
"Jesus, is this your place, Sonny? Nice place!" Sean mumbled, actual awe in his voice.
"Sonny, Sonny..." Lydia began but I interrupted her.
"What is he doing here, Lydia?" I had been connecting the dots myself and wondered if I could read the numbers right. I saw a coyote and I wondered if she thought it was a panda or something.
"I, Sonny, now listen..."
"I am all ears." I noticed that Sean had lapsed into a contrite silence, making no effort to contribute to this particular discussion.
"Lydia. I want an explanation." My voice was hard.
Her shoulders slumped. "Oh fuck it. I, I didn't want to leave him to Quilla. He'd have been all fucked out by the time I got home."
That was not what I expected.
Sean's eyes blinked like she'd just blown smoke in his face and he was deathly allergic.
"Fucked out?" I repeated.
"They, they are doing it all the time. God, they act like I don't even exist! I, god I was happy you called till I saw her all smiles. God, she nearly danced with happiness at the idea of having him all to herself."
I shook my head. "Are you guys even leaving the house?"
Sean shook his head. Lydia nodded.
I opened the door. "Lydia, go on in. I want a word with Sean." My mind was ablaze with a whole new idea. I felt it running me through me like a drug. The way ideas inhabit a body is amazing, tantalizing till they crystallize and become whole and wholly wonderful.
The door banged closed. I looked down at Sam's door, wondering what sort of nasty gymnastics he was up to. I looked at Sean. "Dude, you cannot let her lead you around by your dick. You are the house dick. You have the good position, supply and demand and all that. You have to use it."
"I know but god, she's my mom, Sonny. She is making all sort of rules and shit."
"She's making the rules? Are you man or mouse?"
Sean squeaked and then grinned. Another wise ass.
"Sean, you are fucking your mom. Don't you think that means something?"
He stared at me. "What? Tell me, please. I been trying to figure it out."
I shook my head. "Never mind. Don't let her order you around no more. Is that true, what she said? That you are doing Quilla and ignoring her?"
Sean shrugged expressively. "I, well..."
"Quit it. You, if you are going to have that much pussy in your house, you have to keep them all happy or you will fucking regret it!"
"I know but, but god, Quill loves eating Mrs. Wills. And Laura, god, she, she seems so excited to make Quilla eat her after I fuck her and Mom says its gross."
"She won't do it?"
Sean shook his head.
I fished my phone out of my robe pocket, I was about cold. I called Laura and told her to go home. She was panting and when I said "Now!" Sharply, she fought through the orgasmic fog and agreed. Fucking Quilla was going down on her. I knew it in the cockles of my perverted little heart.
I called Chris. "Is my sister there?"
Chris growled something. "You know what time it is?" He said more clearly.
"Your mother is coming home. She's all yours." I hung up. Let him chew on that. I felt amusement rifle through me. I wished I could be there to see how he dealt with Tawny and his mom in the same house. Without my restriction, what would he do? That had some promise of being a very interesting alignment of the stars.
I hung and looked at Sean. "Since you are here, care to visit some attention on some strange? Or are you all fucked out? Still have starch in your gun?"
"You are mixing your metaphors."
"And you are avoiding my question."
"I'm fine. Want a feel? The mention of strange and I am all ready to go. I promise." He hesitated. "You aren't pissed at me are you, Sonny?"
I grinned. "Nope. Just don't forget you owe me. And I am going to collect. You're lucky I ain't gay or you'd be walking funny for the rest of your life. I imagine your mother will never be the same when we are done with her."
"Quilla either. God, I, Sonny, I actually think she has had a thing for me for a long time. She, since, since, you know..."
"Since she fucked you. Learn your lines!"
"Okay. Since I fucked her, she has been sweet as candy. Solicitous even. I, she has been a bitch to me for so long, I barely know how to react."
I grunted and opened the door. Quilla Favors had potential. I had a flash of her riding the rail. For a tourist, I seemed to take a lot of tours of familiar places.
We walked into the living room just as Natasha and Suzanne walked out of the left bedroom, stark naked, with robes folded over their respective forearms.
"Holy shit, is that the strange?" Sean whispered.
I give them lots of credit. Neither hesitated when they noticed the new dick in the mix. They merely approached their respective woman and handed them their robes. For a moment, both Rebecca and Lydia hesitated but then they caught on. Both stood up and held the robes and helped the blonde and the brunette into them. Sashed and covered, both sat down.
I walked over to the bar and poured two stout drinks. I handed one to Sean and perched on one of the bar stools. He took his place on another. We swung around and studied the tableau of pussy as we sipped the bourbon.
I set down my drink. "Undress each other." I said softly. '
"Holy shit."
"Oh, pardon me. This is Sean Favors, Lydia's son. I asked her to bring him to help with the entertainment tonight. I hope you don't mind."
Suzanne and Natasha looked at each other. Neither spoke.
"Now. Get undressed." I said, a bit more force in the syllables.
Rebecca stood up. Lydia looked up at her and then she stood as well.
"Put away your coat and come over here." I gestured to a clear expanse of carpet in front of Sean and I.
"That is Mrs. Suzanne Northcutt, the blonde there. The other woman is Mrs. Natasha Rossini..." I held up my hand.
Sean was about to exclaim something about that being Brent's mom and I wanted to forestall him. I was successful.
Rebecca stood before us and Lydia joined her, standing shoulder to shoulder like maids awaiting inspection from a prissy butler.
"What are you waiting for? Take off each other's clothes." I looked at Suzanne and Natasha. "Come over here if you want to watch."
The two women before us turned and both lifted their hands. Lydia dropped hers and stood still while Rebecca unbuttoned her blouse, exposing her cleavage and bra.
Suzanne came over and stood next to Sean. Natasha stood next to me. I slipped my arm around her waist and she leaned into me, wiggling her bare hip against my legs.
Suzanne moved closer to Sean and he took the hint. She looked at him after his arm encircled her waist. "Are you really her son?" She asked, her voice straining uncharacteristically.
He nodded. Despite his recent experiences, his eyes remained fixed on his mother as her body came into view, despite the blonde in the crook of his arm.
"You, have you had sex with her?" Suzanne asked.
I glanced at Natasha, she watched the young man to my right.
Sean pulled his eyes from his mother. Rebecca was unhooking her bra. Sean focused for a moment on Suzanne and nodded. "Yeah. I fucked her. Not her ass yet, though. I'll get to that."
"Oh my. Sonny, what sort of perverse situation have you happened into?"
"Oh, no, he made it all happen. He, he got my mom to fuck me." Sean said.
Lydia's eyes opened. Her breasts appeared, wavering slowly, red indentations from the junctures of the bra still impressed on her skin.
"Kiss them for us." I said.
Rebecca leaned over and sucked each nipple for a moment. Lydia shivered, her hands gripping Rebecca's wrists, the wrists of the hands laying on her hips. When Rebecca finished kissing her nipples, Lydia pulled the hands away from her hips and pressed them to Becky's sides. Becky understood and let Lydia turn her around to face us. She wore another tight dress, painted onto her sculpted body. The tension vanished as Lydia drew the zipper down the back.
"Holy shit, look at her."
I looked at Sean. "I beg your pardon. The woman your mother is undressing is Rebecca Kline. The woman you have your arm around is Natasha Rossini."
Natasha cleared her throat. "You already introduced us and I am over here. That is Suzanne Northcutt, remember?"
I was fixed on the vision of Rebecca's breasts appearing out of the bra. Lydia had pulled the dress down Becky's body till it bound around her broad hips. She then unhooked the bra. Becky extended her arms and Lydia pulled the straps down her arms till the bra came loose and slid down to the floor.
"My god, Sonny, look at that!" Sean groaned.
I nodded, made mute by the moment, studying that woman again. The experience of simply staring at a woman's body being undressed explained the thrill of a strip joint but this was different. This woman was fully dressed and there was no music or dollar bills. She evinced both reluctance and excitement as her body came into view. Oh, and anticipation.
Lydia did not stop as she had forced Rebecca to do. Lydia put her hands on the dress and pulled it down off the shelved hips and skimmed it down Rebecca's arched thighs till, at her knees, it ruffled and dropped to the floor. Rebecca stood before us in just her thong and the puddle of her dress around her high heels.
Lydia pressed her breasts against the woman's back, laying her hands on the arch of her hips. Her hands smoothed over the luxurious curves till they both clasped the inner thighs just below, the crotch. She inveigled one finger under the red cloth. Rebecca gasped and then grunted as the finger disappeared into her body.
"God, she is wet, wet as a woman." Lydia whispered.
"Uh, uh, uh!" Rebecca grunted as the finger sawed in and out of her body.
"Jesus tits." Lydia muttered. "She is ready to be fucked." She took out her finger and left Rebecca wobbling by herself. Lydia moved towards Sean and his eyes got huge but she extended her finger to Suzanne whose lips parted. Suzanne's tongue emerged and touched the milky finger, slathering along its length, tasting the dew on it.
"Oh yes, she's ripe, I'd say." Suzanne muttered.
Behind Lydia, Rebecca stepped out of her dress and moved up behind the red head.
Lydia went still when she felt the hands on her hips. Fingers found the clasp at one side and the zipper on her skirt snicked down the arch of her hip. Lydia's eyes closed. Rebecca pushed the skirt down, off the woman's hips. It dropped to the floor.
"Touch her, Sean." Rebecca whispered. "See if she is wet."
Lydia's eyes opened, twitching sideways at her son but scrunched closed when his hand touched her bare skin. His hand smoothed over the arch of her hips and down into the junction of her body. She wore bikinis but they did not halt his progress. His finger found her furrow and she moaned.
"God, her son is about to finger her." Suzanne whispered.
"I wish I had a son." Rebecca said aloud but then realized her voice was speaking her thoughts. She stepped back, shock on her face.
Sean pushed his finger into his mother.
"Oh, Sean, honey!" Lydia whispered. Her body quivered, her ass bunched and then surged forward, pushing against his hand. His finger penetrated her.



"So? Is she wet?" Suzanne asked, her voice casual.
Sean looked at the blonde in the crook of his other arm. "Curiosity killed the cat." He said.
"The pussy, you mean?" Suzanne returned.
Sean grinned and wiggled his finger deep in his mother's pussy. She grunted and her shoulders fell, her head bowed and she moaned.
"I'd say she's plenty wet." Suzanne muttered.
"And hot." Natasha added, her voice thick and musty.
I ended the moment, releasing Natasha and pushing past her. "Come with me." I said to no one in particular and everyone in specific. I walked towards the bedroom. I felt the others shed the moment, like they were chicks breaking out of their eggs. One by one they appeared in the bedroom behind me. I went over to the big round bed and sat down and crossed my legs. They appeared bare in the gap in the robe.
When Suzanne appeared, I noted her eyes flicked to the zipper sleeves laying on the bed. She hugged herself, her arms lifting her breasts.
Natasha's eyes locked onto the gently curved paddle laying beside me. She looked up at me and then back at the paddle.
"Sit down." I said. "Not you." I spoked shapely when Rebecca moved towards a chair. She looked chastened and stepped back. I got up and pointed at Suzanne and then at a chair. She took it. I repeated that with Natasha and she sat down. I pointed at Lydia and she sat between the two women on the third chair.
I looked at Sean. I was about to test him. "Sean, my man, have you ever paddled a woman's ass hot and then fucked her on her back?"
His eyes got wide but not as wide as Natasha's. He shook his head.
"Well, would you care to? I mean, if that is not your thing...?"
"No. No." He croaked. "No, I mean, yes. I'll, I'll do it." He blinked his eyes and then focused on the women, one at a time till he found Rebecca Kline, still standing. "Who?" He rasped.
"I'll help you get started." I stood up and looked at Mrs. Kline.
"Oh no." She whispered, her voice quivering. "Oh, please, Sonny. Not that." She gasped.
"No. Please." Natasha echoed, her voice quivering very like Rebecca's.
"You fucking asshole." Suzanne growled.
She was quick.
"You fucking, prick of an asshole!" Suzanne's voice trembled though. "God, how can you do this?" She had me figured out. I heard the admiration in her voice twined together with a very personal dread.
Natasha shook her head and then looked past Lydia. "What?"
Suzanne leaned forward, all primed to speak what she was thinking but she looked at me first and I gave her a slight shake of the head. She blinked several times. "Watch. You'll, you'll figure it out." She husked, her voice rough. "Christ, I need a drink."
I waved at her. "Help yourself."
She nodded and rose out of the chair but tipped to the side like she was already intoxicated. "Anyone else?" She asked, her voice tight.
"Me." Lydia Favors said.
She left the room.
I looked at Rebecca. She looked terrified. "Get on the bed. On your knees, facing the head board and put your hands on it." I was thinking wrong. I looked at the lace up harness and changed my mind. "No. Sit on the edge of the bed. But, but take off the thong first."
Rebecca skimmed the thong down immediately, as though any delay to what was coming was welcome. Naked, she looked at me. I waited. She finally moved to sit on the bed. I picked up the two sleeves of the harness. I slipped one onto her right arm and the other on to her left. I got onto the bed behind her. The robe got tangled up so I stripped it off. Sean stood watching.
"Sean, are you clean?"
"I, uh, not so much."
"Quick shower. Fast. Now."
He was naked before he got to the door and the shower was on a moment later.
"Lift your arms, Becky." I said softly. She did, trembling, putting her elbows to each ear. I picked up one of the thick, soft cords and tied one end to the lowest eye of the right sleeve. I snugged it as high on her upper arm as I could, or, with them raised over her head like that, as low and close to the shoulder as I could. I lifted her other arm. "Bend your head forward." I said.
"What are you going to do?" Rebecca asked, her voice shimmering.
"Oh fuck nuts." Natasha whispered between our words.
"We are going to tie you up, spank you and then fuck you." I stated as calmly as I could. I was not sure I could speak clearly for that matter. I felt like I was working with a foreign language.
"Oh god, really?" Rebecca whispered, her voice still rasping.
Suzanne returned and handed Lydia her drink. Lydia downed it completely.
I laced up the sleeves, leaving the cord loose, zig zagging from alternate eyelet in each sleeve like I was lacing up a boot. I attached the second one to the opposite lowest and repeated the process. By the time I was ready to start tightening the cords, the shower shut off and Sean came out with a towel around his waist. His cock formed an unmistakable ridge in it.
"Jesus, Sonny, what are you up too?"
I finalized the arrangement, each sleeve secure to her upper arms and the laces formed a restraint on her arms behind her head, keeping them straight up. Each sleeve extended past the elbows so she could not bend either arm.
"Help me get her onto the bed." I said to Sean. He moved to help and the towel came loose. We were both naked. We got her onto the bed, steadying her as she got to her knees. We bent her forward till her hands found the headboard and she could steady herself.
"Oh god, what are you going go to do now?" Rebecca Kline asked, her voice had tightened with the strain. Her head bowed below her extended, bound arms.
I got behind her and adjusted her knees, widening her stance. "Up." I said. She rose up on her knees, higher till her back was nearly parallel with the bed. I put a hand on her calf and ran it to her knee, then vertically up the back of her thigh to the great arc of her ass. I moved down between her legs till I found her pussy.
"She is wet." I said, feeling the runnels from her pussy on both thighs. I touched the lips of her pussy and she groaned. My finger parted her lips and entered her and she moaned deep in her chest. Her ass clinched and twitched. I pushed deep into her.
"Oh god." Rebecca Kline mumbled.
I rose up behind her, my hard cock tracked wetly up the back of her thigh. I commandeered it and directed it to her pussy. She arched her back, straining to bend with her arms bound.
I entered her.
"Oh my god." Rebecca gasped. "Oh god, yes!"
I thrust deeper, penetrating her bubbling body, sinking through the slick folds of her pussy till the cheeks of her ass nuzzled at my abdomen and legs. I crushed her ass between us, bunching it as I ground us together.
"Oh god!" She groaned again.
"Jesus Christ." Suzanne growled. "God, Sonny!"
I pulled out of the woman, now buzzing with passion.
"Oh no, please, please fuck me!" Mrs. Kline cooed, her voice a taut chord of need.
"No. Not yet." I patted her ass and got out from behind her, standing up. I looked at Sean. "You're up." When he wrapped a hand around his cock, I shook my head. "Not that. Not yet." I picked up the paddle. "This."
"Oh god, Sonny. No." That was not Rebecca, it was Natasha.
"Figure it out?" Suzanne asked. "At least you get to go first. Fuck me, I have to wait."
No one paid her any attention.
"I, I don't know." Sean said. "I never...!"
I turned around and realized I had positioned her on the wrong side of the bed. I had to use my left hand. Then I realized that Sean was left-handed. I chuckled. They say the brain pays attention all the time.
I put the paddle in my left hand.
"Crack!" I laid it onto Rebecca Kline's near ass cheek.
"Oh!" She squealed, more surprised than hurt.
I struck her ass again. The imprint of the paddle appeared as a red splotch on her jiggling flesh.
"Oh god, Sonny!" Natasha whispered. "Oh god, please, don't."
I struck Becky's ass again. She grunted now, adjusting to the strikes. Her body sagged, her hands clung to the headboard.
I looked at Sean. "Twenty or thirty strokes. Move around, high, low, ass and thighs. Both cheeks. Vary the timing so she doesn't know when to expect it and the intensity. Keep her guessing." I extended the paddle to him.
Sean looked at it and then at me. Finally he took it and moved it immediately to his left hand. I moved to the lone empty chair and sat down. Natasha reached out for my bare leg and clutched it like a doctor was about to stitch her up with out anesthesia.
Sean struck the bent woman the first time. Rebecca keened. He struck her again and she keened again, a sort of tight squeak attenuated into an extended tone. He followed up with three quick, sharp smacks.
Natasha's hand on my knee clinched tighter. I was glad she did not have hold of my cock, it would have looked like a link sausage. Sean waited. He did not move, he was breathing great deep breaths.
He waited.
He waited.
"What is he waiting for?" Natasha whispered, her voice loud like a tearing cloth.
Sean cracked the paddle on Rebecca's ass, going cheek to cheek back and forth in a steady rhythm. She kept trying to lift her head. Several times she released the headboard, lifting her hands but her balance deserted her immediately and she'd flop forward once more, her hands sparkling for the brass pipes of the headboard.
After about twenty stout whacks on her ass, she had figured out that she had to just accept it or risk falling over. Some inner resistance kept her from accepting that particular humiliation. Her ass, however, began to wag back and forth. After five, her voice diminished to nothing and she merely panted, her breath rattling in ragged gouts. At twenty-two, Sean halted. Over the next four or five minutes he struck her four more times.
Rebecca bucked with each blow. Her body swaying but her restrained hands had a firm hold and she remained up right. Her breasts dangled below her bent body inviting attention and getting none. Her ass commanded it all.
Beside me, Natasha panted too. Finally she pulled our bare bodies together. She pressed her breasts against my arm. She leaned in and whispered as light as a fly's sneeze, "Make him fuck her."
I looked at her but she was not even looking at me. Her eyes were fixed on the bent woman on the bed.
Sean looked at me.
"Belt." Natasha whispered.
Sean's eyebrows rose.
I nodded.
He went to my trousers and pulled my belt loose. I felt Natasha's hand move over to my cock. She grasped it and I felt the tension in her body. Her body was sloughed against me, shaking and twitching.
Sean snapped the belt in both hands. The crack made Natasha jerk more than Rebecca. Rebecca's ass lowered but then slowly lifted. The belt, fell across both cheeks. The sharp crack seemed to echo but it was Rebecca's voice.
"Oh god, oh god, I, never I cannot, I never, I oh, god, oh god!" The words dribbled out of her, like a leak in a hose.
The belt fell once more.
The dribble turned into a chant, stronger. Her ass began to wave back and forth.
"Fuck her!" Natasha cried, her hand gripping my cock so hard I had to remove it.
The belt fell once more.
"Yes, yes! Oh, please, yes, fuck me!" Rebecca cried, her voice thin with tension.
Sean laid a hand on the small of her back, the line of her spine down it and the twin rills that ran to the shelf of her ass, a cliff of now scarlet flesh. He kissed her skin and looked at Natasha. He clearly understood the little exercise by now.
"She really is hot."
"Fuck her." Natasha whimpered.
"Fuck me." Rebecca whimpered, her voice a near exact copy of Natasha's.
"Sean. Oh, Sean." Lydia Favors breathed her son's name.
I leaned past the projections of Natasha Rossini and Lydia Favors to look over at Suzanne. Her face was drawn. She saw me looking at her and turned her head to put both eyes on me but her expression did not change.
The belt fell and fell and fell.
Rebecca began to keen.
Sean dropped the belt and got behind the woman, her ass weaved in a complex pattern. Her voice whipped higher when his hands gripped her ass, slowing the motion. One hand probed between her legs and her ass stilled, though she arched it, lifting it and parting her legs. His finger touched her and she glugged, panting and gasping in turns.
"She's flowing like a faucet." Sean said. He leaned against her, his hand on his cock out of our sight. He straightened, his ass popped forward and Rebecca lost her mind. Her body jumped, jerking up and down, jamming her ass back onto his cock. He grabbed her ass and leaned against her, shuffling closer till her steaming ass coated his front. It bunched up between them as he ground into the woman.
Rebecca cried out, her body shook and then she called out, "Oh, oh, oh god, yes, coming, coming, coming!" Her teeth clacked together and she hissed through them as her body jerked. Sean ground his odd cock deep into the woman and she responded with each stroke through her sensitive inner folds.
She began to shake and her voice turned to a cataract of gasps and syllables of incomplete words, scattered like Pollack's paint throughout the room.
Sean pulled his ass back and slammed if forward.
"Back." Natasha panted. "On her back."
Sean froze, the meaning of the words making its ways through his chaotic mind. He pulled his cock from Rebecca's pussy. She keened at the loss. With one hand he pushed on her right hip, increasing his pressure till she tipped over. He grabbed her by the thighs and dragged her on her side lower on the bed, far enough down that her arms fit easily over her head. She lay, her head tipped up by her bound arms. She could look down her body at Sean. Her weight settled on her ass and she hissed, lifting it off the bed.
Sean pulled one leg to the side and Becky lost her leverage. Her ass contacted the bedspread.
She squealed, her ass bouncing up and down, which surely made it worse. Sean moved between her legs and lined up his cock, touching it to her glistening furrow. He leaned over her and his cock, clearly visible between his legs, it sank into the pulsing woman. Deep into her he drove it and Mrs. Kline exploded, her body quaking and bucking. Over and over she screamed out her climax, orgasm after orgasm after orgasm caterwauled through her. Her voice warbled and fell when her breath failed. Renewed, she called out in no language but that of pleasure, her body twisting and bucking as Sean hammered down and withdrew his cock from his body.
Finally, he lifted her legs with his arms and tipped her double, slapping his body against the plane of her ass and legs. Bound and bent, Rebecca laid under him, enslaved to the torrid sensations rampaging through her. She kept trying to catch her breath but each new stroke of his cock seemed to ignite some new, wholly new sensation. She could only receive his cock and shake with the ecstasy wracking her.
Sean stiffened, his cock rammed into her and he held it there, shaking and jerking.
"He's coming." Suzanne spoke into the limpid silence.
"Yeah." Sean agreed.
Beneath him, Rebecca panted and gasped, trying to recover her sanity.
"My god." Lydia said.
Natasha hit me on the shoulder. "Sonny, you fucker!" She growled. "You aren't going to do that for me are you?"
"I thought I would prime you for Joey."
She hissed. "If he flicks a booger at me, I'll come if you leave me like this."
Suzanne laughed.
On the bed, Sean's orgasm ran its course and he released Mrs. Kline so she could lay under him. Her ass continued to pump up and down. I stood up. My cock ached.
I pulled Natasha to her feet and dragged her bodily to the side of the bed. I bent her over and she sighed happily. I jammed my cock into her. She was Amazon wet. Deep into her I plunged and for a moment my vision went dark. I pulled out of her and staggered back.
"Goddammit, Sonny!" Natasha growled, sinking to her knees.
Becky had no pity for her.
I moved over to Lydia and pulled her to her feet. I kissed her hard and she kissed me back. When I pressed at her waist, she dropped to her knees, grasping my cock and licking the slick dew of Natasha's pussy off of it before sucking it deep into her throat.
I grunted. I was going to come. I felt it galloping at me in a cloud of passion and a haze of erotic sensations. Down into her throat I jammed my cock. She just let it slide into her mouth, giving me no other sensation. I was coming before I was fully rooted in her mouth. She sucked at my cock as I came, pumping against her face.
Suzanne sat before us watching. I know, I was watching her.
When Lydia sat back, a smirk on her face. "I know I'm not that good." She said, amused. She got to her feet and turned to look at Sean and Rebecca. Becky's ass still pulsed on the bed, each time she relaxed, she'd groan as the weight settled again onto her hot ass.
Natasha knelt beside them, her face on the bed, panting. I went and sat down. We were silent and still for a few minutes.
Suzanne finally leaned forward and looked at me. "My turn?" Her voice conveyed her skepticism. I almost felt guilty. Almost.
I nodded. "Your turn."
"What?" Lydia asked.
She apparently missed what had just happened. Good, I thought.
"Sean. Dude. No time for napping. Get up. My turn."
He roused and he climbed over Rebecca, then helped her sit up and perch on the side of the bed, her arms straight up behind her head. He had her stand up and proceeded to unlace her arms.
We all watched them. I felt out of breath but still wound like an old clock.
"Mrs. Favors?"
She looked at me from her knees on the floor. "Another blow job?"
Suzanne chortled. There was a little despair in the tone.
I got up and pulled her to her feet. I pushed her at Suzanne. "Kiss her." I said and she did. The redhead bent over the blonde, Suzanne's hand found one nipple and twisted and pinched it. Lydia wrenched free of fingers and lips. She glared down at Suzanne.
"What was that for?"
Suzanne just shrugged.
I picked up the zip sleeves from the corner of the bed. Lydia looked at me like she'd regard a witch doctor rattling knuckle bones at her. I gestured and she came close. I turned her around and slipped both sleeves onto her arms. They consisted of stout elastic and a stiff cloth on the inside, the part attached to the zipper assembly. When each sleeve was in place, I connected the two sides at the bottom and zipped her arms together. At the top, the strain of her arm exceeded the zipper's ability to hold them together. It had a little tie-off cord that hooked the sleeves together securing them behind the woman's back.
Lydia Favors was utterly helpless.
I bent her over the bed. I turned away from her, facing Suzanne. She did not make me speak but nodded and opened her mouth. I touched the tip of my cock to her lower lip and she grasped it and sucked at the head. Licking and sucking and kissing, she pulled more and more of my cock into her mouth till half of it was past her full lips. Her hands lifted and lay lightly on my hips, testament that she knew she could not have what she wanted.
She licked and sucked my cock.
"What are you doing?" Lydia asked behind me.
I pulled out of Suzanne's mouth, turned to find Lydia had stood up and was watching Suzanne suck my cock. I bent the redhead over onto the bed once more over the end of the bed. The footer had been removed so only the mattress pressed against her as she lay down. I peeled open her hips and thrust into her. She grunted. She was tight and damp but not welcoming slick. I jiggered into her, short fast strokes till her body responded. With the lubrication, I thrust into her from behind with longer strokes. She groaned as my cock penetrated her body.



Lydia Favors bucked under me. Her orgasm was instant and went off like a fire cracker, snapping inside of her, leaving her panting. I pulled out and thrust into her again.
"Oh, on her back, then her side with, with one leg raised." Suzanne instructed. She got it, fully. She had surrendered to my tease. I accommodated her stage directions. I pulled Lydia to her feet, moved her around to the far side of the bed and sat her down. She grunted and lay back, awkward with her arms bound behind her.
"Oh god. Now fuck her! Fuck her hard, like, like it was me!" Suzanne's voice was raw with emotion.
I got astride Lydia's body and dragged her to the center of the rumpled bed. I moved down, drawing a wet line on her lank belly. She began to hiss and moan. Her legs bumped against mine and I rocked back and forth, letting her open her legs so I could get between them. I bent my cock to her pussy and thrust into her. She cried out, her body bucking. It clinched down on me like an insolvent bank closing its doors.
Lydia lay awkwardly on her zipped up arms. Her eyes clinched closed but her hips punched up at me like an oil well, bobbing with metronome regularity, pumping up and down on my cock, stroking her million little nerve endings coating the folds and rills of her pussy using the shape and length of my cock.
"Fuck her!" Suzanne cried. "Hammer her. Pound her. God, Sonny, don't tease her. Give it to her. Ram your cock in her!"
Lydia opened her eyes.
I read the questions in them. Answers would take too long so I went with the cliff notes and dropped between her legs, pinning her pulsing ass to the bed, wrenching her body. She squirmed to make her arms flex properly. I ground my cock down into her body. The look in her eyes glinted and flitted away. A moment later they closed and she gasped, her body hunching tightly, her mouth seeking mine.
I could tell she went to the gym because she rose up and kissed me, look ma, no hands! She held the pose while I fit my hands around her ass and then we lay down together. I lifted my hips and slapped us together, the crack of the impact seemed to echo in my head. Her legs lifted and she groaned. I felt that little slippage, like a seal broke and I penetrated some secret corner of her pussy. She seemed pleased with the intrusion, arching her back, her chin lifted and her mouth opened soundlessly.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" Suzanne chanted behind me.
I remembered her requests. I tipped to one side and lifted Mrs. Favors right leg, blocking it high on my shoulder. That twisted her on her zipped up arms, contorting her body more. I had pulled out of her pussy to reposition her, now I fit my cock back to her entrance and pressed into her.
"Oh snakes and ladders, slide down into me!" Lydia whistled, her voice a high note warbling like a drunk nightingale.
"Fuck her!" Suzanne growled. "I mean fuck her. Make her, make her scream!"
I wrapped my arms around Lydia's one leg and lifted her ass as I popped my hips at her crotch. My cock pierced her deeply and she dangled, bound and helpless. I rose up on my knees, lifting her nearly off the bed. Each time I slammed into her body, it bounced away helplessly, like a swinging elephant's trunk. She was utterly helpless. We'd nearly separate, my cock just kissing her now sloshing pussy lips and then gravity would move her closer. I'd let her body swing close before hammering against her, penetrating her but also banging her again into a backward arc.
"Uh, uh, uh!" She grunted as I fucked her. She was contorted out of shape, too much to orgasm but her body zinged with sensation.
"From, uh, from behind." Suzanne whispered loudly, like a prayer she wanted both God and Satan to hear. She got me only.
After a couple more pendulum swings like England does, I twisted Lydia Favors onto her plentiful tits. I dropped her leg and let her lie still for a moment, panting and grunting, situating herself so she could breathe again.
I grasped each plush thigh, widened her legs and drilled into her. Her pussy reached out and sucked me in. I aimed but Roger the Rocket is not that accurate. I speared the woman right in the main channel, sloughing down through the layers of her pleasure till her wondrous ass cushioned me. I lay on her ass, propped up on my hands, her arms and hands between us. I ground my cock into her body and she groaned.
Suddenly I was aware of Rebecca laying on her side watching us, eyes glowing.
"Fuck her hard, now, Sonny." Suzanne husked, her voice raw with anticipation.
Suspended on my arms, I pounded down into Lydia Favors. She grunted with each impact. Her body seemed to open for me. I think I could have jumped off a step ladder with my eyes closed and penetrated her pussy dead center. She seemed always to anticipate my moves and her body swelled under me and then popped down and up to receive me. Her ass bunched between us, cushions of pleasure that held me safely out of her, rather than disappearing into her as I wanted.
She began to pant and grunt at the same time. All at once, she sucked air and went utterly still.
"Oh, oh, oh my fucking goat-fucking, butt-fucking, ass-licking, fuck me harder god!" Lydia screamed and her body bucked under me, coiling and then arching, jamming her body up at me, cinching us tightly together.
I wanted to come and as the woman lost her fucking mind, I felt wistful that I was merely hard and willing. I really wanted to pump into her but settled for stroking her and being her loving dildo. Lydia's ass pumped back at me with impressive force. Finally I let my weight settle onto her ass and she ground up at me.
"Oh god, come, come, coming!" Lydia cried. Her body twitched and bucked. She hunched and hunched and then screamed wordlessly. Quivers possessed her and she shivered like a palm frond in a hail storm. Great tectonic motions that originated deep in her, like a shift that shook continents, she shook, she moaned, she groaned and orgasmed with a redhead's intensity.
I got to my knees, pulled her back up their slopes and let her come with my cock jammed tightly inside of her.
She didn't seem to notice. She just groaned and thrashed, her arms twisting behind her like a shark's main dorsal fin. She grunted and gasped.
"Jesus Crackers!" Sean said from somewhere out of my sight. "That is what I call an orgasm!"
He sounded really jealous. I know the feeling. Lydia Favors really did love to fuck and to come and come and come. She seemed utterly uninhibited, surrendering to the situation without reservation. When she finally quit shaking and lay, cocked over my knees, twisted up on one shoulder, I had that warm feeling that told me she would make a perfect mother-daughter fantasy for my guys.
I pulled out of her and sat back. My cock was still hard. I didn't mind. The feeling had gone out of it a while ago. I needed a breather.
After a while, Rebecca got off the bed, still naked. She walked around like it was perfectly normal for her, losing that dainty, self-conscious prance she had about her before. She too seemed ready to be subjected to the airtight express while her daughter cheered her on. I felt certain that Lovely Kline would be delighted with our treatment of her mother and would eagerly submit her own body to the same.
"I, I need to go." Natasha said. She padded into the other room, found her clothing and began to dress. I unzipped Lydia and she rolled to her knees beside the bed. She stood up.
"Can I go too, Master?"
I know she was being sarcastic but just for a moment, I thought maybe she had twisted over to join Mrs. Wills. Then she looked back and if a woman can look sardonic, she looked sardonic. She should be in the fucking dictionary, I mean, under sardonic but fucking sexy would work too, I suppose.
"Go." I said. "I'll call you again."
She surprised me then, given that earlier look. She laid both hands on the sides of my face and kissed me soundly and loudly. "You do that, Sonny Duncan. I, I..." She could not finish.
I smiled. She got up and dressed with the others.
Rebecca Kline came over and kissed me in the same way. "I, I, me too." She whispered.
Validation makes the heart grow fonder. Fuck, if the universe had a message for me it was keep fucking every woman who dared to smile at me. I shook my head. The four of them walked out of the apartment, leaving me still on the bed and Suzanne Northcutt unplundered and nude on the chair.
"I may have underestimated you, Mr. Duncan. I, I guess I thought you were just a callow boy."
I grinned crookedly, too tired to make it a whole grin. "I am callow as they come." I chuckled. "I come callowly, even. Sometimes, I am no better than a dildo." I gestured at my cock which lazed in a complacent stupor, Lydia Favors drying on me like a masque.
"Perhaps a shower would perk you up?" Suzanne mumbled.
"Perhaps. Want to carry me there? I am not sure I can walk."
Suzanne laughed. I heard rapture in it, like she was coming down off a genuine high that she loved and wished to share with the world. God, that was so sexy, so sexy that my earless cock pricked up.
"I haven't stood up because my legs feel like rubber. Rubber, not rubbers."
I grunted and rolled off the bed to my feet and straightened.
She looked up at me, her eyes cool and appraising.
I got a signal and my cock rose up, hardening.
Suzanne laughed. "My god, I have esp."
"See? He's not as brainless as you always thought!" I returned. I offered her a hand and when she put hers in mine, I pulled her to her feet. We wobbled together and then wobbled back to the shower. I was still hard.
"You traded for me and I am still clean as a whistle." She whispered.
I smiled. I pushed her under the warm water and was about to join her, when I heard my phone ringing.
I stumbled out to my pants and answered it.
"Sonny? It's Natasha. I, I need to know. Can, can Norma stay at your house?"
"I, sure. When, when will she be there?"
"He's, he's coming in tomorrow. God, Sonny, I am vibrating like a new age virgin. If, if he wants nothing to do with me, you better call a meeting of the MILF sons and line them up. The way I feel now, I'll do them all in twenty minutes."
"Bye Natasha. Come by and get a key. Call first. I'll make it work, I think."
I hung up and went into the shower. Suzanne stood under it, preening like a duck in the rain. I moved in behind her and stroked her body and she let me. We washed and when the soap was long gone, I kissed her and she kissed me. Her gray eyes looked up at me, liquid and moist in the steam. God, I do love civilization.
"Sonny, really, you traded for me, don't you think you should, you know, have me? Sam might be suspicious if I go back to him untouched." She bowed her head, hiding in the lee of my body from the falling water. "Besides, I, I want to find out if I can come with, with just you inside of me. I, I don't know if I can but god, after that, I might be able to, you know?"
I shrugged. "We can try, milady."
We shut off the water, toweled off and then walked holding hands, naked, into the left bedroom, the one that did not smell like a locker room for the Swedish bikini team and their fluffers.
She turned down the bed and slipped between the sheet. She lay looking up at me. "I want you." She whispered.
I smiled and crawled over her and kissed her, a curiously gentle kiss we shared like we were both holding an orchid between us. Her thigh nudged my knee and her legs opened. I pulled away from her lips and got between her legs. Her hands found my loyal cock and directed it to the opening in her body.
Electricity snapped through me when my cock head connected to her furrow. Her pussy lips kissed my cock and I felt her trembling. I sank into her and she gasped.
"Oh god, I, I have never been this ready to have a cock thrust into me." She breathed. Her hips rosed and fell, like a great billows, pulsing and absorbed me.
She felt like liquid stone beneath me. Her body bubbled with passion and steamed with lurid lust.
"Fuck me, Sonny. God, I feel as if I'll come if you hammer me like you did her."
"Turn over." I said through gritted teeth.
She smacked my straining back. "You know what I mean!"
I didn't really. I wanted a nice firm hold on her ass while I pounded her. She lifted so my hands slid easily under her and I did as she requested. I closed my eyes, gripped an ass cheek in each hand and pounded down into her body. Her knees lifted and my down stroke struck deep, rooting into her seething sweetness.
My orgasm arrived like a comet falling out of the firmament, trailing a tail of fire but undeniable and unavoidable. Into her I launched my orgasm, like an explosion bursting with light and lightness. I felt like I was floating, anchored in her body by my cock, clinging to her ass as though I would cavort off into space if she did not anchor me. The pleasure burst in me and I poured into her.
She cooed and received my obeisance, laying languidly under me while I filled her.
When the crash and smash passed, I lay clutching her, my cock slathered in her liquid, propped on her pelvic carriage. "No luck." I whispered.
She kissed the top of my head. "Sonny, I know you don't believe me but I came when she did. I did. God, I never felt that before. I could not believe it, it was so strong it scared me and I, I stopped it." She giggled a little, embarrassed. "I am not too bright some time. If there was ever the perfect time to come, that was it. The redhead, what was her name?"
"Lydia."
"She, she'd have come more and maybe wouldn't have left. You could fuck her again."
"When I have you?"
"Shut your sweet lips."
I stretched and kissed her, ignoring her order. I had nothing but dust.
The next morning, I walked her over to Sam's door and received a thoroughly mussed D. Debra.
Sam did not even say a word. He just nodded and pulled Suzanne inside. I took D. Debra home. She dozed against the door till we got to her neighborhood.
She sat up and looked around. "I, Sonny, that, that was interesting. I have a confession, though."
I did not respond.
"I, I like it better when you are there, when you, you are watching, I mean."
She looked at me, her eyes glittering in the dirty dawn light. I finally met her eyes, still without words.
"Come, come to the house Sunday, at six. Play practice should be over for the day. I, I think it is time for us to have sex."
I shook my head. "I want to take you out first, on a real date, so you can say you got a meal out of it at least."
She laughed and got out of the car. Dee Dee bent down and looked at me with laughing eyes. She wanted to tell me something but I interrupted her.
"So? What changed? You told me I'd never dip my pen in Dee Dee's ink."
Her face twitched. "You share." She said. "I did not expect that. Usually when men fall in love with me, they get all possessive, like I am an object with a title. So, I strike first. Put them off balance, I try to own them. See what I mean? I am a person and no one owns me, ever. What I have, I share. Turns out you, you share to and you are fully willing to share me. I have to tell you, that, that is compelling. Now I just need to know if you know how to fuck." She started to close the car door but pulled it back. "About dinner, fine. Plan on it. Or don't. I'll get something out of it, don't you worry. I am a big girl and I can take responsibility for my own orgasms, just let me have control of my body and we'll be fine."
She shut the door.
I shook my head. That speech crammed a lot into it for me to think about. Think about it I would. At that moment, though, I watched that body owned by that woman walk away from my car.
She went to the door and it opened. D. Debra let the woman open it. They spoke and then both looked at me. Her mother. She had a flip of blond hair and D. Debra's tits on a lanker body, clearly evident in her satin night gown. D. Debra turned and waved at me, her mother watching our exchange with a half-smile and blue-eyed interest.
I drove away, tangled up in the idea that D. Debra was ready to have sex with me but she still hadn't yet fucked all my friends. She had a few to go. I smiled to myself as I drove to my empty house and got ready for school. Another day, more sex for Sonny. God, what a life!
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For three days I wandered around in a daze, not catatonic, just uninspired. Realizing that John Sawyer had had a piece of Jennifer without permission, had raped her with seduction and temptation, not with violence, he had taken her and taken what was mine. When that came clear to me, I seriously challenged my approach. Despite Sharon's desire for revenge, my revenge was subtle. I wanted to fuck the 20 women of Holdingsfield without giving any of them any rights to me or my life. I wanted to own them but not dominate them. I wanted them to come running, or run coming when I summoned them and for them to view each other as being in the same situation without competition or resentment.
I know, women not resenting each other and not making your life miserable with incessant carping is a stretch of the imagination but that was why I needed to have something over each of them, more or less the same thing. Yet distinct, personal and utterly intractable, I wanted a hold that connected their desire to me, to my cock would be best but if some preferred to be connected to a woman I owned, I could work with that.
My objective was to make them docile at the start but ravenous in the end, discovering their most lascivious desires and inviting them to surrender to them. I wanted them helpless in the presence of their own desires, utterly seduced by the promise implicit in my investment, that their darkest, most private desire could be had, if they bent their will to me, to my will, and let me use them as I wished. This, this ambition infused me, both as a psycho-sexual experiment and the additional purpose of making them helpless before me.
This new development threated this tame version of domination I offered. I say "tame" but it must be understood that my version is far more absolute. I want to hold them in the prison of their own desires, not my oppressive control. I wanted the collar around their necks to be their own passion and lust, tethered to me by the hope and perhaps certainty that I would give them what they longed for down between their legs where lies always surrendered to the truth of actual, consuming carnality. A woman can lie to the ignorant man about her orgasm but not to herself. At least I don't think so. Hmm. What if a woman did, lie to herself about her own pleasure? Perhaps every woman does? Perhaps that is my opportunity, to own the knowledge they cannot bear to face but cannot resist. Perhaps what I actually wanted was to own the desire that originated between their ears, to convince them using their body that if they prostrated their will to mine, they could feel their greatest longing fulfilled. Perhaps.
I struggled to get my mind wrapped around this pebble in my oyster head.
This mental block included what I was to do with Jennifer. She, the fear skittered in her and though she flinched when I came near, I refused to penalize her for it. I understood it, or actually, I thought I understood her behavior. I didn't but my ignorance and arrogance did nothing to remove the block on moving forwards. I just had no idea how to proceed, given what John Sawyer had done.
That left my control on Friday when I got a phone call from a number I certainly did not recognize. The number connected me to a woman's voice I did not recognize. I like to think I have all my senses engaged but this woman's voice made me think I had gone through life stone deaf till then. Her cultured voice puffed breathy phrases into my ear, pushed through the aether at me but ensorcelling me completely.
"Mr. Gale? This is Victoria Grayson." She hesitated, waiting for me to respond.
I was responding, just not with sound. She needed a working camera connection to see my cock rising in my pants. This immediate response to a voice rattled my sense of my own sexuality. Who does that? Get hard at the sound of a particular woman's voice? Me, apparently. I felt helplessly entangled in something I did not understand, but god I wanted to. I wanted first to be hopelessly entangled and then maybe to understand. Priorities matter.
Aroused by a mere voice? That is an arresting experience!
"Mr. Gale?"
"Yes, this is he." I managed. Funny how the cock can make it difficult to breathe. It has nothing to do with respiration, right?
"I am Mrs. Victoria Grayson. Do you have a moment?"
I said I did, consciously trying not to pant into the phone. I just could not seem to catch my breath.
"I am calling about your Virgin Services? I believe your contact has been communicating with me. I am wondering if we could meet for lunch. I am in town. I'd be happy to buy you lunch if you have time in your busy schedule?"
I shuddered. "Virgin Services?" I said blankly. "Don't you mean the airline? I think you have the wrong number."
"No! No, I don't. I, I know I don't. Please listen to me for a moment. Let me explain."
I waited so she could.
"Hello?"
"Yes?" I managed. "You, you asked me to listen. I am listening."
"Oh, yes of course. Please, Mr. Gale, your Mr. Crowley, I spoke with him and he thought, I, he thought it would be acceptable for me to contact you directly. Particularly since I am in town."
"When did you speak to Mr. Crowley?" I understood in a distant way; Crowley had given her my number!
"Just a moment ago."
"How did you contact him?"
She did not answer immediately. Finally she clicked her tongue. "I have to admit I used some of my resources to trace the emails we have exchanged back to him."
Through the purple haze of my penal intoxication I had a fleeting thought, that she was prevaricating for some reason. The haze ate that thought, perhaps my little devil put his pitchfork up my little angel's ass. At any rate I focused on the feeling of that voice in my ear and believed what she told me. It was the truth, just not the whole truth.
Crowley was going to be chagrined and blushing when he admitted he had been penetrated by a woman. I supposed he'd have an explanation. The synchrony in my life blinked and Crowley's number appeared on my phone, beeping for attention.
"You seem intent on speaking to me." I said.
"A mother will do a lot for her son, once she figures out a course of action and I more than most, only because I have considerable resources beyond what is normally available."
Her voice licked my ear and made my brain tickle and sizzle. My cock throbbed in sympathy.
"Can you wait a moment? I have another call I should take." I sounded perfectly reasonable but felt like my skin was levitating off my body.
"Of course."
I switched to Crowley. This should be good.
"Hey boss, I uh, I think a Mrs. Grayson will be calling. She, she is the woman interested in hiring a woman to seduce her son." Crowley spoke quickly. He almost never sounded rushed, always lollygagging from syllable to syllable like he cared nothing for getting to the end of his sentences. His alacrity at getting under your skirt surprised lots of people because of his measured drawl. Not now. I almost chuckled, hearing his voice crackle with tense insistence.
"I know, Crowley, she is on the other line." I thought about tweaking his proboscis but demurred. That was too cheap by half and I needed him. I sought to give him slack and reassurance. Everyone needs it once in a while, even Crowley, and they appreciate it if they are not a sociopath. "Did you manage anything with the club downtown? Getting Mrs. Lewis unhitched from their stable?"
"Working on it boss, I think I have a solution but I, you really don't want to talk about this if Mrs. Grayson is on hold, do you?"
Crowley always knew how to deflect notice of his shortcomings and they were many. That was part of his charm, if you could call it that, he was not intimidated by his own character flaws, not proud, but not ashamed either. That made him easy for me to deal with but perhaps I am a special case.
"A point. What did you tell her? About Mrs. Simpson, I mean?"
"Nothing. She asked for a blond and I said we had just the thing. I'll, er, I'll explain why we were speaking another time. No, she has not seen a picture of Mrs. Simpson. Do you think that she is, will be able to do something like this?"
"We'll discuss it later. Did you check on the Covingtons for me?"
"I did. I sent them a little missive by messenger. They should have it today or tomorrow morning, latest. It should get a rise out of them. What's happening with them? Do you want to move on them or not?"
"Wait. We'll wait. Don't do anything yet. I'll get back to you about them. Free Mrs. Lewis, though. ASAP." I got a flutter in my putter. Poor Mr. Cock was confused because the sights and sounds of Mrs. Lewis' aural orgasms intruded on my present reality. That remembered jazz and this present thrill competed to inspire the stiffened resolve in my cock and it was unclear in that moment which could be granted responsibility for the bubbling response in me. I voted for both and felt that wondrous delight from the confidence that I might have both.
Mrs. Grayson won in that moment because she was not a sure thing and the likelihood that she'd sign a contract of any sort was nil. The happy hounds of lust bayed after her though I had no picture to match to her voice. Oddly, I needed none. That inviting, breathy voice promised enough to get me signing on the dotted line. Ah, desire how wondrous, how marvelous. Oh brave new world that has such sensations in it!
I flipped back to Mrs. Grayson. We arranged to meet in an hour at The Pale Stallion, a bar and restaurant located in the bottom of The Finest, one of the best hotels in the world.
I took a quick shower and told Jennifer I was leaving for the afternoon. She watched me but provided little other response. I got to the car and decided to do something. Her flat effect had bothered me but I knew its origin and had no solution. Now I finally had an idea, an option, trial to try to see if it generated an error. It was worth the risk, beauty depressed is bleak and horrible and I cannot stand to leave it unaided. I went back into the house.
"Jennifer, do you have anything planned for this weekend?" I asked.
She shook her head, still empty of her former sparkle.
"I am going to meet a woman who is seeking a woman to take her son's virginity. I don't know the particulars but if you think you are up to it, I am inclined to sell her your services for a few days." I held up the phone, "I need a pic."
She nodded and struck a sexy pose. "Wait, wait." She said and in a flash removed the bra from under her blouse, pulling it out one sleeve in that private feat of legerdemain that women rarely show to their male counterparts. Her breasts billowed before her, ghostly lures behind the pink blouse, the nipples blunted on one side by the shirt pocket but poking clearly into the fabric on the other. She struck the pose again and her tits rose to the occasion. I snapped a couple pictures. Her smile blinded me, the bleakness in her eyes gone for just that instant she stared into the camera. Every woman is an actress but for men, the prick cannot lie. When they say men are more straight forward than are their female fellows, they mean the hard cock reveals a truth the women can and often do keep privately inside.
"I'll be back." I said and left Jennifer there. She almost seemed eager but a stressed reserve remained. I did not want to enliven her until it was a sure thing so left the possibility dangling and evanescent.
I drove to The Finest and went inside, leaving the keys with the valet service. Once inside, I realized I had no idea whom I was seeking. I'd been dazed by a mere voice, I hoped I would not find she was a fat old crone. That sort of dissonance tended to cause trauma to the sexual psych but that consonance was far more usual than a sexy voice matched to an equally sexy body. Such unity of sensuality is a true unicorn.
I entered the bar that was alive with the lunchtime hubbub and scanned the place. It is always a risk to look for a voice. Some of the sexiest voices I have known belonged to women who could crowd a truck off the highway.
Despite my intent to focus on all the women sitting alone, my eyes went immediately to a beautiful brunette sitting alone. Her eyes were down, she fussed with a compact, opened it and touched her perfect face. Every movement bespoke the grace in her voice.
"That may not be her." I muttered sub-vocally, trying to pull my brain back from the precipice, the hope and desire that she was Victoria Grayson. At any moment I expected her to look up and smile at some man approaching her from another direction. I shook my eyes loose from her beguiling appearance and scanned the place. My heart hammered in my chest as I forced myself to consider the possibility that another woman sitting alone would prove to be Victoria Grayson.
I'd like to say there were none but that would be a lie. My heart sank as I scanned the room. Three other women were also sitting alone. Each had their own version of middle-aged homeliness and to be sure, all looked far more like mothers than did the first woman who commanded my attention with her beauty. I kept getting bumped by other men shouldering through the entrance. I was struck by that first woman and wanted her to be Victoria Grayson. That possible consonance teased me and I felt the un-Zen like desire that she be the one, I wanted her! I felt that desire writhing deep inside me and it made my chest hurt. I feared going to settle the matter because such a thing seemed so unlikely. I decided to avoid disappointment but stood considering my next move, trying not to stare at my first and only choice.
Finally, after a guy elbowed me in the ribs and gave me a glowering look, I moved to the side and the motion enlivened my mind. I realized that I was going to have to ask all of them till I found the right woman. What order should I use?
I decided to make a game of it. I'd ask her last. If she remained alone and the actual Mrs. Grayson proved disappointing to eye and cock, if not to the ear, I'd reserve the option to approach the vision and seduce her if I could. That hope buoyed me and I shifted into action.
I went to the second woman I spied. "Mrs. Grayson?" I asked in as neutral a voice as I could manage. Even then, it twanged with a tension that was subconscious dread, I have to admit.
She looked up. Her eyes went down my body and back up to my eyes, like she was gaging a side of beef. She shook her head. "Not in the market, buddy." She said.
I moved away, embarrassed as hell. I look young because I am young but I was not accustomed to such crass dismissal, partly because I usually had more money than the people I addressed. No one in the Pale Stallion would be impressed by my money. Well, they might since I have a lot but surely they all had money of their own and would be loath to show it.
I moved to the next woman. She looked up as I approached. She smiled and nodded when I stopped before her.
"Hello." She said brightly. "Can I help you?"
"I am sorry, I am supposed to meet a Mrs. Grayson and...."
"You don't know whom you are looking for? I am Mable Diggerson. If your Mrs. Grayson doesn't appear, come have lunch with me." She smiled again. "I'm alone." She did not have looks to speak of but she was not a horror, either. She was what might be described as handsome, the sort of looks that money can transform and did but which pushed her into business lunches rather than the runway, early in life. Still, she had tits and they seemed proud enough, though the table hid legs and ass. Now I was assessing her like a side of beef.
I thanked her and moved away. The third woman was black but I did not dare to think I could hear race in a woman's voice as though rounded or neglected constants could be indicative. Hiphop shattered that general distinction in American women. This black woman had a brusque look, flipping through emails or texts on her phone as I approached.
"Excuse me, Mrs. Grayson?" I asked.
She looked up from her phone eyes steady. She shook her head and returned to the phone, not even seeing me. Her eyes clicking with concentration.
My heart hammered in my head as I turned around to face the fourth woman and not from that disdainful dismissal that I had rarely been exposed to. My heart heart her voice once more and my eyes sought her again at my heart's behest. It nearly tore out of my rib cage when I found her eyes on me. I forced my feet to move. The room seemed to dim, the sounds dulled as thought turned down and tuned out by a theatrical focus. I swear a spot light lit her features. I could not breathe and my body turned to doughy clay.
I shuffled towards her, fixed by her brown eyes and her rich smile. This experience, I had not had often in my young and privileged life; the drama of a desire fulfilled out of a thorough and realistic dread that I would be disappointed, but then finding new hope of satisfaction. It was a high I had not experienced often in the past.
I arrived at the edge of her booth. "Mrs. Grayson?" I said in a papery voice.
She nodded. Her eyes held something, a shard of shock that vanished like a broken ice icicle dropped into a bond fire.
My fucking cock got hard, swelling in my pants the moment she spoke. Fuck me. My cock didn't even have ears and it knew that voice.
"Mr. Gale?"
I nodded.
"Please do sit down." Her eyes were laughing. "I watched you speak to those other women. Didn't you think I would be sitting close to the entrance?"
I slid into the angled booth. A glass of water before me got my attention and I drank from it before attempting speech. "I put you last because I hoped you would be, hoped it would be you. My god, you are beautiful. How is it possible that you have a nineteen year old son?"
She smiled calmly, accepting the compliment but not basking or preening. It seemed to be her usual fare and how not? She was fucking gorgeous, the more so the longer I lingered in the wash of her presence, like she was radioactive and I was soaking it up. My whole body felt like the subatomic particles were taking me apart, exploding one cell nucleus at a time. Time slowed.
Her eyes measured me. Finally she nodded once glancing away then reattaching her gaze to me, like a tether. "You are much younger than I expected. Your man, Crowley, he sounded as though you were..." She trailed off and a slight pink touched both cheeks. She looked around the room, away from me. When her eyes returned to mine, she smiled. "I thought you would be a man much older to...to be, to be offering this service."
She squinted then and looked away again.
We sat in silence for a moment. I waited for her to continue, my brain roasting in her presence, unable to yield up the least intelligent thing to say. All I could offer was a sizzling hiss so I kept quiet.
She finally began again. "I, I, there is no sense in avoiding the issue. I want help to get my son, to help him, to arrange for my son to have sex, and I want it to be special somehow. I, I don't know how to do that, or why I thought I should involve myself in his sexual resume...I mean, I know full well why. I just haven't fully realized what I am attempting. That bothers me. I, I am struggling to figure out what I expected. I never expected you to be such an attractive young man." She smiled and for a moment I saw an unaccountable ravenous shadow flick through her eyes.



Now I blushed. Somehow her frank compliment pierced my social shield and pricked my pride, leaving me breathless. I shifted my eyes from her cool brown eyes but not far, just down to her finely shaded red lips. I did not even get to her tits before my scanner jammed. Her hair was pinned up; I am sure there is some name for the style but for me, all it did was hide its length and expose the regal lines of her neck. I imagined touching those lines with my lips. My cock throbbed.
"I am young, I admit it. Do you hold it against me?" I studied her lips, wishing she would, hold them against me I mean.
She shook her head. "Not if you can genuinely do what Mr. Crowley promised."
I nodded. I felt the vibration in her voice, the urgency. There was a story, I thought but I dared not ask. It was only then that I realized that unlike the rest of the world, her voice perfectly matched her appearance, her manner, her square, elegant shoulders...I found myself waxing rhapsodic and that made me blush. To deflect her detection of my distress, I fished my phone out of my coat pocket and found the picture of Mrs. Simpson.
"Here. She, she is available." I held the phone across towards her.
She had taken the gadget from my hands, touching her fingers to mine when the waiter appeared so she could not respond. I felt the tension of awaiting for her approval. Well, that was my conscious label. In reality I felt the zing of that first physical contact and lust roared in me like a tsunami, filling my ears. I glanced around as the waiter waited, expecting to see the place shaking in a movie version of pending disaster.
Nothing.
"Do you wish to order?"
Mrs. Grayson kept her eyes on the phone pic. "Order for us, why don't you, Mr. Gale?"
I was unfamiliar with the menu and the fellow did not show any inclination to leave so I fumbled through the listing and ordered the special, a northern Italian basil pasta with capers and chicken and asked him to bring the right wine to match. He left us.
Mrs. Grayson looked up at me. "She is beautiful. I, I am embarrassed to ask this but, oh my, perhaps I shouldn't." She seemed uneasy and that made her uneasier. She looked up at me, her distress apparent in her eyes.
"Please, ask anything. I, have lots to hide but I will answer what I can." I had been about to claim total transparency but such claims almost always proved both false and foolish. I was no politician and such claims presume to fulfill some hope of knowledge without knowing what was sought. Foolish.
She nodded. "Okay. Please don't be insulted. I...no, let me ask it this way. Why are you offering such a beautiful, clearly sexy woman to my son? Am I to believe that you are not, uh, having sex with her?"
Suddenly I relaxed. Just like that I was shunted back into the world of the Holdingsfield twenty and for a brief, energizing moment, I reveled in that world, its reality and the promise it yet held for me. The shudder in my bones vanished.
"I would not presume that if I were you. I, I have a number of women who would be pleased to introduce your son to the joys of heterosexual sex. If she is not appropriate...."
"Oh, no, I told Crowley I wanted a blond woman, a woman as different from me as can be. He recommended this woman. He said, he said she was built to...uh, for sex, for making love."
I could not help it. I laughed. I doubt Crowley ever said "making love" in his blunt life. "I imagine that you heard his voice and imagined I would look like he sounds. Trust me, he looks just like he sounds." I smiled, increasingly at ease before her sudden and charming unease. I felt both pleasure and amazement. "Very much like you, looking as you sound, I mean."
Mrs. Grayson smiled, gently. She switched off the phone and lay it down on the table. I did not reach for it.
When she did not speak, I did.
"I have several other women who would be available, perhaps not immediately, who are different from you. An Indian woman who could offer a belly dance that would seduce Buddha himself. A Japanese woman, in form only, inside she is all American and sounds like it if she wishes. Or I have a access to a wondrous redhead but, uh, she doesn't like flying."
Mrs. Grayson tapped the phone. "No, oh no, she is perfectly fine. Better than fine. She, I fear she is too beautiful and he will never believe she is interested in seducing him."
"I am sure he would get over that."
"I cannot have him know I arranged this. I..."
Her hand still lay over the phone. I reached out and patted it, feeling her firm, cool skin. The contact raced through me, tingling from fingertips to cocktip in a New York minute.
"I am sure he would be mortified. I would be, if it were me. Once you have gotten a bra or two off, the anxiety changes and you can focus on what was underneath it, the bra I meant. I believe Mrs. Simpson could manage to seduce him to that point in a weekend."
"Tonight?"
I pulled back my hand. "That is fast."
"It is a holiday at his college. I have plane reservations and a hotel. I gave him a package to pamper him. He never lets me do anything for him but this once, he let me. I want to do more, a little more." She moved the hand from the table to cover her mouth. "Oh, my, is this a good idea? It is hardly a small thing I am plotting." She suddenly seemed genuinely mortified by her own conceptions.
I waited, not speaking because I had no thought at all. I did understand my opinion did not matter so expressing it would contaminate the moment.
"I told him I had to be gone this weekend and he was going to go back to school but I got him to agree to spend his weekend at The Rotunda. I have her booked to arrive tonight. He likes to prowl places late at night, after the crowds are gone. I thought, I think she could find him easily and pick him up. Is she that way? I mean...my goodness, you said Mrs. Simpson?"
I nodded, aware aliases were usual. Not my girls, I thought. "Yes." I counted on Crowley to be able to stalk stalkers and put them back in their boxes with some lingering reminder to leave my girls alone.
"She's married? I mean what does her husband think...?"
"Do you want the details? I have them."
The food arrived and while the meal unfolded, she stared at me. When the wait staff left, she sat looking at me. Finally she nodded.
"I want to know everything. I, I am having second thoughts about whether this is a good idea or not."
Where to start? What to tell, what to leave out?
Finally I launched into the telling of how I came into possession of my Holdingsfield women. I recounted seducing Valerie, then Liza. I mentioned Vidya but then found myself engaged in a detailed description of Eve Sawyer and her adventures with Swallow, Shallow I mean. Before I finished eating I was telling about the Sawyers. By then, I had explained the terms of the contracts.
Something about her made this woman easy and luscious to talk to. Unburdening myself to this sensuous stranger felt risky and that made it exciting. I, I truly had no designs on her body though I was flushed with lust for her. I had not even considered her as anything but an object of art I could gaze at but never touch, like a Monet in the National Gallery. I had the money to own such things but I had consciously avoided it so they remained special and distant. I could still draw near to them and they would touch me, an experience I lost with ownership. I smiled to myself, with the Holdingsfield women it was just the opposite, I was touched more by ownership. So Mrs. Grayson seemed to me, forever beyond consideration, beyond my grasp and out of my reach. That made me shiver with appreciation and desire.
It seems absurd but that set of mind allowed me to relax. She was older than the women of Holdingsfield and that seemed to reassure me and she was an active listener. The sensual content of my speech did not seem to rattle her. She listened and asked for details till I found myself describing having sex with Shallow in the elevator, then over the back of the car. We both laughed together.
We had dessert and I told her about Mrs. Simpson, how I had had her the first time, my mind on Vidya and how Jennifer came to be living in my house. We had port with the flourless chocolate tort and it blended the tastes together with the presence of this woman.
I had just begun discussing Jeri Lewis and her conundrum when Victoria laid a hand on my elbow.
"I, I am fascinated but, but I have the flight for five, for Jennifer. Perhaps, perhaps we should arrange that before you go on?"
Her gentle reminder of the nature of our meeting goaded me out of the flush of my story. My cock was hard with memory, filled to the erotic rim. "Of course. I..." I was about to offer her the chance to meet Jennifer when she interrupted me, voicing my own thought. That thrilled me itself.
"I would like to meet her, if that is possible. We have a little time. It is nearly one-thirty. Can she be ready to go in time?"
"Of course." I got the check and she let me. We stood waiting for my car and I suddenly felt the vital strangeness of her presence, suddenly willing to leave with me.
"I, I have to tell you something about Mrs. Simpson. I, I am in a bit of a conundrum and I think I should tell it to you. I, I think it will make her careful and unsure and that, in a woman, sometimes makes a young man confident."
Mrs. Grayson laughed, a full laugh that shook her. She was still chuckling when she entered the car from the other side. "A young man? Just how old are you, anyway, Mr. Gale?"
"I am under thirty but old enough to order wine." I said.
She chuckled again. She waved a hand at me as I maneuvered into traffic and turned the leased Jag towards home. Home. What a concept.
I told her about Jennifer, in very minimal terms, John Sawyer's role and his three part story about what he wanted and how he thought to put his wife beyond my lustful clutches. I told about the reason I put the cameras in my own house, blaming Jennifer for it all because she was so eager to be offered to a virgin son. It was Jennifer's fantasy to be a virgin boy's first encounter with pussy.
"That is why I think this will work out for both of them."
Mrs. Grayson agreed. On her agreement, I called Jennifer and told her to get ready to board an airplane as part of our Virgin Services. She squealed and hung up on me.
"But there is something else, something that makes you reserve judgment on the wisdom of this." Mrs. Grayson made it sound like a statement, not the question it should have been.
I nodded. I told her what the cameras saw. We pulled into the development as I finished recounting the story. Mrs. Grayson listened the whole time but when I turned off the car in front of the house she just sat staring out the front of the car.
"Still think this is a good idea?" I asked.
She snapped out of her reverie and looked over at me. "I, yes, of course. I think Mrs. Simpson is the perfect woman to seduce Clayton. I, I just, I am aroused by the idea that you can seduce these women and keep them in thrall to your..." she laughed nervously, "...to your cock." She looked at me like she had just sprayed spit on my glasses, aroused and apologetic at the same time.
I had stopped in the circle drive, assuming that I would be taking Jennifer to the airport and Mrs. Grayson back to her hotel. "We best get going. Time will be short."
"Call her a taxi." Mrs. Grayson said. "I, if you don't mind, I would like to spend a little more time with you." She looked at me and smiled a bleak smile that mystified me, though I don't know what I expected from a woman arranging her own son's seduction. "You are easy to talk to and it seems that you are sexual beyond your years. Youth is not being wasted on you, young man." She nearly giggled.
The delight laced in her voice felt like approval and invitation pending but as yet unspoken. I had hope and it buzzed in me like and unanswered phone.
I called the taxi, thrilled at this change of plans. That done, I got out of the car and walked to the front door. I noticed the red bra as soon as I rounded the end of the car. It was hanging by a shoulder strap, a steak knife though it, stuck in the wooden door, pinning a piece of paper and the bra strap to it. I stopped before it, staring.
Mrs. Grayson laughed. "Does this happen to you often?"
I pulled the steak knife loose and tossed it into the shrubs, folding the bra cups into each other, holding it in one hand. The paper was folded three times. I opened it and it read, "I'll sign your contract now, tonight." It was signed, "Cassie."
Cassiopeia Angorra, I knew the name. One of the women of Holdingsfield had taken matters into her own hand. I opened the door and stepped into the foyer. I saw Jennifer standing on the stairs. Her face was streaked with tears.
"Oh god, Mr. Gale, Joshua, I, I..." She burst into tears.
I consciously left the door ajar behind me and moved towards Jennifer. She dissolved completely as she rushed down the stairs, a cataract of weeping, tears, and shivering blond. She buried her face in my shoulder, ramming into me with her plush agony. Before I could speak, it all gushed out.
"He came while you were gone. I, I have been trying to tell you. I am so ashamed, so, so, so...." She could not finish but shook with new sobs, pressing her face into my chest.
Behind me, I heard the door close softly and I knew I had a witness but dared not look away from Jennifer for she would surely feel my inattention. I feared such a breach of etiquette would unhinge her.
"What is wrong? What, what is the matter?" Despite the fact that I had a clear idea of what the matter was, I thought it far better to ask then to sympathize too quickly. Confession is good for the soul, so the saying goes.
Jennifer hitched and grunted as she regained control of herself, her face scorched with pain. "I, I fucked him. I did. I mean, no, he, he came in the night, while you were gone. He, he grabbed me from behind and whispered that he was going to fuck me, that I was going to come like I had never come before. He demanded that I tell him to stay...and I did!" Her voice ran up the register again and new tears flooded down her cheeks.
I held onto the woman, strangely aroused, but confusedly so because I thought I could solve this problem but had little idea about what Jennifer's reaction would be. At this point, I still assumed she was overwrought about having been assaulted in my house. That I thought I understood.
"Joshua, I am so sorry. I, I told him to stay. I, I begged him to fuck me. I, he grabbed me and tied me and blindfolded me and then asked me to beg for it, to be fucked till I orgasmed. And I did...!" Her voice again descended into whining sobs. "I did! Both!" She clung to me like wind tore at her and threatened to carry her away to Oz or some place far more horrible.
"Jennifer, Jennifer..." I soothed as best I could, then hit on the precisely correct way to halt this cataract. "We have company, Jennifer, please stop crying."
She seemed not to hear over powered by her own internal drama. "I, I have to tell you, I have been so ashamed. You, I am yours but, but I, when he, when he took me, I came, oh god, Joshua I came so hard and so often. I felt, I felt like electricity ran through me. I was terrified but he asked so nicely and when, when, when he said he'd go unless I asked him politely to, to, to fuck me, I did. Oh Joshua, I liked it. I, I am so ashamed, I wanted him to fuck me. You had been gone a week and after your accident, I was so aroused and I, I, god I wanted him to fuck me and when he did, I came and came and came and now, now all I dream about is him fucking me, taking me from behind and on my back and I was tied up and all I could do was feel his cock sliding into me and his lips on my boobs and his hands, his hands were everywhere but I feel them always on my ass while he fucked me, ramming his cock into me, and I, I, I liked it. I loved it!" She finally ran out of breath and gasped for air, sounding like a physical cock blocked her rather than the rush of her confession.
The woman shuddered and finally I realized it was not with revulsion but with a curious sense of guilt I had not comprehended quite yet. Jennifer pushed me back, looking up into my eyes.
"Mr. Gale, I came with him. I wanted what he did to me. I dream about it and wish, wish for it! I am so ashamed! I have betrayed you. I am yours and when another man came to take me, I gave myself to him without hesitation, pleading with him to give me what I had reserved for your control, for your dispensation." She shuddered.
Dispensation? I hardly knew what that word meant and this blubbering blond was bandying it around as though...I let that thought skip away. I was saved though.
Jennifer suddenly stiffened. "Oh! Oh my!" She exclaimed, her eyes over my shoulder. "I am so sorry, oh my god!" She hid her face in her hands and backed away from me. She turned to flee upstairs but I caught her by the arm.
"Stay. Stay. I have to show you something." I glanced back at Mrs. Grayson. "This is Mrs. Victoria Grayson. She, she is here to purchase your services. She, she wants you to seduce her son."
Jennifer went still. She lifted her face. She looked at me and then she was weeping piteously again.
I looked back and Victoria. The woman rolled her eyes and shrugged.
"Jennifer? Jennifer?" I asked, real concern in my tone. The blond woman ignored me. "Jennifer, stop weeping this instant!" I said resorting to a hard, tight voice.
She twitched once, her body jerked as if she'd been physically struck. She lifted her head and straightened her shoulders, pushing her breasts out to me. With only a couple more gasps, she stopped weeping.
"Do I need to delay the flight?" Mrs. Grayson asked.
I considered for a moment. "Are you packed, Jennifer?"
She nodded, tears still rolling down her face. She licked her lips and nodded again. "I can leave soon." A hand swept tangles of blond hair away from her face and she dabbed at her cheeks with a tissue. "I must look awful."
Mrs. Grayson said the perfect thing. "Keep that look, my dear. My son, he is a gentle soul and will respond to a woman in distress." She took out her own phone and showed it to us. "This is Clayton. He is a distressed virgin and I want you to seduce him into your bed. You present condition would be perfect, at least useful in such an endeavor. If, I mean, if you feel up to it?"
Jennifer looked from me to the woman and back again. "You mean, you mean you will still let me, let me go? Even though, even though this other man..."
"...made you come?" I finished for her. For a moment, I considered showing her the film of her illicit fuck, but something told me to leave well enough alone. Her distress, it seemed stemmed not from being attacked but from enjoying it, not from enduring a rape but from betraying me by coming with a man who took from her what only I should have provided.
"Is this what has made you so morose lately? You felt upset that you came while you were being raped?" I could not keep the incredulity from my voice.
Jennifer's face registered shock. "I was, I was raped?" She shook her head. "You aren't angry? You aren't going to put me out, send me back to my husband and never fuck me again?"
I shook my head immediately.
She threw herself at me, crushing me in a hug then kissing my neck and chin while she humped her pussy against my leg. "Oh thank you, thank you, thank you! Mr. Gale, I am your sex object and I swear I will never come with another man, ever!"
I pushed her away and slapped her across the face. The woman could not have looked more shocked. She touched her red cheek, my hand imprint on it. "I order you to come every chance you get when I give you away, when I sell you to be used. When you come, when you thrash in orgasm, you validate that man inside of you. I forbid you to avoid orgasms with other men." I felt foolish, like I was parroting some stupid line out of a porn story.



Jennifer looked shocked but then she looked past me at Mrs. Grayson. Slowly she nodded. She suddenly bowed her head. "I understand, sir." She whispered. "I have, I have been morose and I deserve to be punished so you are sending me away."
I grasped her by the chin and lifted her face. "I insist that you orgasm with Mr. Grayson. Clayton Grayson is his name and Mrs. Grayson has provided all you need to engage him. But you are running short of time and must be ready to go in half an hour if you are going to make the plane!"
For a moment no one moved.
"My dear, don't fix your make up. That look, beautiful and distraught, it will attract men to you like nothing else. My son, he would love to comfort a lady in distress." Mrs. Grayson's voice warbled with amused eroticism.
Suddenly, Jennifer's posture stiffened again and she snapped erect. "I am no lady, ma'am, I am a sex object!"
Mrs. Grayson chuckled behind me. "Once he gets your bra off, be that. Till then, though, you must be the perfect lady. Lure him with purity and then drown him with your lurid instincts."
"You best finish packing. The taxi will be here soon." I said.
Jennifer's eyes pulled from Mrs. Grayson, flickering with curiosity and arousal. She found me with her blue eyes and nodded. She flew up the stairs.
I turned to look at Mrs. Grayson. "I am so sorry. I, as I explained this is a complicated matter and she seems to be in the middle of this emotional tar pit. Would you care for a drink? I would."
She did and we drank in a comfortable silence while Jennifer rattled around upstairs. She came downstairs before the taxi arrived. Mrs. Grayson reviewed her plan and arrangements. Jennifer became more animated as Victoria explained to her the situation and her wish and demand for services. When Jennifer looked too happy, Victoria slapped her.
"You are in distress, fleeing a husband who does not want you any more, who does not understand you, sexually. No giggling, girl!"
I don't know if Victoria intended to fit her situation to Jennifer's but she did, very nicely. Jennifer nodded very somberly, a new hand print matching mine on the other cheek. When they finished and she had packed away the folder with details to review on the plane, Jennifer looked at me, a question in her eyes.
"What? What do you want?" I said, a bit more harshly then intended.
"I, uh," her eyes darted to Mrs. Grayson.
"Don't mind me, dear. I know what you are thinking. Please, I'll have another drink and observe your abilities."
I was confused but then suddenly hopeful that I understood.
Jennifer nodded once. "I, I want you inside me before I leave. I want to suck you and then have you enter me from behind. So, so I can feel that while I travel." Her voice quavered.
Suddenly I felt on the spot. This woman whom I had only just met and fallen in lust with was about to watch me have sex with the sex object she purchased from me to seduce her son. Oh my gracious, how things had gone far afield from the American Gothic. I nodded, suddenly clicking into a commercial mode I felt confident with and comfortable in. This was a preview of my services for Mrs. Grayson. God, I felt like the interns interviewing for positions in my company must have felt meeting me the first time. Given both my position and my experience, this revelation merely increased my confidence and thus my arousal.
I nodded. "Suck me, Jennifer."
She grinned brightly and got to her knees. She carefully unbuckled my belt and unbuttoned my slacks. As she drew the zipper down the length of my cock, I felt Mrs. Grayson behind me. I wondered if she'd move around so I could see her but she remained a presence at my back. It would have been de classe to look around to see if she was watching, so I had to imagine that woman, a woman I felt a voracious hunger for, watching me as another woman sucked on my cock. Imagination served well.
Jennifer's fingers exposed my cock and a moment later her lips kissed the end. Her tongue swabbed around the helmet and then she pressed her mouth onto it, filling it with my cock and taking it deeper. She sucked hard and I felt the erotic thrill singing a new anthem in me.
She took me deep, sealed her lips, sucked hard till she seemed to be fitted tightly onto my cock, one with it, but just at that moment, a horn honked out in the drive. Fuck me!
Jennifer did not seem to hear. She continued to swallow around the end of my cock, blowing and snorting as she fought for air. I pushed her away. She looked up at me, hurt creasing her forehead, but then the taxi honked again and she understood.
"I'll tell him to wait. Finish. Give her what she wants." Mrs. Grayson whispered. "But just two minutes." She moved past us and out the door.
I helped Jennifer to her feet and she moved over to the table and bent over it, lifting up her pale green, straight skirt. She said nothing as she assumed the position. Her hands gripped her ass cheeks and held them wide, pointing her ass and pussy at me.
I shuffled over behind her and touched her pussy. She was dripping. A line of liquid ran down her right thigh.
She giggled. "I am going to smell of sex the whole way."
I inserted my cock into her, pushing through the slick, smooth tightness of her pussy till I was pressed against her full ass, filling her with my cock.
"Oh thank you, Mr. Gale, thank you!" She gasped, her whole body shuddered and shook. Behind us, the door opened and I heard Mrs. Grayson's heels on the foyer entrance and then the dull whisk of her footfalls on the carpet. She came over and stood right beside us.
When I looked at her, she was staring down at our conjunction.
"Don't come in her." She said softly. "I, I hope my son will take the opportunity to taste a woman before she is soiled and I want her to taste purely female so as to not confuse him."
Her voice, her proximity and her eyes almost ruined my ability to comply with her request. I groaned and withdrew from Jennifer's pulsing depths. She groaned in unison with me. I stepped back from her bent body and after several heartbeats, she let her ass relax, moving her thong back into place and covering her ass with her skirt. She stood up. She turned, her eyes glittered. She slipped into my arms and kissed me full on the mouth, a quick, deeply passionate kiss. She broke away, but grasped my dewy cock with her hand.
She looked around.
"I took your case out already." Mrs. Grayson said.
Jennifer nodded, picked up her purse and carry-on and walked out of the house.
Now, imagine you are in the presence of a woman for whom you felt immediate lust, who seemed fully willing to accept you as you are, a horny little devil and she shows no intimidation about your oozing desire to strip her naked and fuck her royally. Now, imagine you are standing with your trousers around your ankles, your underwear at your knees and your cock hard, glistening with the lubrication of another woman, oh and it is achingly erect...imagine that and you will have a small sense of my condition at that moment.
Mrs. Grayson, bless her heart, looked me in the eyes for a moment then looked down at my raging hardon and despite herself, she smiled a secret little smile that told me whatever she was thinking, I'd never know it. Then she silently turned away to the bar and fixed herself another, third drink.
I took that opportunity to pull up my pants and put my junk away. She turned and pointed to the red bra discarded and forgotten on the living room floor.
"What about her?"
I found it curious that she referred to the bra with a personal pronoun. I liked that. I found the paper where I had stuffed it into my pocket and took it out and opened the one fold. "Uh, I have some business to attend to. I, she, she says now, today or I lose my chance."
"At her contract?"
I nodded. It seemed odd to have this woman who stood on the other side of the demarcation line from me and my women, so aware of what was happening in our little enclave. I felt free and both lightheaded and lighthearted.
"If you will excuse me, I need, I need to do some things." I felt the pressure in my chest to seduce this classic beauty but the bra and the note together with Victoria's full knowledge drove me to take care of business first. She seemed at once involved and warded from being included in my acquisitive endeavors.
Indeed, I had not addressed the issue of cavorting with customers; in general that was bad policy but then again, if I fucked Mrs. Grayson, she could hardly claim confusion about the terms of our conjugation. Yet I had no idea if she was even interested. She felt warm but still had that perfectly coiffed indifference that created an intergalactic distance, just like, I reflected, Eve Covington. The similarity coddled my hope to have them both.
I adjourned to my office to complete Mrs. Angorra's contract and print it out. Never let pleasure interfere with business particularly when it is the business of pleasure. I had not met Mrs. Cassiopeia Angorra so this was going to be both introduction and seduction. The interviewing kiss followed by the consignment fuck would seal the contract. I had finally figured out that carrying thousands of dollars worth of cash around was bulky and foolish. I had had Crowley set up accounts with cash cards for each of the women of Holdingsfield. All they had to do was sign the signature card, take it to the bank and they had access to their cash. I had a base amount in each account and would adjust it as they negotiated. This also gave me de facto control of their withdrawals, which would prevent profligate spending of my investment by relieved and rescued damsels. I reflected as I completed the details of Mrs. Angorra's contract, that I would soon have need of Liza's expertise.
The thought of the gorgeous red head spun my cock back into arousal. I sat and fought for breath for a moment before rising to go serve Mrs. Angorra with her contract, interview her and consign her to a life of commercial sexuality.
Somehow I had forgotten Mrs. Grayson. That seems crazy but I did because the business of pleasure was rapidly becoming the business that pleasured me the most.
At the door of the house I suddenly remembered her and thought I should find her, embarrassed that my once towering lust could be so easily defrayed onto another object, another sex object. I felt vaguely guilty at classifying this incredible woman with the women of Holdingsfield, as a sex object but then it occurred to me that she might find that at least amusing if not actually intriguing. Mrs. Grayson was exploring the house. I found her in one of the guest bedrooms. When I opened the door she was standing at the side of the canopy bed, something Sharon had installed, pink in all areas from the dust ruffles to the canopy and bedspread. The room seemed like a big pussy to me and made me feel small and surely that explained why I generally avoided it.
Mrs. Grayson turned around, saw me and sat on the bed. She lay back, presenting her body to me, her knees pressed together in the conservative skirt. Her breasts bounded against the silk blouse, revealing themselves as she stretched her arms over her head.
I took the action to mean something utterly innocuous and said so. "I, I have some business to finalize. I'll be back in a few hours. If you want, we can have supper when I finish or I'll take you back to the hotel now."
She sat up. "I have been thinking about your situation. You are off to make another fucking investment, yes?"
I nodded, mutely aroused.
"I wonder, I wonder how this woman would feel about an observer? How would you feel if I accompanied you, you know, to just watch?" She smiled that secret smile again. "I mean, I would just watch, while you consummate your contact with her."
"You mean contract, right, consummate my contract?"
She shook her head, smiling a rich, voluptuous smile. "Oh no, I meant what I said. I presume you will have sex with her, I mean, that is the contract, right?" She shuffled off the bed and stood up, turned to show me the shape of her ass, the fine lines of the stockings on her perfect legs, while she stared down at the bed, as though wondering what stories it could tell. I noticed for the first time the lines on the back of her stockings, like the old silk stockings before seamless nylons took over, pushed out of the culture by parachutes and war.
"Well? Are you going to fuck her?" When I didn't answer, Victoria turned back around and stared at me. "What is the matter, young man? Did you think a woman who was interested in buying a woman to have sex with her son would be some repressed bundle of nerves unable to say pussy and fuck in a sentence without blushing? In fact, I am none of those things but I am, I have..." Now she hesitated, coloring. She got conscious hold of herself and smiled warmly. "I have been a long time without sex and, and it seems to cloy around you like an aura. I am basking in it and if you don't mind, I would love to tag along and watch while you...er...do what you do with this, Mrs. Angorra, is it?"
An audience? My god, the idea raged through me. Side by side, I wondered at my chances. I think my brain must have been translucent.
Mrs. Grayson smiled. "I am being provocative. I know you lust after me, Mr. Gale. May I call you, Joshua? I know of your arousal. I feel it. You are a dear to not have made a pass at me till now but if your eyes are any indication, I am in danger of losing every option. I could hardly call it rape if you took me here and now. You, you hesitate but it burns high in you, an erotic inferno. I see it in you and for a young man, you do a remarkable job of preventing your body from quivering like an hound in heat. I am thrilled at the compliment implicit in your lust but too, I admire that control.
"You have taken no liberties and I must say you are an attractive male. I just am unsure if I should be committing to having sex with a man who is selling women. It seems, it seems obscene somehow and I am not sure I wish to challenge that sensibility." She smiled as though she had not just told me she would not have sex with me so keep it in my pants.
She did however, agree to look on while I had sex with someone else. I did get that, intermixed with her dithering interest in being seduced. I found that to be a most interesting compromise. I wondered if there was a way to exchange the one for the the other but decided it was far better to let things continue smoothly and not break the flow After all, I reflected, she did not actually say she would not fuck me, just that she was as yet unsure. I was unclear about the certainty that a woman who could watch a couple copulate would or would not be likely to participate, if left to her own inclinations. I toyed with that thought for a moment and found no resolution so shrugged. I did, however, feel a strong curiosity, call it a compulsion, to take every opportunity to find out.
"Mrs. Grayson, given what you are paying for Mrs. Simpson's services, I would think you could make nearly any suggestion and it would be fully in keeping with our focus on customer service to satisfy your request without reservation."
Then it occurred to me that I had no idea what sort of reception I would have at Mrs. Angorra's house. I realized I did not care. This situation challenged and thrilled me. The truth is that I was more or less convinced that if Victoria's presence frustrated my seduction of Mrs. Angorra, I could count on her to make it up to me. Wishful thinking perhaps, but nothing in her manner suggested she would turn away from me if I began to unbutton her silk blouse to reveal her perfectly luscious tits. They swayed as she moved and I fancied I felt them tickling my tongue.
"Mr. Gale?"
Her sensual voice sliced through my reverie, imagining her body pliant against mine. I focused on her.
"Well?" She said, half smiling again.
"Well? Well, what?"
"Can I accompany you on your mission to make a new fucking investment? I gather you have not met this woman and I think seeing how you maneuver her out of her bra and onto her back should be, ah, shall I say interesting? And let it go at that?"
I held up the bra still in one hand. "I think we are a bit beyond that."
Mrs. Grayson stared at the red bra in my hand like I was holding a coiled snake. When she looked at me her eyes were wide but frank.
"So? Shall I say it out loud? I want to watch you take this woman. I want to see her consumed by your sexual conflagration. I am asking if I can, if I might, if I may be allowed beyond the parameters of our present transaction. Is, is that too much to ask?"
My mouth ran away from my more cautious brain. "No chance you will join us?"
She smirked but not unkindly. "A contract for me? No chance."
I think my face must have exhibited my chagrin, both at my incautious question and her unequivocal answer. Still, some rational part of my brain still assiduously at work noted that she had not really answered my question and that served to offer me hope when I should have had none. Her kindly manner, bemused though it was, echoed that rational hope. So I hoped.
She spoke.
"You are going to have sex with a complete stranger because she needs your money. I have no need for your money but, dear man, I am also a complete stranger." She smiled and then sobered. "Well? May I accompany you? An auditor, perhaps?"
I shuddered. I considered the situation. If Mrs. Angorra rejected me, perhaps I would show my maturity, elan and poise in a difficult situation and Mrs. Grayson might reconsider her rejection of a pole dance with me and my favorite pole. On the other hand, if Mrs. Angorra ended up on the end of my pole, then perhaps Mrs. Grayson would be so enthralled as to be drawn into the moth-eating fire and I'd have two women with whom I was not acquainted when I woke up this morning. It was not much of a conundrum but a condition of the best sort, good for me either way. I grinned to myself then sobered, back in the room and under the cool gaze of my newly appointed auditor.
"Yes, of course." I grasped at the straw of her continued presence and the allure of having her eyes on me while I rutted between Mrs. Angorra's parted thighs. I had pictures of all my subjects and had some passing familiarity with those thighs and, as with all of the women of Holdingsfield, there was robust pleasure to be had there. I resolve to have it.
By the time I approached Mrs. Angorra's house, I was shifted out of the pussy intoxication into a more commercial sexual state. I realized I had no idea how Mrs. Angorra would respond to a woman of Mrs. Grayson's deportment looking on while I pillaged her pleasures, one at a time for her benefit and mine.
Halfway there, my phone rang. It was Jennifer. She was panting. "I just made my plane. I, I got to thinking, how long do I have, I mean to seduce Mr. Grayson?"
I passed the phone to Victoria. "Stay till you either ride him to ecstasy or become convinced you have no chance at all. The room and all amenities are on account so give that no thought. Yes. Yes, of course. Whatever you think he will do and enjoy. Of course. That is one of the benefits of consorting with an older, more experienced woman. Draw your own lines, my dear. He has none drawn but that does not mean he has none. That may be part of the joy of finding them. Of course. You are welcome. Okay. I'll convey that to Mr. Gale."
She handed me the phone. "She says she is indebted to you and she will do whatever you wish of her. Always." Victoria smiled a skeptical smile.
We walked on. The Angorra house was the most homely of all of them. It had been built last because the Angorra's had been last to sign on the dotted line. The crash was crashing about everyone and the board had apparently bent the rules, considerably, to allow them entrance to the enclave. They wanted the cash desperately and the Angorra's presence testified to that desperation.



Her name was Cassie Angorra. Cassie, short for Cassiopeia the constellation and classical Greek character. She was a professor at the local college. Devoted to her job, she refused to quit, even as her financial situation worsened. Cassie lived alone. Of the women of Holdingsfield, she was the only true widow. Her story was sad. Her husband had a gambling habit and ended up leveraging every stitch of their assets to pay an increasing pony debt. In the end, he committed suicide to escape the debt. Hers was a sad story.
All this did not come out till Cassie began to arrange the funeral. Her husband had the money, unique among the women of Holdingsfield. As the last to sign into the development and the board had made an exception, allowing a man with money into the enclave rather than a woman. They did it to get access to the cash the Angorras brought to the table just as the economy was crumpling. They were in danger of losing a considerable deposit on the rest of the land if they did not close and the Angorra's cash sealed the deal and the fate of them all. I was the grim reaper, come to harvest pussy from the otherwise fallow fields of Holdingsfield.
Cassie and her family had no real money, not like the other women. She was not moneyed royalty of any sort. She borrowed from her family for the funeral. His family had long since dismissed Gordon as a layabout and a profligate unworthy of their family or fortune. Cassie entreated them for help to defray his bills but they ignored her as though she were homeless and afflicted with lice.
She relied for a couple years on her own family and bled them dry keeping herself afloat. They had finally refused her and now she was close to the sun as the saying goes, and her wax was melting. Soon her Icarus wings would flutter into shards and she would fall away, down, I hoped, into my lustful arms.
Still, every day she rose and went to work, teaching community courses to a mixed group of students, English Lit and Writing. Crowley had warned me she needed signed immediately as the default was pending. He did not need to visit and pressure her, the pressure was already present, real and looming. The scarlet bra and the note illustrated well, the condition of her finances. She had thrown in the towel, or more poetically, she had pitched in her bra.
I rang the doorbell. Mrs. Grayson stood just behind and to my right. I felt her like a planet feels its moon, creating tides on my skin that I felt certain would affect Mrs. Angorra should she come close enough.
The door opened.
Mrs. Angorra was on the phone. She nodded to me, talking all the while but then focused on Mrs. Grayson and her eyes flicked to me, like a whip snapping over the heads of slaves.
"She's with me." I said softly.
After a brief hesitation, Mrs. Angorra nodded and backed away. "No, no the course will be offered next year too. If you drop out, no, no, I don't know that but I..." She turned away to address whatever confusion required her attention.
"She's very attractive." Mrs. Grayson said from behind me. "In a wholesome, country squire's daughter sort of way."
The back of my neck tickled and I almost swiped at it but managed to resist the ungainly urge, reflecting on how strange to feel her voice on my neck like that.
I moved into the dim house. Victoria closed the door behind us. Mrs. Angorra stood bumping her thighs against her dining table, a rickety affair that swayed with each gentle nudge, the Formica table with metal legs scooted with each sensuous bump of her body. I made a note not to fuck her on that thing.
Cassiopeia Angorra was an angular woman, with slender hips that had only the merest swell on the sides and were more or less flat on the back. She was virtually assless, so to speak. She had broad, angular shoulders, much like Victoria's. But where Victoria's body had mellifluous curves and distinct shapes, Cassie's body was planar. She had a round face and almost mousy brown hair, stringy and thin. The glasses she wore were the black rimmed glassed, they call NGLs in the military, never get laid, glasses. Her shoulders arched back, forming a bend in her back but she was too slight to be called swaybacked. A woman must have an ass of note to cause her back to sway so that when you plant your flag between her legs, she can fuck you by rolling back and forth on her bulbous ass.
Cassie had none of these things. What she did have was a round face that exactly matched the shape and nearly the size of her tits. They clung to her torso like afterthoughts, overcompensating for the minimalism of the rest of her body. They barely moved as she moved, despite the fact that she clearly wore no bra underneath the see through blouse. Presumably I held that in my hand. A red bra would have stood out like a spot light in the fog through her blouse.
Why women wear see-through blouses always defied me. But that moment, the moment when Cassie opened the door and her breasts shimmered behind the diaphanous texture of the white blouse, I understood. It was always a trap, always a tease, always a lure designed to draw you into the gravity well between their thighs. For my part, I always fell giggling into their foreboding clutches, confident I had the retrorockets sufficient to escape once I had explored her planets and planted my flag and plundered her riches.
I shivered. Standing there looking at Cassie's bare back through the blouse, I felt the chill of ardor flash through me. God, but I wanted to fuck somebody! When Cassie clicked off her phone, she stood with her back to me for several moments. When she turned, however, I had the full certainty that I would indeed fuck this woman and she would indeed enjoy it.
She smiled. She held out her hand. "I am Cassie Angorra. You must be Richard Gale."
I shook my head. "No. Not Richard. Joshua Gale."
"She means Dick Gale, cock." Victoria whispered sotto voce behind me.
I immediately felt foolish. No matter. Foolishly fucked and wisely fucked are both fucked. I took Cassie's hand. It was little with short fingers but strong. She shook my hand firmly and then dropped it, like she was tossing aside a smelly bra.
"So? You got my note? You are come to let me fill the prescription?"
I stared at her, sure I was missing something.
Her smile faded. "You didn't read it all? It was inside." She sounded disappointed.
I fished her note out of my pocket again. I unfolded it once. "I am ready to sign." It said, I read it aloud.
Cassie looked irate. "Open it the rest of the way." She said.
I did. Indeed, inside the second fold were more words. They read: "Here is your prescription. Come let me fill it for you and you can fill me."
I read it and looked up.
Cassie had a look of expectation and when I did not roll on my ass laughing, she looked disappointed. She shifted her eyes behind the glasses to Victoria. "Who's this?" She asked, making it an accusation as her deflection.
"An auditor." Victoria said softly, her velvet voice smoothing the moment. "I am here overseeing how Mr. Gale is spending his capital. He does have some accountability." She smiled what could only be described as a lascivious smile. "And on who."
"Whom." Cassie shot back. She looked at me. "Is that my contract?" She gestured at the folder in my hand, clutched together with her red bra.
"I nodded."
For a moment she stared as it, as though finally casting her eyes on a legendary artifact. She looked away and then met my eyes again. "Can I ask a question, about the, uh, contract, I mean."
In accordance with the story we were telling, I glanced askance at Victoria and she in perfect symphony nodded encouragingly and gestured. "Don't mind me. Just act as if I am not here. Please."
I looked back at Cassie. "Ask away."
She looked at Victoria. "Does, she, does she have to be here? I mean, oh never mind."
I think she shifted her question in that instant and I became curious.
"What do you really want from me. I mean, I mean, I have heard things, you know, from others, the others. They say, they say you want them to have sex with you. I mean, Valerie says, she says you kiss first, sign the contract and then fuck us? Is that right? Oh, I also heard you were only accepting ten of us, is that true? I thought maybe you wanted us all and were going to make us all hook for you, work off the debt like we were third worlders caught by the tits in the fishhead's nets." She grinned. "I read." She said and blushed. "If you have a library, it is by far the cheapest entertainment."
Indeed, her house, unlike the others I had been inside, had bookshelves on every bare wall, filled with all manner of books. I walked over to one shelf, trying to gain momentum.
Cassie spoke to my back. "I understand this, uh, this is a negotiation. Can I negotiate? That's what I want to ask. Can I? Negotiate, I mean, I know you, you want my body and you want to do whatever you want with me, but I am wondering if, if maybe I can negotiate some little bits for my own personal benefit."
I ran a finger across the spines of paperbacks on a shelf. "Like what?" I asked. "What do you have in mind?"
"I, well, Mr. Gale, I married Gordon as a virgin and he was a one dozen down and out, if I was lucky. I never had a chance to lose my breath before he was one and done. He loved to fuck and he did fuck, a lot but never more than a dozen good hard strokes, never more, I counted. The man was nothing if not consistent, one to twelve and pffft!. Then he made his mess and went back to doing whatever he was doing. He liked the swoop and pump approach. I never knew when he was going to undo my panties and shove his cock into me.
"Don't get me wrong, I liked that just fine but he wasn't a, a, a craftsman. I mean, I never got to get excited first and never came with him inside me. I didn't really figure out masturbation till after he, uh, died. You know, I wasn't raised to think coming was a female thing."
Her words felt like a confession. I turned around. I said nothing. She was looking at Victoria who was, like me, wandering around touching the many books on shelves. Cassie looked back at me.
"I am not much to look at." She said softly, "but I have great big beautiful tits. Gordon wasn't much of a tit man. I mean he liked them okay but he never touched them. I mean, he never sucked or licked or kissed them or put his dick between them and splattered cum on my chin or nothing like that." She nodded then, but I did not know what she was nodding at, like she was agreeing with herself.
"You have conditions?" I said finally into the twitching silence.
She seemed not to hear. She ran her hands up the lank belly of the blouse and cupped both breasts. She shook them and then looked up from them at me. "What do you think?" She asked, stopping so I knew it was not rhetorical.
"Nice." I said, put upon by the direct question.
"Mr. Gale, I won't lie to you. I, I don't have much experience when it comes to sex." She gestured at the bookshelves. "I read. That stuff is back in the bedroom. You know, erotica. I don't keep those sorts of books out here. I am really shy, Mr. Gale and I talk when I'm nervous. I have been a wreck ever since I hung that on your door. I canceled classes today so, so I could be here when you came, arrived! Arrived I mean. I, I know you said only ten but I was hoping, maybe, I'd qualify somehow." She got more fearful the more she talked.
"What provisions?" I asked.
Her eyes glittered through the glasses. "Oh. Oh you are asking me? Want a beer?"
I shrugged and nodded. Negotiation in this instance constituted exposure and I confess I did want this woman fully exposed. My god, what tits!
She looked at Victoria.
"Beer?" Victoria said, her voice a blend of curiosity and contempt. "Why not?" She looked at her jeweled wrist watch. "It's getting late."
Cassie flinched away from the table with a rattle and disappeared around the corner into the kitchen. The homes of Holdingsfield all had the same sort of layouts with some variations. Mostly, they used an open plan, like Mrs. Angorra's, very typical. Cassie's furnishings looked like a second hand store, homey, a bit cluttered but not in the least elegant. Hers looked like a country house for a country girl.
She reappeared with three dark bottles of beer with the big red XX on them. She handed one to Victoria who stared at the bottle like it was a big brown turd. I almost laughed. Cassie did not notice. She brought one to me and we clinked bottle necks and drank.
"Ah, that hits the spot." She grinned, shaking her head. "Middle of the week and I am having a beer but god, I am so nervous. I, I know what you want but I told myself I had to ask or I'd, I'd never get what I wanted."
Victoria took a tentative sip and her eyes widened. She took another, longer pull and then gulped more, drinking long from the bottle.
"What do you want?" I said to Cassie.
She glanced at Victoria who was staring down into the bottle before taking another long pull from it. Cassie answered the direct question. "I want to do two men at the same time. I want to have a cock in me in all the possible ways. I know of three but if there are more, then all of them. You, you give Mrs. Simpson what she wants, I just thought maybe you'd give me what I wanted. Along with the money I mean." She glanced at Victoria again.
Mrs. Grayson did not give any indication she heard anything Cassie had said. She pulled on the beer again and when she tipped it down, she sighed. She walked over to the table and set it down. "My goodness, that is pretty good stuff. Can I have another?" She tipped it up and drained it. She set it on the table and stared at it.
Cassie nodded and got another, twisting off the cap and leaving it on the table. Victoria picked the cap up and inspected it before placing the bottle to her lips. Her eyes caught mine. Hers flicked to Cassie who was looking at me. Victoria winked with one eye.
I knew that Crowley had gotten out in front of the foreclosure and was prepared to buy up the Angorra paper. He was a cheapskate of heroic proportions and never spent a dime when he did not have to. The time was arrived upon Mrs. Angorra, as she suggested. Still, up against it and uncertain of her status, she still wanted to negotiate, but I still felt like something was missing, something she wasn't telling me and I figured Victoria inhibited her, not that she appeared particularly inhibited. That was my best guess.
"Those things are pretty easy, except I am but one man and you have no husband to share you with." I had literally no experience sharing a woman with another man. That was new to me. Being who I am, I had never felt comfortable with another man nearby while I was incapacitated by the shivering goodness of an orgasm.
Too many people wanted to take advantage of me. I had used bindings and shackles more to help me keep track of where everyone was when I enjoyed two or more women, something I rarely did, at least beyond Holdingsfield. I liked the connection, the thrill of sharing pleasure with a woman and until I came to Holdingsfield, that remained a rare thing for me.
"Oh, of course." She glanced down at her two hands, twining them together below the shelf of her bosom.
I wondered vaguely if she could even see her hands, unless she held them out a ways...my way of expressing admiration for her impressive rack.
"It's just you. I know that. I knew that but, I thought, well, I could say it and see if you had a friend or something and, I have this fantasy of having a cock in my mouth while I am being fucked. You know, like, uh...." She tailed off. "Lost my train of thought." She looked up at me.
"I know, I am sort of insisting that you satisfy my fantasies as well as open your wallet and that should be the other way around but, but, I just thought that if you were planning on fucking all of us, you'd have plenty of time to get your fantasies fulfilled with Valerie or Liza or someone. Jennifer, for sure, god, who wouldn't have a fantasy about her! I mean really!"
"You do?"
My words worked like a smack on her cheek. Cassie's face tensed. "Oh no, I am not much into blonds." Her round cheeks immediately flushed scarlet. Her lank neck and the cleavage at its root did not show any color at all. It remained in her round cheeks. She put three fingers to her full lips. "Oh my, I guess I sort of flashed my panties there, didn't I? I really ain't much of a lady. I mean, I am not much of a lady, not really. I, I just haven't had the same experiences as the other women in this neighborhood." The blush, fading till that moment, returned.
We had been speaking, standing an arm's length apart, each with a beer in one hand. She drank. I drank. Victoria stood behind Cassie watching, drinking and listening.
"Do you want to sit down?" Cassie asked.
I nodded and did, sitting on the couch at my hip. It was old and the cushions were thin. I felt springs under my ass. She sat in the wing chair facing away from the patio doors. She had no covering over the patio, so the afternoon sun found its way into the house.
"Tell me about your fantasies." I felt like a perverted priest if that is not redundant, asking her to confess her deepest sexual desires. I doubted they could be very deep but they apparently were very specific.
Cassie nodded and pulled on the beer again, looked at it, drank from it again and then looked me straight in the eyes. "That other stuff, that would be great but whatever, you know? I, there is something I want, that I want to ask for, for you to include in the contract for my body. I know, I don't have nothing much but tits to negotiate with but I'll learn. Tell me what you want and I'll learn to do it. Let me watch, maybe, the first time, and, you know, I'll do my best."
I have to admit I was a little charmed; guarded too, I have to say but charmed nonetheless.
"See, when we first moved in, we were the last and they gave us a big party as part of the celebration for selling all the houses and completing the development. At that time, we thought we were the only one's leveraged to the hilt. Gordon's family, well, they disowned him early on and when he died, they did not suddenly develop any guilt over his departure. They were perfectly fine with speaking ill of the dead. Fuckers. Oh, your pardon." She tittered.
Cassie looked over at Victoria who was still fascinated by the beer bottle. While we both watched, she put it to her lips and pushed it into her mouth, bending over it till half of it disappeared from view, her lips coating the bottle as it disappeared into her mouth. Cassie's eyes got wide and she looked away.
I had an entirely different reaction.
Cassie cleared her throat. "His family, they decided he committed suicide and that is the story everyone knows." She snorted. "Suicide, my hind leg. Well, I suppose if you think a guy can beat himself to death with a baseball bat then, sure, Gordon Angorra killed himself. But come on! See how it was with his family? They'd rather he killed himself than be murdered by a shylock for unpaid debts."
Victoria sat her empty bottle on the table and tottered back into the kitchen, opened the refrigerator and got another beer. She puzzled over the cap for a moment or two before bringing it over to Cassie who looked at her like she had a dick before opening it. Victoria already had three drinks before starting on beer but she seemed only a little affected. Cassie handed her the bottle and cap and she wobbled over to the table and sat before drinking, holding the cap before her eyes and staring at it.
Cassie stopped staring at the other woman and resumed speaking. "Anyway, the women of Holdingsfield had a big do right after we moved in. They intimidated the shit out of me and I was terrified to be invited over to Aurora's house. It was a big deal. They were, well, they were a bunch of women and you can imagine what that means. But, but there was one woman who was reserved and oh god she was beautiful. She, it was a little hot, that summer when we moved in, so the pool was filled and everyone was drinking. She wore a wrap around her hips and, you know like a sarong thing, and she had an electric blue halter on. She has black, black hair but is built like a brick shit house. I mean, she..."



Cassie stuttered to an embarrassed halt. "Okay, now you know. I have a girl crush. I mean, had. Have. Oh hell, I don't know what I have but I do know when Rachel walks into the room I get all tongue tied and shivery. My thighs start to tingle and I want to open them up and ask her to touch me or whatever. I, god, I get so bothered when I think about her."
Cassie pulled on the beer again and looked at it like it spoke to her. "Fuck me, empty already." She set it down on the end table and ran a hand through her mousy brown hair.
She was right. She did not have much to entice a man but what she did have she had in abundance and it was plenty sufficient. Her tits were monuments; the sort of things that inspired worship and offerings and attracted pigeons.
I stared, finally slipping out of my dour mood and into one of acquisitive appreciation.
Cassie looked up at me. "Okay, I admit it. I have a girl crush. God, I have since I first saw her. She, she is just gorgeous and gentle and nice and, and, and I have dreams about her but, but I don't really know what to dream. I mean, I mean, I am naked on a bed and she comes into the room and she looks at me and comes over to the bed. I lay back and when I feel her hands on my knees I wake up, all horny and crazy. I have to masturbate and come a dozen times before I can go back to sleep."
This time the color in her cheeks had nothing to do with embarrassment. Her eyes had a faraway look and one hand stroked the curve of her neck while the other hand ran up and down one thigh.
Finally she returned to me. "I am sorry. I, I am speaking of this for the first time." She giggled nervously. "I want you to...to...." Her eyes switched to mine from that distant dream, imploring me to fill in the blank for her.
By now I was most ready to fill in her vacancies. I was not so distracted that I could not be helpful, though. "You want me to arrange for her to..."
"I want you to give me to her." Cassie said, expostulating like it had been sealed up in her and the seal cracked and let it out.
"Give her to you, you mean?"
"Oh no, I want you to give me to her. I want her to own me." Cassie gasped. "Oh god, did I say that out loud." She panted, her bosoms heaving in the most obvious way. She glanced at Victoria who had sat down at the kitchen table. Mrs. Grayson wavered in the chair like a tree in a stout wind.
I was a little perturbed, mostly by the idea that this woman had something in mind that was far beyond my abilities, you know two dicks or one pussy. Fuck me, I needed proxies.
"Has she touched you? Have you touched her?" I asked.
"Oh my yes, that day, the day I met her the first time, we ended up alone in the kitchen. Everyone else was out by the pool and she kissed me. On the lips." Cassie moved one hand up to cup one of her breasts, lifting it as though to be kissed, twisting the decorum of her blouse as she did so. "She touched me, cupping my titty. She pressed against me and put a hand between my legs. I was wet like a water balloon broke inside of me. I couldn't breathe. I could think. I broke away from her and ran home. She terrified me, touching me like that, blowing in my ear and saying nothing.
"Gordon was all irritated when he got home but he fucked me anyway, after I pleaded with him to have sex with me. I, I almost came with him inside me that time." She stopped and grinned. "But no." She shrugged. "The way I see it, Mr. Gale, I have missed out on sex for most of my life and I want you to remedy that." She smiled but then looked me straight in the eye. "I want what you want. You want to use me to fuck you and your friends. Well, me too. I want that. I want to finish with you and have more sex they have in the stories on Literotica."
I thought about that for a moment. I looked at the young woman. Her folio said she was twenty-seven. Not staring down the barrel of thirty yet but within easy reach. I understood her point of view. She seemed chatty enough to me and said so.
"You don't seem shy. I mean, you are talking easily enough with me. Why should I believe your sexual experience is so limited?"
She regarded me for a moment. She cocked her head and nodded. "Hard to believe someone with these," she hefted both breasts with both hands, "hasn't had plenty of offers. You saw me blush. My worry has always been that I looked like just big boobs to a man and once they got my blouse off...I don't know what would happen then."
"You want them to respect you for your mind."
"Fuck no. I want them to fuck me. I want to be used like a woman. I am built to hold a cock inside of me till you come. I am built to orgasm again and again and I want that. I am just tired of doing it myself."
I nodded. "Let me ask you, Cassie, what do you like?"
I almost laughed. The look on her face was like she opened the door to a blind date to find a parrot holding flowers.
"I, well, I, I...jeez Mr. Gale, I don't know what I like. I haven't ever been shopping. You know, for sex. How can I tell what I like?"
I nodded again. "I see.
She waited for me but when I didn't say anything more she rose up, asked if I wanted another. I drained my Dos Equis and she got us two more. Victoria had her head on her arms on the table. Cassie looked at her with respectful pity.
"She hasn't ever had beer before?"
I shrugged, wondering about that myself.
Cassie sat on the couch, the other end from me. We looked out at the fading day. We each sipped from our respective beers. The silence seemed, natural. I liked this girl, I say "girl" because she seemed young, innocent in a knowledgeable sort of way; like she knew the words and even the meanings but the actual experiences of them had as yet eluded her.
"You want to have two men fuck you at the same time?" I asked, the thought bubbling out of me.
She looked startled then relaxed. She nodded. "I, the idea of having two men sucking on my tits at the same time...I, god, just saying that out loud to you, makes me hot. I, I have been on edge ever since I decided to leave you that little note." She giggled. "I felt really stupid trying to tuck a note into your door, so I took off my bra."
I grinned in response to her giggles. "I wish I had been there to see."
"Want to see now? You should have seen me with that one under this blouse. That is why I wore the jacket and still Mr. Rankin nearly fell down the stairs when I walked in this morning. He didn't even blink when I told him I wasn't feeling well and wanted to cancel class. We're ahead. He just stared. Everyone was staring. This blouse is so sheer."
Sheer. That was the word I was looking for to describe it. Sheer. Yes, it was very, very sheer.
My mind had shifted to something else, though. I had a thought, an interesting thought. One that had just enough of an edge to keep me from disposing of it out of hand.
"What do you think of Mr. Sawyer?" I asked.
"Tom Sawyer?"
I shook my head and nearly corrected her when I saw the impish look in her eyes. I gave her a look and she complied with its demand.
"Oh, you mean John Sawyer? Eve Covington's husband? I know him. He is dreamy. I think all of the women in Holdingsfield would do him if they got the chance."
And I got my confirmation. I nodded. "You don't really know what you like, then. Pussy or cock or some combination of the two? You really don't know do you? What do you think you do the best?"
Again that odd look of surprise mixed with mystification. "I, I don't know. Gordon, he didn't like talking about sex." She blushed again. "Or my body. I, when I dressed up, you know, provocatively he'd get all weird and quiet and when the evening was over, one dozen up and down and snoring. Seemed like a lot of trouble to no purpose."
"Do you like intercourse?"
She shrugged.
"How about fellatio?"
Her brow crinkled. "You mean cock sucking? Is that how you say it? I always figured it rhymed with Pocatello."
I nodded.
She shrugged. I couldn't tell if she was shitting me or if she actually was dyslexic.
"I don't know. Never really tried it. Well, that is not really true. We had some Szechuan food, when we first got married and he tried to get me to blow him and I did. His cock got a rash something awful and he ended up in the hospital. I have shied away from that since then." She smiled shyly. "I don't really think it was me. I think it was some of the spices. That shit can be really, really hot!"
I almost laughed. "Care to try again?"
"Sechuan? Oh no. That was the last time for me?"
"Cocksucking." I said. "Fellatio." I let the word hiss softly from between my lips like a villain's invocation.
She looked at me for a long time. She did not speak, she barely blinked. It was like she had gotten into a trance without letting me know.
Finally I said, "If you do two guys at once, you'll need to know how to take a cock down your throat without gagging." He felt all helpful and considerate.
She snapped out of her reverie. "I thought if you were going to own my contract, you'd just tell me what to do."
Very reasonable. Sometimes you stop being polite as a matter of satisfaction, for you and the woman. "Get on your knees." I said, my voice rasped far rougher than I'd intended. My mouth was dry so I took another swig of beer.
Cassie did the same. She set the bottle down and did as I requested; she slipped off the couch onto her knees and crawled towards me. The blouse gaped open.
I had a passing thought that I had jumped the shark and skipped a lot of preparatory steps. She did not seem unnerved by the quick move to sucking cock. Her face looked intent, serious, committed. She seemed uncaring about Victoria who sat up at my words. If Mrs. Grayson was drunk, her eyes were unnaturally clear.
Cassie arrived at my knees, placed two hands on each knee and pushed them wide. She looked up at me. "I guess I thought when Val said you judged on kissing, she meant on the mouth."
I grinned, reached for her shoulders and lifted her up till she stood on her knees between my legs, hands on my thighs. I kissed her, a slight press of my lips against her. Her eyes were open, invisible behind the glint on her glasses, just blinking motions that rippled the reflection of light on them.
With one hand I removed her glasses. She was blinking furiously. The kiss persisted. I retained hold of her shoulder with one hand. I began to unbutton the sheer blouse. She trembled and my fingers twiddled the sink of her cleavage. The button refused to be undone.
Cassie moved both hands to mine and pulled it away from the button then pressed it against one of her breasts. "These buttons are really difficult to unbutton." She whispered. I bent to her mouth again and kissed her while she unbuttoned her blouse.
When the blouse V'ed below her massive breasts, she reached for my belt buckle I stopped her, capturing her hands and placing them on my thighs. She looked up at me, her eyes inquiring, serious and just a little bleary.
I put a hand behind her head and kissed her again. Her lips parted and, opened-mouthed, she accepted the kiss. Her compliance seemed encouraging. My mind was rushing forward to what came next. I opened my eyes to find Victoria staring at us, one hand at her neck, the other gripping her beer bottle by its long neck.
Cassie slid her hands carefully up both thighs, meeting at my crotch, my pants strained as my cock responded to her presence. She had little trouble with the belt and the snap. She tinkered with the zipper and finally pulled it down the length of my cock, providing me with a slight buzzing that reverberated through my bones.
"Oh gracious me." She whispered. "You are very erect." She looked up. "I mean, just erect. Erect doesn't really have gradations. Either you are or your aren't and you definitely are." She licked her lips. "You want me to put that in my mouth, right?"
Her eyes were so wide, so guileless, I almost ended it with her right there. But behind that blinking cluelessness was an eager desire to get a clue. I had a clue and offered it freely. "Right. Touch it first."
"I have touched cock before."
"With your lips. Your tongue."
"Oh. Right. I get you now. Shouldn't I...?" She hooked a finger inside the waist band and gave it a tentative tug.
I nodded. "Yes. Of course." Easier said than done, it turned out. She was far too passive and could not seem to get firm enough hold of my slacks to get them down. I let her fuss with them for several minutes till finally she look askance at me and I had to help.
I was still puzzled, unsure if this was some goddamned act or not. If it was an act, it was a damn good one. She managed to get my slacks down to my thighs and seemed to realize only then that she had left my briefs in place. She touched the growing wet spot on them and went through a similar trial getting them off, finally deciding that she had to touch my cock to keep from bending it out of shape.
One of her cool hands touched my cock, she took firm hold and in moments had the briefs off my ass. She released my cock with her hand and stripped slacks and briefs down to my ankles. She negotiated with my shoes and finally decided to strip me properly, undoing the shoes and removing everything.
During this whole operation, I watched her breasts. Big breasts sometimes take refuge in a bra. Hers surely would have commanded the bra, filling it and giving it form and purpose. I so wanted to touch them and kiss them. I was panting with desire by this time.
Victoria stood up and took a couple steps towards us. She watched with a sort of crystalline attention. Not quite staring but not looking away, either.
Cassie looked up at me, licking her lips. With one hand she lifted up my stiff cock, pointing it at her face. She regarded it for a moment, like it was a hamburger much too large to fit her mouth. Finally, she bent towards it.
I thought she'd kiss it but she hesitated and her breath blew over the head of my cock. I don't know if she intended to be provocative but she succeeded. For a dozen years she sat with her lips almost touching my cock, her hot breath fluttering over my cock like a butterfly made of fire. I swear, the time felt like forever before she put out her tongue and tasted the little jewel of pre-cum on the end of my cock.
I felt the contact like electricity, running through my body. The tongue swirled around the little crown and then her lips were kissing it. The tongue continued caressing it. She sucked slightly on the head and then kissed it again. She pulled back and licked off the end. Her hand gripped me too hard and I tapped her wrist.
She grunted and relaxed her grip a little. She looked up. "It is soft. Spongy, like, like, god it is like nothing I have ever touched." The wonder in her voice embarrassed me. I felt like a specimen in a class.
"You want me to suck it now?"
"Kiss it first."
She did, not really a chaste kiss, since her lips formed an O around the end of my cock. One would hardly call a kiss on the cock chaste, I think. The kiss was cautious, then, careful, perhaps restrained.
"Lick it, feel it with your tongue, the top, the tip, the underside.
Her tongue obediently appeared. She pressed the top pad of her tongue to the cone of my cock and then tried to moved it around the head. Tip, top, bottom, her tongue caressed my cock. She kissed it again.
She looked at up. "I should, I should suck it?" Her voice was reedy thin, tense, like she was taking an examination. "Tell me what to do."
I took a moment and described from my one-sided point of view how to suck a cock. It was an awkward conversation but she displayed eager desire to get it right. In the end, she settled on sucking on the first third of my cock into her mouth. She bit down once and I grunted and flinched.
She pulled off my cock with a nervous giggle. "Don't say it. Even I know. No fucking teeth!"
Victoria stood behind her, forgotten, watching while I manipulated Cassie till she had my cock in her mouth. Cassie began to pump her mouth up and down on my cock, fucking me with her face. I caught Victoria staring at us with longing, licking her lips but when she saw me, the chill glass snapped back into place and she turned back to get another beer.
After the technical discussion ended, Cassie's mouth on my cock aroused me but I was not going to come like that. I wanted to feel it in her throat. I told her to breathe through her nose and gripped her head. I felt her neck tense so I waited. Finally, she relaxed. She continued to suck on the end of my cock like it was a huge straw stuck in an empty cup.
Holding her head gently between my hands, I pushed her face down into my lap. She grunted and widened her jaws. I felt the end of my cock scrape against the roof of her mouth. She adjusted the angle of incidence and I felt her throat clinching. I pushed into her throat and she grunted again. She gagged and pulled back. I let her but to her credit, she did not need to be pushed back to it. She bent over my cock and positioned it at the back of her mouth. She waited.
Finally, understanding, I pushed her head down, pressing my cock deep into her throat. She grunted, twisting but not resisting. My cock penetrated into her throat. Her breathing stopped with a sucking squeak. She pulled back and then pressed forward once more. Her lips closed over the shaft of my cock and she pushed harder, grunting and sucking. Her tongue slithered around my cock. I felt the ridges of her teeth. She kept them safely distant.
Cassie sealed her lips and began to suck. Hard. The feeling seemed unbearable and in moments, my cock responded. At first, a small jerk signaled the coming...come. She seemed to know what was about to happen, though I was panting too fast to speak; my brain had gone into neutral. My cock swelled in her tight throat.
When I jerked next, a huge glot of cum spewed into her throat. She swallowed. Another and another followed. In moments she gagged, cum foamed around her lips as she backed away from the fire hose in her mouth. She continued to lick and suck but it was too much. Cum appeared around her thick, full lips, a glistening coating covered her chin. She snorted once and pulled away while my cock was still firing for effect. A glob of cum hit her squarely on the forehead. She sat back, out of the line of fire, realizing she was aiming the thing at her face. Her eyes crossed as she tried to see what she felt sizzling between her eyebrows. The glob of cum oozed towards the bridge of her nose.
I sat back, my cock lurching and staggering like a drunk guy on stilts. Abruptly, Cassie grabbed my flailing cock and fit her lips over the sensitive head. I spurted several more times into her mouth, coating her lips as I did so.
When my cock calmed, she sat back onto her heels. She looked up at me, wonder in her eyes. "Well, fuck me running, I just sucked a cock. If you go in the hospital, it'll be the last one I ever suck." She licked her lips and got up and went into the kitchen. Victoria was standing to the side, having found a vantage point from which she could watch. Her eyes were fixed on my glistening and still hard cock. She constantly licked her lips.
Cassie drifted by her, giving the woman a look of defiance, almost a dare. I wanted it to be a dare. Cassie's blouse was open and her breasts wavered slightly, tight, tall and full. I noticed Victoria glancing at them, never meeting the other woman's eyes, looking the other woman right in the tits.
Cassie returned with a warm cloth and wiped up my leavings, cleaning me. "I have to confess, I am a little amazed. You, you actually tasted good. I mean, I cannot understand it but I liked the taste. I'd do it again, if you don't turn all red and get hives." She smiled carefully. "How did I do?"



"I came, Cassie. That is one measure. You swallowed some, that is another. You liked it, that is three for three. A good average in the majors." She looked very pleased with herself.
"Go take a shower. I want to return the favor."
For a moment she sat before me, breasts wavering in the fluttering flaps of her unbuttoned blouse. Finally her face registered my words. "You want to...do that to me?"
"Return the favor. You have no cock so it is different. I want to see if you can come with a man's mouth on your pussy. Some women can't."
"I don't know if I can. Gordon, he didn't like it much."
"We'll find out. Then, then Mrs. Angorra, I am going to fuck you."
Those words got through to her.
She smiled widely then. "So that means I kiss okay?"
"You need a lot of practice. You need to be able to kiss while you are coming. With a man between your legs, while you are on your back. You need to kiss me while I fuck you. That takes practice." I murmured.
"Oh, oh my!" She whispered back. She got to her feet and tottered into the back bedroom.
"Holy mother of god!" Victoria murmured, coming towards me. But my phone rang. Goddamn, she had her eyes on my cock and I thought I was going to get a proper cocksucking.
I answered it despite the panting women before me.
"Mr. Gale? This is Aurora Hines. I wanted to call you and tell you that we should set a time limit, after which you are disqualified and all contracts are voided."
"Hello to you too, Aurora." I said.
Victoria's eyes got wide because the name was new and unfamiliar. I had skipped her, Kiko and Yvette in my recitation of my conquests, no, of my acquisitions like works of art for a collection, pussy for my American Harem.
"Did you hear me?"
"I heard. I am not sure you are in any position to be making the rules. Did you know I have converted little Kiko?" I wanted to put her off and I succeeded.
"Fuck you, Joshua Gale."
"Is that an offer? No? Look, I know that was slightly underhanded. Let me make it up to you. Suppose, that to finalize each woman, I bring them to your house and they lick you till you come? How about that?"
Victoria's face froze.
Aurora was silent.
I waited.
Still no response.
Victoria did not move or twitch an inch.
"All of them?" Aurora asked.
"Everyone of them. When I have the contracts, I'll have them go down on you, that should be a nice way to firm up their commitment. And you'll know it is not just a piece of paper but each is my proper piece. What do you think?"
After a long pause, during which I could hear her panting, Mrs. Hines snorted, "If you insist. Call first, to be sure I am, er, available."
"How about tonight. Now, I mean, in a few minutes."
Victoria swallowed heavily.
"If you must." Aurora said. "I won't say no. Who?"
"Surprise. Surprise." I muttered and hung up.
"You aren't talking about me, are you?" Victoria asked.
"Should I be?" I returned.
She glared at me.
"When Miss Cassie appears, we are going for a little walk. You may come if you like."
"Thank you, I think I'll stay here." Victoria stared at the fourth beer in her hand.
Cassie appeared.
She wore precisely nothing. Her body appeared like a wedge with tits. It amazed me that she could go through life without ending up on her back Monday, Wednesday, and Friday every week of every year and twice on Saturday and Sunday.
I got up. She turned and preceded me into the depth of her house, to the master bedroom. She walked to the bed and sat down. I selected a door and found the master bath, went to the opposite door and found the walk-in closet. I found another sheer dress. I took it off the hanger. I handed this to her. "Put this on."
"I thought you were going to return the favor." She whispered. "I, I think I want you to."
I dropped the dress beside her. "Open your legs." She did. "Now lay back. Relax. I am going to eat you but you may not come."
"May not? You mean, I can't? Like you are commanding me not to?"
I smiled. This woman was a different sort of submissive than Jennifer. I shook my head. "Just relax." I knelt between her knees and pushed them wider.
Cassie moaned.
I ran my hands up her lean legs.
Cassie moaned.
I pushed her legs much wider, gripped them and pulled her ass to the edge of the bed.
Cassie moaned.
I bent between them, panting over her furrow.
Cassie moaned. Her head flopped back and forth. Her hands were out to her sides, palms pressing tightly down on the bed.
I licked her pussy.
Cassie screamed. Her body bucked. She thrashed, her knees pushed against my upper arms, trying to go closed. I kissed each leg, side to side, getting closer and closer to her pussy. She had a dank, sharp smell that clearly indicated arousal.
When my lips touched her pussy, Cassie exploded. She screamed, she shook, her body twitched and bucked, all from the lightest of kisses.
"Oh my god!" Cassie gasped. "I came! Just like that!"
I got to my feet. "Enough about you. We have an errand to run. Put the dress on."
She sat up, weaving like the beer had gone to her head. "It is sheer. No bra? No panties?"
I nodded, then shook my head. She looked confused. "Just that. Nothing else."
"But, anyone looking will see my, see my pussy and my tits."
"Not just anyone. Rachael." I whispered.
"Oh shit! You're right!" Cassie stood up and shrugged the dress over her body. It hid nothing, accenting her form, her tits, the dark hair over her pussy that looked vaguely like the Batman emblem. "Shoes?"
I nodded. "Flats. We're walking to my house. Do you have work tomorrow?"
She shrugged. "Not if I don't want to. They need me and I...oh fuck, what do you care!"
She got shoes and followed me back to the living room. I went to the front door and opened it. "Keys? Does it lock behind us?"
Cassie nodded and brought them to me. "Your house now."
I put her keys in my pants pocket then stopped. I had not had her sign the papers. It was a formality but an important one. We returned to the rickety kitchen table and looked them over and signed them. She wrote her sexual requests on the back. She handed it to me to review. I did.
"I'll get you a copy. You need to understand that I may not do this for you. I will find people who want these things and I will include you. These things and others, though you have a pretty comprehensive list. I am not all that weird. I just like women. Lots of women. You will be one. I, I like seeing a woman enjoy sex, see her face twisted with pleasure. You need to be willing to give pleasure to another woman."
Cassie immediately looked at Victoria who literally stepped back a step, as though Cassie's gaze had a physical impact on her. Cassie looked back at me. "I came. So fast, when, when you touched me with your tongue...is that normal?"
"You have been thinking about this all day, maybe longer. You have teased yourself into a state of arousal that nearly anything could complete. I was the lucky one. It, at least I don't think it will be as easy next time but women, you women are different and some need a dozen men to come and other's need a kiss on the ear. We'll figure out what sort of woman you are. I'll need to know so I can sell you to someone who wants exactly that."
She shuddered. "Sell me? Jesus." She looked at Victoria. "You buying or selling."
Victoria grinned crookedly which on her perfect face looked like Renaissance art. She shrugged. The effect of the motion on her breasts made Cassie blush and I got hard. Harder.
I gathered up the various pages of the contract. "I'll get you copies. This is a cash card. You'll have money in the amount on the contract after I fuck you. Whenever that turns out to be."
"Soon, I hope. I want to go shopping." Cassie laughed and snorted like a pig. "Sorry. I couldn't resist. I, you're right. I am horny as a two-peckered billy goat." She moved over to me, stretched up and kissed me on the cheek, coating that side of my body with her body. "Shit. Now you own me, you can fuck me whenever you like. I suppose the fun of the pursuit is gone, right? A dozen up and down and off you go, what?" She slid into a passable British accent.
I kissed her forehead and walked away from her to the front door and out. She followed. In the evening sun, the dress nearly disappeared. It had out-sized daisys on it and the sheer fabric that held them together disappeared in the golden light, leaving the impression that she walked with me nude but for a scattering of white flowers.
I headed for my house. Behind me, Victoria trailed us.
I approached my house, rounding the entrance through the drive gate and up towards the front door.
I saw Eve Covington at the door, punching the chime.
"I'm not home." I called.
Eve turned around to look at me. She watched me with veiled eyes as I approached, inspecting first Cassie and then Victoria till we stood in a semicircle around her.
"I would like a few minutes, privately."
I nodded and reached past her to open the door.
"I would have thought your house girl would have opened it before now." Eve said. She sounded peevish.
"Gone." I said, shouldering past her into the house. Eve followed, then Cassie with Victoria closing the door.
"What can I do for you, Mrs. Covington?"
"In private, I said." She looked meaningfully at Victoria with her baleful gaze with only a glance at Cassie.
"My office, then. I have some paperwork to do."
Eve did not wait for me to finish but drifted into the office and sat down.
"Shit, that cold bitch scares the shit out of me." Cassie whispered.
"I can see why you want her." Victoria said, also in a low voice. I presumed she was talking to me.
"You girls relax. I'll only be a minute. Mustn't keep Mrs. Hines waiting." I left them to their own devices and went into my office and shut the door. I ignored Eve, sitting at my desk, pulling up Kiko's contract. When I was certain I had all her provisions right and the figures from Crowley's team, I sent it to the printer.
"All right, Mrs. Sawyer, what can I do for you."
Eve mutely held out the letter Crowley had arranged. "We are out of time." She said. "You must decide."
"What does it say?" I said, being coy, but she didn't know that, at least that was my reasonable assumption.
"It says we have to come up with two-hundred thousand dollars in two days or we will be turned out into the street." She said. "You must decide. Will you accept our offer of help or are you going to force us to leave Holdingsfield?"
Despite knowing she was bluffing, I felt the lurch in my stomach, the precise reaction she wished for and saw on my face. A slim smile touched her lips, even her eyes and then vanished like perfume in a fart.
"Two days? Ask me then. This is not an easy choice and dressed like that, you do not make it easy." She wore a beige pants suit, a chiffon blouse and jacket, all blending perfectly with her honey-colored hair.
"I am asking you now."
"You are asking me to be rude to my guests."
"Who is the woman? You cannot be rude to a rube. The other, I don't know her."
"She is shopping. Nice of you to come by."
Eve did not move. "Shopping?" She arched an eyebrow.
"Perhaps for you. I know I can sell you immediately. All you have to do is bend over my desk and invite me in."
Eve rose and walked to the door. She put a hand on the handle the turned to look at me. "Can I assume you will give us an answer soon?"
"Leave the letter. Perhaps I can buy you some time."
Eve regarded me for a moment, the way a cat looks at TV. She let the letter slip out of her fingers and flutter to the floor. She opened the door and walked out. The front door slammed shut before I picked up the letter, reviewed it to make sure it said what I thought it did and laid it on my desk. I walked out and gestured at Cassie to come with me. I snapped my fingers and returned to get Kiko's contract from the printer.
"Where are we going?"
"You are going to make a down payment."
She gleeped and swallowed hard, like she had a boiled egg stuck in her throat, or my cock.
She followed me to Aurora's house. Victoria trailed behind but arrived before the door opened to my banging on it with the huge door knocker.
"This woman scares the shit of me." Cassie whispered. "Too."
The door opened. Yvette lounged against it, like she was trying to wipe body paint off on it instead of using the usual staining rag. "Oo, company." She purred. She stepped back, pulling the door wide. "Won't you all come in."
I led my entourage into the Hines house. I arrived before Aurora could mount her little throne. Not to be caught out of character, she turned and looked up at us all.
"Oh my, who do we have here? Cassiopeia, isn't it?" She wore dark glasses still, her mammoth tits filling the stretched white tee shirt. "Oh, I don't believe we have met." She said, regarding Victoria.
"Yes, Cassie. She signed with me this evening and I have Kiko's contract."
"Kiko!" Aurora screamed. "Kiko, your new owner is here to collect you."
"Oh no, I am not taking her away. She will be a down payment to you. Nothing will change unless you piss her off. She can come stay at my house any time you piss her off.
Kiko appeared, dressed in dark blue shirt and bottoms. She hugged the lintel at one of the entrances to the gloomy great room.
I held out the folder with her contract. "Here is your contract, Kiko. Look it over and see if you have any questions."
She looked at Aurora, her eyes tight slits. "You told her." She growled. Her American voice giving a bold face lie to her oriental appearance. "Now I'm fucked."
Aurora laughed. "Oh my dear, do you think I would let go of a mouth as talented as yours? Not likely. I bargained hard and you will remain here with me, doing my bidding as long as you like. You, you know you want to stay here." Aurora's voice rasped. She looked at me. "Mr. Gale has agreed to have his signees attend me. I think you will be first."
Kiko had been flipping through the pages of her contract, she looked up, her gaze jerking back and forth between Mrs. Hines and me. "What are you talking about?" She asked.
"You need to go down on Mrs. Hines for us. Just to settle the disposition of your contract." I said in a soft, low voice.
"Oh? Is this something new? Or just special treatment for the Japanese girl?"
"Everyone will attend Mrs. Hines. I'll, I will have them all..."
"They'll all eat me." Aurora growled. She looked over at Cassie. "Even you." She smiled then.
At that moment a new, unfamiliar woman drifted into the room. She moved over to stand beside Yvette. "Is this Mr. Gale?"
"Good guess, genius." Kiko muttered. "Only man in the room and unable to escape the piercing powers of your deductive reasoning."
"Kiko, be nice."
"To that dyke? She has made me eat her more often than I've had breakfast. She does love the tongue." Her voice was nasty but her expression held nothing but lust. Kiko had kinks the mind knew nothing of.
"How about the cock?" I asked.
The woman's lip curled. "Cock." She said, making it sound like a curse. Then I realized she was naming me. I guess that did make it a curse. "You are not equipped to please me." She whispered.
"Elaine?" Aurora said, her voice held an overtone I could not decrypt.
"Helene. Helene, in this moment." The woman hissed.
Aurora shrugged. She turned to the little throne in the room and climbed up to sit on it. She looked down at me. She looked to the side and then flicked a lever and her legs opened and spread. She grinned at me. "You said." She mumbled and lay back, wiggling her sumptuous ass into the seat of the contraption.
While it looked uncomfortable, she found a position and relaxed into it, laying back and closing her eyes.
I was in a room with, let's see, five no six women. My cock got very hard. We stood there, in the late afternoon gloom—the room had no windows with direct access to the outside—looking back and forth at each other. Well, the women looked at each other and I looked at them. Even Mrs. Grayson did not seem to notice me. Cassie, however, stared at Mrs. Hines.
Mrs. Hines wore a long red-brown straight skirt that hugged her generous hips and draped over her short legs. Standing, it covered her to her ankles but propped up to be eaten as she was, it hitched up nearly to her knees. Her white tee clasped her tits, bare beneath it, the black, dark mounds with the darker aureoles clearly evident. She lifted her head, looking around. "Well?" She said, chagrin in her voice. "Well? Kiko. I think you have some sharing to do."
The black woman giggled, incongruous with her otherwise regal presence. "Come share your tongue and make me come. I think the others needs some inspiration."
My mind came to grips with what was about to happen. According to...Kiko? Mrs. Hines' pussy gave off an aroma that aroused other women when she came. If true...? The possibilities swirled around me. I shook myself, feeling little fly-wings growing out of my shoulders with a certain heedlessness to the webbing, invisible to the eye, but present about this woman nonetheless.
"Kiko." I said, asserting myself. "Make her come."
Kiko gripped the contract. "I haven't signed. Yet. You cannot order me around. Yet. I need a pen." Her voice trembled a bit. Whether from excitement, anticipation, or fear I could not determine, having less experience with the slip of a girl than such judgments required. I'd been inside her but I had not as yet gotten inside her.
Mrs. Grayson, her little purse still slung around her shoulders, opened it and took out a slender silver shaft and walked it over to the side table where Kiko stood. She extended the pen to Kiko.
Kiko looked the woman up and down with that most curious form of female aggression, made more profound when she licked her lips. Mrs. Grayson, not to be outdone, remained, towering over the shorter woman, waiting for her to use the pen and return it.
Kiko finally turned to the table, found the note tabs I had put on the document and signed and signed till all was completed. She turned back to the room, extended the pen to Mrs. Grayson and smiled at me. "Now, you tell me what to do who to do and how to do it." She lay the contract on the table, waiting.
Mrs. Grayson stepped away, like a drunk between two gunslingers squaring off in a crowded saloon. Helene moved over to Yvette, slipped an arm possessively around the other woman's waist. When Yvette acknowledged her by turning her head, Helene kissed her soundly on the mouth. Yvette's arms swung behind her, so she appeared to be limp in the other woman's clutches, opened her mouth and they engaged in a loud, slurping kiss.
"Kiko...." Mrs. Hines began but I interrupted her.
"Kiko, Mrs. Hines is waiting."
Kiko had been watching the two women kissing and she was not the only one. Cassie stared at them with a mixture of lust, envy, and out and out horror. Mrs. Grayson, having stowed the pen, stood with her back against the door frame, a hand at her aristocratic throat.
Kiko shook free of the trance that held her and moved towards the little throne. Mrs. Hines, watching her approach, settled back and waited, legs opened but draped with her skirt. Cassie panted, understanding what was about to happen but only in part.
Kiko halted between Aurora's spread legs and lifted up the hem of the straight skirt. Aurora wiggled her ass, settling in for what was about to occur. Kiko folded the skirt back to the black woman's knees, then to mid-thigh and then to her waist. Aurora wore nothing but some new fuzz at her crotch. Kiko bent between the woman's legs and kissed the bulge of one thigh then moved to the opposite position and kissed there. Back and forth, back and forth like a stuttering pendulum, she alternated from leg to leg, her lips making a dotted line on each, delicate little kisses.



Behind her, Helene and Yvette relented, both panting, standing beside one another to watch Kiko and Mrs. Hines.
"You should fuck her." Helene said, her mouth curling in a nasty sneer.
That irritated me. She had said exactly what I was thinking but now, if I did, I would be doing what she suggested and everything about this woman made me want to frustrate her. However, in this instance the big head had no fucking clue.
Kiko's face drifted over Mrs. Hines pussy. The black woman hitched in her seat, her legs tensing and she grunted once as she lifted her ass under the other woman's hot breath. The footrests were such that her legs were more or less free while providing stirrups for her heels. She grunted again as Kiko's head settled between her legs. Her legs widened and the mechanism of the chair clicked as she pushed the stirrups wider. Kiko's hands lay at first on the woman's thighs but as she nestled into the V of those black legs, she looped each arm around Aurora's thighs and kissed the pussy. Her head bobbed a couple times then, I presumed, she speared her tongue deep into the black woman's body.
Aurora groaned and her hips rose, lifting little Kiko in the process but the Japanese girl did not retreat but rather intensified her actions. She pushed under Aurora's thighs, lifting the woman's legs with her shoulders. Aurora surrendered and her legs rose around the woman, like a condor's wings just before it takes flight. Kiko looked like a dark angle, feeding on an unwary soul.
"Fuck her. Aurora loves to feel a woman's tongue when she has a cock in her." Helene's stage whisper harmonized with the soft moans from Kiko and Aurora.
"Fucking great idea." I returned, using my judgment of her suggestion to wrest the advantage away from her, not letting her stage manage the situation or lure me into a self-defeating struggle for power. I moved behind Kiko and lay both hands on her bent waist. I felt the ripple go through her body as the awareness of the conjunction of Helene's words and my obvious intentions coalesced in her mind. She straightened her lean legs. She wore pants, fuzzy navy blue cotton ones that were soft and fluffy under my hands, like PJs. I hooked a little finger in the waist and eased them down the woman's body.
Kiko keened into Aurora's pussy and Aurora pulsed, her hips pumping up hard and then drifting back down into place. The sound of Kiko between her legs was the only sound in the room besides Cassie's panting. Kiko's bottoms revealed her hips, the crack of her lank ass, the upper lines of her straight thighs. I pushed them to her knees. She adjusted her stance, which opened her, pursing her pussy lips.
She squealed when my finger tested the feel of them. They were damp, filled and firm, hot to the touch but flexing and twitching. I ran my index finger up and down her exposed cleft several times before pushing it into her body. Kiko grunted and sighed a long, muffled sigh while my finger sank into her body.
At first, she felt tense and arid, but in moments, I felt a gush of liquid and the woman ran with her response to my invading finger.
"Cock." Helene whispered but this time it did not sound like some prejudiced imprecation.
I fumbled with my belt with one hand, keeping my finger planted inside of Kiko's body. Whatever the effect on Kiko, Aurora moaned approval. She grunted and then shook once.
"Oh, oh yes!" Mrs. Hines whispered, her voice slightly louder and much more intense than Helene's.
I had trouble with my pants. For some reason my left hand was too stupid to figure out the buckle on the belt.
"Help him." Mrs. Grayson said.
That surprised me, that she would speak, to start with but also that she would display any direct interest in the proceedings.
"Cassie, help him. Help him take his trousers down."
I think I closed my eyes because the next thing I felt was a pair of tits against my back. She shifted them back and forth as though trying to scratch the itch in each nipple using my back. The feeling ran through my body and seemed to blossom from the end of my cock.
Her hands found mine at my belt and shooed it away. I returned it to Kiko's hip while Cassie unbuckled my belt and unbuttoned my trousers. She pulled them down to my thighs leaving my briefs in place. She ran her hands up my legs, over my clothed ass to my waist. God, the feeling of her hands made me expand another size or two. My skin felt far too small to contain me and so it was tight and taut and translucent. I doubt I would have cast any shadow at that moment, had there been light enough, for it would have passed through me.
When Cassie's hands took command of my waistband and unpeeled me, it caught on my cock, a fact it took her three or four inches to figure out. When she did, she tittered nervously and with one gentle hand, she freed my cock. My underwear released and she shimmied them down my legs to my knees.
I wiggled my finger inside Kiko and she swayed, her hips sagging from side to side, a sideways acknowledgment of my existence. I needed that assurance. Cassie cuddled up to me from behind and took my cock in one hand. She pressed against my back as she bent my cock head towards Kiko's pursed pussy. I felt Cassie leaning around me and then her hand was on mine, the hand with the finger thrust into Kiko. Cassie gently pulled it away from the other woman and then directed the head of my cock to take its place. I gripped Kiko by the hips. I felt the wet kiss of her pussy on the head of my cock, Cassie's delicate fingers holding my cock against Kiko's damp entrance. I gasped, realizing I had been holding my breath.
"Fuck her." Cassie whispered.
"Fuck her." Helene growled from the backstage, a disembodied voice from a woman I suddenly wanted to fuck, just on principle and because she seemed determined to resist me.
I fucked Kiko as a well-formed proxy. My cock head rutted into her pussy and then I found the entrance. She seemed to swell around my cock, opening like a pair of hands containing a pink dove. I thrust deep into her body and I felt trembling but could not tell if it originated with me or with Kiko.
"Oh yes!" Aurora called.
My eyes were closed so I saw nothing, or they just lost all brainpower, that being directed to the feel of my cock penetrating the humid pussy before me. I pushed into her and her body rippled with the invasion taking and giving pleasure with its every motion. I moved a foot to rearrange my position and kicked the step on which Kiko stood.
My brain toyed with that inhibition for a moment and the filing clerk, lately staring out the windows of my eyes at the bent back of the woman I was fucking, roused and found the memory of the step. I gripped Kiko's hips and lifted her up and forward, stepping onto the step behind her. There was not enough room, really so she bowed and then sprang back into position but that action served only to ram her firmly onto my cock. I held onto one of the spars of Aurora's throne so my cock thrust into the slender woman like a finger into a glove.
Kiko's head did lift then and she grunted. "Oh my god!" Her voice rumbled with pleasure. I know, I was watching. She shifted back, rooting my cock firmly into her, twitching her hips as she did so. I ran my hands up her hips to her sides and under the matching blue shirt, shuffling it up he torso. At the middle of her ribs, I clutched her, rocked my ass back and then rammed my cock forward, pulling on her hips at the same time. I socketed into her. Her scream bubbled into Aurora and came out Aurora's mouth, deeper, more guttural but distinctly the cry of a woman in the throes of ecstasy.
"Uh, uh, uh!" Aurora grunted.
I pulled my ass back, aware of Cassie virtually riding me from behind, her arms wrapped around my chest and clasped each hand over my pectoral muscles. She panted, moaning each time I slammed into Kiko.
"Jesus Christ!" Cassie breathed. "I have never felt this horny. I, god, I could fuck a hat rack."
I found a rhythm, even with Cassie clinging to me. I hammered harder and harder into Kiko. After a couple minutes of steady piston-strokes into her pussy, she gave up eating Aurora, moving her head to lay a pale cheek on the broad black thigh. Kiko clung to the black legs while I fucked her, grunting and moaning as I cycled deep into her and back to tease her pussy lips with the head of my cock. Then back into her, filling her with cock again.
I thought I would come immediately but I resisted the pull and continued to fuck the lean woman. I shuffled closed to her and she coated the front of my thighs with the backs of hers. Our bodies slapped together, cracking like bread dough falling onto a floured board, but with a hint of dampness.
"My god, Mr. Gale."
I opened my eyes. Mrs. Grayson stood beside me, staring down between my body and Kiko, watching us fuck. She looked over at me, her eyes hooded and somber.
"My god." She said again.
I glanced down the bent woman's back and saw Aurora sitting up on her elbows, staring down at the limp woman clinging to her legs. Aurora's eyes found mine. "Put cum in her. I, I want Helene to taste cum again. She, she's been Helene too long. Time for her to be Elaine again. No matter what, I want you to fuck her. She, god, she can be such a cunt when she doesn't get a cock in the ass from time to time!" Aurora grinned. "Yes, I said ass. Ass. Ass. Ass!" She chanted the word. "Elaine likes cock in the ass!"
Something about that vision, of Helene or Elaine or whatever her fucking name was, it thrilled me and the next plunge into Kiko's craving goodness ignited my orgasm. I grasped her by the hips and ground us together, pulsing cum into her.
"Oh, oh, oh god, yes, fuck me!" Kiko cried, her voice warbling as she fought to breathe and come at the same time. Her pussy gripped me, pulling at me, sucking the cum out of me, sucking like a maw of desire, dragging me into the canyon of pleasure. My eyes went dark and I poured cum into her in great flows.
Cassie clung to my back, shivering like she was in an arctic bikini contest. Her hands gripped my chest and her body coated me from behind. She felt me coming, focused on nothing but the feeling of my orgasm controlling me.
"Oh my." Mrs. Grayson whispered. "Oh, oh my god!"
I glanced at her and found her head turned away from us, eyes closed, arms folded under her breasts, pushing them high. At that moment, Helene appeared beside her. The woman put a hand on Victoria's chin and lifted her face. The august woman's eyes opened. She watched with a glazed gaze as Helene leaned in and kissed her on the mouth. Victoria's eyes closed. Compliance seemed to ooze over her.
Helene pulled first one of Victoria's arms then the other away from her tits. Then she cupped Victoria's wondrous breast, still kissing the woman. Victoria sighed audibly.
"Helene, that's enough. She, she is, she doesn't understand. Shoo. Back to your corner. Get in your cage!" Aurora sat up, sloughing Kiko off her legs. Kiko dangled from my cock, my hands holding her tight against me, my cock still planted in her, still hard with full commitment to this consuming hobby.
Yvette appeared and pulled Helene away from Mrs. Grayson who fairly shook with arousal.
My god, Aurora Hines was as advertised. She aroused women...oh sure, no possibility that it was the smell and sight of Kiko fucking, right? It had to be Aurora! I was done fucking for the moment because I was already trying to figure out how to test that premise, that Aurora's orgasms triggered arousal in other women. Interesting idea and testing it should prove incredibly interesting, well, I mean fun. Fun, for sure.
I shrugged Cassie off my back and I felt her stagger away. I pulled my cock from Kiko's depths and pulled up my pants. Cum gushed out of the woman and dripped down between her legs. She straightened and in doing so pushed me off the step.
I backed away and finished buckling up my belt. I took Cassie by the elbow, she looked doped out of her mind, walked over to pick up Kiko's contract from the table and strode to the exit from the room. I stopped and turned, realizing that Mrs. Grayson had not followed. I thought about leaving her there but abandoning her to these voracious females without knowing her better seemed like a breech of etiquette. I did not want to embarrass her. I had the perfect distraction.
I took out the cash card for Kiko. "Your money, Mrs. Azura."
Kiko turned to look at me, her bottoms still around her knees. Her body glistened with cum. She pulled her top down over her tits and tugged her pants up. She tottered over to me and took the cash card from my fingers.
"You pay Mrs. Hines back with that money first, Kiko. You hear? I'll find what you love and give it to Helene for three months if you don't. Understand me?"
Finally, the Japanese woman's eyes found mine. They flickered dim recognition and she nodded. "Yes." She whispered. "God. I, I came." She smiled then. "I came. I came."
Mrs. Grayson seemed back in control of her faculties. I waited for her and then we three left together.
I lead the three of us back to Mrs. Angorra's house and inside.
Cassie pulled at my arm and when turned to her, she slipped against me and kissed me. I was plenty aroused myself and when her plush lips touched mine, I felt her breasts bunching between me and all I wanted was to put her on her back.
She read my mind.
She broke the kiss and leaned back, my arm around her waist preventing her complete escape. "Take me to bed. And, yes, god, I want her to watch you take me. I, I want to feel you." Her eyes squinted at me in the darkness. "More than a dozen up and downs, right? You'll, you'll last a little longer now, right? I'd, god, I'd like to come with a cock in me just once."
"More than once, Mrs. Angorra." I muttered.
"Call me Cassie and take me to bed." She twisted in my clutches to look at Mrs. Grayson. "You'll stay, right? I mean, I, I want you to watch him take me!"
Mrs. Grayson's face showed a flash if guilty pleasure before her reserve snapped back into place. "I'll stay if you offer me a beer." She said, her voice filled with wonder that she said those words.
I almost laughed. Almost but stayed myself, feeling that the mood would be broken. I released Cassie and she tottered to the kitchen and returned with a beer bottle, twisted off the cap and dropped it on an end table.
Mrs. Grayson took the bottle and drank half at a go. She looked at me. "That. That. That I have never seen before, no, I never imagined that." She spoke in a low, rasping voice.
I detected the merest quiver in her voice.
"Hey. Me. This is about me and getting a cock into me." Cassie said, her voice lilting with amusement and urgency.
I turned to her and watched as she leaned over a lamp and turned it on. The light flooded around us and seemed to soak Cassie's dress, plastering it around her breasts. Suddenly I had to have her. I stepped up to her and turned her away from the lamp.
With both hands, I gripped each lapel of the dress and ripped it away from her body. She gasped but did not move. The buttons pinged around us. I tore at the waist band but gave up. I pushed it of her slender hips and it slithered out of my sight. I bent and with one hand, fed her breast into my mouth. I sucked it hard, kneeling down before her.
Cassie groaned and sighed, both sounds twisting together as I sucked at her breast. I moved to the other and she turned her torso to help me reach it.
"Oh god, yes, I, I knew I would love that." She cooed.
I was instantly hard. I struggled to my feet. I whipped off my shirt and tore my pants down my legs, stripping them into a knot before figuring out to take off my shoes. Naked, I grasped Cassie's hand and pulled her back into the house, finding her bedroom where I tore the remaining clothes from her body. She let me, turning and twisting to make the angles work better but offering neither help nor resistance. She was compliant only.
Naked, I pulled her into the shower, the cold water drove away my hardon. When the water warmed and we quit shivering, I pulled her into a kiss and under the dappling water, our naked bodies sealed together. She seemed enthralled, doing whatever I wished. I finally pushed her to her knees and she immediately sucked the end of my cock between her full lips. God, she licked and sucked but she needed pointers. I pulled her up and placed her back against the wall.
"Oh, god, Josh. Fuck me. I have always dreamed of doing it in the shower!" She panted, lifting one leg to wrap it around my thighs. I slid between her legs and she nearly jumped onto my cock. I grabbed her lifted leg and opened her. One of her hands found my cock and fit it into her body. I plunged into her and she cried out.
I felt the cold air swirling around us. I lifted Cassie's one leg and she lifted the other, shifting her weight onto my cock and arm. It unbalanced us, banging her back against the wall. I slipped and nearly went down. This woman was denser than she looked. I regained my balance and bent around her to hook a hand behind her other thigh. I lifted. Her body settled down onto my cock.
"Oh god!" She trilled. Her hips bumped at me. She thrashed as her body enveloped my cock. Her breasts swept across my chest and then she clung to me, smashing them against me. I was inside her. I held her against the wall and tried to ram her but slipped, losing my footing. Another near disaster. I pulled her firmly onto my cock and turned, balancing with the woman astride me, pinned by my hard cock.
I saw the open shower door and Mrs. Grayson beyond it. I staggered past her, found my second wind and, dripping, carried Mrs. Angorra to the bed. With one knee on it, I tipped us over onto her back, dropping first onto an elbow and then as her legs wrapped around me once more, I sank deep into her shuddering body!
"Oh, oh, oh my god, I can't, can't can't believe it. Come, come, coming!" Cassie squealed. "Not, not even one dozen!" She giggled around her panting orgasm.
I hammered into her. I settled between her legs, moving my hands down to her ass. With a lean cheek in each hand, I pounded down into her. I counted to twelve so as not to disappoint but then twisted to kiss her and lost track. Cassie surged under me, her body alive with sensation, still wet from the shower but drying quickly. Her legs unlocked from around me and splayed to the side opening for me to fuck her. I did. Faster and faster and harder and harder till suddenly she shrieked and bucked under me.
"Oh my god, twice. Twice!" She howled
I continued to hammer her, pummeling her with my strength and my passion till she came again, growling and coughing before righting herself and surging under me anew. She cried out, again and again, new orgasms of varying intensity fighting through her amazement to conquer her consciousness again and again. Each time she tried to speak, her words came out garbled and less and less intelligible till finally she just gargled tone poems of passion without trying for actual syllables. Her ecstasy had been unlocked and released, it went on a rampage through her. Her whole body quaked with the surges of ecstasy coursing through her.
I pushed her higher onto the bed, twisting so we lay head to head on the bed, carrying her like an appendage beneath me. When I resumed fucking her, she seemed to be still but soon, her body responded again. After a couple minutes, she panted through another orgasm, and then another, small but distinct. Her legs twitched and her breasts roiled between us as she twisted under me from shoulder to shouder. I stopped at one point, got to my knees, propping her ass on them so I could bend over her body and suck her tits. I did this while she cooed and stroked my face and shoulders. My cock remained embedded in her and she massaged it with her pussy. If she was a novice, she had unnatural talents when it came to her pussy. My god the woman could fuck!



After a while she stopped stroking and merely pulled at my shoulders till I lay between her open legs again. We kissed then, like lovers and friends. Her glasses were long gone so she could not really focus on me but she pulled out of a kiss and craned her head back, presumably trying to focus.
"What are you going to do with me now?" She asked softly. "Now that you have me."
I struggled to my elbows and looked down on her. I kissed one round cheek then the other, thinking, searching for a response. Finally, I bent around her chin, nuzzled her head to the side and fastened my lips to the firm flesh of her neck. I sucked.
"Oh." She chirped.
I sucked harder, marking her.
"Oh, oh my, my goodness." Cassie whispered, her body seemed rippled under me. "Oh, oh! My god, my god I like that! Oh, coming again!"
I was about to decide that nearly everything made this woman come. I kissed her ears and she thrashed through two orgasms, one for each ear. I curled over her and marked each breast, bruising each with my mouth before sucking at her nipples, timid nubs in the fields of her broad aureoles.
Finally, I lifted one leg up and lay it against my chest, lifting her by that one leg while I rammed her full of cock. She came like that, too. I felt her struggling against my hold on her and the more she struggled the tighter I held her and the harder the orgasms wracked her. I put both of her legs over my shoulders and bent her double. She grunted while I thrust cock into her bent body, her ankles framing her face. Her pussy was pulled tight in that position; so tight that I came into her like that, slapping our bodies together over and over and over again while I poured cum into her again.
At last, the cataclysm past, I released her legs and rolled to the side. We lay panting and gasping for breath for several minutes. At last one of us could speak.
Cassie rolled against me. "I liked it all." She whispered. "My god, I never knew this was what sex could be like. I always thought it was like brushing your teeth!"
I laughed.
She rose up and looked around. "Hey. Where did what's her name go?"
I lifted up and looked around. We were alone in the dark room. I had no idea what that meant but shrugged. My lust for her was interesting but it was not like I was in terrible need. I had a thought about taking Cassie again, I felt the thrill tickling me but I wanted to reserve something for some reason. I sat up and turned to sit on the edge of the bed.
"Joshua?" Cassie's voice touched me like a caress, soft and questing.
I twisted to look at her. She sat up behind me, looking at me from the corners of her eyes. "Cassie." I said.
"Will, will I have to do that? You know, Mrs. Hines? Will I have to taste her?" Her voice presented conflicting emotions.
I wanted to question her and make the point that way but I just nodded. "Of course. Don't worry, I'll work out someone for you to practice on."
She punched me in the back but it conveyed playful approval.
I got up and left her, dressing in the gloom while she watched. When I was dressed, she said, "You are a pretty man, Joshua Gale. I, I have had you, now you can have me." She smiled and her perfect teeth gleamed in the darkness.
"You'll have more than you can handle, I expect." I muttered.
The night was clear and brilliant. I had walked a couple blocks when a splash of light over one of the yard fences caught my eyes. It was a tall, rectangular window with a golden light in it. Into the golden frame moved a woman, nude. She shook her head and looked up. I realized she stood in a shower and her full waves of black hair absorbed the water and turned from the ripples of darkness to smooth flows of black oil that coated her head and robbed it of its former shape. She stood facing out the window, her breasts glistening in the golden light. Her face turned up into the falling water. Her elbows pointed out beside her like a huge collar as she put shampoo on her hair and began to massage it in.
I shook myself loose and walked around the block to see the address. I had to find out who that was. In my house, I looked up the address. Rachel McKinnon, Cassie's love. Wow and I mean wow!
My phone rang and I answered. "Joshua?"
"Jennifer?"
"I did it. I, he's in the bathroom. We are in his room. I just wanted to call you and say thank you. My god, I, I love this. He is a sweet boy and, and curious. He, he said he hasn't been with a woman and he wants me to let him kiss my..." She was gone.
I sat staring at my cell when it rang again. Crowley.
"Boss? You still up?"
"It's nine o'clock." I muttered.
"Oh. Right. Listen, I, I think I have a line on getting your girl unhitched from her performance. We, we have a conference call tomorrow at three. Can you make that okay?"
"Of course. What have you worked out?"
"I, listen, I have been thinking about the logistics of your situation and I am working on it. You know, how to make them work off the debt without turning your cock into a stubby. I don't have a long term solution but in the intermediate, I think I have a solution that would be equally beneficial. I think, you don't need to know about what I have in mind. Better you hear it the first time. Don't need you thinking too much about it. You just keep bedding the bimbos of Holdingsfield and let me worry about the nefarious interests you have brushed up against."
"Okay. Sure." Suddenly I was bone tired. Stress.
"Oh boss, you should have Mrs. Lewis listen in on the call. That makes some sense. What are you doing about the Sawyers?"
"Mrs. Lewis?" I felt drunk. "The Sawyers? Oh, well, I, I am still thinking about that. I think I see the problem, though."
"Be careful. They, they are playing for keeps I fear. Don't do anything stupid and let them get over on you."
"Good advice, Crowley. Always good advice."
"Sorry, Boss. Thought it needed saying. She, I saw her once and there is no shame in that piece of ass cutting off the oxygen to your brain. Wouldn't be normal if that wasn't a danger. Just saying."
"Just saying? Of course. Thanks. Three. I'll be sure to be here."
I went to bed and slept for twelve hours. I woke to the sunshine and cursed the light. After a shower and the odd feeling of finding the house empty for the first time in a long time while I was there, I called Jeri Lewis.
"Mrs. Lewis?" I spoke after the ringing clicked off in my ear. She did not respond but I could hear her breathing. "Jeri?"
"Yes. Mr. Gale, hello."
Something was wrong. "Can you come to my house at three this afternoon? I might have the situation we discussed resolved."
"Uh." She grunted. "I, yes, uh, uh, I think so."
Someone was fucking her. Clearly. I could her grunting in the background.
"Uh, uh, uh." She grunted, trying to cover the more masculine sound seeping through her phone.
I decided that whatever was occurring, was not yet any of my business.
"Uh, uh, oh god, uh, uh." She groaned into the phone.
"See you at three. Some a little early."
"Uh, uh, uh huh. Three." She grunted and the phone went dark in my hand.
I had a late breakfast, a brunch in truth, fixing it myself and doing passably well. One of the things I had learned was how to cook some things and I could fry an egg. I like a sunshine eggs on hot buttered toast with bacon from time to time. It is wonderful.
I did some work in the office and about one, the door bell rang. I thought first of Jeri Lewis but decided it could not be her, not this early. My cock hardened though.
I opened the door. "Oh. Oh! Hello." I felt terrible answering the door with an erection which I had taken no pains to disguise. It anticipated what I found at my door.
Mrs. Grayson stood at my door and I assure you my cock was not disappointed. She looked back at the taxi waiting. "Can, can I come in? I, my I don't know what I am doing here but I need to tell him to go or leave now, if, if you wish me gone."
"Why would I want you gone?" A rhetorical question in my mind but it seemed to resonate with something in her. Her face scrunched like I had told her her ass was too big. "Please, come in."
"I need to pay him." She left me and handed the man some bills and returned to the little porch, stopping on the three steps up from the drive. She stood there, one foot up on the step.
I gestured for her to come into the house. She did not move so I just turned my back on her and, leaving the door open, walked back into the kitchen where I started to clean up my dishes. I had left them for later while I worked in the office.
The door clunked close and in a moment she came around the corner.
"Good afternoon? Have you eaten? I can fry bacon and make an egg if you like? Something to drink?"
Her mouth moved but no sound came out.
Okay, my eyes had remained on her breasts, tucked into a sheer white blouse that put me in mind of Cassie Angorra's blouse from the previous day but Mrs. Grayson's breasts were not the same, not rotund but shaped to lure and attract my eyes. They were bare in the blouse, without bra and seemingly not missing the support.
When the woman did not respond, my eyes rose to her face. She looked positively distressed. Her eyes were crinkled, crows feet stalked the corners and both had scarlet strings in them. A strand of her black hair dropped down from her put up do, out of place and incongruous. Her lips glistened with fresh lipstick, nearly as scarlet as the blood lines in her eyes.
"Is something the matter, Mrs. Grayson? I, Clayton? I heard from Jennifer, Mrs. Simpson and she seemed delighted to be in his room. She hung up before I could get particulars. Is everything alright?"
"Oh, my yes, Clayton, he, he called me this morning and, and, he told me he was no virgin any longer and I could stop worrying. He has no idea that I have intervened on his behalf. It seems that Mrs. Simpson has preformed admirably in her role as lady in distress."
"You look distressed. Is something else the matter?"
Mrs. Grayson's eyes closed and she took a deep breath, and then let it out very slowly. "I did not sleep last night. You, you don't need to know that. I, for the first time in twenty-five years I found myself rehearsing what I was going to say to you in the cab on the way here and I, I have forgotten everything." Her voice twanged with tension.
"Come sit down. I'll pour you some orange juice." My hostess instincts needed work.
The woman nodded, though and held out her hand.
I noted then that she leaned against the wall, as though needing it to steady her. She wore a straight pencil skirt over her hips but her breasts may as well have been bare for all the cover the sheer blouse provided. My cock remained hard, like a dousing stick telling me there was wet pussy nearby. Duh.
I took her hand and led her to the bar, pulled out a stool and let her slide her fine ass onto it. When I looked up from her legs and ass, almost getting past her tits without staring but not quite, when I got to her face, she looked shattered. Rather than address that look of distress, I fumbled around in the fridge and found the orange juice, got a glass and poured it full, spilled some and had to wipe it up. When I finally got everything arranged, I carried the glass over to her and set it before her.
Mrs. Grayson stared at it for a moment but then finally, as though it were some profound decision, she picked it up and took a long drink. "Any gin?" She asked softly.
I found some and put in a splash but she lay a cool hand on mine and invited me to top the juice glass off with gin, which I did. She drank and closed her eyes again.
I waited.
"I have not slept." Mrs. Grayson whispered. "I left you and returned to my hotel last night. I showered and got a snack but when I lay down to sleep, I, I couldn't. I, I saw you with her. My heart, it swelled up and I couldn't breathe. I felt it pounding in my temples and I'd sit up breathless, finding I had stopped breathing." Her eyes opened and moved to fix on me without letting her head move. "You, do you know how disconcerting it is for me to, to be this disturbed by, by what I saw yesterday? I am not accustomed to being this sort of woman."
I dragged a bar stool around to my side of the cabinet and sat down. My back was twinging and I worried I had strained it unduly. "What exactly is uh, bothering you?" I asked reasonably.
Now she did look at me. "I, I, oh all of it. You, you took her like you promised and, and at that other woman's house, with the Japanese woman, my god, Mr. Gale...."
"Call me Joshua."
She nodded, a wan smile. Her rich lips teased me. My lust for this woman raged inside me. I let it rage, keeping a bland, placid demeanor and studiously meeting her gaze with my own rather than mapping the arch and curve of her breasts.
"Joshua. Yes. I," she shook her head.
I decided to help. "Was it Cassie or me?" I asked softly. "Are you disturbed by the vision of the nude woman or, or...?"
Her guilty eyes flicked to me, indecision and then prevarication blended with dissimulation. She blinked and spoke, like the lines were not her own, scripted but as yet unlearned. "Both. I, I have rarely seen such sexuality so close, so purposeful and so, uh, oh my god, Joshua. I am aroused as I have never been before. I feel it. No, when I was a young woman. I, I felt this and I thought this feeling would forever be gone." She smiled. Tears glittered in her eyes like drops of crystal. "I, if you want, you can have me. I am here because, because I want it. I want you to possess me as you did, did them."
"But you feel ashamed?" I prompted, unwilling to take advantage of a powerful woman. I might master her today but such people have long memories and tend not to leave such usage unanswered.
She shook her head. "I am frightened because, because I, I feel that if you, whatever you required of me, I would do. I, I do not often feel this. Never. I never feel this. I came here, escaping my entourage because I wanted no one to know what I was about. I did this on my own and here I am, in a strange man's house, a young, sexual, beautiful man's house virtually offering myself to him if he will do, do whatever he wishes with me." She gasped and looked away. "I am a powerful woman and here I am surrendering to you."
I reached across the counter and patted her hand by the orange juice glass. She gasped and shivered. My hand clasped hers and she reacted as though she were a virgin with a priest's hand between her legs.
"Mrs. Grayson, I'll only take what is offered." I whispered.
"That's just it. I, I have been thinking since I left you last night of what, what I wanted to offer you, what I wanted from you, what I wanted you to do to me."
I waited but she just sat, panting, eyes far away staring at the wall to her left.
"Why did you leave? Last night? We looked around and you were gone."
Mrs. Grayon's breathing altered and she looked around to meet my eyes, grimacing as though it demanded an effort of her. "I, I wanted to join you. I wanted, I wanted her to taste me, for you to taste me, to taste her, to feel her breasts in my hands, mine in hers, in yours. God, I wanted so much all at once, I felt like my skin was shrinking and I'd fall apart right there. I, I slipped out while you were between her legs and she was crying with orgasm as you, as you speared into her. God, I was so aroused, I felt possessed by a passion I have not often known. I am a poor little rich girl, utterly robbed of the excitement of desiring something so strongly that getting it was not anticlimactic." She chuckled then. "I mean that word exactly. I, I felt that if either of you touched me I'd, I'd orgasm and then I'd utterly lose control." She laughed again, making a harsh, ragged sound in her throat.
"I, oh Mr. Gale, you must forget me, I mean forgive me." Now she looked at me, dabbing at one cheek with a curled hand, wiping away a tear and its track from her skin. "I, I don't know what I am doing here."
I patted her hand and she jumped. I laughed a little, lightly and softly. "Feels good, doesn't it? Being utterly out of control, letting the feelings race around in you like a puppy newly released into the yard, tearing around so fast he keeps losing his footing and slipping on the leaves, just happy to be alive." I ran a finger along the top of her hand. Her eyes closed.
I could not decide what I wanted to do. Could I seduce her without damage to one or the other of us? I looked at her and suddenly got a chill up my spine. Her eyes were closed but I realized this woman had no reason to surrender to me. It was the height of hubris to suppose I had steered her into unfamiliar waters. Did I really think a woman who looked like she did had not tantalized her own passion and become the expert? Something about her apparent passion did not add up and in particular, her demonstration now, showing it to me so completely did not make sense.
There is was. The flaw in this attractive conundrum. I patted her hand. "Mrs. Grayson, I, uh, I have a SKYPE call in a little while. I think better when I am a little backed up. I, I don't mean to put you off but, can we attend to this later? Perhaps after supper. I'd love to take you out for a proper meal. I have no wish to put you at a disadvantage."
Her eyes opened. She smiled, a warm, happy smile.
I felt confusion, disoriented, and lightheaded.
She nodded and pulled her hand out from under mine. "Overdid it didn't I?"
I blinked fast, trying to get the water out of eyes. Something had splashed and hit me flush in the right eye. No, not crying, bitch, just, sometimes I get an allergic reaction to something in the air and it makes my eye water and twitch.
"What?" I asked, knowing the micro-expressions on my face would be telling lies no one would tell intentionally. Unintended messages tend to be interrupted as the truth, even when they aren't.
Mrs. Grayson sat straight. "You have something to attend to? Please, don't let me keep you."
All signs of the frantic woman evaporated like a pat of butter tossed on a blistering skillet, with less fuss.
"I am sorry. I had to try. Turning a man's head makes them blind in that direction and, and if I can make you blind in one direction, it is likely someone else can make you blind in another. Blindness is dangerous." She stood up, picked up the orange juice. "I need to use the WC but, if I may, I would like to sit in on your call. Call it due diligence, call it auditing, call it whatever you like but when you are finished, I'd really like it if you'd take me out to dinner as you suggested. Oh, I heard from my son. My god, for the first time in his adult life, he sounds like a human being and not a cock stuffed full of whine. You have no idea how relieved I am that your sex object attained her, er, our objective. Clayton, he wanted to give me details but it would have been out of character for me to listen, which is not to say I did not want them all. I'd have spilled the beans if I didn't know I had another option to get those details." Mrs. Grayson grinned wolfishly.
I shivered unconsciously. Something had shifted in this conversation and I felt compelled to discover if it was me or not. It wasn't, I was certain but such certainty can be easily altered.
"I know, we need to negotiate the terms of another engagement. Interrogating your sex object should not come free." She shifted her shapely ass like she had a wedgy, a hugely amusing motion in a woman of such dignity. "If you will excuse me." She mumbled and tottered off to the WC.
The door bell rang. I though sure that would be Mrs. Lewis. It wasn't.
"John, hi. Listen..."
He interrupted me. "I have to talk to you. God, we are out of time!"



I hesitated but saw Mrs. Lewis striding across the street far down the block, her eyes counting sidewalk cracks. I could not afford her to glance up and see John Sawyer at my door. "Come in but I need to hide you. Mrs. Lewis is coming, I mean that literally, or..." I fumbled for the proper witticism and got nothing. I grabbed John's elbow and pulled him in the door, shutting it behind him.
My mind was a whirl.
Mrs. Grayson strode out of the hall and stopped, her eyes appraised John Sawyer like he was a thoroughbred.
"My, my, Mr. Gale, I do declare. You are just a surprise a minute. Pitcher or catcher?"
John blushed and looked away from both of us.
"Neither." I growled. I could not help it. I was getting crowded and I liked things well-planned rather than flying by the seat of my pants. I was a blind chemist making supper in a strange kitchen right at the moment and I could not afford to do nothing. "Mrs. Grayson, this is John Sawyer. We have discussed his situation. This is Mrs. Victoria Grayson. She is auditing my, uh, investments."
John looked back and forth between us. I felt as though I could read his mind. He was trying to juxtapose the three of us and determine if an auditor made his situation better or worse. Whatever his conclusion, Eve would never have revealed her distress at the shift. I knew the situation but his discombobulation confirmed and reconfirmed it.
The door bell rang.
"Shit. John. I don't think you should be seen, uh by Mrs. Lewis. Do you? Would, would you go upstairs and hide. Use, use Jennifer's room. She's gone." I cursed silently. That would require some explanation but then I felt my back rise up. Fuck if I owed John Sawyer an explanation for the absence of my sex object. Suddenly I knew what I was going to do with Messieurs Covington and Sawyer, whoever wore the pants for real. "I'll come get you when Mrs. Lewis is gone."
The bell chimed again.
"Now. John and for Christ's sake keep quiet."
He nodded and scampered for the stairs like I'd just whacked his snout with a rolled up newspaper. Mrs. Grayson watched him go with a bemused look on her face. When he had mounted the stairs and was nearly out of earshot, she looked back to me.
"I am fascinated to learn what you have in mind for that one. I'll open the door. Best she meet me immediately if I am really going to audit this." She turned to the door.
I watched the stately woman drift to the door and open it. She introduced herself as an auditor, reviewing my investments, including the unquestionable idea that she would be sitting in on the call.
"What call?" Mrs. Lewis asked, scanning the room and finally finding me, she pushed past Mrs. Grayson and approached me. "What is this all about?"
"I have had a, an associate negotiating for your release. He, he says there is a proposal worth consideration. Please go into my office there and make yourself at home. I need to make a call. It is almost time."
Jeri glared at me and her body quivered like she was hooked to one of those fat jiggling machines from the 1970's. I don't know how she could move like that but my eyes zeroed in on her tits, enthralled.
Jeri turned around and disconnected my eyes from her cleavage, and the rest. Mrs. Grayson bumped my elbow with the back of her hand.
"My god, son, you do have a short attention span."
I shook my head. "Hardly. Well. No, no, she just has an incredible body."
Mrs. Grayson looked affronted. "So do I and you don't look at me like that."
I was startled for a moment but I needed to deflect her. I realized we had a logical flaw in our situation and I needed to correct it immediately. I had to put her off. "She is a sure thing, Mrs. Grayson and you are nothing of the sort. If I get your knees open, it will not be anything of the sort of endeavor that doing so with Mrs. Lewis will be. Has been."
Mrs. Grayson stared at me for a moment. She finally nodded and smiled a grim smile. "No. I should say not."
If I saw a crack in her facade, it was gone faster than light reflects off a bald head. "Keep her company, would you. Make sure she doesn't start throwing my files on the floor or something." I didn't have files so that was pure embellishment; not files Jeri could throw on the floor anyway.
Mrs. Grayson, to her eternal credit was not disoriented at being out of control as so many people of power are. She strode into the office and spoke to Jeri with a kind question, sitting down in my sight line and crossing her fabulous legs so I could see them. God, maybe she was right, I did distract easily. Maybe I was getting schizophrenic.
I punched in Crowley on my phone. "Crowley, you can't be on the call." I said in a hushed voice."
"Hi to you too, boss."
"Shut up and listen. Have you thought this through?" I did not mean to insult anyone but I was suddenly nervous. The people Jeri Lewis had decided to go to bed with were not the sort of Teddy Bears I wanted sitting around auditing my business.
"Boss, I have thought this through and..."
"Have you meant Jeri Lewis, Crowley?"
"Of course not. I'd never..."
I waited. It was so obvious I was disturbed we had both missed it.
"Oh fuck a donkey on a raft!" Crowley swore. "If she hears me or sees me on the call, shit, if she compares notes with the other twats...shit. Shit! Shit!"
Crowley could be expressive and abusive; he was about as politically correct as a vibrating dildo at the catechism with a condom on it.
"Goddammit boss, you should fire me for something like that."
"Oh I should?" I hissed.
"Fuck. Just an expression, Alan."
I twitched. He must be really rattled to use that name.
"I'll get a sock puppet, boss. Let me go. I need to hurry. I, fuck a turtle with a jack hammer!" He hung up. If being rude was bad for a career, Crowley would have been scrapping calluses at a geriatric foot clinic. I looked at the time and realized it was time.
I walked into the office and fussed with the computer, glad I only had the little monitor. This was turning out to be more exciting than I had anticipated. Usually when Crowley arranged something like this it went smoothly, like a benediction at a Quaker meeting.
Since I had no idea what had been arranged, I did not know what moving pieces had scraped together, bereft of lubrication. The SKYPE warble intruded on my thoughts and I mentally shrugged. Once you jump out of the airplane, you tend to the parachute and don't worry if the flight you just left is going to be late.
"Hello." I said. "This is Joshua Gale. Who's there?"
"Mr. Gale? Jake Masters here."
"China Pi Ma." A thin, reedy voice said.
"Where the fuck is Crowley?" Masters growled. Clearly he knew this meeting was about to pry his fingers loose from Mrs. Lewis' wrist and by implication, his other hand out from her her impressive skirt. And he did not like it one little bit.
"Mr. Crowley has been detained. Unavoidably detained. I am his assist...associate working on this matter with him. I have intimate knowledge of the situation and can address your concerns, any concerns, if you have any concerns."
"I damn well have concerns and I doubt any slant will answer them."
"Mr. Masters, you will refrain from using any such slurs on this call."
The new voice was calm and reedy like China's was but not female or even feminine but neither was it masculine.
I heard Jake Master gulp, like he'd swallowed a yoyo and it had come back up for the forth time. I did not know the other voice. Jake helped me out.
"Mr. Antonio. I, I didn't know you were going to be on the call."
"You don't know a lot of things, Mr. Masters. You are paid to run our concerns, not to know anything." The voice was clipped but if it had an accent, but I could not place it. "Please answer the questions and ask whatever you want but keep your commentary to yourself."
"Of course, Mr. Antonio."
China cleared her throat, it sounded like a poodle barking. Crowley's sock puppet did not sound particularly imposing. I hoped that did not unbalance a delicate arrangement for Crowley. Getting to this point again would be much more difficult if we had to start all over.
I needn't have worried. I did not doubt Crowley.
"We, Mr. Crowley and, and Mrs. St. James I believe is the other correspondent...is she on the call yet?"
"Jesus, Adele is involved in this?" Masters muttered.
No one responded.
"Mrs. St. James?" China tinkled, her delicate voice barely audible but clear and distinct, unmistakable like an ice pick substituted for a Q-Tip.
"Uh, yes, yes, I'm on. I had my thingy muted. I love gizmos but I always bugger it up when the time comes."
"Mrs. St. James, we have met, I believe." The Mr. Antonio intoned.
"Of course, Miles, how are you?"
Miles? I shook my head. I hoped this wasn't Crowley's idea of a joke.
"Let's get down to business." Master rasped. "I don't got all day."
"I think you do." Mr. Antonio responded and got no response, neither positive or negative.
"Please. Ms. China, proceed. I believe you have a proposal for us."
"I, yes. Yes, we do. As you all know, Mr. Masters has lent a considerable sum of money to a, a Jeri Lewis. She, she has agreed to work at his club in exchange for that loan, including sexual favors at his discretion."
"Is that true, Jake?" Mr. Antonio's voice asked.
"I, well, uh, yeah, yeah, sure. She, she agreed to fuck me as part of the deal. Not the first time I traded money for pussy."
"Spare us the synopsis. Just answer my questions, Jake."
"Oh, of course. Yeah, Jeri is singing and stripping at the club and a couple times a night we fuck. All part of the loan package. Mr. Antonio, I can make up the loan from my cash if..."
"Stick to answering the questions, Jake. Imagine you are on the stand in a court room. Remember what your lawyer always told you?"
"Oh, sure. Don't volunteer nothing."
"Exactly. Please continue, Ms. China."
I grunted, listening but having nothing yet to add. I had heard nothing new. Yet.
"Recently, it seems that Mr. Gale suggested to Mr. Masters that he should charge his patrons for observing Mrs. Lewis having sex."
"Is that correct?" Mr. Antonio interjected.
"Yeah. I, I screwed the, the, I screwed her while Mr. Gale and his buddy watched us. She liked it too, oh, sorry, Mr. Antonio."
"And now, now Mr. Masters is arranging to display Mrs. Lewis on stage, giving her what he claims she wants. He insists that she wishes to have sex on a stage, while she, while she sings and orgasms. Now, Mrs. Lewis does not dispute this..."
"I fucking well do...!" Jeri began but I muted the call on our end and looked at her.
"If you don't want to find yourself on your back with a line of stiff dicks stretching around the block ready to stretch you all out of shape, further out of shape, I'd suggest you hold your counsel till this call is at an end. The main reason you are here is to get both sides of the discussion so you don't have to get it from Mr. Masters or myself, since you would undoubtedly have good reason to distrust our account of the situation."
"What do you mean by further out of shape? I'm as tight as a cheapskate. Ask Jake!"
"Hush." I growled. I pinned her to her chair with my glare till she nodded.
The discussion had continued underneath my voice.
"...only what she asked for. I mean, she begged to screw me and asked if we could charge and add, I mean subtract half to her debt. I told her, fuck no. She, I uh I said she was mine and she'd fucking well fuck me and if I charged anyone, it was mine."
"Mr. Masters, so I am to understand you were going to whore the woman out?"
"What? Whore? No, no, not at all. I, uh, well, it was that guy Gale, it was his idea, you know, to charge people to watch while she, while we, I, while we fucked. What did he call it? High performance art or something."
"Performance art. Please don't sweat on the suede, if you please, Mr. Masters."
"What? What suede?" Jake sounded completely confused. Mrs. St. James did not bother to clarify.
"Ms. China, please continue. I believe you have a proposal."
"We, Mr. Gale's team here, we believe that Mr. Masters is squandering a valuable commodity..."
I shot Jeri a fierce look and she clamped her healthy mouth shut but I swear it made her eyes bulge. I thought to myself that she might have to get used to having a bar code on her ass.
"...in Mrs. Lewis. She, she has a remarkable voice and, well, she has the unique ability of being able to sing and orgasm at the same time. We, well, we think this should be exploited."
"Yes. We have that in the syllabus. What is your proposal?" Mrs. St. James pressed. "Mr. Antonio is a busy man."
"We suggest that we limit her exposure and increase the price."
Masters swore some gnarled curse. "I am charging a grand a dick and half that for a pair of tits to get into to see her show her tits now. Don't go suggesting that I have undervalued..."
"Shut up, Jake." Mr. Antonio hissed.
I thought I detected the slightest lisp in the man's tone. If so and if it was true to form, by that I mean affected, it amused me that Jake was being ordered around by him. Whatever sort of organization Jeri had gotten herself entangled with it did not fit anything from the old country any longer.
"We think Mrs. Lewis should be contracted, through Mr. Gale, to perform twice a month, at maximum, at five thousand per head per show, irrespective of gender."
"Good." Mrs. St. James and Mr. Antonio said at the same time.
"In addition, Mr. Gale agrees to provide a show involving coitus from a variety of participants, and himself, at his discretion, totaling fifty performances over the next six months. He will provide them and design them, also at his discretion."
"Ahem, by that, by 'design' you mean he will mix genders...?" Mr. Antonio asked softly.
"Mr. Gale can cover any combination of females together with himself. Beyond that, no. This is a strictly dick and pussy operation."
It was then that I realized that Crowley must be typing the words into the screen for the girl to read and he lost track and used his actual diction. Dick and pussy operation? I smiled, the fucker. Goddamn, he was posting the Holdingsfield women for exhibition and me with them. I shrugged. Could be worse but managing my identity in such a situation...I left that for another time. My point here was to get Jeri Lewis' bra off and it sounded like Crowley had that arranged.
China continued. "Of course, Mr. Gale will reimburse Mr. Masters for any and all funds Mrs. Lewis has obtained from him for any cause whatsoever, with the understanding that fraudulent claims would be reimbursed with some what different currency."
"Goes without saying." Mrs. St. James agreed.
"Hey. What about the daily dose of high class pussy, I was getting? How do you propose to reimburse me for that?" Masters nearly shouted.
"Mr. Masters, unless the whole outlay was from your pocket, I would say you have been dipping your wick in the company ink." Mr. Antonio said dryly.
"What?" Masters said, almost growling but at the end of the syllable managed to soften his stance as he remembered to whom he was speaking.
"I am willing to provide him pussy." I said quietly. "I have some spare pussy but he will put in a requisition and I will fill it at my leisure. The days of daily pussy provided by Mrs. Lewis are over. She will provide it to me now and I will distribute it as I wish. Luckily, I think Jake has been a perfect gentleman and Mrs. Lewis will have no objection to mount him from time to time."
She glared at me but I did not react, looking back at the baby-blue screen rather than give her the impression she could flash signals at me as relating to anything whatsoever. I ignored her, in other words and if she had an unforgivable sin, that was it. Thou shalt not ignore Jeri; Jeri must be the center of attention at all times. That much I knew with some certainty about her. Just as certainly I had to rewrite her commandments and bend her to my will.
"We will promote the show. We, we have some connections and we'll, we'll...just a moment." China said, stuttering.
I got a text popup using our internal text messaging service. It read: "Boss, can we offer to offset the cost of catering the special events? I am not sure we should suggest that we can bring people to them without ensuring they will live up to the billing. I don't think these people are sophisticated enough to satisfy the people I have in mind, that we have been talking to."
I read the text and understood immediately what Crowley was thinking.
I spoke his answer, since he had to be hearing the proceedings. "I suggest that as part of this arrangement, we plan and execute the events. I'll bear the cost so you have no capital outlays to cover the lead-in costs. We subtract out the costs and then divide the proceeds as agreed."
I waited. I had taken that away from China. It made more sense.
"I think that will be acceptable. All this for a single piece of ass? She must be special." Mrs. St. James spoke with a flurry of doubt in her voice.
I looked at Jeri. "Oh she is." I said. "You have no idea!"
Mrs. St. James grunted. "I am sure I don't. Are we finished?"
"Just a moment," Mr. Antonio interjected. "Frank, you okay with this?"
A new voice joined us. "I am. Mr. Masters, you understand that sex with the employees has been denied you, correct? Including the erstwhile songbird, Mrs. Lewis, I believe?"
"Yes?" Jake's voice rasped like gravel on glass, ugly and jagged.
"Good. Mr. Gale will have your complete cooperation or you will find yourself cooperating with me and we both know that is a poor substitute for actual cooperation, don't we, Jake?"
"Yes." Jake rasped again.
"Jake. There can be no mistaking this. We are not saying one thing and meaning another. You'll end up a fuck toy in the Middle East if you put a toe over the line."
"I get it, Mr. Antonio."
"Good. I just want to be sure your memory is up to the task because I don't want to end up explaining to your Uncle how you ended up flayed and staked to the side of a barn. I am fucking serious, Jake. This is not just pussy. There are other things at issue here, above your pay grade as our President so quaintly put it."
"Jesus. I get it." Jake said. "I, I found her, don't I get something for it?"
"I'll, I think I can keep you amused, Mr. Masters." I interjected. "If you aren't, give me a chance to address it before you include anyone else. Mrs. St. James, Mr. Antonio, that is all I ask, let me have the chance to keep him happy."
"Fuck keeping him happy. Keep him in line."
"Not my business. I think happiness is valuable. Beyond that, I believe you folks have a better talent for that sort of thing." I hesitated. Between you and me, I had forgotten the club name, if I ever knew it. I needed to add on last tidbit and I hoped it would not completely alienate Jake. "One last thing. I'd, I'd like to rename the club." I stopped, waiting.
"To what?" That was Mr. Antonio.
I rolled my shoulders. "Foil."
"Foil? What kinda fucking name is that for a T&A club?"
"Foil, like the epee. Foil. Touche, the Discreet Feat."
"Oh my, that is too clever. Must we be so clever? Really?" That was Mrs. St. James. "Though, it is unique. I think, I think I might like it."
"Any other names. I agree, if we are going to make this change in venue, we need to rebrand." Antonio muttered thoughtfully. "Foil. The Foil. Le Foil et Le Touche, the Discreet Feat."
"Oh, that's better. Not so cutesy. Foil and Touch. Bring your sword, eh Jake?" Mrs. St. James seemed to be having fun.
"Fuck it. Whatever you like is fine with me."
"Le Foil et Le Touche, then. The Discreet Feat it is. I like it."



"Sounds like a foot massage place." Jake growled.
"I like foot massages, very relaxing once you get accustomed to someone touching your feet." Antonio said, amusement in his voice. "We mustn't take ourselves too seriously. After all, we are going to be doing sex shows for our uh, clientele. Anything else?"
"That's all I have." I said. I glanced over at Mrs. Lewis and caught her licking her lips, her eyes shown with a light I did not recognize. She seemed unduly enthralled.
"Good. We're done." Mrs. St. James said with finality. "Thank you everyone. This discussion is over."
"Who do we send a schedule to?" China asked, her voice almost quavering.
"Jake. From now on, this is Jake's deal. Adele, don't you think we should let Jake keep the proceeds? He's right, he did find the songbird."
"I, well, all right. Crucius will appreciate that. Fine. Mr. Gale, you and Jake work out the details and you two split the profits. Jake, we'll get our cut out of your end. I have to go. We are done."
"We are done." Mr. Antonio echoed and disconnected The other's blinked off and I shut the laptop.
I looked around at Jeri. She sat staring at me.
I picked up her contract and laid it on the desk. "Sign it and leave it. When I am ready to collect on it, I'll find you."
"I'm at your beck and call then?"
I nodded. "That's about right." I muttered. I gestured at the contract.
Jeri moved over and picked it up. "Shouldn't I read it first?"
I shrugged. "It all ends the same. Read it or don't. You either sign it or I hand you back to Masters with a couple new suggestions."
Jeri glared at me. I remembered her moment of self-aware clarity and smiled at her glare. Hardly disarming but it made me feel better. Jeri shrugged and signed, and then she strode for the door.
"Jeri, have you ever gone down on a woman?" I asked casually.
She looked around at me. "No. Why?"
"You sure?"
She smiled a sarcastic smile. "I'd remember, I think."
"Who, if you had to pick, who would you go down on? I mean, who would you care to have sex with, of the women of Holdingsfield?"
Her face took on a grayish look. "Are you fucking serious?"
I gestured at the contract. "Its all there. You should have read it first." I said with a slight smile.
"Fuck you, Joshua." She said vehemently. Something in her eyes glittered though.
I wondered if she remembered all the things she had said to me. I doubted it. I remembered, though. "You, you have an admirer. I'd like you to stop by and see her and persuade her that you have signed with me and that you will abide by the terms of the contract."
Jeri waited, not moving and not speaking.
I admired that. "Go see Bethlynn Brazil. See if you can seduce her into going down on you and if not that, then go down on her. Okay? You need to practice because Aurora may be somewhat more demanding. Practice makes perfect."
"Christ!" Jeri growled and left us.
I waited for the front door to close before even looking at Mrs. Grayson.
She smiled at me, a supercilious smile laced with something illicit but mysterious. "Very interesting." She said softly.
During this session, I finally felt my plans for the Sawyers click into being. Like a little cosmic pop, a simple little idea appeared and it was expanding at the speed of light.
"I, I am going to go talk to Mr. Sawyer. Why, why don't you listen in." I took out my phone and hooked into the system. "You'll have to scan through to find us." I said. "I don't know the timing but, but I'd like to finalize things with them tonight, you know, so you can witness it."
"So kind." She said softly. "Then what?"
"If it goes well, I may have a proposition for you."
She smiled a little then. "A proposition?" She breathed. "Mr. Gale, not all of what you saw earlier was acting. I, I just must be careful about whom I show my tits to. Surely you understand."
"I am surprised you are still here. I think you must badly want to show me your tits." I said. "I'll be right back. If you are still here, we'll have a look at those tits."
She nodded vacantly but I saw the glimmer of interest behind her bland agreement but it was guarded with a slight bit of fear that puzzled me. She had a moment when she looked like she'd seen a ghost. I handed her my phone and she nodded understanding of the interface. I walked upstairs and found John Sawyer in Jennifer's room.
I opened the door and stepped inside. He lay on the bed, lying back with his feet still on the floor, his hands clasped over his forehead. When he heard me, he sat up.
"We are out of time, Josh." He said immediately.
I closed the door and looked around, realizing I had not looked for cameras in my own house and had no idea where they were. If not for the perspectives featured in our little feature film I would have had no idea where to look. I wondered if Mrs. Grayson was seeing us yet. I went slow, to give her time to tune in. I had a feeling about her, beyond the basic desire to lay her down, lay her and lay on her and in her. God, what a woman! I grunted and closed the door, my brain divided between what I was doing, what I knew John to be about and what I wished to accomplish in the next ten minutes.
"There is always time if you have the money."
John stood up and shrugged. "I don't have the money or the time so I have to do something now."
"I know just the thing you have to do."
He looked at me, inquiry in his eyes. I had the feeling I was off script and he felt lost but had the presence of mind to improvise, not drop character and let me see that I was pushing him out into deep water with no water wings. "What do you have in mind?" He asked reasonably, which impressed me and at just that moment, I realized I liked the guy. My "like" had no hard dick involved, suddenly a vision filled me like fog in a forest. What I liked about this man was the feeling that I could share a woman with him, that we could blend with her pleasure and make her disappear in a fire of passion while we both took pleasure from her. The idea thundered in my head, roaring like an approaching tornado. My body shook.
I struggled. John watched me, a quizzical look in his eyes. I cleared my throat and began, altering my plan right from the start, feeling a delightful vertigo that filled me with the inutterable lightness of being. I floated an inch behind myself, watching what I did and said, each little nuance of behavior that I knew John was watching. With full conscious thought, I led him down the primrose path with equally sure knowledge that I would get what he wanted.
I told him about Cassie and her attraction to Rachel McKinnion. "I want you to copy Rachel's diary and the two others you said who wanted a visit in the night from a stranger with a hard cock and dark intentions."
John looked at me for a moment like I was speaking Swahili but finally nodded. "You want me to get Rachel's diary." He said softly.
I nodded. "If, if you can help me get her to open up to me and to Cassie, then, then maybe we'll have a basis for discussion."
He nodded. "But, but you, you will, you'll go to my house tonight, right? And, and do like I said, with Eve?"
I regarded him with some skepticism. "I don't know." I hesitated, needing him to persuade me, to urge me to take his wife.
He obliged me. "She, Josh, she wants it, she needs it. If, if you succeed with her, I think she'll do whatever you want and then, maybe, I can have a little of the pussy I have been denied all these years."
I felt for the guy. Living that close with Eve and doing without, that could not have been much fun, but then if the movie staring him and Jennifer was any indication, he had not done without at all.
"You have to do it tonight, so we can get the money tomorrow or we lose everything and you have to deal with Putnam Bank and Trust and not Eve," he stuttered then, "and me." He added himself to the picture but I already knew the lay of the land, of Eve, and of John Sawyer. I suddenly had a perfect idea.
I left him there, exiting the room, leaving him gaping like a landed trout. I realized he might prove more proactive than was healthy and returned, sticking my head in the door. "Wait here, John." I said. He nodded, a look of relief relaxing his handsome features
I went down to the safe I had installed in the office and under Mrs. Grayson's watchful eyes, took out five thousand eight hundred and twelve dollars, making up the last two dollars with quarters from my desk. I looked at Victoria. She regarded me with a half smile and sharply warm eyes. "Can you see?" I asked.
"And hear," she nodded.
My eyes focused on the flexing of tendons in her neck and I felt that whole-body arousal that begins with a blooming pressure in the chest and ends up making your knees weak. I still had no assurance that I could lay this woman down and plumb her depths but I had hope, and distractions aplenty.
I left her and returned upstairs.
John was sitting on the bed, hands around one knee rocking gently back and forth. The man had patience. I dropped the cash on the bed beside him. "One month." I said. "That will buy you time. No strings attached. No contract. Nothing is implied. I am buying me time. I do not like to be rushed."
He looked from the money up at me. Several emotions swirled together in his expression, like Monet's pinks and blues that blended flowers with the horizon. "Sometimes being rushed is wonderful." He said, his voice almost a whisper.
"Tomorrow. Tomorrow will be soon enough. This will buy you a couple days, if you get to the bank now. You go," I hesitated, took out a couple hundred dollars from my own wallet. "Get a hand scanner and scan her diary. I, I want to read it in her own hand but you should do it tomorrow." The feeling swelled in me, making it difficult to breathe. My thoughts pressed at me making my skin tight, trying to find a way out of me but I sealed them in. I could be patient too.
"But John, I, I think I have an idea, a way that perhaps you can have something you want and give me a little help. There are twenty women in this development of which Eve is but one. Still, twenty is a big number and I am purchasing their bodies...I am inevitably letting them grow cold from inattention and that is not good for a woman. She needs to be kept aroused or she gets easily distracted."
John smiled a wan smile. "Distracted. Yeah, that's the truth of it."
"I have no wish to perpetuate your misery but I think it might be well if you, ah, resumed your, shall we say, activities? Without presuming too much? By that I mean, I think you should have a woman, one of my women."
The colors in John's expression swirled and darkened. He did not speak or ask after the exact intent of my words. He waited. He let me continue without prying at them to see what else there was. He let it trickle out.
"I, I cannot simply hand a woman over to you, just for your pleasure, you understand?" I waited for a response and when he realized, he nodded. "However, Mrs. Angorra is, shall we say, a fine mixture of curious and inexperience. One of her desires is to be had by two men. I suggest we give her that." John's face did not change. His eyes focused on me like two blue lights twinkling in the distance. "Now." I said the word. "Tomorrow night, tomorrow you copy the diary. After having her, you'll know what to look for." I smiled a wan smile of my own, a bit sheepish, a bit embarrassed. "Before I get to twenty women, I am going to need help. I think I have Mrs. Lewis all but signed. There will be more. The others. Even without Eve, I, I may need a little help, you know, to satisfy their...predilections."
The light in his eyes dulled and he stared at me.
"You, you want me to have sex with...?"
I nodded. "Share her with me. She wants to have two men at once, to have them use her together." I hesitated, not wanting to get too crass but deciding clarity at this point counted more than delicacy. "Front and back." I grinned. I couldn't help it. "Do you have a preference?"
He seemed confused. "Eve? Really?"
I shook my head at his confusion and the rattling anticipation his unintended suggestion inspired in me. "I mean Cassie. Mrs. Angorra."
He got it then. His response was immediate and unmistakable. "Oh gosh, no, I just love women! All parts of them. I think I could do their toes and get off, not always but, gosh, I'd try it and being unusual would be enough, once or twice."
I heard the enthusiasm in his voice.
He looked down at the money. "I'll take this to Eve."
I shook my head. "Take it to the bank. Don't tell her. She'll be nervous as a cat on a hot tin roof. That will make it more fun."
John sobered. "What?" His voice twanged with eagerness, the tone you get just as the final documents for a big deal are being signed, just before you breathe a sigh of relief that the deal is done and its time to celebrate.
"The negotiations. I think we should sit down and discuss the situation in detail. If, if you two are serious and want to avoid selling Eve..."
John shook his head. "I haven't made myself clear. I want to. Eve, she, she is resisting but just to force you to force her. She, she wants you to lose your cool and storm her barricades and take her like a Frenchman tearing bread."
I shook my head. "I am not sure that is my thing. I rather like the simple, easy approach. I think of it like walking up a long drive way between a line of Cyprus trees. She watches from a balcony, knowing that I am going to arrive before her and offer to take her and that she will have to give me some small, minimalist sign that she wants to be taken. Untying the string that holds the shift together so that I can see her cleavage, if she has any." I realized Eve and cleavage did not fit in the same picture.
"I think having them know what is coming is foreplay and letting that dangle before them till she hums is great fun. Negotiating with you and Eve should be great fun."
"She'll never agree."
I smirked. "You think that and she thinks that. That is what makes it fun, for me I mean. I want to talk her, and you, into untying the first string on her shift and showing me a nipple. That moment of acquiescence, when everyone knows what is coming next, that is my prime directive."
"Star Trek. The prime directive."
I shrugged. "I cannot deny that. It is a valid idea." John was dissembling, stalling. I rubbed my hands together and had a thought. I reached in my pocket and tossed him the keys to my latest rental. I kept switching cars so that no one could mark my comings and goings and if someone new and interesting appeared, her car could be mistaken for my latest rental. I jingled them.
"Take my car. Run to the bank. Buy us time. Think of this as foreplay. For Eve. For me. Desire is wonderful by itself. It does not demand satisfaction to give us pleasure but most of us miss that about desire. We think every hole must be filled to be fulfilled." I tossed the keys at him. He caught them. "When you get back, we'll go visit Cassie and stretch her definitions a little. Just so you know, so you can explain the smell of pussy on you when you go home, if you are going to keep Eve out of my reach, I want you to provide me some real service and that will mean keeping my women happy."
He stood up. "Joshua, you understand that I, I want you to have her, right?"
I stared at him hard for a moment. "I understand that you are betraying her in saying that. I think you are in despair and I hate seeing that in another man. I think, if I am correct, when I am done negotiating with your wife, she'll lay down for you but I have to break her first."
"Break her?"
"She has to feel the desire running up the insides of her thighs, forcing them apart. She has to feel it so strongly that she refuses to resist even though it is against every idea she has in her head. She closes her eyes and her body ends all thought in the fire of a passion she cannot control. The ecstasy of being out of control controls her and she surrenders to your penetration. She has you and so far, John, you have disappointed her. I think she wants to compete for your affection. When she sees that to keep her knees together, she must watch you satisfy the other women around her, her legs will drift open and she'll wait for you to mount her like a stag mounting a doe. She'll want it but only if she doesn't have to ask for it and only if she competes for it."
Sawyer looked like I had slapped him with an open hand. "Oh god." He breathed. "My god, you might be right. If, she, she dared me to, to...but I never did. I thought she was testing my fidelity by teasing me with Shallow and the others but, oh god, she was trying to get me to..." His face crumpled. "Oh god, what have I done?"
I turned my back on him. "To the bank and back here." I said over my shoulder. "I am going to try to seduce my auditor." I went downstairs to the office. Victoria sat looking at me when I flopped into one of the chairs across the desk from her. She'd heard it all.
Neither of us spoke till we heard the garage door open and the vroom of my latest pocket rocket, a Chrysler Crossfire. John zoomed away.
"That was impressive." Victoria said softly, touching the computer to end the video audit session.
"Shit. I have to call..." I took out my phone and called Crowley and told him to call the bank. "I need a week. Tell them to give him a week. No more."
Crowley hung up on me, the shit.
I called him back. "Charlie, we need to start putting the Body Double into action. I may end up exposed so I need to be elsewhere."
"Right boss." He agreed. "I'll get on that too. You're right, of course. I should have thought of that too. Sorry boss." This time he didn't hang up on me. I hung up on him. When Crowley got maudlin I got uncomfortable. He loves Christmas so I always avoided him at Christmas parties because he liked to sing and with booze, it got awful quickly.
I looked over at Victoria. "I want you." I said softly.
"I know." She returned, a prim purse of her lips punctuating her words. "Do you really think that desire is a whole thing? And not half a sequence that ends with the convulsions of satisfaction?"
I stood up. "Come lay down with me. We'll see." I felt the reluctance in her, the feathery fluttering about me, like a butterfly near a flame normally frequented only by moths. I extended a hand across the desk and she rose, her eyes smiling but guarded. I led her back to my bedroom and lay down, dropping her hand at the edge of the bed.
"You need to conserve your strength." She said, lifting one knee and placing it on the edge of the bed.
"Come kiss me." I breathed. I am sure I saw a shudder through her body starting at her shoulders. Her breasts waved at me and approached. She lay against me, cuddling under my arm. She lifted her chin and I rolled onto my side and kissed down on her lips. Her mouth opened and we shared the flowering moment till we were both panting.
I rolled away from her, letting the tendrils of desire trail through me, pulled along by her presence, back and forth through me like an uncertain sea. She rolled against me, lay her head on my shoulder and sighed.
"Mr. Gale, may I call you that? I know who you really are."
I kept from stiffening. My pretense of an alternate identity was just that. If someone pierced the veil and found the little alien driving Joshua Gale's body, it would not matter much to me. Keeping them separate was a game. Putting them together would be awkward but out of awkwardness comes grace, egg to duckling to swan.
"I don't know what you are doing here or why. I am curious and, as you may understand better than anyone, Alan, curiosity can prove to be a valuable commodity to people like us. Very valuable indeed since boredom is so easily encountered when money is no object."



We lay like that, breathing together. Her breath shuffled along the skin of my neck and chest and I thought I would monitor it when she went to sleep but I did first. It dropped on me like a falling curtain of rain and the world disappeared, cuddled against me as she was, everything else receded till I relaxed and dozed.
I knew nothing else till the garage door rose and the Crossfire's vroom announced John's return. I rose up and left her drowsy on the bed, eyelids fluttering.
I arrived in the kitchen as John opened the garage door. "I got a week reprieve." He said. He stopped. "You, you don't want me to tell Eve?"
I took down glasses and put ice in all three. John watched me, hanging, waiting for my response. "Are you going to tell her you are visiting Mrs. McKinnon's house?" I asked. When he did not respond I poured bourbon in each tumbler. "Or Mrs. Angorra, for that matter? I, I expect you to fuck her, Mrs. Angorra. You understand that, right? She, she wants a cock twice, at the same time I mean. I want your help in providing her that little zing in her tea."
"Her V, you mean?"
I extended a glass towards him and he took it. Mrs. Grayson appeared, eying the bourbon.
I could not remember what introduction I had offered so I decided to start over. My lack of memory damaged me from time to time but I had discovered that the presumption that anyone else trusted their memory was foolish. "This is Vicky Grayson. She is an auditor, here reviewing the expenditures I am making to obtain control of Holdingsfield. Jennifer is likely sucking and fucking her...a young man she provided, right this very moment. So, you see, she understands the nature of my investment."
"John Sawyer." John said, ever the perfect gentleman. He extended his hand but she merely sipped from her tumbler of bourbon, eying his hand like he held a misplaced spleen. He dropped his hand and sipped from his. I could see the dissonance from the failed hand shake that usually made everything seem okay in his world. Mrs. Grayson did not touch him.
I felt a twinge of jealous glee that she refused to touch her skin to his at any point. I wanted her naked and on her back but then refused that urge, denying it simply because of the intensity of it. I felt it throbbing inside me and I wanted an outlet. Mrs. Angorra was going to get her first lesson in being a sex object. I had a flash of her on stage, panting as I fucked her and the reality of the fruits of our recent negotiation flooded through me, like a surging crowd as their idol appears.
Suddenly, a new idea, grazed my cheek. Mrs. Lewis, watching while I fucked other women while she sang, watching them enjoy the ecstasy of orgasm for an audience while being denied her perfect role. I approached the vision of the moment when I surrendered and let her taste that sweet wine and could not bear the intensity of that thought. Mrs. Lewis was complex emotion contained in a passionate body. Sarcasm mixed with rampant lust, I distracted myself.
"Mrs. Grayson, I think that Mr. Sawyer might provide the other cock that Cassie was looking for. What do you think?" I made it sound like a suggestion to adjust the timing in a project schedule rather than an invitation to watch John and I fuck Mrs. Angorra. She did not miss the implication or falter in her presentation of poise.
"I think that would fit Mrs. Angorra perfectly." She said, her voice suffused with pleasure, the cause and source of which seemed complicated and multiple. I hoped it matched mine, since I was suddenly hard, throbbing at the prospect of providing Cassie the two cocks she dreamed of.
I looked at John. "Why don't we go over to Mrs. Angorra's house and fuck her?" I said as conversationally as I could. My heart hammered in my head but I felt clear beyond that thundering like it was the comforting sound of my own beating heart amplified so all could hear.
John looked at me, turning his head to fix me with his eyes then he drank, deliberately, and looked back at Mrs. Grayson. "She, she would watch?" He asked, his voice slurring with something I could not guess the origin of.
I nodded.
John nodded.
I went right to the front door and opened it, setting my drink on the waist table by the door. I held the door till John accumulated the understanding and stepped outside and Mrs. Grayson, intrigued by the naked suggestion followed him. I pulled the door closed, locked it with my key, and gestured towards the Angorra's house. Neither John nor Victoria moved so I strode off in a huff, daring them to keep up with me.
They pattered along behind me like ducklings after their mother. I arrived at Cassie's door and rang the bell. After a dozen heartbeats, she opened it, staring at me then at Victoria and John Sawyer, flanking me but a little behind and below me on her porch.
"You signed." I said softly.
She nodded.
"I am here to take you." I said.
She nodded again and stepped back.
I moved into the house but as I went past her, I looped an arm around her lithe waist and pulled her deeper into the house, away from the front door. She glided along with me till I stopped, twisted her into my arms and bent to look down at her. Her lips were parted and her eyes were closed. I kissed her on the lips. She wriggled against me, her great tits pushing against my chest. I felt her body seal against mine.
"Mr. Gale?" Victoria said from behind me. "What are you going to do with her?"
I almost objected to the interruption but decided that allowing it, I gained some distance and could direct the moment more completely. I pulled my lips from Cassie's. Her eyes opened. Everything about her pose, about her manner said that I could do whatever I wished with her. That freedom did not grant me the right to chase down every cockeyed fantasy I'd ever had. It suggested that I could enjoy this woman if and only if I found out the most basic elements of her personal erotic neurosis and used them to flay her with pleasure.
"I am going to fuck her." I said softly. "Mrs. Angorra, didn't you say you wanted to have two men use you? Here we are."
I discovered that her focus remained not with me but with John Sawyer. She nodded vacantly, like she was drugged. If she was drugged, someone else did it but I think it was the presence of the other man. I wanted to feel umbrage but ignored that urge. I understood. She was drunk on desire, just as I suggested was possible.
"Mrs. Angorra?"
Hey eyes shifted to me. Victoria closed the door.
"Yes?" Cassie said, her voice feather soft.
"I thought perhaps...?" I did not finish before she interrupted me.
"Yes. Two men." She said, her voice a light sigh. "Two men." She wriggled against me again, my hand on her waist felt the tension skittering through her. Her breasts scratched against my chest.
She leaned back against my arm. "Ass and cunt. At the same time?" Her voice made it a question only at the last moment, turning up the inflection on the very last syllable.
"I was thinking that might be last. I thought perhaps a little taste of Cassie and Cassie gets a little taste of me. At the same time."
"Oh. Oh!" The shiver that ran through her originated in her marrow and rattled her like she was metal and losing structural integrity. "Oh god, yes, yes, first."
I turned her in my arms and pushed her away from me. She wore a tight green print dress that unzipped down the back. I held her by the shoulders and pulled at the zipper. She went completely still, like Midas' daughter. She only moved to lift up her hair.
I drew the zipper down to her bra strap, hesitated long enough to unhook it and then continued down to her waist. The dress ruptured and her body appeared, her smooth white skin shimmering in the dull afternoon light. I smoothed the dress and bra straps off her shoulders. She let me, utterly limp of will but willing to be moved and manipulated. I had to put my hand inside th sleeves and push them off her hands. Her ass ground against my hard cock as I leaned into her and uncovered her torso.
"Holy god." John muttered. "What tits!"
I felt the quiver of pride in Cassie, reverberating with his words. The dress fell away and slithered off her slender hips and down to the floor. She stood topless, with a half-slip, sensible low-heels, and hose. I directed her around to the awful couch. She sat down. Her hands moved to my belt but then just unzipped me.
"I'm not wearing panties. I went to class to day au naturale." She tittered, reaching into my pants for my hard cock.
I looked around at Victoria and John. Victoria still carried her glass but she set it down, walked out to the fridge and got a beer, popped the top and stood leaning against the wall, watching us.
John moved closer, staring at the woman as she excavated my cock and stared at its one winking eye. She looked over at him.
"John, how about a taste of Cassie?" I said softly. I moved away till her hand released me.
"Oh, yes, of course." He mumbled. He got to his knees and crawled over to her, a curious approach, I thought. He grasped her ankles and took off her shoes, one at a time. Cassie and I both watched him, her hand reached out once more towards my hard, pulsing cock. I moved within reach and she fit it into her hand again. She sighed, closing her eyes. She squeezed it once and I groaned. She looked up and smiled happily. She seemed excited and eager at once. She displayed no reluctance at all, a fluffy puff of compliance.
John ran his hands up her calves and under the white satin slip. Cassie's eyes closed. She grunted and her hand tightened again and I grunted, which opened her smiling eyes. John's hands proceeded up to her knees. She pressed them together then, like a good demure girl would do when she felt a pair of hands on them. John pressed on till his hands were inside the slip. He got hold of the waist band and drew it down her body.
Cassie rocked onto one ass cheek and then the other, letting the slip uncover her. True to her word, she was nude except for the garter belt, straps and the pair of stocking that stopped at mid-thigh. John removed the slip and sat staring up the runway of her legs. Cassie leaned forward and licked the end of my cock. Her tits brushed against John's face. She kissed my cock. She sucked at the helmet and then pulled the head past her lips with a slight, wet pop. I put a hand on her head, for encouragement I told myself, to reassure her of my approval.
She bobbed her head back and forth on the front end of my cock. John opened her up, her legs swung wide like saloon doors in a classic western. His hands caressed up her inner thighs and I felt her gasp on my cock. She sucked me deeper and gagged, backing away from it. Her eyes opened and she looked up at me, cock in her mouth. She closed them tilted her head forward and pushed. My cock slid deep into her mouth. She gagged again but recovered, mastering the reflex and blowing through her nose.
Suddenly she jerked and twisted. She pulled off my cock and lay back against the back of the couch. I heard John kissing her little flower. She felt it. Her whole body twitched. Her eyes closed and she lay back, arms on the cushions of the couch.
"Oh, oh, oh!" She cried. "Oh fuck a duck, that feels so good!" Her eyes opened. "Oh, sorry." She tried to sit forward but her tummy bumped John's forehead and she lost impetus, slumping back to regain that connection.
I glanced at Victoria. She stood, one arm crossed under her breasts, holding the elbow of the other tipping the beer up. I got onto the couch beside Cassie with one knee, moving my cock closed to her. I wanted to feel her mouth on me while John ate her. I had the perverse desire to know if she could control herself if he made her come and not bite off the end of my cock.
I touched the head of my cock to Cassie's lips and for a moment, all they did was purse and offer me little nibble kisses. Her eyes opened and though they appeared glazed, she cast them up at me. They moved down to the cock in front of her face and cleared. Her mouth opened and I pressed my cock into it. She grunted and shifted, extending her neck so her mouth fit over my cock. She sucked while she panted, gasping and hiccuping as John ate her pussy.
Her technique needed work but it communicated both her surprise and delight directly to me. Finally, she lifted one hand and used it to steady herself, gripping my hip. She sucked at my cock. John sucked at her pussy. When he began to thrum her clit with a finger, Cassie came unglued. Her mouth opened wide and I felt the rush of cool air as she gasped and then she dropped back. Her hand released me and her body jerked and jerked, her head wagging back and forth.
"Impossible to suck a cock and come at the same time." Victoria said from her vantage point.
"Dangerous, too." I suggested, just as Cassie clamped her teeth together and sucked air between them, hissing as a new ripple of orgasm passed through her. Her body bucked once and John sat back.
I turned and sat on the couch. "Time to fuck." I growled. Cassie did not move. John unsnapped all the garter straps and unpeeled each leg. She let him. When he removed the last stocking, leaving her wearing just a smile and the garter belt, she looked at me and nodded.
"Time to fuck." She mumbled and struggled to sit forward on the flimsy couch.
We helped. She got a leg over me, presenting me with her tits. I got distracted by them, weaving my mouth around till I captured one of her smooth nipples and pulling it into my mouth. Cassie went still. I felt her twisting and heard her sucking. I opened my eyes and saw her head turned and John's cock sliding past her lips. She grasped him by the waist and bobbed her head over his cock a few times. She stood on her knees on the couch, my hands at her waist, steadying her while I sucked her tit. I changed to the other and the switch seemed to strike her deep. Out of her chest came a voluminous growl and then she sank her head down on John's cock. She grunted and her hips punched at me.
I sat back, staring at her waving tits. I grasped them, squeezing them hard, pinching both nipples. She pulled off John's cock and cried out, her head tipping back. She put one hand on my shoulder and found my cock with the other and tried to mount it.
"Wait, turn around." I hissed.
"Oh, yeah. Good idea." She responded. She got off the couch, turned around and stood over my knees. "Fuck me. Put your cock in me. God, two cocks! And one is John fucking Sawyer! Oh god, fuck me!" Her legs gapped around me and she sat down. I steered her ass with my hands. She reached between her legs, grasped my cock and directed it to the gushing entrance to her body. She was wet. I felt it as her pussy lips kissed the tip of my cock. I held her up till I felt her legs relax and then I let her settle down onto me.
Goddamn, the woman was tight and slick. She shuddered as I penetrated her. Her body rocked in circles for a moment till my cock was seated deep inside of her. She widened her legs a little and sat forward.
"Two cocks. Two cocks." She muttered.
John understood immediately and stepped forward, presenting her with his cock. She leaned over my knees and fit her lips around the head of his stubby cock. She cocked her head back and the shaft disappeared into her mouth. She put her hands on his hips, John had dropped his trousers to present her his cock. She pressed it far into her mouth till she began to wheeze. She locked her lips around it and sucked with great heaving sighs. At the same time, she began to roll her hips, pumping my cock in and out of her with little short strokes.
I gripped her hips and she found a rhythm immediately. With my aid and her hands on John's waist, she sucked and fucked in perfect unison. She seemed made for two cocks. She sucked and rolled her hips together. The pleasure I got echoed the thrills shooting through her. Her garter belt under my hands provided contrast to her milky smooth skin. It was so alive with lurid concentration, she seemed separate beings, skin, mouth, and cunt. Her pussy pulled and pulsed around my cock, rippling with tension and then clamping down as she came. She grunted with the first orgasm, shimming her ass down on me while she moaned around the cock in her mouth.
When it passed, she rose up and dropped herself onto my cock over and over again, harder and harder till she was ramming herself onto my cock as hard as the position allowed. She'd slammed her pussy down the length of my cock and then, full of one cock, she bobbed her head several times on John's. Then she'd lift up, twerking her ass up but not lifting her shoulders any, till he had no more slack, and then she slammed her ass down, ramming my cock into her once more.
Over and over she repeated this complicated combination till her body began to quake. I released her hips as she slammed down on me and found her shimmering tits. I palmed them and squeezed them. She said something, mouth full of cock which I took to mean pinch her nipples. I did, she nodded with as slight a motion as she could manage with a cock in her mouth and then she climaxed. Her body went rigid. Her mouth opened and John pushed his cock deeper but she did not gag. She let it slide into her mouth and down her throat. Even from behind her, I could see the surge of the shaft shadow her throat. She groaned around it, a growl of lust that seemed to come out of her pores. Her pussy clenched, and she grunted over and over. About the fourth of fifth time her hips crammed her pussy full of my cock, while she squeezed down on it, I erupted. I released her tits, grabbed her by the waist and bucked up under her, ramming her down on my pumping cock over and over again.
John began to come in her mouth. She groaned. I could see her swallowing desperately trying to consume him body and soul. She sucked the life right out of him while I fucked the life right out of her. John finally staggered away and flopped into the easy chair. Cassie ground down on me till I stopped pumping and sat back, leaving her perched on my lap, plumb full of cock. She balanced her hands on my knees, hunched forward.
"Holy mother of the fucking god!" Cassie finally gasped. "I just fucked two cocks!" She rocked forward, unhitching herself from my cock and standing up. She looked down at me and then over at John who lay with an arm over his eyes. God knows what he was thinking and feeling. How long had it really been since he'd had a cunt hat on his cock head? Was he trying to find the right pose or was he actually overcome with the completion of his orgasm? I asked the question in my mind but, receiving no answer, decided it made no fucking difference.
"Ass now?" Cassie asked, looking back and forth between us."
"I think they need a little time to recover, dear." Victoria said dryly from her vantage point. I looked over at her. Two beers sat on the table and she had a third in her hand. Either she drank fucking fast or we had been fucking for a while. Time flies when you're having fun!
I idly unbuttoned my shirt. When I had it off, I finished stripping off my pants. My cock got hard just from that. Well, with Cassie standing over me, naked but for the dangling garter belt. That little bit of elastic and plastic seemed to accent the rest of her body. I groaned and struggled to my feet. I looked down on John.
"How was that?" I asked him.
His eyes opened. "She needs a lot of practice."
Cassie glowed.
"Ass or cunt?" I asked.
He considered and finally looked at her. "Front." He said softly. "What tits!"
Cassie turned to him and offered him a hand. She hauled him to his feet and they trooped off to the bed.
"Need lube." I said.
"I have some! Plenty." Cassie called from the bedroom.



Victoria was staring me right in the cock.
"So? What do you think? Care to join us?" I could not help myself. I had this raging lust for Mrs. Grayson but could not figure out the key to her chastity belt.
She smiled at me, complimented. "No thanks, I better stick with the audit."
I shrugged and padded back into the back bedroom. Cassie was sucking John's cock once more. As I arrived, she came off of him, crawled up his prone body on the bed and mounted him
"Oh good gosh!" John growled. "My goodness that is wonderful! You are delicious!"
Cassie ignored him, preferring to continue rolling her hips over his, rousing her own passion with the switch and swish of his cock inside of her. After just a few minutes, she growled and increased tempo. Moments later, she stiffened into a very quiet, very tense climax.
Victoria stood beside me. While we watched Cassie orgasm, I slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her close. She leaned away from me but then relaxed and huddled into the crook of my arm. She seemed companionable but I wanted to drag her onto the bed and mount her. I distracted myself by watching as Cassie rode John till she came again. When she recovered, she twisted around and looked at me, big question marks in both eyes.
"Ass?" She said, again making the statement a question at the last moment.
I nodded.
"Lube in the drawer by the bed." She said and bent over John and kissed him hard on the mouth. He grasped her ass and began to lift her up and down. Her tits brushed his chest, her back curved to make each connection profound.
I found the lube and looked at Victoria. She did not respond.
I moved over to the bed. "Pillows." I said. The ones on the bed were pitiful, flat and lifeless. I padded into the other bedroom and appropriated four more just like it. I used them to lift John's ass off the bed, arching his body so that at the apex of the arch, Cassie could ride him and bend down, allowing me access to her ass.
With that access, I rubbed her hips and ass. Finally I touched her ass hole and she got still, leaning over John, pressing her tits into his face. She sat over him, her hands on his shoulders, waiting, filled with cock. I took the hint, dabbed lube around her ass hole and opened her up, pressing my finger against her opening. She grunted. She was tight. I wiggled and she grunted again. I wiggled again and I felt a little give in her ass. Back and forth, round and round, I moved my finger till I felt her relax, just a bit. I took advantage of that and pushed into her, most of my finger.
Cassie's ass shied away from me but John benefited, since she had to grind down onto him to escape me. She didn't try very hard. In the end, she lifted off John, pressing her ass back against me, pressing herself onto my finger. I withdrew it, coated my cock and got behind her. Again she went still. John's legs were wide and hers were outside of his, which spread her tautly across his body.
I put my cock head to the cone of her little ass and pressed. Cassie groaned, tensing. John groaned like the cold finger of death had been inserted into his ass.
"Oh, golly Moses!" He muttered.
I almost laughed. The guy needed to learn how to swear.
"Oh god, fuck me!" Cassie filled in while we filled her.
I pushed harder. For moment, Cassie fought me but then she relaxed and my cock penetrated to the hot, oily interior of her ass. She groaned loudly, a vibration reached my cock.
I lifted my head and came aware of Mrs. Grayson standing at the side of the bed gazing at us, like an Olympic judge watching a gymnastics display. She did not look like the East German judge, a cliche that has been lost with the dissolution of the Soviet Unions and their slave republics but it remained apt. She looked like a model looking at clothing, trying to decide what to wear. I wanted her to slip me on in the worst way.
I ground into Cassie. The lithe woman groaned because I pushed my cock hard into her ass, seating it far inside of her. I felt her insides writhe, adjusting and shifted at the invasion. She pitched forward. I could see John moving between her arms planted beside his head. Her head rose up and she sighed. I heard the sound of kissing and guessed John was sucking her tits. I would have been.
Cassie lifted her ass, pressing her flat ass against me, sealing us together. She pushed down then, filling her pussy with John's cock. I followed her down, clinching her tightly between us. She groaned. He groaned. I pulled back and rammed into her again. They groaned together under the fall of my weight on them.
I glanced over at Victoria. She noticed and met my gaze with her dark, shining eyes. She smiled at me. "Mr. Gale, I, I wonder if you mind if I made use of your man here? I mean, when you all are finished, I thought I would take him home, to my hotel, I mean, and have him, perhaps several times. You seem to have inspired me, to, uh, go beyond the boundaries of my audit and participate but, but I don't think we should mix business with pleasure." She smiled brilliantly. "Would you mind horribly if I fucked John?"
The conflict roared in me. It was so profound and so undeniable that I gushed cum into Cassie's ass without another thought or breath. The idea of Mrs. Grayson naked, of her fucking anyone, even if it was not me consumed me so utterly I launched immediately into a jack rabbit orgasm.
Cassie understood I was putting my cum into her ass and that seemed to set off a chain reaction. She dropped her head and shook, her body shivered as she understood what was happening in her ass. Then she cried out, a gasping explanation. John rose up under us and Cassie was smashed between the two men implanted in her body. She screamed.
Cassie's voice rose and fell several times as the tide of orgasm came and went and came again, washing over her and leaving her panting and shivering with pleasure.
When she calmed, Victoria waved a hand at me. "Well, Mr. Grayson?" She asked.
I was still lightheaded from my own climax. I nodded dully, not fully aware of what was happening. Then my brain cleared away the mental detritus and I could speak coherently. "Not, not mine to give away. No, no contract." I panted.
"Yes." John said. "Of course. No, no contract, con, con, contract need, need, needed." He groaned and felt Cassie shimmering under me and figured that John was flooding her pussy with cum even as he consented to leaving with the gorgeous woman who was watching us double team the professor.
"Oh fucking Christ!" Cassie moaned. "I, I have two, two, two cocks in me."
"Yes, yes you do. There will be more. Lots more." Mrs. Grayson murmured.
"I, I, I want to taste a woman." Cassie whispered. "Care to let me start with you?" Cassie lifted her head and looked around. Without her glasses, she seemed unable to focus properly or in the right direction.
Mrs. Grayson actually stepped back. "I, no, I, I am just auditing." She left us then.
John began to pant and not from excitement but from the weight of us both on his chest and abdomen. I pulled my cock, still hard, out of Cassie and got to my knees behind the. Cassie immediately began to thrust her pelvis down onto John.
"Still, still hard." She panted. "God, it feels so good to have a man in me again!" She cooed with pleasure but John lifted her bodily off of his cock and deposited her on the bed beside him.
"No." He panted.
I knew exactly what he was thinking.
"Have to go." He said. "Can't go home too late." He sat up.
Cassie regarded him with a mixture of confusion and lust before looking at me. Her eyes were bleary, struggling to gain information without the focus her glasses granted. I shook my head.
I dressed and went out into the living room. Mrs. Grayson had found another beer.
"I called a taxi." She said. "Be here in ten minutes, maybe." She set down the empty beer bottle and looked around at me. "You don't mind do you? If I take Mr. Sawyer for a spin. I, I confess, auditing your activities has been, intriguing and I am aroused more than I thought possible. I, I am amazed at this. I cannot tell you. I feel like I have been deprived all my life, like a beer girl discovering Champaign." She glanced at the empty beer bottle and grinned that guileless grin that had to be a lie for this woman. "I guess that was a poor turn of the phrase, backwards in this situation, huh?" She looked up at me. "Who knew I would love beer? I, I had never tried it, always looking down my aristocratic nose at it and guess what? I like it and now I am all confused."
"Want to take Cassie with you? Have the both? Do me a little favor and let her have a taste of you?"
Mrs. Grayson's face twitched and her eyes flashed. "No. No, I think you should engineer that connection, don't you? John should be plenty for me."
I got a weird feeling, like I was handing another man off to the woman I wanted to have in the worst way. I think everyone was confused. I finally nodded. "I cannot convince you to trade?"
"Trade?" She blinked at me.
"John. For me, I mean."
"Oh." She laughed a curiously nervous laugh, unfamiliar to her. She looked away, seeming like she was uncomfortable and not because of the coming rejection but because she was unfamiliar with being uncomfortable like that. She was familiar with making others uncomfortable. "Uh, no, Al...Joshua, I think we have some business to discuss and that suggests we should not conjugate together just yet."
Not a "no" so I chose to be encouraged rather than only disappointed. Cassie appeared, padding into the room with a towel around her waist and her tits wobbling freely. For their form, they seemed curiously full of motion.
"Going?" She asked.
We both nodded.
"Thank you for the beer. I, I never drank it before and well, I guess I like it plenty fine."
It amused me to hear this woman turning phrases that sounded like Cassie.
Cassie nodded and looked at me. "I am yours now. Now what?"
"I have to gain access to Rachel McKinnon and then get her access to you." I said.
Cassie licked her lips, just like a cat gazing at a bowl of milk that is just out of reach. "Don't tease me."
"Don't count on that, girl. I want to figure out how to tease you till you are dribbling with desire, then I want you to cum for us all."
"Jesus, you sweet mouth, don't talk that way to me. I'll fuck you right here."
John appeared and just then a horn outside honked.
"Ready? That's our taxi." Victoria got her things and strode to the door. John looked at me, his face full of questions.
"Tomorrow night." I said. "Call me just before you go in."
"It'll take a couple hours, maybe three or four."
I nodded.
She nodded at the open door and the taxi beyond. "Is this all right with you? I mean...?"
I nodded. I don't know how. Mind and body wanted to stuff him in a closet and go get in the taxi and see if Mrs. Grayson would relent. I think my skin was in charge because everything inside of it wanted to go beg to fuck that woman. My skin was exhausted.
"Go on." I said. "I'll ask for an account of it later." For a brief moment I felt a flash of camaraderie with John Sawyer, forgetting for the moment his actions and the intentions of his wife. "Have her." I said but did not manage to keep the wistful regret out of my voice.
He skittered out of the room.
Cassie regarded me for a moment, and then walked over and hugged me, pressing her tits against my chest and laying her cheek on my shoulder. "If I was a man, I'd want her to fuck me too." She said with a sigh in her voice.
I left the rest of it unsaid and took my leave. I walked back home to my empty house and despite all I had pending, I went to bed and slept like the dead. Alone.
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Wednesday night I stayed late at campus, by late I mean sixish. I saw D. Debra heading to play practice, Chris trailing along behind her. I went to the library. I'd been there a couple hours when my phone rang. I got up and went out into the hall. It was my sister.
"Tawny? Hey." I said casually, my head still in the books.
"Someone is fucking in mom's bed and it isn't you or me!" She whispered. "Can you hear them?"
I jerked back to the present. "Hear them?" I repeated distantly. I half understood. "No. No. Sorry. I meant to tell you I, well, ah, Mrs. Rossini, her husband is, he arrived back suddenly yesterday and I, well, she, her sister was staying with her, them and she, Mrs. Rossini, she wanted you know, quality time with her husband. Alone! I mean, without her sister listening at the keyhole. So, yeah, since you weren't coming home much, I said she could stay..."
"She's fucking somebody!" Tawny growled, her whisper rasping. "I heard them. A man. She was on her knees grunting while he rammed his cock into her from behind. God, Sonny, are we running a whore house now?"
"Why was there money the table?"
"No. Fuck off, you know what I mean."
"Not at all. Look, if I start making money, I'll make sure you get a cut."
"I don't want a cut!" Her whisper threatened to breach a threshold and be disqualified. "I want..."
I interrupted her. "Well, if you want me to line up clients..."
"Goddammit, Sonny, that isn't what I meant and you know it. Goddammit, why is someone fucking in mom's room?"
"I suppose she thought it would be rude to fuck in your room I suppose." This, from the department of redundancy department. Okay, I was rattled a little.
"Goddammit, Sonny!" Her voice was ushered out of church to some street corner where it was sure to cause a disturbance.
"Hush, sis! I, I think I know how it is. I bet," I hesitated. I had to agree. "Goddammit, I bet its Brent."
"Brent? What is...oh shit." The voice was readmitted to the library, all hushed and quiet.
"Yeah. I, Jesus, I never thought they'd...fuck me! Let me call you back."
I hung up and stared at my phone. Brent had gotten to Aunt Norma first. I had given Natasha a spare key yesterday, accepting that I had to do her a solid and let her sister sleep at my house. Norma had been at a hotel last night and was checking out today and, well, I guess she was making herself at home.
I called Natasha. Her phone rang and rang and rang.
No answer.
Oh bother. My gosh things get quacked up in a hurry. I took a breath and shook my head. This was not that bad. Natasha had pleaded with me, she carried my collar gift in a little jewelry sack and said, she said that if I did this for her, she'd put the thing on and never take it off again. I asked if that included while she was fucking her husband and she snorted.
"Never happen. We are done!" Neither of us believed her.
According to Brent, she always said that about her husband. Always did and hadn't been right yet. Her phone didn't even go to voice mail she was so insistent on not talking to me. I would have bet the middle inch of my cock that she had her heels in the air and was panting for breath. Joseph Rossini had missed a flight and not gotten in till today. If I was him, I'd have Mrs. Rossini on her back about now pounding the truth out of her and filling her with my cream of lies.
From what Brent said...Brent! Norma had not even slept a night in my house and Brent was already over at my house and in my guest.
My phone rang.
"Well?" Tawny hissed in my ear.
I had no idea what to say, so I dissembled. "If you are so impatient, go join them."
"Fuck you, Sonny, I already shared Chris with your girlfriend..."
"She's not my girlfriend. I fuck my girlfriend, or would if I had one."
Tawny snorted. "Like anyone could tell the difference between a girlfriend and any other female you get within arm's length of you. Is there anyone you don't fuck?"
I thought about that. "Well, let me give it a little thought. You mean besides D. Debra Hamilton?"
"Sonny, she's screaming!"
"Go watch."
"You have me confused with Dalia. Jesus, Sonny, what are you going to do when they get home."
"I've given up on them. I, I don't think they are ever coming home again."
"No? Well think again. Lava wanted me to pick them up. I volunteered you."
"Tomorrow?" I heart accelerated like a street rod.
"No, dummy, Friday night. Late. After play practice Chris and I had a late date planned. Dinner, dancing, a walk in the park."
"It's twenty below outside, are you nuts?"
"Sonny, you have a woman in our house and Brent is fucking...Jesus, he's fucking his Aunt! He's fucking his own Aunt in our house! How do you think Georgia and Dalia are going to feel about that?"
"Relieved." I offered.
She went silent.
"Hello?"
"You are supposed to be Georgia's...when she gets back."
I knew that voice. It mixed the affronted female with the sinister sister.
"What do you mean, relieved, anyway?" Tawny could do anger like Georgia for only about as along as a flea's fart smells. Sort of like the time it takes a bullet to go in your eye and come out your ear, violent and over quick.
"They'll know for sure that my buddies are interested in fucking. You guys can audit, give Brent pointers while he is boning his Aunt."
"His Aunt! God, Sonny, he is fucking her right in our own house. Uh oh." She went back to whispering really softly. "Do they, does he, do your friends now about, about, about us?"
I shrugged and wondered what words to use. I was two for three in the sister department. I decided to be casual and straight forward. "I, I have decided we need to do a mother and her daughter, or three or five. You know, like a bucket list before we have to become responsible adults."
"You have lots of time before you become an adult. I don't see that happening while you can get an erection without the help of a stick up your butt."
"Jeez, does that work?"
"Sonny, dammit. Shush. They're, they're getting up."
I felt all jaunty that I wasn't there to deal with it.
"Oh my god, have you seen his...?" She lost her voice somewhere.
"Yes. I introduced mom to it, remember? She took it in the ass, little sister."
No sound. Then breathing and the soft clunk of a closing door. I had no idea what was happening. Tawny, god, she confused the shit out of me. My imagination volunteered to fill in what I could not see. How uncomfortable was that!
"Why are they showering separately? Goddammit, can't they just share mom's shower and leave ours alone? I bet he leaves the lid up and pisses all over everywhere. My god, I saw his sock. I mean, uh, cock. Dick. Johnson. Boner. Woody. Penis." She spat out the words like they were peas. She hates peas.
"Turrets?"
"He, mom took that up her, her, oh my god, didn't you tell me she let him put that in her ass?"
I had no idea what all I told my sister about my mother fucking my friends. I was pretty sure that was accurate. I did just mention it but maybe she didn't hear, or her brain was on dick overload. It happens. "Gives you a new sense of respect for our luscious mother, doesn't?"
"Sonny, don't be gross. How long are they going to stay? You have to pick up Georgia and Dalia on Friday."
"I, okay, I will. I, I think a couple days, till Natasha gives her soon to be ex-husband the heave ho!" I had my doubts. Honestly, I forgot about my sisters. I'd gotten so comfortable in an empty house, I was completely willing to live out my oft time fantasy of being an only child and not think beyond that. The empty house was luscious and grand and I liked not having gobs of hair in the sink, not the interesting kinky hair that makes you imagine things, just gobs of hair going all slimy.
"I'm going back to the Wills. Say, what is going on with Mrs. Wills? She, she seems...?"
"Yeah. She is." I agreed to whatever Tawny was thinking just so I didn't have to navigate the shoals of the truth in my little dingy of consciousness. "I'll deal with it." I spoke with much more confidence than I felt.
"Well, there is something going on with her and I am, I just don't get it. God, she is never home and I asked Chris about his dad and he went all sullen on me, like I had asked if his dick was going to grow any more or if that was it."
I laughed out loud. My sister, god, she could be funny without even trying sometimes. "What'd he say?"
"Nothing. No, that's not true, he said he was an orphan and he didn't want to talk about it. What does that mean?"
I knew, but I wasn't telling. "It means he's a thespian and you know how dramatic they like to be. Everybody over eighteen is an orphan but we just don't bother to enforce that rule in this country. This may be no country for old men because we are all intent on staying children."
"What?"
"Forget it. Movie reference. I'll deal with Mrs. Spilletti. And Brent."
"Missus? God, Sonny, don't you ever fuck anyone you're supposed to fuck?"
"Who says I'm fucking her? Seems like she has her, uh, hands or whatever already full."
"I'm going to Chris'. Bring our sisters by to say hello."
"I thought you were going out on Friday."
"Fuck off, Sonny." My sister hung up.
Well, at least I knew what I was going home to. Not silence. Not a pleasantly empty house. And not the welcoming embrace of a hot woman. I figured she'd be spent like a condom before Brent rolled up his welcome mat and went home.
I was wrong.
They were still at it when I got home.
I heard them hammering away as soon as I stepped into the house. I thought someone put sneakers in the fucking dryer. I peeked in the laundry room and sure enough, not. The dryer wasn't even on. I followed the sounds upstairs and to the door of mom's room. I peeked inside and there was Norma Spilletti astride her nephew, gender integrating the pony express. She seemed to be behind schedule.
She jerked and cried out, bucking and shaking before toppling off of Brent onto the bed, utterly spent. Again. Tits and elbows akimbo.
I just walked on into the room. She didn't move. Brent saw me and casually folded his hands behind his head and regarded me with squinting eyes.
"That you, Sonny? How's it hanging?"
"Brent, why are you fucking your aunt in my house?"
"Oh, well, because I can." He chuckled. "Because it's cold outside? My Aunt Norma loves cock. You remember, right. You fucked her just the other day."
Norma lifted her head, looking around. "Who are you talking to?"
"Sonny. This is his house."
"Jesus Christ, Brent darling, I haven't been fucked like that since I was in grade school."
"Poacher. That's straight out of Fight Club, and the movie, not the book." I spoke impulsively.
Norma rolled over and draped her tits onto Brent's chest. "Oh, hey Sonny."
"What are you guys doing?"
"Fucking." The both said together. Then, "Jinx! Jinx!" They both laughed and Normal bent over Brent and kissed him on the mouth. He put an arm around her and pulled her on top of him. She reached between them and fumbled for a moment before they both groaned and her ass began to bob up and down. She planted her hands on his broad shoulders and looked around at me, slowly, grimacing like she was having a stroke.
"Hey Sonny." She breathed at me, licking her lips.
I stared at her rocking tits. They were waving at me, making little circles in the air with the nipples. God, they were strong and proud and I just stared. I felt like I was watching sparklers drawing in darkness, her long nipples made lines in the air that seemed to mark my corneas. I realized a moment later that Norma was twisting to show me her tits.
"Brent, what the fuck are you doing here?" I held up my hand. "I can see perfectly fine that you are practicing to be a dildo. Get off him, Norma. Brent get dressed and come downstairs. Now." I didn't sound angry, not to my ears at least.
Brent looked positively abashed when he appeared in the kitchen where I was fixing a sandwich. I asked him what was wrong and he said I never gave orders like that and I must be angry about something.
"Dude, you're fucking your Aunt in my house. On my mother's bed."
"She's not home, right? She's in China. Aunt Norma will change the sheets when she leaves."
I waved a hand at him. "When will that be?"
"When dad's gone. She, she admitted to me that they did it, a long time ago and she knew that if she was in the house with him, he'd try again and she'd let him. That would make mom green down to her toes, Aunt Norma doing dad. She told me about it, in, uh, some detail. She told me he was so handsome, she'd never say no and I asked if that was why she never said 'no' to me and she told me I was not blessed with his looks, I had something better." Brent grinned stupidly, inordinately pleased.
"She likes smart guys?" I said as innocently as possible.
He looked askance at me, his brow knitting. "No. My dick. Aunt Norma loves my dick."
Aunt Norma? He seemed to be using that mode of address all the time. "I wanted to mention that to you. Remember, remember Melissa Crawford?"
His eyes got big. "Mrs. Honeywell's sister. Shit yes! How can I forget that chocolate mousse."
"Don't call her a moose, that's rude and she doesn't look anything at all like a moose."
"I meant..."
"I know what you meant. She's not dessert, she's the main intercourse. Listen, they were, are sisters and the younger sister got a kick out of banging the guys her older sister liked. It became a thing, to hear Alissa tell it, if I remember clearly. Her boyfriends would date her and her sister would bang them while she was getting ready to go out, back when dating had rules and roles. Or maybe it was the other way around? No, no, it was Melissa stealing Alissa's dick."
"So?"
I took a bite of my sandwich, god I was becoming a great cook. "Dummy. Can't you see what is happening? Norma..."
"Aunt Norma!" Brent interjected.
"Aunt Norma? What is it with you, all of a sudden?"
Brent grinned a loopy grin. "She, Aunt Norma says it make her crazy aroused when I call her Aunt Norma." He grinned. "I bet it would work for you too." He shook his big head. "God, she doesn't have a screw loose, all of her screws are turned down nice and tight, but she might be missing a few."
"I get it, so she is trying to screw you to get them back?"
Brent looked at me funny and actually scratched his head.
I just shook mine, my head. "Forget it. Norma is stealing you from your mother. Natasha, she's jealous."
Brent's face looked like a dolphin had just slapped him with a flipper and called him a slut. "What? What are you talking about? This, this was all mom's idea. She, she wanted us to get together."
"Uh huh." I grunted around a mangled sandwich. It had fallen apart and I was now trying to eat a chef's salad without the bowl. Fuck. I dropped the oozing remnants of it on my plate. I got a fork. "Sure. She did. I am sure that is what she said. But, but listen, that may have been a trick."
"A trick?"
"You know, a test, to see if you'd let Norma steal you away from your own mother. Norma and your mom are competitive."
"No. They love each other."
"No even the point. I don't think they like sharing dick. Have you actually had them together?"
"You mean since the first time when we, when you did them in the ass? No. Now that you mention it, no."
"And how often have you had your mother since then?"
"I...uh."
"Uh huh. Norma is tweaking Natasha's nose by fucking her son. If it wasn't for the fact that Natasha was there first, I doubt you'd have gone this far."
"Thanks mom." Brent said, grinning. "I think Norma is a little surprised by how well we fit together. God, Sonny, she does love to fuck."
"Dude. Go home. Your dad is home, go be a family."
"So I can get bonked with a frying pan meant for him and then have to listen to her screaming while they mate? No thanks. I'm staying here."
"No. You're not."
Brent looked at me funny. "Jesus, you're throwing me out?"
He looked so hurt I felt bad. But he had to go. I lit on the exact right explanation. "Dammit, Brent, I want to fuck her and you stretch her all out of shape. When you're done, I feel like a twizzle stick in a mixed drink."
Brent's face went through several expressions.
I waited for a couple minutes, till the silence got uncomfortable. "Brent, listen, the other day, you saw the Favors right?" I stopped, testing for consciousness.
He nodded dumbly.
"I have another mother and daughter combination that I think you will fucking love."
He blinked. Still no sound.
"You need to go home. I promise, I'll keep bringing you pussy till you find one of your own."
"Yeah. Like Chris, and the next thing I know I'll be in line with everyone else."
"Norma and your mom are going to end up doing us all, together, eventually."
"Darn it, Sonny, I just want a woman I can call mine, one that you can't yank on her chain and she comes padding over to suck your cock for you."
I stared at him. Holy smokes, he was right. I was managing to arrange every woman I know onto her willing back. In that moment I remembered what Sid had said about me. God, the man was right. I had to think about that for a while. Later.
"If you are ready to settle down, go graze in the paddock with the other cows. Dude, I am offering you mothers and daughters, together. How many men would give their left nut for that situation?"
He shrugged. "How many men have tried it and lost both nuts in the process?" He grinned bleakly. "Jesus, Sonny, you are a grade A pervert. Shit, I'm glad I don't have a sister or I'd never be able to leave her alone. What is it with you? You have a magic pheromone that makes them want to take off their bras and let you do the rest?"
I shrugged. "Dude, whatever it is, I am not going to quit till I'm dead. I, I haven't really mentioned this before but Sid has me doing something for him and, well, it pays. Dude, I am being paid for fucking an unbelievably stunning array of women, more than I have even mentioned. I ain't a whore, I'm, I'm, well, I guess I am filling a need."
Brent just stared at me. Finally he shook his head and looked a way. "Fuck me, filling a need? Really? You really are shameless."
"Practice makes perfect." I waited. I heard mom's bedroom door open and moments later Aunt Norma squeaked on the stairs. "Go home, Brent. You have a father. He may be a dick or an asshole but I don't have one and for all the guys out there without one, I say that even an asshole is better than having none at all. Don't be a dick and make him wonder if you still love him. If he is an asshole, fuck his wife. That'll put a turd in his milkshake."
"Turd in a milkshake?" Aunt Norma said brightly, sauntering into the kitchen in one of mom's robes. With four kids, my mother got lots of robes for gifts over the years and she kept them all. Wore most of them.
"Hey, don't you have your own clothes?" I asked.
Norma regarded me coolly, the expression of a woman fully fed on ecstasy to the point that nothing I said could disturb her calm. Zen and the art of fucking as a new philosophy of life. Fuck me, I bet that would be a best seller! "Mr. Duncan. Thank you for putting me up. I, I am a bit short on cash and it is nice of you to let me share your domicile."
"Fine. Just don't use it up. You'll be gone by Friday, right?"
She nodded. "Natasha assured me this was temporary and that no way would Joey be in the house for more than a day or two."
Brent rolled his eyes which gave me the willies. I had visions of Georgia glaring at Norma, like two lionesses, no, the lion king has a harem. Bad analogy. But wait. Hmmm.
"Go home, Brent."
"I thought you were going to stay the night and fuck me some more. My cunt likes your cock." Norma husked, her voice stroked my cock like soft, plush lips.



What does it mean if a woman's voice makes you hard? Are you a twist or is she a fucking genius?
Brent shrugged his square shoulders. "I need to go. Sonny's right. Family is family and much as I love fucking you, if my mom and dad...I need to go see my dad particularly if he is going to leave right away."
For thirty seconds, no one moved. Brent finally turned around, picked up his coat from the floor where apparently it had dropped as he arrived and left me standing in my kitchen with Aunt Norma.
She regarded me with her sleepy eyes. "What now?" She asked.
"Eaten?"
She shook her head.
"You should."
"Diet. I am trying to live on fresh air and cock but, god, if I drink any more cock juice, I may gain weight. Brent is a healthy boy."
I had nothing more to offer. I had a flash about doing her at that moment but refused the temptation. She was likely all stretched out and oozing cum still. "I have to study. Not everyone is as brilliant as your nephew." I moved past her, leaving my mess in the kitchen, a subconscious test to see if she'd clean up after me without being told to do so. The terms of our endearment were not clear to me but I figured I should be cautious. Norma seemed like a man-eater on the outside and I rather wanted to stay whole for the resurrection. I didn't want to get to heaven missing a leg or something.
Of course that was a stupid thought. I am definitely going to hell for fucking too much, too many, and the wrong women in my life. Good thing I don't believe in hell. Want to know what I believe in. Yep. Pussy. I'm a believer. Definitely.
I stopped at the stairs and came back to the kitchen. "Aunt Norma? What's that about? Brent doesn't say your name without saying Aunt Norma? He even referred to his mom as Natasha after she fucked him."
Norma had sure enough begun to clear away my mess. She turned to face me. "I asked him to. Call me that I mean. God, Sonny, I am having sex with my sister's son. I always wanted to do it with the wrongest men. Is that the right expression. Just doing him made me come like a house afire. Can I get any wronger than doing my nephew? I like hearing him say that he is fucking his Aunt. Big as he is, I get this evil thrill running up my legs when he says it." She smiled, almost wistfully. "You can say it when you do me, if you like. I like being your Aunt Norma."
I saw my opportunity to titillate Norma. She expected to pay for her board and room on her back. I realized if I took her up on the implied offer, she'd feel even. Once again, I wanted the long game. I had a flash of Norma wearing a pretty silver collar.
"I couldn't." I said, regret dripping from my voice. "You are a guest. It would be terrible to take advantage of you. You are, you are separated. That makes a person crazy. Relax. Make yourself at home. I know there aren't many groceries. I'll leave cash and you can get some tomorrow. I'd appreciate it actually. Good night. See you tomorrow. If you need help moving on Friday, I'd need to do it early because, well, I have something I need to do later."
I went up stairs leaving Aunt Norma staring after me. See? I am learning something from D. Debra. A little tease winds the clock tighter so that when alarm goes off, it will definitely wake you up from your life of quiet desperation.
Thursday proved a full day. The afternoon lab lost power and I spent an hour sitting in the dark with my dick in my hand. Not really, that's just an expression. When it finally came on, I had to start all over and my lab partner beat feet to see a man about a horse. She seemed awfully eager too. It was nearly eight before I got done with everything and headed home. I had an assignment that wasn't done so I worked till nearly midnight.
Norma was watching TV and I think expected more attention. I picked up a burger and carried it up to my room and ate there. I wasn't antisocial so much as realistic. If I ate down stairs, I'd end up face first between her pretty, lean, brown legs and I had to get my work done before my sisters got back.
I lay awake that night, thinking of Georgia arriving home, and Dalia. God, I realized I had no idea how they were going to fit into my life, all of a sudden. The accumulated expectations rambled around my brain like I was a hostess planning a dinner party for a crown prince, trying to make sure the seating chart didn't put the Capitalist next to the Communist. I lay awake till nearly two and overslept.
I got to class late, earning the prototypical glare from my professor. Mrs. Olivette glared and then got a hitch in her giddyup. Man but that was uncomfortable because I am virtually certain she was having a flashback, or maybe she had a deja vu moment and was racking her brain trying to figure out where she knew me from. That last is humbling, doink a woman like that and she can't remember your face. Since I didn't introduce myself, I cannot be irate if she doesn't remember my name or call me.
I got through the day without distractions. Norma did not call. I called Natasha to see if she had actually moved out, I had a terror of getting home to find her still installed in Mom's bedroom. No way that would happen. Naw. Natasha still did not answer her phone.
I drove to the airport.
I was late. Really late. And my phone switched off and I didn't know it till I got parked. Out of power. I'd felt the lateness of the hour stuck in traffic. I realized my phone was off, I was late, and seriously thought of using up some of my scratch to rent a stretch limo to dampen the effects of keeping a redhead waiting. I thought I might live longer if I did. I had nothing to worry about.
I found the baggage area for the Miami flights and wandered around. I was looking for Georgia's red hair and decided she had exploded when I finally spotted Dalia reading in a chair off to the side. I strode over and walked right past Nova.
Now, ordinarily I can spot Nova anywhere. Her long red hair and unbelievable body is unmistakable but this time she was wearing a disguise.
"Dalia, where's Nova? She out hunting me with a cross bow?"
Dalia looked up from her Nook and smiled. "She's right there. You walked right past her." Dalia's eyes were hooded and when I turned around, I understood why.
Georgia was standing with her arm around the waist of a tall brunette. The woman's black hair fell down her body like moss, shimmering with body and sheen.
"Holy shit." I expostulated. I don't think I ever expostulated before but I did then. Georgia was glowing, like someone just told her she was beautiful.
She spoke, her lips moved but I don't think my ears were working. When she turned her head to the woman and they kissed on the lips, I thought my head was going to explode.
I expostulated again. "Holy Shit."
"Sonny. Nice to see you again."
My tongue felt like it shriveled down till it was the size of a snake's and everyone knows fucking snakes can't talk, no matter what Eve claimed. The bitch had to blame someone and that was the best she could do?
"It's Charm." Dalia spoke from behind me.
I tried to swallow past the noose around my neck. "Charm." I croaked. "Of course. So nice to see you again."
"She's coming home with us." Georgia said brightly but then sobered, a guilty look flitting over her face.
I was so lost. Again. Some might say still. Charm turned to look at me. The woman regarded me with her cool eyes. She moved one hand up and ran it down the length of the black tresses hanging down her torso.
"I didn't recognize you." I confessed.
Charm smiled. "I've changed." She smiled wanly. "On the outside, not on the inside."
I thought she was saying something I did not comprehend, something everyone else seemed to understand and were all waiting for it to sink in. Okay, I remembered all right, I knew who this was. This was the woman that had seduced my mother. Suddenly I had a flash of this woman kissing another woman. Shit. That wasn't ancient history. She had just pecked Georgia on the lips. Holy fuck! I thought.
Suddenly my lack of a plan for how to deal with Georgia and her expectations shifted. Then I realized I was jumping to conclusions. Not my fault. The sexual adrenaline pumping through my veins made me want to jump somewhere so I jumped to conclusions.
My cock got hard.
"Let's get your luggage." Inane, I know but I got to move to the cart groaning under a ton of luggage and pressed my instamatic hardon against it. Yes, it felt good and I thought for sure I had hidden my condition. Man you do not want to go without pussy for very long right after the monsoons. Things can develop without so much as a howdy do. Its like the cock has a will of its own, a theory that is not new in human civilization, I understand but it still seemed profound to me.
I led them to the car and stowed the luggage. One case and all the carry on had to be stuffed in around my sisters and Charm. Georgia and Charm sat in the back and Dalia sat with me up front. I wedged the one big suit case onto the seat between Charm and Georgia and I felt Georgia's glare like I intended it as a chastity suit case.
Fuck me.
Dalia gave me a look, a cross between "your poor bastard" and "don't you fucking dare", neither of which I understood. I got us out onto the freeway. When I was in the wash of traffic, I glanced at the rearview mirror and said, "So, Charm, what brings out back to town? You married yet?"
"Sonny, shut up." Georgia hissed.
"No. Georgia darling, don't. It's okay. Not any more, Sonny."
The bitch turned me into a dentist and I didn't even know it, talkin when I should have been silent. I thought I was just being sociable.
"Divorced? So soon? What an idiot but then you are probably too good for him."
"Sonny! Hush." Georgia tried for the "mom" voice but apparently until you have skid marks on the birth canal, that tone isn't possible.
"No, no, honey, that is okay. If I am going to be staying at your house, it is best he knows the situation."
"Situation? What? Did you you marry the mob and now they are gunning for you?" I guffawed because I thought I was being clever.
"I'm widowed." Charm said. Her voice sounded like she looked, like water running out of a snow pack looks in sunlight, clear and liquid.
I sobered right up. "I am so sorry. I, god, I'm sorry."
"You didn't know."
Then I followed up with the classic line straight from the idiot's guide to social graces but for actual idiots, written by actual idiots, or by me, if you like. "What did he die of?"
"Sonny, god, can't you just shut up?" Georgia growled her voice rumbling with her "don't fuck with Nova" tone I'd last heard when I hid all the tops to her swim suits just before she headed to a swim party.
"No, really, Georgia, I, I haven't spoken of it yet and it, it really is time. The longer I wait, the harder it will be. I don't have to look him in the eyes, so maybe this is the best and easiest time. My husband died of cancer."
Boy, that did put a damper on the moment, I mean much more. "Oh." I managed, realizing the grave yard I had happily danced into was actually a minefield.
Charm showed mercy. "I, he was gay, Sonny. I am a lesbian. I, he was my friend and I married him to get him health care. He died finally three month ago."
Those few sentences were absolutely not pith poor. I needed a week to connect all the dots. God, what a thing that was.
"Oh." I said again. I drove in humming silence for a while.
Charm finally laughed. "You are really funny when you aren't talking." She said.
I concentrated on driving and not running us into an abutment. Beside me, Dalia chortled, cluing me in that I had just been cut to ribbons. Let me explain. I am not as funny as I think I am when I am talking. A lesbian liked me not talking. A lesbian thought I was funny when I wasn't talking. A lesbian was laughing at me despite her dire and dolorous circumstance. Fuck me.
"I'm sorry, Sonny, I should not have said that."
Suddenly it was like a light went on in a dark room where I had whacked my shins on something hard and sharp four times already and I could see everything clearly, only to find I was in the middle of a torture chamber. My mother had told me that Charm, this very Charm had seduced her and then had sex with mother and daughter. Further, Dalia had caught them at it. What is more, Georgia insisted that when I caught her in bed with our mother, it was the first time. Nothing checked.
In my head I blurted and blurted. I felt like my cheeks were flapping in a stout wind. Ever feel wind in a fast car blowing in your mouth, all the way inside of your nasal passages. It makes your eyes water. The pressure of wanting to know the truth about Charm and my family overlaid her terrible announcement. I felt like I was having a heart attack.
I felt a hand on my shoulder. "He's crying." Charm said, actual wonder in her voice.
"Not either." I snarled and that made it all worse.
I drove in silence for a while. It was like I was hearing my mother all over again. "Cici Duncan." I subvocalized, trying to distance myself from what my memory was poking into my ears. According to Mom, Georgia and Charm brought her to "several earth shattering orgasms" one afternoon when Mom interrupted them making love in her bed. I felt like a ten-year old who just saw Santa Clause, for real.
Who needs speed when you have adrenaline. I glanced down at the speedometer to be sure I wasn't driving a hundred and fifty. I slowed down. We rode in an uncomfortable silence.
Finally Georgia spoke up. "I, I thought we could let Charm stay at our house. She, she actually has business here and will be here most of next week. I, you don't mind do you?"
I wanted to turn around and see who had stolen my sister's voice. She never asked, she always instructed. "No. Of course not." I croaked.
"We saw Charm in line in Miami, in the security line. I didn't recognize her but Georgia was sure it was Charm. I told her no way." Dalia began.
Charm laughed. "I have changed a little."
"Your about a mile taller." I offered.
She laughed. "Okay, maybe you are a little funny when you talk. No, I lost some weight and, I exercise, some. Well a lot."
"You look good."
Dalia smacked me.
"Hey, quit it. I'm driving."
"She's a lesbian. Show some respect."
My mind was not computing very fast, like an old typewriter with peanut butter stuffed in the keys. "What? Being lesbian doesn't mean she can't look good. Or fucking great as the case may be."
Dalia smacked me again but on the leg so we didn't drive into the ditch.
"Thank you, Sonny. You are right. Just because I like vag doesn't mean you cannot tell me I am attractive."
"Jeez, me too. Shit, I love vag so at least we have that in common. That's a lot." I spoke before thinking.
There was a moment of tension but then Charm laughed.
Dalia asked her about her schedule. She flew in on Friday specifically to take some time to see old friends but had not notified anyone in case it was too much too soon.
"I, I really cannot tell you how great it is to see you guys. Gosh, I, I feel right at home. How's your mother?"
Silence.
My ears rang with the question and I realized how artfully I and my siblings had avoided this subject since mom ran away with the circus.
"She ran away with the circus." Dalia said.
I was coasting down an off ramp and when I came to a stop I stared at my sister to see if she had little antennae sticking out of the corners of her forehead.
"What? What does that mean?"
"Mom went to China on the arm of a billionaire."
Arm! That's one description for it. I thought it was impolite to confuse metaphor with reality, though.
"A billionaire?" Charm asked.
My lack of specific memory as to what I had and had not described to my sisters haunted me. I literally did not know if I had given dimensions to the cock Mom had chased after to China.
"He's married." Dalia said, a light burr in her tone.
"Your mother? Ran away with a married man?"
"Big cock." Georgia said in a low voice. "I mean huge cock."
"Oh." Her voice sounding just like a straight man's when you tell him your son has settled down with a nice man in Charleston. "I never would have imagined she would run off with a man."
Now I really wanted to drag things out into the open but fuck if I knew how to get a good hold on them. The widow's shadow fell on us and seemed to damped the air itself. I had no words. God, I wanted to know if what Mom told me was true but how to ask? Someone was not confessing and remembering Georgia wearing Charm on her arm like a mink stole, I guessed that sister Georgia had not been quite honest about her experience with pussy.
I tried to think back as I turned into our subdivision if Georgia had said she had never had sex with a woman before that night with mom or she had not had sex with mom before. That begged the question as to whether she knew about Charm and Mom. Unless Mom had lied about the whole thing! God, I was so confused. Life was going to get a lot more confusing in about five minutes.
You guessed it. Norma Spilletti's car was parked outside our house.
"Oh fuck me." I mumbled as I turned the corner onto our street.
"God there is a lot of snow."
"Its been cold." Georgia said.
"How would you know?" I spoke with an edge to my voice that earned me a look. "You've been lying on the beach."
"I can watch the weather." Dalia said, snarking back at my snark, defending her sister. Shit, it had always been three against one.
I opened the garage and drove inside. I wondered if I was seeing things or they did not pay any attention to the car parked on the street in front of our house. I turned off the car. My head hurt from the tension. Then it struck me that Mom's room likely still contained an Aunt Norma, so where would Charm sleep? God, what a mess.
I know, how did I not see it coming. This is why people are pessimists. Who was it? Ben Franklin who said it is better to be a pessimist and be surprised than an optimist and be disappointed? Well, that moment in the garage was my encounter with the truth of that preference. We unloaded, that is we got out of the car. Of course I was expected to carry everything in but I put it off, keeping it in reserve in case I needed a tactical retreat. We trooped into the house.
Norma sat on the couch.
My two sisters and Charm stood looking at her and she studiously ignored everyone till I arrived.
"Sonny? Oh thank goodness. I am sorry, I..." Aunt Norma began.
"What are you still doing here?" I interrupted.
"Who is this?" Georgia interrupted my interruption.
"Sonny, please, I just brought your key back. I..."
"Your key? Who is this?" Georgia looked me.
"Have you been renting out our rooms while we were gone?" Dalia asked. Her smirk caught Nova's attention and her blush decreased.
Charm moved to the side, folding her arms under her polite breasts, polite because they did not demand attention. The woman looked like the winner of a modernist design competition.
"Sonny..." Norma started again.
"You're still here." I said. I felt pressure and expressed it as anger which was a huge mistake but one I was happy to make.
"Sonny, listen, Joe didn't leave. He's still at Tasha's house. They, well they have been enjoying each other's company, if you know what I mean. I went over there and...because Tasha hadn't called me and in two minutes they were in a fight, throwing shit and screaming. God, those two do love to fight. I bet Tasha is either on her knees or on her back by now. I don't think they'd slept in two days. I mean beside little cat naps. Pussy naps, I mean." Norma giggled like she'd been into the sauce.
"What are you doing here?" Dalia asked reasonably, her voice seeming to calm Georgia.



"I, well, I'm, I'm Norma Spilletti. I'm Natasha Rossini's sister, younger sister. She, her husband came back after a rather bitter breakup and well, they have been negotiating for a reunification. They have a fiery relationship and," here Aunt Norma looked at me, questions in her eyes. I just shrugged so she took the high road. "...and Natasha asked me to move out for a while. I, I split with my husband who is a knucklehead and Sonny offered to let me stay here. I, I promised it would be only till today because I thought Joey would be gone by now. I, I make my sister jealous and angry because her husband can't keep his hands off of me."
"Mrs. Rossini?" Dalia said, looking around at me.
I had nothing.
"I, I'll just get my things and go to a hotel. I see, I can count. No one needs to sleep on the couch."
Georgia looked from me to Norma and then cycled again. Finally, staring at Norma, she asked, "You feel safe in this house with my brother? Alone?"
Norma smiled. "Oh, he has been a perfect gentleman. Never laid a hand on me. He has been studying like a madman."
I actually blushed. I felt the heat ramp up in my face. I don't know why, it was just one of those things.
Dalia and Georgia and well, everyone was looking at me.
I was sure it was my turn to say something. "You have to go." I said because it was all I could think of, the one thing that came to mind.
Norma nodded and stood up.
"Whoa, wait a minute!" Georgia said stepping forward.
Dalia nodded. "Wait, let's think about this. No need to be abrupt."
"You have to go." I said again.
"Sonny, shut up." Dalia said.
I think she was tired from a day of traveling, or she was having a big sister flashback. My dick ran and hid, though. If either of my sisters thought they were getting any from me they were going to have to blow me like I was a San Francisco bong. Or, now, a Denver bong, I guess.
"Why don't you fix everyone a drink, Sonny?" Charm spoke for the first time. Her burbling voice seemed to soothe us all. I nodded.
"Get the luggage." Dalia said.
"Which?" I was getting irritated. Let strangers into our house and the detente between me and my sisters went right out the window. "Igor confused!" I growled, dropping one shoulder and taking a lopsided step, like the hunchback of Hollywood.
"I'll get the drinks, you get the luggage." Dalia said.
I agreed and proceeded to drag all the luggage stuffed into the car up the stairs. I just lined them up along the wall partially to be a smart ass and partly because I had only a vague idea of whose was whose. Really I was making a thing out of who was sleeping where and, perhaps, with whom.
By the time I got downstairs again, the four women were sitting with bourbon and cokes at the table chatting amicably. I sat down and picked up my drink, a little surprised they'd fixed me one.
"We think she should stay here." Georgia said.
"We know about you two." Dalia said. "Clearly you two have had sex. We all think it is wrong of you to just order her out of the house."
I sighed, knowing no matter what happened, no matter what I did I would have been wrong. No hope of getting anything right, in the long run. I just slumped, drank, and waited. I could have made an issue of it but I really had no idea of what Charm was dealing with or who had told me the truth about who was zooming who and I wanted to keep rapport with her long enough to find out. Fat chance but I had to try; one of those aesthetic things that makes no sense if you think about them very long, so I didn't.
"We think that you should let her stay."
"Me? I was..." I started but then remembered everything I said would be used against me and I got no lawyer at all. "Okay." I tried to act meek. I was eyeball deep in pussy; water, water everywhere but not a drop to drink. That messed with my wiring.
Georgia looked at Aunt Norma. "You're Brent Rossini's Aunt?" She asked, in the "I'm about to get you" voice.
Aunt Norma nodded.
"You have your things in Mom's room?"
Aunt Norm nodded again.
Georgia nodded, glancing at Dalia.
Dalia took up the commentary. "We think you should stay. It really is no trouble. We'll have to share the bathroom but we, at least, are accustomed to that. Sonny, you can lock him out and I would advise it."
Norma glanced over at me with an assessing gaze, her rich lips almost smiling.
I thought I could see the question in her eyes. What did who know?
"Charm can sleep in Tawny's room and we'll be fine."
"Do you have to go to work tomorrow?" I asked, trying to be helpful.
"It's Saturday, so no." Dalia replied dryly.
"Oh, right." Ever have that feeling when you find out the time isn't the time or the day isn't the day you thought it was and things like, shift or lurch or something. I felt that like having sea legs without the sea.
"I am exhausted." Georgia said and she rose.
"Me too." I agreed, "Mrs. Spilletti, I'll shower in your bathroom. I won't be a minute."
"Take as long as you like." Norma said.
God, I felt like her tongue was touching my lips. How did she do that? My cock started to rise up and I rose up first and made for the stairs. Georgia followed me. At the top of the landing she stopped me with a word.
"Hey, Sonny, listen, I'm sorry about asking Charm here without asking you about it." She grinned evilly. "Particularly where she is a lesbian. It's like offering peanut brittle to a guy with braces."
"Or taffy." I added. I was waiting for Georgia to stake her claim to my stake.
"Or taffy, yes. I, I think we should wait till the house empties out a little, don't you?"
I nodded despite my contrarian nature when it comes to delaying dipping the dick. "Probably wise." I really didn't know wisdom from an open window but it seemed smart to agree with Georgia at the moment.
She did look bushed and I don't mean it that way...forget it. She placed both hands on my shoulders and kissed me gently on the lips. "I haven't forgotten, little brother. I appreciate your patience." She smiled then, a little smirk that I thought must have meaning beyond the pale but she was so tired, I chalked it up to that, deciding not to read anything into it. Nice work if you can get it but not always proper.
I took a shower with ideations of one or the other of the available women in the house waiting for me on the bed. The room was empty and I trooped off to bed. I don't remember going to sleep. I lay down and then I was awake.
My door was open and the merest hint of light twinkled through the gap. I was sure I had shut it and hoped I had not slept through a sexual inquiry or offering. My cock woke up with a rumble of honor and off her in my brain. The light though finally shone through my eyelids to my actual thinking brain and I got up to shut it off, figuring that everyone went to bed and left it on. The clock said three-thirty.
I got up and padded downstairs. The kitchen light was on and I was half way to there before my eyes adjusted and I noticed Charm sitting on the couch. She looked up.
I stood there in my underwear, my cock at half-mast from the matinee. I think I'd been having sex with Kyla Clark in my dreams. The brain is a Rorschach kaleidescope. "Oh, Charm, I didn't see you there. I thought we left the light on."
"Sorry, Sonny. I just spent a few weeks in Paris and I am still adjusting to the time zone. I, I had just flown back into the country yesterday. I delivered something to Miami. I do not adjust to jet lag quickly.
"Oh, no worries." I turned around and walked to the stairs and then thought this might be an excellent opportunity. I turned around. Despite my knowledge of Charm's charms, my cock sat up, sniffing the air.
"I don't do cocks." Charm said, eyes languidly fixed on my cock. A bemused expression tightened on her face. "But as far as it goes, you have a nice cock. Raymond had a parade of cocks through our house and they got a charge out of waving them at me, just turtles fucking shoes."
I grinned and moved over to the easy chair and sat down, grabbing a pillow from the couch to cover my crotch. "It's not what you think, Charm. I mean, do you mind if I ask you a question?"
She put down the iPad she was reading on and regarded me with a steady, unflinching gaze. "I am not planning on seducing anyone." She said.
I waved a hand at her. "That is not my question or any of my business, for that matter. I mean, I want to know about something that happened when you still lived close by."
She looked less bland and a little more interested. "Oh?"
"Yes, I, I am not sure how to ask this but..." I lost my nerve and decided to be a little more circumspect than asking if she maneuvered my mother into having sex with my sister. "...you're a lesbian, then?"
Charm smiled, her eyes milky. "Like you didn't know. I felt you all those times peeking in the door."
Okay, maybe my second choice question wasn't quite circumspect or even polite. "Peeking?" I peeped like someone had squeezed my balls just a little too firmly. "Peeking?"
She nodded, her eyes fixed on me. "Why didn't you just come in and join us?"
I poked a finger into my ear and twisted it around and then looked at it. "I'm sorry, I think I am hearing things."
"Shall I repeat myself?"
I shook my head.
"Why? What's the matter Sonny, you were eighteen. Old enough to know the difference between the birds of a feather and a feather pillow."
"Uh, which were you? The bird or the pillow?" I was thrashing. My impulsive impulse to corner Charm was not going very well. Like thinking I'd distract a hungry lion with a jar of peanut butter.
She smiled though.
That made me feel better.
"I always felt you were, you know, interested."
"I have a dick. And balls, if you're curious. Have you looked at yourself in the mirror lately? You do not exactly ward away attention. You are fucking gorgeous."
"What a mouth you have on you." She said seriously, the smile long gone.
I worried that I had blundered over some invisible lesbian line between political correctness and inviting a nutcutting party.
"Are you touching yourself?"
I looked down. "I guess I was. I, shit, I have no excuse."
"This is your house. I suppose you could turn off the lights in the buff and as a guest, it would be proper of me not to post pictures on the Internet. That would definitely be a guest rights faux pas."
I swallowed. Being circumspect wasn't working out so well. I decided to be a little more direct. "You, you seduced Georgia, you know, when she was nineteen or so?"
"Ah Georgia, your sister has a very curious mind and does not notice boundaries, her own or anyone else's I daresay. At least she is more or less consistent and so predictable. For instance, I knew she would invite me to stay here with you when I saw them in the security check line. Remember when you could wait right at the gate for people? Remember the lovely kisses people got?"
"No. Neither do you. What the fuck are you talking about?" This woman made me nervous, but I needed to know something. "So? Did you have sex with Georgia?"
"I did, yes. Why do you ask? In fact, if you were watching...?"
I ignored her bait. "Did you have sex with my mother, too? Did you have sex with them both at once?" Fuck, I got carried away.
For a moment, Charm looked startled, like the woman noting that that wasn't her belly button and hearing the man admit that it wasn't his finger. She blinked a few times. "Your mother?"
Her voice echoed her expression, creating a congruency that made it difficult for me to question but at the same time, if I believed her expression then I would be required to believe my sister and everything my mother said about Charm was a lie. "I never watched you. Ever. Shit, I am not sure I knew about oral sex at the time."
Charm laughed. "I may be a lesbian but it doesn't mean I am from a different planet."
"Mars and Venus, are you sure?"
"I'd be from Saffos and I am pretty sure that isn't a planet, just an island in the Aegean Sea."
"The island was Lesbos, hence the name, Lesbian. Sappho was the poet who bragged about...you know."
Her penciled eyebrows rose. "I'm surprised. I thought you'd know nothing about my people."
"Your people? What, are you your own race now?"
She smiled thinly. "Just what did you mean, you never watched. Georgia said, all those times, she said...oh my god." Charm whispered the latter exclamation. "It wasn't you she was performing for? It was Mrs. Duncan?" Charm blushed from chin to hair line. She lay three fingers against her licorice lips, red now, but I remembered when they were punk black. Now they were still sensuous and full.
I shook my head. "I, you know, it is really, really disconcerting when you discover your parents had to have sex to have you."
"How do you think I felt when my Aunt seduced me and told me my mother wasn't naturally inclined to have sex with men either?"
"Ow. I can see how that would confuse the head."
"And I only have the one, so there is no confusion about the confusion."
I nodded. "Listen, I think I have been misinformed. I am sorry..."
"They told me about you and your mother. And Georgia. I half expected you to take her to bed but I guess having company made that a little awkward. I could tell Georgia was a little confused by the situation. Confused and irritated."
I blinked now. "They told you?" I stuttered. "What did they tell you?"
"That you seduced your mother and then sold her to a man and she went to China with him."
"Sold her?"
"They say you have turned into quite the Lothario in the last few months. Dalia says you are having sex with your sisters too. I have to confess, I am curious about how that could happen. I mean, Cici was always so...oh my." She blushed again.
I waited for the heat to fade. It made my eyes water and I didn't want her to think I was weeping so I let her avert her eyes till she processed whatever it was she was thinking. I had a list of likely thoughts but could not know if any were in her mind or if I was projecting. "Let me tell you what Cici told me."
"Yes, please do. I am sure I'll be fascinated."
"She said, she said you seduced her. God, she described it in enough detail to get...never mind. She described it in technicolor, high-definition detail. She also suggested that she caught you with Georgia and you invited her to join in and the three of you had a little Sapphic fun...according to my mother."
"Was this before or after you stuck your prick into her body?" Charm asked, her voice turned rough, like a prosecutor asking the killer to describe his methods.
"After, I think. Yes, after, after I found her and Georgia in bed. Mom was eating my sister and Georgia suggested I might like having my cock sucked while I watched them. Then I fucked them both. So, yes, definitely after."
Charm now looked shocked. "You mean, you mean you actually had sex with your mother and your sister? At the same time?"
"No, not technically since I only have one pickle to contribute to the sandwich at a time. But for the purposes of your question, yes, I think I did. I have had sex with my mother and I am pretty sure she arranged things for me to be alone in this house with the three of them, without her, after I had had sex by the conservative definition, not using Billy's, with all of them. Just not the strict definition."
"Billy's definition, then? The wiggly one that means 'I did not have sex with that woman' was not an outright lie."
"If his definition is correct, then I presume most of the sex you all have is not actually sex but is, well, like shaking hands."
Charm smiled a little. She sat up straight. "I am not having sex with you. Ever."
"We are both lesbians. We have a lot in common. I am not sure what your point is."
She shook her head violently and slumped again. Even slumped, her body appeared willow lean and emanated sexuality. "You weren't watching?" She shook her head. "I was going to look you right in the eye and tell you we knew you were watching all those times but, but it wasn't you? Really? You wouldn't bullshit another lesbian, would you?"
I shook my head. "God's honest truth. I'd swear but most of the things I tend to swear on either you don't have or you don't like. Listen, I, I knew something was fishy because Mom said she had sex with both of you. Georgia never mentioned anything about it, about Mom at all. Holy shit, she must have been watching you all those times, which accounts for all the detail."
Charm shook her head, smiling weakly. "Your mom is a freak."
I had to laugh. "I am pretty sure you used to say really outrageous things to us all back then. I am not sure who's the freak and who's the audience." I stood up. "Well, thank you for clearing that up. You wouldn't lie to another lesbian would you?"
"All the time. Half of us are sluts and the other half are bi and so we all have occasion to lie."
I smirked. "I bet you say that to all the boys, just to wind them up."
She smiled back and nodded. "I'll get the lights."
I went back to bed. My heart seemed to be too large for my chest but I kept feeling my neck to make sure I could feel my pulse. I thought I'd lay awake but I blinked out of awareness the moment I laid down.
I don't know what I was dreaming when I awoke but I had a woody that felt like an actual kick stand. My ringing phone woke me up. I answered it.
"Sonny. Alissa. You have to meet me in my office. You, you have to fuck me this morning."
"Good morning." I said, groggy but sort of curious if I was still asleep and this was part of the dream I'd been having but I just lost my place or changed channels or something. "Is that an order?" I was actually asking but I heard Alissa Honeywell gasp and when she spoke, her voice quavered.
"No, sir." She whispered. "I mean, its, its important but its business. I mean, we have to, I have to, I...." She petered out.
I looked at the time on my clock. "Cheese and crackers, Alissa, its Saturday and you are calling me at seven fifteen?"
"I know. I'm sorry but, but they are going to be at the office at eight. I am getting in the car right now. You, you need to get downtown, to my office as soon as you can. I'll leave the front door open, if no one is there. You know where my office is now, just come in. I'll, I'll introduce you."
She hung up and left me talking to myself. "Alissa, why don't you give me some details. I am, I seem to walk into your office and it is always a surprise party and I am the one being surprised. What is this about?" I waited. "Alissa? Alissa?" I looked at my phone. "Fuck." I groaned. "Fuck, fuck, fuck!"
I had half hoped that I would start working on Ahmay's, I mean, May's fantasies and this put a crimp in that. Thank goodness I had most of my work done for the weekend. I tottered out of bed and drained the main vein.
I left a note, vague but indicative and drove downtown. Sure enough, the office was dark when I arrived. The door was unlocked and I pulled it open. I had to remember where her office was, her current office and went there. The blinds on the glass windows were drawn but I could see office light. The day was gray and it had warmed up enough it might snow again. That sounds a little nuts if you don't live with snow but those who do know what I mean.
I pulled open the door and stepped into the office. I stopped still as Lot's wife watching Sodom burn.
"Ah, here he is. I had to call him early and I wasn't sure when he would arrive."
Mr. Rictor Travers sat in one chair, glowering at me. The other fellow I did not know but I had a distinct impression about him. Something about him suggested he was not a lesbian like me.
"Alissa..." I began but she waved me to a chair around the end of her desk. Her new office had glass on two sides and plenty of room. I noticed immediately that she did not wear her collar. That gave me pause. I took her direction gracefully.



"Mr. Duncan," Alissa began but the strange man wearing the mauve suite with the ascot and a pansy in his button hole interrupted her and she clamped her mouth closed like she'd been reprimanded.
"Allow me, why don't you, Mrs. Honeywell." The man's voice was smooth like syrup with a piece of popcorn in it. The popcorn was the lisp. "Mr. Duncan, I have heard so much about you." He stood and extended his hand.
I stood and shook it and felt like I'd taken hold of a piece of cow liver. His hands were as sweaty as a politician on a reality show.
"Please, sit. I know this is inconvenient but I have other obligations and Mr. Rector here insisted on settling this matter before, well, no matter, we needed to use this little smidgin of time right here. Now, since you likely don't know what is going on, Mr. Rector Travers here, insists that you are not the right person for the job. What do you think?"
"The job?" I was lost but then it clicked and this whole thing took on a completely different meaning, though I could not see how Rector Travers fit into the equation. Finally, finally I was face to face with someone who had a direct interest in the job I started out to do for Alissa, these many weeks ago.
"Yes, Mr. Duncan, the job. We, we have kept an eye on you and you have proven to be a busy little bee, haven't you?" Not really a question and I knew that. I answered anyway, just to show I was incredibly uncomfortable, which I was.
"Busy, busy." I agreed.
"Well, good, at least you are not trying to be coy. Saving us time is very nice of you, so thank you."
Unctuous. That was the word I was looking for. Unctuous, the man was unctuous.
"Mr. Rector Travers, he insists that you raped a woman in his room earlier this week. Is that correct? He says that he will not be party to a deal that has this sort of people involved, meaning Mrs. Honeywell and her firm. My employer is most distressed. First, Mr. Rector insists that Mrs. Honeywell here should be the one to have sex with him and insists that her suggestion that she only has sex with you is a farce and a lie."
I held up my hand. I have this little smidgin of the anal retentive in me and here it served me well. "Well, that is not entirely accurate. Mrs. Honeywell has sex with whoever she likes but she likes me to tell her who and when and where to have sex. I have been very willing to suggest she have sex with a variety of my friends and, perhaps a stranger or two, though I am not entirely sure about that, if that is all of her sexual resume. I do not monitor her. Our relationship is purely voluntary but emphatically not Platonic."
Rector glared at me.
The other man, whose name I still did not know, clapped the tips of his doughy hands together and giggled. "Oh, oh, oh well said! Well said. Not Platonic! I was afraid you were going to be as well-spoken as a ninety-nine cent porn movie. I fear most people think that being witty while having sex means you are not giving it proper attention. We gays, however, find that a giggling orgasm can be great fun. Don't you?"
I really did not want to agree with Mr. Unctuous about anything but I feared I should not be overly disagreeable either, in case I was right, about the meaning of "job" in this context. "Actually, I think I tend to grit my teeth when I come. That's just me, though, but I think it is to avoid bitting my tongue while in the throes of ecstasy."
Mr. Unctuous giggled delightedly and stamped his feet on the carpet. "Oh, Alissa dear, I see why you and Sid thought he was a likely candidate. He is just delicious."
"You aren't a cannibal are you? I mean, I should have fair warning right?" I spoke up, uncomfortable with his display.
I made it worse. His lips got all wet and he kept sucking air wetly between his teeth. Finally, he calmed down. Rector sat like he was carved out of wood, which makes good sense since he's such a dick.
Mr. Unctuous continued. "Mr. Duncan, I, well, I have a couple of issues I'd like you to clear up for us. Mrs. Honeywell assures me that you would never have sex with a stranger by force. Can you, can you provide me any reason to believe her? And while you are thinking about that, would you have any objection to having sex with Mrs. Honeywell for us. While we watch, I mean. Mr. Rector indicates that you threatened his wife and daughter with the treatment you gave this strange woman."
I noted immediately that he did not ask me anything about the afternoon in Rector's room. So I answered the question he did ask. "Alissa, perhaps you better call Mrs. Rossini and ask her to come down here."
Alissa's face flickered and then she looked horribly confused.
I thought for sure I had explained my gambit and its effectiveness but perhaps I didn't. I looked at Rector. "I warned you, Mister." I don't know why I said that, but I did not like that man. I did not remember precisely what I said to him but decided it was not wise to assume there was no recording of my words to the man. "This is liable to cost you."
The silence in the office amazed me but then I felt the anger coursing through my body and I understood it had leaked into my tone.
"You did threaten his family?" Mr. Unctuous asked.
I shook my head. "No. I threatened him. I am pretty sure those are two different things."
"Well, yes, but he is convinced that you are a total fraud. Who exactly is Mrs. Rossini?"
"The woman I fucked in his room. We, we had, we had a little drama worked up and it thrills her to mess with people's heads. This was a prefect storm. Her fantasy and my addressing the difficultly Mrs. Honeywell had encountered because of my, because of our sexual arrangement. I did not want to end it but neither did I wish to have a sexual conceit interfere with good and legitimate business."
"Good and legitimate, oh my, well, surely you know nothing of the details...no, of course not." Mr. Unctuous laughed then. "Call, call. I would love to hear this woman's account of the afternoon in question."
Alissa stared hard at me but finally said, "Should you be the one calling Natasha?"
A point, I thought but she didn't know the whole story. "She won't answer my call just now, since she is shacked up with her husband." I saw the light go on in Alissa's eyes.
"Shall I call then?" She asked, just to make things clear.
Alissa looked at me and when I nodded, she took out her phone and selected a contact. "Oh my, is this a bad time? Of course, well, yes, it sort of is important. Oh my, Tasha, please. No, no, please. I, well, if you would, I mean I hate to interrupt."
Mr. Unctuous looked at me and touched the tips of the fingers on one hand to his very high cheekbone and gave me an extravagant wink. I don't think he had looked at Rector Travers directly yet.
"There, yes, that's better. I am so sorry but, Natasha, I am calling for Mr. Duncan and, well, he needs you to come down to my office. Yes, now. If it isn't too much trouble? Well, yes, it is a matter of some importance. Yes. Yes, the other day. No. No, I don't think he has mentioned it really but yes, it could be very important for him. Very important. Not more than fifteen minutes, I should think. Yes, thank you and give Joey my regards and my apologies. I am sure you two can pick up where you left off."
Fuck me, I knew what that sounded like. Tasha was riding her husband. Does it make me more or less of a pervert that my cock got hard at the thought that she was getting it on with her husband? That is just confusing.
"She'll be here in twenty or thirty minutes." Alissa said. She could not help it, her eyes flicked at me over and over as though expecting some reaction from me and fearing what it might be.
"Wonderful. That means you two have time to have sex before she gets here and I won't have to change my flight plans."
"What the fuck are you talking about? We'll need to find new representation. You can't leave." Rector Travers growled.
"Oh, no, my good man, I fear all of your accusations will prove to be recommendations and your part in this deal, critical as it might seem to you to be, will be at an end. We'll have no further need of you." Mr. Unctuous gestured at the desk top. "Please, if you two would not mind. I was specifically instructed to see you two conjoined and report back. I always follow instructions and honestly, I do find watching a woman's orgasm to be enthralling! Don't you?"
"Jealous?" I shot back. "I know I am. If I could orgasm ten times in a row, I would and I'd never get anything else done. I don't know how females manage to get anything done, ever. If I had tits, I sit around and play with them between orgasms and the world could go fuck itself."
Mr. Unctuous laughed and laughed. "So right, so right!" He agreed. I haven't mentioned it but he held a cigarette holder between his fingers the whole time he was talking. It held no cigarette, he just kept the holder between his ring and middle finger. I feared while he was laughing with such animation that he was in danger of poking out his eye with it. If there was ever a demonstration of "affectation" it was this man. That is not contempt, by the way, because despite his different style, different from mine, he was clearly on my side and would not waste a gerbil on Rector Travers, no matter how deserving he seemed to be. A sentiment I more or less shared.
"So?" Mr. Unctuous asked.
"So?"
"Are you going to treat me to a close up view of Mrs. Honeywell's orgasm?"
"Sheesh, you sure do know how to put the pressure on a guy. I know I can put tab A into slot B but what happens then is always an adventure." I stopped but then thought of something else I wanted to say. "Expecting a woman to perform is not fair. Hell asking a cock to perform under pressure isn't fair."
Mr. Unctuous giggled. "Don't I know it!"
"I mean, fucking on demand is a little crass, don't you think?"
"I don't mind, Sonny." Alissa said in a curiously small voice. "I mean, I, I will if you say I must."
I was looking at her when she spoke and I touched a finger to my neck and her eyes got wide.
"Oh, oh yes!" She gasped. "I, I forgot." She turned behind her desk and fished in her purse. She brought out the platinum collar and affixed it around her neck. She then sat tall in her chair, thrust her breasts out at us. She wore a white sweater with vertical ribbing on it. It folded over the rise of her breasts like frosting on a theme cake. The white offset her dark skin.
Mr. Unctuous suddenly got really still and quiet.
"Do I have to watch this?" Rector Travers muttered. He made no motion.
Mr. Unctuous patted the man's hand and Rector jerked it out from under the other man's patting hand.
"Oh, I am afraid you do. You see, if Mr. Honeywell, oh my, that was unfortunate. I mean, I mean, I may I have forgotten your name, dear boy."
"Duncan. Sonny Duncan. And you are?"
"If Mr. Duncan, thank you very much, proves capable and reliable in this regard, then I am afraid that we will send you on your way with the same sort of provision that Mr. Duncan accosted you with. I mean to say, that your daughter and your wife will be turned over to Mr. Duncan at my employer's behest and if he is able to seduce them, then he will and with our blessing and thanks because we have had other complaints that you are an inveterate shit and Mr. Duncan has finally held you to account for your hate and contempt for women. For my part, it is about time, I think but my judgment is not what matters. I am just a swish with a wish and a job to support my wishful thinking. You, sir, are about thirty minutes from losing what little access you had to my employer's good graces, access that your father's good character earned you but which you have since expended in trivial and nefarious pursuits that have cheapened his good name and revealed your spoiled character. You, I fear, are a rotten potato."
I quipped when I should maybe have kept silent. "Don't you mean a rotten apple?"
The fey man regarded me for a moment but smiled, well, unctuously. "My good fellow, that would insult us fruits." Then he smiled proudly, "because surely you know that apples are fruits. Potatoes however, are vegetables."
I felt properly chastened. Mr. Travers looked confused. I suppose the mention of food made him hungry.
He gestured at the desk top. "So? If you don't mind?" Mr. Unctuous looked at me, expectation drooling from his tight and tiny little pores.
I wasn't sure what he was about but I decided I'd follow till I encountered something sharp, or pointed. I looked at Alissa. "Are you okay with this? I mean Rictor, I hate the idea of him getting a free show. He shouldn't get a peek at you."
"Oh, my." Mr Unctuous said, "gallant and a gentleman to boot." He looked at Travers. "You should take notes, my dear. Mr. Duncan seems to have genuine respect for those he fucks, unlike the perverse disgust you use it to express. You are an enema with pants...I think I can express myself clearly now that I have met Mr. Duncan here. I see why Mrs. Honeywell would welcome him between her knees more than a few times." He looked at Alissa. "Please pardon me, Mrs. Honeywell, Mr. Duncan has outshone me in the gallant department and that rarely happens to me, with respect to the heterosexual race, that is. His question is to the point. Do you mind demonstrating your affection for young Mr. Duncan here, even though it means waving your tits in this slug's face?"
Alissa stood up. "I think it would be fitting to show him exactly what he will never have." She said, her voice sounded like a sheaf of razor blades.
Mr. Unctuous nodded and turned her head and looked down his nose at me.
I shrugged. "Well, since we have a few minutes, no sense in wasting them." I stood up and noticed that Alissa was shaking. I did not know what that meant but I focused on the cake under the frosting.
She had chosen her dress well. It hugged her body and made it appear luxurious and luscious to the eyes. Her black skin made the white sweater dress appear brilliant as though it was lit from inside. She stood at the corner of her large desk.
I measured the moment and decided a forthright approach would be best. The prospects for an orgasm made it all a gamble but to my hard cock, the little fucker has no conscience, it seemed a good first step in the right direction. I considered doing the strict authoritarian mood but I wasn't feeling it. The pussy parade back at my house furnished me a humbling perspective and reminded me that mutual arousal might be messier but in the long run, it was much more fun.
I moved around the end of the desk, lay a hand on Alissa's hip and leaned in and kissed her lightly on the lips. Her arms looped around my neck and the office and its odd couple of occupants disappeared. Her lips were lush, pliant, and expressive. The hand on her hip guided her around the sharp corner of the desk and into my arms. I kissed her harder and her body floated against me and then solidified.
"Oh for Christ's sake!"
"Shut the fuck up, Travers." Mr. Unctuous' voice cut the air around us. All of his smarmy manner was gone. He sounded like a drill Sargent with his foot on someone's neck.
Alissa and I separated and looked at the two men sitting at her desk.
"I am sorry, please, don't mind me or Meany Me either for that matter. If he gets out of line I'll take one out his eyes with my thumb, perhaps both, and I expect this interview will be over.
Interview? Job. I knew it!
I looked back at Alissa and, Christ, I was nervous. Oddly, the idea of the swish gouging out Travers' eyes put me at east somewhat. Still, I felt on edge.
Alissa saw it immediately, the woman had tuned her body with mine and now it appeared to my benefit. She turned her back to me and lifted up her luxurious hair. "Unzip me, please." She whispered. "I, Sonny, I don't know why but I want this. I, I need to feel you inside of me again. I long for it."
Her rich contralto invitation reached down in my pants and stroked my cock back from his depression. Despite the switching of our roles, I did as she instructed. I unzipped her dress.
Her black back appeared like a rift in reality as the white dress V'd open, showing a black bra strap. The dress zipper ended six inches above her ass. I unhooked the bra and she turned to face me. The dress ruffled over her front, disguising the ridge of her breasts. I pulled one sleeve off her arm and then the other. The front of the dress draped down. The black bra hung by the shoulder straps, captured by the swell of her breasts. I reached out to the straps and pulled them down her arms, unveiling her breasts.
I heard the intake of breath. I ignored it. I lay the bra on the desk then picked it up again and tossed it onto her office chair. She stood, topless, waiting for me, her eyes sober and focused. The dress folded over her hips, like a loosened sail. For a moment I felt the moment but then my eyes focused on her breasts and I got lost, thinking of the feel of her skin on my hands, on my lips and tongue. I remembered feeling the rough flesh of her aureoles on my tongue again and my mouth watered, making me suck to avoid drooling.
"Sonny. Sonny." Alissa whispered.
"You are so beautiful. I, I guess I am amazed that you are so willing to surrender to me, to join with me like this, even in the presence of such a shit."
"Oh my, isn't he sweet? Shut up, Rector."
This time, the interruption did not distract me. I reached out with both hands and palmed Alissa's beautiful breasts. She groaned and her eyes closed.
"I, your touch, I feel it long after you leave me. I wake up at night, feeling your hands on me, everywhere, and then your lips and I wake up, panting and longing for you again."
"Oh my!" Mr. Unctuous whispered.
I had noted he avoided handing me his name. I was in no position to take umbrage or to press the matter.
I moved my hands down her sides to her hips and found a garter belt. I sloughed her dress off her hips and it started to drop. I caught it with one hand and held it while she stepped out of it.
"Oh my god, aren't they just the sweetest? He doesn't want her dress to get dirty. That white is just darling and it would pick up any dirt like a vacuum cleaner. What a gentleman."
That did distract me for a moment but I decided to let the gay man's approval just be approval and let it encourage me. I was auditioning to find a lay down assistant for some very important person. No worries.
We lay the dress on her chair and she stood back, dressed only in black stockings, black garters and black high heels, dark over her chocolate skin. Those accoutrements blended with her so they seemed to be shadows on her body. Again, I found myself staring at her.
"Touch me, Sonny." Alissa said. "Feel how much I want you."
I was not sure what she had in mind but I moved into her arms, kissing her but dangling one hand between us, turned so I could run a finger down her shaved crotch and over the ridge of her pussy lips. Sure enough, she bubbled with the slightest pressure.
She gasped into my mouth when my finger penetrated deeper into her body. She felt my inhibition and pulled back. I was thinking about what to do next and I got indecisive, stuck on which way to fuck her, front or from the back. I thought from the back but that would mean she'd be facing Travers while I fucked her, we would, and that, that seemed wrong, so then I got confused.
"Sonny, I, I want you to take me from behind, so, so I can look this bastard in the eye while you enter me, while you mount me. I want to him to see me while I come with you."
I just nodded, took her by the shoulders and turned her to face the desk. I got behind her and realized I was still dressed. Now my confusion got really bad because not only was I dropping trows in front of Travers but in front of Mr. Unctuous.



We three seemed to be all tapped into the same frequency.
"Mr. Duncan, please, I am a respectable gay man with appreciation in the same proportion as my self control. You are quite safe with me, though I admit you are a tasty little tidbit if you ever get bi-curious."
"Best I can be is bye-bye curious." I muttered, not really intending to speak but doing so despite myself.
Mr. Unctuous burst out laughing clapped his dainty hands. "Oh my, you are a rare one, Mr. Duncan." He chortled.
Travers, I couldn't help it, I looked at him and he looked like he'd bit down on a candy bar and discovered it was actually a dog turd.
I slipped my arms around Alissa and stroked her belly before cupping her breasts. She turned in my arms and began to unfasten my belt. I was hard as calculus by then but Alissa had no difficulty in uncovering me. For a moment I thought she'd drop down and suck me but she merely shucked down pants and briefs and turned around. She lay over the desk and arched her ass, propping her body up on her elbows, letting her breast dangle in front of her. Shoulders and ass formed a noble black arch of sensuous woman.
I shuffled behind her and felt between her legs. She hummed as I stroked her damp pussy lips. She twitched when I slipped a finger inside of her. She hissed as I massaged her till I felt a fresh gout of fluid emerge from her depths. I moved closer, presented my cock to her and pushed against her. She arched her hips and waited. I pushed harder and she opened and let me inside.
I slid into her.
Alissa groaned her head dropped between her arms but her body rocked back, pushing her onto my cock. I gripped her hips and pulled. Alissa slid onto my cock like a stocking cap on a bedpost.
"Oh god, Mrs. Honeywell, god, goddamn, you are an incredible woman."
"Don't over do it, Sonny." She whispered. "Just fuck me, take me, mount me like you usually do."
I almost smacked her. I decided I'd had enough of Sonny-the-applicant. I gripped her by the waist and rammed into her. She grunted. I pulled back and rammed into her again. This time I pulled her back as I thrust forward. My cock struck deep into her and she groaned. Rooted in her, I stirred my cock around a little and then pulled free and did it all again, finally settling into a regular motion. Pulling back and then slapping us together.
The close little office, well, not so little, it quickly became redolent with eau d'Alissa. That made it seem small, even cramped. I had an idea, the product of a wild desire that she could actually come while I fucked her. I knew how to get there.
I pulled out of her and her head came up. I slapped her ass and she immediately dropped her head, groaning from her liver outward. I slapped her ass over and over again while she hummed and finally groaned. My hand burned but I persisted. Finally, she switched her ass back and forth and I thought I had achieved ignition. I felt between her legs and she moaned softly. I reentered her and she grunted.
I launched immediately into a rambunctious rhythm and in moments she began to rock with me, her head down, elbows still staked onto the desk top. In and out of her pussy I pumped and at one point, I stopped to grind into her and she groaned deeply, sagged down onto the desk, pressing her tits onto it and grabbed the side and the near edge, bracing to receive what she desired. I hammered into her and when she groaned her hips finally began to move.
I had been so focused on stimulating her, I had honestly not paid attention to my poor little dick. He was howling at the moon and suddenly, the climax rose up like a shadow in the night. It fell on me and I pumped into Alissa grinding us together. I lost track of her pleasure and so her scream surprised me. For a moment I thought sure she was faking it but then she ground back at me and her whole body bucked under me. She fastened onto my cock with her velvet glove. I had fast hold of her hips and she fought me, trying to move without me. I kept hold of her and pulled us together.
Just as my climax peaked and while Alissa was still in the throes, the office door opened.
"Oh, oh my goodness!" Natasha Rossini said into the damp atmosphere.
"Uh, uh, uh!" Alissa managed, her head bobbing as the climax convulsed her.
My eyes were watering. I took time to wipe them with the tail of my oxford shirt. No idea what that meant.
"Alissa? Oh my god, Sonny, what are you doing? That's him, the, the guy from the other day!"
"How much are they paying you!" Travers shouted. "Goddamn you, bitch, tell the truth. This is a setup! You are going to ruin me."
"You deserve to be ruined you goat fucking lard ass." Natasha shot back. "Who are you?"
"I am Mr. Hassum Amir." Mr. Unctuous said immediately.
Hey, I thought. What about me?
"Natasha Rossini. What is this about?"
"Mr. Travers insists that Mr. Duncan here raped a strange woman. You, my dear, are that woman. He managed to take a picture of you while you were being mounted and sought to use it as proof of Mr. Duncan's transgression. I am afraid we must ask you to have sex with him again, just so there are no misunderstandings. You have come here of your own free will and we expect you to come by your own choice, if possible." Mr. Amir spoke with an air of satisfaction.
Natasha looked chagrined. "Buddy, I don't know what is going on, but I have come twenty times with my husband in the last two days, because of this man. He," here she grinned like she'd just won a mink coat at a raffle," he teased me after, after he fucked me in this asshole's room, teased me to the point that I was ready to come if a fly tickled my nose. I am sorry to say that if I can come again, now, it would be a fucking miracle."
"So to speak." Mr. Amir said with a smirk.
Natasha nodded. "So to speak."
I took that moment to pull out of Alissa's drooling pussy.
Natasha looked over at me and then back at Hassum. She started to say something but then shook her head. She put her purse on the chair where I had been sitting, and took off her coat. She got to her knees and gestured me close.
With my pants around my ankles, I took what steps I could to obey her. Finally she met me half way, licked my flagging cock and sucked it clean before pulling it deep into her mouth. My lagging cock proved no laggard but rose up and filled her mouth and throat till she pulled off of it.
She stood up and gave Alissa a little push.
Alissa lifted her head and struggled up right, then wobbled to her chair and sat down, grabbing her clothing in one hand first.
Natasha looked at me as she lifted her skirt facing me. "I am swampy with cum, Sonny but you can fuck me. I didn't take time to clean up." She hitched her ass onto the desk, eyes fixed on me. I thought I saw a gleam in them.
I shrugged. She opened her knees and I moved between them. I crouched, pointed my cock at her pussy and thrust into her. She grunted. Her body welcomed me and I slid down the red carpet into her.
"Oh fuck me, Sonny. What do I know. I, I'll come I swear it, if you, don't, don't, don't stop!" She seemed immediately aroused. I guess two or three days of foreplay can make a real difference. I leaned into her and tried to kiss her. She pushed me away.
"Fuck me, Sonny. God, please, I, I cannot believe it. I never would have believed, never thought I'd, I'd feel this so fast, so easily, so quick! God, please! We'll kiss after I come." She sat back on her hands and lifted both feet off the floor. She popped me on the thighs with both heels. I grabbed her by the thighs and lifted. She tipped onto her back and lay looking up at me over the berm of her covered tits. I thrust into her, hammering through the slush. She splashed us as I rammed home, like dropping a shot glass into a boilermaker. She splashed as I thrust into her.
"Oh my god!" Natasha flopped back onto the desk. Her hips bucked at me and she writhed. Her hands flailed out, bumping Travers before she found the edge of the desk. "Fuck me, Sonny!" She cried.
I did. She came immediately. I felt like I was trying to board a moving train wearing roller skates. She was so far ahead of me, what I did, did not matter. I pumped into her and she came again. She thrashed, she shook, she bucked. When she calmed, I looked at Mr. Amir.
He sat staring at us.
"My god, its true." He whispered. "Sid, he told us he thought it was true but god, I thought it was hyperbole. I never imagined. She, she came immediately."
I stopped fucking Natasha. She lay on the desk panting. One hand released the desk and began massaging a breast through dress and bra.
"Ah, excuse me madam, you know this fellow? I mean for the record?"
Natasha sat up, onto her elbows only. She rocked onto one and tapped the collar around her neck. "He owns me. He told me to fuck my husband. I did and, I, I..." her words turned to gasps, her panting caught up to her because I had resumed fucking her and she lost her place in the script. I did it just to see if it would work, not really thinking it might not be the best approach. It worked wonderfully.
Mr. Amir looked around and then shook his head. "Enough. I must be going. Young man, we will be in touch." He looked around at Rector Travers. "Mr. Travers, if you want to do business with us, you will turn your daughter and wife over to this man. Twice each. If they wish to continue fucking him, you will be silent about it, endure it, if you want to continue doing business with my employer or indeed his many associates. Or you can surrender your half-billion contract and we will rebid it. Your choice. Come with me. I think you have gotten your money's worth. Let me be clear, if I or any of my associates hear of you making yourself obnoxious to Mrs. Honeywell again, you will be fucking your hand with a Vienna sausage and not that wiener you call a prick. Do you understand me? I know serious people who think letting blood is part of a normal day. Let's go."
With that, they rose up, gathering up coats and Travers preceded Amir out the door. Amir stopped at the door.
"Oh. Mr. Duncan. We are going to have your apartment wired with cameras. Once that is done, we will forward you a list of applicants and how to make contact with them. Through Mrs. Honeywell. It has been a pleasure meeting you, sir, but I must be going. Carry on!"
With that, he closed the door and there I stood, my cock still hard and stuck into Natasha Rossini. I pulled out of her and shuffled back so I could bend over and pull up my pants without sticking my nose into her pussy.
"God, Tasha, I am so sorry about this. I, I hope this doesn't get you in trouble with your husband. I mean, I never thought..."
She struggled to sit up on the edge of the desk. She grinned a lopsided smile. "I told him about the collar. I told him, if he wanted a piece of Tasha, he was going to have to share. But only if you shared me. I, well, I didn't tell him precisely who you were but just that I had found another cock, one that was attached to a real man who could satisfy me. Fucking Joey loves a challenge. I must say, that particular gambit has worked out pretty well."
"So?" I asked, tucking in my shirt and buttoning my pants up.
"So what?"
"Are you guys staying together?"
She laughed and shrugged. "We haven't gotten around to discussing it. It is sleep, fuck, and eat and I always tell myself never make decisions with my bra on the floor. Well, not always, okay not much, only this time. I just told myself that whatever happened, if I did not have my bra on, I wasn't committing to anything to anyone. So far so good."
I wanted to commiserate and discuss her situation but Natasha had no interest in sticking around. She got off the desk, righted her attire and left us without another word. Well, she stopped at the door too and looked back at me and semi-nude Alissa. "Off to fuck my husband. Not so bad once I get used to it. I'll call you when I know something." The door thumped closed behind her.
I stood blinking and looked around at Alissa. She sat as though in a daze in her chair. Finally she looked up at me, her eyes not wanting to move together, which made her seem that much more crazed.
"What?" She asked.
"Are we done?"
She nodded.
A funny exchange given the silver band of platinum around her neck. I stood up and my phone rang. Now I did not think that standing up made my phone ring. The timing was curious, though.
"Hello?"
"Oh sweet man, I just called to tell you that you have made quite an impression on me. I wanted to apologize if you felt like I was flirting with you. You are delish but I know that you are not ambidextrous."
Hassum. "You mean I just pitch and don't catch?"
The gay man laughed and laughed. "No. I mean you only bat from one side of the plate."
"Oh." I felt stupid. That should have been obvious.
"I am not one of these gay fellows who find watching heterosexual copulation repulsive. I, well, that is off the subject. I wanted to tell you that we want you to begin thinking about how to manage the interview process for us."
"For the lay down assistant, you mean?" I blurted. I felt how blunt and unvarnished that question was and wanted it back. Hassum had this way about him that made you not want to earn his ire or his contempt. For me, that inclination was wrapped up in the constant need to tamp down the urge to laugh at him because he just always struck me as funny. That first meeting and every time thereafter, he made me want to giggle at him and I mean at him. Not with him. He was so airily gay, so unaffected in his affectations, I always want to laugh when I talked to him. It makes me seem really tense around him and I think that makes him nervous or, or maybe embarrassed somehow but he does seem to enjoy it.
Hassum had been silent while my mind wondered. When he spoke he was somber. "That is a poor turn of the phrase, my boy. I would suggest you find some other term for our little arrangement" Then he chortled a little. "Descriptive as it is, it is undignified and as you would find, should you ever meet our client, which you won't, I assure you, he would not be amused by such a description of his, uh, employment practices. You are a bit crass, aren't you my boy?"
I shrugged. Laughed at myself, "I may be an acquired taste, to be sure."
"To business. We, I have just spoken with our client and he insists that you buy a car."
"Easy for him to say. I have no income. I am just a poor student." I hesitated, about to be crass again and decided my spots were my spots. "I am pussy rich but find it crass to try turning that wealth into financial gain."
Hassum guffawed like a donkey. "Oh Mr. Duncan, please, you bring me to tears." He sobered, the burbling good cheer flattened. "Mr. Duncan, we will make it possible for you to afford a car. We, we think that the apartment you have acquired for the short term will be a fine place for your interviews, but, you need to have it well wired with cameras. We will want to review your interviews."
"You mean you want to watch me fucking the women you want me to interview?"
"Precisely. Can you fuck with a camera pointed at your ass?"
I thought about that. "I fucked pretty good with you watching, though I might have lost the inclination if you had stood up."
Hassum laughed again.
He may have thought it was funny but I was fucking serious. After a few moments of his laughter, I realized why he must have thought it was funny and I felt better. He thought it was so utterly unlikely that he would have stood up and attempted to intrude in my little sexual interlude, he could laugh it off the same as suggesting he wanted a pink pony for Christmas.
"We will be in contact with Mrs. Honeywell. But that is why I called. To be honest, Mr. Kingston's approach to business has always fascinated my client but for reasons I won't go into, he has not been willing or able to put his business associates in the same position Mr. Kingston does."
"You mean on their backs?"
"Yes. Exactly. You don't cotton to elliptical expressions do you? No matter. That can be relaxing once the shock wears off, like that first plunge into the cold ocean. The reason I mention Mr. Kingston's penchant for putting his cock into the mistresses of his associates is that our client has instructed me to place Mr. Traver's wife and daughter within your orbit with the hope that you would do him the service and seduce them both. We have threatened Mr. Travers with such a seduction and our client is not prone to bluffing, an aspect of his character that Mr. Travers seems to have mistaken for naivete or vulnerable simplicity. But we must confess to you that Mr. Traver's daughter has much to recommend her for this position. So, sometime in the near future, both mother and daughter will be in your environs and I will contact you with a strong suggestion that you interview them both."
"Interview? You mean fuck?"
"Why yes, we rather hoped that you would do that for us."
"I am sure you are indebted to me for relieving you of that endeavor. Together?"
Hassum laughed again. He seemed positively jovial. "Oh Mr. Duncan, you are a joy. You are asking if you get to have the mother and the daughter together?"
"Yes. Wasn't that clear?"
"Oh my, I, I never considered that but I suppose, no, I suspect that our client would find that rather intriguing. I would not suggest we propose that but let it be a little Easter egg tucked into the video when he reviews it, hmmm? Since I have no idea if the two women in question would be amenable to such an arrangement," he made a curious sound, like a cross between hawking up a looie and sucking on...something. "I will leave that up to you. The wife, in this case, is punitive. The daughter, that is acquisitive and by that I mean she, she has been in our client's mind for this position, to interview for this position for sometime. She is an extraordinary young woman, very accomplished. Our reservation was Mr. Travers himself but you seemed to have positioned him to our purposes perfectly, which I assure you we will appreciate. Now that it appears we can penalize him with this use of his daughter, well, we will. If, if you can interview her, that would be most gratifying to our client."
"Our client? Just exactly what do you mean by that?"
"You have a client, my boy. Your retainer will be paid soonest. This is a business relationship for which you will be well paid. Besides the salubrious nature of your business, what we are purchasing is your absolute discretion. Absolute! You understand?" Hassum's voice lost every last puff of its swish. His tone was knife-edge hard.
"Of course. I, I am not big on secrets, though. Perhaps I am not the right guy for this."
Hassum's silence echoed, which makes no sense.
I think it may have been the throbbing of my blood in my ears.
"Yes, perhaps but Mr. Duncan, that is why I am the intermediary. I, we recognize that part of your charm is your guilelessness. We will defend ourselves with a fence of ignorance. Yours. You will know Hassum and that is all."
I thought about that for a minute. "I, do you want me to recruit for the position? I mean, find girls to film for the interview?"
Hassum chewed that over for a moment but answered decisively. "If you like, of course you may. But of course you must understand that such activity on your part will be a simple matter of exposing your own approach to the situation, revealing more about you than any likelihood that you could introduce anyone of sufficient qualifications that our client would be interested in them. You understand this, correct?"
I thought about that for a minute. I sat down.
Alissa had been staring at me, curious but reserved in her interest in my side of this conversation.



"Sure. I didn't mean to suggest...I think I have several young women who might be interesting to you, to my, to our client, I mean."
"And your input might be amusing but our client will provide you a number of women to interview and by interview we mean seduce. Their other qualifications are not your concerns. Your job is to undress them and demonstrate their capacity for pleasure and willingness to climax with sufficient stimulation. Our client thinks that the truth in vino may also be in the female climax. A woman's orgasm unhinges their masks and shows what is beneath. At least, in his opinion, the female orgasm reveals some part of her that is not otherwise exposed.
"I will be in touch."
Hassum hung up.
That seemed abrupt to me but no matter. I sat staring at my phone for a few moments before looking up at Alissa.
"Hassum?" She said finally, fingering the collar around her neck.
I nodded. "That is one odd swish." I looked aghast in the next moment, realizing that her office was wired.
Alissa understood immediately and waved a hand at me. "Hassum, he is impossible to insult. He never apologizes for his predilections but neither does he force anyone to confront them. I know nothing about him other than that he makes Liberace look like a Mayberry hayseed."
I cocked my head at her. The references escaped me, both of them.
She shook her head. "You are a cultural wasteland, Sonny."
"I am not!" My umbrage was immediate and startling.
"No. Of course not. Like it or not Mayberry is part of the American culture."
I shrugged. I stood up. "I'll go now." I said.
"Wait. Wait, Sonny, you, you haven't said anything more about Ahmay."
I looked back at Alissa and I saw a look on her face that I don't think I had ever seen before. She looked plaintive and embarrassed at the same time, and guilty.
"I, since Sammy had me that week, I keep having dreams about, about her. I, I have seen her naked and, and she is beautiful."
"She, she just wants to watch." I said, testing what I was seeing, since I did not remember how much detail I had provided Alissa.
She nodded. "I understand but, Sonny, I can't get her out of my head. I have always seen her as...but now, she is a young woman now, an adult."
"Fair game?"
"Don't, don't say it like that. I, if she wants, if she wants to...?"
"I think we'll start with her watching us. We'll see where it goes from there. Okay?"
Alissa nodded. "Please. I don't ask for much but I want this."
I could see her tiptoeing over the I-am-Sonny's line into the you-owe-me territory. I decided to make a bargain of it that she might come to regret. Well, not regret exactly except in the sense that she traded a cow for magic beans, her birthright for a bowl of pottage.
"Alissa, you are asking me for one thing, so I am going to ask you for two things."
She sat up in her chair, suddenly looking all attorney-like. She touched her collar. "You know you don't have to ask, you can tell."
I shrugged. "I am telling you, you have to choose these things, one or both. Making you, that is one sort of thrill but enthralling you, that is something else."
She smiled a wistful smile. "That is what I love about you, Sonny, but I know that you are not going to be mine alone."
I shook my head. "No. I think that option has escaped me somehow. No one woman could endure me for long."
"That's not what I meant. What do you want?"
I liked it when she got down to business. "Two things. First, along with Ahmay watching you, with me, us, I mean, she wants to see us with another woman. I, I am, I have a woman in mind that might be interesting, and surprising and I want permission to surprise you."
Alissa laughed. "I doubt you can surprise me any longer."
That sounded like a challenge. I set it aside, out of sight but not out of mind. "And I want Melissa to come back for a return engagement. I, I have a complicated request that involves her, one that if I asked it of you, you'd refuse and you shouldn't."
"I have no problem sharing her with Sammy." Alissa said, her chin lifting that millimeter that told me she was lying. If she knew what I was actually thinking, I was pretty sure she'd pop me in the nose. I shook my head.
"You already have the right to use me as you wish, why, why are you bothering to ask?"
"Because everyone has limits and I, I am pretty sure that these two things, they will stretch yours. I want to be sure that you will relax and let me stretch you a little. I like having you on speed dial."
"Oh, you worry that if you stretch me in the wrong direction I'll sever our relationship, such as it is?"
I nodded, recognizing that was true, perhaps for the first time.
"Sonny, I doubt you can do that, so go ahead and try. Besides, my connection to you is sexual, personal, and professional. If I cut you off and Sid found out about it...I don't know what he'd do about that but I don't want to find out, whatever happened." She gestured at me, "and now that Hassum has met you, I expect that will be even more difficult. Hassum, he sneers at most people, particularly after he gets to know them a little. His contempt is well-founded. Few people are as intelligent as he is. You certainly aren't but he liked you and not because he has any illusion that you'll get on your knees for him and offer him either end. I think he liked you because you didn't wilt in the backwash of his overt and unapologetic gayness. He could relax. You do that with everyone.
"I may not be able to call you mine or even be yours exclusively but when you are with me, you are with me. I, I had to learn that neglect was not always a bad thing. I, I think I have that now. Waiting on you, that has its own rewards." She bowed her head. "God, does it!"
I waited.
Alissa looked up at me. "I, Sonny, if you have something for me, I, I want you to take me there, do it for me, do it to me. I love the excitement you have brought to me and I insist that it has nothing to do with the professional benefits that has accompanied it. I am better off since you fucked me and tied me to your will than all the good my husband could provide. What am I supposed to conclude from that?"
Jeez, I thought it was a real question. "Fucking Sonny is lucky?" I offered.
The look she gave me could have defeathered a turkey. "Fuck you, Sonny."
I laughed. "Alissa, let me tell you this much. The next time I see you, I want Ahmay watching while I make you orgasm. If that is okay with you, then I will do the rest but you need to arrange for Melissa to come visit. I want her again, with you, you know, sisters. But when that happens, you have to close your eyes and let me use you to fill my own plans. If you bring Melissa here, you accept what I am going to do with you...and her."
Alissa gazed at me, emotions flitted across her face like a guy with ADD and a TV remote control. Finally she nodded. "If, if you bring Ahmay to my bedroom, and she sees you between my legs, and I come, then, then I agree to everything, sight unseen!" She closed her eyes. "God, Sonny, do you know how hard it is for an attorney to use 'sight unseen' in a sentence?"
I grunted. "Do you know how hard I am right now? God, if I tried to fuck you now, I'd be here all afternoon and fucking in an office is like changing the oil in your car in a beauty shop. I'll fuck you in the office but I'd prefer a nice soft bed under my knees and your ass when I ram you full of cock!"
Alissa stared at me for a moment before responding. "God, Sonny, do you ever think of anything besides sex?"
I grinned, opening her office door. "Name something that has made me as much money as fucking you has?"
Her chin lifted then eyes and chin dropped. She laughed, a full throated sound that made her breasts surge. "Sonny, I'd paddle you if I didn't think you'd tie me up and fuck me if I tried. Get out of here. Sorry I had to wake you up on a Saturday morning!"
I sauntered out to my car. I felt like a band was playing and everyone was staring as I strode through the lobby of the office building and the bitterly cold streets to where I had parked. I sat in the car pondering where to go next. I concluded that going home would just put me face down into a morass of pussy that I had no desire to cope with at the moment. Instead I drove to the library on campus and once I got past the fantasy of fucking Mrs. Olivette again, I settled down at a table and studied till about nine at night. I was bushed, again.
My rumbling stomach told me I was past the point where studying would help. I left campus, got a hamburger and ate then headed home. I arrived home and parked in the garage. I sat thinking about Hassum's insistence that I get a new car. God, that made me hard and I was embarrassed a little. The idea that getting my own car could arouse me just seemed weird. I chalked it up to how I had started the day.
I walked into the house, unconsciously moving softly and carefully. Good thing, too. I arrived in the living room to find Charm on the couch, her knees open and a certain red headed woman doing a face plant between them. At the very moment when I arrived, Charm's hips pulsed and jerked. Then her eyes opened and she saw me.
One hand held Georgia's head tight between her parted thighs. My sister was naked from the waist down, her sweat pants lay, discarded over the end of the couch. Charm's eyes opened and she smiled at me. Quite deliberately she removed her hand from the back of Georgia's head and she lifted up her shirt. It was a baggy tee with some snark on the front, something about pussy cats and orgasms I did not process before her bra-covered tits appeared. She then dropped the shirt and waved a finger at me, the "you get none of this" finger wave.
I tromped upstairs, showered and staggered to bed. Homework had drained my brain and fucking Alissa and Tasha still saturated my body with the endorphins of good sex. The idea that I was in as the guy "interviewing" women for some guy who wanted to have sex with his personal assistant thrilled me. By the time I lay down on my bed, though, the house was quiet and I had processed this opportunity and what it likely meant for me.
The next thing I knew a mouth had enveloped my cock. I was hard and her mouth sank down the length of my cock and she sucked me hard, harder.
I groaned and I felt the satisfaction expressed by her tongue on my cock rather than the words a tongue should express. It felt weird.
The reason isn't what you might think. It was not waking up to find my hard cock being sucked but the first conscious and coherent thought I had when I realized someone was blowing me.
"Not one of my sisters." I thought to myself. Immediately I felt the weirdness of that certainty, that I would know with some certainty that none of my three sisters was currently bobbing her head on my cock.
I opened my eyes.
It was still early, not quite dark but not light enough to be dawn yet either. She sucked my cock in that intermediate time between night and day, when if you did not know it was morning, you might think it was twilight.
She pulled off my cock and I felt her lift the covers and move over my naked body. I had no recollection about how I was dressed when I went to bed, or if I was dressed. Now, however, I knew for certain I was naked as a hot dog on the grill.
The female crawled over me, like a spider. I felt her hand on my cock directing it to her pussy and when we connected, she hissed quietly and sank slowly down onto me, planting her body on my hard cock. God, the feeling of her. She began the rock and roll motion of sex, her body pulsing and clasping mine as she rode me.
The blankets no longer covered my torso and her hands rested on my chest. My eyes opened and found Mrs. Spilletti staring down at me in the early morning gloom.
"Sonny!" She panted as she rode me.
My hands awoke and I felt up from her knees to her ass as it rolled over me. God, but she felt good! My hands tricked up her sides to her breasts and verified she was stark naked and my cock was planted deep in her body.
"Good morning." I mumbled.
"Sonny." She returned, her voice a rasping whisper.
My mind woke at that point, realizing that my two sisters were in the house along with the dyke they picked up at the airport.
"Oh Christ." I growled as the sensations of being inside the woman wafted up to my brain, insistent and undeniable. I grunted and pulled her down hard onto my cock while arching under her rolling hips.
"Oh fuck, Sonny!" She groaned when I ground us together.
"Yes, good idea. Fuck Sonny!" I returned.
Her rhythm shifted and stopped so she could giggle. "Stop it, goddammit, I was almost there. I, I want to come with you in me like this then, then you can do whatever you want. I, I want to come riding you in your house like this." Her voice seemed to emerge out of the darkness, disconnected from the clasping tightness of her pussy.
I continued to pull her down onto my cock while I arched under her. Moments after she went silent, she groaned and her body quivered, shaking and bucking over me.
"Oh god, Sonny. Fuck me. Put, put, put me on my back!"
As though to fulfill her part of that bargain, she laid down on me, pinning her tits to my bare chest while her ass continued to grind over me. She gripped my legs with her thighs. I tried to twist her onto her back but ran out of bed. Mine was too narrow for such a maneuver. We lay on our sides. I pulled my cock out of her pussy and got to my knees. She shifted under me till she lay on her back. Her hand found my drippy dick, dripping with her inner approval and directed me back to her pussy. I penetrated her and I felt her body respond to the invasion. I got a fucking ticker tape parade. Her legs rose beside me like tides.
I punched into her molten center and she grunted.
I wasn't thinking. I was fucking and this woman invited my participation, my delight in fucking her. I moved up between her legs and pounded down into her.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me! God, god, god, I am, am, am come come coming!" She warbled like a jazz band at a funeral. "Oh god, oh god, fuck me Sonny!"
I did. I was. I didn't really know what she wanted besides what I was doing. My body racked between her open legs, ramming her full of cock over and over again. What I did know was that her whisper had changed to a muted cry and was ratcheting up the scale to a scream. I bent over her and kissed her on the mouth. The morning dourness seemed unimportant. I crammed my cock into her pulsing body and her mouth accepted me. We kissed hard. I felt her hands on my shoulder and her tits pressed flat between us, resisting our pressure. She groaned as I hammered down into her pussy.
She shook her lips free of my mine. "Oh god, Sonny! Oh god, coming!" Her body exploded under me, her hips lifted us, her feet planted on the bed as she arched under me.
"Oh fuck!" I growled.
"Ssssh!" She hissed.
"Fuck, uh, fuck you, you, you started this!" I grunted. She reached up and pulled my face down to hers and her mouth opened, kissing me with the passion that flashed through her rich body. I lay down on her, releasing my weight on her body as my hands moved down her twitching body to her ass. I continued to hammer into her. Aunt Norma gave as good as she got. Her hips rose under me, rooting me deep into her body as she shuddered, her whole body quaking with the rumbling orgasm that consumed her.
"Oh, oh, oh, god, Sonny, fuck me!" She muttered into my mouth. I think I got it via Morse code or something because the sounds she was making did not form syllables of any language I understood. I got the point of her instructions and followed through with a thorough and, if I say so myself, elegant interpretation of them. With my hands clasped onto each cheek of her wondrous ass, I pounded down into her weeping depths.
She kept coming and for a moment I wondered if I could come but then the climax appeared, like a magic act consisting of misdirection and a sexy assistant. I ground down into her and grunted as the climax tore through me. I pumped and pumped and pumped and Norma seemed to open wider, her body turned into a plush pleasure that blended with my cum as I filled her.
After several minutes, my body, steaming with the intensity of the orgasm, coasted to a casual stop between Norma's splayed legs. My hands gripped her ass and I felt her great muscles tensing and relaxing as she pulsed around my cock. I shook between her legs but finally calmed.
After several minutes of mutual panting and shifting to let us catch our breath, she muttered at me. I could not understand her and so shifted to the side.
"What?" I asked.
"I said, since you weren't coming to fuck me, I thought I should come fuck you."
"I came." I gasped, still out of breath, my chest taut with the incredible pleasure of being wakened with her body like that.
Aunt Norma laughed. "I know. God, I feel like a sink hole, filled with water. You came like a horse."
"You've fucked a horse? Do they like fucking human women?"
She smacked me on the shoulder. "Don't be gross. I, god, I woke, woke up horny and, and I had to have you. Thank you for not pushing me out of bed."
I shifted to the side, withdrawing my cock out of her and slithering down beside her. I closed my eyes, just to rest them and I clinked out like a candle hit by a water balloon.
The next thing I was aware of, my bedroom door opened.
"Sonny?"
I heard my name and recognized the voice but my digital brain was not cooperating. I remembered Aunt Norma and thought she was speaking but then I felt her bare ass pressed against my hard cock. I knew that voice but it was definitely not Aunt Norma.
"Sonny?"
The room wasn't dark exactly but had that odd blend of shadow and light of new dawn. I opened my eyes and saw my sister Georgia standing beside my bed, bending over me.
"Sonny?" She whispered again.
I felt my cock pop to full mast. Beside me, Norma moaned and her leg lifted, opening her body for me. Her hand reached between her legs and pointed my cock at her pussy. Her pussy lips kissed the head of my cock and she pressed her body back, pinioning herself onto my cock.
"Ugh!" She grunted.
"Sonny?" Georgia whispered.
My eyes opened wider. I tried to twist onto my back to look at my sister but felt my cock leaving Norma's hot, syrupy pussy and my body overrode my silly brain. I rolled back against the woman beside me, pressing my cock back into her molten center. God, it felt so good, I thought I was going to faint!
"Sonny?" Georgia said in the gloom again.
I shuddered, pulled free of Norma's pussy and let her roll onto her back. Naturally, I moved between her legs. The part of my brain that was operating actually thought that fucking Aunt Norma while Georgia watched was a really good idea. I thought she'd be happy to see me plunging down into Aunt Norma, pressing her full of cock. Norma wheezed as I got between her legs and then groaned as my cock found her kissing pussy lips and pressed into her.
"Sonny, Jesus, what are you doing? Oh. Oh? Oh!" Georgia's voice carried the discovery that another woman had beat her into my bed. Not like she had made reservations, I thought. To say nothing of her face planted between her dyke friend's legs. What did she have to bitch about?
Well, something apparently.
The next thing I heard was my bedroom door slamming shut. It sounded like a cannon shot.
Norma lifted her legs and uncovered us. To tell you how distracted my brain was, I thought that it was too bad Nova stormed away because I presumed she'd love watching me fuck Aunt Norma, not noticing I had the wrong sister. With that thought throbbing in both heads, I concentrated on ramming Norma full of cock again. She began to pant and then she struggled for air, her breath wheezed around us.



I rammed into her and I was coming again, to my surprise and her delight. I sagged as the orgasm passed but she remained under me, quivering with excitement. I drooped over her and I think I blacked out.
I woke sloughed to the side of Aunt Norma. The woman was watching me. "Hey pretty boy." She whispered. "Your sister peeked in again. I don't think she is happy about us doing it."
I nearly spoke to the real reason but got control of my mouth before it dumped my brain on the pillow. I pulled my body out from between Norma's open legs. I looked around, uncertain how long I had been out. The sun was out but the room was cold. I shuddered. "God woman, you are great on your back."
She snickered. "I know other positions, too." She whispered. "Is this going to get me kicked out of the house?"
I heard the worry in her voice. I had little capacity to sooth her at that moment. Shit, I was worried too! "Go down on her and she'll forgive anything." I said, then realized how that might sound, what one might infer from that naked statement. "I think." I added a tad too late.
In the next moment, I roused up and off the bed. I looked down at the honey colored woman in my bed. The previous day's events flooded back to me but then I remembered.
"Fuck me." I muttered. Six o'clock. That was when I was to pick up D. Debra! I wanted to go check out the apartment and make sure it was clean and presentable. I pulled on sweats and a tee. At the door I looked back at Norma. "You might want to stay out of the line of fire today." I said.
She nodded and twisted onto her side, piling her hips up into a luscious mound under the covers. God, I almost cuddled up to her again but I resisted, thinking I needed to retain my strength. D. Debra! The thought of her under me, finally being inside her, it all bunched up behind my chest and made me pant inside. I opened the door and went downstairs.
I smelled breakfast. The house was up early. It was not quite nine. I saw Nova sitting at the table, elbows on it, supporting a steaming cup of Java. Across from her, Charm sat in much the same pose. They were talking softly.
I sauntered into the kitchen and poured a cup of Joe for myself and leaned against the cabinet, crossing my ankles and tasting the acrid snap of the coffee.
Georgia looked around at me and glared. She sat down her cup, stood up and stomped up the stairs.
"What did you to do her?" Charm asked reasonably.
"I think it is what I didn't do to her, don't you?"
Charm shrugged. "I am not sure how committed she is to riding the dick."
I shrugged myself. "Nice to have options, isn't it. Sometimes I wished I wasn't a lesbian."
Charm smiled mischievously. "Me too." She grunted. Her eyes were fixed on me, looking for some sign that I was unclear about her sarcasm. I wasn't. I made eggs while she watched, working in the inky silence around her, and I nuked some sausages and ate. When I finished and I was putting away the dishes, Charm finally spoke.
"Did you really have sex with her? Georgia I mean?"
I turned to look at the woman. "I have sex with every woman who wants to. You think she doesn't want to?"
Charm glanced at the stairs. She shrugged but only with her eyebrows. "I see what you mean. I thought, I thought after last night she might relax, loosen up. She, she's acting like last night didn't happen. She doesn't know you saw us. Or did she see you watching? Is that what is bothering her?"
I shook my head. "No, she came calling and found me fucking Aunt Norma."
"Oh! No shit!" Then her eyes changed. She smiled a little. "About time. I think that woman needed fucking. I hadn't offered because I thought it would be rude of me to raid the pantry before you had a shot at her."
"Don't you mean panties? Raid the panties?" I chortled.
Charm ignored me, not even offering derision, leaving me to wonder if I had spoken out loud. "Where did you go yesterday?"
What a question. Pretty routine question, casual and friendly, but how to answer it? With the truth or the half that fit the best. "I went to study at the library. Having all this pussy around fucks with my concentration."
Charm regarded me while I poured my last cup of coffee. "Dalia too? Are you having sex with her too?" She smiled and laughed, a jagged chuckle. "I guess I am asking if you are really having sex with every female in your family."
I looked Charm right in the tits and mumbled, "You are the only hot chick I know that I have not boned and won't. Not that I don't want to but you know, we lesbians have to stick together."
Charm shook her head. "You're an idiot, Sonny Duncan."
"Is that better than being a dick?" I left that dangling in the kitchen and dashed up to shower and change. Not my dick, the question, dangling I mean.
I got to the apartment about eleven and found it was mostly clean. Took the time to sort through the toy boxes. I looked for the cameras and wondered where the controls were. I did a thorough cleaning of both bathrooms. I sniffed the beds and found I needed new linens. I had to chase that down. By three I was tired of being my own domestic. I headed for home. Parked, I thought to check my phone and found it powered off and power poor. Fuck, I wondered if anyone tried to contact me. No worries. I wasn't going to be distracted from my appointed rounds.
I felt I was ready. D. Debra had been to the Dominion already, now I could reveal my own interest there, shallow and temporary as it was. It sounded like I was going to get to "interview" there for a while at least. Dalia was cooking when I got home. Georgia and Charm were cuddled up on the couch when I walked in.
Georgia glared at me.
I was D. Debra fixated and strode through to the stairs without more than a muttered "hey" and a half wave of my hand. I showered, primped and primed my wagon for the sweet trail and returned downstairs.
"I need to use the car for a while, like till tomorrow. That okay with everyone?"
"No." Dalia said. "But I'll call Tawny to make sure she can pick us up. Is she ever coming home?"
I shook my head. "I'll be back later, tomorrow I hope."
Dalia nodded but there seemed to be something on her mind.
"What?" I asked.
"Did you have something to tell, Sonny, Georgia?"
I turned around and fixed Georgia with my eyes, her head framed flaming orange against Charms' blue turtle neck, laying against the other woman on the couch. She glared at me, her angry eyes squinting with tension and her undisguised anger.
I looked back at Dalia. "I guess not."
"Georgia!" Dalia said sharply, sounding just like Mom. "Come on."
I shrugged and went into the garage and left. It was nearly five-thirty and this was one appointment I did not want to be late for. On the drive, I realized I had forgotten to plug in my phone and decided that was fine with me. I was about to be deliciously unavailable. I reflected on D. Debra's penchant for being late but that was no excuse for me to be.
It was two minutes to the hour when I parked at the front door and stepped out into the crackling cold. I rang the door bell.
Nothing.
Again and again. I waited. She's always late, I thought. Maybe she isn't home from play rehearsal yet. I rang it one more time and it opened, startling me.
"Oh, excuse me."
"Yes?"
"Mrs. Hamilton? I'm Sonny Duncan." I said. My heart hammered in my temples. If I'd had a hat on, it would have been way to tight.
She smiled. "Hello, Sonny. What can I do for you?"
Something about her reminded me of someone. Duh. "I, uh, is D. Debra here?"
"Dee Dee? No."
"She told me to meet her here, to wait for her, I mean. You know, for rehearsal to be over."
Mrs. Hamilton got a quizzical look on her face but then it passed and she smiled. God, it was like being in a spot light, all teeth and tits. I mean, she smiled and I actually stared at her smile rather than at her great big tits. The acorn does not fall far from the tree. If D. Debra projected well on stage, her mother projected well in person. Wow.
"Sonny, come in. I'm sorry I wasn't expecting anyone." She stepped back, looking down at her body, her shelf of breasts and the lean under carriage that the tight sweatshirt clung to like a coat of paint. She wore sweat pants but either they rode too low on her straight hips or her shirt came up short on her excessive bust because a line of skin showed around her middle. I wanted to see what that line of skin tasted like. I shivered.
"Do you want to wait inside? Please come in. It's, it's cold."
I stepped inside and she drifted back. Her fuzzy booties whispered on the wood floor. I closed the door.
"Come in, sit down. I don't get to meet many of Dee Dee's friends."
I nodded and followed the woman into the sunken living room. A fire burned in the fireplace, fake logs and blue gas flames. The room was modern but warm, with a hard wood floor of blond pine.
"I was just going to eat something. Care to have a bite with me?" She asked turning her head and twisting her torso without shifting her feet.
Fuck me, the woman was flexible. She had short blond hair cut in a sort of pageboy flip. Her shoulders were broad, her back narrow, her hips straight, her ass wiggled, bunching and dropping as she walked. Yes, I fucking noticed. It was like the air sizzled around us.
I realized she had asked me a question. "I beg your pardon?" I said.
She smiled. "Its okay to stare. I'm accustomed to it. I have a bangin' body. I know. I work at it now, more than I had to when I was Dee Dee's age." She turned around, taking her tits out of profile and pointing them at me. "I asked if you cared for a little bite with me. I hate to eat alone."
Fuck me but telling her "no" was like cursing Tinkerbell. "Okay. Sure." God, my mouth was dry. I swallowed hard. It felt like I had a wad of clay trying to plug my windpipe. She sashayed into the kitchen and I mean sashayed. Her little ass wobbled back and forth and goddamn if my cock did not stand up and try to follow her motion.
Now, I have to admit, at this stage of my sexual odyssey, I had about lost the capacity for surprise and the extent of my lust and my utter lack of respect for normal boundaries. I was talking to myself about getting a boner in the presence of my girlfriend's mother but that got all garbled by the whole "girlfriend" concept, particularly as it was torturing me at the moment. Something wasn't right and my primary response was to get a hardon. Pitiful but dependable and honestly, I found it reassuring.
"I am just having a light salad." Mrs. Hamilton said. "If you are going to go out, it won't spoil your appetite." She set bowls on the counter and proceeded to create two salads. "Wine?" She asked.
I shrugged. "Sure. I guess." I was using tapes from before the MILF list. I sounded like the typical tongue-tied male with a hard cock in the presence of a fucking beauty. I was even convinced. I was just deciding that was the perfect pose for this situation but I knew I couldn't hold it for long but D. Debra should be here in half an hour or so.
"Get a bottle of the red, no, wait, I have a white chilled. We'll drink that."
I nodded, all limp except for Mr. Pointer.
"Sit down." She gestured to the table.
"You really don't have to do that Mrs. Hamilton." I said. My voice cracked. I may have been overdoing it.
"Call me Dee Dee, please."
My eyes focused from whatever inner world I had been studying and found her looking at me.
"Dee Dee, I am Dori Doreen. My daughter is Dorthy Debra. My mother was Doreen Dorthy. She went by Dee Dee because she hated both her names and so she gave one to me and insisted I give one to my daughter. I go by Dori D. My sister is Debra Doreen, she is Dee Dee too. It gets confusing." She gestured at the blond wooden table that matched the floor. "Sit. Eat. Oh, the wine."
"Hey, do you have a phone charger? Mine is dead as disco." She did and joy of joys it fit mine and I plugged it in. She fussed in the kitchen.
I sat on the far side of the table before a napkin, salad dish the size of my head and a fork. Mrs. Hamilton brought two wine glasses, fetched the wine bottle from the fridge. She handed it to me. "Pop the cork, will you?" She bumped the heel of her hand on her forehead. "Silly me, you need a cork screw." She laughed. "Screw." She whispered.
Mr. Happy would have danced a jig if he had legs.
She found one and handed it to me.
"Thank you, Mrs. Hamilton." I said, speaking to Mr. Happy, reminding him of...oh what's the use? I had the feeling that I was destined to fuck this woman and my only hope was that D. Debra would arrive pretty soon and I could leave still intact. The air around us crackled with sexual tension but I may have brought it all with me. I had enough to account for it all but it wasn't all me, guaranteed.
I peeled the foil and unplugged the cork with a dull pop.
"Pour for us, please. Oh, forgot croutons."
I poured and she returned with a bowl of dried bread croutons. I could smell the garlic from where I sat. She offered them to me and I waved them away.
"Oh! Of course. Garlic isn't good for a date, is it." Mrs. Hamilton got a peculiar look on her face. "You are awfully early, though aren't you?"
I did not understand. "No. I don't think so. I don't mean to be insulting but D. Debra is always late, for everything, no matter how good it promises to be."
The woman smiled. "You do know my daughter. The only thing she is on time for is class. She takes school very seriously. Always has. But my, you have a long wait. She just left for rehearsal," she glanced at the clock, "oh, about an hour ago."
"What?" I felt the bottom of my stomach drop out, like when a plane hits a spot in the air and drops without warning. "I, I was supposed to pick her up at six."
"Oh. Oh my goodness. I, I don't know what to say. My daughter is..." Mrs. Hamilton's face changed. "You, you aren't a virgin are you? Dee Dee hates virgins. She..."
I felt the heat in my face. "No, no ma'am, I am not a virgin." I cackled, "I assure you I have been to the mountain and have seen the burning bush." I thought I was being clever but Mrs. Hamilton's face changed again, like she was startled. Her blue eyes got really big, really round.
I misunderstood her look, time would demonstrate to me. "Oh, Mrs. Hamilton, I, we, we haven't had sex yet. I mean, I have the utmost respect for your daughter." I touched my nose to see if it had grown.
Mrs. Hamilton looked as if I had grown horns and my incisors grew along with them. She gasped. She stood up. She turned away and drifted over into the kitchen. "You, uh, you and Dee Dee, you haven't had sex yet?" Her voice was soft but tense.
"I, er, no. We haven't?"
"And she told you to meet her at six? Here? At the house?"
I nodded but Mrs. Hamilton wasn't looking at me. "Yes. She did." Then I felt it, the humiliation, the hurt, the anger all roiling together in me like creamer first dropped in coffee, except this was painful.
Mrs. Hamilton turned around. "Sonny, I, oh my, oh my god." She stared at me for a moment. "Are you sure your aren't a virgin?"
I felt distinctly uncomfortable talking about this. My whole agenda had been to subtend my plan for D. Debra and take her up on her generous offer to plant the flag between her legs, like an explorer claiming Time's Square, it seems.
I guess Mrs. Hamilton thought I had mistaken her question as rhetorical. "Well?" She said, planting fists on her slender hips, the only slender thing about her.
"I, no, not a virgin. I assure you."
"Good. Good." She pulled off the shirt, leaving her considerable and impressive breasts undulating between us, very much like a proposition.
"Uh, Mrs. Hamilton..." I began but she moved closer to where I sat at the table, swiveling her hips around the corner of it to stand beside me, her breasts moving before my eyes like great pendulums. God, they needed no support, no bra. I hardly think my lying eyes kept them aloft but by god they could fly on their own. My heart hammered in my chest demanding shit but not being all that specific. Of course, with those tits that close to your eyes, bare, with the nipples perking up like that, should a guy really need stage direction from anywhere?
"...I, I don't think you should do that."
I don't know what I expected but when she backed up a step my whole body insisted I had done something wrong. Uh huh. Sucks to have two opinions inside the same skin.
She cocked her head, looking down the slope of her chest at me. Then she did a strange thing. She fit one of her little hands under her right breast, lifted it up and kissed it. Herself, I mean. Her torso was long and lean, topped by her breasts and continuing down to her narrow hips. She sucked on her own nipple till she rose up. Then she showed it to me; holding her breast out before her like she wanted me to inspect it.
I did not move.
"See that? I am aroused now. I, I feel it." She smoothed her hands down her sides, which I now noticed were not so small but only looked that way when she handled her tits. Her hands slipped into the sides of her sweat pants and down they went, over her straight thighs to her knees. They bunched and dropped to the floor.
Mrs. Hamilton stood before me, utterly naked.
"I, Mrs. Hamilton, I, god, you are a beautiful woman but, I, I am here to see your daughter. She, she should be coming down any time. Do you, don't you, don't you think you should, uh, not be standing here showing me your impressive rack?" I still had not comprehended what the woman said, that her daughter just departed for play practice.
She laughed. Her tits waggled, mesmerizing me.
Mrs. Hamilton shook one leg loose from her sweat pants and lifted it up and over where I sat, ending up astride my legs. As she moved, I scooted back in the chair, clearing the way for her bare leg to slide past me and now she stood stride me, her tits in my face. She hitched her rump onto the table and sat back, scattering dishes very carefully with her hands till she could sit back, her legs parted on either side of me. She rested on her hands behind her and looked down the contours of her nude body at me.
"Dear boy, my daughter is not here. She went to rehearsal. She told you to be here at six?"
I nodded, eyes still fixed on the tits wavering before me.
"She left at five-thirty. Play practice began at six. She won't be home till ten, eleven, maybe midnight."
"Oh." I muttered. In the silence, my frozen wheels began to turn. After what might have been ten seconds or ten minutes, I grunted again. "Oh?" My eyes, filled to the brim with her brimming tits rose from them to find the woman's eyes. She was watching me. Completely nude, a tongue and a snicker's distance away from me and she just sat there, propped back on her hands, waiting and watching.
"Uh, Mrs. Hamilton..." I began but found I had neither verb nor predicate to offer. The lovely lady deigned to aid me in my moment of need.
"She sent you to me. You, my lucky boy, are a peace offering." She laughed again, making her breasts do what big breasts do, they jiggled. "You are a piece offering. P E I C E." She spelled her pun, so I wouldn't miss it.
"Oh?" I said again. In retrospect it might seem that I should have been somewhat more cavalier, more urbane, perhaps more assertive but I have found that focus and appreciation have greater value than even poise itself. A woman, naked, perched nearly on the tip of your tongue, tends to respond positively to a sort of tongue-tied amazement. It makes them feel special and feeling special makes some women generous. It was that generosity I enjoyed the most.
"Well?" The woman said again. She sat up, tits waving like the surf in Hawaii. "Is that all you have to say?"



I felt like I had been dunked in a trough of cold water, like the old drunk thrown into the horse trough in those old black and white westerns. My mind snapped awake out of its pussy doze. D. Debra had set me up with her mother! Holy shit! And she dodged me again. This was a fucking test. Her mother was clearly a MILF but more than that, she was a Cougar who took delight in schooling the younger generation and D. Debra knew that. She had set me up, starching my cock with empty promises and then presenting me with her voracious mother to see if I'd partake.
What? Was she going to give me less pussy than I was getting from her now if I flunked the test? Fuck no, or no fuck, as it were. No. Not less, since I was handing her around to my buddies and some strangers who might be stranger than me. I felt that awful thrill of being fooled and that seemed to clear the decks. My galleon was ready to go to war.
I looked past those impressive tits at Mrs. Dori Hamilton. "Dee Dee. I see that runs in the family. Nice of you to be consistent with the names so the farsighted guys don't get confused."
I think the woman must have been holding her breath because I suddenly felt her breathe on my cheeks, the smell of her wine-tinged breath clear in my nostrils. I smelled something else, too. I smelled aroused female. My cock got up on its hind legs and howled. Cry havoc and release the cocks and whores! But wait, this could be a mirage.
The woman said nothing but she still sat on the table, tits waving like banners as she breathed, buck naked.
"Aren't you cold?" I asked solicitously, still puzzling out the intent of this test. Distraction or down payment?
She smiled and leaned back suggestively.
The suggestion got clearer when she widened her knees a little, just a slight twitch but with the subtext reading: Look at my pussy.
I nodded and did. I looked back at her blue eyes. "You know, Mrs. Hamilton, I don't know if you know this but, but Dee Dee, she hasn't had sex with me yet. She, however, has invited me to taste her. What do you think? Do you taste like your daughter?" Now there is a question every guy wonders when they meet the hot mother-in-law. I shuddered, realizing it was something no man in his right mind would or should say out loud but there I was brimming with foolish confidence that I could not fuck this up but trying anyway. Honestly? I was a little unclear which action would be fucking up since there seemed to be fucking up to the left me, to the right of me and I was stuck in the middle with...who exactly? Yes, Stealer's Wheel.
Mrs Hamilton sighed and seemed to shrink. "Oh god." She whispered. "You can fucking read minds." She twisted her upper body and literally looked behind her. Very carefully, she shuffled the remaining clutter on the table to the end and then she lay down in the clearing, her head dangling off the other side. Her knees hooked her to my side of the table. "Eat me." She whispered.
I think the thing about reading minds may have been sarcasm. I wasn't sure at the time. I dearly wanted her to be amazed at my magnetic insight. In retrospect, I may have missed her meaning entirely. That hesitation seemed to entice her. She lay before me, her pussy a tickle and a whistle away, legs opened to either side of me, served up like a Christmas goose. Her breasts wavered as she breathed.
Fuck, D. Debra, I thought to myself. I lifted two dead hands from my throbbing lap and placed them onto the woman's splayed knees. She grunted and I thought my cock was going to explode. Her skin felt like pudding looks, like syrup looks, like pussy feels when it is all gussied up and ready to go and that was just her open thighs for god's sake. "Jesus fuck the pope, Mrs. Hamilton..." I got to there and she rose up, lifting like a draw bridge and planting her elbows on the table behind to support her. I thought she was going to try and censor me.
"Please, call me Dori. Dee Dee is fine but I suspect you have that set of syllables associated with my succulent daughter. Please, compare us. Please." She lay back on the table, rooting her ass around before going still.
My hands lay on her knees, just over the demarcation line from her thighs. This was not a nice girl, though. I had Sherlocked that out. I felt her quivering excitement as a buzz in her tight skin. Her size 8 body had been stuffed into a some size 3 skin and the resulting bulges were captivating.
I stood up.
Her head appeared between her tits, her eyes wide. "What's wrong?" Her voice twanged around us, lashing about like a broken bow string.
"Nothing. Sit up." I extended a hand.
She looked at it like nurse looking at a scalpel, like I had something backward to. She looked up at me and then rocked onto an elbow and gave me her other hand. I pulled her upright, moving close between her naked legs as she did so.
Avoiding her breasts, I moved both hands from her knees to the sides of her face. I tipped it to the side and leaned in and kissed her.
"Uh." She moaned around my lips. The sound dribbled away to nothing as her mouth softened and her lips began to speak to me with sign language. I held her face and touched no other part of her body. She, however, pinched her knees against my thighs.
By mutual agreement, we released together. I straightened, looking down at this sensual and very nude woman. Can you be a little nude or very nude? I think I mean that she was nude and looked very good, like I studied the ebb and flow of her body rather than ignoring parts of it, imagining that she was covered as is or should be the case with some women. None I know, but it happens. You know, the women God invented clothes for.
"I am very western." I said.
Mrs. Hamilton, Dori, I whispered in my head. I think it was silent.
"I go from left," I bent and kissed first her left cheek and then down to her neck.
Dori moaned, tilting her head to expose her neck to me. Her hands found and held to my shoulders.
"...to right..." I continued, repeating the motion, kissing her right cheek lightly and and then nibbling at her freely exposed neck.
"Oh my god, buster." Dori hissed. Her hands tightened on my shoulders.
"...and top..." I kissed her on the mouth and for a moment, it seemed like we would be awash in that pleasure. I commanded the passion and pulled away.
"Uh, uh." Dori whispered, her mouth open, her lips moving, her tongue appeared between the pink curves, a little spot of red. Her eyes fluttered like wild moths between a screen and a window.
"...to bottom." I finished. I moved my hands which I had planted beside her to her knees, and pressed them wide once more, questing with my ass for the chair. I had to reach between my legs to pull it close again so I could sit between her open legs.
Mrs. Hamilton stared down at me. I felt her eyes like a horny dragon's breath while his latest virgin unraveled the fifty-gallon garbage bag to use as a condom.
I pressed her legs wide and leaned down between them. She was sitting and that tucked her pussy out of my reach so I kissed above it, to the side, down one thigh and over to the other.
"Oh my god!" Dori gasped.
I sat up and looked up at her, between her tits. "Are you going to lay down so I can taste you properly?" I asked casually.
"Oh. Oh, yes! Yes of course!" She squeaked. She did, bumping her head on the edge of the table in her incautious rush.
Her hips popped up and there it was, the entrance to this heavenly body. Heaven's gate but this one was wide open. So I licked it.
"Oh Christ and Buddha and all the others!" Mrs. Hamilton growled. Her hips rose up so her pussy could kiss me. I felt her dampness on my chin. I tipped my head and kissed her. The quiver roared through her body. She grunted. She hissed. She lifted her legs and placed her heels on my back, close to my neck.
"Eat me, Sonny." She cried.
I did. She screamed. She bubbled with fluid immediately and I swam through it like a salmon fighting upstream to spawn. When I penetrated her depths with my tongue she squawked like a chicken under a Clydesdale's hoof. Her body fought but encountered no opposition, only my hold on her legs that kept them from clamping closed to capture me like buried treasure between her legs.
She cried out but my ears were rubbing her thighs and whatever she said, I got nothing clear. I am sure she was telling me what a fucking awesome lover I am! Or maybe, she was thanking her daughter for sharing. Whatever, I ate the woman till she was hanging half off the other side of the table and I was standing, chasing her gurgling pussy across it with my wiggling little tongue.
I felt her begin to slip and lifted up, realizing my neck was crooked unnaturally. I grasped her by the thighs and hauled her back onto the table. She was panting like a thoroughbred in the Derby.
"Uh, uh, uh god, oh god, Sonny!"
She knew my name! I felt so proud. My cock argued the point, that cocks by any other name don't get longer but I think maybe my idiot cock is wrong. Hearing this voluptuous, sensual woman calling my name I am certain made my cock grow longer, certainly fonder so absence is not the only source. I had a moment, noticing that, when I realized that D. Debra had remained absent from my cock. Apparently absence does make the cock grow longer! I was sure of it.
"Are, are, are you going to use me?" Mrs. Hamilton panted.
I looked up from her pussy to find her back on her elbows, peering between the Herculean pillars of her tits at me, eyes wide and shining, like two headlights. Well, I could only really see one between her tits. I may have extrapolated a little
Her question halted me. I think I got a little obtuse, a bit of generational revenge. "Oh, goodness, no. You are my girlfriend's mother. I could never put my cock into you. Just my tongue." I said. I sincerely hoped she was conscious enough to recognize my distinct lack of conviction.
"Oh you must!" Her tone did not sound as though she noticed anything besides a chasm of need opening deep inside her. She fairly pulsed with lust. "I, god, you must know that she wants you to have me. She, Dee Dee, my daughter, she is sharing you with me. God, you must. She sent you here!"
Whatever the woman was babbling about seemed to make no sense so I sent in my best people and they returned with a measured interpretation of the meaning of her curious words. They extracted the part of her words that did make sense. The only message I got from her words was clearly this, "You must."
Well. If I must, I must. In a fumbling rush, I opened my pants and out sprang my cock, like a super hero escaping from his peevish identity. I bent my cock to her pussy and found it too far from the edge of the table. I released my cock, grabbed her by the thighs and pulled her ass off the table. I acted so precipitously that she thumped down hard onto the table.
I positioned my cock at her pussy and pushed.
"Uh!" She cried as I penetrated her, pressing my prick down into her depths. She pulsed around me. I felt the slick walls of her passage, coated with her arousal and shivering with her excitement. Her legs wrapped around me and her heels pulled at me. Down into her well of pleasure I dropped, utterly unimpeded. Not by reluctance or surprise or incapacity; the woman was so slick I was sure she was frictionless. My god, I had found this holy grail of engineering! I couldn't wait to tell her engineer daughter. I'd discovered a frictional junction! Okay, that gave me pause but I didn't pause.
I felt everything inside my skin lurch. I was fucking D. Debra's mother! The reality of it crushed me and for a moment I couldn't breathe. I went still, panting with, with, with something, with everything. I felt the resentment of the puppet, dangling beneath D. Debra's manipulative hands. I reared back and speared into Mrs. Hamilton, ramming her with my cock with all my might. She skittered across the table, off my cock and off the table. If she had not had her hands over her head, she'd have ended up in a pile on the floor.
She started to laugh. She laughed and laughed, unable to get her body back up onto the table. Her hands were planted on the floor over her head, her torso off the table and her ass balanced precariously on the edge. She snorted and her body twitched. "Help!" She managed to insert into her snorting laughter.
I pulled up my trousers and scampered around the table. I helped her back onto the table, looking for the first time at her bare back. It was like a smooth beam of steel, with a spine creasing it. She twisted to look at me. "Would you mind if I took you to bed?"
I shrugged. "Do you have any furniture fantasies? We could start with the fridge and try them all out."
She twisted around so she sat on the edge of the table, lifting her legs to avoid the detritus still to either side of her. She smiled up at me. "I think the bed is the place to start. It's furniture, right? When that loses its appeal, we can give the clothes washer a go." She looked at me expectantly but when I did not step back, she stood up, squeezing her and her tits into the little space between me and the table.
I bent over the woman and kissed her again. Her arms circled my neck. Her body plastered against me, like oil paint on a canvas. She hummed like a sonata. When we found a pause in the melody and leaned back to look at each other, she sighed.
"God, you kiss good, Sonny. Does my daughter know that?"
I smirked. "I have told her over and over but does she listen?" I understood we were going to discuss her daughter without reservation, I hoped, to damped the awkwardness of what was happening, me fucking the mother of my, my...." My mind ground to halt there.
Dori Hamilton grunted, shifting loose from me and unpeeling her naked body from my clothes. I almost checked for stains to SHOUT out but didn't. "Don't I understand that! God, Sonny, you have no idea. Come on. I, I want you now. We, we can compare notes about D. Debra Hamilton later." She took me by the hand and led me back into the house. It was irregular, a postmodern collage of odd angles that must have been a framer's nightmare. A little atrium with a big planter in the middle gave access to the bedrooms. I counted four before she pulled me into one. I glanced up and saw it had a second story with a balcony. The skylights above were black with the night sitting on the world.
I was following willingly enough when the naked woman stopped and I bumped into her. Not that way, I just nudged her back with my chest, since I was still looking over my shoulder at the atrium.
"Wait. What am I thinking? I do have a fantasy!" Mrs. Hamilton muttered. "God, I have wanted to fuck in the shower since Noah invented showers!" She turned to look up at me. "Do you mind? I mean, doing it in the shower? I, I cannot believe I'm admitting this to you but I have never done it in the shower! I want to. Can we?"
"Honey, we can do it on a street car no matter what its name, if that's what you want!"
She stripped me. Right there. Closets flanked the short hall into the bedroom and she undressed me right there down to my toenails. She seemed to be in a big rush.
I glanced at the clock. I'd acted to help but she slapped my hands away as she dismantled my carefully constructed date night outfit. My cock was still suitably hard and though she hesitated once it was free and clear, staring at it as though it was in a police line up. Finally she shook her head and stood up. "Later. Oh god, I'll blow you in the shower too!"
"Okay." I said immediately. I had become a bit player in her little production though and her statement was less advisory of future weather and more a note to self, not me. I answered just to distinguish myself from furniture, fixtures, and dildos if there was any confusion.
She tugged me into a luxurious bath with a doorless shower, raised bathtub, toilet with door and a bank of three sinks and by god, a bedet. I know what a bidet is, a drinking fountain for midgets.
She let go of me and turned on the shower. Water sprayed her from every direction. She came out sputtering and giggling. "Fuckers. They put in an all-direction shower but placed the controls at the back so you get sprayed with cold water no matter what you do. Bad engineering." She smiled, tested the water with one hand and nodded, making her tits jiggle. "Shall we?"
I followed her under the water. She stopped and turned to wrap her body around mine. I found her face turned up in the spray and I kissed her. She accepted me with a moan and soon her body writhed against me. One hand snaked down between us and clutched my hard cock. She broke the kiss and looked up at me, her short blonde hair disappearing into a little helmet.
"Let me ride you. I want to mount you. Can you hold me?"
I did not reply and she did not wait. She lifted one leg, placed both hands on my shoulder and lifted her hips. I gripped her by the waist and we came together, clamping my cock between us. She grunted, pulled back, straining. Tentatively, she let me take some of her weight onto my hands. When she felt my shoulders tighten, she reached between us again and directed my cock to the slit of her pussy. She sort of jumped on one leg, pushing her ass out and up. I lifted and a moment later all of her weight settled on my two hands and onto my eager beaver cock.
My cock pierced her and she dropped onto it. The shift of our weight left me unbalanced and I staggered, twisting to the nearest wall. I put her ass over one of the nozzles and water spread against her back and between us. She giggled, swishing her hips back and forth, consciously cramming herself further onto my cock. She locked her legs around me and I leaned her against the wall.
"Oh shit, Sonny, fuck me!" Mrs. Hamilton growled. "Like this, just like this!"
She hung on me like a ripe swag of bananas. I ground against her and she huffed and puffed as I ground into her. After a few moments she said, "Let me down. I, I want you on my back first but, but, first, I want to suck you in the shower."
I wondered if that was the first for her too. Seemed unlikely. This woman knew her body and her way around a cock. She was on her knees, back against the wall. She pulled me by the thighs, close her and she slipped my cock into her mouth, eyes squinting in the falling water. She sucked and my cock disappeared. I felt her tongue, like she was sculpting me with it, running the hard tip up and down my shaft, pressing against me like it was a stylus, writing hieroglyphics on a scepter.
"Oh god, Mrs. Hamilton! God, oh god!" I grunted. Suddenly, all thought of saving up for D. Debra, or any other justification for not coming in this woman's mouth seemed nuts. I came.
I came and Mrs. Hamilton swallowed. She swallowed and swallowed. I attribute half of my enthusiasm to anticipation. Mrs. Hamilton incorrectly ascribed it to absence and the fondness it fosters. I did not argue. After she gargled and spat a few times, she pulled my head down and kissed me again. She seemed more excited, not less.
Off went the water and she dried me. "Go lay on the bed." She whispered hoarsely.
I did. Moments later she crawled over me, stretching her feline body as she stalked up my legs. Finding my cock flagging, she sucked till he remembered what we were doing and resumed parade rest.
Mrs. Hamilton, despite her invitation to refer to her as Dori, I still had her as Mrs. Hamilton in my head. She crawled up my body and planted her pussy on the crown of my cock. Down, down, down, she settled, her ring of fire igniting me. She bent over me and kissed me. I enveloped her lean body, squashing her tits between us and twisted us over onto her back in one incredibly graceful motion. I rose up between her legs and she gazed up at me, her eyes misty.



"You have no idea what this means to me!" She whispered. "So use me, Sonny, use me good and I'll explain it to you when you are done with me!"
"Okay. How does summer sound?" I grunted. Despite the winter chill in the house, I began to sweat. I levered my body up and down between her legs. She grunted and returned good for good and then wonderful for wonderful. Down into her pliant depths I thrust my cock. Submerged inside of her, her body responding like a cheering crowing making love to a hero from a distance, except this was up close and personal, the thrill of her body incited me to greater action. Her pussy clasped me and milked me with that unique combination of texture and musculature that makes a pussy luscious.
For a time I probed her pussy with my cock but finally I settled into a rhythm, pumping into her with regular consistency. She began to huff and then her body tensed and she bucked under me, just once. I thought I would come as her pussy chewed over the cock implanted in it, like a philosopher masticating an utterly new concept. I deferred said orgasm till later, luxuriating in this woman's eager contribution to our mutual pleasure and, oh god! The pleasure of it!
She opened her eyes, looking up between my arms planted to either side of her head. "Lay on me. I want to feel your weight on my boobs." She whispered. "I, I have very sensitive breasts. I, I can come if they are kissed just right. I have, I mean. You, please, after you come, kiss them for me? God, I miss that so much!" She pulled me down and my full weight settled between her legs. Her hands moved to her breasts, pushing them together and up so they nuzzled my chest as I stretched up over her. Her legs hooked around my thighs and she rocked her body as I rode her. Back and forth, panting while I fucked her, Mrs. Hamilton rose on swell after swell of pleasure till a flood broke through and she shook under me, bucking and quaking while I continued to pump down into her.
"Oh, oh, oh god, Sonny, my god, use me, use me, use me!"
I had a flash of D. Debra, under me like this and realized that the two women shared bust size but not body type. It was the voice that put me in mind of D. Debra. I shuddered, overcome by a complex of emotions. I clasped Dori's ass and hammered into her, rising and dropping the hammer over and over till she was awash with approval and consumed by her orgasms.
"Uh, uh, uh!" She grunted. "Uh, fill, fill me!" She gasped. Her legs were crooked beside me, her heels rode on my waist. I rose up on my hands and slammed us together. Her hands moved to my ass and pulled us together, harder and harder. She grunted and grunted.
My orgasm arrived like a train leaving the station, slow but with increasing intensity and force. By the time it arrived, I was helplessly in love with this woman's pussy. I plunged into her and as I began to come, she went still to receive my cum, cooing as I poured into her.
"Oh, oh god!" I growled, finally coming to rest between her open thighs.
She lifted up and kissed my cheek.
I took the hint and rolled off of her. I marked her slender frame then, despite her outsized tits. I slid down beside her on the light blue sheets. For a while we lay there panting and hissing. Once our breath evened out, she rolled to her elbow and looked down at me.
"Thank you. Thank Dee Dee for me when you see her."
"I, I am not sure..." Suddenly the the dank reality of what I had just done collided with my afterglow. For a moment they tussled but in the end, dank reality shouldered afterglow into the past.
Dori was not apologetic and I did not understand that in the least. I felt guilty as hell suddenly.
"No. Really. This, I, I want to explain. I, I think I want to tell you because sometimes really crazy things become obvious when I speak them out loud to someone else, obviously crazy, I mean. So, just lay there and, and let me play with your beautiful body."
She leaned over my chest and sucked at my nipple for a moment. She lay on me, her weight made so much more pleasant by the distinct drape of her breasts. She rose up, looking down at me.
"My daughter and I have a complicated relationship. When she turned eighteen, after agreeing to remain subject to my authority till then, she began to explore the limits and limitations of her body. I confess, I got all in her face about her, er, her willingness to be used sexually by men and when I tried to stop it, she rebelled. As she rightly pointed out, she was considered an adult, subject to the draft, she could and would have sex with whomever she wanted. I made the mistake of retorting that oh no, she wouldn't and she set out to prove me wrong. She fucked nearly every male teacher she had ever been taught by.
"She seduced my boss at the time, my sister's husband, his younger brother, so technically her uncles. She blew the UPS guy while I was in the kitchen one summer. When I tried to control her by telling several of the men she brought home that she wasn't of age yet, which was a lie she retaliated by seducing the man I was seeing at the time. She arranged for me to 'catch' them in bed. He insisted it was her fault and she agreed but then she looked at me and snidely informed me that he would never resist her. He didn't. He didn't resist her several times in fact, and I kicked him to the curb.
"We went along for a few months and I avoided every opportunity to have sexual congress with a man. I got increasingly desperate for a little bang bang. I finally got this married man to take me home. We came back to my place and we had sex. His wife was out of town, he claimed. He fucked me into submission but when I awoke, I heard them in the living room. I, I went out and she was blowing him. I watched while he took her on her knees. They fucked for ten minutes while I watched.
"I went back to bed and woke to an empty house, well, manless, anyway. I went out to see where he had gone...I thought I had him for the weekend. Dee Dee told me his wife called. Then she smirked, 'after he fucked me good.' I was furious but we Hamiltons never fight. We get even. Well, we fight then we get even.
"The next time a guy came by to see Dee Dee, she is always late as you pointed out. Anyway, that guy was waiting for her and so I blew him myself. Served her right for being late. He chased her for three weeks but was fucking me the whole time, always in the hour she kept him waiting. She kept him dangling thinking that his lack of sex drive would be altered if she teased him and delayed longer. Finally, she came down and caught us. You know what she said?"
I looked down at the woman talking to my sternum, chin on her clasped hands. "No." I offered.
"She said to him, she said, 'oh, you discovered my mother likes to fuck. Care for a little of us both?' We all went into the bedroom and it was like the sexual Olympics. It was a competition I was determined to win and if you know my daughter, she has the same streak in her. My tits and hair are not the only genes she actualized. The poor bastard never returned. She brought other guys home and kept arriving from her room at unpredictable times but I had not opened up shop to any of them yet. I was teasing them, all, though. They left the house crazed for sex. Dee Dee started coming home with her bra on inside out and that is damn difficult to do unintentionally.
"With her getting rumped and bumped regular like, I thought I could add a little for Dori into the mix. I ensnared a young guy from work and we started a torrid affair. I kept it secret as long as I could but she found out and took to sucking him when she could. I came home early one afternoon to find them having sex in my bed. I joined them. God, it was hot. This kid, he was a bit of a twist and after his noddle stopped snapping, he suggested we have sex, mother and daughter.
"I think he had figured us out. We were so focused on snarking at each other, we did not notice him manipulating us into a very energetic sixty-nine. If Dee Dee never mentions it, she can eat pussy with the best of them."
I thought of my sister and my cock twitched. Mrs. Hamilton sensed the interest and moved a hand down and took a nice firm hold of it. Oh, so nice, so nice I got hard again and plenty hard enough to gain her attention.
Dori got up, cleaned me off with a warm wash cloth, kissed the end of my cock and mounted me, slipping my cock up into her body snug as a pig in a blanket. Then she sat over me, her blond hair mostly dry, forming a short flip over her face. The light from the lamp by the bed put one side of her face in shadow.
"Uh, god, I love cock." She whispered, then opened her eyes, fixing them on me. She wiggled her ass, stirring her pussy with my cocktail wiener. She chuckled. "I like to talk while I ride a cock. You don't mind do you? I mean, some guys tell me to shut up while I'm fucking but, well, I like just the feel of your skin tangoing along the nerves inside me. I just love it and well, if you don't mind, I'll go on with my story."
I was trying to talk around a knot of pleasure caught in my chest. The woman squeezed my cock with her kegel muscles. My eyes started to water. I closed them and took a nice firm grip of her ass. "No, please." I said in a strained voice. "Please, go on."
She rolled her hips and then ground our pubic bones together. "Uh, oh god, where, where was I?"
She was asking me?
"Oh, I remember." She lifted up and thumped her body down onto mine, impaling herself and again.
I grunted but hoped she'd do it again. She settled into a gentle swaying of her tits over my face, gently grinding her pussy on my cock. I am not sure if her swaying tits moved her or she moved them. It looked like a toss up to me.
"The kid, Seymore was his name. He had my daughter and me have sex with each other. He, god, I am so embarrassed to be telling you this when we only just met!" She closed her eyes and seemed to concentrate on fucking me.
I was tinkering with a response. I had to find one. Finally I lifted my ass up, driving my cock deeper into the recesses of her pussy. I have always loved recesses. She groaned and swayed. "Mrs. Hamilton," I started, using a very strained voice, "I think we are past the mundane pleasantries of casual social interaction, don't you think?"
"You mean casual social intercourse?" She replied, her eyes fluttering open, her rich lips smiling down at me. God, she was such a happy person compared to her tightly wound daughter.
"You were eating your daughter?" I prompted. I shivered with the thought, proving once more the mind-body connection. I suddenly had a blurry vision of D. Debra ears deep in the woman riding my cock. Fuck me, I had a moment. I think my cock felt that fondness and grew another virtual inch.
"She was eating me. Too, I mean. Well, he just sat there and, and, and told us what to do to each other and we did it. Like mindless little ninnies. Goddamn him. I got rid of him though but that's another story. The fucker batted from both sides of the plate...another story. Anyway, uh, uh, he sat there and told us to do stuff, like, you know, kiss her tits, now your turn. Lick her pussy, kiss, suck my cock while she eats you. It went on all weekend. Can you imagine? He laid us side by side and did us, bringing one nearly to orgasm and then switching rides, rides, that's what he called us. We were two sweet rides!
"And we just followed along. We both thought it was all about proving we were better than the other. It was a contest, a challenge to prove who was sexier, who could take him better or suck his cock better. Uh, uh." She rolled her hips, poking the head of my cock into some velvet linen closet or other that made her bow her head and shake a little. When her eyes reopened, she continued. I must say she seemed to like describing having sex with her daughter. Goddamn if my stars weren't aligning. I wonder what configuration of the planets indicates you are going to be fucking mothers and daughters together?
"She, Dee Dee kept insisting that she could make me come better than I could make her come and we toyed with each other. It wasn't sex, it was more like Simon Says. Then, god, on Sunday, he did our asses. He fucked us both twice in the ass and neither of us could sit right. He left us tangled up in the sheets Sunday night. He could fuck, I tell you! I think he batted both ways just to give each one a rest.
"We got up and did our weeks but Friday night we found ourselves at home together and we opened a bottle of wine and finally discussed what we were doing. We realized we had really fucked up. We let this guy twist us around his dick and for what? We agreed right then, well, by Sunday actually, after some pretty intense screaming, we agreed that we'd not let a man do that to us ever again, well, unless we wanted him to, if you know, uh, uh, uh, what I uh, mean?"
I did. Boy, did I!
The woman bent over me and kissed me on the lips. "You feel so good inside me." She whispered. "God, it has been months. Where was I?" She rolled her hips and then went still and just lay down on me. Inside, the walls of her pussy contracted with little micro clenches. Her breasts were plush against my chest, forming puddles of pleasure. She lay her head on my chest, bowing over the mounds of her breasts. They did not flatten out exactly but remained insistent, demanding my attention. I kept a good hold on her ass, even as she rested and talked into my ear.
"We, we decided that if we brought men home, we'd both fuck them. We wanted to share our men with each other and, well, that was the only way we could figure out how to keep living together. My idiot ex-husband or his lawyer left a clause in our agreement that so long as my daughter lived in the same house and had no expenses that were not shared with me, he'd keep supporting us, paying her schooling, my mortgage, that sort of thing.
"If she moves out, she has to pony up not only living expenses but pay for school and also my support is at an end, so we both have motivation to stay living together. She wants to get a Master's." Here Dori giggled. "I think that is just to fuck with her father, which is not to say she can't do the Master's or that she isn't smart. My daughter is fucking brilliant, too smart by half, my ex always says. That makes her dick with men, just to prove that when one treats her like a dumb blonde, she can lead one around by the nose or dick or a leash. She, my daughter looks at men like, uh, oh god, like, like a, oh that's so good, do that again."
I grunted. I had just been shifting our weight and touched some magic nerve deep inside her. I doubted I could reproduce it and I was tired. I tried but quickly gave up. Disappointed, she resumed rolling her hips, searching for that pleasure point again, trying to make my finger magic once more. She hunched over my cock, grinding it into her over and over. It was like she was trying to paint a wall with a ballpoint pen.
"So, so she started teasing men but not by dangling pussy in front of them and then jerking it away. No, no, she, uh, she oh yes, yes, oh god."
The story vanished in a haze of orgasm. Mrs. Hamilton jerked and ground on me for a few minutes and then eased back into the saddle. Back to rolling her hips and drawing stick figures on the walls of her pussy with my pleasure stylus.
"Dee Dee would find a guy and bring him home and, well, she'd ask my opinion and if we liked him, I'd do him. She'd do him. Then, if he was still around, we'd do him. I'd find guys and we'd, we'd uh, oh god, we'd share. It was sort of fun, giving guys that ultimate thrill of doing the daughter and mother at the same time. We teased them with each other, promising the mother and daughter tryst. If one of us didn't feel it, the poor guy got the boot. They'd go muttering about being this close to that fantasy of finding a mother an daughter who could fuck the same man and not kill each other in the process. We were a pair of unicorns, a phantasm that men almost never believed. We were a mother and daughter who could be in bed together with a man and give him every aspect of that fantasy. Most responded well, it inspired them in wonderful ways."
"So? What happened?" It seems fucking weird to be into a story while a woman fucks you but it added something to it, like a bass guitar to most rock music. Without it you still have the story but it isn't, it's not as rich.
"She, my baby fell in love. She may be smart about a lot of things but her own emotions sometimes escape her notice. She fell in love and I mean hard. She isn't the only daft one in this family because I had no idea what was going on. I was intoxicated by fucking men with my daughter, it made us closer and provided an intimacy mothers and daughters long for but rarely share. When she met Gabe, things changed and I just didn't want to notice. I refused to see till it was too late. They were getting heavy and one day he dropped by and I took him to bed, like I'd done with others before him.
"He disappeared. He, he was a nice boy, conservative, not the sort that would understand the attraction of doing us together. I figured that out about half way through the first blow job. I was asking myself what my daughter saw in him while he was banging away at my vagina. He was artless, which in time I realized was just lack of practice but also he fought in inner guilt demons which distracted him from Dori's orgasm. I was too dumb to notice what was happening and to selfish to see it for what it was.
"After it was over, he, he fell apart. He was inconsolable and I was mystified. I figured they were bumping uglies from the start and this caught me totally by surprise because they weren't. He was a wait-till-we-get-married type of guy and I pretty well put that to the torch. I wore him down to the stump. He was a virgin and was defenseless against my girls. Once he saw them, I drained his swamp and developed it for commercial use and he never knew what happened. His resolution never stood a chance once he got his hands on mama's boobs.
"Well, he never recovered from doing mama. Dee Dee couldn't get him on the phone, he didn't answer texts, unfriended her on Sexbook, which seemed weird why he was on that anyway. Anyway, he curled up like a worm after you touch it with a burning match." She stopped suddenly. She leaned over and glared into my eyes. "No. I am not a psychopath. Neither is my daughter. We, we just think what is good for the goose is good for the gander."
She resumed riding me. My cock was happy and numb, no way he was giving up before she finished her story, even if I had to jam a pencil up my butt. Well, that might be extreme but I was getting a peek behind the D. Debra facade and I was utterly fascinated.
"Anyway, when Debra found out she flipped out. Now, during the time she was dating him, she had fucked several men nosing around mama's jade garden so she really had no reason to be pissed up. As I said, she was in love but oblivious, so was mama. Oblivious I mean, we both did not get what was happening till it had already happened. When she figured out what had happened, she came apart and we had a big huge screaming fight. It was horrible. I did what I'd done before plenty of times with her dates but she changed the rules and both did not acknowledge it or communicate it to me. The result was terrible and we were both guilty just of different things. She was so hurt and she attacked me to escape the guilt. We lost all connection and what had been a very comfortable sexual arrangement disintegrated in anger, bitterness, and loss.
"That was right at the end of last summer, before school started again." She stopped. "I said we don't fight? Well, that might be an exaggeration. We fight but we don't stay mad. If it accomplishes nothing, then, then we get even but we don't stay angry."



I wasn't sure in that moment whom she was speaking to, herself or me. I was glad she said it though because I was deep in it and I worried that it was going to prove too deep for me and my water wings.
"Thank god college started. Dee Dee jumped in with both feet and I never saw her. Sex ended. I could have brought Matty Mac home and she would not have noticed. I started bringing home hotties and we'd have sex and breakfast the next day. Dee Dee would come down and eat with us, pleasant as punch. She'd chat and then be off to her life, almost like a normal woman and daughter. She seemed utterly fine with my choice of men and never made a move on any of them.
"Unfortunately that seemed like the only time she acknowledged I was alive, much less human. The rest of the time she acted so cold to me. She only acknowledged me when there was a man I had fucked sitting at the table with us and I was only bringing home men I thought might attract her. She was very pleasant but the rest of the time I didn't exist. I felt like a piece of furniture. She was so cold to me for so long, I finally gave up. I felt sure she'd move out soon but the lure of free cash is tough for a pragmatic woman to ignore and my daughter is nothing if not pragmatic. Then you happened.
"I did not realize it but we lived in a state of armed tension, each of us carefully avoiding each other. We ate separately and she stayed upstairs. She never brought anyone home, ever. But when she met you, something shifted. I didn't know it at the time but one of those nights you, when you were outside, and, and you ate her, she came inside and we, we had a conversation. I was so relieved, so hopeful but then you quit coming around and she went back to being cold and angry.
"Then I saw you the other night and she was back to mellow, back to talking to me. I have waited six months for my daughter to forgive an honest mistake and for her heart to mend. Now, now she sends me you and she has not had sex with you at all." The woman began to shake but it wasn't from the cock she was driving into her body with such consistent pressure. Well, maybe that had something to do with it.
She bowed over me and I released her hips and let her lay down on me. I began to rock her and she let me, lying, full of cock, still massaging me with her velvet interior, god, it had to be conscious. If that clutching tension in her cunt was natural, god, this woman was a national asset and if her daughter had the same talent I was applying to get a second cock! God, but it felt good. If she kept it up, I'd put her on her back and make her scream.
After a few minutes of this sort of penetrative cuddling, she lifted up, eyes glittering and filled with something she struggled to put into words.
I don't know what Mrs. Hamilton was going to say but at that moment my phone rang. I heard it yowling in the front room. Given all the balls I had in the air, not all of them mine, I needed to answer it. She sloughed off onto her back and I scrambled out to the living room and found where I'd left it plugged in. It occurred to me on the way out I might should have checked it before I took Mrs. Hamilton's sensual offering and had her for supper.
I got to my phone just as it went dark. I saw it was D. Debra calling.
I hit her back reflexively, without thinking about it. She answered immediately. "Sonny? Where are you?"
"What do you mean?" I asked, suddenly on edge.
"You got my message, right? That our rehearsal got delayed. We blew a sound board last night and, well, we called it for the night while they got it fixed. It wasn't ready till this evening, so they delayed practice. Want to pick me up?"
I stared at my phone. "Message?" I asked vacantly, my body going completely cold. Mr. Happy disappeared in a puff of pussy vapor.
"Yes. I, uh, I left it with your sister. I didn't get your phone at all."
"My sister?"
"Not that one. Another one. Georgia? Is that her name. I think that's who she said she was."
"Oh." I said as neutrally. "Right. Right, she, she told me." Not. Bitch. Shit. Fuck, fuck and fuck me!
"Tonight?"
"Can I get back to you?"
She went silent.
I felt the Titanic hit the iceberg. I rallied. "Kidding. Kidding. Can I pick you up?"
The pause felt glacial. Finally, "Sure. Pick me up."
"Are we still on? For tonight I mean?" I had that awful feeling that the stars were aligned, lined up behind me to butt fuck me till I squealed like a pig getting his nuts cut. I had the feeling I should just beat a meat retreat and call it good but life doesn't always allow good sense to dominate. If you even know what that is and can tell the difference, it sometimes just leaves you clueless and wandering in the desert with a paper compass. Fucker.
"Sure. Of course, Sonny. Why wouldn't we be?"
I stuttered but realized I was blathering to a dead phone. She'd hung up. "See you in fifteen." I said to myself. I looked up and realized I was staring at Mrs. Hamilton. My phone in my hand showed two messages. Just two. Jeeze, I felt slighted. I put it on speaker and played it. Dori, wrapped in a warm terrycloth robe crept closer like a cat sneaking up on a bathing bird. She listened to the message.
"Sonny. D. Debra here. I am so sorry. Rehearsal has been rescheduled for tonight. I can't meet you at six. Would you pick me up? I'll call when I am done. Please answer your phone. I am really looking forward to this, finally. I have made you wait long enough. I had to get over something. I did. I have. I am. I am ready now, really. No bullshit. Call me. Bye."
She had made me wait long enough, I had to agree but now, now I had fucked the unicorn.
I looked at Dori and my bare cock hardened and rose up, waving at her. She caught the movement and stared at it as he rose to full erection. She looked up at me. She looked bleak, horrified. "Oh god, Sonny, you are such a sweet man." She put out a hand and clasped my cock, taking my compliment literally.
My phone rang in my hand and I jumped. Her hand tightened on my cock and I thought I was going to see the roots but she released me before doing damage. It was D. Debra.
"Sonny? How soon can you be here? It's fucking cold outside and they are locking the doors."
"Fifteen, twenty minutes?"
"Fine. And Sonny, its all right. I, I'm just tired. Please come get me, have me, take me." Her mother's hand found my now really hard cock and squeezed, the nymph.
"Ten." I muttered and hung up.
"Oh Sonny, what are we going to do? We have made a mistake."
I was happy she did not say "horrible mistake". I shook my head. "I don't know." I walked back to the bedroom and started dressing, with ever increasing urgency.
"Does she know about me?" Dori asked from the doorway.
I shook my head. "I don't think so. I can have someone vouch for me. I'll work that out." I saw a light far down the railroad tracks. I hoped it was the light at the end of the tunnel, the glimmer of an idea that would salvage this. My cock got hard. Goddamn the little shit, it was a good idea and I was getting his approval. My intent, I realized was to have them both. Possible? I wanted to find out.
I looked over at Mrs. Hamilton. I gestured to her to come closer and she did sitting beside me on the bed. I leaned over and kissed her. "You are a sexy woman. I, I have an idea, how to unfuck this situation."
She smiled bleakly. "Unfucked? That isn't like going back to being a virgin, is it." A statement, not a question.
I shook my head. "Listen Mrs. Hamilton, the only way we fix this is if we get D. Debra to share you with me. Then, the how and when can best be forgotten."
"Share me? I am pretty sure I have just been shared. Yes, definitely, I have been well and truly shared!"
I ignored her impish little smile. God, I felt that swelling urgency in me again and for a nickle I'd have banged her again. "If I can get her to agree to anytime and any place with anyone I chose, then I just need to get her to offer you up."
"Oh my, if, if this wasn't that, do you think it is possible?"
I stood up and pulled on my pants. "If she doesn't find out about this, maybe. It is worth a shot."
"What if I just admit what I've done. This was all my doing!"
I shrugged, getting my pants in order, which was a trick. "Well, Mrs. Hamilton, the dick fit. Do you blame the pussy or the dick. I think this is a case of shared responsibility but Mrs. Hamilton, I think if you let me handle this for you, maybe we can figure a way out of it."
The look on her face was tragicomic. A flash of lust followed by guilt, then a calm acceptance tinged with horrified shame. She nodded. "Okay, Sonny. If, if you can fix things with my daughter, I'll do what I can to help. I, I don't think we can do this again, though, do you?"
A fleeting look of regret shadowed her eyes, which gratified me. I shook my head. "No. Not till your," I was going to say "daughter" but hesitated, unwilling to believe her story and take it for granted that fucking them both was a real possibility. "You're probably right."
I regarded the woman for a moment, one shoe on and one in hand. "I, I might need you to do some things. I, you, you might not want to."
She lifted her chin just like D. Debra did. "I'll be happy if you find a way to help me make things right with my daughter. This will not help." The gestured at me. "I'll do nearly anything to fix it."
"She is sharing some of my friends. She has been teasing me so I demanded that she have sex with my friends since I was just a tongue to her."
"Oh my."
"Yeah. I might need you to join in, somehow. I am not sure yet how to make this work. I'll see." I sounded more confident than I was. My main approach to disasters like this was to admit the truth and work with the results rather than trying to keep track of lies that made less and less sense as time goes along. I am simpleminded. I have enough trouble keeping track of reality, much less confusing things with stories I can't keep straight.
Dori blinked a time or two? "Doing your friends? She's doing your friends?"
"Sort of like that. I, we, if I can get her to offer you to them or me, then maybe we end up here anyway but in a way that doesn't seem like we...." I petered out.
"Are such shits?"
I nodded. "Something like that." I agreed.
Mrs. Hamilton nodded. "Okay. I, I can do a lot to make things right with my daughter. Really. But I don't think we should plan on doing this again. I mean, god, Sonny this was great but now...."
I nodded feeble agreement, agreeing with her logic but not the conclusion. My cock admired my circumspection, still into her, or wanting to be. I knew in my tiny little Grinch heart, I agreed with my cock. I was dressed. "I better go.
She nodded. I hesitated at the bedroom door, feeling the oddness of that moment. I said something really stupid. "We can but, but not till, I, not until after I get into D. Debra." I stopped, realizing I was sharing my plans with the mother in the picture.
Dori nodded and smiled wanly. "I understand. This, I thought, you thought, oh hell, we thought it was okay. In what universe was this okay? Ever?"
I grinned. "In mine, Mrs. Hamilton. In mine."
She lit up and the clouds passed and she smiled, surprising me with the brilliance of her mood. "Mine too, Sonny. Mine too."
I left her like that and drove to the campus theater where they were rehearsing. I dialed D. Debra and she came skittering out on the snow covered walks and thumped into the car. She was giggling when she got into the car. She felt something odd about my mood and the giggles fell away like shattered ice icicles.
"Sonny? What's the matter?" Then she sniffed the air, like a wolf shopping for dinner.
I cracked like an egg in the microwave. All my resolve to prevaricate and dissemble and all the other things that make for good plots in bad movies eluded me. I just couldn't do it. I'm weak, I admit it, too weak to lie to get pussy. Should that be a virtue? It felt like a character flaw in that span of time when I hesitated and she stared askance at me.
"I, D. Debra, I have something to tell you."
She shrank back like I was admitting to being gay or something.
"Dee Dee," I said, "I didn't get your message. My sister, Georgia, she is pissed at me for, well, for a sibling conflict, a twisted sort of rivalry if you must know and she didn't give me your message. My phone went off and I didn't notice till, well, until after I got to your house."
D. Debra's head turned slowly. Her eyes glittered in the angular gloom, like ice crystals catching starlight. "My house?" Her voice sounded vacant, like she was drugged or was just finding out everyone forgot her birthday.
I nodded. "I thought, D. Debra, I thought you stood me up. On purpose."
She turned her head to look out the windscreen again. "You thought I was teasing you some more." A statement, not a question, bleakly stated like a winter wind.
I got a sick feeling in my gut. I had to go on. "It was just too much, so, so when your mother made a pass at me...." I wanted to avoid blaming her mother and realized I just had, but shit, I was pretty sure I was innocent till I put my dick in her. To that point, anyway, I was just a bystander. Well, maybe my tongue was over the line when it went deep into her. So I was sort of dodging responsibility for boning Dori Hamilton but shit, when I put it like that, even I don't believe me. A man owns up to what he's done and by god I did fuck Dori Hamilton.
"You Fucked Dori." D. Debra spoke the words slowly. "I was going to go through with it. I was."
"Dee Dee, listen...."
"Don't call me that." She said harshly, her voice became rough, rasping like she smoked two packs a day since three days after conception.
"D. Debra, listen, she, she thought that you'd sent me to her, because you hadn't had sex with me yet, she thought, because of, you know, what is going on with you two, that you were trying to make things right with her, between you. She thought it was a setup and I thought, I thought you were just teasing me and I was sure this was the real thing and when it wasn't, when Dori took off her shirt, I, well, I decided, I decided...." Suddenly, I was face to face with my own shadow, that part of me that could be subverted into the basest motivation for an action. I couldn't tell D. Debra Hamilton that her mother tasted like she does, that I suddenly had my hands on a woman who wanted me inside her and she smelled and kissed like D. Debra did and her skin...my mind muddled into a morass of self-loathing.
"You decided to fuck her to get back at me. Took you long enough. I kept waiting for you to be, to be that guy, the one who wouldn't let me get away with this shit and now, wow. You fucked my mother. What did she tell you? How did she justify riding off into the sunset with you inside of her?"
"She, well," I hesitated. I couldn't tell if there was shit seeking a fan and if I moved that'd be me or if something else was happening. D. Debra had filled in several blanks while I was stuttering like she knew what I was trying to say and that confused me.
"She said, she said you two had been sharing men. Her men, your men, for a while, till, I don't know, like last summer. I got the idea that she sort of enjoyed fulfilling a man's fantasy about having a mother and her daughter, particularly when they looked like you two. She, she said you two competed, fucking Olympic trials and the guy in the saddle was lucky till, well, she said you fell in love last year. He was, I guess he was a virgin and reluctant to be sexual outside of marriage. She fucked him and he disappeared. I'd guess the poor guy was guilt ridden and went to a nunnery. Well, okay, not a nunnery where they keep nuns but the other thing, an abottry or whatever they call it where monks go to not fuck women. A monkey house, no that's not right. Christ, I'm really fucking this up."
I ducked my head, bumping my forehead on the steering wheel hard enough to make my ears ring.
D. Debra just waited, staring straight ahead. It had begun snowing. The chill was eking into the car.
"She said she didn't realize what was happening with you, that you didn't even know you fell in love with him. She didn't realize till Gabe got on top of her that he didn't know what he was doing, that he was, that he'd not had sex before with a woman. She knew something was wrong and when he disappeared and you were inconsolable, she figured it out. She said you quit with her, quit the team, so to speak. She was devastated and struggled to find a way to make it all right with you. She said when I appeared, you talked to her then it stopped and then it started again. D. Debra, I know she is upset about this. It was an honest mistake on her part. I, it was my fault. I shouldn't have but I did because I'm a...." I stalled, not wanting to sort through all the possible words to use to name me at that moment and select the perfect one because if I picked the wrong one, I was screwed. D. Debra helped me out, the kind soul.
"A motherfucker?"
I swallowed hard, the flitting panic meant that somehow she understood I was boning all the women in my family but my brain's survival instinct kicked in and insisted she had no way to know that. Unless Chris mentioned something but he wouldn't. Tawny surely wouldn't. Finally I realized she wasn't talking about my mother, she was referring to hers.
"Did you tell her, about us? I mean, about me having sex with your friends?"
I nodded. I realized I had lost control of my body and hoped that she didn't see that in the gloom but she turned to stare at me, eyes glittering in the odd darkness.
"I told her everything I know and what I understand, which is considerably less than the facts I know. Now, maybe I understand a little more." I had the pressure to keep talking but all the big consonants got crosswise in my throat and I couldn't speak. I shuddered, the flush of adrenaline made me shake.
"Take me home." She said, her voice low but level. Firm but not angry.
I think I wanted anger. Not this even coolness. I felt like a stiletto was tracing a line down my neck. What if I needed to sneeze? Still, I obeyed and started the car. We rode in silence.
"Did you tell her about me and your sister?" D. Debra asked after a while.
"No. I volunteered no details. Why?" I asked out of cat-killing curiosity.
D. Debra ignored me.
I pulled up to her house. She opened the door and got out. I left the car running. She bent into the car and glared at me.
"You don't get off so easily. You need to come inside. Please. Don't run away now. We can't do this, this way. You fucked her, now you have to face her, us, me at the same time." She grunted, like an aborted chuckle wrapped in fatalistic sarcasm. "I didn't want her to meet you because, because I knew, or feared she'd try to fuck you but I didn't really think you'd fuck her. Come inside, let's get this settled. I won't sleep tonight if we don't and I have a midterm coming up in Fluids this week."
So very practical.
I turned off the car. She slammed her car door and strode to the entrance to the house but waited for me to come around before she moved. She waited till I was close behind her then she turned to me.
"She lied. About it all. That's what the fucking bitch does. She lies. About everything. Her. Me. Us. We never shared a man, never. That was all bull. Maybe her fantasy, but not mine. She fucking hates to see me happy and the first opportunity to fuck you came along and she mounted you like you were a tampon." D. Debra smiled. The falling snow felt warm by comparison. "Wrapped up like a douche another roamer in the night."
I cleared my throat. "That's, ah, wrapped like a deuce, which is a sort of car, I think or may be a dual carburetor is what they mean, when you are about to street race and you rev..."



"Shut up." She almost said something else, she leaned towards me than stopped. She wore her luscious amusement like approval.
For a moment I bathed in the light of her smile because it seemed so genuine, so warm, I swear she had a golden aura around her. I was mistaken. A moment later, as her head turned in the light , I saw the hard, malevolent glint in her eyes. It was hard, like onyx and forbidding. I got a chill up my spine.
"Now you must choose. Her or me. Come on."
Reflexively I followed her into the house. My skin was all about running fast and far away. My fucking cock was like a hound dog on a trail, baying for more pussy. I realized when I saw the startled look on Dori's face when she saw us, that my cock was going to be no help. The little genius would take either mother or daughter, or both. Choose? Only greed made that a bad deal and I try not to be greedy. I don't throw fish back once I catch them, though. Choose? Between Dori Hamilton and D. Debra Hamilton? Fuck me! Just when I needed a little discrimination the fucker got all PC on me! He wants both. Christ!
"Dee Dee. Oh, who's this?"
"Drop it mom. He told me everything. I know you mounted him. Another trophy for Dori D. Hamilton's career as a cunt, mounted on your pussy wall, a candidate for your hall of cum."
Dori looked like she'd been slapped. "Honey, please...!" Her eyes shifted to me. "You told her? How could you?"
"Memory mostly and a good vocabulary." I muttered, louder than I intended really.
D. Debra looked back at me and smirked, almost smiling at my malapropism. I think she appreciated my creativity even if it was actually just a huge booger. My cock was distracting me from good sense and normal human survival instinct. I had no real sense of the danger my balls were in and Mr. Cock did not care.
"Mom, fix us drinks why don't you. Something strong. This won't take long, I think."
"What? What won't take long."
"Bourbon, no rocks. It's winter. One for us both. You can have whatever you want, apparently." She looked at me and pointed at a chair at the end of the table facing the kitchen. "Sit."
I'd have fetched if she threw a stick I'm pretty sure. I was happy I wasn't sitting where I was when Dori offered me salad. God, now I have a whole new metaphor. She offered salad and I accepted, fresh with no dressing.
D. Debra sat where I'd sat when I ate her mother. Dori sat down three glasses and poured for her and D. Debra but looked at me. "You legal? I don't want to get in trouble for dispensing alcohol to a minor."
D. Debra smirked. "You fucked him. I am pretty sure letting him have a taste is the least of your worries at this point."
Dori looked scared. "You, are you a minor? Please don't be a minor!"
I glared at D. Debra, then looked back at Dori, er Mrs. Hamilton. "I'll be twenty-one next month." I liked seeing the relief on the woman's face but then resented it. I shave, have hair on my balls and everything. A little anyway, I really thought it should be obvious. I am a man, not a tampon although the similarities are impressive sometimes.
Dori sat down across from her daughter.
"He has to choose, mom. You or me. Understood? Either you fuck him or I do. He's mine, or he's yours. I am done sharing with you."
D. Debra slipped right there but I didn't fully integrate it till later.
I thought Dori was going to get all sheepish and ashamed but she stuck her tits out and negotiated like the woman she was. "So? Really? No more seducing the men I bring home?"
The lie and the liar was clear to me now. I wondered if anyone else noticed.
"When was the last time I did that?"
"You started without notice and quit without notice. Yes, no! Let's fuck, no, don't fuck him, fuck this one but not that one. How the hell am I supposed to keep up? How am I supposed to know what the fucking rules are? The rules about who you fuck and who you don't? Sonny here, he's been tonguing you for how long and you didn't fuck him? How much sense does that make? I figured you were bringing me a gift, a little dick before you had him yourself, but no, his dick isn't little."
Okay, I preened a little. I did. I couldn't help it. Does that make me shallow? Well, boo who, if you aren't little you can't be shallow!
"You think you get to make all the rules and Mommy is suppose to suck and fuck to fit them? I am pretty sure I didn't raise you to think you are a fucking princess."
The words were harsh but her tone was even, cool, even reasonable, like they were discussing the sale down at Dillard's or something.
D. Debra nodded. "I deserved that. Listen, about Sonny, I have been fucking with him. I have. I know I have and I did it intentionally. I, I guess I was scared to let you meet him and scared to let him have what he wanted, hell, what I wanted because I feared this would happen. I'd end up trying to win him away from you and I could not stand that idea. God, Mom, I liked him. I like him, I mean. Sonny is good guy, twisted in ways I have not yet figured out but he, Mom, when he kissed my breasts, I had an orgasm and that never happens. Well, not usually. Okay, but not that consistently. Did he make you come when he kissed your boobs?"
I felt dizzy. This conversation was beyond surreal.
Dori drained her drink and looked over at me. "She says you have to choose. Do you want to choose? Or shall we work it out and let you know?"
D. Debra drained her glass and pushed back from the table. I realized the two women had been sitting straight in their chairs, like negotiators at a labor dispute. I was still trying to figure out who was management and who was labor. Did it matter? I was the pie they were slicing up.
"This is not a negotiation." D. Debra announced, like speaking made it so.
Bitch read my mind. I'll tell, you, that made me nervous. I was ready to go make a tin foil hat.
"Sit down, Dee Dee." Dori's tone was pudding smooth but her eyes flashed.
"Not this time, Mom." She looked at me. "Choose, Sonny. Now."
Mr. Happy was hard as a rock. Fuck me, I guess he liked being fought over. I had a notion to mention the winner was going to clip him off and stuff him in a jar but just the thought made me skittish.
"Sonny?"
"What?"
"Choose."
"Choose what?"
D. Debra rolled her eyes. "Aren't you paying any attention?"
"To what?" I asked, honestly. I had been listening, really, I just like getting color commentary, like interviewing the coach at halftime, like ESPN does all the time. Fuck, I hate that. Particularly when his team is getting its ass kicked. Leave the poor fuck alone. It's a little like asking a Christian if being eaten by a lion met expectations.
"Jesus, Sonny. You can't have both of us." D. Debra said.
"Why not? Oh, I know. Because I've only had one of you and, Miss Hamilton, it wasn't you."
She blinked a little at me but then came around the table and stood looking down at me, past the crest of her great fucking tits. "I am going up stairs, Sonny. If you want me, come up to my room. If you don't then she's all yours. After tonight, though, its her or me. Not both. Fuck her and I'm done, closed, out of business, off the menu."
"I get it. Shut off the thesaurus. Don't be wasteful."
Mr. Happy started to pout. I felt that panting panic clutching my gut. I realized my little lizard brain actually did want them both, though I had no idea how I was going to manage that. Suddenly I had that cool, luscious feeling the I was and all I had to do was not give up and run out into the night and make snow angels naked. I just needed to breathe and stay tuned in. God, but D. Debra Hamilton has great tits. Shit. Focus, Sonny!
D. Debra stepped around me and walked to the stairs. She turned before she mounted the first step, a tease to the last. "Mother, if you don't let me have him this time, I'll move out. I will. I can't share with you any longer." She turned away from us, pointed her tits at the stairs and mounted them, disappearing before either Dori or I spoke a word.
I looked at Dori. She looked at me. She shrugged a little and drained her bourbon.
"I guess that's that." She said.
"Who's what?" I asked.
"She's going to have sex with you. All you have to do is choose her. Not me."
"What if I don't wanna?"
"What? Choose? Or choose her?"
I shrugged. I shrugged again. "Your daughter is being a little condescending, don't you think? She hasn't spread her...self around, at least she hasn't been that generous with me." I shrugged again, but it was more of a jerk to release tension. I looked at Dori. She stared at me. I had been inside of her a couple hours ago and she had been happy about it, a couple hours ago. Now she had the look you get when you bite into a big dill pickle after a swig of your milk shake. Fuck.
Then it struck me, like a fish hitting a farsighted seal in the kisser. I spoke my epiphany. "You won't fuck me any more even if I do choose you, will you."
Dori looked away then. "I can't Sonny. I, I never meant for this to happen. If you hadn't told her...."
I held up my hand. "Lying is for beds. Truth is interesting enough for me. If I want artificial drama, I'll go to the zoo."
"Zoo?"
I didn't want to explain. "Movies, then. I ain't lying about this to either of you. Just tell me, if I chose you, would it be a choice? I mean, is it really possible for me to have you like this?" I give Mrs. Hamilton a lot of credit, she sat silently staring at her empty glass for quite a while. Finally, she looked over at me, her blue eyes twinkling and glinting.
She shook her head. "You're right. We just met and you're asking me that. That's easy. I, I can't do that. I know this isn't fair but its Dee Dee or nothing. I couldn't do that to her. Not now. Not like this."
I nodded. I stood up.
"Sonny. Wait."
"Why? Did I forget something?"
"Sonny, listen, don't be too hard on her. I need to tell you something. I won't take long because she is waiting for you and if I know my daughter, she is ready for you and I mean that exactly as it seems." She smiled a pale smile, like I viewed her through cellophane.
"Sonny, when she was first on her own, a couple years ago when she was nineteen, it was after her first year of college. She was working hard. She had a fantasy about getting out on her own, making enough money to leave here and give her father the finger and me too. She was figuring out how expensive real life is, I coddled her a little I guess. My ex always said so and I guess I did. So she was working and half way through the summer she realized making pizzas wasn't going to get her nearly enough cash to leave the house much less pay for college.
"She got really upset, depressed and then suddenly it seemed like she was over it. I understood the import what happened somewhat later. She'd gotten onto Bob's List and gotten what she called a 'gig'. She'd found a listing for an escort that she said later described her to a T, like they had her picture and asked for her. It was five guys in town for a baseball game or a conference or something. They were younger, mid-twenties and were just starting out in business together. They wanted to hire a woman for the weekend.
"D. Debra told me they sat her down and told her they wanted to share her, to be partners and see how they reacted having the same woman shared between them all. It was a sort of test, to see how they reacted when the bra came off and they had to share and share alike even when it couldn't be alike. She couldn't be the same to all of them at once. They wanted to have sex with her, together, as a test of their compatibility as partners. They offered her enough money she could have moved out and paid for a semester of college. They wanted her to have sex with them all weekend. She told me later what happened to her. They asked her if she would and told her exactly what to expect and that was everything.
"She told me they did it all with her and to her. Five men all used her sexually. When she got home Monday morning, I was worried but had decided to get to work and call her later in the day. We were still negotiating the terms of her independence while living with me. When she got home, I was just leaving for work. She looked like a crack whore. Her clothes were torn and her hair was mussed, no, she had cum in her hair. She smelled like sex.
"I was horrified but she just smiled. She told me no, they hadn't hurt her. She looked at me like she was drunk on her feet and smiled. She said she loved it. She couldn't believe what it was like being used like that, by five men, all at the same time. They never left her alone. Hours of attention. They fucked her one after the other and then together, ass, mouth and pussy. They petted her and caressed her. They gave her a full body massage, all at once. She said she had orgasms till she lost count and then a dozen more. She smiled at me and told me she lost count at forty-seven. She said she loved it, she couldn't imagine anything being that wonderful again. She wanted to do it again, to have five men fuck her that way for three days till she was too tired to think, and too aroused to resist.
"She told me she couldn't do that, ever again. She said, if she did, she'd never finish school and her life would be over. She said she could never surrender to that monster inside of her because if she did, it'd possess her and she'd do nothing but fuck till her tits dangled to her knees and her pussy would park three Cadillacs. She said, 'Mom, I have to be careful. I can't let that go again. If I do, I'll never stop. I love fucking too much!' I believed her. It was like she had a fever.
"She, I gather she has been teasing you but I think it is because she has been seeking that same high, a way to have what she got again. She did it through self-denial. She wasn't teasing you really, I mean she was but not because she is a tease. My daughter is not a cock teaser. She just wants to have the same passion she felt when five guys took her over and over again when she has sex. That has haunted her because it simply isn't possible."
"But it was, when she did it with you?"
Dori's face clinched, she flinched as though I flicked a booger at her. She shook her head. "That, that was different. I think she, I think we both experienced sharing a man more through him than as a matter of our own gratification. Those guys we fucked together, they were ecstatic and I mean not in an orgasmic sense, like they had just won the lottery or something. Having us both right there gave them a thrill that had less to do with sex and everything to do with finding out that fantasies do come true. Several times they just came all over and we had to coddle them a little to get them to fuck us. The idea of doing us, a mother and daughter who wanted to fuck him that badly, it was just too much."
"I bet I could handle it." I interjected, just to be sure I wasn't getting lumped together with those other losers.
Dori smiled a wan smile. "I am sure, but Sonny, my daughter is trying to make sex a stupendous thing for herself and she is using you to do it. I think she was doing the 'not till marriage' thing as a way of teasing herself."
"Like Christmas. All the waiting is usually better than the actual time when you get to open presents."
"Exactly. You don't always get what you want but the anticipation is so lovely. Dee Dee has been trying to get back to that moment but it scares her as much as she wants it. Wanting it, that is worse for her. I mean, she just can't release herself to her passions. That is something you gain with maturity, how to channel your passions and covet them and release them as and when they will give you the greatest thrill. She's learning that and I wanted her to learn it with me, here, where it is safe and I could, well, I could try to help anyway. I seem to have screwed the pooch this time, haven't I?"
I sat back down.
"So you see, when, when things happened between us, I guess I thought I was helping, keeping her close so that I could rescue her if she lost control or something. This situation isn't her fault. Not really. She is trying to keep control of her own body and if she relaxes, if she relents and gives into her own passion, then, well, you can guess what would happen."
"Hooker." I muttered, like I had any right to judge.
Dori nodded. "I don't want that for my daughter. I felt the same way when I was young but I got pregnant right away and my life went an entirely different direction. I was lucky, my mother and my sisters counseled me and I married the man, her father and we stayed together to raise her. We did a good job and now that she's grown, he goes his way and I go mine. I guess I am living out that urge now. It could have been me and I avoided it. Dee Dee is struggling to keep on her path, doing what she wants to be doing and I encourage her to enjoy sex, to use it and not let it use her. That is what you see now. Her using sex when she fears that at any time it might grab hold of her and never let her go. I think she confuses using sex for pleasure with using men for pleasure. It's two different things and she doesn't see that yet. She fears it might consume her and all of the rest of what life offers her would be consumed with it. I don't want that for her. So go to her. Choose her."
I stood up again. I was halfway upstairs when I realized I'd chosen D. Debra without making the decision. Dori made it and I sort of hated that. I decided choosing Double D Hamilton was not a bad option. Finally, I was going to get between her loving legs. I really could compare mother and daughter and see if they felt and tasted and fucked the same. I got confused. I was at the top of the stairs staring at the doors of the upstairs when I realized I didn't know where I was going. I opened a door and found a dark guest room. I looked for lights under the doors and saw it. I knew where D. Debra awaited me.
Suddenly I was caught up short by a thought. D. Debra said her mother was lying. What if this was all a lie? D. Debra lied. Maybe Dori was lying but why? Suddenly it was not so clear who I should pick. Then another thought jumped me like a Chimpanzee mistaking me for a banana. Where did the women get off? Forcing me to choose? My cock voted then, insisting that having this mother and daughter was the cat's meow. Oh bother.
Then, like in so many similar situations, things came really clear for me. Okay, yes, I am a little slow sometimes. I saw the big picture, though I was again a bit fuzzy on the details. I opened the door to her room with a jolt of adrenaline that comes from wondering what is going to happen next in a good movie. Only I was in the movie.
Her room was elegant and chic but mature and functional. Neat, neater than mine by a long shot and I had about a tenth of the stuff a woman needs to keep heart and soul functioning.
D. Debra sat on the bed petting a stuffed dog. She looked up at me. For the briefest of moments she appeared so young and fragile. That vanished and her eyes hardened.
"Shower, down the hall on the left. Go right I mean, its the next door." D. Debra sounded tired, distant, not at all flattered at my appearance, which gave me no little pause. "I don't want the smell of her on you when you mount me. It needs to just be us." She said, her voice a dull monotone. The tone changed. "Took you long enough. Was it that hard?"
Difficult. She meant difficult. I knew that but before I could stop myself, my hand rubbed over the arch of my hard cock in my pants.
D. Debra snorted and pointed at the door.
Any hope that this conjugation would be exciting for us both seemed beyond conception at this point.
I gave no effort to questioning her instructions but did as bid, hoping for towels and if possible a robe. I showered and even though I started shaking about half way through, I was leisurely. Maybe I wanted to keep her waiting or maybe I was waiting to see if Mommy Hamilton appeared and I could poke her in the shower again. Salad? Shower? God, this was getting ridiculous. Either way, I was hard as black ice the whole time. God, the shower hurt. I kept having to twist out of the way of the hard rain from the shower head.



So I got showered and wrapped an ill-fitting towel around my waist. No spare robe for the guest cock in the house, just a little shorty thing I would have worn but it was pink. I have my standards. So it was just a towel to saunter down the hall, like a lost Roman senator looking for the baths. My cock resisted being contained. I sauntered down to her door and stepped inside. D. Debra still sat on her bed. She saw me and stood up. She wore a robe and her hair was wet. She'd found another shower and undone the dirty as well.
"Close the door." She said regarding me through the wet tendrils of her hair, dark against the white of her perfect, glowing skin.
I closed the door. I felt a shiver go up my spine. I named it and then set it aside. I was playing the long game and could not get tangled up in labels. For now, I was doing as she instructed.
She stood up, pulling the pink robe around her, tight. Her breasts resisted the imposition and bulged invitingly, against the tight terry cloth robe. She walked to the dresser and shuffled through a drawer, straightening when she found what she wanted. She walked over to the bed and tossed something on the bed.
"Put them on." She said archly.
I approached, like I was sneaking up on a snake sunning in a strawberry patch. The things on the bed were fuzzy handcuffs. One was green and the other a harsh pink. It looked like someone had skinned and tanned a smurf. I put a hand in front of my eyes.
"God, Debbie, they clash. Why did you go disco when you bought hand cuffs?"
"I like disco." She said a little defensive. "When did you get all fashionista?"
"I'm not. But god, they clash."
"Put them on." She said. "On each wrist."
She did not seem happy. Fuck, I'd have thought choosing her would have meant something but I got a completely different vibe. She seemed disappointed and that seemed a little insulting. You're supposed to be disappointed after the guy comes on your tummy and goes to sleep before you come.
I stepped over to the bed and looked down on the handcuffs.
"Put them on." D. Debra Hamilton said, her voice lowering ominously, rather like that breeze just before a tornado drops out of the sky to TP the trees with your underwear.
I stared at the cuffs. "No." I said. The next few minutes were going to be tricky.
"What?" D. Debra asked. She tried to make her voice crack like a whip but it was limp with resignation. "Oh fine, I'll put them on for you."
I misunderstood. I thought this was going to be easy till she opened one of the cuffs and reached for my wrist. I jerked away. "No." I said.
"Why not?" She asked. She sounded tired but still, she seemed a little confused by my refusal.
"You put them on." I said. "I'm not the one that has been playing hard to get." I thought that sounded reasonable.
D. Debra stared at me, her eyes narrowed then. "You want me to put them on?" She said, as though the thought never crossed her mind.
I nodded. I felt like I was nodding too hard, like I was nodding with a head cold. It was tension. In for a penny, in for a pound our British cousins say. "I want you to put them on. I'll hook you to the bed, you know, so you don't get away this time."
She stared at me. "Oh, I don't think so."
"You lost the keys, didn't you?"
She smirked then showed me the release pin on the green cuffs. "See? Not really that difficult."
I smirked back and stepped around her and went to her dresser. The wood was blond like she was. I opened a drawer.
"What the fuck are you doing? Get out of there?"
"Got your little buzzy friend in here?" I asked moving to a second drawer.
"No. That's by the bed." She gasped a little. "Shit, Sonny, quit that."
I found what I wanted, a pair of long white knee socks with nice crisp elastic still in place. I moved over to her. I unfolded the socks and let them dangle in one hand. Time to make things right, once and for all."
"I choose you, Debbie." I said.
"Don't call me that. No one calls me that, no one ever has and no one ever will." The woman had a tell, I finally noticed. Her chin lifts when she's lying. All the times before when she was bending the truth to fit her purposes, that chin lifted a little. Wow, and I only noticed now!
"Debbie, listen to me. I have been willing to play along with you till now. That is over."
Something flickered in her eyes before they hardened. She stepped back. "What? What are you talking about."
"I promised you to my friends, or have you forgotten?"
"I, no, I haven't forgotten."
"What do you think? Are you going to renege on that?"
Her gaze flickered, like a light about to give up and burn out. "I, well, no, or I guess I hadn't really thought about it."
Something about her reaction suggested Mommy wasn't lying. Oh how things began to become clear to me. I love that feeling! "I made them a promise, the same one I made to you, that they'd all get a shot at D. Debra Hamilton. That's you."
"I know that's me."
"We agreed, hell, wasn't it your idea?" I forgot, to tell the truth. I waited.
"I, I guess I thought it was another way to tease you. If you hadn't gone along...." Her voice petered out like she ran out of breath. With lungs like hers, that seems improbable on the face of it.
"I have to confess something, Debbie..."
Her eyes flashed. "I said...!"
"I know what you said. You talk a lot but you don't always listen and you don't always hear. You might be a world smarter than me, I love a smart woman but it doesn't mean you understand everything you need to understand." I stopped speaking.
D. Debra Hamilton regarded me and did not speak.
I approved of her silence with a mere smile. I reached out for one of her hands. She let me pull at it and took a half step closer to me when the tension on her arm demanded it. I raised it and kissed the back of her hand. "I choose you, Debbie, but you need to understand something. I choose you. You don't choose me. You have to let me choose you but I want to tell you the whole truth and nothing but the truth. If I choose you, if, I say, if I choose you, you need to know what that means."
She blinked at me. "Get on with it. I'm going to need another shower in a minute, if you don't get to the point."
I nodded, allowing this demanding tone for the moment. I didn't really understand what she was saying. Did she mean she was sweating and would stink up the place or did she mean...oh. Oh! I was so sure of myself at that moment I was clueless. Wow. Had I known, I might have whiffed, like a football receiver dropping a perfect pass when he's wide open. I felt it, that certainty that everything was about to fit into a nice, neat logical package that would get Sonny fucked and well fucked all at once. It infused me with a surge of adrenaline because suddenly I knew I had her figured out just so.
"You need to have sex with each of my friends." I waited. Her eyes never left me. I think she sensed something, feeling the reality of what was about to be laid before her before it became real to her conscious mind and it robbed her of her will to speak, pulling away her breath. Or maybe it was just Christmas like anticipation.
"Debbie, I promised. You need to know something about these guys, about us; my friends, they are a close group and one of the things they tend to do is share things. If you fuck them one at a time, you'll be my sex object, a thing, Debbie." I paused. "Do you understand what I am telling you? You'll end up fucking them all together. I mean, they will want you at the same time." I smiled a little. "I am not kidding. They will take you at the same time, a cock in every hole. We call it the Airtight Express."
"Oh." D. Debra said, the syllable emerging as a wispy vowel.
"Yes. Oh. Are you ready to do that? I mean, you've been in bed with one man and your mother, how would you like to be used by five, six guys counting me and maybe a stray woman or two, all at the same time?"
"Oh." She said and this time it wasn't a full statement of understanding. It was an exclamation.
I played like I didn't understand that. "Yes. Oh. Say oh and ah and uh and when you are done with the little cheer leader chant, you'll find your body is completely full of cock. I am not kidding. You do this and I'll see you fucked in every hole. I promised and my friends, they're my friends and I keep my promises to them. Are you my friend, Debbie."
"Please, don't call me that. My mother only calls me that when I have been naughty."
"Debbie, you have used up my good will. I am pretty sure, what you have done to me can be categorized as being naughty." I made a show of staring at her body. I tossed the cuff in my hand onto the bed. I took firm hold of the sash on her robe and pulled her against me. She leaned away, eyes twitching back and forth.
"Debbie, when I make promises to my friends, I keep them. Are you my friend, Dorthy Debra Hamilton?"
She nodded, swallowing hard.
"I promise you, Debbie, you will be fucked by all my friends. If, if that isn't in your bucket, I mean on your bucket list, then, well, I don't think your mother has gone to bed and locked the door."
The mention of her mother seemed to snap her out of the haze. D. Debra shook her head. "Choose me, don't choose me, she'll still try to have you."
I noticed she didn't answer my question. "She said just the opposite. Choose her, don't choose her, she won't open up for business for Sonny any more. She said she can't do that to you."
D. Debra smiled one of those smiles we smile when we think no one is watching. "She wants you to resist, to put you out of reach so then she'll feel like she is robbing from me when she has you."
I untied the sash on her robe. She clasped it closed with her hands. "Wait. Sonny, wait. I, I realize you have chosen me but Sonny, I need something from you."
Here it comes, I thought.
"Two things, actually."
Oh fuck. "In exchange for what?"
She smiled a really warm, inviting smile that made me really nervous. "For me and my mother. We'll do you, we will. It, it might take some time to get us situated but we will. I will, I promise, as your friend and I keep my promises too."
Fuck me, Mr. Happy just about pulled something snapping back to attention. Porn with too much dialog sucks unless it is interesting. It just got interesting.
"So? What's on your mind." I pulled the sash apart and let it dangle from the loops. I moved my hands up to her wrists and pulled her arms aways from her robe. She stared at me as if in a trance. I opened the robe, exposing her breasts. I cupped them with each hand, feeling their downy weight in my palms and the hard scrape of her nipples on my skin.
"Oh god, Sonny, don't do that. I'll tip over." She giggled a little then and I think the sound disturbed her fog. "Listen, Sonny, you have to promise me something. If, if I do you friends, you have to own me. I mean, I have to be yours. You give me to them and I'll do them, like you agreed, because you agreed. I will, because I respect a man who keeps his word. I'll do them but you have to make it clear that you own me. When it is over, after they are done, D. Debra Hamilton closes up shop, folds her tents and returns to your harem. Deal?"
Harem? Shit, who has she been talking to? Surely that was unintentional, not related to my previous discussions with the MILF list. I had to know. "Harem? Just what are you suggesting?"
"I am no fool. I know you have other women. I know you want to share them with me, or is it me with them? Okay, fine, I lied when I said Mom lied. She told you just what has been going on. I did seduce every man she looked at twice there for a while and then we ended up taking turn with a few of them and they sort of got the full mother-daughter fantasy." Now D. Debra blushed and deep red like the wattle on a chicken.
D. Debra moved her hands up to grasp my wrists. I could not tell if she was trying to hold them in place, move them just so or push me away. I am not sure she knew. "I have gone down on my own mother, I admit it and yes, I liked it very much. She, she has skills. So do I, ask your sister."
"I intend to, now that I can't play like that never happened any longer." Yes, I was being a little disingenuous. Did me absolutely no good.
"That's the second thing, but first, are you okay with that? Owning me like that I mean? You have to keep them from ever asking that of me again. I demand that you be jealous and parsimonious with my body, doling it out only when it pleases you and restricting me to you and your cock the rest of the time. I don't want be fending them off and risk being the bitch to your friends."
Now who's being disingenuous? I grunted. That was easy to agree to but she'd not be strapped up in a chastity belt either. That much I knew.
"I have to be your girl, and I mean that in the most restrictive, possessive sense."
I nodded. "I got it. What's the other thing."
She looked like the cat that ate the canary. "Well, Sonny, before you get Mother and I at the same time, I want to see you with your sister." Now her hand tightened on my wrists, holding my hand firmly in place against her tits. "Before you say anything, you need to understand, you are asking me to have sex with my own mother. You have to balance things out by having sex with your sister."
I nearly jumped the shark right there. "Which one?" I asked. Now it may not seem like a perfectly dangerous question but think about it for a moment. If having sex with my sister wasn't somewhere on the radar, the first thing out of my mouth should have been "no fucking way" and then I'd have paddled her for even suggesting it. I didn't. The realization that I didn't jumped up and smacked me after the words left my lips and suddenly I was terrified. I don't know why. What could she do? I knew she'd had sex with her mother so, as far as outing us goes, we really did have the secret oath in our own little incestuous society already.
D. Debra did not notice. I could tell by her next words.
"If you want us, together, at the same time, you'll do this. For me, to make me feel, comfortable."
"You mean safe?"
She released my wrists. I responded by peeling the robe off her shoulders, shucking her naked like a oyster of its shell. She let it drop, puddling around her feet. My god, she was built to fuck. She did not hesitate. She got to her knees and unwrapped my cock. She wrapped one hot hand around it and bent it down. She looked it in the eye and then kissed the little crown. She sucked at the end and it seemed to slide into her mouth and completely out of sight with nary a huff or a puff from her. Down past the fluttering tongue, the broad pad cupping the shaft as it slid into her mouth. She sucked hard and I was embedded in her throat. She groaned around it.
"And you said I'd never feel this. God, I am feeling it now." I wish I'd just fucking shut up sometimes.
She pulled off my cock and looked up at me.
"Sonny, is it worth it? I mean, you have to see, let me see you have sex with your sister."
"Tawny, you mean?"
D. Debra grinned. "Yes but she might prove a reluctant client." She sucked my cock into her mouth again, seeming to have lost focus. She hummed as she sucked and then pulled back again. I really wanted her to finish the chorus.
"Sonny, listen, I know this is a lot to ask but look at this from my point of view. I, I am offering my mother to you, and to allow you to give me to your friends. Is it too much to ask you to let me watch you have sex with your sister?"
I should have said "yes" and smacked her, only it wasn't. In retrospect, maybe I should have been suspicious. Nothing ever came of it but what if she was testing me? At the time, I was just eager to let her know any price for her and her mother in the same bed with the same objective, that is with me as their objective was worth paying a lot for. I almost accused her of something but then decided to take another approach.
"Why should I do this for you? You need me. I can feel it. If I say no, I can still have you. That's what I think."
D. Debra kissed the end of my cock again and if I hadn't tried to drown him in her mother earlier in the day I am sure I'd have been hosing down the blush in her cheeks from the inside out. I had to find out why she used the word. "You said 'harem' before. I like that idea but that means you fuck when I say, where I say, how I say and if it comes to it, who I say. Right? I own you ass, mouth and pussy, right?"
"So long as you can make me climax, yes."
"So long as I make you climax." I agreed.
"Then yes, anytime, any place, any how you wish and if you want to hand me off as a party favor, I'll do that maybe, I will, I will but only if you promise always to be there and to take me away before they tire of me. You know that old saw about being a stand up comedian? Leave them laughing? With a woman owned and loaned, it is leave them hard. They should go home and fuck their own mothers after I am done. Right?"
Quite a choice of words. She sucked my cock down again.
A great shudder ran through my body. She felt it, her hands moved around and she clutched the cheeks of my ass and pulled me against her face. My cock disappeared into the tight confines of her imagination. The naked woman hummed as she sucked on my cock. Surely I looked like Einstein with his finger in a light socket.
D. Debra pulled off of my cock and struggled to her feet. Her wagging tits kept messing with her balance. And mine, for that matter.
She picked up first the lime green disco hand cuff and put it on and then the hot disco red one and put it on her wrist. Poor smurfs.
I took them off again. I was beginning to think ahead. I just had one problem and I was going to work that out right now. D. Debra watched, puzzled while I picked up the white knee socks I'd purloined from her dresser drawer and pulled one over each hand, covering her arms to the elbows. I could feel the curiosity bubbling in her, like she wanted to ask if this was some odd fetish and I liked fucking things with four legs but she kept silent.
I recovered each pair of cuffs and the light went on when she felt them snap into place over the socks on her wrist. No, the socks weren't to make her more comfortable, it was to make it more difficult if not impossible for her to escape the cuffs by herself. I leaned in and finally kissed her for the first time that night. She kissed me back. Her nude body melded with mine. We mashed my slick cock between us. I could tell she was brittlely aware of it but don't ask me how I knew, I just did.
The kiss seemed to go on forever. I kissed her passionately till she blew through her nose and wriggled free, panting.
"God, Sonny, you kiss with everything in the tool box. God, no wonder your tongue inside of me does what it does!"
I guided her onto the bed. I pulled each arm to the side of the king sized bed and fastened the cuff to the brass pole of the headboard. When I finished, she sat, arms spread, her tits surging up from the pose. I arranged pillows behind her and she finally relaxed back and regarded me.
"Do we have a deal?"
I didn't want to let on that she had negotiated hard to give me just what I wanted and already had. I steadied myself on the bed, standing on my knees with her thighs between my legs. I looked her right in the eyes. "If you want to see me have sex with my sister, I'll say this. I'll try. I will. I won't say now but someone has to go first and that is you."
She hesitated then nodded. "Okay. You, me and Mom but you are going to have to negotiate that with Mom too. We Hamilton's we don't give shit away for free."
I didn't think that'd be a problem.
"You fuck me, you fuck mom, you fuck us together, then you do your sister and then do her with me." Now D. Debra blushed again. "I mean, I think it will be easier to do her with me there, you know? Not quite so weird."



"Uh huh. Easy for you to say." I grunted. I thought about giving her a lick and a promise but decided I needed to go down and warm up Dori too. I could not be too long at the fair.
"Deal?" D. Debra pressed.
"Deal." I said, just to humor her. I almost laughed but didn't. I lifted up her legs, hooking my elbows under her knees. I bent her double. I wished I had an extra hand. I ended up lowering one leg, tipping her up and to the side. I used my free hand to bend my cock down and slip it deep into her. It was like fucking a bowl of pudding, warm, luscious, soft and gooey pudding. D. Debra cooed as I slid into her. I lifted the other leg again and holding her legs up, leaned forward.
My cock came free of her body. We needed a better angle.
I pulled her ass as far from the headboard as I could, allowing her to lay back a little. I rearranged us, pointed my cock at her pussy again and thrust into her, her legs raised high. I grasped hold of the headboard and thrust into her again. She levered her ass up, pushing her pussy onto my cock, flexing her legs as she did so, literally pulling herself up onto my cock.
"Oh god, Sonny." She grunted.
I was speechless. The pleasure was stupendous, flooding my body and filling my senses like night in the forest. Yes, I robbed that from John Denver, god rest his soul. D. Debra's body felt like John Denver's music. My mother loved his music and had it all on cassettes I listened to when I was a kid before we could afford a computer.
Focus.
"I thought I'd never have you." D. Debra panted. "Now, god, now you are inside me, I may never let you go."
I pulled out of her. D. Debra was panting after an orgasm and my departure converted her mad dash into a bumbling stumble.
"Sonny, what the fuck?"
She wasn't a natural at this. I could see I had some work to do and now, now that the screw had fully turned, I was going to turn it some more. I had to unscrew some things before I could screw her properly. I got off the bed, looking around the room.
"Sonny, what the fuck?"
I saw what I was looking for. Ear buds. I saw her purse and was pawing through it when she rattled the cuffs at me.
"Goddammit, Sonny, what are you doing?"
"Is your phone in here?"
"I think so, why?"
"I thought you might like some music." I said reasonably.
"While you fuck me?"
I found her phone. "What's your pass code?"
"6969." She said and then grinned. "While you fuck me?"
I got on the bed and sat on her thighs. I did want to be back inside of her. I thumbed through her play lists and found one labeled "workout" and started it playing. I could hear the down beat like jungle drums. "I am going to go fuck your mother. I want to be able to tell her you can't hear us and that when we finish, she is going to have to come up here and let you loose."
D. Debra looked puzzled and a little shocked. "Why?"
"Because, Debbie, you have been a naughty girl and now it is time to start collecting the interest on those accounts, the loans you took instead of accepting my deposits. If I'd made the deposits, I'd owe you and maybe you'd own me. As it is..." I shrugged.
Her face looked utterly astonished.
"Fuck you, you planned this."
I felt so proud, that she'd think that, not because I had. Like most of the pussy, I was just lucky enough to be there when the opportunity presented itself and the legs opened. I dived in, the water's fine!
I bent down and sucked one breast into my mouth, lashing it with my tongue. My god, the woman was built. Her body was the perfect machine for fucking. If I was going to design a woman, it'd be D. Debra Hamilton. If every woman was going to be the same, they'd all be like D. Debra but I like variety. I moved to the other breast. D. Debra was panting. She went from zero to sixty in half a dozen heartbeats. That told me something too, this evening had been arousing to her and now, now she wanted to come. I fit the buds into her ears and hung the phone beside her head on the headboard.
I looped my arms under her legs and lifted again. Her body opened, all resistance was gone. I entered her, this time with no hands. The connection seemed magnetic and my cock found her pussy and sank into her like the sun into the horizon. She moaned. I fucked her. She screamed and the orgasm rushed her, boweling her over. She strained at the cuffs, her socked hands writhing while her body bucked. Her legs tensed against me and I felt the tension in her release. I felt the interior muscles clamp down, her pussy chewed my cock, massaging it and for a moment, my orgasm approached but then receded. I dropped one leg, lifted the other, pinning it to her chest and lifted her. I felt her ass leave the bed. She swung against me, banging my cock into her with a gentla pendulum swing like England do. The feeling of gravity pressing her onto my cock again engulfed me. I clutched her leg, holding it high. For a big girl, D. Debra was very flexible. I twisted her a little and hammered into her over and over. The tight pliability of her body enthralled me. I clutched at her vertical leg, lifting her so I could fuck her. The strain throbbed through her.
She struggled and then came, bucked and screamed, much louder, I suppose so she could hear over the music plugging her ears. Her body thrashed in my hold and when I tightened and held her more firmly, it seemed to attenuate the concussion of it.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" She warbled.
She was peaking when I backed out of her and got off the bed. She watched in lank horror while I rummaged through her drawers again and found a scarf and a pair of hose. I tied them around her eyes. I pulled lose a bud. "So your mother knows that you don't see me leave naked. So she thinks you don't know that I fucked her."
I put the bud back as D. Debra was trying to nod. She was grunting and hissing but I finally got her ears plugged again. She collapsed back a little too completely and ended up hanging from her hands. I left her like that, struggling to get weight back on her ass. She looked funny, naked but for the socks on her hands. I gathered up my clothes and left her.
I padded down the stairs, starkers. Dori, sitting at the table watched me approach. She sat down her drink. "Is that her on you?" She asked, her voice lilting, disguising her emotions of the moment.
"Yes."
Dori's eyes rose to meet mine, a little bleary but otherwise searching and waiting.
"I want you. Now." I said softly.
"Oh god, Sonny, I can't."
"She said, she said after tonight, after tonight it was one or the other, so I can have you again, now." I said. "I don't want it to end like that, without, without having you one more time." I gestured at my cock. "I have been in your daughter. Now, now I want to be in you."
Mrs. Hamilton just nodded with a swallow. She licked her lips and dropped her eyes from mine to my cock, fixing on it so that she looked a little cross-eyed.
I grinned. She hadn't said no right off. "Suck me." I said, testing.
Dori got onto her knees and licked her daughter's film off my hard cock. Her tongue felt electric on my cock, sending thrills through me. Then she sucked that cock down into the flourishing pleasure of her mouth, taking it all in till her nose nuzzled in my pubic hair. Her neck, bare beneath her blond flip, worked as she sucked hard on my cock. I felt the response far down in me, deep away from her pulsing mouth. She groaned. The sound vibrated along the contact surfaces where her body met mine, tingling through that contact into the depths of me. I wanted her so badly.
I pulled free of her wondrous mouth and lifted her up. She wore the sweatpants again, still. I yanked them off her hips. She mewled. I turned her and bent her onto the table. I yanked down the sweatpants to her knees and the little string bikini, after. I gripped her ass peeled her open. Probing between her legs I found her pussy. I fingered her and found her overflowing.
"I haven't, I kept you in me. I like that feeling of a man's cum drooling out of me. I was savoring it, thinking..." She squealed as I thrust my cock into her. She spoke truly. She was slick, oiled by our earlier conjunction and entering her was like sliding into warm grease. The heat pulsed out of her like she was exhaling it. Her body tensed and she toppled over into a new climax. Her body bucked before me on the table, her voracious pussy pulled and pulsed around my cock. I ground into her, pressing against her lank legs and ass. She moaned, her head turned to the side on the table, her hands beside her holding to the edge. She secured her bent position, her body trembled with anticipation. I grasped her by the waist and drew my cock back from her interior. I hammered into her, feeling the rising flush of my orgasm flowing towards me brilliant but still diffuse like quicksilver spilled onto a carpet.
"We mustn't. You, you chose Dee Dee." Her voice reached me. There was no conviction in it. I swear I heard satisfaction.
I ground into her.
"No. Please. My daughter will know...."
"She won't. She is cuffed to her bed and she can't get loose even with the easy releases on the cuffs. I covered her eyes so she didn't see me leave. I put in ear buds and music. Scream your head off, she can't hear. You may need to go release her after I'm done with you." I said, consciously refusing to keep D. Debra out of this conjunction. I wanted the daughter in the mother's mind while I fucked her.
Dori moaned. I thrust into her. This time, her body bunched under me and she arched back, enveloping my cock with her pussy.
"Oh god, Sonny, I can't believe it. I think I can come again!"
I hammered into her, ramming my cock deeply into her body while she grunted and moaned, whispering approval but holding still while I used her. The thrill of her body swelled and broke over me like a growling wave. My orgasm exploded and I saw lights and went deaf. The squishing of my cock slashing through her pussy lips into the clasping core of her body, the sound damped and disappeared. I erupted. I crushed myself against her ass and pumped cum into her. I pulled her hard against me, my fingers dug into the flesh of her thighs.
For a moment I flashed on the fuller hips of her daughter, on how having D. Debra bent over a table beside us would feel, going back and forth between them and feeling the difference in their asses and the similarities in their clasping pussies. I had this in my grasp. I groaned and pulsed into her.
Dori bucked under me, finding her own orgasm and shaking with it while I surged and flooded her. I drooped over her, panting, quivering with the pleasure of this woman and feeling satisfaction from her below me, crushed onto the table but shivering with her private delight.
After a couple minutes, I backed out of her. I dressed. She did not move but lay on the table, while fluid flowed freely down her legs. I bent over her and kissed her cheek. She said nothing for a moment.
"There. I had you like that for the last time." I said, my voice rasping tightly.
She did not speak.
"If you say don't go, I won't."
Her head had been turned to the left, towards me though her eyes were closed. I could see them in the spray of her blond hair. She lifted slightly and turned her head to look away from me.
"Say it. Say you don't want me." I hissed.
She lifted her head and turned back towards me. Her eyes opened. "I don't want you." She whispered. "Not like this."
"How then?"
She closed her eyes, they had fixed on me but I wasn't sure she was seeing me. A trickle of our cum and bubbled out of her and streaked down her inner leg like a shooting star in the firmament of her fabulous body. I think she was just feeling that, not focusing on me at all. Her body fairly vibrated with her arousal.
"Go. Go, Sonny, before I change my mind."
I left her then, got in my car and drove home.
I got a mixed reception at home. People tried to talk to me but I was overcome by what had happened. I staggered upstairs and did my toilet in a daze. How much pussy can one man have in ten days, or two weeks? I was about to find out. If I had known, I might have run away.
Naw. There's no such thing as too much pussy. Well, that's what they say and I was about to put that to the test. I slept like the dead. The zing of fucking the Hamilton's was like caffeine in my blood. I vibrated all night long, dreaming of fucking one woman who kept changing from Dori to D. Debra and back again. I woke exhausted. I wondered if it had all been a dream. The dreams were about to start, or to continue. How much pussy can one man stand? Stay tuned.
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How Much Sex Can One Man Have? Part 1
There's an old joke I never really understood till this week. I mean, I heard, laughed but never really got it. It goes like this.
A young bull and an old bull are walking up a hill together discussing life as a bull, maybe the birds and the bees, I don't know. They get to the top of the hill and down below they see a whole bunch of cows having breakfast. The young bull gets all excited.
"Let's run down there and fuck us a cow!" He says.
The old bull looks at the young bull then at the many cows grazing in the valley below them. "Why don't we walk down and fuck 'em all." He said.
Fuck 'em all! If you haven't noticed, it seems like I get offered pussy the moment I meet a woman and well, I have a superstitious thought that if I turn one down, they all figure it out and the doors to pussy plenty close and quick. Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned...I guess I took that to heart. It isn't that I'm a slut. Nor is it fair to say I fuck every woman I meet. Meeting a woman and wanting to fuck her happens all the time, at least the urge to poke around and see what's what. You know, take off the bra and see how much appearance matches reality. Plus I have that curiosity that gets the cat in trouble, or in my case, gets me into the pussy. I just want to see what she looks like during a little orgasm, just to see if she still looks beautiful or sexy or eager to please and be pleased.
I just don't think loving women is a bad thing but this week, god, this week was going to put me to the fucking test. Literally. How much pussy can one man have and not lose his taste for it? I mean really! Can you fuck yourself to death? Usually, the dick loses interest first before you expire in a puff of pussy dust. I think the limp dick is a survival mechanism. The guys born without it fuck themselves to death and disappear. Only the really fecund ones keep swimming in the gene pool. This week, really closer to two weeks, my polite superstition (if she wants to fuck, fuck her, and never turn a woman down because once you do, the flow of willing pussy stops) was about to be put to the test. I was about to find out just how much pussy I could have and not blink out of existence. I didn't know that when I started. I didn't plan it that way but I only have myself to blame. At some point, the queue gets longer than you can manage.
Don't get me wrong, I did not give up and quit. Oh no. Nor am I complaining. I am just facing the real possibility that too much pussy is not an oxymoron. Naw. That's crazy. Just crazy talk. There's no such thing as too much pussy. Is there? This is my account of how I put that dictum to the test.
I lasted till Tuesday. Driving home from school I found myself pulling up in front of D. Debra's house. Mrs. Hamilton's face appeared in one window. Getting to that point in the week was an accomplishment, cluttered with pussy and dodges and weaves. I wanted to convince Dori she'd convinced me and see if she'd call me. Of course I did not really think that because if I had, I'd have realized I had not given the woman my phone number. That didn't mean she didn't have it it just meant I didn't give it to her. That distinction itself might prove a barrier to her admitting to herself she wanted another bit of stuff from Sonny. I wanted to see if she'd call or otherwise break our pact but I broke first. Getting to Tuesday meant I had to get through Monday though. That proved to have its own challenges.
Monday when I woke up, it was early but the females in the house, except for Norma Spilletti were rumbling around. Charm had to get to an appointment and they finally figured out she needed to rent a car. I showered, despite the hour and went down in just a sweat shirt and sweat pants.
I swear I had not planned anything. The open issue with Georgia was throbbing in the back of my mind. She was standing in front of the coffee maker, watching it gargle a new brew. I walked over behind her and lifted up her skirt. She wore pantie hose over panties. I stripped them down. She went stiff the moment I got close but when I touched her, she did not move or make a sound. She barely breathed. Charm sat across the counter from us sipping from a cup, watching us. Dalia was at the table.
I did not even speak. I bared Georgia's ass and fingered her between the legs. She groaned and bent over slightly, granting me better access. No one spoke. I fingered her pussy for a minute till I felt the little bit of lubrication that indicated some minimum response. Her breath rasped on her teeth. I pulled my sweat pants down and bent my now perfectly hard cock down to meet the lips of her pussy.
Georgia pushed the coffee maker back against the wall and bent onto her elbows, widening her stance. I entered her, pushing the head of my cock inside her body. She quivered and responded by pushing back, shoving herself onto my cock. I gripped her hips and pulled back and slammed forward. My sister groaned and shivered as I penetrated her, her hips twitched back and forth. Out and in a few times and I was buried deep inside her, her hips rumpled against me, and her skirt flipped up over her waist. With her panties and hose around her thighs, she could not maneuver, so she merely stood still, bent over the counter while I fucked her.
The detente in our house was over.
She finally lay flat on the counter top while I thrust into her from behind. Her body was waking up, responding and I felt the throbbing need emanating from her like a magnetic field, twisting and turning the ions in my body. All I did was chase the ghost of my orgasm.
I was nearly awake when I caught it. I began to come, pumping Georgia's pussy full of cum. She gasped and moaned as I ran down. I stood behind her, panting, trying to remember my name.
Charm sipped her coffee.
Dalia had not moved.
The smell of sex mixed with coffee and the residue of sausage and eggs in the air.
I looked over at Dalia and slowly withdrew my cock from our sister. Georgia's pussy slurped as I withdrew from her, like it was inhaling as I exited.
Dalia regarded me with hooded eyes. She licked her lips and her eyes found my cock when I stepped back from her bent sister. They held fast to my cock that stayed fully erect, glistening with our morning mix. When her eyes rose to meet mine, she smiled so minimally I nearly missed it but the glitter in her eyes was unmistakable.
I shuffled over to Dalia and presented her with my drippy cock. She looked up at me and when I did not flinch away from her sister-stare, she reached out with her tongue and tasted her siblings, brother and sister mixed up on the end of my cock.
"Oh fuck me." Charm whispered.
"Okay. You're next." I growled.
Without another word, Charm set down her cup and slipped off the stool. She slid behind Dalia and I, regarding us like an engineer looks at a coral snake. She got past us and went up stairs.
Dalia sucked me into her mouth. I had not softened even a little. My cock was hard as the moment I woke up from my dream of Dori Hamilton astride my body, riding me to ecstasy or some other wild, untamed town that needed a cocksure sheriff. Or was that D. Debra, her daughter? Dalia soon found a bobbing rhythm that went deeper and deeper with each stroke till she was taking my whole cock down into her throat.
Georgia wobbled upright, her eyes blurry. They cleared and she penguined over to me, leaving her panties and hose around her thighs. She nestled her tits against my arm and turned my head with one hot hand. She kissed me hard on the mouth, her passion oozed between us. I had the pristine moment of kissing one sister, freshly fucked, and having my cock sucked by another sister, still panting to be fucked but dilatory because of her consuming desire to just watch. I kissed Georgia and she responded with full passion, her body pressing against me, her hip bumping Dalia's head or maybe the other way round. Dalia sucked me deep and it seemed as though her mouth on my cock matched the motions of Georgia's as I kissed her. It was surreal and the start of a very good week.
I pulled free of Dalia's mouth and turned Georgia, pressing her ass against the table.
She gasped. I bent to strip her underwear lower and got them past her knees. She sat back on her hands. I moved between her splayed knees and bent over her. Her hands found me and guided me back inside her body. I pushed into her and past the resistance, deep into her frothy depths. She groaned and flopped back onto the table, her knees arching beside me. She could not get her feet free of hose and panties effectively pinning them together below us leaving her knees chickenwinged at my sides.
Dalia sat beside us, staring at her sister being fucked on the kitchen table. She swallowed hard. She did not look away. She did not move but she licked her lips over and over, eyes flicking over us like she was searching for something.
My cock felt Georgia clinching down with her keigle muscles. I pushed us together, feeling her stretched panties on my thighs, a safety catch I wanted to release. No matter, I fucked my sister. I wanted to fuck her to goo on the table. I settled into a fortified stroke, striking deep into Georgia's dark country, plying her with tempting sensations while she writhed under me. I plunged my cock through her tantalizing folds over and over again. I found a steady motion and pumped my sister. Her legs bent to extremes and worked like springs pushing me back so I had to put force into the down stroke, fighting against her bound ankles each time I thrust into her. I pummeled her till she gasped and came. The first, well second, time she bucked under me, her legs tried to wrap around me but her panties and hose restrained her. The position teased her and Nova does not respond well to teasing.
She grunted under me, struggling, wanting to change my place, my pulsing appendage struck blinding pleasure into her heart. She quailed as the next orgasm flooded over her. She wriggled her ass. I stood up and pulled her nearly off the table, clasped her ass in both hands and used her like a fuck doll. Except her dialog proved better, or so I would guess.
Chris told us about spending $500 on one. Me, I never tried it. Not really. My cock had gone numb except when I was buried in her and when the little bastard got a gulp of fresh air as my sister's starving pussy lips nibbled at the very head before I rammed him back into darkness.
By the time my next orgasm appeared, Georgia was coming constantly, her body responding to mine, to the constant and deep penetration of her supine body but also to the eyes of her sister raking us like searchlights. Georgia would turn her head to stare at Dalia till a new sensation wracked her and dragged her attention away. She alternated between limpid gasping and grunting responses that pulsed around me like a lynch mob demanding satisfaction. She began to scream with each swell of orgasm that wracked her.
Charm had reappeared just after Georgia screamed the first time. I remember hearing Mom's door opening but by then my eyes were closed and I was pounding Georgia like I had a grudge. Not sure if I did but she seemed to respond to the enthusiasm I put into the effort. Dalia sat beside us, right at the end of the table, enthralled.
Charm drifted down the stairs. She took one step at a time from the bottom till she stood nearly beside Dalia, watching me fuck my sister. "I only ever really saw two men fucking each other." She said. "She looks like she is enjoying it."
"Uh huh." Dalia agreed, her voice was flat, distracted.
Georgia and I both looked at them and then, as though both thinking of it at the same time, fought her panties and hose off one leg, dropping the shoe on the floor. Her legs went around me and I lay over her on the table. She grunted as I fucked her, hammering down into her tight depths. Her hands found my face and pulled me down. Our lips connected in a dynamic kiss. I flexed my ass and she groaned against my teeth and I swear I felt the sensation vibrating her lips. She seethed as I penetrated her, scorching me with her passion. I rose up and hammered into her, driving her flat onto the table as the orgasms swelled and broke on her in wave after wave of untrammeled ecstasy. Finally, after maybe her sixth orgasm, she bent up from the table and kissed me again, her mouth alive with erotic thrills. I ripped the front of her dress down the middle and clasped her tits. She flopped back and caterwauled through another little orgasm.
I gripped her hips and slammed into her, finding a surprisingly fine angle of incidence that seemed to fit for her too. I fucked her for five or ten minutes, all the while Dalia sat unmoving, watching. Charm returned to her seat and her cup of coffee. Georgia cried and groaned and came with her legs around me.
My orgasm fell on me and I pumped my sister full of cum. Again. She sucked it in deep, her voice gargled like it was bubbling up out of her chest. Ecstasy shook and rattled and hummed through me, leaving me gasping for air. I staggered back, pulling my cock out of her with a wet pop. She lost all control and draped back over the table. I shambled away, pulling up my sweats. I found Norma on the stairs, eyes wide as saucers.
I went by her to the shower. When I finished and was dressed, I found Norma sitting at the table, my sisters and Charm were long gone. Norma regarded me coolly. I fixed a bowl of cereal and ate without speaking. The truth was that my brain was consumed with one thought: Dori Hamilton. God, I wanted her again. I set my jaw to resist and floated the idea that she had to call me and beg for it before I'd relent and give her what I wanted her to have, a good rogering.
The whole time I was fucking Georgia, I replayed being had by Mrs. Hamilton. Georgia did not seem to mind. Hell, I could argue it was her doing, her fault, or maybe, I owed her, which accounted for the rough rogering on the kitchen table. That table was good luck!
"Guess our secret is out." Norma said as I put away my spoon and bowl.
"What secret?" I asked.
"That you are fucking all of us."
"Charm is a lesbian, so you are half right."
"Three-quarters."
I grinned a tight smile. "Eighty-percent."
Norma shook her head. "Jesus, who are we talking about now?" She blinked at me, fully awake now. "Lesbian? Really?"
I had not time to explain what she should have figured out by now. I had to go to school. I left her in our house, no idea what I was to find when I got home. What I wanted was to go to D. Debra's house and fuck her mother again. I resisted for all the reasons given and because I had the slightest fear that if I approached she might resist and that would be calamitous. I hoped she'd call and ask but knew that was at best unlikely if not practically impossible.
I got a call from Alissa, though, that changed my mode.
"What are you doing tomorrow?" She asked.
"I am a college student. I have classes."
"When? Can you skip? I mean, listen. Sid agrees that if you are going to be, uh, doing what you are doing, helping me, I mean, you should have a car. A nice car. He said you should go pick one out and drive it off the lot. Tell me what you want and I'll call and arrange to pay for it." Hassum came through!
"You mean he isn't going to tell me what I should get?"
"Defeats the purpose of it doesn't it?"
"Chrysler Crossfire." I said.
"Too small. You, I think you'll need a back seat. You need a four door of some sort, don't you think? Maybe a minivan?"
I thought she was shitting me. Then I thought about trying to cram a swath of the pussy I now owned or owed, maybe is a better expression, into a Crossfire and I got her point. That would convert a perfectly find sports care into a clown car and that ain't right. I shrugged, not really feeling that any of this was real. I don't think they still produced the Crossfire anyway. Suddenly my mind was blank. I couldn't think of any car models at all. Then I had it. "A Camaro." I said.
"Like Sammy's? Really?"
I nodded. "Yes. Perfect. Love Camaros."
"Color?"
"Red, just like his."
"No. I'll never know who is about to come in the front door if the colors are about the same." The four door seemed forgotten.
"Fine. Blue. Green. Blue green."
"I'll get whatever they have. I'll call you tomorrow to tell you where to pick it up."
"Any more static from shortbus?"
"I think he is terrified. He kind of pissed Hassum off. That is not a good idea. He liked you, though. Hassum I mean. If you wanted, he'd teach you all there is to know about batting from his side of the plate."
"No interest, unless you were doing batting practice."
"Not what I meant. I think you have gotten around the corner though, Sonny. I think you need to start thinking about how that is going to work. Sid said go ahead and rent a condo close to yours so we can put a control panel for the cameras in. I have someone working on that. Our client wants production quality."
I shook my head. Sunday was still gumming up the works and the morning dose of Georgia had not helped, more likely it intensified it. I worked at the library for a while, honestly, to avoid Norma. I was hard the whole day, at least most of the time. I kept feeling Dori's hands on me. When it finally occurred to me that she felt like when I touched D. Debra, the day was gone and it hit me like lightning, thinking about sex with D. Debra. I kept substituting Dori for Debra. My mind wavered between the two and it made me crazy because I wanted them both. Despite the apparent conditions that suggested I could have them both, I recognized the delicacy of the situation and that I could literally lose them both if I wasn't careful or at least lucky.
I got home about seven. The women of my house were sitting in the living room drinking Tom Collins. Dalia was glowing and Georgia looked like she was ready to pop. I stood looking at them but took my burger upstairs and ate alone. I studied till late. I heard Georgia laughing with Charm as they headed to bed about eleven, not together I presumed but to be sure I peeked out my door, poking my head out to look around.
Whatever they were saying stopped. Charm saw me and stopped, her cool eyes regarding me. She wore one of Mom's robes. Then, cool as you please, she shouldered past Georgia and walked between us to the door to Mom's room. She knocked and slipped inside.
I looked over at Georgia. She watched me with her green eyes, a half-smile on her lips. "Go ask Dalia if she wants to watch." I whispered.
Georgia jumped like I had smacked her soundly on the ass. She returned in moments. I had gone into brush my teeth.
"She's asleep." Georgia whispered, standing beside me in the bathroom, shifting her hips back and forth like she needed to pee but wanted me out first.
I finished and gestured. "Get ready for bed. I hope you don't need any sleep."
I went into my room, leaving the door open but turned off the light. I thought I knew what was coming and who but I lay down and went to sleep. I woke to screams in the night. The clock said three. I was alone. Georgia and I had not communicated, again. I bet she was seething in her bed thinking I was going to come to her, but when I didn't she realized I expected her to come to me and big sister got a case of the ass and pouted herself to sleep. Anger seems to relax her, like popping an orgasm but with different tools.
I think I had another thought but sleep pounded me to goo and the next thing I knew I was rising out of the depths of an erotic dream starring Dori Hamilton. Then the woman changed to Dee Dee and I woke up, startled, my heart racing and I didn't know why. Despite the apparent alignment, I still had to collect on the arrangement. I think I worried that negotiating under the haze of orgasm is cheating somehow and a woman can rightly be expected to renege. I avoided that thought but it shadowed me.



I got up and showered. I took a long time but despite my laggardly ways, my sisters and Charm were still downstairs when I got into the kitchen. Georgia immediately turned to face me, her face twisted with expectation and chagrin. I moved against her, pressing her against the counter and kissing her hard. She responded immediately.
When the kiss broke, she gazed at me. She smiled a little. "I don't have pantyhose on." She whispered. "Or anything else." She tittered. She felt ever so much like a callow girl and not my big dominating sister. I palmed her tit and she closed her eyes.
"Wait. Don't fuck her yet. Norma, Mrs. Spilletti asked me to call her if you fucked her again this morning. I'll be right back." Charm hopped up and scampered upstairs.
For some reason, neither Georgia nor I moved. We just stood there, my hands on her waist, her arms draped over my shoulders. She did not look around but seemed to be studying my lips. She avoided my eyes. I felt her shiver and hoped it was excitement.
Norma was just tottering down the stairs in front of Charm when the front door opened.
I heard it crack and crunch and I swear I felt the damp frigid air wash around my ankles.
"Hello! You still here? Oh. Goddamn, Charm!"
A moment later, Tawny flowed into Charm's arms. They hugged for a moment. I felt a subtle nudge from Georgia and I looked back at her.
"We can't." She said softly.
I had no idea why not but decided not to press the matter. I eased away from Georgia and got a cup of coffee.
"Thanks for waiting. The roads are a mess, still. Again. It snowed more last night. God, what a mess. I didn't want to make Chris take me all the way downtown again today. He missed class as it was yesterday." Tawny stopped, looking around. "What's the matter?" She asked but when no one responded, she shrugged off the oddness in the air and went on. "You ready to go?"
They were and in minutes I was alone in the house again with Norma. I looked at her making no attempt to hide my erection.
"Don't look at me, I'm meeting Tasha for breakfast." She said, before disappearing upstairs.
I went to school. Halfway through my first class I got a call from Alissa. She told me she had arranged for me to look at some cars, program cars they could arrange for me to get. I just had to be at the dealership at four. The whole Camaro thing was apparently forgotten. Still, I was getting a new car! That fucked me up, my classes were done at one that day. I tried to study but couldn't and so I got in Georgia's car. That was how I ended up at D. Debra's house.
I don't know how that happened. I had intended to go to the dealership but somehow ended up in the Hamilton's neighborhood. My body throbbed with need and the moment I turned into their drive, I knew what I was going to do. The passion raged in me like a fever and I consciously neglected to reject it. I turned off the car and I saw her, Mrs. Hamilton peer out the flanking window at me. Her face flashed shock, then fear and disappeared.
The front door opened before I even got there. I skated over the front step and collided with her. She slammed the door and grappled with me, with my coat, really till it came off and we flung it to the floor together. The chill warped around us. I grabbed her and pulled her into a kiss.
Dori keened, flinching just a bit when my chilled hands slipped under the tight sweater she wore. I skimmed it up and off of her body and unhooked the bra. Her breasts came free. She leaned back in my arms, arching her back and presenting her tits to me. I kissed each in turn over and over till I thought my skin was splitting. I released her and unbuttoned her jeans and peeled them down her legs. She stood over me as I pulled one leg out of the jeans and returned to strip her panties down, leaving the jeans on the other leg.
I rose up, kissed her again. She was naked but for the pants and panties around one ankle, like a big shaggy bracelet. Her hands raced down my shirt, pinching buttons free faster than I could have but even then, I registered that her hands shook. When her hands got to my belt, I lifted my hands and groaned as she undid it and my pants and pulled them down, kneeling before me as she did so. Her mouth found my hard cock and she sucked me deep into her mouth immediately swallowing me. She came off of my cock as I lifted her and she seemed light, amorphous even. Her legs lifted around me as I lifted her and I suddenly felt her weight. We tipped forward.
I took a step but her hand found my cock and I lost focus on our balance. She managed to direct my cock to the entrance to her body. Her pussy opened and gulped once and she slid down my pole just as we banged against the wall by the door. Dori groaned and when I lifted her by her thighs, pulling away from her crotch only to ram my cock into her again, she screamed and bucked into an immediate orgasm. Her legs flailed beside me as though she were having a fit of some sort. Her hips rapped against me, slapping us together, shoving her pussy down onto my cock as best she could suspended against the wall as she was. Her breasts danced between us, her arms levered her body up and down, fixed around my neck. I managed to get my hands behind her and supported her by the ass, gripping each cheek hard. I pulled her hard against me as I thrust into her.
Four or five times I rammed into her, banging her against the wall. I repeated rammed into her and her hands pulled at me, urging me to return each time I managed to withdraw out of her shimmering body. I struggled with her weight on my hands, forming an ungainly balance that finally left her shoulders against the wall where, together with the support of my hands on her ass, she could fuck back at me as I thrust my cock into her over and over again. She screamed and bucked in my hands and then I was coming.
Gout after gout of cum issued out of me like I was filled too full. How that could be I could not imagine but I swore I was spewing with high pressure into the woman. As my ass rapped out the rhythm of lust, Dori cried out, panting and crying, "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Even as I fucked her. She moaned at last, as the motion in my body slowed and the pulsing of my cock inside of her tailed off. When I finally stopped, pinning her against the wall, her legs locked around my back, we both gasped for air.
I released one of my hands and she let one of her legs down to prop her up against the wall. When her other leg touched the floor I staggered back, pulling my cock from her body with a click and a pop.
"Oh god, Sonny." She gasped, staring at me. "We shouldn't. Please."
I didn't know what she was saying exactly but glanced at the clock. "Jesus. Is that the time? I have to go." It was three-thirty and I was easily twenty minutes away in good weather from the dealership. I did not wish to remain with her and reopen negotiations or open remonstrations because surely I was the violator in this instance, taking her when she hoped I'd not offer her the chance to be taken again. I did and she was and she orgasmed without the least resistance. I wanted to avoid any aftermath. With more speed than I thought possible, I dressed. Dori remained propped against the wall, mostly nude, cum running down both legs, her tits crimson. Her blond flip seemed perfectly coiffed despite her nudity.
I shrugged on my coat and stopped.
"I have an appointment at four and..."
She smiled, her whole demeanor brightened. "God, Sonny, go. Go. Go or I'll tie you to the bed and fuck you till..." She tailed off. She shook her head. "We can't. We shouldn't have. Go. God, Sonny, get out of here. You know we can't do this!" Her voice squeaked with inner denial. "If we do this again..."
I did not and could not argue. I nodded and left. There were any number of ways to finish that sentence. I staggered out of the door and drove carefully to the dealership. I realized I had not discussed getting a car with my sisters. I could not think they should have a problem but then I realized I had no way to explain how I came to have that amount of money at my disposal. I didn't, though, that was the truth. I was taking on a job and the car was a perk. No need to tell them it was deeded in my name. I could leave that out and not...it wasn't really any of their business anyway, was it?
I got to the dealer and they showed me a number of cars. There was only one other person in the place and she drove a nice blue Chrysler 300. They showed me the dowdiest cars you can imagine. When I asked to drive the 300, the young guy agreed but said his boss had not approved it for me so he could not say what it would cost but it was likely more.
I loved it. When I realized that the whole Camaro thing was not possible, I decided to do the best I could. Bickerstaff and Kline were paying for my car, Alissa had made that clear. I felt like it would be good to cost them a little extra. When I met the boss, he was not encouraging. He met me when I got back from the tentative test drive on the slick roads. It was so cold my teeth hurt.
His name was Seth Morrison. He told me that car was not on the list. I had to pick from the others. I got a little pissy, mostly because I had finally wound down from my collision with Dori Hamilton and was feeling utterly unhappy with cracking so early and completely; ignoring our agreement to not see each other anymore and not waiting any longer to see if the woman would call and beg. Still, she did not seem perturbed that we had violated our agreement. Debra's idea that her mother got off on poaching dick still seemed a logical explanation but could easily have been a projection.
Still, Dori Hamilton was reluctant to engage in this lust fueled affair because of her daughter. I didn't want to explain away that reservation, I wanted it to vanish on its own or as her choice. Well, it wasn't so much our agreement as her wish, her limited view of our options. I had promised not to ruin her relationship with her daughter and I wouldn't. Turns out I wasn't so sure that precluded fucking her into blissful forgetfulness. I had them both but like a penurious child with a bag of M&Ms, I was savoring each element of this new mother/daughter combination by itself. I had not heard from D. Debra so I didn't know of the lust infused negotiations would be honored and I would be on her because of it, last in line to be sure but its not like I had no where to store my cock while I waited on D. Debra to open house for me.
The manger roused me out of my reverie insisting I ignore the 300.
I told Morrison I could just go somewhere else but he smirked and told me I was welcome to try but his were the best prices for the best cars and besides, Peppers et al did not do business with anyone else when it came to cars. I agreed to come back tomorrow and we'd see if they had another option.
I drove a way irritated.
I got home about seven, the traffic was miserable and it was snowing again. I had studying to do and tiptoed through the tulips without stopping to smell the roses. The women of the house were clustered like a coven in the living room watching TV. It irritated me to be the only student but I was unraveled by Dori. She smelled and felt and kissed and fucked like her daughter. They fucked the same. Every other sensation I experienced with her seemed to echo, redolent with her daughter. The differences just made things better.
I went to bed early and reviewed fucking Dori Hamilton. We'd barely spoken. My passion for her mirrored hers for me. Neither of us hesitated but coupled just inside the door. I went to sleep and dreamed of fucking Dori Hamilton, waking again and again with the taste of her on my lips and the feel of her breasts bunched against my chest as she rode my cock. Half of the time in the dream, I'd gander around and find D. Debra gazing at me with a wholly unfamiliar look on her face, like she was someone else entirely. I'd converted her but I needed to determine how firm that conversion was. At that time, I had little idea how I was to go about settling it. I had a number of boxes to check first. That thought warmed me with anticipation. Checking her boxes would be a thrill and a whistle.
I got up late after a harrowing night to an empty house. I wondered where Norma was and found her still asleep in Mom's room. It was Wednesday. I left her and drove carefully to school. The cold persisted and the sun came out about about eleven. I just got out of History class when Alissa called.
She told me I had to get my cars at Morrison's and they had a budget. When she told me what it was, I knew that Morrison was fucking with me. The 300 was clearly in my price range. I made a deal with Alissa that if I could get the price down, she'd get me the difference. She agreed that made some sort of sense. She'd call it an advance or something.
I was just getting ready to go do battle with the dealership when Tawny called. She'd overslept, called in sick but had forgotten a big account rep was coming in and she needed my car. Or I had to drive her downtown. I did not want to have to pick her up that night, as she thought it would be late. In weather like this Uber was no more dependable than the taxis were. I decided I'd get Norma to drive me to the dealership so I went by and got Tawny and she drove me home.
She dropped me and skittered away to make her appointment and I trudged up to the house.
It was empty. I checked the garage to see if Norma was hiding in a closet or something but her car wasn't there. When I checked her room, there was no sign of her. Shit, shit, shit.
I was just about to call a taxi when something occurred to me. My little lizard brain was at work. I called Sean.
"Hey, Sonny, how's it hanging?"
"Fine. Listen, is your mom home?"
"No. She works, at a real job, remember. Why?"
"I need her. Think it would be too disruptive if I demanded she leave work and come give me a ride?"
"She'd be thrilled I think, Sonny. God, you don't know what it has been like around here. I never would have imagined it. Say, I need to talk to you sometime about...wait, do you mean a ride, ride? Or a ride ride?" His tone made the distinction.
"I mean a car ride." I said, chuckling.
"Oh, well, don't tell mom that. She'd be insulted I think."
"Not a bad thing. She responds positively to insults."
"We have different perspectives on that, I guess."
He gave me his Mom's office number and told me how to activate the paging system so she would be paged to the phone or forwarded if she was out of the office. He insisted we talk later about something important and we disconnected.
I dialed Lydia Favors' office number and had to use the paging system. She came on the line all officious and professional and shit, right up till I spoke. "I need you now, Mrs. Favors. Come to my house." I said, agreeing implicitly with Sean's assessment of Mrs. Favors' reaction to being pimped out as an Uber driver. I did not feel badly about that little dissimulation, if I had my way, her disappointment would only add to the thrill.
"Sonny?" Her voice slackened, all the pace and power fluttered away. "Will you excuse me? I need to take this. No, its personal."
I heard a door close and then Lydia spoke in a whisper.
"Jesus Christ, Sonny, what are you calling me on this number for? How did you get...Sean gave it to you, didn't he?"
I almost answered the question but caught myself and avoided getting hooked into her frame of reference. I didn't care if she was having tea with the Queen of England and communion with Pope Franklin. I needed to make that clear. This was not a negotiation.
"Come to my house." I said.
"Now?"
"Now."
"I...okay. Okay, ten, make it fifteen minutes. I'll be there."
"Just honk when you get here. I'll come out. You'll drive."
She agreed and hung up.
Waiting for her seemed like three days. When she finally honked I got in the car and told her the direction and next turn to take. I decided not to tell her anything. We drove like that, me giving short line directions and she going where I told her to go.
When I directed her into the dealership, she cursed but then went silent. She had figured out this was not a sex thing, in her mind. It was just a mundane humiliation I subjected her to because I could. She made it plain that was what she thought was the case. I let her talk but kept my own counsel. I directed her to park along the side past the panel of windows. The cold together with the snow falling again kept the salesmen from swarming us.
"Lydia, I know this seems inconsequential to you but these guys are trying to cheat me."
Her eyes flashed at that statement. "Cheat you? How?"
I explained how they seemed to be pushing me to take a cheap car they could then bill to Peppers and company the full limit of the budget. The flexible part was me, the callow kid who didn't know how things work. Truth is, I didn't know.
"I, I asked you to come with me here, to distract them while I figure out how to get what I want for a fair price. I did some research last night and I think I know what I should get and that sort of thing but, if you would take off your coat and unbutton your blouse a little, maybe a lot, then maybe I'll have a little advantage. They'll be looking down your cleavage while they should be paying attention to the deal. You, in fact, will distract them both because you are beautiful and sexy and because you are older than me. They'll think you can be taken away from me."
Mrs. Favors nodded thoughtfully. "But they can't. Take me away, I mean. So they'll insult you by flirting with me right in front of your face. I get it."
She did but her expression did not show she liked it. I laid a hand on her knee, she wore a long brown corduroy skirt and the rough texture aroused me. I had a flash of lifting it up to her hips to see what I could see. For a moment I just looked at my hand on her leg.
When I realized I was stalled, I looked up at her. My mind started working again. "I, I'll make it up to you. I promise." I referred to her feeling that I was humiliating her. That was not my intention but I understood her perspective.
"Sonny, you own me. And my daughter. If you told me to fuck them, what could I do? You want to use me as a pair of tits and cleavage? Who am I to complain. I am fucking my own son and my daughter, I am pretty sure I don't have a lot of room to argue."
Her somber recitation of the situation sobered me. "Would you rather go? I can get a cab home or one of them might drive me or something. I can find a ride."
Something flitted behind her eyes. She blinked, twice. Finally she shook her head. "No, Sonny. I'm here, I might as well tease the assholes a little." She smiled a little then. "It's sometimes good for a girl's ego to have a guy's eyes drinking her tits. You feel like a microphone when they talk to you while their eyes are locked on your nipples. They get hard and erect then and it just makes things worse." She looked away out the side window. "Or better, maybe. No. I'll stay." She did not seem to notice I had given her an option and she exercised it on her own.
I got a flash that she was somehow disappointed, like she thought she was going to a lay down and all I wanted was for her to tease a car salesman. I dismissed the thought. Surely I was being wishful, not sensing her response to the situation. I was projecting and I don't mean my cock, although it was projecting too. I needed it to go down so I wouldn't walk into a car dealership with a pointer in my pants; that likely would not be good. I'd be a mark from the beginning.
"Are we going in or just going to sit here and wait to freeze to death?" Lydia spoke to the window. I could see her breath fogging on the frozen glass. Glass is a liquid, did you know that? Over time, it will change shape, which is why windows in those old houses rattled when the wind blew, the ones where the panes were in wooden frames. The glass oozed down to the bottom leaving the upper part of the pane loose in the frame so the wind would make them rattle, which was creepy as hell in a strange house.



I shook myself, thinking about rattling window panes. Suddenly it dawned on me that I was actually going to go into this place and to negotiate for a new car, well, new to me at least. Suddenly I was excited, so excited I couldn't breathe. I opened the door and let the cold air blast me in the face. I got out and walked to the door without looking to see if Lydia followed. I heard her door slam behind me and I pulled open the glass door, frosted with the cold and strode in. It closed behind me and then opened again. I felt Lydia come up beside me and take my elbow, cozying her body against mine. If not for her winter coat, her tits would have been nuzzling my arm and I'd have gotten hard despite myself.
"Can I help you?" The guy asked. He was young, slight, gawky. He didn't look much older than me. Rather than spilling my intention right away, I told him I wanted to look at the best car he had. We did. They had Dodges and Chryslers. I drove a Challenger, a Charger, and a 'Cuda before the manager finally came over and asked the kid what the fuck he was doing.
The kid, his name was Barry, sort of shrank and said he was showing me the cars. The other guy, Morrison, guided me outside to a half-dozen homely program cars covered with snow and told me to pick one. I shrugged and went back inside, leaving Morrison standing out in the cold talking to himself. He was not happy when he came back in. I was about to tell him I knew what the limit was and I wanted a car that fit that description when Lydia piped up.
"You married, Mr. Morrison?"
He nodded, seeming to notice her for the first time, and then shook his head. She casually took off her coat and preened a little, arching her back and pushing her tits in his direction.
"I don't like shopping for cars. Is there some place I could wait?" She bowed her head a little and looked up at him through her red bangs.
Morrison was a big guy, loose-jointed, rawboned, and all torso. He looked like someone had taken hold of his shoulders and stretched him from the waist. He had a big forehead with not enough hair to cover it, like he grew through the top of it at an early age, with really little ears. Both hair and ears seemed to have been mismatched to the rest of him.
He shed his coat and draped it over one arm. "You can wait in my office. You with the kid here?"
Lydia smiled primly and eased over to press her tits against my arm. "Yes." She purred. I thought she was going to hiss and lick her eyebrows. "He's mine." She bumped me with her hip. "To use as I see fit." She smiled over at the two salesmen. Barry gulped but Morrison studied her like he was looking at a geometry proof, trying to gain the insight that would make her make sense. He concentrated too hard for a man looking at cleavage, like he was puzzled by something.
No one spoke.
"I want to drive the Crossfire again." I said softly. Morrison looked at Barry and gestured.
"Get the keys." He said softly.
"Sonny, could I talk to you?" Lydia asked softly. She looked at Morrison and back at me.
I nodded and followed her swaying hips over to the drinking fountain. I took a gulp of the water and it was so cold it made my teeth hurt. "What?" I asked.
"He wants me." Lydia hissed. "I, I think if you offered to let him fuck me, he'd, you could work down the price."
I was flabbergasted. "Excuse me?" I managed to rasp. Oh, I understood her well enough. I just found it incredibly shocking that she would suggest it. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. My lying ears were lying again.
"I said..."
"I know what you said. What the fuck are you thinking?"
She grinned a sinister grin that made my cock swell. Something had happened to her and I'd missed it. Her explanation did not explain her new attitude. "They are trying to cheat you. They think you are an idiot kid and, well, that irks me. Car salesmen the world over have always wanted to look down my blouse and up my skirt instead of treat me like an adult and negotiate. The first time I bought a car the guy called me 'little lady' and I got so mad my hair turned red and its been red ever since." She straighted her back a little, making her tits sway invitingly. "I want to get even with these pricks, and all the pricks that ever condescended to me for anything."
"Jesus." I said. "You got a lot riding on this. I just need to pick out a car."
She looked at me and that hard, flat-eyed look softened a little. "Sonny, listen, I, I know I am not supposed to ask for anything but..."
I could see her calculating.
"Let me, let me talk to him and see if I can't get something for us both."
"You going to blow him?" I asked, trying to get clear what she was thinking.
She grinned softly. "I am going to blow all of them. Hell, I want to fuck every cock in the joint, or every joint in the joint." She cackled and I got a weird feeling.
"Won't, won't they figure out the score, if you do that?"
"That I am your hooker?" She nodded. "I want them to figure it out. I want them to think that I am a cheap whore so when you walk away with the best car on the lot, and I am bubbled full of cum, we'll both get more than we thought possible." Her eyes narrowed. "Unless you have a problem with me fucking them all, every man jack of them, I mean. Morrison will be famous if that happens. He's the assistant general manager and something like that will get him noticed, because everyone will love him."
"But the women." I muttered.
Lydia snorted. "I'll do them too, if they like a good pussy licking. Hell, I bet the guys would pay to watch." She glared at me and then snorted. "Don't go all fuzzy on me now. You handed me over to my daughter and her friends, lock stock and barrel. You can't act all surprised if I have developed a taste for pussy. I think I've always been bi and Quilla just reminded me of it. So don't go all weird on me. You got me into to this."
I couldn't argue that she was right, I just couldn't see how this was a good idea at all. Wait. Her friends? I tucked that away for later consideration. I had enough to think about right in front of me. I mean, my cock voted "aye" and my brain was too fuzzed out to argue the point. If I was a woman the idea of banging a whole company would appeal to me, but then, I'm a slut. If a woman wants to have sex with me I'm there, if she isn't too sticky. This, this was different. Then I thought about Natasha and my agreement with Alissa and Sid. I got a sinking feeling that this was that and I needed to get used to this because that was going to be that, no matter what I did, this included. Confused? Me too. The first time I fucked Alissa on her desk with people watching lined her up to fend off this sort of thing and that lined me up to do the fending.
I sighed. I nodded. Lydia smiled rapaciously.
"Let's go, before the iron cools."
We returned to where Morrison lounged by the copier, an antique they had not traded in yet.
"Mr. Morrison, could I see you a moment?" Lydia said, purring.
"If you have something to say, I think you'd best just say it. We are an..."
"Don't say something you are going regret, Mr. Morrison." Lydia said sweetly. "But since you insist. How about a little bitty trade, to uh, help the stripling out?"
Morrison narrowed his eyes. "What sort of trade?"
"I suck you, I fuck you. You take three grand off the price of whatever car he wants."
"Three grand?" He unslouched his stance and stood tall. "What makes you think you are worth three grand?"
"Two then."
"One." He countered.
Lydia shrugged. The deal was done. "Where?" She said, still closing.
"My office."
That was when I got involved. "Wait a minute, this may not be any of my business but, isn't that risky for you to do that? I mean, what if someone squeals?"
I saw the fever in Morrison's eyes flicker. Raw lust twinkled behind his gray-green eyes but my words had interrupted the plunge to perdition.
"Shit, you're right. These assholes would rat me out. I can't."
Lydia shot me a dirty look, like I was talking about her poker hand before she folded. "So? I'll do everybody, everyone who wants to. Everyone has to or no one does. I fuck them all. Even the girls."
"Janey might. I don't know about Mavail. She strikes me as just dick, the whole dick and nothing but the dick. I could send her home, though. Janey, I know she bangs around, done her myself a while ago. She's sort of a shopper though." Seth grunted. "Let me see. Give me a minute. Run the Crossfire out again and when you get back, we'll talk."
The drive was short and sweet. I drove it around the block with Barry and got back to find the house lights down and a half dozen guys standing around the show room. I walked in and Barry looked around.
"What's happening?" He asked no one in particular and the same one answered him.
The silence stretched.
Lydia stood over by Morrison. She stood a little too close to him, Japanese close. Her face was flushed scarlet. She kept licking her lips.
"Okay buddy, everyone's in."
"Or will be." Someone muttered. The guys chuckled uneasily.
"Close the shades facing the road. We'll, we'll do her on the hoods of the cars." Morrison scanned the showroom. "Or maybe in the Caravan."
"Jesus, you think she's serious?" One of the grease monkey's asked. His hair was long and black, plastered to his misshapen skull.
Lydia responded immediately. She walked over to the chair and dropped her coat and turned to face the assembly. She unbuttoned her blouse the rest of the way. Plenty of cleavage had been showing but now she revealed the Caucasian colored bra, plumb full of tits. She slicked off the blouse and reached behind her to unhook the bra. It waffled and she removed it and dropped it on the chair with her blouse.
"Jesus on a rocking horse!" Someone growled. "I think she's fucking serious."
"Shut the fucking shades." Morrison growled.
"You shut 'em." Some growled back.
Morrison shrugged and went over to an electrical panel and great big sun shades dropped down on the west wall veiling the show room from the main road. Then he shut off the lights.
"Hey, Morrison, what the fuck?"
In reply, a spot light came on and lit up the hood of the fire red Charger.
"Oh." The same voice said. "A fucking spotlight."
Everyone laughed.
I listened for a sinister laugh but all I heard was the constricted tones of men made tense by all the blood draining from their heads, and their cocks swelling up.
"Buddy, you drive any car you want. If she does us all, it gets nine grand off and that should cover our costs and get you what you want. If she does Janey or Janey does her, then I'll make it twelve, if they let us watch. Barry, you take him out."
"Who's first?" Lydia asked on the heels of Morrison's words. She unzipped the brown midi and stepped out of it. She wore garters and stockings. She sashayed over to the receptionist's desk and found scissors and cut away her thong panties and pulled them from between her legs. "Mr. Morrison? You want to go first before the swamp gets full of alligators?"
The tall man smirked. "No thanks. I like the feel of a well-used pussy. I like sloppy seconds." He looked at me. "Buddy, I think you need to warm her up, just so we know everyone is on the same page."
His voice was challenging and for a moment I thought I would take him up on it. I was hard as anyone else. Then I had a different idea, one that might blend with the twist I was glimpsing in Lydia Favors. "I'll eat her till she comes and then she's all yours."
Barry appeared from the back, buckling up his jeans. In the new gloom, under the gleam of the EXIT light, he looked around. "What?" He asked.
"I had to take a shit. What did I miss?"
Morrison laughed. "Go get the 300 ready for a test drive, Barry. You make sure it has gas and tags. Mr. Duncan will take it out in a minute.
"Where do you want me?" Lydia asked.
The gloom had softened but the glare of the red Challenger in the spot light made you blind if you looked at it for too long. I avoided it, looking down so I was not blinded. I found Lydia and she was nearly naked, wearing only stockings, garters, high heels and her smile. I pointed to the circle of dazzling light on the hood of the Challenger. She nodded and walked into the light.
Her perfect body glinted in the blaring light. Her tits swayed as she moved into the aim of the spot. She leaned against the hood of the car, jumped up little, I presume because it was chilly on her nearly bare ass. She settled back onto the hood and then did a soft little back jump and planted her bare ass on the hood of the car, her legs wide in front of her, feet scrabbling for purchase on the sealed bumper.
Barry grumbled as he went outside.
I moved into the light and put my hands on Lydia's open legs. "You sure about this? You really want to fuck them all?" I thought I had spoken low enough no one would register my voice.
However, when she nodded her head, everyone around me breathed out a huge sigh of...anticipation? I don't know what they expected. I think they were staring at the naked woman in the spotlight on the hood of the red Challenger and all they could do was stare. It was surrealistic, like an Italian and Mexican director had gotten together to make a movie and this was the teaser.
"Jesus, Sonny, do something. I, god, I am dying here!"
My eyes jerked away from her pussy and found her eyes. Lydia stared at me with a sort of desperate passion. Her eyes glinted in the light but she didn't squint even a little.
"Lie down." I muttered.
"Oh, oh my god." She whispered but lay back like a red carpet unrolling for the King.
My hands pushed her knees wide and she hissed, released the pent up steam in her body. She rocked her hips up, opening herself and I bent between her legs and licked up her slit.
"Fuck a virgin with a rocket." Someone muttered. "He's eating her."
I thrust my tongue into her. Lydia quaked under me. I felt her flinch when the voice spoke, like someone touched an ice chip to her nipple. When my tongue penetrated her, she groaned and her hips pressed up, grinding her pussy against my mouth. I opened wide and exhaled into her and the aroma of her excitement suffused the air. She was so slick, I felt like I was second to the party, or fifth or ninth.
"Oh god, Sonny, eat me!" Lydia cried.
I felt her legs pressing wide, opening her up to my questing tongue. I fit my lips over the high end of her pussy and found the taut little nub of her clit nestled in among the silken hair of her pubis. I blew hot air on it and then sucked at it.
Lydia climaxed.
Her voice shrieked around me like a lost sirocco, punctuated by her convulsing thighs clasping at my face and head. One of her hands gripped the back of my head and held me in place while her hips pulsed up again and again. Her voice ebbed and flowed, I presumed with the wavering nature of the extended orgasm, as though it was coming in on an AM radio wave and the atmosphere was diddling with it.
I sucked harder on her clit and she bucked, her hips twisting and jerking around me, like I was caught in an earthquake. The thought made me relax my mouth, pleased that I had made her earth move.
"Oh, god, don't stop!" She cried, her voice ragged with lust. "God, please, you have to fuck me now!"
"Jesus Christ covered with fudge!" Someone said loud enough for me to hear. "I never seen nothing like that before in all my born days!"
That reeled me back in from the maw of her passion. I was swelling up to enter her but the voice opened my eyes to the glaring red paint of the hood of the car, cool and slick under my forearms. I pulled from between Lydia's pulsing legs and staggered away from her. I knew I had to say something.
"Uh, I think she's ready. Who's first?"
I don't know what I expected but I looked around, not seeing a lot from inside the wash of the spotlight. No one moved. I chuckled my most evil laugh. "Fine. You dicks don't want a clean carpet, I'll soil it up for you."
"Hey, no, fuck you. I'll go!"
The guy that came into the light was rotund, with curly red hair and nearly as many freckles as white space, like the guy in charge of upholstery couldn't make up his mind what color to use so went half and half. The guys dropped his baggy blue jeans exposing his pinched fat ass to us all, shuffled between Lydia's spread legs.
She squeaked and then lifted her head, looking down between her tits to see who was fucking her. He pulled her down the hood onto his cock. Lydia groaned with the penetration, hissing again with the escaping tension of the moment.
I turned away. I stepped out of the light. The darkness was so profound, such a contrast, it made me dizzy for a moment. I closed my eyes to let the swirls of red clouds dissipate. Behind me, I heard the guy grunting and Lydia mewling. When I opened them, the first thing I saw was the woman. She stood hugging a divider wall. She had no tits but, from what I could see, she had a perfect ass and legs. She looked like the builder ran out of money at the waist and had to go cheap with the top half. She had no tits to speak of and her hair was straight, mouse brown and lank like a spider's web and nearly as thin. She regarded me from the shadow.
As though registering my attention, she began to hump the wall.
Jesus! I thought. I walked towards her.
I felt a hand on my shoulder and found Morrison restraining me.
"Barry is going to take you for a ride in your car while she takes us for a ride. No reason for you to have to watch us fuck the shit out of your friend."
I almost told him I liked to watch her fuck but decided that would...well, I didn't know what it would do so I didn't say it. To suddenly find Lydia in a spotlight with a line of swinging dicks leading to her front door, her open front door, mind you, that managed to shock me a little. I felt a pompous little swell of pride that I could still be shocked.
"Barry?" I muttered. I looked around and found the kid over by the drink machine, half of his face in gloom while he stared at the two redheads fucking on the car. I heard a raucous groan and figured that was one down, done, and done come as it were. I looked at the woman humping the wall. "If she goes down on her, I want to watch." I said softly. I twisted my head slowly to look at Morrison and the man smiled thinly and shrugged.
"Sure. No problem. Once or twice each? What do you say?"
"At a grand a pop? I don't need two cars."
Morrison laughed. "I have the owner's son coming by. He, he'll have to sign off on the purchase. I don't know how long it will be. She ought to be able to go till he gets here. He'll want a bj, I expect."
I shrugged. "He can have her ass, if you don't beat him to it."
"Ass? Jesus." The woman moaned by the wall.
Morrison looked at her. "Janey, don't worry, you'll get yours."
I grinned wicked. "I don't know if Mrs. Fellows will eat you without a little cream in your coffee, if you know what I mean."
She looked around at me, her hatchet face somber. "I know what you mean. No problem, though these limp dicks may need you to accommodate me."
I shook my head and walked over to Barry. The whole world was fucked up. All the world's an orgy and I but a player in it, each of us with our entrances and orgasms.
"Dude, you mind giving me a test drive?"
He looked at me like I'd told him to suck my cock. I was not even a little tempted.
We drove a brand new, completely stocked 300 and I found it was perfectly fine. I wanted a sports car but realized that exposed my youth and suggested I was less than I was or wanted to be, anyway. Whatever that was. I decided a sports car means you want pussy, the 300 meant you had pussy to spare. That's my story and I'm sticking to it.



We got back and I sauntered into the dark show room. It was snowing harder outside. The spot was still on but Lydia was gone. I almost asked one of the guys with his shirttail out what became of her when I heard a muffled scream and I realized the Caravan was rocking. New cars don't squeak it seems, so I had to move away from the light to see that it was actually moving.
A moment later, Barry streaked out of the showroom, hopped in a car and fishtailed out of the parking lot. I looked around. Three guys were laughing their asses off. I walked over.
One guy, dressed in white overalls of a mechanic stopped laughing. "Dude you owe me. I just told him we were all chipping in a grand but you said if he'd let you fuck his wife, he could get into the redhead for free!" The guy bent over laughing. "What a dumb fuck!"
I didn't like that much. He wasn't much older than I was and I had no wish to force...what? His wife? Suddenly I had no idea what it meant. Then I got a cold chill up my back and thought it was because I worried the kid was ratting us out for some reason.
The guy must have seen the worry in my eyes. He clapped me on the back. "Don't worry, buddy, his wife is a cute little thing. I did you a favor. She's a tight little package and I bet she loves to fuck."
I shook my head and walked away.
In the van, I heard the muffled song of a woman in ecstasy, warbling as the vehicle rocked, as though the wavering sound moved it. I saw Morrison lounging by the coffee pot. I sauntered over to him.
"Want to draw up the papers? I mean, I like the 300. I want to agree on the cost back to the firm, though."
Seth regarded me, his hooded eyes glittered in the gloom, still lit with the glow of the spot light on the red car hood where I tongue-fucked Lydia Favors to orgasm.
"You said her name was Fellows?" The man asked.
I nodded, then spoke. "I did."
"That's not her name." He replied.
"Let's just get the paper work settled." I dissembled and had every right. I didn't want anyone looking her up on the Internet.
"Yeah, okay. Let's go to my office." He gestured. "Janey, come with us for a minute. You'll get your turn in the spot light."
I swiveled to look at her and caught the grimace of anticipation mixed with dread on the plain woman's face. We went into the office and proceeded to negotiate. It was curiously amiable and Morrison seemed perfectly willing to surrender all of his shenanigans in favor of being transparent. When I challenged him past the line where he could go, he shook his head. He sent Janey off to print out the details and we were discussing things like tax and license and the like when she returned. She handed the papers to me and looked like she had something on her mind.
Morrison fussed with the papers.
Janey regarded me with fear in her eyes.
Morrison looked up from the papers. "Oh, right. Buddy, you want to fuck her? She, she is scared she'd be a lesbian if your girl went down on her empty. A little cum might be just the thing."
The woman didn't even wait. She unsnapped the skirt and let it shimmy down her astonishing legs. What an ass! What legs.
"Front or back?" She said. Her voice quavered.
"Do her from behind." Morrison said, his voice tense.
I felt something going on with her but didn't argue. My earlier collision with Dori had lit my kiln and I was ready. I felt it, a tingling in me that said I wanted a nice, quick orgasm. I figured it wouldn't hurt and if I fucked her, she'd have to keep quiet about this exchange, right?
She'd bent over the desk, hands planted. She left her blouse in place. The office was a little chilly. I unbuckled my pants and pulled my cock free. Janey turned around then and stared down at it. She got right to her knees and kissed the end of it. Her lips were thin and tight. She sucked on the head of my cock and then took part of it into her mouth. She wanted to move but that was enough. I pulled her up and turned her around. She arched her back.
Morrison sat on the other side of the narrow desk from her.
I cuddled up behind her, laying my cock between the crease in her ass. Her hips were wide and perfectly shaped, firm to the touch. She moaned. I backed up and put a finger between her legs. She jerked but then moved her legs wider. I found her pussy and stroked up and down the lips for a moment. She got wet and then she got really wet. I fingered her till she was trembling. I shoved my finger into her. She clinched down on me like I was a treasured guest. I moved around inside of her and she shook. Her head bowed over her arms. Her hips bunched and relaxed, bunched and relaxed.
"Uh, god." She said, the sound of her voice in the still office seemed unduly loud.
I moved behind her and crouched. Her legs were shorter than mine so I had to get lower to enter her. I slid into her and she keened. I got half a cock into her before she clamped down. I pulled back and pushed into her again then back and in again. She flowered and I ran into her. It was like falling into a well. One minute I was poking at her and the next her ass was scrunched up between us. Janey moaned.
I was just beginning to pump her hard when someone knocked on the door.
The young guy peeked through the cracked door. "Can we come in?"
"Barry? Jesus, I thought you, we thought you left." Morrison said from the desk.
"Oh god, sorry. I didn't know. We're interrupting..."
"We? Sure. You got a mouse in your pocket?" Morrison said, laughter in his voice.
The door opened further and Barry moved to one side to reveal a woman, a head shorter than he and slight.
"Oh, oh fuck, hi Lynn." Morrison said, standing, everything about him nervous and suddenly skittish. "Barry, what the fuck?"
"It's okay, boss." Barry said in his high, piping voice. "That's him, Lynn." He gestured at me. The woman eased into the room. "Mr. Duncan, this is my wife, Lynn."
Oh shit, I thought. That asshole out there...! Now what are we going to do? We are fucking busted. I was looking at them from my vantage point mounted in Janey's pussy. The couple regarded us as if it was a common thing to see copulation on desk at work.
I resumed pumping into Janey. Not much else to do and they did not seem to want to interrupt. I was for that so I rammed into the woman. She flexed back. For a couple minuets, we fucked while everyone else watched. Somewhere in there Barry closed the door. This was becoming a habit, fucking for an audience. The orgasm assaulted Janey before she was ready and she screamed. The sound cut off and then she bucked and bucked. I rode her from behind, finally lifting her off her feet as I slammed into her. Her body clinched down on me and I erupted, pumping her full of cum. She shuddered and when I pulled out of her, she plucked up her skirt and tromped out of the office.
I casually put away my cock and fixed my clothes.
Barry looked around from Morrison to me. Finally he spoke. "I am here to trade. Lynn for, uh, for her, for a turn with the redhead...?"
"Lydia." I offered.
Barry nodded violently. "Christ yes, Lydia. Lydia! I can't believe I forgot her name."
"She's screaming in the van, that might have had something to do with it." The woman said, her voice soft and careful, like a cat padding through dewy grass. She opened the door and sure enough we could hear a woman's voice caterwauling through Aeolian scales that resembled nothing any modern vocalist would recognize. Lynn closed the door.
For few heartbeats, loud in my ears, no one said anything.
"So? Is it a deal? You fuck my wife, I get to fuck Lydia?" Barry said.
"Jesus, Barry, are you serious?" Morrison seemed genuinely shocked, a little ironic since...well, since Lydia was fucking the team for us at his instigation.
"Wally said..."
"Fuck what Wally said. What are you thinking bringing her here?" Morrison shook his head. "She's here though, so I guess she sort of has to participate. Can't have anyone skipping now." He looked at Lynn. "Sorry, Lynn but you have to fuck someone."
She did not react to him but met his gaze with a steady stare of her own.
Someone tapped on the door. It opened.
It was Janey. "Seth, Mr. Huntington is here. I thought you'd want to know."
Seth looked at Barry and then at me. "You stay here." He said. "I, I have to go handle this. I'll get your shit signed and we'll be fine but he'll want a go with red out there." Morrison squeezed between Barry and Lynn, beating a tactical retreat.
A moment after the door closed it opened again. The face that was apparently named Wally appeared.
"Jesus Christ, Barry, can't you take a joke! I didn't mean it but shit, since she's here, you're up next." The guy chortled. "Or in next, I suppose I should say. So? What do you say? Going to get a piece of that fine red haired pussy?" His eyes flicked to Lynn and back to Barry. The fucker was messing with the kid still. I say 'kid', he was older than me.
Barry looked at me and then with guilty wide eyes at his wife.
"Go." She said with a flit of a wrist and twinkling fingers. "Go on."
I couldn't believe it. A moment later the door closed and I was alone in the room with this woman.
"Hey, listen," I began, "you don't need to worry. I have no interest in making you do anything now. I, I..." I wanted to extract a promise not to rat us out but her lips tightened into a straight, thin line and her eyes flashed.
"You wait a minute. I have waited a year and a half for this moment and shit, Barry has been crazy to fuck a redhead since he got hair on his balls. No way you are going to cheat us out of this. I told him when he wanted to get me preggers that once I was, I wasn't fucking him till after I fucked some other guy and he agreed. Julia is six months next week and I am getting desperate. Thank god you came along. No way are you backing out now."
She turned around and locked the office door. She shrugged off the long black and white winter coat and then held it by one hand out beside her. She held it up for a few moments before letting it drop onto the floor. She stood there, her back to me.
I stared at her ass. What an ass!
My unease with my voracious redhead had softened my cock but now, realizing that this new MILF wanted me to fuck her aroused me all over. I stared so long I realized she was twisting around to look at me.
"Well?" She asked. "You going to stand there all night?"
"I, uh...?" I was tongue-tied, honest.
Lynn turned around and sat on the chair by the door. "What's wrong? Don't like me? I, god, I'll do anything you want. I'll suck you off first if you want even with her fresh coat of cum on you." She licked her lips. "I don't mind, though. Really. You really didn't come down here just to let red out there fuck these guys or did you?"
Lynn sat forward, her eyes blinking at me. I think she was trying to flirt. I think my hesitation bothered her and suddenly the whole idea was losing its steam. She stopped fluttered her eye lashes at me and her eyes changed. In that moment I realized I had to placate her or we were all likely in trouble, with whom I wasn't exactly sure but it did not seem like a good idea to leave her dangling.
"Stand up." I said and despite myself, my voice rasped like I was a man lost in the desert.
She fairly bloomed. She stood up. She pressed her arms to the contours of her body but flared her hands so she looked like she was a dancer posing. I got up from the chair next to the desk and took a step towards her. My mind ground.
Immediately Dori Hamilton shuttled into my brain and the feel of her tits on my lips flashed through me. Suddenly I was raucously aroused. I swept against the woman, looping an arm around her waist, pinning her arms against her waist as I lifted her up. Her head tipped back and I kissed her. She responded fully, mouth open, tongue tracing back and forth on my lips like a soldier on sentry duty till I parted mine and our tongues touched.
She groaned and her body shuddered in my grasp.
I released her mouth and lifted back, looking down at her closed eyes. She felt the caress of my gaze and her eyes opened.
"Yes?" She whispered. "Yes, I want it. Yes, my husband traded me to you for her, so he could have sex with your whore."
"She's not a whore. Prostitute." I growled but Lynn did not seem to notice I even spoke.
"I want you to taste me like you tasted her. He told me about that. Barry said she came with your mouth on her. Can you make me come like that? I am clean. I want you to fuck me, I want you to do whatever you want to me. God, it has been so long. My nipples are raw from breast feeding but you can kiss them if you like. I hope you like milk." She giggled and her breasts jiggled.
"Milk?" I breathed. I wasn't getting enough air so I kissed her again. That hardly helped the situation. My hand found her tight little ass. God, for a woman who just popped out a squeaker, she was in fine shape. Whatever baby fat she'd accumulated seemed to either have gone or gathered on her tits and made them swell.
She shook me loose from the kiss. "God, buster, you kiss good. My god, I think I am wet. Want to taste me? Barry says I taste like honey!" She tittered and she shook herself loose from my grasp.
"What's your name? I'm Lynn. Lay down Lynn, Barry used to call me before we got married. I fucked all his friends before getting around to him. He was last so we got married. Not true love, was it?"
I couldn't tell if she was asking. She grasped the hem of her sweater and pulled it over her head, revealing her shapely tits. Dark splotches on both cups showed the leakage from them.
"Oh, look. I'm leaking. Need a drink?" Lynn laughed and her bra-clad breasts jiggled with her. She swung her shoulders back and forth, making her tits sway. She cupped her hands under each breast and moved them around.
The door knob moved and then someone jiggled it.
"Hey, hey what are you...oh." Morrison's voice carried through the door.
Lynn watched me, her eyes squinting. Neither of us moved.
"Hey. Hey, I need to get something. I'll just be a minute."
"I always wanted to blow him." Lynn whispered. "I bet he comes in ten seconds. I swallow." She smiled sweetly. "Barry has been feeding me cum for sixteen months. By now I am very accomplished at sucking cock. Mind if I blow Seth, I mean, since I'm here." She smiled again. "Its up to you."
Her lascivious whisper felt like a tongue laving up the length of my cock. Suddenly I was so horny I was ready to ram it to her against the door.
I shrugged at her question. "I ain't kissing you if you blow him. I got standards."
She regarded me with a funny half-smile, like she was trying to figure out of I was kidding or if I wasn't and if the kissing was more important than blowing Seth Morrison.
I moved over and unlocked the door. "Sorry." I said. "You need your office back?" I opened the door, pushing Lynn to the side.
Morrison stepped and glanced at her. "Jesus, what a rack!" He breathed. He shook his big head and moved over to the desk. "I, Mr. Huntington is fucking your girl now. He, he said if she was worth anything, he'd sign the papers and you can pick up the car tomorrow." He fussed in his desk and found what he wanted and turned around. His eyes fixed on Lynn. "Jesus, are you going to fuck him, Lynn? Wally Wallbanger was just fucking with Barry. Don't let them buffalo you."
Lynn crossed her arms under and around her tits, trying to hide the dark splotches on the bra cups. She shook her head. "I am tired of sucking Barry's cock. Want me to suck yours?" She blinked her eyes at the man. Her eyes flicked over to me and then back to the other man in the room.
Morrison hesitated.
I could see him sorting through his options. "Lynn, I don't think that's a good idea. Once you taste me, you'd want me to fuck you and then where would Barry be? He'd be Mr. Handheld forever. Once my Mr. Rogers rogers you, you'll be hooked. I couldn't do that to Barry. He's a nice kid, even if he is a little weird. He lasted with Lydia about six seconds I think." Morrison laughed deep in his chest. "Poor bastard. He has that at home and all you do is blow him."
"He told you?"
"No, you just said so. I can read between the lines." He grinned. "If you still want to fuck when your buddy is done, we'll see." He went to the door and then stopped. "Once you do Seth, you'll want me again. More, till cum is oozing out your ears." He left, closing the door behind him. He opened it again and stuck his head inside. "Lock it. These guys are all assholes." He closed it.
I'd glimpsed Janey on her knees sucking one guy and wanking another. I walked over and clicked the lock into place. I was still wondering what to do with this woman. I mean, I was looking for something special for her and for me. She'd asked for everything but the ass. I went over to her and kissed her again. I felt her tits surging against my chest. One of her hands stroked my hard cock.
When we broke the kiss, she looked down at her hand smoothing over my cock. "Oh, you are a healthy boy. So? What's it going to be? My mouth or yours? Can't sixty-nine in this place." She laughed. "I'm usually too short for that anyway."
"Ass?" I said softly.
"Hell yes, I love it in the ass!" Lynn grinned. "When I say I have been sucking but not fucking Barry, that is not entirely true." One hand rubbed her ass unconsciously. "My ass is the family parking garage." She grinned again, her eyes focusing from where she had gone. "I don't know if your dooley would fit though."
I shook my head. There was no way to thrill this girl. She seemed to have done it all. I took her in my arms and kissed her again, this time touching her lips gently with mine and then letting the kiss deepen, tongues and lips and panting together till the blood roared in my ears.
She started to speak but I touched a finger to her lips. "Be still. Let me thrill you if I can. Let me look at you."
She wore black stretch pants. I pulled them down her hips. She shivered. It wasn't the creeping cold, either. I slowly and carefully exposed her legs and took off the half boots and removed her slacks. I put the boots back on and maneuvered her over to the desk. She hissed as her ass connected with the cold surface. She settled onto it and opened her legs. She worn no panties.
I got between her knees and kissed up each thigh. She panted with excitement. She sat back, bracing herself on her hands. I smelled her arousal, tangy and sharp. When I tasted her, I was surprised to find Barry wasn't lying. She tasted sweet, just like honey. My mouth actually watered. My tongue slipped deep into her and she grunted with pleasure.
"Oh god. I know, be quiet. I will. Honest but god that feels so good. Oh, oh god!"
I continued licking her. She scooted around and rocked her hips forward, lifting her pussy up to meet my lips. I found the hard nub of her clit and when I sucked it, her hips jerked. I twanged it with my tongue and she groaned. I moved lower and penetrated her again with my tongue. She moaned and I felt her drop down, her head and shoulders dangled off the other side of the desk. I held onto her legs, keeping them spread wide.
I covered her pussy with my mouth and she groaned. Deep into her and out, I tongued her. Her pussy writhed around my tongue, dozens of ripping muscles and ridges all slick with her arousal surrounded my tongue. I touched her some special place and I felt her abdomen quake against my forehead.
"Oh god, Mister, Mister, uh, uh, uh Dunk, Dunk, Duncan!" Her voice went shrill and then disappeared into a high whine. "Uh, uh, uh!" She grunted in time with her pulsing hips as she banged her pussy up against my face. "Oh yes, god, yes, eat me!" Her ragged voice rattled as she humped my face. "God, please, now, now please I'll come if you put it in me. Please, please now."



I compiled with her request. I stood up and quickly shucked my trousers down over my hard, irate cock. I mean impatient. The little fuck was wondering why I was wasting time gargling at her trough. He wanted her hat fit over his head and right now.
I grasped her by the knees and pulled her forward off the desk till her shoulders were back on it. One of her hands fumbled between us and found my cock. She bent it down and plugged it into her body. I pulled her onto me. She slid onto me like a donut onto a sword. She wasn't tight so much as lush, running with arousal and wild with pleasure. She groaned as we fit together, cinching us into the mutually pleasurable conjunction. Her pussy rippled around my cock. I felt her boot shod heels on my ass, pulling us together.
"Oh my god, it has been so long. So fucking long. God, Mister, Mister uh, uh, uh, Dunk, Duncan fuck me!" She cried. "Harder. Faster. Deeper. Fuck me!" Her chants aroused me and I chased after my flighty orgasm, hammering into her with all my might, risinng right up to fifth gear from a dead stop like a drag racer when the lights go green.
All at once her voice disappeared and the room echoed with the squishing sound of my cock slashing in and out of her. She suddenly grunted and then screamed so loud my ears hurt. It was a voiceless, shriek, like an electric motor that lost its governor and the bearings were going out. I hammered into her and she bucked in my hands, her body flapping like a flag in a stiff wind. I was stiff but not like the wind. My cock plowed her furrow and she splashed us both liberally as she cried she was coming.
My orgasm arrived like a landing jetliner. I wanted to pull back and extend this for a moment but I lost it and pumped cum into the woman. Lynn bucked and bucked and bucked, her body shuddering with great convulsions of pleasure while I filled her to the brim of her prim little pussy with cum.
I pumped and pumped and though I'd missed the exit, I loped right into the next segment, hammering into her.
"Oh god, again? Yes, again! God yes, fuck me, Derek, fuck me!"
Who was Derek? The woman was out of her mind. She sloshed like a foundering ship in heavy seas. I plunged deep and held her still, even while her body tried to expel my cock so I could ram it into her again. I resisted, keeping her totally filled. She writhed against my hold on her legs and ass. Finally I started to move again and she shrieked again. I reached under her and unhooked her bra. Keeping my cock inside her was tricky, since she was so small. I bent and she understood. She lifted a full breast and my lips nuzzled the taut surface of it. I nibbled around the arc of it and she directed the nipple to my lips. I sucked tentatively on it and milk spewed into my mouth. She moaned.
"God, yes, drink me. Oh god, my nipples are so sore but with a cock in me like this, it, oh, oh, oh god!" She shrieked as I bit down on her nipple. Her body bucked and her pussy squeezed hard on my cock buried deep inside her. Her body contorted, trying to press her breast harder at me while keeping my cock lodged inside her. Her legs crooked and clipped us together. Her hand kept directing her nipple to my mouth. I bit down and she screamed again. I stood up, grasped her by the waist and rammed her onto my cock. A dribble of milk appeared on each breast. She thrashed, her head twitching back and forth as I fucked her.
I continued to pummel her for a long time. Every so often she would stiffen and a light new orgasm would jigger through her. She came so often I lost count, or focus, or my fucking mind. Dori Hamilton kept intruding into my brain. It stimulated me and each time my mind wandered, Dori Hamilton wally bumped into the thought twisting it into a question about how soon before I'd be able to fuck Dori again.
Lynn seemed to be transported to some other plane of existence. I was just an extension, or an accoutrement of her pleasure. She shrieked and grunted and gasped and cried while I kept a steady rhythm of cock thrusting into her pussy. Her body clutched at me for a while but towards the end, she turned into a soupy mess, oozing with her pleasure and mine.
In the end, a titanic orgasm possessed her and she clamped down on me like a vice. She screwed her body down onto my cock, her legs locked around me and her oozing tits surged and shimmied.
"Oh bread and butter!" She cried through clinched teeth, her voice wrenched out of her by all her muscles tensing at once. "God, god, god, yes!" Her scream rattled the door.
No. No, a moment later I realized someone was rattling the door. Lynn did something with her pussy and caught me just right. The numb dumb cock in her awoke to this new or next sensation and I convulsed. A fresh new surge of cum flowed into the little woman.
"Uh, uh, uh!" Lynn cried, her body responding again to our grinding conjunction.
"Sonny? Sonny? Are you in there?"
It was Lydia.
"Ah, yeah." I managed, speaking against the flow of my climax, spiting it and distracting me.
Lynn, looked around me and like a life preserver losing air suddenly went limp. Her legs dropped away and I had her weight in my hands. I eased her over onto the desk and leaned over her. I stared her right in the tits. I bent over them and licked up the nectar her body secreted. I sucked on a nipple and she groaned, a hand clasped the back of my head, holding me in place. I sucked on her nipple and got milk.
"Sonny? You in there?"
"Uh, yeah." I managed again, louder this time, releasing the dribbling breast. Lynn writhed. My cock remained in her.
"I think we should go. Now I mean, or I will have to do them all again and you'll end up with two cars."
I tried to laugh but I felt like I had just shit a football. My legs wobbled and my muscles were twitching and shaking. I staggered away from the woman draped on the desk. A few moments of fumbling and I managed to recover myself and put everything back in place, my clothes at least.
"Sonny! I'm serious. We need to go."
I did not get the urgency. This had been Mrs. Favor's idea in the first place. I unlocked the door and shouldered on my coat.
"Sonny! I mean it. If you want a ride home with me, we need to go. Now!"
I opened the door.
Lydia Favors looked like someone had take off her face and put it back on in a strong wind. Her lined eyebrows were smeared up onto her forehead. She had a clown mouth. Her hair was a rabid tangle but her eyes were clear and just a little crazy.
"What the fuck?" I gasped. "I thought this was...?"
"Let's go. Now." Then she saw the woman draped on the desk, the runnels of milk streaking her huge breasts, made to look moreso because of her otherwise small frame. Lydia elbowed past me and bent over the woman. Lynn's eyes remained closed. Lydia bent over her and licked then sucked a nipple. Lynn jerked and then moaned. Her eyes opened but her hands did not move. Lydia got a mouthfull and stood up. She looked at me, a bit of milk running down her chin. Behind her, Lynn regarded her with slitted eyes. I thought the expression was lustful, even greedy like she wanted to jump up and grab the redhead and take her home stuffed in her purse.
Lydia swallowed ostentatiously. "Mmmm." She moaned, then shook herself. "Got milk?" She chortled.
She grabbed me by the elbow and I shambled along behind her, like a zombie on a blind date. I was still a little come crazed and I did not really emerge from it till we were out in the brutal cold. I was gasping with it as we got in the car and Lydia drove us away. I felt the car slalom and fishtail, even in the parking lot.
"Jesus, slow down. You'll put us..."
"Shut up and let me drive." Her voice was tight and she hunched over the wheel, wiping at the fog on the inside of the glass from our two sweating and hot bodies.
When we got to a red light and stopped several blocks away, she looked over at me. "I, I'm sorry. I know, god, that was weird. Seth Morrison was a guy I knew in high school and when I turned eighteen and decided I wanted to pop my cherry, I asked him. We'd dated some but we weren't really an item. He refused, saying he wanted to stay pure till he got married. That did not prevent him from letting it be known that I was looking to have sex."
The light changed and Lydia eased forward. "I don't know why, but I guess I sort of owe him. It was so bad I resolved to leave and I got a modeling offer and I took it, ran away from home and that was that. If he had fucked me then, I likely never would have left home and...well, things would have been different. A lot different. Not better, I don't think but really different."
She pulled up to another red light and looked over at me in the eerie green of the dash lights. She grinned. "When I realized who he was, I decided to fuck everyone but him." She laughed a raucous laugh. "I did too. He was about to demand I make it up to him but I told him I needed to pee and skipped out on him." She laughed harder. "I took his shoes and dropped them outside the front door." Lydia laughed harder. "I fucked every cock in that place, except his. He's probably still lying on the floor of that van with his hand on his cock!"
I shook my head. "Fuck me. I won't get my car, now."
Lydia looked over at me. "Oh. Oh shit, I didn't think about that. He might do that too. Fuck, fuck, I'll fix it. I will." She pulled over and stopped. She took out her phone and fiddled with the Interned. "I got the main number, maybe someone will answer." She listened for a few moments. "Yes, hi, is Seth Morrison there? Yes, I'll wait. Please, tell him it's Lydia Kinkaid."
She looked at me. "Don't worry. I'll fix it with him."
I just stared at her, to wrung out even to object.
"Seth, hi. Listen, that was my revenge. Leaving you with your dick wagging in the wind. Now, yes, yes, I will. I promise. Tonight. Well, okay. When? Oh wait, just a minute."
She covered her phone and looked at me. "He wants to meet me later this week. I, can I? I mean, I am yours after all."
I cannot describe the incredible thrill that runs up through you when you hear a woman say those words in that context. Mine. Fuck me. "Yes, yes of course. Fuck him. Wait, let me talk to him."
Lydia handed the phone over to me.
"Mr. Morrison. Hey, listen, I didn't know you two knew each other. Well, yes, she just did. Yeah, that's right, payback is a bitch but listen, I have a proposition. I know she insisted that we leave and that she promised to do you. No, you're right but as you said, payback's a bitch. Listen a minute. You let me pick up the car, Thursday would be fine and I'll send Lydia and her daughter...no, I am not kidding. You can do them both. No. Not necessary. I like it too. Yes, I did, both. Yes, them both. You'll have to ask Lydia, she can explain how I came to own them. Not my problem. You gave Lydia her moment of revenge, now she has to go back to paying off her debt to me and that means lucky you. No, not kidding. You have her number, you arrange it. If she doesn't keep the next appointment with her daughter Quilla, just call me. You have my number on the paperwork for the 300. Uh huh. Fine, I'll pick it up tomorrow."
Lydia watched me like I was doing what I was doing, committing her pussy to Mr. Morrison.
I handed her back the phone and she put it away. She drove me slowly home. She said nothing. When she stopped in front of my house she looked over at me.
"Sonny, I wasn't thinking. It all just came to me when I figured out who the guy was, that is was snooty Seth from my youth. I'm sorry. I, of course I'll do what you want but do I have to let him have Quill at the same time?"
I nodded. "Of course. However, if I was you, it might be a good time for you to trade in your car or to get one for Quilla. If you go that route, make sure you get the details worked out before the panties come off. Check with me first to make sure I have the invoice in hand."
Lydia nodded. She looked down at her arms crossed on the steering wheel. She shook her head. "I fucked eight guys in about an hour and a half." She said. "God, Sonny, I have had fantasies about that, I mean, doing a lot of guys in a row like that. Strangers, I mean. I never thought I'd get the chance..."
"I suspect this won't be the last time." I said and opened the car door. The dome light came on and I glimpsed the look on Lydia Favor's face as I turned away from her. She looked haggard and hungry at the same time. Used, but not used up.
I slammed the door and trudged through the falling snow to the house.
Inside I found my dear sister Nova licking Charm's charming pussy. I was hungry so I found leftovers and ate meat loaf while Georgia ate Charm. Dalia sat paging through a magazine with real paper, nonchalantly ignoring the other two women, at least acting like it. The magazine was upside down though, so you do the math. Dalia isn't Mozart.
Norma however, had no such compunction about staring. She sat watching Charm wobble from orgasm to orgasm while Georgia ate her. I finished eating, thinking that Georgia would be finished eating but she kept on keeping on. I strode into the living room and Norma looked up at me. She grunted and cocked her head towards my sister kneeling between Charm's knees. Charm lifted her head, her eyes layered with delirium.
"Can you get me a little of that?" Norma whispered.
Dalia looked up, eyes appraising me and the rest of the room. I felt measured for a cock chastity lock.
I walked over to Georgia and tapped on her shoulder. Charm watched me. I was feeling somewhat more assertive than usual, stalking through this pussy pen. "Nova. Nova? Nova! Time for bed."
She lifted her head and looked left and right as though she did not recognize my voice. She was wearing an unseasonable halter and faded blue jeans with socks.
Charm put a hand on the back of her head and pushed her down. "She's busy. Go away." It wasn't as unfriendly as it may seem. She just asserted her right to be eaten and only I seemed inclined to challenge her. My cock was hard again and I had no wish to refuse it.
I got on my knees behind Georgia, astride her calves. She felt my hands on her hips but Charms' hand on the back of her head kept her muffled between the woman's legs, under the midi Charm wore, hiding her charms from me.
I shrugged, determined to have a little of my sister. I reached around Georgia's behind to her torso and fumbled at her jeans, finally getting the button loose and struggled with the zipper. I got them loosened a little and pulled at her thighs to move them out of the clinch of her bent body. The zipper released and came loose. I pulled the jeans down to mid thigh. Georgia began to shake. I peeled her panties down her hips and onto her thighs.
"No, Sonny...?" Dalia whispered.
I looked over at her and winked. "Why not? I mean really? She's going down on one guest and ignoring the other. I think giving you a little thrill seems just and right." I fingered Georgia between the legs and she groaned deep behind her tits, which she was assiduously rubbing on the couch between Charms open legs. I looked up Georgia's back and saw the wide, wild V of Charm's pubic forest, utterly unmanicured.
Georgia was wet and got wetter the moment I penetrated her with my finger. She grunted and her hips hitched up. She could not widen her legs. She mumbled something into Charm's pussy and whatever she said, I took it to mean I should fuck her.
I got behind her and stood on my knees. The jangle of my belt made her back stiffen. I touched her pussy with my bare cock and she went still. I pushed into her and she groaned again. Charm lifted her head, staring down Georgia's back at me. To the side, Norma stared. When I thrust hard into my sister, Norma rose up and walked upstairs. I glanced at Dalia. She sat rapt, entranced by this conjunction of bodies right in her living room. She looked like a tourist seeing a contortionist for the first time.
I gripped Georgia's hips and pumped against her ass. She swayed with me, rocking on her knees while struggling to keep her mouth attached effectively to Charm's pussy. She must have been successful because around plunge number seven, Charm flowed back onto the couch cushions and moaned her thrill. Her hips thrust up at Georgia's face. I continued pumping my sister but she seemed preoccupied. Her body responded but the rest of her seemed intent on Charm. I felt the disconnect but then something twitched inside of her and it took firm hold of my cock. I could not understand what I was feeling. A shaft of light shone out my ass and I felt lighter than air.
Yes. Hyperbole. I could not see behind me. The orgasm that graced me with its presence arrived without notice and clanked around in me for a moment, like a ball bearing circling a drain before disappearing with a wet glug into the P trap. My orgasm slurped me up and died, leaving me panting over my sister's bent body. Her hips wiggled against me. I reached around her and cupped her breasts, the backs of my hands brushing the inside of Charm's inner thighs. She widened her legs further.
I lifted up. Charm stared down Georgia's back at me.
"Your own sister." She whispered. "God, that's hotter than seeing two men making it." She smiled a secret smile. "The things I get to see by being open minded. Take her to bed."
I arched my metaphorical back, like a bronco responding to his first saddle. I pulled free of Georgia's newly irrigated depths and wobbled backwards. I got my pants in order to I could stand without falling over and stood up. I fell over. I was light headed but at least I had my cock out of harms way. I lay on my side, completely confused about the view of Georgia, still munching carpet as if nothing had happened. I was a little insulted.
I rolled to my knees and crawled all the way to the stairway and used the balustrade to pull myself to my feet. The sense of vertigo stayed with me through a very clumsy shower. I flopped into bed expecting some interference from some quarter but the house full of pussy left me to my dreamless sleep. I woke late and rose to find Norma alone drinking coffee.
I had dressed and was ready to go to school. I sauntered into the kitchen and put bread in the toaster.
Norma set down her cup and slithered out of her chair to stand against me. She kissed the point of my chin.
"Sonny. I should leave you to your house, don't you think?"
I tried parsing the question but intent is not a part of speech. Whatever she was saying, she had hidden her meaning eloquently. "I hear you but I don't know what you are saying."
She straighted her spine putting her mouth close to mine. I smelled the coffee on her breath and felt it on my cheek. She plastered her body against mine. "I am asking if you want me...to stay."
The bread popped. She did not release me. "I did not invite you to stay so I am not properly the one to disinvite you to leave." I twisted under her coverage and plucked up a piece of toast. fumbled for butter and a knife, realizing then I was out of hands and had no plate. Norma leaned up and kissed me right under my left ear. She licked my skin with her tongue, a long swipe of wet eroticism that made my toes curl.
"Disinvite me to leave? Is that even a thing?" She kissed me gently again. Her breasts bunched against my side and I understood they were roaming free. I glanced at the clock. I had ten minutes. Toast or pussy? Different than guns or butter but just as much of a puzzle to any self-respecting man of nooky. Eat or fuck?
The butter knife clattered on the counter. The half-buttered toast fell face down beside it. I twisted, grasped Mrs. Spilletti by the shoulders and kissed her. I was hard instantly and one of her hands discovered it. She undid my careful preparations for going to class, skimming my pants down my thighs, exposing my hard cock. She made to drop to her knees, the willingness to suck me struck me was awfully nice of her but I refused to release her to that task. Time was short and the day had only begun.



It was raining pussy and I had forgotten my umbrella. I couldn't twitch without elbowing pussy out of my way this week. I kissed her. Norma was panting, her body shook with excitement. She shook loose from the kiss and looked up at me while I separated her robe, exposing her bare skin to my chilly hands. She gasped when I grasped her by the waist. She did not move. My hands moved up to cup her breasts and she closed her eyes. The cold of my skin made her shake, or maybe it was just me.
Her eyes opened as I massaged her breasts. "God, Sonny, I lay awake half the night waiting for you to come to my bed. I, after watching you fuck your sister, I was so, so, ugh, ugh." I pinched her nipples one after the other. She groaned, once each. "So I was horny. I wanted cock. God, how could you just leave me dangling like that? God, I wanted a man so badly last night." She wore just a robe around her naked body. "After what happened last time, I thought better of visiting on my own."
I bent into her and kissed her. She flowed into the kiss. My hands moved around her body and clasped her ass. I twisted us and lifted her awkwardly onto the counter. I felt the butter knife under one hand and only then thought about the discarded toast. One of her hands found my cock and directed me between her legs. She sat on the counter and received me between her knees as if blessing me.
"Oh, better late than never." She shifted forward, sliding her crotch against me, keeping the swell of her ass on the cabinet. I steadied us while her one hand aligned us, her pussy lips kissing me lightly. She sighed as my cock slid into her. Her body responded and she hunched forward, a self-contained motion since she only had leverage with one hand around my shoulders. It served. My cock penetrated her body and she grunted. I got both hands onto her ass and pulled her forward. We slid together like a shaft into a bushing. She was well oiled. I was well hard...well erect? I fit inside her just fine.
I pumped at her twice. For some reason my eyes opened and found that I had two minutes left before I had to leave if I was going to be on time for class. I stuffed my cock deep into her and after a brief hesitation, pulled out.
"What? God, Sonny, no. Don't." Norma panted.
I stepped out of her reach and returned my trousers to their normal state, except for the tent pole. "I have to go, Norma. I have class. I'll make it up to you."
She cocked her head. "Oh? How? You owe me big time for leaving me like this and for teasing me last night. If Charm returns before you do, I might sit on her face and then I'd not need you any more."
I grinned. "Good work if you can get it. Think a tongue is as good as a cock?"
She snarled at me and stuck out her tongue.
"Don't stick it out unless you're willing to share it." I chortled.
"Share it, I dare you." She looked so upset I lost my battle to leave with no more negotiation. "Do you know what a rail is? A sex rail I mean?" She couldn't and I was counting on that.
She shook her head, a glimmer of interested curiosity glittered in her dark eyes, the irises subsumed by the wide open pupils.
"I'll introduce you to a sex rail this afternoon. That ought to even you out." I meant make us even but the jumbled diction ended up serving just as well.
I scrambled for the door and just made the bus that would take me to school. I got settled in a seat and only then realized that I was picking up a fucking brand new car this afternoon. I felt a little twinge of regret that it wasn't getting some hotrod like Sammy had but a car of my own was pretty wonderful. I'd have to be the hotrod in the car and not depend on Detroit or Tokyo or Berlin.
Class went okay but I had a terrible time focusing. I seemed to be on a constant sexual high. The college girls kept looking at me and dipping their chin so they looked at me through their thin eye brows or past flopsy bangs. They all seemed to have a "come hither" look that distracted me. My cock was hard and I had a terrible time not walking around with a bowspirit all the time. I think the stars had aligned and I was destined to be aroused all week.
I got to three o'clock without getting slapped. I sidled through the world but I felt like I was coated in tingling goo that kept me tuned to everyone's erotic waves. I was crazy but not so much that I didn't know it. At three, I hopped another bus and after several transfers managed to get to the dealership. I had it in my head that I'd just saunter in, pick up a set of keys or two and roar out of the lot straight to a gas station. The reality was slightly different. Morrison had filled up the tank.
No one acknowledged me when I walked in. I felt invisible. Everyone seemed to look past me. Finally the receptionist got back to her desk and I told her who I was. I swear she'd been there last night. She stood up and got herself a cup of coffee and I recognized the ass. This was Janey. I had to rearrange Mr. Happy because I had this vision of poking into Janey from behind but not in her pussy. When a woman has a fine ass, you should ride it both ways, right?
Janey returned and sat down at her spindly little reception desk. She looked at me blandly and blinked a few times. "Oh yes, Mr. Duncan. You need to see Mr. Morrison."
"Okay." I started to leave but she stopped me.
"He's not here. He'll be back in a while."
I was miffed. "Where is that on the clock? I just want to pick up my car."
She nodded that sort of understanding nod you get from civil servants who are never going to change their stance about whatever you want them to change. Whatever it is, you won't get what you want. She looked not stubborn so much as bored with what I wanted. And then just like that I was invisible. I was sure I'd fucked her last night and it turns out I made no impression at all or so it seemed. Fuck, I need more practice.
"He is out." Janey said, looking at her computer screen, maybe she was talking to it, for all I could tell.
Shit. I thought. "I'll wait then." I said, reasonable as always.
I took a seat on one of those plastic chairs designed to make you prefer to stand. I had books with me and my computer so I went to work. An hour later, I needed a massage but I'd gotten one class prepared for tomorrow. Morrison sauntered in the way I had thought I was going to. He went right past me to the door to his office, opened it, closed it and that was that. I was invisible I decided. I did not understand what was happening so I went back to studying. Half an hour later he emerged and came over to me.
"Mr. Duncan, can you come back to my office?"
"What? Already? God, I just got my taproot down."
He rolled his eyes. "Just come on back and can the chatter."
No sense of humor I guess. I gathered up my stuff and put away my computer, assuming I'd be going soon. My ass hurt so much I was happy to stand but found I'd forgotten how. I staggered but made it to his office without falling down. I sat down and found a slightly padded seat that was infinitely better than the curved monstrosity that had reshaped my ass for the last hour and a half.
Morrison closed the door, locked it, and then went and sat behind his desk. For the longest time he just sat there and stared. He wasn't looking at me, just staring into space. I glanced over my shoulder to see what he was looking at and saw nothing but blank wall, which actually reflected his look pretty closely. I was about to say something when he finally spoke.
"I was a stupid, arrogant senior in high school when I knew her. When I turned eighteen, I thought I knew everything." He said without preamble. "We dated. I broke up with her right after we did it the first time. She took it hard but I never knew how much it mattered till last night." His eyes found a little focus and he looked over at me. "How did you come to be acquainted with Mrs. Fellows?"
For a moment I was confused, then remembered I had given that as Lydia Favors' name, to hide her identity. So much for being clever. This is why I don't lie so good, feeble memory. Also, his story did not match hers. I squinted, considering my options, ultimately deciding on meaningless precision. "Oh about five or six weeks. Since Christmas but I didn't meet her in the buff till somewhat later."
"You have sex with her often?"
I shrugged. "No often enough, truth be told."
"She says you own her, her and her daughter both."
I nodded, unwilling to argue with her view since I liked it from where I sat.
He heaved a big sigh and looked at the ceiling without lifting his chin. For a moment both pupils disappeared completely and his eyes appeared completely white. "Mr. Duncan, I do not pretend to understand what is going on here so I am just going to lay my cards on the table." He chuckled, a mirthless sound that seemed to clink on his teeth. "I run a car dealership and I am asking you think I am laying my cards on the table. That's rich." He eyes returned and he finally fixed them on me.
Wow. I felt real, finally.
"Mr. Duncan..."
"Hey, really, call me Sonny. What could it hurt?"
The big guy did not look like he was accustomed to being interrupted but he seemed to note it and then overlook it, avoiding making an issue of it as if an angel was sitting on my shoulder grading him.
He continued. "I just had a long, long lunch with your Mrs. Fellows. I tried to persuade her to go to the hotel and let me show her what Morrison can do in a bedroom but she refused. She resisted every attempt. Do you know how she refused me? What she said, over and over and over again?"
A light went on, accompanied by the warm glow of ownership. "She said, ask Sonny?"
The man's eyes flashed back to me. They seemed to wander when he wasn't speaking. He nodded then. "Precisely. She told me I had to ask you. She said she was yours and that you...you...god, she said you owned her and only you could give her away." The big man sat forward and steepled his hands and looked at me through the matrix his fingers formed. "So? I am wondering if we can make a deal."
I already had my car but this seemed something else entirely. "What sort of deal?"
"A, a little trade. Pussy for pussy." Something wound around and his eyes widened. He opened his desk drawer and tossed me two sets of keys with key fob. "There. Your car is ready. This is personal. Just you and me. I am not trying to hold you up using your car. Personal."
I waited, fiddling with the keys and feeling both curious and the urge to run out and drive off in my brand new car. I waited but the runaway urge throbbed in me like a sore tooth. I had a new car!
"I want her. I want Lydia Kinkaid, er Fellows. I knew here as Kinkaid back in the day. I want her in the worst way and to demonstrate that to you, I want to offer you something of greater value to me than you can possibly imagine. Just to show you my cards, though, if you make this trade, if you accept this trade, you'll be doing me a big favor, one I hope to return someday. Favors can come in handy."
I acknowledged that with a wag of my head. I was confused again, though because of his uses of the word, "favors". For a moment I thought he was telling me he knew Lydia's real name or she had corrected him or something. I decided that sort of precision wasn't necessary, at least not yet. I was burning to ask what he had in mind but resisted it. Well, for about two seconds. He hesitated and I burst into action. "What do you have in mind?" I felt the pressure release.
He grinned slightly but then his face slipped back into the car salesman's blank stare. "Here. Here are my cards. My one card. The card I am holding. I, I have a sister..." He looked around behind him and found an iPad and opened it. He fussed with it and then lay it on the far edge of his desk, in front of me.
I leaned forward. I saw a striking brunette in a slightly see-through blouse peering past bangs at the camera.
"She married stupid. He was twenty years older than she was and a banker. Our house, it was constant chaos. I had sports and that got me lots of options in life but she, Holly, that's my sister, she didn't and I, well, I was a selfish prick and abandoned her. I just ignored her and she ended up face down in this guys bed. He was a banker and staid, even boring. He was president of a bank and just getting divorced. Then 2008 came, his bank went bust and everything went to shit for them. Hell, I have been paying their mortgage for three years. He got depressed, crawled into a hole, pulled it in after him and disappeared. He sits and drinks beer all day and watches TV. Never moves. He probably has a cholesterol count of two thousand. He's fat and grunts when he wants something. Sis, she works two jobs and as you can see, she's fucking gorgeous. She is a night nurse at an old folks home, a long term care unit, unskilled but it pays. It gets her away from that fucking house. She also works as a real estate agent, hustling her ass in this housing market and that ain't easy, I'll tell you. She usually sleeps over at my house unless I have company. I can't go to her house or I'd assassinate that prick. She made me promise not to interfere."
Morrison stopped and cleared his throat. He looked uncomfortable.
I waited.
"I guess I'm about to interfere. She started with one of those married people dating sites, Sloppy Seconds or Better Late Than Never or whatever they are called these days. She went out with this guy and I ended up going over there and correcting his behavior. What a dick. He ruffied her. I doubt he'll try that again but she, she wants a...a sexual experience and I told her I'd help her out."
"So you are thinking of trading her to me for Mrs. Favors?" I asked, feeling like my mind was being bent around a railroad spike. I did not try to keep the incredulity out of my voice.
He looked confused for a moment. "Who?"
"Mrs. Favors. Oh, right. Mrs. Fellows. You want to trade your own sister to me for Mrs. Fellows?"
Morrison blushed, which on him looked more like a house fire. "I, I know this is weird but god, Mr. Duncan, you cannot imagine what it was like seeing Lydia doing the office last night. She, she loved it. I know her, or did once upon a time. I don't know what hold you have on her but she has no inclination to slip your restraints. She wants you to hand her over or she won't go, not willingly and that is all I want. I want to take her out and see if I can correct that mistake I made years ago when I was young and dumb." His eyes shifted to me but then slipped away like a sheet of greased plastic sliding off an iceberg. "Begging your pardon, I don't mean to cast aspersions. You, you don't seem to be afflicted with the same dumb disease I had when I was your age." He shook his head.
I did not grin but I wanted to. Despite that, the glee was in my voice even if my words denied it. "I do dumb differently I guess. It follows me around and smacks me when I'm not looking all the time."
"That might just be ignorance." Morrison said, his eyes finally lighting on me.
I did grin then. "I cannot tell the difference so maybe that's my disease."
"Maybe." He looked away and the moment of camaraderie vanished like a fart in a hurricane. "My sister..."
I tapped the iPad. "She's a looker."
Morrison's eyes came back to me and his lips got really thin. A moment later he relaxed. "I may be a car salesman but I prefer to make deals that are good for everyone. This helps me, I think you'd like a piece of my sister, Holly...if Lydia hasn't lowered her standards to fit you in...in...ah with her standards. It'd give Holly that sex buzz that is making her crazy and you get a shot at my sister."
That last phrase went all dark and foreboding, just an RCH short of being a warning.
"No thanks." I said. The proximity of this man's warning did not engage me to take the risk and try to blend with his "deal". I spoke so fast I did not really think it through. I mean, I just flinched away like I was touching a hot stove.
The man's face fell, like his dog just pushed its nose into a wood chipper.
"Shit." Morrison muttered. "Shit. I was hoping you'd go for that."
"Or what?"
The wheezy look in his eyes hardened and he saw me clearly it seemed to me. "Or nothing. I, I just wanted a shot at Lydia. I thought this would be good for us all."
"How is this good for Mrs. Favors?" I decided to correct the record. "Her name is Favors, not Fellows. I swapped out her name so your buddies out there wouldn't try to look her up on the Internet. So? How is this good for Mrs. Favors?"
"Oh. I didn't mention that did I? She wants to get her daughter a car. The..." his eyes sharpened. "You own the daughter too?"
I dissembled, some. "I don't think about it as owning anyone. Not like that. It sounds so, hmm, ugly, don't you think? I, we have an understanding and it includes me telling them who and when, where and how to fuck."
"Like last night?"
I shrugged. "Truthfully, cards on the table and all, that was mostly her idea. I, I brought her along just to have a pair of flashing thighs to distract you with. I had no idea you two had a connection."
"We don't. We did once but I fucked it up. We don't now but I want one." Suddenly the veneer thinned and I saw through it, like rice paper between you and a flame. "Jesus, having her last night, even like that...she was so wired, so wound up, nearly used up and still, god, still I felt it in my hair follicles, the few I still have. It has been forever since I felt my cock happy like that." He shook his head. He grinned a little wistfully, "Even if it was just a poke and run. I want to finish what I started and I think she wants that too, but she said I had to ask you. She said I had to make the deal with you."
I watched that big man shrink and I confess I felt a little sorry for him. Damn, it wasn't like I didn't have pussy flying at me from every quadrant of the universe. My "never turn down pussy" rule came into play. "What does your sister think about this?"
He looked at me and his face showed nothing but pure terror, terror I just did not understand, not till he laid his next card on the table.
"Fuck me, Sonny. She, let me explain about last week. She," he stopped talking. He looked around the room as though searching for something. "God. When she got over it, when she felt better, she came home from work and crawled in bed with me." He stopped and swallowed hard. "I was a asleep and I woke up feeling this naked body in bed with me. She tried to have sex with me!" He shuddered like the cold from outside had rushed in and crushed him. He looked at me. "My own sister! Can you imagine?" His face closed and he glared at me. His voice lowered and he realized what he was saying. "You can't tell anyone about this! Ever. She sucked my cock and I almost came before I woke up."
He seemed pretty eager to tell me about it. I wasn't sure if I was privileged or insulted.
"Things, things are really awful now. She won't stay at my house, won't even take my calls. I think she is a little crazed by how things are at her home. Living with someone depressed like John is, John Romelingame was once a princeling and now he's just a blob...that is making Holly lose her mind."
"I asked what she thinks about this, this arrangement?"
Seth looked over at me.
I could see the pain in his eyes and though it was in reality foreign to me, still I could understand it. He loved his sister and they almost crossed over into the shadowland where I was cavorting all dick happy and shit. I thought about just telling him to go for it but doing a sister is not for everyone. Clearly. I glanced down at the iPad. If that babe was trying to suck her brother's dick, she might just twist up enough to fit into my misty world. Then again, she just might not.



"Well? What does she think about this?"
He looked over at me. "I guess I was hoping you'd just seduce her and that would be that. Whatever hold you have on Lydia, you can have it with Holly. I'll approve it and she'd be fine."
"Would she be fine?" Then I had another thought. "Just how kinky is your sister? I mean does she do other girls? Would she take on a group of guys?" I was testing in theory what she'd likely encounter if I got a collar around her neck. My cock got hard at the thought. I shook my head.
Morrison regarded me with a mixture of surprise and envy. I could see the greening of his thinking and it wasn't renewable energy. "Two guys? Another woman?" Morrison muttered, saying the word like he was tasting some exotic spice that might be poison. He shook his head. "Buddy, my women all end up on their backs." He shook his head again, harder this time, so hard it looked painful. "I don't think variety and sex go together. I have one way and it works. All those options, they just confuse me and I think it reduces the value of..."
I interrupted. "Sort of ironic for a car salesman, isn't it? I get a kick when a woman rides me like a pony and comes so hard she falls over like a felled tree." I nearly burst out laughing at the man's expression. I waved a hand at him. I wanted to give him some pointers on dealing with Lydia but decided that was getting ahead of myself. And full of myself, it being unlikely he needed any pointers. I kept that out of my conversation but only barely. It was heady having this guy sulking and nearly begging for me to help him with his own sister, something I'd have been all my pussy against when I first met him. You never know and thinking you do can be dangerous. "Okay, look, let me think about it. How and if, since they sort of go together."
I wanted to sound out Lydia Favors, too, just to see if she was copacetic with it. That might be a non-starter. I thought she'd be okay but there was Quilla and, well, I didn't want to commit right now. Making him wait, there is some irony with that because that is the standard ploy with a car salesman. I wanted to laugh about that, just from the savage glee at turning the tables on someone but I focused on his pain and what I could do to help. I had both, no need to make an issue of it though.
"Why don't you let me get back to you on this."
Morrison looked anguished.
I thought I'd stepped in it again and swore I saw nothing, no horse pucky, no pot holes, no muddle puddles.
"Holly, she won't even talk to me. I think I said some horrible things to her and I want to make that all okay with her again but I just can't. I decided I could give her my approval of whatever you do to her. I'd, if you agreed, I'd be able to let her do everything you could get her to do and be open minded. A little late, I'll warrant but like you said, better late than never."
That seemed weird to me. I didn't think he was around when I said that. The universe tends to bend around me sometimes. I supposed the receptionist passed it along to him or something. Wait, I didn't say it, he did. The guy was rattled.
"This is all fucked up, I know but I guess I know that life just isn't neat most of the time. I dated a woman once and she explained Cubicism and Abstractivism like that. It made sense to me, that those crazy ass fuckers were just trying to capture the craziness they saw right out there at their fingertips."
"Cubism and Abstractionism." I said, correcting his verbal butchery, hoping mine was actually correct.
"What?"
"Never mind." I waved him off.
"I know, I have a way of looking at things and...Holly should have left him long ago but she won't. She, she says she married him for better and worse and this is the worse. I talked her into renegotiating the sex thing and now she has dropped it in my lap and I fucked it up."
"You didn't fuck anything at all," I interjected. "That is the problem. It seems inconsistent and she thinks she misunderstood you. Maybe she thought you were trying to help. Now she is ashamed that she thought of that but you didn't. Now she feels, she thinks she looks like the pervert in the family, not you."
Morrison looked at me again. His eyes kept wandering off to some abstract distance, then snapping back to me like a boy's eyes going back to a pissed off nun after he decided god was a fantasy.
We sat in silence for a while. I really don't know how long. To tell you the truth I let my mind idle and I got hard. First there came a vision of D. Debra Hamilton eating my sister and then the feel of her mother's body coating mine as I thrust into her and the commingling of the twin sensations of mother and daughter on the tip of my tongue and the end of my cock. My cock got really hard. I started to shake.
Morrison stood up. "Well, if there is nothing else. Congratulations. You have a great car there."
I stood up, though Morrison was so big I had to check to make sure I wasn't still sitting and that my legs were lying to me, the lazy fucks. Nope, I was standing.
"Listen, I feel for you, man. There is some complexity to this but I can work with it. Let me do some work and I'll see." I had a thought. "Does Lydia know your sister?"
Morrison nodded, his attention focused on me.
The differences in our ages seemed to vanish. Suddenly, I had authority in his office.
"I'll, let me cogitate on this and I'll, I'll call you."
He bent over and wrote on one of his cards and handed it to me. "That'll get you to my cell number without getting it forwarded all over tarnation. Call any time. And, Sonny, thanks. This is eating me up. I, I hate the goddamn nuns but it does help to confess sometimes."
I shook my head, amazed. How do I end up getting squeezed into the cosmic cracks in the universe. Better than the asscrack of reality but still, it seemed unbelievably weird to me. The man wanted to trade me his sister...and he seemed okay with that! God, that made no sense to me but there it was.
I swam in that miasma of strangeness till I finished gassing the car, which I did even though the gauge said it was full, just to be sure. Then it hit me. I had a new car! Suddenly my chest burst with excitement.
Just as suddenly I had a question to answer. How do I explain a spanking new car to my sisters? Of course, it struck me that these sisters were the very women I was fucking or about to fuck...explaining a new car need not cause me consternation being a relatively small thing in the cosmic scheme of things which included buggering them and handing them off to my friends. Oh fuck, that idea made my chest hurt. I blamed the cold.
I got into the car relieved and was just about to pull away when my phone rang. I pulled over to talk. Who texts and drives? They must have a death wish. Plus, my cock was hard because the ebullience carried with it the vestiges of lust for Dori Hamilton with it. I was heading to her house auspiciously to show her my new car. My reality was delusional on that point.
So, my phone rang and it was Lydia Favors.
"Sonny? Sonny? Thank god, I meant to call you earlier but I got called into a meeting and I just now got free. Have you talked to Seth yet?"
She seemed breathless, even hyperventilating.
I put the car into park and it hit me. I owned a car! My god. Unless you have gotten a first car after waiting for fucking ever, you don't know what I mean. Suddenly I was hyperventilating and it had nothing to do with pussy. Well, not directly, after all this could be considered the car that pussy bought.
"I just left him." I managed around the bowling ball in my chest. I wanted to run around and scream. I just sat still, though, quivering like a deer smelling a cougar.
"Oh. Well fuck me. I am sorry, Sonny. I should have called earlier." She took a big breath and sighed. "He decided he wanted me and I told him you own me. If he wanted a piece of me, he had to clear it with you, first. Oh shit, wait a moment."
I heard her muffled voice and then she returned.
"Sonny? Sonny?"
"I'm here."
"Did I do right?"
I nodded. Felt stupid. "I, did he explain what he had in mind?"
"What do you mean?"
I repeated the proposal Seth Morrison had just made to me and ended with a question. "Do you know his sister?"
"Holly? God yes. We, we hung out for a while till her dickhead brother dumped me. She was younger than me by oh, four years? That was years ago but Sonny, those moments, that time when you are young, you never forget it because your nerves are all raw and open. You have few or no filters. It all sticks and it all came back at lunch with him. Seth, he was the same guy but different, better. Men don't age, they just mature. God, we women wait so long for you assholes to grow up...oops." She realized what she was saying and to whom and she swallowed her own voice.
"I know what you mean." I said. "I think, anyway. Growing up is hard if there is nothing to force it on us." I stopped.
Lydia did not speak. She waited and waited but finally spoke up. "So? What are you thinking?"
"Do you want to get some of him?"
"God, yes. I felt young again, or at least I felt the buzz of that sexual attraction crackling on my skin again. I mean, Sonny, I feel it with you too but it, its different with Seth. Always was there."
"What about his sister?"
"Holly? God, I haven't seen her in ages." I don't know. I really don't." She took a deep breath. "He, he really said that? That she tried to suck him off? God, well, Holly was a live wire and liked shocking people but Seth, that she'd even try something like that with him seems beyond my imagination. God, I cannot begin to imagine what she was thinking."
"Lydia, can, can you get in contact with her and see, see what you think? If, I want to know if Seth has his head up his ass or if trading you for his sister actually makes some sense. Is that something you'd be comfortable doing? Trying to know her mind about such things?"
"You mean getting her a collar like Laura has?"
That question, so obvious in retrospect completely stumped me. I had difficulty assimilating that concept but then I imagined the picture of her I saw with a silver little circle around her neck, one I knew had my name engraved on it and I felt a zing. "Yes. That's exactly what I mean."
"I can try. I'll try. Okay? Is that enough? I'll try."
"You try. I, I don't want to run into something like that without knowing how it fits with her. This might all be a cockup of some sort and I don't want to make it worse by taking something that is essentially silly, seriously. You find out."
"I will."
"Oh Mrs. Favors, can I ask you something?"
"Of course."
"Didn't you say something about wanting to get Quill a car?"
"I suggested it but she insisted on doing it herself. I suspect she wanted more than I was willing to pay for and is holding out for when she can guilt her father into it. She is saving money towards it though."
"How much does she have?"
"Oh, maybe six grand. That is well short of what she has in mind. She is utterly dazzled by the new car sensation but that won't get her much. So she does without. Why?"
"This is a negotiation. I like to know what I can add to the pot."
Lydia hissed into her phone. "Sonny, I'm pretty sure you already added her to the pot. Seth is under the impression he can have a go at both of us, I mean at once. I haven't corrected that impression."
"I didn't want to, I don't want to force you or Quilla to do something you don't want to do." I said, repeating my mantra. "I want you to enjoy what I make you do."
"Is that an order?"
"No. Of course not but sometimes if you try something, you find you like it even though it seems...seems..." I lost my voice.
"Perverted?" Mrs. Favors offered. "I know or think I know what you like, what you want. You want a woman to lose her mind with pleasure. That turns you on. Guess what? It turns me on, to be directed like that. I was terrified with Quilla the first time but now, now I think about it on the commute home and by the time I'm home, I am wet and wild. Sean just slides into me like I'd been oiled up for him. All from thiking about tasting my own daughter again." She went silent.
"Can you make contact with Holly, see what is going on there?"
"I gotta go. I'll check on that and get back to you, Mr. Duncan." She disconnected.
I sat staring at my phone for a moment and then looked out at the wider world, from the driver's seat of my own car.
Okay, I sort of stumbled into this. I have little or no difficulty admitting that I did not really earn this, unless you think manhandling pussy deserves that sort of remuneration. I confess, I didn't. I felt like I was living someone else's life and I was a robber or something. A poacher, maybe. It just didn't feel real.
I started to drive, just feeling everything wonderful about having a new car. I drove in a sort of daze and that is my explanation for how I ended up at the Hamilton Hacienda. I pulled up and stopped at the front door and sat there, my car idling and the windows steaming up from the intense cold.
I turned off the car. I had no plan. My mind was blank but then I looked at the door. It was late in the afternoon, twilight was fast approaching and a light shone from deep in the house, a little aura glittering behind the pulled shades. My mind touched the last time I went through that door and I resolved not to be so rambunctious. That resolution cued me to the decision I had already made. I was going in. Consciously confronting that decision, the throbbing need behind my sternum and the hard cock in my pants signaled to my dulled mind that I had designs on the woman beyond that door.
I got out of my car and walked to the door. I don't know why but I tried the knob before I touched the doorbell.
It opened.
My heart raced, accelerating like a drag racer with all due haste. I swear I smelled burning rubber.
I stared at the crack in the door and pushed it silently open. I heard the warm gurgle of a TV inside. I slipped over the threshold like a burglar. I stood just inside the door and eased it closed. The latch clicked and I turned to the warm interior. I slid off my coat and let it drop onto the floor. I slipped off my shoes and took a couple steps deeper into the house. I wondered if D. Debra was home. Surely she was at play practice this late. I had a panicked thought about what would ensue if she found me in her house like this. I had little idea but figured that her mother would be panicked at the very best, if D. Debra were still upstairs. Given what I knew about these two, D. Debra might just fix herself a drink and be the audience while I fucked her mother.
That thought, of Dori Hamilton, brought me around to the current endeavor. I felt the need throbbing in me, almost vibrating through me, like God put my soul on vibrate so I wouldn't keep bothering him with importunities for things I ought not to be asking for, like another go at Dori Hamilton and her luscious pussy. It seem wrong in every religion to pray for more pussy.
I heard a clink from the kitchen. I padded around the corned, quiet as a mouse. Mrs. Dori Hamilton stood with her back to me fussing with some vegetables. She lay them aside and stood still, staring down at the cabinet. She seemed to have forgotten what she was doing.
I moved closer to her, any noise I made blended with the TV. She gave no indication she knew I was there. I decided to scare the piss out of her. In one quick motion, I moved up behind her, looped an arm around her waist and clasped another over her mouth. For a vast instant, she simply tensed, then she wriggled. I pulled her off her feet and away from the half moon on the cabinet. Her hands went right to my forearm and just like that, she went utterly limp.
Her body drifted against me and she offered no resistance. I released her mouth and she inhaled.
"Sonny? What are you doing here?" Her voice held a slight lilt of doubt.
I did not want to talk.
I dragged her, bodily, over the back of the couch. I released the arm around her middle and gave her a slight nudge with the heel of my hand. She flopped over the back of the couch like I'd deboned her spine. I reached around her and unbuttoned her slacks and yanked them violently down, off her hips and down her thighs to her knees. They got tighter the lower they went, a pair of those thin cut jeans that left no room for doubt or imagination. Her panties got tangled up with them so when I stood up straight, her ass was bare.
I touched Mrs. Hamilton between the legs and she cried out, some inchoate exclamation full of meaning but absent actual words. My hands shook as I unbuckled my belt, unbuttoned my slacks and pulled all my inhibitions down with them. She lay over the back of the couch utterly unmoving, just waiting for me to have her. The implicit compliance shot a thrill through me and I started to shake. My uninhibited cock sprung free, slapping gently against the luscious curve of her bent body. I crouched, trembling behind her. She felt the trembling in my hand on her hip and in a fly's sigh, she was trembling too, like I infected her with my need just that fast.
Her echoes of my need rang off the end of my cock and I swear I heard a loud clanging noise. After the fact I decided it was my brass balls banging together as I lined up to fuck my girlfriend's mother, again, the third time.
Dori, can I call her Dori? Mrs. Hamilton was wheezing over the back of the couch, her hands planted on the cushions, her head up. Fuck me, she was just waiting for the coup de grace. I felt the anticipation as tension in her fine flesh, suddenly oven hot under my hands. I bent my cock down and probed with it, searching for the harbor to shield me from the storm of my own lust. Her pussy kissed and then sucked me inside. I slid into the woman, like a con man into an empty seat at the horse track. There was no resistance, no hitch in her giddyup to gave me pause.
My cock fit into her completely and for a moment I felt like I had just jumped off a cliff. I felt air whistling by my ears and they popped. My eyes watered. My cock swelled. Dori groaned.
"God, yes!"
All was right with the world.
My hands turned to claws, to grappling hooks that held us together, my pirate ship and her galleon ready to be plundered. I felt the tightening of her ass against me, her butt muscles tensed around my implanted cock. She groaned softly, her body quivered. My trembling had dissipated but now, rooted deep in her body, the tremors returned. Instead of waiting for them to stop, I gripped her ass hard and began to bang away like John Henry hating the mountain. In my own defense, the trembling caused a little motion between us that turned immediately to amazing stimulation that I knew I could not resist. I began to deep fuck her out of desperation.
It only delayed the inevitable.
Dori started gasping for breath, like I was water boarding her. I was boarding her, alright. Her body bucked once and she screamed. Her body twerked once and then she stiffened.
"Oh my loving lord, fuck me!" She cried out, her voice replete with sweet anguish, jangling like chains behind a freed slave. I rammed into her over and over again, trying to get in sync with her ecstasy. I failed.
Each time she came, I was at some new part of my repetitive cycle. Once, I pulled back and she bucked me clear and came as I departed her, my cock, I mean, as it left her pussy. Another time, I rammed into her and ground us together and she jerked and howled like I was branding her as a surprise present. Another time, I began to back out of her and she clung to me like a dangling soul over the maw of hell; my cock scored the sides of her pussy as he clamped down on me. She seemed unwilling to let me leave the nook I had nestled into but doing so stimulated her into a frenetic thrashing that smacked her hips against me so hard I ended up on my heels, hanging onto her waist for dear life. The bitch nearly bucked me off and I had a deep stake in her little bolt hole and she still nearly undid me.



At the last, as the pleasure ebbed and flowed, my orgasm drawing ever closer, I found a rhythm that seemed to syncopate with her muscle spasms and the erotic cataclysms crashing through her body. For a wonderful few moments I slashed into her and she groaned and bashed me back. Cock and pussy joined together, mixing a combustible concoction of cock and cunt.
I orgasmed.
Dori orgasmed.
She screamed.
I yelled.
We harmonized like some naked, erotic opera.
My cock rammed deep into her and her voice cut off. Her ass jerked up, her back bowed and then she screamed again. I pumped into her till my body was only 50% water. God, I felt like a dry river and I was blowing hot air into her that would reincarnate as pussy farts. Still I could not stop hammering my body against her bent body. Her ass clinched and unclinched in my hands.
Then it was passed. The rush and crash of the conjunction of my need and her lust left us both panting and gasping for breath.
Then my phone rang.
Jesus. What timing!
I pulled free of her enslaving pussy and took a step backwards to clear her dock with my peter. I fell on my ass. I neglected to notice that my slacks were around my ankles. Lucky for me my knees were orgasm weak and when my foot halted in mid-step, my body just said "fuck it" and gave up. Everything quit working and I sat down like I'd been punched by a jealous husband. Oh my, I could have gone all day and not used that expression.
The good thing was I was closer to my pants and thus closer to my phone. I fished it out of the pocket and the little shit went silent. I dropped it out of sheer frustration. I looked up at the pillars of Dori's bare legs and the drooling pussy and I forgot what I was doing.
The fucking phone jangled again.
I felt like a fish reincarnated as a human, nothing made sense and I was having a terrible time breathing. I didn't move, but just stared at the opening in this woman's body while my body tingled and demanded that we crawl back inside of her and do all that again.
"Sonny! Are you going to answer it? If not, get up here and fuck me again." Dori spoke without raising up. Her voice came at me as though from her pussy and god if I didn't think it was talking to me, which is ridiculous because voices are much more muffled when the mouth is full of cum.
I answered the phone.
"Sonny? Where are you?" Shit, it was Aunt Norma. That's what I thought, "Aunt Norma." I checked to see if I had said it out loud, wondering if Dori would think me perverted, worrying about it, sure she would straighten up and close up shop and there'd be no more Dori nookie for Sonny. My past fishlives vanished and I reverted back to the human dick I was rapidly becoming, not in character, but in activity. Every woman wanted me in her and I wanted to fill their bill, er, their, their...?
"Sonny?"
The phone was talking.
"Hello?"
"What?" I managed finally.
"Sonny, you said you had a surprise for me."
"I did?"
"You said you'd introduce me to a sex fence or something. It's nearly five. You said it would even me out. If, if you don't get here soon, I may attack Charming when she gets here and I'll end up a cuntlicking lesbian and it will be all your fault!"
"Charm." I said automatically.
"What?"
"Not Charming, Charm."
"Fuck you, Sonny. Come get me or take me or do me or something. I'm climbing the walls and leaving scratch marks. You're going to have to repaint the house if you don't get here soon. Just don't leave me here any longer. If she comes back, I won't be able to resist her."
Dori stood up and looked down at me.
"Weakling." I muttered.
"Fuck you. Now." Norma hung up.
I stared up at Dori, my cock remained perfectly hard and she stared at it with perfect attention.
"I have to go." I said looking from the phone to Dori's bare knees just above where her bare legs disappeared into the jumbled jeans.
"I thought we weren't going to do this any more."
I shrugged. "I wasn't. I mean, I, yes, we agreed."
"So?"
I tipped my head back to see if she looked as I imagined she looked around that syllable. She matched my expectations perfectly, arched eyebrow and whimsy and everything. She seemed pleased I had had her but still followed her little script that said she had to say "no" to Sonny and not let him fuck her. I was so happy, seeing the pleasure in her eyes, the pleased sense that I could not leave her alone, even after giving my word and agreeing to do so. I hadn't really, so I didn't feel guilty but she wanted me to and finding I didn't absolved her of whatever a woman with her passions needed absolved of, likely everything. She peered down on me like I was a creation and she my creator, she oozed and dripped and ran with twisted pride. I had deposited most that I had available in her clasping, talented cunt and it seemed to be in her eyes and suffusing her skin and the expression on her face.
I rolled to my knees and struggled to my feet. "God. You wreck me."
"God, you wreck me." She muttered back. "Don't stop. Not, not complaining but, god, we can't keep doing this."
I got my cock bent and spindled back into my pants. I turned around and grinned at her. "You said, 'we'." I effused.
"What?"
"You said, 'we'. You said we can't keep doing this."
Her eyes softened. "You think you did this to me?"
I shrugged and took a step back. "Didn't I?"
She laughed then, at the backstep, I thought, not my simple phrase. "No. No, shit, I left the door open imagining that you'd do just what you did. Arrive, enter my house and enter me with nary a word. I thought, I thought if you did, I'd let you and I'd come and goddamn if I didn't, like a very tardy messiah. I came hard and fast and often, so quick, shit, I thought I was some virgin man doing his first sheep."
"Often? Messiahs can't come often, can they? I mean after the third or forth time, don't people lose interest?"
Dori looked at me like I'd just shoved a cob with corn on it into her pussy and she found she had teeth down there and was munching away, which would require considerable concentration. She blinked at me several times. Neither of us were making a lot of sense but we were trying. I was trying anyway, hard.
My brain processed the rest of what she said. "His first sheep? What sort of pervert are you?"
"Oh, I think you know that." Dori Hamilton said, smiling like she was the sungod herself.
Jesus, I wanted to fuck her. Again. More. The feeling welled up in me like someone was cranking a springloaded something down tighter and tighter.
"You have to go, Sonny."
I nodded, feeling that tension in me and wanting to escape it or turn it on this woman and let it fly. I turned to the door and picked up my coat and shrugged it on.
"Sonny, we, really, we can't keep doing this. What if D. Debra had been here?"
"I'd have fucked her...oh, I see what you mean. I get it. I remember. I do." I shook my head. "Fuck me."
"Goddammit, Sonny, don't tempt me. How do you think D. Debra would feel finding you chained to my bed fucked down to a straw man?"
"Late?" I returned. Never leave me alone with a rhetorical question if you don't want it molested.
"I mean it. We can't do this again. I can't be alone with you any more. Don't come here any more by yourself. I mean it. I cannot risk that. Dee Dee said you had to choose and you chose her. I can't allow you to renege on that. I can't, even though I want to. We can't be alone together any longer because we just end up, end up like this."
Her voice shook.
"Staring at each other daring the other to try something and hoping you do. God, Sonny, what is happening to me? I want you to, anything you try, I'd go along with but you promised not to jeopardize my relationship with my daughter. This does. Fucking you when you chose her, does. You have to go. Go and don't come back."
I felt the kick in the groin, the kidneys, the liver, the gall bladder, the pancreas, oh and the stomach. The pain must have shown on my face. Now, to be honest, I wasn't very concerned. I think I knew what was what with the Hamilton women and I did not feel like I put them at risk. They'd work it out but I knew something. I knew, in my teeny tiny little lizard brain that at the slightest opportunity, I be buried up to my cock ears in Dori D. Hamilton again.
The fact is that I felt the same desperate need for her that I felt for D. Debra, for her daughter but I had promised D. Debra to my friends. Until I stuffed them into her, I had to wait and that meant boning her mother. If D. Debra caught me boning mamacita, she might not consent to welcome my eager buddies board her Good Ship Lollypop. I knew all this but Baron Cock did not give a flying fuck. On the other hand, the problem was not D. Debra fucking me any more. It was her angst with her mother. She'd never forgive her mother if her expectations proved prophetic and she found me balls deep in Dori Hamilton.
I must have stood there gaping at Dori like a beached porpoise. Her eyes softened and she smiled wanly at me.
"At least, I mean, call first. Give me a chance to wave you off if, if..."
"Good idea." I seized on that idea like a starving fish on a hook. Oh my gosh, does that metaphor match what happened next in her house. But that comes later, after I came several more times, truly a story worth the telling.
"Don't come back until you are ready to have my daughter. You are hers."
"I have to go." I realized that Dori completely misunderstood how things had evolved or devolved between D. Debra and I. I realized I had extracted my concessions from D. Debra while threatening to extract my cock from her pussy and that might not constitute a firm, formal, and final contract. She might wish to renegotiate because of unfair trade practices or coercion. For once, I wasn't counting my eggs before they hatched.
"I have to go." I said again, but did not move.
Dori shuffled towards me, her jeans around her calves.
I laughed and took the intervening space in two uninhibited strides. She seized my face in her hands and kissed me. "God, I do love fucking you but, but...!"
"Leave it at that." I muttered, pecked her on the lips and turned away, my cock tall as a ponderosa pine. If I didn't leave, I told myself, Charm would convert Aunt Norma to pussy and Brent would never forgive me. Natasha wouldn't...I stumbled on that, realizing that at worst, Natasha might experience mixed feelings.
I was halfway home before my choreographer's brain kicked in.
"Shit. I need two, I mean another guy for the rail." I said out loud, suddenly feeling a little crazy.
I was still thinking when I turned onto my street. I pulled over and stopped, still out of sight of my house. I still hadn't gotten all the right pieces to fit together for what I had promised Norma that morning. I was a little distracted to say the least. God, this week had had more and more different pussy than I thought possible to one lucky dick.
I sat there thinking and my fucking phone rang.
It was Norma asking where I was. I got her off the phone with the assurance that she should be patient. She did not sound very patient but I hung up on her. Turned out she knew something I didn't.
Sitting there, Norma's impatience coating me like sun screen, I dialed Lydia Favors. She answered immediately. She was panting and gasping.
"Yes, uh, uh, uh, yes, Sonny?"
"Don't let him come in you." I said immediately.
"Get off me. He says no, Sean. Not now." A moment later she panted into the phone and said, "what may I do for you, Master?"
I knew it was tongue in cheek but my cock is gullible and got really hard. I think it was the picture of Lydia Favors sporting a Sonny collar.
"Can you come over to..." I stalled. I had a hole in my plan for her. "Put Sean on."
She squawked and then Sean's voice came on the phone. "Hey Sonny, how's it hanging? Got another set of MILFs for me to fuck with you?"
"Something like that." I said dryly. I liked his enthusiasm though. "Have Lydia at the Wills house in, say, thirty minutes? Clean. Squeaky clean."
"You mean doused, dried, and douched?" Sean chortled. "What about Woody?" He hesitated and then added, "that's my dick."
I almost mocked that, naming his dick after a cartoon character but mentally shrugged. Whatever it takes to get through the day and still know your name at the end of it is fine with me, right up until he starts talking to it or introducing it to people like it was Harvey, the invisible rabbit. That acceptance did not mean I had to answer his question.
"Sonny? You still there?"
I heard the embarrassment in his voice. "Yeah. Thirty minutes and yes, there is going to be MILF fucking." I felt crass. "We are going to...shit, shit, shit. I need to make another call. If, if I call you back, answer your phone, I might be getting the cart in front of the horse." I hung up and dialed Chris.
He answered. "Sonny? You calling me?"
"Duh. Dude, listen, I need to use your basement."
Silence.
I waited.
More silence. "Oh?"
I heard more in that little syllable than a book could hold. "Yeah, do you mind?"
"Mom's home."
I expected a little push back and got none. That made me happy. Sometimes, you know, success should make you nervous, suspicious, and maybe cautious. Oh, but not me. I go screaming into the fire thinking I am a wiener and I belong there. Maybe I do.
"Fine. Fine. That should be interesting. So? Do you mind if I use it." My mind wasn't working so well at that moment and I realized it. The jumble of pussy and the sensation of Dori Hamilton made me a little nuts, and it mixed together into a melange of orgiastic temptation I had gotten into the habit of surrendering to with nearly no compunction. That is to say I fucking loved fucking and, well, there really isn't much else to say.
"Chris, really, is this okay?"
"You'll need a key..." He was thinking out loud. I heard the limpid tone of his voice and understood.
"I, look, I gave one to Annie, alright." He said quietly.
Jeeze, I thought, this was getting crowded. I shrugged. The more the merrier? "Shit, shit, shit." I said out loud.
"What? Isn't she home?"
"I don't know. Where are you?"
"I have play practice at six. I wasn't going home. Oh." He said. "Tawny."
"Tawny." I agreed. She introduced a third variable into my amphibian equation that I was uncertain I could handle. "Do you know her schedule?" Then I realized she had my car, that is Nova's car. I hoped that meant she'd be late. I hoped.
"No. I, she has been going in late and, I think she has been coming home late, since I am late at play practice."
"Okay. Okay. Thanks. But this is okay with you, right? Me using your basement?"
"You mean the rail, right? Perhaps the dangle?"
"The rail?" I was thinking ahead and just responded to let him know I was still listening.
"Yes, Sonny, the rail. Fuck you named it." Chris was going back and forth between the diffident guy I had grown up with and this new character with steel in his backbone and and a serrated edge to his personality.
I stopped, took a breath and spoke carefully, attending to the present conversation. I was trying to dry fuck the ass, ignoring the lube. "Dude, Chris, is it okay if I use the rail and maybe the dangle for a couple three hours? I, I guess I presumed...?"
"And you should. Of course, but you have to work around, you know, Mom, Tawny, Annie. I have play practice, so you're on your own." He chuckled. "Like that is an impediment."
"I know. I know." I suddenly understood what was going on in his head. "Chris, if, if Tawny finds out..."
"Good for me...sort of. I mean, then I have to share her but you already told the guys she was up for trade, didn't you. Didn't really ask me, did you?"
"Hey, listen, it's not like you two started out being finicky about what dick went where." I put just a little spice of umbrage in my tone, umbrage I didn't feel. I just wanted him to allow me to use his invention. I had the ball of obligation to Norma sitting on my chest and I wanted to remove it, god knows why on either point. I was feeling rushed and scattered. It would only get worse.
"I know." Chris said. "I, god, Sonny, this whole thing has been like skiing in the midst of an avalanche, I can't stop but there is every likelihood I am going to get buried." That was the old Chris.
I hesitated, wondering if I should be the old Sonny and sympathize or the new Sonny and contribute insight as to how to stay over his skis. I fucking knew the feeling. I thought about Morrison's sister and got hard, a purely random thought that infused my cock and reminded me I needed a lick and promise before I got a lick and suck. Dori was a little messy. I must smell like a sow barn.
"Listen, Chris, this is fun. If I am complicating it, you can just put a halt to it and I'll, I'll figure something else out. No worries."
"I know, Sonny. I'm having trouble, you know with my heart. I think I could love your sister. I really love her but I am pretty sure she wants a ride on the rail...I mean that metaphorically. Chris Wills' version of a walk on the wild side. She doesn't want to settle down to the Chris Wills special and ride my super chief for the rest of her life. She's like a fashion model who has decided that plus sized modeling might be just fine and is discovering food again. She no longer thinks a single leaf of lettuce is a full meal."
"And you're the single leaf of lettuce?" I felt hurried but in fact, I needed to address this sometime and since Tawny loomed over my plot to get Norma on the rail with Lydia Favors, I guessed it was time. I took a deep breath to slow down my skin so the rest of me could catch up. I needed to take a moment and reintegrate.
"Yeah, I'm just lettuce. I think she wants a seven course meal."
I heard the bleakness in his voice. Then he said something that made me thing he'd be all right.
"Fuck me, Sonny, you've served up a smorgasbord, why should I object if she gets a little of that experience herself. If she decides to go back on her diet and I get to be her lettuce, then great. If not, I wouldn't get what I wanted anyway."
"What do you want?" I asked softly. Fuck me, when did I become the therapist of the group? When I fucked everyone's mommy and turned them over to their sons and then yanked them back into my own personal harem. Any other questions? Everything has a price. Pay it or take it up the geekie.
"Shit, Sonny, I don't really know." His voice quavered.
"Yeah you do." I muttered, preoccupied. Norma's clock was ticking in my head and I had miles to go before I slept.
Chris didn't speak for a moment. "Okay. Yeah. I want Tawny on the rail. I want to take her like that. And it scares me. I, I am so far away from my normal way of thinking, I don't know what I am doing any more. Sonny, D. Debra kissed me the other day, on the lips I mean, and told me my time was coming. That's all she said."
I shivered. Oh what a tangled web we weave. "I ain't the love doctor..."
"You're the fuck scientist." Chris chortled.
His little laugh made me feel better. "Listen, Chris, I don't really know what I am doing either but I know this. When it rains it pours and if you start turning pussy down, it tends to dry up. Once you say 'no', its like you get this aura around you that, well it flashes flaccid at the females and they know you are noodles and nothing more. If they want meat in their diet, they need to go somewhere else. So, I guess I am saying that if it gets presented to me, I take a piece and go on. I just try to not be greedy and keep it all for myself."
Chris grunted. "I guess I am too, taking what gets offered, and Dude, you have offered quite a lot, more than this white boy ever got pulling my own pud. So you are saying why shouldn't Tawny?"



I rolled my shoulders, feeling the tension knotting in them, naughty tension. Everything felt like a distraction to me and that made it seem like reality was a big fish floating in an aquarium staring at me. I was looking at the world through glass made of Dori Hamilton. The worst thing was she kept morphing into D. Debra and back. Very confusing.
"I think I'm saying, if Tawny does it, should we be surprised? I, you're right, though, I have offered her up to you guys, in exchange for collaring your mommies. Frankly, Chris, we had to find a way to extend the MILF list and get you guys back into the stream of life. Fucking at home is not a long term solution to our nookie needs."
"God, but it is a hot solution."
I heard the whole world in that simple phrase.
"You are worried about what happens if Tawny tries it and likes it."
He grunted. "Something like that but Sonny, the rail has two ends and I am worried about what happens after Tawny rides the rail. That's why I locked the door, put a real lock on it. To keep them out till I had some idea of what happens next."
I understood his dilemma. Chris was puzzling over how to get his mom and my sister naked at the same time with the same sort of intentions towards him. Its like trying to figure out how to mix a lemon in your milk and not make your eyes explode. I got it.
"Has Lydia been downstairs? Or Sean, for that matter?"
"No. I haven't figured out how to manage that either. I mean, I think about it all the time but I just haven't managed it."
I had no solution. When confronted with such a situation, I just kept on keeping on. Sharks have to keep swimming, Sonny kept...doing what I was doing. I didn't want to say "fucking" because I loved every woman I had sex with, well except Dori, that was something special and twisted in a complicated way. Oh and Suzanne, I didn't love her. Or Lovely, or...okay, there's sort of a spectrum, I guess. I loved being inside Lydia but I didn't really love her. I shook my head, fuck me if I couldn't say that about them all. Suddenly I felt the weight of all the pussy I had wrangled and my cock actually wilted. The poor little bastard was scared.
I avoided the deeper issues. "Chris, listen, I'll try to help but I don't think anyone on the MILF list or using the MILF list, sharing or extending the MILF list is going to end up going steady, getting pinned and holding hands in the movies. I am a little sorry about that..."
"I'm not, Sonny. Fuck me, I love it!"
"...but it is what it is. When we agreed to make the MILF list, we all jumped into the water together and we just have to learn to swim with the sharks. We may feel like the world is an aquarium and we are studying it through green glass but the truth is we are all wet just like the rest of the world."
Silence.
I only stopped talking because I forgot to breathe.
"You sort of tangled up your metaphors there, dude."
I heaved a sigh of relief. Chris' voice had lost the edge of panic. "I gotta go. I'll be done by eight or so, I think."
"What are you going to do about Tawny?"
I recognized his interest but did not think I could articulate what I was thinking, since I wasn't all that clear either. I had an intuition though. "I'll let you know." I muttered and disconnected.
I called Georgia. It rang and rang. I gave up before I got voice mail. I called Dalia. She answered immediately. "Sonny? Is everything all right?"
"I need you to have supper out with Tawny, can you do that?"
"Well, I'll try." She sniffed. "What do you have going on?"
"Wouldn't you like to know, big blister?"
She snorted and then gasped. "Oh Sonny, really? Really?"
I didn't know what she was thinking. I was not sure I cared. "Can you? Get her to meet you for supper? Stay out to eight or so. Or nine, nine's better. I think she is usually working late."
"I can try." Dalia hesitated. "You owe me. You owe me several."
I grunted. "You're spending too much time around Georgia." I growled and hung up, proud I could be ironic. Shit, I think that was irony.
Annie, then Mrs. Wills. Annie was home and acknowledged she had a key Chris had given her and said I could have it. Her voice sounded dubious so I told her Chris told me about it. She said she assumed he had, since he'd said no one knew she had it but him.
Mrs. Wills answered the phone and I explained I was going to use the basement. She could either leave the house or watch. I realized as soon as I laid options before her I had completely flopped. That was not what she wanted from me. Laura Wills didn't want options she wanted direction. She was so quiet, I thought I was talking to myself. I took a large breath and just sat quiet for a moment.
I had put the options before her but there was no reason to push her. I needed a moment to figure out where she was. I relaxed, breathed deep a few times and let my mind relax. I had two dicks, I mean mine and Sean's but the rail would absorb them. I was wondering if I needed another but could not figure out who I'd call. The other guys were all tied up, occupied I mean.
I decided to revert back. "Mrs. Wills, I have a couple guests. Mrs. Favors for one. If you are in the house..." Suddenly I realized I needed to send her away.
"I understand."
I heard the bleakness in her voice.
"When?"
"About thirty minutes."
"I have shopping to do. Till when?"
"Eight. Nine."
"I could go over to Sean's."
"I, no, I don't think that will work."
"Oh. Oh!" She understood my point immediately.
"I'll be gone. I'll leave the door open."
"Thank you, Laura. You're a sport."
"Sonny, you have stretched me in ways I never understood, ways that fit my son and now they fit me. Accommodating you has been the most erotic thing I have ever done."
Jeeze, everyone was getting all serious and shit. "I'll make it up to you."
She huffed. "Like you are behind on your accounting with me. Not so much. You could chain me in your basement for two years and I'd not be back to even."
"I don't have a basement."
"Well, you know what I mean."
We left it at that. I pulled around to my house and got out of the car. Charm arrived right behind me, she parked on the street and was fiddling in her rental when the front door opened and Norma bustled out. She met me and grabbed me by the arm.
"Thank god!" She hissed. "Come one. Let's go." Her voice quavered. "She's here."
I looked at Charm's car. I waved and she waved.
"Sonny!" Norma squealed. "Now!"
I let her turn me towards the car. I stumbled to the driver's side. Shit, I wanted a shower. I felt a little weird about helping myself at the Wills...I'd figure something out. I knew where things were but I'd have to leave Norma alone or worse alone with Annie or Sean and Lydia...I quit thinking about it. I backed out. Charm had gotten out of her car and I saw the mixed emotions on her face as we passed. She saw me and she saw Norma and she felt opposite things about both of us leaving. She waved half-heartedly and that was that.
We were half way to the Wills before Norma said anything about the car. I dodged and weaved but finally admitted it was mine. She was impressed, not really concerned about where it came from. Maybe I worried about nothing.
The Wills door was open. Norma chattered about car the rest of the way. She investigated it, touching and poking buttons and that made me nervous. She seemed excited by the car, only thinking to ask where we were going as I pulled into the Wills' driveway. I hated leaving my car out there, telling the world we were there but then realized no one knew it was my car. No one would know who was visiting Mrs. Wills.
I hoped she was gone.
She wasn't. Shit.
"I decided to stay." She said, sitting with her hands between her fine knees on the couch when Norma and I entered. "You gave me that option." She followed up with that because I am sure she saw the confused panic on my face. I was wrangling bats and cats at the same time.
I looked at Norma and she looked at me. Her eyes seemed to have expanded to twice their normal size. I swallowed and decided an explanation was pointless, a cover for not having one.
"Laura, can I use your shower. I smell like hog slop."
She grinned her old "mom" grin. "Like you know anything about hogs. Of course. You know where the towels are."
I nodded and sprinted upstairs. My heart hammered in my chest. Leaving those two women alone seemed like a foolish thing to do but I figured they were adults and both had plenty to hide from a stranger. I doubted either would be effusive about how they knew me and by "how" I don't mean the connection so much as the mechanics.
I showered and found the warm water and steam soothed me. Washing the aroma of Dori Hamilton off my body focused me. While I stood naked under the water, I reviewed all the pussy I had in the mill. D. Debra and Auhmay, the five original MILFs, Alissa's business pussy, Sids coven of wives and daughters, sisters and mothers, Suzanne and the flutter of pussy that seemed to follow her around, the pending transaction involving Pixie, Lydia Favors and Quilla, my three sisters, Morrison's sister, Annie and Norma...and here's the thing. If you demanded that I trim some of that trim out of my system, I was at a loss as to how to do it or who to let go. Oh, and there was Darlene who owed me and lots of peripheral pussy like Mary at the jewelry store, Clara Swearington, Melissa whom I was lining up to fuck her brother-in-law and even Ellen Collier whom I felt sure would lay down for me if I asked. I wouldn't I decided, because Sammy seemed to have fallen in lust with her. Oh and Dori of course, and my own mother if she ever came home, or came at home, as it were.
I got no further and by that I mean I simply managed to list the pussy in the air without settling how I was going to juggle it all. I felt a moment of vertigo and confusion, like I was juggling things and some asshole turned off gravity. I had that awful feeling that things were going to fly apart.
You know what comforted me? This was not by my design. What intelligent design there was was hardly my doing. I suddenly understood why people like the idea of intelligent design rather than evolution...we feel out of control and it is a comfort to think someone is paying attention. Me? I guess I sort of like that rabid feeling of juggling things in a world where gravity comes and goes.
I dried off and got back into my used clothing, realizing the shower was a half-measure. When things go to shit, you can just ride them happily into the ground. If your parachute doesn't open, you just as well enjoy the few moments of flying because tensing up and being scared isn't going to change the ending. Fatalistic, I know but sometimes that is the best you can do. That is what I was feeling then.
Laura and Norma were sipping bourbon when I got downstairs. We had a curious moment, shared between the three of us. We just looked at each other, all of us waiting for someone to say something. Finally Laura took a drink.
"Sonny, if Lydia finds out your aren't a pimp, what happens?"
I blinked a time or two. I registered Norma's expression. Instead of shock or contempt all I saw was a looked that said "Pimp?" replete with interest and curiosity. No less curiosity than I felt regarding what these two women on different ends of my spectrum were discussing in my absence that left Laura able to ask that question so boldly.
"If you don't leave, I guess we'll see." I said. Just like that, I relaxed. It was like that moment you sit down in the seat at the theater, put the drink in the cup holder and take the first kernel of popcorn, all buttery and good. You relax and wait for the drama of the movie to wash over you. That's how I felt. I swear I smelled hot buttered popcorn in that moment.
Laura blinked a few times. I didn't move. Norma looked back and forth between us like a child watching his parents work through a disagreement without shouting and feeling amazed.
"I'll be right back." I said and exited out the back right over to Anne's house. I still thought of it as Annie's house, truth be told. The idea that she was not the pushy bitch demanding that you subdue and fuck her, that there was more to her than that still seemed like an overlay and not part of her essential personality. Anne and Annie were still distinct people in my brain.
She was Anne when I knocked on the door. She wore a demure white turtleneck so fat it formed a ridge under her black hair, curly again, not straightened as it had been. She held a tumbler too. Everyone was getting soused.
I opened the door under her cool gaze.
"Mrs. Kingston." I said.
"Sonny." She said with a nod.
God, something was off. Oh, right. That asshole turned off gravity again. Everything that was supposed to be coming down was floating away and that stuff I had tossed up just kept going out of reach. That was the feeling I had. I blamed Dori and her snapping pussy. Oh, and D. Debra and her Sonny aversion. I think she had made me crazy. Oh and Sonny for being all sensitive and shit and agreeing with himself to try and patch up things that had gone awry between a mother and daughter when all he could really do was fuck them both. Everything else was just details. I knew I was maneuvering to have both Hamilton women but till that moment it was like I hadn't really admitted it. I had but not really. I didn't understand at the time that I just couldn't count. Still, facing that set the spark off that developed into the flame.
"You have a key for me?"
She smiled a fearsome smile, her eyes flashing. "Depends." She said.
The woman I had made love to all night long not so long ago was gone. She was all torrid need, all evidence of tenderness seemed to have vanished, or I dreamed the whole thing.
"Annie?" I said softly, tentatively.
She smiled a rapacious smile. "You get the key if you take me too." She drank. "No one has touched me in days. I, I am dying here. I need a good shag."
"I well, there's sort of a line."
"Can I watch?"
"Annie can watch." I muttered. "Anne stays here." I waved a hand at her, hoping the vague gesture expressed my desire that she change clothes. Strangely, I think she understood.
Anne nodded and stood up. She extended a hand to me and I took the key. She turned around and walked upstairs like she was a duchess or something, back straight, chin high, shoulders back, her little tits pointed like guns at the world. Her ass made the pleated gray skirt twitch back and forth like it was a signal flag on an old navy destroyer.
I stood there alone for a minute, a long minute. I breathed again, trying to calm the thunder in my head and the rumble in my chest. My heart beat like a V-8 suffering from poor carburetion. My mind was blank, mind you, blank as...blank. I turned to leave and in that moment I realized I was fucking overwhelmed.
My next thought arrived out in the brittle chill of the winter. What I told Chris was that saying "no" tended to slam the door in my face. I had to forge ahead. The key, I decided, standing there freezing my nuts off, was not to worry about anything but what was right in front of me. I was out of the airplane, my job now was to fall joyfully and gracefully and hope my parachute opened. Of course, I had to remember to pull the ripcord and I felt like I was fumbling for it, hoping I wasn't untying my shoes. I had to fumble away. I could not lose sight of the fact that I was juggling pussy, any one of which any self-respecting guy would take without hesitation. Juggling that fine pussy meant letting some fly away while others came closer, each in turn. I realized that should be viewed as a happy complication, not something to grouse about.
Believe or not, my little pep talk to myself made me feel better. You cannot depend on anyone else to motivate you, if you do, you will follow your whole life and never lead. Your view of the world will always be the ass of the elephant in front of you and your idea of security will be your trunk pulling on his tail, smelling his farts and thinking the two things were casually connected. And there, my friends, is what passes for philosophy in my world. Lead and juggle or sniff someone else's farts.
Simple.
I got to the Wills' door and peered through the glass. I nearly went back to Annie's house. Sean and Mrs. Favors apparently had just arrived. They stood staring at Norma and Mrs. Wills. No one was moving and as far as I could tell, no one was speaking.
I opened the door and stepped into the house.
"Care for a drink, Lydia?" Laura said, sounding all "soccer mom" and shit.
Lydia stared, not at her, but at Norma. She glanced at me and then her eyes jerked back to me and fixed on me. "You live here?"
"Who me? No." I said.
"This is my house." Laura said reasonably.
Lydia looked like someone was groping her at mass.
"You live here?" Lydia looked at Laura. "This is your house?"
Laura smiled a little wanly. "This is my house, yes. Sonny doesn't live here. My son lives here. With me. He's at play practice. Sonny isn't a pimp. He never takes money when people fuck me." She grinned a lupine grin, "but he could. Hell, I'd pay him for what I get from being his to use as he sees fit."
Okay, that is not 100% true but Laura didn't know that. Kyla would have corrected the record but it was a distinction without a difference. I held real still, like a rabbit that had blundered into a cougar picnic.
"Not a pimp?" Lydia looked at her son.
I was about to explain when Sean slipped an arm around her waist.
"Mom, Sonny, ah..."
I was fascinated to hear what he would say, dubious but fascinated.
"Mom, listen. Chris, Chris Wills, her son, we met on the airplane over Christmas and, well, we got drunk and we, we sort of decided we'd trade moms, you know. I'd fuck Mrs. Wills here and he'd, he'd fuck you."
Lydia's face lost all color.
I waited, full of hope. Truth heals, lies cause new wounds.
Sean seemed to feel my hope. "Actually, we got drunk and we had Mrs. Wills first. Then we realized...I mean, I confessed I wanted to do my mother. You. We did Laura as the first part of a trade. I thought Chris would help me have you. He freaked a little and called his friend here, Sonny." He looked at me, eyes wide as though he couldn't stop talking and was waiting for me to take up his narrative.
"Sonny, he, he has a way with MILFs..." Sean had the good grace to blush here. "I mean, well, shoot Lydia, you are a MILF after all. Sonny, Chris called Sonny to sort it out for us, to get you to fuck us both, I mean Chris and me. It was all my idea. I, I wanted to fuck you forever and well, after I fucked Mrs. Wills, Chris' mom, I sort of had to go along with Sonny. We agreed. We traded moms and I'd had her so, well, we had to arrange for you to fuck Chris."
"Chris?" Lydia Favors echoed, her voice a vacant sound, devoid of any emotion, like a cracked bell, clanging but without any resonance.
"Chris Wills." Sean was so helpful.
Lydia looked at me. "Not a pimp? What am I doing here?"
Great question. I walked over to the basement door and unlocked it. "Come with me." I said, the double entendre dripping off my tongue like honey. I walked down the stairs. My back tingled as I wondered if anyone would follow.
They did. Everyone.
I turned on the lights and walked around the corner to see if the dangle was still as I remembered it. It was.
"Jesus loves heroin." Mrs. Favors groaned.
I looked around the corner. Everyone was clustered at the bottom of the stairs.
"No kidding." Norma whispered. "What the fuck is that?"
"Its the fuck rail." Laura said, her voice sounded just like a tour leader. Here we have this and there we have that. She seemed so calm. She amazed me.



"You see, one woman is tied on one end and another on the other end. Naked, you understand, well, pussy bare anyway. It shifts when they fuck you." She put a hand on the rail and pushed against the spring. Nothing moved. She went around to one end and leaned into it. Still nothing moved. She took a little run at it and the thing shifted and then clicked back into place, bumping against her.
"See. You get a double action. It, its really ingenious and my son, god, he designed and built it and now he fucks me on it all the time." She looked pointedly at Lydia. "Like Sean fucks you, I mean all the time."
That was a little lie but one I built around them with my arbitrary restrictions.
Laura looked over at me. "I think Sonny has in mind trying this out on you and Mrs. Spilletti, here."
"Oh my god." Norma expostulated. She looked at me.
I grinned and shrugged. I glanced at Lydia and quickly looked away. She had plenty of color in her face now.
At that perfect moment I heard the patio door open and close. Annie appeared at the top of the stairs. She stared down at our little tableau and seeing and hearing what she did, no motion and silence, she stepped carefully down the steps. The clump of her platform heels on the carpeted steps sounded like cannon shots in the basement.
Lydia looked around. Her face worked as she recognized Annie from their previous encounters.
"You've met Mrs. Kingston, my next door neighbor." Laura said, sounding like the perfect hostess, all polite and shit.
Lydia was shaking her head. She was muttering something.
"What mom? What did you say?"
Lydia looked up at her tall, gangly son holding her against his body. "I fucked them all. Down at the dealership. I fucked them all because, because I thought...I thought..." Her voice faded. "Oh god, what have I done."
No one really understood what she was saying but me.
"Say, Sonny, is that your car out there? I wondered..." Sean said and then looked down at his mother and stared at her.
"Why don't you and I show them how this works?" Laura said, looking at Annie.
Annie looked at me.
I nodded. Seemed like a great idea. Fucking gravity! If you can't depend on that, how do you expect to juggle anything!
Laura unbuttoned the front of her blouse. "Boys. Care for a little Laura and Annie?"
It was warm in the basement. Whoever had used it last had left the vents open. Mrs. Wills got her blouse open, exposing her bra and tummy to us all. She walked over to an old chair, stripped off her blouse and dropped it on the seat. She reached behind her and unhooked her bra. It loosened and she lovingly removed it from her fabulous breasts.
Annie wore hooker chic. She had a coat on which she shrugged off, letting it pool on the floor beside her. She had a little midriff tee that left her tummy bare. She pulled it up over her head, exposing her tits. No bra. She worw a short dark plaid, pleated skirt. She left it in place but stepped up onto the box at the near end. She looked at me.
Sean moved first. Annie bent over the end of the rail and Sean fastened her in. When her legs were properly affixed to the half-pipes, he spread her legs, lifting her up and opening her. He flipped her skirt up and stroked her little ass. It was bare, no undies. He ran a finger between her legs and her ass bucked.
"Hands." Annie growled
A set of cuffs dangled from a string over the rail near her hands. Annie slipped them onto her wrists and lay down on the rail. Chris had improved on the cuffs. They fit from wrist to elbow.
"Oh my god." Lydia whispered.
"No shit." Norma echoed the sentiment.
Sean tightened the soft laces on the forearm cuffs and hooked them together. He pulled on them, stretching Annie out on the rail. The trailing cord, he wrapped around the stud at the middle, securing it with a half-hitch.
"Mom, watch this." He unbuckled his pants and exposed his very hard cock to the air. He got behind Annie, crouched and entered her. She grunted as he pressed his member into her. Her hips raised and then slapped down once. Sean backed up and then ran his length into her shivering body. She was not cold, she shivered from the heat. She was having a hot pleasure stroke.
"Oh Christ." Lydia Favors moaned, watching her son fuck the woman attached to the rail.
Sean withdrew from her dewy depths and slammed into her. The rail shifted under them and then, after a light delay, snapped Annie back like she was a gun chambering a round, ramming her onto his cock with metallic force. She moaned. Sean repeated the action and she cried out louder. Her arms tugged at the line secured to the middle stud.
"Sonny. Will you?" Mrs. Wills said, still using her pretty hostess voice.
I stripped off my shirt, shoes and pants and stood in the warm basement stark naked, not just naked but stark naked. Laura was topless. She wore a skirt as well. She lifted it. She wore white panties. She let it drape back into place. She walked over to me cupped the back of my head with one hand and pulled my lips down to hers. She kissed me like a lover long neglected but finally reunited with the favorite cock in her queue.
When her hand wrapped warmly around my bare but very hard dick, I thought I'd come immediately. I almost did. I felt the thrill warble up my spine and pop in my brainstem. Everything else about me felt irrelevant at that moment. Who cares about gravity when you are in the orbit of this heavenly body? My body came alive and I felt Laura's living tits brushing against my bare chest. I felt her delicate little hand on my side, the other on my cock. I sensed a growing need emanating from her like a field pressing at me and then enveloping me.
I shuddered.
Laura released me, satisfied that I had responded to her. "Sonny, will you?" She repeated. She sauntered over to the opposite end of the rail and placed a hand on it before turning to look askance at me. Shoot, I was already naked, I figured I just as well.
"Not a pimp?" Lydia said. Clearly her mind was reviewing the tapes at warp speed, reviewing literally everything that she had just seen and heard. She walked over to where Annie was moaning on the rail, her son pumping the little Chinese woman with steady, careful strokes designed to enthrall her, and arouse her, not consume her, a little more than a tease but less than full consummation.
Lydia, aggressive bitch that she was, grabbed a handful of Annie's hair and pulled her head back. I don't think she understood what she was doing and her astonishment when Annie bucked into a squeaking orgasm made me want to laugh. Lydia looked so startled when the woman before her climaxed at her rough handling she let go of Annie's hair.
The orgasm lapsed.
We all saw clearly what Lydia had revealed.
Annie seemed unconcerned about her exposure. She lifted her head and looked at the woman. "What you say?" She muttered, her voice swollen with her arousal.
"He doesn't own you? You want to do this?"
"God, yes." Annie groaned. Sean had pressed his cock deep into her as his mother spoke, almost as if he thought she wouldn't notice him fucking the woman right in front of her. "He own me, fine. I want this, yes, much. God oh god, yes!" Sean continued his thrusting and Annie refused to refuse its effects on her, letting them ripple through her. "I, I want. I want. God, yes, want." She mumbled.
Lydia looked at Laura. "And you?"
Laura glanced at me and then smiled that soccer mom smile. "Sonny owns me tits, ass and pussy and I swear to you Lydia, it is the best thing that ever happened to me." She looked at me. "Hook me up and lets show her how it works."
See? If you just wait, Mohammad will bring you the fucking mountain.
Laura moved to the end of the rail and lay down on it. She actually moaned as she did. The cool velvet of the cushion must have titillated her tits. She rubbed her nude torso up and down a couple times, scraping her tits on the fine, purple fabric. Chris had upgraded the thing.
"Sonny, please. I want it." Laura's voice keened with need.
I moved to her and in a couple minutes had her strapped and tied onto the rail. I was guilty hard.
"Tie them together." Sean grunted from the other end, still pumping into Annie. This wasn't his first copulation of the day, evidently.
I did as he suggested, extending the cord between the two bound women. Both wore very comfortable cuffs on their arms, covering them from elbow to palms. They were hooked together with two elastic bands. A little hitch line with an end hooked to each cuff had an eye-ring on it that allowed me to loop the cord between the two women and pull them taut on the rail.
Sean stopped fucking Annie and pulled out of her, letting the rail settle into its center position. Each direction had a little give, spring-loaded so both ends could get a little snap back. With both ends fucking, the snap back would become greater and more profound.
When I had the women tied properly, looping the line around the center stud so they had a little resistance between them, I moved behind Laura Wills. The woman trembled with anticipation. She turned her head to speak but when I laid a hand on her skirt-covered ass, she moaned and fit her face into the opening that accommodated it on the rail.
I flipped up her skirt and positioned myself behind her. Her body trembled like elm leaves in a hail storm. I tore at her panties, ripping them off of her hips. She groaned a little as I opened her up. I fingered her between the legs and found her spring wet. I entered her with a finger and she screamed.
"Yes, oh god, yes, fuck me, Sonny!"
I thought her response a little overblown but then I entered her and her body bucked. I realized the whole proceedings from the moment I called her, had proved to be foreplay for Laura Wills. She was aroused nearly beyond the limits of her sanity. Her body was primed and ready to respond. I gave her something to respond to.
My cock slid into her like a thumb into soft-spread butter. She lurched, she bucked, she screamed. I felt rather than saw Sean reconnect with Annie. The rail communicated his thrust into Annie by jamming Laura Wills hard onto my cock. She groaned with the sudden infusion of pleasure and cock into her body. My eyes were closed. I consciously opened them and felt the rail shift under me. Laura's body crunched against me, cinching her tightly onto my cock, like some accommodating servant was fitting her onto me.
I felt vertigo as I was moved back without any effort. Then the thing snapped back and Annie cried out. I pulled back my ass and slammed forward, jamming my cock into Mrs. Wills. She screamed and bucked. Another slight orgasm shook her and shook her hard.
The rail shifted under me and then snapped back, jamming Laura back onto my cock again. It twitched and she was pressed further in my direction. My weight met Sean's force and Laura got squeezed in between. My cock penetrated her body so far I felt her cervix with the end of it. She grunted and her orgasm broke like a spring shower. She shook, she quaked, she moaned.
"Oh my god." Norma exclaimed. "I never, I never, I never imagined such at thing."
Sean was trotting now, his motion let me ride along but I finally roused out of my lethargy of pleasure and added my own contribution. The rail began to jerk to and fro, snapping to its limit in one direction and then clicking the bound woman hard onto a hard cock in the other.
"Me neither." Lydia whispered. "My god, me neither."
Sean and I found our rhythm. It was sort of halting, ramming forward into our woman and then holding while the rack snapped back to center and then clicked against us as our opposite number fucked into his pussy on the stick. Back and forth we fucked our women while they keened and grunted. Laura babbled and Annie chirped, neither making intelligible sounds. We had just gotten into a good, steady rhythm that was driving both women to distraction when Sean began to come.
I know this because he said so.
Suddenly our even locomotion dissolved into a series of little punches that turned Laura into a puddle of goo. She bucked and screamed as the complex rhythm surprised and delighted her. I held tight to her hips and found my own orgasm. I dropped into the same short, staccato strokes and Sean and I fought for control of the rail, utterly unconcerned with the other guy's actions.
This set up a confusing set of motions for the women and, I theorize, they could not predict and thus anticipate the actions of the cocks in them and so they ended up focusing on the sensations themselves. Annie came the first time with a hiss and a flinch, by climax number five, she was screaming her fool head off. Laura harmonized, contralto voice shimmered with pleasure as her body shimmered with orgasm. I joined her there, thrusting and pumping and my own orgasm walloped me, dulling my brain while my body convulsed.
I ran down. Sean ran down. Annie and Laura quieted.
"Holy shit." Norma muttered. "Fuck me if I don't want to try that."
"Oh god." Lydia managed, her voice sounded so tense it seemed amazing that she managed to make any sound at all.
I meanwhile felt my spine spurting out the end of my dick. I figured I'd need it later but I was too wrung out to recapture it. I slumped over Laura's back and I must have blacked out because the next thing I remembered was Laura's tight voice.
"Sonny. Sonny. Heavy!"
I struggled off her back. Air whooshed as she inhaled deeply, finally able to get enough oxygen.
My eyes opened and I saw Sean in much the same situation. I pulled my cock out of Laura, a little amazed to find it perfectly hard. The air felt cool on it. He wilted. Laura's legs were framed by her skirt and it gave an illicit thrill to the picture of the bound woman, helpless on the rail.
I may need to name my dick since we seem to have so much in common. The little dialogs would make more sense...oh, no, that would mean I am crazy. So no.
Sean and I both stepped off the boxes at the same time. We looked at each other and then we looked at the two remaining women in the room. One was his mother and the other was his strange. I'd had them both. Hmm, whom would he choose?
"Mrs. Favors, is it? Do you mind awfully if I fuck your son. Well, I am going to suck him and then I want a ride on that contraption, if you don't mind?"
I give Norma credit, she asked and then actually waited for an answer.
Lydia Favors stared at her and then nodded vacantly. "Yes, Mrs. Favors is my name."
I grinned a little and released Mrs. Wills. Laura was a little wobbly but she stepped off the box and got right to her knees.
Lydia saw that and her eyes bulged. "Mine." She guttered. "My cock to suck."
Norma was already on her knees looking up at Sean, bending his cock down to her lips and sucking him deep into her throat. Lydia felt left out. I could see it. The spot light shifted away from her and that made her tits droop. She was having none of it.
She walked over to Mrs. Wills and tapped her on the head with one finger. "Get the China doll loose. Its our turn."
As soon as Laura struggled to her feet, Lydia knelt and looked up at me. "I am going to suck you, Sonny, and fuck you and then you are going to tell me what the fuck is going on here."
I admired her sense of order, and her priorities, fuck now, understand later.
She reached for my cock. I caught that one hand by the wrist and held it still. "Easy, Lydia. Sean wanted to fuck you. I helped him out. Seems to me like you wanted to fuck him too so, well, I guess I helped you out too."
She stared and I must say, it was "open-mouthed". I felt her warm, wet breath on the end of my cock. Oh my. I let go of her wrist and just like that my cock disappeared, like it was the bimbo in a magic act. Lydia sucked my turgid dick into her mouth and it expanded to meet her expectations. I swelled up into her throat and she coughed me out.
"Hard enough." She muttered.
Off came her coat. Off came her sweater, her bra, her slacks and shoes. She stripped till she stood before me in nothing but her bikinis. She looked defiantly at me and then her face changed. She looked over her shoulder, her breasts bobbing as she did. I clutched them but she did not seem to notice. I thought they were going to fall off so I held onto them. Just helping out with a couple helping hands.
Lydia stared at Sean.
I think he felt her eyes because his eyes were closed while Norma sucked his cock. They opened.
"What?" He said.
Laura was unfastening Annie. She finished and the two women shuffled back watching.
"What?" Sean said again.
"You, you did this? You wanted to have sex with your own mother?" Lydia whispered.
Sean's mouth worked. He waved a hand at me. "They did too. All of them. They all fucked their mothers and, and I'm going to fuck their mothers and they are going to fuck you." He grinned a wicked grin. "And, and Quilla. I promised."
Lydia gasped.
"She, Quilla, she made me promise. After I told her about..." His face turned deep read, the flush spread down to his nipples. The fucking guy could blush, by god.
"About what?" Lydia whispered. One of her hands rose up and pressed one of my hands harder against her tit. I felt the tension in her hand and her breast seemed to grow firmer, an illusion I know but a good one.
"About, about how I fucked a couple women with Sonny the other day. About how I fucked Annie and well, you know about Mrs. Wills. I know you watched us several times, for several minutes while we fucked, watching her come before barging in and making a scene. You liked seeing me fucking her and when she got hers, you interrupted before I got mine." Sean grinned crookedly. "I was usually on the upswing, going the second time by then, though so, well, you didn't stop anything, not really. I, I think you just wanted, you were just jealous. You wanted me to fuck you."
Norma pulled her mouth off of Sean's cock. "Hey, asshole, pay attention, I'm blowing you down here."
His hand patted her head but he remained focused on his mother.
Norma got the same feeling I did. Those two had something going on and we had become incidental to their little immorality play. Norma got to her feet and seeing Lydia was naked, stripped as well. She padded over to me. "I guess its you and me, Sonny. Mommy Lydia and the long stalk there need to work out their shit. I say we help them."
If Norma had inhibitions, she had traded them in for coupons.
I gave Lydia a soft shove and it was like she was on water. She drifted to her son, like a freed lily pad. They melted into a tight clinch, kissing like they were newly acquainted old lovers, familiarly voracious. Sean lifted her up. Her legs wrapped around him. The fucker was strong, I mean Sean. He lifted her ass up and tried to drop her cunt first onto his cock. He missed and when Lydia tried to reach back to make the connection, she nearly toppled them.
Laura, always the perfect hostess helped. She moved behind Lydia, steadying Sean with a hand on his shoulder. She fingered Lydia between the legs. Lydia groaned and I presumed a finger penetrated her. A moment later, Laura had hold of Sean's cock. She fiddled for a moment till she got it properly positioned.
"Now. Down." Laura whispered.
Lydia's body dropped and just like that she was once more full of her son's cock. Her legs wrapped securely around him and her ass bobbed as she fucked him. He held her, supporting her ass with his huge hands.
In moments the red-haired woman climaxed, her body bucking and shaking. The rest of us stared at their ecstasy. Norma lost interest first, two eye blinks after Lydia stopped coming the first time.
She looked around at me. "That's great. What about me?" She twisted back to look at Lydia and her son. "Hey you two, want to get on the rail or do I need to get my little red book and call in a backup?"



Sean's eyes opened. He leaned back a little to look at his mother. Her forehead rested on his chest and shoulder. She tried to lean back. Laura steadied them.
"Sean, baby, you really did this all to get back inside of me?"
The guy nodded, all reassurance and confession looking for absolution.
She kissed him instead.
Norma snorted and looked back at me. "Fuck me," she said, nearly pouting rather than offering instructions. "We'll never get their attention."
I grunted disagreement and massaged her breasts. Sometimes a certain sensation gets amplified and your whole body shifts to feel it. I was feeling that firm weight of her tits with every inch of my skin and it was fucking wonderful.
"Hey, no, we'll, we'll ride the rail with you two." Sean said, the kiss interrupted. "Won't we, mom?"
Lydia let her legs release and she dismounted. She walked over to the box on their end and stepped up onto it. Her lack of words did not dim her acquiescence. She looked over at me, Norma had closed her eyes and had both her hands monitoring my progress in her breast examination. I found no lumps.
"Hey, you two. Want to pay attention?" Lydia said, her voice sparkling.
Norma's eyes opened and she realized where she was, back from whatever sensual journey she had taken. Her eyes seemed to have dulled and I realized the need had swelled. I swear her tits got bigger under my hands. They can't do that, can they? Not really. I mean tits is tits and what you see is what you get, right?
Norma did not move. I realized if anyone was going to get her mounted on the rail, it was me. No one would interfere with my tit massage. I removed my hands. Regret drizzled over her face but she stood, waiting. Her silence unnerved me a little and I stepped into the breech.
I took one of her hands and pulled her toward the end of the rail. Two steps and we were at the box. I tugged at her hand again and felt her sudden reluctance.
"Want to watch again?" I mumbled.
"Fuck no." She returned, but her voice wavered like a flapping flag in a stout wind. She turned her eyes from the contraption to look at me. "I feel, I feel like an addictive personality looking at her first hot shot of heroin. I am scared that once I try that thing, I'll be addicted."
I didn't much care for the comparison. I am not a drugy sort of guy. I like the nice, clean, real feel of pussy kissing my cock from tip to root and I have the purist, not to say Puritan, view that adding to that is like adding to perfection. But that's just me. I love pussy and so far, I haven't needed to add anything, well, if you don't count variety. Oh and cock, I mean besides cock; add cock and you have the perfect cocktail. Oh, that was sour. Needs an olive.
I positioned Aunt Norma and fastened her in. On the other end, Sean did the same for his mother. Annie and Laura took two white robes from where they hung on a coat rack in the corner and donned them against the chill that inactivity fostered. They stood together, hands on the lapels of the robes, watching us attach the two women.
When Lydia and Norma were bent over the end of the rail, Sean and I, both naked, shared a little moment. He nodded at me. When I nodded back, he dropped his eyes to his bent and bound mother. He stepped on the fly peddle and Lydia's legs widened and raised. She groaned as her body flexed into position.
I stepped on my peddle and Norma keened as her body matched Lydia's. Both women lay face down on the rail, their asses raised and their legs parts and high off the box. I was about to get between those open legs when my fucking phone rang. I almost ignored it but...well, it was getting to the point where I could not do that in all honesty. It had already gotten me into trouble once. I couldn't do that again. If Alissa was calling...
Annie bustled over to my pants, fished out my phone and brought it to me, all solicitous and shit. She smiled a smarmy smile and then walked over to Laura, pulled her head down and kissed her on the mouth. I waited to answer my phone till Annie turned back to look at me. She was just showing off.
"Hello." I said, not looking at the phone.
"Sonny?"
My name never sounded so good. My cock was already hard, compliments of or to Norma Spilletti but the voice radiating from my phone still had an effect. I think my marrow turned to butter.
"Yes." My voice burbled out of me like an eager spring.
"It's, it's May." She hesitated. "Ahmay Alan."
My spine turned into a slinky. I felt dizzy. I put out a hand and found Norma's fine ass, firm and hot. I swayed. Jesus, what was I going to do now?
"Uh, just a moment, can you hold for a moment?"
"Sure, Sonny. For a moment. But don't keep me waiting too long. It's, it's time."
Fuck me.
I covered the phone with one hand. "Mrs. Spilletti, will you let me take this call? I, I have to."
She twisted around and tried to look at me but couldn't. "Do I have a fucking choice?" She snarled, but then turned back and lay down into the position again. "Go ahead, Lothario. Don't mind me. But not too fucking long."
I padded up stairs and sat down. My legs had gone all watery and I blame my cock for soaking up all my available blood. I swear I got lightheaded because of it.
"Hi Ahmay. May!" I said, my voice cracked.
"Sonny. It's time. I, I can't wait any longer. I, I know you have other, other business to attend to but, but you have kept me waiting long enough. I want it now, I mean right now."
"It?" I mumbled.
"I want to watch you...watch you...watch you have sex with Mrs. Honeywell."
"Oh. That it." I could not decide if I was disappointed or relieved. Norma's pussy beckoned and my cock was twitching like Forest Gump after too many Dr. Peppers.
"I, I know I shouldn't be calling you but, but, I mean I have been patient, haven't I? I mean, I have waited and I hear nothing from you...?"
I apologized. My mind was divided between Norma and Ahmay. This is why monogamy is recommended, because men only have one cock, despite what their mind sometimes believes. I shivered. Monogamy? The word gave me hives. Just thinking it made me feel like a hypocrite.
"Sonny?"
"Yes?"
"Please. I can't wait any longer. I am crawling out of my skin. I have been for days. I need this. It is like an obsession. Today, at the store, I rang up a one-hundred dollar sale as ten cents and when the nice lady pointed it out to me, I could not figure out how to correct it and just gave up. I charged her credit card for eleven cents. If you don't help me, you are going to get me fired."
I stared at the phone. "Help you?" I said, confused.
"I need to know you are serious. I need to know that you will, uh, will give me what I want. I need you to start. Now. I want to see you have sex with Mrs. Honeywell. Now."
I checked the time. Fuck. Six-thirty. What is worse, I did not think Norma was going to wind down for a few hours. The one-cock problem had me stumped but then it occurred to me that it wasn't such a problem. I just needed another cock. What are friends for?"
"I, I have to call Alissa and, and see if she is available."
"Oh, yes of course. Call me back." My phone flickered and gave me the finger.
I stared at it. I really thought my cock would get discouraged and go out for a smoke but no such luck. It felt like I'd never get pants on again. I'd need a brand new tailor and left or right wasn't the issue. I shrugged and dialed Sammy. I needed another cock.
In retrospect, this seems like a curious choice. My thinking was simple. Landon was in a delicate situation. Chris was at play practice, a thought that sent confusing sensations through my body. D. Debra teasing me and Dori not teasing me, as it were, both trying to be a single experience. Brent may have seemed like the perfect choice but in fact, I thought he needed to stay home with his mom and dad. Now that thought was not as illicit as it sounds, I just figured they had things to work out and if I dangled Aunt Norma in front of him he'd go screaming into the night and no telling how that would affect Natasha and Joey. I just didn't want to bump God's elbow in that respect.
So I called Sammy, process of elimination.
The voice that answered his phone was not Sammy's. Shit.
"Hello, Sonny." Ellen Collier's panting voice rasped in my ear. I called her and she was giving me an obscene phone call. Isn't that backwards?
"Ellen." I managed. "Is, is Sammy there?"
She grunted. "God, yes. Yes, like that. Keep doing that." She moaned into the phone.
"Oh fuck me." I growled. "Am I interrupting something?"
"Oh, ugh, uh, no, Sonny. Sammy is not interrupted and I am a woman, I can, can, ugh, do, uh two things at, at, at oh fuck, once." Her voice never inflected much. She had trouble getting all the words out, making a snaggle-toothed sentence out of it but I got the gist.
"Uh, uh, uh oh god, don't, don't stop!" Ellen crooned into the phone, like a torchsong singer.
I confess, I did not remember her voice being so god-damned sexy. Again, my cock was already hard. I really didn't need this, I was on overload already!
Ellen panted for a minute.
I didn't really know what to say and listening gave its own pleasure.
Ellen sighed a huge sigh. "That's fine, baby. Relax and let me talk to Sonny here. I know its your phone. Oh, fine."
The next voice I heard was Sammy's voice.
He was panting too. "Oh, uh, hey Sonny. What's the buzz?"
I had to chuckle. "Sammy, my man." My mind is like a steel trap and at that moment, I realized what I was about to ask, or offer him. Talk about awkward. I was about to stick his left foot in his ass and ask him to whistle Dixie. I hesitated, not impossible but awkward.
"Sonny? What's up?"
Now, I answered. I did. I think it was my cock talking which is nuts but I swear the words came out of my mouth, past my lips with absolutely no involvement from my brain. My cock was running the mouth andit had a mission. All it was thinking of was getting close to Ahmay Alan. "Aunt Norma." I said. "She's, she's on the rail." I gulped. My immediate need trumped any awkwardness. "I, I have to go. Do, do you think you could fill in?"
I had the grace to shut up and wait for an answer.
Poor Sammy. I knocked him off his pins. "Aunt Norma?" He grunted, disbelief in his voice. "What? No. Stop it. Goddam..."
"Sonny? Who's Aunt Norma?" Ellen rasped into the phone. Her voice felt like a velvet tongue licking my ear.
Suddenly I felt rushed, realizing that Aunt Norma was downstairs cooling her heels and the rest. I felt terribly rude and if there is one thing I cannot abide is a rude bartender, Gus in Lonesome Dove. I understood his sentiment but in this case it referred to a rude fucker, specifically a guy who keeps a wet woman waiting.
"Never mind." I muttered. What a bad idea this was. Stupid cock. There is a reason men have big heads.
"Sonny? You have spare pussy for my boy here?" Ellen chittered, amusement and pure D orneriness in her voice.
"Yes." I answered. The higher intelligence required for baldfaced lying seemed beyond me at that moment.
"Good. I have an appointment I have to keep. I am meeting a Realtor friend of mine and I did not want to have Sammy with me. He'd try to fuck her. Ow, Sammy stop biting. Just kidding. Ow." Ellen started to giggle.
I waited for her to recover her senses.
"Who, who's Aunt Norma." Ellen asked. "No. No, I don't care. Really. Because I want to fuck Sonny and this way...right. Yes, yes I do. I, I owe him that. I do. Because he got me out from under Gargantuan. That fat slob was intent on fucking me into an inkspot. No. No. Okay, fine. Just wait. Sonny, really, you'd do me a favor if you got this black prick out of my apartment for few hours so I could go back to civilization and sort some things out. I am tired of this jungle love. Ow, dammit, Sammy that hurt. I'll, yes, good, like that but not now. Fuck you I have to go. Okay, okay!"
I waited, consciously letting them work things out. I just offered, I had no dog in that fight. Okay, not true. I guess I figured I could only make things worse.
Finally Sammy's voice returned. "Sonny. Aunt Norma? Really?"
"On the rail. Right now. And, and I have to go."
"Now?"
"Well, I'll keep her warm. How long will it take you to get here?"
"Chris' house? Thirty minutes. Add twenty because I need to fuck Ellen before I go. Just warming up, you understand. The little bitch has kept me tongue fucking her for two hours, saying I need to learn a little self-discipline. Christ, she sounds like my mom. Ow! Hey, that hurt!" Sammy whined in my ear.
This was taking forever. Mr. Cock was not losing focus and that amazed me.
"An hour?"
"Okay. See you there. Ow. Ow! Stop it." He hung up.
I hoped...well, I didn't know what to hope. I was intoxicated and had no wish to get over it.
I called Alissa. She was home. Yes, I could come over. Yes, Ahmay could watch us. I did ask, gave her the option to say, no. She didn't. She sounded tired when she answered the phone but perked up at my suggestion but insisted she had work tomorrow, Friday and I could not take long. Yes, that worried me a little but it was only seven. See what I mean? About how much pussy one guy can get without blinking out of existence. I was definitely pushing the envelope.
I called back Ahmay and arranged to pick her up at my house at nine. That gave me time to fuck Norma and get a shower and change clothes. I padded downstairs. I should have just left then. I am not sure things would have gone much differently but I wouldn't have been in the middle of the snafu.
Annie was fingering Norma on the rail while Sean fucked Lydia. Laura lay on the futon masturbating. When I appeared, Annie left the one woman for the other, diving face first into Laura's pussy. In moments, Laura screamed through her half, self-induced orgasm.
"She does like to come." Lydia panted, lifting up her head off the rail to watch Laura convulse around Annie's face, out of my sight on the other side of the rail.
Norma lifted her head and looked, caught sight of me. "Duncan, cock." She strained, her voice taut from her bound position on the rail.
I had time to fuck her. I did. I didn't feel rushed. I positioned myself between Norma's artificially spread legs and entered her. She screamed. She bucked. Her body had been superheated by Annie's clever fingers and the introduction of one long hard cock seemed to perfect the moment. Norma climaxed.
The rail did its thing.
Lydia climaxed.
The two women wailed together and by god if they didn't harmonize. Their duet covered all other sounds so that when they appeared on the stairs, I hadn't heard them arrive. I was pumping Norma for all I was worth, determined to frost her climax with some cum of my own. The basement filled with the voices of two women singing their erotic choruses and the percussion click clack of the rail as it banged Norma and Lydia back and forth, literally pussy on a stick. Intent as I was, Brent and Tawny got to the bottom of the stairs before I sensed a change in air pressure in the basement and opened my eyes.
Mr. Cock took that opportunity of distraction to slip past my restraints and erupt. My circuits all blew. I am sure sparks surrounded my head and I smelled burning wiring. I tried to close my eyes but seeing Brent and Tawny, together, watching me fuck Aunt Norma sort of unraveled me and I think my eyes bulged two sizes too big for my eyelids. They didn't fit any more. They fit like tee shirts on beer guts in denial of their actual size.
"Oh, oh, oh fuck!" I growled. My hands gripped Norma's hips like I was falling and I rammed into her over and over again gushing cum. I was the only one who registered their arrival. Norma was bucking on the rail, pulling back and forth with Lydia who seemed to have been yanked over into orgasm just to avoid being left out. Trying to think and come at the same time challenged me. Even the most routine simple sentences seemed to elude me. I looked over at Laura Wills and Annie was on top of her head to pussy and they were eating each other, putting the tenor into the sensual music of the spheres.
Sean hammered Lydia. The rail clicked back and forth, made utterly unpredictable by the springs and Sean and I being uncoordinated, hammering our respective women more or less independently. Both Lydia and Norma were screaming continuously with orgasms. They ran out of breath together. Laura was panting around Annie's tongue on the futon on the other side of the rail from the stairs. We all seemed to pause to breathe at the same time.
"My god. What the hell is that thing?"
My sister's voice emerged into a suddenly quiet room.
My eyes opened. I stared straight ahead and saw the shock and horror on Sean's face. He had not even looked around, hearing the new voice was enough. I could see he had no idea what it meant or who it was. All he knew was that his cock was well grounded inside of his very horny mother and that affected his expression alone. Surely he had met Tawny before now but I had no way of knowing.
"Uh, hi sis." I mumbled. I guess I was trying to reassure Sean but I failed. He clinched his eyes closed. The force on his end of the rail increased.
It was Brent who responded though.
"Sonny. Is that my Aunt you are fucking?"
Norma's head came up and despite the strain on her back, the motion touched off a new swell of orgasm in her body. Sean hammered Lydia on his end and that slammed Norma onto my still hard cock, like a machine capping a beer bottle with a snug sleeve. She groaned and bucked through it. Her hips pulsed around my cock, which stayed politely hard so she could grind on it. The little motions of her body served and she seized into a new, subdued orgasm. We all politely waited till her personal little cataclysm passed.
I was still implanted in Norma's gelatin pussy. She boiled. She bubbled. Her effluvia ran down my legs.
Tawny came closer, moving towards me. Her hand reached out and she patted the back of Norma's head. Norma was still in post-orgasmic shock and did not acknowledge the new hand touching her.
I pulled out of Norma.
Brent's head clicked around to stare at Tawny.
I don't know what his thing was. I'd proposed that I could trade him my sisters. Still, coming face to face with the reality that I was boning my sisters must have rattled him. Still, he did not look happy.
I casually moved to my pile of clothes, just about where he and my sister were standing and started to dress. Annie sat up, her head appearing on the other side of the rail like a ground hog in the afternoon. She looked around, saw no coyotes and stood up, her tits waving at us all.
"Beeg Brent?" She said, her voice filled with anticipation and wonder. She apparently thought this was my doing. Then her voice changed. "Heylo, Miss Tawny." She said, her pidgin working overtime.
Tawny glanced in her direction. "Hi, Mrs. Kingston."
God, we are all so polite.
Laura appeared and stood up, just a nude as Annie. She blushed though, clear to her nipples, which were brilliant pink and standing out from her skin like witch's warts.
No one moved but me. I got dressed. Everyone waited. Well, except Sean who kept pumping his mother, shoving cock into her with gentle nudges that made her eyes roll up in her head. Lydia apparently took no notice of what was happening around her. Her hips thrust and bumped backwards. The rail rattled and popped her back at him. Just as I was sitting down to put on my sneakers, she groaned through a demure orgasm.
Tawny turned to watch her. I stood up behind her.
"Brent. Why don't you and Tawny and me go upstairs."
"Fuck that." Norma said. "He needs to fuck me. Oh god, yes."



I walked over to her and slapped her naked ass. "You are not really in any position to be ordering anyone around. Shut up or I'll shut off the lights and leave you here."
She apparently believed me because she put her head down and relaxed. Chris did a hell of a job making the rail comfortable. He liked the idea of leaving a woman on it and letting her stew in her own juices before he stirred the pot. He'd taken my assertion seriously that imagination was just as erotic as reality, better in many respects. A woman mounted on the rail could only imagine one thing and that was being fucked, used by a man with a dick. Legs spread and raised, fixed in place, that was the only thing a woman could imagine. The whole thing was foreplay.
I walked upstairs.
Brent and Tawny followed.
I got a tumbler and ran water rather than getting the scotch I had in mind when I walked up the stairs. I was driving and did not need that sort of attention from our boys, and girls, in blue. I sat down on the couch and sipped the water. My mouth was dry.
Tawny and Brent joined me in chairs.
"So that's what's downstairs." Tawny muttered. She shook her head. "God, I never imagined. I thought he had a darkroom or something down there." She grunted around grim grin. "I was all prepared for him to ask to take naked pictures and put me one some website somewhere."
"Sonny, you are fucking my Aunt."
I nodded. "I am. I was. I did. She..." I stalled. How do I explain the situation in my house. How do I explain why Charm was there or how Norma felt about being in her cross hairs? I was a little stumped about how to respond. I didn't know how to respond because of a lack of style, not a lack of substance. I had plenty of substance and that was the problem. My grill was full up.
Fuck. Sammy was going to be here soon, all randy and eager for a piece of Aunt Norma. Shit, shit, shit.
"Sonny?" Brent said, his voice dark.
"What?"
"You are fucking my aunt."
At that perfect moment, I heard Sammy's throbbing music and the guttural roar of his Camaro.
Brent's face darkened more. His brow crinkled so he only had one eyebrow. "Sonny, that's Sammy. You, you called him?"
"I, I have to go." I said lamely. I did, Ahmay's plea held me like a cock ring but that was no explanation that anyone else would understand. If I attempted to explain her hold on me, it would just sound greedy.
"You didn't call me?" Brent said archly, his voice starting to rise.
Sammy's music cut off and we heard his car door shut.
I waited. I am perverse, I know that but not in the way you are thinking. Oh, well, I'm perverse in that way too but that's not what I'm talking about. I mean I am perverse because I wanted to see what happened when Sammy appeared.
I looked at Tawny. "Sister Blister." I started but the door opened and Sammy appeared. He rushed past us, dropping his coat on the floor. He was at the door to the basement before he noticed he was not alone. He skidded to a stop, turning to look at us.
"Holy shit." He muttered.
"Norma's downstairs. On the rail. Have at her." I kept my eyes on Brent. "She's not yours, Brent." I growled, matching my tone to the expression on his face.
"She is too." He responded.
"Should I go?" Tawny said.
I was thankful for the distraction. So was Sammy. He tiptoed out of sight, the stairs creaked under him. Moments later we heard Norma squeak too.
I looked at Tawny. "What are you doing here? I thought, you were supposed to go out with Dalia."
Her face worked. "You set me up?"
"Not to see this! This, this should have been Chris' doing. I'm sorry."
"Are you going to say sorry to me?" Brent asked.
At that perfect moment, my phone rang. This was one of those moments when I realize how fucking lucky I am. "No." I said emphatically and answered the phone, making it an aggressive retreat.
It was D. Debra Hamilton.
"Sonny. I need cock." She said even before I got a word out.
Uh oh. I thought to myself. We hadn't spoken since I poked her the first time but not the last time, by god. I had ignored her while I was panting after and over her mother. I hoped this wasn't that coming back to haunt me.
"Hello to you too, Miss Hamilton." My body shook, like a dog shaking water out of his hair. Dori Hamilton's aroma crawled in my nose and made it tickle. I had unsuccessfully tried to shower it off but there it was, reminding me that I was in lust with D. Debra's mother!
"Sonny, I need cock. You promised."
Oh. Oh! "D. Debra, I have just the cock for you. Do you know Brent Rossini?" I felt vertigo at not missing a beat. Whether the Sunday agreement was still intact, this was in concert with it, even if the tenor of her demand was hardly matching it.
"Never heard of him."
"His cock is bigger than mine." I said.
D. Debra snorted. "Don't know your cock size. Have you forgotten already? My mouth caliper has not been fitted to your cock yet." An outright lie, It seemed to me but memory works differently with different people and frankly, mine had D. Debra overlaid with Dori D., which confused the shit out of me. Maybe I hadn't fucked her but I was sure I'd done her mother, several times. No, I fucked her. I was not so fritzed out that I had forgotten that.
"An outright lie, Ms. Hamilton and watch the tone. Or have you forgotten our agreement? Any time, any place, any where but with whom I choose?"
I saw Brent's eyes, confused interest dancing in them. I looked away from Tawny intentionally. I did not want to see what she was thinking just then.
D. Debra did not respond for a moment. Finally in a much quieter voice, she muttered, "I remember." She said. "If you call that fucking me, then you and I have different definitions." She snorted. "I get more from a romance novel."
If I thought D. Debra Hamilton would become a compliant woman like Laura Wills, I was mistaken. Truthfully, I hadn't given her any thought that wasn't some subordinate clause to her mother. Now I could not ignore her any longer so I changed the subject.
"Hey, aren't you at play practice?"
"Yes and don't worry about it. Can you get me cock or not?"
I looked at Brent. The look on his face was so funny I nearly burst out laughing. I groaned with the effort of keeping it inside. I covered the phone. "Brent," I whispered. "How about I trade you to D. Debra Hamilton. You can fuck my girlfriend since I fucked your Aunt. How about that?"
His eyes bulged so much I though they were going to stick to his glasses. He swallowed and finally nodded. "Okay." He managed to say, his voice crunching like a breaking tree limb. He glanced at Tawny like he thought she was going to object, condemn him, post his picture on the feminist hall of shame as a low down sexist bastard of the first order. Her eyes did not register his presence or mine for that matter.
To D. Debra, I said, "It is time, D. Debra to have sex with another of my friends." I couldn't help myself, I glanced at Tawny and she was watching me with intense interest, her eyes piercing me but still unrevealing of her reaction to this side of this conversation.
"You'll get me cock?" She demanded.
I did not like her demanding this of me but decided breaking a woman to a collar would always take time. I was the pussy whisperer, right? And that is not a snap of the fingers, no matter what breed you are dealing with. Even Laura took time to get comfortable on her knees with her mouth open and her eyes closed.
"Done." I said into the phone. Then I had a different thought. "Do I need to be there?" I had mixed feelings about that, all in all.
"No." D. Debra said. "I can fuck just fine without you." She, it turned out, was lying through her gills.
I confess, I felt a little slighted. So far, D. Debra had fucked my friends while I watched and that is no inconsiderable thing I'm telling you. Well, except for Sam Honeywell. Still, I don't like porn movies because they get in all those awkward, contorted positions just so the camera can zoom in. I get all distracted when they cut to view of a clit while two people are supposed to be fucking. The idea that people act normal when you point a camera at them is nuts.
"Where. When?" She said.
I shrugged. Felt stupid, again. "You said now. I have just the cock for you." I grinned at Brent. "He's a tall guy with glasses."
From the basement, I heard Norma screaming into a new, excited orgasm.
"He'll pick you up."
"Give me, uh, forty-five minutes. At the little theater on campus."
"Fine, its, what six?"
"Seven."
"Hey, Chris said he wasn't finished till nine."
She chortled. "I have a love scene and I want to smell like sex, you know, because I just had sex. I'll make gay Larry a little nuts. I think he's walked both sides of the tracks. I have to be back by ten. So a little cock would suit me just fine!"
"Don't say little and cock in the same sentence. How many times...never mind. He'll be there in half an hour." I turned off my phone, glaring at Brent, daring him to be pissed again. "Meet her at the little theater on campus. Here's her number."
He blinked at me. "Great. Where do I do this?" He muttered as he copied the number to his phone.
I shook my head. "Jesus, Brent, I just lined you up for a free run at D. Debra Hamilton. Don't you think you can figure the rest out yourself?" Then I remembered that Brent planned social things using chaos theory, a gob of epoxy and paper clips. "Take her to your house. She might scream and I bet your mother would enjoy the music. It might inspire them."
Brent focused suddenly. "God, you have no idea what it's been like." He grinned abruptly. "Hey, that might be sort of fun. They, god, they haven't given me any consideration..."
"Who?" Tawny asked.
"His mom and dad, Natasha and Joey Rossini. Joey came back and they always fuck like bunnies when he first gets back in town."
Tawny, smart chick that she is nodded. "Which is why Norma has been sleeping in mom's room?"
I nodded.
"But why is she downstairs?"
I reached over and patted her leg. "I'll explain it later. Brent, shouldn't you be going? D. Debra's waiting for you." My time was limited but I had an hour to kill. Mr. Cock resumed his pussy vigil.
Brent stood up and left without a word.
Tawny and I sat looking at each other. Finally she smiled a little crookedly. "Uh, now what?" Her lips twitched. "What do we do now?" Here eyes twinkled impishly. "I'm not leaving so don't suggest it."
I shrugged. I was stumped. There were ripples in my new rug and I couldn't figure out the stretch gadget.
Tawny nodded. She stood up.
I got a funny feeling down my spine and my cock stood up with her. She wore a cream sweater and her plaid green skirt. She looked all fine and shit, her tits rose up like swells of ice cream but wavering in the thick ribbed sweater. She had a peculiar look in her eyes. She reached down and took hold of my hand.
"Come on, little bother. Time to bother your big sister." She didn't smile. I couldn't tell if she was kidding or serious, if she was challenging me with a dare or daring me to resist her foregone intention.
Mr. Cock stepped into the breach in my brain activity and I stood up, all zombie like and shit.
She led me to the basement door. Groans and the sliding click of the rail rose up to us. She looked back at me and shook her head. I waited for her to comment but she swung the ajar door wide and we descended.
As we descended from the top of the stairs we could see first Sammy ramming Norma with elated abandon, Annie sixty-nining Laura appeared next and then Sean still planted in his mother. Tawny pulled me down to the basement floor, standing at the middle of the rail.
"Sonny, why don't you introduce me." She let go of my hand and pulled her sweater off of her tits.
The whole place went still. Sammy ground into Norma and stopped. Sean pulled his dripping cock out of his mother and stepped down off the box, pointing it at my sister. Annie and Laura disentangled and stood up. Their tits moved like a crowd doing the wave. Tawny removed her own bra and goddamn if her tits weren't moving in time with Laura's. Okay, that's an exaggeration but shit, I think I am entitled. Trying to get this situation accurate is too far past believing to use American realism.
Tawny leaned against me. "Tell them who I am." She said, her eyes fixed on Sean's drizzling cock.
I looked funny at her. "They know." I said, my voice sounded like a shout. She kissed my ear and whispered. "I want to hear you say it. Then, Sonny, I want you to fuck me." She trilled, her voice tight. "While, while they watch!"
I got the picture. "Fuck, I just got dressed." I shrugged. I had till nine. Well, not really, I needed a shower, before I went over to see Alissa. See, hell.
"Well, that is Norma Spilletti, Brent's Aunt. That is Sammy with his cock in her. You know Mrs. Kingston. She has Mrs. Will's cum on her face because they were just eating each other. That's Laura Wills. Why don't you two kiss or something." I was just being a smart ass but they took me literally and seriously literally.
They folded into a naked female clinch that ended up back on the futon out of sight. We could hear them, though. It amazed me that they could get back into the mood so easily.
I gestured at naked Sean. "That's Sean Favors. The woman on the rail is Mrs. Favors, his mom."
Sean colored up. Mrs. Favors only wiggled her ass, looking for all the world like her pussy was questing for cock.
"Everyone, this is my sister, Tawny."
Lydia Favors' head rose then. Her bleary eyes cleared and she stared at me. "Sister?" She whispered. She tried to twist around to look at Sean but couldn't manage it. "Fuck her?"
Sean shook his head but I nodded.
"I am going to fuck her. For your viewing pleasure, I am going to have sex with my own sister." Mr. Cock felt like a rocket two seconds after liftoff, shuddering and straining to escape the bounds of earth.
Tawny unlatched her skirt and let it skitter down her legs. She kicked it free and heeled off her flats. Down went her panties and hose. She waddled over to the rail and used it to steady herself while she took the stockings off each foot. She looked at me.
"You going to strip or just unzip? Strip, Sonny. Your zipper might leave a mark."
I got naked.
Tawny turned around and took firm hold of the eye bolt at the midpoint of the rail through which the line hooking Norma and Lydia together ran. She backed up till her arms were extended over her head, her back was parallel with the floor and her feet were wide. She arched her back, her pussy moved to parade rest, arched, open and glistening with anticipation.
By the time she got into position, I was starkers.
"Jesus. Your sister?" Sean said, goggling at us.
Mrs. Favors stared with him. Norma still had not lifted her head but hearing the other woman speak, her head came up off the face cushion. She chuckled. "You have no idea what Sonny does with his spare time."
Sammy ground his cock into Aunt Norma and she groaned, her body arching as the cock in her touched her here and there. She shivered.
"I believe you were just balls deep in your mother, Sean. What's your point." I thought a moment. "And don't you bone your sister?" I approached Tawny and lay a hand possessively on her ass. She jerked. I felt the taut energy humming in her. She did not speak. I could feel the anticipation, the excitement coursing through her body.
"Fuck her." Lydia hissed. "Fuck your own sister!" She said it with a sort of relish that I was uneasy with but still, I did as she suggested.
With one hand I bent my cock down and touched the end to Tawny's pussy lips. Tawny groaned. She wagged her ass and we lost contact. She realized the flaw in her strategy and went still. I held her still with one hand but it was all her idea. With my cock hand, I reestablished contact. Despite my apparent control, I swear she enveloped my cock with her pussy. One moment she was kissing the head with her pussy lips and the next I felt her clinching down on my cock implanted deep in her seething body.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me!" Tawny screamed.
The bitch made my ears ring in the close basement. I had the eerie feeling we had not closed the basement door and the neighbors would hear, those that weren't here already. My sister tightened down on my cock and my mind condensed onto that sleeve of reality sucking at my cock. I pumped out and back into her lusciousness. She groaned extravagantly. Her head came up from between her elbows and looked around.
Norma was watching even while Sammy swished his cock around inside her. Sean still stood apart from his mother watching me fuck my sister. Laura appeared and approached. She cupped Tawny's hands and ran her fingers down Tawny's arms to her elbows.
"Tawny?" She whispered.
My sister lifted her head. She swayed with my impact in and on her from behind. I had the impression of her swaying tits under her stressed body.
"Hi, Mrs. Wills."
Laura looked up at me, her eyes full of pleading questions.
Fuck me, I could read the woman's lascivious mind. "Tawny, Mrs. Wills wants to go down on you." I felt the shudder run through my sister, a pleasurable shimmy that accented the feel of her on my cock. "She, she wants to share Chris with you."
Laura looked both guilty and exultant. I had hit the nail on the head. The Great Kreskin had nothing on me.
Tawny looked back and forth between Laura and me, a quizzical look on her face. "You like having sex with women?" She said finally leaving her gaze on Mrs. Wills.
Laura colored again. She was like a light fountain, red then white then pink then white then red. She nodded. "I, I like it when I can make a woman come." She said softly. "I feel, it makes me feel..."
Tawny interrupted her. "You know what makes me feel that? Having you watch while my brother fucks me." Her chin lifted a little and her eyes glittered.
"I watch Sonny fuck sister." Annie said, her pidgin almost obscuring her sentiment.
Tawny looked at Annie and then at Mrs. Wills. She struggled free of me without pushing me away exactly. She stood straight and levered my cock out of her. I stepped back.
I felt it, a change in the atmosphere of the room; Tawny had an idea. My heart hammered in my chest because I had no idea what she was thinking. It felt like the last day of school or a governor's reprieve or the day of release without parole from prison. Her enthusiasm emanated from her like dirty talk from Ellen.
She reached across the rail and took Annie by the hand. She led her around Sammy's end, around Sammy, never letting go of her hand. She positioned her right at Norma's head. She went to Laura and did the same, but next to Lydia's head. She then bent them both from the waist, widened their legs and lifted both women by the hips, which gaped their pussies. She then got between them and exactly duplicated their poses.
"Fuck us, Sonny." She squeaked. "Fuck us all." She hesitated then giggled. "Me first, though." She dropped her head and waited.
The three women were lined up along the rail like shots to be quaffed. They were holes to be filled.
I have to admit I was tempted to go down the line and dip into each woman for a quick comparison but I decided to obey my older sister so as not to sully the moment. I entered her carefully, sliding deep into her hot body.
Tawny grunted and her body bucked just once. "Oh god, yes, Sonny, fuck me!" She hissed.
I pulled out of her. She looked around at me, her face a mask. I had moved to Annie. I entered the Chinese woman. The contrast was incredible and obvious. Tawny was soupy and tense. Annie was tight and slick. I pulled out of her and moved to the other end of the rail and entered Laura. She was lush and wet. She squished as I thrust into her. Out and in, back and forth, I pumped her pussy with my cock for a few moments before withdrawing. I returned to my sister and slid into her. Her body accepted me. She felt hot, sizzling so that I thought I saw steam rising from her back. God, yes, she was hot!



Tawny let out a long shuddering sigh that snapped off when I bottomed out in her clasping pussy. I held her by the hips. She looked right and left. "Watch. Watch him fuck me." She said.
I fucked her.
In and out, in and out, my cock penetrated my sister while everyone watched. Over and over and over again. She started humming and then panting and finally grunting, grunting and groaning only to end with a shrieking scream as the orgasm possessed her. Her hips thrust back at me, sheathing me in her luscious pussy over and over again. Each time I ground home into her, she gave a little wag of her tail that enriched the experience. She enriched it so much that she came again and then, like a collapsing building, I came myself. It was sudden without any warning, just a sudden convulsion that controlled me. I felt it well up and then I was pouring cum into my sister.
Okay. I admit I was a little perturbed, coming again. I wanted to save a little for Ahmay and Alissa but I was surprised. Sometimes it happens, your cock gets so happy he just goes off by himself irrespective of the broader geo-political issues surrounding the climax of the moment. The short sighted little fuck, but I cannot really mean that because he was becoming accustomed to a surfeit of pussy.
I pulled out of my sister and staggered back. Mrs. Wills did not even need a formal invitation. She was on her knees, reaching for my cock with a thumb and forefinger before I was two steps back. She licked Tawny off my cock. Her eyes were fixed on me and god if I didn't know what she was thinking. I patted her on the head.
"Fine." I gasped, as her mouth slid down my now clean cock. She sucked me hard and I realized I was feeling her tongue and lips once more stimulating my cock. Her eyes remained on me. I grunted as she pulled me deep into her throat and I felt the suction. Her eyes began to water and tears ran from both but she did not relent or release me.
"Okay. Okay!" I groaned. "You can go back to fucking Chris. I'll, I'll tell him he can use you again."
"Shit, really? No more exclusivity for Sean?" That was Lydia.
My sister had been hanging on the rail, recovering from the cataclysm of her orgasms. She stood up, wobbling. She turned and looked down at Mrs. Wills with my cock in her mouth. She looked up at me.
"Now she knows what I taste like." She glanced over at Sean. "That's your mother?"
Sean nodded.
"I want to see it. I want to see your cock sliding into her." She grinned. "Then I want a little of that odd little instrument myself."
I gave her a look.
"I know, I know. Cock and little do not fit into the same sentence!"
Sean was unfazed by my sister's diction. He was on the box and thrust deep into Lydia before I could say Jack Robinson, which, by the way, was never possible because of the blow job I was getting from Mrs. Wills. She seemed committed.
Tawny, however, had another idea. She patted Laura on the head. "Up. Let him fuck you, he'll fuck us all."
Laura backed off my cock and she resumed her bent position at Lydia's head. Sean ground into his mother pushing his cock deep into her tied and suspended body. Lydia keened at the ground through the slit in the rail that fit her face so perfectly. Tawny bent over again and I was presented with three winking pussies. Before I entered one of them, Sean reared back and smacked into Lydia. That popped the rail towards Norma and Sammy. Sammy, in perfect timing reared back and rammed into Norma. She groaned and the rail popped clear to the right, slamming Lydia onto Sean's skinny cock.
Lydia hunched on the rail and then howled as her orgasm ignited. Her body convulsed, her hips rising and bucking as she fought it. Her motions pulled on Norma and the rail snapped back the other direction under them. Sammy and Sean both downstroked into their women and both felt the impact deeply in their bent and restrained bodies. The rail shifted again. It startled Tawny the first time but this time she adjusted and let it move under her hands.
I moved behind Laura, fingered her pussy. She was monsoon wet, like a New Delhi cataract. I slid deep into her body and as I withdrew, I felt her orgasm lurking. When my cock left her body I felt her disappointment.
I entered Tawny. My sister preened before my attention. Annie was watching her and Norma managed to lift up and observe me fucking my sister. Not as though she hadn't seen it before but Tawny was different from Georgia. I pumped Tawny three or four times; shit, she is my sister after all, I had to show her a little preference or it would be a long cold summer in my household with my three sisters. They fight when I am not around but are all lovey dovey allies when I am on the field.
I pulled free and Tawny moaned. She twisted as the rail jerked under her hands. Lydia cried out with a spurt of ecstasy and the rail popped back in her direction cutting her off, leaving her gurgling with a new orgasm.
"Fuck, fuck Mrs. Kingston, again, better. God, I want to see that!" Tawny whispered tightly.
I could not help it, I followed her instruction exactly. I gripped Annie by the ass, peeled her opened and penetrated her. It was like my cock was a missile that sensed humidity. My cock found her pussy and when we pressed together, my cock slid deep into her. Annie grunted as I entered her. I grunted when I bottomed out, rooted deeply in the little woman. There is a special wondrousness about fucking a woman who is two women like Annie. It was like I was fucking two women at the same time but had no idea which one I'd be doing at any given time. She shifted so easily from Anne to Annie, from the cock loving monster to the demure woman who loved kissing while making love.
My cock sank into Annie and she bucked into an immediate orgasm. She shook, she shimmied, she quaked and then her body bucked back against me. I was embedded in her and she seemed enthralled by the penetration. Three or four very nice little orgasms rifled through her, one after the other, leaving her panting for breath.
I suddenly wanted her on her back. I pulled free of her and straightened her. She wobbled like a rag doll. I escorted her around the rail to the futon. I felt crazy, like I'd ingested a mania and it finally kicked in. I laid Annie down on her back. Her knees rose and her legs opened. She stretched out her arms to me. "Fuck Annie!" She snarled, her voice matching the rictus expression on her face. I knelt, crawled between her open legs. Her hands found my cock and fairly pulled me down into her body. I dropped into her like a piston into a cylinder. She screamed and bucked when the end of my cock bounced off the back of her inner chamber.
"My turn." I heard Tawny say.
I managed to look and saw the rail riders were being exchanged. Lydia, long tied to the rail came over and sat by my feet on the futon. I was hammering Annie and she was taking me, long cock stroke after long cock stroke. Lydia put a hand on my calf and I felt it up behind my eyeballs. I was hammer-fucking one woman while another watched.
Norma tottered over and plunked down right beside my head. I felt her watching me.
"You have some fucked up friends." She muttered. "But I like them. Goddamn I do love cock and you boys have lots. I fucking hate the competition though."
I looked up at her. "Tough." I managed through gritted teeth. "Have Lydia eat you. She loves pussy."
"Oh Christ, please, you have got to be kidding!" Norma said. "Do you require every woman you fuck to eat pussy?"
"Are, uh, uh, you, uh, uh complain uh, uh, -ing?" I said. Annie wrapped her legs around me and pulled me deep into her. She clasped to me like a peel on a banana. I rose up and she clung to me, letting me lift her off the futon before dropping down on her. She groaned and I felt the shivering of orgasm start in her again.
I felt the woman at each end of me both move. They settled at my feet and a moment later Norma cursed and hissed. God I wanted to see the mane of Lydia's flaming hair in her lap but Annie seemed intent on having cum dumped in her pussy. Whatever she was doing, it was having the desired affect. I felt the tendrils of pleasure running up and down my spine. My toes twinkled and my veins all pumped liquid goodness around my body. I bent my head and Annie took a hold of my hair and directed my lips to hers. We kissed and her first orgasm roared around us. She was hot and tipped over first. I defied my good sense and tumbled down the hill after her.
Her lips hardened as she came, her tongue lashed at me, her mouth was open. Abruptly her body bucked and her legs released me. I found I could breathe easier. I continued to hammer down into her liquid goodness. I slipped down to my elbows, moving my hands down to grasp her ass. Her feet found purchase on the futon. Her ass lifted and her hips began to hammer back at me with incredible force for such a small woman. I felt the constriction of her cunt as pervading pleasure that enveloped me. I fought the sensations but when one of her hands found my ass, straining to reach it, and she clasped my ass, I lost it. The cum I had been reserving for Alissa spurted into Annie.
She sensed it and she hummed while I filled her with cum. Her body seemed to sense I was running her full. It bucked, every motion redolent with pleasure and pride, aware that she had made me come so quickly after having been to the mountain several times before. I jackhammered down into Annie, suddenly losing awareness of the implications.
When the rush passed, I lay panting on Annie. She did not seem bothered by my weight, panting with her own arousal. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around me.
"I love you between my legs, Sonny." She whispered. "I fucking love how you shag me."
The British accent arrested my deflation. Despite myself, I felt my cock harden inside her. She squeaked with pleasure when my hips rose and fell inside her again.
Someone slapped me on the ass.
"Not so fast, big boy. Time to share."
Since ending my copulation with Annie met my own ends, I agreed by lifting off of her and sitting back onto my heels. Annie tried to follow my retreating cock with her pussy. She kept the head inside her.
I twisted around and found Lydia indeed eating Norma. Norma sat back, leaning on her hands, her knees arched beside the other woman. While I watched or perhaps because I looked, Norma dropped her head, her hips bunched and popped up. She climaxed, like a popping firecracker.
Her eyes opened. "Want to do three in a row again?"
I wanted to find a fucking clock. I'd lost track of time and felt the press to be going. I didn't ask though. Lydia had gotten to her feet, her naked body blurry with her sexual encounters. She staggered around where Sean was fucking Tawny on the rail and bent over beside it, planting her hands on it near Tawny's head.
Annie moved to the middle position and Norma took her place by Laura's head. The rail shifted back and forth, making the three women jerk with it.
Tawny was panting and gritting her teeth as the rail jerked under her. While I watched, she bounced her head off the face plate on the rail and screamed into a new orgasm. Her body tensed and bucked. She had more slack then she should have had and succeeded in bouncing Sean's cock right out of her. He stepped off the box and almost stumbled. Instead of returning to my sister, he moved behind Norma on the other end and entered her. Norma grunted as his cock slid into her.
I struggled to my feet and walked around Tawny's end. I hesitated on the box, moved between her outflung legs and thrust my cock into my sister. She bucked again and screamed again. Her body repeated the recent performance. I felt the convulsions inside of her and realized she was on an avalanche of orgasms and she could only ride them till they ceased.
I pulled free of her pussy. On the other end, Sammy disconnected from Mrs. Wills. He moved around to Lydia on my end and that left me with Annie. Sammy thrust into Lydia and she groaned.
"Oh god, I love chocolate!" She babbled.
Sammy smacked her on the ass.
I moved between them and entered Annie. Her body fit onto mine like a Popsicle on a stick. Together we fucked the three women bent beside the rail.
Tawny and Laura watched, lifting their heads to gage our progress, pulling at each other's arms. After only a few moments, both had to drop their heads because bending at that angle was too much for them. I pounded into Annie. She shrieked into a brand new orgasm.
Sean and Sammy looked at each other and shrugged.
"He can do it for them, it seems almost every time." Sammy said. He pulled free and moved around to Tawny. She tried to twist to look at him.
"Sammy, you're the first of Sonny's friends to fuck me, I mean besides Chris. I am going to fuck you all. I want to be airtight."
Sammy, usually full of rejoinders had nothing but the simple thrust of his cock into my sister's pussy. She ground back at him as best she could.
Sean entered Laura and she exploded into an immediate orgasm. I chalked it up to force of habit with her. Sean was no longer her cock designate. She swelled with enthusiasm, knowing that Chris could now fuck her again, after so long being denied to her.
I pulled out of Annie and migrated to Norma. I thrust into her and then back to Annie, then out and into Lydia. Up and down the line I fucked while the rail shifted back and forth before us. I was nearly sure that I was fucked out when I felt the flicker of orgasm just as I punched into Annie again. I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her. I wanted her on the futon again. I was mad with lust.
My little head and its nearsighted vision was driving the train. I put her on her back and lifted her legs over her head. She screamed as I plunged down into her. She bucked but the position left her helpless to struggle out of the position, knees to ears. She had only her voice to express her pleasure and she used it, babbling in Chinese.
My orgasm arrived like a slow train. I knew somewhere in the back of my mind that I could stop and no one would blame me but fucking Annie while my sister rode the rail seemed perfect somehow. I chased down my orgasm and squeezed the last vestige of pleasure out of it, telling myself with the ignorant arrogance of youth that there was plenty more where that came from.
When it finally hit, I pulsed into Annie and she screamed out her approval, pride that I came in her twice in such company seemed to accentuate her climaxes. She had three while I puttered through my orgasm, finally plunking down a full lot of cum into her body. I flopped over onto the futon. I lay panting. I felt Annie being rearranged and then heard her grunt with new satisfaction.
It is stupid to say but I could tell that the licking and sucking was Laura Wills, as though she has a distinct pussy eating sound. I looked over, finally opening my eyes and sure enough, Norma was on the rail with Tawny and Laura was eating Annie. Some things never change. Lydia sat down, having donned a shirt that covered her shoulders but remained unbuttoned. She patted my hip.
"I thought you had to go?" She mumbled.
Tawny orgasmed.
Annie squeaked.
I got my eyes to open and realized I needed to check the time but could not imagine how.
"Cell phone." I thought. I struggled upright and got to my pants. I felt watery and drunk, like I was translucent. After a while I figured out the technology of my pants and got my phone free from the pocket. It is more difficult than you think after you have come five IQ points worth into five different women. I know, only Annie and Tawny but still, I'd been in them all.
"Shit." I grunted. It was ten to nine. My mind was suddenly in a big rush but my body did not seem consonant with the hurry. It ascribed to "the hurrier I go the behinder I get" mantra and kept a leisurely pace. I finally got my shoes on the right feet, and my coat on right side out. I staggered out to my car, realizing as the cold slapped my puggy cheeks that I'd not said anything. I just left.
I sat in my new car and dialed Ahmay. She answered.
"Where are you?"
"Outside your house. Where are you?"
"Coming." I said and then giggled like a little girl.
"Are you drunk?" She asked.
I shook my head. "Nosh thash I nosh ofsh." I slurred.
"Sonny!"
I straightened up. "I'll be there." I said, straight as a deacon. "I might be a few minutes late but I am on my way."
She hung up on me.
I was about to start the car and make the skittering sprint home to my house but remembered Chris.
I dialed his phone.
"Chris, dude." I said into the phone when he answered. I was parked on the street so when he drove past me, I was surprised. He did not register me, either since my car was brand new. I remembered I had not mentioned the car to anyone. No one had asked either.
"Sonny?"
"Chris, I..." I was going to tell him his mom was no longer off limits but realized Tawny was downstairs on his rail. That crowded out the other thoughts. I stuttered. "I, uh, uh, uh..." then I just blurted it out. "Tawny is down on the rail." I said.
"Tawny? I thought..."
"I know. She, she crossed me up."
"Where's her car?"
Good question. I didn't know that answer. I got a weird feeling that Dalia had just fucked with me somehow but I could not see why. The logic eluded me.
"Don't know. Oh, Chris. Laura, your mom? She'll fuck you now if you like."
"Great. Thanks."
"You sound sarcastic."
"You mount your sister on the rail, without me and now you let my mom out of her Sean cage. What am I going to do now? If I try to get Tawny into bed with me and my mom, she'll...she'll...fuck you, Sonny, I don't know what she'll do."
I laughed. I realized I sounded crazy or at least crazed. "That's the fun of it, right? Try it and see what happens but I think, if you do it right, they'll never know it was your idea. Your mom wanted to eat Tawny in the worst way." I stopped. Shit, maybe she had. I was not sure of anything.
I felt Ahmay drifting out of reach. My car clock read nine oh five.
"Anyway, I think Sean is getting enough pussy, so it doesn't make sense to leave him exclusive rights to Laura, Mrs. Wills, I mean your mom."
"I know whom you mean. I think she likes being clearly assigned to one cock. I think being a free agent confuses her."
I found that curiously insightful and counter to his own best interests which confused me, I confess. I did not have time to puzzle it out or try to winkle out the deeper implications. "We'll address that later. For now, have at her."
"Thanks." He said dryly and hung up on me.
I watched him enter his garage and the door go down.
I drove slowly home. I reflected that Ahmay might be pissed at me but that was okay with me. I needed to know if she was going to go nuclear on me and sic Rodney on me the first time I acted all human and erred as is the right of my species. This would be a little test.
Indeed I arrived at nearly nine-thirty because the roads were slick and some knucklehead ended up end to end between two cars. We finally just pushed one end of his car around so he could leave.
Of course, Ahmay did not recognize my car. She looked terrified in the gloom, what I could see of her. I pulled up beside her car on the street parked down from my house and rolled down my window. She realized who it was and got out and climbed into the passenger seat.
"Wow, Sonny, whose car?"
I grinned, realizing I had missed the whole new car thing because the universe was throwing pussy at me faster than I could fuck it. "It's mine. Part of an internship I am doing for a law office."
"Mrs. Honeywell's office?" Ahmay asked, chiding me a little.
I needed to change the subject so I apologized. "Sorry I'm late. I really am."



Ahmay sniffed. "Jewels and fudgepackers, Sonny, you smell like pussy. Gosh, you smell like burnt pussy."
"Burnt pussy?" I asked, driving and listening at the same time, which passes for multitasking for me.
"Pussy that has been done and done and done till it is over done."
I glanced over at her and her brilliant white teeth gleamed in the gloom. I grunted and muttered, "That sounds a lot like Lay Down."
She tittered and said of course that was Laydon talking. She fell silent and I drove us to Mrs. Honeywell's house. I realized I'd been smart getting Sammy over to play on the rail, it meant we'd be alone tonight.
It was nearly ten when we arrived at the Honeywell house. The porch light was on. We walked on the frozen sidewalk to the front door. I did not even ring the bell but walked in, since the light was on and, when I tried it, the door was unlocked.
Alissa was sitting at the table with a scotch in hand. She looked up at me, us. "Hey you two, I thought maybe you got lost...or distracted."
Ahmay took off her coat immediately and I was distracted. Jesus buckets, the dress was smaller than her skin. It was sheer simply because it could not cover everything she had to cover. The bra appeared clearly through the white fabric. Her black-brown skin shown through the white like black stars in a white sky. I could even see her briefs, bikini panties that showed clearly through the white with the black background.
"I said, Sonny, did you get your car?" Alissa spoke to me.
I swiveled my head around and nodded. "I did. Not a sports car, a sedan. A Chrysler 300."
Alissa nodded and sipped more of the scotch. "Sid asked today again and I had to stall but I didn't have to say I didn't know since Morrison called to verify you were who you were the other day."
"Do you know his sister?" I asked
"Ah hem." Ahmay said.
Oh shit, I thought. How could I just forget her? Then I realized I had barely acknowledged Alissa. I stepped over to her and bent to kiss her. Her plush lips touched mine but then she cringed away.
"Fuck a crock pot, Sonny, you smell like a mare at a stag party!"
"You mean a doe?"
She shook her head. "No, that might make sense. Just what the fuck have you been doing and is my son involved?"
I was stumped about how to answer so I dodged. "You're right. I need a shower. I, well, I was supposed to get one earlier but, well, things happened."
"Someone sat on your face?"
I thought a minute, cocking my head. "Now that you mention it, that was the one thing that didn't happen. If you don't mind...?"
Alissa waved a hand. "You know where the towels are."
I showered. Actually not very fast. I let the soothing hot water pelt around me for a long time. I was showering so much I was worried I was going to chafe and chap. I decided not to panic. In fact, I had a good excuse. My cock seemed absolutely insensate.
I walked out of the bath in nothing but a towel, felt the chill and thought better of it. I got one of Sam's robes, thinking of him and what I had promised him...and Melissa to make full disclosure. I could not see that particular city on the hill yet but I felt like this favor for Ahmay might help that, somehow.
I sauntered out to the kitchen, with my socks on to keep my feet warm. Deciding that being direct was the best solution, I walked over to Alissa and opened my robe, exposing my dozing cock to her.
"I need a little help here. How about a little tongue and lips?" I asked casually.
Alissa regarded my limp cock with half closed eyes. She looked over at Ahmay. "See. I told you. You think young guys will never run down but they do." She set down her drink and put her cold hand to my cock, which goddamn did not help my predicament at all. She lifted it with one hand and leaned into it. She kissed the end.
Nothing.
She licked the end and sucked on the little plush crown.
Still nothing.
Her fingers held me like she was learning chopsticks. She looked around at Ahmay. "Young guys...Sonny isn't typical. They go off like firecrackers the first few times and then they ride you raw for the next few times. Most of the time, you wish they'd lose interest before they do, just to keep your walk normal. Sonny, he doesn't pop off so quick, usually and he can be depended on to give a girl half a chance to have some of her own." She kissed the head of my cock again. "Despite present evidence to the contrary."
She sucked my whole rope into her mouth. She flipped it from side to side, seeking some reaction, a little starch, a bit of spine to my trouser worm.
Nothing.
I had promised myself I wouldn't panic in the shower when I realized how utterly worn down the little fellow was. Shit, shit, shit!
I glanced at Ahmay. I referred to my earlier rationalization. I needed to know that Ahmay could withstand cockups without referring me to Rodney for immediate execution. I was pleased that she was not obviously taking this lack of cockness personally. I had reassurances all prepared but realized if I used any of them, she might think I thought...I lost that train of thought and let it lapse.
Alissa was trying to suck my cock but had gotten no where. It remained obdurately resistant to the transforming powers of a good blowjob. Yes, I was embarrassed but I hid behind my rationalization. After a couple minutes of feeling Alissa's tongue flopping my limp dick around in her mouth without any noticeable response, I opted for plan B.
"How about a little taste?" I suggested finally.
Alissa let my dirty indifference dribble from between her lips. "What do you think I am doing, giving you a tattoo?"
"Ow. I don't even like to think about that."
"Why not? Scared?"
"Needles in my dick, hell yes, I'm scared. I have nothing to prove. The amount of pussy I have had in the last few months absolves me of ever needing to get a tattoo that proves anything. So there." I looked at Alissa. "No, dear, I meant maybe we should adjourn to the bedroom and I'd taste you for your pleasure and hers. That often tends to resurrect my laggard dick." It sounded true enough. I had hope.
Alissa, wearing her own bathrobe that indicated she was coiffed for bed and lickety split clean, rose out of the chair. She extended her hand. I realized that that glass of scotch was likely not her first. That's what I get for being nearly an hour late.
Indeed, she wobbled as she walked and I finally put an arm around her middle and escorted her back to the bedroom. She sat down heavily and flopped onto her back, her knees at the edge of the bed. She made no further movement.
I pushed her knees open. I felt Ahmay behind me. I also felt how awful things were going. Shit, shit, shit! I thought. Dick happy can end up dick stupid, it turns out. I hoped Alissa's orgasm would arouse me. I loved that feeling of eliciting a climax from a woman.
I adjusted Alissa on the bed and then kissed up her thighs. She did not respond. I touched her pussy with my tongue. She grunted a little, her body shifted around me like being in a cheap hotel during an earthquake. She was shaved bare. That made thinks easier, I hoped. I licked up and then down. I heard a deep moan issue from my woman. I felt the familiar stirring in my loins but the dick ignored them.
I licked her more, forgetting for the moment that Ahmay was auditing, or trying to forget that. I licked more.
Nothing.
No response from my cock, and Alissa remained resolutely dry. I finally pushed her pussy lips apart and probed for mainstreet. After a couple false starts, running my tongue firmly into deadends that were just folds in her pussy but not access to her inner sanctum, I found it and pushed my tongue into her. I wiggled around. Alissa did not move.
Shit, shit, shit! I thought. I was desperate.
I curled my tongue up, feeling for her g-spot. I stretched for it and goddamn if my tongue didn't get a cramp. Ever had those? It feels like you sprain something that runs all the way down into your chest. I pulled out of Alissa expecting some comment but what I heard as I sat back was the soft stutter of a sleeping woman's snore.
Oh shit.
I looked around at Ahmay.
She made it okay, at least a little. She put a finger to her lips and told me to be quiet. She went silently into the bath and got my clothes. I dressed in the living room and we left. In the car I turned to her and apologized. She just waved it off.
"It's actually good to see this. It's like watching a play's first dress rehearsal when nothing goes right. I have been a stage hand a couple times and it can be upsetting. You learn not to let those times rattle you. That's why you practice."
She reached out a hand and patted my leg. "That's why I wanted to practice, though I never thought my boyfriend would be too fucked out to eat me." She laughed a little. "Rodney always tells the girls, you know, when they complain about his propensity for fucking whoever is closest, he says that practice makes perfect and you know a man who has a lot of sex has something to offer. Honestly, that is one reason I chose you. I don't know many men who have had as much or possibly more sex than my brother but I think you might qualify. Now I understand something of the attraction for doing it with another virgin."
"A virgin might get the wrong hole." I said in my own defense, ineloquent as it was.
"More likely a virgin will last a gnat's sneeze. Alissa, Mrs. Honeywell was telling me about one of her boyfriends long ago. He never got into her but always came all over her. They tried three or four times but he never made it even to the start of the race much less the finish line. Messy."
My phone rang.
"Sonny. Alissa. My god, I am so sorry. I was up at four with Sid this morning and I have an early meeting. I'll be in all day though, if you want to come in...I don't know if you should bring Ahmay...you can if you like. I think you are entitled."
"I had wet noddle-itis myself, so well, we'll reschedule."
"Sorry, Sonny." Alissa sounded genuinely contrite.
I grunted. "I'll see you make it up to us." I said ominously.
"Oh Sonny, you always make a girl feel like everything will be okay. You're a smart man. Let me know when you want to try again. Tell Ahmay I am mortified that I went to sleep with your tongue in me. Too much scotch. Serves you right for being so late."
"Sleep well, Alissa." I muttered and pulled back out into traffic.
I looked over at Ahmay. God, I hated to leave that pussy on the shelf for any longer. I needed to get through this teasing and testing phase as quickly as possible.
"How about tomorrow? I think I am free after two. We could surprise her at her office."
"You'd have sex with her in her office?" Ahmay sounded surprised.
"I have have already. Several times." I shrugged. "It's sort of fun, knowing that you can be interrupted at any moment."
Ahmay shook her head. "Mrs. Honeywell always seemed to take things so seriously. I am surprised..."
"Well?" I pulled up behind Ahmay's car.
"Sure. Tomorrow. Where shall we meet?"
We made arrangements to connect up and drive together to Alissa's office. She leaned over and kissed me lightly on the lips. She took one of my hands and tucked it gently inside her coat, pressing it over her wondrous breast.
"I know I ask a lot, but could you please keep it in your pants long enough to do her tomorrow?" Her hand pressed my hand hard against her breast. She hissed through her teeth. Her eyes glinted in the streetlight night. "So you know I am not just fooling around, too, that I am serious about this, with you." She whispered and released my hand.
I grunted. My fucking cock was waking up for Christ's sake! The stupid fuck but who can blame him. The shallow little fuck sensed new pussy and that is always good for a rise out of him. Ahmay left in her car and I went into the house.
Dalia asked where Norma was, pointedly not mentioning her failure to keep Tawny occupied. I gave it no thought and did not address it myself, which I got the distinct impression flustered my middle sister. I did, however, get a glimpse of her pending impatience. I realized I needed to move things along or she would start taking her sidewise approach to getting what she wanted in her own way.
I went to bed.
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I woke with a woody. My fucking cock regenerates faster than public debt after congress balances the budget.
"Nice timing, asshole." I grumbled as I rolled out of bed. The day was bright and it hurt my eyes. I squinted, checked the time. Yep, I was late. I missed my first class. I did check to see if Norma was tucked in mom's bed. She was. She lifted her head when I peeked in at her. She waved and then flopped back to sleep. Otherwise the house was empty.
I sprinted to school, and by sprinted I mean I hurried, but did not walk. I was rushing to my second class when I came face to face with Dr. Olivette. I thought she would walk right past me, I hoped, because it was her class I missed. She didn't.
Her hand snagged my upper arm and we did a little dossy doh to face each other.
"Mr. Duncan, nice to see you got out of bed this morning. Missed you in class this morning."
I said nothing. Truth is I was staring down her cleavage. I know she noticed because she reached out and lifted my chin for me, right there in the flow of students in the hall.
"Mr. Duncan, I have my eye on you." She said archly. "I have a long memory, so please, continue to give me a good impression of your..." her hesitation turned into a smile. "...uh...performance. Do you understanding my meaning."
I smiled. Memories of Ahmay fluttered in my putter and I knew I was ready because the touch of this woman's finger on my skin launched my missile. "I understand you mean what you say. Is that enough?" I offered with a smile, finally lifting my eyes from her breasts bunched up in her tight blouse and bluesy bra. "I have my eye on you too, Mrs. Olivette." For a vast second I thought I'd gone too far and I was going to get bitch slapped.
She stared hard into my eyes. Then, suddenly, they changed. "Oh my god." She whispered. Her finger left my chin and she stepped back. She pulled her coat about her, turned and sailed away into the ice floes of the student body. I watched her wriggle away, wondering what had just happened.
A betting man would say she had a moment of recollection that had eluded her that included being naked in a stairwell. I couldn't say for sure. I was going to be late if I didn't get a move on. I moved and bumped the hip of a voluptuous woman with my hard cock. She took it personally, offering me a broad smile, licking her lips as she slid past me.
So much for my adventures in higher education. I sat through the next class barely present. My mind projected forward to meeting Ahmay with a far better contingent of skills than I exhibited last night. That is not to mention the thrill of drilling for black gold in my black mistress. I was feeling like the king of the world. With class behind me I met Ahmay at our arranged place, a bus stop that connected directly to her home. She left home and we connected precisely.
She climbed in the car.
"Sonny, hi, god, its cold. Glad you are bang on time. I'd have frozen my tits off if you were late!" She giggled.
"Mustn't have that. Those tits are a national treasure."
She giggled and leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. I pulled away, the burning kiss cold on my skin. She was cold but hardly frigid.
"Oh Sonny, about last night..."
"I am sorry about that. Turned out the line was longer than I anticipated and I used up all my Christmas energy before I got to you."
She laughed. "But today I am first in line, right?"
I nodded, keeping my attention on traffic, despite the sizable distraction she presented.
"Oh god, Sonny, I am giddy. I, I think that last night, seeing, seeing things go awry like that, I was so nervous, so scared but now, now I realize that sex is a constant process. Every time, you just try your best and sometimes it works but, but, but if you have the right attitude then it will always be fun. Shucks, last night was a total bust but it was still fun. Know what I mean? I mean, see, look at me! I'm giddy with excitement! I couldn't sleep last night."
"I can't, May, I'm driving." I did glance at her but quickly focused on the road. "I can't look at you I mean, much as I want to. You make my corneas happy."
She giggled again. She was giddy. I could hear it tinkling in her tone.
"I kept thinking about Mrs. Honeywell having sex in her office. I have not been to her new office. I say new, she's been with PBK for how long? Two or three years, maybe five? I remember visiting her when Aunt Elainah adopted us. Mrs. Honeywell handled that and well, it worked out well. It was tricky because Dad and she weren't married. He...I am rattling. Have you meant Aunt Elainah?"
I searched my memory and had no match. "Not that I know of. Should I?"
"She'd like you. She'd take you to bed. When I say she isn't married to Dad I don't mean she isn't having sex with him, they just think we don't know. Why do adults think they can fool kids all the time? Because they do, so often, I guess." She reached over and clutched my thigh with one of her hands. "My god, Sonny, I am buzzing like a bumble bee in a balloon. I feel like I am going to bust."
"Are you wet?" I asked casually, testing boundaries. I felt immediately I'd overstepped.
We drove in silence for a long while.
"If you wanted me to be quiet, all you had to do is say so. No reason to be crude." Her quiet voice contrasted with her loopy enthusiasm.
"Shit, Ahmay, I'm sorry. I, I have been boning MILFs so much, I don't know what your rules are. I mean, most of the MILFs, shit, they are crazy batshit nutso and I have to strain to even see their limitations, much less push beyond them. And you, you are a crazy mix of not-in-your-lifetime and what-is-taking-you-so-long. I have a difficult time figuring out what is and isn't kosher with you."
"Kosher? You're Jewish now?"
I thought I heard a hint of a tease in her. I dared not look as the traffic was thick as pigeons in the park.
"No. I poach things. I like to use 'shag' in a sentence, it makes me chuckle, like I am all metropolitan and shit. That's British for fuck but I have no idea if its polite or not. In American it means chasing baseballs, so, you see my problem." I grinned and grunted.
I swear I felt her relax. Her hand reappeared on my thigh, and by "appeared" I mean I felt it on my thigh once more. She squeezed gently.
"Sonny. I promise I will have sex with you, whatever you do or don't do. I will. I don't know when or how but I swear I will. When the time is right, I'll welcome you between my knees like you were family."
I nearly choke at that expression. I don't think she understood what she had just said. I did not point it out to her.
"I just, I like you, a lot. And, well, with all your experience and all, all your options it scares me a little, like I'd be just one of the little people in a star's big show, just another starfucker filling your time." She giggled, "or filling me with your time, as it were."
I started to object, to dither and squirm under that characterization. I didn't. I took a deep breath and told myself not to argue when she was telling the truth. I relaxed just as our exit appeared and I veered out of the chaotic order that is freeway traffic and rolled to a stop at the traffic light. I looked over at Ahmay. She was staring out the window.
"Ahmay, are you disturbed by that?" I asked, seeking an answer I could use.
She turned her head to look at me just as the light changed. "I feel like I should be and the jury isn't in yet. I mean, sometimes I feel one way, like I want to tie you up and keep you in my closet to use when I want, like a new pair of shoes I pay too much for so am too scared to wear. Other times, though, I want to be there, to watch you with them, the others, the other women. I want to feel how it is when you do whatever you do with them." She grunted.
"I know that is a mind fuck. Which Ahmay will I be today. Or in the next minute, for that matter. How do you know where to step if I keep moving the land mines around?"
I thought that was incredibly sensible on her part. I was going to mention it but had to navigate to get to the parking structure near Alissa's office building. That and my cock got hard, little Richard has a proximity sensor that goes off within four blocks of sure things.
I'd say it was a false alarm but that would be a lie. King Richard the Hard knows his shit. I may get confused by the dick always knows!
We parked and sat in the quiet for a moment. Her hand rested on my thigh. I looked over at her, she was staring straight out the windshield. I took light hold of her hand.
"Ahmay, I don't have any map for you. I just want to take one step at a time and see what happens. If, if some day I find one woman who contains me, I'll leave the others alone. Right now, I have more pussy flying at me than grasshoppers hitting a windshield in an Illinois summer. I have a theory that once you refuse one woman, they all sense it and the whole supply dries up. I don't know why but it seems like if you don't say no, women want to want you, so long as they know they have a shot."
"Women are competitive when it comes to dick." She whispered. "Even I know that." She opened the door. "Let's do this." She twisted on her seat and put her feet on the pavement. She twisted around to look at me, showing me her flexibility. She smiled carefully. "I suppose I should say, you will do this. I forget that you are doing me a favor. What guy would agree to let me watch while he..."
I waved a hand at her. "Guys would let you floss your teeth or theirs for that matter if it meant you'd, you'd..." I stumbled on the verb.
"Fuck them." Ahmay finished. She stood up and shut the car door.
She took my arm and walked beside me like I was her latest purchase or she was mine. Who owned whom was far from clear. For a moment I had the oddest sense that this was what it meant to be a couple, a curious, asymmetric but mutual ownership. I got a thrill running up my leg when my mind touched on the idea that I in anyway owned this woman. With women, you only own what they give you and what Ahmay was giving gave me the real thrill.
I saw the same sort of thrill in the men walking by us. Their eyes would flick over and stick to Ahmay, even tucked into the winter coat, gray with white, gray, and black fur on the lapels, bushy and long. She strutted and I had to strut just to keep up. Her voluptuous long black hair lured eyes and then seized the mind of those passing us. The giddy eagerness flitted around us, returning with increasing intensity till she fairly quivered with it when we mounted the elevator and rode it up into the sky towards my sure thing.
I had a moment when the door opened, realizing I was cruising into a very professional context with the sole intention of boinking the head female in the place. It just seemed surreal, like a sort of inverted deja vu, where it was familiar but felt utterly strange and new.
Alissa wasn't in.
"Oh, Mr. Duncan, I'm sorry, Mrs. Honeywell isn't in just now." The receptionist piped at me when I inquired.
Shit. I thought.
A group of people emerged from one door herded by Herr Bickerstaff. There were eight or ten people and they sort of washed us to the side. Ahmay pulled me over to a chair and we sat down, waiting for the flooding crowd to ebb.
She leaned into me. "You didn't call, I gather?"
I grinned despite myself and then felt stupid. I said what I had been thinking rather than dissimulate. "I was going to surprise her." I whispered. "C'est la vie."
"What now?" She whispered.
I stood up and shouldered through the muttering mass of tight asses to the receptionist desk again. "Excuse me, ma'am, when do you expect Mrs. Honeywell back?"
The woman shrugged. "She left on some emergency. She took Clara with her, so I don't know any more. I am just filling in. They don't tell me anything." She smiled at me. "I know who you are though. Shall I call Mrs. Honeywell and tell her you are here?"
I shook my head. "I was never here. I was going to surprise her but telling her I was here would ruin it, wouldn't it?"
She nodded.
The crowd was flowing towards the elevator. I eased through the current and settled back in the chair beside Ahmay.
Shit. I thought. Shit.
I was considering our options while the lobby emptied.
"Well, Sonny? What now?" Ahmay asked.
"I think we'll wait." I said. That was one of several choices but I decided to see if the giddy anticipation would flag or increase while we waited. I think it depended on if Ahmay thought it was going to happen or not. Dicky went to sleep, fully convinced there was nothing to see, hear, or feel here.
We sat for maybe half an hour before Portia Kline appeared. She pushed through the entrance doors like a movie star fleeing the press. She stopped stock still when she saw me.
I, for my part, was uncertain if we knew each other or not. I didn't know whether to acknowledge her or just stare at her heavenly body in the tight dress. She wore black and red, the black tinting the scarlet at the tight skirt and the scarlet tinting the black across the plain of her belly and around the crested ridge of her breasts. The thing hugged her like a poor aunt hugs a rich boy.
She smiled warmly and came right over to me.
"Sonny Duncan! How nice to run into you. I have been..." Her eyes shifted to Ahmay.
I confess that my cock only swelled when I saw some awareness in Portia's eyes that Ahmay was with me. Disappointment smothered her enthusiasm. I stood and we shook hands.
"I ah, I was just here to see Wilfred. We, I..." Her face displayed her confusion, confusion I had caused.
I felt so proud. Dick wasn't wrong because this was a sure thing too.
"Well, I'll see you later. Good to see you." She said and flounced away through the left door into the offices beyond. The receptionist stared frankly at me.
When I met her stare, she cocked her head. "Amazing. That woman never acknowledges that anyone else is worth speaking to. What a stuck up bitch!" Her face shifted to terror when she realized she'd spoken aloud and I had heard her.
"I'll bring her down a peg or two, just for you, if I get the chance." I said, whispering.
The woman grinned a sickly smile, aware her knickers were down at her knees.
I sat down. I immediately felt Ahmay's hand on my forearm. She leaned into me, pressing her breasts against me, now free of the cloying winter coat and encased in a rich brown dress that clashed with her skin tone. An odd choice I'd thought when she removed the coat.
"Her, Sonny. Her." Ahmay said. Her voice quavered. "Who, who is that?"
"Portia Kline, Mrs. Kline the second." I replied. My mind and body ignored the initial phrases Ahmay spoke to me, again encountering the strangeness of this territory for me.
"I uh, Sonny, if, if I am presuming, if I presume too much, just say so. I mean, if I want something that you cannot or should not give me, if I want you to do something you shouldn't do, you tell me, just say so, okay? I don't want to experiment with high risk behavior. Not yet. Not now. I, I just want to, ah, I just want to feel what there is to feel. Empirically, you know?"
I nodded. What she said made good sense but that is not to say I understood her. I waited. I had a moment in that pause when I reflected on my willingness to wait, my ability to keep my fucking mouth closed when I have nothing to say, or worse nothing good to say. I had an odd feeling that I might have learned something, grown up a little. Naw, I must be mistaken. Still, I remained silent, waiting. Perhaps that is better...better or worse I kept quiet and Ahmay clarified the confusion.
"Sonny, god, I can't believe I am saying this but, but, oh god, I want her. I mean, I mean I want to see you, see you do her. Mrs. Kline the second." Ahmay giggled then, nervously. "Is that wrong of me?"
I had the immediate feeling that I was indeed blessed. I stood up, feeling Ahmay's nervous chagrin pulsing behind me. I leaned over the receptionist's desk. "Excuse me, Miss er...?"
"Langston. Mrs. Nell Langston."
"Nell, do you happen to know if Mrs. Honeywell's office is open?"
She nodded. "I think so. I can open it if you like." She smiled that slightly fearful smile. "For you." Her voice was all smarmy reassurance.
I vaguely hoped she did not feel vulnerable to me but then it struck me that she might be thinking I was going to bugger her on the desk. She had that flighty nervousness a woman sometimes evinces in the presence of a man she would boff if he winked at her. I'd never considered myself that guy but given the adventures of Sonny Duncan in this office, I rather doubted that my proclivity for boinking women was any secret.
"I think we'll wait in her office, if that is acceptable." I said with a slight burr of authority in my voice.
She nodded and rose at once.
I turned to Ahmay and said the same thing. She came over, took my arm and we followed Mrs. Langston back through the corridors. She had hips and her thighs swished together, making a curious noise in the humming office. The heat came on with a dull roar and the erotic sound of her thighs vanished.
Nell opened the door and stepped to the side, her back against the door jamb. Her breasts projected into the entrance and I had to squeeze past, pulling Ahmay past her too. She lingered, back against the door jamb.
"That will be all, Nell. Thank you." I said softly.
Her offer was so obvious and so clumsy I had to put her off. She'd get fired if I fucked her while she was supposed to be guarding the front door and answering the phone. Jesus, I asked myself and him again, how much pussy can one man take in a week's time?
She sauntered away. I closed the door. "Wait here." I said.
"What?" Ahmay was totally lost.
I grinned. "Great idea. I want her too. I'll, I'll need to collect her for us. So wait here. I'll be back with your request, Mrs. Kline the second." I left her standing in the office looking perplexed but a little amazed and dubious at the same time. I closed the door behind me.
The receptionist looked frightened when I reappeared, only relaxing when I resumed my seat. I waited for twenty minutes. I wondered what Ahmay was doing. I fantasied that she was searching the office, looking for Alissa's most intimate secrets. The "fuck me" skirt she kept there for lifting when she didn't want to ruin a Marc Clark skirt or some such shit. I wondered if she kept toys or any of that. I was about to go back and search her office myself when the door opened and Portia appeared.
I remembered the camera in the office and had a new thought, I didn't want them to have Portia on camera fucking the help.
Portia saw me and came over and sat down.
"My god, who is that luscious little dish you were with before? Where did she get off to? Powdering her nose? Does she need a hand?" Portia gushed. "What an entree, Sonny. God, you do amaze me."
"You'll be less amazed when you hear the truth." I muttered.
"What?"
"Wait a tick. Let me make a call."
I checked my phone and yes, I had Ellen's number. I dialed and she answered promptly.
"Yes Sonny, anything you want Sonny. What do you want, Sonny?"
I couldn't tell if she was mocking me or not. I liked the words even if I was unclear about the actual sentiment behind them. "Ellen, do you know how to turn off the camera in Mrs. Honeywell's office?"
Portia's eyes blazed brightly. One of her hands lay against her throat, like she couldn't breathe.
"Hello to you too, Sonny."
"Ellen...hello. Can you?"
"Yes. Do you want me to? Shut it down so it doesn't record what you are going to do there?"



"That's right." I said.
Ellen laughed. "Tough luck, lover boy, she's gone. Something came up and your friend's mother lover walked out of the office a couple hours ago."
"I know. So? What is your point?"
Ellen's laugh lingered for a moment then died. "Oh. Oh!" She said softly. "Who...?"
"You volunteering?" I pressed, just to be a butt.
"I...I...I..." Ellen Collier stuttering tickled me.
"Too late. You've been replaced." My eyes were on Portia who sat on one ass cheek, legs crossed in that sexy fashion some women have, leaning in to hear my side of the conversation. She could nearly punch in a new number with her tits she was so close. "Besides, I need a little midnight lovin', not the wild strawberry brand."
"Fuck you, Sonny."
I thought about extending this banter but my cock vetoed me. "The camera, Ellen. Not for nothing but I have to trust you in this, that you know what you are doing."
"Sonny, you are the last guy I'd bait and switch with. I told Sammy the other day that of course if you called and wanted to play I'd make a play date in a heartbeat. He got all bullfroggy on me until I pointed out that you had so much pussy on the line, I doubted Sammy'd ever get elbowed out of line by you. He's a smart kid and figured that right out. Since, since I sent him off last night, I don't think he has any cause to complain. I like him but he's so young...and his mother's son, my bosses son."
I did not want to get into this particular therapy session. "The camera?"
"Right. Two minutes. I'll text you when the coast is clear. What do you have in mind?"
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you." I said and hung up. I saw no reason to be too coy. I stood up and offered Portia a hand.
"Shall we go, Mrs. Kline. I believe I have something that might interest you."
She blinked several times before putting her hand in mine and letting me draw her up to her feet. I led past the receptionist who blushed and looked away. We went through the door and I escorted her back to Alissa's office. I opened the door and ushered her into the dim room. She saw Ahmay sitting in the far chair and stopped abruptly.
"Oh Jesus." She breathed. "Now I know there's a god." She looked back at me. "I prayed for this and viola, here it is."
"Before you QED this proof for god, missy, you need to hear my proposal."
"I'll do anything with you, Sonny. I am, after all, sort of obligated now, aren't I?"
I nodded. "You are but not by me. For my part, I want you to want to but if not, there is no breach as far as I am concerned." My phone twinked and I checked it, just to be sure and yes, I had a text telling me the camera's were blinded. I texted back asking after the mics and received confirmation that we were not being recorded except by nosy angels.
I took Portia and guided her to the desk. I turned her and pushed her ass against the edge. "Listen. Just for a moment."
She nodded, glancing at Ahmay.
I glanced at Ahmay. The woman was panting like she'd been chased around the desk a few times.
"This is my friend. She is a virgin. She, she wants to watch a man and a woman have sex, as, as a matter of interest, before she, before she consents to...ah..."
Portia nodded, cutting me off and saving me from finding the right word. "I understand. You want to demonstrate technique with me?" She winked at me, using the eye away from Ahmay.
I nodded. "That's essentially correct." I said softly.
"Jesus loves me." Ahmay whispered.
"Me, too." Portia muttered in full sympathy with Ahmay but I was not clear about her exact role in the sentiment.
I looked over at Ahmay and then back at Portia, finding I was unsure what to do next.
Portia seemed to understand my predicament. "Kiss me." She said softly. "Let's start with a kiss."
I nodded. Portia pushed off the edge of the desk and looped her arms around my neck. She looked up at me, eyes twinkling. She leaned in a little, brushing breasts against my chest. She closed her eyes and lifted her chin a little.
I felt rather than saw Ahmay rise and move over to the side, still well beyond arm's reach. I bent over this sensuously frank woman and kissed her carefully on the lips. It was a soft, careful kiss. Her lips were full and lush, doughy but alive. She drew back and looked over at Ahmay. I felt a shiver go through Portia's slender frame. Her breasts were hot against my chest.
"When you did me last time, it was the first time I ever had sex with anyone else in the room, watching me. I...god, I liked it so much! I never knew having eyes on you could be nearly as good as having hands you." Portia was panting. She leaned forward and kissed me again, a slight brush of her lips on mine. "Now I have dreams about people watching me have sex. I have this one, I'm on a bus. It's crowded and someone is handling me, his hand is on my ass and then between my legs. The crowd thins till he and I are the only two people standing. He lifts up my skirt and enters me, with a finger, I mean. I feel his cock on my side and I bend forward. I am looking this old woman right in the eyes when he shoves into me. I wake up."
Portia Kline stretched her neck and kissed me again, another gentle brush of her lips on mine. "Since, since that day, though, I dream of it again, what you did. What I did. Both. I wake up crazy aroused. Several times I sucked Wilfred hard and rode him for a while. He enjoyed it till he realized I was reliving having you inside me. I think that bothered him a little."
I kissed her, pushing harder against her lips. I touched them with my tongue. I pulled back. "Can you blame him?"
She shook her head. "I am married to him, after all. I remind him that I am fucking him more than ever before, since he signed my ass over to you. That shuts him up. You, you have been good for our sex life. I do love that dough boy, I do but god, you do something to me he will never do. I think he is realizing that he can benefit if he keeps his mouth shut and lets me have you as you wish. Your leavings are better than any main course he can make in our kitchen. Wilfred is no fool, bumbling idiot that he is."
"Do you always talk this much?" Ahmay said.
I heard the chagrin in her voice. I looked over at her, pulling Portia against me. Her body molded against me and she shimmied her hips, grinding her pussy against My very hard cock.
"Ahmay, the first thing you need to know is that the primary sex organ is between your ears, and mine. Most people never share what is in their mind, they just search around for someone to match what is in their mind. Then they use them to see if they can make them fit that fantasy. When, if you find someone who can figure out your fantasy and comply with it, then, then you have something."
Portia giggled. "You talk like such a sex sage, Sonny. You're just a kid." Then she kissed the side of my neck. "Listen to him, girl. He knows what he's talking about." Her hands moved to the sides of my face and she turned it, pulling my lips to hers. She kissed me soundly. Her body surged against me, grinding at me like a boat against a dock bumper.
The kiss deepened. Her tongue found mine. Mine found hers. We tangoed back and forth across her teeth and mine. Her hands clutched my face. Her hips bumped against me. To that moment my hands held her by the upper arms. I dropped one to her ass and cupped it. Her ass cheek fit into my hand, scratching the itch to feel the plump fullness in my hand. Suddenly I felt the flash of ardor rise up in me like a great condor in sunlight. I felt the shadow falling on me, the dark desire to plunder this woman and take my pleasure from her, with her.
The kiss shattered and Portia fell back onto the desk, her hands behind her keeping her upright. She blinked and blinked. "Goddamn you can kiss, Sonny. I felt that between my toes, oh, and between my legs." She whispered. "I want you." She said simply. "Please, undress me. Take me. Have me. Fuck me. Show this girl what makes the birds sing and the bees buzz."
Portia sat still, unmoving, waiting, her body tilted back onto the desk.
I did not move. Well, my cock kept leaping around, it had a mind of its own. I grunted with the pleasure of the attenuated moment.
For the longest time no one moved. I was conscious of Ahmay's breathing, heavy and tense in the otherwise quiet room. Portia kept licking her lips but she remained totally quiescent. I let the moment stretch. When it ended, it did so with a shuddering need wracking my body. I wanted this woman. I wanted to plant my flag near her pubic mound and claim her for god and cuntry.
Her dress was chic and tight, however, and required a maneuver or two to manage the sudden need welling up in me.
"Suck him first." Ahmay said.
I wondered if she knew what I was feeling? If such feelings were broadcast from the brain could another attuned brain pick them up? With the proper key such signals could be translated and decoded. If that were so, it seemed Ahmay had infiltrated me completely and penetrated my security. She had a list and she wanted to tick off as many things to see with her eyes as she could. Suddenly I understood her. Her restrictions were all self-imposed, designed to accentuate the entire voyeuristic experience. If she let go of those restrictions, this unalloyed experience would be compromised by empirical experience, she'd throw caution to the wind and fuck me to death.
"Suck him. I want to see you suck him."
Portia smiled. Suddenly she shifted. Her flexible nature, the personality that let a young, beautiful woman open her legs for the likes of Wilfred Kline appeared. The voracious woman who trailed me into the gloom of this office vanished as she pushed me back a step, making room for her to get to her knees before me.
She placed her hands on my thighs and looked up at me. The day had seeped away and the little light that remained glinted off her liquid black eyes. She licked her lips. We all waited.
Finally Portia looked over at Ahmay. "What next." Her question could have been off putting but the tone she wrapped around the words made the request sensuous and tense with a desire to be commanded to do what we all wanted.
"Unzip his pants." Ahmay said, he voice steady but with little burrs around the syllables as she breathed them out.
Portia's hands crept up my thighs, moving more to the front as they rose so that they met at the top of my fly. They fumbled for the zipper tab and pulled it down the arch of my very hard cock. The length lay along the zipper and its unhitching vibration communicated pleasure directly to me. All of me held our breath.
When it was done and my cock swelled out the gap in my pants, Portia sat back and looked at my feet. She untied my shoes and took them off. She sat higher and unbuckled my pants, her need for commands forgotten. She only remembered that ploy when my pants were at my knees. She looked over at Ahmay and grinned.
"Sorry. I got carried away."
Ahmay's eyes were on my cock. They shifted to Portia and she smiled, a little like she was crapping and talking at the same time, the distraction in her eyes looked consonant with what was happening before her. Ahmay's smile flickered.
"You are a very beautiful woman."
"You are too." Portia returned, realizing too late that she'd chipped in on a soliloquy.
"You want him. You want to feel his cock on your lips. You want to suck his cock and feel him respond. You want to feel his dick on the roof of your mouth. It will affect you deep down, down where you really want it but, but having him in your mouth, that will arouse you and when you feel the blaze of his desire to take you, you'll realize you want it too, what he wants. You'll give it to him."
Ahmay panted around her words. Her breasts shifted and surged as she talked.
Portia sat up and pulled my briefs out and down, exposing my cock. With two fingers she pushed it against my body and then ran her tongue up the length clear to the head and then down again. At my balls, she broadened her tongue and with the broad, hot pad, swabbed up me again.
I saw stars.
When she released my cock, I was sure it was going to just drop off, she'd tuck it in her purse and take it home. It felt so much like she owned it, like she had an owner's appreciation and concern for it. I love private ownership rights!
She gripped my cock with one hand, her scorching fingers wrapped around it. I felt nothing but the heat of her hand on my cock. The rest of me lost all feeling. I was just a cock in her hands. Her other hand weighed my balls, wobbling then back and forth with her fingers. The sensation robbed me of what reason I had left. Without instructions one hand extended out and came to rest on the back of Portia's head. I felt the stiff discipline of her midnight hair, coiffed to seduce, delight and attract, in a different order.
She pulled my cock down. Slowly, so slowly I thought she was teasing me. When I opened my eyes, however, I found her playing to the audience. Ahmay leaned on one hand, palm flat on the desk, her weight forward as though she were pouring herself out her eyes.
Portia bent my cock down till the end was even with her eyes. Then the bitch gave me little butterfly kisses on the end of my cock. God, I wanted more, so much more. She relented, rose up and kissed the end of my cock with lips and tongue. She pushed the head past her scarlet lips, sucking gently as it entered her mouth. She made a smacking sound. I groaned, the sound originating in my spleen and pulsing through me, rattling me like a train rattles a tenement next to the tracks.
Down, down, down into her mouth my cock descended. Portia rose higher and higher, pressing her mouth farther and farther down till the head of my cock bumped against the back of her mouth. She gulped once, inhaled and pushed deeper, taking the head into her throat. For a moment she struggled and then backed away, clearing it from her lips to gasp and pant. She kissed the arch before her face, reflexively. I grunted and wanted more. Her tongue licked around the head. I pushed against her hands. She held me away, grasped my cock with one hand and lowered it again.
She turned her head and rubbed the end in her ear.
I couldn't help it. I laughed. The feeling was so odd, not ticklish but funny.
"Do you want him to come? Shall I spit or swallow?" Portia asked casually, rubbing my cock around the curled surface of her ear, like she was cleaning it. The fall of her hair though, that feeling captured my attention and held it.
"I uh...I don't know." Ahmay said.
Portia nodded. She was not wresting control from the other woman but she was not passive and helpless in the face of indecision either. She turned her head, rose up and brushed my cock against her shoulder and then planted her mouth onto it again. She shoved it deep into her mouth. She groaned as it penetrated down into her throat. She took it in one stroke and held me there.
She sucked around it and then backed off. My body zinged with the sensations she created. She bobbed her head, up and down, up and down, thrusting my cock deep into her tight mouth over and over again. I grunted as she pressed down finally.
My orgasm winkled into existence, a singular thing that seemed to hover out there like a pixie over a lily pond. Portia sucked me deep and the bobbing stopped. She sensed my pending orgasm and latched onto me like a vacuum, sucking hard, pulsing at my cock. I came. The light and airy orgasm turned into a stout flood and I erupted.
Portia gagged, surprised by the infusion of cum down her throat in such profusion. She backed off, arching her back to keep cum from dribbling off her chin onto her dress. Her tongue slashed at the effluvium bubbling around my cock. She regained her composure and sucked, slurping cum back into her mouth, licking frantically as I continued to pulse. My hips pulsed and surged, I grunted and moaned, fighting to keep my eyes open, watching as Portia Kline sucked my cock dry.
I lost my balance and staggered backwards. Portia released me. I sat with a thud on the chair behind me.
"Oh my gosh." Ahmay breathed, her eyes were on me, on my cock. She straightened and took a step towards me but Portia intercepted her. Portia crawled between my knees and rose up between them where I sat. She leaned forward and inspected my cock.
"Honey, some tissues please. I seemed to have made a mess."
Ahmay, now taking orders, found the tissue box and handed it to Portia. Portia cleaned me off, tossing the tissues onto the floor. The room smelled like man cum.
"He smells like a swimming pool." Ahmay said. "I, I never saw that before."
Portia's eyes were on me. "Me neither. I'd, I'd like to some day." She winked. "Know who I am thinking about?" She muttered. "Dannielle." She said, without even hesitating to let me guess. I felt slighted. "I'd love to see her with your cock in her mouth."
I groaned.
"Who's Dannielle?" Ahmay asked, feeling slighted too, I was sure.
Portia rocked back onto her heels and stood up. "It's time. Time for putting the sausage in Portia." She chortled.
I reached down and stripped off my trousers, but left my socks on. The room was chilly. I pulled my shirt over my head and I was naked, except for socks, that is. Socks don't really count unless you have that fetish, right?
I stood up, ending up inches from Portia. She stood still, right there before me, her eyes on me.
"I want dick." She whispered. "Please, Mr. Duncan, will you fuck me?"
I moaned. I had an answer. Her hand rose up and she gripped my fully hard cock. God, her hand felt like fire. I swear my cock grew another inch in her hand.
"Take, take off her clothing." Ahmay said softly. "Be careful of her dress. It is beautiful."
That was a complication I hadn't counted on. Now I had to be careful of clothing to fit Ahmay's sensibility. Still, I was naked and Portia Kline was still fully dressed, so the concept was sound. We stood close, her breasts just about touching me. She leaned in.
"Unzip me." She whispered. Her languid voice slouched about us. I regarded the words as a suggestion. I placed my hands on her hips. They were firm, the dress felt metallic and cool. I moved my hands around and clutched her ass cheeks, one in each hand. The detente we had observed to that point dissolved. She shifted against me, pressing her tits into my bare chest.
She gasped a little and then sighed. "I can feel the heat from your body in my boobs." Portia whispered. "I, god, sometimes I get this feeling, like I have now. I want to feel my boobs pressed against a man, against your bare skin. I want to feel you on top of me, between my legs. It, when I feel that, it burns in my brain and that becomes the only thing I can think about. I, I feel it so strongly and want it so badly that if, if you just make the slightest of indications that you want it to, you can have it."
I squeezed her ass, hard. She slapped my wrists.
"Not that." She groused then smiled at me, her eyes shone in the gloom. She looked over at Ahmay. "She told you to undress me. So undress me. I want to feel your mouth on me." Her face turned to Ahmay again. "Do you mind? I want him to go down on me."
"Oh. Oh yes." Ahmay breathed. Her voice sounded like velvet feels but stretched tight, like Portia's dress across the bulge of her ass.
I bent to Portia's mouth and kissed her. "I am going to take off your dress." I whispered but loud enough for Ahmay to hear.
"Yes?"
"Then I am going to remove your bra."
"Yes?"
"Then I am going to kiss your breasts. I will mark you, them, and suck your nipples."
"Oh, oh my yes!"
"Then I will...are you wearing panties?"
"Yes. Of course, with hose."
"I will remove your panties and sit you on the desk and taste you again. When you are slick and hot and ready, I will stand up between your legs and enter you."



"Oh god, quit talking."
"Why? Did I say something you want to amend?"
She slapped me on the arm. "Stop talking and start doing." She rasped. "God, are you really this daft?"
I kissed her ear and whispered into it. "No, but she may be."
"Oh, oh yes, of course."
My hands moved up her sides. Portia went completely still. I found the zipper at the top. I held one side of it with one hand and drew the zipper down her back very slowly. She pressed against me. Her body did that little shiver that seems impossible to accomplish intentionally. My fingertips brushed along the skin of her shoulders and encountered the rough fabric of a half corset with a line of hooks down the back. My hand continued down to the nascent slope of her ass where the zipper ended. I slid my hands onto her smooth black skin. Her eyes closed. Her skin was cool to the touch. I pulled her more tightly against me. She leaned with the pressure of my hands. Her tits molded against me.
"Oh Sonny." Portia whispered. "Do hurry. I think I am dripping."
"What? What did she say?" Ahmay hissed. She sat looking up at us.
I smoothed my hands up Portia's back, slipping them under the back leaves of the garment. "Tell her." I whispered but louder.
Portia lay her head on my shoulder as my hands pulled the dress toward me. She leaned away from me, standing straight and I pulled the top of the dress off her shoulders and away from her chest. She stepped back. While I pulled first one sleeve free then the other, using both hands, she repeated herself.
"I, I said, I told him to, I asked him to, I pleaded with him to hurry because, because I, I think I must be dripping." Her eyes rose from my bare chest. "This is trickier than it seemed at first." She said aloud.
I nodded, agreeing. Saying what you are doing sounded stupid if you didn't do it just so.
The dress hung from her waist. "Turn around." I said.
"What do you mean by that? Dripping I mean?" Ahmay asked.
I glanced at the young woman, surely she was not serious but her face betrayed no such smirk that would indicate she was fucking with us, so to speak.
Portia turned to look at her then twisted all the way around to look at me. "See? I told you. Tricky."
"Did I disagree?" I returned. I bent and kissed the slope of each breast where it disappeared into the corset. "Turn around. I have to get this thing off of you without wrinkling it." Ahmay looked satisfied for the moment and I presume Portia thought we'd distracted her. I pushed the dress off her hips and guided it down her hose-covered legs. She wore pantyhose. She stepped out of it and Ahmay was there to take it. She opened the precise closet with hangers and hung the garment inside. She had snooped.
Portia turned around, her breasts were tucked in a black corset bra that sat down on her waist, covering the top of the pantyhose. She looked at Ahmay. "I like to kiss a man when I am half dressed. It is so intimate. Mmm, especially when he's naked." She said softly and then she made good. Her body pressed into the embrace and we kissed again. Her mouth opened and I felt her tongue questing over her lips and onto mine. I responded in kind. Her tongue retreated and I followed it home. She moaned as I searched her mouth for it, as I chased it in vain. She shivered at little as I ran my tongue across the ribbed roof of her mouth. I touched something in her because suddenly her right foot rose and hooked behind my knee. My arm tightened around her waist.
The kiss ended but the clinch did not.
"What did you mean about dripping? What does that mean?" Ahmay interjected.
Portia sighed, released me and stepped back.
"Turn around. Face her." I made it sound like I wanted to pose her for Ahmay but in truth I wanted the corset thing to be in front of me so I didn't fumble getting it loose. I turned Portia. What an ass that woman had on her. "Explain it. Tell Ms. Alan what you mean by dripping." I whispered. Portia hissed and spoke softly, her voice tense.
"When I get aroused, my pussy manufactures lubricant so the cock can slide into me without catching or chafing. When I am really aroused, feeling very sexy, I have too much liquid in my pussy and sometimes it will well up and run down my legs. Unless I am wearing panties and then they just get wet."
I unhooked the top hook on the corset.
"And you are aroused now?" Ahmay asked.
"Oh god, yes. Sonny, wait a minute. Are you, are you going to have sex with him or is this a strictly an academic exercise? I mean is this an audit or an interview?"
Ahmay chuckled, which for her sounded out of character, far too rough for her delicate manner. "I am going to have sex with him, yes. I just don't know when and I worry I don't know how. You're giving me some ideas though."
"Girl, if you don't know how, the rest of us are hopeless. With most men, looking good is ninety percent of the issue. Your problem will be getting cum stains off your clothing."
"Oh, I wouldn't like that. I love my clothes!"
Portia turned and looked at me, slightly exasperated. "I mean that you are so attractive, when a man thinks he might be able to get you into bed, he will come before he gets your clothes off. That is a compliment, honey. Don't worry. If you stick to young men, they will recover quickly. Older, experienced men will not face that problem usually and if they do," Portia giggled. "Make sure you like the taste of their cum so you can blow them right way."
"Blow them?"
"Suck their cock."
"Oh, right. I knew that." Ahmay sounded like she was attending the lecture before a midterm.
I released another hook on Portia's corset. It gaped a little, showing her fine, ebony back. I continued down the track of her spine. Her panting got more and more labored the closer to her waist I got. Finally the panels parted, the corset was loose on her torso. She took it off and handed it to Ahmay who lay it on the chair beside her. I wrestled the pantyhose down Portia's legs and then off. I had to stop and remove her high heels but put them back on. Portia Kline was nude but for those heels.
"You are so beautiful. I can see why a man would want to make love to you." Ahmay whispered.
"Sonny makes love but he fucks at the same time. Most guys don't know the difference. Fucking stimulates the nerves, making love stimulates the mind. Make sure the man is interesting and you will be fine." Portia took hold of my hands that I had left resting lightly on her waist. She pulled them around her and settled back against me, pinning my hard cock between us.
"Which way?" Portia asked.
"Which way what?" Ahmay responded.
"Which way do you want us to do it?"
"I, oh, I don't have any idea. What way to you like the best?"
Portia laughed, it was throaty and hoarse. "I like my men hard." She said in that same tone. "But when it comes to positions..."
My cock bent against the swell of her ass. I moved my hands up the front of her body and clasped both her breasts. As I hoped, it muffled and then ended her talking.
I kissed along the ridge of her square shoulder, up through the fall of her dry black hair to her creamy dark neck. Her skin felt like smooth butter to my lips and I hesitated to mark her but I wanted Mr. Kline to know I had had his wife, should he inspect her. I fastened my mouth to the arch of her neck. She bent her head to the side further, offering herself to my lust. I accepted her offering. I kissed up and down her neck but then latched onto it and sucked hard. She gasped then sighed. I held her by her tits, locking her against me. Her ass ground back against my bare cock. One hand snaked between us and she held onto my cock while I kissed and nipped at her neck.
I had both tits cupped in my hands and hers were fully hand fulls. I released her neck, leaving only a slightly darker spot on her dusky skin. I whispered in her ear. "May I taste you?"
"What did he say?"
I had whispered, forgetting fully our auditor, enthralled with this dark beauty in my arms.
"He asked if he could kiss, no, lick my pussy. He wants a taste of Portia." Portia said, panting around the words. Her hands were clasped over the top of mine on her breasts but we both released her when she turned inside the radius of my arms.
"Oh, oh my." Ahmay said.
"Yes." Portia said.
"Yes, what?" I asked.
"Yes, please go down on me." She smiled up at me.
I trusted it was safe to proceed. I turned us and helped her to sit on the desk.
"Oo, its cold." She squeaked.
I pulled the visitor's chair around before her and sat. It was cold! I hoped my cock wouldn't take it personally. I wished so much I could have suggested that Ahmay keep it warm, with her mouth I mean, but that seemed a ways a way.
In truth, this cautious, slow and easy approach to sex appealed to me after the constant demands of the past few days. God, I feared I was wearing down but refused to admit it. In fact, my body resisted that idea and it was the authority. I decided not to argue, particular when my body said, do what the woman wants when what she wanted was my cock inside of her. If that isn't specific enough, bite me. I have standards but they are very practical. If a woman wishes to have sex with me, my answer is always yes, if I can.
Last night dogged me for a moment but my cock remained resolutely hard. I pushed Portia's legs wide. She groaned.
"Have, have you had a man lick you?" Portia asked.
For a moment I thought her mind had gone since I was pretty sure she had just done exactly that. She wasn't talking to me.
"Lick me? You mean go down on me? No." Ahmay answered. I could hear strain in her tone. Good.
I pushed at Portia's belly with the top of my head as I kissed over the arch of each of her thighs, back and forth but deeper and deeper into their fiery crevasse, which is a contradiction I know since a crevasse is with ice. Portia was a contradiction, her body seemed calm, still, compliant but she was panting and wheezing. Her breath wavered as it came and went, rustling my hair and wafting down my back, hot and erotic.
Finally she got the message and made to lie down. We had to take a moment and move some things around on Alissa's desk but, when it was cleared, she lay across it.
"Oh my. I see. This is why offices have such big desks, so a woman can lay down on it without straining her back or dangling her head off the other side when a man goes down on her." Ahmay's voice came to me as I touched Portia's pussy with my tongue. I quested around for moment through the little hat sculpted at the top of her pussy. I touched her clit and she twitched. She lay back and her body opened up. I slashed between the lips of her pussy down and then up. She moaned and her hips tightened.
"How does that feel?" I heard Ahmay say.
"Good. God, don't stop!" Portia's voice receded as her legs tensed and clutched my head between them.
I looped my arms under her knees and clasped her thighs so I could pull them apart, just in case she got carried away. I licked her in earnest and she got carried away. Her thighs squeezed shut on my ears. I held her legs slightly apart while she tried to fit my whole face into her pussy. I think she was groaning and crying out but if I heard it, it came to me as vibrations through her bones. I licked deeper and deeper till I was probing the rills of her pussy, pushing my tongue far into her and then curling it up to find her g-spot. I realized I'd have to explain that to Ahmay another time since its impolite to talk with your mouth full, and dangerous. It's easy to be misunderstood.
Portia began to huff. The two women were discussing something but I was no longer part of that conversation. I concentrated on Portia's luscious pussy. She was correct, she was running wet. Her flow was tangy with her arousal. I pushed my tongue into her again and again, finding a tongue-tiring rhythm. I finally felt her response. Her hips began to pulse with me, meeting each thrust with an inviting surge of her own. She wanted something longer and harder. I backed up.
Portia looked at me down the contours of her fabulous black body. "What? Done already?"
At that point, my phone dinged. I had a message. I remembered that Borland Northcutt warned me I might be hearing from someone. I decided to leave her wanting more, like they say on the stage. I got to my feet, pulled her ass off the edge of the desk by the legs. I put her legs over my shoulders. Portia reached over her head and took a good hold on the edge of the desk. I positioned my cock at the entrance to her body and entered her.
She gasped and arched as I sunk into her molten goodness. My god, tears came to my eyes. The feel of this woman's body enveloping me enveloped me, pulling me invitingly into her pussy. She clasped hard down on me as I drilled into her. I wept because I was about to come. I knew I wanted more of this woman but felt hurried by the dinging from my phone. My cock felt her pussy writhe, pulsing and clinching as I thrust into her. I came to a stop, rooted deeply inside of her body. Portia arched and then bucked. She slammed her pussy at me, cinching my cock more fiercely inside of her. I gripped her by the hips, her ankles at my ears, and began to hammer into her. Harder and harder I rammed my cock into her, my thighs and abdomen slapping against the backs of her legs. She grunted as I fucked her, her body rippling as the pleasure welled up from inside her.
Portia began to chant something. I realized she was talking, saying things perhaps to Ahmay but I didn't think so. She was saying things like, "Yes, so deep. He is hard for me. He wants me. He loves my pussy. Hell, I love my pussy!" When she said something silly she'd try to giggle in the midst of her panting arousal and it made her hiccup. That made me laugh.
For a couple of minutes, we just fucked, while Ahmay watched. I say "just" as though this was a common occurrence. The woman flowed with erotic sensations that hovered around us, soaking into me and then rebounding. Her legs pulled at me, her heels hooked over my shoulders. She wanted me deeper, to fuck her harder. She grunted with passion as I slammed my cock into her, ravaging the nerves of her pussy. We slapped together, smacking against the plane of the backs of her thighs. I increased the pace. Portia huffed and panted, grunting with effort and approval. I felt my first orgasm of the day sidling closer and I urged it on. When it arrived, I thrust deep and spewed cum into Portia. Her body seemed to soak it up, pulling and squeezing my cock while the pleasure roared in my ears and through the hollows of my bones. My marrow had all been drained into this fabulous woman. Portia patted my head.
"We'll do better next time."
I felt a little irked but then realized she was doing that for the benefit of Ahmay, revealed when she spoke.
"You may not always climax with a man inside you. Some women just can't. The feel of a cock sliding up into you though makes it all wonderful. You wish it would never leave and you can just walk around with a cock in you like that. If I tried, I'd walk into traffic and end up dead or worse. When you do that, I mean there are ways, it makes you just a little crazy but if you want a challenge..."
I interrupted her. That was something Ahmay was not ready to consider, I didn't think. At least I didn't want her to consider it. I pulled my cock out of Portia and turned. It was eye level with Ahmay. Her eyes crossed as she tried to focus on the blurry end of my cock.
"Oh my. I think its beautiful. Are all cocks this pretty?" She licked her lips. "God, I can feel it on my lips. Can I kiss it?"
"It'll taste like Portia." Portia said. "But I doubt he will object if you get a little taste.
Honestly, and I am not proud of this, I was thinking of the text on my phone. I wanted to see who was contacting me. God, what a moron but I had Pixie on my mind. A woman is thinking about tasting the woman you just fucked on your cock and I am worried about my fucking phone? Focus, Sonny, for fuck's sake, focus and I mean that literally.
"No. I'll..." The door opened.
I felt Portia roll onto her side. I was a little leery about turning to see who was at the door but did anyway. You never know what might happen if you show someone your cock.
"Oh, excuse me so much!"
It was Dannielle Bickerstaff.
I had turned by then and she was staring at my cock or the slurry on it. "Come in or stay out but shut the door. You are causing a draught."
She stepped in the door, closing it softly behind her. "I was just going to leave a note for Alissa."
"She's beautiful!" I could hear the awe in Ahmay's voice. Whatever ideas I had about her innocence and needing to lead her by the hand vanished in the next moment.
"I want her." Ahmay said, her voice had that hard stubborn thunk you hear sometimes in a person's voice, the tone that says "don't fucking argue!" I was just glad she'd picked a woman I had some experience with. On reflection, though, since Dannielle didn't stay out or go running screaming through the office after seeing the couple naked in the office, it was logical to assume she could be had. So Ahmay's reaction was not as outlandish as it seemed at the time. I had a flash of her pointing to some stranger I did not know and saying she wanted me to fuck her. That would be awkward. Then I thought it might be an interesting challenge. I shook my head to get that thought out of it. I had enough balls in the air, I didn't need that one flying around like gravity didn't matter.
"Sonny?" Dannielle said, her voice puzzled but engaged, attentive.
"Dannielle?" Portia sat up.
"Mrs. Kline? Hello."
"Mrs. Bickerstaff? I, we were, we..."
Dannielle smiled that composed smile some women have that puts everyone else at ease. "I can see what you were doing. What is it called here? Hide the pickle?"
Ahmay laughed, snorting through her nose.
"Dannielle Bickerstaff, this is Ahmay Alan. She, she is a virgin." Opting for the difficult truth keeps it from getting more difficult later. "She, she wants to see, wanted to see a man and a woman have sex before she tries it. Portia was obliging us, since I can't do that all by myself."
Dannielle smiled.
I plunged on. "She wants to see ah, she wants to see me have sex with two women. What are you doing tomorrow night?" I cringed then but did not want to change my statement. It was sticking to my teeth anyway.
"Tomorrow night?" Dannielle repeated. "Why nothing of any importance...oh god. Are you asking what I think you are asking?"
"With Alissa. We, I haven't asked her yet but I will and she'll say yes."
"I am sure she will." Dannielle said. "I...?" She looked at Ahmay. Ahmay's eyes were wide like search lights, glittering in the new gloom. Light from the outer office provided not much illumination.
"She just wants to watch you have sex with me?" Dannielle said, her voice drifting into a whisper by the end.
I nodded. "With Alissa. Both of you. At once."
"Oh god. Really? Will, will we...?"
I thought I knew what she was asking and thought I'd make that a bonus if it seemed right. I sure hoped so though. More than that, I hoped the text wasn't telling me I was busy tomorrow night. My hand itched. I wanted to look and see what was what. I resisted that urge and stayed in the moment but visions of Pixie followed me,there, into this strange moment where I was arranging to have sex with two women while a virgin watches from the shadows.
"I, well—I suppose I could. Yes. If you insist."
"I insist, so Sonny insists." Ahmay muttered. "You are so sexy! Have you...have you had sex with Sonny yet?"
"Oh god, yes. I..." Dannielle colored, evident even in the gloom of the darkening office. She finally just nodded. "Yes. I did. A few times and as you have rightly guessed, I would, will do it again. If he wishes. So, yes, Sonny. What time?"



I was humming that wonderful music to my ears and nearly missed the question. When it did register and the visions of Alissa and lovely Dannielle quit mixing it up in my brain, I shrugged. "I, I don't know. Let me call you."
Portia stood up and started dressing. Dannielle just stood in the dark, watching the other woman dress. When Portia turned around and found her staring, she grinned. "Yes. Of course yes." She said to the room.
"Yes, what?" Ahmay asked.
It was at that moment that I saw that flicker of a smile at the corner of her mouth and I got my first hint that she might be fucking with us. The problem was I could not tell just how much and to what that applied. My phone rang.
God, but I wanted to look at the text, a text that might mean Pixie in the near future for Sonny, that was what invaded my mind and interrupted my Zen appreciation for the woman I was fucking. Instead, I answered it. It was Alissa.
"Sonny? Why are you at my office?"
"I came by to fuck you. Got a problem with that?"
"I, no. No." She said, set back on her heels a little. "I, Nell finally got through to me and, I'll tell you about it when I see you next."
"How about tomorrow?" I asked. "Ahmay and I? At your house?"
Alissa did not answer. "What if Sammy comes home?"
"He can watch too. I doubt if Ahmay would mind."
"I might mind."
"I know. That's why it is such fun. You never know do you?" I got her concern. This had some risk for her. I did not mention Dannielle intentionally so I could surprise her. I wanted to keep her off balance.
"Eight then? Shall I order supper?"
"Supper?" I repeated. Dannielle shook her head. "No, thanks. We'll make due. I am sure we'll eat fine." Portia rolled her eyes. "Eight, you said?" Dannielle nodded. "Eight's fine."
Alissa hung up and I realized I had been standing there naked all this time and got dressed. I still beat Portia done with it.
Finally, I could check my text.
It read: "Busy?" It was from Suzanne. I felt a little guilty trading present pussy for possible pussy but it happens all the time. Sour grapes and all. Pixie. It was all about Pixie.
I texted back no, wondering if this was it.
An address came back with The Global Grand Hotel address and a room number. "Seven o'clock?"
I texted back maybe eight. I needed to go home and change and get Ahmay back to her car. Dannielle agreed to call so I could arrange to meet her tomorrow and she left. Portia waited for the door to close, came over and kissed me on the mouth. "We need to use a bed sometime, Sonny. Desks are fine in a pinch but I'd like having my back on a bed when you fuck me sometime."
I agreed and she left. We left Dannielle in the murky mist of Alissa's office, swirling with our erotic vapor.
Ahmay was quiet on the way back to her car. I was preoccupied, wondering if Suzanne's text was really from Borland or whoever and if I had gotten the text Borland advised me to look for. It seemed unlikely so I set my mind to think that it was Suzanne wanting a little poke and my cock roused and deigned to participate in plundering that raucous blonde.
I pulled up to Ahmay's car. "So? What did you think?" I asked. I know it seems insecure to always be asking for feedback but how do you get things right while you are learning if you don't ask? Feedback is valuable and helps every honest effort and quality control to say nothing of creativity. I wish I could get people to give me more feedback but on reflection, the MILF's way of providing me feedback was letting me keep fucking them. That's a pretty clear bit of feedback.
Ahmay turned to me. Her face was serious. "I, you were fine but, but Sonny, oh my, she was so beautiful. I, when I saw her, even before you made her naked, I, I felt that little flutter in my chest. I mean, I get that flutter when I think about having sex with you, which is one reason I picked you but just seeing Mrs. Kline, Portia, oh my, I mean, she really is so nice!"
"She loves to fuck." I said and only after the words were gone, did I realize what Ahmay was hinting at. "Listen, if you end up liking women or women and men or just women, we'll figure it out. I am not going to include anyone in this who is going to have any room to complain if you find that their particular brand of hubba hubba doesn't fit you. This is a demonstration of sexual activity.
"Tomorrow, I will have sex with Alissa and Dannielle at the same time. You can watch, participate or skip it altogether if that is what you want. I wish someone had allowed me to take a tour when I started out but I have been the blind leading the blind until I..." I hesitated. I'd almost been about to tell her about my mother and me but decided, if I hadn't already I wasn't going to just now, maybe never. I had the feeling that sort of thing might confuse her and Rodney's relationship and I had no reason to do that and no wish to for that matter. I decided to confront that issue another time. I finished the thought, "Until I took up with Alissa. She will be happy to let you watch us. She has been on display several other times and I know she is willing to do this for you."
"I feel like I am taking advantage. God, I have been in the same room when Rodney had sex so often, I know all this stuff but I don't know how I feel about it. I am afraid to try it with what I know...Rodney thinks I am doing the right thing. He realizes it may not have been the smartest thing for us to do what we've done but we didn't know any better. He seems so threatening, I think the women he has, they feel safer with me there. I know I would." She smiled. "I am not sure I know any better now. I can tell you that watching is certainly better than just listening. Particularly if it is someone like Portia. She does love to have sex with you. That is plain!"
We agreed to connect up tomorrow around seven likely and she left. I ran through a shower and changed but just put on what was at hand because I'd decided I was going to meet Suzanne. If it was that other thing, I really didn't know how to dress so I dressed comfortable for me.
I arrived at the Global Grand about seven-thirty and got to the door without giving it much more thought. Truthfully, my mind was on the MILF list and Sonny's Harem. I liked the sound of that. When the door opened and a short blocky man with a burr cut stood looking at me, I was nonplussed and distracted enough to be tongue tied. He definitely wasn't Suzanne.
"What you want?" The man asked.
"I, uh," what did I want? "I have the wrong room, maybe." I took out my phone. "I am looking for 4709. I'm Sonny Duncan."
The man looked at a small note pad in the meaty palm of his hand, nodded and stepped back. "You're here." He said.
I walked into the room and found a crowd of people in a huge suite. It looked like a party. I felt really out of place. Everyone else wore formal wear and I was dressed in blue jeans and a polo shirt. Having said that, the women in the room were mostly hot, some not but the not hot ones seemed to be attached to a man for some reason. The hot ones were all free radicals, looking for some unsuspecting element to glom onto. I hummed a little tune, maybe I was just the element they were looking for.
I sauntered as casually as possible up to a little portable bar and asked for a scotch and rocks. The woman looked me up and down like she was undressing me and poured and pushed. Not a word.
I drank it down.
"Better slow down, killer." A voice said beside me.
I looked around, expecting...I don't know what I expected but I found a man, shorter than me, sixtyish, steel, straight hair combed back but not long enough to lie down so it sort of stood up in spikes. His was not a spike do though. He looked like he didn't give a shit about his hair because if he needed it, he could by your opinion and stick it up your butt if he wanted. He had that look.
I gestured at the rest of the room. "I need a hit or two to blend in."
"Oh?" He said, his gravely voice slightly amused.
I nodded. "I am under dressed so I am using scotch to accessorize." I tapped the glass and the woman poured. I looked her right in the tits and thanked her. The little things waved at me through her loose shirt. I wanted to wave back.
"Come with me." He said.
I shook my head. "I'm fine. I'm like a bird watcher in an aviary. If I don't move, maybe no one but you will notice I'm here. These people are good at making me feel like I'm invisible."
"I said come with me."
"No thanks."
"You Sonny Duncan?"
I nodded.
"Come with me."
I was not processing the situation at all. I felt tight as a virgin flea and the scotch had not made it to my head yet. "You're not my type, rocko." I said.
The man shook his head and shrugged. "Have it your way smart boy." He went through the crowd like the prow of a ship through a polluted lake. When he bumped into people, they moved and never objected to the drink on their dress or shirt or tits or wherever.
"That's Mr. C, dumb shit." The woman behind me said.
I turned to look at her, feeling that feathery flutter of alcohol rummaging through my brain, looking for unwary cells to mug and rob. "Oh?"
She smiled a snotty grin. "Yeah and in about a minute I bet you get tossed out of here on your ass."
I shrugged. "They let me in. I knocked and everything. I am sure I didn't know the fucking password." Then it finally dawned on me that the guy knew my name. That seemed odd and I knew I was missing something. Mr. C? Oh, oh. Should I know who that is? I knew I should but I was thinking with scotch.
The woman snorted and served a tall, angular woman with wispy blond hair and no tits. Well, she had tits but they were far less than a mouth full and I could see her pointy little nipples down the front of her glittering little dress. In heels she looked down on me and so I looked down her top.
"Hey buster," the woman began then her jaw clamped closed and she turned away from me. I snickered to myself as I turned away to scan the room. I had just lifted the glass to my lips when I saw her.
Pixie.
Oh shit. I thought. Now I remembered. Mr. C! The man who had spoken to me was leading her, towing her really through the crowd. This time, he bumped into no one and they swirled into a tight group in his wake, following him, well, following Pixie, really. She almost wore a dress, it consisted of diamond patterns that left vast reaches of skin uncovered and well explored. A thick collar fit around her neck and a delicate little chain dangled from it, a large loop the ended in Mr. C's capable hand. He led her but only in a manner of speaking because the chain was not taut. Pixie drifted behind him like smoke from a cigar, following but at ease.
Despite myself, my cock got hard and immediately, like it was a collapsible baton snapping into position to do business. My cock was tightly contained by my blue jeans, painfully so and it got worse the closer Pixie got to where I stood against the little porta-bar and with its porta-bar tender sneering behind it.
"Fuck me." The woman said as Mr. C arrived before me. He didn't say anything but gestured at me.
Pixie looked me up and down. Her eyes never changed. She leaned in and sniffed then nodded and got onto her knees. The chain draped from the back of her neck to Mr. C's hand.
Suddenly the hubbub of the room seeped away. Every face seemed to turn to face me, Mr. C and Pixie, well, Pixie on her knees fiddling with my zipper. Showtime.
When the man stepped away from us, the crowd gave him room. In the back, short people jostled with tall people for a view of Pixie on her knees.
A whispered voice came to me. "She's going to blow him. Right there."
Mr. C's eyes arrived at mine. He did not look angry, maybe a little perturbed but more amused. He never blinked.
My eyes blinked though. Pixie's hands were stroking the obvious bulge in my jeans. Over and over she rubbed my cock. After a couple minutes, she unfastened my belt, unbuttoned my pants and breeched them. With an overly ambitious yank, she bared my cock. Everything bunched painfully under it and I put a hand on the top of her head and held her still while I pulled the jeans off my ass and down so my cock was not uncomfortable. I looked up and realized if I wanted to moon the room, I was doing it backwards.
Her little hand found my cock and she bent it down. The head bumped her forehead and she painted a slick streak down between her eyes, off the tip of her little nose. She kissed the end of my cock and then licked it. Her eyes lit up and she sucked my cock into her mouth.
From my vantage point, which was pretty close to the action I must say, she did not even hesitate but drilled my cock into her close little mouth over the cushion of her tongue and into the confines of her throat. She rose up on her knees so she was looking down what little of my cock remained in view. She pushed, leaning into me. I hate to say it this way but god, it felt like I was pushing into a woman's ass, but not so dry or crinkly. That tight, though.
For some reason I looked up from the top of her head, followed the silver line from her neck to the man holding her leash. Mr. C regarded Pixie, ignoring me, with amused interest. One hand swung the chain back and forth so that as she licked around on my cock, it swayed to an entirely different tune. It made me dizzy so I directed my eyes to watch the woman suck my cock. I think I'd been looking away because I'm so shy, well, my cock is. He likes to wear a woman when in public, apparently. He seemed happy with what that tight little mouth was doing.
Pixie began to suck and bob her head. The world swirled and my cock felt like it was the center of the universe. I suddenly couldn't breathe. A black hole was sucking everything into it and I was thrilled about that. I felt the strength draining out of my arm, the one holding the empty drink glass. I twisted from the waist up and to my surprise discovered the bar was still there. I made a sincere effort to get my glass to the flat surface. I would have missed by inches if the sneering but now nice barkeep hadn't reached out and taken it from my hand.
"Jesus. She's actually sucking him." I heard an amazed voice from the depths of the crowd mutter.
I turned to look down at Pixie and by god, she was sucking him. Me. I wondered what I was feeling but suddenly the orgasm gushed out of me and I didn't give a shit any more. I am sure I left my body and went to have a cigarette because it felt like someone else coming. I wondered what was happening. Pixie sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed till I ran out of ideas.
She pulled off my cock and looked up at me. She licked her lips and swirled a gob of cum around and suddenly her eyes lit up. She swallowed profoundly and smiled with the pucker of her mouth, so it was her eyes that actually smiled at me.
"Sonny! Hey Sonny, you're here. I didn't know you were going to be here! You fuck me now? I like you. I love your cock." She licked her lips and looked down at my cock again. She bent and kissed it. She got to her feet and looked at Mr. C.
"Okay he fuck me now?" She said, her little voice piping throughout the rustling unease of the room. Her voice was so high, it seemed to trickle down the silver chain to his hand, like a telegraph message all dits and dashes.
Mr. C did not speak but opened his free hand at us. He kept fast hold on the chain though. When I didn't move, he looked up from Pixie at me.
"Fuck her kid, she never asked anyone to fuck her before. If I were you, I'd take advantage of it before she forgets who you are." He actually chuckled.
Pixie was back sucking avidly on the end of my cock.
I suppose she was worried it was going to go down and leave her stranded. That would have been rude. After a minute of her mouth on the head of my cock I tapped her on the forehead and she looked up from what she was doing. She pulled off my cock.
"You fuck Pixie now?"
I had a flash of Annie's pidgin and her alter ego. I had no wish to mistake this woman for a ditz either.
"Here you mean?"
"I suck you off here now, Sonny Duncan. You fuck Pixie here now." The woman looked around the room and then back at me. She glowed. "They watch. I come if they watch, if you put cock in me." She said, her little voice tripping around my head like cartoon birdies high on scotch. She giggled then. "I come if we all alone too but now, want all to see you inside me, see how you make Pixie feel. I come good with you. I want to come good with you now." She bent to lick at the end of my throbbing cock.
I felt like I had been kicked by a Rockette but realized it was probably the scotch. Right. Pixie's lips on my cock had nothing to do with it. I felt all nonchalant when I thought that because I actually believed it, which, eventually, convinced me I was at least tipsy if not upright drunk.
"Fuck Pixie now. I like. You show room Pixie love to fuck you." She smiled up at me, a hand still on her cock, I mean my cock. It felt like hers though and the little shit was clearly defecting. I was ready to defect to. "Men say Pixie tease only, sucky no fucky. I show I fuck fuck fine. You fuck Pixie, I come, assholes shut up about Pixie not liking to fuck cock. I fuck cock just fine, just not dicks!" She giggled to herself. Her colloquial English was showing and I think she was a little embarrassed, an odd way to be shy.
I glanced around the room and saw a number of guys looking away, like they heard their name called by St. Peter or something. They'd made my mistake with Annie, thinking because English did not glide off her tongue that her tongue was part of a dumb woman, rather than a brain that liked to sucked cock.
"Sure. I'll fuck you, Pixie." I muttered, dazed and confused but glad I'd had some experience with fucking in a crowded room as a demonstration. Without that, I'd have shriveled up and dodged the moment.
Pixie rose up from her knees almost without effort, the chain swinging from her neck. The little party dress made of diamond shaped bits of cloth showed plenty of Pixie. One diamond pointed down between her legs, little Vs of cloth that left her legs bare to her hips, arrowheads of cloth pointing at the floor. She turned her back to me and bent over.
I knew that wasn't going to work. Her height was all wrong but I could not figure out how to get shorter without lasting damage. I bent over as far as I could but my cock still bobbed over the small of her back. I crouched but my balance was not so good. I wavered but steadied myself on the small of her back.
Pixie figured out the problem and turned around and climbed up me like I was a May pole with an Easter egg on top. She got one leg hooked around my waist and tried to jump up on my cock. I got a hand behind each thigh and lifted her up. She had one hand around my neck that supported some of her weight. The other grasped my cock and directed it to her pussy.
I felt the first contact and then she was sliding down, filling herself with cock. The action seemed far too smooth for my talents but I was thrilled to participate. I slid into her little chamber and it tightened around me, clinching hard without success at halting the penetration. She slid full of cock. I pulled her tight against me, grinding us together. Her little body bucked and shook and she screamed a high pitched, dog whistle sort of scream. She latched her legs around me and I staggered as she began to ram herself hard onto my cock. Over and over she crunched us together. I think the venue agreed with her, like all the eyes were foreplay for her. She was coming faster than any woman I'd fucked. Oh my, yes.
"My god, he's fucking her now." That was a woman's voice.
Pixie began to pant, her little hands gripped my shoulders. I had my hands on her thighs, bent a little, supporting her and she used that leverage to fuck me. I felt like a tree a horny bear was rubbing against. Well, no, it felt way better than that.



Suddenly the moment collapsed around me and all my senses came on. First off, my cock's screaming delight reached the central nervous system. I heard the muttering of the room. Last I felt her body, tight, soft and alive contracting on my cock. Her legs gripped me. She hunched up and I moved my hands in the brief moment that she was flying, to clasp her ass. She felt like melted fiberglass, firm but hot and pliable. I cinched her down on my cock, like a life preserver on the head of seal. Her head banged against my chest as she rocked, suspended in the air by my cock and my hands on her ass. Her hands pulled at my shoulders. I had a notion to get her to the floor and really hammer her but feared that if I moved, I'd fuck up the perfect balance she had devised and we'd end up in the ER, not to mention the chain would hang her if Mr. C did not release it. He looked like he was watching two ghosts fuck and one of them was his long lost momma.
"Uh, uh, uh." Pixie grunted and then she tensed. I felt it emanating out from my cock inside of her tight little body. Around us, no one moved. The place was stone silent but for the sounds rattling out of Pixie. Her pussy squelched and clicked. When Pixie grunted and grunted, new sounds of muttered imprecations of various sorts flitted about, all expressing variously chagrin and jealousy to happy amazement.
I pulled Pixie tight to me and her head tipped back.
"Kiss, kiss, kiss Pixie." She panted. "Oh, wonderful, wonderful!" She groaned. Her body convulsed but she managed to keep her head tilted back. I bent and kissed her. She stood up somehow, rising to press her tight little lips against mine. Her legs snaked around me, I swear they got longer and then locked in place. Her hips continued to rock on me. She rubbed herself up and down on my hard cock.
Pixie was panting and snorting, gasping and grunting but then she went silent. Her long tongue swept into my mouth, around and then out.
"Oh fuck me." Someone growled.
Pixie increased her tempo, ramming herself onto my cock harder and harder and harder.
"Fuck her." Some guy said.
"Fuck me." A woman cried and a moment later there was a scuffle and then a woman squealed. Be careful what you ask for, I always say. Her new moaning seemed to harmonize with Pixie's piping little voice.
Pixie came again. Her body seemed surprisingly light to me. I moved her higher and she clicked down, as though I penetrated some deeper pocket of her body. She moaned, pressing against me, seeming to hang from my cock like an erotic coat on a hook. My cock lodged in her and she could not decouple. I insist that she did not want to, whatever the case was, she didn't, keeping my cock clamped inside of her, holding onto me like a stock trader with a hot tip and I was the hot tip.
"Fuck Pixie!" She growled. "Fuck Pixie so good!" Her body rocked, little motions that massaged the nooks and crannies of her body with the end of my cock. At one point, she tensed her legs and lifted up, changed position and dropped down my shaft. That undid her. She bucked and bucked and bucked, her little animal noises emanated from her like she was a squeak toy or a pissed off poodle.
The crowd began to churn and shift. I saw a woman on her knees sucking a cock. Another woman mounted a man while another pressed her against him, pulling her dress off her slender shoulders. One woman, intent on sucking a cock was lifted off her knees and fucked from the other end. They rocked her back and forth, her glittering cocktail dress pushed up over her back and dangling from her waist, her patty cake tits stretched taut as she strained in that position, bridged between two cocks. We'd clearly started something.
Pixie settled down on to my cock, her full weight focused on the shaft jammed into her body. She stilled, her face nuzzled my neck. Her legs clinched about me and then she squealed, her body bucked and then she screamed for real. Her hips rapped out a rhythm and the slap, slap, slap of her body meeting my body paced the dissolving party around us. My eyes went closed and I felt the world disappear. I was cock and Pixie was my world.
When I began to orgasm, Pixie did not seem to notice or care. I cared. Fuck me, I cared a lot. I gripped her ass and sought something hard to put her against. I turned to the bar at my back and some bright, careful part of my brain informed me that if I fucked her against the porta-bar I'd knock it over, glass everywhere, not good. I staggered past it to a bare spot on the wall. My pants were at my knees so I had to take little steps. I kept them tight so they didn't fall to my ankles or I'd have been ice skating to move.
I got to the wall, positioned Pixie against it and hammered her. She screamed and screamed, bucking the whole time. Her body contracted and shook. She rose up, as though standing in stirrups and kissed me, her legs gripping me. Her little legs were steel spring strong.
Moving had interrupted my orgasm. I don't know how I managed to keep from falling right on my ass. Or hers. Tilted against the wall, I hammered into her as the earlier orgasm returned with friends and mobbed me. I felt like every nerve in my body was demanding immediate attention and my brain overloaded. The pleasure of the woman clinging to me while I came and she orgasmed at the same time mine enveloped me and left me without reason or intention.
After what seemed like a Shakespearean third act, I quit fucking her. Suddenly my muscles just quit responding and stopped moving. I leaned against her, pinning her to the wall, her legs around me, my pants around my knees. I moved and the fucking things fell clear to my ankles. I was fucked. Oh, well, yes, yes I was. Well fucked.
After a couple more minutes, during which the world came on again. I heard noise and talking and other things, things that had faded into the background. My hands were claws on Pixie's ass. She wiggled a little and released her legs clamped around my hips. She dangled for a moment from my hard cock, like an overcoat hanging on a nail. I bent, released my knees and let her slide down the wall till I could feel her regain her feet.
She pulled off my cock with a wet pop. I grunted. She grunted. We grunted together. With her feet firmly on the floor, she looked up at me, her face aglow with her orgasms. "You, you fuck Pixie good. I fuck you anytime, Sonny. You fuck me good." She twisted her body a little and I released her. She slipped away and was gone.
I leaned against the wall where she had been for a while longer. I don't know how long. I was wondering what happened to Pixie's leash. I was fixated on that and it confused me. The world spun. My head spun. My cock remained hard. Finally, my hearing came on in time to hear the lady barkeep say, "Christ, mister, she's gone. Are you going to put that thing away?"
I took her suggestion. It was the first coherent thought that got into my head.
I finally got my jeans back into place and my cock corralled and stabled. I turned around, leaned against the wall. The barkeep was staring at me.
"What happened?" I asked.
"If you don't know, I ain't telling but I can tell you this, I will never forget what I just saw." She extended a glass to me. "Drink this."
I stared at it and then took it, wobbling slightly on the balls of my feet. I drained it before realizing it was straight scotch. Uh oh. That is going to leave a mark.
The bar keep smiled at me, her lips bright red. She reached out and tucked a card in the pocket of my polo shirt. "If you like, call me and, well, you can do what you like with me."
I finally noted that she looked maybe thirty with long blond hair and lots of eye makeup. Her eyebrows were dark so I bet the curtains were not going to match the carpet. Some guy huddled up to the bar and she lost interest in me, or at least had to shift it.
I pushed off the wall and staggered through the crowd. Things had gotten considerably more interesting since I had arrived. I saw several women bent over furniture or on their knees. One guy had a woman pinned against the wall, eating her while she looked down at him, aghast but not resisting. Two women had a third woman's front bare and both sucked her breasts while she writhed, a hand on each one's shoulders, not letting them go.
Out into the hall I staggered, wondering what had just happened. When the guy took hold of my elbow and steadied me, that was what I said to him.
"What the fuck happened? What did I just do?"
The man laughed. "Fuck me if I know but I am pretty sure you just brought the greatest cock sucker in the world to an orgasm in front of a whole room full of people." The man tugged on my elbow. "Come with me, my room is just down the hall."
I let him lead me and wondered vaguely if he was going to get me face down and give me a hot beef injection for my trouble. At the moment, he could have fucked me with a model train; I was unclear about who it was as I was keeping my eyes on the floor because I swear it was trying to shift out from under my feet. I was trying to hit a moving target. I staggered and the guy took a firmer hold of my elbow. Down and around the corner, we went. Each step seemed to echo in my head which was ridiculous because we walked on carpet. At the door, he steadied me, inserted the key card and pushed it, found the light and deposited me on one of the beds.
For a moment I tensed, thinking I was vulnerable and the tension opened one eye.
Borland Northcutt stood fixing a drink.
I closed my eyes, relieved. If he was going to fuck me, I'd have to let him because I'd done his wife, twice, no three times or maybe...okay, I have lost count. I owed him that much, if that was his thing. Now, that seems overly compliant on my part and I blame the abundance of scotch looking for food in my system. Finding none, it took over operations, hence my wobbly thinking. If ass was his thing, now was the time. Thank god it wasn't.
The next thing I remembered was the door opening and I heard voices. Two men were talking. I opened my eyes and felt suddenly better, not that I had felt bad, I was just lacking the requisite amount of blood in my brain to keep all systems working properly. The inmates took over the asylum and sent most of the blood in my system to my cock and wouldn't let it leave in hopes that Pixie was returning.
I sat up and shit, there she was. Thinking did make it so! Who knew?
Her eyes were bleary and both legs had glittering streaks down the insides. Her little diamond dress was rumpled and stained. She leaned against the wall, staring at me.
"She asked." A voice said.
"Asked what?" That was Borland. The inmates could not keep control of everything forever. I recognized his voice.
"If she could have him and I told her I didn't think he was for sale. What would Suzanne take for him?"
"I think you have it backwards. You may be bidding for her against him, in her village bazaar."
Mr. C appeared. "You all right, son? You looked like you'd been KO'd there for a moment.
"I was KO'd there for a moment and would like to be KO'd again for longer." The inmates were still in charge apparently but the aristocracy had no better ideas.
Mr. C laughed. "Where did you find this one, Northcutt? He's a pistol."
"Suzanne found him. Or, maybe he found her. I am not clear about how he got her on her back but she is surely willing to lay down for him now."
"Now?"
Borland snorted. "Don't be daft. She isn't here." He grunted then. "Is she?"
"In my suite. I, if your boy showed up, I was going to collect tonight. I was going to use Pixie as an accessory but your friend here turned her into putty. I am not sure she'll be worth much." Mr. C handed the silver chain to Borland and walked over to the bed where I sat dumbly watching them and listening in on their conversation. He extended his hand.
"Son, that was some performance."
"I wasn't performing, I was fucking and I came for real. I am pretty sure Pixie did too." I'm such a smart ass.
"Pixie come good. Many time." Her voice sounded wilted, listless but fully conscious, exactly like an afterglow lethargy should be expressed in a voice.
Mr. C stood there with his hand out and I finally got the messages to brain and hand. I shook it. His hand was like a big ham, firm and thick. He gave mine a preliminary squeeze and I felt the physical power of the man. He smelled like cigars. I imagined Suzanne fucking him with her thumb and forefinger pinching her nose. I giggled.
Mr. C looked at Borland and Borland shrugged. "He is a bit incorrigible." Borland muttered.
"Incorbijable." I echoed, trying to make that word with my own lips.
"What's your name?" Mr. C asked.
"Sonny." I said.
He laughed softly. "I heard that much."
"Duncan. Sonny Duncan." I realized I did not really want to piss this guy off. He had Pixie on a chain. I certainly did not want him to put a collar around my neck.
He patted my shoulder. "That's right, good. Well, Sonny Duncan, stay away from my women or I might lose them."
"Stay away from my women or they might hurt you." I returned, well my mouth worked pretty well without the brain but I knew that. My brain was trying to fly out into the air and get the words back.
Mr. C laughed. "Pixie? You want to tell Mr. Duncan goodbye? I think Mr. Northcutt and I can conclude our business and unless something goes seriously awry, we will not return to his fair city."
Pixie pushed off from the wall where she leaned and tilted towards me. She got to her knees, finally, and crawled the rest of the way till she knelt before my knees. She pushed my knees wide, a sort of abrupt, pouting gestured. Her little hands found my belt and with some difficulty unfastened my jeans and pulled at them till I had to roll onto one hip and help. Happy to help, as always. She pulled my briefs down, grasped my cock, which was back among the living, sucking all the blood out of my brain again. She kissed the end of my erect cock and then sucked it deep one last time. Her tight lips felt like the ring of a condom but her mouth did not. It was a Disneyland of sensual sensations all crowding into my nervous system at once.
She sucked me for a moment and then lifted her head. She rose up, placed a knee on either side of me and mounted me. She settled her pussy down onto my cock with a long hissing sigh.
"I will remember you, Sonny." She said, her pidgin lilt gone for the moment. Thank Annie I had not presumed it was really her voice or reflective of her mind. Her hips ground down on me.
Mr. C regarded me with a sort of philosophical chagrin. He noted my eyes on him and glanced at Borland. "Go ahead and fuck her again, kid. She's already running with your come. I'll just have Suzanne clean her up." He snorted. He looked at Borland. "Two days?"
Borland nodded. "No marks. Don't make me come get her."
"I wouldn't. I am a gentleman. I believe your wife has more nasty in her than I ever imagined."
Borland smiled. "Good nasty and let's keep it that way."
Mr. C nodded. "Pixie, when he is done with you, come up to the suite. Not too long and don't get all worn out. If your pussy isn't in shape, I may have to use your ass to amuse us."
The words convulsed Pixie. Her pussy clinched down on me like a vice. Like an actual vice and not just regular vice. She hugged me, her little lips kissed my neck. She sat back and began pulling at my shirt. I helped her get it off, suddenly, in my erotic haze, worried about losing the bar keep's card out of the pocket.
"I'll be back in a bit, Sonny. You heard the man, not too long but don't worry about coming in her either." He chuckled.
Pixie tossed my shirt away with a flourish. "On back." She whispered. "Do me on back. Want you on me. Between legs."
Great fucking idea.
I twisted and with her hips still securely clasped against mine, we rolled onto the bed. I picked her up, her legs wrapped around me, and I carried her to the middle of the mattress and eased her onto her back. My weight settled on her. I lifted up and pulled the strings holding up the front of her dress, two diamonds, and exposed her formidable breasts. I tried to bend to kiss them but couldn't. She was too short in the torso. I pulled free of her pussy and moved down, laying between her splayed legs and nursed at each breast, sucking at it as though there was sweet milk that I required for life. She lay cooing as I licked and sucked one breast then the other. Her gushing pussy kissed at my chest. She rubbed her clit against my sternum and sighed with satisfaction.
"Pinch." She panted. "Hard. Pinch hard."
I got to my elbows and felt her pubic bone on my sternum, pulsing and pumping at me, rubbing as she sought stimulation. I grasped each breast and pinched her nipples. Pixie screamed. Not the high pixie scream but a woman's scream. Her pubis hammered up at me.
"Cock. Cock. Cock!" She panted. Between the two of us we managed to get us joined once more. I penetrated her and she opened eagerly like a chimney opens for Santa at Christmas. I slid into her, her slick flesh squishing and clasping at me as I sank through her many fabulous folds. She groaned, shaking and her head turned, exposing her neck. I latched onto it and marked her while she writhed under me.
"Yes, fuck Pixie!" She moaned. Her legs rose around me and locked, her ankles crossed in the small of my back. That tilted her body up and I was thrusting straight down her wide open channel. She gripped me and grunted as I rose and fell, thrusting a lifetime's worth of cock into her. I had the awful feeling that this was the last I'd see, feel, fuck Pixie whoever, and I felt sad about that. Then I remembered that my pussy compliment was about to smother me and I reminded myself not to be greedy.
Pixie suddenly stiffened. Her body shook and her hips rapped at me again, as she had by the porta-bar with the sneering bar keep.
"I have her number in my pocket." I said to myself and then felt stupid. Still, that she had slipped me her number after watching me fuck Pixie seemed, well, gosh darn, it just made me proud. I took it out on Pixie. I hammered into her harder and harder and she arched under me, taking what I gave, consuming it all with her greedy cunt, pulling at me, clutching at me while she keened and screamed and bucked under me. God, she came and came and came. I chased my orgasm all over hell trying to corral it but it kept eluding me. The little fuck seemed suddenly shy.
I hammered Pixie constantly. She shook and groaned, tensing as I thrust down into her, gasping for air. She went silent and still, which I ignored, continuing from sheer inertia. Then she peeped, awakening to new sensations and then exploded, her body bucking under me as she convulsed with pleasure, her voice rattling some unknown language as I fucked her. Finally she arched under me, screaming at the top of her voice. I kept fucking her.
The door opened and banged closed.
"Sonny, goddammit, let her go. I have to eat her now." Silence. "Jesus, she's really into you!"
My orgasm arrived and gave me the perfect reason to ignore Suzanne. It roared through me. Maybe because it took me so long to come, I don't know, but this orgasm seemed to last forever. I pumped and grunted and Pixie squealed and humped back at me.
Someone slapped my ass.
"Let her up. Mr. C sent me to pry you two apart. If I take much longer I don't think he will be amused."
I lifted off of Pixie, panting, dehydrated, suddenly greedy and reluctant to release this voracious woman who, in moments would forget my face. She lay under me, her tits resumed their erect position, which impressed me. I wanted to explore their makeup but decided now was not the time. Maybe never was the time, a quarter to never. I rolled onto my back. The sound my cock made as I pulled free of Pixie made me want to blush but I was too tired. Pixie sat up, wobbled over me, twisted, presented first one breast to my lips to kiss and then the other. She kissed me on the forehead, each cheek (of my face) and then we engaged in a long lingering kiss on the lips. She finally broke the kiss and looked down at me.



"Sonny, you fuck Pixie any time." She said. "I fuck Sonny any time. Sonny make Pixie see Jesus and he smile for Pixie." She laughed like she'd said something horribly funny. I tried to laugh but couldn't. My face was numb.
I opened my eyes. Suzanne stood over me in a fetching pants suit with a tight sweater. Her lipstick was smeared, giving her that silly clown mouth look. I smiled and closed my eyes. The two women left. I snoozed.
I roused and was sitting up when Borland arrived. He stood staring down at me, weaving on the bed.
"I say, old chap, you're in the bag."
I looked up at him and agreed. I was certainly in the bag. I staggered to my feet. He offered to call me a car but I couldn't leave my own new car sitting in a parking lot on a Friday night. I told Borland I'd go down and have breakfast and see if that wouldn't sober me up. The mixture of anxiety, sex and scotch seemed to have altered my state.
"Mr. Duncan, I cannot tell you how much I appreciate you being such a sport about all this. I fear we have used you abominably."
I grinned and then winced. Moving my cheeks made the world move. "Mr. Northcutt, I must be mad as a hatter because I am certain that the husband of the woman I have had sex with on several occasions just apologized to me for something but I cannot for the life of me determine why."
He sat down on the bed beside me, in what I would imagine would be a fatherly manner if I'd had a father and father's behaved the way their children wished they would, at least during times of stress. The bed moved and I felt the depth of my transgressions roiling my stomach.
"Sonny, in truth, I am not finished imposing on you."
I looked at him. His hand wasn't on my knee so my gaydar wasn't going off. I reverted to form and was agreeable and compliant. "What can I do for you, Mr. Northcutt. If it has the same dimensions as Pixie, I shall bid high to do you another service. What is Pixie's last name, anyway?"
Mr. Northcutt smiled and looked away. "Let her remain Pixie, a myth you can tell your, well, you don't tell such myths to your children. Another time. I just hope we can remain friends so that I can perhaps call on your particular skills again, if I make up my mind to do so."
That sounded ominous. "My skills. Just what skills are you in need of."
He stood up. "Get your breakfast young man. I am sure they serve it across the street at the diner under the big Pink chef's hat. Its pretty good, I think. I have been in my cups a few times in this neighborhood and found solace in their pancakes and coffee."
My stomach growled and I realized I hadn't eaten much if anything at all. I was in the elevator before the thought came round again that Mr. Northcutt had neither answered my question nor given me any clue what might require any skills I possessed. I shook his hand and told him I would be glad if we were friends but then asked, as his friend, if his wife made another suggestive suggestion, what should be my reply. Honestly, I don't remember what he said. I don't. In fact, I didn't remember asking him till somewhat later, when I had had Mrs. Northcutt again and she recounted her husband's mirth at such a question. She told me I had to ask him when next we met and then she informed me I would be hearing from Borland. That occurred somewhat later.
I went three rounds with the waitress at Louie's Diner, the greasy spoon across the street that catered to all the stylish drunks and, as it turned out the police. Two tables of cops were in the front near the door. Realizing I was both underage, technically and drunk, I sidled away but they took no notice. Just seeing them sobered me up a little.
As I commenced my third plate, a wonderful omelet, someone slipped into the bench seat across from me and nearly choked me. I managed to finishing chewing and swallowing despite the fact that my mouth had gone completely dry. I had to slosh water around to get that bite to go down. It rather ruined my appetite.
"Mr. Wills." I said, when I could speak. "What are you doing here?"
"Following you." He said simply.
Not only did my appetite depart, I suddenly felt sick to my stomach. The food had fortified me, fortunately. If he had arrived earlier, I might not have rallied in the face of such shock. I decided to skip the, "I don't know why you are here" play acting that required dissembling and outright lying when you get down to it so I did my best to look him in the eyes and said, "Where did you go? After you realized your son was fucking your wife?"
The man's eyes closed. I was having trouble keeping my own gaze steady so that was sort of a relief.
"Incest." Jeb Wills breathed the word softly. "In my own home." His eyes opened. The man had a sort of manila folder handsomeness, plain but not because of a lack of character in his face, just a face that had no real features that you'd notice. His eyes focused on me. "Do you know what I do?"
Now this was a source of speculation among us guys and I know Mom and Laura had discussed it. I spouted our best guesses. "Interpol? CIA? NSA? Military intelligence?"
The man actually grinned. "Nothing like that." He wiped a hand over his eyes. "No, exactly like that but in a somewhat less formal environment. When I was in the military I had some intelligence training but the things I do now, let's just say it doesn't always fall within the realms of international law."
I think he saw me try to swallow the egg that formed next to my Adam's apple because he waved a hand at me.
"Nothing like that. Well, sometimes but mostly I work with people interested in industrial espionage and that sort of thing."
Then he said something that left me looking around for Alice and the white rabbit.
"Mr. Duncan, can I call you Sonny?"
Not that, what he said next. "Sure, Mr. Wills."
"Sonny, I need your help."
That was it, the thing that made me certain I had slipped and fallen into Wonderland. After all, I had just been blown in a room full of people and then fucked Pixie the forgetful cocksucker and set off quite an orgy if it continued as it appeared to have done when I left. Then I fucked Pixie again. Borland Northcutt tells me he wanted something else from me, besides fucking his wife and having Pixie blow me a time or two and now Jeb Wills appears across from me and tells me he wants my help. Me!
Jeb was watching me and I think he saw the expression on my face and properly interpreted it as shock.
"Sonny, listen, let me explain some things. I travel. A lot."
I nodded. Happy that I could understand that statement and that it matched my experience.
"I, as you properly guess, do not work in normal arenas of commerce but in what would rightly be considered to be free lance clandestine services."
I tried to get out of the seat to leave and failed. My legs wouldn't move. I had to ward him off. I am not a coward but I know my limits. "I can't help you with any of that. I'm just a regular guy. Find someone else. I bet Chris would be very happy to help you out. Way more useful than me. He's mechanical." I said a mouthful but neither of us realized it at the time and I am not referring to the fuck rail.
He shook his head. "No, I don't need help with that part of my life. This is personal. It has to do with my wife."
Now I was nervous. My stomach felt like I'd swallowed a huge spring and the release had been, well, released. It hurt too much to be nauseous, if you know what I mean. I guess that would be pure D fear.
Mr. Wills patted the air between us. "Relax, Sonny, here, let me tell you this. I am sure you heard about me catching Chris and Laura on that contraption he built."
"The rail." I said automatically.
Mr. Wills nodded. "Sure, the rail. Chris was having sex with his mother and when questioned, she insisted that it was her idea, or at least with her full consent, even approval if I understood correctly. Sonny, I was there to tell Laura, no to ask Laura for a divorce."
"Oh shit, that probably made things worse."
Mr. Wills shrugged and I don't think I ever saw that man shrug before. "Worse, better, I am not sure either of those words matter or make much sense in what I am about to tell you. I never got around to that subject, as you might imagine. I was shocked." He stopped, waved a waitress over and asked for water and a cup of coffee and, when she asserted that the apple pie was fresh out of the oven, he ordered us both a piece with ice cream.
I wanted to wave off the ice cream, it was colder than a slighted polar bear's irritation outside but I couldn't find the words.
"I was coming back to ask Laura for a divorce, to tell her I had found someone else. Now Sonny, I need to explain that to you. I am sure you'll find it amusing."
I shook my head. Nothing about this moment was amusing to me. This was the second time I shared a meal with the husband of one of my MILFs, okay, third if you count Mr. Northcutt but he seems like several deviations away from the mean. No matter, I had long ago accepted that MILF diving was likely to rouse the ire of the deep sea husband and I'd be confronted with that ire at some point. I decided as I was drawn deeper into the MILF ocean, that when the irate husband arrived, I'd take my beating or whatever like a man and not try to bamboozle anyone. I'd speak the truth and take my lumps...and die young and leave a pretty corpse as the case could well be.
Our pies arrived. My last meal?
Mr. Wills took a bite and rolled his eyes. "God, that is excellent pie!" He mumbled. He finished his before I took a bite of mine. I was pretty sure it'd stick to my tongue and if I tried to swallow it, it'd get stuck and then Jeb Wills would have the option of performing the Heimlick maneuver on me or letting me choke and I didn't want to put him in that position. That's me, always thinking of others. I bet I could teach Gandhi-jee a thing or two.
Mr. Wills wiped his mouth and propped his elbows on the table. "Sonny, through the years of our marriage, Laura and me, I have been home about two years in actual calendar days. Out of twenty years, that's not so good. I get restless and I have to travel, I have to go this way and that and do things and well, Laura was a home body and then there was Chris. She seemed content with living without me around and I was like the beloved rich Uncle who came home and spoiled Chris and earned love I did not deserve taking him golfing or to football games or whatever and despite all that, he prefers the theater.
"Oh, I know he isn't gay. I think Laura did a fabulous job." He grunted and bobbed his head sideways. "I don't mean her having sex with him. I mean in all the other, more usual ways. That, I'll get to that. As for me, I have not been much of a father."
"Better than none at all, Mr. Wills. Any effort works pretty well for a son compared to no opportunity."
He regarded me for a moment and finally dropped his eyes to stare at his empty saucer. When he looked up, he smiled, a sort of wistful smile. "There. That's the reason I didn't have you killed."
I couldn't even try to swallow. Fuck me, here it comes. Mom is going to be pissed. I thought to myself, thinking, making her leave the huge cock she was fucking in China to attend my funeral would just irritate her. I was partly right.
"You are a good kid." Jeb sat forward. "Sonny, I know about you and the MILF list, about all the pussy you have been getting. I know more than you can imagine. See, the reason I wanted the divorce is up in my hotel room. Her name is Tia Maria Callistrano and she's Filipino. But no, its not just stray pussy." He grinned.
"Son, listen, I have no room to complain about anyone else when it comes to loving the one you're with. If I'd been notching my belt, I wouldn't have enough left to keep my britches up." He shook his head. "I have to say you have fucked an impressive array of pussy over the past few months. As a man, I admire that but that likely just confuses you."
"More. Confuses me more. What are you doing here? Does anyone else know you are in town?"
He shook his head. "I don't let people know what I don't want them to know." He picked up the fork and poked at a flake of crust on his saucer. "Sonny, this is difficult to say. I kept my lives separate, the life here with Laura and my life out there. When I came home, I was the solicitous, gentle, and devoted husband who doted on his kid and loved his wife. I treated Laura like a princess. I don't think we ever fucked once. We made love, not a lot but usually by the time I got home, she was ravenous. I never once considered that she had other interests. She never gave me any reason to think she stepped out on me, with a couple notable exceptions, I am sure she didn't. She seemed perfectly devoted to me."
He stopped bullying the pie crust flake and looked up at me. "How long has it been going on between her and her brothers?"
Oh shit. I thought. I wasn't the only one on his hit list.
Mr. Wills waved the fork at me. I flinched.
"Not your concern, I know that."
"Since they were in college." I said. "Whenever they get together..." I stopped.
"They fuck. I figured that out. After you left that morning with Mrs. Kingston, I installed myself in their house and watched them. A body can see a lot of what goes on in my house from the Kingston's house, a fact I suspect Anne is fully aware of and has taken advantage of. They fucked her every way but sideways and then Chris and the second wives returned and saw them. You were there, of course. I'm not telling you anything. Then they came back and it was all for one and one for all. I'm telling you, I was shocked but by then, I realized my grasp of my home here was utterly inaccurate so I was prepared to add kinks I thought previously utterly impossible." He shook his head really hard then.
"For a man in my business, you'd think I'd be better at this."
"Why don't you just tell me. I know I have had sex with your wife..."
"And she has a collar with 'owned by Sonny' engraved on the inside." He smiled at the expression on my face. "Locks only keep honest people from snooping. Okay, here is what I want to tell you..." He stopped. He shook his head. "I can't." He bowed over his clasped hands and elbows on the table. "I know this seems strange, but Sonny, I want you to meet Tia Maria. Will you do that for me?" He stopped speaking and then slowly looked up at me.
"I'll explain her to you but for now, I just want you to have sex with her."
I felt like the feather the giant inhales just before he sneezes and causes a tsunami, out of place and in significant danger.
"Excuse me?" Yes, my cock perked up.
"I don't mean you have to but, if you do, then you do. I won't stop you. If I am not seeking retribution for what you've done to, or should I say with Laura, I am certainly not going to get bent out of shape if you bounce my mistress around. It might prove a bit of a favor actually."
I took a bite of the pie. Goddamn if it wasn't pretty stupendous. I took another bite. I think the sour and the sweet balanced me out a little. I looked at the man. "Jeb, can I call you Jeb?"
"My name is Jacob Ezra William but everyone called me Bill and that became Jeb later in life. Call me Jacob if you want."
That ruined my composure. "Mr. Wills, why would you want me to have sex with your mistress."
He studied me. "Well, that's complicated."
"Complicated? You have no idea how complicated my life has become."
He grinned. "Oh, I have some idea. No, I know about everything there is to know. I know you boned Suzanne Borland before the end of the year, no it was New Years. You had sex with a couple women down at the dealership where you picked up your new car compliments of Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline. I know you had sex with all their wives..."
I shook my head. "I'm still missing one, the Mrs. Bickerstaff number one."
"Ah, yes, of course. Caroline Bickerstaff. You'll enjoy her. I know that you have had numerous occasions to have sex with Mrs. Sidron Kingston," he grinned. "He tells everyone his name is Sydney but it was Sidron. I also know that your mother is presently riding his legendary cock somewhere in Asia."
I had that awful thought that I had been so busy fucking around, I amended that to fucking my sisters that I hadn't talked to dear Mother in some time. I had the horrible thought that Mr. Wills was about to list a litany of the women I'd had sex with since he discovered Laura on the rail and I held up my hand to stop him. No sense in tempting him to try and confirm what he might not actually know.
"Can we just leave that alone? At least for the moment? Can you tell me why I would ever have sex with your mistress and why you would even ask that of me, particularly since you apparently have spent a lot of effort to track my activities over the last few months?"
"I haven't take a family vacation for years and I thought I'd use it to come back, divorce Laura, see if I could keep my relationship with Chris and then go back to work. I'd figured two three weeks. I've been here nearly three months. Discovering Laura tied down and being fucked by Chris and the rest of you and the apparent trade you worked with that tall kid, what's his name. Sean Favors? And then how you seduced and collected his mother and sister, sorry, I am getting off track. I do admire you, Sonny. It really is impressive the amount of pussy you have managed to fuck and no one has thrashed you for it. I think it must be because you share. You aren't greedy and most surprising and honestly, irritating, they seem to enjoy having you between their knees or whatever position you put them in." He chuckled a little.
"You asked me why? Tia Maria wants to be double-teamed. You've already had my wife, so I am pretty sure you'd remain circumspect when it comes to having sex with my mistress. The woman I thought I was going to marry when I decided to divorce Laura. Now I am far from certain. Tia Maria is frightened, frightened that she has committed to me and now I am having second thoughts. I want to put her mind at ease, that she is not being replaced by my wife."
Mr. Wills bowed his head. He chuckled a little louder. "It is so odd. I haven't explained to her what I was doing here. She is convinced I was doing Laura the whole time and you can vouch for me, that it wasn't me fucking Laura Wills, right?"
"It wasn't me either, I mean not all the time." I had a difficult time seeing how that comment improved my situation any.
"She, she just arrived from Manila last night and she, well, she is sincerely insecure. I told her I was going to come back here and get a divorce and I'd return to her in Manila and here it has been nearly three months. Longer. She does love me, I think but she hopes to gain things from being with me. So, when she arrived, we discussed what I had been doing and she doesn't believe me. I can't just take her over and show her Chris' contraption and ask Laura to give us a demonstration."
The man stopped and squinted at me.
"Say, is that your sister Chris has been fucking? The one that has been spending all that time over at the house?"
I nodded, wary.
"I thought so but that is one of the dangers of intelligence gathering it is often impossible to determine when you have all the relevant information related to the issue at hand and when something is certainly missing. It just struck me as odd that Chris was doing your sister and not his mother, when clearly she was willing and eager for him to use her. No matter, Tia Maria and I fought about whether this was true, that my surveillance of you and Chris and your other buddies was all a lie to reassure Tia Maria that I hadn't had a change in heart. I have had a change in heart but not the black and white sort of change that a woman in Tia Maria's position would understand."



Mr. Wills hadn't been looking at me, he was back to murdering pie crust flakes on the saucer. Now he did look up. "She said I had to get you to have sex with us, she wants double teamed. Cock in the ass and in the pussy. She told me if this was all true, then you'd do it, no problem."
Oh. Oh! My mouth went off with out my brain again. "What? Is she butt ugly or something?"
Mr. Wills face worked but then he took out his phone and flicked around on its face and showed me a picture.
"Nice tits." I said to the picture. The woman in the picture ignored me. She sat, naked, on a bed, her hands on her knees. Her tits projected far past her upper arms in the pose. She was not a classic beauty but her body was classically fuckable. I have such class! She was. She looked like she loved to fuck but then I was about ready to decide that given the right opportunity, that describes every woman. Any woman well fucked loves to be well fucked. That tautology may not reveal anything of interest but by god its true!
"She wants us to double team her?" I asked dubiously.
Mr. Wills nodded. "She asked me bring you up to the room, right now." He grinned. "Unless you are fucked out. Shit, I watched that hot little Asian woman suck you and fuck you along with everyone else. Then you disappeared for a while and I presume you had another piece of her, right? So, even if you are too fucked out, I need you to come up and meet Tia Maria. That is the favor."
"Just meet her?"
"And fuck her, if she insists."
If she insists? I wondered at that expression.
Now you might wonder what was going through my head at that moment. I have this curious ability to make the most absurd situations seem reasonable after a fashion. It is not that difficult for me. I am a rationalization savant. It seemed to me that since I had a collar on Jeb's wife, it was hardly asking too much to be the second cock in a double-team of his present mistress. See, doesn't that sound reasonable? It's not, I know that, but saying it like that makes it seem like it is or might be or could be, right?
Well, I can claim inebriation or even hangover by that time but that would just be bobbing and weaving. The fact is the picture, if it did her justice and it did, suggested either side of her might be fun. She didn't have a bad side that I could see and if the picture was robbed off the internet, then by god I could cry fraud and run out of the room.
"Okay, sure." I said, feeling the idiocy of sounding like I was agreeing to an imposition when I had had his wife in a wide variety of ways, some of which he may never know about.
He called for the check and that was how I found myself outside the door of 2011 in The Global Grand Hotel. Jeb opened the door. We had not spoken since the waitress brought the check and we fought over payment. I managed to wrangle the right to pay since I had eaten the most by far. His interruption had halted my power breakfast before I got too full to waddle much less fuck. Lucky me.
He held the door open and I went inside only then did it occur to me that he might be going to kill me here and leave the country. His voice, however, reassured me.
"Honey, I'm back. I have Sonny with me."
A burbling voice with a sexy whine in it came from deep in the suite. "Bring him back, Jacob."
"Yes, Mistress." Jeb responded automatically. The words and his tone made my neck tickle and I wanted to get him out from behind me. I stepped into the sitting room and to the side, ostensibly so he could lead. He did and I felt relieved. Suddenly this didn't seem all that rational. In my defense, though, it does seem unlikely that someone would kill me in The Global Grand because it is a very nice place and security is paramount. Mr. C certainly would not be there if it was not both secure and discreet.
He led me through the living room to a bedroom and through that to an open door. I recognized that room. The naked woman sitting on her knees on the bed was exactly the woman in the picture. I could tell because the pink cross-stitch flower was on the wall with the lamplight above it was just like in the picture. He took the picture in this room. That guy was organized. My cock approved of that sort of organization but I wanted to know if the nude woman was really interested in have two cocks at once.
"Mistress," Jeb whispered, "this is Sonny Duncan, just like I told you. He's the one that has been having sex with my wife."
The nude woman on the bed looked at me. Despite her condition, she seemed comfortable and cool, as in composed. She looked up and down me, I felt her eyes stop at my crotch and my cock would have waved if the little fella had arms and hands.
"You come to have sex with me?" The woman said, her voice sounded blunt but that might have been her accent.
"I, well, maybe. If that's what you want and what Mr. Wills wants."
"Jacob no matter what he want. What I want matter." She said gruffly. "Come kiss me." She said.
Jeb moved but she waved at him.
"Not you, him. You, Sonny Duncan, come kiss me. Let's see if you know how to kiss."
Now for all my amiability, I have to confess that I really fucking hate being told what to do, particularly by a stranger and in this context especially where I didn't know whether to shit or run. "You come kiss me. I only have sex with women who can kiss good."
The woman stared at me, looked at Jeb.
"Sonny..." Jeb started but the woman hissed at him and he went completely silent.
"Come kiss my pussy." She said and widened her stance on her knees, twisting to point her pussy at me.
I gave it a good stare before pulling my eyes up where they got snagged by her impressive tits. After another few heartbeats, I managed to get over her tits and meet her eyes. It was easier to voice ire when I wasn't eye fucking her. "Come suck my cock." I returned.
Her brow furrowed. She shook her head once.
"Strip. Take off all your clothes."
"Hey, no fair, You're already naked." I said. "So, uh, take off all your clothes or, no, I have it, stand up and turn around so I can see all of you. You look good the way you are but I want to see your ass before I fuck it."
She blinked and looked at Jeb. "Jacob come kiss Tia Maria's pussy."
Jeb move immediately and without any word at all. What followed was a bizarre version of fucking as far as I was concerned. I mean, it was weird, like I was looking in a mirror somehow.
Jeb approached the woman and she knee walked to the corner of the bed and put one foot down on the floor. She sat on her left heel and arched her back. Jeb got to his knees, fit his face between her legs and began to kiss and lick her. The woman's head cocked back and her eyes closed. Her back was mostly to me but I could see her when I moved around to the foot of the bed from the doorway.
I don't know if my unconscious knew things I had not yet figured out or if I was still drunk or what but I unbuckled my cock and sidled over to the corner of the bed where she sat with ol' Jeb munching away. She sat on one knee, one hand behind her and the other cuddled the back of Jeb's head, holding him in place between her legs.
I bent my cock down towards her face. "Suck my cock." I said softly.
Her eyes opened and she tilted her head forward, turning to look at my cock. Jeb started to pull away from her pussy but her hand held him in place. Her eyes shifted from my cock to my face. She licked her lips, closed her eyes and opened her mouth. She sat like that for a few moments. She was Filipino brown with the lank black hair of that people. Her lips were thick and full that gave her a slightly Polynesian appearance. I bent my cock more and leaned in till the tip touched the lower lip of her open mouth. Her lips closed and she kissed the end of my cock. I put out my right hand and grasped her by the back of the head. I pulled her forward, forcing my cock deeper into her mouth. She gagged and I let her withdraw off of it. Her eyes opened.
I could see a bit of shock and plenty of reproof in her lock.
"You can suck cock, right?" I asked, hearing immediately how insulting that might sound.
Her mouth opened and she leaned forward. I bent my cock down again and this time it slid into her mouth, over the landing pad of her tongue and thence into the tight confines of her throat with nary any help from me. It was like she tipped over and fell onto my cock. When her mouth closed and her cheeks deflated, I felt the pressure, the slashing questing of her tongue along the length of my cock.
Jesus, I thought, the woman could absolutely suck cock! I smiled. She suddenly backed away and I let her.
"Sonny Duncan has fucked someone else recently." She mumbled. Jeb's head tried to rise but she kept him face down in her pussy. She arched her back to make the connection better. When that adjustment was made, she returned the cock to her mouth, mine I mean. She sucked me and it was all neck muscles and tongue. Her head barely moved. Her eyes opened after a few minutes. By then, she was blowing through her nostrils and I felt the wind in my pubic hair. She did not back away and I made no move to withdraw. I just hoped her signal that she was done wasn't teeth.
I knew I wasn't going to come any time soon. I was four or five down already and it wasn't even midnight. Still, the woman was naked and ready. Her head began a little motion and her tongue caressed the shaft of my cock up and down and around. Suddenly I wanted to be in her.
I knotted my hand in her hair and she let me pull her head off my cock. She slurped loudly as it left her mouth.
"On your back." I ordered. It sounded like an order to me. I didn't say please and I cannot tell you why, I just didn't. She grasped Jeb by the scruff of the neck and lifted him like a kitten out from between her legs. His face was smeared with her juice. The woman straightened the bent leg and sat back, the corner of the bed between her knees. She stared up at me and then scooted her butt back a ways. I didn't wait. I shucked off my clothes, aware that I was rank with old pussy and cum. She did not seem to mind and it was too late to take a polite shower anyway.
Naked, I realized that Jeb sat on his ass watching us and had not said a word. I directed my next words to him. "Are you sure this is what you want?"
"No talk to him. Talk to me." Tia Maria said.
I looked at her. "I'll talk to whomever I like." I responded. I just didn't like her tone. It wasn't that she was being a bitch about it but she sounded like she just expected me to pay attention to what she thought and said. I was unprepared to do that. Later I realized she'd might have said I was poorly trained but by then the collar was around her neck, not mine, metaphorically speaking.
"Mr. Wills?"
"Whatever you want. Whatever you get from her you can have." Jeb said, his voice squeaked, completely out of character with what I was accustomed to hearing from him. Not that I knew anything about him, it turns out but you have certain expectations.
I put a hand on Tia Maria's knee and pushed it to the side, opening her up. I moved between her legs and looped an arm around her waist. I lifted her and found she was a substantial woman. The tits were in proportion to the rest of her. Her legs were thick, her ass wide. I moved her fully onto the bed. I sat between her legs, my knees under her thighs, spread wide so that I chocked her legs open. I bent over her, planting a hand beside her shoulder. I bent down and licked each breast, then kissed around the crest and the under curves of each before finally kissing each nipple.
"Suck my nipples." She whispered.
I sat back, looking down at her. Her chest heaved and that made her tits quiver. That motion flashed through me. What great tits the woman had!
"Ask me to suck them and I might." I said.
"Will you suck my nipples?" The woman whispered, her voice quavering with tension and, I hoped, need.
I shook my head. "Are you always this impolite to your guests?"
Her brow furrowed and then she closed her eyes, sighed deeply and opened them again. "Please, sir, suck my nipples." Her voice sounded animalistic, like a growl.
I bent down and kissed one nipple, pulling it into my mouth, sealed my lips around it and sucked. She hissed. I felt one of her hands on the back of my head. I remembered how she held Jeb and I fought loose from that hand. Her eyes flared wide, making them seem more white and larger than usual. I moved towards the other breast and her hand touched the back of my head.
I sat back again. She looked frightened for a moment. I bent over her and lowered my lips to hers. She cocked her head up to receive me. I kissed her lightly on those plush lips. I felt her tongue probing immediately. I pulled back, staring down into her eyes. She watched me, eyes twitching back and forth.
"Put my cock inside of you." I said softly.
I felt that eager hand between us. It found and grasped my cock. She bent it up, scraping the head of it along the inner plane of her thigh. She closed her eyes. I felt the heat of her pussy as she shifted her hips to receive me. My cock head parted her pussy lips, she adjusted the angle of incidence and then that hand moved to my waist and her finger tips pressed on me. I dropped into her. Her eyes opened wide and she moaned as I penetrated deep into her body.
"Fuck me." She whispered.
I reached down to my waist, found her signal hand and pulled it up over her head. Her other arm was flung out to the side. I gripped it and pulled both of her hands out beyond her head. I arched my back, withdrawing half of my cock from the slick interior of her body and then ground it back down into her. She moaned. Her body gripped me, rubbing along the shaft as I speared into her.
I lay between her legs, my cock lodged inside her pussy, her hands pinned over her head. She watched me, her dark gaze smoldering and intense. I bent and kissed her. I felt her chin raise so her lips could meet mine. I ground our bodies together and she groaned again into my mouth. I touched my tongue to her lips and they opened like fresh lilies. I felt a shudder run through her body. First one leg rose and then the other. She hooked each heel behind my thighs and then a little higher. She tensed and threw her hips at me, ramming my cock into her body with some force.
The hot feeling of her body responding to me suffused me with pleasure.
At that precise moment, I remembered Jeb Wills was sitting on the floor, watching us. I ended the kiss. I lifted up. Tia Maria's eyes were locked with mine like her arms were locked over her head by mine.
"Don't move your arms." I ordered.
She blinked and exhaled. Her breath was musty and humid. I smelled her lust wafting up from between us. I lifted my ass and ground down into her. She grunted and her hips bounced up, encasing my cock again. This time the penetration resulted in a squishing sound and I felt a little splash of dampness between us.
"Don't move." I said again, releasing her wrists.
In response, she thrust her arms straighter and higher over her head. I moved my hands down to her ass, bracing on my elbows. She didn't move. I rocked her left and right till I had a hand clasped tight onto each ass cheek. She had the spread of a mature woman and she filled both hands. Her flesh was stiff and plush at once, pliable and tight. I squeezed her ass, pulling her ass cheeks apart before rising up and ramming down into her. She grunted with the impact but the moment I hesitated, rooted deep inside her body, her hips rose under me, lifting me. They shimmied as if to securely fix us together. My hands clamped onto her ass. Her maxi muscles tensed and that tension emanated through her body, mixing with the heat in her pussy. I pulled us together and she cried out, arching her body under me, pressing her great tits against my chest. I panted into her ear. She turned her head and she sought to kiss me. We kissed and I started to fuck her. The passion consumed her and its fires scorched me.
Her knees lifted beside us. I rammed my cock down into her over and over again. She groaned and grunted but said no words. Her breath became labored and then it caught. She heaved her hips up at me but I controlled them completely. I pulled at her ass and she moaned, flexing both giant muscles, responding to my hands on her ass. I ground down into her and pulled back, slammed into her again and again pulled back. Each time I slammed into her, I pulled at her ass, yanking her against me. She got the rhythm and soon her body aided my motions. The bed soon rocked with our movement. I rose higher and higher, a little each time till the end of my cock was barely parting the entrance to her body. Occasionally, I'd hesitate and let her body collapse back together empty of my penetration before I'd thrust back into her.
For ten minutes I fucked her and she growled and rolled her hips, her arms still extended straight past her ears as though tied or pinned there by my commands. Her tits kissed and nuzzled my chest. My face was beside her face and she kept turning and kissing my cheekbone, trying to get me to kiss her back. When I finally tired, I released her ass, lifted off of her body and kissed her, her lips were alive, expressing the bubbling passion I had plumbed in her.
"I want your ass." I whispered to her. "Jeb, er Jacob said you wanted a cock in your pussy and a cock in your ass. Is that correct?"
She nodded once, then again. "Yes. I told Jacob to bring me Sonny Duncan. I did not know you were Sonny Duncan."
That did not make much sense to me. I didn't care. But then it did. Suddenly something became clear to me, or at least I had a theory. I decided to test it.
"Jeb, strip and lay down beside us. Do you have lube?" I was staring at Tia Maria and she nodded. "Does he know where it is?"
She nodded again.
"Have you had a cock in your ass before?"
"Sometimes I do that, I have Jacob fuck my ass for a change. Yes."
"Get the lube, Jeb." I said in a louder voice. I kissed the woman. I reached over her head and moved one hand then the other down to my neck. Tia Maria understood and wrapped them around me. She pulled me down onto her spongy breasts. I felt them flare between us and the feeling of them sent tendrils of pleasure through me. The kiss was open-mouthed and soulful. Her tongue and mine touched and danced off to write on the near walls, tickling and tantalizing each other. I ground my cock into her and she moaned and her back arched. She lifted her hips, planted her feet and arched under me, taking my weight onto her pussy and holding me there, deeply rooted inside of her.
I felt the bed move. Beside us I felt it slant and then even out. I looked over and saw Jeb was naked beside us. The first thing I noticed were the many scars. I refused to focus on the man. I pulled out of Tia Maria.
"I am going to fuck your ass. Mount him." I said.
Tia Maria rolled onto one shoulder. She was against Jeb. She leaned over him and kissed him on the cheek. "You are being a very good boy." She whispered and then got to her knees. She put one leg over him, reached between her knees and directed his cock into her pussy. She sank down on him and her neck strained. He didn't move but his lips were thin and tight.
Tia Maria began to ride him, her hips rolling and grinding. In moments she accelerated and suddenly she went still and tense. Her head bowed over her chest and she grunted a few times. Her hips bucked forwards and back, forwards and back. Her breath exhaled finally and she turned and looked at me with a big smile.
"A little for Tia Maria." She said softly.
"Doesn't Tia Maria mean Aunt Maria in Spanish."
She shrugged her shoulders and even from my vantage point to the side, that made her breasts shift and heave. They were solid and firm and wonderful.



"Pillows. We need his ass higher." I muttered.
We fussed with that till we had Jeb propped up with Tia Maria still astride his body. She bent forward, tipping down and exposing her ass to me. She jerked when I touched a finger to her asshole. I found the lube tube beside my knee. I got some on my finger and swabbed her ass hole with it. She held still, not even breathing. I massaged and massaged until I finally pressed a finger tip into her body. She tensed. I withdrew.
"I'm going to fuck your ass." I muttered. I pressed again and she relented and my finger entered her ass. More lube and deeper penetration. The woman began to pant. Her body quivered each time I penetrated her ass, pushing deeper and deeper with more and more of my finger. I arranged myself around Jeb's legs and greased my cock. I put the head to her ass, grasped her by the hips and pulled her back onto my cock. She rocked up and back and I lost her. Before I could move, one of her hands repositioned my cock and held it while she pushed back. I sank into the tight confines of her body. She cried out. Her body resisted. I hesitated till I felt her body relax and then I pulled at her hips again and leaned up into her. She groaned and my cock penetrated deeply into her ass. I slipped into her with that satisfying sensation of fitting a shaft into its proper bushing. If any ass deserved to be fucked, this woman's did. God, she'd give Kyla a challenge for the greatest ass on earth for fucking!
I felt her quivering, the cock in her ass and the cock in her pussy giving her a surfeit of sensation. I put a hand on the small of her back and used the leverage to withdraw from her ass. Half out and half in, I went all in and rammed into her. I could feel the secondary sensations she felt from the other cock in her body. She shuddered then. I heard them kissing. She cooed his name, "Jacob my sweet boy, Jacob my sweet boy." Over and over.
I pulled back and hammered down into her and she gasped. I repeated the motion, back further and down harder. I added more lube and repeated the motion. Over and over again I fucked into her ass. She began to pant. I could not tell if it was passion or pressure but finally it resolved when she bucked between us, her ass tensed and twitched. I balanced back, held her hips and fucked her with fast steady strokes. The arrival of her first little orgasm spurred me to greater motion. She groaned and I groaned. I came into her ass. She shrieked. I felt Jeb lift us, pinning the woman completely between us. He growled something and I felt his hands on her hips, pulling her down onto his cock.
Tia Maria screamed and screamed, her body was fully double penetrated.
We all came nearly at the same time, unusual. I lay over them one arm planted beside them so I could keep my weight off them. When I pulled out of her ass, I felt her shake and a little shimmer passed through her.
I got off the bed. My duty was done. I started to dress.
"Mistress, I must speak with Sonny before he goes." Jeb's voice was strained and high.
She toppled off him, inert seemingly but silent. She rolled onto her side and pulled part of the bedspread over her body.
"Wait, Sonny. I'll walk down with you."
When we were both dressed, we went down. He didn't speak. We exited the elevator. I knew there was more to be said but not by me. I just wasn't sure how to address it so I put out my hand. He shook it but then didn't let go.
"Sonny, come, sit a moment, will you?"
I realized I was fully sober by then and could legally and safely drive home. I felt the long day in my bones but followed him to a pair of chairs beside the hotel checkin desk.
"Sonny, let me explain this so you know what I am talking about. So I know that you understand. For all of our married life, I thought Laura wanted a kind, gentle, considerate man. That fit for me because in my line of work, I must sometimes be harsh, even cruel. This business can prove violent and you are either the violent one or the violence is yours to endure. I am the violent one. I never wanted to take that home, in fact, I went home to get away from it.
"I never showed Laura this aspect of me and, I suppose, because of that and several other things, Laura never showed what you found or created in her. I went beyond her to women like Tia Maria because I needed something more in my sex life and Laura never offered that. I just didn't know she wanted the same thing I wanted.
"You see, when I saw her tied like that on the sex rail, I was amazed. I never imagined that she'd respond as she did to Chris and his rough treatment of her. I wanted you to have sex with Tia Maria," here he chortled a little. "I had to see which of you would dominate. It was you. I hoped it would be but I wasn't sure. Now I am. I want to bring Tia Maria to our house and make her the maid, for her official employment. That's what the documentation will say. In reality she will be the mistress and Laura while serve her. When I am home, I will join Laura and Tia Maria will direct us. Now, you will direct her. Understand?"
I was tired so I shook my head. I got what he was saying but I wasn't sure what it meant to me, how it affected me.
"I want you to introduce Tia Maria to Laura." Jeb said. His voice was placating and soft, different in tone from where we began over pie.
My dim little light finally went on. "You want me to give Laura to Tia Maria, install her in your house and let Tia Maria dominate your wife."
Jeb nodded. "I'd be obliged. In fact, I'd owe you a great deal. I never thought my marriage could survive but now, now I think it might and it might be better because of it."
I was driving home before I thought of the question I should have asked.
"Goddamn!" I muttered. "What about Chris?"
I remember getting home and finding the door locked. I rang the doorbell and Nova came down and offered to emasculate me. But she did let me in. I fell into bed, utterly stoned with exhaustion. I woke in the middle of the night and remembered being in Tia Maria's ass and went and showered. It was a little late then. I am pretty sure one of the women got up and peed while I showered and cursed at me but I didn't see who it was. I got out of the shower and felt sick. I puked up Louie's pie, eyes tightly closed. What a night!
***
So? How was it? Leave a comment or send feedback. If you want get on my list send a note and I'll add you so you know when new episodes are posted. Thanks for reading. -C
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All about Eve, Part 1
I'd like to say I was cool as a cucumber the next day but the truth was I was nervous as a virgin the day before her first orgy. I knew what I was going to do. I woke with it on my mind. I had the Sawyer's right where I wanted them. Still, even with it infecting my brain, I nearly forgot to call Crowley and tell him to hack the Sawyer's camera system. It was nearly five before he called back with acknowledgment that they could loop it or switch it off on my command. I told them I'd text him when I was ready. He wanted to discuss yesterday's deal but I was in no mood.
Aurora called to chide me about our agreement, indicating that she wanted a little attention from my other women, the ones I still owed her. She did not respond well to either my distraction or my denial; she hung up on me when I did not instantly volunteer her a little tongue.
I puttered but in general I had terrible concentration. Finally, in desperation I called John and he said I should call Mrs. Grayson. He gave me her number and I did. He also said he was planning to go to Mrs. McKinnon's house around nine. He had information that the house would be empty by then till one or two. They were going to be out and so he had plenty of opportunity to copy her diary then.
I felt uncomfortable. He seemed at ease, clearly thinking that he had found a way out of signing his wife over to me, that he did not have to face her with the news that her ass was now mine. That optimism clashed with what I was contemplating. Plus, I missed my sex object. Jennifer had been a light presence in the house and by eight it was clear I benefited from her. Even though she had subsided into a morose silence that last few days, I hoped her little jaunt into her fantasy had lifted her mood and she would return reassured and just as willing as before John Sawyer confused her loyalties by satisfying one of her other fantasies.
It was nine when I finally picked up the little memory stick with the auto-play movie of John in his Midnight Rambler persona and sauntered over to the Sawyer house. I loitered out of sight till John called to say he was on the way. I was unresponsive and the exchange was one-sided and brief. I watched him creep out the back, keeping to the shadows. Once I was sure he was indeed gone, I retraced his path to the back door of their house and slipped inside.
Darkness had arrived and their house was dark but for a scattering of LED lights from clocks, charging phones and the like. I realized I had assumed the alarm was off, realized too that I had not contacted Crowley. I crouched behind the couch and texted him to shut their security system down and text me when he had verified it.
He sent me an "I see you" message and then, "Now I don't" to indicate that he had indeed subverted the system. I had knelt waiting, my heart pounding in my head. Rich guys like me don't sneak around, if the world is our oyster, we go in the front door and bow to no one. The nerves that haunted me all day culminated on the stairs, finally going still and silent, leaving me calm and eager for what was about to happen. I knew what I was going to do, not how Eve would respond.
The light to her room was on but as I approached it, I heard the shower.
Perfect.
I stepped lightly into her room and found she had her laptop on her vanity, open to the security system. She was waiting for me. I smiled. I plugged the memory stick into her USB port. I brought up the little video and paused it. I was ready for her and sat down to wait. She took a long, long shower.
I imagined she was masturbating but realized that I did not know if women did that. You'd think they would prefer to lay down and relax so they didn't slip on the tile and give themselves a concussion. Who knows? I suppose with a detachable shower head, women would find a shower very convenient. Orgasms are like weather, there are all sorts.
When the shower went silent, I got excited. My cock got hard because I knew what I wanted. Mrs. Grayson's impressive body intruded and I had to shake my mind of that vision, concentrating instead on Eve as she would appear out of the bathroom attached to the master bedroom.
She appeared, her hair dark with water, making her look like a drowned cat. She wore a shift with ostentatious ties at the point of each shoulder. The peach clashed with her complexion and hair. Her little tits dented the front panel of the chemise. The rest swirled around her like smoke. She opened the door of the bath, turned to close the lights and then straightened. Her eyes found me immediately. She went still squaring her shoulders.
"You." She said, her voice strong and sure.
I felt the confidence emanating from her. I reached over and touched the space bar. The movie started, pulling her eyes to it.
She turned her head just a bit once she understood I wanted her to watch the movie. For awhile she watched with silent curiosity, unaffected by what she was seeing, at least displaying no reaction. Predictably, only when she identified John Sawyer did she gasp a little, when he pulled off his mask in the midst of his rambling coitus. She drew closer, never looking at me.
I had that sinking feeling that you sometimes get right at the penultimate moment, the feeling that I had forgotten something and in this case, it made my gut hurt. I presumed that Eve would not wish to put John in jeopardy, that she would forgo her effort to escape me and surrender. I was not disappointed but for the time she spent watching her husband fuck my sex object, I felt the insecurity flickering in me like a bad bit of fish starting its little rebellion.
Eve fixed her eyes on the little screen, watching John subdue Jennifer and then when she was bound and blindfolded, pulling off his mask. She took several steps closer to the computer, hesitating at the last as they began their copulation, Jennifer's reedy voice pleading to be fucked. Eve took one step and then another and another till finally she reached out a hand and tapped the space bar and the movie halted, John's cock clearly visible slicing into Jennifer. Jennifer's head was turned full to the camera, the film was cut to show her expression, clearly displaying her mouth in a rictus of penetrated pleasure.
For a moment, Eve just stared at the screen. Finally, she turned her head. Her gray eyes were flat. She lifted the hand from the computer and very deliberately and slowly pulled on the large bow-tie at her left shoulder. The string uncoupled and the front of the garment flapped down, revealing her left breast. Her other hand pulled the other tie loose and the shift slithered down her lean body.
She stood before me nude, the peach nightgown puddled around her ankles. She did not move. She did not speak. She simply waited.
I waited too. I felt the pressure of the time but I decided even if John appeared, even at this moment, it would not matter. I saw utter surrender in Eve's expressionless eyes. I didn't believe it for a second.
When she spoke, her voice was strong but not aggressive, loud enough to be heard but not forceful.
"Where do you want me?"
I gestured at her bed. She walked to it like she was on the runway again but with nothing but her body to show to my eyes. Her feet crossed the line that made her hips switch back and forth like a little rocking chair but without any accent from a twitching skirt. She put a knee on the edge of the bed and looked back at me over her shoulder.
"What position do you prefer?" She asked.
That question shot through me like a shock and my cock became fully erect. The moment was at hand. I gestured. "Make yourself comfortable." I said in the same casual tone she was using. It occurred to me that she spoke like this was a photo shoot.
She got onto the bed on all fours but then rolled onto her back. She bent her knees to the side and exposed her pussy. She stretched her hands over her head and went still. She moved one foot and then closed her eyes.
I sat for a moment looking at her. I pushed the computer away and then reset the movie back to the beginning. When I looked back at Eve, her eyes were open.
"You planned this all along." She said. "Where is John? Did he help you?"
"He is reading a diary." I said standing. I skimmed my polo shirt off and tossed it on the floor. I bent over and picked it up and lay it on the chair at the vanity. I toed off my shoes and unbuckled my belt.
Eve watched me. "How, how did you...what are you going to do to him?"
"Are you going to sign my contract?" I asked.
She nodded. "What choice do I have?"
I stepped out of my pants and skimmed my underwear down my legs and stepped to the side of her bed. Eve regarded my body.
"You are an attractive man." She said. "I am sure I will enjoy this." She looked from my cock to my eyes. A ghostly smile touched her face, lips and eyes. I felt grudging respect from her.
"It was all your idea, wasn't it?" I asked. "You cued him up."
She nodded gently. "John, he is turtles all the way down. Not the least amount of guile in him but not stupid either. You don't visit all those college girls and not have some talent for it."
"Rape, you mean?" I asked probing. I wanted to make sure we shared the same information.
Eve nodded. "I see he has returned to it." Her eyes averted for a moment, jerking to look away from me at something on the other side of the room, or nothing present. "I had hoped...?"
"Hoped, what?" I pressed. I got to my knees and reached for her nearest knees. I dragged her towards me, jiggering her around till her pussy rested on the edge of the bed.
"That, uh, god, that he was done with, with that. Fuck. The bastard has done us both in."
"Oh?"
"What are you going to do with him?" She repeated the question again.
I reached out a finger and touched the coils of fine blond hair above her pussy. She jerked, her whole body twitching when I touched her. Her eyes fluttered. They closed when my finger traced down over her clit and between the bulging lips of her cunt.
"Uh, oh god, Joshua." Her voice came out as a sigh.
I touched her more deeply. She opened up, like a time lapse flower. She was sopping wet. I did not take that as the compliment I could have, knowing what showers could lead to.
"Do you taste good?" I asked lightly, removing my finger from inside her.
Her eyes opened. "I, yes. They, they say I taste sweet. I, Swallow, er Shallow said I tasted the best of all of us. No one argued. No one had to be dared to go down on me. They all asked."
I thought that hyperbole. "And some did?"
She smiled and closed her eyes. A tiny tremor ran through her body. "Yes. Yes. Some did." She agreed. "And I enjoyed it." Her eyes opened and directed her lurid challenge at me.
"And the other models?" I asked laying my hands on the insides of her lank thighs. Her slick, smooth skin was hot under my hands.
"Oh god, Joshua, are you going to tease me or fuck me? You don't own me yet. I can still demand a little satisfaction from you, can't I?"
I moved my hands higher. "Shall I get the contract?"
"Don't you need John to sign me over to you?"
I nodded. She was not going to slip easily into this new role but perhaps her apparent resignation demonstrated her capacity for respecting the winner of the game we had played, fair play and excellence and all that. She could not put off who she was. Can any of us?
"What are you going to do with John?" Eve asked again, her voice chirping with a little knurl.
I took that little glitch to indicate her real concern, along with asking the same thing three times. I felt relief knowing that my assessment had been on target.
"You are signing him over to me. I am going to offer him my women. When he fucks them, it goes on your account. Each time he fucks one, you have to fuck me twice more." I smiled. "If he acts behind my back, five or ten will be the factor."
She snorted. "I'll never be free of you. The man loves to fuck and he's been starved for too long. An error I now regret roundly." Her eyes closed. "I am to blame there, I suppose. I thought...oh hell, what does it matter what I thought."
I bent forward and kissed her pussy. Eve groaned. I licked up one side down the other and then divided the lips with my tongue. She did taste sweet!
Eve moaned. "Oh god." Her body shifted, her knees still splayed out wide, laying on the edge of the bed, flanking her open pussy. The taut tendons on the inside of her thighs stood up like guy lines covered with moss. She lifted her head to look down her body at me. "I, if, if John is given that chance, he'll go wild. I, I haven't had sex with him, not really, in nearly two years. He, he is suffering a distinct deficit."
"Not any more." I chuckled. I extended my tongue and touched her at various spots around her crotch till she seized. I zeroed in on that spot and she grunted with satisfaction.
"Yes, there."
I found her little nub of happy flesh. I kissed it, tweaking it with my tongue. Eve keened under me. I sucked it lightly between my lips and she tensed. She arched her back, projecting her pussy up at me. I sucked on her clit and she hissed.
"So good!"
My tongue slashed into her pussy, the syrupy taste of her suffused my senses. I probed into her body. She shivered. One hand appeared on her leg but when I continued probing her pussy with my tongue, she moved it casually to the back of my head.
I rejected the motion, sitting back. Her pussy had smeared my face. I wiped it with the back of my hand. "How did you manage? Have you been having some alone or sharing it behind his back?" I was curious but I could see Eve did not want me to stop kissing and licking her pussy.
Her eyes opened, their grayness intense almost to the point of blanching white. "I, I waited on him."
"You, you knew he was the Rambler?"
She nodded. "From the first. When he took me the first time, god, it was so exciting!"
"Even though you could escape the cuffs?" I didn't wait to hear her answer but bent to her gurgling font again, licking her extravagantly. She grunted, her hips tensed and jerked against my face.
"I, god, I just wanted him to be that guy again, the man who entered the room and entered me without asking. When he is John Sawyer, he is nice and pleasant and polite...but..." She arched under my plundering mouth. Her sweet syrup slathered us both. She bubbled with it, her pussy oozed. "Oh god, Josh! Do that."
I did. She gurgled with pleasure.
"Oh, so long!"
"I am going to give you away to a lot of men." I said coming up for air. For a moment she did not respond. Her eyes opened and regarded me as though waiting for something. "And women." I said, realizing I needed to include that. Her eyes closed again.
I dipped down and kissed along each thigh, grazing through the tuft of hair above her pussy and flicking her clit. She jumped. I fit my mouth on her pussy and sucked, jabbing my tongue deeply into her. I searched inside of her and her hips wriggled, jerking when I touched this or that special spot, before surging against me when I curled up and sought her g-spot. She gurgled with pleasure.
I ate her for several minutes. Though she cooed with pleasure, she did not orgasm. I found I was neither disappointed nor surprised. Eve was wired differently and simple sex would not satisfy her. I sat back. Her body thrummed with the sensations I was drawing out of her nonetheless. Her head was her main sex organ, not her pussy.
"I am going to use you, Eve, for whatever I wish. You understand these terms, right?" I waited.
Finally her eyes opened and she lifted her head, rising up like it was an incredible effort. She looked down her lean body and whispered, "Yes." She lay back. "What, what about John?"
I thought I had answered that but then realized she was asking about the video of him raping Jennifer. Despite her cries to "rape me", it was still a crime. That was her concern.
I got to my feet and bent over the woman and kissed her on the mouth, smearing her lips with her own taste. She licked at it like a cat after being squirted with water. Her eyes opened.
"You have attempted to compromise me. Now you are compromised. I will try to make you refuse me and when you do, you will see what happens." The threat was interwoven in my words: Don't fuck with me.
"Oh god, Joshua, put it in me! Please, no more teasing!"
If anything, the woman seemed to respond positively to my threat. I had an intuition. Jennifer liked to serve and you had to use her to get her service. This woman, what she genuinely sought was domination, domination that left her intact. She wanted to push against me with all her might...and lose. If I hinted at damage, she would fight back and to the death. If I could control her, she would revel in being controlled. She was challenging me.
She must have understood what I did. That I had to keep every woman to the terms of her contract or all of the contracts would become voided. The moment one of them repudiated the contract and refused me, I was done. My task was to balance this passel of pussy while continually adding first one then the next till I had the women of Holdingsfield all kneeling at my feet. I shivered at the thought.
I bent lower and kissed her erect nipple, a hard little nub topping the slight rise of her breast. I licked it with my rough tongue. Eve keened deep in her chest, making her rib cage vibrate. I moved to the other and her hands found my shoulders. She moved me around till I sucked at her nipple. She gasped and convulsed.
I kissed down her lank belly, tight and taut like a wind-stretched sail, hard and pliable. I found her pussy again and licked up and down it. She grunted, her hips bumping up at me at odd times as my tongue traced over the pursed contours of her pussy. It continued to swell and open till I swear I saw light.
"Oh god, Joshua, don't tease me any more." I stabbed my tongue deep into her, swishing around inside her molten body. She groaned and jerked. I looked up her body. Her eyes met mine.
"I, oh god, Joshua I, I want..." she hesitated but then finished the thought, boldly and unequivocally. "I want your cock. I want your cock shoved into me. I want your weight between my legs ramming it into my open body. God, Joshua, don't tease me!"
Her voice twanged with real need. I withdrew my lips from her pussy and sat back. I waited but this time Eve waited with me. I finally put a hand to her side and encircled her body. I lifted her and carried her to the middle of the bed, dragging her back onto it, lying lengthwise as intended. I got between her legs and probed for her pussy. One of her hands snaked between us and took a proprietary hold on my cock. She pulled me up and directed the dripping end to her pussy. She put the head inside her body and lost her coordination.
"Oh god, push it in. Joshua, please, god, please fuck me!"
"I bet you say that to all the boys!" I said through gritted teeth. I resisted the urge to come at that moment, that first luscious moment when I felt her damp softness on my cock. Her hips rose off the bed, enveloping the end of my cock with her pussy. I felt the nibbling pressure encircling my cock as I penetrated her, skinning down the length of my shaft as I plunged down into her.
"Oh, my god, yes!" Eve hissed. "Oh god, I fucking love cock!" Her head whipped from side to side. "God, fuck me, Joshua. Fuck me!"
I loved that approval. I did as instructed. I hammered into her. My ass rose and we slapped together with a sharp crack. She grunted with the impact. I rammed our pubic bones together and, imagining her clit was close by, ground us together. Eve bucked, the final motion impaled her completely on my cock.
I was fucking Eve Covington!



Her knees lifted, her hands held onto my shoulders. She held still, a velvet container for my thrusting cock. I started slowly pulling back and placing my cock gently into her but she seemed nonplussed. She was so slight, so fine-boned I think I feared she would crumple like a ship made of toothpicks struck with a pillow.
I increased speed and force. She banged back at me, grinding up at me as I slammed down into her. No reluctance inhibited her. She fucked me truly and well. She began to pant with me, exhaling as I slammed down into her. Her hips started to raise as I entered her meeting me with her own thrusting. As my pace increased, her hips moved more and more. She hooked her heels on the edge of my waist and used them to accelerate my down strokes. I felt her pulling on me, a tacit plea for greater force. I gave her greater force.
Eve cried out, her body convulsed into a full-blown orgasm the first time I released the Kraken and pounded down into her. She arched under me, then bucked through two or three convulsive climaxes, strung together like dance moves by a hiphop artist. She shook and her head turned away from me. I lay down on her and found her long neck bared, her honey blond hair scattered about her head. I fastened my mouth onto her neck and sucked. She shrieked but did not move. The more I sucked and marked her, the more she screamed, her voice running up the register till she ran out of breath at which point she'd pant for a moment or two before returning to her interrupted shriek.
Her cool was gone, overheated, one might say. Her hips rapped at me from below.
"Tell, tell me how, how, how you'll, you'll use, use me!" Eve panted, her voice gathered around us like a coil of dank smoke.
I was going to say that I'd use her anyway I pleased but some dark intuition told me that specifics would stoke her fire more than vague generalities.
"I, I am going to find a collar for your neck and a little chain. I'll take you for walks around the neighborhood." I panted in her ear. I sucked at it and she jerked under me, her pussy convulsing. "You'll be my pet. You might be nude. I'll ring a doorbell and offer to have you eat her, whoever answers the door." Eve groaned, arching under me, pressing her little tits up at me. I had a moment of amazed satisfaction that I had not pumped the woman full of cum already. She turned her head, her lips finding mine. We kissed carefully while our bodies pulsed together, thrusting cock into pussy or pussy onto cock.
I lifted my head and glanced at the clock. It was barely ten-thirty. I bent to her ear. "I am going to cum in you and then I will go get a woman and have her eat you clean." I whispered.
Her response was immediate. Her pussy clasped down on me and then pulsed, like a beating heart, clinching and releasing, clinching and releasing with a lewd rhythm that you never learn in band. I wondered if it was intentional or excitement. In moments, her pussy pulled me over the lip into the vast vat of delicious ecstasy. I pumped cum into her and she shivered under me, her hips jerking up from time to time to get more of my cock inside of her.
For a few minutes, I lay on her. We both panted together. I held my weight off her with my elbows though that pried my cock more directly into her pussy. She lay looking up at me.
"Go." She whispered. "Go get her!" There was urgency in her voice and command, a tone of command I could learn to use.
I struggled off of the woman and dressed hurriedly. I knew who I would bring to service her.
At Cassie's door I knocked then remembered the bell. After a couple minutes, she opened it, pulling a ratty robe around her body.
"Come with me." I said harshly.
Cassie grinned and nodded. "Let me get dressed."
I glanced down. She had on slippers. That was enough in the mild night. "Now. Like that. You want to taste a woman I just fucked? Now, come with me. I might fuck you while I am it."
Cassie looked frightened then, her eyes grew wide. I pulled her out of the door by the elbow. For the first few steps, she stumbled along but finally got her feet under her, she twisted in my grasp. "Who? Not...not her. Not like this!"
I shook my head. "Practice." I said, "practice."
Cassie nodded, her greatest fear alleviated. When we turned up the Sawyer's walk, I felt her tense.
"Oh god, you can't be serious? Eve Covington?" She shivered.
We entered the front door and started up the stairs.
"I, I can't!" Cassie whispered. "What if I do it wrong?"
I grinned, inspired by Cassie's tits. "Then I'll have her show you how, on you. There are lots of ways to learn. If she complains, I'll have you sit on her face and she can put her tongue where your cunt is."
I dragged her the rest of the way up the stairs. At the door to Eve's bedroom, Cassie stopped, like she'd been turned to salt.
Eve had not moved. She lay just as I left her, legs akimbo, pussy gurgling with milky cum and her own clearer fluid. The erotic mixture bubbled on her swollen pussy lips, clearly visible through the glint of her fine, honey-colored pussy hair. I pulled Cassie into the room.
"Eat her. Taste her." I growled.
Eve regarded us with her usual cool, the heat having dissipated while I was gone. Her eyes flashed when she saw Cassie. I peeled the ratty robe off of Cassie's slender shoulders. She wore an equally ratty tee shirt which she immediately lifted off her body. She stood before us in only panties and slippers. I got behind her and pushed her to the foot of the bed. I left her and pulled Eve around so her pussy pointed at Cassie.
"Eat her. If you make her come, I'll, I'll reward you." I mumbled, out of specifics for the moment.
Cassie required no further instructions but she offered some anyway.
"Make her feel good. Do what you would like someone to do to you." She whispered to herself as she bent over the other woman. She tried to kneel but I kept her ass plastered against my still hard cock. It forced her to bend from the waist and crook her neck awkwardly. She did not seem to notice, bending her head easily to fasten her lips to Eve's bubbling pussy.
Eve flinched and then moaned, eyes fluttering.
I got the distinct feeling that there was chagrin in that groan, her cool pierced by Cassie's eager tongue.
"Oh, god." Eve managed as her body responded. The heat came back like a whirlwind returning to an oasis in the desert. Her hips rose slowly but surely off the bed, aided by Cassie's hands lifting her, hands on her lithe ass. Cassie cupped Eve's ass, holding it against her face like she was lifting a half of watermelon to her mouth. Cassie ate Eve with gusto.
I released one hand from around Cassie and fumbled with my belt, finally opening my pants and baring my smeared cock. I pulled Cassie's panties aside and fingered her between the legs, my cock bobbing along the outside of her hip. She knew what was next.
Her pussy was damp. I fingered her till the first trickle of response appeared. She lifted her head and twisted round to look at me, eyes glazed with lust. I put a finger into her more deeply and found the source. She gurgled for a moment and then dove back into Eve's pussy. I touched the head of my cock to Cassie's pussy and pushed it inside of her. Cassie lifted her head and cried out, something unintelligible and then realizing she had an audience, she repeated herself using actual language.
"He, he's fucking me now!" She cried. I watched Eve's hands find Cassie's head and push it back down between her legs. Eve's hips rose to meet the other woman's mouth, as much as they could with her legs dangling off the edge of the bed. Cassie resumed eating the other woman as my cock slid into her, surely a heroic feat of coordination and concentration, on her part, I mean. Her hips were twitching as my cock slid into her and her head bobbed as she ate Eve. Her body welcomed me with streamers of pleasure that shot around us, blinding me with the erotic thrill of it. I had a flash that I had fucked Eve Covington and I hammered into Cassie just from the buzz that created in me.
I pulled out of Cassie and walked around the bed. Eve twisted to watch me and then waited as I got onto the side of the bed beyond the top of her head. Her hands left Cassie to her own devices and sought and found me. All Eve could do was track my slow motion over the bed till my cock appeared above her forehead. She cocked her head up and opened her mouth. Great fucking minds think alike! On the other hand, her immediate compliance with my intent ran a new thrill through me. My god, had I actually claimed Eve, body and soul? I resolved to test that thesis thoroughly and the thrill of that resolve roared through me like a storm.
Her lips found the dripping end of my cock, lately surrounded by Cassie's eager pussy so still coated and dripping with her excitement. Eve licked my cock, she kissed the head, she sucked it into her mouth. Her tongue shot out over and over again, cleaning my shaft, tasting like a snake smells but with more contact. Once it was clean, she fastened onto the part she could easily reach and sucked contentedly on it till Cassie's mouth did something between her legs and she jerked again. Her mouth yawned around my cock as she gasped, eyes tightly clinched closed.
I pushed deep into Eve's sucking mouth. I pulled free of it immediately and hovered over her or a moment. I got off the bed and moved around behind Cassie. Cassie widened her stance and straightened, presenting her ass to me. I pulled her panties down her legs this time. I placed the head of my cock to her pussy and pushed. My cock plunged into her with a wet slurp. Her body tensed and then she rammed her ass back, mounting herself on my cock.
"Oh god, yes, fuck her!" Eve mumbled from her vantage point, staring over Cassie's back as I rammed into her from behind.
I gripped Cassie by the waist and pumped cock into her as deep and as fast as I could. The slick goodness caressed my cock and I felt her body around me, coating me with the smooth wonder that is pussy. Cassie grunted through a tame orgasm. I pulled out of her. I went to the bed and crawled onto it once more. Eve opened her eyes and regarded me much like a lioness regards a fawn nibbling a fresh flower within striking distance. I approached Eve's parted lips and offered my cock once more to her.
Eve cleaned and sucked me again. Back to Cassie's ass, inside Cassie's pussy, back to Eve to suck and lick me clean. A dozen times I moved between the two women, attenuating my orgasm, teasing myself with the pleasure of both women while Eve thrashed through a dozen orgasm of all descriptions. Finally, I pulled Cassie from Eve's pussy. I lay her down the right way on the bed, Eve's head right at her hips. I fucked Cassie, hard and fast. Between her legs, I thrust into her. She grunted and opened up for me, widening her legs as I plunged down the layers of her pussy till I was locked inside her. She groaned and groaned, her head wagged back and forth, her arms up beside her head. I rose and slammed into her. She howled.
She cavorted into a violent orgasm immediately, her cries spangling the room while I pounded down into her. I came as she came, the fabled concurrent orgasm. I felt her pleasure washing through her even as mine flashed through me. She grunted and came, grunted and came while I pumped hot gouts of cum into her.
The cataclysm passed. We lay together, conjuncted by cock and pussy, for several minutes. I pulled free of her pussy and walked around the bed. I turned Eve onto the bed so her head dangled off the edge. I fed her my cock. Eve sucked and slurped and licked my cock, replete with come and approval. I watched my cock pulse past her luscious lips and into her lean throat, furrowing her throat deeply. I held her head and fucked her till she gagged. I withdrew. Her eyes opened, glazed and bleary. Her legs lay over Cassie on the other side of the bed. Her hand touched my thigh and nudged me closer. She sucked my cock into her mouth again, head tipped back. Her hand pulled me against her canted face, filling her mouth once more with cock. She moaned around and the vibration nearly unhinged me.
For a moment, I thought of extending this encounter but glanced at the clock and realized John might arrive at any time. I gestured to Cassie to leave. She nodded and rose. Her face glistened with her pleasure, her eyes alight. She slipped on slippers and robe, picked up her panties and tee, and walked over to me. She kissed me.
"I am really yours, now." She whispered. "I think she came. I can eat a woman and make her come!" She sounded so pleased. "I may need your cock in me for inspiration, though!"
She left me like that, my cock in Eve's mouth, brimming with inspiration and pride.
We heard the front door bang closed. Eve backed my cock out of her throat and mouth. She stared up at me, then she closed her eyes tightly.
"Goddamn you, Gale, fuck me, will you? Please, put this in my vagina. I want it, god knows I do. She, god, I came and god, just fuck me, please."
I did not have her contract yet, not signed, so I could comply and not confuse her into thinking she could call for my services and get them for free. I crawled onto the bed and dragged her to the center, still warm from Cassie's presence. Eve's hands maneuvered me into position between her spread legs. She shuddered and caressed me with her knees, silently pleading for what she knew I was going to give her. Her delicate hands held my cock like it was made of spun sugar, a sentiment her pussy did not duplicate. Once fitted to the maw of her body, Eve lay her hands carefully on the flank of each hip and pulled me down, directing me to press into her but without enough force to motivate a gopher down its hole.
I complied, feeling the direction in her movements, the subtle control she wielded as unconsciously as the sun rose. She was a well-lubricated force of nature. Who was I to resist mother nature? I wanted to fuck mother nature, so I let Eve ease me down into her body. She was slick, slick and hot. I felt the fever in her flesh, flaming tentacles of passion that entangled me and pulled me lower, and lower and lower till I was rooted deep inside her lithe body. For such a slight woman, she seemed bottomless and ripe for the plunder.
Eve locked her ankles around the small of my back and groaned. Her hips popped under me a couple times as she ground us together, swishing my cock around inside of her till she touched the spongy end to that one little corner that made her scream.
She screamed.
"Fuck me!"
Her voice reverberated around us, like an aura made real enough to rearrange furniture. She was fucking Wonder Girl! Well, technically, I was fucking Wonder Girl and she was screaming her head off.
The orgasm ravaged her. Her legs locked and she seemed unable to release them. Her pussy writhed around me, twitching and clinching with constant motion that massaged and stimulated me. What reluctance remained in my cock dissipated. I rose up and hammered Eve down into the bed, ramming her full of cock. The bed gave a little and then rebounded, smacking Eve back onto my cock harder and deeper, leaving her more fully penetrated, more completely filled, more completely fucked. Her body bucked with the orgasm. She cycled through this many times. Each time, just when I thought it was passing, Eve would grind up at me or clinch her legs and ram my cock deep into her again. The orgasm would resume, her screams deafened me.
She abandoned all hope once I entered her. Her fantasy that sex was a tool to be wielded to get her way in life shriveled in the sexual inferno that rose around her. I crouched over her but she clung to me, all arms and legs, impaling herself on my cock. Even when I got to my knees and raised her off the bed, she held on, even rapping her pussy up against me with the incredible wiry strength of her model's legs. I thought she'd tire before I did but no, she fucked my cock suspended under me till my arms gave out and I dropped us onto the bed once more. She cried out with the penetration, struggling for breath as I surrendered to the pulsating compulsion lancing into her. I fucked her and hard.
She was gasping for air when I heard the front door open and then slam shut.
John's voice came up to us, seeming to echo in the damp silence left in the lee of Eve's cathartic cries.
"John's here." I whispered. I shook my ass. Her legs tightened. "Don't you want to let me go?"
For a moment she stared up at me. We heard the clump, clump, clump of footfalls on the stairs. She blinked and in a final beguiling act, she pulled with her arms, lifting her body off the bed and she pecked me on the lips. It was a childlike kiss, as though reassuring a dubious parent. Then she released me. The moment caught me by surprise and left me crouched over her still when John arrived in the bedroom.
"Jesus Christ! What is going on here?" His voice sounded tight and angry.
His tone struck the right note and I lifted my head, jerking my gaze from Eve's eyes fixed on me. I got off of her and off the bed.
"Goddamn you, Gale! Did you...?"
"John. No." Eve said from the bed. Her gentle voice, rattling a little from over use and unnatural stress silenced him, impressively demonstrating who wore the pants in the room.
I had set the computer on the vanity and set the video to the moment he took off his mask and proceeded to fuck my sex object. I tapped the touchpad and the movie started.
No one, hearing the sound with it could look away. Jennifer's moans were unmistakably sexual, undeniably aroused, irresistibly compelling. It mesmerized John as it had Eve earlier. He watched till he first entered Jennifer and she quaked with her first orgasm, bound and blindfolded, her body thrashing through the pleasure of his penetration. He took a step and I, nude, my dick dripping his wife's and my cum on the carpet, I stepped out of his way.
He watched for another minute and then he tapped the touchpad himself. He turned around. His face crinkled into a mosaic of misery.
"Oh god." He grunted, the syllables sounding like a prehensile revelation. "We're finished." He muttered.
I felt and heard Eve leave the bed. She wafted over to us, a draught of amorous smoke. Somehow she had pulled the diaphanous gown on once more, or more time had passed than I had marked.
"Yes, John. You have done us in. Me in." She clipped a hand into the crook of my elbow. "I'll sign. Now. While he watches. I want him to realize that he surrendered me to you because he couldn't keep his goddamn dick out of Jennifer Simpson!"
I wanted something to cover my cock. Despite the yowling atmosphere in that bedroom and the cloying smell of female orgasm and male cum, my cock was perfectly diamond hard. I could have cut glass.
I looked at John, not sure if my eyes were hard or should have been. It was ungentlemanly of me to crow but I could not help it.
"She's mine now." I muttered, a guttural invocation that made it official. I found the portfolio and took out the two contracts.
I laid them at different ends of the vanity. Unlike the other contracts, these were separate and different. They assigned different things to each. I owned John as surely as I owned Eve. That, that was the coup de grace. That was my final stroke of genius that would finally mount Eve on my trophy room wall where I could mount her anytime I liked and she would not merely comply but beg for it. That was what I wanted from her, not just surrender but that lust that makes us helpless, completely addicted to the promise of pleasure. I thought the contracts would be the first step in a long, complicated journey to getting just that.
Eve fucked me up.
She moved immediately to the end of the vanity, flipped to the end of the contract and then looked up. "I need a pen." She said, her voice as normal as if I wasn't naked and cum wasn't drooping down the planes of her inner thighs.



"I'll get one." John stuttered and disappeared.
"Don't you think you should read it?" I asked.
Instead of saying something about trusting me or actually sitting down to read it, she just shrugged. "Why? Would it change anything? He fucked her. He fucked us. Now you get what you want."
She had no idea. My god, if she didn't read the fine print heaven would fall and the stones would rejoice! I waited.
Eve did not move until John returned. She took the pen, signed where I had the post-its marking the spots and flopped it closed. She handed it to me.
I was still nude so this was a new business moment in my professional life. My cock felt two sizes bigger though. It was all I could do not to toss her on the bed and ram it into her again. I didn't but god that was the movie playing on the inside of my eyes.
"Sign it, John." Eve said, her voice even, calm like glass.
"Where do I sign?" He mumbled.
I was gobsmacked. I never in a million years thought she would sign my contract without reading it. I needed John to sign his. Then we'd see what we'd see. I held my breath, only expelling it once he was done and extended it to me.
"You should have read the fine print." I said, my eyes on Eve. Hers shifted to mine and suddenly her mind caught up with her despairing heart and and pulled it to heel. It had been galloping heedlessly for the distant horizon in its last frantic fit of freedom, lathered by the last untethered moments before she felt the collar of subjugation settle onto her neck and bind her onto her back, her legs open and waiting. She was horrified to find she wanted that so badly and terrified of what that meant.
For a moment Eve stared at me but then she closed her eyes, nodded once and opened them, glaring right at me but not really seeing me. She shook and twitched then and moved over to the bed and lay down, leaving the nightgown draped on her body. She opened her legs and moved gauzy fabric aside, exposing her pussy to John and me both. Her hips pulsed up once. Cum bubbled out of her pussy. She lay back, eyes on the ceiling. She waited to be mounted.
Clearly she expected me to fuck her while John watched, horrified at what he had lost with his one heedless fuck in my house. She thought she understood and the depth of her arrogance took away my breath. She wanted to make it clear that John's lack of self-control had ruined everything again and she would pay the price and then he would owe her forever after.
Oh, not so, my dear Eve. Not so. I wanted to speak the words out loud but left them shivering in my conscious mind, far from my nattering lips.
I nearly smiled. I loved fucking with arrogance, collaring it and then dragging or leading it to its boundaries and showing it that the world goes on quite a ways beyond those limits. Eve was about to peer into the limitless expanse of the world beyond her own ego. I felt elated. Finally.
I shook my head. "You really should have read the contracts." I said softly again. God, I felt guilty! I was getting a virgin's chastity for a piece of bubble gum!
"What do you mean?" John said. "The contracts are all the same, aren't they?" He looked at Eve. "She's seen them, the others, I mean. They're the same, as ours I mean?"
I did smile then. I kept it friendly because I liked John and had a use for him. I didn't smirk but only with conscious resistance to the temptation. That was the natural inclination.
"No. Not the same. Usually the man just signs over his wife and agrees not to fuck her, with penalties if he does, that he has to pay. Yours, yours is a little different. You..." I hesitated, realizing I hadn't explained the contract quite right. "The others I made them read that the unlucky husband could not fuck wife or any of the other women in my little harem. If he did, it goes on her account. The greater the debt, the more it adds. Much more so if it is his wife he fucks.
"I have a confession to make. I started down this road without really understanding how much fucking is required to fuck off a hundred thousand dollars. I just never did the spreadsheet. Frankly I was thinking of getting the contracts signed, not the proceeds once I had them in hand. When I finally looked at it, I realized I had no way to recover my money by fucking these women of Holdingsfield. I couldn't do it. It is physically impossible unless that is all I do every day."
I grinned. I looked at John. "I decided I needed help. Until you robbed me of Jennifer, I planned to bring you in and have you help me fuck these women out of debt. Not now. No, your contract...I'll get you both copies...your contract, John, says you can fuck any of the women I have under contract, at your discretion, whenever you like and it will count for them as if they had fucked me. They will all want to fuck you but...but it goes on Eve's account. Every time. I am amending the other contracts to reflect that. They can work their debt off fucking you, which, I understand, many of them would have done for free. Literally." I sobered, not wanting to gloat or to appear malicious. I turned to look at Eve.
"You, you fuck whoever I tell you to, whenever I tell you, wherever and however I tell you to. So long as you do that, time will come off the contract, the equation is in the fine print. As soon as you fuck someone else, though, the clock stops. Until it starts again, whatever you do, that's on you and adds to your contract. The time adds to your contract."
I gestured at her. "She's all yours, John. Its in your contract. Fuck her as much as you like. Every time you do, it goes on her account. That is, every time you fuck her, I get to fuck her two more times. The more you fuck her, the longer I get to keep her. Do or don't, its entirely up to you. But you have to fuck my women to get out from under this contract and until you do, she is mine. Even if she fucked her total down to zero, I'd still own her, so long as I own you. You fuck her and your part of the contract goes down double for the rest."
I had been looking at John so I only heard the harsh swish as Eve launched herself past me at John.
"You chicken fucking dog fucker! You did this to get me. This was all your fucking doing, goddamn you, you fucking motherfucker!" She flailed at him. John merely lifted his hands to protect his eyes. She beat at him. Hard.
I moved behind her and gripped her by the wrists and pulled Eve away from her husband. She struggled against me. I restrained her. She finally ceased, panting, her hair a tangle over her face. She regained her breath and resumed struggling.
"That's enough." I growled but still she struggled to escape. It was like fighting with a slinky. It felt like I held onto liquid, like wrestling with a waterfall. I got my hands around her spindly forearms and held her tight, bending them behind her. She seemed to have slack enough to fight me till I had crossed her elbows behind her back, holding her wrists out beyond the opposite sides of her body, behind her. Her back creased and she went still, her body stressed by my hold on her.
I looked at John. He had one long scarlet streak down his right cheek, running from just below the eyes down to the line of his jaw. "You okay?"
He nodded mutely. Dumbly.
"I want to give her something she may never have had." I stopped but neither Sawyer spoke into the silence. "I want her double penetrated. You and me, John, one in the ass, the other in her pussy. I, god, I never did that before but, you know, if I was a woman, I'd at least want to try it once."
Eve struggled against me. She felt like an unstrung bow suddenly bending to be heavily strung.
"Which do you want? Ass or pussy?"
John looked like I'd offered to suck his cock. The mixture of principle and temptation played with his expression. I was a little put off by the feeling of flattery I got in that moment.
"Just her." I said. "I don't do guys. If you are thinking..."
"Me neither. Pussy." John muttered, his eyes tight little bullet holes in the fabric of reality.
Eve shuddered like she was starting a whole new seizure.
John looked away from his wife, finding me and his eyes widened. "God, but that means you get her ass!"
I nodded. "Don't worry, John, that is an inexhaustible resource!"
He grinned and Eve struggled in my evil clutches. It was time to settle that aspect of the situation.
"We all know those contracts are not enforceable. Keep them, break them, I don't much care but know this. I'll own this house when I am done and part of the contract is that you get to stay here, rent free. You buy your food from the money I give you and I cure your pending default. In exchange I get you, Eve, and John too, to use sexually as I wish. I don't do dick so that is not really an issue but I like the idea of handing you off to some fetching woman to fuck when I best not chase her, whatever the reason."
Eve struggled, not to get loose but to communicate chagrin and a sort of sexual angst. In the space of about three hours, she had gone from thinking she had a fool proof escape plan from my little shop of whores to becoming a prime piece of meat in my pussy parade. She knew, she felt it, it roiled in her like a snake in a balloon.
I pulled her close, my cock poked her and she stilled. She then pressed against me.
"Eve, John called pussy. I want you to undress him, suck him and fuck him. I get your ass."
She stilled. She stiffened, inspired by Mr. Happy, I am sure.
"No." She spat. "No. I fuck him and what? You, you make me fuck you twice over? It's, it's unfair. Goddammit, Joshua I won't do it."
I released her. "Then leave. Pack what you can carry and leave. I hope you have cash because I'll have your overdrawn credit cards...no. I am not going to force you to do anything you don't want to do. I will leave, though. Tear up the contracts and tomorrow, I'll have your house and I'll move in a woman who will fuck him. He can go with you or stay. John, if you stay, I promise I'll find you a woman who will mount you like you are a mink stole." I shook my head. "So, run back home to Daddy or go stay with Swallow or one of your other friends. Go back to modeling. Get on with your life, Mrs. Sawyer, or is it Ms. Covington? All I am asking is for you to have sex with your husband, and you refuse? Isn't that a little much?"
"He fucked that woman."
My voice lowered. "He raped her, and, you know what, she liked it. She, it rattled her that she came so hard like that, tied and blindfolded, she was ashamed of herself. But he did do that and some time, some where, I will avenge that little bit of pretty larceny."
I hesitated, realizing I had a bit of damage at hand I could use to hurt them both. I looked at John and found him staring at me like he knew what I was thinking. Jennifer was not the only trespass his guilt included. I could hardly hold him fully to account for taking the liberties Mrs. Grayson offered him but I doubted that Eve would be so understanding. Like a good attorney, though, I refused to take that step without knowing what would happen and I had no clue what Eve would do, how she would respond when she discovered that I had already given her husband away...which overstates my involvement. Still. I think the restraint on her husband's fucking was broken and the video proved it. That power she had over him was no more and she knew it. The monstrous reality was falling about her, cloying and inescapable. She was smart, but it was a vast sea change in her world and it was taking time to grasp the enormity of it. It was performance art of the highest order. I felt proud, proud but not complacent. Eve Covington was a slight bit of stuff containing a formidable women. I looked at Eve. She seemed beset by the collage of erotic possibilities and implications without fully understanding the full import or meaning.
At that moment the fucking light went on and I understood something I'd missed. Eve Covington simply wanted control of John Sawyer and it did not matter if it entailed fucking him or not. Fuck, don't fuck, it was the same to her. He represented a wild sexual being and she had domesticated him completely. That hold was broken. A sharp chill ran up the back of my neck like a breeze ruffling a hospital gown. That desire to control the most primal sexual hunter in the wild could easily be transferred to me. I had to direct that urge without destroying it while ultimately frustrating and resisting it in all the forms she chose to express it. She had wanted John to subjugate her but not break her, to collide with her sexual demands and satisfy them without breaking her will. She had to retain the will to pleasure but surrender the will to power. I saw the challenge there, the promise too. I understood the situation and my cock got really hard.
The silence had stretched and no one moved. Eve lay with her legs wide, a pose inviting a good rogering.
"So? What will it be? Go or stay. Shall I go or shall I stay?" I said into the frigid silence.
Eve seemed to be reviewing what I had said. Her eyes got flat gray and focused far away, in a galaxy a long time ago. She turned her head and looked at me. "If I stay..."
I waved a had to cut her off. "You already signed the contract. The negotiation is over. The only thing to decide, for you to decide is if you keep the contract or not. That's the issue." I couldn't help it. I grinned then, a supercilious, raffish grin. "You really, really should have read the contracts before you signed them." I so wanted to aver that I did not think they would do that, agree to my terms without negotiations but left that alone. I realized I think, that they both wanted what I was offering and all that remained was to integrate that, or not. Neither seemed inclined to accept their own desires in the matter or what it meant to them, together or separately.
Eve regarded me for a moment, staring at me with those flat eyes that suddenly flared to life. Her head turned to look at John and then they came back to me.
"I'll do it. Whatever you tell me, I'll do it. You want to be my master, fine. Command me and I'll do it. I am worn out with fighting for my place in life, trying to keep this dick out of my cunt and that one out of my ear and the other one out of my mouth. You want Eve Covington mounted on your cock like a hood ornament, fine! Fine! But goddammit, Joshua, I am going to come and come and come till I am a puddle of cum pudding. If you fail, I quit!"
"Wouldn't have it any other way!" I said, a little thrilled at her words. I was inhaling to give the command, to repeat the command but she moved towards the bath, one step then returned to John and unbuckled his pants.
"Are you clean?"
He looked over at me. "I need a shower."
"As do I. May I shower and, and then I'll, I'll, you, you both can fuck me between you. I'll have you both in me. Two cocks." Eve seemed unhinged by the statement. The resolution in her limbs vanished and she trembled, whether form fear or anticipation was not clear.
I nodded. The married couple disappeared to different showers. I stood there, scales forming on my still hard cock. I sought out and found a third guest shower and equaled their toilet. I returned to the room to find John sitting on the bed, nude, with his wife kneeling between his legs, sucking ravenously on his cock. Her head bobbed so violently that her hair seemed to float around her, twitching like the tails of a cattail whip constantly in motion.
I appeared at the door just John began to hyperventilate. His body lurched and he fell back onto his hands. His hips pumped up a couple times. Eve's head descended and she sucked him deep into her lean throat. From my perspective, I could see nothing but her back and the wild mane of wet hair down her shoulders. I stepped into the room and moved to the side.
John grunted and his hips jerked up, then he pumped a dozen times. I heard Eve swallow over and over, big gulping swallows that I could clearly see on the side of her throat. His cock formed a swell in her neck and her neck worked as he thrust up and into her mouth. I remembered the feeling and my lounging cock got off the bench and got ready to get into the game, that is, into Eve.
When they finished, John moaned, gripped her by the hair and pulled her off his cock with a wet, sloppy pop.
"God, I have told you a million times, let me go after I come! I am so sensitive...god!" He curled up into a ball on the bed. Eve sat on her knees and heels.
"You are so sensitive!" She trilled, mocking him.
I cleared my throat.
Eve looked over and when she spied me at the doorway, her face transformed from the snarl into terror.
I chuckled. "I don't think you understand your situation, Eve. John, he is going to have a lot to say about whether you get out from under this debt or not. I am happy to see you sucking his cock but...." I tailed off. I did not think telling her whom she needed to respect or not respect made sense. Respect is like taste. You either like the taste or you don't. You know, and no one can argue with you about whether you like the taste or not. They have no say.
"Eve, have you ever had a cock in your ass before?"
She could not help herself, the utter disdain in her expression made her voice redundant. "No one ever dared offer it." She said.
"I am. Offering. Take it or leave it. I wanted to let you experience two men. If you don't want that, we'll go have another go at Mrs. Angorra."
Eve's expression changed again; it got harder, more determined.
Jews and Quakers, I thought, she is competitive! She has been barking all of her life and never had to actually bite anyone. And she wanted to! She wanted to get down and dirty and no one ever dared challenge her. Her easy sexual success ruined her sexually. I am pretty sure that is an actual irony.
The thoughts raced through my head. My cock got hard. I dropped the towel from around my waist. "Then came you." I said softly, giving the words to her to think, wondering if she herself understood the coiled ambition that moved her to do what she did. She seemed so reserved, it is always tempting to think such quiet, careful people are reflective but sometimes, they are just empty and uninteresting or calculating and external without being expressive. Eve, I thought, was the latter, not the former.
She looked back at John. "Now? I'll, I'll suck you again and mount you." She looked back at me, at my cock which was at about eye level. "There is a bottle of good lube in the bath. Touch Noir, its called."
John rolled over. His cock lolled to the side. Eve crawled onto the bed, splayed his legs and crouched between them. She tilted his cock up, kissed the end. John convulsed but lay back. Eve pressed her mouth down his cock. She mewled. John groaned.
I sauntered into the bath, my cock bobbing before me like an unstable flag pole. I rummaged and found the Black Touch bottle and tested it, rubbing a little onto my palm and then touched it carefully to my cock. The smell was nice, fresh and inviting. The feel was even better.
"Oh god." John growled from behind me.
I carried the bottle into the bedroom to find Eve mounting her husband. John lay flat on the bed.
"Pillows. Under his ass. It'll work better if you are riding downhill. For me anyway." I said.
We arranged things and Eve got astride John's arched body once more. She positioned his cock between her legs and pitched forwards. She groaned as the cock slid into her.
John lay looking up at her but her head was bowed. Her hair had dried, likely from the incredible heat emanating from them. It had regained its honey color and fell over her face, hiding the emotions bubbling there. She lifted her ass and dropped it, lifted it and dropped it and suddenly her body acknowledged her right to make it do certain things and inside, she released and she fell down onto his cock till they were pubic bone to pubic bone. She tipped forward, looking down at John. Her hair fell over them, like a wash of sunlight intruding into a falling rain, making it visible and obscuring all that was beyond it. The couple looked like an erotic work of art, conjoined and blending into a whirl of incredible and mutual pleasure.



I got onto the bed and positioned myself over John's legs. Eve seemed to have forgotten our original intent and was bobbing up and down on John's cock again, this time it was her ass doing the bobbing. I put out a hand and rested it on the straining plane of her back. She slowed and then stopped. They were both panting.
"Hold that position, Eve, while I smooth the way."
John chuckled. She grunted and her ass flexed, dimpling. John's chuckle died a guillotine death and he groaned, a sternum splitting sound that echoed as his body lurched under the woman mounted over him.
I got some lube on a finger and touched it to her tight little sphincter. She hitched a little.
"God, do that again. She, god, do that again!" John muttered, his voice tense like a guy wire.
I smeared her little asshole with lube and then pressed against it. Nothing. Not even a little give.
"She seems a little tense, see if you can relax her a little, John."
"How do you propose I do that?" He asked. Then, as though answering his own question, he grasped her lean hips, lifted her and then jammed her down onto his cock. Eve grunted. He did it again, and again. The third time, he stopped. I pushed at her ass hole and the tip of my finger penetrated the entrance.
I pulled it out and added lube. This time, I got the tip of my finger inside of her. She was hot and tight, firm like cold clay but not cold at all. She seemed to seethe but with resolve that resisted my finger. More lube, more finger. A few minutes of this and I had my index finger completely buried inside Eve's ass.
She did not make a sound. Whatever occurred inside of her seemed to communicate directly to John, via her tightly clamped pussy. John kept up a running commentary about the effect having my finger in her ass was having on her pussy's accommodation of his cock.
"Oh, god, Eve, honey I didn't know you could do that. My god, you are chewing my cock, like you're an old lady with no teeth. Goddamn your cunt is locked down on my cock, I doubt I could get it out without a crowbar. If I just pulled out, I bet you'd fly around the room backwards until you were just a shriveled flap of Evie skin!"
I pumped my finger in and out of her ass a few times. She was so tight, so resistant, I hesitated.
"If you're looking for my prostate, I am a woman, asshole." Eve growled at me, twisting to look up her own back at me. "You going to finger paint or fuck me?"
"How's it feel? Having a cock in you from the front and one in the back?" John asked, I thought, hopefully.
"I don't know yet, now do I?" She returned. "What don't you understand about finger and cock? They are different."
All the acid wit she kept tucked behind her cool exterior seems to have been released. Her voice was strained, like she was lifting something. I lubed up the finger and jammed more of it into her interior.
"God!" She breathed. "I, god, please, just, just, oh god, just fuck me. Okay! I'm, I'm slick enough. I think I could sit on a baseball bat and make it disappear."
"It just feels like that." John assured her.
"Hardly. It feels like a pencil, like he is putting a condom on a pencil. I need something to stretch those limits you mentioned."
I wasn't sure what limits I had mentioned but I decided she was right. She was hardly loose but my finger ran into her and out of her easily, or at least more easily than when I started. The lube was doing its job. I didn't really think that she'd relaxed much at all. Challenge or anticipation made me shiver with adrenaline, imagining her ass surrounding my cock.
I slathered lube on my cock gripped her ass, peeled her open and positioned my cock at her orifice. I felt her tense. I rebalanced my weight, a trick on the bed, and pulled her up and slammed her down onto John's cock again. She groaned from deep in the recesses of her luminescent being. The light seemed to stream out of her. I pushed my cock against her asshole and the head encountered her. For a moment, it was force against resistance.
Eve groaned and opened. My cock slid in a couple inches before she clutched up and resisted again. I pushed into her, pressing deeper, pulling back and pressing deeper. I held her by the hips, her slender body seemed impossibly small, too small to contain the two cocks penetrating her. I pulled back and rammed forward. She convulsed, gasping and quaking.
"Oh, oh, oh god, come, come, coming!" She shrieked.
Her cries from earlier were mere peeps compared to the full-throated howls that emanated from the slender woman. She shook but being slight and pinned between two men, she did little but tremble. Her body made little micro motions that became tremors inside her. The tight, slick pressure of her ass around my cock blinded me. I clinched my eyes closed and drilled into her ass as far as I could go. I felt her ass tense but it was too late. I was in her and then I lost my balance. I did not want to fall back and pull out of her with no control so I had to fall forward.
I did, pinning Eve between John and I. She groaned. John grunted. My weight ground my cock deep into her and then settled onto her. Underneath, John bucked against her, ramming her from below while I lay on her. Her body rippled and pulled, grinding and writhing. My cock was so completely contained in her ass, the sensation emanated out from there, running over my skin like a surface charge. I came. I gushed like a fire hose, not even pumping, just pulsing loads of cum into her ass. I opened my eyes to see her back rippling, as though she had no spine. I felt the motion around my cock but it was John she was fucking.
"Oh, Eve, darling, I, I, I'm coming!" He cried out tightly. Our combined weight rested on his abdomen and chest. Eve's body shivered between us. Little tremors ran up and back, making her insides vibrate. How that was possible I have no idea. I felt her shivering with ecstasy.
Her voice appeared, sounding like it was floating around me.
"Goddamn you, Joshua Gale, I, I am coming again. Again. Twice. Oh, oh, oh, again! My, my, god, I'll, I'll again, I'll be, be your slave for life. I, never, never would have done this but, god, I am twice filled, filled with caw, caw, cock. I came, oh god coming, come, coming again!" Her voice turned into a stream of consciousness culminating in little peaks of pleasure that gurgled out of her. She shuddered, shaking with the thrill of being double penetrated.
While she gabbled, I pumped cum into her ass. The eruption passed and I struggled to regain my balance. I pulled out of her ass and tottered awkwardly off the bed. I did not even clean up. I got dressed and wobbled home. I was just opening my door when my phone rang. The fresh air had cleared my head though I was still tingling with the sensations of Eve.
"Joshua? It's Jennifer. I, I am coming back tomorrow."
"Hi, Mrs. Simpson. Nice to hear from you. Did you have a nice time?"
She giggled. "Virgins are so enthusiastic." She stopped giggling. "Yes, yes I had a wonderful time. He is such a dear. You know, Mr. Gale, I think I like teaching young men to fuck."
I smiled at that thought. "See you tomorrow. Take a car from the airport. I have the feeling I'll be busy. If I'm not home, make yourself at home. Again. We'll talk when I get in."
I had been pondering my new acquisition and well, I had a plan, an idea really to tell me what had become of Eve and if she was as compliant as she let on. I wanted to plumb her mysteries and see what I could see.
Sleep came easily and I woke late, later than usual. I got up, showered, and drove out to shop. I discovered the place I needed to visit was not open till ten so I got breakfast at a swanky joint that was calm, quiet and empty at eight-thirty. The stiff-backed waiter treated me with some disdain since I just threw on jeans, a tee, and sneakers. I looked like a poor college kid.
My phone rang. I'd put her into my phone and seeing Victoria's name come up gave me a rush.
"Joshua, where are you? I've been ringing your bell for ten minutes."
"I'm out." I said.
"Where, I want to see you before I leave."
"Your son has had enough?"
The woman laughed. "Where are you? Can I join you? I'll buy you breakfast."
I told her where I was, The First Supper, and she said she had a very smart GPS that she had made friends with and would see me soon. After she hung up I sat there sipping coffee and wondered why I felt so thrilled. Was it what I was contemplating for Eve or because Victoria was joining me for breakfast? I decided both were likely, even logical and choosing was an artificial stricture that made no sense. They were both thrilling things and they stacked thrills, why choose when you don't have to?
I wanted to get a pair of lace up sleeves that would fit Eve's thin arms. If I was going to bind her, I needed to use something that would restrain a double-jointed woman. I knew just the thing and wondered if Victoria would go with me to a skin shop.
She arrived and her presence eradicated the issue. She had a plane to catch at one. We ordered and she sat forward, cupping her chin in her hands in a curiously casual pose that did not match her usual, formal demeanor.
"So, Joshua, what are you going to do about Mr. and Mrs. Sawyer?"
I blinked and realized I had not confided in her. "It's done. They signed last night."
Victoria looked positively shocked. "Oh." She said finally, the lilting burr in her tone begged for an explanation but I offered none. She regarded me coolly for a moment then turned her eyes to her coffee.
She shook her head. "You're jealous." She said finally.
My god, she was right! The realization startled me, like finding my fly unzipped after getting shot down asking a beautiful woman to dance. I nodded. "My god, you are right. I, I didn't recognize it. I am not usually jealous of anyone else and I guess I didn't recognize that particular emotion in me. Having everything sort of insulates you from such experiences and makes it hard to recognize."
Victoria smiled a quizzical smile but nodded. "I certainly identify with that sentiment. It's unfair, though. How many women have I seen you with since I arrived? I am not jealous of...well, perhaps I misstate my condition. I have been jealous of them all but not in the way that you think. I can never have what they have." She laughed, her voice a rich contralto that summoned visions of thick, stirred dipping chocolate waiting for something to be thrust into it. "Isn't it ironic? I have millions of dollars but I cannot buy what they have."
"And what do you think they have?"
Her eyes turned to me and I felt them, like the first time I saw her and felt them appraising me. "They have your collar around their neck."
I shook my head. "Glad you reminded me. Collars are so declasse. I think perhaps I will get them all waist chains. Silver or gold."
"Platinum. They won't break as easily." She smiled implishly but in her eyes I saw splintered longing echoing the irony she identified attached to her fabulous wealth, as though that moment was the first time she recognized money did not buy other things besides love.
Our breakfasts came. She ate sparely and I ate like a growing boy. The contrast was almost comical. She was finished before I was half done and I eat fast.
She cupped her chin again and regarded me. "So? Are you jealous? I took John back to my hotel and mounted him. He performed admirably but," she shook her head. "Something was missing."
"He is in love with his wife and she wasn't fucking him. At least until last night."
"What are you going to do with her? Them?"
I grinned. "I wrote it into their contracts that they both owe me. He can have her anytime he likes but that adds double to her fucking debt. She must fuck him whenever he wishes to have her. I also wrote in a clause that my other acquisitions could fuck him to reduce their debt, which would reduce his but increase hers. I thought they'd read the contracts, she would at least but she just signed, never even considered I might salt them with provisions to precipitate negotiations. Now she's stuck and, well, I really didn't expect it so I don't really know what John is going to do with her. Eve has treated him pretty badly. I want him to be my second cock though."
Surprisingly, Victoria just nodded. "For Mrs. Angorra, I presume."
I cocked my head slightly. "For them all, really. I think every woman should have two men inside her body at one time or another. If..." I hesitated speaking of the long term options I was considering but then mentally shrugged. "If I pawn them off, I suspect they will encounter some healthy variety."
"Oh, you wouldn't turn them into whores, would you? I cannot think you would lean that low, to make them into hookers. Or that they would let you. Your contracts are just amusing pieces of paper."
I shook my head. "You have been window shopping without really going into the shop and trying on something in the changing room. The women of Holdingsfield all repudiated their families and struck off on their own. Now, as a group, they all face disaster and the worst of it is the likelihood that they end up crawling back to their families. For women accustomed to using sex to get what they want rather than sharing its delights with someone else, it is easy to decide to fence their bodies rather than endure the very public humiliation of crawling back to their families on their bellies. Pride is a constant, orgasms come and then go."
Victoria looked pensive. I continued eating.
"That is an interesting perspective. Your contracts, while not legally enforceable would humiliate them to the very people they seek to escape."
I nodded. "For some at least. Others, like Cassie and Jennifer, for example, it is all about the sex, about being directed to do what they want to do. Cassie wants the experiences. Jennifer just wants direction. I don't think she cares what I want her to do, just so I tease her into it in just the right way."
"And the others?"
I shrugged. "Still to be determined. I think Liza actually wants to dominate someone but hasn't gotten her mind around that yet. Valerie? I think she is shopping. She doesn't know what she really wants but is willing to try new things. Its negotiable anyway." I grinned a little. "That is the fun of this little endeavor, to figure out each woman and then bind her to me with the promise of orgasms and fulfilled sexual fantasies in a safe, comfortable environment. Everyone wins."
Victoria had an odd look on her face, like she was remembering she had missed an appointment she did not want to make but should have honored.
"I have to go shopping. I am getting sleeves for Eve, to restrain her. Store will be open at ten."
Victoria shook her head. She seemed someplace else. She finally looked over at me. "Do you mind if I go? I, I have some things I need to attend to, I believe."
I regarded the woman. She caught me drinking in her beauty and all the rest of it vanished and she became the alluring woman who controlled her world. She smiled brightly.
"When we first met, I said I thought you were young, too young. Now, now I am not so sure. When you have wealth, you grow up fast, acting like an adult long before most people of your age are required to lead. Because of your wealth, people tend to put question marks at the end of every sentence, offering to alter their judgment if you wish it of them. That makes you grow up fast. I shielded Clayton and look what happened. I warped him." Victoria laughed that rich laugh again. "I hope your Jennifer put him into better shape, for Clayton's sake." She looked down at the table and drew with one long finger nail in a puddle of water that had condensed and ran off her cold glass of orange juice. "It's funny to face the fact that I have done obvious harm to my own son in spite of my intentions." Her gaze lengthened, stretching into some distance of time or place. After a minute or two she twitched her head and refocused her eyes on me.
"I, I tested you, Mr. Gale...or should I refer to you as Mr. Livingston, since we are speaking truth to each other."
I shrugged. "Gale is likely best, here, now. As for truth, I have spoken little or nothing of how much I want you."
She met my even gaze then. "With all the females encircled by your scheming, you still want me. You cannot know how that feels because, knowing what I know, I can conclude perfectly rationally that it is not my money you want. You do not strike me as a man who preternaturally measures everything by its price tag or relates to the world only through the medium of money. Such a life is diverting but it leaves you shallow and unsatisfied. I find your approach to life...fascinating."
I regarded her. I was lapsing into my usual approach to females and I realized how much I was enjoying this vacation at Holdingsfield where my dissimulation let me experience an entirely different approach to women.
"I find you very diverting. I want you, Mrs. Grayson. I have wanted you since, since I heard your voice the first time. Ordinarily I would have keelhauled Crowley for exposing me to you like that but I now realize, once again, how wise that man is when it comes to looking out for my well-being. Somehow he suspected I would lust after you."
"You think so? Really? Isn't it more likely that he was intimidated by my wealth and position and rather did as I instructed him." Her voice lost is rich luster and became tinny and tense, an inconsistency I noted but did not dwell on. Perhaps I should have.
"Have you met Crowley?"
She smiled a private smile and nodded. "Yes, several times. The first time when I was but a newly minted woman and your father sent Crowley to obtain me for his, uh, private purposes."
I think she realized she had wandered into an area fraught with danger. I saw it flash past her eyes before those inner shutters clanged down and her inner thoughts disappeared from view.
"My father?" I could not help but ask.
Victoria looked up at me. She hesitated and then I saw her make a personal, conscious decision. It was as obvious as if it was written up in neon. She nodded once and looked me directly in the eye.
"Yes. I had an affair with him, some years ago, though not as long as you might think. Crowley managed the liaison with some skill. When I realized he was behind Virgin Services, I thought it a perfect solution to my son's dilemma and mine, the one his represented to me. But then I saw you and felt...it radiated off of you like you were a boiler stoked full of coal. Perhaps you can imagine how strange it was for me to see Fuller in you. God, I, I am still unsure of myself around you. You are like him in some mannerisms but in others, you are so like Gloria."
"You had an affair with my father and you knew my mother?" I ignored the fact that she used different names than I knew them by. Clark Fuller and Gloria Doris Livingston were their names but I never knew anyone who used their other names. It felt disorienting.
"She was a mentor to me. I, I had a difficult relationship with my father and once, when I ran away, if you can say commandeering your father's chauffeur and limousine can be called running away. Gloria took me home with her and sent Oral home with the car. She called my father to tell him where I was. I was fourteen. It was an odd time and I thought it was forgotten till I met Fuller at a conference after I went to work with my family, after I got my MBA.
"After it began, the affair I mean with Fuller, Gloria called me and told me she knew what had happened. She told me," Victoria swallowed and shook her head. "I, I decided I had to tell you all of this, because, because if you found out about it after, after you had me, nothing would have ever fit for us again. I, god, Alan, I felt it from the first but, you must understand, this whole thing has unraveled me just a bit. I feel young again around you, your desire is an aura that envelops me any time I get close. I, I took John to bed just to see if I was just affected by, by the whole milieu. That wasn't it. Even after I had him, I still felt it, the attraction that pulled you into my orbit. I had to see you before I left. To tell you that I had an affair with your father and I loved him. He was a dear man and I wept when I heard about his passing."



She stopped talking, looking at the distant past as though it were appearing before her in some panoramic view only she could see. I felt confused.
Victoria looked up at me and smiled softly. "Not what you thought you'd encounter, did you? I tested you with John but, but I tested me too. I know now. I want you too but, I just need time. You, you don't exactly constitute a simple affair. If we conjugated, what would you do with the other women?"
"Whatever you wanted." I said, then repeated it. "Whatever you wanted. Say the word." As the words rattled over my teeth, I discovered how fervently I believed them, how deeply committed I was to their obvious intent. Even rattled as I was, with the shadow knowledge that my own father had lain down with this woman, I still wanted her and felt certain I would pay any price at all to have her. Luckily, she had no need of my money or power or position. She had plenty of her own.
Victoria regarded me with her shining dark eyes and then looked down at the table.
I felt the moment end. I realized I had given her an open-ended invitation. She left me a few minutes later and I went to get the lace up sleeves for Eve. By the time I turned my face towards home, I realized I had a plan for Eve. I dialed Victoria's phone, wanting to tell someone and having no confidant to tell. None but her. For some reason I discounted Sharon, perhaps a foreshadowing, though I didn't know it at the time.
Victoria answered and informed me that her flight was delayed. I pulled into my garage and sat in the car talking to her.
"You asked about Eve. I, I am going to make her the feature attraction, the first performance at the Eye of the World."
"Oh my. What sort of performance do you have in mind?"
"I am going to fuck her on stage. Just like I promised them, I did not specify whom, though. I am ready to now, though. Eve. I'll have Eve in front of an audience!"
"Oh my." Victoria whispered. Her voice blended with the hubbub of the airport behind her. "What, what about Mrs. Er, Mrs. Lewis?"
"Jeri? Think about it. Think about what it will be like for her to watch us while she sings and orgasms on stage."
"Oh, oh my. Yes, of course."
Mrs. Grayson sounded like someone had her around the neck and was squeezing just a little too tight.
"My god! Yes! I see it clearly. It will drive Mrs. Lewis to distraction but having it denied to her will make her want it all that much more. She'll, god, she'll try to bully you into doing what she wants."
"I do not bully easily. It, well, she will provide me a likely very public way to demonstrate to the other Holdingsfield women that I own them and as their owner, I will do as I like with them. I just have to arrange Eve to fit into this picture. I don't know how to do that yet or if she will fit. I just know that having sex with another woman on Jeri's stage will make her crazy, erotically crazy." I grunted out a laugh. "I am a little like Roger Rabbit only with climaxes. If I see something that will give you an orgasm, I'll do it and I know, I know the most sensitive sex organ is the brain."
"Oh my. Not many men understand that about women."
"Not many women understand that about women. Do I understand that about you?" I asked, wanting to know but knowing that such a question exposed my youth to her experience.
"I, Alan, oh my, I have to go. Plane's boarding and they will not wait. I am so sorry. I have to..."
She was gone. Fuck. Not like such a question is easy to be asked.
I sat in the car staring at nothing. The garage light went out and the daylight lit the area around me from the open overhead door. I just sat and stared, feeling my body yearning for a woman's touch, that woman's touch. I got the feeling that I had been as close to unveiling her as I would ever get. Perhaps "feeling" is the wrong word; it was fear that throbbed in me, fear intermixed with a profoundly confused longing.
I tried to imagine her young and in love with my father and my father betraying my mother with her. I could certainly understand why he would. My inclination to condemn him drowned in the wash of my own feelings for her and for a moment, I glimpsed how confusing this must be for her, finding herself attracted to the son of her former but now departed lover. I shook my head, extruded out of my own confusion by the depth I could sense of hers.
A metallic rapping sliced through my reverie. I glanced in the rear view mirror. I saw the huge black tits encased in a tight, white tee. Aurora Hines rapped on the trunk again. I opened the car door and looked back at her.
"Mrs. Hines? Good morning."
She came around the end of the car and got right to business. "I have a proposal to make. To you. I think we can both get what we want." She stopped just beyond the gill of the car door, hands planted on her healthy hips.
My chest hurt from the tension my hard cock was causing.
I waited.
Mrs. Hines looked oddly perplexed but undeterred. "My sister, she is coming in the next few days. She, she is bringing funds."
I nodded. "She is going to help you?"
Aurora shrugged. "Maybe. She, she wants to be entertained. She has been here before but, but this time she wants dick. I don't have any." Aurora looked around. "Can we talk somewhere else?"
I shook my head. "No, I am fine."
The frustration of her expectation rippled over her face. She grinned then. "I can entice someone to do her but I think she'd enjoy herself more if it was you."
"You want me to seduce your sister?"
"I want you to let my sister seduce you. She loves young bucks." She glanced down at my one leg out of the car. "Like you." She finished, lifting her eyes to my face again.
"What do I get out of this?"
Aurora dropped her chin to her ample chest. "Me." She whispered.
"I don't understand." I said and I didn't.
Aurora's chin lifted, then higher till she looked down her nose at me. "I want to use Monetta's money to buy...to buy Elaine and Yvette. You already stole Kiko away from me. She won't go down on me unless you tell her too any more. Well, she said actually, if I overflowed with man cum, she'd clean me up with her tongue." Aurora shifted her weight. Her little body, compact and taut shifted with her. Her great breasts waved before her like canopies shading her legs.
"I think that if you buy me and I own them, then you get all three of us." She looked at me, curiously shy, out of the corners of her eyes.
I had to think about that for a moment. "How do you think that will work?"
"I use Monetta's money to buy them out, giving it to you, after you foreclose on them. Both. I rescue them but give them the choice of letting me own them or leaving them with you."
"You think they would rather have you own them than a dick?"
She shrugged. "I want to find out. If they choose you, you give me back the money, I pay off my sister and we are still right where you want us."
"If they pick you?"
"Then I own them and you own me. Whatever you tell me to do, I'll do and whatever you want them to do, you tell me and I'll see they do it."
I grinned. "Like having sex on a stage...with each other I mean?"
The little woman's eyes widened. I realized she had her usual sunglasses in one hand since I could see her eyes, feline and golden. "On stage? Oh, fuck me!" Her jaw dropped. "My god, Monetta would love that! Oh god!"
"You too." I said. "But later, when I was ready."
"God, that would be...you mean with people watching, an audience right?"
I nodded.
Aurora sighed heavily. "Oh god, you are a fucking devil, Mr. Gale."
I smiled. "You understand these contracts are not binding in anyway, right? That anyone can repudiate them and go their own way, right?"
She retreated a step. She studied me for a moment. "Why Mr. Gale, are you fucking with me?"
I got out of the car and went from looking up at Aurora to looking down on her. I felt the change of perspective as if someone had opened the door of the plane I was riding in. "I don't think so. Why?" I closed the car door.
"Because, if you think your contracts are not binding, you don't understand the women you are purchasing."
"You want to explain it to me?" My neck tingled, remembering my explanation to Victoria.
She shook her head. "Not for me to do. You, you need to do something though, before I can arrange it, for you to have us all."
"Why the sudden change of heart? You seemed adamant that I be kept out of Holdingsfield."
She rolled her shoulders and her tits rolled too. "Your offer to bring me the women you sign to, uh, enjoy my little lunch box, it got me to thinking. I have little wish to be in thrall to my sister-in-law."
"I thought you said, sister?" I interjected.
"Oh did I? Well, actually, she is a sista but not related, just interested and interesting. She, she likes how I taste." Aurora giggled. "She loves how I taste but she likes what I offer her, Helene is very fond of...I mean she is very fond of Helene but I think she wants to get a dick in Helene. Monetta likes Elaine so you see how it all boils down to dick. She needs dick in Helene to get Elaine. If you show Monetta a good time, she'll help me, I mean us."
Something did not add up but I decided to enjoy the moment. "I signed Mrs. Sawyer last night. I thought I might bring her over to see you this afternoon, to, uh, taste you."
"Ms. Covington? Oh really? I bet that bitch never tasted dark meat before, either end." Aurora shivered and turned away. "Anytime. I'll be home." She stopped and turned around. "You have to figure out how to get Helene and Yvette to sign with you. Once they are ready, I'll come to the rescue and then they'll be mine and you can sign me. Deal?"
I almost insisted I sign her first, just to be clear but decided showing my skepticism had less value than letting the imperious woman think she had bamboozled me. I nodded.
She smiled and turned around but stopped, her high heels clicking on the concrete garage floor. She turned back. "Once you own us, what are you going to do with us?"
"Fuck you." I said automatically. "Kiko will definitely go down on you then."
She smiled and then looked perturbed. "But all of us? Really Mr. Gale, do you think I believe you have such prodigious talents?"
I grinned then. "I am starting an American Harem." I muttered darkly. "Doesn't it make sense that it be done with money and contracts, rather than tradition and coercion?"
Aurora Hines blinked at me and then, as though just noticing them in her hand, she replaced her sun glasses over her eyes. "Mr. Gale, you are an odd egg. If, oh god, if you can convert Holdingsfield into a Harem..." She ran out of breath, words and composure and turned her back on me and clicked away down my driveway.
She left my sight and I finally turned away, shut the garage door and staggered inside. I felt like I was wrapped in cellophane, like a buffer had formed between me and the world and I knew it was the revelation that my own father had had Victoria. I could not decide if that made me want her more or less. Both made no sense yet I seemed to be feeling that exact combination of confusion.
I actually had intended to lead Eve down to Aurora's little throne but now I thought better of it. I had a vision of her with the red, lace-up sleeves on her arms, forming a big fin behind her as she knelt between Jeri Lewis' columnar legs. My cock pulsed with mindless interest.
My phone rang.
"Mr. Gale?" It was Liza.
"Mrs. McCall." I said, speaking around my erection. My eyes watered.
"I have not...uh...heard from you..."
"Are you home?" I interrupted.
"I am."
"Clean enough to eat?"
"Oh! I, give me twenty minutes."
My new resolution swelled in my pants. I disconnected and did as she intimated, showering and changing.
I walked out of my house, directly over to The Sawyer's house. I realized I was going to stand Aurora up. I grinned. Dangling the officious little bitch over the fires of her own passion appealed to me. I rang the Sawyer's door bell.
What I found when the door opened made me laugh. I laughed. John was impeccably dressed and coiffed. Eve looked like she'd spent the night hooking on some corner, that is she looked really popular. Her hair was in disarray. Her mascara was smeared. She had eye shadow on her forehead, in her eye brows and smudged on one cheek. She had clown mouth. Her blouse hung on her lean torso and I could see clearly that the buttons were all popped off of it. Her bra was cocked so that it covered only one of her breasts. It was her eyes that made me chuckle.
They were wild, like you'd imagine she'd look just as she jumped off a cliff.
"John." I said. He'd answered the door. He did not say anything but turned and led me into the depths of the house. Eve sat at the bar. Her bare legs were streaked with glistening liquid. She leaned on the bar, a tumbler of ice and amber liquid sat before her, half consumed. Her head raised from the counter and she looked at me, trying to focus.
"I fucked her six times, Josh." John said.
Oddly, Eve nodded. "He, he fucked me six times. God, he came six times." Her voice sounded like some entirely different woman. She shook her head. "God, I didn't know that was possible!"
I did laugh then. It bubbled out of me like foam out of a glass when you pour beer in it too fast. For several minutes all I did was laugh at them. Only when Eve got her eyes to focus and straightened her back with umbrage did I calm myself. John did not even look at me but stood straight-backed as well, regarding his deconstructed wife with narrowed, calculating eyes.
When I regained my own composure, with Eve struggling to glare at me, I pointed up stairs. "Go get ready, Eve." I said softly.
"Ready for what?" John asked for her.
"You are going to eat all my other women." Suddenly I liked my idea. I wanted to tell them about it. "This is my American Harem." I said.
John turned away from his wife then, and looked at me. His expression almost made me laugh again. Then he grinned. "Fuck me, that's brilliant. Are you going to breed them all?"
I shook my head. "Squalling children do not appeal to me. In America, though, a Harem will serve the women as much as me." I shrugged a little. "Or you, for that matter. Every time you fuck one of the other women, it goes on her account. She has to fuck someone else twice to make up for it."
The bleariness seeped out of Eve's eyes and she sat up. She got to her feet and wavered a little. "You, you can't do that." She whispered.
I wasn't sure what part of it she was referring to. "Your contract entitles me to do whatever I want, so long as you get pleasure from it." I nodded at her. "Did you climax?"
Despite herself, she smiled brilliantly, the same runway smile her fans once lusted after, like a bright beam of light. "I, yes." She shivered. "I'll go clean up." She took two steps and stopped. "Eat them all?" She said softly. "Really?" She shook her head, "Oh god." Her voice was even so all her meaning went into the words, without inflection. She left us and went upstairs.
"Drink?" John asked.
I nodded and he poured us each a scotch.
"Rocks?"
I nodded.
He got a handful of ice cubes from the ice dispenser and dropped a few in each tumbler, splashing scotch onto the counter top.
"Fuck a rock star, Joshua, I have never..." John tailed off.
"John, I am going to have Eve bring Swallow here and you and I are going to fuck her."
His eyes got wide. "Swallow? Oh, Paula, Shallow Imperial. God, you can't do that! She'll recognize me."
"And?"
"Blackbeard's pubic hair, Joshua, you are going to...what are you trying to do to her?"
I knew he referred to Eve. "She is not broken yet. I mean, I don't want to break her, I want to tame her. I want to put a bridle on her so I can lead her."
He shook his head. "Sit down."
We did.
I found I wanted to confide in him but he interrupted.
"Jesus, Joshua, I am so sorry. I, god, I never intended I mean, I meant no harm. With Jennifer I mean. I, she, she came. It was her fantasy. She doesn't keep a diary so...Eve, they were rivals and any time I was around them both, Jennifer flirted with me mercilessly. Eve told me all the time that Jennifer confided that she wanted a...that she had rape fantasies, of the guy taking her after she showered. Eve teased me with it, dangling that possibility in front of me as though she thought I might break and take her. I resisted at least till now. When I understood you'd signed her, that she was living in your house and...being around her, seeing her in your house like that and having you offer her to me...when you left." He turned away. "I think Eve was tempting me, daring me to do something like that." He murmured.
I didn't know what to say.
For a long time we just sat there. John twisted on his bar stool, not moving. I emptied my glass. After a while I got the bottle and poured more. The lava scotch ran down my throat direct into my veins.
Finally John recovered enough to look at me. "I didn't mean to hurt her."
"You didn't, John. At least not the way you mean it. What you did was shatter her ideal of herself that she was a woman who could and would commit to one master. She was horrified that she responded to you when she thought she had committed to me. She thought I'd reject her when I found out, if she confessed to coming with you."
John blinked at me. "Shit." He shook his head, staring at me. "I am not accustomed to someone having adult emotions."
"Adult emotions?"
He nodded. "Most men would be terribly jealous. They'd, they'd want to hurt me, for boffing her behind your back."
I shrugged. "I own your wife. Don't you think that is enough? Not really an equal trade either, since I own Eve and you just got a shot at Jennifer the one time. Each time you take one of my women, Eve has to fuck me twice more."
"Is that what the contract says?"
I was amazed. "You mean you two still haven't read it? Them? Yours is different. I wrote up one for you and one for her. You are the first man I did a contract with directly."
He nodded. "Why did you do that?"
"Because I only have one dick and the idea of double-teaming my females appeals to me, because it appeals to them. They all seem to lust after you, so it works for me."
"So I get to have sex with the women of Holdingsfield at my discretion, as I like?"
"And they, they can reduce their cock debt with you, as well as with me. So, so they will have reason to mount you. I presume there are several who would find adding to Eve's debt an added benefit."
John nodded but looked up at me. "Still. I, god, I get to fuck them all? Finally?"
"I am making you a dildo, John. I am not sure you should be flattered."
He grinned then. "A happy dildo, though." He glanced upstairs. "What happens with Eve, though? What is she going to feel about me having sex with all the women she has been such a bitch to?"
"She signed the contract. You signed her over to me and she signed you over to me. I never thought she'd sign it as it was. I expected to negotiate hard with her."
"Hard." John sniggered.
"Shut up, Butthead."
He grinned at me. "I thought I was Bevis."
I shrugged. "Who can tell white people apart, anyway?"
John laughed.
A door opened and shut upstairs and I could hear high heels clicking on the hall floor and then muted on the carpeted stairs, a curious design option. John and I fell silent waiting for Eve to arrive.
She appeared the very image of a model. The straight skirt was so short if she bent over, she'd hide nothing of consequence. Garters gripped sloppy stockings, the color of her skin. The tops were stretched out of shape in curious contrast to the formal tan jacket and cream satin blouse with ruffles filling the space under her jutting chin. The stockings sagged and flapped about her thighs. Her hair was pulled back into a severe ponytail with a glittering blue clasp. She wore perfect makeup and eyeshadow, appearing like she was interviewing for a job, except for the bagging stocking tops clearly evident below the line of her little skirt. Strangely, her choices made her look sexier, more desirable and deeply sensual. My eyes kept going back to the stockings and I realized that they made her look...not sexier because she could hardly be sexier. No, they drew the eyes to her legs and what formed above and informed the eyes that this woman was easy, available, willing, and capable. The stockings were her tacit but explicit invitation to take her. That made them a challenge. If I accepted the invitation, I had to find a way to arouse her beyond her control, to lift her out of her servitude and flap the unflappable. I had to find a way to unnerve this nerveless woman.



"Let's get this over with." She said tightly.
Clearly the import of my stated intentions had soaked into her.
"Don't let her fool you. She likes to eat pussy." John said, a chortle backing his tone.
"Shut up, John."
"I love you, Eve." He said seriously.
She looked at him from the corners of her eyes. "Don't say that, John. You don't have to. Haven't I demonstrated that I'll fulfill the contract perfectly? You ask, I'll fuck. Suck. Whatever. You've been in my ass twice since he was. Every step I take, I think I feel a breeze wafting up inside of me. God, I can't move without feeling like I have a cock up my butt." She smiled thinly at him. "He can ask too. I'll do as he asks, too." Her voice dripped with scorn but for whom I could not discern. Her words clearly implied that he was nothing special, of no more importance to her than a tampon. She looked over at me. "You started this but, well, now I guess I have to live with it."
She smiled her plastic model smile. "Let's go eat some pussy." She said to me.
She seemed entirely too composed. There is something about Eve, about a woman with such poise and elan that makes you want something to be out of place, out of whack or just cockeyed. You want to crack the facade and see what sort of reality exists behind it. That may just be me.
I had the distinct feeling that Eve was back to being Eve and no matter what I made her do, she'd remain in control of anyone and everyone, even if I had a dozen guys line up to butt fuck her, she'd still instruct each and every one on how to give her the most pleasure. Curiously, I wanted her to accomplish that but I wanted that pleasure to be mine to give her and not hers to arrange. I had the thought that she wanted the same thing and discovering that comforted me. That ran a zing through my psychic ding-a-ling.
Eve left me no time to bask in my reverie. "Let's go." She stuck out her tongue and wagged it in the air. "I want to make her scream. Who's first?"
"Mrs. McCall." I said automatically.
Eve reeled in her tongue. Her silence was eloquent and profound, so profound I wondered whom this woman had in mind when she spoke of eating pussy. Hmm.
I nodded. "Let's go." I glanced at John, downed the last hit of scotch and walked to the front door and opened it, holding it for Eve.
Oddly enough, she went over to where John sat on the bar stool and offered him her cheek, which he duly kissed. He ran a hand up her angled side and down to her lean hip. "Be good." He whispered.
"I'll be fucking great."
I closed the door. "Take off her panties." I said suddenly.
John looked scared and Eve looked shocked.
"I have the garters on over them. I'd have to...oh!" The woman was brilliant and caught on fast. "You aren't talking to me, are you?" She said, a slight smile of understanding.
John looked back and forth between her and me.
"He wants you to cut them off. I never thought...oh well, there's more where they came from. Scissors are in the left drawer." She spoke her control, still giving directions.
John got stiffly to his feet, obtained the scissors and returned to the stool. Eve stood still while he lifted the side of her tan skirt and with some difficulty cut up the side of her hip, slicing the granny panties open, exposing her smooth skin. When he succeeded, she twisted around, showing me her straight back. John repeated the process on her other side and delicately pulled the conservative tan panties from between her legs.
Eve looked at me and smiled, though more wanly than previously. "Ready." She said softly.
We walked out into the sunshine and down the street towards Liza McCall's house.
"That was curiously thrilling. Did you plan to do that?"
"What if you'd not had any panties on?" I returned.
"Oh. Right."
We walked the rest of the way to Liza's house in silence. I rang her bell. It sounded like a huge European church bell.
The door opened and there stood Liza McCall. She wore a white fluffy dress that cinched up under the berm of her breasts. In other women, perhaps, the plane of the stomach would have been a swollen dome but with Liza, it was flat with a crease up the middle. Her hips flowered from her waist and her ass bulged behind, unmistakable even under the white pleated skirt. Her arched hips and ass made the skirt appear much too short, hanging down just past her crotch. On a lesser woman with lesser ass and hips it would have covered to mid-thigh. I thought it was remarkably similar to Eve's in length and proximity to pussy. Across her breasts a ruffle circled under her bare arms, forming a veil that covered her cleavage, ample and otherwise.
For a moment we stared at each other but then Eve slipped past me. "I am here to go down on you." Eve said. "Where would you like to come the first time?"
I caught the momentary shock and irritation on Liza's face. She held the perfect expression for the space of a gnats blink and then it was gone, the irritation at having Eve grasping control made her queasy.
"Oh dear Eve," she said, her voice syrupy and smooth, "so you finally succumbed to Mr. Gale too and are on your knees with the rest of us?" Liza turned and followed the much slighter woman into her house.
Eve stood looking around. "I think the couch, to start." She said. She turned to look at us. She lifted the front of her skirt. "I am already commando, so do you think...?"
Liza, despite herself, lifted her skirt and showed that she too fought the same war.
"Mmm, you do look tasty. Sit down." Eve waved her tongue around. "I think I know what I am doing when it comes to making you come, unless you are perverse or misshapen in some way. Sit."
Liza did and immediately looked perturbed, irritated that she obeyed so readily. She nearly beamed, however, when Eve got to her knees before where she sat on the couch.
"Slump a little so I can get at you easier." Eve said, her voice even and sustaining.
Liza did and again her look of chagrin flashed over her face. Obedience of this sort irritated her, particularly her own.
I watched, fascinated. I waited till Eve was up on her knees and had placed her hands on Liza's knees, primly pressed together. With a casual motion, Eve opened them. Something in her manner made that seem to be a flourish, almost grand in its minimalism. Liza gasped at the woman's touch and she opened like a hardback book dropped on its broken spine.
"Don't you think you should kiss her lips before you kiss her other lips?" I asked, reasonably I thought.
Eve looked around at me. "Is that a command, oh master?" Her voice still held no hint of sarcasm. I looked for it but found none.
I decided to go with Eve's inclination. "Of course. Why would you think otherwise?"
"Because it sounded like a question."
"I was being deft, don't make me get crass in directing you." The warning flung out between us and she flinched, well the cheek under her left eye flinched. Her eyes moved back to the woman before her and the opened legs.
Liza looked back and forth between us like we were speaking an entirely unfamiliar language.
Eve nodded and leaned between Liza's open knees, fairly crawling up the stouter woman, rubbing her chin between Liza's voluminous breasts on the way to pressing her own lips against Liza's. The two women kissed but it seemed more like two manikins demonstrating mouth to mouth resuscitation.
Eve pulled back. "What's wrong?"
Liza looked over at me. "What's going on here?"
Eve answered her before I could inhale. "I am going down on all of Joshua's women."
"Not going down on them, making them come." I corrected her.
Eve looked around at me. "Oh, oh yes, well, of course. That goes without saying."
"Goes without saying?" Liza mumbled.
Eve slid her hands up the other woman's bare, white thighs, far under the covering skirt, what there was of it. Just as abruptly, Eve removed her hands from under the skirt and placed them on Liza's side and moved them carefully up under the ruffle to her breasts.
"Oh, oh god." Liza hissed.
Eve's hands pulled the tight, thin fabric down. Liza's breasts appeared through the nearly translucent ruffle. The tight white fabric revealed her breasts like a blackout blind being removed. Eve pulled the cloth down to Liza's waist. Liza's tits peeked out from under the white ruffle, her aureoles half covered, her nipples were scarlet and erect. Despite her conscious resistance, her body seemed to be responding to this velvet assault.
Eve's hands delicately lifted the ruffle, like a surgeon moving a bit of flesh out of her way. She leaned in and kissed the outer arch of Liza's healthy right breast. Liza's hands lifted off the couch where they had been serving as kick stands and gripped Eve's torso at about the ribs. Liza jerked as Eve sucked at one nipple and then groaned as the blond opened her mouth and engulfed a third of her breast.
"Uh, uh, yes, yes, like that." Liza moaned, her body teetering, sitting forward to meet the delicious pleasure of the other woman's intentions, but unstable on the soft, plush couch. Eve released her breast and moved to the other. Suddenly, to my eyes anyway, Liza's knees clicked wider, much wider. Her hips hunched a little.
"Oh, uh, oh, oh." Liza grunted. "Ah." She sighed.
I could see that Eve had moved her hand between the redhead's legs and it began to move back and forth. Eve's mouth remained on the second breast, kissing and sucking around the nipple.
"Suck it, please." Liza panted. The sound of her voice seemed to alert her that she was aroused. Her eyes opened and twitched over to look up at me. They held a plea, as though asking me to rescue her from the consuming demands of her own body. She seemed distraught by what she was doing but her body, in thrall to the woman, did not move. Eve's lips smacked and then she sucked the taut red nipple into her mouth, her very obedience and compliance serving as her defiance. Liza bucked.
Eve immediately retreated, sitting back onto her heels. She looked over at me. "She'll come easy." Eve said. "Are you ready to orgasm, Elizabeth?"
Liza groaned and sank back into the couch which served to push her hips forwards.
"Oh yes. Please. My god, just like that? I am hot as a griddle and horny as a mountain goat!" She closed her eyes. "Eat me, Ms. Covington."
That stopped Eve, apparently hearing that name rather than Mrs. Sawyer disturbed her. She sat still staring up between Liza's open legs till Liza opened her eyes and looked down over the snowy ridge of her own tits still partly covered by the ruffle.
"What?" Liza said. "God, don't stop now!" As if to emphasize her opinion, she popped her hips forward another inch closer to the edge of the couch.
Eve ran her hands up the woman's thighs again and then moved between them, her head cocked back at an extreme angle. She kissed Liza's cunt directly. I moved to the side so I could see her lick along the pursed cleft.
Liza bucked, her hips jerked up and down. Eve moved away and waited.
"Goddamn, don't stop!" Liza grunted. "You, uh, you have to make me come, uh, right?" Her eyes did not open. I wanted to bend over the panting woman and kiss her but thought I should not inject my maleness into this exchange just yet.
Eve returned her lips to Liza's lower lips and kissed and licked. She moved a hand up and thrummed at Liza's clit. The redhead gagged and grunted. Eve pressed deeper. I imagined her tongue extending deep into the other woman, probing through the nerve-rich interior of her body, eliciting all manner of wild sensations. Liza seemed to verify that assessment. Her head wagged back and forth, her hand clutched the cushions beside her ass and her hips pulsed up and down as she fucked Eve's face. Eve's tongue fucked her back.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh!" Liza grunted and then she stiffened. Her torso twisted to one side and she groaned. Her hips lifted and then popped forward five or six times. "Uh, uh, uh," she moaned and then it was over. She collapsed back onto the couch and lay gasping for air.
Eve sat back, her face a smear of make-up and clear fluid. She looked at me. "Now, don't you want to put your cum in her for me to eat out of her? Isn't that part of your plan? Go ahead. Don't you want to fuck her?"
"God yes, fuck me!" Liza said.
Eve nearly smiled but her eyes were dark, like a puppet's button eyes. When I didn't move, she smiled thinly. "Need help?" She knee walked over to me and unbuckled my belt. By the time I came alive again, she had my pants down my legs and had lifted my briefs off my hard cock. She pulled them down and exposed me to the air. She fit one delicate hand around my cock and bent it down to her full lips. With her fine features, her lips always seemed outsized, thicker and fuller so they never really matched but now, it seemed like they were larger, even more profoundly plush.
She kissed the end of my cock and I lurched over her, losing my balance for a moment. She steadied me with one hand on my thigh. Her lips pursed and her head pressed forward. Some of her lank blond hair fell over her face and tickled along the shaft of my cock in advance of her sucking lips. She sucked me deep into her mouth. With a final push, she fit the head of my cock into her throat. Her breathing stopped and I felt the constriction of her sucking seal her mouth around me, the reverse pressure pulled at my nerves, sending unique sensations of pleasure shooting through me.
I closed my eyes and like that, the sensations disappeared.
"You're ready. Fuck her." Eve instructed from her knees.
She moved out of my way and I waddled over to where Liza sprawled in the middle of the couch. We turned her and lay her lengthwise on the couch. One of her hands directed my cock to her pussy. I entered her before I even got my feet off the floor, constrained as they were by my pants, still looped about my ankles.
I sank into Liza and she pressed her hips up at me. We joined, groaning together with pleasure. Her body enveloped mine. I penetrated through her luscious layers, filling her with my cock. Suddenly, all I wanted to do was come. I wanted an orgasm, it was like a madness that I had no will to resist. I grabbed one breast and bent to it, sucking at the top slope I could reach. I humped between her spread legs. Liza groaned and humped back. Her pussy clasped me tightly and resisted when I pulled out but welcomed my return. My oscillations gained momentum. I released her breast and sought her lips, finding them open and hot. She huffed as I lay on her. I moved my hands down to her ass, clasped her against me and rammed down into her.
Liza squealed and grunted. Then her body shook and bucked under me.
"One." Eve said, her voice close by my ear. Then I felt her hand on my shoulder. My orgasm crashed through the glass ceiling, rising out of me like a psychopathic Phoenix. I flowed into Liza and she groaned with the conjunction, feeling my passion peaking. She gripped my shoulders and her hips thumped up at me so fast, I dared not try to keep pace. I settled between her legs and let her throb against me.
"Oh, oh, oh god's gadgets, yes!" Liza howled. Her voice ratcheted up the scale and her orgasm fed on mine. I pounded between her legs and she stiffened and screeched and bucked, fully consumed by her own climax.
"Shit." Eve breathed at my left ear. "That looks really good!"
"Uh, yes, good, good, good!" Liza agreed, her voice tight with delight.
The denouement came quickly. I lay between Liza's legs as though dead for a few minutes, well, except for the huffing and puffing that sounded like I was trying to inflate her. She strained under me as though I was doing just that.
After some time, when I regained my breath, Eve tapped me on the ass. "My turn." She whispered. "Time to taste you two." She actually giggled a little. "Taste your cocktail." Her light little hands pulled at me, turning me over so that I sloughed off the redheaded woman onto the floor. Eve crawled over me, crouching between Liza's legs. I saw that before I closed my eyes and dropped away from reality.
The next thing I knew I heard Liza's voice, tight and strained grunting, "Oh fuck a duck, not again! Goddamn, goddamn, goddamn!" Then she trilled into a high-pitched wail that left my skin crawling. I opened my eyes and saw Eve crouching between Liza's open legs, both hands under the woman's ass so it lifted high off the couch. Eve clutched the woman's pussy to her face and appeared to be sucking at it. Liza's body responded, jerking from time to time and then, while I watched this time, she orgasmed again. Her body fought Eve's hold, twisting and bucking, but Eve held her fast, crushing Liza's hips up against her open mouth.
"God, Evie fuck me! Eat me, come, come, coming again!" Liza wailed.
Liza's leg dangled off the couch over me. The other was thrown wide over the back of the couch. She huffed and she puffed and she climaxed again. Her body bucked and shook as Eve persisted. Her voice gurgled like a leak in a sink drain. Liza came again and then again, tipping into a series of little orgasms that rattled through her flesh in a pearl string of righteous pleasure.
That series of lightly laid pleasure continued with increasing intensity till finally Liza lurched onto her side, twisting Eve free of her pussy, her whole body convulsed and shook. She cried out and quaked with tense pleasure.
"Oh puking parrot puppets!" She cried. "I can't come again. God, stop! Evy, please, goddamn, no more!"
Eve sat up.
I don't think she thought I was conscious because I caught the look on her face. She looked positively pleased, like she had perfected the art of pussy diving and had just demonstrated that fact to Liza. With that satisfaction, however, I glimpsed the little defiant bit of spite, as though turning Liza into a puddle reduced the woman to a panting, gasping animal. Eve appeared to take comfort in both the fact the other woman had lost her fucking mind and that she herself had done it. As though feeling my eyes, she glanced at me and her face snapped back into being impassive.
I made as though I had not been watching, rolling to my knees so I could get my pants out from around my ankles. I struggled to my feet and pulled everything back into place, noting for the record that my cock was still perfectly hard.
"Cheese and crackers!" Liza grunted from the couch. "I don't know who taught that girl to eat pussy but she is no sous chef! She gives head like an expert."
I glanced at Eve and again saw the shadowed satisfaction in her expression.
Eve got off the couch, standing beside me. She smoothed her little skirt, discovered one snap on a stocking had come loose and reattached it. She looked up at me, a prim look on her face, like she was laughing at me.
"Next." She said, almost happily but then her expression snapped back to neutral.
On the couch, Liza sat up, the disarray of her clothing matched the wobble in her eyes. She looked pole-axed. "You need to get a collar and leash for that woman. God, she'll kill somebody. Fuck me but she can eat pussy!"
My glance at Eve was so immediate I caught the new expression and it made my cock pulse with anticipation. I saw fear on her face.
"Collar?" I said.
"Let's go." Eve said, her voice suddenly filled with tension.
"Good idea." I said. I bent over and kissed Liza on the forehead. "I'll get back to you but you need to work out the accounting. I think it is about to become important."
She nodded but I was unsure she comprehended my words.
Eve followed along behind me but slowed when I turned into the drive to my house.
"Where are you going? Don't you want me to eat out the other women you have subjugated?"
"Recruited. I don't subjugate anyone. Hell, you can quit anytime you like."



She smirked. "Fine. Purchased. Where are we going?"
I heard the little lilt in her voice. The warble of mindless fear seemed to be eroding her firm control. It wasn't the kind of fear that makes you shit your pants, but the kind some people pay good money to get at a movie or on a roller coaster, fear laced liberally with adrenaline. I felt the high of knowing I was on to something. Eve's mask had slipped and I needed to determine if I saw what I thought I saw.
I led her into the house and out into the garage.
"Where are we going?" She asked, staring at the car like it was a hearse with an empty casket in it.
"For a ride. Get in."
She hesitated but when I opened the driver's side door, she moved around and got in the other side. For a curious moment she seemed just a small, wisp of a girl, a young woman with fears and hopes and dreams. The predator receded for a moment.
I drove to a grocery store nearby but then decided I forgot something and returned home. Eve said nothing when I went into the house, leaving her in the car. I did not even tell her to stay put, she just did.
I found the sleeves I purchased earlier and carried them around to her side of the car. "Get out." I said, rapping on the window.
Eve looked out at me, appearing like a wet puppy being returned to the pound. She knew something was up but she could not work out what; her fear did that for her. I opened the car door and told her to stand up. She did so, reluctantly.
I lay the sleeves on the roof the car and stripped off her jacket. "Turn around. She did and could see the sleeves clearly. I took one and slid it onto her arm, snapping the buttons into place as I did so till it was snuggly fitted onto her arm.
"Is that too tight?" I asked.
She just grunted.
I repeated the process with the other. When both were in place, she twisted her head around so she could see me with one eye. "What is this for?" She asked.
In answer, I fit the zipper together and zipped the sleeves together, locking her arms together behind her. I hooked them together at the top to secure the zipper and insure struggling would not release the tension.
Eve Sawyer groaned as she felt the restrain fit into place, pulling her shoulders back.
I turned her carefully around, her arms floating behind her like a large, dorsal fin. I grinned, she was a land shark! "Is that alright? If your arms go numb..." She did not let me finish.
"Its fine." She said. "Do I get a safe word?"
That caught me by surprise. I deflected. "Do you need one?"
She smiled a grim, determined smile. "You own me, you shouldn't be asking these questions. Stop it."
I felt the lash of her instructions and realized she was subdued but not tamed. That reassured me that my current endeavor was spot on.
"Say you don't want it three times in a row and I'll stop." I said. "My objective is to never hear those words."
Eve nodded. "A good goal in your idiot life." She growled.
I stuffed her into the car but realized it was better to store her in the back seat. She lay on her face and I latched a seatbelt awkwardly around her. I drove far away from our neighborhood to a supermarket I had never been in. I parked and helped Eve out of the car. She looked around.
"Where are we?"
"I need to get something." I said softly. I realized I sounded ominous and enjoyed that for a moment. I put a hand to the small of her back and guided her toward the store entrance.
"What are you doing? Aren't you going to take these off?"
"No." I said softly. I felt her stiffen. "I own you. You look owned right now, don't you think?" Another question. Eve did not comment. When she relaxed, I felt satisfaction that I could release her tension with the right words, that I knew what to say.
She said nothing more but let me guide her into the store. Yes, people stared. We got a lot of double takes. Down one aisle and up another we wandered till I found what I sought. We stopped before the pet products.
"You can't be serious." She hissed.
I found a basic black collar with studs and a latch for a chain and fit it around her neck. Eve stood completely still. I felt her shivering though, little micro-motions that seemed to shimmer around and through her. I selected a basic lead chain and clicked it onto her collar.
"Perfect." I said softly. I felt the rigid fury in her.
I tugged at the chain. "Come along." I said softly. She followed me along on the leash to the check out lines. I picked the longest. People stared at us and the longer we stood there, the lower Eve's head drooped till her hair covered her face completely exposing the back of her neck. The line did not move for the longest time and finally I understood why.
A policeman appeared and a store employee pointed at us. The big man walked over to us and looked at me. He took off his sun glasses.
"Do we have a problem here?"
Eve lifted her head. She shook the hair away from her face. "No officer. This is my lover. We, we are having a little fun. He's, he's showing me off."
"You are not in distress?" He asked dubiously.
She shook her head.
"You go stand over there." He said, pointing to the bakery and nodding at me.
I shrugged and walked over and ordered two eclairs. When I had the bag in hand, I walked back to where everyone was staring, at Eve. The policeman had unzipped the sleeves and tested her arms.
"You are sure you are not in distress?" He asked again as I approached.
Eve nodded. "Please zip me up again." She said softly. "I like the feeling of being so helpless and at his disposal."
The cop looked at me and shook his head. "I don't know how you do it buddy but she seems to be perfectly fine with how you are treating her."
I smiled. I looked around at the crowd and then mentally shrugged. "You can have her if you like. Take her home. I mean, to her home. She'll just come back to me. Do anything you like with her. If I give her to you, I doubt you could offend her."
Eve fairly glowed.
I felt the "not my problem" field come on and suddenly no one was looking our way any longer. Checkers went back to checking and patrons returned to shopping but with ostentatiously averted eyes.
The cop zipped Eve back into shape with a half grin. In a whisper he said, "Don't fucking tempt me, mister. I bet she's a goddamn wildcat!"
"You have no idea." I returned.
He left us then and we let the line pull us to the register. The poor kid doing the checking took the tags off the collar and chain like he was tinkering with a lioness. His hands shook. We got checked out and I pulled Eve to the side where everyone or anyone could watch and opened the eclair bag. I got one out and held it out to Eve. She opened her mouth and bit down on it. Boston cream squirted onto her chin and cheek. She moaned with pleasure around the taste but left the cream in place on her lean chin.
I leaned in and licked the cream off of her chin and from the corner of her mouth. Eve preened, purring with pleasure as I cleaned her.
I returned the eclair to the bag and led her out of the establishment.
At the door, three guys met us coming in and I heard one say, "Jesus Christ, look at that! Think I can get one of those in this place?"
I chuckled as I led Eve away from the store, conscious of how everyone and I mean everyone stared. The cop car sat in front of the store; we walked right by it, so the staring did not have alarm associated with it, just amazement. I realized that I had not really looked at Eve or paid attention to her for the last few minutes. We got to the car and I stopped, turned and studied her face.
The woman fairly glowed. Her eyes were wide and shining. She quit chewing her bottom lip just as I turned to look at her. She came to a halt very close to me, her arms coated in scarlet behind her. We regarded each other for a moment. I waited to see if she would speak. She did.
"That, that was different." She said, a timid smile ghosting her lips. She blinked and then dropped her eyes from mine.
On a hunch, or actually, out of pure raunchy curiosity, I put a hand on her side and pulled her a step closer, bent a little and lay my other hand on her bare leg. She hissed. I moved it higher and she shuddered, the quiver inhabited her whole body all at once, rather than moving through her. I felt the silk of her pubic hair on the side of my hand. My hand turned and I cupped her pussy.
I felt the swampy heat immediately. When I pressed against her harder, the trickle of moisture turned to a dribble and then a gush.
"Oh no." She whispered. "Now, now you know." Horror tripped through her tone.
I grinned a little, arched my middle finger and probed about till I found her entrance. I entered her.
"Ugh!" She grunted and shook her head but at the same time her hips pulsed forward, impaling herself on my finger. I was deep inside her. I felt her texture and the seething awareness emanating from her. Eve shuffled her feet, moving closer and she bunched her body against mine and lay her head on my chest. I moved my finger inside her, pushing this way and that. She groaned, one shoulder twitched and jerked.
"Oh god!" She moaned.
"Say it." I whispered. "Tell me what you want." I tried to leave it a suggestion but it sounded more like a command, even to my ears.
She lifted her head, fighting to clear her eyes. She looked drunk or drugged. She licked her lips. "What?" She whispered. "What do I want?" She smiled, weakly at first but then like a light finding and drawing more current, her smile brightened and intensified. Her eyes turned from dull passion to fierceness.
"Fuck me. I dare you. Right here!"
God, I almost did. I wanted to. I was hard as glass and I could feel her molten immersion in the erotic moment. I got the shakes. Adrenaline ran through me, rattling my bones like a train shakes a wooden bridge.
Not till we were well on the way back to Holdingsfield did I understand what I had just learned. She insisted on sitting in the front seat beside me, skewed sideways on the seat to make room for her arms. I'd made a show of buckling her in for the cop, just to be sure I didn't get a ticket or endanger her. She sat so awkwardly, she finally just lay her head on the dashboard and relaxed a little. She did not speak.
I drove the whole way with a hardon. My cock ached, throbbing with anticipation. I wanted her and I had some pretty good intel that said she wanted me, though I doubted her nagging lust was nearly that specific. She'd have fucked a Great Dane and been content with the attention. I pulled into my garage without much intention but for that throbbing desire. I got out of the car and extracted her. I turned her, closed her door and pushed her against it. Her fingers twinkled behind her ass. Her torso was long enough, compared to her arms that her hands did not cover her butt.
I lifted the back of her skirt.
"Fuck me!" Eve whispered urgently.
That surprised me, that she spoke, that she made her desire so plain but then I realized she was commanding me. I almost resisted the urge but decided to desist some other time. Wresting control back from her could prove to be really fun.
I fingered her from behind. Her hips seemed to blossom. She bent her spine at the waist, presenting herself to me for penetration. I entered her with a finger. She hissed and shook her head.
"Cock." She groaned.
With one hand, I uncovered my cock, my pants fell to my thighs and stuck. I shuffled forward, bent my cock to her entrance and thrust into her. I encountered no resistance at all. It was like dipping my dong into a jar of jelly fresh from the microwave. I sank into her heated depths. She was sticky and hot.
"Oh Christ!" She muttered leaning into me, taking me further inside her body.
The pleasure blinded me. For a moment I lifted out of my body and looked down on us. Eve stood with her arms arched behind her, rubbing her nipples on the side of the car while arching her back to get more of my cock into her. I had hold of her slender hips, pulling her onto my cock. Her ass pressed against me and she was suddenly panting and gasping, the excitement jangled in her.
She shrieked when I pulled out of her. She twisted to glare at me when I reordered my pants, tucking my cock out of sight.
I thought she was going to growl something, the scowl on her face suggested her reaction to being denied a good shagging. Her face clicked out of the scowl into a strained sort of blandness, struggling to subdue the demands of her body and keep them from bubbling out past her lips as scornful words. That would have besmirched her essential dignity and she resisted that.
She turned and pressed her ass against the car, wiggling it a little, perhaps seeking some semblance of the stimulation she lusted for, bending at the waist to allow room for her trapped hands.
"Now what?" She asked softly. Her voice was resplendent with curiosity, possessing none of the need I had felt when I entered her or the antagonism I anticipated when I emptied her.
"Valerie Hanson." I said softly.
Eve twisted to look at me, contorting her body within the limits of her constraints. Her expression mingled anticipation with dread, consternation with lust. The consternation won. "No." She breathed.
I did not take it to be rejection, just recognition. She shifted and straightened her body, arranging her feet so she could stand before me. Her face snapped back into her visage of bland control. She nodded once.
"Okay. Let's get this over with. Are we going to eat all of your women today?"
I did not answer her question, it sounded snide and mocking and I did not know the answer. Both were good reasons not to answer. Instead, I took my time pulling up my pants and tucking my still hard but nicely dewy cock away. Eve watched me like a cobra watches a baby bird. When I completed that task, I reached down between her knees and plucked the chain up. Her eyes widened as though she had forgotten it. She stumbled when I stepped away from her and tugged on the leash attached to the dog collar around her neck.
I led her out of the garage, keeping the chain taut between us. Half way down the drive she stopped and I lost the chain. I turned to look back at her.
Eve's eyes were fierce. "Well?" She sneered. "Are you going to answer me?"
"Pardon me. What was the question?"
"Are you going to make me go down on all your women today?"
I smiled unctuously. "No. But I'll give you a choice. Valerie Hanson or Mrs. Hines."
Eve's upper lip curled. She closed her eyes.
Her solipsistic action did not deter me. Surely she did not really believe if she closed her eyes her situation would change? That I would disappear when her perception of me ended? I waited. She remained silent.
"Fine. Valerie it is." I moved close to her and bent down, pressing my cheek against her right breast. I felt the supercharged shudder run through her. I felt between her knees once more for the end of the lead, fingered the leather loop that ended the chain but taking a moment to rub the back of my hand extravagantly against her bare knee.
Eve hissed.
I felt a thrill that this cool woman was bubbling with lust. It felt like my achievement and the pride pulsed in my cock. I shivered with anticipation but too, with memory of being inside her. For a moment I felt the liquid pleasure of her body clasping my cock, pulling with her inner muscles as though to consume me, almost like a gustatory action, her cunt had swallowed me and she had shivered with the sensation coursing through her body. I remembered perfectly well how well I fit inside her.
I turned away from Eve and pulled her along behind me, quietly conscious of the spectacle of Eve Covington towed helplessly along behind me, her arms bound up in scarlet sleeves, trimmed with the mane of honey blond hair. Just thinking of the picture and what anyone gazing out their window on the street would see made my cock throb.
We turned up the Hanson's drive and passed under the faux adobe arch over the walkway to their front door. Eve stopped but I had the leather loop around my wrist this time so I did not lose her leash. I gave it a jerk and she stumbled forward, hissing like a startled pussy...cat.
I rang the bell. Eve stood far behind me, the chain pulled tight. She leaned against it, forcing me to support her weight. The chain and collar proved equal to the task. Some poodles weigh more than she did.
The door opened. Tiny Ted appeared. His eyes clicked past me.
"Holy shit. Is that Eve Covington on a leash?" His voice dripped irony and mayhem.
"Is your wife home?"
"Did you bring her here to fuck me?" Ted persisted.
"Who is at the door?" Val's voice blared out of the bowels of their house, well, my house, actually.
"Joshua Gale." Ted yelled back, his face displaying his pleasure at leaving Eve out of his account.
Nonetheless, Val appeared at the end of the hall leading into their house. A formal dining room lay off to the right and a large walk in closet was to the left. The open floor plan living room extended to the kitchen and access to the kitchen from the dining room completed the layout.
"Holy shit. Eve? What are you doing here?" Val's voice rippled with laughter.
Eve did not respond.
I did for her. "She is here to eat you. Feel like a little tongue lashing?"
Valerie hugged herself. "I was hoping you had something a little straighter." She giggled.
"What about me?"
"Go whack off in your room, Ted." Valerie said sharply. Ted retreated and disappeared. "Jesus. Since he lost his job, he's always around. All he does is read porn on the Internet and spank the monkey. He doesn't even bother me to blow him any more. What a bore."
"I apologize for that." I said, pulling at the lead. Half way down the hall I realized Eve either couldn't or wouldn't close the door. I halted and slipped past her to do so. I dropped the chain intentionally. Returning to her, I ran a hand down her left side, over her slender hip, down to her bare thigh and thence to her knee. I took casual hold of the chain and pressed the cool metal against her bare leg. She shivered. I smoothed it up the inside of her thigh nearly to her crotch before I demurred and moved on past her, tugging her along behind me. She stumbled as I pulled at her.
In the living room, I found Val standing with her back to us. She wore a tight, brown stretch dress that clung to her like a second skin. Her hips and ass undulated clearly when her weight shifted, unobstructed by the dress. I dropped the leash, Eve stopped. I moved up behind Valerie and placed my hands on her hips at her waist. She crossed her arms and took hold of my hands, pulling them around her. She moved my hands up to her breasts and crushed my hands to them, kneading them with little of my help.
"God, Joshua, it is been so long."
"Care for a little pussy kiss?" I whispered.
"I was hoping for a lot of cock, Mr. Gale. You have neglected me."
I shrugged, kneading her breasts and pulling her back against my body. My hard cock pressed against the plush softness of her ass. She leaned back into me, sighing.
"I have been busy." I whispered.
"I want you to get busy with me." She returned, squeezing my hands over her breasts.
I bent and nosed through the fall of her hair and kissed the arch of her neck. She crooned and bent her head to the side. I kissed higher on her neck and then fastened my lips to her cool skin. Valerie moaned as I sucked hard at her neck, shivering as I bruised her.
"Oh god, Joshua." She breathed.
I had a moment just then. Here I was with this woman, my arms around her, her body plastered to mine like ink on parchment and another woman was watching us. We seemed at ease with the situation and I had that moment, the thrill of feeling Val's thrill at having my hands on her tits and my hard cock rubbing against her ass. I felt her arousal, her eagerness to be sexual with me and I responded to that, and only that. She was a sex object and I was her toy. We could have fun together, flint and steel to see if we could make fire.



Suddenly she turned in my arms, twisting free of me for a moment, looping her arms around my neck. My moment was over, replaced by the need for distinct action. She cupped the back of my head with one hand and kissed me soundly. Her open mouth and tongue conveyed her lust with the kiss. Her plush lips were alive on mine, moving and massaging mine.
Val groaned into my mouth.
For some reason, I felt Eve Covington behind me, like a star flaring to life, my awareness focused on her. Val sensed my distraction and pulled back.
"What?" She asked, then said, "oh." And slipped free of me. "You want her to go down on me?" She asked, her voice genuinely asking.
I nodded. "She is going to taste everyone."
Val nodded somberly, considering the import of my statement. "How many do you have signed now?"
I had to stop and count. "Let's see, you and Liza, Kiko, Vidya, Jeri Lewis..."
"Jeri signed. Oh my god! I thought she'd be last."
"...Jennifer, Eve here and oh yes, Cassie Angorra. How many is that? I am pretty sure Mrs. Brazil will sign now and I have a path to getting Mrs. Hines and her two lesbian lovers..."
"No! Aurora will sign? Yvette and Helene, too?"
I counted. "Eight for sure, nine with Bethlynn, twelve if Mrs. Hines works out." I grinned, realizing for the first time that perhaps this whole endeavor was going to work out. "I have some work to do."
Val kissed me again. "Starting with me. You have left me here with Tiny Ted for too long." She blushed, then. "I haven't fucked him, I promise...uh...but I have had him go down on me a few times. Does that count?"
I smiled and shrugged. "I think that is up to Liza."
Val kissed me lightly and released me. She walked away towards a bedroom door.
I looked back at Eve and realized I was going to have Val while Eve watched. The thrill of the idea shot through me. I expected watching us would make Eve a little nuts. I moved to her and retrieved the leash.
"Come along." I said and tugged her after Valerie. She glared at me, surely at my snide tone of voice. Ted appeared at a different door. Their house was built with an upstairs but the living room had three bedrooms open into it, the back two provided the only house access to the backyard besides the garage, a peculiar and awkward arrangement if you entertained in the yard but perfect for an orgy. The thought amused me.
Valerie stood by the bed, waiting. I pulled Eve just inside the door and closed it behind her. Valerie turned and regarded Eve's predicament for a moment. "Can she even do it like that?" She asked, tilting her head to one side, studying Eve's restraint.
"I'll help her. I am sure she'll manage."
"What's with the, what is that?"
"Sleeves. She's double-jointed and can slip out of regular shackles."
Val's eyes widened. "Oh, I see." She didn't.
I moved to her and turned her around. "Don't worry. Eve will eat you to orgasm soon enough." I had a plan, a fantasy really, that I wanted to construct if I could. I'd construct it a piece at a time. I chortled at the thought, I'd get this piece and that piece and pretty soon I'd have all the pieces of Holdingsfield, the pieces of my harem!
The zipper on the tight dress whined with the stress as I pulled it down Val's straight back. It seemed to be a bit small. She shivered a little but then went still, waiting. The dress opened like she was ripe and ready to be plucked. I unhooked her bra. She pulled the sleeves of the dress down each arm and let the released bra shuffle down and off her arms to the floor. The dress flopped down from her waist. It clung to her waist and refused to let go. I understood completely. She stood topless beside the bed.
I moved in behind her and ran my hands up her bare belly to cup her pendulous breasts. She inhaled sharply when my hands clasped her breasts. I weighed them, holding them in each hand, feeling their heat and their weight and the tiny little nubs of her nipples hard against my skin. She groaned a little and pressed her bare back against me. She took one hand away from her breast and pressed it flat against her belly. She sighed and pushed it lower, down onto her abdomen, into her panties and deeper till I felt the lush purse of her pussy lips. She was damp. I crooked a finger inside of her and her body lurched against me. She grunted and ground her hips back against my erect cock.
I heard a little chirp from behind me. Eve was watching. I felt her eyes like a glaring spot light glaring down on us. I released Val's breast and with both hands, pushed dress and panties down her hips and legs. At her knees I hesitated. I ran a hand up between her legs. With her panties around her knees, Val could barely widen her stance. I pressed higher and turned my hand to cup her pussy. She was running wet, bubbling like a new well. I put my finger in her again and she swayed.
"Fuck me, Joshua." Val whispered. She bent over, putting her hands on the bed and arched her back, presenting me with her bare ass.
"No. Do her on her back." Eve said from behind me. "I want to see you missionary her." Eve's voice sounded otherworldly, like she was from another planet. She did not sound like herself.
Curiously, Val stood and turned to sit on the bed. She heeled off her low heels and shucked dress and panties off. She scooted backwards onto the bed and lay down naked, lifting her knees but opening her legs wider, wide enough to fit some willing man between them.
I volunteered.
Off with the shirt and down went my pants. Shoes, socks and all scattered and I knee walked onto the bed between Val's raised knees. Out of the corner of my eye I caught movement. Eve approached and then moved around the bed to my left. She stood beside us, staring intently down at us, her body stressed by the sleeves and the leash dangling down her straight chest, nipping at the buds of her breasts. I don't think Val even noticed. Val's arms extended towards me, inviting me in between her loving legs.
I accepted her invitation.
I bent over her. She looped her arms around my neck and waited, staring up at me with searing intensity. I knelt over her naked body and felt the wave of lust rising off of her. It mixed with my pride of ownership and enthralled me. I looked over at Eve. Eve stared at me. With my eyes on Eve, with one hand, I directed my cockhead to her cleft, tracing up one side and down the other. Val's body bloomed.
She grunted. "In me." She shivered. "Put it in me." She implored. Her arms flung out to the sides and her hands bunched in the bedspread. My cock caught at her entrance and I pushed into her body. She groaned, her hips lifting as I penetrated her outer strictures. Her pussy chewed at my cock, massaging it with its soft folds.
Still I watched Eve's eyes. Her intensity flowed around us, even as Val's body enveloped my cock.
I felt the woman shiver with pleasure as I penetrated her. Knowing she was feeling that pleasure gave me a measure of my own. I bent over the nude woman and kissed her right breast and then the left one. Val moaned.
Eve hissed, seeing all.
Arched over Val, her knees still up beside me, I moved to her mouth. She rose up and we clicked teeth before finding our balance and starting the kiss. I lost my balance, failing to keep my cock suspended at the foyer of her pussy. I slowly pitched forward, penetrating Val with my cock as she rippled and pulsed around me. Her knees clasped my sides, squeezing weakly at me but with fulminating desire. Our kiss turned full-body. Her knees drew back beside me and then she twisted her legs and locked her ankles around me. I nestled against her full breasts. Her body rippled under me, adjusting to my weight and surrendering under me. Her pussy clung to my cock, holding it and massaging it.
We kissed deeply. I leaned on my elbows while she levered her hips up and down under me with her locked legs. My palms itched and I wanted to feel the full arch of her ass in them. I settled between her legs, letting my weight ease onto her. I moved my hands down to her ass and clasped her against me.
Val shook off my kiss. "God, Joshua, fuck me!" She hissed through pleasure-clinched teeth.
I agreed and did. My ass rose and fell in a single accented motion.
"Oh, god, yes. Do that." Val moaned.
I did.
Once and twice and more, till I found an easy rhythm. I pumped Val with my cock. Her body rose and fell with me, locked around me as she was. Ours was a diplomatic mission, moving in small increments that had large implications; rubbing just enough to create fissionable pleasure. I attained only a little motion but it seemed fine. In moments, Val grunted through a little orgasm. Moments later, a larger, more insistent one took away her breath. Its passing left her panting and grunting as I increased force and velocity, hammering down into her pussy with greater ferocity.
She hunched once and then tensed, arching her back and clinching down on me with her legs. I rammed down into her and my orgasm appeared, galloping towards me as though pursued by the minions of hell. I erupted deep inside of Valerie's pussy and she felt and heard me. Her eyes clinched closed and she shook as her own orgasm matured and thrashed through her.
With contiguous intent, we crashed together, grinding and grunting as we shared a very nice mutual orgasm. Ephemeral and fabled as such things are, when they occur, they are surpassingly wonderful. I ground into her and she ground up at me, grunting and heaving while her orgasm flashed through her. I swear I saw the fucking lights, like lightning brightening boiling clouds, her orgasm and mine penetrated the darkness of my closed eyes and left me weak and blind.
I lay panting on Val's body. She supported me with her tits but I felt her breathing laboring under the weight. Her pussy held my cock, pulsing around it like it was an independent thing. Val turned her head, kissed the side of my face. She released the knots in the bed with each hand and wrapped her arms around me.
"Have her suck you." Val whispered in my ear.
She seemed fully recovered while I felt utterly unstitched by the experience. Her legs relaxed and left me balanced on her pubic bone. I struggled to my knees and crouched there, my head on her shoulder, balanced on my elbows. Val could breathe easier without my weight on her chest. I got my elbows under me and released the rest of the pressure.
Val inhaled deeply. "Jesus god, I needed that." She wheezed.
I sat back on my heels, breaking the love knot Val had tied with her legs around me. I glanced over at Eve.
Eve stood, bent forward from the waist, staring down at us.
I withdrew from Val's quivering body. I got to my feet on the opposite side of the bed from Eve. I moved around the bed to her. "Get on your knees."
Eve stared at me but then tried to kneel without benefit of her hands. She lost balance and would have toppled over onto her back had I not grabbed her. She looked thankfully up at me but then realized what came next. Her expression changed to anticipation.
I positioned my slick cock before her eyes. Eve looked up at me then closed them and opened her mouth. She extended her tongue. I stared down at the woman for a moment, disbelieving. I thought about looking the gift horse in the mouth but this was no horsey and I wasn't looking her in the mouth, not with my seeing eyes anyway. I lay the head of my cock on the pad of her tongue. Her talented tongue wrapped around my cock. She lapped at me.
The starch I had lost, pumping it into Val, returned. My cock regenerated. Eve sucked it deeper into her mouth, finally pressing her head fully down my cock, planting it in her throat. She sucked violently for a moment, the sounds of it filled the room. It stiffened and swelled in her mouth. Then she expelled it, pushing me away with her forehead.
She struggled to stand and could not. I helped her to her feet. She looked at me, eyes wide and questioning.
"Eat her now." I whispered.
Eve glanced at the nude woman on the bed. She shook her head. "I can't." She whispered and wagged her arms behind her like little Bo Peep's sheep.
She wanted me to release her.
"I'll help." I said at the same time Valerie said it. I smirked at Eve. I give her credit, she shrugged a little and turned to the bed. She tried to get on it but wavered and would have fallen but I caught her.
"That won't work. Put her on the floor. I'll, uh, I'll move." Val said looking down her body at the woman. She twisted on the bed and dangled her lower legs off the edge of the bed, scooting her ass nearly to the edge which splayed her knees wide, exposing and parting the lips of her freshly fucked pussy.
I did as she suggested. Eve would fit well between Val's knees.
Eve got to her feet though, not to her knees. I chortled.
"Perfect," saying it out loud.
Val lay crosswise on the bed, her legs over the edge, bent at the knees. I moved around Eve, behind her. I lifted her little skirt and crouched behind her. She tried to turn to see what I was doing but I looped an arm around her middle to hold her in place, her constrained arms pushed to the side, twisting her shoulders. With my other hand, I probed between her legs, shoved a finger into her sopping depths and then grasped my cock. She understood my thinking and while she tried to decide whether to help or hinder, I plunged my cock into her. Her hands tinkled between us, trying to feel clearly with them what her body told her I was doing to her. I was fucking her.
Eve groaned loudly, sounding like a much larger woman. Her body seemed to go all loose and limp. She sagged onto my cock, planting her weight squarely on it. If I hadn't had an arm around her, I believe she would have crumpled completely. Her body clinched down on my cock, hot and wet, she clasped me inside of her with passion and conviction. Her body broke free of her control and responded to my penetration.
"Oh yes, you are fucking Eve Covington." Val crowed from the bed.
I did not understand her. Her words were clear but I did not get the relish in her voice, not really. It seemed much too over done but I had other things to occupy me so I did not stop to question her for clarification. I moved us, lifting Eve bodily off the floor and moving over before Val's open legs.
"Bend over." I whispered harshly into Eve's ear.
She moaned, her head turned away, trying to move her ear away from my hot breath and my words.
"Eat her. Make her come by sucking my cum out of her." I hissed. I straightened my straining legs which impaled the slight woman more thoroughly on my cock, lifting her nearly off her feet by her pussy. She balanced on her toes, dangling like a coat on a hook. I felt the strain in her bare legs between mine. My arm around her middle tightened. Her body pressed against mine. I felt the swirl of emotions in her expressed as writhing inside and out. My planted cock swelled and twitched inside her. She squirmed. For a moment my whole focus targeted our conjoined bodies, latched together with cock and pussy. I pulled her against me and hunched at her, eliciting deep, cock-felt groans. Her arms remained between us.
After several thrusts of this sort, Eve twisted nearly completely around so she could look at me with both eyes, a feat of flexibility that seemed utterly impossible but there she was twisting her spine to look me full in the eyes. Her arms protruded out to the side.
"You need to let go of me if I am going to eat her. I can't bend over with your arm around my middle like that, not and breathe at the same time." Her voice sounded completely normal, like she was pointing out that I had to start the car to get it to move. She spoke like she was talking down to an idiot child.
It wasn't exactly contempt, more like pity. In a flash I understood. She thought my compulsion, the drive to fuck her made me less human, less alive, a lesser being and her detachment indicated a higher form of life, superior in every way. She did not manage to keep the bubbling relish out of her voice. It touched me, stinging but wakening in me a sophisticated desire to break her into little pieces but in a way that she would not notice and know to resist.
I released my arm from around her lithe middle, instead holding her by the hips with both hands, lifting her slightly and then letting her slide down my cock, like a cog onto a greasy sprocket.
Eve groaned, her body shivered as she enveloped my cock again. With my hands on her hips and her toes barely touching the floor, we had some little control. I took hold of her by the upper arms and steered her between Val's open legs using them like a tiller on a flat-bottomed boat. The thought made me chuckle because Eve would surely glare if I spoke it out loud. Eve got a shoulder onto one knee and balanced there, resisting my direction that guided her face towards Val's bubbling pussy.
Val spread her knees wider suddenly and Eve lost her balance. I felt her weight and for a moment she was suspended by her arms in my hands and my cock in her cunt. I think even her feet came off the floor, the pressure on my cock was so great. I felt her tighten and clamp down as though the fear of falling strengthened her inner muscles. I caught her and she hung there, suspended by her arms and rooted onto my cock, completely fucked. Eve recovered her balance getting her feet under her once more. I felt her weight sag onto my cock and hands. Her knees bent and she lifted her feet.
We tipped over because I kept her ass sealed against me, a symbol of her possession of my cock inside of her. She grunted with the effort and the penetration. I lowered our weight between Val's legs and I realized I needed to move forward. Eve tilted back her head and ended up eye to pussy with Val, on her knees. I draped over her and if I didn't get a hand on the bed and push myself off of her, I would have crushed her further.
My cock slipped out of her and she shuddered, like a spiritual hook had pulled her soul out the small of her back.
"No, god, no. Put, put it back in!" Eve stuttered.
I did, fumbling behind her to find her opening. I held her by her wrists, high over her back, while I fumbled with my cock between her lean legs. Her ass cocked up and when my cock touched her pussy in the right spot, the place she could feel where it needed to be, she slammed her hips down and nailed herself onto my cock.
"Oh, oh, oh god!" She groaned, her body shaking with uncontrolled lust.
Val, feeling left out, was leaning on her elbows, looking at us down the sensuous contours of her nude body. She leaned onto one side and with the other hand, grasped Eve by the back of the head and pushed her forwards. Eve moaned but lost her voice to open her mouth and spear her tongue into the woman before her. Eve became just a tongue and lips, slurping and kissing at Val's pussy.
"Oh Christ, yes!" Val shrieked, her voice wavered like a bad connection. "Oh, oh don't, don't, don't stop!" She cried. Her body bucked. The superheated conditions touched off a series of quakes in her body that made her twist and turn.
Eve, surprisingly, followed the shifting pussy with her mouth and sucked. She thrummed Val's clit with her tongue. She seemed utterly absorbed in the endeavor and Val seemed utterly thrilled at the attention. Eve proved incredibly capable of twisting her body around so her mouth could minister to Val's rising pleasure. The unbound woman seemed utterly captured by the bound woman's mouth.
I felt like a superfluous appendage. I pulled my cock nearly out of Eve and slammed into her. She lifted her head satisfactorily, exhaling with a languorous groan.
"God, yes, like that!" She whispered. "I fucking love it! Fuck me!" She cried louder. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Her voice gained momentum with each expostulation, punctuated by my cock ramming deep into her, till the last was a ragged shriek, filled with lurid demand and helpless desperation.



I was persuaded. The reserve in Eve I had sensed to that point seemed shattered. Her hips pulsed as she tried to ram herself full of cock. I had pulled back so that she could gain only a few inches of the thrilling penetration that titillated her ten million inner nerve endings. Her hips moved, twerking with greater urgency, force and speed trying to pierce her inner walls without success. She seemed intent on thrashing her own reserve, shredding it so that she could finally surrender to the thriving passion so long imprisoned behind her cool and reserved demeanor.
My hands only rested on her hips, guiding them but slightly. She moved so fast I had no hope to keep up but held still so she had a stationary target but even then, her violent motion dislodged my cock and I fell away, legs shaking. I sat back on my heels behind her. She twisted to glare at me, snarling like some cross between a cougar and a cobra. Wordless, she hissed and growled and still managed to make her demand clear. Her eyes were wild and everything about her demanded penetration once more. All of her demanded cock!
I grasped her waving ass, held her still and rose up on my knees a little higher. I felt the sensitized end of my cock bump her lean thigh and slide between her legs. I rose up, felt the wispy fuzz of her pubic hair then the hot voracious lips of her pussy. She arched her back, lifting her ass and rocked back on her knees. Her arms wagged above her like a sea buoy. She planted my cock back in her pussy with such force, I fell forward over her back, restrained by her arms locked between us. My cock slicked into her then popped free. I felt her growl, twisting under me. I put out a hand and pushed myself upright.
"Goddammit, put that cock in me!" Eve snarled, her voice a paroxysm of passion.
I did, hurriedly. Despite our relationship, I felt compelled to please her, her demand held me in sway and all I wanted to do was to satisfy the raging lust exuding from her. Val rose up to watch us, her eyes glowed with interrupted ardor. I fumbled at Eve's ass, following the crease in her ass past her asshole to the gushing entrance to her passion. I pushed a finger into her pussy, finding her open like a new highway.
"No, goddammit, my, your cock. Put your fucking cock in me. Fuck me!" Eve snapped.
I rose up and with one hand on her hip reconnected us, shoving my cock into her without regard to any delicacy. I held her by the wrists, steadying her as her body inhaled my cock, sucking it inside while she watched. Her eyes changed, the savage passion dulled and as my cock slid home, her eyes closed. She grunted, her hips flexed and she crushed herself back against me.
"Fuck me." She said in a nearly normal voice.
It was like I was fucking a whole girl band all in one go. This new voice sounded like the drummer. I did as she demanded. I ground us together. Her voice deepened and she groaned with lurid satisfaction.
"Faster. Harder." She whispered softly, her voice syrupy with satisfaction, using the dulcet tones of a flutist.
I thrust harder and faster. Eve's body responded. I felt a gout of fluid spew between us and I was reasonably sure I had contributed little or nothing to the mixture. She was so extremely twisted that her body remained tight and strained. I began slapping us together, the sharp, wet sound of my flesh smacking against hers filled the room. I gripped her hips and tried to increase the pace and force without losing my way altogether.
Eve's head arched, her chin high, impossibly twisted so I could see her face as I fucked her from behind, a disorienting configuration. I could even see one nipple and it seemed elongated.
"Hey? What about me?" Val cried from the bed above us.
Eve whipped around. "Shut the fuck up!" She snarled, but despite her words, she moved forward and took a long wet swipe at Val's pussy with her tongue. Her bound body arched over Val's crotch, weaving and had it not been for the fin of arms above her, she would have looked just like an angry snake.
Even while I hammered her from behind, she resumed eating Val, bending down to lick and kiss Val's pussy. Val convulsed, her body responded immediately to the resumption of stimulation. For a moment, the wet sounds of Eve's mouth on Val's pussy blended with the staccato slapping of our two bodies, then it went all silent. She seemed to have affixed her mouth to Val and all sound ceased. If I had not been smacking against her thighs and ass, I would have thought I had gone deaf.
Val screamed. Her body lurched and she scuttled away back onto the bed, dragging Eve a few feet before they separated.
"Her, her, her tongue, god, I can feel it deep, ugh, deep, ugh, deep...!" Val's voice evaporated in a flush of orgiastic fury. Her body convulsed. Eve shouldered her clinching legs apart, intent on the pussy under her mouth. Val shook with her climax, tensing and twisting while the other woman redeemed her with lips and tongue.
My orgasm arrived like a tidal wave, enveloping my humanity and my consciousness in a consuming wash of pleasure that blinded and deafened me, leaving me floating in a roiling cataract of ecstasy. Then I heard something, as though from far away. It seemed to get closer and closer, changing pitch and intensity. I became aware that Eve's body was pressing back at me and that my cock was surrounded by a thousand fingers of delight, all touching me and drawing out my orgasm. Her hips bucked against me.
My eyes opened and I found Eve had pushed away from Val, balancing on her forehead on the bed, she braced herself, her body bucked against me, grinding her hips back, trying to get more of my pumping cock into her. I had sagged back onto my heels as my climax swamped me but with this crease of consciousness returned, I rose up. That placed my cock in direct line with her pussy and suddenly I was balls deep in her again. I swear I felt her pussy lips seething against my thighs. She seemed as open as an Expo and just as inviting. I gripped her by the waist and jammed her onto my cock.
Eve bucked and thrashed and screamed. Her shriek suddenly pierced my pleasure dulled senses and struck me like a vicious uppercut. My head went back and it was like I experienced a second orgasm. A torrent of pleasure coursed over and through me. I wanted to feel my cock ram through her body clear to her tonsils. I thrust into her as hard as I could. Eve continued to scream and buck, her body twisted radially and she seemed intent on literally screwing herself onto me. She bucked, she thrashed, she screamed.
My eyes opened and I saw Val sitting over us, peering down like an angel watching an orgy, curious, mystified and jealous.
The moment I met her eyes, everything halted. Eve subsided into a heaving, gasping mess. Her body quivered with the deficit the effort caused. Her spine relaxed and she slumped onto the floor. Her body rocked away from me. We disconnected like a car rolling away from a gas pump while it was still getting gas. I felt all body control flow away from me and I flopped to the side, away from Eve. Amazingly, my cock pulsed a few more times, spewing cum in front of me. She lay wheezing on her side, arms still bound behind her.
I lay panting, not even sure if my eyes were open and I was blind or they were closed and I had no energy left to even lift my eyelids. Eye lids. What a curious expression. I have lids for my eyes. Seems like there should have been a much better word for them. The thought pandered to my catatonia, making it seem usual and normal. I felt utterly disembodied.
"Goddamn. I never would have believed it if I had not seen it with my own eyes." Val said from on high.
My eyes opened. I was naked. Eve was still dressed. I had the distinct recollection of seeing her elongated nipple and wondered how that could have happened with her clothing still in place. I chalked it up to sexual delirium. I rolled onto my back, exhaling like a diesel truck coming to a stop, that sound of air brakes releasing.
I wanted to speak but my speech center was closed for repairs. I don't know how much time actually passed but the next thing I recognized was Eve struggling to stand. I opened my eyes and realized with her arms bound, she'd never get to her feet safely. Someone had to help her. I had no energy to be that somebody. Eve struggled to sit up but with her hands bound behind her, she couldn't. Finally Valerie leaned over and helped her to sit up and then get to her knees. She rose up and stood. She pushed onto the bed, sitting next to the jumble that was Valerie Hanson.
"Unzip me, before he wakes up." Eve whispered.
I heard the metallic crackle of the zipper. Then I heard Val chuckling.
"No. I don't think so." She gurgled, as though struggling to not laugh. "I think you look cute like that!" I think I did a thirty second blink because the next thing I saw was Eve standing facing the bed, her arms locked securely in place behind her. I struggled up, sitting like a drugged idiot, legs arced before me, leaning between them. My cock lolled back, smoking a cigarette, the casual fuck.
Eve turned around and walked out of my sight. I lurched up, found my clothing and dressed. She had reached the street before I got to the door. I felt like I was learning to walk all over again. While I dressed, Val talked but in some fucked up language I didn't recognize. I felt turned inside out. She was still jabbering like a blue jay when I opened her door and staggered into the cool night. The chill shocked me and I came awake. I saw Eve shambling along the sidewalk, arms bound behind her, collar still in place, trailing the leash between her shuffling legs.
I tottered after her.
My limbs felt heavy, like they were asleep but the opposite of numb, like they were all over-sensitized and unable to accept any more sensations so my feelings were queuing up someplace out of sight and out of mind.
"Eve." I managed to croak. I wanted to talk about what just happened but when she turned on me, nearly smacking me with her bound arms, I saw her face and it silenced me.
She appeared traumatized.
"I can't do this. I can't. I'll, I'll..." She tailed off, unable to formulate her thought into coherent words.
"You'll what?" I prompted, providing wonderful aid and insight to help her find the right words. That comment is sarcasm by the way.
Her eyes focused and she saw me finally. "I can't do this. I won't do this. I, it, I, it, it consumes me. I feel just a husk but I want it more. I want you to give me more of this. I fear my own passion and your ability to draw it out of me. Goddamn you, Joshua Gale, you did this to me. I won't do it. I won't let you seduce me into this whirling morass. I'll, I'll never escape."
"I want you to invite Swallow back. I think we could have more fun than even last time."
Her face contorted. "Goddammit, Mr. Gale, aren't you listening to me? I don't want this!"
I could not believe her words. She was delirious. I was delirious. If I could have, I'd have fucked her again right there on the sidewalk. I felt like a piece of paper flash burned, just standing ashes waiting for a gnat's sneeze to fling me away into tiny bits.
"No." I managed. "You loved it. You, god, I never saw anyone come like that before."
She shook her head violently. "No. I can't do it. You can't make me. Contract or not. I won't do it again. Ever. Goddamn you, I want it so bad if, if I touch you again, I'll scream and never stop. You'll have to gag me to make me stop until you fuck me again." She swallowed then and I saw real fear in her face, like she was naked for the very first time.
"I, god, Joshua, if I let you take me down this road, I'll lose myself. I'll do nothing but service you and all the other pricks you send my way. I'll stop being a woman and turn into a giant cunt that wants nothing but cock and tongue and the taste of other fucked women on my lips. I, god, I love it all but I cannot control it. You, you have to release me. You must let me go or, or, or you'll destroy me." Her voice sagged into a whisper. She shuddered and turned her back to me, waiting.
I unzipped the sleeves from her arms. She flexed her back then. I grabbed one arm. "These are mine." I rasped. I unfastened the first snap and slowly removed it. I tucked it under one arm and undid the second sleeve. Eve let me, compliant like an Empress with her eunuch but I still had my balls.
I left the collar on her neck and just walked away.
After I staggered a dozen steps, I turned to look back. She stood there, her hair a rats nest and her face strained with regret, the silver chain hanging from her neck down between her evanescent breasts, down between her bare knees.
I shook the sleeves at her. "I'll keep these, till you want them back." I said. "Till you want to honor your contract." I turned my back on her and walked away. I felt the ground shifting under my feet and staggered, lurching this way and that till I got to my own drive. Just walking kept the thoughts out of my mind. I did not confront that possibility that I had fucked Eve Covington out of my life till I stood under the shower. The thought bonked me on the temple and the pain of it sent me to bed with a painkiller and a shot of scotch. I dropped out of existence into the black hole of unconsciousness but with enough presence of mind to be grateful for the numbness. Even then, even with the thought that insisted I did not feel anything, I felt the throbbing convulsions of loss echoing through me as I disappeared from sight. The world vanished and I lost consciousness.
Thanks to PK for the editing help! -C
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I got up late, worked till noon. There are always things to monitor and manage when you have wide interests. I worked to distract myself from the conundrum that was Eve. I couldn't really tell if I was in the garden before or after I ate of the tree of knowledge. I knew that Eve had signed the contract and then repudiated it so I was in a pickle. I had to figure out a way to keep her or the whole artifice might unravel. I had reality on my side, I did own the houses once they signed them over to me. My people were handling that paperwork with an agency locally but I had no wish to keep them using reality. I wanted the seductive promise of sexual fantasy to keep my women compliant. I had to keep seducing Eve till she was utterly seduced with no thought of escaping my velvet hold on her but could I do that? The thought throbbed like a tooth ache.
I was in the kitchen making a sandwich when my phone rang. It was Crowley.
"Charlie, how you doing?"
"Boss, hey listen, we got a problem."
"Oh?" Everything was a problem to Crowley. I had learned to just wait for particulars before reacting.
"Well, actually, not a problem. It's well, its more of an opportunity. Rae Dawn Stewart."
I remembered the name from the portfolio. "CEO of James and St. James Trust, an investment firm." I said thoughtfully. I had been avoiding her because she was the only truly single woman on the list. Independently wealthy and a real snag in my picture. I had concentrated on picking the low hanging fruit rather than getting tangled up with that complex woman to this point. We were waiting for her professional disaster to put her at risk so I could do my thing with her.
"You remember that she was being investigated by the SEC and the justice department, right?"
"Oh yes, I remember now. That was why we thought we'd still be able to gain some leverage and get her house."
"It just got easier. The indictment is coming out this week, Thursday or Friday, I'd guess. I, uh, I have a friend who helped himself to a copy of...I said indictment, I mean settlement. They are offering her a settlement, generous by some standards but devastating to her, I should think." Crowley was nearly chortling.
"Charlie, what have you been up to?" I asked, chiding him with my tone but thinking of her picture. She was a dirty, dirty blond with an upright figure, lean but for great tits and full, pouting lips. She worked out, had run a marathon recently which, with those tits was an impressive accomplishment. They could put out and eye if she was the least bit aroused. Can a woman run aroused? Ever try to run with an erection, damn inconvenient.
"Boss, okay, listen, I may have been a little hasty here and I, well, I saw an opening and I took it. I mean, see, the Feds, they have the resources of a badly run charity when it comes to this sort of thing so I thought it was my public duty to help them out a little. You know, help them find assets and locate funds that Ms. Stewart thought were well hidden."
"Oh?"
"Yeah. And, and boss, then I more or less negotiated with the Feds to agree to drop the charges against her if, if she would forfeit her assets." Crowley did laugh then. "Oh fuck me, its beautiful. They have her dead to rights on a fraud charge that will put her in the slammer for two years. Nothing silly but god, she'd never work again and in the end, she'd still lose everything. My agreement is that if they convince her to take the plea deal, I'll tell them where the assets are and they get everything."
I saw the angle. "Are you sure you have everything? If, if she has something squirreled away out of reach...?"
"I covered that contingency. She surrenders her passport." Crowley laughed then. "They have her passport but, if she takes their settlement, she has to agree to be released to you, on your recognizance as it were. The one thing I insisted on was acquiring the house deed before they settle the thing. She'll be yours and all you have to do is crawl in her knickers and make her squawk!"
Crowley had a way with words that tended to reflect his personal reality. I could tell he liked the idea of this woman. He surely did like poke-a-knowing with high-powered women. Hell, he liked poking any sort of women that fit his measurements, whatever they were.
"Even if she has funds out of the country, she won't be able to leave for two or three years. Still negotiating that. And boss, here, here is the kicker. She'll be accountable to you because you'll put up a bond. You can use all of my resources to make sure she has no other funding. If she taps it, you get it to pay off the bond. Even if it exceeds the amount of the bond you post to keep her out of jail, we can tie it up till she walks like an Egyptian!" Crowley roared then, the man did love his work. He was either in a great mood or nervous as a virgin in a frat house.
"I think you mean till she walks like a cowboy, don't you, Charlie?"
Crowley quieted. "Whatever, boss. But this means you have to move. Today."
"Oh?"
"Yeah, well soon but we can't sit on this, if we do, we could lose our chance altogether. She is not stalling for time, she is angling for something but I am not sure what that is yet. Listen, they are going to present her with a plea deal by the end of the week latest. If she sees it without any recourse, she may reject it and make a run for it. You need to go over and offer to buy her out of her house. Just the house. Don't tell her about the plea, that you know it is coming. They won't finalize it unless they have my asset list and I don't surrender that till she sucks your cock for you."
"You like her, don't you Crowley?" I heard it in his voice. The voyeuristic tension that he never made much effort to hide when discussing pussy with me, pussy he lusted after on his own terms.
"Who wouldn't...yeah, sure boss. She's a doll but a spitfire too. Taming her will be like bending titanium."
"I took Mrs. Sawyer for a walk around the neighborhood on a leash with a collar around her neck yesterday." I offered.
Silence.
Finally, "Shit, boss, don't do that to me. Goddamn. Really? By the way nice job with Mrs. Lewis yesterday. I, I am sorry I fucked that up. China did a good job and now she's...well, I blamed her and she is working it off. She's okay. Anyway, those were some real heavies on the line and you handled it just fine."
I had a moment, feeling proud followed close on by resentment that he would express the opinion I needed reassurance. I didn't but Crowley was my father's man and it was as close to paternal approval as I was going to get now. I don't know if he intended it that way, I doubted it. Crowley is as subtle as a whale fluke.
I focused on the business at hand.
"Do you think Ms. Stewart will go for it? The buy out and all?"
"Once she sees the offer from the Feds. The kicker will be the bond requirement. I think I have all her options blunted so she'll be forced into your loving arms. Before she gets the offer, though, she needs to have your offer on the table."
"I haven't even met her. I am not sure she is even home."
Crowley chortled. "I am. Boss, we knew she was the one that was going to be a problem and I have been working on her. She's under house arrest. Can't leave her house till the trial. She's been living high on her own hog but they'll freeze every one of her assets and she'll not be able to buy a cake roll. She is an opportunist but more than that, she is an epicurean. If my research is right, she'll take the shortcut and fuck you just to keep her caviar cool. Or pate or whatever the fuck snooty bitches eat when they aren't gnawing on cock." Crowley's laugher sounded like gunfire. "But they won't wait on you. You have to go present her with your option immediately. Tomorrow might be too late."
I nodded to myself. I waited, Crowley hadn't hung up yet.
"Uh, boss, have you boinked that Mrs. Lewis yet? She seems to be a bit of a live one."
"Not yet, Crowley. I'm letting her steep."
"Steep? What the fuck?"
"Soak in her own juices, like a good steak. I am aging her."
"Oh, marinade." Crowley chortled again. "Boss, I'd not bother to tenderize her. I'd take her rough."
"Charlie, you'd take Tinker Bell rough."
He roared at that. "By god, Alan, you're right. I guess I would." He hung up.
Crowley was proud of setting up the single Ms. Stewart but I suspected he was relieved that I was not making an issue of his oversight. Dear Ms. China was likely not getting off so easy if he blamed her for the oversight. I bet her ass was sore and would be for some time to come. Crowley does like the ass...!
I sat in my office in a lull like my operating system was lagging badly. But then it caught up and with its swell of capacity it brought the perfect inspiration. I did not even think, I just walked right out the front door and over to the Sawyer house. To my surprise, Eve answered the door.
She appeared more or less together, not bedraggled as she appeared yesterday.
"Mr. Gale, come to cast us out into utter darkness?"
"I think the saying is outer darkness and no. Get your collar." My cock heard the words and popped into full readiness, skipping all degrees of lassitude.
"No."
My cock wilted. I did not like that syllable any more than my dick did.
"Excuse me?"
"I said, no. I won't go get my collar." She said. After speaking the last word, her chin lifted a little and she looked down her fine nose at me. "No." She repeated, just to be sure I did not miss it.
When I didn't move or speak for a couple seconds, she calmly closed the door.
I turned around, bumfuzzled.
"Shit." I thought. "There goes that idea." I looked around, getting my bearings. I thought I knew where Ms. Stewart lived and walked in that direction. Like the other mailboxes in our little enclave, her name was on hers so that gave me some reassurance I had the right house. I walked up to the door and rang the bell. I didn't know what I was doing exactly. To this point, I'd managed to bring the women to my door, not the other way around. Well, Vidya was something of an exception but hell, seeing a belly dancer would draw you through a screen too.
The door opened.
Her reality was sexier than the research suggested. Her hair was a mess, like a big wad of dirty cotton candy around her head like an aura in the strong daylight. She stood glaring at me. She wore a USC sweatshirt and sweatpants. Her bare feet showed painted toe nails, green, a detail I filed away because it hardly matched the image of a corporate maven that I had in my head.
"Yes? Who are you?"
For a second I was Alan Livingston but then my mind kicked in and I quit focusing on her wobbling tits.
"Joshua. Joshua Gale." I managed to get out. So far, confronted with each new Holdingsfield woman, my mouth tended to go dry while my heart sped up, hammering in my chest. Implicitly I had told myself I'd go along with the nasty bit of vengeance for my sister for as long as that happened. When I lost that thrill running through my bones, I'd quit and go back to work. I always felt it with a bit of relief because seriously, this was fun, fucking fun!
She waited. Finally she said, "So? Should I know you?"
"May I come in?"
"No. You may not. The last guy I let in the door I didn't know put this on me!" She snarled, pulling up on her pants leg to reveal a blinking red light mounted on a black band around her left ankle.
I grinned. I could not help myself. Suddenly I felt that other thrill, the thrill that kept me from frittering away my life chasing pussy, the thrill of the deal. For a moment I had that feeling, that chill up my spine that suggested I knew what I was confronting. I had the feeling that this woman was negotiating with me, that she knew what was what in Holdingsfield, perhaps she was even the fabled Chair of the Board that I sought. I felt she had something at stake but I didn't have a clue what it was. Given her recent shift in circumstances, whatever was infusing her now likely had little to do with who she had once been. Losing everything as she had, professionally speaking, left a gap in the world and if you fell into it, you may never return. I got the impression the wind was trying to suck her into that abyss and she was scrabbling for a hold to stay where she was. There is was, the word I was looking for.
Desperation.
She was desperately trying to hide her desperation.
"What do you want?" She asked again, interrupting my flow of thought.
I was a little irritated by the interruption, people usually waited for me to return from gathering my wool. I had to stay in the moment, I was just some guy ringing her bell. Man oh man did I want to ring her bell. My hard cock testified and I straightened a little to be sure to present my main member to her eyes, if she checked out my crotch.
"Joshua Gale." I repeated, searching for my entree. "May I come in?"
"No. Asked and answered. What do you want? I am not prone to slamming doors in people's faces but I may if you don't give me a sound reason to stand here listening to you."
"I have a proposition for you." I said. I realized I had arrived at her door without a fully thought out plan of action, an approach and that was not like me but the feeling of dangling out in space without references sort of jazzed me up. "I have contracts with several homeowners in Holdingsfield, to purchase their homes, I mean."
Her eye brows raised. "Oh? Why would you do that?"
I smiled my best smarmy smile. "Arbitrage. Something I am sure you know about. I find this to be a very interesting opportunity, Holdingsfield, I mean."
Rae Dawn Stewart waited.
I decided to be circumspect but immediately changed my mind. That would get me in trouble. If I tried to disguise what I was about, I'd end up with angry partners and that did not work for me. They needed to lift their skirts intentionally and with eagerness for this to be any fun. Sharon wanted a rape scene but I don't do that, well, not as a rule. If a woman wanted something like that, I'd figure a way to give her what she wanted. I shook my head. I needed to focus.
"Ms. Steward, let me be frank with you."
"Please do."
"I have offered to buy people's houses and cure their deficits to keep them in place as part of a trade. When someone has no capital to bring to a deal, you have to find a way to value what they do still possess. In the case of Holdingfield, this consortium is broke, bankrupt and if you all don't hang together you will hang separately and no one will be well hung."
She arched on eyebrow, a distinct and conscious action but she did not otherwise change expression or make any move at all. One hand remained high on the door ready to slam it closed.
"The women of Holdingsfield with a few notable exceptions are beautiful, that is to say fuckable. I am offering each homeowner the chance to settle their debt but they must write a contract entitling me to use them sexually anyway I please, within some parameters to be worked out after the deal is consummated." If I expected her to be aghast or something, I was disappointed, and I was and so I was, so double the disappointment. She continued to regard me with her incredibly focused stare. "My plan is to provide the women of Holdingsfield a way to fuck their way out of this debt they have acquired, both individually and collectively."
"You want to turn us all into hookers?"
I shook my head. "No. Well, not exactly. I want you to have sex for money, yes, but with the understanding that you pick the men you wish to fuck and reject the rest. I figure with the variety of women here in Holdingsfield, nearly any given guy should be able to find at least one woman who will consent to having sex with him. Statistically, it is unlikely one guy can reject all of the women of Holdingsfield.
"What does this have to do with me?"
"I want the chance to offer you the same opportunity."
"Fuck my way out of debt? No thanks." She started to close the door.
"Wait. Wait a second. I am providing capital to heal the situation and you who would benefit from that have nothing I want. Or need. I provide you with a way out of debt and I give you your sexual fantasies, if I can. My cock is my cock and it stopped growing long ago but otherwise I mean. The women enjoy being fucked whenever I like. They do. Honest." It felt weak and pallid even to me.
Rae stopped though. "I don't believe you." She said softly. "No woman would let you just, do what you wanted with her. And enjoy it. You're lying. You are just imagining things, making shit up because you know..." She stopped. Her face worked for a moment and her lips pursed like she was kissing a peach. "Prove it. I bet you can't do what you just said. I bet not one of these women would fuck you while I watched!" She smiled all superior and confident and something else I didn't quite classify right. I thought it was contempt at the time. "Come back when you aren't talking bullshit." The door closed.
"I'll be back in an hour!" I shouted at the closed door.
I turned away. Of course I could come back, with a woman on a leash ready to fuck. I found I was walking towards the Sawyer house and stopped.
"Fuck me." I grunted, realizing that Eve wouldn't do as I wanted. Rae was right about Eve, at least so far but then I realized something else. She wasn't the only pussy in the stable. Stable? Fuck that, I may ride these women but not a one of them was horsey. This was an American Harem. I grinned. Fuck me but I liked the sound of that. American because they aren't imprisoned or captured. In America they join by signing a contract. Harem because I could fuck them all.
I glared in the Sawyer's direction. I needed to address that, her rejection but I felt the press of Crowley's urgency that I administer my offer to Ms. Stewart immediately. Fuck. What would I do now?
Suddenly I felt foolish, again. I did have a harem and it was populated by a number of women that would fit a collar and leash just fine. I sauntered back towards my house, mentally flipping through my options. Liza, Val and Mrs. Lewis came to mind but they all felt wrong for this little effort. Vidya and Kiko did not please me. I wanted a white woman on a leash. I went inside and sat in my office, puzzled. My mind seemed muddled and confused.
It had been so perfect, the picture of Eve Covington panting through and orgasm or kneeling with my cock in her mouth while Ms. Stewart listened distractedly to my proposal. I had this mania in me. I'd dreamed of only Eve last night. Her ass clinching as I fucked her from behind. Her mouth on my cock sucking me while her big, model's eyes gazed up at me, filled with mixed emotions that tortured her in many different ways but never released her from the lust that drove her back to my cock over and over again. I had her and by god I wanted to keep her.
Her big bad "no" echoed around in my head. I was startled because I guess I figured that having her sign the contract was the last struggle I'd have with her. Deep in my idiot heart, I thought that it'd be smooth sailing after that. I tried to imagine Jeri Lewis with a collar on her neck and couldn't do it. I ended up with it stuffed between my jaws and a broom stick shoved up my ass, in my imagination, I mean. I had the feeling I was forgetting something when the taxi appeared.
Jews and Quakers but I felt stupid. I watched out my office window as Mrs. Simpson bustled out of the taxi with her two cases, paid him and then listened as she rattled through the front door. Mrs. Simpson obviously solved my problem.
I got up and went to the door of the office. Jennifer dropped her bags and flew into my arms. She hugged me tight, trying to get all of her body to contact mine, which was impossible but fun to attempt. When the hug abated, she took my face in both hands and kissed me soundly on the lips.



"Mr. Gale, I mean Joshua, god, I cannot tell you how how how...oh god, that was the best weekend of my life!" She sobered. "I don't mean the sex, you still, you still fuck me the best but god, having a virgin guy of nineteen like that, willing to follow my lead...god, I think I have found my calling. Have any more virgins for me to service?"
I doubted that we'd find many more of that sort or that they'd fit our services so exactly again but I did not want to burst her bubble. She did not smell used and had none of the travel mustiness about her. I said so.
"Oh, I traveled first class and this jet had a shower. I finished just as the plane landed so I am fresh enough to eat." She grinned impishly.
I did not grin back. I decided immediately.
"Come with me." We walked out of the house. She kept lagging so I finally took her by the upper arm and dragged her with me to the Sawyer's house. She clacked along the side walk in her high heels. At first, she seemed chagrined by the loss of her princess status but by the time I rang Eve's doorbell again, she seemed to have retrieved her delight as sex object and was reveling in it. While we waited, she backed up against me and pressed her plush bottom against my very hard cock.
I nearly fucked her on the spot.
The door opened, Eve again.
"No." She said again, like the word gave her pleasure.
"Fuck you. I need the collar and chain."
Jennifer quit her tittering and went still. She finally realized that life in Holdingsfield had continued without her, developing new wrinkles in her absence.
For a moment Eve glared at me, toying with her options. When she settled on one, she lifted her chin and spat her decision at me.
"No. It's mine."
I stared at Eve and she stared at me.
"I am going to fuck her for Rae Dawn Stewart." I said. "It should be you but if you don't want to, then I am sure Mrs. Simpson here, will."
Eve blinked.
I realized the genius of announcing my intentions but despite the synchrony with her, Eve lifted her chin a bit more and said it again.
"No. No, Mr. Gale and you will not convince me."
I nodded. She was as expected, stubborn but her conviction that she discomfited me were far overblown. I turned away before she could close the door, so she didn't, standing there watching me walk Mrs. Simpson back to my house. She was still watching us when I opened the gate to the yard and even while we drove out of the garage I could see her on their stoop staring down the street at me.
I drove across town once again, to the very same grocery store. I realized I wished I had brought the sleeves, wished I had put them on my sex object. I shrugged. This might be just as fun without it. Jennifer had gotten quiet, finding her sex object position in life once more. She still bubbled with ebullience but managed to keep it inside, glowing like ET's homesick heart.
I took her hand in mine and we walked into the place like lovers. She nearly cooed with the sensation. I walked us directly to the pet stand and selected a plain brown collar, I say "selected", I fit it around Jennifer's neck. Once I got the right size I put it on and she fingered it like a unicorn would focus on a second horn. I found another chain and fastened it to her collar.
Jennifer squeaked as I hooked her up. She did not speak but stared at me with big blue eyes, fully aware that something had shifted while she was gone and unsure if she liked what it had done to me.
In that moment I remembered something. She had her own, her own collar with its own chain. I stared at her, collared like a pet in the pet products aisle. Maybe I should have used that but then it occurred to me that this collar and this chain could end up on Ms. Stewart's strong neck. Hardly likely I thought, but possible, desirable and maybe eventually. Still, seeing Jennifer quivering in the pet aisle with the collar around her neck and the chain in my hand excused my oversight and replaced it with lust. She quivered, like a bird dog on point.
I gave the chain a little pull. She half-stepped towards me, shuddering. I knew what I felt, if she felt the same, if we conjugated, there be a fission meltdown, not to mention we'd get arrested. I turned and led her away. She walked with me to a check out line. People stared and pointed again. I felt a vibrant thrill run up my spine and my mind began to whir like a centrifuge. I left Jennifer behind a plainly dressed housewife, dropping the chain between her tits to the floor. I went to the bakery and got two eclairs again. I rejoined her in line. The housewife stared at me with the same mixture of awe and horror, turning away when I ran my hand down the chain, and so down Jennifer's front, to get the lead back in hand. The woman squawked and pulled at her jacket, turning around and averting her eyes. I couldn't tell if it was Jennifer's outfit that exhibited her curves or the collar and chain. I decided it was both and the woman responded to both.
The line was for the same young man I had selected the day before with Eve in tow. When our turn arrived, he eyed Jennifer with undisguised lust. He looked at me with naked fear, like he had a sister tucked away and I was a Cossack come to collect her. He swallowed hard and did the scanning thing with collar and leash. I was daring him to make some comment and to his credit, he did.
"Two?" He croaked. "Have any extras?" He tried to smile. "I think I'd end up with my balls in a jar if I tried to put my girlfriend on a leash."
"Or your cock in her mouth." Jennifer said brightly. "She might like the feeling of being leashed and led around the park." She giggled and shifted her hips back and forth. The couple behind us looked at each other with large round eyes.
"Hush. Don't listen to her. Unless your girl is a straight perv, just stick with dinner and a movie."
"That's a contradiction. Isn't it?" The kid said.
"What?"
"Straight perv? Isn't that a contradiction?"
I snorted, paid him and walked away to the side. I took out an eclair and held it up before Jennifer's face. When her hands rose to take it, I moved it back.
"No hands." I said.
"Oh!" She squeaked and then her cheeks turned full red. Her eyes danced as she studied the thing. "Ok. Ok. I, I'm ready." She swallowed hard. "All of it?" She asked, eyes glittering with impish delight.
"I dare you." I said softly.
I moved the eclair close to her lips. Her mouth opened and she leaned forward. Her tongue extended and licked off a ridge of soft chocolate.
"Mmm." She moaned, withdrawing to savor the rich taste. "Okay, okay." She opened her mouth again and I touched the end of the eclair to her extended tongue. Instead of taking a healthy bite, the woman pressed her mouth as far down the length of the eclair as she could, taking 80% of it into her mouth. Her lips closed and I realized her eyes were closed. She sucked hard on the eclair and pushed against me. My hand naturally pushed back and the rest of the thing slipped into her mouth. Jennifer closed her lips around. A little gout of Boston cream squirted past her lips, spreading over her chin and out to one cheek.
I moved my hand away and she bent forward, giggling from her throat. Her hands approached her decorated face but halted before she touched anything. She started to chew. More cream dribbled down her chin, a little chocolate appeared on her upper lip. Her tongue appeared swiping at the chocolate but that made things worse, smearing it up so she looked like she had half a mustache. I stood there watching while her mouth digested the whole eclair. I glanced around and found every male within thirty feet of us staring. The women glared either at us or at the man they were with.
Jennifer choked a little and blew air out her nose. She snorted and was laughing hysterically deep in her chest. Her tits wavered. She still wore the business suit she'd traveled in. Her top was white chiffon with ruffles up the middle but showing plenty of cleavage with a green vest jacket and green pants. She looked elegant but she'd just deep throated the eclair, which sort of ruined the general picture.
She chewed and swallowed, chewed and swallowed till she finally got her mouth cleared. I looked at the young cashier and decided to test him. I took hold of Jennifer's upper arm and directed her to stand before him.
"Care to clean her up? Off?" I asked.
He stared first at me then at the smear of cream and chocolate on her face.
I winked at him. I had no idea what he'd do and that was part of the fun of it.
He finally lifted a finger and used it to swipe some of the cream off of her chin. He looked at the cream on his finger then at me, then at Jennifer. She opened her mouth and showed him the tip of her tongue. He moved his finger closer. She extended her tongue and licked the cream off of it.
"Mmm." She moaned. "I do love cream."
The kid got more on his finger and this time, Jennifer leaned into him, sucking his finger into her mouth. She lost suction and the sound seemed to echo around us.
"Jesus fuck a Roman," someone said. "She's sucking him."
She did then, taking his finger completely into her mouth and sucking it for all she was worth.
I glimpsed the store manager glaring down the checking lines at us. I tapped Jennifer on the ass. "We need to go." I muttered.
The kid withdrew his finger.
"Clean up on aisle nine." Someone muttered with a chortle wrapped around it.
I steered Jennifer to the door and out.
She laughed like a hyena on the way to the car.
"Uncle Fudds duds, that was fun!" She cackled. "God, who knew a collar would make me do that? Usually I just get crazy horny and can't think straight! God, I've never felt anything like that. When he touched me, god, I almost got on my knees and opened my mouth so he'd know I'd suck his cock." He glanced over at me, fingering the chain dangling between her breasts. "Only if you uh said I should, I mean." She sobered up.
I wasn't laughing and that inhibited her. I was thinking about Eve's "no" and what to do about it. I already knew what I was going to do with Ms. Stewart. She thought I was lying or bluffing or both and I was determined to show her what I could do with my Holdingsfield women. I drove in silence and Jennifer's excitement subsided till she matched my mood. She took a wet one from her pocket and cleaned off her face. I ate the other eclair while I drove. I felt her watching me like a cat watches you eat a chicken wing.
At the house I pulled into the garage and sat for a moment, settled on my next move and got out.
"Stay here." I said and went into the house. I got the scarlet sleeves and returned to Jennifer. She'd followed me in the house and washed her face. I regarded her outfit. "Do you want to keep these clothes for any reason?"
"He, Clayton, he bought them for me. I showed him how much fun it is to shop for clothing with the right woman." Jennifer chortled. "What are those things?"
"Do you want to keep these clothes or...go change. You should. A skirt. The rest you decide but something you don't mind getting torn. Maybe we do a little shopping of our own to replace it." I didn't grin but wanted to. She got it and turned to obey.
I waited impatiently while she flew upstairs and changed. I carried her luggage up to her door and left it outside and then returned to close the garage. I was checking email when she reappeared. She wore a knee length red pleated skirt and a sweater that rippled around her breasts. I bet against the presence of a bra. I nodded approval. Then I smirked. She wore flat sneakers, shit she looked like a cheerleader, a full-grown woman stuffed in a cheerleader's outfit. It did not make her look younger, it made her look available.
It was like I had forgotten the power of her essential sensuality and it rubbed up against me right then. I felt like lifting her skirt to see if she was nude underneath but didn't preferring to respect the fourth wall that I had erected between me and the women I owned. It was like I had to re-seduce them every time. I refused to take liberties at all times so when I did, it seemed special, to us both.
I nodded. "You look wonderful. I am going to fuck you, you understand that, right?"
She nodded. God, her repressed enthusiasm was erotic itself, without all her essential attributes. The woman wanted me to fuck her and that made all the difference. Then she did another perfect thing. She drew up the leash still attached to the collar still around her neck and when she found the leather loop at the end, she extended it to me. Her hand trembled.
I grinned. I could not help myself. Instead of taking the leash, I took her hand and pulled her into a full body embrace. When I kissed her, she seemed to climb up against my body, pressing herself against me with eager intent. She intended to fuck me. That much was clear. I released her lips, released her, stepped away and found the leash. I trailed it out behind me till it dangled loosely between us. She watched with curious eyes till I gave it a gentle jerk and tugged her towards the front door.
I stopped though and went back into the office and got the scarlet sleeves. Jennifer looked askance at them and then at me.
"Turn around." I said softly. She did and intuiting their purpose, she put her arms behind her. I slid one sleeve onto her arm and she bowed her head. Her blond hair covered her face. She arched her back, keeping both arms behind her, straining to touch her elbows together. She knew and understood. Her arousal was incandescent. I put the second sleeve on her right arm and zipped them together. She shuddered. When she looked at me again through the tangle of her blonde hair, her eyes glittered and flashed. Something inside her had shifted to match what had clearly shifted in this environment.
Out we went but rather than turning left to go towards where Rae Stewart lived, I led Jennifer back to the Sawyer's front stoop. I rang the bell again. Again Eve opened the door.
My cock was hard. I rubbed it, staring at Eve. Eve's eyes flicked past me and settled on the collared woman behind me with her arms restrained behind her. I saw her swallow, felt surprise and chagrin radiate from her like a wave of heat. She seemed surprised that her denial yielded this, this affront, an affront that confused and irritated her. I did not understand her calculation but presumed all she cared about was bare resistance and here she faced the consequence of that resistance.
I tugged on the chain and Jennifer drifted closer. I slipped past her and pulled her down to the side walk. The Sawyers had two large blocks at the side of their walk marking the entrance to their yard, they were covered in stucco to match their house style. I turned Jennifer. I wanted her to bend onto the block but with her arms bound...I unzipped her. I bent her down till her hands were planted on the short block. She understood immediately and arched her back, lifting her hips.
While Eve watched, I slowly unbuckled my belt and shoved my trousers down off my hard cock. I scrunched my briefs down and lifted the back of Jennifer's skirt. She was spring fresh nude underneath. She jerked when my finger touched her ass crack. She widened her stance and arched her back more. Her pussy appeared, glistening in the afternoon sun. I touched her and she moaned, deep in her chest. I could feel her quivering, she wanted to speak, to beg, demand and plead. I did not give her a chance. I shoved my finger into her body and she lurched. I pulled it free, wiping it on her skirt. I took my cock in one hand and directed it to her pussy. She felt me and leaned back.
I penetrated Jennifer on the street under Eve's eyes and the afternoon sun. I slid into her like a shell into a gun chamber. She crooned as I penetrated her. She was well-oiled and receptive. The clinch of her body sent zinging sensations radiating from my cock as I entered her. I grasped her by the hips and pulled her to my cock like she was an accessory. What a fucking accessory. My god! The feel of her on me in that moment swamped my senses and left me gasping. Her hips were flexing with little micro-aggressions pulsing around my cock as I thrust deep into her bubbling body.
I wanted to come. God, I wanted to grind my pubic bone against her plush ass and see if I couldn't make her scream but I didn't. I pulled my cock out of her. It glittered in the sunlight. I turned with an awkward waddle to face Eve still gawking from her doorway.
"Mrs. Sawyer, come suck my cock." I said in as normal a voice as I could manage.
I don't know what I expected but when she stepped off the stoop and approached me, I felt surprise with the excitement coursing through me.
Eve was nodding. She stopped before me. Her eyes rose away from my milky cock and met my gaze.
"This, this I will do." She grated and got to her knees. Her hands clamped onto my thighs. She steadied herself and her head rose up. Her tongue extended and she licked around the head of my cock. I thought sure my hair was standing on end. She licked my cock clean.
She started to get up but I put a hand on her shoulder and kept her on her knees on the concrete. I turned and pressed my cock into Jennifer once more. My sex object had watched the other woman tasting her on my cock. When I entered her, I think she tipped over into a low intensity orgasm that bubbled along without really exploding, like the rush of a subterranean river. I pushed deep into her body, stirred around a little and pulled free. I turned to present it to Eve.
I had to shuffle closer but Eve's hand found me and pulled at me. This time she did not use her tongue but sucked my cock directly into her throat. Jennifer foamed around Eve's lips as they skimmed down my cock. She buried her aristocratic nose in my pubic hair and sucked hard on my cock. I struggled against her hold finally grabbing a knot of her hair to pull her head back.
She wanted to make me come. It was some sort of contest, some sort of challenge Eve was engaged in without anyone else being involved. I felt it and if I hadn't wanted to come in Jennifer for Ms. Stewart, I'd have pumped a gallon of cum into Mrs. Sawyer. I didn't. I used my hold in her fine hair to pull her off my cock. Her eyes were fierce but finally she released me, all affront and private antipathy.
I redressed. Eve did not move, watching me from her knees on their walk. I glanced past her and saw John inside the house, observing his wife sucking my cock. He did not notice my notice. I picked up the end of Jennifer's lead and led her down the street towards Ms. Stewart's house. Eve got off her knees but stared after us, finally turning her straight back and stumbling into her house. I know because I kept looking back to see if she would follow. She didn't.
When I quit looking back, and after we passed by my house, Jennifer asked where we were going.
I was going to answer her but my phone rang. I glanced at the face of it and saw it was Mrs. Grayson.
I stopped and put it to my ear. Jennifer huddled up against me, her body quavered with sexual tension. It could have been me, I guess. Both of us were affected by Eve blowing me in broad daylight, that was more likely.
"Hello?" I said. "Joshua Gale."
"Alan, I need your help."
I glanced at Jennifer. "This Joshua Gale."
"Oh, I am sorry. Of course, Joshua, that was who I called. Please, I need your help."
"Mrs. Grayson, so nice to hear from you. Yes, Mrs. Simpson got home just fine."
"She's there? Okay. Listen, I need a huge favor."
"Oh? Business or pleasure?"
"I, er, both, this is family. Sort of. My sister, she is a pig's idiot, a farmyard jester of the first order. She ran off with her trainer several months ago and her husband who is a good enough guy was not wise enough to change accounts and isolate their holdings from her. She drained their accounts and left them broke. By them, I mean my nieces and Phil, her current husband, the girls' step-dad. He, he called a while ago and said the girls had quit college and had taken to hooking out of his house to make money, for them and him. He cracked a vertebra in his back some weeks back and cannot work, can barely move. They refused to take money from me and he won't either. They said any of my money they'd just blow on blow and hookers. I keep offering to help them but they don't have any interest in my help. I want you to help them."



"Help them? Do they do drugs? I won't deal with addiction. That is for someone else to deal with."
"No. No, that was a poor choice of words. Phil assures me they are not addicted. They fiddle but Rome isn't burning. I mean, they, god Josh, my nieces are hooking, right in his house, with him listening." Mrs. Grayson hesitated. "Joshua, I told them I sold them to you. I said if they wanted to be hookers, if they wanted to have sex for money, they should have protection, sponsorship. I told them I sold them to you."
"How much?" I asked.
"What? What!"
"How much do they charge?"
"I, I don't know."
"Find out. You'll need to know that."
"Why?"
"You tell them you sold them to me. You need to make sure the price is sensible. They need to be able to calculate what they are working off, how much they have to fuck to get free and then how much to have a buffer against the cold, cruel world."
"I, uh, okay."
"How old are they? Under eighteen is a no go, you know that right?"
"Of course."
"I need copies of their birth certificates." My mind was clattering with activity. Her two neices! And I owned them, free and clear...I doubted that would work but it got them on the plane. I felt a new idea growing but it was still unformed. Mrs. Grayson was speaking.
"Oh, okay. You don't trust me?"
"You have a farmyard jester for a sister, its her I don't trust and I bet you never paid her enough attention to tell if she has lied about the big things much less the little things. You bought her off and ignored the details."
"I...okay, maybe I deserved that."
"Ages?"
"They are both twenty. Oh, they're twins."
Twins? Twins? My cock perked up. Twins!
"Blonde twins and beautiful, I assure you." She stopped, waiting for me to effuse for her. When I didn't she continued. "I'll get copies of the birth certificates but Joshua, they are on the way to you now. Phil put them on a plane an hour ago. They'll be at the airport at nine tonight."
"What! And you're just now telling me?"
"I had to get my ducks in a row. I, I had hoped you'd give them a job, get them a job at the, at Le Foil et Le Touche. I, I needed to get them primed. They, ah, think they are going to be in show business."
"So which did you tell them? They would be hooking or they would be in show business?"
Mrs. Grayson giggled. It sounded so out of character. "I told them if they were going to fuck for money, they should do it on stage. You'll see what I mean when you meet them. They'll be there tonight and, truthfully, I think they only got on the plane because I dangled that possibility before them."
"You lied to them." I said.
"What?"
I could hear the shock in her voice.
"When they call you, and they will, you lied to them. I'll figure out why but you lied to them."
"I...okay. I lied to them but, did I?"
"Shit." I grunted. I looked around, realizing I was discussing this mess on the street. "I, I'll pick them up but if I don't like the feel of it, I'll box them up and send them back to you."
"Good luck with that. I don't have an address since I am on the road so much. You have to have my schedule and well, now I'm not giving it to you."
I heard the tease in her voice and it disarmed me.
"I'll, I'll see what I can do."
"Joshua, they are sex kittens and they exploit men, not the other way around. I think you should exploit them if you can. I doubt that you can but you can try. Anyway, thanks for helping out with this. Now, now Mr. Gale, I do owe you. Isn't that what you wanted to accomplish all along? Now you can ask something of me, when and if you get them tamed."
I yanked on Jennifer's chain. "I'll collar them for you, Mrs. Grayson."
"Why do I think that I should put more importance on your turn of phrase than is at first apparent?"
"I have no idea," I said but spoke it to a dead phone. I glanced at Jennifer and saw the heat of the moment had cooled. She regarded me with curiosity.
"No mention of this..." I hesitated, trying to remember if I had confronted her about hacking my email. Of course I had, that was how she ended up boinking Victoria's son. "You got one strike with the email thing. Just because I made it work out all right for you and the rest of us, don't think I forgot. If you make me punish you to deter you from fucking with me, I'll get rid of you and by that I mean I'll hand you off to someone to punish who might enjoy it sightly more than I would. If you make me hurt you, I assure you I will never forgive you. I like to give you pleasure and it behooves you to deserve it. Do I make myself clear?"
Jennifer bobbed her head like she was blowing Elvis. I hoped rewards motivated her as much they did me and not privation as so many people required before believing I am serious. That was Crowley's job and though sometimes I think he warmed to the tasks I gave him too much, I appreciated his willingness to make others howl. I hated that so we made a pretty fair team.
I put away my phone and made a mental note I had to be at the airport by nine. I was just realizing I had no flight information or pictures when my text bell dinked and I found flight info from Victoria. I was just putting it away when it dinked again and I found a single picture with "times two" as the caption. The female in question was astonishing. Blonde, gorgeous, young and she had a cast in her eyes that said she was willing. Fuck me.
I put it away to think about later. Mrs. Simpson turned to me and put her sleeved arms behind her back. I zipped them together again. She seemed to revel in that restriction. When she turned around I could see why, her tits arched under the sweater with her arms pulled back. I turned towards Ms. Stewart's house and set out once more, with Jennifer trotting along behind me, wagging her arms behind her. I strode up the walk to Ms. Stewart's front door and rang the bell.
After a pause the door opened. "You again." Rae said but then her eyes registered the collar and leash and what it was attached to. "Oh." She said.
"Want me to fuck her here or can we come inside?"
"You said an hour. It's been nearly three."
"What's your point? Got someplace else to be."
She moved her mouth but nothing emerged so she shrugged, rolling her shoulders and that made her tits wobble fetchingly. I was hard but I wanted to get harder if that was any sort of statement. Rae stepped back into the house and then turned her back to us and walked away, leaving the door open and, perhaps in spite of herself, showing me her ass, rumbling wonderfully inside the baggy sweat pants. Imagination is a wonderful thing.
I yanked on Jennifer's lead and we walked into the house. Jennifer kicked the door closed behind us.
"Where do you want to do her?" Rae said turning and folding her arms under her breasts, making them bulge up under the thick sweater.
"I..."
"How about here? Over the back of the couch. From behind?" Rae's eyes looked onyx hard.
I shrugged. I did not understand what was happening but at least I was in the door. I gave Jennifer a little tug and she drifted up behind me, pressing one side of her body against my back. I was conscious of her luscious breast and the swell of her hip where they contacted me. I turned, drew her around me and with both hands on her waist, maneuvered her to the back of the couch. Once again I unzipped her. She bent immediately over it, placing her hands on the cushions. Posed, she waited her back arched and her feet wide. She tried to crane her neck to look around but the angle was too harsh so she dropped her head between her scarlet sleeved elbows. Her blond hair fell down, exposing her neck and the collar around it.
God, the vision of her bent over like that and the collar on her neck, it fired me full of passion. I opened my pants and skimmed them down to my thighs. I felt Ms. Stewart's eyes on me and I was suddenly shy before this new woman. I wanted to glance at her but did not want to seem like I was eager for approval or anything of the sort so I concentrated on business, well, on Jennifer. I bunched her skirt in my hands till I could flip it up over her back, exposing her naked flanks. She was bare, her smooth white skin shone in the dim light. I caressed her hips and she murmured approval. I peeled her open and she tensed under my hands. I crouched a little and pressed my body against Jennifer's, my cock bent up between us, fitting nicely into the crease in her ass. She wiggled back at me and the sensation rifled through me, like a spinning bullet.
I grunted and leaned back, taking my cock in one hand. With the other, I probed between her legs till I found the swell of her pussy lips. The woman dripped with anticipation. She'd been teased all afternoon, it should have been no wonder that she was aroused and ran with it. I found her inner avenue and entered her with a finger, then two. She moaned and did something that made the chain rattle. I paid no attention. God, I wanted her. I positioned my cock and plunged into her, heedless of all else.
The slick walls of her channel grasped at me as I thrust into her. The pleasure rose up in me like a rising flock of sea gulls under a soft evening sun. I gripped her hips and pulled back till her pussy nibbled at just the head of my cock. I swear I felt her tighten around the end and she wheezed from her other end. She might have been speaking but it came out like garbled breaths.
I hammered back into her and her body rocked forward. Her ass bunched between us and I felt the hot plushness of it pressing back at me. She leaned back increasing the pressure between us. I felt her inner muscles ripple around my implanted cock. Her body bucked once and she cooed, just a small noise like a nightingale's last notes before sleep. I pulled back and rammed into her again. She bucked harder this time, her head bobbing as I rammed into her. Back again and deep into her I thrust, and repeated the motion.
The third or fourth time I felt the ripples of pleasure begin deep inside of her and she moaned.
"Oh, oh, oh god yes, fuck me, Joshua. God, fuck me!" Her voice cried from the other side of the couch. It felt like she was watching me fuck her, that her eyes were on me and I opened mine, looking around bewildered by the sensation. I kept stroking the bent woman but found Rae standing at the other end of the room, staring at me. Her arms dangled lankly at her sides. Her eyes focused on us, fierce and intense like she was searing the image into a zinc plate. She did not acknowledge my eyes on her. She swayed once.
I continued thrusting into Jennifer and from time to time she'd buck, her whole body twitching as the tendrils of orgasm licked at her, like a rising fire inside of her. In a minute or two, I was stoked full and my orgasm overflowed. I grasped Jennifer hard by the hips and pulled her onto my cock, sheathing myself deeply in her. My climax struck and she knew it, felt it, and screamed as her own rose up to meet mine. We experienced together that sweet moment of mutual satisfaction. Her body shifted and jerked as hers raged inside her, feed by the cum I pumped into her, one nodule at a time. Her pussy sucked at me, pulling at my cock, accentuating the sensations on the skin that mimicked those tingling through all of my nerves, confusing the muscles with outrageous instructions.
"Oh Christ, fuck me, Joshua!" Jennifer mewled from a great distance.
I opened my eyes. My body was shaking with the aftershocks of the orgasm, our orgasms. Jennifer's seemed to envelop us, leaving us both wrapped in a silky sensation of afterglow that left me breathless. I crumpled, leaning over her bent and strained back. I slipped my hands under her sweater and ran them up to cup both of her breasts. She popped her hips back at me in response My cock swam inside her. She swirled with sensations that shot through her with uneven frequency. She twitched, she jerked, she grunted. I shivered with the sensations of her body under mine. I released her breasts and straightened but dizzied. My body was not ready to move yet. My cock levered out of her and gave up the ghost. I lay on her like a wet saddle blanket. After a minute, she began to pant and grunt, wheezing as she fought for air, her diaphragm pinched between my weight and the rigid couch back as I relaxed on her. I fought for a hand hold to push myself up but only found her shoulders and back. I used her to stand straight and that made her grunt louder.
I staggered back, my trousers around my knees. I reached down and pulled briefs and slacks up and over my retreating cock, shy once more.
When I was done righting myself, I finally looked over at Rae Dawn. The woman caught my eyes on her and turned away, her arms once more folded around her breasts which clearly outsized her slender frame. Rather than addressing her, I helped Jennifer to stand. Her skirt dropped into place and she turned to look at me, her face showing a little shame, which I didn't understand. I could see she had words that needed saying but I wanted none of her.
I unfastened the collar from around her neck. She looked shocked, mystified, even hurt. "Go on home, I'll be there in a while. Fix us something to eat."
She nodded, suddenly sunny with happiness once more. She extended her scarlet sheathed arms and I helped her pull out of the sleeves. She tucked them under her arm and padded out of the house, the cheerleader glowing with post-coital satisfaction.
I knew she'd been teased and pleased for a weekend so the satisfaction was partly held over and not all resulting from this single engagement. Rae Dawn did not know that. She was pouring herself a drink, using the action to hide her reaction to the action she'd just witnessed. The bottle neck rattled on the lip of her glass. She turned to look at me, sipping.
"Good lord, did she...?"
"She came." I averred.
Rae shook her head. "Two or three times if my eyes did not deceive me."
The wonder in her voice made me swell with pride and yes, my cock got hard too.
"So?" I said. "Care for a go?" I was too cocky by half.
Her eyes returned her mind from the great distance where she had been and focused on me, first fixed on my shifting crotch and then up to acknowledge my eyes with her own gaze.
"No." She said simply. "But I see that you are not bullshitting about the...the...their willingness to submit to your wishes. What else will she do? Oh, I don't doubt that woman would do whatever you asked but do you expect me to believe the others will?"
I almost answered but she cut me off.
"You say, you say you have others? Show me? I want to see," her voice hitched and I misunderstood, thinking she was affected by my performance but not yet swayed. I still did not understand.
"Others?" I grunted dumbly, like I was speaking in a newly acquired language and had to taste each word before the meaning could soak in.
Rae's eyes cleared. She tossed her head.
"One is easy. She, god, she clearly enjoyed uh that. But but but you don't think I believe the others will, do you? I mean any of the others? She was a ringer and this was a setup. If you want me, you'll have to do better than that."
I walked over to her and stood inches away from her. I could smell the scotch.
"I do want you. Make no mistake." My voice rasped with unexpressed lust.
For a moment she didn't move. She still held the drink. She turned her head, sipped from it and then with exaggerated deliberation, placed the other palm on my chest and gently pushed till I stepped back out of her personal space.
"Mr. Gale, I appreciate your, ah, persistence but you don't understand. I am, I am under indictment. I, I showed you my little anklet, right? The US government has decided they want me as a guest and..." she turned her back on me. "...I am in some distress because my partners decided to settle their legal debts using my assets and my ass. I am going to prison..."
I interrupted. "I can stop that."
She whirled on me.
"Fuck you, Gale. I don't mind the show but that, that sort of lie is unconscionable. Get out."
"No." I returned, quoting Eve. "Listen to me. I, I can help you, with our legal problems."
She went still. "How? Oh hell, you are just lying to get between my knees like everyone else. Don't you guys ever give up?"
I grinned against the mood but hoped the dissonance would become the theme and the melody would be enticing.
"Not with you. A guy would be stupid to give up if there was a chance...to get between you legs and stay for a while, longer than a parakeet's whistle, I mean."
"Get out."
Finally, I heard the quaver in her voice.
"Ms. Stewart, I can help you. I..."
"This is all a fraud. You, the girl. Get out. Unless you can bring another woman back and, and do her too, I don't want to talk to you!"
Her voice jangled with stress and well it should. Still, I misunderstood it. I thought she was oppressed by the SEC and her behavior and tone reflected that preoccupation. It seemed reasonable.
"They will be here Thursday or Friday. Let me help you."
"Get out. Unless you can prove you can do what you say, I don't want to hear you speak. All you want is to...just go." Her voice cracked then and I thought the strain was too much finally. I did not want to witness her shattering.
"I'm going. I'll, I'll be back tomorrow." I left her then.
I checked the time, nearly five. I needed to think about picking up the blonde twins. I walked towards home but then veered away. I walked to Mrs. Lewis' house. I knocked on the door. I realized there was a bell after knocking the third time.
The door opened. Jeri Lewis appeared in blue jeans and a man's shirt tied up under her breasts. She had her hair pulled back under a red kerchief.
"Mr. Gale? Come to fuck me finally? I signed your little contract and then you ignored me. I, I thought you'd want to collect soonest." Her mocking voice and haughty manner made me want to fuck her but I was Jennifer musty and did not want to mix them just yet. This was strictly a procedural visit. Part of the broader picture with this woman, to be sure but still a step in that direction.
"Mrs. Lewis," I began but she interrupted me.
"Come in. Don't stand on the stoop like you did with Eve Covington. Quite the display. Having her suck you off on her front walk. Yes, of course we noticed." The woman's voice quavered.
I heard what I thought I heard. This woman wanted to be watched. It was no accident that Master's fucked her with other people watching or that she mesmerized people with her singing while she orgasmed on stage. It was all related and I think she anticipated I'd connect the dots. What she did not anticipate is the implicit teasing all these things entailed, the delay, the prevarication, the suggestiveness that would lead her to the hight point of climax. She did not count on me knowing this about her. I had other, more practical concerns.
"Doing anything tonight?" I asked. Then had another thought. "Is Ed home?"
She shook her head. An emotion rippled over her face and then away. She cocked her head to the right and said, "He's is in his latest mistress about now, I'd say." Jeri chortled and it almost sounded good natured and not despairing as should have been the case. "Mistress my ass, being a mistress has benefits. He found another rich young woman to keep him while he bangs her and her roommate, I expect. So, no, he's not here. Not likely to be while the bills aren't paid. The fuck." She walked back into the house. "What do you want?" She flung over her shoulder.
I was watching the action in the blue jeans and nearly neglected to answer her question.
"You have a car?" I asked.
She stopped at the bar and sat that awesome rump on a bar stool which broke my concentration. "Sure I have a car. Do I look like I'd ride a bicycle?"



I grunted agreement but bit off the words because they would have been insulting, something about lucky to be reincarnated as a bicycle seat.
"I need you to go to the airport. Show me your clothes closet. We need to select the right dress."
She looked strangely at me, mystified.
"The right dress? What are you talking about?"
"Your closet." I was gratified to see her impulse control working so well. Her impulse was clearly to tell me to pound sand but she resisted, thereby acknowledging the contract and her wish to abide by it. She nodded but did not speak. I presumed she was afraid of what would seep out if she did. She led me up to her bedroom. I noted that it was a secondary room and did not have an attached bath. The master at the end of the hall was unoccupied. She did have a large walk-in closet with a dressing table and brightly lit mirror and stool. Several rows of clothes filled the closet, nearly as large as the bedroom itself.
I flipped through her clothing while she stood watching, confused and a little distressed to see me touching them with such careless disregard. At first I thought a manly shirt like what she wore would be fine but I found a white blouse with sleeves that had slits in them. The sleeves, then, consisted of ribbons of white cloth attached at the shoulder and the cuff. When her arms would be straight, they would be covered but most any movement would flash the lines of her bare arm to the observing eye.
A thorough search of the closet did not reveal what I sought. I looked over at her finally, handed her the selected blouse. "Can you wear this?"
She held it up, her face confused.
"Of course. I don't keep clothing I cannot wear as motivations for diets I don't keep. I am pretty steady, size and weight. I don't flap in the wind like so many women struggling to keep their weight under control. I am what I am and it rarely varies." She hung the blouse on a hook. "What is this for?"
I regarded her then, the man's shirt tied up to show her midriff and with good reason. The blue jeans, cut to fit a man so the waist bunched under the broad belt. I got an inspiration. "You, those aren't yours, right? The shirt and pants. You are wearing your husband's things?"
Jeri Lewis actually blushed then. She nodded and did not speak.
"Show me his closet."
Jeri looked confused then but duly led me to the master bedroom and one of it's two closets. She opened his but I veered to the other. I discovered why she had a second bedroom. The first was overflow. This one had the good stuff, the high end fashion that must have represented many thousands of dollars. Suddenly I understood the other side of her story, her side was one thing but the man had reason to grouse at her penchant for buying expensive clothing. She watched me sort through her more highly treasured things with some degree of horror.
She appeared relieved when I did not find what I sought and looked mystified when I moved to the man's closet on the other side of the bed. I found what I sought almost immediately. A dark blue pinstriped suit caught my eye. It had an expensive feel to it, like a woman with microscopic pores and a supple texture that meant class. I pulled the trousers free from the hanger.
"Can you wear these?"
Jeri regarded them for a moment. "They might split. I have an ass, don't you know."
"Would that be bad?"
"That's Bill Blass." Then she tittered. "I guess I wouldn't care a whit if we split out his good suit."
I held the pants by the waist and pulled the crotch into view. I took firm hold and pulled at the seams. They did not give. I strained and still they resisted. I grunted with effort and suddenly they did give. The ripping sound seemed loud in the close closet. Jeri looked amused, then confused, then horrified.
"You want me to wear them like that?" She asked.
I nodded. I tossed them to her and she draped them over her arm.
"Here, try on the jacket." I tossed that too her as well.
She did. Ed must be longer in the torso because his jacket hung down to the tops of her thighs. "Perfect. I'll call you in about an hour. We are going to the airport. I want you to wear the blouse from the other room and this suit."
"With the pants ripped out?"
"No underwear." I added.
"Oh fuck, no." She growled back.
"Oh fuck, yes, Jeri. You are mine, remember? Do you ever want to be on that stage again?"
The emotions that fluttered over her face, like shadows on a screen door, would have been comical if I had been in a laughing mood. She finally shook her head.
"Okay. Fine. An hour? What are we doing?"
I grinned.
"You are going to drive some people home, to..." I hesitated. "To here. I'll work out the details. When I call, bring your car around. You'll be driving."
"My car? Why not use yours?"
Other than the fact that I owned her car? I did not say that but the thought crossed my mind and I felt it to be unkind. Not charming. "Because you are not on the insurance for my car and I need you to drive." Reasonable enough and mostly true.
She chewed that over and then nodded, like I needed her agreement. Admittedly, I did want it but getting it with reluctance was pointless to me. I needed that sexy acquiescence.
"Wear the pants, the blouse and the coat. Pin up your hair or at least make it a ponytail or something. Braid it if you like but hide it."
She nodded.
"I have a chauffeur's hat somewhere. Want me to wear that?" Jeri sneered, trying to put me off. Good luck with that.
"Good. Wear the hat. I'll call you when I'm ready."
I left her in the bedroom. She seemed irate at my distraction, like she wanted to be the only star in the sky, but that would make her the moon. I chuckled on the way to Mrs. Angorra's house. She opened the door when I rang the bell.
"I want to see your garage." I said.
"Garage? My garage?"
I nodded. We walked out there. It had her little Toyota in it and nothing else. The development did the grounds and yards as part of the cost and expense of living there so there was none of the accoutrements of a normal house with a yard. It was four-car sized like the others. I nodded. I pointed to one of the doors. "Do you have a control for that door, an opener I mean?"
She did. She seemed mystified but we got the control and found it worked fine.
"I'm taking this. We'll be back later tonight."
"Tonight? We? Who's we?"
"Twins." I said without elaboration. "Oh, you have spare bedrooms, right?"
She nodded. We went to look at them. The beds both had metal headboards, one with brass pipes and the other with a dark iron scrolling. Both were perfect. I checked under the bedspread and found they had no sheets. "You have sheets for them?"
Cassie nodded.
"Good. Make the bed. Beds. Both." I snapped my fingers. "Handcuffs. We need handcuffs." I looked at Cassie and found her blushing furiously. "You have handcuffs?" I guessed.
She nodded. "Three. Three pairs." She sputtered but then smiled. "I'd hoped..."
"You'll get your time. I promise. Tonight be sure you have them easily available."
"Twins?" She repeated the word like it was foreign.
"We'll be here around ten or eleven so don't go to bed. We'll open the door and drive in. Don't be alarmed. You'll have guests for a while."
I left her like that. I went right home, found a pair of cuffs with a long chain, a real pair without the release. I snapped my fingers and called Cassie to ask if her cuffs had releases. They did. We'd make do. Unless the blondes were well acquainted with cuffs, they wouldn't realize till later...I grinned. Suddenly I was eager to collect these blonde twins.
I showered, shaved and did all the rest of the maintenance required. Before I dressed, I called Jeri to come pick me up. It was nearly seven. I was dressed and at the door at seven. She was there, sitting in the car, waiting. I knocked on the glass and she rolled down the window. Soft jazz came out with the smell of her perfume.
"Get out." I said.
She looked perturbed but then, carefully as though she were enduring a sprained something, she got out of the car.
"Turn around." She turned standing just at the open door. She placed her hands on the roof as though I were about to frisk her. It was something like that. I lifted the coat tail and saw the rift in her trousers. Her wondrous ass was tucked tight into the man's pants, they stretched over the curve of each ass cheek. I pushed gently on her shoulders and she bent forward. In the gloom I could barely see the white fissure in the pants. When I touched it she jerked and grunted. I was not happy.
"Come with me." I said, stepping back from her. She turned and stepped away from the Chrysler 300's door. She shut it and preceded me into the house.
Jennifer met us, like a house puppy eager to meet someone new and sniff their crotch.
"Scissors." I said to Jennifer and she danced up the stairs. "Take off the coat."
"Why? What are you going to do?"
"We don't have time to monkey around. Take off the fucking coat." I was feeling stressed so my voice came out a snarl. It was so out of character Jeri complied without further comment. I had realized under the shower that what I was contemplating was dangerous. Not in a life and limb sort of way but as a matter of strict legality. This was something Crowley might do. I'd had qualms, particularly considering that this put me in a potentially vulnerable position with respect to Mrs. Grayson.
I remembered that she'd had an affair with my father. I had dismissed that somewhat but now it was time to consider it. I needed to believe that she was kindly disposed to me and not vengeful. I found I had to trust that Crowley would not mistake her intentions and had they been pernicious, would have deflected her from me rather than directing her to make use of Jennifer. This thought side by side with the knowledge, the sure knowledge that Crowley could make mistakes and could be blinded by pussy just like the rest of us left me on edge.
Jennifer appeared with a pair of thin hair shears. I took them from her and confronted Jeri. "Take down her pants."
"Their torn!" Jennifer whispered, as though Jeri might hear. "Want me to fix them?"
"Yes!" Jeri growled.
"No." I growled equally loudly. I gestured at Jeri. "Take them down." I said. Jeri lifted her hands, like she was being scanned at the airport. Her great breasts bulged inside the tight blouse. Shit, she wore a bra, too. Jennifer fussed with the belt and finally got the trousers open. They were tight on Jeri's female form in places that made them difficult to maneuver but finally she got them down the woman's legs, off her broad, full hips. Yes, she was wearing panties.
I moved in to her side, my cock hardening. I wanted to grasp her by the tits and fuck her but we were rapidly running out of time. I realized I'd forgotten something.
"Jennifer, can you quick like a fox make a sign for me. It needs to read, Marla and Darla. Big enough to see and read at the airport?" I was about to direct her to find the materials but she was off in a flash. She had a large white placard from my closet on the table and was writing furiously with magic markers in moments. Meanwhile, I inserted one arm of the scissors at the waist of Jeri's panties and cut down over the curve of her hip to the leg. I repeated the action on the other side and pulled the panties out from between her legs. She had a tuft of auburn hair at the top of her pussy but was nicely bare elsewhere. The little topknot attracted the eyes.
With her hands still over her head, I unbuttoned the blouse. She stood strangely still and more strangely silent. I opened the front of the blouse down to just below the bra. I cut the straps at each cup that ran over her shoulders and then clipped the stout wire between them. I cut away one cup and pulled the rest of it around her torso and off her body. Jeri was shivering when I finished.
"They'll, everyone will be able to see my tits." She mumbled.
"Not if you keep the coat on." The blouse was translucent. Even with the coat on, anyone with a mind to look would see she had no bra on. The bulge of her breasts would press the coat open. I buttoned her blouse up to just past the crest of her breasts, leaving cleavage aplenty. "Pull up your pants, now. We have to go." It was quarter after.
Jennifer was finished with the sign. Across the top in smaller letters it said "Attention" with "Marla and Darla" arranged below with much larger lettering. Her hand was excellent and precise. Much better than anything I would have done. I write like an epileptic orangutan.
"Jennifer, take a set of my clothes for me over to Mrs. Angorra's house will you. Pick something nice. I am going to need them later." She nodded understanding but not understanding.
We bustled out to the car. The drive was long and silent. The jazz from the radio soothed us but neither of us spoke. Jeri continually shifted in her seat, which I presumed related to the gap in the trousers that let the cool leather touch ass and pussy from time to time.
We arrived at the airport early but traffic getting in was congested and it took us twenty minutes to get inside the parking area. I directed her to the highest covered part and parked far away from the pedestrian entrances. Still the place was clogged with vehicles. We parked. I got out and opened the back door.
"Come here. When you get here with the girls, you must fasten them both using these cuffs. I have looped it under the frame of the front passenger seat. Hook one wrist of each girl to each cuff so they are both secure. Then see to their luggage. Leave the back passenger side door open. Close it and walk around the front of the car. Understood?"
Jeri regarded me like I was a steward picking up trash on an airplane that was about to crash but nodded. Her silence fascinated me but I did not ask after it.
I patted her on the rump and we hurried to meet the flight. She had to pee and that delayed us. When she emerged, she had pinned up her hair and put on the billed chauffeur's hat. She looked nearly official except for the huge tits and the diaphanous blouse that showed them to anyone caring to look. She kept one hand on one lapel of the coat till she figured out she could button it and at least hide her nipples from view. Then she walked with her shoulders back as though she were proud of her chest and proud to show it off.
When I saw that the flight was not yet landed, I pulled her to the side.
"Jeri, Mrs. Lewis, I am not here. You meet the girls, use the sign. Take them to get their luggage, if they have any and then go to the car. Understood."
"Then you want me to handcuff them in the back seat. What do I tell them?"
"I don't think they will argue but if they do, don't answer but make sure they are handcuffed. Understood?"
"Not a bit. But," she shrugged, her huge tits roiling with the motion, aggressively demanding my attention. "I'll do like you say. I've gone this far, might as well finish it out."
I regarded her and felt how abrupt I had been since I left Rae Dawn. The woman made me nervous. I wanted her but something about her behavior was escaping me and that thought dogged and bothered me.
"Jeri, tomorrow or the next day, you and I will go enlist Bethlynn Brazil in our little endeavor. Be thinking about what you would like from her, if anything. She, she seems quite willing to do as she is told, if you tell her." I could see the surprise on Jeri's face but I left her with that thought.
I had not given her lots of instructions, just enough to get to where I wanted to be with the twins. I had donned black pants and a long sleeved, tight, pullover to which I would add a pair of skin tight gloves. I had the balaclava in my coat. I was ready. We waited. The flight information notified the arrival of their flight and ten minutes later two identical blond women appeared on the concourse. They saw Jeri, and the sign with their names on it and went right to her. They chatted and then went to get their luggage. I trailed behind them. When they had retrieved the two large cases that I surmised they would bring, they sought out a cart and were looking for the elevator up to the parking level. I sprinted up stairs and was in place when they appeared.
I stood in an India ink dark shadow, watching them clatter down the way to the car. Jeri seemed stoic, perhaps even tense if you knew her, like she was about to go on stage to sing a song she did not know or that she feared was beyond her considerable rich range.
She rested the cart against her car and opened the passenger side back door. The two girls crawled in and then Jeri leaned in and I heard the rattle and clink of the cuffs. The chattering ratchet as she opened it and the final two clicks as she fixed them onto the women's wrists.
True to my expectations, they received the restraint without resistance, which clearly confused Jeri. She looked around as if scanning for me. We parked facing away from traffic and a dull shaft of light from an outer flood light fell across the hood of her Chrysler. She loaded the two large cases into the trunk and then pushed the cart against the wall near the back of the car. She walked around the back and shut the door to the back seat. She waited till the interior light went off and then walked slowly around the front of the car, as though heading for the driver's door.
I had moved when she shut the trunk. I crouched between two cars, the shadowed gloom blended with me. I had removed the coat and put on the balaclava. I was unrecognizable. Jeri took the stage directions and stopped in front of the car. That allowed me to get one arm around her waist and the other over her mouth in one smooth motion. She was strong but I was stronger. She struggled instinctively. I got one arm tangled around hers and bent it behind her and forced her forward. She grunted and thrashed but I still had a hand over her mouth.
"Jeri." I said in s calm but strained voice. "I am going to fuck you. I hope you can enjoy it while the twins watch us."
She quit fighting me. Resignation seemed to wash over her and she lay down on the hood of the car, still slighty warm. I flipped up the back of the suit coat and found the gap in the pants. I pulled on it and felt it rip further. I felt the flesh of her ass. She jerked when I fingered her, searching between the taut fabric of the stretch pants and her full ass. I found the crack of her ass and quested down. When the tip of my gloves touched her pussy, she flinched, her body bucking under me. I pulled the belt loose from my pants and secured her elbows, pulling them back so she couldn't fight with her hands. She lay balanced on pubic bone and tits. Her hat had been dislodged and lay on its flat top beside us. Her hair was slowly coming unpinned, turning into an unruly mass on her head.
I pulled off my gloves and lay them on the shelf of the bumper below us. I fingered her again and this time she crooned, her head moved side to side but she didn't scream. I felt the car sway with a motion that did not originate with me or Jeri. I unbuttoned my pants, pulling them down to my knees and released my cock. I fingered her again and she moaned. I felt the plush fullness of her ass. I cupped it with one hand, the other holding the belt between her bound elbows. She struggled then but made no sound.
I continued fingering her till I contacted her pussy again. She went completely still. I felt her rock onto one foot and wondered if she'd really try to kick me. She didn't. She merely widened her stance, opening herself to me. My finger twiddled her for a moment and longer, long enough to feel the first trickle of fluid oozing out of her bent body. I pressed toward it, following it deep into her where I found her reservoir, full and overflowing. When I penetrated her, her body lurched and a gout of liquid greeted me. Jeri Lewis moaned. Evidence of her arousal wet my finger.



My cock was Arctic hard by now but hot and not cold as Arctic ice. I wiggled my finger inside the big woman and she wiggled with it, her whole body seeming to echo the little motion, amplifying it and duplicating it.
"Oh Christ and crayons!" Jeri muttered. "Oh my god! They're, they're watching!"
I agreed but did not speak. I withdrew my finger from her body and she shuddered. I lost her pussy and had to find it again, entering her again to be sure I had the way defined. I positioned my cock and thrust into her. The tip encountered her lubrication, sliding between her full ass cheeks, pouched out behind her. I crouched a little, pushed further and felt the kissing heat of her pussy. I followed it. I felt her cant her ass to receive me, her body shook. My cock head slid into the heat of her pussy and then past. I pulled back. She lifted her ass, arching her back to straighten my approach into her heated interior. I thrust forward and felt her pussy catch and clutch me. Her body writhed and as if by magic, she directed me with sheer will and lust alone into her body. She was oiled and ready. I slipped deep into her.
Jeri squealed, clearly not wanting to gain any attention. Her head thumped on the hood of the car, making a metallic sound. She shook and bucked as I pushed against her resistance. She struggled and then arched her back. It was like a trap door opened. I dropped deep into her. My cock penetrated her at last. Finally, I was inside Jeri Lewis.
The pleasure erupted around me. Her body held me close and tight. I felt her hips bunch and tense, then she arched her back again and I seemed to go deeper into her. Rooted inside her, I hesitated, luxuriating in the wealth of sensations flooding my senses. My cock seemed to feel each of the folds of her pussy and each one moved and flexed, tightening down on my hard cock.
"Oh Christ, fuck me, Jah, jah, George. Fuck me, George!" She grunted.
I had been pulling back on the belt around her elbows. I released it now and she drooped forward, fully laying on the car. The buttons on the breast-stretched blouse tinked on the metal, sounding loud. Jeri was holding her breath. I grasped her by the hips and ground into her, thrusting into her with little jerks of my own ass. I then pulled back and thrust long and hard into her, penetrating her once more. She bucked and her hips fucked back at me. She cried out, a wordless warble, like she was hitting a certain note but in a foreign language. The collision blinded me or at least closed my eyes. Suddenly I wanted more. I had only intended to fuck her from behind but now I wanted to see and touch her tits.
I withdrew from her pussy. I pulled her upright and turned her around. Her eyes were glassy, her face a smear in the snarl of her unraveled hair. I tried to kiss her but her head jerked to one side. I realized I hadn't kissed her yet. She lay back, bending her back. One leg lifted up and she rolled onto one hip. I grasped both legs and lifted, heaving her onto the hood of the car onto her back, her legs high around me but with her ass resting against my stomach. My cock bent against the bare small of her back. One leg looped up over my shoulder and she used it to lift her ass, feeling my cock with her butt cheek. She was trying to get it back inside her. I was leaned awkwardly forward. I tried to straighten to get my center of gravity back over my feet. I had to pull her further off the car. With both hands, I found the crevice in her pants and pulled them wide to the sound of tearing cloth. I fingered her pussy and she groaned.
Her elbows were still pulled back but the belt around them loosened and her hands came free but she kept them in place. I lifted her ass and my cock touched her ass crack. She wiggled her ass and then dipped it down. I felt the kiss of her pussy, she made a silly little motion and tried to get me inside her. Her body shook. I pulled her a little further off the car and magically my cock encountered the gapping entrance to her body. I slid into her.
Jeri bucked and her head turned far to the left, pressing one cheek against the hood. Her body arched and then bucked again, slamming her pussy onto my cock. She grunted and then moaned around it. One leg hooked over my shoulder and the other crooked around the small of my back. Her legs were strong and she used them to leverage her motions. Her body jerked and bucked as she tried to duplicate the fuck motion without my help. She was fucking me. Her eyes were closed. The belt released her entirely and she reached up and grasped the ridge of the hood where it left the gap for the wipers at the base of the wind screen.
I pulled back and slammed my cock into her. She groaned and her tits arched. The button on the coat popped and they appeared, coated with the white veil of her blouse. I reached past one of her trouser clad knees and ripped open the blouse. Buttons pinged around us, ticking off onto the concrete. Her tits came into view, towering cones of flesh topped by fiery red nipples. I cupped one with my free hand and pulled. She screamed then, a bitten sound that assaulted her teeth but did not get into the wider world so there was no echo. Overhead a plane roared over us, drowning us in its backwash.
I massaged her breast. She twisted onto one hip, pressing that tit more firmly into my hand. Her hips jumped at me. I put my other hand under her ass, still partly covered by the split trousers. I gripped her ass hard and used it to fuck her. I pounded into her, thrusting hard and fast. My cock plunged in and out of her body. She grunted and tried to match the motion but failed. She finally held still and let me do the work, thrusting deep into her over and over again. The walls of her pussy constricted and she did scream then, her whole body quaking with orgasm. She thrashed her hands stretched over her head holding her on the hood while her hips humped back at me. Her legs constricted, pulling at me with her heels. The need exploded in her one last time. Her head wagged back and forth a dozen or so times and then she tensed. Just as her hips raised off the hood, my own orgasm arrived, a comet from outer space and slammed into us both. It was like a catalyst. Jeri's orgasm blossomed and reverberated in her.
I pumped cum into her pulsing body. Her ass pulsed up and down thumping her back and shoulders onto the car hood like a drum beat. The primal sound drove me into her harder and faster, as though trying to duplicate her orgasm before my own ran out of power. I needn't have worried. Jeri's body arched and jerked as a new wave of ecstasy roared through her. She moaned around it and growled and shook while it possessed her. Her tits were free now, shaking with our motion. Her hair had become a matted mess, a tangled veil covering her face. I pumped cum into her until only her inner muscles responded. She lay panting and gasping on the hood of the car. She finally lifted her head, her slitted eyes peering through the mossy veil of her brown-orange hair, making her look sexy as hell.
"Fuck me any time you want, Mr. Gale." She hissed. "Goddamn that was good!"
I pulled free of her grabbed my gloves, pulled up my pants, grabbed my belt and scuttled away into the darkness. I turned to put myself back together and watched Jeri return from her oasis of pleasure. She lay back for a moment but her legs dangled and she finally slid down the hood and had to stand. She did stand, her tits wobbling freely now, then covered a bit by the lapels of the coat. I was dressed and realized I had not told her what to do next. I strode back into the light. She noticed me and flinched visibly. I took her by the shoulders and kissed her. The kiss could have started something again and I was sorely tempted. I bent and sucked on a breast and she groaned and shuddered.
I released, it leaving her unattended on the other side. I whispered in her ear. "Take them to Mrs. Angorra's house. The garage opener is between the seats. I'll meet you there."
She nodded slightly. I kissed her again and this time her arms went around me and she kissed me back with vicious pleasure. I felt her succumb to me and I wished to luxuriate in it but I resisted. I stepped away.
I caught a cab, hoping she'd take her time and not arrive before I did. I was fortunate and found Cassie awake and alert but alone.
She answered the door. I smelled like sex, smeared as I was with Jeri's cum and perfume. I dashed through a shower. Cassie stood by and watched me strip and shower, making no move to interfere. I had a set of clothes to change into and did.
I was just finished dressing when I heard the door of the garage go up. I knew I needed to hurry. I called Victoria. She answered on the first ring.
"I have them. How much?" I said quickly.
"Abrupt." She said, a tiny bit of peevishness in her voice. "I think they were charging two-hundred an hour."
"Okay. You told them you sold them? How much?"
"They didn't ask and I didn't volunteer."
"I am going to change the story. This is a resort and you told us that they wanted a new experience. I am going to address things directly with them and if they want to stay, fine. Otherwise I am sending them back on the same flight and they'll be on their own. Is that fair?"
"Any help would be good. I am still trying to corral my idiot sister."
"Good luck with that. Gotta go."
I sauntered out into the dirty garage light as the door went down. I went to the driver's side of the car and opened the front door. "Come with me."
"Hey! What about us?" A voice lanced out of the backseat. It made my teeth twitch.
I led Jeri into the kitchen.
"Jesus rabbit they never shut up!" She hissed. "They bicker and fight and god, they fucking never shut up. I have a headache the size of a pumpkin and I would pay you to not let them near me." She grinned, "At least together."
I walked around Cassie's room looking for the right place. I found it near the fire place. A cast iron loop that was part of the original inset but was just a decoration but a strong one. If I needed it I had it.
"Go home, Jeri. Maybe tomorrow you can recruit Bethlynn for me. I'll call you if nothing interferes." She nodded and left. Her shredded clothing got a raised eyebrow from Cassie; her ass we clearly visible...and inviting. I regarded the professor. "You work with this age of woman, can you deal with them or not?"
She shrugged. "Some of them I can take. I'll try but if its too much...I'll tell you. Fair enough?"
I nodded.
I walked out to the garage jangling keys in my hands. I opened the back door of the car and found the blondes in question They did not speak at all but both looked up at me. They were so exactly alike I thought for sure I was seeing double but wasn't. It felt like an optical illusion. But it wasn't. I leaned over the one on my side and made a show out of unlocking the shackles from their wrists with the keys while utilizing the release. They both scooted out the opposite door and stood looking around.
"Where are we?" One said.
"Which is Marla and which is Darla?"
"Fuck you. We decided not to tell you that. Who are you?"
"My name is Joshua Gale. Welcome to Holdingsfield."
"You can't keep us here. That's kidnapping. You'd be in big trouble..."
I interrupted. I pointed to a garage door. "I was asked to pick you up but if you want to leave, there is a door. I can give you a number for a cab."
They looked at each other. "We don't have any money." One said.
I smiled. "Blew it all on blow and hookers? That was fast. At two-hundred an hour, surely you two made pretty good money, even without any business sense."
They looked at each other again. "No, well, yes, we blew it but we don't do drugs."
"We just like to talk that way." The other finished.
"Nice clean girls, then?"
"We like to fuck." The other, the one on the right said.
The one on the left nodded.
"Why don't we go inside. We can discuss your situation and we'll go from there." I turned and left them to go to the garage door into the kitchen.
"What about our bags?"
I turned to look at them. "I'll get them later if we agree that you are staying, otherwise I'll take you back to the airport and you can forget this happened."
"Your driver..." the one on the left began but her sister poked her in the ribs with an elbow and they moved towards me. I went inside and in a couple moments, they appeared, closing the door behind them.
"Hungry? This is Cassiopeia Angorra. This is her house. Welcome to Holdingsfield."
Cassie moved around with her hand extended. "Call me Cassie. Come in, sit down."
"Can I have a scotch?" The one on the left asked.
"Nope. Too young." I returned. "Come in, sit down."
"We're nineteen. What's the drinking age here? A hundred?"
I grinned but not kindly. "Well, then, you're too blond. We don't let blondes drink, so not you two."
One actually stuck her tongue out at me.
"Sit if you like." I said
They crept into the living room and sat on the couch, snuggled closely together.
"What are we doing here?" The one on the right said but I'd lost track if it was the same one on the right from before. They were perfectly identical in every way, at least to the extent that I could see them at the moment. I intended to do a closer inspection and see if they were indeed identical in every way.
"I beg your pardon. You weren't told?"
"Told what?" The one on the left said.
"Our step father told us he sold us, that we had to service you and do whatever you told us."
"We won't."
I shook my head, finally seeing the situation for what it was. I thought I could work with this.
"I don't know about that. For all I know, he did but if he did, your Aunt Victoria paid back that money and paid me more besides."
"Why would she pay you? Are you a hooker?" Right Blonde asked.
Left Blonde slapped at her. "Men can't be hookers. They'd, they'd be...?"
"Escorts." Cassie offered dryly, looking at me out of the corners of her eyes. "Or are you thinking of gigolos?"
"Right! That's it. Gigolo." Left Blond said.
I smiled. "Your Aunt insisted that she'd explain your stay here." I was formulating the pitch, my explanation but right blonde interrupted my train of thought.
"Your, your driver, she got raped, right on the hood of the car."
"I don't think he knew we were there. It was dark. He wore a mask and everything."
"I think she liked it." Right blonde said. "She struggled but then seemed to, you know, give in and after that it was kissy kissy and fucky fucky."
"I was surprised she didn't leave with him."
The two women grinned looking at each other then at me.
"I am disappointed you had to watch that without understanding. Our little colony is designed for one thing. Your pleasure. Your aunt paid for you to be here and I am supposed to provide you whatever sexual pleasure you wish. If I can. If I cannot, then perhaps I can find someone who can."
The two blondes looked at each other and at me in a perfectly choreographed motion. Cassie was staring at me. "What you witnessed was not exactly rape, it was sex, sex she enjoyed but for your benefit. I was the one who took her like that and yes, she did enjoy it, immensely."
"Why did you just fuck her on the car like that?"
"Well, your aunt insisted that she thought you liked to watch, so I thought I'd try her out for you. That, that was the first time I have been inside her and so it was exciting for us all, both. If you don't like watching..."
"Oh, no," Right Blonde said. "We don't mind watching other people fucking so long as we get our chance."
"I always wanted to see my sister fucked by two men." Left blonde said.
Right blonde looked at her sister like she was farting in a court hearing.
"You know, one in her ass. One in her pussy. Since you are a cock short I may need to think of something else for you to do to my sister." She looked at her sister and smirked.
My heart was thundering. "I can get my hands on another willing cock, I am sure." I said, intentionally using that specific language. Right Blonde obliged me.
"What? Are you gay? Do you like men? Can we see you suck a cock?"
I shook my head. "I do not. I am not and so far as I know, I only have women who wish to use their skills on other women. I leave the male-male activity to another division of the company."
The two girls looked at each other and shrugged together. It was disturbing to see them in such sync.
"I think I'd like to see my sister come with a cock in her mouth while a woman eats her."
"My goodness, Mr. Gale, where did you find these two?" Cassie asked.
"Yeah, like her. Do you eat pussy?" Right Blonde continued.
Cassie started to answer but I cut her off. "I have plenty of women who will be happy to demonstrate their talents on you. Both." I looked from blonde to blonde. "There is one stipulation, however."
"Stipulation?" Left Blonde said immediately. "What stipulation?"
"We must shackle you in your beds. To prevent you from having sex with each other. Apparently your aunt is under the impression that you have, ah, been engaging in sex with each other and she insists we not allow that."
The two young women looked at each other and then at me, still in sync. "You don't have to worry about that." Right Blonde said. "We are not like that."
"Yes, I understand but your aunt was most insistent that we abide by those rules and frankly I am not willing to put our considerable retainer at risk. You will be quite comfortable I assure you. We may offer you some surprises if we think you will enjoy it."
Cassie rolled her eyes. "You girls aren't buying this are you?"
I glared at her.
"Mrs. Angorra, you contradict me? Do you wish to explain what it is you are doing here and why you just allowed me bring these two young women into your house?"
Suddenly Casie saw the wisdom in my concept. She shook her head. "No. I mean, I am not contradicting you. I just mean that they should help us understand what sexual pleasure they would enjoy so we can be more forward in presenting it to them." She smiled. "Being shackled in bed is not so bad, if you can sleep on your back."
The girls did the look thing again. Left Blonde muttered. "She doesn't have trouble sleeping, its the staying awake part that is so difficult."
"You too!" Right Blonde insisted.
I so wished they'd use their names so I could find a way to tell them apart. Oh well, I thought. Time enough for that later.
"Cassie go get the shackles. I don't know which is Marla and which is Darla but I am going to call you Right Blonde and you," I pointed at the other, "Left Blonde till you own up to your names."
They thought that was hilarious. They hardly seemed like young women. I didn't have birth certificates yet so I determined to wait. I took the long chained shackle in one hand and pulled Right Blonde over the fireplace, sat her in the nearest easy chair and hooked her up, clamping the shackle on one arm and the other on the iron ring by the fire place. She stared at the chain but then sat back.
"Can I watch TV at least?" She asked, her voice too cool for school.
I ignored her.
Cassie returned from upstairs.
I pointed at Left Blonde. "Take her upstairs and have her shower. Wash her if you must but be sure she is clean. I'll get the bags."
"What are you doing with her?" Left Blonde asked, staring at her sister chained to the fireplace.
"Do you two wish to stay here. Your stay has been financed fully and we'll be happy to figure out what you each like, when it comes to sex, I mean. Well, other things are important like food and the like but mainly, mainly we wish to provide you with a full sexual experience."
They stared at each other. Right Blonde, aka chained blonde nodded. "We'll stay. We can't go anywhere else."



The other nodded too.
I trusted neither. I lugged the baggage up stairs, one to one bedroom and one to the other. Each bag was marked with a name, one was Marla and the other was Darla, so I knew we had the right girls, which was which I had no idea and really didn't care. I heard the shower running. Cassie came into the room.
"What are we going to do with them?"
I gestured at the two sets of shackles. "I recommend you hook them up. You can manage one but two might be too much. They could get away."
"You are scared of them getting away?"
"I am afraid of losing track of them before their family can retrieve them, if they retrieve them."
"I see your conundrum." Cassie muttered.
"If you have trouble, call me."
"I will," she agreed and I went out and drove Jeri's car home. She'd forgotten it. I drove it to her house and handed her the keys. She did not speak but took them and opened the garage. When I left she was backing into her garage. I went home and went to bed.
I slept like the dead. When I woke the next day I had copies of birth certificates in my email and I was reasonably sure I had what I had. I hated being that suspicious but one cannot be too careful. Jennifer had breakfast ready when I came out of the office after checking email and doing some other busy work. I ate and sat staring at my coffee. I decided I knew what to do.
Sharon called. We had not spoken in a while.
"Alan, what is happening?"
"Ever heard of Mrs. Victoria Grayson?"
Silence. A pause, Sharon did not even breathe. Finally I heard her sigh. "Yes. I know her, of her. We have not met."
I waited. Sharon did not continue.
"Did you know that our father had an affair with her?" I asked, finally.
"Yes, Alan, I did. How did you find out?"
I considered my next statement but decided to put my sister on notice, right from the beginning. "I want her. I am going to have her, if I can." I stated my objective, my new objective, my additional objective clearly.
"I see. Will this compromise our little endeavor?"
"I understand from the dailies that you have been doing better."
"Is that condescension, little brother?"
"It is a fact. I think you are gaining the trust of our father's counselors, his confidantes and mine. They are adjusting." I hesitated but did not allow her time to interject another thought. "I want to stay here for a while."
"You don't seem to be taking my revenge very seriously."
"Do you think," I stopped. "I want to sell them." I began and talked about the La Touche. Then I told her what I was really thinking. "I want to make them into a colony. I place where a man can come and spend time and see if one of the women here meets his approval. He can have them if he can seduce them or persuade them. They'll, they'll owe their bodies to me but they can take whomever else they wish to their beds."
Sharon cleared her throat. "Sounds like fun, not revenge."
"Sister, these women, I like them, generally. I mean, you knew I wasn't really that guy, the guy who would humiliate a woman or subjugate her if she was unwilling, right?"
"Alan, I never believed you'd get this far, truth be told. Of course, I never expected you to drop the family business in my lap, either. I am still trying to catch my breath."
"I want, I want something. I want an American Harem. I place to come where I have a whole variety of different women, women I can offer to my compatriots or sell or rent as I wish. But they will be here willingly."
"What do you think they will do between fucks?"
My sister did not have my delicacy.
"What did they do before this real estate disaster caught up with them?"
"A point. I think they are getting laid far more with you in the neighborhood. And laid well, from what I can gather from Crowley. Well, I have to get going."
"Wait. Sharon, if I just put the whole lot of them on a leash, I mean metaphorically, well sort of metaphorically anyway, what would you think about that?"
"You are a little young to retire little brother. I think you are thinking with your dick."
"You are taking care of business, isn't it about time I do a little penile meditation?"
"Also a point. Little brother, you do what you can do and I'll do what I can to make it work for you. I mean, if you want a Harem and don't get crosswise with kidnapping laws, I guess that is fine with me."
"What about Mrs. Grayson?"
"What about Mrs. Grayson?"
I hesitated, finally confronting the dotted Oedipal lines I wanted to cross in the worst way.
"If I can manage to seduce her? If I can persuade her to, I don't know what, but will that be too weird?"
"She was a college girl when Father seduced her, I am sure she remains a desirable woman."
"But father and son? Isn't that crossing over somehow?"
Sharon laughed. "Our parents were not the celibates you tend to think they were."
"I don't think they were celibates. Gosh, sis, I lost my virginity to one of the women that worked for us. Mother knew about it and gave her over to me on several occasions."
"That might be too much information, Alan. I do need to go. Have no fear, if you can fit the women of Holdingsfield into a Harem, then go on you. That may prove an expensive hobby. Supporting twenty American women."
I grunted. "I'm working on creating a self-supporting Harem but maybe that is just silly."
"If anyone can do it, my baby bro can. And Alan, I was scared when I left there to come home. I was scared that, well, my rejection of you and the parents had left you bitter. I am so happy that you embraced me. I missed having family. I did. Now, well, its good to feel like I have a home. Bye now, keep in touch."
I sat in the office thinking about that conversation. After a few odd moments basking in my big sister's approval, blessing and acceptance, I turned my thought to this day. I knew what I had in mind, what I needed to do. Rae Dawn.
I grinned. I wanted her too. The pleasure of having several different desires and their objects well within reach suffused me and I glowed with it. I felt incandescent.
Jennifer brought me a light breakfast on a tray. This gorgeous woman seemed thrilled to serve, to act the part of a maid and cook and take care of the house. She cleaned, she cooed over Internet design suggestions, all with her bright personality. I remembered her satisfaction being on the leash and asked her about it.
"Did you forget I have a collar all my own upstairs?"
I shook my head. "I got the impression that was, well, private. Did you find it humiliating, collared in the pet products aisle?"
"Humiliating? No. No, it, I don't know, Joshua, it seemed to focus people's attention on me, in a different way than with cleavage or a short skirt. I liked to dress to please the eyes of the men I like but this was different. People saw me and stared, they stared right at me and I felt their eyes like being naked all alone in a big cocktail party, no, that's not right. I mean it's like being dressed provocatively and moving through a crowd and feeling hands on me, patting and touching and caressing because when they look at me, what they see in an open invitation to arouse me, to use me to arouse them." She giggled a little and flounced away from the desk. "I think I even like the idea of women touching me. I, that's new but I am getting used to the idea that men like seeing two women who are into each other. That turns me on, turning on the men, that is. When I feel that, even if I am just going through the motions with a woman, I get excited and it just goes from there."
I nodded as she pulled the door closed. Very interesting, I thought. The idea of the Colony had taken root in my mind and I kept thinking. No reason why Le Foil et Le Touche could not work side by side with a Colony where women were available but not obligated, willing always but needing to be charmed and seduced...I liked that idea but at the moment, it seemed a far cry from reality. I shrugged. Making fantasy out of whole cloth attracted me, mine and theirs. I just didn't know if I could manage such a group of women.
When my phone rang, I jumped. "Alan?"
"Joshua Gale, here." I responded to Mrs. Grayson's tinny voice. She sounded far away.
"Damn, sorry, yes I keep dialing the wrong number." She hung up.
That was weird. It put me in a mood, though. I wanted a woman. Despite the athletics of the past few days, I found myself completely aroused, even a little manic with the throbbing need. It felt so good! I had the perfect solution.
I dialed Aurora. She answered immediately.
"My 'investor' is coming to town soon." She said immediately as though she knew it was me. "Shall I discourage her or encourage her?"
"Next week. What is today? Thursday. Give me a few days, week after next, I think."
"Fine, I'll put the bitch off for a couple more weeks. She wants to come and taste my bevy of beauties." Aurora laughed a throaty laugh that made her sound predatory. Hell, she was. "What can I do for you, Mr. Gale? I hear you have been getting blow jobs out in the open."
I refused to comment. "I need Kiko. Is she at your house? I seem to have misplaced her number."
"I'll call her and send her over right away."
The contest seemed to have been dismissed, at least for the moment. I was a little confused by that but it seemed weird in the first place.
"Something you'd like her to wear?"
"She should be, uh, accessible."
"Tongue or cock?"
"Wouldn't that be the same thing?"
"Oh, right." Aurora chortled. "Tongue and cock accessible it is."
Kiko arrived an hour latter. She wore thigh boots of shiny, black vinyl that made her legs look like stilts. Her skirt was hardly more than a belt with pleats. Her blouse covered her breasts and nothing else, leaving her sexy, lank tummy bare to the world. Her long black hair fell like darkness down her back.
I opened the door for her, waving Jennifer away.
"I am here, oh Master? How would like like your slave this morning?"
"Cut it out." I said but found I liked the question. Shit. That might prove addictive.
"You need to lighten up a little, Josh, my boy." She was all saucy American girl in tone but she looked all demure Japanese. "I have to confess, I find it thrilling to be here and I am wet as Venice. My grand canal is ready for a little Italian sausage."
I was confused. I got the reference for sure but I was hardly Italian. I was Heinz 57 WASP, if anything. No matter. "Jennifer, where is the collar and lead?" I said over my shoulder.
Jennifer squeaked like I'd stepped on a squeeze toy and dashed upstairs.
I got very hard. Kiko noticed and grinned, but with a wisp of uncertainty. I stared at her face till she lifted her eyes from my crotch. She shrugged and smiled a little.
"Collar?" She whispered, suddenly not brash at all.
I stepped back. "Please come in. This will only take a minute."
She came into the house and closed the door. She turned and closed it carefully. Her hair draped down her back, covering her ass and sweeping along the tops of her thighs. I felt the arousal roaring in me like a beast had been released.
Jennifer clattered down the stairs. She held out the collar and chain we had purchased at the store the day before. When I didn't take it, she immediately fixed it around her neck and extended her hand once more with the lead only this time. I took it. I regarded Kiko. She watched me and then fixed her eyes on Jennifer. I took the lead and held it out to her. Her hand lifted and then dropped, lifted and then dropped three times before she finally took it from me.
I moved behind Jennifer and lifted her black skirt. She had donned a sexy maid's outfit and wore a thong underneath, which I discovered to my delight. I felt like I was jumping out of my skin for some reason. I unbuckled my pants and dropped them. Jennifer popped her ass back, arching her back and bending forwards just so. I entered her. She bubbled with enthusiasm that matched the shimmering energy in me. Her body accepted me deeply. We shimmied together till her ass pressed against me, rising and bunching against me as I pushed into her boiling depths. She groaned as my penetration rooted deeply inside of her.
I pulled free. I felt her shudder with the loss but she did not change her stance. I moved around her.
"Kiko, care for a taste of Jennifer?" I had to shuffle because my pants were around my ankles.
Kiko stared at my dewy cock for a moment then looked up at me. I don't know what I expected to see but what I found in her eyes was a clearly request for an invitation, something more, more, more sensual than a simple instruction. She hungered for more words.
"Come, my dear, on your knees." I said softly. She moved so quickly I knew I was onto something. She got to her knees, keeping her back straight so her bolt of black hair did not flutter around her. She knelt too far away and had to knee walk closer. She did. Her hands found my bare thighs and the feel of her little hands on my skin made me flinch. I thought I was going to spurt right in her face. She leaned forward. I felt her hot breath on my cock, through the film of Jennifer coating me. Her tongue flicked out and I thought my head was going to explode. The brief contact of her tongue with my cock amazed me. I could not believe the astounding sensation coursing through me.
The tongue addressed me again. The sensation shot through me, spider-webbing just under my skin so that I felt like it was following the network of nerves in my body, leaving me breathless with anticipation. The flat of her tongue cradled the underside of my cock and pushed it up and back towards me. She moved it down the shaft and then up again. She slurped then, sucking the effluvia of the other woman off her own tongue.
"Oh goodness." She whispered. "I can taste her."
"Clean me off, please." I said softly.
She did. Oh how she did. First with her tongue and then her lips, finally taking me into her mouth and deep into her throat. Her face pressed against my body. I felt her swallow around my cock in her throat and she pulled back, leaving my cock glistening. She looked up at me, her black hair jumbled over her shoulders.
I stepped back and pulled up my pants. Kiko looked confused then got to her feet and turned around. She bent, assuming a similar stance that Jennifer had used just before I penetrated her. This was compliance of the best kind. I turned to Jennifer. "Kiss her. Taste us."
Jennifer swept past me like a specter and turned the slighter, shorter woman around. Kiko seemed conscious of what was going to happen but remained nearly totally passive. She bent her head back to receive the kiss but otherwise did not move. Jennifer enveloped her and the two women kissed like lovers. Jennifer's hands moved over Kiko but Kiko remained completely still.
I groaned. I pulled on Jennifer's shoulder. "That's fine. Enough."
Jennifer stepped back and then flounced off to the kitchen, holding onto the chain of her own lead. I had been going to use it but had a better idea. I moved past the wavering Japanese woman to the door. "Come with me." I muttered.
"Definitely. I definitely want to come with you!" She returned, her voice husky with excitement. She seemed to absorb my state and amplified it, adding her own sensuous sensations to it. She trailed me by a couple steps and stopped at the entrance to the Sawyer's yard. She looked like I had forbidden her to cross the threshold at some former time and stood looking down at the sidewalk. I gestured to her to stay and she relaxed a little.
I rang the Sawyer's doorbell.
John answered. His face was drawn and haggard.
"What did you do to Eve? I, god, she's never been like this. Joshua, my god, I have never experienced her like this before. Last night, this morning, I feel inadequate. Thank god you're here, maybe you can...?"
I waved him away. "Please, can you send her out."
John nodded.
I could see when his eyes found and registered Kiko, her vinyl boots glinting in the morning light. After a double-take and a slight hesitation, he walked back into the house. Moments later, Eve appeared. She wore a shift, diaphanous and sheer. Her body ghosted it, teasing the eyes with barely seen lines and shapes as she moved inside the flurry of yellow color. It almost matched her hair but didn't.
"What do you want?" She demanded but her voice broke two syllables in and I saw the flicker in her eyes. It was just a glimmer and I felt sure I had the right approach.
"I want your collar, for Kiko here." I said softly and turned half-way and gestured with my head at Kiko behind me.
Eve's eyes shifted past me then returned, yoyoing back to me and stopping. "No. No, its mine. You gave it to me." Her eyes flashed but it wasn't defiance or anger. "I mean, you bought it for me. It's mine. Not hers." Her voice warbled between us. Her former defiance has faded but she sounded sure and strong.
I shrugged nonchalantly, barely disguising my glee. This was what I anticipated.
"Very well." I said and turned away from her. She seemed confused, uncertain. I left her and walked past Kiko back to my house and to the car. Kiko trailed me, barely keeping up with me and clearly confused. I told her to wait, went into the house, got my keys and went out into the garage and opened door. Kiko got in when I gestured to her. We drove in silence. Yes, we drove back to the same grocery store across town.
The kid from yesterday dropped a cabbage when he saw me enter the store. The green orb crunched on the floor and rolled out into the aisle. I walked over and picked it up and handed it to him.
"Oh no. Not again." The kid whispered. His eyes flicked to Kiko who stood just inside the door, all boots and belly and draped hair.
I went to her and held out my hand. She put hers into mine and we walked together back to pet products. She gleeped when I stopped before the collars. They had the perfect black one, with little aluminum studs. It was broader than the others. I took it down.
Kiko stared at me while I fingered the leather collar. Her eyes grew more intense as I opened it up and flexed it. It was broader than the others and would hold her head upright, more than the others. I pulled my eyes off of it and waited till Kiko looked up at me, pulling her eyes from the collar in my hands. I arched and eyebrow. She blinked, she licked her lips and then closed her eyes with a quick, singular but unmistakable nod.
Kiko gathered her hair and pulled it back from her long, sexy neck. She trembled when I fastened the collar around her neck. She gasped when I clipped the silver lead to the collar.
"Come along." I said.
She shortened her stride to about a tenth and came behind me like a geisha, as though her ankles were constrained by a long traditional dress. They weren't. Instead, her boots squeaked against each other as she took the tiny steps. She walked so fast behind me, when I looked back, her hair danced about her like a swarm of bees.
Since Jennifer pointed it out to me, I realized people were staring at us, utterly without inhibition. A couple college guys stood at the end of the longest line. I stepped up behind them.
"Here, dude, hold onto this will you? Don't let her get away." I extended a hand with the lead in my hand.
The guy looked like I was asking him to give my dick a nice squeeze or maybe I was asking him to hold my pet snake. He took it though. I heard him swear when I turned away to the bakery. I had ordered two eclairs again when I thought I should be more original but it was done. His buddy had put down their basket by the time I returned. He surrendered the lead without comment, staring at Kiko.
A middle-aged man came over to me, wearing the livery of management. "Sir, you can't keep doing this. It, it disrupts the store."



"I bet it makes you nervous, too, right? I am sorry, I needed another collar. The women in my Harem don't seem to want to share."
That shut the guy up. Kiko stood with her head slightly bowed but not enough to let her hair hang forward.
"I promise, I won't fuck her in your store. Or anyone else. I just want to get a collar and we'll go."
He stared down at the bag of eclairs, away from Kiko who had reacted very much like Jennifer had, cuddling up beside me. Her lean body trembled against me. I liked the feel of her body pressed against mine, shaking like a leaf, I hoped with excitement. She didn't look cold, so I assumed it was excitement.
"Not the eclairs. Please, not again." I heard the pleading in his voice. "They sold out yesterday right after you left." He looked suddenly perplexed, like he was speaking the wrong language or something.
"Seems like you'd be happy to see me, then. Good for business." The two college guys finished paying and were standing listening to our exchange but staring at Kiko and her collar. When I looked at them, they finally noticed and moved off a ways but stopped, eying us. They just stood there. I moved forward and set the eclairs on the checkout stand. The poor kid from the day before was in the line of fire again. His hand trembled as he picked up the eclairs and scanned them in.
I smiled at him and shrugged. I tugged gently on the lead and Kiko walked into the narrow aisle and around the end to stand before him.
"I, uh, I have to scan it. Can you take the collar off?"
Instead, Kiko bent over the glass plate of the price scanner. The kid looked helplessly at me and then the manager. He finally reached into the mass of black hair swirling around the woman's neck. He found the collar and turned it around. Kiko separated the hair and pulled it back out of his way. She twisted and moved around till the gadget beeped. The kid found the end of the leash and scanned that in, followed by the eclairs, a second time. I didn't say anything since I figured I owed them that at least.
I paid, took the lead and led her right past the two college kids.
"Hey, aren't you going to have her eat the eclair?" One of them asked.
That stopped me. I turned to look at him. I expect my face wore askance because he hurriedly explained.
"The checker, he said, said you'd have her eat it whole, all in one bite."
I looked back at Kiko and realized she'd heard the clerk say that as well. Hence, the trembling.
I nodded and tore open the sack. I took out one of the eclairs and held it before Kiko's face. She immediately began licking at the chocolate icing. God, her tongue seemed long! I squeezed it a little and a small spurt of cream appeared on the end. Kiko licked it off immediately with her tongue. I did it again and then she extended her tongue again, laving the end of the elcair, the little gout of Bavarian cream smeared on it. She sucked it into her mouth lasciviously and damn if I didn't get hard, harder. She kissed the end of the eclair and then began to lick it, slowly and lovingly. She licked and licked till the first inch or so was icing free. She bit off the end and the thing exploded. I had cream on my hand and wrist. More gushed out the end. She reached up and caught it with one hand, keeping it from falling to the floor. She took another bite and the thing disintegrated.
I was hard as stone by now. She chewed swallowed, took another bite, chewed and swallowed. I could see the disappointment on the guys' faces. When the eclair was gone, I expected them to walk away but they didn't. Kiko was licking her lips and swallowing. Then she lifted her hand, a dollop of cream was in the center of her palm. She licked it up, swabbing her hand with her tongue from as far away as possible. She looked at my hand. She seemed utterly focused.
She used a finger to wipe some of the cream off my wrist. She then took hold of my wrist and licked along the crotch of my thumb and forefinger. She licked along my finger and then sucked it deep into her mouth. She stood there suckling my finger for several heartbeats. When she came off my hand, a pretty young black woman, clearly a clerk, appeared beside us. She offered a wet one to Kiko and handed me a slip of folded paper. She smiled into my eyes and walked away. She was slender but with those distinct curves slender women sometimes have, curves that outlined her ass and breasts, waist and thighs. She worked it as she walked back to customer service.
"Holy fuck." One of the college guys muttered.
I handed them the sack with the remaining eclair in it. They looked at me with a mixture of amazement and terror.
I led Kiko out into the parking lot. She trotted along behind me, taking small steps still but not so much as to slow me down, just stepping really fast. I got in the car and looked at the paper.
Lashell, with her number, that was what was on the paper and a neatly written message. "I want to eat your eclair." I chuckled and started the car.
Kiko never spoke a word all the way back to Holdingsfield. I parked and got out of the car. She stepped out, came around the car and handed me her lead. God, that aroused me all over again. I left the garage open and walked towards Sawyer's house again. Their door opened before we got there and Eve came out to the sidewalk. I stopped with the leash in one hand. She stepped forward and smacked at my hand, then swiped at it again, knocking the lead out of my grasp. She was dressed strangely, with white knee socks, a plaid skirt of green, black and red with a white blouse that showed her training bra perfectly.
"No." She said. "Not again." Her voice warbled with a plaintive tone, almost fearful.
I turned to Kiko. She faced me and bent back a little as I stepped into her personal space. I was about to penetrate her inner space. She sensed what I wanted. As I bent to one side of her, she lifted that leg, placing her lank thigh in my hand. Her arms went around my neck and I bent the other direction and took firm hold of her other thigh. I lifted her. Her arms tightened around my neck as she put her weight there. I got both hands on the upper part of her thighs. She rose up and then her hips crunched against me, pinning my cock between us.
Fuck me, I forgot to get my cock out. I had to set her down. I did and she went right to work, unbuckling, unbuttoning and stripping my pants down my legs. When my hard cock sprang free, she lifted one leg and pressed the vinyl against my thigh. With one hand on my shoulder she pulled and jumped a little, legs to both sides of my body. I caught her by the thighs again and lifted her, leaning back to counter balance her slight weight. She had one free hand. She sought and found my cock and directed it to her pussy. In one smooth operation, she inserted my cock into her body and slid down it till she was firmly mounted on my cock.
"Oh no, please!" That was Eve.
I lifted Kiko up and dropped her weight onto my cock. I felt the woman convulse. The rattling arousal stilled and Kiko suddenly bucked just once before leaning into me, putting her head against my shoulder.
"Oh good Christ!" She moaned. She bucked one more time.
When I bent forward to dislodge her, she understood and put down her legs again. The vinyl squeaked a little as she slid out of my hands. My cock sprung free. I pivoted, pointing it at Eve.
Eve stared. Her eyes seemed to have grown into great moons that dwarfed her face. Her cheeks seemed higher, the bones more profound. She licked her lips. Behind me, I heard Kiko snorting and panting. I felt one of her hands on my shoulder blade as she leaned against me.
Eve stared at my slick cock. Her eyes rose to me very slowly, as if I had fine print on a tee shirt and she was trying to read it all before she had to acknowledge my gaze. When our eyes met, she shook her head.
"Please, not again." She whispered. "I can't bear it. I can't."
I tried not to grin but I think I flubbed it. She looked away. She walked over to the post by her stoop and bent before it, placing her hands on it, bending in that manner that made her suggestion unmistakable.
"Kiko." I whispered. "Please taste her, see if she is edibly clean."
I don't think Eve even heard me. Her head bowed lower and she widened her feet. When Kiko moved to her and turned her around, Eve looked startled. Kiko knelt, lifting up the skirt to expose the other woman's pubis. Eve was bare and bare, no panties and no fuzz. Kiko leaned in and slurped at the woman's pussy. Eve jerked in her grasp. Kiko pressed her mouth to the other woman's pussy. Eve for her part, pitched her hips forward, opening her thighs to accommodate the woman between them. She groaned as Kiko tasted her.
Kiko sat back, struggled to her feet. The tops of both boots were scuffed. "She bubbling with cum." Kiko said, her tiny voice sounding odd around the words. "Man cum, I mean. She's been fucked a lot lately, I'd say."
Eve began to tremble.
"Not enough for her, though, I'd guess." Kiko finished her assessment.
I had to agree. Rather than extending the encounter. I pulled up my pants, found the lead attached to Kiko's collar and lead her away. She quit her little twitter steps and walked normally, or what I took for normal. A couple blocks away, she muttered, "You ever going to fuck me or is this make Kiko crazy day?"
I ignored her, leading her right to Ms. Stewart's front door.
Kiko went all silent when she realized we weren't headed back to my house or hers. When Rae Dawn opened the door, Kikio moved closer to me, putting one hand out onto my waist, as though to steady herself.
"Oh for pity sake!" Rae Dawn said. She wore short shorts and a top tied up. "Really? Are you really going to...oh good gracious." Her voice hitched and changed. "Isn't she a pretty little thing? Are you still out to prove something?"
I grinned. "You said..."
"I know what I said. Come, if you must." She shook her head. "I mean come in, if you must." She turned around and walked deeper into the house, leaving the door wide open. I tugged Kiko into the house. Rae Dawn continued further back into the house. I followed, pulling Kiko along behind me. Rae Dawn lead us into a bedroom.
"I thought you'd be more comfortable here." She turned to regard me, her eyes hooded. "On the bed. Do, do her on the bed." Her voice rasped, gargling the words.
I nodded. I had an inspiration. "Want to undress her?"
"She's not wearing much, already. Just, oh well, yes. Undress her."
Something in the woman's tone hooked me. I glanced at her and realized she was staring at Kiko with a naked hunger in her eyes. I drew Kiko closer. I wanted to mount her dressed, first. I turned her to face me and pushed her gently onto the bed. She lay down, scooting further onto the bed. I stripped me. Naked, I moved between Kiko's knees. She held them open. With one dainty hand, she flipped the little skirt off of her crotch. As I approached, she grasped hold of my cock and directed it to her entrance.
She lay back on the bed, one hand holding my cock. I looped an arm around her waist and carried her to the center of the bed, still between her bare legs. She wriggled her ass on the bed and then tugged gently on my steely eyed cock. I bent over her, planting my hands beside her. Her hand directed me downward her eyes fixed between us, where we were about the become joined.
Her pussy kissed the end of my cock and I thrust into her. She moaned as I passed through her pussy lips, opening her up as I pushed deeper. She groaned and her body arched under me. She turned her head away. Her hair lay around her like a whirlpool of darkness, stark on the white bedspread. Her knees lifted beside me as I drove my cock deeper into her. I backed out a little and pushed into her. Her heels lifted and her legs wrapped around me. She struggled to bend the vinyl boots encasing her knees. I felt the cool slick surface against my thighs and ass. I dropped down onto her body. Kiko growled and her hips leapt off the bed, sheathing me in the pulsing marvel of her body.
"Oh god!" I groaned.
She moaned in concert, nearly in harmony.
"Take off her clothes. Not the boots." Rae Dawn hissed.
When I twisted to look at her, grinding down into Kiko who seemed unaware of anything but the cock splitting her open, I found Rae Dawn panting and staring at us. She had one hand grasping one breast through the blouse. She massaged it roughly. Her other hand balanced her on the chest of drawers.
I pulled out of Kiko. She lay on the bed, panting, sucking air and wheezing. I grasped her ankles and pulled her to the edge of the bed and helped her stand. I moved her around so she was facing the bed with me between her and it. She wobbled, her hands on my shoulders when I sat down before her. Her stance steadied and she stood still while I unbuttoned the blouse and stripped it off her shoulders. She leaned into me as I unhooked the little bra, exposing her small breasts, all swollen nipples and suggestion. I found the snap on her skirt and it drifted down her legs. She groaned when I ran my hands down her sides to push the skirt loose from the tops of her boots. She stepped out of the little skirt.
"Oh goodness, she's, she's beautiful!" Rae Dawn whispered. "Fuck her. God, Joshua, fuck her!"
Instead, partly to resist the temptation and partly to frustrate the blonde woman, I cupped Kiko's little ass with one hand and put the other on a shoulder blade, tugging her close. The lead trailed down the front of her body from her black collar and her hair coated her back like a cape. I licked one nipple. Kiko screeched, her body bucking as my tongue roughened her breast. The little swell resisted and I licked harder. She bucked again. I moved to the other nipple and she sighed when I kissed it, sucking the nipple between my lips.
At that point, she took my face in both hands and bent my head back. She kissed me strong and hard. Her tongue snaked into my mouth and swirled, stirring me and arousing me. I groaned, I grunted. I hissed and kissed her back. She stood between my legs. She climbed up onto me, though, planting one vinyl covered knee beside me on the bed then the other. She rubbed her pussy against my chest.
I got the message. I scooted back onto the bed. I lay down. She mounted me immediately. With one hand, she held my cock in position. She lifted one leg and sank down onto me, shoving me into her and dropping down onto me. I slid into her velvet pussy well coated with her lubricant.
Her pussy kissed me deep, taking me in till I was lodged fully inside of her lank frame. She moaned softly above me as my cock filled her. She settled into the saddle and her hips immediately began to rock and roll. I grasped her by the waist and helped. As I pulled her down onto my cock, I'd arch my back and lift her up with my pelvis. The first couple times she moaned but later, after an extended time, she orgasmed. Her body jerked and her head dropped back. The veil of darkness around her body swirled and quivered as the pleasure swelled in her. Her hips plinked at me, grinding and throbbing as she climaxed on my cock.
"Oh her back!" Rae Dawn whispered. "Let me see you do her on back. Please!"
I know Kiko heard that. She lay on me and stretched out her vinyl legs. I rolled us to the wide side of the bed and I was on top of her. She grunted under my weight. I was still lodged deep inside of her body. I held still, marking the tight pulses of her body around my very hard cock. She grunted and punched up at me with her hips. That action crammed cock harder into her body. I rose up and slammed down into her.
"Fuck her. Fuck her hard!" Rae Dawn said.
I opened my eyes and found her kneeling beside us, hands gripping the edge of the bed. Her eyes were afire.
Duh. Finally the light went on. Rae Dawn liked watching! I gave her something to watch. I stopped moving. Kiko's eyes opened. I got to my knees and got out from between her splayed legs. She watched me through the slits of her oriental eyes. I stood up beside the bed. On the opposite side of the bed Rae Dawn stared at me like I'd just suggested she suck my cock to open a board meeting. She was aghast, affronted, shocked. But more than all that, I saw the flickering blink of disappointment in her eyes.
Kiko's legs had drifted together, forming a horizontal pillar of black vinyl topped by her glittering pussy. I pulled at her ankles. She gasped. I dragged her sideways on the bed and then half off of it. She watched me with those eyes. Her body shifting and jerking as though a current ran through us. I turned her onto her side and lifted one leg. I propped it over my shoulder, opening her wide. I put her lower leg between mine and lifted her torso. She understood at once and seemed thrilled.
Her hand found my cock and directed it back to the lips of her open pussy. I held her high off the bed and when my cock found her entrance, she swung against me by the one leg over my shoulder. I pulled on that leg and she enveloped me. I felt her straining body accepting me, sucking me inside and welcoming me with her interior. Her torso twisted on the bed.
"Fuck her." Rae Dawn whispered. "Jesus Christ, fuck her. I want to see her orgasm. Make her climax!" The woman's voice quivered.
I pulled on Kiko's vinyl booted leg, fitting her between my legs. My cock bent down and she slid onto it. I held her and she arched her hips. She tried to fuck me, thrusting at me from the odd position, split open, one leg on my shoulder and the other between my legs. The sensations made me weak in the knees. Her body, pinned onto me like a medal. She bent her lower leg, hooking the heel on the back of my leg. I thought for a moment she was trying to topple me but she sought only leverage. Obtained, she used it up, hammering her pussy up and down on my bent cock. In and out she jammed it into her pussy, using me while I held her up by the one high leg. I pulled it close to me, hugging her lean thigh and knee against my chest and her motions gained force but lost slack. She ground herself onto my cock. I held fast to her high leg. She was split beneath me, wide open to my penetration and managing it to her own benefit.
Her hips punched at me. I found a little balance and arched my back. When she punched against me, I rebounded and slammed into her. The force of it served her well. Her body stiffened. She bucked. Her head pressed back. Her torso twisted and she pressed her shoulders flat onto the bed. Her hips jerked once very hard. I put a hand down, under her waist and used the new position to lean into her. She mewled once. I rammed deep into her. Her pussy spurted and a gout of clear liquid spewed onto us, splashing me with her pleasure.
She cried out. Her body jerked again, then bucked again and again with staccato thrusts. The pleasure of her climax vibrated through her to me and I felt my own orgasm rise like a Phoenix. Out of the ashes of the strain and exhaustion, I felt the orgasm roar out of my depths. I flooded into her, spilling cum into her while she panted and bucked, half suspended off the bed.
I was still coming when I dropped her leg. I moved between her legs, dragged her fully onto the bed and pounded my cock deep into her lithe body. The penetration seemed new, unique again. Her body clasped me and pulled me deep. I ground down into her. She gasped and a new, different sort of response possessed her.
"Oh, oh, oh god, god yes!" She cried, her voice escalating in tone and volume till she stood on the landing of a scream and called out her pleasure. "Come, come, coming!" She wailed, followed by, "Again!" Her hips jerked under me. I was flailing through a sad denouement but her response at that moment amplified the fading echoes. I had nothing left to contribute but I felt the pleasure from pleasing her, the thrill of her thrill, the satisfaction from her satisfaction.



We both went still at the same time. I rocked carefully onto one elbow and removed the weight from her lean chest. I looked down at her. Her nipples stood tall, pink and erect like little digits on her chest. I bent over her face. Her eyes squeezed closed and she lifted her mouth, raising her head slightly, her tongue snaking out to lick her lips. I kissed her and she moaned into my mouth. The vibration captured my delight and sealed it into the kiss. Her hands swept down my side and she grasped for my ass. Her arms did not reach far enough.
My cock was still buried inside of her and the feeling of her hands slicking down my hot skin aroused me anew. I hunched upwards. Her hips bent with me, tipping up so that I ground tight into her body. My cock swelled in the wash of our recent climaxes shared equally, but not really. She far outstripped me but I got to share it with her. Her body seemed alive and her amazement at our continued conjunction translated as erotic demands of her body on mine. She hunched under me and her hands gripped my ass, pulling at each cheek till I felt a cool breeze where I rarely felt fresh air. She pulled me between her legs as though she wanted to tuck me deep inside and walk away, with a Ben Wa man deep inside her, a continuation of this rampant stimulation.
Kiko grunted, her body shifting and then she gracefully fluttered into a new orgasm. She squeaked a little, her chin jerking to the side, her lips parted slightly. One eye closed and then both opened wide. Her body arched under me. Her hands pulled at my ass, grinding us together. I got to my elbows, keeping most of my weight off her chest. I moved my hands down to her ass, clasping it tightly. Together, we ground us together, shucking off all semblance of sharing, both using the other to stimulate the sensations cavorting through us.
I grunted as my climax flashed past, not stopping to give me a chance to grasp and consume it. Kiko gasped and her body flexed. Her vinyl legs pinched against me. I heard them squeak when she crossed her ankles behind me. Her hips pulsed under me and I pulsed back, pressing into her. I felt her pussy nibble at my cock, clamping down and massaging me from root to head along the length, as though waves of pulses held me. I swear I felt a heart beating there but I could not tell if it were hers or mine.
Kiko screamed. Her voice warbled and broke. She arched under me, her lips pulled back from her perfect teeth which were barred and clinched. She grunted behind them, two, three, four times, in time with the bucking of her body under me.
Then it passed. The cataclysm of pleasure faded and she panted heavily under me. I rolled to the side. My cock levered out of her, still hard, still erect but coated liberally with our cum. I lay on my back. Rae Dawn came around the bed and stood staring down at my slurried cock.
"Good god." She breathed. "Another one. Just like you said."
I grinned. I felt foolish but the satisfaction of her amazement thrilled me. I nodded. "So? Will you let me help you?"
Her eyes shifted away from my cock. Suddenly I felt Kiko's hand, creeping over the side of my body like a spider. It approached and finally grasped my cock. I met Rae Dawn's eyes. I saw the waver in them.
"I did what I promised. Now, you should give me a little. Kiss me."
I confess I was thinking of a kiss on the lips. The woman, however, had other ideas. She bent over my cock and kissed the end. Kiko pointed it at her as she bent over me. I felt her lips, my cock lost in the fall of her dirty blond hair. She moaned a little in her throat, muffled by the sway and bunch of her breasts. The feel of her lips on the head of my cock sizzled through me, shocking me with its intensity. I felt the bed move and I felt Kiko's tongue lancing at the shaft of my cock. The two women negotiated with their mouths on my cock. I felt them kissing each other with my cock between their lips, two tongues swabbing at it as they tried to share a soul kiss with my cock in the way.
I saw none of it. Their hair mingled in my senses, blonde and black, as the feel of their lips did. Abruptly Rae Dawn stood up. Kiko got to her knees and her mouth enveloped my cock. I felt her push down, forcing it into the tight confines of her throat. She grunted.
"She's tasting herself on you." Rae Dawn whispered. "She tastes..." Her voice failed her.
Kiko slurped off my cock and in a moment was astride me. I shifted more to the center of the bed. She reached behind her to grasp my cock, bending her pliable back, thrusting out her nipples and stretching till her breasts vanished leaving only the hard little signs of her arousal. Her hand held my cock and suddenly I felt her body find and engulf my cock. She groaned as she sank down onto me.
I saw lights and flashes. My eyes went closed and I arched my back under her. Her hand had released me as her body sank down onto me. She was stick thin and I felt every tendon of her as she ground down onto me. She rode me then, her hips rolling over me, thrusting my cock in and out of her with her motions. I reached to her waist and gripped her hard, stilling her motion.
"I, wait a moment." I grunted. I pried open my eyes with a steel act of will. "Ms. Stewart, I want something of you." I grunted. "When Kiko is done, when she has tired a little, I will discuss our arrangement, how I can rescue you from the pending difficulties you face." I did not want to publish the situation to all of Holdingsfield and I presumed that Aurora would have of Kiko all that happened and all that was said.
"You, you proved good on your part of the deal. So far." Rae Dawn said, her voice strengthening as she spoke. Kiko sat astride me, her vinyl boots cool on my bare skin and her black hair drapped over me, trickling onto my chest. "What do you want?"
I grinned. "Show me your tits." I muttered.
Kiko's inner muscles twitched, clinching around my cock. The sensation straightened even my curliest hairs.
Rae Dawn stared down at me. "You're serious, aren't you? I mean about owning us. The women of Holdingsfield."
I nodded. I cannot lie.
"You, you really can help me stay out of prison?"
"Hush. That is for later. Your tits, I want to see them."
"Yes. Okay." Rae Dawn spoke as though in a trance, her voice throaty and low. She reached behind her, up under her shirt and I saw the taut form loosen inside the tied shirt. Suddenly the woman looked so much the girl, the young woman before she knew the strains of the world that had wronged her and defeated her. Her face took on an eager, expectant expression as her long fingers fiddled at the knot and finally released it. The long tails of the shirt fell to her waist. She unbuttoned it, one white button at at time up the faded blue shirt. Her breasts appeared. She pulled the shirt apart, exposing the ruffled bra. She pushed it absently up and off of her breasts.
"My god." I breathed. "Come closer."
"You can't touch them." She said, her voice quavered with the tension and thrill of negotiation. "I want, I want something else. Too."
"Come closer." I whispered, extending my hand past the edge of the bed. Kiko sat over me, head bowed, waiting, her hips shifting around my hard cock still embedded deep up inside her but not riding me.
Rae Dawn considered the situation, glancing at the still woman mounted on my cock. She stepped forward. My hand grasped her thigh and pulled her tight against the edge of the bed. Over me her breasts wavered. I stared up at the plush undersides of them, full and curved. Her nipples rose up. The aureoles were perfect circles, with nipples centered in them. She leaned over me and her nipples disappeared. All I could see was the snowy arc of each breast from below.
She had set a boundary. I sought to compromise it. "Kiko, kiss them." I whispered.
Rae Dawn twisted her body presenting both breasts to the oriental woman, powered by my suggestion and her incipient lust. Kiko straightened. One small hand combed the long hair back out of her face. She focused on the brilliant white breasts. She spent a moment staring at them, inches from her eyes. Her knees tightened on me as she twisted to confront the awesome rack before her eyes. She sat back and then swept the long tresses out of the way, draping it over her narrow shoulders. Her shift backwards put all of her weight on my cock. I felt her body react to my presence inside of her, clinching down on me again. She grunted a little. I held her by the hips with one hand, steading her in the saddle. Her knees flared wider allowing her whole weight to settle onto my cock. She wasn't heavy, the pressure accentuated the feeling of being inside of her.
She held her hair back with one hand. With the other she reached out and grasped one of Rae Dawn's breasts. Rae Dawn moaned, her body leaned slightly forward. I had a firm hold on her thigh. She turned her shoulders, squaring them to Kiko. Kiko leaned forward, shifting her weight and my cock inside of her. Her body squeezed me again. Her lips sought Rae Dawn's breast. She kissed around the curve of it and over the top. I watched closely. Her tongue appeared, swabbing along the curvature of the woman's large breast. Rae Dawn leaned forward, pressing more of her breast against the woman's mouth.
"Oh Christ, kiss it." Rae Dawn whispered. "God, please. I want it, god forgive me but I do."
Kiko opened her mouth and sucked the prominent pinnacle of the breast into her mouth. She slurped around it and then sucked hard on it. Rae Dawn grunted. She pulled back and turned, presenting the other breast to Kiko's lips. Kiko licked the second breast, kissing it delicately before sucking the nipple and much of the apex into her mouth. She kissed and sucked till Rae Dawn backed away, regret and longing blushing her cheeks.
"I, we need to discuss, the terms." Rae Dawn said, pulling her shirt down over her breasts. She wiggled a little, trying to get her bra back into place.
Kiko seemed to understand her time in the saddle was about up. She placed both hands on my chest and began to ride me hard. Her hips bumped down onto my body, slapping us loudly together. Her pussy clasped my cock tightly. She began to pant and then mutter. Her head lifted, moving the drape of her midnight hair. It shimmered as she bucked and shook with a new orgasm. It convulsed her but she kept riding, her hips rocking and jerking till finally she stiffened. Kiko grunted and her hips ground down, thrusting us together. I held her with both hands. At the last moment, I rose up under her and she bucked hard, screamed once and toppled off of me onto the bed. I had not come.
She lay jerking and twitching, her body humming with the sensations shooting through her. When she was still, I thought she had drifted into slumber but she abruptly rose up and began to dress. When she was finished, she strode out of the house.
I lay on the bed, nude, my cock still hard.
Rae Dawn regarded my hard cock. She licked her lips, came aware of it and caught me staring at her. She smiled vaguely. "I'll suck it, if you keep your hands to yourself." She husked.
I nodded, utterly unable and unwilling to speak.
Rae Dawn got to her knees on the floor beside me. I reached up and took hold of the headboard. She delicately took hold of my cock. She kissed and then licked the milky end of it.
"She tastes, she tastes good." Rae Dawn Stewart whispered.
I took a guess at what she was thinking. "Kiko will go down on you, if you wish." I offered.
Rae went still, a hand on my cock, her hot breath drying it, eyes fixed down, ignoring the rest of me, fixed on my cock. Her tongue appeared and she licked the end of my cock. It swirled round and round, over and over again, till the top half was clean. She kissed the head and sucked on it. Suddenly she let her mouth settle all the way down the shaft, engulfing me. Kiko's cream foamed around Rae's lips. She sucked hard and my cock disappeared into the fabulous pleasure of her mouth. Her head bobbed up and down a few times then she rose off of it.
"Okay. I want your help. I know you want to fuck me but I want something too."
"I can get you free of the SEC." I mumbled. "I will own your house and you'll sign a contract that says your body is mine to use till the debt is repaid." I opened my eyes and looked down my bare body at her. "I want to own you. Make no mistake. I want you, in every way."
"I'll be your whore."
I shrugged and sat up. She stepped back, reached behind her and refastened her bra under her shirt. She buttoned up while I found and donned my underwear. I felt odd negotiating naked.
"No. That implies I am paying you for sex. I am buying the use of your body, purchasing your pleasure. If you refuse me, the contract is voided. I must find ways to please you but in ways that serve my purposes."
"What are your purposes?" She asked.
I considered my options, opting for a simple explanation. "I want a harem, an American Harem that I can visit when I wish. It will have a variety of women and I can select from them as I wish and do with them as I please."
She stared at me. "You are really serious. American Harem? Are you nuts?"
"I want to own your body. Look at you. What man would not want to own you."
"Own me?" Her voice was distant, matching the suddenly far away look in her eyes. "What does that mean?"
"I own your body. I can use it as I wish."
"You said that. What does that mean, really?"
"I want to have sex with you and hand you over to the women who like women, to see if you can gain pleasure from it. I want to take your ass. I want to have you with another man."
"Another man?"
"John Sawyer. I think I would enjoy sharing you with him."
She blushed. "God, really? John Sawyer? You'd have him do me?"
"I own him, along with Eve Covington." I don't know why I used her name and did not refer to her as Eve Sawyer.
"Eve? You say you own her?"
I nodded.
Rae's chin lifted. "Prove it. Bring her and do her here. I want to see that bitch bent over a chair. No, I want you to have her suck you and then fuck her on the table, like a tramp at an army camp."
I nodded. "I'll bring her tomorrow. If the government comes before I do, ask for a delay or call me. I'll bring your contract. I want to own you and when I do, I will fuck you."
She smiled wanly, like it was a threat. "You, will you let me watch when you do the others?"
I nodded. "Maybe." I was dressed now. "If that gives you pleasure, then, yes, I think I would do that for you." I moved towards her and she shrank back. "I need to kiss you, to see if you can kiss."
She stilled and waited, watching me as I approached. I took her by the upper arms. I found she felt frail in my strong grip. Her shoulders hunched as I pulled her too me. Looking down at her breasts I saw again Kiko's lips kissing them and a divine shiver ran through me, like a possession at its beginning. I kissed her on the lips. She licked around my lips with her tongue then opened her mouth and kissed me for real. The thrill ran through me like a shock. I wanted her, there was no doubt.
I left her then, not even looking back.
I walked directly to Cassie's house and the twins. I did not bother to ring the bell and was pleased to find the door unlocked. I entered the house quietly and listened. I heard it clearly, the sounds of something from deeper in the house. Back, deeper inside I opened the door to one of the bedrooms. The blond twin, still unnamed sat on the bed. She wore slacks and a thick sweater that seemed a bit too small for her healthy frame. I was still aroused from being inside Kiko sans orgasm. I nearly pounced on her.
"Mr. Gale. Your friend is in going down on my sister."
"Which are you? Darla or Marla?"
"Wouldn't you like to know?"
I shook my head. I turned and walked out of the room. I found that Cassie was in her own bed with the other twin and they were engaged in a vigorous sixty-nine. I stood and watched them. The blond was dressed, skirt and blouse except her panties ringed one ankle. Her knees were arched beside Cassie's head bobbing between them. Cassie's ass rose and ground onto the young woman's face. Cassie was nude. The contrast was arresting.
Something alerted them and Cassie lifted her head, staring at me with glazed eyes. She lifted her pussy off the other woman's face and sat back, her knees to either side of the woman's head. "She, Blonde number one, she said I should eat her sister, and see if she still tastes good. She does." Cassie grinned. "I thought I ought to practice while I have the chance."
Blonde Number Two sat up, pushing Cassie to the side and leaning on her hands behind her.
Cassie looked at her back like she was on a diet at a food festival.
"I, Mr. Gale if you don't agree with this just say so but I decided that they would assign each other to sexual activities until one said no."
"Then what?" I asked.
Cassie shrugged. "I suppose then you get to do with them as you like. They want to be sold to you, I think. They liked the idea that they were sold to you and their step-father could use the money, would take it from Mrs. Grayson, if they were sold really to you. They are adamant about that."
"I want her to fuck two men." Blonde Number Two said suddenly. "I want her to suck one while the other fucks her and then I want one in her pussy and one in her ass." She smiled but gave it up to lick the pussy juice off her lips. "She always wanted to do two men but has never had anyone in her ass. I have, not two men, just a cock in my ass. It's okay. I think it'd be interesting to have a cock to suck on while I took it up the ass. So, do that to my sister and then I'll have her describe it to me. We, we often date one man at a time and we'd both go out on alternate dates. We got really accomplished at recording our experiences in memory and then declaiming them to each other, so the guy never knew he was dating us both. I liked hearing her describe what they did to her. She liked the thrill, the thrill of deception and fooling them into thinking, not knowing what was happening. We robbed them of the thrill of doing twins but got the thrill of sharing a man. My sister loves to fuck and she really loves to fuck a guy who is into me."
Cassie watched me with something like concern in her expression. "Mr. Gale, really, tell me if I have overstepped."
I shook my head. I decided. It was time to see what John Sawyer was made of. I left them and went to the other bedroom. I unhooked the woman and sniffed her. She was a bit gamey. I told her to shower and change.
She got stiffly off the bed and did as she was bid without comment. I thought that was a positive sign. When the shower came on, I ventured back into the other bedroom to find Cassie back between the other Blonde's knees, eating her with gusto. The woman looked over at me as I entered the room.
"She has no idea how to eat a woman." Blonde Number Two said.
"You can teach her."
"My sister is better at it than I am . I think she likes it a little too. I mean, she has eaten all of our friends and will if they ask her. She gets something in exchange. Usually she asks if they mind if she fucks their boyfriend or something like that and sometimes they agreed." Blonde Number Two grinned and then her eyes closed. "Yes, there you have it. Like that. Do that again."
The shower stopped and I watched Cassie struggling to get the woman off till Blonde Number One arrived. She was dressed in a skirt and blouse. The skirt was sky blue and the blouse was translucent white. Her red bra showed through it clearly. Her ample breasts filled the bra and strained its credulity, if bras have such a thing. It looked taut to the point that it would pop like a rubber band when released.



I nodded to her. "Come with me." I said.
She hesitated. "What did you tell him? Ah, Sister! What did you tell him to do to me?"
Blonde Number Two giggled. "Something you'll like." She huffed and suddenly she arched her back. A hand knotted in Cassie's lank brown hair, holding her in place. "Oh, practice does make perfect! Uh, uh, uh!" She grunted and then flexed into a tiny orgasm. Her eyes opened and she grinned at us. "Teaching teacher is fun!"
I thought Cassie had her well in hand so I took hold of Blonde Number One's elbow and steered her out of the house, down and over till we came to the Sawyer house. I nearly rang the bell but demurred, tried the door and finding it open, walked in, towing Blonde Number One behind me. I stopped in the hall.
"Are you sure you don't want to tell me your name? So I can tell you apart?"
"Can you? Tell us apart? Even if I tell your my name or hers, what makes you think you can keep us clear. Our own mother couldn't and I think it made her a little crazy, crazier. We'd switch just to mess with her and it did, we drove her right off the edge." She giggled a little.
"Hello?" Eve's voice came to us from out of sight. Moments later she appeared dressed in a sheer black dress that hid nothing. Dressed may overstate her state. She stood before us staring at me, shattered defiance in her stance, waiting for me to order her to do something.
"Is John here?" For the first time, I realized I gave no thought to what the Women of Holdingsfield did when I wasn't fucking them. I wondered if I needed to know.
Eve shook her head, and then nodded. "He's upstairs."
"My god!" Blond Number One said from behind me. "You're Eve Covington!" Her voice rippled with awe and pleasure at once.
I turned to look at the young woman and found that peculiar rapture on her visage that only hero worship can inspire, heroine, I guess would be more properly correct. My eyes returned to Eve. The woman stood staring and then looked at me. She hugged herself, covering her pert breasts with one forearm. She seemed to be debating but then turned and went back into the house, leaving us standing there.
"Mr. Gale, is that her? Is that really Eve Covington? The vanishing model? The woman they called ethereally elegant?"
I arched a sardonic eyebrow. "I am sure I don't know a thing about what they say or said about Eve Covington." I muttered, nearly to myself but Blond Number One had excellent hearing.
"That is her, then? Oh my god, Eve Covington. Mr. Gale, my god, do you own her, too? Cassie explained a little of how she came to be under your sway or under you as she said it. Is Miss Covington under you too?"
"Mrs. Sawyer." Eve's voice held an edge, arriving as she did as Blond Number One asked the question, but I was unsure if it was directed at me or the blonde. "I am Mrs. Sawyer now." She drifted back to stand before us. In her hand she held the gathered chain and the collar she had refused me before. When I did not respond, she pushed her hand towards me, extending her lank arm. It dipped as though the chain were too heavy to support with so little flesh and bone.
I regarded the collar till John's voice came down to us.
"Josh? I thought I heard your voice. I'll be right down." Moments later I heard the splat of his bare feet on the stone landing of the stairs and then down to us. "What...?" He began but I guess he spied the other blonde in the room. "Gracious, who is this?"
I started to introduce her but did not want to use the wrong name. "Blonde Number One." I said. "This is John. I am wondering, John, would you mind sharing her with me? I," suddenly I felt horribly shy. The phrase had launched out of my mind past my lips but hearing it in my own voice startled me. I was asking a man to share a woman with me. We had taken his wife but this, this was different somehow. I glanced at Eve. Her eyes had gone wide and glassy and she stared.
"I, I am struggling to explain her presence." I said finally, turning to look at John.
He stared at the young woman behind me. Eve and her husband both stared but for different reasons and at different people. I felt Eve's eyes on me like eyelashes on skin. I twisted to look at Blonde Number One.
"Will you, would you care to suck his cock? I believe he might be willing to allow you to do that much."
Blonde Number One looked at me suddenly snapping out of the reverie.
"Suck him? You mean suck his cock?"
"I am pretty sure that's just what I said." I returned. She did not seem to see me or acknowledge me.
"Now? With her watching?"
"I own them both." I said by way of explanation but only realized after I spoke that this was not much of an explanation. "Yes. With her watching." I looked at John. "We will both be in you at the same time before the night is out. Your sister wishes it." I had to grin then. "John, I have sisters, twins at our disposal."
"Two that look like her?" John said, her voice warbling with disbelief.
"With her watching?" Blonde Number One said again.
I looked at Eve. "You don't have to watch. I'd like you to but you have said 'no' to me. Unless you want to put on the collar and acknowledge I own you, do what you like." She did not move. Her sensual body did not hide her discomfort. She was nude inside the sheer black dress. It was like she was naked in bad light for all it covered, which was nothing. I turned to look at the twin behind me.
"I said suck his cock." I said in a low voice, almost growling at her. She reacted as if I had growled at her. She moved past me and slid to her knees before John. Eve dropped hand and collar and stepped back as though avoiding the woman as the blonde got to her knees, though they did not share proximity.
John stared at the woman as her hands fumbled with the fly on his pants and pulled his hard cock into view. He wore checked pajama bottoms and a tee shirt. The woman wrapped one hand around his shaft and kissed the end of his cock. She pursed her lips and sucked the head into her mouth.
John grunted. He placed one hand on the back of her head. She smacked her lips and lost suction, making that sucking sound when that happens, like a noncommittal kiss. Her head tipped back and then she thrust down onto John's cock.
"My husband." Eve whispered. She stared at the Blonde as her husband's cock sank deeper and deeper into the open mouth and then as the head bobbed before him. Blonde Number One rose up on her knees and pressed her face against him, taking his cock fully into her mouth. Her head cocked back and she and John shared a gaze.
I moved behind her, reached down and took hold of her by the hips. I lifted her up. It unsettled her balance and with John's cock still in her mouth, she tipped forward. Her hands scrabbled to find a hold on John's body, finally clutching to him as I lifted her ass off her heels. Her legs unfolded like camp chairs and she stood before me. I held her up till her legs resumed supporting her. I released her. She clung to John, her neck bent at a severe angle but one she seemed perfectly capable of accepting without difficulty and without doing any damage to the man's cock in her mouth.
I felt her knees lock and she was standing on both feet, a cock in her mouth. I touched up the back of her skirt.
"Oh my lord!" Eve whispered. "You are going to fuck her?" Her voice made it a real question but I was uncertain she was really asking.
I was. Of course I was! I flipped up the back of the skirt. Blonde Number One could not move her head any longer, bridged between us like that. I fingered her between the legs and found her running wet. She arched her back and lifted her hips, presenting me with as clear an invitation as a man could ask for. I undid my pants and exposed my cock. Its valves were getting a workout with the inflation and deflation of the afternoon. I suddenly felt inelegant and needful. I thrust into the woman. She groaned around the cock in her throat. I was growing increasingly familiar with that sound and it thrilled me.
I slid into her, mounting her with ease. Her body flowered and opened to me, accepting me like an honored guest. I gripped her full hips, not yet filled out but still well-shaped. I pulled her back and the yank nearly toppled John. He took a half step as the woman latched an arm around his waist, keeping his cock in her mouth. I groaned as I plunged into her. My eyes opened and I looked out of the corners at Eve. She stood watching us, transfixed by the dual penetration of the young woman.
Blonde Number One quaked, her body hunched and then bucked. I pulled back and thrust into her. She moaned around John. Her blonde hair hung about her face. Her hips tensed in my hands. I pulled back and again rammed into her. Her pliable body accepted the thrust with a groan. Deep into her I ran my cock and felt the clinging of her inner muscles. She groaned again.
I found John's eyes on me, though I swear one tended to wander, orbiting around as the woman sucked him. He grunted and opened his mouth, both hands holding the woman's head as she sucked him. She sucked him. I swear I felt the suction tensing her body as she fought against the gag reflex. It seemed to ripple slowly through her like an air bubble in thick liquid. She seemed like that, liquid, viscous, and fiery hot.
I ground into her and felt her body responding.
"I, I want her ass, the ass, this time." John panted, his voice shaking. He gripped the woman hard and pulled back, unhooking his cock from her mouth. She seemed confused.
"Let, let me fuck her now." John growled.
I nodded and pulled out of her sweet depths. She sighed, nearly flopping down but then standing. She turned to look at Eve.
"I am going to fuck your husband." Blonde Number One said softly. "I hope you don't mind but I want it, I want to feel his cock inside me."
John moved the woman to the back of a chair. She took her position. He stepped behind her and entered her, shoving into her without hesitation. Eve stared at him. She looked over at me.
"I will give him all of the women of Holdingsfield." I said, meeting her gaze. She held out the collar but I ignored her. The chain rattled when she let it drop. "We are going to take her upstairs. Watch or no, but I think..." I stopped. I left well enough alone.
John pounded away at the bent blonde, not the honey blonde he had married but the Nordic blonde, pale blonde hair and thin so that it seemed like fog rather than a true raiment. I tapped him on the back and he pulled out of her and moved to the side. He grinned at me, making a gesture. We seemed to be on the same wave length. I moved into place and entered her, feeling the clasping confusion in her body from having been filled and then emptied so quickly. Filling her agreed with her and she shrieked as I bottomed out inside of her incredible pussy. I felt rather than saw Eve move to kneel before her husband. My eyes opened and I watched Eve lick and kiss the other woman off his cock and then suck it into her mouth. Her eyes were fierce, wild.
I let Eve get it deep in her mouth. I pulled out of the blonde and moved to the other side of her. I wanted Blonde Number One to see them. She did. She twisted around, confused by the sounds beside her. She stared at Eve, finally straightening to look down on her.
"John, let's go." I said.
He literally pushed away his wife on her knees before him. He put his hand on Eve's forehead and pushed her backwards till she tipped over her own heels and collapsed onto her ass. As though we were working from a common script, we both took one of Blonde Number One's hands and together, we escorted her upstairs and into one of the many guest bedrooms.
I felt Eve behind us, ghosting along, seeking entrance into our little erotic huddle. I left her no access. John watched while I undressed Blonde Number One, finally realizing this was happening and undressing himself. I unbuttoned her blouse and unhooked her bra from behind. She wriggled in my grasp, grinding her ass back against my hard cock. I had been delayed for too long. When I released her skirt and it drifted down her legs, I pulled her to the bed and lay her down on her back. I mounted her, still dressed, my trousers gaping to allow my cock free.
Blonde Number One moaned as I entered her again. I thrust down into her and she welled up around me. She was inky wet, sticky and responsive. Her body pulsed hard up at me, meeting my hammer and tongs downstroke with feline gusto. Her energy inspired me. She was nude. Her hands plucked at my shirt but could not get it unbuttoned. She tugged at the pants, only succeeding in getting them unbuttoned and flared around my hips. I never lost rhythm. Up and down, up and down, grinding a brief moment when our pubic bone crunched together. I ignored her obvious desire to have me naked.
She finally lost interest in my clothes and pulled my head down to her. She kissed me. Her lips were liquid passion, her tongue pierced past my lips. Her need shivered through her flesh as she enveloped me, crushing me against her breasts. I felt them on the rough exterior of my shirt. I wanted to see them again, to kiss them but Blonde Number One held me in place between her legs, hunching up at me. We fucked each other.
Suddenly she stiffened and all the urgency in her kiss told the tale. Her body bucked under me. I felt the delayed orgasm well up in me. I thrashed once and then poured her full of cum, ramming it into her with great injections that made her shake loose our kiss and cry to heaven for permission to come. She apparently got it. She bucked and shook under me, orgasming with great excitement and energy.
I slowed my thrusting into her. I coasted and then stopped. She lay under me panting and gasping.
"Jesus Christ, I do love to fuck!" She growled. "Now him. I, I haven't had two versions of cock serum in me at the same time. Maybe Mrs., Eve, maybe she would care for a little taste!"
I realized I didn't know if Eve was in the room with us. I lifted off the writhing woman. She pushed at my chest.
"You. Come fuck me, now. I want to come again, if I can."
I sat back on my heels, realized I still had clothes and shoes on and climbed carefully off the bed. John, naked, took my place. In moments, he was in full gallop and soon thereafter, Blonde Number One bucked into another, stronger orgasm. Her body flinched as though a great spring in her was releasing.
I stripped and went into the bathroom and showered. When I emerged five minutes later, the room was empty. I heard the blonde twin chattering from another room. I sauntered towards the sound of her voice.
She sat on the bed, naked, one hand holding John's cock while she applied lubricant to it. Eve stood to the side, still in her gauzy black dress, hardly fit for public appearances. She looked at me, her face a mask. She swallowed. I felt her throbbing discomfort, the need to be the focus of attention and her jealousy at being upstaged. She caught my eyes but dropped hers to my cock, rubbery but not gone. She came to me, taking a hold of it.
"Won't you want me now?" She whispered. "I mean, he has her." Her voice seemed new, unlike her. It was plaintive and soft. Her hand moved on my cock and I grew hard. For a moment I imagined penetrating Eve and the sensation it caused in my nervous system unhinged me. I wriggled free of her hold and stepped out of her demanding aura.
"She, let her mount me, then you can have her ass." I said. Eve winced, her face twitching as though I had caused her real pain by ignoring her.
John twitched as though I had actually touched him. Neither of us had designs on anything but pussy. That assurance left us free to use Blonde Number One as we could. I got on the bed behind the blonde and lay down, my cock now fully erect.
She turned and got to her knees. She mounted me, fitting my cock back into her body. She gushed, cum soaked but her pussy seemed intent on keeping it and me inside of her. It clamped down but it was greasy and slick so that I felt like I was roller skating on ice. I realized we needed pillows. With some effort, we managed to raise my body off the bed and she remounted me, sinking down on me with fresh enthusiasm as though in the few moments she had been empty, she had forgotten the sensation.
Inside of her, I felt the excitement, the anticipation since she knew what her sister had prepared for her. She lay down on me.
"Open me." She said. "I want it. My loving sister insisted I have a man in my ass while I fucked you, so we should. I want it, I want to tell her in full detail what I am feeling. God, I am so full but I am full of cum and cock and I can't seem to get a good grip on you with my muscles. You are so deep inside me! I want him, I want to feel his weight on me pressing me down onto your cock!" She kissed the side my neck. "Tell him to fuck my ass." She grunted.
John needed no directions. I felt him adjusting behind her. I widened my legs which widened her, opening her like a turkey for stuffing. Her knees were outside my thighs so when I moved my legs, she opened like a circus tent. She flinched when he touched her. I felt the strong clinching of her body when he first penetrated her, I presumed with his finger. She was so slick that I felt the tension rifling through her like a whispered suggestion. Then she went stiff. The bed shifted and I felt John's weight on her, pressing her between us. The blonde woman shrieked, gasped and cried something mindless. Her body jerked. She existed between us, a lurid knot of swelling need, drawn tight and waiting for Alexander's sword, or mine, mine would have to do.
I thought surely it was all the situation and less the actual sensations that propelled her into her low orbit. She fought us. Her hands clutched at my shoulders like claws as John worked his cock into her ass. She bucked and fought the penetration but apparently only from the waist up because he kept the pressure on her hips, pinning her firmly onto my cock. I felt her writhe under his invasion, shifting and grunting to accommodate the cock penetrating her ass. She shook, she squirmed, she shimmied till she was full of cock from both sides. I swear I felt him, hard inside her, bumping my cock through the stretched membranes of her interior. An illusion, surely but she seemed consumed by the sensations wracking her.
Over and over her body bucked. I felt John begin to withdraw. Blonde Number One sucked air over her teeth as he pulled out of her, like it was creating a vacuum in her that air rushed past her teeth to fill. When he reversed course, he did so gently but without hesitation. I felt her grow steadily tenser, her body jerking and her pussy clasping me with little pulses. The slickness made for an incredible sensation; she clinched and my cock slithered hither and yon deep inside her. Try as she might, she could not gain a firm hold on the cock with her pussy. She cried out and her whole body twitched, inescapably pinned between us. Over and over John backed slowly out of her ass and then returned inside of her. Each deep penetration ratcheted up the tension in her. Her tits rubbed against my chest and at one point, she held us apart and swished them back and forth against my chest, torturing her nipples as she did so. A couple motions back and forth and she came again, falling forward as John rammed into her, smashing her tits between us, panting over me till her body fought back and bucked through a raucous orgasm.
After that, she surrendered, her legs splayed wide over mine, her fine breasts mashed against me, grunting in my ear as John rammed deep into her over and over again. I held onto her ass and felt John fucking her. I held her ass open, keeping her pinioned onto my cock, grinding up into her while I pulled on her ass. She groaned and jerked over and over as orgasm after orgasm rolled through her. My recent orgasm in a day of orgasms left me hard but wanting. I took the chance to focus on the sensation of being inside her while John fucked her ass. She rose up, sensing my distraction and began kissing me. John continued pumping in and out of her ass. She gasped and came again wrecking her kiss. The orgasms rolled through her like the cars of a freight train over a wooden bridge, rattling her and shaking her. Her body bucked and shook so continuously at one point she stopped breathing being so crushed between us. When she fought free of the clutches of the pleasure that possessed her, she gasped for air and fought to breathe, her body refusing to die in ecstasy.



She seemed intent on keeping the climaxes going. When John settled down on us and went still, panting himself, her hips pulsed back and then popped down onto me, impaling herself on my cock. Over and over again she managed to fuck us with distinct motions, like she was winding up a spring loaded apparatus. Tighter and tighter, tenser and tenser she became till she quivered with the effort. When the spring released, she screamed. She knew what she was doing. Her body exploded. She screamed till her raw voice ran out of air, then she panted and gasped, fighting for air and life itself around each new orgasm. She was possessed.
Till then, I had been the firm buttress against which she was dashed, a dock to which she was safely tethered. I planted my heels and arched up under her. Blonde Number One, panting and out of breath at that moment, screamed again with breath she did not have. Her voice sounded like a siren but broken, shattered with the intensity of it. She shook between us. I felt John begin his waltz to orgasm. His motions got shorter and more staccato. He hammered her from behind and each impact sealed us more firmly together. I felt the boundaries of her pussy, stretched around me but still slick with cum, more hers than ours now. Suddenly her body clinched and all sensation that she was a well-oiled machine disappeared. I felt her pussy clamp down on me, sealing the connection while her body quaked with John's thundering thrusts. I pulled her down onto me and she clinched hard. I felt her go tense and then it all halted.
She was mounted on me, John was in her ass but laying full on us. Her pussy moved inside her, writhing around my cock in such a way that the sensation pulled a new orgasm out of me. Into their stillness I stormed. I hunched up under Blonde Number One in no more than three or four injections of new cum into her, she climaxed again. This time, there was no motion, she moaned without even lifting her head. I felt John shift off of her to give her a little breathing room. She went tense, though, and arched over me, pressing her pussy down onto me as I painted her insides with fresh cum. The woman clinched down on my cock hard and I felt the last of her orgasms seize her. Her tension held and held while I hunched up under her.
My hands pulled her down onto me so she had little spare slack to move her ass with. John withdrew from her ass and maybe that little draught of fresh air up her backside tickled her. She groaned, she bucked. She screamed and came so hard I could no longer control her. Her hips flew up and down on mine, slamming her pussy harder and harder down onto my cock. I groaned as the last of my orgasm fountained up into her.
She ran down and lay over me, panting and squeaking. My cock left no cranny unstretched, no nook unfilled and then I emptied and left her. She rolled away from me and peeped when she felt her own weight on her ass. She rocked up onto one side and panted, gasping for breath.
"I...I...do...love...to...fuck!" she managed around her struggle for air.
"She does love to fuck." John agreed from his vantage point in a lounge at the side of the bed.
I closed my eyes. When I roused again, Blonde Number One still lay with me on the bed but the light was off and we were alone. I roused, found the light and started to dress. The blonde gave no indication of getting dressed. I put on her flats and stood her up, gathered up her clothes and led her naked down stairs. She seemed utterly unconcerned. Even at the door to fresh air, she did not seem aware of what I intended. She only objected to the chill about half way back to Cassie's house. She clung to me for warmth and was shivering when we got to the door. I left her with Cassie, Cassie who looked like she had practiced till her tongue was sore. I shambled back to my house, showered and fell into bed.
The next morning I woke, rolled over and went back to sleep. I played like it was Saturday but knew it wasn't. It had to be Thursday or maybe Wednesday. My will to leave the bed was not strong and I remained prone but restless till the sun was full in the room. I got up and showered. I felt rather than saw Jennifer peek in on my shower. I felt the draught of cold air around me mixing with the steam and hot water. I descended to the smell of breakfast. I had just sat down when the doorbell rang. I sent Jennifer to bring in the visitor. I had skipped two meals the day before and I was famished, finishing the second omelet when Jennifer reappeared. Behind her trailed Eve.
I put down my fork and stared over the table at the woman. She had her collar on and Jennifer led her. Jennifer pulled her over to the table and extended the lead to me. I took it. Eve's eyes fixed on me.
"Eve." I said softly.
Her big, model's eyes closed, showing me the makeup she'd applied. She wore the same diaphanous black dress that covered her but hid nothing. Her perfume mixed unpleasantly with the aroma of breakfast sausage and eggs.
"Mr. Gale. Please, please possess me." She said softly. "I made a mistake. I will do whatever you want, whenever you want, however you want, with whomever you want. I swear."
I regarded her for a few moments before returning to eating. I finished, leaving her words as condiments to my meal. What spice they added to cheddar cheese and eggs! When I had cleaned my plate I looked up at her.
"Eve, you understand that having told me 'no' as you did, now I must push far beyond your boundaries, right?"
She stared but then, as if remembering, she nodded.
"I will do things with you that I would not have done before. You understand, right?"
She nodded again.
"Answer me, with words, Eve."
"Yes, yes Mr. Gale. I understand."
"You are proud, so I must humiliate you. I will try to make you refuse me again. I must prove that you will surrender your conceit to my will. You understand that." I made it a statement.
She nodded. Her eyes widened. "Yes. Yes, Mr. Gale, I understand."
"I must find ways to push you far beyond where you have dared go with your body and heart before. My intent is to alter you, to change you so that you accept greater pleasure and greater sensuality, not less. If you tell me 'no' again, I must acknowledge that I failed you and you will be justified in leaving. John, he will stay, regardless."
She nodded. "I understand, Mr. Gale. I swear, I will do whatever you ask of me."
"Go down on Jennifer while I get dressed." I said, rising from the table.
I did not stay to watch but listened to Jennifer while I changed into clothes for what came next. It was time to sign Ms. Stewart. Jennifer was on her back on the counter and Eve was still eating her when I returned. I went into the office and ran off the contracts for Ms. Stewart to sign. Eve was my part of the bargain and I thought for certain I would make good on it today. I felt the incipient thrill at the point of victory. Reluctance to believe that I had indeed rendered Eve into my own private morsel left me breathless with anticipation. The need to push Eve beyond her boundaries tempered velvet buzz.
I walked over to where the two women were, a new version of kitchen appliances. I tapped Eve on the shoulder, bare and fluid under the black see-through dress.
She lifted her head. "She has not come yet."
I shrugged. "She's jealous. She thinks you want to be her, to replace her. Tell her the truth."
Eve looked confused. Then her eyes changed and they brightened.
"I am his to use. I must bring all the women of Holdingsfield to orgasm with my tongue and then perhaps, he will let me join you."
Jennifer looked with horror at Eve Covington. She looked at me.
"Don't make her crawl on her knees. Her skin is too perfect to scar like that."
Jennifer! Such a kind heart, even when envy greened her eyes, she still had an eye for beauty and a will to preserve it. I patted her cheek where she sat on the end of the counter, legs wide, pussy glistening from Eve's attention. I bent down and found the end of Eve's lead and walked towards the door. Eve followed easily, drifting soundlessly behind me, so much so I glanced back to see if she was really there. She was. The catwalk stride in full swing, cross-stepping to make her hips roll from side to side. She made no sound, even in the high heels. I supposed the carpet helped but still, it felt unreal, ethereal and strange to me to be leading Eve Sawyer out of my house on a leash, the collar finally securely around her neck. It felt like a sacrilege, a slight the gods would soon notice and respond with violent retaliation. I had the thought that I needed to enjoy the moment because I had no idea when it would end. I had to use Eve while I had the chance. The whole idea that I might fail her entranced me.
I stopped and went into my office for my phone. I sat on the desk while Eve stood before me, the chain dangling from her neck between us, a glittering silver line in the air. I called Crowley and told him what I wanted, describing the sort of tables I wanted at Le Foil et Le Touche. I wanted at least two options there in the next couple days. When I was finished I led the slender blonde woman out of the office. I had to go get a blazer and put the contracts in the breast pocket. I stopped at the front door.
"Are you sure you are ready?"
Her eyes glittered, closed for a moment, her chin dipping towards her lank chest. When they opened, she looked me fully in the eyes and nodded.
"I can't hear you." I said softly. Behind her, I could see Jennifer watching us.
"I want it. God, Mr. Gale, I, I, I thought that I would never feel it again, what I felt last night, watching you take her with John. I did, though. I felt it. My god, it still throbs inside me, like a need, actual desire squirming in me, demanding that I pursue it and capture that feeling again. I truly thought I'd lost my taste for it but now, now I feel it just under my skin, tingling and teasing me, daring me to find it again, to have it again for myself. I couldn't resist you if I tried and I no longer want to try."
I leaned in and kissed her high, lean cheek.
"I am going to make you try. I am going to push you to refuse me, demand you tumble past your boundaries."
She smiled then, the radiant, starlight, model smile that had made her famous for a flash and spangle.
"Mr. Gale, I didn't think any man could challenge my boundaries. Ever again, I mean. John did. Once, I mean once upon a time. I thought he understood me but in truth, he just existed beyond my boundaries. I met him there and the thrill was real but he could not take me back once I..." Here she hesitated. "Once I engulfed him, that was Swallow's..." She smiled wanly then. "...Shallow's word. I engulfed people, like a bucket of water tossed at a candle. I don't engulf you. You engulf me. It is freeing. I feel...god, Joshua, may I call you that?"
I smiled, suffused with victory. The wiggle of suspicion that I was again being set up tickled the back of my neck but it became a sort of reassurance, reassurance that I'd indeed spindle this delicate flower and dangle her far out over the abyss of her own limits. I nodded, giving her the leave she waited for.
"Joshua, I feel the excitement in me when I am around you and want to be near you again when you are gone. I haven't felt that since..." Her eyes clouded. "Since John took me the first time. He said he told you about it, the night visits...he was so precious, thinking I was restrained, at his mercy while he took me. I felt it, his sense of power and strength, using me for his pleasure so that mine boiled up out of me like a plume of bats from a deep cave. I responded to him...but then, when I became me again, the bitch who demands, commands, and subdues every dick in the room with just a glance, it dissipated and vanished. The feeling I mean, the freedom to dash myself onto him like a wave on a rock. It was like I enveloped him and when I pulled back, he was gone."
Eve chortled then.
"Like I was a huge wave that covered him and when I rolled back out to sea, he was gone. It happened twice, once in college and then later. I thought it would stay the second time, so I married him. He couldn't resist me. I am a force of nature." Her eyes dropped, showing me the vast curve of her eyelids, colored a delicate green curbed by glistening black mascara. When her eyes rose up to meet mine again her voice fell. "Mr. Gale, don't let me do that. I will try. I will test you. Don't let me win. Not again. Maybe I can change but maybe I need to know that you will be hard with me all the time." She smiled wanly again. "Like a cock, I need you to be hard to me, for my pleasure!" The earnestness of her words touched me.
I looked away then, realizing that her mastery of the male creature was there, in that subtle plea. I almost succumbed, almost reached out to comfort her, to assure her I'd give her exactly what she wanted. I didn't. I resisted, feeling the thrill of this subtle and awful challenge. I had to drag her into no man's land and beyond, I could not relax into the enveloping luxury of her approval, I had to resist her every attempt to approve of me. I yanked on her chain, rejecting the tendrils of her subtle, feminine control. As I turned away from her to the door, I saw the two concurrent responses coalesce on her face. She gasped, jerked out of her earnestness and then smiled a secret, private smile that looked exactly like eager anticipation. I ignored it.
I opened the door and she followed me out, pulling the door closed behind me. I was all ready to castigate her with leaving it open and found her conscientious care thrilling. I caught myself then. I could not be too sure she was of the collar rather than merely in it. She followed me easily until I turned down the drive into Rae Dawn Stewart's house. It was time.
The chain lead jerked in my hand. I stopped and turned.
Eve stood staring at the house. Her eyes were wide, wider than usual, she panted, breathing hard. After a still moment, she shifted her gaze to me. She shook her head.
"Please Mr. Gale..." She began but her voice faded away. Her own voice indicted her. "I..." She squeezed her eyes closed. "Any time, anywhere." She whispered.
"But not here?" I said. I gathered up the chain as I approached her. The rattle of the soft metal links was the only sound besides Eve's panting. I bent a little and put my eyes directly in front of hers. The mascara on her lashes accented her blinking eyes.
"Mrs. Sawyer, I own you. You will taste every woman I have sex with. I will fuck you when and where I please. If I want to enter you in the middle of the mall..." I stopped and stood up. "Goddamn, that could be fun. Crowley would love to get me out of jail for indecent exposure or public lewdness. How does that sound? Do you want me to fuck you in a public place?"
I saw the fear in her eyes. It was a mixture of stage fright and the cringe of a shy woman but behind it I glimpsed a visceral terror that clawed at her; terror that I had happened upon the one secret she thought no one knew, as if a model could disguise her thrill at being posed and presented.
"Oh god, Mr. Gale." She whispered. "Is this what it's going to be like? I don't think I can stand that. I don't. I'll, I'll...!" Though she muttered, her words held such passion, such angst threaded onto a penetrating agony, I nearly relented and released her to see if she'd find her own way home, like a lost puppy.
The door opened behind me. I felt eyes on my back like a swarm of flies, lighting and biting me, demanding I turn to see who was staring at me. Who else could it be, but Rae Dawn Stewart?
"I am going to use you now, Mrs. Sawyer, but you must ask me to do something, to let you do something. If you ask nicely and ask the right sort of thing, you might find you enjoy it."
She shook her head.
"Mr. Gale, is that really her? Is that goddamned Eve Covington with a collar around her neck?"
The voice lashed at me. I really, really wanted to turn around and face my accuser, because I was guilty has hell. It was Eve Covington and there was a collar around her neck. I was strung between the lurid needs of two women. The challenge to compel them both into my web of sensual delight, at the same time, in different ways roiled in me like a severe pleasure, private and stark.
"Eve." I said her name softly.
Eve's eyes flicked from beyond me to meet mine.
"I'm waiting."
She blinked. Her lower lip quivered. Her hands were wringing each other just above her cunt. They stopped abruptly. She dropped them to her sides, dangling her angular arms beside her. She lifted her chin, her eyes cleared and she smiled thinly. She licked her lips.
"I have been a naughty girl. I have been stubborn and nasty. You should spank me."
My heart thundered, not really at the request but because of her demeanor. Eve appeared to me as a woman taking pride in saying those words. She even repeated herself. Her voice got stronger and I bet Rae Dawn heard her.
"I want you to spank me, Mr. Gale. I deserve to be spanked. You own my body, my husband, and my house. If I deserve to be in your house, you deserve to be in me. Spank me and then fuck me and let her watch. She wants to see that, I bet. She wants to see my ass turn red and hear me weep and then scream with climax when you fuck me from behind."
Eve panted the words out, breathing hard. Her chest inflated and fell, had she more than fingerfood tits, they would have heaved, as it was, the nipples hardened and poked at the black cloth that covered but could not hide her lean body.
I nearly fucked her right there.
"Mr. Gale? Are you coming in?"
I turned, then, surprised. It finally registered on me that the voice was different. It wasn't Rae Dawn Stewart.
"Mrs. McCall? What are you doing here."
The redhead colored and turned away, disappearing back into Ms. Stewart's house.
Eve stared at the house then at me, her mouth open, so when I kissed her, my tongue thrust into her mouth without any resistance. After a startled moment, she kissed me back. Her hand rose to my shoulders, holding me. She took a step closer and then oozed against me. I encircled her with my hands and arms, wrapping her up as I kissed her. Her body sealed against mine, her hands ran up to my head, one clutching the back of my head while the other pressed against my cheek. She groaned into my mouth.
I broke the kiss.
She looked at me, eyes ablaze with a new passion.
"God, Joshua, I am so alive with it right now. I am so aroused! God, I didn't think it was possible to me any longer. I thought my days of passion were over but...god's brilliant sacrifice, I feel it again. The need, the demand, the urge to lay down and have you inside me, on top of me, using me!" Her voice stuttered with wonder. "I though I'd lost it forever and here, standing here, right now, I feel alive again. God, if you can do this to me, please, take my body and fuck it any where, any time, any way you like!" She swallowed hard, the motion settling down her lean throat like she'd consumed something substantial.
I stared at her, irritated. Oh, I felt the flush of gladness and contentment that she was speaking the words but I was irritated that to that point, I had many reasons to doubt her sincerity and I was going to have to put it to the test till I knew for certain that she'd not take any opportunity to escape me. I wanted to own her because she surrendered. I was irritated because I could not enjoy this moment. I was on guard. I attached that resentment to Eve and resolved to take it out on her, to punish her in all the little ways that would reduce her to a quivering mass of orgasmic jelly, clinging to her sense of identity while I converted her into a completely different woman. She'd be mine and I realized in that very moment she'd never truly been owned before. I was going to own her in every way imaginable. The idea that this was her vision quest, this was her passion, her odyssey, her raison d'etre, that idea suffused me.



A thought blighted that thrill; I'd have to hold myself apart from her pleasure for her to have that pleasure. I felt a gout of anger, sour bile in the back of my throat and suddenly I had all the emotions needed to satisfy both her request to be spanked but the meta-desire to be denied. She knew that last thing I wanted was to strike a woman, to hurt her and she played on that, banking on a simple rule, that she'd find my boundaries before I found hers, that I'd hesitate and refuse her before she hesitated and refused me. She thought I was like all the rest. I wasn't. That resolve hardened inside of me.
Perhaps that showed on my face because her confident pose melted a little and a glint of fear appeared in her bright eyes. She shivered, like a new breeze rattling a new canvas sail.
Me? I just nodded.
"A sound spanking might be perfect, but then again, I may ask what Ms. Stewart would wish for you. That might be just as interesting. Don't worry, I will spank you, eventually." I turned and walked toward the open maw of the house. It seemed terribly dark through that door in the morning sunlight. I felt a slight jerk on the lead but then it was gone. I walked to the door and stopped. Eve stopped a step behind me.
I turned to her and smiled.
"Come along then. If you are sure."
She did not even speak. She just waited.
"Take off your panties." I whispered.
She hesitated, a hitch in her action but then she stooped, pulled the black dress up to her waist and stripped the bikinis down her artful legs. She lifted one foot and then the other. She straightened and extended a hand dangling them from one crooked finger. She blinked at me but did not smile.
I nodded. "Give them to Rae Dawn. Come along."
We entered the house. The chain jerked a little when Eve stopped to close the door. I went into the house, Eve clicking along behind me on her high heels, black and shiny.
We turned to the open living room and kitchen. Liza sat at the bar. Rae Dawn in running shorts that showed off the blinking red light of her ankle braclet, stood at the coffee maker spooning fresh coffee into the filter. She glanced around as we emerged from the corridor to the front door. I stopped at the end of the bar. Eve proceeded over to Rae Dawn and held up her panties.
Rae Dawn stare at them and then shoved the coffee filter cup into place and hit the button. She took them from Eve's outstretched hand and crumpled them against her face.
"She's very aroused." Rae Dawn said. "What are we going to do about that?"
Eve blushed nine shade of red.
"I brought her."
"I said..."
"I know what you said." I looked over at Liza. "What are you doing here?"
She colored.
"We were discussing business. You actually."
"I lied, Joshua. I am on the board." Liza whispered, her voice replete with fear.
I tugged on the leash. Eve turned away from Rae Dawn to look at me.
"On your knees. Suck my cock." I wanted to pay Rae Dawn her dowry and then I could present the contract and she'd be mine. The thought shot through me like a current, zapping me hard.
Eve knelt under the eyes of the other two women. She rose up on her knees.
"Liza, bring her a pillow. Jennifer will kill me if she bruises her pretty knees."
Liza gleeped and appeared a moment later with a pillow from the couch. Rae Dawn smirked at me, like the nicety called my ownership into question. She forgot her skepticism when Eve opened my pants and shucked them down my legs. She dipped a hand inside my briefs and held my cock while she pulled them down with the other hand. When my cock was bare, she bent it down and kissed the dewy end of it. She sucked on the head, nibbling at it with her lips. She pushed more into her mouth, tasting me. I felt her tongue licking me, curling first around the bullet head and then around the shaft as more of it filled her mouth. She pushed harder, extending her neck so that my cock fit down into the entrance of her throat.
"My god, you can see it. Can you see it? His cock makes her throat swell!" Rae Dawn's voice vibrated with emotion. It might have been amazement. It might have been lust. It was likely both.
Liza got up from her bar stool and watched as Eve screwed the rest of my cock deep into her mouth, past the constriction of her throat and further. She swallowed and it was like a tight ring ran down my shaft, rippling over the head. Eve's eyes closed and she sucked on my cock.
"Lord of marshmallows, you can see it in her throat. She has a mole in her neck! Ever seen a mole burrowing just beneath the ground. It looks like that, a furrow rises up as it digs. That's what her neck looks like. God, look at that!"
"I know!" Rae Dawn breathed.
I grasped a handful of Eve's thin blond hair and pulled her head slowly off my cock. She resisted just enough to make me want to fuck her face some more but I didn't. I owed Rae Dawn.
Eve rose from her knees when I pulled on her hair.
I glanced at Rae. "Front or back?"
"Front or back?"
"On the table, is she sitting on it when they fuck her or bent over it?"
"Bent, not sitting. Shit, shit, do her both ways."
Eve's eyes flickered. Her cheeks colored. I still had a firm grip on a knot of her hair. I guided her over to the table, pushing past Liza. I pulled a chair out from the glass topped table and faced Eve to it. I released her hair and dropped both hands to the sides of her lucid black skirt. I pulled it up, far past her waist, exposing her lean hips.
Eve bent over the table.
"She should ask for it, right? Beg to be fucked!" Rae Dawn whispered.
"Yeah, make her ask." Liza added.
I didn't have to. Eve's voice chimed in with her version of their request.
"Please fuck me, Mr. Gale. I beg you, mount me, put your cock in me. Oh god, I am running wet, I want it so badly. Please shove your cock in my cunt!" Eve's voice sounded strained, logical since she was bent over.
I did not answer. I wanted to be inside her. I wanted to resist her. Silently I cursed her, struggling to find a way to give her what she wanted without satisfying her, without complying with her requests. The paradox sliced at me. I resolved it, the simplicity of the resolution tickled me. I didn't care what she wanted. What she wanted didn't matter. What I wanted did, only that. I wanted her. I wanted to fuck Even Covington Sawyer. What she wanted didn't matter. Not caring what satisfied her would satisfy her. That was her paradox Eve used to skewer the men in her live and in her twat. I was going to hoist her up on her own petard. Dangling there, she'd wait for the explosion and the anticipation would engulf her!
I crouched behind her, pushed the head of my cock between her thighs. She hissed, flinching like I was burning her. I probed higher. Her ass cocked up and back, clearing the way. I felt the dampness between her legs. I pushed against it. Her hips wriggled a little, adjusting her body till her pussy caught me and escorted me inside. I slashed into her. Her torso levered up off the table and then dropped down onto it, banging onto the heavy glass.
"Oh god, finally!" Eve gasped. "God, Mr. Gale, fuck me."
I halted my penetration, half in and half out of the woman.
"Mr. Gale? Is that the best you can do?" Eve's voice strained of all its irony, replete with full-throated need.
I felt the confusion in her body. It whirled around for a moment but then she found a resolution to the conundrum and pushed herself onto my cock. She exhaled with a loud whoosh as she pressed her lithe body onto me.
I instinctively took hold of her hips and helped, just because I am a gentleman. I pulled her hard onto my cock, tugging at her hips till her lean ass nestled up against me. I was buried inside of her. She tried to hump me but I held her still.
"Don't move." I groaned. "Rae." I said through gritted teeth. Eve's body was disobeying me. Her pussy writhed, chewing and rippling around my cock.
"What?" Rae Dawn answered.
"I am fucking her, on the table, just as you demanded. Are you going to make good on our agreement and let me help you?"
"Oh Christ's chewing gum! All right already. Are you going to fuck her?"
"Come here." I growled. All of my energy was invested in the brakes I had locked onto my body. It wanted to plunge forward, to jam a mile of cock into Eve a foot at a time till she screamed my name and I flooded her with cum. Then I had a different idea that demanded more discipline. I liked the idea though.
Rae Dawn appeared around the corner of my peripheral vision, now more like tunnel vision, constricted by Eve's hold on my cock. Her pussy roiled around me, squeezing and clinching, telling me of her talents and warning me against addiction as though she could not help herself. Every encounter was a contest of wills she always wanted to win, even with my cock rooted inside her, she managed to make it a challenge.
Rae stared down at the bent woman. I stared at her till her eyes glanced up into mine.
"What?" She said.
"Take off your clothes."
She didn't hesitate. She stripped off the tank top she wore and skimmed down the running shorts. Her breasts billowed out from her body. I extended a hand and touched her waist. I pulled her nude body against me, giving her no time to remove the bikinis. She leaned into me. Her breasts scraped across my jacket. I noted she placed a hand on the small of Eve's back.
I kissed her while leaning into Eve's body. Eve pushed back, grinding her pussy onto my hard cock. Rae Dawn's nearly naked body pressed against me as we kissed. The thrill of being inside one woman while kissing another enveloped me. I felt an equal excitement in Rae Dawn. The contact was made, the connection established and she was consummating our agreement. She sign, I felt the need shuddering in her like a ship running aground. She quivered in the crook of my arm. Her mouth opened and our tongues met. She shivered and blew her hot breath on my face. Her eyes closed and she grasped the back of my head with her free hand. I humped against Eve's bent body. Eve's bent body slurped at my hard cock. Rae continued kissing me, her lips raved with passion. The wager was complete.
Rae broke the kiss and leaned back, pressing her strong, lean back against my arm.
"Are you going to do me now?"
"Not till you sign the contract."
"Oh fuck. Really? You are going to hide behind paperwork?"
I released Eve's body with my hand. Her hips immediately began to bang back against me, twerking hard while her pussy collapsed around my cock. I reached inside the jacket and took out the folded pages of the contract. I held up them up before Rae's eyes.
"You need to sign. Fill in the amounts. When you have signed, I desperately want to fuck you."
She looked at the contract and made a face, half smirk, half delighted smile.
"I might have known! You came prepared."
"I have come, yet, but I will." I muttered, Eve's pussy distracting me from my own words.
Rae Dawn took them from me and I released her. She moved back into the kitchen, her breasts swaying as she did.
"My god, what tits!" Liza muttered, insinuating her presence into this complex Noh play.
I pulled out of Eve and she groaned, twisting to look back at me.
"Up." I said to her. "Sit on the table."
"Oh god, yes." She whispered.
"Oh god, yes." Rae Dawn echoed.
I stepped back. "Liza, come here."
Liza wore a frilly skirt, blue covered with a lace lattice that ended in a frill just above her knees. The sweater on her torso was gray and tight, cuddling up around her tits and holding them high and proud.
She slid off the stool and came over to stand next to me while Eve regained her balance and sat on the table, knees wide. The air carried the smell of her arousal.
"Take of your panties." I whispered.
She did, reaching under her skirt and stripping them down immediately.
"Eve is going to make you come with her mouth."
"Oh Christ in heaven and here it is!" She whispered. "I knew that bitch liked to eat pussy!"
I shook my head. "She's till learning. If she doesn't do it right, you show her how."
Liza's wicked smile vanished.
"Bend over the table beside us."
She looked puzzled but obeyed.
Eve sat beside the bent woman, staring down at her broad hips. Liza flipped her blue and white lace skirt up over her ass.
"Heavens, I wish I had an ass like that." Eve muttered. "A man has something to hold onto when he fucks her. I'm a hat rack compared to her."
I almost laughed but remained somber. I moved between Eve's legs. Her face turned to me, Liza forgotten. Her chin lifted and her hands sought my sides. She encountered my sport jacket and stripped it off my shoulders. I felt Rae behind me, taking it and she hung it over the back of a bar stool. Eve lifted her legs but then thought better of it. She sat forward and unbuttoned my shirt and repeated the motion. My pants were still around my ankles but no one cared. No one was chasing me nor was anyone fleeing the scene. Eve tossed the shirt and it fluttered to the floor.
When she lifted her legs this time, I moved between them like an ocean liner docking. One of her hands found my cock. I had to bend my knees to get lined up but that done, Eve directed my cock to the lips of her pussy. I slid into her. She grunted. I bent over her. Her mouth lifted and I kissed down onto her. She put an arm around my neck and used it to move her body off the table, onto my cock. Her weight settled onto me and she groaned as I penetrated deep into her. Her legs clipped her body to me, encircling the penetration of her body with her own commitment.
She wanted to ride me but I had other plans. I tipped her over onto the table, laying down on her between her open legs. My cock lodged deep inside her. She groaned again as she received my weights. Her black dress was ruffled up around her middle. I grasped it and shuffled it up. She grasped the edges and with a quick motion, pulled it over her head and off. She grunted a little, lay back flat on the sturdy glass table and bumped her ass up, clinching her pussy around my cock. Her little tits winked and wiggled.
I bent over her and kissed one nipple and then the other. I returned to the first and sucked it between my teeth. She shuddered, groaning. Her hips rapped against me. I bit down, hard. Eve screamed, her body bucked and thrashed. I weighed her down. She cried and her chest tensed under me, writhing, trying to pull her nipple out of the vice of my teeth, which of course made it worse. She screamed again.
Her pussy surged around me, her hips quaking and then she arched her body under me. I released the tortured nipple and lay down on her, finding her neck with my lips. I sucked on it, moving my hands down to her lean hips. I grasped her little ass and pulled her up onto my cock, stopping their hunching. She grunted as I pulled her tight onto my cock. She thrashed and then her breathing stopped.
"God, she's coming!" Liza mumbled beside us.
She was. Eve's body bucked and then she burbled, a moan that vibrated up out of her. Her hips bucked once and again, slamming against me. She went still, then, and her pussy clamped down on me. The heat of it, the feel of her body, completely surrendered to fucking and being fucked beckoned to me and I felt the surge of pleasure beginning up behind my right eye. It raced down my spine.
I fought free of Eve. She seemed confused, bleary eyes glared at me as I unhitched my cock from inside her and backed away from her prone body. Her legs tried to hold me but failed. I stepped to the left and felt between Liza's legs. She grunted, then moaned when I touched her pussy. I fingered her till I felt slick dew well up in her. Liza hissed when I pushed into her body. She groaned with I withdrew my finger and then gasped when I replaced it with my slick cock.
My cock slid into Liza. For a moment, I thought I had scared my shy climax away but Liza's body lured it back from its wandering ways. The difference between Eve's string-taut body and the plushness of Liza's was luscious. I grunted as I pushed into her. She felt different but I'd be damned to Cleveland if I had the words to describe it. It was like the difference from a high mountain evergreen forest and a fern forest of the northwest US. Both were lush but Liza was damp and soft and spongy. Her great ass coddled me as I pressed into her. She raised it and as I forced myself against her, I felt her tense. Her hands reached around and pulled her ass apart and then she keened. Her pussy clamped down on me.
I came.
The orgasm lashed out and I pumped against Liza's ass, drilling into her while I pumped cum deep into her body. She accepted it, her hips flexing and bobbing under me. I held her by the hips, hunching against her, leaning down on her and finally, draping my torso over her back as my orgasm ran down. I lay on her, panting and jerking with those luscious little aftershocks that follow a titanic orgasm. I had calculated perfectly. I feared I'd lose the bubble but feeling Liza's ass against me proved plenty both in size and inspiration, enough to finish what Eve had begun.
Eve.
I opened my eyes and looked over at her. I saw hurt in her eyes, like she'd been punished unjustly. My tender heart lurched so I leaned over Liza's ass, grasped Eve behind the head and drew her close. I kissed her.
"I'll fuck them all before you taste them." I whispered. "Get used to going without. You have been greedy all your life. Now you will give and give and give till you will do anything for a perfectly conjoined orgasm." I kissed her again. She kissed me as though she thought she could orgasm that way. Her lips were alive and rampant, savage even.
I released her and backed out of and away from Liza.
Liza rose up immediately. "Nothing for me?" She said, voicing her lack of satisfaction.
I jerked my head at Eve. "Eve is going to kiss your little flower till you get yours. Go find a bed. I will finish my business with Rae here and perhaps we'll join you."
"Oh god." That was Rae.
Liza stood straight, extended her hand to Eve and waited, the perfect thing to do, demanding that Eve comply and willingly engage with her.
Eve looked at me than at Liza and delicately put her hand into Liza's, like a newborn fawn easing into a thicket. She was nearly jerked off the table when Liza pulled her back into the recesses of the house.
I looked over at Rae. "I hope you don't mind them using your bed?"
Rae gestured at the sheaf of papers on the counter before her.
"Fuck me, Gale, you don't leave anything out. I'll have to borrow money to buy tampons."
"The government is very specific about their settlements."
"Mr. Gale?"
I turned to find Liza, nude, standing in the middle of the living room. She looked past me at Rae. "I should tell him, don't you think?"
I bent over and pulled up my pants.
"Tell me what?" I asked buckling up.
"I am on the board and Rae, she is the Chair. But she does not have unlimited fiduciary control of the covenant's and the land titling. That requires the whole board. I took the liberty of polling them and, well, there are eleven and the majority are not in favor of exposing our business to you." She held up a hand. "Because they are not yet, shall we say, sufficiently financed?" She smiled at me. "They want to be one of your ten, that you finance."
"You lied to me. You said you weren't part of the board."
"I am not lying now. I am naked. You own me and what's more, I want you inside me again. I want to come when you come next time. I did, I was desperate. We all are. I had to know that you were legitimate and that this was good for us all. Rae is convinced but, well, I have a proposal."




Discussing business with a naked woman can be disconcerting particularly if they look like Liza and if you've just filled her pussy with a boatload of cum. My pants were still around my ankles but otherwise I was naked too, another aspect that threatened to derange me. I had to avoid focusing on the situation and for a moment, I struggled to focus on the business at hand. I managed though, even if it was the strangest of circumstances. Sometimes you must be flexible.
"It's my idea. I'll tell him about, suggest it, I mean."
"I don't want to be a hooker." Liza said. "Most of us don't. We want out, a way out or a reason to stay. I think we have a suggestion that fits with your harem idea. Nicely." She smiled then and cupped her tits. "I think you might like this idea as much as you like these."
"I doubt that but later. Go. Eve needs practice eating pussy."
Liza nodded and padded away.
I picked up my shirt and put it on, pulled up my pants, selected a bar stool and sat down across from Rae Dawn. "Well?" I said.
"Something to drink?" She asked.
I nodded. She poured us fruit juice. It taste cold and good. For some reason, I got hard although in fairness, I stared at Rae's tits the whole time so that might have had something to do with it. She seemed utterly at ease moving about the kitchen naked but for her black bikinis.
"Let me finish reviewing these contract provisions and I'll explain. Give me ten minutes."
I got off my chair, walked around behind her and encircled her body with my hands. I clutched both of her splendid breasts. Her head turned and she kissed me. I regretted not taking off my pants, even though I needed to let her finish before I entered her. Discretion and valor I suppose.
"Oh, I need to call the SEC and the Justice Department so they don't waste a trip." I looked around and finally walked outside, closing the glass doors behind me.
I called Crowley and made the necessary arrangements. We needed to sign the actual contracts to transfer ownership of the house and the like but the essential element was in the pages Rae Dawn was reviewing. I told Crowley to keep the SEC away for at least an hour. If he didn't hear from me, he assumed that he could settle matters as outlined previously.
"Good job, Crowley." I told him. "I'll find something that you really want and surprise you with it some time. You deserve it."
He laughed, his deep voice rumbled with pleasures. "You're not pissed about Victoria? I am sorry boss, I just didn't know how to tell you and, well, when she wanted help, I wanted to help her, for Clark's sake. We have a lot of history..."
I interrupted him. "Crowley, let me ask you something. Is it incredibly weird if I..." suddenly I felt shy. I had a flashback to the teenager facing him when he realized I was pawing the help and the butler asked him to address it with me.
"If what, boss?"
"If I take her to bed? I mean, she had sex with my father, is it perverted or something if I have sex with her? I mean, if she will? God knows I want to."
Crowley was silent for a moment. "Gosh boss, I don't know. It might be perverse but not for you, for her. On the other hand, isn't it a male fantasy to have sex with a mother and daughter? Is it so ridiculous to think a woman might get hot at the idea of having a man and his son, at least in this case, in the same lifetime?"
I chuckled. "You wouldn't object?"
"Son, I'd boink her myself if I thought I had half a chance. I wanted Clark to have a fit of scruples or Doris to threaten his balls or something so I could try to take over that parking spot for my own bad self." He grunted, his bass voice bubbled with unchivalrous glee. "So, no, if you didn't take advantage of the situation, I would. And, Alan, I damn sure wouldn't be asking your permission. I'd go there in a New York minute if I thought I could." He hesitated. "But boss, if you do go there, let's not cross swords. Have some other surprise, not her. Okay? That would be too weird, even for me."
I chuckled. I had no idea that Crowley could have such boundaries. I grinned to myself and disconnected.
Rae was writing when I reentered her house, now my house.
She looked up. "I'm just adding a few provisions. I want to taste Aurora Hines. I doubt that would be a problem, she has been after me to eat her on her little throne for several years. I avoided it just to remain a little aloof and objective. I was brought in mostly because I had my own fortune and could manage the business of obtaining the real estate, incorporation and the like. I mostly stayed out of the social life, though. I was rarely around till the sky fell, so that isn't surprising but when I was, I tended to arrive late and leave early. These Holdingsfield women did things after I left I did not participate in." She arched and eyebrow at me. "Not that I didn't want to, I just didn't like mixing business and pleasure. I had some risk beyond the development, which, I guess, is now gone." She resumed writing.
I walked over behind her again and clutched her tits. She kept writing, compliant but ambivalent. I didn't care, the fullness of her tits in my hands rattled around in me like a ball bearing dropped in an empty bath tub.
"This is just some things I want to try. Two men at the same time, being the most important. The rest, having sex in public, well, really, watching you have sex with Eve Covington in public is really what I want but I'd be happy to participate if it comes to that."
I massaged her breasts while she finished with the paperwork. I released her or tried to when she lay down the pen. She clasped my hands to her breasts and stood up, huddling against me.
"I love your hands on me." She whispered.
I separated from her and moved to her side. I inspected the contract.
"Trust but verify?" Rae said, then got more juice and poured us each some.
The cold grape juice tasted so good.
When I was done reviewing her sexual requests, I tucked the contract into my jacket pocket. Rae wanted to be doubleteamed. I had a feeling that was as much because of John Sawyer as because of me but I was not bothered. I liked the idea myself. John seemed to work well with me when we had a woman between us. I suspected Rae would not be alone when it came to it. There would be others, queuing up for a go with John.
"So, what else?"
She nodded. "The whole idea of prostitution is unappealing, mostly because men who engage in it tend to have a poor attitude about the women they use and who serve their sexual appetites. While money for sex appeals to me, it is difficult to turn them away if they think they purchased anything with money. I want, I suggest...to be honest, this is an idea that Liza and I have created together, sort of.
"I know you must recover your investment and real estate may not cover the costs of buying us all into your harem. Fucking to get out from under it is unrealistic, as Liza pointed out to you, I understand. You don't have enough cock to go around, much less time. From what I see, you aren't prone to poke and spurt, so there is a certain demand on resources that you cannot hope to satisfy yourself. Even if you include John Sawyer, there is more pussy in this place than two men can ever hope to satisfy."
"The harem is for my satisfaction, not yours." I chided her gently. "While the real estate is not the thing itself, it is part of the picture."
Rae nodded. "Of course. You don't come into this sort of cash without understanding money."
I sat across from her on a bar stool. She stood, semi-nude in her kitchen, bouncing her tits as she thrust her hips unconsciously against the counter. It was distracting. I accepted the challenge.
"We have discussed your idea of the discreet foil but we think that needs some modification. What is more, neither of us are inclined to enlist anyone else without having this be clarified and be totally clear about the issues involved."
I nodded. "I get it, you leave if I don't listen."
"There is a nonnegotiable point in here somewhere but neither Liza nor I am inclined to draw that particular line at the moment. In fact, I am inclined to accept your help and then fuck you to death. After you are dead, then all that is just paper."
I shrugged. "Since we are being serious and honest, having sex with all of you is a fantasy and ultimately, you cannot buy a fantasy, I don't care how much money you have. I am not talking about love her but love of fucking. Without that, none of this makes sense or even applies. If one of you are unhappy, I am under no illusions, I own your house and the contract you just signed, that is just to keep clear what my expectations are, not something any shark lawyer will ever see."
Rae nodded. "I think we all understand that. You get your fantasy of an American Harem and we, well we all get fantasies that we never thought we'd ever get, not really. That is the exchange. We all need to agree that if we all remain here at Holdingsfield, we might all get our fantasies fulfilled, at least as far as you are able. No one doubts your willingness. You fuck but you make love when you fuck. That is often important to a woman. Kiko, god, I'd say she is head over heels in love with you. Mrs. Simpson may also be but she is so thrilled with her position in your house, she is not making that distinction.
"I don't fall in love, I fall in lust and to this point in life, I have been pretty capable in fulfilling the demands of that lust. I must say, though, Mr. Gale, that you do arouse me. I like this, though, =discussing things directly. We'll see if that lasts. To tell the truth, the prospect of being on call for sex, after all I have been through the last few years appeals to me, so even if you get weird here, I mean to keep my end of this bargain." She shook her tits at me to emphasize her words.
I got the message. "So? What's the issue?" I wanted her now but realized clearing the decks made for smoother sailing.
"We think that Foil is a good idea and some of us, me included, not only are willing but want to be sold off to a stranger. Liza too, even though she doesn't like to fly, and that is sort of where this idea came from. She said it was incredible to be jetting around the country on her back. She had sex on the plane most of the time and that took most of the angst out of it." Rae chuckled. "She says that having a man between her legs, balls deep in her pleasure pond is awesome during take off. She wasn't scared at all and that little moment of life pressed him down into her and she came like a house afire." Rae dawn shook her head. "Commercial flying tends to frown on fucking during take off."
Jesus puckers, she was taking a long time. I got off the stool and stripped. Rae Dawn watched me with an arched eyebrow.
"What?" I said.
"Done listening?" She said, her voice suddenly guarded.
"No, not if you can discuss it while I am fucking you." I grinned. "Impatient, is the word, I'd use. You're the one standing around with you tits doing the wave at me!"
She nodded one. "Ah, well, I could put on a..."
I moved around the counter and thence behind her. I clasped her tits in both hands. She did not wriggle at all but seemed to expire against me, sagging and melting against me.
"Go ahead, I'll just..." I released her tits, hooked thumbs in her bikinis and stripped them down her strong legs. She stepped out of them and nude, regained her pose by the counter. I stood, opened her ass and fingered her. She was wet, drooling wet. I entered her.
She shuddered, leaning back against me. I held onto her hips, fitting her onto my cock like a sex toy. She grasped my hands and pulled them up to her breasts, smashing them with her hands on mine. She groaned.
Implanted in her body, I made myself go still. After a few moments, she lifted her head from my shoulder and tried to look around, couldn't and so she planted her hands on the counter and arched her ass at me, jamming my cock into a tight little corner of her active pussy. For a moment, she hummed while her pussy chewed over the cock in her.
"We, we got to thinking. The fucking is difficult because where do you go? I mean, for Liza, she wants to stay home and have sex in her own house, her own bed. Well, now, in your house and your bed. So, we got to talking and we, oh god, do that again!"
I'd flexed my cock inside of her, crinkling the skin on the head by tightening muscles in my ass. She seemed to approve. I did it again and Rae groaned.
"We think, stop it. I don't talk so good when you do that."
"You said do it again."
"I know. Stop it, oh god, I bet I could come like this but I'd fall over. If you keep doing that, you have to hold me up when I climax."
I gripped her tits harder, pulling her against my chest.
She grunted. "Smart ass. Just listen. I'll get to the point and quit trying to sell you, not now anyway. We think you have a colony here. A harem like you say but an American version, arranged using your contracts. People can come here for a vacation but they pay and they must find one of us to let them stay in our house. So, we use Foil to interview vacationers and they come here, charm one of us to stay in her house and then they can try to fuck the rest of us, if we want. We choose them, not the other way around. We could have a party, invite your prospects and we select them, take them home and fuck them. See? It's backwards. We'd call it the Colony and it wouldn't be prostitution, it'd be BNB with benefits. Bed and breakfast would mean bed for real not just a place to sleep. If none of us want you, then you have to leave."
Rae groaned, then and ground her hips back at me. Her luscious body clasped me hard.
Far back in the house, we heard a loud scream.
"Someone is getting better at eating pussy."
"My guest room has toys in the closet." Rae said sardonically.
I released her tits and grabbed her by the waist. I pulled back and slammed into her body, smashing her against the counter. She arched back, pushing herself onto my cock. I groaned. I yanked my cock out of her.
"Hey! I was using that!"
"I want to fuck you where they can see." I mumbled.
We walked back into the house, checking bedrooms till we found them in the guest room with the canopy bed and eye-bolt fixtures in the headboard. Liza lay on the bed, legs spread wide. Eve crouched between her legs, arms looped around her full thighs, one hand rubbed at Liza's clit and the other pistoned a finger into her pussy.
I moved Rae over beside the bed and then pressed on her shoulders. She looked miffed but got to her knees. She was reaching for my cock when I moved away, climbing onto the bed behind Eve. Eve felt me arrive and released Liza's legs. Liza's ass bounced on the bed, pulsing with arousal.
I got astraddle Eve's lean legs and lifted on her hips. She rose to her knees easily. I found her pussy and plunged into her. She groaned as I ground down into her body. She clinched and I felt her excitement rise. I pulled free and she keened with her disappointment. I got off the bed and presented my newly coated cock to Rae.
She looked up at me, words crowding her mind, apparently so many she had no chance of sorting them out. She gave a little shrug and licked Eve off my cock.
Her eyes went wide. "My god, she tastes good! I cannot imagine!"
"Good grooming." I muttered.
Rae's lips caressed the head of my cock and moments later, it disappeared into her mouth, traversing the soft expressive pad of her tongue directly into her tight throat. She blew hard, forcing air past my cock and then inhaled, sucking hard. Her efforts pulled my cock deep and for a moment it closed off her air way. The hissing stopped and I felt the pulling pressure on my cock. God, it felt like being inside Eve!
I took a hold of Rae's wild blond hair but she wasn't backing up. She sucked on my cock with her lips, mouth and throat. After what seemed like half an hour, she backed off my cock and gasped in new air. I'd had my eyes clinched tight shut. She sucked me for so long my eyelids ached. I wanted more. I pulled the rest of the way from her mouth.
"On your back, on the bed," I mumbled.
Rae got to her feet and we walked around the bed. She lay down beside Liza. Liza looked over at her.
"Well? What'd he say?"
"He said get on the bed, on my back." Rae returned.
"No, oh, god, yes, like that. Oh, oh, oh!" Liza bucked into a surprise orgasm. Her great tits shook and swayed as her hips bounced on the bed, pulsing under Eve's increasingly insistent mouth. If there had been any backup in Eve, it was gone now. It might come back, I reminded myself, but for the moment, it was nowhere to be seen.
I got on the bed. My cock pointed below me like landing gear. I pushed Rae's legs wide and knelt over her. I had a moment, just then, looking down at this woman. She was powerful, or had been. Now she lay gazing up at me, tensed in anticipation of penetration. I fit my cock between the lips of her pussy and pressed it into her. Her hips raised and she enveloped me. I felt her body buck once and Rae Dawn Stewart screamed.
The orgasm thrashed through her body without let up for several minutes. All the pent up anxiety and the foreplay of the last few days released together. Rae's body bucked under me. Her eyes cliched closed and her head shook. Her hands gripped the bedspread, snarling it into knots of ecstasy as the climaxes ran through her, one after another. I joined her, laying down on her.
I pinned her to the bed with my cock and weighed her down with my body. She seemed to delight in the weight, panting under me while hunching her ass up at me. I lowered my mouth to hers but she shook it off.
"Can't...breathe, not enough...air!" She wheezed. I kissed the lithesome side of her neck and marked her, bruising her brilliant white skin. She groaned and bucked under me. I moved my hands under her ass. She lifted to accommodate them. Another orgasm crashed through her when I gripped her ass tight in both hands. She struggled against me, lifting her legs and locking me between them while she wafted from one orgasm to the next, skipping over the surface of her boundless sexual energy like a stone thrown across water.
I hammered down into her body, rapping us together even while I controlled her ass with my hands, pulling it firmly against me when I slammed down and pinching her ass cheeks wide as I pulled out of her. She huffed and huffed, until finally, she groaned, her hips lifted off the bed, lifting me in the process, and penetrating her body with my cock completely. Suspended in midair, her hips moved up and down three or four times and then she dropped to the bed, panting and hissing.
After a while she turned her head and kissed the side of my face.
"Sorry about that, if you'd kissed me then, I would have fainted." She made up for it. Her mouth sought mine and she consumed me. Her pussy came back alive and resumed clinching and massaging my cock. I groaned softly, struggled to my elbows to kiss her back, pressing her down into the bed. Her tits bobbed between us. I felt it, the new edition of my orgasm, new minted and coming at me. I slammed into Rae's body. She hunched up, her body hungry and ready to be fed.
I erupted and poured cum into her. Rae bucked under me, sucking at my cock with her pussy. I tipped off of her as my orgasm wound down and then fell onto a shoulder beside her. I rolled onto my back, my cock coated with our cum.
Eve lifted her head from between Liza's legs and abandoned her. Liza was huffing and puffing, her body relaxed as Eve relented. Eve grasped my cock, licked at the head and then cleaned it from hat to root. She then sucked me deep and held me, sucking on me till my erection returned. I was glass hard when she left me, sitting back on her heels. I sat up, wondering for a moment if Eve was going to climb aboard. She waited.



I almost took her then but instead, rolled over between Liza's legs and mounted her. Her ass rolled forward. I slid into her, down, down, down deep into her bubbling pussy. I did almost nothing and she erupted into a very fine orgasm. I got to my knees to give her room to express herself.
"Eat Ms. Stewart, Eve. Now." I growled from between Liza's open legs.
I turned and watched Eve move between Rae's legs. She licked broadly as the silken body before her, lapping at her pussy till Rae grasped the back of her head and pushed the woman down between her legs and held her there.
I pounded down into Liza and she groaned, panting and finally, after a few minutes of steady fucking, she gasped and came again. I continued to fuck her but she was done, the pussy was as numb as my cock. Eve continued eating Rae but her initial orbit had failed and she had no escape velocity left to achieve lift off again. Finally, Eve sat back.
"Neck cramp." She muttered, twisting her head this way and that.
I grinned and got off the bed.
"I have things to do. Rae, as to the idea of how to use the women of Holdingsfield, I'll give it some thought." I grinned. "I know, I cannot use them all up but I will do the interviews." I gestured at Eve who had retrieved her back dress, sitting on her heels, her hair a jumble, looking like a haystack. "Come along, Eve." I said. "You can go get some sleep." She nodded.
We went out together to the living room where I dressed. We walked in silence the couple blocks towards my house. When it came time to part ways, she stopped and looked at me.
I waited, sensing she had more to say.
"Joshua, please, seek my boundaries. Make me go where I'd never go on my own. I will. I swear it. No more refusing you. I, if you own me, then you own me. I won't settle for half measures any longer."
I nodded my thanks. "Mrs. Sawyer, no more. You fuck only when I say, when I tell you to."
She looked disturbed. "What about John?"
I shrugged. "It's your contract and his. It's your hole, make it bigger and deeper or keep it manageable and tight." Even I wasn't sure which hole I was speaking about. I got my feet tangled up in my metaphor and nearly went over backwards. "No one else, till I hand you off. Understand?"
She nodded and turned away. I grinned at her back. My heart thundered in my chest. I had an idea that I might find incredibly interesting. I shrugged at my own devious plotting and went home, showered and tackled email. I had one from The Thin Skin Theater. Master's was inquiring when we might meet to discuss arrangements. The man was gruff in person and direct in his dealing with women...they always knew precisely what he wanted and when...but in business he apparently had a command of the elegant ambiguity it takes to negotiate properly with unknown elements.
I told him I'd be down in the next few days but did not specify when.
Another email from Sharon reassured me that she had things well in hand.
The last of note was from Aurora saying Monetta, her potential investor would arrive the next Friday and she hoped I would be available to "entertain" the woman. She thought Elaine and Yvette would find the new arrangement very interesting. I sent back that I needed another week before I was ready for her, so not this Friday but the next, two weeks from tomorrow.
I left the rest for the next day. It could be a long one as well. I suddenly had a dim idea of what it would be like to own twenty women. Exhausting but god, what luscious exhaustion it would prove to be!
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Chapter 14: How Much Sex Can One Man Have? Saturday: It's Raining Pussy
I woke with a ghastly headache. I remember waking with the theory of vomiting all drawn up with differential equations and everything but without the requisite energy to get to the bathroom. I hoped if I held still, the urge would leave. I eventually went back to sleep. By nine I was awake. My phone rang around that time but I don't remember if it woke me up or if I was already moaning. It was D. Debra Hamilton.
Okay. I felt a little guilty. I had not contacted her since Sunday. Well, fuck me, I'd been busy! Oh, wait, that wasn't right, I lined up Brent to fuck her. Thursday was it? Right, when I ran out of starch before I ran out of pussy. Small wonder I forgot that night. Oh, well, I did fuck my sister in front of everyone and Tawny orgasmed like she'd planned it perfectly. Maybe she had.
"Hello."
"You let me down, Mr. Duncan."
"Excuse me?"
"You let me down. I don't fuck your friends unless you are there to watch. I guess you didn't realize that. You have to see them put their cock in me. Didn't I make that clear?"
"What about my sister?"
"You were there. You could have had me that night and you chose to watch me do your friend and your sister. I was...I was horny and ready but you were so cool, so distant. I thought I could make you jealous but once I got started, I realized I wasn't going to quit. So I just went the whole way...what the fuck am I explaining myself to you for? You fucked my mother. I am pretty sure the scales of justice weigh in my favor."
"No. Apples and oranges, or more literally, dicks and pussies. They may fit together but they are not the same and no way I am trading orgasms with you." I waited for a response but got none. "So? How was it? Did you like Brent?"
"I told you, I won't fuck your friends without you there, to watch."
"Why? You need directions?"
"Jesus in a cup, Sonny, do I have to spell it out for you?"
"I was in a spelling bee once and they gave me ppbbbttts and I got DQ'd for having an extra 'B' in it. So I am not sure spelling it out for me is going to help. What time is it?"
She ignored me. "I get a thrill having you there, knowing you handed me over to your friends."
I knew that wasn't all there was too it. I was being worked. She'd confessed to a fear of losing control...oh, wait, she confessed that to Dori, not me. I was getting confused. She'd insisted that when I gave her away, I had to claim her back, sort of like pulling her back from the edge. I was sort of like her safe word, you know when people want to yell "no" and mean "Don't listen to me, do what you want!" Which means "do what I want" and that's where things get tricky. They need to have a word like hippopotamus it you start to do damage, hence a safe word. I never use them, too confusing and fuck, I'd forget mine. I like the real dialog and not the play acting sort of sex. When I fuck, its always real.
Nonetheless, I realized I was going to need to participate in D. Debra's endeavor to fuck all my friends. I was pondering how I was going to present that when I remembered what she said. There, that was the ready made excuse and a pretty good one. I had to push back a little though.
"I wasn't there the other night. You know with..." Suddenly I got a sick feeling in my gut. What if she realizes Sam is Sammy's dad? I had a brief sense of relief that I hadn't seen fit to hand her off to Sammy yet. Suddenly, my more or less ideal intention to satisfy Messy Melissa's fantasy of doing a father and a son at the same time got a little bit urgent. Then I realized I was being a racist prick, just because they were the same color doesn't mean they're related and why would I think D. Debra would think that? Unless they fucked the same...I needed another black guy to fuck her, oh, been there, done that. Thank god for Rodney. And Ahmay! Wow. What was she saying? I needed to pay attention!
"You were busy. Hey, I was going to ask you about that. What is it with you and black men? You keep handing me off to them. You have a thing about black on white sex?"
I groaned. Audibly. I realized I had no idea what D. Debra understood about my sex life and what she suspected and what she knew for certain. So I changed the subject. "Play practice today?"
"Two." She did not seem perturbed by the shift in topic.
I was going somewhere with that question. "So you didn't do Brent?"
"No. I went with him to his house and when I realized you weren't coming, I left."
"Did he show you his dick?"
"What?"
"Never mind. Listen, what about now? I mean, surely you didn't get all the love scenes out of the way already. You could go in all fuck stinky and your gay opposite can smell sperm on your breath and maybe he'll kiss you for real."
"Sonny! God, don't you respect anything? I'd never do that to..." She started to giggle. "Shit on a pancake, that might be hilarious. Do, do you think your breath will smell like come if you swallow or only if you spit?"
"I am sure I don't know. My breath is never going to smell like sperm but yours might. Why don't you figure out a way to test that out? I bet Chris would help you." I sat up and the room didn't whirl and the bed didn't dance. I was feeling better. The relief was so profound I dropped the phone. I fumbled with it and got it back to my ear.
"...might be good. I like that oozing feeling...why did you ask if I saw his dick?"
"He's hung." I answered the question honestly. "He packs more meat than Iowa."
"Oh really? Big is he? You wouldn't tease me, would you? I do love a big cock."
I thought of Sid. The idea of him squeezing his trouser monster into D. Debra buzzed between my ears and I missed whatever she was saying next.
"...can call me back."
"Call you back?"
"If, what was his name? Brad?"
"Brent."
"If Brent is available and would like a little Dee Dee before lunch, call me back. Sonny, are you whacking off?"
"No. I'm wanking."
"Well quit it, its rude to masturbate while you talk to a woman on the phone."
"When should I masturbate then? When I talk to a man on the phone?"
"Sonny, oh fuck it. Call me if you have a little lovin' for Dee Dee. It's nine. I can be table ready by ten."
I laughed, thinking of her bent over her mother's table. I shuddered.
"I'll get back to you either way." I hung up hoping that Brent was available. I figured I'd have a taste of Dee Dee and study this afternoon till it was time to display my prowess with Mrs. Honeywell.
"Ten? I'll call you back." I hung up.
The phone rang in my hand. It was Alissa.
"Sonny? I, I can't make it tonight. Something came up. I mean I won't be available, for Ahmay."
Her voice sounded weird.
"You okay, Alissa? You sound weird." Thinking and speaking are often the same activity for me.
"I'm fine, just distracted. Sid wants me to attend a cocktail and dinner for him with some people. I don't know how long I'll be but I'll call you if I can get free earlier. Ciao."
She rang off and I sat staring at my phone. My stomach's rebellion seemed to have quieted. I had a disquieting thought that I had dreamed of vomiting and wondered if I did. I looked around the room and saw it was in pretty good shape. I sniffed and smelled nothing. I felt a moment of regret that Alissa had called off our little menage a three for Ahmay. But then I considered the amount of pussy coming my way and figured a breather might be good. Nice thought, fat boy.
I called Brent.
"Sonny, fuck you. What do you want?"
I decided his crabbiness was compounded by being neglected by my girlfriend. He had seen his Aunt riding the rail while I rode her and had jumped to some curious conclusion by way of far too many steps in the proof to make Occam happy. Brent never saw things in the simplest terms. For him, everything was complicated but then with a cock that size, it is good to presume to need more lubrication than the rest of us depend on to keep things smooth.
I hesitated too long, still in my own head.
"She wouldn't fuck me without you there. She said no one eats pussy like Sonny Duncan and she had no interest in fucking me unless you were there to watch. She said you made it so hot, so sexy when you watched over her and made sure she had good orgasms. Like you can do that! Shit, dude, she talked like she was in love with you."
"In love? That woman? Hardee har har. If she was in love with me, why was she there with you in the first place? Did you show her your dick?"
"What are you implying?"
"Nothing. Well, I'd bet even money she'd have reconsidered if you showed it too her."
"What was I supposed to do? Once she said, not without Sonny, I should open my pants and flop Mr. Hungry out on the table and wait for her to faint or give me a bid per cubic inch?"
"Yes. Show her the cock and she'd never have left with you untried."
Brent growled. "Had my Aunt lately? Why are you calling, anyway? You just want to lord it over the rest of us that pussy falls in your lap, no matter what you are doing. Fuck you."
Brent was not in a good mood.
"Parents still screaming at each other?"
"Yes. They're leaving tonight. Spending a night or two in a no-tell motel before Dad leaves on Monday."
"So? You have a verdict?"
"Are they staying together? They'll never get a divorce. Well, they might if Norma does both of us, Dad and me I mean. I am still suspicious that Mom will put up with little sister banging her whole family."
"I suppose I owe it to you. I should have done this the other night but I had a distraction to deal with. I'll get D. Debra and you can do her at your house this morning, if you're still interested that is."
Silence. I waited but it was just soaking in that saving myself for true love wasn't going to be necessary, Alissa had waved me off and that meant...I could go have a piece of Dori if I wanted. I wanted. "Aren't you going to say something?"
"You're not trying to distract me for some reason are you, Sonny? You have had my Aunt at your house...god, she can move back in!"
I had a thought about that too but kept it to myself. I wondered where Norma was. I shook my head to clear it. Focus. "So? Shall I tell her you are up for it? D. Debra I mean. I am sorry about the other night, I had reason to believe she'd open up her little shop of whores after hours. I had no idea that she'd buck the trend."
"What trend is that?"
"None for Sonny and some for everyone else."
"Oh for shit's sake, are you complaining? Really? Poor fucking Sonny!" Brent really woke up on the wrong side of the bed.
"Okay. I deserved that. So? What's it going to be? To do D. Debra nor not to do D. Debra?"
"I, I was going to bitch at you for the other night but Landon pointed out that all roads lead to Sonny when it comes to the pussy that it swirls around you but you share. You ought to bone his girl once and see if he is still so philosophical about it."
Goddamn if Brent didn't prove prophetic. I was hard. Nice to know I wasn't out of starch.
"Come on, Brent, make up your mind. I am not going to push D. Debra on anyone. You don't want to do her, I'll call Sammy."
"No. No, shoot no, Sonny. If you think she'll go through with it this time. You should have seen Mom when D. Debra strutted out of the house. She didn't know whether to clap or whistle."
I didn't get that but left well enough alone. "Come on, Brent. Christ, Hamlet was faster to decide to take revenge than you are."
"Is this revenge?"
"I owe you for the other night. I know that. I sincerely thought D. Debra was a fair trade."
"You mean for my Aunt Norma? You already got my Mom and you want my Aunt too." You going to collar my Aunt too and hook her into your little Sonny Harem?"
Hell of an idea. I had to give that some serious thought.
"God Brent, have you got indigestion? Go back to bed. I'll find another cock for D. Debra. Forget I asked." I was impatient because I had something I wanted to do, someone I wanted to do and I had just the person to do it with.
"Hey, no, fine. Bring her by."
"We'll be there by ten or so. She has play practice at two so you have four hours to rub it down to a nub."
Brent snorted and hung up.
I jumped up, all fired up to take action and remembered I wasn't done. No Ahmay, no...uh oh. I forgot about my surprise guest star. I needed to call Mrs. Bickerstaff and let her know we were on hold for our demonstration threesome. I did that first, she seemed distracted and took the news calmly, without a ripple. I called Ahmay. She sighed and said I needed to quit making appointments I cannot keep. I thought that was a little selfish, seeing as how I was doing her a favor but let it be. Not like I was being put out. Ahmay was auditing and her eyes made the sex with Portia that must better. I thought about...I put it out of my mind.
Finally, I was ready. I had been pacing in my little room, three steps to and three steps fro. I called Dori Hamilton. "Mrs. Hamilton?"
"Sonny! Dee Dee is upstairs."
I almost left a message with the mother but thought that would foul up communication. I grunted in amusement at that idea. "You said I should call before I come by. I want to come by at one or two."
"You do?"
"Yes. I do."
"Is that wise?"
"Dee Dee has play practice at two." I thought about telling Dori about her daughter's Saturday morning plans but demurred.
"I mean, is it wise for you to come by?"
I was fairly panting. I sat on the bed to steady myself.
"I want you. I do. I don't care about anything else."
"Sonny, well goodness, I want you too. I am not going to try to be all noble if self-denial is noble. I, I don't think we should. I think we should only meet if we have someone else there or we'll, you know what we'll do."
I knew and I wanted that to happen. Again. I got her point. Not really, though I understood her reluctance but she still thought Debra had a problem with her. I grinned. Brent had a great idea but in this case, I'd prove too slow. Dori was talking.
"I'll be here. Just call if you can't make it. If I think Dee Dee will be here, I'll be sure to answer the door. Otherwise, I'll just leave it unlocked. We can't, again, I mean we shouldn't. I'll find someone to be here with me, so, so we don't, don't do it again. Or you can bring someone but we have to stop, you agree right."
I nodded. Nodded again and found my voice. My heart was making it difficult to talk, trying to climb out my throat and all. I was excited so the lie came to my lips easily and I barely noticed.
"I do, yes, of course I do. You find someone. You do that. I'll be there as soon as I can." I didn't get her reluctance but left it intact. I felt the quivering desire in me surging so strongly I didn't care what happened so long as I got between her MILF legs and plunged my cock into her MILF pussy. God, I was crazed.
I hung up, showered and realized I hadn't called D. Debra when I said I would. She was peeved when I told her ten was good but did not argue. She did say I was lucky I wasn't calling to tell her it was a no go because she was half ready already.
She did not come out when I parked outside her house. I had to call her since I didn't want to face Dori right then. Debra told me to meet her at the door. I was there when she opened. She told her mom bye, that Sonny was here and we left. We got into the car and D. Debra looked around.
"Is this yours?"
I realized my car was new to her and she hadn't seen it before with me in the driver's seat. "I got it as a perk for some work I am doing. I am picking up people for a law office and they provided me a company car."
"Is, is Brad pissed off at me? Is he going to put a knot in his dick and tell me to fuck off?"
"No. It's Brent and he's not mad. At least not at you. Me, maybe, but not you."
"Why would he be angry with you?"
Why indeed? "That, my dear, is a story that is way longer than I can tell before we get to his house."
"His mother and father are nice."
I grunted. We rode the rest of the way with her reciting lines and checking them against her script.
At Brent's house, I got out and opened her door for her. I walked her to the door and Brent opened it before we touched the doorbell. I introduced them, again. They regarded each other like two dancers when one is a breakdancer and the other does the tango. If I hadn't been so distracted by my own forgetfulness and my obsession with D. Debra's mother, I'd have been a little worried.
Brent finally told her he was sorry about the other night, which made no sense since he did nothing. D. Debra looked quizzically at me, confused. Brent was apologizing for nothing. He looked at me.
"Sonny, I want to do her on the pool table. You know, like that time...? Oh shit."
D. Debra looked back and forth between us.
"If you are worried that Sonny has misrepresented his intentions with me, don't be concerned. He's fucking my mother and I am fucking his friends. If I found out he was doing your mother, I doubt I'd be surprised. He isn't, is he?"
Brent's face went all bland and if Dee Dee knew him, she would have seen right away that something was up. "Not right now." He said with a half laugh. "Please, let me take you downstairs. Have you ever had sex on a pool table?"
D. Debra regarded him with a flicker of interest and shook her head.
My phone rang so I let them go without me. It was Landon.
"Sonny?"
"Speaking. What's happening. How is your little corner of pussy heaven this morning?"
"Cramped and crowded which is why I am calling."
"Oh?"
"Mom is tied up up stairs but Darlene won't stay tied up. I just want to watch some basketball and chill, alone, you know. Darlene, don't tell her I said this but she is terrible to watch sports with. She bitches about color combinations and says guys look gay doing things and oh, it is just terrible. She calls them 'sweety' and 'honey' when they are shooting free throws and, well, it just sucks. I just want a calm, easy day and I was wondering if you'd take Darlene off my hands for the day."
I looked at my phone. I decided to dissimulate.
"Calm and easy with your Mom tied up upstairs?"
"Yeah, I fuck her during halftime. She never knows when half time is and the waiting makes her crazy, its like foreplay for the mind. When its time, god, she's usually ready."
"Darlene not so much?"
"No, she insists on watching sports with me but Christ, I just want her to leave me in peace. And no, she won't just suck my cock. That's distracting anyway. I already tried it and it alters the whole sports watching experience."
"I expect it does."
"So? Will you take her off my hands for the afternoon anyway?"
At first, my heart sank and my cock objected because I was thinking of Dori. Then, I realized things were lining up. Dori might fuck me if Darlene was along. Maybe not, too. I was confused about the whole, have someone present. Was she thinking chaperon or something? The old, keep one foot on the floor rule? If you fuck from behind, you can keep all four feet on the floor but the nuns never considered anything but the missionary position, I suppose. I couldn't tell if that was a contradiction or not.
"Sonny?"
I realized I'd been chasing thoughts in circles.
"What?"
"When I say, take Darlene off my hands, you know what I mean, right?" He hesitated but not long enough for me to edge into the thought. "I mean fuck her. She, god, Sonny, she talks about having you come do a foursome with us, make a night of it, like it'd be some social event. I think she's daft sometimes."
"You getting crowded?" I was taken aback that he'd offer his woman up like that. I had to balance that out. Then it occurred to me maybe he was angling to get his shot at D. Debra. Ha so?



"No, just, well..." He stumbled to a halt.
"You want a shot at Double D Hamilton and you figure things will be easier if Darlene and I have gone for a ride together?" I made it a question.
"Well, okay, Brent said she blew him off, I mean didn't blow him the other night...?"
"I know. I am fixing that right now. In fact, he might be in her as we speak. So you're in line. Don't worry." I was thinking of the other pussy I had lined up for a ride on the airtight express and realized that Darlene might feel neglected or cheated or cheated on. Either way, it made some sense to spread her around a little. Suddenly I had a vision of doing her with Dori. Shit! That made me a little nuts.
"Landon, say it plain..."
He interrupted me. "I can't. I gotta go. Darlene is coming. What time can you be here?"
"One or two. I figure, latest. Maybe noon if I am lucky."
Landon agreed and hung up.
Christ, I thought, pussy keeps lining up for Sonny. I felt good that I didn't have Alissa on the menu. That left me clear so I could study tonight. That lasted for about thirty seconds. My phone rang and this time it was Lydia Favors.
"Sonny, I am having lunch with Holly Romelingame. When I talked to her she told me she'd discussed you with her brother, with Seth."
"Oh. That's new. They weren't talking at all last I heard."
"Holly finally relented and he told her he would line her up with a sure thing and said you'd had me. She remembered me fondly and said that if you were good enough for me, she thought you'd be fine for her. I don't mean she agreed to anything but we are going to discuss you at lunch. I want to know if you might be available to take her out for dinner tonight."
I was itching to ask Lydia about her feelings about discovering that I wasn't some underworld tough trading in pussy. So I asked. "So, Mrs. Favors, are you pissed off at me?"
"For what? Oh, the little pimp lie? No. I'm relieved. Sean said you fucked your mother and I watched you fuck your sister. I am pretty sure we are in the same soup. The other women seem fine to let you control the flames under the pot and I presume that's because you are in the soup with us. Besides, if I get a go at Seth Morrison and its good, this will all be worth it."
I snickered.
"What's the matter? Why are you laughing?"
"It seems to me that you have a pretty good deal with Sean."
"Oh, that." She went quiet. "I don't know what to think about having sex with my son and my daughter or finding out that my son was responsible for handing me off to you. Sonny, even if that is all crap, I want you to own me like before. I do. I realize that gives me a backstop where I can use you to avoid things I need and want to avoid. You'll do that for me, won't you? Back stop me?"
I think I heard "back door me" and was about to push for details when my playback system beeped and let me know I was filling in the blanks with my own ideas. I needed to focus and listen. This was getting complicated!
"I have a lot of things in mind for you, Mrs. Favors. My friends want a piece of Lydia Favors." I paused but she didn't respond. "Do you mind if I hand you around my little circle of friends?"
"After you went car shopping with me, do you have worries about me rejecting your suggestions?"
"A point. Hey, I better go. Pussy's cooling."
"I'll let you know how it goes with Holly."
I smiled and hung up. Brent hollered from the basement.
I grinned to myself and went downstairs. This was the scene of Annie's reduction in rank from Queen to pussy on call. Remembrance of that night and all that it led to aroused me. Still, I was not really prepared for what I found when I got downstairs.
D. Debra was stretched out on the pool table but lengthwise. Her forearms were wrapped with a towel and he had tied a soft rope around them and pulled her arms over her head and tied it off on the other end of the table. When I arrived, he was massaging her breasts. D. Debra lay still and silently on the table, dressed but in a very compromising position, her heels hooked on the bumper, knees arched and wide.
"Jesus, what a body!" Brent muttered at me, his tone almost making it an imprecation. While I watched, he moved one hand down over her tummy and under the edge of the thin sweater. She hissed as his hand touched the skin of her tummy. Her head came up and she looked around.
"There you are." She said, her voice tight. "He fucking tied me up."
"What do you expect? Last time you ran out on him."
She grunted and lay back down. Brent had old bed pillows to make her comfortable. One under her knees where they bent over the edge of the table and the other under her head. His hand moved up under her shirt till it covered one breast.
"Uh." D. Debra grunted.
"I can't believe I am going to fuck D. Debra Hamilton. She's so fucking hot. When God invented fucking, he used her to demonstrate it. That is her main purpose in life. She's perfect for fucking. Padding in the all right places."
"You sure you don't want her on a bed? Isn't that going to be a little awkward?"
"I'm going to fuck her in Mom's bed. I just got the sheets changed." Brent's eyes bulged for a moment, realizing that he didn't know if D. Debra knew about the MILF list or not. She did not respond to us. She lay there, her body shifting as Brent massaged first one breast then the other under her white sweater. Little moans squeaked out of her from time to time as his big hands covered her breasts and squeezed them.
"I know I was a bit of an ass this morning, Sonny, but I think it is a hell of a thing for you to let me borrow your girlfriend. How many guys would offer up a piece of something like this? You are a hell of a guy!"
Honestly, I couldn't tell if he was being sarcastic or not. I just went with it.
"How many women would want to fuck your friends before she fucked you?" My question was rhetorical.
Brent did not leave it so. He first pushed her sweater up to expose her bra clad breasts. She lifted up and he reached under her and unhooked the garment. He pushed it off of her tits. He looked over at me. "One for each of us." He said.
I realized we were talking about her as though she were not even there. I was surprised that she hadn't had something to say. I shrugged a little and moved around the other side of the table from Brent. He bent down and licked and sucked his tit. No, not his tit, the tit on his side of the table, D. Debra's tit, the one on his side of the table. When he had a fast hold on her nipple with his lips, I bent down to attend to the other. I immediately cracked my head on Brent's head. I had to adjust my approach.
I lay one hand on her knee and she shifted. I pulled up the flannel skirt she wore and found her legs bare. She moaned when my hand touched her skin. I bent to her breast and moved my hand up her thigh at the same time. D. Debra moaned louder. I licked and kissed at her breast, holding it with one hand while I laved the nipple with my tongue.
She jerked when my fingers brushed against her pussy. She was bare but with only a little tuft of her fine blond hair, a little tuft at the top. I palmed her pussy and found her entrance. I stroked her while I sucked her breast. I heard them kissing and looked up. Brent was kissing her lips. She kissed him back, raising her head to contribute her enthusiasm. Her legs widened. She broke the kiss.
"Eat me, Sonny. God, I want to feel your tongue on my cunt."
Brent looked askance at me. "She said, 'cunt'. Does that mean we can call it a cunt?"
I shrugged. A rose by any other name would still feel good when you fucked it. No, not right. Roses had thorns. Pussy was best without thorns. I slid a finger into her and her hips rose up, enveloping my finger and then dropping away. I pushed deeper into her and left her breast. Her head turned and I kissed her. Her lips were wet and hot. Her breath rattled out of her. I felt her body jerk when I thrust my finger into her. I diddled her for a couple minutes. Brent continued sucking his one tit. She kissed me but rolled in my direction to press her one tit hard into Brent's mouth, like she wanted him to swallow it whole or something.
When I finally stepped back, she squirmed on the table. Her breath had become ragged and labored. She kept lifting her head to look past the gathered ridge of her bra and sweater while we both kissed her tits and my finger stirred her martini. She was so quiet, yet so responsive. The feeling of two men sucking her tits seemed to enthrall her. She certainly became very wet.
I finally decided to get to what she wanted. Brent felt me move away and stood up. He produced a long silk cloth and lay two pads over D. Debra's eyes and covered them with the scarf, blindfolding her. He nodded at me after he finished.
I got what he was doing. He was going to surprise her with his cock, with his size. Her eyes and hands, the best two measuring devices were restricted. I moved around the end of the table and pulled the old office chair from the desk by the TV over to the table. Brent was kissing her again. He had wiped off her tits with a soft towel and now was massaging them with one hand while he held her head and kissed her. She kissed him back.
I scooted to the end of the table and lay a hand on each knee. She groaned and her hips lifted. The invitation was perfectly clear. I was perfectly happy to accommodate her. I pushed her knees wider. She moaned from deep in the recesses of her body behind her grand tits. She twitched, which I presumed was Brent pinching a nipple. Moments later she twitched again. I pulled on her knees. She lifted her legs and her heels came to rest on my shoulders.
The smell of female arousal rose up from between her wondrous legs. I flipped the skirt fully off her lower body, exposing her. I bent down and began to kiss her legs, side to side, while approaching the pursed lips of her pussy. When I touched her with my tongue, her whole body lurched.
I ran it down the crease of her pussy, gliding over the slick but textured surface of it. Up and down, up and down, I painted her body with my tongue, using great swiping strokes. Her hips tensed and bunched, lifting up time after time, trying to increase the pressure from my tongue. I twinked her clit and she groaned around Brent's lips. I pushed my tongue into her and I tasted Dori D. The conjunction of mother and daughter in my mind rattled me. I felt D. Debra and yet in touching her pussy once more with my tongue, I felt her mother too.
D. Debra was a larger woman, with a plusher frame than Dori. It was confusing to taste both at once but feel their bodies so differently. I speared my tongue into D. Debra and she grunted hard, her knees pulled up and she hunched me out of position. Her legs relaxed and fell to the side, presenting herself to me. I kissed up the furl of her body till I found her clit. I twiddled gently a time or two. She pushed it up at me, so I kissed it. Her body arched and when I sucked at it, she twisted her body onto one hip. She bucked a time or two but it was the classic fucking motion, the demand of an aroused female, not a climax.
Just when I thought she was coming, she'd calm and lay back. I could hear her panting and snorting. The basement echoed with the sounds of her arousal. Finally she spoke.
"Oh god, Sonny, go deep. Put your tongue inside me!" Her voice was high, higher than usual, as though stretched to breaking.
I did. It seemed like good stage direction. I stiffened my tongue and thrust it deep into her. She growled and her hips raised. Her heels were on my back, pressing down on my shoulder blades. She groaned softly as I penetrated her. I swished around inside of her a time or two. Her body responded, lifting and dropping, lifting and dropping. I rode her like a row boat on the ocean when Neptune isn't pissed off. I curled my tongue inside her and she squealed, breaking off the kissing.
Her body lurched and her thighs closed off nearly all sound. I could hear them talking, not to each other but like rival commentators. I pried her legs open and heard her chant beginning.
"Oh, yes, cock, cock, cock!" D. Debra muttered, her voice sinking down so that it rasped and rumbled. Her body was in constant motion, mostly fucking my face but also twisting side to side. I had to capture her and hold her still. Up and down, in and out, I ate her for several minutes.
I wanted to feel her come. I wanted to feel that flash of tension, the little shakes and quakes as the tension released, one muscle at a time, like the snapping strings of a guitar. I wanted to feel her orgasm run through her but she seemed to miss it each time. She'd tense and her body would twitch but then she'd back away from it, leaving it dangling just out of reach. Time after time she pursued it but never got close enough to seize it.
She was talking constantly now, sometimes moaning while Brent kissed her. He continued to massage her breasts and tweak her nipples. D. Debra moaned around each sensation, trying to acknowledge each one even though they were all assaulting her senses at the same time. I felt her belly constrict and jump a time or two but she never made it over into a full-blown orgasm.
My tongue tired and my neck stiffened. I sat back. I could hear clearly then. D. Debra chanted "cock" whenever she had the breath and Brent wasn't kissing her. Neither of us seemed inclined to give her what she wanted straight away. The chant shifted. She began to plead, begging and imploring Sonny and Brad to give her what she wanted. The excitement slurred her speech.
Finally I felt Brent stopped altogether. "Brent. It's Brent. Not Brad." He said.
I realized then that she was fucking with him. And me. I'd corrected her too and she was no dummy. She had not forgotten his name. She was goading him.
"Brent. Brad. Whoever you are, fuck me! Put it in me, give me your cock." Her voice warbled along like a weather report. Humid with chance of earthquakes. I sat up and found Brent stripping. His cock came into view. He crawled up onto the table and sat on her belly. His cock lay between her breasts.
"Holy horseshoes, is that your cock, I feel?" D. Debra's voice dripped with lust.
Brent put a hand on the side of each breast and pushed them around his cock. He sat forward and shimmied over her. She tipped her head forward and the tip touched her lips.
"My god, he's huge."
"Every cock is the prefect size." I insisted and returned to her pussy, determined to elicit an orgasm from her before I left.
"Fuck me with that thing! Fuck my tits!"
Brent had to spread his knees wide to get the proper angle and still be able to move back and forth. It was awkward on a pool table but he managed. He pressed her tits around his cock and hunched back and forth. The head of the cock bumped her chin. When she moved her head down, she could just get her lips around the head. One moment she was sucking the end of his cock and the next it was out of reach down between her tits.
She was moaning now, wordless but pulsing with arousal. Brent moved over her and placed his cock on her lips. She sucked on it, her arms jerked as though she wanted to hold onto it with her hands. Her mouth opened and she tipped her head back. His cock slid into her mouth. Down, down, down he descended till about half of him was inside her mouth. She closed it and sucked hard, her cheeks dimpling with her effort, measuring him using the third most accurate but the second best method. I could see between Brent's legs,
He fucked her face. Her lips sucked and clucked around his cock, slurping and squeaking. I returned to her pussy and they both groaned together. Her hips cracked up, smacking my chin and nose. I captured her legs and then clasped her ass in both hands. She relaxed and widened her legs. I ate her and ate her and ate her. My cock throbbed.
Finally I realized I should save a little smack and rabble for her mother. Those words formed in my head and I nearly came. Just the thought of Dori itself nearly unhinged me. Truly that remarkable MILF infected me, a brain fever I sought to retain. I pulled free of D. Debra as Brent climbed off the table. He stripped off his hirt.
"Time to fuck Double D Hamilton." He said, as though he were making a note to himself. I moved out of the way. He took hold of her legs and pulled them wide but also pulled her ass to the edge of the table. With his height, his cock fit perfectly between her legs. Brent positioned his cock at her pussy and thrust into her, pushing a third of his cock into her frothy depths.
"My god, she's hot and ready and soft and good and wonderful, my god, what a woman!" Brent growled between gritted teeth. His hips clinched and tensed. He pulled back and thrust deeper, back and deeper into her pulsing body. In and out till his motions took him deep into her and then back out.
"Jesus, Jesus, Jesus!" D. Debra panted. "He feels so big. He's huge. He's, god, I, I'm..." She did not need to express it with words. Her body bucked into a rampant orgasm the next time he bottomed out in her. That was my cue to go. D. Debra bucked and cried, bucked and cried. For a while I thought of waiting to hear her run down but she wasn't quitting. She surged and kept the climax going, augmenting it with motions of her own. Brent suddenly tensed and jackhammered between her legs. She cried out as he came inside of her.
I hadn't even undressed. I slipped away while they compared notes without words, thrusting pussy onto cock and cock into pussy with mutual enthusiasm. I was slow-stepping up the stairs listening to them when I heard the garage door kick into motion. I scampered up stairs, and fell and god hates me, I fell on my cock, my very hard cock, catching it on a step. Don't ask me how all I knew was that I was in terrible pain. I lay gasping on the stairs for a while, utterly unconcerned with my former intentions.
I heard a door bang closed and it all came flooding back to me. Below me, D. Debra Hamilton screamed out her pleasure, apparently still under the impression that they had the house to themselves. I was getting to my knees, still watery from remembered pain when the door opened. I looked up at the impressive breasts of Natasha Rossini.
"Sonny? What are you doing here and what did you do with my sister?"
"Your sister?" I groaned wobbling to my feet. I waddled up stairs. I tenderly checked my cock and found there was no residual damage. It was one of those unfortunate connections that create pain I just cannot imagine and then its gone and I wondered if I imagined it. Who would do that? A crazy person!
"You know, dirty blonde, tits like mine but smaller?"
I got to the top of the stairs and Natasha and her tits blocked my exit. I pushed against her but I was pushing against gravity and found that my cock was swelling up. I felt like I was starved for pussy, silly as that sounds. If anything, I should be high tailing it to pussy anonymous and confessing my many sins while the back row of court-mandated attendees wanked up while deciding the court knew something they never imagined, that Sex Anonymous was much cheaper than phone or internet sex and you got donuts.
"Sonny! What's wrong?" Tasha snapped her fingers before my face. I shuddered and pushed against her tits. She pushed back. I felt it, that slight repost that pressed them against my face as I tried to make it up the last step.
I decided to take the bull by the horns, or the horny cow by the ass, as it were. I looped and arm around her hips and lifted her out of the way. Tasha giggled and squirmed, rubbing her tits into my face like she was some innocent broad who had no idea that tits were erogenous zones and pissed the other women off complaining that her big bangers made her back hurt all the time. I made it out of the basement door but didn't get it closed before D. Debra screamed again, her voice ragged and raw with pleasure.



I felt a little jealous. I wanted to be the one who made her scream but having her screaming had to be enough. Dori Hamilton crept into my conscious mind and I felt her hands on my shoulders and her lips at my ear, breathing heavily as I entered her.
"Fuck me." I groaned.
Natasha brightened. "Okay. Who is that, anyway?"
"That's my girlfriend, the one intent on fucking all my friends before I get a slice of her pie."
"Don't be crude."
"Don't tell me what to do. I'm just not in the mood."
Natasha squinted at me. "Sonny, is there something wrong?" The bitch didn't give me enough space to fit a nice plump whine into the conversation but rattled on without taking a breath. "I don't care. Where is Norma?"
"I am sure I have no idea." My hand was telling me about Natasha's ass, it had a firm hold on her buttocks, the left one. She made no move to escape my hold on her.
"Where did you see her last?"
"Riding the rail, fucking the rest of your son's friends."
Natasha colored. "Do you have to put it like that? God, Sonny, what's wrong with you?"
I finally looked at the woman I had my arm around. She posed in the circle of that arm like it was the most natural thing in the world, to have her ass groped in the hall of her house where I had fucked her crazy while Annie was servicing the other guys in the basement.
D. Debra screamed again, panting around it so that the sound throbbed, pulsing as she pumped what air she could rob from her orgasms into the sound.
"God, what is he doing to her."
"He's your son..." I stopped. I realized I was feeling put upon. All this pussy and I suddenly realized I was worried about running out of starch or cum or god forbid, interest. "He's fucking her and she's done without for a while. I think its therapeutic. Not covered by insurance though, at least I doubt it."
Natasha smiled a little and I realized she was watching me like she was looking for signs of hereditary insanity.
I smiled at her. "Where's your man?" I asked.
She rolled her eyes. "I thought Norma would be coming back or should any way so I maneuvered him out to a hotel for lovers and other illicit liaisons. The idiot forgot his razor and he's all sandpaper face this morning. He wanted to go down on me after I did the wash and wear. I told him no way till he shaved. I didn't want to be raw down to my knees for the next week." She grinned. "You might have another assignment for me. God, Sonny, that was sort of fun, you know. Playing like you were raping me in front of that knucklehead and then fucking while he watched again, yesterday. Who was the pansy?"
"Are you supposed to call them that anymore, gay guys I mean?"
"I am a woman, what does it matter?"
"So Joey's not here?"
Natasha nodded.
I kissed her and she kissed me. Below us, D. Debra sounded her mating call, or more accurately called her mating successful. I grinned against Natasha's lips, realizing that the better D. Debra had it, the more fun it would be when I finally got her and Dori in the same bed.
Dori! God, I could not believe it. I was randy as a three peckered billy goat. Practice does make the heart grow fonder. I kissed off the side of her mouth and down to her neck then up to her ear. She wiggled against me.
"Where's the collar?" I whispered.
"In my purse."
I pulled back and looked at her. "Really?"
She nodded vigorously. "I take it everywhere in case I see someone I want you to tell me to fuck."
"I thought you were wearing it for Joey, inspiring him to try harder."
She kissed me on the lips and turned out of the crook of my arm. "He is. I did. It works. Now, though, it just seems mean." She grinned.
"What if I introduced Joey to the MILF list." I asked Natasha's rolling hips as she walked out to the kitchen. I wasn't sure she heard me, she did not show it in any way.
She stopped at the kitchen cabinet and fished the collar out of her purse and with a minimum of fumbling snapped it into place around her neck. She struck a pose. "How do I look."
Her breasts filled the tight shirt like twin puppies in a bag, alive and squirming for release.
I hesitated to speak. I wanted her, right here, right now. I moved in behind her. The blue sweater was tight and soft against my hands. I caressed her ass and ran each hand up to clutch her mammoth tits. My god, she has huge tits.
Natasha sagged back against me. "I have been fucking Joey for a week." She said. She shivered. "God, the idea of having you in me like this, and then going back to him..." She shivered again. "You can't come in me. I, I want him to go down on me and it just wouldn't be right to be running with eau d'Sonny when he did."
I kissed her neck through the tumble of her dark brown hair. "But its still okay to fuck me." I whispered.
"Oh god, Sonny, I am so horny, to tell you the truth, I was going to fuck Brent, just a little." She giggled.
I released her breasts and moved my hands down her slender belly to the top of her jeans. Bite me, they were painted on. I found the snap, though and opened them. I slid a hand down her abdomen, the zipper whined as I forced it open, cupping her pussy through the granny panties. Natasha groaned and sagged back against me again. Her hips popped forward, trying to increase the contact with my hand between her legs.
"Oh Sonny." She whispered. "Are you going to use me?"
I answered with both hands, pushing the jeans off her hips and down her thighs where they got stuck. I ignored that. I peeled the panties down as far as I could. I fingered her pussy. The woman was wet, just like she intimated. I put a finger inside her and felt around, searching for god knows what. Searching was the whole point. Finding nothing was perfection.
Natasha sagged and groaned. I felt her legs weaken. I removed my finger from her body, fighting her one hand on my wrist holding me in place, that simple gesture that said, yes, yes, yes, irrespective of what the lips and mouth may speak. I ran both hands up under her shirt and onto the stalwart bra guarding her assets. I squeezed her breasts and she moaned softly. She was completely still.
I peeled the sweater up off her body. Her arms dangled upwards like we were hanging from the floor. I had to stretch to get it off her hands. She groaned as I ran both hands down her arms onto the wondrous upper slopes of her tits. I stepped back and unhooked the four hooks on her bra, built to contain and support, not to display. It lost containment and her mighty breasts swung free. She shed it like a butterfly shedding confining skin. She grasped both my hands and pressed them onto her breasts.
She hissed and massaged her own breasts with my hands. Finally I caught up and took over. She relaxed as I squeezed and kneaded her giant tits. My hands sank into them like great mounds of dough.
"Sonny," Natasha breathed, "I love your hands on me. God, how many times have I had Joey in me and been thinking of you."
"Flatterer." I muttered, mashing both tits at the same time, my cock swelling against her bare ass. As if she read my mind, she reached behind her and fumbled with my belt and pants. She got them open and tried to push them down off my cock and got half done. Half of my cock stuck up like a periscope. She wiggled her ass against me.
"No, really. I, Joey and I do have that connection but, even with that zinging through me, all I could think about some times was you and me and Norma. Having you fuck into her and then fuck into me. I'd be thinking of that and I'd come and Joey'd get all proud and shit. God, I wanted to laugh but that would have been rude and cruel."
"Maybe we should arrange for Joey to have a little bit of stuff compliments of the MILF list." I said, kissing through her hair again to her neck. Her hands rose up like wedding doves and bunched up her hair.
"Joey gets plenty on his own. I don't think he needs your help." She groaned as some ethereal sensation flashed through her. "Mark me. I want to see if he notices."
"You and me and Norma?" I asked before fastening my lips to the middle of her neck and sucking. She hissed and twisted, her body responding to the use of it. My hands remained at her tits. She was trembling when I released her neck, leaving a dark bruise there.
"Oh god, Sonny, what you do to me. You make me desperate."
I hoped I knew for what. I released her tits, reluctantly for sure. I move them to her snagged jeans and wrestled them lower, not quite to her knees. Natasha bent over the cabinet, plopping her tits on the the chilly surface. She shivered again as she perched on her cushions. I felt between her legs and found her still wet. She arched her back, the classic motion of a female wishing to mate.
I got the message. I entered her. Her body was afire. She felt hot, fevered with the need throbbing in her. Her pussy enveloped my cock like it was a lost part, long displaced but only now returning to its proper place in the world. I certainly agreed. I grasped her by the hips and rammed into her. The pleasure was nearly unbearable and for a moment I thought I was going to contaminate the operating field.
"God, oh god, Sonny, fuck me!"
I wondered if she had forgotten about her earlier proscription. She hadn't.
"Don't, uh, don't come in me, please."
She said "please." I had to obey. I pumped her till I felt the inevitability of it. I pulled free from the incredible delight of her pussy. I lifted her by the elbows. She turned and dropped to her knees automatically. One hand found my cock and she licked her own fluid off of it. She sucked it deep, slurping around it as I thrust into her mouth."
She sucked my cock and for a moment all I felt was her mouth on me. Her tongue wrapped round and round. Her lips pursed and she sucked on my cock. The pressure was fabulous and in the next moment, I came. Natasha sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed.
My cock remained hard but she left it and struggled to stand, her jeans still around her thighs. I pulled her upright. She unbuttoned my shirt and pressed her bare tits against my chest. She clung to me, shivering.
"Sonny, I have to tell you this. Sex has always been pretty good with Joey, even when he's been an asshole. But now, it is like it is a world better knowing that I have your collar in my purse. If he turns into a jerk, I put on my collar and tell him to fuck off, I'm yours!" She giggled a little, her cheek pressed to my shoulder her tits flattened against my chest. "I still haven't told him who owns me. I was wearing the collar when I met him at the airport and I told him I had sold my body, pussy, tits and all to another man and all he could do was look while I wore the collar. It made him crazy. He did what he always does, he made all sorts of promises he'll never keep."
Natasha lifted her head and looked up at me. She licked her lips, glistening with our cum.
"You know what I told him? You know what I shut him up with? I told him he had to share his lovers with me and I'd share them with you. It was so funny. He didn't know whether to be pissed or to sign on the dotted line. I told him about Marty and Linda. Fuck, he didn't believe me so he called one of them and I sucked his cock while she told him about that day with us. I thought they would tease him and she did, I think it was Linda. She never told him who it was that she fucked with us, just that they'd have you again if they ever got the chance. Joey's is a suspicious fuck and he said I set it up."
Here, Natasha laughed deep and full.
"I told him, I asked him what made him think I cared that much to go to all the trouble?" She stepped back from me. "I do love him but he just makes me crazy and now, now I see that I can have him and you too. You have been generous with me, I'll be generous with you. If he brings me pussy, I'll call and you can come fuck it."
"What about Brent?" I asked automatically.
Natasha chuckled and leaned towards me, sweeping her tits across me chest in a way that made her moan.
"That is what I love about you. Never greedy. Don't you worry about Brent. I think I am about ready to blow his mind." She laughed again. She seemed relaxed, merry and incredibly calm, compared to the woman I had twisted up.
I had to admit to myself, she did really seem good after spending a week fucking her husband. Who would have thought?
"I'm happy for you, Natasha. I won't get in the way. You do what's good for you and your family."
"I am. I did. I just did. I'm going back to Joey and I am going to blow him and his mind with these very lips I just blew you with. And I am going to tell him I had you for breakfast. You know, its like he's suddenly not jealous which is weird because I tease him with you all the time. I haven't even mentioned the other boys and I doubt I will. Sonny, I want to tell him its you. What do you think? Should I?"
Another day I might have been less laissez-faire about it but this morning, after meeting Jeb Wills and double-teaming his mistress, literally on both counts, verb and noun, I just shrugged without concern.
"I am sure sharing you with Joey would be a hoot." I mumbled.
Natasha smashed her tits against my chest and kissed my ear with her wet, wet lips. "You are such a dear!"
Wow was she a happy girl. I felt a little bad that I hadn't managed that sort of happiness but that seemed greedy. I inspired lust, not happiness. I guess I'd have to settle for that.
"I have to go." I muttered and put the rest of my clothes back into place.
We stood closed together, brushing against each other as we recovered our former appearances. I bent over and kissed her on the lips and left. I realized it had been quiet in the basement and wondered what happened. I was about to drive off when my phone rang. I answered. It was Landon.
"Dude, where are you?" He whispered.
"What is so urgent...?"
"The Duke-North Carolina game is about to start and I want Darlene out of here."
"I'll be there in ten, keep your knickers on."
He hung up.
I drove to his house, finally focusing on how I was going to manage to fuck Dori with Darlene watching. I had it all planned out, like my plans are so fucking great. I should give myself more credit but still, I have this feeling that plans are just dreams and they vanish when I wake up. Sometimes it is very useful to think that.
I got to Landon's house and wondered if Kyla was available. I thought about her lovely ass planted on my cock but couldn't see a way to manage that. My mind clicked over to Dori Hamilton's ass mounted on my cock and suddenly I was hard as a rock. God but the woman did it for me.
The door opened before I even touched the bell. Darlene stepped out and pulled the door closed. She beamed at me. "Let's go before he comes back." She hissed. "He's upstairs fucking Kyla. This is her day." She looked around. "Holy girdles, Sonny, is that your car?"
I nodded dumbly.
"Who'd you trade for that? If you ever sell me you better get a Porsche."
I grunted, put a hand at the small of her back and guided her to the car. When I was inside with her, she was looking around, touching things.
"This is nice!" She said. "So? Really, where'd you get it?"
I chuckled and drove away. As I backed out I saw Landon's face in an upstairs window. He gave me the thumbs up. Or maybe it was the middle finger.
"You and Landon on the outs or something?"
Darlene laughed.
"Sonny, I think you are the only guy I could say this to but I am getting a little bored. Kyla added some spice but I miss those evenings trolling the upscale bars seeing what sort of interest I can get with a wink and some cleavage. I always looked for interesting combinations. Once I did a guy's younger brother and then, after a couple rounds, I did the brother while the kid watched. They seemed so riled up by the whole scene. I always liked doing couples." She fell silent. After a few minutes she looked around.
"Hey, where we going? I thought you were taking me to your house and you were going to tie me up and fuck me silly."
"That's what you get for thinking by yourself. Besides, my house is uncomfortably full right now. So, no. You are a friend and I am taking you to see a woman I want to have sex with. She, she's nervous about being in a room alone with me because she can't resist me. So, if I have my lucky rabbit's foot working, you'll get to sit quietly and watch me have sex with Double D Hamilton's mother."
Darlene stared at me. "No fucking way? Mrs. Hamilton? You are boning Double D Hamilton's mother?"
I grinned, pleased despite myself.
"Every chance I get and I think my chances will go up if you are there." I wasn't exactly sure how that would work but I was determined to find out. Saying that out loud made me feel just a tiny bit crazy. I shook that off.
"Your girlfriend?" Darlene said doubtfully.
"No. Just a friend. One that doesn't mind watching. My voyeur friend, then."
"Oh, okay." She fell silent till we arrived at the Hamilton's house.
I parked the car and got out. I opened her door. It was only then that I gave much notice to how Darlene was dressed. She stuck out a leg and slowly set her foot down on the pavement. She wore high boots of brushed green leather with fishnet stockings and a matching green skirt that looked like velvet. It was soft leather that matched the boots. I had just extended my hand to help her from the car when my phone dinged. I reached for it and left Darlene hanging.
"You are such a fucking gentleman, Sonny." Darlene said, her voice replete with sarcasm and amusement in nearly equal measures.
I checked the text. It was from Lydia. "Holly is available. Sixish?"
I sent a quick yes and helped Darlene out of the car. The text bell sounded again and Darlene rolled her eyes.
"What is this, now?"
"I might have a date tonight." I said and that piqued her interest, I could tell the pussy-killing curiosity was clawing at her. She restrained herself and did not probe.
The text read: "Fine. I'll make reservations some place and you can meet her there. I'll send you details when I have them."
That was that. I was going to meet Holly Morrison, or Romelingame after I finished fucking Dori Hamilton. The hell with homework.
I escorted Darlene up to the door and rang the bell. After a few moments it opened and Dori appeared. The shocked look of fear and lust seemed like a logical response to me but I had no idea what it really meant until she escorted us into the house. At the table sat a woman of simply incredible dimensions. I stared and only got my tongue back where it belonged after Dori spoke.
"Sonny, this is my sister, Doreen Fallgate."
I stared. Now, I have to insist that it wasn't totally because the woman had fabulous tits. That she was there at all more or less fucked up my picture. That it was D. Debra's Aunt fucked it up more. That she was Dori's sister, well, you get the picture. My whole picture about how I was going to ravage Dori with an audience got all messed up.
"Sonny?"
After last night, I think I had some blank spots rubbed into my brain that just left me dangling and mindless.
"What?"
"You going to introduce your friend?" Mrs. Hamilton spoke softly and gently.
I had forgotten Darlene. I turned and looked at her. That sound I heard was my plans crashing nose first into reality. I looked back at the woman sitting at the table. She picked up the cup and sipped. Her eyes were cool, watching me from under a tad too much make up, enough that it gave her that sinister look. A woman with makeup like that struck me as being disguised and daring you to find her behind the mask. That always bothered me but there was something else that bothered me about the woman, beyond all the other bothersome things about her presence at Dori's table. She sat where I'd had Dori's salad last weekend. That set me to shivering.



"I'm Darlene Halverson. I'm a hooker." Darlene said.
My head snapped around and I stared at her. She noticed me not a bit but went on talking like things were all normal and shit.
"He said I was along to watch him have sex with, well, one of you but I am confused now about which one. I cost a grand and Sonny paid for the afternoon." Darlene smiled her brightest smile. "So?"
Dori looked completely unsure. "Hooker?" She mumbled.
"Prostitute. Whore. Hooker. Streetwalker, although I don't do that. Well not usually. It's kind of a kick to watch cars cruise by your corner and see which ones stop and what sort of dick is inside." Darlene looked around. "You girls are sisters?"
Aunt Doreen did not respond at all except to set down her cup. It clinked in the silence.
Dori looked at me, begging for me to participate.
I didn't. The blank spot on my disk had gotten much larger in the last couple minutes.
"I, well, please, sit down. I just fixed some tea, hot water. What sort of tea would you like?"
"Do you have any bourbon?" Darlene asked.
"Why, yes, I do."
"I don't care what you put around it, then. You choose."
You choose. It was like the words echoed in the house, crawling up my nose and making me itch. I sneezed a great inner ear rattling sneeze that left me bleary. When my eyes focused again, no one had moved.
"Sit down, won't you?" Dori said again gesturing at the table or maybe her sister. She went into the kitchen and added a second cup to the one she had out on the counter. Out came the bourbon and she doused each cup and then dropped in tea bags and flooded them with steaming hot water. The aroma of boiled bourbon filled the room like a dragon had burped.
I sat down, selecting the seat next to Aunt Doreen because I didn't want to sit across from her. Darlene sat next to me. Dori brought the cups, refreshed Doreen's cup and sat herself. She bounced up immediately and got the bourbon and poured herself a liberal dollop. She offered the bottle to Doreen who waved it away.
The silence was eerie and lengthy. The tea burned the tip of my tongue. It could have been worse. I set the cup down and looked at Darlene. I had no idea where to look. I wanted to stare at Aunt Doreen and her tits but she seemed so cold, silent and forbidding I avoided it. I didn't want to stare at Dori because I was scared of Doreen. Not scared exactly but if this wasn't all out in the open with her sister, I didn't want to get Dori in dutch, Darlene's comments notwithstanding.
"How about cards. Do you kids play cards?" Dori said finally when the silence was unbearable, deep and long and not in a good way.
I looked at Darlene.
"Poker? Strip poker?" She said immediately.
I wanted to kick her but didn't on the off chance she was on to something.
"I was hoping maybe Bridge." Dori said, ignoring Darlene and fixing her eyes on me.
"Sure." Darlene said. "Rubber bridge, penny a point difference? Or shall we make it strip Bridge? How would that work?" She chortled at her own suggestion.
I shook my head. My brain was just not processing. At that moment my fucking phone dinged and I dug it out of my pocket and checked the message. It read: "Ma Biddle's Branding Iron, 6 pm," with an address. I checked the time. It was just after one. I shook my head and put it away.
While I was away, Dori had gotten paper and two decks of plastic cards. I grunted when I saw them. My plans were a shambles but my cock is an optimist and remained obdurately hard, bumping the table anytime I moved just so. I glanced at Aunt Doreen and she caught me out of the corner of her eyes. She still hadn't spoken. It sort of spooked me, no, not sort of. It did spook me. Not my cock though. God, never that little single-minded little shit. I wanted to get up and...well, whatever I might have done I was suddenly afraid to stand up and point my gun at some innocent. I didn't want Doreen to see my erection, despite the fact that Darlene had pretty much exposed me as much as possible with pantsing me.
Dori dealt the cards.
"Sonny, do you play Bridge?" Darlene asked casually, sorting her cards.
Fuck me, I thought, staring at them. I nodded.
"A little." I croaked.
I picked them up and bid one diamond, struggling to remember the bidding conventions. Darlene and Dori discussed them which was good because I couldn't. Blackwood and Goren and all the names escaped me but I remembered the basic conventions.
We played for half an hour. Darlene and Doreen took the first game. I finally noticed that all the women's names started with D. What did that mean? Triple D? I haven't mentioned Darlene's cleavage. She wore a green blouse that was completely see through, showing the tiny, timid little bra that clutched desperately at her tits, trying to hold them in. About half way through a two no bid, which she insisted was like kissing your sister, she unbuttoned the top two buttons of her blouse.
After that, Doreen ignored me. Something was going on and I wasn't exactly sure what it was. We played and I kept getting finessed, my lone king took it up the geeky twice in a row. The one time I got cards I under bid a game bid in hearts and took five, bid two. Shit, I felt myself blush.
Doreen ignored me.
After that first game was over I realized she was staring at Darlene's cleavage. Finally, I noticed. Not Darlene's cleavage but Doreen's point of focus. Doreen still hadn't spoken and I was getting accustomed to being spooked so it didn't seem so bad.
We played another couple hands and Dori bid a small slam in spades and got us even in the rubber.
The next game seemed to go on forever. I was playing around an erection that felt like the Eiffel tower stuffed in a pup tent. I knew soon I'd have to pee and I'd have to stand up and point at someone. I kept putting it off. We both went down and then they bid a game and lost. We bid a game and lost. I wanted the rubber to be over. I was resigned to packing up Darlene and leaving but I had no idea where I was going to go.
They got a leg and I over bid to keep them from winning, don't ask me why and we went set, doubled. That was the first word Doreen said to that point. I said four spade and she doubled and we went down five. Shit. Cock was still hard. About then I noticed, finally, that Doreen's blouse was unbuttoned to about the same point that Darlene's was. That is to say, I could imagine her nipples peeking over the edge of her pale green blouse and the demure bra underneath it. The bra came into view and she did nothing to hide it.
Cock was still hard. The little fucker knew something with his little head that my big head had not managed to figure out. It was starting to throb, though.
They finally won the game and the rubber. Darlene crowed about how much we owed them and set to figuring the score.
Dori stood up. "Sonny, can you help me get something in the pantry? Maybe the garage?"
I stood up without thinking and banged my cock on the table. I got tears in my eyes and happily followed Dori out into the garage. She shut the door which I thought was unnecessary.
"What the hell are you doing?" She said, turning on me with genuine fire in her eyes. "How dare you bring a hooker into my house, particularly with Doreen here. She hasn't the sense god gave a goose, or a goose egg for that matter. Do you see? She's flirting with your hooker!"
"Quit saying hooker." I said. For some reason it made my ears hurt.
"Hooker. Hooker. Hooker! Sonny how could you? Did you think you were being funny?"
I had my explanation all lined up, with words and everything but I stalled. Shit, even I didn't believe it and I knew it was true. Shit, shit, shit. That wonderful calm I get sometimes when things have turned to shit and I just let go and let god came over me. I shrugged.
"Yeah, I did. I had no idea you were going to invite your sister over here."
Dori colored. She started to speak but ended up bitting her lower lip.
I stared at her. I had a thought and it was banging at my teeth to get out of the way so I could put it into words. Even I wasn't that stupid, was I? Yes, yes I was.
"Jesus, Dori, you wanted to share me with your sister?"
Her face flamed scarlet. She looked like she had a fever of a hundred and twelve.
She looked around like she'd lost her poodle.
"Fuck me." I muttered.
That got her attention. She looked me right in the eyes and growled, "I was going to but you drag that hooker into my house. I didn't know what to do. I wasn't going to suggest to Doreen that we fuck you with that looking on!"
I understood that but the truth made it only a little less impossible. I just couldn't figure out how to make the truth seem more like the truth, enough to get to where Dori planned for us to go.
"What are we out here for? Shouldn't we be going back in?"
Dori glared at me, ignored me. "This is all your fault."
"Does that mean I don't get to fuck your sister?"
The glare intensified. She threw a hand at the door to the kitchen.
"Go on in and I'll get chips. I don't know what else to do. You suck at Bridge but I guess we keep playing. Fuck a rocket!"
I felt so good just then, because I heard in Dori's voice the exact same sensation of frustration I felt. Shit, shit, shit! I walked to the kitchen door and opened it. I heard something that did not match and so when my eyes saw Darlene bending over Doreen kissing her, with one hand tucked inside the woman's blouse and bra, I stopped and went completely still. I stared.
Dori arrived behind me and gave me a little push. "Move." She growled. "Oh, oh my." Her voice squeaked.
"I don't think we need to play any more bridge." I whispered.
"I guess not." Dori's voice came to me from out of my sight. "I should say not."
I reached behind me, extending my hand. I felt her little hand in mine and I pulled her gently past the table. Darlene had bent Doreen's head back and was kissing her deeply while she caressed her breast. Doreen was panting but unmoving.
I was about past them when Darlene straightened up and looked at us. Doreen sat forward. Her rich lipstick was smeared and her eyes were glassy.
"Don't mind us." I said in a small voice. I pulled on Dori and she followed me back to her bedroom. She stopped at the door and she walked back out to the living room. She hesitated, turned and came back to me.
"They moved to the couch." She hissed. "Oh god, what have I done? My sister is being seduced by a hooker. She's clearly an omnivore!"
I chuckled. I thought about trying to explain but instead, pulled Dori into her bedroom, closed the door, pressed her against it and kissed her.
Her lips were stiff and dry but I kept at it. Finally she relaxed and then her kiss became a genuine kiss. Her tongue touched mine and then as though it shocked her, she struggled free of me.
"Sonny, what are they doing?"
"Want to watch?" I asked.
"No." Then she smiled. "Well, maybe. No. No! Quit that. Sonny what is happening out there?"
"Want to go look?"
Dori glowered at me.
"Or we could fuck." I offered.
She looked at me then finally focusing on me. She nodded slowly.
"Well, yes, I suppose we could."
I decided to play my gambit.
"Or we could fuck them. She's a hooker after all. Do you really think she would be shocked if she discovered you and your sister..." I realized I was speaking far more than I intended and way more than I knew. Well, the cat was out of the bag now. "Your little tryst with your daughter wasn't the first time you shared a man with family was it?"
Dori covered her face. "Oh god, Sonny, what do you think of me?"
"I think you're more fun than a barrel of monkeys." I returned as swiftly as I could get my clumsy tongue make the words. I was trembling. "Your sister doesn't talk much."
Dori nodded. "She's shy. Well, until you get her top off. Once she sees a guy's eyes bulging at the sight of her tits, she relaxes and she knows what happens next as well as the next girl."
"Shall we go see if there are tits showing yet?" I asked.
Dori looked up at me and then turned her head as though to look over her shoulder. She looked back at me and grinned a tremulous grin.
"Yes. Let's go...no, you go. Bring, bring them back. I'll, I'll get undressed. I'm table ready," she chortled. "I like that expression." She pushed away from the door, pulled her top off and tossed it aside.
Holy fuck, I thought, this is really happening.
"Go on. Don't wimp out on me now. I know you're outnumbered three to one but we'll go easy on you." Dori laughed, all sign of reluctance was subsumed in the fever burning in her eyes.
I opened the door quietly and walked out to the living room. Doreen sat on the couch with her back to me. I couldn't see Darlene until I was looking down on them. Doreen's blouse was open and Darlene had pushed the bra out of the way and was kissing and licking one of Doreen's breasts. I stood still, just watching her technique.
While I watched, she opened Doreen's blouse further and kissed down, making a line down her belly, bending and kissing. Doreen sat with her head back, her eyes closed or she'd have seen me. The only sign she gave that acknowledged what was happening was her heavy breathing, panting that made her great breasts quiver and shake, like she was flexing them somehow.
Darlene arrived at the woman's waist and got between her knees. Doreen shifted, opening her legs. Darlene got to her knees between Doreen's legs. She saw me, glanced at the woman before her and grinned and waved, gesturing for me to come around the couch. She then focused on pulling Doreen's slacks down.
Doreen lifted her ass and allowed her slacks to be pulled off her hips and then tried to put her legs together to let them be pushed off her legs. Darlene was between them. Darlene moved back, pushed the woman's legs together and with commitment and intention, removed her slacks. All the time she was being stripped, Doreen sat with her head tipped onto the back of the couch, panting, her eyes closed and her tits quaking. The bra bunched over them and the ruffled blouse must have been ticklish but she did not make any sign that she felt anything but Darlene's presence.
Darlene smoothed her hands up the womans legs, around them and under her ass. She pulled Doreen's hips forward on the couch, nearly to the edge. That made Doreen slouch on the couch, tipping her languid head forward but she didn't move it or open her eyes. She was passive as a flower at a funeral. Darlene pushed the woman's knees wide, then wider and then wider, till she was spread on the edge of the couch. She bent down and lapped at her pussy, giving it one great slurp with her tongue.
"Oh my sweet Christ!" Doreen cried. Her head turned to the side but here eyes remained closed. Darlene got to work then. She grasped Doreen's thighs and tipped the woman's hips up and pressed her mouth against her pussy. Doreen moaned, her hips twitched once and twice but she did not move otherwise. Her hands lay limply at her sides, but then they flared and pressed down on the couch cushions.
Darlene ate her.
I stepped backwards and eased back to the bedroom. Dori lay under the blankets on the bed.
"What?" She said when I stepped in the door.
She eating your sister, want to come see?"
Dori shook her head.
"I've seen Dee Dee eaten before, hell, I've eaten her before. I want you to fuck me."
I was torn but then my rationalization training clicked into place. I decided I'd tease Dori and go watch Darlene eat her sister. I kicked off shoes and shed my pants. I yanked back the covers, exposing what I expected, Dori's nude body. I grabbed her by the ankles and turned her on the bed, pulling her to the edge, dragging each foot far past my sides. Her pussy was right there. She took the hint and bent my eternally hard cock and touched it to her entrance.
"Yes, god, fuck me!" She hissed.
I leaned into her and my cock penetrated her till the head was inside her. I felt her tension, the steel clasp of her pussy. Her hips bucked and more of my cock disappeared into her body. I held her up. The angle wasn't perfect but when she arched her back, more of my cock sank into her. She groaned and I dropped her, like a clear objection. She looked over her wondrous tits, all tits are wondrous but hers were especially so, she looked over her tits with all of her objections piled up behind her eyes.
"I have to watch them. I'll be right back." I rasped.
"I want your hooker to eat me after you put your cum in me." Dori husked at my back, rather like a flung imprecation as though she thought it was a threat or something. She needed more practice at threatening people if that's what she thought that was.
I walked out to the living room, hearing the grunting moan of an aroused woman as soon as I opened the door. By the time I got my eyes on them, Doreen was writhing on the couch in the throes of ecstasy. She grunted and her hips bucked. Darlene was rubbing her clit and sucking and licking her pussy. Occasionally, Darlene's head would bob and I presumed she was tonguing Doreen's interior. Doreen's hands were now planted profoundly on the couch, her shoulders and tits rolled together but her hips did not move except to pump against Darlene's face. One particularly forceful thrust pushed Darlene's head back and she saw me.
"Ma'am, Ma'am?" Darlene whispered.
Doreen's head tipped forward. I presumed her eyes opened.
"I want you to suck Sonny's cock." Darlene said, her voice a little louder.
Doreen nodded again. She started to move but Darlene pressed her back onto the couch. "He's here. Sonny, come let her suck you."
Doreen tilted her head back and looked around, finding me with her now dulled eyes. They blinked at me. She still didn't speak. She lifted her left hand and reached out to me. She licked her lips.
"Cock." She whispered her first word in my hearing and I thought she was a fucking siren, summoning me to the shoals of my doom. Along I went willingly. Her hand twinkled at me, not really gesturing but only opening and closing like she expected something to be in her grasp and finding nothing confused her.
I put out my hand and she latched onto it. She pulled at me. When she spoke I jumped.
"Come around. I want to suck your cock while your hooker friend sucks my pussy. Now." Her voice was contralto, if it had been deeper it would have rumbled. It had a rough texture that made me want to rumble fuck her and right now. She was panting heavily. She released my hand, sat forward and shucked off her blouse and bra off, tossing them away with a grand gesture.
I guess that settled that. I walked around the couch. Doreen sat forward which pinched Darlene back onto her heels. Doreen reached for my cock and drew me to the edge of the couch. She leaned into me and licked the end of my cock. She cocked her head back and smiled at me.
"You've been in my sister." She husked, her baroque voice roiled with lust. "I want her to suck me off of you too." Her tongue shot out and wrapped around my cock, slurping Dori's dew off of my dick. Her mouth opened and she sucked on my cock. Deeper and deeper she pulled me into her mouth and then down her tight throat. Once she was nose to nose with my pubic bone, she began to suck and hum at the same time. She released me suddenly.
She sat back, looking from Darlene to my cock and back. She finally pushed me to the side and spread her knees. "Eat me." She demanded. Her tone brooked no argument. Darlene didn't argue. She dived in tongue extended. Doreen moaned with satisfaction, her head lolling for a moment till her eyes fixed on me.
"I like having a cock in my mouth when she eats me. Here, stand on your knees and I'll suck you. Don't come. I want you to come in my sister." A vague smile whisked across her expression, then the intensity returned. Her hips bucked up and she groaned, tossing her head back. She grunted and I think she must have orgasmed but it was subdued. Her eyes opened and she waved me forward.



I got on the couch, put one knee on each side of her ass and straightened, standing unsteadily on the couch. Her hands found my thighs and went around to clasp my ass. Once there, they seemed unwilling to leave. My cock bobbed before her face, the end thumped against her forehead. Below me I heard Darlene slurping at the woman's pussy.
"Cock." Doreen mumbled. She turned her head and fit her lips onto the shaft and tried to pulled my cock down.
I realized she needed a hand, my hand because she wasn't letting go of my ass. She had a grip on me like she thought my ass was her last hope for salvation. I didn't want her to try bending my cock down with her mouth again, she might decide to use her teeth and that would change the whole dynamic. I kept one hand on the back of the couch and leaned back a little. Her hands squeezed my ass, hard. I used a free hand to bend my cock down to her lips.
Her mouth opened and she pulled me forward, nearly toppling me except my cock was in her mouth and slid right down into her throat where it had been. She clamped down with mouth and hands and I was caught in a velvet maiden. The sensations on my cock blew my fuses. The couch was unstable but she held me tight and firm. I felt her move one sharp finger deep into my ass crack and she fingered me. I grunted. She sucked hard on my cock.
I was sure I was going to come, thankful once more I'd had Natasha blow me first. Suddenly Doreen bucked her hips under me. Her mouth was full of soft violence. For a moment I felt teeth and before I had time to get frightened, she expelled me, pulling me out of her mouth by my ass and screamed. It was an odd scream with no high notes as though it skipped the throat and was manufactured deep in her chest behind her great bass tits.
That thought, noting her odd tone tuned me to the feel of her tits against me and I was suddenly quivering with arousal. Below me, Darlene continued eating her and Doreen's head wagged back and forth. She was definitely climaxing.
Her hand squeezed my ass harder and harder and then released me. She fell back against the back of the couch, limp and gasping for air. I got off the couch. Darlene had scooted out of the way, she sat looking up at me, her face smeared with pussy juice, her eyes glittering.
"I owe you one, now." I said.
She smiled wanly. "We're not done yet, I don't think. I don't know for sure who owes who." I left them like that and walked back to the bedroom. I still had on socks and my shirt. I stripped both off. Dori lay on her side.
I bent over her and she rolled onto her back.
"I heard. My sister came, didn't she?"
I nodded. I was pulsing with arousal and the erotic energy flooded my senses. I pulled back the covers and got between her legs. She helped. With her hand around my cock and the other on my shoulder, she guided me into her body. I sank through the seven circles of heaven arriving finally at the luscious conclusion that her tits were amazing structures. I genuinely felt like I was balanced on them. Surely an illusion but one that graced me with a thrill that thrust me into motion. I moved right to her ass with my hands, placing my head beside hers. Dori's arms wrapped around my neck. I began to pummel her, hammering into her body oozing with her arousal. I felt her reacting to my penetration. Her interior clutched at me. Her lips kissed my neck, her hands were claws on my shoulders, pulling me down. Her hips rose under me, opening the way to penetrate deeply into her. Then her body dropped and her legs looped around me, cocking her under me, sealing us together.
Dori bucked into an orgasm, fighting my weight between her legs as the pleasure wracked her and tore at her. She gasped and then her whole body tensed. Her legs released me. She planted her feet on the bed and her body arched under me. She screamed, a full-throated, deafening scream that I felt in both ears like a hard smack.
"Jesus, she likes him." That was Darlene.
I felt them then rather than seeing them. Dori panted under me, her body shaking but not still, her hips pumped under me, thrusting and withdrawing, pushing herself onto my cock. Then I felt the hand on my ass.
"Watch this." The contralto voice said, the only warning I had before Doreen's finger penetrated my ass. She was unerring, finding my asshole and pushing the sharp finger into me. I slammed down into her sister. Dori screamed again. I still had hold of her ass, my hands had been just along for the ride till then. Now I pulled her up and onto my cock. Doreen's finger speared down into me. I groaned, the sharp feel of her finger nail focused my attention there. I ground down into Dori and I swear I felt my cock bending inside her, I was pulling her up onto my cock so hard there seemed no more place for it to go.
Dori was huffing and crying words that made no sense, at least not in a language I understood, but maybe my ears were fucked up. I felt as if I were pulling her ass apart. My strength held her against me even as the finger wiggled deeper into my ass. Doreen pulled back then but shoved harder and I felt her whole finger thrust into my ass.
I exploded. The orgasm did not slink up on me, it was like stepping on a land mine. One moment I knew who I was and the next I was seeing stars and I swear I could feel her finger in the back of my throat. I rammed my cock into Dori so hard I felt her lose all her breath in one titanic grunt. For a moment I was buried in her, rooted so deeply she was gasping around my cock. Her tits rippled between us, almost alive but it was the woman shifting, trying to find a sliver of air to eek into her lungs. I rose up, defying the finger up my ass. It went deeper. I felt it behind my right eye and I opened it. Dori's faces was contorted, her lips moved but nothing came out. I released her ass with one hand and rocked up onto that elbow.
She gasped, sucked air and then frittered it away in a piercing scream that left her gaping like a beached fish again. Her lips moved like she was talking under water. Her eyes were wide, staring up at me but not seeing me I don't think. The first convulsion of my orgasm had dashed past and suddenly it returned, like a pendulum crashing into me from behind.
The same explosive pleasure returned again and I arched my back, crying out with pleasure. That motion served to jam my cock into Dori again and she bucked in response, her body seized and she screamed, her voice high and ragged. My orgasm washed through me and I poured cum into the woman underneath me. Time stopped.
Dori arched under me, I arched over her between her legs, my cock rooted firmly and completely inside her pussy. Her hands where latched onto my shoulders. At the last, she shook me, jerking us both back and forth as the final stages of her orgasm rattled, lifted and fled. My hips stopped pumping cum into her and I felt the relaxation flooding into me. My one arm buckled and I tipped to the side, drooping over Dori. I turned my head and she was there. She kissed me, weak but still able to be ravenous, completely consumed by the moment.
"My god, that looked good for everyone."
Doreen pulled her finger loose and went into the bathroom to wash her hands. I lay as dead over Dori, cocked onto one shoulder so she could get some air but unable or unwilling to move further from between her incredible legs.
Doreen returned and immediately slapped my ass.
"Move aside, big boy. Time for your friend here to make my sister come crazy. She loves to be eaten when she is full of come. Roll away and let us resurrect her. God, after an orgasm like that, she'll be helpless in the throes of orgasm. Wait, let me strip your friend and you can fuck me, if you can manage an erection."
The bitch didn't know who she was dealing with. I may have already come chunks but my cock was still 100% hard. I did as she asked though. I tumbled onto my back, twisting my legs in the covers. Darlene was being stripped by the woman. When she was naked, Darlene started to crawl onto the bed but Doreen stopped her, grabbing a knot of her wavy hair in one hand, she kissed Darlene hard and long. I saw it. When she released Darlene, the girl looked punch drunk.
"Did I mention that my sister loves sex?" Dori whispered beside me. She was trying to talk but she couldn't quit manage more than a whisper. I looked over at her and she saw me. She met my gaze and she shrugged her shoulders and that put a wondrous ripple into her breasts. I rolled onto one shoulder and tracked her nipple with my lips.
"We can't choose our family." Dori managed to say just before I sucked her nipple into my mouth. She bucked under me. I felt the bed shift. I felt Dori shift beside me and she gasped. Then I felt something beside me and I opened my eyes to find Doreen beside me sucking Dori's other tit. She lifted up, glanced at me and put a hand out, bumping into my side before drifting down my hip to probe my crotch for my cock.
Doreen's head turned to look.
"Rock fucks scissors, he's still hard." She said, pleased amazement in her voice.
"I've been working out." I muttered.
"Dori darling," Doreen began but then got distracted, raised up and kissed her sister. I have to say that her sister kissed her back. I wondered what their story was. Given D. Debra, I bet it had more twists in it than an Appalachian back road into a hollar. I rolled away and watched the two, no three women kiss. Darlene was slurping cum out of Dori's pussy.
Doreen crouched over Dori and lifted her tits, setting them down onto Dori's, all the while sharing a deep soul kiss. I watched for a moment and when I realized they were not going to acknowledge me, I got off the bed on my side, padded around to where Darlene crouched on the bed and entered her.
My god the woman was wet. I slide into her with ease. She lifted her head with a groan from Dori's pussy.
"Hey, uh, uh, hey, your cock is getting away." She said, her voice tense. Dori's hand appeared and Darlene's voice disappeared, her head was pushed down again. I had her by the hips and plunged into her body. She crouched on her knees and couldn't escape. I pulled back and out and she keened her objection into Dori's body.
I got off the end of the bed and went around to where dear Doreen was bent over her sister, laying half on her and half standing, one knee on the bed and one foot on the floor. When she sensed me, she put both feet on the floor and widened her feet. I felt between her legs. She was as wet as everyone else. I pushed a finger into her and she lifted her head.
"His finger is inside me." She announced. Dori tensed beneath her, her body arching as Darlene ate her.
I withdrew my finger and moved against her legs and ass.
"He, oh god, yes, he's going to mount me. He is going to enter me. God, mister, fuck me!"
The bitch forgot my name.
I rammed into her like I hated her. She loved me for it. It broke her. That guttural growl emerged and she bucked, jerking hard as the orgasm crashed into her. I held her by the hips and hammered her from behind. She rocked to and fro, driven and tossed as though she rode the waves instead of being ridden. I pulled out of her. She twisted round immediately, a snarl on her face.
"On the bed. I am going to fuck sisters." I growled. For a moment she hesitated and then she straighened and crawled over Dori. She crouched as she did, dragging her tits over Dori's before rolling onto her back.
I grabbed Darlene and pulled her from between Dori's legs. Dori looked down to see what was the matter and saw me. She hitched her ass up and widened her legs. I crawled up between her legs and entered her. Dori sighed as I sank into her erotic pudding. I swam in her thick goodness. I pulled out and she squeaked.
Over between Doreen's legs, I moved. Doreen's tits were bigger than her sister's. She was a larger woman. I stood on all fours over her. She looked up at me, waiting, silent once more.
"Ask." I said, feeling perverse, wanting to hear her plead but figuring that was over playing my hand.
"Fuck me. Put your cock in me. Mount me, enter me. Pump me. Bang me. Fuck me already!"
I might have made a mistake. The woman kept talking.
"My sister's young lover is about to put his cock into me, the same cock he just fucked her with. She is full of his cum and now he is going to fuck me. I am going to come when it is fully inside of me. I can feel it, like a great ravenous animal waiting to be fed, I am a cavern that his cock can fill and fill and fill, oh god, mister..."
"Sonny." Dori offered, her voice filled with amusement.
"Yes, yes, Sonny, fuck me with Dori's cock. God, have you fucked my niece too? Are you going to do us all? Together. My god, boy, put that cock in me!"
I felt a bit player in the woman's sensual drama but, still, I did like she suggested. I entered her. I mounted her, I pressed my cock into her pussy. It fairly welled up around me, enveloping me and surrounding me with her incredible edible goodness. I sank deep into her. I felt her body twitch under me. I felt the world move and opened my eyes in time to register Dori's tits on my shoulder as she bent over us and kissed Doreen flush on the mouth. I nudged her aside and kissed Doreen myself. I was pretty sure she didn't care who kissed her. I grunted and pulled back and back till my cock was clear of her incredible body.
Dori, seeing my cock, rolled back onto her back. She widened her legs. I shifted away from Doreen, who glowered up at me. I moved between Dori's legs, seeking to storm her port. I mounted her. Her legs wrapped around me and for a moment I thought I'd have to fight free to return to her sister. My mind whirled with thoughts of D. Debra and her mother. I pulled slightly and Dori released me, sighing as my cock popped loose from her clasping pussy.
I returned to Doreen. She lay still till I was half into her then she rose up under me, grasped my face and kissed me.
"Fuck me, Sonny. God I love sharing a man with my sister. Is, is she really a hooker?"
I didn't know how to answer so I slammed down into the woman and she dropped onto the bed. I got to my knees between her legs, lifted one of her legs and put it over my shoulder. I lifted her body and banged my ass back and forth, thrusting my cock into her stretched and twisted pussy. Doreen panted, her lungs stressed by gravity. I held her ass off the bed and slammed into her, ramming her over and over again till she bucked with a new orgasm. I released her leg and let her fall into the convulsions that wracked her.
I pulled out of her and she shrieked, which for her was more of a guttural groan. I moved between Dori's legs. She welcomed me with outstretched arms. I sank into her. She too rose up and kissed me, wrapping her arms around me. She broke the kiss and lifted her face to my ear.
"Come in my sister. Fill her up with cum. I want to taste you in her, suck you from inside of her and make her come with my mouth."
I nearly came then. The sound of her voice and the hot feel of her breath on my ear and neck combined with the words to nearly push me over the edge. I struggled free of her body and moved over Doreen. I sank into her, rooting my cock deeply into her. She groaned. I planted my hands to either side of her and arched my back, thrusting my cock deep into her again. Her knees rose up beside me, clutching me like she was riding me from below.
I saw the fucking digital clock.
"Oh fuck!" I groaned. Something about seeing 5:45 on the clock and realizing I had no time left and the feeling of Doreen's body combined and did push me over the edge. I erupted. Cum gushed from me. I shook as I poured cum into her. Doreen's hips pulsed under me, taking what I had to give and swallowing all, taking me all inside where she massaged and caressed me and accepted me with pleasure. I put my hands on her ass and pounded down into her a dozen short, hard strokes and just when I was about finished, she bucked under me. Her pussy ground up at me, crunching our pubic bones together and attenuating my orgasm just when I thought I was at the end. A new surge of pleasure suffused me. Doreen's body lifted me and her lips found mine, kissing me voraciously, panting words I could not assemble in my muddled brain.
"God, that looked fun." Darlene spoke from somewhere far out in the aether.
I heard the wistful envy in her voice and regretted that I could not fill her need. I struggled to raise my head, sure I had only been unconscious a moment. The clock said 5:55.
"Shit. Shit. Shit! I have a date. I'll be late!" I flinched off of Doreen, and out of her, over Dori and to the floor. It was dark now and I had to turn on a light, settling for the bathroom light. I looked at the shower, then at the clock. I decided I should shower but didn't. I decided it was best for Holly to understand what she was getting into or more to the point what was getting into her. I dressed.
"Sonny, what the hell?" Darlene's voice poked me out of the midst of my mania.
I'd forgotten about her, that she was here with me.
Dori understood instinctively.
"Leave her. We aren't done with her yet. You can collect her later but call first in case we aren't done with her yet."
She sat up, extended a naked arm to Darlene. Darlene let the smaller woman pulled her onto the bed and the other two maneuvered her onto her back between them. First Dori kissed her then Doreen did. Darlene held each of them by the back of the head with one hand. Dori moved down and began to suck Darlene's breast while her sister kissed her.
I stood and stared, watching the three women fondle and kiss each other. At one point Dori and Doreen both left Darlene and kissed above her. Darlene watched them for a moment then noticed me staring.
"Hey Dude, I thought you had to go?" I nodded. She grinned at me as the two sisters broke apart. "You got some fucked up friends." She said.
"Fight Club, right?" I replied but Dori was kissing her on one breast and Doreen was sucking the other. I don't think Darlene heard me at all. I left them like that.
I wondered what would happen if D. Debra came home and found them. God, would she join them? I nearly drove off the road.
I pulled over and called Lydia, told her I was late and to call Holly, apologize but tell her I was on my way. The world was smoky cold and the fog was misty and freezing on everything that made everything slick as snake shit. I was nearly forty-five minutes late. Man the weather had been bad lately. I found a parking place. The place was jammed, Saturday night and all. Ma Biddle's Branding Iron, the sign said, with the tagline beneath, The Ironic Grill.
All the staff had tats. I felt a little out of place. I expected a steakhouse. I hadn't been there before but this was more of metrosexual bar. I wasn't exactly dressed to impress. White man khaki's and a shirt. I cruised around the bar and didn't see her. I was about the call Lydia and tell it was a crush when I felt a hand on my elbow. I turned around.
The picture on Morrison's iPad didn't do her justice. It made her look both taller and smaller. By taller I mean height and by smaller I mean tits. I thought maybe she was going to tip over and had reached out to hold onto me for balance.
"Sonny Duncan?" The woman said. Her voice rippled and I swear space curved.
I got that funny feeling you get when you meet someone who knows a lot about you and you know next to nothing about him, her. I nodded.
"Holly?"
She smiled. The smile was almost inviting and almost rapacious. I felt like that last cocktail wiener on the plate.
"So sorry I'm late, the roads are slick as hen snot."
She shrugged, making her mammoth tits roil and buck.
I found myself staring at her cleavage and she reached out a hand, grasped my chin and lifted it. Her shirt was much too small. The buttons held on for dear life, like farmers in a tornado, clinging to a barn door. The white blouse showed the black bra to good effect, but too, revealed that is was flimsy and just there for decoration, covering her nipples but serving no structural purpose.



"I said, I have our table, follow me." She turned around and by god her ass made her tits look plain. I did follow her then and I was happy to do so.
We sat and ordered, Holly insisted that we do so because she understood they were short waitstaff and it might be a while before we got anyone's attention again.
"You don't look like much so they won't notice us."
I grunted. "Like hell, they'll notice you."
She smiled her acceptance of my flattery like just taxation. "So? You own Lydia Kinkaid's ass and tits?" She said right out of the chute.
So that was how it was going to be.
"I find it hard to believe that Morrison didn't go ahead and fuck you." I returned the serve with mustard and spice of my own.
Her eyes widened a little and she smiled that little movement with the lips that her eyes made into a smirk. She had her head bowed a little, like she was trying to see down her own shirt. I could understand. With tits like that, I'd have a concussion all the time from bumping into things.
"You'd have to know my brother to understand that. He told you about that? I really am surprised. I didn't think he'd ever admit I sucked his cock much less say it out loud to you."
I grinned. "I think you finally got to him but, honey, I don't think you have much of a shot at boning your brother."
She shrugged, making her tits move again. Man I loved that!
"I guess you'll have to do. He told me he traded me to you for Lydia Kinkaid. Just how do you come to be in possession of that bitch?"
"Bitch? I thought you were friends?"
"Lydia? She's too full of herself."
"Well, now she's full of me and she'll be full of Seth pretty soon, if you find the arrangement agreeable."
"Me? I didn't know I had any say in this."
"So your brother owns you?" That got her. I could see the flush in her neck. Her face stayed its natural painted color, rouge pink and pale Caucasian.
"My brother thinks he owns me but I am pretty sure he doesn't."
"How sure is pretty sure."
Her head tipped back. "Fine. No one owns me but me."
"But you want to change that?" I was pressing but there wasn't a lot of backdown in this woman. I felt that immediately. She was small in none of the right places and short so she was used to people peering between her tits at her G-string. Man, what tits. I like tits and I mostly gravitate towards tits, big tits, fine tits, cushy tits but these were utterly eye catching. It might have been because of her small frame but it might have been because she had big, huge tits too. Is that making too much of it? On a small woman, it doesn't take much to look huge but hers were.
"Maybe. Tell me how you came to own your woman."
Now I wanted to smile but I kept an utterly straight face. "Which one? Lydia or one of the others?"
I give her credit, she did not blink but I could tell that she was digesting that little bit of data.
"Yeah, Lydia."
Now I was in a bit of a corner. I stood up, "Excuse me, I need to use the little boy's room." I slid through the crowd, the dull roar sweeping over me I found an empty stall and took out my phone.
Lydia answered on the first ring.
"Sonny? Is everything all right? I called Holly and told her you were on your way? Aren't you there yet?"
"I'm here. Listen, what did you tell Holly about us, you and I? I mean," I cleared my throat, "how much should I tell her about us, about you really?"
"You mean about you fucking your sister?"
"Actually I was thinking more about you fucking Sean." I didn't want to say "son" in a public bathroom, no telling what perverts hang out there.
"I, oh, I see what you mean." Lydia chuckled. "Morrison, the fuck, told her about you offering me and Quilla. She thought it was hilarious, her brother getting to do a mother and daughter."
I nodded. "So Sean won't be much of a stretch?"
"A stretch?"
"A stretch, yeah, of the imagination."
"Oh, well, now that you mention it, no."
"Fine. How do you feel about Sean fucking her?"
The pause was interesting and I was interested.
After an extensive silence, she said, "I'm yours, Sonny. Trade me, use me, whatever."
Sometimes things are just too good to be true. I had the feeling at that moment and I went with it.
"You're being sarcastic, right?"
Lydia chortled. "You aren't as dull as I thought."
"Not fair. I was really asking."
"And if you know anything about a woman who has handed her body over to you, you should fucking know you don't fucking ask to hand her son over to fuck another woman."
I stared at my phone. Lydia did not sound happy. I needed to put a good face on this.
"Oh." I said. Not really an heroic effort.
Now I was trying to be sensitive and I get shouted at. I think I have over done that sensitive male thing before and not really confronted it. Maybe, just maybe I was starting to get it.
"So, Lydia, are you set up with Morrison?"
"I was waiting on you, oh master."
"Stop it bitch or I'll have you lined up with all of us, ass only and you'll walk like a fat girl for a week." Even I have my limits.
She did not respond.
"What about Quilla's car?"
"I haven't discussed it with her."
"Do, before I talk to you again. Have that lined out so you can take the deal to Morrison." The light went on. Morrison was uneasy with trading pussy around. I didn't know what I'd find back at the table. I was going to put him at ease even while I set about fitting a collar around his sister's neck. Hmm, that was becoming a bit of a theme. I thought about Annie with the sliver of silver around her neck and I got hard.
"Lydia?"
"Yes, Sonny."
"When I ask you a question about your kids, you fucking answer me, hear?"
Yes, okay." She said. Her voice was soft but it rippled like I'd just invited her to do what she most desired. "Is there any reason to keep Sean from fucking, uh, what's her name? Holly. Holly? Do you have any objections to him and Holly having sex?"
She hesitated. "I don't want to share him with anyone. Even Laura...when I think about them, before you took control of me, I was jealous of her and it made me crazy."
"You are jealous?" I realized I was taking entirely too long in the toilet. My food was getting cold. "We'll address this later. He is going to fuck a battalion of pussy, Lydia. He handed you to me and that is his commission, more pussy than he ever imagined, if he wants. And he does want, I guarantee you. Keep telling me the truth and I'll figure out a way to help you to get over it. When next we speak, be ready to fuck Morrison."
I hung up. I looked at the phone and put it away. I left the stall. Two guys were combing their hair or popping pimples or something. They both eyed me. I washed up and left them to wonder.
I got to the table and sat down.
Holly spoke before I was settled. "I thought you fell in."
I started eating.
"Well?"
I looked up. "Where were we?" I asked.
"You were bragging about all the women you own."
"Own? Did I say that? This is America. I don't know what you are talking about." I took a bite, chewed, swallowed and looked up from my plate, right into her mammoth tits.
"You were going to tell me how you came to have Lydia."
"Didn't you say your brother doesn't own you?"
Her chin lifted and her tits seemed to swell. "No one owns me."
"Yet you remain with, what's his name? John? John Romelingame? Seems to me he has a tether on you."
She didn't like that. I didn't intend for her to like it.
"No one owns me."
"So Seth Morrison can't trade you to me for Lydia Kindaid. Her name is Lydia Favors now."
Holly nodded, her eyes fixed on me, even as she ate. "I know. She told me."
"Did you tell you she is having sex with her son?"
A slight widening of her eyes said no, agreeing with Lydia's account. "He has her whenever he likes. He's doing his sister too."
"Oh Jesus."
"Don't change the subject."
"I wasn't."
"Then talk to me."
She blinked. "Fuck you."
I waited. Holly took another bite. I waited longer. She chewed. She swallowed. She licked her full lips. Any gloss was gone, chewed and swallowed by now. I waited. She took another bite.
"Are you going to tell me?" I asked.
"Tell you want?"
"How or why Seth Morrison thinks he can trade you to me?"
"I told him to."
"I thought you girls weren't talking."
"Don't call my brother a girl."
"Your brother isn't here, is he. Answer me."
"None of your business."
"Tell me, Holly, was that the first time you got in bed with your brother? The first time you took him in your mouth? Sucked on him, felt his hard cock with your lips and tongue." I held her eyes, glared and did not look away. Neither did she. "I am wondering why he thinks he can trade you to me?"
"Because I told him to."
"Excuse me? You said that once but that is no explanation. Tell me why, the most interesting short question in all of language."
Holly regarded me for a moment. "Look at me."
"What? I am."
"Look at me. What do you see?"
My brain went blank. Okay, not really. My brain screen had naked Holly plastered all over it like a pheasant hitting my car hood and getting caught in a windshield wiper. What a mess. It offered me no words at all to explain what I saw when I gazed at Holly Romelingame behind her impressive tits. With the idea that I could own her by trading Lydia Favors to her brother. Think that's an easy series of ideas to make words out of? Fuck, you try it! Then I realized something was going on that I had not fathomed quit yet and I got cautious. I needed to suss out what was missing or hidden.
She tossed a hand at me. "Look at me and ask yourself this, do I look like the sort of woman who would have trouble finding a man?"
I hesitated too long and she thought that cat had my tongue and wasn't lending it out. Her eyes narrowed, dark with a woman's scorn. I blurted, "You don't look nearsighted."
She rolled her eyes. "I am a woman. Why do you think I got into my brother's bed naked?"
I blinked. When I hear "naked" in a sentence I go right to my dictionary to peek at the pictures. The habits we form in childhood never go away, we just add flourishes to disguise them.
"Oh, I get it. You think your brother was in lust with you so you thought you'd serve him up a hot helping of Holly and he'd have you happily."
She rolled her eyes. "God, you are daft as a cartoon."
"Cartoons can be really witty."
"I can turn them off, too."
I grinned. "But can you turn them on?"
Holly snorted. She scooted forward on the chair, hitching her mammoth tits onto the table. She pushed away her half empty plate so she wouldn't be dipping her nipples into the gravy.
"Look at me. I am a woman. Does it strike you as logical that I'd actually be starving for sex?"
"I can hope." I chirped in my best cartoon voice which on the best day is not that good.
She rolled her eyes again. "This is a mistake."
"What? No sense of humor? Listen, I am having dinner with a woman on the logic that her brother wants to trade her to me for another woman..."
"For a woman you own!" Holly interrupted me, "though now that I've met you, I do not understand how that happened. How could a man like you..."
I interrupted her back. "...and I am not inclined to take this all that seriously, for my own good. Have you met your brother? My impression is that he only fucks in one direction..."
She interrupted me again. "...I think you mean only in one position."
I stopped talking. "Okay. Granted. That is what I mean but I was right too. One position implies only in one direction, right? Down?"
"Look at me." She said it again.
I did. I was trying to see through this glass but it was too dark. "I am sure I am."
"Why would my big brother think that he needed to trade me to you?"
"Oh. Oh! Now I understand what you are getting at."
"No you don't."
"I do so."
"You do not!" Her lower lips protruded and her eyes flashed.
"Jeeze, you are a little sister. I always wondered..."
"Mr. Duncan, do you want to settle this matter or not?"
I sobered. I think I was a little food drunk. Not having eaten all day and suddenly getting some had an adverse affect on my ability to focus.
"I do. I just don't know how."
"If you'll shut up, I'll tell you."
I smacked my lips and despite herself the woman smiled.
"See! See! You think I'm charming too!" I said, pointing at her with my fork.
The smile vanished. Making smiles vanish is not a skill I wanted to exercise.
"Look at me." She said again.
I did.
"What do you see?"
I hesitated, returning my earlier epiphany. "I see a woman. Black hair, good hair by the way. Huge tits and brains. I can see brains, honest. I see a woman any man in his right mind would lust after."
Finally, Holly nodded. "I am a woman that any man would think one thing when he looks at me."
I groaned. "Sex."
"Precisely. Any man who loves women would want to fuck me. That's what you see, that's what they all see. A woman to fuck."
"I do too see. I understand. You saw lust in your brother's eyes and you decided you'd save him the trauma of lusting after you. You could solve two problems with one fuck."
She rolled her eyes again. This time she did laugh. Her eyes returned to me, a bit more jaunty than before.
"You really are incorrigible." She sobered. "Unless you really meant that?" The question in her voice gave me pause.
"I, well, I, it sort of makes sense."
"No. No! I crawled into his bed naked so he'd stop looking at me. I knew he'd blow a fuse when I blew him. I didn't think he'd get over it so quickly but now, now that he has, it seems perhaps he has unwittingly brought me a solution to my problem."
"You want me to fuck you. I got that. So what's with all the drama? I know that's a solution but the problem is not all the difficult to solve. Tab A in slot B and viola, problem solved. Go to the head of the class, or is it go give head to the whole class?" I was talking to myself.
She rolled her eyes, again.
"Hey, come on with the eye rolling. I ain't trying to be funny. Your brother is a bit of a scary guy and I am not all that certain that he isn't looking for an excuse to take his sexual frustrations out on me!" I saw immediately I'd crossed some familial line. "Oh, fuck, wait. I didn't mean that. I mean he'd beat the shit out of me for daring to make a play for his little blister even though he has repressed his own desire to have sex with you."
Holly stared at me. I snuck another bite from my plate. I was still hungry. Finally she shook her head. "I think you should just be quiet and let me explain myself. This is a lot more difficult than I expected it to be. You're about as suave and urbane as a drunk Clydesdale. Seth called me to have lunch with him after he saw Lydia that night. It was the first I'd heard from him in two weeks. My ploy had worked and then suddenly it didn't."
"Ploy? What ploy? You call getting in bed naked with your brother a ploy? I'd call that..."
"Shut up. Just listen for shit's sake. He told me about you, that Lydia refused to sleep with him unless he could get permission from you. I thought at first you were a husband or something but then he says you offered him her daughter too and I was shocked. And fascinated. I thought you would be just what I needed. I told him to offer to trade me to you. I said, I told him that after what we almost did, I needed to be owned. I needed someone to control me." She giggled. "He bought that because, and I know this for a fact, he thinks the same thing. For a nickle he'd do it himself but Seth Morrison isn't that guy. He's the good guy in the western, the white hat...which I find hilarious given he runs a car dealership."
Here the woman laughed for real.
"I genuinely think Seth found that suggestion a bit of a relief. He was almost enthusiastic. So here we are."
"Er, wait. You haven't explained anything."
"I had Lydia explain how you came to own her but do you know who else was at lunch with us this afternoon?"
I shook my head. "I can't imagine."
"You could, if you thought about it."
"No, I can't. My brain cells are all tired and resting."
"A blond woman with a silver collar around her neck by the name of..."
"...Laura Wills." I finished, suddenly attentive.
"Exactly. She told me how you turned her over to her son. Two days of ecstasy, she called it. She said it was a high she has yet to get over. You satisfied a longing in her she had never faced fully and turned her into a woman who suddenly knew what she required to experience mind shattering pleasure. She said you put a collar on her neck. She took it off and showed it to me. You know what was written on the inside? I do. I read it." She stopped talking.
I was staring at her. Laura was at lunch with them? Lydia didn't mention that. I was trying to figure out what that could possibly mean and couldn't.
"It said, 'owned and operated by Sonny Duncan'. Mrs. Wills told me she'd answer when you called and if you told her to fuck, she'd fuck. She said there were several others, including her next door neighbor...Annie something? Lydia choked on her drink at that name. I want to meet her. Laura said you had collars on a number of women and you'd use them as you wished and they'd let you, even wished you to."
I grinned, blushing with embarrassment. Hearing it expressed like that was...what is the word? Fucking fantastic? About right.
"It's not really like that..." I insisted, all modest and shit.
"I think it's exactly like that. I thought you were just the man for me."
I was less sure. This woman did not seem like she'd wear a collar for anyone.
She straightened her back, thrusting her tits at me like an incoming wave on the beach. I almost danced out of the way.
"Mr. Duncan, I crawled into bed with my brother to get him to leave me alone. For some reason he...well, I did call for his help the other day. Let me explain. Look at me."
"Christ fuck a camel, you keep saying that. What is your point? I see you. You are a fucking beautiful woman with huge tits and when I or any man with a cocky thing for women looks at you, we think about fucking you. I got that."
She nodded, pleased. That confused me further.
"Precisely. My brother thinks that his little sister has waited on John Romelingame hand and foot and never once strayed from the marriage bed. He thinks that I am a saint and I'd never do what I have done. After I had that bad experience with that one guy, two things happened. One, my brother started paying way more attention to litter sister than I can stand and two, I realized a woman cannot be her own master."
"Master?"
She nodded. "Master. I mean Master, with a capital M. See, I have been having an affair with Gary Romelingame, John's much younger brother. He is closer to my age than John is. Oh, I loved John but losing his bank job and position ruined him. He is just waiting to die. About six months ago, I got involved with Gary Romelingame. About four months ago, he told me I was too bossy, too independent, too everything for him and he dropped me. At least he tried.
"I told myself I wasn't going to let that interfere with having him and I kept after him. Finally, a few weeks ago, he sat down and told me he was a dominant and he only wanted a woman who could sit on her knees naked and wait to be told what to do. I thought I could train myself to do that." She blushed now. "I can't. Discovering that, however, exposed issue of my sexual discontent to my brother and he started dropping in on me at unexpected times, which would become extremely awkward if he found me with Gary."
"Gary? You're still having sex with him then?"
Holly smiled. "He really can't leave me alone but he hates how I am. He's a marvelous lover and I can't leave him alone but I can't stop being me but I want to. I want to be like Laura. I want to be able to sit naked with a collar around my neck and wait for a man to knot his hand in my hair and shove his cock in my mouth. I want to be that woman."



"We all want you to be that woman." I said earnestly, speaking for all heterosexual men everywhere. "What can I do to help?" There's my Gandhi spirit coming out again! I'm a fucking saint!
"I thought you were a dominant like Gary and that, if I got Seth to trade me to you, you'd break me down and put me back together, but on my knees, mouth open. Lydia Favors does not strike me as a woman who would willingly put a collar on for you but she told me she wanted to, for you."
I felt that surge of embarrassment again. "I lied to her and blackmailed her into fucking her son."
Holly smiled. "I find that fascinating. She said she'd explain but only if you gave her permission. I am amazed that she wasn't furious at you. I have to say that having her son and daughter using her for sex seems to have changed her whole outlook on life. She did say you'd changed her outlook but didn't offer those couple of details about sex with the offspring. For one thing she's quit trying to mother them. It is tough, she says, to nag through the haze of orgasms. I thought she was talking about you, yours, the ones you give her, I mean. She says she owes that to you and she thinks her children are finally becoming adults."
"Fucking your mother will do that for a guy." I said.
Holly gave me a peculiar look but went on speaking. "I thought that this evening would give me the chance to turn myself over to you and you'd turn me into the woman Gary would accept. John no longer cares. I keep him in TV and beer and he is content to wait to die on his Lazyboy. I gave up on him a couple years ago. It is not how many times you get knocked down that matters, its how many times you get back up that counts. John gave up in 2010. I gave up on him when I decided to let Gary fuck me. Gary had sniffed around several times and I smacked his nose with a newspaper. He kept coming back and so, when he did again, that last time, I fucked me silly, I mean I fucked him silly, er fucked me silly. I was ready. Now he is terrified because he has me, I am still married to John and Marjorie might find out."
"You are cheating."
She shrugged. "We both are. He told me the other day, though that unless I could submit to him, he was going to stay with Marjorie. I was furious. He calmed me down and said, if I was going to fit with him for the long term, I needed to be broken hearted and cry and weep and gnash my teeth, not scream and threaten to cut off his balls. I sort of got his point. Eventually."
"Rend your hair and dress in sackcloth and rub ashes on your face at the idea of losing him." I added helpfully.
"Yeah, like that. This thing with Seth happened and here we are." She hesitated. "You own Lydia and Laura. How many others?"
I shrugged, counting in my head. "I have five collars filled." I said finally, "but that might just be an issue of timing. I may have several others, besides Lydia and Quilla who would fit in a collar. They really are quit stylish." I squinted at Holly. "Want one? We could go see if there is one in stock that would fit you."
She looked like someone had slipped an ice cube into her cleavage and a finger up her butt. She stuttered, she gasped and finally nodded.
"I do." She said, sounding ice cube surprised. "But I don't think it will fit me. I want to be that girl for Gary. I do. I want to but I just can't. I can't. I am too small. If I acted like Laura described herself with you, I'd get rubbed into a grease spot. We little people have to make a lot of noise or we get stepped on. I don't think I can stop." She did stop talking though. She regarded me most seriously. "Do you think you can help? I mean, can you break me to the collar?"
I rolled my eyes. When I focused on her I realized she was serious. "Carrot fuck a duck, you're serious."
She nodded. "As a heart attack."
"Check!" I called to a passing waiter. I had an idea and the rest of the night free. At that moment, I intended to render this woman not into a grease spot exactly but into pleasure oozing goo.
I gasped when she stood up. I swear I had not noticed her legs and the short skirt that topped them. It reminded me of the shade on a floor lamp. "Aren't your legs cold?" We were walking to the car.
"No but don't slow down. Walk. Where are we going?"
"Shopping." I said, trying to sound ominous but there isn't a tone in the world that sounds that way to most women when you use that term in a sentence.
Tucked in the car, she turned and stared at me.
"What do you mean, shopping?" Her voice quavered a little.
I let the car warm a little. It was brittlely cold. When the windscreen cleared, I drove out of the parking lot.
"Sonny?"
"Shouldn't you call me Master? Ow! Don't injure the driver of the car you're in. Are you nuts!"
She hit me again and hard. We went into a skid and I narrowly missed thumping a parked car. She relented and waited to hit me the next time till we were walking into the mall. We were going to see Mary.
My brain didn't start working again till we were inside and it occurred to me that Mary might not be working in the jewelry store on a Saturday night, after eight. I approached The Pink Pearl.
Holly laughed when she noticed the name.
"Can they do that? Name a store after the clit?"
I shook my head, acting the master. Holly didn't notice. How do you teach people to notice things like that? It was a problem. I thought I might start off by putting a collar around her neck but then my fucking phone rang!
"Hello?"
"Good evening, Sonny. It's Alissa."
"Hello Mrs. Honeywell, I thought you were busy this evening." I realized I sounded a little miffed and then, soon thereafter, realized that I was a little miffed. I had been looking forward to bumping uglies with her and Dannielle while Ahmay looked on. I did not wish to make a thing of it though. Again, not like I was in the midst of a drought. Shit, Dori and her sister nearly killed me. I guess I could go back there. I looked at the clock and realized it was getting on towards nine. D. Debra would be home soon, so no. I wondered what became of Aunt Norma. I glanced at Holly and wondered what I was thinking. Fuck a duck, she was within arm's reach but somehow satisfying her obvious appetites seemed out of keeping with her digital demands.
No, I was not in dire straits when it came to pussy.
"What?" I had let my mind wander and missed whatever Alissa said.
"Sonny, I suggested you come over. To my house. I, I shouldn't have stood you up. I should make it up to you and I want to. Portia told me about yesterday at my office. I wish you had left the camera on. I'd have treasured that."
"I am sure you would have. I thought it best to be circumspect with Ahmay."
"See! You are such a gentleman."
"I am a fucking gentleman, aren't I."
"So? Will you care to come over. I know I can make it worth your while."
I looked at Holly, calculating and finally arrived at an answer. "I'll call you back."
I hung up. I looked at Holly. "Care for a little taste of Sonny's world tonight?"
Her eyes bored into me. Holly is a short woman with rich black hair. Her head fit comfortably under my chin, but that comes later. She had to look up to look me in the eyes and that raised her chin and when the chin goes that high, it almost always makes a body look defiant, even if all she's trying to do is get a clear look at your face. I say this because I had the sudden urge to knock her down a peg, even though, in retrospect and with a small smidgen of common sense, there may have been no peg involved except the one her gene for height created. That feeling, the feeling that I could address some defiance in her gave rise to all that came next.
"I have nothing else planned. What do you have in mind?"
"I have in mind steering you without giving you either the program or a menu."
For a moment she chewed on that and then she nodded.
"Doing like I asked? Ending up on my knees with my mouth open?"
I flashed on Tia Maria. "Something like." Fuck a priest's finger, I was hard, again, already, still! A sudden ardor roared in my ears, so loudly it seemed that I could barely hear Alissa when I agreed to drop by. She told me the streets were terrible and to be careful and how long would I be? I said I'd be there when I got there and hung up.
I walked away from Holly, striding across the sparsely populated zone of the mall in front of The Pink Pearl. A young black man stood alone in the place, hands behind him, looking at me.
"Good evening, sir." He said in a chocolate voice and by that I mean it was rich, contralto and smooth. He did not seem tired or bored but seemed boundlessly welcoming, the perfect public service guy.
"I beg your pardon, is Mary here tonight?" I asked, my stomach knotted with the sure knowledge that it made no sense for her to be here.
The man nodded and the knot in my stomach released and then was retied by shaking fingers too excited to be steady.
"She's in the office, shall I fetch her?"
I agreed and he walked back through the door to the office.
"Trusting soul, don't you think? To leave a nefarious character like you standing out here with all this jewelry?" Holly spoke at my elbow.
I wanted to fuck her but decided she wanted that as well and that was the key to her dominance. I had to deny her that and to do so I had to deny it to myself. Given my penchant for self-denial, which is to say I'd never make it as a monk in any religion, I was fortunate that such denial in my case was merely transference.
"Sonny Duncan! I have not seen you for a while!" Mary gushed out of the door.
I watched her face and the moment she noticed the tight, stacked little dish at my elbow that showed up like neon through fog.
"Oh my, another shopper?" She sobered but then smirked a little. "You have quit the knack as a collector."
I think she thought she was lifting my skirts in public but it was a kilt and everyone knows there is nothing worn under a kilt, everything is in fine working order!
"Mary, I am so glad you are here. This young lady needs a collar in the worse way. Do you have any to be had?"
Mary licked her lips.
The young man straightened his empathic lean as though a repulsor field had been turned on.
"I'll leave him with you, Mrs. Zenobia." He turned on his heel and sauntered to the other end of the counter.
Zenobia? I realized I never knew her last name. "Mrs. Zenobia?" I repeated, feeling the words on my tongue like a cold nipple.
"Don't let it bother you, Mr. Zenobia is seventy-nine this month and these, my young friend, are those lying eyes." She winked.
I felt Holly's hand slip into the crook of my elbow, a curious reaction to Mary, I thought.
"Come back with me. How much time do you have?" Mary tittered over her sloped shoulders.
I thought that was a very leading question.
Holly was on the same wavelength.
"Kind of a leading question, don't you think? Just what are you getting me into?" She hissed at my back, keeping a hold on my elbow so I walked slightly turned backwards.
"It's not what I getting you into, its what I'm getting into you. And don't forget it." I hissed back.
She spoke not another word.
I regarded Mary's swinging hips and wondered how she'd like Alissa between her knees. I almost decided to go there but then thought that might be a little black on black sex for Ahmay's consideration. I let it lie as one of those roads I just didn't take. At the moment, I had the sure conviction that I was going to be fucking Holly and Alissa tonight, the denial of Holly's lust had not fully formed as a plan in my head, either one. It seemed a shame to waste her obvious willingness to be fucked. Dangerous even if the spurned woman cliche has relevance and with Holly, I expected it either had relevance or originated with her.
Mary was fussing in the safe when we shouldered through the narrow door. I closed the door. The little office seemed much closer than the last time I was there and I attributed that to the tits Holly brought with her.
"Now, let me see, we have a few options here. I managed to convince the owner that you'd be back and take these out of inventory." Mary smiled at me.
I nodded acknowledgment of her faith in me and my cock.
"Do you have the full compliment of chains."
"You mean the loops that go under the breasts? And the lead?" Mary glanced at Holly, well, at Holly's breasts actually.
I nodded. "Exactly."
Mary fingered one silver collar, wider than the others I'd purchased. On Holly's neck it would look like a choker. It had obvious eye's on it where chains could be fastened. It glittered. I glanced at Holly and saw the same glitter in her eyes.
"Oh fuck me." She said. "You aren't serious." Not a question.
"I am." I looked at Mary who was nearly busting. I could see she loved the idea of putting a collar on a woman as part of a surprise move on my part. She licked her thick black lips and then focused on the brunette beside me. Again, I could see on her face what she was thinking. When I looked down at Holly, she was staring at the collar. She'd learn to pay more attention.
"It isn't engraved yet, is it Mary?"
She shook her head. "You'd have to leave it over night to get that done. I doubt my hands would be steady enough tonight, not with you waiting on me. It'd look like Arabic when I was done. Owned by Sonny, just like the other six? Or was it seven?" She was being provocative and thought she was putting me on the spot. Disappointed clouded her gaze when Holly didn't even flinch.
I realized in that moment that her engraver was freelancing, adding words to my words. Owned and operated? Not my line, but, on the whole, not a bad one. I wondered what the other collars had actually engraved on them. I should give that a look. I shook myself from my reverie.
I looked at Holly, who was fixed on the collar dangled around Mary's hand.
"If I get this for you, you must wear it until you take it off for good. If you decide to keep it, you can return and Mary will have it engraved."
Holly finally jerked her eyes from the jewelry and looked at me. She did not have that merriment that some women get in a jewelry store. She was excited but by some entirely different sentiment. She nodded.
"Okay." She whispered.
"Put it on her." I said softly.
"Everything?" Mary asked.
I nodded.
"Cash or charge."
Oh right, I had to pay for it. I'd gotten my credit card the other day. I'd only put two dollars of gas on it so far. Time to exercise my right as an American and incur short term debt. I took out the Mastercrutch and handed it to Mary.
She nodded and squeezed past us, making sure her shoulder pressed firmly against Holly's tits.
Holly did not seem to notice.
"You didn't even ask how much." She said. "Are you fucking rich or something?"
"Something." I agreed. Fucking rich was about right. It might kill me. I had visions of Holly between Alissa's dark swarthy legs while I rammed a yardarm's worth of cock into her from behind, her big tits flopping beneath her like broken landing gear on an unlucky airliner. My hard cock stayed hard.
Mary returned. "Shall I bag it up?"
"I want her to wear it out. All of it."
Mary nodded. "Honey come here, let's get your top off."
Holly hissed but let Mary guide her the half step over to the little desk. She faced the wall. She clearly expected Mary to affix the collar around her neck because she gathered her sheaf of black hair up and exposed her neck to the twin meat eaters behind her. Plus she looked startled when Mary's hands grasped her by the shoulders and turned her around. She kept hold of her hair, even while Mary's nimble black fingers unclipped the exhausted buttons on her blouse.
"Take off your coat, honey. This won't take long but to get the chains under your tits, we need to have a look at you."
I moved back against the far wall, not quite out of arm's reach. In that instant I settled on my plan. I'd have to deny fucking her for a while longer. Maybe a lot longer, till she begged for it. I was going to try to tease her into submission. That clicked into place and I thought I had a plan. Uh oh. That thought scared me just a little. I wondered what would really happen? Still, the thought steadied me and gave me a course to follow. I snickered, following a course to intercourse, that had a poetic ring to it. I'm such a poet. I felt so proud. Focus! I needed to focus.
Holly looked increasingly horrified as the ebony woman's hands parted her blouse, exposing her black bra and the mountainous breasts it strained to contain. She did not move, her hands remained ensnared in her own black hair, like she expected Mary to put the collar on even as her buttons were sighing with relief. Mary pulled the tails of the blouse out of the waist of the nothing little blue skirt. She peeled the coat off Holly's shoulders. Holly bowed her back and that thrust her tits right into Mary's flat chested body. Mary realized she needed to remove Holly's coat first. I swear I saw Mary shift her torso back and forth against Holly's tits as she pushed the coat back against Holly's upraised arms. Holly let her hair fall. She lowered her arms and the coat drifted down them and onto the desk behind her. The gasping blouse followed.
Mary ostentatiously embraced the smaller woman, smaller in some departments at least, reaching around her to unhook the black bra. Holly stood still, barely breathing. The bra came off and I got my first look at her stupendous tits.
"My god, they're gorgeous." I whispered.
"Your god, they are." Mary agreed. Her eyes lifted from Holly's mighty tits. "Do you mind? If I kiss them, I mean. They are so beautiful, so, so, so..."
"Big?" I suggested.
Mary twisted around and looked at me. She smoothed her hands down her incredible ass. "Yes. Her tits are huge." She turned back to Holly, ever polite. "Do you mind? I mean, I'll go down on you if you like. I bet you taste sweet as mother's milk!"
Holly's eyes twitched around the woman to me.
"I don't eat pussy!" She growled. "I don't eat pussy."
"But what about me? I eat pussy. Care to let me try?" Mary purred. Her hands rose up under Holly's tits but she did not touch them.
"Sonny!" Holly screeched, her voice tense with angst. "Is this what you meant?"
"About what?" I asked.
"About breaking me to the collar? Are you going to hand me around to all your bimbos?"
"I am not a bimbo." Mary said, affront dripping from her tone.
"Well, maybe not all of them." I acknowledged. "Any who care for a taste."
"Oh fuck me."
"Okay." Mary said. Her hands touched Holly's tits and Holly's frame jerked. Her eyes closed and she leaned back onto the desk. Her hands found the edge of it and she gripped it. She offered no resistance to the black hands clutching her great breasts but she clung to the desk like it offered her a last and fading hope against falling into an abyss.
Mary lowered her dark lips to the woman's snowy tits and the sound of her kisses filled the tight little office.
"Uh, oh god," Holly groaned.
I'd only just met the woman so I had no idea if this was dread or approval, invitation or warning. Mary moved to the other breast, cupping them in such a way that her ebony hands appeared small under them. Her right hand lifted the other, left breast up but instead of sucking at the nub of the nipple, she kissed around the arch and down the inner curve of the huge snow drift.
Holly trembled. "Jesus Christ!" She hissed. "She's, she's...!"
"She's a woman." I hissed.
"Is she lessy?" Holly asked, opening her eyes, tipping her head back as Mary finally sucked at the right nipple. "Uh god, please, make her stop."
"You make her stop and no, she's not a lesbian. Or, if she is, she likes cock well enough and as a lesbian myself, liking cock disqualifies you."



Holly's eyes opened wide but she wasn't processing words at the moment. I'd managed to completely confuse her. Mary's hands left her tits. One lifted Holly's skirt and the other pulled at the waist band of her briefs, barely panties, just a bar of cloth with a loop going between those fine legs. I saw Mary's finger enter the little woman, not literally though. What I saw was the ripple of emotions on Holly's face as it occurred. She jerked and her head dropped all the way back. Her tits pushed against Mary's face. The black woman was not shy. She rubbed the nipple against her cheek.
Then I remembered, Alissa. I imagined Alissa kissing those tits. I decided I needed to intervene. I was a little surprised that Holly hadn't done so but she seemed content to be accosted, at least while I watched anyway. This was all new territory which is not to say virgin. I just didn't know enough about what lit Holly's fire. I knew she had a fire, that much was plain.
"Mrs. Zenobia, I hate to disappoint you. We need to be getting along. Can we fit her with the collar and save the other for another time?"
Mary froze. She lifted her mouth off of Holly's tit. Holly sighed but I did not know if it was regret or not. Mary turned to look at me.
"If you promise to bring her back. Maybe just a little taste? Before you go? To give her a taste of how it feels when I taste her?" Her tongue flicked out, her eyes dancing with devious intention.
Holly moaned. I think Mary's finger was deep inside her by now, flicking back and forth like the tip of an angry cat's tail inside Holly's pussy. Holly's hips quaked once, bucking on the table.
I shrugged. "Fine, just a taste."
Mary got to her knees, held the flap of Holly's little micro mini up, pulled the collar of her panties down off her pussy. Mary, understanding the situation, stuck out her fat, long tongue and licked up and then down Holly's bare slit.
"Oh my Christ!" Holly squealed. "Make her...make her...please make her...?"
I wanted to ask what but either way, we needed to end this and get on. "Mary, the collar." I said gently.
Mary leaned forward, shoved her tongue inside the white woman and wiggled it around. Holly grunted, her body twisted till her protruding hips pushed Mary away. Mary took the nudge as from me and stood up.
"Tasty, tasty." She said. "Your hair, honey, lets get you fitted into your collar. I expect you are eager to get what's coming to you." Mary's husky laugh sounded dirty and horny at once.
Holly lifted her hair out of the way and Mary fixed the collar around her neck. Holly immediately swallowed as it clicked into place.
"Fits like a dildo in her cooch." Mary muttered. "She was made for the collar."
Holly's eyes opened and she glared, first at the black woman whose hands were fiddling with her bare tits and then at me who was watching with avid interest. I was hard as Rushmore. I felt like the Terminator, but not the liquid metal one.
Mary silently fastened two loops of silver chain to the collar and then lifted each breast and tucked the loop under them. The chains had seven strands in the middle. Mary separated them so they supported the under side of each breast. Last, Mary attached a sterner lead and extended it to me.
"She's all hooked up. I hope you enjoy her." She smiled. I could see the discontent in her eyes. They were saying "It's not nice to mess with mother nature!"
She wore a long black skirt, with orange pinstripes. I shrugged, acknowledging her discontent.
"Mary, lift up your skirt."
She looked shocked then she smiled, turned to face the bare female torso before her and did as I requested. She crouched to get hold of the lower hem and that pressed her face into Holly's tits. She lifted the skirt up over her stout legs, exposing her fine, dusky ass. She wore garters and a dainty pair of panties. I unbuckled my belt and dropped my slacks, stripped down my briefs, exposing my cock, hard as a stone.
I moved in behind Mary. She stood, stooped against Holly's bare and supported tits. Holly's eyes were open but she was bent back away from Mary's face against her tits. I squatted behind Mary, felt between her legs and found her damp enough to enter. I pulled her panties to the side and entered her. Her hips hitched up as I slid into her pussy. I was lucky to find the main thoroughfare of her body the first time. Deep into her, I slid till I was rooted in her murky, milky but chocolate depths.
"Oh god!" Mary grunted.
"Oh my god!" Holly exclaimed when she realized I was fucking the black woman.
Indeed I gripped Mary by the hips and pulled back and rammed once into her. Her head turned and she pressed against the huge tit. I bent over and kissed her, feeling Holly's tit against the top of my head and forehead.
When I pulled free, I don't think anyone was happy.
I recovered my trousers and put myself to rights. Mary remained leaning against Holly's bare torso until Holly herself pushed her upright.
"Licorice and hickory sticks I do love cock!" Mary whispered. She let her skirt drop and turned around. "Have you been inside her yet?"
I smiled my most unctuous smile. "We only just met."
Mary's eyes got really wide and white. "Oh my, Mr. Duncan you are something! I do hope you can make time to do me on a real bed sometime. This office lacks charm."
"You bring all the charm it needs, my graceful lady." I mumbled. She reached up, pulled my head down and gave me a huge wet kiss.
"I meant, Sonny, you must fuck me good sometime. With someone watching. Like this one, with the Olympic sized tits. Gracious, no wonder I'm nearly flat, she got there first and left none for the rest of us." Mary laughed lightly and opened the door. "Come along. We need to finish the papery work."
She disappeared.
Holly stood before me, tits bare, glittering with the chain and the collar. Her tits heaved as she straightened.
"Oh god, that feels, it feels odd!"
"I hope you like it. Come out when you are presentable, I mean when we won't be arrested."
"I am ready to rape you." Holly hissed. "How dare you do this to me. God, that woman, she was kissing my boobs and diddling me. I think I'd have let her eat me if she'd have insisted."
"She did insist but I saved you." For later, I finished to myself.
"Saved me!" Holly snorted. "Get out of here, let me get dressed."
I handed her the lead and left her and her incredible tits alone. I felt all strong and virtuous for not doing her right there. Alissa was waiting and she had a hold on me too.
Finished with the transaction, I waited for Holly. She arrived and despite the time she'd spent, she still looked put upon. A strand of her black hair sliced across her pale white face, marking it as the face of an unsatisfied, unsatiated and unnerved woman. When she arrived before me I put out my hand. She stared at me, uncomprehending.
"The lead. What is the point of a collar if he can't hold the lead." Mary explained helpfully.
Holly gave her the evil eye. She'd tucked the lead between her tits and down into her panties somehow. She had to draw it out between her tits, hesitating several times to unhitch it from between her legs. The black guy watched with shocked fascination until Holly finally got the loop at the end of the lead chain in hand and extended it to me. She pulled her coat about her tits and scowled.
I led her out into the night but not before plenty of people watched me walk with her in tow, a chain leading back into the fluff of her short winter coat.
We got to the car, I opened the door and she turned to me and grasped my head and pulled me down to kiss me. I turned my cheek to her.
"What the hell?" She said, irritated.
"Get in the car." I whispered. "I fear we're late." I handed her the lead.
"Late for what?"
"What comes next. Get in." I gestured and she harrumphed and got into the car.
The drive to Alissa's was treacherous and slick. The snow had returned on top of the ice and everyone crept along.
It was nearly ten when I got to Alissa's house.
I just parked on the street because the drive was glassy slick with ice. We walked across the crystalline snow towards the front door, crunching through the thin layer of ice that covered it. It was safer than the drive but colder. Holly lost a shoe and I had to fish it out and put it back on her foot while she balanced on one leg, a hand on my shoulder. She was shivering when we got to the door.
Alissa looked shocked when she saw Holly.
"Are you going to invite us in, or what?" I asked.
Alissa had been staring at Holly.
"Where did you pick her up?"
"She was on sale, I got her on trial. I thought I'd let her audit us, give you a little practice before we do it for real with Ahmay."
"Oh Sonny..." she began. I interrupted.
"Can we come in, its cold as a well digger's belt buckle out here."
Alissa stepped back and I stepped back to let Holly precede me. I shucked my coat and closed the door. Holly followed Alissa around the corner. She stopped and I ran into her, literally. I was going to take her coat but she stopped and I bumped into her. My eyes came up and I realized why she'd stopped.
"Uh oh." I whispered.
"Yeah. Isn't three a crowd?" Holly muttered.
"I think it's over two that's a crowd." We had a crowd even without Holly. Dannielle Bickerstaff sat at the table sipping a glass of wine. To her right, Ahmay Allan regarded me with a quizzical look that morphed quickly into intense curiosity. I fantasied that her eyes were undressing Holly. God but I wanted to help.
"Sonny, we thought we'd surprise you." Alissa said.
"I'm surprised." My cock stood up but without the snap and crackle I usually enjoyed. This would be round two. Or was it three? Fuck me. More pussy, a lot more than I'd bargained for. I decided to make the best of it. "Ahmay, turns out you aren't the only auditor tonight. Mrs. Romelingame is interested in watching too."
Ahmay's face swirled with both excitement and disappointment. Clearly she was not sure if having a second auditor would be better or worse for her. I could nearly see her arrive at the inevitable conclusion. She smiled.
"Welcome to our little orgy. I'm Ahmay Allan and I'm a virgin. Sonny has agreed to let me watch while he goes through my list."
"List?" Holly caught right on. "What list?"
"Of the things I want try. I want to have sex with a white woman, so Sonny arranged for Mrs. Honeywell here to have sex with Mrs. Bickerstaff, while I watch, so I won't be so clumsy. I need to see it once, for real, before I try it. Sonny had planned to do it this evening but we canceled so we could surprise him. Looks like everyone is a bit surprised. Wine?"
"Yes, please." Holly whispered.
I tugged at the collar of her coat and she let me take it off her shoulders, holding the lead to her own collar in one hand and switching it to the other as the coat came off.
"Oh my goodness." Ahmay said when the small woman's sizable chest came into clear view.
Alissa stared at the collar on the woman's neck, clearly thinking she knew what it implied but then becoming unsure despite that certainty.
I walked back to the entrance and hung up the coat in the closet where I'd stuffed mine. I needed a moment to collect myself. The theme for the day seemed to be one too many.
I arrived back at the table as Alissa poured more wine into two glasses.
Holly extended her lead to me. I waved it away. "I think you should hold onto that for the moment." I said. "Sit." She did.
"You have huge tits." Ahmay said.
Holly glanced at me and then smiled a tentative smile.
"Thank you, I think. You are a beautiful young woman."
"Oh, do you like girls?" Ahmay immediately asked.
Holly looked at me again. "I, I guess I don't know. I didn't used to think so but you might persuade me." She glanced at me. "You and this guy." She laughed. "That sounded wrong, he knows what I mean. If I was going to be persuaded, though, I'd let you do the persuading. My god, you're beautiful!"
Ahmay giggled. "Oh no, not tonight. I am just watching." She looked at me. "We were going to try to get you back to the bedroom and then bring out Dannielle but we decided that might not work too well. Alissa said a man doesn't like surprises he doesn't engineer himself. Tends to make hard things softer, which in this case is not easier."
"Why Alissa, are you suggesting I am controlling?"
She grinned at me. "Not even a little bit, Master."
Even Holly laughed though she sounded like a rock rattling in a tin bucket.
"I am supposed to ask you if you thought next week was a good time for Melissa to visit?" Alissa chimed in.
I rolled my eyes, then answered immediately. More pussy? I resolutely refused to refuse.
"Next week would be fine. Tell her I'll try to have things arranged. The weekend, so Thursday night, like last time?"
Holy shit! I thought to myself, I needed to get busy if that was going to work out. I almost asked Alissa if Sam was in town but realized that might be a poor choice of words. Man, I was up to my ass but not in alligators but pussy and they were all snappers though.
"She said unless you nixed it, she'd be here Saturday."
"Who's Melissa?" Holly asked.
"My sister." Alissa said.
"And I suppose Sonny has fucked her too?"
"Oh yes, of course he has."
"Together with you?"
Alissa looked startled and glanced at me. I held up my hands.
"She's figuring things out for herself." I said, to allay the suspicion that I was babbling like a brook.
"Not a big insight to presume that Sonny has fucked every woman he's met. Do you expect me to believe you're really a virgin?" Holly addressed the last to Ahmay. "Looking like that and a virgin is impossible to accept."
Ahmay held up her hand. "I swear I have never had a cock in my cunt. Never."
"Mouth, then?"
Ahmay shrugged. "However, it is my sincere intention to have Mr. Duncan have full sex with me. I just want to have some idea how to make it special. I have several things I am curious about and Sonny has agreed to make use of his considerable talents and resources to help me with this bucket list."
"You are too young to have a bucket list."
Ahmay smiled. "My bucket list is a list of things I want to do while I'm a virigin." She grinned. "I am in a bit of a rush to complete it as it is more like prerequisites to having sex. Not the usual list, either."
Dannielle had not spoken to this point. She wore an elegant outfit, a sheer gray blouse of brushed silk with an attached collar that wound around her neck, almost like a scarf or maybe a bulky ascot. The buttons were loose below it, if there were any, exposing her cleavage. The skirt matched the blouse and her legs glistened with the sheer hose.
I noticed her legs and made a mental note to tell her pantyhose was a poor choice, but then it was winter.
"Wine, Sonny?" Alissa asked.
Before I could answer, my phone rang. I glanced at it and saw it was sister Flame.
"Excuse me ladies. I need to use the WC. I'll be back and yes, a bit of wine would be nice." I sauntered down the hall into the bathroom and answered the nagging phone.
"Georgia, hello."
"Sonny, are you coming home tonight?"
It was late. "I don't know, maybe. Maybe not."
"Charm is leaving Monday morning. Can you take her to the airport?"
"Is that why you were calling?" That seemed weird and unlikely.
Georgia did not answer immediately and I knew she had something in mind. She did not address it straight on. It must be really uncomfortable.
"Mrs. Spilletti moved out." She said. "So Mom's room is vacant."
"Okay. Does that mean Tawny is coming home?"
"Oh, I don't know."
Not Tawny then, so something else. "Out with it, sister of mine. I have pussy awaiting my attention."
I heard her hiss. Her next words made that response make more sense.
"Sonny, listen, I was wondering, do you think you could arrange for your friends to come over tomorrow and, uh, have me. All at once, I mean. We, we were talking and Charm thought it would be interesting to, you know, see me with five guys like that. And I, well, I'd..." She fizzled out.
"You find it incredibly exciting to have her watch while we fuck you silly?"
"Yes." Her voice was so small I swore she'd shrank. No so.
"Whose idea was this? Yours or hers?"
Georgia laughed then. "Neither. Dalia suggested it. She's already seen you have sex with me so its not like that is an issue any longer and yes, Sonny, she and I had sex quite often back when she was still around. We thought it was you watching us, lurking at the door. Charm told me it wasn't."
"I think that must have been mom. She could describe the scene with you two pretty accurately. Shit, she even told me she joined you. I think that was wishful thinking, though."
"God, that makes more sense now."
"What does?"
"Why you never tried to join in. Or never made another pass at me or anything after Charm left town. I thought you believed I was a complete lesbo. I thought you were respecting my new boundaries."
I understood. That was when Georgia quit teasing me and being so mean all the time. We started to get along after Charm left. She was right, things did start to make more sense. Wow.
"So? Sonny? What about it? You and I, we haven't really had much of a chance but god, it really would be something if your friends fucked me while Charm watched. Would they leave her alone?"
I considered that, dodged the question for the moment.
"There'd be six of us, though. I might have another watcher."
"That's okay. The more the merrier."
God, she sounded really happy.
"I, I'll have to see. I need to make some calls."
"So. Surprise us. Whatever dick you can rustle up even if you attended to me yourself but on a bed this time. I think it would be really erotic to have sex for real while Charm watches me. Dalia's right about that."
Dalia. There was her invisible hand working in the free market of pussy. She wanted to audit an orgy. Too bad I wasn't further along with Ahmay...not yet, I didn't think. She wasn't ready and besides, with Dalia and Charm watching, if I included Holly, that'd be three observers. Shit, I needed another participant.
"Listen, let me work on that." We hung up and I sauntered back out to the kitchen. Alissa had started without me.
Dannielle's blouse was unbuttoned and her breasts were peeking out from under her flimsy bra. Alissa was kissing her. They stood apart from the table, Dannielle was backed up against a counter. While I watched, Alissa bent down and kissed Dannielle's breast. The white woman flinched and groaned from behind her fabulous tits.
Holly noticed me lurking in the shadow by the end of the couch.
"Sonny, are you really going to make me watch this?"
"Yes." Ahmay and I both spoke together. Ahmay giggled nervously.
"I want to see two women together and, well, then Sonny can have them."
Alissa heard us and straightened up.
"Why don't you fuck her, Sonny." She said softly.
I about objected to her directing me but then noticed the look in Dannielle's eyes. She looked panicked. Despite her various exploits with the cock in front of people, she still was a shy woman and a total stranger was in the room. She needed a little lubrication and I didn't think the bourbon they were drinking was enough by itself.
Dannielle watched me approach like I was bringing bad news. Her face flinched from one emotion to the next, showing the roiling feelings flooding through her body. Lust, then anxiety, fear, then embarrassment, and back to lust. She was shaking like a leaf when I arrived before her.
I decided not to put her at ease. I stepped back. I unbuckled my slacks and pushed them down onto my thighs. My hard cock appeared.



"Jesus, you'll be plenty." Holly muttered.
I felt gratified by her comments, as any man would. Dannielle stared at my cock. She started to get to her knees but I signaled for her to remain as she was.
"Alissa, show Ahmay how to suck a cock."
Alissa hissed, came around Dannielle and stared down at my cook. She looked at me and when I made no other sound, she got carefully to her knees, grasped my cock and licked the dew off the end. She oh'ed her lips and kissed the end of it, sucking at it when she did.
She looked up at me. "Goodness, Sonny, what have you been up to?"
"Who has he been in, you mean?" Holly muttered.
Alissa got up, got a damp wash cloth and cleaned my cock and balls.
Yeah, I should have showered but I forgot. Sue me.
When she was satisfied, Alissa fit her lips around the end of my cock and pressed it into her mouth, over the broad smoldering pad of her tongue and thence into the tight confines of her throat. She blew through her nose and sucked hard on my cock. The sensation flashed through me but I was watching Dannielle. Her eyes were tight and focused but she kept licking her lips. She panted and one hand moved up to the bare underside of one breast and cupped it. The skirt was the gray silk that did not wrinkle at all but looked like a sheet of metal around her thighs.
Alissa pulled off my cock. I stepped away, offered her a hand and helped her back to her feet. She wore a tight green sweater that hugged her profile and a pair of stretch pants that hugged the rest of her, ass and legs. She looked naked but painted. I could see everything but the crinkle of her aureoles. Her breasts waved inside the tight, thin sweater, clearly unencumbered by an bra.
I moved past her. She stepped to the other side of Dannielle, bent and kissed Dannielle's unattended breast. Dannielle lay a hand on her, not holding her but letting her hand lay lightly on her shoulder.
I moved behind Dannielle. Her head turned to look at me. I lifted up the stiff material of her skirt. She sucked air past her teeth. I grasped one elbow and then stroked her between the thighs. She was dripping. Her breathing rasped as my finger contacted her pussy. She grunted when I put the tip of one finger inside of her. I held her by the elbow, keeping her back to me. I bent my knees and bent my cock between her legs with my free hand. Her free right hand reached around and she took hold of me by the waist and pulled me towards her exposed lower body. Her pussy kissed my cock and then parted around it. I slid into her.
She bent forward and sat back onto my cock, bending her knees to engulf me. Half way into her body, she clinched down on me. I released my cock with my right hand, found her second elbow and bent her forward using only her upper arms. She groaned as I pushed her torso forward. The motion pressed her onto my cock. When she was positioned, I pulled on her arms, ramming her onto my hard cock. She moaned as I penetrated deep into her clutching cunt.
"Oh god." Holly muttered. "He's actually fucking her."
"Yeah. Look at that. Oh my, isn't it beautiful?" Ahmay's voice warbled with admiration.
I pulled on Dannielle's arms and then wrenched her forward, gaining some withdrawal from her gushing pussy. Her legs were bent but her weight tipped her back onto my cock. I pulled at her arms, her hands extended past my body as I pulled her backwards onto my cock. She grunted. Her head dropped down and then she jerked it back up as her ass settled against me, my cock rooted far into her pussy. I pulled hard on her arms. Her torso tipped back against me. I bent to kiss her neck but her head turned at that moment and her lips found mine. This woman was gumby limber. I was kissing her when she suddenly jerked and shook. Inside, her body clamped down on me, squeezing and rippling with incredible expressiveness.
She was expressing her approval of Alissa's mouth on her breast. Alissa pushed the bra completely off Dannielle's breasts. The bra was one of those flimsy things with no wire and lots of lace. It had decorated Dannielle's breasts but now it rolled into a tight wad above them. While I held the woman's arms, Alissa sucked first one tit and then the other, kissing and licking both. Danielle keened, mounted on my cock, with the black woman's mouth nuzzled her tits.
"Mark her." I whispered. "Both tits. Leave marks. I want her to look fucked next time anyone sees her tits!" Dannielle quivered at my words. Her pussy however, tightened, rippling again around my cock and massaging it with her fine inner muscles. Her anticipation gripped me. She panted, her breasts waving before her while I fucked her and Alissa surveyed them looking for the proper place to leave her mark.
Alissa did as instructed. She fastened her lips to the side of Dannielle's left beast and sucked on it. Dannielle shrieked. She turned her head, her mouth sought mine. I pushed her forward, against Alissa and then yanked her hard back onto my cock. She squealed then. I found her lips and her kiss tore at me. She was in the throes of her passion, shaking and twitching as her body crescendoed towards orgasm. I felt it approaching her, rising up in her with tremulous certainty.
Her lips pulled at me then they released and she panted, gasping and then a new wave of sensation rose in her. Her hips sat back against me, planting her body flush onto my cock. The pleasure of being inside her body consumed me. I pulled harder on her upper arms. She was utterly helpless. The harder I pulled the more her back bent, projecting her tits forward as her head tilted back and her weight settled onto my cock. She turned her head and I kissed her again.
I banged against her body and found her weight resisting me. She had no balance, depending utterly on my hold on her arms. I used them to move her forwards and back. Alissa adjusted as I moved the woman. Suddenly, Dannielle stiffened. I felt her body try to resist the motion but she was bent and held in such a way all she could do was tighten her many muscles. She steeled her body. She gasped, she sucked air and then she screamed, loudly and long as the climax consumed her awareness.
Her body bucked. She collapsed and that rammed her ass back at me, down onto my cock. I used her arms to piston her onto my cock over and over. The writhing pleasure of her pussy seized onto my cock and I released her arms. She fell forward. I put an arm around her middle and pulled her hard onto my cock. She screamed again, a new timbre, more guttural and base. Her body shook and bucked, her pussy clinched down on me. I bent her back and pulled at her middle sealing us together. Her hands reached all the way back to grip my hips and pulled me against her ass.
I roared I was coming and erupted. Cum flowed into her pussy. She jerked, twitching and then her whole body clinched, bucking a half dozen times as her own climax incinerated her senses and left us staggering. I opened my eyes and saw Alissa standing before us, fully dressed her hands clutching Dannielle's incredible tits.
I saw it in Alissa's eyes. I tightened my hold on Dannielle's middle. She screamed. It was high pitched and she tried to squirm. I held her tight against my hips. She turned her torso. I released her middle, found both upper arms and twisted her back to the face the black woman. Dannielle screamed again, all semblance of reluctance and self-control was gone, she was volcano shy. She bucked against me.
Alissa was pinching her nipples.
Dannielle's head dropped forwards and she tried to wrench her arms free. I held her. She bent her torso forward, letting me hold her arms. Her mouth sought Alissa's. I glanced at Holly and Ahmay to see them watch while the two women kissed. Alissa held Dannielle's face as they kissed. The sound of their embrace whittled at my consciousness. Dannielle's body twitched again and then she broke free of Alissa's mouth and arched her back at me and screamed again, thrashing, fighting the hold on her arms.
By this time my cock had softened. Her thrashing dislodged me and we lost our center of gravity. It caterwauled away and we teetered. Alissa felt it and put her hands onto Dannielle's shoulders. When I relaxed my hold on her arms, the white woman began to crumple, groaning with satisfaction, unable or unwilling to remain standing. I turned her and lifted her up in my arms, an arm under her knees and one around her shoulders. She went limp.
That, however, was a bit of a tactical error since my slacks were around my knees. I could hardly walk. Alissa noticed and came around behind me and pulled my pants up and buttoned them around my middle. She laughed in my ear.
"You didn't plan that very well."
I was panting both from Dannielle's now lank weight in my arms and the recent orgasm that had turned my bones to putty.
"Not my idea. Yours." I managed.
Alissa nipped at my neck.
"Take her back to my room so I can give her a good licking. Ahmay needs to see what one woman can do to another."
I did as she suggested. I heard the other three women talking but could not decipher their words.
Dannielle was a mess. Her pussy bubbled with cum. Her skirt was back in place but I felt liquid running out of her onto my middle. She was panting and gasping and snorting. I lay her on the bed. I turned to find the other three women were right behind me.
Alissa came up and put her arms around me. She kissed me. She tasted of bourbon and arousal.
"Sonny, I am going to clean her up and I suggest you take a nice shower. Clearly, this is not your first dose of pussy. Who?"
I shook my head. "You wouldn't believe me if I told you. Hell, I barely believe it."
"Where did you find Holly."
I chortled.
"Hell, you wouldn't believe that either."
"Please tell me you didn't just pick her up at a bar or the gas station or something?"
"No, I am in the process of trading for her. If she like what she sees, maybe I'll fuck her."
"Maybe hell!" Holly snorted beside us. "I never seen nothing like that ever and I want to see it again."
"You will." I promised, meaning it. "Oh shit!" I muttered. "I need to make a call."
I released Alissa. When I left the bedroom, Ahmay and Holly had found seat on straight backed chairs on opposite sides of the bed. Alissa was undressing Dannielle who acted completely drunk, cum drunk one might suppose.
I went out into the living room and sat on the couch. Suddenly, I was exhausted. I had to decide who to call to manage the triple penetration of my eldest sister.
I called Landon. He did not answer. I called Sammy. He did not answer. I called Brent. He did not answer. I called Sean and he answered. I decided he was the wrong guy to manage this and just asked if he would be free around noon tomorrow. He said he was and I told him I or one of the guys would tell him where to be tomorrow at noon.
"What's happening?" He asked.
"Its time you got to join in making a woman airtight." I responded.
"Oh holy shit, really? Who?"
"My sister. One you haven't met." I rang off before he stopped hyperventilating. I realized that for Sean, this could well be a real highlight. The rest of us were becoming somewhat old hands at triple penetration. The thrill was becoming satisfying their thrill, giving them a real fantasy they would remember the rest of their lives.
I called Chris. He answered.
"What's up, Sonny." He was panting. "I am fucking your sister and my mom, together!"
I'd called him last because I figured he had play practice but apparently it was over. "Sorry to interrupt. Hey, I need a favor."
"I said I was fucking your sister and mom, together. Did you get that?"
"Yes, having fun?"
"Yes, till my fucking phone rang and I found it was you. What the fuck do you want. Your sister is getting cold."
"I want you to arrange for the guys to meet at my house tomorrow at noon. We are going to do Georgia."
He choked, gasped, said, not to me, "I'll be right back." A moment later I heard a door close and his voice returned, even and calm. "Sonny, say that again."
"Tomorrow I want to make Georgia airtight. Can you make it or do you have practice."
"I'll make it. Goddamn right I'll make it! Georgia, really?"
"Can you call the other guys?"
"Sure. Noon, at your house? Really? Don't you want to do it here or something?"
I heard the thought click into place.
"Wait a minute, what am I supposed to do with Tawny? What do I tell her?"
"If it was me, Chris, I'd tie her to the rail with Annie and leave them. You have vibrators or rather Laura does, right. Hook them up and leave them for the afternoon. See if you can puddle them."
His laugh was harsh and brittle. "Goddamn you think of everything."
"I know. And Chris, please, can you bring Laura. There'll be six of us and I think it might work out to have two sets of holes. Know what I mean?"
"God, Mom and Georgia? How will that work?"
"I don't know. That's why they play the game." I grinned to myself.
"Shit Sonny, we thought you were kidding about your sisters."
"I was. But my sisters weren't. Ever notice how daughters and mother sometimes clash? Well, my sisters figured out Mom had done airtight and they haven't left me alone, demanding equal treatment."
Chris grunted. "We'll give them the treatment."
I almost addressed the audience but left it alone. It might add a little spice for them to realize I had three rubberneckers to watch us. No sense in tipping them off. Sean had sounded nervous enough as it was.
"You sure Laura will be available?" I asked.
Jesus, I thought of Jeb Wills and his agenda. I had no idea how this fit in and honestly, since double teaming his mistress, I hadn't given either of them any thought at all. That just seems ungrateful and nearly rude and unacceptable. I had to reconsider what that all meant.
"She's available. I'll tease her tonight and not tell her why. I'll make her jealous as hell by focusing on Tawny." He chuckled.
"Didn't have any trouble introducing them to each other?" I asked.
"Trouble. Hell, I damn near needed a crowbar the other night. After you left, Mom got Tawny over onto the futon and mom ate her for an hour. I fucked them both in bed after Norma left. You might need to do something about Annie, I nearly had to push her out the back door. She wanted more of Tawny."
"Did Tawny go down on your Mom?"
Chris laughed. "I don't think she had the chance if she had the inclination. Mom seems in love with her pussy and she really loves cleaning cum out of her. Tawny isn't complaining but she seems, I don't know, distracted or something."
"Have you done her ass?"
"Ass?"
Jesus shits song books! "You haven't done my sister's ass?"
"Jeeze, Sonny when you put it like that you make me sound like a putz."
"Forget it, we'll line her up soon enough. That might be what she's expecting but don't worry. Time enough for that later. Tomorrow its Georgia. Noon. You make sure everyone else is there."
"Georgia? Shit they'll be at your door at dawn and we'll have to thaw them out. I'll be somewhat more restrained."
I hung up. Did I believe him? No idea.
I showered, taking a little time. When I walked back into the bedroom, Alissa was laying on her back beside Dannielle who was stark naked. Dannielle's arms were thrown over her head and her face was pressed against one. Her tits were tall and proud, the one I could see sported a skid mark. The bruise showed clearly on the side of it.
Holly looked at me as I came up behind her, wrapped in a towel, all fresh and clean, ready to get dirty again.
"Sonny, I don't eat pussy but goddamn if I'm not ready to let that woman have a shot at me. The other one, the white woman, I think she lost her fucking mind. I bet she came a dozen times and I bet there aren't a dozen sperm left inside her. Your dusky friend has an incredibly talented tongue."
"The rest of her is pretty talented too." I muttered. "And her name is Alissa. The white woman is Dannielle."
"Oh, okay." Holly sounded like she thought I was complaining about the food on an airplane that was about the crash.
I stared at the two women on the bed, one dressed, the other nude. I looked past them, at Ahmay. "This is your party, Ahmay, anything you want to see before I get started. I am going to fuck them both."
"Eat her. Mrs. Honeywell, like you did Portia."
Alissa's eyes opened. She licked her lips.
"Yes, eat Alissa." She said softly. She struggled to her elbows and sat up on the end of the bed.
I came around to the end of the bed, dropping my towel as I did.
She looked up at me, pointedly ignoring my cock that was pointing almost directly at her mouth.
"You have too many clothes on."
"It's winter, what do you expect."
"I want to fuck you both." I said, "That's what I expect."
Alissa glanced at Holly. "You have her in a collar. I better get mine."
"No one here you need to say no to." I responded but let her stand. She went into the living room and returned with the silver collar in her hands. She walked over to me and extended it to me. After I took it out of her hand, she turned her back to me and swiped her luxurious black hair out of the way, exposing her ebony neck.
"Jesus, that's sexy. Can I?" Holly asked from her chair.
"Can you what?" I asked.
"Put it on her."
On the bed Dannielle rolled onto her back and lifted her lank torso and heavy tits up to look at us. I felt a shiver go through Alissa. I took that as her vote.
"Okay, sure. Unless Ahmay wants to?" I held it out to Ahmay. "Do you want to collar her before I have a little box lunch?"
Ahmay smiled and stood up. "She asked first."
"It's your party, May." I said softly. "If you want me to fuck you, these others can watch." I meant that too but I knew I was mercilessly teasing her.
Her face was so comical I laughed. The look of consternation faded and she smiled. She walked over to me, took the collar and fiddled with it, figuring out its mechanism.
"That's dirty pool."
"Maybe, but I didn't shit in it."
Holly did not respond. She was watching with fevered eyes as one black woman snapped a silver collar on the other black woman.
"My god, who would think that could be that sexy?" She whispered.
I did. Often.
Ahmay returned to her seat. Alissa released her hair and started to turn but I put a hand on her broad hip and held her in place. After the lankness of Dannielle, feeling her substance and the curves of her body thrilled me. I moved in behind her, a naked white man hugging a clothed black woman close. She sighed as my arms enveloped her. I clutched both breasts. I nuzzled at her neck through the dark fall of her kinky hair. The straightening discipline in it was releasing. I found her neck and kissed the rich smoothness.
Alissa hissed through her teeth. I kissed higher up the arch of her neck. I found her ear. She squirmed when I touched it with my tongue.
"I know about you, Mrs. Honeywell, you care if they know it too?"
I felt the thought turn real in her body. Her hips pressed back at me, scraping my cock with the stretch material. She pressed us together.
"That's not an answer. If you don't care what they know, if you want them to see you at your erotic heights, you must announce it, beg and plead for it and I will give you what you ask for."
"Eat me first." She whispered. "Then, then I'll know." Her body shook like she was fevered or consumed by cold. "Can I decide then?" She asked aloud.
"If you like." I looked at the other women. They were puzzled by the little of our conversation they heard.
I released Alissa's breasts, smoothed both hands down the the hem of her sweater, gripped it and peeled upwards. Her hands raised, releasing herself to be stripped. The sweater caught on her bare tits. I shook them loose and she groaned. Up off her arms, it went.



"Keep your arms up." I whispered. I cupped both breasts, massaging and squeezing them. Alissa groaned. I felt rather than heard Holly move around in front of us, studying my white hands stark against Alissa's mocha skin. Ahmay joined her and they stood there together watching my hands on Alissa's breasts.
The two women looked at each other and then Ahmay, bless her heart, took Holly's hand and held it. Holly looked like a bride's maid being fondled during a wedding.
At first Alissa merely stood there, her arms straight up beside her head. Then she turned her head to the right and pressed her face against her arm. I could not see her face. I continued to maul her tits, mashing them together and massaging them individually. Her back arched, pressing her ass against me, seeking pressure and pleasure.
"Oh my god." She whispered. "I can feel their eyes on me." She turned to the left, bending her arm around her head. She looked for me. I moved against her bare back and kissed the corner of her mouth. "It's not like at the office. This, my god, this is more sensual, more erotic."
I chuckled. "That was just business." I muttered.
"Yes." But that wasn't Alissa's voice. I was kissing her. "That was business. This, my god, this is so sensual and, and, yes, erotic." Dannielle spoke from behind me. She got off the bed and her bare body melded against mine. "Eat her. Strip her. Fuck us both. I want you to fuck me again. My god, I want to kiss her when you enter her the first time. I want to taste her when she us full of your cum. I want to suck her nipples while you eat her!" Dannielle had dismissed her shyness.
I thought Alissa was going to crumple. Her body swayed and her legs seemed to weaken to the point it seemed like I was holding her up by the tits. I turned her and she flopped over onto her hands on the bed, her body swaying, her great tits dangled below her torso. I pulled the stretch pants down off her hips. They rolled up against my caution and I had to untangle her panties from them to get them further down her strong thighs. I was going to put my head into that vice in a minute. I wasn't scared.
I pulled off her sneakers and socks, stripped off the tights and tossed them aside. She was a bridge from me to the bed. I smoothed my hands up her legs. Her skin was silky soft, at least till I got to the upper thighs. Her inner thighs were slick and a bit sticky. She wasn't unaffected by Dannielle's orgasms.
"On the bed." I whispered.
She crumpled then, going to her knees then rolling on to her back. Dannielle stood beside me looking down on her.
"She's so beautiful." Dannielle said.
I turned to Dannielle, took her naked body in my arms and kissed her. She enveloped me. Her breasts cuddled against me. Her hips ground her pussy onto my thigh. Her hands clutched at my back and shoulders while her lips and tongue kissed me. I was hard, pinched between us. I pulled back. Her hand immediately found my cock, bent it down and fit it once more into her body. She mounted me, standing on one leg while she wiggled her ass and shoved herself onto my cock.
"Greedy," I growled when I pulled out of her. She stood alone, swaying. She sat on the bed and then lay back. I realized I had never eaten one woman while I fucked another. It was high time. I regarded the two naked women, considering how to manage this thought.
"What the hell are you waiting for, eat her." Holly muttered behind me. She went over and regained her chair, hugging her tits. I moved to her. She watched my hard cock bobbing before her. I picked up the lead dangling over the berm of her tits.
"If you ever want any of this for yourself, no orgasms. You cannot come unless and until I am inside you."
She glared up at me. I was not touching her. The lead swung between us. Finally she nodded. "I get it. Okay. Okay. No orgasms for Holly, like that is a huge change."
"It will be." I said softly and turned back to the bed. I went to Dannielle and picked her up by the knees and spun her around. Alissa watched. I got on the bed between Dannielle's legs. With her compliant help, I entered her, then twisted between her legs and kissed at Alissa's abdomen. She figured it out immediately and scooted under my lips till I could reach her pussy.
Dannielle's face was right next to us as I began to lick Alissa's pussy. Dannielle's hands moved slowly from her side up to clasp my ass, a cheek cupped in each hand. She pulled me down between her legs. Her body swelled around me, like a symphony of pleasure charging for the home chord.
"Uh, oh god," her voice grunted close by.
I twisted more, pulling myself more onto Alissa's body, her legs beside Dannielle's head and her head next to where I was rooted in the white women.. I felt Alissa's breast bobbing against my side. Her legs opened then flexed wider. I moved my head down into the valley between her legs. I blew on her pussy. She moaned from below. One kneed rose up and the fell over, like it lost all life. I fastened my mouth onto her pussy, shoving my tongue deep into her African body. I touched the well of passion in her. Her hips surged under me. Her legs closed and she moaned. I looped an arm around her waist, holding her black body while I licked and kissed her pussy.
I twisted my torso but kept my hips squared between Dannielle's legs. I rosed and dropped into her. Dannielle moved with me, keeping her body firmly pinned by my cock. Her legs looped over the back of my knees and she jerked once, crying out as she came.
"Coming." She cried, amazement in her voice.
I returned my attention to Alissa's pussy. She moaned under me. I could feel the tremors in her body, little quakes of passion rattling along her bones from god knows where to god knows where. The jungle drums of her ardor throbbed about me. I ate her, licking and kissing through the folds of her pussy, sucking on the lips that kissed me back. When I moved down to seek her clit, I found it and she bucked into a quick, violent orgasm. Her hands clutched at the back of my head.
I pointed my tongue and entered her again, searching deep into her for the pools of pleasure that I could release so it would flow out of her. I raised my ass against Dannielle's hold and slammed down between her parted legs. I devised a complicated rhythm coordinated between my mouth and my hips so I was thrusting into Alissa and then thrusting down into Dannielle, tongue and cock.
Dannielle came again, writhing around me, her hands fluttering around me, uncertain what she could grasp in her passion and not interfere with Alissa's approach to ecstasy. I moved the hand from around Alissa's waist to grasp her breast. I found the nipple and as I thrust my tongue into her again, I pinched her nipple. She lurched under me. I could feel her passion surging, sensed her panting pursuit of ecstasy with my hand on her breast. Her legs rose up and she planted her feet on the bed and tilted her body up to receive my tongue. Her velvet chalice was filling with liquid. It splashed onto her thighs and doused my face. Still I ate her.
Her body stubbornly refused to seize the day and let her come. I tried everything, till I realized I was upside down and her g-spot resided down rather than up. I probed towards it consciously wanting to feel her come on my tongue while I felt Dannielle coming on my cock. Dannielle seemed to be in the slipstream of sex, flowing along from one gentle orgasm to the next. I could hear her breath catching an then stopping while she grunted around the blossoming pleasure swelling behind her tits. Her head came up and she latched onto my shoulder and marked me while the climax raged in her.
Alissa's hips were bounding up and down on the bed. Her thighs flexing as she fucked my face. Finally I heard it.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me. Please, please fuck me."
Her voice stilled me. Dannielle sensed it. She released my neck and lay back, content to feel my cock lodged inside her.
I lifted off of Dannielle. Alissa lay inverted beside her, panting and writhing, agonized by her unrealized lust. I helped her turn around, she seemed unable to manage the maneuver without lots of direction. I got her turned so she was beside Dannielle, head and head, ass and ass. They looked at each other.
I crawled to the other side of Alissa, showing my glistening cock to Ahmay. I caught her eye and she smiled at me, a wan, weak smile. I hesitated, staring at her. She nodded at me.
"Yes, Sonny, I want you to fuck me. Sometime. God, please just fuck her. I want to see your white body between her black legs. I want her to howl with it."
"She'll howl, all right." I muttered, turning my attention back to Alissa. She lay with her legs up and her arms flung over her head. One foot was planted between Dannielle's ivory knees. Alissa's eyes opened as I approached, crawling over her body. I wanted to stop at her tits but didn't, moving further up to place a knee on either side of her head. I bent over her. She did not move. My cock scraped over her forehead, poking her and dripping Dannielle's fluid all over face. I balanced on one hand and bent my cock down till I felt her lips sucking at it. I fucked her face.
In a moment I felt her teeth and then they were gone. I felt her head cock back and I pressed my cock into her mouth, spreading Dannielle's honey everywhere, foaming around Alissa's lips. She moaned as I sank into her open mouth, descending all the way into her tight throat. She groaned around the cock in her mouth. I rose up. She released me.
"Say it, Mrs. Honeywell." I growled. "Tell them what you want."
She hesitated. I pressed my cock against her lips and past them, plugging her airway a moment later and laying my weight on her face. She held me then fought against the weight, jerking and hitching her body till I relented and let her breathe. She did not resort to teeth, for which I was thankful.
"Say it, Mrs. Honeywell. Tell us what you want, Alissa. Say it out loud so we can all hear it!"
I felt that shudder again, a tremor that ran through her like a convulsion. I felt her head lift and she kissed the end of my cock.
"I want you to beat my ass before you fuck me. I'll, I'll come so hard if you spank me, heat up my butt and then roll me onto my back and fuck me." Her words were slow and clear. I got off of her.
"Holy mother of fuck me twice!" Holly muttered. "Is she fucking serious?"
I went to Alissa's dresser and found the cuffs she kept there and with them, was a nice well curved wooden paddle.
"Oh my god, I think he is, if she isn't." Ahmay said, her voice taut as a guy wire. "Not on my bucket list before but now, now it is." She snorted a confused laugh. "My goodness, something Rodney hasn't done."
"Whose Rodney?" Holly asked immediately.
"Shut up." I told her. I went to the bed. Dannielle had rolled onto her elbows and at my approach, she got off the bed and wobbled away to watch. Her eyes were wide and glowing.
Alissa was dead weight. I moved her around with simple strength, dragging her up the bed so I could hook her up. I pulled her arms wide and cuffed her, face down. She got to her knees rather than hanging by her wrists from the headboard. She assumed the position.
"Ask." I whispered, kissing along her black, bare back.
"Beat me, Sonny. Make me come hard. I want the sting of it, the heat of it so when you enter me...oh god, please. Now."
I struck her and her voice warbled into a grunting scream. Six or seven sound smacks on her ass and she was keening. Back and forth from one cheek to the other, I slapped her with the paddle. Over and over again I struck her till her voice broke around one word.
"Harder." She moaned.
I hit her harder.
"Harder." She said, her voice almost even.
I struck her harder.
"Harder!" She screamed.
When I hit her with nearly all my remaining might, which wasn't that much, she bucked, shaking the headboard and making the whole bed shiver with her. Her body was shaking.
I beat her till she dropped. She hung from the cuffs, panting and hissing as I slapped her ass. Finally she stretched out, laying as flat as she could, her arms stretched out above her. She lay, completely stressed while I struck her ass over and over again. Finally her hips began to rise and fall, rising to meet me and then ramming down and squirming on the bed. I stopped and she kept humping the bed.
"God, fuck her for godsake." Holly muttered.
"Yes, please Master, please fuck me!" Alissa's voice called out, ragged and strained by her position and her need.
I got onto the bed, my cock was dynamite hard. I moved her legs open, bent between them and thrust hard at her pussy. My cock slid up the crevice of her ass. Wonderful but not wonderful enough. I moved down, felt between her legs and found her pussy. She gushed with I touched her pussy and cried out when I shoved a finger into her. I fucked her with a finger and she chanted, "cock" each time I pushed my finger into her. Her hips continued to rise and fall, fucking the bed as I fingered her. She ran with arousal. I lay a hand on the mound of her ass and found it hot. I teased her with my finger.
I finally relented. She was panting, her voice rough as she tried to talk around the strain in her chest. I positioned my cock and pushed into her heaving body. Her hips rose up to meet me and I dropped onto them. In that moment, I felt the fire in her skin, the coiled arousal in her body and the shivering thrill that she could not muzzle any longer. She shrieked as I settled my body onto her fiery ass. Her hips bucked under me. My cock was dislodged. I'd done what I wanted, pressing my flesh against her burning butt.
I got to my knees, lifting her hips as I did so. Her knees scrabbled beneath her till she gained balance. I dropped her on her knees, shoved my cock deep into her and ground us together. Her hands gripped the head board, spread wide beyond her head. Her body arched from her knees to the two points on the headboard. Her head bowed between her dark elbows. I thrust her at her ass, crunching the brittle heat in her skin to my body. She bucked. She shook. She cried out, lifting her head then shaking it.
Alissa exploded. First her breathing stopped. Her hips shimmied, a motion that gradually spread throughout her body till she was grunting and jerking without coordination. I took hold of her hips and began to slap us together.
The crack of my body against her plush but fiery ass was the only sound. Alissa mewled and then started breathing again. The harder I fucked her, the greater her panting and gasping dominated her body. Finally, I was ramming my cock into her as hard as I could. She rocked on her knees, doing her best to slam her ass back to meet me. She grunted as I fucked her. Then she began to babble and then she screamed. She went still, arching her back, pressing her burning ass against me. My hands on her hips were claws, pulling her hard against me.
She jerked, she twitched, she gasped and finally dropped her head, sucking air hard and loudly.
"Back." Alissa panted. "Back."
I released her hands. She flopped onto the bed, head down. I grasped her by the waist and twisted, turning her quickly onto her back. Her legs parted but then the fire in her ass raged into her brain. She tried to scream.
I moved between her legs and while she was fighting for breath to scream, I positioned my cock at her pussy and thrust into her. She groaned. She gasped, she bucked immediately into a thrashing orgasm. I felt the tension ball up and release, ball up and release, over and over again. Time after time, the ecstasy wracked her. Her body thrashed, and jerked and she howled indeed. Her voice warbled and cut off while she gasped for more air. I lay down on her and her body just quivered under me. I kissed her but she jerked her mouth away from mine, still chasing air. I finally bowed over her shoulder, balanced between her legs and moved my hands down to her ass.
When I clutched her hot ass, she climaxed again. Her ass boiled, a cauldron of passion. I pumped into her molten pussy, hammering down into her while she struggled to respond to the many sensations lashing her. I clutched at her ass, pulling at her hot buttocks while I penetrated deep into her dark, fluid body. Again she came. She was crying out now, thrashing, her hands clutching at my shoulders while I continued to grind my cock into her body. Her knees rose and clasped me between them.
I felt my own orgasm approaching so I stopped. I lay on Alissa panting. She realized this phase of her fucking was done. She turned her head and kissed my cheek. I twisted to meet her lips. She mumbled something.
"What?" I said.
"Heavy." She grunted.
"Oh, right." I struggled to my knees. My cock popped free of her body, it slurped wetly as I left her. I pointed at Dannielle. "I want you both, together now." I managed to rasp.
Dannielle crawled onto the bed. We both managed to move Alissa to one side. She lay down, her hips next to Alissa's. White and black, side by side, I gazed at the contrast for a moment. I wished for a third woman to suck my cock at this moment but having none and unable to do it myself, I moved between Dannielle's lean legs. Her hand found my cock. She was breathing in little short grunts, not panting exactly just breathing fast and shallowly.
That ended as I sank into her body. She lifted her ass and in a moment I was rooted firmly inside of her. I struggled to my elbows, twisted around to the left and found Alissa's breast. I nipped at it, sucking hard at the upper slope, leaving a clear mark on her skin. I moved from there to her mouth and kissed her. She kissed me back, mouth open, tongue alive with sensual desire. Kissing her, I pulled up and out of Dannielle, moved between Alissa's legs.
Dannielle's hand found my dripping cock and with her other hand, found Alissa's entrance and connected us. I shoved deep into Alissa. She groaned and her hips bucked up. Lifting me like an ocean swell moves a floating dock. That sensation coupled with being inside her pussy, assaulted me. I left her and mounted Dannielle again.
Dannielle wrapped around me and I kissed her. Her mouth was filled with expressive desire. Her body writhed under me, her hands stroked and caressed in every direction. I began to thrust hard into her, slamming her down onto the bed. In moments she orgasmed, her legs seized me, wrapping around me while she came. I thought I'd come right then but it eluded me.
"Come, come in her. I want to taste you in her." Dannielle panted.
"Holy shit sandwiches!" Holly muttered, the first sound from beyond the bed I had registered.
I rose up, feeling the day's exertions finally catching up with me. I moved heavily between Alissa's legs. She smiled tiredly up at me. Her hands were over her head. I directed my cock into her again. I felt her body accepting me and then seizing me, swelling around me, clinching down on me. I grunted as she bucked under me. I tucked my hands under her upper arms and then grasped each wrist. Balanced on her pubic bone and holding her arms, she was helpless to refuse me what she wanted so badly. The mere introduction of my cock back into her body set off another series of tremors. She shook and bucked under me. I held tight to her wrists, stretching her arms out over her head as she surrendered to the august pleasure assaulting her.
I pumped up and down, hammering into her, chasing my orgasm with determination and firm intention. I released her hands. They wrapped around my neck, lifting her torso to rub her gigantic tits against me. I moved my hands down and grasped Alissa's ass. She orgasmed as my hands clutched her scorched ass. The ripple of that orgasm set off mine. I bucked myself, jamming my cock into Mrs. Honeywell. She shook and shimmied as I poured two tablespoons of cum into her clasping pussy, which was all I had left, the cupboard was bare. I felt her nibble at me, tightening around my cock and massaging it. Her actions attenuated my orgasm till I was blowing the proverbial dust. I coasted to a halt, panting and blowing like a winning race horse, all happy and shit. She calmed, laying still under me.



I gave her ass a finally squeeze. She lifted my weight a barest amount and let me pull my hands out from under her. I rolled away from Dannielle to the other side of Alissa, onto my back. I think I blacked out. The next thing I knew, I could see Dannielle's head between Alissa's legs. I felt a tentative hand on my leg. I was closest to Ahumay.
The idea that she was touching me sent new electricity through my body.
"Oh my gosh, look at him. He's getting hard again!" Ahmay's voice penetrated my dulled brain. Her hand held me gently, like I was a flower. Then I felt her tongue swirl around the head of my cock, just visible above her fist.
I groaned. Her lips closed on the head of my cock. She kissed it.
"Oh Christ!" I grunted. She flinched away.
Shit. I thought, berating my benighted brain for letting my mouth scare her away. I was done anyway. No sense in letting her get on when I had no way to follow up. That is the key to lots of things, follow up, follow up, follow up. In this case, follow up meant starch and I was fresh out. Shit the second time in three days.
I opened my eyes. I saw Ahmay hugging herself back in her chair, retreated out of my reach. Her lips glistened with our come.
"Sonny, my god, that was fantastic! You cannot imagine what it is like seeing your white body between her black legs. It was, my god, it was beautiful." Ahmay spoke with tension in her voice. "I loved it. God, I want it to be me but how can I watch myself when you fuck me?"
"Mirror." Holly said at the same time I did.
"Mirror!" I grunted. Where could I find a mirror. My mind shut off. I fell into a hole and it fell in after me.
When I woke next, Alissa and Dannielle were emerging from the shower. They were naked. Ahmay was no where to be seen. I looked for her.
"She's gone, Sonny." Holly said. "I think we are both third wheels at this point." She nodded towards Alissa and Dannielle. Alissa was kissing the white woman, her lips traveled over her skin dotted with sparkling beads of water. Dannielle's eyes were closed, absorbing the sensation of the ebony goddess worshiping her.
I wanted to make some smart comment about it being impossible to have two third wheels but I couldn't get it out. I was too busy staring. Too bad Ahmay wasn't still here, I thought vaguely.
"I don't want to leave you till you fuck me." Holly said. She reached out and tucked the lead to her collar into the hand laying on my chest. "I am going to stay without till you fuck me. Agreed? Isn't that sort of what ownership is like? Sonny. Sonny? Sonny!"
"What?" Alissa had moved to Dannielle's lips and they both dropped their towels so my ears were getting no attention; that all went to my amazed eyes. "Fuck, I have to go."
"Take me with you. Keep me till you can hand me off. Let me, I want to go everywhere with you and if someone asks, tell them you got me at a slave auction."
I tore my eyes away from Alissa and Dannielle to look at Holly, not believing what I was hearing. "What? What are you saying?"
"I am saying I want to go with you, anywhere and everywhere till you can hand me off to Gary and I'll keep my mouth shut," she giggled a little, "or open as required, I mean, I won't smart off." She shuddered. "Goddamn, I am so horny right now I could fuck a calvary brigade, including the men." She shook her head, eyes now focused behind me and I wanted so much to turn and look too. "I never, it never occurred to me that watching a man with two women would be so...so erotic. I mean, movies usually suck and I tended to..."
I interrupted her. "We need to go. I'll take you back to your car."
We got dressed, that is to say I got dressed and Holly put on her coat. She stood at the door of the bedroom watching while I dressed as Alissa moved Dannielle over to her bed and laid her down. She was laying on her side beside the white woman, kissing wherever she went, like Johnny Appleseed, putting hickeys all over the perfect white skin. Dannielle lay and moaned and writhed under her lips.
I walked over to them and bent over, kissed Alissa on the shoulder.
"Mrs. Honeywell, you said you'd tell me what took you away from the office the other day? Yesterday, I mean."
She rolled onto her back, pointing her tits at me. "Leaving already? I am just getting warmed up."
"Don't believe it Dannielle, she'll sit on your face and go to sleep."
Alissa glared at me. "I had to go meet with a client of Sam's. Sam said he'd seen you somewhere but didn't mention where."
I almost asked about Messy but caught myself. I was getting better, my jaw clapped shut so fast my teeth clicked. I had some work to do.
"Really? We can compare notes another time." I bent down and kissed her, then put my lips to her ear. "Melissa wants him." I whispered.
Alissa jerked away from me. "What? Oh, no she..."
I held up a hand. "I want to give him to her. Do you think he would?"
Alissa snorted. "I wouldn't leave that man alone with a virgin poodle. I am sure he was leering at the man's wife yesterday."
At least I knew he was in town. I grinned. "Any concerns about sharing your sister with him?"
"What do you mean by sharing?"
I grinned and tweaked a nipple. "You are mine, remember? Anytime, any place?"
I saw it, the sense that she had not considered that I might stress that to her, ever. It surprised her and shocked her a little.
"You demand I share her with him?"
"I think it would give Sam a thrill to have you and your sister together, at once."
Alissa's eyes flicked over but Dannielle lay beside her panting. "Can we discuss this another time?"
I shrugged. "Don't you want to watch your husband having sex with your sister? I mean, he'll have to watch you have sex with me." I cocked my head. "I might add someone to keep things interesting."
Alissa blinked. "Sonny, listen..."
"What have you done about getting Sammy an internship at your office?" I intended the association, wondered if she'd make it.
She swallowed. "I was hoping you'd forgotten that. I can stand having everyone know you own me but I don't think I can stand having them know I am available to my own son."
I nodded. "We'll worry about that later. I think Sammy can manage to control himself. You should be worried about Ellen."
Alissa shook her head. "I don't care about that. She's good for him, I think. He seems to be evening out, growing up right before my eyes. It's Clara I don't trust. She'd mount him just to see that she could. I might have to fire her just to avoid the embarrassment because she can't keep her mouth shut about...well, maybe that isn't true any more. She is down right circumspect, lately."
I nodded.
"Work on that." I bent over her and kissed Dannielle's near breast, sucking on the nipple that tightened and lengthened between my lips. She moaned and writhed. I felt Alissa turn under me, her tits scraping across my chest and then they were kissing. I left them like that, Alissa sprawled on the white woman, between her legs, rubbing her pussy around, framed by Dannielle's lank open legs.
Holly and I walked to the car. It was nasty cold and ugly. We both slipped and slid and nearly fell on our asses. We got into the car and I drove her carefully back to the restaurant. She directed me to her car, now covered in snow and ice. I scraped it and cleared it for her, started it up and let the defroster run, waiting for it warm up. I got back in my car.
"I'm going home with you." Holly announced. "Can you sleep with me and not fuck me?"
"We have a spare bed." I realized what I was saying. "You can't. I, I have something to do tomorrow and you, well..." My objection dribbled away. I knew she'd tried to blow her brother, unsuccessful though she was. I looked at her and considered my options.
"You liked watching tonight?" I asked.
She nodded and looked abashed at her eager reaction. Her lips pursed.
"I did. I really did."
"Tomorrow me and some of my friends are going to triple team my eldest sister." I stopped, studying her face in the gloom of the car.
"Oh. Oh my god. Really?"
"Really. If you watch, you'll be on the schedule."
"Triple teamed?"
"Ass, pussy, mouth." I responded. "At the same time. Three cocks." I added, just to be sure she understood what was on the menu, if she decided to audit the activities.
"Oh my god."
"Yes, oh your god. Have you ever had three men fucking you at the same time? Or five or six fuck you one after the other?"
Her eyes glinted in the dappled light. "Oh my god."
"And, you'll likely have to eat pussy, too."
"Oh my god!" She shook her head. "I don't eat pussy. I'll suck cock but I don't eat...! Oh, shit, fuck a duck." She turned to look out the windshield. "That's what I have to figure out, isn't it? How to do like I'm told, even if I don't think I'll like it."
"The woman you'll see helping tomorrow, she loves being directed, told what to do. Oh, shit, you met her. Laura Wills, the blonde. She's going to be there. She loves being on her knees with her mouth open, to use your terms. You'll see it in her every action. She is so excited about being the center of attention when we have our little christening parties for a new woman who wants the experience six men at once, she can barely contain herself. You'd need to watch her and do as she does. Before its your turn, I mean. You'd have to be willing to help us make another woman airtight. Or two or three. I have several we need to line you up to serve."
"Oh my god. Sonny, I don't know if I can eat pussy without, without puking. Can you suck a cock without puking?"
"I never tried, have no wish to do so. But airtight, you have to be willing to be used and that may mean anything, including having a woman sitting on your face while someone fucks you. Why don't you go home, sleep on it. Call if you change your mind and you can come over."
Holly bowed her head, her dark bangs covered her face with lines of inky darkness, hiding her eyes and disguising her expression.
"Call before noon. After that, I doubt I'll answer my phone." I grinned in anticipation. My cock tried to rouse but went back to sleep, irate at being disturbed.
Holly nodded. "What about Lydia? If I don't show, does she still get to do my brother?"
I was suddenly too tired to pass any new legislation.
"I don't know. One step at a time. If you hesitate, and eating pussy isn't you...we'll have to consider the options but I am pretty sure they won't be nearly as attractive."
"Don't be a dick."
"Can't help it. I have practiced for years and here we are."
"Seth will be all up in my business if he doesn't have Lydia rumble bumping him."
I shrugged.
"Not really my concern."
"No, I suppose not. Okay, I'll sleep on it, if I can. Jesus Taco, you're really going to gang bang your own sister?"
I grinned.
"She insisted." I hoped that explained more or less how it happened.
Holly got out of the car and I followed her out of the parking lot. She wasn't paying a lot of attention and kept spinning out. Finally she got focused and drove off.
When I got home, Dalia was sitting on the couch.
"Jesus Christ, Sonny, where have you been? Are you going to do Georgia tomorrow?"
I shrugged.
"I'd rather do her on a Saturday but I guess since Charm is leaving...it's tomorrow or never, right?"
"No, not never but it'd be way cool if you did it so Charm could watch."
I looked at Dalia.
"Getting impatient?" I asked.
Dalia gave me a look, an appraising stare that dared me to say more.
So I did.
"Wondering when it's your turn?" I pressed.
"Sonny, since that afternoon, I have been silent and careful and I have waited on you. Mom has been counseling me, telling me to be patient and let you, I mean, allow you to do things in your own time. I am still waiting." She looked away from me, finally. "Are you going to make a play for Charm? I would if I was you."
I shook my head. "You aren't me and I hate rejection. You might get away with it but I couldn't I don't think." I stumbled then, realizing what the two, opposite things that could be behind her comment. "Why? Do you think Charm would dick if the right dick came along?"
Dalia's eyes returned to me. "No. I just wondered if you'd been shot down yet." She chuckled. "Really, I was wondering if you were that stupid."
"I'm not. I have no interest in forcing my preferences where they are not appreciated. She's a lesbian. So am I. We understand each other. She has what I want but I don't have what she wants. So it isn't equal. No need to worry."
"But if you do Georgia tomorrow, how will you deal with a watcher?"
I smirked and knew that Dalia could not understand.
"You mean besides you?"
Dalia's eyes flashed.
"I don't know if you know what you think you know."
"And I don't think you know what is so clear, everyone around you knows it. If everyone knows, its not a secret."
She nodded. "So? What are you going to do?"
"I am going to hand off my eldest sister to my friends and we are going to fuck her happy. So? What about you?"
Dalia looked me straight in the eye. "I am going to watch." She said.
I believed her.
*****
From Contrasting-Hey, I hope you enjoyed this. I got a kick out of writing it. What do you think? Can one man have too much sex? Sonny seems on a path to answering that question. More to come because the weather isn't clearing for a while. The next episode is called "Orgies for Dummies".
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I was just a scout in Hong Kong. I was supposed to meet some people and then report back. I had vacation, quite a lot actually so I stayed after the meetings were over just to take time to get to know the city. If things worked, I might be one of those sent to live and work in Hong Kong. My boss agreed that a couple weeks off would be good for me and spending them in Hong Kong would be worthwhile.
I stayed at the Golden Mile Holiday Inn. While I was working, a very nice young lady caught my eye and I caught hers. I'm not eye candy but she was. Small of frame but well apportioned with ink black hair cut straight across in a line, bangs and at her back, that, when she leaned over her computer terminal at the hotel check-in counter, draped down, right across her breasts, not quite mouthfuls. I'm not shy, at least not all the time. The third day I was there I said something to her. She smiled real pretty and spoke to me too and we chatted. I asked her her name, Ling or Lin, I wasn't yet conversant with the accent of the Chinese either Mandarin or Cantonese. Nor was I sure if that was her family name or her given name; you can't say "first name" with respect to Chinese names because they customarily speak the family name first and all the rest is hung on them by their parents. Lu was her family name, Ting Ling was her given name and I ended up calling her Ting-a-Ling. It made me laugh and she liked that, even though I was making a little fun of her. That came later.
We spoke the next couple days but the third day we got on the elevator together and alone and I talked to her and asked her for her phone number. She gave it to me, or was handing me her little card when the door opened. Someone must have seen her because the next day she wouldn't even look at me. I shrugged it off and the next few days were busy and I gave it no thought. Business ended with a big dinner and lots of bai jiu, a clear liquor from the mainland that is fire all the way down. I had to drink with the mainland Chinese and that went okay, as far as it goes.
After business was over, I just drifted around the city. A trip around Hong Kong Island to Port Stanley. I was lucky and got to spend a day at Happy Valley watching the horses run. I went up one night to the top of Mount Victoria, a mall on a mountain that, I was told by an old China hand, was not always that way. The view was spectacular. I ran into a junket of happy tourists and they invited me to join them. I tagged along one night, mostly because of the women but they mostly seemed already paired off. They'd rented a junk to sail around the island and eat well. The next night I went out with them and we ate shrimp caught and handed up to our hosts who cooked it on braziers. We peeled and ate shrimp on brown paper till the beer was gone and I'd have had to store any more in my cheeks because I could not swallow my own spit any longer. There was this blond woman who caught my eye. I kept trying to get seated next to her. I'd seen her the night before. She talked with a Texas drawl and was well baked, not pot, she had brilliant blond hair and brown skin but it didn't look like fake bake to me but who am I to know? I burn like a beet in the sun. I'd have to use paint to get a tan.
So I watched her and kept trying to get close enough to start a conversation. She was eye candy. Everything was in proportion but big, Texas sized. She had the narrow waist and the stout legs with an overhang of breasts that kept her lean belly in the shade all the time. Her lips were full and she laughed and chattered loudly and all the time. God the woman could talk. I never got close to her but at one point I managed to catch her eye and wave to her. She stopped doing what she was doing and fixed her gray eyes on me. She made a little kissing motion with her lips and winked.
I kept angling to get next to her but there was a line and I was a stranger, horning in on their catering so I was careful not to make an issue of it. I thought no more of it, particularly given what happened the next afternoon. I was about tired of bumming around the city and was thinking of moving somewhere else. I was a young guy with money in my pocket and I'd heard all kinds of crazy things about Bangkok. Two things put me off that. One was a near coup that put troops around the palace in Bangkok, so that sort of nixed that idea. The other made it great to stay where I was. I was standing in line waiting for the concierge when Ting appeared out of nowhere and squatted down beside me.
"Sir, I think you dropped this." She said and extended an envelop to me.
"I don't...." I began but then saw something in her eyes. She jerked the envelop at me, nodding for me to take it.
"...know how to thank you. I'd be lost with out that." I finished.
She smiled and left me holding the envelope. I stuffed it in my pocket and forget it till noon when I finally quit browsing the stores and shops and sat down in a McDonald's for a recognizable lunch, the first American food I'd had in ten days. I found it in my jacket and opened the envelop. In very neat, capital letters she had sent me a message.
"Meet me at 6 pm at the Chow Yun Shop, left out main entrance of Golden Mile. You can take me to supper."
Needless to say, I was thrilled. The thrill wore off fast though. I'd heard about women who charmed their way into a guy's pocket book and then danced away with all the gifts and such. I wasn't the gift giving sort though, not like that. If I gave a girl something, it was hers to do with as she liked and I wanted nothing in return. I did want this girl though. I had now idea if she was teasing or a challenge to be met. The ambiguity made it interesting, but her body made it worth the gamble. A win looked luscious and exotic to me.
We had supper and it was cool, talking about where she was from and where I was from. She from Shenzhen and me from Denver. We talked about American culture. She was voracious, asking about movies and music and where to go in America. It was fun but placid. I didn't touch her that night or the next and when I attempted to kiss her cheek the third night, she slipped away in the crowd. She wasn't really a tease but she wasn't forthcoming either. I was about ready to go to Wanchai for a while but thought I'd give her one more chance before I broke down and paid for sex in Hong Kong.
The next night was mostly the same. I got the distinct feeling she was doing something she wasn't supposed to be doing, dating a foreigner from the hotel where she worked, so I was surprised when we were walking back and she hooked hand in my elbow and hugged her lithe body to my side.
"Take me dancing." She said softly, peering up at me with eyes that invited me to kiss the lips below them.
We were at the entrance to the disco, the club in the bottom of the Golden Mile, the Green Dragon Disco. Anytime the door opened we could hear the disco beat throbbing through the foundation at us and up the three flights of stairs.
"It be fun. Come, come. Dance with me?" She made a little shake of her little ass and I wanted to do something and dancing wasn't really it. I do dance. Learn ballroom dancing and you can do about anything, given a little time to pick up the beat. My sister-in-law and I learned to dance when my brother was in Iraq. That's another story, sad but true. She's a widow now.
So I wasn't afraid of dancing, I just didn't like sweaty crowds and the smoke. But Ting wanted to go and implored me with her high piping voice and since I thought it might be fun, I agreed and we descended the stairs to the door. I had a bad feeling the minute we got in the door. The place was packed and people were squeezed in like sardines. I had my hand on my wallet and, surprisingly, my arm around Ting, keeping her close when the crowd parted and there it was, an empty table with only one person sitting at it. Yep, it was the blond. She saw me right away. She smiled and waved, gesturing for me to come over. Her eyes flickered at the Chinese girl on my arm but her smile did not dim. She gestured till I decided this would be awkward no matter what I did so I might as well get a seat. She had three chairs at the table, right at the edge of the dance floor, crammed with dancing bodies.
I gestured towards the blond and steered Ting to the table. The music was loud so we had to nearly shout but we got introductions made without only a little repetition and then we ordered drinks. Ting ordered a beer, the first I'd seen her drink. I had become sensitive to the fact that a seventy-five pound girl drinking alcohol would be at a disadvantage with me, so we stuck to Coke and hot tea, till then. I got a Long Island Iced Tea and Anna, the blonde, she got a Tequila Sunrise. We sat not talking in the haze and roar of the thundering music. The drinks came and Ting pulled me onto the dance floor, leaving her purse on the table with Anna who patted it to let Ting know she'd watch it.
We slipped into the swaying mob and Ting hugged against me like we were longtime lovers. When I bent down to look at her, the hand around my neck cupped my head, pulled it down and she kissed me, just like a lover would. Her body sealed against me and she opened her mouth and we Frenched, right there on the dance floor. When she released me, I lifted my head and eyes to find I was nearly right in front of Anna. The blonde stared as us. When she saw that I'd caught her staring, she gave me a thumbs up. Then she did the strangest thing. She cupped her hands under her enormous breasts and shook them at me. I wasn't the only one that noticed it; Anna sat there alone in the gloom but she could have had a spotlight on her for the attention she got. Her wavy blond hair got stares and attention from every Chinese male in the place. Except for me, everyone in the place was Chinese. I suppose most westerners were loath to stoop to disco or electronica, at least Americans who were cool wouldn't go there. I didn't care. Disco had some good music, as every era does.
I don't know what I was thinking but when Anna jiggled her tits at me, I wanted to do something to keep up so I reached down and cupped Ting's little ass and squeezed it. When I realized what I'd done, I tensed for retaliation but instead, Ting pulled my head down for another kiss, a kiss that lasted till the music stopped. During that kiss, my cock got hard and little Ting found it and pressed her body against it, riding my leg with her crotch while rubbing my cock with her side. My hand remained on her ass and she did not seem to mind. If her kissing was any indication, she approved. I was panting when the music stopped and I led her back to the table, nearly walking bowlegged to get my kickstand arranged inside my tight blue jeans.
"Dance with Anna!" Ting said, her eyes shining. "She let us sit at her table, you dance with her."
I did not think that was a good idea. This blond woman struck me as a man eater. Why or how she was here alone struck me as really odd. Where were the men fluttering around her like butterflies around a Leprechaun? Ting wouldn't leave it alone and when they played an old Michael Jackson song, I relented. I offered Anna my hand and she glanced at Ting and put her hand in mine and I led her onto the dance floor, but only after taking a deep draw on my Tea. It was hot and I was sweating. With so many people, you got the heat from their oversexed bodies and then glacial winds from the blowing air conditioners.
We danced to "Don't Stop Till You Get Enough" or whatever that song is called. Anna could dance. She went incandescent when she realized I not only could dance but could lead and dip. The first time I tipped her over, she was so surprised she shrieked but it was laughter and delight. After that, it was easy. She fit into my rhythm perfectly and we managed to clear out the dance floor. She could dance and I made her look fine!
Pretty soon, we were all alone on the floor and I mean all alone. No one else stayed. They cleared the floor for us and stood around watching and clapping as we went through and impromptu routine of disco moves, which were really swing moves from the era before rock and roll did in the big bands. I was so thankful to my sister-in-law for insisting that I learn to disco with her. God, it was fun! At the end of the song, the whole place burst into applause. I ended with a dip, of course, and Anna kicked one leg high, showing plenty of her healthy brown thighs. The dress she wore was incandescent green and glowed in the off and on black lights, disguising how tight it fit her voluptuous body to her waist. The skirt swished and flashed thigh clear to her red thong.
I danced with Ting but we didn't get the same consideration, though I dipped her too. She loved that. When we finished, she jumped up and hugged me and then kissed me on the cheek. Funny how a kiss on the cheek can be so sexual. At that moment, I had the distinct feeling that Wanchai would have to wait. Whatever the deal was, this girl wanted sex and she had finally talked herself into it. I danced with both women till they were exhausted. I was wringing wet with sweat but if they didn't mind, I didn't. I had the foresight to wear an undershirt so they didn't get the clammy feel of the full body wash I did. After a couple more rounds of drinks, Ting demanded I dance a slow dance with Anna.
I had been avoiding that all night, not because I didn't want to but because I did. I was torn. Both women had kissed me, air kisses after dances. Ting hadn't done the liplock since that first time but I was pretty sure I was going to strip her naked soon and have my randy way with her. I didn't want to sour that certainty with a pass at Anna, although irresistible Anna isn't hyperbole, its completely accurate and descriptive.
We sauntered out onto the floor and joined the writhing throng. She started to lead, turning us around and around till we were deep in the crowd, far from our table. She kissed me. Not the peck on the cheek or the air kiss, this was mouth to mouth resuscitation. Her mouth was open and her tongue was seeking my tonsils moments after I pulled her close, squeezed together by the other bodies, many of which were close enough to see her kissing me and did. They stared at us.
Anna broke the kiss and leaned into me and screamed in my ear.
"I have been wanting to do that all night. It drives them crazy I bet because they won't do it. I haven't seen anyone do anything like it. Kiss me again. Put your hads on my ass. Shit, if I had a shirt and not this tight dress, I'd show them my tits!" Then she closed her eyes, and cocked her head. What was I to do? I kissed her again. After a couple sensuous bars of the song, slow and easy, I came to my senses and at least opened my eyes. I was facing Ting and just like that, the crowd opened and there I was, kissing Anna where Ting could and did see us clearly. She stared at me, unblinking and I don't know if she knew I could see her but I know she saw me.
I know because the next song was fast but Ting pulled me onto the floor and plastered her little body against me and kissed me like she was second in a contest she refused to lose. For the whole song she ground herself on my thigh and kissed me, even reaching down between us once to press her tiny hand onto my cock. I thought I was going to faint. I thought to open my eyes and there was Anna, grinning at me like she had a bet and was winning. She even blew me a kiss.
I groaned and Ting misunderstood and nearly climbed up onto me, kissing my eyes closed and welding herself to me. I wanted her but god, I wanted Anna too. I realized I had to chose and thought that of the two, Ting would be the better option, only because she was a unique experience. Nothing about Anna suggested that she'd get all upset if I rode Ting off into the sunset and not her. She was self-possessed with a serrated edge of adventurousness that made her just a little scary. Turned out that Ting had the same streak in her and the night had exposed it.
The music stopped, a brief hesitation. I broke the kiss, a little self-consciously I admit. She pulled my head down to her lips, pressing them against my ear.
"Take me to bed." She said distinctly. Her accent and the murmuring masses did not disguise her words. Suddenly, I had to go. I walked her back to the table and thanked Anna for a fine evening and told her we had to go.
When Anna smiled and nodded, it spoke volumes and every volume ended the same way, with me in Ting-a-Ling, deep in Ting and that seemed to at least amuse Anna. She was like a voyeuristic aunt sending Ting off to make the doublebacked beast with not merely her blessing but with envy and enthusiasm. I was not far wrong in that assessment. When I announced we were going, she said she'd go too. I got the check and paid it. Anna left while I was waiting to finish up and I thought the matter was settled. Ting and I labored up the steps. My legs quivered from a long day walking around the city and now dancing for two hours, only to face the steps. It was a built-in drunk test. No drunk would make it up the stairs without chipping a tooth.
We arrived on the dank sidewalk of Nathan Road and turned towards the outside entrance of the Golden Mile. We'd only gone a half dozen steps when Ting stopped. My heart sank right to my shoes because we were within ten feet of the doors and I feared she'd gotten cold feet. Instead, she turned inside the radius of my arm crooked about her lithe little body and looked between us back down the sidewalk. I followed her eyes and saw what she was staring at. There was Anna waiting for a Taxi. The tall, voluptuous blonde hugged her huge tits and shivered, wet from sweating but chilling in the cool of the night.
"I want to watch you make love to her." Ting said softly but not so softly I didn't hear clearly. My brain stuttered though and gave me every excuse to doubt my ears, thrilled as they were. Ting seemed to instinctively know that she had to be absolutely clear or I'd miss her suggestion. "I want to ask her to come with us to your room. You can have us both. You think she will do that? Let me watch you have her?"
How do you answer that question?
I did my best. "You can ask her." I mumbled. I know, a pallid response but there was still some chance this was a test and I feared to act too eager lest I lose both birds and their bushes.
Ting wrenched herself loose from me and did the Chinese walk down to where Anna stood shivering. For a moment, Anna did not notice Ting or me. When she did, she did not look at Ting but past her at me. I felt her eyes on me and wondered intensely what she was thinking. She held my eyes till Ting was right in front of her. I knew that if it was me making the offer, any self-respecting woman would shrug me off like a PETA tramp escaping a real mink stole. Anna focused on Ting and listened while the much, much smaller woman spoke to her.
Oh to be a fly on the wall, except there was no wall and I was no fly. I had a fly, that was the best I had to offer. The reality was that I wanted to know what they were saying. Back and forth they went, it was like they were negotiating over me somehow. Then a taxi appeared and stopped beside them. They both leaned out and waved him away. They turned and walked towards me. They didn't touch. That would have been too much to expect. They walked together though, Anna's confident stride that made her hips twitch back and forth and Ting in her high heels that made her walk dainty, like she was stepping on eggs without breaking them. They arrived in front of me. The taxi driver hadn't left. I saw him open his door and stare at the retreating women, well, I bet it was Anna's incredible ass that held the man's eyes. I didn't know where to look.



They arrived before me and for a moment, no one spoke. Finally, Anna took the bull by the horns.
"I do believe this young lady wants us to have sex while she watches, Gunner. What do you say? Care for a little taste of Anna and a ride you won't soon forget?"
Another question a guy dreams of hearing but hearing it, you realize there should be a good response. I didn't want to fumble it either.
I looked Anna square in the tits and said, "Where do I sign?"
They both laughed. I turned to look at the door and glanced back at Ting. She realized we had to troop through the lobby where she worked to the elevators. I understood immediately.
"We need to put Ting between us and hide her. She works there and could get in trouble if they knew she was...." I trailed off.
"Going to fuck us?" Anna finished, her lilting Southern accent made it sound like polite banter.
Ting tittered nervously.
"Fuck? Fuck." She said, tasting the word on the tip of her tongue like a wine connoisseur.
Anna and I squeezed Ting between us and walked her right past the morality guards to the elevator. When a man in the hotel livery joined us waiting for an elevator, I knew I had to do something radical. When the door opened on an empty car, thank goodness, I ushered Ting into the back corner and smothered her in a deep, soulful kiss. I was deep into kissing the little woman when I realized Anna was clearing her throat and grunting. I turned Ting so she was behind me, hidden from the hotel employee. She buried her face in my chest. She trembled like a leaf, I hoped from excitement and not from fear.
"What?" I asked Anna.
"Uh, what floor are we on? I forgot."
"Oh shit." I grumbled. Then, to make it seem reasonable, sort of. I fumbled in my pocket and drew out the key card. "Oh, right sixteen." I said.
The other floor lit was eight. When the man exited the car, we all burst out laughing. That jovial mood buoyed us to my door and inside. The door banged closed and I fumbled to find the slot to put the room card that turned on the electricity. I found it and a light came on.
For a long moment, no one moved. I don't think any one of us breathed.
"I've never done anything like this before." Anna said. "I want to make that clear. Ting, she said she wants to see me. Naked. She said, she said she wants to have sex with us both, if that's okay with you."
I turned my face from the wall. The three of us were squeezed into the little hallway that led into the room. Ting stood, pigeon toed, holding her purse in front of her pussy. I noticed. I thought that to myself, that she had her purse in front of her pussy. That is funny because in Chinese lingo, the pussy can also be called the purse. So purse and purse...oh forget it. I don't know the Chinese anyway. I stepped past Anna's breasts, brushing my shoulder along their crest and moved deeper into the room. Only a lamp by the bed was on. I stepped around the corner out of their way. They followed me in and we stood around the bed like Macbeth's three witches around their fire. Double, double, toil and trouble, fire burn and cauldron bubble! What sort of brew were we three contemplating?
No one spoke for so long I got nervous, suddenly aware that I had an American woman who was nearly twice the size of Ting and a Chinese woman who wanted to watch we two Americans have sex. It felt surreal and for a moment, I thought of making some crack to break the ice but I worried such a comment would let the moment skitter away from us, from me. While it wasn't my idea and really couldn't have been, I was deeply engaged in making it come true. I wanted to see how this could happen to a regular schmo like me.
"We need showers." Anna said finally. "Who's first."
"You first." Ting said immediately. Her voice twanged with tension and, I hoped, excitement. A nervous fuck tends to be a nerveless fuck and that's no good for anyone.
Anna looked at me.
I shrugged. Then I realized what they were both thinking. God, can I be any slower, I thought. "Oh right. You get naked first."
Anna nodded like she was thinking, "and there it is!"
"Oh. Oh, I see." I said, but I didn't.
"Undress her." Ting said. "I want to see you take all her clothes off. You, Gunder." She never did get my name right.
"Oh heavens." Anna said. "What have you done to the locals, Gunner?"
I think the reality of what was happening was beginning to sink in but really, just for Anna and me. Ting seemed to have that situation firmly in hand.
"You undress her. She shower. You undress me. I shower. Then you shower. Maybe we undress you." She laughed behind her little hand.
Ting was twenty-seven, which I'd discovered was really twenty-six to the rest of us because Chinese babies are said to be One the day their are born. So when a girl in China tells you she is legal, you better be able to do math in your head. She looked prepubescent and I realized in that one silent moment that it was me who needed to adjust to the fact that she did not look like a full blown woman to me. She was. She had a mature manner about her that reassured me but when you looked at her, you wanted to have her put on a plaid skirt and white blouse and get the heck out of your room.
"Gunder? Make her naked." Ting said then.
My head swam. What had become of the shy woman I'd been squiring around town the last few days? I was mistaken.
"Yeah, Gunder," Anna echoed, "take off the nice lady's clothes for her."
Suddenly, I was nervous as shit. Figuring out the hooks and crannies of a woman's dress was never my strong suit. I liked the help but soloing gave me a hitch in my giddyup. Under pressure, the best men rise. I was well risen and wanted to loosen my blue jeans in the worst way. That required removing Anna's clothing first. A fine compromise that I could get behind.
I turned Anna to face Ting. Ting moved immediately and with no little glee, to perch in the armchair near the end of the bed. There she sat back and, kicking off her high heels, pulled her legs into the seat with her and sat back behind them. She peered out from behind her blue-jean clad knees, waiting on me. As I'd hoped, Anna's dress was a simple contraption, with a zipper down the back. I found the hasp and unzipped it only to find that there was a hook at the top. I couldn't manage to release that hook and finally had to bring more light onto her back. Anna bowed forward, bunching her hair into one hand and exposing her neck. I fiddled and finally managed to free the top of the dress. Her back came into view along with a tan bra strap. I tugged the zipper all the way down to her incredible ass. Anna began to shake, like she was cold but I knew for a fact that wasn't so. The woman was hot as a tamale. I could feel the heat radiating off her, from her bare back in particular.
She folded her arms over her breasts, naturally covering herself in anticipation of the dress not doing so. She waited patiently, not saying a word but breathing deeply a time or two when I didn't move. I just stood behind her, admiring the line of her body, the prefect ass, arched behind her and the straight back with her broad shoulders that hooked in the shoulders of the dress and did not let it ruffle, even with the zipper clear down below her waist. I could see the cleft of her ass, the crease that led between her legs to her treasure, or as the Chinese say, to her little sister.
I peeled the back of the dress to each side, pushing it off her shoulders. She extended her arms and the dress ruffled finally, and drifted down her arms. She shook them and it came free, dropping down her legs and off her knees to the floor. She wore a half-slip that covered her ass and thighs. She let her arms dangle at her sides, compliant and still.
"You have such big tits. Tits, yes? I say it right?" Ting asked from her perch in the chair.
"Breasts. Tits. Boobs." Anna laughed and for the first time I heard nerves in her tone. "We Americans have dozens of names for them."
"Yours are beautiful. Gunder, make her naked. I want see big tits."
I did too. I unhooked the bra. When Anna made no move, leaving her arms dangling at her sides, I decided to get a feel for myself and maybe tease Ting a little. I pushed my hands under Anna's arms, easing the bra down them, until I could cup her breasts. Anna grunted when I cupped her magnificent breasts in my hands, pressing my palms over them. She wiggled her shoulders and the bra slipped way and dropped at our feet. I kept my hands on her breasts. They were hot, slightly damp, but full, handfuls and more. I don't have small hands but I did not cover her breasts. They were ample in every way.
"Move hands." Ting said, her voice piping around us.
I slowly released Anna's breasts, letting my hands drift down her tight stomach to her waist. I looked over Anna's shoulder at Ting. The winsome woman sat staring, if I may say it, hungrily at us.
"Make her naked so she shower." Ting said.
I pushed fingers under the waistband of the half-slip and found the string of a thong. I stripped them down Anna's full hips and onto her thighs. She knocked her knees together so I could push them down and off, kneeing behind her to remove shoes and then the rest of her clothing. Anna stood before us naked.
"Very beautiful." Ting said softly.
"Why, thank you, dearie." Anna whispered. Her voice suggested that the moment was indeed getting to her.
"Shower. Quickly." Ting said.
I was content to let Ting-a-Ling provide directions. Indeed, I felt like this was my dream but with sound corporate sponsorship. When I stood up, though, I ran my hands up Anna's legs, over the swell of her thighs to the arch of her hips and onto her waist. Her flesh was firm as a green peach. I was going to make love with her, soon! The thrill crawled under my skin and skittered around inside till it found a way to the core of my soul and exploded there. Suddenly, I was trembling. The sexual adrenaline ran through my veins, the most natural drug there is. I shook. Despite my intention to be circumspect and polite in all things, I moved my hands back onto Anna's breasts and pulled her nude body back against mine. Her plush ass nestled against my hard cock still imprisoned behind my blue jeans. My hands clutched her tits and she moaned a little, sagging back against me as I pulled at her. Her head fell back against my collarbone. For a moment she leaned against me, pliant, soaking up the feeling of a man's lust and his hands on her tits. She jerked a little and roused out of the lull. She twisted away from me.
"Later." She said. "Now, Anna needs a scrubbing." She slid past me and into the bathroom. She closed the door. Moments later the shower came on and the toilet flushed.
I looked back at Ting. She sat in the chair peering past her tight knees, coiled up in the chair like a crowd rope.
"You like her?" Ting said suddenly.
There was another of those questions. This one had a right answer.
"Yes." I said boldly. "What man wouldn't like a woman who looks like that?" I had a violent lurch in my gut. If Ting took that personally and as a slight, it could be a long night, or worse, a very short night. I had some sense that if Anna returned and found Ting gone, she'd leave too. I had no illusions that I was the main attraction. Something else was going on, something incredibly sexy but only orthogonally related to me.
Ting sat up, putting her feet back on the floor. "I know, right? She very beautiful. She, how do you say? Built for sex?"
I nodded. "Exactly right." We'd been trading knowledge about English idiom for three or four days. Without movies, we'd barely be able to communicate.
She stood, looking at me and then planted one knee on the bed and crawled on her hands and knees to the middle of the bed. Her motions strewed her black hair over her back and below her.
"You kiss good, Gunder." She said, not looking at me, the words seemed to be muffled by her hair. "Come kiss me again."
This woman was not shy. All the tittering and nervousness was gone. She had a plan and a Chinese woman with a plan is a force of nature. She rolled onto her back and lay looking up at me. I did not hesitate. I wanted to kiss her but more than that, I wanted to touch her, all over.
I did as she had done, crawling to her on the bed. I lay down beside her and leaned on my elbow, looking down on her. She lay staring at me, her dark eyes did not move even a little.
"You think I pretty?" She asked suddenly.
"You are beautiful." I said.
"As beautiful as Anna?"
"Yes. You are different. Beauty has many different faces. Yours is one. Anna's is another."
"She built for sex, though. I too little."
I kissed her then. She felt distracted and I knew why. She wanted my response to her assertion. I leaned back, looking down at her.
"You are little, yes, but my god you are built for sex too. Being little has nothing to do with it. You are sexy and small. Do you think that is good or bad?"
"Bad. I want breasts like hers."
"And she wishes she were little like you."
"What do you wish, Gunder?"
I had that answer. "I wish you were naked but I have to wait for Anna to return before I undress you."
She nodded and closed her eyes.
I kissed her then, leaning over her to press my lips to hers. Tentatively, I moved a hand onto her leg. She did not flinch or even seem to notice. I moved that hand up her thigh from her knee and I felt her legs widen, inviting me to stroke between them. I felt it in her kiss when she felt my hand on her body, at her pussy. She kissed me harder, sucking at my lips and nipping at me. I moved my hand up her belly and covered her far breast.
She broke the kiss, staring up at me. "I very little breasts." She whispered.
"More than a mouthful is wasted." I said immediately.
For a moment Ting stared at me but then she laughed, hard. I sat up, getting out of her way. She sat up as the shower went off behind me. She took my hand in hers and kissed me on the lips.
"You are a funny man, Gunder. More than a mouthful is wasted! I may not have even a mouthful. In China we don't have nice breasts, we have nice bras."
She was still laughing when Anna appeared.
I stood up and faced the dripping woman. Her blond hair was dark with water. She'd wrapped her towel under her arms. Her tits bulged in the towel.
Ting got off the bed behind me.
"My turn. You sit on the bed and Gunder take off my clothes."
Ting and I separated and Anna moved between us to the bed. We came together behind her. She sat on the bed and leaned back on her arms. "You go, girl." She said.
I took Ting in my arms and kissed her, long and hard. While we kissed, she ran one hand over the hard arch of my cock in my blue jeans. We were facing each other with Anna to the side so she surely could see what was happening.
"Strip her, for heaven's sake." Anna said, when we'd kissed long enough.
The little woman tasted of beer and arousal. Her little mouth was alive against mine. I trembled with desire.
Ting wore blue jeans and a simple white blouse that gapped in the front with a tie just under her chin. I untied the strings and found the three buttons in the back. I pulled the shirt tail loose from her jeans and lifted it. Her hands flew up. I peeled it up off her breasts, over her head and high off her hands. I tossed it onto the arm chair. Ting turned to face Anna, not proud but frankly.
"I don't have breasts." She whispered. "But I have very pretty pussy." She turned back to me. "Show her. Take of my jeans and let her see my pussy."
I unbuttoned her jeans. I felt her hips bones under them. The jeans weren't cut right for her, hugging her at the point of her hips but loose around her waist for her body slanted into her belly with her hip bones protruding, sharp and distinct. The jeans were loose around her waist even buttoned, but tight at the spread of her hips. I shucked them down her body. The blue jeans got stuck repeatedly. I had to finally put my hands inside them and push them down her legs they were so tight. She giggled a little at my travails but eventually I got them off. She stood before us in an empty bra and tiny panties. I released the bra and her nipples appeared, perched on the little mounds that were her breasts.
"See? I so small." She whispered. Then she giggled. "Gunder says that more than a mouthful is wasted."
Anna chuckled. "I am very wasteful then."
Ting removed her bra and tossed it on the chair. "Show her my pussy." She giggled. "My little nest, also my little sister. The dick, he is called the bird in Chinese so the pussy where he belongs is the nest." She giggled around her words. She moved her hands wide and waited, facing Anna. I was behind her. I took the waistband of her panties in my hands and pushed them all the way to the floor in a swift smooth motion. She stepped out of them and then tossed them also onto the chair. She turned to me, pulled me down into a kiss again, her lithe, lean body pressed tightly against me. When she released me, she looked seriously up at me.
"You have sex with her. Then you have sex with me." She giggled, her nerves finally showing. "You have us both. We share you. Not fair."
I chuckled. "Not fair, but I like it."
Ting stepped past me and disappeared into the bathroom, closing the door behind her.
I turned to look at Anna.
"This is so strange." Anna said to me, scooting back onto the bed so her legs extended out before her.
"What did she say to you? To get you to come with us?"
Anna bit her lip. "She said, she said she wanted to taste me. She'd read about it, about being with another woman and she wanted to do it all with me."
"Do you think she will?" I asked, earnestly.
Anna threw a pillow at me. "Pervert!" She chortled.
"Pervert? Me? Wanting to see Ting-a-ling face down in Anna's little monkey? What is wrong with that?"
"You know." She said and lay down. She casually used one hand to untuck the towel and expose her body. Even laying down everything remained in place. That is remarkable in a world with gravity and other imperfections. She arched her body and pulled it out from under her, making her breasts wave and undulate.
"Here, take this. You'll be out of towels when she's done. You'll have to decide which one to use."
"I'll use a hand towel." I said, staring at the nude woman laying on my bed.
She looked over at me. "Well? You just going to stand there or are you going to do something?"
My first instinct was to jump her but calmer heads prevailed. I held up a finger. I went into the bathroom. Ting was in the shower, a lithe smear behind a cloudy glass door. I hurriedly washed my face. I emerged back into the room. Anna hadn't moved. She lay back on the bed, knees together but bent over the side of the bed. I got to my knees before her, like I was about to pray or something. I placed my hands on her knees and pushed them apart. They drifted wide as though on expensive rollers and well oiled. I looked up the avenue into the pursed face of her pussy. I didn't bother to survey the area. I moved in between her legs and kissed her pussy. She jumped a little, just a little lurch. When I toched the end of my tongue to the lower line of her pussy, she jerked. I licked right up her swollen furrow and she jumped like I'd given her a jolt. Maybe I did. Up and down the lips of her pussy, I ran my tongue. She was talking but her thighs had closed against the side of my head and I felt her hands on the back of it; I was trapped.
I'd kept my hands on her inner thighs. That was a tactical error. I didn't have the right strength to oppose her legs closing on my head. Feeling my predicament, I decided to fix bayonets and charge. I stiffened my tongue and pushed it into her. I hit a deadend. I probed and poked and suddenly she opened up under me and the floor fell away. My tongue plunged into her lush body, bottomless but bubbling with arousa. This woman was oiled up and ready to fuck.



I became aware of a hand bunched in my hair, pulling at me head. The pressure on my ears relaxed and I could hear again.
"...she's waiting."
I sat back, feeling drunk and dizzy. The aroma of aroused woman suffused me and invaded my consciousness.
"What?" I mumbled.
"Go shower with her. I bet she'll blow you."
I would have taken her suggestion but all my weight was on my forearms balanced on her strong thighs. So I couldn't jump. Instead I came up with an excuse.
"I think she wants to undress me." I said. "With your help. The Chinese like doing things together."
"Uh huh." Anna grunted.
I returned to my previous position, probing deep into her slick pussy. Her hips punched up at me, slamming her pussy against my face. Anna was making some sounds but I couldn't hear anything distinct. I wriggled my face around, forcing her legs apart with my shoulder until I could get a hand on each knee. I pushed her open and kissed her pussy, searching for her clit.
"Oh fucking god!" Anna groaned. "Do that some more!"
At that moment it registered that the shower was off. I heard the door open. Shit. I was busted.
"What you doing?"
I sat back. Anna moaned. I turned to look at Ting.
"I kissing her little sister." I responded using Ting's English.
Ting glowered at me, loosened her towel and let it drop from her body. My god but she was gorgeous. She didn't have Anna's Indy car curves but she did have a woman's body with straight lines that made the slight arch of her hips profound and the rippling leanness of her tummy ever so sexy. She stomped over the bed and sat down beside Anna.
"You kiss Ting's little sister too." She said, her voice sharp and demanding.
Usually such a tone would put me off from a woman but I was sitting there with Anna's nectar on my nose and so I didn't see any reason take umbrage. I grunted. I felt rather than saw Anna lift her torso up and plant her elbows under her. I glanced up and saw only the ridgeline of her tits with the penumbra of her blonde hair behind them. It was a weird picture. I shuffled to the side. It was like going out into the tropical heat from the arctic air conditioned air of a western office building. Where Anna was all lush curves and plush, full arcs, Ting was straight, hard lines.
Ting's pussy was a wild tangle of wiry black hair. I pushed her legs wide. The inertia of Anna's legs far exceeded Ting's. She lifted her left leg and looped it over Anna's bare knee. She opened wide. I zeroed in on her pussy but kissed up her right thigh, indented and lean. I wasn't clear of my target so needed to reconnoiter. I kissed along the wild edges of her bush and then ventured down into it. I found one edge of her pussy. I followed that little yellow road down and found her furrow. She bubbled with the same enthusiasm that I'd found in Anna. I tried to lick up and down her pussy and got a mouthful of her wiry hair.
I retreated, fishing detached strands out of my mouth but then returned to the scene, determined to open her up. I licked and licked, suddenly heedless of the matte of hair tickling my nose. I found her alley way and thrust into her. Her hips lurched under me. Her legs snapped closed but this time I'd gotten my arms under her thighs so I could hook my hands inside her legs and pry them apart. I kissed and sucked and licked at her pussy. Her hips bumped against me. The tension on her legs reversed and rather than making like a bear trap that threatened to squish my head, they sprang outward. With the danger of having my head pinched off gone, I moved my hands under her ass, made easier by the bouncing of it on the edge of the bed. Her ass was apple small and I could have balanced her easily in one hand. Instead, I took careful hold of each of her ass cheeks and held onto her wile I probed her pussy.
Since my ears weren't muffled, I heard her crying out very distinctly. Her knees pressed wide and her pussy bobbed under my tongue. Quite the challenge.
"Fuck me. Oh please, put it in me!" She cried.
I was crying from chafing my cock against my tight jeans. I hesitated, tempted to dive back into her weeping pussy but instead I stood. I was fumbling with my belt when Anna spoke into the frantic silence.
"Hey, no way. You have to let us undress you. Then its shower for you."
"What will you two do while I'm gone?" I asked. God, I just said what came to my mind but realized too late I might should have kept my mouth shut. The two women looked at each other and laughed.
"None of your business." Anna said.
"Yeah, Mister, not you business." Ting echoed. "You stand there, let us undress you."
They both got up, a naked Amazon and a naked Chinese, contrasts in every way except their hands were both trembling. They took turns unfastening buttons till my shirt was open. My wife-beater appeared. It was wringing wet. Each woman pushed their side of my shirt off my shoulders and down my arms. Anna took it and hung it on a hook by the mirror. I had a brief flash of her naked body in the mirror.
"She very beautiful." Ting whispered.
"Yes, yes she is." I whispered back.
"You make sex with her. I watch." Ting said, her voice leaving the whisper behind.
Anna turned around.
"What?" She asked, her body unabashedly displayed before us. Her golden body glowed and despite the tropical humidity, her hair was turning from black to ringlets of gold very rapidly.
She smiled and came over to me and pulled the undershirt up and off my body. I expected her to make some comment about it being all sweaty but instead, she pressed it to her face and inhaled.
"You smell like man." She growled.
Ting watched this and when Anna made to toss the shirt away, she snatched and mimicked what Anna did, inhaling deeply. She lowered it and looked at me with her serious black eyes.
"You smell like man." She echoed.
Anna caught my eye and she smiled slightly.
"You do the pants, Ting." Anna whispered.
Good luck with that, I thought. They needed a winch to get them loose from my hard cock. I was in luck, they were two wenches.
Ting had no trouble with the belt, the button, or the zipper. She lowered it, the vibration ran softly along the hard shaft of my cock. I thought I'd jump out of my skin. The woman fought my jeans down and then one leg at a time removed them, leaving me in just socks and briefs. Ting took off my socks. She sat back.
"You. His bird is for you." Ting said, her voice getting higher with each syllable.
Anna sat down on the bed and pulled me closer. She hooked her fingers inside the waistband of my briefs and pulled them out and down, over the head and arch of my hard cock. It was canted to the side to fit nicely but it wasn't nice. The redhead appeared and then the veined and strained shaft.
"Cock." Ting said as it came fully into view.
"Yeah. Cock. All for us." Anna breathed. She looked up at me. "Buster, we're going to wear you down to a nub." Then she slapped me hard on the thigh. "Go shower." My briefs were only part way down. I stepped back and skimmed them down and off. I stood up, my pointer bobbing gently in the stillness. I backed away from the two nude women. I really wanted to stay and see what happened next.
I confess, I had visions of numerals or just face plants or even tit kissing and the like but when I arrived from the shower, all clean and fresh, Ting had moved to the chair again, peering from behind her now bare knees and Anna lay on the bed.
Before I could inquire about the next activity, Ting sat up.
"You make love to her." She said, pointing at Anna.
Anna turned her head and sensing my sudden shyness, smiled.
"Yeah, make love to Anna." Her voice sounded mocking but I took her seriously.
She lay in the middle of the bed. Her legs slightly parted, her breasts standing tall on her chest. She was not a round woman but she wasn't angular by any means either. She was curved, formed from the model of a perfect woman but made more profound by her height. Anna was about as tall as me. Of course lying down we were about the same height. I moved to the bed. She looked up at me. When I hesitated, she nodded. She put a hand on my bare thigh. The jolt that went through me brought tears to my eyes. I groaned. Suddenly I worried that I might come the moment I touched her. I shrugged mentally. If that happened and we had to wait, well, what ever would we do in the meantime? If the cock takes a powder, you have to be creative about filling the time until you can fill in the pussy. If I came so fast, so what? I was confident there was more where that came from.
I put a knee on the bed. Anna watched me through heavy, lidded eyes. She'd left her eyeshadow on, a blend of purple and pink that appeared when she blinked her gray eyes. I got to my hands and knees over her and stepped carefully between her legs. Anna widened them, pushing them apart to accommodate my arrival. We still had only barely touched, since I got out of the shower, I mean. I had an idea.
I looked back at Ting.
"You want to touch her tits?" I asked. I was just teasing but Ting took it as a legitimate invitation. She was up and out of the chair fast as a snake's tongue. She knelt alongside us, staring at Anna's tits.
I leaned over Anna's naked body and stared down at the blonde woman.
"I am going to kiss you and then we'll both kiss your tits." I whispered.
"Oh sweet Jesus." But she said it the Spanish way, haysus.
I grunted, lowered my mouth towards her lips. She lifted her head and met me as I descended. We collided into a immediately hot kiss. Her lips swelled and opened. Her tongue touched my lips and I opened my mouth. I felt her twitch suddenly. I opened my eyes and twisted to my right so I could see down under me. Ting had a small hand on Anna's large breast. Anna groaned into my mouth. I released the kiss.
"Never, never felt that before. Kissing while someone else touches my boobs." Anna panted, her breath chopped up the words as she spoke.
I moved to her side and lay down beside her, leaving one leg draped over hers, as if to reserve my place between her naked legs. I got to my elbows and leaned over her towering tit. I licked the aureole. She jerked a little. I kissed around the crown of her breasts, sucking gently on the tight, smooth skin. I pulled back. Ting stared at us from her vantage point on the edge of the bed. Her hand was gone from Anna's tit.
"Kiss it." I said softly. "Lick it. Kiss it. Like this." I leaned forward and pulled at Anna's tit with my lips. Anna hissed a little. I felt Ting's presence and opened my eyes. I moved to the outside curve of Anna's tit and kissed it hard, while watching Ting lick her way around the enormous breast in front of her face. Her eyes were wide, fixed but fuzzy behind her wet bangs and the fall of her long black hair. It fell like spilled ink on Anna's belly and side. I moved to Anna's breast and straightened, crouching over her thigh. I felt Ting and then her face rubbed against mine, cheek to cheek.
"Oh Christopher's gonads!" Anna groaned. "Oh god, that, that feels so good. I can feel you both breathing on my skin. Your breath feels like fire on me, hot and damp. I want to feel you inside me. Inside me, please!" Her voice ratcheted up into a strained peal of pleading.
Ting backed away immediately. She spoke to me but her eyes remained fixed on Anna's breast. I balanced on the knee between Anna's legs and reeled in the other one. I peered down her body to her bare pussy.
"She shaved." Ting whispered. "She bare. I am bushy." She giggled, nervously.
I didn't bother to respond. I touched my cock to Anna's thigh. She lifted her leg to look down her body at me. Ting sat on her heels, her chin right on the edge of the bed so her eyes were about even with the end of my cock as I pushed it into Anna's plush and pulsing body. The pleasure of entering her rushed at me, like a wild crowd seeing their super star appear out of a stage door. Her lush lips clutched at my cock. Her body was smooth and silky slick so I slid deep into her immediately. Down, down into her depths I pressed my cock. I felt the ripple of excitement well up in her so where her hips bunched and punched up at me, I was expecting it. I held firm and she jammed herself onto my cock from below. Then I followed her inevitable retreat and pinned her heavily to the bed.
"Oh great god!" I growled. "My god, my god that's so good!"
I love the feel of a woman's ass in my hands while I fuck her. That requires you to "stand" on your forearms, or lay fully on her chest and that means she can't breath to good, so I stand on my arms. It makes my arms tense and soon they tire but I get to hold tight onto her ass and pull it apart when I ram into her. I pulled her up onto my cock even as I thrust down into her. The feeling of her pussy enveloping my cock nearly undid me. I felt the orgasm feint in my direction. I released my suspension over Anna's spread and open body. I dropped into her the last couple inches, bumping her pubic bone with mine. We were connected. She held still, hissing and gasping with the rippling pleasure bubbling up around me out of the naked blonde woman.
I tightened my hands on her ass. Anna grunted. I lifted out of her clasping pussy, replete with separation anxiety. I relented and gave into her addiction like a good co-dependent and rammed my cock back into her. Anna sighed like she'd been holding her breath; perhaps she had been. Her arms extended over her head so she was open and helpless, receiving me by completely abandoning any semblance of control. I appreciated the vote of confidence. I pushed her down with my weight. She wisely exhaled as I settled onto her abdomen and stomach. I turned my head and found her lips close by. I wriggled up a little, losing my balance but managed to kiss her as I lay down on her tits. They puddled between us, firm splashes of erotic joy nuzzled against me. The delight exploded in me. I realized I was coming and pull back too late. I thought I'd lose her then so shoved deep into her again. She grunted. I rooted my cock in her body and held it there as the luscious spasms overwhelmed me. I saw lights and felt a thousand fingers touching me up and down my body. My climax erupted with a series of slight but profound rabbit jerks that accompanied my cum spewing into Anna's body.
She groaned.
I lay over her, panting. She lifted her head and kissed my neck.
"Heavy." She groaned. I shifted and drooped to the right, transferring my weight to my shoulder planted beside her. Like an avalanche seen from a distance I eased off and out of her and out from between her splayed, open legs.
"I hope there's more where that came from." Anna muttered.
"I'm a virgin. Sue me." I growled back.
"You virgin?" Ting asked, her voice full of surprise.
"No. He's no virgin." Anna muttered.
"How can you tell."
"I knows his way into a woman and what to do when he gets there." Anna answered.
I tried to swell with pride but instead rolled onto my back and closed my eyes. I felt Anna sit up and climb over me. I wanted to open my eyes and watch her body pass over me like a cloud over a burnt forest but I was too tired to move my eyelids.
"What you doing? Where you go?" Ting asked, her voice worried with expectation.
"It's your turn. We need to wind his little chew toy up again so we can play with it." Anna's said, her voice replete with amusement, laughing at herself I suspected. It is easy to be delighted with one's own cleverness.
I relaxed, unaccountably feeling that my responsibility was passed away and all I needed to do was bask in the afterglow.
Cold water dripped on my thigh. I jerked awake, startled as much at finding I'd dozed as from the cold shock of the water drop.
I felt a hand lift my limp cock and Anna washed it with a cloth. It was warm not cold so the expected shock was soothing instead. I felt my cock and then my whole body begin to respond to this woman.
"Scoot over a little, hon." Anna drawled at me. I opened my eyes and looked at her. She pushed at my shoulder and hip with her two hands. I obeyed, scooting to the center of the bed.
"Here, watch this." Anna husked. I felt her hot breath on my belly as she moved down my body. She clutched my hardening cock in one hand. When she arrived for my cock, she lined up and kissed the head peeking out over her clinched handhold on my shaft. She kissed it then her soft lips settled around it and she sucked at the end. She must have felt the sudden stiffening in my cock. With her lips clutching the head of my cock, she released her hand out of the way. She pushed her mouth down onto my cock, filling up with it until I felt the cockhead bumping against the entrance to her throat. She inhaled, pulling air around my cock so it felt wintry and sharp. Her lips sealed and she pulled up off my cock. Her full lips rippled over the zinging skin of my cock stretched tight by its aroused response to her. She slurped around the head as she departed.
I opened my eyes, casting around for what scared her away. My cock throbbed. I decided it was scared and needed a place to hide. Anna apparently sensed my impending panic and suggested a refuge.
"Your turn, Ting." Anna said, her voice serious and low.
I opened my eyes as Ting crawled onto me. She sat on my thighs, peering down at my hard cock. She reached out and took delicate hold of it. Just the feel of her hand on my cock could have sent me into orbit all by itself but with Anna hunched next to me, the feeling was magnified a dozen times. A huge shiver rippled through me. Meanwhile, while I was having this "two women at the same time" moment, Ting gripped my cock, bent it vertical and touched it to the entrance to her body. She groaned as she settled down onto me. I felt her stringent thighs, tight as she levered herself down onto my spike. Her pussy kissed the head of my cock and then gulped it in. She slid down, caught, rose and descended again all in quick succession. She repeated this several more times, taking me further and further inside her body until her little ass rested on my thighs. Her legs clasped me, gripping my legs and holding them tightly closed. I realized that my hands were knotted in the bedspread. I consciously relaxed. The feeling of her body fully penetrated by my cock roared in my ears. Ting leaned over me and lifted her ass.
A loud squelch filled the otherwise silent room. I don't think I was breathing at all and Anna was panting shallowly like she was practicing hyperventilating. Ting planted her open hands on my chest and lowered her pussy back down the length of my cock, just like she was trying to drive me fucking mad. She groaned from deep inside her. I swear I heard her spine rattling. Up and down, up and down, her ass rose and fell with a steady motion. Her voice tried to get past her teeth but seemed to clink off them, gritted as they were. She panted around the pleasure. Each withdrawal seemed more and more labored as her body tightened around my cock, clutching at it with greater tension. My hands had been under my own ass, don't ask me why. I'd moved them there when I relaxed but didn't know it, not really. I pulled them loose.
My hands moved up to grip Ting's ass. She groaned. Her head bowed over me and her black hair swept across me like desert rains, lonely little clouds surrounded by rippling heat. Her ass bobbed up and down and for a minute or so, I let my hands ride along, just pacing her motion. I finally determined to engage her. I gripped her ass with both hands and pulled her down hard as she began her planned descent. At the same time, though I arched under her, ramming my cock up into her body. Ting screamed. Her body bucked, would have been more radical but I had a firm hold of her ass. Her open hands clinched into fists, taking off some of my skin in the process. I wore the scars with pride.



She tensed, her eyes both clinched tight, her knees quivered against my sides. She twerked her ass up and down and I helped as best I could, having no hope of matching her pace. I just selected every third or forth motion and thrust up into her and pulled her ass down onto my cock. Two or three of those and she bucked into a full-fledged orgasm. Her head bobbed, making her black hair flail around her head, flying up and out as though it were alive, like Medusa's snakes. Her face screwed up into a grimace and she grunted as her ass rapped out its rhythm on my thighs.
She screamed again and this time sat back onto my cock, settling all of her weight onto it. Her hands left my chest and she folded them around her head, twisting it and the upper third of her torso axially while she ground us together. Inside her, her pussy molded around my cock and then flinched and twitched. That motion massaged my cock. I waited until she broke her oxygen fast and gasped into a torrential pant. I reached up and pulled her down by the shoulders. While she was yet confused by what I was doing, I rolled her onto her back. She growled. Her hips bucked under me, rooting my cock far into her pussy. The power of her motion lifted me a little but when I rose up between her legs and slammed down into her, she bucked again and more strongly. Up and down I hammered into the slight woman. Her hands were claws on my shoulders. She left red lines there with her nails, too. For days afterward, wearing any shirt reminded me of the moment of ecstasy when Ting-a-Ling came under me. Her legs rose around me and locked behind my thighs. Her hand pulled at my shoulders.
When I resisted her pull, for her own good, I would insist, she rose up under me and found my mouth with hers and kissed me even while I fucked her. She gasped and kissed, gasped and kissed, holding herself up with her torso muscles and her little grappling hooks latched onto my shoulders. I wrapped an arm around her shoulders and bore her to the bed. Her body pulsed under me. She used her heels to walk her legs up to lock around my waist. That tilted her pussy up so I was descending in a much more vertical manner, like and elevator in its shaft. I felt it, thundering down into her while she hissed and moaned and then finally screamed, shaking loose my lips from hers to cry out in Chinese, things I didn't understand but certainly couldn't mistake. Her whole body rippled with orgasm, bucking and jerking under me.
My orgasm roared out of the depths of hell or the heights of heaven and I flooded into her. She was howling constantly by then. I'd lost my mind and was consequently mindlessly hammering into her but since she was lashed onto me with her legs, I could only lift her and slam her against the bed. My orgasm welled up and flowed into her, filling her with cum even as she went stiff. Her body froze around me, turning into brittle brass. She bucked once, exhaled and then cried out and collapsed. Her legs released and she dropped off of me like I was shedding the breastplate of a coat of armor.
I toppled down beside her, panting heavily.
"Jesus, now I'm jealous." Anna whispered beside me. I opened one eye. This time she used the Caucasian inflection.
"Jealous Jesus." I muttered mindlessly.
I lay there till I got my breath. I felt Ting move and opened my eyes. She was leaning over me, her face aglow. She leaned down and kissed me lightly on the lips. She said something in Chinese and then smiled widely.
"What?" I whispered.
"I said, you bird love my nest." Ting tittered, giggling close behind the words.
I smiled with half of my face. She kissed me again. She was reaching for my dewy cock so I sat up and stood. I walked into the bathroom, did my toilet and cleaned off my equipment. Take good care of your equipment and it'll take good care of you. I opened the door and nearly had a heart attack.
Anna had turned Ting on the bed and was eating her with some great energy. Ting lay on the bed, her head turned, her arms out wide. Anna's blonde curls bounced and wavered between the slight woman's legs. Ting looked nervous, perhaps a little scared. I shut the bathroom light and Ting's head rose up. She peered past Anna's head at me. Her eyes did flutter once then but otherwise she gave no indication that Anna was reaching her.
Anna certainly reached me, I'll tell you. Seeing the blonde woman licking and kissing between the slight Chinese legs gave me instant wood. Hell, I think it was quick drying cement. I was hard in a moment. I never once considered the affect of my next action on anyone else. Suddenly I was a guy with a private fantasy right there before me. I'd always wanted to fuck a woman who was eating another woman. I don't think I did but I swear I felt like I was sliding into home plate I moved so fast. That might have been my imagination because I had to lift Anna's hips to get her ass off her heels.
She knew immediately what was about to happen and her compliance and willing contribution to my fantasy made it that much sweeter. She got to her knees, which bent her neck but that did not deter her in the least. She felt me cuddling up to her wondrous ass and I heard her hum deep inside. It wasn't a tune exactly but some sort of communication that managed to be in two part harmony, which is an accomplishment for one voice.
When I felt between her legs, she widened her stance. That was all the encouragement I needed. I found her pussy, probed for the main thoroughfare and reconnoitered with my finger. She still bubbled. I rose up behind her, directed my cock to her pussy and entered her. I slid into her completely and immediately. She was slick with enthusiasm and welcome. Her fine ass bunched between us, a lush cushion with its own sensual wonder. I gripped her hips, drew back and slapped us together. Her body shook like it was buffeted by a wrecking ball, or maybe two. I pulled back and slammed into her again. She rocked forward, losing her place in her perusal of Ting's braille.
"God, yes, fuck me!" Anna cried.
Ting rose up, planting her hands behind her, and stared down the expanse of Anna's back at me ensconced behind the crouched blonde like a counselor behind the throne. I was jackhammering into Anna with great force and regularity. Her body responded by dismissing the smooth slickness and turning into a velvet vise that clamped down on my cock while I stirred it around inside her and then lost the fight to keep me doing so when I pulled back. Back and then into her hard and deep I fucked the blonde woman. After a while she lay her head on Ting's thigh and just panted.
That was when Ting grasped a wad of her blonde hair and twisted Anna's face back between her legs. Moments later, Ting cried out, her hips bucking up at Anna's face. To my great surprise, Ting's sudden orgasm precipitated one of my own. I ground against Anna's ass, bunching it up between us. I hesitated and focused for a moment on the firm feel of her ass scrunched up against me. I wiggled my ass a little, thinking I was going to tickle and tease Anna a little but instead I tickled and teased me. My body responded to the feel of the woman mounted on my cock. In that brief moment of hesitation, she rippled inside, sending shock waves of pleasure out of her pussy and through the furtherest reaches of my body, even to the ends of my hair. I swear it all stood up. That orgasm appeared like a shadow in the night and exploded behind my eyes with dazzling intensity. I must have cried out. It was so intense, so strong that I felt my body suddenly go all fizzy, and I felt like I was floating, a soap bubble of pleasure in an erotic cloud.
I pumped cum into Anna again and she realized I was coming. She lifted her head from Ting's pussy.
"Again? So soon!"
Ting had collapsed back onto the bed by now and lay huffing and puffing. I think she could have kept a beach ball suspended above her lips. I hit the end of my orgasmic tether. I bucked once and collapsed over Anna's back. She tensed to hold me up and that willingness to be the brace beguiled me to just relax altogether. I reached around her body, found a tit with each hand and cupped them.
Anna hummed around my hands. I swear I felt it, her hum, like a tingling on my skin rather than as a sound. I lay still for a moment and then backed my cock out of Anna's body. She sighed as I vacated her pussy. I staggered to my feet and returned to the bathroom. I repeated my ritual and stared at myself in the mirror for a moment.
"God, I am fucking two gorgeous women at the same time! Can this get any better?"
That last question demonstrates my distinct lack of imagination. Holy shit.
I exited the WC and by god if Anne wasn't laying on the bed and Ting was crouched between her legs. Anna looked over at me.
"I'm a science experiment." Anna said, her voice replete with wry amusement. "She said she wanted to taste your cum before she sucked your cock."
By god if that didn't rouse my cock up again. I swear. I am not usually all that excited about a blow job. I like the pussy mounted on the end of my cock. This had an effect I had not expected and never collected on.
As if sensing I had returned, Ting got to her knees between Anna's legs.
"I think she wants you to fuck her." Anna said, in the same tone. "Maybe it'll inspire her."
I admired the thought. I thought it was a noble and virtuous idea. Since I had wood, again, I followed that intuition. I knew Ting knew what was happening because when I was next to the bed, she wagged her ass back and forth as though daring me to fuck her. I took the dare.
Entering her on her knees was utterly different. She was tight and cramped. I worked my cock into her body a little at a time. Something had happened, something had changed and I could not imagine that Anna's tongue had tightened her up. What do I know? This was empirically true, not beholden to any theory of pussy, tongue and cock. It took me a couple minutes to work my cock back into Ting's crouching body. Meanwhile she seemed to find inspiration mounted on the end of my cock. I say this because Anna began to pant a little. Once I caught her grimacing, clinching her eyes closed and arching her tits. She rearranged herself and clutched her own tits, pinching the nipples and massaging them with her hands. Ting came up for air, noticed Anna massaging her own tits and moved her little hands up to help. The two women worked together at Anna's tits. Ting's pussy relaxed. Ann'a breath deepened and turned into robust panting. Suddenly she grunted and her body went rigid. Her hands clutched Ting's little hands against her tits.
"Oh god, I think, I think, goddamn I am coming with a woman's tongue in me!" Anna's voice began sounding normal but ended with a little shrieking serif at the end. "Oh, oh, oh god, again!" She cried out.
I was so excited, seeing Anna come, I got carried away and banged Ting out of her place between Anna's legs. Ting lifted her head and grunted each time I slammed deep into her. Her little body shook with my impact against her or perhaps it was the penetration by my cock inside her, but I am trying to be modest. I was trotting along at a nice pace, feeding a mile of cock into Ting's tight pussy when suddenly she grunted and shucked me out and off of her. For a nonplussed moment I thought I'd been rejected but Ting shouldered in beside Anna, scooting Anna to one side of the bed.
I knelt between Anna's ankles, staring at the two nude women of such different dimensions laying side by side on the bed. Finally, Ting sat up.
"What you wait for?" She asked. "Fuck us both. First her, then me. Kiss, fuck, fuck, kiss." She left most of the meaning out of her words but I understood good enough. Ting was a little wild woman. Her hair seemed to float around her head, like she was possessed.
She stayed sitting up while I shuffled forward, up between Anna's legs. Anna just lay still, like she was waiting to be used. I entered her and she exhaled, gasping around the erotic sensations wafting around her. Ting lay down.
"Now kiss." She said.
Just to be a butt, I kissed Anna. Anna shook me away.
"I think she means her."
I guess if you are planted balls deep in a woman's pussy it really doesn't matter if she talks to you like she thinks you're stupid. I certainly didn't care. I did, however, kiss Anna till she was breathless. I gripped her by the ass and slammed into her over and over again. Petty? Perhaps, but when I did release her and canted over to kiss Ting, Anna orgasmed. I felt her meet it. Her breath caught and caught and caught, like she just couldn't get her breath and then she went silent. I thrust into her, tilted sideways so I could cradle Ting's head with my elbow and kiss her. Ting was ravenous. She kissed me hard, then pulled at my lower lip with her teeth. I pulled away, sat up and changed rides. I knee stepped from between Anna's full thighs, to between Ting's luxurious rails leading to her pussy. I pointed my cock at her pussy and she opened up like a flower, her flower bloomed and accepted my stinger, pollinating her to make honey of us both. I slid into her without passing goal even once.
Ting came the moment I bottomed out in her. It seemed that she got off on the idea of being fucked along with another woman. I pumped her for a couple minutes. By now I was virtually certain that I could fuck for a while and not make another mess. When I leaned over to kiss Anna, she shivered and kissed me back. I bent lower and sucked her tit into my mouth, released it and moved to the upper slope and sucked hard on it, marking it. Anna arched under me, moaning and gasping as I sucked at the firm flesh of her breast. I bruised her.
Back to Anna I went.
I knee walked back to Anna, feeling her body quivering around me. I positioned my cock and thrust into her. She groaned as I penetrated her body. Her hips rose, enveloping me. I swear her pussy swallowed, for ripples of tension ran from one end of my cock to the other and back again once I was seated deep in her body. She shuddered. Her hiss was ravenous also and when I entered her, Anna came too. I tried to kiss her but she turned her head to the side, arching under me. Her hips ground up at me. Her hands extended above her head. Her legs hooked behind my knees, holding me in place. I kissed at her neck but then I twisted off her and kissed Ting. Ting kissed me back with tongue and lips. I released her mouth and moved down her spare torso. She sighed and went still. I sucked first one nipple then the other. She sighed and gasped. Back and forth I went while pumping between Anna's legs.
"Fuck Ting. Fuck Ting!" Ting cried suddenly.
I withdrew from Anna's sloshing depths and got between Ting's legs. She lay, her head tilted up so I could see her neck, graceful and clean. I had a terrible urge to mare it. I mounted her. She keened. I pulled her little body up the slope of my knees as I sat between her legs, pulling her fully onto my cock. Anna sat up, twisted and kissed Ting on the mouth. If I was going to come again, that moment would have done it. Anna sat back. She looked at me.
"Fuck her, fuck her hard and good, make her come!" Her voice vibrated with intensity.
I lay down on Ting. She arched her neck again and I believe she was offering me her neck. I kissed the side of her face but she didn't turn her head. I kissed to her ear, her long black hair swirled around us. I kissed down to her long, vibrant neck. I was inside her, so had to arch my back to latch onto her neck. I did. Ting's hips lurched under me. She planted her hands beside us and her ass peppered me over and over with little chirps of motion. I held fast to her lean neck, marring it with a large, dark hickey. Ting groaned and then screamed. Her body shook under me, fighting for oxygen her mind refused to seek and capture. I continued to grind between her legs. She groaned and came again. The orgasms began to roll through her one after the other. When I released her neck, she turned her head as if offering me the other side of her neck. She began to pant and then to keen, finally screaming with such passion that Anna coverer her mouth with a hand. Ting bucked under me, fighting and thrusting herself onto my cock, grinding against me and jerking through orgasm after orgasm.
Still I fucked her. Even while she lay still as sunset, I pounded into her little pussy, now ropy with use. Her eyes opened. She patted my ass with one hand.
"You fuck Anna now." She whispered. The words barely emerged from her lips but I swear I heard them.
I dismounted from her. She sighed and curled up beside us. I mounted Anna. She pulled me immediately into a kiss. Anna lifted her legs and wrapped me up in them. I grasped her full ass in both hands and galloped towards heaven. She broke the kiss and hung on, grunting as I fucked her. I shifted my hands under her full ass, clinching each cheek firmly and tightly as I hammered down into her. I thrust hard and fast, occasionally hesitating to grind our bodies together, my pubic bone kissing her with the same intense passion I kissed her mouth with. She moaned and muttered between kisses, turning her head to look at Ting, who ignored us, knotted up into a sensuous ball beside us. I thundered into Anna's voluptuous body.
My orgasm arrived. I felt like I was handing over my spine. When it broke, I clinched my eyes and surrendered, not even trying to attenuate the pleasure. If I had, I am sure I'd have died, happy but dead would have been my fate. As it was, I pumped cum into her for about two seconds and then I was empty. The night fell on me like a brick wall and I went out. I woke to darkness. I remembered collapsing beside Anna, with Ting on the other side of us. I woke to darkness and Anna's plush body. I cuddled up to her and she stirred in her sleep. We tangled up with each other and went back to sleep, on hand cupping her breast, huddled against her back.
I woke to an empty room. I felt the emptiness like a draught of cold air. I noted my message light was on, on the house phone. I got up, showered, shaved and went down. Anna had left a message that she'd be back about one and we could go to Wanchai for the day. Anna loved visiting strip joints. I wondered if she was cruising for another threesome but that never happened. She was leaving that night and asked me ride with her to the airport.
I understood why. She had more baggage than an orchestra. I helped her load it into the taxi. She had to sit on my lap in the back seat. She explained she had a big family and had to buy gifts and then a whole other set of luggage to transport it all back to Texas. She kissed me nearly the whole way to the airport. I helped her unload, piling it all onto a cart. The taxi awaited me but I wanted to ask one question and did.
"What did Ting say to you? To get you to, you know, join us?"
Anna looked at me and smiled. "She said she was leaving today to go get married. She said she wanted to have animal sex, my words, with a man and a woman, just to see what it was like before she joined you. I took her to the airport this morning to go to his city in northern China. He is older, and she didn't love him but she was pregnant. She just wanted one night to relive for the rest of her life."
Anna smiled.
"Mission accomplished, I think. Ting told me to tell you, you a sweet man and she loved your bird." Anna laughed. "I did to, Gunder. Thanks for making my time in Hong Kong so memorable."
She left me then, all tongue tied and sad. I'd thought to "see" Ting after Anna left but now I knew I'd not see her again. Oh, what a night!
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I woke up at seven and, almost as usual, it was my phone that greeted me, buzzing happily on my night stand. Butt holes and bung buckets, I was tired.
"Yeah?" I said into the gloomy morning, eyes still crusted closed.
"Mr. Duncan? It's, this is Holly Romelingame."
"Holly. Hello."
"I want it. I want your collar. I have been thinking about it all night, I mean I dreamed about it, having a collar around my neck and I think, if you own me, then you can give me to Gary. He'd like that and if I screw up, he can hand me back to you, you know, for disciplining or retraining or whatever you'd call it."
"Fucking. I call it fucking. I forget, did you say you liked it in the ass." Was I awake or was this a dream?
"Liked? Liked? That might be a stretch."
"Stretch. Stretched." I horse laughed. "You're funny."
"So?"
"So what?"
"Want to own me? I can get the next couple weeks off. I'll be with you the whole time." I heard her sucking air through her teeth. "If you want me around that much."
I lay back, closed my eyes and envisioned the little woman. I thought about having her around for two weeks and not fucking her. I wondered what my sisters would think or do or say. I grunted.
"Might be fun." I said. "My house. Noon. Don't be late." I gave her my address and hung up. I smelled coffee.
I pulled on sweat pants and a robe and staggered downstairs. No coffee but I was hungry. I stopped at the bottom of the stairs. Blister Tawny sat at the table sipping a cup of coffee. She looked around, her green eyes appraising and cool.
Uh oh.
I staggered into the kitchen. Charm sat across the table from Tawny. Dalia was making an omelet. I got a plate and stood beside her till she gave it to me. I got orange juice and sat down and ate.
No one spoke. The atmosphere was dewy to frigid but I was not sure why. Well, I had an idea. Tawny validated my tension.
"So, brother Sonny, you are going to do Georgia with all your friends today?"
I stopped eating in mid-chew, fork suspended over the plate. A mushroom dropped off, leaving a string of cheddar hanging from it. I put down the fork.
"Yes." I said, eyes fixed on the table.
"Before me?" Tawny asked.
I looked up. Tawny sat to my left at the other end of the table, Charm to my right. Dalia's place was empty since she was cooking. I turned my head to look at Charm.
"Look who's here." I said lightly. "It's Charm Davis. Tawny, did you know Charm is a lesbian?"
"Sonny!" Dalia's mom voice lashed the back of my neck.
Charm regarded me coolly.
I regarded Charm coolly. She was way cooler than me.
"Everyone knows Charm is a lesbian but you." Tawny snarled. She was not happy about something. Given the fact that it was seven-thirty in the morning on a Sunday and she was out of bed and not at Chris' house indicated some bloom was off the rose.
"Oh, I know. I am just wondering if she really wants to watch six guys fuck Georgia all afternoon or if that is all someone else's idea. Seems odd for a lesbian to be auditing a gang bang staring Dick somebody."
Charm smiled a ghostly smile, ethereal and light as though she were above it all.
"Sonny, it may shock you to know that I have not seen dick penetrating a woman and frankly, after seeing plenty of dick in a strictly male context, I thought it might be good to see it in its native habitat."
"So Georgia is now habitat?" I chuckled. "Habitat for humanity? Habitat for Sonny...and his buddies." I twisted around to get Dalia's glare. She delivered it with a glower and a fat lower lip.
"Quit trying, Sonny." Charm said said. "Dalia suggested that Georgia might enjoy the audience. For Georgia's sake at least, I'll watch you boys."
"Oh, this is for Georgia?" I immediately felt stupid. "Of course it is." I added hurriedly. I turned to stare at Dalia but she was busy with the next omelet and made no bones about ignoring me. "Well, since you are fine with being a sex object..."
"Excuse me?" Charm growled, like I was getting too close to her dinner. Most women don't like you eating off their plate but think it's cute to poach off yours, if you're a guy buying dinner, anyway.
I looked her straight in the eyes.
"I don't care what you call it, you are about to be used for someone else's pleasure, irrespective of whether it matches yours or not."
Charm's eyes flicked as she processed the thought and realized I was right.
"Shit. You're right." She did smile. "I guess I don't mind. If you don't. If the other guys don't mind a UN observer taking notes."
"Just so long as you don't take pictures, no one cares. You might be appreciated on a purely aesthetic level. Besides, you won't be the only observer watching from the catbird's seat."
"Oh, I know all about Dalia's penchant for watching. She has been rather forthright about that, when pressed."
"Oh really?" I looked away from them, fixing my eyes on Tawny. "And you. What are you doing here? Runaway to home?"
Tawny smiled at me and I found another use for my new word because her smile was unctuous.
"I overheard Chris explaining to Laura that the guys, as he said it, were getting a shot at Georgia. You can imagine my surprise when I thought that would be my prerogative, to go first, I mean."
I looked her right in the tits and said, "Mom went first. You girls are just tourists."
I could tell by the way her tits swelled up she was about to object but Charm intervened.
"Tourists are wonderful. Wide-eyes, interested, and filled with wonder, they can help you to see your neighborhood in a whole new and wonderful way."
My eyes lifted and found Tawny with a very Georgia look on her face; it was that obdurate look that meant Georgia was never going to change her mind and you just as well give up. One time when we were kids, she refused to clean up her oatmeal one morning and Mom made her sit there all day, insisting she eat it. I finally grabbed it and threw it away. I hate oatmeal and cold oatmeal is like its own circle of hell. Just smelling it makes me want to ralph. Seeing that cast in Tawny's eyes frightened me a little but I wasn't clear about just what it could mean. I did get a little queasy though.
So I asked. "What are you doing here, precisely?"
"I wouldn't miss this for the world." Tawny's face twitched. "Who else do you think is going to be watching?"
Sometimes Tawny could be so confused and thus confusing.
"Me, silly." Dalia said from the kitchen.
I shook my head. "Besides her, there is another woman I will introduce to your little ritual."
"Is that what you call it." Charm asked lightly. "I thought it was airtight. A cock in every hole."
"So it is but airtight is much too descriptive. Better to disguise it with another name."
Charm nodded. "You? Politically correct?"
I smirked. "Do you really think there is a politically correct term for a cock in every hole?" I waited for a response and then wondered if I had only thought that thought because no one seemed to be aware I had spoken. Of course, the truth is likely that they were dissing me and cursing me with silence, which to a good comedian is indeed a circle in hell, also known as a circle jerk which brings me back to the subject at hand or in hand.
I made to study Tawny until finally she met my gaze, her eyes brittle and sharp.
"You should let me go. First, I mean."
I shrugged. "You can be a fluffer." I smiled and oh wow! It was unctuously par excellance.
She snarled at me. And made a claw of one hand.
I noticed the bright red fingernail polish and it aroused me.
"What?" I said hoarsely. "Don't you like the idea of having six dicks in your mouth as a good way to spend the afternoon?"
Tawny shook her head.
"Chris was giggling with anticipation over getting to fuck my sister, so, no, I am not thinking that spending an afternoon on my knees making like a glory hole would be my first choice."
"Glory hole? What's that?" I was being snide. I know how to use the Internet. The idea of sticking my dick in a hole in the wall to see what would happen struck me as...well pointless given my developing harem.
Tawny, in true Tawny fashion neglected my snideness and took me literally and began to explain. Dalia, bless her heart, walked over and put a plate before her.
"I think he was being silly, dear." Her mom voice turned Tawny's gushing to a trickle.
Tawny looked down at the steaming omelet. She looked up at me.
"Sonny, I want fucked. Several times. Not as many as Georgia but, I want to have sex with your friends," she smiled but it looked like she had cellophane over her face, "or you if you are nice, and I want everyone to see, to watch me having sex with my brother." Her eyes took on a look. "I want you to take me clothes shopping and fuck me in a changing room. I want to fuck in an elevator. I want it all but I want to be seen. I want to flash my tits while you finger me or take you standing up in the park while marathoners chug by. I want to sit in your lap in the movies and feel your cock and have you put it in me and feel everyone around me knowing I am full of cock and still have the feeling that I am fucking my own brother and no one knows!"
"Tawny, dear, you should eat" Dalia said, her voice was a little nervous, shaking a little but I could not tell if it was because her sister made her uneasy or because she was aroused, imagining watching that litany of sexual displays and knowing what other's did not know, that her sister was fucking her brother where they could be seen in public.
I don't know about Dalia but I was aroused. I had a flash to fuck her right then, but it immediately occurred to me that I should arrange for her to be fucked as she asked. But if I had everyone fuck her, Georgia would never forgive either of us. Suddenly, I had an idea and what an idea it was. Honestly, it scared me a little. Can you have an orgy on a Sunday afternoon? Don't you need to do it at night or something? I needed to check the orgy rule book to see what conventions I was breaking and what the penalties were.
"Tawny, is this about you and Chris?"
She took a bite of omelet. Even after having had my own, it still smelled great and that is an accomplishment.
Tawny chewed, swallowed and looked up at me. God, that simple activity made me want to do her right then.
"Sort of." This was the honest, guileless Tawny. "Chris refused to have sex with either of us last night. Laura, Mrs. Wills, she was crazy and so he tied her to the bed and left her. She moaned half the night. She loves serving as hostess on the airtight express. I wanted sex but Chris put me off. He asked me to let him take his mom out for the day, just her and him. He doesn't know I came here. I said I was heading into work. I want him to see someone else fuck me. If he can stand that, if he doesn't turn into a green-eyed asshole..." She hesitated.
"Assholes don't have eyes." I interjected.
"Yeah they do. Just one, the winking Cyclops eye that you want to poke out with your spear!" Charm said, her voice bubbling with good cheer.
Tawny ignored us both. "I, I want this. I do. I wanted it to be me but now, now that's Georgia, I need him to understand I want it and that I don't think we should be exclusive, since he certainly isn't."
I cocked my head. "The usual practice is to put all the cum in one place, er, person. I am not sure we can do anything but tease you."
"Sonny, come on. This is a little sister-big sister thing. If she goes first, after you fucked me first, then she wins."
I shook my head. "Sex is not a competition. Every orgasm is its own reward. Look, Tawny, if you want cock, you may have to eat pussy...will you do that?"
I saw the disenchantment ripple through her expression. I was happy to see it did not rise to disgust.
"I don't eat pussy." She said.
"You don't have to do anything you don't want to but Tawny, other women will and they will want it."
"That's saying a mouthful." Charm said.
I glanced over at her and she looked so pleased with herself I nearly laughed out loud.
"I have someone for you to convert." I said gently, clearly talking to Charm.
Charm looked immediately startled.
Tawny looked shocked. "Sonny!"
"Not you, but you should learn to like it. Practice makes perfect, right Charm?"
Dalia had been standing behind Tawny. She took a couple steps to me and laid a hand lightly on my shoulder.
"Let her alone. Tasting pussy is not for everyone. When its her turn to be airtight," Dalia hesitated, and blushed. "Let's see how this goes. Have a woman for each guy to fuck and have couples do Georgia before you all do her together."
Great minds. I was way ahead of her, thinking exactly the same thing! I stood up.
"Dalia, we could have fifteen or sixteen people here. Can you have snacks or something?"
She nodded, lighting up.
"I'll make mulled wine and have a lentil stew."
"Honey, I don't think beans at an orgy is a good thing. Causes bloating." Charm said dryly, studying her fingernails.
"Oh, right. You mean it makes the guys fart. So no beans. Orgy? Is that what this is?" She turned her eyes to Charm. "I'll make a stew. Vegetables in the crock pot. Are we really hosting an orgy? Is that what you want? A male and female orgy? We are doing this for you, Charm."
Charm remained fixated on her fingernails.
"I think I'll do retro today and paint my nails black." She looked up at me and smiled. "They won't know what to think when I get back to the office." She looked at Dalia. "Dalia, darling, this isn't for me. You're confused. It's for Georgia. Is it going to go well with her to have a gender blender mixer swirling around her while she is orgasming." Her perfect white brow furrowed. "Oh, this is Nova we are talking about. She is as ambi-sexual...no, omni-sexual as any one I ever met. I guess I think she might love being the center of attention at an orgy. How are you going to manage that?"
The last was clearly addressed to me. I shrugged.
"I'll think of something. God, an orgy at my house." I walked away upstairs. I had a plan and it was wiggling around in me like a snake in a pie shell.
I laid down and called Holly. She answered immediately.
"Holly, listen, you are going to eat pussy, if you come here today. I have a lesbian who will give you pointers and encouragement. I just want to see her naked and its your job to get her clothes off so I can see her."
"So you can put your dick in her?"
"Holly, don't cast aspersions. I would never put my dick into a hole when I thought I wouldn't get it back. I don't think they grow back."
She giggled, then sobered. "Really? I have to?"
"Must."
Silence.
"I'll try."
"Do you like the idea of a woman going down on you?"
"I like the idea of you going down on me. You show real talent, but you need practice."
I ignored that, despite the urge to pursue it.
"Just do what you'd want done to you."
"I want a cock about now. After last night, all the blather about fucking has me thinking of nothing else. I am ready to sit and spin."
"If you want a little time to adjust, come early and you can get a head start on the rest of us."
"How early?"
"How much adjustment do you need before you are ready to go down on a woman with everyone watching."
"How many people are we talking about?"
"A dozen or more. More if you count the oral watchers."
"Oh fuck."
"Come early, come often."
"Sounds like we are voting in Chicago." She chortled.
I hung up.
"Oh fuck me!" I grunted. My plan was lacking some crucial details. I got on the Internet and found the main number for the Global Grand. I hoped I remembered the room number. I asked for 2011 and when Jeb's voice came on the phone I breathed again.
"Good morning, Mr. Wills." I said. "This is Sonny."
"Mistress, its Sonny." Jeb called out in a tinny voice. God it did not sound like him at all.
"Jeb listen..." There was clicking and then a new voice spoke in my ear.
"Master Sonny, what you want of Tia Maria?" She sounded tense...and pleased.
I hesitated. Well, I'd make the best of it either way. I'd have to get back to Jeb in a minute. No sense in dancing around the issue.
"Marie, I want you at my house by noon. I am having an orgy and I am going to assign you to one of my friends. To fuck, suck and do general maintenance. Do you like women?"
"Master? What you mean, I woman."
"I mean do you go down on women?"
"Jacob, what go down on women mean? Oh. Oh! I don't do it, ever."
I rolled my eyes. "Well, its time. Be here at noon. Hand the phone to Jeb."
"There will be dick, though?" Tia Maria sounded a little worried.
"More dick than you can handle and likely more than you will get. Hand the phone to Jeb."
"You mean Jacob? Here, Sonny want you."
"Hello?" His voice sounded conflicted.
"Not like that, Mr. Wills. Has Tia Maria met your son or wife?"
"No. Of course not."
"I mean, does she know what they look like? Chris and Laura, the blond duo? Would she recognize them if she met them, face to face?"
"No. I haven't shown her any pictures of my...of that sort."
"If she has to eat pussy, will that be a problem?"
"Oh my god. I have no idea." That voice wasn't his. He sounded breathless and focused.
"Well, I'll find out and let you know."
"Will, will they be there?" His voice was low and soft, like he was trying to speak without being heard.
"Laura and Chris. That's my plan. You said..."
"Yes, I did. Thank you, Mr. Duncan!"
You cannot imagine how fucking weird it is to hear a man of his ilk and demeanor calling me Mister. I think if he had called me "master" I'd have been too weirded out to go on. "Mister" was bad enough.
"You have my phone number and address?" I gave both to him. "Have Tia Maria at my house by noon. Okay? I am going to introduce her to your family."
"Oh god." Jeb breathed.
"Oh, text me your phone number and hers, does Marie have a phone that is local?"
"I have one for her, yes."
"Text me the digits before you leave the room. If I don't get them, I'll call back on the house phone again." I had gotten digits wrong in the past and it fucked everything up. "I'll text you acknowledgment when I get it. Don't leave till I do."
I hung up. I sat on my bed and felt drunk. I needed more sleep. Shit it was only quarter to eight. I had time to arrange things and still get a couple more hours in. I sat still, counting. Six guys, three watchers, Tawny and Marie, I needed three or four more. Then there's Laura. Should I include her in the six or not? Depends on who I could get at such short notice. I had to use those on the line but I did not want to resort to the usual MILFs. I wanted people who'd be as unsure of themselves as everyone else.
I called Rebecca Kline. She answered but sounded still asleep.
"Mrs. Kline? Sonny Duncan."
"Sonny? Oh, hello. Sorry, I'm not awake yet. We just got back from Memphis last night."
I debated beating around the bush but decided to jump right in, into the bush as it were. "I'm having a going away orgy for a lesbian friend of mine. She wants to watch how the other half do an orgy and I want you and Lovely at my house by noon. Can you do that?"
"I, uh, well, an orgy?"
The next voice I heard was a chipper Lovely, bright and breathy as always, as though her tone was licking at my ear through the phone. I wanted to fuck her face down.
"Mr. Duncan, did I hear mother say orgy?"



"I want you and your mother at my house at noon. Table ready and ready to fuck. Does that work for you?"
"Yes. Noon? I'll bring my mother. Shall I dress her any certain way? Can I tie her up or bring her naked or something fun like that?"
"No, its too cold. Dress her to be undressed though, not so she doesn't need undressed."
"Oh yes, I understand. We'll be there. Should I have her wet and ready to be mounted?" She giggled. "I like saying it that way, mounted sounds so utterly animalistic!"
"Suit yourself. She will be mounted. So will you."
Lovely sighed. "Oh Sonny, thank you. My own efforts to mount my mother on strange cock has been disappointing. I think she has been enjoying my many failures, however. This, though, this my dearest mother will love. Orgy! Where, where shall I deliver her?"
"And you." I insisted, my voice brooking no misunderstanding.
I gave her the address. I had a little twinge about having so many people a) know my address and b) know I fucked my sisters but of all the one's I was inviting, none of them had much leeway to point fingers at us, so long as the degree of incest does not matter and it is like being a virgin or not. How many times and ways and with whom doesn't really matter once you had a taste of family, then you are part of the glass house so no throwing stones, right?
I called Sean's house. Lydia answered. I hesitated, this could be awkward, I thought but then the light went on.
"Lydia, have you fucked Morrison yet or made any arrangements?"
"No. Should I have?"
"No, but its time. Do it now. Go to him, do him. But I want Quilla here. By noon. Understand? Table ready. Her little lunch box is going to get lots of attention." I wanted to be clear, so there was no confusion. "Holly will be here, so this is the Rubicon. Understand? If you have any reservations, now is the time to stop. After this, you and Quilla will be Morrison's to use and abuse as you wish. Together and separately, but oh, you should make it clear to him that he's getting two for one, so he owes you and me both. Right? You can get a car or something but I want him scouting for another mother and daughter team." I could hear panting in the background. "Get Sean off...out of whoever he's doing."
"He misses Laura."
I grunted. "He's had enough of Mrs. Wills. Oh, Lydia, however you manage things with Morrison, you need to keep a little Lydia for Chris. I have a feeling he may be busy but when he calls, you need to open wide. Understand? If Seth is bothered by that, avoid it and distract him with Quilla. Chris gets you like Sean had Laura."
"Oh god." She breathed into the phone.
"Yeah, oh god."
"I mean thank you. I, I wasn't sure...?"
"Now you can be sure." I grunted.
"Noon. I'll be there, I mean, I'll have Quilla there with bells on."
I hung up and sat staring at my phone. Interesting. Tawny, Quilla, Lovely and Becky. I needed one more, at least. I chuckled, thinking what my buddies were going to say when they discovered the plethora of pussy I was offering them today. Fuck me! I got excited, the buzz of anticipation coming mostly from their amazement at the quality and variety. I felt like the director of a show the day of an opening. Oh shit, I was forgetting Marie. Right that's five! With Laura, that was six. I hesitated. I should have one for me, just to balance it out and give that little thrill to Laura of being the Jill of all trades and useful to all, for all uses. She'd love that, I thought.
My phone dinged and I got Jeb's numbers for him and Marie. I put them into my phone, considering who else to add. I texted back "Noon! Acknowledge." He sent back, "Oh god, yes." I grinned.
My options were limited and I decided it would be fun to add Aunt Norma to the mix. I called her phone. She answered, panting.
Damn, I thought, Brent was wearing himself out in his Aunt and might not be worth a shit. Surely not, he's too smart for that.
"Sonny? Oh god, get me out of here. Brent locked his door last night and Tasha is crazy. She has been at me all night long and all I want is a nice long dick. She has skills but a tongue is not a dick to Aunt Norma!"
"My house, noon. Come with Brent. I'll call him."
"Dick?"
"More than you can imagine."
"Oh, oh, god, yes! Sunday orgy!" Norma screamed.
I grinned and called Brent and told him to bring his aunt. He groused but I told him he was fucking my sister and plus, he might have a shot at Tawny, he evened out and agreed. The guy had an inferiority complex and was always worried about getting shorted. Of all people he had the least reason to worry about being shorted. He had a strong sense of justice and injustice, particularly his own that made him crabby.
I hung up and realized I had a deep desire to include Annie in this. I counted on my fingers. I counted ten women and six guys, no eleven, I left out Dalia. Seventeen is a prime number. I just wanted Annie there. I thought she'd add a certain eastern spice to the sexy brew. I called Chris. He answered.
"Sonny, god, mom is nuts. I never saw her like this. She, she was ravenous with Tawny and me but now, its like she cannot believe this is happening."
I grunted. Just wait till she understood what was about to happen. "Chris, can you bring Annie? I hate to leave her out. The rest of us have in-house options and she doesn't. Bring her along, would you?"
"Okay. We're just doing airtight with Georgia, right?"
"You don't have play practice do you?"
"Not till eight. After yesterday, god, Sonny, your girl blew me backstage and went out and kissed Lyle on the mouth. He looked at her with such a strange expression and then nearly mauled her. It was hilarious. Professor Billings had no idea what was going on. I know he tasted cum on her breath and went nuts. I thought I was going to die laughing. If I show up smelling like I just fucked a fivesome, who knows what'll happen?"
"Just bring Annie or Anne, either one." I chuckled to myself, thinking that the fivesome comment would turn out to be pretty accurate.
"What?"
"Mrs. Kingston. See if she wants to come. Give her the option but Chris, make sure she wears her collar and Laura too. Okay?"
"I got it. Noon?" He didn't ask about Tawny. I hoped that meant he was thinking more about doing Georgia. Tawny'd be a delicious extra. I hoped.
I hung up and laid down. I had a thought that I was so hopped up on the thought of that much pussy in my house that I didn't think I could go to sleep. That was the last thought I had. I dreamed of them all, one after the other, first sucking my cock and then bent over taking me from behind. I was trembling with arousal in my sleep and hangover hard when someone tapped on my door.
"Sonny? Sonny! Hey, there is some woman downstairs asking for you."
I rolled out of bed and pulled on sweats and a shirt. Dalia looked strangely at me.
"Who is that?"
"A woman whose ass I traded for. She is here to learn to eat pussy."
Dalia goggled at me. I pushed past her and went down stairs. Holly stood just inside the door in a long blue winter coat. Her ankles were bare though and she wore sexy boots, well, boots with most of the leather missing. She had painted her toenails red. A theme was developing.
I walked across the room to her and kissed her on both cheeks. She clearly expected a kiss on the lips.
"Holly, nice you could make it." I took her coat and walked her into the living room. Tawny sat across from Charm, like two lionesses lounging in the heat of the day, awaiting the evening hunt, and supper. "Charm, this is Holly. Could you take her upstairs and teach her to eat pussy?"
The whole time I'd known Charm I never knew her to look startled. She had a bland way about her that never got ruffled and never seemed to be surprised. This time, however, she had the shocked look of utter surprise. She gulped, she blinked and finally nodded, eyes fixed on Holly's tightly little package. Holly is the antithesis of Charm, short with hips and tits the curve space, where Charm is long and lean.
"I, why, I suppose. Holly, was it?" Charm stood up, unfolding her lean, lanky body. She looked down on Holly. Holly tipped her head back to stare up at the taller woman. Her eyes became wide. She turned them to me and I saw real fear, performance anxiety really, like suddenly she felt the throbbing need to please a lesbian but had no idea how. I knew how. Practice, practice, practice.
I think Charm got that same vibe. Charm was staring between Holly's breasts confined in her tight blue sweater.
Charm moved over to us, took Holly by the elbow and guided her right to the stairs.
"Come along. Let's see what we can do with you." The tone was light and airy but it quivered with surprised anticipation.
I looked over at Dalia whose eyes were following Charm up the stairs. "I think you should put on the white dress." She called after Charm. "The one split up the sides."
I knew the one. She'd purchased it and modeled it earlier in the week. "Yes, wear that dress!" I called after the two women.
"Shall I join them?" Dalia asked, staring at me. She closed her eyes. "A stranger for Charm? Sonny, do you read minds? That's been one of Charm's fantasies, a strange woman who approaches her and asks to go down on her, particularly one that is straight and no more than bi-curious."
I grinned. "Well, this one's bi-ignorant so Charm may have to start at the beginning. Where's Nova?"
"She's sleeping. She didn't get much last night. I think she was too excited."
"Well, wake her up. Tawny, you answer the door and fix drinks for everyone. Do we have stuff to drink?"
Dalia smiled an indulgent smile. "Sonny, the larder is stocked and well stocked. No need to worry about that. We'll handle it."
I nodded. "I'm going to shower. Some people you don't know are going to arrive, treat them like guests, help them feel at home but no touching." I directed that at both of them. "Get Nova up and see if Mom left her cuffs in her toy box and don't give me, what toy box. I know you two have borrowed from her from time to time. Hook Nova up on Mom's bed and tell Charm, if she wants to practice on her, let Holly practice on her I mean, feel free. Make sure she's table-ready."
I dashed upstairs and hit the shower first. I was still waking up. I'd gotten nearly three more hours of sleep and I felt fresh and energized. Done with the shower and groomed and pruned, I stepped out into the hall and heard the gaggling voices of females downstairs. My cock got hard. Funny to think that the vast majority had had me inside their bodies and they all either knew or suspected it when they looked at each other. This intrigued me. My house was truly full of pussy. What a buzz!
I went into my room and got dressed, just an oxford shirt and khaki's, the white man's uniform. I sat on the bed and did some good yoga breathing. I heard the doorbell ring and detected Chris' voice. I grinned. He was realizing that Tawny was here and his circuits were blowing at that very moment. Fuck me. This was going to be fun. I'd been vague on how this was going to go but I got a luscious inspiration just then, luscious for me, at least. My hard cock had no wrinkles.
For a while longer I sat and waited. This must be what its like for D. Debra and Chris just before they go on stage. I had that feeling, that tautness in the gut that could be fear or excitement. It could presage the ecstasy given to you by an enthralled audience or the awkward silence that masks disapproval or worse, no response at all.
Shit, suddenly I realized I had not instructed Marie as to how to behave. I got up as the bell rang.
Brent's voice boomed and then cut off. I think the growing crowd shocked him. If this was a party at night, there'd have been music to mask the ebb and flow of conversation. I had an idea. I sat down and wrote one through six on pieces of paper and A though F on others. The bell rang again and I heard Sammy and Landon. Right behind them I heard Quilla arrive. I was on the stairs when the bell rang and I walked directly to the door.
I greeted Lovely and Rebecca Kline. I took their coats and invited them to find a seat. This was feeling much more like a formal meeting. No one had all the information but me and that gave me a bit of a thrill. I felt the quiver of adrenaline run through me. Everyone was quiet, tentative. I felt like a bridge with stress cracks in the main supports. They sat with drinks, eying each other like extras on a movie set reading for a newly open part.
Annie came around the corner and slid right under my left arm. She looked up and smiled at me. "Nice of you to invite me to your orgy." She said in her best, clipped British accent.
Her body felt good against mine. I went through my list and decided everyone was here. Marie sat isolated in the wash of bodies, looking around, clearly uneasy but dressed to kill. I walked around the corner and everyone got quiet.
"Hello, everyone. Thank you for coming..."
"I haven't come yet." Sammy muttered. "But I will!"
"If you don't my sister will be disappointed. Just to be clear, we are here to fuck my sister, Georgia Duncan. She is currently upstairs, shackled to the bed. Her friend and lesbian lover, Charm is leaving tomorrow and Georgia thought it would be a thrill to let her friend observe her first ride on the airtight express. For those of you new to our little circle, this is when she has a cock in her pussy, another cock mouth and a third in her ass, all at the same time. In anticipation of that, we are going to divide up into couples and you will go upstairs and use her as you wish. The only rule I suggest, is that you come in your woman and leave Georgia table ready for the moment." I looked around.
"Laura?"
She separated from Chris and Tawny who had clearly been discussing something and came over to me, sliding under my right arm so I was embraced by both her and Anne. "Laura is going to serve us here, providing towels and cleaning service as you wish, however you wish. Just direct her." I shrugged myself loose from the two women plating against me. Laura wore a tight knee-length black linen skirt and a white blouse that was see through, showing her robust skin and the bra holding her breasts. I turned her to face me and unbuttoned the blouse as I spoke.
"Sammy, get a bowl from the kitchen." He nodded and moved to do so.
I enjoyed the silence. My eyes found Marie. She still looked uneasy, her huge breasts clasped tightly in her blouse. I changed the order of what I was going to do, deciding penetrating the six women first should establish the terms of this party. I shucked Laura Will's shirt off her back and turned her around. I found the zippers on both sides of her skirt and let it drop. Anne picked it up immediately.
"Tawny, can you get hangers for clothing. Laura will hang everything up in the laundry room." Laura wore a garter belt of pink and white around her waist with matching garters. She had no other underwear on. I put a hand between her legs and she widened them, moaning as I fingered her. Tawny appeared from upstairs with a mitt full of hangers and stopped, staring at me as I thrust my finger into Mrs. Wills. What I saw in my sister's eyes was green envy.
I waved Tawny down and she came over to stand before me, staring at Laura's exposed body. "Hold her hands, will you sis?" I pushed Laura's elbows forward. Neither woman seemed to know what to expect until I unbuckled my pants. I stripped while Tawny held Laura's hands. Anne took my clothing from me and stood to the side holding it all, waiting with everyone else.
I was glad I had had the chance to fuck in a crowd before. I felt very conspicuous exposing my cock to everyone. No one seemed inclined to horn in on my little performance piece. I bent Laura forward, gripped her hips and pushed my cock between her thighs. She moaned. Anne moved immediately, holding my clothing in her left arm, she found and grasped my cock and proceeded to probe upwards till she managed to hook the end of it inside of Mrs. Wills' pussy.
"There." Laura sighed.
I pulled her back and down, bending my legs to provide her a plane to lean against. Her body jerked as I penetrated up into her. Her body was luscious, steaming hot and damp. She received me and did everything but offer a key to the city. Her ass settled back against me and she groaned. Her voice filled the room like a puff of cigar smoke in a sauna. I could smell her arousal, wafting off of her body, seemingly from her very pores. She wiggled her ass, gripping Tawny's hands for balance. Tawny stared but licked her lips like a fashion model regards a cheeseburger.
"Jesus, Sonny, when is it my turn?" Sammy growled.
I pulled out of Laura. I ignored him, but not her. I turned her to face me. She straightened and when I pulled her into my arms, she kissed me, keening deep in her throat. Her body seemed linked to mine so I felt her arousal swelling inside her and her struggle to contain it. I separated from her.
"Hang up our clothes." I said to Mrs. Wills.
She nodded, took her clothing and the hangers from Tawny, mine from Anne and went to the laundry room. Laura wore only her stocking, garters with the belt and her bra. I took Tawny's hand and pulled her around to face the room. People were stuffed into the house, standing and sitting like a crowd in a train station waiting for a late train. Civil, close but not really touching.
Tawny wore a white blouse with a little mini skirt of green plaid and a vest that matched it. I turned her and moved behind her. "Do you have skivvies on?" I whispered in her ear.
She moved her head to the side so she could look at me. "No. Why would I?"
I grinned, pulled her back against me and lifted the front of her skirt, exposing her pussy to the room. She groaned, caught by surprise but fully into the moment. I pushed her to her knees and she sank down, like a detonated building. I turned her to face the kitchen and moved in front of her. I presented her the cock that had been lately inside of Laura Wills.
"Suck me." I said distinctly.
My sister looked at my cock, up at me and then I saw her do the mental calculation. Her tongue appeared and she swabbed it around the head, presumably tasting Laura Wills for the first time. Her hand came up and replaced mine on my cock. She licked the dew off my cock and then kissed the end. She licked further down the glistening shaft and then sucked on it, pulling it into her mouth. Before she could suck me deeper, I backed up a step.
"Stand up." I said. She did so without hesitation.
"Bend over." I said.
As if by instinct, she bent forward, ass towards the kitchen and moved her hands to her ass, under her pleated skirt. I moved behind her and lifted her skirt. She pulled at her ass, arching her back. Her pussy squelched, like a sound engineer was tuning her. I moved closer and penetrated her, shoving my cock into her body. Tawny groaned loudly. Her shoulders twisted and twitched. I sank into her, pulling her onto my cock till her lithe ass ground against me and she clutched me with her interior pleasure, pulsing with the plunge to ecstasy.
The room went completely still and quiet, almost like they were holding their breath.
"Oh god, my brother is fucking me while everyone watches!" Tawny said, her voice drawn and taut as piano wire.
"Jesus love me." A voice said.
I looked around and placed it. Rebecca Kline stared along with everyone else. I thrust into my sister, pulling her ass hard against me. Her body clinched and then gaped and let me in. Her hips hitched up, ramming her body against me, filling her with cock. I pulled free of her.
My sister was panting, her body sizzling with the sensations shooting across her skin like static electricity.



I walked over to where Marie sat on the end of the couch.
"This is Marie. I met her the other day and fucked her. She wants to be double fucked someday and I told her she had to come here and join our little party. Please stand up." She did. I had to step back or her tits would have bounced me back. She wore a long sleeved sweater of a light blue with speckles of other colors in it, so tight her nipples peaked clearly with her excitement. When I touched the lower hem, her arms went up. I pulled it up and off of her torso, mussing her hair. Her face was serious, fixed on me.
"Marie, one of the guys in this room is going to fuck you. They will take you upstairs and you and he will use my sister as you wish. Eat her, sit on her face or whatever and then he is going to fuck you and cum in you. You are his today. He will do with you whatever he wishes. Do you understand? You are mine and I am giving you away for now, for this afternoon. Be good to my friend."
"Jesus." That was Quilla. "That's going to be me." Her voice wavered with stress and, I hoped, arousal.
Marie wore a thin bra which I removed. Her tits gave it form, not the other way around. Laura appeared and stood close by, taking each article of clothing as I removed them. Marie wore corduroy pants. I unbuttoned them and peeled them down her legs. She shivered. She had panties on and I took them down with her slacks. At her knees, squatting before her pussy inches from my face, I removed her tennis shoes and the rest of her clothing. She was nude. Laura took her clothing and disappeared into the laundry.
I stood up. "Suck me." I said softly.
She sat on the couch, put a hand to my bare thigh and drew me close. Her tongue emerged and licked at the drop of Tawny still on the end of my cock. She swirled her hot tongue around the head and sucked me, pressing her mouth clear down the length of my cock. Her full lips stroked me the whole way. I felt the sensation in every follicle of my body.
"Hey, shit, you started without us!"
I looked over at the stairs to see Charm and Holly descending them. Holly had her collar on and the chain was in Charm's hand.
I felt the crowd see them, like a seething emotion made viscous and thick by the sight, the response to Holly and the chain swirled around me. Marie pulled off of my cock. When she made to turn around, I helped her to stand. She turned and bent over the little love seat immediately.
I put both hands on her ass and spread her cheeks. She groaned but remained staring at Holly or Charm, or oh, I know, at the collar and chain. I felt her confusion, wanting Holly for herself but imagining the feeling of the collar around her neck and the implications that went with it. She jerked when I touched the crevice of her pussy. I put a finger between her hot damp lips.
She hissed, tilting her body to get more of something inside her. The prelude had warmed her up nicely. I crouched behind her and bent my cock, painting a glistening streak down one ass cheek. I touched the head of my cock to her pussy. Marie groaned, her body jerked again. I held her by the ass, thumbs tucked in the crease, holding her wide open. I thrust forward, penetrating her body with my cock. She bubbled around me. I felt like a boiled ear of corn thrust into a big vat of butter. There was no resistance and I sank into Marie till her ass bubbled against me. She held her pierced body tight against me. She shuddered with excitement, feeling the eyes of the room on her skin and my cock deep in the luscious cavern of her body.
"Holy shit, he's fucking her!" Holly said.
Charm just nodded. They sat down on the steps to watch. Charm hooked an arm around the smaller woman, her fingers playing along the side of Holly's breast. I saw an emotion on Holly's face that matched the feeling I had as I drilled deep into Marie's taut pussy. She grunted as I thrust into her.
I held tight to Marie's hips. I ground her onto my cock. She was molten and slick inside, happily the preliminaries had proved to be foreplay. I pulled out of her plush body.
"God, look at her." Chris said. "What a woman!"
I nearly smiled.
I stepped back. Marie turned and sat down, the only fully nude woman in the room. Her face twisted with regret and lust laced with chagrin. I rather hated to rob the other guys of undressing them but the new women needed to be exposed and fucked to be sure everyone understood. I moved over to Rebecca. Kline. She stood up and turned her back to me. She'd been sitting on a kitchen chair by the table.
She wore a deep blue dress that clung to her rich body. Its profound curves were perfectly exhibited to the eyes. I put my hands on the cliff of her hips, pressing at her firm flesh. The room was utterly silent but for the rattle of breathing, air hissing between teeth.
"I am going to fuck you, Mrs. Kline the first." I said softly.
Rebecca Kline shifted her weight back and forth making her flanks undulate under my hands. I felt the muscles of her body tense and quiver.
Lovely snapped her fingers.
"Oh, my, oh yes. Yes, please, Mr. Duncan, please, please fuck me!" Becky Kline's voice warbled in a well-trained response to the clicking sound. Her tone belied her words, sounding more like the fearful chant of a woman possessed. She was.
I unzipped her again, just like I had the first time. Her bare back appeared, a great V of smooth, luxurious skin in the blue field of the tight dress. I peeled the dress off her shoulders, off each arm and then off her hips. It fluttered to the floor like a falling pigeon hit by a raptor. Laura appeared and when Becky stepped out of it, took it from my hands and waited to see if I'd undress her further. Becky wore a lace belt low around her hips that held the swatch of cloth that covered her pussy. I stripped it down, exposing her to the room. The stillness was a bit unnerving. No one moved and everyone seemed to breathe together, exhaling as her pussy was exposed.
She bent over me, balancing with one hand on my shoulders and I pulled the delicate panties down her full thighs. They were tight until just before the knees. I took off her shoes, removed her panties and stood up. She wore only the mighty bra containing her mighty tits. Her face was that same mixture of lust and terror I had seen before.
"Well?" I asked.
"Hey Sonny, dude, take off the bra for god's sake!" Sammy called from his position on the counter in the kitchen. "Let us see those tits!"
Becky Kline blushed, bowing her head but she could not hide the little smile on her lips. She felt the waves of lust caressing her body as I exposed it and it enthralled her. I lifted her chin with one finger and kissed her on the lips. She kissed me back, murmuring guttural sounds as her mouth opened and her hands clutched at my shoulders. The quilted cups of her super-bra crunched against my bare chest. I felt the firm volume of her tits against me. I wrenched free from her, turned her to face Sammy and unhooked the industrial bra. The garment seemed to sigh as the tension in the strap eased. Becky bent both arms up and let it puddle in the crook of her elbows and then, like a teasing fan dancer, levered it down, exposing her breasts to that part of the room. I could see Sammy staring at the woman with glittering lust. He was not alone. Becky, fully mesmerized by the exposure, removed the bra from each arm and held it out with one hand, dangling it like a trophy, standing utterly nude in the midst of us all. Her breath rattled in her throat. Laura took the bra and disappeared again. I gazed around the room. I found Dalia, her eyes were glassy.
"Dalia, get some of mom's robes. The ladies may get cold."
She nodded but did not move.
"Now, Dalia."
It was like I snapped my fingers. She twitched, jerking into motion. She nodded and made her way upstairs.
"Well?" I said to Becky. She sat on the chair and drew me close. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. Her tongue extended. I shifted my body to put the tip of my cock against her tongue. It flinched back, then quested forward, touching and punching my cock with its living softness. It encountered a swell of liquid. It moved around, stroking my cock, clearing the frosting from it. Becky opened her eyes, pulling her tongue back to her lips and out of sight. She tasted Marie. She sat back a little then bent to look around me at the Filipino woman.
"She tastes sweet." Her voice rippled with amazement. "It's true, I swear!"
"Mother, suck him." Lovely said.
I felt and heard the ripple go through the group as it soaked in that they were mother and daughter. That might not have been the best option, if I wanted to shine the spot light on Georgia but then again, she'd not have loved this little sequence drawing attention away from her. Good thing she was upstairs stewing, marinating while she waited for our attention. Her senses would soon overflow and she'd lose her sense of self as more ecstasy than she could ever imagine thundered through her. Eventually.
Rebecca Kline held my cock with one hand. She returned her attention to it and finally kissed it. She licked it. She sucked a third of my length into her mouth.
"She still needs practice, instruction on how to suck cocks." Lovely whispered into the panting silence. "I have tried but I have no dick for her to practice on." Her damp chuckle punctuated her words. "You can help me. She needs lots of practice."
"Shit, she can practice on me, any time!" Sammy muttered into the viscous silence.
I withdrew my cock from Becky's mouth. She looked chagrined, sitting before me, nude. Her eyes flicked from the cock before her face to my eyes.
"Stand up." I whispered hoarsely.
She did. Her great tits wavered before her, before me. I cupped them, feeling the sturdy heft of each in my hands. A shudder ran through her like an ocean liner running aground.
"Oh god, Sonny, please fuck me." She whispered, the words emerging like puffs of lust, eyelash soft but replete with urgency. I released her. Her eyes opened. She turned her back to me and bent over the chair. Her ass was the perfect height. I found her cleft and pushed a finger into her dry interior. She apparently dried up when she was nervous or scared.
I stroked her pussy for a minute or two, until I felt it begin to slicken up. I withdrew my finger.
"Yes, Sonny." Rebecca Kline hissed. "Fuck me. Put it in me. Mount me, please!" Her voice held both amazement and lust, both pulled at me, demanding that I obey her instructions. I did. I opened her body with both hands. Laura reappeared and took a light grip on my cock. She directed it against Rebecca's pussy. She found the entrance to the woman's body and I thrust forward, pushing into Rebecca Kline's thrumming body. She was only slightly damp so I came to a halt buried half in her. She arched her back, lifting her hips. I pushed deeper. I felt her exhale, like tension escaping out of her. Her ass shifted side to side several times. She hummed as the motion worked the cock further into her. I grasped her broad hips and pulled at her, leaning in as I did so.
Becky grunted and sat back against me. I slid into her suddenly silken pussy. Mrs. Kline groaned with my cock lodged comfortably inside her body. I gripped her by the hips and pulled her back till her ass bunched between us, scrunching up like a ruined car fender. I swirled around inside her for a moment, pushing my body against her bunched ass cheeks, feeling the sensations rippling through her body.
"Jesus rabbits, what a body!" Sammy growled. "My god, look at her tits, still perfect dangling down like that! It's a fucking miracle!"
Becky's head came up and she turned her face in the direction of Sammy's voice.
"He wants to fuck you, Mother." Lovely's voice licked the panting silence. Rebecca Kline gasped as though lacking oxygen.
"We all do." Landon muttered. "Christ, Sonny, can you hurry it up. I'm losing skin layers over here."
Mrs. Kline dropped her head and pressed her body firmly onto my cock. She squished, the drought was over. A rivulet of liquid appeared on the inside of her thigh and trickled down to her knee.
I pulled free of her. Becky dropped her head and hissed a little before standing straight, turning around and sitting. My cock was even with her eyes and she fixed them on our little bridge. She looked up at me. I thought she'd speak but she merely licked her lips with two, long, slow swipes of her tongue and returned her gaze to my cock, now frosted with her fluid. I waited to see if she'd taste herself but she remained still.
"The daughter, next." A voice said. It sounded so strained I had to look around to see who spoke. Charm had Holly crushed against her body. Her face was drawn and pale. Charm spoke again. "The daughter, let the daughter suck her off your cock."
I was a little surprised but it seemed like a good idea. I felt the welling of approval at the suggestion. Lovely sat on the arm of the lounge with Landon peering out from behind her back. She did not speak but got right to her knees. She pulled her lank brown hair away from her face with both hands. Her tits, unhaltered, rippled in her sweater.
She watched as I shuffled towards her. I took little steps, as though the dew drop on the end of my cock was liable to fall if I moved too quickly. She opened her mouth and sat up, eyes directed into mine, her dreamy lust drooling about her. I squatted before her. She looked surprised till my hands touched her sides and pulled the lower hem of the sweater out of her jeans. Her arms flew up. I pulled on her sweater and stood, stripping it upwards till it caught in her great tits. For a moment they resisted exposure but I added force and felt them release. They were still waving when I handed the sweater to Laura.
"My god, what tits." That was Brent. "Like Mother, like Daughter."
I grunted. I moved in line with Lovely's mouth, and touched the tip of my cock to her lower lip. She closed her eyes and pushed her head forward, falling on my sword like a disgraced Roman. She took it completely into her mouth in one great gulp. Her throat gaped and she inhaled my cock. Her breath stopped and I felt the bands of her throat rippling around my cock. Her tongue dashed about like an excited puppy around a team of horses. She sucked, hard.
The stimulation nearly unhinged me and by that I mean my vision tunneled and my knees weakened as the orgasm threatened to fall on me. I rallied, put a hand on her forehead and pushed her off my cock. She released it with loud, exaggerated pop. The girl had skills and she was proud of them. She rose off her knees like a lifting fog. She unbuttoned her blue jeans and pushed them down.
"Table ready!" She said with an airy smile. She'd removed her shoes sometime earlier. Laura knelt, found her shoes and pulled the jeans off each foot. Lovely turned around, naked now, and bent over the arm of the recliner. She turned her head and kissed Landon on the lips. His hand came up, captured the back of her head and held her in place. His other hand cupped a dangling breast.
Lovely arched her back, lifting and opening her ass. Laura Wills probed between her lean cheeks. Lovely's body jerked and we all heard the squelch as Laura's finger penetrated the younger woman. Laura nodded, turned to me and took hold of my cock with her other hand. She drew us together, pointing my cock at Lovely's pussy till I sank into it. Laura stepped away to deliver the clothing. I rammed into Lovely's bent body. The position put a tension in her pussy but still, she was pudding smooth and Amazon wet and I don't mean the online book seller. I grasped her by the hips and slammed into her. Her back bowed with the force of my entry. She enveloped me like ink swallows a marble, like nights swallows lovers.
I felt her body pulsing around my cock. Her hips jerked and her lower body bucked. She kept kissing Landon. Sammy, sitting on that end of the couch close by, leaned over and palmed her free breast. Lovely registered the additional attention by tensing her pussy around my cock. She hitched her hips and then ground them back against me. I responded in kind. I had firm hold of her hips and I pulled her back onto my cock. I straightened my legs just a bit, thrusting up and deeper at the same time.
Lovely hummed, keeping the kiss with Landon intact while crooning deep behind her dangling tits. the two hands on her must have responded because Lovely's tone changed. I pulled back and hammered into her pussy. The tone changed again and then she tore her lips from Landon's, wrenched her head loose from his confining hand. Her head dropped. Her hips rose to meet my next thrust and she whimpered, hips bucking faster and faster as she fucked herself on my steel-hard cock.
Over and over her hips rammed her pussy onto my cock. I gave her a nice stationary target, my hands rode on her flexing hips.
"Oh my loving pussy!" Lovely muttered, then her body bucked and she jerked and she screamed. Her head came up. Tendrils of her brown hair streaked her contorted face, turned to look back at me, though her eyes clinched tightly closed. Her hips tensed, went still, bucked once more and her head dropped again. "Oh yes!" She whispered, sighing around the pleasure oozing out of her.
"Jesus, she came. Just like that!" Quilla said. She sat on the other side of Sammy. "Wow. My turn."
I agreed by pulling my cock out of Lovely. Frankly, I'd lost count and was thinking I only had Aunt Norma to do next. I'd forgotten Quilla. Perhaps she sensed that and elbowed her way to the front of the line, not to be forgotten.
I left Lovely, stepping around her. She struggled upright, turned and sat across Landon's lap. He squirmed a little, likely trying to get his cock out of the way. She bent to him, pressed her tits against his face but held him by the head, tipped it back and kissed him. His arms wrapped around her and their awareness of the room vanished.
"Sonny, please." Quilla whispered.
I moved to stand before her. Chris sat to her right, my left, and Sammy to her left, my right. She looked up at me.
"This is Quilla Favors. Sean's contribution. His sister I mean. We are going to fuck her with her mother but that is for another day." I spoke to the room but it was directed at the pricks in it. I kept my eyes on her, however, and she held my gaze, almost glaring at me. Apparently she didn't like the delay my little speech caused but what redhead do you know who is long on patience?
"Shut up." Quilla said. "Let me taste her."
I knew what she meant and she meant it. She pulled me close and licked lasciviously at my cock, as if you can do it any other way. She sucked on the end and then pulled part of it into her mouth. She needed way more practice than Lovely did.
Lovely! Man, that girl had talent when it came to sucking cock. Quilla seemed to be in a hurry. She sucked at my cock for a moment and then scooted forward out of the well of the couch cushions. She was trying to stand up and keep my cock in her mouth. Not sure why but she gave up and stood up.
"Do you want to fuck me?" She whispered. "God, you fucked them all. I have never seen that. Ever. I am so horny, I want to do every cock, dick and cock in the room."
"Yippee!" Sammy said beside her.
I nodded. She wore a flannel shirt with long sleeves. It was a lumberjack shirt with the big red squares for the black pattern. I casually unbuttoned the top button. She had a chain belt on her blue jeans. One button after the other I undid her shirt. She stood before me, quivering. She wore no bra. Her tits sat up, pointed cones of lush goodness. When I got to her waist, I pulled out the shirt tails and undid the last button.
Laura appeared beside me and removed the shirt. She touched my shoulder. When I looked at her I could see an inquiry in her eyes. I wasn't sure what she wanted but nodded, just to find out. Mrs. Wills bent over and sucked the point of Quilla's near breast into her mouth. Quilla's eyes rolled up into her head. Laura left the breast to stretch for the other. Quilla's hand came up and cupped the back of Laura's head. Together, they agreed to move Laura higher till the red-headed Quilla and the half-dressed blonde could kiss. They did, loudly.



They both moaned together.
For a moment I focused on their breasts, Laura's bra crushed against Quilla's bare tits. Lucky bra.
I put a hand on Laura's shoulder and separated them. I thought better of my interference and stepped back. "Strip her." I said.
Laura acted like a spotlight had found her. Her hands fluttered up to the chain belt and fumbled there for a moment. After a while, she loosened it and unbuttoned the jeans. She pulled them down Quilla's slender hips and lithe legs. They wadded up at mid thigh. Quilla did not move but let Laura wrestle them down, like a princess permitting her maid to handle her body. Her jeans were tight and clung to her like bark to a tree. At one point, Laura got frustrated with the struggle and pressed her face into the bare crotch of the younger woman. She kissed Quilla's pussy. Quilla chirped once and then her hips jerked, pushing Laura away. I pulled the blonde away from Quilla and she took the clothes away.
My attention had contracted to the two women. It expanded now and I encountered the silence again. It seemed so unreal, almost artificial. I had a brief thought that I'd gone deaf. Maybe there was such a thing as too much pussy.
"Sonny, please, now. Put it in me." Quilla eased my fears.
I nodded. I turned her around. She bent over the couch, putting her hands on the cushions then clasping the back of it for balance. I peeled her body open, probing between her legs. She was shaved clean. Her pussy nibbled at my finger and then as if by magic, I was inside her. I felt her ridges and furrows, all coated with her thick nectar. It seemed viscous, more than the other women, almost like a glue. I withdrew my finger and replaced it with my cock. Despite her jellied pussy, I slid into her completely the first try. She was open and willing.
She grunted and I felt her pussy contract on me. Sammy had clutched one bare breast and Chris had helped himself to the other. I gripped her by the hips and slammed into her, bumping us together. She moaned and her hips arched. I could feel the quivering desire in her, the longing for orgasm emanated from her like a sighing crowd when a concert starts. I pulled out of her.
Aunt Norma sat on Brent's lap next to Marie on the loveseat. Sean had taken a seat at the table around the corner from where Becky Kline sat in all her naked glory. Norma watched me like a hawk as I shuffled towards her, Quilla's thick goo dripped off my bobbing cock. Norma reached out and caught the hanging webbing and took it right to her mouth. She tasted the woman and blinked, nodding.
"Different that...uh...different." She mumbled.
Brent had an arm around her waist. She wore lime green slacks and a fuzzy white sweater, more of a summer look than good for winter. He held onto her so she bent forward, lowering her mouth towards my cock. Her thumb and finger captured it. Her tongue slathered along the length of it and around the crown before sucking me deep into her mouth. Brent looked up at me, his face a melange of emotions. He widened his thighs and Norma dropped between them onto the cushion of the loveseat. That pushed one of Brent's legs against Marie. She flinched like it was hot.
Norma enveloped my cock. Something seemed completely different about her mouth. It was cold and then I felt it, the searing chill of the ice in her mouth. She pushed the chunk of ice up and down the portion of my cock in her mouth, losing it each time she got it to the head. The cold startled me. The ice melted, her mouth warmed and she pushed my cock deeper till the head bumped against the back of her mouth. She gagged a little and backed off.
"Time to fuck Aunt Norma." She chortled. She struggled to get up but Brent didn't release her.
I mentally shrugged. Brent was being a butt but I didn't care. Greed wasn't my problem.
I found Annie with my eyes. She leaned her shoulders against the wall near the entrance, her hips thrust out so she formed a little half-arch, like she was offering her pussy to any passers-by, like me for instance. Her tits were little nubs in her dress. Her hands were behind her, against the wall.
"Annie." I said.
"Anne." She replied with a wispy smile, her eyes were little inky pools of lust.
"Your turn." I said.
"My turn." She echoed. She pushed away from the wall and took two steps towards me.
I moved towards her, caught her by the elbow. I steered her towards the stairs where Charm sat clutching Holly like the smaller woman was a stuffed toy. I moved behind Anne and sought the hooks and latches of her dress, finally realizing the zippers where under her arms.
"Holly, did you go down on Charm yet?" I felt Anne's hot skin in the seam of both zippers. She sagged back against me. I pulled the dress off her square shoulders and off each arm. It ruffled around her waist. I pushed it off her lean hips and down her legs. The dress was long so when it reach her knees, I realized she had boots on. With the garters and no panties, she appeared exotic and erotic at once. Her breasts were inviting behind her little bra.
Holly was shaking her head, her mouth was open and her eyes were fixed on Anne's body, flicking up and down, I presumed from breasts to Anne's bare crotch, replete with silken black pubic hair. I unhooked Anne's bra. It slid down her arms. Laura appeared and moved the dress down to Anne's ankles and helped her step out of it and then disappeared with it and the bra.
Anne stood in front of me in stockings, garters amd the sexy black boots. My consistent desire for her flared. I put a hand on her hip. She sighed, hissing like a cooling tea kettle. I crouched behind her, looping one arm around her waist. I directed my cock between her legs. She was taller with the boots, a nice, accessible height. I found her pussy and entered her. She moaned, stiffening as I penetrated her body with my cock. She grunted and I felt her weight sag back onto me. I slid up into her pussy. Anne moaned, her voice hitching and clicking around tones that had only one meaning, announcing she was being fucked.
"Sonny, what are you doing?" Charm asked.
I opened my eyes. I had a hold of Anne's elbows, pulling against her forward lean. Her ass flattened against my body and pulsed around my cock rooted deep inside of her. I controlled her with her elbows, her arms flexed back behind her, bent from her waist where we were connected. I could pull on her arms and increase the pressure on my cock, and relieve it. Anne panted with lust.
"What are you doing?" Charm repeated.
"Uh, fucking. Pretty sure I'm fucking." I grunted.
"Uh huh." Anne offered her assessment. She rocked forward and then let her weight teeter back against me. Up and back, she fucked herself onto my cock validating my assessment.
"What are you doing, Sonny?" Charm asked.
I opened my eyes again, not really remembering closing them. I pushed Anne further forward and with the additional slack pulled her harder back onto my cock. I lost my balance. We nearly toppled backwards onto my ass. The flinch in us both separated us and I realized I'd have come if I'd remained inside Anne. God but that woman did love to fuck.
I straightened. The strain of fucking so many women and not coming twanged in me.
"Miss Davis," I began but lost my train of thought. I was staring at her. I turned around, scanning and found Dalia. I had not marked her appearance. She stood by the door to the laundry, arms full of Mom's many colored robes. She met my stare and looked around for Laura, handed her the robes and came to stand near me.
I took her by the arm and moved her towards Charm. She moved over to join Charm and Holly's little enclave.
"This is my other sister, Dalia. She, Holly there on the stairs and Charm with her, they get no dicks today. They are just observers, UN observers who want to monitor our activity. The women I just fucked..." I hesitated, "...Norma, if you want in on this, you need to come have a little dick."
She scrambled free of Brent, stood up and after giving him a reproving look, came over to stand where Dalia had. Dalia reached down to take Charm's hand, standing to the side of the stairway beside her.
"I am going to give numbers to each of us dicks and letters to six of the women. Written on paper. Laura, they are in my pants, would get them them? Match your number to the letter, one to A, two to B, like that. That is your woman for today. Whoever is one, go upstairs and use Georgia. If you come, come in your woman. Okay? Any questions?"
"The watchers?" Sean asked.
When I looked at him, his eyes were on his sister. I could not tell if he was anticipating having her or dreading it. She was looking at me.
"They watch. Miss Davis is a lesbian so if you approach her with your cock, she might snap it off and take it home, so steer clear. She isn't mean, she just isn't cock-ready. Holly is on a cock diet but she is going to go down on Charm for us at some point."
"There are extras." Brent said. He'd stood up and was leaning on the mantle at the fireplace. Leave it to Brent to do the count and get hung up on the incommensurable numbers.
I pulled Anne back under my arm. She looked up at me. Her face was completely bland but she snuggled against me. God but she looked sexy!
"The spares you can have as you like if you can catch them."
"Even Tawny?" Chris asked from his position on the couch.
Tawny had drifted into the kitchen and had been refreshing drinks. Her head came up and fixed her eyes on me.
I nodded. "Not Tawny. Someone gets Tawny. She gets a letter and a dedicated dick. Each woman will go down on Georgia. She's shackled up in Mom's room."
"What about her?" Chris nodded at Marie.
I smiled, my little secret tickled me. "She's a letter."
Laura appeared from the laundry. She had both sets of papers, one in each hand.
I had thought to just set people loose on Georgia but I changed my mind. "I want us to use Georgia, particularly the women but I want to tease her until it is time to team-up and do her. She should be cock crazed by then so when three of us enter her, she comes unglued. So, she can suck you but be careful with her pussy and keep her on the ragged edge of climax."
"So, tease her, you mean?" Charm spoke with a graveness that startled me.
"You can too, I suppose. You're UN observers and can observe freely but you have to keep Holly in check. No dick for her no matter what she wants or does or says." I was looking around the room at everyone, having a moment of amazement to see them all focused on the proceedings.
"Don't worry. I can't be bribed. Not by her anyway. She needs way more practice."
I looked back at Charm. She wore a cut away white dress that exposed her almost totally in front below the crotch but draped behind her, forming a little fall that framed her impressive legs, sheathed in black hose.
"Miss Davis, would you care to come for us? I would like each of the fucked to eat you and see if you can come for us. Your contribution, or is that too much to ask? Your price of admission or maybe the admission of your price."
Her dark eyes, now shaded with her retro eyeshadow, black and foreboding, regarded me. "I have never climaxed in a group before. I don't know if I can." She smiled a lean grin. "I'll try. Seems the least I can do since you haven't tried to fuck me even once."
I felt my heart hammer harder in my chest. It must have affected my expression because she continued.
"I am not complaining. I don't feel slighted. I worried that you would be ungracious if I didn't surrender to you but, as you say, we are both lesbians but from different sides of the tracks."
I smiled. "So, if my women go down on you...?"
She returned my smile with one of her own that was almost warm. "I would be pleased, if I can be pleased." She wagged a finger at me. "That's all though."
I took one of the sets of paper from Laura. It was the numbers. "Laura, put these in the pot Sammy got and offer it to the dicks. I'll go last."
She did. I got four, the number remaining after everyone else drew.
"Now these six women; Marie, Norma...I still have to fuck her but let her draw. Quilla, Tawny, Lovely, and her mother Rebecca."
Laura handed out the letters.
Everyone had their assignments and were looking around at each other. The mostly nude women were finally inspecting the cocks in the room.
"Who has A?" I asked.
Tawny stepped forward, half-raising her had. I looked around the room and I could see Brent had number one. I fucked with him a little. The look of anticipation on his face was priceless so I had to keep him waiting.
"Dear Sister, its time for you to kiss a pussy."
Her eyes widened. "Charm?"
I nodded.
"Oh god, Sonny, do I have to?"
I shook my head. "You don't have to do anything you don't want to do."
She stepped back. I glanced at Charm but her face was impassive.
"Holly, does Charm have panties on?" I muttered.
Holly shrugged. "I don't know. Georgia doesn't for sure."
"Well, find out."
She looked shocked for a moment. Charm's arm released her. Holly moved down the last three steps to her knees and maneuvered between Charm's legs, pushing them open like she was going through a turnstile to get to the underground, which I guess she sort of was. She looked up at the black-haired beauty and hesitated.
"Just like you did with Georgia." Charm whispered but plenty loud enough for anyone to hear.
Holly ran her hands gently up Charm's stockinged legs. They disappeared under the drape of the white dress.
"Her garters are on over the thong." Holly reported.
"Dalia, scissors."
Dalia hesitated. By the time she moved, Tawny had a pair in hand, gave them to Dalia who handed them to Holly. Holly reached into the V of Charm's body and pulled out a thin black string. She cut it twice and then pulled the swath of cloth that made up the thong out from between Charm's legs.
The sensation affected Charm. Her chin raised and her eyelids covered half her eyes. She sighed a little. I hoped she wasn't acting and that she was really into the situation.
"Who has number one?" I said.
Holly stood up, handing the scissors back to Dalia who put them on a table by the stairs.
"I do." Brent said.
I scanned the room. "Well, you have the option of taking A or selecting someone else." That caught everyone by surprise. I could sense it in the air. Suddenly everyone was looking around again but seeing each other in a whole new way.
Brent cleared his throat. "I...uh...ah...A...that is fine with me." He blushed up into his scalp.
I grinned. "You mean Tawny?" I looked at Tawny. "Okay with you?"
Tawny's eyes were huge. She nodded.
I nodded. "Go on up. Tease Georgia." I said softly. I reached out to Tawny and she came close. I pulled her into a light hug. "Sit on her face, let her taste you. You don't have to taste her if you don't want to but, if Brent puts his cock in her, you should, just to get an idea of what you're missing." I whispered into her ear. I released her and she stepped back, looking like a bride with the best man's hand in her knickers.
Brent stepped around people and came over to the stairs. Holly got up and Charm scooted to the left to let them pass. Tawny and Brent went upstairs. At the last, I saw Brent turn around and offer Tawny his hand. She hesitated and then gave hers to him and followed him upstairs to her fate.
"Who has 2?" I asked.
Sammy waved his paper. "Here, here!" He chortled. "Me, me, me!"
"Who has B?" I asked.
Lovely wriggled off of Landon's lap. "I do. I am." She said, her voice puffed at us.
"Undress him and blow him." I said.
Sammy didn't wait for Lovely's help. He was naked in a flash, his hard cock beckoned to her. Lovely got to her knees where he stood by the couch. She sucked his cock into her mouth.
Sammy's eyes went closed. His hips jerked and his eyes opened.
"Uh, uh Sonny, come or, or not?"
I shrugged. "You can select someone else if you like." I said. I saw his eyes flick over to Rebecca immediately.
Sammy pointed at Mrs. Kline. "I, oh god, I want her!" His eyes closed. "God this girl can suck, though!"
I gestured to Mrs. Kline. "Becky, come kiss Charm's pussy."
"Oh my god." Charm whispered. "Really? All of them?"
I turned to look at her, pointing my loaded gun at her. Her eyes flicked down to my very hard cock. She looked worried. I wasn't. I don't load the gun if I don't know where the safety is. Anne, seeming to understand what was happening, wrapped a friendly hand around my cock. Charm looked me in the eyes then, somehow reassured that I was taken properly in hand.
"If you care to have a little taste, feel free but otherwise, let them taste you and then its cock for her." Suddenly I realized I had forgotten something. I made a face, grimacing with the thought. "Dalia, can we use your rooms. I mean to fuck in? Is there a problem with any of the rooms?"
For a moment she looked got but then shook her head.
"We'll, the sheets, it'll be okay, if we don't go too late. We need to wash and change them." Her voice cracked with tension and something else.
I nodded. Becky had stood up but not taken a single step.
"Laura, bring Becky here, would you?"
Laura did. Becky looked horrified. Her great breasts billowed before her, her impossibly lean belly below them seemed miraculous.
"On your knees. Lick her pussy, make her come if you can."
She nodded dazedly. On her knees, she looked up between Charms parted legs. Charm peered down at this strange woman.
"Show Holly how to eat pussy." I said to Becky. She twisted to look at me and then nodded absently. Becky's whole personality seemed to change when her tits were bare.
She ran her hands up Charm's sheathed legs like Holly had done. Charm slumped on the steps, stretching her legs out akimbo to each side of the larger woman. She caught my eye.
"I want to, I want to touch her." Charm said, her voice husky and rough. The smooth syllables she usually used were gone.
I nodded.
Charm sat forward, reached down and grasped Becky's pendulous breasts.
"My god, she's huge. They're, they're incredible!"
Becky moaned at the attention.
"Eat her." I growled, needing her distracted for the next moment.
One of Charm's hands left its breast and guided Rebecca's face between her legs. I moved to the side and saw clearly when Becky reached out with her tongue and contacted Charm's pussy. Charm grunted and fell back, releasing Becky's breast.
"Kiss it." Charm whispered raggedly.
Becky did.
"Uh, put, put your tongue in me. Touch me! Touch me like you like to be touched."
"Like Lovely eats you," I added.
Becky moved a hand to Charm's pussy and a moment later, Charm's hips bucked off the step. Charm groaned and her head lolled back. The lovely lesbian sprawled on our steps.
I walked over to Lovely, on her knees before Sammy. I tapped her on the side of the head, once, twice, three times before she exhaled Sammy's cock.
"Sammy, fuck her." I muttered.
Lovely stood up but I pulled her against my body. She mewled, pressing her tits against me and laying her head against my shoulder. Her body quivered with excitement. She wanted cock. I could tell she was wishing for it but she said not a word.
Sammy moved around us, got to his knees behind Becky and entered her.
"Oh my god!" He grunted as his body slapped against Becky's ass and it crumpled between them. "My god, what a body! What an ass!"
"That's good. Take her upstairs and use her up. We'll find you when its time for you to share Georgia."
Sammy pulled Becky from between Charm's legs. She handed me her paper and they went upstairs.
"Who has C?" I asked.
"That's me." Norma said.



I gestured her over. I'd forgotten to fuck her. So sue me.
I felt Lovely shifting against me. I had an idea.
"Want to undress her for me?" I asked Lovely. She moved immediately to Norma and removed all of her clothing. Laura took it and hung it up. Lovely came around from behind her, cuddled up against her tits and kissed her. For a moment, Norma seemed nonplussed but then she relaxed into the embrace from the younger woman. They disappeared into a kiss.
"Isn't it my turn?" Charm said from the stairs.
That put my mind at ease. She was into it enough to say that.
"I have three." Chris said from the couch.
Norma separated from Lovely, went to Chris and sucked his cock into her mouth.
"Aren't you going to ask me who I want?" Chris asked.
"Allow me." I returned. I saw him swallow his objection. I hesitated long enough to let a tiny bit of drama build. I went to Marie and offered her my hand. She rose from the love seat. I led her over to Charm. She handed me her slip of paper. She had D.
"Lick her pussy." I whispered. Marie looked at me, her face pleading for different instructions. I looked at Charm. "I don't think she's ever done that."
"Darling, its easy, come try. Sonny will reward you with a cock of your very own."
My pattern was clear to Charm at least.
Marie did exactly as Rebecca had done. She did not speak even a word. Charm used her hands to help arrange the woman's mouth and in a few moments, she muttered, "Oh yes, just...uh...like that!"
Lovely stepped around the kneeling woman and cuddled up to me again. Anne cuddled up to me on the other side. As if introducing themselves, they leaned around me and kissed lightly against my chest before cuddling up to me again.
On the couch, Chris pulled Norma off his cock. She sloughed off to the side and watched him stand up and strip. She didn't offer to help. Chris, naked, came over to where Marie knelt between Charm's open legs and positioned himself behind her. She grunted and lifted her head from between Charm's legs when he entered her. Chris slapped against her ass a time or two and withdrew.
They went up stairs.
"I have four." I said. "I'll take Annie."
"Anne." Anne said. She reached up and kissed my neck. "You are a sweet, sweet man." She said.
I had it in my head that whoever had six would get the extra pussy. For waiting and for having no choice.
"I have five." Landon said. He stood up and started taking off his clothing.
"Rebecca had E." I said. "So you can choose."
Landon looked at Quilla sitting all alone on the couch. "I want her." He said. She nodded, got to her knees and blew him. After a couple minutes, he helped her up. She took her position between Charm's legs. Quilla looped her arms under Charm's knees, tipping the angular woman up before pressing her mouth to the pussy before her face.
"Oh, oh, oh my! This one knows about eating pussy." Charm cried.
I nodded at Sean. "You have six so you get Lovely here, and Norma, if you want them both."
Sean looked embarrassed but nodded. He stood up. "Come take off my clothes. I always wanted to be stripped by two beautiful, naked, beautiful women! Sexy, I mean, beautiful, naked and sexy women!"
Lovely left me and with Norma, they stripped Sean. When they confronted his odd cock, they looked at each other and got to their knees. They stood on their knees as if they had arranged it before hand, and embraced, kissing like lovers while Sean looked on, his cock bobbing beside their heads, awaiting their attention.
"Oh shit, I better go get Tawny and Brent out of Georgia." I grabbed a robe and danced up the stairs, leaving Anne watching Quilla eating Charm.
I opened the door to Mom's room. Georgia was shackled to the headboard. Tawny sat astride her face and Brent was tonguing Georgia's pussy. He was deep stroking her and every so often, her body would contort, rattling the shackles on her wrists.
"Time. Time to switch." I said into the room.
Tawny crawled off her sister's face. "She can't do two things at once." Tawny said.
"I just need practice." Georgia said, delight in her voice. "Oh my but Brent has promise!" Her eyes traveled down Brent's body to his cock. "Mom took that in her ass? Really?"
Brent ignored her. He left Georgia's pussy and pushed Tawny down to her knees. "Suck me." He said through gritted teeth.
Tawny licked at his cock. Georgia watched with avid interest from her position on the bed. She scooted up so she could lean against the headboard, arms dangling out beside her.
After a moment, Brent lifted Tawny to her feet, bent her over her sister's legs and entered her from behind. He thrust into Tawny a few times before pulling out. He looked at me. "She, uh, Georgia wanted to see me fuck her before we left."
"Find an empty room and you can fuck her to screaming." I said. Brent nodded. He seemed utterly intense. It amused me but I supposed there was some excuse for being intense; he'd fucked one of my three sisters and had designs on the other.
When they were gone, Georgia cocked her head. "Sonny, I thought this was for me only."
I shrugged. "I know. I thought it'd be more interesting this way, since you care for a little pussy with your dick."
Her eyebrows raised. "I'd never have asked for that but you know, eating Tawny...well, it was a good idea. She said you have a woman for everyone."
I knew what she was asking without asking. "We are going to do you in all orifices at the same time with people watching. Don't worry." I left her to find Sammy and Becky.
They disappeared into Mom's room and I returned downstairs. Lovely was eating Charm. Charm was coming around for the third or fourth time. She shifted a little as I descended, her eyes bleary with arousal. I got my feet on firm ground and Charm moaned with new ecstasy. Lovely was an oral wonder.
I slipped an arm around Anne. "You're stuck with me, I gather." Anne said.
Charm began to huff and in moments she tensed, her hips bucking and jerking.
I nodded. "Not stuck. I get you though. We'll direct things." She smiled, reached up and kissed me on the cheek.
"I know you included me when I don't fit. It is sweet of you." She was smiling but sobered. "I have not forgotten I owe you my niece. She is in school, still. When she is done with this quarter, I'll bring her here and you can have her. A year, since she made me wait. We pay our debts." She tossed her head. "Debts gain interest so you win. Jillian will thrill you, or I'll have to find another way to repay you." She smiled and for a moment it felt like a velvet threat. I was confused about which to ask Santa for.
Charm pushed Lovely away. She was gasping and panting. "My god, girl, are you sure you like cock?"
Lovely rolled her shoulders, making her breasts bob and weave.
"I think bodies are delightful. I like making you feel good."
"You make me feel good. Now go take care of Mr. Oddcock over there."
"Find a bedroom upstairs and I'll get you when its your turn to have Georgia."
Charm struggled to her feet, rubbing her ass. "I need a better place to sit." She said. She, Dalia and Holly adjourned to the now empty couch. Dalia sat on one end while Charm took Holly in her arms and proceeded to kiss her breathless.
"Anne, do me a favor." I stopped. I went up stairs and found a spare chain from the jewelry store. I went back down stairs to Anne. "Anne, go find Chris and Marie. Put your collar on Marie, attach the chain and give it to Chris."
She nodded. I went and sat down. Charm had exposed Holly's impressive tits by then and was kissing them. They had a little dialog about the finer points of eating pussy. Anne reappeared. I sat on the loveseat. She got astride my legs and began kissing me. I found I was ready to fuck somebody. I was frustrated by the delay but distracted by the thought that I needed to keep things moving.
"Dude, Sonny, hey Sonny, who's next?" Sammy called from the top of the stairs.
"Chris." I called back. Anne took hold of my cock, pushed the robe wide and mounted me, settling her hot little body down onto my cock. She hugged against me, shuddering as she rooted my cock firmly inside of her pussy.
"Sonny, god, I love your cock." She whispered.
"Sonny?"
I opened my eyes. There was Chris with Marie in a collar and chain. "Yeah?"
"What now?"
"Your turn with Georgia."
"To do what?"
"Whatever." I muttered. "When it's my turn, Anne is going to eat her while I fuck Anne. Use them both however you like. Oh but don't let Georgia come. She has to wait till we can all watch."
Chris shook his head. He knotted his hand in Marie's hair and kissed her savagely. She wound around and clung to him, sealing her naked body against his. The silver chain swished against her brown skin. Chris wrenched free from her. "Where did you find this one? God, I love fucking her."
I almost smiled, pleased to have calculated the matter properly. Again.
"Georgia's waiting."
"No. Mom is cleaning her up." Chris blinked at me. "I want to fuck Marie and Mom with Georgia. Is that all right?"
"So long as no one needs Laura. She'll be in demand when people start fucking for real."
"Honey! We're ready." Laura called from upstairs.
Chris led Marie on the chain up stairs. Perfect. She mounted the stairs, the chain dangling from the silver collar around her neck, arms folded under her impressive tits. She appeared docile and even content. Another "A" for Sonny!
Charm stood up and removed her dress. Dalia took it into the laundry and hung it up.
"What?" Charm said when she found me staring at her lank, nude body. Semi-nude. She wore no bra for her breasts were but spare mounds. That left only the garter belt and stockings. "Everyone else is naked, I suppose I ought to be."
I nodded agreement.
"Don't stare. You'll make me self-conscious."
"Can't help it."
Anne, understanding I wasn't paying attention, tightened her pussy on my cock. I closed my eyes and Charm disappeared. The next time I opened them, Holly was between her legs. They were discussing pussy diving in great detail. To the side, Dalia eyed them but I know she was staring at Anne's hips lifting and dropping.
Anne sat astride me.
"I have never attended an orgy before." She whispered in my ear.
"Me neither." I returned. I had the urge to put Anne on her back and fuck her but I wanted to save that for Georgia to see. "I don't know how to organize an orgy." I mumbled.
"This is fine." Anne said. "You have a flair for it, I think. Do you want to come?"
I shook my head. "I want to fuck you while Georgia watches." I whispered. It was still too loud.
Charm sat up. "I want to see you fuck her too." She said, glancing around at Dalia. "I'm not the only one, I don't think." Dalia's face was bright red.
Holly stopped what she was doing and looked up. "That bad?" She muttered.
"Practice, practice, practice!" Charm returned, pushing the smaller woman's head down between her legs again, rattling the chain at Holly's collar. "How many women do you have in collars like this?" She asked me, then groaned deeply. "That's better, Holly. Try to do that again."
Holly sat back. "I am clueless. I have no idea what I did."
"Experiment." Charm returned.
Dalia sat on the end of the couch, transfixed, eyes darting back and forth from Holly eating Charm to Anne fucking me.
For a while we were silent. Well, not really silent. Anne moaned as she ground her body down on my cock and Holly and Charm kept up their QA exchanges. Dalia just stared. At one point, Holly mouthed Charm's pussy and pushed her tongue deep, on instructions, into it. Dalia sat forward, staring down at them with intense interest.
"Sonny. Your turn." Chris called from upstairs. I helped Anne dismount and she wobbled till I put an arm around her waist. She smiled up at me, a bleary look of contentment.
"Oh Sonny." She breathed. "This is incredible. I am so horny but I want to extend it, make it last longer. God, what a sensation, having you inside me like this."
I grunted.
"Can I watch?" Dalia asked.
On the other end of the couch, Charm opened her eyes. "Me too. Us, too, I mean."
I shrugged. "We'll all tease Nova a little." I said.
We trooped upstairs. It felt weird to me, Anne was nude and Charm and Holly were topless but Dalia remained fully dressed. I was hard and feeling that tingling goodness that meant the next sensation would be my last before I died a little, leaving the last will and testament of a contented man.
I opened the door on Georgia and found Laura Wills licking one of her breasts. Laura looked up, an expression of surprise on her face, not quite terror but certainly shock.
"I, she, she's so beautiful." Laura whispered, standing.
I waved at her. "Keep at it." I said.
"God, Sonny, cock." Georgia rasped.
"No." I said immediately but regretted the abruptness. Nova caught on immediately.
"You told them to tease me to death, didn't you?" She moaned a little in the back of her throat as Laura sucked on her nipple.
Dalia stood near the head of the bed. Holly and Charm were on the other side. I held Anne under my arm.
"Anne, the other breast." I said.
She looked up at me. "I Annie. Fuck Annie now? You fuck Annie?" Her voice dripped with humor and lust. I glanced at her legs and saw both inner thighs glistened. The woman overflowed with arousal. Laura was sucking on the right breast on Charm's side of the bed. Anne, now Annie moved up to the other and kissed around the curve of it. Georgia's body arched, pressing her chest against the two women.
I got onto the bed and put a hand on one of Georgia's knees.
"Oh god, finally. Please fuck me, Sonny."
I was dubious I could do more than butter her bread a little without getting jelly all over. I was so horny I felt it behind my ears. I sat on my knees, leaned over the V of her body and fit the head of my cock into her now bare pussy. She'd shaved recently and was sooth and soft. I slid deep into my sister. She groaned and then grunted, her hips bounced up under me.
"Sonny, she's going to come." Charm warned.
I didn't care. I wanted to come so it hardly sounded like a bad idea. As if reading my mind, Laura and Annie left Georgia's tits. I lay down on her. Her head turned to me and we kissed. Her legs wrapped around me, locking me in place. With her arms stretched back and above her head, she was a stationary target, now very useful. Her pussy pulsed, her heart beat seemed all around me, throbbing with her need.
"Sonny." Georgia said in a small voice. "Can I ask something?"
I struggled to my elbows. I felt the orgasm fuse light and I lifted my ass, disconnecting us.
"Oh, no, put it back, Sonny. God, I need cock now."
"You'll get plenty. What do you want to ask?"
She blushed suddenly. "I was wondering if you'd let Tawny do it too. I mean, there's six of you, right? Three for me, three for Tawny."
It was Dalia's gasp I registered first.
"Did she put you up to this?" I asked.
Georgia shook her head.
"No, no, honest. I want, I think it would be awesome to have her on the same train with me. I mean on the airtight express. We'd do it together and Dalia would watch...like that. That's all I mean."
I got off the bed, grabbed Annie by the arm and pushed her towards Georgia. "Eat her, but no coming, for her I mean." I said. "Sit up, Georgia. Give us some room." She pulled herself into a sitting position on the bed. Annie got between her legs and lay down, resting her cheek on Georgia's flat, pale thigh. The whiteness of Georgia's skin made Annie appear yellow.
When Annie licked Georgia's pussy, Georgia bucked and writhed. Her arousal was intense. Her back arched and then she thrust her pussy up at Annie, trying for something but unable to achieve it.
I got onto the bed behind Annie, sitting across her bare thighs. I moved down to her calves and lifted her hips. She understood immediately and bent her knees beneath her and then widened them, pushing Georgia's legs wider. I got between her feet, fit my cock into her pussy and rammed it home. Anne squeaked.
Georgia was panting.
I pulled back and hammered into Annie. She squeaked again. Out and back into her with prejudice and she screamed now, muffled only slightly by Georgia's open body. I gripped Annie by the hips and held her while I fucked her, slapping against her lean ass over and over again. Annie cried out several times, ignoring Georgia's pussy.
"Back." She finally hissed.
I understood immediately. I pulled my cock free. She twisted and lay down on her back, the back of her head against Georgia's pussy.
I got between Annie's open legs and entered her. When we kissed, her lips were ravenous and alive, slick with my sister. She kissed me like her life depended on it. Her hips rapped up at me with a regular rhythm only she understood or heard. I kissed her long and hard while she fucked me. I was conserving my strength. Georgia's legs rose like cut-rate curtains beside us. Her hips pulsed under Annie's head. Annie's black hair sprayed over Georgia's body, the black contrasting brightly with the white skin. Georgia received no stimulus except the milieu itself and that seemed to be enough. Her body writhed with minimalist movements.
My orgasm arrived like a summer storm, raining down on us like a falling deluge. I pumped into Annie over and over again till I drooped like a sun-riven flower. I lifted my head and confronted Georgia's gaping pussy. We'd slid down between Georgia's legs. I looked up the contours of the pale body to find my sister staring intently at the coitus between her legs.
"Kiss it." Georgia whispered.
"If you don't, I will." Charm said from somewhere out of my sight.
I dropped my head onto Georgia's thigh, content to let the orgasm's aftereffects fade without being chased away. After a time I rose to my hands and knees. Annie looked up at me. She smiled.
"Good?"
I nodded. "Great. Let's send in Landon."
"Landon? Another?" Georgia groaned, uncharacteristically not complaining about my treatment of her or lack thereof.
"You can count, can't you? I am only number four."
Georgia shifted her ass under us and the bed heaved. I got off of it and padded out into the hall. Laura waited there. She got immediately to her knees and licked at my cock before sucking it into her mouth. Annie emerged behind me.
"I think we'll just wait here." Dalia said from the door. "Oh, well...?"
"I'll...uh...send in Landon and, and, and...?" I couldn't remember whom he was fucking at just that moment. I thought of Darlene and wanted to have her there to watch but I thought D. Debra and the guys would be spectacle enough for her. Another time.
Laura had my hard cock completely in her mouth. Her clicking throat pinched the end of my cock. I awoke from my reverie to find I had a knot of her blond hair in my hand, holding her face flush against my abdomen. She swallowed repeatedly around the cock in her mouth, but shivers ran through her. Her hands clutched at my bare thighs.
I leaned over to look down her back. "Laura, I think you have become quite undisciplined. I am going to hand you off to Marie. She'll be moving in with you. You will be hers to use as she wishes." I felt Laura's reaction on my cock, like a thought expressed with tongue and lips. She sucked hard on my cock and I was fully erect once more. I pulled her head off of my cock.
Annie had been beside us, watching.
"Landon?" She whispered.
"Oh. Right. Mrs. Wills, toddle off and find Landon and his pussy. They are next in line for Georgia."
She staggered to her feet and went down to Dalia's room. I heard the bed complaining when she opened the door and the squeak of Quilla...Quilla, of course! Quilla was being fucked on my sister's bed and crying out her approval. The squeaking stopped.



Suddenly I wanted Quilla to see me in Annie. You know, one of those random thoughts we usually let pass, like graffiti scribbled on the inside of your head that no one else sees. I twisted to Annie, looped an arm around her waist and shoved her hard against the wall. She gasped. I kissed her. She kissed me back. The urgency coursing through my veins found a like passion in her. Her body pulsed against me. She lifted one leg, rubbing her knee up and down my thigh. I grasped her leg and crouched. Her arms were around my neck but she released me, moving one between us to grip my cock. She directed it back into her milky pussy as I lifted her. I slid into her like a train into a tunnel.
Annie screamed. Something about being taken against a wall like that ignited something in her. Her body bucked against me, ramming herself onto my cock. I had a firm hold on her leg, providing her leverage. Her hands went around my neck and she lifted her last leg. I felt her weight sagging onto me, her pussy contracted around my hard cock.
"Excuse us." Landon spoke right behind me.
"Jesus, he's fucking her." Quilla whispered.
"It's an orgy. Want him to fuck you too?"
"I...would he?"
Landon snorted and they were gone.
I kept a steady drumbeat on the wall, slamming Annie against it so that it echoed through the house. Boom. Boom. Boom. The noise seemed to suffuse my mind. I felt her shivering need, her quaking lust and I increased the tempo and my force.
Boom. Boom. Boom.
Annie screamed. I felt the orgasm lash her, once, twice. The third time, her voice ran up the register and disappeared into the aether. I had her pinned against the wall, suspended and pinned by my cock. Her weight forced it into her body, filling her with the feeling of the penetration. She gasped and grunted as each new wave of orgasm rolled and rumbled through her, like a placid train suddenly released to roar down a hill without brakes to slow it. She bucked, she came. She screamed. She came. She clawed at my shoulders. She came. Orgasm after orgasm after orgasm shot through her like the climax of a fire works display.
Then suddenly, she went limp. All the tension, all the response, all the erotic enthusiasm dissipated like a water drop on a hot griddle. I leaned against her. Her pussy chewed at my hard cock.
"Jesus, Sonny. I think you killed her." Sean had been watching us apparently.
"She's only a little dead." I mumbled.
Sean laughed from behind me. "I get it. The little death, le petite mort."
"What?" I twisted around to look at him.
He was grinning but when I met his gaze, he looked suddenly uncertain.
"I....uh...I was wondering if you wanted to trade. For her, I mean. I, I don't think I've had the pleasure."
"The others are new too, aren't they?" I was searching for names.
"Oh, they're great, I, I just wanted a little Chinese fortune cookie. You know, something different."
I let Annie's leg go and she slid part way down the wall before her knees locked. I pulled my cock out of her body. She lifted her head from my chest and looked up at me.
"You give Annie away?" She said, her upper lip curling.
I snarled back. "Take her. I'll take Lovely."
"Where?" Sean asked, his voice twanging. "God, Norma and this little piece of wonderful. The contrast makes me crazy."
"Don't get too crazy, Georgia is counting on you. Have them both eat her but remember, no coming."
"You must really hate her." Sean said.
"Nope. Just the opposite. When we do Lydia and Quilla, you'll understand. Well, you'll understand soon anyway. That's my room. I'm going to lay down." I turned Annie and pushed her against Sean. She looked over her shoulder at me, giving me a look like I'd just sold her off to a Fishhead or something.
Sean pushed her down to her knees and she came face to face with his odd cock. The head of it was contorted and uneven. She licked it and then sucked it into her mouth. A moment later she pulled back and looked around at me. Her eyes blazed but with passion and reproof.
I eased past them, bumped open my door and flopped on my back on the bed. I clicked out like a broken light bulb. The next thing I knew, someone was kissing my cock. I'd been fucking D. Debra while Dori watched in my dreams and I was glassy hard.
The lips kissed me. They were soft and gentle. They opened. Her mouth enveloped me, sinking down, down, down without hesitation. I felt the close confines of her throat and then I blocked it. I heard her gag a little and felt her throat constrict. I opened my eyes. Lovely had her head crammed full of my cock. Without removing her mouth from me, she moved onto the bed. Then, with excruciating slowness, she withdrew my cock from her mouth, knee walked up my body and settled her pussy down onto my cock.
Her eyes glinted in the dimness of my curtained room.
"Sonny. Awake? I'll just hold onto to this for you. You are very hard. Nice dreams?"
Her thin voice tickled me. She leaned over me, peering down at me past the rippling waves of her great tits. I lifted my head, captured one with my lips and sucked on it. I found her nipple and tested my teeth.
Lovely groaned, her body shook. I lay back, keeping her nipple between my teeth. She followed me down till she lay on her elbows, her breast pressed against my mouth. I couldn't breathe! She rose up, shifting to let me get a little air, while her hips rocked back and forth. She constricted her plush pussy, squeezing down on me with a regular pressure. Over and over again she massaged my cock. I felt it bend inside her as she settled her weight on me. I grasped her ass, rose up and twisted her onto her back.
She was so limber she accommodated me immediately and easily. I thought about making her airtight, thought about Rebecca beside us, chock full of cock too. I hammered down into her. She gasped, her body arching under me, her great tits rolling this way and that as she shook. I rammed into her, her legs rose beside us like guardrails. Her legs squeezed me and then locked around me, her heels pulling down on me as I fucked her.
"Sonny? Dude. We're done in here, I think. What now?"
I settled down between Lovely's open legs. I twisted to look at Sean. "Duck Soup, Sean, can't you tell when a guy is busy?"
"I, yeah, but your sister sent me to find you. She said its time for a little cock for her. She sent me to get you."
I lifted off Lovely. Her expression never changed, the same airy invitation lit her eyes, the same as she always wore. I pulled my cock out of her body and felt a little gratification at the flicker of regret on her face. I reversed action, slammed down into her. When her eyes went closed and her head arched back, I felt vindicated and pulled free of her luscious body. I got off the bed. I had an idea.
I felt fevered. I stalked into Mom's bedroom.
Charm sat in the chaise arm chair, Holly in her lap in the far corner, across the bed spread with my naked sister. Charm was sucking on one of Holly's breasts. I could see Holly was well marked on both breasts. Curious. I stalked over to where Georgia lay, her arms stretched over her head to the cuffs. I got on the bed, presented her my cock, painting her lips with Lovely's liquid.
Georgia licked my cock. I pushed and her mouth opened. I bent over her and shoved as much of my cock into her mouth as the angle allowed, which wasn't much, not enough.
"What do you want, big sister?" I growled. The sensation of her mouth on my cock overlayed the sensation of being inside Lovely. Honestly, it confused me, like having one hand in hot water and the other in cold.
She made some muffled noises. I pulled my cock out of her mouth.
"Don't talk with your mouth full. Mom would be aghast!"
"I said, I want cock."
I grunted. "What do you think this is? A deli whistle?"
She shook her head.
"Never mind. I have a surprise for you. I'll be right back."
Laura was on her knees outside the door when I opened it. I lifted her up and kissed her. She tasted like pussy. "Gather everyone together. Where is...?" I got hitched to confusion. "Where is Becky, the big woman with the huge tits."
"Sammy?"
"Oh right. Where are they?"
"Georgia's room, I think."
I nodded. "Get the rest."
When Laura did not move immediately I rolled my eyes.
"What?"
"Sonny...?" Her voice was tremulous. "What you said, about giving me to that woman...?"
"Yeah?"
"You wouldn't do that, really, would you?"
I grasped a hand full of her hair and pulled her face close to mine. I felt crazed, jazzed up on adrenaline and pussy. "I'll give you away to whomever I wish." I whispered. "Unless you say 'no', you are mine. Take off the collar."
"I don't want to."
"Don't want to what?" I needed to be crystal clear on this point.
"Take off the collar." She said. "Your collar." Her blue eyes blinked up at me.
"Then Marie will go home with you to your house tonight. You'll be hers till I say otherwise."
"But, but Sonny, what about Chris?"
"Laura." I said, feeling that particular thrill. "Turn around."
Laura did and immediately her hands found the cheeks of her ass. She bent forward and pulled them apart. I entered her, thrust into her frothy goodness. She jerked. Her hands moved immediately to my sides and pulled at me, crushing us together. I grasped her by the elbows, pulling her back onto my cock, bending her to my will. I felt her insides writhe as I rooted deep down into her pussy. I felt her buck once, a little hiccup that rattled her teeth and clinched down on my cock.
"Oh, god, please, no, Sonny...!" Her voice trailed off as the orgasm flashed through her. Her head dropped and she bucked. Her pussy clinched down on my cock and pulled at it, almost like she was sucking at me, trying to get me to come in her.
I pulled out of her. She keened and twisted to look at me, her face a mixture of arousal and regret, lust and shame, desire and mortification.
"Find Rebecca and send her into me. Now. Then bring everyone else."
"Sonny...?"
"Now. Marie can have you but she may not want you." I hissed. "But if she agrees, she'll move in with you and Chris. You'll be hers, she'll be his." I grinned at the artistic asymmetry of the arrangement, if what I had in mind worked.
Laura's face convulsed but her eyes got that satisfied gleam even as she blushed and hurried away.
I returned to Mom's room, gaging to see if we could get all of us in there. It might be tight but hey, we'd be naked so it that could be fun, too, right? Then I realized that everyone was likely a little rank.
"Dalia, run everyone through the shower. I am going to fuck my sister."
I went to Georgia. She had a wild look in her eyes. Her red hair lay around her head like a crown of copper. I got between her legs. I inserted my cock into her pussy and eased into her, ever so slowly. When I was half buried, her hips jumped up and her pussy enveloped me. I backed away.
"Oh no, Sonny, please, please let me come."
I lay down on her wonderful tits. I whispered in her ears. "Not till everyone else is here. You wait or I'll send everyone home."
She likely didn't believe me but she fell in with my idle threat. If I didn't hand her over, I'd end up with a yard of cock in my own ass but just on principle.
"God, please, little brother, not that. Please don't make me come while everyone is watching!" Her voice teased my ear. I lay on her, letting my weight settle onto her chest. Her tits mashed against me. I humped between her open legs.
Georgia grunted. "Oh god I love cock!" She whispered. "But don't tell anyone. I don't want your friends to think they can fuck me any time they please. What happens if they come over here and push in the door and take me against the wall or in the kitchen, from behind, with my skirt over my waist. I won't be able to stop them once they have me. They'll own me like you own Laura."
Her voice whispered in my ear like a conscience. I grunted a little, lifted my hips and dropped them, popping our pubic bones together. I think I touched off a little orgasm because Georgia writhed under me.
"Oh god, I so want to come, for real."
I dropped my head and just lay on her, keeping my elbows under me. We lay there, still, unmoving, panting and shifting. Her pussy nibbled at my hard cock. I felt each little twitch like a telegram from heaven telling me I was the big winner of the pleasure sweepstakes. Georgia endured the stimulation without complaint. Her arms constantly rattled the cuffs. Behind me, people came and went. The shower came on and went off several times. My cock marinated in Nova's expressive pussy. People mumbled and women giggled and squeaked. After a while the talking quieted and then there was silence. All I heard was the wheezing of Georgia's breath in my ear.
I moved my hands down to Georgia's ass. I clasped her ass hard in my hands, pulling her up onto my cock. She gasped and her body bucked under me. I lifted my head.
"Hide your cock in someone. Put it in a pussy." I said, speaking to the room but physically only able to address the words to Georgia's shoulder. It ignored me. I kissed it just to keep it from feeling neglected. I lifted my ass and hammered down into my sister. She bucked under me. I lifted and rammed into her again. And again. And again.
Behind me, I heard the shifting and slurping of men mounting women. When that noise stilled, I ceased fucking Georgia. She was gasping. I lifted my hips and slapped us together one more time. I gaged her arousal just right. Georgia gasped, held her breath for a moment and then arched under me.
"Oh sweet mother of mine!" She cried. The long delayed grand orgasm crashed into her like a tumbling car. Her hips rose under me, lifting me. I felt her interior contracting, little rhythms that sent shivers up my spine. I couldn't come in her, not just now. I let her buck once more and lifted off of her.
She lay panting, her eyes wild and glazed. I released her arms. She lay for a moment, then got to her elbows.
"What now?" She asked the room.
I finally looked around at the assembly. I thought it was only in the movies where crowds could be so quiet, scared the director would kick them off the set. Around the bed, the guys were all planted in a woman. Brent held Tawny against his body, one big hand clasping her breast. Landon was in Lovely. Sammy had Quilla mounted on his cock. Chris was still inside Marie and Sean had Annie. Norma regarded us with vast disapproval, arms folded under her tits. Becky eyed Norma, big moon eyes but Norma steadfastly ignored the other woman. I think she was scared.
I got off the bed and helped Georgia to sit up. She made to stand but I pushed her down to her knees.
"Time to taste the competition. You suck our cocks and then shower. We'll make you airtight."
"Oh. Okay." Georgia said in a small voice. She looked cowed. I presented her my cock and she licked the end and cleaned her own pussy juice off of it before sucking it deep into her mouth.
"She's eating herself." Sammy chortled.
I grunted and pulled free. "Suck the others." I said and left the room. No one had hold of Rebecca so I pulled her with me. She followed easily, her hand in mine. She was clean but I pulled her into the hall shower with me. I kissed her against the wall.
A mania possessed me. I wasn't out of control but I felt the erotic potential in every woman and wanted her. I wanted them all. I felt insignificant, utterly helpless to give in to this compulsion that wracked me, inhabiting me like a fever. It made me fierce. I had Becky Kline pinned against the wall in the shower. I kissed her hard and after a few moments, she seemed to sense my intensity and it reverberated in her, echoing back. She let me between her legs. I entered her, hitching her against the wall till I lost my footing and nearly pulled us both down. That gave me warning and I got cautious. I withdrew from her.
"I want to use you." I whispered.
She fixed her eyes on some part of my face, not meeting my fierce gaze. "I...?"
"I want your permission, Mrs. Kline. I want to use you."
"Use me? How?" She seemed confused, suspended between the compliant mother her daughter was pimping out to all comers and the woman she'd been when I first met her...defiant, self-assured and strong willed.
"Did you see the collars?"
She nodded. "I, it makes me nervous to look at them, Mrs. Kingston and Mrs. Wills. I don't know why." She shook her head and tried to kiss me. Her hand found my erection and tired to direct it back into her body but I was too tall. I resisted the urge.
"I want you in my collar. I want you to be mine." I whispered. I had an insight. I loved acquisition. Ownership, that I was less sure about. I loved pussy prospecting though! I wanted this woman on her knees with her mouth open with my collar on her neck. I wanted that and I had to have it but she had to ask it of me.
"Oh." She said softly. "You do?" Amazement filled her voice. "Even knowing what you know of me?"
"What? Specifically?"
"That my daughter has been giving me to any man who wants me and I..." she choked on the thought. "I let her. How can you respect me? Why would you ever want me?"
I crouched and her hand directed my cock to her pussy. I straightened my legs and lifted her a little, piercing her with my shaft. She groaned as I penetrated deeply into her. Her arms wrapped around me and she clung to me like I was saving her from falling.
"Oh, god! Sonny!" She gasped.
I felt a great shudder throb through her.
"Say it." I muttered.
"Say what?"
I relaxed my muscles and slammed into her again. The mania sang in me, like a strain in my blood I could not exorcise.
"Oh. Oh, Sonny, do you really want me?"
"Say it." I repeated.
She nodded her head. She understood clearly what I wanted.
I waited. She had to ask.
"Sonny, put a collar around my neck and own me. I'll fuck you anytime anywhere or any way you wish."
I arched my back and slammed into her again. Her plush body absorbed the impact, clutching at my cock with her inner muscles as though trying to hold me there and not let me escape again. I slammed into her again and she groaned. Her head arched back.
"I will give you away to anyone I wish." I whispered.
Rebecca Kline nodded. "Oh yes."
"I'll find the prefect cock for you and hand you off to him."
"Oh god, Sonny, yes. Own me."
"And, Mrs. Kline, you must give me something in return."
"You have my body." She responded her pussy chewing on my cock. She lifted one stout leg and pressed her knee and thigh against me. The plush feel of her body thrilled me to the core. "What else can you want?" She seemed confused.
"I want your daughter. You have to give me Lovely." I whispered.
"Oh god!" Rebecca Kline cried. "Please, Sonny!" She didn't know what to say, how to respond but the thought lodged in her head and she was crazed from it.
I pulled out of her and tended to my cleansing. She sagged against the shower wall. I was about done washing when she finally moved. She snuggled up against my back, mopping it with her huge tits.
"Sonny. I want you to have me. I want your collar around my neck. If, if you have that, what about Lovely? She is letting all manner of men to fuck me, whenever she wants. I think she gets off on that, handing me around like a bong at a Hippy wedding."
I hesitated. "That will have to stop but you will need to return the favor. You will be giving her away to the men you fuck. You will be the one handing her off to be fucked over and over and over again." I spoke to the shower head, like it was a microphone.
"Oh god, Sonny, no." Rebecca whispered. Her arms clutched around me more tightly, spearing me with her great tits. "Don't make me do that. I can't do that." She whispered, her breath hot on my back.



"Then go. Leave."
Rebecca Kline went still, hugging me under the shower water. Finally I felt her release me. Her hands turned me around. One hand took hold of my hard cock. She got to her knees and sucked it into her mouth. My body shielded her from the falling water. She held it in her mouth for a moment, then pushed her head hard down onto it till it filled her throat for the first time. She gagged, withdrew but pushed it back into place, consuming it with her passion. She accepted it and the tension in her body seemed to ricochet around inside of us, back and forth from her to me and back again, amping up the arousal in us both.
When she backed up, her face had a beatific smile. "I did it!" She whispered. "I took you all down my throat! I deep throated you!" She sobered immediately and struggled to her feet. She took my hands, placed them on her great breasts. "You own me, Sonny. Tell me to hand Lovely off to a basketball team or a battalion and I will. I swear it. Please, put a collar on me." Then she kissed me, a light, chaste kiss on the lips.
I nodded. The mania roared in me. It was time to use her.
We dried and I walked us down the hall to Mom's room. Time seemed to crawl. Inside the bedroom, the close, steamy group of naked people parted to reveal Georgia on her knees working as much of Brents hogleg into her mouth as she could manage, which wasn't enough. I found Laura and she caught my eyes and came to me. I peeled her bra down off her tits and kissed each one. She held my head, shivering as I did so. I straightened and found Marie. I pointed at her. She made her way through the naked bodies to stand before me.
"She's yours." I said staring hard at Marie. "Take her. Laura, she will be your maid, in your house. She is here from the Philippines and needs a job. You are her job." Marie's eyes went wide and she put a hand to her mouth.
"She a woman!" Marie hissed.
I grinned and nodded. "Now she is your woman. You use her as you like but under these special conditions. When anyone is around, anyone that is not naked or dressed to fuck at least, you are the maid. You do what Laura tells you, no matter what it is. Never talk back, never argue, never complain. You will be the best maid anyone ever saw. But when you are alone or the other people are naked or dressed to fuck, like now, she serves you. She does what you tell her to do. You own her pussy and her mouth. You tell her whom to fuck and when and where and how and she will do as you say. This I offer you. Do you accept?"
Tia Maria looked around the room, her eyes begging for a chance to think. She looked back at me and I saw her eyes click with the decision and then hesitate. "You still own Maria?" She asked, her voice small.
I nodded. "You do what I tell you. If I tell you to bring Laura, you bring her. You tell her to do what I want her to do, do you understand? Otherwise she is yours to use."
Tia Maria nodded. "Laura? This is her name?"
I nodded. I watched the realization complete its course in her mind. She nodded.
"I own Laura. You own me?"
I waited. Behind Marie, Georgia continued sucking on Brent's cock. No one was watching though. I felt the satisfaction of that attention on me. I nodded.
Tia Maria exhaled. "My name not Marie." She said.
I grunted. "In the presence of everyone else, you are Marie. Alone with Mrs. Wills, you will be Tia Maria."
She nodded. She reached out and pinched Laura's nipple. "Come with me." She held onto Laura's nipple and led her from the room.
"Mrs. Wills be eating pussy, I think." Sammy chortled.
I couldn't disagree.
"Annie, would you take Georgia in and clean her off. Its time."
Georgia released Brent's cock. Everyone watched Annie lead the taller, nude woman into the bath and close the door. The shower came on.
"Sonny, you are one fucked up dude." Sammy muttered. "But you're our fucked up dude."
"If he's fucked up, the rest of us are just pathetic." Brent muttered.
"You just gave my mom away to a strange woman." Chris muttered darkly, but with a silver lining of memory in his tone. He'd doubted me before and the results had been both wonderful and excruciating at once. He'd learned circumspection when it came to doubting my coiled maneuvers.
"Yeah, Chris, but you get to have a maid now and you already know she fucks."
Chris was staring at me.
I knew what he was thinking. He was wondering how this new wrinkle in his home arrangement was going to affect him, and his pussy. I'd clue him in about Lydia's new role in his life later, once I understood Morrison's hold on her, if any. Quilla and Tawny were another matter, but there's no such thing as too much pussy; Chris should understand that by now.
I pulled Mrs. Kline around me. She looked like a drowned nymph, but one that had gone far off her fashion model diet. Her breasts swayed as she moved.
"Mrs. Kline just agreed to take my collar. She will no longer fuck anyone without my approval, if she wears my collar." I looked hard at Lovely. I left things that way.
"Mrs. Kline. Please come here and bend over the bed."
She nodded and did so, placing her palms on the bed and widening her feet. She expected cock.
I went to Mom's closet, found her happy box and withdrew a shaped wooden paddle. Everyone moved back. The guys all claimed a remaining woman, except for Brent. I pointed to Tia Maria.
"Brent, see if she can take your cock." We all watched while they worked that out, or worked it in, as it were. He finally had to sit down on the other chair in the room. She faced away from him and sat down on his huge cock. We all watched while her face reflected the sensations ravaging her as she settled down onto him, her body adjusting around its girth and then the length. She leaned forward, placing her hands on his knees and lifted her ass and let it fall, trying him on for size.
She grunted with satisfaction.
"Chris, get Mrs. Kline's mouth on your cock. Sit in front of her on the bed."
They took a moment to get arranged. Becky sucked Chris' cock into her mouth, bent from the waist. The angle was not the best but she managed all right, at least up until I struck her ass with the paddle.
"Hey, bitch, no teeth!" Chris cried out. He grasped a wet gob of her hair and held onto her head with it. She made some sound that surely was something like "I'm sorry" spoken in the cocksucker dialect.
I struck her ass again. She arched her back and held still.
"Jesus, Sonny, is that safe?" Brent muttered, peering around Marie. When I looked over at him, he hid behind her back, moving his hands to grip her pendulous breasts. Marie hissed through her teeth and wiggled her ass pinned onto his lap. He wore the woman like a party favor. She enjoyed his favor.
I struck Becky's ass again. And again. And again.
Becky gained control of herself after the third strike of the paddle on her ass. She even managed to bob her head a time or two. I struck her ass a dozen times before the shower went off. Everyone watched, spellbound by the sight of a woman being paddled while sucking on a cock.
I was at twenty swats when the bathroom door opened and Georgia appeared, glowing with her shower. Her wet hair was scarlet and dark.
"Holy buttfucker." She muttered. "What is going on."
"Just waiting on you. Chris, you can fuck Mrs. Kline or let Georgia suck you while I smack her ass."
Chris did not hesitate. He pulled Becky's mouth off his cock and stood up, glowering at me. He pulled Mrs. Kline around to the other side of the bed, duplicated her pose and thrust his glistening cock into her pussy from behind. She yelped as he cuddled up to her heated ass.
I looked pointedly at Georgia.
"What? You want me to do that?"
"Sister of mine, we are going to fuck your ass...." I tailed off.
The impact of my words landed and she nodded mutely. She assumed the position.
I spanked her ass till she cried. Tears streamed down her face but she counted each swat. Her ass turned a rosy red. I was not striking her very hard but the paddle had an impact. Finally she crumpled onto her elbows and then onto her face. She fell to her knees. I waited.
When no one else moved, I went behind her and entered her. She screamed so loud, Laura and Marie appeared, peeking in the door. They joined us to watch Georgia get her first ride on the airtight express.
I was planted in her pussy. Her ass cheeks were hot against me. I fucked her. Each time I thrust into her, she cried out, her voice ragged with passion. She grunted and finally she came with a screech I figured the neighbors would hear.
"Sun fuck the moon, Sonny." Sammy muttered. "That's your sister, you're fucking."
I twisted to look at him. "I know. Messy Melissa is coming this week. You'll get yours." I laughed at the expression on his face. I hammered into Georgia. She lay before me, panting and grunting. I pulled out of her and got to my feet.
"Georgia, who do you want in your pussy?"
She lifted her head and without hesitation, said, "Brent."
Sammy rolled his eyes. "Sure, always Brent."
"Hey, no fucking complaining." Landon growled.
"Not complaining. That was admiration!" Sammy shot back with a sheepish grin.
Brent got onto the bed, laying down right beside Georgia. Georgia sank to her knees on the floor and then yelped as her ass touched her heels. She got to her feet.
"And who do you want in Tawny's pussy?" I asked.
For a long few seconds, no one moved or spoke. Tawny was staring at me, a glint in her green eyes.
"Landon." Georgia said finally.
Chris pulled his cock out of Mrs. Kline.
When the group arrived, Charm had pulled the chaise armchair back into the corner near the head of the bed. Holly sat on her lap.
I pointed at Charm. "Want a taste of Georgia before she is swamped with cum, male cum, that is?"
Charm smiled grimly at me and shook her head.
"Been there, done that. This is her rodeo." She grinned broader.
I shrugged. "Mount up, girls. Guys, time to fuck my sisters."
Brent and Landon lay down on their backs. Tawny and Georgia mounted their respective cocks.
"Dalia, we need lube."
Dalia nodded and disappeared. She returned a minute later and handed it to me.
"Ass?" I said to the room.
Sean raised his hand. Sammy raised his hand. I tossed the lube tube to Sean. They got on the bed behind the girls, Sammy behind Georgia and Sean behind Tawny.
"Shit. We need pillows." Since we weren't filming a porno, we didn't need to be able to see what was happening. This was strictly for the girls. We guys were happy to contribute our cocks to the endeavor.
While Dalia went for more pillows, Charm unseated Holly who had become curiously comfortable in the taller woman's lap with hands on her bare tits. Charm walked around to our side of the bed.
"I should kiss you before you taste like cum, Georgia. Thank you for putting me up. I doubt I'll see you in the morning since I have an early flight." She kissed Georgia till Dalia returned. Charm ended the kiss. She looked at me. "I have never before kissed a woman filled with cock like this. It's, it's interesting."
She walked among us like a ship though fog. We swirled around her lean elegance but not one of us touched her. I watched her eyes and she never looked at the cocks bouncing around her. When she got back to her chair, she pulled Holly into her lap once more, bent the smaller woman's back over the arm of the chair and kissed her ravenously. I waited till it was clear that the kiss was not an intermission but was the main feature.
We got the two couples on the King sized bed arranged. Tawny and Georgia tilted over the top of Landon and Brent. Sammy and Sean fingered their ass holes, lubing my two sisters in preparation for mounting their asses. The two guys rose up like two synchronized dancers, placed their cocks against my sisters' assholes and pushed into them. Tawny grunted and pushed back. Georgia bent and kissed Brent soundly on the mouth.
Back and forth Sean and Sammy rocked the bed. Sammy's black body contrasted with Georgia's white, freckled skin. The whole bed rocked as the two men penetrated the two sisters.
"Oh god, Tawny, I have two cocks in me!"
The light went on. Georgia needed someone to talk to while she was being fucked! I almost grinned with the recognition.
"Nova, Christ, I feel so full. I have two cocks in me, too!"
"I am fucking a man under me while another is fucking me in the ass." Georgia muttered, almost distractedly, which would not be surprising.
"Landon Clark is in my cunt." Tawny panted. "A, ah...."
"Sean." Sean grunted from behind her.
"Yeah, Sean is in my ass. I think I can feel the two cocks almost touching inside me!" Tawny's voice twanged with amazed arousal.
I glanced at Chris. "Time to quiet them down, don't you think?"
He smiled and it was a sinister smile, full of unexpressed meaning. He had questions and he wanted my answers before he found his own. He nodded.
"It's getting late. I'll have to go soon."
"Oh god, she's so hot." Sean muttered, his cock buried in Tawny's ass.
"Georgia?" Sammy said, his voice suddenly piping high.
"Ugh, yes, ugh, yes Sammy?"
"I am in your ass." He said.
"Oh, god, yes Samuel."
"Oh Jesus, don't call me that! Only...." He stuttered to a halt.
"Chris, Tawny or Georgia?" I said.
He appeared like he had not yet addressed that particular choice. The old Chris appeared and then flitted away. His eyes hardened.
"Georgia." He rasped, coming around the bed. Sammy pushed against Georgia's ass and she tilted forward. She reached up to the headboard to balance and twisted her torso, cocking her head to the side. Her drying hair fell down onto Brent's chest. Chris approached her and presented her his cock. She kissed the end and sucked on it. The room was dead silent except for the squishing of the four cocks in the two women.
"Sonny, goddammit get over here. We want to be airtight together!"
I moved around the bed. Tawny was twisted and canted, her body straining to accommodate both cocks in her. Landon arched under her and I saw her control flicker as her bravura tits swept across Landon's hairless chest. He arched under her, rocking them all.
"Oh god, Landon, don't do that. I'll come."
He did it again and sure enough, her body bucked and bucked. I am sure I heard her teeth clicking together and decided I might have been lucky to miss that particular cataclysmic orgasm. Tawny had both her hands on the headboard while her body thrashed through its response to the two cocks. Her tits wobbled below her. I stood to her side, my cock aching hard. Behind me, Charm was kissing Holly's tits. Holly seemed utterly mesmerized, one hand stroked Charm's hair while the woman licked and suckled.
When Tawny quit flailing, I moved closer. She twisted once more. With one hand she reached out, took my cock in her hand and drew me closer. At the edge of the bed, I leaned in and she kissed the head of my cock. She licked it and then looked up at me.
"Sonny, you'll think I'm crazy but would you put it in Dalia, uh, before I suck it. I mean...."
I chuckled. What an idea!
I backed away.
"Jesus Christ, lets not turn this into a family ritual. I want to come before taxes are due!" Brent wheezed from below Georgia.
Dalia appeared before me. She stripped her panties down her legs and off, tossing them aside. She lifted her skirt. She turned and bent over, holding to the arm of the chair where Charm was kissing Holly on the mouth. Holly seemed unaware we were looking at her. Her eyes were closed. Her transition appeared much easier than I'd feared, or Charm was a marvelous missionary. Then I noticed one of Charm's hands was between Holly's legs. Holly was moaning. Behind me, Tawny was moaning too. I heard Georgia's voice playing on the cock in her mouth.
I lifted Dalia's skirt.
"Fuck me, Sonny!" Dalia grunted tightly. "God, put it in me. Please!"
I fingered her. She jumped like I had a hangnail. I found her entrance, approached and pushed into her. She grunted. She pushed back. I sank once more into my middle sister. She cried out.
"Finally!" She hissed.
Everyone around us chuckled. I had hold of her hips and naturally trotted into a regular motion.
"Hey, asshole! Forgetting something?" Tawny called from behind me.
"Oh, fuck, yeah." I muttered. I pulled out of Dalia's pussy, letting the skirt hide her. She stood up immediately and gestured me back over to the bed. I followed her directions. This time, Tawny did not reach out but merely opened her mouth. I lay the head of my blurry cock against her lips. Her tongue tasted her sister for the first time.
More and more of Dalia's dew decorated Tawny's tongue. She licked and kissed and finally sucked my cock into her mouth. Out and back, she bobbed her head awkwardly, sideways and up and down in an odd motion. She sucked at my cock.
"Christ, finally. There, airtight. Let's fuck 'em!" Sammy growled. The bed heaved under them as all of them moved together.
Georgia screamed around the cock in her mouth. Tawny grunted and then her body shook and she screamed, a muffled sound that seemed to make her neck swell, strained as it was. Her teeth vibrated nearby where my cock lodged in her mouth. She twisted a little and pushed her head onto my cock, taking me deep into her throat. When she moaned, I felt the shimmer. Her body began to twist and jerk. She screamed around my cock, then returned to sucking. Georgia joined in again, her voice plugged with passion. I knotted my hand in Tawny's hair and let her suck me while they fucked her.
She came several times while Sean pumped into her ass. In moments, Sean came, humping her ass while he ground against her. Tawny accepted it, her hips popped up and down but the motion served only to plant Landon's cock deeper into her. She came again. Georgia was keening around the cock in her mouth. Tawny's mouth on my cock sucked hard at me, pulling me deeper and deeper. I thought it was sure to disappear from sight, utterly consumed by my sister's voracious mouth. It dawned me that her technique had improved and I wanted to comment to Chris about it but I came instead and my verbal scores declined to that of a rock. I pumped cum into my sister's mouth till cum bubbled around her lips and streaked her face.
Georgia was thrashing, bucking and moaning. Sammy came in her ass. She screamed louder. Chris erupted in her mouth. She swallowed and sucked, swallowed and sucked, the sound was like a gallon jug of milk turned upside down with too small an exit. I pulled away from Tawny, my knees quivered.
Laura appeared with a towel. She kissed Tawny, licking at the spilled cum and then dabbing her clean. Laura turned to me, smiled a fearful smile and got to her knees. She licked at my cock and sucked at it. It responded immediately When I was nice and hard, she left me hanging and went to her son. I looked around at the array of naked women. I selected Marie, pulled her to the bed, bent her over Landon's head and entered her. She whispered and accepted me into her body. I held her hips and fucked her. Tawny sat back on Landon's cock and watched us.
Chris followed suit and fucked his mother on the other side of the bed. Sean and Sammy dismounted and stood aside, then went to the two bathrooms to clean up.
I thrust into Marie. She swelled around me, clinching while her back arched. Her arousal shimmered around her. She twisted, her mouth seeking my lips out of reach behind her. One arm reached awkwardly back and grasped the back of my head and pulled me onto her mouth. She groaned because I slammed into her, pulling against her waist while she tried to kiss me. Buried in her pussy, my cock felt captured and held in her body. My god, I thought, she is a fucking prodigy and I was about to give her to Chris. I nearly laughed, kissing the woman and feeling her excitement, her helplessness in the throes of her own lust and the whirling pleasure that rolled around inside her like a tornado of desire. I understood Jeb's dilemma. I ground into her, frantic with need.



Tawny lay under us, her eyes peering around Landon while I fucked the woman. One of Tawny's hands reached under the bent woman and clutched Marie's tit, mashing it against her twisted body. Marie bucked and came, bucked and came, humping her fine ass against me, ramming herself harder and harder onto my cock. If felt the reaction deep inside Marie, her body writhed and I presumed Tawny was pinching her nipple. I had firm hold of her waist, moved my hands down to her thighs and pulled her up onto my cock. She arched her back. She twisted, proving impossibly limber; she kissed me, even while I fucked her from behind.
Landon roused under her as she broke our kiss. Her mouth found his and they engaged in a raucous French kiss, with none of the superior disdain of the French and all of the animal fury of a woman in heat. Tawny still sat astride Landon's hips and he must have regained his erection because my sister began to ride him, rolling her hips and shimmying down onto him as he presumably grew up inside her once more, a new meaning to adulthood.
Georgia was in much the same condition. Laura was bent over Brent right in front of Georgia and Chris had mounted her from behind. Her hands clutched onto Landon's arm, holding him while her body jerked and bucked from the pounding her son was giving her. Her face bobbed up and down, twisted with the proximity of orgasm and constrained to resist, perhaps by the many restrictions I had imposed on her in times past.
"Mrs. Wills!" I grunted, increasing the ferocity of my assault on Marie, an ardor that barely matched her own. "Mrs. Wills, come if you want to. Come. Come!" I ground out the words like imprecations against evil. Her head came up, her blond hair a mane of tendrils gone dark with perspiration. Her face twisted in consternation and then, I could see it happen, the words found her conscious mind and she translated it into a beatific expression of pending ecstasy. Chris focused on Marie, seeing her for what she was to become, the new pussy in his house. It seemed to turn into his own version of my frenzy. He hammered his mother as though inspired by the promise of Tia Maria becoming his to use as he liked.
I slammed into Marie. Marie's head rose just as Laura screamed. Mrs. Wills' body froze. Brent found a breast and pulled the blond woman's torso askew and sucked her dangling breast into his mouth. For a vast moment, Mrs. Wills did not move. Her son thrust into her and Brent sucked on one breast and mauled the other.
Georgia, not to be left out, took that moment of stillness to bend and twist to kiss the woman before her. The connection was awkward and partial but one of Laura's hands found Georgia's head, twisted in her red hair and the kiss sparked off an explosion in her. Georgia sat up, rocking her hips as Brent's cock strengthened inside her. She put both hands behind her head and fucked him, making her great breasts dance and roll, utterly out of sync with her own motions, like a dance troupe with poor rhythm. She seemed oblivious to the crashing orgasm in the woman being fucked before her, albeit, clinched closed, eyes.
Laura bucked. She gasped, she squealed, she canted her hips this way as that as Chris pummeled her from behind, slapping together with a wet rhythm that got faster and harder. At last, she froze again, her voice keening as the orgasm rampaged through her body. Her shoulders shook, her hips bucked, head bobbed. She gasped for air and finding some surfeit, swelled up and screamed her fool head off. Her whole body thrashed under Chris' assault.
I realized at the last that I had coasted to a near halt, my cock rooted inside Marie. She had risen up and was watching Laura's encounter with ecstasy as well. When Mrs. Wills collapsed onto Brent, nearly smothering him with her tits, Marie twisted round, catching me with one eye.
"Mrs. Wills?" She mouthed, some look I could not catalog in her eyes, an expression so odd, so strange her comportment did not translate to me that I had called Laura by her married name and Marie must certainly understand who it was that had just orgasmed across the bed from her.
Laura lay on the bed, senseless, utterly surrendered to the orgasms wracking her. Chris continued to pump her from behind, fairly holding her up by the hips.
"Chris, did you come in your mother?" I asked in a voice that seemed overly loud in the close room, stuffed with naked people.
Chris opened his eyes. "No. Uh, not yet."
I pulled out of Marie. "Please, take Marie and fill her up." I said.
Marie straightened and turned in her own radius, scraping her tits across my bare chest. I wanted to thunder fuck her then but saw the look of wonder on her face.
"He pretty! So pretty. You give me to him?" Marie had divined my subtle purpose in injecting her into this get-together. Her role was finally clear to her and it lit in her a flame that flared brightly in her eyes.
I nodded. "I think we can work something out. Go. He wants to fuck you!"
She nodded wildly and pushed me out of her way. Chris collided with her at the end of the bed and she mounted him, grasping his cock and pulling it down to her pussy. She tried to climb up his body. Chris lifted her and she enveloped his cock with her pussy, sliding down onto him. He staggered. Quilla steadied them and directed them over to the doorway to the bath. Chris fit Marie against it and rammed into her. She screamed, taking the cue from Laura to give voice to her ecstasy. She cried out the anguish of her little death, bucking aloft, pinned by cock to the wall, her arms clutching Chris to her while her legs waggled about him before she gained control of them and cliched them around him. Chris was undeterred, slamming into the woman with abandon, even while she gasped and shrieked with orgasm. Each one left her less and less air to expend in screams of ecstasy until she could only grunt and buck.
I felt a hand on my arm.
"Sonny, god, please, let me now."
I turned to find Holly had escaped Charm's charms and stood before me, her hands pulling at her bra trying to get it back into place over her tits.
"What?" I asked, darkness in my voice.
"I want it too. That. Or just a cock. She, she's been sucking on my tits and kissing me so now I am so horny I could fuck a dead man and make him come."
"That'd be weird." I muttered. "Oh. Right. Zombie love."
Holly bumped me with the heel of one hand. My slick cock bobbed between us and I noted she did not touch it or take hold of it.
"Sonny, please. God, I'm at an orgy and you're telling me I can't fuck? Really? Is that how it is?"
I shook my head, just to mollify her. I moved to the headboard of the bed and stretched across Tawny and Landon who were back to fucking. I poked Tawny in the ear with my cock as I struggled to find the release on the far pair of cuffs.
Holly stared at me when I turned around.
"What are you doing with those?"
"Come with me." I growled. I was so horny, I had no confidence I wasn't going to fuck this woman. I wanted to. I was down the hill and had walked so it seemed like I had what it took to fuck them all. I groaned a little, grasped Holly by one wrist and led or dragged her out of the room. Sean and Sammy appeared and mounted Tawny and Georgia again, switching this time. I heard Tawny screeching as Sammy inserted his cock into her ass. Georgia was quieter but barely and not from lack of trying.
I watched from the door and when Sean seated his oddcock into my sister, I tugged Holly out of the room, down to my room. I was naked. Holly's leash dangled from her collar but I ignored it. I dragged her into my bedroom and tossed her onto the bed. She rolled onto her back and opened her legs.
"Finally!" She snarled at me. "God, I am crazy horny. God, fuck me or I swear, I'll explode and you'll have cum in every nook and cranny of this room!" She cackled wildly.
She lay on her back, hips on the edge of the bed, knees up and wide, her bare pussy peering at me from between her open legs, one winking eye. Her hands held her legs up and open. I roughly twisted her lengthwise onto the bed and rolled her onto or face on the bed. I got onto it, sitting astride her ass. She moaned, arching under me. She had extended her arms over her head, hands against the headboard. I wrenched them roughly down, pulling at them till I had her elbows touching. I hooked a set of cuffs to her wrists and the other to one elbow before wrapping the length of chain around her upper arms and clicking the other cuff around the opposite arm.
Holly got to her knees, an impressive display of core strength.
"Goddamn, Sonny, I am so ready! Fuck me! God, I am begging for it. Isn't that what you want. Sonny?"
She felt me get off the bed. Her head turned, wild eyes finding me. I could see the fury in them, the fury from frustration and the desperate need pulsing in her, like a rider on her heartbeat that could not be ignored.
"Sonny? Goddamn you, Sonny, you have to fuck me!" She cried.
I got onto the bed behind her and she quieted. I felt it, the confidence that her outburst had garnered her what she wanted. I flipped up her skirt and entered her. Her little pussy resisted. I pulled back and burrowed forward several times, screwing into her till I was seated deep in her body.
"Oh god, yes!" Holly hissed, her body quivering against me.
I withdrew.
"Sonny? Sonny! Goddammit, fuck me. Don't! Hey. No! Goddammit...please, oh god, don't leave me like this!" Her voice carried her anguish to my ears. I was irate, I confess and I decided a bit of pettiness could be excused.
"Be silent. When you cool down, maybe I'll let you rejoin us."
"What? No, fuck you, Sonny! Goddammit, let me go. I want cock. Now. Give me cock. If you're too chicken shit, I know one of your buddies will fuck me. I'll fuck them all."
I bent over her, putting my face next to her ears. She lay on her shoulder, face turned towards me, still crouched on her knees.
"Not your time. Not your night. Shut the fuck up." I muttered intensely in her ear.
She screamed. She levered her impressive body up, grunting before giving voice to a whole new voice filled with her sexual angst. She wavered, standing on her knees and toppled to the side, losing balance. Her head rapped on the wall and that quieted her for a moment. I found a kerchief in my drawers and took a scarf from the back of my door.
Holly resumed screaming.
I went to her. "Shut up or I'll gag you."
She ignored me.
I gagged her. She fought it loose. I found a pair of dirty socks and wadded one up and filled her mouth with it. She went bonkers, twisting and bucking and spitting. I subdued her, held her head and stuffed the sock into her mouth. I tied the gag in place. I rolled her onto her face, put a pillow under her impressive tits and then tied the scarf to the chain between her elbows and to the headboard. I found two spare belts and locked her ankles and knees together. I bent over her.
"I invited you here to watch and observe Laura. You have forgotten our agreement. I own you while you wear that collar and when you disobey, I will deny everything you want. Want something from me? Obey." I said, my lips against her ear. I did not want to see her eyes.
I left her like that. I found Laura leaning against the doorway to mom's bedroom, bedraggled and glowing. She looked at me, eyes hazed with sexual excitement. There was none of that bland, "this doesn't excite me" sort of superior attitude. She was consumed by her orgasms and the echoes still vibrated through her.
"Check on her every few minutes to make sure I didn't hurt her and that she can breathe okay. She has to learn. She wants to be like you but I don't think anyone can be like you. Flattering that she wants to, though, right?"
Laura nodded. "I'll look in on her. She screamed but I could tell it wasn't from pleasure."
"Frustration but she has to learn. Not her time." I muttered and moved past the quivering blonde back into the scene where my two sisters were fucking two men, four men at the same time.
"Tawny, I have a cock in my pussy and a cock in my ass." Georgia announced, her voice rigid with excitement.
"Oh god, me too!" Tawny moaned.
Chris appeared from down the hall, leading Marie on the chain.
He approached me, the brown woman padding along behind him. "She says you gave mom to her? That she's moving in with us?" Chris said to me.
Two naked guys in a room of naked women and he wanted to talk shop? I shrugged. I never liked to demand my agenda be primary. I am convivial in that way.
"So? That a problem?"
Chris glanced at Tawny. "What about her?"
"I am going to hand her around to the others." I said. "She wants to be popular with the guys. I don't see any reason to refuse her, do you?" I looked pointedly at Chris. Lovely approached and cuddled up to me. Quilla was close behind, trailing like steam from a locomotive, enthralled by what she was watching. She stood on the other side of Lovely and waited after I hooked an arm around the amorous tyro.
"Sonny, you know what I want and how I feel about that."
I nodded. "I think I do but you have your own queue to work through, while she's off mounting her own mountains. I think I am going to need you to use Mrs. Favors the way Sean used Laura. I think. I'll need to let you know when she is ready."
"Ready?" Chris shook his head. "Whatever. I get it." He peered around the room, made the connection with Rebecca Kline and moved past me to her. He said something and she turned to bend over the end of the bed. Chris cozied up to her behind and mounted her, riding her hard.
"Sonny?"
Quilla's small voice winkled out of the huffing and puffing in the rest of the room.
"Sonny?"
I peered around Lovely's tits, had the urge, and turned us around, pulling her into the doorway of the room. I pushed Lovely against the doorway, facing it, crouched and entered her from behind. She flowed onto me like a falling scarf onto blown snow. Her body enveloped my cock. She reached up the door frame with her hands and arched her body to accept me into her. Her tits nuzzled against it, one inside and the other outside the room. I hammered into her and Lovely bucked with approval. Her body surged against me, chock full of cock.
"Sonny. That woman, the, the lesbian...?" Quilla's voice penetrated my intense coupling with Lovely. I turned my head.
"What?"
"I wonder, would it be okay if I, if I, if I tasted her?"
"You mean, if you went down on her?" I growled through gritted teeth. Lovely was pumping her ass back at me while I pounded cock into her from behind. She'd found a perfect pose that provided leverage and balance and now she seemed intent on chasing down her flighty orgasm and grinding it to dust.
"Yes." Quilla's voice became stronger.
I pulled out of Lovely. I turned her. Lovely sagged against the doorframe. Everything about her said, I am yours, do with me as you will. I wanted her to service my friend.
"You like pussy, right?"
Lovely nodded.
Quilla answered too, assuming I was speaking still to her.
"I, well, yes, I like pussy. I like the feel of it on my tongue, particularly while she climaxes. I feel, god, I feel so powerful bringing another woman to orgasm, especially if she is full of cum. Man cum, I mean!"
I almost rolled my eyes but such honesty should be honored.
I took both young women in hand and guided them over to where Charm sat studying her black fingernails. All around her, other women were enjoying a good cock fucking and she seemed unaffected, the very definition of a lesbian, I supposed.
"Charm, darling, these two young women would like to taste you. What do you say? Care to give us a demonstration? Show us how to eat and be eaten at the same time?"
Her eyes rose up to find me, like black tracers in a clear sky.
"You just want to see me naked."
I nodded then shook my head.
"I do want to see you naked. You are naked, all that counts anyway but really, I want to see you in the throes of ecstasy. I feel bad that you aren't really included in this.
Dalia stood to the side, listening but her eyes were fixed on her sisters on the bed.
"No thank you. I prefer to keep what little mystery I still possess."
"Isn't mystery just a ploy to get attention? Do you really want attention? My attention? I'll just penetrate you with my mean old penis."
She smiled a little.
"It is a kind gesture but I decline. Thank you. Unless your two friends would be willing to let me take them to bed properly. You cannot watch, however, but of course, dear Dalia could."
Dalia's eyes jerked one direction and then another, producing that shiftiness in her eyes that no one should trust.
I had both Quilla and Lovely in hand. I looked from one to the other.
"You girls mind if I hand you off to a true, pussy and tits lesbian as opposed to the cock and balls lesbian that I am?"
They both looked at me but neither responded.
I realized they wanted directions, like a stupid actress looking for instructions from a director in a scene she simply does not understand. I looked at Charm and smiled. I realized once it creased my face that it was an unctuous smile and I silently cursed Hassam for infecting my brain. Now I was being unctuous.
"Charm, please, as a token of my esteem, please accept these two women for your pleasure."
Charm shook her head, regarding me from below her black eyebrows.
"God, Sonny, you are irrepressible!" Then she grinned and stood.
I handed the two nude women off to her and she left the room with them.
Dalia looked like she didn't know whether to shit or get off the pot. Her eyes darted from her sister's still in the clutches of dual double penetration, giving each other climax reports like bored meteorologists in L.A., to the open door through which Charm disappeared with two nubile and willing young women.
I finally laughed. "Go with Charm, she's leaving. I bet you'll see more of your sisters fucking."
"But not two at once!" Dalia whispered, licking her lips. "Not two at once."
I shrugged. Tia Maria was the lone pussy unoccupied, if you didn't count Dalia. Chris and Becky had found a lot in common. Dalia finally left her place beside the closet door and walked delicately out of the room, I presumed to simplify things for me.
I wanted more of Marie. She watched me approach. She had drifted back into the room and now stood against the wall beside the bathroom door. She enveloped me, accepting me against her naked body and kissing me hard on the mouth. When she shook the kiss loose, she looked up at me.
"You fuck, Maria now?" she whispered. "You give me to Jeb's wife and son. Oh by the virgin Mary, Mr. Sonny, I am so amazed, so excited. I will be a good maid. I have been a maid in the Philippines. I will make them very happy. How...what about Mr. Jeb?"
I took her by the arm and pulled her from the room. Chris followed us with his eyes, mounted behind Rebecca Kline but then returned to business as we passed out of his sight. On the bed, Sean and Sammy were hammering Tawny and Georgia again, the two sisters cavorted towards climaxes in tandem.
At the door to my room, I stopped. "I am going to fuck you, Tia Maria. From this moment on, you know nothing of Jeb Wills. You are a friend of a friend I am helping. When Jeb appears in the house, you will not know him but you will know immediately how to deal with him. That will not change. Understood?"
Her eyes flicked around my face for a moment before she nodded. "I understand perfectly, Mr. Sonny. You give Mrs. Wills to me and me to her son. When Jeb appear, I bow him down like he like and I have him and his wife on their knees." She smiled. "Very nice. Very nice. You very nice man!" She tittered.



I nodded. She understood the ploy just fine. So far, it had worked to perfection. She had the perfect poise required to make the situation work, for everyone. I felt the last bit of tension dissipate from my body and a shiver ran up my bones. I wanted to be in this woman, now.
There really is not room on my bed for more than one or two people. Three was definitely a crowd. Laura was in the room, her hands under Holly's clothing, feeling her body. She looked like she'd been caught with her hands in the cookie jar and so she had.
I pulled Marie into the room, my intentions clear in every motion. Laura squawked and left the room, closing the door. I maneuvered Marie around the other side of the bed and had her lay down against Holly's bound body. Maria nudged Holly further to the side and finally had room enough to lay down. She draped one leg over the back of Holly's body and the other off the bed, barely touching the floor with her bare foot. She looked over at me.
"Come fuck Marie." She said softly. "I want you cock."
I agreed with her sentiment. I wanted her to have my cock. I got carefully onto the bed. She grasped my cock and pulled me down between her legs. Holly besides us, struggled to arch her body and turn her head, gagged as she was. She managed.
Her eyes pinged off of me. I positioned myself between Maria's legs and entered her, shoving into her body while she grunted under me. Her hips pulsed up under me, caressing my cock with her pussy as I leaned over her. I had my hands planted at her shoulders, just above Holly's. Holly was even shorter than Maria but not by much. She lay on one cheek, one eye casting about at us as I slapped my body against Maria's, grinding cock into pussy till Maria began to pulse under me.
Maria was liquid and hot around me. I wondered whom she contained and then felt the first twinges of orgasm nipping at the ragged edges of my awareness. I fucked Maria harder. She interpreted my force properly and met it with her own strength, rising under me like a welling geyser, pulsing and pumping her hips up at me while my cock poured into her. I rocked us, rattling the bed. Maria rolled with me, constantly moving, her hands first caressing my face then, gripping my shoulders, and finally taking hold of my waist and directing me down between her legs with stern concentration and urgent lust. I felt the passion well up in her. When she climaxed the first time, she rose up to kiss me, fixing her mouth to mine even while pulling me down between her splayed legs.
She groaned, she screeched, she bucked and orgasmed again. Then again. The chain reaction our connection set off went on for minutes. I lost count of her orgasms. She thrashed and bucked and cried out as each new wave vetted her body and passed it onto to the next test of her endurance. Over and over she bucked under me, thrashing with orgasm after orgasm that seemed unending at one point.
My climax injected a new element into her private delight. I ground us together. She realized what was happening and tried to close her legs. We nearly tippled off the edge of the bed, telling me how much we depended on her one foot on the floor for our equilibrium. It staved off my orgasm. I struggled to get us situated so I could hammer her properly and found we just didn't have the amount of bed we needed. Her open legs levered us off the landing strip beside Holly with little to spare.
Rather than surrender, I pushed Marie's legs high, bending her double and penetrated her at that angle. She grunted, as her pussy tightened with the strain. I sluiced in and out of her body, slapping against the plane of her thighs. My orgasm dropped on me and I ground down into her, releasing her legs. I grabbed onto the headboard and held us in place, even while I pumped cum into Maria's pussy.
She gulped my cum down, her pussy clasping at me like it could swallow and suck. I groaned out my pleasure, wanting to hold her ass while I came but dared not. When I ran down, I ran down. My weight squeezed Marie out from under me. She managed, somehow, god knows how, to slide out from under me and left us. I turned to Holly and cuddled up to her and sleep shut me down.
When I woke, it was fully dark. Someone was moving in the dark room. My eyes adjusted and registered diffused light from out in the house coming in the open door.
"Sonny?"
It was Chris.
I sat up, a hand registering Holly still trussed beside me. One arm was cold. I needed to release her.
"Yeah, Chris, what's up?"
"I have to get to play practice. The others, they're gone already. You, you want Mom to take Marie home, right?"
I nodded, felt stupid.
"Yes. Right. It's a favor for a friend of a friend. If it works out, fine. If not, I'll figure something else out."
"Oh, I think it will work out okay. You did say she was mine, to fuck I mean, right?"
I nodded, felt stupid again but chalked it up to being just barely awake. I realized I'd been dreaming of fucking Tawny in my sleep and I was hard as diamond studs.
"Right. If you want Laura to do something, tell Marie and have her arrange it. Laura is Marie's."
"Why?"
"Because, its a favor. If you don't want..."
"I can put her on the rail, right? Or dangle her?"
"Sure. Make her clean the house though. Make sure she understands that she is responsible for all that."
"Why?"
"Trust me when I say this, you'll thank me later."
"I always do but why? Why make her clean?"
"So she has a way to serve you, Chris. You have to give them a way to do what needs doing but you must appreciate it. Really. It needs to be real to you so it can be real to them."
"Are we talking about sex or not?"
"Not, but yes. A little. A lot. A lot. I can talk about it later. Try it out, if it doesn't work, we'll do something else."
"But I can fuck her?" Chris asked. "Tawny said she was staying here tonight."
"Marie? Yes, you can fuck her. I recommend it."
He left us abruptly. I had one more stop to make on his little journey. Well, two if you counted Lydia. God, I correlated her with Jeb and could not really imagine how that would work. I released Holly. Out in the house, Dalia was stripping beds and doing laundry. I sent Holly to help after I unwrapped her. She glared at me for a moment then looked abashed. We were making progress. Georgia and Tawny were fixing a late supper. Charm sat at the bar watching them when I arrived.
Charm looked over at me.
"Sonny, that has got to be the most unbelievable thing I have ever seen. You are a ducking puppy."
"Uh huh." I said.
"Thanks for your two friends. I am telling you from a perspective of perfect objectivity, those girls know all about eating pussy." She grinned.
I thought she looked almost relaxed for the first time since she arrived, like her barriers were down at long last. Much as I wanted to investigate what lay beyond those barriers, her inner space as it were, I had neither the energy nor the chutzpah to do so.
"Glad you liked them." I mumbled. I was starving.
"Your other little friend, she, I don't think she ever ate pussy before. Even if you have been the divee, it doesn't always translate to the tongue like you think it should."
"I don't think any such thing."
Georgia sat a sandwich before me and the first half disappeared before her tits quit bobbing. All the women but Holly were wearing one of Mom's robe collection.
"Well, thank you for including me. That was fun, or interesting or some other word I cannot readily find just now, that properly describes it."
"Orgy." Tawny offered, pouring milk for me.
Dalia came down from upstairs with an armful of sheets.
"Whose mama's little helper and why does she have a collar and chain on her neck?" Dalia asked.
"She's in training." I said around my sandwich.
Dalia nodded. "To become like Mrs. Wills?"
I nodded. Dalia caught on fast. She understood but I wasn't clear about her perspective...if it was purely academic or not.
"How long is she staying?"
"I'll let know when I know." I returned.
We discussed the next day and I agreed that I'd rise at oh dark thirty and take Charm to the airport so the others could sleep in or get to work, whichever option seemed more viable. I had to get to class. I went to bed in freshly washed sheets next to an equally clean Holly dressed head to toe in flannels, almost a wubbicus suit but without footies. She cuddled up to me and went to sleep soon after ten. I couldn't sleep. I lay awake trying to envision how I was going to interview lay down assistants.
After a while I got up and went into Mom's bed and lay down, my mind suddenly alive with the interviewing puzzle. That task was looming. I dreamed of cameras and positioning a woman for the camera and did not have the least inclination to do such a thing. I liked the intense focus of a woman in the private throes of orgasm. Fucking cameras would change that. The clock said one-fifty so I turned over and went back to sleep. My first family orgy was over.
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You cannot believe the looks you get walking around with a woman wearing a silver collar holding her leash. We may live in an open minded society here in the US but it just isn't something you see everyday. It just isn't the usual way of being in society...yet. Not that it ever will be but until you have experienced the stares and the double takes and the muttering and envy and horror and anger and lust that it inspires, you cannot imagine what it is like.
I took Holly to class with me Monday morning. The poor woman was crazed, having seen Georgia get a little, well, a lot, the day before, she wanted hers. Her melt down put that a ways off and I was clear with her, that if she was going to be handed off to Gary Romelingame, she had to learn to heel and to fit neatly inside the envelope that enveloped Laura Wills so neatly.
My phone alarm woke me up at five. I felt drunk but I'd said I'd take Charm to her seven A.M. flight and I stuck to it. I got out of bed and padded towards my room. I was a little surprised to awake alone but was unperturbed by that. The light was on in my room and when I opened the door, I found Holly fixing her collar around her neck. I watched her click it into place. She turned and looked at me. She smiled brightly but when I did not respond, her expression dimmed, like the batteries were failing.
"Good morning?" She said, the question clear in her tone.
"You're up." I said, moving into the room and starting to dress. I moved around her and she stood still, not moving.
"I'm sorry, Sonny." She said finally.
"You don't have to be here if you don't want to be." I said. "I told you, you'd end up face down in a pussy if you came over yesterday."
She made a face, that expression that said, "Yes, but..." without any completion to the thought. Objection could exist without replacing it with a preference, it was that expression.
"I know. I just wanted cock. I felt left out and after spending all day being her plaything, I was uncomfortable. I was horny. I wanted..."
"You wanted." I repeated, sitting to put on shoes. The day was still far from arriving, still dark outside. "That's the problem. My job is to get you what you want and what you want is to be on a leash for Gary, right?"
She nodded, almost sheepish.
"The problem is what you want isn't important. Mrs. Wills doesn't think about what she wants, she spends all her attention and focus trying to predict what we want, what I want. With her, I demand that she do what I want as the first important way I give her what she needs. She focuses on my lust. I, in turn, can focus entirely on using her in ways that will give her things she will enjoy but may not know enough about to actually, consciously want."
"Like subliminal desires?"
I shrugged. "Maybe. Maybe she wants to be surprised by her own erotic satisfaction and she can't surprise herself, now can she. That might be my job, oh, and my delight. What I mean is this, to fit that collar, you need to quit worrying about what you want. I don't think about what I want from the women I own, I am too busy trying to figure out new and different ways to make them squirm."
"Squirm?"
"Yeah, squirm, as in being so horny she can't hold still. Like you were with cock yesterday. Did you think I had you over her just for shits and giggles? I wanted to test your tolerance for wanting and not getting."
She smiled wanly, almost apologetically.
"I didn't do very good, did I?"
"Very well and no, not so much. See, I think that desire is a sensation to be savored and appreciated all by itself. If you immediately satisfy it, you destroy desire and I want to teach you to savor desire and not pout when you don't get what you want. That allows you to enjoy desire without tumbling down into the pit of despair when your expectations go unmet. Desire, pure desire without any satisfaction or even any promise of satisfaction is unbelievably exciting. It energizes but only if you treat it as a thing itself, not as the first note of a whole song. That, I think that is Laura's gift or secret, she is totally willing to take what gets handed to her."
"I can't do that, I don't think." Holly mumbled. "I am too full of lust all the time. I imagine hands on me and then poof, off comes the hose and I am eye to eye with my own toes."
"Toes don't have eyes."
"Shut up."
"See? You can't say that and fit a collar. Shut up isn't part of what Laura can say, its what she can do. All of that noise, she coddles deep inside and when I can finally figure out some specific thing that floats her boat, or drowns the little man in her boat, then she comes like a house afire."
Holly tapped her chin. That hand held the chain looped to her collar and it wavered, catching the dull light in the room.
"Maybe I get that. All that desire, unrequited lust and unsatisfied passion is like a long, extended tease. She goes for days and days and it is all foreplay."
I squinted at her.
"Yeah, that's it. So when she does finally climax...."
"...it blows the top off her head." Holly finished for me. She nodded. "I think I get it."
"Then that's the end of it. Let's go."
"Sonny, wait."
I turned to look at her. She seemed smaller, though her boobs were still right there, demanding attention. I had a surge of sexual energy and felt that flush of satisfaction when you realize you aren't dead and still haven't exhausted your potential. Life wasn't downhill for me yet. Holly looked so forlorn, I pulled her into my arms and hugged her hard. I delighted in the plush pressure of her bra-covered breasts.
"We'll figure it out." I said.
"What if I can't? What if I'll never be able to keep my goddamn mouth shut?"
I chuckled, pushing her away.
"Who wants your mouth closed? I am pretty sure that isn't in the cards for you, my dear. Unless by closed, you mean empty. I think having your mouth full has a lot of potential."
She smiled bleakly at me.
"You know what I mean."
"Are you sure you don't need to go to work or something?" I ignored her concern, but did not dismiss it. I had a feeling this wasn't the last time I'd be presented with fitting a woman into a collar when it didn't fit her as it did Laura Wills. All that glitters is not gold.
Holly shook her head, the set of her jaw showed her stubbornness. It wasn't directed at me, it was a resolve to be different, to be other than how she was. I knew that and I had doubts about her ability to subsume that aspect of her personality to a man but she wanted to try and I figured it'd be interesting to let her. Besides, Morrison needed to trade something to me for Lydia, so whatever happened, I was getting something. I grunted. So was Chris. Once Lydia opened her doors, I figured she'd need a collar to keep her from attaching herself to any man that asked.
I trailed my hand down the chain draped over the blue swell of Holly's chest, being sure to press against them with the back of my hand. She sighed as I took the chain in hand.
"Its time to go. Let's see if Charm is up."
She was. The girls were downstairs in robes and slippers. They hugged her and we got into the car and headed for the airport. The sendoff was surprisingly subdued, almost like everyone was still asleep. I suppose there was that aftermath of an orgy, like waking up with your best friend's wife naked beside you and trying to gage just what attitude matched the situation, when none is the right answer, the die was already cast. Charm was subdued as my sisters. She didn't kiss them on the mouth or anything but just pecked each on the cheek and followed me out to car, well, she followed Holly actually but Holly followed me so, yes, I guess Charm followed me to the car. Really, she found her own way to the car. I was in no way leading her.
For twenty minutes we rode in silence. Holly sat in the back, her face pointed out of the car, I could see in her the rear view mirror.
"Sonny." Charm said.
"Charm." I responded.
She twisted to look back at Holly.
"I wanted to tell you something."
I glanced at her. The day was breaking gray and low over us. Traffic was light but thickening.
"I have had a man. A long time ago. I...what if I don't like girls as much as I think?"
I grinned. "Changing your spots, there Tiger?"
She grinned back. "Stripes, moron. No. But, god, watching Georgia yesterday, and the others...I miss fitting into something like that. Being a lesbian is complicated for me, though less so now than it used to be." She glanced at Holly again. "She's not listening is she?"
I shrugged.
"Listen, why chose? Maybe it isn't gender that you care about. Maybe it is just personality. Maybe all you care about is something that a male or a female can have." I glanced at her face and saw the expression of lonely bleakness skitter away. She nodded.
"Maybe." She reached over and took my hand. "You've been a champ, Sonny. Most guys would have had their hands on me but you treated me like...like...what is the word?"
"An equal?" I offered.
Charm squeezed my hand.
"That's it, maybe. I believe that you have a good heart, even though no woman should ever think they could put a halter on you."
"Don't have the tits for it." I muttered. "Glad of that, incidentally."
Charm smiled at me. She lifted my hand and kissed it.
"Sonny, if I ever decided I need a dick in my life, yours might fit me just fine. I don't want dick just now but you'd be good because, well, I don't think your ownership would constrain me any. You are pretty clear what you want from a woman and the rest, you just deflect it all. I admire that. I don't know how to do that."
I chuckled.
"It's raining pussy and I am just trying to catch as much as I can."
Charm twisted in her seat and smacked me on the shoulder with her free hand.
"Don't talk like that."
"Why not?"
She shrugged.
"I don't know, maybe I'm jealous. I don't know why that bothered me but it did, watching you guys, you people last night. I lay awake feeling awful and I don't know why. No, I do. I want to be in love. But what is that song that says the best is to love and be loved in return. My husband loved me but he wanted sex with men. I might have wanted something different with him..."
I squeezed her hand and took mine back. Traffic was picking up.
"No need to explain." I mumbled.
"Sonny, listen, yesterday affected me but it will take me a while to figure out how. Can I come back? Regardless of what I decide, I mean about dick and all?"
I grunted.
"I am flattered that you have any second thoughts about dick at all."
She laughed.
"After yesterday, being ringside with that sort of orgy, a stone would have second things, oh, I know, stones can't think."
We entered the airport. I got out and unlimbered her luggage. Holly got out. The two women stood staring at each other. Finally, Holly stepped up to the taller woman, cupped the back of her head and pulled her down into a chaste kiss on the lips.
"Good-bye, Charm." Holly said softly.
"Good-bye Holly. I hope you find what you are looking for."
"Me too. I mean, I hope you find it too." Holly returned.
We stood by the car and watched Charm stride into the airport. Even pulling her two suit cases she looked like a wisp of smoke curling in a gentle breeze.
I looked at Holly. She was still staring after Charm. I got into the car and Holly joined me in the front seat.
"She really is a beautiful woman." She said. She shook her head. "I really never thought I could kiss a woman like that or let her kiss me like that, all over I mean."
I didn't respond, concentrating on the frenetic oozing of the airport traffic. Once on the freeway, I looked over at Holly.
"Sure you want to do this?"
She nodded.
"Till I feel it or I take off the collar. I can't go on like I have. Gary isn't getting a divorce but he can't leave me alone and I don't want to leave him alone. I want to be what he wants me to be. Until that compulsion fades...I guess I'll just have to learn to live with it."
We drove to the college. I parked.
I don't think I got anything out of class. I felt like a spot light followed me everywhere I went. The collar around Holly's neck did not catch people's attention till after they noted the glittering silver chain in my hand. Then they just stared. Men and women. It was funny for a while, seeing a guy in a group catch sight of Holly, her blue coat open displaying her cleavage, the silver line running up to the collar. He'd look, then look again and then poke someone else and nod in our direction and pretty soon the whole pod of cockleberries would be staring at us trying to verify they were seeing what they were seeing as objective reality.
Women were different. They'd see us and then avert their eyes, only to have their gaze drift back to us as though some gravitational force projected from us and pulled at her till she had to stare. Holly kept the coat open, hanging from her broad shoulders exhibiting her tits and collar to anyone who looked. She sat beside me during the lecture. I tried to concentrate and take notes but the constant ripples of attention and the surreptitious use of cell phones to get pictures of us made me a little nervous eventually.
For a while I weathered the situation but then I met the instructor's eyes and realized that Mrs. Olivette was staring at me while she was talking, then I felt conspicuous and really nervous. I told myself the feeling running up the spine of my back was excitement and not doom. The feeling intensified when she closed the lecture with an announcement that her office hours were canceled for the day and appointments had to be rescheduled. Then she called out that "Mr. Duncan should stay after class for a moment." It was not a request.
I had intentionally sat in the middle of a row when we came in so Holly had to sidle past a number of other students. She presented her ass at first but finally turned and displayed cleavage as she went past. Several guys leaned forward so her tits rumbled against their nose or even cheeks on our way to the center seats. That meant that we sat more or less undisturbed as the other students vacated the place. It was slow going because many of them were taking pictures of us as they gathered themselves to leave.
Most tried to be casual about it but a very striking black woman stood and stared at us. Her hair flowed down like ink, glistening and bright. She was lean and tall. I did not know her. As the lecture hall emptied out, she moved to the end of the row in front of us and, when the last occupant was past, she walked down to stand in front of us. There was nothing friendly about her manner and I braced for some sort of feminist tongue lashing that was not part of any fantasy I had.
Instead, she stared at Holly, then looked at me. None of us spoke. Finally, she extended a hand with a folded piece of paper it in. I looked at Holly and she looked at me. The woman shook her hand once. Holly took the paper. She opened it, blushed and handed it to me. The note read as follows.
"My name is Meesa. I want to suck your cock. I want you to take me. I want you to fuck me. Please, tie me up and fuck me."
I stared at the note.
"Jesus, Miss, I can't just now. I'm, I'm occupied." I said.
She did not blink. She did not move.
I noted Mrs. Olivette observing us with an arched eyebrow. Finally I handed the note back to her. "Your digits and an email address. I'll be in contact."
She stared at her note then grabbed it and wrote furiously for a moment and extended it back to me.
"He will fuck you." Holly said softly. "Don't worry. You can't demand it though. Defeats the point of the collar. He demands, you deliver." Her smile was wicked and foreboding.
The black woman's face suddenly changed from the dark brooding wrath to a glint of understanding. She nodded, picked up her backpack and moved away, looking back over her angular shoulder several times.
"You could have fucked her. Now, I mean. That is what she wanted." Holly said, her voice replete with wonder. "I never would have believed it."
"I still don't."
"Mr. Duncan, if you please." Mrs. Olivette called, her voice rang in the empty room.
I looked around and yes, we were alone. I shook Holly's chain and made a clicking noise. "Get along, little doggie, let's go see what teacher wants."
Holly gave me a glare but immediately softened it. She followed me down the row and on down to where Mrs. Olivette waited. In the end, she giggled a little, which suggested she might be getting it.
"What is the meaning of this? You disrupted my class." She said archly.
I looked her right in the tits, breathing deep searching for something to say.
"I lost a bet." Holly offered, stepping into my robust silence. "I have to follow him around with a collar on my neck on a chain now."
Her voice sounded perfectly calm, reasonable even. I looked over at her. Holly had a very bland expression, appearing as though she were discussing weather.
"A bet? Really?"
Holly nodded.
We heard the murmuring of students arriving for the next class.
"Come along to my office, Mr. Duncan." Mrs. Olivette picked up her briefcase and turned to go but stopped to look back when Holly followed me. "Does she have to come with you? Really?"
Holly nodded.
"I have to follow him around like this or I have to blow all of his friends. I thought this was the best option."
I saw the shock on Mrs. Olivette's face immediately but then it was gone, vanishing as quickly as it appeared. She turned and marched to the staff entrance. We followed along behind her. Other professors passed by, only glimpsing the chain and collar as they passed us. I wanted to turn and see their reactions but didn't.
Mrs. Olivette stopped at her office door, fished keys from her purse and opened it. She turned on the light, stepped inside and set down her briefcase. I moved but felt Holly standing still. The chain jerked and she squeaked. I turned to find her staring at a tall, lanky professor who was staring at her.
I tugged on her chain and she moved into the office and I shut the door, just to hide her from the man.
"I bet his dick is the size of my little finger." I said.
"Don't care. You don't know that!" Holly groused.
I had read her pose properly. I shook the chain.
"Forgetting something?"
Mrs. Olivette cleared her throat.
"Mr. Duncan, why are you bringing this, this woman into my class room?"
I shrugged.
"You heard her, she lost a bet."
Holly chimed in.
"My boss, I bet him that I could beat Sonny at beer pong Saturday and he insisted I make it interesting. If I lost I had to suck Sonny's friends, if I won, I got a raise if I would suck him off. I lost. Sonny suggested the collar and chain thing and got me time off, with pay. So, you see, this is actually a lot better than things would have been if I'd been left to my own devices. I really shouldn't ever drink with my boss. He's always fucking me somehow and I never come. It's just bump, bump, bump and squirt. All I have to show for it is a mess in my drawers."
"You fuck your boss?"
"Jobs aren't that easy for a woman like me to find, lady. I bet you'd suck him off too if you had to deal with what I have to deal with all the time."
"What do you do?"
"I'm a parole officer."
I thought Holly had bitten it because I was sure Mrs. Olivette would ask to see her credentials but the professor just looked suitably abashed and shocked and turned her attention to me.



"Do you think she could wait outside?" She asked in a voice that startled me, it was so soft and gentle I wondered for a moment who she was speaking too. "Mr. Duncan?"
I started, jerking awake.
"Oh, what? I guess. Do you mind?" I said to Holly, suddenly reverting to the pre-MILF Sonny. It's always disconcerting when that happens, like pulling on wet socks after being asleep and warm in bed.
Holly glared at me and jangled the chain. Then she made her eyes bulge and poked her head at me.
"What? Oh, right. You there, woman, wait outside till I call you."
Holly rolled her eyes but took the chain from my hand, which I'd forgotten and disappeared through the door.
I turned back to find Mrs. Olivette removing her coat. I realized she'd done the entire lecture in that coat and once it was gone, I could see why. She wore a tight, tight blouse that was so tight and so sheer you could see the frilly patterns on her mighty bra, the bra, by the way, that only barely covered her tits. Where the coat was ankle length and appeared very warm, her skirt was barely mid-thigh and pleated, black. It was far too young for her and her thick, plush thighs, like a hat on a hippo, it didn't fit.
"Mr. Duncan, I believe you and I have something to discuss."
"Oh, no ma'am, not that I know of." I mumbled.
"Oh but we do. Didn't you have sex with me a few weeks ago while the woman you were with watched? A blond woman, with a very intriguing tongue?"
"Nope. Couldn't have been me. I don't know any blond women. Blond hair makes me sneeze."
Mrs. Olivette rolled her eyes and shook her head.
"Good thing I am not blond, then isn't it?"
"Oh. You might look fetching as a blonde." I said. I was getting a bad feeling and by a bad feeling I mean my cock was awakening and beginning to browse around for space to stretch out, so "bad" may be the wrong word. Something seemed bad, though or about to be.
"Mr. Duncan, I have a clear memory of you having sex with me. I have dreams about that. Finding you in the stairwell like that."
I had memories too but I had little assurance they were clear.
"I am not a lesbian." I said vacantly, as though remembering.
Mrs. Olivette nodded her head.
"You remember. Your mistress accosted me and brought me to a climax with her mouth and then you inserted your penis into me and I had another climax."
"You describe it so well. I bet you are a star in the sack."
"Now you listen, young man, you cannot talk to me that way. I, I have been beside myself since that night. I have not been able to have an orgasm since then. I think, I think I need you to have sex with me again, so, so I know that I don't have an orgasm for some other reason."
"Other reason?" I never can leave a thought half finished. It's like hearing the first four notes of Beethoven's fifth, I have to have the home note or it makes me eyelids itch. Wait, I mean only the first three notes...whatever.
Mrs. Olivette blinked.
"I am afraid that the orgasm I had with you was so good, I cannot orgasm with another man now."
"Mrs. Olivette..." I began.
She smiled then.
I was getting a really bad feeling, the sort of feeling though, that my cock really seemed to enjoy.
"Call me Sandra. After all, we have had sexual relations. You brought me to a very fine climax. I want you to have sex with me again so I can prove that the orgasm was because of the situation and not because of you."
"Or because of Suzanne's very clever tongue? Maybe you are a lesbian but then aren't we all?"
She shook her head violently. "No. No, don't even say that. I, you are going to have sex with me, right now, this very instant. My husband is mortified that I no longer have orgasms with him." Her face changed, becoming pensive. "They were such timid things, more like a twitch than an actual climax, not even worth mentioning when I compare to what you did to me that night."
"What we did to you, you mean. I seem to remember you orbiting the moon on Suzanne's tongue several times while I just stood around and watched."
"I am not a lesbian!" She fairly snarled at me.
"And there it is!" I muttered. "Yep, I remember you just fine."
"You will have sex with me this instant!" The woman snarled.
I confess my cock shrank. I also must confess that it more or less reassured me that I wouldn't end up balanced on someone else's words, wearing Tia Maria's collar or something. The hard cock doesn't lie. I had all the empirical evidence I needed. I got no joy out of a woman ordering me around and neither did my dick. I was a plain jane motherfucker. Oh, well, maybe plain isn't exactly the right expression, after all. Jane probably doesn't fit either, now that you mention it. Take away "plain" and "Jane" and what's left? Right. Sonny Duncan, it turns out. No way to avoid that conclusion.
"Mr. Duncan, you heard me!"
I focused on Mrs. Olivette.
"I'm sorry. I can't." I muttered. "The bet." I gestured at the door but really to Holly beyond it. She was my ticket out of this ass crack. "I promised she could spend the whole time with me and she'd get to watch me have sex, anytime I did, have sex, I mean. It was sort of part of the bet, so I can't actually. So, I can't without her here. So I'll just be going...." I started to stand.
For a professor, Mrs. Olivette can move fast, I'm telling you. She was around her desk and had shoved me back down into the chair before I could dodge out of her reach. She opened the door behind me. I felt the cold draft of air and it burned on the back of my neck.
"Mr. Wollstadt, leave my students alone. Shoo! Move along! Miss, would you please come in now. I am ready for you."
Oh, shit! I thought. My gambit to escape didn't work. My cock recovered his surprise and disappointment and regained his former glory. Fuck me.
I felt Holly reenter the room. The two women stood behind me.
"It's actually Missus, not Miss." Holly said, her voice full of fake umbrage, dangled like bait before the unwitting professor. Mrs. Olivette ignored her, focused as she was on her own agenda.
"He says he cannot have sex with me unless you are in the room. Is that correct?" Mrs. Olivette's voice screeched behind me.
"I, well, yes. That was the bet, part of the bet." Holly fumbled but seemed to carry it off effectively.
Who were we fooling? What did it matter? So long as nobody sneezed.
"Well, then, I guess you'll just have to watch." Mrs. Olivette mumbled.
"Excuse me?"
"Mr. Duncan, please stand up. First, though, young lady, please suck his cock. I cannot have you party to this encounter without knowing that you did indeed take part. I presume you will have no wish to be known as the little cocksucker so you will keep quiet about a professor accosting a student in search of a fabled orgasm I surely misremember!"
"Jesus, Sonny, she's crackers." Holly hissed.
I stood up and hitched my ass on the edge of the desk.
"You heard the woman. Time to suck my cock."
Holly looked shocked that I was in agreement with Mrs. Crackers.
I had had enough of this bitch ordering me around. If I couldn't dodge it, I was going to have a good time, anyway. If she flunked me...god, mom would have kittens! If she flunked me, at least I could say I had a fine piece of her while I was at it.
"On your knees, Holly. Holly, this is Sandra Olivette, my Econ professor and that is Holly Romelingame. I am training her to the collar so she can fuck a man who needs a nicely submissive woman. It is a favor."
Mrs. Olivette stared at me.
"Not a bet then?"
I shook my head.
"Do you have underwear on?" I glanced at Holly. "On your knees already." I just wanted to get this over with. I looked at Sandra Olivette and suddenly it seemed like I saw her as a woman once more. I wanted her. I was incorrigible!
Holly got to her knees on the chilly floor. She began to fuss with my slacks. I shrugged off my coat and tossed it on the chair. Mrs. Olivette stared at Holly. I snapped my fingers at her. "Bitch, Sandy, up here. I asked you a question."
The professor's face crumpled when she looked at me.
"Oh my, what did you say?"
"Do you have underwear on?"
"Underwear?"
"Panties?"
"Oh panties, yes of course."
My cock felt skin, Holly's fingers had found it. She pulled my briefs down further. She was just kissing the end of it when my phone rang. Fuck me, what timing! I fished my phone out of my pocket. Holly placidly sucked the end of my cock into her mouth. Mrs. Olivette stared at us.
"Take off your panties, Sandra. And, shit, how do you get that blouse off?" I was thinking ahead, strategically for once. All right, I just wanted to see her tits free and clear again. Her blouse packed her in it tight. It was so tight, I did not see how the hooks and ladders could hide but I did not see any way to get it off. I answered my phone.
"Ugh, what?"
Holly picked that moment to push her mouth further onto my cock.
"Sonny? It's Alissa. Are you in class? I know I shouldn't be calling."
Holly sucked harder.
"What do you want?" I grunted, gritting my teeth. "Show me your tits, Sandra." I muttered, lighting on the way to get her to show me how the blouse unraveled.
"What? Who's Sandra."
"What do you want, Mrs. Honeywell?" I glanced at Sandra to see if she caught the name but she was unzipping the blouse under each arm.
"Sonny, a gentleman wants the use of me. I told him you owned me and, rather like Mr. Rector, he doesn't believe me. I need you in the office this afternoon. He demands to talk to you but I suspect he wishes, um, to watch us...."
"Fuck?"
"Right. Yes. He says he'd allow you to provide a woman but he prefers a black woman. I said I knew only of me in that shade, but that you had some very wonderful white women who would gladly fuck him. He seemed to think that might be okay but he wants to meet you, face to face, he says."
"What a guy. I'll bring someone in."
"He says he wants to have her in my office, while you have me, he said that would be fine. Sonny, I think he just wants to be sure that he isn't being shortchanged. There is a sort of dick measuring going on when it comes to doing business with us. Me, I guess I mean. I am afraid I have gained a sort of notoriety, thanks to Kline and Bickerstaff's marketing skills. This won't take long, I shouldn't think."
I groaned as Holly succeeded in pushing my entire cock into her mouth. The woman had skills.
Mrs. Olivette had loosened her blouse but couldn't reach the back zipper. "It's a little chilly. I'll turn up the heat." She tottered over to the thermostat and fiddled with it.
"Oh and Sonny, Hassam wants you to call him."
"Oh god," I groaned, "do I have his number?" I knotted a hand in Holly's black hair and pulled her off my cock. I didn't want to come just now. I'd be another ten minutes in Mrs. Olivette, if I did. I was hoping to poke, spew and run.
"I'll text you his new number. Sonny, how soon can you get here?"
I had to get stern with Holly, she was an eager beaver when it comes to cocks er when cocks come er, forget it. My cock would have given me the finger if he had hands but then maybe he's always giving me the finger. Holly sat back on her heels. She looked over at Mrs. Olivette.
"God, it is hotter when someone is watching!" She mumbled.
"Four?" I said into the phone.
"Earlier if you can."
"I still have Holly with me. Is it okay if she comes along?" I said but on examining my phone understood Alissa was gone. I guessed it would be okay then. I knew that was a lie and I'd have to work around it.
Mrs. Olivette was standing staring at me.
"Help me with my blouse will you, honey?"
Holly thought the woman had spoken to her so she got to her feet and moved around behind the woman. Sandra's eyes got really wide, her mouth yawned and she gasped. I could tell when Holly touched her skin because her eyes closed. They stayed closed till her blouse came up and off her torso and she stood in the warming room with her tits pooled in the half bra.
"You have to fuck her, Sonny." Holly said, clearly amused.
I had thought I'd escape but now it hardly mattered.
"Clean off the desk." I growled.
Mrs. Olivette shuffled clutter off of it onto the floor.
"Front or back?" I asked. I got a blank look. I decided to do her from behind. I grasped Sandra by the elbow and maneuvered her to the desk, facing it. She bent over onto it with the slightest pressure on her back. I unhooked the bra. She stood up and shrugged it off. She unhooked her little skirt and let it flutter down her full legs. She bent over, gasping as her dangling breasts contacted the cold surface. She wore thigh-highs and a pair of bikini panties. I moved behind her, shuffling with my slacks around my knees. I skimmed her panties off her stout hips. She grunted and repositioned herself. Her face was turned towards the wall.
"Holly, lock the door." I said and ran my hands down Sandra's hips. She groaned. I slapped her bare buttock. "Mrs. Olivette, tell me what you want."
"I want you to put your penis in my body." She said immediately. "I want to feel again what I felt that night when I came upon you having sex with that woman!"
"No. You want me to fuck you." I pressed a finger between her legs and found the woman was fountaining already. I stroked her pussy lips. "Say that."
"I, oh god, that's the feeling. Yes, touch me there."
I found her opening and pushed my finger into her.
"Say it."
"Oh god, please, don't make me talk that way!"
My finger sank deeper into the woman. Holly was by the door. I gestured at her. She came closer.
"Take off your coat." I growled. Sandra started to stand. I smacked her ass. "Not you. You're already naked."
"Oh, yes of course."
"You, Holly, take off your coat."
Holly moaned and stripped her coat off and put it with mine on one of the office chairs. She moved up beside me.
I moved my finger around inside of Mrs. Olivette. The woman wriggled on the desk.
"Oh, oh, oh no. It can't be!" She cried.
I fingered her pussy more and she began to shake. I stroked in and out of her and her hips jerked once and she cried out.
"Oh my god, no, please. It cannot be possible! I am coming already!"
"Jesus, Sonny, what did you do to this woman?"
I shook my head.
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you." I dodged, not wanting to drag Holly into Suzanne's particular boudoir. I pulled my finger out of my Econ professor.
"Oh Christ, fuck me!" The woman said, her voice tense and stringent.
I smacked her on the ass again.
"Shut up. Holly, here."
Holly looked from Mrs. Olivette's bent body to me. Her face blanched when I held out my finger. Without looking at me, eyes fixed on it, she extended her tongue and tasted Mrs. Olivette's coating on my finger. Her tongue stretched out, touched the goo on my finger and snapped back behind her lips. Her eyes widened. She stuck out her tongue again and acquired more of the woman's goo from off my finger, this time, she savored the taste.
"Oh my goodness gracious me! She tastes good!" Holly said to no one in particular. Her tongue licked the rest of the dew from my finger, finally ending sucking assiduously on it.
Mrs. Olivette looked around at us.
"Fuck me!" She cried. "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!" She chanted, like a child upon learning a new and interesting word.
I lined up and did so. I pushed my cock into her body. She cried out, keening at first and then chanted "fuck me" as I plunged into her and pulled back. I thundered against her bent body, thrusting deep into her pussy. She shook, she grunted, but the climax eluded her. I grasped her by the hips and trotted into a gallop, ramming against the bent woman faster and harder. She panted and grunted as I shoved against her. Her full, soft ass scrunched between us. She cocked it up to get the most of what I was giving her.
I grasped Holly by the wrist and pulled her closer. I rammed deep into Sandra, pulled Holly against me and kissed her. Holly pressed her great tits against me and kissed me back with more passion than I anticipated. I slowed my Sandra banging and she pushed her ass back at me, gently at first and then harder, more insistently, perhaps sensing my divided attention.
Holly broke the kiss, her eyes shone bright like she had a fever.
"Fuck her, Sonny, god, fuck her!"
I grinned, turned my attention to the spindled professor and hammered into her. Her body responded. Her hips lifted and I slapped against her, ramming as deep into her with each stroke as I could.
I felt it. The first stirring of my first orgasm of the day. I felt so happy!
It stormed at me and I felt my face twist. I slammed against Mrs. Olivette's bent form, pulling her back onto my cock as hard as I could. Then I was coming. I thrust into her and exploded. Her body seemed indifferent to my cock but she was panting and grunting as I fucked her. I turned to Holly while I was coming and pulled her under my arm again. She turned her face up to me and we kissed even while I was coming in the professor. I felt Holly moving and opened my eyes to find her hand on Sandra's bare back. I coasted to a stop.
"God, Sonny, you do fuck them all, don't you?" I pulled out of Sandra Olivette and staggered backwards. The professor immediately stood up and turned around, cum trickled down her thighs. She hitched her ass on the desk.
"I didn't come." She said, her voice filled with angst and disappointment. "I want to come!"
"Well, now you know. Go back to your husband. Have those timid orgasms in good conscience. It was just a one time thing!"
Mrs. Olivette shook her head, her eyes were blurry.
"I am not a lesbian." She whispered, then her eyes cleared and they fixed on me. "She ate me. That woman you were fucking. She went down on me! That was it. Make her go down on me and then, then fuck me again. I must feel that glorious ecstasy again!" Her voice was raw emotion.
"She's crackers, Sonny! Let's get out of here!"
"Easy for you to say, its not your grade we're talking about! You heard her, on your knees. She needs a good licking."
"And hold my breasts. Kiss them, please!"
Holly wriggled out from under my arm.
"You can't be serious! You just fucked her!"
I lost my patience. I was tired and fucking a professor wasn't one of my goals in life. It had bad news written all over it, but, I realized quite consciously, I'd definitely do her again. And again.
"Holly, just go down on her. You know you want to!" I tried not to sound snide. Failed.
Holly glared at me and then, just like that, her expression shifted, like a cloud passing away from the face of the sun. She smiled, a vacuous wisp that reminded me of Lovely Kline. Holly nodded and looked down at Mrs. Olivette's pussy bubbling with her and me.
"Yes, Sonny." Holly whispered. "I said I'd learn, that I'd do what you told me to do. I will. I will. I can do this!" She moved around before the larger woman and got to her knees.
"I want to see her tits!" Mrs. Olivette whispered. "I am not a lesbian!"
"This again!" I thought but with a sort of twisted enjoyment at its return.
Holly was on her knees and twisted around to look at me.
"Sonny?"
"You heard her." I snarled. I had the same feeling of falling I'd had yesterday. "Show us your tits!"
Holly glowered, then snapped back into form, resisting her natural inclination to snipe back. She untucked her shirt and pulled it up over her head. Mrs. Olivette stared down at the woman before her, licking her lips. The expression on her face suggested lust, true lust and nothing but lust.
"The bra, too." Sandra said, her voice tense as a guy wire.
Holly reached around and plucked her bra loose and unfurled her breasts.



"Oh god, I am not a lesbian!" Mrs. Olivette mumbled, but she stared. "But they are so beautiful!"
"Now, Holly, time to dine." I said.
Holly sat up, used one finger to scope up the agglomeration running down Sandra's thighs. She licked her finger, made a moaning sound and rose on her knees and licked up the racing stripe clear to the woman's pussy. Mrs. Olivette was bare, waxed and clean as a whistle. The larger woman bucked when Holly's tongue contacted her pussy.
Holly pressed her mouth over the other woman's opening and I presume thrust her tongue deep into her. Mrs. Olivette closed her eyes and sagged back onto her elbows, making her tits wobble. I stepped around Holly and grasped Sandra Olivette by the shoulder and bent to her bare tits. I sucked on the end of one, flicking the nipple with my tongue. She thumped down onto the desk. I felt her hands on my shoulders, claws really, gripping me tightly as I laved her breast, pulling me down with her. Her weight hung from her hands. I pulled back, rose up and kissed her on the mouth, laying her flat onto the desk as I did. She was ravenous. I pulled back. Her eyes were wild.
"What?" She shrieked, her hips bucking as Holly ate her. She understood I had a question.
"I, uh, I like to mark the women I fuck. Will, will that be a problem for you?"
For a moment, Sandra Olivette went completely still. Her hand moved to the side of my face and she caressed it gently
"Oh you sweet man, how kind of you to ask." Then she slapped me. Hard, right across the cheek. "Don't fucking ask! Demand!" She growled.
I grasped her, getting a good hold on the knot of hair at the back of her head, the braid twisted and pinned into the repressed bun she wore most days. I held her and kissed her on the mouth. She kissed me back. I felt her responding to Holly's tongue. I broke the kiss, moved to her neck and fastened to her clear, pale skin. I raised a welt there. She grunted as I did. I moved down to the slope of one breast and marked her there, then to one side and then the other side of the nipple, leaving bruises like biker tattoos. I moved to the other breast and marked her several times, leaving little sex tracks over the clear expanse of her skin. Her skin was so smooth and responsive. My graffiti indeed looked like art! I kept hold of her bun, moving her head this way and that as I attacked her skin and bruised her over and over. She quaked with emotion as I marked her but what emotion precisely I could not say.
I moved away from her. Mrs. Olivette's eyes were wide and wild but different. They looked crushed and I thought for a moment I had far overstepped and so had stepped in it.
"I still haven't come. Fuck me now, please."
I had an idea. I released her bun and moved behind Holly. I pulled her from between Mrs. Olivette's legs. I felt the resistance and marked it. Holly was objecting to leaving the un-climaxed pussy!
"Sit on the desk. No, take off your slacks, and panties. Time for you to get eaten." I muttered.
Holly didn't even hesitate. She stood, stripped her remaining clothing off and stood before us naked. She moved to lean over the desk.
"No. Not like that." I said. I pulled Mrs. Olivette away from the end of the desk and had Holly sit there. She lay back and spread her knees wide. We understood each other.
I pulled Mrs. Olivette into my arms, bent over her neck and marked her. I felt the shudder go through her like a heavy wind shaking an old house. She nudged me and shifted in my grasp. When my lips released her neck, she nuzzled against me and sought my lips with hers. She kissed me, shivering, but tenderly, tentatively as though seeking permission. I released her lips and she looked at me. Her bare body cuddled against me, tits and thighs. The shivers felt like impossible little caresses.
"You want me to make love to her with my mouth?" She whispered, her voice guttural and raw.
I nodded.
"Make her come and I'll fuck you." I muttered, not intending it as a contingency but as a promise.
Sandra turned to look at the nude woman draped on her desk. She nodded, and started to get to her knees. I restrained her, keeping her hips even with mine. She understood and bent at the waist to push her face into Holly's crotch. Holly bucked at the first contact but then lay still. For a couple minutes, I watched Mrs. Olivette lap at Holly's pussy with nearly no indication that Holly was affected. After a while I expected to hear Holly's own refrain of "I'm not a lesbian" but she remained in sighing silence, letting Sandra's moaning and clicking licks orchestrate the moment.
Then, Holly groaned a little and I detected a slight upthrust in her hips. Very casually, Holly moved a hand from holding to the side of the desk to the back of Mrs. Olivette's head. She held her there. Sandra felt it and redoubled her efforts.
My cock had gotten hard once more. I moved behind Mrs. Olivette and entered her. She hitched up her ass as I penetrated deep into her pussy. She groaned into Holly's pussy.
"Oh yes, like that." Holly said suddenly, her voice filled with surprise and anticipation. "Yes, like, uh, uh, like that!"
I grasped Sandra by the waist and rammed into her, penetrating deeply into her. She groaned again. I thrust harder. She thrust back and groaned again. I found a rhythm, pushing into her and pulling apart while controlling her hips with my hands. I felt it begin. Holly cried out and her hips bucked up, thrusting at Sandra's mouth. She had her elbows under her and stared down her bare body at the woman eating her and me fucking the woman eating her. Then her head arched back.
"Oh god, yes, yes, yes!" Holly cried.
I slammed into Mrs. Olivette and she lifted her head and started a long, piercing scream. Holly, not utterly unhinged, ground the woman's face back into her pussy, closing her thighs around the woman's face, so she succeeded in muffling the scream. Mrs. Olivette's hips began to rock back and forth. I tried to hold them steady but the motion increased till she suddenly went still. She groaned and fought free of Holly's restraining hands and thighs. She'd regained her composure and her body bucked silently through a very violent orgasm. Her shoulders twisted, her hips jerked, her head bobbed over and over and her breath caught and whooshed, caught and whooshed as the climax consumed her.
When it faded, Holly sat up.
"I'd say that was a pretty good orgasm."
Mrs. Olivette was hanging by her arm around Holly's waist, panting heavily.
"I am not a lesbian, but god I do like being eaten before I am fucked." Her voice was strong. She twisted away from me, popping my cock out of her pussy. She staggered away, to lean on a file cabinet. "I am not a lesbian." She said with a smile. "But by god I do like a little pussy now and then. Oh my god, now no one is safe!" She looked at me. "Its all your fault! I am going to fuck my students till they dismiss me!" She cried.
Holly looked horrified. "Sonny, do something!"
I didn't know what else to do so I moved to Holly and removed her collar. I approached Mrs. Olivette. She opened her eyes and gazed at me from the midst of her daze. I fixed the collar around her neck.
"Mrs. Olivette, I own you now. You cannot have sex with anyone, ever, unless I give you permission. Do you understand?"
Her eyes returned from whatever distant cataclysm her fear had dragged her too. She fixed them on me.
"Mr. Duncan, what did you say?" She hand lifted up and she touched the collar with a finger.
"I said, you are mine now. You must have my permission to fuck or have any sort of sex with anyone." I spoke in a low, gentle tone.
Mrs. Olivette nodded. "You own me. Yes, yes, that's it. You own my orgasm. You, only you can give me my orgasms!" She nodded her head.
I glanced at Holly. She got up and started to redress herself. The room smelled of pussy and swimming pools.
Mrs. Olivette's eyes cleared. She touched the collar again.
"Oh, what have I done?" She whispered.
I moved to her, lifted one of her breasts and marked her again. "You have given me your body." I muttered. "Tell your husband or whomever else you aspire to have sex with, you must have my permission before you do."
I dressed. Mrs. Olivette did not move but leaned on the old file cabinet, naked, with cum running down both legs. I wrote down my cell number but with no name, but "Owner" on it.
"This is the number. If you want to have sex, call me. Understand I'll want to speak to whomever is with you, so don't call for no reason. It will go hard with you."
"Oh my god, what will I ever tell my daughter?"
"Your daughter?" I rolled my eyes. The fucking universe was trying to kill me. "You'll think of something." I said. Dressed, Holly and I stood at the door. "Sandy, does anyone call you that?"
She shook her head.
"No. Only Sandra. Sandy has no dignity."
"Neither does fucking. When I call you Sandy, its as your owner. Lock the door behind us. Call that number before you have sex with anyone, understand?"
Mrs. Olivette just stared at me, eyes distant, tits covered with moosetracks, or Sonny tracks as it were. She didn't respond.
"She's crackers, Sonny!" Holly said, not for the last time.
I shrugged. "But she loves to fuck so, its not a total loss." Dressed, I focused on the woman again. "Mrs. Olivette?"
Her head turned and she grimaced with the effort to focus on me."
"It is you, you plus a woman's tongue. I never imagined! My god...what is happening to me?"
"You aren't a lesbian." I said. The woman's eyes twitched and focused on me. She looked so beatifically happy for a moment, I nearly left it at that. I couldn't though, perverse fuck that I am. "Lesbians don't do dick. Ever. I have some experience, recent experience with this, no matter how finely formed they are for taking dick, a lesbian just has no interest. You, my dear professor, you clearly have interest, more than a passing interest, in dick."
She smiled then, like she was high as a kite.
"Yes. Dick." She mumbled.
I grunted.
"I'm Sonny. Oh, I get it."
"Sonny." She repeated airily.
I moved closer to her and bent a little to look in her eyes. I glanced at her splotchy tits and neck and felt a little ashamed. I'd gotten a little carried away. She looked like a pinto pony.
"Sandra, if I have to own you for you to get pleasure, there will be a cost."
"Cost?"
"Right. What will you give me to keep fucking you?" I asked, mostly to see what she'd say.
"Candice." She said immediately. "She is very sexual but has no taste in men. You should be inside her, let her feel what real sex is like. My god, how I've missed it!"
"Jesus, Sonny. You're an infectious disease." Holly whispered hoarsely behind me.
I chuckled.
"You are a smart woman." I said, still looking at Sandra's eyes even though she couldn't meet mine.
"The mother and daughter fantasy is well known." She said. Her eyes quit wandering and fixed on my forehead. "Ph.d." She muttered.
I nodded.
"In fucking, I expect. Call if you want to have sex. You have my number."
We left her like that, standing naked in her office drooling cum down her legs.
"I bet she heard none of that. All she remember is me smooching with her coochie."
I patted Holly on the ass, though the winter coat robbed me of the thrill.
"You did good, girl. You might be learning after all."
"I need dick for inspiration." She looked up at me, reached around and pulled the hand resting on her ass around to hook herself against me as we walked down the hall.
"Not until you feel it, the thrill of desire." I whispered. People stare at us, at Holly really, who hadn't bothered to button up her coat. Her tits proceeded us like two plump heralds crying "make way, make way!"
"What do we do now?" Holly asked.
"You need another collar, don't you?" I'd kept the chain, since Mrs. Olivette had no need of it. I had to skip my one o'clock. Holly and I headed to the mall and Mary. I wondered if it was possible to just purchase a collar and nothing else? I had my doubts. Then I remembered Annie had given hers away to Tia Maria and Lydia needed one. I thought about Rebecca Kline and decided I'd get a five or six, if Mary had them. We had just parked when my phone rang. I didn't recognize the number.
"Hello?"
"Mr. Duncan, may, may I have sex with my husband?"
"Mrs. Olivette?" I asked, amazed. "So soon?"
"I am burning with lust. I must have sex. You left me, an uncapped well. I am an environmental hazard. I am going home to have sex with my husband, well, to his office I mean. Where he is. If I don't, god, I will fuck anyone and everyone with a hard cock. I'll stand in front of the student center with a sandwich sign that proclaims free pussy. Oh, how I talk now! May I? May I have sex with my husband?"
Holly eyed me curiously.
I covered the phone.
"She wants to have sex with her husband? What do you think? Should I let her?"
Holly's eyes widened and then narrowed. She shook her head.
"No. No, wait, I mean, tell her he has to tie her up. We, you want pictures of her wrists tied over her head before he fucks her."
I repeated the instructions nearly word for word.
Silence.
"Hello?"
"Yes. I'm here. You mean, I cannot have sex with my husband in his office?"
"You can blow him if you like, suck him off but you need to be tied if he fucks you." I felt it then, the wave of dizzying euphoria that such control brings with it.
"No. I am going to fuck him and there is nothing you can do to stop it." She clicked off.
Rats. I wondered what to do about disobedience but decided there wasn't much to be done. Disobedience in this case was its own reward and I couldn't really compete. I wanted to own their pleasure not force it down their throats, so to speak. I shrugged. I had this vision of the promised land, that place where guys and dolls sang and danced together in harmony without the constant tug o' war that precipitated such conflict from envy and power struggles, a conflict I wanted no part of. It only meant she was a new and different challenge. That left my heart racing.
"I thought you had to go to Mrs. Honeywell's office?" Holly said.
"Oh shit, I forgot. Still, I need to get these collars." Suddenly my brain froze. I knew I had things I needed to do but I couldn't decide what to do next. When I think about it, I could get all 'woo woo' and say I was waiting for my phone to ring so I could answer it in the close privacy of my car. I don't get all 'woo woo' about things but by god I could. If you believe in God, can you pray for pussy or is that a no no? Can you ask the universe to get you laid and not get bitch slapped in the process? My phone rang and answering it was easy, which got me unstuck.
"Sonny, something's wrong." The voice said in my ear.
"Lydia? Is that you? What? Seth couldn't figure out what hole to stuff full of cock? Tell him to start with your mouth."
"No need to be abusive."
I grunted.
"Sorry. I thought I was being funny. What do you want?"
"He won't have sex with me, not till he knows his sister is...is...is...." The woman stuttered to a stop.
"Yes? You can say it, it's just me and Holly here." I said, my tone burbled with laughter but I kept it at bay, barely.
Lydia gleeped.
"What? She's there?"
"I've had her on a leash since," I looked over at Holly, "well, since Saturday anyway. She's doing fine. Want to talk to her?"
Lydia squawked again.
I handed the phone to Holly. Her face had that "what the fuck do you want me to say now" look on it but she took the phone.
"He finally fucked me." She led with that. "Just now. He took me to class with him. I had a collar around my neck and a chain and he led me around like a sex slave. We went to his professor's office and he fucked me and then fucked her. It was goddamn hot. No. Well, if you want to. He won't believe you. Hell, he traded me to him for you, didn't he? Why would he...? You're right, my brother rarely makes much sense. Oh, he thinks he has the world by the balls, well ass, I suppose is more like it. Why would I care? Oh. Oh! I didn't know that."
Holly looked over at me.
"You never said anything about Seth getting Lydia and her daughter." She said accusingly. "Shit, I'll have to fuck the whole city to balance that deal out. He'll feel indebted to you until...fuck me! I'll be wearing this collar for the rest of my life."
I nearly gainsayed her but realized surely she was speaking for Lydia's benefit, not mine since I knew the real reason she took the collar in the first place, a reason she could hardly expose to her brother, or Lydia for that matter.
"Here, you talk to her."
The phone was midway between us when the call waiting tinkle sounded. I checked and by god it was Seth.
"Fuck him, have Quilla fuck him." I said hurriedly to Lydia. "Gotta go." I switched lines. "Seth, your ears burning? We were just discussing you."
"You have to come over here. Now."
"Can't. I'm shopping."
"I don't care. You, stop it, I'm calling him already. Yes, yes, stop it! Sonny, you have to come to the dealership. Now."
"Oh? Why? Something wrong with my car?" I knew it wasn't Lydia climbing up his May pole.
"She, god, she wants me to suck her tits, she says you sucked milk out of her and now she needs it again. She says she's full up and the baby is too old. The doctor says she is continuing to make milk."
"Don't they have pumps for that?" I was trying to be reasonable.
"God, you're right. Hey, they have breast pumps, for that. Ow! That hurt. Stop it! I don't think she liked that idea."
I decided that "she" in his sentence had to be Lynn...I looked around and realized I had no idea what her last name was. If it was Lynn, her baby was only six months old. You don't take them off the teats until they have teeth do you?
"Ow! Ow! Goddammit, stop it. I said no. I won't. Sonny will. He'll be here in a minute. Dammit, Lynn, I ain't going to suck your tits and drink your fucking milk, so quit it! Okay. I said I'd call him, I called him now settle down!"
Uh oh. I thought. Then I thought about Alissa and realized I was leaving her hanging. I was going to keep everyone waiting. Shit. I suddenly felt this incredible calm. First things first.
"Let me talk to her." I said into the phone.
I heard panting next on the phone.
"Lynn?"
"You going to suck my tits? I am going crazy here. I don't want to ask the guys to do it but you can. Barry is taking enough shit as it is, them thinking Big Seth is in here boning me!"
"Calm down. Go out and sit and wait. I may be an hour."
"I can't wait." She panted. "I can't! God, after so long keeping Barry on the wagon, I lost track of what it was like! I want it more but you have to suck my titties. God, they are so full and stretched and I need to be emptied. I can't wait. I'm dribbling. I'll go out and ask the mechanics to do it! They are all dogs and I bet they'd form a line to the right and to the left for the chance I am offering to you!"
"Calm down. Listen, I'll bring over Seth's sister. Have you met her. We'll both suck your tits and drink your milk for you. You get it? I have to make a few stops and I'll be there as soon as I can."
Holly was watching me, utterly horrified.
Lynn was silent for a few moments. She sighed.
"A woman? Wait, whose sister are we talking about?"
"Seth's." I said. "She loves kissing tits and she'd taste you with me."
"Oh god, really?"
"Really but it's going to be a while."
"How long is a while?"
"A few hours. You are on the other side of town and I have to make a stop downtown first, after I finish shopping."
"Shopping? You're making me wait while you go fucking shopping?"



"Fucking shopping. Great name for it. I am buying collars for the women I own. Want one?"
"Own. Fuck no. Collars?"
I think the words I was tossing at her finally penetrated her sex crazed mind.
"No. None for me, thanks. I'll wait, for you to get here. You'll come around, right? As soon as you can?"
"Yes. Let me talk to Seth."
"You'll be here soon?"
I felt the demand in her voice.
"I'll bring Holly with me." I said.
"Holly? I'll wait. You aren't shitting me are you?"
I groaned.
"I don't shit about sucking tits. Hand Seth the phone."
"What do you want Sonny? What does this have to do with Holly?"
"You going to be there a while?
"Yes."
"Good. Holly is going to be with me. We are going to satisfy Mrs. Lynn...what's her last name, anyway?"
"Cocksucker." Seth growled.
"Fine. Don't tell me."
"Graves. Her name is Graves. What am I supposed to do with her...why is Holly coming here?"
"To drink Lynn's milk. You have to watch while we fuck and then you can have Lydia and her daughter, at the same time. You watch Lynn fuck me and me fuck Holly and then you can have Lydia and her daughter."
"At the same time?"
I grinned. I had him.
"However you like. How late are you there?"
"Till six, then we close the gates on Mondays."
"Wait for me. I'll be there soon. I'll have Lydia call you and make arrangements about her and her daughter. Her name's Quilla."
"Quilla? I know her daughter's name!"
"She wants to have sex with you and watch you fuck her mom. So? If you watch me do your sister, then you can have Quilla with my compliments."
"Shit. Okay. Shit. Fuck. Damn. Shit."
Morrison was still cursing when I hung up.
I put away my phone and glanced over at Holly. Her face was the picture of astonishment.
"Jesus love the Jews! You going to make him watch?"
I shrugged.
"Seemed like a good idea at the time. Ever tasted mother's milk?"
Her face crinkled up.
"Eew!" She sneered.
"Well, you are today. Let's go get your collar."
The walk to The Pink Pearl was uncomfortable.
I didn't much like Holly's reaction but decided it posed a problem to solve, not a restriction, not on me at least. Holly sulked. We stopped outside the jewelry store and she stared up at the title. She didn't say anything but just gave me that "Really?" look. Mary was helping someone else so I lounged in a shadow, beyond her sight. Somehow the black woman with the Olympic ass and flexible appetite had become a regular on my pussy menu. I wasn't ready to bring her into the expanding circle of jerks I was handing pussy off to out of my horny plenty but I did need to figure out where she fit. She was more than just a preferred vendor.
I got impatient. Milk and cookies beckoned from the distance. We walked into the store. Holly shuffled away to peek at rings. Mary spied me and she gestured at me, smiling broadly. I sauntered over, despite the hurry up prodding me from a schedule I apparently no longer controlled.
"Sonny darling, look who's here? My good friend Sophia Flores. We call her Flower."
The woman turned around and bloomed at me, but she was hardly alone. If her blouse had been cut any lower it would have been a belt. She had a gray coat folded over one arm and she moved it out from in front of her cleavage to her right hip. I stared and she preened, if bowing her head and regarding me through her dark eyebrows could be called preening. She clearly knew something I didn't.
"Are you here alone? Browsing, maybe? For me?" Mary smiled broadly, giving her broad hips a little twitch that put a twitch in my prick.
"I am always shopping for you but you are way too high class for a poor college student like me."
"You should let Mary sell you." The dark-eyed woman husked. Her voice had a burr on it and I decided she was Latina. "You look like a very hard jewel."
"Sophey stop it. I told you about him in confidence, not so you could try to rub up against him in my store."
Sophey glanced at Mary and her face hardened. She moved closer until her breasts were pressed against my coat. I could smell the mint of her breath and feel her heat.
"Do you mind if I rub up against you?" She whispered. "From what Mary says, you are a delightful customer."
"Shoo, Flower, go away. He actually buys things. You are competition. Take your tits out of my store and leave my customers alone!" Mary did not sound angry. After a slight hesitation, Flower wiggled her tits against my coat, turned and walked away. Her ass was lush and fine as her tits.
"She's married." Mary whispered, "but she tastes wonderful. Want me to call her back and give you a little taste?"
I stared.
"Sonny? You going to introduce me?" Holly said.
I turned to look at her. "You've met. Just two days ago. Did you forget."
"Oh my god." Mary said behind me. "You brought her back. I remember those boobs. My god, you aren't just teasing me are you?"
I glanced at the clock by the cash register. It was one-thirty. I had a little time.
"I have a little time. You'll be happy to know that Holly is practicing at eating pussy now. When last you met I am pretty sure she refused to taste you."
Mary gave me look half grimace and half bidding to be included.
"Oh my gracious." She whispered. "Taste me, you said?" She tittered. "Is that why you came by?"
I shrugged.
"No, not only. I need more collars."
"How many?" Mary glanced at Holly. "Oh no, has she lost hers already?"
"We gave it away, used it on someone else."
"An hour ago." Holly added. When I looked at her she was staring at Mary licking her lips.
I waited for Mary to speak. I really didn't want to suggest anything. Shit I had a full plate of pussy already. Truth be told, when I put Holly's collar on Mrs. Olivette, I had something in mind. Now, though, face to face with the fruit of my own devious planning, I was unwilling to admit I'd arrived here. My hesitation, though seemed to unnerve Mary. She gave a little dance and turned her back on me.
"I'll get the collars." She said.
I realized, once again, she had been waiting on me, wanting this to be my idea. It was after all, I just needed to man up and admit it. I'd end up balls deep in her if I did and I did, so tally ho! Not that I thought she was a ho or nothing but...how do I get myself into these things? Start by removing the bra. I turned to Holly.
"Come on. It's time for you to eat pussy with a little pudding in it."
"I've done that already."
"Well, you can do it some more. You haven't had lunch yet and we both know her lunch counter is open for business."
"Counter?" Holly snorted. "Why do people let you talk at all? Language should not be abused."
"Some people think I'm funny. Or at least interesting." I retorted.
"Funny looking." Holly returned.
"Shut up. Get your tongue ready. You are going to need it for something besides talking."
I took Holly by the wrist and tugged her through the door where Mary had gone, back to the office. Mary opened the door just as we arrived.
"Oh. Oh!" She exclaimed and stepped back. She had a couple boxes in one hand which automatically drifted to the desk built in against the wall. "I was going to ask you how many you wanted." She whispered. "I forgot to ask."
"I want you." I whispered back. I moved against her like a Mongol hoard visiting a Russian city. I didn't bother with any other part of her but grasped her incredible ass in both hands. I crushed her against the back wall of the office, smashing her into the corner made by the file cabinet. I squeezed her ass and then kissed her. Her hands found my shoulders. They pulled me down, validating my certainty that she was willing. I already knew she was able. Her full lips fit against mine and her mouth opened immediately. Her tongue probed my mouth and I probed back. I fell into the kiss, her ass in my hands. My mind alternated between the feeling of her lips on mine and consciously massaging her incredible ass. She groaned once but made no move to unlock my hands or release my mouth from hers. She lifted one leg and ran her full thigh up and down my leg.
"Hey. I'm here." Holly said, after clearing her throat. "We have miles to go before we sleep."
I let the kiss end. Mary wore the soft cotton stretch pants that coat a woman's body and only hide the color, leaving the form clearly visible. I ignored Holly, but not entirely. I got to my knees and felt around Mary's waist. I found no constricting belts or snaps. I fit my thumbs into the waistband of her pants and pulled down.
Mary squeaked. I'd hooked panties and stretch pants so her dark meat skin appeared immediately, utterly uncovered.
I had to decide at that moment how to fuck her. I wanted to fuck her and kiss her at the same time. That meant I had to take off her pants. Stretch pants are like trying to get the IRS off your case once they are stuck on you. I managed though, with commitment and no style at all. She kept squeaking and trying to help which only flustered me. I still felt like I was in a hurry. Finally, the black woman was naked from her belly down. She wore a white satin blouse that barely covered her belly. Her hips and ass flared below her like a buoy. I stood up and stepped away from her.
"So, Ms. Zenobia, do you mind if I plunder you?" I asked in a low voice. "Then my friend here will clean you up with her tongue. If you don't mind, that is?"
"Jesus sharecropper." Mary hissed. "I am beginning to fucking love Mondays. I should tell you that I've been to the mountain once already and yes, it was Mrs. Flores. She comes by occasionally to come with me but this was my turn. When it rains, it pours. Pour it to me, Sonny!" She was effusive and ebullient.
She was looking up at me, eyes swishing back and forth like she was watching a bumble bee play tennis. I thought about taking off her blouse but the clock ticking in my head nixed the idea. It was raining pussy and I was stopping to play in a fountain. I bent my knees till they touched hers. I used them to push her legs wider. Mary exhaled as I rose up between her thighs. She reached between us to bend my cock down to fit into her pussy. She was indeed slick like new poured cement, heavy with arousal. I slid into her.
For some reason, I was super sensitive. The sensation of entering Mary crowded out all other awareness. I had my hands at her waist. I moved them down a little, searching for our center of gravity. She hissed as my cock slid deeper into her body. She groaned softly, enveloping me with her pussy and her presence. She shimmered with desire. I hitched her up a little, subtracting a few inches of cock from her little vault of wonder. I straightened my legs, leaning into her and lifted her thighs. I felt her weight settle onto my hands. I straightened more, sliding into her, more. She struggled to open her legs and then lost all leverage as I lifted her off the floor.
My careful calculations proved accurate. My cock lodged inside of her hot, milky body. I thought "milky" at the time and suddenly the sight of Lynn's tits overflowing with baby milk sprung up in me like a dirty joke at confession. I lifted Mary's dark thighs. She tilted backwards, toppling against the flimsy plywood wall behind the slick Formica paneling. Her back and neck hit the wall with a solid thump. I lifted and spread her thighs and leaned us against the wall.
"Oh Christ of the hills, here cometh my help!" She wheezed. Then she came. Her belly tightened and pulsed a time or two. She was hooked on my cock, leaning back against the wall. I held her with my hands under her thick, cushy thighs but kept retreating so much of her weight settled on her pussy plumb full of my cock. She groaned as she settled down the shaft the last half inch. I felt my cock bending inside her, the constriction of her pussy and the roiling response to the penetration welling up in her the way pudding suddenly starts to boil just before it turns into cottage cheese.
I used her weight to lean into her, trapping her against the wall, my cock hooked in her, surrounded by the hot pleasure of her body. Her hands traveled up my straining arms to loop around my neck. She pulled at me, unbalancing me. We settled against the wall. Her legs wagged behind me until she could get them twisted just right, then her heels clasped around my ass.
"Oh god." Holly spoke from behind us.
I was about to remonstrate when Mary leaned around me.
"Hush. Slaves are to be seen and not heard. Hush up while momma fucks this nice young man!" As if that was her on-stage cue, her body began to ripple. She flexed from her shoulders and the tension traveled down her torso to her belly and thence deep into her plush body. She looked up at me, eyes glazed. Her eyes crossed.
I bent and kissed her forehead and then one cheek. She tilted her mouth up and our lips connected, her thick, hot lush lips feathered against mine. I hitched her ass higher and then let her drop, up and down several times, just to see if we could kiss and not chip a tooth. Mary was a talent but in all fairness she had lips that were little safety devices, perfectly suited for fucking against the wall. I made a note to write UL a note of thanks for their oversight in approving her design. She was definitely constructed for fucking.
Her body was wedged against the wall, her legs wrapped around me, short as they were. She kept jerking around, trying to get enough of her legs around me to allow her to put pressure on me. I finally got the hint and banged against her, slamming her hard against the wall.
"Oh god, yes, like that!" She murmured, her voice taut as parachute strings.
The encouragement encouraged me. Duh. That's a tautology of sort, if I ever heard one but still, it worked. Her assertion that I had it right drove me onward. I rammed my cock against her back as best I could, using the long way to get there. I felt sure I was bumping the wall with it but that is ridiculous. With an ass like that I'd need a fourteen inch cock and a pneumatic hammer to do that. Still, I tried, pounding against her and she groaned around the knot in her chest as it gradually loosened.
I pushed her higher and let her drop, holding her weight entirely with my hands and cock. It is easy to say but it was making me strain far more than I wanted. She was panting now, her head turning this way and that until her whole body tightened and she pressed her shoulders back against the wall. If she hadn't stopped breathing so I had warning, she'd have toppled us over backwards. As it was, I leaned in and as I felt the lines and sinews of her body draw taut, I rammed against her. My cock slashed into her pussy. She lifted her knees which moved my hands further up her body until I had hold of her ass. In that suspended position, she displayed an incredible muscle control and flexibility that allowed her to get her legs between us, her thighs laying against my chest. She growled at me.
"Fuck me hard. Hard, Sonny, fuck me hard!" Her voice squirted out of her like an elephant sitting on an orange. She was so stressed in that position, she could breath only with short, panting little gasps. She'd pant fast for a dozen or so breaths and then go still, her body shaking in the compromised position.
"Oh fuck." Holly said. "She's coming!"
Like I needed the commentary, but that's why they have color commentary for sports events pointing out the obvious. In this case, it validated my hopes and dreams and for Mary, I think it was like an announcement she took to heart.
She screamed.
Her legs tightened and she tried to push me into the hall behind us. I moved my hands to the small of her back and locked them there, grinding my cock into her pussy as I did so. She fought me and with a little more slack, she'd have dumped us both on the floor but as it was, she could strain to the point of popping a gizzard and we didn't move. She was pinned with her legs between us, a cock buried thoroughly inside her. She was panting fast, she sounded like one of those industrial sprinklers that water big plots of grass. I sped up my ass, trying to chase her down but she was far ahead. It didn't matter, I was perfectly capable of coming all by myself. My body reminded me of that. The orgasm flared to life between my right eye and temple and dropped down the core of my body like a weighted ball falling through oil.
I felt its approach but was unprepared for the explosion behind my eyes. I had the woman bent double on my cock so when the orgasm happened, I just hammered at her, piercing her hole with my cock and smacking the backs of her thighs with my stomach and abdomen. Over and over I gushed cum into her. I lost track of what she was doing. I turned into a pipeline for cum, it rushed through me to its confined destination with utter ignorance of how it affected Mary.
I ended up leaning against her. It only took a few moments to realize I was losing her. I summoned up a holy spirit to aid me and bounced her up so I could get my hands back on her thighs. I missed and got hold of her ass. Her great ass muscles twitched and jerked in my hands and that made me aware of what her pussy was doing to my cock. Her pussy was giving me a very firm hand job. I felt like I had slipped the lazy fuck into a coke bottle while it was sleeping and now, suddenly, it was all awake and surrounded by unyielding glass. She felt cool and slick like glass but glass that pulsed and surged, clamping down on me.
Her legs dangled for a moment and then I felt her touch down, a perfect two point landing. Her ass tightened and the weight shifted around till I was just planted in her and she was no longer mounted on my cock like a trophy on a wall.
"Holy fuck and fuck me again." Mary sighed. "That was fucking wonderful."
I was too blown to talk. I felt like I was water, confused about the difference between ice and liquid. I pulled my cock out of her with a little pop, a wet little pop that sounded curiously like when you use your thumb to make that popping sound with a cheek. I could never do that. Pulling my still hard cock out of Mary was as close to making that sound as I was ever likely to get. I turned my back to the filing cabinet beside us and leaned against it.
Mary wobbled upright and staggered to the desk. She turned, hitched her incredible ass on the edge.
"Your turn, honey."
"Holly. Not Honey." Holly muttered.
"Lick me, make me come again and I'll return the favor."
I almost insisted we didn't have time but figured that the bribe was worth leaving out there; it could make the change of tactics for Holly better.
"I want him to fuck me."
"I am sure you do, after watching that. I bet three nuns and a raccoon would line up to have him fuck them and the fucking rodent would have to go last. Come make me come with your tongue."
I opened my eyes. I found Mary watching me, a glint of defiance and arrogance in her expression, rather like she was saying, "There ass hole, that's how you order a slave around."
Holly did as she was told. She crouched, pushed Mary's thighs wide and leaned in where I been leaning for the past ten minutes. I watched Mary's face. She was propped on her hands behind her, the desk being too narrow to lay back on and too narrow to lean comfortably against the wall it was built against. Holly slurped and kissed for a few minutes. I was watching so I saw Mary's eyes open, looking down the black expanse of her body, her little nipples appearing like moles.
Mary was just about to start giving pointers when Holly got something right. Mary jerked and then her hips pulsed. Whatever she did, Holly seemed to have found a dependable spot to lick. Her face burrowed between Mary's legs. Mary's breath quickened and in moments she was panting again. When she finally came, her body bucked on the desk. It creaked.



Holly sat back. She looked up Mary's body at the bleary woman.
"That good enough. You're clean as a whistle."
"How clean is that?" I asked.
When Mary did not respond to either of us, Holly rose up.
"Want to lick her yourself? Do a little QA to see if I did a good job?"
I grimaced despite myself. Licking my own cum out of a woman was something I only did in the midst of delirium and then rarely. I guessed Holly knew that.
After a while, I felt the cold of the place tickling me. My cock was shrinking so I got dressed. I put six more collars on the credit card, hoping I'd have money to pay the bill when it came due. Instead of outfitting Holly, Mary left her in the office to don the collar and chains herself. We went out to settle up and we realized the collars should all be engraved. Mary went back to retrieve Holly's. She was gone longer than that simple errand demanded, only appearing just before I was ready to go interrupt. Holly still had the collar on, when they appeared, so go figure.
"She's a sweet, sweet thing." Mary tittered.
She licked her lips with such relish I wanted a full account of what she meant but noticed the clock. While we were back in the office, she'd left store completely untended and nothing had happened. We settled up and when I signed for the collars, I had to swallow the lump in my throat at the cost. I shrugged it off, or tried but it weighed on me. I had no idea what I could count on really but with the pussy I owned, I could develop an income stream. That thought sobered me and I was somewhat morose walking to the car.
"What's the matter with you, asshole? You got to come. My breath smells like I just gargled a swimming pool water martini with a fish head in it instead of an olive." Holly grumped. "All I want for Christmas is a little dick and so far as I can tell, that ain't happening. It's making me a little twitchy."
"Good. That'll keep you sharp."
The drive downtown was uneventful. Holly fingered her collar all the way, feeling the newness and not looking at me. We parked and I led her on the glittering leash into a pub. The bartender looked perfect. I walked up to him. He was puttering behind the bar and looked up at me when we arrived. His eyes immediately snapped to Holly, following the chain from my hand to her neck.
"Dude, are you gay?" I asked convivially.
He regarded me for a moment then mentally shrugged.
"Yes. Why. Looking for a little spice in your diet?"
I shook my head and extended the chain to him.
"I need you to hold onto this for a while. I'll pay well."
He looked from the chain in my hand to my face and then to the woman standing behind me.
"How much?"
I fished in my trousers and brought out a hundred dollar bill. I waved it at him.
"That'll do. Give." He said extending his hand, not towards Holly's chain but towards the bill in my other hand.
"You watch her and keep her from getting carried off with the Sabine women and its yours."
"Why should I trust you?"
"Why would you look a gift horse in the mouth? Not her, me."
"If she wants to leave?"
"Let her. Just keep the barflies off her, her tail doesn't work that well. That's all I ask." I turned to Holly. "No trying to convert him to pussy, either."
She stared at me, this chastened, hurt look in her eyes. "I thought...."
I held up a hand and she went silent. "I know what you thought, stow it. I'll be back in an hour or so."
The guy took the chain when I handed it across the bar. He wound it carefully around a stainless steel bar nearby.
"Don't cause any trouble." He said to Holly. "Hey, Mister, is she going to drink?"
"It comes out of your end. She isn't taking up room you need for anyone else. No alcohol. She has to be able to fuck when I get back."
I turned away, missing the effect of my statement on both of them. I went up to Alissa's office.
Clara waved at me as I entered to the office. She was on the phone. I waved back but she made frantic gestures that said come hither but weren't her usual "come hither" expressions, more business and less vamp. I went to the desk and waited till she got clear of the phone. It was nearly five minutes. I got antsy. The phone kept ringing.
When it finally quit ringing long enough for Clara to speak to me, she apologized.
"Sorry. Mr. Peppers cannot get through the phone system so we junked it and got me. I am easier to interface with."
"Except at night," I said, thinking only of the automated voice system.
Clara grinned. "Oh no, especially at night. I specialize in the nighttime enter face." She grinned and licked her shiny red lips.
I waited.
She stared, almost as though licking her lips transported her to another time and place. She did have magic lips, I could attest to that.
Finally I had to speak.
"What, Clara? You called me over here."
"Oh yes, of course, Mr. Duncan. Wait a tick." She punched a button. "He's here. Yes. All right. I will. Yes." Clara hung up the phone. "She wants to speak with you in private, before you go back. Can you wait?"
I nodded. This wasn't my rodeo, it was Alissa's. I was just along for the ride, that is to ride her, I supposed. My cock woke up at the thought of being inside Mrs. Honeywell again. This is what its like to be me.
"In the front conference room, can you wait for her there? Can I get you something?"
"A blow job would be nice, just to get the juices flowing." A bit of a misstatement, over or under I could not tell, since my juices had already flowed and had flowed just fine. All week long. I was on the fuck diet and I was losing weight.
Clara smiled and looked around.
God, the woman took me seriously. My cock snapped erect, so obviously she wasn't the only one. I patted the air.
"You're busy. I'll just wait for Mrs. Honeywell."
Clara looked so crestfallen, I almost relented and had her follow me with the full intent of having her get on her knees and lick her lips again. My cock thought that was a smashing idea. I was still pondering the concept when the door into the offices beyond opened and Alissa's face appeared. She gestured at me and I shrugged at Clara and walked to the door. Alissa pushed it open and took me by the elbow and led me into the odd shaped front conference room, tucked just off the entrance. The walls were all caddywompus, and clearly resulted from an architect running out of time to reengineer the wall lay out, or maybe he'd been high as a kite and thought this would be a Zen chapel.
"Sonny, I have another one."
"A guy who wants to fuck you for business, to consummate a business deal, as it were." I tried to chortle but Alissa did not crack even a little smile.
"Yes. He said it right out. We talked over the parameters of what they wanted and when I started disclosing billing and payment, he held up his hand and said he wanted a piece of me before he gave us a piece of their business."
"Are we going to dangle him out a window or do you want me to fuck you and be done with it?" I was a little irked that I hadn't gotten even a smirk. I was getting touchy. If you try to be funny and no one laughs you begin to wonder if you hadn't better just shut up. I didn't like that option, mostly because it sounded impossible to me. I liked the feel of a woman's laughter while I undressed her. Its one of life's little pleasures.
Alissa shook her head. "I don't need to talk to Sid on this one. I know perfectly well we must retain him. Sid's business in many instances is to broker deals between people who have no interest in talking to each other. As his counsel, we retain both parties so that we know both sides of the deal and then, in association with their counsel, we are supposed to negotiate an agreement and then certify it. Sid backs it up but we do the detail work and make sure that no one is hinky."
I didn't feel silly any longer. This was the first real glimpse into Sid's business dealings. "God's boxers." I muttered. "I never knew how that worked."
Alissa shook her head. "Me neither. I don't think anyone does, not really. Sid always ends up some third party in the deal, a supplier or something critical that accounts for his involvement but really, he is just the intermediary between two incompatible partners." She snickered. "A little like sex in a normal marriage. So, Sonny, now it is time to put on your professional clothes and satisfy this man."
I got a knot in my stomach. I had to be funny to make it go away. Laughter, as the old Reader's Digest used to say, is the best medicine. Either she had to laugh or I was going to and I'd sound all nervous and shit all of a sudden and that would make me more nervous, which would make me laugh...and so on. You see how that goes, it never ends and you end up dangling by your ankles in the Arkham Asylum and I'm afraid of heights.
I gave her a "no fucking way" look.
Alissa laughed a little, so I didn't have to and disaster was averted.
"I don't mean it like that, silly. I mean you have to negotiate something he'll like. Something in exchange for me, instead of me, I mean."
"You sure? I mean, a little variety never hurt anyone."
Alissa glowered at me.
"I get more variety being committed to you than any woman has any right to expect. Let's go, these types of people do not like to be kept cooling their heels."
"Or holding their dicks." I needed another chuckle.
Alissa came through. She seemed to relax and I followed suit.
Then I noticed the glitter of the collar around her neck. "Anyone mention the jewelry?" I whispered.
Alissa touched it with her middle finger, almost absently like she had just noticed it was there.
"No. No one. I forgot I had it on. I haven't taken it off...ever." She stopped at the door to her office. "I won't Sonny, until you tell me to." She hesitated, an odd look on her face. "Did I tell you that Melissa is arriving Saturday?"
I shook my head, shook to my bones.
"She has next week off. I asked what she wanted to do while she was here and she said to ask you."
"Is this you asking?" I mumbled, avoiding the issue. I still hadn't figured out how to put the Honeywell family puzzle put together.
She blinked and her lips curled then smoothed. "Yes, Master, this is me asking."
I nodded.
"Well, now you have asked." I said somberly.
"Sonny, you got me this office and I trust you to help me keep it." The subject dropped and broke into pieces. I still wished I had an idea about what to do with Melissa. And Sam. And Sammy. And Ellen. How did they fit together? Another orgy at Sonny's house?
Shaking the thought from my head, I smiled and was still smiling when we stepped into the office. The man sitting next to Alissa's desk did not stand. He looked up at us not quite glaring but not welcoming either. I felt a jab of fear, the fear that intimidation gathers in its wake but then something strange and wonderful happened. I looked the man directly in the eyes and after two heartbeats, he looked away and I saw it. He was nervous, uneasy.
Of course! Here he was demanding a woman fuck him to get his business. In this day and age, if it didn't get you pilloried or drawn and quartered, it surely could get you sued and likely run out of town on a rail, or at least over into the gay part of town where your ass might bring a better price.
"You an attorney?" The man said immediately and his tone testified to the tension drawn up in him.
"Mr. Hughes, this is Sonny Duncan, my owner."
Alissa spoke so lightly I almost missed it. Master cock didn't though, snapping back to erection at the words.
I saw the shock in the man's eyes. He had heard but didn't believe it. I just wondered if I could winkle out who had twittered in the man's ear, or on his phone, suggesting Mrs. Alissa Honeywell could be induced into fucking to get business. Who indeed?
"Mr. Hughes." I extended my hand.
He regarded it, looked up at me. When I did not drop it, he grasped the first knuckle and wagged my hand like he was shaking out a hanky to blow his nose. He had that look, in a white man we say he is green around the edges. If he had more color I doubt I'd have been able to see the green.
Seeing his manifest unease, I decided to capitalize on it and set my own aside. I pulled one of the lounge chairs to the end of the desk and sat down. I realized it was a tactical error because I was now a foot and a half lower than he was so I sat back, scooted the chair back a little and propped both feet up on Alissa's desk.
"So? I hear you want to fuck my woman here." I said amiably. "I don't think that is going to work out."
The man looked like I'd offered him a beer and then spit in it before I handed it to him. He looked over at Alissa. "I think our business is concluded. I'll just be going."
"Sit down." I said, seeing if ordering him around would work. I was shocked that it did. The man sat down and regarded me, waiting. "I meant that Alissa isn't going to fuck you. You here alone? I mean in the city?"
He nodded. He'd gone pale and beads of sweat appeared on his forehead.
"I might have just the thing for you. In her stead I mean."
The man blinked. His head jerked once, like he wanted to look to the side but couldn't quite work it out. "Her stead?"
"I mean, I have a couple women who you might care to, shall we say entertain you? Unless you prefer to stick to the vernacular whereupon I'd just say you could fuck them silly and they might give you a nice kiss, wherever you'd like it."
"Couple?" Mr. Hughes whispered. He wore suit and tie. One finger pulled at the tight collar around his doughy neck. "Couple?"
"Oh, no, they aren't a couple as in couple. Well, not really, do you consider a mother and daughter a couple? Or just a pair or do you have to have sisters to have a pair? I bet sisters would be a matched pair and two women are a pair. Two lesbians would be a couple. I don't know what a mother and her daughter would be." I grinned. "Any idea?"
The man shook his head. His hair was thinning, indicated clearly by the comb over. He had lines in his forehead and the ruddy look of a man who shaves every day and should or he turns into the Fuller Brush man, no, just the Fuller brush. He shook his head, answering my question but had waited too long so it seemed like he was having a spasm.
"Well, call it whatever you like. I have a mother and daughter with your name on them, well, I'll put your name on their lips. Just so you know, we take pictures. The girls keep a scrap book. We like to have a before and after picture just to show that we made you happy or at least happier." I grinned.
"Pictures? Why do you take pictures?"
I sobered up, not from whiskey but from being jocular.
"I mean, sir, that I don't know you and the girls don't know you. If you have a mean temper, you'll have problems that are unrelated to your cock. Either from me or from the police. At the same time, you cannot shake us down by faking injuries or some such shit." I was rifting like a Jazzman. It seemed to make sense to me. Mr. Hughes seemed almost relieved.
He nodded.
"And, if I renege on the deal with..." he glanced at Alissa. I followed his eyes and found her shaking her head, mouthing "no" to him. "...these parties, you'll turn the pictures over to the proper authorities. I understand. Nothing is for free. A couple things, though. I get copies, so it goes both ways, and...." Here he hesitated, clearing his throat a few times like the arid climate had finally caught up to him.
"And?" I prompted.
"I want to see you, you two I mean. I want to watch you do it. Here. On her desk. I want to watch you fuck her."
I rolled my eyes. "You have been speaking to Travers, right? Rictor Travers? Mr. Rectum himself?"
The man looked caught and despite himself, nodded. If he was a head negotiator, clearly when his cock was hard, he lost some of his chops.
"Well, what did the good Mr. Travers tell you?"
"Just that he had made a deal with you, er, with PB&K and it included watching Mrs. Honeywell fucked on her desk. He got to see her naked. I want to see that too."
I looked over at Alissa. She was sitting forwards on the edge of her chair, arms folded in front of her.
"Do you care if this man sees you naked?" I asked.
She shook her head, then nodded.
I shook my head. "Okay, which is it? You want to show him your tits or not?"
"What are you asking her for?" Hughes asked, his voice a little stronger.
"Because I wanted to know her answer. I may look like a genius but I can't read minds. Hell, women have minds with a completely different OS than the rest of us. So rather than trying to hack in, I prefer a simple interrogative. Sometimes it works and I don't feel silly for not having asked if, when we go off the tracks because of a miscommunication, then she says all I had to do is ask. When it comes to fucking, I always ask first, just to be clear what is possible. Sometimes it isn't." I'd said more than I intended. I am just not the laconic guy. I did manage to stop the flow and take notice of whom I was speaking to.
"Oh." Hughes said when he noticed I was looking at him. He'd been staring at Alissa. "I didn't believe it. I never thought you'd fuck to get our business. They are trying to get rid of me, back at the home office so then sent me here to...well, to find out if it was true, that you'd use sex to get business."
"You need to speak to me. She is just a nice pair of tits now that we are discussing pleasure. I presume the details you need from her have been provided. Now it is my responsibility to make this deal satisfying to you. I offer a woman of distinction, that is to say of experience and one of..." I hesitated. I was thinking of Kyla and Darlene. "...of different experience, that is to say younger, enough to be her daughter."
"I thought you said...?" Real angst throbbed in Hughes' voice.
"Gotcha. You do want to do a woman and her daughter."
The man looked embarrassed and then showed why he was here, and how he came to be a master of the universe, despite being on the outs with the home office.
"Who doesn't? Isn't that part of every man's bucket list? To do a woman and her daughter."
I grunted. My bucket was full of the MILF List. I hope it doesn't mean you have to die when its full. I'd be dying anytime now.
"I mean, at the same time...well...not the same time really since we all only have one cock...you do only have one cock, right? There ain't nothin' weird about your equipment is there?"
I grinned a little to show I was kidding, at least a little.
"No, not besides my wife having my balls."
"That's pretty normal, I understand." I waved a hand at him. "Oh you won't need them. I have a woman who has balls enough for you both."
"That's anatomically inconvenient, not that I'm prejudiced! I'm just...."
"You have standards. No, she doesn't wear her balls like you and I do. She has guts I mean. It is tricky to use metaphor in discussions like this." I almost made that a question but stopped myself on the logic that it might sound like I didn't know what I was doing. If you don't know what you are doing, it is double trouble if you sound that way to boot. "She has nice tits."
I took out my camera. "Do you mind? A little snap of you so she can see if she likes your looks or not. I don't have any women collared who are much good at acting. If they don't like you, they spit in your face or use their teeth when they blow you."
"Ow. That can't be comfortable." Hughes said with a sheepish grin.
The guy was loosening up. I grunted, took out my phone. I dialed Kyla.
She answered. "Hi, Sonny." She said brightly. "I want to meet your girl friend."
"So do I. Listen, are you busy tonight? And your beautiful daughter?" I heard the hitch in her hesitation.



"You mean Darlene?"
"Yes, tonight."
"Oh. Oh! This is for Alissa? It's finally...this was my assignment for Landon, wasn't it?"
"Yes, yes it was but this is short notice, if you could give us a little slack here, we'll make it up to you another time. Promise."
"Shall I check with Darlene."
"She's your daughter. I thought you could do with her as you like. No. Nothing strange. You just have to be naked in bed with her. Yes, of course its a man and he wants to have sex with both you, one at a time. Well, I suppose kissing counts but he says he only has one cock so, if tab A in slot B is sex, then its one at a time but the other gets to watch, I guess. What time? Do you have the night? Fine, yes, then seven. She can go late, or leave early if she has tests. Fine."
"Sonny, where?"
"Oh right." I got Hughes' hotel. Kyla knew where it was. "Meet him in the bar, is there a bar there?"
Kyla affirmed there was and Hughes nodded. "I'll send you his picture. Seven, then. Oh, right. I was thinking everything that doesn't leave a mark. Right. You can figure that out with him I presume. Thanks."
I realized I hadn't used her name, she could figure that out by herself.
I looked over at Mr. Hughes. He didn't seem to be the bad sort. This was how a woman had to compete with men who got a woody doing a big deal and wanted to go strut around a strip club where it made sense rather than at Appleby's, where it would be embarrassing.
"We're on. That to say you're on." I clapped my hands together and brushed them back and forth. "My work here is done. Unless you have something else to add?"
Hughes looked at me and then over at Alissa.
"Her." He said nodding in Alissa' direction. "I want to know that she does fuck, whatever Travers says, I still don't believe it."
I looked at Alissa. She gave me the slightest nod. I liked her spunk, more spunk from me was a good thing, I thought. Glad to provide it so long as she used it in constructive situations. I glanced at the clock. Three-twenty. I had a little time. I relaxed a little.
"What does she get if you get a gander at her?" I asked.
Alissa stared at me.
Hughes looked at her and cocked his head. "I'll go to eighteen percent." He said.
"Won't that get you into trouble at the home office?" Alissa asked.
And she's supposed to know how to negotiate.
The man shrugged. "Maybe. This was an attempt to boot me out. I doubt I'll be around anyway."
"This is good for you and your company, too. I'll tell them you can't be replaced or we won't participate. They need Sid, so they need me and I'll make sure they need you."
Hughes squinted at her.
"Why are you doing that? We already agreed to the deal, now you are changing it?"
"You added my ass into the picture."
"Yes, but your are making things better, for me I mean. Why?"
Alissa smiled. "Because we need your business and I'm horny. I want him to do me. I do." She smiled a crooked smile. "And I want you to watch, so you can tell people what they don't have and can't get." She shrugged off her jacket and began unbuttoning the blouse.
Hughes watched without blinking. Alissa pulled the shirt tails out of the skirt and shrugged it off too. She unhooked her bra and dropped it, exposing her fabulous tits to the man.
"Travers got to see this, you should. I like you, I just don't want to fuck you or anyone else. I'm his. If he wants to give me to you, he can but I don't think he will."
Alissa unzipped the skirt on both sides and let it slide down her hips and off. She stepped out of it and lay it with the jacket and blouse on her chair. She looked over at me.
I started to shake. I held up a finger and groaned.
"I need the WC." I whispered.
Alissa frowned. "You could have told me before I showed him my tits."
I grinned. "Let him suck them to keep you in the mood. I'll be right back." I looked at Hughes. He had the perfect look in his eyes, all lust and amazement. "Heat her up." I muttered and left the room. On the way to the bathroom I came face to face with Bickerstaff. He frowned at me.
"What are you doing here?" He growled.
"Fucking your wife." I growled back and stepped past him.
"You haven't done my ex-wife yet and she's waiting on you. And my daughter and my sister. What are you waiting for?"
I stopped, turned to look at him.
"Tell me you aren't getting impatient."
"Clara says no more of her till you have completed your, eh, what shall I call it?"
I shrugged. I didn't know either. I did wonder what Clara had in mind but gave it no more thought. Clearly she was angling for something but I had too much pussy on my plate and in the air around me to give Bickerstaff and his promises to Sid much thought.
In the bathroom, I did my business and took a little while to clean Ms. Zenobia off my cock. She was pungent and dank. I used one of the wet wipes I carried with me and when I was table-ready myself, I buttoned up and went back to Alissa's office.
She was naked, sitting on the desk, her knees outside Hughes' legs, leaning into him while he sucked on one gigantic tit. She looked past him at me when I opened the door and stepped into the office. She patted him on the head. He sat back, looking up at her.
"Nice try but you just don't do it for me." She said. She disengaged from her perch before him and walked around the desk, found a towel and wiped herself down. When she wiped her thighs, her lie became evident. I watched the realization seep into Hughes by his eyes. Tension and chagrin diminished until there was none. He turned and looked at me.
My time and my turn had arrived, I decided. Suddenly I was raging hard.
I moved to Alissa, slipping around behind her and twisting her to face the desk, positioning her at the end of it. I fumbled at my pants with one hand and gave up, released her and unlatched my belt with both hands. My body echoed with desire, throbbing that focused down to my cock where it should. Alissa posed in a garter and stockings and her ebony skin. When I returned my hands to her body, she turned to look at Hughes.
"He owns me." She whispered. "Now, he is going to use me. Let me tell you something. Travers is being penalized but not as it could be."
I held still, letting her talk. The waiting tingled through me and I used the lee moment to feel her hips under my hands, her hot, silken skin and the waves of lust rising off of her like flocks of sea gulls from a newly planted field.
"Travers wife and daughter have been forfeited to us and Sid has agreed to turn them over to Sonny here. If Travers persists in this, two things will happen. Sid will be the one to mount his wife and daughter and anyone following his suggestion will find Sonny between the legs of any woman of note in your life. Like your niece, for example. She wants to model, we'll teach her to model on her back. This is not an idle threat but I don't want to pose like this for anyone else. You be sure to tell them this didn't happen and isn't ever going to, not for you and not for anyone else."
I took that moment to position my cock at the entrance to her body and thrust into her. Alissa was excited, wet and open like a New York City tunnel at two in the morning. I plunged into her depths and she groaned around the sensation, panting and finally finishing her thought.
"Un, un, unless I chose to. Enjoy Sonny's solution and shut the fuck up about it." She bowed her head, her arms locked straight and she bumped her ass back at me, crushing her fine ass between us. "Fuck me, Sonny, god, please fuck me!" She cried. Her head dropped and she rocked onto her heels.
I took her cue and pulled back on her waist, ramming into her. She grunted. I pushed against her, separating us and letting her ass flow back into its natural shape and then smashed against it again. I focused on the feeling of her ass, plush and rich, dark and silken against my skin. I ground against it, swishing my cock around inside her body. Her stocking clad legs whisked against my bare legs.
"Oh sweet lord!" Alissa gasped. "Oh god, Sonny, this, this, this is getting to be a hab...hab...habit."
"What?" I wheezed, searching for the itinerant antecedent.
"Fuck, fuck, fucking for an audience in my office. Oh god, oh god, fuck me!" Her voice wavered and rolled the words in a rich contralto of tension. She dropped her head again and arched her back, pushing back against me. "Ride me, mount me, fuck me!" She growled.
I stopped.
"What?" She said, twisting to look at me. "Don't stop for gods sake."
"The order."
"I, oh I'm sorry, I wasn't ordering you...."
I interrupted.
"No. The order should be mount me, ride me, fuck me. You have to mount before you can ride."
Alissa went completely still, twisted around to peer back at me over the long pier of her dusky back, shining in the dull light of the office. She jerked more till she could fix both dark eyes on me.
I'd been still but with her twisted like that, her pussy clamped down like riot police on gay bikers invading a children's parade. I pulled back, rippling through the clasping folds of her pussy and then hammered my cock deep into her. Alissa's eyes flickered and closed for moment. She waited, not moving to see if I was going to continue our latest version of the horizontal bop. When I didn't continue the syncopated sensations, she opened her eyes.
"Fuck. You. Sonny." She said distinctly and turned back forward. She looked at Hughes. A ribald chuckle shook her torso, making her tits waver below her. "If you ever fuck a wise ass, remember this moment. I was about to come and the asshole starts parsing my fucking grammar!" She rocked onto one hand and used the freed hand to reach back and slap idly at my ass. "Giddyup, dick head and that is an order! Fuck me!"
I pulled out of her. Now it might seem like I was being petty or contrary but in truth, I suddenly wanted feel her tits bundled up against my bare chest.
"Christ of the flies, what now?"
"Turn around. Face me. I need a kiss." I stepped back to give her room to maneuver without knocking me on my ass, since my slacks were around my ankles still, so yeah, I shuffled back with little steps. I unbuttoned my shirt and opened it.
Alissa straightened and looked at me, her eyes dark with arousal and intense with desire. She hitched her ass up on the desk and sat back on her hands. I pushed her knees apart and pulled her ass to the tipping edge of the desk. Holding her by the knees and lifting her legs, I crouched between her stocking-coated thighs. She freed one hand by rocking onto the other and fit the head of my cock back inside her pussy. I shuffled forward, pressing my cock into her with an uneven series of rocking advances that left her grunting with pleasure. The pleasure was not all mine but by god, I got more than my fair share. Feeling my cock slide into her with her legs in my hands roused every numb, dumb and crumbling nerve and gave it something to do. I swear the hair stood up on my head.
The look in Alissa's eyes shouted amazement.
"Oh god, oh god!" She moaned as I pulled her onto my cock. She dropped to her elbows as I lifted her knees higher. Suddenly she dropped onto the desk, banging her head. Her legs tightened around me, turning in my hands to lock around me, pulling me deeper into the crevice of her body. One garter strap snapped and the stocking turned loose, sagged. Buried in her, I leaned over her, panting with the exertion. With her legs snuggly fitted around me, I no longer needed to hold onto her knees. I bent down. Her eyes opened.
"The, the kiss." She managed to speak the words around her panting breath. "Kiss me."
I bent further, placing my hands beside her ribs, dropped to my elbows which pulled my cock out of her a ways, then clasped one wobbly breast and directed it to my lips. I sucked on the summit of it, the black skin molded by my hand, swollen with her excitement and mine. I licked and kissed and sucked her nipple till she jerked.
"Bite me." She muttered hoarsely.
I located the nub of her nipple, took it between my teeth and, as I thrust my cock back into the deepest recesses of her body, I bit down.
Alissa screamed and jerked under me. Her hips suddenly began to quiver, little shimmers that quickly deepened into great hunching motions. She fucked herself onto my cock, ramming her pussy onto me over and over again until she tensed, squeezed me hard with her fine legs and bucked and bucked and cried out."
I glanced at the clock. I hated that but I did but I did. It was nearly five and with traffic, I was easily forty-five minutes from Lynn and her milk-laden tits. The thought of her, while rooted in Alissa electrified me. My first thought was I'd preserve myself for a healthy dose of Lynn with a side of Holly but suddenly I felt the spirit and I rose up, leaving Alissa's breast. I gripped her thighs and hammered into her.
She sensed my sudden revival, feeling my lust made real, turning lascivious thoughts into rampant actions and she responded, thrilled that her body and her soul splayed on the desk again could rouse me in this way. No need to tell her...I stopped suddenly. My orgasm was right there at the door, like a sweepstakes angel bringing me good news.
"There's, there's a woman I have to fuck." I grunted, resuming my pummeling motion between Alissa's twilight legs. "She's has milk...in her tits...and she wants, wants me to suck it out of them!" I growled.
Alissa's eyes opened wide and then she hammered back at me, slamming her hips against me as best she could in that position, her back on the desk. I pulled her ass clear of the edge of the desk. She dangled off the edge, helpless. I slammed between her legs. She cried out again, her voice warbling like a broken siren full of mud. She was trying to cry out and speak and breathe all at the same time and none of them were accomplished very well.
I erupted. The orgasm lashed at me and I surrendered to it. I lifted her by the thighs and pushed her ass back onto the desk, lay down on her and let go of my orgasm. I pumped between her legs for half a minute, blowing and gasping in her ear. Her tits nuzzled my chest.
"Good Christ in the ocean!" Hughes muttered.
Christ, I'd forgotten him, Hughes I mean. I lifted my head, though it felt like a hundred pounds of lead and looked around. The poor guy was sitting there with one hand gripping the arm of the chair and the other clutching the bulge in his pants. At least he wasn't yawning or asleep. That would have hurt my three little feelings.
"Milk, Sonny? Really?" Alissa grunted under me.
I stood up, her legs released me and I shuffled backwards.
"Really. She called. I really need to go."
"Fuck...." Alissa hesitated, her eyes suddenly going wide. "Holy abbots and nuns, Sonny, you make me forget myself. I say things I shouldn't say. Forgive me?"
I bent over and pulled up briefs and trousers, bumping her humid thigh with my forehead. I buttoned and tucked and rearranged before I looked at her. I moved around the desk and bent to kiss her cheek. She moved her lips so I kissed her on the mouth. I moved to her near ear. "Shall I offer Mr. Hughes a little taste?" I whispered softly. "Of you, I mean."
She grunted. "If he accepted that offer, he'd likely get the whole meal, dessert and brandy in the library besides." She whispered back. "So no."
I stood up and looked at the man. Too bad for him.
"Mr. Hughes, please pardon me for fucking and running. You should walk down with me as you should be at your hotel by seven all fresh and ready to be ridden hard and put up wet."
"I thought the man did the riding."
I chuckled.
"You haven't met these two cowgirls. I hope you have a strong tongue. They neither one have the patience to go second, so you'll be doing double duty." I hesitated and decided. "The mother, she has a magic ass. I highly recommend it but remember, pussy then ass, never the other way around. Treat them like you own them and want to use them again and I'll thank you for it. Come along."
Alissa stopped me with a look. That she was still naked didn't hurt when it came to getting my attention.
"You go on out to the lobby, Mr. Hughes. I'll be there in a minute."
The man rose stiffly and left us.
"Yes, Mrs. Honeywell? What's on your mind?"
"Sonny, Sid said we need to settle the financial arrangements with you. You are on retainer so we need to make a regular deposit. For the next three or four months we anticipate you having expenses. Sid thought ten-thousand a month should be enough."
"God love a duck." I muttered. I felt odd but relieved at the same time. "How do I deserve that? That makes me nervous. Even my ass isn't worth that, virgin as it is."
Alissa laid a hand on my arm.
"Sonny, I don't think you know how much it means to him to...ah...." She stopped speaking, her eyes wide like she'd about told a secret.
"I know. Mom is a delight and he's a lucky man."
Alissa shook her head. "No, no, he hasn't mentioned her and honestly I sort of forgot about her. How is she? No matter. Sid was worried about Annie, that she was going to lose her mind here, isolated and alone as she had to be, away from the fishheads of Shanghai, as he put it. He is really pleased that you are showing her such consideration. I think she gives him lots of details, you know?"
I didn't but decided to keep that to myself. I wondered how much Anne or Annie either one told him about my use of her considerable talents.
"She told him about Lydia and Quilla. He told me about that and damned if he didn't sound like a proud papa."
That embarrassed the hell out of me.
"Well, he's slipping the super sized salamander to my mother, maybe it makes sense."
"Sonny, don't be crude."
It's funny to me how just talking about my mother allowed Alissa slip back into the mom-mode and instruct me in how to be civilized as she had for years while I was growing up, all while she stood before me nude, except for my collar and dripping my cum between her very healthy and hot legs. I had a moment, thinking back before I had hair on my balls...I'd never believe what I was doing now. Who would? I grinned at her and hunched my shoulders.
"Yes, Mom." I said with a leer looming behind it. She was buck naked, after all. Her chocolate breasts tended to waver and flounce just from her regular breathing. When she panted, they did a little dance that just demanded the eye, like a hundred dollar bill in a g-string.
"Sonny, honest, Sid talks about Anne all the time and how she has evened out since...since...oh hell, since you fucked her."
"Since she slipped on my collar?" I offered as an alternative. I reached out and tapped Alissa's. She shuddered.
"God, Sonny, don't do that. You don't know what that does to me." She stepped back out of my reach. Her tits waved at me. I wanted to wave back. Her legs were still covered by the garter straps dangled all the way around so the stockings sagged and bagged on her full legs. She looked like someone had just fucked her good. Just saying how she looked. Not bragging, really.
"Did I tell you Melissa was coming this weekend? She'll be in Saturday sometime. She has a late flight but will be stand-by on an earlier one. She'll call when she gets a seat."
Suddenly I felt crowded by the world. My god, how much pussy can one man take, do, have, fuck? I was just thinking and I couldn't get the words to come out right.
"She has next week off, so we can play some."
"You told me all that once."
"Oh. Do you have classes?"
I sighed.
"Couldn't she have come over spring break? God, you females are going to kill me."
She rolled her eyes.
"What a way to die, though, right?" She grinned and moved closer, taking hold of my elbow and cuddling those fabulous ebony breasts against me. "You know, Sonny, I just noticed that for the first time since I got my period, I don't resent my sister and I don't think she resents me. We don't bitch at each other any more. She asks about you. I think her husband is way happier with her than before...you know." She bowed her head. Had she had white skin I bet it would have gone all crimson.



"Oh, another thing. Mrs. Bickerstaff the first came to the office this morning and stopped by my office. Guess what she wanted?"
I searched my memory for if I knew her or not.
"Have we met?" I asked tentatively, not wanting to insult her even though she was not a present object, only the subject of our conversation.
Alissa shook her head.
"I don't think so. If you had, you'd remember. I always thought Caroline was too much for Bicky to handle and I was right. I think she was doing the pool boy, or boys as it were, they have a big pool or used to...you get my meaning. She was riding into the sunset while Bicky was at work. He always claimed his was tit for that, and not innate doggedness. Kline was always a run around Schtuppy, unlikely at that sounds, given how he looks. Rebecca became glassed in just to keep from getting goo on her from his sloppy seconds and thirds and forths. Anyway, Caroline was in and leaned over my desk and demanded that you call her. She said she was tired of waiting for the other shoe to drop, or maybe she meant waiting for her panties to drop and she had to get it over with."
"That makes me sound so noble, like a root canal."
"You bring the root, she has the canal and I didn't mean it like that, though. I think she has been looking forward to it, you."
Here Alissa hesitated and did the classic woman chewing her lower lip to show she was ashamed of something.
"What did you do, Mrs. Honeywell?" I asked, my voice going all soft and ominous.
"Well, two things really. I told her that you had to do her and her daughter, at the same time."
I lightened up immediately.
"Well, that doesn't sound so bad, unless her daughter has been trampled."
"The lady isn't a tramp." Alissa smiled. "I think you'll find Caroline and her daughter...let me put it this way, I think Auhmay might approve."
"I can't lure her into this...can I?"
"I don't think so. Maybe you can but you shouldn't."
"Is that all? Wait, you said two things."
Alissa chewed her lip and looked up at me.
"I sort of gave her your phone number. She insisted, said she couldn't wait on you to get your dick pointed in her direction. She wanted to go for a ride and she wasn't waiting any longer. So you might be hearing from her."
"Might?"
"I can't say for sure. She has never been consistent, always making threats and never following through except once in a great while."
"Just enough to make you pay attention the rest of the time, a sort of cut-rate revenge."
"Exactly." Alissa smiled, a little relieved. Her eye darkened and dilated.
"You better go. Or I won't let you leave." She spoke the words in a small voice that tickled the roof of my mouth.
I bent over her and kissed her, caressing one breast as I did so.
"Shoo! Go on. Hughes is waiting for you."
I went out to foyer and Hughes rose out of his seat. He made eyes at Clara but she ignored him. We walked out of the office. Clara gave me a licentious glare, the hungry look of the pussy exiled to the arid land of Bickerstaff and Kline. I ignored her. The elevator was crowded and we pushed in. I could tell that everyone could smell the emanations of sex rising off of me after just a few seconds. Two women snarled at me and one licked her lips. I didn't bother to look at the males in the mix.
In the lobby, spat out of the elevator like a fat man sitting on a toothpaste tube, I stopped and shook Hughes' hand.
"Mr. Duncan, I have to say, that was remarkable. I do. It was. I have never seen anything like that, ever."
I shrugged.
"I try to please."
"Please? Hell, I thought she was going to come out of her skin before you let her alone. God, honestly, I didn't know a woman could come like that. No wonder she says no to the likes of me."
"If anyone asks, just say we take care of our clients. Ambiguity can be just as enticing as being explicit." I reached out and patted his doughy cheek. It so surprised him I dropped my hand before he could object.
"No kissing and telling and no telling what you've seen. Enjoy my girls and perhaps we'll meet again in life."
"I hope not. My niece, she's a nice girl. I hate to think what would become of her if she discovered orgasms like what I just witnessed."
I smiled and left him.
Across the street to the bar. Holly was still hitched to the stainless steel bar but now two men sat on either side of her chatting her up. I leaned laconically between one and her, unhitched her and led her by the leash out of the bar. I felt the turning heads. It was another version of being in class with her leashed and collared. She didn't speak till I opened the car door for her.
She turned to look at me, pulling her coat around her body in a bid to keep out the increasing cold.
"I never imagined what it would feel like to be seen this way. They thought I was a hooker and offered me two grand just for a hand job." She shuddered against the cold. "The barkeep shooed them away."
"Shit!" I grunted. I forgot to pay him. "Stay here." I said, tucking Holly into the cold car. I ran back. The bartender was busy as a one-armed paper hanger but eventually he noticed me, glanced at where Holly had been seated. He came over to me.
"Shit man, she was there a minute ago."
I held up the hundred dollar bill.
"I took her away from all this."
He stared at the bill. "And you came back? To tip the gay guy?"
I nodded.
He took the bill.
"Come in any time. I'll watch your property, better next time. Promise." He grinned and winked. I arched an eyebrow and left the bar.
The drive across town was torturous. It was nearly six-thirty before we pulled up to the dealership. The place was dark. I turned off the lights but was about to turn them back on and back out when I saw movement in the spangled gloom. A light flared and Seth Morrison appeared in the frame of an office door. He gestured me to an outer door. He went still when Holly got out of the car. I didn't see his reaction when she extended the silver chain to me; maybe he didn't see it in the gathering gloom.
The door opened.
"Thank god. That woman is crazy as a sack full of tom cats." Morrison said. He stepped to the side and I led Holly inside. She was shivering again but it wasn't all the cold. Of that I was certain. The door closed behind us and I stopped. I wanted Seth to confront this image of his sister. I waited for someone to speak but no one did. Finally, I turned around.
The siblings were standing, facing each other; Holly was so much shorter, they hardly seemed related. Seth towered over her but he stared at her as if he was seeing her for the first time.
I just waited for their sensuous little moment to pass.
"Goddamn." Morrison said finally. "My sister looks hot like that."
"Back off, Seth. You had your chance. You traded me in for Lydia and her whelp." Holly growled at him.
I stepped in.
"This, this is what you wanted, Seth." I said softly. "She's mine to use as I like. For her you get Lydia and her daughter."
"Hardly a fair trade." He said immediately.
I could see Holly swelling up to object but I gestured away from us, not really sure where to point. "You have Lynn here, right? That ought to balance that out for you."
He grimaced. "God, no, that's another favor I owe you. I can't start bedding the helps' wives. The place would implode and it'd be all my fault. I have rules and that is one I don't relish violating." His eyes strayed to his office door. "She's in my office. Thank god you're here because I have no idea how I was going to get her out of there. I don't know what she's been doing in there." He shook his head. He glanced back at his sister.
"What's with the collar and leash?" He asked, reaching out and twitching it a little. The chain swung back and forth between Holly and I, glinting in the light from the office where Morrison had been when we drove up.
I hesitated, decided to wait for Holly to answer, thinking that could be good as in fascinating as Mr. Spock used to say, god rest his cold-blooded soul.
Holly looked over at me and then back at her brother.
"I agreed to follow him anywhere until he fucks me. I thought that'd be half an hour but turns out he has a bench longer than the Supreme Court. I should have let you negotiate this deal for me, brother of mine. I don't know when he's going to break down and do me but given the last couple days, I might have to quit work altogether. He has more pussy than a dog pound." Nope, that made no sense.
Morrison proved that he didn't understand literary license at all.
"Sis, if you need to do that to, uh, get over this and well, get over it, then I'll support you. I've always said so, that you don't need to work so hard. I make enough money to pay your bills and mine now." He gestured half at the chain between us. "If you want to wear that, you can, for as long as you like."
He looked at me and squinted.
"Does that mean I get Lydia and her kid while she wears that thing?" He cocked his head suddenly. "Fuck me, do you mean she wears it all the time and goes everywhere with you?"
I nodded. Holly nodded, her motion made the chain sway.
"Oh my god." He grinned suddenly, like a light had just gone on. "Everywhere? Like to class or to the mall?"
His two examples seemed oddly apropos but I left that alone, chalking it up to a lucky guess. I chuckled, following Holly's lead.
"Everywhere. That was the agreement. If she refuses, then I get her ass, too. She can take off the collar if I break and fuck her. If she breaks, I get to keep her."
"Breaks?" Morrison asked, his tone forbidding.
"If I refuse to go with him wearing this fucking thing. If I refuse to go some place with it on that he wants me to go." Holly explained.
I nodded. We were making a good team. The truth was more interesting but we both believed this elegant lie was better for Morrison.
He grinned again. He nodded then glanced back at the door to his office.
"She's back there. Waiting. God, she's been here nearly four hours."
"I bet she went to sleep." Holly whispered.
As if on perfect cue, the door opened and Lynn Graves appeared, framed by the fluorescent desk light behind her.
"You're here. I thought I heard voices." Lynn said, her piping voice seemed like a little tendril of sound in the cavernous show room. "I'm glad you're here." She squinted. "Who's that with you?"
I grinned.
"This is Holly, Seth's sister."
Lynn snorted.
"Is she a tight ass like her brother? I offer to blow him, let him see my tits, drink my milk, or fuck me and all he does is stutter and burp. Everyone's scared of him and he purrs like a pussy when I walk into his office." She turned around and walked back into his office, still framed by the blue-white light. She stood still but in moments it was apparent that she was unbuttoning her dress. It was one of those one piece things that buttons down the front clear to the knees. She shrugged it off and she stood in the light, in hose and her bra, the thick strap creasing her back.
Lynn turned around, pointing her big guns at us.
"You all coming in? It's cold out there."
Morrison looked at me and waved a hand in front of us.
"Oh no, brother, you have to watch."
Shit, I thought. The image of me fucking Holly while she ate Lynn or sucked milk from her mammoth tits evaporated.
Morrison ground his teeth. He finally nodded.
"Goddamn. What are you nattering about? My tits ache and I need a little release. Do you mind moving it along?"
Lynn was a charming woman, full of poetry and art. Not.
I led the way, literally leading Holly behind me. She forgot the leash and I felt it jerk at her when she didn't immediately tag along behind me. Lynn turned on the overhead light as I got to the doorway. I could see huge splotches of dark color on her tan bra. She was certainly leaking.
The three of us crowded into the room. Seth went right into the far corner behind the desk and pressed his broad shoulders into it. He was trying to make himself small but without success. He couldn't hide, even a little.
For a moment, no one moved or spoke. Lynn slouched on the edge of the desk, her breasts swaying pleasantly as she breathed. Holly and I stood side be side. I was staring and I imagined that Holly was too. I didn't really know how to start this situation. I guess I was waiting for Lynn to offer us a drink.
"What's with the collar and leash?" Lynn asked, cocking her head at us. One of her small hands moved up and she pressed at the underside of her mammoth breast. Her lank body made it seem so much larger but it wasn't an optical illusion; she did have humongous tits but her body size made them seem that much larger. The wet splotches added to the impression.
"We made a bet." Holly said. "He fucks me and I can take off the collar. I refuse to go with him some place and he can fuck my ass."
Lynn looked confused.
"You don't like a cock in the ass? I do that all the time. Barry comes in a cat's sneeze and poof, its over. No fuss no muss, well, it ain't stainless but you know what I mean. Why would you refuse to...oh. I see."
I didn't and I had no idea what Lynn was thinking.
"Lay her down. No, take off her bra and you two suck her tits. Milk her." Morrison spoke from the corner. He shoved out of the corner and cleared the desk, piling everything onto the top of the old file cabinet. "Wait, I have pads for...whatever, I'll put down a soft pad." He eased past us all and out the door, not touching anyone. I closed the door after him, almost locking it. I didn't because Holly had been the one to insist he be in the room.
Holly moved over in front of Lynn. She moved a hand tentatively to the woman's large breast. Her hand folded in under it and hefted it up. Lynn groaned.
"God, don't do that. I am so horny I was ready to fuck a rocking horse." She put a hand over Holly's small hand and pressed it up under the bra cup, lifting the breast and then letting it drop. "God, please, don't make me wait."
"You really want us to suck milk out of your tits?" Holly asked, her voice wired with disbelief, like she'd misunderstood something somewhere along the line.
Lynn smiled.
"I suppose that seems a little weird. My daughter, she can't keep up. I am a milk-making machine. If she drank all the milk I make, she be dunking basketballs by now. Barry is tired of it and told me he wasn't going to milk me any more and I should get a pump." The young woman grinned. "I thought maybe I'd get Sonny here to give it a try. He seemed to like it before. So did the redhead."
Holly gasped, pulling her hand way from Lynn's breast.
"The redhead?" She twisted around to look at me.
I nodded.
"Yes. Lydia. We were, ah, just finishing when she came into the office and she had a little taste."
"A mouthful, anyway." Lynn added.
The door opened.
I guess we were waiting for Morrison. He came into the room with a fluffy blanket. He arranged it on the desk and squished back into his corner. The rest of us stood staring down at it, like we had no idea what it was for.
"Lay down, Lynn." Morrison said tightly. "Let them both suck your titties at the same time."
Lynn, strangely, said nothing but turned her back to me. When I didn't do or say anything, she twisted her head around.
"Unhook me, stupid. If I do it, I make a new mess. I've been leaking for hours and pussy breath over there refused to help me out."
Holly reached up and unhooked the bra with her deft fingers. My hands were shaking so I'd have been crying over spilt milk if I'd tried to release her breasts from their bondage. Lynn removed the bra and tossed it onto the visitors' chair with her dress. She lay down, leaving her hose on. Her breasts didn't wobble and fall down but with the help of her upper arms, remained on the crest of her body. One nipple dribbled and when she shifted, it spurted a white line of milk, arching up over her body and splattering onto her belly.
"See? I'm bursting. Come get it. Lunch is served." Lynn lay back and closed her eyes.
Holly glanced at me, her face an odd mixture of curiosity and guilty lust She moved around to Seth's side of the desk and stood looking down at the prone woman. Lynn's legs dangled off the end of the blanket-draped desk.
Lynn's eyes opened, switching back and forth from Holly to me.
"What's the hold up? Don't tell me now that you are lactose intolerant!"
Holly and I both shook our heads no, but neither of us moved. Lynn reached out a hand and took hold of Holly's hand.
"Honey, come on. Help a girl out. If you do, I'll go down on you or you can go down on me after he fucks me. Whatever, just, please, god, suck my tits!"
Holly shook herself and let the hand draw her close. Instead of approaching the woman's swollen breasts, she leaned over Lynn's face, looking down at Lynn. Lynn's eyes shifted back and forth, gazing up at the other woman so close. She licked her lips and swallowed.
"I feel like I should kiss you first, on the lips I mean, before I suck your tits." Holly whispered. She chortled a little. "Like that makes sense."
Lynn nodded her head a little.
"I understand. I do. Go ahead."
Holly lowered her mouth to Lynn's lips and kissed her. Lynn moaned. Holly was twisted to the side so her body didn't touch Lynn's bare tits. I waited, watching. The kiss tiptoed this way and that, hedging around the passion that seemed just out of sight in both women. Little by little, they found their way to actually kissing. Both women groaned at the same time and I supposed they had opened their mouths.
"Jesus Christ, they're kissing. My sister is kissing another woman."
I wanted to tell Morrison to shut the fuck up but the two women didn't seem to hear him. A good sign, I thought. I moved then.
Lynn had one hand on the back of Holly's head and Holly had a hand cupping Lynn's cheek. I bent over the enormous breast nearest me, inspecting it. It indeed appeared swollen. The nipple was fat and oozing a little clear liquid with swirls of white in it. I thought about kissing the side or teasing her but figured I'd get a shower. I think Lynn felt the heat of my breath because she shifted a little, rocking a little in my direction, even as Holly held onto her face. I moved to her nipple, reached out my tongue and touched the damp end of her nipple.
Her whole body jerked. It scared me. I pulled back, amazed at the suddenness of the roar in my ears and the rush of my heart. It felt like my chest was swelling up like Lynn's tits. The sound of the two women kissing stopped.
"Kiss it, suck it." Lynn said softly.
I felt Holly watching me. I wanted to peek at her in the worst way but didn't. Instead, I moved into position over Lynn's huge breast. I felt her upper arm press at the side, standing it up under my mouth. I closed my eyes and lowered my lips. I felt the pebbled surface of her stretched aureole and closed my lips a little. Her nipple felt rubbery and slick between my lips. The breast shifted and I clamped down on her nipple, even as it threatened to roll away from me. Then I felt Lynn's hand on the back of my head. She was speaking but I couldn't hear over the roaring in my ears.
I sucked.
Milk poured over my lips. I was unprepared and it dribbled free, coating her breast like runny frosting. I adjusted, sealing my lips over her nipple and more milk sprayed into my mouth. It was cloyingly sweet. Under me, Lynn groaned. I put a hand to the side of her breast to hold it in place. I ran my tongue around the nipple between my lips. Lynn bucked under me. Her hand clipped to the back of my neck, a little claw, taut and hard, holding me in place.
"Oh Christ, suck my titty!" Lynn cried. "You too. I want to feel you both at once. Please, god, suck my tits!" Her voice apparently had the same effect on Holly that it had on me. Lynn sounded so plaintive, so heart-wrenching, I kissed her breast. When I flicked her stiff nipple with my tongue, she hunched under me. I followed her breast and sucked harder. I got more milk.



I felt something on the side of my head and realized that Holly had joined me. I heard her suck and then glug a little, gulping and swallowing as though trying not to. She did, nonetheless. It sounded unduly loud. I lifted off Lynn's aching breast, pushing against her little claw at my neck. I wanted to see Holly drinking Lynn's milk.
I did.
Holly had fastened her mouth to Lynn's breast and was sucking hard, sucking and swallowing. Mouthful after mouthful of milk passed her lips and she swallowed it down. Lynn moaned. She started trying to talk around the sensation coursing through her body.
"Touch, touch, touch me!" She formed the words with some difficult. I put a hand between her legs and patted her pussy. Her hips bunched and jumped. I bent over her breast, hearing Holly sucking and swallowing with full commitment. I struggled to catch up. I sucked till I had a mouthful of the warm, almost hot milk, and then I swallowed.
At first it was watery, almost tasteless but then it turned thicker and regained a little sweetness. I sucked harder. One hand held her breast to my mouth and the other lay lankly on her abdomen. After a couple minutes, I felt her far hand find mine at her abdomen and push it lower, over her pussy. I cupped her pussy. I felt the tight, elastic hose moving and her hips lifted. Moments later I felt the curls of her bush on my hand. The tight band of her panty hose slipped under my hand and down and way. I felt her pussy on my finger tips. Her hand returned and pressed my hand against her pussy.
All this time I kept sucking at her breast, sucking and swallowing. Holly and I nursed at the woman's enormous, swollen breasts. Lynn moaned under us, her body writhing without really moving, shifting and responding to the sensations coursing through it. Her moans bubbled up into words from time to time but for several minutes, Holly and I sucked her tits and drank her milk.
Finally, her words began to make sense to me.
"Kiss me." She said, and then augmented her instructions with "fuck me!"
A moment later, I heard the sound of kissing. I lifted up and Holly was kissing her, opened mouth and with full passion. They clung to each other like new lovers. I bent down and sucked at the breast again. I ran a finger up Lynn's furrow and felt the first bubble of wetness emerging. I was doing two things at once and neither very well but after a time, realized technique didn't matter to this woman. She was sensitized and primed; all I needed to do was show up.
"My god, they are sucking her tits and drinking her milk!" Morrison's rumbling voice sounded like spring thunder.
I thought it should have startled me but it seemed to calm me, clearing my mind and igniting my body. The next time I heard Lynn moan, "Fuck me." I took it personally.
I left her breast, now dribbling milk without my help. White rivulets ran in three directions down the great curve of her body. Holly lifted up. She turned her head and looked at me. I swear her eyes were glowing.
"Fuck her." Holly whispered. "I want to kiss her while you are inside her."
Cool, I thought. I wanted that too. I had a thought of asking for Lynn's opinion but Holly resumed kissing her. I peeked and found her hose had been pushed just past her pussy. To fuck her, I needed to remove it.
I did. Moving away from her breast, I gentled the taut pantyhose down her thighs and offer her feet. As soon as her feet were free, Lynn widened her legs, as clear an invitation as a guy could ask for short of a printed one. Her hips swelled and dropped, rose and fell, the slightest motion that left no question what Lynn wanted.
I fumbled with my belt and managed to get my pants and briefs down my legs. My cock sprang free. I shuffled between Lynn's legs. She grunted as she felt me push her knees wide. Her pussy bobbed up and down, gaining speed. I grasped her thighs just below her hips, stilling her body. She moaned around Holly's mouth. Holly had a hand on Lynn's breast. She squeezed it hard and a geyser of white liquid shot in a shrinking arc up into the air. I shuffled forward, bending my cock down towards Lynn's pussy. She grunted when the head encountered her slick furrow. I pushed it between her pussy lips into a shallow dead end. I moved and shifted, holding my cock and relying on the head to find its way with its one unseeing eye.
No luck.
Finally, Lynn's hand appeared between us, grasped my cock and jammed it into the proper spot. I felt her body gape and open. Her hand patted my hip and I leaned into her. My cock slid through the tight clasp of her pussy lips into the luscious pool of pleasure at the center of her body. Down into the hot, molten puddle, I thrust. Lynn's hips bucked up under me. I felt her shift and raise her ass. I met her raising body and pushed down. I felt her jerk as I penetrated her deeper and deeper still. She gasped.
"Oh god, he's inside me." Lynn's voice whispered.
I opened my eyes. Holly was looking down Lynn's body, watching me push into Lynn, joining her body with mine. Holly glanced up at me and then turned back to Lynn. Lynn's head wagged back and forth. Holly surrounded it with her right arm, stilling the woman's head, lay her hand against Lynn's face and kissed her, once, twice, three times before surrendering to the passion they were both feeling. The two women kissed and I swear I felt a new sensation from it wrapping around my cock socketed inside Lynn's body. Lynn groaned. She shook Holly free.
"Fuck me hard!" She cried. "Suck my tits." She added, her voice pulled tight.
I looked over at Morrison. The fucker's eyes were closed. His loss, I thought. I grasped Lynn by the lower thighs and pulled her at me, ramming her with my cock. She grunted. I withdrew a ways and returned home, hammering into her with what strength I could muster. She cried out. Holly had moved down to her tits and sucked at one then the other, leaving each, bubbling with milk. Lynn's arms arched past her ears, gripping the end of the desk while I slammed between her open legs.
I pumped in and out of Lynn's pussy, over and over, seeking and finding a steady grinding rhythm that left Lynn panting and gasping. I took the credit even though Holly was at the woman's bubbling tits the whole time. We men take credit for everything and some of the time it is valid. I thrust and ground, pushed and swished, stirring my cock around in Lynn's hot pussy for several minutes. She groaned and moaned the whole time.
Finally, her legs lifted, her knees pressing against my elbows. I was holding her by the waist as I fucked her, letting the pleasure swaddle and cuddle me. When her legs lifted, I took the hint, slipped my arms under her knees and lifted her body, bending her double. That pushed Holly off Lynn's tits. Lynn's legs bent back over her chest and one tit squirted high into the air. The other nipple was blocked by her right leg. I increased my tempo, pumping cock into her faster and faster, smacking against the lean flat of the backs of her thighs, piercing her body as I did so.
I felt the tension rising in her legs. They grew tighter and tighter until Lynn grunted and her body sought to straighten. Her legs pushed at me and that levered her hips off the desk. Higher and higher until I could no longer enter her. My cock slipped free. She groaned and her ass dropped back to the desk. I fumbled around and I swear her pussy opened up and sucked me inside. I fell into her body. This time the sensation was hot and slick. She bubbled around me. Each squeeze of her muscles seemed to be frustrated by the oily slickness of her cunt as it enveloped my thrusting cock.
I felt my orgasm rising up in me. I bent over her body, reached under her and grasped her ass. I pulled her up onto my cock, hammering down into her as I yanked her ass upwards. The collision set off something in Lynn. She huffed and puffed, her body jerked and convulsed. In moments she went tense, all her muscles tightened and she jerked around me. Her hips twitched in my tight grasp fighting against me but loving the restraint, pinned between my hands and my penetrating cock.
"Oh sweet Christ! I'm coming!" Lynn screamed. Her body shook and bucked. That passed and she lay lank and still for a moment. I continued thrusting into her. In moments, her body bucked again. Her pussy clamped down on my cock and for a delicious moment, she wrapped herself perfectly around my cock and pulsed. The pressure and suction combined with the slick velvet of her pussy walls and my orgasm stormed out of me. I humped between the little woman's legs, jamming my cock deep into her body and pumping cum into her time after time after time.
Lynn screamed again, her hips smashed up at me, thrusting back at me meeting my thrusts with hunching jerks of her own. I pumped cum into her. She went still. I continued pumping into her. She convulsed again and suddenly bucked harder and harder and harder, trying over and over again to catch her breath so she could speak or scream. None was available and she resorted to thrashing under me with a series of grunts and inchoate moans. Milk oozed out of both tits.
My orgasm broke and I lost all motion. Her legs had lifted over my shoulders. I tried to lay down on her from sheer orgasmic intoxication but her legs were like leaf springs that held me aloft over her.
"Good god, that looked fun." This was Holly, her voice rattled with jealous arousal.
I pulled out of Lynn's pussy.
"Care for a taste?" I whispered. Lynn's eyes opened, speared me where I stood between her knees and then shifted to Holly. I could not read what was in those eyes but they were certainly aware. I decided to push the envelope and see what I could see. I glanced at Morrison. It's almost funny to see a big tough guy with a horror etched on his face. I doubt the man ever imagined such a thing much less with his sister involved.
I shuffled away from Lynn. My idea of fucking Holly wilted and my cock followed suit. It wasn't fear, although fucking his sister after I forced her to eat Lynn could certainly constitute more than the man could tolerate. I had to face an actual inconvenient truth that was true and that was I'd just come the fourth time since noon or so and I hadn't even had lunch, not counting the milk break. So, yes, I was feeling a little buoyant, perhaps even translucent. I was about to help Lynn off the desk when Holly shouldered me aside. She got down on her knees and proceeded to eat Lynn to several tepid orgasms. I don't mean to demean the accomplishment because after the way Lynn came wrapped around my milk stick, she likely didn't have a lot of snap left in her muscles.
I got dressed while Holly dined.
Lynn lay under her moaning softly the whole time, when she was hissing through an orgasm. Her hands fluttered around Holly but never touched her that I saw. It was like she wanted to move her but just couldn't bring herself to do so.
After about ten minutes, Holly came up for air. She looked up at Lynn. Lynn's tits both still bubbled with milk. One was nearly covered with a pale veil while the other ran with three distinct rivulets, one led to her belly button where a pool formed and then splashed empty at each orgasm.
Holly looked back at me.
"Oh, you ready to leave?"
I looked at Morrison. The big guy's head was turned away and his eyes were fucking closed. I shrugged.
"I need to eat."
Holly gestured at the woman lying naked on the desk.
"Help yourself." She said with an impish smile.
"I was thinking actual meat type protein." I managed to say.
Holly nodded. She'd only removed her coat. Her blouse though was splotched with dark wet spots. Her big breasts were dwarfed by Lynn's but still...by god, my cock got hard and then went back to dozing. I realized that Holly was a hot little potentate. I tried to gaze into the future to guess when I'd be ready to run the ramrod into her six-pound canon and couldn't imagine where I'd fit her in. I really had no idea.
"Let's go get something to eat." I jerked my chin at Morrison who was watching us, like he was at the zoo and we'd just sauntered out of one of the enclosures. "You want a taste or sloppy seconds?"
He shook his head violently, wincing as he did so.
"You'll make sure she gets home okay?"
Morrison nodded.
I believed him. Lynn was an actual MILF as in Got MILF? I smirked to myself, too clever by half.
I put on my coat and helped Holly into hers. I looked at Morrison.
"You going to fuck Lydia or shall I tell her the deal's off and leave Holly here to fend for herself?"
I felt Holly's eyes searing the flesh on my face with little laser beams.
Seth shook his head.
"God, no, don't leave her here. You can't stop now."
"So you'll fuck my wandering red head?" I held up a hand. "She has a couple other obligations so you'll need to fit into her schedule. Oh, Quilla may be easier to have but buddy, that girl swings both ways, so doing them together will be a lot of work. If you need help, call me and I'll send someone over."
The man glowered at me and that seemed to put a little color back in his face.
"Fuck off." He growled.
He'd be fine. I found the end of Holly's chain and led her out of the place into the cold cruel world.
We got in the car and both sat staring at the car dealership. I didn't move or speak.
"My god, that was the weirdest thing I have ever done." Holly mumbled. She sounded drunk. I didn't taste scotch in Lynn's milk but I wouldn't put it past her. No, not with a little cutie on the teat.
"It kinda was." I agreed.
"Jesus, Sonny. Do you fuck this much every day?"
I shook my head.
"No. Shit until about six or nine months ago, I wasn't even an ace."
"An ace? What of spades or hearts?"
I snorted and started the car. Holly didn't speak again until we were eating hamburgers. I was done with mine but my hands were all greasy when the phone rang. I fumbled with it, dropping it twice but finally got it answered. It was Alissa.
"Sonny, have you called Hassum, yet?"
"No."
"You need to. He just called me to see if you have his number. He's waiting for your call."
I rolled my eyes. "Why didn't he just call me?" I asked.
"Sonny," Alissa began. Wow, it was her mom voice, the one she used when I asked her to make a grilled PB&J sandwich. Don't laugh, that is pretty good, really good with lots of jelly. She thought I was batshit crazy.
"What?" I growled, reacting poorly to her tone.
"Sorry. I won't use that tone of voice with you ever again."
I felt vindicated and amazed that she had the cognizance to stop herself. It was like fingernails on a blackboard or wearing stripes and checks.
"What I mean to say is that this is one of those times when you should listen to what I have to say. Hassum may seem like a jolly gay guy who wouldn't hurt a fly but that's an illusion. From what Sid told me, he has a nasty streak that people have come to fear, who know him. He is not to be trifled with and so he doesn't call you. Know it or not, you aren't more than all that and a bag of chips. You charmed him some but that hardly includes him calling you. You call him, never the other way around. So call him. He's waiting for your call and if it makes any difference, he may take it out on me if you jerk him around."
Alissa delivered that with her plainsong business voice, the sort of voice an attorney uses to tell the surviving family that their father squandered the family fortune on hookers and booze and they all get a roll of quarters and a fly swatter as their inheritance.
"I got it, Alissa. Thanks for the insight. I'll call him right now."
I did.
"Mr. Duncan, so nice to hear your mellifluous voice. Thank you for calling me back."
"Sorry I waited so long. I had to fuck a woman and drink milk from her tits. She was in real pain so, well, I got a little distracted and forgot to call you like I was supposed to." I figured some juicy details made the story sound more authentic. Who was I kidding, it didn't sound real at all, even to me and I knew it was true. I had a flash of deja vu.
"Ahem, well, good for you. Nice of you to help a new mother out. God knows they need a village to keep from losing their minds." Hassum chuckled. "Listen, my boy, we have a matter maturing tomorrow and I understand you can handle it for us and by 'us' I mean Mr. Kingston and my employer. Is that right?"
"If you want me to fuck an elephant, I'm going to need a step ladder." I said, not really thinking.
Hassum took it in the manner it was intended and laughed and laughed.
For a while I felt proud but then, after it went on for a while, I thought maybe he was making fun of me. He eventually wound down.
"You should be on Twitter, Sonny. There's lots of folks who would love you!"
"Twitter? Right. Like I have time to read my phone."
"Tweets fit on the phone just perfect. But no matter, tweet or fuck. The Travers women are arriving Wednesday. I persuaded Mr. Rictor Travers that it was his duty to hand his wife and daughter over to your good graces...and by that I mean you use them as God intended women to be used." Here he snickered. "So ironic, me saying that when I have extended God's intent when it comes to fucking. The old gentleman has such a limited imagination. Oh well." He sighed.
I needed to deflect the conversation in a more informative direction.
"Just what do you expect of me?"
"I expect you to enjoy these two women as you enjoyed Mrs. Honeywell." His tone hardened. "I expect you to push them to the point that they refuse you, demand and demand until they call Travers and he calls me to ask you to relent. Do that but without getting arrested. Do you understand?"
"I won't force anyone. Ever." I had to make that clear. It sounded so foreboding, I added with a chuckle, "well, unless that was their thing. Then I'd sneak up on her and give her the old college try."
"Mr. Duncan, I respect your boundaries or at least that one. I want you to push them to the point that they refuse you at which point you instruct them to call Travers and he is to call me. He needs to know what they are refusing. He needs to hand that information to me. I will check it with you and if it agrees and it is suitably into the dark lands, then we can release him for the moment. This is his punishment. You understand that right?"
"Seems a little like kicking the dog after a bad day at the office."
Hassum laughed but then swallowed it when he realized I wasn't trying to be funny.
"My good man, let me give you a little background you are unlikely to get from these two women. Mrs. Travers, Imogen Travers has a lover as does the daughter, Miriam I believe is her name, yes? It seems that Miriam is having sex with her mother's lover. The mother, however, is having sex with Miriam's beau of the moment. According to Rictor, they neither one know of the other's dalliance with their respective men. Both believe Rictor has no knowledge of either liaison. Now you know. I believe I have given you a proper lever to put each woman into place. Agreed?"
The situation certainly sounded interesting.
"Agreed. Of course, agreed." I said.
"They will arrive Wednesday afternoon, early I believe they said or late morning. I forget. Rictor assures me they will be ready for you by Wednesday evening. Push them, my dear boy, and make them cry for mercy, which only a phone call will grant them. I have given them both your number. They will call to inform you of their arrival. I have arranged rooms for them at the China Sparrow."
I nodded.
"Okey dokey." I mumbled. "If they're fat and ugly you have to...." I stumbled to a halt, having forgotten to whom I was speaking and our relative standing.
"Of course, not. I'd never ask you to go against your principles. I have great taste and I think you'll like them both. A mother and daughter duo must be something exotic and wonderful, so I think you'd owe me something nice in appreciation for making the arrangements for you."



I grunted. "Let's see, they'd be what, the third or forth set of mommy and daughters I've turned saucy. So, not really that special...no fifth, the fifth set. Well, that would make me an ace then wouldn't it?"
"Oh, fine, I get it, Mr. Duncan. You are doing us a favor and I won't forget it. Mr. Kingston insists that you manage this little chore for us and has every confidence that you'll leave them better than you found them. What a saint you must be, willing to fuck them for free."
"Oh, didn't Alissa tell you there's a charge associated with my services?"
His voice took on a genuine note of surprise.
"Why no, she never mentioned...."
"Kidding, Hassum. Kidding."
He was quiet for a moment.
Shit I thought I'd gone over the line.
He finally laughed.
"Always kidding, always kidding. You very funny." The last sounded just like Annie and I mean his tone of voice and everything.
My phone burbled, indicating I had a second call.
"Is there anything else, Mr. Hassum?" I forgot his last name. Shit. I looked at the phone. Oh shit, it was Jeb. I had a sudden flash that I'd forgotten something. I almost told Hassum I needed to go but managed to bite that particular clause off before it went out and bumped into Hassum's pride again.
"No. I believe we are at an end. If you have any difficulty, call me. I am not giving you their numbers so they must call you. Ciao."
I was relieved he was gone but I still failed to get Jeb before he went to voice mail. I called him right back. He answered immediately.
"Sonny! My god, she hasn't returned yet. What has happened?" Jeb's voice quavered. He sounded panicked and the resolute tone he normally used was interwoven with the whine he used with Tia Maria.
I was about to give him the particulars but then stopped myself. The inspiration bloomed in my brain like a sky flower in a fireworks display. I wanted to oo and ah for a moment but couldn't manage the time.
"She's fine. I am giving her a little good old American hospitality. Listen, I think you should go around and see Laura tomorrow, don't you?"
His voice changed, losing all the whine and going completely sober.
"I don't know what to say to her. How can I tell her I am in love with another woman, a woman who gives me something I can never get from her? She doesn't even want to give me that. We are utterly incompatible."
I wanted to remonstrate with him but didn't.
"Listen, let me sound that situation out and I'll call you. Maybe if I take you by...I have a sort of intimate rapport with her. Perhaps we can manage the situation, you and I."
"What about Tia Maria?" He asked, his voice going low and foreboding.
"Leave her to me. I think I have a situation for her that will be perfect." I bubbled with anticipation.
"Can I trust you on this?"
"No. If you have a better solution, I'll stay in bed tomorrow and you can unravel it as you see fit. I am just offering to help because I might know something you don't know."
"Tell me what you know."
"Nope. You wouldn't believe me. You need to see for yourself. Words cannot tell what I know. I'll show you. If it all goes to shit though, Mr. Wills, you really won't be any worse off then you are now, right? I doubt your situation could get any worse. So if I have even the remotest chance of making it better, we should do that, right? Its worth a shot, right?"
Silence.
More silence.
I swear I could hear the wheels grinding in his head. I wanted him to feel it, that surrender to me that he'd reserved for Tia Maria. This might work if he could do that. If not, then the Wills household was going to explode in a burst of flames. I mentally shrugged, fully willing to take the risk of being involved. If Jeb presented his family with his reality as it stood, well, anyone could see that had little hope of working out. My way had more but a gnat's ass chance of success and not much more than that. Still, a small chance is better than no chance at all. I presume Jeb did the same calculations and arrived at the same conclusion.
"Okay. But afterward, you need to take me to Tia Maria."
"No problem." I muttered. "I'll call you when I know something tomorrow." Jeb agreed and hung up.
Holly and I went home, to my home. Well, first, we had to go by her place and get her things. She snuck in and emerged with two suit cases. She said her husband was dead drunk in his chair. That made me feel a little better. It wasn't like I was stealing away his pussy. I was just cleaning up his leavings, which turned out to be quite a lot, actually.
We went to my house and found my sisters had snapped back into conventional domesticity. I stretched that convention with Holly on the chain but didn't break the bubble. We made small talk. They asked how long Holly was staying. I told them until she could suck cock on her knees on command and that ended that conversation. It's like Sunday never happened. I left well enough alone. The last thing I needed was to juggle my sisters along with the rest of the pussy the universe was casting my way. I showered and tucked Holly into Mom's bed. I slept in mine.
I lay awake for a while thinking of the rest of the week. I was so glad I'd gotten ahead in my classes and gotten the projects done. I'd be fucked if I hadn't done that. Melissa was scheduled for the coming Saturday and that meant I had to get the Honeywell household arranged to accommodate my promises to Sam, Sammy and her. I wondered what Alissa remembered of those promises? I must have gone to sleep because that was the last thought I remember having. Monday ended.
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Chapter 17-Tuesday
Tuesday: How Much Sex Can One Man Have?
Author's Note: I have intended the last dozen or so episodes to put in a character list, of the women at least, and thus far have forgotten, despite various reminders. Editing distracts and absorbs me so I have routinely forgotten it. This time, however, I am going to start with the end in mind and do the first thing first. Sorry for forgetting this before, I have no good excuse. Turns out when I start listing the characters, there are a lot more than I realized who need some identification. Hope this helps. This episode continues the epic deluge of pussy coming at Sonny, so away we go. -C
CHARACTER LIST:
1. Sonny Duncan—the main dick
2. Holly Romelingame—met her on Saturday (EP 14), Burnette, big tits, short, mouthy, in training.
3. Meesa—a slender, athletic black woman, first appears in Ep 16 handing out notes to Sonny.
4. Stephanie—black woman introduced in EML Ep. 9. She's a smallish black woman who fucked Sonny in the stairwell. Well, Sonny and Suzanne Northcutt, if you want to get technical.
5. Gary Romelingame—John Romelingame's brother. John is Holly's husband. She is having a "grande passion" affair with Gary. He wants her submissive, which doesn't fit her very well.
6. Seth Morrison—the guy Sonny bought his car from, Holly's brother, who has been promised Lydia and her daughter, Quilla in exchange for Holly.
7. Marjorie Romelingame—Gary's wife
8. Miriam Travers—Imogen and Rictor Travers' daughter. Black hair.
9. Imogen Travers—Miriam's mother, wife of Rictor Travers who made a move on Alissa and had to offer up mother and daughter to keep Sid's business. Black hair.
10. Tawny Duncan—the youngest of Sonny's three sisters, all older than he. Auburn hair.
11. Hassum—representative of "the client" that is contemplating hiring Sonny to find him a "lay down" assistant. Works also with Sid Kingston.
12. Tia Maria Callistrano—Filippina mistress of Jeb Wills, dominant but not with Sonny. Sonny gave her to Chris and gave Laura to her.
13. Laura Wills—blonde wife of Jeb Wills, mother to Chris Wills, one of the original five on the MILF List. Submissive.
14. Anne Kingston—Chinese wife of Sid Kingston, lives next door to the Wills. One of the original MILFs though not a MILF herself.
15. Quilla Favors—red head, daughter of Lydia Favors.
16. Jeb Wills—father of Chris Wills, husband of Laura Wills.
17. Chris Wills—one of Sonny's friends.
18. Melissa Honeywell—aunt of Sammy Honeywell, black woman, sister to Alissa Honeywell, wants to have sex with Sammy and his father, Sam at the same time.
19. Alissa Honeywell—attorney who got her partnership because of Sonny intervening with Sid Kingston. Black woman, mother of Sammy Honeywell.
20. Sammy Honeywell—one of the original sons of the MILF List, one of Sonny's buddies.
21. Ellen Collier—red head, slight woman, attorney, works for Allissa Honeywell, sleeping with Sammy Honeywell, one time mistress of Wilton Kline at Alissa's law firm, rescued by Sonny.
22. Sam Honeywell—father of Sammy Honeywell, black, owns the apartment down the hall from the one Sonny has use of from the Peppers, Doornob and Knucklehead. He introduced Sonny to Suzanne Northcutt (not in this story).
Normally I'd have lain abed, reviewing the surge of pussy in my life and reliving it but they switched a class around and I had to be there by eight, earlier was better. I roused Holly at six-thirty and by seven we were out the door. It was snowing again. God, winter seemed like it was never going to end. My sisters moved like ghosts in the house, each one eying Holly with their own private gazes, replete with meaning but I swear it was all written in braille so I'd have had to use my fingertips to decode it. If I did that, shit, I wouldn't have left the house and they would have all gotten fired. If they wanted to discuss our Sunday orgy, they didn't make an attempt to do so. Perhaps it was having a stranger, another stranger in the house but I think they were trying to catch their breaths.
Things had happened in a hurry and they were all realizing that they and their two sisters had become fully sexual with me. They were adjusting to the idea that they wanted my hands on them and the rest of it. I think they were a little shocked. Maybe they discussed it among themselves but they drifted around me like sailing ships in a heavy fog. I noticed in a distant sort of way but my life seemed to be turning into a torrent of pussy and I was accustomed to just a trickle.
We managed to get to class at quarter till. I needed the time to sit and just fit all my pieces together. The last few days had left their mark. If I'd known or noticed maybe, that this wasn't even hump day, beg your pardon, the middle of the week, I'd have hidden in a broom closet till Saturday. I didn't and I didn't though.
I wasn't the only bleary one in class. There was a test and Holly got one and acted like she was a student too, hunching over it and writing furiously. I happened to glance at her paper and found she was drawing all sort of wicked pictures on it. She was surprisingly good. Since she didn't have a collar on, no one gave us much attention, I had her leave it off so the professor didn't get irritated and try to fuck me to death, he wasn't my type. I thought I'd found my way out of the rapids into an eddy of calm water. Nope.
Sammy found me after class and was chattering about Chris skipping class again and not answering his phone when a woman came up and tapped me on the shoulder.
"Oh my god." Holly whispered when we turned to see who it was.
It was the woman from yesterday. Again she didn't speak but handed me another note. I opened it and read it. It said: "Do you have a class now?"
When I looked up and shook my head, she handed me another. Sammy snatched the first out of my hand.
The second note read: "Come make love to me."
When Sammy read that, he choked.
"Jesus Hippy, Sonny, do you know this girl?"
I shook my head.
"Does she talk?"
I shook my head again, eyes on her. She watched us discussing her as though she weren't there but her presence never flickered. Her eyes remained fixed on me.
She handed me a third note: "Follow me to my room. We can have sex there."
I looked at Holly.
"She has to come with us." I said. "She has to follow me everywhere and watch me, regardless of what I am doing."
Sammy growled something obscene.
The woman nodded and grinned. She gestured at me.
"Jesus, is she deaf and dumb or something?" Sammy asked.
I looked at Holly. My next class was at noon. I was tempted to skip it even before Meesa started passing me notes. I remembered her name! I was so proud.
Sammy snorted, looking at the third note.
"Holy britches, Sonny, you're going to do it, aren't you?"
"You wouldn't?" I shot back, studying the quiet girl who apparently knew her mind.
"Just go check on Chris, will you? I think you might of skull fucked him in the ear with the stunt you pulled the other day. He was all discombobulated, unsure whether to complain that you kept Tawny or thank you for the honey you sent along with him. What was her name."
I looked at Sammy, releasing Meesa for a moment from my gaze. I felt the heat radiating from her.
"Is this a test?"
"Shit." Sammy grumbled and walked away. I watched him and sure enough, he turned around. When he saw me watching him, he wrapped one hand around the other index finger and made the universal sign for "fuck, fuck, fuck" and then disappeared into the crowd of shivering students.
I glanced at Holly but focused on Meesa.
"She has to come with us, uh, I mean, she has to go with us, to your room."
"Jesus, are you actually going to fuck her?" Holly hissed.
"Jesus yourself, Holly, she's right here."
"I can see, what there is of her. But god, she's beautiful." Holly fluffed up her tits. "Nothing to bounce on though."
"Nothing to interfere with a good fuck, either." I returned. Jealousy is so ugly, I always painted it some other color when I happened onto it.
Holly harrumphed.
The woman blinked at me, her eyes seemed unnaturally large. She extended a hand and in a trance I put mine out and she latched onto it. She yanked at me with surprising strength. I trudged after her, feeling like a stalled boat on a line. Holly grabbed my other hand and trailed behind me.
Meesa made a beeline for a tall dormitory. Through the front doors and up two flights of stairs, down the hall and then she was fumbling with keys to open her door. I found I was trembling, just like she was.
She pushed open the door and gestured me inside. Holly still had a hold of my hand so I dragged her after me. She coasted to a stop and plopped onto the far bed. The room was long and narrow, with a bed at each end and one window opposite the door. Holly went to the left, Meesa shouldered past me to the right. How Holly knew I don't know but she had a fifty percent chance of picking the other bed, the one not soon to be in use, so I shouldn't have been surprised.
Meesa however, shed her coat, tossing it on the floor by the desk. She peeled off a tight shirt, exposing her lean torso. She turned away from me and shucked her jeans down. I was amazed they didn't squeak as she pushed them off her hips, they were so tight. Moments later, she was naked. She faced the bed, her lean body gleamed in the dimness of the cold, gloomy day. Slowly, she turned around, bowing her head and looking at me through the fall of her satin black hair. Her ebony skin swallowed the little light in the room. She took a step forward, waiting on me to acknowledge her somehow. She had a lank, lean body and the muscles on her back formed a soft ridge down her sides out of which her ribs grew, creasing the brown skin of her torso. Her tummy was concave and her pelvic bones appeared under her skin like parking stops, distinct and obvious. Her pussy was topped with curly black hair pruned into a wedge pointing down to her slit. The lips of her pussy pursed, pink and wet.
The woman reach out her large, bony hand and lifted my chin. So I was staring, taking in the details of her body. She made a gesture behind her, towards the bed and then patted my crotch. I got the question but couldn't really believe she was asking if I wanted to fuck her. Maybe she was just reminding what we were doing in her room and would I hurry the fuck up. She was naked so I couldn't be confused. I ain't a fucking tailor after all.
I dropped my back pack. She put her hands on my coat and found the zipper, pulling it down, opening me like she was gutting a chicken. Her silence unnerved me. My mind was woolly and my hands seemed numb and slow. Her fingers, however, were nimble as snow faeries. She unbuttoned my shirt without taking off the coat. Her hands smoothed over the skin of my chest. Her eyes closed and her shoulders quivered. She unbuttoned the last two buttons on my blue oxford and pushed it wide. She moved against me, shifting her torso back and forth against me as though she were trying to dry me off.
Her breasts were two cups short of a mouthful. Her nipples felt like little pebbles against my skin, like two little black styluses writing on my waxy white body. When she stepped back and put her eyes one mine, I peered down to see if she left marks on my chest, curious about what she was writing with her tits on my chest. She didn't.
I think I was waiting for her to speak but she resolutely kept her own counsel. She just stood there staring at me, naked and quivering.
"I say fuck her." Holly said from behind me, shattering our little moment. "What's wrong, Sonny? Don't know how to react to a woman who knows what she wants? I mean, does it confuse you when they don't wait for you to make the first move?"
"This is a first move? Shit, I'm in check already and I only moved two pawns."
Holly chortled.
I wanted to smack her. I sincerely regretted having her along but that would not last long, paying her any mind at all, that is.
Meesa moved again, this time her hands found and opened my belt, followed by the button and zipper on my slacks. Down they went, like she was looking for something. If this was being strip searched I'm surprised people weren't requesting it more often. Her large hands were hot on my thighs. She pushed the khaki's down and then smoothed her hands up to pull down my briefs off my suddenly very hard cock. It didn't swell up so much as it snapped to attention. I couldn't be sure but I think she smiled. The ambiguity accrued from the fact that she leaned into me and began to kiss my cock. The head first, then down one side, up the high side, down the other side, then she bent it up and sucked at my balls till they were in her mouth. She sucked at them for a moment and then she kissed up my cock again. Her examination complete, she sat back and looked up at me. I didn't respond, well no more than I already had. I couldn't close my fucking eyes, if I needed to blink for some reason I was out of luck.
I couldn't get any harder so I don't know what she was trying to prove. She finished the proof by fitting her lips over the head of my cock and pushing her face against me. I felt her nose bend as she pressed my cock far into her mouth. Then she wrapped her arms around the back of my thighs and began to bob her head back and forth. I swear I could feel her tonsils. Her molars scored the skin on my cock; it felt like a glass cutter but it wasn't bad, it made my eyes water. I closed them so I wouldn't see anyone watching me cry.
Then it was over. Her examination was done. She rose up before me and stepped backwards till the edge of her narrow bed hit the backs of her knees. She sat and lay down. She looked over at me. Still no words. She used sign language. She pointed between her legs, like I needed the hint.
It was at that moment that I noticed how large her hands were, like flippers! I noticed because she pointed one long ebony finger at me while she pushed the other into her pussy, deep, deep into her pussy. I was watching her eyes for some reason and when her big eyelids fluttered, I glanced away, like I shouldn't have been watching. That was when I noticed her other hand, the index finger driving into her pussy. She'd been levered up, not leaning no anything but holding her torso at an angle with just her abdomen muscles. She was lank as a plank. Her sides were like ridges, without any curve to them. It was like her front and back had been sewn together at her sides and then the seam was artfully covered over with her black upholstery.
She groaned and dropped onto her back. One leg flopped off the edge of the bed. She pumped her finger in and out of her pussy while her thumb worked a different sort of magic up high, thrumming her clit, I presumed. Her hips popped up once and her hand went still. She sighed softly, exhaling a little of the tight stretched tension of her lean frame.
I pulled my eyes away from her magic disappearing finger and looked at her face. Her eyes were closed and her white teeth clasped her lower lip. She grunted around them twice before she opened her eyes. She looked at me. With her free hand she pointed at me and gestured at her nude body.
"Jesus buckets, Sonny, do you need me to give you a shove?" Holly spoke from behind me.
"Shut up, Holly." I growled.
My hands removed my clothing all by themselves. I was honestly thinking about going to the Mall to get the rest of the collars and maybe a gag for Holly while I was at it. I tried to imagine how I'd make them all one contraption and when I gave up, I was naked, my cock pointing away from me like I was about to bless the naked woman on the bed.
"Shut up, Holly!" I growled again, forestalling any more helpful pointers. I must have heard her taking a long breath to use up on another inane comment on me that I wouldn't appreciate. I told myself I was going to fuck Meesa just to keep Holly quiet. Right.
I moved to the edge of the bed. Meesa immediately wrapped her hand around my cock. She tried to pull it down to her pussy without me. I had no reason to argue the point. She kept a hold on my cock as I got between her spindly legs. When she directed my cock to the entrance to her body, an electric buzz flashed through me. Her pussy lips were soft and plush. The head of my cock nuzzled between her pussy lips and they nibbled at it and then her hips lifted as if by magic and my little head disappeared. I wasn't worried though. I knew where it had gone. She had magic everything, so it'd reappear in one piece.
Meesa sprawled on the bed, one foot still on the floor. She was tall and lean, well not just then since she was lying on her back. The bed was impossibly narrow. You couldn't curl up on your side to go to sleep, you'd be hanging half off of it. Her hips dropped and sure enough the head of my cock reappeared, a little blurry but intact. I realized I was poised over her, peering down between our bodies, watching my cock slide into her lean body. I had images of pinning her to the thin mattress. It occurred to me that if I shoved my whole cock into her I probably be able to feel the ridges on her vertebra on one side and the spline of her ribs on the other. She was so lean it was like I was trying to fuck a text book. My god, I'd turned into a bookmark, but getting between her pages felt awesome!
I don't know what was the matter with me but I just stalled there, holding my position over her, my cock head bobbing in the little pool forming in her pussy. Her hips were cocked nearly ninety degree so her pussy was right under my cock. I felt like a big nail, not a hangnail either, a big tack ready to fasten her to the bed. Suddenly I became aware of all these thoughts rambling through my head.
"Jesus, Sonny, pay attention!" I muttered. I flexed my ass and rammed my cock into her. Her back bowed under me. Her face grimaced soundlessly. Maybe she was mute, I thought. "Pay attention. Fuck her, already!" I said out loud, just to be sure I wasn't miming a hard fuck. I slammed into her. I felt the skin on my cock stretch as she pinched around me, clinching muscles and jerking under me. Her head shook from side to side. Still no sound.
I dropped to my elbows over her, then rose up again. I bent between us and licked one of her nipples. It scrapped along the pad of my tongue. It was like she had the stud on her chest rather than on her tongue. I felt her buck under me. Then she rolled to the left, towards the edge of the bed and for a moment I thought we were going to go over onto the floor. I had no hand holds, my only anchor was my cock half buried inside her lank body.
She was offering me the other nipple, an unsubtle hint to balance her out. I did. She groaned again, arching her back. I swear, her chest bent backward, forming a hillock under me, crested with two hard nipples. I went back and forth between them a couple times before I sucked hard on one. Meesa reached up and grasp the shelf embedded in the wall and wrapped her outer leg around my waist. Her hips bumped up and she enveloped my cock completely.
My god but she was hot and tight. The lovely ridges of her inner self traced along the length of my cock leaving pleasurable graffiti, hieroglyphics of sensation from end all the way back to my balls. She grasped my ass in her flipper hands and pulled me hard down between her legs. I tried to resist out of pure cussedness but she was strong. I had no means to resist, so it must have all been in my head. I sank down into her body. I swear I felt the tendons on the inside of her thighs like taut wires as she flexed under me. Her hands were like metal fingers splayed on my ass. She pulled my ass cheeks apart and I felt a breeze blowing in the back door. Jesus, was she born in a barn? Or did she just love leaving the back door open?



Turned out that was accurate. The next thing I was aware was the bang of a door closing.
I opened my eyes and looked to my left, towards the other end of the room, assuming that Holly had made a break for it. I had a sudden sensation of adrenaline as though her leaving was a disaster and I had visions of chasing her down the hall, stark naked until I got outside and the falling snow turned me blue. All that flashed through my brain before I registered two things. Holly sat staring at us, her coat pulled tight around her tits. That was one thing. The other was the shadow of a new person in the room. Genius that I am, I deduced that the door signaled this person's arrival.
"Oh god, Meesa, I'm sorry I didn't...who the fuck are you?"
Well, at least it wasn't a man's voice. God, it sounded vaguely familiar, tickling my memory. I couldn't place it and that disjunction in my brain put everything on hold. The surrealism of leaving class and ten minuets later being balls deep in a stranger dominated my mind and body, or I'd surely have kept fucking Meesa. She certainly deserved it.
"Holly. Holly Romelingame. I'm with him. We are not related though so don't worry. I, I'm a UN observer. Don't mind me." Holly's voice twanged with stress. She sounded like someone had their hands around her neck and she was trying to have a conversation.
I lifted up off Meesa, straightening my arms under me. This levered my cock deeper into Meesa and she groaned. I felt her pubic bone against mine like a Texas belt buckle with one of those little golden beads on the flat surface. Meesa's hips bucked under me. I saw flashing lights as she climaxed under me. The girl was hot! Then I realize I was fluttering my eye lids and someone had turned on the overhead light. Boy did I feel stupid. You can't see the light from someone else's orgasm, now can you? I should know that by now.
"Oh, oh god, Meesa I am so sorry, I didn't...oh my god! You!"
I had turned my head and was trying to focus my eyes. I wasn't crying, you can't let your eyes go all dry and shit without causing glasses or something. I pitched to the side even as Meesa thrashed into a violent orgasm. Her lean body bucked and bucked. Her pussy pinched down on my cock like she was engraving something on it.
The newcomer was polite enough not to interrupt. She went all still and silent and Meesa's battle for breath was the only sound in the room for a couple minutes. Finally, Meesa's hands moved off my ass and tilted me off her chest. I think her fingers probably left my ass cheeks looking like a cantaloupe, with a couple deep digs from her long finger nails. They were painted white, another random thought that flitted through my mind like a pigeon in a train. I realized a moment later than she had clasped my shoulder and pulled me off her chest to wedge me in between her bookish body and the wall and I caught the snow white brilliance of her fingernails as they flashed past my cheek.
The other woman turned away then and reached for the door, opening it.
"No, don't go, Stephanie!" The voice that spoke those words spooked me, badly. It sounded like a cross between a bulldog's growl and a smoker's voice who'd smoked three packs a day since kindergarten. I couldn't help it, I flinched hard and we went off onto the floor.
"Oh shit." That was Holly.
I scrabbled for something to hold onto but grasping the edge of the nearly flat mattress, which did no good because I failed to lock my arm. My hips, wedged between her legs pushed our lower bodies off the bed and the rest of us followed. Meesa, however, reached up and grabbed the two-by-four that was the support at the head of the bed. That stopped her torso from falling. The girl was strong, whippet strong.
I wasn't so lucky or strong. I slid off of her stomach and when she stopped, I slid off her and the back of my head cracked on the bed frame. The world disappeared for a moment. Maybe longer. Maybe a lot longer.
When I came to, I was laying back on the bed and three women were peering down on me, one naked, still.
Then that voice returned and I flinched again.
"I sorry, Stephanie." It said, rough and deep. "I found him in my Econ class. I knew you'd be back about now so I wanted you to catch us."
I blinked my eyes.
"He's awake." The third voice said. Stephanie? Do I know a Stephanie? She turned to look at Meesa and the light caught her face just so and I remembered. She was the black girl who caught Suzanne and I in the stairwell some weeks ago.
"Oh god, really? How did you...I pointed him out to you, didn't I?" Stephanie said, real anguish in her voice. "Oh Meesa, I am so sorry. I didn't intend for you to...."
Man, I really wanted her to finish that sentence.
"He had sex with her again yesterday, after class." That voice came from Meesa. Suddenly I understood her reluctance to speak. Her voice was perfect for scaring normal children right into puberty. My god, such a voice coming from such a body made me know there couldn't be intelligent design because her lily wasp body simply couldn't match that voice!
I sat up.
No one spoke.
I was still naked and my cock had gone soft but was now returning to form. I was a little disappointed that I had to be conscious to have an erection. It limited possibilities and that depressed me a little, although I wasn't really clear about which ones were reduced.
"What happened?"
"You fucked me." The third woman, Stephanie said. "And it was great."
"Shit, good for you." I said. "But I am pretty sure your naked friend was the one I was fucking when you called illegal procedure and blew the play dead." An American football reference, but it fits.
"No, oh god. You're Sonny Duncan. You, you were having sex with a blonde woman in the back stairs of the library some time ago and I watched you fuck Mrs. Olivette, both of you. I couldn't believe it. She just...and then I just, my god, I'd been so horny for so long, I just, I just...!"
"She seduced me." I directed the statement to Holly who rolled her eyes.
Stephanie smacked me on the shoulder with a flaccid hand.
"Don't!" Meesa growled, her voice still rough as steel wool.
I must have flinched again. Meesa turned away.
"Hey, its okay."
"I hate my voice!" She said, the sound now appearing to come out of her bowed back, lined with her scapula and spine. I couldn't see her face.
Stephanie looked back at me.
"Apologize!" She said, glaring at me, not at my dick, mind you which was back in full, but looking me right in the eyes.
"For what? Being scared. Shit, she makes Vincent Peale sound like a fairy. Ow!" Stephanie smacked me again but harder.
"She had throat cancer and it ruined her voice box. This is a reconstruction and, well, its better than nothing."
"I doubt that." Meesa muttered, her voice softened when it wasn't loud, lowering to a sort of burled purr. Hearing that sound coming out of her lank frame made my eyes hurt.
For a few moments, no one moved or spoke.
"Are you okay, Sonny? You knocked yourself out on the bed frame." Holly asked. "Your pupils seem responsive and normal sized."
I shook my head. I had a knot on my head but nothing else hurt. I sat up, suddenly conscious that I was naked and my cock was fully afloat, sails billowing and taut. I looked around for something handy to tent the thing with and only found a flat pillow. I covered myself with it.
"Hey, don't use that. Why are you covering up, anyway? You've been inside all of us. What's the point?"
I was about to argue the point, because I hadn't fucked Holly but she did blow me a little yesterday. I sheepishly moved the pillow back to where it was.
"Fuck him, Stephanie. He's here. He's hard. See if it was a fluke." The voice spoke softly and it wasn't nearly so bad but I had to strain to make out the words. Meesa spoke softly. God, making myself put the two sensations together was like mixing milk in my lemonade. Milk? God, suddenly my head was full of Lynn's moaning and the taste of her nipples on my tongue. And people say computers will replace us. Bullshit. No computer will ever be able to do what I did, associating everything with sex.
"Tell him." The voice said again. "I got him here for you." Meesa, it was Meesa speaking. I felt the clamping tension of her pussy and I shivered. God, its like some knucklehead was sitting on the channel changer for my brain and I kept flipping from one to the next without any conscious participation.
I looked at Stephanie. Her face was an expression of chagrin and embarrassment. She blinked a couple times and nodded.
"I will. You, you know when you had sex with me in the stairwell?"
I nodded. I was afraid to speak suddenly.
"Well, it infected me. I came back her and told Meesa I'd just fucked a stranger and his mistress in the stairwell. She didn't believe me and for a few days I thought I'd just made it up. I could summon up that feeling, her lips, your prick, your hands, your kiss. It followed me. Meesa told me I was too horny and I should go have sex with someone. Then I saw you one day on campus and I lost my mind. For days I couldn't go to sleep without dreaming about you inside me, my legs bent up against your chest while we fucked. I'd wake up all wet and slushy. I needed diapers. I was going crazy.
"Then one day we both were there and I saw you. Meesa insisted she knew you, that she had you in a class but she couldn't remember which one."
"Glad I made such a big impression."
"Oh you did, I should sue you for emotional and mental anguish."
"Physical anguish." The voice said...no, Meesa said it. Her name is Meesa! I couldn't keep calling her "the voice", that's just weird.
"Well, yeah, that too." Stephanie looked down at me. Suddenly the silence was awkward. Well, it wasn't the silence, so much as having her stare at my cock.
"I'll go." Holly said. "Whatever you have going on, I don't want to interfere."
"Mighty white of you...oh shit. I'm sorry." I said, looking away to avoid everyone.
"For what?" Stephanie said, half smiling. "You white people think you can't mention white or black in a sentence without getting in trouble." She giggled. "I do want to, you know but, ah, oh god, I can't believe what I am thinking!"
"Tell us!" Said...Meesa.
Stephanie giggled. "I'm thinking that having the blonde woman there watching made it better. I popped like a firecracker. It didn't take anything but a little slurp and a bump and boom I was over the moon." She laughed then, a throaty, hoarse tone that harmonized with the voice. Shit, with Meesa, I mean.
"Oh Christ. Sonny, you must be the black hole of sex. Everything that comes close to you get sucked in and disappears!" Holly muttered sourly, clearly not understanding her role as UN observer and sex slave on a leash. Shit, I should make her put it on, maybe she' remember to be quiet.
"Hey, I'm not sure I like the sound of that."
Stephanie laughed. "What part? The sex part or being called black?"
"I think its the 'hole' part. Being a green hole is no better, so it isn't the color." I grinned, "A hole by any other name is still as deep."
"Hole!" The voice giggled. "I have a hole and god it felt god to have something in it finally."
"We are track athelets." Stephanie. "Meesa runs the marathon and I run the two and four hundred meters with the AAU. We scare most men off and those we don't are arrogant assholes. So having you do me like that, without any complicated dick measuring, that was pretty fine. I'd do it again...." She hesitated and turned away. She spoke from over her shoulder. "If you'd like to, if you wouldn't mind?"
The pause was entirely too long.
"Jesus, Sonny, you can't just go blank like that and not leave a mark!" Holly muttered.
"Oh, sorry. I must be concussed. I thought you just asked me to have sex with you and I want to do you both but there isn't enough room in this bed for one of us much less three."
"Four." Stephanie said, touching Holly's elbow.
"Nope. I am an observer. Or maybe a judge. I give Sonny a 4.5 for his dismount."
I had to laugh then, at least until I noticed that the two black women weren't joining in. They were looking at each other.
"I will if you if you will." Said the voice. I give up.
Stephanie nodded. Five minutes later the narrow futons from both beds were arranged on the floor, side by side and the four of us were standing around it like it was a fire and we were MacBeth's witches. Double double, toil and trouble. Fire burn and pussy bubble.
"What now?" Holly asked into the sudden silence.
"We've talked about doing one man together but I never thought we'd actually do it. We've been roomies for three years and, well, now that its here, I'm suddenly really nervous." Stephanie whispered. She laughed but it sounded more like she had a kernel of popcorn stuck in her throat and she was trying to hawk it up.
"I'll go first." Said the voice.
"Fuck you. You came, I know the look, well, only because you're a serial do-it-yourselfer. You always have that cockeyed look...." Stephanie glared at her friend.
"Cockeyed? Sure you want to go there?" I gave her a look and she actually looked abashed, at least for a moment. She did retreat.
"I'm just going to sit down and do my observing from over there." Holly interrupted Stephanie and likely saved her more embarrassment. She did too, she pulled a chair to the other end of the room and sat down, crossing her legs. She wore jeans and a sweat shirt, which she called "slumming it".
The two women stood staring at each other. I looked back and forth between them, one still clothed the other naked.
I pointed to the naked one.
"You, on your knees here." I pointed to the floor in front of me, my intention clear. She made a face at Stephanie and got to her knees on the mattresses, or mats may be more accurate. She bent her head back, closed her eyes and opened her mouth.
I pointed at her tilted face, giving Holly a look.
"See this? This is what it looks like."
"I got it already." Holly groused.
"Got what?" Stephanie asked. Messa opened her eyes.
I needed to give Holly some pointers on shutting the fuck up and not distracting a woman on her knees, her eyes closed and her mouth open! I stepped forward. Messa saw me and grasped my cock, bending it down to meet her lips She sucked on the end, kissing loudly in the suddenly still room. Her head bobbed back and forth, taking my cock steadily into her mouth, maybe half-way before she stopped to run her tongue around it.
"Stephanie?" I said, my voice glancing off her eyes fixed on her friend with her mouth full of cock.
"Yes? What?"
"Come here." I whispered, like I didn't want to spook the wildlife.
She drifted over to me. She that heel to toe stride of a ballet dancer, smooth and effortless. She wore a tight pull-over sweater with a vest and tight jeans. Her body looked like it had been poured into them. She stepped daintily around Meesa. I put a hand on Meesa's head and gently pressed on the back of it. She gagged and glugged around my cock. I felt teeth and released her.
Stephanie looked up at me, her artfully decorated wide dark eyes fixed on me, flooded with sensual expectation. I extended a hand and pulled her past her posed friend, circling her body with my arm. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back. I kissed her. She moaned. Meesa pushed down onto my cock, sucking hard. The bitch was trying to distract me.
I broke the kiss and turned Stephanie's back to me. I peeled off the little furry brown vest and tossed it on the bed behind us. Meesa sucked on my cock, having given up on taking it deep. Her tongue lashed the end. I found the lower edge of Stephanie's sweater and pulled it up and off of her. Her hands went straight up, allowing me to reveal her slender body. I tossed that the same direction as the vest and missed the bed entirely. I unhooked Stephanie's little bra and she let it flop forward. She just tossed it away and it ended up hanging on the doorknob. I shit you not but I have no idea if she meant to or not. She reached behind her and found my elbows. She pulled at them till she found my hands. She pulled them around her body and lifted them up to where her tits should have been.
"Caress me, please." She whispered. "Guys always think little tits don't need love. They do. I do."
I palmed them and they disappeared. I didn't panic. I knew what had happened. Nothing. Stephanie denied that assessment, groaning loudly. Meesa, below her groaned too but it sounded fake. Her mouth on my cock was real enough though. She needed lots of practice.
Stephanie unbuttoned her jeans and pushed them down to her thighs with her hands, unwilling to bend. I maneuvered her around to my left side and pulled her bare back against my chest. I pressed my hands against her...well...her nipples anyway, and moved my hands around a little, grinding them and scrapping them this way and that. She sagged against me. She grasped my right hand and dragged it down between her legs, bare of everything but fresh air, well, air anyway. The girl was boiling hot, I could smell the fumes.
I found her pussy and she pressed my middle finger between her nether lips, deep into her body. Her finger stayed on mine, escorting me into the depths of her body and then moving it around herself till she stiffened and grunted, jerking back against me so violently I thought she was starting a seizure. I pushed her away. I grabbed Meesa by the hair and gingerly pulled her off my cock. She sat back, a complacent look on her face. Stephanie wobbled and dropped to her hands and knees. I stepped around Meesa and got behind Stephanie like I was sliding into third base.
With one hand I probed between her legs. She tensed, dropping her head. I held my cock with the other. When I found her entrance, I pushed a finger deep into her to make sure it wasn't some blind alley. She was a one street town though, so my finger penetrated her. She grunted a little. I pulled out of her and her pussy tried to take off my fingernail. I positioned the head of my cock against her pussy and pushed. The penetration summoned up memories of her mounting me and ending up with her back against the wall. She'd lifted her legs clear up to my shoulders. She was tight as wet leather but slicker. I shoved against her lean ass. She tilted forward then steeled herself, hitched forwards and rammed back at me, slamming her body against me, pounding my cock deep into her. She cried out a little, then shook.
"On her back. Do her on her back. She talked all the time about you doing her against the wall and how she wanted to feel you balanced on her clit like a beach ball on a seal's nose." Meesa spoke from somewhere behind me.
"Shut up and lie down." I growled, not liking the image she created in my fevered brain, mostly because in my version, I ended up being juggled by her feet, spinning in a blur. I gripped Stephanie's hips and pulled out of her. "Lie down." I said through gritted teeth. If I'd worn a condom, Stephanie's fine pussy would have peeled it off if I tried to leave. As it was I might have lost a little skin. Meesa appeared beside me and lay down.
"No the other way around." I wanted her head below Stephanie's. As I recalled, Stephanie had experience with other women and I wanted to see if Stephanie'd kiss her roommate while I fucked her on her knees. Meesa lay down. I moved between her legs, bent my cock down to her pussy and closed my eyes. I relaxed my pose an let my body thrust my cock down into her compliments of dependable gravity. I felt her body hunch under me. She groaned and I just collapsed. She grunted really loud then. I struggled first to my elbows and then pulled back to my knees, pulling completely out of the lank woman. She stared up at me like I was a Great Dane or something. Stephanie remained beside us on her hands and knees, watching us copulate. I moved behind her and entered her from behind.



She screamed then. I was two-woman slick and slid into her; she encased me like we'd been machined to fit together. She screamed again when I pulled back and slammed more cock into her. Her hip joints poked against me like someone had padded a wrought iron frame. There was no give in her body except where it belonged and it gave and took with equal relish. I pulled out of her.
I thought that she should get on her back and by golly, she did! I don't think I said anything out loud but I really don't always keep track of what my mouth is saying. Stephanie lay down and then shimmied closer to her naked friend. God but I wanted them to kiss but they just lay looking up at me, touching at their shoulders only. When I didn't move, Stephanie moved her hand over a little and took hold of Meesa's.
"Fuck us." Stephanie whispered. "Hard."
"Okay." I said.
I moved between Meesa's legs and entered her. She accepted me into her black body. She groaned again.
"I want to come." She whispered, her voice taut like a guitar string.
"Me too." I growled. I lay down on her and had to open my eyes to verify she was really there. Except for the clasping eroticism of her pussy wrapped snuggly around my cock, it was tricky to know if she was there, she lay flat on the mattress. I rose up and drilled down into her. My cock pointed down and then was redirected and I had a vision of it popping off the top of her head. Eoww. I shook that image away. I grasped her little ass and pounded down into her. She let me.
I don't know what stopped my run for the roses but I suddenly remembered Stephanie. I broke stride, skidded to a halt. Meese mewled under me as I pulled out of her suddenly frothy pussy. Suddenly? I tried to remember if I'd stowed my cum in her or not. My head throbbed, the big one, and I remembered the vain attempt to come in her and the knock on the back of the head that followed. I pulled out of her all the way and moved between Stephanie's legs.
Staphanie's hand found my cock and directed me to her entrance. I found the little triangle of manicured shrubbery with the tip and knew I was aiming high. She didn't seem to mind, I think she was trying to write her name on her abdomen with my cock. The sensation made all the hairs on my neck stand up and do the wave.
"Jesus, just put it in."
She shivered.
"God I love it when a man wants me!" She sighed. To her credit, she took my suggestion, hell instruction or maybe actually it was a command, and put my cock against her pussy lips again. I rammed down. She opened up and I speared into her all the way to my balls. I swear I felt the floor on the end of my cock. She may have been slender but she was deep as a philosopher. I ground against her lank body and she jerked her hips sideways, back and forth, swishing my cock around inside her over and over. She groaned and exploded. Her hips whipped around and then surged up under me, lifting me off the mattress. They dropped and bobbed up, down and up, down and up while she gasped and panted against my chest. Her pussy worked me over like a chef with a tenderloin. I'd just get a nice tingle started and the little minx would buck up under me and interrupt the broadcast. I never got a whole sensation. Frustrated, I yanked my cock out of her before she knew I had a mind of my own.
I tumbled over between Meesa's legs and between the two of us we got the key into the hole and unlocked her box. I dropped into her. It felt like I stepped out of the side of an airplane into a rush of cold wind. Meesa was taller than Stephanie so when she kissed me, she didn't have to stretch or spindle me to make the connection. The kiss lit the fuse. I could feel it sizzling down my spine, sparking and hissing like a cat taking a bath. Then her voice broke around me, the voice, croaking against my lips.
"Come in me." She said, her voice so low it had none of the scary qualities that made me knock myself out. "Please, come in me!"
I turned out to be very amenable to her suggestion, very suggestible. My orgasm started over in the neighboring state and started rolling towards me. By the time it arrived it had such momentum, Meesa screamed. I lifted my ass at the last moment and slammed down into her just as my climax arrived with a whoosh and the thunder. I ground my pubic bone against hers and she quaked under me, shaking and twitching while I rabbit hunched between her lean legs. I kept trying to stop and breath but my body had been hijacked by the woman under me. I came aware of her hands on my ass, pulling at my cheeks, like she was breaking bread in a hurry. I felt air blowing up my skirt again, my kilt I mean. That overlaid my orgasm and seemed to attenuate it. By the time it ended I had forgotten the beginning. I felt like I'd been born coming and had no other meaningful moments left in my memory. I groaned softly as the last little puff of paper confetti fluttered out of me.
I collapsed on top of Meesa and she seemed to disappear under me, at least until she gasped and struggled to clear her face from my neck. She inhaled so hard I felt a breeze there passing by my ear. What weather we were having!
"I came!" The voice croaked. "I came."
"See! I told you he'd make you come. He fucked me like I was a feather duster." Stephanie spoke from her perspective, although I didn't have any idea what that really meant. I'd never even consider...hmmm. I levered myself off of Meesa. She lay under me, her black hair a riot of darkness beside her ebony face.
"Not many things in life live up to their billing but you did." She said, and then smiled. She reached up and patted my cheek. "You are the best! Just like Stephanie said. I didn't believe her but I should have known. If any girl knows cock, its her." The voice was gone! The rough rasp was replaced with a low, alto rumble without any of the menace from before. I supposed she just needed a little lubrication on her pipes. I was happy to oblige.
A stray thought wobbled between my ears. I needed to call Jeb and pick up the collars. I needed the collar before I took Jeb over to meet his wife and her new mistress. Suddenly, I was impatient to get there and see if I had actually managed to fit the pieces of the Wills puzzle into place. I grunted and sat back on my heels. The urgency of the thought clung to me like a baby chimp to its mother. My eyes registered the two naked girls lying before me.
"Gotta go, girls. People to see and pussy to fuck. You know how it is. The pleasure is fine and I enjoyed it. Thank you for using me as your morning dildo." They looked a little startled, glancing at each other with worry in their eyes. "Too much? Not funny? Sorry. I think you rearranged my gray matter and now I can't find anything." Neither woman spoke, so I got up and got dressed. They just lay on the floor, naked, holding hands, watching me rewrap their present to each other.
When I was dressed, I hesitated, waiting for them to speak or for me to think of something appropriate to say. I had nothing and apparently neither did they. I got my coat, gestured to Holly and she stood up.
"Jesus, Sonny, aren't you even going to kiss them good-bye?"
"Oh, well, I guess I should." I turned around, knelt and kissed them both, upside down. That was weird. They both giggled when I finished. We were nose to chin, which is weird. As a parting gesture I licked their nipples, two each. They both went still and started to pant. Getting them excited was as easy as starting a riot in a prison. I got to my feet, took Holly by the elbow and left the room. She had donned her coat while I was licking nipples. Walking down the hallway I felt the nipples as though they were still pressing against my tongue and then I swear I tasted Lynn's milk. My brain must have fired its reference librarian because my thoughts were arriving all disordered and messy.
We didn't speak until we were out in the cold. People stared at Holly and I couldn't tell why because she wasn't wearing the collar and chain. I glanced over at her and realized her tits were prominently displayed between the lapels of her open coat. Duh.
"Now what, Lothario?" Holly finally spoke as we neared the car. "You done with classes for today?"
"Skipping." I muttered, distracted. I was thinking about the day and the likelihood that a whole new set of strange variables were going to be calling but I had no idea how strange or even what they looked like. I got into the car and sorted through yesterday's calls until I found Hassum's number. I called him.
"Hello, Sonny." He answered.
"Pictures. What do they look like? How will I know them?" I asked him.
"Oh didn't I send them to you? I will right now."
"Thank you. You sure they are arriving tomorrow?"
"As sure as airlines can make me." He returned.
"Okay, well, I'll let you know how it goes."
"You do that." He said and disconnected.
Holly was watching me.
"I don't know anything about that, do I?" She said, her tone mixed a certain awe with chagrin and irritation. I snickered and started the car.
"Well? Does this involve me? Whatever it is?"
Frankly, I hadn't been including her in my pictures of either the Wills family album or the reckoning with the Travers women. As I drove, silently, I began to review if and how that would work. I let her impatience build until she interrupted my reverie.
"So? Is this going to include me?" Holly asked, interposing herself into my thoughts.
I glanced at her.
"We agreed, you'd be with me when I fucked anyone." I said.
"You left me in that bar being pawed by the barflies." She growled. For a moment I honestly thought she was irate about that, so I dodged the issue.
"Flies don't have paws." I said but didn't give her time to respond. "You need to learn to sit quietly and keep your lips closed unless or particularly if your mouth is full."
She grunted beside me. "With cock. That's what you mean, right?"
"If you are going to be on a chain for...shit, what was his name? Your brother-in-law that you can't leave alone and whom won't stay off of you?"
"Gary."
My phone dinged. I checked it and found pictures of two enormously lovely brunette women, clearly mother and daughter, a mouthful and a handful from what I could tell, though they were not in profile so I had to extrapolate. Hassum does have fine taste. They looked delicious.
"Right. Gary. If you really want to fit into the collar, you need to stay quiet until you are spoken too. Look, I am not into punishment and that sort of thing but if you are serious about this, you have to wait on the master and not keep insisting that he answer your questions. You should be trying to make him make you feel better. If you do your part, he'll do his. He really doesn't need or want you providing stage direction as to how to do any of that. You have to trust him. That means you must be willing to let him make mistakes and endure them without either quitting him or returning evil for evil. Submission means that you take what he provides." We drew near the Nine Muse Mall.
Holly was utterly silent and still until I turned off the car. I looked over at her and she was just staring out the windscreen at the falling snow. After several moments she turned and looked at me.
"Sonny, I was just thinking about the last few days. Christ, we only just met and here you are giving me life advice like a life coach, or really a sex coach. The last few days, my god, I was just reviewing what I've seen you do, whom I've seen you do and I don't really believe it. If someone told me this story, I'd think they were...were...."
"Don't finish that sentence, for both our sakes." I turned my head from her and looked out the windshield as well. "I know, right? I can't tell you what the last few days have been like, even before we met. I mean, it's been like that non-stop, like the god of pussy was cleaning out his, er, her? I don't know the proper gender in this case, so cleaning out the attic and thought I was Good Will." I shook my head. I was speechless because, based on the day's agenda that I knew about with some certainty, the contributions to my erotic resumee wasn't going to change anytime soon.
After several minutes in the quiet car during which the snow coated the windshield, I looked over at her. She seemed stuck too.
"So? I need to pick up the other collars. Why don't you put yours on. You want to come in or stay in the car?" Holly didn't look at me.
"You're right, you know." Now she looked over at me and I think she saw me finally, for the first time in several minutes. She'd taken a brain vacation without me but was returned safe and sound. "I was just thinking about how remarkable you are, Sonny. Here I am, a jolly green mess and you take me in hand with the express objective of helping me fit into another man's sexual repertoire. It's like you're doing all this work for me and for what?"
"Pussy." I said immediately. "I think that's behind everything I do. At least, its beginning to seem that way to me. I may be too simple to have any ulterior motive."
Holly laid a hand over on my leg.
"Sonny, listen, really. I'm having a moment here, so don't fuck it up trying to be funny. I am gambling that striking the pose, the one you made sure I noticed, on my knees, naked waiting for cock to tickle my tonsils...I am gambling that integrating that into me will be enough for Gary to want me, on his terms. He's said a dozen times I could never please him and he'd have to punish me over and over and he just couldn't do that to me."
"Maybe that's because he's your brother-in-law and it'd get him in trouble with the Family Fuck Police."
Holly barked a little laugh but sobered immediately. She shook her head.
"You aren't listening, Sonny. Here I am about to go have a strange black woman kiss my titties who strings chains under them and attaches them to my collar, all for Gary. But you are the one who just took it on and is trying to make it possible. I know I am incorrigible sometimes. Seth points that out to me all the time, and yet he doesn't understand why I stay with John. I don't think I understood until just now. You know why?"
I shook my head. The car was getting cold. I hoped the answer was short.
It was.
"Because if I left him, I don't think Gary'd dare touch me. Married to John, I am not a threat to him and Marjorie. If I got a divorce, that might complicate things. I think I knew that and this whole time when I should have been preparing to make the break, I have been riding Gary's cock with screaming climaxes like a banshee in an opera. I could relax because we just had to keep it secret and never admit it was happening. Now I understand." She turned to me and smacked me. "Of course I'm going in. Leave me out here and my tits would freeze off." She looked over at me. "My moment's over now, you can go back to being an asshole." She opened the car door and a wash of cold air with flurries of snow swirled around us.
I took her comment in the manner in which it was intended, which is to say I ignored her.
I got out and we walked to the entrance of the mall. Half way there she grabbed hold of my arm and held on, pressing it against the front of her body. I had a flash of how desirable this woman was. My god, I thought, I could fuck her right now. If I didn't have a schedule for the day, I might have. Intentionally, I mean. As it was, the idea of adding her pussy to my schedule threatened to overburden my already sparking circuits.
We walked in a cuddly silence to The Pink Pearl, only the side we approached from said "The Diamond's Edge", the romantic side of jewelry and not really the name brand for feminine collars. Mary waved when she saw us. She had two employees with her and made it clear I needed to wait in the store while she got my collars. Holly waited and I browsed, looking for nothing until Mary reappeared. I had a pleasant twinge remembering Alissa's news that I'd have income, at least for a while. Mary put the other collars in a nice bag. I suddenly had an intuition. I'd been puzzling over the Travers women and decided I needed collars for them too, nothing fancy. Mary listened somberly to my description of my needs and nodded.
"You need a trial collar." She said finally.
"Two, actually. Well, maybe three or four."
"I have copper ones, plain, woven. You can't engrave them and they only have the one hook for a chain. They are attractive though and the chains are larger links, a bit crass perhaps but they rattle nicely." She smiled sweetly. "They are cheaper so if you lose them, you don't lose much. By 'lose' I mean the subject returns to the wild without your leave and you never see her again."
I squinted at sweet Mary, a little puzzled.
"You have quite an industry here, don't you?"
She smiled that incandescent smile, like she was about to take cock where it counted.
"You have no idea, Mr. Duncan. I'll get them for you. Four should be enough for the moment."
I nodded. She returned with them and we settled up. In spite of everything saying not to, I bent across the glass counter and kissed Mary on the mouth, a lingering kiss that opened her lips and closed her eyes. The other customers in the store stared. I patted her fine ass and smiled. She blinked and licked her lips.
With Holly on the leash, we walked out into the flow of the mall. Malls always spin my compass so I was standing there trying to orient myself as to where the car was when suddenly Holly screeched and hid behind me.
"Oh my gosh, oh my gosh, oh my gosh!" Holly huffed from behind me, holding both my shoulders and pointing me in a specific direction. I felt her peer around me and adjust my heading. I didn't see the police or any other cause of her behavior. Already disoriented, her behavior confused me more.
"What? What's the matter with you? Suddenly getting shy? You want to take off the chain? Sorry, no can do. Not if you want to graduate from Sonny's University of Female Submission."
"It's, god, oh god, its Marjorie Romelingame."
Even I got that point and immediately.
"Where."
"There. There!" Her hand stuck through the gap between my side and my elbow. It felt like she was dangling from my back. Her hand pointed but of course that conveyed absolutely no information to me about anything. I was trying to formulate how to get more or at least better information from her when a strange and glorious thought entered my head, went to the fridge, popped a beer and made itself at home. I got that fuzzy gooey feeling that used to scare the crap out of me, the feeling I used to run away from, with my hands in the air like I just don't care that the monster was after me. This was the draught of cold air blowing up my karmic butt, changing the world around me, but only if I took action to make the change real.
I twisted in Holly's clam-like grip on my coat.
"What are you doing? She'll see me!"
"This is Gary's wife, I gather? The wife of the man you want to assume the position for or with? I have a question, well, maybe two...but no, I am not asking them." I was going to ask if she really thought the woman didn't know about her and/or if she thought she could become entangled with Gary as his slave and keep it completely hidden from his wife? I was going to, but I didn't. Not only did I think that such was unlikely one or both, but also such a question was simply foolish. Sharing one dick between two women required coordination between those women and a colleagial willingness to honor a queue and not try to horn in. For me, part of the thrill of MILF hunting is not fooling the hapless husband, although some need to be fooled and others want to be, while some seem to find a guest cock in the wife a bit of a relief. Still, I had a use for this moment but it was a huge gamble. If I rightly understood Gary from this great distance, that is, through Holly's less than objective lens, this might be genius. Like every line in the MILF list, it had the potential to hoist me up on a petard that would be arguably of my own making. The ensuing explosion would end my run as a MILF hunter or I prefer wrangler, I guess. Nonetheless, I decided that I had to try to make this work. If it worked, I'd be a pussy genius for certain. If it didn't, well, having Holly stalk off all full of rejection would slim down my schedule considerably and I was approaching the point when such a thing actually sounded good.



Don't get me wrong, this wasn't an effort to push the rising tide of pussy away from my door. I had a gut-level conviction that rejecting any pussy presented to me would stop the flow and I'd long since committed myself to the task of fucking every woman who dipped a nipple at me, even if it killed me. I'd rather die of too much pussy than of not enough. I might have been slightly deranged but it was a brilliant madness that I coddled and cherished with assiduous attention. It never once occurred to me that I was actually trying to avoid fucking Holly without actually rejecting her or the cosmic benefactor who had plopped her down into my lap, nipples saluting.
"Sonny? Sonny!"
My reverie broke over me like a divine water balloon dropped on me from on high, that is it made a big splash in my little puddle of consciousness.
"Is she gone?"
I had no true conception of how long I'd been spinning in my own circumference.
"No, dammit, don't move."
I turned out of Holly's clasping grasp on my back and like a finicky debutante, picked her hands off me one after the other.
"Miss, I am pretty sure if you check, you'll find I am not the one wearing the collar."
Holly stared at me, straightened then hunched down in my shadow, had the spotlight she feared been actually light and not line of sight.
"Holly, you must trust me for the next ten minutes. Or this won't work. None of it. Collar and chain, knees, open mouth and closed eyes...."
"Oh, her eyes were closed?"
I ignored the interruption, showing a puff of chagrin, though, in doing so.
"...none of those things are the real deal when it comes to submitting to Gary. You must trust and it must take the form of obedience but also, as the follow through, being willing to endure whatever happens next until your master rescues you from it, if he can. And there's the buzz that gives the tinkle in the chain, the razzamatazz that makes you come. He is going to take you on adventures that may dangle you just out of his reach and thus out of his control, and thus out of yours. If you submit to his sense of adventure, then you will be open to the penetration of an ecstasy you have never imagined into the very center of your soul."
I stopped. I was panting from excitement because for a moment there, I believed every word I spoke. Okay, that undervalues the moment I was having. It was like the moment I finally reached out and touched my own mother and found her tittering with excitement rather than bound up with umbrage. I saw clearly how to help Holly and wanted dearly to throw the dice and see what would happen but if I did and lost, Holly might mount my dick on her wall as her lone foray into big game hunting. Ha ha ha. Don't laugh, its not that funny.
"Do you trust me, Holly?"
She stared at me, popped her head around my shoulder and then crouched in my putative shadow again.
"What are you talking about?"
I so wanted her approval for my gamble but that denied the collar around her neck. I had to screw myself to the sticking place and do it without anyone's help. So I did.
I stepped to the side. Holly tried to move with me.
"Don't fucking move." I said through gritting teeth. I must say it froze the woman like I'd told her she was standing on a landmine or a hornet's nest. I stepped away from the line of sight.
"Point her out to me." I said.
Holly looked at me, a startled, cautious look on her face.
"It's her, she's the tall woman with the long pleated gray skirt and the broad shoulders."
"The light brown hair and the man's suit jacket?"
"That's right. That's Marjorie Romelingame."
I nodded, filled with my hubris and eagerness to let the dice come to a rest.
"Come along." I said.
Holly squeaked.
"What the fuck! Are you crazy?"
The chain tightened and I felt her resistance toughen. I turned back to her and moved in close. I reached out a hand, fast like an asp's hickey, and tucked a finger under her collar.
"If you want to keep this, you do as I tell you." I hissed through my teeth. I didn't feel angry but I felt intensely, something was intense behind my eyes and in the middle of my chest and it made it difficult to concentrate and to speak. "You follow along behind me as always or take it off and go back to John Romelingame, back to your life as it was before your brother traded you to me for past pussy. Do you understand me?"
She shook her head then nodded with great conviction.
"Good. You follow my lead and your life will never be the same." I proclaimed this with full certainty.
I turned around and walked in Mrs. Romelingame's direction, the other Mrs. Romelingame.
The chain jerked once in my hand then I felt Holly moving behind me, like a big Clydsdale following the carrot in my back pocket. The back of my body crinkled and tingled with Holly's horror at what I was risking. She knew nothing of the odds and the potential, all she could see was the bet and the cost of a loss.
She didn't stop though. She was panting like we were running when we walked past the woman. Marjorie Romelingame was standing peering into a shop window as we passed behind her. When she did not turn or speak, I heard Holly expel the swamp gas that boiled out of her churning stomach. I swear I felt it wilting the hair on the back of my neck.
Then it happened, just as I'd hoped.
"Holly? Is that you?"
"Oh Christ on a cricket." Holly murmured.
I stopped and turned, doing a nearly military about face with toe and heel.
Holly faced me, pale as a summer cloud. Her eyes grew wider and wider till I thought her eyebrows would disappear.
"Holly? Holly dear?" The woman called again. She hadn't yet connected Holly to me so she did not give attention to the fact I had stopped and watched her approach. She arrived.
"Holly? Oh my father's grace, what is this?" Marjorie Romelingame reached out a hand and lifted the line of silver connecting Holly to me. Her eyes found the collar around Holly's neck and then followed the line directly down to my hand. When her eyes raised up to meet my gaze, they widened then narrowed.
"Oh my gracious, who's this?"
I moved Holly's lead from my right hand to my left and extended my right. "I'm Sonny Duncan." I said. "You must be Marjorie Romelingame."
She looked surprised then looked back at Holly, then back at me again.
"Holly," she began archly, "just what is going on here? What is this?" She looked back and forth between us several times.
I had the dark inkling that I'd miscalculated.
"I uh, well...." Holly hadn't been too keen on precipitating this moment in her life so naturally her riffs were less than stellar and bereft of wit. "Marjorie, I need to explain...."
"I should say you do, young woman. If John saw you this way, he'd, he'd...."
"I doubt he'd notice, being too drunk to see past his own glasses." Holly finished.
"I, well, yes, I suppose you are right about that but he has had a bad...."
Holly seemed to be recovering her performance patter. She interrupted the woman fearlessly.
"I am done making excuses for him and so should you be, I am not accepting his excuses. He treats you abominably and you've done nothing but make excuses for him."
"Well, yes, he has, he does, but he treats you no better."
Holly reached out and shook the chain.
"So you see why this makes sense? If I am...I can't leave him. I won't. I promised and I won't do that but I told him when he lost his job if he couldn't have sex with me, I'd find someone else." She reached out a hand in my direction, patting the air between us and finally turned her head to find me. Her hand hooked in my elbow and she shuffled over against me.
For some reason, the feel of her breast against my arm, nuzzling me like a dog searching for a treat, sent a chilly thrill up my spine and down into my plumbing. When she ran her finger tips up and down my arm, even through my coat I felt it rattle around in me and my cock got hard.
"So? You've done what? Put an ad on Ralph's list and rented yourself out to some trust fund baby?"
Holly snorted.
"Don't go turning your nose up like you don't have pennies from heaven piling up behind your dikes. You never worked a day in your life." Holly snorted again like a fly flew up her nose and stopped to look around.
"I was a model and that is hard work for a young woman...."
Holly interrupted again.
"Right, until you grew those and they you tossed them around like a net and snared Gary and reeled him in. You got too hefty for the model game, they don't like tits and ass, unless you were stripping and haven't ever mentioned it."
I was watching the exchange with interest but this last comment put a halt to it. Holly was glaring at the woman but the expression that passed over Mrs. Romelingame's face and got stuck startled her to silence, which is saying something. Mrs. Romelingame looked not merely uncomfortable but distinctly guilty, ashamed even.
"Oh my holy sandal!" Holly cried. "You? A stripper?"
"Must we discuss this out in the open like this?" Margorie's eyes scanned up and down us, now that we were huddled together. "My dear, why would you ever leave the house looking like that? You may be enduring hard times but its no reason to look shabby. You are an attractive woman. You shouldn't waste it. It will not grace you forever!"
"Don't change the subject."
Marjorie appeared not to hear. She had a hand at her chin and her index finger tapped her thin lower lip. Finally she looked up at Holly.
"Holly, I fear I have been unwilling to face how bad things have gotten for you and John. I mean...will you let me buy you some nice clothes? I can. Like you say, I am neither penny nor dollar poor. I have done nothing to make things easier for you and I see now that I have neglected you. I have been solicitous of John and neglected to account for how his despondency has affected you. Please, let me do this. Will you?"
I give the woman credit, she asked the question and stopped talking. The fact is, doing so rather put Holly on the spot. She stared at Mrs. Romelingame and then looked up at me. After an over-long pause in their exchange, I realized she was inviting me to weigh in. I was skiing on my backside, so steering was nearly beyond me at this point. Holly blinked her eyes at me. I thought about it for a moment. Refusing a woman built like Holly the chance to shop for new clothes would be a sin against nature.
"I don't see why not. We have a little while before I need to be going."
Holly smiled and I knew I'd made a good call.
Mrs. Romelingame was either in love with clothes shopping or eager to avoid continuing the conversation she and Holly had begun for she set off at a rapid pace, her high heels clacking along on the Mall linoleum. We followed at pace. Holly clung to my arm and that hid collar and chain, a fact I took to be part of her eagerness to hook herself to me so snuggly.
Mrs. Romelingame arrived at the door to The Haughty Couture and immediately went on point. She stopped and stared intently at the door handle until I reached for it and pulled it open. She trooped through and Holly and I followed. The next twenty minutes were a flurry of activity, mostly holding things up and then dropping them back on the racks. She left a trail of rumpled displays behind her. She found three dresses she thought Holly "would look ravishing in" and she gestured Holly off to the dressing room.
I was feeling distinctly third-wheel-ish to that point and I suppose out of a sort of obdurate sense of hurt pride, I held onto the chain hooked to Holly's collar quite tightly when she stepped away to go change. She took a step and a half before she used up her slack and the collar pulled her up short. I didn't really know if the chain would hold but it did. Holly turned in mid-step and stopped, looking at me. To her credit, she said nothing but waited.
"What is the matter?" Mrs. Romelingame asked into the sudden cessation of shopping activity.
Holly didn't speak. One thing a man hates is when two women get to jabbering and giggling and making goo goo eyes over clothes and forget he's there. You start to empathize with chairs and other furniture getting moved around. Oh, I know it happens to everyone but it hurts a man's pride to not be the center of attention and when that happens, the ol' cock tends to pout, take his toys and go home in a snit. Now, I am not proud of that or even saying it happens to everyone but it happened to me and I reacted a bit churlishly. I admit it.
I shook the chain, now strung from my hand to her neck.
"I go where you go." I said softly. The tone squelched all the giggle out of the moment. Mrs. Romelingame looked aghast. I looked blandly at her. "You are welcome to join us in the dressing room." I said.
I don't know what she thought I was up to, but I could see the process and the result. She fluffed up her feathers and lifted her chin.
"I certainly shall. She said loudly. "It would be unconscionable of me not to accompany a married woman in the presence of a strange man into a dressing room."
"Especially with a collar around her neck and on a leash." I added, the devilish part of me arrived in a huff.
Both woman regarded me with opposite expressions; horror for Marjorie and vast amusement for Holly. Holly looked complacent, mocking and I had the feeling she dared to mock me, which in retrospect was narcissistic on my part, since surely she was mocking Marjorie. I didn't see it that way at the time and took some little petty umbrage and tugged on the chain. Holly took a step closer.
"I think it's time." I said softly. My cock voted whole heartedly in favor of the measure.
"Time for what?" Mrs. Romelingame asked, her voice an aghast whisper.
"For us to have sex. I rather like sex in dressing rooms. It has a certain j'en a sais quoi, that puts a flutter in my putter and there is nothing a guy likes better than a hole in one." I don't golf so I was poaching on Johnny Carson's wit terrain.
"Oh my god." Marjorie whispered. "You can't be serious."
I smiled, yes, unctuously, and looked at Holly. She looked like she was trying to connect the dots and couldn't tell if it was a jackass or a teeter toter.
"Holly, tell her." I said. "Or take off my collar and I'll go."
Holly's mouth opened and she looked over at Marjorie, then back at me. She cocked her head, emerging from the conundrum intact.
"I am yours to do with as you like." She said, almost brightly.
"Oh, no. Dear, you don't have to do this."
I looked at the woman, fully aware this was the wife of the man Holly had been carrying on a torrid, if erratic affair with for the last few months. I realized then how much of the story I was missing and figured there could be a lot to it I did not understand or understand properly. I decided that I wanted to put her on the defensive.
"Of course, if you wanted to step in as a surrogate, that would be fine too. I don't mind a little mid-morning strange from time to time."
"It's afternoon, Sonny." Holly spoke dryly. I didn't look at her but remained focused on Marjorie Romelingame.
After a couple hurried heartbeats, Marjorie turned away from us.
"The dressing rooms are this way." She said, her voice peeking over her broad shoulders as she eased through the racks towards the far corner. I shook the chain and clicked like I was starting a horse forward. Holly glared but did follow the woman, though not closely. Marjorie was ten or twelve feet in front of us when she reached the door and opened it. The Haughty Couture was a classy place, for an off-the-rack joint and the dressing rooms reflected its upscale aspirations. The carpet was clean and blue, the walls were white and clear and the lighting was florescent blue-white. The room was an L-shaped affair with a mirror at the far end and an upholstered bench across the wall of the other end of the room, so you could sit and not see yourself. There was plenty of room in it for all of us, even if what I'd suggested found acceptance.
"You wouldn't, would you Sonny?" Holly hissed back at me.
I didn't answer. Hell, I didn't know either. I felt like a happy hippo on roller skates.
We arrived at the door and came to a halt without going into the dressing room. For a moment, no one moved. Then I clicked again and shook the chain like reins again. Holly looked back at me and entered the room. I waited until there was no slack left and made like she tugged me inside, falling forward through the door. Marjorie was not amused but she did follow us in and closed the door.
"I don't know what you two have going on but I want it to stop."
I shrugged and looked from her to Holly.
"Do you want this to stop?" I asked.
Holly found herself back in that moment again, trying to connect dots and getting confused instead. It just didn't make sense to her, what was happening. I guess maybe that was my objective but my smooth flow encountered a cliff and lots of rocks.
"I know you have been sleeping with my husband." Marjorie said softly.
I think the temperature of the room dropped to just above freezing, or maybe to just above zero Kelvin, because everything I thought I was doing suddenly stopped being what I was doing, or even possible.
"Oh, okay." I said into the frigid silence.
"I don't know how you came to this, but I'd rather you return to sleeping with my husband than do this, Holly. It is bad enough that John has done this to you but I, my gracious I just can't stand by and let you prostitute yourself like this."
I was about to correct her characterization of the ball and chain, I mean collar and chain with some long explanation about harems and slut training to warm up the world but Holly beat me to the microphone.
"I made a deal, Marjorie. With John, I told him I'd marry him and I'd never divorce him or leave him and I told Sonny he could own me sexually. I told John that if he stopped having sex with me, I'd go somewhere else. I told him two years ago I was having sex with someone else...." Her voice failed her.
"With Gary?" Marjorie filled in for her.
Holly nodded.
"With Gary, yes." She glanced at me. "I wanted Gary to own me, to let me get to my knees for him and he refused. I need this. My god, I can't explain to you how important it is to me to have a man use me for sex again. Sonny is training me to enjoy sex again and I can't quit on him now unless I am willing to quit on John too."
"Gary refused you?" Marjorie said, wonder in her voice. "He told me he couldn't refuse her. He didn't think I knew about you two but how could I not? At first, when I figured out what you were doing, I was furious but then I considered..." she looked at me, "...when I considered that you could be doing this, this very thing, with a stranger I mean, I decided it was better to, to ah, keep it in the family, so to speak. I decided that if Gary could have us both, and it kept you from losing your mind, I'd let it be. I didn't know he'd refused you."
"I owe Sonny." Holly said. "I can't refuse him. He has a thing about sharing me with other people and he's been teasing me with it all week. I am so ready for a man, I'd never refuse him even if I could."
"Please, please don't do this." Marjorie whispered. "I'd rather see you sleeping with Gary than offering yourself like this to strangers."
"I'm not that strange." I said, but then realized I was lying. I was that strange. I guess I had to deny it in keeping with civilized behavior. Sex makes you do such crazy things it is far easier to just imagine you don't ever have sex than to try to integrate that craziness into your self-perception. If you don't deny it, the crazy that we let into our lives, then its like we planned it somehow and that is even worse than the crazy by itself. I sometimes think the therapeutic sciences take all the best copping mechanisms and label them as diseases, which forces us to find new ways to be crazy. I guess that keeps them busy trying to keep up.



They ignored me.
"I have to, Marjorie. This, this is how I keep away from Gary. I don't love him, not like you do but god, I want him. I need him. I have to have him if I can and this is how I quit. I didn't want to do this to you, or him for that matter, so Sonny is my solution. He owns me, pussy and tits and if he wants to have sex with me right now, then I'm going to do it."
"I do. Take off your shirt." I said, feeling the general flow of things...and liking it.
Holly shrugged off her coat in a flash and had pulled her sweater up to just under her tits when Marjorie barked at us.
"No! Stop it. I won't stand for this." She said. "Don't do this, Holly, please. If you do, John will never forgive you."
"Forgive me?" Holly spoke with the highest form of umbrage in the book. "How can you...."
"But he could forgive her having sex with his younger brother? I'm not sure you are making much sense, Mrs. Romelingame." I almost cackled out loud because they both responded as though I was talking to them, noticed each other and then got confused. The confusion drew the truth out of Marjorie Romelingame.
"I guess I mean that if you have sex with this man, I'd have to tell John, as part of his family, as Gary's wife. I couldn't turn my back on that, or let it occur behind his back like that."
That made a sort of sense and suddenly I felt the mountain on my back and by god, there was Mohammad, just in time, before it broke me in two.
"But telling John about Gary and Holly is easier because its your husband and you can't shit in your own nest like that, is that it?"
Marjorie looked at me like, well, like I'd just said what I was about to say. I chuckled and she got red underneath her rouge.
"Well, maybe we should work out a trade."
" A trade?" Both women said at once, then looked at each other.
"Yeah, a trade. You don't want Holly to fuck me, you fuck me instead. I give you the collar and chain and you take her home to Gary. He thinks you're the greatest woman alive and he fucks you both whenever he wants. You have to keep quiet about it and hide it all from Holly's husband." I shrugged. "Seems that easy to me, but you end up on my call list for volunteer pussy."
I had sense enough to stop talking and let the meaning steep in the smoldering atmosphere. I was thinking, honestly, of Laura Wills riding Tia Maria's talented tongue and what I was planning for the Wills family, so I didn't have any real investment in what happened next.
Both women stared at me, for several moments. Holly spoke first.
"Jesus, Sonny, you are almost making sense. That shocks me a little."
That irritated me a little but I kept it to myself. I think I make good sense, most of the time anyway, when I know what I'm doing...oh, there it is, I get it. Rats, I was about to get all puffed up with pride.
"What sense is he making, Holly."
"Tell her, Sonny." Holly said.
The bitch. Like I knew what I was doing...man, that bothers the shit out of me when that happens. I bucked up and quit being bothered long enough to focus on the present situation. Suddenly, like a ray of sunshine shining out my ass, I saw things clearly.
"A trade. You fuck me, when I want you and you give Holly to Gary. Holly gets what she wants. Gary gets both of you. I get a bundle of strange, that's you Marjorie, and you have every reason to not tell John anything at all. Everybody's happy."
"But that means...!" Marjorie couldn't manage to say it out loud. Holly had no such compunction.
"It means you have sex with Sonny." Holly said, a satisfied smirk on her lips.
"Oh, oh gracious."
"It's you or her." I said, as though I had some ironclad claim on the pussy in the room, half of it anyway. Funny how if you act like something is true sometimes everyone takes it for granted that it actually is true! That was the first time I really stared that concept in the first-person pronoun.
The two women looked at each other. Holly, however, said the exact perfect thing.
"You don't have to do this, Marjorie. This thing is mine to handle. I got myself into this, I'll get myself out of it, even though it means I'll have to get him into me, a lot. Sonny has an appetite you wouldn't believe!"
Marjorie looked at me. I saw the transition happen as clearly as if we had an ESPN announcer doing color commentary. Her expression switched from being aghast to appraising in the span of a round dozen seconds. I saw a flicker of hunger in her eyes.
"Gary hasn't touched me in nearly two years. He has felt so guilty about his affair with you, he's been worthless. I cannot believe he thinks I didn't know what was going on. How could I miss it. You two were about as subtle as two hound dogs sniffing each other's butts down at the park."
To this point, the two women had been facing each other. Now, however, Marjorie turned to face me pointing her considerable tits at me and presenting me with her shape and form, her figure for my ground.
"Mr. Duncan...."
"Call me Sonny, please. Since we are discussing having sex, we should at least be on a first name basis, don't you think?" That was my ethic anyway.
"No. I don't think. I am doing this for my family, for my husband and for Holly."
"You're not doing this, Marjorie," Holly began.
"Holly, shut up." I wagged my hand so the chain wiggled the collar around her neck. "You are the sex slave here and if I want to trade you for her, that's my business, not yours." I looked over to Marjorie. "That's what we're talking about, right?"
She hesitated but after a couple rests in her music, she nodded.
"You need to understand how this works, though. Holly agreed to take my collar so long as I did what I said I would. By that, I mean I had to give her plenty of pleasure in my own right. I mean I had to satisfy her. She's a fucking head case so that sounds easier than it is." Holly glared at me. "I am telling you this because you have to agree to give her to Gary. I mean you walk her into your house and hand him her leash and tell him congratulations, she's his. Can you do that?"
"Not dressed like that, I won't." Marjorie said, her eyes flashing some profound fashion conviction I could not ever understand, so I didn't try.
I didn't lose a beat.
"Fine. Holly, strip."
"Excuse me?"
"Strip. Off with your clothes. Put on one of those outfits she picked out. She needs you dressed just so before she presents you to her husband to be fucked, fine. We are in a fucking clothing store."
"And no collar." Marjorie said.
I held up both hands.
"There I draw the line. You don't know what the collar means to Holly. It's the difference between sand paper and satin."
For a moment, Marjorie stared at me without the least glimmer of understanding. Then, like the rising sun, the light gradually came on.
"Oh. Oh. Oh!" She said, her voice rising with each warbling syllable. "Oh my, really, Holly?"
Holly looked like she'd been caught fucking the salad, the cucumber I mean but she caught up and nodded, nicely, almost convincing even me the collar was the key to her nasty chastity. Aware that her hesitation might be fatal if she allowed doubt to take root in the moment, she crossed her arms and peeled the sweat shirt off her tits. They bobbed like two melons in the ocean before she tossed the sweater on the floor. She heeled off the sneakers she wore and shucked down her jeans. She stood before us in bra and panties.
"Which should she try on first?"
Just like that the whole feel of the room shifted. Marjorie fussed and finally selected a body dress. Holly barely fit into it, like a banana fits in a straw. It was so tight I could see the moles on her belly, not the color, oh forget it. It was fucking tight. If she smiled wrong she'd flash the room. The lines of the bra showed distinctly under the silver fabric.
"I think she should lose the bra." I said.
Marjorie, who had helped mold Holly into the thing, stepped back, taking my comment really, really seriously. She put the hand to her chin and the index finger tapped her lips.
"You're right. It just ruins the lines. Sorry, dear, we have to take off the bra."
Holly looked disbelievingly at me. I widened my eyes at her as if to say, focus or keep you eyes on the prize! She got me immediately, turned her back to Marjorie. Marjorie unzipped the dress with some difficulty. I decided to keep fucking with them. I had no idea if I was actually going to get included in the equation and frankly I didn't much care. It was just fun to be fitting the pieces of the puzzle together. I just hoped that The Wills Puzzle would fit together as well.
"With a dress that difficult to get off, you should take off your panties, too. I mean, he'll tear it up getting it off, but if you don't have panties...." I left the rest unstated. It served.
Holly glared at me then remembered what we were doing, like I knew, and wriggled out of everything and then replaced the dress. She stood there in the tight silver dress, the hem would have been blurry with pubic hair if she hadn't shaved recently. Man that dress was short. Marjorie made the point explicitly by pulling the dress up off Holly's nearly straight hips to expose her to the room. She had to pull extra hard to get it to release her fine ass in the back, though. Holly was panting with all the handling before Marjorie stepped back and nodded.
"What do you think?"
"I think you should leave." I returned without hesitation.
The woman looked over at me.
"Oh no, we had a deal."
"Did we? I think I'm trading down for you." Now that was just mean. She didn't respond as though she'd been insulted, she reacted as though she'd been challenged, like a front running mare in a horse race when a late finisher pulls up along side.
She didn't say anything. Marjorie turned to face me. She shrugged off her coat and handed it to Holly. Holly just tossed it onto the floor. Marjorie wore a suit coat cut for a man, with a man's dress shirt and a tie under it. Below, though she wore a pleated, gray pinstripe skirt that curtained her ankles, leaving the impression that she'd outgrown it, that it should have covered her ankles and thus save those lustful souls around her from the perdition that bit of flesh below the hem of her skirt displayed. Her heels were classic black but with nice severe points. Her inner slut was showing when I looked at those high heels, fuck-me shoes for certain.
She waited while I inventoried her clothing. I was about to start guessing about what was under them when she removed the suit jacket. There was something wildly erotic about a woman dressed like that. Her breasts bulged in the shirt and made the jacket hang all caddywompus. When the jacket was gone, it was clear that the buttons were straining and the shirt bulged and gapped around her tits.
I became aware of the silence and lack of motion. I pulled my eyes off my newest acquisition. Marjorie regarded me with pursed lips. She smiled tightly, as if asking "like what you see?" but with the arrogance that she absolutely knew the answer to the question, so she didn't really need to voice it. She was right. I wasn't trading away Holly to get her, though, I was doing it for Holly, to get her on her knees for the man she lusted after. I was clear about that. That Marjorie Romelingame was sexy as hell was a side benefit and one I was going to enjoy if I could.
"Mr. Duncan, may I suggest that you fuck me in my clothes? I have this dream of feeling a man enter me from behind in this skirt. I mean really, this very skirt. I like the feeling of it raised off my legs so he can get to me, get in me." She swallowed then, the action making her neck ripple.
If I hadn't had Meesa and Stephanie all over me, I'd have invited her to swallow something else, somewhat more substantial than her own reluctance. As it was, I thought it would be rude and since I had this knee jerk inclination to hitch any woman I fuck to my star so I can orbit back around and penetrate her air space again, even if it is unlikely or impossible, I still like to act like we are establishing a long term arrangement, like I'm laminating a menu. I have a Zen mind about it though, so if it comes and then disappears, I don't get jerked around because I am trying to hang onto the reins. I like to just let go of what's leaving and hang onto to what is right in front of me.
"Unbutton the shirt. Leave the tie." I rasped.
When Marjorie smiled, it was like this whole thing was her idea and she had me right where she wanted me. Maybe she did. I had a curious moment, considering that I was a bit player in someone else's scene but figured if one of my entrances meant entering her, then by god I didn't much care who the director was. The feeling passed. This was all serendipity.
She unbuttoned the three middle buttons most taxed by the swell of her breasts. The shirt flared open, exposing her bra and cleavage. The thin electric blue tie dangled into the gap like a bell rope in a bell tower. She did something that surprised me then. She reached into the gap and unhooked the bra. It was one of those frontloaded things. Her breasts shouldered the bra cups out of the way and peeked around them at me, all demure and shit. Seeing them coddled in the shirt like that, with the line of the tie dangling between them was so erotic. And the woman knew it was. When my eyes finally quit trying to convert the moment into a color by numbers picture I'd have forever in the spank bank and I met her gaze, she smiled sweetly at me.
With that look, defiantly sexual, on her face, she turned around, bunched her skirt into her hands, exposing her legs a little at a time until it was congregated around her waist so she could pull her granny panties down her legs and off. She held them by a finger and thumb out before her and let them drop. Without another word, she turned to the corner in the room and placed both hands on its sharp angle and bent her back. It bent until it was nearly bowed to a right angle, her shoulder blades were nearly vertical and her hips were nearly horizontal. My god, the woman was limber.
She'd let the gray pleated skirt drop over her hips and down her legs, so now she stood bent but covered, her open shirt no longer in view. She twisted her head around and in a very, very husky voice, she muttered, "Fuck me."
It was like a dare. I didn't get all bent out of shape. Dare me to fuck you and you'll get fucked. After the MILF list and sundry appendices, I had lost all doubt that I could meet a "fuck me" challenge with the necessary response and I don't mean merely a penetrating gaze!
I moved behind her. Holly, the vamp, moved over to the opposite wall and leaned against it, her hands behind her ass. She bent one knee and put her foot against the wall, in the classic, "Hey, look at me" pose. I tore my eyes off of her and focused on the prepped woman posed before me. My cock had roused and was hardening nicely. I got confused though. I reached out and touched this new, strange woman first, laying my hands on her hips. I felt them, her waist a distinct line from which her ass and hips flared, the skirt stretched tight over them. I used my hands to draw up the curtain of her skirt, exposing her bare legs.
I bunched and bunched and bunched the skirt until her ass appeared. Only then did I realize I hadn't bothered to unlimber my cock. It was still stored in the housing of civilization. I had to drop the skirt and in that moment, my cock snapped into flow blown erection. I unbuckled my belt and opened my pants, suddenly in a big fucking rush. I pushed them down with the briefs to my knees. Rather than go through the incremental process of bunching her skirt at her waist again, I bent over and lifted it with one hand till I could place the other hand on the skin of her leg. My face bumped against her ass when I did that.
I straightened, running my hand up the curve of her calf to the knee and onto the full swell of her thigh. Marjorie hissed between her teeth, inhaling as my hand smoothed along the uncovered skin. Her skin was dry but smooth, warm to the touch and supple, the way mixed paint looks in the can. I flipped the drape on the other side up and got my left hand under it, on her knee. Together I moved the skirt higher until both hands clasped her ass. The woman was panting by now. I cornered over the arch of her ass onto the small of her back. The skirt ruffled there. I pushed it against her bent back but it refused to remain in place. I held it with one hand.
Marjorie was panting by now. When I reached between her thighs, she groaned softly. I ran my hand up between her legs. She grunted and her body shifted, opening her legs by rocking onto one leg and moving the opposite foot wider. The side of my hand felt the heat and then the rippled softness of her pussy. It parted around my hand. I curled my fingers, twisting my hand to cup her pussy in my hand. Marjorie shuddered. I fingered her, stroking up and down through the many folds of her pussy until I found the opening to body. I followed the heat inside until I encountered the first bubble of fluid emerging from her excitement.
"Oh god, take me!" Marjorie mumbled. Her voice tensed around the syllables, thrumming with an unmistakable need.
I took my cock in hand and followed the Lewis and Clark road through the wilderness right to the promised land. My cock slid between her thighs and then I directed it up and into her. She hitched her hips once when I touched her pussy with the head of my cock. We two adjusted together and I found her and she met me with open...not arms exactly but her pussy flared around the head and accepted it inside, ushered in by her formal invitation, a slight lean back against me that precipitated a more perfect union, that is a perfect penetration. In her, I took a moment to feel the mature folds of her educated pussy. It roiled around me and then she grunted and her hips popped back at me, pressing her onto my cock. I left him to his own devices, seized her by the hips and rammed into her.
Marjorie grunted as I thrust into her body. I came to a halt at half periscope depth, pulled back and shoved harder and further. I sunk into her body until I felt the arch of her ass kissing me, twin pursed points of pleasure that expanded like the first light of dawn ripping away the dark of night to expose the coming day. Marjorie was the one coming though.
Either she was quick draw McDraw or she'd been adequately teased into the right state of mind, because just as I nestled against her ass, pulling her against me, her whole body bucked. I pulled back and rammed into her, harder and deeper. Her ass crumpled against me as I penetrated her. I repeated it. She gasped, flexing her hips and bobbing them back and forth. I followed her lead, pulling out of her body and thrusting into her, then again and again until I reached some perfect harmony of motion, thrusting steadily into her over and over again. She held to the corner, using it to push back, to shift her hips back and forth to meet my pistoning plunges into her body. Over and over I thrust into her until I felt the sirens going off. The storm was coming, that is to say, I was about to.
I am the storm and the storm was coming.
I think Marjorie heard it in my breathing, the little catch and groan that is half regret and half "what the fuck took you so long?" I ground into her and it struck, the white light flashing that blanked my mind and left me gasping and grunting as I pumped cum into the limber woman. She grunted and her hips retreated away from me then popped back. If I hadn't been buried inside her, she'd have popped me off onto the floor. I groaned. The orgasm swelled in me and overflowed. I gripped her hips hard, we slapped together and then it was just our two voices grumbling with the paradoxes of "finally" and "not yet".



I ground into her, thrusting as deep and hard as I could without strict control of my body. Marjorie's breath stopped and then she groaned far inside the core of her body. Her hips pushed back and held as I twearked against her, pulsing with pleasure as I lost the battle to extend the moment.
I groaned. She groaned.
"Holy shit, Marjorie, I never imagined you for a hot bitch!" Holly intruded on my consciousness.
I opened my eyes. I looked around. Holly leaned against the wall. Her face was rosy red. I wanted to fall over but feared if I did, I'd go to sleep and get arrested for ignoring perfectly good pussy in public. I pulled my cock out of Marjorie before he had time to decide whether to give up or keep going. I lost my balance, tried to step back but found my ankles bound up in my jeans. You'd think I'd learn how to manage this without falling on my ass given all my practice at walking with my pants around my ankles but nope, I went down.
I was all sheepish and shit, I figured everyone would point and laugh. Hell, neither woman even noticed. I could have broken my neck or had a heart attack or gotten a hangnail or something and neither of them would have given me the least bit of notice. I rolled onto my knees, got to my feet and pulled up my pants. When I got all the arrangements made, I went over to Holly and kissed her on the cheek.
"Good luck girl. I had big plans for you but I think you should go with this as it is. I hope it is all you dreamed of."
I left her like that. Marjorie had gone to her knees, hugging the sharp corner. I wished vaguely that I'd had a little more time to properly survey her real estate but that was not to be. I left them like that, understanding, correctly I think, that I was an impediment to what was going to or needed to happen next. I shouldered on my coat out in the store and left under the glowering eyes of the two clerks in the area. I got to the car and realized I didn't know what to do next. After only four days, I'd gotten used to having Holly tagging along, like a biographer who always paid for lunch, I suddenly missed her. That made me laugh.
I sat in the car and called Jeb Wills. I made arrangements to meet him at my house. I didn't know if he'd ever been there, to tell you the truth but I figured he was a big boy and could figure it out. The house was eerily quiet and empty when I got there. I needed a shower and clean clothes. That done I made a quick sandwich and was eating it when my phone rang. It was Tawny.
"Sonny, can you come downtown for supper tonight? We, your three sisters would like to talk to you."
"The Furies are after me again?" I asked, only barely keeping the keening fear out of my voice.
"No, no, nothing like that. We, we just thought we should talk, you know, about what happened Sunday and what is going on with you. We think you are becoming a sex addict."
"Is that better than being a porn addict?"
"Sonny, this is serious."
"No it isn't. This is fabulous. Don't try to stop it now. I'm like a batter hitting .550 straight up. I ain't messing with anything until the streak stops."
"Sonny, no, it isn't like that. We, we just think we should get together."
"No. If this is a, what's wrong with Sonny, bitch session, I'll pass."
"Nothing like that. We just...oh hell, Georgia wants to know if you fucked Charm. She seemed awfully friendly with you...so, did you?"
That changed the whole meaning of supper with my sisters. Suddenly it sounded sort of fun, me and those three fucking fabulous females eating supper together. I wanted to see if it would be three women contending for the same cock or four Duncan's sharing the sensations from our latest escapades.
"Fine. What time?"
"Sixish? Or maybe seven. You just call and we'll have a place to meet but it needs to be downtown."
I heard something else in her voice besides lilting sibling delight but dismissed it.
"I'll call when I am on the way."
She rang off and I went back to my sandwich. I was still eating when the doorbell rang. I opened the door and let Jeb in. He came in, looking this way and that, just as I imagined a spy would, taking in every detail.
It wasn't that at all.
"Where's Maria?" He asked finally.
I chewed and swallowed, finished the last of the glass of milk I was drinking and put the dishes in the dishwasher.
"This is about you and Laura." I said. "You know she's fucking Chris, right?"
"And everyone else who wants to, as near as I can determine."
I listened for attitude and reaction but it was like he was discussing inventory with a night manager at a wholesale company. I shuddered.
"You ready to do this? You are going to share your wife with your son."
He stopped, like he was listening for the click of a cocking nine mil. He looked over at me.
"If this gets me sorted so I can have what I want, then yes."
I thought about asking what he wanted but thought I knew close enough to not need to ask again.
We got in the car and drove over to his house. I realized I might should of reconnoitered. I hoped it wasn't too late in the day or that Chris didn't need to be at play practice just then. I was counting on Sammy's account of Chris skipping classes again as being both accurate and indicative of his new obsession, just like when I handed his mom to him for him to use and fuck to her heart's content the first time around.
I pulled right up into their drive way. It was still snowing. We got out and Jeb was digging in his pants for keys to the front door when I opened it.
He looked at me. I put a finger to my lips. I realized further that I had presumed I knew what I'd find when I walked in their house. I was right. The place was quiet, upstairs. Not a sound, just silence greeted us. I looked around. It was like no one was home or Chris had gotten as good at cleaning up as Laura was. The place was spic and span.
I had an idea what I was going to find but just to be sure, I indicated to Jeb to stay put, kicked off my shoes and scampered up the stairs like a ghost on tiptoes. I checked the bedrooms and found them all aromatically empty. My god, they all smelled like stale sex, redolent with the after-whiff of excited female and spent spend of a gentleman. Were I Tarzan or a hunting hound, I might have been able to identify who did what where but as it was, finding no warm body recovering from a bout of intense sex was sufficient to validate my suspicions.
Returning to the ground floor, I indicated to Jeb to remove his shoes. He did. He knew too, I realized since he had seen the rail and with occupants, just not these occupants. I leaned into him and whispered.
"If you speak, don't use your voice. This will be more fun if no one knows you are here until they see you."
He arched his head back, trying to focus on me but then nodded. I felt him surrender, that little drop of the shoulders and the dip of the chin that gave over this moment in his life to me. Silently I opened the door, filled with the ebullience a young buck feels when the elder makes way and follows. It is both euphoric and intimidating. I put a foot onto the first step and it creaked, squeaking like and unoiled pulley. The next was quieter, thankfully. Slowly we descended into the realm of the rail.
It was warm. My first vision was of Laura Wills bound onto the rail, nude, her back shimmering white, her arms outstretched over her head, the cuffs around her forearms hooked together with a line running down the straight line of the rail to Tia Maria. The Filippina lay as Laura lay, bent at the waist, her body caramel brown, her ass plush. While Laura was merely bent, Marie was flying her legs splayed wide, cupped in the spreading embrace of the rail. Both women lay face down on the board, their noses fit into the massage table slots, padded and comfortable. For all I could tell, they could have been asleep.
The sound came from around the corner. I knew that sound. It was Annie, the staccato squeals she made while someone fucked her hard and fast. I signaled to Jeb and turned to find him staring at Tia Maria, his eyes wide like tunnels from the core of his soul. I tapped his elbow and signaled for him to sit and be silent. He glanced at Tia Maria, looked at me and licked his lips. He put his hands together in the Asian way and bowed a little to me. Before you go all goo goo eyes on me, he was being sarcastic, 51% at least, I'd say but I didn't care, so long as he remained silent for a while longer.
From around the corner, Annie's voice lifted like an eagle, soaring into a high, keening squeal.
"Coming, oh Chris, coming, coming, coming!"
For some reason I thought Jeb knew of his neighbor's predilections but his face betrayed no such knowledge but rather amazement and confusion. More silent entreaties to be still and be silent. He nodded now without sarcasm and sat down on the second to bottom step. He folded his hands between his knees and looked up at me. Now you can get all woo woo, if you want because he looked completely forlorn. It clashed with his every attribute, like a clown discovered smoking a reefer by an adoring child.
I padded to the corner and peered around it.
Chris had Annie in the dangle just as I presumed. Her arms were pulled high over her head, pinching it between taut elbows. Her face was framed by her black hair. Her legs were locked incompletely around Chris' naked body. She was shuddering, her eyes closed, her hips slapped against him. He had his hands on her ass, pulling her forward and back while she keened. He sucked at one of her breasts while the other peeked at me from beside his ear and blond hair.
"Oh, oh, oh god, Sonny!" Annie cried.
My eyes shifted from her single nipple to her eyes and found her looking at me.
Chris throttled back and looked up at her.
"What the fuck, Annie?" He growled.
I could hear the chagrin in his voice.
Annie jerked her chin at me, pointing with it.
"Sonny here." She managed to say.
"Sonny? Oh shit."
Chris disconnected from the woman and stepped back. He did so against her will and that left her spinning in mid air, her legs flailing until she remembered to touch down. As she swung around in a circle, her toes tried to stop her caterwauling in the air.
"Sonny? What are you doing here?"
I decided not to beat around the bush. I stepped up to the spinning Asian woman and put out a hand. I grasped her by the hip and steadied her, halting her wild ride so her toes could connect her to the floor once more. I stopped her. My hand, I swear all by itself, without any instructions, painted up her side till my thumb found her nipple. I tweaked it gently, rubbing it back and forth.
"Ugh." Annie moaned. "A, yes, fuck Annie more." Her voice had that wild crazed quality that comes with coming, but not quite enough.
"Want a go?" Chris said. "She's your pussy after all. Mom too, and the other one, Marie? She says you own her too."
"Your father's here." I said. I'd been fingering around for the right chord to start that conversation and finally gave up and just said it.
Chris looked at me like I'd taken a poke as his junk.
"He's on the stairs."
"You brought him here?"
Now why would he think that right off? It was so unfair I lied to balance the scales, ignoring that he got it right in spite of me.
"He was outside. I just brought him inside."
Annie was panting.
"Come again. Please make Annie come again!" She piped, her voice strained by her pose in the dangle. The dangle corset laced under her tits constricted her lower rib cage, with loops down to narrow bands on her thighs that all supported her weight on the bobbing dangle. The harness was designed for fucking. Annie's pussy glistened with her arousal, swollen and pursed, her thighs were streaked with glistening lines.
I couldn't help it. I looped an arm around her and kissed her. She couldn't do anything but wiggle if she wanted to keep her feet on the ground. Her mouth was ravenous, her kiss filled with fire and passion. Her legs lifted to encircle me and I wrenched free of her. She swung wide, her heels high in front of her, twirling like a mobile. I moved away, staring at the sight of a naked woman spinning with her legs in the air like she just don't care.
I looked back at Chris. He'd been watching Annie spin too.
"God but she loves the dangle." Chris said. He looked at me and for a moment, he was the shy guy again. He shrugged.
I grinned crookedly. I was never going to gasp and point at anyone for fucking an eager pussy, given my recent flood tide of it.
"What do you mean my father is here?" Chris said. "He caught me fucking mom and disappeared. We haven't heard from him in...in...what? Three months? He comes back now?"
"I am going to give Laura to him, if he wants her." I said. That stopped the flow. Whatever Chris was going to say, he looked like I'd just bitch slapped him, like in a fifties movie.
"Your going to do what?"
I started to undress. We'd been whispering. Each time Annie orbited around, her eyes fixed on me. She had sobered right up. Chris was naked but he just stood there, gleaming spear and everything, staring at me.
"What did you say?"
"I said, I am giving Laura to him. If he wants her."
"I thought you gave her back to me?" Chris hissed. "Goddammit...."
"Hey, asshole, you traded her to Sean for his mom. He traded her to me for his mom, whom I have traded to another guy so you'll both be in line some from now on. If it makes you feel any better, I imagine we can get Quilla to fill in when Lydia isn't available."
Chris grinned crookedly.
"Too late. She's over on the futon waiting for me."
"Jesus, Chris, four?"
He snorted.
"Look who's talking and yes, four. I like it." His hard look crumpled and he grinned. "I could use a little help."
At that moment my phone rang, drowning in my discarded clothes. I fished it out and checked the number. Not one I recognized so I had to answer. This phone connected me to a whole world I never imagined could exist. I turned away and out of the orbit of the dangle where Annie was spinning in space, refusing to put her feet down and stop it.
"Hello?" I said.
"A, hi, is this Sonny Duncan?" A thin, female voice said into my ear. It tickled.
"Yeah. I mean, yes this is Sonny Duncan."
"Oh good, I mean, hi, this is Miriam Travers."
"Oh, oh yes, Mrs. Travers."
"No, not Mrs. Travers, Miss Travers. I am Rictor Travers' daughter. I will be at the China Sparrow tonight. I wondered if we could meet tonight, after I get in."
"I...I thought you all were going to arrive tomorrow."
"We are. I mean, Mom is but I wanted to arrive early, you know, so we could talk. Do you mind? I'd like a chance to...uh...."
I waited for the object to appear closer than it was.
"I want to talk to you about something."
"Yes. What?"
"Can we meet? I'd like the chance to explain myself. Face to face, I mean."
"Explain yourself?"
"You know, help you understand."
"Knowledge is good."
"Yeah, but it isn't always comfortable."
I understood that sentiment.
"What do I need to understand?" I hesitated to explain what I knew about the situation because in fact, I was insecure on that particular issue. Just because I seemed to be boning every female who winked at me, that didn't mean the next one was going to open house and knees to me. That's like presuming that the next hit in a baseball game will be a home run because the last one was. I was on a hot streak and like they say in baseball, don't fuck with a streak...streak, not streaker.
"Why I consented to come...meet you."
I wasn't sure if the hesitation was Fruedian or not and I wasn't sure I cared.
"Okay. Call me when you get in. I'll see where I am. If it's too late we'll have to make other arrangements."
"Thank you, I'll call...shit, gotta go. My plane is boarding, I can see you tonight, then?"
"I...okay."
"I'll call when I am at the hotel, around seven."
I shook my head.
"Fine. I'll be downtown this evening anyway, you call and I should be able to meet with you."
She disconnected.
I turned around. Annie had swung down and was trying to see around the corner. All she could see was the bare back half of Laura Wills bent over the rail. I moved around her, around the corner.
Chris stood before his father, stark naked mind you.
Neither guy spoke. Neither one moved.
I moved. My cock had been wavering but the voice in my phone averring that she'd surely suck and fuck me and let me have her ass provided the prefect impetus to straighten up, and it did. I got behind Laura Wills. I laid my hands on her hips and stepped on the fly peddle. Her legs splayed out to the side and behind me. The mechanism felt spring loaded and smooth. Laura cocked her hips so her pussy appeared between her splayed legs.
I put my cock against her entrance and pushed. At that moment, I glanced over and saw Quilla Favors laying on the futon, fully clothes, her arms folded under her torso. I say fully clothed only in the sense that she had one of everything on people usually wore. However, she wore a very short skirt that imperfectly covered garters holding up stocking on her otherwise bare legs. She lay so still she seemed asleep.
"Sonny?"
"Yes, Laura. I'm here. Look who is with me." I pushed my cock into her.
The woman groaned but lifted her head. I felt the electric zing when her eyes found Jeb sitting on the stairs. Her pussy clinched down on me so hard I thought I had the wrong hole. The feeling was fucking fantastic I groaned in spite of myself. I pulled back and slammed into Laura. She bucked and the rail shifted. Both things pulled Marie out of whatever lull she'd be in. She lifted her head. She looked around, twisting imperfectly. When she found Jeb, she snapped back straight but with her head straining up to look at me.
"Laura, Jeb has come home. I told him I'd give you to him but only if you'd let me. We are here to make arrangements for him to come home, or, if not, then not, so you know where you stand with each other."
I pulled out of Laura's pussy. My eyes were on Jeb who stood up. Chris stood in front of him, still naked.
"No, please. Don't leave." Laura cried.
It was elegantly ambiguous as to whom she was speaking. I, however, ignored her, but Jeb apparently heeded her cries.
Out of shyness or to give Quilla the once over, I walked around the back of the rail to the other end. Before I got on the box behind Marie's box, I bent to her and kissed her shoulder.
"Trust me, Maria, and things may work out, so long as you agree that I own you."
Her head lifted. She cast a partial glance in Jeb's direction.
"Blonde lady crazy but I like. I not give up...."
I stopped her with a touch.
"You'll get what you want, I think. Just, just don't talk unless I ask you a question."
She regarded me with her brown-eyed gaze for moment then nodded slightly. I realized then for the first time what I'd learn in greater measure later on, that Tia Maria was no dummy. She understood in an instant what I was doing, even while I was still comprehending it myself.
She groaned loudly and approvingly when I entered her. Her body bucked, jerking at Laura's arms and body even while the rail pushed her backwards. I grasped Tia Maria by the hips and ran my cock into her several times before pulling out of her. I hesitated, thinking of my options. I moved to where Quilla lay and nudged her with a bare toe. She lifted her head.
"Sonny? What are you doing here?"
"I came over for a blow job and you're the only one available." I muttered.
She got right up to her knees. I'd expected some debate but nope, she was getting already to blow me when I pulled her to her feet. She looked chagrined or at least surprised. I grinned and walked her around to the other side of the rail.



Quilla got right to her knees. Chris had put down carpet since I was last there, real wall to wall carpeting rather than the pads and mats he'd had before. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth and waited.
I wanted to snap a picture to send to Holly. I suddenly missed having my female shadow and it was only four days. My how time flies!
I shuffled forward and touched my cock to Quilla's extended tongue. She leaned in so she could slurp around the head even while she kissed it. The feeling, after having lately been deep in the two rail women was astonishing. I let her clean me a little.
Chris stood staring at Quilla while she sucked my cock. He looked back at Jeb who hadn't moved, not even a pore twitched.
I pulled my cock out of Quilla's mouth. I'd had only a vague idea about how this moment would go but suddenly I had it clear in my head.
"Chris, why don't you mount your mother and I'll mount Tia Maria there. We'll show your father how this contraption works." He looked up from Quilla-on-my-cock and nodded. "Quilla, this is Jeb Wills, Chris' father. Why don't you undress him for us. He's going to fuck...well, someone I expect."
Quilla had been listening. She backed off my cock, like a warehouse expelling a delivery truck. She stood up. Jeb stood up and stepped down onto the basement floor. Chris moved behind Laura and I got behind Marie. When I touched her back, I felt Maria's excitement, I call it excitement rather than nervousness, though I could be wrong. When I entered her this time, she moaned long and loud.
I felt rather than saw Chris push into Laura. For some reason I was focused on the little pads under Tia Maria formed by her tits on the padded rail. With her arms pulled over her head, her body was pulled tight on the rail and her tits squashed out underneath. For some dumb reason I found it incredibly sexy. I pulled back and hammered into Maria.
Quilla was unbuttoning Jeb's shirt. She seemed dazed, dreamy, moving smoothly, with liquid motions, looking rather the way Lovely Kline talks. Chris hammered into Laura. Laura squeaked. The motion popped Maria against me and then cocked her forward away from me. I held her by the ass, leaning in even as she moaned. I pulled back and mimicked the motion, ramming my cock into her body. The rail moved a little, then clicked forward only to immediately snap back, slamming her hard onto my already fully buried cock. Maria bucked under me. The force and asymmetry of it surprised and delighted her. Her body jerked and convulsed. Her hands pulled at Laura.
Quilla stripped off Jeb's shirt, running her hands over his chest. She went to work on his pants and shucked down pants and briefs in one motion. She took hold of his hard cock and was about to engulf it with her mouth but I called to Jeb.
"Mr. Wills, please, come over here a moment."
He groaned, gently disengaged from Quilla and came over to me, standing by Marie's head near the rail.
"Mr. Wills, this is Marie. She, she needs a place to live and work in the US to get her green card. I am doing a favor for a friend. Laura there, she needs someone to own her all the time. I am getting...uh...too busy to properly manage her. She needs constant attention. Marie will provide that. I think they might fit very well together. Marie is the maid to the world and Tia Maria to Laura when they are alone. Marie will take care of the house and Laura will take care of Maria. If you want to come back home, here is a way, I say, a way, to manage it. You will be like Laura, owned by Tia Maria, when the three of you will be alone. In public, she'll be your live-in maid. With other people present, she will serve you. Alone, she will give you orders and you will obey her. As will Laura."
I cannot describe Jeb's face. It roiled from expression to expression like an actor trying on the role of a rodent. He just didn't know how to express what he was feeling, at least that was how it looked to me. I pulled out of Marie. She grunted but she knew what was about to happen.
"Jeb, I want you to fuck Maria here. While Chris fucks your wife. Chris will own Maria. Maria will own you and Laura. That is my suggestion."
I stepped down off of the box at the end of the rail and went over to where Quilla still knelt. I turned her back to the rail, so I could watch the Wills family fuck, and stuffed her mouth full of my smarmy cock. She gagged and I had to relent.
Jeb stood at Tia Maria's head. His hand lay on the back of her head, stroking her black hair, running his fingers down to her neck before lifting them and petting down her head again. She lay panting while the rail shifted and bucked underneath her, empty and forlorn.
Chris was fucking Laura and I wasn't sure he was paying much attention. In his place, I'd have crawled deep inside her and not emerged for a week, or until the strangeness in my house dissipated. Laura for her part, was orgasming on the rail. Her head lifted and she cried with pleasure as the situation and her son extruded ecstasy from her secured body. Her hips bucked against Chris but she couldn't control what was happening to her at all.
Jeb left Maria's head and went to her open legs. He stood studying the contraption and his mistress secured to it. Finally, he stepped onto the box, placed his hands on the back of her spread thighs and moved into position. The next time the rail snapped back away from him, he positioned his cock and ran it into Maria's pussy.
She screamed. Her whole body bucked. She writhed in her bounds, utterly unable to express the thrashing sensation controlling her. The rail moved and she screamed again. It pushed her back against Jeb, ramming her onto his cock. Jeb responded by pulling out of her a little and slamming into her harder, popping the rail and Laura in Chris' direction. Laura cried out also.
Jeb stopped. He looked over at me, the redhead bobbing on my cock.
"What about Laura? Doesn't she have any say in this?"
"No." I ejaculated. "Absolutely not. She is to be used. Since this would be difficult for you, Maria will assign her to whatever she wishes. Chris will assign Maria to whatever he wishes and through Maria, he'll get to fuck his mother whenever Maria wishes to let him. If you come back, you need to fit into to this and since you are married to Laura, since she is your wife, you'll fit into the situation in exactly the same way she does. If you get to fuck her, it will only because Tia Maria tells you to, isn't that right, Marie?"
Maria lifted her head, turned it and lay down. Her eyes were closed. She opened them and regarded me from her twitching and jerking position on the rail.
"I, Mr. Sonny own me. I do what Mr. Sonny say." She said, then her face crumpled and she turned it back to the rail. A moment later a new wave of orgasm rippled through her. Or maybe she was faking it but she understood what had just happened. She was likely the only one.
I tapped Quilla on the side of the head. She pulled loudly off my cock. She looked up at me with her best beatific smile, the virgin Quilla with a cock in her mouth.
The rail squeaked and shifted. Father and son found a rhythm and fucked mother and mistress in perfect synchrony. The two women hunched and bucked as the two men fucked them. I pulled Quilla up and felt under her short little dress. Her pussy was bare. I positioned her at the middle of the rail. She understood immediately and grasped hold of the huge eyebolt through which the lines ran that bound Laura and Maria together. I lifted her skirt and felt between her legs. She shuddered.
Whatever had preceded my arrival had left her aroused beyond measure. I thrust into her and she screamed. The very introduction of my cock into the interior of her body precipitated an undeniable cataclysm. She shook, she cooed, she screamed. I pumped at her from behind, slapping against her stationary hips while she keened and the rail shifted under her hands. Her red hair cascaded between her extended arms. I held her by the hips and thundered into her, pummeling her in time with the movement of the rail. That may sound easy but it isn't. The rail had this uneven gait, like a hobbled horse on the run, missing one good hoof. I crushed her ass between us, piercing into her lovely body.
"Oh good Christ, I'm coming!" Chris cried.
"Yes, oh god yes, coming too." Jeb growled around his gritted teeth. The women on the rail bucked themselves, thrashing and twisting as the men in them poured them full of cum.
I withdrew from Quilla. She keened, looking accusingly back at me.
Chris yanked his cock out of Laura and she groaned. Jeb did the same and Maria turned to use some sharp words but saw me and froze. She turned back and lay down on the rail.
"Switch. Here, have Quilla lick you clean before you fuck them again."
Quilla got to her knees and looked askance at the two men. I stepped away, turning to the dangle and Annie. When I looked back. Quilla was licking cum off of Chris's cock, then sucking it hard.
I found Annie standing on her tip toes. She turned herself so she could look at me.
"I think my arms have gone to sleep. They are numb." That was Anne.
"Let me get you out of that."
"Oh no, no, don't. Put it in me. Make Annie dangle good once more." That was Annie, clearly.
I shrugged. I moved closer to her and crouched. She groaned as I lifted her by the thighs, parting them around me. Between us, we managed to make the connection, me raising and lowering her hips and she cocking them up and down as my cock probed against her. Finally she hooked me and my cock slid into her. Annie groaned, her hips bucked which jammed more cock into her. I pulled her forward.
She must have been on a low boil because when I penetrated her body, she convulsed into a full-fledged orgasm. She bucked and shook, pulling on the dangle with her little arms, which lifted her off my cock. When she relaxed, she dropped down onto me. Over and over she did this even while orgasms ravaged her. She flexed and came until she was gasping for air and then she went limp.
"God, can I try that?" Quilla asked from behind me.
I became aware of the staccato whine of the rail banging back and forth with its odd rhythm. Over and over it snapped with a distinct pop. All I heard from the people involved was panting and gasping.
Annie was dangling lankly from the ceiling, still full of cock. I pulled out of her. She barely noticed. Her head had popped free of the hold of her elbows and now drooped down over her body. Her legs were completely lax.
"I want to try that." Quilla said from behind me. "God, she looks, she looks like you killed her."
"The little death." Anne said, her British lilt returning. I began unhooking her. When I released her wrists, she merely toppled against me, circling my neck with her arms. She felt liquid against me.
Suddenly, I wanted to come. I want to fuck Annie. I'd have been better off to forgo that pleasure but that isn't my nature. I finished detaching her from the dangle. I think she wanted to go to sleep. I turned her around to face me, lifting her by the thighs. She was falling backwards but I got us turned, with a step towards the wall in time so she slumped back against the wall rather then dismounting entirely. I held her by the thighs, an awkward pose to say the least. I was trying to poke my cock back into her when a hand appeared. Quilla's hand probed between us.
"There she is." Quilla whispered and a moment later, Annie's pussy enveloped my cock again. The brief respite seemed to have super-sensitized my cock because sliding into Annie again seemed to tingle every pore of my skin from stem to stern. I hammered into her, feeling the lurking orgasm tickling me behind my ears. Her arms tightened around my neck. She drew herself up so I pulled back. We released and reversed together and met in the middle. I slammed her against the wall. She cried out a little, her voice replete with delight and intense demands. Again and again I ground her against the wall. She was suspended off the ground by my hands on her thighs and my cock in her body on which she hung like piece of meat on a hook. I pounded against her, slamming her against the wall board and making a boom, boom, boom sound in the basement like I was banging a drum. In fact, I was banging an Asian beauty and Annie was banging me back.
For two or three frustrating minutes I chased my orgasm around. When I finally caught it, it fought back, ravaging me with all its ferocity so that I could barely stand as the last of the cum dribbled out of me into the maw of Annie's clasping, demanding and sensual body. My god but she loved to fuck. And I love fucking her.
We leaned against the wall, panting and gasping. I worried if I moved I'd topple over but when Annie wiggled under me, I stood and she pulled my mouth down to hers and kissed me, hard. The kiss bubbled with passion and I'd have had her again but I felt Quilla's interest looking on and I had my own agenda to think of. My sisters wanted a powwow not to mention, "just talking" with Miriam Travers.
I disentangled from Annie.
The rail was screeching around the corner. One woman screamed and then the other did.
"My god, someone needs to fuck me!" Quilla growled.
I turned to her and patted her on the hip.
"No on here, though. Don't worry, I'll get you some cock to ride." Maybe, I thought to myself but I needed to get her out of here while the Wills family reintegrated themselves. I had one more thing to do.
"Get dressed, Annie, we need to go." She nodded and looked around for her clothing. Not finding it, she padded around the corner, locating it against the wall on the futon behind the rail.
The Wills Family was still, all gasping and panting at once.
I walked around the corner.
"Wills family, I am asking you to accept Marie as your maid. Before you decide, take a few days, try her out and let me know. On another note, Laura, call your brothers. It is time they shared you with your husband and son." She lifted her head, though she looked bleary and spent, there was a wildness in her eyes when she nodded at me.
My work was done. I picked up my clothing and walked upstairs.
Quilla followed and we waited for Annie while I dressed.
"You said...."
"I know what I said. Jesus, Quilla, let me get my pants on."
Annie arrived.
"Annie, you need to leave these folks alone for a week or two. Okay. No tiptoeing into the middle of their family discussions for a while."
"What if they call me?"
"For a while, don't answer. They need to get accustomed to being together again. Okay?"
"You no send your sister over to play. I mean you keep her away too?"
"None of your business. You stay away."
Annie pouted. She wanted something in trade.
Instead I reached over and tapped her collar.
"Or take this off. By the way, I thought you were supposed to...."
Annie saw where that was going.
"Not my fault. Filipino woman wanted to know how the dangle worked and Chris asked me to help demonstrate."
That sounded weak to me but I let it pass.
"I go now." Annie said and picked up her coat and disappeared out the back, leaving the door cracked so the cold wind tinkled around us. I walked over and shut it.
"Sonny, you said...."
I hooked Quilla with my eyes. I must be getting good at "the look" because she bit off the rest of whatever she was going to say and swallowed it.
"I know what I said. Give me a minute."
From out of the basement came a loud "thwack" and then a scream.
I sauntered over and closed the door. Part of me wanted to go down and watch but this was no longer much of my business. I'd had an idea about how to deal with Quilla but it had slipped my mind. Oh, there it was. I took out my phone and called Seth Morrison.
He answered right now.
"Sonny?"
"Have you had Lydia Favors yet?" I asked.
Silence.
"Hello?"
"No." Morrison muttered.
"Why not. Suddenly scared of pussy?"
"I, no. Not that."
"Then what?"
More silence.
"Listen, can you do me a favor, since I did one for you?" I didn't want to pause to await a response but I did and got none. "Can you fuck Lydia's daughter for me?" I heard him choke. So, no, then.
"I, that's the problem. I, I don't think I want to do that."
I wasn't going to give the guy therapy to find out why, though for my money he was nuts, but who am I to judge who's nuts and who's just plain, everyday, normal crazy?
"Fine. Will you at least fuck Lydia?"
"I, okay."
I looked at Quilla.
"Is your mom, home?" She shook her head and mouthed, out of town. "Go to her house. I'll tell her to expect you. How long before you get there?"
"Twenty minutes."
I grinned.
"I'll let her know."
We disconnected. I looked at Quilla.
"Here is your chance to seduce your Mom's boyfriend from long ago. You need to beat feet or he'll get there before ye."
She nodded, wide-eyed and scampered out the door. I hadn't noticed her car. It was parked across the street.
I got into my car and drove home. I showered but didn't manicure my face, skipping shaving and the rest and got dressed. It was five-thirty when I was ready to head downtown. I called Tawny and told her I was on my way.
It had stopped snowing and turned bitter cold. I drove carefully in the gloomy traffic. Once I got out of the neighborhood, I was against the flow so it was faster getting downtown than I'd supposed, not counting the sliding around on the icy roads. Tawny texted an address and I pulled over downtown to find it. Located, I discovered it was a few blocks from The China Sparrow so I drove to the hotel and handed my car over to the good graces of their valet, dressed up in faux fur and top hat but with a Chinese dragon on the front. They looked like old time band leaders, marching bands I mean.
I walked to the restaurant, Lips of the Lily, which I found vaguely pornographic, if you squinted but maybe it was a Rorschach test and I got an incomplete. My sisters were huddled around three sides of a square table when I arrived.
"Sisters." I said leaning on the back of the lone empty chair, feeling my lack of din-din all day long and the deficits I'd incurred from my fucking diet.
They looked at me. No one spoke, so I sat down.
I looked from one to the next to the last. They seemed to be waiting for something. Turns out it was the menus which a very handsome waiter lowered in front of my face with a high pitched giggle. The girls took theirs and we sat in a silent stew for a while, musing over the menu, imagining eating each dish till we each found one that simply had to be experienced rather than imagined. The waiter returned in the lee of this mutual silence, took our orders, and departed.
"He's gay." Georgia said.
"Of course he is."
"Shopping?" I asked.
"You haven't talked to Mom in forever." Dalia said. "She asks about you."
"What do you tell her?" She was right. I couldn't remember the last time I thought about our darling mother, letting Sid do the deep exploration with his probe, far inside her while she convulsed around it. His party favor, I thought.
"What could I say? I told her you are fucking anything that moves."
"Hardly accurate." I sniffed.
"But not wrong." Georgia added. "Charm insists you never made a play for her. Not once."
"She is selective. I offered. "She declined on the grounds that we were both lesbians." I grinned. "So? Why are we here?"
"Can't the Duncan family have a meal together without any ulterior reason?" Georgia asked.
"I don't know, can we?"
"No." Tawny said. "I want my day."
I knew what she meant. She wanted to be shackled to a bed to be visited by Christmas past, present and future in the form of her favorite dildos. My buddies might not appreciate that characterization until the realized the implications. I decided to play it straight.



"Oh? Will you be as generous with your day as Georgia was?"
They looked at each other. Dalia smiled at me. Condescending, somehow but I couldn't figure out why exactly. She definitely looked like she knew something I didn't.
"I want to share it with D. Debra Hamilton." Tawny said, lifting her chin, like a boxer daring a slow opponent to hit it if she could.
"Seems to me like I remember you already shared her."
Tawny shook her head.
"You wimped out and skadaddled like a little bitch."
"I was a little bitch, granted but us little bitches play the long game. D. Debra's dance card is full, actually, of cock, unless you want to give her a little pussy kiss, which I bet she'd not say no to."
Tawny wrinkled her nose. God she was cute when she did that. I wanted to....
"I mean, there are six of you guys and having you do two of us at once, that was, it was awesome." Georgia said, looking around the table. "Wasn't it?"
Dalia and Tawny both nodded.
I shook my head.
"You guys have real jobs and real lives. I think maybe you should leave the MILF list to me and not plan your lives around it."
Dalia looked at the other two, she sat across from me.
"See? I told you he'd say something like that."
"Hog." Tawny said.
"Pig." Dalia added, as if it was more an adjective than a synonym.
Georgia nodded, conceding the point apparently.
"So you won't be mad if I start an affair with my boss?" Georgia said lightly.
I smelled something rotten in Copenhagen. There was something I didn't understand, to add to a very, very long list of things I knew about that I didn't understand as opposed to this particular thing I didn't understand but did not know about it yet.
Food came and suspended that little game of thrust and parry.
We all fell to like orphans, like they'd skipped lunch too. Surely I had exceeded their energy expenditure...that thought halted my fork on the way to my mouth. A piece of shrimp fell back to my plate, rescued by fate from sacrifice to the toothy god for the moment.
"You fucked someone at work. Who was it?"
All three of my sisters stopped mid-motion and looked around at each other. Tawny finished chewing and swallowed.
"What? I didn't tell him?"
"Tell me what?"
Georgia put down her fork.
"While we were in Florida, my boss seduced me."
"And I suppose Dalia got to watch." Dalia blushed so obviously I was embarrassed for her. "No! Really?"
"He's young, I mean older than me but he has two kids and a wife and, well, he insisted that the 500 mile rule applies."
"The 500 mile rule?"
"If you are 500 miles from the spouse, you aren't really married. But now, back home, he acts like nothing happened. I can't really complain much since I'm having sex with my brother."
I glanced around. Funny how certain sentences automatically make you think the whole world is paying attention to you. Does that suggest that guilt is actually narcissistic at its core? A curious thought for later consideration.
"Complain about what?"
"That he won't have sex with me any more."
"And when would that have happened? Since you got back you've either been charmed by Charm or entertaining my friends and me." I cocked my head. "Or forgetting to give me messages with profound consequences."
Dalia arched an eyebrow.
"Oh? What profane consequences could that be?"
I really didn't want to explain and besides she switched out profound for profane. Georgia's patience saved me.
"I want you to seduce his wife." Georgia said, not waiting for anyone else to lead up to the idea. What I said about her patience was clearly ironic.
I took a bite to buy time. My god, the pussy gods were trying to kill me. As further proof, my phone rang.
I answered it, watching my three sisters like a guy in a sandwich sign watches three lions.
"Hello?"
"Mr. Duncan?" For a moment, I didn't recognize the voice. Well, longer than that.
"Yes."
"It's Miriam. I'm on the way to the hotel. I can meet you in twenty minutes or so."
"Oh, joy." I responded only half sarcastically, which I think she missed entirely or half anyway. If I was half-sarcastic and she missed that entirely did she understand me half-way? These things can be so confusing.
"Can you meet me?" Miriam asked.
"I think so. The China Sparrow you said?"
"Yes. I was going to suggest we get a drink but I asked and the bar checks IDs. The bus driver said they don't like hookers. Can you come to my room?"
"I suppose." I needed more enthusiasm. "Why don't you call me when you're available?"
"Okay. I'll call when I get to my room. How soon could you meet me?"
"Soon. Maybe. Maybe not tonight. I'll call you or, you call me when you land, get in the room I mean. Good-bye." I wanted her to know I was hanging up and to not call back. I was successful apparently because she didn't.
"Where were we? Oh yes, you were saying something foolish about me seducing a man's wife so he will have sex with my sister. That about right?"
"Sisters." Dalia said. "He's delish."
I squinted at her.
"Who taught you that?"
"I made it up."
"Late to the party, don't try to copyright it." I looked at Georgia. "What the hell are you talking about and why now?"
"I blew him in the office this afternoon and he said that unless his wife agreed to his affair, he wouldn't do it. We, we talked it over and thought that maybe you could, you know, persuade her." Georgia said, sounding all reasonable and shit.
"We? Who's we?"
"We, all of us." Tawny offered. She glanced at Georgia as if to see if she was saying the right words. Georgia ignored her.
I looked askance at Tawny.
"What do you figure to get out of this? You want to fuck him too?"
"Never met him but since you handed Chris a handful of free pussy, not to mention his mother, you owe me a little somethin' somethin'."
"I owe you? How did that happen? When did I become the registrar of sexual privilege?"
"Since you fucked us all." Tawny shot back.
"But I haven't." I stared hard at Dalia.
"But you will." Tawny insisted. She wasn't wrong, I just hadn't squeezed into Dalia's tight schedule yet, I mean squeezed her into my tight schedule yet.
I went back to eating, thinking if I acted like this wasn't happening maybe it'd go away. It didn't. I looked at Georgia.
"Wait! You blew your boss in the office this afternoon?" She nodded. "But...." I was trying to remember when they arranged for me to meet them for supper and if she did her blowing before or after the arrangement. She told me, like she could read my dirty little mind.
"I, I've been planning this since we got back but with Charm and all, I didn't want to overlap."
I snorted. A curious version of nobility, I thought.
"You mean you didn't want to overlap having sex with a lesbian with having sex with a married man? Why ever not?" I did my best impression of amazed umbrage, not moral umbrage, amazed umbrage like you feel when you see a particularly gifted contortionist put her head where it should not be able to go.
"Sonny, just listen. Georgia told him that if his wife had sex with another man, he'd likely be able to negotiate from a position of strength." Dalia said.
"And which position is that?" I hesitated using the missionary position to illustrate my point so I blurred the issue. "Downward facing hound?" I offered.
"Dog. Downward facing dog." Tawny corrected me but since I am not an aficionado of yoga, I don't know if she corrected me correctly or not.
"If the wife is getting a little strange, then when he suggests he bring me home to meet the family and fuck the wife with him, she might go for it."
"Won't it be more than a little strange when she discovers that the free lancing dick is your brother? Seems to me like she'd get mighty suspicious."
Georgia grinned. "She doesn't need to ever know but if she does, it won't matter if it is after the fact."
"What fact?" I groaned.
"The fact that she enjoys a little pussy in her own right and having access to it might tip the scales, if the marriage pact has already been adjusted."
"Broken, you mean. Sounds like that's already happened."
"No. The 500 hundred mile rule, remember!"
"I was thinking of the blow job."
"Blow jobs are like shaking hands." Georgia insisted.
"Yeah, and not really sex, right?"
"Right."
"Christ, this country will never get over Clinton in the White House." I muttered. Suddenly I had the perfect solution to the problem. Let me be clear about the problem. I am never good when presented with hypotheticals like this, so I always needed time to think them through. I needed to get time and I knew how.
"Look, I don't want to be a party pooper, goose and gander and all that but I don't want to go running off half-cocked either."
"Half-cocked? What does that ever mean?" Tawny asked. I almost believed she cared.
"It means your gun might go off when you don't mean for it to."
"Doesn't either." Now Tawny was just being contrary. She could be obdurate as Georgia and hold an expression as long as the Sphinx. "It means don't run off with just half your cock." She gave me a look like she challenged me to argue the point. Wasn't worth it so I passed, despite the fact that her interpretation made absolutely no sense.
"Never you mind. What I mean is this, discuss it with Mom and if she agrees, she can tell me its okay. Okay? If she calls me and gives me the big thumbs up, I'll discuss the details in detail with you." I had no idea what Mom would say to this but at the very least I could get a little time to think about the ramifications of helping my sister have an affair with her boss. I looked at Dalia.
"What do you get out of this?"
"You." She said simply.
"Oh. Oh!" Suddenly it came clear. Fucking apparently takes a village and Dalia didn't feel right about mounting her brother unless her elder sister was getting laid elsewhere. "I could solve that a lot easier than boinking your boss' missus."
Oh my loving fuck. I'd stepped right into the trap as pretty as you please. It's like dropping a garter in front of a fop, the posh dude would bend over and pick it up every time.
"Oh, you could, could you? Just how would you do that?"
"You didn't really blow your boss or boff him in sunny Florida, did you?"
Georgia flushed.
"Why would you say that."
The clock ticked in my head suddenly. I stood up.
"I see. I see. Who did you have in mind, sister dear? To tickle your fancy in your hour of need."
"I don't need anything in my hour of need, I need something else in some place else hourly."
"Jesus, hourly? Get real."
"Fine, daily."
And there it was. Just like that I'd been negotiated into providing dick for my sisters, without even knowing it. God if you ever think you are wise, it must be because you don't have sisters to make you dance like a puppet monkey.
"I'll think about it." Was the best I could do. What a choice! My sisters fuck my friends or I have sex with their boss's wife so he could have sex with my sisters...somehow I thought I was missing something.
"Do more than think about it, Sonny. I almost had him this afternoon and then he fell back on the 500 mile rule."
"I thought it was the 200 mile rule?"
Georgia glared at me and was about to blurt out some barbed response when my phone rang.
"Hello?" I said tentatively. I didn't recognize the number.
"Hello?" The female voice said. It wasn't familiar. "Is this Sonny Duncan?" She apparently knew me.
"This is Sonny." I affirmed softly.
The woman on the other end of the line sighed deeply and then spoke softly, so softly I wasn't sure I heard her properly.
"This is Imogen Travers."
I groaned, audibly. I wondered what this meant.
"Mrs. Travers. To what do I owe the pleasure? Just a moment." I stood up, told my sisters I had to take this call and sauntered out of the restaurant into the waiting area. When I arrived I repeated my words. "Mrs. Travers, to what do I owe the pleasure."
"To the fact that my husband is a shit."
"Well, we agree about that, I suppose. I meant, why are you calling this time of night."
"I am at The China Sparrow."
"Now?"
"Yes. Now. I was wondering if you had time to visit with me tonight?"
I hesitated. This was getting weird, well, weirder than normal, which any thing even a little weird is, weirder than normal, so weirder than the weirdness that seemed to be following me around like a dog I just gave half my hamburger to....
"What?" The woman had said something but I missed it because I was chasing my stray metaphor around trying to get my hamburger back. Or was it chasing me around trying to get the other half?"
"Mr. Duncan? Please, I need to speak with you tonight."
"I thought you weren't coming into until tomorrow."
"Yes, that's so. I changed my ticket to get here tonight, hoping that I could meet you."
"You think ahead don't you. I'm busy." Even I knew I was approaching the limits of my energy and cum reserves.
"Please, give me ten minutes."
"No."
"Mr. Duncan, listen, I'll do anything you want. Anything! I swear but you have to listen to me."
She sounded desperate but I'd talked to her daughter first in the afternoon and this seemed too convenient. I was suspicious.
"Anything?"
"Anything! Honest. I will."
"Then tell me why you are here. Why would a woman fly to a strange city to have sex with a stranger when she thinks her husband is a shit?"
"I've been here before. You have a very nice city."
"Except for the snow."
"Well, there's that. I like it in the air, it's when it sloshes into my boots that its a bother."
"You said anything. I want to know why you are here, early, and calling me for a little somethin' somethin' early. You understand that you, and your daughter, are supposed to...." I wanted to say "fuck me" so badly my eyes were watering. That was so crass and I hadn't even met the woman yet. I had no idea if that would dry up her approach or not. I realized I needed to know more than I knew, mostly because I was unsure that Hassum would have an interest in making this easier or more difficult for me. That was yet to be determined. I am not really paranoid but I have a hesitation about things that don't make sense and this was making less and less sense to me.
"You are supposed to meet me and...."
The woman interrupted me.
"My husband sold us to you. We both understand that, I think. By sold, I mean he offered us both as sex slaves until Friday."
"And you are here early? Doesn't that sound a little, uh, peculiar to you? Oh, unless you put in a request and hubby owes you something."
"Owes me something...? Oh, oh! You mean that I want to be a sex slave to some strange man? Hardly." Her voice was so dry I had the idea I'd need lube to fuck her. I was getting really tired, and my natural politeness was getting strained. Mrs. Travers continued.
"Listen, Mr. Duncan, if I can't see you tonight, then let me explain."
"Are you going to fuck me?" I asked.
"I, well, I, yes, or maybe not. Please, let me explain myself."
"I wish you would. Quickly. I'm in the middle of a negotiation with...some people." I almost squealed on my sisters, and me if you get right down to it.
"Yes, okay. Mr. Duncan, my husband is having sex with my daughter. He told her that if she has sex with you, they were done. I want you to have sex with her, but not me. You have to have my daughter and leave me alone."
"You aren't making any sense. I am pretty sure my assignment is to fuck you and your daughter. Why would I just fuck her?"
"My daughter thinks I am a lesbian. If she discovers I don't puke at the sight of cock...well, things will get complicated."
"Why don't you uncomplicate them for me and explain yourself. This makes no sense. I'm thinking of...." I almost said I wanted to give her and her daughter to my buddies but I didn't. I wanted to, to say it and do that but I didn't want to confuse the issue. I only give away those who aspire to be Easter eggs and like to be found out and used up.
"I need time. Can we sit down and talk?"
"No. I have no time for that, at least not tonight. Now is it. Now or tomorrow."
The woman blew into her phone. For a moment it sounded like she was talking in a hurricane.
"Fine. Okay. Listen. My husband...my father, my parents. Okay. Okay. I had Miriam when I was eighteen. Nineteen almost. I'd been dating Ric for maybe three months and my parents hated him."
"Ric? Who's that?"
"Rictor. Ric."
"Ok. Go on."
"He had nothing. He was handsome, charismatic, ambitious. He drew me to him because he was a clean bad boy, the sort of guy who uses his image to do terrible things. He'd had several of my friends and I was attempting to see how long I could keep him interested. We were sexual gold. After the first time, he kept coming back for more, even while he chased my other friends he hadn't claimed yet. Unlike the others, he kept coming back to me. That flattered me and he told me everything about having sex with the others. One time they...."
"Tick tock, Mrs. Travers. I'm not a 900 number where the longer you talk the better I like it."
"Yes, of course. My parents hated him and then I got pregnant with Mimi, Miriam, our daughter. I ran away with Ric and got married. I disappeared for a year. When I returned, I had a three month old baby and even my crusty old papa couldn't turn me away. They did, however, engineer a complicated trust agreement for Mimi. When she is twenty-five, if we are still togther, Ric and I, we all get a third of the total, now the total is about 150 million dollars."
"So this is about the money."
"No. No. Not so much."
Yes, it was. I wasn't fooled.
"No, listen. If we get a divorce, Ric will get nothing. I will get nothing, before Mimi is 25, I mean. I guess Daddy thought by then she'd be able to handle herself. I don't think he intended to leave that in place so long."
"Is he going to change it?"
"Can't. They died a couple years after Mimi was born, with the trust arrangement still in place. If Ric thinks he can get his hands on the money, he will. His has been having sex with our daughter to sway her, so he can divorce me and then get her to sign the money over to him. Mimi believes that Rictor has been chasing skirts because she thinks I'm a lesbian. If she finds out I'm not, then she'll hate me, Ric can divorce me and Mimi will have the money and be his lover."
"Sounds fucked up to me." I said. Okay, now before you get all huffy about me judging, the pot and the kettle and who's got the right to identify as black and who's blacker or shit like that, I was referring to the money deal, not the incest is best factor, because hey, I hardly have room to chirp about that, right? I think Mrs. Travers took it that way though, the incest part, and I could hardly correct her impression. I sort of had to make that comment or it would cause questions that I wasn't sure I should answer for several obvious reasons.
"Don't be like that. I have been acting like a lesbian for going on ten years. If Mimi finds out I'm straight as she is, then she'll hate me, resent me, and think all I really cared about was the money."
"So? What does this have to do with me?"
"I want you to have sex with her and let me put you off. Let me make a big show over rejecting the idea of having sex with you so she has to. She won't dare refuse because if she does, Ric is screwed. At least that is what he told us."
"Yes, I think he got that much right."
"So you'll do it?"
"Let me see, you want me to have sex with your daughter so you don't have to have sex with me? Is that about right?"
"I'll have sex with you. Honest. I will. I just don't want her to know. I want her to think that I resisted and avoided penetration, unless you want to go down on me, that might be all right."



She didn't sound dingy at least not until just that moment, with that comment. Of course, I was comparing her story to Hassum's and I was having a difficult time not sneezing "bullshit" at her and tipping her off that I'd been tipped off. Something wasn't jibing and I wanted to know what it was. I'd get a story from the daughter and see. I didn't really know how to respond to her and Hassum's "suggestion" that I push them beyond their boundaries was blinking in my mind like a big neon arrow pointed...I wasn't sure where it was pointing but it had my attention. So I changed the subject."
"You said you'd do anything though, right?"
"I will. Honest, but only if you have sex with my daughter and leave me alone, at least while she's in the room. Just the two of us, I'll do anything."
"I want you to do something right now."
"Oh. Okay." Her voice deepened and slowed down. She sounded like a throat singer with a bad cold.
"I want you to tell me something." I stopped. The woman didn't respond so I presumed she was waiting for particulars. I had particulars aplenty. "I want to know something sexual you want to do but have never done. Something that would really ring your bell, if you know what I mean."
The woman didn't hesitate.
"Have two men in me at the same time. Front and back. Ass and vagina. At the same time. God, I have dreams about that and wake up all lathered up and no place to go. When I sleep with a woman, its just a hop, lick and a bump from a very nice climax. My lesbian lovers have always liked me because I am so easy to please. If they only knew! God, one time I dreamed all the time of watching her get it from two guys. She was a natural born lesbian and not a late joiner, fad chaser, like that. I think I just couldn't imagine her reaction to cock. She'd...."
"Okay, I get the picture. That, by the way, isn't an idle request. You understand that right?"
She actually laughed.
"You have two cock and a Ph.D. in yoga buddy? I am not worried because he said we had to fuck you and didn't mention anything about anyone else."
She thought she was being clever. We'd see.
"I'll think about it. Are you at the hotel?"
"Yes. A, 720, I think."
"Don't leave. I'll be in touch." I meant that literally. I disconnected and leaned against the wall for a moment. The crowd waiting to get a table had drained away. I walked slowly back to the table, trying to reacquire the thread of conversation with my sisters.
I stared at the phone, my eyes watered. It was what I was thinking.
I hesitated, thinking about what was waiting for me back at the table. What was Georgia really asking? Did she want permission to fuck her boss and wanted me to balance their slipper slide by seducing the wife in the picture, some new MILF whose husband had a 200 mile rule? Or was it 500? Or was she just angling to fish my friends up onto dry land where she could mount them over her headboard? Well, in front of her head board is more literal. I realized I had no idea which of those scenarios was real and I'd beaten my meat, I mean beaten my retreat before I could find out. Was I handing my buddies off as dildos to my sisters or was I on the hook for seducing some posh boss' wife? I shrugged, though because I was pretty sure I could get one of my buddies to do Georgia. Hell, I could get them all to. Well, I guess I had but I meant on a revolving basis, off and on, as it were in a more or less continuous fashion. I was thinking of hitching up a train for her, if that was what she was thinking.
The other option had the air of inevitable adventure to it and that put a flutter in my putter too. So, good and good, right? That actually made me feel better, ignoring the fact that my buddies already had done Georgia and she apparently desired more where that came from. If the new hadn't worn off or been rubbed off her ass, as it were, it'd be easy. Otherwise I'd need to screw them to her sticking place using guile and convivial connivery. I could do that.
I returned to the table but as I sat down, my phone rang again. I settled in the seat and answered it.
"Mr. Duncan? This is Mimi Travers. Miriam Travers?"
She made it a question but I understood she was asking if I remembered her. I did. I told her to hold on a moment and walked out of the restaurant again. The looks I got from my sisters made me nervous, mostly about leaving them there alone to chatter without me but realized that they were with each other without me most of the time anyway so I could shrug fatalistically and focus on the phone and the woman talking to me
Miriam apparently hadn't heard me tell her to wait a tick because she was merrily chattering along when I put the phone to my ear out in the foyer again.
"...so, what do you say? I will literally do anything, anything!"
That seemed like a nice point to rejoin her soliloquy but I really wanted to get what preceded it.
"Sorry. I missed what you were saying. Where are you?"
"I'm at the hotel. I am just checking in. Did you hear anything I said?"
"No."
"Well, can you come round tonight. So we can discuss tomorrow?"
I grunted.
"No. I'm busy just now. Maybe tomorrow."
"Tomorrow is too late. My mother will be here. She will want to spend every moment with me."
Tough, I thought. This was getting complicated and I don't like complicated. Bras are as complicated as I like to get. I don't want to need to be a sailor to untangle knots someone else ties in my brain.
"Why don't you explain to me what you think you are doing here and why you are calling me." I said easily, with just a hint of miffedness in my voice.
"I, well, Mr. Duncan, can you come round so we can talk?"
Persistent, female.
"We're talking now. If you want to talk, now is your chance. I cannot promise any time later on."
"Oh. Okay. Well, I'm here because my mother is a lesbian. I want you to have sex with her, reintroduce her to the cock."
"Oh. Why is that important?"
"I want my mother and father to get back together. Mother has been chasing pussy since I was nine or ten. She's had her lovers at the house lots of time so Daddy buggers off and finds his pussy elsewhere. My parents about don't have any friends because Daddy has banged wife or daughter, sister, mistress or even mother of nearly everyone they know. Invite him to a party that has tail and he will end up balls deep, no matter what claim you have on it. One time he was invited to an Anglican confirmation or something like that and the priest or whatever was a woman and he ended up banging her in the rectory."
I sniffed.
"Rectory? I never heard it called that before." I chuckled. "That's a new one on me but I'll use it. Hell, I'll even give you a footnote." The woman didn't seem to catch my meaning. She ignored me and that always bothers me. God, I do hate to be ignored.
"I want you to have have sex with my mother. You have to. If you do, I can tell Daddy that she isn't really a lesbian and maybe they'll get back together."
"I was under the impression that you two were..." I searched for the right word, "...obligated." I stopped, trying to decipher what this woman was telling me. "Why are you here, anyway?"
The silence was notable. It went on so long I checked my phone twice to see if the call'd been dropped. Finally, I heard the woman sigh heavily on the other end.
"Fine. Okay. I'll just tell you over the phone. I want to have sex with my mother. There, I said it. She's been chasing pussy for most of my life. Daddy has too, so I guess I just want to be like my parents. I've been out at school for a while and I want to come out to my Mom but...well, I haven't because she might think I want to have sex with her."
"You just said you did." I pointed out, feeling all cogent and shit.
"Well, yeah, I do. I did say that because, god, I have dreams about making love with my mother...sometimes just us, sometimes with a man, you know, doing us both."
I rolled my eyes. Someone was definitely fucking with me and I couldn't tell who for sure just yet. Still, finding out could be a bit of jazz. I waited for her to continue.
"So. There you have it. I want you to have sex with my mom. I think if you insist on having me, she'll step in and volunteer to have a go in my place."
I stifled a chortled, choking a little on that idea. Then I wondered if Hassum was right about these two. Fuck me, what a snarl of pussy for me to untangle! Yippee! I mean it.
"What you mean to say is that you want to have sex with your mom and you want me to help." The woman at the restaurant counter gave me a funny look. Surely she couldn't hear me. I turned away and talked more to the wall than the world.
"Well, to say it clearly. Yes, I do. I'd settle for being able to tell her that I am a lesbian too."
"If you tell her you are a lesbian and she's a lesbian, I am pretty sure that aces me out of the game."
She snorted.
"I thought every guy wants to watch two women have sex with each other."
"Oh. You'd let me watch?"
"You get my mother to go down on me and I'll let you do anything you like with me. Promise."
These two women were slinging promises around like a red neck slings chewing tobacco, very directed and focused but messy. Some of those guys can spit at a fly from ten feet and kill it dead.
"What would you like to do? I mean, you've said you want to have sex with your mother. What exactly makes you all swampy and wet?" I wanted to know but discovered I'd gotten a little more descriptive than I'd wanted or intended. Miriam was unphased.
"I want to have her eat me after you fuck me."
"So when you say you're a lesbian, that's not precisely accurate. You don't puke when you see a cock."
"No, I won't scream and run in circles if I see a cock. No one raped me when I was ten and made me hate cock."
"That's not funny."
"I didn't say it is. I just like women. I like kissing a woman. I like her kissing me. I like the excitement of stalking a woman who is all focused on cock and surprising her with a roll in the hay with me. I like converting the curious, the confused and the unconscious,I mean unaware."
"How about the unwilling?"
"I'm a lover not a fighter."
"Me too. At least we agree about that."
"Mr. Duncan, I'm here to see if my mother will do the dirty with a man. If she does, then I can encourage my father to take another run at her."
No mention of money. No mention of Travers' misdeeds with Alissa. No mention by either of them of swapping dicks on the sly. I was getting confused. My silence must have seemed ominous.
"When I say I'm lesbian, its more of an ambition. At the moment, I'd be perfectly comfortable with you between my legs. You sound nice."
"Nice? That's being damned by feint praise."
"This is a phone interview, for fuck's sake. What do you expect?"
She had a point.
"You have a point."
"You can come fuck me tonight if you want, just to get it out of the way."
"Contain your enthusiasm." I muttered. "Listen, I have to get back to a meeting..." with the three witches of King Duncan. "Let me get back to you. Don't leave your room. What room are you in."
"820, I think."
"I might get back to you." I disconnected.
Fuck me. Where did this leave me. Suddenly, I had an idea. I had a really, really cool idea but given that I'd been buying collars like they were macramed in the third world, I needed some reassurance. I was doing pretty fair at acting like I had an expense account but I decided I needed to check.
I called Alissa.
"Sonny? Hi! Mr. Hughes was delighted with your arrangements last night. Thank you!" Alissa didn't even let me speak before she was gushing. "I wasn't certain this would work but I think it's going to. I admit, Sonny, having you deflect dicks who came at me seemed unlikely but so far so good."
"Alissa, I hate to cut you off but I need some reassurance."
"Reassurance?"
"I am going to get paid something from Peppers, Dipstick and Doorknob, right?"
"Oh, oh of course. Haven't you gotten...of course not. I think we budgeted for what, about two grand a month on retainer or maybe two and half. Plus expenses. You'll need to turn in receipts to get reimbursed."
"Now you tell me. How the hell do I tell what is reimbursable and what isn't?"
"A point. But don't worry. We'll cover you. Sid insisted that we take care of you. I think...oh, no, I shouldn't say that."
"Say what?"
"I think he feels like he should be paying your mom something. She's a lot of help over there, I think."
"You mean stretching out the red carpet for him?"
"The pink linoleum."
"Enough. So if I spend some money, I'll have money to cover it?"
"You should. Oh. Tomorrow you meet Rictor Travers' wife and daughter!" The light went on.
"You don't feel icky about that or anything?"
Alissa didn't answer right away. I waited, wanting to hear her response.
"Well, not really. I mean, he had to arrange for them to come..." Alissa giggled. All semblance of the professional woman vanished. "I mean, Travers had to convince them to lay down for you, for us...that seems to be his business, not ours."
That did make me feel better. I thanked Mrs. Honeywell and disconnected. I wasn't any closer to having a clue but I had an idea, something that might be pretty fun!
I returned to our table and sat down. Before any of my sisters spoke, I looked Tawny right in the tits and asked her what was on my mind.
"Do you remember what you said last Sunday?"
"You mean at Sonny's orgy?" Tawny whispered.
I grunted. My orgy? Shit, they named it after me? I wasn't sure that was a line I could put on my resume. I nodded anyway. She hesitated so I stepped into the breech.
"I mean, you said something about fucking your brother in front of strangers? Was that you or did I hear that on the radio?"
Tawny snorted.
"That was me, no radio station would...oh."
I pushed back from the table, realizing I hadn't really needed to sit down.
"Get your coat. Come with me."
If I'd been talking to Georgia, she'd have argued. Tawny only argued before a decision was made. Then and there, she just stood up and shouldered on her coat, her breasts waving merrily at me. Georgia and Dalia watched with open mouths. I am sure they had a lot to say but I turned and walked away without looking back.
Tawny clacked after me. My sister has excellent legs and she was wearing loud platform heels that clattered on the foyer floor, wooden and clean. She caught me at the door, hooked her hand in my elbow and let me drag her out in the breathtaking cold. She wore a short skirt that showed her legs to fine effect with a purple coat with fuzzy edges. The coat ended just above the end of the skirt and the skirt ended just below her pubic bone...well, it was longer than that but not by much. Hyperbole can be such fun sometimes.
"Where are we going?" Tawny finally asked, shivering against me. Despite her heavy coat, I felt the plush swell of her breasts on my arm, even through my coat. Her voice quavered but I wasn't sure if it was the cold or the idea that she was going to lay down for strangers and show her stuff.
"To fuck." I muttered. I was busy. My mind whirred, trying to untangle the confusion. The Travers women were here and ready to have sex with me.
I expected Tawny to probe for more information but she just tucked herself under my arm and let me walk her to the hotel. I had just pulled open the door before the doorman could get it when my phone wiggled in my pocket, thoroughly muted by my coat. Inside, I answered.
"Mr. Duncan! So glad I caught you. I am so sorry, I am usually more organized but frankly, arranging the sexual dominion for a man over a mother and daughter is a bit of an oddity for me so I am not clear about how to make it all work."
"Hey Hassum, what can I do for you?"
"So polite! So polite. Oh gracious me, I do love a polite man!"
"And I like a naked woman, willing and naked is best." I injected that just in case the guy was getting too rambunctious and forgot who he was lisping at.
"Sonny, yes, of course. No need to rub it in. I am only calling to say that I have arranged for a shopping spree for our girls tomorrow. The gift cards are for the local galleria, the High and Mighty I think it's called and are not boutique specific. Five-thousand a piece." He laughed. "That sounded awful and I honestly did not mean to say that, but it was so clever, don't you think?"
I didn't answer and Hassum didn't notice.
"That should put them in the mood tomorrow. I had them delivered to the hotel desk. You may distribute them yourself or just have them pick them up. I have both your name and theirs on the package. Handle it as you wish. Ta ta."
"Thanks, Hassum." I said.
"Just thrilled to help. And Mr. Duncan, remember what I said, take them beyond their limits, okay? I want them crying to Rictor Travers for mercy!" His voice got a nasty little barb in it at the last. He really disliked Rictor Travers and who can blame him? I shared the sentiment in fact but I was uneasy about taking it out on his wife and daughter. I shrugged. I only had myself to blame for that, because after all, it was my threat we were making good on. No time to get a limp dick now.
I put away my phone. I took a moment to think through my idea. Finally, having things lined up in my mind, I walked Tawny to the door of the bar, The Jade Pearl, and pulled it open.
"Sit down. I'll be a while. I'll come down and get you, okay."
Tawny looked confused.
"I thought...."
"Quit thinking. You said you wanted to fuck your brother in front of strangers, I am working on trying that on for size. But it may not happen this time. I just have to try and see if it works out."
"They don't know...I'm your sister?"
I let the door swing closed and pulled her out of the front of the entrance so our voices wouldn't accidentally tickle some nosy Nancy.
"No. Not unless you mention it." Her hair was strawberry blonde or auburn so we didn't look so much alike as when she was straight blonde, an odd thing but true. When she was a blonde people asked if she was my sister all the time and I'm not blond at all. Go figure.
Tawny stared up at me for a few heartbeats and when it became clear to her that I had nothing else to add, she fit her hands to the sides of my face and kissed me directly on the mouth. It wasn't a peck or an air kiss, it was a kiss, one that said she was warming up to something we hadn't quite gotten to yet but she wanted to get to it and fast, in the worst and best way. She let go of me and flounced into the bar, disappearing through the door and out of sight.
I walked over to the counter and asked if they had any rooms available. The only thing they had was a three room suite.
I plunked down my Mastercrutch and got the suite. I went up to the eighteenth floor and found the room at the end of the corridor, number 1801. I investigated the room and sat down on the bed. For a moment, I thought I was going to take a nap but decided to take a shower first but before doing that, I called Miriam and Imogen Travers and asked them to come up to 1801. I told them to give me twenty minutes to get settled and come up. I'd gotten the package from the desk and had their gift certificates so I was going to give them that, at least.
The shower felt good and I was done in ten minutes. I hadn't thought about how silly it was to get back into my rather dank clothes, so I just slipped on a robe. The fucking thing was ten sizes too big and nearly dragged on the ground. The slippers were nice though and fit perfectly. Strange. My feet aren't that big, really.
I found toiletries in the suite and shaved most of the day's late stubble off my chin and used the other pleasantries. I was finished and pondering what I was going to do next when someone knocked on the door. Only at that moment did it occur to me that both women would be at the door and, if my understanding of who knew what was accurate, each would be surprised by the other. So it was.



I opened the door and there they stood, mother and daughter regarding each other like gunfighters in a dusty street. I invited them in. Instead of talking to them at all, I found my wallet and car keys and walked down to the elevator. I realize I'd forgotten something and returned to the room. I was wearing just the robe and the good slippers. The corridor was chilly but I didn't want to change. I got the token for the parking valet and left. The Travers women seemed to be in the midst of an intense and I bet an interesting discussion but both shut up when I appeared and eyed me in and out of the room, like I was a stranger wandering through their suite and not the other way around.
In the lobby, I found the valet and asked if he could get the car for me. I needed to get something out of it and was hardly dressed to go to the garage. I handed him a twenty and he obliged me, bringing the car around in five minutes. I scampered out to the car and found the sack of copper collars and the silver one and put the others in the trunk. By the time I was back inside, I was freezing my tukkus off. God, it was cold. That still cold that feels brittle but is more likely to break you then you, it.
Shivering, and getting all manner of stares, along with a number of sniffs, which in a era of baggy pants, seemed just outrageous to me, I walked into the bar in my bathrobe. It was only then that I really felt utterly out of place and slightly under dressed since I only had the robe on. Until then, it was like being out trick or treating in costume. In the bar, I felt distinctly out of place.
I found Tawny sitting at a table with five guys, at least two of which had wedding rings on. I wondered if the 500 or 200 mile rule applied to them and if I was rescuing my sister or interfering with an adventure. She saw me coming and laughed and pointed.
"She says you're her brother." One guy said the moment I arrived at the table.
I nodded.
"Yep, and I am going to take her upstairs and and fuck her till she screams. After all, incest is best, right guys!" I extended a hand and Tawny let me draw her around and away from the table. She snickered the whole way to the elevator. We waited for the car to arrive.
"My god, Sonny, you should have seen their faces when you said we were going to have sex!"
"I did see. Why did you tell them I was your brother?"
She shrugged.
"I thought it would be funny and they'd still feel it was okay to be hitting on me." She shook the lapel of the white, terry cloth robe. "I didn't think you'd come get me in a bathrobe. Were those the strangers you had in mind?"
I ignored her.
"Listen, I am going to do you when we get in the room...."
"What room?"
"My room."
"Jesus, Sonny. You have a room in this place? What aren't you telling us? First a new car? Georgia thinks you're hooking."
I grunted.
"Who'd pay to fuck me?" I asked, intending it rhetorically.
"That's what I said."
"Hey. Wait a minute...."
Tawny laughed.
"We know you are doing something for Sid Kingston but we just cannot figure out exactly what you're doing."
"Me, neither. Listen, I might send you away when I'm done with you. Just go downstairs and wait for me. I'll take you home." People arrived to wait with us, giving me one look and Tawny the exact opposite. She got the "hooker? Here?" look from the couples waiting with us. We rode it up to my floor in silence, riding the last two floors alone. We were almost to the suite when I remembered. I stopped. I took out the silver collar and extended it to Tawny.
"Here. Put this on." It was still cold from being out in the car.
Tawny stared at it for a moment before moving her eyes up to mine.
"What's that for?" She asked.
"It's a collar." I whispered. "Just put it on."
Tawny blinked and then took it, fiddled with it and got it open then extended it to me. I stuck the bag with the copper collars in the pocket of the robe and took the silver one. Tawny used both her hands to gather up her auburn hair and expose her neck. I carefully fit the collar in place.
"Oh, its cold."
"It'll warm up. Silver is a better conductor than copper." I muttered. I fished the lead that went with it and attached it to the front of her collar. She stood placidly, letting me arrange the collar and attach the leash. When I was done, I pecked her on the cheek and palmed one breast. She quivered with quiet excitement.
"I'm going to fuck you and then you are going to leave." I said. "Just wait for me downstairs in the lobby."
"How about in the bar?"
"Not unless you like the idea of going back in there smelling of sex."
She didn't answer and knowing my sister, she was considering it.
"Just stay in sight so I can find you."
She nodded and I opened the door. The entrance was into the kitchenette. We walked past the counter and bar into the living room. One bedroom to the right where I'd changed had a light on. The one to the left was still dark. The Travers women sat on the couch and love seat. They were utterly silent when I entered, leading Tawny behind me. She moved silently, floating along even with her platform shoes she made no noise.
I came to a halt between the couch and loveseat. The Travers women looked up at me. I fished the bag with the copper collars out of one pocket and extracted two from the tangle along with two chain leads. I fastened the leads onto each collar. I looked at the two women. They watched me with dark, intense eyes. The mother had long straight black hair and was all legs. Despite her beauty, her daughter was taller and less streamlined, with more curves. I knew which was which from the pictures Hassum had provided. I pretended not to.
"You two could be sisters." I extended one copper collar to Imogen, the mother. "Here. Hold onto this. Which one is Mrs. Travers?"
"I am." Imogen said taking the collar and inspecting, like a housewife examines a fresh cut of meat, but more as if she was a committed and voluntary vegan.
"One for you. You must be Miriam."
Mimi nodded and took the collar.
I shook Tawny's chain. She blended with this role perfectly. I had the passing though that Mrs. Wills would have been creaming her panties at this moment and regretted robbing her of that but at that very moment, she could be getting double-teamed by her son and husband while Tia Maria watched. Could be the other way round, too.
"I am going to take this woman into the bedroom, strip her, and fuck her. I'd like you to watch. When I am done, I am going to invite you both to put that collar on. It means that you agree to be mine until you take it off. It means you'll let me use you the way I use this woman." I paused, looking back and forth between the two women. It let my mind hover over each scenario they had presented me with, the thing they wanted. Granted, I'd have to import a second dick for Mrs. Travers but I figured, looking as she did, I could flick a booger in a crowd and find a guy willing to fuck her in the ass. I wanted them to be thinking of what they told me they wanted, the sex fantasy they had handed me. I was testing my ESP to see if they understood my reference, telepathically.
"I have no wish to force either of you into something you don't want to do. I do, however, have an interest in testing your sexual boundaries. I want to move them. If you want to become a sexual object for me for the next few days, you put on the collar."
"And if not?" Mrs. Travers asked, her eyes fixed on me.
"Then you give it back to me. I'll have to find someone else." I shook Tawny's lead. I swear I could feel her vibrating where she stood. When I looked back at her, her eyes didn't meet mine. She did, however, extend one arm and drop her purple coat onto the floor. I stared at her. My god, suddenly it was like I got thunderstruck. My sister was sexy and beautiful, willing and eager for what was pending for her. She wore hose, which I hadn't focused on before. I reached out and lifted up the front of her short little skirt. Sure enough she had on pantyhose over a dinky little thong thing that hid her pussy. I dropped the curtain of her little skirt. I ran the back of my hand down her thigh.
My sister groaned, audibly, loud and long, like a fog horn that was tired out and was mostly air with not much oomph.
"I am going to use her. I want you to watch and imagine its you, that you are the one I am using. If that excites you, the put on the collar. We'll see where we go from there. You have to commit. Now, when she leaves, we'll see what we see. Okay? You'll have time to decide. If you pass, we'll need to discuss how to handle Rictor and Hassum so you don't get into a jam and I don't either."
I turned to Tawny.
"Are you ready to be fucked?" I asked softly. Tawny's eyes flicked at me. It was like she was in a military formation at attention and feared to move. Finally, she nodded once.
I moved over to her, slipping an arm around her waist and pulled her against me. I was rock hard. I crunched her abdomen against my hard cock. She leaned back in my arm, but when I pressed at the small of her back, she mashed her tits against my chest. When I kissed her, she sighed, moaning softly into my mouth. We kissed for a minute or so. At first, her lips moved on mine but then, her mouth opened and I felt her tongue active and alive. I released her. Her eyes opened, glistening and blinking.
I looked over at the Travers women.
"You understand?"
They both nodded.
I walked Tawny to the left, into the dark bedroom. I heard the Travers women rise and ghost along behind us. Tawny was panting. I turned on the light and steered Tawny to the foot of one of the beds in the room, a queen with a slick white bedspread and a berm of pillows at the head. I turned her around and inspected her, looking up and down her body as though searching for the starting point. I wanted to fuck her in her dress. I wanted to see her tits, and suck them. I wanted to go down on her, fuck her from behind, fuck her standing up. Shit, the menu kept getting longer and more robust. If I knew I had access to lube, I'd have done her ass.
The Travers women appeared behind me. I pointed at Imogen and then pointed to the right side of the bed and then the left for Miriam. They moved over to stand there. Miriam fingered the woven copper collar in her hand.
I decided to do as much of my menu as I could. Tawny seemed to be about to burst into song. At any moment I thought she was going to explode. I could feel the sexual tension emanating from her like great heat waves. First, I turned her to face the bed. I ran my hands over her hair, down over her shoulders and upper arms. I moved inside her elbows and clutched her ribs. She shivered under my slight touch. I moved to her waist and thence back to her perfectly pert ass. I squeezed it pressing against the soft cushion. I felt her muscles tense and relax. I moved my hands down the outside of her thighs and onto her legs covered with the nylon stockings. Rather than going further down, I reversed course and moved up under her skirt.
She grunted. I could feel the trembling in her body. She shook like a horse smelling a cougar. My fingers found the waist band of her pantyhose. I got fingertips underneath it and pulled it down. It peeled down her body. Tawny moaned a little as I exposed her pussy, freeing it from pantyhose and thong at the same time. Down to mid-thigh, I pulled the garments then stopped to remove both shoes. I wished she'd worn fuck-me high heels but I made do.
I pushed the binding pantyhose down her legs, then lifted each foot and cleared them both. Her legs were bare. I ran my hands back up her legs to her ass, standing behind her as I did so. I pulled her against my chest. She sagged as I did so. I moved one hand around between her legs. She was freshly shaved, smooth as porcelain. I found her pussy, purse and flexed open. I probed between her thick lips and found her damp to the touch. I pressed deeper into her body. My sister groaned. I felt her hips hitch a little and when they jerked back into place, my finger pushed deeper into her body.
Tawny boiled with lust.
I felt it on her skin under my hands. I felt it inside her, the flexing and twitching of her pussy. When I released her, she keened down low in her throat. I quickly unfurled my cock, pulling open the robe. I crouched, bent my cock between Tawny's legs, holding the flap of the back of her skirt out of the way. I felt between her legs till I located and penetrated her pussy. With the other hand, I directed my cock to the entrance and pushed it into her.
She cried out, her voice a wrenching groan torn past her lips. Seated in the path to glory, I grasped her by the hips and pulled her back and down as I straightened my legs. I rose up behind her. My cock slid up into her, lifting her up onto her tiptoes. Her hands grasped my wrists where I held her by the hips. She snorted once, then giggled at the sound but exhaled next, allowing her body to settle down onto my cock. Her hands tightened on my wrist.
"Holy Fudd's Duds!" Miriam whispered. "He's fucking her."
I pulled back and down. Tawny mewled a little but anticipated a return trip. When I pulled free I heard the concern and consternation in her tone. So far, she'd not spoke even a word, only using syllables drawn tight on the wire of her growing sexual tension.
"Fuck." She finally made a word with her voice. "Me." The next word arrived after such a delay that it was unclear if she was expostulating or issuing a command or at least an invitation. When I turned her, she nearly leaped onto me. One knee rose up, rubbing up the side of my body to my waist while her arms coiled around my neck. The kiss we shared was liquid fire, the lava of lust oozing out of a fiery passion that left her quivering and gasping when it ended. Her eyes glistened and she watched me, waiting for what came next.
I ran my hands around her body, searching for the clasps and hooks that would free it from the dress. Finally, I remembered the simple zipper on the back; found it and pulled it down her back. The feel of her skin on my fingertips tingled and sparked. When the zipper ran out of zip, I ran my hands up her back, holding to the leaves of the dress until I could peel it off her shoulders, forwards. She extended her arms beside me. I stepped back and pulled it off her hands. When I released it, the tight little dress sagged and dropped off her slender hips and fluttered down her legs to the floor.
"Oh god, Sonny." Tawny whispered. Her hands found my shoulders. She clutched them like the world was pitching and yawing around her and she feared she'd be thrown about if I didn't anchor her in place. She stood before me and the two strangers, naked but for the bra. I reached around her. Her breath caught and she held it while I fingered and unhooked the clasp in the back. The bra groaned as it released her tits. So did I. I pulled it forward and tossed it to the side. My sister was naked.
"Sit." I rasped. My throat felt scorched with my own breath. Tawny sat down on the end of the bed. Her breasts swayed pleasingly.
I stepped back, glanced at the Travers women.
"Beautiful, isn't she?"
I looked at Miriam and she didn't acknowledge me. Imogen did catch my eye and nodded.
"I'll be right back. You can touch her if you like."
I felt like I was showing off a prized possession. I think Tawny felt it too. That sensation that comes from being the absolute center of a universe, the focus of intense attention, which is what lust amounts to when inspired by a single body like hers. She sat on the bed, her hands planted beside her, nude, panting with excitement.
I walked into the bath and turned on the water in the sink, adjusting to find warmth. I got a fluffy hand towel and stuffed it under the water. I soaked and wrung it out several times, increasing the hot water until the towel nearly steamed. I turned off the water and moved to the bedroom door.
Imogen Travers was bent over my sister, kissing her soundly on the mouth. She had one hand behind Tawny's head, tipping it back to receive her kiss and holding her in place. Her other hand grasped Tawny's full breast, mashing and massaging it. Miriam stood back aways, a step or two and watched her mother kissing the naked woman sitting on the bed before them. Miriam's face was a mask of lust, her eyes never left the two women before her.
I moved to the bed beside them and knelt. Tawny's knees opened like the doors to a concert without assigned seating. I moved between her legs. Imogen moved to the side. Tawny wavered and then toppled backwards onto her back. Imogen followed her part way then released her. Mrs. Travers straightened. I was looking at her. She smiled a little self-consciously and stepped backwards. No one spoke.
Carefully, I used the towel to clean Tawny between the legs. Her ass bobbed up and down like a rowboat on the ocean. I smoothly wiped her pussy and then up and around her abdomen, down her hips and then down each thigh, inside and out. The warmth was fading fast. The room was a little chilly and Tawny shivered but it might not have been the cool air on her wet skin. I wiped down both legs and feet. I tossed the thing aside, realized I should dry her off, rose and got another towel from the bath and did so.
Tawny lay still, like she was a flower collecting sunlight, breathing so shallowly, I wondered once if she were holding her breath. Each time she shifted from inhaling to exhaling or back, her tits quivered ever so slightly. Watching them as I dried her with the soft towel made my mouth water. I tossed that towel aside and pushed Tawny's legs open. Her pussy winked at me, now gleaming with its own polish. I didn't delay further.
I bent between her legs and licked up the cleft of her pussy.
Tawny moaned, her voice sounding like a bass viol starting a concerto. I licked the other direction then probed up to find her clit. When I did, she twitched, her body jerked profoundly. I touched it gently and she sighed. I moved back down to her pussy, probed into her until I found the primrose path and pushed inside her. Her legs jumped beside me. I held her thighs wide with my hands. I pushed my tongue deep into her and as happens, felt her moan more than I heard it. I felt around inside her, probing her with my tongue. Her voice rose beyond my eyebrows. I reached around my head and found her clit with a finger. I rubbed her gently. She growled. I poked my tongue this way and that inside her, tweaking individual curls of her pussy as I did so. I curled my tongue up and for a brief moment felt the rough G spot.
Tawny grunted and her hips lurched, her thighs clinched down on my head and then she screamed. The orgasm rose up in her like a violent wind suddenly released as part of a summer squall. I rode her bounding hips for a moment and then withdrew. Tawny was gasping and panting. I sat back on my heels. Imogen got to her knees beside Tawny's head, bent down and kissed her on the mouth. Tawny groaned again.
I looked up at Miriam. I gestured at Tawny's breasts and made a slight kissing sound. Miriam's attention jerked back to me and I repeated the action. Tawny was kissing Imogen, one hand on the back of the woman's head, holding her in place. Miriam moved to Tawny's side, to my left. She knelt and put a hand out tentatively palming Tawny's near breast. Tawny lurched, then pressed that side of her body up, crushing her tit into Miriam's hand.
I selected that moment to resume kissing her pussy. Tawny screamed. Her body bucked and lurched. I felt her pussy spasm and flow, turning slick under my lips. I slashed deeply into her and she groaned again. She spoke. For a moment, my mind didn't apprehend her meaning. She repeated herself. I looked up, as if seeing her more clearly would help me hear. Miriam sat back and stood, looking guiltily at her mother who was retreating as well.



"Cock." My sister growled. "Cock. Put it in me!" Her voice vibrated with sexual tension. "Oh god, Sonny, fuck me!"
When I rose up, she lifted her feet and levered herself up the bed, crabbing up until her head nestled against the berm of pillows. I stood up and shucked off the robe. I was naked before the two unfamiliar women. Miriam stared unabashedly at my very hard cock that had been peeking out of the robe for some time. Imogen let Tawny settle in her new position and then bent over her and sucked at the near breast. Tawny groaned.
Miriam glanced at me and then mimicked her mother. The Travers women sucked my sisters tits at the same time. Tawny cupped the back of their heads, holding them even as she sighed and panted under their genteel ministrations. Abruptly, Imogen backed away, staring at her daughter kissing the woman's tits. Miriam, unaware or indifferent to her mother's departure persisted in kissing Tawny's nipple and licking around the crown of it. Tawny arched her back, pressing her tit into the woman's mouth. I moved onto the bed.
Tawny's legs knew I was there and parted, opening to grant me access. I moved up between Tawny's legs. She pushed Miriam away.
"Cock." Tawny whispered. "God, Sonny, put it in me. I want it. I want you to fuck me. Mount me. Enter me. Penetrate me. Oh god, Sonny, do it. Do it now!"
I dared not resist but in fairness had no will to do so. I bent my cock down to her pussy, pressed the head shallowly between her plush lips, found the entrance and pushed the head of my cock out of sight into her body. She quivered. I rose over her, keeping my cock hooked inside her. When I was positioned over her, her head straightened and she opened her eyes. She offered a spare smile.
"Fuck me, Sonny."
I could see it rifling through her brain. She wanted to mention our relationship, to state out loud that she was requesting that her brother fuck her, asking for me to plunge my cock into her body and penetrate her. I imagined those words, that thought inflated her, making her eyes bulge. I pushed deep into her. Tawny groaned. Her head jerked to the side. She lifted her hips, resting her weight on her shoulder blades. I released more weight to settle between her legs. Her hips bucked once. Tawny cried out, her wondrous body accepted me, enveloped me and consumed me. She dropped her hips and then rocked up onto the back of her head. Her torso strained under me, bridging on the bed, even as her breathing began to race, a staccato pant that made her eyelids flutter with the effort.
My cock rooted down into Tawny's body, thrusting into her. The sensations flashed through me.
"Fuck me, Sonny, oh god, please fuck me!" Her voice clanged with lurid urgency. I raised my hips, pulling my cock slowly out of her yawning well. I reversed and slammed down into her, pinning her to the bed. Tawny grunted.
"Yes. Yes. Fuck me. Fuck me hard!" She cried out.
I cantered into a full rhythm. Up and down, I hammered my sister while the two women watched. I tried to look at them but couldn't bend my head far enough to see more than their waists. I collapsed onto Tawny's full tits, feeling them nuzzle against me. I let my weight settle between her legs and onto her chest. I pushed my hands down her body, grasping her by the ass. Then I fucked her and fucked her and fucked her.
For several minutes, I maintained a steady canter, pulsing down into my sister while I clamped both hands on her her ass, clinching it as I thrust into her and pulling down as I withdrew. I felt her muscles tense and relax in a rhythm, a rhythm I tried to match with my profound penetrations. Tawny began to pant. Her body curled up under me and then snapped back straight, curled and snapped back. Each action rocked us on the bed. Minutes passed, with only the sound of our copulation throbbing in the room.
Finally, Tawny passed a critical point. Her body began to jerk and jump. Her hands found my shoulders and gripped me. She bucked the first time, planted her feet beside us and arched under me, taking my cock another millimeter deeper.
Her ass dropped to the bed and her legs waggled to the side and then locked around me. I kept the metronome motion, up and down, piercing her and withdrawing, piercing her and withdrawing. Time stretched. I came awake enough to wonder if I had no orgasm left in me, that the day had wrung me dry. But then, my lovely, sexy, willing, lusty sister did something deep in her pussy. I felt it on the back of my neck and folded around my cock. Whatever she did, it was like my senses recovered and the orgasm bloomed in me. Tawny was coming continuously now. Her body pulsed under me.
My climax popped, arriving like a cracking thunder clap or a snapping tree trunk as the incredible pleasure fell onto me. I groaned as it sprang forth. I ran a river into my sister, pouring my cum into her for what seemed like a epoch of pleasure. She moaned, finally humming as she sensed my orgasm erupting and flooding into her. Her legs relaxed. She panted under me, her body quivered. I released her ass, rose up and found her lips. She kissed me ravenously. The kiss tore through me, shredding me with its intensity and intimidating me with the sure knowledge that I had nothing but feathers left to offer. I ground between her legs and Tawny twitched below me.
I lifted up, releasing her lips. She gasped, her eyes open, glistening and glinting in the dull light of the bedroom. The room returned from its solipsistic oblivion. I struggled to lift off of Tawny, getting to my knees and sitting between her splayed legs. I desperately wanted to flop over and go to sleep but knew if I did that, Tawny wouldn't get home and the binding of the Travers women would be incomplete. I got off the bed, my cock dripping with our cum.
"Holy cow." Miriam whispered. "I have never seen that before."
I grinned, pleased.
"You never saw people have sex before?"
Miriam finally, after all this time, looked at me.
"No. Never. I've never watched anyone have sex like that before." Suddenly, she changed, like a ripple in time passing between us. She looked over at her mother. "Have you?" She asked.
Imogen's eyes lifted from Tawny's gorgeous body to look at her daughter. She slowly shook her head.
"Never." She breathed. "I've never really seen anyone having sex before." She closed her eyes. "Oh god."
"What?" Miriam asked, concern in her tone.
"I want that." Imogen whispered. "I want to feel it again. I mean, oh god." When she looked up at me, she was fingering the copper collar. Her eyes were wide, unblinking. "I want it. I want you to...do whatever you want with me. I do." Her hand extended, holding the copper collar.
I ignored her for the moment. I got off the bed and when Tawny opened her eyes, I offered her a hand. She took it and I pulled her to the end of the bed, with her help. She sat there, eyes even with my drooping cock. She finally looked up.
I fully expected her to speak but she didn't. She just regarded me with her dreamy eyes, and that vaporous smile.
"Get dressed. You need to go."
She did. Tawny stood, wobbled, looked around for clothing and found her bra. She fastened it into place, her movements were fluid like she was moving underwater. She eshewed the pantyhose and put the dress on. She sat to fasten her shoes on, stood and walked out of the room. A moment later we heard the door slam shut. She was gone.
This time, when Imogen extended the collar, I took it. She immediately gathered up her hair and exposed her neck.
"Mother? Are you sure?" Miriam looked at me. "She's a lesbian."
I smiled. The words came as naturally to me as the sound of raindrops to spring.
"Do you want to help her or should I bring someone else tomorrow? A woman more amenable to the ways of lesbians?"
Imogen stared at me uncomprehendingly. Miriam didn't speak.
I shrugged. I moved over to Imogen who had retained her pose, exposing her neck. I fastened the copper weave around it. It had a simple, inelegant buckle and tongue. The chain remained fixed to it. I trailed it through my hands until I found the end. I put it into Imogen's hand. She held it dully, limply like she was still half-asleep. I looked at Miriam.
"How about you?"
She was staring at her mother.
"Are you really going to let him fuck you?" She asked.
I cleared my throat.
"Why don't you girls work that out yourselves. Come with me." I didn't mean it like that. I was blowing ashes by now. I picked up my robe and shrugged it on. I walked out to the other room to my coat and found the envelop with the gift cards in it. I emptied them into my hand and held out one to each woman.
"Here. Compliments of Hassum. The galleria is just down the road, a short walk. Go shopping tomorrow. We'll reconvene at seven. If you come to a decision, call me. Otherwise, Imogen, you and I will fuck tomorrow and your daughter can watch. Perhaps she will make up her mind then."
The Travers women nodded, groaning deep in their chests, in perfect harmony. It was sweet.
They left the room then and a few minutes later I left it as well. It felt unnaturally rich to leave the room unused. I found Tawny washed up on a bench near the elevator. I got her to her feet and then took her by the chain and led her to the valet's desk. The guy goggled at us but dashed off to get the car. I'd tipped the same guy earlier twenty bucks and did so again this time. I got Tawny into her coat while we waited and then bundled her into the passenger seat and drove away.
The drive home was a blur. I felt like I was glass frozen in ice, fluid but not so's you could tell. As I turned onto our street, Tawny roused and sat up. She looked over at me.
"Just locusts and judges." She breathed. "That was unbelievable. I couldn't believe my dream was coming true like that. I don't think I have ever been that turned on. Ever!" She looked over at me and smile, suddenly wide awake. "Sonny, little brother, can I sleep with you tonight?"
"If you promise to let me sleep. You wouldn't believe the day I've had. I bet if I came again, I'd be blowing dust."
She made a face at me. I adjourned to my room and lay down. Shit, I needed to call Sammy.
I got my phone and found Sammy's number.
"Hello, Sonny." Ellen said. "You haven't fucked me lately."
"Ellen Collier, how would you like to...I mean, how good are you at keeping secrets?"
"Secrets? My right hand doesn't know what my left hand is doing most times. I am compartmentalized as a psychotic." She cackled. "Or a blonde. What do you mean, how would I like to? How would I like to what?"
"Fuck a father and son?" I put it out there.
"What? No, I heard you. Did I hear you right? Did you say fuck a father and son?"
"Uh huh." I grunted.
"What sort of fucked up skirt do you think I am? I'm with my lover Sammy here and you dare tempt me with...oh shit, you can't be serious!"
"Maybe, maybe not."
She sounded like she'd read my mind.
"Really? I mean really!" Her voice wavered a little.
"You scared or excited, I can't tell if you're blushing over the phone."
"Get Facetime, you won't have that problem."
I noticed she didn't clarify anything. I waited.
"Excitement." She finally whispered.
"It's a secret, at least for now. I have to see how things line up but I thought you might appreciate the chance to do it."
"I might." Her cool was cool again. "You offering?"
"Is Sammy there?"
"Fuck you, Sonny. You offering. I need to know!"
Yep. Excitement. Now I believed her. I could hear it in her tremulous voice.
"Let me talk to Sammy."
"No. He's in the crapper. Oh wait, he's back. God, he's white. Can a guy really crap the black off him? What? No. Sonny. Yes, on your phone. Hey, what! No, goddammit it, Sammy...!"
"Sonny, dude, what you got going on now? What crazy shit have you been into or are you getting into now, I should say?" He hesitated but went right on talking. "Chris told me what you did. Handing Mrs. Wills back to her husband, to Mr. Wills I mean."
I grinned.
"Does he get to keep her, the, what was her name?"
"Maria?" I offered.
"Right, Maria. Does he get to keep her? He seemed to think...well, when I talked to him I don't think he knew what to think."
"I suppose not." I muttered. "Listen, tomorrow, I mean Thursday Messy Melissa is coming back to town." I got it out without chortling. I felt so proud.
"Oh, really?" Sammy sounded so cool. "About time. You said as much Sunday at the orgy and I've been on pins and needles waiting for the formal announcement."
"I thought maybe you could bring Ellen over to that apartment, from before, and we'd give her the ol' what for, before Melissa got here. She's arriving late. I'm picking her up."
"God, Sonny, you know how to rattle a guy. Really? You want me to...what you said? Ow. No, this is a private conversation, go fuck yourself with a rolling pin. So. I can go fuck plenty of other pussy. Yes, including my own fucking mother. Well, not really but...oh fuck off. What time, Sonny."
"Will she do it?" I asked.
"I think so." Sammy muttered. "I bet I can arrange it. What time?"
"Say five or six, let's say five, just for good measure."
"Yeah, lets say five. Ow. See you then, Sonny. I gotta fuck this woman before she hurts somebody, namely me!" Sammy disconnected.
I stared at my phone. For a moment I thought about Tawny and her performance, I couldn't call it anything else. She'd been perfect. I had a twinge, thinking I should go snuggle up with her but then realized I was dog tired and Mr. Cock would want to pay Tawny the ultimate compliment. The next couple days could prove trying so finally, I just showered and went to bed. I thought of Tawny though.
We slept in our own beds that night and for my part, they were dreamless, full of darkness and forgetfulness.
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John and my two daughters were gone to my in-laws. John's mother wasn't doing well and she always perked up with the two girls were around. I opened the lock on my front door. It was still, dark and silent. I was arriving home late. I'd gone to the ballet with a friend, Jeanne, and afterward we'd gone for a drink to watch the wild life, two married women out on the town. We left when the two young guys came over and asked me if I knew what MILF meant. It made my heart pound and my eyes ache, thinking that the daring drape in the front of my dress had attracted them, or Jeanne's legs sticking out from under her short skirt.
I closed the door, wondering why the garage door hadn't opened. It had moved like it was twitching but lost the will to open for me. I was alone in my house for the first time in months and I felt a curious elation, the thrill of being home alone for a whole weekend with nothing to do and no one to do it for, not really accurate since I expected Tina, my sister-in-law tomorrow to come for a clandestine visit. I turned to lock the door, knowing where I'd find things so I didn't turn on the light. That was when I heard it, a sound that didn't belong, like a long, low sigh in my house and then I felt it.
First a strong arm looped around my waist and the left slipped under my left arm and locked it against my head. I struggled against them both. The arm around my neck locked tight and I felt my head get light. I felt the nausea swell up in me and in moments, I was out, blacked out standing at my own front door. The last thing I remember was my wrist turning and locking the door, the last conscious act I made.
It all happened too fast for me to be frightened, I mean truly frightened. When I came too, the terror flooded through me. I was pressed against the front door. I could feel him against my body, holding me up. My left arm was still cinched against my ear and his arm still held me tight but not as tight. Then I felt it, the hand around my middle was under my coat, up on my left breast, massaging it gently, tentatively as though trying to arouse me.
I jerked.
"Oh, back with us." The voice breathed into my ear.
I groaned, no words yet, no thoughts, just feelings, violent feelings and the helplessness roared in me. I wriggled against him. My right hand came alive and I pushed against the door, but carefully, finding the frame so it didn't go through the leaded glass and open my vein. I was careful and the thought bloomed in my mind, clear as crystal and heavy as fog. "I don't want to die." The terror arrived then, the awful soft fluttering of my heart, the quivering of my muscles, the shortness of breath.
The hand on my breast squeezed it through my blouse and the pretty bra I'd worn, the one that made me feel so sexy, soft and lacy against my clear skin.
Us? Did he say us? The royal 'we', perhaps?
The thought dinged against my eyelids and I opened them, only realizing my eyes were tightly closed.
"You haven't screamed."
The voice in my ear whispered.
"Why not?"
Good question. I spoke the first thing that came to my mind, babbling like this was a conversation and I was nervous.
"A professor I had in college said if you were going to be raped, you should just lay back and enjoy it."
The words didn't sound like me, not my voice, not even my thought. Oh, the professor had said it but I'd been suitably affronted and she'd been reprimanded by the oversight committee. The man chuckled. Curiously, that calmed me some. If he wasn't frightened, if he wasn't in a fit of panic or feeling trapped by this new circumstance, perhaps I was safer. I could hope. I found my voice.
"If you don't hurt me, I promise I'll do anything you want. No marks. If, if you hurt me, I'll have to report it. I have a husband and, and he'd notice."
The man lifted me off my feet. I went limp, making him groan with my weight, or hoping to upset him somehow. I didn't. He lifted me like I was a newspaper, back when there were such things. He swung me around so we were both facing the interior of the house. The staircase leading upstairs was to my left and the hall past the kitchen into the den and living room lay before us. Light from the street light behind our house outlined the scene in gray, white and black.
He took a step then turned us against the wall by the entrance to the kitchen. He pressed me hard, squeezing the breath out of my chest. His hand left my breast though and found the wrap-around tab on my black slacks. He unbuttoned it.
"You're home before you were supposed to be." He whispered.
"What?" I grunted, confused. The hand at my waist found the slanted zipper that crossed my abdomen and opened it. His hand smoothed over the satin of my underwear before dipping down between my legs. He began to gently stroke me. He seemed cautious, almost attentive. I resented that thought.
"I said, you weren't supposed to be home until after two, Mrs. Havingnun."
I couldn't help it. I snorted.
"You have the wrong house. Sharon is my neighbor."
The hand between my legs stopped. The man clutching at me went still.
"Who are you?"
"I'm Mrs. Parsival."
"Oh. Oh shit." The man grunted.
I had a distant thought, that maybe this was an elaborate joke being played on Sharon and he'd release me, apologize and slip out into the night and we could both act as if nothing had happened. That was not to be.
The hand between my legs turned into a finger under my panties. I felt it, broad and thick, rub up the cleft of my pussy. Despite my situation, I shivered.
"My, my, my." The voice said, still hot in my ear. "You're damp, wet even."
"You, you have the wrong house."
The finger pushed inside me. Despite myself, I moaned, feeling this strange man's finger in me set off feelings I did not wish to experience. The first grinding pulse of arousal wavered around between my legs.
"Yes, I'm wet." I whispered. "I always get wet, fast, when a man touches me there."
The finger pushed deeper, probing around, flipping from place to place inside me as though looking for something. I couldn't help it, I groaned again, but this time, louder and deeper and with some real conviction. The erotic feeling coursed through me.
"If you are being raped, just lay back and enjoy it." The voice in my head said again, Miss Jenkins, the cunt. She claimed she was being funny but no one believed her. Funny though, now, that was the only thing I remembered of her, her only line from that entire history class. Lay back and enjoy it. Fine, except I wasn't lying down and I could feel the indecision in the man, the man in the wrong house.
My arm was still locked against my left ear. That hand was hooked on the right side of my neck. Suddenly, I had to pee.
"I have to pee." I said with feeling. I often think if I'd have just kept quiet at that moment, he might have gone out the way he came. Instead, I had to mouth off. I felt terrible fear then, fear I'd make him angry. His reaction was calm, careful and reasonable.
"If you piss yourself, you'll have to shower before I fuck you." He said. "I've decided to fuck you. Mrs. Havingnun will have to wait, for another time, I guess. This is your lucky night."
"Right." Again I could have kept quiet and made things better for me. Truthfully, once the first crushing fear eased so I could breathe more or less normally, I was just feeling the sensations of the moment. I didn't get anger from him or that he was holding me because of some deep seated psychosis. I actually felt he wanted me, to have sex with me, perhaps because I was aware of his erection pressed against my back.
"You can leave, you know. I'll keep this to myself." I offered.
"Why would you do that?"
"Have you ever been interviewed by a cop about rape?"
"No. Have you?"
I shuddered. My roommate in college had been raped, twice. Once on the road to the college, the guy knocked her out and raped her. Once while house sitting, she'd told me about it some months later, but hadn't bothered to tell the police. She had no wish to repeat the experience of being questioned again. They were nice enough but it was easier to think that she'd had sex and it was no one else's business.
Just lay back and enjoy it. The voice stayed in my mind.
"Well? Have you? Are you damaged goods?"
That pissed me off.
"What do you mean, damaged? I have two daughters. If you think virgins are the one's that aren't damaged..." I don't know how I was going to finish that line but I didn't get to. His arm tightened around my neck and I coughed around my lack of air. He relaxed a little. We were still against the wall. Then he did it. He kissed my ear.
I couldn't help it. A shiver ran up my spine rang the bell and ran back down into my crotch where his finger was still poking around, searching for a reaction. He got it then. I didn't pee but I know that suddenly my body responded to his finger inside me.
He pushed far inside me. I groaned again. My slacks were open, riding on my thighs, not up and not down but in that middle area that was just uncomfortable. I shook one leg to correct it and managed to push them to my knees. Only when it was done did I realize how much that must seem like active compliance with his stated intention. I got scared then.
"Blindfold me." I whispered. "If you are going to fuck me, blindfold me, so I don't see you, can't see you. I, I won't fight, hell, I'll fuck you back if you promise not to leave a mark. And don't hurt me."
The silence and the darkness weighed on me, pressing against my body, my substitution for the push of his hard body against mine. I waited, realizing I'd just offered to fuck him. Lay back and enjoy it. Goddamn Miss Jenkins! That was all I could think of at that moment and it was seeming like a good idea. Better than having my throat cut. That thought should have terrified me but it didn't. That was when I noticed I wasn't feeling threatened, that I didn't feel in danger. I didn't want the fear to come, to have the terror that I'd wear like a terrible skin for months or years afterward. I just noticed it wasn't there.
"You'll fuck me?" His voice whispered. "Really?"
The relief was full in my chest, expanding like I'd just won something. The finger inside me moved again and this time I wriggled my hips in response. He pushed deeper into me. I felt his palm against my abdomen and his other fingers against the inside of my thighs. His "fuck you" finger was deep inside me.
"Don't you have something bigger than that to put in me?" I asked.
"I thought you had to pee?"
Speak of the devil.
"I do, but, well, having your finger jammed up my twat kinda confuses me."
He shook me, releasing me from the wall. My legs wobbled but I stood up. My slacks waffled around my knees. My god, his finger was still inside me.
"Where's your bedroom? You wear pantyhose or stockings?"
"Yes." I said.
"Which."
"Both."
"Your bedroom?"
"Upstairs." I told the truth. How would he get upstairs?"
"Do you really need to piss?"
I nodded then realizing he might not get that, answered with my voice.
"Yes."
His finger left me, and I felt a curious emptiness. I felt him fumbling behind me. He opened his pants. Next he pulled my panties off my ass, down my legs and into the puddle of my slacks. I felt it then, the hard, bare erection behind me.
My god, I thought, he's really going to fuck me. He was.
"Open your legs." He said, his voice almost normal. "Don't piss. I want to know if you can fuck or not." He grunted. "If your pussy is not good, then it'll be the ass. I love a woman's ass."
My god, I was a riot of sensations and confusion. The first thing I did was open my legs like he said. I felt a draught of cool air up between them, chilling me where I'd dribbled fluid out of my pussy. A line ran down the inside of my right thigh. For some reason, I felt embarrassed. His cock against my bare ass ended that line of thought.
It was spongy and soft but wet on the end. He painted a line down my left buttock and then he tucked it between my ass cheeks. My left arm was still plastered against the side of my face, in front of my ear where he kept whispering. I could feel the hot puff of his breath.
When he entered me, I squealed. I sounded like I'd just seen a mouse scamper across my kitchen floor. I felt so embarrassed but his cock was inside me. How he managed to shove it so unerringly inside me I don't know. I just knew I was suddenly being mounted in the hallway of my own house and it aroused incredible feelings in me. He hunched against my ass. I bent a little, as much as I could, as much as he allowed me. He pulled me back straight and I felt him arch under me. His cock pushed a little deeper. His body was hot against my ass.
"Oh god, I'll pee if you push against me any more." I muttered, not sure I wanted to be having this conversation or any conversation. His arm around my neck released my left arm, which was a relief. It was nearly numb. My right hand had been on the wall, palm flat on it, as if to steady me. I put my other hand on the wall too and leaned forward. His hands found my waist, thumbs on the small of my back. They pressed into my skin and I did as they intimated. I bent from the waist while arching my ass. Next thing I knew my cheek was against the wall and my ass was lifting up. I was mounted on his cock like a corsage. For an incredible moment my toes left the hall floor and I dangled on his cock. I felt him lean back, lifting me. His cock was inside me and despite everything, I felt the stirrings of arousal, already ticking around my bones. I was being raped and my body was acting like this was a first date for a slut.
Lay back and enjoy it. The goddamn voice rattled in my brain. I felt anger then because by god, I was enjoying this. I was responding to his cock inside me. My body was responding, even though I felt like it was someone else, some other body, not mine, not me. The next thought made even less sense. I fucking resented that. If I was going to be aroused by this guy, I wanted to feel it at least, so yes, I could lay back and enjoy it.
Then he was gone. He unhooked from me and for a moment I fantasized that he was gone.
"Pull up your britches. We're going upstairs." He said, his voice low behind me.
"Oh god," I mumbled.
"Nope. Just you and me."
We did. He took hold of my wrists after I pulled up my "britches". He held me by my wrists, pinning my arms behind me, using my arms to steer me, like I was a chariot. We went up the stairs in fits and starts until we attained the upstairs landing.
He guided me right to our bedroom, mine and John's. Inside the door he stopped me.
"I'm going to fuck you, Missus, what did you say your name was?"
"Parcival, Mrs. Lars Parcival." I grunted, lying about John's name. "You can call me Helen, though."
"Helen? That's nice. Helen, where are you stockings? Or a scarf, something to put over your eyes." He hesitated. "I'm going to fuck you. You're going to suck my cock. I might do your ass. If we have time, do we have time?"
As if the gods that hate me were listening in, the phone in my little party purse rang. It was pretty late for someone to be calling but I decided I should answer it. I had the purse on a long strap slung over my shoulder.
"That might be my husband." I muttered. "He's calling to say good night. I better answer or he'll worry."
The guy didn't hesitate.
"Okay. Put it on speaker. Don't tell him what's happening."
"Duh." I said and thought I should have bit my tongue. The guy laughed, a genuine sound of amusement.
"We're going to have a good time, Mrs. Helen Parcival." He said. "I'm going to enjoy fucking you. Best if you can figure out how to enjoy fucking me and I'll do like you say and not leave any marks, on the outside." The phone was dinging for the fourth time. He released my hands. I dug for the phone. Its little light lit the bedroom dully. I swiped to answer and immediately touched the speaker.
"Honey? Hello?"
"Hi John." My voice sounded strained.
"Hey, did you have a good time? Was the ballet fun?"
I nodded. Realized in time I hadn't spoken.
"It was. Jeanne really liked it. The kids okay?"
"They're watching an HBO Family movie with my folks. I think Dad is asleep though. They are pretty wound up from the trip, so we're letting them stay up. I just wanted to call and say I love you and I hope you enjoy the weekend alone. I know you have been looking forward to it for a while. Sorry it took so long to get it arranged. Still want us to come back Sunday night? I think Amy could miss school on Monday if you wanted more time alone."
The arm had gone around my middle. The breath was against my ear. "Yes." It whispered. "Monday."
"You know, I think it might be cool if I have all weekend. Come back Monday night, if you want. If that's okay with you."
"Sure. My Dad really needs some help with Mom and it makes more sense to try to get that arranged on Monday anyway. It'll be easier if I'm here to help. Dad can do it but, god, its just hard, you know?"
"I know, John. Listen, take your time. I'll, I'll be fine. I just miss you. Tell the kids good night."
"Good night." And like that, he was gone.
"You said his name was Lars."
I shivered. I had.
"You lied to me."
"Yes. I did."
"Are you sorry?"
"Yes. I am. I won't lie any more." I spoke feeling the equilibrium of the moment, the tenuous nature of our, of my situation.
"Good girl." He whispered. "You are making this easy, you know? I like that. I like you."
It is utterly irrational but I felt a little flush of pride, I'd made him like me! Isn't that insane? I thought I was skipping right to the Stockholm syndrome but then realized my basic goal was being served. First I wanted to stay alive, then I wanted to avoid being hurt or marked in any way and then, last but hardly least, I wanted to avoid that horrible terror I'd seen in Megan's eyes. I didn't want to feel the terror of darkness or walking alone or to jump at every little sound. Suddenly, I understood Miss Jenkins. I'd do anything to avoid being possessed by that horrible fear, even if I had to fuck him all weekend, I'd do that if I could convert this night into a fling I'd never tell John or anyone about.
He took my phone from my hands and tossed it on to the dresser by the door where we stood.
"Where's the stockings?" He asked.
I pointed and then pulled out the top right drawer nearest us. I found a pair of leggings I used to wear to the gym, when I was still going. They were older than Kalley. I pulled them out and held them out to him. I felt his hand on mine.
"Hold still, don't move." He muttered.
The first one went around my face and then over my eyes. It loosed. I'd closed my eyes. He reached around me and I felt him slip two pieces of something over each eye. I realized they were little booty socks. They smelled of fabric softer and cedar. I inhaled. Still no fear, so far so good, I thought.
"If you don't make this difficult, it will go fine with you." He murmured. "We can have a nice, friendly weekend of sex and fun. If you make it difficult, I'll blood fuck you and leave you in pieces in the basement."
"We don't have a basement." I said reflexively, fending off the rising tide of terror ticking my guts. "Besides, you wouldn't do that to me, would you? You seem like a nice young man."
He chuckled but it was drier, more severe than before, so not amusement.
"You do what I want and we won't need to find that out, now will we? You on the pill?"
I nodded. I wanted to keep him in this warm circle so I didn't bump up against the terrors that the night can be full of. The night is dark and full of terrors, well, maybe but not for me yet. I was still a good liberal because I hadn't been mugged yet. I consciously decided I'd turn this into a tryst if I could, one I'd hide from the world. If I could, I'd make it something I'd cherish privately so when I wished for sexual excitement, I'd have this. If I could make that work, I wouldn't mind missing my spa time tomorrow or Tina's visit. Tina! The weekend? I put the thought out of my head.



"Time to pee."
He guided me unerringly to the bathroom and the toilet. I felt him watching while I stripped down my slacks and sat. I gushed like a garden hose for a few seconds. The relief made me shiver. I felt for the toilet paper and cleaned up after myself. I flushed and tried to stand but his hand kept me on the pot.
"Hold still."
He found my strap-on heels and removed them, tossing them with dull thunks away from us. He then pulled my slacks and panties off my feet leaving me naked from the waist down.
"Stand up." He whispered.
I did. His hands found my legs and ran up one thigh and down the other. It was like a buyer checking a horse's legs for heat and I was the horse. Then a different thought appeared in my brain, like an owner checking a female slave's legs to see if they were strong. The thought took my breath away.
He maneuvered me out of the little alcove where the toilet was and turned me, towards the bath, I thought. I felt his fingers unbuttoning the back of my blouse. His thick fingers were hot on my back. At the bra strap, he stopped and unhooked it. I felt the bra go limp around me and my breasts sighed inside the soft satin fabric. When the blouse was loose, he pushed it forward off my shoulders. I pulled each sleeve off my hands and dropped it. I felt him bend and pick it up. A rattle told me he'd found a metal hanger and was hanging it up. That struck me as odd but I left it alone, liking the comfort it offered, like he cared for my Donna Caron fashion statement and didn't want to leave it on the floor. That was nice.
Of course, now I was nude. For a moment, I stood still. The stocking wrapped half around my ear so I wasn't sure I could hear that well. When his hands found me, I shuddered with sexual arousal. I swear I could feel his eyes on me, realizing only when he touched me that I'd heard the soft snap of the rocker light switch that turned on the bathroom light. I could see nothing. Knowing I was standing before this man utterly naked in full light affected me. I didn't know what to do with my hands, I had the vague idea that I wished he'd tie me so I didn't seem so utterly complicit in this situation. As it was, it was like he was my elicit lover and I was engaging in this for both our pleasure.
Lay back and enjoy it.
Goddamn those words were getting to me, like a final temptation before I lay down and begged for him to fuck me like I wanted. I skirted along the neighborhood of fear and told myself I could enjoy sex with a stranger.
"You should tie me up." I said softly, wondering if he could hear me.
His hands had been resting on my waist. Now, almost in response to my words, they moved to my breasts. They bounced my breasts, still standing up despite two girls sucking on them, well three if you count... I shuddered. He measured their weight, bouncing them gently with each hand. Abruptly he palmed them both, crushing them both against my chest.
"You want me to tie you up?" He asked, his voice suddenly rough.
"Oh yes." I managed to say, realizing that my voice was raw with emotion. I'd gasped out the syllables. Shit, my own voice made me horny. I sounded like I was begging for it, even to my own ears. Was I? I asked that question but avoided the answer, distracted by having my nipple pinched.
Without conscious thought, my hands found his wrists. I wasn't trying to control his hands or what they did to me. I wanted them on my body, and that realization rattled around in me like a pearl dropped into an empty sink. I think I needed to hold onto his wrists for balance. The feel of his thumbs and fingers pinching my nipples made me dizzy. I suddenly couldn't breathe. My hands clutched at his wrists and despite the pleasure swirling around me, I pulled his hands from my breasts.
"You want me to tie you up?" He asked again, his voice soft, reasonable. His hands twisted and caught my arms by the wrists. He pulled my arms up over my head, lifting me up onto my tip toes. I could tell he was taller than me. I was naked and he had me stretched up.
Then he kissed me.
His lips brushed my lips. My mouth opened automatically. I felt it, my breath was hot, even on my own lips. He kissed me harder. I felt the merest brush of his chest against my nipples. I suddenly couldn't breathe and not because he had my arms stretched up over my head. I opened my mouth wider and his tongue slid inside. The erotic feel of his mouth on mine shot through me like a jolt of electricity. It left a trail of tingling sensations around me body. His hands relaxed over my head, separated my hands and pulled them down to the small of my back, all without releasing my mouth. He was kissing me, gently, erotically. I couldn't help it. I responded. I felt the tingling reach my pussy and I wanted to be touched there, at my clitoris and then inside. I wanted his lips on my breasts. I wanted him mounted between my legs, his cock hard inside me, thrusting deeply, filling me with that delicious satisfaction of being pierced fully with a man's hard cock, surrounded by the aura of his desire to have me, to be in me coupled with actually being inside me. Being desired was almost as wonderful as actually being had. With some men, that's all you get, that whiff of desire.
I groaned into his mouth, my hands pinned behind me.
The kiss vanished and he twisted me around, holding my wrists crossed behind me. He moved my right hand down from my back. My hand encountered the solid arch of his erection inside his pants. They were khakis, I imagined. His cock was certainly hard and very large. My god, it was half again as long as John's or any other cock I'd encountered and as big around as maybe a coke can. I shivered. My hand groped for him, sizing him up, imagining him pushing into me but I didn't need to imagine that, did I? He'd had me, been inside me, thrust deep into my slick, wanton body! I hadn't paid attention to his size at that moment but now, now I was in more of a mind to appreciate what he brought to the table, or to the bed, if you like, to me, for me, I imagined, just to distill the fear out of the moment.
By that point, I'd fully surrendered to the situation. I was laying back, determined to enjoy what he did to me. Determined to make him want me, without giving any thought to the consequences of such a choice. Was it a choice? Did I decide to have sex with this stranger or was it imposed on me? A luscious reality that I did nothing to resist once I was blindfolded or naked or bound.
He bound my arms behind me with a length of nylon. My crossed wrists rested on the slope of my fine ass. I have always been proud of my ass because it isn't flat, I cast a very nice shadow and I have noticed men eying me with lust and women eying me with envy. I was conscious of my ass. Suddenly I was conscious of being nude in front of him as I hadn't been to that point. I groaned. I was feeling things a woman like me had no name for. I imagined, later actually, that what I felt was a stripper's thrill, the feeling a woman gets when she first exposes her tits to a room full of men ready to tuck bills into her g-string, the feel of the brass pole between her legs as she humps her pussy against it, chasing a vanishing thrill echoing in her body. Just like that I was so aroused I could barely breathe.
Lay back and enjoy it. Lay back, hell, I was ready to mount him if he didn't mount me pretty soon.
He took hold of me by the elbows and guided me forward. I took little steps, suddenly confused about where I was or where he wanted me to go. I was ready for bed, ready to be bent over it and entered from behind. I felt a little dribble of liquid streaking down one thigh. I shuddered, suddenly unwilling to let him understand the effect this was having on me, unwilling to let him know what sort of woman I was. What sort of woman was I? Aroused as I was by a rapist in my house, parading me around naked, touching my body like the owner of a strip joint doing the first private interview, the answer seemed pretty clear.
The shower came on.
"Oh, of course." I said, like I'd been asked to guess what happened next and I fumbled it.
"Where are the towels?" He asked. "I hate to get out of a shower and drip water everywhere."
I directed him to the linen closet. I waited patiently, my arms tied behind me, consciously arching my back to make my breasts look better. I heard a faint rattle and then the sound of a zipper descending.
My god, he's getting undressed. The shower had gotten hot, the door was open right in front of me. I could feel the steam boiling out of it, coating the front of my body with its wet beads. Moment's later he steered me into the shower. It was large enough for both of us. He found my loofah and he proceeded to soap me up from chin to shins. I just stood still, letting him clean me. I had the thought that except for being tied and blindfolded, this might be how a slave would attend a queen. I amended this, quickly though. It was how a slave would be prepared to be fucked by her master.
When he finished soaping me, he used his hands to smooth water down my body, over my breasts, down my legs clear to my knees and then all over my back and ass. It wasn't really sexual, just frankly practical. When he was done, he moved me to the side and put my shoulders against the wall. I stood there while he washed himself. I intuited that from the way the water fell around us, the sounds it made. He even shampooed his hair. He finished and I expected the water to stop but instead I felt his hands on my belly.
He ran them down my sides to my waist and onto the swell of my hips. Immediately the sexual feelings returned. Then I felt him kneeling before me and I couldn't breathe. I dreaded what he was going to do next. I dearly dreaded it but not from hate. If he did that to me, what I dreaded, I might just follow him home and curl up on his doorstep until he let me in and used me for sex again.
Then he did it.
His face pressed between my legs. Instinctively I cocked my hips forward, rolling them up so his tongue could penetrate me more easily. He had no hesitation. He licked my vagina from bottom to top with a long, loving swipe of his very long, very strong tongue. I trembled with desire, the desire to have him inside me. Fuck, by then, anything would have been better than nothing, even his thick, callused fingers. It was at that moment that I noticed his calluses, rough patches of hard skin that rasped over my soft skin, scoring it wherever they went, leaving contrails of fire in the firmament of my body.
I was fully aroused inside and out by now. I had lost track of the situation, no longer caring who this was, why he was in my house but focusing only on the desire to have him consummate this arousal; my god, I wanted to come! The thought sprang to life in my brain and I gasped, fighting the realization but surrendering to his tongue pushing into me. It was alive, hot, hotter even than the shower water splattering around me. His hands and their little hard bits of skin grasped me by the thighs and held me while he pushed his face between my legs.
"Oh my god!" I cried out into the noise of the shower. My ass twitched, punching my pussy at his face. His tongue ran deep into me and then curled up inside of me. I grunted. I felt it, the first tendrils of orgasm licking at me from the inside out. Then the bastard's tongue left me. He sat back, hands still on my thighs. He got to his feet. His hard cock swept across my belly once, leaving a hot streak on my skin. When his hands pushed on my shoulders, I understood. Quid pro quo, it was my turn to use my mouth.
He helped me to my knees, steadying me with his strong hands. I swear without even the merest conscious thought, I opened my mouth and extended my tongue over my lower teeth like a fucking red carpet. Immediately, I felt the velvet head of his cock against my tongue. I closed my mouth and sucked on the wet head, tasting the clean taste of water mixed with the musk of his body, swirled together into a fine liqueur. I sucked on his cock, pulling more of it into my mouth. I felt the tight skin of the shaft on my lips and I licked to one side and then the other.
His hand knotted in my hair. I have shoulder-length brown hair but it was wet now and when he got a good grip on it, I knew what he wanted. He pushed against my face, his cock went deeper. I tried to breathe but got water down the wrong pipe. I spasmed, choking. He released me, letting me back off his cock. I sputtered, getting water up my nose. I felt ashamed, sorry that I couldn't swallow his cock and make him come.
The realization hit me like a slap, I wanted to taste him, to have him come down my throat. I'd never done that before and I wanted to, badly. I couldn't ask John to come in my mouth because then it'd be a thing and I'd have to do I tall the time. I wasn't ready to do I tall the time. I located his cock with my lips again and rose up on my knees, higher this time so I could tilt my face down and keep water out of my nose. I inhaled. His cock slid into my mouth. I felt him hesitate but I refused to stop. I pushed down onto his cock. I felt my balance shift, my hands still bound behind me and blindfolded, this was a strictly kinesthetic endeavor. His hand snarled in my hair actually steadied me. I pushed down. His cock head ran along the roof my mouth and left a trail of tingling sensation I felt clear down in my pussy, like the two were directly connected. I tilted my head again, breathed carefully through my nose and pushed down onto his cock.
It was every-cock. Not any particular cock, except that it was the one in my mouth, the one blocking the air in my throat, hot and throbbing. I sucked for a moment, evacuating all the air around it so my skin sealed around it like a plastic bag and then I released and pushed harder. I felt his cock head sink past my glottal and into my throat. I relaxed as I had read about it, and pushed again. I was running short on air by now but I wanted to feel his body against my face, his abdomen on my forehead, my nose in his pubic hair, if he had any. He did. It tickled me wetly. I felt him against my cheekbones as though he were concave and I were leaning into the depression. I felt the need to breathe convulse me and I yanked back.
"Oh Jesus Christ!" He cried out from somewhere above me. His hand pulled me off his cock. He hauled me roughly to my feet, turned me to face the shower wall. Water coursed over me. I was panting, gasping for new air when he entered me and stopped my body from recovering. I leaned against the wall, the tile was cold against my tits and made me gasp even as he pierced into me. His cock penetrated me from behind with a great thrust. I twisted my hands between us as he thrust into me, making way for him inside me. I had no idea I was so slick and ready to be entered. He shoved into me and I felt him lifting me as he rose up behind me, piercing me with his cock. I groaned, my body convulsed around his cock and I was just on the edge of heaven when he pulled out of me.
"No." I growled, then clamped my jaw shut. I couldn't let him know what was happening inside me, the lust roared in me and I had no way to know if he could see it, since I could not see his face. I had some impression of it when he was eating me. He had prominent cheek bones because I felt them, against me, while his tongue was inside me. He had a long nose so he wasn't Asian.
Now, however, I was once more mounted on his cock. No, I wished I was and the thought consumed me. I was empty, my insides writhed with desire, wishing to have him inside me once more. I kept my mouth shut though.
He turned off the water. Then he turned it on again. He bent and sucked at one of my tits, my right one. The water ran down my chest and he slurped and kissed and licked it. When he shut off the water and left it, I moaned.
"What about the other one?" I asked plaintively. It just came out. "I'll walk crooked if you leave me like this."
He grasped me by the chin and tipped my head back. I expected him to to kiss me. Fuck, I wanted him to kiss me. My lips tingled with the feeling of it, the kiss, hard and possessive, his tongue pushing past my lips. When he didn't kiss me, the sexual tension clicked one notch higher, tighter, more intense.
"I said I'd fuck you." He said.
I felt it, the big "but" in his tone.
"But I'm not a rapist. I'm not that guy. I am a thief but not a rapist."
Jesus fuck me sideways, now you tell me? The thought bumbled around inside me. He sure seemed like a rapist, albeit a rather polite, clean, and even polite rapist. I struggled to find out what this meant, what I wanted it to mean. I had that feeling of elation that I was going to escape with a very nice shower followed or rather swamped by the throbbing disappointment that I wasn't going to be raped, that I wasn't going to have sex with him. I mewled.
I did. I know it seems crazy but I mewled, regret dripping off me with the water in the sudden, wet silence.
"Unless." He spoke it distinctly. The word hung between us.
I had a thought. My god, his cock was huge and I had sucked it completely in my mouth! His was by far the largest cock I'd ever sucked, on my list of three, no, four. I wasn't vastly experienced, and that thought felt like regret humming in my chest. Unless. He'd spoke that word.
"Unless what?" I repeated the word, a sexual mantra, wanting to feel the syllables on my lips and they lingered there as sensuous as the skin of his cock, the cushion of the head, soft on the end of that hard spike.
He chuckled.
"Unless you want me to."
"You can't make me want to be raped. If I want it, it isn't rape." I growled at him.
"Can't rape the willing." He muttered, quoting someone, Miss Jenkins, probably.
Fuck me, he was asking permission to fuck me! The realization sloshed through me like spilled soup at a formal dinner party. Suddenly, I felt naked, exposed, used and at his mercy. I felt the encroaching tendrils of fear creeping up my legs. I shook myself. He had to fuck me. He had to want me, take me, use me and without my assent. He had to rape me now. I trembled with frustration, realizing that I couldn't demand that of him. He had to arrive there on his own. Specifically, he had to rape me but I feared the anger that is usually associated with that. Anger meant violence and I'd avoided it so far and I wanted to avoid it further. That brought me to the reason I needed the weekend apart from my family, well, at least my husband and children.
He still had a hold of my chin. The "unless" hovered in the air about us like a swarm of bees, as yet friendly but potentially dangerous and violent.
I shook my chin loose. His hand found it and held my face, pointing it but since I couldn't see, I didn't know what I was facing.
"You must be gone by tomorrow because my sister-in-law is coming...to...a...visit." Suddenly, I was thinking about the future in less black and white terms, the terms associated mostly with life and death. I was thinking of tomorrow. I had hope. I dared not let him know or he might snatch it away. Still, I thought perhaps I could lure him into being what I needed him to be or scare him away.
"She, my sister-in-law is a right nasty bitch. She, before I married her brother, she caught me in bed with one of her friends, one of her girl friends. Now, she threatens to tell my husband unless I, unless we, unless..." I snatched the word out of the air and hung on, using it for my own purposes.
"Unless what?" He asked softly, his voice hard as his cock now pocking against my side. He pulled a little at my chin. I straightened my spine.
"Unless I have sex with her." I said, my voice breaking just the right amount.
"Holy shit." The guy breathed the words into my face. I smelled his breath, it was sweet like he'd had a mint. Funny I hadn't noticed when he kissed me. I should have. I felt the tingle in between my legs. "Is she a lesbian?" He asked, his voice tight with anticipation.



"You mean, does she like cock? Yes, she's a MILF like me. Better looking though." I threw that in. "So you need to go before she gets here."
His hand tightened on my chin.
"Oh I do, do I?" His voice suddenly filled with menace, rasping in his throat like a curse.
I didn't feel scared. I felt elation.
"Yes. She'll be here first thing in the morning. In a few hours. She has a house key and likes to surprise me, slipping into bed with me and going down on me. If she does and finds me full of cum, she'll know something happened."
The guy didn't respond. I was fairly panting with anticipation. This weekend had been all about Tina and I. Tina was going to visit and when she visited, I ended up going down on her, one way or another. She loved to go shopping with me and make me go down on her in dressing rooms. For ten years this was our little adventure. She insisted she was forcing it on me, that I was the trapped, reluctant housewife and she was the forceful woman who had me over a barrel. She wanted to believe that but I'd had her between my thighs often enough to know that wasn't the whole truth and nothing but the truth. By now, in the midst of my otherwise normal life, having sex with Tina was a key part of my sanity. John always enjoyed a couple months of renewed sex drive from me after my "alone times", which was likely one of the reasons he didn't take them personally and even offered to arrange them from time to time. Oh, that's why. It was Tina's and my little joke on John and he didn't mind. In truth, had he known...okay, don't really have any idea what he'd have done. With anyone else but his own sister, he might have offered to add some sausage to the linguine.
He pulled me out of the shower and dried me off, all without speaking. I was so horny I was trembling. He thought I was cold and put a beach towel over my shoulders.
"So what if she knows you've been fucking around on her brother?" The man asked me, his mouth close to my ear. My blindfold and the stocking around my wrists were wet. Water kept running down my cheeks. I kept sucking at it because it tickled until he figured it out and used a towel to squeeze the pads over my eyes clear of water. When he finished he waited but then finally spoke.
"I asked you a question."
I shrugged, feeling my breasts move. I swear I felt his eyes on me and I ached for him to touch me.
"I don't know. If she knew I was having sex with another man, or if she thought I was full of her brother's cum...I don't know what she'd do. I always stay clean for a few days before she visits."
"By clean you mean, you don't fuck your husband?"
"I mean if we fuck, I ask him to puddle cum on my back or my tummy or something. I could douche but where's the fun in that?"
The guy grabbed me by the shoulders and steered me towards the bed. I knew it was the bed. His attack of conscience seemed to have passed. I was about to get a little dick, not a little dick, a great big, wonderful dick. I had to not act so willing if he was going to rape me. He had to leave before Tina arrived.
The bed hit me at mid-thigh and I nearly toppled onto it. He had hold of my elbows from behind and kept me upright. He pushed me onto my face. I dangled over the edge of the bed, my face turned to the right so I could breathe. I felt his hands on my ass. He felt between my legs and pushed a finger into me. I moaned, loudly so he knew he was having an effect on me. I shifted my hips, trying like hell to shift away from him but instead making it an inviting motion. He lifted me by the hips, pulling me onto my legs again, so I was standing. I bent over the side of the bed. He took me like that.
When he thrust into me, the first little orgasm shook through me. I managed to bite my cheek to keep from crying out. I didn't want him to know about the pleasure rampaging through me. His hands held me by the hips as he pushed his big cock into me. It felt so large. I shook, trembling with relief. It finally occurred to me that I could talk to him.
"Oh no, please, don't fuck me! You promised to leave no marks." I didn't really know what I was saying. "Please, no, I'm a married woman."
He hammered into me, rocking me up onto my chest, almost lifting me off my feet. His huge cock lodged further inside me than anything but a speculum and I am pretty sure that was a mistake. Since I lost my favorite brush with the long thick handle, I'd had my own undiscovered country. It was being explored and claimed now. He was staking his claim to me. The guy pushed into me. I heard my body squelch. My secret was out. He didn't seem to notice or care. He was charging like a bull going down hill. His body slapped against me. In the dark, I heard more and felt more than usual. My bound hands sensed him slamming against my bent body. He pushed me one way on the bed and then dragged me back the other, scraping my breasts across the bedspread. The orgasmic tension built and built and built. He rammed into me, over and over again, pushing and pulling me across the bed. My body flamed with passion.
I was being raped. He wasn't talking now. I could hear him panting behind me. My hands were tied and the man was inside me, fucking me. I felt no panic, just arousal.
"God, please, stop. Don't fuck me hard, harder, please, don't, stop." I felt so clever. My voice didn't sound convincing to me but then I knew what I wanted to be saying, I wanted to scream for him to fuck me harder. The hell with relaxing and enjoying it, I was wound up tighter than a nun in a whore house. I felt like I was trying to say "no, no, no" while nodding my head "yes, yes, yes" which always makes my ears ring. My breasts were tingling and then it happened; my orgasm swelled up in me and overflowed. I lost my fucking mind. My body bucked and shook, I lost all control. Nothing prepared me for this release. Usually, when Tina came calling, it was hours of eating her and playing with her that eventually led to a very nice, very profound orgasm for me. This one was arriving early. I was shocked, pleased but not satisfied. I wanted more. Please, sir, may I have some more!
It ebbed. His cock speared deep into me again but instead of withdrawing immediately, he hesitated, rooted deep inside me, his cock flexed. I swear I could feel the blood pumping in his veins, his cock throbbed inside me. He ground us together, swishing his huge cock around inside me, scraping against the back and sides of my vagina, or so it seemed. I was panting, gasping for air. He pulled back and out. I was surprised by the departure.
He set about arranging me. I was limp and with my arms tied behind me, he did most of the work. He got me to my knees, balanced on one of my shoulders. He lay down beside me and had me knee step over his body. He steadied me with one hand while he directed his cock back inside of me. With his steadying hand, I was able to sink down on him. He filled me. This time I felt his size, the thick fullness that swelled and throbbed deep inside me. I began to roll my hips, grinding us together, chasing my orgasm. He groaned and his hands left my shoulders. I lost my balance. One of his hands went to my shoulder then down to a breast. The other reached around and grasped my ass, squeezing me tight down onto his cock. I ground us together, pushing him deep inside my body.
The orgasm arrived in a new wave, flashing through me. I wavered. His hand on my breast steadied me. I ground my hips over him, riding him. The next orgasm struck me like a lightning bolt. I wavered. I twitched. I gasped. If my eyes had been uncovered, I bet they'd have gone dark. I tried to keep up right but as the orgasms rolled through me, one after the other, I lost consciousness. I woke lying on my side, one leg flexed high and the man pummeling me where I lay. The sensations were dull, distant but in moments, he dropped my leg, pinned me onto my back, laying unevenly on my arms still tied behind me. He ground between my legs. Instinctively I lifted them and wrapped them around his thrusting hips, even though it put unbelievable pressure on my arms and shoulders.
He cried out when he came. His cock swelled and I swear I felt a hot flush through my pussy but it was surely an illusion. I felt him stiffen, gasping and snorting as his orgasm roared through him and out into me. I felt a new orgasm swell up and pop in me, small and insignificant compared to its ancestors but nothing to complain about. When he finally went still, tangled between my legs, we lay in our love knot panting and gasping for quite some time. When I got my breath, I struggled to get off my arms and onto my side. My hands were going numb. I had to get so I could flex them. The nylons had constricted them for too long. I lay almost on my face, still rubbing my tits on the bedspread. The sensations flared in me and I knew I could have tortured another little orgasm out of my body just by rubbing my tits on the bed. Strange but true. I lay there, wondering what was next when I heard it; the man was snoring.
I flexed my arms for a while to get the circulation back and then rolled back against him and went to sleep myself, lying back and relaxing, having enjoyed my rape immensely.
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SHARED
I woke, bewildered. I tried to move my arms but they refused me. I felt panic roar through me. My arms, I couldn't feel my hands! It was dark. I was blind! My body vibrated with remembered pleasure.
It came back to me. The step inside the front door, the arm around my waist, his mouth on my pussy, his cock in my mouth, the kiss, mounted on his cock like a corsage; it all came back to me in a trembling rush. My blindfold was still in place. I didn't know what time it was. I sensed him, realized my numb shoulder was against his bare back. I bumped it with my forehead. He groaned and rolled against me, almost like I wasn't there.
"What?" He mumbled.
"My arms, my hands are numb. I can't feel anything." I whispered, not wanting to hear my own voice. The sex hangover and the utter collapse, the full surrender to this man stood over me like a looming giant. I closed my eyes tight, glad I was blindfolded and bound. A stranger was naked beside me. I'd not even seen his face.
"Yeah, okay." He muttered. "Hang on."
I felt the bed heave as he rolled off of it. I heard his belt buckle rattle and then there was the sharp, sickening snick of a switchblade snapping into place. The bed moved again. His hands felt along my upper arms. They tingled painfully but dully, not really feeling him but knowing he was there. He found the stocking wound around my wrists and there was a soft ripping sound and my arms flexed free. I couldn't feel my hands. My arms below the elbows were like attached pieces of meat I no longer owned. It frightened me. I tried to move my hands but sensed nothing. His hand rolled me onto my back. I came aware that I was naked, still. He laid the cold knife on my tummy. It lay there, metallic and cold. I went completely still.
His hand, however, was not still. It traveled below my waist, his calluses scraped along my skin. I was smooth shaved so felt his fingers on me, the thick pad on his palm next to his thumb, the ridges of dead flesh torn away from calluses. His finger found my slit and entered me, pushing into me. I groaned.
"You are hot, woman. What's the matter, your old man ignoring you?" His sneer irritated me.
"No. I love sex. You need practice, though, buddy."
Lay back and enjoy it. No fear. Fight the fear. The fear leaves the marks.
His finger probed inside me and then left me. I felt him move my arms over my head. He crouched over me in my imposed darkness. With a knee he moved my left knee closest to him wide and then he was between my legs. The fear welled up in me. I fought it. This man had raped me and was about to rape me again. The thrill stood up to be recognized and I did. I understood I longed for him to be inside me once more. The sensation wobbled around in me like a drunk cat. I was being raped but I'd climaxed with him, not just once but several times.
His cock found my pussy. The head nuzzled at me. I came aware of his knees pushing my thighs wide. He leaned over me. I could feel his breath on my face.
"You are a beautiful woman." He breathed. "And I'm going to fuck you, all weekend." Then he kissed the side of my mouth. That suggested it might be dark but why would he speak of my beauty now? If it was dark? The next thing I felt was his mouth on the inner curve of my right breast. I felt the back of his head on my other breast. He sucked on the skin, hard.
I wriggled under his kiss.
"No. Don't mark me. Please." I whispered urgently. His lips released me but then sought and found my nipple. He sucked hard on it and I felt the electric zing flash through me and I was instantly aroused. "I said, I'd do anything you wanted, if you don't hurt me, if you don't mark me."
His lips released me. I couldn't help but think my words affected him and I felt a flush of pride. The truth may have been the belated response to being told I was beautiful. A girl likes to hear that, even when it is a stranger raping her. We won't admit it, even to ourselves but knowing that he was fucking me because of straight up lust, that he couldn't resist fucking me again, and he thought I was beautiful, that got to me, well, that and the presence of the head of his cock nosing into me. A vast shiver ran through me. He was entering me a millimeter at a time, so slow I wanted to scream, to demand that he push it into me.
You can't rape the willing. What if he wasn't raping me? What if he was fucking me and I was fucking him back? Did that matter? No. Not right then. Later but not then. At that moment, when I felt the agony of feeling returning to my hands and arms, all I wanted was to feel his big cock inside me again. Then the asshole kissed me.
My hips rose under him, thrusting his cock into me, which was what I wanted. That was unmistakable. The knife still lay on my belly and I think he forgot about it. He lay down on me and it was between us. His hands, though, reached up and pinned my hands over my head. His cock ground down into me through the folds of ecstasy. I gasped with the pleasure of it. His weight sagged between my legs, pinning me to the bed.
"Oh Christ." I whispered. "Oh please, fuck me!" The facade dropped, like there'd been any reluctance in the first place in my behavior. I was acting like a sex-starved woman but I wasn't acting and I wasn't sex starved. His dick inside me stirred something in me that I'd never wanted to admit was there. John had glimpses, like when I asked him to suck milk from my swollen tits when the baby refused to. I remembered his look before he did and how he tried to fuck me after. We made a mess.
The cock inside me disappeared. A noise interrupted my growing arousal. He heard it too.
"What's that?"
"What time is it?" I asked, instantly alert. It had to be Tina.
"Nearly eight." He rasped. "Fuck me, you mean you weren't making it up, about your sister-in-law having sex with you?"
I grunted. I wanted to say "Dummy, who would lie about that?" But I controlled myself. Before I knew what was happening, he had my arms pulled tight and a length of stocking tied around them and pulled them up and attached to the headboard. He was fast, his fingers were nibble. He stopped to pinch a nipple, really hard. I bit off the cry of pain but noticed the slight throb it created in my pussy. I passed it off as missing his cock. I thought that idea was better than the alternative which was that I liked the pain of having my nipple pinched. Hardly an improvement, only barely.
He quickly tied each ankle so I lay spread eagled from the waist down and my arms tied together over my head, blindfolded, naked and aroused. He was fast. The noise that had alerted him was the muted sound of a car door closing. I was still blindfolded. My heart hammered in my throat. When he gagged me, I thought I was going to vomit.
"Be quiet until she gets up here." He rasped and then he was gone. I was alone, naked, tied and I just knew Tina would never imagine what was happening. The bitch would take advantage of me. That thought while disturbing, got filed with the others that I was manufacturing on the way to declaring myself hopelessly twisted. The next thought was the one that got hung up in my flow of consciousness. I wanted her to take advantage of me. That was a thought that labeled the excitement chasing itself through my body. I tried to imagine her eyes when she saw me, naked, tied, blindfolded and gagged.
I realized, belatedly, that my gambit to get him to leave had not only gotten me fucked one and a half times but was about to get my sister-in-law fucked. Couldn't happen to a nicer woman.
It isn't that I didn't like Tina. She was more woman than I was. John couldn't help himself. He was proud of her and constantly compared me to her. She was a perfect fuck toy. When she stood with her back to you and her arms at her sides, you could see the swell of her tits bulging left and right. She had strong white legs, freckled, a tight set of buns and lips that never needed lipstick though she enjoyed painting them a dark, evil red when she had sex with me.
She arrived with a hiss. I heard it, like a tea kettle cooling or better, heating up on the way to a lurid boil.
"My, my, my, what do we have here? It looks like Helen is all tied up waiting for little ol' me. Mmm mmm good. Hang on sweetie, I'll give you what you want in a moment." Tina chortled. "You surprised me this time." The room rustled and wheezed as she did whatever she was doing.
I lay still, wondering if she'd wonder how I got all tied up by myself, and then followed that up with who might have done this to me and if she should be thinking about going down on me. I thought perhaps she'd know something was wrong.
Wrong. I tried to make that word work for me but I shrugged it off, pushing back the fear. The thought that replaced it was the desire to see her, to watch what happened next, whatever it was, I wished dearly I could see it. The moment Tina kissed me on the neck, I forgot what I was wishing for but I think the message got through. She kissed the side of my neck, ravenously. I felt her breasts brushing mine, encased in just a bra. She loved making love to me with most of her clothing on. That I was naked seemed very much like a menu item for her favorite fantasy.
Her fingers reached up and pulled the blindfold off my eyes.
"Hello!" She whispered. "I see you. My god, Helen, you look so beautiful like this. All for little ol' me!" She grinned. Her scarlet lipstick was already smeared. Her clown face was already in progress. She rose up off me. Her breasts dangled in the flimsy bra. She wore a short skirt that showed off her legs.
"I was going to take you out for breakfast but that can wait, though if we spend too much time in bed, the crowds will pick the good buffets clean and we'll have to order from the menu." She bent and kissed a breast, sucking gently on the nipple for a moment before looking up at me, teasing me with her tongue. "No matter. The menu can be so lovely!" She rose up and looked down my body. She still didn't connect the most obvious dots. Apparently she didn't really think my hands were secured, which could explain my pose to her. I was baiting her, not just bait.
She moved down my body, prowling over me like a carnivore. She stopped at my breasts. She licked up the side of one of the nipples, latched onto it and sucked at me hard. The thrill shot though me. I grunted through the gag. It never entered my mind to warn her or to try. I was flashing on seeing him fuck her except I had no idea what he looked like, only what he felt like, how he sounded, how he kissed. Those things I knew intimately. My eyes were still adjusting.
Tina kissed between my breasts over to the other nipple. She hummed as she did and then bit down on my nipple. I bucked under her, throwing her to the side as I responded to her mouth on me. Oh, Christ, I thought, she's going to make me come. Sometimes our infrequent trysts featured her making me do things to her and sometimes she'd spend an inordinate amount of time doing things to me. When I climaxed, I did so loudly and raucously because that delighted her. It thrilled me to see her enjoy my pleasure. She sucked on my sore nipple and then bit it again. I groaned hard, twisting under her like she liked.
"Guess, what? I'm hungry. Know what that means for Helen?"
My pussy answered the question. The feeling welling up inside of me made me squirm. My legs were pulled wide, not really tight but tied around my knees, pulling them open, exposing me. I could look down my body at her, crouched between my legs. She put her hands on my legs, ran them up from my knees to my waist, not caressing me but touching me roughly. She pushed at my thighs, pushing me open.
"Oh, Helen, I like you like this. My little toy, all naked and soft and wet for me." She crept up over me, her body radiating heat and lust, desire and delight with my helplessness. I enjoyed the irony but knew she had no idea. She fingered the gag and for a moment I thought she was going to remove it but she didn't. She giggled, kissed my cheek. "Do you want me to kiss you, there, I mean? You have to let me know what you want." Her eyes locked onto mine.
I realized I was doing nothing to warn her. Perhaps he was gone. Maybe we were alone and now she was raping me. I saw a shadow move in the other room and I knew that wasn't true. I groaned and nodded my head. Without my conscious will, my hips popped up under her, grazing the skin on her legs with the insides of my thighs. I felt it then, that feeling inside me that longs to be filled, the pulsing of my own heart and the desire, the lust. I moaned.
"You want it?" Tina whispered, her voice low, wicked.
I nodded. God, I wanted it. I wanted it so badly. It had been a while since we'd been able to get together and here she was, here I was and god, the idea that he'd watch her eat me, that he'd see me come with her mouth on me made me crazy. My chest throbbed and my pussy tingled. I suddenly wanted him to see Tina kissing my pussy! I skipped right past that thought, not considering what I was feeling or why I was feeling it. The feeling flooded me and drowned me in the gaping desire between my legs.
Tina giggled.
"Oh, this is fun. Helen, I love this. I like you tied up like this." Her finger touched me and I jumped, twitching like a virgin. It traced down my skin, now tingling with sensations. The shadow moved behind Tina and I saw him, half his face in light, one dark eye staring at us, waiting. I shivered.
Tina thought I was responding to her. By then, I had no idea what I responding to, I was just responding, burbling with lurid lust, consumed by the feelings that ran through me. I felt light, like I floated on the bed and it was insubstantial under me. Tina's finger reached my pussy. It electrified me, tracing down the gaping lips, wet I was sure. When she pushed it inside me, I squelched, the sound was loud but soft so it couldn't echo, damp with my arousal.
"Oh you are so wet, Helen. What have you been doing while you were waiting for me?" She shifted down so she sat between my knees. She bent over me, her face looking up my naked body at me, her eyes fixed on mine. The shadow moved behind her again. I had no doubt we were not alone. Rather than terror, I felt anticipation. Surely, if he fucked me and he had, surely he'd fuck Tina the perfect fuck toy. What I didn't know was what she'd do.
Tina licked up my pussy, her long, expressive tongue tasting me, laving at the lips and then around the delicate skin surrounding it. Her fingers found my clit and she teased it out into the open, rubbing it gently, carefully like she knew I adored. The feeling was astounding. Suddenly I couldn't breathe. I'd been breathing through my nose but that was inadequate. My lips parted around the wet gag and I gasped, loudly and that sound did seem to echo around us, hovering, like a huge sign pointing to me, announcing my rabid lust. Her mouth closed over my pussy and her tongue pierced me, her hand rubbed me hard and the orgasm arrived quick and strong.
I realized I'd been so aroused for so long, my arousal lay on the surface where she could touch it and ignite it with fingers and tongue. I groaned. She pushed her tongue deeper into me.
Suddenly, Tina went still. Her tongue wiggled inside me, pushing this way and that, touching, probing, seeking something or pursuing it. She lifted her head. Her face a mask of horror. She slapped my thigh, really, really hard! It hurt and I keened.
"You bitch! How could you!" She screamed. "There's cum in you. I know man cum when I taste it." Her face crinkled up. "I'm tasting my brother in you!" She growled, hissing at me. "You'll pay for this, bitch." She snarled but then, she put her mouth to me and kissed me again, licking up inside me, tasting me, tasting him inside me. The orgasm that was pending inside me swelled, rising in me like a huge, tight bubble threatening to burst. I clinched my eyes closed in anticipation but in that self-imposed darkness, I realized I'd seen the shadow coming closer, standing right behind Tina.
Tina was half off the bed, one knee on the end of the bed, one foot on the floor, one hand rubbing my clitoris the other clutched my ass, squeezing it in time with her tongue pumping into me. I opened my eyes.
He was there, behind her. I saw him for the first time. He was tall, but I knew that, with dark skin and curly black hair and one eyebrow. His chest was clean but dotted as though he'd been shaved. His thighs were dark with his black hair. His cock stood out, hard, brown, swollen and curved to one side. Huge to my eyes. They flicked up to his and I realized he was showing himself to me. I moaned.
Tina stopped eating me and looked up at me. I fixed my eyes on her face, willing her not to turn around. I moaned again, a lighter sound like I wanted her to keep eating me. I did. She did. When I moaned next it was all response, all enthralled with her tongue in me. The woman could eat pussy! I realized she thought she was eating her brother's cum out of me and that seemed to inspire her. What a pervert! I groaned as she swabbed some magic part of me with her stiff tongue. She seemed inspired, zealous, rabid. Her hands were hot on me, clinching my ass and rubbing at me, turning up the volume of my bubbling arousal. My hips arched under her, pressing her face against my pussy, forcing her tongue far inside me. She helped. Her hand left my clit and she held me by the ass, clutching my butt with both hands, squeezing my ass in time with the probing thrust of her tongue inside me.
Oh god, I thought, I was going to come.
I came.
The orgasm rose up, swelling like a thunderhead, wet with potential and flushed with dark intent. My body responded to the animalistic commands, ignoring my brain. I arched hard, pressing my knees to the bed, lifting my back and ass off the mattress while Tina licked my pussy with her clever tongue.
Suddenly, she went still, her whole body went rigid between my legs. I shook a couple more times and lay back onto the bed. I lifted my head and opened my eyes. I could see clearly. His hands were on her ass, her skirt flipped high up over her back. He had a knife. The blade lay on her bare back. Tina didn't move. I could feel her panting into my pussy. She swallowed and it sound like a gun cocking, it was so loud, but muffled, dull but unmistakable.
He cut the line of her thong around her waist. Once, twice, then pulled it out from between her legs.
"Tina?" His rich voice smoothed around us. "I'm going to fuck you now. Helen wants me to. She wants to see me fuck you, just like this."
Tina lifted her head. Her eyes bored into me. Slowly, like she was a snake looping around, she twisted to look back at him. When she saw him, the bitch laughed. She turned back to look at me.
"My god, Helen, I am such a pervert, I thought you'd set me up with John! I mean really! I am so relieved you are getting a little on the side." She glanced over her bare shoulder at the man. "Yes, by all means. Have a little of Tina and I'll have a little of Helen then we can share her. Oh god, Helen, I never thought you'd do it but I am all in!" She grunted and laughed for real this time, the tension gushing out of her. "If your boyfriend will get to it, I mean, he'll be all in me!" She laughed once, grunted and closed her eyes.
The man behind her moved. I could see his hand between her legs. She moved the knees off the bed, standing, leaning far in between my legs. She held perfectly still.
"Eat her. Make her come again." He said. "I'm Antonio." His body jerked. Tina cried out as he greeted her with his cock, shoving it into her body. Her voice dripped with pleasure. Her eyes opened and she stared up the length of my naked body.
"You are such a bitch, not sharing him with me till now! Not a word! Not a hint that you were getting some on the side." Tina groaned and her hips wriggled. He leaned back and then pushed forward. Her body rocked over me.



"I haven't been here before. This is my first time. She told me about you. We decided we should invite you to join us." He pulled back and slammed into my sister-in-law again. She cried out.
"Oh god, that's so good!" She whispered. "Oh my god!"
He began to fuck her, steady, slow. Her body responded to him and I heard it, the sound of his cock thrusting into her pussy, wet and rich with arousal, his and hers.
She thought he was my lover.
The thought got stuck in my brain and was idling there when she bent her head down and kissed around my pussy. I only knew I wanted her tongue inside me again. God, it was the best feeling, knowing that she was feeling a cock up inside her and could still manage to lick and kiss my pussy.
"She wants to come." He coasted to a stop, huddled up against her white body, a dark brown shadow. His hands spread on her buttocks, spidery fingers holding her still. "Make her come and then its your turn." He grunted, pulled back and pushed into her. He was so slow, so deliberate, there was no way she'd come like that. Tina liked activity. She named her vibrators.
Her mouth returned to me. My body shook. I gasped and lay down, closing my eyes. My neck ached from having it arched for so long, watching them. I relaxed, or tried to. Her tongue denied me that ease. I sought a release, my hips moved under her mouth, pushing and shifting, trying to connect the end of her tongue to some magic spot that would prove the button that turned me on and let me fly. Her hands fit to my ass again and she held me still while she ate me.
I gabbled into the gag. The ecstasy was stalking me teasing me, pleasing me, daring me to come like this with my rapist inside her and her tongue inside me! The thought roared through me. I moaned, loudly, confused. I focused on the sensations, the thrilling sexual delight coursing through me rather than the looming horror, the pending fear. I wanted to come. I wanted to overlay reality with my fantasy of sexual pleasure. I fought it, determined to come, to transform my rapist into my lover and then hand Tina over to his good office. I felt guilty and proud. I was bound but I wasn't helpless. They were both raping me and making love to me at the same time. My power was the choice I made inside me, which thing to call it, which thing to respond to. I pushed my pussy against Tina's luscious mouth. Her tongue found one of my sweet spots. I cried out, she squeezed my ass and curled her tongue up inside me to scrap over the g-spot.
I screamed, a truncated screech of passion, gagged but violent. My head wagged side to side, my body shook, quivering with arousal, helpless under her. I became aware of the slapping sounds and for a second thought he was spanking her. I opened my eyes and lifted my head. He, Antonio? He was fucking her, faster and faster. Her body shifted between my legs, lurching with each impact. Her tongue was drunk, moving slowly and erratically inside me. Her focus wasn't on my pussy any longer, it was on hers. I was panting, gasping for relief. I made a sound, gargling the gag.
The man stopped. Tina squeaked and lifted her head.
He slapped her ass.
"I said, she needs to come. Make her come first. Don't be greedy. You are, after all, a guest." He grinned and his look was wolfish, the very picture of the predator. "You are our guest but don't be rude. The mistress should come first, not her sister."
"Sister-in-law." Tina managed. He pushed at her body and her face reconnected with me. Her tongue resumed probing me, licking and then kissing at my pussy. The climax had faded away. I lay back, frustrated. I moaned my frustration and closed my eyes.
My brain came on.
Tina was here and she was being raped, right this moment but, but, but...my brain stuttered on the thought and what it meant to me. But she didn't know it. I managed to finish it. But the thought wasn't complete. A conjunction was called for and I knew it would mean his cock would be inside me again and I'd respond like a lover, taking him in me. I howled inside my skin, the twin emotions fighting like the white and the black dog, struggling for dominance. I wanted to warn her to save her, to tell her the truth of what he was doing to her. At the same time, I wanted him inside her, in me, in us, taking us for hours at a time and I wanted to spare her the fear, the terror that I fled like a gazelle from a jaguar. I could. All I had to do was treat him like my lover. Yes, he'd rape us, but Tina wouldn't know and she'd be happy to keep it secret, particularly since his cock was presently buried in her up to his balls!
I groaned.
Tina redoubled her efforts. She always needed constant encouragement. Her mouth found a magic spot and woke it, sending a new delicious tingly down my bound, spread legs and up my stretched, tense spine. I growled and bucked under her mouth.
I wanted to climax, wanted to feel the delicious flood of sensation through my body, unknotting the tension and soothing the stress in me. I had to let him fuck me, for Tina. I had to show her I was in lust with him. I was! Inside my brain I could admit it. I could acknowledge that I'd orgasmed with him last night, that he'd raped me and left me begging for more, wishing for him to use me again and again. If I kept my desire for him secret, I'd teach Tina my terror and in doing so, it might swamp me. By hiding it from her, I could keep it at bay in me.
I groaned again, sincerely aroused by Tina's mouth on me. Antonio was fucking her but slowly, carefully, so as not to interfere with her pursuit of my orgasm. I opened my eyes. He watched me, staring at me, gaging my reactions. I was amazed that he was still here. He was just a thief after all. I wanted him to have my treasure, to share me with Tina. There, I said it. I wanted him to stay, to have us both. The thought swelled in me and it was unmistakably wonderful, unmistakably fabulous, unmistakably desired. I wanted it.
Did I? Or was this just my defense against the fear, the horror of what was happening to me, now us? I had a thought just as the pleasure of Tina's tongue rose up in me. My climax approached and it could be huge! It didn't matter. That was the thought. Rapist or lover, what did it matter? My body wanted him inside me again. I imagined him between my legs, fucking me tied as I was and Tina's mouth kissing me.
I came. I came huge! My body curled and then bucked, fighting the bindings, twisting as it coiled and uncoiled inside me. I howled against the gag, grunting and shaking as the titanic orgasm thrashed through me. Tina's hands tight on my ass held onto me, even while she fucked me with her tongue, pumping it in and out of me as fast as she could.
The man, Antonio, pulled free of Tina's pussy. She grunted and lifted her head, looking around like she didn't know where she was, or what she was doing. I knew but I wasn't telling. She was being raped. I swear, that thought excited me and the mortification didn't ameliorate it. It throbbed in me, the private little satisfaction that I'd watch my sister-in-law be raped and she'd never know. It felt like a treasure I didn't deserve and could never share. It was mine. The second, greater orgasm appeared, unrequited. I was panting with desire, settled in my mind. I opened my eyes, alive to the reality I'd just negotiated for myself. Good thing too because Antonio stood over me. He leaned down and caressed my cheek with a hand. I could fee Tina watching me.
His lips kissed my brow and then moved to my ear.
"Are you going to be good, little girl?" He whispered.
I groaned, my eyes fixed on him.
"I don't want to tell you what happens if you aren't a good girl, do I?"
I heard the snick of the switchblade and it appeared at my neck.
"Jesus, what are you doing?" Tina asked.
The man looked around at her.
"I am giving her the thrill she asked for. The rape fantasy." He chuckled. "You could help."
Tina sat up, giggling a little.
"Oh, like I haven't helped already. Okay, buster, what do you have in mind?"
He patted the bed beside me.
"Lay down. Let me fuck you right here, beside her. I'll put cum in you and you can sit on her face while I fuck her."
God, the beast! That picture, it filled my head. It was like I was up on the wall somewhere staring down on us, Tina mounted on my face, him sitting between my legs, ramming his cock into me! I couldn't breathe! My chest hurt and my pussy ached, to be filled again, to contract with ecstasy around his cock. The thought flooded through me, filling ever niche and cranny and nook of my body with tingling, taunting need. This is what desire feels like.
He leaned down to my ear again.
"You know what this is. Let's not tell her. You are my lover. We just met. You invited me here but with her, because you don't know me so well." He lifted away from my ear.
My eyes locked onto him and I nodded. He grinned, a raffish grin and then shook his head.
"I don't believe you. I'll fuck her first, put the same cum in her that is in you. Then, then we'll see if you still want to be tied up." He grinned, he eyes dark with passion. I felt it. He was quivering with excitement. This had no power struggle in it, we both wanted the same thing. I longed for him to take off the gag so I could plead with him to get between my legs and put his cock into me, to fuck me till I came, which, given the way I was feeling would take about two seconds. I felt primed to come and I longed for it.
The bed moved and Tina knelt beside us.
"What are you whispering to her so urgently?" Tina said, her face close to mine. My eyes shifted from her to Antonio.
"Lay down. Open your legs. Ask me to fuck you." Antonio muttered darkly. He held up the blade and lay it against my cheek. The cold metal shocked me, and excited me. The chill suffused my body and the need to come reverberated in me. Confusion about the real threat rattled around in me. I fought the fear, replacing it with the desire to have him do to me what he wanted. I was safe if he wanted me.
He moved off of me, between Tina's pale white legs. He lifted her little skirt, unveiling her pussy. He touched her and she jerked, her head thrashed back and forth. I had a perfect view of them. He leaned over her body, balanced on one elbow, the far elbow so I could see him fingering his large cock, the one that had been inside of me. He ran it up and down Tina's pussy, the head disappearing between her legs, out of my view. He did this until Tina's body rippled under his touch.
"Jesus, Helen, where did you find this guy?" She gulped, swallowing hard. "Quit playing with it and use it. Stick it in me for fuck sake!" Tina had little patience. I had the thought then, her tied up like this and me playing with her. She'd be gagged, so she couldn't call me an evil bitch while I teased her into the slough of insanity, till her body begged me to let her come. Suddenly, into my reverie, Antonio stepped and began to fuck her. I opened my eyes and Antonio was fucking her.
Tina's head turned towards me, her eyes fixed on me. Her expression was unreadable. She winced and then sighed, her body shifted beside me. I came aware of her near leg looped over my tied leg spread against her. The man was between her legs, fucking up and down on her. She still wore her bra. She turned her head, lifted up and kissed him, holding his face with both hands. She released him and flopped back down beside me, looking over at me the whole time. When she spoke, she told me what she was thinking.
"I'm fucking your lover, Helen, the lover you never told me about. He's inside me. God, he has such a nice cock and it is deep inside me. I'm going to come with him and he's going to come in me." Her voice twisted around us, tight with tension. Her legs lifted and she wrapped them around him, ribbons of white, stark against his darker body. I could see her pull him down into her with her heel, the one I could see. He increased speed, thrusting into her, faster and harder. Tina cried out, shaking as the orgasm took her, elevating her, lifting her out of herself into the the brilliance of ecstasy.
I saw no fear in her, only rampant, liberated lust. She fucked him and he fucked her.
I shifted my eyes and found him watching me. When our gazes connected, he came to a halt between Tina's legs. I was happy to see him panting, gasping for breath. He suddenly wrenched loosed from her legs and leaned over me. His mouth found my breast. He sucked at it. I keened into the gag, wishing I could cry out and tell them what I was feeling. A vain hope, there are really no words for this sensation. I grunted.
My eyes opened without my deliberate instructions. His mouth had left my breast and he was twisted over the top of me, still inside Tina, but staring down at me.
"If I let you loose, will you be good?" He asked.
I shook my head. God, I don't know why. I meant to nod, I meant to be agreeable. He scowled and returned to Tina. He stood on his hands over her and hammered her with his cock, driving it into her with increasing force. In moments she came, gurgling with pleasure. Antonio stiffened and thrust down into her and then shimmied, dozens of little motions, driving his cock into her and filling her with his cum, his face screwed up like he was in pain.
He cried out and threw his head back, pulled back and rammed Tina once more before collapsing onto her. He lay over her panting. I stared at the arch of his flexed back, bronzed in the dim morning light.
Now his cum was in both of us, I thought. He'd raped us both. I sighed and looked away.
I must have dozed because the next thing I knew they were getting off the bed on the other side. They left me. I remember wondering what they were doing before oozing off into sleep again, exhausted, mentally and emotionally. My body wanted more sex. My body wanted to feel him on top of me, his luxurious weight spanning me, plastering me down onto the bed while his cock penetrated me. I was dreaming. I came awake in my dream, realizing I was dreaming of him fucking me, vaguely aware that Tina was close by. Suddenly she was over me kissing me and I was awake, alone and gasping with desire. I was being transformed into a mindless sex object and I was fully complicit, an erotic quisling, a traitor to my own life exchanging thirty silver orgasms for my chance at redemption. I groaned with self-loathing, shook myself and agreed that a very nice orgasm was far better than a switchblade in the gut, or the fear of a switchblade in the gut. I shivered, alone with myself, I could only face the actual arousal and the causes of it. I was frightened of my own desires.
They weren't desires. They were decisions, rational decisions made using the best information I had. I was choosing the best I could manage for me, and, I asserted, for Tina.
I opened my eyes. I smelled something cooking and my stomach growled. I lay back. The bitch was down in my kitchen with my lover making breakfast. The perversity of the thought actually made me laugh. I was tied to my bed and my lover/rapist was making breakfast with my sister-in-law in my kitchen! In that moment, I understood something. I understood both his genius and his conundrum.
With Tina, he had an accomplice. Her presence, his cum in her and her conviction that she'd just fucked my lover would contradict anything I said to the police. Yet, still, he needed me as an accomplice, a willing participant of his despoliation of my sister-in-law. I needed him to be my lover so Tina never understood the reality of what had happened to us that we'd been raped by an absolute stranger. He needed me to comply. I would. Another decision and again, setting me against the fear, but still, protecting Tina.
Who was I kidding? I'd come with him. I told him about Tina and me, it was so obvious to me. I'd set her up to be fucked, to be shared with my rapist, to be raped with me. She was my responsibility and I had to protect her. I'd do that but how? If the rape fantasy was going to end, we needed another fantasy that would allow us to negotiate our safety in exchange for fucking him the way he wanted. Tina brought me the answer.
She appeared in the doorway, smiling her just fucked looked. She carried one of our pea green plates, steaming with a jumble of an omelet. I could smell the sausage and my mouth watered. She still wore her bra but was naked otherwise, her skirt was gone. She walked up onto the bed and squatted over me then sat, crossing her knees beside me, resting one on my bare side.
"He fucked me in the kitchen again. I came. My tits were on the counter. He did me from behind. Where ever did you find him? And keeping him secret! You nasty girl." She took a bite.
My god, it smelled good. Suddenly I was ravenously hungry. She peered over the plate.
"He's an amazing cook. He complained that you needed to go to the store but I explained that with the family leaving, it would be difficult to explain, shopping for all of us so we had to make do. He seemed to know all about you and John." She took another bite. My mouth watered. I felt saliva appear and run down the corner of my mouth. Tina noticed and used her wrist to wipe it away, while her hand held a fork full of omelet.
"Oh, I bet you're hungry. He says he isn't sure if he should let you loose or not." She looked around. "He's showering or taking a shit maybe. Maybe both." She giggled. "God, Helen, I never would have bet that you of all people would snag a man like him and actually play rape with him. He's good. I mean by that, he has a great cock, so I'm not questioning your choice. I just want to know where I can get me one!" She took another bite. She got more on the fork and held it out to me. "Hungry?"
She ate it.
I cursed her. My stomach growled. Tina laughed, her evil bitch laugh, the one she used when she was demanding I go down on her, not asking. Then suddenly her eyes changed.
"Hey, I have an idea. Why don't you play the subservient to me and Antonio. We'll do all sorts of things to you, make you do stuff you don't want to do, like that. You'll be our slave. Would you like that?"
God, my head nodded, not a thought in it. I was busy wondering if that was really her idea of if it was his. I nodded again then, and again, more emphatically.
Tina smiled.
"Hey, hey Antonio! I have an idea."
I lifted my head and saw his shadow and then his naked body appeared in the doorway.
"Yeah? What?" He asked.
"Let's make Helen our sex slave. She wants to be a submissive for the weekend. We could share her, you know, try things with her." Tina idly reached down and pulled the gag out of my mouth. I gasped and wheezed. She held the fork full of omelet to my mouth. I opened my mouth and she moved it to my lips. I lifted my head, took the egg and mushroom frosted with Gouda cheese from my fridge and chewed carefully. Eating laying flat on your back is risky. You have to stop breathing or risk inhaling the food and choking to death. I chewed and swallowed, following it with a huge inhalation of air to fill the deficit. She offered me another bite and I took it, meekly letting her feed me like I was a pet and just like that my new role had been defined. Antonio stood there, naked by the bed and watched Tina feed me, occasionally taking bites herself, until the plate was empty. My face was smeared with grease when she was done because she wasn't always that careful.
I was thankful for the food, though.
Antonio's cock was hard again. He was within arm's length of me, had my arms been free. The man read my mind. I swear he knew what I was thinking.
"Tina, I haven't seen your tits yet, take off your bra." He said, his voice somber and rough. She set the plate on the bed beside me, reached back and unhooked the soft bra. It sprang free. She leaned forward, let it fall off her tits and extracted her arms from it and flung it away. She sat beside me, her tits wavering over me, like flags fluttering in a gentle wind.



"Oh, Helen, John called me. He said he wasn't coming back until Monday. He was reporting on Mom and Dad. They need some help and he is going to do it on Monday before he returns." She grinned, leaning over me, her breasts swept over mine, kissing the one nearest her with the lightest of touches. "That means we have you all weekend, to do anything we like with."
"Have her kiss your breasts." Antonio said.
Tina gave him a look, clearly not liking being ordered around. The look faded and she smiled and leaned over her crossed legs. She grunted a little but managed to press her breast against my greasy lips. I opened them and kissed the white, freckled arch of her breast. Tina moaned. She leaned over further, coating my face with her plush breast. She moved it around. Suddenly, I wanted to mark her. I fastened onto to her skin, sucking hard. I expected her to yank it away and smack me but I didn't care and she didn't. She went completely still.
I opened my eyes and there was his cock, next to Tina's tit, pushing against it, the head dimpling her soft flesh.
"Suck me. Suck us both." Antonio said. There is was, the thought he'd pulled right out of my brain.
I lifted my head, nosing around Tina's tit and nibbled at the spongy end of his cock. I got my upper lip over the top and pulled it down, bending him so that I could push my mouth onto it. His hand reached down and took hard hold of my hair, he pushed his cock deeper into my mouth. I sealed my lips around it and sucked for all I was worth.
The man groaned, his voice broke around us like thunder. He pulled out of my mouth. Tina pushed her tit back to my lips, this time directing her nipple between them. I pulled at it with my lips, sucking at it and then, finally, bitting down on her. She shivered, grunting as the pain shot through her. I knew my sister-in-law. My eyes glanced around her tit at Antonio. I pulled back my lips and showed him my teeth clinched over her nipple, cocking my head back to pull at her nipple so he could see clearly that I had it in my teeth.
Tina groaned, one hand touching my face.
"You know me so well!" She whispered before pulling back.
I turned my head, expecting to have another go at his cock but suddenly he was pushing Tina away from me. She tipped over onto her side, giggling. The man climbed between my spread legs and entered me so fast I didn't have time to take a breath. He lay down on me and I couldn't breathe. God, it felt good, his cock sliding into me. I pulled at the ties around my knees, wishing I could wrap myself around him.
Then he kissed me. His body was over me and I was looking to the side, looking at Tina who was looking at me, watching me as he entered me. He loomed over me, moved my face to his lips and kissed me hard. I responded, like he was my lover, under Tina's glittering eyes. His tongue lashed at me and his cock speared into me, lancing into me with brilliant pleasure. I sighed into his mouth, kissing him back as hard and sure as I could.
Antonio broke my kiss, balanced on his hands over me. His face was fierce.
"You're mine now. To do anything I want with. Do you agree? I'll share you with Tina. We'll fuck you and you'll fuck us any way we want. Do you agree?"
I was nodding long before I understood his words. His voice lapped at me like a warm ocean. I was transported by his cock inside me, thrilled to be filled, glad to be mounted. The satisfaction bubbled out of me, spiced with my own, private surprise. He pulled his cock out of me, gesturing at my face.
"Sit on her face. Make her eat you. I've come in you twice, see if she like eating you with cum inside you."
Tina struggled to sit up. Her resistance to his instructions vanished. She got to her knees beside me and swung a white leg over my face. Her knees spread beside me, slowly lowering her bubbling pussy down towards my mouth. She adjusted and then leaned forwards, rocking her hips forward as she did so. Her pussy encountered my mouth. She ran with cum. I licked up into her. She grunted and settled down on me and suddenly I was smothered by female. I bucked, unable to breathe. After a couple moments, she lifted off of me. I felt my legs being released and then lifted. I felt Antonio's knees under my thighs. He shuffled under me, and I felt the shaft of his hard cock, slick from being inside me, against my inner thigh. He bent it and touched the head to me at the same time Tina relaxed back onto my face.
For the first time since he'd tied me to the bed, I strained at my restraints. I wanted to grab Tina by the ass and lance my tongue far up into her. I couldn't. The restriction warbled in me, confusing me for a moment. Tina, in the meantime, shifted a little and got her pussy connected to my face and ground down onto me. I pushed my tongue into her. I lost air again but persisted in thrusting my tongue in and out of her slick, gooey pussy. She groaned. I felt it.
Suddenly, my attention shifted to my pussy, the one filling gradually with cock as Antonio slid underneath me, tilting my body up onto his bent knees, penetrating me with his cock as we came together. My legs dangled around him. When I lifted them and sought to lock them around him, he looped his arms under them and pushed them towards my chest. My feet glanced off Tina's back. I licked up inside her and kept at it, thrusting into her over and over again.
Antonio had me bent double, crouched over me and reentered me. I'd missed his departure but didn't miss his reentry. I felt the length of his cock sliding into me and the fantastic thrill of being fucked flashed through me. My body responded. I wanted him inside me. I was his fuck toy, his sex object, his body to use as he wished. These thoughts rambled through me, like models on a catwalk, seeking my judgment, desiring my approval. It was lust or fear and I chose lust, making it my desire, my wish. I moaned as he reentered me. Tina jerked over me, thrilled by the vibration of the moan coming out of my mouth.
I started to hum. It sounded weird but felt good, the vibration of my lips on her pussy, my tongue poking into her, probing for her g-spot. God, if I found it...! I ran out of air and began to squirm. She lifted off me. I gasped, inhaling a droplet of her cum or maybe it was man cum. It headed for the wrong pipe but I twisted my head, found a little air to exhale and blew it out. Antonio had my legs on his shoulders and had my ass off the bed and was fucking me in midair. I felt like a fuck toy.
Tina sat down on my face again. I wished dearly I had hands to guide her but she had control, wriggling her ass and moving it around until she found the right spot, then she crushed me with her weight. I felt the impact on her. It was like my chin or nose or tongue or something hit a little button. Tina began to orgasm right in my face. She fucking loved to come while my tongue was inside her. She mumbled over me, wordless sounds that resembled thunder. I realized that was actually Antonio coming in my pussy.
He banged against me, driving his cock in to me over and over while filling me with cum. Tina was coming too. She shook over me and then toppled off to my right onto the bed. Antonio, seeing her leave my face, bent me double and lay on the backs of my thighs, pouring cum into me. I was bent double, and helpless, my arms tied yet over my head, a receptacle for him, a vessel for him to come in, a sex object for him to fuck. The thrill of it, the helplessness but being the object of his towering lust all flashed through me. There was no fear, only my unholy lust. God but I was aroused. Then the shit pulled out of me and flopped in between Tina and me. We lay there, all of us gasping for air, panting or snorting.
Tina laughed.
"So. How did you two meet?" Antonio looked first at Tina and then at me. "I mean, how did this happen? How did you two become lovers?"
I felt it again, that swelling surge of passion that makes your chest hurt and your knees weak. I searched for words, and found none, not one. I did feel the drooling of my pussy, his cum oozing out of me like jelly out of a danish crushed under the heel of his hand.
Tina sat up, pushing her back against the headboard, out of my sight. I suddenly couldn't breathe. Tina was a grand passion, une grande passion, the one that destroys, that all your good sense wards you against and yet, when every opportunity is presented, you fall into it like a fool into a trap, never learning, never resisting, always completely subservient to the demand, the thrust of the spear into your side that opens your humanity.
"My brother, John...have you met John?" Tina could be at once guileless and clumsy at the same time.
"Only briefly, I believe." Antonio said gracefully. He lay between us, nude, a hand caressing my thigh, sending tendrils of erotic sensation through my body, as if he had no idea, like he was clueless about the thrill issuing from the tips of his gentle fingers.
"Well, John brought her home, to meet the family. We have a country house where the parents have retired, where Mama grew up. She kept it when granny died and we did holidays there. She was so practical, using the family get-togethers at Thanksgiving and Christmas and John the golden boy's birthday in March to get things done around the place. One year for his birthday we reshingled the springhouse. It had started to leak during the spring thaw." Tina laughed.
I knew the place. John had taken me to a glen down the stream from the house one dawn and made love to me in the wet grass, conceiving our first child, at least that was always my preferred belief.
"So John, who had had more women than Solomon, begging your pardon, Helen, he appeared that year at Thanksgiving with Helen of Troy there..."
"Wasn't she blonde? Helen of Troy, I mean." Antonio asked.
"I don't know. That was her name, behind her back. She had this manner, this casual elegance that seemed to cut through the formal crassness that typified our families. Our Methodist parents, all proper and upright clashing with the iconclasts they'd raised, swearing over burnt fingers and much, much worse when discussing politics or religion itself, they were happily aghast at our language. Helen inhibited us. We all felt like we should be on our best behavior because John was obviously in love with her, head over heels in love with the brunette in blue jeans who stepped about like a new fawn, delicate and careful as though somehow knowing the world was a dangerous place but able to ignore it. She appeared and even my daft father who was the last to figure everything out made note of how her simple appearance, as unassuming as it was, changed all of us. Me, John, Carol, Alice and Fresha."
"You have four siblings? I guess siblings-in law?" Antonio asked, genuine surprise in his voice. He raised up and twisted to kiss me, a hand cupped my breast. Instantly I was hot again and tingling, yearning to be entered, wanting him between my legs once more. It robbed me of reason and my breath. I couldn't breathe with the intensity of it, entangled by the ferocity of it and the utter paucity of contrivance. I was ensnared, suddenly full of passion to be used by this man, my rapist.
I could only moan. Tina answered for me.
"Yes, but the others, they just loved her and took her in like she was one of us from the first."
"But not you." I said, remembering the feeling that this sensual woman was somehow affronted by me, that she didn't like me, that she'd whisper to John against me and I'd feel fear that he'd come to his senses. It made me retreat, with each interaction with her and each subtle rebuff, I pulled inside myself, gradually being convinced that the warmth and affection in this family would never extend to me. Yes, I remembered.
Tina leaned down, over Antonio laying beside me and kissed first my mouth and then the crest of one of my breasts. She licked the nipple and then sat up, out of my sight, had my eyes been open.
"Not me, I guess, but not because I didn't like her. Just the opposite. I remembered the feeling, she extended her hand and smiled at me in that way she has and I shook her hand, like we were two wrestlers starting a match."
Antonio laughed.
"Her touch electrified me. I felt it through me, on my skin, between my knees, up the inside of my thighs, inside me. For a moment I could barely breathe. I looked away, sure she could see it happen, not daring to look at her and see the effect on her, fearing that she felt nothing."
"Did you feel something, Helen?" Antonio interrupted.
I wished sincerely he hadn't. I prevaricated and dodged.
"I was meeting my boyfriend's family. It was more than that though. I'd told him from the first I wouldn't sleep with him until I met his family. I'd just had a bad experience with a lout who lied about his family and, well, I was being defensive. John didn't care. He let me string him along. Each time I turned him away from my door, he'd smile and say, after Thanksgiving, you can't ever say no to me again." I remembered the confusion, the shock of having John St. Vincent panting after me, doggedly assuring me that I was the one for him.
Tina laughed again. This time, though, she kissed Antonio then, I could barely watch it, she offered him a breast and he sucked on it noisily. She pulled away from him and he moved his hand down my thigh. I sighed.
"The whole time, I avoided Helen because I was having feelings I'd never had before. I'd never before fallen in lust with a woman before. I was given to that, you know, encountering a man, feeling his lust or mine and sleeping with him. When I was a freshman in college, my Lit professor was a young guy and I offered to sleep with him after the first class. I told him I wanted to then, rather than later so he wouldn't be confused about my motives. He was wonderful."
"You and Helen." Antonio prompted.
"Yes, right. By Sunday when John and Helen had to leave, she was clearly uneasy with me. They were outside in the cold and I refused to go out to see them off. My mother, knowing something was going on but never imagining what it was, made Helen come inside to say good-bye to me. I kissed her, right there in the hall, just inside the door, with John and everyone out in the drive. It had started snowing and they could have come inside at anytime. I kissed her, on the mouth."
I remembered the feeling, that first kiss from another woman, so soft, but fierce like alcohol in milk. She caught me by the shoulders and pushed me against the wall and kissed me fully on the mouth.
"I told her, I told her I wanted her. If I saw her again, I swore I'd take her to bed. That was bullshit, really. Not that I wanted to, I did but that I had a clue about what to do. Then she did the funniest thing. She reached up and cupped my breast and squeezed it through the thick sweater and bra, hard. She leaned forward and kissed me back, right there with my brother just out in the drive. God, I thought I was going to die. I got wet like I'd never been wet. I was desperate for more but she patted my cheek and slipped away from me."
Tina laughed again. Laughter was her "I am nervous" signal. She always had this brittle hack that punctuated her language.
"That was my year of living dangerously and by that I mean I was crazy, schizophrenic. I slept with men and women, trying to get the feel of Helen's mouth off my lips. I dreamed about that kiss, her hand on me, squeezing my boob. I'd wake up insane with desire, even if I was just napping between fucks with a man."
I lay still, amazed. I had no recollection of that. I remembered pushing her away, not kissing her and definitely not touching her breast. I only remembered wanting to and the aftermath of wishing I had, wishing I'd turned her back to the wall and kissed her like she'd kissed me, forcing my mouth onto hers. I was certain I had been utterly passive.
"So you kissed her first?"
"Of course, I'm much more aggressive than she is." Tina spoke as though it was clear and self-evident. "I didn't see her for another eighteen months. John had a stint in Europe for six months and so missed Thanksgiving but returned home for Christmas. He announced he was going to marry Helen but hadn't asked her yet. I was beside myself but didn't know if it was envy and jealousy or fear and trembling. Both, I think now. I didn't see Helen again until the wedding rehearsal. I was mortified when John asked me to look out for her, because he feared Carol and Alice were contemplating something horrible for her." Tina cleared her throat. "Anyone else thirsty?"
She popped up and strode out of the room.
"I'll bring us tea." She said as she disappeared.
I opened my eyes. Antonio had sat up as Tina departed and now leaned over me, looking down into my eyes.
"What?" I asked, searching his face for some indication of what he was thinking. "Please, don't hurt her." I whispered.
"I thought you didn't like her?"
I scrunched up my face.
"I don't. No, I do but, I...she, she..." I searched for words and realized it wasn't her I hated, but me, myself, my body, my response to her. "I can't resist her. Even at the farm, I can't keep her hands off me. If she touches me, I am afire and if she doesn't I am equally aroused. I hate it. I am so, so completely consumed in her presence I feel like I can't think or act contrary to anything she says."
The man grunted, moved over me. My legs parted around him like swelling labia anticipating a penis. He entered me. I groaned exotically. The feel of him thrust into me dampened my brain, ending all thought. I was helpless. My legs pitched wide, leaving me open to him. He fucked me, pumping up and down into me with casual consistency. My orgasm appeared and popped like a balloon, snapping me awake from the lassitude of my satisfied lust. Antonio kissed me lightly on the lips.
"You seem to like this, being tied up and fucked like this." He almost made it a question.
I felt I had to defend my actions, hide the lust he aroused in me, the dripping passion I wanted to deny and satisfy at the same time. I felt suspended, like I was levitating and the thrill of being disconnected from my life released me to the pleasure of having him inside me.
"Just don't hurt us." I managed to pant between kisses. My legs clutched at him, my heels riding his strong ass as it rose up and dropped between my open thighs.
"Here now, none of that without me!" Tina cried in the darkness of my passion. Antonio pulled out of me and the jagged edge of my ardor scrapped at his cock as it left me. I wanted him. I wanted more. The sensation collided with my self-perception and I keened into the emptiness where he'd been moments before. I opened my eyes. Tina sat two cups of steaming tea, none for me I noticed, on the nightstand, got between his legs and licked me off his cock before sucking it into her mouth. For several minutes I watched her blow him.
I confess, I'd not seen that very often. Never in real life, a woman with a man's cock in her mouth. I had to lift my head from between my extended arms to watch her suck his cock. He lay under her, letting her bob her head up and down, holding his cock with one hand. My neck finally tired and I lay back.
"The tea is getting cold." Antonio said. His voice wasn't as casual as he tried to make the comment sound. He grunted as she pulled off of his cock and I had the narcissistic thought that he'd noticed I couldn't watch and had deferred his orgasm until later. I longed for a pillow. My shoulders ached.
"Here. I brought you this." Tina leaned over me. She held a shot glass to my lips. I only had a moment to prepare before she poured it between my teeth. It was scotch. It burned but I swallowed. The hot fire ran like lava through me. I lay heaving around the fiery sensation flooding me. Curiously, it made me hotter, as in more horny. Hornier? Hornier, for sure.



I listened to the cups clinking on saucers, both Tina and Antonio were sitting against the headboard out of my sight unless I tipped onto the back of my head and peered back at them, upside down. I didn't. I struggled to keep my rampant excitement hidden and controlled.
"So. The wedding? This should be interesting." Antonio pressed, his voice oily with amusement. "Did you seduce her then?"
"I did." Tina said, pride welling in her voice.
I'd heard that tone before. Many times. Every time I insisted we never have sex again, she'd say she seduced me, I could stop anytime I wanted. I never did and she delighted in teasing me with it, time after time. I had a sudden thought. I wondered if this man would prove to be the thing that allowed me resist her? I had scant hope.
"Carol insisted that I get her to my room and keep her there until she called, until the entertainment was ready. It was almost like they were planning things so I could seduce her. She arrived wearing her wedding dress after a last, hurried fitting and proceeded to undress right in front of me. When she unhooked the bra and turned back to me, I pulled her into my arms and kissed her."
I was certain that wasn't what happened. I had no recollection of the wedding dress. I remember being undressed, her hands pulling off a skin-tight tee shirt I wore that showed off my tits, making it clear hers were much larger than mine. She unhooked my bra and her mouth was on me. The sensation aroused me then and it aroused me now just thinking about it.
"I made Helen go down on me, right then. She said she'd never done that with a woman before. By that time, I had plenty of experience, trying to figure out which team I was playing for. I decided to show her. I stripped her naked and took her to bed." Tina hawked again, her laughter turned hard and crude.
"I think she must have come a dozen times in a couple hours. I do remember getting up and locking the door because Alice and I were sharing a room. Carol was already married by then. I had a terror of one of my family finding us having sex."
"You said you made her go down on you but she came a dozen times?" Antonio asked. "How does that make sense?"
"Oh, well, Helen tried, she did but I got impatient and finally realized she was the guest of honor, the bride and all and I should be going down on her. I admit I rather wanted to prove to her that I knew what I was doing. I'd found this one woman who insisted I go down on her all the time and that was all. She'd pull me into an empty room and have me eat her. I let her use me that way. I used her to learn. She taught me with directions that I applied later and then demonstrated for Helen." Tina horse laughed this time. "Did I ever use it on Helen. When Carol finally called, we went to the bacholorette party and the stripper guy tried to get her excited but she was cool the whole time. Finally, to help the poor guy out, I had him go down on me and I came for everyone." Tina resumed her normal hacking laugh. "I learned right then that I don't mind an audience."
She fell silent, as though lost in the memory.
"So, you two have kept having sex all these years?"
"Since I was twenty." Tina whispered. "Yes. Oh, Helen never asked to have sex with me. She never refused me, though. Ten years and she's never denied me. It's like she's my sex slave. One time..." Tina's voice trailed off.
I lay there, quivering with the recollections and the present circumstances.
"So, now you know about us." Tina said, her eyes dancing as she sat up beside him, looking past his broad, flat chest at me. "How did you two meet? Give."
I closed my eyes. My mind went completely blank. All that I had inside was that feeling that I had to keep her at a distance. I couldn't let her know that he had raped me or worse, that I had finally complied and even contributed to this deception that handed her to him. What would she think? I had no idea and that was one of the things that attracted me to her. Tina was a free spirit, unpredictable and radical as often as she was consistent and conservative. One time she confronted me with vibrating dildo and had pushed it in me and I'd come till I ached. I wanted to use it on her, hinting that she should try it in her ass but she acted like I shouldn't even touch it much less use it on her.
"Well. I raped her." Antonio said.
I squeezed my eyes closed. I dared not look at either of them, or let them see my eyes. My soul windows felt wide open and if the soul is real, then surely they'd see the truth of me if they cared to look. I feared that to my core.
"Excuse me? You mean fucking Helen with her hands tied like that?"
The bed shook. I presumed Antonio was shaking his head, hard.
"No. Really. I raped her, right over there, in this room, against the wall." He chuckled. "Let me explain."
"Yes, please do." Tina said, her voice somber.
"I was in the house. They were having a party, a very formal sort of informal thing that ended with a private little concert by a woman that played the cello. Cello? I think that's what it was."
"Eva Tang?" Tina said.
I nodded, still not daring to open my eyes.
"Anyway, I was a servant in the house, helping a friend's caterer friend. I think he bowed out so I could work and pay rent with the proceeds. As an artist I am middling good. Not brilliant at all but good enough to continually be dogged by the idea that if I just keep at it, my time will come. Perhaps I'll become brilliant or earn a little more talent, enough to become notable. So far, not yet."
Tina laughed but she sounded normal now that she was listening instead of talking.
"They finished eating and the caterer packed up. Helen asked me to stay longer, to tend bar during the concert. I thought it would be like half an hour. Miss Tang played for nearly two hours. No one left, she played for the crowd of maybe twenty or twenty-five people. They all remained, sitting and listening. I stayed back in the kitchen, waiting for someone to leave and ask for a drink. No one did, well, only Helen. She came back to see how I was doing. I asked why she would leave such beautiful music and she said, you."
The bed shifted under me. I was enthralled with the story, eager to hear how it ended.
"I was gobsmacked. I couldn't have been more surprised. She led me upstairs and we had sex right there, against that closet door."
I imagined Antonio was pointing. I kept my eyes closed.
"Wait, you said you raped her. Sounds more like she raped you."
"I, well, she said she needed something done upstairs. She asked me to help her. It seemed peculiar, asking like that during a concert in her house, with her husband right there. I guess I read more into it than was there. I fucked her against the wall, lifting up her black dress and taking her, her arms pinned over her head. She fought me but never made a sound. I came in her right away and she leaned against the wall, panting, cum running down her legs. I waited for her to complain but she didn't move, so I pushed her to her knees and offered her my cock. She turned her head away but I grabbed her by the hair and made her suck my cock. She licked us off it and then sucked me hard again. I turned her face to the wall and fucked her against it again. She came then, her body finally catching up with me. I was so hot for her, I couldn't imagine this was really happening."
"When did you see her next?" Tina asked, her voice full of bubbling curiosity.
"She called me several months later. She said she wanted me again, wanted me to 'do it to her again'. That's how she said it. That was the first thing she said, 'I want you to do it to me again', just like that. I didn't have a clue whom I was talking to. I think I told her she had the wrong number. Then she said I'd fucked her in her house, where I was tending bar. I remembered, I knew exactly who she was. She asked me to come to her one night when the house was empty and take her again, rape her, fuck her like I did, make her, use her. She used all those words. She said she wanted me to mount her. That expression seemed to excite her, she said it several times. She said she wanted me to come inside her, to fill her with cum. She rattled out words like that, phrases so fast I could barely keep up."
"So did you? Rape her again, I mean?" Tina asked, her voice still light and airy, like this sounded about right to her.
"God, yes. Of course I did. She told me she'd be alone and I came in the back door, which she left open, went upstairs and fucked her just like she wanted."
"Oh my god!" Tina gasped. "Helen! Who'd have thought? Did you like that?"
I'd been listening as though he were talking about someone else. When Tina's soft, quiet voice asked for my reaction, I had one ready to describe.
"Oh, yes, I came. He surprised me by arriving early. I'd had the idea he'd enter the room in the night and wake me. God, I always like that but the first time, the first time he was in the house and took me as he wanted..."
"I caught her turning off lights downstairs and took her by the front door."
"Did you climax?" Tina asked.
I wanted to change the subject. I had an idea, one that might just set Tina back a little.
"He's always wanted to have my ass. He's threatened me with it several times. Since Tina's here, why not now?"
I felt the world freeze, not go cold, oh no, if anything the room heated up. Everyone got really still, though. I felt the silence like a wall around me and I wanted to break it down.
"I think I'd like having her watch us, Antonio." I muttered. Then I remembered the size of his cock. Uh oh, I thought. I'd opened my mouth again when I was better off remaining silent.
Something exchanged between them that I was not part of. They both got off the bed on the same side and then tied my legs back as they'd been, secured at the knees, open but tighter than before. They left me. I don't really know how long they were gone. I drifted off to sleep. John always complains that I can sleep anywhere and anytime. I did. I just relaxed and let the yoga breathing uncoil the tension in me. The latest orgasm helped, I admit.
When they returned, however, they were together, both dressed.
"We'll be back." Tina said. She leaned over me. "You cold or something? You okay?"
I nodded.
"Where you going?" I asked.
"Can't do the ass without lubrication." She said with a mischievous smile.
I turned my head and looked at Antonio.
"Make sure you get enough for her, too." I said, my voice rift with excitement. Long had I dreamed of having anal sex. I was no more than curious but curious I was and this seemed like the perfect time to try it out.
"We looked, you don't have any lube do you? You and John haven't been doing it backwards have you? And hidden it away from me?"
I shook my head. They'd need to go get some. I lay there alone after they left, thinking about them, together, out in public. I was no fool. There was no way this could be legal rape. I was too compliant, too eager to help and sending them out together, that was the last straw. As I drifted off to sleep again, I decided I didn't care, so long as the fear didn't return. I was going to get to watch my sister-in-law get fucked in the ass. Even though it likely meant I'd get the same treatment, the idea that she was going to be butt fucked and I'd get to watch thrilled me. I had become a different woman. I was no longer the woman I'd grown to be, the conservative, housewife sort of woman who catered to the needs of her kids and husband as though their needs were her own needs. Suddenly, I had other needs and they involved cock and pussy, sometimes my pussy and the rest of the time, Tina's.
I had fever dreams, sex in many forms with all manner of creatures and people. It's like the governor on my imagination slipped its mooring and left me high and dry, accosted by my own subconscious desires. I woke from a good fucking several times to a silent and empty house, only to slip back into slumber and a new bout of sexual congress with different people. By the time they returned, I had been having weird sex for several hours and I was exhausted, or thought I was. I felt lax, consumed by the tension and so flaccid and lank.
They appeared while I was awake, tingling with the memory of the last complicated tryst of my dreams. They didn't speak but came to the bed and untied my legs again. I turned this way and that to move my shoulders and let my arms regain a little limberness. They each took hold of a leg and bent me double, exposing my ass to them. They fumbled and diddled for a while before Tina got lube on a finger and smeared it around my ass hole. It was cold and I flinched as she did so. At the same time, I felt the excitement welling up in me. Just feeling their hands on my bare legs, holding me taut like that, my legs spread wide and high, leaned over their respective shoulders, that all excited me. I had no strength nor will to resist. Being held like that aroused me and made me groan with it. When Tina touched lube to my ass hole, I held my breath.
Her finger circled around, smearing the grease around my ass hole. She applied a little pressure and I felt my body open, grudgingly. The tip of her finger pushed into me, maybe one joint only, although it felt like she was pushing something huge into me. My insides roiled and my attention focused on the penetration. The finger withdrew and then reentered me, pushing more lube into me. The finger wriggled around inside me.
I realized I was holding my breath and in doing so tensing against her finger inside my ass. I exhaled, blowing long and hard to evacuate all the air before I inhaled again. When I did so, Tina pushed her finger deep into me. Her fingernail bit at me. She wiggled it around inside me.
"My god, her ass is tight." Tina muttered, focused on it.
I grunted.
Her finger left me and I had the oddest feeling, like when you realize you lost a hand at cards or that sudden flash of adrenaline when you get to a cash register and realize your wallet is missing, the zing before you remember where you left it. I was empty and the desire to be filled broadened to include my ass. I shook my head. I almost wished they'd blindfold me. My eyes were clinched closed so tightly they ached. Another, thicker finger touched the now slick center of my ass.
Antonio swirled it around for a moment and then centered on my asshole and pushed his finger into me. Knowing it was him gave me a powerful jolt. The next thought was that this was preparation for his cock thrusting into me. I opened my eyes to find Tina leaning over me, her eyes bright, holding my leg on her side of the bed up and wide while Antonio pushed more of his thick finger into me.
"Ugh," I groaned but he pressed on even as I was pressed on. "Tina, you, you have to promise to do it too." I whispered.
I focused on her eyes even as Antonio's finger pushed far into my ass. He pulled it back and plunged into me again. The tension in my back from being bent made the penetration more profound, more sensational.
"What?" Tina whispered back.
I didn't intend to whisper, I just did. I changed my voice, speaking out loud so Antonio could clearly hear me.
"I said, I want you to promise to let him fuck you in the ass, too." I spoke through gritted teeth.
"No, no way. I haven't ever done the ass like that."
I was surprised, I assumed my sister-in-law had done everything. It thrilled me to think I was the first of us to be penetrated that way. I hadn't had the cock in my ass yet but I felt that solid commitment that I get when I know something is going to happen, no matter what I do. That thought fired off the reality in my brain, that I was being raped, and that I had asked him to fuck me in the ass.
The finger left me.
"Then I'm not going to do her." Antonio said. "Both or neither."
I opened my eyes as Tina sat back on her heels, the bed cratering under her weight focusing on her knees. She held my leg on her shoulder. One hand idly smoothed down the inside of my thigh while she stared off into space. The feel of her palm on my inner thigh made me shiver. That motion brought her eyes back to me.
She nodded.
"All right. If he comes in your ass, he can come in mine." Tina blinked a few times as though the statement had hurt her and she was blinking back the tears. "You have to eat me after."
Antonio grunted.
"Both or neither." He said. "Just because she's tied up doesn't mean you gets to make the rules."
I thought for sure Tina was going to argue and we'd have a problem working that out. Instead, however, she pushed my leg higher and wider.
"Fuck her ass, then." Tina said.
Only then did I hear in her voice what was inside me, the thrill of that idea together with the twin idea of watching it happen to her. I groaned. His finger found me, penetrated me again, and then withdrew. His hand released my leg and he got off the bed. I realized both he and Tina were still clothed. He slowly undressed, staring at my half-bent form, since Tina didn't release my leg. I was split in two, one leg up on her shoulder and the other on the bed. It wrenched me but not badly so. It introduced tension into my body that was different from what was already there. Still, I watched Antonio undress. When he exposed his hard cock, I got a sympathetic tingle in my pussy. My ass felt sticky and slick.
Antonio lifted my leg and got onto the bed. Together, they bent me double, holding my legs against my torso. When his finger found my ass again, I felt him probe me, finally pushing more lube inside me. I groaned, as much from my position as the penetration. I closed my eyes. I waited. I knew he was slathering lube on his cock, his huge cock, I thought. God, what if it doesn't fit? What if he can't get it all inside of me?
I had no answer but had both the conviction and the very real wish that I'd get a sure empirical answer soon. His gooey cock bumped against my ass. I knew penetration was pending. The cushy head connected to the tingling asshole and stayed. He held his cock in place with his left hand, holding my leg up and back with his right. I could tell he was steel-hard. He pushed the head against my asshole.
For a moment, nothing happened. I felt his body lean forward and the pressure increased. I felt it against the top of my head as though I was a pneumatic system with pressure being applied to one cylinder. I realized I was tensed and consciously inhaled, relaxing as I blew air out, like I was exhaling cigarette smoke. I blew past my teeth. I deliberately relaxed. Sensing I was softening resistance as best I could, Antonio increased pressure. His cock head opened me up. I reversed my tension and tried to open my ass so he could slide deeper into me.
He did.
I felt so full. I thought for sure my eyes were bulging, that my cheeks were tensed even. He pulled back a little, losing what little progress he'd made. The pressure returned. I consciously relaxed and suddenly his cock was sliding into me. It slipped into me until it stuck. He pulled back.
"More lube." Tina whispered.
I glanced at her and saw the intense expression on her face. She was willing my ass full of cock. It was Antonio's will that counted. He pulled back and pushed against my ass again. Very slowly, he opened me, pressing into me, filling me, making my skin feel too small for this new purpose, the accommodation his cock demanded. I shifted under him. He groaned suddenly and leaned on me heavily. His cock slid further into me, sticking as I clinched down on him.
Antonio groaned, his face a mask of effort and concentration.
"My god, she's so tight!" He whispered.
Full. There is simply no other word for the experience. I felt every ridge of his cock inside me or thought I did. I swear I could feel his heartbeat up inside my ass but in retrospect it was likely my own heart throbbing that I felt. His hand grasped me by the hips and he leaned onto me. He crammed me the rest of the way full of cock.



I was bent. I was stretched. I was panting from the position. My ass was plugged full of cock. I felt the throbbing up inside me and then it faded, replaced by a swelling sensation that turned into a rising tide of excitement. Antonio began to pump in and out of my ass, thrusting his cock into me and backing away. In me and out, over and over until he tensed and came with a single choked cry. His body hammered at me, slapping against my thighs and ass as he came.
"Oh fuck a duck!" He growled, his voice ragged and uneven. His body bucked against mine, striking me as though I were a bell. I was too soft to ring but I felt the reverberations nonetheless. My god, he was coming in my ass. I just felt out of breath and tense, oh, and full, but his excitement, the quick and sudden climax that racked him thrilled me. I loved that feeling, the gushing of his effervescent orgasm flowing into my body and the crack of his control even while he sought to keep fucking me. The motion deteriorated into a pulsing against my ass, finally grinding us together as the cum flushed out of him and into me.
Suddenly, he went limp. His cock lost its rock-hard pressure inside me and he put a hand down on my belly to push himself off of me. His cock pulled out of me like a plug out of a bottle. I made a soft wet sound as his softening cock left me. Tina and he both released my legs at the same time and I rolled down onto my ass. The sudden weight on my recently full ass caused a new sensation in me. I wanted a cock in me. I wanted to come. I wanted something!
Antonio left us, rolling off the bed and padding into the bath where he started the shower.
"You just wanted me to take it up the ass, you bitch. God, his cock is so much bigger than Cort's is. But you did it. Is his cock bigger than John's?" Tina chortled then. "Don't answer that!" She muttered. "What am I thinking? Shit."
"Eat me." I whispered. "Please, lick me, try to make me come."
Tina sat beside me staring down at me.
"He'll make you. Better to volunteer. He'll like that." I said, sounding ever s omuch like a knowledgeable and experienced lover.
Tina glared at me, then her eyes softened.
"God, Helen, that's what I've been thinking about, watching you, your tongue in me after he does my ass!" Tina moved then, as though completing a complicated dance move. I moaned as she pushed my legs wide to make room for her to crouch between them. She was on all fours between my legs, her hands planted at my sides.
"When its my turn, kiss my breasts." She breathed. "Like this." She dipped her head and licked at my right tit. Her tongue contacted the lower arch of my breast and pushed it upwards, lifting it until the flat cushion of her tongue scraped over my nipple. Something about the moment lit my fuse. I felt it building in me as she sucked at my breast. I worried for a moment that she'd suck too hard and leave a mark that'd force me to undress in the dark for the next few weeks but each time, she relented. I bet she realized that I'd do the same to her, when it was my turn. She knew how I hated the hold she had over me, how it excited me, how I felt while she was with me and how I felt the moment the door closed behind her when she left. She kissed the other breast, licking and sucking it.
We'd done this before, except I wasn't tied then but next time I bet I would be. I felt her excitement, echoing my own. I shivered. I hoped I would be, the next time she took me. I shook again, with some deliberate motion, hoping she'd realize how excited I was, bound as I was. Then I stopped. The bitch might know still she'd refuse me, refuse to give me that satisfaction. I was hers to use, not the other way around. Still, even with those thoughts, the tension in my body made her lips electric on my skin. I tingled all over with the sensation. Abruptly she left my breasts, kissed a dotted line down to my pussy. She licked me softly. She kissed me softly and then thrust her tongue into me. The tension inside me increased. My hips rose under her mouth. The shower shut off. I had the vision once more, of him behind her, fucking her while she ate me, my arms stretched over my head, helpless except for the orgasms that roared through me, welcome and thrilling, consuming and catastrophic.
By the time he appeared, my hips were bobbing up and down as though keeping time with an easy beat. She rode the swell of my hips. I was careful not to attack her with my pussy and snap her neck. Antonio saw us and his cock grew hard again, watching us. His dark gaze met my fevered one and he smiled, a smirk, like he knew and planned this, my degradation, my confrontation with the wiles of my own body, the lure of my own lust. He moved behind Tina, positioned himself and entered her. I felt it, as though his cock penetrated up into her and through her to me. Her tongue thrust into me, I presumed in time with the cock slicing into her. In minutes, Tina lifted her head and cried out with ecstasy, her hips wagging back and forth as she came. She collapsed over me, twitching and jerking, hugging my hips. I ached to have her tongue in me once more, I felt the desire rifting through me with a jazzy sort of insouciance.
Antonio rolled her out from between my legs, took her place and entered me, mounting me with a certain urgency. He thrust down into me.
I was being raped again. Now, I responded without thought, grateful to him and his position over me, in me. I groaned, my whole body bucking under him. The first time his weight settled onto me, though, I felt it up inside my ass. It seemed to swell inside, the feeling left by his cock being inside me, pulsing and throbbing. Now, filled from in front, I felt the two sensations, the echo and the actual, collide inside me. The tension that having a cock inside me caused began to swell, pushing all other sensations aside until it exploded, shattering my awareness. My ass ground up at the cock in me, pressing us together, pushing at him even as the pleasure roared through me. I shook with it. I had surrendered to the situation. I was being fucked and I wanted to be fucked. I no longer thought about what any of it meant. I was an orgasm wearing my body. No soul, no mind, no inhibitions, just a shuddering lust that I had no more wish to control or refuse or to refute what it told me was true.
I had opened my legs to this man and now, now he was inside me and I had no way to shuck him off and no wish too. I had become a woman again. I was my lust. It convulsed me around the hard cock thrust deep in me and for long moments, all I knew was the pleasure of his penetrations. I cried out, anguished with pleasure, shot through with the horror and the sure knowledge that my legs wrapped around his lean, hard body because I wanted him there, between my legs, thrusting into me. He came while I quaked with the climaxes, oiling me like a masseuse but rather than the calming pleasure of his hands, it was the fire of his cock he thrust into me. His clung to my ass, squeezing me as he came, as I came, extending that pleasure, dragging me with him into the maw of that repressed darkness.
When I calmed, Antonio sat back on his heels, staring down at me. He shook his head, slid out from between my legs and lay down between Tina and I. In moments, his breath evened out and he was asleep. I felt Tina hiss at me.
I lifted my head. She smiled at me, nodded once and winked. She leaned over and kissed Antonio awake. He roused and seized her suddenly, so fiercely I saw a flash of fear in her eyes as she tried to draw out of his grasp. He realized at the last moment she was naked and willing, draping her body over his like a careless blanket.
"I have an idea. She hates me using her kitchen, lets go fix lunch. I'll tell you what I have in mind."
I hated her smile. Her eyes were locked refusing to glance at me but I felt it, a tingle inside me. She had something in mind that involved me and she wanted to engaged this man to help her. They tied my legs again, after asking if I needed the toilet. When I said I did, Tina laughed and dragged him out of the room, leaving me squirming with discomfort.
I closed my eyes and tried to forget what was happening, or perhaps, tried to understand it. I was in my own home, not a prisoner exactly but not free, not surrendered exactly but not guileless and innocent either. I realized I had manipulated Tina into being raped, and she didn't even know it. That made me laugh. I was still glowing from that realization when he reappeared.
He silently unbound me, releasing me. When I didn't move, he smiled softly.
"I'm not going to hurt you, or her. Like you said, you'll do anything, if you are kept safe, if she is safe. Do anything, do it all, love it all and you have nothing to fear. I think, I think if I were you, I'd be more frightened of her than of me. The toilet, and shower. I'll wait. She thinks I'm making you let me do it to you. She wants to humiliate you."
"You don't?" I asked, my voice ripped at my throat.
He shook his head, sitting on the bed. He wore one of John's white robes, one of the many John had stolen from hotel rooms as a matter of course, one of banal perversities that barely qualified on the kink-o-meter. Antonio's knees looked odd, without a knee cap, like they were padded, wrapped and so their structure was hidden.
"I'm not your lover. What do I care if she humiliates you? What do you care? You agreed last night...to anything. This is part of that, a bit of anything."
"What?" I asked, thinking he'd tell me what Tina had in mind.
"Handing her to me like this. It's funny. Amusing. I see it, the beauty of it. She blackmails you and you let her be raped and she doesn't even realize. The elegance of it is wonderful. The more she toys with you, the more she is part of her own rape." He shook his head. "I'd rape you both for a nickle but this, this is fucking crazy. You, you are a fucking...woman."
I regarded him for a moment.
"So now you admit you are a rapist and not just a thief?" I asked, feeling bolder and daring.
He smiled.
"I am raping you but who can you tell? I think that ship has sailed. Now, now you're just what Tina wants you to be?"
"What's that?" I asked, knowing the answer, fearing it, dreading it, wanting it.
"My sex slave. I think she's jealous, that you can submit to a lover like this and never complain. Now to shower, she'll be waiting."
The shower was soothing. When I stepped out, he greeted me with my favorite towel. I didn't know how he knew and I was amazed for a moment but it seemed to fit into the surrealism of the moment. He rubbed me down, handling me like I was a prized colt about to be auctioned off. I let him handle me and soon the warmth welled up in me and it was pleasure I felt, not the throbbing physical pleasure he'd summoned out of me thus far, but another kind, the pleasure of comfort and softness and velvet on your thighs that reminds you there are sensations you haven't felt yet but, while you are yet alive, hope remains.
He tied me. He'd found straps I used on luggage. He pulled the sleeves off an old sweater and pulled them on my arms and then strapped me up, binding my upper arms with one strap and tying my wrists with a scarf. He pulled my arms back, arching my back, tightening the strap until just before pain appeared, blinking like a landing light in the night but not touching me. I could see it, like I was peering out the window of a dark airliner at the landing field hurtling towards us.
"Come on. Your sister has a surprise for you." He smiled then.
I could see the humor in his eyes, the amusement.
"Sister-in-law," I corrected. Antonio shrugged and escorted me down stairs.
Except for the sleeves on my arms, I was nude, dry but naked as the proverbial jay bird. My skin was raw, not as in chafed but as in tingling with every new and different sensation that I encountered, throbbing with the feelings inside and out. I felt the excitement of not knowing what Tina was about to do to or with me. I couldn't even begin to imagine what she had in her freckled mind.
Arriving downstairs I found candles flickering on the table. My best flatware was beside three settings of china. The table was set beautifully and I felt first amazed at the beauty of it and then immediately, chagrin that she'd managed what I'd attempted so many times and failed, failed always and here, in the midst of a sexual contortion, she was able to create this tableau with such apparent effortlessness. It was beautiful and romantic. I resented it but then realized I was caught too. I had to engage it, surrender to the beauty of it, let it flow over me and let her see the sensuous impact of her actions on me, so she'd stay.
The thought shook me. I wanted her to stay, longer. Usually she left Saturday night, giving me a day to regain my sanity and slip back into the persona of the wife and mother. Some days I didn't make it but fortunately, our little trysts were few and far between but they were always there, between us, at the holidays, staring at each other across the uncarved turkey. It was private and we both knew it and by mutual but unspoken agreement, she decided when we were together, not me. Until now. This time, this time I'd managed to seduce her and she didn't even know. My mind kept coming back to that thought.
They sat me at the head of the table. At first I had a flush of happiness, like I was being honored. Nope. They both wanted to be able to reach me. Tina insisted that I sit forward on the hard, wooden chair, with my back straight, as if I had much choice the way I was tied, so that my breasts projected forward. Not like hers, she was still nude, but good enough to draw her eyes, and Antonio's. I was a little amazed I didn't feel competition with her for his attention and then realized that he wasn't my lover so she was competing and I was frustrating her by giving no hint of jealousy. I was considering this when she finished pouring the wine and then sat down, Antonio to my right and Tina to my left.
"You going to make me eat without my hands? Or are you going to let me loose so I can eat something on my own?" I exposed myself, showing my curiosity and a hint of my nervousness.
"We'll feed you." Tina said softly. She reached for my wine glass. She extended it towards my lips. I smelled the sharp snap of the white wine, the grape tannins, maybe? It made my mouth water. I couldn't help it, my lips parted and I licked them. Tina saw and her hand stopped, the wine just there, before my eyes, close to my lips. I could smell it and it affected me like an aftertaste. My mouth watered.
No one moved.
I stared at her, first, then at Antonio. Tina's hand never moved, not a quiver. She held the wine inches from my lips. Finally, I couldn't stand it any longer. I wanted the tight taste of it on my lips and tongue. I bent forward and felt the smooth cool texture of the glass on my lips. The goblet didn't move. It was half full so I couldn't taste it unless Tina tipped it up. I understood. She wasn't going to do that. I extended my tongue, stretching it down the inside of the wine glass until the very tip of it dipped into the golden white liquid. The cold chill of the shot through me. I jerked and my tongue lost contact with the wine. Suddenly, I was desperate to taste it, to feel it flowing cold over my teeth, making them ache slightly as the cold crackled along the enamel and my fillings. I pushed my lips onto the lip of the glass again and thrust my tongue down into it again. I got the tip wet with wine. I could almost taste it. I pushed down on the glass, hoping to force Tina to tip it up to me and let the taste strike me full in the chest. She didn't. The glass withdrew from my reach. She sat it down.
"A toast." Tina said, lifting her own glass. Antonio lifted his, the two clinked together, ringing a little even in their hands. The Waterford crystal rang true. They drank, shallowly. I found myself fixated on Tina's lips. She swished the wine around a little and swallowed. I swallowed hard, imagining the taste of it. She took another sip. I looked up and found her eyes on me. She sat down the glass and leaned around the curve of the table. Her hand gripped the back of my head, my hair still damp from the shower. She pulled me forward, into the edge of the table, striking me just below the breasts. She pulled me forward and down a little until the undersides of my breasts brushed the table and the china setting.
She kissed me.
The warm wine spewed into my mouth.
It surprised me. Her tongue followed. I controlled the urge to fight her and accepted the wine, breathing through my nose and closing off my throat so I didn't choke. The wine felt thick and smooth in my mouth. Our lips were sealed together. She held me by the back of my head. I couldn't escape. Her tongue swirled through the wine. I chased hers with mine. She flinched a little and we lost seal and a little wine dribbled down my chin. It felt hot. I inhaled, swallowing carefully, pulling all the rest of the wine into my mouth and swallowing it.
She broke the kiss, her eyes glittered. She sat back.
"I found your caviar. I hope you weren't saving it for something."
I shook my head, voiceless.
It was piled in a little jelly dish, one I'd bought at a street fair when John and I were mad at each other. I did it to piss him off and it worked. He told me not to buy it and I did, of course. One of the many clashes of wills between us. He hadn't given up making me conform to his ideas of what a wife, mother and worse, what a woman should be but now he contended with our children and I made sure he was losing out as often and as obviously as possible. He didn't miss it and ended up expending a lot of energy fighting his urge to resent our children, because they had better command of me than he did. If he only knew what capacity I had to be commanded.
Tina dabbed a little sour cream on a stoneground wheat cracker and added a black dollop of caviar.
My mouth watered again. She held it out to me but when I moved to take it, she withdrew it. I smelled the salty dankness of the caviar and the velvet sourness of the sour cream. I licked my lips.
Tina took a bit. The cracker shattered and a globule of white and black dropped down her chin and onto the inside slope of one of her breasts. She looked down at it, wiped at it with one long finger and held it up before her eyes. Her eyes flicked over to look at me. I found I was panting again. I licked my lips, telling myself it was intentional, an action I performed consciously and deliberately for Tina. I felt the satisfaction when she extended her hand to me, placing the finger and its burden right before my lips.
Rather than lean forward and suck it off her finger, and likely have her move it out of reach, I sat still instead and extended my tongue. Carefully I touched the mixture of caviar and sour cream on the pad of her index finger. It didn't move. I licked at it and it fell off the other side of her finger, down onto the perfect place setting.
She slapped me. Hard.
"Dumb bitch!" She cried.
"Enough." Antonio roared. "You touch her again and you will have to leave."
I was surprised but at the same time, excited. I felt it flooding through me, this strange arousal. I couldn't name its source, dared not trace it back to its cause. I foundered in the flow of it in and around me.
"Clean it up." Antonio said, his voice velvet iron.
"What?" I said, jerking one arm against the strap and the tie on the wrists. My shoulder flinched with the effort and I felt my breasts shudder.
"With your mouth, clean it up. Tina made the table look so nice, you should not be allowed to mess it up so casually."
"With what? My...?" I understood. I sat back a little and looked down. The sour cream blob sat on the fat end of the knife on the right of my plate. I stared at it, sitting there on the silver handle.



I did as he instructed. I had to scoot back. I pushed the chair back and bent over the edge of the glass table, a big oval with me at the bullet end. My nose hit the rim of the china plate and I moved to the side, tracing along the side of the plate with my tongue until I found the knife. I ovaled my lips and fit them around the sour cream and sucked it into my mouth.
Oh, the explosion of taste! I don't think I ever had a more delicious gustatory moment than that one, ever. The salty smooth sensation slashed at me and I sat up, but only after ensuring the handle of the knife was tongue polished clean. I sucked at the handle of the knife and sat up.
Tina had a knife with a smear of butter on it. She held it up, as if showing it to me, knifed it onto a cracker, added caviar and put the whole thing onto her tongue. She pulled it into her mouth and chewed. She sipped wine.
My mouth watered. I actually imagined the tastes, swirling together, bitting at my teeth and curdling my lips. Tina picked up another cracker but then lay it down. She got butter on her knife and bent over towards me.
"Hold still." She whispered. She smeared the butter around the upper slope of my breast, covering my nipple with it. The oily slickness startled me.
"Sit back." Tina whispered.
I did, crunching my arms against the back of the chair, arching my back. I knew what she was going to do.
She got a little caviar from the dish on the end of her knife and carefully pressed it into the butter on my breast. She moved around the table, got to her knees and sucked it off of me.
"Pretty good. You should try that." Tina said, looking up at me.
I didn't know what to feel. Feelings fought with emotions and the smell of the caviar hovering around me. I felt Antonio's hands on me and then the shock of cold sour cream. I looked down and my right nipple was capped in glistening white. He added a little caviar and did as Tina had done. He got to his knees and sucked if off my breast.
"Let's both do it." Tina said.
They did. Warm butter on the left breast and cold sour cream on the right breast. They pressed a little caviar into it so that I felt the little egg pellets against my skin, swimming in their respective solutions. They sucked my breasts clean at the same time. I groaned. I couldn't help it. Looking down at them, feeling their mouths on me at the same time, their tongues swishing back and forth over my skin aroused me. They sat back and got into their chairs.
Tina put some butter on a cracker and lay a piece of smoked salmon on the butter. She extended it to me. I glared at her.
"It's okay. I won't pull away." She assured me.
She didn't. I bit on the cracker and it is shattered in her fingers. I ended up sucking it off her fingers. She pushed them into my mouth. I sucked him them, the feeling of them mixed in my mouth with the butter and the salmon. She pulled them away, slowly extracting them from my mouth. I groaned. She sat back while I chewed and swallowed. She picked up my wine glass and held it to my lips. She tipped it up and I sipped a bit of the white wine into my mouth. I wanted more but the glass left my lips just as the desire swelled up in me.
"That looks fun." Antonio said, wonder in his voice.
He prepared a cracker with caviar and sour cream and fed it to me. I ended up sucking on his fingers too. He offered me wine and I sipped from it gratefully.
Tina giggled.
"I have an idea." She said.
I watched, fascinated as she demonstrated her thinking. She lifted her right breast and smeared it with butter and added a bit of caviar, just enough for taste. She got carefully out of her chair and moved to my side. She presented her breast to me. I licked at it and the caviar slid to the side. I caught it with my lips, sucking at her freckled skin. Her breast was full, tight against my lips. When the upper slope of it was clean, I moved down to her nipple. My mouth watered around the caviar and butter. Her skin was oily and slick. I sucked at it but couldn't hold it.
Tina groaned. She held me by the back of my head while I tried to get the oil off her skin. I licked and sucked and licked some more. She started to shake and backed out of my reach. I opened my eyes, only then realizing I'd closed them at some point, feeling her hand knotting in my hair, then I think.
"Now me." Antonio said from my right.
I turned head and body and found him standing, the robe open, his hard cock bent down with one hand, the crown of it topped with a pat of cream with a black center of caviar. As soon as my head turned, he moved closer. His cock touched my lips. My tongue extended carefully. I touched the sour cream. If I tried to lick it off from the side, I'd just smear it onto the floor. I backed away.
He exhaled above me.
I approached his cock again. This time, though, I opened my mouth very wide and moved it over the end of his cock. I felt the heat of his cock lanced with the cold of the sour cream. My mouth closed down on his cock and I sucked hard, letting my lips and cheeks collapse around him. I tasted it, the sour and salt, the pebbly feel of the caviar enmeshed in the smooth wash of the sour cream. It exploded in my mouth. I drooled around it, mixing the taste with the hard feel of his cock. I sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed, not bothering to trying find the caviar eggs much less chew them. His cock was hot in my mouth.
I groaned.
Antonio groaned.
"Jesus Christ, you two! Get a room!" Tina whispered.
I felt it. A swell of pride with a spine of spite sticking straight up out of it. I'd actually made her jealous with my hands tied behind me! I felt elated. I swallowed around his cock, feeling it twitch. I pushed my mouth down it, taking it deeper into my throat, doing my best to adjust around it but I was salivating too much. I felt some saliva sliding towards my windpipe and I had to pull off of him. I blew a little, clearing my airway and then swallowed the savory mix of caviar and cock.
Tina had a carrot dipped in ranch dressing ready for me when I sat back. I took it into my mouth and chewed. Antonio wrapped his robe around him and sat down. He put a piece of dill pickle on a folded bit of sharp cheddar. I ate that from his fingers. Tina offered me the cheddar and a bit of salmon. I ate that.
Back and forth they fed me, little bits. Not enough to be even a mouthful, like a Chinese woman's tits. Each taste blended with the last and made something new happen in my mouth. Tina sipped wine and kissed me again, dribbling wine into my mouth from her own as we kissed. It ran down my chin and dripped onto my chest. Seeing it, she came around the table again and licked me clean, well, licked the wine off of me leaving a sheen of her lust glowing on my skin.
Antonio waited for her to get back to her seat. He stood and turned my chair open and helped me to my feet. I waited passively while he unstrapped my arms and then untied my wrists. He released me and I stood before him, naked, empty of my own will, the tastes and feel of being the center of the meal dulling my senses with the very recent memories.
"Put your hands over her head. No, all the way up, straighten your arms and try to touch your elbows behind your head."
I did. His command reached down into me and stirred something new, something that wasn't gustatory. He moved behind me. I think I knew what was going to happen then. He fit the strap around my upper arms, now cleared of the torn off sleeves. The green plastic luggage strap rasped on my skin. He fit it around my upper arms and behind my head. I couldn't lower my arms if I tried. The strap was on the lower quarter of my head and so tight that if I bent my head forward, I got little slack. He then wrapped the stocking around my forearms and tied my wrists high over my head. My shoulders were pulled tight and high. My breathing was labored. I think being without breath like that, having it hampered by that pose excited me. It made me pant and that started the feeling of excitement, the sound of my own panting, my own labored breathing.
He led me to the other end of the table. He grasped my by the hips and lifted my ass onto the end of the table. The glass was cold on my ass and I gasped from surprise.
"Help me lay her down." He said.
Together, Tina and Antonio stretched me out onto the table. I felt Tina moving the settings out of the way of my extended arms until I was laying among it.
"Isn't she pretty?" Tina asked.
I could almost see her but my vision consisted mostly of the popcorn texture on the ceiling. I'd lost sight of Antonio so when he pushed my knees wide, I jumped a little from surprise but also one of his calluses had a rough spot on it and the feel of it on the inside of my knees made me twitch. I grunted. He pushed my knees wider. I knew what he was going to do, or at least, I prayed I knew what he was going to do. I was close.
I felt his breath on my pussy, blowing against its lips. I knew then for sure I was wet. His breath felt arctic. I shivered like I was cold and then again like I was aroused past reason. I felt him kiss me there, his lips were taut, stiff. I felt his tongue, straight and tight poke into me a little ways but not too far. His lips pursed and he pushed them into me, not far obviously but enough to open me. His tongue thrust down into me, opening me further and then he opened his mouth. I felt it, the wash of cool liquid, tingling as it flowed up inside me.
I groaned as I realized he'd filled me with wine. I was his chalice and he drank it out of me, slurping and licking at me.
The realization that I was aroused slapped me like Tina had. One moment I was distant, like I was hearing about this woman being raped, her body used by a man and a woman, wine flushing up inside her vagina and the next I was shaking with excitement. I was in my body and his tongue was inside me. I lay on the hard table, stressed in that pose but below my tits, I was turning to putty.
"Oh god!" I cried as he sucked harder, pulling the last droplets of wine out of my pussy. Then his mouth left me. I felt him lean over my chicken-winged legs and then his mouth was against me again. This time he didn't hesitate but put the wine deep in me, letting it pour into me. I realized my hips were propped up, tipping so the wine might stay in me a little longer. I bubbled with it but his mouth, his tongue, they were alive against me and in me. When he quit drinking wine out of me, he seized me by the ass and kissed me hard, thrusting his tongue inside me as he did so. I felt it, the thundering orgasm.
It struck me like a tsunami, smashing at me while I tried to prepare to go without air for a while. Bound as I was, I had little hope. I cantered into panting immediately and ended up gasping and huffing while he ate me. His tongue slashed through me, pushing inside me, thrusting into me, making me grunt and gasp as the sensations bloomed inside me and traveled through me like gossip in a small town. My body suddenly realized what was happening and snapped into a tight tension, arching my back off the table. I couldn't arch very well, my arms bound as they were, forcing my head forward. I could look down my body at the man's head between my legs. The sight appeared and it struck me deeply, emblazoning that sight on my corneas, on my mind, into my memory like a legacy I'd never escape. His head rocked at little and the sensations did not match the subtle little motion. The feeling roared up in me and I came again. I was shaking then. Unable to control anything and reveling in being helpless. The feeling had control of me, shaking me, making me buck and shake. I twitched and bucked as the orgasm rattled in me, emptying me out onto the table.
"Holy fuck!" Tina growled.
His mouth left me.
I was gasping for breath, the desire for more raged in me. I could just see Tina to my left, and I saw it, the envy in her eyes. She thought this was my lover giving me such satisfaction. I'd have laughed if I had any strength to devote to it. I didn't. I groaned and tried to relax. I closed my eyes and lay on the table, part of the perfect setting. Fuck, no wonder I couldn't get it right standing over by the kitchen. Now I knew what was missing!
I came aware of him between my knees. He gripped me by the thighs and pulled my ass to the edge of the table. He thrust into me. I was milky and soft. His cock slid into me like a firetruck through traffic. I was open and the way was clear. He slammed into me. I thought I was done, at the ragged end of pleasure but this penetration, his hard cock ramming into me awakened the beast in me again, teasing it into a rage. I felt it again, the swelling orgasm, welling up inside me. I crooked my legs to pull him deeper into me, as if such a thing was possible.
He fought at me and pulled out of me.
"Here, Tina. For you."
I heard him speaking but didn't believe it. I rocked up on my left side, careful not to knock something askew on the table around me. I felt a wine glass near my elbows and adjusted. Tina was on her knees licking me off his cock. Lick, lick, lick, inhale. That was her pattern. Tongue, tongue, tongue, inhale. It wasn't that abrupt head bob of the usual blow job, it was different, still rhythmic but different, like the gait of a three-legged horse. Uneven but consistent, she blew my rapist.
He groaned hard and pushed deep into her mouth.
I watched him come, watched her suck him and swallow as much as she could. I watched it bubble past her lips and coat her chin, even while she continued to suck him. When he went still and pulled out of her mouth, Tina rose up and leaned over me.
"I just blew your boyfriend. Want a taste?" She whispered. "I licked you off of him. I watched you come while he ate you. He bet me that he could make you come with his mouth and he did. Guess what? He won me. I have to fuck him the rest of the day. You don't mind, do you?"
Goddammit. The fear I'd struggle for so long to avoid, to keep at bay rose up in me an evil Phoenix from the ashes of my ecstasy. I groaned. Tina kissed me, her lips slick with his cum. Her hot tongue slathered around in my mouth. I kissed her back, imagining them together, him doing to her what he'd done to me. I tried not to laugh but thinking that she'd made a bet she won when she lost was hilarious; thinking that she'd bargained for him to rape her was so funny, I choked against her open mouth, gasping as she backed away.
Antonio was behind her. He felt between her legs. Tina's eyes quit seeing me, focusing back along her spine to where his fingers were feeling around inside her, pushed deep inside her while she leaned over me. Her breasts brushed along my side. He stood up behind her. Tina tensed. I could see her face. She chewed her lips and lifted her face, which puddled her breasts on my torso, one against my little breast and the other in the valley of my belly, a valley I was very proud of, despite having been pregnant with two children.
He entered her.
Tina gasped, tipping her torso to press her breast against mine. Her eyes opened. She stared down at me, the freckles seemed to have darkened in her white skin, all the whiter against her straight black hair. Her huge tits wobbled between us. She lurched a little. She chirped a little, sounding a little like tires on pavement when a car is hit by something and knocked forward. She resumed chewing her lower lip, half of it pulled deep into her mouth. She began to rock. He was fucking her. She twisted a little and moved her face to mine. She rocked a little as she came closer. I closed my eyes and she kissed me.
Her lips writhed with the feeling of his cock inside her. I could feel it myself, after a fashion. I could not imagine the ecstasy rioting inside her. I couldn't because I wanted it. Her mouth, her tongue, they possessed me. I kissed her back, fighting my restraints. I felt something against my arm and then there was a distant crash and tinkle.
"Oh shit!" Antonio cried. "Don't move! There's glass everywhere."
I'd knocked a wine glass onto the floor. The spell broke and another took over. His robe had been hanging from his shoulders. He skimmed it off and tossed it onto the floor.
"No one move. Let me go get shoes on and I'll clean it up." He smacked Tina on the ass. "You, don't lift your feet, there might be glass close by!" He disappeared.
"Where the hell did you find him?" Tina whispered.
Oh my god, this was my moment. I could instill fear in her, torture her with the truth, hand it to her like a hot coal in a Halloween bag. The moment balanced between us. While I hesitated and dawdled, she stared intently down at me. When I didn't speak, she smirked and kissed me. She lifted up and peered down at me.
"Really, Helen, thanks for sharing." She said softly. "This, god, I never would have guessed you'd let this happen. I know I wouldn't. A man like that, I would definitely keep him to myself, all to myself!"
I grunted.
"Seems like I'm the one being shared." I whispered. I don't know if Tina heard me. He reappeared and the moment was forever gone.
Antonio cleaned the floor but then carried us each up stairs. Me, he tied to the bed again. Tina ended up in the guest room. I didn't see them again the rest of the night. A time or two I heard her voice out in the darkness, warbling like some wild animal, nocturnal and ecstatic in the night. I wanted to think about that moment, about her and him in the guest bedroom or wherever they were fucking. I couldn't. All my mind could manage was the thought that she was being raped and was screaming with ecstasy. I couldn't get past that thought to what teased me from beyond it. Was I a witch for doing this to her or a saint? I honestly couldn't tell. Had I known what they planned for the next day, I'd not have slept at all. Excitement or dread would have kept me awake but I could hardly have told the difference. I knew nothing of the things they discussed alone in the other room that night. All I knew was that I felt envy and jealousy and that confused me to the point of exhaustion and that, that alone was likely all that allowed me sleep, tied to my own bed while my rapist fucked my sister-in-law.
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Act 3 Showed
I woke Sunday morning with the sound of my shower. Tina stood beside me in the dim dawn. She lay down on me. My arms were still tied out stretched to the headboard but so I could move around and not cramp up. I was gagged but not blindfolded.
"Helen, I think he's having second thoughts. Honest, I didn't want to take him away from you. I don't. But, god, he is a man, a real man, in bed, in me, on me. I think he likes my tits, not better than yours but, you know, different! Listen, he, he has a fantasy and I insisted that you'd do whatever you could to keep him. I did. He wanted me to do it for him, leave you here but I told him, I said he should let you. Try at least. Now, here's where I might have fucked up a little. I told him if you refused, then, then I would but he had to give you the chance, first I mean."
God, she seemed so sincere. I almost believed her, you know, that she thought she was taking care of me and not, how do I say this? She thought she was being generous or virtuous by lining me up to do whatever he wanted and yet, she wanted to be there, to see whatever he had in mind happen even to the point of substituting for me if it was too extreme, as she hoped it would be. There's the thing, she wanted to watch him break me. I felt warm inside, knowing that he was raping us both and that if he hadn't broken the little glass globe inside me filled with fear by now, I wasn't going to let it happen using her collaboration. I'd endure whatever they had in mind.
So, well, I almost believed her. Well, I did believe her really. It was funny, she was trying to convince me to do whatever he said and I'd already done that. She couldn't know. I wasn't going to tell her.
I shook my head, gabbling into the gag.
She grimaced and released it from my mouth. It was sopped with drool. I gasped and sucked when she pulled it loose.
"Is it negotiable?" I asked. Tina almost appeared surprised, thinking, I supposed that I'd refuse outright and she could slither in. She wanted to snake him out from under me, or from between my legs...if she only knew. When he entered her, it was rape, taking what wasn't his...or was it? Since she clearly was giving it up, participating and willingly, even eagerly. The conundrum didn't evaporate in the heat of orgasm, hers or mine. Certainly not his, so the question remained with me and truthfully, I rather savored it, keeping it sharp on my tongue like the taste of his cum. I'd completely gone to Stockholm by that point. I knew that and I didn't care, couldn't remember caring.
"What do you mean?" Tina asked, so sincerely puzzled, I almost believed her, again. I took her at her word however and did my best to explain, without telling her the truth.
"I mean, do you think I can ask for something, you know, in return? Make a trade?" I had a perverse thought and couldn't help myself. I was bleary from sleep and she wasn't making a lot of sense, not to me, not at that time. Later, later I'd understand, perfectly.
Tina shrugged. She wore my favorite robe and damn if she didn't look good in it. It was too small for her so her tits pushed out, making it gap in front, showing her cleavage. For the first time since she first cornered me into having sex with her, I didn't resent her in every facet of her being. For the first time I could show her what I was feeling, even though I had no idea how to label it. I lifted my head and pecked at her lips.
"What if I insist that I'll do it all, if he takes your ass? Would that work do you think? I know you want it."
Her face was comical. She first looked surprised then chagrined and finally sly.
"I know you want to see that, Helen. If you want to see him fuck me in the ass, I won't scream, not as an objection anyway." She blushed, even in the dim light I could see her face darken, looking more gray around her freckles.
The shower shut off. It was my turn. Tina released me and explained to him I agreed to try at least, whatever it was he had in mind. So we were agreed. It was like we were a trio. We were all showered, dressed and out the front door with a minimum of discussion. He only gave me a dark look to which I nodded, telling him I wasn't going to upset the little vignette we were acting out, not now; if that was his meaning, the question he asked or the command he gave, we were in agreement. I wondered if anyone knew he was here, what he was doing or what it meant. Did my neighbors know I was having sex with my husband gone? Only after trooping out to Tina's BMW did I think about how silly that was. We did have neighbors after all but it was before nine on a cloudy Sunday morning so surely no one noticed the three of us leaving, so early, two MILFs and my rapists. I just hoped they all stayed in bed for their weekly fuck and didn't see us get into the car together.
We drove out of the neighborhood to the other side of the city, downtown near the Mainstreet Mall where the tourists were, where buses ran every fifteen minutes for the River Live Festival going on that weekend. During the first part of the day, to the Festival the buses were full. The last part of the day, the buses were full in the other direction back to the commercial center, where most people parked so it formed a loop but over time. People would eat and then ride the bus down to the Festival and walk it off, then ride back to finish out their Sunday, on their knees, praying or fucking or confessing they were going to fuck.
We found a place with only a half an hour wait, waited and then got breakfast. It was nearly eleven by the time we walked out of the place. Oddly, Antonio had his arm around Tina and I fluttered beside them like a third wheel. Tina kept glancing at me, guiltily I thought so I decided to take the bull by the horns and fit her expectations exactly. I didn't fully understand what that meant.
"So? What do I need to do to get her away from you?" I asked them.
"Her? Away from me?" Antonio asked.
I realized only then what I'd said. I meant to say "to get you away from her" but bungled my lines. I decided to stick with that.
"She clearly likes you in her. What do I need to do to get you in me?"
His look was priceless. That dark, haunted look that was sexy or would have been if I hadn't been fully privy to its cause and origin, had lightened. In that moment, it shifted from his guarded, brooding expression to something else akin to amazement, rather like a kid with a new toy. Me, I hoped.
At brunch we'd chattered about nothing much and laughed and generally had a good, light-hearted time, although I did feel like two people. I'd had a moment when Tina went to the toilet and left us alone when I thought about what was happening again. I didn't even mention it. I decided, for this weekend, I wasn't Helen the housewife and mother, I was Helen Wheels. I'd smiled at the thought and let my mind laze into blankness, not caring what happened next. Antonio had stared at me, I think he was waiting for some discussion of this most peculiar rape, some explanation or request or something to reference the truth that he was my rapist, not my lover. He was waiting for me to step out of character and accuse him of raping us both. At that moment, I barely cared. My "normal" life had receded, almost disappearing behind a haze of guilty pleasure selected from my choices, selecting to embrace the sex rather than to break the fragil bulb holding the fear away from me, safely stored inside me but not yet poisoning my flesh. I don't think he understood that. I wonder if anyone could. Fuck, I had decided to like being raped, to have orgasms and survive rather than fight it all and have it score and scar me, body and soul, a spiritual tattoo that everyone could see but with a symbolism no one would understand and I would never forget. I was in the process of creating a cocoon for my secret and I hoped it'd emerge a beautiful butterfly rather than a ravenous monster that would destroy my life and everyone around me. I had consciously faced the risks, ego destruction or compliance and I chose duplicitous compliance, an erotic quisling who surrendered all dignity and self-respect to the prospect of pleasure as the antidote to terror. That was my gamble.
This moment was between us and Antonio looked at me differently. He knew I could no more call the cops on him now than I could refuse him if he wanted to fuck me again. Whatever he wanted, I'd do, I'd give him for Tina's sake but also for my own, to defeat the fear waiting to destroy me but also, and I knew this in my heart because of the thrill that I'd found, having him take me and share me. Now, whatever else he wanted, I seemed ready to let him have it, to do it for him or with him or to him. I'd become his to play with and no longer resented Tina's use of me. I was beyond that and I think that reality finally appeared to him in technicolor and high definition.
That was the aura around the two of us, invisible to Tina when I addressed myself to him out in the bleary sunshine after brunch. I emerged out of my lethargic, post-orgasmic haze to ask what I had to do to get him away from Tina, expressing the implicit wish to have him for myself. The transformation of my rape into my fantasy, and his, was complete and now, now Antonio knew it for certain. He smiled. It was a smile of anticipation and amazement but also relief, like he was a scuzzy guy suddenly the center of attention of a bunch of number ten models, all with the same agenda, to use her teeth to measure the length of his cock. I asked and his face clicked through several expressions.
Asking in that moment, then was a spurred inspiration, and wholly unplanned but I think in retrospect, unavoidable. If I surrendered, I needed someone to surrender to and it had to be him. I told him as much and I think he understood at least in part.
"So? What do I need to do to get her away from you?" I asked, bungling my lines.
Antonio regarded me for a moment then looked back at Tina. She looked up at him, her face full of anticipation.
"She said if you refuse me, she'll do it, what I want you to do." He said somberly. His manner was so serious, I felt it, a twinge of fear. I cursed the moment. I'd done so well, to this point, avoiding and denying and starving the fear of air, I didn't want it to come panting to life now!
"Is this a challenge then? Like Simon says?"
The man, my rapist laughed then, softly, like a breeze when the day had been still till then. He seemed to be thinking, considering. I imagined he was thinking of something he could do that I'd resist, that I'd finally break and wail and cry and he was drawn to the ledge in my world, desiring to push me over it and see what happened. He wanted to push my boundaries, press me to the limit and finally to break me. I set my teeth; he would not break me.
"All I ask is that you walk with us." He said softly. "Don't interfere, don't appear to be with us exactly, I mean, be close, shadow us, like you're a spy. Watch but don't be obvious. When I want something from you, you'll know. Trust me."
Tina giggled, that high, nervous sound that set my teeth on edge.
I thought it was strange, a strange request by any measure, well, until we got down to the River Live Festival. The Festival had little or no parking so they arranged for buses to run back and forth to major commercial areas, malls or the Main Street Mall where we were. Parking and the buses were free for the weekend and everyone benefited. We boarded a bus but they, Antonio and Tina sat together, his arm around her shoulders, the perfect MILF and her boytoy couple. I stood behind them, clinging to my own pole and watched people eye them, particularly when he tipped her chin up and kissed her voraciously for like a minute or more. She kissed him back. It was so sexy to watch and to see the other people eying them, confused by the public display of affection between a thirty something woman and a man in his early twenties. He treated her like a girl. She acted like one, dizzied by his attention and panting after it with obvious desire. At one point, he bent around her and kissed her between the breasts.
Only when they rose and got off the bus, me following behind them, did I notice when she turned to look around that her blouse was unbuttoned down over her bra so that it showed plainly, her breasts displayed fetchingly in its clutches. They stood there in the wash of people and embraced. She put her arms over his shoulders, crossing her wrists behind his head while he kissed her. His hands grasped her ass and massaged it. They just stood there, kissing.
What was I supposed to do?
I went and sat on a bench and tried not to stare at them. Instead of focusing on his hands on her ass, and feeling them on mine as if he were there with me again, I focused on the people sidling past them. It was like they were invisible but for impossible moments, came into view and people would stare at them surprised before losing them in some magical vanishing act.
Finally, they stopped tonguing each other and began to walk. Tina had a purse over her shoulder. They walked awkwardly, his hand around her back and under her arm, hidden from me by her purse. I walked past them and stopped at a booth to glance at them. From the front I could see his hand over her breast, clearly. She constantly craned up her neck, projecting her mouth for a kiss that always turned lascivious. They approached the morning band, huddling into the crowd. She turned her back to him, still in his arms, pressing her ass against his crotch, for surely he was hard. I moved around the fringe of the crowd until I could see them from the front, mostly to the side. People were clapping and white people dancing, you know, not moving their feet at all but ruining their knees with something resembling the rhythm of the music. Occasionally they'd shift away so I could see Tina clearly.
Her jeans were unbuttoned and his hand was deep in them. I glanced at her eyes and she was staring straight at me. My god, I was suddenly breathless. She bit her lip and her head jerked to one side though she kept her eyes on me, though they were half closed. I groaned. His other hand appeared, looping inside her blouse and even under the bra, massaging her breast. I stared at them petting and panting and kissing in the crowd, groaning with lust, my body quivering with the memory of his hands on me, from the first terrible moment to the last time he'd touched me last night. It was nearly as real to me standing there watching him handle her as it was when it happened. My body certainly seemed to react in nearly the same ways and with the same intensity.
Abruptly they walked away, turning towards me so I could clearly see her blouse unbuttoned to her waist. Her tits were cupped in the bra still but she looked so sexy slipping through the crowd. Then I lost sight of them. They simply disappeared. I walked to where I'd seen them last and looked around, not frantically but with curiosity, and a little irritation that they'd eluded me for surely this was an accident. I felt stupid, gazing around, like I was lost when I'd been left. Suddenly I felt abandoned and the chagrin grew with each minute that passed.
When they reappeared, the first thing I noticed was that her blouse was buttoned up again. When I looked closer, I realized her bra was missing. I could see her tits ghosting through the fabric. She'd taken off her bra! For some reason that made me jealous. The next time they stopped to kiss, one of his hands remained between them. When they parted, I got a flash of her bare breasts while she hurriedly buttoned up her blouse. Clearly he had unbuttoned her blouse and had fondled her while they were kissing. When I looked at her eyes they had that glazed, harried look she got when she was aroused and being teased, a look I knew so well. He was arousing her, teasing her, touching her and then leaving her teetering on the edge of climax, repeating it over and over again.
At one point, they stopped and he went off to a booth to get them a big pretzel with cheese. Tina turned to find me, spying me she looked at me hard, as if trying to push a thought through the air into my eyes and thence into my brain. Whatever she was saying, whatever message she sent to me, I got nothing. Antonio returned with a big pretzel smeared with cheese. Tina put her hands behind her back, locking them together as though she were tied as I had been. He fed her a bit of pretzel but smeared cheese over her lips and chin. He, then, licked it off, swiping at her mouth with his tongue until she seized him by the face and made him kiss her. They took twenty minutes to eat the pretzel, feeding each other bits of it as clumsily as possible and then kissing and licking up the resulting mess.
I wasn't the only one who noticed them. I exchanged looks with several people who variously shrugged, glowered, or licked their lips while Tina was licking cheese off of his lips. If this was his fantasy...I couldn't finish that thought. I expected them to disappear again and resolved not to let them escape because I was sure he'd have her in some secluded spot. When they got off the bench and walked away, I followed, keen to stay with them. To my surprise and chagrin, they headed to the bus departure point. Instead of getting on the bus waiting for riders, they sat and necked for the next thirty minutes, just kissing and handling each other. Her purse sat on his lap and her hand moved between his legs while her blouse ended up unbuttoned and I saw one whole breast at least once, while he pawed the other.
I had to find a way to be inconspicuous and that's not easy. I was wearing a blouse myself but with a short skirt that showed off my ass and legs. When I stood by and stared, men leered at me. I was alone in the crowd and felt conspicuous. I was. Men noticed me and gave me a swipe with their eyes even while walking with wives or lovers or whomever. This wasn't a children's event so the people were adults. Antonio kept looking at his phone.
Several buses arrived and departed before Tina and Antonio took any notice and stood up, joining a larger crowd waiting for the next bus. Tina caught my eye and gestured me over with one hand. I didn't know if anyone was watching so I turned and looked behind me as though to show confusion about her sudden notice, like a real stranger would. I walked slowly towards them through the loosely packed crowd huddled around the stop. I had to push and squeeze through people to get close to them. When I arrived behind Tina, she turned around, scanning as though looking for someone or something.
"Stand near us, on the bus." She whispered at me.
I glanced around seeing if anyone else heard or paid her any attention. Antonio glanced over his shoulder and I nodded to him. He gave me no notice, his hand cupped Tina's ass. I heard Tina's voice again.
"You should have listened, done what I did." She said to me. I know it was to me but I couldn't prove it. It made no sense to me. I clung to my purse and waited. When the bus arrived, it was one of the double buses with the flexible middle to help it navigate tight corners. I was mystified. Was his fantasy to walk around the Festival petting Tina all afternoon, or actually, for the hour and a half we'd been there and then leave?
They got on the back end of the bus and I followed. The thing was full and I got squeezed into those standing. More people followed us on and the bus driver asked us to huddle up so everyone could find a place. I saw a space right in front of Antonio and moved to stand there, grasping the pole and hugging it, my elbow holding my purse close.
The bus lurched into gear and on the shift back that follows movement, I felt Antonio's body suddenly cuddle up against me from behind. I had the pole against the front of my body, hands clasping it tightly. As the bus heaved and jerked, he moved ever more tightly against me. I felt his cock, rigid and stiff in his slacks, pressed against my left ass cheek. Suddenly I came aware of his hand on my waist, lightly laying on my left hip bone. He spread his fingers down the flare of my hip. His hand moved so gently, I wasn't even sure it was moving. It was warm through my skirt and blouse, positioned right at the transition where one blended with the other and my bare skin smoldered beneath.



Ever so carefully, he untucked my blouse, pulling it bit by bit out of the waist band of my skirt until it came free. He inserted his hand right onto my bare skin, passing from my side onto my midriff. I gasped, suddenly shuddering from the feeling of his hand on my skin.
The bus rocked around a corner and his hand tightened on my skin. The fingers encountered the waist band of my underwear and wiggled under it, moving down my abdomen. The bus came to a halt and someone behind us rose up and began to wriggle through the tightly packed bodies, making room for her to escape through the door we'd entered. The hand on me retreated and left me sighing against the pole. The bus lurched into motion and again and we all swayed together but Antonio squeezed against me, far tighter and more than the rest of us were, pressing his body against mine in the crush.
When his hand touched my hip again, I shivered, anticipating it moving under my blouse again. Instead, he moved his hand up my side until it encountered my elbow. It moved under my elbow and I squeezed down with my arm. He stopped, waited and when I relaxed the merest bit, moved again up my side. His hand cupped the ridge of my side. It moved up until I felt his finger and thumb under my right breast. I squeezed my arm down on it again. Again he simply waited until my muscles relaxed. When I inevitably did, he turned his hand and very, very, so agonizingly slowly turned it to cup my whole breast with his hand through my blouse and bra. The feeling it created shot through me, ending up between my legs. I gasped a little, biting at it to stop any sound, any hint of what I was feeling escaping from my body. I shivered once and I know he felt it.
Then I felt the other hand! It was on my other side, below my purse, down on my right thigh but the thumb was down! I understood the implications immediately. If that was Antonio's other hand, his thumb would have been on the upper side of his hand. This hand caressed my bare leg and the thumb was below the hand. Someone else, a man in front of me was reaching back to touch me with his hand. It moved up the side of my bare thigh. I felt my skirt rumple around it and then it was under the skirt, moving inexorably upwards under my skirt. I gasped. Someone besides Antonio was touching me! I gasped loudly and shifted my purse. The hand continued up my bare leg until it encountered the fabric of my panties. It hesitated, then drifted over the arch of my bare thigh, turning as it did so, coming to rest between my legs.
I groaned.
I know people heard me because when I opened my eyes, a man sitting on the bench seat beside us was looking me right in the eyes. He was nondescript with a nearly bald head and pudgy middle-aged face but he could apparently see what was happening, what was being done to me. I was about to wrench free when Antonio leaned into me and spoke. I felt his hot breath in my hair.
"This is it. Go with it." He whispered at the same time his hand over my breast squeezed it. It immediately relaxed but then his thumb quested over the curve of my breast until it found the growing bump of my nipple. He ran his thumb pad back and forth over my nipple, back and forth, back and forth, eliciting a horribly sharp sensation in my body, tingling down between my legs. When my attention followed that tingle down there, I found the hand clasped my leg, with the thumb right up against the lips of my pussy.
As if they were in cohorts, the thumb between my legs began to rub up and down along the part of my pussy he could reach. I couldn't help it, I groaned. The sound was loud in my ears and I opened my eyes, no recollection of when I'd closed them. The hands were completely still but still on me, still pressed against my hot skin. I shuddered once, clinging to the pole. Then both were gone, just taking flight and disappearing like a hawk leaving its kill. I stood hugging the pole. I couldn't breathe. I swear I was panting and shivering at the same time. I felt like I wasn't getting enough air which was likely true because I was hyperventilating. The bus wheezed and groaned like I wanted to do and shuddered to a halt.
It was the first stop on the circuit at William and Mary Park. I'd been there a few time with the kids. I felt Antonio shift away from me.
"This is our stop." He muttered. I heard Tina's voice say something I didn't catch, apparently a question. "Yes, we should get off here." They pushed past me and just before it was too late, I followed and made the door in time to step out into the spangled sunlight shining through the elm and poplar trees, newly golden with autumn. I saw them walking quickly away into the park. I tried to follow but found my knees were weak and locked. I stilted along until I regained control of my legs and followed.
They did as I expected. They sought a secluded part of the park. I followed down the trail to the little dell with a single bench and a canopy of trees. No else was there and as far as I could tell, no one followed us. I was going to walk up to them and throw myself at him but Tina got right to her knees, standing tall on them while she unzipped his pants. I stopped, going all cold and crinkly. I felt like paper, wetted and now dried, gone brittle. I stepped back behind the rough trunk of an old elm and peered around it. Anyone seeing us both would recognize me, the peeping Tomasina. I didn't care.
Antonio's cock appeared. Tina handled it. He was hard. She didn't look around or anything, she merely pursed her lips and covered the cap of his cock with her mouth. She looked like a part of his cock, attached to it by her lips. Her began to move, bobbing up and down the length of his cock. Her eyes cocked up to watch him as she fellated him. Her head stopped moving and for the longest time she just nursed the head, sucking on it very gently, staring up his body at him. I kept my eyes on the part of his cock I could see, happy they'd turned so I could looked between them, perfectly posed for my viewing pleasure. Tina backed off and her tongue extended to lick around his cock head, round and round and round it went, faster and faster. When he groaned, even I could hear him. She kissed the head on the end, then on the top, and each side. She fit her lips over the head when suddenly his hand appeared at the back of her head, knotted in her black hair and pushed his cock deep into her mouth.
I'll give her this, it slid right down her throat. She never gagged even a little but took him as deep as he could go, pressing her face against his body. Her nose disappeared between the jagged edges of the zipper and his cock disappeared down her throat. I could see her white neck constricting. A vein appeared, even from the distance where I stood I could see it. She was sucking him, hard!
His hand held her head in place and then, suddenly, his whole body jerked. Tina swallowed. He jerked again. Her neck knotted and convulsed again, the strain evident in it. He jerked and jerked and jerked. He was coming in her mouth. She grunted and shifted and twisted, sucking and slurping but even I could see she was overflowing with cum. A sheen formed around her lips and then coated her chin. She'd finally pulled back to let him come onto her tongue. She wasn't swallowing fast enough, having mistimed her breath, hesitating to take a breath, she'd gotten behind and the cum overflowed her lips. She sucked and swallowed as rapidly and deeply as possible but she was overstocked and the surplus flowed over her chin to drip from it into one, long strand of silvery cum.
She pulled off him sitting down onto her heels. His hand knotted in her black hair was all that kept her from toppling over. Her eyes found me, imploring.
"Helen!" Antonio's voice reverberated off my face, almost like a slap. I emerged from my hiding place and nearly ran down the path to them. He pulled Tina to her feet.
I knew what he wanted, what I wanted him to want, what I was going to do, what I wanted. I kissed her. Her mouth was slick with cum but her lips parted immediately and her tongue slithered against my lips. When I relaxed them, she pierced me. One of her hands found the back of my head but I wrenched lose from her mouth. She scowled but I began to lick at her face, lapping up the cum smeared there. She relaxed and cooed while my tongue swabbed her clean.
"Oh god." She whispered.
I felt between them. Antonio's hand was still knotted in her hair, so he remained close. I felt between us, finding his cock, drizzled with cum and Tina's saliva. I pumped with my hand, delighting in the smooth strangest of this instrument of pleasure that I wanted in me right then. He got hard immediately, the glories of youth in a man! Then we were apart. Antonio grasped Tina, turned her back to him, reached around her and tore at her jeans. She sagged against him, her hands pressed against his hips while he unlimbered her clothes. With one hand he opened her jeans and then wrenched them down over her ass, down until they were knotted between her thighs.
"Bend over." Antonio rasped.
That was when I looked around and saw them. Three young men standing up on the trail peering through the fall foliage at us, the park's true wild life.
Tina bent and Antonio entered her. She squeaked, an aborted shriek, like a woman being raped and silenced in a single moment. Antonio drove into her, hard. She grunted when he withdrew and turned to face me, his cock dripping with Tina's juices. I knew what he wanted but wanted him to force me, because we were being watched. If I fell to my knees and pounced on his cock, if they cried rape, I'd have some explaining to do. I should have done that.
Instead, I lifted my eyes to his and froze.
Antonio growled, put a hand on my shoulder and forced me to my knees. Oh, I went willingly but under the guise of a reluctance I certainly did not feel. I think he took it for my reality and missed the thrill vibrating through me. His cock touched my lips and I licked it, kissed it, sucked it into my mouth. Foam formed around my lips. I could hear Tina moaning.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" She was chanting.
Antonio thrust into my mouth.
I gagged. The end of his cock connected with that choke spot in my throat and I gagged, hard. I spat out his cock like hot water and convulsed into a fit of coughing. I was at once chagrined and delighted. Chagrined that that was all the time I got with his cock in my mouth while our visitors could see but delighted that I was coughing. Tears came to my eyes and I was weeping, gasping for breath and quivering with excitement, excitement Antonio understood. He lifted me up and turned me to face the bench where Tina was bent, her hands on the seat, her head down, her black hair flowing like black streaks in the air over her face. Antonio's hand clutched my thighs and ran up them. He found my panties and pulled them down to my knees.
This time I bent over by myself. I felt him move behind me and the thrill swelled in my chest. I was so excited I thought I'd explode. His finger pushed inside me and I felt longing for it to go deeper. It withdrew, sucking disappointment out of me in its wake but that all reversed when his cock head nuzzled against me and then pushed into me. Hard. His hands found my hips and he pulled on me as he thrust forward. His cock penetrated me in one fell plunge. Down deep into my weeping hollows, he penetrated me. I was full of his cock and I groaned so loud wondered if I scared away the blue jays calling around us.
Then he was gone.
I swayed, bent over the bench, thinking of the view I offered the voyeurs on the little hill down which we'd come away from other eyes, just not theirs. I heard rather than saw Tina move, her voice moaning a little in her throat. Then I heard her slurp and turned to find her again on her knees, Antonio's cock thrust into her mouth and now my foam around her lips. I licked my lips, tasting her familiar nectar. I struggled to stand. Antonio pulled out of her mouth and backed away, tucking his cock and zipping up while we stared at him.
"We need to go." He said.
I looked around, wondering if our friends were filming us or something but they were no where to be seen. When I turned back, Tina had stood and she kissed me, enfolding me against her plush body and planting her slick lips on my slick lips. Our froth mingled and I tasted myself again, as I had many times when she went down on me and demanded I kiss her slathered mouth, replete with the ooze of my orgasm. Then I felt like I owed her that for the pleasure I had from her. Now I felt like I wanted her mouth on mine. For a couple minutes we stood there in a clinch, licking and kissing each other clean, trying to taste him on our lips. I was so aroused I wanted to scream.
"Go, Helen. Back to the bus stop. We'll be along."
I pulled my underwear up under my skirt and checked to see if anything else was out of whack. I hugged my purse against one breast and started up the trail. My head was full of the three men watching us. I tried to remember what they looked like, what clothing they wore but from the brief times I'd seen them, I all I could remember clearly was the first moment I saw them and the hand pointing down at me, the finger catching a stray ray of light so that was what I remembered clearly, that illuminated finger granting me the certainty that they'd seen us and one had pointed at me just before I sucked Antonio's cock and perhaps before he mounted me. I knew there were three young men out there who'd watched me suck his cock and take it inside my body bent over the bench. I wrapped my arms across my breasts and walked with my eyes down on the path before me, shivering but holding that sensation close and tight inside me. Amazement rippled inside me. What I was feeling I'd never felt before and the lust for more of this feeling enraptured me. I felt possessed and not myself at once.
I wanted to look around, to see if I could see recognition in someone's eyes, see clearly that they'd seen me raped in the park. My rapist had had me again. I shook with it, amazed at his ability to arouse and excite me so thoroughly I could barely breathe. That I was thankful and not merely appreciative may have been true but that was a brutal, dangerous truth I avoided. I relaxed my arms crossed under my tits and suddenly it was easier to catch my breath. Imagine that.
I got to the sidewalk and had to look up, not sure where I was from the bus stop. I saw the huddle of people and made for that, noticing the lumbering worm of another double bus coming towards us. I got to the queue, fanned out at the stop and moved to the far side so I could gaze down the way. Antonio and Tina weren't in sight. If they didn't arrive, I'd have to step back and let the bus go. If our observers were about, they'd know for certain that our encounter in the park wasn't a chance thing. I didn't want them to think I'd submitted to that willingly, though I was clear with myself, I had done so. I'd have attacked him if he hadn't penetrated me but the main result was the empty feeling between my legs and the throbbing need to be filled with cock again. I shivered again.
The bus pulled up and slowly the fan of people dribbled down to just me. Tina and Antonio appeared at a run. I hesitated at the middle door.
"Lady, are you getting on or not?" The bus driver called back to me.
I glanced up and found him looking at me in his mirror.
I pointed.
"They are coming." I said. He glanced forward and nodded. I moved up the stairs to the sound of a snicker I hadn't focused on before but noticed just as Tina stormed up the steps, gasping and laughing.
"Thank you!" She shouted but I didn't know if she was making a show of thanking me or the bus driver.
"Yeah, thanks for waiting." Antonio clarified the matter. I found the exact pole I'd hugged before, that position anyway, was empty and I moved to hug it again, facing backwards. Antonio and Tina squeezed past me to stand near me, Tina gripping the twin pole to my left and Antonio holding onto mine over my head.
The bus lurched into motion. The chill of the air conditioning dried the sweat on my body and the other fluids immediately. It was likely the boiling heat of my body, though. I kept my head down so I didn't bump against Antonio's hand. Suddenly I felt it, two hands at my waist and a body crushing against me.
"We saw you." The voice said.
Oh, god! I thought. The young man's hands both pulled my blouse out of my skirt, which I'd retucked, until I felt his bare hands on the skin of my side.
"Don't move." The voice whispered.
I moaned softly, aware that I couldn't resist. I had no basis to logically resist and the flame of passion that roared in my tight little oven denied me the will to do so. His hands moved fully onto the skin of my sides, his fingers lanced around me, splaying onto my stomach while his thumbs pressed at the small of my back. Despite my resolution not to do so, I looked up at Antonio. Maybe, if I hadn't, he'd not have known what was happening but he saw in my eyes immediately. He smiled, a wry, evil smile. He elbowed Tina, who shifted around closer to him, finally releasing the other pole to hook and arm into Antonio's elbow, peering past the man in the jean jacket with his back to me.
The hands rode my superheated bare body for a few moments but then they moved. One went up towards my right breast, and the other found the elastic band on my panties and slithered under it. At the same time, the bus rumbled over railroad tracks and the man huddled against me. I felt his hard cock. I wanted to know what he looked like but I couldn't twist around without causing a stir, a stir I didn't want. I felt fear that I'd scare him off. I'd become inverted in my life, lusting for what I should have loathed, wanting what I should have feared. I felt free but a curious sort of freedom, now in danger of losing what I usually feared. I quaked with excitement, the thrill rattling through me like I was a chain being whipped around behind a hurtling truck. I felt utterly out of control.
The lower hand pushed down into my panties. Despite my conscious intentions, I shifted my weight and parted my legs, granting that hand access to my pussy. He pushed it down between my legs, cupping my pussy with three fingers.
"She's shaved." I heard a voice whispered.
"Oh shit, Bambam, what the fuck are you doing?"
His finger parted the lips of my still very wet pussy and pushed into me. At the same time, his hand moved up my belly, under my right breast, lifting it as he pressed against the underside. I clung to the pole, held against my left side. His hand turned and cupped my breast. I glanced down, seeing it crinkle my blouse, moving it and hiding the gauzy pattern of my bra, covering it with the paleness of his hand. The finger inside me pushed deeper. My knees turned to water. I clung to the pole for support, swaying. He moved his finger inside me, touching me here and there with irregular and unpredictable results, leaving me panting with anticipation. He wriggled his hand between my legs and then his thumb found my clitoris. I moaned out loud, closing my eyes to avoid seeing the ripples the sound caused. The hand on my breast disappeared and after a little struggle, the other one left my pussy. I realized I'd gripped his wrist with my right hand, trying to hold him in place.
"Goddammit, she wants it." The voice behind me muttered. "She had hold of my arm."
I did. I knew I did. I'd done it without thought, pursuing the sensations flailing at me, marking me with burning scores. I groaned louder, feeling it echo through my empty body.
The bus lurched and came to a stop.
"Mayberry Mall!" The bus driver called.
Antonio started past me. My blouse was untucked and I felt a trickle of pussy juice run down my right thigh. I twisted around and faced the men behind me. They wore leather coats and had short, black, curly hair and sneers. I pushed through them in Antonio's wake. On the side walk, I half expected to see them spilling out behind me but the bus door closed and the bus growled, spat and trundled off. Antonio had a hold on Tina, one hand grasping her under the chin and the other arm wrapped around her back. She was encased in his desire and bubbled with her own. I could see it easily, anyone could. I was an arm's length away when he broke the kiss and gazed down into her upturned eyes.



"You did good. I want to see more of that, you hear?"
I blinked waiting for her reply.
"You hear?" He repeated.
Only after that second time did I finally understand he was talking to me. I grunted, then spoke clearly in a very soft but fully audible voice.
"I understand."
Just those two words of acquiescence and compliance thundered in my ears. I was astonished at how fully they possessed me. Suddenly I had to pee.
"I have to pee." I muttered.
"We'll wait over there." Antonio muttered and they walked over to a bench and sat down. Immediately he had Tina's head tipped back, kissing her and fonding one of her now bare breasts through her blouse. She sat back, fully enveloped by his lust, boiling in it like she was becoming a perfect sauce, so, saucy.
I staggered into the Mall in search of public toilets. I found one and went into the stall and did my business. I was putting my blouse back in order when it occurred to me that I could take off my bra. I went completely still, the sensation of indecision souring my thrill. I wanted to take it off, to feel men's eyes flit over my front and then be yanked back by what a disbelieving mind could not process. I wanted the feeling of my bare nipples, erect against my blouse, pointing at the world but really pointing at me, inviting everyone to see and understand just how aroused I was. Something stopped me but not what you'd think would stop the mother of two in my predicament.
I wanted to make my rapist take some action, to do something truly perverse to me, to prove that he understood that I wanted this, that I was into it and that I wanted him to push me fully as far as he could, as far as he dared. I felt that hard knot of certainty that makes me heedless and reckless, that competitive fire that suggested I could push him to provide me what he wanted by daring him to do so, daring him by not stopping him at any point but then not helping him either. I wanted to expose him and his fantasy and make him admit before God and everyone that showing me off to the world like this was what thrilled him to the core. Not necking with Tina, not her bare breasts bouncing inside her tight blouse or even fucking us both in the park. I wanted to prove that his most basic need was to expose me in public and then it hit me. What I wanted him to want, and what I felt sure he did want and was the object of this jaunt was for him to make me orgasm in public.
The thought thrilled me and just like that I wanted that. I resolved to do nothing to discourage him. You know how you get a feeling of certainty that throbs in the marrow of your bones but you can't say why its true or how you know its true? I felt that then, and I left my bra in place. I put myself aright and left the water closet. Out in the slurry of the Sunday afternoon clouds, I felt conspicuous and alone, as though my desire and my need radiated from me, announcing it to any who cared to notice. I had a moment of regret as men walked past me and barely noticed me, seeing just another housewife out spending a husband's money. If my tits were bare...they'd respond to me, react as I'd seen men react to Tina. But then that certainty returned, the idea that Tina had little hold on Antonio and I did. He was my rapist, not hers.
The thought made me smile and I felt liberated, free to throw myself into the maw of his desire, daring him to consume me entirely. It was like my other life, as wife and mother, disappeared, vanishing in the fumes of a weekend's stolen orgasm.
They were still at it. The middle two buttons on her blouse were open and his hand cupped Tina's bare breast inside her blouse when I returned. I stood apart from them and once again concentrated on watching those watching Antonio fondle Tina. She seemed completely in his sway, fawning over his attention and offering far more than he dared take on a public bench outside a mall. Everything about her, every action, every look, every flutter of her eyes broadcast her desire to get laid. She was the very image of the horny female, the cougar, the MILF on the make and Antonio kept a discreet distance from those inner fires, only stoking them, making no attempt to quench them or satisfy the need they fed on. Just watching them writhe at each other on the bench made me ache to be filled. That was the state of my body and mind when the bus arrived and the queue formed.
This was a short bus compared to the last one. I mounted the steps first and moved all the way to the back, becoming the lone person standing there. I walked right past an empty seat by the door that Antonio and Tina took and resumed their petting and kissing. I felt disappointed but had to admit that there weren't enough people to afford him access to my body without being clearly observed. The next stop, however, brought me a measure of surcease.
A pair of old women, one with a walker waited at the head of the queue. Antonio managed to hide his opportunism behind a sheen of generosity when he got down and helped both women up and into his seat. The bus driver watched carefully, her eyes following Antonio with sour suspicion, at least until he finished and she saw him put his arm around Tina. They shuffled back towards me and the bus filled in behind them, like flood waters in a sinking boat. In moments, they were right before me, both holding the same pole I clung to. I was facing the front of the bus. Antonio and Tina stood in front of me.
More people boarded at the next stop and we standers huddled together. Antonio did not disappoint. As soon as the bus moved from the next stop, he put a hand on my right hip, squeezing it. I just stared up at him, facing him around the pole. His other hand clutched the bar right beside my face. His hand moved up my side again and then it vanished. The next thing I knew, it was moving my purse away from the front of my body where I clutched it, down to my left side under my arm. Then, very deliberately, he moved his hand up to the top button on my blouse. He unbuttoned it. My eyes were fixed on his hand, on his clever fingers, really as they shifted down the front of my blouse, unbuttoning it. To anyone watching, it surely appeared that he simply began to unbutton my blouse. To me, it was the next stage in my utter orgasmic destruction. My hand relaxed and my pursed dropped to the floor. I was helpless. I wanted to be helpless and I was.
The third button popped out of the eyelet and my cleavage appeared, what there was of it. The next button exposed my bra. I kept me head bowed, my eyes down, not wanting to look around and find people staring at us but that is a lie. I wanted to look around in the worst way, but if I did find eyes watching him unbutton my blouse, what would I do? Would I scream? Or smile? What could I do? My best option was to take a solipsistic pleasure from his actions and presume no one else existed, or at least no one else mattered and keep my eyes down, my head bowed over the hand below my chin unbuttoning my blouse in the middle of a crowded bus. That was the little bit of shame I could express in contrast to the thundering of my heart in my chest.
In the course of filling the bus, some had filtered in behind me. It was a tilted relief when I felt the hand cup my ass. Antonio plunged a finger between my breasts and moved it around between them, stroking my shimmering skin with the back of it. The hand on my ass squeezed it tightly and then disappeared. I closed my eyes. However, when I heard the sharp snick of the opening switchblade, I felt the surge of adrenaline and the patter of my heart on my rib cage. I felt the blade press flat against my tummy through my blouse and move up until it was just below my breasts. The finger, still between them, pulled out on the band between my bra cups and the cold metal touched my skin for the second time that weekend. Very deliberately, Antonio cut through the bra. It popped softly and the constraint vanished around my body. My breasts were freed.
I was shivering.
Antonio moved the blade up towards my shoulder, catching the bra strap with the tip of it. Out of no where a hand came around me and held the strap that ran over my shoulder while Antonio cut through it. The knife moved to the other shoulder and the hand helped him again. The bra was completely free around me, waffling inside my blouse. The switchblade snicked again and disappeared. I closed my eyes. A hand lifted up the back of my skirt. I felt it on my ass through my panties. I felt the shredded bra being pulled from around me, out from under my blouse. When it was gone, I opened my eyes, looking directly into Antonio's hot eyes. They bored down into me. The hand at my ass massaged it, rubbing me hard and deep into the great muscles of both cheeks. That man was strong.
I sighed softly and leaned against the pole. Antonio's hand had left me so I could sag against the pole. Then I felt his hand patting the front of my right thigh. I felt him lift the front of my skirt and that hand found the waistband of my panties. It slipped inside, plunging down my abdomen, turning to smooth along my bare, clean skin. I wished I had a bush then, something to pet besides just my pussy. When his hand turned to cup my pussy, I groaned and the hand on my ass left me. I found I missed it. Antonio's hand rubbed my pussy inside my panties, up and down in terrible and slow strokes that did what he intended, it lit me afire. I felt my hips tense long before they popped forward but when they did, the motion was unmistakable. I was fucking the pole, grinding against his hand beside the pole, between my legs. His middle finger stroked up and down my wet lips.
The bus slowed, breaking unevenly we all jerked around with it. Antonio withdrew his hand from my crotch. I felt the body behind me shift around to my right. A big man in a tee shirt and ball cap sorted through the crowd and exited but at the last, I noticed he had my bra clutched in one hand.
I don't know why but seeing it in his hand gave me a huge buzz. If Antonio had fingered me, I'd have given him what I wanted him to want, my orgasm. My blouse was still unbuttoned. A man boarding the bus glanced at me, and then glanced at my bare breasts, startled. He hesitated, then sidled past to stand behind me, I felt his head against my back and ass. His passage was close and it pulled my blouse away from one nipple, exposing me completely. I stood there, facing the front of the bus, now holding the bar away from me so my breasts were plainly in view. Another man arrived and stopped in front of me. He looked me right in the chest. He never noticed my eyes but saw my exposed breast, my unbuttoned blouse and the clear absence of my bra. He could see bare skin from my chin to my belly button. The man behind me moved closer to me. When he placed both hands on my waist, I actually sighed. The man in front of me stared past me, over my shoulder. I felt irate, wanting him to focus on me, on my eyes, or my face or at least my bare tits! Antonio pulled Tina to my side and a little behind me. I felt them watching and the thrill shot through me. I was intoxicated.
The bus rolled forward. The hot hands at my waist pulled at my blouse and again it was pulled loose from the waistband of my skirt. When it cleared the customs of my skirt, I felt first a puff of air on the skin of my belly followed immediately by his hands on my skin. This man didn't hesitate. He saw a woman with her blouse unbuttoned, with one nipple or more exposed and he took it as an immediate invitation. His hands ran up the front of my body and cupped my breasts, both of them at once. I felt him move against me, his hard cock against my ass. His hands felt so good on my breasts, but then he found my nipples with each hand and pinched them hard between thumb and forefinger. I lurched, grunting a little as the electric sensation shot through my body, gripping the pole so hard my hands ached. I turned my head to look at him and Antonio's hand caught me by the back of my head, turning me further, harder until I turned tight to my right, still with the man's hands clasped around my bare breasts. He massaged them again, letting the shock of the pinching melt away. My head was turned completely to the side. That was when the man kissed me.
I felt him leaning close and my eyes fluttered open just as he covered my mouth with his. I tasted his musk, his strong male scent filled my nostrils. His hard lips pressed against me, mashing them against my teeth. I gasped and that opened my lips. His tongue met mine. I felt it, questing across my lips and then against my teeth. He flicked it back and forth under my upper lip, sending chills down my spine. Then he pinched my nipples again and this time I jerked in his grasp. I opened my eyes to find a handsome young man staring at me, as he kissed me, his nose rubbing the side of mine while his hands massaged my breasts.
I really couldn't breathe. I was breathless with excitement, so much so my chest ached. His kiss fired through me, a streak of passion flashing through me like a comet with a long tail in the night sky. His eyes blinked. I looked him right in the eyes. He broke the kiss and his hands left my breasts. I felt lightheaded, unsteady. I wavered but he turned me, his hands appearing on my shoulders. I turned in his thrall, releasing my hold on the pole which was now behind me. His hands cupped my upper arms and squeezed me, as though to reassure me, but then they moved to my blouse and opened two more buttons. My breasts dangled free, wobbling against the open sides of my blouse. Then he bent and sucked at one nipple.
I groaned. It sounded so loud in my ears and it must have been because the next thing I knew, a hand clasped over my mouth. The man sucking my tits increased the pressure. I squirmed frantically, knowing he was going to leave love tracks on my skin I could never explain. He ignored my squirming and marked me. I felt the inevitability of it and once done, the next one, down on the inside slope of my left breast had no effect but to excite me further. The Rubicon had been crossed. I was a marked woman and seen nude in the light of day, I'd have some explaining to do, explaining I had no hope I could do. The next hickey on my skin made no difference. I groaned into the hand over my mouth. The lips on my breast, released me and moved to the outside of my breast. I'd released the pole when he turned me so I was unstable as the bus lurched. With one hand over my mouth, another looped around my middle, my back was pulled tight against the pole. It stabilized me but gave biter a stationary target. He kissed and bit his way across my breasts, three or four very distinct bruises on each. His hands clawed at my waist, using me to ride the motion of the bus while his mouth left marks on my clear, white skin. Then the hand left my mouth. I was heaving, gasping for breath and balance. The arm around my middle remained tight, securing my position. The man below my chin found my nipple and sucked on it, sending a new thrill through me, chilling and erotic. He rose up and stared hard into my eyes. For a moment we were alone. Then he lay a hand against the side of my face and kissed me, at the same time his other hand palmed my bare breast. I felt my body arch to meet him, rising up on my tiptoes to receive his kiss. I flared with passion, grunting into his mouth.
When the bus braked, we all swayed, me least of all, however, and suddenly the may was gone. His lips left me in thrall to his kiss. I opened my eyes. He stood watching me, his light gray eyes amused, pleased. I stood in the midst of the bus, looking around at the eyes staring at me, some found my eyes and tried to hold my gaze but most focused on my open blouse. The hand around my middle remained and since it held me stable, I took that moment to button up my blouse, pulling it over my marked and bruised breasts. I was afire. I wanted sex. I wanted a cock in me. The desire roared in me. I shuddered as I covered my breasts.
We were back to our point of origin at the Main Street Mall. Most people were rising to exit. The arm around my middle left me and I turned to find that Antonio was at the door with Tina. He looked back at me. I realized the hand on my mouth and around me hadn't been his. I staggered, hugging myself with my arms. I descended from the bus and walked unsteadily right over to an empty bench and sat, huddling there, bending over my knees. I must have looked pathetic but I was hiding the riot going on in my mind. I was so aroused, so excited, I was afraid if I looked at anyone, they'd see the need clouding my eyes and flushing my skin.
"You all right, Miss?" A voice asked. I didn't recognize it. I felt him sit down.
"I saw what they done to you. Do you want me to call someone?" I lifted my eyes and looked at him. He wasn't old but not young. He had a comb-over with really clear blue eyes and a pocket protector. He wore a short-sleeved pale blue shirt and pink shorts. The clash nearly blinded me.
"Oh god," I thought. I turned my head away from him and saw Tina and Antonio a few yards away watching me closely. I looked back at the man sitting beside me.
"They used you pretty hard." He said, he eyes flicking back and forth. "Are, are you okay?"
I managed to smile a little.
"I am, yes." I said softly. I felt boldness swell up inside me. "I'm just pissed that they didn't finish what they started." Then I did smile.
The man flinched like I'd slapped him. He was on his feet seemingly without any effort. He stepped back, then turned and tottered off, looking back over his shoulder at me several times. The last time I waved.
"Thank you." I mouthed but I couldn't tell if he noticed. I sat there for another twenty minutes. I was numb, not numb so much as overcome. The thrashing passion in me wasn't stilled, it was piled up, sensation on sensation, all struggling for release, over which I seemed to exercise no control. Antonio and Tina disappeared into the visitor's center. I didn't react. I shook, I quivered, I shivered, I quaked. I waited for the riot to still inside my skin, having spread from my mind. Antonio and Tina were not back yet when I focused on the fact that I now had hickeys all over my chest. I pulled out my blouse and looked down on myself and sure enough, I was covered with hickeys.
"Oh god." I muttered.
It wasn't like I hadn't dealt with this before. At one point, Tina went through a semi-violent oral phase and she was constantly marking me. I used all sorts of excuses to John to keep them hidden, including makeup when the bitch marked me so high on my neck that I couldn't cover it with clothing. That seemed different somehow because I thought I'd arranged to escape this weekend of rape and lust without those marks to show it had really happened. I thought maybe I'd wake from a dream and find I'd had too much good wine and it painted my passion in my sleep, coloring behind my closed eyes to form revealing Rorschach images that anyone with a little imagination could see what they revealed about me. I lusted for my rapist to take me again. I couldn't escape that conclusion. I shook with lust.
I was looking for them when they reappeared and I stood, thinking we were going to the car. They approached but when they walked past me, Antonio muttered something at me.
"Sit down. You haven't come yet."
Perverse as it sounds I sat down, ebullient with the knowledge that I had truly read his mind. In retrospect that was the logical conclusion to this little outing and he was certain I hadn't come yet. Even if I had, I doubt I would have mentioned it, being the greedy cum slut that I turned out to be.
So we waited for the next bus.
When the queue solidified at its approach, I felt like a princess being sacrificed to a snorting, grunting dragon with bad breath. Antonio and Tina shuffled into the queue and I got into it as well. This was another of the double-length buses. The lot of us got aboard. I maneuvered to be in the center of the back third of the back section, hugging the pole. Wall benches flanked me on three sides with lots of standing room. I didn't know if anyone was paying any attention to me and I wanted some. I put a hand to my blouse and unbuttoned the top button. Something made me look up and I found a tall but very handsome black man in a suit right in front of me staring down at me. He smiled at me but it wasn't a friendly smile but one of recognition, like he'd peeked into my soul and was delighted at what he found.



I unbuttoned the next button and the next, just to make sure he wasn't confused. His hand rose up between us and he lay it along side my face.
"You are a beautiful woman." He said in a cavernous voice. It felt like it boomed around us but when I glanced around, no one seemed to notice our little vignette. He spread his long legs to balance himself and used his huge hands to unbutton three more buttons on my blouse. When he finished, he ran a huge finger behind it, over the skin of my breasts, around and around them and over the nipples. Each circuit sent sensations skittering over my skin and away, like little pebbles dropped into perfectly still waters. I was shivering with real desire when the air brakes whooshed and blew up around us and the bus shuddered to a stop.
"Ah shit, an accident!" Someone far up front cried out. The whole bus seemed to sigh with resignation and frustration. I joined the sigh but it was only half frustration. The other half was anticipation.
The finger left my breast and next his ebony hand patted my left arm, running down to my hand dangling loosely beside my thigh. The man took hold of my hand and lifted it. I was limp in his grasp. With his one hand, he turned my hand so my palm faced him and then he lifted it slowly but surely toward his body.
My mind was not working by this time. The steam from my sexual frustration clouded everything, eyes, judgment, recognition. I'd become a bag of sensation panting for one thing, sexual release. I couldn't help it. I watched him lift my hand and slowly press it against the new bulge in his blue, pinstriped pants. I felt his cock against my hand, still mushy and questioning if this was really happening. I felt the doubt in him, so I squeezed my hand around his cock, clutching it tightly but carefully.
The big man groaned, sounding like a distant cannon shot. His cock snapped awake twitching and gaining solidity in my hand. I felt so proud. My mouth watered. I couldn't begin to imagine the size of that thing or what it would feel like inside me. I was consumed with the desire to have it inside me. My hand began to move up and down on it, sliding over the expensive material of his suit pants. His cock was even with my belly button. The top end of it, any way.
Then I heard that snick of the switchblade again. The fear I felt was mostly from confusion about what remained to be cut off of me. I realized I wasn't being imaginative enough when I felt Antonio lift the back of my skirt. The bus lurched forward a few yards and then expired with a hiss and a grumble, halting again. I was focused on the hand under my skirt pulling my panties down my legs. I shifted my legs closer together, offering that up as my clear acquiescence. It thrilled me to know that Antonio would surely recognize it for what it was but that others would as well. I felt the tug on the panties around my thighs and heard the soft rending of the material as the knife cut through it.
For a moment I marveled that I felt not the slightest threat or fear. I felt excitement as my rapist cut my panties off my body. The throbbing need in me bloomed behind my chest, leaving me panting with lust. I knew it was lust. It made me proud, mostly because I thought the next few minutes might satisfy Antonio's most treasured fantasy. I was going to come on a crowded public bus.
"Oh god." I breathed the words, gaging how sound would resonate in the space; could I scream with ecstasy or must I keep it bottle up inside me. My hand continued to rub the huge cock before me. One of his hands lay on my side. His other hand covered the one on his cock and stopped my motion. I looked up from the floor. My hand fluttered over his hard cock but his found the tab of his zipper and pulled it down. I watched, fascinated as he dug around inside that mysterious closet and emerged with a thick black cock, hard as calculus and long as memory.
At that very moment, a hand touched the back of my left thigh and another the right. One rose up and cupped my right breast and another the left breast. Four hands were on my skin. The black cock before me twitched. My mouth watered. I bent from the waist. Everyone held their breath and the hands on me followed my body where it went. The sensations felt like insanity pending. I got both hands around the big cock and bent it down before my face. In the gloom, I couldn't see it clearly because the shadows blended with it. I stuck out my tongue to feel it more fully. The head was textured and spongy. My tongue bumped into it and the man groaned. I leaned forward further so my mouth could contact his skin. Two hands palmed my breasts under me. I ran my tongue around his cock head. I shook with excitement. The hands on my breasts moved, one pinching my nipple and the other massaging me firmly. The sensation blended with my state, lifting it higher in me. I was so aroused, so full of desire. I opened my mouth and pushed the head of his cock into it. My lips drew tight around it. I was aware of how huge it was, huge was the word I used. The man was fucking huge!
"Jesus Christ, look at that!" I heard Tina's voice behind me.
"Shut up, bitch. Let her do it." Another voice answered. One of the hands on my legs moved between them, probing for my pussy and finding it, rather than the panties. For some reason the feel of his finger on me surprised me, like I'd somehow forgotten that someone had taken off my panties. This finger was insistent, pushing up into me without pause but I was slick with arousal and his finger entered me without any inhibition, his or mine. I widened my mouth and as the finger drove up into me, I pushed my mouth onto the cock, taking the head inside my mouth and sucking on it. I felt the man jerk and I felt proud. The finger inside me went still. The hands on my breasts massaged them, sending tendrils of excitement through me, firing me with the sensations, like sparks from a generator. My mouth was on the huge cock. I pushed a little and I felt the head of it bulging my cheek. I'd become a cliche. I pushed harder, wanting anyone watching to see with certainty that his cock was indeed in my mouth. I sucked.
It suddenly swelled in my mouth. I felt it enlarge, growing in my mouth like a balloon someone else was inflating. I swallowed, knowing what was coming. I'm not trying to be funny, I knew this was the moment he wanted when he unzipped his pants and presented me with the largest cock I'd ever seen, of the four or five I'd tried on for size. I'd set a record for cock size twice in one weekend! He wanted to come and he wanted my mouth on him when he did. His hand found the back of my head and he pushed on it. The thing in my mouth pulsed. I felt his body jerk and the end of his cock rammed deep into my throat. I was so surprised I didn't gag at first, not quick enough because the other half of the motion nearly took it out from between my lips.
I managed to get my lips clasped around the rim of the large, spongy head and I followed it back, knowing the return would penetrate deep into my throat. I didn't care. I held on. I leaned forward and sucked. The motion reversed and he pushed into me but now I was prepared. I breathed deep and simply inhaled him at the end, taking his huge cock as far down my throat as I could, maybe half his length. It twitched and I felt his cum in my throat, pouring into me like hot lava. I groaned, excitement waffled through me, opening me up in ways I never imagined. I knew it for what it was. This was lust. The motion continued; his cock began to back away and I whined, a little keening noise that meant leave it in me, leave it lodged deep in my throat.
It was good advice but like most men in the throes of orgasm, he didn't listen. The cock slid back out of my throat. I was sucking so hard, when the suction broke, it made a huge sound in the idling bus. It was odd, suddenly aware of the slight vibration all around me from the bus sitting in traffic, throbbing in sympathy with the hard cock erupting in my mouth. The twin sensations seemed to slow time, so I could take note of them, feeling them pulsing together like a choir singing a chorus of lust. Suddenly things sped up. His hand knotted in my hair and he used my head, moving it back and forth, pushing his cock through the tight oval of my lips, moaning as he did so. I was aware of a pair of hands on my waist, the hand between my legs and hands on my tits. His come poured into my mouth and I had to swallow or spew it out on his very nice suit pants.
I swallowed, hard, like I had a golf ball in my mouth and was trying to get a drink of water. I closed my throat, suddenly desperate to breathe. I did but he didn't stop coming. My mouth bubbled with cum. I felt it fill up my mouth, expanding my cheeks. I was caught. I had to swallow it all, which I couldn't or spew it out but he held my head, moving his cock back and forth through my sealed lips. I heard those bass moans and it sent a tingle through me. I was doing that! I was making him make that sound! That soul-deep satisfaction that a body feels when it is in the midst of an incredible orgasm. I was doing that. I was making him feel it, the ecstasy that turned his moans into this lurid music that made me shake with passion. I trembled, like I had the shakes or was cold in the midst of winter.
I couldn't swallow without inhaling cum and he wasn't letting me back off, so I did the only thing I could. I relaxed my lips. Cum spurted past them, all around his cock. I felt it foam around my mouth and then ooze down my chin. It was hot, slick and viscous. The cock in my mouth tromboned no more. It just shimmied, little motions, little jerks that each added to the cum in my mouth. I wanted to swallow but I was afraid of choking so I let it bubble out of my lips. At least I could move my tongue. I slathered it around his cock, round and round, painting the smooth, thick jelly around his huge cock. He jerked. Jesus, it sounded like he was gagging which was laughable since I was the one that had a monster cock jammed down my throat.
The thought caught my imagination. I took a careful breath through my nose and then opened my throat and pushed. The cock head slid along the roof of my mouth. I tipped my chin down and felt it seal the back of my throat. I pushed harder and it popped past the constriction into my throat. I pushed harder, suddenly mad to have the whole thing in my mouth, as far down my throat as it could reach. I wanted to feel his black, kinky pubic hair in my nose and smell the sourness of his crotch while I sucked on his deflating cock. I wanted it all in me before it dissipated. I groaned, loudly and intentionally. I wanted him to know I wanted to swallow his whole cock.
His hand tightened in my hair. It hurt but not to bring tears to my eyes. It felt like confirmation. His muscles were contracting without any conscious thought. I had possessed him and now I owned him. That thought made me want to laugh, which, with that cock in my mouth was, well, laughable. I concentrated, relaxed my throat and widened my aching jaws and finally pushed and pushed hard. His cock clicked deeper into my throat. I felt elation and kept pushing, all competitive fire and female arrogance. I could do this! Then I was there. My forehead touched his hot, damp abdomen. I felt the bushy bristles of his pubic hair and then I was aware of his stomach pulsing against me, pushing then contracting while I pushed the remainder of his cock into my throat. It was tight. I felt my throat bulging with it. I wanted him to feel me completely plugged with his cock. I pushed and my nose bent against his body. It was hard, tense and pulsing. The pulsing aroused me more, if that was possible.
Then I swallowed, nothing really but my throat muscles made the motion and I felt them trying to arrange the cock as it would any normal thing I put in my mouth. They rippled from midway down his cock clear to the tip. The man groaned, his body went completely still.
"Again. Do. Do that again." He gasped. "My god, please."
The passion in his voice fired me. I did it again, knowing I was running out of air. I was getting light headed and the gag reflex was rising up in me. I swallowed again and he groaned. It sounded like the guns going off in the midst of the 1812 Overture, in my ears anyway, but it may have been because I felt the vibration of his exclamation on my teeth. The hand between my legs began to move and I was immediately on fire. My pussy contracted and the orgasm rose up in me. I began to shake as it approached, like it was a giant shaking the ground and me with it. I grasped the man by the legs, my neck crooked back and his cock lodged deep in my mouth. I held still, concentrating on the finger frigging me from behind. I glugged and snorted, fighting for a little air. The man put two fingers into me and then three. I groaned louder, my voice making my throat vibrate. A finger found my clitoris and rubbed against it. As if by agreement, the two and massaging my breasts found my nipples and pinched them, hard. This occurred all at once.
I came.
My body, hyper-heated for so long bubbled over and I exploded. I clung to the man's legs and my hips pumped and ground, swinging this way and that. I felt like I was on roller skates on a rolling ship's deck. I focused on the tension in my vagina, the fingers grinding against me and the irregular, happenstance contract of something with my clitoris. Each time I felt the lurid jolt shake me. I gasped around the huge cock in my mouth, finally keening as the orgasm broke over me like a huge, frothy, cum-filled wave. I could smell chlorine and sweat but the sensations thrashed at me. I groaned. I was coming. I was climaxing on a public bus with a cock shoved deep down my throat! That thought accented the pleasure and drove the ecstasy higher in me. I shuddered, shaking with pleasure as it rolled through me.
I opened my eyes and bent to look up at the man's whose cock I was sucking. I swallowed once again in the lee of my own ecstasy. He groaned again and his hips jerked against me, ramming his cock into my throat, grinding it into my mouth. His hand suddenly pulled on my hair and I was yanked off his cock. I let the cum coating my mouth lubricate the extraction. He held me by my hair and I realized he must have felt my knees giving way. I sagged to my knees on the floor of the bus, clinging to his legs.
His cock escaped my lips, bowing down before me. I felt proud, my eyes opened and I inspected the thing I had sucked completely into my mouth. I was trembling. The need, the lust, the sexual excitement vibrated in me like a living thing tucked tightly inside my very sensitive skin. One orgasm was not enough, the greed worked in me, leaving me gasping with desire. The hands released me, letting me fall to my knees. His hand tangled in my hair pitched me backwards, tilting my upright on my knees. I sat heavily down on my heels. I groaned. Cum dripped from my chin, coating my lips; it had been smeared high onto my cheeks. I felt it dripping down onto my bare breasts, molten hot and leaving new marks on my skin, I was sure, burning me with the evidence of my own rabid passion. Suddenly the big black hand appeared before me, a handkerchief lay over his fingers like some holy raiment.
"Here." That voice from on high rumbled. "Clean yourself up."
"Thank you." I said. My voice burbled, high and tinny and strange. I didn't recognize myself. I slowly took the handkerchief from his hand and carefully wiped my face, dabbing cum off my chest. I cleaned my cheeks and lips but it kept bubbling from between them.
"Someone have a bottle of water?" The man rumbled, his bass voice was so erotic I nearly came. I wanted to come so badly. My body flickered like a light bulb about to fail. I felt incandescent.
A bottle of water appeared before me. I had the handkerchief in one hand and the other clung to the man's leg. The bottle disappeared and then reappeared with the cap off. It pressed against my mouth and tipped up. I latched onto it and let the cold water fill my mouth. It mixed with the viscid cum that coated it. I swallowed and felt the cum begin to dissolve and flow down my throat. I focused on the water. I took another swallow, swished it around and swallowed. After the fourth or fifth time, my mouth felt more like mine, less like I'd inhaled a plastic sack. It tasted of cum, dank and sharp at once. I realized what I'd just done. I bowed my head to hide the gleam in my eyes, the thrill that ran through me and the lust it stoked in me, a high, raging flame that I could not extinguish nor feed myself. I needed help.
"Someone else want a blow job?" A voice asked.
I shivered when I recognized it was Antonio. I lifted my head. My eyes suddenly focused on the rest of the bus. I saw a woman, sitting facing the bus, wearing sun glasses. She had blond hair a thick flock of freckles on her cheeks and nose. Her hair was straight, dirty blonde, with darkness under the lighter shades of corn yellow. She didn't seem to notice anything, didn't give me any notice, sitting on my knees. Then I noticed the wires dangling from her ears.
"She loves to suck cock. Anyone else want her to suck you."
"What are you talking about? You know her or something."
"No." Antonio answered. "You just saw it. She loved it. She wants another chance, to show it wasn't a fluke. God, she inhaled that huge cock and sucked him dry. Doesn't anyone else want to have her blow you?"
No one answered.
I waited, suddenly tense, brittle with anticipation. I didn't think about it. I just licked my lips, feeling the smooth strength of the cock between them again, straining them wide and tight around it.
"Jesus, look at that!" Someone muttered. I started to look around. I was surrounded by men, all standing looking down at me, a half dozen or more and several sitting on each side facing in, their backs to the outside of the bus. No one moved but they were all watching staring at me. I held out the handkerchief to the man.
"Keep it. To remember me by." That booming voice said. He laughed, then, not derisive but like he was remembering being a child at Christmas or his birthday, the tone replete with delight left me shaking with excitement. I tucked the handkerchief into the waistband of my skirt.
"She wants to suck another cock." Antonio said, his voice rough and violent with anger. "Don't tell me none of you are man enough to let her? Look. This is my girl friend. Watch this."
I twisted on my knees to do as he said, to watch. I had to shift on my knees because I'm not limber enough to just turn all the way around. By the time I got turned to face the back of the bus, Tina stood over me. She held to the pole to my right and her left with both hands, bent slightly from the waist. I was a little below her waist. Two hands were fumbling with the button on her jeans. It came unbuttoned and the hands unzipped them and then with a violent gesture, yanked them down off her hips, down to the middle of her thighs. I stared up at her bare crotch, tucked away between her legs.
She arched her back. Her legs widened and I saw a hand between her thighs. I glanced up at her. Her eyes were clinched closed but I caught her licking her lips, in anticipation, I thought. Antonio moved behind her and thrust into her. I saw a flash of his cock as it penetrated deep into her. Tina groaned and dropped her head, her black hair fell around her face but I could see it clearly. Her eyes were clinched tightly but she was bitting her lower lip, I could see her perfect white teeth. Then she arched her back and lifted her head.
"Oh god, yes." She whispered. Her body shuddered like a trailer when the door is slammed. I heard the slurping and Tina gasped, her eyes opened and she looked around her right shoulder, holding tightly to the pole. I just sat on my heels, observing, like a man in a row boat watching a naval battle. Then she shuffled sideways, one hand reached down and pulled her jeans up her legs.



Out from behind her appeared Antonio's cock. It was smeared with Tina. It came closer and closer. A hand reached down and grabbed hold of my hair and yanked me off my heels.
"She'll suck me like this. She loves to suck cock. If she sucks mine like this, she'll suck yours."
I didn't know whom he was speaking to. Perhaps everyone, everyone with a cock anyway. I licked the head of his cock. I rose up higher onto my knees, feeling the ribbed rubber of the bus floor marking my knees. I put one hand to Antonio's leg and the other took hold of his dripping cock. I kissed the end. I licked around it. I kissed it again.
Antonio groaned.
"My god, he's right. Look at her. She's going to suck him like she did the other guy."
I took that as a command but I needed to clean Tina off his cock first. I licked and licked and licked until his skin no longer felt slick with her lubrication. Then I did as instructed and pushed my mouth onto his cock. It slide into my mouth and easily down my throat. I felt the gag reflex and quelled it, demanding my body obey my intellectual lust. I wanted to feel that amazement, that thrill in the air. I wanted that more than just about anything. I pushed until my forehead was against his body. I sucked and felt him groan, the throbbing sound reverberated through his body and into mine.
Then I swallowed.
"Oh Christ!" Antonio growled. I thought he'd let me make him come but his hand tangled in my hair pulled me off his cock. "So? Want her to suck you?"
It seemed as if I just blinked and suddenly there were two cocks, one on each side of me, one touching each cheek. I let go of Antonio's cock and took hold of both of the new ones. I looked up at him. He was staring down at me, his cock glistening not far from my face. He nodded with a wicked little smile.
"Suck them." He muttered. "I know you want to."
I turned my face to the right, maneuvering the cock but holding to them both. I leaned to the right and directed the end of the cock into my mouth. I sucked the end between my lips, intending to kiss it and make love to it but the moment it passed between my taut lips, it began to spurt.
"Ugh. Ugh. Ugh!" The man in my mouth groaned. I felt his cum on my tongue, it felt like glue. I tasted it, it was sharp and acrid. I swished it around with my tongue and then there was more and more and more. I tried to swallow but I was out of sync. I needed to breathe. I did what I'd done the last time and let me lips relax. Cum bubbled around the cock again, flowing past my lips, foaming around them and dribbling down my chin. It felt just warm, now, thick like paste. I continued to suck until it stopped spraying into my mouth. I swirled a glob if it around and swallowed. It slid down my throat like I was swallowing a fresh oyster. I got most so of it sorted and swallowed it. I came off that cock, released it and turned to the other one.
I bent it down and pushed it into my mouth. Cum smoothed the way. A hand found the back of my head, holding me tight. I groaned and inhaled. I wanted to feel as full of cock as I did before but when I felt his body against my face, it felt less, smaller and so it was. The hand on my head was insistent. He moved my head back and forth, trying to get me to make that motion. I sucked hard, coating his cock with someone else's cum and let him move my head back and forth, pushing and pulling his cock through the tight ring of my lips. He went faster and faster. I tried to fit in with his motion but it was too fast so I closed my eyes and just relaxed, all my neck muscles but not my lips, continuing to suck him.
The cock head pushed against the pad of my tongue so after the first three or four cycles, I tongued him, running my tongue this way and that. It worked. He came. He pushed me hard onto his cock and I let it slide part way into my throat, but he pulled me back and he came onto my tongue. I swallowed and swallowed but again I couldn't keep up and I let it bubble out around his cock, foaming my lips again and smearing onto my cheeks and chin. I felt it dripping off my chin. I pulled off this cock and felt another beside the right side of my face. I released the one I'd just sucked and turned to the other one, taking hold of it with my free hand. I hesitated and looked up at Antonio. He stared down at me, his cock out of sight, and Tina clutched to his side. She looked drunk, staring down at me, her eyes bright and fevered.
I turned my head to show her I could suck cock. I'd suck them all. I opened my mouth and steered the next cock to my lips. I licked the end of it and then kissed it. By now I couldn't taste anything but the mixture of cum in my mouth. I sucked the cock halfway into my mouth and swirled cum around it, slathering it liberally with it in conscious preparation to take it as deep as the little guy would go. That's when I heard it. The voice splitting the crowded moment from somewhere overhead.
"My god, she's sucking him."
I felt shock. Not at the words, at the voice. It was the voice that startled me. I pulled off his cock and looked up. The hands had left my breasts bare, my blouse gaped around them, displaying them. I wished I had Tina's huge tits. I'd have shook them at the eyes on me, for the eyes on me. The cock to my left retreated and another touched the back of my head, nosing against me like a horse looking for a bit of sugar. The voice was a woman's voice. That was the cause of my shock. In that horrible instant, I was once more the mother of two and housewife, and the enormity of what was happening to me puddled in my gut and congealed, rapidly solidifying like grease poured into ice water. I began to tremble, the hold on myself vanished and the beaker of fear in me broke and spilled, seeping through me. I shook as though with cold but it was a fever, a fever in my body that suddenly my mind could not comprehend or contain. I felt it expand and suffuse me. My god, I was nearly crying. I wanted to weep, to scream. I'd been raped!
A hand appeared and lay on the top of my head, moving me closer to the cock to my right. It punched against my cheek.
"Come on, lady, suck it." The voice whined. It sounded like a young man, eager but a little frightened.
"You stop that right now!"
The woman's voice lanced at me, lashing me with fear and shame. I still had some hold it. I felt the fear welling up in me. I felt again the cold terror when Antonio's arm snaked around me in my house. I was alone, vulnerable, frightened and excited. I latched onto that last, cherishing it. To fight the fear hurtling through me, I opened my mouth and inhaled the whiner's cock. I pushed it into my mouth, pushed my face down on it and it thrust right down into my throat. He groaned. It lodged there and his hand pressed down on the top of my head. I remember thinking that if he wanted me to bite off his schlong, that was surely a way to make it happen. My face was against the man's body, my nose bent against him. He was sweaty but by then I didn't care. I pushed against him again, just to fix him in my throat and then I swallowed, once, twice, three times.
"Oh good god, she does love to suck cock! She's so, so...oh god!"
He erupted.
I felt it, the cum boiling out of him like seniors out of high school on the last day of before graduation. It trickled down my throat. He was as prolific as the others, spitting little dribbles I easily swallowed rather than the cascades I'd tried to consume before.
"You stop that right now!"
It was that voice.
"You let her alone."
The body that steadied me shifted and tilted. His feet moved as he sought a new center of gravity, fighting to find his balance. I relaxed my mouth just in time because his cock was torn away and receded. I wobbled, suddenly unsupported by anyone's hands and I swore the fucking bus was moving, fast. It wasn't. I was the fast object in the universe.
I wavered. Before I toppled over, hands grasped me by the upper arms and pulled me to my feet. My eyes focused.
"You poor thing! What have they done to you? They were raping you. I saw it. I'll call the police..." I glimpsed the phone in her hand beside me, the pink ear bud cords dangling from it. "Stand there, don't move."
It was the blond woman with the freckles. Her sunglasses were propped over her forehead. Her brown eyes glittered with alarm and anger. She looked around.
"You are in a lot of trouble!" She snarled.
"No!" I whispered.
That single syllable made her look as if I'd slapped her across the face. She stared. She let go of me. She turned the phone so she could look at the face of it and then swiped once at it.
"I'm calling the police."
"No." I said again. I stared at the phone, horrified and near tears. The fear was there, throbbing behind my breasts, making my whole chest ache, like my ribs were being bent outward by something. I watched in horror as her finger poked at the face of her phone. I slapped at it. I succeeded in knocking it from her hands. It clattered dully onto the rubber under foot. She looked at me, confusion in her eyes.
How could I explain? How could I demand that she butt out and leave me sucking the cocks? I couldn't. If I dared speak of my rapist and the fear in me, I'd never get it bottled up again. As it was, I was shaking with it, feeling it rattling inside me. Antonio came to my rescue.
"She likes sucking cock. It's none of your business. Buzz off, bitch, before you get more than you bargained for!"
I'd bowed my head, fighting the fear but also to hide the excitement surely anyone would see if I looked them in the eyes.
"No. That poor woman is being raped and I won't sit idly by and let you assholes...hey, what the fuck do you think you're doing!"
I looked up at that. My eyes had been focused on her black high heels and shapely calves and the phone laying next to her right food. She had pretty ankles, I remember thinking. When I found her face, it was drawn in horror. Her arms were crooked back behind her, an arm was shot through her elbows and a hand was over her mouth. She wore a plaid green skirt and a plain white blouse. Her plain white blouse however, did not cover a body that was plain in any sense of the word. She was mountainous. Her tits were larger than Tina's! I stared at them for a moment before letting my eyes return to her face. She grunted and struggled, her eyes wild and bulging.
I was fascinated, entranced. I felt Tina's breasts against me, one hot against my mouth while the other nuzzled at my cheek; the memory fed the passion, stoking it back to a roar. I took a step towards the woman. She stopped struggling. I don't know why. I don't know what motivated me. My hands were at my sides. I glanced down at my little breasts, mouthfuls as John called them. I looked at hers. She was still, the hand over her mouth. Her brown eyes were wide, terrified. I put my palms against the crest of each breast and pushed, smashing them back against her.
"God, would you look at that!" Someone muttered.
I looked around. I was surrounded by men. Outside, I could see vehicles all sitting still, wheezing with their muttering engines. All I could see were men, staring at me. I knew they wanted to see her tits as badly as I did. I unbuttoned the top button of her blouse. She struggled heroically. The man holding her contained her struggle. Her voice clanked against the hand over her mouth. Her body twisted this way and that but to no avail. She blew through her nose, grunting and twisting. My fingers found the next button and released it, and the next and the next, clear down the length of her torso, exposing the great cups of her bra. It was full of her, stuffed full, likely a size or two too small as it was. I used on finger to pull at one cup and saw the red marks on her pale skin where the bra was tightly strapped to her.
I pushed the leaves of her blouse wide. Despite herself, her shoulders flared forwards to let me push it over their points. She had broad, square shoulders that supported her tits. The shoulder straps had the clever little hooks that could be removed so the bra could be used with a strapless dress. I fiddled with one until I got it free. She was panting now, her breasts heaving below my hands, bounding up and down like a great cataclysm or an exciting day in California. I finally gto the one hook free and the strap snapped back and over her shoulder. Surely the bra was much too small. A red welt appeared on her skin where the clasp had been pressed into it. With my fingertips, I carefully peeled the top of her bra cup down off her breast. She held still, staring down at my hands. I know because I kept glancing up at her face, looking for any sigh of a response. I just wanted to see her breast. The cup crumpled as I pulled at it and then the upper flap creased and I saw the shadow of her aureole. She snorted, her head jerked to the side once but the hand over her mouth held her.
I pulled the bra cup down off the crest of her breast. I ran the back of one finger over the skin of it, it was cold, but smooth and silky. I pushed deeper into the cup and felt the pebbled texture of her aureole. She sniffed then and surely against her will, her back arched pushing her breast against my finger. I found the nipple with two fingers and pinched it between them. Her whole body jumped, jerking like I'd zapped her with a tazer gun. She groaned.
I wondered if she was wet. I wanted to check. I knew I was crazed, that I was stopping her from calling the police but might be making things worse, much worse for all of us. However, if she was wet...? I left that thought for the moment, holding delicately to the folded bra cup. I wanted to kiss it, to feel the turgid little nipple and see if it hardened between my lips. I pulled harder at the quilted material of the bra, pushing it lower. Her breast welled up in it. The nipple appeared, almost red.
I bent over it and nibbled at it with my lips. She hitched, squirming in the man's hold. I sucked on her breast and she shuddered. I felt it, like a ship running aground. Every part of her quivered. Then I felt her go lax, she went limp and he had to hold her up. I fastened my lips to the hillock of her breast and sucked. For some dastardly reason, I wanted to mark her, as I'd been marked. I wanted her to look down and remember this moment. I sucked, hard. I heard her breath rattling in her chest. She was panting, little surges of air in and out punctuated the moment. She grunted into the hand over her mouth. I sucked harder, bruising her. She cried out against the hand, a muffled syllable, slurred with...with what? I had to know. I wanted to know if she was aroused, really aroused.
I released her breast.
"Holy shit, did you see that?" Someone muttered.
"Shut the fuck up." Several voices responded. I stood up. The woman was panting, gasping against the hand, blowing air out her nose with fluttering urgency. Her whole torso pulsed with it.
Very carefully I lifted up the front of her blouse. She struggled again, her body twisting but she was helpless. I exposed her underwear, a pair of plain cotton briefs that covered her completely. Clearly, she was wet. The dark stain clouded the panties. I wanted to touch her, to know for certain she was wet up inside of her pussy. The thought was clear in my mind and no other thought crowded around it. I was consumed by the moment.
Very gently, I pulled down the front of her panties. Her hips pushed back, retreating from me but my clever fingers remained in contact with her cool skin and the panties. I pulled them down onto her thighs. I pushed my hand between her legs. Her left leg rose. I felt her shift her weight onto her right leg. Her left knee rose up beside us. A man moved closer and took hold of her lower leg and extended it out beside us. The woman stood on one leg. Her other was nearly parallel to the floor and one man held her by her thigh and another had a hold of her ankle and foot. He removed her black heel and massaged her foot. She grunted.
I touched a finger between her legs, feeling her heat, in contrast to the chill on her skin. I found the swell of her pussy and traced around her entrance. She was gushing. I fingered her, feeling the liquid excitement oozing from her pussy. I searched for her entrance and pushed into her. She groaned. Her hips bucked against my hand. My finger sank into her. She was oily and slick.f Her panties were tight against my wrist. I pushed my finger into her to the last knuckle. With my finger inside her, I looked up at her face. Her head was pressed back against the man's chest who held her. Her eyes were closed. Her hips began to pulse. She was fucking herself on my finger! I held still and let her provide the motion. She did, moving more and more until her hips were wagging back and forth like they were on hinges. My finger sawed back and forth inside of her. Each time she thrust her hips forward, she grunted a little.
I pulled out of her. She keened and her eyes opened, flashing with fear and passion coiled together like two snakes. I presented her with my finger, covered with her goo. She went completely still. Very slowly I extended my tongue and licked at my finger. She stared at me, her eyes intense, fixed, unblinking. She didn't even breathe. When it was clean, I let it drift slowly down, keeping my eyes on hers until she finally met my gaze. The bus was completely still, at least around me it was. A curtain of male bodies cut off my vision of the seats beyond this back area. I could see out into the freeway but nothing but the men in the bus near us.
I smiled and nodded at her. She blinked, her eyelashes were black, not paper blond. I looked down. Her skirt covered her but her panties where still displaced, stretched by her flexed leg but not cupping her crotch any longer. Slowly, just as slowly as I'd lifted up her skirt, I lifted mine up. When my pussy came into view, I looked up at her. Her eyes were fixed on my pussy. I felt them, like butterfly kisses, touching me there. I looked down between my legs and felt with a finger for my own opening. I pushed a finger inside myself. I couldn't help it, I groaned. It felt so good, having something inside me again. I flashed on the feeling of Antonio fucking me in the park but it blended with him fucking me the first time in the dark, in my house.
It was at that moment that I realized I'd managed to bottle up the fear I'd spilled. That tightness in my chest was gone. My finger was inside me and I knew what I was doing, what I was going to do next. I was wet. I felt it on my finger. I pushed deep into my own body and groaned again. Finally, after stirring my little pot a little, I pulled free, lifting it up between us. The blonde woman stared at my finger and when it quit moving, her eyes flicked back to meet mine.
Very, very slowly, I moved my finger towards her eyes, really towards the hand over her mouth. I was almost touching the hand when I stopped. The blonde woman was still blowing air through her nose, the sound seemed unnaturally loud. It was like that was all I could hear, other than the thundering of my own heart in my ears. Equally slowly, the hand relaxed around her mouth. Her head tipped forward, then, released from the hold the hand used to press her against his chest. I moved my finger closer and closer to her pink lips. She licked them once before I touched them. When I touched my finger to her lips, she pursed them and softly kissed my finger tip. Her tongue emerged and licked at my goo on it. Then it licked more, and more and more. I pushed my finger into her mouth. She closed her eyes and sucked on my finger.
"Holy fuck." Someone muttered. "I don't believe it."
"Let's fuck 'em." Another voice whispered.
"God, yes."
"They both want it."



The woman was sucking softly on my finger, when I heard the very loud snick of the switchblade. Her eyes flew open and she quit nursing on my finger and tried to suck it off. A moment later, I felt the arm go around my middle and pull me back. I kept my finger in her mouth as long as I could but finally I pulled it free. Her eyes opened and she looked panicked, terrified. The words ratcheted up both emotions in her expression.
"No. Just her. This one will just suck you, by you can fuck the blonde." Antonio's voice whispered.
He stepped back, dragging me with him. The next thing I knew I was sitting on the back bench of the bus, beside Tina. She looked at me like she'd never seen me before, like I was an alien or something. No matter, I doubt I would have recognized myself either. Then she leaned forward and very carefully licked at the cum still sticking to my chin. She kissed me tenderly and one hand clasped one of my bare breasts.
I was watching the blonde. For a moment she stared at Tina kissing me but then she disappeared behind two men. When one moved to the side, her bra was pushed up off her tits. They were sprinkled with freckles like Tina's but larger. They were more than a handful, for sure, even Antonio's big hands. Just behind her stood the tall, dignified black man. Very deliberately he loosened the red tie around his neck and pulled it from around his neck. He muttered something to the man holding the blonde woman and together they tied her wrists behind her. Then the black man grasped her by the back of the head and bent her back and kissed her on the the mouth. He didn't just peck her either, he engulfed her mouth with his. A moment later his black hand appeared on her white breast. Antonio shouldered between the two men standing beside her, stroking her legs and sides and casually cut off her panties. She squirmed but the black man had her firmly in his grip and trapped against his mouth. Her neck worked as though she were trying to swallow. Her left leg was still held by two men. Her shoe was gone and her legs was being massaged from heel to hip. One of the men in front of her unbuckled his pants, I know because he mooned me suddenly. He moved forward and lifted her leg, jacking it onto his shoulder. That tilted her to the side and the black man released her. Her head appeared by his shoulder, her arms bound behind her.
Her eyes closed and her face grimaced.
"They're raping me!" She rasped, her voice raw but soft. She didn't scream or twist any longer. "Oh god, he's inside me!" She whispered.
The ass before my eyes thrust forwards. Two men held her, leaning her over while her one leg was hoisted into the air over his shoulder. He grasped it and held it, pumping his hips at her. I could see her trying to hunch back at him but the position was awkward. She had no leverage but the thrust of her own hips. Hands mashed at her tits. Her face disappeared. The man fucking her groaned and came, I assumed because a moment later, he staggered back. They let her leg down and bent her forward. One man, a young guy with long dirty blond hair grasped her by the hair and tipped her head back. I could see her hands tied behind her. Her eyes flicked over me before her face was positioned before the bare cock. She opened her mouth and took it in. She grunted and her body bucked when a man entered her from behind. Her body bucked hard but she made no noise other than the effort to breathe through her nose. They held her, hands on her tits and sides while she sucked one cock and the other plunged in and out of her from behind. The one behind her came and poured fresh cum into her.
"Are you seeing this?" Tina whispered beside me. She reached out and took my hand. "That could have been you!" She muttered.
"Yeah," I agreed, "that could have been me." I don't think we meant the exact same thing.
"You handled that perfectly. God, look, I think she's coming!"
Indeed, the blond had a new cock in her mouth and pussy and though her head was fixed against the one man and the other was fucking her from behind, her torso bowed and then bucked several times. She managed to come without biting off the cock in her mouth, which I admired, a smart move but skilled, too.
Those two men both came at the same time. She thrashed uncontrollably as they tossed her this way and that, pouring more cum into her. They helped her stand. She stared drunkenly at me. Antonio moved beside her and said something to the guys sitting against the bus wall. They stood up, moving over near to me, glancing at my tits before focusing on the blonde.
One of them tapped my shoulder.
"He said you'd suck me."
I watched dully as he unzipped his pants and extracted a normal sized cock. He put a hand on the back of my head. Before I leaned down to suck him, I saw Antonio cut the blonde free of the red tie around her wrists. He moved her to the bench, laying her on her back. She disappeared as the cock touched my lips, except for her bare legs. I kissed this new cock, licked and sucked it into my mouth. I was crazy horny. I wanted to be fucked. It crawled over my skin like insects, biting at me, cursing me with my lust and my apparently helplessness to feed it. No, it was being feed fine, I simply could not satisfy it.
I felt the man jerk and he came in my mouth. I sucked and sucked until he pulled away, staggering to the far pole and hanging from it. The blonde lay half on the bench, her legs up against a guy's chest. He was fucking her. Her body jolted with his impact against her ass and thighs. Her butt was suspended off the bench so she rested on her shoulders. Her hands grappled for holds to keep from being dragged off onto the floor. The man pumped into her. His hard strokes vanishing into a series of little shimmies that must have been his quick orgasm. He withdrew out of her and let her legs down but another man grasped one and lifted it up, pressing it against his chest. Her other leg dangled down to the bus floor and she was split wide, exposed. I glimpsed her pussy, oozing with cum, pursed and red, open and gaping wide. Then I noticed who held her by the leg. It was Antonio.
That was when it happened. The thought entered my head.
"That's my rapist." I thought. "He should be raping me!"
The thought seemed to stick in me, like it was an echo with no way to stop. It just rattled there, flailing at my consciousness.
My rapist! I wanted to cry.
He was inside her now. Her face was fixed but something about his penetration touched her and she gasped. He held her leg straight up, which canted her towards me. His arms circled it, lifting her off the bench while he thrust into her pussy. I could see her tits clearly. The bruise I'd left there gleamed on her white skin. Instead of feeling the shame I braced for, my mouth watered and I wanted to give her another, to match the one she had. I closed my eyes. When the blonde groaned deep behind those great tits, I opened my eyes. She was shaking, her body bucking and shifting as the orgasm rushed through her.
Antonio had her leg clutched against his chest. His ass slapped against her, making a wet sound in the suddenly writhing bus. The blonde twisted on the seat. Her eyes opened when a man bent over her and kissed her. Her head lifted and she kissed him back, the sound they made was embarrassing to me and surely would have been humiliating to her had she realized what she was doing. She was fucking my rapist!
Another man knelt beside her and kissed her tits. I wondered if he'd mark her as I had. I felt irritated, she was mine to mark.
The bus suddenly shuddered and lurched forward. We all swayed. Antonio pulled out of her and let her leg drop. The two men kissing her stood up, leaving her draped awkwardly on the bench. The men all moved over to grasp poles and stood facing the front of the bus. Antonio, however, appeared before me, his cock slick with the blonde. He grasped the back of my head. My mouth opened automatically and he shoved his cock in it. He was brusque, pushing as deep as it could go without waiting for me to adjust and I finally gagged. He relented. I coughed and coughed. By the time I regained control of myself, he had righted himself and pulled Tina up to stand beside him, his hand around her. I sat on the bench, my tits bare, my bra gone, my blouse open, my face and neck sticky with cum and my vagina begging for something long and hard in it. I lifted my head. The blonde sat on the bench. Her eyes were hooded, staring at nothing. She caught me staring at her. Slowly, like she was drunk, she touched her tits, the bra cinched together into a band over the top of them. She patted her tits once and smiled to herself. A thumb ran over the bruise and her eyes shifted to mine, expressionless and empty. Very carefully she tucked her tits into the bra and squirmed around trying to get it to fit right. She failed. Finally her shoulders lifted and dropped and she simply buttoned up her blouse over them, hiding them from me.
I looked down at myself and did the same, covering my tits. I sat alone on the bench behind the crowed of people facing away from me. Their backs were unfamiliar except for the tall black man, Antonio and Tina. When I was put to rights as best I could manage, I sat staring at my hands. I heard Antonio say something. Tina turned to look at me.
"I said, we'll get off here and take a taxi home." Antonio's voice came to me clearly then. Tina nodded. I nodded. I looked out, trying to get my bearings. We weren't downtown yet, where the car was. We'd been there and left, getting stuck in this traffic. I needed to go back the other way to get the car. I never for a moment thought Antonio meant I was to go with him. In fact, Tina stepped back and handed me her keys. She took them back and pulled off my house keys. I had mine in my purse.
Suddenly I panicked. I had no idea where it was. I scanned around and found it over under the right bench under the seat, pressed into the little corner. I kept my eyes on it until the bus stopped. I saw the blonde's black heel beside it. When the area cleared I got to my knees and grabbed it and the shoe, sitting back onto the bench. I opened my purse and sorted through it. I didn't see anything missing. I glanced at the blonde. She was staring at me. I extended the shoe to her. She stared at it, looked down at her one bare foot, she'd found the other shoe and put it on. She took the shoe and slipped it onto her bare foot. People left and more boarded, some sitting beside me, then sniffing and scooting away. I smelled like cum. I decided I'd just sat there, enduring everything until we got downtown and I could get off the fucking bus. Fucking bus, now there's an expression.
The time finally came. I and the blonde rode the whole circuit back to downtwon. The bus got to the stop near the downtown Main Street Mall and I stood up. The blonde stood too, but faced away from me. She preceded me out onto the side walk, sidling out of the flow of people, huddling into herself, arms wrapped around her breasts. She was crying. I could see it. Suddenly, as though feeling my eyes on her, she uncrimped her self and looked around. She found me staring at her. Her eyes were redrimmed and haunted. I felt the glass globe of fear tinking as the vision of her glanced off it. I felt her fear, her horror, all those emotions that would score her if I left her like that. I don't know if I was selfish, fearing that if I didn't do something, I'd lose control myself or if I am a good enough person to actually want to help her because I thought I could.
I walked towards her. She was shaking.
"This is all your fault! You did this to me."
I found I was utterly calm. I shook my head.
"I don't have a dick, so it wasn't me." I muttered softly with a wry smile. "You can check if you want."
She stared at me aghast, disbelieving I could be so flippant with her.
"Are you waiting for someone?" I asked.
She crumpled. Her body didn't her face did. She wept, shaking with it. I found people staring and rather than attract any more attention, I slipped an arm around her shoulders and walked her up into the Main Street Mall, letting her huddle against me until she could stop weeping. Finally she twisted to look at me, her face a rictus of anger.
"This is all your fault! I was trying to help you and you, you, you...!" She bit off the next description.
What was she going to say? You put a hickey on my breast? You fingered my vagina? You made me suck your goo off your finger and you sucked my goo off yours? All of it was true but did she have the vocabulary to speak such things out loud? I doubted it.
"I have a car. Can I drop you somewhere?"
Again she looked at me with utter shock in her eyes. Then she wept again but now she spoke through the curtain of tears.
"I, my husband and I had a huge fight and I left. I was so angry. I thought I'd ride the bus until I got over it and I'd go back. He told me if I left to never come back. Now, now I can't!" That ended with a high pitched whine, before she settled into soft sobbing.
"We just moved here and I'm all alone. We came for his job and, oh god, now this happens! I said terrible things to him. I found out a co-worker transferred with him and she's, I accused him of having an affair with her and he didn't deny it and now, now this! What am I going to do? I have no place to go?"
I grunted.
"Let's at least go sit in my car. People are staring."
She snarled then.
"Let them stare. I was just raped! I was raped!" She wept openly then. She let me get her to her feet and guide her down the way to where we'd left Tina's car. I was amazed that Tina'd let me drive it, she was so snooty about her BMW. I opened it and got her into the passenger seat.
I got in the driver's side and sat there staring out the wind shield.
"What's your name?" She asked softly, long after the last sniffle had subsided.
"Helen."
"I'm Rachel." She said.
"Rachel, come home with me." I looked over at her. I smiled like I hadn't ever been raped. "I might make a pass at you. Do you mind?"
My words shocked her, I could see.
After an inordinately long delay, she shook her head.
"I am so confused. When, when you kissed me, I, I liked it. I mean, I felt it and it aroused me. I wanted you to both stop and keep it up, you know, when you kissed, kissed, kissed my..."
"Breasts?" I finished for her. She nodded.
"Now I'll walked lopsided for a while." She said with a half smile.
That was the moment everything came clear to me, that I could help her, keep her from drowning in the fear that would surely stalk her if I let her off.
"Did your husband really have an affair with that woman?"
Here she nodded.
"Oh, I don't mean I have evidence but you can tell, can't you?"
"I hope not. My husband...he'd never understand, anything."
"You're married?"
I nodded.
"Is that so strange?"
"You had sex with all those men, and with me."
"I have two children, too."
"Oh, I can't come home with you then. How will you explain it?"
I shrugged.
"They are gone for the weekend so we have a day or so to figure something out. Do you have work tomorrow?"
She shook her head.
"I'm still looking."
She was talking rationally, normally. Perhaps the fear was bottled up in her too. I wanted to drain it. I'd live with my bottle of terror, she didn't have to and wouldn't if I could fix it. I was searching for something to say next when I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. I backed up and looked in her eyes. She met my gaze and then closed her eyes and kissed me herself, a very soft, very gentle kiss. I let her kiss me as long as she wanted. I wanted to feel her tongue, but she didn't open her mouth. She just kissed me over and over again. Finally she sat back and I twisted back to sit in my seat.
"You taste like cum." She said softly. She giggled a little and then gasped, like she forgot she had a broken rib. I knew what it was. She thought she couldn't ever laugh again. She looked over at me. I felt her facing me and turned to look at her. "I climaxed." She whispered. "I was raped and I had an orgasm!" She drifted towards hysterics.
"I did too." I said softly. I had, just not while she was watching. "Did you see me suck the big black cock?"
Her eyes widened.
"You mean the man with the suit? The one that kissed me and rubbed my titties?"
I nodded.
"He has a cock the side of your forearm. I sucked it, all I mean. I got it all into my mouth, my throat really, without choking. He was so surprised he came. That's what started everything."
"Really? Sucking his cock was how it started?"
I thought about going into detail about how I got there but decided not to.
"He came in my mouth and I had come all over me. I think I lost my mind after that. I wanted what you got." I leaned over and kissed her again, but this time I pushed her back against the seat and forced her to open her mouth. After a while, she put a hand to the back of my head and held me there. She lurched when I touched her breast. I left my hand on it and pulled out of the kiss.
"You really are beautiful. I want to take you to bed."
Her eyes misted over. She looked away. Then she straightened her back and looked at me.
"Even after seeing me like that? You still find me attractive?"
I squeezed her breast, palming it softly. Her eyes closed. My heart began to hammer in my chest and for a moment I thought it was terror, returning to haunt me but then she placed a hand over my hand on her breast and held it in place.
"If you want me, I...I've never been with a woman before." She looked at me directly again. My hand massaged her breast.
"I have. I want you. Let me take you home."
Her face screwed up and she nearly wept again. I sat back, leaving her sitting untouched.
"I don't have any place to go. My marriage might be over..."
"Don't think that way. If he has a lover, then you can build on that."
"Really? How?"
"By telling him about me. Don't tell him how we met, just that you have a lover too and you'd like to share her with him sometime. That'll confuse the shit out of him."
Rachel blinked at me and then suddenly smiled.
"Gosh, Helen, I bet it would. I don't know what he'd think? Would he go for that?" She laughed then, a sort of delighted chuckled. "Shoot, I don't even know if I like women and I'm wondering what he'll say if I bring home a female lover! Doesn't that seem like I'm getting a little ahead of myself?"
"Well," I said, "if you find out you do, then you can ask him to share her with you, unless she seems just awful to you."
Rachel shook her head.
"Oh no, that's part of the problem. I realized on the bus I was scared, scared that she will take him away because she's more beautiful and successful than me. I just want to have babies and do the mom thing. I don't have any ambition."
"That is an ambition. A good mother is treasure and it takes a lot of work and struggle and wisdom and...well it demands a lot of virtues we forget to name and claim, as mothers. Just because I sucked a huge cock and came with a man fingering me doesn't matter. In fact, I liked it, having them watch me orgasm, handling me like, like...a sex object, I guess. I'm a mother, a wife and a sex object."
Rachel smiled then and reached over and took my hand. She held it, then looked down at it, turned it palm up and lifted it to her lips. She kissed my palm gently and then pressed it against her full breast.
"Take me to bed, Helen." She whispered.
It was the glimmer of hope in her eyes that gave me hope, for her and for me. I just hoped my plan would work. We drove to my house, mostly in silence. She asked about places and traffic and other details of our city. I answered and left the rest alone. I found the closer I got to my house, the more excited I became. I got so aroused it was becoming difficult to focus on driving. I claim it was the constant aroma of male cum around me but it might well have been Rachel herself. Knowing what I know now, perhaps it was the growing sense that my plan would work perfectly, if I understood anything.



I parked in the drive and turned off Tina's BMW. I looked over at Rachel. She seemed to be small, tiny but she was as tall as me and with her breasts, likely bigger than me though her hips were narrower because mine had housed two kids so I had that motherly spread that makes a MILF so comfortable on her back, or so I express it.
"Is this your house?" Rachel spoke into the suddenly uncomfortable silence. I realized I was risking a lot. Still, I twisted around and kissed her, not softly, not gently but with vigor, full of need and the lust raging in me. She didn't have a dick but I thought teaching her how to make love to a woman might be perfect for me.
The kiss made us both breathless.
"Let's take this inside before the neighbors come snooping." I said, looking down her shirt at the bruise on her right breast
I so wanted to give her a matching hickey.
We got out of the BMW and walked to the front door. I opened and I sensed immediately that my plan was going to work, at least, I'd have all the pieces. Whether it worked or not depended on Rachel. I led her into the hall, the very hall where I was raped Friday night. I walked into the living room and there they were. Tina was naked on the couch and Antonio had her one leg propped up between them and was fucking her.
"Oh my goodness!" Rachel gasped when she saw the couple, coupled on the couch. Antonio lifted his head and looked at her and she squeaked.
I took hold of her hand and felt the tension zinging through her.
"Rachel, let me introduce you. That is Tina, my sister-in-law and that man fucking her is my rapist, Antonio. I am hoping you won't mind if he rapes you again while he's here? He's raped me and he's raped Tina. I bet he'd be thrilled to rape you."
Rachel looked at the copulating couple and then back at me. She looked at them, then back at me.
"Oh my god, really?" She asked. "He's your rapist?"
I nodded.
"Yep, he's my rapist."
Whatever I saw in her eyes, it wasn't fear.
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Extending the MILF List Chapter 18:
**************************
There may be such a thing as coincidences but even then, they need parts to fit together just so. The most complicated coincidences are more involved than just tab A in Slot B and bam! You have a coincidence. It is startling when they happen and even more startling when you decide it is a disaster and then just go limp and let happen whatever is going to happen. Well, not limp exactly, if you're a common male going limp is hardly the best response or any response, but you get my meaning. Wednesday began a series of coincidences that may or may not have been. The end result was lots of pussy for Sonny and, despite my occasional grousing about this abundance raining down around me, well, on me actually, I fucking loved it.
I woke up Wednesday with no inclination to go to school. That wasn't what woke me. My phone did. On that phone was a certain Swish with a Wish.
"Hassum?" I mumbled after his bright as sunshine greeting. "It's snowing I think. Cold as Norwegian hell and it isn't even five o'clock here yet. Why do you sound so wide awake?" I hesitated, finally remembering the door the man represented to me. "What can I do for you, Hassum?" I forgot his last name. I'd have called him Mister Something but that sounds fine unless you're trying to impress them, then not so much.
"Sonny, Sonny, Sonny, never ask what Hassum can do for you, I would if you asked, you know that. Ask what you can do for Hassum. Okay, that is inaccurate. Hassum do wonderful thing for Sonny."
Uh oh.
"What wonderful thing did Hassum do for Sonny?"
"I arrange to put the Travers women in a good mood for you to meet them today. You know they are arriving today, right? You have to go meet them, right?"
"Uh huh." I grunted. I sat up, rubbing my eyes. My intervention with Tawny had left me exhausted. Satisfying her boundless lust for showing off required lots of energy and left me with a distinct deficit.
"Well, I have arranged to put them in a very good mood. You understand that Mr. Travers is unfortunately at a very important position with respect to a certain unnamed project that both my employer and yours are engaged in, deeply engaged and not with adequate prophylactic protections, so they are feeling a fresh breeze where they should only feel cozy and warm."
"In other words, Travers has them over a barrel?"
Hassum laughed.
"Oh no, our employers put other people over barrels, not the other way around. Travers can be replaced by a little red button but it would have expenses that could and likely would put the project in question into a much less lucrative mode. All the trouble would hardly be justified if Travers is not allowed to participate. So, as a penalty for his boorish behavior, you get his wife and daughter." He stopped.
For a moment I had the feeling that he was waiting for me to confess to having met them already but since he didn't ask, I didn't volunteer. I almost stepped into the pause and confessed everything but Hassum's love of his own melodious voice saved me.
"I have arranged a very nice shopping spree for them both this afternoon, after they arrive. I told you about that already." He paused again.
I wasn't fooled this time. He wasn't seeking approval or my involvement at all. I stayed quiet as a mouse stalking the cat.
"Five thousand dollars!" He chortled, pleasure and envy mixed in his voice. "A piece!" He fairly shrieked. "Can you imagine? A five thousand dollar shopping spree!"
"Wonderful." I spoke dourly and blamed the morning. "You already told me about this. So what is so important to interrupt my beauty sleep?"
"You are so male. Shopping cannot be to you what it is the other half of humanity."
"You're right. At this time of day I barely care to try to be even a little empathetic."
"No need. My point in calling you is to tell you that I have informed them each that you are to have them both, before they leave Friday morning."
"Any positions you want me to try out?" I asked as dryly as I was able at that time in the morning.
Hassum laughed.
"Oh, Sonny, you funny man! Very funny man." He sounded just like Annie at her most pidginy. That made me nervous, wondering if all of his accents were put on. Perhaps every affectation was just a flounce and bounce with no springs in the mattress. I didn't like that idea, because I'd have bet a good ass reaming that Hassum was gay as a three-dollar bill.
"Sorry, I'm still asleep."
He sobered right up.
"I wanted you to know I happened to mention to them this morning that I may have let slip about their individual secrets. Neither were pleased." His voice had gone all oily, which made my ears wiggle. I was trying to figure out how that would affect the Travers weather report.
"Mrs. Travers informed me that you offered her a very nice collar. Copper weave I believe she said."
"I didn't want to offer them silver or gold in case I never see them again."
"Oh, I think you'll see them again." His voice sobered.
"Did they tell you what they told me? About why they are here?"
"No. I can't imagine."
"Okay. Just curious." The silence that followed was priceless. When Hassum spoke next, there was real chagrin in his voice.
"Oh my god, Mr. Duncan, are you going to make me plead? Must I ask you to give me the juicy details?"
"You can ask. Do I have to tell you?"
"Of course. I live vicariously through you."
"Hassum, I haven't done anyone's ass since, hmm, let me think. Besides, we'd need to compare notes to determine if the female ass is the same as the male ass."
"Oh, dear boy, you underestimate me. Its not like I have never waded into a woman before."
"So? Is the ass the same?"
Hassum laughed and hung up. I knew he had because the laughing suddenly stopped, unless someone had put a garrote around his neck and loped of his laughing head. I dropped the phone and went back to sleep.
The next call came at about seven or seven-thirty. It was Messy Melissa, Alissa Honeywell's sister.
"Sonny?"
I'd answered the phone, again, from the midst of a very deep sleep that did not involve fucking some train of women with an impossibly constant cock. I was making something with hammer and nails and the nails were too big. Fuck off Sigmund, it was just a dream. Anyway, the phone rang and once I got awake enough to make the thing work right, I heard Melissa Crawford's wheezing voice in my ear. I also heard the bangs and bumps of the blisters downstairs getting ready to go back to work. The thought about them calling Mom to get me to...what? Seduce, fuck, what do you call it when you have sex with a woman so your sister can boink her husband? Commerce? Fair trade?
"Sonny? Sonny! Are you there?"
"Oh, what? Yes, Messy, I'm here."
"You never call, you never write...what's a girl to think?"
"I turned off my ESP to save the battery, so, I give up. What is a girl to think?"
Silence.
I waited.
Finally, after a few thundering heartbeats, she sighed, loudly, right in my ear.
"Sonny, you haven't forgotten, have you?"
"Forgotten what?" Now there is a self-explanatory question if I ever heard one.
"Sonny! Don't make me say it out loud."
"I want to hear you say it out loud. Now you have to. Say it, say it, say it!" I chanted, while frantically searching for what she was going to say to avoid gasping with surprise.
"Sonny! This is serious. I, I lied to Alissa. I told her I wasn't getting in till Saturday morning or afternoon I guess but I'll be there Thursday night."
My dance card was filling up. There's a concept from the 1920s none of us really understands anymore, durable and useful as it is.
"Oh, okay. What time?"
"I have a late flight. It may be midnight or so before I get in."
I groaned. "Want me to pick you up?"
"I need a place to stay, Sonny. I can't go to stay with Alissa because...oh, fuck, I want to fuck Sam and Sammy. Happy? I want to fuck a man and his son."
"Go on. This is getting interesting."
"And I want to have my brother-in-law with my sister at the same time."
"And leave Sammy out of that?"
"That'd be the coup de grace."
"Use another term, that means you get your head chopped off." Or mine, I thought, considering that particular configuration of the ties that bind seemed to have a lot of razor wire included. Ouch.
"The Arc d'Triumpe, then. That okay?"
"Close enough." I shivered and made my teeth rattle together. "I think I'll share you with Sam first, just to get you two acquainted, unless I am missing something."
"No, no, not missing anything. I confess I teased him mercilessly and always just to piss Alissa off. It always worked, poor man. He didn't know where to sit or spin. How are you going to arrange it?"
I wanted to confess I was a little behind on that project plan. I decided not to. I went with the confident operative not brooking doubt in subordinates.
"You don't worry about that. Just make sure all your parts are oiled and in fine working order."
"I am so oiled up, I think I could smuggle a pound of sausage through the airport."
"Don't try that." I chuckled. "If I can't pick you up, can I call you on this number?"
She said that'd be fine. I had half a mind to have Sammy do that but I figured that he'd ride her off into the sunset and I'd have to settle my account with her another time. I had a flash of what Ellen Collier would think of Melissa Crawford. I shivered again, suddenly cold but wanting ever so much to see that. I felt like a mad scientist mixing chemicals before Lavoisier devised the periodic table, all curious and brave. I think it was that French guy. Before that it was all trial and error, mix and duck for cover.
We hung up and I lay back in bed. Without making the conscious decision, I'd blown off classes today. Well, for the rest of the week. I actually had most of the projects done early, papers and the like and I had tests late the next week. I had a landing pad for the pussy falling out of the sky in my schedule and I was loath to reverse whatever dance I did to call this rain. Wow.
The next call was from Suzanne's phone but Borland's voice greeted me.
"Sonny Duncan?"
He sounded so formal, I got a knot in my stomach and a lump in my throat.
"Yes." I said, around them both.
"Borland Northcutt here. I wondered if you could meet me downtown about, say, ten this morning?"
I wanted to ask why. I wanted to but didn't. I don't know why. Borland was one of those men whose very manner makes you want to defer to them, like they know everything and have it all under their control if you just don't swerve out of your lane, things'll work out just fine.
"I suppose I could. Sure."
"You don't have class, do you?"
"Canceled." I said, almost truthfully. I had canceled my attendance after all.
"Fine. See you then."
I had visions of being handed Suzanne for a little servicing and got all wound up. I jumped up and got ready to go. At the last moment I packed a bag, replete with accessories and clean clothes as though I was going on a road trip for the weekend. I recognized my optimism in doing the boy scout thing but better to have it and not need it than need it and not have it. I was on the road before I realized I didn't know where I was going. I was downtown where I could pull off and diddle my phone when I got a text message from Suzanne ne Borland. It told me to meet him...believe it or not, at the Sparrow Garden, the bistro inside The China Sparrow, so that was the first coincidence. I drove there, handed off my car to the Top Hat guys and hurried inside. It was cold as a well digger's belt buckle. I was also early. I went into the restaurant and peered around. I found the back of Borland's head but doubted it because the woman sitting across from him wasn't Suzanne.
I glanced at the time, it was nine-thirty. I scanned the crowd and saw mother and daughter, Imogen and Miriam sitting at their cluttered table, just finishing up. I moonwalked backwards out of sight and then scrambled around to a little alcove where I could watch the restaurant door. I sat down and picked up a newspaper. I tried it out and finally figured out the interface. Fuck, how could you read those things on the train and not just irritate the shit out everyone else.
I held it up so I could just peer over the top. Ten minutes later I saw the Travers women walk out, bubbling with excitement. I have to wonder if shopping makes some women wet. Shit, if shopping can make a woman come, no wonder marriage is in trouble as an institution. The man is getting fucked twice and neither in a good way. Fine, I'm a chauvinist on Wednesdays. It is hump day after all. Can't be much more chauvinist than that, can you? Well, you can but I wasn't really trying that hard, saving my hardness for later as it were. Watching them walk out of the restaurant gave me a thrill because at one perfect point, Imogen Travers turned and I saw clearly the copper choker around her neck. She'd removed the copper chain but the collar was clearly affixed in place. She hadn't changed her mind.
It may have taken me another ten minutes to figure out how to fold up the newspaper. The first time I swear it looked like I'd made one of those sailor hats out of paper from the old movies. How can those things be so fucking complicated! If newspapers want to survive they need to put a little button on them that you can hit and they fold up all by themselves.
I got up and sauntered into the restaurant. I stopped and scanned and damn if Borland wasn't gone. I was about to use the simple interface on my phone to call him when I felt a hand on my elbow.
"Sonny, there you are. Where did you go? I saw you come in but then you disappeared."
"I, uh, I saw you were with someone I didn't recognize and I was early so I thought I should be more on time and less early."
Borland looked dapper, dressed in a dark blue pinstripe suit with a shiny red tie. His white hair was perfect, a surgically straight part, not a hair out of place. It was so perfect it could have been a hat.
"That's my ex-wife. We, we are negotiating and you are right on time. She has to leave. I just wanted to introduce you." He put a hand on my elbow. I half-expected to feel some pointed something in my ribs. I didn't but I felt steered as if there was a gun in my side. "I'm going to introduce you as my new associate, and she'll take that to mean you're my assistant. Let her. I'll explain in a minute. Come along, will you?"
I nodded and went along, though my spine suddenly itched and I wanted to go find a gnarly tree to rub against to get the feeling of little creepy crawling things out from under my skin.
"Carol Lynn? This is Sonny Duncan. He is going to join us."
The woman regarded me with cool eyes. She was blonde but in a blonde way that made Suzanne Northcutt seem like a whole different species of human. Where Suzanne seemed voriciously sexual, this woman seemed like she'd been cut from a very diverse block of stone. Everything about her was in place and perfect. I reflected on this similarity between Borland and Carol Lynn Northcutt, the mother of his children but not his current wife.
"Pleased to meet you. Am I interrupting?"
"No. We are done. I am leaving." The woman stood and nodded to Borland, which he mimicked, turned and walked away, her winter coat over one arm. She seemed to glide along, an impression shattered by the bob and dazzle of her ass.
Borland and I both stared after her. I at least fixed my attention on her flanks and ass and presumed Borland was similarly affixed.
"You divorced that?" I muttered, wonderingly.
"Yeah. I did. Sit. Please. I'll try to make it make sense but then, you've been in my wife, you have to understand that and you can as well as anyone, I suppose."
I sat where she'd sat and the seat was still warm. The leather was supple with her heat and I had a tingle in my dingle thinking of what a woman had to be to make a seat that warm. Hot, was the word that came to mind and it echoed both meanings, the one the eyes mean and the one that skin indicates once the tight sweater comes off.
Borland waved over a waitress who cleared their dishes. When he heard I hadn't had breakfast yet, he got a menu and I order eggs Benedict with American bacon. The woman gave me disbelieving look but I ignored her. When she left us, leaving behind a glass of water for me and a warm up of Borland's coffee, he looked at me with his gray, cool eyes and smiled thinly.
"I want you to seduce my ex-wife." He said softly. "It won't be that difficult." He grinned but it was a bleak, grim thing. "You see, since I married Suzanne, I have had a number of assistants. Each time Carol Lynn meets one, she seduces them. I had no idea she had that sort of talent or inclination. She was never omni-sexual while we were married. At first, she seduced my assistant and I had no inkling. It cost me half a million dollars because she found assets I'd hidden and required they be included in our divorce decree. I confess, I was trying to bilk her out of her fair share. I was facing the end of my professional career that I'd depended on to that point and feared penury at her hands, and we were fighting over the children and custody.
"Ah, the bad old days when I fought with her just to prove I could give as good as I got. She seduced my assistant, a pretty young woman that Suzanne figured out had gone into the other locker room before I did. I eventually figured out Carol Lynn was siphoning off information from her and her lap top. I dismissed her for cause and got another. Carol Lynn seduced them all, proving what I always thought that every woman can be bi-sexual. If there was ever a woman addicted to cock, the whole cock and nothing but the cock, it was Carol Lynn Northcutt. She took to sex with women so easy, but I never suspected until my divorce plan went south on nearly every point.
"That was actually a good thing. At one point, I just gave up and turned everything over to her and her shark lawyer. My shark lawyer did me right and we eventually fired them both and settled the matter between us, amiably...but it took a couple years for us to get there. By that time, my business had transformed into something new and I was much more comfortable sharing our largess with her. Suzanne never blinked, I tell myself that's because she's a Vestigial Saint but the reality is likely that she makes plenty of money doing what she does and so doesn't feel like Carol Lynn is picking her pocket. Since then, though, Carol Lynn has taken every opportunity to seduce every associate I have ever hired. I switched over to young men and she didn't miss a beat. I always thought I should warn them, tried that but it did no good. Whatever Carol Lynn decides, she'll usually does, without much hesitation."



"So, its not so much that you want me to seduce her as you want her to seduce me."
Borland nodded.
"Let me explain though. My son is a year younger than you. Just turned nineteen and is graduating high school. I can get him into a very good school but he'd need to leave home to attend it. One of the premier schools in the country. I offered to pay for it all and get him in and everything and she shut it down. It is one of those things she just wants to be contrary about, saying that she wants him to stay close by. I don't buy it of course, she is just opposed to anything and everything I propose, but always amiably. She says no with a very sweet smile.
"If that was all it was, I could just chalk it up to a difference of opinion but it isn't. She is busily emasculating our son. She does everything but dress him up in a skirt...I know that isn't the slam it used to be but still, you get my point. I'd not be bothered by any sartorial choice so long as he made it but she has sapped his will and destroyed his ability to make any decision or any will to even try.
"Carol Lynn isn't a bad woman and I don't really hold her responsible. Frankly, she is jealous of the combustibility of the sexual relationship I have with Suzanne. She hates Suzanne and that feeling seems mutual. Suzanne gets her hackles up whenever Carol Lynn is even close by. Both woman get possessive and I start looking for a priest with the right credentials to exorcise them both. It's easier to just keep them apart. At least till now.
"Carol Lynn has convinced Jason to stay home and go to a community college. She insists she should be the one to pay for his schooling and won't allow me to change that conviction. He is listless and limp when it comes to the subject and is ready to do only and whatever Carol Lynn tells him to do."
I sat back. I think the pending project of the Travers women inspired me to try and suss out the point. I wasn't seeing it. I could see part of it but I couldn't see the whole picture and Borland clearly had something definite and clear in mind. I decided to just be honest and tell him what I thought I saw.
"Okay, so I see that if you introduce me as your assistant I should expect a flutter of petty coats and some heavy breathing coming my way. I don't see how that helps you with anything. Except to pull a gag on your ex-wife by tricking her into fucking me." I couldn't help it. I grinned and felt raffish for the first time ever. "Don't get me wrong, I am not complaining. I wouldn't kick her out of bed for eating crackers. I think you'd have to be crackers to let someone else pick your bone with that lounging at home."
Borland smiled.
"My ex-wife is a smart woman. Believe me, her skin wasn't that nice when we were married. She mistook lack of affection as lack of interest. Affection is like sound, after a while all that's left is echos of the original and if you don't have some nice hard surfaces, it just gets absorbed. We both went lax and let it fade and fade it did. Living together quit being fun for me at least and I'm pretty sure for her too. I was obsessed with the game at work and bored with raising the kids. That's likely why they resent me now. Let me lay it out for you though.
"You let her seduce you and you seduce her. You do with her what you did with Suzanne and I doubt she'll recover. While her head is turning round and round, you introduce her to the mother-daughter thing or the mother-son thing if you insist and let things be for a while. You're bound to meet Jason if you can keep Carol interested. She's been using sex to poke me for so long, I doubt she'll notice getting addicted to Sonny. When you have her enthralled, you either suggest Jason do her or make it happen. Either way, she'll be so appalled at what she let happen, she'll let go of him and I can get him to come live with me or something like that. Then he'll have a chance to get his head clear and start using the testosterone God gave him."
I nodded, a little nonplussed but definitely intimidated.
"I think you overestimate the power of Sonny. I may look like a Pussy Master but it drops in my lap a lot of times and the rest of the time I am just dancing to the music. I don't think I'm the guy who dances and changes the music."
"What?" Borland looked completely confused.
"I think you overestimate my ability first to seduce your ex-wife and then to keep her seduced long enough to make having Jason around uncomfortable."
"Oh. Why didn't you just say that? What's all that about music and dancing? We're talking about sex."
"I know." I didn't want to try to explain. I wasn't sure I could. I can't tell sometimes if I am making the metaphor or if the metaphor is making me.
Borland sat forward.
"Listen. I shouldn't tell you this but I need your help and Suzanne says that you have what addicts a woman."
"A dick?" I muttered. "Pretty sure I am not that different from the other pants walking around with zippers for flies."
Borland looked confused.
"I am not the only one who has a cock."
"No, not the cock. Suzanne didn't tell me whatever it was, she just said you had it and Carol would want it, like it and not want to give it up. She suggested that you treat Carol Lynn as just another of your, what do you call them? MILFs?"
"MILFs, right. Mothers I'd Like to Fuck. Leave out the T."
"Right. MILF. I get it. Listen, I am worried sick about Jason and how he is turning out. He has no backbone and little or no interest in dating or sex or women. He ain't gay. Carol went nuts about the books he downloads from Amazon. She wanted me to shut off his access to my account but I refused. I see what he buys and it is all manner of tab A in slot B."
"You read that stuff?" I asked a little nervously.
Borland nodded. "Traveling with the idea of keeping the plumbing working needs the help. Nice to take a brain vacation at night after working long hours."
I nodded. Studying was like that, I guess.
"So you want me to seduce your wife?"
"Ex-wife. You've already had the current wife and she has you on her speed dial so if you call, she'll know it's you and answer. And yes, I have her phone at the moment. And yes, she knows what I am suggesting. She said to tell you to take one step at a time. If you find that Carol doesn't cotton to you, then there is no next step. If she does, then you can play hide the sausage with her as much as you like. If the opportunity comes up to make sure Jason knows she having sex, often with you, monkey sex, circus sex, all that shit, then maybe you can find a way to get the end result, namely he wants to flee there and come live with us for the summer, at least. I can get him in off a wait list if he wants but he has to agree to get on it in the first place. Time is short. Just one step at a time. I want to hurry the process along but Suzanne says you stroke the pussy till its wet and you don't go pushing things inside until then. One step at a time."
"What if she doesn't chase me?"
"Oh, she'll call. One thing she is or at least has been is consistent. I've had eight or nine assistants since we broke up and she's fucked them all. I was going to get two assistants but that just avoided the issue."
"What happen when she pumps me for knowledge and finds out I'm a know nothing?"
Borland smiled.
"She'll think you're incredibly clever and careful, loyal, kind, brave, clean and reverent and she'll want to fuck you all the more, I expect. Look, the whole point is to get Jason to think for himself. It may be that if you are having sex with her, she'll forget to focus on him. Tricia, my daughter, tells me that it's sickening, her words, how Carol dotes on Jason. Even Jason notices. He knows but doesn't want to reject her. He's a tenderhearted guy and knows how much the divorce hurt her, how much I hurt her. He has matured and gotten over the 'I hate Dad' thing but he hasn't found a way out of the 'mother loves me the best' trap he's caught in. He still believes that love and good are the same thing. He still believes that if someone loves you, they'll never hurt you and whatever they do will be for your own good. That conception is difficult to shake. It is sad but true, love and your own best interest are not always aligned."
"Stop it. You're depressing me." I muttered. It wasn't that realization that love and goodness are not always aligned; it was more the more personal idea that love would never find me because the first fight would end up being about me boning her mother and there's no way a guy wins that fight. Ever. That is not good long term love relationship material. Unless the objective is tab A in slot B, my approach to life simply doesn't fit anywhere in normal life. My sisters would agree, think. I stared the fact that love was not in my future if I kept fucking every opportunity that skirted my vision. I sighed, inside, out of sight, but I sighed. Everybody wants to love and I was too young to realize that eternal love was less likely that eternal pain. Still, that much was clear to me and so, yes, I sighed.
"Sonny, if you don't want to do this, if it doesn't work for you, then don't worry about it. This is my last attempt to influence my son's life and if it works, jolly good! If not, then that's the status quo. I know I cannot exert pressure without making things worse. I am hoping that you are a honey trap that might change the balance of power in that household."
"Isn't that being mean to the metaphor? I mean, I've never been called a honey trap before." I wasn't sure how I felt about that. I always thought that was a seductive young woman who stole your wallet and identity while you are stoned out of your mind under the couch from pussy intoxication.
Borland ignored me.
"Well? What do you think?"
"What do I think about what? I don't see anything to do yet. Are you going to give me her number or some way to get in contact with her?"
"Oh no, she'd smell me on that. Nope, this has to be her idea. You are bait and we just wait to see if she strikes."
"Great, first a honey trap and now bait. Is that an improvement or not?"
He ignored me again, apparently my identity crisis had no interest for him.
"Well, if she calls, I wanted you to know a little about what was going on. Okay?"
I grunted. Borland took that for agreement and called for the check. He signed and stood up. I wasn't done eating yet but it had gone cold. I ordered more.
"Thank you for doing this for me, Sonny. I know it is a lot to ask." He turned to go but then turned back. "Don't neglect Suzanne, either. She is feeling ignored and that makes her downright hard to live with. So, I mean, when you have a situation to fit her, don't hesitate on my account. I have no problem with you having sex with my ex-wife and my wife on successive days."
"How about together?" I asked, just to fill out the options.
The look Borland gave me made him look cross-eyed. I wanted to laugh but he laughed first.
"You do that and...and...shit, I don't know what I'd do but it'd be a fucking miracle. Fucking miracle!" He laughed at himself then as he walked away.
I checked the time. Shit, suddenly I had the whole day in front of me and nothing doing. That bothered me a little. I had that awful feeling that the pussy faeries had been rejected and they took their toys and went home. What if it was me and Rosy for the rest of my life, hell for the rest of my youth would be bad enough. I locked on that and after a dour few minutes, shrugged and assured myself that I was a talent and I could live if the pussy monsoon blew over and the sun came out again.
The Travers women returned to my mind and I sat there puzzling over their little knot of naughtiness. Those two women posed an interesting dilemma. One wanted to have sex with her mother and the other wanted to hide the fact that she wasn't really a lesbian. They both wanted me to have sex with the other and leave them alone. That confused me. It felt like a mid-term test and I'd skipped the last two weeks of class and material in the syllabus.
I was puzzling over this when my phone rang.
I answered it and it cleared up my confusion.
"Sonny." The voice reminded me of tomorrow.
"Well, if it isn't Ellen Collier. To what do I owe the pleasure?"
"Were you fucking with me?"
"Not that I know of. I think I'd have noticed, I mean, you are short but not that short."
"Fuck you, Duncan. No, I mean about the whole father and son does Ellen, thing?"
"Oh, oh that."
"What do you mean, oh that?"
"Just that. That. Nothing else."
"Jesus, Sonny, you're not making any sense."
"Shut up and let me think." I muttered. I was getting the divine light of the a priori shining up my butt again and I just had to let it mature.
Let's see. Miriam Travers wanted to have sex with her mother but wanted me to have sex with her mother first, so she could tell her father Imogen wasn't a lesbian so maybe he'd go back home danging his cock before him. Imogen, on the other hand, wanted me to have sex with her daughter a) because she, Imogen, was a lesbian and didn't want Mimi to discover she was a fake pussy lover...unlike me who am genuine 100% pussy lover. And b) because she wanted to disabuse her husband of the idea that he was the only one banging his daughter. This all existed in the vacuum created by Hassum when he insisted that Miriam and Imogen were swapping lovers behind each other's backs, which meant that somehow they both knew neither were lesbians...god, my head hurt.
"Sonny? Jesus, are you still there."
"Not Jesus, this is Sonny. God, do you use the phone to talk to God?"
"God? I don't have his number but I'd text him if I did."
"You called me." I said.
"And you told me to shut up and let you think. I doubt I really have that much time to waste."
"Fuck you, Ellen. Mrs. Collier."
Ellen laughed.
"Mrs. Collier was my mother, at least for a little while. So? Goddammit Sonny, were you shitting me?"
"Oh, you mean about you having sex with your dark friend's father and him at the same time?"
"There you have it. I knew you'd catch up if I slowed down to a fast crawl."
"Fuck you."
"You said that once but without much conviction."
I couldn't untangle the Travers knot but then I got an inspiration. Mrs. Travers wanted a double dose...I'd demonstrated the regular fucking last night using Tawny as my partner in crime...I chortled to myself. I am Captain Profane! I bet I'd look good in purple tights.
"Ms. Collier, how is your ass lately?"
"My ass? Are you asking if Sammy has been spanking me, no. If anyone gets spanked its Sammy, not me."
"I don't want to know about that." I muttered. "No, I mean as in the asshole."
"Oh, you mean is Sammy cornholing me?"
"You're such a lady."
"You too. What do you want, really?"
"Ask not what Sonny can do for you, ask rather what you can do for Sonny!"
"Jesus, don't you respect anyone?"
"Bugs Bunny gets my vote. He had more cool than James Bond and never even killed anyone."
"James Bond isn't real."
"Hey, neither is Bugs Bunny."
"What are we talking about. Oh, the ass."
"What if I offered you a two 'fer. One in front and one in back?"
"Didn't we do that already?"
"Maybe. But if you don't remember, we should try again and see if it is more memorable."
Ellen snickered.
"Can you get to the point. I'm dying here."
"You called me."
"I know but...oh never mind. What the fuck are you talking about?"
"How would you feel about getting double-teamed in front of a couple of strange women who have ambitions of their own?"
"Ambitions?"
"Answer the question. No deflecting. Think about it. You riding one cock. Another inching into you from behind. Two beautiful women watching closely, seeing how a real woman fucks two men at the same time."
"God, Sonny, you really know how to ruin a woman's day. I won't be worth a shit now."
"Why?"
"Didn't you just proposition me?"
"Did I?"
"Did you?"
We were getting no where. I finally grabbed the bull horns, or the horny girl by the bull, maybe.
"I'm thinking of demonstrating how a woman can be fucked in the ass and pussy at the same time. I'd like you to volunteer as exhibit number one."
"You want to make me an exhibitionist?"
"Yes or no. I'll call someone else. I have a little black book."
"Surprised you can read."
"Fine. Talk to you later. Oh, what did you call for?"
"Sonny." Her voice became completely serious suddenly. "I need to know if you were shitting me about fucking Sammy and his dad."
"Ellen, I was not shitting you. I'd be pleased if you'd consent to fuck Sammy and his daddy."
"Why?"
Oh. There it was. She was smelling a skunk in the wood pile.
"Because. No, hold on. I'll tell you. Because Sammy's Aunt is arriving tomorrow night and I thought it'd be easier for Sammy to share you with his dad before they took on his Aunt."
"Good god's galoshes. Sonny, are you serious?"
"Yep. Later, its Sonny, his father, his mother, and his aunt all comparing freckles on a bed."
"My god, are you serious? Can I...I don't suppose that would work so well. What with Mrs. Honeywell being my boss and all. How will she feel about me boning her ol' man?"
"She's not exactly in love with him. I have my doubts about making this all work out. They have issues."
Ellen didn't respond for a moment. She was thinking and I was waiting for her to finish.
"Sonny, really, would this help or hurt that? Them I mean? I don't want to go where angels fear to tread."
"Yeah, like you're an angel. Ellen, seriously, I have no idea. I am just taking suggestions from the audience and they include Alissa's sister doing Sammy and Mr. Honeywell."
"What makes you think Mr. Honeywell is interested?"
"That's a good question. He said he was. It is in the man manual not to lie about such things except to your therapist."
"You've discussed this with him?"
"I have."
"And?"
"And he wants to fuck his sister-in-law."
"What about his wife?"
I grinned to myself.
"That might be a little of my own invention."
"You're shitting me? You're thinking about setting Mrs. Honeywell up with her own husband?"
"And her sister. And her son."
"Jesus rocks, Sonny, you're one crazy S.O.B."
"And you could be there." I added, almost eagerly. I managed to keep the voyeuristic excitement out of my voice. If I was a woman, watching another woman fuck her husband and son at the same time would spin my top. I knew I was projecting but I had the feeling that Ellen Collier's top spun in just that way.
She exhaled into her phone, a very expressive statement of her response without wasting any words.
"Well?"
"It's scary to say, but fucking god, Sonny, I want to be there."
"Can you leave work today? No. Better, come around early maybe four or five? Take tomorrow off, hell, take the rest of the week off. I think I can put a little fizz in your juice box if you like."
I could imagine her shaking her head and rolling her eyes.
"Sonny, you do this and...I don't know what but I'll make it up to you."
I chuckled, imagining Ellen with a nice neat collar around her neck. I had a sudden, disquieting thought. Was I getting too rambunctious with the collars? If everyone I fuck has one, does it lose its meaning? No. No and no. No, no, no. A collar means, Sonny please fuck me. I failed to see how that would be an inhibition I didn't want to live with. Hell, I could always say 'no', but only if it was sexy as hell to make them wait.
"So where are you. I mean, where should I be?" Ellen asked. The subservience in her voice, tautly eager, ran a shiver up my spine.
I told her about The China Sparrow and gave her basic directions. I disconnected. Oh, shit. I was missing a dick. I hated it but the idea of Ellen mounted on Brent's cock more or less grossed me out. She'd look like a corsage. I called Landon.



"Landon? You in class?"
"Uh, nope. At home. What's up, Sonny?"
"Listen, you know about Sammy's affair, right?" I forgot if he knew or not.
"Why don't you clue me in, as if I don't know, so you and I both understand each other."
"He's nearly shacked up with an associate attorney at his Mom's firm. She's crazy as a wet cat but feisty. Sammy loves it and she gets a charge out of boinking her bosses' son. But she has other boinking charges I like to cater to."
"Oh? Do tell."
I paused, sorting through what fit best to tell next. I decided for a robust explanation.
"I have a mother and daughter who are a bit twisted and twisty. That is to say I am not sure what is going on but I have one in a collar and the other thinking about it."
"Jesus, Sonny, what are you doing, anyway?"
"That's a longer story. The mother has the idea that she'd like to get a cock from both sides."
"Double teamed?"
"Right."
"Which is why you're calling me."
"Right again."
"You know my mother and Darlene had a little work assignment Monday, right?"
I think Landon was testing me, and in doing so was testing Darlene. I chuckled.
"I set them up, yes. They were helping me out as a mother-daughter team. I am leery about handing off the actual mother-daughter pairs I have...what would I call it? Obtained?"
"Collared?" Landon offered dryly.
"Close. Working on that. Anyway, rather than just drop this new MILF into the deep water, and her daughter with her, I offered Ms. Collier the opportunity to be our demonstration toy." I stopped, waiting to see what Landon's response would be. He didn't jump in but after a few moments he hissed into the phone.
"You want me to help you fuck this Ellen Collier?" He grunted. "How do I...I know, I know. I don't need to explain it to Darlene, she fucked some stranger the other night as a favor to you. I can fuck this stranger as a favor to you and it all evens out, right?"
Landon knew angles. That was certainly mine.
"Right. Exactly. What do you say?"
"Where and when?" Here he chuckled a little wryly. "I have the feeling that I've been missing the boat. The other guys are all getting a lot more variety than I have been."
"Dude, you're in love. It makes you blind."
"Yeah, with a woman who thinks hooking is a cool pasttime and is trying to hook my mother into sharing her hobby with her, so to speak." He snorted. "That just sounds weird to say out loud. God, Sonny, when did you become the fuck god?"
I shrugged, suddenly feeling that distant past when me and my friends were just guys talking about basketball and chasing the fluttering skirts that fluttered by. Then we chased with our eyes, now I chased with my cock. Different. Really different. Well, catching is different now, different than just chasing. I like chasing though. Chasing is fun; catching is phenomenal.
"Suddenly its raining pussy and, well, I have a thing about rejecting a willing woman..."
Landon clicked his tongue.
"Dangerous to reject a woman. Word gets around."
"Precisely my fear. So?"
"I said where and when."
"Say five tonight at The China Sparrow?" I gave him directions and told him to meet us in the bar. I wondered if I'd told Ellen to meet us in the bar or not? I was about to call her back when my phone rang in my hand. The universe was not done with me yet. It was still trying to drown me. The fuck faeries were still buzzing around the room backwards.
"Hello?" I answered my phone. I didn't recognize the number nor did I recognize the voice exactly.
"Is this Sonny Duncan?" The woman on the other end of the line asked. Not a line anymore but what do you call it when you use a cell phone? I like the line and the connection it implied, like it was real and physical.
"It is."
"This is Carol."
Wow. That was fast. I felt a surge of pride at being such good bait.
"Hi. What can I do for you, Carol?" I like that phrase and fall back on it when I am easing into something, or someone.
"You can have sex with me."
I waited. The tone of her voice sounded like she had more to add but then didn't. Plus her voice didn't exactly match the blonde I'd met earlier. But then, she'd only spoken like two words and this call, the "please fuck me" call could tinker with the vocal chords. I ignored the discrepancy. Oh hell, I didn't even notice. She had me at "you can have sex with me". The subtleties flew right past me.
"I, well, okay." I said, realizing for the first time that I simply hadn't thought through to this moment and how to get through it to the end result. Turned out I didn't need much participation, depending on how you squinted at it.
"Where are you?"
"Still at the Sparrow's Feast."
"The Sparrow's Feast?"
"Oh, that's not right, is it? I mean The Sparrow Garden. Sorry. I haven't been here till now."
"Is that in the hotel?"
I thought that was a little odd but ignored it.
"Yes, in The China Sparrow."
"Okay. I know where it is. I'll be there in fifteen minutes. Why don't you get us a room?"
I almost made some smart assed comment about doing it in public since it takes a village but didn't. How well did I know this woman? If you are going to be silly, best to know your audience or let them pick you at least.
"Text me the room number." She spoke into the pause my mental futzing created.
"I will."
I had a small twinge, suddenly disappointed that I couldn't get to the movies. I hit myself on the cheek bone with my fork and got egg on my nose. What idiot thinks that movies are better than sex with a stranger? If that's a real question, the answer is not me. Definitely not me. I looked at my unfinished breakfast and groaned. I quit eating immediately. I'd been stoking for an evening tryst with The Travers women and a little demonstration with Ellen but now I needed to quit stuffing my cheeks.
I got up and sauntered out to the elevators and took it up to my room. A Suite! I figured I had income and I could spend it. I wondered if I could deduct the cost of the room from my taxes? Only if I fucked Mrs. Travers on my bed once each night I paid for. Then I could call it a business expense, right?
I had a whole dialog with an IRS auditor in my head, trying to explain why a hotel room in my own city constituted a justifiable expense in my business, oh, and just what was my business anyway? Private dick? More like public dick. I was chuckling to myself all the way up to the room. I opened the door and found a spacious, bright room, dim with the cloudy day but bright with the radiated light that made it through the dull slate clouds. I went into the right bedroom. There were two beds. I lay down on one and went right to sleep.
I jerked awake to find a message dinging on my phone. I realized the moment I woke up that I had not texted the room number to Carol. Her message was slightly off-color but not amusing, something about where did I want to poke her. The comment just didn't go with the blonde woman I'd met just that morning. I sent a reply, something to the effect of "Pussy, mouth and ass. Oh, and the room number is 1801"
I got nothing back.
I lay back again and relaxed and danged if I didn't go right back to sleep.
Banging on the door woke me. I struggled off the bed and walked to the door. I automatically peeked though the spy hold. My eyes shocked me.
I did not see the blonde woman from earlier. I saw a voluptuous black woman.
Uh oh. I thought. Something isn't right. I am quick like cement.
The explanation was exactly easy to intuit. I was shocked to find a new and different Carol on the other side of the door. Surely this woman was Caroline Bickerstaff, not Carol Lynn Northcutt. My brain had made a local association of voice with name, not the remote one that was actually true. For a moment, I stared through the peep hole and my head seized and creaked and turned into a block of wood.
She banged heavily on the door again.
I opened it.
For a long moment, we stared at each other.
"Are you Sonny Duncan?" She asked finally.
I nodded.
"You are Caroline Bickerstaff?" I asked, hiding the confusion crawling around on my skin making me want to giggle and run.
She nodded. An odd look passed over her face. The expression was a sidelong look as though she felt someone watching her. I poked my head out beyond the door frame and looked to her side, nearly touching her when I did so. She stepped back a step. I swear I heard her swallow.
"My uh, daughter is downstairs. Can we get this over with all at once?"
I gestured her inside.
"Let's not discuss this in the public byways." Who talks like that? Public byways? I was rattled and that shook loose flakes in my vocabulary I almost never use.
I moved deeper into the room and she followed me. I was walking backwards so I wasn't being followed exactly. What do you call that? No idea. The door slammed shut behind her. I cleared my throat.
"Listen, if you don't want to..."
She waved a hand at me. "We don't have a choice, now do we? We must have sex with you, together, or we don't get the settlement. Right? Do I have that about right?" Her voice sneered around the question.
I stared at her.
"Listen, and listen closely. If you don't want to have sex with me, there are plenty of women who do. There is no need for you to..."
"Yes there is. I just told you." She said, her voice rough and tense.
"Yeah, well, that isn't my doing. I am just the accommodating dick in the picture."
"Uh huh, well, we still don't have much of a choice, now do we?"
I felt her anger. I wondered if the applicants for the lay down assistant would be this pissed off. Surely not. They'd have greed gleaming in their eyes and I'd have to suss that out and avoid it. Shit. I needed to find the precisely right woman who'd agree to serve...that thought rattled me a little. I rallied and focused on the woman's lips, thick, red and plush. I wondered what they felt like around my cock...shit, I rallied again and focused else where, which proved to be the crevice of her bust and that inspired me, clearing my head. Go figure.
"I think there's been a misunderstanding. I think you had better go."
"No. You have to fuck me and Sophia. My daughter. It has been perfectly plain to me that you have to fuck me and hard, and Sophia too and we have to be sexual with each other."
"You haven't done that before?"
"Done what? Christ, don't you know if you've fucked us or not?"
"No, I mean...ah...been sexual...together." I stuttered and I'd like to say it was intentional but I was imagining this woman naked with another nebulous black woman that turned out to be Portia Kline and I got really uncomfortable.
The woman shook her head.
"Listen, why don't we go downstairs and talk about this, just to get acquainted at least but also to see if there is a way to solve your problem in a way that doesn't wreck your settlement package."
"My ex-husband insists that you do us both. Just like you did Mrs. Kline and her daughter. He says that if they had to, we have to. It's that simple."
"I don't want..."
Her temper flared.
"I don't give a flying fuck what you want. I have to do this. Sophie has to do this. Now, let's do this and get it over with!"
I retrenched and retreated, or maybe that should be the other way round.
"Is it Sophie or Sophia?" I asked, trying to retool the subject a little, to get it cocked in another direction. I had my fucking hands full of pussy and didn't need any more. No, wait! I didn't mean that. I was just venting! Honest. I didn't mean I didn't need any more pussy. I didn't say I didn't want any more pussy! All the fuck faeries had gone still, wondering if they had heard me right. Don't mind me, I was just blathering!
I think Mrs. Bickerstaff the former saw something on my face.
"If you tell me you don't want a try with this body, I can assure you, my daughter will put the wingwant in your tallywhacker. No way you turn Sophia down!"
She didn't answer my question either.
"Fine, lets..." I hesitated. Talking reasonably and giving her a way out did not seem to be working. I had a fleeting thought that she was in lust with me and refused to let me escape her healthy thighs now that they were targeted on me and my poor little cock. Caroline Bickerstaff was a substantial woman. Okay, maybe that was just me thinking positive. I really hadn't seen much sign of lust in her, not being able to see around the big lump of lust sitting on my face.
"Let's go down and find...Sophia, is it? She's of age, I mean over eighteen, correct?"
"Sophie is twenty-three, last month."
"Wonderful." I muttered. "Shall we?" I was beginning to wonder if the woman even knew her own daughter's name. I tried to smile but my face wouldn't move.
Caroline Bickerstaff stared at me for a while. I felt the polite pause was long past and we were into the impolite delay that indicates indecision. Finally, she smacked her lips and nodded once.
"I told her that, that I'd have sex with you first. If, if it was okay, I'd call her and she'd come on up and you can have her."
"I usually do the daughter's first. I fuck the daughter's first. That way the mother feels like I am not rejecting her for a younger version when I do the daughter." I have no idea why I said that. It was patently bullshit. Not only was I not sure it made good English sense, it did not match my experience. I did mothers first all the time. Hell, the MILF list started with mothers. Beep. Disqualified. They had only sons and I wasn't doing my buddies before I did their mothers. I don't do men. Sorry, not my thing. I was angling for a timeout so I could go back and retool my picture of the blonde woman naked and begging for me to fuck her and replace it with this woman having sex with her daughter. Shit, that may sound like an easy transition but I was struggling with it. I needed a chance to catch my breath and I thought maybe a stroll downstairs would get me time to adjust my expectations.
The woman seemed to be correlating my words with some internal analysis. Finally, she nodded and stepped back, gesturing at the door.
I got up and together we walked out and down to the elevator. I say "together" but that was true only in a manner of speaking. We were not in step. We did not walk side by side, she hung back a ways behind me. We did not speak or look at each other and we both pushed the down button. Me first, then she did, as though I certainly couldn't get that right.
We joined people on the lift and let it lower us down to the lobby. I thought I was home free. We'd sit down to a snack and talk this all through. Maybe, I would get to go to the movies. See? I was oxygen deprived. I hung back to let the rush of people clear the car before stepping out. Mrs. Bickerstaff left me standing and I felt like I was on my own, looking around for her. A voice brought me up short. It was familiar but I couldn't place it exactly.
"Mr. Duncan?"
For a moment, I thought it was one of the Travers women returned from shopping. I looked around. Nope. It was worse than that. Since Caroline had exited in front of me and ignored me, we did not look like we were together. That left this new woman free to speak directly to me. When my eyes found her, all my sphincter's tightened up and I felt my cock shrivel. Then, then, just as rapidly, it reversed and snapped to attention with appalling celerity. My vascular system was getting quite the work out.
"I'm Carol Lynn Northcutt." The voice said. "We met earlier this morning, in the restaurant."
I groaned. I nodded. Here was a colossal coincidence. It had to be.
In front of me, the other Carol turned to look at me, eyes full of questions. They looked at me and I had no answers. I knew what was happening but I was utterly at a loss as to how to manage it, stop it or make it go away. Whatever was happening had me in its jaws and wasn't letting go until the morrow in my bones was shaken and stirred both.
"Hi, Mrs. Northcutt. I'm surprised to see you here. I thought you left." I did, that was true but that was the only truth in my words. I spoke my wish, the wish she wasn't standing there staring at me.
"What are you doing here?" She asked with a soft smile that never made it to her hard eyes.
I blinked.
"I was just up in the room." I said. I could see, behind Carol the Northcutt, Carol the Bickerstaff watching me with interest, idling like a big diesel waiting for the signal to roll into motion. She looked curious, fascinated like she was watching a naked juggler.
"Oh? I thought you were Borland's assistant? Why do you have a room here? It seems like it'd be a little beyond your means."
Oh crap. Now I'd stepped in it. My mind whirred and sent words to my mouth. The delivery guy had no idea what they were but out they tumbled as if someone brought a porcupine into an orgy.
"It's hooker Wednesday. I'm really just an intern for Mr. Northcutt who helps him out from time to time. I'm still in college and every Wednesday when we're working he pays for a room and a hooker for me. Keeps me out of trouble, he says."
I think Mrs. Northcutt the former was as surprised by my words as I was.
She blinked the way I'd been blinking moments before, like I'd sprayed on her while I was spluttering. I know I didn't. My mouth was so dry I couldn't whistle.
"Oh well, I see. I was hoping I might ask you for a little time, just for a chat. As the former Mrs. Northcutt, I like to keep up with my ex-husband, you know, out of curiosity. Perhaps you could give me a few minutes so we can chat? Maybe a cocktail in the bar?"
"A cocktail?" I murmured. I was thinking "my cock and your tail, right?" but didn't say that out loud. Like I never lose control of my lips, tongue or brain. When Mrs. Bickerstaff nodded and gestured towards the bar from behind the blonde who'd intercepted her pass, I felt her willingness to work around my newest impediment. I grunted. My luck the Travers women would be in for a bite between turns at the department store and I'd have all five of them lined up ready for a good rogering, even though I couldn't explain the queue to anyone. "How do I get into these situations?" I wondered to myself, vaguely, I'll admit because the queue was damned interesting.
"Fine. I guess I have time." I tried not to focus on the fact that I was underage to be in a bar and focused instead on what Mr. Northcutt had told me about his ex-wife...that she'd bedded his other assistants and she clearly thought I was next up. Fuck me, she was hot. I love ADD, there's always something interesting on the Sonny network! I liked that SEN. Sonny Entertainment Network, the new name for my mind.
Mrs. Northcutt the former nodded with prim satisfaction and turned around and let me follow her trim ass into the bar. She tried to sit in a booth but I steered her to the bar. She seemed unusually reluctant to sit there but I put my hands on her waist and literally steered her and she literally let me. I felt the shock of feeling my hands on her slim body rattle through her. The shoe was on the other foot, at least for the moment and I wasn't going to be changing feet any time soon.
She immediately tried to regain her momentum. She ordered two dirty martinis and then looked me full in the eye and asked, "So, tell me about Hooker Wednesdays?" She smiled happily in anticipation of my pending squirm. Her face fell immediately when I launched into my explanation.
"Mr. Borland started it after Suzanne, er, his current wife, you know her I expect, seduced me. After a couple times catching us, my excuse for failing to get a project done on time, because she was sitting on my face, he decided a hooker or two would keep my hormones at bay and me focused on the job at hand and not on his other blonde wife." I grunted, looking around the room. "Personally, I think he's messing with her because if I am getting bonked by a hooker once a week, it takes the edge off and she has to do more to get my attention. Know what I mean?" I eyed Mrs. Carol Lynn Northcutt. I don't think she heard my whole spiel.



"Other?"
"You're blonde." I said, gesturing with a limp wrist and an oh so casual twinkle of my fingers. "And very attractive for a mother of two. Borland holds you in high regard. I can't tell you how often he..." I stopped. Now it might seem like that was a tactical halt to a sentence that could only land me in the ditch but it was actually shock at seeing Mrs. Bickerstaff the first and a younger woman, black like her, follow her into the bar. They scanned the place, not focusing on me or the blonde sitting on the stool next to me...I'd sat down with my back to the bar so I was facing the room and Mrs. Northcutt had to turn to look at me, so her back was to the entrance. I saw Mrs. Bickerstaff the first come through the door.
Carol the Bickerstaff said something to the woman with her, a frighteningly beautiful young woman with those eyes that said "Yes, of course," followed closely by "if you dare, you can try." They were darkly inviting and brilliantly challenging all at the same time. It was like she was inviting you to feed her pet alligator and the ambiguity was potentially killing.
The two black women strutted, tits forwards and asses trailing, they strutted, the only word for it, over to the table right at my knees, glanced at me and sat. I turned around and faced the bar so Mrs. Northcutt wouldn't see them. I don't know why. Well, I do but I'll let you figure it out in a minute. Should be easy. I didn't know at the time; I thought Mrs. Bickerstaff would book as soon as the blonde got her hook in me. I underestimated her commitment.
"So, anyway..." The barkeep came over and set down our drinks. He was a sharp, pen drawing of a man with a pencil mustache and slicked back black hair and plucked eyebrows. He wore a white shirt with green stripes with a garter around his left upper arm. No idea what that meant and I wasn't asking.
"...he decided that hooker Wednesdays made sense, you know, hump day and all."
"Hump day?" Carol Lynn sucked on her martini. She looked up at me. "I think you're lying. He'd never..."
"Let me tell you about the one I'm meeting today." I began. I heard a squeak from behind me. I almost chuckled, it stuck to my teeth and I took a swig of the martini to get some lubrication, maybe the first time in history anyone ever swigged a martini.
"She's about five-foot-one in bare feet. The first time I fucked her was in a bistro. She was a regular with this guy, a Mr. Bickerstaff," I spoke the name for the benefit of the two women sitting before me, studiously not looking at me but not talking or moving or anything, which indicated to me they were surely listening to my little narrative.
"Mr. Bickerstaff was defrauding her and I had become engaged to extract her from her predicament. To prove to him that she was mine to fuck and not his any longer, I fucked her right in the restaurant, her legs to each side of mine in a booth. Later I ate her till she screamed and then fucked her. She's rather willing to be what I want today. She's eager. You'll see, if you stick around. I was going to meet her around five. She loves to kiss, kisses like her life depends on it."
"I didn't think hookers ever kissed."
"Couldn't prove it by me." I muttered. "God, I thought she was going to take out my tonsils. I boiled over and she came a couple times while I was mounted between her legs. I couldn't believe it. She went off like she'd been primed before I got there. She was slated to fuck Mr. Bickerstaff and when I got to her, she was all smarmy inside, like she was anticipating that fat man and that meant only one thing. She loved to fuck."
Carol Lynn was staring at me, her eyes getting wider and wider.
"And you say Borland paid for her?"
I smirked.
"It was a dry run. One of his running buddies, this Mr. Bickerstaff, wanted a go at Suzanne and he wanted to use the Hooker as a diversion, just to see if it was a fixation or just a general case of the hornies. Hmm, I never did ask about that, which it was. Anyway, god, you won't believe this. Me and a buddy did her together, one and one, ass and pussy. She is small and god was she a tight little package!"
Carol Lynn just stared at me. Beyond her, I could see the prissy barkeep with his ears pricked up, soaking up my story. He'd polished the same tumbler for the last five minutes.
"She took us both on, ass and pussy and came and came, but she really loves having a little tongue to go with her cock."
I took another swig of my martini and some went down the wrong pipe. I spent the next couple minutes panting and choking while the vodka scrubbed the varnish off my larynx. Carol Lynn didn't offer to help me at all. She just sat there and about half way through my contortions, she fucking ordered another martini for us both. The bitch. I'm choking to death and she's making time with the barkeep.
She was a cool customer.
When I finally got my shit together again, she calmly waited for me to resume my introduction to Ellen Collier. I had a flash of Ellen's ghostly white body nibbling first white Carol and then black Carol, tongue to pussy. That thought gave me another massive anxiety attack because she was supposed to be a prop in the Travers drama. She might have to do double duty. Fuck me. She'd owe me twice as nice.
"Where was I?" I asked, wiping the tears from my eyes.
"You were about to fuck Ms. Hooker in the ass."
"Mrs. Hooker, if you please. She was a very nice MILF, is a very nice MILF but with no daughter, not really, so she was only half the perfect fuck."
"Half?" Carol Lynn asked, arching an aristocratic eyebrow.
"MILF and Daughter is the perfect fuck." I said, maybe just a little too loud. I heard a rumble from behind me so I knew Caroline the Bickerstaff had received my long verbal pass. I hadn't forgotten her; her presence pressed at the hairs on the back of my neck making it tickle, waiting for her to inject herself into my narrative, demanding that I shut up and inject myself into her. I waited in vain, but it made me both tense and hard. "Nothing better than a mother-daughter team at the same time. God, its awesome trying to get them to fit on the same bed at the same time and not scratch each other's eyes out. I feel like a lion tamer wearing eau d'sausage." I did laugh then, which was a relief because the nervous energy was zinging around inside me like a pissed-off bee in a coffee can.
"Bullshit." Carol Lynn hissed. "You never fucked a woman and her daughter?" Her voice made the statement a question.
I knew I was getting to her. Fuck me.
"Really? You're only saying that because your daughter ain't of age yet. Jealous? Thinking about it? Watching your sweet daughter hunching a mile of cock six inches at a time."
"That all you got?" Carol Lynn whispered ominously.
"Oh, don't be petty." I said proudly. "I'm not. I assure you."
The blonde woman glared at me.
I drank and got the address right this time. It tasted like it was all vodka and I desperately wanted a beer to wash it down with. Swig goes with beer, right? I was shaking so nothing was really feeling right. All I could think about was the Travers women traipsing into the joint and getting the right idea about me. What would they do then? When did I tell Ellen to meet me here? Shit, did I tell her where to meet me? That's what phones are for, right? I'd lost track of where I was in my story.
"The first time, though was in a store. In a dressing room." I was thinking of the first time I did Kyla Clark in the dressing room. That became my story. My mind shifted from Ellen to Kyla.
"Mr. Duncan?" Carol Lynn snapped her fingers.
"What?"
"You were saying?"
I detected the little trickle of interest in the blonde woman. I switched Ellen's name for Kyla in my story, thinking of Kyla but saying Ellen, just to be confusing.
"Where was I? Oh, right. Ellen's ass. What an ass that woman has. I mean I pushed into her and it was like fucking a sponge cake. She was tight and wet and plush, just like a really good sponge cake. Not that dry dusky shit that needs ice cream and chocolate sauce to approximate food. No, she was dripping wet...I reached around and fiddled with her a little and that made her just plumb crazy."
"Stop talking like that. Use your own voice."
Jesus, I'd only just met the woman and she was already ordering me around. I did straighten up a little though dropping my hackneyed Southern drawl.
"Ellen's ass is a world wonder. She, I don't mean to be crass but she had ass control like I never knew was possible. She could massage my cock like a pianist. I couldn't believe it. I sank into her and she groaned. I thought I was going to come again right then so I went still and just let it lay in her. She didn't seem to mind. She just wriggled her ass and hummed a little. She was hot and incredible."
This time I sipped the martini like you're supposed to. The vodka kicked at me. I tried to kick back but had nothing.
"So?" Mrs. Northcutt the former said, pressing for more details. When she realized she'd spoke out loud, she groaned a little and closed her eyes. "Goddamn you." She muttered.
I wasn't sure how anything was my fault at this point. I felt like a jazz singer at a seance. The dead one, I mean, at the seance. How I'd gotten into this story I wasn't sure but it seemed like a good idea. I decided to ignore Carol Lynn cursing me for the moment. I had no idea where this particular path led but it felt pretty cool telling this hot, strange blonde woman about ass fucking Ellen. It was making me all hot and bothered...well, Carol Lynn had a lot to do with that, that and the tickling inkling that she was on the prowl and I was the prey.
"So, she comes and screams real loud, like she was being tortured or something. She screamed and someone came and banged on the door and told us they were calling the police. She twisted around, with me still planted in her dark dirt garden and opened the door. She was naked and the guy just stared at her, with me wagging behind her like a big ugly rooster tail. She told him if he'd hang on, she blow him. Then she shut the door.
"Now I never would have believed a woman could walk around with a cock in her ass and not punch me out on the floor like...well, like I wasn't wanted any longer. She did though. She had a hand on my thigh to let me know not to give up on the whole thing and she jiggered around to open the door and speak to the guy like it was the most normal thing in the world to chat up someone with a cock jammed up her butt. When she closed the door, she planted her hands on each side of it and told me to finish up, she might need to have a go with the store clerk.
"I'd gotten all scared and usually that sort of fear just drives away the inspiration but something about her, something about being in her ass like that, about being seen like that reversed all my phobias and turned them into fetishes. I suddenly wished she'd left the door open. Fuck me, I did. I began to poke in and out of her and she went back to panting. She kept patting my leg on the thigh like she was reassuring me or something, or maybe urging me on. You know, like giddy-up. She groaned and then she dropped her head and started pushing back at me each time I rammed into her.
"I came. It was like a car crash. You're toodling along minding your own business and suddenly wham! Your fillings are all loose and your eyes are blurry. I grabbed her by the waist and pumped into her as hard and fast as I could. She seemed to soften, then, like she relaxed, going all gooey around me, but still tight. I can't describe it but I came and came. I left her naked in that room. I don't know if she blew the guy or fucked him or what. She's on the way. She's who I got the room for." I was a little dishonest, since it was actually Ellen I had lined up. It wasn't completely inaccurate because if I got my ass in a crack I figured I could indeed call Mrs. Clark and have her report for duty, pre-lubed and ready to be mounted. So, even though the plan wasn't actually active, it was potential because of previous arrangements which I had every right to claim as my own.
"How much?" Mrs. Northcutt the former asked, her voice tight. "How much for her magic ass?"
"A grand, I think." I spoke without thinking.
The blonde woman closed her eyes. When she opened them, they were shining and fierce.
"I have fantasies about being a hooker." She said softly. "I like the idea of having a man use me for sex." She smiled. "That, that idea of having him use me and then handing me cash...its not that, or even that I'd feel sexually stimulated in a physical sense...no, its the idea that he is so aroused, so excited, so thrilled to be with me that humpa humpa boom and he's done symbolizes, it means, it means something."
"It means you are damn sexy and attractive, and, well, fuckable." I offered. I expected assent and a glance of appreciation that I'd clearly noticed but instead she just sat still, staring at the bar mirror cluttered with booze bottles. After a moment of her soft silence, I realized she was staring at herself in the mirror, looking into her own eyes. God knows what she was saying to herself but I wished the playwrite had made it a soliloquy that I could hear because I sensed it would have been very instructive, filled with insights into the milfius pussicus species of female that I seemed to attract with my version of catnip.
After a moment she broke the stare with herself and looked at me via the mirror, slightly shifting her gaze from her own eyes to focus on mine, in the mirror since I was staring at her image in the clear glass cluttered with green exotic booze bottles.
"Thank you, Mr. Duncan. That is kind of you to say." Her face flushed and the smile slight smile seemed to illuminate her, like a soft spotlight.
If I hadn't known better I'd of mistaken that look for embarrassment, the sort of proud shame that comes with a really good confession that makes the priest stop sounding bored and start taking notes. I knew better, though. She'd found her entree to my world or my pants, and in she danced, like the part had been written for her.
"What if you send your hooker away and let me live out my fantasy? I'll be your hooker. You can have me do whatever you want."
I swallowed despite my eager desire to do whatever I wanted with her. It was mostly to keep from appearing as the rapacious klutz who'd come on her belly button before I got her white jeans past her hipbones. I wanted to display a sufficient reluctance to give her the hope of getting me inside her before I greased her up.
"Anything?" I said, using my best amazed voice.
She blinked and then turned her head to look directly at me, without using the mirror.
I waited for a reply but it wasn't forth coming. I got impatient.
"You have lube in your purse?" I asked, not letting her knock me off my stride. I spoke just about as she was speaking, as though my first sound had pulled the thought past her parted lips.
"Everything." She breathed into the thicket of my words.
I went silent.
"What did you say?" She asked softly.
"I said, do you have lube in your purse?"
She gulped and shook her head.
"Then whatever I want may not be on the table but hey, if you're volunteering, I don't mind if I take you for a test ride."
"Test ride? Honey, I'm the limousine you rent but don't own." Her moment of vulnerability passed without leaving anything behind. Mrs. Northcutt had the look of a predator in her eyes as it closes on its prey. I'd been running pretty hard but at that moment, I slowed down. A lot.
"You're kidding right? Because that sounds just like a challenge."
The blonde woman's eyes glittered. She didn't speak. It took a few moments but I finally realized she was waiting on me to take some positive action.
"Check please." I signaled to the barkeep. He came over, smoothing the front of his body along the counter to stand before us. I handed him a twenty. He didn't leave so I gave him another and then another. He smiled at me with his thin wet lips and left me to my piece.
I looked at Mrs. Nortcutt and glimpsed Mrs. Bickerstaff the former out of the corner of my eye. She stared glassy-eyed at her daughter whom I could not see so well.
I leaned towards Mrs. Northcutt.
"I am a little confused about the situation. Do I brag about fucking you to your ex or keep it to myself?"
The look she gave me was priceless. She didn't respond but took hold of my hand and tugged me out of port at the bar and out to the elevator. I trudged just to make her put her back into the tow, tugging hard at my wrist. It felt like I should make her strain a little, just to add a little tension to the situation. It also allowed me to cast a look behind me at the Bickerstaff women. Mrs. Bickerstaff the first was staring at me over her shoulder. The daughter's eyes were fixed on her mother, a sort of disbelief that you usually only see at Christmas and they got a Cadillac instead of a stick horse. Mrs. Northcutt pulled me to the elevator and it arrived empty and left with us inside.
We stood side by side, Carol Lynn holding onto my wrist with her thumb and index finger, like I was a soiled hanky or something.
"I don't fuck a woman that can't kiss." I muttered sideways.
"I can kiss."
"You're a MILF and divorced. Sure you haven't forgotten how?"
"Try me." She said.
I turned to look at her. Her chin jutted forward and her eyes met mine with a direct gaze. She didn't blink. I waved her off.
"I'll wait." I said.
The elevator got to my floor and I shook my wrist free of her clutches and got a hold of her elbow and propelled her down the hall almost at a trot as though I had some fear she'd change her mind. I didn't feel that fear but I did feel like running and the fast walk seemed to take forever to get us to the door. My hands were shaking so hard she took the card from me and opened the door herself, a slight smile on her rich lips.
We entered the room. She dropped her purse, a sling-style packet that rode on her hip. She shrugged her shoulder and her long coat pooled at her feet. She wore a tight long-sleeved lime sweater that hugged her lean body a like banana in its peel, and tight white jeans. I dropped my coat against the door. For a moment we stared at each other but I had a plan. I reached for her and tucked my fingers under the edge of her sweater and pulled it up. Her arms zoomed over her head and I exposed her belly and breasts before pulling the thing off her hands.
She looked inordinately pleased with herself when her face appeared. I dropped the sweater onto her coat. I moved my hands up to her face and kissed her. She returned the kiss. I tasted the lust on her lips, like a coating of special honey charged with electricity. Instead of pushing her back against the wall, I pulled her forward, against me. I held her by the jaw, a hand on each side of her face as I kissed her. When I straightened my torso, she had to stretch to keep contact and did. It was like she dangled by the lips before me. On her tiptoes, she kicked at her coat and let her body swing against me, like a closing drape.
I grabbed her by the ass with one hand and straightened more. Her legs lifted off the ground and her hands tightened around my neck as her weight lost their support. I put both hands on her white jeans, clasping her lean ass. Her legs wrapped around me, locking her against me. I felt her bare back on my forearms and her crotch ground against my hard cock. I walked us into the living room, kicking through the scattered clothing and into the right bedroom, kissing her the whole time but watching one one eye. I dropped her onto the bed. She fell, releasing me to fall the couple feet on to her back.



I bent over her and unbuttoned her white jeans.
"I thought white wasn't allowed until after Memorial Day." I muttered.
"I don't follow the rules."
"How much do you charge?" I asked, remembering her story, wondering as I unzipped her jeans if it was a real fantasy or just a contrivance to get me into her.
"How much am I worth?" She responded.
"Oh, I see. Let me get back to you on that. We'll treat this like an audition so don't get lazy."
She lifted her hips so I could tug the jeans off. They weren't cut right for her slender build and came off fine, like a boiled shrimp out of its shell when you squeeze just right. She wore a bright red thong that covered her pussy. She was hairless as the Sahara, so it was a bonnet and not a hairnet. I tucked a finger under the string of the thong and snapped it. She lay with her arms flung out beside her head. She leaned up and unhooked her bra with one hand and tossed it away.
"Your turn." She said with a slight nod.
"Sorry. I don't wear a bra."
She giggled then.
I felt the adversarial edge we'd begun with dull somewhat, but not the excitement. I stood up, my legs against her bare knees bent over the edge of the bed. I stared down at her. Her breasts sat up high and proud with little knots for nipples. Her belly was lean, almost indented so her hipbones showed like hitching posts to each side. Her legs were lean and spare but textured with rippling lines. My stare made her take a deep breath, filled with lust and anticipation.
"Let me see you." She whispered, her voice quavered. "My god, I want you." The amazement puffed around me like rich perfume and my heart hammered in my head.
I unbuttoned and unbuckled and shucked till I was naked. I considered tasting her but decided I wanted to be in her and immediately. I bent over her, looped an arm around her waist and carried her back onto the bed. She lay limp in my grasp with just her hands clasped behind my neck. I turned her to lie on the bed in the normal fashion, head on the pillows and put a knee between her thighs. She opened up, bending her knees to provide fine access.
I got between her legs and bent over her. I handled my own cock, directing it down into her. I pulled the red thong aside and brushed the pursed lips of her pussy, up and back with the spongy head.
"Sorry. I haven't touched you deeply yet. Are you ready for my little visitor."
In response, she hunched her ass up, catching my cock and nibbling at it with her pussy. She dropped back to the bed. I felt a slight chill on the end of my cock. She was plenty wet. I yanked at the scarlet line around her lithe waist. She gasped as it gave way and I pulled the timid swath of cloth from between her legs. I touched the head of my cock to her entrance, sifting through the plural lips until I found the way into her. Her legs bent up beside me, butterflied wide. I pushed my cock into her pussy. It sank down, deep inside of her. Her body seized me like a limo in a traffic jam.
Her pussy kneaded me, like good stiff dough around my cock, resisting but clasping tight as I dipped deep into her wishing well. She shifted a little and her hips jerked under me.
"Oh god." She whispered. "Oh god, yes."
Not too original, I thought, but this encounter surely wasn't being graded on conversational skill. Her knees gripped me, somehow communicating her desire to be cock full. I released myself and fell between her legs, penetrating her, pinning her to the bed. Lying between her splayed legs, I felt how slender she was. Her muffin tits disappeared as she preened and stretched under me. Her hands left my neck and she stretched under me, preening more with the penetration that inundated her with the sensual pleasure she clearly desired. A shudder went through her spare frame and I dropped the last inch into her dewy heaven. She bucked once, then lifted both legs and wrapped them around my waist.
"This was awfully easy." I muttered. "Is this a habit with you?" I knew I was playing with fire but hoped that being inside her was a bridge too far and she wouldn't be put off.
"Easy? You think this was easy?"
I lifted my hips and drove my cock into her again. She moaned and I grunted.
"I didn't feel any strain. Of course, I can get a woman into bed easily enough. I just meant that you seemed ready to hit the sheets this morning. I felt what you were thinking." I was trying to goad her into something but didn't know what. Her hips slammed up at me, grinding us together. Her pussy was lush and welcoming, swirling around me like a whirlpool. She fairly sloshed. I accepted the liquid compliment with grace.
Carol Lynn was panting. There was an urgency in her breath, puffing up at me as I leaned over her. I held still and her eyes opened.
"What?" She whispered, her tone tinged with razzled confusion.
I slipped an arm down between her leg and me and opened the clamp of her body. She arched her head back, trying to look down at me from under me, that just exposed her neck. Her legs came free. I felt her release me. I withdrew from her dewy depths and let her flop down onto the bed, open and sighing fast, little almost gasps that created an airy percussion about us, like sweeps on a snare drum.
"What? What's wrong?" Carol Lynn whispered.
"I want you." I muttered. "I want you to feel something. I want you to feel it under your skin and in your bones and wriggling behind your eyes."
"What? What is wrong with you?"
"You lost the love of your life." I muttered softly. I bent down and kissed her suddenly cool lips. "What's left?" I meant it as a rhetorical flourish but she answered, an indication of the depths to which I'd touched her, and no, I don't mean with my big long cock. She thought she'd laid down and destroyed my defenses and she could just dance into the middle of my world and use me like a proctologist's plastic glove. She was a beautiful, experienced, confident woman who still thought that opening her legs was the key to everything. I was going to disabuse her of that. I had a curious vision. A vision of her collared and mounted on me, riding to heaven on Sonny's cock. I shivered.
"Mrs. Northcutt, don't tell me that this isn't what it is. I know about you, how you fuck Borland's assistants. How you are always using them to...to...to what? Ingratiate yourself with him again, or is this just sexual revenge, giving to them what he no longer wants?"
Her eyes jerked to the right like a tennis pro facing match point against her would look to her coach.
I bent over her and kissed first one nipple then the other. I moved up and hovered over her face. Her eyes twitched back and forth from eye to eye or cheek to cheek, they were not still, they had the nervous energy of a short man facing down a tall man without success.
"Mrs. Northcutt, I want to give you your dearest desire. I want you to confess to me what you want the most and I'll try to get it for you. In return..."
She interrupted me, anticipating my next sentence.
"What do you want from me?"
When my two words validated her question and mocked her impatience, her eyes slid away from me, pulling her head to the side so that she lay naked under me facing the door to the bedroom. She focused on the exit and longed to use it.
I sat back between her open legs. She had a minimalist beauty but in her present state she seemed utterly deflated, like her spirit had flown and left her an empty husk that needed filling. Yet I demurred from filling her.
I lifted her legs over my shoulder and pulled her ass onto the tips of my knees. Her head eased around to look at me. I deliberately and slowly bent my cock down and pointed it at the entrance to her body. She peered down her body at us, trembling with anticipation of the conjunction we'd form. With only one hand I pulled at her hip, she had to arch her body to move up the slope of my thighs. She gasped when the tip of my cock reconnected to the sizzling lips of her pussy. She gaped and strained to envelop me.
"What, what do you want?"
"I want to sell you for sex. Trade you for another woman." I whispered. "But is that what you want?"
Her eyes bulged for a moment and then she turned away again, but not until she leveraged her weight onto her shoulder blades and pushed herself further onto my cock. I groaned. She hissed, like she'd sprung a leak. I gripped her by the thighs and rose up so her body swung against me, mounting her gently onto my bent cock, a sexual flourish that left her stranded, only her shoulders and head on the bed with her knees on my shoulders. I rose up, lifting her. My cock swiveled around inside her, touching untouched nooks in her nooky and long unused crannies in her pussy. She groaned.
I released her. She gasped as she fell away, dropping to the bed and her ass slid down my knees. I pushed her legs open and moved down between them until I was face to face with her unseeing eye. I licked her furrow. Carol Lynn moaned.
"Jesus fuck a duck, what do you want of me?"
I lifted my face from between her legs and looked up over the plain of her belly past the twin hillocks of her gentle breasts. I made a show of licking up and then down her pussy, and then did it again and again till I saw it, the flutter in her eyelids and the guttural swallow that sounded like great a lock snicking into place.
"I want to give you your greatest fantasy. Is, is it really being purchased? Having your body sold to the highest bidder or being handed off to a stranger who takes you to his room and fucks you? Is that really you? Your deepest desire?"
In the hesitant pause, I felt her consciousness swirling the thought around like she had a pearl in her mouth and couldn't decide whether to swallow it or spit it out. Her eyes closed but when they opened, she rose up and planted her elbows behind her.
"Yes." She said. "It may not be my greatest desire but, I god, I see men that attract me and I imagine sidling up to them and offering to fuck them for a hundred bucks. I dream of their eyes when I do that and then their excitement when they see my body, their gasping amazement when they enter me and feel how I hold them inside. I want to feel that astonished desire again, the delighted surprise. I lost that with Borland and I lost him because of it. Now all I have left are my children."
Her head turned to the side again. She wasn't done speaking though.
"I want more. I keep seeing Borland because I have a reason to justify seducing them. At first it was the young women and then he figured that out and changed to male assistants. He did me a favor. Women aren't my thing, not really...oh, I'll come if she has talent and intent. I'll even go down on her if she tastes good but, god, how can I manage to come when all I think about is Borland with Suzanne and what they are doing, now that he is free of me? I am so jealous but I refuse to do what he does. I know it is sick but I wanted that back. I didn't just want him back, I wanted him to want me again, but more, to want me as he wants her. I know that is impossible."
She paused. Her lean chest rose and fell and her molded breasts did not quiver an inch.
"He tried to get me to...to let him use me like he uses Suzanne, I mean to help him settle a business deal. I refused. I was so incensed, so angry I cut him off and that was the beginning of the end. I treated him with such contempt and anger and it got worse when it happened. I began to dream of being handed off to some Eastern European brute who used me like a condom and discarded me. I woke panting and I hated the idea that this was what I wanted, that I wanted Borland to use me as the cherry on top of his dealings just like he'd offered to...but really, when he figured that game out, it was long after he left me and had Suzanne on her back for him."
"She has affairs." I said idly, listening but hearing the tortured anguish in the woman's voice.
"I know. And Borland seems more enamored with her than ever. To think that I could have had that! I could have been his whore and he'd have loved me once again, perhaps more than ever...I just go all sick inside, like I am standing on a sinking ship watching the last life boat stroke away into the fog because I took time to pee like a lady in the toilet rather than pissing my drawers on the life boat."
Her face turned back to me.
"Now, I know I can't have him back or even that and then you offer to sell me for sex. Who are you?"
"I'm Sonny Duncan." I said.
"We've met." She said sardonically.
I waited. When she spoke she did so from a deep, dark distance.
"Why would you want to help me?" She asked.
Interesting turn of the phrase, "help me". I considered it like I was sniffing an orchid for its delicate aroma.
"Ownership. I want to own you."
"Own me?" The phrase clashed with her sensibilities right there in her tone. "Own me?"
I nodded. I heard the umbrage and didn't move because it seemed like I'd scare her away if I did.
"If I am going to sell you, I have to own you first, don't I?"
"Oh, Jesus." She breathed.
I love how logical ideas can seem so surprising. It's like running down what is obviously a pier and being surprised when you come to the end of it and dart over the end into the drink, splashing into the ocean like it is utterly inconsistent with expectations. It's not. It only surprises you when you mistake a pier for a bridge. Discovering what our lust leads to can shock and surprise us. It shouldn't be but how often is it just that, a fucking surprise?
She sat up again, propping her lean body up on her elbows again.
"What do I get out of this?"
"You mean besides your fantasy? Besides getting fucked by interesting men of my choosing?"
"Ownership usually means some exchange of value. What are you throwing into the pot?"
Interesting. I pondered that for a moment, letting the cogitation click around in my brain for a few moments.
"Okay. I bet owning you against you owning me, that I can go bring up a woman, fuck her while you watch and then fuck you while she watches."
"What do I have to do?"
"Enjoy?" I made it a question, to see if she'd agree she'd enjoy it.
She blinked a few times and then flopped back down onto the bed. I returned to her pussy, licking at it with little flicks of my tongue. I found a spot she'd missed with the razor. It reminded me of the fabled but very real g-spot, rough and pebbly on my tongue. I decided I needed to do a direct comparison so I went looking for her g-spot, just to see if I had the comparison right. She grunted when I found it and then tensed while I gathered my data. She relaxed when I withdrew my tongue from inside her and went searching for the little patch of pebbly bristles she'd missed last time she shaved or waxed or whatever. I needed more data and went back into her dripping cavern.
Before I was done, Carol Lynn came, punching my face with her pussy while she crooned and gargled her pleasure. The vibrations in her body shimmered against my cheek bones, making them sing with the contact with those little hollows in her thighs above the two tendons that appear when her lean legs go wide and inviting. Oddly, she came again when I found the briar patch. It might have been my finger twiddling her little knob though, fine tuning her channel.
I dove back into her frothy pussy. She writhed around my tongue, her whole body alive with sensations. I felt her excitement, but also the taut guy wire of her pending decision, like she couldn't avoid it as it ran through all the plush parts of her bubbling pleasure. This time when I left her inner sanctum, I went right to her clit, gently twiddling it again but with my tongue this time. Her little man was standing up and when I touched it, she gasped and choked around the gurgling orgasm, filial twins of the same genetic pleasure. When I sucked at it, she grunted and her ass whammed her pussy against my chin. I understood why some men have goatees.
I lifted off her pussy getting to my knees. My cock was hard as sailing blind and I wanted to penetrate this woman and ride her off into the sunset. I tamed the inclination.
"So?" I mumbled. "Is it a deal?"
For a while the naked blonde just lay there panting, her chest dilating and closing down with rapid little motions that left no room for words. I waited. After a minute or two, she calmed and opened her eyes. She lay with her legs arched beside me, her arms flung to the sides, hands up beside her blonde head. I wanted to mark her neck in the worst way. I think, after all this time and with all my various experiences, hickey's might be my fetish, second to women, I mean. I like naked women, spread out like an intercourse meal waiting to be devoured, consumed by the passion we both feel.
Her eyes fluttered open.
"What would I do with you, if I win, I mean?"
I shrugged.
"Sounds like you are asking me to augment your imagination with mine." I said softly, pensively. She noticed the disinterest.
"What is your private passion, the one that no one knows about?"
I grunted.
"Shit. I'm an open book." Then I had an idea. I looked away. The idea and the implicit lie with it was genius, if I do say so myself.
"What? I told you about me. You have to tell me about you now."
"You really want to fuck strangers? For money? Is it the little bit of strange or the money that turns you on?" She'd explained herself and I was just testing to see if it was rhetoric or passion.
She smiled sweetly. "Don't change the subject and think you can avoid the question. I don't know and I'd like to find out." She sat up and scooted back to sit naked against the headboard. "So? Give. What?"
I feel the blush in my face, the hot boiling blood turning my skin scarlet. I was about to tell a humongous lie. Well, not really. I felt my rationalization gland kick in with the same force that adrenaline affects the body.
Carol Lynn got to her knees in front of me. Nipples and eyes both fixed attentively on me. God I wanted to fuck her right then. It made me dizzy, mixed up with my little deception I was about to double in scope. I grinned. I hid it with a hand.
"Come on. If we are betting sex, you have to tell the truth." She cajoled. After a slender instant, she noticed her own interest and covered it with a strained casualness.
I nodded.
"Okay but, but..." She didn't let me finish, the interest full in her again.
"No. No buts. Just tell me what you want."
"I always wanted to share a woman with her son." I said softly. The true lie was tangy on my tongue, like too much of a rare and unfamiliar spice and I couldn't decide if I liked it or not.
Carol Lynn gasped, even putting her hands over her cheeks.
"Oh my god! Borland told you about Jason?"
I nodded.
"He's worried that you are coddling him. Worried that you aren't allowing him to be responsible by taking responsibility. Mr. Northcutt is genuinely worried but how is he to discuss it with either you or him. It's a man's perspective and neither of you want to hear what he has to say, even if he's right."
"And what? You want to share me with my own son?" Carol Lynn Northcutt was aghast. "Oh my god, you are...you are..."
"Not going to lose." I whispered. "Don't worry. You'll never need to face that possibility, or consider how to give me my greatest pleasure. It think it'd be unbelievable to hand you over to him, or him to you, whichever." I grinned because I couldn't help it. Carol Lynn stared at me. "I am going to shower and go collect some strange for us and then you'll be mine." I hesitated and set to close the deal. I felt like a car salesman in a plaid blazer. God I wanted her and I had stacked the deck; I was going to have her. My brain clicked its tongue at me, forcing me to notice just how many women I had tethered to my may pole. I growled. There is no such thing as too much pussy! The thought boomed in my head like a cannon in a canyon.



"Deal?" I asked.
Her eyes went closed again. She breathed out, like the next breath would be her doom, poisoned and foul.
She nodded.
"Okay." She giggled a little. "God, I am so confused. I don't know whether to cheer for or against you." She shuddered. "God, sex with my son...and you! My god, what sort of man are you?"
I grinned.
"I am a real motherfucker." I got off the bed so she couldn't try reading between the lines on my face. I plodded through the shower then dressed, letting her watch as I did. Neither of us spoke. When I was dressed, I stood gazing down at her half-naked body, covered haphazardly—she'd peeled down the bed and crawled under the sheets but only partially, one bare leg lounged under my eyes.
"I'm not the first, am I?" She whispered when I paused to stare at her body.
"First?" I muttered.
"You own someone else. It can't be Suzanne, even though she had a helping of Sonny on the side."
"On her back, actually." I grunted, amused.
Carol Lynn nodded but still thoughtfully.
"There are others. My god, do you have a string? I mean are you a pimp? Am I dealing with an actual pro? Have you suckered me into whoring for you and I just volunteered?"
I wanted to remonstrate and deny, but luckily they bounced against my teeth and I swallowed their broken bodies. I had another option that seemed better.
"Does it matter?" I whispered. "First, last, aren't we negotiating for the right to offer each other pleasure and thus own it and through that erotic channel, you?"
"You're a cocky bugger. I like that...I think." The woman appeared drunk, or at least intoxicated. Disbelief swam behind her eyes, like she didn't believe what she was doing, or what she was thinking.
I didn't know who she was asking but decided to leave her. I turned away and left the room, through the living room and out.
I sauntered down the hall all buzzed with unrealized sexual potential, only realizing in the elevator that I might be fucked. I was counting on finding Caroline Bickerstaff and daughter still in the bar. What if they'd left? Then I'd not be able to cheat. It also occurred to me that Carol Lynn and I hadn't worked out the parameters of our little wager. On the other hand, she surely realized that if I lost, she'd have me anyway, which meant I'd have her. It was difficult to see who was the loser. I love that sort of bet, a win-win wager! I wondered if the devil was in the fine print.
It didn't matter, Mrs. Bickerstaff and daughter were still in the bar, sitting at the same table.
The daughter, Sophia or Sophie saw me and followed my approach with her golden eyes. When I sat down between them, she adjusted to my presence.
"Hi. Still here, I see." I muttered.
"Mr. Duncan..."
Whatever Caroline Bickerstaff had to say, I didn't want to hear it. I cut her off.
"I fucked her." I said to them. I felt a little guilty pride butter up my teeth. "She wants to see me fuck someone else. I nominate you." I looked over at the younger woman. I held out my hand. "Sonny Duncan. Do you mind if I borrow your mother, take her up and fuck her while the blonde watches?"
"Yes." She said with a definite nod of her head. "I do mind."
"You can come along, I mean to watch, if you like." Her effort to knock me off my stride failed and she understood that. I saw the gleam brighten in her eyes.
"No. Not that. I'm not here to watch. This isn't a field trip, it is the main attraction." The gorgeous young woman fixed me with her light hazel eyes and smiled impishly. "I always wanted to watch my own mother have sex. She's been telling me how to do things all my life. I think its time she demonstrate she knows what she's talking about."
Caroline Bickerstaff swelled up as though she was about to object but when Sophia smiled at me, Caroline realized she was being teased and the objections behind her teeth subsided. I glanced at Caroline; she was staring at her daughter.
"So, which is it, Sophia or Sophie?"
"My idiot mother named me Sophocles. So you figure it out." The young woman said.
"We are here to satisfy our requirements." Caroline said.
"Sophocles? Isn't that a man's name?"
Sophie grinned a little.
"You see the issue."
I noticed she didn't call it a problem.
"So, I'll call you Sophie."
She smiled and nodded her assent.
I looked from mother to daughter and back again.
"Are you all here to have sex or not?" When neither responded, not even looking at each other I continued. "I need to know if you are interested. Do you mind if I take your mother upstairs and fuck her while my friend watches?"
"I want to watch. I want to see that, see Mom on her back, finally. I've been telling her she needs to have more sex for several years. Like she listens to what I say."
A wild thought poked me in the eye. It hurt.
"Shouldn't you be named Electra or something?"
The young woman with the molten chocolate skin looked around at me. She didn't smile. Her hazel eyes looked golden in the darkness of her face.
"Are you serious? Is she really upstairs waiting?"
I nodded.
"Holy dog shit. Mom, I thought you were kidding."
"I told you were were here to have sex with him."
"I know but...but...holy dog shit!"
"Honey, that is so..."
"I know, I shouldn't be so crass, but god, Mom, what do you want me to say? Holy God fuck a prophet? Do I have to be profane to satisfy you?"
"Girls, girls, no bickering. It scares the little bishop."
They both looked at me.
Sophie pulled her eyes away from me, popping like two little suction cups, and looked at her mother.
"Where did you find this guy?"
I couldn't let them lose sight of the present subject.
"You realize that if you come upstairs, its no bra and not just watching, right? You know that this is the mother-daughter day public schools could never arrange? It'll be a dip in daughter and a dip in Momma, right?"
"Holy dog shit! Really?"
"Really."
"No. I am not sharing a cock with my mother. Fuck her if you like. I'll watch but, but eew."
"You have to, Sophie." Mrs. Bickerstaff breathed the words like she had bad breath.
I grunted.
"You don't even call her by her right name, do you?"
Caroline looked over at me, glaring, her eyes as dark in her face as her daughter's were bright and light.
"I'll just wait here." Sophie whispered, suddenly realizing that we were not just chatting in theoretical terms.
"You can't. You have to. If you don't, god, I'll never hear the end of it from Bicky. He'll be furious that Kline handed off Rebecca and his daughter to this guy and bent them both over a table."
Apparently this was news to Sophie because she gasped. Her response however, did not follow my expectations. She turned her eyes to me, her hand against her plush lips but not hiding them.
"You, wait, you mean Mrs. Kline, from before? And, and..."
"Lovely." I offered my help.
"Lovely." Sophie's voice went all soft and fluffy.
"Sophia, you must do this. If you back out, if you refuse him, then, then the settlement stays frozen or gets revoked altogether and Bicky, your father could go to prison. He'd never last in jail." Mrs. Bickerstaff lost some of her dreadnaught composure. "And we won't get any of the settlement. Nothing." There was real pain in her voice. "You must." She told her daughter, confusing the source of her pain in my head.
I shook my head.
"Mrs. Bickerstaff, under no circumstances is she going to have sex if she doesn't want to. I do not like a fucking desert. I want humidity and that usually happens only if someone is into the proceedings. If she doesn't want to, she can stay here. Hell, if you don't want to, you can stay here. I have a policy against reluctance and, well, if I can't find a way to make you smooth the way and enjoy a nice little bump in the night, then forget it."
"Why does this woman want you to bring up another woman?" Sophie asked, her voice rasped. She took a drink of water. The sound of her swallowing made me hard. I am such a twist!
For a moment, I considered trying to gin up some cock and bull story that would end up the same place as I was but as I set about trying to concoct it, I realized if I just told the truth, they'd think I made it up. Why go to all the trouble to lie when it was entirely likely they'd think the truth was a nasty lie anyway. I wasn't going to waste a perfectly good lie when the truth would mostly likely get the same result. I could take a little time because I realized both women were face to face with the theory of fucking a stranger and it was rubbing them a little raw, in different areas.
"Carol Lynn in a collar." I muttered to myself and lost my train of thought. "God, I could have her ass." I continued my mumbled soliloquy.
"What about my ass?" Caroline asked.
"Not your ass, the blonde's. Her name is Carol Lynn, two words. If I can bring up a woman and fuck her right in front of her, she owes me her ass." I don't know why exactly I changed the terms of our endearment but I didn't want to put Borland's little contrivance that I had now made mine, in front of the Bickerstaffs...Bickerstaves? Whatever. This was Borland's business and though I'd contorted his original idea somewhat, I had some hope that I'd added value. I hoped this Jason wasn't a dick. No, I didn't mean it that way.
"What did you wager and don't tell me your ass." Caroline said, her voice dripping with irony, or maybe it was sarcasm, no, it was irony. Or maybe just skepticism.
"I'd be her boy toy. She'd get to call me up at two in the morning to come and lick her pussy anytime she liked." I realized saying those words, that this was another place where we'd eschewed fine print in the contract. How long exactly was I to be at her beck and call as her cock and balls? Truthfully, I decided it just didn't matter. If it became an issue, I'd deal with it when that happened.
"You? Her boy toy?"
"Hey, no catcalls from the peanut gallery." I growled at Sophie.
"I didn't mean it that way. I meant that, well, okay maybe I did mean it that way. You don't have that too sweet to eat look that a good escort has. You don't look like the death of a diet. You look like a healthy meal that you don't need to feel guilty about."
"He's not a guilty pleasure." Caroline chimed in.
Sophie giggled. It was a nervous giggle and I realized what was happening. They were getting their heads around the situation, preparing to get their lips around it. If that meant they'd get their legs around it, I could wait. If those legs were just for walking, then I'd made a tactical error with strategic implications.
"How did you come to make such a wager?" Caroline asked.
"I, well," I hesitated, stubbing my mental toe on the threshold of the truth. "I had an affair with a woman and her husband is Carol Lynn's ex-husband and he wants me to seduce her so she won't be so focused on their son who is picking colleges and she doesn't want him to leave home and her ex-husband is worried that the son is losing his balls or whatever because his ex-wife is coddling him so he wants me to get with her and distract her while he gets his son to move in with him before accepting entrance to an Ivy wall school." I'd talked without breathing and now I gasped in air because it was like I'd been holding my breath and got way behind.
Both women regarded with me with their dark skepticism, I'm clear about what their expressions were. When they looked at each other, they both laughed. Suddenly they seemed all relaxed.
"Holy dog shit. You're a terrible liar." Sophia chortled.
Q.E.D.
"So? You coming or not?"
Caroline sobered.
"It's been a while since I had sex. I don't know if I can come or not."
Sophie's expression, staring at her mother, was priceless. Disbelief. Horror and oh, curiosity vied for dominance and just blurred her features. She pulled her gaze from her mother and I saw a certain look in her eyes and a set to her plush lips that would warn anyone who knew her.
"Mr. Duncan, you said you've had Mrs. Rebecca Kline and her daughter, right?" Sophie asked.
I nodded. For a second I thought it was competitive antagonism that moved her. Nope.
"Listen, listen, if you can put Lovely Kline between my legs...I mean eating my lunch box, holy dog shit, I'll do anything for you. You have to promise me, promise me that she'll, that she'll have sex with me."
Oh such modest demands! How I wanted to describe for her the many variations I could envision for her. I nearly asked if she'd ever pulled a train or been airtight but I hesitated, wondering if she was a book lover or an actual sexual savant. No sense in scaring her away with ill-timed questions about the higher divisions of sex education that I'd been exploring. I may not be all that adventurous compared to other people but I certainly was getting a merit badge for quantity and quality.
"Miss Bickerstaff, I believe I can have Lovely and her mother both go down on you."
I saw the disbelief, that look a woman gives you when you say something stupid about loving her for her mind or worse, her personality. I didn't wait for her to compound the fracture. I took out my phone and found Rebecca Kline's number and dialed it. I put it on speaker and lay it on the table before me.
"Hello?"
"Mrs. Kline?" I said.
"Oh god, Sonny, oh god. Are you calling to do it again. I mean, like the other day when..."
I cut her off. I really didn't want the Bickerstaffs to know I was boning my sisters. Why, I wasn't exactly clear about that but until I'd signed them to my straight and solid, I didn't want to hand them too much information just yet.
"Becky, is Lovely there?"
"No. She's at work. You have her number, right?"
"Will you ask her to call me. Tell her I have a woman who wants her between her knees. I mean she wants Lovely between her legs, face first."
Silence.
"And you. She wants the both of you to go down on her. Lovely will do that right?"
"Of course, after Sunday..."
I cut her off again.
"This is Wednesday, hump day. Is she going to bring you home dick tonight?"
"Good Christ, I hope so."
"Tell her she needs to make sure you practice up."
"Who? May I ask, Mr. Duncan, I mean who is this woman?"
I glanced at Sophie. Her mouth was open. I could see light glinting off her glottis.
"Sophocles Bickerstaff." I said.
Sophie gasped, loudly.
Rebecca didn't hear because she was hissing her own damn self.
"Oh my god, she's marvelous, like poured caramel. I bet she tastes...uh...lovely." Rebecca Kline dissolved in an unbecoming fit of giggles at her horrid pun.
"Tell Lovely to call me when she has a chance, just so I know she understands that Sophie's pussy is in her future, the future of her tongue, any way."
"I will." Becky murmured, awe and reverence in her tone.
I disconnected and returned my phone to my pocket.
"Holy dog shit!" This time Sophie cried out the words with real feeling. "Where do I sign?"
"Anything? Really? You did say anything?" I looked over at her mother. "She said anything. How about you? What is the price of anything with you?"
The woman suddenly dropped her chin, tucking it down even though her eyes remained fixed on me.
Suddenly all the oxygen drained out of the room and I couldn't breathe. Suddenly, the conversation had become rock solid serious. I could see it in Mrs. Bickerstaff's eyes. I got a weird feeling, wondering what could be so utterly serious and worried that it'd dwarf my experience and thus my abilities to fill her need, or whatever she chose to call it.
"Sonny, may I call you Sonny?"
"If you are going to fuck me, you can call me anything you want. Well, not anything, I mean, you can call me any respectful...I mean, well, okay, Sonny is good." My cock was yelling at me to shut the fuck up and let the woman speak her terms for handing me the deed to her "anything". Shut up and listen, my cock screamed. Only I could hear him.
"You said, you said she wagered her ass. I...I've never had anal sex before. I, I'd like to try it."
"Holy dog shit, Mother, you make it sound like a medical procedure. She means she ain't never been fucked in the ass before." Sophie spoke with tentative relish, like she was tasting some new, exotic food and couldn't quit decide if she liked it or not. I knew the feeling.
"No, I haven't. Have you, daughter?"
Mrs. Bickerstaff the first was no slouch when it came to sparring with her daughter. Her response put the contender on her heels.
I was trying not to giggle myself.
"I think we can arrange that." I saw immediately that I'd come too quick. I should have invented some objection and made her work for it because Caroline Bickertstaff was looking distinctly suspicious. I had to complicate things. "But that means she has to offer up the ass too." I said, hoping this was inspiration and not digging in the bottom of the hole."
"She?" Caroline whispered. "Whom do you mean?"
"Her." I jerked my head at Sophie.
"Anything you get, she gets."
"Does that mean Lovely has to eat her too?" Sophie asked from high up in the cheap seats. Her voice seemed so far away I could barely make out the language she was speaking much less capture and subdue the actual meaning she flung at me. I waited for Caroline to speak but she did not appear to have anything to add on the matter.
"Yes, of course. That is what it means." And just like that we established a rule for sex with the Bickerstaffs.
"If you arrange for Lovely and, oh my god, Mrs. Rebecca Kline to kiss my little sister, then by golly you can have my ass and no, Mom, I haven't done that before. Hey, Mr. Duncan, you know what you're doing when it comes to the ass, right? I'm not going to need to stand for a week when you're done, am I?"
I wanted to rave and laugh and dance around but I managed to hold it together.
"Let me suggest something, as an option. Once you've had a cock in your ass, imagine having one knocking on the front door at the same time."
"Knocking? Oh, oh! You mean, entering in the front...oh!" Sophie squeaked once she got all the dots connected properly. "Oh my holy dog shit." She breathed. "Mom? Mom?" She snapped her fingers.
Caroline Bickerstaff stared at the table as though trying to see through it. When her eyes lifted up, she mumbled something. I couldn't understand it.
"I beg your pardon?" I responded, deathly afraid I was taking too long and I'd find my room and bed empty of willing blonde pussy when we got up there. I counted on my hand and decided these two would make a quorum and we could convene our sexual congress and vote up and down as we needed, even if Mrs. Northcutt the former had booked.
"I said, Mrs. Honeywell told me that if I agreed, I had to do whatever you asked and that if you asked, it'd be because you thought you'd figured out a way to make me orgasm that I hadn't tried before. She warned me that once you discovered how to make me come, I'd be..." She tottered to a halt. Her eyes lifted up to look at me. "Raymond always wanted to bring another woman into our bed. When I asked for another man, he stomped out of the house. That was the beginning of the end." She spoke as though in a trance. "He never considered what I found interesting sexually."
Suddenly she jerked and her whole demeanor shifted. She looked over at me, eyes wide and white, like little beams of light out of her flawless obsidian visage.
"You, you know what I want to see? I want to see you fuck Dannielle."
"Holy dog shit!"
"I want you to fuck her in the ass. I want to see you and two other guys fuck her at the same time, mouth, ass, and pussy!"
Uh oh. I thought. I held up my hands.
"I think you misunderstand me. This may be tangled up with your ex-husband and his dishonest business dealings but for me, I make love, not war. I am not into angry sex or hate sex, or, or revenge sex."



Caroline blinked her eyes, making it seem like the light around me flickered. She patted the air between us.
"You, you don't understand. Then, then I want her to watch you do those same things to me. Would you do that?"
Would I? Would I! Wood eye?
I wanted to scream but didn't. Instead, I turned around and waved at the barkeep to figure up the check. I stood and walked over to the bar, just to see if there was any oxygen to be had over there. Not much more. Holy dog shit, I thought, to quote Sophocles Bickerstaff. I paid the tab and handed a generous tip to the guy. He grinned and nodded, then winked.
"Need any pills? I have some if you need a little punch up."
I grinned back.
"Do I look like I need help?"
"You look like you collected more than you bargained for." He returned. "Just saying."
I thought of the old bull and the young bull when I turned back to the table. To my delight, both women were standing, coats over their arms, purses clutched in their hands both ready and by extension, willing to follow me into the jaws of...pleasure? It was funny to see the daughter assume exactly the same pose as her mother, as though operating from a standard manual of arms. I gestured but then led them out of the room to the elevators. We were alone in the lee of the afternoon rush, in advance of the evening's arrivals.
Holy dog shit. I thought, the Travers women... I had to make room in my tightening schedule to get them arranged side by side and naked on the bed so I could fuck them. That meant I needed to keep a little lead in my pencil...oh, what the fuck. They were here for a couple more days. I didn't need no stinking umbrella.
"Me too." Sophie said from behind me and to my right. Caroline had slipped a hand inside my elbow and hugged it against her ample bosom. I swear I could feel the pattern on her substantial bra on my skin, through my shirt.
I twisted around to look at Sophie, pressing my elbow deep into Caroline's breast. The thrill shot through me like, well, like a shot. It tinked off every interior angle in my body and left quivering echos in its wake.
"If you do that to Mother, then you have to do it to me, right?" Sophie whispered. The words were yarn soft.
"Uh huh." I managed. Holy dog shit, I had another mother-daughter team for my boys and me to load onto the airtight express! Holy dog fucking aristocrats with cleft palates, the guys would never believe the queue that had formed to board our Cock and Balls Special! The Favors, the Klines, the Hamiltons and now the Bickerstaffs. Not to mention the Duncans...I suddenly had a vision of my dear mother doing it with each of her daughters...I got rock hard.
Shit, I needed to call Mom. The hard zing softened. I was a bad son. Or was that because I was planning how to fuck my mother and each of my sisters at the same time with a little help from my friends? Yeah, probably.
The elevator arrived and interrupted that train of thought. In service to putting it aside for the moment, I slipped my arm possessively around Caroline Bickerstaff and turned to look at Sophie. She smiled shyly but stepped into the arc of my right arm. I walked us into the elevator, three abreast, well, two abreast with me happily tucked in between them. I hit the button and turned around and looped my arms around the two gorgeous Nubians. I looked up and saw our smeared reflections in the chrome around the doors.
Look, Mom, I thought, I'm an Oreo!
The elevator finally stopped. I thought it might have gotten lost. I'd been trying to feel up these two women at the same time and it was blowing my mind. I don't know if that was trying to do two things at the same time or just one thing twice. We stepped off the car and I stopped.
"Don't remember where your room is?" Mrs. Bickerstaff the first asked.
"Don't mind if I just fuck you here?" I responded.
"I prefer having my knees on a nice soft something." She returned.
"Like a bed."
She nodded. "Like a bed."
"Knees." I mused. I shook my head. "Wait, I never have sex with a woman unless she can kiss. I suggest we get that out of the way before we get to the room." I was suddenly having second thoughts about doing these two for an audience. If they freaked out... I couldn't finish that thought. I felt like a burglar thinking of going into a house without a good exit plan.
The women both leaned out and looked at each other.
"Why you looking at me, Mom, I know I can kiss a man back into the Stone Age."
"Yeah, well, I can kiss a man into the future." Caroline volleyed back.
Uh oh. I thought. Competition. Then I grinned. God fuck a prophet, god fuck for profit, this could be fucking fun!
I walked us out into the main hallway and turned right. A maid was just emerging from a room, tugging a load of laundry she stuffed into a trolley hamper. I separated from Caroline and turned to Sophie. Her eyes got wide but then she closed them and lifted her mouth, parting her lips a little before licking around them with the pink tip of her tongue.
I kissed the spot she'd outlined. She kissed me back. Her fine body pressed against me. One of her hands roosted on my hip and the other rose up like a mourning dove and came to rest against my cheek. I looped an arm around her lithe waist. She let me clinch her against me, parting her legs to ride my thigh. I kept my eyes open and out of the corner, I saw that maid stop what she was doing to watch us.
I broke the kiss. Sophie's eyes fluttered for a moment and she turned her head to glance at the maid and then looked back at me.
"You can kiss just fine, Mister. You'll do, at least for now." She chortled with a half smile.
I released her and turned to her mother. Caroline stared down the hall at the maid.
"What room are we in." She whispered, her voice tight like a strung guy wire.
In answer, I placed my hands at her waist and pushed her against the wall.
"I am going to kiss you but first, I want you to unbutton your blouse."
"My blouse?" She wore a burnt brown satin blouse that rippled around her breasts. It made her look like two types of chocolate.
"Yes. Unbutton it. All the way down."
Her eyes flashed sideways but she didn't turn her head. I think she decided to act as if the maid wasn't paying us any attention. She pushed my hands away from her waist and let hers drift up as though riding a powerful and steady updraft. At the top button, they floated for a moment.
"You didn't make her...uh..." She stumbled to a halt.
"You got it. Sophie's blouse doesn't have buttons, at least not on the front." I returned. "If I do it, I'll just pull it apart and you'll lose the buttons."
Caroline Bickerstaff blinked at me and then her fingers found and released the first button. Working down the slope of her breasts, she exposed her cleavage a button at a time. Over the crest and into the shadow of her breasts her clever fingers worked. Her bursting bra cups came into view. I put out a hand at the last and stopped her progress just at the last button.
"When we get inside, I am going to use you like hookers, like you are bought and paid for."
"We are bought and paid for." The two women said together. They giggled, oozing nerves.
I stepped against Caroline and her giggle died a crib death, turning into a grunting gurgle when I fit my lips to hers. I pushed her against the wall. I felt the swell of her breasts against me, that firm but plush feeling of full breasts flashed around me, like I was being circled by horny little pixies scattering pixie dust that created horniness.
Caroline's lips were stiff and cool at first. Her hands held me by my shoulders, even pushing at me while I pushed at her, though not very firmly. I held her elbows at first but feeling her tension, I moved a hand to her side, touching her black skin with my hand. She flinched a little. I teased her nerves with my fingertips before pushing my hand on to the plush curve of her body. I felt her shiver. Her lips parted and her mouth opened. I pressed her hard against the wall, kissing her hard. She groaned. I believed the maid was forgotten.
I broke the kiss.
"You did fine." I said softly.
"You too." She responded weakly but then smiled as though I'd asked a question and she was dubious about her answer.
"Come on." I said. When her hands moved to her blouse, I took one away from it, indicating she was going to walk the halls with her bra in view. She resisted for a moment, tension in her hand pulled against my clasp but as I pulled her into my stride, I felt it relax. I called it her resignation. The Rubicon had been crossed, I hoped. I think Sophie swam it before the rest of us even arrived at the riverbank.
At the door to my room, I halted and fished out the key card. I realized I had no idea what was behind door number one. It opened and I led the two women into my room, wondering if the third was still there.
She was. The blonde woman sat on the couch in the little sitting room, her blonde hair blending with the white terry cloth robe she wore. She didn't turn around.
"If you're alone, you're mine." She said.
"Holy dog shit, he wasn't lying." Sophie muttered.
I wanted Carol Lynn the blonde to turn around but when I realized she wasn't going to, I steered Mrs. Bickerstaff into the furniture circle where modern humans worship the TV. I held onto her right hand with my left, keeping her to my left. Her other hand fluttered around, not sure where to light and settle. At one point, she cupped her own breast and lifted it. I wanted to think she was being provocative but in reality I think it was just a nervous motion of her lost hand.
"This is Caroline Bickerstaff."
Carol Lynn's eyes painted her and then covered her attention primer with a more careful final coat of inspection. I waited till her eyes found mine.
"Very nice." Carol Lynn said softly. "You apparently are willing to fuck this country bumpkin."
Before anyone else spoke, I gestured with my chin past Carol Lynn.
"That's her daughter." I hesitated, giving the blonde woman time to assimilate what I'd just said. "Sophia." I added, to complete the introduction. "And this is Carol Lynn Northcutt."
The women eyed each other. Mrs. Northcutt finally surrendered to the itch at her back and turned to inspect Sophie. When she looked back her eyes were hooded, covered with a veil of disguise that, since I'd only just met her, I could not interpret. I strained not to project my hopes or fears onto her expression.
Rather than complicate things, I released Caroline's hand moved in front of her and released that last button of her blouse at her waist. I stripped the blouse off her shoulders. She had dropped her coat on a vacant chair as we entered the sacred living room circle. I pointed her tits at Carol Lynn. I moved behind the black woman. I placed my hands on her shoulders.
"I am going to take off your bra. Then I am going to fuck your daughter." I whispered loudly.
"Oh god." Caroline whispered back. Carol Lynn did not move.
Despite myself, I placed my hands on the shelf of Mrs. Bickerstaff's hips and pushed them around her body. I felt the shiver run through her frame as my hands scored her cool skin of her sides. Onto the plain of her belly and up to the hillocks of her tits my hands moved. I cuddled up against her incredible ass and clutched her tits.
"Oh fuck me." The blonde woman breathed from her perch on the couch.
I squeezed Carline's tits. Her hands lay on my forearms, holding me in place. I stepped away from her body and trailed my hands back around to the clasp on her bra. Her bra was bronze colored so it blended with her blouse and so too with her dark skin. I unhooked it and let her remove it herself. I felt the shaking in her skin, like it was moving itself without any conscious instructions. She twisted, as though her feet were fastened to the floor, and handed me the bra. I tossed it onto the chair with her blouse. She wore a long, flowing black skirt. I wanted to lift it up and view her legs but stepped away from her chocolate, topless temptation.
Turning to Sophie, I found her staring at me, at us, her light eyes alight with fascination and, I think, utter disbelief.
"You're first." I muttered. I walked to her. Sophie's eyes fixed on me like I was either bringing her a death sentence or a winning lottery ticket and the drama from not knowing which was killing her. She'd deposited purse and coat on a bar stool back at the bar as we came in. She wore a knee length skirt, black like her mother's, and a long-sleeved white sweater that hugged her body like fog hugs an Ozark mountain hollar. I immediately took hold of the lower edge of her sweater and peeled it up off her body, turning it inside out as I pulled it up.
Sophie's hands lifted and crossed. Her hands found mine, grasped the sweater and stripped it up and over her head. She wore a brilliant white bra, all lace and filled to overflowing with her dark tits. My mouth watered but at this moment, I was going to mount her, daughters first. I rather like that rule and decided right then I should keep it, at least most of the time. Daughters first. I chuckled softly and privately to myself.
I moved around behind Sophie. Her head and torso twisted as she tried to keep her eyes on me, like a wounded antelope watching a circling hyena. I swooped in against her back. Her ass was of the same stature as her mothers but lesser dimensioned. I enfolded her in my arms, clasping her fine breasts in each hand. I peered over her shoulder at Carol Lynn the blonde. She was twisted around, watching us. Her eyes glittered like little jewels. When she caught my eyes on her, robbing her of the vision of the woman I was handling, she smiled a little at me, shyly, guiltily as though I'd caught her violating her own moral code, like I could read her mind and was destined to write it down for everyone to read.
"So we understand each other, when I say you are mine now, I mean your ass is mine. I will fuck you in the ass." I said, trying to set some parameters so we didn't get any wires crossed. Carol Lynn nodded definite and deliberate agreement.
"My ass is yours if you fuck them, and, and then you fuck me while they watch us." Her voice quavered.
Fuck the umbrella.
I released Sophie's breasts. I wasn't truly sure what I knew about whom but I knew I had a vanishing amount of time and cum to devote to this trio. I'd be as devoted as I could manage, though. I dropped my hands to Sophie's waist and lower, down the pleated black skirt. It was wool or flannel of some sort but softer and sensuous to the touch. I bent a little and grasped a handful and lifted it up, exposing her legs as though with a curtain rising on a set stage. I could not see her legs clearly but I saw them reflected in Carol Lynn's fevered eyes.
She nodded a little, her lips pursing gently before relaxing into a satisfied smile.
We stood behind the white couch. Carol Lynn in her white robe. Her blonde hair seemed to blend with it. Sophie's bra caught its brilliance and pulled her into its orbit. I moved her forward.
"Hold your skirt up." I whispered against her ear, nuzzling through the rich black curls on her shoulders. She turned her head, twisting all the way around and then stretched up to kiss me. I tilted my head down and accepted her kiss, only aware of her heavy breath, thick with arousal, blending with the feel of her body against mine. While we kissed, her hands found mine and took hold of her skirt. Her kiss reflected the preoccupation and didn't measure up to the kiss in the hallway.
I moved my hands down past the drape of her skirt and found her legs, coated in nylons. I moved up from her full thighs to her ass and found pantyhose. I found the upper rib of the waistband and peeled it down her hips to her thighs, and lower to her knees, forming a perfect shackle on her legs. I leaned back to look down at her. She wore white lace panties that matched her bra. I smoothed my hands over the orbs of her ass, up onto the small of her back and then inside the panties. I shucked them down off of her hips and ass, down to her knees with the nylon pantyhose.
My cock was hard.
I found Mrs. Bickerstaff with my eyes. She stared at us, like she was surprised crossing a dark street by a sudden and brilliant spotlight.
"Come here, Caroline." I said.
I noticed the jerk in Mrs. Northcutt the former's shoulders but when she realized I wasn't looking at her, she held her position.
Caroline Bickerstaff moved out of the furniture circle and stopped beside us.
"Down. On your knees." I whispered.
She put a hand on my side and got to her knees. She looked up at me, closed her eyes and opened her mouth. Her tongue extended, forming a smooth path over her white teeth.
"Oh fuck me!" Carol Lynn hissed from the couch.
I moved Sophie against the back of the cloth couch and left her there, black skirt bloused around her hips and ass. I unbuckled my belt and opened my pants. I rescued my cock from his prison and moved to stand in front of Mrs. Bickerstaff. Her eyes were still closed. She stuck out her tongue again. I laid my cock head on the curved pad of it, spongy softness on spongy softness. Her lips closed over the head and she sucked me into her mouth. I pushed gently, but mostly followed her guidance. Once deep in her mouth, she bobbed her head back and forth, sucking all the while. Her bare black breasts danced to her rhythm.
"Good god, look at that. She's sucking his cock." Carol Lynn said from the couch. Sophie turned to stare at us, seeing, I presumed for the first time, her mother's mouth on a man's cock. I pulled it free.
I turned. Sophie fixed her eyes on my cock. I gently turned her away from it and bent her over the back of the couch. Her head was beside where Mrs. Northcutt the former sat. She put her hands down onto the couch cushion and arched her ass. Mrs. Northcutt sat close beside her, blinking between staring at the black woman nearby that strained her eyes and me, the instrument of her arousal.
I moved in behind Sophie, shuffling my feet so I didn't fall over, since I still had my trousers around my ankles. My cock contacted the back of Sophie's midnight ass. She lurched and grunted slightly. I felt between her legs with one hand. I found the velvet lips of her pussy. She was smooth but not slick, soft but not damp. I stroked back and forth through the folds of her pussy until I found the fount of her arousal. At first only a little slickness appeared but gradually, with more and more stroking, she welled around my finger.
"Holy dog shit." Sophia whispered, panting around the words.
I positioned my cock at the entrance to her body and thrust. My cock missed the entrance ramp and slid between her black thighs.
"Oh my god." Sophie muttered.
I retreated, used my hand to relocate the entrance to her body and directed my cock there. I felt her body flex, gnawing on the end of my cock. I pushed forward again. This time, her body sucked me inside, pulling at me as I thrust into her. Her body rippled around my cock. She groaned. She gasped.
"Oh my fucking god, that feels so, so good!"
I gripped her by the waist, moving my hands down onto the arch of her hips. I yanked at her body, tipping her backwards as I leaned into her. My cock rooted down into her depths, sinking through the rippling folds of her pussy until I was locked inside her. She bubbled around me.
"Look Mom, no hands!" Sophie giggled.
I glanced around at Mrs. Bickerstaff. She sat on her heels, staring at me fucking her daughter. Her skirt fluffed around her like a cloud of black smoke on the floor. Above the cloud, her tits wavered and roiled as she breathed.
My attention stalled my motion and I felt Sophie look around. Her body rippled around me. I pulled out of her. I looked at Caroline the Black.



I waited until she met my eyes. For a moment she gazed at me, eyes dull with arousal but then, it clicked, like her mind blinked into action and she could read my mind. Her eyes lifted from my frothy cock to meet my gaze and widened like she was swallowing a huge lie.
"Oh no." She breathed.
"Oh yes." I breathed back.
For a moment she held my eyes, not moving, barely breathing. Then, with fluid slowness, she closed her eyes, opened her mouth and extended her tongue.
I felt a ripple of adrenaline run through me like I was running with the Spanish bulls, or they were running around inside me. I shuffled closer. Mrs. Bickerstaff didn't move. The tip of my dewy cock touched the arch of her tongue. She flinched ever so slightly, making her tits wave below us. I leaned in a bit and her tongue rose under mu cock and cupped it. She leaned forward and I leaned forward and my cock penetrated past her lips even as they closed around it. She quivered as she tasted her daughter on my cock, slurping and sucking at what was slathered on me. I grasped her by the back of the head but she leaned forward more, sucking and slurping as she took my cock deep into her mouth.
I felt the constriction at the back of her throat tighten then she deliberately relaxed and let me cock head plug her throat. She pressed her head against me, blew through her nose and went still, my cock buried in her mouth and throat. She groaned and the vibration rattled through me like an invitation. I wanted to come, I wanted to pump cum down her throat and feel the tension of her neck muscles as she swallowed but I had another idea. I pulled slowly out of her mouth. As I did so, her eyes opened and focused. On hand, operating seemingly on its own, rose up and cupped her mammoth breast. I hesitated when her lips smacked as the end of my cock left them. She leaned forward and kissed the end of my cock, eyes twinkling.
I shuffled backwards about an inch. I twisted in my tracks to find Carol Lynn staring over the back of couch as us and Sophie looking with her, eyes full of expectation. I set out to her and her expectations. She twisted around to lean on her hands when I approached. I place my hands on her ass and peeled her open, exposing her pussy. I held her and directed the end of my cock to her pussy. She helped, shifting and adjusting until I kissed her lips and she pressed back, enveloping my cock with her passionate pussy. I entered her and she groaned, exhaling satisfaction even as she gulped my cock into her body.
"Oh Christ's cupcakes!" Carol Lynn muttered. "My god, my god, my god!" Her voice quivered.
I gripped Sophie's hips and steadily penetrated her, pressing my cock deep into her, down through the layers of her body until her ass bunched between us and her body clinched down on me. The pleasure roared in my ears. I wanted to roar, to cry havoc and release the dogs of lust and let this woman consume me heart, soul and cum. I ground against her, feeling the full cushion of her ass and the lurid wiggle of her body responding to my probing. She groaned and then keened as I pulled back, clearly anticipating a return, the slamming thrust that would fill her again with cock. Her voice shifted when I pulled free of her incredible body.
I turned slightly, to the kneeling Mrs. Bickerstaff. She eyed my cock and opened her mouth, not closing her eyes this time, fixing her gaze on the glistening coating on my cock.
"Your turn. On your back, on the bed. I am going to fuck you till I come and then someone is going to go down on you." When I spoke Caroline flinched. I felt Sophie turn to look at me. Her mother slowly closed her mouth, torn between anticipation and regret.
The expression on her face looked brand new, like she wasn't sure it fit at all, her face or the situation I just described. I stepped back and nearly fell over. I took a moment to strip off my pants, shoes, socks and shirt so that I was naked. Then I helped Mrs. Bickerstaff off her knees. She cuddled up to me pressing her bare breasts against my bare torso. God but that felt good. Her skin felt hot against mine but soft, plush and alive with sensation. I slipped an arm around her waist and kissed her. Her lips were fire, roaring with passion. I broke the kiss quickly and steered her towards the bedroom. I heard Sophie grunt as she stood and moments later was aware of Mrs. Northcutt the former drifting along at my elbow.
I steered Caroline to the bed, stopping with it against her legs. I sought and found the buttons that held her skirt in place. It waffled and dropped down her legs. She wore a garter belt and stockings with a brown thong that matched the discarded bra.
Mrs. Northcutt walked quickly into the bathroom and returned with a pair of small manicure scissors. She clipped the strings on Caroline's thong until she could pull it out of the bindings of the garter belt and straps. Caroline shivered as the blonde's white little hands sifted over her black skin, like blown snow on dark fertile ground. When the thong was gone, Caroline lifted one knee and got onto the bed. For a moment, she hesitated on all fours, her ass pointed at me. I could see her pussy gleaming between her legs. She rolled onto her back and opened her legs.
To this point, nearly nothing had been spoken, The room breathed with us all, inhaling and exhaling almost as though we were all together. I was naked and got onto the bed. Caroline opened her legs further. I crawled over the near leg. Touching her skin with my bare knee made her jerk just a little.
"Oh my god." She managed to hiss past the gasp that ghosted about her.
I bent between her legs and kissed her tummy, kissing up the flat black skin to the underside of her proud tits. I turned my head to suck at the bow of her breasts, still astonishingly shapely. I sucked at one then the other, pulling at their plushness. I found a nipple and sucked at it until Caroline made a very small sound.
"Oh." She breathed, like it was a puff of dank air.
I moved to the other nipple. I sucked at it suddenly and hard. She lurched under me.
"Oh, oh god!" Caroline whispered. "Oh my god, fuck me, please."
She said "please". It was always the magic word for me. "Please fuck me" was almost impossible to refuse but maybe that's just me. Her hands appeared at my side and one took hold of my cock. She steered me into position over her. Her ass lifted and the head of my cock disappeared into her body. I was looking down between us. She had dense black curls. I felt the hot kiss of her pussy on my cock and then I was inside of her, pushing deeper, feeling her clinch against the invasion. I backed out and then pressed deeper, in and out, back and forth, too and fro, sinking deeper and deeper each time. Down into her I pushed and finally felt her pubic bone against mine. I lifted my head.
Caroline's eyes were on me. She sighed or moaned a little. Her breasts bubbled between us. I bent down and kissed her. She kissed me back. I felt the hunger. It was more than simple arousal, it was the breaking of a profound fast. I could feel it, her need wafted about her like mist off a waterfall, heavy but hot, as though it was a hot spring that watered the air around us.
"Oh my god." That was Sophie, watching from the door of the bedroom.
"Come along." I said, then twisted to find Sophie with my eyes. I patted the empty space to my left. "Lie here. I'll do you both." She shuffled around to that far side of the bed and stopped to strip, her pantyhose and panties were still around her knees. When she was done, she was utterly nude. She was shaved clean so her pussy glistened, now clearly bubbling. She crawled onto the bed beside us and lay on her back, legs slightly parted, waiting for me to move between them.
"Holy matron of the saints!" Mrs. Northcutt muttered beside me. "Mother and daughter? Really?" Her voice echoed something and I knew what it was. I half expected her to murmur "mother and son" just to balance the world.
I grunted, reversed my motion and pushed my cock deep into Mrs. Bickerstaff. Caroline groaned, sounding choked as though my wonderfully long cock extended up out of her pelvic cradle into the back of her throat from inside her body. Uh huh. Still, she groaned in a choked manner. I ground down into her, sealing us together with my penetration of her simmering lust. I think she knew I was withdrawing because she put one hand on my side as I rose up, removing my cock from inside her body. Her hand pressed on my side, hooking on it as though to pull me down into her.
I groaned. I couldn't help it. The honeyed richness of her body filled me with pleasure, sensations that I never grow tired of.
I pulled free of her wondrous body with a heroic act of will, if I do say so myself. I rocked back onto my heels and crawled out of Caroline Bickerstaff's valley of pleasure into the valley of her daughter.
"Oh fuck the dog and kick the boss." Sophie mumbled as I hovered over her naked body. Her legs were bare. When she ran her calf up my leg and down again, I trembled with pleasure. The sensation was profoundly different than Caroline's stockings.
I positioned myself between Sophie's legs. Her knees arched beside us. She widened her thighs. Her two hands reached down and found my cock. She directed me to her pussy, bending my cock down to meet her pursed pussy lips. She held me with one hand and with the other, patted me on the ass. I sank into her. She bubbled. I recognized her body, the swelling delight of her pussy engulfing my cock. Down into her I sank, until I was rooted in her also, completely and deeply.
Where her mother was smooth like pudding, hot, fresh pudding, Sophie was tight like a ball of rubber bands. I felt her tensing and squeezing with dozens of pleasurable strands. In and out I fucked her. I could tell she was nervous, her eyes kept clicking to her right, towards her mostly nude but recently fucked mother. Caroline the Black, for her part lay still, eyes closed, either waiting or concentrating on the sounds her daughter made as I fucked her. At the time, I could not tell.
I slowed to a halt, floating in Sophie's pussy. She shivered once under me, her legs parted just enough to allow me to mount her but not touching her mother. I wriggled my ass, pushing Sophie's knee wider and wider until I felt it cuddle up against Caroline's plush leg. I swear I felt the heat from the mother's supine body, emanating in erotic waves that blurred my vision and startled my senses. I was watching when her hand pulled out from between them and sought out first Sophie's hip, then traveled up Sophie's side and mine, to her arm and up to her hand on my shoulder. Sophie shuddered under me, her body clasped at my cock and I felt it behind my ears, the sensation of the tightening of her inner muscles massaging me, holding me, caressing me with the many strands of pleasure that held me inside of her body.
Caroline pulled her daughter's hand over to her mouth and kissed the tips of her fingers. Caroline turned her daughter's hand and kissed the palm. I glanced around to Sophie and found her staring at her mother. I thought this was the perfect time to set the agenda. I twisted around, still planted inside Sophie's fantastic body to find Carol Lynn the White.
"Which do you wish to eat while I fuck you?" I asked in as normal a voice as I could muster, surrounded by pussy as I was. The air seethed with need and the demand for satisfaction.
"I, what?" Caroline the White responded dully, as though just waking from a very real dream.
"I, god, I want to come and whomever I come in, you will eat. I'll fuck you while you do."
"Jesus, mother and Joseph." She mumbled. Then she nodded her head. "Fine, fine. You have me. I'll do whatever you tell me to do."
I realized she didn't want to choose. I turned back to Sophie. Her light eyes had latched onto me and she lifted her legs, heedless of the increased contact with her own mother's bare leg.
"So? You decide then. Want to watch her eat your Mom or do you want your mother to watch you come with a woman between your legs."
Maybe it was me who didn't want to decide, who couldn't decide. I grunted, lifted and probed back down into Sophie's splendid body. She moaned under me.
"In her. I want to see them, see you come in her. In, in Mom." Sophie panted.
I didn't know if she was generously sharing or thought she had dodged onto the bench. I pulled out of her pussy, feeling her reluctance and then feeling the exhalation as she felt the emptiness fill her. Caroline the Black turned up on her side and fairly maneuvered me between her lush legs. With one hand she directed my cock to her entrance then patted my ass. I plunged down through layers of pleasure, piercing her with my cock while she groaned around me. Her breasts huddled under me and then I settled onto them, feeling them puddle and bloom under me as my weight settled between Caroline's full thighs.
"Oh god, fuck me!" Caroline Bickerstaff growled. Her ass hunched up under me. I felt my cock click deeper into her though I'd have sworn I'd been rooted as deep as one cock could go into her incredible ebony body. Her knees rose beside me, like hand rails. Her hands gripped her knees and pulled them back beside her. I crouched over her, balancing on hands and knees.
"Fuck me." Caroline mumbled. "Oh god, please, fuck me."
I wasn't sure whom she was speaking to but decided I was the only one with a cock in her so I did, I fucked her. I found a steady rhythm of up and down, slamming down into her and then bouncing up until my cock was barely hooked inside her before ramming down into her again. Her body rippled around me. Up and down I rose and fell like the inveterate waves of the ocean. Over and over, I hammered down into her. My orgasm appeared even as Caroline huffed and puffed and screamed she was coming.
I believed her. She weren't telling no stinking fibs right then. Her hips swelled around me, seeming to envelop me. I dropped onto her chest, releasing my arms to slide my hands down under her ass. I gripped her ass and pulled it apart, like I was breaking bread. She groaned under me. I squeezed the plush swell of her ass with both hands, reveling in the erotic thrill of this woman, surrendered under me and the pleasure we shared. Suddenly her hips began to buck, spanking up at me with short, fast strokes. That shift in rhythm proved insouciant and my orgasm roared up out of me erupting with sudden violence.
I pulled at her ass cheeks, hard. I rammed deep into her, clutching us together even as I flowed into her. She groaned. My weight shifted as I pulled at her body and I balanced for a moment on my cock and her pubic bone. The first sprout tingled up my spine and then exploded. I hammered down into Caroline's black lushness, firing doughy bullets into her clasping body. She grunted and bucked into a second, quick orgasm. Her thighs tightened against my side.
I lost command while the orgasm thundered through me. Over and over, I hunched between Caroline's legs, until I felt the end draw near. I gasped and collapsed, panting, rocking to one side when the woman grunted and stopped breathing.
"Holy fucking dog." Sophie muttered beside us. "I just watched my mother have sex and have an orgasm, right here beside me."
I lifted my head. "Go, uh, go get her naked and, and go down on her, get her ready to eat your mother." I mumbled. I had one of those moments when my words shocked me in concept and in meaning. I felt Sophie get off the bed. I closed my eyes. I think a century passed but it was no more than a heart beat or two because I hard Carol Lynn the White moan.
When I looked around, white Carol Lynn in her plush white bathrobe stood kissing naked Sophia. The white robe was pulled off Carol Lynn's shoulders but caught on her elbows because her hands were clutching Sophie's ass. The two women kissed deeply and noisily. I felt Caroline the Dark shift under me.
"Oh god, my daughter is kissing a white woman."
I moved my lips next to Caroline's ear, on the opposite side so she could continue to watch the other two women.
"Imagine that is Dannielle." I whispered. "And in a moment, she's going to lick cum out of your pussy."
Caroline Bickerstaff groaned.
"Oh god, don't mention that."
I didn't ask why not. That would have been disingenuous.
"Imagine Danielle with three men, three cocks in her body at the same time, just before we put three cocks in you...and in your daughter."
"Oh my god." Caroline whispered.
"Yes, oh my god." Carol Lynn echoed behind me.
I crouched over Caroline, got to my hands and knees. I knee walked left and turned to sit on the bed beside Caroline. Carol Lynn was naked now, the white robe puddling behind her. Sophie had bent down and was kissing Carol Lynn's pale breasts. The dark lips left trails on the woman's white skin, not bruises but blurred tracks of black lust over the smooth whiteness of her flawless skin.
"Oh, oh god!" Carol Lynn said, her voice throbbing with excitement. I got off the bed and with some difficulty, turned Caroline the Black so she lay across the broad King bed. Her knees were open and bent at the edge. Her chalice was poised to be tasted.
I got off the bed on the opposite side, staggered and righted myself. I went around to Carol Lynn and gently removed the black woman's mouth and lips from her tits. When Carol Lynn looked at me, her eyes were misted over with lust. I took her by the elbow, directing Sophie to the side. I steered Carol Lynn to the woman on the bed and had her kneel between the plush dark legs. She seemed to need no further instructions, She rose up on her knees, kissed and licked up one thigh and got captured by the steaming pussy. She sucked and kissed while Caroline's ass bobbed up and down, gently but without fail.
I stepped backwards. Sophie cuddled up beside me, hugging me against her naked body. I put an arm around her and pulled her tight against me. Her tits kissed me twice, once each. She looked up at me.
"God, that's unbelievable. My mother being eaten by a white woman."
I grunted.
"Wait until you see Dannielle take that position."
"Jesus, that's right. Her full of cock...Mom full of cock...oh my fucking dog!" Sophie's voice whistled past her teeth. "That, that means I'll..."
I finished for her.
"Yep, you'll be full of cock. I'd do it myself but..." I chuckled. "On your knees, sweetie, time to prime the jam session."
"What?"
"On your knees. Shall I draw you a picture?" That came out harsher than I'd intended. I separated from the gorgeous young black woman and waited, regarding her as coolly as you can with her mother's cum smeared on your stiffening cock with the clear intention that she taste her mother for the first time by sucking my dipstick.
For a moment, Sophie hesitated but then, after a glance at her moaning mother and the bobbing blonde head between the black legs, she got to her knees.
"Dammit, I can't watch with your cock in my mouth."
I chuckled again.
"I am sure you'll get lots of chances to see your mother on her back for all manner of different reasons. What's good for Caroline is good for Sophocles, right?"
Sophie grimaced at me but got onto her knees. She reached out for my cock and drew me closer. She licked around the head of my wobbly cock and by god if she didn't lick the wobble right off of it. By the time the spongy head was clean and she let her lips close around it, I was hard as a rock. I gripped the back of her head and gently but uncompromisingly pushed my cock deep into her throat. Sophie was no beginner at taking a cock in her mouth. She knew how to breath around the throat plug and how to stimulate it with her lips and tongue and keep her teeth at bay, white as they were. Instead of constantly breathing through her nose, she'd release the suction and pull fresh air past the length of my cock. It chilled each time she did that but seemed to swell more each time until I was sure I was shedding skin.



Sophie concentrated finally on sucking my cock, no longer trying to keep an eye on her mother's escalating orgasms. Carol Lynn ate Caroline to one climax after another in distant succession but the intervals were shortening when I pulled out of Sophie's mouth. She sat back.
I patted her cheek and she looked up at me with such an adoring look I wondered if I'd missed something. We'd only just met and she was all smarmy and shit. I moved over to Carol Lynn feeding between the other Carol's black legs. I grasped her by the waist and lifted. Her legs unfolded and she locked her knees so I simply sat her down on the floor like a folding table. She grunted when I felt between her lithe legs. I found her pussy and pushed a finger into her body. Carol Lynn grunted but the sound came out of Caroline's mouth. Caroline the Black groaned loudly.
"She, god, her tongue is so, god, so deep, deep inside me. I can feel it all up inside me. My god, my god, my god." Caroline the Black mumbled.
I felt Caroline Northcutt's thrill ripple through her body. She groaned and then she arched her back, lifting her hips, which had the effect of pushing herself more firmly onto my finger. I pulled it out of her, lined up my cock and rammed into her. She lifted her head and shrieked.
"Oh god, yes, please, please fuck me!" She chanted, her body bucking as I penetrated through her outer defenses and filled up her molten center with hot cock. She oozed around me, bubbling and seething. I grasped her hips and pulled her back onto my cock. She groaned deep in her lank chest so it sounded more like a woodwind than a brass instrument. I began to hammer against her, slapping against her ass over and over again, playing her like a cheap drum till the sound seemed to echo around us, rising up around us and suffusing us with its lurid meaning.
"Oh fucking dog, fuck me!" Caroline Northcutt whined, her voice drawn tight as kite string in a gale. I did as requested. Her pussy clutched me so tightly I thought I was turning her inside out several times, pulling out of her clasping depths that seemed unwilling to release me to the thundering goodness. Oh god, she felt good, mounted on my cock like that.
For five long minutes I rode her, pounding into her with force and violence, often times rapping her up onto her tiptoes with evanescent moments when she actually dangled on my cock, hooked and filled with no other visible support. Each time I pulled her back onto my cock, she bucked once. Finally, though, I pulled her hard back onto my cock and the bucking didn't stop. She didn't make a noise while her body bucked and thrashed, pinned full of cock. She writhed around my cock. If felt like she was chewing at it but without teeth, strong and sure with the sensation of sucking despite the physics of the situation. I hammered into her until her orgasm arrived. When I slowed, she reached back and slapped my ass again, so I resumed pounding into her.
She came again.
The third time her head arched out from between Caroline Bickerstaff's open black thighs and howled to the heavens as the new orgasm swelled, rose and crashed over her, like stormy white caps. I chased along behind her, resolved to add my own froth to her bobbing white caps on the dark waves of pleasure roaring through her. Over and over she came, a sequence of orgasms that culminated in a screaming serenade. I ground us together as her body tightened and tensed. I thrust deep and my new orgasm swelled and overflowed. I pumped cum into her over and over again.
Carol Lynn gasped and panted, laying her cheek on the full black thigh beside her, her white skin blurry with erotic tension, her blonde hair scintillating against the splayed darkness of the woman she'd been lately kissing and licking. She panted with exertion and the thrust and bubble of the orgasms lately consuming her awareness. I backed out of her. She fell to her knees. She clutched at the black legs and used them to pull herself up and onto the black woman. Draped on the larger woman, she kissed the great black tits, sucking and nipping around the grand curves. In moments, Caroline the Black pulled Carol Lynn the White up and the two women engaged in a noisy, messy kiss, moaning at each other like two animals trying to invent language to express the inexpressible. They twisted, they turned, and finally they lay full length on the bed. Caroline Bickerstaff grasped the white woman by the shoulders and kissed her hard. Her black legs wrapped around Mrs. Northcutt's white body, hooking her dark heels behind the woman's knees and spreading them.
"Daughter." Mrs. Bickerstaff the first muttered, her voice nearly rumbling low and ominous. "Taste her, eat her, do it."
I felt Sophie look at me. I turned my eyes from the writhing black and white motion on the bed, like a piano keyboard was melting, and met Sophie's questioning eyes. I shrugged in response to her voiceless question.
"She's your mother." I whispered. "If I was you, though, I'd do what she said."
"If, if, oh fucking dog, if you fuck me too."
I glanced down at my little private, waiting to see if he'd salute. The insolent bitch slouched and glowered, glistening really with the elixir mixed in Mrs. Northcutt's vial.
"Here. Suck." Mrs. Bickerstaff panted from the bed, having fought free of the white woman's insistent mouth only to have it capture her full black lips again. She grunted under the lighter, smaller woman, seeming almost to shrink into a sort of amazed compliance. She shook her head again and got free of Carol Lynn the White's lips, which drifted down to latch onto her smooth, rich neck.
"We suck you." Caroline Bickerstaff groaned. "Then, then yes, you fuck my, oh god, fuck my daughter." She groaned, grasped Carol Lynn's face and pulled it back to face the bruising consequences. They kissed, open mouths, lips moving and twisting while their bodies writhed and pulsed against each other. The white woman's legs opened wider and, as though to let us know she was in accord with what was being discussed, she arched her back and lifted her ass, parting the cheeks and exposing the pearl jam bubbling out of her.
"I think they'll suck you and then you can fuck me." Sophie whispered, like it was a secret among women and not to be passed along to the lone dick in the room.
As always, I blend well with good ideas and that one seemed surpassingly delightful. Even the little private quit sulking and displayed renewed interest.
Sophie left me, a smear of darkness against Carol Lynn's white legs, that seemed to run together with her mother's similarly shaded skin, like a watercolor in the rain.
"Suck cock." Caroline moaned from the bed. "Both, two, ugh." Carol Lynn's mouth captured her lips and they returned to kissing.
Sophie crawled onto the bed positioned herself between the white legs and bent in. Carol Lynn's ass disappeared behind Sophie's black curls, like dark smoke rose up and obscured a sunlit valley. Moments later, Carol Lynn screamed, her voice ragged with three emotions tangled together; surprise and ecstasy fought with shameful mortification that she could respond with such passion to a woman licking cum from her pussy.
Look, Mom, an Oreo, I thought, chucking.
"Cock." Caroline said.
"Cock." Carol Lynn echoed.
They kissed to let me know they weren't without options and that I needed to step up to the plate and feed their appetites or they'd go back to reading the menu.
I moved to the edge of the bed. They lay too close to the edge for me to crawl onto the bed and too far away for me to lean in and get their attention...my cock wasn't quite that long. Caroline noticed me and shifted more towards the middle of the bed. That shattered the blended mixture of their three bodies and they took a couple minutes making room for me, which I found to be incredibly civil and polite. That they went back to kissing each other didn't really affect that assessment. Truth was that I found their actions very welcoming.
On the bed, I had to find the right approach. I felt like a helicopter trying to land at a wind farm. I was hovering beside them when Mrs. Bickerstaff opened her eyes. Her black hand appeared and grasped my cock with a finger and thumb, like she was afraid to get the goo coating it on her fingernails. She tugged gently at me, pulling me toward her face. Carol Lynn broke the kiss and glanced around, seeing my cock, she went still and waited. Caroline pulled me closer. I had to lean over them but that would have crushed them so I stayed up right on my knees and held onto the headboard. It was fastened to the wall so there wasn't much to hold onto so I leaned that way to use my weight to keep from toppling over onto the two women.
I glanced back down the river of pussy and could clearly see Sophie eating the white woman's pussy from below. Carol Lynn's hips rose and then ground down on Sophie's face. I felt lips on the side of my cock, which redirected my attention right then. I felt a second pair of lips and they kissed around my cock, trying to return to kissing each other. My god, the sensation, the feeling of them both kissing my cock. Then it shifted...and got better! They both began to lick up and down the length of my cock, slurping softly as they accumulated cum and oxygen on their tongues and savored and swallowed it. I felt one mouth move to the end of my cock and fit around the head. For a moment, it was just that mouth. I realized my eyes were closed and opened them to look down.
I'd guessed it was Mrs. Bickerstaff sucking my cock and I was right. I felt an idiot's pride at being right. She released me and Mrs. Northcutt replaced her, sliding my cock deeper into her mouth, sucking all the while. All of my little private's insouciance disappeared in a snap. He was flag pole rigid. One of the women grunted. I had to open my eyes again. Mrs. Northcutt the former was arching back, lifting her head up as she moaned and shook, grinding her pussy down onto Sophie's talented tongue. Caroline took that opportunity to engulf my cock again. The black woman pushed her mouth far down my cock, taking me deeper than her white competitor. She sucked at me and I swear my cock popped like an old house when the weather changes.
"Oh god." I managed to make words.
Carol Lynn bucked once and then shivered, twisting her shoulders but keeping her narrow hips still so Sophie didn't have to chase a moving target. Mighty nice of her, I thought. Caroline withdrew my cock from her mouth. She lay back, glancing at the shuddering white woman balanced on her chest and at my glistening red cock.
"Fuck her." Caroline Bickerstaff whispered. "Fuck my daughter. Fuck Sophocles."
I think Carol Lynn thought that last phrase was a non sequitur, perhaps a theater review from a red neck.
"Yeah, and fuck Oedipus and Electra too!" I added, thinking I was being all clever and shit.
Caroline ignored me, pushing at my cock with one hand and pulling Carol Lynn down into another impassioned kiss.
I wavered, sat down on my heels and then crawled off the bed. My cock was getting chilled so I moved to the end of the bed. Sophie dangled off the end, half on and half off, one foot on the floor and one knee on the end of the bed. Carol Lynn's ass had begun to rotate and wag and Sophie was having some difficulty keeping in good, sound contact with it. She finally lost her patience, grabbed the white woman's thighs and pulled her down a little. It unbalanced Carol Lynn and that was the point, she couldn't pivot her ass any longer. I glanced up the channel of women to find Caroline gazing over Carol Lynn's blonde head, over the white back and the little ass split wide to accommodate Sophie's inquisitive tongue. She grabbed a pillow and put it under her head.
"I know, fuck her." I muttered, not sure if Caroline heard or if anyone was paying me any mind. I turned Sophie off her back so she was bent over the end of the bed. She kept her elbows under her, hand guiding the white ass back to her mouth. She bucked when I felt between her legs. Her head rose up and she turned it but couldn't quite look back at me. She just held still while I probed inside of her. I pushed a finger into her.
"I hope you have something bigger than that for me." She said in a strangely conversational voice.
"Go back to what you were doing." I responded.
"Why?"
"I want to know if you can enjoy two things at once."
"You mean do two things at once don't you?" She looked like she was talking to Carol Lynn's pussy.
"No. Can you do and be done at the same time, not two things of the same ilk."
"For Christ's sake, fuck her!" Caroline whispered.
My eyes found her staring at me. She glowered.
"You promise?" She asked.
Carol Lynn had been licking and kissing her tits and took that very moment to suck hard on a nipple. I thought I was off the hook but after a moment, Caroline's eyes opened and she resumed glowering at me.
"Mrs. Bick...Dannielle, for me, for us, like this." She said.
I looked around for my umbrella. Fuck umbrellas. By way of answering, I pulled my finger out of her daughter and positioned myself to fuck Sophie. I thrust into her. She accepted me deep. I found no impediment and slid into her till her ass bubbled up between us, bunched and lush. I had hold of her hips, I ground us together.
Sophie keened, turned her head back and resumed eating Carol Lynn. Carol Lynn keened for a moment then stretched forward towards Caroline's mouth. Caroline bent and kissed the white woman again, and keened. All three women hummed with sensual satisfaction and delight. I pulled back from Sophie's fine ass and thrust forward again. God, she was luscious. I felt like I was fucking silk pudding, hot and cool, smooth and slick at the same time. Then I felt her velvet tongs clamp down, like a mold closing down on clay. She squeezed down on me.
I hammered hard against her tight hold, pulled back and slammed forward. She grunted. Back and forward again. Sophie rocked. Back and forth her body rocked as I fucked her. Her back took the impact, bending and straightening as I rammed into her, all the while keeping her mouth alive and fabulous on Carol Lynn's pussy, or whatever she was licking and kissing.
I felt a brief flash of orgasm whisking past my perch in Sophie. I had a thought, that I might ought to preserve my energy because I needed to do right by the Travers women...that thought distracted me. I pulled all the way out of Sophie. She groaned, twisting to look to the side but clearly addressing me.
"Goddamn you, put it back, I was almost there." She growled.
I did as she bid. I think there is an objective good and unless its all about teasing a woman into insanity, obeying instructions to put my cock back into her pussy constitutes an unalloyed good thing. I was right, by god. She roiled around my cock and then she did indeed come. Her pussy clamped down and her hips jiggered against me, grinding and wagging, like I was her tail and she was happy to see her master.
Apparently her delight discovered a viable expression because Carol Lynn began to grunt and then squeaked, her hips shuddering against Sophie's talented tongue. Caroline watched the two women coming, glancing at me to see if I was wont to join them. I didn't. I think my cock was numb. When Sophie eased into a two point landing, I eased out of her and wobbled to the left side of the bed and flopped over onto my back. My cock canted at a stiff angle.
"Good dog of the world!" Sophie hissed. "That's what I call a fine fuck." Her voice sounded lazy, like she was lulling on some urban veranda.
"My god." Carol Lynn whispered. "My god." She said no more. She did however, twist loose from the two black women and lay down beside me, her hips even with my face. I pressed my cheek against her hip and she shivered slightly.
"We need to go." Caroline Bickerstaff said softly, sitting up. Sophie lounged between her dark legs. Sophie lifted her head, kissed the inside of her mother's thigh.
"Oh mother, really? Can't you just relax?"
"You have an appointment, remember?"
"Oh shit, you're right. I mean, shit, I forgot. Of course."
I didn't care if they'd invented a reason to leave. I felt pretty sure I had them both well engaged. I had a flash of a collar around Mrs. Bickerstaff the first's neck and I got all doughy inside. It was bright glittering silver and I held the chain while she regarded me with measured expectation. I loved the picture. I rolled onto my side, facing Carol Lynn's nude body and scuttled up to lie beside her. She cuddled up and sighed, putting one hand on my cock and holding it like it was the key to her happiness. Maybe it was at that.
I think I dozed because the next thing I knew Carol Lynn was pushing at me and rolled onto her back.
"We're leaving." Caroline Bickerstaff said softly. She stood beside the bed, dressed, but her blouse was buttoned crooked so there was a large gap in it that showed her bra-covered tits. She bent down and kissed me on the cheek. "You owe me now."
"Us." Sophie said standing close behind her.
Caroline nodded assent.
"Us. You owe us..."
"I own you." I interrupted. "I'll have a cock in you both at the same time, then two at once, at the same time, then all three holes full of cock. I owe you that, maybe. As for Dannielle," I grunted, "you need to figure out a reason why she should surrender herself to you. If, and I say if it makes sense, I'll work it out. Till then, answer my calls because I may need you to fuck my friends."
For a moment, Caroline Bickerstaff didn't move but finally she nodded.
I decided to let them know I had a memory.
"Lovely and Rebecca will be no problem, I assure you. Keep your phone on and never wear pantyhose again. Only garters and stockings because I find that surprises can be fucking wonderful."
A glimmer of amusement glinted in Mrs. Bickerstaff the First's eyes but she just nodded and turned away. The mother and daughter trooped out of the room. When the door banged closed, Carol Lynn and I lay together for a moment but then she wriggled loose and leaned over me.
"You own them?" She whispered, a sort of awe in her voice.
"Just like I own you." I returned.
"But you don't...oh, oh I see. They are slaves to their own lust."
I shrugged. That sounded a little reasonable anyway. No way was I explaining that ownership. Hers however...
"Want a job tonight? I need a hooker for demonstration purposes. You know, someone to fuck with an audience."
She looked down on me, her blonde hair forming a sideways veil, like she didn't really know how to put it on.
"You win." She muttered. "We said if you brought me a woman, that I'd..." she coasted to a stop, all impetus fading and fading fast.
I nodded up at her. "You're mine now. I am going to be fucking you and giving you to my friends and selling you to strangers for fifty bucks." I stopped. I'd nearly blundered right into what I was actually thinking.
"Fifty bucks? Isn't that sort of cheap?"
I grinned up at her.
"You need practice, lots of practice. Eventually, you'll be worth my five-hundred or even a grand. I may hand you off to couples...but only when you are ready." My mouth tasted of bullshit. I grinned through it. "I'm keeping the money."
The woman lifted up and regarded me for a moment. She ignored my last, baiting comment.
"What do you mean ready? God, didn't you just fuck me while I ate that woman? And didn't her daughter eat me while you fucked her? What else do I need to know?"
"Not know, exactly, you need experience. I'll get you a collar and when I want, I'll put a chain on it and lead you around in public so every one knows what you are."
"What am I?"
"Property. A sex thing."
"A sex object?" She muttered, breathing around the words like someone talking around a cigarette, eyes squinted against the smoke.



I shrugged. "Look, this was fun but listen, I am full of shit." Another lie. Shit, I was on a roll. "If you really want something like this, you need to call me. You have my number. I won't assume anything unless you call me but, if and I say if you call, these are the terms. This is what you'll get."
"My fantasy." She whispered.
"Likely. I want to be sure you chose this, that you wanted to hand yourself over to me, to be used as I like. Take some time, think it over. If you ever say 'no' to me, I'll never call again. It's always or nothing, done, the end. My goal is to constantly find just the right amount of sizzle to keep you cooking and never to break your rapport with your own sexuality."
"You'll give me what I ask for?" Carol Lynn whispered, her lust exposed to me like a political scandal.
"Plus a little, maybe a lot. Ever had two men in you at the same time? Or three?"
"Oh god." Carol Lynn breathed.
"Exactly. If you want to be a hooker and have me arrange it for you, I can but in return, you put on my collar. It'll be gold for you, I think. I'll have an inscription on the inside that says Sonny Duncan's Property. And I'll use you. In exchange for fulfilling your fantasy...hey, I bet I could even arrange for you to go down on Suzanne."
The woman's face turned into a mask of such horror, I had to laugh.
"Just kidding. Look at it like this. If you call, at least you know you won't need to fuck your own son. That was only if I'd lost."
Her expression looked like two movie projectors were playing different movies on the same screen at the same time, the images superimposed and the meaning of each jumbled up with the other. One was The Sound of Music and the other was El Cid. I got a knowing twinge then. That suggestion had hitched a ride into the her central processing id and was going to take time before it became clear where it fit or if it fit for her. It was the little groan she took the trouble to stifle that tipped me off but I knew, I knew I'd contaminated her imagination with my MILF List mentality. I grunted, wanting to laugh but I was conserving my energy.
"Yeah. Lucky." She spoke without conviction. She stood up. "I need to be going." She seemed ready to say something else but then didn't, as though she'd forgotten the "out" I granted her and was about to act the sex object and ask for permission to go. Only when she remembered my offer did she clamp her teeth together and go into the bath and shower.
I dozed. She woke me when she came out. She stood looking down at me, flaccid and at peace, again evinced the urge to speak when she need not, sniffed a little and turned around.
After she left, I spent a couple minutes considering that I'd given her the out and in doing so might have frustrated my ability to help Borland out. I don't know why I wanted to do that, help him. I mean, fucking his wife is one thing but helping him with his kids, that's something altogether different, more intimate I think. It seemed somehow even more illicit to have had Carol Lynn than having Suzanne. I'd deflected Carol Lynn's effort to insert herself into Borland's business by inserting myself into her as planned and now I had let her off the hook.
Its hilarious to me how you can just make up rules and lots and lots of people will fall in line with them, even if they end up riding their own son's cock. I had the sure feeling that this Jason was in for a whole new experience when I extended the MILF list not only to include his mom but to him as well. If I was right, his life was about to change and change profoundly. I had to wait and see though.
I meant to get up and shower. Deciding that I'd arranged Mrs. Northcutt the former very adroitly filled me with a vast sense of wellbeing, like I actually had the world by the ass. Of course, I went to sleep then. My day wasn't over. Banging on my door woke me up. It was dark, so it was after five or so. Shit. I thought. The banging resumed and I staggered up, bumped something hard with my less hard shin and lit up the dark with some very blue language. I stumbled around, naked, till I found a light. I heard the door open.
"Shit." I thought. "What's this?"
I scuttled into the bath and turned on the shower and jumped. God, it was cold! I shut it off.
"Hello?" I shouted, got out and wrapped a towel around my waist. I padded out into the bedroom and found Ellen Collier with a bellman and a security guy by her side. "What the hell, Sis?" I said automatically, knowing the only way she'd get into the room was claiming something like that.
"You didn't answer my calls. I got worried." She muttered.
"Are you Sonny Duncan?"
I nodded.
"And that's my sister, Ellen Collier, so half sister but it still counts, right? Our mother had ADD when it came to men. She remarried after my dad fucked the maid and scampered off to the Philippines to start over with a new family." I realized there was no way she looked younger than me but who was going to believe me anyway. "A couple years later and poof, there was Ellen, squalling and making a fuss."
Ellen glowered at me. She turned to first one of the bellmen and then the other.
"Thank you, Charles and you to Anton. I was so worried. He hasn't been well lately and when I couldn't reach him on his phone, I guess I jumped to conclusions..." she shrugged, pulling the blouse tight over her muffin tits, showing them to the world because she needed and wore no bra. The two men looked back and forth from me to her like they were dealing with aliens and didn't know who was going to eat who...I mean that in the cannibal sense, not the sex thing sense.
"You're welcome Miss. Take care now. I wouldn't worry about your a...brother," the man sniffed evocatively, "I think he can take care of himself just fine. This room doesn't smell like depression."
Ellen sniffed, lifting her nose like a hound testing the wind.
"By god, you're right! What have you been up to, young man?"
"You mean who have I been up in, right? I told you if you could get some, I would. Mrs. Bickerstaff was very accommodating."
"Oh my god, I told you that woman was..." Ellen actually colored. She looked at the two men. "I thank you for your help. No need for you to get splashed with our family goo."
Charles and Anton looked at each other and nodded. They left us. When the door banged shut, Ellen and I both burst out laughing. She tottered towards me and hugged me, pressing her fine body against my bare chest.
"That was hilarious. God, when you called me, sis, I knew we'd be okay. That was quick thinking. I wasn't sure you'd cover for me and I'd be in deep shit."
"If you get in deep shit then it'd be difficult if not uncomfortable to get deep in you." I said.
She ground her crotch against my leg.
"That's what I'm here for." She said.
"I need to shower. Make yourself at home."
"Nice place. Where the heck are you getting money for this? Is this really from Peppers, dork and dick?"
I grunted.
"My mother is Sid Kingston's sex toy. I am sure that has something to do with it."
"You're mother is milking Sid Kingston? Lucky you."
"I am sure she is milking him but not that sort of liquidity, I don't think. Mom doesn't seem to be turned on by money. Power maybe."
"Or huge cocks, maybe?" Ellen arched an eyebrow at me. "I've heard rumors of the Kingston legend." I left it at that and went into actually shower. When I came out, Ellen wagged her hand at me. She had my phone.
"You're out of power." She said.
Suddenly, I woke up. It was like I'd been somnambulant. I hadn't given any thought to what came next or where I was in the program. I'd just washed off the thin layer of memory that coated my body and thought about how it got there, not what was pending next in my grand pussy challenge to the death.
"Fuck. What time is it?"
"Seven-thirty. I've been calling you for two hours. That's why I did get a little worried. I thought maybe you ran out of pussy and killed yourself fucking a wall socket."
"I may be close to death but its not because I ran out of pussy. It might be because of too much..." I stopped. It was bad fucking luck to say that out loud, particularly to pussy. Goddamn females stick together, well, right up until they don't. "...activity and not enough sleep." I finished up lamely. Ellen didn't acknowledge my faux pas, karmic or otherwise. Good, maybe I was safe! We'd see.
Seven-thirty? Shit, I'd told the Travers women I'd meet them at seven, right? Crap. And what time did I tell Landon...? I wondered where they were and of course my fucking phone had pissed blood. Shit. Shit. And shit! I stopped the tumble into panicked anger. Hey, where were the Travers women going to go, anyway? If I was late, what? Were they going to leave town?
I decided to go down and plug my phone in the car charger. I had the attachment. I cleaned up the room and wondered if I'd come back here or if we'd use one of the Travers women's rooms. I called for late maid service and they indicated it'd take a couple hours. I went and opened a window to the frigid cold, hoping to get the dank smell of pussy out of the room.
Ellen watched me go through this from a chair in the living room. When I was ready to go, she stood up and when I put my hand on her ass she looked around at me.
"Sure you want to do that? They think I'm your sister, now."
"Dressed like that, do you think they believed you?" After she removed the ankle length coat, she looked like she didn't know it was winter. She wore a short, very tight, purple dress that hugged her like a second skin, replete with sequins that glittered and blinded. The skirt failed to cover her garters and the stockings they supported. The sequins looked cold cold, because it looked metallic. It hugged her tits and belly and made her look, well, like a hooker. The gauzy purple did not disguise her white skin.
"You're the hooker, okay? You are going to get the double trouble, but mostly as a demonstration. It will be an invitation to at least one of them to give it a go. So this has to go well or..."
"Or you might not get a good review from the Travers women?"
I was startled that she knew what was going on.
Ellen nodded. She seemed inordinately pleased.
"What?" I asked looking down at her. I wanted to find out what she knew about the Travers women and who she'd been talking to, more to the point if Alissa had filled her in. I chuckled, filling her in was my job, after all.
"Listen, this is an advance payment on letting you be the little fly on the wall when Sammy and Sam share a woman for the first time." I was still toying with that agenda. I had to see how things went.
"What? I thought that woman was supposed to be me?"
"I shrugged.
"Depends on how you do with my two friends tonight."
"So, first I'm the sister, then the hooker and tomorrow?"
"You'll be the main course after the appetizers are consumed, I think. Look, its going to take Sam and Sammy a little time to adjust to each other, naked. Sharing you will be a challenge, just like sharing Melissa is going to be a challenge."
"Melissa?"
"Alissa's, Mrs. Honeywell's sister. This is all mostly her idea. Not you but having the father and son duo do her in the duodenum."
"I'm pretty sure you have the wrong name for the anatomy you are referencing there."
"I am pretty sure you are right. I was just showing off my alliteration I learned about in Lit class last semester."
I patted her ass. Ellen looked down at my hand like I had claws.
"Sister." She whispered.
"Hooker." I whispered back, squeezing her pert little ass.
Still, to the point, I dropped my hand off her ass and we walked to the elevator. I decided on the way down that I'd peek in the restaurant and bar to see if my next mother and daughter duo were to be found. Turned out I didn't need my phone. I saw them over by the window, in a booth. They didn't see me. I walked Ellen into the place and saw Imogen Travers catch sight of me. I then heard my name and realized I'd about forgotten about Landon.
He was at a table near the bar. He waved and I walked Ellen over to him. I introduced them. When neither spoke I decided I needed to move things along and I needed a little time with the Travers women but I needed to power up my phone first. I took Ellen's hand and touched it to Landon's arms. Neither moved.
"Dude, I'm sorry I took so long and kept you waiting."
Landon waved the unencumbered hand at me.
"Listen, Ellen is playing the hooker tonight." I fished into my pocket for the key card. "Why don't you two go upstairs and play. By play, I mean blow him. I'll be up in fifteen or twenty minutes. Okay? I need to get my charger for my phone."
"I have one, well, its in my car."
I nodded. "Mine too." I realized I did have an AC charger as well as the car charger. I glanced in Imogen's direction. She was staring at me, her laser eyes fixed on me like she was radar controlled. I patted Ellen on the ass. "No soiling her...I want a little taste of Ellen before we look at love from both sides now."
Landon arched an eyebrow at me and I glanced at the table behind him. There were three empty glasses on the table. I didn't think the waitstaff was lazy, I thought maybe Landon was three sheets to the wind. He did like to drink and would if he was bored. Not to excess usually but past the point where I found it fun.
"Well, Mr. Clark, was it? Let's go see what you have. I'll measure you the way I like to measure cock, with my tongue. Okay?"
Landon nodded. He hadn't spoken since we arrived and I wondered what that meant. They trooped past me and I heard a waiter calling. I found the guy glaring at Landon and I settled him down with cash. I was about out. I settled the bill and then, without acknowledging the Travers women, left the bar. I hoped they'd be patient. I got the location of my car from the valet and scampered out with my keys to get my charger. I plugged in my phone to see what else I'd missed. It made all sorts of noise when I plugged it in.
I muttered and peeked at my phone. There was an text message from Messy Melissa with her flight details. "Fuck a rock." I muttered.
I'd forgotten a few minor details while I was fucking around. I dialed Sam Honeywell. He answered on the first ring.
"Mr. Honeywell, Sam?"
"Yes. Who's this?"
"Sonny. Duncan."
"Sonny? Man, you sound different somehow, like you're tired or something. You sick?"
"You have no idea. Listen, where are you?"
Silence.
"Is Alissa with you?" He asked, his voice replete with suspicion.
"No. Why?"
"Just checking. I'm in my apartment, the one you know about."
"You plan to be in town this weekend, starting tomorrow night?" I asked, suddenly bubbling with anticipation. God, this should be really good.
"Yes." Sam said the word as though it was a train with lots of parts clacking behind the front sound.
"Good. Have you seen Sammy?"
Another pause.
"No." The garrulous fuck suddenly went all laconic on me. Lucky, I decided, since I didn't have a lot of time for chitchat. I had confusing pussy waiting.
"Well, how about we get together at my apartment tomorrow night...you, me and Sammy and a couple women who would enjoy the thrill of fucking us."
He groaned. I heard it, like someone grabbed hold of his cock too hard.
"You're kidding right? You mean, to give some lucky broad the thrill of doing a father and son in the same bed?"
"Is that a thing?"
"Hell, I mean heck, yes. I've been tempted a few times...I mean they asked for it, to meet my son, for me to introduce him. I didn't think he'd go for it since I'm not the most popular person in that household and..."
"You might have been right but the car helped a lot I think. Plus the fact that he's had sex with your wife and her sister."
"His mother and his aunt, oh god." Sam Honeywell groaned again. "Oh gosh, you're killing me here."
"I thought you two could get a chance to share a woman before Melissa gets here. Shit, I'm sorry, I didn't mention that did I? Melissa's coming in tomorrow night. She's hot to have you two, together, at the same time, I mean."
"No, you didn't mention it." Sam was stuck on Melissa is coming. I don't think he had processed the rest after I said that.
"She's coming in late, around eleven. I thought, perhaps, you and Sammy and I could, you know, have a..." I stuttered to a stop.
"Orgy, I think is the word you're looking for. You mean, though, I should share a woman with my son, right? That's what you're talking about." His voice had gotten wooden, like arthritis has set in after a cold night on the couch.
"Well, well, yeah, I guess that is what I mean. I thought it would be a little awkward if you and he hadn't, you know..."
Sam cleared his throat into the pause I left him.
"Yes, I know. You sure about this?"
"Melissa expects it. She does. You'll have her Thursday night and Friday night and then, then we'll see. If I can arrange it, Saturday you might get a pair of sisters."
"Oh sweet Jesus!" Sam groaned again. "Sonny, you better not be messing with me...!"
"I assure you, well, I promise nothing except that I'll try. For all I know, Alissa may take my balls right along with yours."
"You needn't worry. You're faster than me. You don't need to be faster than the bear, just faster than the guy with you."
"The cat you mean." I grunted, amused. "So? You still up for this?"
He grunted.
"Say it out loud, Sam, so I know we understand each other."
"Why don't you just assume and see what happens?" The line went dead.
Fuck. I called him back.
"Sam..."
"What?" He sounded angry.
"Seven tomorrow night, okay? Seven."
"Seven." He agreed.
I disconnected this time.
My phone rang in my hand and I jumped like it'd talked to me. I answered.
"Sonny?" The voice was new but familiar. I was fanning through the fannies I'd seen. "Mr. Duncan, I mean."
Oh god. It was Mrs. Olivette.
"Hello, Sandra." I said softly. I knew instantly what she was doing calling me.
"He wants, I mean I want to have sex with my husband."
I waited, almost snickering to myself. I waited and waited. Finally, I looked at my phone to see if it was still active. It was.
"I didn't hear a question, Mrs. Olivette." I said softly.
"May I?" Her voice quivered.
Holy sheep dip, I'd really gotten to her.
"What have you done, since then, since Monday, I mean?"
"I, uh, nothing. Nothing since you gave me permission the one time...truly!"
I nodded. "What do you want to do?" I chuckled in her ear. "What does he want to do?"
"I don't know, just a moment, let me ask."
I shook my head, amazed. The woman was unhinged. Her voice came back after being muffled while she asked.
"He wants to make love to me."
"I figured that. I mean which hole? All of them or pussy only or what?" My words felt like I was slapping her with them.
"Just a minute." Her voice was muffled for a moment. "Pussy. Just pussy." She said, speaking all finicky, like she was holding a dead mouse by the tail with finger and thumb.
"Yeah, okay. Till Midnight then close up shop, you hear? Did you go to work today?"
"I had my TA teach my classes...oh!" She squawked. "Till midnight." She whispered and disconnected. She was avoiding the truth, I could feel it. I cared but not that much. I was still umbrella rich. I checked to see if the phone had charged enough, feeling the time slipping past my ears but then remembered I needed to call Sammy. The car was running so I wasn't freezing.
I selected Sammy and called.
I needed to confirm the time to meet tomorrow. I still hadn't said anything to him about his father. I wondered if I should. I couldn't see Sammy making a big deal about it. I mean, most guys get to share a beer with their fathers at one time or another and that's pretty cool. Not like I'd ever have that but Sammy did. Sharing a woman or two or three or four, now that's a little different but not completely unhinged, not really. Well, it is but, I decided to leave it alone. If Sammy got weird about Ellen, it might be too much to handle with Melissa.



"Dude, you going to say something? You called me." Sammy voice quivered a little.
"Five tomorrow." I said softly.
"Oh god, okay. You, me and Ellen?"
I nodded but then said "yes". I was suddenly wondering if Ellen had told him about her day yet.
"Ellen's here." I said, hearing the almost apology in my tone.
"Yeah, I know. She texted me that you had an adventure for her."
"You mind?"
"I want Tawny. I mean, I want her ass. For real."
"We negotiating?"
Sammy chuckled.
"How much sense does that make? If Ellen Collier wanted to take on a basketball team, she'd give me a play by play from the three point line but never ask permission. So, no. We aren't swapping tales or tail either one." He went silent. "Is Aunt Melissa really coming in tomorrow."
"Yeah. I thought we should introduce Ellen to her. I have a couple more I'd like to include, I'll know more tomorrow, by tomorrow. Ellen isn't going home tonight or to work tomorrow."
"One of those things, then. Good. I like having the bed all to myself. I'll get some studying done."
"See you tomorrow then?" I still felt weird. "Listen, about Ellen..."
"Sonny, she is her own woman. Do you get that?"
"I know but you're my friend..."
"I know but I don't own her and god knows she can't own me. We'd all be nuts to hand off our asses to one woman with you around. You always order too much from the menu and need help cleaning it up. Landon's over there too, right? He called me and made sure I knew he was going to do Ellen." He sighed. "Sounds fun. Have a good time. Tell her...tell her to scream loud." He sounded wistful. "I might be nuts but handing her off to you makes her crazy and I love to see her crazy."
"She might be used up by the time you get here tomorrow." I hadn't decided if we'd use the apartment or if we'd stay in my room here at the Sparrow another night. Depended on what happened next.
"Ellen Collier? Used up? I doubt you'd be up to it." Sammy chortled then. "See you tomorrow." He rang off.
I grinned. I sobered immediately. I'd nearly forgotten. If Messy Melissa hadn't texted me her arrival time...that would have been bad. I sighed with relief and made my way back to the booth. Man was it cold there! The phone had nearly a quarter charge. I dug around in the glove box for the AC charger. I found the folder with my PI license in it. I fingered it, thinking if I needed it but ultimately left it were it was. I turned off the car and sprinted into the hotel. My god it was cold. Igloo cold. The wind had picked up and the clouds cleared. The night was crystal clear, perfect to freeze your balls off.
I sauntered into the restaurant. The Traver's girls were still sitting where they had been. That heartened me. I walked over to their booth and stood at the end of the table looking from one to the other. Imogen looked up at me and Miriam stared at her mother. I didn't speak. They didn't speak. I did notice, however, that Imogen wore her copper collar. Her daughter didn't. Finally, I broke the silence.
"So? How was shopping?"
Miriam didn't look at me but spoke to her mother.
"So? Are you going to tell him? We agreed we should." Miriam said, her voice low and careful.
"Tell me what?" I muttered.
"Why don't you sit, Mr. Duncan. I know you'll wish you had in a moment. Sit by Miriam. You will surely have her later, I think. Me too, don't you know."
Odd.
I didn't sit down. I gestured for her to speak, feeling the vaguest impatience to have them both. The afternoon mother-daughter aperitif had whetted my appetite.
"So, Mr. Duncan, I don't know what Hassum told you but what we told you the other night wasn't true, not correct."
I huffed a little but then grinned.
"Like Miri isn't fucking her father?" I asked, letting the lurid skepticism paint the words in the air.
"No, I mean, Miri is fucking Rictor. Sit, this will be easier for you if you sit." Imogen said.
Curiosity made me sit. Miriam didn't move over so I had to push at her to get enough room to get both cheeks into the booth seat. I liked making room that way. I settled, steepled my hands and looked around them at Mrs. Travers.
"Mr. Duncan, we agreed we'd tell you the truth. After last night, we owe you that."
"Owe me? Owe me what?"
Imogen smiled.
"After that performance, we agreed that continuing to lie to you would just confuse the matter and accomplish nothing."
"Okay. Lie about what?"
"We aren't mother and daughter. Miriam is fucking Travers and I am what I said I am but she isn't my daughter."
Pardon me but I was skeptical. Real skeptical, oh, and disappointed. I wanted to argue her out of that assertion but decided that I had little means to ascertain the truth. The truth was in the hard cock sliding into a wet pussy. I waited. No one spoke until I did but I waited to see if one of them was bursting with more confessions. When neither of them spoke, I sort of shrugged, like I always do when it becomes apparent I am working with less than the whole book of data. I focused on what mattered, pussy. So far, theirs was still on offer and I wanted to honor that offer by getting on her. Both of them.
"So what? Do you all think that changes anything? We're still going upstairs and I and another man are going to demonstrate how a woman can take two men at the same time. When we are done, Mrs. Travers, we are going to offer you the chance for the same experience. Take it or leave it. If you are really a pro, this won't matter too much to you I suppose but if you are really Imogen Travers, then it might. Might." I put my hands down, moving one onto Miriam's bare thigh close by. She twitched a little but otherwise didn't move or respond.
"Mr. Duncan, I am Imogen Travers and this woman is having sex with my husband. I am a lesbian but," here she glanced at Miriam and I got the feeling I was getting more propaganda. "...I do want to have sex with you, and your friend. I have been masquerading as a lesbian to maintain a relationship with my husband that our daughter would not misunderstand. As I explained to you, I have an interest in keeping him happy and that means away from our daughter. This woman is helping my cause by having sex with him. He thought he could finesse the situation and not jeopardize his standing with our daughter. I don't matter to him, clearly. Our daughter does matter to both of us." Here she stopped.
I cleared my throat.
"So now you're telling me she isn't your mother?" I crossed the wires, looking at Imogen and addressing myself to Miriam who hadn't been speaking at all.
Miriam nodded. She smiled primly.
"Are you a hooker? And by hooker I mean are you a pro?" I was looking at Miriam now. She hardly looked like a hooker but then my experience was limited, limited to well, I guess, Darlene if you get right down to it and I thought she was a normal eighteen year old student. This went through my head. For a moment, I hesitated.
"That's right, Mr. Duncan. I'm not a hooker." Miriam said. "I am the daughter of a friend, a woman who has been having sex with Mrs. Travers here and, when they asked me to fill in, or as it were, allow you to fill me in, I agreed because I am having sex with Mr. Travers. He thinks its funny to fuck a lesbian's daughter. He's a bit twisted."
"Yes. He is." I agreed. I meant illogical though because I failed to see how fucking the daughter of a lesbian was funny. Then the light went on. "Oh." I muttered. I looked over at Mrs. Travers and then back at Miriam. I smiled, understanding flitting around in my mind like a frantic sparrow in a figurine shop. "You are fucking her husband and she is here to have sex with two men. You, you want to have sex with your mother and so if you have sex with Mrs. Travers, then you'd be a step closer. Do I have that right?" I shook my head. "Please don't tell me you did it for so pedestrian a reason as a simple shopping spree." I halted, thinking that at least two of my sisters would have been glutted on that offer.
Miriam smiled at me, this time less frosty, more warmth.
"You have no idea how close you are to the truth." She said.
I grinned.
"I believe that's why we're talking."
"I agreed to come along and witness her having sex with two men but she has to have sex with me, you know, to keep me quiet, to keep me from telling Mr. Travers that she isn't really a lesbian. Oh, and of course her daughter wouldn't want to know either." Miriam sounded so very logical.
I shook my head. It hurt. This, layered on the other lies, made a hot mess of squirming snakes all hissing wisdom into Eve's ear. My god, what if there wasn't one snake in Eden but a dozen or hundreds, all jabbering their view of what was true from the dust?
"Have you run a tab?"
Mrs. Travers shook her head.
"We are paid up." She said.
I stood up.
"Then come along. No sense in wasting time." I left them to make their own way out of the booth, walking resolutely towards the elevator and Ellen Collier. She suddenly seemed so lusciously simple that I wanted to run and maybe lose them in the crowd. I didn't and I didn't. Despite the cluttered crowd at the elevators, they squeezed onto the lift and rode with me to floor eighteen and let me push between them before they made the move to exit.
I didn't speak but walked down the hall to the suite, punched in the card and opened the door. I stopped to listen.
Silence.
That boded ill. I turned to the right bedroom and saw Ellen's ankles on the floor. I held my breath and heard the labored but gentle puffing and the slick slurping of a mouth, which I supposed had to be on a cock. I moved deeper into the suite and yes, Ellen was blowing Landon on the bed. Her head bobbed up and down on his cock. He was naked on the bed, laying on his back, an arm over his eyes and the other flung out to the side. Ellen's tight red hair cut bobbed up and down over his crotch. She had a hand on his cock and another under his ass. I felt the Travers women cluster up behind me.
"Oh my." Imogen Travers whispered. "We seem to be arriving late."
Landon groaned then. His arm moved and his his ass jerked up, poking Ellen with his cock, he peered past her at the three of us and he erupted. Ellen released his cock, pushed her head down onto it and sucked hard. Since she was naked too, and her hair was shorn short, we could see the constricting action of her throat as she gulped Landon's cum. He put a hand to the back of her head and held her in place, pumping against her face while she sucked and slurped around his cock.
"Fucking dog." Miriam muttered. "Unless that guy is deformed, she has skills."
Landon bucked one more time and then he dropped back onto the bed.
"Holy shit, girl, you can suck cock." His voice strained to get the words out, without slurring them together. He spoke slowly like he thought she didn't understand English. I think it was the brain freeze induced by the very fine orgasm she'd sucked out of him.
Ellen backed her head off his cock with a loud slurp and sat back on her heels.
"I told you I'd make you come and I didn't spit. Now you owe me."
Shit, I thought, what the hell did these two wager? My imagination got up and danced around, from jealousy mind you but also curiosity.
I ignored the Travers women. I stepped into the room and began to undress.
Ellen turned her head and watched me disrobe, regarding me like a chef studies a prime cut of meat. When I was naked she looked away.
"Did you bring lube?" I asked.
She looked back at me and her eyes nicked past me, switching as they went by. She swallowed and I supposed she was swallowing some smart ass comment.
"I did. Shall I get it?"
I ignored her. Duh. Another stupid question.
"Landon, dude, what do you want?"
Landon lifted his head and stared down his body, not moving anything else. I swear his eyes were wobbling in circles but in different directions but thinking back it's more likely my cartoon imagination.
"Want? What have you got?" He asked.
"I mean, you want her pussy or the ass?"
"Oh. Oh, right." He struggled to sit up. His cock bobbed before him. "Ass or pussy? If I fuck her in the ass...the ass. Yep, the ass." He groaned and flopped back onto the bed. "Christ, surely there isn't room for a fuck and a fart in her pelvic carriage is there?" He groaned and put his hands over his face. He dropped them and looked at me. "Do you really think you can get two cocks in her below the waist and not split her open."
"Coward." Ellen said. She'd found her bag and held a very stylish blue glass jar that looked like a genie's left shoe in one hand. She looked at me. "See. I told you. Guys always talk a big game but when it comes down to it they think I have a cigar clipper here and my ass would convert their eight inches into six inches if I sneezed even a little. An orgasm might make them a divot short of having a pussy." She grinned a rapacious, evil little grin. "Oh, hello. You the audience?" Her eyes had shifted to the two women with me.
I looked to either side at the Travers women, I wasn't buying their latest account of anything. I thought about introducing everyone but was uncertain what to say about the Travers two so I just gestured at the bed. Ellen looked confused.
"He gets the ass. Get on the bed."
"Why? Unless I miss my guess, you should be on your back."
I smiled my most unctuous smile.
"I thought I'd give you a little something to relax with, before we double-teamed you."
"Oh. Oh! Of course, of course." She went over to Landon and bumped his bare leg still bent over the edge of the bed. "Move it, Lummox. Sonny wants a taste of Ellen. I know what he's thinking. Get me all wound up and then bang, I'll come the minute I feel his pickle in my little sandwich." She laid a finger against her cheek. "By god, I bet he's right. Move it buster. Sonny has business to attend to."
Landon sat up, rolled to the side and off the end of the bed to his knees. He struggled to stand and then went over to the easy chair by the window and sat down. He looked at me through bleary eyes. I wanted to see that look in Ellen's eyes before I mounted her. I felt the eyes on me, the growing interest, the lush lust emanating from the Travers women. Story or no story, lies and truth, the only thing that mattered in that moment was the anticipation of feeling Ellen's little snapper clamping down on my cock as I pushed into her, but first, I wanted to make her eyes wobble. I liked my lips and she goggled at me for a moment.
Ellen sat on the bed and flopped down onto her back. Her legs opened and she presented me with her pussy, decorated with a garland of shiny red curls. I got to my knees and moved between her legs. I felt her tense.
"Shit, Sonny, your fucking hands are cold."
"Hold still, I'll warm them up." I ran them up her thighs to her pussy and caressed the bright pink folds that appeared below the tuft of red hair. I found her wet. I searched with my chilled finger and she shivered when I pushed it into her body.
"Oh god of the Andes!" Ellen moaned. "You have no idea how horny I am right now." Her head lifted and she looked down the lean contours of her body at me. "Well, maybe you do. It is all your doing after all." She chortled and lay back.
I'd been listening to see if the Travers women would speak. Neither made a peep or a squeak or any sound at all. I had to look around to see if they'd run away. They stood just inside the door, their shoulders against each lintel of the door, their hips jutting out like someone had leaned them against the wall and left them there and neither had the will or the strength to correct their positions.
Miriam wore a short, pleated skirt with her white blouse that looked silk but could have been satin for all I knew. Imogen wore a tight business skirt, navy and pinstriped, that stopped midway down her thigh, long enough to hide if she wore stockings or pantyhose. Her blouse was like Miriam's, as if they got a two for one deal. The blouses were loose across the breasts, sagging and gaping to show cleavage and skin with no sign of a bra on either woman. Both wore black high heels that stressed their calves. Both were staring at me. I found I wanted one of them to say something but neither spoke. Miriam did lick her lips, though, so I know she at least was still conscious. I turned my attention to Ellen's little puffed muff.
When I kissed her, her whole body tensed. Her hips rocked forward and then popped back, thrusting her pussy against my lips. I licked down and then up her pussy, then searched around for the entrance to her slight body. I found it. Ellen hissed as I pushed my tongue into her. I wiggled around inside her, feeling the slick rills of her interior rumple and twitch as my tongue pushed deeper. Down through the lush, wet pussy I pushed my tongue, piercing her deeply.
"Oh Christ in a bucket!" Ellen barked. "God, Sonny, oh god!"
I covered her pussy with my mouth and sucked at her, pulling the pursed ridges of her pussy lips together into my mouth, around my tongue. She twitched, her pussy tried to clamp down on my tongue which is a little like trying to pick up linguine with chop sticks. She did pop me out of her, so tight was her pussy on my tongue. I lapped at her pussy lips and then went searching through the fine red pubic hair for her clit. She jumped when I found it. I laved it with my tongue and then kissed and sucked at it until her hands found my ears and pulled my face out of her crotch.
"Jesus, Sonny, why don't you fuck me now? I promise you do and I'll come like a geyser. Honest. God, oh my god, please put your cock in me!"
She seemed really serious. I sat back and looked up at her. Her nipples and aureoles looked nearly pink, nearly matching her hair in fact. Her nipples stood up and she groaned when her own hands found them and pinched them, hard. It took a moment for her to feel my eyes on her, or more likely notice my tongue wasn't in her any longer. Her eyes opened and she looked down her body at me, between her fists pinching her nipples. Finding me staring at her, her hands flicked away and she pressed her palms back onto the bed.
I rose up between her legs and crawled slowly up her body until I could reach one nipple. I fit my lips over it, sucked hard and then bit down on it with my front teeth. Ellen screamed but she didn't move, not a muscles, not a follicle. She lay under me panting between gouts of sound erupting out of her chest. I moved to the other nipple and licked over it. Ellen gasped, her breath tore out of her in great ragged trills, like an ogre playing Pan's pipes. Ever so often her teeth clicked together.
My hand slithered under the small of her back and I carried her back onto the bed, and then turned her to lay lengthwise as intended. I heard a dull thump and realized the glass lube bottle had rolled off onto the carpet.
"God, Sonny, fuck me!" Ellen whispered. Her face was red, her eyes glittered in the scarlet of her skin. "My god, I am so hot. I feel like my skin is way too tight. Don't wait. Fuck me!"
"What's the magic word?" I asked from my place hovering over her now red nipple.
"Fuck you, Sonny." Ellen spat at me.
"Close enough." I muttered.
I bit down on her nipple. Her back arched, which seemed weird because that only pushed her chest against my face the harder. Her hips rose and then they jerked under me. Her legs were wide so I felt the maw of her pussy licking at my middle, giving my chest a great, open-mouthed wet kiss. She ground herself against me as best she could but without much satisfaction.
I released her tortured nipple and kissed up to the side of her neck. I latched onto the side of her neck, just below the jaw line. She went still. I felt her hands trill down my body and her shoulder hunched under me. Her hands found my cock and bent it around so that it was position between us. I lifted up, she directed the spongy cap to her pussy and then one hand moved to my back and pushed down on it. I groaned and thrust down into her body. Her pussy flowered and I dropped into her like an elevator in freefall. I didn't stop until her pubic bone kissed mine.



"Oh fucking god!" Ellen groaned, her body bucked under me, thrashing and jerking as her orgasm overran her position and turned her into a miasma of sensation. She was as good as her word. Buried in her, I felt her pussy clasp around my cock and relax, tighten and release, distinct actions. I pulled back and rammed into her, hammering her down onto the bed. Her body responded again, jerking up under me, grinding her pussy up onto my cock. I felt the surge of pleasure, buried in the woman as I was, but I pulled back, her body slurped as I withdrew from her.
I flopped over onto my back beside her. For a moment, we both lay there panting and gasping for air. After she mastered her breathing, Ellen sat up and turned onto her hands and knees over me, getting astride my thigh.
"Pillows." Landon said from far outside my eyesight.
"Oh, right."
"I think the lube rolled onto the floor. It, the bottle isn't breakable was it?" I said, my voice a shadow of its usual self.
"Not, breakable." Ellen grunted. She had her hand around my cock and was focused on planting herself back onto it. She succeeded in finding the proper approach and sank down on me, impaling herself on my cock with a shuddering groan. Down, down, down the shaft she settled. She seemed well oiled but despite that, her body seemed unwilling to accept me. I wondered at her ass, if she'd truly be able to take a cock in the ass. My god, she was tight and fine but I had a twinge about putting her in this position. She lifted her ass and screwed her body down onto my cock and I realized she'd actually put herself in this position. I should presume she knew what she was doing, or at least she knew what she wanted and she clearly wanted cock, fore and aft.
Her hips jiggered a little, searching for more length to fill the last bit of space inside her body with cock. She went still, her hands holding to my shoulders, her back bowed over me and her head bent down. I was looking at the top of her head. She lifted her ass and pounded it down, driving my cock up into her with some force. She sighed.
"There it is. I am a crescent cunt. I fit every cock, I swear." Her voice was strained. Her head lifted. She looked at me and I swear her green eyes glittered electric blue but I am sure I was hallucinating. Eyes fixed on me, she muttered, "he's right. Pillows."
I felt the bed move and presumed Landon was close by. I relaxed a little and then let the woman mounted on my cock get us arranged. I ended up draped over two or three pillows with my crotch at the peak and Ellen riding placidly on my cock. I think she cycled through lubing us with her internal oils because she'd get really tight and then she twitched and loosened around me. I felt it as heat, wet heat that flowed around me and then out of her onto my abdomen. She squelched as she rode me.
"Here." Miriam's voice surprised me. I turned my head to find her holding the blue bottle of lube. She extended it and Landon's hand and arm appeared and took it. I closed my eyes and held still. I felt Ellen lift up a little but then she put her hands on the bed beside my head and leaned down the incline of my chest. She kissed the point of my chin and then my lips. Her pussy lifted off me a little and I felt her tense up. It was surreal. I swear I felt Landon's finger inserting into her ass. She groaned, the sound seeming to be a percussion from her ribs rather than an utterance from her lips. She used one hand to turn my head and she kissed me. Her mouth was open and her tongue tangled with mine, vying for position and exploring in such a way as to elicit shivers and tingling goodness everywhere it touched.
I reached down her sides, found her thighs and pulled at them. I felt her bend her lower back, lifting her ass, which pulled her pussy up my cock. I felt the bed shift and Ellen groaned into my mouth. She grunted and then her body jerked. She mastered herself and I felt her rock back. For a moment, I thought I'd lose her, lose the penetration of her. I groaned and pulled at her spare thighs. She crunched down onto my cock. I felt the stress in her body. My hands moved up to her ass. I felt the heat from Landon's body. I grasped Ellen's small ass cheeks and pulled them apart. She groaned and her knees scrabbled for a moment beside me before clasping against my hips.
Ellen's body shifted, it shook, it bucked and she cried out, shaking my lips loose from hers to allow the sound out into the world.
"Oh, oh my god, he's pushing his cock into my ass!" Amazement littered her voice. Little sparks of excitement flickered in her eyes. She stared down at me, concentrating. Her body quivered and then jiggered forward, eased back and then bucked forward again. I felt Landon's body against her, smashing her between us. I moved my hands down to her knees and held her in place, astride me, pierced by my cock, a still target for Landon's probing cock. Her ass moved up and back, slight hints of movement seeking the pleasure it caused. I felt the strain in her body as she sought to push herself hard onto Landon's cock. I arched my back as best I could, pushing into her from below. She strained, she gasped. She bucked, she shook.
"So, so, so full of cock!" Ellen whispered. Her forehead rested on my collar bone. I felt Landon begin to fuck her. Her spare body seemed to amplify the cavitations. Ellen groaned and inhaled in rhythm as her body rocked forward and then eased back as Landon fucked her, pushing deep into her ass over and over. I felt her feeling those many sensations, the clutching reaction of her pussy mounted on my cock as Landon's prick pistoned in and out of her ass. She went still and just let him fuck her before shivering into a subtle but unmistakable climax. Her hips jerked between us and that made her breath catch. For a long moment she didn't breathe at all but then it spewed out of her, hot on my skin. Then she'd hold her breath again and then after a couple cycles in the ass and back out, she'd remember to breathe again and exhale. This left her deprived of air and panting after a while.
"Oh god, what an ass!" Landon growled behind her. I had hold of Ellen's legs, my hands hooked behind her knees. She was mounted on me with very little ability to move or avoid the cock penetrating her ass. She clung to me, shivering at first but then quaking as each new sensation swept through her.
"Oh Christ in a casket!" She muttered, "come, come, coming!" Her announcement seemed to release her. Her body clinched down on my cock and she bucked and bucked. Landon was hammering at her ass hard by now, jamming her ever tighter onto my cock, shoving it deeper and deeper into her. It seemed impossible but she seemed to slide down my cock a little more as the orgasm released her control of her muscles and her pose itself. Landon's thrusts increased and each time he rammed down into her, it felt like she was ratcheted down another millimeter onto my hard cock. Her pussy pulsed as she climaxed, a continuous stream of crushing convulsions that left her gasping for air, her body throbbing between us, double penetrated and ecstatic. Finally, she lay down on me, arched her ass and let Landon hammer into her, crushing her between us.
"Two cocks." Her voice held wonder and tension. I heard her grind her teeth. Landon slammed against her and held still, shimmying slightly as, I presumed, he poured his cum into her ass.
"Oh god, oh god, so good!" Landon muttered. A moment later, he was still, panting over her back. I opened my eyes and found him staring at us down her bent spine. He pushed back with his hands and withdrew his cock from her ass with a dull, wet pop. He toppled out of sight onto the bed beside us.
I immediately grasped Ellen by the ass, rose up under her and slid off the pillows, turning her as I did so. We landed on the bed on our sides. With knees and elbows I rotated Ellen onto her back. She moaned as I got us positioned and clutched me with her legs in preparation for the next pounding. I pounded her. I hammered down into her as hard as I could and for a couple cycles I thought I'd never come. After another four or five cycles into her incredibly hot pussy, I felt it, the first spasms of orgasm slipping down my spine. When it got to my ass, I came. I ground us together. Ellen gasped and suddenly bucked under me. I think this edition of her climax surprised her.
"My ass, my god, I've been fucked in the ass and, and it...oh god, Sonny, fuck me!" Her voice rippled around me. I accelerated, trying to get as much cock into her before I lost my way and overflowed. I did. The orgasm fell on me like a bucket of cold water that leaves you gasping in a hot afternoon. My body tensed so hard and so fast it pained me. I tried to relax but my ass was jerking between Ellen's legs, grinding us together. She groaned while I punched my cock into her over and over again.
My orgasm unwound and wound down. After what seemed like a couple weeks with no weekends, I ran down, finally settling between Ellen's splayed legs.
She was panting.
I was panting.
I opened my eyes. I was face down on the bed beside her. I struggled to my elbows and then slid off of her onto my side against her slender body. My cock pulled free of her socket, trailing cum along her leg. She turned her head and kissed my chin. I bent down and we kissed briefly.
"Good lord, that was amazing." Imogen's voice pried my attention away from Ellen.
"Yes, it was. Jealous?" That was Miriam. "Still sure you want that?"
"Of course. Don't you?" Imogen's voice was tense, tinny and a bit tremulous.
"Me? Fuck me with a queue, I didn't know that was an option. Is it?" Miriam asked.
I tried to laugh but didn't have the breath to spare.
For a while, no one moved. I opened my eyes and found the Travers women, or whoever they were, standing right where I'd left them, just staring at us. I felt Landon rather than saw him, moving around on the other side of Ellen. I got off the bed and staggered into the bath and turned on the shower. I rinsed and then just stood under the water, blessing civilization for hot running water and letting my mind slowly rev back up to where I had conscious thoughts again.
Imogen wanted that. I had to see if she was still in the market for a double penetration. Toweled off, I opened the door to the bedroom. I heard Ellen first. She was in the midst of a very intense orgasm, at least it sounded that way to me. She wasn't talking. Her voice warbled and shook but she was all tensed up, making little sounds as though her voice was shut off and couldn't make words. I thought it was that she was into whatever was going on but when I poked my head into the room, I realized it was because Landon was kissing her.
When he noticed me, he got up.
"I need a good scrubbing." He said with his incandescent smile. The tension in him seemed to be gone. That, however, wasn't the main thing in the room. The main thing was Imogen bent between Ellen's legs, lapping at the redhead's puddinged pussy. Ellen had her arms out to the side of her head, her little hands were fists and her hips were bobbing up and down on the bed, punching up at Imogen's face. The brunette's head rode Ellen's body easily, never seeming to miss a lick, so to speak.
Miriam saw me, turning her head from the sight of her mother or whomever, eating Ellen. She stepped in my direction and I stepped in hers, vacating the doorway for Landon to do his business. Miriam put her hands out and smoothed them down my bare chest. One hooked on my waist and the other cupped my balls. When my cock hardened, she grasped it in her hand and cuddled up against me, me nude and her still dressed. I slid an arm around her waist and she pressed her face into the crook of my neck.
"I want her to do that to me." The woman whispered. "Please!" Like I had the remote control for Imogen's body. Still, it seemed like a good idea, perfectly reasonable and exorbitantly attractive.
My perverseness kicked in. "You want the other thing too?" I asked.
She twisted around in front of me, still holding my cock like I was just borrowing it. She stretched up and kissed the point of my chin.
"You get her to do that to me and I'll do whatever you like."
"I like what you like." I returned.
Her eyebrows arched.
"Oh really? I think you are a cat short of a pussy." She grinned.
Ellen, sensing we weren't paying adequate attention, cried out on the bed and when I looked at her, her body was convulsing around the face in her crotch. Ellen was bent up around Imogen's head but not interfering with it. Ellen kept her hands planted on the bed but her face crinkled as the next orgasm rippled through her, her lean torso bent in a lovely half moon around Imogen's head. She flopped backwards suddenly, her torso bucking and shifting as the aftershocks whittled away at her body control.
The hand on my cock squeezed me hard. It was like she'd injected something into me. Suddenly I felt the need and greed coursing through my veins and up my tingling spine. I veritably flung Miriam to the side. I moved behind the bent woman, still standing, not kneeling so that her body bridged to the bed from her fine legs, suggesting what I was slow to focus on. I place my hands on Imogen's knees and pushed up under the tight skirt. It was too tight to get under, in truth and she wasn't helping. I pushed it higher on her legs, exposing what I hoped to find, the straps of the garter and the tops of the stockings. I pushed the skirt higher, feeling it tighten and bind around the swell of her hips and ass. She wiggled her ass under my hands. I groaned. I pushed the skirt still higher, bunching it and then popping it over her ass onto her waist. It may have torn in concert with my insistence. The end result was that Imogen's pussy peeked out from between her legs, buttressed by her ass.
I touched her pussy with a finger, gently tracking the swell of each lip that formed the little crevice that disguised the entrance to her body. Her head stopped bobbing. She lifted it and was surely going to speak into the damp silence but Ellen's hand snapped to the back of her head and pushed her face down again. For a moment Imogen fought Ellen's hold on her head but then surrendered and Ellen groaned, her hand knotting in Imogen's hair while grinding her pussy against the woman's face.
My finger slipped between the tight bulge of her pussy. I felt the seeping liquid, warm on my finger. I followed the flow deep into her body. It sizzled and seethed around my finger, massaging and gnawing at it, pushing back against me to get me to touch some special spot that had no signage so it was all guess and gasp.
I pulled my finger out of her. Rather than complain, as if she could, she rocked onto her left foot and broadened her stance. Then Imogen Travers, arched her back, raising her hips and parting her ass cheeks to show the glistening lips of her pussy. The request was so obvious, I felt a glow of privilege in my chest. With one hand steadying her ass, I bent my cock down to make contact with her pussy. The connection seemed like the first time, like I was the clueless virgin encountering the fabled riches of El Dorado. I swear her lips pursed and kissed the end of my cock, tightening around it. I grunted and pushed into her.
Her body jerked without moving. I know that sounds like a paradox but its true. There was this motion that traveled through her but her pussy maintained its dainty hold on my cock, grasping the head in its light grasp. I took hold of her hips and pressed into the woman's body.
You might think I'm jaded but I had a flash that this was the first time I'd been inside this particular woman followed by some sense that was impossible. I was hardly sure, hardly confident that I remembered clearly. I shook myself and concentrated on the pleasure of her pussy kissing my cock. I pushed into her. She let me, giving way to the pressure and parting the plush curtains of her inner stage to allow me audience. She was slick and wet. I slid into her, down through the epic pleasure of her body into the depth of her body. Her ass nestled against me and then I was grinding us together. I was inside Imogen Travers.
Her voice startled me and I jerked. My heart raced like I'd been caught doing something I wasn't supposed to be doing, which in a sense that was surely so. This was a lesbian pussy, accustomed only to expressive tongues and digital fingers tracing lines through her inner sanctum. I gripped her by the waist, pulled back and slammed into her harder. Imogen had groaned loudly and but this latest penetration of her awareness brought words bubbling out of her.
"Oh sweet Christ, oh, so long, so full. I am, oh god, so good, so good, so good."
"Doesn't sound like no lesbian to me." Miriam whispered.
Behind me the shower turned off. My private time with Imogen was about to end. I pulled back and ground into her again, back again and into her again. Her hips flexed under my hands. The smooth skin was alive with reaction to the penetration. I gripped her hard and rooted myself deep inside her body. Her pussy roiled with response, massaging my cock with hot, wet motion that stimulated me far up to my ears and back down again. I began to shake. My orgasm was building up confidence.
I pulled out of the bent woman.
"Oh Christ, don't stop!" Imogen Travers cried. "Fuck me, please!"
I wanted to push back into her but the door opened behind me and I stepped back, Imogen dripping off my cock. Her ass rose and fell once but Ellen pushed her head back down and they resumed their little tete a tete, tete a tail, more like it.
"So? We done?"
I shook my head. I tapped Imogen on the hip and when she ignored me, or more like it, Ellen ignored me, I slapped her hips soundly. Imogen fought free of Ellen's insistent hand and turned her head.
"What? What do you want?" Her words were carried on panting breath, giving them a great insistence, a demand for immediate response.
"Say it." I said. "Tell us what you want. Be specific. Provide details."
"De tail." Landon snickered. "Provide de tail."
I twisted around to see if he'd turned into Sammy. He hadn't, he was just as white as me.
Imogen didn't hear him I don't think. Her voice warbled with naughty tension.
"I want...I want fucked. I want cock. I, I want cock in my pussy. I want cock in my ass." She ran out of steam and her head flopped forward. She rested her forehead on Ellen's thigh. "Oh god, I do. I want it. Please, double fuck me."
I looked around at Landon.
"You heard the lady." I whispered.
"Ass. Definitely ass." He said so seriously I had to check to see if he was fucking with me. He sounded like an oncologist giving a dire diagnosis.
I nodded, took firm hold of Imogen's thighs and pulled. She wrenched out of Ellen's thighs and out of her reach, standing as I pulled her a couple steps backwards. She groaned softly as I wrapped my arms around her.
"Ask us to fuck you." I whispered into the woman's ear, before licking through the black hair to her ear. She shuddered.
"God, yes, I want you to both fuck me!" She whispered urgently. She turned in my arms. She kissed me, redolent with Ellen's slurry, which I recognized from my own sampling. The kiss was wet and sloppy, like she couldn't decide if she wanted to kiss me or suck me.
I broke the kiss and pushed back from her, stepping away.
"Suck us, then." She got to her knees immediately, finding my cock with one hand. She looked over at Landon who had a towel wrapped around his middle. She made a gesture with her fingers to come closer. He untucked his towel and stepped closer as she indicated. Her outstretched hand wrapped around his cock. She had one in each hand. Miriam retreated from us, to get a more panoramic view.



Imogen sucked my cock deep into her mouth. She backed off my cock, turned and sucked Landon's into her mouth. She immediately expelled it, spitting and hissing.
"Tastes like soap." She growled. "Clean it better." Without hesitating, she enveloped my cock with her lips and pushed it through the foyer of her mouth into the depths of her throat. The woman was throughly familiar with the technique required to swallow a cock whole. Her teeth skated on the shaft, teasing me with the danger I was in.
Landon disappeared into the shower again. Imogen sucked on my cock. Ellen got off the bed and huddled against me, bending her head back and looking up at me. I kissed her. I felt Miriam move against me. The contrast of her clothed body with Ellen's nude body and Imogen's mouth sucking on my cock rattled me. I felt like a kid at Disneyland for the very first time, the day it opened the first time when no one really knew what was behind the gates of that magical kingdom. The sensations vying for attention flooded my senses.
I kissed Miriam, feeling her quivering need. I felt Imogen's hands on my thighs, holding me steady while she sucked and licked my cock. I don't know what did it but suddenly we all separated. Imogen released my cock with a gasp and the other two women moved away from me. I knew what to do. I went to the bed, arranged the pillows and lay over them, letting my back bend over them a little, enough to provide Imogen a nice clear rise to mount. My cock sagged, glistening and diamond hard.
Mrs. Travers didn't hesitate. She climbed onto the bed and onto me. She took hold of of my cock, bent over me and bent it to touch the pursed lips of her pussy. Once the connection was made, her head arched back and she settled down onto me, letting her body settle down onto my piercing cock. She groaned as it filled her. The nylon stocking caught my attention and I couldn't get my mind to leave that sensation and focus on the feeling of her body enveloping my cock.
The shower stopped and Landon reappeared, hurriedly drying himself off. Ellen moved to him and without kneeling bent over him and sucked at his cock. She was upside down, with his cock in her mouth. It looked really odd. She pushed her head clear down his cock, slurping and sucking as she did so. She reversed the motion.
"He's fine now." She announced. "Where's the lube?" She spied the bottle and retrieved it. She got some on one hand and smeared Landon's cock with it. Imogen was mounted on me but we were both watching them. Ellen extended the bottle towards Miriam. "Here. Grease her up. Make sure you get plenty inside but not too much. Enough is enough."
For a flea's blink, Miriam stared at the bottle, not moving. When she did, it was slow motion, like she was running underwater. She took the bottle and disappeared behind Imogen's body, out of my line of sight. However, I could tell when she touched the woman mounted on my cock. Imogen tightened her pussy most pleasantly. Imogen groaned out loud and leaned down over me, placing her hands on the bed next to my ears. Her tits dangled over me inside the billowing silk blouse. I lifted up an sucked at one through the slick fabric but lost the battle with gravity and lay back.
Imogen ground her hips against me, pressing her pussy firmly down onto my cock. I felt her body respond to the finger in her ass. There was that additional tightness but there was the peculiar motion that created incredible sensations on my cock enveloped in her pussy. It was indescribable and I never wanted it to end. Fuck commentary.
I grasped her by the waist and tried to make her stay right there, doing what she was doing. I'd discovered her purpose in life. Her pussy gnawing on my hard cock was her reason for being. The skirt was bunched around her waist and I could feel her stockinged legs grasping my bare body. Having her like this, mostly dressed enthralled me. Knowing that she was going to have two cocks in her body while still dressed thrilled me more for some reason.
"Wait. We should take off the blouse at least." Ellen said. The bitch was getting all practical all of a sudden. Everyone quit moving and Ellen unbuttoned the blouse down the back and peeled it off Imogen's torso. Now I could see her tits, delectable mouthfuls. Imogen leaned over me and fed me first one then the other, pulling away with one when I began to suck on it and feeding me the other. I finally learned and licked at the nipple. Imogen groaned and held still till I kissed and sucked at it again and then switched to the other. I licked her breast with great long swipes of my tongue. Imogen crooned, clearly delighted. She preferred the tongue, god knows why.
I felt her arch her back and then tense. Miriam resumed lubricating her back entrance. Ellen tossed away the towel she'd wiped her hands on to remove the blouse and added a little more lube to Landon's cock. Landon got onto the bed. A moment later I felt Imogen twitch and then she exhaled extravagantly. She held still but inside her body was jerking and clinching around my hard cock. Tension ran over her skin like a surface charge. She shifted forward and then steadily pressed back, bucked once and her pussy clinched down so hard on my cock it seemed to fuse with me.
Her excitement blended with the tactile thrill of her body mounted on me. She tried to move and the effort amplified the thrill, grazing my skin with hers, touching but seeming to float on the cilia of sensation that divided us into man and woman. Her head was back, her hands planted my shoulders like she wanted to pin me there but she was the one being pinned.
I felt Landon pull back. Imogen inhaled as though his departure out of her ass pulled air in her mouth, like a well-sealed pump. Her hips rose off of me like she was inflated in water, drifting higher. Her breath hissed into the air around us. Landon rammed into her. She screamed. Her body bucked. He hammered her back down onto my cock, cramming her full from behind while she settled down onto the hot cock piercing her from below. Her hands scrabbled at my shoulders, scratching me. I flinched, then the sensation of her pussy controlled me and I bucked under her.
That set her off. Her head bowed, she let Landon force her over onto me. Her breasts swept along my chest. She clinched her eyes closed and then wiggled her torso back and forth, stroking me with her hard little nipples, scoring me with the lurid delight she got from having a man in her from both sides. She sank over me, her hips twitching between the double penetration. Her mouth sought mine. When she kissed me, she was ravenous, crouching over me, my cock deep up inside her, her ass crammed full of cock as well, her dream fulfilled, her daughter watching, I stuck with that original idea, despite their latest story. A strange women appeared beside her and turned her head from mine and kissed her, awkwardly to be sure. Miriam, seeing her mother kissing Ellen appeared on the other side.
When Ellen released the panting woman, Miriam grasped her mother's face, turned it in her direction and kissed her soundly. Ellen bent between us and kissed me. Her tongue slithered around my lips she backed up, her eyes alight.
"My god, I wanted that again." Ellen whispered.
When I looked at her I realized what the minx was thinking. Father and son, mounted in her body at the same time. I couldn't help but grin because she didn't know what all I had in mind for her. Until then, she'd need to be content with the mother and daughter, oh, and me.
Imogen convulsed. Her pussy contracted again, pulsing and pulling at my cock, I swear it. Imogen shook loose from her daughter's hungry mouth arched her back and then popped her ass backwards, presumably ramming herself onto Landon's cock. I reached around her, grasped her by the ass, and pulled at her cheeks, opening her. As I did that, I arched under her, lifting both bodies joined above me. The weight of both their bodies shifted onto me, onto the cock I had thrust up into the shaking woman. I felt her gasp. I felt her body start to shake. Her pussy moved on me, writhing around me, stroking me with the growing pleasure fighting to escape her mortal coil and be free.
"Oh, oh, oh, come, come, coming!" She chanted and then she came. Her body tensed. Her pussy clamped down on my cock and instead of relaxing, held me, tight in her velvet vice, clutching me while her body shook. I felt Landon riding her. His impact on her ass was communicated through her suddenly tense body like she was a cochlear cavity, Landon was the sound and I was the fury signifying nothing but rather, conveying Imogen Travers to the heights of ecstasy. Her eyes were closed, her face screwed up as she shook over me, her head kept nodding, as though in time with each wave of ecstasy as it swept through her. Landon thundered against her, cinching her tight onto my cock. All sounds were blocked by the tension in her neck, so she seemed to reverberate with it as it roared in her.
Then she bucked, hard. I saw Landon's hands grasping at her as he struggled to stay mounted in her ass. He pulled too hard, lost his balance and I felt him fall onto her back. She whooshed as his weight crushed it out of her and then it broke her down and I felt them both bucking over me. Imogen struggled to move, pinned between us. Landon was coming in her ass, I know not because he said so but because the little jackrabbit motions were unmistakable. For what seemed like a week, he tap, tap, tapped at her ass, filling her with cum.
Her head lay beside me, her breath boiled around us. She kept licking her lips and sucking air past them, which dried them off, I suppose so she had to lick them again. I realized her eyes were open, she was looking at me as though there was something on her mind, beside the feeling of a man in her ass and one in her cunt.
Landon groaned and his rattling motion stopped. The weight seemed to increase but I think it was only because I had finished inhaling and the weight was forcing all the air out of me. I was getting lightheaded. Landon shifted and with a vast groan, lifted off of us. Imogen's hips bobbed over me, chasing the straggling sensations. She lifted her head.
"My god, Sonny, thank you! I, it was the greatest sexual experience of my life. My god, I love it!" She chortled shallowly, not having enough spare air to give it full expression. "I don't want to stop!" Then she kissed me.
I felt her flinch when Landon pulled out of her. Her body seemed to vibrate with his departure. She stretched out her legs, likely a minute away from cramping. While she kissed me, I lifted up slightly and turned her onto our sides. With Miriam's help, I got her onto her back with me still mounted between her legs.
Imogen let me lift out of the kiss, staring up at me, her eyes moist and misty.
"Fuck me, Sonny. Goddamn, Ric." She hissed.
I did. I galloped into a full run, not hesitating to grind into her, just rising and slamming down into her as fast and as hard as I could. Her skirt was turned sideways around her waist, still bunched up and all but one of the garter straps was loose so her stockings sagged on her thighs. I fucked her while she groaned under me, twisting and surging each time I bottomed out deep inside her. After about a dozen cycles, her eyes began to widen and she arched under me.
"Oh god, again! And again!" She cried as new, different orgasms cantered through her. They weren't as violent or profound but they came and came, one after the other as if there were a queue built up over the years, suddenly greeting satisfaction with great relief. When she calmed in the lee of the first three or four convulsions, I laid down on her chest, reveling on the plump thrust of her breasts between us, and moved my hand to her ass. She grasped when I took firm hold of each cheek with a hand, pulled her up onto my cock and then dropped us to the bed, pinning her tingling ass to the bed.
Imogen screamed again. Her body bucked under me and I felt my own orgasm approaching. I felt like I was waiting for a long overdue train. It appeared but in a flat world empty of urban clutter, you can see it approach for a long time before it finally arrives. I waited but not idly or passively, punctuating the approach of my orgasm with constant thrusts into the woman under me.
It arrived.
The first gust of cum blew into her and I felt it as if it was pouring right out of my spine. I groaned, pulled hard at her ass. Imogen thrashed with her own cataclysm or perhaps merely responded to my tight grip on her ass. I bucked between her open legs, pouring cum into her as though I was laying quickdry cement before it hardened. The opposite was my destiny.
I honestly wondered if I was going to come myself to death. It flooded out of me without much sign it was going to abate but I think that was just my brain playing tricks on me. It ended and it seemed abrupt to me. I lay over the woman, panting, trying to regain my senses and breath at the same time. She moaned each time she exhaled and I finally figured out it was because I was resting the majority of my weight on her chest. I adjusted, sliding off of her onto one arm and then onto my side. That pulled my cock out of her.
I rolled onto my back and lay with my eyes closed. I didn't open them until I heard the rustling of someone moving around. Landon was dressing. He caught me eye, gave me a thumbs up and, with shoes in his hand, moved silently into the other room. A few moments later I heard the door slam.
"Sonny?"
Someone was speaking.
"What?" I answered, not opening my eyes.
"I want that too." Miriam whispered.
I had a terribly ornery idea. I rolled up onto an elbow, looking down on Imogen. She felt my eyes examining her body and opened one.
"What?" She managed to ask.
"Which of these women would you like to clean you up?" I glanced at Miriam and saw the shocked anticipation on her face. I bent over Imogen and kissed her. "Ellen." I whispered softly.
She nodded.
"Ellen, please." She said.
I glanced at Miriam with a shrug, inside I was laughing because the teasing had begun. By tomorrow, she'd be ready.
Ellen turned all practical. She brought a warm, wet towel and a larger dry one. She cleaned off Imogen's body, wiping her down from the part in her hair to her toes. She cleaned and scrubbed and wiped until Imogen was a puddle of goo. Ellen wasn't being disingenuous. She finished her maid duties and moved between Imogen's legs. Imogen lifted the leg touching me and draped it over me. I bent my leg so that it lifted her leg, opening her up. Ellen went down on her.
Imogen came a round dozen times, according to her running account. I lay and listened while Ellen ate her. Ellen proved a talent. Finally at about six or seven, Imogen turned on the bed and hugged her tits to me, clutching me tightly, all without moving her hips. She extended her neck and tried to kiss me but that would have required she lift her ass and she wasn't having any of that. She refused to disturb Ellen. I bent up and kissed her lightly.
"That was wonderful, Sonny." Mrs. Travers whispered. "Just wonderful. What are you going to do with us tomorrow?"
"Time enough for that, then. I need a nap."
That was a while in coming. I was exhausted, nearly fucked out. Ellen was intent on making Imogen come a round dozen times and when she succeeded, Miriam pulled her from the room, retreating I gathered to the other room and the bathroom there. Imogen and I showered together but it was all Platonic and practical, scrubbing each other's back and then to bed. I was glad I'd packed a bag.
We went to bed and despite the lingering aroma of sex all around us, I fell into the darkness of the grave and slept as though I were dead. If little deaths added up as fractions of death, I was fully dead for sure. I lost consciousness and Imogen disappeared from beside me. The day was over. Tomorrow was Thursday. Hump day was done and so was I.
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Jai and Malenna-Chapter 1: Prelude
Very carefully, Jai opened the door to his family's New York apartment. He'd toed off his sneakers in the hall. He sat down his pack and computer case. He eased the door open. He heard the sound, the soft, toneless sound of his mother humming. He slipped into the hall and padded silently down to the entrance to the kitchen on his right. She stood at the sink, washing up the mixing bowl. She'd made a cake but it was still baking in the oven. She wore lime green jeans and a colorful shirt, one of his fathers because it bloused around her, hiding the lithe lines of her body. She hummed but she was tone deaf, could not carry a tune in a bucket. She loved music, all her talent resided in her feet. She danced.
Jai eased up behind her and waited, barely breathing, unable to believe she didn't know he was there. It seemed like forever before she set the heavy old mixing bowl in the drainer and wiped her hands on the towel. He slowly encircled her waist and whispered, "Mom, I'm home!"
Jai Kumar had gone away for his first year of college a gangly eighteen-year old kid. College had changed him in many ways but not the least was the broader shoulders, the thicker chest and the rough bristles that appeared every evening on his face. That was the outer changes, the inner shifts in his realty were far more profound. His mother hadn't wanted him to go away. She argued with him and his father, insisting he could live at home and attend City College but his father agreed that getting away from the City and meeting new and different people would be good for him.
It had been. He left last August. By the end of September he had a girl friend and by the end of October, his virginity was compromised and in real danger. The first day of November, following some very heavy petting at the Halloween party, he became a man. For a couple weeks, they couldn't keep their hands off each other. He was distracted, jittery, as though if someone were to touch him, he'd get an erection again. He thought everyone was looking at him and they all knew what he was doing, what he was thinking, what he was feeling. Then things got weird, for him and, he would eventually understand, because of him.
They had spent a couple nights together, once in her room when her roommate was off attending a conference for young Republicans in Washington D.C. and the next time when his roommate had to go home because of a death in the family. The third night, with his roommate still gone, he woke up beside Torrai in the new morning and saw her for the first time.
"My god." He thought. "She looks just like Malenna." Malenna, of course, was his mother. The realization spooked him. Things never went right after that, and soon they split up. Torrai kept trying to get him to talk about what was wrong with her but he just shook his head and mumbled nothing was wrong with her, it was all him. How could he explain that when he looked at her now, after finally seeing her for real, all he saw was his mother. At first, he thought it would pass but again and again Torrai would turn her head just so or touch a hand to her hair, smoothing it back over one ear and Jai would shiver with recognition.
He finally confronted the reality he'd been avoiding. He was attracted to Torrai because she looked just like his mother.
Once he confronted that, he couldn't have sex with Torrai any more and they drifted apart. He kept out of the sex and love reservoir until the next semester, it was almost spring break. Everyone was cramming for mid-terms and planning for going hither and yon for spring break. The campus creaked with the oppression of the long semester and the winter that went with January and February.
Jai was sitting studying when he noticed the new night librarian, a plain looking woman with her hair bound up tight in a bun. He just stared at her until she met his eyes. Her smile tickled his skin and left him panting as though he'd just run up stairs carrying a beer keg. He looked away but the connection was made. Later, he'd think back to that moment and wonder that it had washed over him without ever offering him the explanation he didn't get until well after she took him to bed.
Lana was older, alone. She was divorced and had moved to the university town for this job, but mostly to escape the small town dominated by her ex and his family. Everywhere she went, she said, someone judged her for the failed marriage. She didn't volunteer why and Jai didn't ask. After his aborted first affair, he turned to physical work and started lifting weights, running and even swimming although he swam more like a brick with water wings than anything aquatic. It helped his wind and relaxed his muscles that constantly ached. He was Indian in lineage, though very American in culture. Most Anglos looked at him and figured he knew all about yoga and the Kama Sutra but he didn't even know what that was till he got to college and had to look it up when guys kidded him about it. He had good looks, a shock of thick black hair and deep set eyes. He didn't like to talk so ended up listening a lot; he only talked when he had something to say. He didn't understand people that talked all the time. That exhausted him and he shied away from the outgoing girls who fluttered around him after Torrai. They soon bored with his unresponsive manner and left him to himself, which was why he was alone in the library that night.
Staring at the woman became sort of a habit, something he did when he was working out a physics problem or arranging the outline for the history paper. Instead of staring off into space like he often did, he found his eyes constantly returning to the woman. For several nights, it went like that. He'd stare at her until she caught him and smiled at him, and he'd look away, embarrassed. His roommate had a girlfriend and by tacit agreement, Jai stayed far away from the room for as long as he could. Several times he interrupted them having sex but he never complained. Gary punched him on the shoulder once and told him he was a mensch for being so cool about it.
Finally, he had something he needed the librarian's help with. He needed to know how to get population statistics from the 17th century. He walked right up to the woman's desk and asked her.
She smiled at him, listening as he went through his request but when he finished, she held out her hand.
"I'm Lana. I am sure I can help you. What's your name?"
He told her but his mouth was suddenly dry and he stumbled on any sentence with a dental syllable in it. He sounded like he had a lisp. She walked him back to a bookshelf and selected several and left him alone. The next night, she came by and sat down with him, uninvited.
"You always study alone, how come?" She asked from across the table.
"Other people talk too much." He said. That made her laugh. Her laugh and the fact that he'd elicited it gave him a private little thrill. It went on from there, until, by the week before mid-terms, they were talking together longer. He decided to just stay on campus, not realizing the subterranean reason that drew him in, unconscious but later, so very obvious. When Lana understood he was staying on campus, not even going home, back to New York, she invited him to supper. She seduced him that night. The sex was incredible. She was a woman who understood her body and had ways of pleasing him that Torrai simply didn't know about. He spent the week with her, enjoying her company, her body, her pleasure.
When the revelation appeared that Saturday morning when he saw her for real finally, he didn't panic like he had before. Lana had long but fine black hair, and the same columnar neck that his mother had. Since she wore her hair braided and up in a bun at work, he didn't see it down until Saturday morning. He arrived at her little bungalow a few blocks off campus. By then, he was certain that they had that sexual spark and he was trying to figure out how to verify it and not look stupid. He wanted to touch her but didn't want to be rebuffed. She kissed him and they went to bed, solving his conundrum. It was too easy, like he only had to float along and follow her lead.
She was confident and clear in her desires, riding him when she wished, pulling him between her legs on her back when she wished. She kept her hair up, she said because it took so long to fix it, until the weekend when she let it down and again in the dawn's early light, he woke and looked over at her and saw his mother. Lana resembled her mostly in bone structure and manner, not so much in coloring. Her face was shaped the same but her skin was pale, almost translucent. She had green eyes but when she smiled when she thought no one was watching, like in her sleep, her rich lips formed an expression that reminded Jai of Malenna.
When school resumed, he took some time to think about what he was doing and instead of letting Lana's resemblance to his mother freak him out, he basked in it. He had sex with her constantly, ravenous but always comparing her body and actions and mannerisms with his mother, wondering what Malenna looked like when ecstasy took her, how she kissed, what her hands felt like on him. He tried to extrapolate from Lana, but it became evident that he couldn't, not really. He kept having sex with her, trying to charm her, trying out things like taking her flowers or a box of chocolates in the American way. He was testing himself, finding ways to act that felt natural to him, dismissing others. One of his favorites was to sneak up behind her and kiss her neck, breathing on her smooth, taut skin. They had sex in the kitchen many times. He found lots of things he liked, tender things like kissing grease off her fingers after eating KFC or licking her nipples while she squirmed under him. He found things he could do but they remained cautious and romantic. It all backfired.
One night she broke up with him.
"I don't think we should see each other any more." She told him over a pizza. "I think you are falling in love with me and that's not what this is about. I like sex and sex with you is plentiful. I just think we should let this alone before it becomes complicated. I can't be what you want me to be." Later, on the bus ride home after the semester was over when he had all those hours to think about it, he realized Lana was likely surprised that he proved so amenable to the breakup. He listened, eating pizza while she talked. When she she was done laying out her very logical case, he nodded, stood up and left. He realized she'd had to pay for the pizza but that seemed alright since she broke up with him. He didn't argue, he didn't discuss her logic or her conclusions. He accepted all she had to say and the bottom line she thought her good and logical points implied. She was just wrong and had no way to tell her so.
After Lana ended their brief but fiery affair, Jai made a pact with himself. He said he couldn't get anywhere in life, with any woman, if all he did was duplicate his mother. He realized it might not be fair to her but he resolved to at least make a pass at her, to get her to slap him and give him anger, so he could tell her what he was feeling and get it out. It felt like he had a big bee buzzing around inside him, vibrating along the inside of his skin at times or popping against it with force.
He decided he was in love with his mother. That sounded weird to him so he changed it to in lust with Malenna. He couldn't help it. He dreamed of her, never seeing her nude but many times kissing her, the image populated with the feeling of her cool lips on his cheek when she had kissed him in the past. In his dreams, they never made love, never got to that point before he woke up. Each dream was similar to the others, where she'd be fully willing to have sex with him but he couldn't ever get to that point before he awoke, often with a new mess to clean up.
He decided he was going crazy but then talked himself out of going to a counselor. He couldn't imagine telling anyone that he wanted to have sex with Malenna. So he kept to himself, a solitary soul on the campus filled with an emerging grand passion he had to pursue. By the time he opened the door of his parent's apartment, it was firmly set in his mind, he'd make her slap him, so he could at least tell her how he felt. Three things interfered with this simple plan to unwind his personal insanity.
First, he kept losing his nerve. Each time he thought he'd kiss her on the lips like they kissed in his dreams, he couldn't. The biggest problem was his cock. It kept snapping to attention the moment she appeared and touching her made him genuinely worried that he was going to orgasm right then. He fought against having orgasms in bed because he feared his mother discovering the night stains when she washed his sheets. It kept happening so he decided to do his own laundry. His mother thought that was incredibly mature of him but insisted she would. He refused to let her, insisting she was his mother, not his maid. She kissed him on the lips for the first time since he was a little boy.
"I'm so proud of the man you are becoming!" She whispered to him, squeezing his shoulders that had gained quite a lot of very solid muscle at college.
He worked in her second-hand clothing store, called The Continental Two. Jai's father, Suresh, worked as a buyer for Kuhn's department stores and had connections that brought lots of remaindered clothing and name-brand stock with the tags removed to the store. They made a nice profit and Malenna got to have all the best clothes for much less than if she bought things through normal channels. She became an expert at identifying the style and stitching of famous brands, even from the cut tags so she could sell them to her customers. Occasionally, high class women would appear in dark glasses and scarves to buy something but mostly her patrons were middle class women who liked quality they usually couldn't afford. She was a guilty secret to a large and growing community in New York.
The second was more fun but just as disconcerting. His mother still danced. Most weeks she danced on Mondays and Thursdays. Mondays the store was closed and on Thursday, his father would leave work in the early afternoon and sit in the store till nine at night, to give his wife both a day off and allow her to keep with her dance classes. She enjoyed jazz but loved ballet. She lost her point early in her life, she was too tall, they said but she still walked with the floating grace of a prima ballerina. She moved like fog, drifting without bobbing, coolly striding everywhere she went as though she were a ghost.
Jai got his silence from his mother. Suresh liked to talk and it fit his profession as a buyer, the constant banter that went with it. Malenna was quieter, not shy really but gentle, softly insistent but never aggressive. She got what she wanted using elegant grace, not leverage or force. The Thursday after he got back from college, he found his mother soaking in the old wrought iron bathtub in the second, unremodeled bath. He came home and pushed into the room to find her sitting in the tub, surrounded by fluffy soap bubbles, smelling of pine or mint, like that, fresh and light. He backed out, shocked to see her like that. She called him back and asked how his day had gone.
When she sat up, he thought she was going to show him her breasts. Instead, her knees appeared out of the suds like shoals in an angry ocean and she hugged them.
"My legs always hurt so much after I dance now. I push too hard. I'm getting old."
"You aren't old, mother." Jai said. "You are a beautiful woman."
She looked up at him, measuring his words, he thought to see if he was teasing her or something. Only after a long pause did she respond.
"Why thank you, Jai. It's always good for a woman to hear that she is beautiful, even if it is from a biased party like her son."
"Sons always know." He returned.
He left her like that, hiding his erection. She emerged from the bath barefoot, in a white terry cloth robe Suresh had stolen from the Mark Hopkins in San Francisco some years back. She was drying her hair.
"I soak my legs now, to take the ache out of them." She said. "Suresh says I should find a good masseuse but I cannot bear the idea of a strange man or a woman touching me." She smiled that easy smile that matched her dancer's gait, smooth and flowing from the look in her eyes. For the first time, Jai noticed it, a sort of bleakness that hadn't been there when he went off to school, like she was sad. He decided that it was because he'd left her and that he was growing up. The narcissism of this conclusion did not come clear to him until later.
"I could rub them." He offered. He had his father's flat feet, feet that made it good for Suresh to sit at a desk rather than do something more active like his older brother did, a building engineer who put in air conditioning systems all over the country, doing projects for sky scrappers and other large projects like airports or sports arenas. When Jai was young, working as a sack boy at the local grocery, being on his feet for so long made his legs ache and his ankles swelled. He'd wake up on Sunday after a long day on his feet and crawl to the breakfast table because his feet were so painful. His mother took to rubbing his feet and legs before he went to bed and that made it much less painful the next morning. His offer echoed this memory they two shared.
"Would you?" Malenna said softly. "I hate to ask anyone but it would be so wonderful..."
When she rubbed his legs after a long day so long ago, he'd lay across his little bed on his face and Malenna would rub his calves and ankles. Now, she lay across the queen bed in her room and he sat beside her as she'd done with him those few years ago and rubbed her calves and ankles.
"Oh, your hands have gotten so strong." She whispered.
"I worked out a lot at school. It helped me study."
After about ten minutes, going back and forth from leg to leg, she lifted her head.
"Jai, please, would you rub my thighs. That's where the pain is the worst. I get cramps in the night when the muscles knot and twitch."
Of course he agreed. That was how he glimpsed her bum clad only in her practical underwear the first time. With a little oil on his hands, he ran them up the sinewy taut back of her thighs.
"You're so tense." He whispered.
"That's so wonderful. Oh my god." Her voice seemed to seep out of her, like it was a tune he was making with his hands on her skin. His body shook. The sensual feel of her smooth thighs on his hands thrilled him. He reflected that his few weeks with Lana had brought him a calm about a woman's body he certainly hadn't possessed before. He ran his hands up and down Malenna's thighs, pushing a little higher each time. Finally, Malenna put a hand back and pulled her robe up over her rump.
"All the way up." She whispered.
She groaned as his hands circled the quad muscles in front against the bed, kneading them and breaking the brittle lactic acid that formed in the leaves of the muscles. Up and back, up and back, left and right, Jai rubbed her legs until his hands quivered from the stress.
"I have to stop. That's a workout. I won't work out on Thursdays any more."
Malenna rolled onto her back, pulling the robe tight around her body. The lower part of the robe flapped open, exposing one of her shapely thighs. He couldn't help but stare. It wasn't until later that night that he got to slow down his heart and focus on the fact that he'd had his hands on his mother's thighs.



"You don't mind? That was delightful! You have wonderful hands and just the right touch."
"Just like you taught me." He said but immediately felt the deflecting flattery that Lana had pointed out to him. He resolved not to resort to such simplistic tactics. Charming a woman required something more elegant, something to match Malenna's dancer's stride. He just didn't know what that might be. He felt so young, so incompetent.
Not only Thursday but Monday too, Jai massaged Malenna's legs. It was three weeks into the summer when she finally asked him for what she really wanted. He felt her request like a hammer inside his chest.
"Jai, baby, please, could you rub out the knots in my butt. It is so sore."
Jai complied but concentrated on finding the hard knots and attacking them with a certain single-minded relish. He avoided thinking about how her ass felt in his hands or how it felt to have his hands on that part of her body. He'd gone to the library and read up on deep body massage and copied the techniques he'd read about. The next week, he went and had a massage himself and paid attention to how the masseuse worked him over. It cost him $150 but it was worth it. The techniques brought moans from his mother as he worked on her thighs and ass. He retreated to her feet, and still she moaned. His hands were getting stronger and he could keep working on her for longer then when he began.
Despite the sensual potential for him, this proved an inhibition because to do anything overtly sexual seemed like a violation of some implicit trust, a crude intrusion into this private time they shared. He fantasied about her turning over, pulling his hand to her pussy and closing her eyes.
She never did.
She lay limp under his assaults, letting her breath wheeze in and out as he massaged her aching legs. So he was stuck with this, utterly unhinged but unable to figure out how to extend the massage into something that would get him soundly slapped. There real reason wasn't a lack of imagination or options, he thought of lots of ways, starting with sitting on the backs of her thighs and massaging deep between her legs until he found the heat of her pussy. The reason he demurred was that he didn't want to stop the massages nor did he want to rob Malenna of the pleasure they brought her.
The third time he massaged her ass, rubbing her legs for nearly an hour, she came out of the room after he left, bent over him where he sat on the couch watching TV and kissed him on the cheek. It wasn't a peek, it was a warm, wet, rich, kiss that lingered, tantalizing him. He hadn't shaved yet so she encountered the bristles of his pending beard but she didn't seem to notice.
"Thank you, my son. You are a mother's every dream."
Later, lying in bed reliving that luscious moment, he decided she'd bungled the word order, meaning to say he was every mother's dream, not a mother's every dream. That put a hitch in his breathing because it meant she was rattled and didn't get her words right. That meant something, right?
The whole thing changed the next week. Suresh announced that Thursday would be the last he could work for a while. He had a project back in India, working with a supplier manufacturing and finding replacements for a bankrupted supplier who had provided 45% of their clothing inventory.
Jai arrived home around eight, expecting to find his mother lying on the bed waiting for him. He'd gone over to a friends and played Xbox but had quit to return to massage his mother's legs again, not that he'd said so. She wasn't there. He called her and she said she was late, having gone out with some of the other women. He told her he'd go help his father close up the shop. He hung up.
He left a note for Malenna to remind her where he'd gone and walked through the gathering gloom of the city, winding down in the summer heat. The smell of the city made him wistful for childhood when they played stick ball or soccer in the streets during the evenings. He turned the corner across the street from the shop and stopped. A woman was in the shop, illuminated by the light. She held Suresh's face in her hands and then she kissed him. Not a casual kiss, either, but one where her mouth was clearly wide open. Her arms went around his neck and they kissed, deeply, passionately. His father turned the woman's back to the windows and Jai could see his hand on her ass. She was a young woman, but she wore a long traditional Indian skirt, green and black and Suresh's large hand clasped her tight bun, outlining her pleasing shape.
Jai was shocked, standing stock still in the shadow of the building. His father pulled up the woman's blouse, pushed the bra away from her breast and kissed and sucked at it, hidden by her arched torso but unmistakable to his eyes. Jai was astonished but strangely, he felt a curious elation, an elation he'd not comprehend until later that night. He watched his father half undress the woman and then they turned out the lights. Suresh went to the door, opened it and looked around. Jai sank back into the shadow. Suresh closed and locked the front door. The woman remained inside with him. The little light, though, glinted off her bare back at one point and Jai thought he saw her, pinned by his father against the counter.
"Jai? Jai, come away from there."
Jai flinched like he'd been struck with a whip. It was his mother's voice.
"Mother..."
"Shhh. Come away."
He felt her behind him, her hand on his elbow and then in his hand. She pulled him back into the shadows and then walked him away from the shop, all the way back to their apartment, only dropping his hand when the came out into the light of a street lamp.
His temples pounded, his body felt like every muscle had been pulled as tight as it could be without snapping free.
They went up to their third-floor apartment.
"Mother..."
"Jai, no. After, after Suresh goes back to India, I'll tell you all, all I know. Please, don't say anything to anyone until we can talk, until I can explain."
"He needs to do the explaining..."
She lay a finger against his lips. They pursed of their own free will. Jai stopped just short of kissing her finger and tipping his hand.
"Shhh. None of that. You wouldn't interfere in anyone else's marriage would you? Please leave this alone for now. I promise I will explain. When Suresh is gone, if I can, I will explain."
The five days till his father left were devilishly difficult for him. He kept imagining the woman's breast, his father's hands pushing the blouse up and the bra away from it before kissing it, right there in the light of the store. It made him angry but the anger felt like someone else's that he was simply borrowing, it did not feel like it was really his. The night before his father, Suresh, Jai started calling him only by name in his head, rather like he had taken to calling his mother Malenna in his mind but for vastly different reasons. That night, he finally felt the pressure inside him ease and he lay down and closed his eyes. The emotion welled up in him, the one he'd felt and pushed down, buried and denied with all his might. It returned but this time he couldn't ignore or deny it.
Elation.
The third thing that had countered his plan to get his mother to slap him so he could tell of his lust for her had been his father. He did not feel good about having that lust for the woman his father loved. Now, though, it seemed this was not the case. Suresh was sexually involved with another Indian woman. The elation came from the stark realization that his mother owed no fidelity to the husband who dallied with another woman. In that moment, in the dark of that last night, his world shifted and the plan rose once more to the forefront of his mind. Jai knew he had to pursue his lust and try to seduce his own mother, or his life would never be normal and he'd spend it looking to duplicate her, not only an impossible dream but a horrible injustice to any woman who consented to be with him. Such was his fevered rationalization.
Ten minutes after his father left for the airport, they say down at the table. It was Monday, the shop was closed.
"Jai, listen, let me explain. Your father has changed. It started after you left. I think he believed I'd be the one pining for you. It was not so. He came face to face with the fact that he has grown old. His youngest son who has grown into a man and his life will decline from that moment on. You will soon eclipse him in skill and ability, strength and stamina. His days of dominance are gone. He took up with Shelia," here Malenna smiled. "That's what I call her. I don't know her name. His brother came and I heard them talking. Raj has a mistress. He was telling Suresh about her and how great it was. Suresh asked how he kept it from Anya and Raj said he didn't bother. Anya accepted his need to have another woman before he was too old to appreciate it. He told Suresh every man should have at least one mistress."
Malenna dabbed at her eyes.
"He was never the same after that and soon it became known around the neighborhood that he had taken up with her." She stopped and stared at the handkerchief twisted in her long, lean hands. The tendons on the back of her hands rippled like liquid.
"Are you going to leave him?" Jai asked softly. "I wouldn't blame you if you did."
Malenna looked up at him. She smiled a wistful smile.
"Suresh has been a good husband and a good father. I could not ask for better. Shall I turn away from him now, when he needs me most?"
"But mother..."
"No. Jai, don't say it. Suresh never cared about mortality or thinking about growing old. He lived today, joyfully doing what needed doing each day. I have never had a complaint. Oh, we have struggled but he has shown me the greatest respect at all times. We learned to be a couple from our parents even though ours was an arranged marriage. I did not love him but I love him now. This changes nothing.
"I must endure what is happening just as if he had a disease. This is like that. It only seems that it is of his own making. It isn't. Others have asked me if I will forgive him and I say nothing. I say nothing because there is nothing to forgive. His body is his. We are partners but I do not own him and, unlike our ancestors, he does not own me. I have enjoyed that freedom when many women around me did not, they suffered with their husbands as I never did. Yet they stayed. Is a blow to my female ego worse than a blow to the face? Jai, forget what you saw.
"I am sorry I let that happen. I knew what you would find and I realized too late that you'd said you were going to the shop to help him close up. I have watched them several times. He seems happy, happier at least than the last few years with me. I do not make him happy in that way any longer, so I cannot begrudge him the right to seek it elsewhere. It is a freedom society has denied to men and mocked women who endured it. I will have him back, eventually, he will come back to me but I fear, perhaps even know that that part of our relationship is forever gone."
Malenna bowed her head.
"I cannot go back to him. I do not want you to see us separate. We are friendly, we get along. We negotiate for our individual benefit and do not take what we want regardless of the cost to each other. He is still very considerate of me. I cannot hope to find this stability with anyone else. Ever. Raj made him crazy but I think it was actually your leaving that brought him face to face with his own mortality, the darkness that awaits us all."
Jai's heart clinched in his chest. His mother sounded so bleak. He stared at her, astonished but also devoid of words. He found no response to her words, so utterly contrary to conventional morality. She seemed empty of outrage, resigned to the situation and yet saddened by the loss of her husband as lover, but willing to negotiate a new role for him inside the marriage, despite the disdain he seemed to show for her feelings in the matter. As if she felt his thoughts, she lifted her eyes from her elegant cliched hands.
"He told me, after Raj was here, he said he wanted a mistress. He suggested I take a lover. He said unless I had sex with him again, he wanted a mistress. I agreed. I guess I didn't think he would. I thought he'd come back to my bed. He didn't. I didn't try to lure him back either. It felt, it felt easier to let him go. I changed too. Jai, I watch them and you know what I feel?"
Her big eyes fixed on him. Jai felt her demand for an answer.
"No. I don't." He said aloud, his voice barely a mumble.
"Jealous. I felt jealous that she could feel such passion directed at her. I wanted that but I had no idea how to get it from him. Passion is either there, or it is not. Contrived passion is still contrived. It is like plastic flowers, beautiful to the eyes as the real thing but never as wonderful."
"But the real things wither and die." Jai whispered, feeling his mother's pain but also touching her strength.
She nodded, smiling, that bleak smile from before again.
"You do understand. I knew you would. Please, this is between him and me. It is not your fight to win or lose. He will always be your father and I will always be your mother."
Just like that, the subject closed. With barely a pause, she moved onto something new and, as it turned out, something wonderful.
"Jai, I want to ask something of you. I know this might be odd but I want to do something. The New York Ballet is performing next week and I was going to ask one of my dancer friends to go but honestly, I'd far rather be escorted by my handsome young son. No one needs to know. They can look at us and think that I have seduced that handsome young man and now I am shamelessly parading him in public like a show pony." She laughed, covering her mouth with three fingers.
Jai couldn't help it. He laughed too.
"Show pony? Is that what I am?"
"The other ladies will all be jealous!" Malenna said. "So you'll go?"
Jai managed to contain his excitement, keeping it out of sight below the table. His plan to get slapped just got enormously easier.
Jai and Malenna-Chapter 2: First Time
The night arrived for the ballet. Jai wasn't sure what to expect. Western culture hadn't been at the forefront of their family traditions so he'd never gone to the ballet. His father hadn't railed at Malenna's love of western dance, ballet and jazz both, but he'd certainly sniffed at it. Jai had copied his father's attitude, one he reexamined with introspective vigor leading up to the night for both reasons, his father and his mother.
In the meantime, they'd made other arrangements. Malenna had decided to shift the Thursday hours to close at eight, a half an hour before she left dance class, to give Jai time to get home and be ready to rub her legs, or so she said. He'd gotten a job loading trucks at a local warehouse. He'd negotiated to have Tuesday and Thursday free so he could run the store. With Suresh in Punjab, Malenna needed time to find and secure stock for her store herself. The people who knew Suresh knew her but he'd handled most of the acquisitions, often by being in the right place at the right time when manufacturing went awry or standards shifted or styles changed. Jai would work Saturdays and Sundays at the warehouse so he could have the two days free to rub his mother's legs. The shift nearly always went late, which was the least popular shifts but he got overtime and so everyone benefited.
They went to the ballet and Malenna was enthralled. For Jai, it was a chance to see two things. One was the dance that his mother loved in all its excellence and the other was his mother breathless with wonder and delight. She was like a young girl, her hands clasped before her, her eyes shining as the music swelled or the pas de deux played out before the audience. At the first intermission, however, the night yielded its main significance, at least while they were at the ballet.
True to her word, Malenna paraded around with her white gloved hand tucked tightly in Jai's elbow, beaming like a new bride. She'd rented a tux for him and he felt like the moment was equal to his appearance, or perhaps the other way around. They walked up and back, neither one caring for a glass of bubbly, but wishing to stretch their legs before squeezing into their seats once more. It was on one of these turns around the foyer that a striking blonde woman approached them.
"Is that Yves latest? That dress looks fabulous on you!" The woman said, speaking to Malenna. "My god, I wish I had those legs, I'd certainly show them off too!"
The woman was blonde but younger than Malenna by perhaps ten or twelve years, around thirty or so. She wore a sparkling blue dress that caught light and scattered it in scintillating splendor. Malenna's dress was a white version but toned down. While the blonde's dress screamed "look at me", Malenna's dress asked "can you see me" in demure fashion, except for the little detail of the slit up the left side. Each step she took exposed her leg nearly to her hip. She wore nothing, no stockings, no hose, so what she displayed to the eyes that saw her, was her fine dancer's leg, but just the one and only for fleeting moments before the drape of the dress closed around it and hide it from view. The rhythm to her exposure mesmerized and hypnotized those eyes she caught and they were many. Jai noticed. She preened in the light and this woman's attention glittered in her eyes.
"I'm Beverly Depaolo." The woman said, extending her blue-gloved hand.
Jai had to turn away. He suddenly had the impression that she was wearing one of Michael Jackson's famous gloves from the 1980s. The thought made him want to laugh so he turned away. This impulse inadvertently set a hook in the woman, a hook she found impossible to dislodge.
Jai ignored the two women, despite being aware of his mother's hand clutching tightly to his elbow. They talked fashion and his concern for fashion was mostly restricted to the body in the dress, not the book cover. Accordingly, he undressed several of the strutting women around him while his mother discussed her store, her dress, and the woman's dress. When the blonde woman finally drifted away, Malenna leaned in and whispered in his ear.
"Do you know who that is?"
"Beverly Depaolo" Jai said automatically.
"Yes, but she is one of the women who set styles in New York. Not the high fashion elite, but for people like us. She wants to come to the store, she wants to see my stock. She said if it is half as nice as this dress, which I had to admit I skimmed out of my own stock, then she thought I must have the best boutique in New York."
Jai only half listened. He kept his mind on the strutting beauties around him in order to mute the sensual delight of his mother's girlish ecstasy and the very real feel of her hand on his elbow. He loved that feeling.
"She, she said you were the handsomest man here." Malenna continued. Her voice lowered an octave and rasped when she spoke next. "She has a reputation as a woman who enjoys young men, men your age. What do you think? Would you like to have sex with her?"
Jai reeled in his attention from a gallon of redhead stashed in a pint of dress. He looked at his mother, not sure he'd heard what she said.
"I beg your pardon?" He asked softly.
"Would you like to have sex with her? I hear she adores young men and she never took her eyes off you the whole time she was talking to me. It really was quite rude."
Jai was tongue tied but fortunately the lights blinked and they forgot the subject on the way to their seats. The rest of the evening was more of the same. His ass hurt from the flimsy seat and he felt the tension of being in a tuxedo begin to wear on him. They'd closed the shop with a sign, "off to the ballet" which he hoped didn't invite visitors. They'd cleaned out all the cash, so burglars would only be people with fashion sense to get anything of value, he hoped.



The performance was a success and Malenna clapped and clapped. His enthusiasm was somewhat less. Despite that, he'd gained a grudging respect for a man who could extend one arm and balance a eighty or ninety pound woman on it while walking, to say nothing of the woman's stomach muscles required to hold her part of the pose.
Jai kept these thoughts to himself as he and his mother rode home in the taxi, rightly presuming they entirely missed the point of the evening. For she was breathless with awe and wonder in the presence of beauty; so was he but the beauty was hers. Her hand on his elbow throughout the night compounded it for him and distracted him. Sitting in their seats, she'd reached over and taken his hand and held it between hers, clasping it between both her hands on the sharp knee of her crossed legs. In the taxi, she sat looking out the window as the city rattled by, her hand resting on his knee. Jai couldn't move, didn't dare move lest she move her hand or she might notice his erection that felt like furniture too large to hide. He wanted to fidget but her hand stilled him and the sensation of its warmth on his knee fought with the urge to adjust his cock. He even thought of taking her hand and moving it to his crotch, to let her feel his response to her, a response that, now, manifested in the taxi but which he had restrained the whole night. Now he was hard and the throbbing tension roiled in him.
The taxi disgorged them at the corner and they walked to their apartment house, her hand again tucked inside his elbow. The dank night, not cooling much, hugged them. Malenna was silent until he realized she was humming, the tuneless sound that passed for her voice. It sounded like music to him. They arrived at the door and she waited while he opened it and escorted her inside. They went up the stairs to the door of their apartment. She waited while he dug for the keys, her hand moved to the small of his back, pressing against him gently. He dropped the keys. He stared down at them, hesitating to bend around his erection. She crouched easily and picked them up, handing them to him with an easy, relaxed smile. He had no idea that beauty could be so intoxicating.
He took the keys and opened the door. Inside, with the door closed, he closed his eyes, steeling himself for the action that would rouse her ire and get him slapped.
"Change. I want to slip into something more comfortable. I'll take the tux back to the shop tomorrow." Malenna's voice whispered.
He wondered if she was intentionally being sensual. He watched her drift back to her room and close the door. A huge quiver ran through him, like a chill that came with the sweat running down the middle of his back. He went into his room and stripped out of the tux, working around his erection. It did not abate. He stood in his underwear staring at it, feeling like it wasn't really his, that it was a new piece of furniture. He finally slipped on sweat pants, even thought it was summer, felt the heat of his body radiating and stripped them off. He couldn't get his mind to decide what to wear.
The knock at his door made him flinch.
"Jai, dear, would you like a drink?"
Her voice through the door made his heart thunder.
"I mean, I'm having a scotch, would you like one?"
"Yes, please." He managed. He listened but couldn't detect her moving away from his door. He imagined her standing there, listening to his heart echo around him, a hand on the knob considering the implications of opening the door on him and seeing him, cock at full erection tenting his tidy whiteys. He stood still, frozen, hardly daring to breathe. When the door didn't open, he exhaled a sigh like it was a material thing and pulled on basketball shorts. He stopped, looking at himself in the mirror. What if she wore something elegant and sexy? He'd look like the kid he was. The resolve to get thoroughly and soundly slapped collapsed. The basketball shorts were enough. He found one of his too-large tees and pulled it over his torso, pulling it far down over his waist, hoping it hid his erection.
He found his mother standing at the counter in the kitchen, staring down at two tumblers of scotch. She had an ice tray out and had popped the ice loose and was fingering the sharp cubes out of the mold with her colored finger nails, bright red. As he arrived behind her, she dropped one cube each into the scotch with a tinkling plop. He moved right up behind her, standing close enough to feel her heat and smell her hair. He leaned in and inhaled as silently as he could. His breath rattled in his throat.
"Jai?" Malenna turned in the spare circumference of her own body, facing him, looking up at him with the same blissful expression she brought home from the ballet. She put a hand onto his elbow, stretched up and kissed him lightly on the lips. Her body brushed against his erection.
A great shudder shook him, utterly out of his control, beyond his ability to stop it.
"Jai, you're shaking!"
He heard the wonder in her voice.
Here goes. He thought to himself. Her hand lay on his right arm. He put his left hand on her waist, leaned in and pressed his lips against her lips and stopped, waiting. Her reaction startled him. Her mouth opened and she breathed against him, her body shifted against him, pressing his cock back against his abdomen. He felt her tongue touch his lips. His hand moved to the small of her back and he held her against him.
She twisted her lips away from his.
"No. Jai, we mustn't." She whispered, but then looked up at him. She smiled, her eyes half-closed, peering up at him. When she made no move to withdraw from him, letting him hold her against her body, he kissed her again, tilting his head to fit his lips against hers. His heart hammered in his head, a percussion that made his chest ache. He pulled her tighter against him. For the briefest of moments, she let him, molding against him. He felt her body saturated with sensual energy settle against him. Just as quickly, she stiffened, turned her head away, brushing his lips with her cheek as she did so.
"No. Jai. No. We shouldn't." She whispered.
Still he held her. His hips pushed against her, pressing his cock against her body. She inhaled with a jerk and twisted out of his grasp. Without a word she left him staring at the unfulfilled drinks on the counter. He didn't even breathe until after her bedroom door closed.
"No slap." He whispered to himself, staring at the ice turning translucent in the amber liquid. He picked up one and drank it down. The burning made his eyes water. He set it down and drank the other. He looked around and suddenly he felt like an adult in his own home, perhaps for the first time in his life. He turned out the lights, checked the hall door and adjusted the thermostat as he'd seen his father do a thousand times and went to his room. He wanted a shower, to wash off the stink of his own nerves, to somehow get it out of his nostrils. He dared not make a sound, as though that would somehow erase the soft sensations of his mother's body pressing against him. His lips tingled with the feel of her velvet lips on his, and that brief zing of her tongue touching them.
Jai lay awake for what seemed like hours, reliving the moment their lips touched and wondering what it meant, what would happen next. Before he slept, his heart calmed but only when he told himself that he had to confront the swelling lust in himself, for his own good. He had to present it to his mother, to that woman that had leaned into him and let him pull her body against his. The decision reaffirmed, he had to get well and truly slapped. Having made the decision, he finally slept.
He woke to an empty apartment. Malenna left a note that she was at the shop, nothing else. Jai lounged till it was time to go to work himself in the afternoon, watching TV but with only half his mind and body present. The two empty tumblers sat on the counter. Each time he went into the kitchen, he stared at them, torn between wanting to leave them for her to see like two little monuments, to remind her of that moment they'd shared and wanting to erase that last sign. When he dressed for work, he saw the tux hanging on the back of his closet door and thought for a moment that he should take it to her at the shop.
He couldn't, he just couldn't. He washed up the tumblers and put them away, feeling like he was betraying himself somehow, like he was shying away from the firm resolution that had allowed him to sleep. He worked late into the night, volunteering to do the weekend cleaning in the warehouse that was always available as overtime. He got home at midnight, showered and went to bed. The apartment showed vestiges of Malenna's presence. His tux still hung on the hall closet door. He thought about tapping on her door to tell her he was home but even that was beyond his capacity at the moment.
Sunday repeated Saturday. He didn't see her. She was gone when he got out of bed. Off to work, he felt wooden, like he'd been poured full of cement and it was hardening but very, very slowly. He knocked over a pallet in the warehouse and got yelled at. He barely felt it, noting from some distance far away that where he usually would quake at being singled out like that, it barely touched him. Monday he worked his normal shift but went and played basketball, arriving home about nine tired and sweaty.
Malenna sat on the couch when he came in. He entered the living room and stopped. She sat with one bare knee bent up in front of her on the couch, holding a tumbler of scotch. She looked around at him, her eyes hooded, replete with calm that he did not feel.
"Are you too tired to rub my legs tonight?" She asked, so casually it felt like the last three days hadn't happened and didn't mean anything.
Jai knew then that he had been stalling, avoiding the confrontation he knew must come. He'd wanted to hold onto the right to put his hands on her body but now he realized he was stealing that and did not deserve it. He wanted to own that right to have her lust in his hands when he touched her, not her casual compliance. He wanted to touch the woman, not his mother. He wanted to have sex with her, to make love to her...to fuck her! The phrases growled in him, like imprecations from an animal.
"Jai?"
"Yeah, I can." He said. "Let me shower. I've been playing basketball."
"Did you eat."
He felt like she'd struck him, the motherly question rankled. He shrugged that off, staring at the silken lines of her bare leg.
"I did, yes." He said.
The shower was strange. Scrubbing as hard as he could, he still didn't feel like his body was real. He kept thinking of his hands on her ass, massaging the stiffness and soreness away. The thought wouldn't leave and neither did the erection that accompanied it. This was the moment. He knew it in his gut. He quailed. What if she ordered him out of the apartment. He had friends he could go stay with for a few days...these thoughts made his head throb and his gut hurt. By the time he dressed in shorts and tee again, he had hold of himself. His erection even softened a little, so he didn't feel as conspicuous walking into the living room, like his cock would arrive long before he did.
She wasn't there.
He walked back to her bedroom, pushing the door open. It was ajar.
Malenna lay across her bed. The short silk robe Suresh had brought back from the orient on one of his other trips came down to just below her ass. Her bare legs extended across the white of the bedspread, appearing browner and smoother than ever.
"I'm here." He said, his voice sounding odd to him. "You ready?"
Her head moved. He thought she nodded and took it that way. He sat on the bed beside her and worked on her feet for a while. Her first moan reassured him but then fear leaped onto his back and soaked into him when he took it as a good sign that this was the time. He was so torn, so horrified at the thought of destroying this shared experience, of his hands on her body and she relaxed and luxuriating in it, he could barely breathe.
Her calves seemed unduly tight. He worked on them, pushing the muscles against her tibia. When he turned around to work on her knees, pressing both hands up onto the backs of her thighs, she moved her legs, widening them. His hands worked into her large muscles, separating and squeezing them. He pressed both hands far up her thigh, stopping at the boundary of the robe draped just over her ass. He switched to the other thigh and repeated the motion, pushing his hands up to the robe. In all likelihood, his resolution would have quailed at the moment had she not reached back and pulled the robe up off her ass, encased in tight, silk panties.
Jai stared at her ass for a moment. He'd gone still, like he was witnessing a miracle of some sort and had to lock it into his memory lest his faith fail him in the future.
"I want you to work on my back too, please." Malenna whispered, flipping the robe higher, exposing the rippled lines of her lower back.
Jai couldn't tell if he was feeling what she was feeling or if the thundering tension was all his. He felt brittle, as if the tink of a hammer on him would shatter him into glass shards. His determination to press the issue, to present himself to her for her certain rejection and forever change their relationship swelled up in him, not unrelated to the return of his erection. Till then, the woman had lain across the bed. He grasped her legs and pulled her more diagonal on it, and took a position sitting across her knees. The feel of her bare skin on his made him gasp for air. The erotic thrill ran up his spine and exploded in his brain.
He focused on her thighs for a while. From time to time, his hands would shake and he'd think he was losing all the strength in them without ever touching her ass. Each time they steadied. He took that as a good sign. Finally, he let the long stroke on one thigh carry him up onto the swell of her ass. He changed sides and rubbed down the other leg. Back up on the same leg, he let his hands rest on her ass. His cock twitched. He couldn't breathe. He knew it was weird to just hold onto her ass like that so he forced his suddenly wooden hands to move, pressing down into her plush flesh, feeling it give.
Malenna groaned, a deep sound from behind her ribs that seemed to echo out of her body, not issuing from her lips. Her head was turned towards the head of the bed, her dark hair straggled over her face, hiding most of it, her eye and cheek but leaving her lips visible. Jai saw her lick her lips several times as he massaged her buttocks.
"Oh god, Jai." She whispered.
That she added nothing to the phrase made him think for a moment that what he was feeling, she felt as well. He had a vision of his hands under her underwear, pulling it down off her hips as a prelude to turning her over. He thought of separating the leaves of her robe, exposing her breasts and staring at her naked body framed on the bed while her eyes drank the elixir of his lust.
"My back, Jai. Do my back, please."
Her voice startled him. He complied, pressing his hands onto the bow of her lower back. He felt her muscles jerk and shift under the strength of his hands. He leaned over her, pressing his hands against her as he shifted up her bare legs. He stood on his knees, his hard cock just above his ass. This was the moment. He settled with his cock against her buttocks. She felt soft and hot against his cock. He wondered if she noticed it, his hard cock resting against her ass. He leaned forward, pressing his hands under the green silk robe.
She shifted onto her side.
Jai thought she was ending the massage but no, she took off the robe, fighting to get her arm out of the sleeve. He had a glimpse of her bare breast, in profile but clear full and alluring. He pulled the robe to the other side, tossing it to the side. She left it half on, leaving it on the arm that lay down beside her now bare torso. Surely she felt it! The amorous sensuality of the moment. Jai hooked his bare feet over her calves and leaned over her bare back, massaging up the spine to her shoulder blades and back down. Up and back, up and back, grinding out the tension in her muscles. Each time he leaned forward, his cock pressed against the swell of her ass. He could have lifted his ass so the pressure was not so certain but he didn't. This was the moment of truth, his resolution was strong.
"I have to make her slap me", he said to himself.
He shuffled forward until he was sitting full on her ass. He rubbed her shoulders and neck, even as his cock jerked and twitched against her ass.
Malenna moaned.
He dared not fantasize about why. He kept rubbing. He worked till his shoulders burned, as though all the tension he removed from her, soaked into his hands and ran up his arms to inhabit his back. He massaged her back and sides, letting his fingertips trace light lines near the swell of her breast under her chest on her right side. She lay with that arm under her face and the left one against her side, the robe still half on it. Finally, he sat back, resting his weight on her ass.
"I think I'm done. How does that feel?" He asked softly.
He felt her body twist under him and he automatically lifted up, shifting his weight onto his knees. He expected her to speak but not what she did. She shook her left arm free of the robe and turned onto her back. Her breasts appeared, the nipples sharp and tight.
Jai couldn't breathe.
He remembered Lana, how she responded when he took the initiative. If Malenna wasn't inviting him to act...he couldn't finish the thought. The woman lay with her arms over her head, exposing herself to him, waiting, eyes averted. Jai leaned over her and bent down. At first, he thought to kiss her breasts but then steered higher to her mouth. She turned her head slightly to allow his lips to meet hers. He kissed her, gently at first. Her lips were still, unmoving under his. He pursed his lips on hers a time or two and then he felt them soften and her mouth opened. He touched her lips with his tongue.
Her hands appeared on his shoulders, first holding him in place but then moving down to his chest and pushing at him. His hips pulsed, grinding his ass against her crotch. Her hands pushed harder at his chest even as her lips opened and her tongue touched him. He touched her tongue with his and then it all changed. She shook her head. Her hands pushed at his chest, forcing him to sit up.
"No. No, Jai. We can't. I, I can't do this..." Her voice failed her. Her right hand found the robe and pulled it over her chest, hiding her lovely breasts. "You should go." She didn't look at him. Her eyes were cocked to the side, avoiding him and what must have been a stricken look on his face when she spoke her command. It didn't sound like a command. It sounded more like an observation. He almost stayed. Almost, he defied her but no, he rose up and lefter lying on her bed, nearly nude, eyes turned away from him. The only comfort he took from that picture was that she was obviously panting.
Back in his room, he cursed himself. He should have been forceful, pressing the moment. God, how he wanted to feel her nipple on his lips. He waited for his swollen cock to relax and then got ready for bed. When he'f left her, he'd stopped at the door of her room, hesitating, hoping she'd call him back. She didn't move. She lay with an arm over her eyes, the robe covering her torso and her hair splayed about her like a beautiful spill on the white bed spread, her pussy clearly visible in the tight white of her panties. He'd closed the door and left her on the bed, a woman in anguish, the emotions clearly etched on her austere face. After brushing his teeth and the rest, he lay down, certain he'd never sleep. He was wrong.



Sleep fell on him like he'd been drugged. Awareness departed and the void absorbed him. When it returned, he was aware of only one thing, the hand on his very hard cock. For a few moments, moments that seemed eons long, he only focused on the hand cupping his hard cock through his briefs. Then it moved. The motion electrocuted his mind, flashing through him with little popping sparks. He opened his eyes, letting his mind expand into the spangled darkness of his room.
She was there, a gauzy shadow bent over him. She'd pulled back the bedspread and sheet, so he was bare. Her hand grasped his hard cock through the fabric of his briefs, moving up and down on it, very softly, very gently but without any doubt that she had him in her hand.
Jai couldn't help himself. He groaned. It sounded like a great horn blowing to him, like it announced the beginning of something astonishing and so it did.
"Shhh." Malenna hissed. "Shhh." Knowing he was now awake, she sat on the bed, then stood and put a knee beside him, swinging the other over his thighs. She wore the short robe but it hung loosely from her shoulders, not closed so he knew her skin was exposed from chin to crotch. She wore no panties. He felt her skin on his legs. He wanted to speak but his chest seemed constricted so he could barely breathe much less speak. With two hands, she pulled his briefs down over his cock, down till they were onto his thighs. "Shhh." She said again, as she rose up over him and knee-stepped up his body. He felt her hand on his cock.
"She's not going to slap me." He said in his head, the words filled with awe and wonder. His cock head touched her. Her hand held him, directing him to the entrance to her body. He felt it, the soft cleft that swelled around the end of his cock as she let her body settle down onto him.
Jai wanted to shout, to scream but he clamped his lips closed, irrationally terrified that if he made a sound, he might frighten her away. His mother was fucking him!
Down, down she descended. She moaned softly as he entered her, the folds and swells of her pussy enveloped him, taking him inside her body for the first time. Down the shaft, Jai felt the dampness of her pussy, slick on his skin and soft but biting, as though she were clinching around the invader, either resisting as he first thought or possessing him with full passion and obsession. Malenna settled her body down onto him.
His orgasm arrived like a bolt of lightning. One moment he was luxuriating in the depths of the unbelievable pleasure of her body settling down on his and the next his cock erupted deep inside her. He groaned and his hips jerked up under her. Then again and again, popping up under her as he spewed cum into his mother. It passed, leaving him in the lee of it like the silence after an avalanche.
"Oh, I'm sorry." He whispered. Malenna took it as an apology. She bent over him and kissed him lightly on the lips.
"Don't be. It compliments a woman when she realizes that you cannot control yourself and she thinks it is because of her. It is because of me, yes?"
"Oh god, yes." Jai whispered back.
"Don't move." She said, her voice rising in volume and strength. She lifted off of him. He felt the fluid slick on his cock, the cock that was not even giving the least indication that it was done. He groaned, realizing she was leaving. She stood up and he saw she wore the robe, still, flapping about her. He felt desolate, empty, caught in the clutches of her command and basking too in the afterglow of his instant orgasm. He closed his eyes.
Startled, he realized he'd dozed. He felt her presence and elation roared through him. She'd returned! He felt her hand on his cock and then a warm wash cloth. Gently and carefully she swabbed him clean, dabbing at the tight curls of hair to remove all the effluvia she'd released when she left him. Jai closed his eyes, concentrating on her touch and the downy cloth, warm and wet on his cock, balls and abdomen. The sensation swelled up in him and then it hit him. He'd just had sex with his own mother! She'd fucked him! He was about to consciously open his eyes and start some idiot's conversation when she kissed the tip of his cock. The sensation electrified him and then the realization that she was going to perform fellatio on him wrung the last conscious ability to act on his own out of him.
Malenna's lips...the thought made him gasp for air. Malenna's lips held the tip of his cock between them, expressively kissing it, her tongue testing the texture of his skin. Her hand gripped his cock, holding it upright as she kissed it. She kissed and kissed, sucking gently on the little bullet head. When her tongue touched his cock for the first time, Jai groaned and flinched. He felt it, a sort of emanating emotion from her, approval and yes, pride. Then her mouth pushed further down his cock and he quit thinking. The feel of her lips rippling down the length of his cock together with the darting tongue around it enthralled him. He held his breath. She sank down very far, until most but not all of his cock was in her mouth. She withdrew.
"Put your hand on the back of my head." She said, her voice delicate but strong. "I like that, feeling you holding me there."
My god, Jai thought, she spoke like this had happened before. What if she was sleep walking? The idea seemed absurd. Suddenly, though, he had to know that she was awake, that she knew she was sucking her son's cock.
"I'm Jai." He whispered. He regretted it almost immediately.
Malenna moved away from his cock, though her hand remained clasped around it.
"I know, my son, I know." She shifted onto the bed, getting astride him once more. Again, she directed his cock to her entrance and again she settled down onto it. She was slick, wet, open and erotic. She seemed to float over him, speared with his cock inside her but finally drifting down his cock as she groaned, filling herself with it till they were sealed together.
"Oh Jai, that feels so wonderful!"
He knew that voice. It was the voice she'd used when she spoke about the ballet. She shuddered over him, a great tremor that made her shift on him. Her body clinched down on his cock.
Jai had a funny feeling, remembered Lana astride him like this. He moved his hands to his mother's ass and gripped her hard, pulling her down onto his cock while arching up under her. Malenna cried out, tipping forward but catching herself on her hands, planted on his chest. Her ass flexed in his hands and then she ground them together.
"I adore your hands on me." She whispered. "Oh my goodness." Her body quivered and she began to ride him. Her hips throbbed to and fro, up and back, thrusting his cock into her, swishing it around inside her while his hands rode her ass. Her hands clinched on his chest, leaving fiery lines on his smooth skin.
"Oh, oh no, please don't stop!" Malenna cried, her voice taut with arousal. Jai arched his back again and she bucked over him, her shoulders swayed back, settling all of her weight onto his cock. He squeezed her ass, pulled her down hard on him and thrust up into her.
He swore he felt his cock bend inside her as though he encountered some distant barrier that bowed him. Her hips shifted faster and faster, the rolling motion was small but profound. He felt her jerk once and opened his eyes. Her head was thrown back. Her hair dangled off her shoulders. She still wore the short robe but it was loose, hanging off her shoulders, parted around her breasts and her dancer's belly. She leaned back, her hands trailed along his legs to grasp his knees. She leaned far back and then punched at him with her ass, striking them together.
"Oh, oh god!" She cried out. Her body became rigid, freezing as she hissed, sucking air past her clinched teeth. Her ass bucked once and then again. She lifted her weight off her hands, and that put new and different pressure on his cock. Her hips jerked again and she fell forward.
"Oh, oh, oh!" She cried. Her hands found his shoulders and for a moment, he thought she was going to stick there, suspended over him like a pending storm. Her hips continued to rock back and forth, massaging her deep inside with his cock.
"Oh!" She cried out, her voice trailing off as though she were a departing train but her body defied Kepler's explanation. She was not getting further and further away as her voice waned, she just ran out of air.
Her arms buckled and she settled down on him, rather like a blanket with air trapped under it fluttering softly down until she was laying over his chest. Her breasts kissed his chest and then puddled between them as she lay down on him. Her arms moved her hands to his face. She kissed him on each cheek and then found his lips and kissed him, passionately, desperately, deeply. Her mouth opened and their tongues met, touching tentatively until hers ventured deep into his mouth, strafing across the roof, leaving contrails of pleasure in its wake. Jai copied her and felt her immediate response. She broke the kiss. In the gloom, she gazed down at him.
"Oh, my beautiful son." She whispered. "You are inside me, you are making love to your mother." Her voice warbled, replete with her version of awe, echoing the amazement that kept trying to fight through the immediate sensual feelings suffusing him. Jai released her ass, running his hands up her lithe back, past the base of her breasts and thence to her face. He held her, pulling her down to kiss her. He felt it, the consuming pleasure ripping through her when he pulled her mouth to his. It was an insight. It blinked in his head like a neon light pointing the way. The meaning appear in him as a sudden and irresistible need filled him, the desire to put her on her back, to be mounted between her legs, over her, in her, pushing down, pinning her to the bed.
He released her mouth. He felt her waiting, a girlish eagerness in her, an excitement he'd touched but never mastered in his lovemaking before. He loved it, he wanted it, he wanted more! He pushed her upright, feeling her confusion. He sat up, pecked her on the point of the chin, then wrapped his arms around her and twisted her onto her back, all without dislodging their conjunction.
Malenna sighed as she settled onto her back. Jai arched his back, pressing his cock deep into his mother. He planted his hands beside her.
"I am fucking you." He said, knowing she didn't like that sort of language. When she didn't respond, more importantly didn't try to tell him not to speak that way, he ground down into her. She moaned, then, her voice raucous with arousal, enthralled beyond the limits he thought he'd heard at the ballet. This was greater, far beyond the delight he'd heard early. She was consumed with pleasure. He bent down and kissed her neck, kissing up to her ear. She gasped as his tongue swirled around the curls of her ear.
"I am fucking my mother." He said softly, only realizing after the words were past his lips that he was still trying to get her to slap him. It wasn't the desire for that pain so much as the need to feel how close were the boundaries he dared not cross. She merely huddled under him, lifting her hips in response to his words, seating him deeper in her body.
Jai had a weird feeling then, as though this were a fantasy, a dream and he was going to wake to a bed empty of her but full of unrequited lust. Malenna felt the moment bump against him.
"What?" She whispered. "What are you thinking?"
"I am thinking this is a dream. I never, I thought..."
She turned her head away in the gray darkness. After a moment, during which her pussy tightened and relaxed on his cock, she turned back to face him.
"I wanted you. I don't know why I sent you away. I, I wanted you so much, I think it scared me. You're my son..."
Jai kissed her. Her lips were hot on his and immediately responded to him. He pulled back to gaze down on the woman under him, who had him inside her.
"You are my mother and I love you." He felt the words and the full explanation bubbling up inside him but Malenna lifted her ass and clinched down on his cock. It was like she reached out and created his orgasm, bringing it into being out of nothing.
"Oh god!" He groaned as the climax rose up in him, a fountain of sensation rippling along his spine, up and then back down to explode in his loins. He came. He lost strength, dropped his head beside Malenna's, groaning as the orgasm possessed him. Her arms wrapped around him and for a moment, he felt her love, cuddling him against her body while he pulsed inside her, thrusting into her with little jerks as each new explosion of cum flowed into her. She seemed to shiver as each new thrust added more inside her. His hips pulsed between her legs and Jai became conscious of her legs, splayed under him, cupping him while he climaxed deep inside her.
The conflagration passed.
Jai lay on his mother gasping for air. Never had sex been like that for him. Never. He lifted his head and tenderly kissed her forehead and then each closed eyelid, licking her eyes softly.
He felt her panting for breath and realized his weight rested directly on her diaphragm. He rolled to the side. His cock extracted out of her and he felt unfit, incomplete, incompatible with the world suddenly. He flopped onto his back. He felt her rising to leave.
"Where are you going?" He asked. He wanted to wake in her arms, to have her again in the day's new light.
"Jai, let me go now. I don't know what tomorrow will bring, how I'll feel, what we'll be now. We should not be doing this but, I couldn't resist any longer. I wanted to make love with my son and now I have. I...I don't know what to think. I should feel regret or something but...I don't. I want to stay here, but I have appointments and you have to open the store for me, remember? Let's talk tomorrow night. Don't get up until I'm gone. We'll see how we feel tomorrow."
"I'll want you more." He growled. "Again. Always."
Malenna lay a finger on his lips.
"Don't say that, my beautiful son. I am your mother. This is ours and it is private. We cannot...should not be discovered by anyone. This is pleasure, a grand and glorious pleasure, I know, I know we'll want it forever but nothing is forever. We must let it be what it is, and not try to hold onto it. It will consume us, destroy us. Let's go one day at a time and not try to control tomorrow by holding on too tightly to now." She bent down and kissed his cheek. "I'm still your mother. I'll always be your mother but this, this pleasure..." She couldn't finish.
Jai didn't want her too. For a moment, she hesitated and then she vanished into the gloom.
* * * * *
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Tuesday arrived and Jai woke in his own bed, alone and feeling like his out-of-body experience had been extended. For a moment, he lay awake, remembering his mother on him, in her, her lips against his. He was automatically hard again. He reached down to find his pubic hair crunchy with their lovemaking. It was not a dream, of that he was sure. Her uncertainty surely matched his. He lay still for a while, just soaking in the feeling of it, he'd had sex with his lovely mother. She desired him, she said she wanted him! The thought roared in him like a fire given new fuel.
He got up to find his mother already gone. He was late and nearly missed the ten o'clock time to open the store. She called late in the afternoon but he missed it. She left a message saying she was going to be very late and would he mind talking tomorrow. At least she wasn't acting like nothing happened. The whole day seemed unreal, like he was going through the motions, not actually awake or present. The day was unusually busy and he had no time to think, handling the store all on his own. He didn't even get lunch. He went home, ate like a starved rat and crashed in his own bed. He had a moment thinking that he should sleep in his mother's bed but felt that was pushing things far faster and harder than he wanted.
Wednesday, Malenna banged around and finally came in and kissed him on the cheek, telling him she was off to the store and thanks for taking care of it for her. That was all. She left him and he lay wishing he'd gotten up and put his hands on her or tried at least. The urge to get slapped had receded behind the much larger, more powerful urge to have her again. He simply didn't know how to get there from here.
Jai hadn't really considered the possibility that Malenna would respond to him in any way but rejection. His mind had legitimately been focused on getting past what he'd generally characterized as a childish infatuation, only occasionally daring to call it lust. He lay looking at the ceiling of his room, hands behind his head. He thought through the night again, her legs clamped against his body as she rode him, her hands on his shoulders with him mounted between her open legs, her panting gasps as she orgasmed with him deep inside her, the swelling ecstasy that transported him out of his body and left him, out there somewhere in the aether, luxuriating in the aftereffects of their encounter.
After a while, he began to think about the future. How would this affect them? Should he act like nothing happened? Or move on her and try to have her again as soon as he saw her. He imagined a frenzied moment, pulling her top off while her hands scrabbled at his belt and then her legs around him as he took her against the wall.
"Oh god, I can't think like this!" He groaned. He got up and took another shower. He went to work in a haze. Several of the guys teased him about the goofy look on his face but he just said he had some good news from college. He wasn't sure they believed him. As the day dragged on, all he could think about was getting back to the apartment, back to Malenna and what would happen when they were within reach of each other again. Each time he got to that point in his cogitations, his heart hammered and his head got light. He couldn't breathe. Maybe it was the fear of what would happen but he accepted an invitation to play basketball and then they went out for a late pizza. One of the older guys ordered beer and assured the waitress no one was driving home. Before he knew it, it was nearly eleven. He left the group to grab the bus home and called Malenna. She was asleep. She answered. He apologized for waking her. She said they'd try again Thursday.
He arrived home to a dark apartment. He toed off his sneakers and went to her door in the dark. He silently opened it and peered into the gloomy room. He could see nothing. He listened and finally discerned the soft suspirations from her bed, the gentle in and out of her breathing. He imagined going in and kissing her, touching her in her sleep as she'd done with him. He sniffed himself and rejected that idea. By the time he finished with his shower, he'd lost his nerve. He decided he'd expended all his courage trying to get slapped and now, now he was lost as to what to do next so he went to bed, unslapped and unfucked and uneasy.
Jai wasn't impulsive, often goaded by his friends that he was too cautious and so he ended up trying things just to prove them wrong. This, however, this was different, private, separate from the rest of his life. It settled into him, a feeling he didn't recognize. He lay awake for a long time, turning ideas about how to talk to her and what to say over and over in his head, considering each one and dismissing it either because it was insulting to one or the other of them or because, he finally admitted to himself, he didn't want to. What he wanted was to have sex with his mother again. That's what he wanted. Once he admitted that, he lay on his back, his hard cock throbbing in agreement. He resolved not to waste himself until he knew it would never happen again.
He got up the next morning to find Malenna sitting at the breakfast table drinking the thick dark coffee she favored. He stood at the door to the kitchen until she looked up from her iPad. She didn't speak. When he realized she was waiting on him, it was too late. She used her motherly voice in that gap in reality and left him no room for anything else.
"You're going to be late. I have some appointments today but nothing like Tuesday. I'll go to dance class and come right home. Will you be home then?"
He nodded, suddenly finding his heart in his throat and his tongue so dry it stuck to the rough of his mouth.
She smiled a mysterious smile.
"Will you promise to rub my legs tonight. I think they are going to be very sore."
He nodded again, utterly tongue tied. He felt like a child, a boy, hardly the man with aspirations to mount this elegant woman before him. He felt ashamed, not because he wanted her but because he didn't take her, demand that she give him what he wanted.
"You're late. You better be going. I'll bring you lunch if I'm close by. I'll call."
He nodded again, grabbed a banana and an orange and left for the shop. He hadn't spoken a word to her, not a syllable, not even a sound. He should have whimpered at least so she knew he was alive!
"I am sure she saw my hard cock, tenting my pants." He said aloud then looked around to see if anyone heard him. He moved away from people walking nearby, hoping they didn't think he was nuts, talking to himself like that. He'd fucked his mother; maybe he was nuts.
The day was pretty normal. The only thing that caught his attention was that the blonde woman from the ballet who'd spoke to his mother came in, walked around and left. She didn't speak to him. Beverly Depaolo, that was her name. Others had been in the shop and he'd been helping them so he didn't have a chance to mention her name, so she knew he remembered it. People like it when you remember their name.
The day ended. He closed the shop, made the night deposit and headed towards home. The walk was pleasant in the cool evening, the first in a while that wasn't sultry and hot. As he neared the entrance to the apartment, his body began to respond to what he thought or knew was waiting for him when he arrived. His imagination was hardly close to reality.
He opened the door and before he even got it closed, Malenna was in the hall with him. She stood before him, shifting her hips back and forth like she wanted something but was afraid to ask. He closed and locked the door.
"Mother?" He said.
"Oh Jai!" She cried and swept into his arms, kissing his face, missing his lips but holding his head while she kissed him again and again. She stopped, looking up at him, her eyes glistening. "Oh Jai, I have been crazy all day. All I could think about was us, you. Please, god, please, just take me. Fuck me!"
Jai's heart went from mildly excited to thundering in his head.
"I need to shower." He said, immediately feeling stupid.
"I don't care. I want to feel you inside me again. I am so desperate." Then she went still. "Oh my god." She gasped. She wriggled out of his arms, stepping back, one hand against her lips, showing him the lines in her palm. "You don't want me, do you?" Her eyes showed horror. "I've made a terrible mistake!"
Jai felt his head expand and then deflate, fluttering like an exhaling balloon. He scrabbled for words and found none. Instead, he rushed her. He felt her feet leave the floor and realized, in a slow-motion, distant way that they were going to go right over onto the floor. He planted a foot and twisted so they collided with the wall. His left hand circled her waist. He noted that she still wore her togs from dancing. He sniffed her musk but in a removed way. He kissed her, his lips finding hers unerringly, leaving no ambiguity about his intention and desire. His right hand ended up knotted in her hair, tangled in the rich strands to hold her head so he could kiss her in that unerring way that left no doubt in her mind that he wanted her.
The collision with the wall thumped the breath out of her. Her lips though took his kiss and amplified it, her hips rocked against him with unrestrained passion. He shifted his body, finding her mouth open and her tongue touching his even as he slipped his thigh between her legs. Her body stiffened and then she ground herself against him, pushing her crotch hard onto his thigh. The kiss deepened. His grasp in her hair tightened. Malenna moaned, her voice vibrating past her teeth and his, replete with unmistakable desire, rattled and rasped.
"She wants me!" The thought rose up in Jai like a specter, an entity not part of him, alien and strange. "Take her." It said, as though giving advice or directions.
Her hands on his head held him to her as firmly as he held her. He broke the kiss, pulled back, stared down into the dark pools of her eyes and then kissed her again. Suddenly his head was full of words, things he wanted to say, felt he should say and those he imagined she wanted to hear. They all vied for recognition and a ride on his tongue but it was busy and they soon retreated in his mind, leaving him with the feeling of his mother pressed between his body and the wall, her hips grinding at him with the unmistakable motion of sexual arousal.
He broke the kiss again. Her eyes opened, fixed on him, waiting, haunted. He used his left hand to grasp the lower hem of her tank-top. She wore tight pants, a gray teeshirt under the tank top. He pulled on the hems of both shirts. Malenna's hands released him and shot up, straight past her ears and over her head. Instead of argument and interference, he found quislings and collaborators, her arms desired his hands to strip her of her clothing, her body cried for his attention, to be stripped bare so she could feel him against her bare skin again. He released her hair and with both hand stripped the top off her torso. Naked from the waist up, she sagged back against the wall. Jai focused on her nipples and after a long hesitation, he bent and sucked one directly into his mouth. Her salty skin shredded his mind.
"Oh Jai, darling!" Malenna whispered. She pressed herself against him. He moved to her other breast and finding her helping, twisting to present it to his mouth, he released her bare shoulders and moved both hands down to the waist band of her stretch pants. He pushed them down, finding the taut line of a thong around her waist under the elastic pants. He pushed them both down, off her hips and onto her thighs before he ran out of arm's length. He released her nipple, regret singing under his skin because he wanted to spend time with it, them, learning what specifically made her sigh with pleasure.
He knelt. He pulled off her sneakers, she never wore her dance shoes out of the studio. He stripped the pants down her lithe legs, feeling the muscles in an entirely different way than ever before. Off one foot and then the other he stripped her dance pants, then he stood up. His mother leaned back against the wall, completely nude. He unbuckled his belt. For a moment, he considered stripping himself as well but the picture and its feeling of him taking her in his clothes, still dressed while she was utterly naked appealed to him. Her fear at rejection prompted him to press his claim to her body. Which of them hated waiting worse, he didn't know. He uncovered his cock and bent to grasp her left knee. It met his hand half way down.
His right hand hooked behind her knee while the left took hold of his cock. Her hands were over her head, the pose of utter surrender while standing on one leg, back against the wall. "Take me!" Her body screamed.
He felt between her legs, crouched a little and poked her with the end of his cock. She jerked, gasping but didn't move otherwise. With a knuckle he felt her furrow, nestled amongst her pubic hair. He opened her, pushing against her pussy. She flowered around him and he felt sure he'd located the right avenue, the entrance to her body. He positioned his cock there and straightened his legs. His cock thrust into her.
Malenna groaned. He had hold of her one leg. Her arms settled around his neck and then tightened. Jai realized she had lifted her other leg. Her body opened up and he slid deep into her. She groaned again, deeper, sounding like a drum struck with the padded stick. He located her right leg and finally had some control. Her shoulders rested against the wall, her hands gripped his shoulders. His hands held her by the knees, suspending her off the floor and his cock penetrated deep inside of her, the focus of their bodies if not holding her entire weight.
His pants tightened around his knees. He tried to get them to go lower but they remained stuck. He leaned forward, pressing Malenna against the wall. She cried out, her hips thrust against him.
"Oh god, oh Jai, please." Her voice scratched at him. Jai shuffled closer to the wall, pressing her against it. Her legs moved and she wrapped them around him. He felt as though she had no real bones, that they encircled him like cummerbunds, locking behind him. His hands left her knees, sliding up her thighs to cup her ass. Having her firmly in hand, he slammed into her, hammering her against the wall. She cried out again, grunting with the impact but her voice warbled with released tension, as though a taut wire had broken and sang with its freedom.
Jai held his mother off the floor and fucked her.
"I'm fucking her!" He said to himself, the words joined with the sensations of her body completely surrendered to him and the silken feel of her pussy clamped around his cock. He felt his balance shift backwards and bent his knees, feeling the wall steady him. He rapped his hips between her spread legs, using the little motion he could manage without toppling them onto the floor. Halfway to the end of his strength, Malenna wailed, her voice crying as though in pain but with the language of lust just out of reach but present and obviously so. She stiffened, she bucked, her body threw itself at him without any leverage. It was like she had hold of something substantial he could not see, thrusting herself onto his cock.
His orgasm arrived, crashing through him like a subway train forgetting to stop at the station, pulling all the air out of the world around him, sucking it into their thrashing bodies. Malenna cried out again, her body bucking against the wall, fighting him while demanding he keep her locked in their love knot, bound up in the lust she felt. His orgasm penetrated her awareness and she opened her feverish eyes, staring at him as he came, pumping cum into her body once again. They stared at each other as though a question dangled between them they both wanted the other to answer but neither did. He groaned with the orgasm swelling in him, coursing out of him. Her naked body took on a sheen, slick with sweat.
Jai lifted her and let her drop. She gasped and he leaned in and kissed her, even as his orgasm peaked and blinded him. Her mouth closed against his lips and then opened, exhaling between them before sealing her lips against his and restarting the kiss from the beginning. The kiss reverberated with his orgasm. He felt her body bucking in his hands, her heels digging into his back as she tried to wrench him deeper into her body.
The orgasm ran out and down, tricking from between them onto his legs.
"Oh Jai!" His mother whispered into his ear. She laughed then. "I don't have much to say." She giggled. "I need to learn to talk better while you are inside me." She relaxed her legs and for a moment she dangled, hooked on his cock before he released her ass and let her drift down to her own feet. He pulled out of her. Her hand found him immediately. She held his cock like it was a handle and when she could walk, she pulled him into the kitchen, Jai shuffling along behind her, his pants around his knees.
She found a microfiber cloth, wet it and turned her attention to his cock, all without releasing it, using just the one free hand. She mopped their fluid from his cock. The cool water only served to accentuate his erotic urges. He wanted her again but she had other ideas.
His cock clean, she tossed the wet cloth over her shoulder without looking where it landed. The motion struck Jai as funny but before he managed to laugh, she sank to her knees, naked in their kitchen, a hand wrapped firmly around his cock. She didn't kiss it, she inhaled it. Her lips formed around his cock and then both hands grasped his butt and she pulled him towards her as though she needed to force his cock into her mouth with her hands on his ass. She pressed her face onto his cock until he felt her hot breath on his skin and then her nose against him. His cock was entirely contained in her mouth and throat.
She sucked, hard!
"Oh god, Mother!" Jai managed to say before the sensations boiled over and flooded his senses. Remembering the other time she sucked at his cock, he reached down and grabbed a knot of her hair in his hand, pulling at it and then pushing his hips against her face. She grunted and then sucked harder, ever harder. She fought him to back off, he let her. When his cock cleared her lips she looked up at him.
"Don't let me." She whispered, as though cuing someone already on stage who'd forgotten his lines. "Don't let me stop."
Her eyes were feverish. As though to punctuate her words, she ovaled her lips again and pushed her head forward. Jai finally understood her desire and used the hand knotted in her hair to push her onto his cock, leaning into her slightly, filling her mouth. She gagged but he didn't release her this time. She fought the responses in her body and mastered herself. She sucked on his cock, then gasped around it, fighting for air. She kept her nose against him, breathing around the cock in her mouth, sucking cool air around it. When her lips closed again, she sucked on his cock again surrounding it with that wet pressure.
Jai grunted, feeling the vestiges of an entirely new orgasm rising up in his loins. He wasn't ready to or sure he should come in her mouth. He pulled her back, off his cock. Her eyes were glassy, wide open, fixed on him, not on the cock bobbing before her, but cast upwards, seeking his eyes, pleading for his approval. When he saw that in her eyes, he felt strong, virile and thrilled. He tugged on her hair and she rose like smoke from a campfire of green wood on a still day. He released her and shuffled back half a step. He tried to lift a leg to get his shoe off and lost his balance. He collapsed down to the floor.



Malenna just stood there, naked, staring down at him, waiting.
Jai pulled his shoes off and then turned his pants inside out getting them off his feet. He stood up. He was naked.
"Oh my beautiful son!" Malenna whispered, her eyes sweeping over him like feathers, leaving tracks behind as though she were actually touching him. He felt like a painting and her eyes were brushes, stroking him with all the lust and love a mother could bear to acknowledge, which for Malenna appeared to be a stupendously large amount of lust. Her strokes were greedy Van Goghs, thick with desire.
Jai looked to the side and saw the kitchen table was clear. He grasped Malenna by the upper arms and turned her towards the table. She knew what he wanted and he felt her bubbling approval as quivering excitement simmering on her skin. She lay down on the table. He opened her ass, peeling it open like a ripe orange. Her arousal wafted up to him.
He entered her.
Her head rose up, her back bent and she screamed. She flopped back to the table and gripped it.
"Yes, you can have me this way." She gasped, the words poking through her breathing like pubic hair through a thong. "My son is inside me. My son is inside me." She sang, her voice warbled with her lurid pleasure, more musical than her voice had ever been before, fully in tune with their shared, throbbing lust. Her lust turned to a haze around them, super-heated and thick.
Jai gripped her hips and ground into her, lifting her body as they collapsed together. She rose up on her toes, giving "being on point" a whole different meaning. She quivered as he pulled back and rammed into her again, grasping her by the waist, her strong ass tensing between them. She gasped and cried out, inchoate syllables that expressed her meaning perfectly without ever rising to the point of becoming words. Jai sought and found a rhythm. For a few minutes, the only sound was the slapping of their bodies together. Over and over he hammered her against the table. All illusion of gentleness vanished, he ravished her like a Tartar, taking her from behind, using her, fucking her. She was just an animal surrendering to his demands.
After several minutes, he coasted to a halt, panting over her beautiful bent back. He released her hips. Malenna was panting on the table too, her hands gripped the edges, holding her in place. Jai smoothed his hands up and down her back, bending to kiss it, tasting the salt on her body. She was slick, inside and out.
"We stink." He whispered.
"You were going to rub my legs." She husked from her bent position on the table, her voice emerging in puffs, two words at a time.
Jai rubbed his knees against her thighs. "I am rubbing them."
She laughed and then coughed, rising up onto her elbows to clear her airway. Jai patted her between the shoulder blades, his cock still fit snuggly inside her. He found his hold on her hips again and pulled her back against him.
"Oh god, Jai, when you do that...."
"I know. You feel...."
"I feel wonderful!" She finished for him.
"Yes, yes you do." He had to agree, he did agree.
She levered her body up, trying to stand with him still inside her. He reached around her. She immediately pulled his hands up to her breasts, covering them, pressing his palms over them. She had dancer's breasts, not the pole dancer, the ballet dancer. One of the guys at college called them "mouth-full tits" as opposed to "hand-full tits". He'd been taking a poll to see which the guys he knew preferred. Jai hadn't answered. He was a leg man.
However, feeling Malenna's response to his hands on her breasts adjusted his thinking. Suddenly he felt her pussy tighten, release and then tighten again. She cocked one leg wide to accommodate him and then sagged back, thrusting his cock up into her as she did so. Jai dropped a hand and looped that arm around her waist, holding her against him, against the table, he thrust into her, little micro-thrusts that cluttered his mind with the stark sensation of her pussy clutching his cock. He felt his orgasm appear in the distance and roar towards him. He released her breast. Malenna flopped forward, her hips pressed against him. She keened, her toneless voice sensuous and ripe with erotic delight.
His orgasm arrived. Jai felt it snap the first time and then, like it was elastic and stretched around him, it resumed after a short interval. Over and over he grunted as he poured cum into his mother. She groaned and sighed as he ran down. He wobbled, pulled free of her slick pussy and staggered back a step. He stared at her legs, both gleamed with streaks of liquid, running out of her, nearly to her knees.
"I just fucked my mother." He mumbled, feeling cum-drunk.
"I just fucked my son." Malenna returned, turning to face him. She leaned forward and kissed him on the mouth. "Now, I want to shower with my son and take him to bed." She whispered.
They left the kitchen and hall littered with their clothing, as though to commemorate their coupling. They went into the master bath and showered. It was surreal.
At first, Malenna washed him, using a clean wash cloth and soaping it, running it over his body with such careful attention he felt like a work of art being restored and restored he soon was. Her hands on his body returned his cock to full attention between them. Malenna avoided it, running her hands over his chest and then turning him to scrub his back. When she lay the cloth on his shoulder, he felt her hands leave him and then they cupped his ass.
"I like your ass." His mother whispered. "You have a cute butt." She squeezed it, clinching her hands on his ass cheeks.
Jai wasn't sure what to say, standing with his hands on the wall, forming an arch running with water, the room between him and the wall allowed his cock to stand tall without scrapping the slick tiles. He was about to turn around and take her again when she lay her body against his. Her skin sizzled against his even in the water. She clung to him like she was cold, even in the summer heat and the hot water, she shivered.
"I can't believe this is happening." She whispered. "I, I never thought...I mean I have thought of you, like this, naked, my breasts kissing your back, my hand grasping your cock, while I stroked your chest. I just never thought it could really happen."
The wonder in her voice astonished him. He was breathless with that wonder himself. He felt her body, sloughed against him, the water pouring off of them like a billion little hands stroking them. He soaked up the pleasure of it but it morphed into simple lust, which also robbed him of words and breath itself.
"Turn around. God, Jai I always wanted to do this, in the shower. I want to hold you in my mouth while the water runs over us. It, god what am I doing? Confessing my fantasies to my son! What you must think of me!"
"I think you are the sexiest woman in the world." Jai finally found his voice. "I want to be inside you again!" He turned out of her clasping hug. She stood back, the water cascading over her back, making little glassy rivulets down her chest, dividing around her breasts. He reached for her but she caught his hands. His gut lurched, thinking he'd misunderstood and overstepped some invisible boundary.
"No. Wait. Let me. Please." Malenna said, holding tight to his wrists.
Jai went still. For a moment they started at each other but then she smiled, a simple delighted smile and then she knelt before him. She looked up at him, her hair wet, plastered to her head, gleaming. She wrapped a hand around his cock and bent it towards her lips. She smiled, the water running over her head and down her face, making her lean cheeks shine.
"I like it...when...." She stopped, swallowed hard and licked her lips, her tongue just missed grazing the point of his cock. She fixed her eyes on it and and spoke as though she were talking to it alone. "I like it when you hold me by my hair, when you push it into my mouth. I can feel your desire for me, the passion to have my mouth on you."
Jai was astonished to hear her speaking those words. He recovered when she looked up at him, her eyes waiting, questioning, inquiring if he understood in the slightest. He moved a hand to the back of her head, feeling the slick liquid flow of her hair, plastered to her head. Her head seemed so small without the coiffed hair. He tried to grip the hair but it slithered away from his fingers. He had to move his hand to her neck to gather up a handful of it. He used that to move his hand up to the back of her head. His hand formed a fist and she groaned as it pulled. He pushed her face forward.
Malenna's mouth opened and she directed the end of his cock between her lush lips. They sealed around his cock, like a velvet gasket. Jai pushed harder, feeling his mother's quivering excitement, rampant in her but held at bay by his hand tangled in her hair. She let him push her mouth onto his cock. He felt her gag, she rose up a little to change the angle but he pushed harder. He felt his cock pinch past the back of her mouth, into the constriction of her throat. She groaned and then he felt her lean into him, letting her body press his cock deeper as she leaned over it. The water coursed over them, rattling off his chest and thumping against his skin. His heart roared in his ears. Malenna closed her lips tight around the base of his cock and sucked hard. The sudden pressure caught him by surprise and his hips lurched, bumping against her face. He felt her push back at his hand in her hair and for a moment he held her in place. She grunted, fought him and then he released her.
She expelled his cock with a huge whoosh and sat back on her heels. She looked up at him, her eyes fluttering against the spray of water, beading with little glinting shards of light in her long lashes. She stood up. She turned, took water in and then spat it out. She faced him, put her arms around his neck and kissed him. The kiss was tentative, careful, like she was licking an orchid. He returned her delicate kiss in kind. When she released him, she closed her eyes.
"I've dreamed of saying this but I never thought I would, much less in a shower, naked with my beautiful son." Her eyes opened. "Take me to bed." She said, her voice warbling with erotic tension.
"No." Jai said. Her face flickering with shock. "You haven't been properly cleaned yet. You want me to ruin my shower by making love to a dirty woman like you?" For a moment, he feared he'd misspoken.
Then Malenna laughed.
"Wash me, then." She said.
He did.
At first, he ran his hands over her head, down her neck and onto her shoulders. Then he smoothed them down her front, pausing at her breasts to palm them and tweaked her nipples with his thumbs. She gasped. Down her sides and around her belly, onto her hips and down the outsides of her thighs. As he knelt before her, she leaned over him, her hands steadied her on his back. He felt her legs shaking.
Down to her knees, on to her taut calves and thence to her thin ankles. He turned his hands and ran them up the insides of her legs, to the knees, onto the lank planes of her inner thighs and up between them to her crotch. He turned one hand and pushed a finger into his mother, feeling around inside her slick interior, made so by his cum still inside her. She groaned again, her voice rattling in tune with the falling water. His finger penetrated her body and she swayed. He had stood and now he held her with one hand on her hip while he swirled his cum around inside her. He pulled his finger out of her and held it out of the water, between her face and his. She stared at it.
Her eyes shifted from his coated finger to his eyes looking down on her. She reached up, grasped his hand with one of hers, bent his finger down and very deliberately licked it clean.
Jai couldn't help himself. He spun around, dragging Malenna between him and the wall, her back to him. She placed her hands on the blue tiles and widened her legs. He crouched behind her, fit his cock between her legs and rose up under her. Her body flowered to accept him again. His cock thrust up into her. She shuddered. He pushed far into her and then pulled free of her. Malenna stood panting, her head drooping between her elbows. Jai got soap on the cloth and scrubbed her back. He polished her ass and sides, then ran it down over each thigh. He washed each foot and behind her knees.
"Turn." He said softly.
Malenna pushed her weight off her hands onto her legs. His hand put pressure on her hips, turning her. He felt the wobble in her stance and steadied her. When he felt her balance return, he washed her legs again from the front. He ran the cloth over her hips and abdomen, up her belly and then mashed each breast. He then took each arm and cleaned them, paying special attention to each finger. He washed under her chin and around her neck. She fairly preened with his attention, like a proud filly having won what she contended for.
He dropped the cloth, put a hand between her legs. She shifted onto one leg, lifting the other to the side to give him access to her body. He crouched, one hand directed his cock to her pussy again. Her hands lay on his shoulders, auditing his use of her. He feared for a moment missing that perfect connection but she shifted her hips and he slid into her. He rose up again, this time with his mother mounted on his cock.
"Oh god, Jai!" She whispered through the falling water. She tried to lift her other leg. Jai felt the slick floor under his feet shift as their center of gravity tilted. He released the leg and pulled out of her. Malenna smiled airily, reached around him and turned off the water.
"Take me to bed, Jai. My beautiful son, take me to bed." She smiled and her dark eyes opened and flashed. "Take me to bed and fuck me, Jai. Use me, put your cock in me and ride me!" She closed her eyes. "I want you to fuck me. Fuck me!"
The silence after the clatter of the shower imprinted her words onto his skin and deep into his brain. He opened the shower door, stepped out and got a large fluffy, yellow towel and dried her off. When she was mostly dry, she did the same for him, rubbing his body hard till he shook with it. She stepped out of the shower, walked into the bedroom with Jai close behind.
Malenna pulled the covers of the bed down, peeling it bare. She crawled onto the bed and rolled languidly onto her back. She extended her arms towards Jai. Without a word, he got between her legs.
"Make love to me." Her voice wavered. "Make love to your mother. My son, make love to me." It was as if she was trying out each new phrase, turning and testing the words in various orders, like she was sampling wine. He knelt over her. Her arms looped around his neck. He peered down between them, her fabulous dancer's body shimmered in the dim light from the bath. He bent his cock, touching her belly with the head. The feel on his cock on her silken skin constricted his throat. He gasped. He bent it down, tracing a path through the damp thicket of her bush till he felt the wetter, plush furrow of her pussy. He slipped into her like he was falling. She enveloped him. He felt dizzy and his weight shifted on the bed. Deep into her he descended. Her legs rose beside him. Her back arched. For a moment she formed an arch from her ass to the back of her head nothing else touched the bed. Jai settled down on her and he felt her body jerk as he penetrated deep into her.
He shifted and sank into her. Her pussy accepted this latest penetration with lush humbleness as he pressed deep into her. She accepted him like forest taking in darkness.
"Oh Jai." Malenna's voice shimmered around them, syrupy with lust.
Jai lifted his hips, withdrawing his cock from her depths. She gasped as it scraped through the wealth of nerves singing with sensation as their skin slid slickly together. Just as it seemed that she'd lose him and as her voice caught in her throat replete with disappointment, he reversed himself and slammed down into her body, rooting himself deeply into her pussy.
Malenna groaned and then cried out, her arms tightened around his shoulders, pulling him down onto her. As he levered himself out of of her chasm of lust, she clung to him, making him lift her bodily off the bed. At the last, she relented and dropped back to the bed. He rammed his cock into her again. She bucked once under him, thrashing against his weight even while he pinned her to the bed. He lifted his face from beside her head. Her face was turned away from him. He kissed her neck and then, suddenly possessed by a ravishing desire, he sucked hard on her tight skin. He felt the tendons in her august neck tighten and she moaned, turning her head against him, pressing at his cheek with her chin. He resisted, pushing into the crook of her neck even while his lips pulled at her skin. He knew he was marking her, leaving a love bite on her neck. He wanted to see if she'd shake him off or if she'd let him leave the bruise, marking her with his lips. She keened while his lips sucked at her skin. She did not resist him. Her hands clung to him, as though she'd fall if she didn't hold tightly enough.
Jai lifted his hips and slammed them down between her splayed legs. Malenna groaned. He released her neck. As if drawn by a mutual force, her lips found his and they kissed, her mouth wide open, her lips rich and vibrant against his. He propped his electric body between her legs, kissing her while her hips pulsed under him, stirring herself with his cock. He released the kiss and rose up. He moved just right and light fell across her forehead and eyes. He stared down into her eyes for a moment. She didn't blink. After a very long, still pause, she smiled timidly.
"You are in me." She said softly. "You are fucking me. You are fucking your mother."
"You are fucking your son." Jai replied.
"Yes, Jai, god, yes, fuck me. Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" Her voice rose in a crescendo, a sudden aria of passion and for the first time in her life perhaps, she was on key and in tune. "Fuck me!" She cried out, suddenly filling the room with her voice. "Oh god, Jai, fuck me now! Hard. Harder! Harder!"
Jai galloped into a thrashing sprint. His ass rose and fell pelting her with his pubic bone while his cock penetrated deep into her pulsing body. Over and over he thrust down into his mother, suddenly losing all sense of her as his mother, replacing that sense with the rampant need to use her as his woman. He felt powerful! He felt complete. He felt the climax rumbling towards him but Malenna erupted first. He felt her surge under him, her hands became claws and he smashed her to the bed even as she thrashed under him in the throes of her own orgasm. Her heels pulled at his back, convulsing as she shook with her climax.
His fell on him like a tsunami. The impact drove the last breath from his body and without inhaling to replace it, he pumped cum into his climaxing mother. She writhed, she twisted, she gasped, she jerked and finally she bucked a few times, hammering up at him even while his body lurched over hers, pulsing with orgasm and spewing cum into her. Malenna mewled, her voice suddenly small and constricted. He coasted to a stop. His cock twitched once and he rolled away from the gasping woman. Out from the gulf between her legs, he rolled onto his back, leaving one lazy leg across her near thigh. One of her hands scrabbled onto his chest and then lay still. For several minutes they laid there together, naked at ease, content; the only sound the rasping of their breath in the quiet room.
After she caught her breath, Malenna got off the bed, crawling over him to go into the bathroom. She closed the door, turning the room dark but for the slender line of light under the door. A minute later she returned, put a cloth to his cock and swabbed him clean. She bent over his clean but limpid cock and sucked the end into her mouth. He began to harden immediately.



"Oh my, oh god, son, you are getting hard again!" She whispered, wonder in her voice. She laughed. She leaned over and kissed his cheek. Jai stared at her, unsure if he was dreaming or if his nude mother had actually sucked his limp cock into her mouth and made him hard again. "I can't. I have to meet a supplier at the store tomorrow. Early. If I go in exhausted...." She laughed and went into the bathroom and brushed her teeth. Jai got up and went to the other bath where his tooth brush was and did the same. When he returned, Malenna was in bed. She extended her arms to him.
"Shut off the light and come to bed." She whispered. "Come sleep with me."
Jai shivered and did as she suggested. She turned her back to him and pressed her ass against his hard cock. He wanted her again and she knew it. She slipped off to sleep with a hand clutching his hard cock, swaddled in his unflagging desire. For a long time he lay awake, waiting for some sign that he could roll her onto her back and mount her again. She remained inert, contentedly snorting softly in her sleep until sleep took him too.
Jai and Malenna: Chapter 4
Jai found work was suddenly swamped. They called early Friday and asked him to come in immediately. The scheduler had messed up and they had double the trucks to load and unload. They worked far into the night. It was nearly one when he got home and two before he ate and finished showering. He wanted to go get into bed with Malenna but didn't, feeling uneasy about waking her together with the screaming exhaustion that would likely force her onto her back and his cock deep into her body again. He had that flash of disregard for her and the desire to use her again. He suppressed the urge and went to sleep in his own bed, hoping his mother didn't feel rejected.
He'd called and told her he'd be very late when he found out but she was at the store and was brusque with him. He felt the slight but only slightly. He explained her manner with sound logic, somehow knowing that he had captured her and patience would be rewarded. Still, he felt the need to have her again thundering in him like hunger. He took some joy in resisting the urge and mastering it, blending it with his desire to have her and also to respect and please her. He reflected that she had been terrified that he didn't want her. He'd demonstrated his desire for her and he thought, at least hoped, that it would not be doubted.
Saturday was hardly better than Friday. Malenna rose up early, kissed him awake. When he turned over to find her ready for the store, she kissed him on the mouth, touching his dry lips with her tongue.
"I have to go. We have a shipment coming in. Do you have to go in early again?"
He did. The day was like the last, and the next. The entire schedule had been fubarred and they had to call most people in from their days off to help with the influx and outflow from the warehouse. By Sunday night they were through the worst of it but they still asked Jai to stay and do the weekend cleaning, though abbreviated. It was nearly two when a co-worker dropped him off at his house. He showered and went to bed. The management had brought in food for everyone to compensate for being worked so hard, despite the fact that most of the people were getting double or even triple overtime.
Monday dawned and he woke, exhausted. He got up, bleary and padded into the kitchen.
Malenna was drinking coffee and watching TV. He bent over her back and kissed her lightly on the cheek as he had done so many times before. This time, however, he made no effort to hide his erection. Malenna turned to look up at him but caught sight of his tented briefs and her eyes fixed there.
"I'll, I'll open the shop this morning. I don't have anything else to do. I was so busy yesterday. I think I'll stay with you today, in case it is really busy. Unless you...."
"I'm off today. I think things are back to normal. They just had the mixup at the warehouse this weekend."
"Good. That means I have you tonight, to myself, then?"
Jai felt the electric heat flush through him. Her desire astounded him; it made his hand shake. It fought at the exhaustion. He nodded, not trusting his voice to hide his state. He wanted her to lift her dress and offer herself to him. She didn't. Instead, she smiled and patted his cheek.
"Come in when you like. I just need to leave by four so I can make it to dance class again." She smiled. "Maybe you'll actually rub my legs tonight."
"I rubbed your legs." He objected blearily.
"I was standing. In the shower! That hardly counts." Malenna laughed. "Come in when you're ready."
She left him and he went back to bed and sleep swamped him immediately. The three long days had drained him, not the least because every idle moment had been filled with the tingling presence of his mother's naked body under his. He was constantly smelling her perfume, natural and from the bottle, when he took deep breaths. It confused his senses and distracted him. He kept busy so he could remain focused.
He woke from a dream of taking his mother on the counter at the store, in the back store room, against a flimsy wall, hammering at her against the wall so that it sounded like a great drum that filled his ears. He woke with the fantasy that the store would be empty and he could have sex with Malenna there.
That was a vain, if hopeful thought. Oh, she'd have let him mount her but the day saw a steady stream of customers, many of whom were completely new. Malenna said it'd been that way since she arrived and continued after he arrived at one. At three-thirty, however, something happened that disturbed him. The blonde woman appeared again.
"Beverly Depaolo." Jai said to himself when he saw her step in out of the blaring heat, into the cool dimness of the store. She took off her sunglasses and looked around. His mother was helping other customers, a mother and daughter from out of town, somewhere Nebraska he thought he heard them say. Mrs. Depaolo looked around and her eyes met his. Jai had been regarding her with idle curiosity and only realized after she met his gaze that he'd been undressing her in his mind, imagining what she'd look like naked. She strode towards him.
"Hello, Mrs. Depaolo." Jai said immediately, having the awful feeling that she could read his mind and knew both that he was imagining her naked and that he was planning on having sex with his mother later that night. Juxtaposed, those two things made it difficult for him to speak so he sounded choked.
"Jai, wasn't it?" She said, her voice a breathy wisp of blond froth. "I see Mrs. Kumar has put you to work." The woman spoke without any friendly note in her voice.
Jai nodded.
"I'm her son." He said, almost without thinking. He reconsidered that choice when the woman shifted her big purse from one arm to the other and squinted a little at him.
"Is that so?" Her voice lilted. Her eyes swept up and down as though she were appraising him. It made him nervous.
"What can I help you with, Mrs. Depaolo?" Jai asked, interrupting the flow of her eyes over him. It never occurred to him that she was undressing him the same as he'd been undressing her.
"Call me Beverly, why don't you. I have the feeling I may have just found my new favorite store. What do you have that would make me look good?"
Jai's heart sank. He had little confidence in his sense of style, always leaving that to his mother and father. They'd not made any attempt to transfer their expertise to him or maybe it was more that he rebuffed their various efforts and managed to avoid retaining anything they'd offered him. Something about the woman made him wish he'd paid more attention. The thought, a feeling really, was quickly followed by a similarly intense sensation of guilt. He glanced in Malenna's direction but despite himself, his cock began to swell in his pants.
The woman took another step closer. She spread her arms.
"What do you think of this outfit? I just love having a handsome man's opinion."
She wore a pant suit made out of sparkling silver sequins. It almost hurt to look at it but upon inspection, Jai could see two things. One it hugged her body and revealed the voluptuous lines and two, it was cut far down the chasm of her considerable cleavage, almost to the tips of her breasts.
"Well? I need to know what you think of this before I take it off and try on something else."
"Dazzling." Jai said. "In the sunshine, I doubt anyone can see how beautiful you are because of the glare."
For a moment, Jai thought the woman was going to puff up and explode. He swore her tits swelled up and he was about to cringe when she softened. She smiled and the silvery pants suit was not the brightest brilliance about her.
"Finally, a man who's not afraid to tell me the truth."
Jai shrugged, embarrassed.
The woman stepped forward and plopped her huge bag on the counter beside Jai. "Put this away where it's safe and help me repair this faux pas." She said, laying a hand on his forearm. "I knew this outfit was a mistake when I bought it and you've confirmed it. A woman's body shouldn't hide in the clothes, unless it needs hiding and mine most certainly does not!" Her touch sizzled on his skin but he insisted to himself that it was because he was horny for his mother, a rather crass expression. The lust had lingered around him like flies around a horse's ass. It bothered him a little to find it could cuddle up to this woman as well. Again, he felt pangs of guilt. He jumped when Malenna spoke from beside him.
"Mrs. Depaolo, so nice to see you again."
"You didn't mention that handsome young man was your son." Mrs. Depaolo said, a slight accusation in her words.
"I don't advertise that. I like people to think I am just fortunate to have such a handsome man working with me. He's an asset to the store."
Mrs. Depaolo laughed.
"And he doesn't even know it. Do you have some place to put my purse? I am in the mood for a new outfit and your son says I look ridiculous in this awful thing."
"Jai! You didn't!"
Jai shook his head.
The blond woman laughed again.
"He said no one can see past the glitter to see how beautiful I am. That's what he actually said. I read between the lines, I fear, getting what he said but may not have meant."
"That's more the man I know my son to be. You must watch him, he can be very charming when he wants to be!"
Mrs. Depaolo's eyebrows rose.
"I doubt it takes much effort for him to charm the pants of any woman he wishes to...er...charm the pants off of." She smirked a little and then extended the purse. Women often left their purses in the locked office while they tried on clothing. Malenna liked to do that for them, because it often discouraged shoplifters. It was rarely so crowded that it was confusing.
Jai took it and turned to go into the office. The door was locked and Malenna came over with the keys.
"Jai, she's flirting with you." Malenna whispered.
"Really? It's not my fault." Jai responded immediately.
Malenna laughed as she opened the door, taking the purse.
"Of course not. I didn't mean to suggest it was. Just, well, she'd be good to have as a customer. Flirt with her all you like." The door opened. Malenna patted his butt. "I won't be jealous if you peek down her shirt."
Jai was mortified. First, that she'd patted him on the butt and then that she'd suggested he wanted to look at another woman, much less look down her shirt.
Malenna laughed. In a hoarse whisper she said, "Don't worry, I won't be jealous. Show her the new stuff we got in over the weekend. The Lavoisier and the new Wang skirts. You'll need to find a blouse to wear with it." Malenna gave him a wry grin.
"Mother, you know I'm not any good at that stuff." He whispered.
She grinned at him.
"Just imagine how you'd want her dressed if you were going to have sex with her. Dress her like that and she'll love you for it." Her lashes fluttered at him. "I know I would."
Jai stared after her as she left him to close the office door.
He was still working with Mrs. Depaolo when Malenna left the shop for dance class. Beverly, she insisted he use her first name, tried on nearly everything, constantly asking his opinion and then drifting away while he helped the three or four other women who were in the store. As it approached six, the other women left. Mrs. Depaolo's purse was still in the office. She opened the door of the changing room and pressed her face into the narrow gap.
"Am I the last one?" She called to Jai over by the cash register."
He given up on her buying anything. After Malenna left, she had become more and more insistent on having his attention which was more and more difficult for him to give, working alone.
"Yes, I'm about ready to close, so I'm going to toss you out on your tush." He called back. Jai had a way of being shy to start with but in time, he could become very friendly and even mischievous.
Mrs. Depaolo seemed to appreciate that about him.
"Come here and look at this skirt. I don't know if I have the ass for it, or the legs for that matter." She chortled from behind the door.
Jai dutifully walked over and pushed at the door. The woman stood in the changing room in a clutter of clothing she'd tried on, wearing a very tight black, pinstriped Vera Wang and nothing else but a bra. The white bra clung to her breasts, cut far down over her milky skin, barely hiding her nipples. She didn't seem at all perturbed by her state of undress.
"I think it makes your ass look big." Jai said. He'd discovered that mocking her appearance made the woman preen even more than she did. "And it doesn't go with the bra at all. That's a summer bra and that skirt is really only for winter. Now, shoo. Get dressed and quit wasting my time. Time to close up shop."
She glared at him and lifted her chin.
"I'll take them all."
Jai goggled at her.
"All?" He asked, not sure he'd heard right.
She nodded emphatically.
"All of it. You don't want me trying it on here, so I'll just have to take it home and try it on there."
"No returns." Jai said. "You'll stretch out all the blouses so other women will think they are the wrong size, even though they should fit."
"Oh? Why is that?"
"Because your tits are too big for your waist." The words were out of his mouth before he considered what he was saying. The next breath caught in his throat.
Mrs. Depaolo stared at him.
"Are you getting fresh with me, young man?"
"I'd say I was second in that contest, Mrs. Depaolo. In case you forgot, you aren't wearing a shirt."
She widened her eyes.
"By god, you're right. Shoo! Go away!"
Jai laughed and pulled the door closed.
True to her word, she bought four-thousand dollars worth of clothing, that doubled the day's receipts. He escorted her to the door and even hailed a passing cab for her. He opened the door of the cab for her and then handed the packages in after her.
"No returns, now, Mrs. Depaolo. My mother would fire me if you brought that stuff back."
"If I bring it back, you'll end up wearing it." She returned and waved the cab on.
He wasn't sure what to make of that parting comment, it wasn't clear that it made any sense.
Jai closed up the shop. On the one hand he was eager to tell Malenna about the sales but on the other, he wasn't sure he wanted to tell her it was Beverly Depaolo who purchased half of it. Though he pondered that and how to avoid the issue, he needn't have worried. When he arrived home, after getting a couple slices of pizza on the way, she was already home. She was in the bathtub, surrounded by billowing white bubbles.
"What did Mrs. Depaolo buy?" Malenna asked immediately when Jai stuck his head in the door. He told her and she grinned. "I told her you'd be here today. She tried some of that stuff on this weekend but, when she asked about the man I was with at the ballet and discovered you are my son, she said she needed a man's perspective and asked when you'd be in the shop, after I said you worked with me some days. She said she'd come back and get your opinion. I think she likes you."
"Everyone likes me after they get to know me." Jai said.
His mother eyed him.
He eyed her back, trying to see her body in among the bubbles.
"Are you going to rub my legs?" Malenna asked finally, an impish smile almost on her lips, but appearing more as a twinkle in her eyes.
"Are you going to get out of the tub? I have to shower."
"Why don't you get in the tub with me?" Malenna asked, purring. Suddenly her tone deafness was replaced by a positively musical quality.
Jai still felt jaunty from his success with the blonde woman.
"No." He said. "Because I need to wash my hair and bathtubs suck for doing that."
Malenna looked surprised. Then her face fell, descending into real disappointment. Jai relented.
"Oh. Fine. I'll get in with you and rub your legs." Jai said, eying his mother.
She nodded.
"Hurry, then."
He picked out a new towel out of the linen closet and went into his room to strip out of his clothes. He returned with the towel around his waist.
Malenna looked up from the suds and Jai glimpsed a look he was certain he'd never seen before in his mother's eyes. He searched for the right word for that look. When he found it, it turned him on, even though he thought the word in relation to Malenna to say nothing of the idea that it actually described her. Hunger. That was the word and that was her look. He saw hunger in her eyes.
"Why are you wearing a towel?" She asked.
Jai felt his face flush. Usually no one could see him blush but he felt it so distinctly he thought for sure she could see it clearly. He shrugged.
"Take it off, please."
Her voice made Jai shudder because it was her "mom" voice that she usually used when she was annoyed, usually because she was asking him again when she'd already made her wishes well known and he'd ignored her. But this time, Malenna sat up in the tub and her breasts appeared, caked with bubbles. That moment changed the meaning of that tone of voice forever. In a moment, it went from being her tone of command to be the hungry tone of pleading.
Jai's cock was hard and he knew she could see the curve of it trapped under the towel. He unwrapped the towel and tossed it onto the clothes hamper. He heard his mother sigh and turned to look at her.
"Don't move. Just let me look at you." She whispered. "You are so beautiful, Jai."
"I'm not. Men can't be beautiful."
"Oh no, you are certainly beautiful. You are a very handsome, very desirable man."
Hearing his mother say "desirable" in that hungry tone of voice made him lightheaded. He swallowed. His first instinct was to return the compliment but that seemed, well, too simplistic. He moved over to the edge of the tub.
"I desire you." He said softly.
"Oh my gracious." Malenna breathed, staring up at him.
Jai stepped into the tub. He felt her foot move away from him, as though there was an eel in the water, slick and quick. He sat down. He felt her feet on each side of him. Malenna scooted forwards towards the middle of the tub, sloshing a little water over the edge, since the two of them together filled the tub fuller than normal. Her legs rubbed against his sides.
"I want you in me." Malenna whispered. "I have thought of nothing else for days."
Jai almost mitigated her words by pointing out it had only been four days since they'd last had sex but he stopped the comment before it breeched the surface.
"Me neither. I kept feeling you on my skin all weekend."
"Oh Jai, come fill me."
He scooted towards the middle of the tub, nestling between her legs. She hitched her elbows on the edge of the tub and lifted her torso. He slid in beneath her. He ran a hand up her thigh to its intersection, and found her pussy. He fingered it softly, parting the lips with a fingertip. With her entrance located, he slid against her suspended body. He found his cock with his other hand and directed it to her pussy. When the contact was made, Malenna relaxed and let her body settle down onto his cock.



"Oh god, Mother!" Jai moaned. Suddenly his whole body reverberated with the feeling of orgasm, swelling up in him. He pushed her back, pulling his cock out of her enrapturing body. He moaned again and came into the water.
"Jai, honey, you could have come in me." Malenna said, her voice breaking a little, carrying a little fissure of hurt.
Jai, still in the throes of his early orgasm leaned forward and kissed her lightly on the lips.
"I want to do something first, before I come in you." He whispered. He'd been thinking about tasting his other all weekend.
"Oh. Oh? Oh!" The last syllable lit her eyes.
"After I rub your legs, though." He added.
She smacked him on the shoulder. Her hand slithered through the soapy water and found his cock. She held it till it hardened again in her grip.
"Oh wondrous youth!" Malenna whispered. She moved forward and again lifted up. "You won't come this time. I have to feel you in me, though. God, I need it so badly. I want my son's cock in me."
They repeated the joining but this time, Jai got his hands onto her ass and held her in place. The pleasure of being inside her, sitting still in a tantric pose suffused him. He had the feeling that all he wanted to do was lay her down and run a mile of cock into her six inches at a time.
"You feel so good, Malenna." He said.
They'd been sitting, her legs along his sides, her head on his shoulder, their bodies pressed together, her pussy enveloping his cock, his hands on her ass her breasts floating between them, nuzzling his chest. They were at ease, at peace. Malenna raised her head.
"Say that again. I like it when you say my name." She whispered and then kissed the upper part of his ear. Jai squeezed her ass, then lifted her and let her settle back into place tightly onto his hard cock.
The woman in his arms shuddered.
"I think I can come like this." She whispered. "I want to. I want to climax with you in me like this." She groaned into his ear, her breath hot on his skin. Her arms wrapped around, hawsers of lust binding him into her, docking her securely onto his cock. The feeling of being inside her again clashed with the conscious assessment of their position, sitting in the bathtub, locked together in coital bliss. Neither one moved for the longest time. Her only motion was the slightest kissing on his ear, her breath wafting between them.
"Make me come, Jai." She whispered, her voice ripe with lust.
He didn't really know what to do. He hesitated but then tightened his hands on her ass, pulling her tighter onto his cock. She groaned.
"I love your hands on my ass." She whispered. "I just love it!"
He squeezed her firm buttocks again, levered her backwards and then pulled her back into place, firmly impaled on his cock. Her hips flexed in his hands and he felt her tense. Her ass moved back and forth. He aided it with his hands, realizing she was offering a hint of what she wanted. Back and forth he moved her, pushing her onto his cock and then pulling her off while she huffed in his ear.
Suddenly her arms tightened around his neck. She arched her back, thrusting her hips at him with force. She groaned and then tipped her head forward, tilting it to kiss his mouth. Her lips brushed his. Her tongue swept between them and then she broke the connection. She leaned back, her eyes sweeping over him like searchlights. Without speaking, she pulled him to her, back into the kiss. For a moment, he felt the tips of her nipples against his chest before Malenna crushed them together. Her hips flexed again, she ground herself onto his cock. Her breath pounded into panting gasps and then she went tense in his embrace. Her arms cuddled the back of his head even as she kissed him. Again she broke the kiss.
"Coming, oh god, Jai, I'm coming again!" Her voice echoed with such delight, such rapture that he was surprised and then, pleased. What he felt around his cock was a woman climaxing with him inside her.
Malenna jerked, sloshing water out of the tub onto the floor. She gasped and jerked again, then again and again. Her whole body convulsed, sending shockwaves of pleasure through him. Jai held her tight, squeezing her ass as she orgasmed with him inside her.
"I'm inside you." He whispered during a slight respite. She growled, ground her hips against him and came again. This time her head lolled back and her eyes rolled up in the sockets, exposing her neck to him. He didn't resist the temptation but kissed down from the line of her jaw to the side of her neck and then he marked her.
Malenna moaned while his lips pulled at her taut skin. She sighed when he released her.
"You're mine, now." He said.
Her eyes focused on him, serious for a second. Once more he feared he'd overstepped the invisible boundaries, the ones that had to be there but were unknown to him. He waited for her remonstration but after a brief hesitation, she lay her head on his shoulder, cuddling up against him and sighed.
"Yes, yes I am." She said after a long, long interval, clinging tightly to him.
They sat like that for a long time, his cock remained perfectly hard, thrust deep up inside her. He finally shifted her weight when his left leg started to go to sleep.
"We should get out of the tub." Malenna said, a slight grin on her lips. "Have you eaten."
"Not yet." He said automatically and flexed his cock inside her.
"Oh, my goodness, I should fix you...."
His hands clamped onto her ass and pulled her hard against him. His cock flexed inside her.
"I had pizza on the way home. I meant something else."
Her head dropped back and she stared at him.
"Oh, oh gracious." She whispered. "Really?"
He shrugged.
"You have. I should."
"You don't have to. I mean...I would like it I'm sure but you shouldn't...unless you want to."
He kissed her on the mouth.
"I want to, Malenna. I want to put my tongue inside you and see if I can make you scream."
"I don't scream, ever." She said.
"We should see, shouldn't we?" He asked.
She moved so suddenly in the cooled water that she was up and out of the tub before he knew what was happening. Dripping she stepped to the doorway. She turned to look at him.
"Release the water and let's shower. Fast. To get the soap off of us. I want to taste your skin when I kiss you."
Jai hardly recognized this woman, his mother. She emanated lust, frank ardor that she directed at him with completely aplomb. She padded out of the bath and out of sight, suds on her chest and water streaking her long, glistening legs. She took no notice of the water she scattered behind her, suddenly focused on nothing around her.
He released the water and waited intentionally for it to clear so he could clear out the tub and not leave a soap ring around it. He wanted her to shower without him, to have time alone, thinking of what he was going to do with her when they were next together. He liked the sensuous feeling of the delay, the profound control of her emotions he felt then, as a certainty that he was teasing her, extracting pleasure from time as though it were a magic elixir.
With the tub clean and the floor mopped up, he followed her example and walked naked out into the hall. As he arrived, the shower went silent. Malenna appeared naked, water dripping off her body.
"Don't touch me. I am clean. You can wash your own back." Her pout appeared cute to Jai. He wanted to attack her, pull her to the floor and fuck her but he resisted. He featured her mounted on the end of his tongue. Silently he thanked Lana for teaching him or allowing him to learn between her legs so he didn't have any qualms about promising. He could deliver. He nodded his agreement.
"Go lay down. I want to taste you." He spoke as casually as he could, but his heart hammered in his chest and his ear rang with tension.
"Oh my!" Malenna said, her voice tightened around them. She stepped extravagantly around him to avoid touching and padded down the short hall to her bedroom door. She turned, smiling over her shoulder. "I'm yours, come have me." She said.
At first, Jai rushed through the shower but then he slowed himself, body and heart. He went through the motions with an increasing sense of ease. Having her waiting on him, fully confident that her desire would not wane or her ardor cool while she waited, that it would increase and swell, laying still imagining the feel of his mouth on her pussy, all those thoughts kept him hard and aroused. The desire for her swelled in him as well and too, it kept him hard as calculus.
He turned off the shower, found a fresh towel and walked with it, dripping down the hallway. He went into her bedroom and stood at the foot of her bed. She lay on the top of the bedspread, naked, her eyes closed, her arms flung wide beside her. Jai stood at the foot of the bed staring at his naked mother, while he dried himself. Her eyes finally opened and they shared themselves with each other, her eyes on his naked body, his adoring hers. Her very stillness fired passion in him...and something else.
Finished, he tossed the towel away, carelessly and with attitude. He named what he was feeling. He felt a strong sense of control, of self-possessed power that he could direct at this naked woman who had such desire for him. She wanted him. She waited for him to take her, however he wanted. She was his.
The words emblazoned themselves on his brain. He took three steps around the bed, grasp Malenna's closest leg at the knee and pulled her bodily around so she lay across the bed, her legs dangling off the high edge. The bed was mounted high off the floor. He pushed her legs open and knelt between them. He stared up between her knees, seeing the muzzy mystery of her pussy between them. He rose up on his knees, pushed her legs wide and licked up the slit of her body.
Malenna cried out.
"I'm going to make you scream." He whispered.
"I'm going to let you." She responded.
He bent to her pussy and kissed around it, licking and kissing her now cool skin. Her aroma rose around him, like waves of heat from asphalt. Her pubic hair tickled his nose. She smelled dank and sharp at once, fully aroused. Jai put his lips to her lips and kissed her pussy, licking at the opening there with the tip of his tongue before pushing her open and thrusting it inside of her. Malenna convulsed around his tongue. Her thighs pressed against his cheeks.
Jai recovered himself, pushing her legs wide. She fought him, trying to clamp them closed on his head. He persisted and finally, thrust his tongue deep into her. Her legs released and fell open like a broken-backed book dropped on its spine. Her hips thrust up at him, bounding up off the bed. He sealed his mouth over her pussy and sucked. He felt her inner folds swelling up towards him. He flicked them and touched her with his tongue, pushing into her, deep into her center of pleasure. She groaned around him, he felt it like a drum had been struck.
All at once, she cried out, sat up and grasped him by the shoulders and pulled at him. His tongue thrashed inside her, spearing into her. Her legs locked around his thighs. He stood captured by her exquisite dancer's legs. She didn't speak but stared at him, the only sign of her desire was the pull of her heels on the back of his legs. Jai bent his knees. His cock bobbed between her open thighs. He was panting, she was panting. He wiped his wrist across his face, wiping her froth away. Slowly, he took hold of his cock, bent it down and touched the head to Malenna's pussy, pulling her onto it. The lips swelled around it as it disappeared inside her. He stared at their joining, fascinated, the feeling of his saucy mother mounted on his cock swamping his senses.
Malenna groaned, that deep throbbing sound he'd heard with his tongue inside her, now it was his cock that brought forth that tone. His eyes flicked to her face. Her eyes were closed. Her head pressed down into the mattress, lifting her shoulders. He gave a soft push, leaning deep in between her legs. His cock penetrated deeper into her.
"Oh yes." Malenna's voice rasped around him.
Jai felt a surge of adrenaline rush into his bloodstream. He was fucking his mother and she loved it! Her voice was rift with her passion, her desire for him to be inside her, for the pleasure fucking her son provided her. He withdrew a little ways. Her eyes snapped open. Her head shook side to side, denying him the right to do what she feared, to take his cock out of her. She opened her mouth but he slammed his body between her flexed and open thighs. Instead of speaking, she threw back her head and screamed, long and loud, filling the bedroom with such passion that Jai felt it tingling all over his bared skin.
He grasped her by the hips and yanked her off the bed, impaling her completely on his cock, lifting her lower body up and pulling her against him until they were cinched together, a single unit of intense pleasure bubbling for release. He stepped back. Her weight sagged onto his hands. Her stomach ramped down from his to her shoulders and head still on the bed. Her hands clinched in the bedspread. She grunted her pussy clinching down on him. He felt her tense and then like a drawbridge, her torso rose off the bed. Her legs clamped around him, crushing her body again onto his and thrusting him deep into her body. The strength of her dancer's body let her lever herself all the way up. Her weight settled onto his hands and his cock, jamming them together. He pulled her hard, moving his hands from her hips to her ass. Her legs twitched around him.
Her body appeared before his face, her breasts just below his mouth, riding him high. He staggered a little, finding the new center of gravity, spinning it around the center of the universe focused where the tip of his cock lodged in her clutching, grasping, pulsing pussy. He groaned.
Malenna had her arms around his shoulders, hitched her body up and then let it sag down. His cock had been pulled out a bit by her hitch but when she settled in his grasp, his cock returned to its position deep inside her. Malenna hugged him against her chest. He resisted, bending to suck at one breast. She jerked, gasping when his lips found her nipple and pulled at it. She shrieked when he bit down on it, giving her a brief touch of his teeth before slipping inside the slope of her mouthful and fastening his lips to it. Malenna grunted, gasping and shaking even as his own orgasm made a pass at him, like a touch and go in a screaming jet, Jai felt the shadow of his orgasm fall on him like he was in August heat and it sought to cool him. He was in heat and in Malenna.
"Oh god, Malenna," he gasped, pulling her ass up and then dropping her back onto his cock. "I love the feeling of you, against me, how you clutch at me and scream with pleasure." He surprised himself, the words seemed to flow out of him. "I love being inside you, I love you!"
Malenna squeaked, pulled at his head, pressing it against her chest. She bucked, shook, bucked again and then squealed, a high piping sound that was almost a whistle but ended with a breathless gasp. She inhaled, sucking air past her teeth.
"Oh my god, Jai, fuck me, on my back. I want feel your weight between my legs!"
Carefully, Jai shifted his weight onto one leg and got his left knee onto the edge of the bed. Malenna, heedless of their precarious balance, jerked just then and he had to fall forward or fall back onto the floor. He tipped them forward onto the bed. She felt them falling and her whole body clinched around him, crushing them together in anticipation of his impact deep inside her. He fell onto the bed, onto Malenna's quivering body, between her wide open legs popped open like a set jaw trap. She lay under him. He was half off the bed. He got an arm around her middle struggled to one knee and shifted her more securely onto the bed, while keeping his cock jammed inside her. He moved her onto the bed until she was centered but his feet dangled off the edge. He rose up again, lifted her, keeping her sealed onto his cock and twisted them around, dragging her again like she was his limp possession existing only for his pleasure and use.
He dropped her, puffing and his cock slid out of her with a wet squelch.
Malenna giggled.
"I think I miss you already." She whispered.
Jai found his balance and then his cock with one hand. His thrust into the panting woman beneath him ignited the fuse inside him. He knew if he remained inside her, his orgasm would explode and she'd receive all the cum he'd accumulated. As if sensing his impending detonation, she went still and, biting her lip with the inner effort, clinched her pussy around his cock, squeezing him hard. Malenna gazed up at him with a look of lurid concentration. She wanted it; she wanted his cum to pour into her, to flow from his body into hers. He thrust forward and Malenna gasped, joy on her face but still determined to make him fill her. He felt her pussy clamp down on him, a tight fist of furious pleasure from which he couldn't escape, because he had not will to do so.
Jai lost it.
His body reacted to the sensation and the lust, to the desire and the delight, to the feel of her body and his penetrating cock thrust deep inside her. He cried out, his voice high and tinny like a shiver that he swallowed, groaning as cum erupted out of him, flooding into Malenna's pussy.
"Oh Malenna!" He groaned. "Oh Malenna! Oh Malenna!" He used her name intentionally. He was gratified to feel it had his desired effect. Her body arched under him, rooting his gushing cock in the deepest crevices of her body. She groaned, then jerked and bucked hard before clinching up around him, curling her torso as though to pull her pussy off his cock, to expel him and free her of his penetration. Then she reversed her motion, jerking back and arching under him, thrusting her hips up and forcing him back tight into her.
"Oh, oh, oh!" She cried, her body bucking with each gasping syllable. She shook, her head turned and then she did something that made Jai just crazy. One hand lifted and smoothed her tangled hair off her ribbed neck, exposing it to him. Her tacit request, her lurid invitation was so clear, so obvious, so enticing—made so by the fact that she seemed to know the effect it had on him—it all conspired to lift him far up into the heaven of pleasure, filling him with the parallel emotional ecstasy that augmented the physical climax wracking his body. Even though his orgasm yet quaked in him, he fell onto her neck, latching onto it and bruising her. His lips fastened to her smooth, lean, aristocratic neck and he sucked hard. Malenna cried out, her body shaking with a series of intense orgasms until she lost control, like a car crashing into a formation marching band, her body lost coordination and she flailed and thrashed under him, shaking with pleasure while he pumped cum into her.
The conflagration of passion passed, the tender lust burned out of him by their conjunction. He lay on her, his lips against her skin, now bruised deeply, turning dark...brown. He stared at the mark he'd put on her.
"I gave you a hickey." He whispered, staring at it, amazed that he'd done it and that she'd lain under him and let him without a word, even gasping and panting with excitement while her very own son sucked on her neck but more profoundly, inviting it, asking it, wishing it and responding to it with her own paroxysm of pleasure. Her knees caressed his side as though she were coddling luxury between them.
"I know." She whispered back. "I know."
Jai listened for her emotion, for the feeling putting a hue in her voice. There was no indication. His cock remained hard, deep inside her. He pursed his lips and kissed the bruise.
Malenna chortled a little.



"It's summer, I won't be able to hide what you did with a turtle neck. Anyone seeing it will know I have a lover. Husbands would not do such a thing." She writhed under him. "Only lovers mark their women." Her head turned. Her eyes were suddenly serious.
Jai felt the tense anxiety, the feeling that this was going to end, that suddenly she was about to detonate them and end this, push him away and lock her knees to him forever. He couldn't breathe, the fear wound around him like a python of dread.
"Are you my lover, Son? You are my youngest son and here we are, having sex, making love as a man and a woman. Will you have me again?" Her voice trembled, tense with anticipation of his answer.
Jai's relief nearly overwhelmed him, robbing him of his voice but not his reason. He knew he needed the exact right response to answer her fear, a mother's fear at having seduced her son and conceived a lust for him she'd never before acknowledged and now feared its effect on him. He rose up on his elbows, clasped her face between his hands and kissed her hard. His cock snapped back erect inside her. He lifted his hips and plowed down into her. The kiss flared between them, their lips sealed together so they both breathed hot air, superheated with their suddenly renewed passion.
Jai released her face, moved his hands down to her ass and pulled her up against him. His cock swam inside her, doused in the milky silk of their mutual orgasms. He lifted his hips and slammed down between her legs. Malenna cried out. He rose and slammed down into her sopping depths again. She cried out again, her voice replete with passionate lust. He repeated it over and over again and she cried out each time. For five minutes he fucked her, hammering her onto the bed but holding her by the ass with both hands, pulling at her ass, his fingers deep in its cleft. He pursued another orgasm, he wanted to come in her again. She wanted to feel him orgasm in her again. Her hands traveled up and down his back, brushing at his skin, wiping away beaded sweat, caressing him with such loving fingers that for a few moments, he was transported out of his rampaging thrusting and just focused on the song she played on his body, strumming him with the distracted motion of a woman drowning in ecstasy.
But then her legs rose, locked around him and she tensed. She shook, she came. Her body fought his weight and his hold on her ass, she struggled against him. Jai understood his role was to fight her to a standstill, to hold her tight while she orgasmed and give no quarter, forcing her to envelop him and hold him tight with her pussy until he burst forth again and flooded cum into her once more. Her breath rattled past her teeth, which clicked together occasionally as Jai rammed into her pliant body over and over and over again.
He used her. She let him. He felt her growing satisfaction, her swelling pride at being the object of such lust, sensing his raging desire to climax inside her again. When he lifted his head beside hers, she turned her mouth to him, offering her lips. He took them, kissing her hard, even as he fucked into her, his hands squeezing her ass, clinching down on it as hard as he could. He groaned into her mouth. She released him, sucking air.
"Come in me again." She whispered. "Come for me! Come in me. Fuck me!" Her voice sounded odd, not her usual tone, like she was tortured and at the limit of her sanity, truly mad with lust.
Jai rammed deep into her and went still. He released her ass. Her legs tightened around him. He struggled to lift over her. He kissed her slightly again.
"Ask me again." He whispered.
"What?" Her eyes flicked side to side, puzzled, swimming with the throes of ecstasy in them, as yet uncomprehending.
"Ask me if I want to be your lover, again." He instructed her.
"Oh." She said, then her eyes went wide with surprise, surprise infused with titanic pleasure. "Do you want your mother as your lover, my darling son?" She whispered.
Jai kissed her hard, ramming his cock into her over and over. Then, again, he went still lifting his lips from her. Her eyes opened. She stared up at him, her hands holding him by the ribs, a curiously gentle but possessive pose.
"I have conditions." He said, making his voice as normal and strong as possible.
Malenna's eyes widened.
"Conditions?" She repeated. She blinked a few times. "What conditions?"
"I can have you any time I want." He said, making his voice as formal as he could.
"Oh! Oh yes!"
"I can have a you any way I want!"
"Oh god, oh yes!"
"I can have you any place I want."
"Oh yes, Jai. Anywhere, everywhere!"
He leaned down and kissed her. She shuddered.
"One last thing."
"Oh god, Jai, anything! Just ask and I promise I'll say yes!"
"You are mine forever!"
"Oh my god!" Malenna gasped, her eyes shone, glistening. She lifted up under him, her hands grasped his shoulders. She kissed him, her lips filled with passion, rich with lust, replete with agreement. "Forever, my beautiful, son! You can fuck me forever."
Jai shook his head loose from her lips.
"No. I'll never fuck you again." He said.
She went still.
"I make love with you."
She smiled an evil, reproachful smile.
"But Jai, if I want fucked, who should I have fuck me?" She leaned up and kissed him lightly on the lips again. "A woman just wants sex, from time to time. She just wants to fuck. Sometimes a woman just wants her man to ream to nasty right out of her. Nothing fancy, just a simple insertion of the prick into her so she can feel that luscious feeling of being fucked, hard, fast, and quickly. She likes to be taken, used and then left panting, wondering what happened. Like that. That isn't making love, that is fucking. So, no, I refuse that. You can make love with me, to me, in me, on me, however you like but sometimes, sometimes you just fuck me, use me for your pleasure and I'll get the pleasure I need from it. I promise you. So you have to promise to just fuck me from time to time."
Jai nearly burst out laughing. To cover the elation flooding through him, he smirked. "Fine. I'll have you any way I want, including fucking you, when I want, where I want, how I want and, and, why I want."
Malenna nodded. She pushed him off her chest and offered her hand to him, between them.
For a moment, Jai didn't understand then he got it. He grinned shook her hand in the American way.
"Deal." She said. "You have to fuck me now."
He flexed his cock inside her.
"I am." He said, but the cock wasn't having it. He felt himself going soft inside her and rolled away onto his side.
Malenna sat up immediately, moving with her dancer's grace. She disappeared into the bath and returned with a warm wash cloth. She rolled him onto his back and swabbed him clean. His cock remained quiescent in her careful grasp. When she was done, she lifted his cock to her lips and kissed the head. It twitched.
"Jai, sleep with me tonight and I will wake you in the night and ride you. I have always dreamed of that, waking a man, with my mouth and then mounting him and riding him until I climax," she hesitated and then turned her head away. She swallowed hard. Jai saw the muscles on her neck move as she did. "No, I'll say it out. I have had fantasies of waking up with you in my bed, you, Jai, and sucking on your cock, bringing you to erection and then sitting down on you in the night, feeling your cock thrust up into me and then riding you till you come."
"We come." Jai amended.
She smiled indulgently.
"If you come, my dear, that will be perfect. I love feeling you inside me. I am going to rinse off in the shower. I'll be right back.
She left him and with her went his awareness. The hard days of the last week caught up to him and the thrumming sexual tension that had seeped into him, seeking release. Released, his brain ceased functioning and he collapsed into dark, dreamless sleep.
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THE CASTING COUCH:
Mrs. Olivette: Sonny's professor that he and Holly Morrison did in her office
Ellen Collier—red head, slight woman works for Alissa Honeywell, presently boning Sammy Honeywell
Alissa Honeywell—black attorney, one of the original MILFs, wearing Sonny's collar.
James St. Vincent—Alissa's new, surprising obsession
Sam Honeywell—Alissa's wandering-eyed husband, consigned to share her sister with her son...
Sammy Honeywell—one of the original MILF sons, part of Sonny's deal with Melissa Crawford, who wants a father and son to do her at the same time.
Melissa Crawford—Alissa's Sister who persuaded Sonny to get Sam and Sammy to doubleteam her.
Imogen Travers—she is fucking Sonny and as Sonny directs in payment of a penalty incurred by her husband, Rictor Travers who is an asshole.
Miriam Travers—she is part of the debt payment, but whose actual identity remains in question...daughter to Imogen or rental playing a role? Unknown.
Quilla Favors—assigned to fuck Seth Morrison who traded Holly, his sister, to Sonny for her mother, Lydia, (only on the phone).
Laura Wills—blonde original MILF, mother of Chris, likes life on her knees.
Marjorie Romelingame—wife of Gary Romelingame, traded her ass to Sonny for Holly Romelingame.
Gary Romelingame—husband of Marjorie, wants Holly as his submissive but fears his wife.
Tia Maria—Filipino dominant who has moved into the Wills house as their "maid", yeah, right.
Chilton St. Vincent—James' father, husband to Mercy St. Vincent
Carol Lynn Northcutt—ex-wife of Borland Northcutt
Borland Northcutt—husband of Suzanne Northcutt, his second and present wife.
I woke with the uncomfortable feeling I was forgetting something and my phone rang. It was Sammy.
"Dude, you have an economics mid-term today. Did you forget?"
"Uh huh." I was stunned. Shit, what else was I forgetting? "Really? Or are you shitting me?"
"Mrs. Olivette stopped me and asked me to pass the message along to you."
"Uh oh." I said, but really thought I was just thinking it. "I better go then, hadn't I?"
"Up to you. Your mom is out of town so I think you're on your own."
"We in college for fuck sake, what's our mom got to do with it?"
Sammy chuckled.
"Easy for you to say, your mom is gone and my mom fucks you whenever you wink at her. By the way, what have you done with Ellen?"
"Just what Ellen wants done with Ellen." I muttered.
Sammy laughed.
"That sounds just right. Are we on for tonight?"
I had to reset my brain.
"Oh right. I have a surprise for you."
"You promised another Mother-daughter duet."
"Oh." I'd forgotten. "Right. Still on."
"I might be late. Mom has me an interview with Bickerstaff and Kline late in the afternoon."
"Really?" I was surprised, pleased but surprised. I'd forgotten about that little tidbit.
"I'll call you when I'm ready and you can give me directions."
"Jeeze, if you don't know how to fuck a woman by now, I'm not sure my directions will be much help."
"Fuck you, Sonny."
"You, sir, are not my fucking type."
"Glad to hear it. Later."
We hung up. It was seven. I notified the sleepy pussy I was called to a higher calling, which was a clear misnomer since fucking Miss Miriam and Mrs. Imogen was a far higher calling...still, I decided I better bugger off to class despite my resolution to skip the whole week in favor of a world raining pussy. I tried to arrange things with the pussy at hand but not one of the three wanted to talk to me. I re-showered and scampered off to campus, realizing reviewing the material on the test might make some sense.
I had it cold. I settled in at the library and by the time I needed to head for class, I felt pretty good about all that preparation I'd engaged in with such single minded assiduous attention. I felt good walking to class.
Alissa called. I flinched and then flinched again when I glanced at the phone. What could she be after this time of day?
"Sonny," she began but her voice tightened and hitched, the catch in it created the pause and gave me the same. My ears pricked up and my prick grew ears. Something was afoot. I felt it. I knew it. Adrenaline pumped in my veins like I'd snorted it off a compact mirror.
"Sonny, I must see you. Can you come to the office?"
"I'm headed to class."
"Skip it. Please. I'll, I'll buy you lunch."
"Lunch, right. At the prices I'm paying to be made smarter...?"
"Please, Sonny. I never, I rarely ask for much but I'm asking, pleading, come to the office."
"After class. I'll call you." I refused her as a matter of course and principle, our intercourse and my principle position which was in her. "You forget, Mrs. Honeywell, you wear the collar."
"But he won't wait."
"He?"
"Please, not on the phone."
I stopped on the stairs and a little bitch rammed into me because she was trying to climb stairs and text at the same time. I gave her the glare and moved over to moor at the wall out of the current. Assholes still bumped me.
"Alissa, what is this about. Tell me." I tried my masterly voice but I sounded more like a bullfrog who swallowed a Senator and I don't mean in that good way.
Alissa gave me no notice.
"Sonny, please, not on the phone. I want to tell you face to face, so I can make you understand."
"Alissa, you're weirding me out. What the fuck is wrong!"
Silence. "Sonny, I've met someone." She said.
My eyes watered and I couldn't see. No, asshole, I wasn't crying. Some bimbo had too much perfume between her legs and it got in my eyes. They hurt. It wafted up in the stairwell like someone gas bombed us.
"Remember the first time? The first time you had me? Remember when I said it? Remember when I crossed the line? Remember what I said?"
I closed my eyes, tears running down my cheeks. They stung like I'd been sprayed by a skunk. I turned to the wall and pressed my forehead against it.
"Alissa, what the hell?"
"I remember." She was whispering now, her voice desperate. "I told you how much I wanted you."
Did she? I remembered kissing her and then my hands on her ass. If she was talking I was busy gathering empirical data to support my theory that she had the finest ass on the planet. I wasn't going to argue with her though.
"Sonny, I felt it then. The need, the desire, the compulsion. I remember the fire in me, the flames consuming my very soul and when you began to undress me, my wildest dreams came true. I knew I wanted you inside me. I knew I wanted to open up and have you plunge into me and I'd go crazy with lust and love and, and, well, lust. I wanted it. Do you remember taking me the first time? Your lips on my breasts. My nipples heat when I just think about it but when you come into the room, they radiate that heat, a desire of my body to have your mouth on me."
"Mrs. Honeywell, I really have to get to class." Yeah, like I could move from my spot on the stairs with my cock sticking straight out like a bow spirit. I remembered that first time, her tits bared, her body quivering with the excitement,thrilled with the forbidden fruit of seducing a friend of her son's, a regular guy before I got all fancy pants and MILF drunk. I remembered and frankly, whenever I got close to her, I felt that same jazz again, which explains why I keep going back. Well, that, and the fact that I have a lifetime membership in her club. That does help, I must admit.
"Sonny, right now there is another young man in my office asking for me to fuck him, for business but Sonny, I want to. When he came in the room, my knees went weak. I was breathless. I couldn't move, I couldn't think. I had to leave him and go to the ladies' room and regain control of myself. It was like being dipped in cold water. I tingle everywhere and I mean everywhere, deep inside where the tingling really matters and turns into that itch you just have to scratch. I still feel it. Sonny, he wants me to have sex with him and I want to. I do! I am so excited, I almost offered up my dear little sister as a bribe to make sure he knew I was interested but then I touched the collar and I realized I don't own my body or my lust any longer. But Sonny, god, I need him. I want him."
I heaved a sigh of relief. It is funny, rejection never feels good, even if you know you deserve it or its inevitable, when it occurs, it takes away your reason and strips you of empathy. All you know is what you feel.
However, I realized this was serious. It was important, to her but also to me. She'd encountered her chemical match on a chance meeting.
"Has he touched you?" I asked, feeling clarity seep into my mind.
"God, no! If he'd have touched me I'd be sitting on his face right now." She giggled and she sounded nothing like the business woman. Something had happened. "Sonny, he, he told me to call you. He, he knows about the collar, what it means, that I'm yours and that all he can do is watch you fuck me before you offer him some other MILF from your catalog. He told me to call you, to ask you to, to come. He said he wants to negotiate an arrangement, that's what he called it, an arrangement whereby I'd be his. Sonny, before now, I saw the logic, of the collar of you owning me as a ward against the flighty assholes clustering around my open door reputation for welcoming men between my legs, but this, this is different. God, Sonny, he came into my office, sat down, looked me in the eyes and told me I would be his, that he wanted me and then told me to call you so he could offer you something in return. Sonny, god, he wants to trade you someone for me. He said so, he said he had the perfect combination of crazy, sexy, cool to make it worth your while."
Alissa was panting into my ear. God, I swear I could feel her breath licking along my skin and shivering through those fine little hairs that make you itch when they are ruffled. Her voice dripped with her arousal.
"Alissa, tell him I have a mid-term and I'll be there when I can."
"Oh no, he might leave."
I grunted.
"Then he leaves. If this is a negotiation, you can be eager to let him mount you but if you leave the matter up to me, I'll negotiate as I wish."
"Oh, Sonny, please!"
I suddenly had a brilliant idea, but I had to get it set up just right or I'd fuck it up.
"Alissa, listen, if you want to manage this little tryst without me, take off the collar. I won't be offended. I just ask that you keep good records because I'll want you to give an accounting of it to me and some of my friends." I snickered. "Like Ahmay, maybe? Oh, and her brother."
Alissa gasped. She panted into my ear, but her breath quavered, warbling like a throat singer gargling ginger ale. She found her voice.
"No. No, Sonny, I won't take off the collar." She paused. I waited. "I don't think I really understood what Mrs. Wills experienced, being as she is. Now, though, now knowing that you have the right to hand me off to him, or refuse us both, my god, I am so aroused, I think I'd let Travers finger me just for a little attention."
"No orgasms with the collar on. I don't want you tainted if he proves worthy of you."
"Who? Travers?"
"No, Alissa, the guy you want to mount on your wall."
"I'd mount him anywhere. Sonny, will you come as soon as you can?"
"I'll be there. As soon as I am done with the test. Alissa, tell him exactly what you told the last guy, Hughes. Exactly! And wait for me. Alissa, Mrs. Honeywell, tell me clearly, do you want me to trade you to him?"
"Oh god yes, you do understand! Oh Sonny, I knew you would. I won't take off the collar but I want you to hand me off to him to be handled till I am spindled and mutilated and too fucked to come again. He can do it. I know it. I feel it between my legs and behind my tits and in my throat. I want to suck him so badly, I am gargling desire! God, I am out of control! Come here, rescue me!"
I think she meant come give her permission.
"You know I have to negotiate with him, to hand you off, otherwise, everyone will assume...."
"Yes, of course. I won't take it that way. You own me, Sonny, if you want to rent my garage out to a foreign car once in awhile, that is part of wearing the collar. The who. I just want, I want the who to be James. I want to bend the rules a little."
I chuckled. "Rules? What rules? I am just following my dick around. Listen, I am going to go to class." She gasped "no", nearly bawling. "It will attenuate the feelings. Resist, luxuriate in them, bask and lull in them. Let them soak into you so that when he does touch you...you'll be ready and willing."
"I'm ready now. Willing, god, I think I'd alway be willing. It's like someone gave me something!"
"Alissa! You are mine so long as you wear the collar. Take him to lunch. Text me where and if you leave, text me so I know where to find you."
Silence. Finally she squeaked, "Okay."
"Oh, Alissa, I should warn you that doing this at your request like this, it means I get to ask something of you, something you might not want to do...and now, if I do hand you off to this guy, you'll have to do it, anything I ask of you, sight unseen."
The lawyer on the other end of the line realized what I was asking, what I proposed and she had the good sense to hesitate.
"Sonny, its you, so yes, I accept that. I mean, I accept that you'll find something for me to do that I would refuse to do and I'll find a way to do it, to make it work, to have it fit for me even though you propose something so utterly disdainful, I'd never agree otherwise, collar or no collar. I'd fuck a Great Dane if it meant this man would have me. I've fallen into a pool of passion and I don't want to leave without having my fill of it. But Sonny, its like you. The only reason I brought it to you is because it made me so excited, thinking of you handing me off to him. I wanted to see if you would. So, yes, ask anything and I'll comply, if you hand me to him. I promise I won't take off the collar and refuse you."
My god, she was serious. My god, I had her right where I needed her. I almost chortled to let her know I already had something in mind but I didn't. Instead I said nothing.
I hung up and sprinted for the closed doors of the lecture hall.
What followed was the longest hour and a half of my adult life. For some goddamned reason, I was thrilled to the core at the prospect of handing Alissa off to a dick of her choosing rather than mine. I know, it seems backwards. I dearly wanted to have skipped class but I needed to do well on the test. I was constantly wobbling off the subject of the next question but when I came back from thinking about renting Alissa out and her obvious thrill at the prospect, the answer shown like a light. I did really well, I thought and so time would tell.
I began with the idea of giving her away despite what I'd told her. I was just being difficult. I figured I'd just show up and have her take off her bra for me and that would be that, I'd open her up for him, till I realized I couldn't do that, shouldn't do that. Sid wanted me to protect her. Giving her away would subject her to constant pleas for equal compliance. I kept coming back to negotiation and I realized I needed to trade him something. I mean, I needed him to trade me something, something of equal value to Alissa Honeywell. I had to get something back, in kind. I was almost calm till I finished the test just at the end of time and I broke like a filly at the Derby. I was in my car and on the freeway in ten minutes.
I got the text about halfway downtown. I checked it at the stoplight. She was dining with James St. Vincent at the Crookshank down a few blocks from her building. I was racing, slowly, to get parked to arrive there before they finished and left, plus I was starving since I'd skipped breakfast. I found them sitting at a table out of the flow of the room, a little lover's alcove. They sat in the round booth at 12 and 4, not touching. If Alissa had been white, she'd have been pink with embarrassment. As it was, the only real clue I had to her state of mind, and body for that matter, was her voice, which was an octave or more higher than usual and she was talking really fast. Maybe someone had drugged her.
"Mr. St. Vincent, this is my owner, Sonny Duncan."
"Ah, the lucky stiff arrives."
The bloody bloke was British. Fuck me. I felt jealousy raise its ugly green head which I promptly bonked soundly with my sense of fair play. Plus, Melissa was arriving tonight so I needed Alissa's compliance if I was going to satisfy her sister and her husband. This was surely going to be an interesting weekend.
"James St. Vincent, but call me Jamie."
We shook hands in the American way and I pushed in beside Alissa, shoving her closer to him. I felt the tension like energy on her skin. I patted her full thigh under the table and she groaned like she had climaxed.
Mr. St. Vincent inspected her and then looked at me.
"You own this fine lady? So that is the reason she refused to have sex with me, as part of our business arrangement?"
"I did not say that!" Alissa screeched. "I said, I was owned and without his consent...."
I patted her leg and she cut off, like I'd pulled her plug.
"Mr. St. Vincent," I began.
"Jamie, please. This is not formal business. I wish to speak frankly, so I'll go first and you can assess your response as you like. My father sent me here with the clear intention of gaging my suitability for handling these negotiations on my own. Furthermore, he had full knowledge that Mrs. Honeywell is rumored to provide sexual favors in order to close a deal. She has what he called rather euphemistically, a frosting touch. Once the deal is settled, she seals it soundly with a bit of stuff of her own devising, or so goes the rumors. In our business, it is as important to verify rumors as it is to validate lies. So here we are."
I nodded but instead of responding, waved a weak hand at the wait staff. I really was starving. I ordered off the menu, getting something quick. They had a tuna salad I told him to bring immediately. When the guy misunderstood, I insisted now meant now. He scarpered away to bring it.
"Yes, so here we are." I said, looking across at the other fellow. He had English good looks. Good hair, black and a sort of plain handsome face that was not striking so much as calm. He seemed ethereal to look at but did not demand the eyes as the truly striking beauties in life do. One could look past him, like his face was so smooth the eyes slid right past it.
"So? How do we proceed. I am a bit callow, I'll warrant but I am heartened by seeing that you are not much older than I."
"Younger, I expect." I said, mimicking his accent. Alissa gave me a look and I moved my hand onto her thigh and pulled it towards me. She resisted then relented. Her legs widened smoothly, splitting to grant me access. I moved my hand up between her legs. She wore pantyhose. I scratched at the blocked entrance to her body with a fingernail like a cat at a screen door. I fancied I heard the echo. She gasped and slumped back in her seat, her half-eaten meal forgotten.
The tuna salad came and I took a quick, big bite. I ordered a steak as the proper follow up.
"Tastes like chicken, smells like fish."
"I should think it would taste like tuna."
"I wasn't referring to this, it was a random comment connecting to a memory of my girl here." I grinned at the man.
He blushed. He may have been twenty-five, but not older. He had a worldly way about him that intimidated me, not the least related to the accent and the knowledge that he was in a foreign country negotiating for cunt. I wondered in that moment, my mouth full of tuna salad, if cunt and country were in any way related in their distant origins in the English language. Try cunt? Sounds like a marketing line posted in a gay bar. I almost asked him about that possibility but my mouth was full and saved me.



The salad was gone in jig time. I sat back, the raving hunger gone for the moment but glad I'd ordered a fillet to top it off. I had to keep up my strength.
"Let us be clear," I began, sitting forward, impressed that the other fellow had been silent and let me eat in peace. "You want Mrs. Honeywell to have sex with you."
The man did blush then, but just a slight pinking of one cheek, just the right one, which seemed peculiar but aren't we all in some way? Peculiar, I mean? He nodded.
"That is the essence of it."
"No." I said flatly. "She's mine. However, it is not without awareness of the penchant of people to, as you might say, frost a deal to settle it and screw you to the sticking place."
The man nodded.
"Macbeth I believe."
"Lady Macbeth," I countered. "I think." I shrugged. "So, sir, I offer you a selection. I have access to a very nice blonde that will suck you and fuck you very nicely, I think."
He shook his head.
"No thank you. I want Mrs. Honeywell?"
"What about a redhead? A brunette? Brown hair and golly gee as you please? I have a young woman with skillz between her knees and ears, both and tits you can bounce on."
He shook his head to them all.
"No? Well, Mrs. Honeywell is not available unless...." I glanced at Alissa. I was gently stroking her crotch with the back of my hand or the tip of my fingers. When the steak came, I'd need both hands, unless it was so perfect I could cut it with a fork. A guy can hope. God, I sound like a woman, rhapsodizing about food. I was still hungry, really hungry.
Mr. St. Vincent caught up my phrasing and followed up perfectly.
"Unless, what? What?"
I finally heard the same urgency in his voice that I'd heard earlier in Alissa's. She was wound tight as a Swiss watch. I was cheered in suspecting that he had the same response to her as she had to him. In the right measure, such mutual attraction can be combustible.
I peered across the table at him and squinted a little.
"Unless you have something to trade."
I'd seen what I rightly presumed was our waiter bringing me my steak. His arrival interrupted the conversation. We sat in a companionable silence while I ate, using both hands. Alissa resumed eating her cob salad, assiduously ignoring both of us.
"Mr. Vincent, I do not hand my women off to anyone, they are mine. However, I am willing to trade her, for something of equivalent value." Shit, I forgot the "saint" but maybe I was holy skeptical.
"Something? Or someone? And, please, really, call me Jamie. Let us be friends because we have this beautiful creature between us and I hope to have her in common." Jamie smiled and I thought it a bit rapacious but in the main, it was friendly.
"Someone. I mean specifically someone." I glanced at Alissa. She had released her hair and it tumbled about her face, obscuring her eyes as she huddled over her meal, giving her a sensual appearance. "I mean someone of about the same value to you as Alissa is to me. Like a mother or a sister. I'd take a daughter but yours could not possibly appeal to me. Sister then or even a favorite Aunt. I'd prefer a mother or sister, though."
Alissa stopped eating. She lifted her head and peered through her fallen bangs at me, her eyes haunted. I patted her thigh to reassure her but she did not seem reassured. I cut the steak for another bite.
"So we are to strike a bargain? Good. I presumed that would be the case and barter rather than the Capitalist exchange of capital...I approve. I do, Sonny. May I call you that?"
"Sonny is fine, Jamie." I felt it then. That odd feeling that we might be great friends, circumstances being different.
"How about a step-mother. Would that be sufficient? Or her, ah, half-sister." He smiled then and looked away, as though avoiding my eyes. When he looked back into my eyes, I felt that connection, that he liked me and I him. He smiled again and nodded as though agreeing with a voice I could not hear. I hoped he wasn't, that it was an internal negotiation and not some delusion speaking to him.
"I have not been wholly honest with you, Mr. Duncan, Sonny. I know much more of your activities than I have let on and I want her but I want you too, for a reason all my own. I want to make this clear to you, Sonny, I wish to trade you my step-mother and her half-sister who has taken up residence with us in our town home in London. It is a bit cramped. It is a relief to travel, I confess. I want you to have them both."
I finished chewing and lay down my knife and fork.
"I must say I doubt you can deliver a half-sister, much less the step-mother. She surely has less affection for you than a real mother would have."
"If I could, so we are clear about the exchange rate here, that would be sufficient?" He pointedly looked at Alissa. "In exchange for her?"
"No." I said.
Jamie looked surprised as I intended and predicted. I felt that warm flush of confidence you get when you predict something accurately.
"Two for one is hardly a fair trade."
Jamie grinned, recognition and a slice of relief in his eyes.
"When you meet these two, you'll understand that you are getting shortchanged."
"Ugly? If they are not beautiful...."
Jamie held up his hand. "On the contrary, Mercy is my father's second wife and so, as you might rightly surmise, she is a trophy wife. She is duly shiny. She knows it, he says it and yet they behave like lovers. It is hardly a match made in heaven but they bring each other some happiness, which is better than none at all as was the case between my father and mother. Patricia, however, she is another matter. She is along for the ride and refuses to leave. She has undo mastery of my step-mother and I confess, of me. When you meet her, you'll understand."
Jamie tightened his lips and looked down at the table.
"I need to tell you something, that makes this a complex matter. Patrica is Mercy's half-sister and her aunt, not by marriage, by blood."
I chewed around that combination and could not get the pieces to make a finished picture. It remained a puzzle in my mind.
Jamie noted my confusion and explained.
"My step-mother's mother had sex with her husband and produced Mercy. Somewhat later, but not that long, she had sex with her very own father and produced Patricia. The aunt is a younger half-sister, having a common mother but two different fathers. The father and son have shared Mercy's mother for some years in obvious defiance of social acceptance. It explains why both girls were desperate to leave home. Mercy became a model and Patricia followed.
"They met my father and when Mercy married him, she brought Patrica with her. Both failed as models because, well, they have busts to be proud of. Putting them in designer clothing at eighteen would have been like putting a lamp shade on a chair. It might fit but not nicely. When Mercy hit eighteen, her bust assumed adult dimensions and two years later, Patrica followed her expansion with a fine, expansive pair of teats of her own. First, they switched from Mercy as the model to Patrica being the model and then, when the boobs grew, faced either breast reductions or rejection from the sisterhood of traveling runways. Mercy kept her tits and quit modeling, working to make Patricia successful. When Patricia's tits appeared and then overburdened her torso, they left the business and, as might be expected, sought a husband, successfully as it turns out. My father married Mercy soon after.
"I wanted to believe he was being magnanimous and not lusty but I was wrong. She and my father are as lusty as if they were of the same generation, embarrassing as that sometimes is. He's younger with her than even when he was young, I suspect. Patricia, not to be left out, seduced him too. Alas, now, those two women are wild for sex. My father is often away, and when he is home, he is faced with having sex with both of them and that usually leaves someone unsatisfied since his stamina is not what it used to be. They are quite open about their willingness to absorb all his sexual energy and when he is home, they do. The poor man rarely accomplishes anything while at home and must travel to wield any of his considerable skills in our business.
"As it turned out, I attended the London School of Economics and commuted from a flat in London nearby. This, together with my father's habit of leaving home to attend to business, just to escape his wife and her sister, led to a different sort of arrangement. Of course, given the boundaries or lack thereof, in their past, they have turned on me. I don't believe my father knows about this state of affairs, if you'll pardon the expression, but he may well find out soon, if I have to face that situation alone. So you see, if I offer them and I deliver them to you, and you succeed in putting them each to the sword, so to speak, then you would be doing me an equivalent favor. I would yield the two of them to you, happily, if you can interest and engage them, I would be pleased to release your woman from her collar and plunder her right sporting well."
I regarded him for a moment, imagining the complexities of the situation. I glanced at Alissa. She swept her hair back. Her chestnut eyes regarded me with tense stillness.
"No, still. I cannot take two for one, it just isn't fair." I grinned at Alissa's chagrin etched in her ebony features. She sat like a hound on point, quivering to be released. "However, I might be able to trade you Mrs. Honeywell and her sister, Mrs. Crawford."
Jamie's eyes widened. He stared at me for a moment, before glancing at Alissa. She looked as gobsmacked as he did.
"You can trade me her sister? Can he?" Jamie directed his eyes at Alissa.
Alissa turned her head to look at him.
"Most assuredly. I know he can. My sister, she'd be traded by Sonny just like I would be, or at least equally as willing." She smiled then, her white teeth gleamed. "I predict she'd have the same reaction to you that I have. Make no mistake, Mr. St. Vincent, if I had not had this collar on my neck, I'd have opened my knees for you two minutes after you arrived. I want you, Mr. St. Vincent and I wager my sister will want you as well."
Jamie kept his eyes on Alissa, drinking her in, taking her with them and she surely felt it, how his gaze invaded her.
"Your sister, is she as beautiful and sensual as you?" He asked.
Alissa nodded. "She's younger and she, she loves sex...." Alissa hiccupped then. "...with Sonny as much as I do but I think she'd be pleased to be distributed to another man just as I am."
"You like the idea of being handed around in this manner?" Mr. St. Vincent asked, his voice betraying his slight amazement.
Alissa nodded. She was going to speak further but I squeezed her thigh. She moaned and closed her eyes, tipping her head back.
"She has had quit a reaction to you, Mr. St. Vincent." I said.
The man looked sheepish, almost embarrassed.
"I know. The feeling is mutual. I arrived, committed to winning her from you, to show my father that I am worthy of the trust he has shown by allowing me to arrive here alone and on my own to manage the arrangement, Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline is handling for us, and Mr. Kingston, do you know Mr. Kingston? A fine man but challenging to work with. It will be quite a boon for me if I can manage to make this connection to our benefit and his. If I can show myself capable of bedding this fair lady, I shall be doubly expecting of my father's praise and perhaps his grudging respect. I say only perhaps, though." He smiled thinly then.
I nodded agreement.
"Let me show you their pictures, Mercy and Patricia." He fumbled for his phone.
I guess I was thinking they'd be blond and look alike. They didn't. Despite the closed loop in their gene pool, they didn't look alike. Mercy had black hair and breasts. Patricia had a mop of brownish red hair that appeared dyed but accentuated the rapacious look in her eyes, at least in the picture. Her tits were a mouthful but seemed hardly enough to get her kicked off a model's runway. Then he flipped to a different version of her and saw that she'd grown out, not up. Her breasts were as big as her head, I swear it. Still, the attitude in common in both pictures demanded a brass pole, which I did not mention to Mr. St. Vincent.
"Good enough?"
"Do you have a picture of Messy?" I directed the question to Alissa.
Jamie waved his hand dismissively.
"Her sister would be nothing but lovely, I am sure." He nodded. "Good then? Alissa and her sister for my step-mother and Patricia, whatever she is, aunt and half-sister?"
I nodded. I guess I thought this could be managed later, in some distant future but that was a misapprehension of the situation.
Jamie grinned. He stuck out his hand and we shook.
"Who goes first?"
I shrugged.
"What did you have in mind?"
"I, well, I thought that perhaps now would be a good time."
I shook my head.
"She has to work. When would you be able to provide your...a Mercy and Patricia was it?"
Jamie nodded.
"Oh, we are all in town for the weekend. I'll need a little time to...shall we say, make arrangements."
I wished I could be a fly on the wall in that little tete a tete. I was amazed at my own success at lining up pussy to lay down and turn over and moan to me while I entered them and I was curious to know if he had some mechanism I might be able to copy, just for variety you understand. Then I reconsidered and realized I didn't need more variety, what I needed was lessons in consistency, a tactic I seemed unable to bring under my control. I smirked but barely and briefly, lest I be misunderstood.
"Suppose I, ah, see to my arrangements and we'll see about the trade when I have them made. I expect tomorrow some time."
I gulped.
"You understand they are in demand and you may well be lined up between others, right?"
Jamie regarded me, looked at Alissa and smiled thinly. He nearly had no lips but they were pink in a light way, but distinct, giving him a curious look, I tried not to say pretty but that was the impression I had, that he had that pretty look that women all want to mother and then they are surprised when the guy whips out a horse cock and rogers them into a screaming orgasm they can't control. He had that look, the look that said, be careful because I'll surprise you the moment you relax. It put me on guard.
"I am happy to have entrance to her granted at all. Dad will never believe me." He chortled, then sobered. "Bugger. What if he needs a distraction?" He grinned. "I think he has a fetish for oriental women."
I laughed, all full of pride of ownership.
"By god, I have just the thing for him. If he needs a distraction, I assure you I can put a woman astride him that will keep him distracted for days." Of course I was thinking of Annie.
"Hours would be sufficient I think. But I get your point." Jamie looked at me and smiled again but this time it had less of the tension in it. "Mrs. Honeywell, we have business to discuss then, don't we?"
Alissa moaned.
"I thought we'd, I mean, right now, I thought, you'd want...." She sputtered to a halt.
I patted her full thigh.
"Mrs. Honeywell, you will just have to wait. Waiting is good for you. Stew in your own juices and all that."
"I think I'm going to drown." She whispered, her voice twanging with tension.
I smacked her leg.
"Pull yourself together. Sid is counting on you. Go. Do what needs doing. I'll call you when we are ready."
She nodded.
I wasn't done eating but I stood and she hugged me from the side, bracketing me with her tits. I never get tired of that feeling, her tits pressed against me like that, her one arm around my neck.
"You have Friday. I'll arrange to have Melissa there but she might be a little worse for the wear. Saturday, I'll collect from you, however."
She gave me a dark look, the expression that she'd have when she found hand cuffs in her Christmas stocking. They left me then and I sat down to eat.
My fucking phone rang after two bites.
"Where the hell are you?" Ellen yelled in my ear.
"On earth, bitch, where are you?"
"On planet starving!"
"What? Are you unable to fend for yourself? Don't know how to order room service?"
"We were waiting for you."
"I had a lunch engagement."
"Thanks for telling us! We need to eat, something beside each other."
I cleared my throat but Ellen interrupted.
"Kidding. We have been good little girls. No one has come without you. It seemed unseemly to have sex with each other without you here. Are these two really mother and daughter?"
I shrugged.
"I am a little confused on that score myself. Does it matter?"
"It might. Not that it would change what happens next much, though."
"What happens next?"
"They are going to see me have sex with a man and his son." Ellen laughed evilly then. "God, that makes me so crazy hot. Am I right or not?"
"Not right, but you've always been a little tilted."
"Tilted! That's the right word. What have you got planned for us the rest of the day or shall we go shopping?"
"Go eat. I'll get back to you."
I hung up and cleaned my plate. The waiter came over and asked me if I needed anything else. I didn't. I just wanted to sit still for a while and breathe. After a while just letting my engine idle, purring along, I took out my phone and called Sam.
"Hello."
"Sam. Sonny. Listen, are you busy this afternoon?"
"Busy? You mean as in something I can't drop to do something else?"
"Yeah, like that."
"Nope. Not even a little. Fact is, I was going to go to a movie by myself."
"I have a different option." I was calculating where to be and where to go. I decided keeping Sam and Alissa apart for a while seemed sensible and resolved to keep the hotel room for a while longer.
"I'm listening."
"I have three women to divide between us. One, one wants to get it both ways, you know, like Melissa wants from you and Sammy."
"Jesus Crust." He muttered. "Crusty bread I mean. It makes me a little nuts when you say that."
"I get that, I do." I said softly. "I was wondering if you'd mind helping me out this afternoon."
"I...yes, okay." He sounded like he had half-swallowed a golf ball and was talking around it. "Then, then Melissa?"
"Tomorrow, till maybe five, then she has another adventure waiting for her but then by then I should have something else lined up for you. Tonight, I have someone else who'd like to the pleasure of your pleasure."
"No shit. I mean, no kidding. Gosh, Sonny...I thought I had it going on but you make me seem narrow and unimaginative. Say, have you seen Suzanne lately?"
Suzanne? I shook my head.
"You have no idea what that woman is into."
"I don't care what's she into, I just care about what goes into her."
I almost snarked about being too obvious but gave it up. I didn't want to rattle him before I got Alissa between him and his son.
"Well, plenty of time for that." I muttered. "You at your apartment?"
"I can be."
I wondered where he was but didn't ask. None of my business.
"I'll knock on your door in say, half an hour, forty-five minutes."
He agreed and we hung up. My phone rang again. I answered it only to find it was a text, no voice greeted me. Melissa was telling me her flight was on time and she'd be in on schedule around eleven tonight.
I left the restaurant and went back to the Sparrow. I found Ellen and the Travers girls, or whoever they were, still at table in the Sparrow Garden. They noticed me five minutes after I sat down. I hate it when women hit it off and chose not to notice I exist, as though they've sworn off dick. It is a horrifying feeling to feel the "ancillary" stamp on your forehead. I felt Ellen's tweaking of my male ego and managed to remain silent and still while they jabbered about shit I cared nothing about. After five minutes, I signaled the waitress and told her to bring me the ticket to sign. I put it on the tab for the room. I left them to finish eating and extended the room stay until Sunday night. What I needed with an additional hotel room to go with the downtown apartment, I didn't know but I had the feeling that I'd benefit from having both locations available.



The women met me in the lobby, finally deigning to acknowledge my existence.
"So, Sonny, what have you got planned."
I looked Ellen right in the eyes.
"I thought I'd introduce you to Mr. Honeywell." I said evenly.
Her eyes widened. The idea that had thus far been only an abstraction suddenly solidified. I watched the realization soak into her brain and begin to affect her eyes. They twitched several times before she squeezed them closed.
"I told you about this." She said to no one, or at least, not to me.
"I thought you were kidding. You mean you are really going to have sex with your boyfriend's father?" Imogen inquired.
"Boyfriend?" Ellen appeared genuinely confused.
Imogen laughed.
"I don't care what you call him, he's a boyfriend. Sammy, was it?"
Ellen nodded.
"I have a boyfriend and I'm having sex with his friend and then his father?" Her voice revealed the difficulty she had in processing that concept, not really. Here confusion, however, was tinged with a delightful aura of scarlet interest.
I looked at Miriam. Her eyes were dark, somber. When she caught me looking at her, she fixed her gaze on me.
"I want what she got." She said softly. "I want two men. I don't care who."
Imogen looked around us, checking to see if there were auditors. I smiled at her court awareness. I didn't respond to Miriam or to the look on Ellen's face. She clearly thought she'd go first.
I felt the dependence on me and my right to set the agenda as their expectation, like I was balancing something and had to maintain the right equilibrium or I'd lose them all. I went to the valet and ordered my car and we drove to the apartment. I could see the Travers women were clearly impressed. Ellen acted nonchalant but she enjoyed the other two womens' appreciation as much as I did.
Upstairs, I opened the apartment and found it cold. We went inside, turned up the heat and I left them to go get Sam. I tapped on his door. It opened as if he'd been standing there at the peep hole waiting for me.
"Sonny! God, I was about to call you."
"Why?"
He grinned.
"I guess I'm a little impatient. Let me slip on my shoes. We aren't going out so I don't need a coat do I?"
I shook my head.
He exited and locked the door. We walked towards my door at the other end of the hall.
"I've been thinking about it, about sharing a woman with Sammy. Once I got around the idea of having sex with Melissa, finally, after all these years...I got to thinking about that, having her with Sammy, and I confess, I got all nervous and shit, stuff, nervous and stuff."
I nodded. I could understand. I stopped at the door.
"Now listen, Ellen is the redhead. I want you and Sammy to do her first. In fact, I may just tie her up and make her watch while we do the other two. They might be mother and daughter, maybe not, I have conflicting information."
"Good lord, mother and daughter? Really?"
I nodded, feeling the glow of his amazement. It warmed me up and made me eager. Then my agenda changed. I finally noticed the elegant symmetry of the elements if I'd arranged them properly.
"I changed my mind. I think you should have the mother and daughter and then share them with Sammy. He might be a bit jaded by now but you should but a little fish in his pond." I grinned, thinking of it. "I'll take Ellen with me to pick up Melissa and bring the two of them by tomorrow morning. There's the ticket. You'll need to conserve your energy but don't be dismayed if things don't go swimmingly at first, you'll have another chance. I am handing your wife and her sister off to someone else tomorrow night, so they should be a little wobbly when its time for you and Sammy. Sammy is going to be here around five. I'll handle the introductions."
"Introductions?"
"He doesn't know you are going to be here but he knows Ellen is."
"Oh."
"And Sam, Ellen works for Alissa."
"Oh shit! Shoot!." He shook his head. "Do you really think she'll, I mean Alissa, will she let Melissa and me, you know, do it while she is in the room?"
I chuckled. I was sure I had that nailed.
"I have that nailed. She will." I suddenly wondered if I was stretching her limits too profoundly. What if she came apart watching her sister fuck her estranged husband? I knew I had to have Sammy there. She'd never let herself come apart while he was in the room, or in her, might be what I meant. I sort of wished I was part of that family and could participate. I guess I rather thought I'd emcee the proceedings but realized there at the door that I'd likely be escorted out of sight and mind if I had any sense.
Sam was staring at me.
"Well? We going to go in or what?"
"Ellen is sleeping with Sammy." I said. "She wants to be the woman between a man and his son, specifically between you and Sammy. I am thinking we keep her waiting until Melissa is present so she'll feel...competition. That'll make her try harder. Melissa arrives late and I'm going to put her up at a hotel." I was setting my agenda as I spoke. I realized then that my duffel was at the China Sparrow. So that would work out.
"Sonny, enough already. Open the door."
"Oh, right." I did. We strode into the room. The women were sitting around the bar each sipping a finger of scotch. The place had warmed up, they'd removed their coats.
"Ladies, this is Sam Honeywell."
Imogen caught the name immediately. I saw it register on her face.
"Honeywell?" She whispered. "Any relation to Alissa Honeywell?"
Sam nodded, suddenly suave and debonair.
"She's my wife." He said softly.
"I'm Imogen and this is my daughter, Miriam." Miriam nodded and smiled. She appeared delighted with the second cock in her anticipated configuration.
"I'm Ellen Collier. You're Sam Honeywell?" Her voice betrayed her as it rarely did. "I've seen you around here."
Sam studied her.
"Oh yes, I thought you came with this apartment."
Ellen laughed.
"I have been fucked in this apartment but I only came after Sonny inherited it." She gave me a look that told me to shut up.
"You're having sex with my son?" Sam asked.
Ellen's look turned to daggers.
"Holy Anglican angles!" Miriam muttered. "Her boyfriend is his son?" Imogen gave her a wave of the hand to keep silent, or at least not to be so explicit.
"Well, since we all know about each other...." I began but Sam held up his hand.
"Wait a bit, Sonny. Are you two really mother and daughter?"
They both nodded. I filed that reaction away, no longer bothering to be confused. I guess I no longer cared either way, whatever their story was.
"I, she, Sonny and another guy, Landon, they had my mother yesterday. I want you two to have me today."
Ellen's face fell. I could see it. She was off-balance. Normally Ellen's face betrayed nothing but standing with Sam's eyes on her nipples showing through the diaphanous blouse she wore seemed to have rattled her.
Suddenly they were all looking at me. I glanced at Ellen.
"Listen, Sam, why don't you and Ellen use that bedroom. I have some things to do with these two. When you want, come over and we'll fuck Miriam front and back. Your choice. Oh, and tie Ellen up, so we can fuck her later. Don't let her get too much, I want her warmed and ready when Sammy gets here. I thought Sammy and I would use the Travers women to get warmed up and then you can get involved."
Everyone nodded.
Sam looked at Ellen.
"I'm not as old as I look." He said lightly.
"You don't look old or worn, for that matter." Ellen returned. She extended a hand, the scotch in the other hand. "How do you feel about fucking me with your son?"
Sam shook his head, put his hand around her little one and let her lead him into the bedroom to the right.
The Travers women watched them go. When the door closed their heads swung around and their eyes snapped to me.
I ignored Miriam. I took hold of Imogen's elbow and steered her into the left bedroom. She let me. Miriam trailed along behind. I felt her like a fluffy presence behind us, just about cuddling up to us but not quite.
In the bedroom, Imogen turned into me, wriggled her arm out of my grasp and put her arms around my neck.
"Mr. Duncan, what do you want to do with me now?"
I kissed her. Her lips were rich with arousal, her breath was hot on my skin. Her body melded with mine. We ignored Miriam. We kissed until she kicked off one high heel and used the stocking-clad foot to caress my calf. I opened my eyes and looked down at her.
I wanted to make love to her. She was beautiful. We continued to kiss. Well, she did, I was busy planning out how to maneuver her onto her back with her panties off and me between her legs. I know, that sounds distracting and it was. It may also sound stupid since presumably I was kissing one of three sure things in the apartment but that was the sort of maneuvering I refer to. I mean the maneuvering that doesn't break the mood, so, when the head of my cock brushes against the lips of her pussy, she gasps and pushes her hips up in that wonderful way a woman has of asking to be entered without speaking a clear syllable. I wanted her to feel the moment I entered her and to remember it for the rest of her sexual days.
A high standard, perhaps but hell, if you don't aim high, you aim low, which one is the better target? Imogen solved the issue for me but not close to any of the options I'd been sorting through. She eased away from my lips and looked up at me.
"She wants us to watch." Imogen whispered.
I played like I had no idea what she was talking about.
"Who?" I said as cluelessly as possible, which is pretty clueless. Still, I knew. Fuck me.
"Miss Collier." Imogen said, her voice dripping with sarcastic glory as though I should have figured it out by myself.
"Oh. When you say us...?"
"She meant you too. She, she said she wanted us to watch her have sex with her boyfriend's father."
"Exhibitionist." I muttered. Ellen Collier took explicit responsibility for her own sexual needs, twisted as they were. Did I say "twisted"? I meant surprising. Surprising, not twisted. If there's one thing I hate its the pot talking to the kettle in that mean way.
"Maybe." Imogen whispered, as though she were trying to keep secrets from Miriam. "I want to see it, watch them, too." She shook her head once. "When she said it, I didn't think I did, that I would but, but...."
I rolled my eyes.
"You didn't know he was black?"
She snorted.
"I didn't know he'd be so sexy."
"Oh." I was duly chastised for my breech of PC etiquette. Imogen humped her hips at me, bumping me with her pubic bone, in the most PC way.
"So? We going to stand here all night?" She turned to find Miriam, extracting herself from me. The two women walked out of the room. Shit, I had to trot to catch up, my cock being all hard and shit. I think I bent it.
Imogen opened the door gently as I waddled up behind them. No one spoke. The door cracked and we heard it, the steady squeak of a bed and the soft pulse of a woman panting. Imogen pushed the door open.
Ellen Collier lay on her back. Sam Honeywell lay between her brilliant, white legs which seemed to sparkle they seemed so brilliant, made all the more so by his coal black ass, flexing up and down. He was naked. She was naked. They were fucking. While we watched, Sam rose up on his arms and began to rumble Ellen good. She arched under him, taking him deep. Her legs curled up around his ebony body, hooking her heels behind his thighs and then flexing her body up at him, taking him deeper still.
Ellen groaned.
I realized a moment later she was talking.
"See.""I told you.""They'd come."
Sam stalled in mid thrust, arched his back to look back at us, his face expressed some sort of strain but with no barcode to tell us what sort it was.
"Oh. Hi." He said, tensed.
"Do you mind if we watch?" I asked, feeling all polite and shit.
Sam looked nonplussed. He twisted back to look down at Ellen underneath him.
"I don't mind. Do you mind?" He grunted his voice tense as his flexed ass suspended between Ellen's legs clipping her onto him. She hung below him so they were both straining to maintain the junction.
"I invited them to watch, for fuck sake." Ellen growled. That sounded just like her, maybe because it was her. "Don't stop. I think that's sort of the point, don't you?"
"Oh. Right. I guess I thought maybe you wanted to start over."
Ellen had to giggle. She giggled. It slipped out of her like a puff of smoke.
"Jesus, do you know how much you are like your son?"
Sam lifted his ass and slammed her down into the cushion of the bed. She moaned with the impact.
"I think you have the backwards, don't you?"
"You mean, ugh, that you aren't like him?" Ellen asked and then chortled around another moan, making an indescribable sound out of the two.
"No, bitch, I mean he is like me, not me like him. I came first, so to speak." Sam said through gritted teeth. "Christ you feel good."
"It's Ellen. Christ is someone else altogether. And anyway, I met him first, so actually he came first, as far as I'm concerned. God, you are like him. Always distracting me with some off the wall shit that is so funny I can't ignore it. Fuck, have you ever tried to come and giggle at the same time?"
"No."
"It takes talent." Then she did, giggle and come at the same time, the braggart.
I looked around at the Travers women who stood beside me, one to each side. Sam sped up, his ass rising and falling. Ellen writhed under him, around him, with him. They were fucking right in front of us. The room filled with the wet sound of their conjoined bodies. Something about the sight of his dark skin glinting with sweat and her white skin, pale as an old moon clinging to him while he rode her, unsettled me.
"It's beautiful." Miriam whispered.
"I know. Right?" I muttered, the bitch read my mind. I was a little embarrassed. They seemed to move together, like a horse and rider...maybe not the best analogy, like an equestrian and his mount...is that better? Nope, not much. My internal censor sometimes gets persnickety. I know, they moved like a pas de deux, graceful and in sync, even when Ellen climaxed, that graceful motion persisted even as Sam fucked her. She'd lay back and then ecstasy would roll through her again and she curl up under him, her knees chafing along his sides, like a dirty Escher cartoon, all figure and ground without needing any caption, white and black blending but not into gray, into a thrusting, moaning whole that harmonized and groaned, figure and ground vying for attention. I think they'd forgotten us, though, so their little dance was artless.
Imogen felt the ignorance and moved around to the other side of the bed to stand next to their heads, looking down at Ellen clinging to Sam's black shoulders, pulling him into a kiss, even while he hammered down into her. Miriam moved to take the other prime position on the right side of the bed which left me staring at Sam's ass grinding down between Ellen's spread white legs. I needed a better alternative and I had one, I just hadn't realized it yet. When I did, it made me happy.
I moved over behind Miriam.
Somehow, Ellen sensed me moving even as she hadn't sensed the Travers women moving closer, or perhaps she just ignored them, at any rate, she moved her head to the side to peer out from under Sam, her eyes fixing on us. I put my hands on Miriam's waist and pulled her against my hard cock. She wore a simple black dress that, I could see, zipped up the back. It ended at mid-thigh, exposing her fine legs, showing she wore no hose or stockings. Her legs were bare.
My hands moved down to Miriam's hips. She bent forward slightly and pressed her ass against me, shifting it back and forth against the hard arch of my cock.
I moaned softly. God, the plush feel of her firm ass felt so good I wanted to throw her on the floor and fuck her fast and hard. Later. I moved my hands up to her breasts, clutching them, covering each with one hand. Miriam sighed. Her mother, across the bed from us, hissed. I looked up, she was glaring at me. I didn't understand and at that moment, really didn't care what was causing her leak.
I massaged Miriam's breasts. She sagged against me, letting me handle her as I wished and I wished to handle her a lot. I mashed her breasts for a while. Sam fucked Ellen and between each clinching orgasm, Ellen watched me handling Miriam.
I let my hands release Miriam's tits. The woman sighed, clearly it was regret. No matter. I moved my hands down her tummy and onto the plain of her abdomen and lower, onto the flex of her thighs. When I found the hem of her skirt, I lifted it up, exposing her crotch. Ellen shook away Sam's attempt to kiss her. Sam turned his head and found us with his eyes, slitted with effort. His head was about even with Miriam's crotch. His ass coasted to a stop. If you want a man's attention, flash your pussy at him...works every time, that is, if he likes pussy at all.
"Oh good Christ, what are you two doing?" He mumbled.
"Nothing. Just watching." I returned equally mumbling.
He didn't acknowledge my response. He lay down on Ellen, planting his head beside her, so she could watch me, us, me, whatever. He moved his ebony hands down to her ass, under them, and began to grind into her. Ellen lurched under him, groaning as if a new wave of pleasure rolled through her. I had no reason to think she was acting.
I felt up Miriam's thigh and found panties, simple, cotton panties that clasped her pussy tight inside them. I probed and found the waist band of her panties and pulled them down. They were granny panties, practical and as sexy as a rocking chair. I pushed them down her legs. I felt Miriam tremble, a brief spasm that rattled through her body. My finger touched her pussy. She was oozing wet.
I felt around and found her entrance. I pushed a finger into her. She moaned, her body shaking as I entered her. Her ass hitched up, pressing against my hard cock. I withdrew my finger and let the skirt drop. Miriam moaned. Ellen groaned. Imogen hissed. It was a fucking orchestra, well, a three piece band.
I moved my hands back to Miriam's waist and held her still while I peeled my body away from hers. Shit, I wanted to mount her on my cock like an Easter bonnet. I'd decided something else was in order. I released her and she swayed without the steadying influence of my clever hands. She went still when I fingered the zipper on her dress. She moaned as I drew it slowly down, down, down her back to the nice gentle swell of her ass that her tight lower back made appear so luscious and fine.
Miriam didn't move a muscle but she was having trouble breathing. I pulled the dress apart, exposing her bare back and the thin band of the timid bra strap across the middle of her back. I moved down and unhooked her bra. She shivered a little feeling the release of her tits. I smoothed the dress off her shoulders.
Sam continued fucking Ellen and Ellen rattled through a longer, more complex orgasm with various grunts and hissing that conveyed the depth of penetration into her of the pleasure she was experiencing. I looked for her and found her eyes fixed on me, her hands clung to Sam's square black shoulders. She gestured with her chin at me, that motion that means keep going, so I kept going.
I pushed the dress off Miriam's shoulders and down her arms. It was lacy black with taffeta holding it together. Her pale body shown through it as though lit from inside. She held still, wheezing while I reached around her and pulled the sleeves off each hand. I then released it and let it drift down her bare legs. She bent her forearms up to hold the bra, covering her breasts. Ellen's eyes were intense, tight with excitement or perhaps the anticipation of another orgasm that was approaching her body.



I reached around Miriam and grasped her by the wrists. I straightened her arms and the bra toppled down them. I let go of her and the bra whispered down her cool skin and off and out of sight. My hands itched, desiring to feel the skin of her body, of her breasts. I cupped her breasts and she gasped, her hands rose to cover the back of my hands, holding me against her body. She groaned softly. I withdrew my hands and skimmed the panties down her legs, bending behind her to remove them off her feet.
Miriam was nude.
She shook like an elm in a hail storm.
I looked past her at Imogen and saw something phenomenal in her eyes. Lust. Naked, unmitigated, unmistakable lust and the bitch wasn't looking at me, she was looking at naked Miriam. I shrugged. I am not greedy, I'd be happy to share. However, I am not above teasing and titillating from time to time. Titillate. That word is an onomatopoeia. Well, close anyway, real close.
I turned Miriam. She was in a sexual trance. Her eyes were half open, half closed. She moved like smoke on a windless day and just as light. With the lightest of nudges she whispered against me and I kissed her. Her mouth was open at the start, her tongue probed past my teeth and l met it and returned the embassy of lust. She groaned. I groaned. She was naked in my arms, climbing against me, I was still clothed. I ran my hands down her back to the bulbs of her ass, clutching them and then sliding back up her fine textured skin to her shoulders. She wanted more but I pushed her gently back, till her knees were against the bed.
Sam was fucking Ellen still but making sounds like his tour of delight was nearly done. Ellen watched us with hooded eyes, closing them from time to time as a new spasm wrestled around inside her. By now, she was merely holding on, not really moving at all but letting Sam chase himself around inside her.
Casually, I undressed. Naked, I used my hands to turn Miriam around and bent her over the copulating couple. Sam began to come. He ground down between Ellen's legs and groaned, galloping into a full shimmy, as he pumped her full of cum. Ellen's hips bobbed under him as though her pussy was swallowing each gob of cum as he passed it into her. Her legs clutched at him, pulling them together while he groaned. The white of her legs on the black of his back, ass and legs pulled at my eyes, making their copulation something artistic, like a minimalist fuck except neither one were minimizing anything. If anything, they were baroque or art deco, all French flourishes and English excess, flowing together in a storm of erotic passion...but I'm getting rhapsodic when the moment was the prelude to getting down to business, that is, double-fucking Miriam. I hadn't exactly promised but I just love popping someone's fantasy cherry, first her and hers then Ellen would get to take a father and son into her body at the same time. Shit, that made me all misty and shit. I had this image of my long deceased father butt fucking my sisters while I got to watch from between their spasming legs. I bet they'd have fucked him before I got out of grammar school, the minxes. I shook my head. Pay attention for fuck sake!
I positioned, Miriam over them and felt between her legs. She cooed, shifting to give me better access. She was so slick if I'd been running I surely would have slipped and fallen in. I pushed a finger into her and she sloshed, erupting around my finger. I felt her running over, coating my knuckle and the back of my hand. I repositioned myself and entered her, thrusting my cock through her goo and deep into her. She lurched before me and then leaned into me, taking me deep into her pussy. I held her by the hips and pulled her back against me.
Sam, on the bed, was coasting, moaning as he bobbed idly between Ellen's legs. He finally shifted and got to his elbows so Ellen could get a nice deep breath again, which sounded more like a bathtub emptying. He turned and found Miriam's body bent over them and tried to look around her to see what I was doing. I pulled free of Miriam. She keened with the loss.
I stepped back and looked past the naked tableau before me at Imogen. She stared at me as though she had x-ray vision, although I'm not sure what she could have been looking for, I was pretty well on display as it was. Her face looked like she was about to speak but I moved and my motion silenced her, since it was towards her side of the bed.
Sam, meanwhile, rolled onto his back beside Ellen. She lay, one leg crooked to the side and the other out straight so they looked like the numeral four. She didn't move but watched me, looking occasionally at Miriam who had straightened and stood beside the bed, her naked body shimmering with her undisguised desire. Ellen reached up and took her hand.
"Do me." Ellen whispered.
"Oh god!" That wasn't Miriam, it was Imogen. I arrived beside her but she put out a hand, placing her palm against my stomach as if holding me back, like I was about to frighten the fish or something.
Miriam carefully got onto the bed, carefully levered herself between Ellen's legs and proceeded to lick and kiss the woman's pussy. Ellen closed her eyes and lay back, her body vibrating with this new sensation. Sam lay still beside them, a little confused about what to do. When he looked at me, I just patted the air as though to say stay put and don't make a sound. He got it and lay back, his cock at half mast.
I moved behind Imogen.
Ellen's eyes opened, as though they were spotlights at a prison. They fixed on me and I knew it was pointless to run. Imogen wore a maxi wrap that tied at her waist but gaped in front, around her breasts and left her legs visible, glittering with the sheen of her stocking if she stood just right. The little cut away in front was very inviting and I'd noticed it before. Now, all I cared about was how to get it off. It had a simple tie, a line around her middle tied to a like one in the back that held it together. When I pulled that tie loose, the dress wafted open, like a curtain malfunctioning, dangling over her tits and then slipping free, showing her clearly. Ellen and Sam were both watching us now, though Ellen's face kept crinkling and occasionally her hips bobbed under Miriam, making the brunette's head bob between Ellen's legs.
Sam wasn't moving an inch.
Imogen didn't move either while I unwrapped her. She let me slip the dress off her shoulders. She wore a simple bra that came loose and her fine tits breathed a sigh, I swear I heard them whispering their thanks for my liberating efforts. She, however, wore a garter belt around her waist over a tiny little thong and attached to the dark blue stockings encasing her legs. Rather than untangle her further, I simply grasped the string on the thong around her waist and pulled. It gave me the finger and snickered. It wasn't meant to break easily.
"On the table, I have a pocket knife." Sam whispered.
I was embarrassed but not enough to let it inhibit me. If found the little cigar cutter and opened it. The blade was sharp and sliced through the thong string without any effort at all. I pulled the thong from between Imogen's legs and put it with the knife on the table against the window curtains there. She didn't speak, she didn't move.
I felt between her legs. Like daughter like mother. This time I did the daughter first but there was little difference. Imogen was gushing like her daughter. She bent over before I put my hands on her back, leaning over Sam, dangling her tits over his face. I couldn't see him but she went still, waiting for me to enter her, so I did. She accepted me like a small town welcomes a movie star. I slid deep into her, opening her up and sliding in deep until we were sealed together, her ass bunched between us, swelled up, full and soft against me. I gripped her by the waist and thrust into her several times. She groaned and then growled when I pulled out of her.
"Blow him." I whispered.
"Yeah, blow me." I heard Sam echo. "Great fucking idea!"
I stepped away from her and she got on the bed, crouching between his legs, fingering his black cock. She bent down and it disappeared from my view with a wet sucking sound. Her head descended and Sam's eyes rolled up in his head. I don't know if he was acting or not. I decided I needed to be wearing something, naked as I was, I worried about catching my death. I moved to the end of the bed and dragged Imogen's legs off the end.
She understood, propping herself on her elbows between Sam's legs. Miriam lapped at Ellen's puddled pussy and Ellen studied me like an anthropologist at a frat party. I got Imogen's body positioned properly and I entered her. She was soupy but when I slid into her, she tightened, clamping down on me like I was looking for something she didn't want me to find. I groaned when she did. She had incredible control, her internal muscles seized on me and held onto me. I liked, no loved the attention. I grasped her by the hips and fucked her, ramming into her while she sucked on Sam's cock.
Imogen had skills because she never once inhaled when she was better off exhaling. I pounded against her, all wrapped up in the lure of orgasm, convinced it was time to fill Imogen with my cum. Wrong again.
"Sonny. Sonny. Sonny!" Ellen's voice got my attention the third time, mostly because she screamed at me.
I coasted to a stop, panting with my efforts.
"What? What is so bloody important that you stop a guy right as he is in the home stretch? Jesus fuck a duck!" I was a little miffed. I admit it.
"Her. Do the daughter."
Miriam's head came up.
"In the ass, I mean." Ellen whispered now but everyone heard.
"Oh fuck me." Sam muttered.
"We aren't ignoring you. You get the other side. Miriam wants to be the meat in a man sandwich, if you don't mind."
I knew the answer to that query. Sam needed to know it and I knew Ellen was testing to see if he'd back out. I knew what she was after. Hell, so did Sam but plans are like desserts, they are usually just to make us feel good, not to nurture our health. The people who can follow their own plans and not blow shit up run the world. Not me, though, I was an itinerant motherfucker and you know, it seems there are mother's everywhere just waiting to be given a lick and a promise before they open their legs and dare you to hit their little bull's eye...or is it a cow's eye? I hate this gender shit, makes me crazy.
"I don't mind." Sam squeaked. He did, he squeaked like a poodle with a chew toy.
I pulled out of Imogen. She lifted her face off Sam's cock.
"What about her?" Sam asked.
I didn't know which "her" he was referring to since I was busy helping Imogen stand up.
"We'll take care of everyone. For now, just lay there and let Miriam cowboy you."
We all moved, like the ballet that stage hands do during a play, moving everything just so to get where it needs to be at the right time and with a minimum of fuss but so no one notices and no attention is pulled away from the main event on center stage.
I stood back and watched Miriam get astride Sam Honeywell and mount him, taking his cock into her pussy. She groaned as she slid down onto him. He groaned as his cock penetrated the young woman. Imogen had gotten off the bed and stood beside me. Ellen slipped off the bed and walked to the toy cabinet and opened it up. A moment later she tossed a tube at me.
"You need to replenish. We're getting low on supplies." She sneered at my lack of response.
Miriam was mounted on Sam but had bent over and was kissing him. His dark hands grasped her by the waist, then moved down to cover her ass, helping her ride him. She began to moan as her body bobbed up and down on Sam's, taking his cock up inside her with each motion.
"God, they look hot. My turn later but now, she wants a little pressure from behind." Ellen spoke from my side. "We'll get the pillows under him, hang tight till the runway is ready." Neither one of us moved. "God, imagine pale, white little me between Sammy and his dad. It'll look like an Oreo, well, maybe one that just got run over by a steam roller."
I snickered like a six grader seeing a bra strap. I was thinking of Mercy and Patricia on this runway. My mind whirled, realizing that I'd just been handed a new duo to fuck. I hadn't given Jamie and our trade much thought, not sure why but it might have had something to do with the Travers women.
Ellen patted me on the ass.
"Giddy up, little doggy." She said softly. "Time to be the brown dirt cowboy!"
Imogen gasped.
"My god, is that what that means? Is that what Elton John meant with that old album, Captain Fantastic and the Brown Dirt Cowboy?"
Ellen just laughed.
I lined up for my landing, my landing gear was down and locked in place. Sam's black legs were wide and Miriam's were wider. She was nearly doing the splits over him, her thighs flying out to the side. Ellen smacked me on the shoulder.
"Hey, knucklehead, forgetting something?" She held up the tube of lube I'd laid on the night stand.
"Oh. Right." My mind wasn't right. That rattled me that I was lining up to do Miriam's ass dry. Fuck, I was getting tired or worn out or maybe just plain jaded?
Ellen got some lube on her hands and handed it to Imogen.
"I'll do him." Ellen said, her eyes serious and tight. "You do her." She indicated Miriam.
Imogen looked liked she'd been offered a rabid cat to shave. She held the lube tube by the end staring at her daughter riding Sam with clear relish. Miriam's hips rocked and rolled over him, grinding her body down on him, her hands planted on his chest, his dark fingers spidering over the white of her ass, directing her.
Ellen drifted over to me where I stood at the end of the bed. She slathered lube on my cock.
"Come on, Mrs. Travers. Miriam is waiting for it."
Miriam, clearly tuned into the conversation, leaned over Sam and arched her back, exposing her ass hole. Ellen and I stared at Imogen until she glanced our way and realized we were giving her the look. She uncapped the lube, looked down at it and then crawled carefully onto the bed. Miriam flinched when Imogen's finger touched her ass hole, a little dimpled eye winking at us. When Imogen pushed her finger past the security check, Miriam moaned.
"Oh my god, I can feel that in my throat."
Sam pulled her down into a kiss immediately to see if he could feel it too. Imogen leaned into probing the woman's ass, pushing her finger in deep and then withdrawing and adding more lube. Over and over until the woman squelched with her finger's passage in and out of her ass. Sam and Miriam broke the kiss so Miriam could groan and keen at once, a curious duet coming out of her.
"My gosh, you're right, you do feel it in your throat." Sam muttered. "Wow. What will you feel like when his cock is inside you?"
Miriam moaned again her hips shimmying over him.
"Mrs. Travers, I think that's enough lube." Ellen muttered.
Imogen looked back at us and smiled bashfully.
"I, I've never done that before, put my finger in someone's ass."
I giggled and Ellen poked me in the ribs with her elbow. I didn't know why but I had to admit I deserved it.
Imogen got off the bed.
"Your majesty, your ass is ready." Ellen gestured at Miriam's bobbing ass. "I hope you can hit a moving target." She snickered and then laughed when Miriam's body stilled. Miriam moaned softly. "She's waiting, sire, don't keep her waiting."
Ellen gave me a little shove. My knees were against the bed so I didn't have any room to be pushed except onto my face. Still, I absorbed the impetus and used it to get onto the bed again behind them. Miriam's body quivered like she was cold. When I put my hands on her back, Sam moved his hands to her shoulders and then one to the back of the head. They began to kiss, both making little sounds like they were tasting a strange new delicacy and had to let the cook know they approved. I moved my hands down to her ass and peeled her open. Her little winking eye gleamed with lube. She was stuffed full of black cock.
"Fuck her." Ellen, the delicate, said. "Ram her in the ass."
"Okay, okay, don't rush me. I was just admiring the view."
"Jesus, Sonny are you turning into some sort of fucking artist?" She laughed uproariously at that. I twisted to look at her and saw the aghast look on Imogen's face. I decided I'd better get to work, or whatever.
The sounds of Sam and Miriam kissing on the bed before me touched me, as though someone turned up the volume on my hearing. I shuffled forward and my cock head touched the back of her thigh. Her rump wiggled, like she was wagging some imaginary tail I couldn't see. I clamped down on her ass, holding it still because I had no hope of hitting a moving target. I knew that for certain.
I used a hand to direct the end of my cock to her rear entrance. A great shudder passed through Miriam's body and thence to me, traveling through my cock like a radio signal on a wire. I pushed.
Miriam cried out but her ass tilted backwards, capping my cock with her butthole. I pushed inside her. She clinched, then relaxed, clinched and relaxed, almost like her ass pulsed with the sensation of my cock penetrating her. I gripped her hips and pulled back on her body. She lifted and rolled back. My cock slid into her ass. It clamped down on me, slick and hot, tight as a midget's ear. I groaned.
"Fuck, he, he's in my ass!" Miriam cried out. Her body jerked but didn't really move. I had her pierced and my hands held her ass. I pushed forward. She rocked with the pressure but then she opened up and half of my cock slipped into her before she tightened down on me again. I pulled back an inch and pressed forward. The penetration proceeded, a tight, slight fight to fill her ass with cock. Inch by inch my cock entered her. She groaned. Miriam was still but she continued to quiver, shaking, shivering and moaning. I had a moment of concern and hesitated just before she bowed her back, backing her ass a little way off my cock and then she arched her back and shoved herself onto me. I agreed with her impulse and pushed my cock deeper, shoving it deep into her body, smoothly and continually until her ass bunched up pleasantly between us. I was buried in her ass.
"Oh my god, I am so full of cock." Miriam whispered, her voice panting with passion. "My god, I love that feeling. Two cocks, one in my ass, one in my twat! I have two cocks in me. I am being fucked by two men at the same time!"
"Chatty little Cathy isn't she?"
I looked at Ellen, a little amazed that she had the gall to take note of Miriam's loquaciousness, given her own ability to carry on a running commentary regardless of the rest of us. I groaned. My body jerked and slammed down onto Miriam. She squeaked.
"You, you make Howard Cosell look like a mime." I muttered over my shoulder at Ellen.
She giggled in a way that didn't connect with what I said. I was just preparing to start pumping Miriam's ass when I felt the bed move. First, the back of my neck started to tickle and then it ran down my spine and ended up twinkling my balls. The bed shifted behind me and I felt it sag and then a pair of hands were gripping my ass.
I breathed deep and exhaled, determined to be a sport, a little curious but a little apprehensive, to tell the truth. I felt a draft up my ass. Then I felt a finger probing me, the sharp end of a finger nail and then the slick gooeiness of lube. The finger pushed into me. I grunted, shivering, a shiver that ran down and into Miriam. She rose up, bending her back below the ribs, leaving her ass perfectly pointed at me.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me!" She cried, her voice twisted tight. I decided to ignore the hands on my ass. I pulled back from Miriam's fine ass and then slapped us together. It sounded like a door slamming closed. She cried out, her body pinned between us. I rooted down into her, feeling her writhe around me, clinching and chewing as if testing the accommodation she made to hold me inside her. I felt Sam rising up under her, piercing her from beneath, ramming his cock up into her. She shook with it. The finger in my ass pushed further into me. Something popped.



My eyes clinched closed and the orgasm rose up in me like a fire flower, blooming and sparkling, filling me with light and fire and the euphoria of a sudden, unexpected climax. I surrendered, leaning over Miriam's back a little, feeling the quaking tension in her spine just before she screamed and came between us. Her hips bucked and bucked and bucked, thrashing between us like a bookmark seeking air in a dictionary. She couldn't really move, pinned as she was, one spike from below and the other from above, holding her in place. But she could shift and shimmy with enough motion that created the luscious friction that attentuated my orgasm, muting it but drawing it out like a bit of imagination caught on the tip of your tongue, taking you back to another place and time.
I ground down into her and the finger behind me followed, grinding deep inside me. I exploded, all timidity of pleasure vanished. I growled and hammered Miriam down onto Sam's cock. I swear I felt him swelling inside her. She groaned. He groaned too, his body rising under her, putting all my weight on her back and in her ass. She sighed, she shifted, she cried again as another imprisoned climax escaped and rampaged through her. She shook and babbled, her body given over to the pleasure ravaging her.
"Jesus, she's enjoying that." Ellen muttered.
I heard the envy.
"Shut up, Howard. You're fifteen minutes are coming."
"Oh shit, if I came for that long I think my heart would stop."
I lifted off Miriam's back, strength and will returning, pirouetting as though nothing had happened inside me. The flush of ecstasy faded. I pulled my cock out of Miriam. The finger left my ass. I sat back onto my heels, feeling the lingering sensation of her penetration. I twisted to look at Imogen and sure enough, she held up her glistening finger before her, a slightly guilty look on her face. I stared hard at her until she got off the bed to go wash up.
I was for the shower myself. We grazed each other at the door, slipping past each other like two subway trains. I felt the erotic whoosh of her nude body but wanted to rinse off before I boarded her again.
"Sonny?" Her voice touched my back like a single finger.
I turned to face her, my drooping cock ignored her and she it.
"What?" I asked, feeling the absence of whatever I'd left inside Miriam.
"Thank you." She whispered.
"For what?"
She shrugged, making her tits wobble.
"This could have been much worse, much more difficult. I...I'd almost be willing to do it again?" Her voice made it a question, despite the sentence structure.
"Almost?" I chided. I confess I felt slighted.
She nodded.
I waited for more but there was nothing else to be said. Miriam rocked on the bed, cooing as she came for the eighth time. Ellen still stood behind them, watching them couple. Ellen glanced at me, her eyes hooded and dark. I swear I knew what she was thinking. I turned to the shower.
I took a long shower, trying to determine if I knew what I was feeling. The water felt good, hot and steady. I think I expected company but when none arrived, I got out, toweled off and wrapped the towel around my waist. When I stepped into the bedroom, I could see why things weren't following me into the shower. Imogen was mounted on Sam's face, coming, and Ellen had Miriam on her back, eating her with a focused gusto. Miriam sensed my arrival and lifted her head to look over at me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. Her head dropped back to the bed.
Ellen lifted from between Miriam's thighs to look at me.
"Your phone rang." She panted, her body twitching.
Imogen groaned from astride the black man's face, twisting and shifting to get the most out of him. Sam's black hands gripped her ass, while his head bobbed between her crouching thighs. She grunted and tipped forward, her hands gripping the headboard. "Oh god, Sam, eat me!" She whispered, her voice raw. Her hips ground down onto his face. She lurched, responding to her own actions, bucking and crying out.
My cock got hard. The towel was too tight.
I rummaged around and found my pants, pulled out my phone and wandered away from the mini orgy on the bed to the living room. I sat down and checked the recent calls.
"Fuck." I muttered. Sammy had called. His girlfriend would soon be sitting on his father's face. I had that moment of clarity that had been stalking me for several days, the clarity that I was engaged in putting Sam and Sammy together in Melissa and that I now had the sure leverage to put them both in Alissa. I shook my head, father, son and mother all locked up in a fucking embrace...not the first time, I realized. I wondered how Chris and Jeb were managing that house of pussy and if Annie was getting any attention?
Sammy didn't leave a message. I wondered where he was. I was about to call him but realized I just needed a little breather, a chance to let my cock settle back and sigh for a moment before going spelunking again in the wet caves of Lesbos. I decided it was time for Sam and Ellen to have some privacy, even if she didn't want any. I walked into the bedroom and tapped Imogen on the shoulder.
She looked at me like a hound does when it thinks you are after the bone between its jaws.
"Come on. You've had enough of that. Time for something else." She climbed off of him, reluctantly.
I coaxed Ellen out from between Miriam's legs. Miriam regarded her with a mixture of idle lust and sated curiosity.
"Why don't you two take a shower. Sammy will be here pretty soon, I think."
I found my robe and donned it. I took the Travers women by the elbows, one on each side of me and we walked through the apartment, me with a towel around my middle and the two nude women. They seemed sanguine, drifting along in my grip without any internal impetus.
"Take a shower. I'll be back in a moment, a few minutes.
I'd closed the other bedroom door and I closed theirs behind them. Their clothes were in the other room, tossed away and abandoned. I walked over to the couch and sat down, feeling the week roll over me.
I opened my phone and dialed Sammy.
"Sammy?" I spoke when he answered. "Where are you?"
"Fuck, Sonny, I'm lost. I was sure I knew how to get there but, shit, let me pull over."
After some more swearing and the rattle and bang of a phone in one's hand acting as a nuisance, his voice finally returned. I got his location and then directed him to the parking garage. I told him where to park and told him to call when he was there. I'd meet him at the door.
It was possible the doorman down below would know him and let him in but I thought it would make sense to go down and meet him and bring him up. I sat there, cogitating for a moment, several actually. I about had everyone in one place and I still wasn't sure how I was going to manage things. I decided to just explain to Sammy what was what and see what happened next. I am not much for trying to format reality. Either you get it or it gets you. I guess I believe getting it is better than it getting me. Usually.
I snapped awake. I think I'd been sitting there just staring off into space.
"God, this pussy flood is trying to drown me." I was careful not to say anything pejorative about that state of affairs. My phone rang.
I answered.
"Sonny? It's Quilla."
"Quilla, how are you?"
"You knew he'd be weirded out about fucking me, didn't you?" She whispered. "He found out mom was gone and I nearly had to bonk him on the head and drag him up to my bed. He did fuck me, you know but with more moaning and carrying on than I ever heard from one man. God, you'd think he was fucking the virgin Mary on Christmas Eve while God was still out buying condoms from the devil." She snorted.
"Quilla, how nice for you. What are you calling me for?"
"To tell you he wants more of me."
"How much more?"
"I don't know. God, Sean came home with Annie and she screamed her fool head off. Seth couldn't take it and left but he's called me four times today wanting to know if Mom was home. Finally, I lied and he said he'd be right over. I think he suspects I was fucking with him just to get him over here but I also think he wanted me to, he wants me to drag him to bed again."
"Where's Sean?"
"I don't know."
"Why did you call again?"
"To see if you cared if I fucked him again. He's kinda fun, in a antiquarian sort of way. He's...he's...quaint."
"Never call a man antiquarian when he's naked."
"Oh, is that a thing?"
"Only if you're naked and I suppose it'd be for Seth Morrison in any case. Have a good time and don't break him. Your mother might want him in full working order. Is she out of town?"
"Yes. I'll be careful. If I break him, I'll keep the pieces. Mother can put him back together."
She hung up.
I staggered to my feet and went to the door behind which I'd stored the Travers women. I opened it and found them sitting on the bed, one on each side, both wearing the light green robes that apparently came with the apartment. They regarded me, giving no indication they'd had any discussion at all behind the closed door.
Miriam lay on my left, her arms over her head, the robe parted down the center of her torso. Imogen lay her arms folded across her belly, her wrists crossed, hands on each bare thigh. Both had the look. I wanted them both.
"Walk." I muttered. "No need to run." I dropped my robe and the towel around my waist.
"Mrs. Travers, you told me what you wanted." I said softly.
She nodded.
"What was it?" She didn't hesitate to answer me.
"I wanted a man, front and back. And I got that."
"So did your daughter." I pointed out to no purpose really, just commentary. I turned my eyes from her to Miriam. "Miriam, what did you tell me you wanted?" Ah, my purpose became clear. Her eyes widened.
"Sonny, please...?" She whispered.
I waited. When I didn't speak, Miriam glance sideways at her mother and then licked her lips.
"Sonny, we lied." Miriam whispered finally, her eyes squinting through her own chagrin.
"Which time?" I asked, noting I wasn't even very curious. I did her the courtesy of acting like I was though. "About what?"
"I am her daughter. Truly. We, we thought you were a little freaked out about seeing a mother have sex with her daughter so, well, we made up the story."
I regarded her, butt full of skepticism.
"Uh huh. So? What does that mean? You are having sex with your father? Or you don't want to have Imogen go down on you?" The shock on her face appeared plainly, unmistakably.
"I...."
I considered what Hassum had said, in his inimitable way. In life, you occasionally arrive at a fork in the road and you have no idea which to take but know only you can take one, do one thing and then the probability wave collapses and Schroedinger's cat appears. At that moment, I considered telling them what Hassum had said, getting that on the table for them to deny or affirm but then I didn't. No reason, I just didn't, the feint that turned out to be the right move. I felt the writhing of the curiosity in me but I was distracted by Sammy's pending arrival and believe it or not, these two and their silly charades were suddenly secondary to what was coming for my buddy Sammy. I could not imagine the sensation of having Mom pinned between me and my father because I had no father, hadn't since I was a child. He was a distant memory and one that had no potential to appear fucking Mom with me in the room, even though I'd fucked her myself by now.
I guess the idea that Sammy was about to have both mother and Aunt with his father added to the likelihood that Chris was sharing Laura with Jeb or had by now, it all bunched up behind my chest and made me bull up, filled with a distracting sensation. Miriam spoke into my silence and dispelled the emotions that I hadn't really named or given words to, the longing to have had a father...despite the perverse implications of that at the moment. In the company of such pussy and its replete satisfaction, I felt lonely. I shook my head, trying to unweb my mind from that sordid infatuation. Of course I couldn't because Alissa was going to be fucked by husband and son and I'd measure her willingness to let me push her to the limits of her endurance. Had I truly changed her? Was she going to accept Sam between her thighs again while she sucked her son?
"Sonny?" Miriam whispered. I think she sensed we were not alone in the room and that didn't refer to Imogen.
"What?" I muttered, the distraction clinging to me, whichever one you take in that way.
"I do want her." Miriam whispered, then looked over at Imogen. "I want her to go down on me. I want her to show me she's a lesbian."
I still didn't know who was fucking whom but I just didn't care. I had an image of Sammy in Ellen while she rode Sam and the distraction became all Christmasy and shit. I wanted to give the woman what she wanted. I had the thought that I was fucking up where Sid was concerned. I shrugged mentally then. If this was a test, I supposed I'd screwed the pooch by now. If Hassum was waiting for a call from Travers complaining about the treatment of his women, it wasn't going to happen.
My eyes cleared and I looked over at Imogen.
"You heard her. You got what you wanted. Now its her turn."
Imogen quit fiddling with the hem of the robe on her thigh and looked up at me.
"She got what I wanted too." She said.
I couldn't think she actually comprehended her objection so I decided I'd help her out.
"One thing at a time." I gestured at Miriam's crotch. "I think she deserves a little of your expertise." I almost made it a question, as I am wont to do but this time it just didn't seem right. "Eat her." I said, my voice rasping like my tonsils had a heartbeat.
When Imogen sat up and untied the sash of her robe, Miriam quickly loosened and stripped hers off and tossed it onto the floor. She lay back, opening her legs. Imogen did the same, becoming nude in a moment. She gazed at me.
"She is my daughter." She whispered. "Are you saying I must...eat her?"
I nodded.
"She's full of cum. Are you telling me now that you don't care for the taste of man cum?"
She flicked a little smile at me but then moved around, crawling between her daughter's open legs. She positioned herself over Miriam's bubbling pussy. Miriam's ass pulsed on the bed, rising and falling like a bobble head on a bumpy road, or a bobble pussy? Imogen leaned between the younger woman's legs and licked up the pussy before her face. Miriam groaned. Imogen looked around at me, her hands clutching Miriam's body.
"You could help, you know." She whispered roughly. As if to explain herself, she widened her own legs. She didn't wait to see if I got the hint but returned her tongue to Miriam's pussy. Miriam groaned, jerking into an immediate orgasm while Imogen plunged her tongue deep into her.
"Oh, oh, oh fucking dog!" She growled.
I almost chuckled. I'd only used that expression once I thought, and she'd picked it right up. I did get Imogen's hint. She lay with her ankles on the edge of the bed, her smooth, perfect thighs parted, y'd behind her like a formal invitation. I crawled up between her legs and lay over her back. I reached down between us and probed for her pussy. Finding it, I positioned my cock at her entrance and pushed into her. She lifted her head and groaned her full satisfaction.
Miriam opened her eyes, gazing down her body at us, her mother's face between her legs and me mounted on her back like a mounteback fresh out of fraud and so having to resort to a hot meat injection to cure what ailed her.
"Fuck her." Miriam whispered. "I knew she was no lesbian." To ensure Imogen didn't add to the discussion, she put a hand on the back of the woman's head and held it in place at the entrance to her body. In moments, Miriam jerked once and a new spasm of pleasure flashed through her.
I did my best. I ground at her from behind, getting maybe half of my cock into her. Imogen's full ass bunched between us and kept me from riding full in her. She didn't seem to mind. In fact, it wasn't clear she even noticed. Her dining pose had turned suddenly serious, her head bobbed and she hummed while she worked, since whistling was out of the question. Her head bobbed and worked, while one hand rubbed at Miriam's clit. Miriam dissolved into a cataract of coming over and over, her body jerking like she was being fucked in the ass by a strong midget. She balanced on her elbows, allowing her body to convulse freely as her climaxes possessed her.
Suddenly I remembered Sammy. Shit, I mentally went in search of my phone and found it out by the couch. Shit. I thought. I pulled out of Imogen's pussy. She groaned as I left her but didn't pause at her daughter's pussy. This was her chance to earn points towards retirement. Miriam gave no indication she noticed me get off the bed. She lay back her back arched, standing on her shoulders, her hand knotted in her black hair while her body jerked and shook with each new orgasm.
I tiptoed out of the room and closed the door.
When I checked my phone, Sammy had called three times. He left a message the last time.
"Jesus fuck the Easter bunny, Sonny, where the hell are you. Oh, well, don't answer that. Shit, I guess I'd likely ignore me too if Ellen was there butt dancing on my cock. Oh, wait, no I wouldn't! Fucking answer your phone!" Before the recording clicked off, my phone rang again. I answered it.
"Sammy?"
"No. This is Moses, I have a ten point list of shit you shouldn't do but I didn't think I needed to include don't fuck your sisters!" Sammy horse laughed. "Jesus, where are you?"
"You'd have to ask him. Where the hell are you?"
"I'm downstairs. The doorman let me in, out of the cold. He said he'd call you in a minute if you didn't call."
"I'll be right down." I had to go back into the room to get my robe. Imogen was still eating Miriam and they neither one seemed to notice I was gone. I patted myself to see if I was real. I didn't pinch myself, that always seemed extreme to me.
I left them and with a pair of slippers walked down to the elevator. I felt like Hefner, but I had no cigar and no shapely women on my arm. They were busy.
The elevator opened and I strode out into the chill of the building's foyer. Sammy was sitting in one of the chairs, fiddling with his phone. He saw me and his eyes got wide. I glanced over at the doorman. He watched me with a lascivious grin. I ought to have one of the women blow him sometime. No sense in being greedy.
"Sonny! Dude, where...what the hell? Too busy to bother to dress?"
I just gestured at him to come along. He walked towards me, slow-boating it.
"Hurry it up, asshole. It's cold down here."
He trotted the rest of the way and we got on the elevator.
"How's your week been?" He asked.
I looked over at him, wondering if he was asking or probing.
"Good." I muttered and he left it there. We rode the elevator up in silence.
He followed me down the hall to the door. I halted there, realizing that things might have shifted since I left and I might open the door on the surprising aspects of what was inside, namely Sam Honeywell. It might be just like Ellen to have him riding her draped over the couch when we walked in.
"What?" Sammy asked. "You nervous about me and Ellen? Don't be. We're, we're cool."
"Dude, this may look like a door but its really a looking glass. I know you think you know what's going on but, well, you don't, not entirely. If I open this door and you feel your eyes pop out, just pop them back into place and give me time to explain."
"Jesus, Sonny, your weirding me out. You have men in there or something?"
I rolled my eyes.
"Why do people always think the worse thing is having men fucking each other? What if it was a Shetland pony fucking Ellen?"



"Better than a jackass." Sammy said straight faced. "Hey, I don't mind men fucking men, more pussy for me!" Sammy chortled.
I confess his rejoinder soothed me somewhat. The enormity of what was before me, us had finally impacted me.
"Come in but just hold your water until I have a chance to explain." My hesitations were for naught. The living room was empty and both bedroom doors were closed. I fixed us both a scotch and we sat down. Sammy is no dummy, he sensed something was up.
"Do you remember when we fucked your Mom and Aunt?" I asked, inanely I realize in retrospect.
"Only as clear as any moment in my life. It got an Oscar in my life movie review."
"What did you remember about what we said to Melissa? About what she wanted when she came back?"
Sammy looked at me oddly, his face screwing up like he bit into an olive with the pit still in it. He shrugged a little.
"We said a lot of things." He muttered.
"Your Aunt Melissa wants to have sex with you and your father."
Sammy's eyes widened.
"Shit, is that why she's coming here?"
"Partly. There's the other thing. Do you remember that?"
Sammy shook his head.
"I don't think that much about Mom, Sonny, since you have her signed, sealed and defeathered."
"What? Defeathered?"
He shrugged.
"I panicked." He sipped the scotch and then downed it all. He extended the glass to me and I felt the role of the waiter but since I'd fucked his mother and handed her around like a bong at a hippy wedding, I didn't take any umbrage. I got him a refill. I hoped he'd had lunch or he'd fit nicely into a sandwich bag in about ten minutes.
I handed him his drink and sat down. I sipped mine, then downed it and had to go get my own refill. Poor planning. I blame the Scotch. When I was sitting again, I regarded him, searching for the right words to start down this particular primrose path.
"Sammy, your father is in the bedroom fucking Ellen." I said finally, opting for direct.
"You're shitting me." He said, his face suddenly draw and tense. "She fucking...he's...in there...!"
I couldn't read his tone of voice or his expression. The happy-go-lucky pose he greeted the world with was gone. He shook his head, not looking at me.
"She wants what Melissa wants." I said. "She wants to be fucked by a father and son." I grunted. "She calls it the Oreo fuck." I said, trying to lighten the moment.
"And Melissa is, shit, she is coming her hoping to get Dad and I in her together?" Sammy clinched his eyes closed and then opened one, carefully set down his drink. He closed the eye again and then rubbed them both with the knuckles of his hands. "Jesus, Sonny, you do know how to rattle a guy."
"I'm not done." I breathed but I don't think he heard or cared.
"My god, Mom will blow a gasket."
"And the gasket won't appreciate it nearly as much as I do." I said, still trying to lighten the moment.
Sammy lowered his fists and stared past them at me. He did not even blink.
"You mean Aunt Melissa is coming here to have sex with me and Dad together? Does Mom know?"
I shook my head and then nodded.
"Jesus, Sonny, which is it? This is kind of important."
"I know. Sammy, I'm sorry I don't mean to make light of this. I got myself into a bit of an ass crack and I am working to get out of it. I think I made a promise or two to your family without really thinking through the implications...but...." I didn't get any further.
"Holy shit, do you think? Just how do you purpose to get my father to...oh, Jesus's fucking froglegs! You said he was here? In there? Fucking Ellen? What the fuck are you thinking, Sonny? You mother...." He stopped, his mouth open, his eyes wide and his nostrils flared. His mouth clamped closed. "No. I know what you were thinking. It'd be cool for Sammy and his Dad to fuck Melissa and you threw in Ellen as a bonus. Jesus Christ in tennis shoes and nothing else!"
I patted the air between us.
"Sammy, listen, listen, I think I have the bases covered."
"Oh you do, do you?"
I could see he was skating on some really thin ice.
"Hey, listen, you know Chris is sharing Laura with his Dad, let's call him and see how that's working out."
"Oh sure, like...oh sure, do that, Sonny."
I was happy for the distraction. I knew he was being sarcastic but ignored it, his sarcasm and my knowledge of it. I picked up my phone from the end table and called Chris. He answered after a dozen rights.
"Thank you, Marie. Hello?"
I knew it was a gamble but I put it on speaker phone. That Marie was still there gave me some confidence.
"Chris? It's Sonny. Dude, I was just calling to see how things were working out."
"You mean with me and Mom?"
"And Jeb." I added to be certain we understood each other.
"Oh, he's gone. He got a call and had to go." Chris went silent.
I was thumbing through my note cards looking for something to say next but Chris rescued me.
"Sonny, did you, did you know about him? I mean, that he's like Mom? I mean before you brought him over?"
This was another one of those Y-s in the road. What to tell and what to keep to myself. I decided to stick to my own business and not volunteer all that I knew.
"Yes. I thought that Marie would fit in just fine with them and give you a little something extra."
"What does Tawny think about all this?"
I shrugged, glanced at Sammy who was watching me like an umpire in the ninth inning of a tie game and I was home base.
"I don't think she's had much time to give it a lot of thought."
"You're fucking her now, then?"
"Tawny fucks who she wants." I said, my voice dropping a little. "You know that by now. But yes, I fucked her the other night for her pleasure...and mine."
"Big of you."
"You said Jeb is gone?"
"Yes, Sonny, we both did Mom while Marie watched us. Then we did Marie and then Annie." Chris stated the situation almost without inflection, without any of his thespian chops.
"Nice of you do include Annie."
"I want to share him with Tawny. I mean, share Tawny with him."
I couldn't help it. I chuckled.
"More the first then the second. I bet she never considered...I don't know if I even told her Jeb was back."
"He's gone now, so don't go lining anything up."
"How is your father taking this?"
"You mean how is he reacting to having Mom fucking me whenever I like? He...god Sonny, I think he is wild about it. But with just Marie and Mom here, when he catches us..." here Chris grunted a chuckled. "I keep thinking of it like that, as though he is catching us. At first, it made me nervous. Mom, god, she came like a house afire when he'd walk in on us when I was taking her but then I realized that he was running to Marie and asking permission and she was giving it. I corrected that straight away." He laughed then and it was the latter day Chris.
"I told her she should come ask my permission before letting anyone catch us fucking or anything. Now, Dad asks Marie and Marie taps on the door and comes to ask if he can come watch. The last time he was gagged and bound, his knees tied together and his arms behind him. He walked like...like...I don't know what, like he was tied up. He leaned against the wall and Marie came in and asked if she could blow him while I fucked Mom. I told her no, got Mom up and had her blow him while I did her from the other end. Dad watched me like I was a stranger fucking his wife and he was tied up. He came though. Fast. Then I had Marie go down on Mom...."
"I don't need a full play by play." Like hell I didn't. What was going on in the Wills house was fascinating. I wanted to hear more but that wasn't the present point.
"So Jeb is okay with it all?"
"Why do you ask? Has he said something to you?"
"No. No, but I did sort of set that all up."
"You worried about what we're doing? A little late, don't you think?"
"Chris, Jesus, I am thinking of getting Mr. Honeywell to fuck Alissa with Sammy and I was looking for some feedback. Am I crazy or not?" When in doubt, tell the truth.
Chris didn't respond for a moment. When he did, he wasn't talking to me.
"Marie, please suck on my cock will you. Mom, come over here. That's right." There was a sharp slap and Laura's squeal. "Don't ever do that again." Chris growled.
"Sonny, listen, I have to go but as to your question...Dad has been fucking Mom whenever Marie tells him to do so but she has been keeping him for herself most of the time. She makes Mom go down on her when she's full of Dad's cum. She really likes that and Mom gets just crazy. I've fucked her a dozen times in the last few days while she was eating Marie. She comes like its more important than breathing. Then I fuck Marie and she comes. Then they both suck off Dad until he can't get a woody at all and then I fuck them while he watches, spent. What does that sound like to you?"
"Perfectly fucked up."
"Only if you think he doesn't love it. Sonny, fucking my mother with my father is the best thing that ever happened to us. God, in a few weeks we're going to do my aunts, without the Uncles. I am working to get Mom and Marie triple fucked at the same time so, I thought I'd give my Uncles a shot at the two of them. That is your doing, sharing. I never thought I'd think of it but by god, it is more blessed to share than hog it all for yourself. Shit, that's Annie and Sean. I gotta go."
He hung up.
Sammy stared at my phone like he couldn't believe that little thing could say such things and not explode. He finally looked up at me, waiting.
"Sammy, listen, I have it worked out so you and Sam can fuck Melissa tomorrow but she's got an appointment at five. So its all play and no work, so you'll have to be dull."
Sammy grunted. He finally looked at me directly.
"What the fuck are you talking about, Sonny?"
"I thought maybe you should demonstrate on Ellen. She's really jazzed up at the prospect of having a father and son in her at the same time. Your Dad is used to sharing her by now."
"You both did her?" Sammy's voice lashed out at me. There was hurt in his eyes.
I nodded. What else could I do?
"I wanted Sam to get used to that idea. He...he has an apartment just down the hall. You remember Suzanne Northcutt? She's been doing your father. That was how I met her the first time around."
"Jesus, Sonny."
"Jesus yourself."
"That's not a verb." He growled. "What's your point?" Then it sank in. "He has an apartment here? You mean this is where he...where he spends his time?"
"Fucking his other women?" I finished for him. Sammy nodded.
"I have your mother lined up to fuck a guy tomorrow night with Melissa. I wanted them to have the chance to share someone on their own. When they are done, then I thought it'd be okay for them to share Sam and then the four of you could...you know."
"Fuck?"
"Right. Fuck. Listen, Sammy, Melissa demanded it and Sam was, a, susceptible to the idea of having Melissa. I didn't know that you and your mother would actually get added in until...well, I got flummastered and had to add it in. I could tell you it was Ellen's idea and you'd probably believe me and she'd be proud to get the credit but really it was mine. It, your mother gets off on having sex with me while others are watching. She looks them right in the eyes and tells them she's mine. I thought it would be interesting to have her fuck Sam while I watched, then while you watched and, and then she'd have to watch Sam while he fucked Melissa and he'd have to watch while you fucked your mother."
"Mix and match." Sammy said dourly. "Jesus, how did this happen?" He spoke so bleakly I nearly couldn't breathe.
"Look, Sammy, there is nothing here that can't be undone, well except for Ellen. I think you do have to fuck her with your Dad...the rest, I can unravel if you..."
He shook his head.
"It's not that, not really. Shit, we all fucked Mom and Melissa and we've all contributed to the pussy kitty...."
"Hey, isn't that redundant?" That stopped him. He gave me a fierce stare then smiled a little.
"Fuck off, Sonny." He muttered. "I mean, we all have someone close to us that we've all fucked. Shit, your sisters and my aunt...Chris' aunts and, and Landon will let Darlene free...eventually. We'll all have someone. The MILF list extends way beyond what I thought it would be...but I never thought my mom and dad would end up part of it. I mean, together. I don't know how I feel about that, not really. I mean I've sort of gotten accustomed to the idea that they are getting a divorce. Now you tell me they are on the books to fuck each other while Aunt Melissa watches?" He shook his head. "My brains are omelets. I'm a cheesehead." He looked at me, his eyes glittered darkly. "Jesus, Sonny, you need to give a guy some warning."
I shrugged.
"That's why I thought of Ellen. I thought sharing her with Sam might be better than starting with Aunt Melissa, for both of you, but, if you like I have a mother and daughter in the other room who would be happy to have a man in each hole again. They can suck me and that'd add them to our list of triple plays."
"You mean the airtight express, right?"
I nodded.
He finally smiled, a bleak smile like a guy with a limp dick gives a woman who says its okay so long as he takes her to breakfast, sex and food makes a woman's clock tick. Both is best, one is better than none.
"That or whatever. Ellen really has it in for you two though. Since you do her up so fine, it makes a little sense that your Dad might have a similar chemistry with her."
"I think she likes the idea of fucking anyone that would make me fit her better." Sammy shook his head again for the umpteenth time. Then he looked at me, his face was utterly deadpan, I say deadpan because of what he said next but it seemed serious as nuts in a vise at the time and it made my stomach hurt. Then he spoke and I felt better.
"Sonny, really, does my Dad have a bigger dick than mine?"
I stared at him. Was that the classic Oedipal question? I shook my head.
"Jesus, Sammy, what a fucking question." I stared at him. Finally he broke into a huge grin, and then laughed uproariously.
"Ho, ho, ho, Sonny, you should have seen your face! God, what a look! You looked like you just slipped on your underwear that I'd smeared full of peanut butter. Holy shit you looked uncomfortable." He couldn't stop laughing.
I just sat and stared at him.
"Does this mean...?" I wasn't sure how to end that particular sentence. "What does this mean?"
Sammy braked his guffaws to a halt and panting, looked at me, wiping tears from his eyes.
"Dude, listen, you are asking me if I want to fuck my mother? My aunt? And my girlfriend? What sort of question is that?"
"No, I'm asking if you'll share them with your father?"
That did sober him up a little.
"Share my mom with my old man?" Sammy looked left then right, up then down. "Jesus, Sonny, I have no idea how to think about that, so fuck yes. I mean, how many people can say they have fucked their mom while she sucked off their father? I mean really! Isn't that a little like discovering the Amazon or the source of the Nile or that Pluto isn't a planet?"
I groaned with relief.
"Well, maybe, except the thing about Pluto, that doesn't make any fucking sense."
"I know, right. Of course it's a planet. Who wants to go tell the god of Hades that he doesn't measure up? Shit, that could get you fucked up but good!" Sammy laughed again.
I waited for him to quiet. He did and finally focused on me.
"So? What do we do now? Fuck Ellen?"
"How about if we warm up on a mother and daughter in the other room? I don't think Ellen will care much but she might. This is weird with a capital A."
"You can't spell worth a fuck, Sonny." Sammy grunted. "Show me the mother and daughter."
"I'll go get Melissa and tomorrow you and Sam can have her until four or five. After that, it'll be just you, Ellen and your dad, so I was thinking if you kept Ellen waiting, you know, tied up and watching or something while you fucked with Aunt Melissa? Not in the pussy though. She should be clean, particularly since there is every possibility that Alissa will be going down on her, so finding her bubbling with Honeywell will be risky, if she has any taste memory."
"Not to worry." Sammy muttered. "I doubt she's blown Dad in several years."
"I was talking about you." I muttered back. Sammy's eyes got wide and he nodded.
"Oh. Right. I did feed her a steady diet of cum the last time I had her to myself." He grunted. "Shit, I bet Ellen'd love to watch us doing her, me and Dad. Ellen is such a twisted perv. I believe she'd fuck outside the species if she thought it'd bring her a new and better orgasm."
"I'm going to tell her you said that." I growled.
"Go ahead. I like it when she's a little pissed off. Fucking her when she fights back is a bit of a treasure. She's always so eager to mount my sausage, its kind of cool when its just my idea. I'm always making her late to work. She fights me off but I pin her down and pump her full of cum and then send her off to work smelling like a hooker on vacation." He laughed. "So? Where are they?"
I got up and glanced at his clothing, blue jeans and a turtle neck.
"You need a shower?" I asked, not the most comfortable thing to ask a buddy. The look he gave me confirmed that sentiment. Then his face changed and he nodded.
"Clean as a whistle. I thought it was the two of us, Ellen and a pair of strange. I wanted to make a good first impression." He grinned. "I'm tasty as a lolly pop."
I was afraid to ask and so I didn't.
I pulled my robe around me and got up. I downed the last of my scotch and led Sammy to the left bedroom door. I cracked it. I could hear it, the sound of two women moaning. I opened it further and found them locked in a tight but expressive sixty-nine. I pushed the door wider.
"Jesus, is that them?" Sammy whispered at my shoulder, peering around me. I could feel him, close. His cologne wafted around us. I looked over my shoulder at him.
"God, Sammy, did you use the whole bottle? You smell like a boudoir."
"I am a boudoir, Sonny. I thought you knew."
I moved carefully into the room. Miriam was on top, dipping her head between Imogen's arched legs, standing on her elbows and knees so she could carefully maneuver her pussy around on Imogen's face. She was the first to notice us. She looked up and groaned through a gentle little orgasm before speaking to us.
"Look what Sonny brought us." She mumbled.
Imogen made some growling sound.
"Oh, sorry." Miriam said and lifted her fine ass, revealing Imogen's cum smeared face.
"I said, I can't see anything but your pussy plain."
"Abdomen." Miriam offered.
"That's it, the word I was looking for." Imogen chortled. She twisted to look around at us, peering down the long, bare thighs beside her head. "Oh my, more chocolate!"
"Mother!"
In that moment, I believed they were truly mother and daughter. I chortled.
They rolled apart and Miriam turned around so she was aimed in the same direction as her mother, that is Sammy and I were staring up their open legs.
"Let's do them both." Sammy muttered, eying them like he was afraid they were going to flutter away.
"Which one do you want?" I asked.
"Which one is the mother?" He returned, making a thing of looking back and forth between them. They both swelled up, arching their backs and raising their tits like national flags on a mountain peak. Since Miriam had spoke the word clearly before, it was pure flattery but who doesn't like a bit of flattery now and then, so long as it leads to a lot of pussy later, or in their cases, dick.
"We can switch, you know, go back and forth. Compare them."
Sammy looked at me, asking for my response to his suggestion.



"Which do you want? The daughter, I can tell you is full of father Honeywell."
Sammy's eyes tightened then looked at Imogen.
"Well, it's about time you get full of Sonny Honeywell."
I could see that confused everyone.
"He means, the Honeywell son, that's him, not me." Sammy was already undressing. I waited until he was down to his briefs and then I dropped the robe on the floor behind me.
"Beat you." I muttered.
"So? What are you waiting for? Don't tell my you're waiting on me like a gentleman should because you know I wouldn't wait."
"Just catching my breath." I returned but by then he was naked as the rest of us. We stood there at the foot of the bed, staring at the Travers women, the naked Travers women, both leaning back on their elbows, their tits bursting with pride and their legs open for business. We looked at each other and I gestured for him to go first. He crawled between Imogen's legs and up her full body, bearing her to the bed, kissing her. Her hand found his cock and directed it right to her pussy and into her. She groaned. They blended like long time lovers.
Miriam and I both watched, until I was between her legs. She turned her head and I kissed her onto her back. Her hand found me too, and I felt the plush swipe of her pussy along my stomach as I slithered up her body. When she clutched my cock, it was hard and she put it to her entrance and I mounted her. She groaned at exactly the same time as Imogen. I felt the bed relax as Sammy rose up. I was slightly behind but caught up on the downstroke, driving my cock into Miriam with competitive gusto.
Both women cried out and bucked under us. I felt the sympathetic vibrations from beside me. Miriam kissed me and her tongue carried the taste of her mother into my mouth. I chortled against her lips, realizing that Sammy was surely getting a taste of dear old dad, if any remained. Then Miriam squeezed her pussy around my cock and I lost my train of thought. Her knees slid up my thighs to clasp my sides. I released her lips. She lay back on the pillow, her black hair spilled about her head, like ink flowing onto a blank page, a poem without words, the perfect image of indescribable pleasure. Her body under me surged and her hips lifted me. Her hands tugged gently on my shoulders.
I lay down on her, sliding my hands down under her ass. I gripped her hard and pounded down into her. She cried out, pulsing with passion as I hammered her to the bed. The bed rocked as we fucked the two Travers women in perfect unison, like synchronized swimmers. We were disqualified the moment Miriam came the first time because her lurching convulsion drew me into her rhythm and I lost track of Sammy fucking Imogen. I had firm hold of Miriam's ass and was galloping along with her when I heard Sammy pant beside us.
"Change." He growled.
"What?" I gasped, not comprehending.
"Change. Switch. Fuck, Sonny, do I need to draw you a map?"
I halted my steeplechase and pulled back. Miriam objected, her hands turned to claws on my shoulders, trying to keep me in place.
"God, I loved having my mother eat me but I do so love a nice, long, hot, hard cock!" Miriam was saying. When I stopped and pulled out of her, she snarled at me. "What the fuck are you stopping for? I need to be fucked."
"Dear, I think they're switching rides." Imogen said so primly I laughed. I wrenched free of Miriam's hands and sat back. I shuffled out of the way. Sammy on his knees, clamored over the two different legs and plugged into Miriam. She stretched her arms out over her head and turned her head, like she was shy or something.
I moved between Imogen's legs and plugged in myself. I felt the slick, smooth rightness of her pussy, sliding into her, grinding down into the plush pleasure of her body. She grunted and then rose up between my planted arms and kissed me, her hands clinging to my sides. Gravity broke the kiss and she dropped under me, her tits wobbling invitingly.
"God, Sonny, I have never known such pleasure!" She hissed, making it sound like a complaint. "I never would have believed it possible, to have my daughter make love with me and then come with her with a man between my...oh...oh...legs, oh god, coming!" She cried out and arched under me.
"God, yes, coming!" Miriam echoed her mother's voice.
"Switch." Sammy chortled, dragging himself from between Miriam's spasming legs.
He sat back. Imogen had an arm around my neck so when I backed away, I sat her up. Her eyes were bleary. They cleared as I withdrew my cock from her body...no connection I'm sure.
"Sonny, god, I'm having sex with two men at the same time!" She whispered. "The same two men my daughter is having sex with."
I gave her no points for creative commentary but at least she got the essential details right. I was sinking into Miriam before it dawned on me what she was saying, almost as if she were inviting a comment from me. I bent to kiss Miriam's tits. Her hands gripped my head and tried to pop it like I was a zit. I bit her nipple to get her too let go and the bitch screamed and held on tighter. I was mounted in her and bowed my back to get at her dancing breasts. Sammy noticed and assumed a similar pose between Imogen's legs.
I pulled at Miriam's nipple, sucking at it hard, holding it between my lips and then flipping it with my tongue as fast as I could. I stayed at it too long though because I was thinking of Hassum's claim that they were both fucking the other's lover. I had an odd feeling that Imogen was trying to get me to comment on her daughter's experiences of sharing men with her lesbian mother.
I switched tits to gain time. Miriam's hands had a firm hold on my head and her thighs clinched around my waist. I just couldn't figure out how to get that particular tidbit of data into words that would make any sense. I didn't have some master plan or a profound Demesne experience, I just couldn't figure out how to put what I was thinking into words and fuck Miriam at the same time. Guess which one got left at the alter.
I released Miriam's nipple. She was panting and gasping while her middle rippled with the throes of orgasm possessing her. She reminded me of a water bed, with her inner tides breaking down around my planted cock. Her knees were bent up beside me so I did the natural thing, put my arms under her knees and bent them back towards her shoulders. That served to make breathing harder for her and for some reason, it seemed to intensify her orgasms. She bucked under me, my cock lodged in her like a rich divorcee in a hotel. I pushed her knees against her chest and slapped against her ass and thighs, fucking into her with my cock, thrusting and slapping, thrusting and slapping.
Sammy duplicated my position, so the Travers women were both bent double, being fucked at the same time. I feared that Sammy'd say "switch" and I'd let go of Miriam's shoulders and her springloaded legs would catapult me against the wall. Instead, another voice startled me.
"See? I told you they were in here fucking them." Ellen's voice dripped with amusement. "Hey Sammy, look who's here!"
I didn't stop fucking Miriam and Sammy was puffing like a dragon with a wet flint. He suddenly stopped moving and breathing altogether.
"Oh fuck a poodle in a truck!" He shouted and then he shimmered down onto the bent woman under him.
I figured he was coming. Shit, what took him so long? I'd been coming so often I wasn't sure I had any more orgasms left. I was sure intent on trying. I felt someone slap my ass.
"Hey, why don't you dismount there, buddy and let the Honeywell men fuck the Travers women." Ellen's voice was ripe with amusement.
Hell, I thought she was teasing but when I kept pounding Miriam, Ellen the bitch slapped my ass, really hard.
"Ow. Goddammit, what was that for?"
"I said get off the poor girl. She wants a little Honeywell."
I waited for Sam to object to the adjective but if he was around, he didn't speak. I kept fucking.
Ellen slapped me again.
"Jesus, Ellen, what's the problem?" I did dismount then. I expected Miriam to pop back into shape but then noticed that Imogen had hold of one ankle and Ellen had hold of the other. Between the two of them, Miriam remained with her knees close to her ears and her pussy begging for a cock plug. Realizing I was safe to release her, I pulled out of Miriam's doughy pussy and got off the bed. Miriam looked ridiculous but then fucking isn't the most graceful human endeavor ever. It's not like, say, ice skating, all smooth, formal, graceful and elegant, though come to think of it ice skating for me is more like fucking, I end up out of breath and flat on my back wondering what the heck just happened.
I got off the bed and there was Sam, mounting Miriam. He just got plugged in when Sammy looked over at him and chirped "switch." Sam looked so confused but when Sammy sat back he looked around at his son.
"What?"
"Switch. Come on, Dad, don't gum up the works. These women like variety."
"Then maybe Sonny should have stayed in the saddle. You know white women can't tell us Africans apart."
Miriam popped him on the top of the head with one hand.
"Hey."
"I know you are Father Honeywell and he is Sonny Honeywell. All we need now is Mommy Honeywell and we have a full set."
"Sammy." Sam and Sammy said at once.
"Jinx." Ellen and I said at the same time. She looked at me. I looked at her. No one moved. I think we were all waiting for someone to snicker so we could laugh so I laughed out loud.
Ellen turned on her heel and walked out of the room. I looked after her. She was naked but she appeared to be on a mission and I was curious. Sam and Sammy switched again while she was gone. She returned with the lube.
"We are running low. We need to go get some more."
"Why?" I asked, not really processing her words. I was fixated on the lube. I had a sudden desire to be in someone's ass. Ellen smacked me on in the gut with the back of her hand.
"They should get to have three men...at once. You know, the fabled Airtight Express!"
"Oh. Oh! Right." I got it.
"Let's get dressed and we'll go get some. I think I know a place."
"I bet you know all the places."
She smacked me again.
We both moved to the door. Imogen and Miriam were moaning in harmony, the black men between their legs rose and fell, thrusting deeply into them.
I had a moment. I stared at them. They were a daughter and mother fucking a father and son. Sam was in Miriam, her heels hooked in back of his knees. Sammy had one of Imogen's legs locked on his shoulder, twisting her almost onto her side, sitting on her other thigh, grinding into her. While I watched, she reached out and touched her daughter, Miriam or whoever she was. Miriam was kissing Sam and Imogen's hand went from his side to hers, back and forth as though comparing the skin. They were a father and the daughter, the mother and the son, black and white, copulating side by side. It had a quality I'd never seen before, or not noticed at least.
"Sonny?" Ellen whispered to me.
I looked at her. I think she read what I was feeling in my face.
"I know. It's, it's incredible, isn't it. Father and son, fucking mother and daughter? Black and white? God, it's like art." Suddenly she reached up and pulled my head down and kissed me hard on the mouth. "You are a fucking genius, Sonny. You did this!" She kissed me on the mouth again. We were both naked but it felt, well, sisterly, like normal people use the word. Casual and sexless, a sincere expression of affection with only the peculiar passion that such genuine affection creates. "And it will be my turn soon! Come on, let's leave them to it for a while."
"No. I like the idea of the Traver's women airtight!"
Ellen's face clouded up.
"You need to come with me. You're distracting the real artists." She set the nearly empty bottle of lube on the table by the TV. "Besides, we're about out. Come on."
I let her lead me out of the room. I heard Sam say "Switch" and I looked back over my shoulder at the door, watching Sam and Sammy bending over the Travers women, kissing them at the same time, while the women directed the cock in hand into their respective pussies.
Ellen pulled me out of the room and shut the door. She whispered violently at me.
"Sam is really nervous about this. I decided to let him alone with them. With Sammy, you know, to get used to this. He told me what this is all about. You're fucking using me."
I looked around, then looked her up and down. She was as naked as I was.
"Using you? Yeah, so? What's your point. In fact, bend over, I wasn't done."
Ellen's face crinkled into a perfect perturbation of chagrin but it was so comical I laughed. She glared at me and then moved over to the table to our right and assumed the position. I mounted her. She shivered and arched her back, shoving her ass against me, grinding us together.
"God, Sonny, I am so horny, I could fuck a light pole."
"If you had a ladder." I grunted, pulling her onto my cock. She was a small woman and yet she fit me perfectly. I felt her interior, alive with sensation, clutching at me. I felt her begin to pant and pulled out of her.
"Hey? I thought you weren't done?"
"We need to get lube. Let's get dressed."
"You do have the oddest timing. I was sure I was about to come...oh, you bastard!"
"Just teasing." I said with a grin and looked around for my clothes. Everything was in the other bedroom. We dressed and Ellen walked down with me to one of the shops she knew about that had late hours and she got what she said we needed. I bet she took twenty minutes reading lube labels. She even asked questions. I had no starch left when we finally left the little shop of whores. The men leered at me but with envy greening their eyes. One guy though seemed to pity me and that irked me until Ellen yanked me to the counter and told me to pay the man. I wanted to bend her over it first and give her a little lesson in when to shut up and when to talk but let her have it her way because, well, I'm lazy about such things. I'd even everything out with her before the weekend was over.
When we arrived back in the apartment, as soon as the door slammed shut behind us, Sammy was yelling his fool head off. We went in to see what was wrong. Imogen was pinned between Sam and Sammy. Sammy was on his back with Imogen mounted on him and Sam was deep in her ass.
"Come on, I'm about to come and she needs a cock in the mouth to be airtight." Sammy huffed from under the pile.
"Yes, god, three men, at once." Imogen huffed after.
I realized I was likely a bit sour. I shed my clothing and gave my cock a nice scrubbing before I walked over to the bed. Imogen saw me approaching and twisted out from between the two black men buried in her body. Her eyes were glazed and she seemed to rattle when she moved, with little motions that started and stopped, giving her a jerky sort of appearance, like a robot with a short.
I had to get one knee onto the bed to get close enough to her. She twisted and bent down, got one hand on my cock and held on way too tight. Her mouth approached but I had to shuffle closer to get the end to her lips. Sam continued to pump into her ass, making her buck.
"Jesus, Dad, give it a rest. She might bite off his dick if you keep bothering her." Sammy sounded a little peeved. It worried me. It didn't worry Imogen. She simply leaned in and sucked my cock into her mouth. Sam ground down into her ass and held still. She bobbed her head a few times and then found a way to push my cock deep into her throat from that odd angle without choking herself. She got it to fit clear into her throat, her face against my body. Her hand waved behind her. Sam understood and pulled back and slammed into her again. Imogen's mouth on my cock sucked hard, pulling at my cock with such suction that I nearly fainted. Then she gagged. I tried to back out but she held onto me, her throat working as she fought the gag reflex, which is to say she simply ignored it, overriding the instinct to clear her airway or, happily, to bite down. She mastered herself, cocked her head a little and took a long, careful breath, breathing through her nose.
She waved again and Sam withdrew and thrust into her again. She groaned. The sound vibrated around my cock and I felt it run up and down my spine like a coffee drinking monkey at the zoo.
I came. It erupted out of me and I literally had no control, no chance to advise anyone of my arrival at that stage. I simply gushed. Imogen glugged once, and swallowed, hard, the muscles of her neck seizing on my cock and pulling the cum out of me. I couldn't help it. I spewed and spewed. I was amazed but I think my body had adjusted to the new come schedule and had put on a second and third shift to make plenty of cum to fill the added demands of the week.
I came and came. I swear it was for like three months but that's absurd. I had a firm hold on the back of her head and she had an arm around my bare body, latching onto me while she held her head still and sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed. The rest of her body thrashed with orgasm after orgasm, even while Sam tensed and filled her ass with cum. She was still shaking from her own orgasm when Sammy groaned under her and Her torso rose up, like he exploded a little but left her intact. His hands grasped her by the hips and pulled her hard down onto him, while Sam leaned over her, losing his grip on reality. She snorted and gulped and snorted and gulped and then bucked, the final orgasm enveloped her and she clutched at me with her arm, even while my cock pulsed deep in her mouth, down into her tight, throbbing throat and her whole body cavorted inside her skin with the throes of orgasm.
She was so still, but seemed completely full of motion. Perhaps it was merely emotion because when her eyes opened and she peered up my body at me, they glistened and ran with tears.
I knotted a hand in her black hair and carefully withdrew from her mouth, backing away while she sought to release me intentionally. When my cock cleared her lips, she went limp and she dangled from my hand by her hair. For a terrible moment, I had the reverse reaction to her going limp and resisted her weight so she literally dangled from my hand, spilling out from between the two black bodies fucking her.
Sam moaned loudly first and went still, cling to her back with one arm. I realized that Miriam supported his other. Father and son were face to face, both buried inside the same woman. If I'd been one of them, I would have been thinking of Alissa and Melissa, in that exact same pose, penetrated front and back by father and son while they came with my cock in their mouths.
What? It's my fantasy, why would I leave me out of the picture? I know, I hardly belong in the Honeywell family picture but hey, they only have two cocks, its not like there is no logic to me being the one in her mouth, their mouths.
I staggered back a little, always resisting the inclination to force balance and steadiness on a body lately convulsed with a climax. If you are too quick or too steady after you come, its like saying, "well, that's done" as soon as the casket disappears in the ground and lighting up a cigar or checking your phone for emails. You might be able to do it but you shouldn't. A good orgasm should make your body not work right for a while and if that's acting then sue me, I think its just being polite.
I leaned against the wall.
"Jesus fuck a cartoon." Ellen muttered. "That never gets old."
"My god, Mother." Miriam said. "How do you feel?"
Imogen was draped out from between the two black men like white stuff squeezed out of an oreo. She roused and moved to lay down on Sammy. She moved slowly, feebly, laying her arms alongside his face. She kissed him.



"I feel wonderful." She whispered. "Like three men just fucked me."
"Three men did just fuck you, well, two men and a boy but Sonny's growing up fast. He'll be legitimate in a year or two."
"Fuck you, Sam." I muttered.
Sammy chortled.
"God, Dad, when Sonny tells you to fuck off, then it means you're in the batting rotation. Congratulations."
"He didn't say fuck off." Sam returned.
"Fuck off, Sam." I growled.
"Okay, well, then, thanks Sammy. And thank you, Sonny. Nice to know I fit in."
I could see Imogen was thrilled about it also. Still, I wanted to make some comment about seeing what his wife thought about that but couldn't get it to sound clever rather than ominous so I kept it to myself to avoid breaking the mood.
"So? Now what?" Miriam asked from the other side of the bed.
Ellen appeared in my field of vision, the one eye I had open anyway.
"There's three of us and three of them. I say we fluff them up and then you take a ride on AirTight Railroad, do not collect $200 if you pass goal."
"Fluff them up?" Imogen said dubiously.
"Well, except for the brown dirt cowboy there. He needs a good cleansing and I have just the stuff. You all take five, smoke 'em if you got 'em. I'll take Mr. Sam into the shower and get him ready for a proper cock sucking."
Sure enough, Ellen led the comatose Sam Honeywell away to the other bathroom.
Sammy sat up, spilling Imogen onto the bed between him and Miriam like she'd been deboned without breaking her skin.
"Jesus, Sonny, what did you do to her? Ellen never shares like that when it's just me and her."
"Who would she share with?" I asked, puzzled.
"I well, okay, you might have a point but still, this is just not like her."
"Well, one of two things might be at work here. Either she is looking forward to doing the Oreo with you and the old man or she's hoping to be there when she watches Alissa get it from us."
"Us? You mean you plan to be there too? Shit, why don't we just sell tickets!"
"Unless you grew a cock over night, don't you think you're going to need another cock to make them both airtight? Or is one of us unable to count?" I had a thought and suddenly I was confused. The thought had flitted through my mind like a bat chasing a flea on PCP. Then puff! It was gone.
"Fuck." I muttered. I knew it was important and I needed to do something, something I'd forgotten.
"What's the matter, now, Einstein?" Sammy asked from the bed, sitting up with Imogen draped over his bare legs, her white back gleamed against his dark skin.
I snapped my fingers and looked around for my pants. I got my phone and ambled out into the living room and plopped down onto the couch and called Chris.
When he answered I told him I needed Annie tomorrow or Saturday. I wasn't sure when but if she could be available, I'd appreciate it."
"Why are you calling me? You have her phone number." He said defensively.
"Because you said a little while ago that you had to go because Sean and Annie had arrived."
"Oh. Right, they're here. Annie seems to love the dangle, did you know that?"
"Annie loves cock, I don't care how it's delivered."
"But she loves your cock the best."
I smiled at that.
"Yeah, she's such a romantic. It's embarrassing."
"I'll tell her."
"No, I was just kidding."
"To be clean and available tomorrow. What time?"
I didn't know but asked Chris to tell her to be ready by noon anyway. I ought to know by then what was what and who was going to be in where. I'm such an optimist.
Ellen appeared leading Sam by one hand. He trudged like a truant headed to school, hamming up his obeisance. She stopped in front of me. I said good-bye to Chris and hung up.
"Yes, Ms. Collier?"
"I think everyone should clean up a little. Sloppy seconds don't have to be nasty and stinky. I called for some fresh sheets and they're bringing them up so we'll change both beds."
"God, you are so tidy."
"And organized. What I don't have in tits I make up for with brains. I'll send out a Travers woman so you don't have to make that round trip."
I groaned, suddenly exhausted. This week it seemed like I was always exhausted but I kept finding the energy for whatever came next.
I sat with my head back and my eyes closed and by golly if I didn't go right to sleep. I woke with someone kissing me on the lips, very softly, very tenderly. I flinched and cracked our teeth together. I opened my eyes.
"Imogen." I said, letting her know I recognized her.
"You were snoring."
"I don't snore."
"No, you don't. Come along, lets go get cleaned up. Ellen wants us to have a cock sucking contest."
I looked around for my phone. It had fallen onto the floor. I picked it up and checked the time. It was seven thirty. We had some time. I wanted to be showering by nine and on the road soon thereafter in case the roads were bad again. I tried to remember what day it was, oh, right, Threesome Thursday. I couldn't remember if I'd told Ellen she was coming with me to the airport. I decided to leave that alone for as long as I could, wondering if I dared haul her out over my shoulder, kicking and screaming. No, I had something better. I could deny her her Oreo and milk.
Milk. Crap, I thought of Lynn Graves and her big milk-filled tits. What would Ellen do with those dribbling before her snarling eyes? I hated to think.
Imogen was watching me. I wondered if my brain showed its thoughts on my face.
"Sonny...." She looked like she was going to say something important but then pursed her lips and extended a hand to me. "Come along."
We went and showered, giving each other a good rubbing, inside and out in her case. Fingering her to get the cum out of her pussy got her all wound up and she tried to get me to fuck her but I was conscious of the time and that we didn't want to get in a hurry when it comes to being AirTight. I teased her and finally dissuaded her with the idea that she'd have three cocks to suck in a few minutes.
I was feeling the lack of food. I hadn't had supper. I felt a little lightheaded and genuinely doubted my ability to come again. Still, I had to soldier on. I did think to ask when their flight was the next morning and said I'd take them to the airport. They were both scheduled on the same flight at eleven so I said I try to be downstairs at nine, no, eight-thirty, to make sure the TSA had time to do a cavity search on them. She smacked me. I get smacked a lot, it seems to me but at least it hasn't left a bruise yet.
We dried each other, acting the aristocrat and the slave, each in turn, then walked naked out into the other room. Ellen and Miriam were making the bed, naked. Imogen rushed to help. Watching three nude women make a bed, each striving to contribute to its perfection was amusing but then I realized they were three naked women who I could ask for sex of nearly any variety and at least get a hearing if not immediately acquiescence. Despite feeling hungry and slightly lightheaded, I got hard.
Ellen noticed first.
"Oh, god, we don't have to fluff Sonny." She giggled. "I worry about you. Are you losing weight? Muscle mass?"
"Brain cells more like it." I muttered. I went back and got a towel and wrapped it around me and walked away leaving them to finish without my supervision.
Sam and Sammy were sitting in the two easy chairs in the other bedroom. My instinct to put on a towel was right, for once. They both wore towels too. They both looked at me when I walked in.
"What? You never saw a white man with a tattoo before?"
"Tattoo? You got a tattoo?"
I grinned and sat on the bed, all spiffy and newly made.
"Sonny, we were just discussing your plan, you know, to have us, to let us, to...."
"To make mom fuck us both at the same time," Sammy concluded, ending Sam's stutter.
"I don't know if its a very good idea." He said seriously. "I mean, Alissa and I, we have some serious issues to work out and it sounds like she has moved on. I've been fucking around on her for several years now and I don't know if we can fix that by using her like a slut."
"She's not a slut. A slut never says no to anyone. She says no to everyone but me." I chuckled. "Then I say yes for her."
"Whore, then."
"A whore charges money and won't fuck unless the price is right."
"Okay, I give up. What is she then?"
"A MILF, Sam. Alissa is a big, black, beautiful MILF."
"Well, even as an activated MILF, I wonder if she will want to have sex with the husband she's pissed off at."
I shrugged, sitting back on my hands.
"I don't know for certain but Sam, I guess I look at it like this. You two have been pissed off for a few years and not gotten divorced." He started to say something but I held up my hand. "I don't care about the details, the whys and wherefores, I just think that if you can have sex again, it will either put an end to the situation or open the door to restarting the relationship, on a different basis, I'll warrant but if the issue isn't who you sleep with anymore, check that, who you fuck or who fucks you, then it becomes just an issue of sharing a life. You two have been together a long time and shitcanning it because one of you got randy and fucked the wrong person might not be the best reason."
"It might be the only thing that matters."
"And having sex like this might be the way to make that absolutely clear."
"What if I don't want it to be clear?" Sam asked seriously.
"What if I want it to be clear?" Sammy asked, equally serious.
I shrugged my shoulders. I felt the fatigue in my bones.
"Look. Nothing is set in stone. Tomorrow, you tease Melissa and make Ellen crazy and tomorrow night, you can have Ellen to share for the night, after I pick up Melissa. At that point, we won't know anything more than we know now but by Saturday we might. Nothing is set in stone. I just thought it might be interesting, to see if you guys could fuck together, since that's one thing you haven't tried yet. I mean, if things are broken, will it make things worse?" I gestured at Sammy. "He isn't going to stop fucking your wife, Sam."
Sammy made to speak but I gave him a look and he got the message. It wasn't complicated, don't talk was all I asked and he obeyed my instinct. This conversation was Sam's doing, I understood and Sammy seemed to bear that out by keeping silent.
"I'm not going to stop fucking your wife. She has turned into an incredibly sexual creature and I just thought it might be a good thing to share her with you."
"I don't think you can."
"What do you bet that I'm wrong?" I didn't let my gaze waver. I held Sam's eyes until he looked away. "More to the point, what if I'm right and I can get her to mount one of you and offer ass and mouth to the rest of us. Will you take her that way, filled with cock that you didn't offer her?"
Sam looked like I'd stomped on his instep.
I pointed at his face and the pained expression on it.
"See? There's the issue. It's not her that is confused, she'll do what I tell her to do. I guarantee you that and if she doesn't then she's yours anyway, I'd expect. When she finally tells me 'no' and hands me back her collar...."
Sam's eyes widened.
"Collar? What the hell are you saying? Collar! Collar?"
"Dad, Sonny put a collar around her neck and she let him. It's her way of letting us know that she's Sonny's. The other MILFs, Laura Wills, Natasha Rossini, Kyla Clark and Annie Kingston the honorary MILF, all have his collar on. He uses them for sex and I know Mom loves it. The others, I don't know but I think they do too. He, I think I've figured out his tactic. Sonny just tells them to do what they already want to do. It's like he gives them permission."
The door opened and in trooped three naked women.
I noted for the first time that the Travers women didn't have my collars on. I wasn't sure what that meant or if it meant anything. That I hadn't noticed meant I was either slipping or clever. They certainly hadn't refused to fuck us because I forgot to insist they wear the collars.
The three naked woman lined up at the foot of the bed and got to their knees, closed their eyes and opened their mouths. Their hands were clasped at the small of their backs. We three men looked at each other and then together looked at the naked women. I stood up and dropped my towel. I went to the one on the left, Miriam, and laid my lank cock on her extended tongue. Sitting around chatting with Sam hadn't been all that inspiring.
Miriam's lips, however, closing around the end of my cock proved to be very inspiring. She sucked half of my cock into her mouth. Neither Sam nor Sammy moved but just sat and watched. I wondered if it was because they felt things weren't resolved. I pulled my increasingly turgid cock out of Miriam's mouth and moved to Ellen. She peeked. I touched her tongue with the end of my cock and she slurped it in. She pushed it deep as it would go and gagged. She sat back, chagrin on her face.
"Shit, Sonny, let me try again."
I hadn't moved. She sat up again, this time with her eyes on my cock. I noticed Imogen was watching her too. I glanced at Miriam. Her eyes were still closed. Ellen's lips nibbled at the end of my cock. I didn't move. She wavered on her knees, then opened her mouth wide and pushed her head onto my cock, sucking as she did. It lodged in her throat and she sealed her lips, sucking hard on my cock. It swelled, not getting fully hard yet.
I pulled out of her mouth and moved to Imogen. I felt stupid but this was Ellen's show. I knew she'd orchestrated this and the Travers women had gone along with it. Imogen just sucked on the part off my cock she could fit comfortably into her mouth. Still, it was enough and I got hard. I was a little lightheaded and knew I needed to eat. I pulled out of her mouth.
"Sammy, you want the Travers ass this time?"
He nodded.
"Sam, you need to get fluffy and get on the bed." I went and sat down. I saw the flash of disappointment on Ellen's face. The competitive little bitch wanted a cock sucking contest and thought she'd win hands down. No way was I getting into that cosmic ass crack. Tell one women she's the best and the others might resort to using their teeth, which by all accounts would be bad for Sonny. I'd have to fuck 'em all from behind just to be safe. I only feel rich if I have options.
Sam started with Imogen and she gave him the same spitshine she'd given me. Ellen deep throated him and looked smug when he emerged hard. Instead of letting Miriam suck him, he lifted her up and they got onto the bed. He lay down and she lay down on top of him and they began to kiss. He rolled her onto her back, kissing her voraciously the whole time.
"That pose suggests something entirely different." Ellen whispered.
"Ellen...." I began to quickly.
"I know. Shut up, Ellen."
I nodded.
On the bed, Sam mounted Miriam. She squirmed under him, her tan legs looped around him, opening her up totally to his penetration. He lifted his ass and drove down into her a few times until she squelched with his downstroke. She was wet and ready. He pulled out of her and shifted her to the side and lay down. Ellen growled and got to her feet.
"Fine." She said and helped get Sam arranged, draped over the pillows. Miriam sat up and watched. When Sam was arranged, she mounted him, fitting herself down onto his cock. He groaned as she settled down onto him.
Imogen got up and walked around the bed to the right side. She bent and kissed Miriam on the mouth. Sam put a hand up on each woman's breast, massaging them both at the same time. Somehow it had gotten to be a quarter after eight. I had lost an hour somewhere along the line. I felt rushed. I hate that feeling when my cock is hard and the women in my sight are nude. I like that ambling feeling, the casual sensation of seeking the exact right pace and pressure to bring her to orgasm and me too.
I forced myself to sit still. If I was late, what would Melissa do? I reasoned. It was a rhetorical question but I doubted she'd do anything before calling me to see where the fuck I was. Where was my phone? Shit. I had to go get it in case she called.
By the time I got back, Ellen and Imogen were lubricating Miriam with their fingers, not at the same time but first one then the other. Miriam was posed over Sam, her hands planted beside his head, her hair curtained her bent head. When I drew closer, I heard her panting.
"Sonny's back." Sammy said, rising. He dropped his towel. He didn't need fluffing but he still went around to Imogen and had her suck on him before moving to Ellen to get lubricated himself. He crawled onto the bed behind Miriam and positioned his cock at her asshole and pushed. She groaned loud and long as he pushed steadily into her body from behind.
She lifted her head and looked around. Imogen held out a hand and Miriam took it. She lifted up, bending her back so that her ass remained positioned to receive Sammy's cock but she appeared to be upright. Ellen offered her a hand and the two women held her hands, helping her balance with a cock in pussy and ass.
"Oh god, Mother, I think I can come like this."
Sammy backed up and pushed further into her. The tremors started small, little shimmies in her hips but soon they rippled up her torso so that she was thrashing between the two black men, her whole body bucking as orgasm after orgasm flashed through her. She grunted at the start of each wave of pleasure then hissed through her teeth while I convulsed her. Ellen and Imogen held her by the hands. Her shoulder twitched and her head rolled around, painting her face with her black hair, streaking it like fall branches naked against a sunless twilight sky.
Miriam stopped moving, her head bent back over her shoulders. Sammy was plowing into her over and over again, going deeper and deeper. She held still until he molded his body against her fine ass, penetrating her ass fully with his cock.
"Sa...sa...suck." Miriam panted. I got up and walked over beside Imogen. The woman took her daughter's hand and placed it around my cock. Miriam opened her eyes and straightened. Her body bucked once and she squirmed a little then leaned forward. She pulled at me and leaned towards me. Sammy continued to pump in and out of her ass. Sam lay still under her, his black fingers splayed around her ribs just below her tits.
Miriam drew me close to her mouth and then extended her neck and pulled my cock into her mouth. She moaned around it, vibrating her mouth on my cock. I felt it, a stark sensation that ran through me. She pushed her face onto my cock, pressing harder and harder, panting and hissing around it as it passed past her tongue and into her throat.
For a moment, she couldn't breathe and she backed up but then pushed harder and let my cock fill her mouth and her throat. She groaned, she pushed harder and my whole cock thrust deep into her mouth. She sucked on it hard. The hand she'd looped around my waist, released me and she waved at Sammy. He resumed pumping into her ass. She grunted each time he rammed against her ass. Her ass bulged between them, pale swells against his dark body, appearing so plush and fine.
She sucked hard on my cock and then went still. Sam began to rise under her, lifting her every so slightly, grinding up into her from below. She groaned again, gasping around my cock, backing off of it. Her eyes had closed when her lips found my cock but now she opened them and tried to look up at me. The angle was difficult. I reached out and lay a hand under her cheek and held her face. She closed her eyes and waved at Sammy again. They rocked her back and forth as they fucked her between them. She groaned and I felt the orgasm swell up and swamp her. It was unmistakable, the way her mouth roiled around my cock and her throat tightened, holding my cock tightly in its firm confines.



She hadn't had air for a while and I knew this moment was about over. She grunted and bucked down on Sam then back against Sammy, buried in her ass. Sammy groaned and clung to her hips, sealing their bodies together. Sam continued to bob between her legs, punching up into her from below with impressive regularity and force. She had an arm around my waist again. She finally struggled free of my cock, gasping and heaving into the silence.
I glanced at the clock. Shit, it was twenty to nine. We needed to go. I stepped back. Miriam didn't notice. She wavered like a tree cut and ready to fall. She flopped down onto Sam's dark chest and they kissed. Sammy pumped at her ass, slapping against her ass with regularity.
I gestured to Ellen. She looked at me uncomprehendingly.
I waddled around the bed, my cock hard and preceding me in all its glistening glory. I took her by the hand and we went to the other bedroom and showered again.
"I'm not dirty, Sonny!" She said at the door of the shower.
"Then this is to cleanse your dirty soul," I said, and drew her in, under the water.
I was searching for something to convince her to leave willingly but had nothing so I mounted her against the shower wall. She groaned and came. The titillation of watching the other woman did its job with her. She was lit up by the milieu as I'd hoped and came nearly the moment I ground our pubic bones together. I pulled out of her and rinsed off. She leaned against the wall, glowering at me.
I shut off the water.
"Ellen, they need some time alone, without you there. This thing about them and Alissa, it needs some more consideration. I'd like you to come to the airport with me, give them some space."
"And the Travers women won't interfere? You'll leave them to fuck them to death while I ride shotgun?"
I nodded, then shook my head.
"They are leaving in the morning. It has nothing to do with them so it's like having the TV on. You, on the other hand...."
"Me on the other hand need Honeywell cock in both sides of me, and frankly Sonny, I don't much care if there is a cock available for me to blow or not. I doubt I'll be able to reach it so you'd have to get a lot closer to the other two naked men."
"If they don't have time to adjust to what this means, if it changes anything, there may not be anything for anyone." I fibbed a little right there. I did. I know it but I decided I wanted them to have the Travers women to themselves, to share or hoard as they liked. "Leave the mother and daughter with the father and son and come with me. I'll introduce you to Melissa. Aunt Melissa."
Ellen squinted at me.
"Does she eat pussy?"
"Yours, for sure." I said.
"Okay."
"You hungry?"
"I could eat. And no, I ain't getting on my knees. I want something more than a little leftover sausage."
I thought that was cheap and a cheap shot but I was ravenous. We agreed to shower and did, together. It was incredibly companionable, like we were six again and cousins or something and our Mommies were taking naps. We got dressed and she poked her head into the other room, the one where the actual artists were fucking and told them we were going to get something to eat. Someone asked us to bring something back; it had to be Sammy, that skinny fuck is always hungry.
We made it all the way to the elevator before I realized I'd made a mistake.
"Shit," I muttered turning back.
"What's the matter?" Ellen had asked, grasping my elbow.
I realized then we'd both walked out without our coats. I opened the door and we retrieved them. I felt her temptation to tiptoe in and take a last look at the Mother-Daughter, Father-Son tableau all in black and white but I pulled her along out of the place. We'd just gotten to the car when my phone rang.
It was Dalia.
"Uh, Sonny, where are you?"
"Downtown." I said evasively. I opened the car door and Ellen and I piled in to get out of the bracing cold. I started the car.
"I think you better come home. Now."
Dalia was using her "Mom" voice but it didn't work.
"I can't. I have an errand to run."
"Cancel it. You need to come home. Right now and I mean right now!" Her voice twanged with an urgency she almost never expresses. Dalia was most like mom, excitable but even-keeled. She could enjoy the moment but it rarely overcame her.
"Dalia, what's the matter?"
"You better just come home."
"Is someone hurt?" I asked, worried.
"No, not really, I mean not much. Not hurt exactly...can you come home?"
"Listen, Sis, I have to pick someone up at the airport. I can't be late. This is what cell phones are for, to communicate with each other so we don't have to be in the same place at the same time to have full understanding. Can't you just put it into words so I know what the problem is? If it's serious, I'll come home and work out something but if its...I just want to be the one to make that judgment, okay?"
Dalia sighed, sounding much more like Georgia using her "put upon" tone of voice that she used with her "I'm such a martyr" look. I knew better. Martyr's blow up and end up in pieces. Heaven is full of jigsaw puzzles as near as I can figure. Who's putting them together? Oh, right, the virgins, they don't get distracted.
"All right, Sonny. There's a naked woman here. She arrived in a taxi, naked and I had to pay the toll for her. You owe me $26.40."
"Shit, Dalia, you mean you didn't tip the guy? That's bad luck."
"Okay, you own me thirty bucks. Why is a naked woman arriving at our house in the middle of the night?"
"It's not even ten yet. Do you have a name? That might tell me something."
"She was here this weekend, when you and your friends fucked Tawny and Georgia."
"Oh, great, that narrows it down." I was being all snide and sarcastic but it did narrow it down a lot. Not enough but a lot."
"A name, Dalia." She was sounding like Tawny but I knew this part of her personality, she liked to extend the drama when she had control of it. She thought declarative sentences were for pussies.
"Oh, all right. You're no fun. Its that short woman, right, Holly something game."
"Romelingame?" Uh oh, I thought. Trouble in paradise. "Let me speak to her."
Holly was weeping by the time she was close enough to the phone for me to hear her and for a couple minutes she made no sense at all. With fits and starts I got the story. She'd mouthed off and Gary and Marjorie had shown her the door. As near as I could figure out, she had to ask at the neighbor's house to get a cab called and borrow a robe. She'd been out on the street in high heels and thigh highs.
"That must have been a bit chilly on the ol' nipples, Holly." I muttered, to which she responded "fuck you, Sonny" and then gasped.
"I think I see the problem here. So much for that idea." Shit, shit, shit!
"What, Sonny? You giving up that easy? After two days?"
"Almost, and what should I do?"
"Talk them into taking me back."
"Why? Why would I do that?"
"Because, you love me?"
I understood the question. I shook my head. This woman hadn't been with me even a week and she was way more trouble than all the MILFs put together, but...she was right, I did like her, like. I liked her. Love is a little strong but being in her situation a little hyperbole can be forgiven.
I sighed.
"What did you do, Holly?"
"Marjorie asked me to go down on her neighbor, wanted me to go next door and offer to eat Mrs. What-ever-the-fuck-her-name-was."
"See? Right there's the problem. You can't ever do that. You have to always be respectful of what they want of you, even if you don't want it."
"I was but I didn't want to do that."
"The whole point, Holly, is to convince Master and Mistress that no matter what they tell you, you'll always cover for them by doing it."
"Cover for them? What do you mean by that?"
"Never let them know they made a mistake, a mistake you'd suffer for. When you suffer, they'll know and that's why you do it, so they understand that no matter what they do, you'll follow their instructions. It makes them careful and, well, you know, careful. Cautious, that's the word, cautious about pushing you around your boundaries. They just need to know that no matter what they do, you won't hold it against them and will move earth and water to make sure they don't look bad."
"You can't move water...but I get what you mean. Sonny, convince them to give me another chance. This is hard for me."
I paused, sorting through my options. Melissa was due in a couple hours. Crap.
"Okay, fine. I'll call them."
"I'll send you their numbers. Try Gary first."
"There you go again. Just shut up and let me be the master. It's more fun that way. I'm not the one who likes to strap you for disobedience. I like to keep ahead of you, guiding you into the very pleasure that will surprise you."
"We all have our limitations, Sonny."
I let that pass, mostly because it was true but more because I was out of time.
"Send me the numbers."
She did. Rather than take her foolish advice, I called Marjorie first.
"Mrs. Romelingame?" I asked when she answered.
"Yes. Who's this?"
"This is Sonny Duncan."
"Honey, its that nice young man from the mall. Do you want to speak to him?" There followed some clinking and banging and a male voice came on the line.
"Mr. Duncan, if this is about Holly, I'm afraid she just didn't work out."
"I know, I get that. I am sure that was my fault. I was completely enthralled with your wife and wanted Holly to be what she wanted but I believe I was overly optimistic. She wasn't ready and I knew it but now she knows it. I think things will progress much more smoothly after this."
"Yes, and I wish you good luck with her. I'm sure she'll make some man very happy."
"Mr. Romelingame...."
"Call me Gary. Mr. Romelingame is my brother or my departed father."
"Fine. Gary. You and I both know that Holly will never fit anyone as well as she fits you, for a number of reasons I am not going to enumerate." I paused but he offered no rejoinder so I plunged onward. "I think she has great potential. Given a woman of her strong personality and significant intelligence and wit, having her on a collar would be an accomplishment and an incredible pleasure, don't you think, sir?"
"Well, I suppose so."
"Surely you didn't think that breaking her to her knees would be a short term process, did you?"
"Well, no. Not really. Now that you mention it, I was a little surprised at the progress...but Marj just wasn't enthused about being party to this..."
I cut him off.
"Surely you think that's part of the fun, right? And worth it?"
"Yes, but Marj doesn't have my patience. She gets agitated when...when someone resists her suggestions. She's just that way."
"But if I agreed to work with her...?"
"Why should we think that you have any skill in this. I admit you have shown some ability with Holly but you are talking about a profound change in her. You and I both know...."
"What if I brought you some of my work to date? Gave you a chance to see what I can do?"
"What? What are you talking about?"
"Perhaps I could bring you a woman broken to the collar already and let you see just how delightful it is to have her around. Perhaps you'd get a taste of what it might be like to have Holly broken to the collar for you. Then it might seem more worth the trouble and the risk."
"Risk? What risk are you referring to?"
"Failure, Gary. If it doesn't work, what do you lose? What does Holly lose? Things go back to the way they were, right?"
"Right."
"So let me bring you a little blonde slave for you to have for a day or two or three and you can see how it works. This would be the goal we both will work towards, we three I mean because Marjorie must be part of it."
"Marj doesn't have my patience. Well, you don't, not when it comes to Holly! Fine, you talk to him."
A moment later, Marjorie Romelinegame's voice came onto the phone.
"Just what are you talking about?"
I hesitated then made my bed and proceeded to lie in it.
"You may have dismissed Holly, Mrs. Romelingame but a deal's a deal. I'm coming by in a few minutes and I'm going to fuck you. Did you offer Holly to Gary along with your own ass?"
Silence.
Now the whole story was coming out.
"I well, not so much."
"Did you mention to your husband that you traded your ass for Holly, since he wasn't fucking you and now, even though you kicked Holly to the curb, you are still on the hook, so to speak?"
"I...."
I didn't let her gain any momentum at all.
"And did you offer Holly to him with your own ass for him to fuck any time he wanted, like we agreed?"
"I..." she stuttered, waiting for me to interrupt again but this time I stayed on the sidelines. "I, well, no."
"Did he fuck Holly while you watched?"
"No. Certainly not."
"Wasn't that the deal? That he got both of you or neither and you'd get him and me, or actually, I got you to do with as I liked, to give away as I wished? Did you mention those terms to him?"
When she spoke this time, her voice was extremely small.
"No sir."
"I'll be there in a few minutes to fuck you. If you want to explain things better to your husband, that might be the best time to do so. And I know Holly is a problem but you have to want her to succeed or she won't. I know that and you know that. Do you know what it means to pull a train?"
"Like with a locomotive engine?"
I cleared my throat.
"Hardly. It means to fuck a half dozen men in a row without taking a break. It means having five or six different cocks in you one after the other."
"Oh." Her voice shrank further.
"Would you like to be the one pulling the next train?"
Her pause to think about that was instructive.
"Well, I'd need to have a little warning...." Her voice warbled and I had her. This woman was imperious but given the chance to spend an evening on her knees and those very same knees got weak.
"Listen, you figure out a fantasy, a sex fantasy that you think I can't give you and challenge me to arrange it. I'll offer you that if you give Holly another chance. I'm bringing over one of my success stories to spend some time with you and Gary and I expect him to fuck her, and you, as often as he wants. You have maybe half an hour, forty-five minutes to make sure your husband understands this properly so that the next time Holly is in your house, he'll view her as his to fuck. Understood?"
"Yes sir." She whispered.
"Good." I hung up after asking her to text me their address.
I glanced at Ellen sitting shivering in the gloom. I expected her to bitch about the cold.
"Jesus, Sonny, I believe you're growing up. That actually made me sort of hot."
"Sort of?"
"I've been on a low boil the whole day so you shouldn't get all technical at just this moment. What the heck was that all about?"
"Oh, I was just training a pussy to the collar and it isn't working out so well." I waved a hand at her and dialed the Wills house number.
"The Wills Residence, this is Marie."
Wow, she sounded so formal, I almost saluted.
"Tia Maria? This is Sonny."
"Oh, Mister Sonny! How are you doing? You coming to fuck Tia Maria or do you want that ugly bitch Laura Wills?"
I goggled and then chuckled. Whatever they were working out was not much of my business.
"Marie, is Chris there?"
"No, Mr. Chris is at play practice."
"Is Mrs. Wills there?"
"Yes, she is dangling down in basement."
"Ah. Is Mr. Wills there?"
"No, he had to leave on business."
"Let me speak...no, better. Have Mrs. Wills prepared to leave with me in half an hour. She needs to be clean inside and out and be dressed to kill. Know what I mean?"
"Dressed very sexy, to kill, mean very sexy, yes?"
"Yes. I'll call Chris and clear it with him. If he objects, I'll call you back and make other arrangements." I hung up and called Chris. He answered immediately.
"Uh, Sonny, do you have ESP or something?"
"Not that I know of, why?"
"Because your girlfriend is blowing me just now. Ow, bitch, stop it! She let me know she has teeth." Chris chortled.
D. Debra was blowing Chris? Cool I didn't let that distract me.
"Say, Chris, I was wondering if I could have Laura for a day or two or three? She might be able to help me out with a little sticky wicket I'm dealing with. I thought maybe I'd use her for a day or two or three."
Chris muttered something and told me to hang on. He then asked me to repeat myself. I did.
"You want, uh, Laura? For how long?"
"I don't know, a day at least, maybe as long as three. If it's longer I'll let you know."
"She's yours, isn't she?"
Technically, that might have been true. I could see I needed to renegotiate my renegotiation but that was a strategic matter and I was juggling a tactical matter at the moment.
"I'd be rude just to run off with her and it would confuse Marie. How's she working out?"
"Tia Maria, Marie...did you know she was my father's mistress, before she came here?"
I gulped, wondering what that indicated. Was Chris guessing or had Jeb got put into the position where he had to come clean.
"Is that something we need to discuss now?"
"I haven't told Mom, if that's what you mean. Dad confessed to me after Tia Maria insisted that he do so. She was very persuasive. Did you know about them? You know...?"
"Chris, I'm running short on time, can we jaw about this another time? I just want to know if I can have Laura for a while?"
"Sure. Go ahead."
"Why don't you intercept Lydia Favors and start balancing the books with Sean."
"Annie is sure happy he's gotten sidelined. She's been entertaining him all week."
"Good for her. Chris, can I have Laura?"
"If I can have Tawny...."
I cut him off.
"She doesn't wear my collar. That's up to you. She might enjoy getting to know Maria a little better."
Chris chuckled.
"I'm just fucking with you, Sonny. Laura would love to have you use her. This is like that, right?"
"She'll be on her knees with her mouth open, I'm sure."
"Then sure. Go ahead. I just didn't want Marie's preferences to be forgotten. Mom has been mighty uncomfortable a couple times because Marie was happy with her."
"Okay. I'm heading there now." I hung up and started the car. I was calculating so hard that I just ignored Ellen. The Wills residence was beyond Gary Romelingame's house, with respect to the airport. My house was on the way to the airport from the Romelingame's. I was certainly going to be late. I was still calculating whether to tell Melissa or make her call when I pulled into the Wills' drive. I turned off the car and in that moment realized I needed to give her some heads up or she might contact Alissa and screw up my surprise for Alissa, though that might have been scrambled the moment I included Melissa in the trade to Jamie St. Vincent.
I told Ellen to stay in the car and went to the door. Marie answered it, dressing in a crinoline black and white maid's uniform that fit her to the T. She looked commanding and hot at the same time. Laura was dressed in a long pleated gray skirt and a see-through blouse with only a half-bra underneath. The red blouse didn't touch the waistband of the skirt so skin showed all the way around. Laura looked fantastic. She didn't even speak but stood with her head down, trembling.
"Does Mistress Laura look a-ok?" Marie asked.
I nodded mutely.
"Miss Laura, here is your coat. Be good, now."
I escorted Laura Wills out of her house, aware I was leaving her house to a strange woman, but considered it a good option since Jeb was the one who introduced her to this part of the world. I put an arm around Laura and felt her trembling in her thick, winter coat. She carried a bag. I stopped at the back door of my car.



"What's wrong, Mrs. Wills?" I asked seriously.
"Oh god, Sonny, you don't know what its been like, these last few days."
"Oh?" I asked noncommittally, not wanting to spine the story with my words. I wanted her review.
"Hold me, Sonny, just for a moment."
I turned to her and she snuggled against me, put her arms around my neck and looking up at me. Her body stopped trembling.
"Oh god, Sonny, I have been so aroused for so long, it is good to feel your arms around me, so I can relax. That woman scares me. Women are so hard on other women anyway but she, my god, she is utterly dominating and I get so aroused, I don't know what to do! I can't express it, she spanks me. I have welts on my ass because I disobeyed so often and got things wrong. She is very exacting and precise and expects me to be." Laura chuckled. "Jeb gets no better treatment. Did you know about him?" She shook her head. "I didn't. My god, he does love to fuck her, though and she has him wrapped around her little finger. If I wasn't there with him, I'd be laughing at him but I am no better off. At least he got to leave the country."
"You are getting some time away too. I'm going to give you to some people. Get in the car. I'll explain on the way."
She did and I did. I told her about Holly and what she wanted and what Gary wanted and what Marjorie had done. I told her she needed to figure out what Gary had been told so I could correct things if I needed to. She sounded so bubbly and happy, I felt a little guilty. Then I remembered who I was dealing with and that feeling faded. I was pulling up to the Romelingame house, a sprawling ranch that must have been fifty years old from the lay out but had been updated. Here is where the Romelingame money was, I saw now.
Ellen took that moment to remind me of her presence in the car.
"Hey ass hole, aren't you going to introduce me to your little sex slave here?"
"No. But I'll introduce her to you. Laura Wills this is Ellen Collier."
"Oh yes, she works for Alissa and she's sexually involved with Mrs. Honeywell's son, Sammy." Laura sounded so formal, I nearly laughed.
"Ellen, this is Mrs. Laura Wills, one of the original MILFs in Sonny's Harem. Happy?"
"Delighted." Ellen sounded morose, which I understood to be because suddenly she wasn't the center of attention.
"Stay here, Ellen. I don't want to confuse anyone with you and you'd confuse Confucius. I'll leave the keys so you won't freeze. Don't steal my fucking car or its no dick for you for a month."
"Dare you to try."
"I could have Sammy stocked up on pussy for the next month and he'd never even miss you."
"Oh, fuck you, he'd miss me plenty!"
Her vehemence surprised me but I didn't stop to think about it. I opened the back door for Laura and escorted her up the winding walk to the front door of the house. It had a long porch along the front as early 20th century houses had, to shield it from the sun and provide shade to sit in out side the hot house in summer. The chimes were stately and grand, sounding almost like notes from a large pipe organ.
"Uh, Sonny?" Laura spoke from deep inside her fuzzy, fake fur coat, white with black spots with a high collar.
I looked around and she had a hand out, a delicate little silver chain in it.
"Oh, good thought." I muttered. The other end was attached to the golden collar around her neck.
The door opened. A middle aged man who had once been handsome but now looked a little doughy around the edges regarded me for a moment without speaking.
"Mr. Duncan?"
I nodded.
"Is your wife home?" I asked. By this point in my week, I was in no mood. "I'm here to fuck her."
"So she said", the man said. "I'm Gary Romelingame. Please come in." He looked like he was in shock. He had coal black hair, wavy with a flip texture that reminded me of Buddy Holly. Of course it might have been the black rim glasses.
I followed him into the house. He just left the door and walked down into the sunken living room. Mrs. Romelingame sat on the couch, her bare legs peeking out from under an expensive silk dressing gown. Her feet were bare and I stared. I'm not really into feet but hers were sexy. They struck me as sexy and that weirded me out a little. I couldn't stop staring at them. Her toes wiggled at me and I looked up at her face.
"Hello, Sonny." Mrs. Romelingame whispered from her perch on the couch.
I ignored her or tried to. I didn't remember her being that shiny. Her hair was tangled, falling about her face. I turned to look at Gary.
"Mr. Romelingame, I spoke to you on the phone?"
He nodded. I was not surprised he wasn't all that chatty.
"This is Laura Wills. She's mine." I turned to look at Laura. She trembled with excitement. "Mrs. Wills, won't you take off your coat?"
"Mrs. Wills? Where's her husband?"
I got it that the whole wife of another man thing might have some tenderness for him. Laura shrugged off her coat. I took it and lay it over a chair. She looked around.
"Laura, I did get to see what you are wearing, show us please."
She understood precisely what I mean. With both hands she dragged her long gray middy up her legs until she could grasp the lower hem, and then she lifted it high up over her waist, exposing her legs and ass. She wore a garter belt and stockings but nothing else.
"As you can see, Gary, she's ready to be fucked. Just so you know I'm not kidding...Laura, please suck my cock."
Mrs. Wills got immediately to her knees and opened my zipper. My cock was dog tired and I felt it. She fished him out of my trouser cave and exposed him to the fresh air. She held it delicately in one hand and kissed the end and then up the wriggling shaft. I willed it hard as hard as I could but I got nothing. It was at that moment I felt scared. I think Laura sensed it because she moved the end to her mouth and slurped me inside. Her tongue went to work on me and she stared up at me as she sucked me. When she began to hum, I felt it and my body quivered a little. I felt the response and relaxed. My cock grew hard in her mouth. She continued to suck me until I was fully erect and my skin was stretched so tight I felt thinner. The woman could suck cock!
I tapped on her head and she backed off of my cock, leaving it bobbing luridly before her eyes, which fixed on it like a setter on point. I gestured to her to stand and helped her to her feet. I turned her and guided her to the back of the lounge. She immediately bent over it, planting her hands in the seat.
Her skirt draped over her ass. I wadded it up in my hands until her ass appeared. I pushed it onto the small of her back, exposing her. I waddled up behind her and entered her. No foreplay, no niceties, nothing, just a straight plunge into her blonde goodness. She groaned and her ass wiggled against me. I was deep in her and she felt soft, gooey and flush with erotic zeal. I gripped her by the hips and pumped into her a few times. She cooed a little.
I looked over at Gary. He stood watching us, his face masked with a studied disinterest. I pulled out of Laura and she moaned a little, sounding so very disappointed at the sudden vacancy.
"Care for a go?" I asked after stepping away from the bent blonde. Gary glanced at his wife and shook his head.
"I know, your wife is right there. Unless you've fucked another woman in front of her before, this must seem strange to you."
"You have no idea!" Gary responded.
"You sure you don't want a little sample? No hurry. I'm leaving her with you and Marj for as long as it takes to convince you of two things. First, that I can manage to convert Holly into the woman you desire and second, that having a woman in a leash and collar can be really wonderful." I waited but he just stared at the floor. I shrugged. "No matter.
"Laura, why don't you crawl over to Mrs. Romelingame and give her a little taste and by that I mean, go down on her, not sit on her face."
Laura didn't even turn around and scowl at me for implying she was stupid. I wanted to be precise and that took some specificity that sounded a little haphazard to me. Mrs. Wills did crawl over to the couch. She brooked no resistance from the woman. In moments, Laura had Marjorie's panties off and her knees split wide. When Laure bent to lick her pussy, Marjorie groaned. It wasn't some sound made just for effect, it came from inside her bones and echoed around them. Laura went down on her with full gusto.
I looked over at Gary.
"Gary, in a minute I'm going to fuck your wife. She traded her ass to me for Holly and that end of the bargain doesn't change if you send Holly away. Do you understand?"
Gary's eyes were fixed on Laura kneeling over his wife's spread legs on the broad couch. I stopped talking to watch and sure enough, Marjorie twitched and moaned a little, before her hips bounded up and down just once, like she was settling into the position. Laura set to eating her and rubbing her clit.
I moved my eyes from his wife to Gary.
"Mr. Romelingame, Gary, I know things may not have worked out very well with Holly. I'll keep her for a while but you have to promise me to fuck Laura here, let her serve you, use her for sex or make her clean the house, I don't care but keep this in mind. She's yours, not hers. Marjorie may not have the proper patience and that says to me she needs some training of her own. After I fuck her...I don't know if I can come or not. I have been fucking all day, hell, all week. I might be blowing feathers. After I fuck her, I suggest you fuck her. I realize things haven't been good between you two for a while but maybe what you two need is just some plain old sex. I mean, maybe what you need is to use each other for sex but that only works when everything is good. For now, you use her, and Laura. You want Holly on her knees with her mouth open? Laura will do that. Let her show you both what it's like to have a woman to use for sex. As you can see, she loves eating pussy."
Mrs. Romelingame heard me mention her name and lifted her head. Her dressing gown had come open and her tits had appeared. She looked at me from between them. I toed off my shoes and was making ready to fuck her when the door opened and Ellen pushed inside. I looked daggers at her.
"Don't mind me. It's too fucking cold out there to wait for you. I'll just stand here, quiet as a mouse!" She did, fitting herself into the corner of the glass room divider beside the doorway.
I glanced at Gary and he was staring at Ellen. He looked at me.
"Is there anyone else out in the car?" He asked. "It is awfully cold out there."
I respected his concern. I shucked down my pants and walked over to where Laura was making love to Marjorie's pussy with her mouth.
"No, this is everyone but if variety interests you, put in an order and I bet I could come pretty close to providing you the perfect woman of your dreams."
"I had her but I kicked her out."
I twisted to look back at him, standing right behind Laura.
"Why ever would you do that?" He pointed at Marjorie.
"Because she said if I didn't she'd divorce me."
I chuckled.
"She just needs sex. You've been so obsessed with Holly you neglected the house pussy. A no no, if I know anything about marriage, which I don't and likely never will."
I tapped Laura on the ass and she lifted up her head. She twisted around to look at me.
"Yes, Sonny?"
"Suck Gary's cock for him while I fuck his wife." I mumbled, not really wanting Gary to hear it but at the same time, speaking directly to him. She crawled across the floor, posed before him and began to fumble with his pants. He took hold of her hands for a moment, stopping her, staring at his wife. I got the message.
I got to my knees, lined up my cock and mounted Marjorie. The woman bucked nicely as I penetrated her, rooting my cock far into her with a single thrust. I felt like Superman. My cock was hard again. My god! I love being young! Marjorie reached for me, trying to pull me on top of her. Instead I sat on my heels, pulling my cock most of the way out of her even as I pulled at her hips, tugging them off the couch. She tilted down and with considerable strength, sat up, moving her weight off the edge of the couch and onto me. Her pussy gaped and swallowed my cock whole.
"Oh my gracious, I am full of dick!" Marjorie moaned. She leaned against me, mounted perfectly on my cock. I grasped her ass and adjusted until we were clamped tight together. She looked down at me and then lay her hands on my shoulders. She bent over me and kissed me. She sat up, then kissed me again while she squeezed me with her knees. I pulled her forward and our bodies clinched together. She moaned then twitched. Her hips jerked a couple of times and she cried out.
"Coming, coming, coming!" Her voice tortured with the pleasure bubbling out of her. I felt her twitching in every part of her body. I held her with both hands. Her tits wafted against my face until I took one and sucked at the end, licking and kissing the mound of her nipple. She sighed and then tensed as another wave of ecstasy rolled through her.
I lifted up, lifting her as I did so. She unbalanced me and I lay her back onto the couch. Her knees clasped against my sides. I lay over her, pinning her down. She groaned again, her voice warbling with passion. I kissed the side of her neck and she keened, letting me search for her mouth and silencing her.
"Oh god, Marjorie!"
I twisted to look at Gary, thinking he was having second thoughts. His cock was in Laura's mouth and his hips were pumping against her face. I presumed he was coming. God, the guy was a quick hitter, or it'd been a long time since he'd gotten everything to work together. I pulled out of Mrs. Romelingame and stood up. She lay panting on the couch, hooking one heel on the couch back and using the other to keep her from rolling off of it onto the floor. I shuffled back, pulling up my pants.
Gary had his eyes closed and his hands on both sides of Laura's head.
I felt like an interloper. I found my shoes, sat and put them on and then got my coat. Margorie stared at her husband coming in Laura's mouth.
"Laura will tell me if anything goes wrong and who to blame it on. Marjorie, if you want, I'd get you your most treasured fantasy. Want to fuck three guys as the same time? Have two women make love to you at the same time? Fuck in public or maybe there's something special you'd like. I may not be able to do it all but I can try or maybe find someone who would come with you, whatever your spice might be. Think about it but don't mess with my girl here. She'll tattle and you'll lose everything. He came in two seconds. What does that tell you."
When she made to answer, I held up a hand, turned away and walked to the door. Ellen opened it and we stepped out into the cold. I pulled on my coat before the shiver undid me completely. God, it was cold!
In the car, with the heater running full blast, I checked the time. Shit, it was nearly a quarter to twelve. I quickly typed a text to Melissa, telling her I was running late and not to despair. I got an "ok" back and was about to head for the airport when my phone rang.
"Holly? What? I have you covered, just relax."
"Sonny, you have to get me out of here. Your sisters are having a huge fucking fight about who is going to shower with me and whatever comes after that, or who. I'm like the last truffle on the plate and they are fighting over me."
I heard the private little bit of joy that report contained but I also heard the note of panic in her voice.
"Your sisters are crazy! They are downstairs screaming at each other."
Shit. When the three of them got into a fight, it was never about what it was about. I had a feeling it was about the 500 mile boss and his stringent set of rules they didn't like and the queue those rules implied. It could just be about who got Holly for the night but I doubted it.
"You have to get me out of here, Sonny. They are batshit crazy."
I could hear screaming in the background. Shit, shit, shit. I needed to go get her. I knew I did. Leaving her there just wasn't right. I turned around and headed for my house. I told Holly I'd call her and to meet me out front. I had no idea she was so sparsely dressed. When I pulled up in the drive, she scampered out of the house and opened the front door.
"Who the fuck are you?" Holly growled, her mood not much better than mine.
"Who the fuck are you?" Ellen knew, which I thought was horribly unoriginal since I knew for a fact she knew who this was. Ellen was feeling neglected. She looked over at me. "I could have stayed in the apartment making Oreos."
"Get out, I need to sit up front." Holly ordered. Shit, she could see Ellen was a redhead, but she ordered her to move anyway. We were all freezing and I feared I see one or more of my crazy sisters barreling out at us claiming Holly was hers. Apparently, they were having too much fun screaming at each other to notice their excuse for fighting had exited the building.
"Ellen, get in the back." I said. Ellen glowered at me but then got out. "No, no, no, you too. I need some space to think. Melissa is going to sit up here so you two need to get comfortable with each other. You'll probably need to sleep together or it's the floor and a doily."
Ellen laughed and got into the back seat. Holly slammed the front door, hard, and got into the back. I drove off.
"Why don't you eat my pussy." Ellen snarled.
"Why don't you eat my pussy!" Holly returned. Neither woman was getting high marks for originality.
"Hey, eat this!" Ellen responded.
"You eat this!" Holly shot back.
"Lay down."
"No, I'll be on top!"
"Sonny, tell her to let me be on top!" Ellen cried, her voice unrecognizable.
Jesus, I felt like every parent who couldn't stop with just one kid.
"I should be on top!" Holly cried.
"Oh really? Why? Because you're top bitch?"
"Hey, fuck off. I have tits. You look like a twelve-year old boy!"
"But I'm not. I have a cunt that some people call Snappy."
"You mean Skippy, because you're gooey and smell like peanut butter?"
"Enough!" I shouted. "Holly, are you still wearing your collar?"
"Yes sir."
"What does that mean?"
"It means...oh goddammit, fine. You mean she can be on top?"
"It means you eat each other and let me fucking drive!" I growled. It was like I had two little spoilt twists in the back seat, not grown women. God, they were whining and moaning like diva's eating fast food.
I was thinking about tomorrow and what I was going to do with Holly and various other things, when my phone rang. The freeway was mostly clear and there was no snow so I decided to answer it.
"Mr. Duncan?" The voice said in my ear.
"Speaking."
"I hope it isn't too late to call. I have had a busy day and this is the first chance I had to call you. I understand you've met my son, Jamie?"
Shit. This had to be someone related to James St. Vincent. Oh, right, his father, I'd guess. I felt pretty good, though, because I had him covered. Annie would be available tomorrow. If he really did like Asian strange, I had some high quality for him.
"He said I could be on top!" Ellen whined from the back seat.
"Ellen, shut up." I growled.
"Excuse me?"
"I beg your pardon, sir, you caught me at an awkward time."
"Mr. Duncan, I was wondering if we could meet tomorrow morning, early. I have some things to discuss with you, ah, before you deliver Mrs. Honeywell to my son. I understand he has negotiated an exchange with you and I wanted to discuss it with you."
That sounded ominous.
"Okay, sure." I almost asked where he was staying but decided to have him meet me at my place. "I'm at the China Sparrow. What time were you thinking? We could get breakfast or a cup or something downstairs in their restaurant."



"Yes, I know the place. That would be fine. We're just up the street at the Excelsior Grand. Shall we say seven?"
Seven? Shit I was thinking nine but then realized he must have other business and I was a late entry onto his calendar. So I agreed and hung up.
There was lots of heavy breathing and moaning in the back seat. I had to concentrate on traffic. I couldn't even think about the phone call I just answered. I couldn't tell what was happening in the back seat. All I could see was part of Ellen's back with her skirt flipped over her ass and that she was grinding down with both ends. She looked like a broken teeter totter.
I focused on the road. Shit, it was nearing one o'clock by the time I steered through the maze into the short-term parking at the airport. I started to get out but the two women started yapping and I had to wait for them. They arrived beside me, looking like they'd lost a pie eating contest, which maybe they had. I grunted in amusement. These two were like the same woman stuffed into two different bodies. They glowered around me at each other when both tried to slip an arm around my back and encountered the other. I put an arm around each and walked them to the elevator down to the arrival lounge. There was a bar just up the escalator from baggage claim where Melissa said she'd meet me.
We took the escalator back up and there she was sitting with her chin on an elbow watching TV with a huge Margarita in front of her. She sipped and looked idly around, saw me and her eyes blinked. I must have been quite a sight, with two little women hooked onto me like water wings in the deep ocean. I shucked them loose like a big boy and told them to stand still. I walked over to Melissa. The barkeep eyed me, looking back at Melissa and then at me. Melissa didn't stand when I stopped beside her.
"Buddy," the barkeep said, "I don't know what you got but if you can bottle it, you'll be a rich man. She's been swatting flies for an hour and never even batted an eye lash at them. They couldn't even get her attention."
"What's the damages?"
"She could drink until Tuesday and not use up the debits on her tab."
I smirked.
"Hey Melissa." I said.
She turned to look at me, not moving her chin off her hand and elbow on the bar.
"Hi, Sonny."
"They'll do it. Both of them." I muttered, looking for a more enthusiastic greeting than this. I got it.
Melissa turned to look at me, then sat up, then stood up, then threw her arms around me and hugged me like I was special. Then she kissed me on the mouth. She tasted of tequila and ice. Her lips were waxy and soft. I kissed her back. When she let the kiss lapse, I tipped my head back to look down at her.
"I think I can get Alissa to share Sam with you."
Her eyes widened, bulging.
"Jesus, Sonny, really?"
"Maybe. Glad to see me?"
She grinned wide.
"I am now. I got worried, you being late and all. I thought maybe there was trouble in River City."
I shook my head.
"Not trouble, just, well, it's a long story. Let's get your bags and...."
"Got them. I'm planning on staying for a while. Hubby has a three-week trip in Europe and I wasn't invited. Yes, that caused some hard feelings and yes, I told him I'd play while he was gone. He thinks Alissa and I are going dancing."
I grunted.
"Your dance card is full. Come on."
We turned and walked towards the two yappers. They were doing everything but pulling each other's pigtails. When I came close, they noticed and both stared at Melissa.
"Jesus, she's beautiful." Holly muttered.
"That's Alissa's sister?" Ellen whispered.
"You know these two?" Melissa asked, appraising them with her lidded eyes. I had my arm around her and pulled her suitcase with the other. "Or did you rent them just to make me jealous?"
"Here, one of you take this."
They scrambled and fought over Melissa's suitcase like two kids. I was embarrassed. Finally, I broke them up and took the lead out from between Holly's breasts and told her to follow and let Ellen have the case. Ellen actually stuck her tongue out at Holly. My god! I was tired and fucked out and these two were getting on my last nerve!
Melissa watched with wry amusement. I looped her into my arm again and with the chain lead in my hand at her waist, we walked toward the elevator.
"Things have changed some, since last I got naked with you." Melissa said casually.
"A little."
She reached back to her waist and rattled Holly's chain.
"A new acquisition? She the distraction that made you late?"
"It's a long, long story." We waited for the elevator. Three guys waited with us, their eyes flicking back to the silver lead to Holly's neck like they had a twitch or something. If my eyes moved like that I'd get dizzy and shit.
On the elevator, we rode in silence to our level and then walked towards the car.
"Trunk, Sonny." Ellen groaned from behind us. "Jesus, you got a body in this bag or something?"
Melissa laughed. Her mood was lightening, like she was waking up. It was getting closer to two then it was to one. I hit the fob to open the trunk and escorted Melissa around to the passenger side of the front seat. She folded around to kiss me. I kissed her. She smiled and got into the car. I had a flashback when last I'd greeted her at the airport. This was different, she wasn't the interloper like before and had every reason to expect something from her bucket list. That's something amazing.
"Sonny! A little help!" Ellen grunted from the trunk. "This fucker is heavy as shit!"
Melissa grinned.
"She has a mouth on her, doesn't she?"
"Sammy's girlfriend and she has the same aspiration as you."
Melissa looked at me like I'd put a cold finger in her twat. I patted her ass, and then handed her Holly's lead.
"Get in, I'll explain on the way to the hotel."
"Hotel? We're not staying with...?" She glanced at Holly.
I smiled.
"This is Holly and Mrs. Wills has eaten her too." The two women smiled. Suddenly I froze, like I'd been struck with lightning. I had a solution to my Holly problem. God, it was perfect!
"Sonny! Goddammit!" Ellen snarled. Jeeze, she needed a nap!
I left Melissa and went to the back and hoisted the case into the trunk and shut it. Ellen left me and scampered around to the right. She was standing glaring into the car when I slammed the trunk and could see her. I walked around to see what her fucking problem was now and by god if Holly wasn't sitting on Melissa's lap kissing her.
Ellen looked at me and then back at the two women kissing in my car.
"Sonny!" She said, making my name into three distinct syllables. I thought my head would explode.
"Just get in the fucking car, Ellen!" I muttered. Everyone was tired. I went around and got into the car and drove out of the parking garage. All the while, Holly and Melissa sat beside me necking like teenagers. The parking attendant kept trying to lean down to look into the car, apparently, he'd seen them as I approached. At that time of night, I'd have been checking to make sure I wasn't hallucinating too. After I paid him he hesitated before opening the gate.
"Did I see what I thought I saw?" He said, looking askance at me.
I pressed back into the seat, trying to be thinner.
"Don't know. Look for yourself."
He did and grinned at me.
"Thank god, I thought I was losing my mind. Thanks, buddy."
"That hold you for the night?"
"Shit, that'll hold me for a couple months at least!" I drove away, feeling good about giving the guy a thrill. I glanced to the right and realized why he'd been so happy. Holly's shirt was over her tits and her bra was loose and Melissa was sucking on her tits. I shook my head and drove on.
"Goddammit, Sonny...!"
"Shut up, Ellen or you can find your own cookie to go with your cream. No Oreo for you if you don't fucking leave me alone." So, I needed a nap too! I drove for a few minutes to the sound of Melissa sucking on Holly's tits and Holly moaning, louder than she needed but still moaning. I glanced in the rearview mirror. Ellen sat glaring at me. "Ellen, listen, I'm sorry. I'm bitchy, you're bitchy. I get this way when I get in a rush and can't give everyone everything they want. I was planning on fucking Melissa against the car but, well, we're late."
We drove for a while in the sucking, smacking, moaning silence, so not really silence. I turned on the radio, but it clashed with Holly's voice and turned it off.
"Too cold anyway." Ellen said from the back seat.
"Too cold?"
"To fuck her against the car. That'd have been polite but its fucking cold, or not fucking cold out there." Ellen said. When I glanced in the mirror, she smiled wanly at me.
Half way back down town, I pulled off the freeway into a gas station. I needed gas. I tanked up and went around and opened the passenger door. Holly was half naked. She had Melissa's head tipped back and was kissing her ravenously. I tapped the back of her head.
"Get out. Switch. Time to watch."
Holly ignored me.
I reached around to the hook on her collar, found the chain and pulled it out from between them. Melissa wasn't helping but I didn't want her to. I gave the chain a yank.
"Hey!"
"Holly, get out. Now. You keep me waiting and you'll get dropped again and my sisters will be instructed to let your tits freeze off."
She stopped kissing Melissa, sitting with her back to me. Melissa pushed her forward a little and peered at me past the woman.
"These are nice tits, I'd hate for you to waste them."
"They're spoken for but I get your sentiment." I muttered. "Get in the back seat, Holly. Now." I was ready to get all harsh and shit but my fucking phone rang. I stared at it. It ring-a-ding-dinged again. I didn't recognize the number but that no longer meant anything but it was nearly two o'clock! Who would be calling me at two in the morning! I hesitated and realized that could turn out to be a fairly long list if I was honest about it.
"Hello?"
"Sonny Duncan?"
I didn't recognize the voice immediately.
"Speaking. Do you know what time it is?"
"Yes. I am sorry but I can't sleep."
"Get a pet sheep."
"Do you know who this is?"
"I give up. Unless I won something...."
"It's Carol Lynn Northcutt."
I blinked.
"Oh."
That was chapter and verse of what remained of my thesaurus.
"Mr. Duncan, I want it." I went around to the back of the car and leaned on it. God, it was cold on my ass but my cock was hard. I knew what she meant but, as always, I wanted the words, all sassy and fresh from the source.
"What? Who did you say this is?"
"It's Carol Lynn Northcutt. You said...." She clearly expected me to interrupt her. I didn't. She took a deep breath. She sounded like an obscene caller. She was. "You said I had to call you. I'm calling you."
"Duh. The phone in my ear tipped me off. What are you talking about?"
"We had a bet. If you brought me a woman to fuck us, then I'd be yours and if you failed, I had to have sex with my son."
Bingo. I knew I'd struck a chord with her. I didn't quite see how to get Mr. Northcutt what he wanted but I felt like I was in the right neighborhood.
"Oh." Chapter and verse.
"I, you said you'd sell me, for sex. It's, I mean, I, you said I had to wear a collar and be your sex object. I haven't been able to think about anything since you said that. I couldn't sleep tonight. I'd close my eyes and feel it around my neck or see some strange man handing me money and my heart would try to batter a hole in my chest. I want it. I didn't think I would but I do. My god, Mr. Duncan, you don't know what it's been like."
"It's been what, a day and a half?" Crap, I tipped my hand.
"So you do remember?" Her "gotcha" tone irked me.
"I'm not short on memory and I am not short on pussy. In fact, I have...." I caught myself. There is no such thing as too much pussy! "...have my hands full of pussy needing trained to the collar. Why should I think that, after a day and half, that you have any idea what you need or want? Why should I think you'd be ready to wear my collar, even for a little while?"
She heaved a large sigh.
"Are you really going to make me beg?"
"Will you beg if I let you?" I smirked in the cold, feeling all warm and not noticing the crystalline chill steaming around me.
There was a long silence.
"Yes." She said finally. "If you want me to beg, I'll beg. I will." I waited. She hesitated but then realized she'd set the table, it was time to dine. "Please, Mr. Duncan, I beg of you, let me be your slut! I want to be your whore. I want you to give me to your friends, to sell me to strangers. I'll be a nude engineer and pull a train. I'll do it all, anything you want...."
"Whoa, nelly." I muttered. "You can't say that to me. It's like waving a red flag before the eyes of a Spanish bull."
"What?" She didn't get my reference.
"You say you'll do anything? That makes me want to push you a little at a time until you say no to me. Until you refuse me. It's like a character flaw. When a woman says she'll do anything, I want to make her prove that, so I'd suggest you not get all excited and promise something you won't deliver."
"Mr. Duncan, are you a pervert? Are you vicious or cruel or nasty or crude or otherwise uncivilized? Are you a brute, a barbarian? Do you fuck children or small animals?"
"Hey, cool it! No, I'm none of those things and I object...." She interrupted me.
"My point exactly! You are a man who will turn me out for my pleasure. I saw how you were with the black Caroline and her daughter, how you were with me. I doubt your boundaries are much further out than mine. I think you love women. I think women love you. You wouldn't do anything to wreck that, even with me, whom you only just met."
She went silent.
Jesus, I was breathless. This woman had my fucking number. I was a little amazed and a little disturbed, not in a bad way, really, so much as feeling exposed. Was it that obvious? God, I do love women, all sorts and their proclivities are fun to explore and if they twist into a part of the map that isn't mine, finding the right fit for her would be such a thrill...I saw it clearly. She was right. Shit, Sid had been right.
"Mr. Duncan? Are you still there?"
I nodded. I nodded again, swallowing hard.
"I'm here."
"Mr. Duncan, I don't know what you have to do with Borland, but I know that you are the right man to hand me what I want, what I need."
I jumped on that.
"What do you need, Mrs. Northcutt?"
"I need to be shed of my ex-husband. I need to erase him. Each time I see him, I see him happy, contented, satisfied. Suzanne, she satisfies him and I get so enraged, so jealous, so hurt by the inadequacy that it implies in me...I just go crazy and say and do terrible things. I, I need to have that fucked out of me and I think, I hope you will do that. There's something about you, something I can't forget that gives me hope, hope that you can replace what I once had with Borland and lost. I'm not looking to own you. I want you to sanctify me, purify me, take this despair out of me by flushing pleasure through me until I am clean of the past and ready to go on living."
Her voice was ragged, raw with emotion. I sought something to say but she'd said it all. I kept silent. She had more to say. I had nothing to add.
"Mr. Duncan, I want to get handed off to a perfect stranger and have him have sex with me. I want to see if I can make him love me, if I can make love to him and have him make love to me. Not to get something from him, not to prove anything, but as a pure sexual adventure, an accomplishment that proves once and for all that I am a good lover, that a man will make love with me because I seduce him, I inspire him, I attract him and can hold his attention. My husband left me and I am tortured with doubt that I can't keep a man."
"Having him buy an hour isn't likely to answer that question." I pointed out, feeling all insightful and shit.
"I don't care. If a man gives money to have sex with me, then I am desirable, at least in that way."
I wanted to reassure her but I didn't bother. I decided, somewhat selfishly, that her insecurity might be fun to try to work out of her psyche. I'm such a fucking humanitarian!
"Mr. Duncan, I want to have sex with you, your friends, whoever you tell me to fuck, I'll fuck. I've been putting all of my energy into getting my husband back but I think tonight I realized that was never going to happen. Borland is gone." Her voice caught but when she resumed, it was steady and firm. "I've put so much energy into frustrating him, trying to make his life miserable, I've quit living my own life. I never felt so empty tonight as when I realized I wanted what you offered and didn't have the courage to ask for it. I'm asking now, pleading with you, let me wear your collar! I swear, I will do whatever you want of me."
She stopped.
I was persuaded. I thought of that old line, "you had me at 'hello'." And realized how apropos that was to this moment. Still, I liked that she'd given this a little more thought than Holly. I turned around and tried to see if the women had sorting out seating arrangements.
"Mr. Duncan? Please don't tell me you were just kidding, that you never thought I'd call? Please don't tell me there is no collar, no, don't tell me that. Not now. I, god, I feel like a weight has been lifted off my back and I can breathe for the first time in a long, long time. I want this. Please, I'll do anything. I will. Just let me wear your collar."
"I'll call you." I said, but hesitated. "Mrs. Northcutt the first, tell me one thing."
"Anything."
"Is being a hooker really the thing you want most in the world? As far as sex goes, I mean. I ain't a fucking genie."
She laughed then, relief in her voice, joy bubbled up in her tone.
"Fucking genie? Are you sure? Seems to me that you are asking if I want more than one wish?"
I grunted.
"I'll call you, Mrs. Northcutt. Understand, I share my women and I'll share you, but not with Borland. Never Borland. You have more chance of being handed off to Suzanne to doubleteam some lucky college virgin than having sex with your husband, ex-husband again, ever." I waited.
"I know that. I do. Finally, after all this time, I think I finally get that."
I grunted.
"Fine. Like I said, when I find a spot for you in the line up, on the menu, in the cast, I'll call. I just call once so you need to be ready to suck and fuck when I call."
"I will. I promise." She spoke in a voice replete with excitement, that breathy voice of Marilyn Monroe, that panting whisper that made men pant. Carol Lynn had that down pat.
"I'll call you when its time."
"I'll be waiting!"
I hung up. Fuck me, I was hard as Mount Rushmore. Not as famous but I bet I was as easy to see from a distance! I got into the car. Melissa reached over and patted my cock while I was buckling my seat belt. She caught me by surprise.
"You do love your phone, Sonny! Wow, I've heard of technology freaks but you really overdo it, I think." Her hand closed around my cock and squeezed.
I started the car.
"Can you drive and have your cock sucked at the same time?"
"I don't know. Never tried it." I answered the question honestly, not really thinking of who was speaking or what she was asking. I was processing the conversation I'd just had with Carol Lynn Northcutt. I felt sure she would want to have sex with her son but I needed to figure out a way to meet him before I went too far down that road. Some guys just wouldn't understand such a thing.
"Sonny! Come back!"
"What?" My mind had been wandering far afield!
"I said, I want Ellen here to suck your cock." Melissa said. "Do you mind?"



I didn't know how to answer. I felt around and tipped the steering wheel up. Ellen twisted on Melissa's lap and got to her knees, between the black woman's legs. I was stopped at a traffic light ready to get back on the freeway. I was starchy but if Ellen wanted to blow me, maybe it'd keep me awake. That was my rationale. Made sense at the time.
I was turning onto the freeway when her hands found my cock and began to unwrap it. When she got it out into the chilly air, I thought it'd shrink but she enveloped it almost immediately. Her head was across my leg. I had to slump a little to give her proper access, which she took with prejudice. She sucked my cock into her tight little mouth without any hesitation.
"Sonny, can you drive like that?"
"It'll keep me awake, I hope." It would. I felt sure of that. I groaned but not because of the mouth sucking my cock, it was because I'd need to get up early to meet Mr. St. Vincent tomorrow morning. Then Ellen did something and I felt it up behind my ears. I glanced to the side and could see in the light of the dashboard that she had one leg hooked up over Melissa's black leg and Melissa had a hand between her legs. Ellen's ass bobbed more than her head did. She moaned around my cock.
I'd like to say I was endanger of wrecking but my cock was so well worn, I didn't think I could come again. I was hard though, rock hard. Her mouth felt good on me. I decided to irritate her and talk while she blew me. That'd really bother her. The alternative was a serious traffic faux pas, which wouldn't be good for anyone.
"Melissa, I need to discuss something with you."
Ellen stopped sucking. I went on, as though I was ignoring her.
"Oh. What?" Melissa said, her finger was making Ellen squelch. I could hear it.
I felt hot breath on the back of my neck and glanced up to find Holly peering over the seat at Ellen blowing me.
"I sort of promised you and Alissa would, uh, take care of a young guy tomorrow night."
"Oh? Me and Alissa? Really? She agreed to that?"
"She didn't have any choice." I replied with more hubris than is good for a man being blown in a car on a freeway in the middle of the night, but when you think about it, that might be just the right amount of hubris. "So, tomorrow, I'm going to leave you with Sam and Sammy but they have to leave you unfucked. You need to be unsullied for the evening. They can have you tomorrow and then tomorrow night, I'm thinking that you will be part of a Honeywell family orgy."
"Oh fuck me, Sonny. Really?"
"I mean Saturday night. Its Friday now, really, so yeah, tomorrow night it's you, Alissa, Sam and Sammy."
"Where?"
I thought that was a funny question.
"Who's Sam and Sammy?" Holly asked from the back seat.
"You met Sammy on Sunday. The black guy with a sense of humor.
"Oh, yeah, I liked him. Who's Sam?"
"His father." I couldn't remember if Holly had met Alissa...oh wait, of course. She met Alissa, and Dannielle and Ahmay. I worried my mind was going until Ellen pulled at my cock and then pushed it far down her throat. At that angle, that wasn't very far but a little is a lot in that situation.
"Jesus, Sonny? Ellen gets to fuck a man and his son? At the same time? Where do I sign up?"
I had a terrible thought. I felt sorry for myself that I didn't have a father to share all this plethora of pussy with. I missed Mom and resolved to call her when the universe gave me some private time. Go figure.
Ellen suddenly jerked and her breath blew hot around my crotch. She bucked and shook. She cried out, around my cock, a choked sound that told the story.
"Jesus, she's coming while sucking you. We could all die of her little death." Holly muttered nearly in my ear.
"No need for color commentary. Sit back." I said. I scanned the horizon and saw no prospect of an orgasm that would make me close my eyes and kill us all. Ellen went still, panting and gasping in my lap. I sort of wished I had more to offer to this moment. It was memorable and I was half-present. I hated that.
Ellen expelled my cock and turned to Melissa. Instead of kissing her, she peeled back Melissa's winter coat and then pulled the stretch top of her dress off her black shoulders. I know because I looked.
"Watch the road, Sonny!" Holly growled in my ear.
Good advice, advice I took to heart. I focused on the road while Ellen sucked at Melissa's tits.
God, this drive seemed like it was going on forever. Not complaining but I was fading fast. It'd been a long day. Sometime before we exited downtown, Ellen relented and let Melissa stop moaning and trying to come with just a mouth on her tits. Ellen repositioned herself onto Melissa's lap and just cuddled, laying her head on Melissa's shoulder. She went to sleep. I know because she didn't even stir when I finally arrived at the valet station at The China Sparrow. The Valet opened the door of the passenger side and gasped and stepped back. Ellen hadn't put away Melissa's tits but cuddled against them, making the glow against her white skin.
I put the car into park and got out. Holly and I had to wait while Ellen woke up and put herself back together. Then Melissa had to rearrange things so she wasn't flashing the night crew, although I doubt they would have cared. I asked for a wakeup call at six-thirty, barely four hours away. That sounded like awfully soon.
We got onto the elevator.
"Sonny?" Melissa said. We were alone on the elevator. She had a arm around Ellen and Holly both and they leaned against her. I couldn't tell who held whom up. "What were you saying about tomorrow night? Did I hear right? You are handing me off with Alissa to some young guy?"
"He's doing business, his company is doing business with Alissa's client and we worked a little sex into the deal." I made it sound like I was involved. All I did was parlay pussy. "I am getting a pair of women and I needed to balance it out. I thought it might be a good time for you two to work out sharing a man, before it was Sam or Sammy."
"Oh." Melissa muttered.
"Father and son? Really?" Holly said, wide awake.
We ignored her. We staggered to the suite and drifted in various directions. I took a quick, thorough shower so I could jump up and leave early. I waited for someone to join me in bed but no one did. I went to sleep utterly alone and it felt, well, interesting. My last thought was of Friday and what it was likely to bring. I had no idea what Mr. St. Vincent wanted. Maybe he wanted to call off the swap? Possible. The prospect either way was interesting. I went to sleep turning the possibilities around in my head. I went blank and it was over. Threesome Thursday was done.
Thanks for reading. Comments are appreciated. vote your conscience. There more on the way. Hope you enjoyed this. -C
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From the Author: After some setup, this episode sees Taylor set out on a path the proves confusing. She is Queen Taylor but also delights in public humiliation. How does she resolve this contradiction? On her back, on her knees, with her mouth and her legs open. Taylor discovers a COMPULSION that begins to school her in the ways of a Fuck Toy and she begins to learn the difficult lessons that she cannot be a fuck toy on her own...she must have a master, but that is a lesson she must learn and this is the account of how she begins to comprehend that reality. Taylor is a Fuck Toy but that is her highest aspiration and that is yet beyond her. She needs much more training and that is to come and in coming she will find satisfaction. Please vote and leave Taylor comments. Regards, -C
*
Taylor knew something was wrong immediately. She had a guilty conscience but it didn't create a throbbing heart in her head like in Poe's story, "The Tell Tale Heart". Her thoughts constantly twitched back to yesterday, to the green phallus inside her with its evil size and wicked motion, like a plastic Elvis flirting with her using the motion of his hips as her Grandmother once said, hissing about the evils of rock music. No, Taylor's nemesis was her vagina. She became weepy and moist whenever she thought about yesterday, tied, bound, fucked...by three cocks, three, one after the other, the feel of being full of Kam's cock! Whenever she thought of it, of him, of his cock hard, thrust deep inside her, she gushed. By second period, she'd changed her pad twice to keep her legs from streaking with her lush fluid. That wasn't enough, that wasn't all that told her something was deeply amiss.
Ky did.
Not in words, and that worried Taylor more than anything. When Ky didn't scream at someone, when she just glowered or worse, as she was with Taylor that Thursday before the March Adult Club Party on Friday, she ignored them and that meant she was planning something, something awful. In the years that she'd known Ky, Taylor had seen her really go after only two or three people, all female. Men didn't threaten her, they sought to use her and Ky found it a challenge to see who got the most use of whom in that equation. She won as often as she lost. She clearly enjoyed the game, win or lose. With women, it was different. If she got you in her sights, she shot you down. The latest was Sophia Robson. Sophia had an accent and was gorgeous, but stupid. She wasn't that good a dancer but she was on the dance team. She fucked up a routine at an October contest and by the end of December, she was gone. Not just off the team, gone, moved, disappeared from Swanson. Her family was still in town but Sophia had gone back to the old country, for all anyone knew. Ky was flippant about it and pleased to welcome Nicole as the replacement as the winter season wound down.
Nicole.
Nicole was blonde, bouncy, likable but not pushy. She had the sort of confidence that didn't require competition. She didn't compete, she won. She was good at everything, it seemed. Taylor saw it but knew she wasn't, because Nicole wasn't good at track. Dance, class, guys. But girls liked Nicole too. Her first impression of Nicole was of her flying through the air at dance practice her first day at Swanson in February. She did an impromptu gymnastics routine that wowed, when one of the other girls made a crack that she was too "hot" to have been a gymnast. No one made any comment like that again after she did a full kip flip in the air and landed without a twitch. She was a flier and was soon well integrated into their routines. It took her a few weeks to get them all right but she did so without struggling or complaining and by the end of the month, she was Mrs. Dougherty's darling, even adding a few flares to the routine that everyone loved.
It should have come as no surprise to Taylor that Ky invited Nicole to sit at the Queen's table that Thursday but it was the day after Taylor had fucked, or been fucked by Sunshine, then Kam, then David Carter, Ky's father, in Ky's house. The additional fact that Sunshine had brought Taylor to several boneshaking orgasms with Ky's vibrator hardly seemed a trespass worth mentioning against the back drop of the yards of actual cock that had been inside Taylor.
Inside Taylor...just those words in her head made her pussy go all mushy, weeping with the recollection. So when Ky appeared with Nicole and the two girls sat down on the bench across from Taylor and Ash, it felt like a rebuke but one Taylor dared not acknowledge. It began with Ky ignoring her in French class. Miss Francoise said Taylor spoke French like a Cajun, not a compliment coming from her. Usually Ky chattered in French and Taylor tried to keep up, one of the few points where their competition was utterly unbalanced and unequal. The other was physics which Taylor excelled at and Ky either struggled with or disdained as "unladylike", either of which caused the other and Taylor could not tell which was cause and which was effect.
Thursday, Ky was brutally silent. She didn't look at Taylor, didn't say "Bonjour" or anything. She just arrived, sat in her seat across the aisle from Taylor and stared at the front of the room. When Taylor spoke to her, she didn't deign to respond. Ash noticed immediately and when she spoke to Ky, Ky did respond, so it was personal to Taylor. Ash hated it when they fought, as they often did, petty squabbles that made everyone around them uncomfortable but fortunately, they both usually turned that dark energy into physical challenges met and answered, usually in dance practice but now that track was starting, on the oval track too.
Finally, after being so cold and so unresponsive, right at the end of French class, she turned to Taylor, eyes blazing and snarled, "Where is it? What did you do with it?"
Ash of course was mystified but Taylor knew immediately. Ky was referring to the green machine. Taylor groaned. That was why she accosted Kam in the hall between periods. He tried to walk right by her, not even acknowledging she spoke to him, speaking his name, at all.
"Kam! Kam, did you take the green thing?" Taylor finally asked in desperation. That stopped him. He turned and looked past her, his eyes fierce.
"Shut the fuck up, Taylor."
"Kam, listen, Ky is pissed at me. She says it's because I don't have the green thing but I...did you tell her? About us?"
Kam's eyes normally squinting a little anyway became slits, like murder holes in Sant'Angelo Castle. He seemed to stake Taylor with his eyes, but she wasn't sure because they were so tight, so tense but he did lean into her and in a very low but slow and distinct voice told her to shut up.
"Kam, did you...?"
"No." He shouldered past her. "Leave me alone."
Taylor's brief fantasy of seeing any affection in his eyes after having been inside her, shattered like a Waterford serving platter dropped on concrete. She stared at Kam walking away from her and she went cold, her stomach lurched and cramped, even as her pussy boiled and drooled. She had to go put a pad in her panties or she'd have glistened when she walked. She wished she'd have worn pantyhose to hide her predicament but she'd been in too much of a hurry that morning and went bare legged into the cold, cold day.
Then Ky appeared at lunch with Nicole, almost as though she had her arm around the blond girl's waist. She didn't, they weren't touching but they seemed to be in love. That's what Taylor thought to herself, a sour thought that made her skin crawl. Nicole was effervescent, and when she scattered some of her pixie dust in Taylor's direction, she felt it, delighted in it and then grumped because of it. Everyone liked, no, loved Nicole. She was like a female version of Sunshine...the thought caught in Taylor's brain. Her body reacted immediately with a fresh gush of juice between her legs but then she wondered if Sunshine included Nicole in his "Swanson seven". She couldn't remember if he'd actually said that but the phrase stuck in her brain as though he had. She got a little lift from being included in his collecting and then, of course, she was mooning over having him planted between her legs, pouring the coals to her and filling her with his cum.
Ky began chattering about Friday night.
"I have something special planned for you Nicole." The blonde had turned 18 the week before, so she was one of the three designated as "initiates" for Friday night. The account of the last "Adult Club Party" had suffused the school and everyone was discussing it. The initiates at the center of the spotlight basked and bathed so that the other "Adults" resented not getting a taste of such notoriety of their own and the invited initiates were blissed out in their anticipation. Nicole was slightly more animated but managed to retain her effervescent cool even in the face of Ky's teasing promise.
"No need to do anything special for me, Ky. I am sure Tolleen and Grace are as eager as I am to be initiated as an official Swanson Adult."
Ky smiled and then looked over at Taylor and the smiled vanished. She looked away, focusing back on Nicole and the smile returned. Taylor finished eating but before she could get up and leave, Ky and Nicole walked away, chattering and laughing. Ash leaned into Taylor.
"What did you do to her? What is it this time, Taylor?" Ash whispered, looking past Taylor at Ky's departing swagger. Ash's breath was hot on Taylor's neck and she felt it as an erotic breeze wafting over her skin. She shuddered.
"I don't know." She lied. She did know, she thought. Suddenly, she decided to address the problem directly. She got up, put her tray away and followed Ky out the cafeteria doors. Ky was in a small circle of "Adults" when Taylor walked up, grasped the taller girl by the arm and pulled her out of there.
"Allow me a minute of your time, please, Kyleen." Ky hated it when Taylor called her that. It wasn't her name and every now and then, someone else would mistake Taylor's use of it for a sign of intimacy and call her that too and get their eyes gouged out. Ky yanked her arm out of Taylor's hand.
"What the fuck do you want, slut?"
"We need to talk. If we are going to make the Adult Club work, we have to work together." Taylor grasped her arm again and pushed through the door into the girls' bathroom. "Out, everyone." Taylor said and those in the place scuttled for the exit like coachroaches in a cheap hotel when you turn on the light in the bathroom. When they were alone, Taylor pressed Ky against the wall with both hands, gripping her by the arms.
"Look, you can be pissed at me, Ky. I don't care. You can't be angry at Kam. He didn't do anything, I mean not really. It was all Sunshine's doing. He tied me up. He used your vibrator on me first and then fucked me. Kam only fucked me because he bet Sunshine he wouldn't do me. When he did, Sunshine dared Kam to fuck me too. Kam lost the bet but he never welches and never backs down. So, it really wasn't Kam's fault."
The look on Ky's face was very confusing. She looked startled. When she spoke, her voice was empty of inflection.
"Kam fucked you?"
Taylor felt Ky's confusion like it was happening to someone else. It was...and it wasn't. She nodded.
"He came in me."
"Kam fucked you?"
This wasn't going the way Taylor thought it was going to go. She realized that Ky wasn't pissed at her for fucking Kam, or letting Kam fuck her, or, oh hell, Kam did fuck her and there wasn't any way to put a bow on that little tidbit. Still, Ky didn't seem to know that had happened and Taylor got a sick feeling in her chest that she'd made a horrible mistake. Then Ky smiled her evil witch smile and she knocked Taylor's hands loose from her arms. She grabbed Taylor by the neck and pushed her back until the arm was extended.
"I know you fucked Kam, Taylor and you know what? I don't care. It's like saying he stuck his dick in the jello salad. It's gross but it doesn't mean anything, it doesn't matter. You're nothing. You're just a cunt, a hole with legs, a slut covered with used skin. What's more, I am going to make you nothing. I am going to ruin you in this school, in this town. You hear me? I'd say you are going to end up a two-bit whore but they are worth two bits at least. You won't be worth moldy asparagus when I'm done with you. When I'm done with you, all you'll be known as is the slut you are. The only reason you never say 'no' now is because no one wants to fuck you. Kam fucked you? Because he lost the bet? Him, I can forgive him for thinking Sunshine couldn't stomach putting his dick in the hole you call your cunt. Everyone makes mistakes and every cunt is interesting the first time. I doubt he'll ever touch you again, unless it's to backhand you. So beware, Slut Taylor, I'm going to turn you into a cum puddle that everyone tracks through on the way to me, or Nicole, or Ash, or anyone. Anyone will use you to dump cum in before they have sex with someone they care about. You'll be the first truly reusable condom in history. Taylor the reusable rubber!" Ky laughed, released Taylor's throat and left her standing in the bathroom, the acrid smell of ammonia in her nostrils.
Taylor was gasping, breathing so deeply that the smell got between her teeth and she could taste it in her next class. The only thing she was aware of was the bubbling liquid oozing out of her pussy. It felt like she squelched anytime she moved her legs. She felt it so clearly, she had an hallucination that she could hear it and then that those around her could hear it. She stumbled out of that class and was heading for the stairs up to her Physics class with Miss Cummings when she felt a big hand on her shoulder. Instead of turning her, it clamped onto her neck and steered her into the cubbyhole just off the east staircase. Usually the place was full of folding and stack chairs but it was empty. The walls were the red-brown brick of the exterior. There was no door and it was generally conceded that it was a flaw in the building design where they used up extra bricks.
Taylor found herself pressed against the wall, her cheek held against the rough, cold brick.
"What did you tell Ky!" Kam's voice rasped against the back of her head. She felt his body pressing against her. He felt hard, like plastic but hot. She felt behind her, a hand touched his leg and then she consciously and deliberately moved her hand to his crotch. He wasn't hard. She felt the disappointment in her chest, suddenly pulsing with her own heartbeat, like a huge drum in an empty auditorium. Kam flinched away like her hand was hot.
Taylor turned slowly around to facing him. His face was dark, dark red, almost purple.
"Damn you, Taylor, what did you tell Ky about...about...!" He licked his lips, tasting his own rage on them.
"About fucking me?" Taylor finished for him. "She already knew. I don't know how but she knew." It was Taylor's assumption that she knew, and a lie that she knew Ky knew about Kam putting his cock into Taylor. Suddenly Kam's big, strong hand was clasped around her neck again and he lifted her nearly off her feet before pressing her hard against the wall. Taylor was on her tiptoes immediately. She couldn't swallow and breathing was a strain. She dropped her backpack and grabbed his wrist, holding herself up so she didn't choke to death.
"Damn you Taylor, did you tell Ky about us?"
Taylor smiled then.
"Us?" She rasped, her voice sounding like a thirty-year smoker bumming a light. "We're an 'us' now? That's so sweet. I'm touched because I was sure you didn't fucking care!" His grip tightened and she felt it, the luscious feeling of fear flaring in her chest. Kam dropped his pack onto the cement just as the bell rang. The rustling shuffle of students dashing for class turned into the eerie silence, punctuated by door after door slamming closed, echoing in the suddenly deserted halls.
"Damn you, Taylor, did you tell Ky about us?"
Kam seemed stuck on that phrase. Taylor nodded as best she could with his hand clinched around her throat.
"You're going to tell her that it meant nothing. It was, it was...!"
Taylor had never heard Kam speak in this tone. It was raw, serrated with syllables that didn't fit with his voice. She imagined this was what he sounded like when he played football, rabid, wild, chaotic and oh so strong!
"She won't accept that." Taylor managed to mutter, licking her lips when she did.
Kam stared at her, his eyes squinted nearly closed. His fist on her neck relaxed a little, enough for Taylor to breathe, to get a full breath. She pulled air in and opened her eyes to look at him.
"You're right. She won't. So you'll show her. A slut never says 'no'. You've never had to say 'no' because no one ever wanted you before. From now on, you'll say 'yes' to anyone who asks and do whatever they want. You understand me?"
She didn't answer because she was distracted by his free hand lifting up her skirt and pressing against her crotch. He cupped her vagina and then pulled her panties down to the tops of her thighs, baring her pussy. She gasped like she'd just stepped into a cold shower. Her chest hurt from the feeling. Kam's thick finger dug at her, scraping over the filigreed surface of her vagina until he found her hole. He shoved his finger into her. Taylor felt it, the stiff digit penetrated her. She heard her body squelch. It was unmistakable in the creaking silence of the building.
"God, Taylor, you're wet!" Kam growled. He began to pump his finger in and out of her. The sound was lurid and loud. Her body responded immediately. Taylor's mind replayed the feeling of his cock stretching her, pushing into her, filling her and her body responded to her thoughts but also to the reality of his finger jammed up inside her. He was not gentle, he was not careful, ramming his finger into her faster and faster until she felt the first stirrings of an early, albeit feeble orgasm blooming between her legs. Her hips moved of their own accord, pulsing in time with his pistoning hand. Her pussy welled and burst the dike and she felt her fluid running down her legs, both of them. She was flooding over his hand as he frigged her.
"Oh god, Kam, don't stop!" Taylor gasped, her hips pumping nearly as fast as his finger was.
He stopped but not to frustrate her though that seemed rather likely. A voice spoke and stopped him cold.
"Mr. Kemminson, aren't you supposed to be in Physics class?"
Taylor felt his finger leave her body and she sagged. The hand around her neck relaxed and released her. She stood sagging against the wall like a wet coat, frozen and stood in the corner, sure to lose its support when it warmed up. Taylor was piping hot. Her orgasm waved from just over the horizon and she pined for it to come closer, to give her that release she so craved.
"Miss Dillon? Taylor? Are you all right?"
She opened her eyes. Mr. G stood before her, his eyes tight, angry and black.
"Are you all right, Taylor?" He looked away from her.
"Mr. Klemminson, I said get to class and I mean it. Your football scholarship is now in my hands, and Taylor's so I suggest you do what I tell you."
Taylor closed her eyes. Then snapped them open to be certain Kam heard her voice.
"I asked him to do me." She said, her voice over loud. "He didn't do anything wrong. I wanted a...a...climax before class and he was, was trying to accommodate me." She smiled then. "I was almost there but you interrupted him, me, us."
Mr. G looked at her, a strange look on his face, like he was both angry and confused when he couldn't or shouldn't be doing both at the same time.
"Kam, go on. Tell Miss Cummings that Taylor is going be late, if you please. Go on."



Kam did the macho, hiphop shift that guys did just before beating a retreat, that wriggle of the body that was meant to indicate that it was his choice to leave, that it was his style and intent, and it was not simple obedience to any command. He picked up his pack and stalked off.
"Taylor, uh...." Mr. G looked down at her.
Taylor was still on her toes. She relaxed and looked down. Her skirt was tucked in the line of her panties drawn tight across her thighs. Casually, she put herself right, unwinding her panties and pulling them back into place. She smoothed down the straight skirt portion of the dress and looked up at Mr. G.
"Can I go to class now?" She rocked forward, wobbled and fell back against the wall.
Mr. G didn't even respond except to pick up her pack and take her by the arm and walk her down to his office. The office was strangely empty but for Mrs. Coyle, none of the usual clutter of indicted students. Mrs. Coyle barely looked up when they breezed through the outer office, past her desk and into his office. He closed the door and released her. His momentum carried him to his desk where he pulled out his desk chair and sat down. Taylor, however, having lost his stolid support, took a step back and flattened herself against the door, as though holding it closed against pursuers.
For a long time Mr. G just looked at her. The silence got long and then positively chilly and then uncomfortable. Finally, Taylor cracked.
"What? What's the matter, Mr. G?" Taylor asked, just ending the silence.
"Is this what it's going to be, Taylor?" He asked.
"What? What do you mean?"
He sat forward and finding her pack still in his hand, lifted it and sat it in the middle of the desk.
"I mean, are you going to be chasing sex now and goddamn everything else in your life?"
For a moment, Taylor blinked, startled. Her astonishment and the feeling he'd been writing in her diary with her, to her, for her crossed her mind, immediately. That stalled her voice. She licked her lips and in that moment, he continued speaking.
"First you start the Adult Club, then you have sex with Ash Compton and then you let Kam masturbate you in the hall? What sort of behavior is this? What is happening to you?"
For a moment, Taylor wanted to answer him, to unburden herself of all the things struggling together inside her. Then she noticed he hadn't asked "what's wrong with you" and that calmed her a little. She swallowed hard and looked Mr. G right in the eyes. She could always stare him down in the past. This time, he didn't waver, his gaze stayed on her.
Taylor looked away.
"No. Of course not." She answered some question, not what he asked recently but some question.
His next comment was interrupted by a light tap on the door and then it opened. Taylor moved away from it to stand next to the desk, her back to the door. Miss Cummings stepped inside and closed the door.
"Gordon." She said.
"Ester. What are you doing here?"
"Kam gave me your message."
Taylor hadn't turned around to look at her physics teacher so she saw the slight shake of Mr. G's head. She didn't understand it. Mr. G's eyes shifted back to Taylor. He didn't speak.
"Taylor, there's a pop quiz, you need to get back to class."
"Are you okay, Taylor?" Mr. G asked, real worry appeared in his voice.
She nodded and stood up. She slipped past Miss Cummings and out the door. The quiz was a snap and she was done in plenty of time. Still, the encounter with Kam discomfited her, which is to say, it left her wet and aroused the rest of the day. Just when she felt a little of the tension in her skin and deeper begin to fade, she'd think of Kam again and feel his finger probing inside her and then his huge cock stretching her and her puss would weep anew. After school let out, she found herself at the Queen's corner, where she usually held court, only to find Nicole with Ky there, just inside the west exit of the school. They were staring out the door at the spattering rain. Taylor stopped behind them and listened to them talking.
"I'll tell you when it's time, Nicole. I think you will enjoy it. You're already eighteen but waiting will be fun."
"Very well, Ky, I trust your sense of sex etiquette. Want to go get a salad?"
Ky shrugged.
"Sure, why not. Dad's at the house and Mom won't be home till late so it wouldn't be comfortable to go there. Sure, a salad at Frankie's sound's good. I need to be home by eight though. I don't have a car, can you drive?"
Nicole agreed. They dashed out into the falling rain, all large bulbous rain drops that splattered on the world like little bomblets.
Taylor walked in the rain, numb, confused. Ky usually rode home with her. They'd canceled dance practice. She was at loose ends. Usually, if they canceled dance, they all went somewhere but now the troupe seemed fragmented, discombobulated. Some were 18 and part of the Adult Club, some were 18 and had been ignored and the rest were minors. The studio was being cleaned and a new wax coating was being put on the floor so they had canceled until Monday, presumably at Ky's instigation, to allow time to prepare for the Adult Club Party. Taylor felt uneasy and alone. Preparations for the party suddenly seemed to be going along without her. She got into the car. She called Anne to see if she needed a ride but her younger sister had a ride with someone else arranged.
Taylor sat watching the windshield blur with the rain, empty of thought. Finally, she started the car and drove. When she turned onto Ky's street, she knew what she was doing. She faced her full intention and let it bubble down deep in her body. She groaned softly, and drove around the block. She parked in the little blank spot between lots just to the right of an alley that ran next to the Carter house. She still had Ky's house keys, wondering what that meant, that Ky hadn't asked for them back and she hadn't voluntarily returned them.
She sneaked through the back gate into their broad yard, the large pool at the other end, and crept up to the door into the garage from the yard. The key opened it. Taylor felt her heart, hammering in her chest. She lifted her skirt and felt between her legs. She was wet. In spite of her situation, she pushed a finger through the slickness of her body far inside herself and felt that feeling, the tingling throbbing need to be filled. She withdrew her finger and looked at it. It glistened in the dull light. She wanted to put her fingers in her mouth, to taste the thick salty juice of her body. She closed her eyes and did, swirling her tongue around her fingers. Her pussy tingled and her torso twitched, jerking as the feeling her taste gave her ran through her. She wanted to taste another woman, just to compare. She shuddered first from the thought itself and then from the urge to deny it. The war inside Taylor was on and she had no idea which side would win. She had hope, though, because deep down, she realized she chosen a side.
She walked carefully up the steps from the garage to the door into the hall leading to the kitchen. She opened it very quietly and closed it, also very quietly. Down the short hall past the laundry and one of the downstairs toilets, she emerged into the main part of the kitchen next to the counter and bar with four backless blond wood stools beside it.
"Taylor? What are you doing here?"
The voice froze her. Taylor turned her head. Mrs. Carter stood in the middle of the kitchen, a tumbler in her hand, regarding her with glittering interest. She licked her lips. Taylor noticed and the sight of that tongue snaking over the woman's lips gave her a jolt and she swore she felt her vagina bubble and seethe, as though it remembered the woman's tongue and lips. Taylor did. The sensation from yesterday of the woman eating her slid into her body and left a path of quivering excitement in its wake.
"You're here to fuck Davie, aren't you?" Despite the question, the words were a statement. "He's not here at the moment. He'll be back in, oh, maybe twenty or thirty minutes. You can wait. Care for a drink? I was having a little hit before I went back to the office." Mary Carter smiled but her eyes were fierce, focused and tight.
Taylor couldn't speak. She had no words. She didn't move, even when Mrs. Carter sidled around the end of the counter to Taylor's left and sat down the drink, standing before her. Taylor licked her lips.
"We have a little time. You know, to explore? I tasted you, albeit while you were bubbling with cum but I've had my tongue inside you. Did you enjoy that? I mean, have you had a woman lick your vagina before?"
Taylor's head shook. She knew the answer, she tried to find something to say but her head moved independent of her will.
"Oh, so that was all new to you?"
Taylor nodded.
Mary Carter smiled. She put out a hand and stroked Taylor's cheek, before cupping the side of her chin.
"If you are going to be fucking my husband, he has to share you with me eventually. Have you ever had a man and a woman making love to your body at the same time?" Mary Carter closed her eyes and hummed a little. "Mmmm, it can be so wonderful, but it is far better if the woman is into it, I mean, if she has learned to enjoy another woman's body. You know what I mean?"
Taylor blinked, happy that her eyes still worked. Her pussy throbbed. She wanted the woman's tongue in her again. The remembered feeling of Mary's hands steadying her bound body rose up in her like an erotic haze, leaving her breathless and quiet. Taylor still wasn't getting any words that fit together into any sensible order. Mary smiled and released her face. She shook her head.
"I cannot understand what David sees in you. Look at you! You have a man's body, well except for that contorted hole you call a cunt. I will say this, though, you responded nicely. Most girls in your position would have been too scared or whatever to come but you boiled over very nicely. It's always a nice thing when a woman comes while I lick her. She tastes differently once she's come a time or two. Oh, I know, I can't take credit for that. You'd been fucked pretty good by the time I put my tongue inside you." Mary smiled at Taylor's response, a vibrant shudder that shook her torso.
Mary patted one of the stools that skirted the counter on that side.
"Sit here, Taylor. Go on. We have a little time. I assume you've never been with a woman." Another statement fucking a question, writhing together to confuse her. Taylor sat.
"No." She said, finding the word and using it. "I never have...been with a woman."
"Well, young lady, if you are going to be running around with David's cum dripping from your nasty little hole, you need to learn to enjoy a woman, specifically me, I mean." Mrs. Carter wore a blue-green sweater that hugged her lean torso with its profound breasts. It was frosted with white but tight, tight, tight. When she pulled at the lower hem, her breasts bobbed. "I love this sweater. Even with my old tits, they stand up nice and fine without even a bra. See?" Mary popped the hem of her sweater over her breasts. The twin round mounds of luscious lust turned into slightly drooping flesh. "What do you think? Not bad for an old broad, right?"
Taylor was eye level with the woman's breasts. She nodded eying the woman's large brown aureoles. Her mouth was dry and her hands itched. She wanted to touch them in the worst way. She looked past them at Mary's eyes. She had to speak, to say something. The woman was flashing her tits in her face, she couldn't just sit there dumbly, saying nothing at all.
"You have very fine breasts, Mrs. Carter." Taylor managed.
Mary smiled and pulled the sweater up and hooked the hem over her angular shoulders, rather like Taylor's, stretching the fabric so that her breasts remained unencumbered.
"Do call me, Mary, at least when we're alone. You're fucking my husband, after all and eventually, I hope you'll be going down on me so, Mary, please."
"Mary. You have beautiful tits, Mary." Taylor's voice warbled, like she had marbles in her mouth. She cleared her throat. "You have gorgeous tits, Mary," she said louder.
Mary patted Taylor's cheek and moved closer, until her right tit was inches from Taylor's face.
"Have you ever kissed a woman's breasts before, Taylor? I'd like to tell you that you do it just the way you want it done but shit, you have nothing down there. You're a ski slope, an airport. Your breasts disappear when you inhale for fuck sake. Maybe drinking cum will make them grow. You know, when I first began swallowing cum while blowing men, my tits did grow. Not likely that there is a connection but you never know." She cupped a hand under her right breast and pushed the pointed little nipple in the center of the brown bull's eye against Taylor's lips.
Taylor moaned, far louder than she intended and her tongue eased out and licked her lips but in doing so, laved over the woman's knotty little nipple.
Mary groaned too, harmonizing with Taylor.
"Oh, Taylor, that is good instinct. Now, oh god, please, kiss me."
Taylor pursed her lips, found the hard little nub of Mary's nipple and kissed it, then sucked on it, very gently. Her loins were on fire. She felt the arousal flare up in her and she felt lightheaded. She took a breath, inhaling cold air around the woman's breasts.
"Oh my, yes, Taylor, you have what it takes to make a woman excited. If you eat pussy with the same instincts, you'll be fucking my husband for a good long time!" She tapped Taylor on the left side of her head. "Now the other one, don't want to make me walk crooked at the office. I might be tempted to let that hot little intern finish what you started. God, if I knew you could eat pussy, I might get the three of us together...patience Mary." She chortled then. "It's just that you're Ky's friend, her age and everything and I've never seduced a girl your age, not quite 19, before and oh my, I am so excited by having you here. But go on, kiss my other breast, dear. Don't make me beg. I'll beg, I will, but it is so embarrassing, given you are just 18. Please, dear, suck Mommy's other tit for her!"
Taylor was shocked to hear the woman's voice crackling with arousal. She let the woman's hand guide her face over before the other breast. She stared at it for a moment. The aureole crinkled with tension and the little nipple protruded out into space, seeming incredibly long from such a close vantage point. Taylor licked it, the pad of her tongue raked over the rough skin and bent the nipple up, pulling at it until it snapped back into position. She licked it again. Mary's hand moved from the side of her face to the back of her head, holding but not forcing her in any direction. It almost seemed like Mary held her head to steady her own imbalance. Taylor was just growing accustomed to the idea that this woman was aroused by her, feeling the flush of satisfaction that idea gave her, when Mary Carter whispered something else that shocked and startled her.
"Mark me, Taylor. Put a hickey on the inside of my tits. Both of them. God, that'll make David crazy, if you don't fuck him into an empty husk. Leave a little for the Missus, will you? Now, go ahead. You know how to make a hickey, don't you? I love it when David sees them and has to force me to tell him where I got it. God, this will make him crazy! But you have to promise..." her hand grasped Taylor by the chin and tipped her head back. Taylor let her eyes unlock from the curve of Mary's breast and meet the woman's eyes. "You must promise not to tell him I was here with you. I was gone when you got here. It's not a lie, its a tease. Promise?"
Taylor nodded her head as much as she could with the woman's hand gripping her chin.
"Say it, Taylor. I want to hear you say it!"
"I promise not to tell your husband I put hickeys on your tits." Taylor mumbled.
"Oh Christ, hurry up. I need to go." The hand released Taylor's chin. It dropped and her nose bumped into the plush slope of Mary's great breast.
Taylor kissed the soft, sumptuous flesh. Mary cupped the back of her head with one hand but the other fit around Taylor's neck in much the same way that Kam had choked her a few hours before. The sensation erupted in Taylor and she sucked savagely on the woman's breast. Her lips lost suction with a loud smack. She kissed down, closer to the aureole and then sucked there, sealing her mouth and pulling at the air until she felt the full pooch of Mary's breast tight in her mouth.
"Oh, oh, oh god, yes." Mary gasped.
Taylor released and peered at the spot. It was turning dark.
She moved to the left and fastened her mouth on the woman's other breast, down a little, more on the inside curve, pulling at it with her mouth and then lashing at the swell of flesh in her mouth with her tongue.
"Oh my god, Taylor, oh, oh god!" Mary Carter murmured and then she backed away. Taylor tipped with her, trying to keep her mouth affixed to the woman's tit. "Enough. You're an oral little vixen, aren't you?"
Taylor smiled a little. She was in a daze when Mary clasped her face between her hands and kissed her full on the mouth. Taylor was so surprised, Mary's tongue was past her lips, over her teeth and probing deep inside her mouth before she knew what was happening. The kiss lengthened. Mary pressed Taylor back against the edge of the counter. One hand left her face and Taylor felt it pushing at her right knee. Her legs opened like a turnstile. The hand cupped her pussy, then shuffled her panties to the side and fingered her. Taylor groaned into Mary's mouth. The finger lanced into her and her whole body bucked, the charge of sexual energy struck her deep and rattled her entire being.
Then the woman was gone, the kiss was over and the hand departed from between her legs. Taylor opened her eyes. Mary Carter stood a couple feet away, staring at her glistening finger. Her eyes shifted to Taylor and then, very, very slowly, she extended her tongue and licked up the length of her finger before tilting it and shoving it into her mouth. She sucked it clean. Without breaking eye contact, Mary pulled her sweater over her tits and down to her waist. Taylor felt a lurid disappointment between her legs.
"I have to go or my surprise won't be a surprise. Don't forget, tell David you didn't see me!" Mary laughed, scuttled into the living room to shoulder on a coat and pick up her purse. She extracted the car fob and rattled it. She disappeared down the hall to the garage door Taylor had just entered and moments later, the garage door began to raise, rattling and growling. Taylor turned to look at the closed door to the garage. She stood up and felt her legs wobble, like she'd run a hundred sets of stairs at the stadium. She tottered into the living room and sat in the big horseshoe shaped couch. She sat back in the thing, and lay her head back. She closed her eyes and let her mind wander. She expected the excitement in her body, the pulsing thrill just under her skin to fade but it didn't.
Only a few minutes after the garage door closed and Mary Carter drove away, the door opened again. Taylor started, the thought, the fear that this was Ky arriving home gave her a start but she decided to sit here and wait and see. If it was Ky, she could address what had happened that day, with her and with Kam. If it was David...she got a loin rush then, a flood of sensation on her skin and inside her pussy. The close up image of Mary's bare tits appeared when she closed her eyes. She just sat still, not moving, feeling the drama of the unknown vibrate in her body. Whatever happened, she thought, it would make her hornier. That seemed impossible the way her body vibrated.
The garage door opened and the foot falls on the faux wood floor weren't Ky's heels. They sounded perfectly masculine. Taylor sat back and waited, closing her eyes, wondering what she'd do if David didn't notice her. He did, but only after he got a beer from the fridge and popped it. She heard the snap and fizzle.



"Taylor? What are you doing here."
Words echoed in her own mind. "Offer yourself to him." The words tore at her, like rapacious claws seeking to expose her inner being, slut or Fuck Toy or ingenue, she didn't know which and didn't care. Her body flamed with passion. She stood up and turned to look at him over the boundary of the sectional couch. She moved around the end, stepping carefully to stand before him. She shrugged off her coat and tossed it onto a recliner to her left. She looked back at him. David Carter stared at her. When she didn't move, he sipped from his beer, overly casual.
"What are you doing, here, Taylor?" He asked, his voice low, soft, inviting and raw.
Very deliberately, she began to unbutton the front of her dress, down, down, a button at a time until she could shrug out of it and let it drop down her legs to puddle around her feet. Equally deliberately, her eyes still on David, she unhooked her empty bra and let it drop. She noticed, consciously, that David wasn't speaking, not telling her to stop. He regarded her with a gaze a bit glazed and dazed but still aware, still sharp. She wriggled her hips and pushed her panties down her legs. She removed both her heels at that point and stood before him, barefoot and naked.
David walked away from her and set the beer on the counter where minutes before, Mary had presented Taylor with her bare tits.
"I know what I said, Taylor." David Carter said. "But I don't think..."
"I sucked her tits." Taylor whispered. "Just now. Your wife. Mary. She, she asked me to give her hickeys. You have to act surprised. She wants you to take me, so she can have me, teach me to pleasure a woman. She, Mary, your wife, she wants us to go to bed together, for you to share me with her." Taylor's voice clicked higher. "Only if I learn to pleasure a woman. She said that. She wants you to have me...so she can have me."
David Carter picked up his beer and pulled at it again.
"That certainly sounds like her. Hickeys? You put hickeys on her tits? God, I love it when she comes home with hickeys and I don't know where they came from! Fuck you, Taylor, for telling me."
"She wants you to have me." Taylor hesitated then lifted her eyes from David's shoes to look at him. "I want you to fuck me." Taylor managed to speak the words. Her body was vibrating, shaking with erotic excitement. She could barely stand, here in this house where she'd been dozens or even hundreds of times, before this man she'd known all her life. She felt the need, the gnawing need to be filled and she bowed her head. She had to learn to beg. "Please, Mr. Carter, please make love to me. I am so, so aroused, after yesterday, I want more, I want it again." She stopped, tasting the words to see if they had the right amount of letters just the right sum to tell the truth about what she was feeling. She needed filled. The emptiness throbbed inside her and she needed, wanted desperately to have a cock thrust far inside her body. She'd never felt it like this before. It was unmistakable.
"I can't tie you up like that. I'm not good with knots. I'd have to use handcuffs." David smiled, tipped up the beer can and then peered into it. He tossed it over his shoulder. It clanged around on the kitchen floor behind him. "I want you to suck my cock, first." He said.
Taylor's knees banged together. She wanted to say something else but the truth dribbled out of her.
"I, uh, don't know how." She mumbled.
"Get on your knees. At least let me put my cock in your mouth, just to start. I am surprised Mary hasn't figured out that you aren't who I've been fucking, because she surely knows how much I like having my knob shined." He unbuckled his pants.
"She can't tell I don't suck cock very well, now can she?" Taylor said, a slight smile tickled her lips.
David shrugged.
"A point." He pointed to the floor before him.
Taylor, very slowly and unsteadily got to her knees where she stood.
"Not there, over here, oh, what the hell." David Carter walked over to where Taylor knelt. She picked up her dress and underthings and tossed them at her coat, ending up on the floor beside the chair. She turned back to find David's cock bobbing slowly before her face.
"Lick the end, like you're licking a sucker." Mr. Carter said, his voice low and rough.
Taylor reached up and wrapped her hand around his cock. It was slick in her hand, but hot and wondrously hard. She squeezed it just a tiny bit and it pulsed in her hand. His passion lived in that hot flesh. Her pussy writhed, hungry, desperate to be filled. She held it still and ran her tongue around the head of it.
"Uh, yeah, like that. Now, uh, now suck on the head, with just your lips."
Taylor felt the spongy head with her lips, kissed it instinctively and then tilted her head forward, taking that sly little bullet into her mouth. She sealed her lips around it and sucked. She knew enough to keep her teeth at bay.
"Oh god, yes, that's so good."
Taylor felt below his hard cock, finding his dangling balls. She bobbled them a little in her hand, moving them around while she sucked on the head of his dick."
"Oh god, Taylor, yes, like that." David put a hand on the back of her head. She felt the pressure from his hand and very slowly she let him push more of his cock into her mouth. The moment it touched the back of her throat, she gagged and expelled him, coughing and snorting as she did so. She felt the heat of embarrassment. She immediately directed the cock back to her lips and sucked it inside again. He pushed her hard onto his cock and again she gagged, her throat pulsing. Spit ran down her chin. She backed off and coughed.
"Some women can't suck cock. I don't know about men but some females have too much of a gag reflex. Unless you can tame that gag reflex, you'll not be very accomplished at sucking a guy's cock. Take something long and narrow and use it to tickle the back of your throat, a little at a time, several times a day. If you can deep throat a cock, you'll be able to get over the gag response. Then you can suck my cock. Until then don't bother, I don't want you bitting it off." David Carter looked around the room. "Over here." He helped Taylor to her feet and led her to the back of the couch.
"Ask me to fuck you again." He said.
"Oh god, please fuck me! I need it so badly. I want it so much. I am so aroused. I want to be filled with your cock. I want you to fuck me, Mr. Carter."
He gestured.
"Assume the position."
Taylor was a little confused but turned to face the back of the couch. It hit her at about the tops of her thighs. Mr. Carter pushed on her back, a hand between her shoulder blades. She bent over the couch, extending her hands to support herself on the cushions. She immediately felt his fingers between her legs. He probed around the lips of her pussy.
"You're really wet." David muttered.
"I know. I've been thinking of this all day. I want it. Please, fill me with your cock. Let me have it please, Mr. Carter."
His finger lanced into her. His fingernail caught and tore at her. A little spark of pain flashed inside her and was gone, blinking like a lightning bug. The finger wriggled around inside her for a while and then was gone. She heard and felt him shuffling around behind her and then the wet kiss of the end of his cock on her thigh told her she was close to getting what she wanted. Mr. Carter moved the cock around until he was positioned against the folds and ruffles of her pussy. He probed with his cock.
Taylor felt the arousal well up in her, filling her chest so she couldn't breathe. Only when the hot cock thrust into her did she finally exhale with a great satisfying whoosh, as though it was displacing the air in her lungs. His hand gripped her by the hips and he pounded down into her. She felt it, the lurid rise of her first climax, the one that had been lurking most of the day. David pierced her and thrust into her, over and over. She groaned and then bucked as the orgasm seized hold of her. She gasped and cried out.
"Oh god, Mr. Carter, I'm coming. Fuck me!" She cried out, her voice sounded odd to her and she clamped her mouth shut.
"Keep jabbering, Taylor. I like a woman who can talk and fuck at the same time." David panted over her. "I wish you had tits. There's nothing to hold onto." His hands belied his words, finding her tits and then her nipples. He ground against her from behind, thrusting his cock into her with little short bumps. His fingers and thumbs found her nipples and suddenly he pinched them, both at once. Taylor felt a huge, violent shock wrack her. Her torso jerked in his clutches and she climaxed.
"Oh, oh, god, coming. Do, do that again!" She panted. Her body reacted to his use of her with lurid approval.
"What? This?" David pulled back and as he rammed his cock back into her body, his fingers and thumbs pinched down on her nipples again. Taylor shrieked, crying out as both the pain in her nipples and the orgasm between her legs rioted together inside her. She panted, the orgasm taking away her reason and her breath.
David released her nipples. Taylor moaned her disappointment. David paid no attention but gripped her by the waist. He hammered into her. She heard the rich, moist sound the penetration of her pussy made as he sliced into her. It thrilled her. She grunted with satisfaction. He pulled her back onto his cock then rocked her forward as he withdrew. The cycle repeated over and over until Taylor felt a new wave of ecstasy building inside her.
"Oh Christ, you fucking cunt, you goddamn luscious whore!" Mr. Carter yelled, their bodies slapped together with percussion regularity. Taylor felt a new gestating orgasm twisting inside her but before it could blossom and bloom, Mr. Carter came. He rooted himself deep inside her and then remained there, jerking and grunting, pumping Taylor full of cum. She felt the teasing disappointment between her legs. Just a couple more minutes and she'd have come again. Instead of the luscious release, it formed a writhing, pulsing, needful knot behind her sternum. She raised up, tried to swallow around that knot and felt it swell a little more.
"You have to go, Taylor. You are a crazy cunt, coming here like this. Go on, get dressed and get out. Don't come here again. I'll call you the next time I want to fuck you."
She struggled off the back of the couch, her body singing his praises for the one orgasm she did get from him. She wanted to object, to argue as she usually did but standing naked before him, cum running down her legs rather lessened the inclination. She did as he directed and dressed under his baleful eyes, suddenly loving that soft yet strong feeling of compliance vibrating in her body. The walk to her car was cold and longer than she imagined. Darkness had descended and she had to use the little ambient light and whatever the neighborhood provided to keep from stumbling onto her face as she shambled back to the car. In her mother's car, she felt beneath her to see if she was leaking cum onto the seat. She was. She cursed and struggled free of her coat and sat on it, knowing it would smell like cum. She didn't change anything. Instead, she drove home. Her body throbbed, her mind was filled with the afternoon and what it told her. She was horny enough to kiss a woman's tits and that served to enrapture her so that she came soon after Mr. Carter introduced his cock into her. The orgasm was wonderful but shallow. She needed another but now, having been dismissed she either had to manage it herself or wait for tomorrow. She got home and showered, removing the dank traces of his cum from her body.
Taylor lay in bed, staring at the darkness. She'd checked her diary and found no new black ink. The next day was the Adult Club Party and she resolved not to be passive this time, to demand her share of the initiates. She committed herself in that moment, to demanding an orgasm at the Adult Club. She would not be disappointed, surprised certainly, but not disappointed.
The next day was confusing for her. To this point, the Adult Club had been Ky's obsession but suddenly, Taylor felt an intimate connection to it. She knew what Ky planned. She only had a vague idea of how she would inject herself and her needs into the proceedings but that simple idea throbbed in her mind from the beginning of the day. She was vaguely aware that yesterday's animosity from Ky seemed to have cooled. Ky spoke to her and treated her as always so until the moment after third period when she saw the knot of people around something posted on the wall, she thought all was back to normal and she could focus on her sexual commitment and her compulsion.
All that changed when she and Ash walked out of Physics and saw the cluster of people in a semi-circle around something on one of the various bulletin boards. Taylor had to push her way into the glut of people to see what was attracting so much attention. The attraction was a very good 8 1/2 by 11 printed picture of her pussy. She stared at it for a moment, disbelieving what she was seeing. Her pussy was pursed and clearly bubbling with cum. A large glob of white semen could be clearly seen tucked amid the ruffles of her cunt.
She felt like she was in the aftermath of a huge orgasm. She wanted to pant, to gasp, to curl up and wait for the feeling to swell and finish its work in her but she just stood there staring.
"Taylor, let's go." Ash hissed. "God, when did you have that taken?" Ash's voice was filled with wonder. There was no question that the cunt in the picture had been well and truly fucked. Anyone who had showered with Taylor also knew that was her pussy.
Taylor looked around and spied Ky. She had a little smile on her lips and was watching Taylor out of the corner of her eyes. When she felt Taylor looking at her, she turned and shouldered her way out of the growing crowd. She started to move towards the picture, feeling the conventional need to tear it down but Ash looped an arm around her middle and held her back, her back to the picture of Taylor's cunt.
"Don't, Taylor. If you do, you'll confirm that it's you. Ignore it, stare at it, gawk like you've never seen it before and it'll never be connected to you."
Taylor shuddered, held by her friend's arms around her middle. Ash was an optimist. Taylor felt the comfort of the woman's arm around her and leaned in but didn't fight the restraint. She finally relented and stared at it. She began to hear the comments, the words around her waiting for what she knew must be coming. One of the girls she showered with surely would say it and it came, a voice from somewhere to her left and out of sight, hissing with laughter.
"That's Taylor Dillon's cunt." The voice said. A male voice grunted.
"No way. Really? That thing has been fucked good. Who would want to fuck Taylor Dillon?"
"I don't know but that's her pussy. I know."
Taylor's head swam. She groaned softly, feeling the loin rush between her legs, the thrill of hearing those words, spoken in public about her cunt. She hugged herself. She felt Ash staring at her and looked at her friend. She heard Mr. G's voice before she could speak.
"What's the matter here? Get to class. Come on, get...oh my god!" Mr. G shouldered through the crowd and ripped the picture of Taylor's pussy off the bulletin board.
"They're all over the school, Mr. G. That well fucked cunt is everywhere, for everyone to see."
Mr. G looked around and saw another crowd of people down the way. Taylor saw Miss Cummings at the fringe of the crowd and for an instant, she thought she saw them exchange a glance, a look, something that didn't fit the moment before he plowed off to the other group of people and, while she watched, ripped down the picture there that they were gawking at, presumably the same picture of Taylor's well-used pussy.
She let Ash steer her to their next class. She was sitting in her seat before the fog in her brain cleared a little and she confronted a profound conclusion. That picture had been taken two days ago, by David Carter, Ky's father. Suddenly, Ky's surprise at hearing about Taylor fucking Kam, or to be accurate being fucked by Kam, came into focus, becoming sensible. She understood why Ky hadn't seemed to know what Taylor was talking about for the brief moment. She knew Taylor had had sex with her father because she found the picture on her father's phone. How that could have happened, she didn't know. What she was certain of, Ky Carter knew that Taylor Dillon had fucked her father.
Taylor buried her face in her hands. She tried to clear her mind. She backed up in her thinking. The picture didn't implicate David necessarily. He could have taken the picture without actually contributing to the wealth of cum froth bubbling out of the pussy in the picture. Still, if Ky found that picture in her father's phone, she clearly suspected something. Not only that, she must have found someone to post them all over the school.
While the former part of Taylor was duly mortified by what she'd seen, another, newer, rawer part of her felt thrilled...not thrilled exactly but...she fingered her sides, her arms crossed across her breasts, searching for the proper word. She felt validated. That was it. She had been fucked by Sunshine, Kam and David Carter and that picture told the story. Heat suffused her pussy, just thinking of being bound and fucked as she had been. Her body throbbed and she relived the ecstasy of that experience, overlaid with yesterday bent over the couch with David Carter thrusting inside her. She realized the sensations flooding over her were the first indications of her conversion into a fuck toy. That was the most sensible explanation. She loved that sensation, the shame of seeing her well-fucked cunt posted on a public bulletin board rather than making the rounds on their phones. It was lurid, public and horrifyingly shameful and it thrust a deep arousal behind her sternum. Taylor faced it, the thrill that jammed into her from every direction.
The rest of the day was a nightmare haze of erotic mortification and lust, tangled up inside her. Despite Mr. G's constant tearing down of the pictures of her cum pearled pussy, the pictures kept appearing and reappearing. Ironically, the rules preventing other teachers and even students from removing posted signs from the walls kept her pussy in sight all day long. Taylor spied two people posting her pussy on the wall, which told her the effort to expose her was a conspiracy and she felt certain that Ky was behind it. She saw others pasting her cunt on the wall to stare down at her, pulling her back into the throes of that ecstasy, bound and fucked, engaging her erotic ambitions and her baser instincts in a singular experience. She was crazy horny the whole day, even while displaying an increasingly antagonized show to the world.
She began to hear the whispers. "That's Taylor's cunt." Or "There's Queen Taylor's pussy!" Those simpler declamations devolved into assorted tags that left her panting against her locker, the lurid content of the comments aroused her and kept her close to the ceiling of her sexual prison all day. "Cro-magnon cunt", "The munster pussy", "Lurch's Twat" and her favorite, "Klingon cunt" all floated about her, like bite-mes trying to get at the water in her eyes.
Ash was constantly at her side, constantly telling her to stay cool and calm, to not respond, since that would only encourage them. By the end of the day, it seemed everyone knew the "cum gushing vagina" was her and hers. It tore at her her, wrenching her apart because she had to show anger while feeling that surging secret pride she dared not expose to the nattering masses! Even her teachers gave her a second look, appraising and wondering how she'd gotten so much cum pumped into her, looking like she did. She became a sexual paradox, the bitchy cunt no one wanted to fuck juxtaposed with the well used cunt pasted all over the halls of the school. How did the asexual mistress of mitosis manage to lure the cock or cocks that pumped so much cum into her that she appeared to be bleeding milk? How did that happen? What was her secret?



One group of guys at the end of the day saw her passing by and amplified their voices.
"I bet she can suck the chrome off a trailer hitch. If they fucked her, she must be able to suck cock like a pro!"
She left school and went home. The Adult Party was virtually forgotten.
Her mother knocked on her door soon after she lay down, intending to sleep, but actually, fingering herself, rubbing at her inflamed pussy trying to relieve some of the day's pressurized tension that had built up from staring at her cum clotted cunt all day long.
"Taylor? Are you all right?"
Taylor sat up, pulling her hand out from between her legs. Her door opened.
"Why wouldn't I be?" She asked, glaring at her mother.
Mrs. Dillon looked suitably chastised but didn't leave. Instead, she stood staring at Taylor. Finally she smiled.
"I heard about the pictures at school, the vagina pictures. I saw one. I know that's your vagina. No one else has a pussy that looks like that. I mean, its fine but, god, its just so, it looks like a Chinese mushroom."
Taylor felt her face heat despite her determination not to show any reaction at all, as Ash suggested.
"What's your point?"
"You had sex with someone, who was it, Taylor?"
Her mother nodded, stepping further into her room. She held a sheet of paper before her, presumably looking at a picture of Taylor's cunt.
"If you look close, you can just see your left ankle and there's a bit of rope tied around it, you can tell if you look closely. You were tied up, weren't you? They fucked you when you were tied up, didn't they?"
Taylor wanted to gush about it, to tell her mother everything, the vibrator raising her sensation level, the first cock, the second cock, and finally Mr. Carter's stylus cock hitting her buttons, and all three filling her like they were turkey basters squirting cum into her snatch. She dearly wanted to let it all come pouring out but she clamped her jaws closed and growled at her sister.
She stared at her mother, glaring but squirming. After a long silence, her mother shrugged.
"Taylor, if you want to talk about it, you know you can talk to me."
"Nothing to talk about." Taylor rasped, trying to growl but only managing to whine in a low voice.
Mrs. Dillon turned away and left her, closing the door, clearly understanding the dimensions of Taylor's mood and having no faith she could penetrate the perimeter and understand her eldest daughter. Taylor lay down and managed to sleep. She dreamed of cocks coming on her, on her face, in her hair, on her belly and chest, covering her nipples in pungent, slick, hot cum. She was twizzling it around her nipples when she awoke. Her hips continued to pulse even after she shook off the dream. She glanced at the clock. My god, it was nearly eight! She jumped up, dashed through a shower and dressed for the Adult Club meeting. She giggled a little, the angst of the day gone for the moment.
Her mother appeared at her door, watching her dress.
"Where are you going."
"There's a party tonight." She said and sailed past her mother. "Taking your car, is that all right?"
"Is Anne going with you."
"Nope." Taylor felt joy at saying this. "For adults only."
She left her house and drove to the Roberts' house. It was an old, seemingly ramshackle mansion 150 years old and in need of real repairs tucked behind a hill near the center of town. Olson Roberts, the quarterback of the football team and oil to Taylor's water, offered it. Ky had insisted on including him in the Adult Club and that was paying off in this small way, anyway. Taylor arrived to find a clutch of cars already jamming the streets around the place. It was designed with horse and buggies in mind so the roads were not and still not designed for a lot of cars. She parked and had to walk a quarter of a mile in her "fuck me" shoes, careful not to break off the pointed heels. She didn't bother to knock or ring the bell. A sign on the door read: "ADULTS ONLY!"
She slipped inside. Her heart thundered in her chest. The guy guarding the door let her pass but his eyes raked over her, leaving hot streamers on her body. She expected Ky to immediately single her out, to extend the humiliation at school to the party. Taylor anticipated it and relished it, feeling the thrill course through her body still made her pause and reflect on what sort of perverted slut she actually was, given that she seemed to get off on seeing her cunt everywhere and more to the point, getting wet while hearing everyone discussing her cum-frosted vagina. She wasn't thinking about it that much, all she knew was that she was eager to be back among people who, presumably would be discussing the cunt picture from school.
Instead she found the three initiates, including blonde Nicole, bent over the back of an old, green couch. They were all nude. Ky was speaking as Taylor slipped into the living room, filled with forty something adults. Ky had told her she thought the entire Adult Club would come to their party. She was right, it appeared that everyone was present. Ky was talking.
"So you see, these three sluts want to be treated as adults. So we shall. What do adults do?"
"They fuck!" The crowd roared. Ky nodded.
"That's right. Adults fuck. What are we?"
"Adults!"
"What do we do?"
"Fuck!" The whole crowd screamed in response to Ky's lilting, teasing voice. Ky screamed and everyone screamed with her. The chocks were out and the train was rolling ahead.
Taylor felt relieved...and disappointed.
"Time for the adult initiation." Ky said, her voice normal. She went to the counter and opened a bag. From it, she withdrew the large green vibrating cock, still in her hand but ominous with its vibrating potential. The crowd around her and the three women bent over the couch murmured. They knew what this meant. Ky removed the thing from the plastic sack. It gleamed in the light. She moved to the first girl, Grace Lorange, an elegant intellectual with big sixties hair, spindly and lean but with huge, outsized tits. Her naked body draped over the back of the couch like a wilted fern. Ky ran a hand over the woman's ass, barely curved. One cheek then the other, Ky stroked her hand over the woman's skin. Grace lifted her head and moaned loudly, clearly for show. When Ky touched her pussy, however, the moan converted into a deeper, far more genuine reaction. When Ky's finger penetrated her pussy, the groan became deep erotic thunder.
Ky thrust her finger into the girl and then withdrew it. She held it up before her face for all to see. It gleamed in the raw light.
The silence pulled at Taylor, tensing her. She felt the lurid ripple on her skin, the thrill she felt watching Ky probe the woman and her obvious reaction. "I want that." Taylor's mind spoke the words and they reverberated in her body. She felt the first trickle of moisture on the surface of her pussy, breech and run a little way down her inner thigh. She moaned slightly and stepped back, moving up a step towards the kitchen for a better vantage point. She stood with her ankles touching, rubbing her thighs together, smearing her juice onto the broad, flat plain of her legs.
Ky reached around Grace's bent, naked body and touched her moist finger to her lips. Grace slurped loudly at it.
"How do you like your taste, Grace?" Ky asked. "Good enough to offer to someone else?"
Grace moaned and dropped her head. Her hips thrust forward, pressing against the back of the couch.
Ky turned on the vibrator. The buzz filled the room. It seemed so loud so as to drown out all other sounds. She touched the twisting end of the green phallus to Grace's pursed pussy lips. Grace's hips jerked and then lifted, parting her lean ass the more. Ky probed through the rubbery twins, lower until she found the entrance to Grace's body. The writhing cock pushed between the lips of her pussy and disappeared inside her. Slowly, moving and twisting, the thing penetrated the woman. Grace groaned again, this time all pretense was gone. As more than half of it sank into her, the entire room seemed to pant with her.
"Uh, uh, uh!" Grace gasped as the motion inside her massaged her nerves and roused them toward the peak she lusted after.
Ky withdrew the green cock. She held it up. It glistened with Grace's juices. Ky turned it off, stepped past the woman's ass to Tolleen. Tolleen was black, with a booty that swelled large below a tight, trim waist and average sized breasts. She was tall so she draped over the back of the couch too, rather than bending over it. When Ky presented her with the moist phallus, she made a show of licking Grace's juice off of it. Ky put the end in Tolleen's mouth and she sucked on it. When Ky thrust it between her bulbous ass cheeks, directly into her pussy, Tolleen screamed. It was a rough sound, guttural and heartfelt. Ky pushed the green vibrator far into Tolleen's body, then twisted it inside her. She hit another button and a new sound was added to the grinding of the larger cock. The little flange on the side vibrated faster, adding a higher harmony to the mechanical buzz, muted by Tolleen's body. The woman shrieked, her ass rose and bucked down, swiveled in a way that made Taylor jealous. The round black ass popped down again, jamming the cock hard into her body.
Ky withdrew the green cock. Tolleen grunted and then exhaled extravagantly. The still, silent crowd in the room did as well, exhaling all together.
Taylor was shaking. She imagined her body bent over the couch, the green meanie pressing into her pussy. She groaned quietly.
Ky stepped past Tolleen to the shapely little butt of Nicole Saunders. Ky offered the slurried cock to Nicole who made a show of licking Tolleen's frosting off of it, humming with pseudo satisfaction. When Ky touched her ass, Nicole lifted it and moved one leg to the side, opening herself to the eyes of everyone behind her. Ky fingered her, stroking and poking and caressing Nicole's pink pussy, gently opening her and then thrusting a finger into her. Nicole squeaked with the penetration but then wriggled her ass a little and sighed loudly.
No one had spoken a word since the green cock appeared. Only suspirations and the buzzing sounds decorated the silence. Ky withdrew her finger and this time, she licked it herself, ending by putting her finger deep into her mouth and cleaning Nicole off of it.
"She tastes good. You'll all get a chance to taste her." Ky said, her voice was oily with excitement. She turned back to Nicole's bent body, cupped an ass cheek and pulled it wide. With a bit of careless violence, she thrust the writhing, buzzing green thing into Nicole. The blond girl bucked, her whole body jerked. Her ass lifted and she popped it down, jamming herself onto the vibrating cock. Her little bubble butt wriggled over the cock, now with just the white control base visible. Nicole lifted her ass and slammed it down onto the cock again. The muted buzzing didn't muzzle the squelch of her body. Clear liquid appeared on both thighs and ran down the backs of her legs. Ky held the cock with both hands. She murmured something and Nicole began to twerk, lifting her ass and driving it down onto the cock, impaling herself on it over and over.
Nicole began to grunt each time she humped her ass down onto the cock, grinding it deep inside her before lifting again and slamming down again. She found a solid rhythm, pushing herself to go faster, increasing the force so that Ky was forced to hold it against her. Just when it seemed Nicole would climax on the thing, Ky withdrew it.
By this time, Taylor was nearly sobbing with arousal. Her pussy was sopping wet. She hadn't put on panties and so there was nothing to keep her from dripping and she was dripping, dribbling and oozing. Watching Ky violate Nicole with the vibrator made her crazy. When Ky stopped, pulling the buzzing cock out of Nicole, Taylor sighed, along with half the room.
Ky tapped Nicole and told her stand up and turn around. The three women all struggled upright and then faced the room, naked, their pussies swollen, engorged and bubbling. Tolleen placed a hand over her big breast and causally massaged it. Nicole looked drunk.
"Did you come, Nicole?" Ky asked slyly, looking around the room.
"No. But god, I am ready. I want to." She grinned lopsidedly. "I can't come bent over like that. Not usually, I mean. I usually do myself sitting up, but my arms are short." She giggled and several people in the crowd giggled with her.
"Would you like to try? I mean would you come for us, say, sitting on the table, if someone used our little buzzy friend here on you and you could just relax and enjoy the feeling?"
"I would." Tolleen said immediately. "I'd love that!"
"Grace?" Ky asked, her eyes still on Nicole.
Grace nodded, swallowing hard. Her eyes were wide and her hands crossed across her crotch, hiding her pussy but unable to hide the silver streaks on both thighs below her hands.
"God, yes!" Nicole whispered, her voice hoarse with excitement. She looked around the room. "My gosh, I never knew having people watching me orgasm could be so...so...exciting!" She shuddered, her little round mouthfuls quivered and waved at Taylor. Taylor stared, panting herself, imagining it was her naked and being offered the chance to come for everyone. She noted the jealousy puckering between her legs and the ache in her chest. She was so focused on the sensations cavorting in her body that when Ky spoke her name, she didn't respond at first.
"Taylor? Where's the real Queen of Swanson high? Taylor? Taylor?"
Taylor lifted her eyes from Nicole's milky white breasts with the perky pink nipples.
"What?" She managed dully.
"Taylor, would you like to do the honors?" Ky brandished the silent green cock at her. For a moment, Taylor thought Ky had been reading her mind and she felt the pressure of panic behind her tits. "The Adult Club was really your idea. It seems only right for you initiate these three. Do you want to try to bring them to orgasm while we watch?"
Taylor was dumbfounded. She had no response but her head nodded and kept nodding.
Ky laughed gaily.
"I think she's into it, don't you, everyone?"
The response was scattered and muted.
Ky pumped her free hand into a fist.
"Come on, everyone, Taylor! Taylor! Taylor!" She chanted and the three initiates took up the chant, Nicole first, her eyes boring into Taylor, fixed somewhere below Taylor's eyes. The chant of her name gave her a thrill she'd not felt before. The Witch Queen nomenclature that had dogged her for several years seemed incompatible with this shallow demonstration. Still, it felt awesome to hear her name chanted that way.
"Taylor! Taylor! Taylor." The Adult Club chanted.
"Come on, Taylor, come initiate these new adults and make them come, if you can."
Taylor felt the swell of pride and the thrill of recognition ripple through her. She pushed through the chanting group to stand beside Ky. Ky extended the green meanie to her and she felt its weight again in her hand. She looked around the group and found the eyes of males and females all fixed on her and she swelled with the attention. She felt like she was going to burst.
Ky patted the air and the chant faded away. She looked at Taylor.
"Well, Queen Taylor? Which of these lovely young adults do you want to make climax first for us?"
Taylor felt the pressure cloy at her brain. Her pussy cried for Nicole, the little twat that was making her look average in dance class. But she pointed to Grace, not wanting to be transparent or appear petty, at least in her own mind. Grace jerked and walked over to the table, Ky's hands guiding her. She lay down on the large table, letting her long legs dangle off the sides. Her pubic fur formed a full swath between her legs. Taylor stared at it. Ky gently moved Grace's hands from her pussy, pulling them away and up over her head. Ky gestured to Olson Roberts, whose house they were in.
"Olly, come hold her hands. Galene, you and Yvonne hold her legs. I bet she'll come faster if we hold her." Ky grinned. "If you come, you get to eat Queen Taylor for us." Ky leaned down and kissed the wriggling woman on the cheek and whispered something to her. Grace stared at Ky and then turned her head to look fearfully at Taylor.
"Taylor! Taylor! Taylor!" Ky chanted and everyone took it up. The crowd moved around the large table. Taylor moved to stand beside the naked girl. The chant of her name infused her with excitement, combined with the erotic energy pulsing in her already, it pushed her to an erotic high just short of climax. She raised the green cock above her in one hand and everyone cheered.
"Fuck her! Fuck her! Fuck her!" The adults in the room cried. Taylor scanned the room and saw the lurid anticipation on most faces. Some were masks of fear. She patted the air until the voices quieted. Beside her, Grace was shaking like a tree in a hail storm.
Taylor punched at the buttons until the vibrator was fully animated. She touched the wiggling green end to Grace's pussy and rubbed it around. Grace grunted and her head dropped down to hit the table. Olson pulled hard on her arms. Taylor felt the woman's body yawn and pressed the green cock into the breech. Grace arched her body as the vibrator penetrated into her. She jerked, she twisted, fighting those holding her arms and legs but try as she might, she didn't climax. Taylor tried everything, moving the cock in and out of her sloshing pussy, stirring the writhing end around inside Grace's cunt, moving the white end back and forth so the other live end scraped against the back of Grace's tight interior.
While Grace gasped several times and constantly panted, she didn't climax. The crowd went silent until only the sound was the muffled buzzing of the vibrator planted in Grace's vagina. Finally, as the last bit of sizzle left the room, Ky clapped her hands.
"Time's up, Grace. You don't get to eat Queen Taylor. Sorry Taylor." Ky smiled the way she did when she had something up her sleeve. Taylor grinned back but it felt sickly because of the cold stone lodged in her chest. Something was happening and she couldn't discern what it was. She knew she should be frightened but all she felt was the tightly wound knot of erotic excitement in her chest. Her nipples itched inside her loose bra.
"Well, lets try again with another initiate, shall we? Who do you want to go next?"
Taylor pointed at Tolleen. The big black woman replaced Grace on the table and the three handlers pulled her open, hands and legs. Grace wobbled back from the table to lean against the patio door and yelped as her hot ass met the cold glass. Everyone looked at her and she blushed down to her tits. She crossed her arms over her tits and bowed her head, shivering and nude.
Ky bent down over Tolleen and said something to her that Taylor didn't catch. Ky looked around at her.
"Taylor, that's unfair to ask you to make a girl come like that. Here, let me help." She was standing at Tolleen's shoulder. She bet over the substantial, black body and licked her pussy. Tolleen groaned, lifting her ass, clearly asking for more. "Come on, Taylor, make Tolleen climax for us!"
This time, the chant was "Toll-lean! Toll-lean! Toll-lean!" The room kept it up until Taylor placed the vibrator against Tolleen's pussy lips and probed for her entrance. This time, she didn't turn it on immediately, thinking adding its motion once full penetration had been achieved might be more effective. With both hands, Taylor worked the still and silent cock into Tolleen's voluptuous body. Tolleen began to moan shortly after half of the cock was inside her. Her ass began to pulse, rising and falling gently at first but then with some more violence as Taylor began to pull it out of her and shove it back inside with greater and greater gusto. Tolleen's body bucked once and Taylor thought she'd been successful. She turned on the vibrator, hitting both buttons. The thing twisted in her hands as Tolleen's strong inner muscles gripped the thing buried inside her.



Tolleen never progressed further than that initial jerk. Taylor did everything she could imagine to elicit some response from the woman but again got nothing. After five minutes of vainly trying to push Tolleen to the mountain top, the observers became restive, murmuring and muttering. Once again, Ky clapped her hands.
"Taylor, that's too bad. You're oh for two now. I'd be pissed if I was you. That was a chance to be eaten while everyone watches and I have it on good report that both are accomplished lap lickers." Ky smiled.
It was such a sweet smile, almost pitying, Taylor felt for a moment this was actual concern and empathy. She realized immediately it was wishful thinking on her part and it rattled her to face her basic desire to obtain Ky's approval.
"Nicole, you are next." When the blonde was positioned, her hands pulled over her head by Olson and her legs held wide, Taylor fit the green cock into her and turned it on. Taylor had gone cold, despair eking into her, shamed by her inability to elicit a climax from any of the women. Nicole seemed impossible. She pressed the vibrated fully into Nicole's tight little body. The little flange lay right on Nicole's very prominent clitoris, vibrating furiously. She tried to double up, her stomach rippled and she hunched but the holders kept her spread and open. Taylor thought for sure this would be the time. She concentrated on Nicole's face, watching it twist and grimace. When it did, Taylor moved the vibrator in the same way, directing it to the same place. Nicole fought her, squirming and twisting. She didn't come, however. She moaned and panted but she didn't climax, at least as far as Taylor could determine. The blond woman finally lay back, her body shaking. Taylor thought the orgasm was approaching but at the last moment, Ky clapped her hands.
"Oh for three, Taylor. You need better technique."
"You think you can do better, Ky?" Taylor shot back, smirking. She pulled the phallus out of Nicole's pussy and Lana wiped it down with a clean towel, polishing it like it was a piece of fine silver. She stared at it with a lurid fixation. Her admiration was noted and she blushed.
"Taylor, perhaps you'll find out some day. Graduation is still two months away. We have lots of time." She gestured for Nicole to stand up. Nicole got off the table and stood beside it swaying, shaky and wobbly. "Right now, however, these three must be punished for not coming for Queen Taylor."
A murmur went through the group like a breeze through an orchard on a still day, presaging a coming storm. Ky looked around, saw what she wanted and walked over the desk by the bookshelves. She picked up a sheet of paper from a stack. She held it up.
Taylor gasped. It was the picture of her cunt. The murmur around her got louder.
"This is the unknown cunt. I was advised that it is the cunt of one of the adults in our little club. Look at it! It is an awful display of the female sexual organ. This must be the ugliest female pussy every seen. So, if everyone approves, I believe we should make our new adult sluts here, eat this pussy until its owner comes, no matter how long it takes. Do I hear a second?"
Grace, Nicole and Tolleen looked at each other, eyes big as saucers. Nicole licked her lips once.
"Second." Billy said from close to where Taylor stood.
Ky grinned.
"You know what this means, don't you ladies? We have to all show our vaginas. There are copies of the Frankencunt over there. Gentlemen, please inspect our pussies and find the ugly vagina in the picture for our initiates to eat!" Olson snatched the sheet of paper depicting Taylor's pussy, reached around Ky and locked an arm around her middle. Ky laughed as Olson tipped her off her feet. He flipped up her skirt and pulled her panties down her legs. Her head was behind him. She bent her legs to let him depants her and then spread her legs wide.
Olson, mimed an inspection, looking hard at the picture than at Ky's crotch, back and forth, back and forth until finally he proclaimed, "This is not the ugly cunt!"
Suddenly it soaked in what had just been proposed. The group murmured like a single organism, digesting this new exotic idea. Olson set Ky back on her feet. She was laughing but her eyes were dark, brooding and fixed immediately on Taylor.
"Guys, you must have the picture to properly identify the ugly cunt. Pick a woman, inspect her. Whoever finds the ugly cunt gets to fuck it before our initiates eat her out. They are being punished for not coming but she, the ugly cunt in this picture will have to come three times, naked, with the female tongues reaming her ugly cunt!"
Taylor went cold. She didn't have time to move. Billy looped an arm around her and dragged her out of the middle of the room. She struggled but he was stronger than she and he held her fast against his hard chest.
"I know that's your cunt, Taylor." Billy whispered in her ear. "I won't expose you until everyone else has been exposed. I want to know who put all the cum in you. though. I know that wasn't me. If you tell me, I'll say I checked you and it isn't you."
Taylor's heart hammered in her chest. Billy's arm clasped over one breast, his hand hooked on her hipbone. Her nipple was pinched by his arm. She was dazed. She wanted to tell Billy the truth but realized first she couldn't say it was Kam and no way could she acknowledge that she'd been fucked by Ky's father! At the very same time, she felt the thrill running through her, gushing through her nerves like a pipe had broken. Nicole was going to eat her! She'd be naked in front of everyone! She'd orgasm with a woman's mouth on her! She'd be forced to climax while everyone watched!
The thoughts hammered at her brain and left her wheezing for air. She couldn't think straight. Her body had shifted and was throbbing in anticipation of what was coming. The very idea that the initiates, including Nicole, would soon be going down on her consumed her. Even had she been able to bargain with Billy, that part of her lusting to be used in that way in front of everyone would never have allowed her to make the deal. She wanted them to eat her ugly cunt! The thought stuck in Taylor's brain and she gasped for air, fighting the feeling but soaking it up. Her pussy pulsed and begged for attention.
Billy waited for the rush at the stack of pictures of Taylor's cum speckled cunt to abate and then dragged Taylor over and picked up his copy, the last in the stack. Throughout the living room, women were being hoisted off their feet, relieved of their underwear if they wore any and having their pussy compared to the picture of Taylor's cunt. Taylor watched with a mixture of horror, fascination, and anticipation. She felt her pussy twitching, as though anticipating the stabs of dozens of eyes, the lascivious moment when her pussy, lately displayed to the entire school, was identified and she'd become known as 'the ugliest cunt'. She shivered.
She felt Ky watching her, her dark gaze lanced through the giggling chaos around her to focus on Taylor. Taylor felt it finally, the foreboding sense that Ky did in fact know that Taylor had fucked her father. This was Ky's revenge, her punishment. Taylor looked away from Ky, hiding the smirk, the lusty smile on her lips as she realized that Ky was punishing her with the thing she lusted after, giving her over to this lurid fantasy, forcing her to endure one of the things that she desired with her whole body, mind and heart! The irony shot through her like a bullet. She had to hide her delight from Ky lest she snatch it away. Ky could be spiteful and delighted in it, particularly when it came to Taylor. The realization left Taylor gasping and breathless. Before she could recover, she felt Billy shift his grip.
The uproar was quieting. The initiates stood against the table, watching as every other woman in the room was tipped up and had their pussy compared to the Frankencunt. They kept looking at each other with real fear in their eyes, well, except for Nicole. She looked calm.
Billy shifted his hold on Taylor and tipped her up. She kicked her legs, and despite the fear and loathing, she giggled and laughed as she felt him flip up her skirt and then hold the picture of her cunt, next to her cunt.
"Jesus Christ, Queen Taylor is the ugly cunt!" Billy's voice cut through the ebbing racket. In moments, the room had gone completely silent. Many of the women in the room knew the ugly cunt's identity. The males, however, did not.
"God, what an ugly cunt!" Olson muttered. Several people snickered.
"They have to eat that! Shit, I thought it was a cutout of some perverted magazine! I never imagined it was a real cunt! My god, look at that nasty thing!"
Taylor closed her legs.
"Wait, we have to be sure. Billy, can you hold her?"
"I can. I have her."
"You two grab a leg and make a wish!" Ky said, moving closer. She snatched a copy of the Frankencunt picture from someone's hands and approached Taylor's flailing legs.
Taylor wriggled in Billy's grasp. She felt two pairs of hands grab her ankles and pull her legs a part. Her fuck-me heels came off and thumped onto the carpet. She felt fresh air on the wet folds of her vagina. The sudden chill surprised and delighted her. She moaned. They pulled her legs far apart, then further until she was doing the splits in the air.
Ky leaned over her nearly straight legs. She proffered a finger and penetrated Taylor's now clinched pussy, shoving a finger far into her. She withdrew it and the held up the picture right over Taylor's split.
"Yep, that's her!" Ky proclaimed. "We found the ugly cunt!"
Everyone cheered. Ky started to chant, "Queen cunt, Queen cunt!" but no one picked up on it. Billy called out, "Frankencunt, Frankencunt!" The whole room took it up, screaming it at the top of their lungs.
Taylor felt the frenzy in the people around her. The chant died down and then someone yelled, "Strip her!" And another voice added, "Fuck her, Billy!"
Taylor felt like she'd been punched in the stomach. Suddenly the whole thing became real and she realized she was about to be fucked and eaten in front of the entire Adult Club. She began to struggle, hard, much more seriously than she had to that point. She felt Billy's hold on her slip but the hands on her ankles remained tight though the strain on her legs relaxed and her splits turned into a more comfortable V. Billy dropped her slowly and she ended up laying on the floor with her legs held high and wide.
Ky stood over her.
Taylor gazed up her body at Ky. She saw the evil glare in the woman's eyes and she knew with absolutely certainty that Ky knew she had sex with her father, David Carter. The raw, vitriolic hate in Ky's eyes for that brief flaring moment terrified Taylor. She felt it. Ky hated her!
The moment passed and Ky's eyes changed again. She patted the air, telling everyone to quiet down. She got the two people holding Taylor's legs up and wide to release her and then helped Taylor to her feet.
"Strip, Taylor, or do you need someone to do it for you?"
Taylor looked around. Every eye in the place was on her. She looked for Ash and found her friend's eyes. When their eyes met, Ash very casually reached down and lifted up her dress, exposing her pussy to Taylor. Taylor groaned and closed her eyes. Keeping them closed, she reached back and tried to unhook the zipper on her dress. She failed.
"Let me help, Frankencunt." Ky said amiably.
Taylor felt Ky's fingers unhook the top of the zipper on the back of her dress and then draw it all the way down her back to her ass. Taylor shivered. The silence was unnerving. She wanted to open her eyes but she dared not. She couldn't bear watching them watch her as she removed her clothing. Her greatest fear was that they'd see the raw, ribald lust that steamed inside her, filling every part of her body with its lurid desire. She couldn't let them know what she was feeling and, what she wanted! Still, she never even thought to resist, or refuse. The idea that she was going to be naked in front of everyone saturated her mind and dulled her will, leaving her obeying Ky's commands. She felt guilty, for the first time since David Carter had fucked her. She realized that Ky had every reason to hate her, though Taylor hardly understood the full extent of that justification.
Taylor peeled the sleeves of her dress down her arms and off. The thing waffled around her waist and dropped down her strong, lean legs. She was naked but for her empty bra. She reached back and unhooked it and let it relax around her torso. She stepped out of the puddled dress and looked around her. She felt their eyes on her, like wisps of lust curling around her, filling her every orifice with tingling desire. Her arms folded over her breasts.
"Show us your tits!" Someone said.
She automatically moved her arms, removing the bra and dropping it at her feet. She was naked.
"No, really, show us your tits."
Everyone laughed.
Taylor felt the heat in her skin, all over her, like her whole body was blushing. She couldn't tell if she was turning red or not. The heat, the mortification, the guilt all mingled together and coated her with honey that attracted the chittering eyes like ants crawling over her skin. She was nude. She stood with her hands at her sides, unnerved and unhinged. The silence was damp and lurid. She opened her eyes. Everyone was staring at her.
"She has no tits."
"Shit, my tits are bigger than hers and I got nothing." That was Patty Wong, the Chinese American girl, who had barely any tits herself. "At least my pussy is pretty."
"Let me look, I'll let you know." Lance Unger muttered. Laughter scattered around Taylor. She looked at Ky. Ky stood with a hand on her hip, assuming the dance pose they all used before their routines began. When Taylor looked at her, her expression flickered but didn't change. Nor did she speak. She just stood there while everyone stared at Taylor's naked body. Taylor closed her eyes. That seemed to galvanize Ky.
"Taylor, where would you like to be eaten?"
"We eat at the table in this house." Olson muttered.
"Fine, the table then." Ky said, her voice assuming that brittle tone she used to give commands. "Go get onto the table, Queen Taylor." She extended her long arm and pointed imperiously with her index finger.
Taylor felt the sarcasm in Ky's voice and it stung her, like she'd been struck with a single lash. She bowed her head, hugging her arms around her breasts. She opened her eyes, lifted her head and marched to the table as though taking her place in the starting tableau of a dance routine. She moved through the crowd to the table, head up, shoulders square, back straight, stark naked, her pussy drooling down her bare legs telling the tale of her excitement. She turned around and hitched her ass onto the table and pivoted. She had to move her arms to position herself on the table. She lay down.
"A pillow for the Queen's head." Ky said.
One of the throw pillows from the couch was brought and put under Taylor's head. She opened her eyes, staring at the light island panel suspended a foot below the ceiling with recessed can lights in it, an anachronistic addition to the otherwise antiquarian room. Ky appeared in her vision.
"Open your legs, my Queen." Ky was trowling it on thick.
Slowly, Taylor parted her legs.
"Behold, the Frankencunt, ugliest cunt in the land!"
"Klingon cunt." A voice called.
"Cro-magnon cunt." Another responded.
"God, they have to eat that! I'd rather take it in the ass!" A woman said.
"I can arrange that. Now." A guy responded. Laughter, nervous, strained but still genuine, delighted laughter.
Taylor closed her eyes again.
"My Queen, who would you like to eat you first? This is their punishment for not coming as you commanded."
"I want to go first!" Grace spoke, her voice warbled. "I want to eat that nasty thing. My god, it looks like boiled chicken!" She sucked in air, making a slurping noise.
Ky held up a hand.
"Queen Taylor, whom would you like to eat you first?"
Taylor couldn't respond. Her voice failed her. Her body vibrated with passion. Her mind filled with feathers and putty.
"Queen Taylor? Hey, Cunt! Wake up! Who do you want to eat you?"
Taylor opened her eyes again. She looked at Ky.
"You." She said, smiling lasciviously.
Ky didn't hesitate. She pointed at Olson.
"Hold her hands." Taylor felt him grasp her wrists and yank her arms over her head. She moaned around the block of ice in her chest. Ky reached out and grasped her right nipple, pinching it hard and then twisting her. Taylor squealed and squirmed to get away.
"I thought you said she should be full of cum before anyone eats her?" That was Billy.
"Dude, you really going to stick your meat in that beastly little grinder? You may not get it back. Her fuck hole looks like it has teeth for shit's sake!"
"I'm brave. What do you say, Ky? A little cum for Taylor's ugly cunt before the initiates eat her?"
"God yes!" Ky gasped. Her tone was the first indication that Taylor heard of Ky being affected by what was happening. "I want to see Queen Taylor fucked." She didn't even have to start it. The chant rose up around the table.
"Fuck her! Fuck her! Fuck her!"
Taylor closed her eyes. She felt hands on her ankles and she was pulled to the end of the table. She turned her head. Finally, the reality of her situation flowed over her. The excitement was dulled, overlaid by her utter shame. The degradation fluttered inside her and she felt it, the rising tide of her arousal, adding to her private shame.
"Wait." Ky said.
Taylor opened her eyes.
Ky stood beside the table staring at Taylor's crotch. She gestured and the two guys holding her legs opened her up, spreading her legs wide and holding them against their crotches. She felt their hard cocks against her calves. Ky moved even with her waist and bent over her. Gently she lay a hand on Taylor's stomach. Ky's hand was hot, erotic and alive. It move down to her pussy. Ky inserted on finger into her.
Taylor couldn't help it. She moaned softly as Ky's finger slithered into her body.
"Queen Taylor should be aroused before he fucks her. Maybe she'll come for Billy, maybe she won't. I want her to come first. I want her to show you other bitches how a real woman climaxes!" Ky began to plunge her finger over and over into Taylor's pussy. She hesitated, offered two fingers and resumed thrusting them into Taylor. Taylor lifted her head and stared down her body. Ky always had good eye hand coordination. Her fingers were slashing into Taylor's pussy faster and faster. She stopped, instead of three, she placed all her fingers at Taylor's entrance and rammed them into her. Taylor felt the points of her fingernails bitting at her, nipping inside her with little sparkles of pain. Her ass rose off the table. She felt it, her climax swell inside her and suddenly she bucked on the table, her legs jerking in the guys' hands, fighting to twist and turn as the orgasm rampaged through her. Her eyes clinched closed and had someone not spoken, she'd have missed the show.
"Jesus fuck a duck, she's spraying!"
"A geyser!" Another muttered.
"She's a squirter!" Billy said, sounding as though he were explaining something.
Taylor's eyes opened and she saw the spray fly out from between her legs, glittering sparkles in the air flying in a fan shape out from her pussy. The orgasm crashed into her and she bucked and bucked. Her body tried to curl into a ball, all her muscles contracted but they held onto her, like orderlies in a M.A.S.H unit. She thrashed until the orgasm subsided. She lay panting, gasping with the force of her orgasm and the humiliation of having squirted for the entire room. Then she saw Ky and glimpsed just for an instant the chagrin on her face as people marveled at Taylor's eruptive orgasm. Clearly, the last thing she sought was to make Taylor somehow attractive to the cocks surrounding her.



"Billy, you sure you want to fuck that?" Ky asked, glaring down at Taylor.
Billy grunted and moved between Taylor's legs, still held apart. He unbuckled his pants and let them drop and exposed his cock to the world. She heard the murmur of admiration from some of the women. Billy grinned down on her. He grasped her by the thighs and yanked her down the table. She twisted onto her side, trying to lock her legs together but the hands on her legs were too strong. They yanked her legs apart, raising them, bending them back over Taylor's torso. She grunted as they bent her double.
"Fuck her! Fuck her! Fuck her!" Taylor's audience chanted and though she struggled, she was chanting right along with them: "Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" Though only in her head, it seemed to reverberate inside her, tightening every muscle and letting her feel the taut arousal that inhabited her.
The chant died, replaced by a silence only broken by the rattle of a belt buckle on the floor as Billy shuffled forward. Taylor's ass lay right on the edge of the rectangular table. The dark wood matched the decor of the old house but it was newer, not antique. Billy gestured to the guys who released her legs and let them fall onto his shoulders, his arms were outside her thighs. He grasped Taylor by the waist and pulled her a little. He grunted, holding her. His cock was bare, steel hard and hot against the back of Taylor's flexed thigh. He pulled back and bent, trying to spear her with his cock without using his hands. His cock only ran along the surface of her pussy. The lithe feeling made Taylor gasp. She groaned deep in her chest, like someone was tuning a bassoon.
"Allow me." Ky said.
Taylor opened her eyes to see Ky grasp Billy's cock and bend it down to Taylor's vagina. After swiping the damp head around on the ruffled surface of her pussy, Ky found the entrance and Billy rammed his cock home. Taylor cried out. The cock slammed down into her, filling her immediately. She was so ready to be mounted, so wet, so utterly turned on, he slid clear into her the first time, burying himself in her body. Taylor cried out, her voice a tangle of sound drawn tight like a knot of arousal.
Billy wasted no time. He pulled back and hammered into Taylor again. She grunted. He repeated it and then went full bore into a hard, thrusting assault on her cunt. Taylor cringed with the ferocity of it but she felt her body bucking, and the pent up tensions that had built up over the day and the last few hours and the events here, peaked again, still unsatiated. Taylor Dillon screamed as she came.
"Jesus, she's squirting again!" Someone muttered.
Taylor's head was back, pressing against the hard surface of the table, having lost the pillow. That was for when they ate her pussy, apparently. She opened her eyes and cocked her head forward to look down her body to see a wild spray of liquid jettisoning out of her, fanning up between her and Billy, splattering him and her liberally with her reaction to his cock ramming into her. Then a corresponding wave of pleasure flooded into her. Her body tensed. Her ass tightened and flapped, following Billy's backstroke, trying to keep as much of his cock inside her as possible. Her hands were still pulled up beside her head so she had little control over what was happening to her.
Billy's hand clutched at her sides and then he halted.
"Oh god, coming!" He growled.
"Yeah, I wouldn't want to spend any time in that nasty thing either!" Olson muttered behind her head at the other end of the table. Taylor tipped her head up and saw Olson, upside down in her eyes, staring down her body feverishly while Billy ground his cock deep into her as he pumped cum into her. Taylor's body responded again, quaking with a fresh wave of orgasm. She felt her body jerk and shake and the shame at coming so easily and so fast again under everyone's eyes crowded out the thrill she was feeling. Her body, however, reacted to the shame itself. Taylor was caught in a terrible dilemma that offered her no relief or escape. No matter which feelings dominated her—shame or pleasure, it made her come harder. The feel of Billy fucking her, the shame of being fucked in front of everyone, the thrill of being held on the table, the scorching hate in Ky's eyes, the muttered comments of "Frankencunt" or "ugly cunt", it all blended together into a perfect roar of ecstasy that tore at her with tender talons. Her whole body convulsed with the luscious delight of her precious climax.
"Jesus, she came." A voice said, a little awed.
"Yeah, several times!"
The next few moments were punctuated only by Billy's heavy breathing and Taylor's own gasping recovery from her first public fuck. She said those words, "my first public fuck" and only once they were present in her mind did she face the implication that was draped about them. The first of many, she thought and her body pulsed again with a slight sliver of ecstasy that pierced her to the core. She relaxed and lay back, letting her arms go slack. The last rejection of what she was, faded. She wanted to be fucked and used and abused as often as possible. The grand passion flared in her and she knew in the lee of that first great orgasm, that it would become a ravening that she'd never be able to resist or quell. And she loved it! She felt herself become the ugly cunt in the picture, that ruffled bit of her departed privacy was who she was now and it wound her so tight, she thought her chest would explode.
"Queeny? Whom do you want to eat you first."
"Grace." Taylor said without thinking. There was adjustments to be made. Olson pulled her slack body up the table. She felt the pillow on the top of her head and lifted it. The cushion felt good, comfortable. Her eyes opened and she looked down at her body. She consciously rocked her hips up and forward so she could see her own cunt. She wanted to see it bubbling with cum but could only see the wet tendrils of her pubic bush.
"God that's nasty. This is probably the only way that cunt will ever get eaten!" A voice said.
"No shit. No one will ever want to tongue that mess. She makes a good initiation, though. We should have been doing this all along. No one will forget eating Queen Taylor's ugly cunt, particularly all pearly with cum like that. Wow, what a sight!"
Billy had pulled out of her and vanished from her sensory field. Two delicate hands grasped her shins. Grace was touching her. The contact of the woman's hands sent shivers up and down Taylor's spine.
"I'm going to be eaten by a woman!" Taylor thought to herself and the words themselves sent new rapture through her body. Grace's hands smoothed up Taylor's legs, onto her thighs. The woman had a deft touch. Taylor went still, though and waited, her anticipation of the woman's lips and tongue made her stop breathing almost entirely. The spindly hands of the woman slid slowly up her legs until they clutched at the meat of her thighs. Taylor felt the first puff of Grace's hot breath.
"Kiss it, Grace." Ky's voice warbled with excitement. The entire room held its breath, everyone seemed astonished at what they were watching but also that they were seeing Queen Taylor presented as punishment to the initiates. She had been transformed from "Queen Taylor" into "the ugly cunt" in a matter of minutes.
Grace didn't kiss her pussy. She licked it. Her tongue swiped up from the lower end to the upper in a long, languorous stroke. The contact of her rough-soft tongue sent sparks through Taylor's body. Grace licked her again, and then again before finally kissing each thigh beside her pussy. Then up and around, into the humid bush of her pubic hair. Grace's tongue quested down and found Taylor's clitoris and flicked it. Taylor's body jerked, twitching hard at the brief but blinding contact. Then she felt Grace cover her entire pussy with her open mouth and kiss her, hard, sucking at her, slurping Billy's bubbling cum into her mouth.
The sound of Grace swallowing Taylor's pearly cum was loud and distinct. Then Grace lanced her tongue at Taylor's pussy, probing and poking until she found the entrance. Grace plunged her tongue deep into Taylor's slick and oily cunt. Grace touched some secret spot. Taylor felt the ecstasy explode inside her. Her hips jerked and she hunched, trying to bend forward, pulling at the hands holding her arms. She grunted, then unbent, banging her head hard on the table, the pillow skittering to the side. Her hips jerked and twisted. Grace didn't relent, feeling Taylor's climax, she redoubled her slashing licking inside Taylor and Taylor screamed with the ecstasy.
Then the tongue and lips and the delicate hands were gone.
Taylor opened her eyes, bleary in the backwash of her orgasm. She groaned softly and looked down her body. All she could see was her bush.
"I think we should refresh the cum in her, don't you?" Ky mumbled. "Who wants to fuck her again?"
"Shit, she'll spray all of us." A guy said.
"I'll do her."
Taylor looked down her body to find Tim standing there, Tim Stanton. Tim was a good guy, quiet, earnest, not central to the social scene but not outside of it either. He was unbuckling his pants when Taylor looked down her naked body at him. His cock appeared, smaller than Billy's. He inserted it into her and grasped her by the hips. He thrust at her a few times and then came, even before she felt him inside her. Her pussy was awash and when he pumped more cum into her, she barely felt it.
No one spoke after Tim pulled back, as though ridicule was reserved for Taylor only. The dark body of Tolleen Baskets appeared. She didn't even pretend to like what she was doing. She pushed Taylor's thighs wide and thrust at her pussy with her tongue. Taylor thought she'd feel nothing but the woman found her entrance again and speared her tongue deep into Taylor's body. The sensations erupted again. Taylor was astonished to feel an entirely new orgasm welling up inside her. She began to huff, panting as it approached. Tolleen didn't relent. Her mouth opened and she sucked at Taylor's pussy, inhaling a guttering gout of cum. Tolleen bubbled a little and then swallowed hard. Her mouth opened again and she trust her tongue far into Taylor, stabbing deep into her over and over again.
Tolleen lifted her face from between Taylor's legs and looked up at her.
"I love it when a guy does that to me, pushing his tongue deep into me over and over. Do you like it okay?" Her serious demeanor amused and touched Taylor. She nodded and then groaned, arching her body as a new flutter of pleasure rippled through her. She felt suspended in an unending cataract of orgasm and its peripheral pleasure. Tolleen returned to eating her, pushing her tongue down inside her pussy and then trolling around, scraping the tip of it against the walls and into the rifts and folds of her interior. Taylor felt the next orgasm rise up, a gentle, luscious swell that left her humming and alive with pleasure.
For a time, it was a calm, easy experience, with Tolleen's tongue just touching and caressing around inside her. Tolleen finally put a hand over Taylor's abdomen and used her thumb to gently tweak the clit. Taylor came unhinged. She was laying calmly one moment and the next, an outrageous orgasm spewed out of her. She groaned as it contorted her. Her abs contracted with the strength of it. She heard Tolleen curse and glanced down her body. Tolleen's face was covered with oozing liquid. Taylor had sprayed her when she came. The shame roared inside her. Taylor felt it and it turned her to putty, amping the lust in her up another notch. She couldn't breathe for a long few moments and when her body quit bucking and let her inhale again, the pleasure swelled and filled her.
"What are you doing?" Ky's voice ripped away the last vestiges of Taylor's orgasm. Her voice was ragged and riled. Taylor opened her eyes to find Kam standing where Tolleen had lately been.
"She came. Time for another hot meat injection. Nicole needs fresh cum."
"But...but..."
"You don't get to refuse me this. I am brave enough to fuck that nasty mess. We all see that she's getting off on this. She's an aberrant wad of cunt. Taylor is a twist and I'm going to fuck her and when I'm done, Ky, you're going to blow me and then I'm fucking you. Got it?" His voice was just as casual and calm as always. The effect of his words on Taylor was instantaneous and tremendous. She felt the ebbing orgasm reverse course and flow back over her. Empty and unfucked, she experienced its return as a quiet ripple that seemed to accent the feelings bubbling inside her. She widened her legs.
Kam caught her by the ankles and yanked her down the table again. Her head came off the pillow someone kept replacing, banging on the table, making it throb. Kam pulled her into position like she was a plastic doll. His huge cock lay over her pussy. She felt him pulsing, hot and hard on her as he leaned over her. He shifted around, with one hand positioned his cock at the entrance to her body and rammed it hard into her. Taylor groaned as his huge prong penetrated deeply into her. She felt so full. She also felt all the cum and her own juice get squeezed out of her, foaming around the rim of her cunt and Kam's cock planted in her like a corner post. She couldn't squeeze, she was stretched open so far. She couldn't believe size mattered so much. It did! She felt full and when he began to move, her body quaked with another orgasm. Taylor opened her eyes and let her head wag back and forth. She focused her eyes and found everyone staring down at her, watching her take Kam's cock, the third in twenty minutes. She realized she had had three men, again, one after the other. This time, there were witnesses, god, and cameras! The sick thrill rose up out of her like a huge water spout. She was fucking for an audience!
The realization struck her deep in her chest and she groaned, her body shook intensely. She felt drained, as though she'd been deboned. She lay still while Kam pummeled her, believing she was too spent to respond. He grasped her by the waist and lifted her off the table, literally jamming her onto his cock. She felt someone beside her and a hand grasped the back of her head. Olson had released her arms so she was flapping on the table as Kam fucked her. The hand behind her head pulled her to the side, tilting her head. She felt the end of someone's cock on her face. She opened her eyes and looked up, finding Olson with a hand holding his hard cock, directing it at her mouth. She inhaled and the cock slipped past her lips. She gagged immediately. She felt her teeth contact his cock and he yanked it out of her mouth. Her teeth raked along the delicate skin and Olson growled. He struck her with the flat of his hand.
"Hey, none of that!" Kam growled. "Can't blame her if she bites off your cock while I'm fucking her. Go find your own cum slut to fuck. This one's mine!" Kam grunted and laughed. "Get Ash, she's Taylor's best friend."
Taylor heard that and processed it. For a moment she was horrified that Olson would get Ash. She turned her head and found everyone was pairing off. Half the women were already on their knees. Suddenly Kam erupted inside her. He pumped and pumped and pumped until her pussy overflowed with cum, bubbling and gushing with it. She felt so full, crammed with cock and filled with cum. Kam pulled out of her. She felt so empty, pining to be filled like that again!
"Nicole, time to eat!" Kam said, his voice finally altering, growing slightly higher. Taylor watched him move around the table beside her. For a moment she thought he was going to try to put his huge cock in her mouth but then he grabbed Ky by the hair and forced her onto her knees. They were even with Taylor's eyes. She watched Ky's mouth stretch and stretch as she tried to accommodate the huge cock. He got the head and a few inches into Ky's mouth. Ky's eyes were as wide as her mouth.
Then Taylor felt the little hands on her thighs.
"I'm going to eat you until you scream." Nicole said, her voice snapping like a flag in a gale wind. She did. She lowered her mouth to Taylor's bubbling pussy and sucked on it until all the hot slickness was gone, gulping and swallowing loudly as she did so. Taylor looked around and saw Ash pressed against the glass of the patio walls,stark naked. Olson was fucking her from behind. Her hands were out and flat against the glass. Taylor had an odd thought; Olson must know what force the window could withstand. It was his house after all. She imagined seeing Ash plastered to the glass from the other side, her hands out over her head, her naked body splattered against the glass. Then her body retrieved her wandering attention, focusing it on the ecstasy swelling up inside her. She came, a brief, violent climax that made her buck. She felt Nicole yanked away from her. Taylor lifted her head and stared down her body. Nicole was bent over and a black man was ramming cock into her from behind. She chittered like a monkey before crying out that she was coming.
Taylor lay back and closed her eyes. She sighed but then felt someone pulling her down the table. She pried open one eye to find Tim Stanton dragging her down to the end of the table. He was hard again. He had a hardon but it wasn't near what Kam put into her. Tim mounted her again, jerking in moments, pumping a few times as he came, squirting his cum into her. She didn't acknowledge him and barely noticed when he left her. She sighed as his hands pressed her knees together and pushed her back up onto the table.
Then just like that, she was alone. No one was touching her. She just lay there, cum bubbling out of her like she was a hot mud spring. The living room gradually emptied as couples retreated into one of the six bedrooms. Olson kept fucking Ash against the glass, stopping to turn her around and fuck her naked against the glass.
Taylor closed her eyes and when she opened them next, Ash and Olson were gone. Three couples remained in the living room, two on the couch with one naked girl riding a guy sitting in the rocking chair. The sounds of fucking came to Taylor like the wild sounds of a jungle. She staggered to her feet, rolling off the table and standing unsteadily, leaning against the table on which she'd been fucked and eaten for nearly an hour and a half. She saw her clothes over near where the other couples were fucking. She staggered over, retrieved her clothing and shoes and got dressed.
No one noticed her. She found her coat and went outside. She felt drunk, her body ached and hummed, throbbing but with a high pitched zing along with it. She drove home and had to avoid her parents. She smelled of cum and the sweet smell of her sweat. She showered and went to bed.
Saturday she stayed in bed until the house was silent. She sat up, found her diary and opened it. The black ink read: "Fuck Toy. Let the training begin."
Taylor didn't exactly know what that meant but she felt sure it would provide her some relief. She felt pressure, like actual force on her body, like she was expanding from within. She showered again, trying to get the stink of sex off of her, out of her. She liked it, it made her arousal sharper but she couldn't be around her family smelling like that. She ate something for supper and went back to bed. Her mother asked her if she was sick. Taylor laughed in her face, which didn't go over well.
"Yes, mother, I'm very sick. Can't you tell?" She dragged back to her room and wrote long into the night in her diary. She updated her story, telling all that she remembered from the Adult Club Party. When she finally lay down to sleep she was exhausted, having relived her humiliation and public coitus as well as her first experience with a woman's mouth...no, she'd forgotten about Mary Carter, so her second, and third, and forth. She went to sleep and her dreams filled with sex, the full feeling of Kam's cock in her, the slithery feeling of Grace's tongue and Nicole's lips sucking at her pussy. The sensation of seeing her pussy plastered all over the school and then in everyone's hands at the party. She woke the next morning only when her mother tapped on her door.



"We're off to church, Taylor. You remember there's a fellowship after and then we were driving out to the movies. I presume you aren't feeling up to accompanying us?"
"No. Mom. I'm still sick." Taylor said, barely keeping the chortle out of her voice. "I'm so sick."
"It's called a hangover. Christ, Taylor, I'd think you'd know better!" Tara Dillon pulled the door closed without giving Taylor a chance to respond. Taylor flopped back down into her bed, her body ached, as if she'd been wrung out like a dishrag, which after a fashion, she had. Muscles she had no idea existed ached from the couple hours of orgasms or chasing them. She dropped off to sleep, loving the empty house and that she could just sleep. She had a little homework to do but she'd do it that night.
Taylor woke with a start. She listened. Her heart hammered in her chest. Something woke her and she had no idea what it was. She'd been back at homecoming but instead of falling off the public stage, Matt had been fucking her from behind while the crowd cheered. She rolled over onto her back, panting with arousal. She heard it again.
"God, the doorbell! Who could that be?" She rolled out of bed, grabbing a tank top and a faded pair of gym shorts. She ran into Anne's room to peek out the window.
"That's Ky's car." Not really, it was the Carter's car, the one Ky typically drove. "Shit. Ky's here!" Taylor scampered down stairs to the door. It rang reassuringly, telling her Ky was still at the door. Taylor didn't want to piss her off any more. After Friday's complex revenge...Taylor chortled to herself. Ky thought she'd taken vicious vengeance on her. Taylor found it hilarious that that conceited cunt was so fucking wrong. Ky would be horrified to find that she'd given Taylor something she longed for, proffered to her a treasured event that would live in her memory and her body's memory forever. Taylor stopped at the door and huffed to catch her breath and tamp down the elation that she'd fooled Ky and really everyone so thoroughly! She opened the door.
It wasn't Ky.
"Oh, Taylor, I hope I didn't wake you. Your mother asked me to look in on you this afternoon since she and your father were going to be out of town. Another campaign gig, I suppose." Mary Carter smiled her smarmy smile. "May I come in?"
Taylor stepped back and Mrs. Carter closed the door behind her. She turned to face Taylor and smack! She slapped Taylor so hard, her eyes blurred. Her cheek burned and her pussy woke up and tingled. This wasn't a neighborly call and her vagina understood immediately even while Taylor's mind fought to grasp what was happening to her.
"I told you, you stupid twat, not to tell my husband about the hickeys. You did!" She slapped Taylor with her other hand. Mary was lightning fast. Her bony hands left imprints on Taylor's face that showed clearly in the mirror. "You fucking ruined my surprise." Mary Carter snarled. She raised a hand and Taylor flinched back. She couldn't believe the effect the woman had on her. She pussy throbbed. Her face stung. Her heart roared in her ears. Mary lay her hand against Taylor's hot cheek, caressing it a little. In a gnat's sneeze, Taylor was pressed against the hall closet door, her hands pinned over her head and Mary was kissing her.
Taylor was so surprised, and aroused, she let Mary's tongue into her mouth. Mary kissed her but Taylor was passive, letting the woman do as she wished. After a minute or so, Mary's mouth stopped moving on Taylor's lips. She leaned away and peered at Taylor.
"You can kiss me back, Taylor. You know that, right?"
Taylor nodded her head but couldn't speak.
"Goddamn, Taylor, I come over to check on you, the least you can do is act appreciative. I'm sure you're a narcissistic little cunt like my daughter but this isn't all about you, you know. I wish I'd have had two boys. You know what they say. Better to have a son and have just one dick to worry about than to have a daughter and have to worry about every dick in town." Mary clicked her tongue and released Taylor's arms from over her head. They drifted down like they were balloons in water. Mary stared at her for a moment but then glanced down. The tank top didn't cover Taylor's tummy and her shorts were falling off her slender hips.
Mary put one hand flat against Taylor's tummy and pushed under the waistband of the gym shorts, right down between her legs. The woman cupped Taylor's pussy and her face changed from the scowl to a grin.
"You're wet, Taylor. I can work with that. Just how sick are you?"
Suddenly Taylor was sagging against the closet door all by herself. Mary walked away from her into the sunken living room of the house and twirled around, looking with her hyper-critical eye.
"I always liked this house." She said.
Taylor looked down her chest at herself, pulled out the shorts and peered at her pussy, seeing only her bush, but with one beaded jewel of her body's liquid suspended among the curls.
"Taylor, come along. We haven't got much time. David knows he has to share you with me but he's being difficult. I don't think he believes that I could possibly want you." Mary Carter stopped and glared at Taylor. "I do, you know, Taylor. I want everything from you. I want to do it all with you. I want to make you my lesbian lover. Share a double headed cock, rub our pussies together, sixty-nine, all of it. But since David found you first and seduced you, that's not really possible is it? I suppose you only like cock, like all the other bi-curious cunts in the world. Bi-curious, they're bi-teasers, kissing my tits, asking me to go down on them and then forgetting their turn, or worse, forgetting to mention they are full of man cum. I don't mind man cum, you understand but it's a nasty surprise to slide your tongue into a wet and wonderful pussy and find some errant cock has been there before ye, sheathing his sword and pumping your lovely vagina full of man cream before I arrive. You'd never do that, would you, dearest Taylor?"
Taylor stared at Mary Carter. The woman was babbling and it scared her a little. No, a lot but at the same time, her pussy was yawning for attention. Taylor had the idle thought that she'd not touched herself, engaging instead in writing down her live-action fantasies. Suddenly, that oversight seemed crucial. She longed to be touched but more to the point, she ached for another orgasm. Mary stared at her, but didn't meet her eyes. Instead, the woman's eyes trailed over Taylor's body with such lust, Taylor felt the oxygen go out of the room.
"I want to go down on you again, Taylor." Mrs. Carter whispered. "I taste you all the time, or the cum that was in you. Honestly, I don't know which. On my lips, on my tongue, in my mouth. I have hidden a bottle of bourbon and use it to wash the taste out of my mouth. David kissed me the other day and asked if I'd been drinking. I had to change the subject by blowing him. He doesn't forget details like that though."
Taylor's mind locked on the thought that Ky knew David Carter was fucking her. She felt the compulsion to tell Mary. It wasn't her COMPULSION working in her, but another urge, a self-destructive urge, the desire to have Mary slap her again. She bit her lip to force herself to keep quiet, denying that awful sexual feeling of the hard slap on her cheek and the flashing flush of arousal welling up inside her vagina.
Mrs. Carter stared at her, waiting. Finally, she spoke with a bit of a snort in her voice.
"God, Taylor, you are such a cunt. You're going to make me say it, aren't you? Fine. Fine. I came here hoping to have sex with you. I want to take you to bed. There. Happy? I'm humiliated. Is that what you wanted? I can't get you out of my mind. Your firm body, your strong legs, the smell of your arousal. I wake up with it in my nose, like you just sat on my face and came on me and we went to sleep in each other's arms...." Mary turned away and buried her face in her hands.
"Oh god, what you must think of me."
Taylor walked down the three steps to where Mary stood. She put her hands on the woman's shoulders.
"You can go down on me if you want, Mrs. Carter." Taylor whispered, feeling something she'd not felt before. Mary turned and pulled Taylor into a tight embrace so fast, they were kissing before Taylor managed to inhale after speaking. She fought her mouth loose from the woman's lips and inhaled, her body rattling. Mrs. Carter seemed unhinged somehow. That made Taylor feel...in control? Stable, by comparison?
"I want to kiss your breasts again, Mrs. Carter." She said softly, the idea coming to her without any thought of what it had been like to kiss the woman's tits before. That thought came next. Desire blossomed in Taylor's body. She wiggled out of Mary's arms and pushed her back a little. Before the woman could object or comment, Taylor reached up and peeled off her coat. Mary's purse banged down onto the floor. The coat dropped off Mary's flexed shoulders and down her arms. Taylor began to unbutton the woman's floral blouse, a forest green motif with midnight blue that looked black with a melange of different tropical birds, parrots, toucans and cockatoos. Button after button, Taylor released them until Mary's cleavage came into view, then her bra, then her belly.
Taylor ran her hands over the woman's torso, up her sides, across the slopes of her breasts, cupping them a little before smoothing down her lank belly to her waist. Taylor kept her eyes on the woman's body, not daring to look the woman in the eyes. Neither of them spoke until Taylor cupped the breasts in the bra, pressing against them and feeling the lush fullness of Mrs. Carter's tits. She ached with desire to have such tits, to have a man look at her front with that peculiar sidelong, surreptitious gaze that men got in the presence of a fine pair of titties. Taylor had seen it forever and she'd dreamed of having them look at her that way. She'd given that idea up by now.
"Let's go to your bedroom, Taylor. I have dreamed of making love to you in your bed." Mary's voice rasped, cracking at the last.
Taylor lifted her eyes to meet the woman's gaze. When she did, Mary fairly crumpled.
"My god, what is happening to me? I came over to tell you to fuck my husband tomorrow at one. He'll be home. I want you to keep him happy long enough for me to train you, teach you how to love a woman, if I can. He'll move on to another willing twat soon enough so don't fall for him. He's charming but shallow as a Tupperware lid, all Cool Whip and no brownie. He has an attention span shorter than his cock, which isn't bad compared to some, I mean his attention span." Mary shook herself and stepped back out of Taylor's reach. Her blouse hung open, displaying her tits and belly to Taylor. "Let me take you to bed, Taylor." Mary Carter whispered.
Taylor felt her head nod. She knew that must have happened because Mrs. Carter reached for her hand and clung to it while she gathered up her purse and coat with the other hand. Mary pulled her to the grand spiral stairs leading up to the second floor and pulled Taylor up them. At the top, she stopped. She'd tugged Taylor along behind her and Taylor drifted, allowing the woman to tow her along, numb with arousal, which sounds like a contradiction in terms but it meant that she felt nothing else but the erotic potential of the present. She was inflamed with passion, unalloyed and pure. She had no true reactions to offer until she realized she could recall the feeling of being eaten. The flash of erotic memory raised her horny quotient.
"I don't know which one is your room, I guess, Taylor." Mary whispered. She smiled, her face never stopped being smarmy but she did manage to look pitiful. Taylor felt sorry for her. She took the lead and led the woman into her room. She was mortified to find her diary still out on the bed. She turned Mary's back to it.
"I want to undress you." She said softly. Mary closed her eyes and heaved a huge sigh between them.
"You cannot begin to know how glad I am to hear you say that."
"Stay right there, let me smooth out the bed." Taylor moved past the woman snatched at her diary and stuffed it between the mattress and the box spring. She pulled the bed into some semblance of order and then moved in behind the quivering woman. Very gently, she moved Mary's hair off her neck, barely touching her shoulders and straight as pine needles, and kissed the arch of Mary's neck.
"Oh my god, Taylor." Mary gasped.
Taylor cuddled against Mary's back. Mary had no more ass than Taylor did. Ky got hers from David apparently or it skipped a generation. Taylor cupped the woman's tits. Mary's hands covered hers, holding them firmly against the bra cups and their contents.
"I don't have tits at all." Taylor whispered. "I mean, there's something but I could go without a bra and if I didn't have nipples, no one would notice."
Mary turned in the circumference of her arms and hugged Taylor against her chest. Taylor felt it, the swell of the woman's breasts. She felt the omnivorous thrill run through her. "Is there no one and nothing that doesn't excite me?" She asked herself even as Mary whisked her shirt off. Mary ran her hands down over Taylor's breasts, stopping to tweak her nipples, nearly knocking Taylor over with that particular sensation. Up and down, up and down and all around, Mary's hands rambled over her torso, giving Taylor a heady blend of impatience and appreciation. The woman's hands moved so fast, like she was stropping water off her skin, Taylor only got quick hints of her reactions to the woman's hands. They finally stopped on her sides and then slipped carefully under the baggy waistband of her shorts. She pushed them down of Taylor's hips and they ruffled and unfurled down her legs, ending in a ring around her ankles. Taylor was naked. Mary ran her hands all over Taylor's body, like she was looking for each little mole, any flaw, or maybe an access panel for her new android.
"Lay down, sweetie. I want to taste you again. This time, you'll just be you and not have all that cum in you." Mary clicked her tongue. She guided Taylor around to the side of the bed and sat her down. Mary crouched down before Taylor and pushed her knees open. "Oh my god!" Taylor dared not ask what the woman's exclamation meant. "Lay down, Taylor, let me taste you."
Taylor flopped back, the thrill of being used swelled in her. She wanted the woman to order her to do things. She convulsed when Mary's tongue licked up the maw of her cunt. She felt it lightly across the surface and then down inside her. Taylor clinched her eyes closed and let the searing pleasure ravage her. Mary continued to lick and kiss her pussy until the dam burst and a hobbled climax arrived. Taylor squirmed, turning in the woman's grasp. Mary moved a hand to her abdomen and began to furiously rub her clitoris. The friction was just the right amount of pressure and force. In moments, her body erupted in a new fountain of ecstasy and her hips jerked. She wanted to press herself against Mary's mouth but her legs were wide, too wide to let her lift her ass.
Taylor gasped and groaned, her body suddenly on fire. She reached down and grabbed a handful of Mary's straight lank hair and held her head in place, Mary's face mashed against her crotch. Mary fought free. She rose up over Taylor. Taylor felt her and opened her eyes. Mary's eyes blazed. She reached down with each hand, pinched and twisted Taylor's nipples, really, really hard. Taylor squealed in surprised consternation.
"Don't ever hold me like that, Taylor. I'll hold you," and she did, grabbing a handful of Taylor's thin hair, "you don't hold me! Understand?"
Taylor tried to nod but Mary held her head still.
"Understand, you little cunt?"
Taylor was so confused. Mary ran hot and cold, then smooth and serrated.
"I understand." She whispered.
Mary looked down at her unbuttoned blouse and stood away from the bed. She stared down at Taylor. Her face worked like she was trying to remember how to cry. She didn't move.
"Oh my god, what am I doing?" She whispered. "I'm seducing my daughter's best friend!" She grasped the lapels of her blouse and pulled it around her.
Taylor propped herself up on her elbows, feeling her nakedness like a chill breeze on her skin.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Carter, er, Mary. Please, I haven't made love to a woman before. Please, teach me!"
Mary's face crumpled and Taylor thought the woman was going to cry. Instead she straightened her shoulders and removed the blouse. She removed the bra and unbuttoned her jeans and shucked them down her lean legs. Except for her handfuls of tits, she resembled Taylor with the hipbone creases below her stomach and the reefs of her hips above giving her a gaunt appearance. Mary stood naked before Taylor. Taylor's mouth watered and she felt it, her COMPULSION fighting with her fear, ignorance and the flapping shreds of her innocence.
"Lay on the bed. Today we'll just get used to each other. We won't try any lesbian mechanics." Mary grimaced. Taylor got the impression that the woman was as nervous as she was. She scrabbled back onto the bed and lay down, her feet together, her hands at her sides, waiting for she didn't know what. Mary crawled onto the bed, kneeling beside her and made a thing of looking up and down her naked body. Mrs. Carter groaned a little and then turned and got astride Taylor's bare thighs. Taylor began to tremble like she was cold but she was hot, not cold at all, not even a little.
Very carefully, Mary lay down full length on Taylor's body. Her full breasts bulged between them. Legs to legs, pussy to pussy, breasts to breasts, she lay down on Taylor, balancing on her elbows beside Taylor's shoulders. Taylor closed her eyes. The feel of the woman's body soaked into her consciousness. Mary moved her hands up to Taylor's head, cupping it and she leaned down and kissed her lips very lightly.
"I want you, Taylor Dillon." Mary Carter whispered. "I want to own your vagina. I want it to be mine! Only mine...but that can't be. You have to keep fucking my husband or, or, or I can't ever have you, I mean except like this, I mean surreptitiously, like I am stealing something from him. You're just a willing cunt to David, you know that, right?"
Taylor tried to speak but Mary kissed her. She then shifted her hips and moved lower on Taylor's body, fitting Taylor's thigh between her legs. Mary arched her back and Taylor felt the woman's pussy kissing her thigh. Mrs. Carter began to rub her pussy onto Taylor's leg, grinding against it while she moaned. Taylor lifted her knee slightly, providing the woman with a little more height to rub against. The pressure increased. Mary had hold of Taylor's shoulders, her palms under her back, pulling at her even as her pussy rubbed on Taylor's thigh. Taylor felt it then, the slightest trickle of fluid dripping out of the woman, down onto her thigh.
"Oh Taylor, my god, you have no idea what this is like for me. It's been so long, so long! I have dreamed of this moment when I, when I, oh, oh, oh....! The woman stiffened, her body shook, vibrating over Taylor's body. When the convulsion passed, Mary dropped her forehead onto Taylor's collar bone and panted, blowing hot air onto Taylor's chest. Taylor lay there, feeling used and savoring that sensation, sucking it in with the aroma of aroused woman that permeated the air around them.
Mrs. Carter raised her head. She lifted her ass and moved fully astride Taylor's body again. She got to her elbows again and shimmied up until her breasts waved just above Taylor's mouth. Taylor tipped her head to look up at Mrs. Carter. The woman grinned and nodded.
"Go ahead, Taylor. I want you to. Kiss my titties. Make love to my boobs. Mark me again. This time, it will be a surprise to my asshole husband." She lowered her torso until the peaked nipple touched Taylor's lips. Taylor kissed it. Mary sighed. Taylor licked it. Mary groaned. Taylor sucked the turgid little nipple and Mary pressed it against her mouth. Mary's hands held Taylor's head, tipping it against her breast. Taylor sucked hard at the nipple, opening her mouth wide to inhale as much of the woman's breast as she could.



"Mark me again, Taylor. God, you don't know what it does to me to see hickeys on my tits like that and know it was you who put them there. I get all milky and runny and all I want is to climax. I feel possessed."
Taylor lifted her hands from her sides where she'd planted them and never moved them till that moment, and grasped Mary by the sides. The woman's skin was hot, dry and smooth. Taylor cocked her head to one side, gaining a hold on the inner slope of Mary's breast. She latched onto it with her mouth and sucked at it until her mouth smacked as she lost suction. Mary crooned over her. When Taylor released her to get a breath, Mary twisted over her, placing her other breast against Taylor's mouth. Taylor opened her mouth and sucked on the pliable, firm flesh, pulling it into her mouth. She released it when Mary gasped. She ran her tongue over the stiff little nipple, feeling the crinkled skin of the aureole on her tongue, pebbled and leathern. She fit her lips to it and sucked on the nipple as though she wanted milk. She sucked hard until Mary grunted and pressed the breast hard into her face. She flicked at the hard little nubbin sealed in her lips until Mrs. Carter jerked and shuddered from the sensations. She moved her mouth to the inner slope of that breast and marked it, sucking hard on Mrs. Carter's skin while the woman crooned and rocked over her. She released it, Mary slid down her body and planted her pussy on Taylor's other thigh.
Mrs. Carter began to rub and hump and grind and growl. Taylor reached down and was able to get her hands on the slope of Mary's ass so her hands rode it as it lurched up and down. Mary had become wet and was smearing her juice on Taylor's thigh. The erotic moisture made Taylor's palms itch and she moved them down to cup Mary's ass cheeks, gripping them hard so that Mary sighed and ground down harder. Taylor lifted her leg as she pressed down with her hands on the woman's ass.
"Gorilla arms." She thought to herself. She began to press down as Mary ground her pussy against Taylor's thigh. At the same time, Taylor pressed up with her knee lifting Mary's full weight on her now, wet thigh. In moments, Mrs. Carter came, moaning and mumbling. She collapsed, her cheek laying right on Taylor's right tit. For a long time they lay like that. Taylor felt the woman's weight like a feast of sensation. Each time one of them shifted, new rifts of feeling ran through her body.
Taylor lay still just feeling, letting each little sensation ease into her and then bloom with its full erotic potential. She was enthralled with the experience, inundated with it, when she felt Mary rise up and get off the bed. Taylor opened her eyes and watched the woman dress. Mrs. Carter didn't speak a word. Taylor said nothing herself; she had no words in her mind, inundated as she was with the intensity of the experience. She just watched the woman until Mrs. Carter stood before the bed once more, her blouse unbuttoned, hanging over the swells of her breasts, clearly marked but tucked in the cups of her bra. Mary smiled shyly and looked away.
"Fuck my husband, Taylor. At our house tomorrow at one. He'll be there. Fuck him."
Mary didn't look at Taylor, nude on the bed. She buttoned up, looked around, picked up her purse and coat and left Taylor laying on her bed, baffled and horny. She touched herself but it didn't have the same flare that having Mary's mouth on her did. She understood what was happening to her then. She was losing the ability to pleasure herself. She was becoming addicted to some other person, any other person giving her that sweet release.
She studied and was in bed before anyone arrived home. She felt exhausted and wrung out. She slept ten hours and woke at six the next morning. She went to school. The convoluted nightmare of her sex week began. At first, she heard the snickers but didn't take them personally. She assumed they were laughing at someone else, until she heard it.
"Frankencunt."
She felt a writhing ripple run over her skin. They were laughing at her. She listened closer in the halls between classes.
"Dumpster cunt."
"No-eating-out cunt."
"Pitiful pussy."
"Klingon cunt."
"Mutant twat."
At first, people seemed to be whispering just loud enough for her to hear, testing to see if Queen Taylor would retaliate. Ash heard it too and she took hold of Taylor's arm and escorted her away.
"Don't start anything, Taylor, you'll only make it worse." She hissed.
Taylor noticed something was different about Ash, too but she couldn't place what it was until lunch. Ash didn't sit at the Queen's table. She went and sat beside Olson Roberts. Ky chattered on about her mom and her going to Salt Lake to look at dresses for prom that night. She was leaving right after lunch.
Taylor realized she had been ordered to go fuck David Carter and she'd about forgotten it. The irony of Ky reminding her did not escape her. It also confused her that Ky was so nice, happy even. Nicole sat with them and was quiet and cool, never smiling, just watching and looking, listening and speaking only when spoken too. At some point, Ky said that Ash and her mother was going with them, Taylor would remember that later, to her consternation.
She glanced at the clock and saw it was quarter to twelve. She got up and went to the office to tell them she had a dentist appointment. She grinned leaving with her hall pass. She was going to get her tonsils probed anyway, so it was a complete lie. She was just walking towards the exit when "Oil" Derrick Boyd, a tall handsome black man from the Adult Club swerved in front of her and looped an arm around her waist and bore her into a little cubby hole in the wall out of the line of sight in the hall.
"Derrick? What are you...."
Derrick kissed her, his tongue forced its way into her mouth. Taylor's mouth opened wide as he kissed her, insistently. She was astonished but then she felt his hand down between her legs. He had to hunch a little but he pulled up the front of her skirt and slipped his big hand under the waistband of her panties and down between her legs. His fingers twiddled her pussy until one found her oily entrance. He shoved a long, knuckled finger deep into her. Taylor bucked, her body jerking and shaking. The arousal was instantaneous and profound. The long finger wiggled around inside her, rasping through the rills of her vagina, poking against the walls and probing her, touching of erotic eruptions inside of her body, calling to her arousal and summoning up her lust, which rose eagerly to raucous life.
"Boyd!" A voice called and suddenly Taylor was alone. She leaned into the little crook in the wall, her panties pulled down to her thighs. She opened her eyes. Mr. Mason appeared before her.
"Miss Dillon? What do you think you are doing?"
For a moment, Taylor just didn't know. She blinked her eyes and then very casually leaned over and pulled her panties up her thighs and back into place under her skirt. For a nickle she'd have just taken them off but she had to go.
"Nothing, Mr. Mason." She whispered. Her hall pass was on the floor. She daintily bent down and picked it up. "I have a dentist appointment." He snatched out from her fingers and then handed it back.
"No more of that shit, Taylor. Get going."
She smiled airily and flounced away down the hall. It was nearly one when she pulled up to the Carter house. She thought about parking away again but this had to be quick. She needed to be back for physics. Miss Cummings never liked anyone to miss her class.
Taylor dashed to the front door and rang the bell. Normally she'd have just gone inside but this time, she wanted to summon Mr. Carter to the door so she didn't have to go looking for him. The door opened and David Carter stood there, agape, staring at her.
"Taylor? What are you doing here?"
She slipped past him into the house. He closed the door. She shouldered off her coat and let it drop on the floor.
"What do you think, I'm doing here? Or more to the point, what do you think I want to do here?"
"Oh no, Taylor, you have to go."
Taylor blinked. This was not the reception she was expecting. She expected to be mounted on his cock like a ribbon two minutes after she got inside the door. This reception disappointed her. She felt the bile boil up in her but took a deep breath and stepped up close to the man. She began to unbutton his shirt. When he batted away her hands, she reached for his belt. He grasped her hands and held onto them. He felt strong, certainly able to hold her.
"Oh, Mr. Carter, you are so strong!" She cooed in her best floozy voice.
"Taylor, stop it. I can't do this. I promised Mary I'd stop seeing you. You have to go."
That stopped her. Taylor's brow furrowed and she tried to make sense out of what he was saying, conjuncted with what Mrs. Carter had told her yesterday. The two things did not gibe.
"You can't be here, Taylor, not like this. You must go!" David's voice sounded every bit as panicked as he looked.
Still Taylor didn't move. She wasn't being obdurate, she just couldn't move. She stared at Mr. Carter.
"David? Don't you want me any more? After I helped you?"
David stepped back from her, shaking his head.
"Don't you think I'm pretty, David? Don't you want to fuck me? I want to fuck you!" Taylor ladled it on thick. Her gravy and his meat were meant for each other!
David shook his head.
"No, Taylor, you aren't pretty. You're just a willing hole. Do you get that? You're just a cock hole with legs. You have to go. You aren't pretty, you're willing, there's a difference. You're pretty willing." He grunted, reaching for the door.
"No. You have to fuck me." Taylor whispered. She felt the irrational fear that if he didn't, what? Mrs. Carter would come calling again or was it that Taylor was worried that she wouldn't come around again? The ambiguity rattled her.
"Taylor, I can't. I won't."
"What? Once is enough?"
David smiled a wee smile.
"Twice really, wasn't it?"
Taylor harrumphed. David put out a hand. At first, Taylor pulled back then realized he wanted to touch her face and so she pressed her cheek against his hand. Her cheek was hot. His hand was cold, brittlely cold.
"Sweet girl, I won't fuck you again. I can't."
"Is this because I'm Ky's friend? Forget it, she already knows, I'm sure."
Mr. Carter's hand flinched away from her face like he'd experienced a shock. He turned his back on her but found himself facing the door of his own house. He groaned and leaned his forehead against it.
"Listen, I won't but if you go over to the Compton's and ask Geno, I think he will." David suddenly turned around. "I told him about you. I embellished a little, well before the second time. I told him you loved to fuck and that you'd fuck him if he asked. He doesn't believe me. You know Geno, he's so shy around you girls. With Jillian, you know how she is. He hasn't had a sniff of pussy in years, two or three anyway. He complains all the time and insists that he'd step out on her in a minute if he had the chance. You're the chance. You ain't nothing to look at but one hole is as good as another if you ain't getting none in the first place, right?"
Taylor stared at the man. She nodded, feeling the ice cold despair of rejection, the humiliation of offering herself and being denied...that humiliation burned in her belly, not as anger, or bitterness but with the incandescent heat of lust. Now she really felt it, the flood of arousal in her body left her woozy, like she'd drank a beer too fast. She needed fucked. This was just foreplay. He was teasing her and it was working, serving its purpose, arousing her more, winding her tighter, making her more insistent, more demanding, more certain that what she needed was a long, hard, stiff cock shoved deep in her vagina! Taylor groaned desperately. She shook her head.
"You just want me to make a fool of myself." She whispered. "You never told Mr. Compton about me, us. You couldn't." She recognized she was being teased and she hated it. She did the teasing! She was the one who got teased!
"I could and did. Here, I'll call him and see if he's home. I tell you what, Ill give you to him. My gift to him. You're my cunt and I am ordering you to go fuck him. Okay? Do that and then we'll see, maybe I'll be able to fill your hole another time, just not now, not today. I promised Mary that I wouldn't fuck you today, she made me promise her explicitly so I just can't!"
For a moment they stared at each other. Taylor understood suddenly. She was a ping pong ball these two were using to bat back and forth between each other for their mutual amusement, irrespective of how it affected her. Neither cared if she got what she wanted or not! They used her to torture and tease the other, that was all. Taylor felt it, the change in her. Before, Queen Taylor would have been furious and would be screaming and throwing things but she felt something utterly different now. She was waiting for him to make the call. She clinched her eyes closed. God! She wanted him to make the call! She wanted to feel what it was like to be handed off to another man, sent away, given away to be fucked, rejected but offered up for sex on a bet! Her chest clinched down so much that it hurt. She wanted to press a hand between her legs and massage her pussy, to answer the call of the wild issuing from between her legs.
"Should I call?" David asked.
Taylor dropped her eyes and bowed her head.
"Fuck, Mr. Carter, if you're giving me away, you don't fucking ask to do it." Her voice was the old Taylor, the snarky Taylor that commanded and directed and demanded. It made her throat raw.
"Oh. Right!" David stuttered around the thought. He pulled out his phone and selected a number. "Geno? She came back. I told you I couldn't do it again but I've ordered her to go to your house. I told her to suck you hard and then you can fuck her. Yes, from behind. No, she can't insist on the missionary position. From behind, like if you wanted to fuck her in the ass, yes!"
"Put it on speaker." Taylor whispered.
"What?" David asked, covering the phone. Taylor repeated herself. David nodded and lowered the phone between them and hit the speaker button.
"...you're sure she won't mind if I'm behind her, I mean, I don't want her crying or something."
"I assure you, you can do her from behind. I ordered her to do anything you want. She will. She's drooling from both sets of lips and wants a cock in both sets of lips. I can't. I told you if she came back, I'd tell her you'd give her what she wants. She's here. She a drooling hole, a cock orifice just panting for you to pump her full of cock juice. Just say yes and let me send her over."
Geno Compton heaved a huge sigh.
"Well, Ash and Jillian are going with Ky and Mary to Salt Lake this afternoon, shopping for something, so we have time. I'm home. If she can get her in the next five or ten minutes, I'll take a long lunch."
That was that. Taylor tottered out to her car, feeling the surreal quality of her behavior. It was her COMPULSION swelling between her thighs, demanding she fill the cavity in her body with something, long and hot, hard and stiff. On her knees in Ash's living room, she was only mildly disappointed at the size of Geno's cock. Not large, not big around, average if average was five inches or so and ballpark wiener sized. Mr. Compton's pants were around his ankles. His legs were covered in dark black fur over his olive skin.
Taylor had both hands on his cock but that didn't make it seem any larger. She kissed the end of it and Geno Compton groaned. She licked around the head and felt the man begin to shake.
"Going to come, Taylor." He whispered.
She sat back, staring up at him. His face was comically contorted, as he tried to stop his pending climax. His hands were planted on his bare hips and his ass pulsed back and forth. His cock danced before her eyes but it didn't erupt.
"You can blow me another time. Right now I want to do you from behind." Geno said gasping from the effort. Taylor stood up and hiked up her dress and bent over the back of a wing chair. She was focused on "another time" and the implication that she'd let him fuck her again. She would. She knew she would. The realization fed the fire between her legs. She faced the wing chair. It was too high for her waist so she backed up and held onto it with both hands, hoping it wouldn't tip over. She felt Mr. Compton shuffle in behind her. His hands grasped her by the waist. His short, stubby fingers tucked under the waistband of her panties and pulled them down her legs. She groaned. He touched her and she arched her back. The maw monster inside her peeked out, hissing with its demand to be filled.
Geno Compton plugged first one, then two, three of his fingers into her. Taylor hummed with easy satisfaction. The happy feeling of having his fingers thrust into her swelled inside her.
"Oh god, Mr. Compton, that feels so good!"
"You can't tell anyone about this, Taylor. No one. Ever!" His fingers left her pussy and then she felt the probe of his cock against her thigh. The thought that she was about to fuck Ash's father thrashed her mind and still, it only fed the fire burning inside her, the frothing demand for cock. She held her breath and the hard, hot presence entered her, spearing directly into her vagina without any preamble at all. His aim was uncannily accurate. He grasped her by the waist and pulled at her, cinching their bodies together. She felt the penetration, sliding between the tight constriction at the mouth of her vagina but then nothing. She clinched as hard as she could and the cock swirled around in her. It dipped into her but failed to fill her and certainly didn't stretch her. She keened with disappointment even as Mr. Compton began to rap his body against her ass, pumping cum into her, popping off immediately as if a string of firecrackers had been tossed into a campfire.
Taylor gasped, trying to make the feeling grow, the little tremors in her, teased and mocked her passion. A moment later, he pulled out of her, dragging a hot line of cum from her and letting it fall onto the back of her thigh. She grunted.
"I'm sorry!" Geno said. "I'll do better next time." He tried to pull up her panties but made a hash of it. Taylor reached down and pulled her panties up herself and got them into position before any more of his cum leaked out and ran down her leg. She felt the bubbling puddle between her legs. It gave her small satisfaction, yielding the form but not the substance of sexual consummation. She throbbed still with need, a need so strong, so violent, it frightened her. She shifted her hips back and forth, making the goo squish inside her. That gave her a little thrill but over all, she was underwhelmed. She turned around to face the man.
He stool a couple steps behind her, his cock dripping and drooping, his pants still around his ankles.
"I'll do better next time. I'm better with my tongue. Mrs. Compton makes me eat her but won't fuck me. She sucks me off once in a while but she spits. Says I taste funky. What does she expect? Wine? Pate? Next time, next time I'll go down on you and you'll see what Geno's tongue can do. Then when I fuck you, it won't be so fast and so, er, unsatisfying. Dave said you like to be tied up? I could get ropes, tie you up and then eat you and fuck you?"
The question cooled Taylor's ardor. She shrugged.
"I'm Mr. Carter's cunt to hand around." She sneered. "Whatever he says." She sniffed just the way Ky did when she was dismissing someone dearly desiring her attention. "I have to get back to school." Geno Compton looked crushed and Taylor found it terribly unsatisfying. She wanted to be taken and didn't think doing the taking held the same promise for her. She needed to be filled and stretched and pumped full. The words throbbed inside her, echoing in her drooling emptiness.



The drive back to school was in silence. She turned off the radio and iTunes. She let her mind echo. "Next time. Next time." The idea that there would be a next time thrilled her in spite of her present feelings, unfulfilled, randy, and disappointed. It was these feelings crawling under her skin that flourished as she walked into the silent, empty halls of the school. She was passing the first classroom door when it came open and Guy Mason, the coach's son burst out. He slammed the door far too hard and it sounded like a cannon shot in the hall.
"Taylor, wait!" He hissed, then turned back to the door and opened it. "Sorry, Miss Laramie. Sorry. I didn't mean to do that. The wind caught it!" That there was no wind made the last statement seem stupid. He closed the door again, lightly, and then moved up beside Taylor and slipped an arm around her waist. "Taylor, you know I'm eighteen, right?"
She nodded.
"Why wasn't I invited to the Adult Club Party?" He pulled her against him. The feel of his young, hard body thrilled her, renewing her unsatiated lust. It gnawed at her and she huffed, wriggling inside the perimeter of his strong arm.
"You'd have to ask Ky. She's in charge of membership."
"I'm asking you. Would you have fucked me Friday, if I'd been invited?"
"I, I don't know what you're talking about."
"Word is you fucked everyone. A guy fucked you and then a girl ate you. Then she waited and blew the next guy after he fucked you and then when he was hard, he fucked her. Like that. You were the fluffer but you fluffed with your cunt. They say you can't suck cock at all. Is that right?"
They approached the Men's room and suddenly, she was pulled through the door into the ammonia smell of the urinals. Guy twisted her in front of him and pushed her against the cold tile wall. His face was next to her cheek.
"I'd never fuck you, Taylor. Everyone knows that was your cunt floating around school. Frankencunt, they call you. What do you keep in that thing? Does it have teeth? Will it bite off my cock if I shoved it into you?"
Taylor was taken totally by surprise. He had hold of her wrists and twisted them behind the small of her back. He clutched them with one hand. She could have gotten free, she was strong enough to break his awkward, one-handed grip but she struggled only a little. She didn't make much effort to free herself, a fact she noted only barely and from an aroused distance. His free hand smoothed down her right thigh and then under her skirt. Up to her waist, it moved and then plunged down into her panties. She shivered. She wanted his finger inside her. That she was gushing cum amused her. His finger touched the moist folds of her pussy and twitched away.
"Jesus, you're wet as Christmas!"
His finger rammed inside her, pushing far into the oily slick interior of her cunt. Taylor couldn't help herself. She moaned.
"Oh? You like that, do you?" His finger wiggled around, slashing this way and that through the hyper-sensitive rills of her pussy.
"Oh god, I like that." Taylor moaned, meaning it as a silent note to herself instead of words to speak out loud. She was right in feeling that she'd have been better off it she'd not spoken out loud.
"You like that, do you?" He curled his finger inside of her and then pulled the digital hook out of her, opening her so the fluid inside her flowed out of her. His finger appeared before her face. Guy squinted at it and then looked at her. "Fuck a rat's arse, that's cum! You've been fucked recently! My god, I thought they were kidding when they said you were just a hole looking for cock! Here, lick it off my finger, you randy, walking, teasing hole." He smeared the back of his crooked finger against Taylor's lips. She opened her mouth, feeling the slick cum on it even as the smell filled her nose. She wanted to sneeze but held it long enough to clean off his finger. The slick cum stuck to her tongue and refused to let her swallow it straight away. She swished it around and swallowed.
"God's balls, you like it!" Guy stepped back from her and then left the bathroom.
Taylor sagged against the wall of the men's bathroom, staring at the three urinals along the wall facing her. She'd never been in a men's toilet before. She reached down and adjusted her panties. For a moment, she thought about putting a finger of her own inside her body and licking it off. The idea felt dirty so she did, swirling her finger around inside her vagina, swimming full of cum and then withdrawing it. She looked at it, thinking about licking it clean. She got a paper towel and cleaned off her finger. She didn't feel anything. Now if someone had ordered her too do it...that was something entirely different.
When she was together, she walked to the door of the men's bathroom and pulled it open. She stopped just for an instant. Mr. Clark was reaching for the handle when it left his hand.
Miss Dillon, what are you doing in there?"
"Masturbating, Mr. Clark." She said and pushed past him. "You should try it." Mr. Clark taught chemistry and was nervous all the time, with a shimmying little twitch when he pulled at his pants with his left elbow. He was a classic geek. Taylor didn't even look back as she strode away. She got to physics class just as the bell rang and it ended, not hers, hers was next. She stood back from the gush of students and let the door clear before she sashayed into the room. No one was there to appreciate her walk but Miss Cummings.
"Taylor, you're here already. You did well on the quiz. I hope you don't let your extra-curricular activities affect your grades."
"Oh, I won't, Miss Cummings." Taylor sat down in her seat. The silence was imposing. The tingling feel of Guy Mason's fingers in her twat made her feel jaunty and bold. "Miss Cummings, I always wanted to ask you, did you have sex with Evan Lars last year?" Taylor asked the question with her eyes on Miss Cummings who was studying something at her desk.
Miss Ester Cummings slowly lifted her head.
"What did you say, Miss Dillon?"
"I said, did you have sex with Evan Lars Johnson last year? You know, at Homecoming when he was here. You left with him that night, didn't you?"
The door opened at that pregnant moment and Miss Cummings smiled tightly.
"We'll discuss this another time, Taylor." She looked back down at her desk.
Taylor wasn't sure why she did that or what she hoped to accomplish. She had the sinking feeling that would come back to haunt her.
Without either Ash or Ky there, the day went along uneventfully except for the walk to dance team practice. She was walking along in the scattered remnants of students when Cole Larson swerved in front of her, clasped her by the back of the head and kissed her, forcing her against a locker. It was so sudden and so abrupt, Taylor was again surprised by the move. Her heart went from idling to 150 bpm. Her mouth opened and she flexed her back, putting her arms back against the lockers in her best pose of utter surrender. When his hand dipped under her dress and down into her panties, she gasped into his mouth. His finger jammed into her, finding her opening without any breadcrumbs, it was easier than following the Nile to its source, just follow the flow. His finger wriggled around inside her and she felt it again, the wild monster that wanted filled growling inside her skin.
Then he was gone. Taylor opened her eyes and looked after him. He was strutting down the hall. One little man was staring at him. Cole looked at him.
"I'm an adult. I just fingered Queen Taylor and she's wet as Christmas!" He laughed and disappeared around the corner.
Taylor turned to find others staring at her in the hall. She went to dance practice and was off the whole time. Her balance, her timing, all of it was fucked up. She showered, being careful to avoid the other girls so they wouldn't see the cum still oozing out of her body. She dressed and drove home. After supper she finished up her studying and then wrote out the day in her diary. It was only then, as she chronicled the events, being accosted three different times by three different adults with basically the same results, their fingers in her pussy, that she realized and admitted this was a trend. Somehow, she had become a target for sexual harassment. She didn't call it that initially, labeling it, sexual attention in her diary. The other label came later.
The next morning, after a disturbing night of sex dreams, she checked her diary and found no new black ink. Since it had proclaimed, "Let the Training Begin", she'd gotten nothing else from her COMPULSION. She was early to school Tuesday morning. Walking to the entry doors she realized that she'd had sex with the fathers of both of her friends. That startled her, surprising her because she'd not said it that way in her diary, focused as she'd been on the little brushes with sexual attention in the halls of her school. She'd confronted it, that she was fucking her friend's fathers, but this moment, occurring as her hand grasped the cold door handle that cold Tuesday morning locked the memory into her mind, filling her head with the sensation of what that meant. It was a full sensation. Her body responded immediately, preparing for what came next.
Four Adults were standing just inside an empty class room with no first period class when Taylor walked by. Grant Edwards, a black student who was one of the best debaters in the Senior class, destined for law school and politics; Lance Unger, the class musician, able to play any instrument with a little effort; Jullian Mercer, a prissy, aristocratic guy who'd been kicked out of prep school and had to do his senior year at Swanson Public; and Miquella Sanchez, a busty Latina who was brassy and rumored to be "easy as pie" among the guys and able to "fuck a horse cock down to a nub" was the story in the womens' showers. Miquella caught Taylor by the arm and pulled her into the room.
"Taylor, Taylor, come in here a minute." Miquella whispered.
Taylor noticed the voluptuous Latina pulled the door closed behind her.
"What, Micky?" Taylor asked. When the girl pulled her purse off her shoulder and dropped it with her backpack onto the floor, Taylor became suspicious. When Miquella Sanchez kissed her on the mouth, she became excited. Her mouth opened immediately and the gnawing maw monster growled between her legs. Micky pushed her around the corner from the door and against the wall. The kiss lasted and Taylor stood, her back against the wall, her hands flat beside her while the aggressive woman kissed her. All but Jullian had been initiated in November into the Adult Club and he'd been part of the January group.
Miquella released the kiss, pulling back and staring darkly into Taylor's now lidded eyes. For a long moment, the woman fixed her with her dark eyes before standing away.
"See, I told you she likes girls."
"If she's wet, maybe but hell, you kissed her, did she kiss you back?" Jullian's delicate voice piped from behind Micky. The three guys appeared around them, cupping them in the gloom of the empty room.
Taylor looked at them, searching for something to say, for her own true intentions and her true desires and only found the throbbing need to be filled dominating her being. She didn't speak. She realized not fingering herself to a climax last night had been an error after her sexual frustrations of the day. The need growled inside her.
"You want to check, Slick?" Micky asked, her voice oiled with challenge.
"You kissed her, you check."
"I'm not touching that nasty rodent she keeps between her legs. You've seen the pictures! Who'd want to get that on their fingers?"
"I will." Grant muttered. Grant was a tall bookishly handsome black man, lean, angular with tightly curled black hair and horn-rimmed glasses. He enjoyed being on stage, both acting and speaking. He was to Taylor's left. He reached down and lifted her dress. She wore pantyhose because the weather had turned cold one last time before spring broke the back of winter and summer stormed into their little valley. "Shit, she's wearing pantyhose."
"Scissors." Miquella hissed. We'll cut her out of them, then you can find out for sure if she like kissing the girls and making them cry with ecstasy."
Taylor felt like she was held in place by some invisible force. No one was touching her but they were discussing her and she didn't want to interfere. She didn't move because she couldn't move. She couldn't move because she didn't want to move and scare these wild animals away. Lance went to the desk in the front of the room and held up a pair of scissors. He returned to the little corner beside the door and handed them to Micky. The Latina took them and gestured to Grant who held Taylor's dress high over her waist.
Miquella grasped the waistband of Taylor's pantyhose and cut it, with some difficulty. Once it was cut through, she cut easily down Taylor's thigh, clear to her right knee. That done, the woman cut around in front of Taylor's pussy and then down her left leg to her left knee.
Taylor was flat against the wall, her breath coming in little puffs as the girl cut her pantyhose off her body. All she could feel was the throbbing need in her pussy. She closed her eyes and listened to them discuss her, like she wasn't even present, all the while handling her like a piece of inanimate meat. She was meat, alright, gasping, panting, needful meat.
Her pantyhose cut, Miquella shredded it down her legs, kneeling to pull off Taylor's low-heeled shoes to get the hose completely off of her. Taylor's legs were bare. They'd left her panties in place. Micky stood up and looked at Grant. Taylor opened her eyes when no one was touching her any more.
"You said you'd check."
Grant looked at the others. He smiled, his thick lips glistened as he smiled. He moved to squat before Taylor, eyes level with her waist. He moved his hands from holding her dress up out of the way to the waistband of her panties. The skirt flopped down but Micky held it out of the way, like a drape pinned above Taylor's weeping pussy. Grant pulled the panties down until Taylor's pussy was completely exposed. He pushed her panties down to her thighs and then held her dress up out of the way with one hand. Micky moved out of the way. He put his finger against Taylor's pussy. She gasped, the feeling was electric, traveling through her in little jolts. She rocked her hips forward, lifting her pussy and pressing herself against his finger. That finger moved around on her and then found her entry. She grunted when he pushed into her, wiggling his long, thin finger around right at the front step of her vagina. His movements skated over some particularly sensitive part of her pussy and Taylor bucked. Her pussy gobbled up his finger and then let it slid out of her.
"Oh fuck, she's wet now."
"Kiss her again. I'll keep my finger in her and see if she...I don't know, to see what her cunt does when a woman kisses her."
"Okay, but put it all the way in her." Micky husked. She sidled around Grant and leaned in to kiss Taylor from the side. One of Micky's hands slipped behind Taylor's head the other grasped her side. When Micky's plush lips pressed to her, Taylor groaned. She didn't intend to make a sound but the rich, full feel of the woman's lips on hers cascaded through her body and the need growled louder in her. Taylor's hips pulsed around Grant's fingers.
"Jesus, the cunt is running like a brook." Grant muttered. "She really is a sex machine."
"Yeah, but would you fuck it?" Jullian muttered.
"A hole is a hole." Lance said. "Sometimes it just doesn't matter. When its time to fuck, you fuck the one you're with which is to say, the one that's available and this cunt is available! What a randy slut!"
"God, Micky, I don't know what you just did but her pussy is running wet all of a sudden." Grant muttered. He began to saw his finger in and out of Taylor's pussy. The slender sensation had its effect. Taylor felt it, the rise of arousal in her, welling up and then flowing out of her, like she had an Artesian spring between her legs.
"I need to drink more water or I'll get dehydrated," she thought to herself. The finger left her and she jerked back into the moment.
"Get the picture." Micky said, standing away. "No, wait." She wore a tee shirt which she pulled loose from her jeans and lifted up over her breasts. She reached up and flipped down one cup of her bra so her nipple showed clearly. Lance took several shots of Taylor with her pussy showing and Miquella's tit bare in front of it.
"Make her kiss your titty." Jullian mumbled, his voice thick with arousal.
"God, great idea. The Queen sucks tit! Drag that chair over here." Grant pulled the errant chair over to their little huddle. They sat Taylor on it and then Micky grabbed a handful of Taylor's hair and twisted her head to her right to where the woman's exposed nipple waited. "Suck it, bitch!" Micky growled.
Taylor's body growled in response. She felt it rumbling down deep inside her. She fit her lips onto the protruding nipple and sucked it.
"Oh shit, she really does suck titty!" Miquella groaned. Taylor leaned in a little more and covered the aureole with her mouth and sucked hard. She lashed the firm nipple in her mouth with her tongue. "Ugh, oh god, get the picture. Hurry before this randy cunt makes me cream!"
Taylor heard the whir and click of three cameras. She had her knees together and when she realized that, she flared them. The drape of her dress covered her though. She sucked harder on Micky's breast. A hand lifted her skirt and the clicks followed.
"Let's fuck her." Lance said.
"No time." Grant said. "Its about time to get to class."
"I'm hard." Jullian announced. "We could all give her a little shove and then nip off to class."
Taylor felt herself stood up and turned to bend over the back of the chair. She didn't pay any attention to who went first but in moments, a cock thrust into her pussy. She felt the growing monster in her clawing to keep the thing inside her but the hard meat pulled out of her to be replaced by another. At this point, size didn't matter at all. She just wanted to have a cock in her cunt. The second cock penetrated her and she arched her hips to envelop it immediately. She clinched as hard as she could but it pulled free despite her best efforts to retain it. The third cock rammed into her and it was larger, the largest of the three. She clinched her eyes closed and bucked into a violent orgasm. It was still-born as the cock pulled free, leaving her gasping with loss and disappointment, the climax collapsing before it could gain any momentum.
It was only when she came aware of being alone in the room, bent over a chair with cum of her own making dribbling down her legs that the humiliation appeared. She stood up and pulled her panties into place. Her shredded pantyhose lay on her pack. She used the rags to wipe her crotch and legs off. She was fairly running with arousal, erotic and large in her. She felt swollen, as though her skin was stretched to splitting. She grunted and stuffed the pantyhose shreds into her pack and tottered off to class, arriving moments after the bell ceased ringing and earning her first tardy of the year.
The next two classes went fine but before third period, Dane Billingsly came up behind Taylor in the hall, looped and arm around her waist and rubbed himself against her ass. Taylor froze. She wasn't horrified. She both wanted to fight the arm around her and to lean into it, to let him do whatever he wanted with her. It was her confusion at noting the two contrary inclinations in her body that kept her still and unresisting in his tight grasp. He lifted her dress in front. Everyone could see her crotch, with the wet stain in her panties, perpetual as the day wore on. He slid a hand down her panties and between her legs. He thrust a finger into her before she even thought to struggle against him. His index digit slipped into her and then was gone before she had any chance to do anything. It was like her body froze, though "froze" was the wrong word, given how her pussy responded to the penetration. She was still heated.



Before lunch, Soren Johannsen accosted her, pressing her against a locker and kissing her while his hand swooped under her dress and into her panties. By now, she was plenty wet. Even with his tongue in her mouth, Taylor could hear her pussy squelching around the two fingers he thrust into her. Taylor heard several phones clicking around her. Then like that, he was gone. She sagged against the lockers and finally opened her eyes. There was Ash, drifting by, held tight in the crook of Olson Roberts' arm. Ash looked at her like they were saying good-bye at the dock as one of them sailed away. Who was leaving whom wasn't at all clear to Taylor. She sat with Ky at the Queen's table. Nicole was there too.
"What's with Ash?" Taylor asked. "She's walking around like someone sold her to Olson."
Ky chortled.
"I think you left too early to see her with him. He did her up right and now I think she's addicted to his cock. Ash never fucked anyone more than once and Olson did her at least four times. She was running with cum and I think she has no idea what to make of that. She can't escape him because she either wants more or can't imagine having done that once and not doing it again." Ky laughed her evil, cynical laugh.
"I saw them doing it against the glass of the patio." Taylor whispered. "Was there something else?"
Ky grunted.
"He strapped her with his belt. Didn't you see...oh, you didn't see her. She wouldn't let her mother dress with her but I saw it. She was with Olson after you left. He fucked her until she was a puddle but that wasn't the thing. She has welts on her legs and ass where he beat her with his belt. Hard. Then he laid her down on a bed and fucked her hard. She was screaming but it wasn't from the pain. She puddled under them, like she'd never come before. It was amazing. Everyone was going like, hey, go watch Ash fuck. She's amazing!" Ky's voice was replete with envy. Taylor knew the tone. Anytime Taylor did anything good, Ky was the first to find fault, well, after her mom, that is. Tara never missed an opportunity to critique what Taylor did.
"He has a pair of handcuffs hanging from his mirror. I saw him bring Ash to school to day and they weren't there. He took them off of her and hung them there for everyone to see."
Taylor shivered. "Handcuffs?" She whispered.
Ky gave her a sidelong glance but went on eating as though no one said anything.
Taylor was having a terrible time focusing. After lunch, they generally had half an hour or so to putter. She was walking alone when she heard her name being called.
"Taylor? Taylor! Queen Taylor! Foreplay Taylor! Cunt Taylor!"
Taylor turned and found Ash calling to her. The voice didn't sound like Ash's but it was her calling. At first she couldn't believe her one true friend was calling her those names. Then the rush of erotic joy swelled up in her and her body responded to the names. She turned to see Ash was entangled with Olson Roberts. Taylor understood immediately. Olson had her pressed against him and his hand clutched Ash's ass, hard, so hard it bulged between his splayed fingers.
"Taylor, come here." Ash called, her voice strangled and choked.
Taylor could clearly tell Olson had his other hand between her legs from in front, his crotch ground against Ash's hip. Taylor strode up to them intending to dress the guy down for humiliating her friend but Ash wasn't moving or struggling at all.
"Olson wants you to suck his cock." Ash said, in that strangled voice. Her hips jerked in his hands and she squirmed against him. He had one had on her ass and the other clutching her vagina. She writhed in his hands but it was the sort of movement that encouraged his hold on her, not any sort of struggle to escape. Taylor could see that clearly and it nauseated her. Ash's eyelids fluttered, her eyes rolled in her head as she spoke.
"But since you can't suck cock worth a shit, he wants us to kiss."
"No." Taylor said immediately. Kissing a woman excited her but having her best friend forced into it held no attraction for her. "Olson, let Ash go, right now!" He put his lips to Ash's ear.
"He says fuck off, Taylor. I have to kiss you or he won't fuck me any more. Please Taylor, just this once! I'll owe you. God you have no idea what he does to me! I come the moment he's inside me. Sex has never been like this for me before! Please, just do like he asks. He says I have to beg or he won't take me any more. Please, Taylor! God, I never ask you for anything! Don't be a cunt! Kiss me for him!" Ash blushed furiously and her eyes quit wobbling in her head and finally settled on Taylor. "He told me to say that. I mean it, though. I do. Kiss me, Taylor. Please! Don't make me beg any more. Mr. Roberts won't have sex with me if you don't put your tongue in my mouth. He wants to see us two cunts kissing!" Olson was whispering in Ash's ear constantly, clearly cuing her as to what to say. His hold on her was literal and figurative, sexual and emotional. Her eyes were shattered and desperate, mirroring what Taylor felt inside of her but she was alone. She felt empty and an echo throbbed inside her.
Taylor felt it then, the distant harbinger of a new shift in her COMPULSION. Ash turned her back to her and Olson bent down and kissed her. Ash kissed him hungrily, her whole body seemed to rise up on tiptoes to administer the kiss. She moaned as he kissed her, his hand still deep-massaging her ass, the other under her skirt between her legs, a finger clearly deep inside her. Taylor stared at the hand on her ass, trying to ignore the other. It released Ash's ass and traveled up her back to the back of her head. Olson grabbed a handful of Ash's black hair and twisted her loose from the kiss. Ash clearly fought the hand, not the lips consuming her. Her head turned and then her whole body. Olson's other hand appeared, one finger glistened clearly in the light. He put it to Ash's lips and she licked it clean. He leaned down and whispered into Ash's ear.
"His finger is clean now, so he can put it into you. Come kiss me, Taylor. Please. I beg you. Please kiss me. I...I can't tell you why this is so important but believe me, I wouldn't beg if it wasn't. Do like he wants, Taylor, for me at least. Please!"
Taylor moved closer. Olson's hand with the now clean finger looped around her shoulders and knotted in her hair. Taylor squeaked with the pain of it. The guy pushed her towards Ash, his hand knotted in Ash's hair pushed her towards Taylor. When they were inches apart, Olson growled between them, "Now kiss, cunts." Ash tilted her head and shifted forward, clearly trying to fit her lips to Taylor's. Taylor fought but his hold on her head kept her from moving away from Ash's lips.
Taylor's head thundered and her body vibrated. Here in front of everyone, she was about to kiss her best friend. Her mind worried around the thought but finally came up with a mitigating concept. "He's making us kiss. Anyone can see that." Taylor thought. She relaxed a little and Ash's lips were on hers. The kiss happened. It turned hot and furious immediately.
For a moment, she felt them held together by his strength and that alone. But then she felt Ash's hands on her face, and the kiss intensified. Ash's hot hands clung to Taylor's face. Taylor lifted a hand and laid it onto Ash's side. Ash's tongue quested at her lips, then her teeth, and finally into her mouth. The tingling sensation scattered through Taylor like sparks from a forest fire, igniting new flames of passion everywhere in her. Ash moaned, holding onto Taylor's face.
Then Taylor felt it, the hand between her legs. It cupped her pussy and then pulled down the front of her panties and slipped between her legs. This had to be Olson's hand. He no longer held Ash against Taylor's mouth. Ash was kissing her of her own accord. The first finger lanced into her. Taylor felt the invasion and her hips jerked. But then she recovered and pushed herself onto his hand. Her COMPULSION roared in her, starving and ravenous, demanding a filling. Taylor kissed Ash in earnest. The hand drew back, taking the slender finger out of her and then two fingers thrust back into her. Her pussy bubbled. She felt it, the slick slide of her liquid passion running down the inside of her thigh. She groaned into Ash's mouth. The finger moved inside her. She groaned again.
"Mr. Roberts! Miss Compton? Miss Dillon, just what do you think you are doing?" Mr. G's voice ripped at Taylor. Almost she was able to climax, standing there in the hall. The regret, the loss, the disappointment all slid off of her, like a butterfly sheds a chrysalis. Ash broke the kiss, her eyes running tears. Ash struggled free of Olson and tore away from them both, not looking at them, huffing with sobs but not crying exactly, just bubbling with mortified emotions she clearly could not contain or explain. She turned and fought through the crowd that had formed around them and disappeared.
Olson pulled his two fingers out from under Taylor's skirt and casually held them to Taylor's lips. When she didn't open them to suck his fingers, he smeared her pussy juice on them, released her and sauntered away. Taylor swayed, having lost her main support. She bowed her head so she could surreptitiously lick herself off her lips. The rich, thick, salty taste gave her the chills. She shuddered.
"Taylor? What the heck is going on here?"
Taylor wiped her watery mouth on her sleeve and looked up at Mr. G.
"What did it look like?" She asked, struggling for any response so that had to do.
"Like you were being sexually molested." Mr. G said.
Taylor grinned crookedly.
"Can't rape the willing, Mr. G." She walked past him, only realizing after she was some way down the hall that she was going way from her classroom. She had to go outside and circle to another entrance to get to her history class. The experience left her rattled to the core. Clearly Ash had found an addiction of her own. She was in Olson's sway. Taylor felt the jealousy swell in her. God, she wanted to be in someone's sway. She grinned to herself and got called on for grinning at the wrong time.
By afternoon the sun had come out and while it wasn't warm, it wasn't that cold either. She walked to her car after dance practice and found Tim Stanton waiting for her.
"Hey Tim, what are you doing here this late?" He wasn't much of an athlete though he rode the bench at basketball. Taylor was actually surprised that Ky had invited him into the Adult Club.
"Taylor, can we talk?"
"About what?"
"We made love Friday night." He said. "I think we should talk about it."
She snorted.
"You fucked me while the others held me. Is that your idea of making love?"
He shook his head.
"No. Not at all and that's why we should talk. I want to have you, I mean, in a normal way. In bed, like we love each other."
"We don't love each other."
"I love you, Taylor. I have forever. You were, well, you were Queen Taylor and I was just Tim. You never deigned to notice me."
"Deigned? Is that something I'd do? Deign?"
Tim colored a pretty pink.
"Oh, look, he's blushing." She snickered to herself.
Suddenly, meek little Tim grabbed her by the neck and turned her back to her car and kissed her on the mouth. Taylor was surprised but given the repetitive nature of her experience the last two days, she just relaxed into it, as much from curiosity as anything. She wanted to see if he could rouse the monster between her legs like Olson and the others had. His hand went down and under her skirt but he didn't finger her. His cupped her pussy and rubbed it with his palm. It felt...good, soothing, relaxing. The monster started to purr. Fuck! She wanted it to roar!
She shook his mouth off hers and knocked his hand out from between her legs. She glared at Tim ready to excoriate him with her legendary vocabulary but then she noticed Mr. G striding towards them with resolute strides. She looked at Tim, at his face full of angst and consternation. She hooked her hand behind his head and kissed him herself. She hooked one leg behind his knee and she fell back against the car pulling him with her. Despite his clumsy ways, his body between her legs felt good. Taylor remembered Mary humping her thigh. She twisted to the side and rubbed her pussy up and down Tim's thigh. He groaned into her mouth. She put her foot down and released him.
She lay back against her car. Tim staggered upright, staring at her like he'd just seen her incisors grow two inches. Taylor turned to look in Mr. G's direction. He'd stopped and was staring at them. He saw her looking at him. For a moment he stared hard at her but finally he just turned and walked away.
"Taylor, I...."
Taylor pushed him away and opened her car door.
"Go away, Tim." She snarled and shut the door on his response. He stood there staring at her with that whipped look that she hated as she backed up and drove away.
Again, she wrote the day's events in her diary. The next morning, on a lark, she checked it to see if there was any black ink for her and there was.
"You need a master." It read.
The statement followed Taylor to school. She got to class without being accosted but between first and second period, Bobby Draper sidled up to her, put an arm around her waist and walked her into an empty class room. He turned her face to the wall and unzipped her dress. She felt the monster flare to life inside her immediately. Bobby turned her around and pulled her dress off her shoulders. She let him and he pulled it away from her chest, her arms still in the sleeves.
"I want to see if your nipples are sensitive. I'm going to put my finger inside you and then nibble your nipples." He grinned. "You don't mind, do you? Its on the Facebook page for the Adult Club. You've seen it, haven't you? Free to fondle and fuck Taylor week at Swanson High?"
Bobby didn't wait for her befuddled response. He pushed her bra up to her neck and bent down and licked her left breast. Taylor groaned and sagged back against the wall. His mouth enveloped her breast and sucked on it. Her hands rose and held the bra in place below her chin while Bobby sucked her tit. The feeling rose in her like an intoxicating vapor.
"Oh my god!" She groaned as his rough tongue sent sizzling sensations through her body, spreading out from her licked nipple.
He put a hand between her legs. Taylor had thought about putting on hose again but decided against it, not really thinking that she'd hate to have another good pair cut off of her, though she did think of that she needed to buy more hose if that kept happening and the helpless arousal suffused her. His hand slid up between her legs, cupped her pussy but, but unlike Tim, she felt it rise up and slip under the waistband of her old, granny panties and down between her legs, covering her muff. He probed her for a moment, found her entrance and thrust a finger into her. Taylor grunted from the penetration. Bobby, then leaned in and sucked on her other nipple. The result was spectacular. Taylor felt it immediately, a cavorting, burning need to climax. Her hips shimmied, since she was firmly mounted on his finger, that grinding, vibration of her ass did its work. When Bobby bit down on her nipple, Taylor climaxed. It was like she'd been abstinent for ages. Her body erupted with such force she felt him flinch away. It wasn't the orgasm, it was the bath her body gave his hand. She felt it, a wash of fluid drenching her panties, sopping them and then finally, running down her legs.
"I guess we have an answer." Bobby said somberly. He helped her get her dress back on and zipped her up. He even kissed her lightly on the lips.
"Bobby, what was that about a Facebook page?"
"There's a Facebook page for The Swanson Adult Club. It's invitation only and I presume all the Adults are on the list. Anyway, Sunday night, it told us all to treat Queen Taylor like a slut all week long, to see what she'll let us do to her. It stated that anything could be done to you, anytime, anywhere. It told us to take pictures and to post them on the page. Since its private, I think we can post your pussy pictures on it. Is that really your pussy? The Frankencunt?" He grinned awkwardly. "I didn't really get to see it the other night. Patty Wong decided she liked Bobby Draper and had my cock in her mouth most of the time they were doing you. I came three times and she swallowed every time. Now she won't leave me alone. I told her finally I had to have a piece of Taylor just to get her to stop following me. Can cum be addictive? I mean, like a drug or something?"
He didn't let Taylor answer but left her there. She'd been willing and ready to lift her skirt and let him take a gander at her ugly little Frankenpussy but he was gone before she could make an offer. She got herself together and went to class, fully aware of her sopping panties. She used her phone to get onto Facebook but couldn't get on. She needed access. She decided to wait to ask Ky, accepting her ignorance for the moment.
That served her well because the next period, Mr. G came and got her, Ash and Ky out of class and marched them all three to his office. Taylor could tell he was furious about something and she had some idea what it was. Surely he'd discovered the Facebook page with pictures of Taylor's cunt all over it. She'd surely get the blame for that and she'd have to take it since she wasn't going to inform anyone that Kam had fucked her and that David Carter had taken the pictures. Ky clearly was the culprit but as usual, she was isolated from any consequences because it was unlikely that Taylor would ever admit to fucking Ky's dad. That made having her cunt all over the place like a concert flier seem less disturbing.
They three were seated in Mr. G's office and he paced three steps to and fro behind his desk.
"I told you to be careful with this fucking Adult Club, girls. I fucking told you!"
"Mr. G, what has you so upset?" Ash asked. Usually when they got into trouble she could calm him down. She always looked innocent as angel hair. This time the angel hair was kinky pubic hair and the veneer of innocence was destroyed.
"This! This!" He slammed something onto his desk.
Taylor leaned forward. It was a sheet of paper, printed in black and white but with the filigree of a certificate of some kind. She pulled it towards her and since she sat between Ky and Ash, they leaned into her to read it. The heading was "BEARER BOND". Below, it read, "This entitles holder with cock to one sexual adventure with Queen Taylor Dillon. She will do anything you like. She is a slut but not a whore because she will do it all for free. Don't ask, assume. Take her, fuck her, finger her, lick her nipples, strip her naked, buttfuck her, throat fuck her face, do whatever you like with and to her and she will love you forever. Taylor Dillon is a cum slut Fuck Toy and she loves being used. Use her up. This expires March 29, Friday. Don't hesitate. If you want to ever be invited to the Adult Club Parties, take Taylor at her word and take her any way you like. She needs practice sucking cock, so be careful about that because the nasty cunt might bite it off."
"If that isn't bad enough, here's the other one!" Mr. G slammed another sheet of paper similar to the first, except it was for "cunts and holders". It advised women to lick Taylor's cunt, to sit on her face, to have her lick their breasts and to kiss her in public so "everyone can see that Taylor Dillon is a right proper cunt who loves sex with anyone!"
"What is the meaning of this?" Mr. G nearly screamed. He got hold of himself and spoke in a calmer voice. "I got one of these by email for fuck's sake! Miss Cummings got one. You can guess who got which one. What the hell are you girls thinking? First the Frankencunt pictures and now this? This is totally inappropriate, utterly unacceptable. What do you have to say for yourselves?"



Ky spoke first.
"I have never seen that or know anything about anything of the kind. This is clearly someone trying to gain control of the Adult Club. When I find out who, I'll bring you their head." Her voice shook with rage.
Taylor didn't believe a word of it. She had to act enraged too, so she did her best.
"I agree. Why would you think we had anything to do with this?"
Mr. G just looked at her balefully, like she was insulting his intelligence. The tangled web of truth and lies around the Adult Club made it impossible to explain nearly anything.
Ash didn't speak.
"Miss Compton?" Mr. G prodded.
"I think someone is in love with Taylor and wants to give her great sexual pleasure." Ash's voice didn't waver.
Everyone stared at her.
"What the fuck, Ash?" Taylor muttered.
"Who do we know is in love with Taylor Dillon?"
Ky looked at Taylor, then at Mr. G who looked at Taylor.
Taylor was mystified.
"Tim Stanton." The other three people said, nearly together.
"Oh fuck me, Timmy did this?" Taylor muttered.
Mr. G nodded.
"That makes sense." Mr. G mumbled. "I'm sorry for jumping to conclusions...I apologize."
Ky looked about ready to pop. Strangely, Ash was completely calm.
"Why would Tim Stanton do this?" Taylor asked soberly, genuinely confused.
"Oh god, Taylor, pay attention. Tim Stanton has been carrying a torch for you since forever. You just ignore him all the time." Ky snorted and then laughed. "The Queen would never notice him, I guess. He, he's a nice guy. Too nice for Queen Taylor."
Taylor heard something that sounded suspiciously like bitterness in Ky's voice. Her next statement made the bitterness make sense.
"If the Queen would stick to the guy who loves her and leave the rest alone, we'd all be a lot happier! I know, I bet she sees that she'd be happier if she settled for Tim too. We'd all be happier if she just let him have her so the rest of us could be left in peace."
Taylor's head was spinning.
Mr. G sighed.
"Ky, you and Ash get back to class. I need to talk to Taylor in private."
The other two got up and left. Taylor wasn't looking at them but was digesting what was being said. When it was just her and Mr. G, he sat on the end of the desk and peered down at her.
"Taylor, I'm worried about you. You got your first tardy this week in four years. I have heard of you being molested and sexually harassed maybe half dozen times from various sources. I saw you myself a couple times and you refuse to admit it. What is going on, Taylor? You can tell me. I want to help. Why are you suddenly the foot scrape slut of the school? No woman would put up with what you are enduring! Talk to me, let me try to help!"
Taylor broke eye contact with him and looked away, afraid he'd somehow see the simmering lust in her and the need that being accosted, as he termed it, in the halls only stoked the fires in her. She thought about her sexual resume and knew in the pit of her stomach that no one would want to have anything to do with that woman. She just shook her head.
"There's nothing to tell, Mr. G. I thought it would be...I wanted to make the Adult Club something interesting, something sexy and attractive. I decided to..." she gestured at the two pieces of paper, "...I decided to do that for the Adult Club. Ash and Ky didn't know about it. I did it, as a lark. God, I didn't think anyone would really take it seriously! I want to leave a legacy, my legacy is the Adult Club. It'll become a tradition at Swanson. So I decided to make myself the sex object for everyone else to enjoy. To tell you the truth, it hasn't been as bad as I thought it would be. I actually climaxed once. I know that sounds horrible but these are my friends, my class mates and having them touch me in a sexual way, it turns out to be incredibly intimate. That's a strange thing to say, I know but I'm an adult now. I have to try new things to see what is me and what isn't. This was a way to kill two birds with one stone." She stopped short of explaining which birds got killed and which still fluttered around in her chest making it difficult to breathe normally.
"Taylor, you aren't being straight with me." Mr. G said. "I know you pretty well. Remember when you broke your ankle freshman year? You were ready to quit dance and track and everything. You lied to everyone else but you couldn't lie to me. It was killing you. I can see through you. You aren't telling me everything, Taylor and I want you to."
Taylor lifted her eyes and looked at him. For maybe the first or perhaps the last time, she saw him as the handsome, good guy that he was. She shook her head and smiled.
"You're right, Mr. G. A couple hours ago, a guy unzipped my dress, pushed my bra over my tits and sucked my nipples with his finger inside of me. I climaxed. Hard. If I'd been careless I might have bit my tongue off. I've never come like that before. So if I'm not telling you something, it's only because I don't know myself. When I know, I'll let you know, if you're still in the picture."
For a moment, Mr. G studied her but then he slid off the desk and sat in his desk chair.
"Okay, Taylor. You can go to class. No more of this sort of shit though. If this gets out, it might be my head."
She nodded and stood up. Then stopped.
"I, if you don't mind, I'll let this run out the rest of the week. I want to know what this all means. I never imagined it would affect me as it has."
"How has it affected you, Taylor?" Mr. G asked softly, his eyes boring into her.
She smiled.
"I want it to go on until Friday. That's different, isn't it?" She held her breath. Would Mr. G agree or make her shut it down. If she had to shut it down, that would mean she'd have to confront Ky and that didn't sound like any fun at all. Surely no one believed Tim Stanton could do this. No, no one believed that.
Mr. G finally shrugged.
"You're an adult now, Taylor and it's your body. I can't tell you what to do with it. I do wish you'd give Tim a chance though. That guy has been pining after you for three years. Everyone can see it but you. I know he is a nice guy but I was a nice guy once, and it hurts like hell to have a woman like you look past us. Don't look past him, Taylor. Give him a chance, will you?"
She shrugged and smiled but walked out without giving him an answer. Oddly, that afternoon, Mrs. Stineway was called away from her AP English class, what they'd taken to calling Adult Porn English because everyone was over 18 in it, an odd happenstance as of February. She sent someone down to give them an assignment and to tell them not to leave until the bell rang. The minute the messenger left, Kam Klemminson stood up, looked around until he found Taylor and then walked over and locked the door. He very meticulously taped two pieces of printer paper over the glass so no one could see into the room.
He walked over to the desk and sat on it, one leg on the floor the other dangling. He scanned the room.
"Who wants to fuck Taylor?" He asked.
For a long time, no one spoke. Taylor stopped breathing altogether. Her body turned to ice. She couldn't believe this was happening. She dropped her eyes from Kam, not wanting him to see the hunger in her eyes. She felt it ravening in her and didn't dare look around. The silence seeped into her and left her horrified, terrified and drowning in her own lust. No one spoke. She kept her eyes on the desk.
He lifted up a certificate and showed it to the class.
"Who has one of these? We can fuck her if we want and I want her fucked. We should. She needs cock. Anyone can see that. No one would ever fuck her otherwise. Her Frankencunt only gets dick if its raffled off. So? Who want's to fuck Taylor Dillon?" He scanned the room.
The quiet was deafening. No one looked at him, except Taylor who stared at Kam, disbelieving what her ears were hearing. She felt like her body was made of wax, utterly without feeling or response to his words. Only her mind was comprehending them, like it was a pop quiz or something, an academic exercise.
"Come on. We're all adults here. You who haven't been initiated into the Adult Club, this is your chance."
"What do you mean?" Tomas Garcia asked, his voice losing its flat American twang in favor of the musical lilt of his Spanish heritage.
"I mean, fuck Taylor, join the Adult Club. She's initiation now. To get into the Adult Club, you have to fuck Taylor Dillon." Kam chuckled that dry, humorless laugh that warned people to be cautious about tempting him, with anything. "I should make that clear. You have to make Queen Taylor climax. So, ladies, you have a chance to join too."
"What happens when we join?"
Kam shrugged his rugged shoulders.
"Depends on how you got in. Fuck Taylor, that's one way, providing she comes when you do. If you want to go the other way, you get a night when anyone can have you, anyway they like. Ass, mouth, cunt if you have one or are one, either way. If you are female, you'll end up burping cum and leaving a slick trail wherever you go."
"Whose idea is this? We thought...."
"It's Taylor's." Ky spoke up. She stood up and walked up to where Kam sat on the edge of the desk. At that moment, the door opened. Taylor flinched like someone touched her with a hot branding iron. Three people appeared out of the little alley to the classroom door.
"Is this where we fuck Queen Taylor?" One of the three asked, a dark swarthy looking guy with a ponytail, looking vaguely Indian, dot Indian.
"We got the text. We want into the Adult Club too." The woman was short rotund with huge tits but the finest ivory skin. Taylor didn't know her name either but thought of her as "the bowling ball".
Taylor had lifted up her head to see who arrived.
"Taylor, come on up." Ky said, her voice quavered a little. "Time to initiate some more adults!"
Taylor couldn't breathe. She was being offered to the whole class, half of whom hadn't joined the Adult Club but were 18 years old and more were arriving. In the pause, two guys crowded in behind the new arrivals. They were all here to fuck her! She couldn't imagine this moment, ever in her life but here it was and suddenly she began to shake. Her body quivered without moving as adrenaline tore at her control. She bit down on her lip, almost daring to strike blood. She didn't want to be bleeding when someone kissed her or a cock was thrust down her throat. She gasped for air, finally breathing around the frozen knot in her chest. Her hands writhed in her lap. Ky was speaking.
"Taylor pleaded with me, begged even to be allowed to initiate everyone else who wants to join the Adult Club. She says she's the Queen Cunt and she'll fuck you all to death, if that's what it takes!" Ky laughed. "I admire her moxie. She says she's behind in the fucking department and wants to gain some experience, some actual chops so she can claim that she's an actual woman and not just a cum bucket. I warn you, she doesn't know a thing about sucking cock. She's a worthless cunt if there ever was one but she is determined to learn. We'll be collecting bids for the right to train her in sucking cock. She has been Queen Taylor, she wants to earn that moniker when it comes to the Adult Club."
"Bids. Holy shit, Ky, what do you mean by bids?"
"Simple. Friday, this weekend, Taylor is going to initiate everyone in the Adult Club, everyone. Anyone who wants to be a member must make her come. Everyone will have a chance. She'll be available at my house all weekend. Make her come, if you are eighteen or older and you are in. Girls, it's the tongue. Guys, it's the cock. Taylor is the Queen Cunt. Fuck her and eat her. Make her come and you are in. It's like open enrollment. Make Taylor climax and you are in, in Taylor and in the Adult Club. This week, until Friday, you can practice with her.
"Next week, though, we'll repay her because she's a useless cunt when it comes to sucking cock. Next week, Taylor will have beads with numbers on them. Guys, you have her suck your cock. Come in her mouth, spit or swallow and she gives you a bead. Whoever has the most beads by Friday, guy or gal gets Taylor as their sex slave for the next week. Monday morning to the next Monday night, live in the whole week. We'll work it out, depending on who it is and where you all live. She needs to learn how to suck cock. To motivate you all to help her learn, she's going to initiate you this weekend at my house. Winner get her as a sex slave for a week. I'll post the whole scenario on the Facebook page. For now, though let's just have cocks in Taylor. Fuck her on the desk. I've always dreamed about an orgy in English class. Taylor is going to give us that fantasy, here and now, aren't you, Taylor?"
"Jesus, what about Mrs. Stineway?"
"She has been called away. Miss Rollins is on the way so we have to hurry before she arrives. Fuck Tayor and go. This is just a warm up for Friday night. We'll do it as couples. Girls, you'll suck a cock, the cock will fuck Taylor, then you can suck Taylor full of cum. If she comes in either case, you are in the Adult Club. You can do her as often as it takes to get in, starting say, eight on Friday. This is just a trial run for the guys and really, just to let Taylor have a little taste. She's impatient!" Ky sounded so thrilled to be announcing Taylor's sexual prostration.
"If you win the cock sucking contest, you'll have Queen Taylor Dillon as your sex toy for a whole week. She'll live with you and fuck you and anyone you tell her to fuck anyway you tell her to fuck for a whole week. Taylor is too fat and she needs to be on a cum only diet so she's not so fucking heavy when we have to catch her in dance team."
"What about her ass?" Someone asked. Taylor didn't recognize the voice and she kept her eyes down and her head bowed to avoid looking anyone in the eyes, for fear they'd see the sizzle in them, the vaulting lust that left her quivering. Her cunt had gone mushy with moisture and she felt like she was spotting the seat where she was sitting.
"I don't know about Taylor's ass, actually. Taylor, have you been butt fucked before?"
Taylor didn't respond, hoping it was a rhetorical question.
"Cunt Taylor, I'm talking to you, goddammit and when I do, you fucking look at me." Ky's voice cut through the suddenly heavy and thick atmosphere of the room.
Taylor lifted her head and eyes. She swung her head around until she found Ky, leaning on the window shelves about even with her in the row. She was keenly away that every eye in the room was on her. She shuddered uncontrollably. She stood up and looked around the room. Everyone was staring at her.
"I haven't had anal sex yet." She said in as light a voice as she could manage and still have it be heard. Ky was unsatisfied.
"Bitch, speak up. We can't hear you."
"I said, no, I haven't had anal sex yet!" She murmured.
"Hey, is it true that the Cunt Wanted Poster was her? It was Taylor's pussy?" Another voice asked.
Ky shrugged.
"You'd have to ask Taylor." When the guy didn't speak, she glared at him. "Ask her, dumbshit."
"Oh. Taylor was that your pussy in the Cunt Wanted Poster?"
Taylor felt the rush of blood to her face even as her cunt pulsed and swelled between her legs, pulsing and begging to be filled, immediately. The promise had been made and her pussy was eager to collect on it. She nodded.
"Cunt, I swear, you are the dumbest bitch I ever saw." Ky shoved off the desk and came down the row where Taylor sat near the back of the room. She leaned down and kissed Taylor on the cheek. "This is what you asked for, Taylor. Having second thoughts?" Ky's voice was high and tight. Then she leaned in, "Taylor, you do what I fucking tell you or I'll tell them you fucked my father. If you think I am done with you, you are mistaken. You'll fucking know when I am done with you!"
Ky straightened and looked down at Taylor. Taylor stared up at her.
"Put your hand around my neck, Ky!" Taylor rasped. Ky looked so surprised, Taylor nearly burst out laughing both from exultation and from sheer erotic delight. "Choke me. I am the Queen Sex Slave, treat me like the Queen Sex Slave." Ky's eyes flared and she grasped Taylor by the neck and squeezed. Taylor choked immediately, her head filled with pressure.
"Bitch, you were Queen Taylor before but now you are Queen Sex Slave. You have consented to service your subjects, willing to give them what they desire, the right to pleasure you. Is that right, my Queen?" Ky spoke with relish.
"It is."
"You wish them Adults in the room to have sex with you as they wish? To use you, to fuck you!"
"I do. I wish to serve my subjects as a good Queen should. On my back with my quim." Taylor didn't recognize her own voice. Ky spoke to her.
"Go lay across the desk. Someone want to fuck her? Anyone? I mean now, Taylor. Go lay on the desk, lengthwise and lift up your dress so we can fuck you. If you have panties on, best take them off. You'll need them to hold the cum in you so you don't dribble all over. Now, cunt!" Ky's voice cut through the woolly cacophony of emotions in Taylor's mind and body. She was so excited, she couldn't breathe properly. Ky walked back to the front of the room.
When Taylor moved, it was like her body floated up the aisle to the desk where Kam sat, swinging his leg back and forth. He stood and drifted to her right. Taylor felt his eyes on her but she couldn't meet his gaze. More people came in the door. Whispers explained what was happening. Taylor heard the phrase several times "Fuck Taylor" or "Fuck Queen Taylor". She stood still, eyes on the edge of the old oak desk, staring at it while she bent down. Her hands touched her thighs. She slid them up under her dress and onto her waist where they slipped inside the waist band of her panties and she pushed them down her legs. She was stepping out of them when the realization hit her that she had just acquiesced to Ky's demand. She stood there, her panties in her right hand, staring at the desk. She felt Ky swelling up to speak, like a large bullfrog about to belch out a loud croak. Taylor felt it and she moved to the desk. She felt the hard edge against her thighs, just at her crotch. She bent her knees a little and lay down, balling up her panties as she did so. She gripped the side of the desk where the pencil drawer was and with her left hand, she reached around and flipped up her skirt so her ass was exposed to the entire room. She turned her head away from the room, staring into the back of the empty desk chair.
"Holy mother of dog!" Someone whispered. "She's actually doing it!"
"Anyone who wants to join the Adult Club, you can if you make Queen Taylor come now, you can have her any way you like until Friday! Pump her full of cum or eat her until she screams, I don't care. Just use her as she wants to be used. She's a nasty, fuck bucket cunt and she wants to fuck you all. Use her now for practice. Who's first?"
"I'll go."
Taylor knew the voice but she couldn't place it immediately. Her arousal was hot in her, boiling and irrefutable. She was aware of only one thing, the ravening in her vagina, the very vagina that had been portrayed all over the school. Displayed. Exposed. And now it was being offered to the Adults and it was hers, her, her body, her hole. She groaned and no one had even touched her yet. Ky was speaking.
"Tim, you've all ready joined. Surely you don't want to fuck that nasty Taylor hole again?"
"Someone has to go first. Besides, you said this was just practice. This way, this way they'll know she's for real. I mean, that Taylor is just a hole for us to all fuck."
Tim's voice sounded unnaturally high. Taylor lay quivering on the desk. She wanted to scream, "Fuck me, already. Enough goddamned talk! I want cock!" The words roared inside her, glancing off the inside of her skin even as she sought to make it make sense. She couldn't believe she was laying on a desk waiting for someone to fuck her in front of a room full of her adult peers. At that moment, her pussy peaked and gurgled so that a bead of hot liquid swelled and ran down her right thigh. She was so horny! Anyone approaching her, anyone entering her would know immediately that she was pooling inside and any penetration would release a flow of her juice. She was a saucy little twat! She wanted to giggle at the expression.



"Fine, Tim. A good point. If none of you other fucks want to get Taylor while she is naturally delicious, I don't care if Tim fucks her first. He'll come like lightning so if you want to go down on her before she tastes like man cum, you best squall because Tim will be inside her in a...too late."
Sure enough, Taylor felt Tim's hands on her ass. She felt the hot point of his prick against her ass and then his finger probed between her legs. His finger found her entrance and he pushed into her. Taylor groaned, longing oozed out of her and ran down her legs, both now. His finger wiggled around inside her cunt. She heard the sound she made, how his finger made her body squelch and squish. It left her and the bond with it vanished and she felt adrift. Then his cock probed between her legs, running past her pulsing pussy entrance like a canoe over rapids. Tim pulled back, she felt it, his cock nuzzled into the cleft of her body, forcing her pussy lips apart.
He stopped, his pending penetration felt hot, tantalizing her with the fullness she wanted and needed.
"Forgive me, Taylor." Tim whispered just before he shoved his brief cock into her milky pussy. She felt it enter her and her body slathered it with her cream. She knew she oozed and she wanted to feel his cum in her. As though he heard her, he jerked once and then slapped his cock into the middle of her cunt, his body ground against her lean ass. She felt him as though he were sealed against her.
"Oh, oh, oh god!" He grunted and the little fidgets that were Tim coming inside her appeared. "Coming." Tim whispered. "Taylor, I'm coming in you again. You feel so good! God, oh god, Taylor!" Then he groaned from down in the roots of his soul, sounding like the echo of night. He pulled back and rammed into her and Taylor's pussy exploded. She arched her hips, hoping for the climax but only feeling the splash of fluid spurting out of her, like he'd stepped carefully into a puddle that was now too full. Juice washed down her legs.
"My turn, Timmy. Get out of her." Cullen Baker hissed, his voice tight and randy. Taylor heard it and the sound of his arousal in his voice shot another jolt of lust through her. She wanted to be wanted with that desperation, with that need she heard in his voice.
Tim pulled out of her. Taylor squeezed her eyes closed. She grasped the desk with both hands, dropping her underwear.
"Billy, watch for Miss Rollins. She'll park close. Let us know when she's close." Ky instructed.
Billy left the room. Taylor felt the presence behind her, a hand on her ass and then between her legs followed by a very hard cock.
Cullen was no gentleman. His hands grasped her ass and squeezed her lean cheeks hard, his fingernails bit into her skin. He pulled her cheeks apart, hard, opening her. He thrust a finger at her pussy, raking through the ridges and ruffles that bulged between her legs. Taylor grunted with discomfort. Cullen felt around, found her hole and rammed her full of cock. He held her by the waist and pulled her back even as he thrust into her. Her body enveloped him completely. He was sufficiently large that her body could clamp down on his cock and seal around the edges but when he squeezed full into her, she lost seal and she felt her body bubble forth.
"Oh, fuck, she's pissing on me!"
Cullen pulled out of her and Taylor felt the horrible emptiness return. She moaned around the loss in her throat, the very real need consuming her.
"No." Her voice squeaked out. "No. Don't."
"That's cum, you idiot." Kam spoke close. Taylor's eyes were closed. "Fuck her or get out of line!"
Line? Taylor heard the word. Her mind registered consciously the rustling in the room. She lifted a little, enough to turn her head and opened her eyes. She saw six guys standing in the aisle in a line leading up beside her. Ky caught her peeking. She walked over and caressed Taylor's brown hair. She leaned down and hissed into her ear even as Cullen fucked her.
"Taylor, hey Queen Taylor, Queen Cunt, can you hear me! Yes, you greedy fuck hole! See them? They are all going to fuck you. Can you come and give them entrance to the Adult Club or will you make them fuck you some other time? You wanted to initiate them all, like the greedy cunt you are so now, they can all come up to you and demand a piece of your ratty ass anytime they like! How do you like that, Queen Cunt Taylor?"
Taylor squeezed her eyes closed. Cullen reentered her and she hid her true reaction from Ky behind that reality, behind his thrust into her body. She bucked as he pierced deep into her. He mounted her and rode her hard and fast to a very succinct completion, spraying her pussy's interior with great globs of cum for what seemed like minutes. His fingers dug into her waist and he jammed her full of cock over and over again, even as she overflowed.
"That's two." Ky sneered. "She still hasn't come. You have to fuck her again. Sorry guys. Either get back in the line or make her fuck you another time. You have this weekend. She'll be at my house for fucking after eight on Friday. You can try to make her come then.
"Step back. I'll get her primed. After she comes once, it's easier to get her to come the next time."
Kam's voice slashed at Taylor's mind, opening her like a virgin's knees. She hated it but she knew that surely if Kam mounted her, she'd come helplessly on his huge cock. She felt it against her back and then it slid down the crack of her ass and over the fluttering surface of her pussy. It was like her body inhaled him, sucking him into itself with a single purpose, to be filled by his lovely cock! Taylor's body bucked as the great cock ran into her. Kam was gentle, careful even but once he bottomed out, he rode her fast and hard. Taylor's body responded after a round half dozen strokes of his cock into her cunt. Her climax was sudden and replete with blinding ecstasy. She groaned and came hard, then again and then again, three great convulsions that may have been distinct climaxes or refrains of the same orgasm, she no longer cared.
"There. The rabid slut came. See if you can keep her coming. In you go. She's flowing and hot. Give it to her. Fuck her." Kam's casual voice rippled around Taylor like it was liquid silver, coating her senses with a rich wealth of lust. She felt another hand between her legs and then a cock entered her. It felt long and thin, poking into her but not stretching her at all. She groaned. The end prodded her deep inside and seemed to hit a button. She felt him, whoever it was, buck into an almost immediate orgasm after entering her and she met it. She gasped and grunted as her own orgasm swelled and rolled through her bent body. Then hands on her ass clinched her cheeks tightly, hard, pulling at them as though trying to rip them apart as though they were halves of a loaf of bread. He kneaded her ass while he blew cum deep into the recesses of her cunt.
She cried out as a new wave of ecstasy rolled through her.
"Jesus, she's coming. She's actually coming!" A guy said.
"I told you, she is the Orgasm Queen. Taylor is the queen of fucking and she won't turn you down. She's a slut and too cheap to be a whore. Fuck her and fuck her some more!" Ky's voice rattled around Taylor like maracas. "Ash, we'll keep a list of who gets in the club now by getting in Taylor and making her come. Steven Klatsky is first in Taylor and in the Adult club."
The third man in her pulled free of her liquid cunt. Taylor felt it, flooded with cum and her own juice, she'd turned swampy. She thought that it was unlikely she'd come again unless Kam fucked her again. She clinched her eyes closed tightly, refusing to beg him to fuck her in front of everyone.
The fourth man mounted her. Taylor felt his cock, not long but big around. He stretched the entrance of her hole but then stopped before touching her very deeply. His strokes were short and staccato violent, hammering at her bent body until he erupted. Taylor felt cum flow out of her and down her legs. She was tacky wet and each new man in her splashed their effluvia higher up on her ass. It felt hot while he slapped against her, the wet impact of his body drown out all of her awareness of anything else. Then he leaned against her, pinning her between his weight and the sharp edge of the desk. He pumped cum into her.
Kam tapped her ass.
"Give me your panties, cunt."
Taylor released her death hold on the desk and pointed down at her panties on the floor, her body obeying even while her mind struggled for comprehension. Kam picked them up and used them to wipe her between the legs, up and down until her panties were soaked through with cum and her juice. He reached around her, smearing them against her face.
"Open up, Taylor, taste your cunt and our cum. Not mine, of course, I don't come in you."
Taylor's mouth opened and she let him stuff her mouth full of the drenched cloth. Her own panties, saturated with her juice and the cum spurting out of her pussy was stuffed in her mouth. She clinched her eyes closed again. She blew through her nose, trying to get enough air and failing. Inhaling sucked the aroma of the slathered cum into her lungs. The sharp smell of male cum and the musty thick smell of her body infused her. She grunted.
Number four left her pussy and moments later a new pair of hands, cold on her steaming ass, grasped her and directed an average cock into her body. He slammed it into her as soon as she accommodated it. It tickled her, teased her but still pleased her. She sloshed as he fucked her. The sound became so loud and so distinct, Taylor felt it in her bones, the embarrassment of being that wet, of being that aroused from being used in this way. Number five launched more cum deep into her body. His cock was long again, but bigger around, not Kam's size but still enough to put tension into the entrance to her pussy. His hands grasped her and pounded into her, over and over, long steady strokes that walked her right to the edge of the precipice and then, without any apology at all, pushed her over into the maw of ecstasy that awaited her.
Taylor felt it, the flood of sensation washing through her. She couldn't catch her breath, panting and jerking. She felt comfortably filled, not stretched, not assaulted, but containing him easily and nicely. His cock rammed into her and withdrew, then plunged back into her, lifting her a little each time as it filled her. She tried to find the rhythm and lift her ass to match the rhythm but she couldn't. She was delirious with pleasure as the climax boiled over and ran down her legs. When he pressed into her, deep down inside her, rooting his cock and clutching at her ass while he held still against her, she bucked into another sudden and profound orgasm. Her movement ignited him and she felt him pulsing against her body, poking against her with little, staccato motions that each deposited a quantity of cum inside her. She couldn't feel the cum in her any longer, as she was swimming in it, hers and the men who'd just fucked her.
"Conny is in Taylor and in the Adult Club." Ky announced. Conny was what she called Roger Kahn, the tall, angular man with the pony tail that he kept coiled and pinned or hung down his back in a single braid. "You can stop now." Ky said, amusement in her voice.
Roger Kahn was puffing and answered her in little spurts.
"Want. To. Come. In. Taylor!" He groaned, his body slapping against Taylor's lean ass, pumping cum into her as he spoke each word, punctuating his injection into her as thought informing her that she was indeed being filled again. She felt thankful for she felt little of it in her flooded vagina.
The erotic fog suffusing Taylor, cleared for a moment and she opened her eyes. She turned her head and looked at the audience, at those observing her while she fucked and was fucked, passive and active, the sexual verb she had become. The rest of the class remained silent and stock still, mesmerized by the sight of the copulating couple on the desk, astonished to be watching coitus in the flesh in their AP English class. Taylor's eyes flicked from face to face. Not one of them met her gaze but seemed to be focused down her body, down where she was hitched to the man inside her. Then she wasn't. He pulled out of her and backed out of her field of vision. The next guy stepped in behind her, felt between her legs for her entrance and mounted her. His groan was deep and resonate and she closed her eyes, imagining for a moment she felt the vibrations of his satisfied groan up between her legs, as though his cock was a tuning fork thrust inside her, vibrating with the thrill of their conjunction.
His hands clutched her hips and he banged against her, the sounds of their slapping bodies suddenly seemed loud, louder than before or she was simply hearing better than she had been. The sound itself oozed into her body and titillated her, then it quit teasing her and she felt the new orgasm flaring inside her. She groaned again, her hips bucking, sheathing the cock far inside her. The guy wiggled against her, stirring and churning her bubbling vagina with his cock, creasing her inner walls with the end of his cock. The orgasm rose up in her and bloomed, a purple passion that penetrated to her core. Her hands gripped the desk. She gasped out loud, her voice sounding stark and embarrassing in the utterly silent room, silent but for the sound of their copulating bodies slapping together, over and over.
Moments after she came, he flowed into her. He sank into her and then simply vibrated against her as the cum flowed from his body into hers. Taylor felt lighter than air, enthralled by the cock, along with the conscious thought that she'd just fucked six men a row!
"Ash, put down Palmer Lewensky as a new member of the Adult Club!"
She'd resigned herself to fucking them all, every jack cock in the room. Number six pulled out of her. Cum drained out of her, gushing and dripping down her thighs, slick, oil and thick.
Number seven ground into her and came rooted down inside her even before she had time to consciously fuck him back.
Number eight slid into her and filled her, a larger bone rammed home. She stretched around it, feeling the soup of her body flowing and the spurting out around the huge cock. Taylor grunted, gasping in a haze of orgasmic bliss, her mind a wad of cotton saturated with cum. The guy's hand's grasped her hips and pounded into her.
"Hey, she's just driving up!" Billy said.
Ky snickered.
"That bitch is always late. The bell's about the ring. The rest of you, gather round and cum on Taylor's face and then let's go. Mr. Chowder, turn her over for us. You can have her still until you pump her full."
Mr. Chowder? Taylor's mind struggled with the name. It wasn't a teacher but not a student either. She grunted as the huge cock pulled from of her gushing body. His strong hands on her ass helped her stand and turned her around.
"Lay down, Miss." The man said. He wore the janitorial grays of the school, the shirt anyway; his pants were pooled around his ankles. His legs were lanky and knobby thin. He lifted her gently up onto the desk.
Taylor stared. The man smelled of ammonia and cigarette smoke. His voice rumbled like a bass drum. Her ass contacted the desk. It was wet. She'd sprayed a few times. Mr. Crowder grasped her knees and pulled them wide, shuffled into the maw of her body and remounted her, crouching to hook the mighty head of his huge cock inside her and then filling her up. Taylor came. Her body exploded as the sensation roared through her. The ramming penetration, the stretching expansion, the bubbling squeeze all conspired to inflate her lust and ignite her passion. Her body bucked and she flopped onto her back. She felt Mr. Crowder shuffle her around on the desk so her head dangled off the front edge and he had her legs pointed up in the air, flat against his the gray shirt on his chest while he hammered her harder and harder.
"Christ, she's acts like she love it!" Someone whispered.
"You wish it was you." A male voice answered the woman.
"Oh god, you're right. I'm jealous of a cum slut. I have to get out of here." Taylor's eyes opened and she saw the room full of people standing, all upside down. She also discovered four or five bare cocks converging on her face. She closed her eyes.
"Ladies, help the guys come on Taylor!" Ky's voice piped into the shuffling, grunting silence. Taylor opened her eyes and found Kam's cock extended over her face and Ky's perfectly painted nails pumping it. He groaned and cum spurted out of his cock. It flew over Taylor's face onto her shoulder. He directed it lower and the thing spat glob after glob of cum onto Taylor's face, clustering on her mouth and chin. As if it worked as a catalyst, three more bare cocks erupted, spouting cum onto the skin of Taylor's face. The hot liquid splattered on her forehead, her closed eyes, her cheeks and chin. The hot, smooth liquid soaked into her lurid flesh, amplifying the vibrating pleasure roaring through her.
"You're done, move." A guy grunted and moments later, Taylor felt more cum splatter onto her face. Her focus shifted to her pussy, stretched and filled with Mr. Crowder. She groaned as he rammed into her and between the hot coating of cum on her face and the thrusting of his mighty love muscle, she climaxed again. Then again. Then again. Each orgasm punctuated by the drawback and then inward thrust of his huge cock plunging deep into her pulsating body. Taylor bucked and shook. Mr. Crowder had her legs V'ed up against his lank chest, holding her with his hands clutching her thighs, while he pummeled her over and over with his great cock.
Taylor tried to open her eyes but cum clung to them making her strain. She saw one cock still bobbing over her face. She reached out and took hold of it. With her other hand, she pulled her sopping panties out of her mouth and dropped them on the floor. The guy let her guide his cock to her mouth and she licked it. She opened her mouth to suck on it and he came. She caught the first load of cum right in the mouth, sailing over her lips and splatting against the back of her throat. She choked immediately. She backed away from the cock and knew he was tossing cum into her hair as she tried to recover from the gag reflex. Mr. Crowder groaned, a deep vibrato that told her he was pumping cum into her at that very moment. She felt his cock swelling inside her. He felt huge and then she came again but this time, she squirted, a veritable fountain of her cunt juice forming a silver fan in the angle of their bodies. Mr. Crowder reared back and slammed into her once more and a huge spout of cum sprayed out of her covering her abdomen and stomach.
"We're out of time." Kam muttered. "Everybody out. Ladies, eat Taylor tomorrow at Ky's house. She'll be there all weekend, available for fucking and sucking. Make Taylor come and join the Adult Club."
Ky stood up and clapped her hands.
"Okay, Taylor is closed for business for today. Use her this week or this weekend at my house. She'll be available for fucking all weekend. Ladies, she's got an ugly cunt but if you still want membership in the Adult Club, you have to eat Taylor's ugly cunt until she comes." The rush to the door picked up speed. In the midst of the evacuation, the end of day bell rang.
Mr. Crowder pulled his great cock out of Taylor. She groaned at the loss. He pivoted her on the desk and, using just her legs, pushed her fully onto it, letting her legs drape off the end, leaving her lying on her back. She found the edges with her hands and held on. She lay still, her face covered with cum. Several times her mind told her to clear the cum off her face but her hands clung to the desk top like it was the wing of a plane. She lifted up one leg and perched her foot on the edge. Her vagina bubbled and oozed cum. She felt it dribbling down her ass crack. She licked her lips and got a heavy dose of the cum syrup on her tongue for her trouble. She held it in her mouth.



"Jesus, she licking the cum off her lips." Ky's voice broke the silence. Beyond the door, the raucous sound of the end of school murmured as the backdrop to her voice.
Taylor tried to open her eyes.
"I'll tell Mrs Dougherty you won't be at dance again today, Taylor. Let's go Ash. Unless you want to lick the cum off her face."
"Only if Olson told me to." Ash said, she giggled. "And he's not here."
Taylor lay back, feeling alone finally. The backwash of the gangbang of Queen Taylor echoed around her. Her body strummed with the echoes of her various orgasms. She moved her right hand up to her cheek and sloughed cum into her mouth, taking the gob into her lips and then sucking it onto her tongue. It was still hot, slick, thick and ropey. She swished it around until she could swallow it, fighting the gag reflex as she did. She'd never tasted cum before and this wasn't how she envisioned it happening. Her body vibrated with the experience. She knew she should move but the lassitude in the lee of her climaxes robbed her of the impetus to get up, clean up and leave the school. She'd never be worth a shit in dance today anyway.
Then she heard the door open.
Someone was pulling at the door. She heard high heels clacking on the floor. For a moment, Taylor's heart galloped into high speed but the orgasm-induced lethargy in her body settled on her almost immediately, like a bucket of water tossed on a candle. She relaxed. Suddenly not caring if anyone saw her covered in cum. That thought rallied her senses and she found arousal still possible, fluttering in her chest. God, she thought, someone, a woman by the sound of the high heels, someone was seeing her naked, fucked and literally covered with cum. She felt the humiliation first and then the sharp pleasure that brought her and then the humiliation that pleasure caused and the humiliation that caused; it was an unending spiral that created a rattling erotic crescendo in her body that elevated her out of the moment and left her breathless. The sound of the flowing student body outside the door came to her and then the door thumped closed, muting the rush for the exits.
"Students I'm sorry...oh my goodness!"
Taylor closed her eyes. She recognized the voice. It was Miss Rollins. She was a substitute teacher often called on to sub when other teachers needed someone to fill in. She was a "plain" looking woman but not plain really. She was in her mid to late thirties, widowed, childless, sad but compassionate. Her incredible breadth of knowledge and education allowed her to fit into nearly any class with aplomb and the students loved her. Instead of torturing her as they did other substitutes, they often helped her make heads and tails of the often sketchy instructions left by the ill or otherwise absent teacher. She spoke into the empty room, using her dainty formal voice.
"I'm sorry, I wasn't able to arrive before the bell. Miss. Stineway asked me to remind you all that your term papers will be due next Monday...Taylor, are you alright?"
"Yes, Miss Rollins." Although she was a widow, Nancy Rollins preferred to be called Miss. Taylor didn't move off the desk for fear that she'd gush and splash the cum mixture inside her everywhere. She licked her lips and caught more come from her upper lip and sucked it into her mouth. The feeling left her dizzy and the taste filled her mouth and nose. The smell of cum was strong in her nostrils.
"Taylor?" Miss Rollins voice came to her. "Are you sure you're okay? Oh my, what have they done to you?"
Taylor opened her cum-coated eyes to find Miss Rollins standing over her staring at her face. Taylor tried to smile but had to swallow the cum in her mouth first. It slithered down her throat. She had a sudden longing to feel a cock in her mouth when she swallowed cum.
"My god, Taylor, what happened?" Miss Rollins whispered, one hand against her own cheek. Miss Rollins wore a white glove against the cold.
"They fucked me, Miss Rollins." Taylor answered the question before she realized what she was saying. She felt the woman by her left side, and then a hand lay lightly on her stomach then flinched away, finding it wet.
"Oh my god, Taylor, did someone rape you?"
"I..." Taylor realized she was about to answer positively but realized in time that that could lead to trouble for her and the men who'd come inside her. Still, she longed to say it, to say "They raped me! Yes, they raped me and I came and came and came!" but dared not. However, just the thought in her mind left her wheezing with sexual elation. The idea that she could be raped caught in her throat and she tried to swallow it but she couldn't make it leave. She couldn't believe what was happening to her, the changes occurring in and around her. She groaned. The hand on her back didn't move.
"Taylor, talk to me." Miss Rollins said, her voice was velvet soft.
"I, I was initiating...uh...adults." Taylor managed.
"What? Initiating? What are you talking about?"
Taylor forced her lethargic body to respond. She struggled to get her arms under her, and lifted her torso off the hard desk, suddenly uncomfortably so, sitting up. She stood and felt the flood of cum roll down both legs. She squeezed them together and clinched her body, trying to seal it up inside her. Instead she merely squeezed more fluid out of her body and onto her thighs. It flooded down them.
"Oh my, Taylor you're...what's happening?"
Taylor finally opened her eyes and looked around at the woman. She had honey brown hair with a practical cut but attractive. She had breasts which she delighted in showing off in tight sweaters. She always wore skinny blue jeans and cowboy boots that made her much less formal than other teachers. No one bothered her about her dress because she had a way about her that put others at ease but also attracted a certain pity. Losing her husband, the love of her life had left her wan and papery in life and so she seemed like a strong breeze would blow her over. Even when some students sought to take advantage of that, other students would defend her so her classrooms were orderly but kept so by a student consensus, just because most of them wanted her to have things easy, or easier at least.
Her hand remained on Taylor's side. Taylor turned into it, so that it was now on her waist.
"What happened, Taylor?"
"They fucked me." Taylor managed to croak. Her voice sounded strange to her.
"Who? Who did this to you?" Miss Rollins was beginning to sound angry and Taylor felt chilly fear swoop in and cuddle up to her. The cum oozed down her face, cooling.
"Everyone. As many as wanted to." Taylor whispered. "I initiated them all. They fucked me and I came and came and came. Oh god, Miss Rollins, it was glorious!" Taylor felt the heady thrill of what had happened coursing through her, a new sensation that left her gasping with remembered ecstasy.
"I'm calling the police."
"God, no, no, Miss Rollins, really, I'm okay. I...I started an Adult Club, you know, students over 18 who could make adult decisions. It's a sex club. We have sex, with each other. No minors allowed. Just adults. See? I'm, I'm the initiation ritual." Taylor smiled crookedly. "I have a cunt no one wants to look at and so, the guys are forced to fuck me, as initiation and the girls are forced to eat me to orgasm, for their initiation. I'm like a punishment, a torture. I guess they begin with me and any sex they have after that would be an improvement." The cum was beginning to coagulate and drip off the line of her chin. Taylor stood still, letting it drip off of her face, staring at the substitute teacher, daring her to mention it.
"Oh, you poor dear! That is so unfair. You are a nicely formed young woman. You are. I'd take you to bed myself...oh my, I shouldn't say that." Miss Rollins pointed with her free hand at Taylor's legs, awash now with cum. "Is, uh, is that all you?"
"Oh no. I think uh, six or maybe seven guys fucked me, came inside me and, so, well, I'm brimming with cum. I came a few times myself so my pussy martini is overflowing." Her voice sounded so normal, like they were discussing homework. Taylor looked at the woman and saw there was nothing normal at all in her eyes.
"Taylor, should I call the police? Were you raped?"
There was that thought again and her body reacted true to form again. She was beginning to think that she had no sexual boundaries at all. Slut. That's what a slut is, a person who never says "no" to any sexual request or suggestion at all, a veritable slave to her sexual passions. Taylor Slut. Taylor aspiring Fuck Toy. That seemed to describe her behavior thus far. Taylor felt it, recognized it, loved it and acknowledged the shame she should feel but didn't. She knew she should feel shame, that she should refuse the thrill that the word engendered in her body but she couldn't. She couldn't.
"No, no, Miss Rawlings. No need. I'm fine." She found the wadded, wet panties, untangled them and pulled them onto her body, feeling the chill like an erotic flash. She found her heels and slipped them on, intent on leaving the scene of her sexual degradation, but also her sexual arrogation above every other woman. No other woman had been penetrated by seven men in a row while her peers looked on! Queen Taylor had, right there, on the desk of her A.P. English class! She felt both, her arrogant pride and her luscious shame suffusing her body and the sensations felt all new again. If a man had demanded she fuck him in that moment, she'd have opened her legs and welcomed his cock as needy as she inhaled oxygen. She smiled a wispy smile. "I'm fine." She repeated, feeling the lewd understatement irony lined make her feel literary and clever, perfect for A. P. English.
"Taylor you are not fine! You look like you are drunk. And, and, there's oh my goodness, there's...it's....there's stuff on your face, everywhere. Did someone drug you?"
Taylor's mind clicked on the question and her mouth spewed the thought out, ignoring any filter she might have had.
"Yeah, with their cocks. I'm just fuck drunk. I think I came a dozen times." She didn't worry about the exaggeration. "I'll be all right. I just need to go home and shower. I'll be fine." She listed to the right, corrected and nearly fell over. Her legs weren't working well and her core seemed to have turned to Jello.
"If you go home like that, your mother will know something has happened. You smell like men's cum. I can smell it from here."
Taylor was leaning against the wall next to the door to the classroom. She did feel drunk, dazed and confused. She giggled. Miss Rollins could see cum from where she stood, just a few feet away.
"Taylor, I want you to go home with me." Miss Rollins voice changed a little. "I'd give you a ride but I don't have my car. Perhaps we can take yours? I'll do the driving though."
Taylor's head was bowed. She looked down on herself and saw the generous streaks of cum on her legs, the map of moisture on her dress, dark where her squirting had fallen. She should have gone to her locker but she didn't think that she should take the time out, but the truth was she wasn't sure she could walk that far. She didn't understand what was happening to her body. It felt flushed and empty, like she'd turned to glass and anyone looking at her would see the little neutron star at the center of her erotic universe burning bright. She felt Miss Rollins next to her, the woman's arm slipped around Taylor's waist. For a moment, the woman hugged them together, disregarding the splashings that spattered her.
"Here, let's clean off your face." She released Taylor and picked up the tissue box from the shelves by the windows. She dabbed and dabbed but finally took a big wad of tissues and just swabbed the cum off Taylor's face. Taylor stood still and let her. When the coating of cum was gone from her face, she felt chilly, cold as though it had warmed her somehow.
Miss Rollins put her arm around Taylor again and again, for a few moments, they just stood there together, hip to hip, Taylor's bony hip against the plush fullness of Miss Rollins body.
Together they walked out into the afternoon, turning dark as clouds rolled in, out to Taylor's car. Miss Rollins drove them home. At the last, she dug in her purse and used a key fob to open her garage and drove Taylor's car into it. They got out of the car. Miss Rollins helped Taylor into the house, a small, charming little cottage suited perfectly to a single woman. Miss Rollins helped her into the shower and waited for her to emerge. Taylor's clothes had gone into the washer. Miss Rollins fixed soup from a can for them both and Taylor found she felt better after eating it, replacing the filmy taste of cum on her teeth. The shower had penetrated her fuck drunk haze but the hot soup revived her mind. She sat sipping soup, reviewing what had just happened to her, stoking the eager fires between her legs. It seemed impossible that she should be so horny even now, in the lull after that orgasmic storm that buffeted her and left her stranded on the desk. The only thing wrong with the moment was that she wasn't completely stripped naked.
They didn't speak for a while, not until after her clothes were in the drier. Taylor wore a robe that was clearly what Miss Rollins wore the most, a pink thing with shiny spots on it, it was so old.
"Do you want to tell me what happened?" Miss Rollins asked.
"I fucked six, maybe seven guys. Or eight, or nine. I don't know. A lot, god, one after the other. In a row, one after the other. I didn't even have time to clean between them. They just lined up and took me."
"Like that? Lying on the desk like that?"
"No. Most from behind."
"From behind?"
Taylor glanced at the woman, having been drawing with her spoon in the empty soup bowl so as not to need to look at her.
"Do you think I'm awful?" Taylor asked softly. "I mean, I didn't have to do it. I just decided to initiate everyone myself, to show Ky Carter that I was a better woman than she is."
"By fucking ten men?"
Hearing the woman speak those words was like seeing a bulldog holding a cracker with caviar on it. Taylor had to look at her, to see the expression on the woman's face. What she saw was...disconcerting. Miss Rollins looked curious, so Taylor nodded.
"There are more to come." She giggled then at the double entendre, unintended. "I mean, the women, they have to make me come somehow, too. This weekend. I have to come with everyone."
"Somehow?" Miss Rollins snagged the word and held it up for inspection. "Somehow? Taylor, what are you talking about?"
Taylor looked over at the woman, suddenly staring her directly in the eyes.
"Oh, I suppose most will have to go down on me. You know, oral sex? Lesbian face plants. Muff diving. Lickety split. They'll suck my pussy until I come. Ky wants me to initiate couples, girl sucks guy, guy fucks Taylor, girl eats Taylor. If Taylor comes with cock, cock gets into the Adult club. If Taylor comes with girl's tongue, girl gets into the Adult club." Taylor looked away, suddenly feeling very, very embarrassed at the words issuing from her mouth. She licked her lips and swore she tasted cum on them, smeared with the salt of the chicken noodle soup.
Miss Rollins shook her head but it looked more like amazement to Taylor.
"My goodness, Taylor, how do you do that? You talk about it like its the most normal thing in the world to you! Fucking ten men? Having a woman lick your vagina? Is this how kids are now days?"
"I'm an adult, Miss Rollins." Taylor said softly. She was looking at the woman but Miss Rollins didn't seem to notice, she was looking off somewhere.
"You are so casual. I mean, don't get me wrong, I admire that but I...good gracious, I don't think I could be that cool if I had just had sex with ten men. I'd be...I'd be...oh my, I don't know what I'd be but I wouldn't be as calm as you."
Taylor had an idea.
"You could join our club, the Adult Club. I mean, it is for adults after all and you're an adult. Maybe you would like to pull a train, let yourself be used the way I am. I can't tell you how intoxicating it is, to have people approach you and just, they just put their hands on me." Taylor gestured at the woman with her spoon. "They don't touch my tits, nothing but nipples and mirages are my tits. With you though, god, Miss Rollins, they'd love to see you naked and laying on a table like that, waiting to be fucked." Taylor stopped talking, feeling like she'd run completely off a cliff.
"Oh my heavens." Miss Rollins whispered. "You're serious. What they said about you is true? You were used for sex last Friday, by a lot of men? And women went down on you?"
Taylor nodded, marking both the disbelief and the envy in the woman's voice. The envy intoxicated her. She was conscious enough to note that she could easily be mistaken, that it might just be her wishful thinking.
This was a woman who had been married and lost her husband and was a teacher and she had amazement in her voice about Taylor Dillon! Taylor looked at her and tried to imagine her naked. The thought lingered in her head, settling down and sitting there. She stared at Miss Rollins without blinking until the woman spoke to her.
"Taylor, you're staring at me."
"I'm sorry, Miss Rollins." Taylor looked away, blinking away the tear in one eye, water made by staring at the woman's full boobs. Miss Rollins wore a crushed velvet top that pulled off both shoulders. Her breasts swayed in it, moving as the woman shifted her perch in the kitchen chair.
"What are you thinking, Taylor?" Miss Rollins whispered.
"About you, in the Adult Club. How would we initiate you."
"How would you initiate me?" Miss Rollins asked.
The drier bleated and shattered the moment.
Taylor was panting, her lips were dry and she feared leaving her smell on Miss Rollins' robe. She stood up and went into the little laundry room and pulled out her clothes and quickly dressed. She stepped out of it with the robe over her arm. She walked to the little couch and lay the robe on the arm. She sat and put on her shoes.
"I better be going. Thanks, for the soup and for giving me a place to clean up." Taylor said, suddenly feeling shy and embarrassed. The reality that she'd been taken by six or seven or eight or nine or ten men in a row was just sinking into her mind. Taylor walked to the garage door, put her hand on the doorknob and stopped. She felt Miss Rollins move in behind her. She turned to face the woman. They were close together, so close Taylor could feel the woman's body heat and smell her perfume. Taylor licked her lips. Miss Rollins had a strange smile on her lips.
"I know you want me, Taylor. I can feel it. I know you want to put your hands on me, to touch me, to feel my body." Miss Rollins whispered, her voice a low contralto. "Say you want me."
"I want you." Taylor blurted the words before she could think, eager to please, before anything at all entered her mind. Her body spoke for her before her slurring mind managed to make a reply. Her body, throbbing from being fucked at school, felt bright and new, as though she'd been shined up and now she was ready to be used again. Miss Rollins' hand found the keys to Taylor's mother's car in her hand and took them away, laying them aside on the kitchen counter.
"What do you want of me, Taylor?" The woman said, still whispering.
Taylor closed her eyes. Her sexual capacity seemed unlimited. The feeling crept up her legs and wriggled into her pussy. Taylor felt the oily slickness of the many helpings of cum inside her. She'd tried to extract it with her finger in the shower but she got so excited she left her pussy to its own devices. Now it was bubbling again. She opened her eyes and looked Miss Rollins in the eyes.



"I want to kiss you." She said, not because her lips were tingling but because she thought that was what the woman wanted.
Miss Rollins smiled dreamily and closed her eyes.
"Kiss me then, Taylor."
Taylor took that to be a command. She leaned forward. She canted her head and touched her lips to Miss Rollins' lips. The kiss was gentle, soft and easy. Taylor pulled back, staring at the woman's lips, the lips she'd just kissed. She shook her head, dizzied by the rushing flow of sexual experience in her world. She seemed to be caught in a terrible undercurrent and there was no escaping it.
Miss Rollins' hands grasped Taylor by both wrists.
"You're a slut, Taylor." The woman said. "You have sex with anyone, anytime, doing whatever they want. You want to be used, you want your body to be used sexually whatever way anyone wants. I know you, Taylor. I understand you."
Very slowly, the woman drew Taylor's hands to her breasts, holding Taylor's hands in her own and turning them to cup the crushed velvet covered tits. Taylor hissed as she felt the plush firmness of Miss Rollins' tits in her hands. She massaged them, mashing them harder and harder back against Miss Rollins' chest.
"Oh Taylor!" The woman mumbled. "I want it so badly...but I can't." She moved backwards. "I'm a teacher. I'll have you in class and I can't do this to you."
Taylor wanted to scream, "yes you can!" but she had no way to make known her mind in the matter. She reached for the keys, turned the knob and backed into the darkness of the garage and closed the door. She realized she didn't know where the door opener was. A moment after that realization touched her, Miss Rollins opened the door, letting in the golden light from the kitchen. Miss Rollins touched a button and the wall.
"I don't want you to go." Miss Rollins whispered.
Taylor waited and waited. In her mind she wept with this fiery need, the desire to have this woman take her to bed. She thought of Mary and if she'd order her to have sex with the lonely teacher or order her not to. It was a question. Taylor realized she wanted the woman to command her, to take her into her bed room and force her to do as the teacher wanted, to use her and bend her to fit the woman's needs. Taylor felt flexible and willing at once.
Taylor waited. "Demand I stay!" She thought, her mind yawning with the desire. "Order me to stay!" She thought, screaming the words in her head, trying to project them into Miss Rollins' mind. Nothing. After a very long silence. Taylor got into the car and left. Only when she was nearly home did it dawn on her that Miss Rollins likely lied about not having her car since it wasn't in her garage. That meant it was at the school still. Then she remembered Billy saying he'd seen her car arriving just as Mr. Crowder was hammering his huge cock into her. The memory made her lightheaded and the car swerved, pulling her back into the present. Why had the woman lied and why had she driven Taylor's car to her house? She had no answer.
Taylor got home, told her mother she'd eaten already and went up to her room. She sat on her bed. When she closed her eyes, images of Miss Rollins and the gentle swell of her breasts inside the soft, velvet top she wore ghosted the darkness. She dug out her diary, intending to write the day in the pages but instead, found a black ink entry. It startled her because it seemed impossible that it could reflect what just happened to her. It did. It read:
"Taylor, today you experienced the fate of a true slut. You will never tell anyone who wants you "no" because you have no will to resist sexual pleasure. Yet few people would want you if any, if you weren't forced on them. You are a slattern, a nasty, dirty woman that no one wants for anything but the holes you offer them. You are not a woman, you are a cunt, a mouth, an ass hole, all combined in a body that leaves people cold. Only after they use you, only when they understand that you will do anything and never tell anyone "no" for any reason do they see you as sexually attractive. They want you because you are available. You are a fuck hole, to be used. They can express their most radical sexuality with you, because you will let them, because you have no ability to say "no", ever, to anything they want.
Finally, you know who and what you are. Your are a slut with two loves, your own consuming pleasure and the unrequited need to be desired. You want everyone to want you but your only allure, is to say "yes" to anything and everything they want. No one will love you except because you will, because you will do anything they ask of you. Anything. You are a slut. But this is dangerous, to you and everyone around you. They don't understand how dangerous it is to be in the presence of a woman who will do anything for her next climax or theirs. For this reason, things need to change. Today, you met two people who can become your masters. You need three, three masters to command you, to use you, but most importantly, to protect you from your lack of will and the strength to resist your own lust. You can't. You will surrender to anyone who wishes to use you, because you want to be used, over and over and over again by as many people as possible. You are a sex hole, Taylor. To protect you, you must have masters who will give you away as they see fit, for their pleasure and for yours but they protect you when you would not do so yourself. For that, you owe them everything. You have met two masters today, or mistresses, to be fair. A third will appear. One will master your body. Another will master your heart. A third will master your mind. Each one will give you something you need, something that you want. You are controlled by your maturing lust and that is such a great lust that you cannot resist it. They will control you, and thus control this towering lust that is growing up inside you, keeping you from foundering on the wealth of sexual life that is all around you. You need a master, a master who will restrain your lustful ways and tie your knees together until it is time to offer you to each new lover, or, as the case may be, to a group of people who want to use your holes.
"The offer to let you learn to suck cock is important, vital to your development as a sexual creature. Taylor, that is all you are, you are a sexual animal, enslaved by the cunt between your legs. Your masters will demand you learn all that you don't know now. How to suck a cock. How to open your asshole to fingers and tongues and cocks. How to take a cock in every orifice at once. How to kiss a woman, to make love to her tits and how to lick her cunt and bring her to orgasm with fingers and mouth. You will learn to serve many different desires in those around you but only when one master or the other surrenders you to a desire, in you or in them. It will consume you if you refuse to seek a master and to obey each one as is required. Beware, your undoing is nigh and only if you respect these words and seek a master will you truly become who and what you are. Go, Taylor, seek your masters three and find your true self. Become Taylor the Fuck Toy!"
*
Any comments would be appreciated. Please take a moment to vote. I and I am sure Taylor the Fuck Toy will appreciate your consideration. Thank you in advance. -C
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Author's Note: It's been raining pussy for Sonny for some time. This series is approaching the climax {wink wink} but Sonny keeps getting distracted by a widening circle of willing females. This begins to close the circle to a small degree even while Sonny continues to Extend the List. I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoy writing it. Comments are welcome and buoy the process so please, contribute to the inspiration. Vote and send along any notes as they are also much appreciated. Thanks for reading. Thanks to all you who correspond and leave comments. It really helps when the story lags and the characters are giving me the finger. –C
*********************
The Confectioner's Menu for "Filling Friday"
Chilton St. Vincent—father of Jamie St. Vincent who has traded for Alissa Honeywell and Melissa, her sister.
Jamie St. Vincent-Traded Sonny for Alissa Honeywell.
Melissa Crawford—Alissa's sister
Ellen Collier—works for Alissa Honeywell, attorney, boning Sammy Honeywell
Holly Romelingame—no way to explain that bitch, read the previous episodes
Imogen Travers—see last chapter, daughter Miriam
Miriam Travers—see last chapter, "mother" Imogen
Carol Lynn Northcutt—ex-wife of Borland Northcutt, husband of Suzanne Northcutt, see last chapter.
Anne Kingston—wife of Sid Kingston, next door neighbor to Laura and Chris Wills
Maria—Jeb Wills' Filipino mistress who Sonny installs as the Wills' maid and mistress for Laura
Dalia Duncan—Sonny's middle sister
Tawny Duncan—Sonny's youngest sister, older than him but the youngest of the three Duncan sisters.
Mercy St. Vincent—wife of Chilton St. Vincent, traded by Jamie St. Vincent for Alissa Honeywell.
Patricia Goodshall—half-sister and aunt to Mercy St. Vincent, so yeah, confusing as hell.
********************
I woke to the squeal of my phone. To be honest, I padded around the bed searching for a foreign body. I was like an astronomer peering into the Marianas trench, finding nothing I recognized. How long had it been since I woke up alone? Well, Monday for sure but that was by choice right? I clutched my phone and throttled it. The poor thing didn't even gurgle. I checked the time. It was seven oh five. I rose up and ran through a "wake me up" shower, which meant just getting wet before the hot water arrived. I was awake but hardly coherent. I dressed and peeked in on the three women I'd entered the hotel room with earlier this morning. There they were, clotted in the same bed, like different corpuscles making some new sort of organism. They were breathing all together, like a dance team agreeing with the music.
I sighed and left them all in a pile. I had visions of unsorting them but that left me confronting my morning sleep deficit. I hurried downstairs. I just arrived when my phone rang again. It was Mr. St. Vincent the Elder.
"Mr. Duncan? I know I agreed to meet you at your place but could you please come here. I'm running a little late this morning."
"Here? Where's here? There? Where you are?"
"I'm at the Marquise d'Or. Just up the street from you. I'll wait for you in the lobby.
I hung up and up. I walked to the Marquise d'Or in the fucking cold. My balls were beebees when I arrived. I could have driven and parked around the corner at a lot I'd seen, because I didn't want to be tipping the valet's twenty bucks, call me cheap. If I had, I knew they'd have known I didn't belong. I already looked like the poor cousin, I didn't want the fucking valet's looking down their noses at me. Or my dowdy Chrysler 300 either, for that matter. I feared if I parked it next to a Bentley the paint might peel just from simple scorn. So I walked, to protect my car.
The doorman opened the door for me with a sniff. I strode into the magnificent place, all golden light and crushed red velvet but with elan and taste that denied the vulgar comparison to a New Orleans cat house, made, in my case, by reputation only.
A tall stately gentleman that was a spitting image of his son, Jamie, approached and asked my name. We shook hands, agreeing we were who we were and adjourned, not to the public restaurant but to a "cigar room" which was in essence a male-only place modeled on the old school clubs of yore that existed more as speak easys did once, male-only places where women were personna non grata. I actually didn't know such places existed any more. Places where men could go and be with other men of like mind and relax and put off the childish demands of political correctness and women who demand to be treated like men and then cursed you for not treating them like princesses or for being unacceptably crass.
Seated, he ordered a bottle of wine and a cheese plate.
"The bread here is exceptional." He said.
I felt like a trespasser. I wanted this little tete a tete to be over quickly but could not bring myself to play the bumpkin and demand he dispense with the casual carefulness of class in action. Not to mention I was still waking up and wine didn't seem to go with the navel lint sticking to my teeth. On reflection, though, I decided wine might be just the thing. I needed to relax! I took a sip against my initial judgment and found it surpassingly and surprisingly wonderful! I settled into the afterglow, suitably relaxed.
He chatted with me, about my origins and my family. After the wine was poured and duly tasted, I returned the favor, mimicking his questions with my own, which he duly answered. He seemed at home. I wasn't. I expended an inordinate amount of energy hiding that fact. The wine, I confess either hurt or helped my efforts but I could not tell which, but there was definitely a profound effect.
He let me question him in detail about his current wife and her sister-aunt, all without the least perturbation, all full of aplomb and poise, like he'd been poured full of it at the wedding and had never sprang a leak since. He acknowledged both that they were both sister and aunt and that his son was having sex with them but seemed a little vague as to who was responsible for that, which left me feeling like it was a mutual agreement, at least in his mind. I'd have expected him to quiz me about having sex with my mother and sisters but mentioning them didn't raise any eyebrows so I left them in place. I hardly felt like crowing about boinking mommy and sisters to this man. I should have, things might have been easier in the long run.
After the bread, crackers, fruit and cheese arrived, he got to the point. Sort of.
"The bread is fine, don't you think?"
I nodded, chomping. Again finding myself starved. I needed to schedule food between bouts with wild pussy. Fucking can be exhausting! I slowed, feeling the cad. The man was so artful in his acceptance of my coarseness, he seemed otherworldly. Still, despite my chagrin, I appreciated it.
"Mr. Duncan, I understand you were party to the negotiations around our purposed business with Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline?"
"And Honeywell, soon, I think, Mr. St. Vincent."
"Please, call me Chilton."
I nodded. "Sonny." I said, tapping my own chest. "I was, yes." I'd been pondering my approach and saw no way forward so did what I always do, and told things as I saw and understood them, not blessed with the art of prevarication as were the St. Vincents.
"I negotiated with your son, with Jamie to hand over two women who have handed themselves to me to use sexually as I see fit. Your son, he has promised me his step-mother and her sister, or half-sister or aunt, whatever it is that she is."
He smiled and I'd have said it was superciliously but for the sad glint in his eyes.
"All of those things, I fear. Their family tree is a bit of a Gordian knot."
Also known as a cluster fuck, I thought. God, I wanted to smile but I feared he'd frown at me and he had that genteel manner that made me want his approval.
"Your son has agreed to hand them to me, though he didn't specify how and in return, I agreed to present him Alissa Honeywell and her sister. Two for two with a bond shared, so it seemed approximately the same, similar at least. I must say that Alissa was very interested in being traded to James. He made quite the impression on her."
Chilton nodded.
"She has gained somewhat of a reputation, deserved or not, I am not yet clear." His clipped English accent reminded me of Annie. "I am amazed to find she is everything the rumors said."
"Not everything. She isn't really available for everyone but your son is special, though exactly how I don't know. She wanted him the moment he walked into her office." I felt the need to compliment him.
Chilton nodded, spread some Bree on a cracker, smashing it to bits because the Bree was yet cold, and finally looked up at me.
"Do you understand the nature of how Mrs. Honeywell's firm fits into the business that Sid Kingston does with us? Is doing with us?"
I shook my head. What I did understand I wasn't going to volunteer, mostly because I had little belief I understood any of it and so best to ignorant be thought than to open my mouth and remove all doubt. I heard that couplet somewhere.
"My business is pussy...I, excuse me, its not my business exactly, that is not it at all. I did Sid, Mr. Kingston a favor and I ended up with a shot at something that is business but gathered in Mrs. Honeywell in the process. She owes me a large favor, one she cannot really repay but I let her try."
"On her back?" Chilton asked, raising his eyebrows. They looked plucked but likely weren't, not having the gall to be the least bit unruly. I bet he never waxed because the hair only grew in the correct places, resembling a French garden rather than the blurry impressionism of an English one.
I nodded. "Yes, and her knees and bent over her desk. She's surprisingly flexible, in both respects, yoga and as a matter of culture." I smiled, sure I'd been clever. The man looked down his nose at me and I felt like the perfect booger.
Chilton nodded. "James gave me some account of that. An impressive display, using a woman while another person watches. That is indeed a skill that most people do not possess."
"Practice makes perfect." I muttered.
The man did not seem to hear me. Good, but I still felt like I had "bumpkin" tattooed on my forehead. Fuck, it itched.
"Mr. Kingston serves as an intermediary, brokering business and other arrangements between people who, for various reasons, have no reason to be in the same room and often have many reasons to avoid it. When they have a need to exchange something of value to mutual benefit, such people often have need of a third party, an arbiter that they both respect, or often, fear, who will broker their transaction and stand in a position to surely enforce the terms if one or the other of the parties welshes."
Interesting I thought. He waited so I figured I ought to say something and groped for something that was not stupid to say.
"I have little or no involvement in Mr. Kingston's business. I know less." True but it still felt stupid on my lips. But then, everything did, in this man's august presence and he had it, that presence that unconscious privilege breeds into the very motions of his hands buttering a bit of French bread. My hands felt like flippers by comparison.
Chilton nodded.
"Most of us are like you but some of us know some part but none of us know all that Sid Kingston is involved with."
I had more cheese and crackers. I selected a bunch of grapes. The first one puckered me up so much my eyes watered. I damped it with a bit of the bread I didn't recognize with a wine chaser. It did match the wine perfectly. I had a moment of amazement. Perfection in any guise is always remarkable to a cad like me, even if it's just the right wine, crackers and cheese. He waited until I got the tears out of my eyes with the corner of my napkin.
"So what did you want to discuss with me?" I was blunt to hide my increasing unease.
"Ah, American directness." Chilton said.
I couldn't divine if it was approval or not.
"No. You make me fucking nervous. I just want to know if I am in Dutch for handing a black woman off to your son."
Chilton did laugh then. That made me feel a little better and of course, the wine helped.
"No, I do, however, have something of a delicate nature to discuss with you. I understand that James revealed my little secret, or I should say the nature of my wife's family? Her sister-aunt is an amalgam of confusion. I thought it would be difficult to sort it out but had the conviction that I would, that I could in time. I considered it a new challenge I'd avoided in my youth under the guise of good sense. My marriage is generally regarded as reckless, a crisis of old age and her sister makes that seem a just judgment, though Mercy always balances that out. Mercy is a brunette wonder, intelligent, capable but when it comes to her domineering Aunt, er half-sister, she is confused to say the least both in a practical sense and sexually. There is little about them I don't know, lad, including their penchant for sexually tantalizing my son." He cleared his throat.
"That is a poor choice of words. Lest you think I am a clueless old man let me forgo my English skill with euphemism and say it clearly. I know they shag him or he them. I am as yet confused about who would morn the loss of the other the more. They seem equally willing to engage in copulation under my nose and I have played the poor old doddard to their flaunting it in my face. They think I am daft but I know it all. I am confused about the instigators by choice as much as ineptness and it may yet turn out that they are all three part of the lurid pattern. I thought I would find a way to sort this mess out at one time, for Mercy's sake and truly, my own for I do love her dearly. Alas, I haven't. She is a sexual deviant beyond where I am willing to take her, even with my English education. I am not given to buggery and she seems to have a penchant for it. Oh, you'll find out soon enough. But that is not the issue for me."
I waited. The man chewed over his thought and finally spat it out.
"You are doing me no small service by agreeing to take wife and sister-in-law, uh, in hand, shall we say? Or is it best to be equally direct and say you are taking them into your bed? No matter. I pay my debts. My son, bless his heart, has been trying to find a way to relieve me of the burden of my wife's sister for several years. I am bound by simple chemistry to my wife and when her sister insists, I cannot refuse her either, since they apparently share that chemistry. It has made for poor weather in my household as they are not given to equanimity when it comes to sharing me. Jamie has borne up admirably but I cannot say he is sanguine about it. I have not been, of a certain. I know he has had them both, wife and sister, or aunt if that makes it attractively perverse or less so. That does not seem to be a good solution because despite it, once mounted, he seems to have lost his attraction for Patrica, though not, it seems for my wife, his step-mother."
The man wiped his brow.
"I am in debt to you, if you succeed in having them both together. They are a handful, I'll warrant. Unfortunately, my son James has offered to pay you in coin that is not his, using what is not his to offer. He is trading you my wife and my sister-in-law, neither of which are his to trade despite his conviction to the contrary, a nicety that he seems to have overlooked. This fact seems to have escaped him but not me but it offers me an opportunity I am loath to ignore and let fly by. I want you to be paid in like coin but in doing so, you would do me and James a boon, even though he may not understand it like that.
"You see, since I married, James has been unwilling to live with my ex-wife and seems unhappy living with me because of my wife and her consort, though I account that to him as virtue, reluctant to shag them without restraint as he could, perhaps does. He is unable to live alone, as he has an addiction problem that lifts its ugly head if he is left alone, to his own devices.
"My wife, ex-wife I mean, she resents him and makes his life a misery, mostly because he gets green jealous if she goes near to another man, so they both contribute to their mutual misery. She will not move on and he won't let her. His behavior has been reprehensible. His has been no better but I am in no position to rebuke her or even to criticize her, saddled as I am with my dual perversity that stains my son, so I can hardly complain to my ex-wife about her effect on him, now can I? She and Jamie struggle with each other. They both suffer because he sees her as a paragon of virtue who cannot be despoiled by the common animalism that sex usually requires, the double-backed beast and all. He deplores her when she seeks male companionship. It is either some misguided attempt to defend my honor or a prudish contempt reserved only for his mother. Unfortunately, this regard, warped as it may be, has spilled over into the life of his sister, newly turned nineteen. The last year has been a humiliating misery for her because her brother is now feared in her social circles since he has transferred protectiveness from his mother to include his sister but with far more ferocity than he gifted my ex-wife with.
"So here is the point of it. This trade that James has made mistakingly thinking to offer you Mercy and Patricia, I will make good on, in my own right. Take them my wife and her sister, if you can, I offer you them both, in exchange for the lawyer and her sister, and I'll allow James to collect them in my stead. However, and this will come as a surprise to my son, Jamie must trade you my ex-wife and my daughter for your two black sisters. Jamie will only have the right to your two females if you take his mother and sister, the two he may actually lay claim to owning. I suspect he will seek to distract me with my weakness for the Asian female and he surely will and if you let him, then we'll all have a bit of stuff to satisfy us. You will end up with both my wife and her sister-aunt and also my ex-wife and daughter in exchange for the black sisters and whatever Asian confection you can bestow on me at James' behest. James thinks he is ridding me of Patricia and disenchanting me with Mercy but they are not his to offer, so I will validate his offer but in doing so, give you his mother and sister, but only if he witnesses your spoliation of them. That is essential. He must see them racked with ecstasy on the end of your able prick, as I understand your reputation.
"Lest you think I am a rounder, this is partly their plan, my ex-wife and daughter, indeed it is their idea in a way, desiring that he witness their copulation, their bodies plundered, mounted by another man. Bind him if you must or not, but have them, plunder their nether riches while he watches because then he cannot see them as pure and blameless any longer in such matters. Make them sluts and whores and if that doesn't serve to open his eyes to their sexual natures, sell them to your friends and use them to the nth degree. I tell you, you will do them a service if you make them serve your basest desires. Do every dire deed with them, that you can ever imagine, they will serve you willingly and if you live up to the reputation I and my people have gleaned in this short time, they will delight in it and show James what it means to be rogered with purpose. So shag them, I beg of you in the hope that Jamie will see them forever spoiled and no longer deserving his protection." He cocked his head, steepled his hands before his face and regarded me with his watery blue eyes with all the calm of a hurricane's eye.



"Lest you fear this is a spiteful plot on my part, I assure you on my honor as an Englishman, this is their desire and when you meet them, you will find them both willing participants in whatever contortions you bend them to, I assure you. They are desperate to be delivered of James' misanthropic antipathy. His love for them has turned into an unreflective hate he cannot recognize and they wish you to introduce him to it." Here the man smiled in a way that recalled Hassum to my mind, but on Chilton St. Vincent, it appeared like a mask tied on his face with twine. "Make him see them as sluts and lusty wenches, sir and they'll thank you with their open legs and mouths, this they have assured me."
I hunched my shoulders like I was dodging a spot light in a prison camp.
"They don't even know me." I said..
"Oh, Mr. Duncan, do you think we are so ill informed that this is the first time we have met? You were well known to us all. You are well selected to copulate with wife, ex-wife and daughter, I assure you. Mr. Kingston has high praise for your tact and skill in eliciting the erotic peaks I believe my female charges are seeking."
I regarded the man with some aplomb, by which I mean I kept my mouth closed, then. I was gobsmacked, again. Instead of needing to dig for more details, I understood his reasoning since he laid it out perfectly well, I resorted to a different sort of evasive question.
"Why me? What makes you think I am the man for the job?" I ignored Sid's recommendation. He was boning my mom, so I chose to ignore his recommendation as biased or at least cheaply bought...that's not right, I don't mean my mother is cheap, oh fuck it.
Chilton St. Vincent grinned a smile more in keeping with his usual manner, minimal and slender.
"Mr. Duncan, you are not special. I don't mean to demean you. You have no particular qualifications or skill so far as I know. This is not a recognition of any great condition in you but rather that you are in the right place at the right time in the right way."
I flinched. Whatever puffed up prided he'd handed me, he poked with a needle and I deflated under he steely cool gaze, watery and easy, like he was barely aware of me. The moment of feeling all hot shit and shit passed and I slid back into wanting to scratch the tattoo of my forehead. Chilton continued speaking, taking with it my last inclination to think I was a special snowflake. He wasn't mean, just speaking his English truth.
"By that, I mean this. You know now about my current wife and the contorted family situation she emerged from, and the core of her sister's life, that they are sister and sister, niece and aunt at once, a condition that is a closely held secret. You have bargained in good faith with my son, whom I must say has made me proud because he did not avoid confronting Mrs. Honeywell with the full scope of benefit he anticipated having of her. He has made a good bargain with you for her and I understand her most attractive sister. Your involvement in our family business is serendipity and I want to make use of it. I have just presented you with the somewhat more pubic knowledge of my son's onerous consternation about his mother and sister. So, as a consequence of your ownership of Mrs. Honeywell, you have gained some very intimate knowledge of us, of me and my family. Rather than have you use it, I wish to invite you to use it, to our mutual benefit. I trust you because owning Mrs. Honeywell has proved a benefit to her, so far as I have been able to determine and Mr. Kingston's recommendation of you is sincere and profound. So you see, time, opportunity, and place is all, in this case and the matter of your character only matters as to how you acquit yourself in the coming..." here he merely smiled and shrugged his shoulders in a very uncharacteristic manner which I belated recognized was a humorous imitation of my own habit. "...events. With regard to Mrs. Honeywell, you have used her well, as far as we can determine.
"Few know of my private situation and now, you know all. I hope you will consider it not so strange that when I am able to offer you my ex-wife and daughter, you will take them and use them as you wish. There is an objective here, I set it before you. If you accomplish that, I don't think I overstate the matter to suggest that you will indeed be a god among men."
I rubbed my hands together, consciously intending to give him an impression of vulgarity and crassness.
"I do have a thing for mothers and daughters fucking me at the same time. Ever been in one and kissed the other? I think it is as amazing for them as for me but I confess, I am delighted by the offer. What do you want from me?"
"That is my fee, have them both, and together. Oh my, I don't believe I mentioned that I want James to be party to it, did I?"
"You mean you want him to fuck them both?" He had mentioned it so I added a little just to tweak his aristocratic nose, but the repetition exposed how truly he was unnerved by the situation, which only served to calm me. It reassured me that I wasn't being lured into something that was liable to shorten either cock or life by some horrible unit, which in either case would be any at all.
Chilton St. Vincent's composure cracked then. His face colored, turning a little blue rather than scarlet, which seemed the odd in the male-only light, which may be where the term "blue bloods" came from? Naw.
"I had not thought about it precisely like that. I do wish him to observe you performing your art on his mother and sister. I want him to watch you shag them both. I have hope that he will suspend his penchant for intervening and preventing them from experiencing their devoutly hoped consummations because of the bargain you have struck with him and the regard he has for you because of it. Make no mistake, he took a liking to you because of your treatment of Mrs. Honeywell and your willingness both to share her with him and to give into her entreaties to hand her over to his good graces. I wish him to stand by while you despoil them, wife and daughter together, in hopes that he will surrender his view of them as towers of virtue to be defended against what may be their own passions at all costs. However, your inadvertent suggestion may be to the point. Perhaps his shagging them both is the proper cure. I leave that up to you, sir, to manage as you see fit.
"I will be forever beholden to you, if you can break his fixation on them. It does not inhibit him, exactly but it eventually frightens away many prospective brides or even mistresses because his actions are so fierce when it comes to his mother and sister. They fear he will become an obsessively possessive, er, owner. You seem to have a fine grasp of how to own a woman, indeed two women at the same time. If James is ever to take over my mantle, surely he must learn how to have a mistress and a wife at the same time. In his present state of mind, he will tear himself apart if he does not shred his very world before then."
I regarded him for a moment. This did not add up.
"Mr. St. Vincent, I understand your thinking but can you tell me why your ex-wife and daughter would be willing to...uh...participate?"
"This was their idea, after a fashion. They wanted me to make him marry. They had a woman all picked out. She was a stripper and had conned them, posing as a delightful prize for Jamie. Sad to say, she charmed them more than she charmed Jamie, which I marked to his credit and to ex-wife's foolishness or as it happens, their collective desperation. It took some time to unravel that but eventually they realized the problem was much more subtle."
I shook my head.
"You mean they'll agree to have sex, with me, because of how your son is treating them?" I plowed the ground again just to be sure and to see if the story remained the same, not sure if I understood or if I should believe another mother and daughter were being delivered to me gratis...I dared not hope without some skepticism.
"That is approximately correct. They came to me with the marriage idea. My father, Jamie's grandfather doted on him and arranged his control of the company to pass directly to Jamie. I only have veto of that until he's thirty. My health, however, is in doubt and I may depart sooner than I'd like. When that happens, they will be at his mercy."
"His mercy?"
"Oh, I overstate it. He is not a vicious soul, except where his mother and sister are concerned. He has his grandmother's temper. My father feared her right up until she died. Her intensity burned bright in us all, long after she left us. When Jamie is riled, he lays all to waste. He needs a check on him and when I am gone, there will be none. I need to change the terms of his ownership of the company and our assets but he sees, rightly, that his control of his mother and sister is linked to his inheritance. He needs to understand that they will not be held hostage to his controlling nature."
"Is this why you have endured his, dalliance? With your present wife and her sister?"
"That's another issue."
He drank the last of his wine. "I have said enough. I will leave you to consider my offer. Here is my card and on the back you will find my international phone number, which I will answer at any time or place. You cannot know where I am so do not hesitate to call and don't try to guess when you will find me awake. I cannot predict that from week to week." He poured more wine and lifted his glass.
I lifted mine.
"To shagging family." He said jovially.
"To fucking family." I repeated and we drank. I sat down my glass, regarding the man. "Jamie said you had a thing for Oriental women. He doesn't think you know about him and the sister-aunt."
Chilton arched the unplucked eyebrow at me.
"You seem curiously well-informed." He seemed to forget he'd told me himself. Strange but Jamie told me too so I acted as though that were my truth and didn't toss the other in his face.
"I am curiously well-informed. How I came to be so well-informed about the internal workings of your family I don't know. I was just fucking a willing attorney and viola! Suddenly I know all this shit, er, stuff about you folks. However, Jamie wants me to uh, distract you with a woman for your own pleasure while I collect on his promise of your wife and aunt-in-law or whatever she is." That tangle in their family tree, grafted into itself as it was, still puzzled me. "I need to present you with a woman that you might find, shall we say, sufficiently diverting to not notice that your wife and sister-in-law are off rutting with an American."
The man actually grinned.
"My son put you up to this?"
I nodded, still unable to read the man and his pending reactions to things. It made me nervous.
"Jolly good show, for him. That's the sort of prior planning that I had hoped him capable of but hadn't yet seen from him." The man clasped his hands together, appearing really pleased and proud, but then looked around suddenly bashful.
"I just have to ask this, though. He has offered Mercy and Patricia, can he deliver? This will be a bloody awful mess if they dodge and weave and avoid the exchange."
The man sobered.
"In truth, I have doubts about that myself. Getting those two women to stagger in a straight line has long been beyond me, so much so I've lost track of what a straight line of that sort looks like. I once fired those in service for having sex with them but have since given up on that point. They are insatiable and utterly uncontrolled. If my son can manage to place them into your sway with a minimum of difficulty, or cost to any of the rest of us, then I say good show. Power to him and I'd take it as a measure of his manhood that he'd not displayed to date."
"So you think it's possible?"
"I am sure I have no idea. I have given up predicting the reactions of those two women. The two I offer, I offer in good conscience that you can bed with certainty. Mercy alone would likely shag you but with her sister-aunt, there is some doubt or at least some unpredictability. I am sufficiently pleased to be included in their bedplay and have surrendered the need to either predict or control what they'll do next or indeed, who they'll do it to. Patricia is not owned by anyone and Mercy tumbles in her wake for the thrill of it and has yet to escape the undertow."
I had an utterly evil inspiration, one I had to contemplate, though I admit I thought it so wonderful at that moment of conception it was very like I'd had an intellectual organism and I could scarcely believe it wasn't a divine gift that I should take with full confidence and put into practice. Shit, I was talking to myself like St. Vincent. I copy everyone. Still, I did have a perfectly viable option. I smirked and saw Chilton notice.
"I see you have an idea." Tawny.
"You have no idea. Listen, when can I bring you your distraction?"
He considered.
"I should be free by three o'clock. I'll be winding down since I am currently operating on London time. Still, waking with a woman beside me who can offer herself to my pleasure is a wondrous thing. If you do that for me, I'll thank you." He gave me his phone number again in case I'd misplaced it so I could call from the lobby with my deliver. He seemed blaise about it but I thought Anne or Annie, or both might give him a little more than a casual ride in our country.
I nodded. I hoped Annie'd enjoy having a nostalgic taste of Old Britain, literally. I grunted, thinking of Ellen's characterization of me as an artist. This was shaping up to be pretty wonderful, a true object d'art. Suddenly I was excited about the day.
"Mr. Duncan, I can say I am relieved to find you so amenable to my proposal. I would like you to tend to my wife and daughter tomorrow. I have seen that Jamie will be free tomorrow, so long as you can extract him from your two ebony beauties...?"
"They have an appointment to keep. Shall we say by noon tomorrow?"
"Noon it is. I'll have them ready. Just come around here to the Marquis to collect them."
I waited, finally realizing the man had forgotten something and I needed to remind him of it.
"What are their names?" I asked.
"Oh, of course. I am distracted by all this. I never thought, no matter. Candice is my former wife and Xavia is my daughter. I will arrange with them to meet you and then you can deliver them to my son and finalize things with him. I warn you, he has had terrible reactions in the past, so this may have some danger."
I shrugged.
"Given all the MILFs and mothers and daughters and miscellaneous pussy I've fucked lately, I deserve to have a black eye or two." I grinned. "But I'm a right proper coward and I duck good. I'll keep in mind his fiery temper and find a way to modify it."
Mr. St. Vincent nodded somberly but I could sense he was pleased, pleased and a little relieved. That's me, Sonny Duncan, fixer. I walked out of the Marquis all jaunty but then my mind turned to the passel of pussy back in my hotel room and I realized I had a third wheel that didn't fit into any part of the day's plans. In fact, if last night was any indication, I needed to lock Holly in a closet but that just isn't my method of dealing with things. I wanted a positive, that is to say, affirmative action to take that moved towards something, rather than the regressive mechanism of trying to prevent something. My belief is that the best way to prevent something was to substitute something better.
I went up to the room and found Messy, Ellen and Holly up and around, which is not to say they were all pleased. Melissa seemed like Belgium between Germany and France in 1914. She seemed chipper enough but I could see the stress around her eyes, little crows feet at the corners. Whatever conversation had been in process when I opened the door drained away to an uneasy silence when I entered the room.
"Have you eaten?" I asked, sounding surly even to my ears. I needed to lighten up. I'd been puzzling over Holly since I left the Marquis but still hadn't arrived at any great solution. I thought about taking her home tying her to the bed but given my sister's response to her appearance last night, I didn't think that a good, long term solution, though the empty house had distinct advantages.
The women shook their heads. I detected a distinct dyspeptic atmosphere and was seeking some way to turn the mood when Holly stood up and came over to me and asked if she could speak to me in private. I glanced at the other two.
"Why don't you order breakfast. I have to go in a while so make sure that it can get here in the next fifteen minutes or so."
Holly handed me the lead to her chain and waited. I was nonplussed, realizing only after an extended pause that she was indeed waiting on me. I led her back to my bedroom, not the one she'd shared with Ellen and Melissa. She followed, the chain dangling from her collar. She very carefully shut the door.
She stared at me and then walked over to me and hugged me, pressing her tits against me with an intensity I didn't understand but certainly appreciated. I was on the verge of inquiring about her state of mind when she began to explain.
"Sonny, I'm so sorry. I never understood what a bitch I've become. Not until I met that bitch out there. God, she's so self-centered, so demanding, so, so, so narcissistic and Sonny, my god, I can't believe I'm saying this. I'm just like her! I must apologize and I must tell you that I have come to admire you so much for how you have handled me. My god, I deserve to be spanked and sent to bed without supper. I've been such a shit to you and to everyone, most especially Seth and Gary and even John. Perhaps, if I'd been a better woman, John would be fucking me and nothing like this would have happened."
She seemed nearly ready to weep. I didn't want that for fuck sake. Weeping women make my teeth ache.
"I wouldn't go that far. I think John has made his bed and expected you to lie in it. If Marjorie had been dismissive of you and on his side, maybe I'd agree but I got the distinct impression she actually admired you for sticking with him."
"Gary did that. Not me. He made me promise not to divorce his brother. He'd fuck me but only if I was his brother's wife. Truthfully, I think that raised his temperature a little but it also meant he, I, we couldn't be any more than fuck buddies. Now that the whole thing is out between him and Marjorie, I don't know what will happen but I want another chance to fit into their little nest. That little redheaded cunt has opened my eyes though. I see what it has been like to live with me."
I waited, a little amazed.
"Ellen is a dear but she has been such a bitch to me but all I could think of was that I was looking in the mirror, recognizing in her what I knew and understood from experience. I condemned in her what was really present in me."
"I think they call that projection." I offered.
She smirked at me.
"Thank you, Dr. Duncan." She said with a taunting tone. The next moment her face swelled and her eyes bulged. "Oh my god! I did it again. Still! Shit, shit, shit! It's like I can't help it. Just like Ellen. I am sure she doesn't mean to be a bitch but..."
"She's usually not. I mean not a mean, nasty bitch. She has an edge that is spicy, not serrated." I stopped, unwilling to finish the thought.
"You mean, she's only nasty when I'm around? Oh shit. I know. Listen, Sonny, I want you to have me. Take me. Please? I want to feel it, your weight between my legs, your cock thrust into me. I want to feel it, so that I can insist that you own me, in that way. Will you please? Please?"
She was pleading with me to fuck her. I regarded her and my hesitation made her eyes get all glassy and fluid. I pulled her close and kissed her just so she wouldn't cry. Well, to get her tits against me, that had plenty of attraction. I pushed her away. She looked shocked.



"I'll take you if you will let them watch." I said softly, feeling the zing of an audience run through me. Had I found my thing? Did I like an appreciative audience? I'd never thought of myself as having a "thing" when it came to fucking. I always considered myself the beggar who was never the chooser but that seems to have changed, rather radically. Still, I was the UN of fucking, everyone was welcome and I rather enjoyed the variety of cultural differences, kept me on my toes.
Holly nodded, stepped to me, took the chain out of my and opened the door. She walked out into the other room. I stood still, a little confused. I knew I needed to pick up the Travers women but this seemed like a peak moment for Holly and after less than week, it seemed miraculous. I couldn't fuck it up now by worrying about a schedule. I did though, but I had time, time to fuck her while Ellen and Melissa watched. I shook my head, thinking I'd found a personal dictum, always make time to fuck a horny woman. This bit of wisdom has been brought to you by Sonny Duncan...
The three women trooped into the room and Holly crawled onto the bed. Then she got off and began to undress. We all watched until she was buck naked. She crawled onto the bed and lay down, parting her thighs and stretching her arms out over her head in that fine pose of sexual surrender, the one that said, Here am I, take me! She flung the leash out to the side and stared up at me, waiting.
I shook myself out of my trance, duly induced by the sight of this woman making her very human sacrifice to me. I slowly undressed, finally feeling fully awake. Melissa and Ellen, as though sensing the moment, moved to opposite sides of the bed. I closed my mind to them and focused on Holly. She lay still, waiting, barely breathing, watching while I stripped down. I felt Ellen's eyes on me but didn't look away from Holly. I felt her need, her mounting desire, the swelling lust emanating from her, directed and focused at me.
Naked, I crawled onto the bed, then over her. The chain lay to the right of her, my right. Her left hand drifted down, picked up the end of the silver chain and tucked it into my hand, then stretched out over her head again. She shivered, making her breasts quiver. I stood on all fours over her, inspecting her body. For the first time in six days, I really saw her, even while she was being handled at the orgy, I didn't see her as I did in that moment. She was a gorgeous, sexual, alluring woman and here she lay, waiting for me to mount her, to use her for my pleasure, and hers. She wanted me, she desired to have me thrust into her body, grunting with my own, narcissistic pleasure taken directly from the use of her body.
I bent down and kissed her lightly on the lips. She kissed me back, closing her eyes. Her body felt hot below me, glowing with her lurid heat. I lowered my chest until her tits brushed against me, nipples and then more of their plushness. She giggled a little and rocked back and forth from one shoulder to the other, scrapping her nipples across my bare chest. Otherwise, she didn't move, didn't shift at all, just her shoulders raking her tits against me.
I had my knees planted outside her thighs. I bent to suck her left breast, while lifting a knee and pushing her left leg wide. She splayed it far to her left. I lifted my left knee and her right leg moved under it, without any touch from me. She opened below me like bomb bay doors. I felt a rush of bracing sensation thrilling up under me. I lowered my hips, poking her with my cock. I wriggled my hips around, writing nonsense on the skin of her abdomen with my mighty pen, ready to sheathe my sword in her and thus intermix our metaphors in the most pleasurable way, dipping my sword into her ink, putting my mighty pen into her sheathe.
I felt the damp lushness of her pussy. My cock dragged around it, tripping over the pliant ridges of it before finding purchase between her nether lips. She hissed and her hips rocked up. I felt the heat from her pussy, rising around my cock like steam. I pushed. She shifted, shaking her ass until we fit together. I sank into her. She was oily and soft, slick and accepting. She felt holy and sacred and I was penetrating her to the core of her being. She groaned as I rooted my cock far inside her body. I was in her. Our metaphors blended completely and wonderfully.
I lifted my head from her breast. Her eyes opened, fixing on me.
"I'm yours, Sonny." She whispered.
I must have that listed somewhere. Tell me, "I'm yours, Sonny" and I'll do anything for you. Every woman seemed eager to say those words and without exception, I responded positively. Maybe I am consistent.
I lifted my hips and thrust down into her, grinding us together. She gasped. Her hips rose around me. Her knees clasped against me, they fell open as I descended deep into her body again. I pierced her hard and fast, thrusting into her with increasing tempo, grinding at the bottom and hesitating at the top. At the top, I left the head of my hard cock right at her entrance, giving her a delicious moment to nibble at me, gesturing to me to come round again, to penetrate her all over again.
When I did, her hips rose up to meet me and then settled down as I bore her back to the mattress, pushing into her and then letting my weight pin her to the bed. She gasped as the pleasure rose in her. I sought and found a steady rhythm, up and down, in and out, I used the same set of prepositions over and over with increasingly intense effect. She began to pant. Fuck the thesaurus. In and out was perfectly adequate.
"Oh god, Sonny, fuck me! It's been so long, I wanted you for so long!"
She made it sound like this was a lifetime coming and not six days. We'd packed a lot of teasing into those six days and she was squealing with pent up pleasure. I felt her body buck the first time the climax struck her. She grunted and her hips crushed against me, holding me up, grinding against me until she collapsed under my downstroke. She shook then. I lifted my face to peer down between my arms at her. Her head flailed left and right, her perfect white teeth held her lower lip.
Suddenly she stiffened under me. Her body convulsed and she knotted her hands in the bedspread over her head, gnarling it with both hands into great tangles. Her hips bumped against me, rapping at me like a metronome, patter, patter, patter. Our bodies slapped together, even while she gritted her teeth and strained up under me.
"Oh god!" She finally cried. "I'm yours, Sonny. Take me! Fuck me. I'll be the prefect woman, oh god, fuck me!"
Her voice slashed at me, opening me up to the pleasure Holly offered and gave and created out of her full desire. I was finally, fully awake. I ground down into her and felt the tantalizing feel of my pending orgasm. It hesitated, far away from me. I groaned. Holly sensed what was happening and her rich, expressive pussy clasped down on me, tightening around me like a velvet glove. She clutched me, concentration on her face.
"Oh god, Sonny, fill me up. Come in me, pump me full of cum!" Holly cried, her voice cringing and choking. I felt her losing control. Her full body bucked and shook under me. She lifted up under me, her lips sought mine. Her arms were still over her head. I felt her abdomen tighten as she rose up. Her mouth found mine and I pressed against her. She didn't relent, kissing me with rapacious passion, groaning as she did so. I cried out, feeling my orgasm rumbling towards me. It was a great herd of sensations all clustering behind me, crowding closer and closer, until I felt it fountaining in me. I thrust into her, pinning the woman to the bed. She thrashed, as though resisting my command of her body but delighting in containing me. I bucked once and poured cum into her.
Holly screamed. The feeling of my pleasure overflowing consummated her ecstasy. She gasped, came again, fighting it vainly even while it possessed her body. She cried out several times, little expressions of "oh" marking the passage of the pleasure through her. She bucked again. I was pumping into her, thrusting between her legs, locking us together with riveting thrusts that slammed her against the bed, harder and harder, and then softer and softer until I lay down on her breasts, smashing them between us as I fluttered down over her, like a collapsing tent. Her legs wrapped around me. Her arms looped around my neck. My face was beside her head, balanced on my forehead on the bed. She turned her face to me.
"I'm yours, Sonny. Yours to give away or lock in a room and sell to strangers. My god, I love it. I've never come like this with any man!"
I turned my head and kissed her. The kiss turned serious in a flash. I broke it. Her head turned. I felt her struggling to breathe and got my elbows under me to relieve the pressure a little.
"I'll train you and hand you back to Gary. I promise I'll find a way to mold you into the woman you need to be for them." I whispered. She turned her head, her hands grasped my head and she kissed me, hard. Her body surged under me and then the surge vanished and she lay under me gasping for air.
I lifted off her. I got to my knees, pulling out of her pussy. I padded directly to the shower, even though I could barely walk. My lack of sleep was catching up with me. I wanted a nap but I needed to go. I showered. When I emerged, the women all sat on the bed dressed, all prim and proper. No one spoke.
Ellen's eyes shone. She looked like she wanted to say something but didn't until I was dressed. I think she feared that I'd fuck someone else if she spoke.
"Thank god, Sonny, she really needed that."
I saw Holly's eyes flick at Ellen. Ellen was a very intelligent woman. Perhaps she understood more than Holly dared imagine. I led them down to the car. Melissa was curiously silent. I realized I'd been neglectful. I resolved to correct that at the apartment.
We arrived and I parked in a short term spot at the front. I told the doorman, Gus, I'd be down in a few minutes and he agreed I could leave the car there. We went up to the apartment. I opened the door, wondering what I'd find. I hadn't called ahead to warn them. I guess I sort of forgot about the moment we were stumbling, bumbling, rumbling into; Melissa was about to come face to face with her brother-in-law and her nephew. What's more, she was going to be relegated to watching them fuck Ellen. She'd be teased until it was time to fuck Jamie St. Vincent with her sister. My oh my what a web had been weaved but I had no intention of deceiving anyone.
I pushed open the door and thought about going in last but decided I should lead the little procession. I did.
Sam and Sammy sat on the couch. Miriam sat in Sam's lap and Imogen sat in Sammy's. They were feeding each other grapes and sipping grape juice from little glasses. The table had a spread of food laid out. When Imogen saw me, she turned to Sammy and kissed him, hard on the mouth. The sound altered Miriam and clearly by tacit agreement, she kissed Sam the same way, holding their heads with both hands while they kissed their men.
Melissa cuddled up against me while Holly, holding her own chain, and Ellen flared out to the sides, not speaking but staring. Melissa was quivering against me. In response, I pressed at her hip, turning her to face me, putting her back to Sam and Sammy. She got carefully to her knees. Her hands found my belt, unbuckled me, unbuttoned me, unzipped me and exposed me to the room. My cock was languid, daring her to arouse it. She took the dare. With one hand she lifted me to her lips and she kissed my cock. She sucked the head into her mouth and then carefully let it grow there.
The swelling cock filled her mouth. I placed a hand on the back of her head, feeling the kinky body of her black hair under my hand. For some crazy reason, that thrilled me, the feeling of her hair on my hand. I held her head still.
"Sam, Sammy, Melissa is here." I announced, not ostentatiously but casually, as though mentioning the weather.
Imogen and Miriam released their respective men and slid off their laps.
I couldn't remember if they had their bags and asked. They did. I told them to get them. We needed to go. Melissa kept trying to move but I held her still. I turned to Holly. I knew I couldn't, shouldn't leave her in the apartment.
"You'll come with me to the airport." I said. I looked around at Ellen. "This is your time. Holly, please take off Ellen's clothes." I felt Melissa try to look around but I held her face against my body. She realized I had an intention and let me hold her in place. She sucked hard on my cock, determined to arrest my teasing of her. Holly went past me, peeking at the black woman sucking my cock. Holly removed Ellen's coat and hung it up. She walked back and carefully unbuttoned Ellen's shirt and stripped it off Ellen's shoulders. Ellen held still and let the other woman undress her. She shrugged off the bra when Holly reached around and unhooked it. Holly unbuttoned Ellen's blue jeans and shucked them down her lean legs. Ellen shivered. Moments later, she was nude.
"Ellen. Suck a cock." I said, letting her select the Honeywell for her mouth. She selected Sam. She pushed him back and dug his cock out of his pants. She plunged it into her mouth. Sam laid back with a deep, heartfelt groan.
Sammy needed no directions. He was up and behind Ellen before she'd swallowed twice. He penetrated her. She sounded like a flute being tuned. The high squeal accompanying his deep penetration of her body left her shaking with passion.
I gently pulled Melissa off of my cock and helped her stand. She stared at the tableau. Ellen bent from the waist, her mouth full of Sam's cock and her pussy filled with Sammy's cock.
"Melissa is here for a while and you'll have her as much as you like, just not today. If you must fuck her, do her ass or mouth but leave her pussy fresh and clean so someone else can lick her to orgasm without any cum but hers to deal with. She's going to fuck a guy with Alissa later today and he should get her clean as a whistle. Is that acceptable?"
Sam lifted his head.
"Okay." He grunted, his eyes were fevered as they met Melissa's gaze for the first time. "Sammy says okay, too."
I regarded them for a moment.
"Ellen is yours for the day. Fuck her until she asks you to stop." Sammy looked around at me then and rolled his eyes, like I just insisted that the moon was really made of cheese. He pumped at Ellen and while we watched, she came. Imogen and Miriam arrived in the middle of Ellen's little cataclysm and watched with wistful silence as the woman bucked through a very strong, very profound orgasm.
"Ellen wants it from both sides. Melissa can fluff or do anything she likes with Ellen. I'll be back by five. She should be spiffy keen and ready to fuck at that time. So don't lose track of time. Before the weekend is out, you three will fuck Alissa, or she'll take off my collar and tell me to pound sand. So this is going to be an indication of what the immediate future will be like for us all. It's sort of up to Alissa but if she opts out, then its Sam, Sammy, and Melissa until someone says uncle."
I'd been doing up my pants, tucking my hard cock away for later consideration while I was talking. I looked at Imogen and Miriam. They both nodded.
I went to Holly and took her chain in hand and the four of us left the apartment. As the door closed behind us, Ellen screamed.
"God loves trucks, I admit it. I'm jealous of her." Imogen muttered waiting at the elevator. "Having sex with her boyfriend and his father while the boyfriend's aunt watches...god, that is just too much to imagine. I can't imagine..."
Miriam chortled.
"That's because Dad's brother is a troll and your nephew is gay."
"Robert is gay?" Imogen asked. "What makes you say that?"
"Because," Miriam said, laughter in her voice, "when I tried to get him to fuck me, all he wanted was my ass but even that didn't get him off. He wanted my boyfriend and you know that didn't work out."
Imogen chewed on that until we got into the car. To my surprise, the three women got into the back together. Holly lay across their laps and they played with her body the whole way to the airport. It wasn't really titillating, but just casual, petting and kissing and playing, toying with her while she cooed with the attention, laying quiescent with them in hand.
I parked and I walked them into the airport, Holly on the leash following along behind. She was flushed though, and looked rumpled at best. I carried their individual suit cases to the security line, kissed them each good-bye and left them. People stared at Holly on the leash but not many because it was difficult to see. She seemed to preen when someone obviously noticed she had a collar and chain linking her to my hand.
We got to the car and I was at a loss as to what to do with her when my phone rang. I answered.
"Mr. Duncan, sir?" The voice said.
"Mrs. Northcutt? Didn't I tell you I'd call you?"
"I think you did, yes, but I'm calling to plead with you to, to let me, to use me now. I'm going crazy. I've made the decision but I'm terrified and if, if, if you don't do something with me, I'm afraid I'll lose my nerve. I need to have sex with a stranger."
I realized in that moment that I had to go pick up Annie. I decided that handing Chilton St. Vincent two women wouldn't be that bad. I liked to under promise and over deliver and this would be interesting since I knew next to nothing about Carol Lynn Northcutt, how she'd actually react to a stranger. I had some hope that if she went nuts, Mr. St. Vincent wouldn't be unduly ruffled, since his domestic context was so rife with craziness too. He'd be forgiving. I just wasn't sure I wanted to explain anything to him. It seemed interesting to surprise him with Mrs. Northcutt. Seemed the least I could do.
"Fine. Go wait for me at the China Sparrow. I'll find you in the bar and we'll work something out. Dress like a hooker. If no one propositions you, you're wearing the wrong clothes. Clear?"
I swear I heard her gulp, it seemed that loud, that unmistakable.
"Yes, Mr. Duncan." She mumbled.
I got the distinct feeling that she wasn't going to pose the same problem that Holly posed. She'd be something different, I just wasn't quite certain what it would be yet.
When we concluded our arrangements to meet later, I started the car and drove towards Annie's.
Okay, I really can be an idiotic idiot sometimes. I had parked in Annie's drive before the solution to my Holly problem finally made its way into my conscious mind. God, I can be thick sometimes. I'd subtracted Mrs. Wills from Chris's house and it was now just him and Marie. I turned off the car and got out. I'd been so preoccupied, when I got out of the car, Holly looked a little frightened. I gestured for her and she scrambled to get out with me, handing me her lead, shivering in the brittle cold, still not relieved in the February chill.
Instead of going to Annie's door, I walked over to the Wills door and rang the bell. I didn't expect Chris and he didn't answer the door. Maria opened up the door.
"Mr. Sonny? Why you here?" Her eyes shifted to Holly. "You bring Tia Maria a new slut to train?"
My god, the woman caught on fast, faster than me apparently. Holly looked at me with genuine horror in her eyes.
I extended the chain to Tia Maria. She smiled her supercilious grin and stepped back, tugging on Holly's chain. I stepped inside, intending just to drop Holly and call it good. Tia Maria, however, had something more in mind. She wore a fetching maid's outfit and the moment the door closed behind us, she turned around and draped herself over the back of the couch. With one hand planted on the cushion of the couch seat, she flipped up the black skirt of her outfit, exposing her full ass, completely bare, without even a thong.



Holly was staring at me. I'd barely had time to sniff the aroma of aroused Filipina in the air, when someone was tap, tap, tapping on the patio door. Of course it was Annie. She looked positively miffed. Holly stared at her then looked at me. Annie tugged at the door and it refused her. It was locked.
"Holly, go let Annie in, would you please." I realized I needed to fuck Tia Maria. It didn't feel like an obligation so much as a formality. I didn't like that feeling. Still, I knew I needed to leave cum in her. Holly would eat it out of her, I felt sure. I needed to screw her for all those reasons, for her sense of place in the pecking order but also so she had something nasty to offer Holly. Annie bustled into the midst of this, glowering at me.
"What you doing over here?" Annie demanded.
I gestured at her. She came closer and I forced her to her knees. She smiled gaily, opened her mouth and extended her tongue. I unfurled my cock and placed it in her mouth. She hummed as she sucked it deep into her mouth. What starch I lacked quickly stiffened my cock. I groaned. Annie held onto my thighs like she owned them. The silver collar gleamed around her neck. She hummed as she sucked me. Suddenly I wanted her. Something about her eyes on me aroused a new lust. I pulled out of her mouth and raised her off her knees.
I think she thought I'd kiss her because she looked a little shocked when I turned her around and bent her over the couch side by side with Maria. Maria didn't like that one bit but I noted that she didn't change her pose. I flipped up Annie's dress, a black and white combination of black skirt with lacy white blouse. Underneath she wore garters and stocking, white stocking that made her legs stark against the black knee-length skirt. I felt between her legs. She grunted. My finger was cold and I felt her flinch. I pushed into her, seeking warmth and her new dew. She grunted and popped her ass up, taking me in deeper. I pushed my finger into her but felt no moisture. I stroked her, back and forth, caressing her pussy shallowly until I felt it, the first trickle of liquid out of her inner body. I pushed deeper then and felt it, the rich nectar of her body responding to my stimulation welling up out of her sexual core. I fingered her until she squished. I put two fingers into her and she groaned. She'd gotten used to having fingers in her and now it filled her with that curious satisfaction that arousing someone and having them arouse you offers.
I moved behind her. Maria twisted around to watch me mount Annie, clearly fighting the sense that she had a rival.
"Holly, see if Maria is wet." I growled. Maria smiled brightly but then sobered, turning to assume the proper position, bent over the back of the couch. She shifted her ass back and forth until Holly touched her. Holly looked a little frightened, fingering the woman between the legs. I think she surely understood that whatever she did, she could expect to be part of her future, one way or another. She knew now that she was being left here. I was handing her over to Tia Maria. It was so obvious, I was surprised I'd had to stumble onto it. Maria would train her and we both knew it. Duh.
Holly's fingers squelched in Tia Maria. I had firm hold of Annie's ass, ramming deeply into her. I wasn't going to soil her with my cum, so if Chilton wanted a taste of her, he wouldn't get a taste of Sonny in the process. That seemed weird if there was no request to that effect, and there wasn't. Annie's body responded in full to me. She had both hands on the seat of the couch and had her back arched, lifting her ass to take me into her body. I slapped against her a half dozen times before I withdrew. She moaned, sounding like an empty vessel in a percussion band.
I pushed Holly to the side and mounted Tia Maria. I had the fleeting sense that something was horribly wrong, having access to so many women like this. The old Sonny, a little shy and perennially neutered by bad luck with women had been replaced by this man who could bend women over the back of a couch and enter them with the full expectation that they'd delight in that attention. I hesitated to presume but had little difficulty in imagining it with a wide variety of women. I imagined Lynn's tits dribbling milk while I fucked her over a couch like this. I think that woman infected me a little. Her milk-laden tits continued to appear in my mind's eye.
I was pumping into Tia Maria now, slapping against her. Annie remained posed beside me. When I didn't feel the immediate approach of my orgasm, I shifted into Annie for a while. Then back to Tia Maria. Holly watched me fuck the two women, agape.
I realized I had another option when I pulled away from Tia Maria, next. I pulled at Holly's shoulder and she fell to her knees. She opened her mouth and closed her eyes. I caressed her cheek for a moment and then let her lick off my cock. The feeling of her lips and tongue on me flashed through me. I was alive with lurid feelings and lust.
I pulled away from her and mounted Annie again. She grunted as I thrust down into her. I felt it then, the shivering goodness of an approaching climax. I ripped out of her clasping pussy and thrust into Tia Maria. Her pussy seemed alive with sensation, clutching at me and pulling, clamping down on me even while I pumped against her plush ass. Tia Maria was panting even as I pumped into her. The orgasm broke over me and I poured cum into her. She sensed it and clamped down on my cock again, more firmly and tighter. I felt the sensations lancing through me, like great shafts of light. I felt my body divide from my soul and the light shone through me.
I coasted to a stop, pumping cum into Tia Maria. She preened under me, looking around at me with a prim, satisfied look, even as she overflowed and cum tricked down her inner thighs. I pulled free of her, turning to Holly, still on her knees. Holly licked me clean with something more than dutiful attention. I felt a certain, albeit new attention to detail. When I was clean, I helped her to her feet. Tia Maria, rolled over the back of the couch onto her back.
"Woman, eat Tia Maria!" She cried sharply. Holly hesitated, looking at me.
"Holly, she's your mistress now. Like Marjorie will be if she wishes it." I said. Holly ventured around the end of the couch and bent down to lick Tia Maria's pussy. Tia Maria, however, reached for Holly's leg and pulled her hips in that direction. I buttoned up even as Tia Maria directed Holly to mount her face before lowering her mouth to Tia Maria's pussy. They were working out their sixty-nine when I had Annie stand up. She had glazed eyes and trembled. I gestured towards the door.
"Don't you want a coat?" I asked, realizing she'd ventured over without one. "You have an appointment, this afternoon."
She nodded and moved towards the patio door. I followed her.
"Come out to the car. I'll meet you there." She nodded and disappeared through the door. I locked it after her.
I turned to Tia Maria and Holly clinched together on the couch. They were ignoring me. I left them like that, chuckling at what Chris would think when he got home. I almost laughed, but too, thinking he'd be a little disappointed it wasn't Tawny. Then again, anytime it wasn't Tawny, everyone could be disappointed.
I went out to the car and moments later, Annie joined me. We left her drive and headed downtown. By the time I got back to the China Sparrow, I was dragging my ass behind me like Little Bo Peep's Sheep. Annie seemed quiet but I was too fagged to notice until I handed the keys to the valet and walked her into the China Sparrow. I stopped and caught the valet before he drove off and retrieved my little sack of collars from under the front passenger seat. I knew, or at least hoped, I'd need them before I needed the car again. I rejoined Annie, looping an arm around her lithe body and escorted her into the hotel. For some reason, she caused a stir. Men and women stared. She walked like a queen, small but proud, her head high, shoulders back. Maybe I was delirious from lack of sleep. I'd hit a wall. It was not even noon.
I stood in the middle of the foyer staring around, like my central processor was on break. I knew I wanted sleep but there was something I needed to do. Oh, right, Carol Lynn. I walked unsteadily to the restaurant and scanned it. She was sitting by herself, with a glass of orange juice and a croissant in front of her. Carol Lynn was almost unrecognizable and I had to stare through my personal haze to be sure it was her.
The lank blonde hair that was pretty before was now teased into a lurid bird's nest. She wore some sort of faux fur, long and stringy, black and white with bits of red in it. It was a one piece dress but I could see her legs under the table, her ankles crossed and flashing red fuck-me high heels; not electric, just shiny and red that pulled the eyes to her little feet. I moved in her direction and I felt Annie stiffen, my arm was around her possessively and she tucked against me, like a pocket on my pants. She knew instinctively what or whom I was staring at, but not why.
I sauntered over to where Carol Lynn sat, as much as a guy can saunter with a jealous woman tucked under his arm. I did my best, sauntering casually. All thoughts of being casual vanished when Carol Lynn sensed my arrival and turned to face me. She wore no coat. The dress was cut down to her waist. Her breasts were clearly visible, with only the tips of them tucked demurely behind the flap of the fuzzy dress. It was short and I could see plainly her garters strapped to black stockings which were torn and gaping in several spots. She had way too much mascara on and her lips were fire engine red and looked voluptuous and huge. Her eyes were black rimmed with long, false eyelashes.
She twisted in her seat and sat staring at me, eyes full of questions, questing for approval. She looked worth about a nickle or maybe a dime at best, worst, best. Whatever. She looked like a cheap whore is my point.
I looked around and I swear I felt a wave of disappointment ripple off of her. I waved to a waiter and made the sign for a check and pointed at Carol Lynn. I waited, not speaking. I could see the adrenalinated trembling in Carol Lynn's body. She shook like a leaf in a rainstorm. The guy brought the check and I signed it for my room, showed him my key card and stepped back. The kid, {snort, who am I to call anyone a kid} stared as Carol Lynn rose out of the booth. She reminded me of a butterfly discovering the worm was gone and in its place emerged this sexy being, which in her case had been redesigned for one thing...sex. The waiter saw it clearly. Hell, everyone around us saw her and believed I'd just bought pussy, which confused them because Annie had that look in her eyes that flashed with erotic challenge. I just looked greedy. I was but they'd never understand. In moments, Anne's dark oriental glare had turned every gaze away from us, transforming them into surreptitious glances as though the Pope had just popped in to say "hi" at a Catholic school during a school orgy. We became invisible the way a woman wearing the perfect shoes becomes invisible to all the covetous females in a room the moment she strides in.
I gestured at Carol Lynn. I don't know why I didn't talk but I suspect it was because I was just dog tired. I was so exhausted from lack of sleep that the arousal in me seemed to be an autonomic function that I had no control over...like that's different than all the other times. What guy can whistle and make his cock sit up and bark? Not me, I need a muse and I was muse fat at the moment. I was glutted with musiness. Not complaining, not even a little. I just wanted my body and brain to be present to appreciate the karmic goodness being bestowed on me.
I swung Annie around and we walked out of the restaurant straight to the elevators. I was stumbling by the time we got there and I felt a little alarm in Annie. She didn't even hiss when Carol Lynn huddled up to my left side and put her arm around me, pulling the arm with my sack of collars in it around her. I looked around, trying to catch other people looking at me, at us and I did. Every man I looked at was undressing my two beauties. I could see it in their eyes. The women? That was a mixed bag of envy, sourness, and arousal.
The elevator arrived and we rode it up with a cluster of uneasy people who acted like they had itching power poured down their backs. When we finally exited, I felt everyone remaining on the car sigh with a sort of sexual relief, like when you discover that your cock isn't working but no one wants to fuck you...mixed feelings to be sure but still with some relief.
I walked us to the suite and opened the door.
"I need to sleep. Wake me at three." I stumbled into the closest bedroom, toed off my shoes and flopped on the bed like an ugly dress. I went out with no intervening stages. One moment I felt the bed against my cheek and the next I was aware of a hand on my shoulder gently shaking me.
I opened my eyes. I lay on my back. Annie was cuddled up, her head lying on my chest, breathing shallowly, also asleep. The hand on my shoulder was Carol Lynn's. I came instantly awake with an equally nascent sense of relief, noting I was coherent and present. Annie's body against me aroused me instantly and I had the barbarous urge to have her immediately, fast, furious and hard.
My eyes found Carol Lynn. She blinked her false lashes at me. I could see her fear, her anticipation and excitement in them but it was deep, far away inside her. She had become this hooker. The next thing I noticed was the collar around her neck. I got harder. No, that's impossible. The anticipation of the next few hours rose up in me. This was going to be fun.
"Shit, shit, shit!" I muttered, realizing I'd forgotten something important, vitally important to my plans. I grinned. I'm a fucking genius, I thought. This was going to be fucking great! I slipped out from under Annie. She murmured something in her sleep and rolled onto her side, facing away from me. I got off the bed and put a hand out to find Carol Lynn. It touched her side and the sharp edge of her back and her countable ribs. I pushed at her but kept contact, using her to steady me.
I closed the bedroom door behind me, stopping to look around the place. Housekeeping had been in and everything looked beautiful. A bowl of fruit sat on the coffee table by the couches. I looked at Carol Lynn and put out a hand and touched the collar around her neck.
"I hope you don't mind. I took the sack off the bed, so you wouldn't sleep on it and found this. It says, owned and used by Sonny." She shivered like someone had pranced across her grave. "I, I feel so alive, for the first time in ages I feel sexy and not just needy. I want to be wanted. You want me, don't you, Sonny?"
I patted her cheek.
"Never say that, honey. Not looking like that. It's a stupid question." I dropped my hand, trailing a limp finger down her chin, to her neck and onto the V'ed expanse of her bare chest, swerving to find a breast to caress with the back of my hand. Carol Lynn closed her eyes and gasped.
"My god, I am so horny."
"Good, because I'm going to give you away to someone."
She looked first shocked and then disappointed.
"You mean you aren't going to sell me? I'm a hooker, a whore...?"
"Not wearing my collar, you're not. Your mine, a sex thing to be used. You're going to be used. How can I charge money unless I know you are worth something? You need practice being sexually handled before I can sell you."
She blinked and looked away.
"Oh god, I should be disappointed but I'm so excited. I, god, I know I'm wet!" She squeezed her thighs together, pushing a hand down between her legs, tucking the fuzzy skirt into her crotch. "God, I'm running wet. I'm oozing! God, I've never been this aroused in my life!" Suddenly she smiled, it was incandescent and it was like someone turned on a spot light. "I like it! My god, Sonny, my god!" Her amazement was the most attractive thing about her and that is saying a lot, given her present appearance.
I almost asked if anyone had asked her for a price list but didn't. I couldn't let her distract me from what I had in mind for this evening! I walked over and sat down, fishing my phone out of my pocket. It was about out of power. Carol Lynn followed me and stood at my knees, staring down at me, like she asked me a question I should know the answer to and was pissed I was taking so long to come up with it...like a wife hinting at her birth date or the wedding anniversary while hubby was watching the Superbowl.
I smiled softly at her and reached out, took her by the wrist and pulled her into my lap. She tried to kiss me but I turned away, looking at my phone. She understood immediately and lay back against me, her lithe little body feeling smaller and slighter than I remembered. Her little mouthfuls made my mouth water. I felt a vague regret that I wasn't going to be fucking her tonight.
Suddenly I realized what I was about to do. I looked at Carol Lynn. I needed to seal her up into my MILF list. I'd just met her but I had a good sense of Borland and that they could sit down to breakfast without lawyers and UN observers gave me some confidence that I wasn't putting the MILF list at risk.
"Carol Lynn, tell me something."
She raised her head off my chest and looked up at me.
"Yes, Sonny?"
God, I got that warm feeling in my chest that made me want to jump up and down and shout! I love words but those have got to be my favorites, particularly when a female breathes them like she's exhaling after a good kiss.
"I'm going to ask you something and you have to tell me the truth, no, tell yourself the truth. Do you want to have sex with your son?"
Her eyes got big and wide and she buried her face against my chest. She trembled against me, shaking so hard I thought she was weeping.
"Oh god, Sonny, how can you ask me that?"
"Practice, mostly. You're a MILF, Carol Lynn. Anyone looking at you wants to fuck you. The question is, do you want to have sex with your own son?"
She raised her head and stared hard at me, stalled by the question and its meaning.
"Carol Lynn, tell me that if I can arrange it, you will have sex with your son." Her hands knotted in my shirt. She clung to me like an orphan being taken away to an orphanage. I knotted my hand in the tangle of her teased blond hair, bent her head back and kissed her. She kissed me back, her mouth replete with lust. I broke the kiss.
"You said you'd do anything. I want to share you with your son. Know that. If you remain here, now, that is going to happen. I'll tell him you want him to fuck you and we'll see what he does. Eventually, when it is the sexiest and most erotic thing that can happen, I'll share you with him. Look me in the eyes and agree to that or you have to leave."
She pressed her face against my chest for a dozen heartbeats. I was so excited, I felt her excitement, the fear, the lurid lure of my words as they wriggled around inside her, making her pant for air and gasp for time to think.
"Now, Carol Lynn. You said, anything. This is anything."
She stopped trembling, going completely still. She lifted her head, looked up at me.
"Sonny, I wanted you to fail, to come back to the room without a woman for us. I was so disappointed when you came back with...her...I almost wept. I never knew it but I have lust for my son. I do! I admit it! I never did before that moment, the moment the door opened and you brought them in. I felt a sinking feeling, disappointment that threatened to madden me, because I wanted you to hand me off to my son. That, that's what has been stalking me and...god, how do you know these things? That is why I put on the collar, why I called you, why I'm here...I am terrified that I'll seduce him but equally afraid I won't."



"Say it."
"I want to have sex with my son." Her lack of hesitation put me at ease. I realized in some remote way how I'd run an emotional earthquake into her world with nary a thought but to defend myself from her, to engage her in the illicit sexual hankypanky I found so irresistible. I dialed Dalia.
"Sonny? Is something wrong?"
"Hey, give over the mom voice. You're making me love sick."
"For mom? Sonny! Don't talk like that." Dalia giggled, the mom voice vanished. "I'll be jealous. What do you want?"
"I want to fuck you while some people watch. You've been incredibly patient, I think its time for you and I to make some memories of our own."
Silence.
Uh oh.
"What?" I asked, my little brother whine kicked in automatically.
"Sonny, Tawny told us about what you did with her the other day. She, my god, she loved that! You are such a good brother but I have to tell you, I'm not comfortable stealing that from her like this. You should be calling her."
"No I shouldn't." I countered immediately.
"Why not?"
"Because I'm calling you! This is your time. I want to introduce you as my sister and then fuck you until you scream."
Her breath blew out against her phone like a rising wind.
"Oh gracious me, Sonny, you mean that don't you?"
"I do. I mean it for certain. This, it might not work out very well, it could blow up in my face but, you know, it'd be an adventure."
"Like with Tawny and those two women, the, the..."
"The Travers women."
"Were they really mother and daughter?"
At the very moment, my phone told me someone else was calling.
"Sis, let me call you back. I need to take this."
It was Hassum. I switched from sister Dalia to the Swish with a Wish.
"Mr. Amir, good afternoon." I got a confident thrill from remembering his last name. Hassum didn't seem to notice.
"I gather the Travers women are gone?" He asked.
"Shipped them out this morning. Everything okay?" I got a rush then, suddenly remembering what that was all about and wondering if it was actually successful. I wondered vaguely is this was the notice, one way or another.
"I just got off the phone with them both. Seems that you never mentioned their cross-pollination with their lovers. Nor did you push them to their limit and make them cry uncle to Rictor Travers."
His voice was formal, accusatory. I mentally shrugged. I'd done the best I could. Not like I was lacking pussy but I might not have a car when this call was over. Shit, how would I pay for all the things I put on the credit card these last few days. I touched the collar around Carol Lynn's neck. She lifted her head, craned up and kissed me just under the jaw line. It was so tender, so sweet, I nearly cried. Well, actually, I nearly told Hassum to bite me and hung up so I could fuck her. I didn't though. I'd take my medicine but I wasn't going to apologize!
"That's right. I push towards boundaries when it makes for more pleasure, not just to make someone squirm. I did what I could do and if that isn't enough, well, then I guess I'm not your man." I paused. "I'd like another chance though. This, this is just awkward for me because I like women and I like using them for sex toys and hearing them scream...I guess I don't know how to blend what I do with what your client wants. Shall I tell Sid..."
"Sonny, Sonny, Sonny my lad, don't tell Sid anything. They told me they both told you they were mother and daughter then not mother and daughter."
"Yeah, that's right. About that, just who the heck were they anyway?"
"They were Rictor Travers' wife and daughter just as we told you originally."
"What was all that guff about...all the other stuff about?"
"Sonny, listen to me, I'm calling to tell you that my client is very pleased with the results. Mrs. Travers worked for him, actually for his father some years back, before she met and married Travers. Imogen was a delight and she begged for the chance to offer her daughter as his present assistant. Travers made that problematic, being the asshole that he is, and I don't mean that in the good way, as I might under other circumstances. Still, he wanted to give her a chance to be his assistant." Hassum paused.
I waited but he didn't continue. He was waiting for me to verify we still had a connection.
"What does any of that have to do with me?"
"You never spoke of any of what you had been told to anyone. Not Imogen, not...ah..."
"Miriam."
"Uh, right, Miriam, and not to anyone else as near as we can determine. Not Alissa, not anyone."
"So? I have a mind like a steel trap and a memory like a lily pad."
"A lily pad?"
"Oh, I don't know what that means, I guess I panicked."
Hassum chuckled.
"Mr. Duncan, you have something that is of inestimable value to me and to my client."
"What's that? Lots of spare pussy? I told you I'd share if you wanted to take a walk on the wild side."
Hassum chuckled again but it was business-like and evanescent.
"No, you have charm. Imogen said she wanted to visit you again as soon as possible and Miriam said essentially the same thing."
"Essentially?" I was skeptical.
"She said she wanted to and I quote, meet the rest of your friends, and fuck them."
"Oh." I was surprised. This wasn't going the way I thought it would but it was going how I'd hoped it would all along. So the surprise was pleasant and endearing. I love surprises like this.
"Sonny, listen, you may have charm but the true value of this little demonstration is that you are dependably discreet. Neither woman knows, even now, that they are having sex with the other's lover. I expected that to be the topic of conversation but no, not a peep from either of them and when questioned, they were shocked and, well, somewhat irate that I'd mentioned it to you. However, once the initial shock passed, they were both comfortable that I'd not jeopardized them by telling you about it."
"You mean its true? They are both fucking each other's lovers?"
"I think it was all true, everything you heard them say except for the part about them not being mother and daughter; that they most assuredly are. Rictor has been having sex with his daughter and Imogen has convinced him and everyone they know that she's lesbian, including her daughter...but with a few notable exceptions who have fucked her right properly in every hole that matters to the narrow-minded heterosexual. All of this you seemed to have occasion to know but at no time did you ever mention it to anyone, including me, or them. That, my fine horny friend, is discretion that matters. Charm without discretion is nearly worthless and discretion without charm is, well, charmless."
I blinked, breathing deep. I couldn't believe it. I scarcely dared hope.
"So, what does that all mean?" I probed for hope, seeing if it was still alive.
"My client would like you to interview his assistants. He has some he'd like you to interview but he has directed me to instruct you to use your best approach and not resort to any of the corporate bullshit I'd suggested. No cameras, no filming you fucking them or any of that. He wants you to select his assistant for him."
"No shit." I muttered, amazed.
"No shit." Hassum repeated sardonically and then he laughed.
"How long do I have?"
Hassum laughed.
"See! I love that about you. You get right to the essence of the matter and don't get distracted by peripheral issues like delicious pussy. You have until July when his current assistant is departing service, to get married. I tell you this, so you understand that he neither ruins the woman he uses in this manner nor begrudges them such happiness as they may find while working under him." Hassum chortled. "Under him. I meant to say that!"
I grunted, disbelieving but suddenly all nervous and shit. I had a job fucking. I had an inspiration.
"You have some picked out?"
"We do."
"I think they should bring someone with them to contribute to the process. A relative, like the Travers women did."
I listened to the silence, all insecure in thinking that I'd screwed the pooch already and I'd only just gotten the job.
"An interesting approach, I must say." Hassum said, in a thoughtful voice after a painful pause. "One of our difficulties all along has been how to maintain discretion even with those who have been rejected...you offer an ingenious way to ensure none of the candidates will make their interview public in any way. How do you propose to negotiate that?"
I grunted.
"Fuck all if I know. If you think its a real possibility, though, I'll give it some thought."
"One of the reasons Mr. Traver's breech of etiquette didn't get him hustled out of the running for the contracts in question was this matter of the assistant and the, unbeknowst to him, connection between Imogen and...er...my client. It is a secret which I just now realize I have disclosed to you and I feel very comfortable with that and I need not tell you to remain mum on that point. You have the job, my boy, and I'll be in touch."
"Wait, one more thing...what if I have someone that might fit into your profile? Can I recommend her?"
Hassum didn't answer right away.
"Honestly, Sonny, that is problematic because there is an extensive background review to be done and I would doubt any of the women you'd suggest would endure it or care to endure it to the extent that it is necessary."
"Oh, well, okay. Listen, something to think about though, can I use, ah, other women in the interview process? I mean, I introduced several women to Imogen and Miriam..."
"Yes, they mentioned that in passing and I was going to ask you about that. So long as you disclose nothing of the nature of your vetting or the propose, I don't see a problem. Any breech in discretion is serious, however, and should not be accepted lightly and would not be, in fact."
"I understand. I just think a little group think has benefits here. I doubt that she is going to just be fucking your client, so it would be advisable to have some idea of how she responds in a more or less public context." I was just thinking out loud.
"Mr. Duncan, you continue to amaze me. We have never discussed such conditions but you have rightly intuited them. I confirm them only to let you know that such a determination is involved and should not be undervalued."
"I think I'd like to think more about it but just for the sake of argument, I am thinking that I fuck them all in various ways until all but one are eliminated."
"The process of elimination...though I should be suspicious of your motives because of the increased incidence of penetration...implicit in what you're suggesting. I'm not. Any other man would gain my askance but in this case, I don't think you lack for sexual partners, so I take it in the manner it was intended."
"Good. I can only intend things in one way, one at a time."
"And that guilelessness, Mr. Duncan is part of your considerable charm, misleading as it is. There is absolutely nothing singular about you, Sonny. You shouldn't represent yourself in that way. It does not do you justice. That you believe it, dear boy, is truly part of your charm."
I grinned but could think of nothing to say. I was glad I'd taken a nap though. Naps are wonderful!
"I'll be in touch and we'll work out a proper contract that provides you both remuneration and an expense account, which I don't mind telling you will be generous. My client has very little compunction about expending resources to find the right woman for him. If you are successful, you will have the world at your feet."
"Oh, I just want half of it, maybe 40%. That's enough, although I have a fantasy about trying to convert a legitimate lesbian to the ways of the cock."
Hassum laughed.
"I feel the same way about you but I fear we will both continue unrequited in this. I wanted to let you know things went swimmingly and to tell you congratulations. I'll call Alissa as well. I'm sure she'll be thrilled."
"You have no idea how thrilled she's about to be."
"Nor do you, my young sir, nor do you!"
I had a thought.
"Uh, Mr. Hassum?"
He chuckled.
"Yes, Sonny." Not the same effect, but still nice to hear.
"I just had a thought. You know, if I'm going to basically sexually interview women for your client, wouldn't it make sense to meet and greet his present assistant? You know, to get a feel for what he likes? I'm trying to match a woman to a man I don't know and have never met. Wouldn't it make sense to meet the woman whose been servicing him to this point?"
"Mr. Duncan, don't use that particular phrase with respect to her or him, please."
Uh oh. I'd stepped in it.
"Okay. Sorry."
His tone lightened immediately.
"Of course, the tripwires we have are mysteries to you. I'll not hold you to account when you stumble into them. Or at least I'll try not to. I'll ask after that idea and see if she thinks it has merit. What you are really asking is if he wishes to reproduce her or to find someone new and different. Given what I know of him and of you Mr. Duncan and your performance these last few days, I think he'll indicate you should select the proper woman for him, not for him, but the one you like the best, the one you would pick for you to keep, to use, to offer up and to share, whom you would then be expected to surrender completely to him for just such service. Oh my god, I have blundered into my own tripwire! Sonny, you cad, you make me all thumbs!"
Hassum hung up.
During the whole conversation, Carol Lynn lay against my chest, calm and at ease. When the call ended, she lifted her head and looked up at me.
"Don't forget to call your sister." She said, her voice rich with amusement or perhaps, interest. I took it that she understood clearly why I'd presented her with my ultimatum. I only hoped I'd manage to collect on it before too long, but I had no idea what doing so would require. I just thought it might be fun. After Sean and Lydia Favors, I rather got a charge out of such endeavors.
I called Dalia.
"Sonny, we'll both do it." Dalia answered my call with those words.
"Excuse me."
"I spoke with Tawny and she wants to do it again and agreed to let me tag along."
"Dalia, no, this should be just for you."
"I couldn't alone. Having you inside her while people observe, not knowing she's your sister, that's her fantasy. I couldn't..."
"Sure you could and besides, tonight I'm going to introduce you as my sister. That's the point, actually."
"Um, Sonny, don't you think that's a bit risky? I mean, do you know these people?"
I grunted, chuckling to myself while I tried to sort out how to explain Mercy St. Vincent and Patricia Goodshall to my sister.
"Dalia, I don't think that's going to be a problem. They have the same mother but their fathers are father and son."
"Father and son? Oh my, that would make them...oh, heavens, let me see! They'd, they'd be half-sisters in one respect and, and, and..." She got stuck, so I helped out.
"Aunt and niece in the other."
"Oh, yes...I see. So, so, being told you are having sex with your own sister would hardly shock them."
I chuckled.
"Having sex with two sisters might, though."
Dalia giggled.
"Shall I tell Tawny? About them? Or that you are going to introduce her as your sister?" Dalia laughed out loud then. "I think not. I won't tell her but let her think its like the other night. Oh, this should be enjoyable."
I shook my head, amazed at Dalia. She did tend to sneak up on you.
"Where and when?"
"I'll have to let you know. At the moment, I am not sure. Dress nice, almost formally, though." I was feeling ebullient. "Buy something nice if you can leave work early and I'll pay for it." After speaking with Hassum, I was feeling rich! Man, do I like that feeling!
Dalia tried to object but I told her this was a good time to just shut up and let me be a nice guy for once. She giggled and said okay.
"Fuck you later." She said and hung up.
This time, Carol Lynn lifted her head, twisted and kissed me on the mouth. Just at that precise moment when her lips touched mine, Annie opened the door and saw the blonde kissing me. Annie glared at me. I had to put this to rest and right then.
"Anne, please come here." She walked over to me, but her carriage was all umbrage and damage. I twisted Carol Lynn on my lap so her back was against my chest and her legs dangled over both sides of my knees, opening her. "Kiss her, Anne." I said softly. I felt Carol Lynn shift, grinding her ass against my hard cock.
Anne gazed down at me for a moment then she bent over the woman on my lap and kissed her lightly on the mouth. Carol Lynn's body tensed against me, like she was getting ready to jump off a building and the nerve was knotting up in her body. I reached out, grasped Anne by the back of the head and held her in place. She didn't struggle. She kissed Carol Lynn again but this time, with growing passion. One of her little hands reached down inside the drape of the fuzzy dress and palmed the woman's breast. Carol Lynn moaned into the lurid kiss. I held her around the waist while Anne kissed and caressed her. When I released Anne's head, she stood up, licking her lips.
"She kisses very nicely." Anne said, in her clipped British accent.
"You too." Carol Lynn responded. "Oh god. I'm committed, now, aren't I?"
I bent down and kissed her ear.
"Anything for pleasure." I whispered.
She shuddered and struggled off my lap.
"What?"
"You're phone's ringing."
And so it was. I answered it.
"Mr. Duncan?" The British accent identified it as Jamie St. Vincent.
"Speaking. How are you, Jamie."
"Distracted. You haven't changed your mind about Mrs. Honeywell, have you?"
"Not for a moment have I had a doubt and I'd bet her ass that she hasn't gotten anything done today of any value."
"I get that. My god, I thought I'd be able to put it out of my mind but I haven't. I am calling to see if we are still on schedule for tonight."
"Yes, Alissa and her sister Melissa Crawford will be ready for you when you are. I just need where and when and I'll deliver them. I believe Mrs. Crawford will be nearly as aroused as Mrs. Honeywell."
"Ahem. Yes, well, the other matter, I need to distract my father. Did you have an idea about that or shall I pursue some oriental hookers for him?"
"I have that covered I think, again with where and when."
"He's going back to the Marquis. If you could deliver her to him, that would be lovely. Will she be willing to spend the night with him?"
"If I tell her to do so, she will. He's not vicious in any way, is he? That would be unacceptable." I asked that just to disguise what familiarity I had with his father.
"My father is meek as a lamb but a bit of a ram in bed, so Mercy says, once his pants come off." Jamie laughed. "I know much more of his sexual proclivities than any son has any right to know about his father. That he loves oriental women is a confession he made to Mercy early on and her reaction was to fuck him silly, trying to erase that, so she said. She gave up and uses that proclivity to arouse him when necessary. As for them, Mercy and her, er, sister, Patricia, I asked my father to leave an envelop for you at the desk of the Marquis. It will have the key card for the room where Mercy and Patricia will be. I got them a room at the China Sparrow. I am only just now thinking of this, I'm afraid.
"How are you going to address yourself to them? I mean...?" Jamie asked. He stalled, unable to finish the thought.
"You mean how am I going to convince them to fuck me? I think I have an idea that might work. I do need you to arrange something for me. I need you to arrange for them to meet me someplace, for supper as it were. We'll see how things go from there."



"I'll make reservations and text the details to you. I'll pay for everything, of course. I know mentioning money isn't frowned on here in the colonies as it is around my father but there it is."
I appreciated the thought and let it lie. It meant ownership of what was about to happen, perhaps all of it. He spoke again, his voice soft and pensive.
"Do you think you can lure them into sex with you? I think I am only now considering the reality of this. What if it doesn't work? What if they have a fit?"
"Honestly, if they drive me out of the room with a rolling pin, I won't care because Alissa is so riled up to fuck you, it'll be worth it for her to have this with you."
"Mr. Duncan, I must say I admire your equanimity in this situation. Handing a mistress of her value and worth over to someone like me seems like a huge risk. Most people would assume she'd have her head turned by my wealth and you'd be unwilling to risk losing her."
"Easy come, easy go, I say. If a woman wants to go fuck someone else, I say enjoy it. I'm not going to interfere. She clearly has a thing for you, though."
"So she does and I admit the feeling is mutual."
"I think you'll find her sister equally interesting."
"Yes, about that, could you just deliver Alissa to me?"
"Nope. A deal's a deal. You have to have her and her sister."
"I just want Alissa."
"Look, I don't care if you dress 'em up like farm animals and throw popcorn at 'em. A deal's a deal. Both or neither. You aren't thinking of handing me just one of your...sisters? Can't I just call them sisters and let that be good?"
"No. I mean, sisters is fine but, but...I mean I don't want to subtract anything on my side. I want you to have them both, if you can."
"I will, I'll try anyway. This should be fun."
"You have no idea." Jamie sounded like someone was strangling him. "Mr. Duncan..."
"Really, Jamie, Sonny is good."
"Er, Sonny, I have never felt this way about any woman, so instantaneously and then had this chance to take her to bed...it's surreal. I feel like I'm dreaming. I can't get Alissa out of my head and she kisses...oh bugger it. I wasn't supposed to mention that. We ended up back at her office necking like two horny adolescents, not two responsible adults. I hope you don't mind." He sounded so contrite.
"Jamie, I give the commands people want to obey. If I get it wrong and they ignore me, its just another teachable moment for me. I'm like a bad conscience, which is to say I tell people to do what they want to do and then own it, but with reason. I don't care if you're a pervert so long as you don't make someone else sweat for your pleasure."
"Rather like insisting that the sadist marry the masochist, eh?"
"Something like that. I prefer to call it the Zen of Pussy."
"Catchy. I have to go. Five at my room."
"What room?"
"Oh, yes, 1005 in the Marquis. I told you about the envelope for you there with the key card for the sisters?"
"You did, yes. I'll bring Alissa and Melissa by in an hour or so. You arrange for dinner and I'll see if I need the key card. I'll be there in an hour or so."
"Sooner would be fine."
I chuckled and hung up. Anne and Carol Lynn were watching me.
"Saddle up, fillies. Time to go."
They both rolled their eyes but put on their coats. Both had long coats, those silly ankle things that gunslingers wear in modern Western movies. That was good because they'd both be made for hookers the moment they walked into the Marquis the way they were dressed, or so I feared. That really was deep, dark water for me. I had no more idea than Tom Cruise did in "Risky Business", about the oldest profession.
We went downstairs. I could tell Anne was nervous but I didn't have a read on Carol Lynn until she ran into the corner and nearly knocked herself out. I took her arm and she sagged against me. Anne did as well. I walked them out into the cold. I was tempted to ask for the car but decided to walk them down to the Marquis. The fresh air would do them good.
I stopped at an ATM and got cash for myself, since my wallet was thin and, yes, I was feeling all rich and shit. God I love that feeling. Rich kids I knew never really appreciated what it's like to live lean like I had all my life. Wealth is worth savoring when it could be gone tomorrow in a cat's sneeze.
I walked Anne and Carol Lynn to the Marquis, checked the time. We were twenty minutes early. I called Chilton St. Vincent.
"Yes, Mr. Duncan, please come on up. I'm in the President's suit on the top floor. Just tap the intercom and I'll bring you up. Select the Penthouse lift, please." His precise diction made me nervous but he hung up before I could stutter. We walked over to the elevators and found the one that indicated access to the Penthouse. It had an intercom and I buzzed. Chilton didn't bother to answer but the car moved immediately.
We rose up so gently there was little sensation of moving.
Anne turned to me.
"Sonny, you fuck me first, just to let him know I'm yours."
"Yeah, me too." Carol Lynn chimed in. Anne glared at her. Bitch was poaching her ideas.
I was still considering that when the car stopped and the doors opened. We stepped out into a rich foyer with double doors, all plush with gold scrollwork trim and small-grain wood paneling. The double doors opened and Chilton appeared. He wore a tan smoking jacket with a pair of pants and purple velvet slippers. He was smoking a pipe. He looked like a cliche, well, except for the purple slippers, that made him look ridiculous but strangely that relaxed me a little.
"Ah my boy. Well, well what do you have here?" He fixed his eyes on Anne and she wiggled a little under his crystalline gaze.
"I had an extra, I thought maybe some contrast might be fun." He ignored me, staring at Anne like a chocoholic stares at Death-by-Chocolate. "This is Anne..." I almost said her last name but caught myself at the last moment. "...and this is Carol."
"Please, come inside for a moment. I want to see them." He looked at me. His eyes glittered. "Two? My goodness, what a posh surprise!" I wasn't sure if posh was good or not in this case.
"Ladies, this is Chilton Von Stratten." I made up the name. He looked at me and then nodded, sagely, I thought.
"Sonny, please mount us before you go." Carol said, her voice was small but distinct. "You always have before." She looked around at Chilton. "He insists that we keep in mind that he owns us."
Chilton looked askance at me. Anne glowered but casually shouldered off her long coat and let it drop to the floor.
"Oh my, gracious." Chilton whispered. "You are a fine, fine example of the Oriental female!"
Carol Lynn did the same. Chilton pried his eyes off Anne and fixed them onto Carol Lynn.
"And you are prototypical American blonde. Mr. Duncan, they are both just lovely."
Anne very deliberately lifted up her skirt, exposing stockings, garters and pussy. Carol Lynn, not to be outdone, did the same. Anne bent slightly forward.
I grinned awkwardly. Chilton regarded them like a buyer at an auction. He shifted his gaze to me. He raised his eyebrows. I read the inquiry in them and saw it as gaging me. This was one of those tests that classy people subject the rest of us proletariat to at certain moments like this. I was utterly unprepared. I thought I'd just introduce everyone and skidaddle. Not so fast, monkey boy. I grinned crookedly at him. I felt like apologizing but remembered the importance of acting like you belonged, even when you felt like a big new zit on a model's nose.
"I find it is a nice, fast bit of foreplay. It heats them up." I looked around, found a chair and like a little prince took off my winter coat and folded it onto the chair. Who was I fooling? Both women stood before the man, skirts above their waists, bent forward, their plum little asses poked back, waiting for me, both stock still. I couldn't see their faces.
I walked over behind Anne.
"Please, sir, put your cock in me." She said with her perfect British accent. Chilton looked surprised and that pleased me a little. The fucker always looked so blase, it was nice to put a buzz in his bug zapper.
I put my hands on her bare waist and ran them down onto her hips. It occurred to me that this man was doing business with Sid Kingston. At some point, he might come face to face with Annie again and I wondered if he'd remember this moment. His eyes were on her body, though, not her face so thus far, I didn't worry too much about the future. I had that tense feeling realizing that I hadn't considered that overlap before. It was far too late for worry now.
My right hand turned and pushed between Anne's legs. I felt her heat before she rocked onto her right foot and widened her stance. She then bent her lower back, offering herself to me. I pushed a finger into her and she groaned. She was richly wet. Her head dropped and she reached out for Chilton. He stepped into her grasp. She held to his arms and bent forward.
"Oh my god, sir, please shag me good for a moment before I suck the good fellow hard and shag him." Anne whispered, her voice lilting with her accent.
I fumbled with my pants, my single hand shaking, the other still inside Anne. My trousers left my control and traveled down my legs to my ankles. I withdrew my finger from her pussy and directed my cock to her entrance. She bent further and rocked back onto her heels. She impaled herself onto my cock with a simple lean. Oh, I helped. My hands on her waist pulled her onto me like long underwear in winter. She was snug and wonderful!
"Oh god, sir, I am full of your cock!" Annie cried, the pidgin returned. Annie was mounted on my cock. She shook Chilton's arms. He looked a little alarmed so I pulled out of her. She sank immediately to her knees, tilted back her head and opened her mouth, her hands clasped to his thighs.
I moved behind Carol Lynn. She gestured at Chilton. He moved over before her and she took similar hold of him before bending over. Annie opened her eyes when he moved and nearly fell over. She glared at Carol Lynn but then sat down on her heels to watch us. I probed Carol Lynn and found her wet as Annie was. She too widened her feet to let my hand fit between her legs more truly. When I thrust a finger into her, she groaned.
"God, Sonny, fuck me please. I promise to fuck him like you said." She lifted her head, tilting it nearly back onto her spine. "I'm going to fuck you within an inch of your life, honey child!" Her southern belle accent was spot on.
I entered her and the woman orgasmed. I swear she did. When I pulled my finger out of her pussy, she was syrupy hot. When I connected my cockhead to her entrance, she moaned and when I thrust into her, she went off like a popgun. She shook, jerking at Chilton's arms, even after I withdrew from her body. I caught her looking sideways at Annie as though to say, "take that, bitch." I did up my pants and stepped over to my coat. I saw no reason to inject myself any further into the moment, so I eased out the double doors.
I couldn't figure out the fucking elevator. There was no button or anything. Shit. I crept back into the penthouse. Annie was sucking Chilton's cock and his eyes were closed, his head tilted back and his hands held to her head while she sucked him. Carol Lynn stood on her knees, hands clasped at the small of her back, mouth open and eyes closed.
"I say, sorry old man," I started before I realized what I was saying. Shit, my foot fit right under my tongue. It was almost comfortable. "How do I call the lift?"
His eyes opened and he pointed noiselessly to a panel on the wall.
"Oh. Jolly good." I said. I hit the button and made my exit. God, I was so embarrassed, using my bad facsimile of an English accent while he was getting blown. That just seems wrong. I always get nervous when I have an agenda and there were lots of moving parts to this particular Friday for me.
I had to walk all the way back to the Sparrow to get my car. The time was about the same but I was cold as a well digger's belt buckle when I finally got pointed towards the apartment. I got parked and called Alissa.
"Sonny?"
"Right. It's time. I'm picking up Melissa right now. Give me ten and I'll pick you up right in front of your building."
"I'll be waiting and Sonny?"
"Yes?"
"Well, I have been thinking all afternoon about what you are doing and, well, its great. I mean it. I have been thinking about having sex with Jamie and I just know it will be wonderful but only because you've been such a guy about it. I mean a really good guy. This is special and, well, I just want you to know whatever you want, I'll do. I am yours. I swear."
"I'll hold you to that tomorrow, Mrs. Honeywell because I am going to twist you around, so you need to enjoy tonight. At noon, you have another appointment, one you won't want to miss so don't spend all your love dollars in one place."
I felt her attorney mind trying to click into gear but then she spoke and I knew she'd failed to make the transition.
"Yes, Sonny!" She gasped, nearly panting into the phone.
God I love those words!
"Ten minutes."
"Wait, Sonny!"
"Yes, Mrs. Honeywell?"
"Hassum called to congratulate me. The client is very pleased with you and me. I'll have my name on the wall right behind Kline!"
"Congratulations, Alissa! You certainly deserve it." She giggled.
"Come get me. I am ready to do all I can to earn it!"
"Oh, you'll have plenty of chance this weekend." I assured her. I hung up.
I got out of the car. I'd thought about just calling someone to send Melissa down but frankly, I wanted to go tour the carnage. It was worth it.
Melissa was dressed to the nines. She looked fine and I mean fine. Without the coat, I could see everything she was wearing. The blouse and skirt were see-thru. The skirt was long and the outline of her legs in its shadow was goddamn sexy. The upper portion of it was equally diaphanous and her bare breasts moved inside it like topiary in a hurricane. I felt that little twinge of regret and envy any self-respecting cock would feel looking at her with its one eye blind. I grinned when I saw her. I saw the entire outfit only after she got off her knees.
When I opened the door she had Sam's cock in her mouth. Before the door banged closed, Sam pulled out of her mouth and she turned to let Sammy push his cock through the scarlet ring of her lips and out of sight. She took him deep and moaned down in her chest, rattling around his cock.
"Oh god, Aunt Melissa, I can't wait until its our turn." Sammy muttered. She pulled off his cock and he helped her off her knees. She turned to me and smiled.
"I need to go fix my makeup. I probably look like I was just sucking my nephew's cock." She traipsed off to the watercloset. I looked around.
"Where's Ellen?"
Sammy rolled his eyes.
"The bitch wouldn't behave so we shackled her in the bedroom. We three had a discussion and then Melissa watched while we double fucked Ellen. She went berserk. I think she broke something. She was babbling and begging. We haven't done her ass yet and Melissa ate her until I thought she was going to turn blue. God. Aunt Melissa is a nasty girl!"
I looked at Sam. He was studying me.
"Look, Sonny, adding Alissa to this might be a disaster."
I nodded my agreement but not emphatically.
"It might be. That's part of the fun. I really don't know what's going to happen."
"But it might not be any fun. It might be a colossal mistake."
"You saying you don't want to fuck your wife, Sam?" I wasn't looking at him. I watched Sammy and Sammy was standing there, naked, his cock gleaming and hard, listening to his father discuss whether they were going to fuck his mother or not. They seemed pretty calm given that context and I admired that.
"No, I mean, well, I don't know what to think now."
"Listen, Sam, I know this might be difficult for you to understand but this isn't really about you or Sammy for that matter and certainly not Ellen. Melissa got me to promise to put her between you two. Everything else stems from that. What do you think happens to Melissa and Alissa once Alissa discovers she fucked the two of you, at the same time, which is what she wanted?"
"Oh. Oh right." Sam said, his eyes going all bleary and unfocused as he considered that. "That could be really bad."
"This, this really is just the end game of the situation you two have been avoiding for several years. It's time you either get back together or make a clean break of it. I don't know what Alissa is going to do, or what will happen. All I know is thinking that we can put Messy Melissa between you two and not include Alissa is the worst option of the options I have available to me. However, if you say you two want me to call the whole thing off...?"
"No!" Both Sam and Sammy said together, then looked at each other, just as Melissa reappeared.
"Damn straight you two. You've teased me to the edge of sanity and you don't deserve me but you owe me. I intend to collect. Ellen is nearly insane in there. You should go..."
"Naw, I think we'll go have a bite." Sammy said. "What do you think, Pops?"
Sam stared at him and then grinned. "I need a shower then sure, let's do that. Ellen can wait."
Melissa looked at me.
"See what you've done? These two are incorrigible and they just encourage each other. You better have plenty of cock for me tonight because I am glowing. I bet I glow in the dark!"
I shrugged.
"I don't know. The guy wanted just Alissa. You might end up on the couch watching HBO."
Sam snorted.
"I know you don't really know this woman now, Sonny. Ignore Melissa Crawford? I don't think so."
I grimaced. I was throwing a lot of balls into the air and not all of them were mine. It was quite an adventure and I was going to see what happened next!
"Messy, let's go pick up your sister and deliver you and your box to the appointed post." I chuckled, wondering if they had any idea what phrase I was fucking up there. No one paid me any mind. She got her coat and we left. Sam and Sammy disappeared and that was that.
Melissa did look fine. I wondered what Alissa would say when she saw her sister, all decked out, looking like sex on a stick.
Alissa was more irritated about having to sit in the backseat than having any inclination to give what Melissa was wearing any thought. Alissa wore a tight, white dress that made her body gleam. Her black legs and the plunging neckline were stark contrasts to the snow white, tight-as-skin dress she wore. She had on fake eyelashes and rich red lipstick and she'd fluffed up her hair so it wasn't straight any more but was a kinky bush, making her look much younger...not that I could mention that. She looked almost girlish, like this was a first date. Her first, threesome, more like it but even that wasn't true.
I circled the block and headed towards the Marquis.
"I don't know why Melissa has to be along." Alissa said.
"Because I'm going to fuck Jamie's step-mother and her sister, that's why." I growled. God, the moment these two got into the same galaxy, the sibling rivalry appeared.
"But why Melissa?"
"Why not Melissa?" I glanced sideways at Melissa. She sat primely looking out the front of the car, a very self-satisfied look on her face because she knew the right answer, the one we agreed tacitly that Alissa didn't need to know. I think Alissa sensed something was up and it bothered her but she was too het up to try to figure out anything that complicated at the moment.
"Because she's my sister!"
"She gets Sammy, this weekend, Alissa. If you want to join them, I'll let you."
That stopped her. Melissa looked over at me and I could see the measuring in her eyes. She was thinking about what was in store for her. I regretted not being able to hand her off immediately to Sam and Sammy. If Alissa went ballistic, it could ruin the entire weekend so it was well this went first. Well, I couldn't think I was the only one taking a risk, now could I? Everyone had skin in the game, so to speak.



I pulled into the short term parking zone in front of the Marquis and got out. I had a flash of Annie and Carol Lynn upstairs and wondered how things were going. I got the answer. I walked in and there they were, all gussied up. Shit, Chilton was wearing a tux. Annie looked almost stately and Carol Lynn looked like a high class hooker. We walked right past them and no one gave us any attention.
"Jesus, Sonny, wasn't that Anne..." I grabbed Alissa and kissed her, pushing her against the wall, pressing my body against hers. When I released her, Chilton and company were well out of sight.
"What the hell, Sonny?" Alissa asked.
I reached out and tapped the silver collar around her neck.
"Do you want to take that off now?"
She looked startled. She looked around. Her expression changed as she glared at people staring at us. When she looked back at me, her eyes softened.
"No. Of course not."
"Then trust me. I told you this had a price and I expect you to pay it. This is the last chance. You keep the collar, and you promise to stick with me for the weekend."
"Of course, Sonny. What do you have in mind."
I felt Melissa's eyes on me while I searched for an answer. Melissa saved me.
"Hey, don't I need a collar?"
I did look around then. The people walking by us were giving us looks, looks that could mean trouble. I wanted to get one for Melissa but decided I needed to get them out of the lobby. I hit the button and the elevator door opened immediately, thankfully. The people drifted past us, the women with knitted, disapproving brows and the men with appraising eyes that slid by us, seeing us but with plausible deniability.
We rode the car to the tenth floor and walked down to Jamie's door. We didn't even knock before he opened it. Melissa stood to my right and Alissa to my left and a little behind. Jamie looked from one to the other.
"What's the matter? Can't tell them apart?" I asked.
Jamie grinned and gestured us inside. He shut the door and walked to the bar. It was stocked and not with mini anything.
"Drink?"
"Mr. James St. Vincent, this is Melissa Crawford. Alissa's sister." I said.
He nodded to her.
"Pleased to make your acquaintance." He said. I considered something for a moment and decided I should be consistent on this point.
"Well, ladies, take off your coats. We should do as we always do." They both looked at me like I was speaking Erdu. I looked at Jamie and winked. "I always fuck them both before I hand them off to anyone. Its like foreplay, so you don't have to work so hard to get them to come."
Both women stared at me and then looked at each other. I pointed at the couch back.
"Assume the position." I said softly. They hesitated. "I'd take a scotch and soda, Jamie." I said, shrugging off my coat. This time, I just let it drop onto the floor at my feet. The room was a suite with two bedrooms right off the bar, the doors were both open and at right angles to each other. I looked at Alissa. "Mrs. Honeywell, your coat? Nice dress, by the way. Can it stretch over your beautiful ass so I can fuck you?"
She smiled a little wanly.
"I guess we'll see." She shrugged off the coat. Jamie held out a hand and she handed her coat to him. He took it to the closet and hung it up. Melissa followed him, removing her coat and extending it towards his back. When he turned around, he froze. I glanced at Alissa and she was staring at her sister.
"Holy shit, Missy, do you think you could have worn something besides your underwear?" That was funny because Melissa wasn't wearing underwear unless you count garters and stockings. Jamie immediately understood the dynamic and took Melissa's coat, turning away to hang it up and thereby hiding his suddenly red face. Alissa looked at me. "You knew about this?"
I waved a hand at Melissa.
"Pretty hard to miss that, wouldn't you say? She looks good, doesn't she?"
Alissa turned her head to look at her sister.
"Good enough to eat." She said softly, not really focusing on the words coming out of her mouth.
I rapped her on the ass and pointed at the couch. Alissa had her hair pinned to the side with a little red lacquer rose. She smiled shyly at me and walked over to the couch. It was white cloth so her dress blended into it. She bent over it, stretching the skirt up her full, black thighs.
Melissa watched her sister bend over the couch and then looked back at Jamie standing close beside her. She grinned, leaned into him and pulled his mouth down and kissed him softly. His hand went around her and pulled her into a tight clinch.
I moved over to Alissa and pushed on her back, keeping her head below the back of the couch. She had her black hands on the white cushions. She panted, bent over like that, the rigid couch back pinched her middle. She groaned when I put my hands on her ass. I pulled at the tight skirt but couldn't get a hold. I had to slide down to the hem and pull at it. It was tight around her but had plenty of give. It popped over her hips, exposing her black ass, the white garter belt and the red straps extending down to her black stockings. She wore no thong, no panties, nothing. I released her and unbuckled my belt.
In the next moment, Jamie had Melissa bent over the couch right beside her sister. He scraped the diaphanous skirt off her ass, bringing her fine ass into view without the blur of the see-thru dress confusing the eyes. He shucked his pants down faster than me so that we entered the black sisters at about the same time.
Alissa keened as I thrust into her. Melissa moaned, her voice ripe with satisfaction.
"If you knew what this felt like...!" Melissa sighed and then she hunched her ass at Jamie. He looked over at me, doubt in his eyes. He looked worried.
I chuckled and pulled my cock out of Alissa. I moved behind him, shuffling with my pants around my knees.
"Don't worry about it, they're sisters!" I whispered softly at his back. "Switch!" I announced much louder. I chortled, thinking of that word as a quote and finding it hilarious. Maybe you had to be there.
Jamie pulled free of Melissa's pussy, sidestepped over behind Alissa and felt between her legs and then mounted her, thrusting into her with one vast plunge. She cried out and her hips shook against him. He ground into her.
I mounted Melissa, grinding against her plush ass. My god, I'd forgotten how fabulous the woman's ass was. It was very fabulous! I grunted, pulled back, changed my mind about leaving her and rammed against her again. Alissa began to orgasm. Melissa reached over and took hold of Alissa's hand and held it while the orgasm raged. It was so sweet, sisters fucking at the same time. I pulled out of her and did up my pants. I was looking around for my coat when Jamie pulled out of Alissa. She draped over the back of the couch.
"Mrs. Crawford, on your knees, if you please." Jamie said. Melissa did as he requested, rising and then kneeling behind her bent sister, her face stark against Alissa's white dress, which Jamie had pulled down over Alissa's ass. He presented Melissa his cock and she kissed it, then licked and then sucked it into her mouth. He tangled his hand in her hair and held her still. He twisted to look at me. I picked up my coat.
"Sonny, thank you and good luck. I'll take good care of them. Thanks for everything. Really! You're a champ!" His eyes closed, he groaned and I disappeared. I left him with Melissa sucking at his cock. Time for my own main event.
I got into the car and sat for a moment to collect my thoughts. I looked at my phone. There was a text from Jamie. We were booked for six at the Bare Necessities. It sounds like a strip bar but in reality it was a family place themed on The Jungle Book and that song of the same name. I got the pun, though and sent back a digital chuckle I couldn't imagine Jamie paid any attention to. I called Dalia.
"Sonny, oh thank god! Talk to Tawny!"
"Wait. Wait!" Too late.
"Sonny? What do you want us for?"
There was a loaded question and one that had no real answer that was truthful, at least not yet, so I opted for the lowest common denominator.
"I want to fuck you and Dalia for some people." That seemed to stop her.
"Oh. Oh. Okay."
That was all. I looked at my phone but Dalia came back on.
"Sonny, what did you tell her?"
"That I was going to fuck you and her for some people." I felt the grin on my face seeping into my tone. "Meet me at Bare Necessities at say, a quarter after six. I have reservations. Text me and I'll come out and meet you. I'm meeting some people there."
"Okay." Dalia said. Her tone dangled some nuance she wanted to discuss but she didn't inject it into the silence I left between us. I peeked at the phone and saw that she'd hung up.
I drove back to the Sparrow and went up, showered and changed into fresh clothing. All spiffy keen, I lay down on the bed to let a little time pass. I didn't want to arrive at the Bare Necessities before the two women I had on my radar. I found that this excited me. I got a buzz out of the idea that I was about to attempt to seduce two women I'd never meant before. I grinned. I thought I had the situation cold.
Then I went to sleep. Fuck me. Sometimes I am just too fucking casual.
I jerked awake, my heart hammering in my chest. The awareness that I'd been dead asleep shook me. I dug for my phone and not finding it, I panicked. My heart hammered that much more. It was on the bed beside me, duh. Ever do that? Panic over something and find out it was irrational and stupid, like walking out of a hotel room and thinking for a moment you don't have your pants on? That sort of thing always rattles me. So I felt all rattled and shit.
I swiped at my phone to get a read on the time and saw everything was everything. I had twenty minutes to get to the Bare Necessities. I got up, washed my face, combed my bountiful locks and looked myself in the eyes. I spoke to that image of myself in the glass, mirror, mirror and like that.
"You are going to be fucking for money, Mr. Duncan! Does that mean you are a hooker, now?" I didn't really think so. It'd be more like interviewing fluffers for the porn industry. Those guys get paid, right? Which just seems strange to me, not knowing anything about it, because, well, gosh, put an ad to interview fluffers in the paper and fuck me if half the male population would show up to pay for the privilege. You could finance the fucking movie just from the interview process.
I got my coat and went down, stopping to pick up the key card for their room on the 19th floor that Chilton had left for me. I thrust it into my pocket sure I'd not use it, certain they'd invite me in or I'd have no need for it. Such was my thinking. The walk to the Bare Necessities was cold but I was invigorated. It did wake me up. I felt refreshed, cogent and aware when I arrived at the front door and shouldered through the crowd to the receptionist taking names and kicking ass...oh, no, that's a different thing altogether. I gave her my name and she smiled.
"You're sisters are here. I'll take you back to the room. Your brother arranged for one of our private rooms. One of the councilmen had it reserved and Donald stiffed him because of the money involved. Your brother was very generous with us all. I guarantee you will get the best service we have to offer." She giggled. "The way your sisters are dressed, I'm glad we have you all in a private room because they are, well, let's just say that they don't embody the song from the Jungle Book so much as the double entendre we all live with."
I was confused but sorted her words into piles and presumed I knew what had happened.
"He's not really my brother. A cousin, really."
She smiled brightly at me.
"I know. His accent was so cute. I didn't think you were anything but brother's from another mother." She placed a hand on the door. "Now, if these are you sisters...?"
Funny how that half-jesting query struck me dumb because honestly, I didn't know who'd I'd find behind the door. Life is full of these little dramas if we'll just appreciate them.
The door opened. It wasn't my sister Dalia and Tawny who were seated, backs against the far wall facing the entrance. These two women did not appear to have ever have been models. All slenderness had turned into Grand Prix race courses. I stepped into the room and stopped. I'd seen pictures but realized neither picture was recent. The bust size in both cases was underestimated by a country mile. That thought made me grin. It must have been lascivious because the two women looked at each other with raised eyebrows.
"We are not going to fuck you, ol' chap." The brunette announced, lifting her chin high.
"We understand you are just diverting us while dear James fucks his attorney."
I blinked, cocked my head and smirked.
"I beg your pardon, I understood you two fucked anyone. Everyone."
For a moment both women looked at each other, the hue of interest coating their startlement.
The dirty blonde cocked her head at me.
"We only fuck interesting men."
"You mean men who can't say no. Well, I have had more sex this week then Caligula during a full moon. I'm about ready for a rest."
I pulled out a chair and sat, my back squarely to the door. I hoped no one would be coming in but waitstaff. Ever since I saw The Godfather I have always hated sitting with my back to the door and I'm not even a dirty cop.
"I'm Sonny Duncan. Jamie sent me." I said reaching my hand across the table to the brunette, because she at least looked a little bit friendly. She smiled and reached out and shook my hand.
"I'm Mercy St. Vincent. This is my sister, Patricia Goodshall."
"You're not English." I noted.
"No. We're American, like you."
Patricia smirked back at me and I realized my smirk was fixed on my face like a billboard.
"You need a rest? Have you climaxed once already this week?" Patricia sneered.
I blinked looking up at the ceiling.
"Let's see, starting Monday..." I paused to count. "I think the number is north of a dozen."
"Orgasms?" Mercy St. Vincent asked, bemused.
"Oh, no. Women. I like double dipping. After we are done and I've escorted you to your room like Jamie asked me to, to make sure you don't butt in where you aren't wanted, I reckon I'll bugger off and find a couple willing skirts to satisfy before I turn in for the night."
The two women looked at each other again; Patricia turned her smirk into a bland expression and Mercy raised her eyebrows. Something passed between them, something I could not possibly understand but I did. I know I did. They were considering giving ol' Sonny a shot. Not of alcohol or penicillin, a shot at them, together. Mercy wanted some, she had that hungry look in her eyes. Patricia slipped into a pose of inscrutability like it was a second skin. So I waited.
"It's as easy at that?" Patricia said, a flicker in her eyes revealed that she realized she was exposing her interest.
"What? To acquire two women and invite them to take off their bras for a close inspection of their nipples?"
Patricia snorted.
"You really are a stupid fuck, aren't you?"
I shrugged.
"I'm just diverting you while Jamie plunders Alissa and her sister."
The glanced happened again. It was becoming boring and predictable. I was beginning to think they weren't as interesting as I thought.
"You say you're going to have sex with two other women? What's the matter with us?" The Mercy spoke with a sniff in her voice and a curl to her full upper lip.
I grunted, looking at Patricia. She had that unfriendly, man-eater cum Queen of Darkness look about her, glaring at me with a sort of vapid hatred...not interested enough to actually be hatred but clearly not charmed by my boyish good looks.
"I'm pretty sure you said you weren't fucking anybody tonight. Why would you care who or why I fuck tonight? I hate to do without, one day in a row. I always say, use it or lose it."
"Oh you do, do you?" Mercy asked, a skeptical smile on her red, red lips. Her black hair fell down her body past her grand Tetons. Her breasts were so large that it made all the rest of her seem small, slight, and spindly by comparison. She may have been normal sized but her tits created an optical illusion, which is something, sitting down like that. Every motion she made turned into a waver in her tits. If she was wearing a bra...I didn't think that was possible, but if so, it was flimsy and apologetic. She wore a thick black dress that was plenty tight and hugged her like I wanted to.
"So? How long has it been gone? Surely you've been without it for a long time, if you ever had it." Patricia said, her voice husking and guttural. Her skepticism drooled down her chin like she had been to the dentist and chickened out in the middle of a root canal.
My phone interrupted, chirping loudly into the limp silence.
I got up, wondering how I was going to account for my sisters, almost wishing I'd arranged this differently but you know, when things are going your way, they are going your way. I stepped out the door and answered the phone.
"Sonny! Oh god, Sonny?"
"Tawny, what's wrong?" I heard it in her voice.
"We fucking ran out of gas. I didn't fill up the car and now we're stuck on the freeway dressed like a couple hookers. The cop will arrest us on principle. Oh my god!"
I chuckled. If my sisters were dressed like hookers, the cop would put them in cuffs for sure...and then strip search them.
"What do we do?"
"Call Triple A. The tag is on your key ring. Tell them you need gas and they'll bring it."
The phone went silent.
"Hello?"
"I feel so stupid. This is all my fault!" Tawny moaned softly. Then she whispered. "Dalia is being all nice about it though and it makes me nervous."
"Nervous? Why?"
She clucked her tongue.
"You know what I'm talking about."
"No. I don't."
"Dalia wants to sit on my face and make me kiss her little sister."
I was confused.
"You're her little sister."
"Her pussy, dummy. She's wanted me to go down on her for a hundred years. It's a thing with her." Tawny paused. "I won't do it because once I do, god, I'll never see the light of day again. I'm the little sister and I can't tell them no. Ever. What they want, they get. They don't take it but god, I hate telling them no when they want something from me."
"Has Dalia...?"
"No. No! She wouldn't. She, god, she wants it to be my idea."
I groaned. Hell, I wanted it to be her idea. Tawny going muff diving would require a tour agency to schedule her time! Suddenly Dalia wasn't the only one who wanted to see Tawny gain some pubic attraction.
"I'll call Triple A."
"Tawny, don't worry. We'll figure something out. Skip dinner and just go to the China Sparrow and wait for me there. I'll come get you. This may be a waste of time but you're all dressed up and I have a room there..." I left the implication dangling.
"I know, Sonny. You made a spectacle of me the other night. Remember?"
"I, oh right. I forgot."
"Fuck you, Sonny. A girl has pride, you know and you just trampled all over it."
"What if I fuck you in front of some strangers? Will that make it all better?"
"Sonny, god, I never should have told you about that. You know how I get when someone is watching me fuck!"
I took that to be a "yes" and grinned to myself. A waiter appeared at my elbow. I gave him the "one moment" sign and told Tawny to text me when they were in the bar at the Sparrow. The waiter and I went inside together.
We stood there staring at the two women. Patricia had Mercy's head tipped over the back of the chair and was kissing her. One of her hands clutched Mercy's grand breast, massaging it and caressing the black shape. The waiter glanced at me. I shrugged.



"Should we interrupt them?" He whispered.
"I shouldn't." I whispered back. "You can if you want." He rolled his eyes.
"Excuse me?" He said. "I can come back."
Patricia sat back into her own chair. Mercy sat draped back in her chair like she'd been flopped there, licking her lips and panting. She looked like her head was too heavy to move. Patricia took out a compact and eyed her lips, applied lipstick, dabbing at the clown face until she looked normal again. She looked up at me.
"Would you care to have sex with her?"
The waiter and I looked at each other. It struck me that this was the precise thing Mercy and Patricia had going and I got all embarrassed.
"Yes." I said. "Of course."
"No." He said. "I'm gay."
Patricia fixed her eyes on me.
"I wasn't talking to you." Her gaze left me, like releasing me from a tractor beam. Excuse me, my Trekky is showing. She fixed it onto the poor guy beside me. "If you weren't gay, would you fuck her?"
Mercy lifted her head, her eyes looked dazed, dull and glassy. I knew the feeling.
"I...you're kidding, right?"
"Not in the slightest. If you want, I'll have her stand up and bend over the table and you can park in her however you like."
The guy hissed through his teeth. I didn't know if it was resisting temptation or fighting nausea. I knew what it was for me.
"I said, I'm gay. Do you know what that means?"
Patricia grinned brightly.
"It means you like it in the ass. She has an ass. Surely you can make an exception...?"
The guy colored right up to his manicured hairline, neat like a French garden.
"I'm the catcher, dear." He said quietly. "Do you want to order or shall I come back."
"Come, if you like." Patricia muttered, over him. Mercy was only beginning to regain her senses and focus her eyes behind the glasses on the room where she sat.
"Do give us a little time to look at the menus." I said easily. When the man just stared blankly at me, I pointed at the menus under his arm. He started and handed them to me. He turned tail and skittered away out the door.
I sat down. I handed the two women menus and we perused them in silence. I felt something though and no, I'm not being coy. I finally lowered the menu and found Mercy glancing at me over and over again. Patricia caught me catching her.
"She wants me to offer her to you. She likes to be handed around. She never attracts a man on her own or takes any action to engage him. If I offer her to a man, she'll do whatever he wants of her, if I give her permission." Patricia snickered. "It's a little game we play. Being handed off for sex makes her so hot, she's always wet as a monsoon when they do her."
"What about you?" I asked, settling on the Chateaubriand.
"What about me?"
"What makes you hot?"
For a moment, Patricia's patrician ennui rippled and I saw a spark. I didn't know what it meant but something about the question glistened intensely in her eyes. It was there but then it was gone. She looked down into her menu, suddenly ignoring me.
I looked over at Mercy. She was cognizant and focused, finally. She noted my eyes on her, on her eyes, not on her magnificent tits, which I think disappointed her a little.
"So?" I asked. "What makes your sister hot, Mercy?" I addressed her directly so Patricia wouldn't be confused and think I was addressing her.
"Hot?" Mercy whispered. She looked over at Patricia.
"Don't you dare!" Patricia growled with force.
"I am so curious now."
"She fucks wrong." Mercy said, glancing sideways at the other woman again. Patricia kept her eyes locked onto the menu.
"Wrong? What? She needs lessons? A how-to video? What do you mean, she fucks wrong?"
"Always the wrong man. Any man that shouldn't be doing her and is, that makes her hot. She'd do the Pope and die of ecstasy. Or the Dali Lama. She loves sexing up the wrong man, making him drool for us..."
I had to interrupt.
"Us?"
Mercy nodded. We were conversing, finally.
"Us. Yeah. She tries to find the least likely person in the room to fuck and then she fucks them. She usually offers me to break the ice." Mercy giggled then, putting the back of her hand to her full, red lips. "It makes them all nervous. Men stare at us, though. You know, the boobs. They are hard to hide and impossible not to notice, so men stare. I prefer that actually. I get really nervous when a man looks me in the eyes. I feel all fluttery. You know, like I'm buzzed or lightheaded or something." She sipped from her water, licking her lips with long, slow swipes of her tongue.
I had to wonder if she did that intentionally. Either way, it had its effect on me. I was hard as steel.
"She gets all hot thinking about converting a gay guy or just a regular old married man. Any wrong guy and she's all over him, offering me up to make sure he's into it before she rides him off into the sunset. She never makes love on her back. Or on her knees for that matter. She's always on top, riding him." Mercy blushed then, looking over the top of her glasses at me. "You know, with his thing inside her, like that."
I glanced at Patricia and caught her watching me. Her gaze jerked back to the menu.
A waitress returned and we ordered. I wondered what happened to the gay guy but decided I didn't want to know. When she left I looked at Patricia.
"I think you scared him away." I muttered.
She shrugged.
"It happens." She said and looked away from me. Then she seemed to hitch up her britches and looked me right in the eye. "We both fuck Jamie and his dad, you know that right?"
I nodded, despite myself.
"I decide whom we fuck...and when. It keeps her excited, never sure if she's going to get some or not. It's a game, to keep her aroused."
"It works." Mercy whispered. "I'm aroused now."
"Jesus, Mercy, you're making it too easy for him." Patricia looked at me. "She always tells everything she knows."
"So she makes sure I don't know very much. I never know what's going on. For example, I don't know why we're having supper with you, here, now. Hell, I don't even know why we came back to the good old U. S. of A."
"Jamie traded you two to me for Alissa Honeywell and her sister, Melissa." I said.
"Oo. Alissa and Melissa. Isn't that precious." Patricia cooed, her faux amazement was crystalline sarcasm. "I bet they are so cute together."
"In fact, they are very competitive. I expect Jamie will be worn down to a nub by morning. He and Alissa hit it off right from the beginning. They were ready to do it on the desk..."
"And they didn't? That's not like Jamie. He has all the restraint of a crack whore." Patricia smirked when Mercy gave her a look. "Well, it's true! You know it is. He wants what he wants and his has this boyish charm that makes it impossible to keep your bra on."
Mercy rolled her eyes.
For a while no one spoke.
"So, Sonny, you say you had a dozen women this week? Tell us about them, why don't you? We love hearing a man boast about his prowess between the sheets."
I actually think that Patricia was joking, well, more likely she was being sarcastic. Still, I set out to regal them with tales of the tail I'd gotten since Monday. It turned out to be problematic. I felt the need to explain things and that got messy in a hurry. I realized I'd run right off the reservation when I got close to describing having sex with Tawny. Luckily the food arrived and I left off the narrative. While the wait staff served us, I stared at the two women trying to decide if they believed anything I'd said or not. I gave up, glad I wasn't playing poker with them.
We ate in silence for a while until Patricia put down her fork and cupped her chin in her hands and regarded me with her big bright eyes. I continued eating as though I was unaware of her lecherous scrutiny. I figured she was trying to guess my cock size. I was about to offer to let her measure it with her tongue when she finally broke the murmuring silence.
"So? Do you want her?"
I looked up from the Chateaubriand, looking at her first then over at Mercy.
"Who wouldn't? Jamie said I could have you both, though. In trade, so I figure I already have the right to fuck you both. I know he's fucked Alissa and Melissa. I saw it." I was bending the truth a little, I know but I had no doubt I was only claiming to have seen something that had for sure happened. The essence remained accurate.
"You saw it? You watched them?"
I was caught so I had to flex a little. I flexed.
"I always mount a woman before I hand her off to another guy. It lets them know she's amenable and it gets her hot and ready to be used. It makes them a little crazy, shoving them full of cock and then sauntering out the door."
"I doubt you know how to saunter, Mr. Duncan." Mercy croaked, looked embarrassed and drank some water. She licked her lips just like her sister, er, aunt did.
"You hand off a lot of women?" Patricia asked.
I grunted, chewing. I swallowed and looked at her as blandly as I could.
"Oh sure. I have five friends that I share my women with. I mean, when a woman wants the whole works, I'm about two cocks short so I enlist my buddies to help."
"The whole works?" Mercy muttered, her eyes widening behind her glasses.
"He means a traffic jam. You know, a cock in every hole."
"Airtight." I interjected.
"Oh!" Mercy's eyes got wider still, appearing like fish eyes behind her glasses. I figured she was nearly blind without them. With tits like that she didn't need to see much. If she ran into something the airbags were already inflated. I had considered they were safety glasses, though. I imagined her flinty nipples could put out an eye if she hyperventilated or jumped rope.
"How many women have you shared with your buddies?" Patricia asked.
I saw it then. The glitter of interest, tamped down behind a berm of casual blandness. I had an intuition.
"We made a list, a MILF list." I explained.
"MILF? You mean milk list?"
"Jesus, Mercy. MILF. MILF! You know, Mother I'd Like to Fuck!" Patricia said.
"Oh. Oh right. I knew that. It just wasn't computing. I get it." Then she blinked. "Mothers?"
I grinned.
"We all agreed to have sex with our mothers. That's not as easy as it sounds."
The two women looked at each other.
"Who said it sounds easy?" Mercy whispered.
"Well, for me, us, it wasn't easy anyway." I was in a spot now, implying their mother clearly didn't have the normal amount of "no" at her disposal when it came to family. Not judging, just saying. If she looked anything like these two, I was surprised she hadn't started a colony.
I proceeded to regal them with tales of the MILF List. First my circuit through it and then the introduction of each one to their sons and our subsequent plundering of their demure reserve in search of their highest sexual rapture. I got to the weekend with Laura Wills by the time we were done eating. I just stopped.
"Let's go back to the hotel. I'll see you to your door and that will be that." I was playing the long game. A woman says no, and I take it as no. I want them to say "yes" because that phrase, "Yes, Sonny" is so damn sexy. However, I really love the women who say "no" and then exercise their prerogative to change their minds. If they say "yes" it needs to be their idea, not mine. I'll offer but in the end, when I have them, I want to have them, just as they get what they want. So I swallowed their "no" and walked them back to the hotel.
They walked behind me in the bracing cold. For a while I just walked, alone in the night. I glanced backwards at one point and saw them kissing, walking and kissing, which is no easy task and not in the cold. They seemed to flow together, like two articulated parts of one erotic creature bubbling with lurid attraction. I wanted them, I wanted them both. I turned back to the dark street. Snow was in the air again, swirling, floating, dancing. I was alone and I was lonely.
I realized Tawny and Dalia were waiting for me. I'd need to tell them to go home, that the night was a bust. I smiled sardonically. I might get a restful night's sleep after all. Then my body tingled and I felt it, the lewd regret, that longing to couple, to mount a woman while she panted under me, the feel of her enveloping flesh, her hands clinging to me while she writhes under me. Her lips kiss me and the ecstasy begins to build, like a throbbing tide, rising up a sensuous beach until the rocks are bashed with white caps and the whole ocean roars in your ears as the orgasm catapults you out of the moment into that suspension where every nerve vibrates with pleasure and time stops, suspended while you float in ecstasy. Her legs wrap around you and you unburden yourself deep inside her. And she knows.
She feels it, that thrusting need, the dynamic lust, the penetrating delight that surrounds her like a big, fluffy blanket and makes her shiver with that unalloyed satisfaction, the sure knowledge that the man buried deep inside her pussy is consumed with his need of her and she loves being needed, loves the tangled lust pulling at her from the inside out, torturing her while her own orgasm lingers just beyond her reach until, in a blinding, flashing moment, it gyrates through her, pistoning her full of his cum while he stiffens and groans and thrusts into her.
It was like I floated in the night. Suddenly, all the fucking, all the women, all the sex that had inundated my life in the last week or so, it all coalesced into a quivering sensation of need for which I had no outlet. I resolved to cozen it, to keep it as mine and to let it ferment and grow and mature so that when I next exposed a woman's breasts and took the aureole between my lips and licked over the hard little nub of her aroused nipple, I would be fully present, fully committed to her pleasure but more than that, fully committed to letting her feel my thrill with her body, touching her as completely as a single man can.
I laughed.
"What are you laughing about." Mercy said from behind me.
I turned to look at them.
"I'm just glad to be alive." I said, thinking of a woman chock full of cock, of all the women I'd granted that little boon, the thrill of being penetrated by three men at once, and feeling their collective passion flow into her body, it all washed over me and I had an existential moment. I was happy to be alive.
I pulled open the door and let the two voluptuous women sidle past me, both looking at me with askance glances replete with perplexity and chagrin. I was laughing at a joke they were not privy to and true to who they were, they were vexed at being excluded. It really wasn't tit for tat, since this tat was heading to an empty bed...it was just the way things were and I found I was just as thrilled to feel this luscious desire for them going unrealized as if I'd been escorting them up to a quick transition out of my clothes and me into them. I had a moment, watching them walk towards the elevator when I imagined them side by side, on their backs, naked, panting with excitement, watching me enter the other, lowering my body between her legs and then changing, wobbling over between her legs and entering the other sister, back and forth until I thrust full into one of them and left her bubbling full of my orgasmic mixer. I wanted them so much I felt it on my skin, like scales, chilly and real but tingling because they were alien and new.
I was filled with desire.
Mercy turned to look over her shoulder. I glimpsed with great satisfaction the regret in her eyes. I loved that feeling, seeing her turning away, Patricia's arm around her waist, tugging her away from what she wanted to partake in, something else she clearly wanted. Patricia clearly held her in full thrall and unless she broke free of it and offered herself to me, I'd not have her. I knew that but the rich taste of desire on my lips left me ebullient and lighthearted.
I walked to the door to the bar and pulled it open, not really thinking of my sisters sitting there waiting for me and the disappointment I was bringing them. I had no audience for them. Maybe tomorrow but god, I was like a starlet promoting a porn film on an army base, my dance card was chock full tomorrow.
I saw Tawny first.
She sparkled, literally. She wore a silver dress; she looked like a redneck Christmas tree, like she was a hall decked with icicles made of heavy aluminum. She saw me and she licked her lips. Her eyes were heavily made up, giving her that carnivorous look a woman gets when she wants to leave no doubt that she is a sure thing. The eye shadow was dark, blue I'd see clearly in better light. Mascara outlined her eyes with a cursive flare that was at once bold and brash but still mysterious, like it was part of a veil now missing. She watched me and licked her lips as I drifted through the tables towards their booth.
Dalia sat facing away from me. She wore a tight gray dress that hugged her curves like a coat of frost on a Rolls Royce. When she finally noticed Tawny's eyes fixed on me, she twisted around and pointed her tits at me, dead serious, like a battleship preparing to start a war. Her face, however, was a mixture of anticipation and apprehension, like a virgin about to be sacrificed to Hollywood, the God of Orgies. A virgin in Hollywood is as rare as a beautiful woman I don't want to fuck. We have that in common, I think, Hollywood and me.
Tawny stood up. She wore an odd pair of high heeled boots. She didn't speak. Her pose said, "take me" without words. It was unmistakable. She spoke before I could, mostly because I just didn't want to tell them they had to go home. Why, you might ask, wasn't I dragging them off to my room and having them all to myself? My reasoning was not cogent, I'll admit. I had it in my head that I couldn't fuck them without an audience to smooth my penetration of them. Lazy as that sounds, to let some goggle-eyed on-looker manage the pre-coital stimulation, that was what I had in my mind and sometimes, my brain is not as flexible as the women I take to bed. I need prompting to take the moment by the ass and fuck it till...and I'm spent, the metaphor fizzles out.
"Sonny, we agreed. Me first, then her." Tawny said, stepping towards me when I was within arms length.
I glanced at Dalia. She was nodding. Tawny had hold of my arm and pressed her breasts against me. It was like sprinkling saw dust on a fire. If you've never done that, its a great way to lose your eyebrows. When I did that, it was the only time I felt what it was like to have crunchy eyebrows and no eyelashes. Her chilled fingers on my arms, still coated, felt like thrilling ice. Her body, hot and alive seethed against me, pulsing with ardor.
We were nearly to the elevators before the sensations roaring through me gapped enough to let conscious thought back into my world. We arrived as a wash of people flooded out of an open car. Tawny knifed through them, slicing through the knot of people waiting and took her position against the back of the lift, tugging me along in her sparkling wake.
Then she kissed me.
She pulled me into an embrace so full of need, so ripe with lust, I had no other thought than to blend with the lurid invitation emanating from her like beauty off a rose. It was palpable. Her arms wound around my neck. Her silvered breasts bunched against my chest. Her richly filigreed eyes caressed me with lewd anticipation. She kissed me, pulling me into the gravity well of her lust like a sun pulls in everything that gets too close. Her lips consumed me, fully and lush, her tongue found and lashed at me, piercing my mouth as I would pierce her. She vibrated with passion. She was incandescent, her body grinding against me. She kissed me and for a moment, I was still, not perplexed exactly but this was not how I'd thought this moment would go. I was all bound up with my sad, bad news.



She relaxed a little and pulled back to look up at me, her green eyes gleaming with the feelings roiling under her skin.
"Oh Sonny, please, I want you to take me. I, I realized this evening, waiting for the Triple-A guy, that I have incredible sex with you. I am so excited, so aroused, I want you inside me. Now."
For a minute I thought she'd called me triple A but then realized she referred to the guy giving her gas, er bring them gasoline. My brain was definitely not working.
I felt people listening to her. It was like my back prickled with their interest.
"When you fuck me, with or without anyone watching us, I am so aroused but, but its different with you because..." Suddenly, I think she realized she was speaking out loud. She buried her face against my chest, her arms tightening around my neck, sealing us together. She lifted her head and whispered in my ear.
"You are my brother, Sonny, and I realized I have this lust for you. It struck me tonight that I measure every other man by how you make me feel and, while I enjoy the variety, it is when you are between my legs that I feel it the most. You know what I mean, the pleasure of pure lust, sex that makes the world disappear. I am so turned on right now I want you to want me the way I want you. I want us to collide and make a brand new star, not some black hole. God, Sonny, you don't know what I am feeling."
Her breath was hot in my cold ear, like she was licking it after licking an ice cream cone, hot and cold at the same time. Her body quivered against me.
Clarity hit me like a flash of lightning, illuminating what I could do. The flash of brilliance clutched me like fear of falling, just before you jump. I turned and punched 19 on the floor register. Tawny looked oddly at me as I felt around in my pants pocket until I found it. I pulled out the key card and held it up before Tawny's eyes.
She focused on it. I watched the recognition of what it was register. She pulled me back into a raucous kiss, her tongue slashing at me like the tail of an angry dragon. When she broke the kiss, I twisted around to see what floor the car had stopped on. A guy was watching me, holding the hand of a diminutive woman beside him. He grinned and gave me a thumbs up. His lady glared at him but when she glanced at me, a blush rose in her cheeks and she smiled shyly, which got a funny look from him. They exited the car. We were on floor eleven.
Tawny pulled me back around. She kissed up the line of my jaw and whispered in my ear.
"I want your hands on me. I want to feel you touching me everywhere. I want to feel your fingers digging into my ass, clutching me hard like when you fuck me. I want you to possess me and give me the pleasure that having you take pleasure from me creates." She panted against my skin. I twisted around at the ding of the bell that opened the door. Fourteen.
I twisted us around, putting my back against the wall of the lift, turning Tawny in my arms so she faced the door, her back to me. She wriggled her ass pointedly against my pointed crotch, finding my erection and mashing herself against it. She grasped my hands, pulled them around her and pressed them over her tits, holding them in place with her hands over mine. Naturally, I massaged her breasts, molding and squeezing them while she moaned in the close quiet of the car.
Two other couples watched us, curiously, they gazed at us with interest but no disdain. They regarded us like we were a museum exhibit, displaying the proper foreplay for normal human coitus. I bent my head down, shifting through Tawny's auburn hair.
"I'm going to fuck my sister." I muttered into her ear. Her body tensed and she wriggled back against me, pressing my hands hard against her breasts. The bell dinged and the door opened.
Nineteen.
What theologian said that heaven would be on the nineteenth floor? None, right? So the fuckers must all be talking through their hats because suddenly I was at that gate, that is to say, Tawny and I were tripping down the corridor that led to the door to heaven.
I had the key card in hand so when we arrived at 1947, we both went still while I tried to insert the card into the slot with shaking hands. I got it the third try. Tawny snickered beside me, seemingly aware of the effect she was having on me. The door opened and we burst into the little living room of the suite.
Mercy St. Vincent sat on an easy chair, looking back at Patricia who was at the bar putting the final touches on what looked like a dirty martini. They both looked terribly startled.
Tawny caught sight of them and went still in my arms, her body suddenly tense and waiting.
"Oh, hey, I was wondering if you'd mind if me and my sister used one of your beds?" I said out loud, being sure to make the words form in the air like fluttering starlings seeking a roost for the night. I didn't wait for an answer but dragged Tawny, stumbling now, stunned by my words, to the door of one of the two bedrooms. One door was behind the bar to the left and the other was in the adjacent wall at a right angle. I went in the one on the right, pushing into the dimness beyond the door.
Tawny was quivering. She heard the voice from the other room just as surely as I did. I think it was Mercy.
"Did he say that was his sister?"
Tawny gasped and turned to look at me. I crouched before her, found her thighs and ran my hands up under her skirt. The sparkling silver dress draped down to the middle of Tawny's fine thighs. My hands found stockings and then the warmth of her skin along the tops, the several clasps of her garters and then the full swell of her hips, bare but for the elastic lines drawn down from the garter belt somewhere above.
Tawny went still as my hands felt around her waist, seeking the string of a thong or some other barrier. Finding nothing, I used my thumbs to pull at her body, opening her. She groaned when my thumbs pressed nearby her pussy. She gasped when I released her and pushed her onto the bed. She sat heavily, surprised but then, when I knelt before her, genuflecting between the knees of her steaming alter, she flopped back onto the bed and widened her legs.
"God, yes, Sonny, eat me!" Her voice rose around us like a dust devil, making me cringe and squint. I pushed open her legs and extended my tongue. Her silver dress crackled as I pushed it up her body, exposing her to the room. I found the smooth skin of her inner thigh and traced up it, leaving a wet, hot trail on her leg. Tawny went still, her body vibrating from need.
When the tip of my tongue contacted the flared lips of her pussy, she cried out and her body arched up under me, pushing her pussy against my tongue. Without any command and control, my spiking tongue poked deep inside her. Tawny groaned and dropped her hips. Her legs tensed but I had a hand on each knee and kept her dewy man-trap from slapping closed, likely saving my life. I held her spread and opened my mouth, covered her pussy and sucked at the ridges of flesh that pursed to kiss me back. My tongue was inside her. Her hips shimmied, then popped up impaling herself on my little tongue.
At that moment the light went on, or some light did. I'm not clear about how I knew that but I did. I was pressed fully against my sister's heaving body but somehow I intuited that the audience had arrived. The rush and ramble of the lust that had propelled us into this position lifted, a lull in the lust as though we were stopping for a word from our sponsors.
I lifted my head and peered up at Tawny from between her legs. Her head was lifted and she was looking over the swell of her breasts at me, her hair a thick, erotic bramble about the mask of her eyes. Her breasts rose and fell between us. I sat back on my heels and looked to the left.
Mercy hugged the door frame, one great breast in the room and the other out of sight outside of it. It looked like she was mounting the door post, or at least offering to do so.
I grinned.
"I should introduce everyone. Tawny, this is Mercy St. Vincent and the other woman out there is Patricia Goodshall. Mercy, Patricia, this is my older sister, Tawny Duncan. I am going to fuck her, if you don't mind." It really wasn't a question.
Patricia's voice issued from out of sight in the other room.
"How the fuck did you get in? Why do you have a key to our room?"
"Jesus, Patty," Mercy said, turning her head out of our room, "Don't you think the right question should be, is that really your sister?"
"God, Sonny, fuck me!" Tawny said, suddenly alive to the reality that not only was her brother going to fuck her while two other women watched, they'd know he was mounting his sister. Something about that confluence of conventional dissonance left her breathless and empty, but filled with the desire to be filled.
"Sonny, god, put your cock in me, now. With my clothes on. I'll, god, I'll come if you put it in me now!" Her voice was shredded with desire, tendrils of lust fluttered about her like a sail going to pieces in a gale wind.
I stood, unbuckled my pants and pushed everything down to my knees. One of Tawny's heels rose up and hooked behind my thigh and pulled at me, urging me to the deed at hand, urging me inside her. I grasped her by the knees and lifted but that only rolled her up onto her shoulders. I dropped her body. She was lank, limpid, without any will but the desire to be mounted. I thrust a hand under her hip and thence around her waist. With my knees to either side, I carried her full onto the bed. The light came from a lamp on the table by the door, so it was behind me. It cast shadows over Tawny's sparking dress. Her eyes took on shadows that made her look dauntingly lurid.
In the middle of the bed, Tawny lay back, flinging her arms over her head, staring up at me. I flicked the drape of her skirt from between her open thighs where I knelt. Her pussy appeared, a glistening peach in the dim shadow of my body. My hard cock bobbed before me, my pants bound my ankles together like Oedipus lost on his Freudian map. I leaned over her, taking my cock in one hand, probed for her entrance and found it. Tawny hooked me inside so all I had to do was to lower my weight between her legs and my cock slid deep into her.
Tawny moaned, loudly and long as I injected my length slowly into her. After a long, gasping exhalation, she went still as I came to rest on her, pubic bone to pubic bone. Her pussy gnawed at my cock, tightening around it with impossible precision, clutching me with little pulses of delight.
"Put your hands on my ass." Tawny grunted. "I want to come with your hands on, on, on my ass. Oh god, fuck me!" Her voice warbled with her need.
I respect a woman's need and in this case, I did what she asked. I'm all for taking such suggestions, both to grab hold of her ass and to fuck her. I did both. Her knees rose beside me like handrails. She clutched me with her legs, even as I wiggled my hands under us until I had a cheek of her ass in each hand. I squeezed her ass, lifted and hammered down into her.
Tawny screamed. Whatever foreplay she'd endured to that point, it consummated with a twisting, bucking orgasm that shifted me between her legs like I was just a stud piercing her labia. She seemed strong, surprisingly strong. The rise of her hips lifted me, seating me deep in her pussy. She groaned and lowered us back to the bed. I was rooted far inside her but she seemed to want to fold me up and make me disappear. I tried to be equanimous about it but the thousand light fingers inside her danced on my cock, playing it like a flute, trying to pull out another viscid, orgasmic tune. Had I not been to the mountain several times already that day, I'd have flooded her but I was fully aware I had four females who needed cock.
Now I know it seems like I'd wanked off the idea of doing Mercy and Patricia but now, balls deep in my sister and having announced it like I was a conductor calling out a train departure, I had high hopes that I'd end up sharing the twisted sisters with my twisted sisters. Our knotty relationship was about to become not so much intertwined as inter-twisted.
"That's not his sister!" Patricia's voice lanced at us. "Shit, she's coming."
Patricia got that much right. Tawny's hips were rising and falling with steady rhythm, grinding and pulsing but then the pattern stopped. She arched up, twitched and then bucked under me. Her body tensed. Her feet planted beside me and she lifted, sealing my weight between her legs. Her pussy clamped down on my cock. Her ass lifted up off the bed. My hands felt her great muscles bunch and tighten. Her body lifted me and then popped under me bucking several time while she moaned around the ecstasy possessing her.
"Yes, I do believe she is coming." Mercy whispered, her voice puckered with awe.
"Not his sister." Patricia said.
Tawny's body bucked twice more and then she simply collapsed. All resistance left her and she dropped to the bed. She puddled under me, her ass suddenly flaccid, oozing between my clinched fingers. I consciously relaxed, fearing I was going to leave marks on her ass, great hand prints spidering her behind. The image made me grunt with lurid amusement. I got my hands under me and lifted off of her. Tawny lay still, her head turned to one side, still but panting hard. Her tits rose and fell as she sought to regain the air she'd lost in the cataclysm of her orgasm.
I withdrew my cock from her body and sat back on my heels. I grazed down at my painted sister, proud of my work. She didn't move. She did mewl a little, which I took to mean she didn't want me to remove my cock, but that is easily construed as a flimsy male conceit. Still, its a nice conceit and one I love so much, I didn't bother to question it. I knee walked from between her open legs and rolled her bodily onto her face. She lay for a moment, her hair tumbled about her face, before turning her head, looking away from me. Her hands were still over her head.
I unzipped her dress, opening the back down over the strap of her bra to the rise of her ass. I unhooked the bra. She moaned a little. I rolled her onto her back again. Her lidded eyes regarded me with lazy insouciance, making absolutely no effort to help me move her around. I took that as a compliment, still ensconced in that particular conceit that I had fucked her nearly to death so she couldn't move rather than the bitch was making me do all the work. Very carefully, I pulled each arm down and extracted it from the dress. I wanted to fuck her naked.
"That's not your sister." Patricia said, now standing to my right. Mercy stood at the left side of the bed watching me undress my sister.
I ignored them. I was in no mood to argue. My body felt like it was radioactive, quivering and twitching as I anticipated a return to that wondrous space between my sister's legs. When I got each arm free of the dress, I folded it down over her waist and lifted the bra off her breasts.
"Cheese and grapes, those are nice tits!" Mercy mumbled.
I glanced to the side, not at her but at Patricia, mostly to see if my expectations were correct. Indeed, Patricia wasn't focused on my half-nude sister but was staring at Mercy. I moved by eyes to my left and found Mercy was focused on Tawny, focused but also she licked her lips and hummed a little from deep inside her stare.
I pulled the dress down under Tawny's ass and then off her legs, moving to the side to get it off. I left her garters and her boots on. She looked like nuclear sex, laying there on the white bedspread, her arms out to the side, her tits sitting up like raw mountains, nipples hard and teasing, her legs flared wide.
My cock was still hard, slick with Tawny's lubrication. I discarded the dress and stripped out of my clothes, shirt, pants, shoes like they were on fire. I moved between her legs. Tawny shifted her body a little, a little shake that suggested eager anticipation. I bent over her torso. I licked at one breast with great swipes of my tongue. She lay still and let me. Over and over I licked her satin-smooth skin. Tawny has a freckle on the inside of her right breast, a hard little nub of darkness that scored my tongue when I licked over it. I could see Tawny's face.
Her head was cocked back to her right and she had her lower lip between her white teeth. She held still while I licked and then kissed over the fabulous arches of her breasts. Her breasts were full and firm, moving but resistant, plush but stout, perfect in every way.
"Tell him to mark her. He won't if she's his sister." Patricia's voice had changed. I almost looked to see who was talking, my addled brain wondering idly if some new person had appeared in the room and it wanted to worry about it. I didn't though. I believed my first assessment that the two women were alone. I fastened my lips onto Tawny's breast. One of her hands descended and cupped the back of my head even as I began the process of putting a garish hickey on the crest of her breast, just inside the aureole.
"If he marks her, she's not his sister!" Patricia whispered, the certainty had drained out of her tone.
I marked my sister. Tawny lay still, her hand knotted in my downy hair, holding me against her body, waiting for me to raise the love welt on her skin. She moaned a little, the sound vibrated against her ribcage, coming to my ears as subterranean rumbles. With each breath she grunted a little while I bruised her. I moved to the other breast and marked her again. I lifted up to see my work, like a graffiti artist gazing on a finished piece before signing it.
Her breast had matching hickeys on the inside curves. If I pushed her tits together, the hickeys would have kissed. I sat back, looking at my half nude sister. Tawny's eyes opened.
"I'm his sister." She rasped. "My brother just fucked me. I want him to fuck me again." She lay back, her eyes closed, waiting.
"Holy rump roast!" Mercy whispered. "I think she must be his sister."
"He won't come in her, if she's his sister." Patricia said, her voice rasping in harmony with Mercy's.
I widened my knees, tucking the tips under Tawny's fine thighs. I pushed them wide but she lifted them instead, rocking her hips up so she could lift her legs. The lines of her garters stretched away from her body as she bent, forming little tethers. She put her calves on to my shoulders.
"Fuck me, Sonny! Goddamn, fuck me!" Tawny growled, suddenly irate at my malingering.
I rose up, her legs brushing my ears, bent her, bent my cock down and entered her, pushing past the plush lips of her pussy and penetrating down into her. She moaned as I pierced deeply into her. I fucked her. Our bodies slapped together, filling the little room with the smack, smack, smack as we collided. My cock sawed in and out of her. Each time I drove into her, her pussy seemed to pull at me, seemingly intent on keeping me buried inside her.
Suddenly, I felt it, the rising glow of an intense orgasm. I leaned over Tawny, gripping her shoulders for leverage. My strokes shortened. Tawny panted, her features contorted, making the makeup more garish, a noirish sketch of her passion worn right on her face. I drove at her, shifting her closer and closer to the headboard until her hands found it and flattened against it. She planted her palms on it and pushed back at me, even as I rode her. Her tits rattled and rolled as I rode her, ramming into her harder and faster as my climax rambled closer. She was panting harder, gasping around inchoate syllables while she took me deep into her body.
I had hold of her thighs, steering our gallop towards ecstasy. It bubbled in me for a moment and then erupted. I leaned down onto Tawny's thighs, pressing her legs to her chest, jamming her full of cock. She groaned. I groaned. I came. She opened her eyes to watch as the climax possessed me. I bucked and shook and pumped cum into my sister. There was no doubt I was coming. I pumped and moaned, pumped and moaned, inarticulate in the face of this excellent pleasure.



After a minute or so the cataclysm broke and then flagged. It always seems longer and god knows I'd like to take a vacation to the point of ecstasy and string up a hammock and stay awhile. I crouched over Tawny, snorting and snarling, trying to get my breath to even out.
"See, not his sister." Patricia sneered from her podium of jealousy. I don't think she thought I was listening or that my hearing worked during orgasm but I heard it clearly, that funny sort of awe that you feel when you see another person climaxing. I pulled out of Tawny, letting her legs flop wide as I left her pussy empty. I was aware of the slick, hot feel of her stockings as I sat back between her legs.
"It's, she's my sister." I panted nodding at Tawny.
"You, you have sex with your sister?"
I backed down the bed from Tawny's body, nodding.
"With a body like that, does it make sense to refuse her if she says, fuck me?"
"Not your sister!" Patricia said, but there was no conviction in her voice.
I patted one of Tawny's legs.
"Tawny, where's your purse? I'll show them your driver's license."
After a noticeable delay, she opened her eyes and rolled her head to the side to look down her body at me.
"Left it downstairs." She whispered.
I started getting dressed.
"Where the fuck are you going?" Patricia asked, her eyes flashing.
I couldn't read her neon meaning so I ignored it. I did answer her.
"I'm going to get her purse." I muttered, not thinking about how absurd that sounded. I left them like that, a little dumbfounded I think but not chatty enough to suggest they weren't stunned by what they'd just seen, to say nothing of what I claimed they'd just seen.
In the bar, Dalia looked like she was sitting on a hot stove. When she saw me, she fidgeted and shifted in the booth where she'd been sitting with Tawny. She looked frazzled, like she'd just come in out of a hot rain and had had a little time to put on her face but still hadn't cooled down. She did have on a face. The mascara outlined her eyes with deep dark shadows that gave her an "Elvira of the Night" sort of look. Her hair had gone all frizzy for some reason that may have given me the thought that she was frazzled. The dead give away was her eyes though. They shifted and twitched like the eyes of a Jew in a SS alumni meeting.
"Come on, let's go." I said. My voice was rough and I sounded rougher than I'd really intended but Dally's response was immediate, standing and pointing her tits at me as though they were cannons, loaded cannons.
"What did you do with Tawny?" She hissed while I looked around for her waiter.
"Fucked her. While two strangers watched us." I had to snicker then. I looked back at my middle sister. She was staring at me. "I told them she was my sister." I muttered. "I think that made her a little crazy."
"Oh fuck me with a hatrack!" Dalia growled. "That'd make me crazy too!"
"Get her purse. They don't believe that she's my sister or that I'd actually fuck my sister. One of those."
The waiter appeared and I paid Dalia's bill. She'd had several drinks waiting and if she wasn't in the bag, I was a mad hatter. Realizing she might be wobbly drunk, I took her by the arm. She snatched Tawny's purse from the other side of the booth and we tottered away out of the bar to the up ramp to the bedroom where I fully intended to fuck her for an audience. It was time. I decided to tell her so.
"I'm going to strip you and fuck you for them, too, you know. If you're going to change your mind, don't mount the elevator with me."
I felt her hand tighten on my arm clutching me against her plush pillows.
"Don't you dare, Sonny Duncan. Don't you dare leave me out of this. I've been content to drift along in your wake till now but now Dally wants dick." The elevator dinged and Dalia glanced around, wondering how loud her voice had been. She found several sets of eyes poking at her and she blushed down into her tits. She finally turned and buried her face in my neck, coating me with her quivering body. God, I swear I could feel the excitement and arousal smoking off of her, humming inside her like a big Cummings engine, throbbing and quivering with its own power.
"I want you to fuck me and fuck me and fuck me until I can't come any more." Her voice was muffled but fully loud enough that the couple standing to my left met my eyes. The guy winked at me. If he only knew. The woman tried not to look at me but when her eyes did meet mine she smiled at me, guilt glued to her teeth as she turned away and then pulled her guy out of the closed maw of the elevator and away from us.
"You're going to fuck your other sister. Me!" Dalia said in her same loud voice.
"Indoor voice, indoor voice." I muttered.
She lifted her head and glowered at me.
"That was my indoor voice. My outdoor voice would break glass and shatter windows. I am so horny, for you, little brother, for you goddammit. I want you in between my thighs as soon as possible. Now. If you dared, I'd fuck you against the wall. My god, Sonny, I feel like my skin is trying to shimmy off my body and smother you. If you don't fuck me soon..." Her voice cut off and I looked around to find a pair of women approaching, one older the other younger.
I gave the younger one my best "come hither" look and the other one smiled at me, licking her lips. We mounted the elevator and they joined us but exited on floor five or I might have invited them to join us. My eyes are always bigger than my dick. I think Dalia's excitement infected me, soaking into me and filling me up with new erotic energy. I didn't believe it was possible but by the time the elevator spat us out onto our floor, I was ready to take her against the wall.
She wobbled with me to the door of the room. I dug around for the key card but suddenly Dalia mashed herself against me, pressing me back against the wall beside the door to the suit.
"Dalia, what's wrong?" She was shaking. That made me nuts.
She'd buried her face in my chest and when she looked up, her mascara was running, making ugly dark lines on her prefect porcelain face.
"I want..." She began and buried her face in my chest again.
"You want what?" I asked.
Her voice was a wet muddle against my chest.
"What? Dalia, what's the matter?"
She looked slowly up at me, lifting her head like it was hangover heavy.
"I want Tawny to eat me." She said distinctly. "Oh god. I do. I want that. I want it so badly I can't stand it. But, but, she, she doesn't. She, Nova tried to make her several times but she won't, she hasn't. When, when you fucked them, you and your friends, I, I wanted to put her on her back and make her eat me. I did. I wanted it. I was so crazy with that desire."
"You are over the whole dick thing?" I asked.
Dalia's reaction was priceless. She looked up at me craning her head back to focus on my face.
"Sonny, for Christ's sake pay attention. This ain't about you, it's about your sister's cunt. My cunt! Not Mike Hunt, my cunt. I want our sister to lick my cunt until I dissolve into vaporous climax. I will, if she will but god, Sonny, how do I ever ask her? I don't know how."
I seriously wanted to clarify the whole cock issue but decided on valor and not stupidity and kept my mouth shut. I really was learning.
Dalia was weeping actually weeping.
"Jesus, Dalia, is it that big a deal. Georgia would go down on you, I bet."
Dalia snorted, dug in her purse and found a hanky, blew her nose and snorted.
"She does. All the time. We do it in front of Tawny. Hell, Charm was at us both but never Tawny when she was there, she just watched, never asked, never offered. Georgia tried to make her once but Tawny did her impression of Georgia, swelling up like a cobra ready to strike. You know how she is when she gets really angry?"
I nodded. I knew.
"She makes Georgia seem like Mary Poppins." I agreed
Dalia rolled her eyes. She started to cry into the hanky again. I just stood there staring at her, wondering if I should store her in my hotel room and give up on this. Then I remembered her threat and decided I could fuck a weeping woman, even if she was my sister.
"God, Sonny, don't you get it? I love her."
My heart stopped beating and my head expanded.
"Oh shit." I muttered.
Dalia hit me.
"Not like that you ass hole. I mean I want to have sex with her."
"But you said..."
Dalia smacked my shoulder again, harder this time.
"Stop it, Sonny. This is terrible for me. I know, I know I've been waiting for this, for you to have sex with me for, for, for a while but now, thinking about having her there, I just want her to have me too. I want you both to make love to me. I want you to mount me and fill me and then for her to put her tongue deep into me and clean me of all this lust I feel for her!" Dalia squeezed her eyes closed. "My god, she's my sister and I have dreams about her tits, my mouth on them. Her hands stroking my hair, pushing me down between her legs and then she says its my turn and I wake up!"
"You don't dream about me?" I asked. I must have been in the middle of a psychotic break and forgot my lines.
Dali hit me, really, really hard.
"Goddammit, Sonny. I said it once. Have you forgotten already? This isn't about you for fuck's sake!"
"Oh. Right." I give in too easily. I think I felt it should have been about me but no way was I saying that out loud.
"God, Sonny, what am I going to do?"
I answered the first thing that came to mind.
"Fuck me." I said.
Dalia hit me, then hit me again but then, finally she smiled. Then she grinned.
"I get it. I shouldn't be greedy."
I nodded. The cold draught of her chagrin had chilled my arousal and my eagerness to throw her down on the bed and mount her had vanished. I felt sure it would come back. Then I thought, for the first time since leaving the room, about what I'd find when I opened the door. Tawny had been lying on the bed mostly naked with those two vipers hovering around her. Maybe the table was set for a little Dalia dinner.
"You ready?" I asked my middle sister. It was strange. She was the only family female I'd not plundered right down to her short and curlies and suddenly I was getting nervous, shy even. I groaned a little and felt the welcome weather front of lust sweep over me. I planned to lay my two sisters side by side and dip and dip from sister to sister, mixing them with my cock over and over again and finally filling Dalia with cum.
"Sonny! Sonny!"
I jerked out of my fever dream.
"Shit. What?"
"I said, I'm ready. How do I look?"
I glanced at Dalia and she saw what I didn't say, showing clearly in my eyes. She made Frankenstein's bride look comely and that ain't saying much. She took out a compact and spent a couple additional minutes fixing the blur in her face. When all the lines were inside the lines again where they belonged, she nodded at me and smiled.
"Let's fuck!" Dalia said brightly.
I opened the door softly. I hesitated, listening. I didn't hear any screaming. I have to admit I was disappointed. I did hear giggles though. That worried me. With Dalia clinging to my arm like a purchased bride at her wedding, I walked us into the bedroom.
"Fuck me." I muttered.
Tawny sat on the bed, her back to us, wearing a Terrycloth robe. Patricia sat on the bed, fully clothed, her legs stretched out beside Tawny's bare knee. Mercy huddled on Patricia's other side watching Tawny like a bird watches a cat.
"Here's your purse." I muttered, then repeated myself so they heard me. Tawny looked around.
"Sonny, hey. Did you know these two were half-sisters?"
I didn't like this. I felt that terrible tickle on my neck, like the breeze from the falling blade of a guillotine. I fought back.
"They both fuck Mercy's husband...and his son."
No one responded. Tawny fussed with her wallet and extracted her driver's license.
"See. He's really my brother. Blood and everything."
Mercy exhaled like she'd been holding her breath since I left.
"And he fucked you right before our eyes!" She said, her voice wavy with wonder.
"Not the first time." Tawny said lightly, clearly enjoying this moment of notoriety. "The first time was oh so wonderful. Sonny knows how to make a girl pant for it and when it happens, god, it makes your toes curl."
"Let me see your driver's license." Patricia said from her position on the bed, addressing herself to me.
I shrugged and then nodded. I took it out and handed it to her. She compared them and looked around Tawny at us.
"Who's that? I suppose that's another sister?"
Tawny twisted around to glance at Dalia.
"Yep. I'm the youngest of three sisters. That's Dalia the middle. Georgia isn't here just now."
Patricia snorted without much conviction.
"So he fucks you all?" Mercy whispered, leaning on Patricia's shoulder.
Tawny nodded but said, "No. I mean he will. He hasn't done Dalia yet. She gets off on being teased."
"Oh, god." Mercy whispered. "So that means, that means what you said, about him having sex with your mother, that it's really true?"
"Oh, I didn't see it. Georgia did and told us all about it. Mom admits it. She ran away to China so we'd all be in the house together. If we were going to do it, she didn't want to be around. She told me either she wanted us to get to it or give it up and never do it."
"So you did it. You fucked your little brother."
"No. He's not little and he fucked me. I haven't fucked him. Then he gave me to one of his friends. And his mom, the friend I mean."
"Jesus in a submarine, I thought we were fucked up!" Patricia growled.
"Oh, right, like you two have never had sex with each other!" I shot back.
The two women on the bed separated like they'd been caught doing something by their parish priest or without their parish priest. Then they looked at each other. The looks were odd, clearly something passed between them. For a long, awkward moment they gazed at each other very like they were two strangers suddenly thrown together inside a swerving bus and one didn't bother to move away when the swerve was over. Then they looked at me.
"No. We haven't." Mercy said softly.
I snorted. I'd had enough bullshit shoveled my way I wasn't buying it.
"Right. You have the same mother and your fathers are father and son and you tell me that you've never fucked each other? You don't go down on each other when you get the chance? You fuck Jamie and you tell me that you haven't ended up lips to lips, ever?"
They both shook their heads.
"I saw you kissing in the restaurant." I growled, my bullshit allergy kicking in.
"Oh, I do that to make men crazy. We don't have sex with each other. That's what dicks are for and we never lacked enough dick before." Patricia spoke calmly but she looked like a spider was weaving webs between her tits.
I was so sure I didn't believe them but the looks on their faces gave me pause. Then it finally soaked into my sex besotted brain what they heard Tawny say. I poked Tawny's back.
"You told them about Mom and me?" I muttered, growling.
Tawny turned around.
"You want me to fuck you and then hide the fact that you fucked Mom first? What do you think I'd tell them, that this was all my idea? Your the pervert in the family? The females are all just willing accomplices along for the ride, or to be ridden as the case may be. Of course I told them. I think they're jealous. God, Sonny, how many women have a brother that can satisfy their own mother?"
"Not me!" Mercy and Patricia said together.
"You don't have a brother." I said but then tried to remember if I knew that or if I was just being lawyerly.
Staring at those two women, with the fact of my intercourse with my sisters and mother laid plainly before these two, I had a terribly wonderful idea. I felt Dalia hovering behind me and resolved to solve her conundrum. I nearly laughed with the delight I felt. I love it when I have an idea, it makes my head swell.
"Well, my sisters eat each other all the time." I said. I heard Dalia gasp and Tawny's head whipped around to stare at me. I met her eyes for a moment but then glanced past her as nonchalantly as I could manage to meet Patricia's eyes which were narrowed suspiciously. She glared at me, her penetrating eyes fixed and staring. She knew I was up to something but she couldn't quite see what it was. Her natural suspicion was well founded, I was up to something.
"We don't, uh, have sex." Mercy said in a small voice into the icy silence. "She, Patricia likes..." Here she hesitated. I think she glanced at her half-sister but Patricia continued staring right at me. I returned the favor. Mercy cleared her throat, managing to make it sound like a cross between apologetic and asking for permission, for what I wasn't clear but it came clear as she spoke. She sought Patricia's permission to rat her out and tell us what twisted her nipples.
"Patricia likes to watch me have sex." Mercy was confessing to Tawny what I already knew.
"I like to watch them fuck you." Patricia corrected, her voice a lurid snarl. She didn't seem angry, just really, really intense, focused on something three feet behind my sternum. I was glad she wasn't a spit because I'd have been a shish kabob. Mercy cleared her throat again.
"She, uh, she likes to watch men fuck me." Patricia made a sound. "And women. And women. She loves to offer me to a stranger and then insist that I make good on her promise, to do what she says I'll do." Mercy's voice wavered, like an AM radio out on the prairie somewhere. "I do love it." Her voice lowered to a private, personal hum. "I get so excited around her. When she's with me, I never know when she is going to offer me up to have sex with someone. Anyone. One time, we were at a resort and she had me suck the bellhop's cock. Then she told him to send anyone around he wanted and I'd have sex with them. I fucked twenty-three people that weekend, in three days. I never left the room. Patricia offered me to all of them, telling them what to do to me." Mercy shuddered, like a chill ran through her ample body. She giggled abruptly. "Wasted the vacation at the beach though." Her breasts swayed inside her shirt.
I wanted to make them sway myself.
"I love it. She loves to watch me climax. I get so excited when she's there, leaning on the wall, watching a man and his wife fuck me. She sits on my face, the wife I mean, and he plugs into me, down there and in moments the man is coming deep in me and the woman is riding my tongue while I taste her, climaxing the entire time and she, Patty leans against the wall, her hands behind her and just watches."
"She never fucks anyone?" Dalia said from behind me, her voice matching Mercy's tone, soft and feathery, like a dying dandelion in a soft breeze.
"Oh, she does. Yes. After they tire of me, she often fucks whomever she's handed me too." Here Mercy laughed, a grating cackle that made me look twice to see if she'd turned into the wicked witch of the west. "She gets so hot watching me come, she orgasms right away, immediately. The man mounts her and he can't come before she's all saucy and hot." Mercy smiled.
I discovered I was staring at her, confused by her words and their effect on me.
"I want to see your sisters have sex with each other." Patricia said suddenly, her voice low and gravelly as my throat felt. I'd have had to stoop to talk as low as she did.
For a moment, no one moved. No one spoke. Maybe no one breathed. Somehow Mercy and Patricia understood something was afoot but I believe they thought it was all between them.
"We've never done a brother and sister before." Mercy mumbled.
"Or a sister and sister." Patricia whispered in the jellied silence.



I waited a half dozen heartbeats. Truly, at first, I couldn't hear much beyond my own heart hammering and yammering in my head. When it quieted enough, I found my voice.
"Then its your turn." I said, my voice sounding strong and all manly and shit. Patricia closed her eyes and just like that, she and Mercy switched roles. If I hadn't seen it, I'd have not believed it.
Mercy nodded.
"Okay. Sure." She said. "But they have sex first, her and her." Her finger jabbed the air at Tawny and Dalia. I felt left out, ignored. I got over it damn quick, though.
Tawny had been watching them talk, ignoring me or more likely, ignoring Dalia. Suddenly she turned around and looked at me and then past me at Dalia who had cuddled up to my back, molding her tits against me.
"Ok." Tawny said. "But we never eat pussy unless Sonny has come in us first." Her glittering eyes came back to mine and she turned around to face the two clothed women on the bed beside her. "If we do it, you have to fuck Sonny."
Jesus fuck an eclair, I thought. My sister is reeling these two in just for little old me! Then it occurred to me that clever Tawny must know something I didn't, that these two women would never fuck me, they'd never agree to get a hot meat injection from Sonny so Tawny wouldn't need to eat his cum out of his sister. I'd have bet a weeks worth of pussy she wasn't planning on eating any pussy, counting that these two women had no intention fucking Sonny. They must have reiterated their intent to remain unplundered but that was before Mercy began speaking for the dynamic duo. I think my dear sister missed when the twisted sisters switched roles and Mercy took command of their two pairs of tits.
I couldn't see Tawny's face when Mercy pulled off her shirt, exposing her monstrous tits, bare and waving.
"Deal." Mercy said. "Patty, I'll eat cum out of your twat if you eat man cum out of mine."
Patricia turned her head very slowly and nodded. Her facial expression didn't even change. She looked like a manikin just waking up to the fact that her clothes chafed and she need to get naked.
Behind me, Dalia pushed back and I heard the slithering whisper of her clothes as she stripped naked. Then, the next conscious moment, I felt her hand reach around me and unbuckle my belt. Tawny stood up and backed away from us until the backs of her bare knees were against the night stand by the bed. She crossed her arms over her tits and went still. On the bed, Mercy was busy stripping while Patricia looked on, still dulled and lethargic.
Naked Dalia came around before me. She unbuttoned my pants and unzipped them before shucking them down off my hips. She had to return and pull down my underwear. My hard cock appeared like a lightning bolt in the air, dazzlingly hard. I felt the fresh air seep in under my skin, my boiling hot skin and then in a moment that sensation contracted and raced to inhabit my cock as my middle sister wrapped her hand gently around my cock. She lowered her mouth and enveloped the end, like she was taking communion, reverently and with slow concentration. Past her lips and into her hot mouth my cock slid and like that I was once more feeling my own mother's mouth enveloping my cock. The resemblance was disturbing. I missed Cici!
"I don't think he needs blowing, DillyDally. He's diamond hard now. I bet his cock could cut glass." Tawny spoke from her perch at the nightstand. Her hands had moved behind her, the white robe sagging open exposing the cleft formed by her phenomenal tits.
Dalia ignored her sister, instead pressing her face forward, allowing my cock to penetrate deep down into her throat. She sealed her lips, sucked out all the air and then let her mouth pulse around my cock. I couldn't tell if I was feeling my heart pumping in her mouth or hers throbbing around my cock. The sensation blew my mind. I groaned.
The sound pushed Mercy off the bed she stood and began to undress further.
"Patty, let them have the bed. I think they'll need all of it." Mercy said. When Patricia didn't move, Mercy stopped what she was doing and looked at her half sister. "Patricia Anne! Get off the fucking bed." She spoke with clipped sharpness.
Patricia flinched and got off the bed. The switcheroo was in fully swing.
"Kiss her. Take off her robe while her brother and sister fuck on the bed." Mercy muttered, her voice guttural and harsh. She gestured at Tawny.
Without a word, Patricia walked around the bed, past my sucking sister and me to my other sister. Dalia came off my cock like she was choking but I think she'd heard Mercy's instructions and wanted to see them carried out.
For a moment, Patricia stood before Tawny. They gazed at each other. Very slowly, Tawny presented her arms. At the same time, Patricia lifted her hands and gripped the lapels of the white robe. She unpeeled Tawny like she was a ripe mango, orange and luscious. Tawny closed her eyes. Patricia pushed the garment off Tawny's shoulders and down her arms. It dropped onto the nightstand, covering the red light of the digital clock. Tawny still wore the white stockings, garters and the belt around her waist. Her tits wavered in the suddenly turgid atmosphere of the suddenly close and crowded room.
"I said kiss her." Mercy said, her voice growing stronger.
Dalia knelt before me watching the woman unwrap our sister, one hand clasping my cock as though she was afraid I'd wander away. Fat chance!
Patricia leaned in and touched her lips gently to Tawny's. Tawny's eyes were saucer wide. I could see one eye anyway, staring at me past the woman kissing her. One of Patricia's hands rose up and lighted softly on Tawny's side. Tawny jerked a little, her body twitching at the cool contact. She didn't move.
"Kiss her tits, lick them, bit them. Make her say something." Mercy's voice wafted about the room like cigar smoke in a sauna. Patricia leaned back and then bent forward. One hand clutched Tawny's bulbous breast and fit her lips around the pointed nipple. Tawny grunted as the woman kissed, then sucked and finally licked at her breast.
"The other one." Mercy said from her topless place on the other side of the bed. She massaged one mighty breast while she watched her sister make love to my sister's breasts. Patricia moved to the other breast. Tawny moaned, her voice puffing out of her like she was leaking.
"Oh god. Oh god. Oh god." Tawny's eyes closed and she shivered.
"That's enough. Time for you two to fuck." Mercy said, pointing at the bed.
"I think she means you and me, Dalia." I said.
Dalia looked up at me and made a face. I think she'd have given me the finger but she's right handed and her right hand had a firm grip on my very hard cock. She turned her head back to my cock, kissed the end lightly and then got to her feet. She crawled on the bed, posing for a moment on her knees, one leg on the bed and the other still on the floor.
"Back or knees." My sister said to Mercy.
"Back." I said, taking back a little of my emcee's privilege.
"Yes, on your back." Mercy whispered. "Fuck your brother on your back." She closed her eyes. "Oh god. I can't believe I am watching this. Patricia, come here." Her voice was willow smooth. Patricia obeyed like a confused manikin, moving around me, watching Dalia settle on her back on the large bed. Mercy sat in the easy chair by the table on that side of the bed. She extended a hand and Patricia let herself be pulled into Mercy's lap, finally settling her fine ass between Mercy's open legs. Mercy looped her arms around her sister and looked at me. She nodded.
Mercy was naked now and her sister was still fully clothed.
Instead of bounding to the bed and spearing Dalia, I moved towards my other naked sister, shuffling with my pants around my knees. Stalled, I stopped and removed them, fussing until I was naked. I moved to Tawny. She didn't move, watching me like a virgin at a sacrificial ceremony. I circled her waist with one arm and pulled her against me. She sighed, closed her eyes and tilted her chin up a bit.
When I kissed her, it tingled through me like I was kissing an open electrical connection. It didn't stop either but circumnavigated my body like a firefly in a hurricane. I grunted at the pleasure, feeling her lust for me, her hands stroked my sides for a few moments before grasping me by the waist and pulling me against her fabulous body. I felt it, the roaring lust in her but all the lurid fear, the knowledge of what was about to settle onto her. I broke away from her and stepped back. She regarded me with her green eyes, never blinking even once.
I wondered if she knew that I was about to pump her sister full of cum so that Dalia could sit on her face and make her eat my cum as it bubbled out of her. I wondered. When Tawny licked her lips, I knew, I knew she knew. I turned to the bed and my waiting sister, lounging there with her legs askew, her pussy winking at me from between her open thighs.
I dived in. Well, I didn't really dive. It'd be a hell of a diver who could jump on a woman on a bed and penetrate her with his cock on the first try and not hurt anybody. I did crawl in between her legs and penetrate Dalia. She lay still while I slipped my cock between the pursed lips of her pussy. She shifted a little. One arm looped over her head, holding it like she was posing in sunlight and the other lay on my hip, fluttering like a curious moth near the flame. I felt her body inhale me, pulling me deep inside her, I groaned as our bodies joined and then she locked me in place with one strong leg. The other heel she hooked over the back of my thigh. I was buried in my sister.
"My god, Patty, look at that. He's fucking his sister. Again."
Patty hissed, inhaling as she did and not speaking.
Dalia moved her arm off her eyes and gazed up at me. She had the dazed look a woman sometimes gets when she is in the throes of a penetrating pleasure, pleasure that suffuses her and so she refrains from moving as though it's a wild thing she is reluctant to scare away with any sudden movement.
Then, like a sensuous spirit, she lifted her torso off the bed and extended her neck until her lips met mine. Her mouth was open and I felt her tongue lash out, splashing her lust on my lips. I pressed against her, cock and lips, bearing her down onto the bed. Her legs flowered around me, then enveloped me. Her hips rose under me, locking us more firmly together. I groaned. The feel of her plush body under me, engulfing me with sensation took away all sense of the world beyond our love knot. I was kissing Dalia and suddenly I felt emotion well up in me, a swell of pride, that her lust, her desire, her need of me could be so obvious, presented to me with such unmitigated longing in her eyes and the junction of our bodies, hers swollen around mine, holding me in place while she squeezed and caressed my cock with in inner muscles.
"Oh Sonny, I have waited for this for so long!" She cooed, her voice carried to me like a puff of perfume. I kissed her again. Her arm bent over her head, her elbow bumped against the top of my head. Her hips began to pulse under me, rising and falling as she surged and urged me into motion. I planted my hands beside her shoulders. She smiled up at me, her black hair flowing around her like spilled ink.
For a moment I had the sensation that I'd felt this before but realized that I was remembering being between my mother's legs, her eyes welling with lust and pride and her flagging refusal to admit that she was fucking her son. I saw the same mosaic of emotions in Dalia's eyes. Her hips lifted me and I rose with her until the tip of my cock was just inside her. I followed her down, pacing her lowering ass and then ground deep into her, pressing my advantage and filling her with my throbbing cock. She groaned, a long slow, luxurious sound. She folded her arms over her face, pointing her elbows up at me, peering at me from between them while she arched her body under me, lifting her hips, sealing us together, tightly and completely even while her pussy clamped down on me and chewed at my cock, her body wrapped around me eagerly pursuing all the sensations she could gather in that packed, full moment.
"Fuck her, Sonny!" I felt and heard Tawny over us. I felt the merest sweep of her breasts on my back and then felt her kiss the back of my neck.
"You need a haircut, Sonny. Your neck is fuzzy." Tawny muttered distractedly.
"Jesus, she is his sister." Patricia mumbled from behind me. "No one but a sister would say that while a guy is fucking another woman."
"Shut up, Patty!"
I chuckled deep in my chest. I lifted my ass and rammed Dalia. She rammed me back, her hips lifting and grinding against me. Our pubic bones kissed and parted. Up and down I fucked her while she writhed under me. Everything about her pulsed with pleasure and satisfaction. After a few minutes of the steady rhythm and my cock thrusting into her, she turned her head and looked past our entangled bodies.
"I've been waiting for this for months. You can't, god, you can't, you can't oh god, my god, I'm, I'm, I'm...!" Dalia's body arched under me, her head tilted back, her arms clutching it like she had brain freeze. "Oh god, so good, so good, so good!" Dalia cried. Her hips vibrated underneath me while her pussy pulsed around my cock. The pleasure roared through me. I was fucking my third sister.
"God, Sonny, kiss me!" Dalia whispered. "I have you right where I wanted you, now kiss me. Grab my ass like you do and fuck me hard and fast. I want to come again and I will if you do that." Her voice was strained. I bent and kissed her like she asked. Tawny's breasts scraped over my back and I felt the first surge of orgasm rising up inside me. I wanted Dalia's ass in my hands. God, I was thinking of her fully penetrated, ass and mouth full of cock while I fucked her. I could give her that, if she wanted. Right then, I took hold of her ass with both hands, lay my head beside hers and began to pound down into her. She groaned, she twisted, she cried out, humping up at me even while I sought her ass and clutched it in both hands.
Her ass was doughy and plush, not hard and taunt like Tawny's. She was built like Cici Duncan, my mother and hers. I knew because now I had fucked them both.
"Come in me." Dalia whispered. "So Tawny can eat me." Her voice gasped in my ear, raw with passion and, also, anticipation. She knew what I'd just done and by god, she'd owe me! She bucked then, her body suddenly responding as though to her own words. She twisted, she jerked and then she finally screamed at the last, fighting for breath since I was balanced on her tits and my fore arms. I tipped to the side to give her room to breathe or to scream but continued hammering her to the bed. Over and over I thrust down into her. Each time I felt her body flinch a little as though granting me access to the treasured recesses of her body. I had tight hold of her ass so we barely parted, up and down I fucked my sister. God, she felt so good under me.
"Fuck me, Sonny." Dalia whispered, panting in my ear, her hot breath singeing my face. I did, I fucked her harder and harder and faster and faster until I heard her breath stop completely. She tightened, stilled, tensed and then screamed right in my fucking ear! I went deaf for cause and blind just because.
My own orgasm reared up and roared. I grunted, pressing Dalia back to the mattress and holding my cock deep inside her. She seized around me, her body shifting and jerking as her own orgasm mirrored mine.
Then it was over. I lay on her, her tits plastered between us, swelling against my chest even as I relaxed, the pleasure washing over me and leaving me clean as a mountain rain. I wanted to relax but didn't, keeping room for my sister to keep breathing, panting really as the aftermath of fucking her brother washed through and over her.
"Good Christ, that looked good." Patricia said from her perch on Mercy's lap.
I must have heard her stand up because I opened my eyes, my face was turned away from Dalia. Patricia knelt beside the bed beside us.
"You fucked both of your sisters. I want you to fuck Mercy." She said. "Mercy deserves to be fucked. She's a slut and a whore and she needs cock. I'd fuck her myself but you're the only live cock in the room. She needs to be fucked. She's yours."
I grunted.
"What's the catch?"
Patricia smiled, her face sitting on the bed so all I could see was her head. She licked her lips.
"Your sisters have to eat me. I want them to lick my cunt until I scream!" Her voice quivered like she was cold. She didn't look cold.
The switch back to their normal routine confused me, not that I really knew what that was, what was normal with these two twisted sisters. I stared at her and lifted my body off Dalia. Slowly, like Jim Brown rising up after being tackled, I lifted off Dalia and sat back between her splayed legs. She regarded me through slitted eyes. Patricia stood up, staring down at us, her grand tits swaying before her like they were suspended in oil, slow and majestic. She was the only one still fully dressed. I got off the bed and stood swaying like a rail pine in a heavy wind.
"Tawny. Lay on the bed." I said, my voice slurred with post-coital pleasure.
I extended a hand to Dalia. She sat up and put her hand in mine. I pulled her off the end of the bed. She leaned against me like a sack of grain, molding to me but remaining tight and plush at the same time. Tawny hesitated then got onto the bed, on her hands and knees. I felt Dalia begin to shake. She was taut as a guy wire. The tension vibrated in her.
"Tawny, no." I said. Shit, I sounded like I was telling a dog to get off the couch. Tawny didn't react to that permutation but instead, slowly lay down and rolled over. I left her lying like that her hands flung wide, eyes closed, waiting. I went to Mercy and helped her to stand. I undressed her the rest of the way, stripping her naked methodically and thoroughly. She shivered as my hands ghosted about her skin unwrapping her legs and ass. When she was naked, I turned away from her. She stood there shivering with lust because there was no chill in that fucking room.
"Dalia, she's all yours. Mount her. Show these two how sister's fuck." I knew I didn't have the approved lesbian's expression but I did the best I could.
Dalia moved like she was a hundred years old. I expected her to creak. She got on the bed beside Tawny, crouching on her knees. Tawny didn't move. Dalia moved a leg over Tawny's torso. Tawny didn't move. Dalia rocked forward onto hands and knees and eased up her sister's body. Tawny didn't move but her eyes did, shifting nervously. She knew what was coming, or more accurately, whom.
I dearly hoped the two other women thought Dalia was being sensuous and not reluctant or delicate. I glanced at Patricia and Mercy. They were fixed on Dalia about to mount Tawny's tongue. Tawny shifted as Dalia positioned herself over her sister's face. Slowly like a great white avalanche, she settled down onto Tawny's face, her knees spreading like the landing gear of an F-15 taking its weight, splaying wide over Tawny's face. At the last, before her face completely disappeared between DillyDally's thighs, I swear I saw Tawny's tongue rise up, like a huge clit, touching Dalia's pussy. Tawny's hands twitched and then flinched onto Dalia's ass, clutching at it as though she could stop the pussy from settling onto her face. Her fingers spread on Dalia's ass, squeezing it so that they bulged white between her fingers. Dalia very slowly ground her pussy down onto Tawny's face. She leaned forward and placed her hands on the wall over the headboard. Her hips moved, slowly, careful like she was searching for something with her clit.



I turned to Mercy. I took her by the arm and pulled her to the end of the bed. Tawny's legs lay languidly apart, her pussy gleamed at us, bubbling still with cum from our earlier tryst.
"Eat her." I muttered.
Mercy didn't hesitate. She crawled onto the bed and lay down.
"Stay on your knees." I mumbled.
Mercy struggled to her knees and then shuffled forward until she could lick Tawny's pussy. Tawny jerked, her whole body shook. Dalia was nearly tipped over. She steadied herself and resumed grinding her pussy down onto Tawny's face. Tawny suddenly moaned, the sound was muffled and deep, like a distant sonic boom.
I looked at Patricia. She stared at the three woman conjoined on the bed. She felt me staring at her and her eyes shifted, albeit reluctantly to look at me. I was naked, my cock dripping with Dalia's and my cum. My cock drooped.
"I suppose you expect me to suck your cock." Patricia said, her voice low, menacing.
On the bed, Mercy lifted her head.
"Patty, suck the man's cock so he can put it in me for fuck's sake!" Her voice was slurred and heavy. Switch.
Patricia flinched. She bowed her head and came over to me and knelt. Her right hand moved up towards my cock but then stopped. She looked up at me. I stared down at her, her huge tits bulging between us still encased in a bra and dress, below her upturned face, each one dimpled against my knee cap. Wow. Her hand touched me and I felt the first stirrings in my cock. I felt no small relief. It's good to feel that after so much sex. I wasn't running on empty yet.
Patricia kissed me. I had to refocus my eyes. Her lips pursed out and she nibbled at the end of my cock. Her tongue shot out and licked at the effluvium on her lips then as though with a mind of its own, her pink tongue ran over the head of my cock and around, slathering it with her own spit but clearing off the head of my cock. Something clicked in her. She pressed her head down my cock, her lips sealed against the shaft even as the slurry on it foamed on her lips.
"Oh sweet fucking god!" I moaned. I heard it, loud in the room with nothing but the smack of womens' lips surrounded by pussy, one clear, the other muffled and dull. On the bed, Dalia rode Tawny's face, grinding her hips down on her sister's face with increasing force and speed. Tawny held on with both hands.
I grasped Patricia's head, knotting my hand in her hair. I pushed her down onto my cock. My cock slipped down into her mouth and thence into her very tight throat. Her mouth was small, shallow so that nearly half of my cock ended up thrust into her throat. It tightened around me, sealing her away from air but she had skills and paid no attention to the lack of air. She sucked my cock with gusto and I let her.
My cock swelled in her mouth, filling it and then fighting the constriction of her throat. She groaned as I expanded against the tension of her neck muscles. She was mounted on my cock. I pulled at her hair. For a moment, she fought me, then relented and let me extract my cock from her talented mouth. All she was missing was the hum.
I proceeded to the bed and the crouching body of Mercy St. Vincent. I plowed into her. She groaned as my hard cock sank into her body. She lifted her head and mewled even as I pulled her back onto my cock. Tawny's hips raised and lowered a time or two. She didn't make any other sound but her hips continued to move, requesting the return of Mercy's tongue. Mercy obliged her. I remained planted in her body from behind, tightly sealed against her ass. She groaned when I ground us together. Nothing shifted. Her body held me, clinching around me even as I began to withdraw from her tight clutches. I ran my cock back into her. Mercy groaned, Tawny groaned, Dalia screamed.
Dalia's hips had been shifting and grinding but now and then tensed, dimpling her ass under Tawny's hands and pulsed down against Tawny's face, thrusting onto it over and over again. Tawny's hand clutched her ass, holding onto her sister as though this were the most normal thing they did together. Tawny always did learn a lot from watching. Dalia came again, bucking slightly but not dismounting Tawny's face or lips or tongue, whatever the situation was.
Mercy lifted her head.
"Oh Christ, fuck me, Sonny, god, fuck me!"
I compiled. I held her by the hips and rocked her forward and back using her body to meet my strokes deep down inside her. I found a steady rhythm and fucked her with it. Sounds issued from the room, muffled like they were trapped deep inside her. They ricocheted around inside her. Mercy shook and groaned while I fucked her, her tits wagging as she rocked.
Dalia came again. She came again and again, the climaxes chaining together and assaulting her even at they roared through her. In moments, she wobbled and fell over, lifting her sopping pussy off Tawny's face and flopping onto her side beside Tawny's head. I saw Tawny's head lift and peek down between her tits at the head bobbing between her legs and her brother mounted behind the woman between her legs, his cock clearly planted deep inside the woman eating her. She held that pose for a moment before flopping back onto her back with a gargantuan groan. Then her stomach rippled and her hands knotted in the bedspread. Her body tensed. Her hips flapped, banging up at Mercy's face over and over again. Mercy rode the tempest. I couldn't see what was happening, seeing only the woman's bobbing head but I imagined her thrusting her tongue deep into my sister, over and over again.
Tawny came. And came. And came. And came.
The cataclysm of orgasm swelled and flowed through Tawny. She clearly lost control of the pleasure ravaging her, gasping and panting as the sensations emanated from her pussy and spangled around inside her body. Moments after she collapsed back, exhausted and out of breath, Mercy relented, lifted her head and howled with her own orgasm. I felt it, the rippling goodness that plunked down into me and stayed there, bubbling and simmering while her body gnawed at me with her toothless maw. A horrible expression but I ran out of similes and gave up.
The woman's pussy was a marvel. Still, I felt the greed that was destined to undo me. I looked over at Patricia.
"Take off your clothes." I said as clearly as I could. Not so much, it turned out.
"What? What are you saying?"
"Strip." I managed to ejaculate clearly.
For a moment Patricia stared but then glanced at Mercy's head still bobbing between Tawny's supine thighs. She nodded and undressed. I watched and she watched me watching her as she exposed her body to me. No one else paid her any mind. Naked she looked over at me daring me to look anywhere but in her eyes, so I did. Tits, huge. Pussy, shaved. Legs, model lank but strong, bronzed with fake bake.
"On the bed. On your back." I managed to grunt. I pulled out of Mercy, tapped her on the ass. "On the bed, on your back."
I stood swaying waiting for them to arrange themselves.
Tawny finally figured out what was happening and bailed off one side and Dalia rolled off the other.
Patricia, nude, her huge tits swaying as she breathed, glowered at me.
"Your sisters have to eat us." She said suddenly, regaining her equilibrium. Her lips twitched though and gave her away.
"We don't eat women unless they are full of cum." Tawny said, having moved to sit, naked, in the easy chair. She'd crossed her legs and was rocking back and forth, making her breasts wave at me. I waved back.
"He can't come in both of us!" Patricia whispered.
"Then we'll only need to eat one of you." Dalia entered the exchange. "The bitch in dry dock can eat us." Dalia spoke with relish, suddenly her sweet motherly persona vanished in a haze of aggressive lust.
"You have to eat each other, though!" Tawny said, her voice rippled with laughter. She seemed unduly happy. "Cum or no cum."
Patricia and Mercy looked at each other in that way they had. After a slight hesitation during which some tacit and silent communication passed between them, they lay down, side by side. Dalia came over to me, swaying like a great sailing ship full of heavy cargo. She got to me, gripped my upper arms with her hands and then sank slowly to her knees.
"You, fuck, you're still hard. Didn't you come in her?" She asked, looking up, amazement in her voice.
"No. But I'm going to. Patricia is such a bitch, I'm going to fuck her last."
"Bet you can't!" Patricia spat from the bed. Beside her, Mercy moved her hand laying between them and grasped her hand. Patricia went silent. Whatever they had going on, they seemed to flip coins to see who was driving the train.
"Sonny! Sonny!" Dalia patted my thigh. She didn't touch my cock. It remained hard as polar ice and hot and long as a solar flare. I was so proud. Why hide your light under a bushel...oh wait, I wanted to hide my sausage somewhere. I got confused.
"Fuck them, Sonny." Dalia whispered, her voice at the guttural rasp that told me she was feeling it. I really liked having sisters telling me to fuck this woman or that woman. God, that was way better than having them tell me the things they normally did, like "Shut up!" and "take out the trash for me, please!"
This rift in my reality made me dizzy. I shook myself free of my sister's hold, determined to stay in the moment, or whomever.
I moved past my kneeling sister. I felt her move behind me and flinched. Sisters behind you makes a guy nervous, particularly if your butt's buff and bare. Dalia crawled slowly and deliberately over to where Tawny sat. Tawny stopped watching. I glanced at the bed and saw that both Patricia and Mercy had tipped up on her elbows to watch this next Duncan family vignette.
Dalia arrived at the prow of Tawny's knees and very slowly, very deliberately lifted the top one and moved it to the side, off the other. She then placed her hands very carefully on each knee and pushed Tawny open, rather like opening a curtain on a brand new day. Dalia looped her hands under the inside of Tawny's knees and lifted. Tawny shifted down in the chair until her ass perched on the edge. She grunted when Dalia licked at her open pussy and then lay back, fluttering down into the chair like a used parachute arriving on the ground.
"Oh god, Dally, lick me, kiss me, tongue my pussy!" Tawny muttered, her voice raw with lust.
I looked back at he bed. Mercy saw me looking at them and plopped onto her back. Patricia didn't seem to know I was in the room, so I moved up between Mercy's legs. Patricia ignored me. Behind me Tawny moaned, a heartfelt note of sexual satisfaction. The Rubicon had been crossed. Tawny was going to get a lot of attention at home for a while, I feared. The rest of us might have to do without.
Mercy interrupted my domestic reverie with a hand on my cock, gently tugging me towards the mark, her furrow, the lips parted and gleaming. I let her insistent hand direct me down over her body. She had a firm grasp on my cock. She tucked the head between her rich pussy lips. Her hips rose and her body kissed me "hello" in something more than the French way.
I lost it.
I dropped into her like a bucket dropped into a well. I sank through her echelons of ecstasy until we were tight together. She grunted softly, pulled her hand out from between us. She whacked Patricia on the shoulder.
"Your turn, Patty." Mercy whispered.
Patricia looked around at us. She plunked down on the bed and I felt her legs press against Mercy's so they pressed against mine.
"Fuck Patty, Sonny. You have my permission."
I didn't check the fine print to see if I needed anyone's permission. I pulled out of Mercy and changed locations. Patricia had her arms stretched over her head, she stared at me, her eyes wide, her lips were red and gleaming. They reminded me of Mercy's pussy. That made me shudder. I touched her unshaven pussy. Her body flinched, jerking at the feel of my finger on her. She didn't speak or blink but her tongue snaked out and slathered around her lips. I wanted to fuck her face but decided that would come another time. Maybe. Maybe not. I dearly hoped I had two good loads of cum for these two women so my sisters would have to eat them both.
"You praying or something, Saint Sonny?" Patricia's voice quacked at me. "You ain't going to eat me, or are you?"
I was tempted but I felt the first twinges of exhaustion buttering up my vision. I ignored her, tipped over her directed my cock to her pussy. She hissed a little as I sought her front door. I wanted to ring her bell first but decided to just let myself in, since the door was clearly open. The bitch might change her mind at any moment. I thrust down into her.
Patricia Goodshall moaned very delightfully as I sank into her pussy. She was wet, no simile or metaphor could capture how she felt. She was slick and hot and open and wet and sensuous and deep as Socrates and I was seeking some ultimate truth. Then, suddenly, she clamped down on my cock as though just noticing I was buried deep inside her. It was a little late to try to clinch down to keep me out of her living room. I was a little offended at her apparent surprise in discovering my cock was in her, so I took it out. I don't stay where I don't feel welcomed.
Okay, she was welcoming, slick and wet but she didn't move a muscle, even when I pulled out of her.
I moved back to Mercy and slid into her. Her knees rose beside me, fanned to the sides, forming a plush nest for me to settle into. I penetrated her again.
"Oh Jesus, Sonny, fuck me!" Mercy growled, her head turned away from Patricia who lay staring at the ceiling. I understood nothing but hot, wet, wonderful pussy. I did as suggested. I pumped deep into Mercy. By the tenth stroke I was accelerating to leave orbit. I rose up and out of her, leaving the poor woman pumping her hips around fresh, well not so fresh air. I moved over Patricia. I fingered her pussy and found it bubbling, like I'd found a fresh well.
"If you come in me, your sisters will eat me." Patricia reminded me, like I'd forgotten.
Now I understood the content of what she said but her actual meaning stumped me. Was I supposed to cum fuck her or do a touch and go and make my final bombing run into Mercy? After a weird little pause, I finally realized I didn't give a fat flying fuck and rammed my cock into her. She hunched under me. I sank once more into her and her knees rose beside me.
Behind me, Tawny was regaling us with tales of her passion. Suddenly I heard her gulp, gasp and then she spoke.
"Mercy, kiss her. Kiss her."
I moved just in time to avoid losing an eye to Mercy's erect nipples as they preceded her over into our airspace. I sat back a little, keeping my spade in Patricia's garden, giving them room. When they kissed, the...sisters? Aunt and niece? The two fucking gorgeous women kissed like the lovers they were or should have been long before now. I felt the effects of the kiss. My cock felt like a rock star wading into a crowd of fans. I was getting caressed by Patricia's pussy in ways I never thought possible. I felt the first distant glimmer of an orgasm.
As if by magic, Mercy sensed my sudden potential and released Patricia's face returned to her own berth. I pulled from between Patricia's legs and moved over between Mercy's. She smiled warmly up at me and gasped when I penetrated her again. I was slick from Patricia's pussy and Mercy was slick just cause so I slid right in, like a hockey puck into the net. She caught me and the light went on.
Something about that moment boiled up in her. Mercy groaned and then her hips exploded under me. It was like she'd been holding her orgasmic breath and as soon as I thrust into her, she came. She came loud. She babbled and gasped and twisted under me. I ground down into her and her pussy jerked and clinched, grasping me tightly and surely. Her tits bobbled between us, rushing at me and then away, curtsying and surging while Mercy huffed and grunted and her ass spanked up at me. I felt it, the bones in my spine dissolved and ran down my back and dribbled into Mercy. I grunted and jerked, wanting to have more but I was nearly to the end of the line. My body was wrung out. If I had another climax in me, I'd have to add water to make it work. I could do that.
The pleasure sidled through me but under me, Mercy was coming heavily. She ground up at me, her thighs pinching me between them like I was grandma's snuff. I bucked once and a little sensation piqued in me, giving me at least a little real sensation. I'd given over long before Mercy quit her part of the horizontal bop. When she finally stilled, she patted me on the shoulder.
"Heavy." She grunted.
I grunted back, just to let her know I was alive. After she smacked me harder on the shoulder, I rocked onto my elbows and lifted off of her. Some asshole turned gravity up so it felt like I had the world on my shoulders. My cock was bitching about needing air running towards it as I rose up onto my knees.
Realizing I was about used up, I leaned over Mercy and kissed her. She kissed me back, patting my face as she did. I'm such a fucking gentleman. I got off the bed.
"I need a shower." I muttered and staggered into the bath. I noted that it had a door to the neighboring bedroom. I showered, went into the other bedroom and fell over like a cut tree. My lights went out and my hard drive parked and all activity stopped.
I'd like to say that that was my night but the bitch Patricia came in and sucked me hard sometime in the night, muttering, "They're eating her, they're eating her. Come in me, come in me!" She rode me, hard, to no avail, crooning with frustration. Finally, I roused enough to give her the time of day, it was two A.M. She didn't care. I rolled her onto her back and pounded her as hard and as fast as I could for about ten minutes. When I thought I was about done in and she'd have to go eat herself, I felt it, the suddenly flash of genius. I came. It was pitiful, I won't say it wasn't but by god, I put cum into her. I fucked them all. I felt all triumphant and that used up the last of my energy. Patricia had to get out from under me myself because I was no help.
Honestly, I was just being a butt. She cursed and grunted until she managed to roll me to the side and escape. I think she got my message. She was really pissed that I'd blinked out after filling her with cum, filling, hell, all she got was a dab of Sonny and if anyone found it inside her, it was a miracle, but I give her credit, she took her ticket to Sonny's Sisters' Tongue Emporium and ran. I turned off again. My duty done, my day over. Christ what a Friday!
**********
Vote and leave a comment if the mood strikes. Thanks. –C
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Taylor woke up Thursday morning and felt like she was still dreaming. She'd dreamed of Miss Rollins, the kiss they shared, the woman's breasts, her soft voice and tender touch. The morning broke that dream into shards and left her dizzy and crazed at the same time. The days of her week came back to her. Handled and mauled and sexually used by so many, so often, as though she were, yes, a sex toy, an actual fuck toy. She thought of learning to suck cock, the taste of the cum, the warm, thick liquid slathered on her face like frosting, the slick, gooey feel of the love syrup on her lips, on her tongue and in her mouth. She tasted it again, smelled it again. The passion sizzled between her legs. She felt it, the gnawing need, the blinding desire to feel filled again. She thought of the sour, smoky smell of Mr. Crowder penetrating her, thrusting into her while she orgasmed and she wanted it all again.
"My god, what am I becoming?" The question sounded silly in her ears, even as she spoke the words. "I am becoming a sex toy, a fuck tool, a three-hole climax aid." Her voice sounded dry, caked with flakes of amazement and lust. She turned over onto her face and lay in her bed. Taylor's mind filled only with one thought: Three masters! She had no idea how to have one master, much less three. What could it mean, to have a master? She fiddled with that thought. She rolled onto her back and put a hand inside her briefs, toyed with the folds of her pussy, running a finger in and around her entrance. She was wet, watering the grass. She withdrew her hand and licked the finger, tasting her thick, salty juice. She lay back. Three masters? How is that even possible?
"God, I don't know how to have one master. What does that make me?"
She rose and showered again just for the luxury of hot water flowing over her body. She ate breakfast with the family and drove to school, actually her mother drove her since she needed the car. Taylor felt stranded as her mother drove away. She faced the school entrance and felt it, the full-fledged feeling that she was walking to her doom. Whatever she'd been, she was about to stop being that girl. Her body shivered with the sensation. This was suck and fuck Taylor week, ending with the beginning of a raffle to make her a sex slave for someone for a week, a whole week! What would it be like to be a sex slave? What is that anyway? A sex slave?
"Someone who is a slave to sex, and will do anything sexual that is asked of her." Taylor's voice cracked on the word "sexual". She walked in to the school. She was early and the halls had only a few pitiful people who came to school early for reasons different than Taylor's. She wanted to get to class without having someone make her orgasm. She had a pad in so her panties weren't soaked through yet. Yet. That word signified her rational expectation. She got to her first class without being accosted. Ky came in and sat across the aisle from her. They didn't look at each other.
"Where's Ash?" Taylor asked. They often rode together to school, one or the other drove.
"Letting Olson stick his tongue down her throat." Ky said softly. "Or whatever."
"Whatever. Hey, I had an idea." Taylor said, her voice was velvet soft, like the head of a cock. The thought made her pussy clinch and her mouth water. She wanted to learn to suck cock.
"Oh? Another one. Maybe you think too much. Maybe you should quit while you're ahead."
"Quit giving head, did you say? Hell, I haven't really started, have I?"
Taylor felt Ky look over at her. She felt wonder and chagrin emanate from the woman like heat waves, rippling against he skin. After what Ky had done to her the day before and was doing to her, it seemed to rattle and infuriate Ky that Taylor wasn't bowed by it all. She had no idea what she was doing; Taylor stopped at that thought. Shit, if Ky figured it out, the bitch would quit it! Nothing would please Ky more than to rob Taylor of the mounting pleasure she was discovering, that being sexually used offered her. She turned to look at Ky. She had to do something to make it seem like she was suffering.
"You aren't serious about the week thing, were you? I mean a, a, a, a sex, sex thing for a week? And to who. Who is going to let me blow them for someone else to have me? That was all just bull, right?" Taylor made her voice plaintive and high. When Ky smiled that superior, contemptuous smile she got when she knew she was winning at something, Taylor felt the warm flood of relief. Ky was too smart for her own good, never imagining that someone could outsmart her. That had always been Taylor's advantage.
"Taylor, I am dead serious. You initiate everyone, just like we said..." she stopped. "You know something, Taylor, Kam really gets off on seeing you humiliated. He fucks me royally after he watches you get fucked. I don't know what it is. I wonder what it could be? Oh, I know. He hates you. No, that's not right. He is amazed that anyone else would ever fuck you."
"You mean besides him?" Taylor smirked. "He can't seem to leave me alone."
"Fuck you, Taylor. He's just trying to make you say 'no'. I keep telling him you're just a slut and don't know how to say 'no'."
"I don't want to." Taylor thought to herself, wondering what Ky would do if she said that out loud. Her pretty head would explode if she ever suspected that Taylor loved what she was arranging for her. Instead of admitting the truth, she prevaricated.
"I don't need to learn to blow guys. They were lined up yesterday to fuck me." Taylor felt for a moment she'd been too, too, too what? Honest? Forward? Something was too extreme. She needed to get to the point before anyone else came into the room. "I think we should initiate other adults. You know, teachers...adults who aren't students." Taylor looked over at Ky, so she saw the idea blossom in her eyes.
"Oh my god, Taylor, that's amazing. Yes. Yes!" Her eyes were in the far distance. Everyone knew, well she and Ash anyway, knew about Ky's obsession with Mr. G. It always amused Taylor how Mr. G seemed to have an affinity with her and not Ky. She knew Ky resented it but then Ky resented everything about Taylor. That they were friends...well, frenemies anyway, always amused Taylor slightly. Suddenly, she had a thought: Ky liked to keep her close because Taylor made her look better!
The thought penetrated through her like a shot, piercing her deep. She shuddered.
"Mr. G! He'd love to fuck us all. But how do we ever get a teacher to...a...join?"
Taylor shrugged, thinking of those full, overripe boobs in her hands, massaging that pliable flesh that wavered and wobbled when Miss Rollins moved even a little bit. She always wore those flimsy bras that let her tits wag before her. All Taylor had to do was invite Miss Rollins, she thought, and the woman would throw off her shirt and offer her tits to anyone to lick and suck and kiss!
"Taylor!" Ky's voice violated her fantasy of Miss Rollins naked, being mauled by the Adult Club.
"What?"
"How do we get a teacher to join the Adult Club? We can't just ask them. It'd be his ass if he...if they...if a teacher had sex with any of his students."
The pronouns displayed Ky's thinking. She was thinking about Mr. G.
Taylor felt smug, knowing that and knowing what she knew, that Miss Rollins would show her tits to her students in a minute. The woman was lonely, horny and willing; an excellent combination.
"We just need one, one to break the taboo on teachers making out with students. We're not underage so there isn't any real restriction on them, not legally. We're adults, that's the entire point of the Adult Club. Let me work on it, I'll find a way to get one and that should make it easier to get others."
"God, the guys would go apeshit if you got Miss Cummings to join. Cummings, god, she should be a charter member just for the name, not to mention how she looks. She is the epitome of blond curves. You know why blondes have more fun?"
"No. Why?"
"Because they're easier to find in the dark." Ky chortled. Taylor thought of Nicole and felt a flicker of interest between her legs.
It was like nothing had happened. They were back to being peas and carrots. Then, like flicking off the light, Ky's eyes dulled and she looked at Taylor, almost squinting.
"I have a plan for Friday night, Taylor. For the full initiation. We'll make it all about you. I know how you love to be the center of attention."
"I don't think we should change what we've been doing. Everyone should be included."
"They will be but the initiation should be you." For a moment, Taylor thought the leverage Ky possessed wasn't going to be used. She was wrong. "You need to stick to your own age, don't you think, and fucking leave my father alone." Taylor wanted to fight back but if she fought too hard...her pussy vetoed the idea.
"Jesus, Ky, I was tied up. It's not like I had much of a choice. He fucked me. Honest."
Ky fairly snarled.
"Sure. The first time. What about going to the house and offering it up!"
Taylor was going to retort, wanted to answer the charge, but honestly, she had nothing. That someone entered the room and sat down was happenstance and coincidental, but perfect timing at any rate. Ky glared at her and finally Taylor turned away. "The fucking bitch", Taylor thought, and moments later she realized she fully intended to go make the offer again. Mr. Carter wasn't so immune that he might not give in and fuck her again. She wanted to spite Ky and fucking her father again, in spite of her warnings would be just the spice in the kettle that made it savory and nice. It also would keep the "revenge" going and so far, Taylor was coming more than she'd imagined one woman could. She shuddered, a chill thrill of anticipated ecstasy ran over her skin, leaving her quivering. Nicole arrived and they began to chat about nothing. All Taylor could think about was the feeling of her face coated in cum. Suddenly everything else in life turned down a notch or twelve and she felt numb to it. Only the raving of ecstasy in her body made her feel fully alive.
She thought she was home free. She'd made it to class without getting molested or fucked or whatever you call it. She tamped down the muted disappointment. She'd had enough sexual attention yesterday to fill a lifetime for most people. She sat daydreaming about it, the feeling of being fucked on the desk turned her panties swampy. She wished she'd kept her eyes open and watched people watching her be fucked. It was a minor regret but one that made her feel dirty and horny at the same time. "Next time," she thought, "I'll be sure to keep my eyes open and watch them as they watch me having sex." That idea gave her an elicit thrill that made her squirm.
"Taylor Dillon!"
Taylor jumped liked she'd been poked.
"Taylor, you're wanted in the office." Mr. Mercer waved a leaflet at her and handed it back to the guy standing there. She should have known something was up. The guy was Jerry Moffit. He ran with two other guys, Jarl Thorsen and Pavel Alexandrovitch. She should have known but she didn't. She followed the guy out of the classroom and down the hall. She didn't suspect anything until she felt the arm around her middle, pinning her arms to her side, and the hand over her mouth. She was dragged bodily into an empty classroom. Jerry shut the door and began unbuckling his pants.
"What do we do now?" Taylor knew that voice, it was Pavel. They were all adults but Ky hated Jerry and he hated her so leaving them out didn't bother anyone.
"We fuck her." Jerry said.
"All of us?"
"She has three holes. Yes, idiot, all of us."
"Three holes? You mean all at once? How's that going to work?"
Jerry rolled his eyes, realized he shouldn't have his pants around his ankles for what came next and left his belt loose but kept his pants buttoned.
"Hold her," he said, "I'm getting her panties off."
Taylor struggled then, and screamed into the hand over her mouth. Her pussy exploded. The throbbing anticipation between her legs transformed from potential to kinetic arousal. Whoever had hold of her lifted her off the floor. Her legs flailed and she kicked at Jerry. Jerry snarled, grabbed one ankle and when she tried to kick with the other, he grabbed that. She grunted.
"Jesus, she didn't fight anyone else." Pavel whined.
"Because they were part of the fucking club. We're not. But we're adults and we can fuck her. We got the certificates."
"Maybe we should show them to her so she'll quit fighting."
Jerry grunted.
"I like it that she fights. This is going to be fun. Here asshole, hold her leg."
Pavel appeared in Taylor's sight and grasped her right leg. That meant Jarl Thorsen had hold of her. They called him Thor because he was Norwegian and big and strong and had long blond hair that he tied in a pony tail. If it hadn't been for his droopy left eye, he'd have been a perfect god of Thunder but as it was, he was a flawed specimen. Like his running mates, he wasn't the brightest bulb on the Christmas tree but by god he was strong. Taylor struggled but it was like she was locked in the seat harness of a roller coaster car. Thor didn't budge.
"Put her feet together so I can get her panties off. Thor, hold her, yeah, up like that."
Taylor's legs were out in front of her and she started to struggle. Jerry pulled a knife and touched her thigh with it. "Don't struggle, cunt, or I'll have to cut them off and you'll be commando the rest of the day unless you carry spare panties in your purse." Taylor went still. The arm, tight around her middle, robbed her of the air she needed to breathe well and so she was panting, fighting for air. She refused to believe it was excitement, to name it that.
"Jesus' criminal record!" Jerry muttered. "She's sopping wet. She even has stuffing in her crotch and its soaked through with her juice." He pulled Taylor's panties down her legs and off, leaving her high heels on. "You have the rope and gag?"
"Here." Pavel answered.
Jerry let her left leg drop and moved against her, a hand between her legs. He clutched her neck and squeezed. Taylor felt her head swell.
"Thor let go. If she screams, I'll choke her quiet."
The hand moved off her face. Taylor gasped for new air, pulling it in as she dangled in Thor's grasp around her middle. Jerry wadded up her panties, pad and all.
"Open up, Queeny, don't want you to lose track of where your panties are!"
Taylor clamped her lips closed but that was a mistake. He squeezed hard on her neck and put a knuckle against her lips and pinched them against her teeth. She opened her mouth. He stuffed her wadded up panties into her mouth.
"Gag." Pavel handed him something and Jerry pressed it against her face. It was plastic, with holes in it and covered her nose and mouth. When he reached behind her head, she popped her head back and thumped it into Thor's broad, immovable chest. He didn't even respond. She heard a click and the thing was fixed over her face. A plastic mask covered nose and mouth. Her panties in her mouth filled her nose with her own smell. She didn't focus on that because Thor shifted her and she felt her ass pressed against what was an impossible bulge in his pants.
"Ugh, ugh." She babbled around the panties. Her mouth watered and in moments saliva was running down her chin. Then the hand between her legs penetrated into the wet depths of her pussy. She grunted and closed her eyes. The feeling of being filled once more flooded through her and she jerked in Thor's grasp. Her body responded. The tension, the surprise, all of it combined into a tight, flash of orgasm that struck her and was gone. She jerked once with that bolt of ecstasy and then sagged in its wake. The finger moved inside her and she wanted more, more fingers, more girth, more length, more ecstasy. Her body quaked with her need.
She opened her eyes. Suddenly, she was aware she was the only one moving or making a sound.
Jerry was right in front of her. Pavel held her right leg parallel to the ground and Thor still had an arm around her waist and arms, one big hand clutching her right elbow. Jerry stared at her, not moving anything but his finger jammed deep into her bubbling cunt. Her eyes opening seemed to awaken Jerry. He put his other hand on her boob and massaged it, through her dress and bra. The feeling sparked something inside her, as though it completed a circuit in her pussy with the end of Jerry's finger inside her and the erotic thrill zapped her stupid. She grunted and jerked.
The asshole only rubbed the one tit, not both. He stepped back and stared into her eyes. He pulled out a piece of paper and held it up before her blurred eyes.
"We all have a certificate, Queen Bitch, Cunt, Whore, Slut, Cunt, Cunt, Cunt! We're all going to fuck you. Thor goes last because his horse cock will stretch you until you flap when you walk, if you can walk at all when he's done. So me first then Pavel and then Thor. We'll be in but you have to sign our certificates, so we can get into the next Adult Party. We have to bring girls of our own, though. We fuck one, someone fucks ours. That's what it says."
Taylor comprehended his words. That sounded just like Ky. It wasn't enough to get Taylor fucked but she'd put in a clause she thought sure these three would never be able to fulfill. Ky likely thought the only dates they had was with Rosy Palm and her plastic sister, Vinyl. That made Taylor furious and scared. How many more of the untouchables at Swanson had Ky enlisted to fuck her?
"Cunt, we're going to tie you up. Then we're going to fuck you. You fight, you might get bruised. You want to get Thor in the pussy and not in the ass, I'm telling you. Okay, cunt?"
The guy waited and Taylor finally realized he was actually waiting for a response, so she nodded. Her body vibrated with anticipation.
Jerry signaled to Thor to let her go and the big guy released her arms. She stood on one leg.
"Put her leg down, idiot." Jerry said to Pavel.
She got both feet under her and slowly turned around and offered Jerry her wrists. He trussed her up in a quick instant.
"Where do you want it?" Jerry asked.
For a second, Taylor didn't realize he was talking to her. He seemed accommodating in ways that surprised her. She shouldered her way around Thor, like a tug boat easing around a freighter's hull. She walked over to the desk and lay on it, face down. She heard Jerry behind her, then felt his hands between her legs. When he entered her, it was abrupt and deep. He rammed into her like he was stabbing the last steak on the plate. Taylor lurched a little but became lodged between him and the desk.
For a moment she actually thought he could fuck her to an orgasm. She was so excited, so aroused, dripping with it, so she thought that even a gay misogynist could have made her come but Jerry went from zero to sixty in a split second and moments later flooded her with more cum than she thought possible to spurt out of one average sized cock. He grunted and hunched and pumped and pumped and pumped until she flooded and overflowed. She felt the wet streaks running down her legs again and she had flashbacks, all the way back to yesterday. And still the guy pumped cum into her.
When he finally ran down, she felt her inner thighs were wet clear to her knees and it wasn't all her, in fact it was very little of Taylor's pussy juice. She felt him withdraw more like you feel a cloud leave the face of the sun than the departure of his cock. He'd been draped over her back, hands on the desk while he pumped his gallon and a shot of cum into her. She felt swampy and mushy. When she shifted her weight, she felt a new gush of cum rush down her left thigh. The tickle of the trickle gave her a thrill; hardly what she wanted to feel but still it was something. Jerry Moffit was hardly high quality cock.



Pavel was more disappointing. He fucked her like a rabbit. His average sized cock doinked this way and that. The guy had the rhythm of a retarded tumbleweed in a tornado. Just when she thought she could move with him and get him to hit at least one of the various sweet spots inside her vagina, he'd change direction or speed or something and she'd have to recalibrate. He took longer to come but when he did, it was one, two, three, done. He pulled out of her immediately and when she looked around to see what was wrong, saw him grimacing, and bent over, scrabbling for his pants.
"His dick is real sensitive after he comes." Jerry said, answering her obvious confusion.
Taylor wanted to ask how the hell Jerry knew that but couldn't with the gag in her mouth.
She felt Thor behind her and a thrill ran up one leg, the right one. She wriggled her ass, trying to be inviting.
"Thor, dude, come around here and take down your britches for her." Jerry said, chortling around the words. "Show her what she's about to get shoved up her main street!"
Taylor opened her eyes, ready to feast on the huge cock that made the bulge in his pants. Her disappointment when she saw him pull a large sock stuffed with something out of his pants made her furious. Thor's cock wasn't huge, it was barely average. When he got behind her, the only thing impressive about him was his strength and his ability to move her around like she was a pencil. He entered her and came. No pumping, not pushing and pulling, just in and bang! He went off immediately.
She lay on the desk while the three guys got dressed, hoping they weren't just going to leave her there like that. Jerry leaned down with his face next to hers and kissed her on the cheek.
"If we let you go, you have to promise to sign our certificates or we can't get in. You promise?"
Taylor thought about shaking him off but decided on another approach, one that might piss Ky off, more than she already was, so she nodded her head.
They untied her and she stood up. She took off the plastic plate over her mouth and nose and handed it to Jerry. She pulled her panties out of her mouth like she was a magician doing a magic trick. Though they were sopping wet, she wiped her face and neck where she drooled.
"I won't sign them unless you actually do have women to contribute to our parties."
Jerry looked inordinately pleased. He nodded vigorously.
"We wouldn't have fucked you if we didn't. I have my older sister, Tricia. Thor is bringing his aunt, you should see her, we have pictures...and Pavel, he, who was it again?"
"My next door neighbor. She's like 30 or something and loves to fuck. I told her about the Adult Club and she said she always wanted to be at an orgy. I wasn't sure what that was but she seemed happy to be my date to get me in the door."
"Pictures?" Taylor said, dubiously. She knew Tricia Moffit but she couldn't believe she'd agree to fuck at the Adult Club just so her little brother could get into the parties. They had pictures, naked pictures, several of each. All of them had pictures of the woman in question with her mouth on their respective dicks. The sight of Tricia Moffit sucking Jerry's dick gave Taylor a start. Then her mouth started to water and she got all confused. She wasn't sure if she wanted to suck Jerry's cock or to go down on Tricia Moffit. One showed Tricia with Jerry's now familiar cock between her tits, on her knees before him and the other showed her with shackles on her wrists, kneeling before him with his finger under her chin. Thor's aunt looked like a chic model, with dirty, streaked blond hair and a tanned body. Pavel's neighbor had a tiny waist, reddish blond hair and huge tits that pointed out from her narrow body like cannons.
If it hadn't have been for the very recognizable picture of Tricia with Jerry, Taylor would have been hugely suspicious but as it was, she shrugged.
"You sure these are real?" She asked looking at the three guys. They all nodded.
"We have all fucked them. They all love taking on three guys at once, especially Willy, Willimina Thorsen, Thor's aunt. Maybelle Longtree, Pavel's neighbor, her husband is gone a lot and she gets restless. She started with Thor and then when we insisted, laid down for all of us too. That one loves to suck cock, I'm telling you."
"And Tricia. She's only two years older. Why would she...?" Taylor didn't know how to finish that question. Jerry didn't seem to mind. He puffed up like a rooster about to crow.
"She likes being dominated. Whenever she comes home from college, its right into the shackles. I call the guys and we do her all weekend. She really loves it in the ass. You'd never know but god, she's like a pro." Here Jerry stopped and looked away. "This was her idea, really. I got my certificate and sent it to her and asked what I should do. She told us to fuck you and get the others to agree. They all have and god, they are excited about partying with a bunch of new adults!" Jerry grinned. "Nice, huh?"
Taylor nodded.
For once in her life, she didn't compare these gorgeous women to her own pitiful body but compared them only to Ky's. Ky was no slouch but she wasn't in the same league with the aunt or the next door neighbor. They were women! Not girls like she and Tricia were. Taylor wondered if Ky had taken a pole up the back stair way yet. Her own ass tingled as she thought about it. Her COMPULSION insisted that she'd suck cock and fuck with ass and cunt before she could become a full-blown fuck toy...she giggled a little at that expression.
"You show up at the next party with those females on your arms and no one will stop you at the door, but you have to make sure they won't go in without you." Taylor wouldn't put it past Billy, for example, to fuck the women and leave Jerry and his buddies out in the gutter.
Jerry nodded like he understood and agreed.
"We'll have them in shackles or on leashes that only we have the keys for."
Taylor autographed their certificates, signing on the dotted line beside her name: Queen Taylor Dillon, certifying that she had indeed fucked each of them.
They left her and she wrung out her panties, mopped up herself as best she could and returned to class.
The same thing happened the next period, too.
Not with three guys, just one. Justin Patterson carried the note this time and once they were out in the hall, he pushed her against the lockers and kissed her, hard. He was the son of a single mom and was poor. His main attribute was he had a voice like an angel and could sing the stars from the sky. He was gawky, awkward and terribly shy, usually, except in a spot light. The kiss caught her by surprise. She had no idea what he was doing and it didn't take long for her to realize he didn't either. His hand flinched away from her damp panties.
"You're wet!" He exclaimed.
Taylor stared up at him, he was a head taller than he was. She nodded.
"I'm horny, Justin." She whispered.
"Me too. I, uh, I need to have sex with you and get you to sign my certificate."
"You have a certificate?" That surprised Taylor.
The guy nodded, making his black rimmed glasses slide down his nose.
Taylor waited. When he didn't move, she snorted.
"We can't do it in the hall, Justin." She liked the kid, sort of the way you like a frisky pony or an exuberant dog. Affection and tolerance mixed together but they couldn't raise any erotic interest. The look on his face in response to her words made her want to laugh but she kept it inside, grunting against the pressure. He was so surprised his mouth drooped open.
"You mean, you mean you will? Have sex with me, I mean?"
Taylor nodded.
"Slut." She thought to herself. Her COMPULSION had warned her or predicted it. She couldn't say no to anyone or wouldn't. Couldn't, wouldn't, the result was the same. This time, though, she had to rape him. She pulled his pants down and despite her nervousness about it, sucked on his hard cock. He came immediately when her lips clasped around it. She backed off and let the cum splatter on to her face, neck and chest. Some ran down between her boobs clear onto her belly. His was watery and aromatic. He smelled like a swimming pool.
"I'm sorry but if, if, if you do that a little more, I'll, I'll get hard again. Fast, I mean. I usually come four or five times when I...you know..."
"Masturbate?" Taylor offered dryly.
Justin nodded, clearly relieved that he needn't speak the word. His father was a pastor in one of the local churches. His mother had run off with a mailman, causing a scandal that burned out after a while. She lived with the guy on the other side of town and, reputedly, took in one hour boarders to make ends meet. She'd been dowdy as a pastor's wife but with a little makeup and a gym membership, she'd turned into a as fine a piece of ass as the town possessed. Taylor had heard that somewhere. Justin had every right to be confused.
She sat the guy on a chair, naked from the waist down. He was frightened; his wilted prick indicated it. She had to get on her knees and suck him back to attention twice. The first time, once she got him erect, she had to stand up and take off her panties. By the time she was ready to mount him, he was soft again. His face was drawn and strained.
"You don't want to do this?" He nodded, then shook his head. "Which is it? Yes or no?"
"I want to. I, I just haven't before and Mom told me that she'd not be the one to take my cherry."
Taylor thought her head was going to explode. Suddenly it was like the whole world had dropped its drawers before her and was yelling, "Look at me, I fuck too!" Why everyone suddenly felt like confiding in her was beyond her, as though fucking her included some sort of sordid confession that absolved them of what they were about to do to her. Or in Justin's case, what she was about to do to him.
She tried to tell herself she felt sorry for him. The truth wiggled out from under the thick blanket of rationalization and started jumping up and down on the bed of her conscience. The truth was that the quickdraw trio left her turned on and unsatisfied and Justin was the next prick in line. His size was a little better than average but long, thin but not badly so. Her pussy was demanding a try with it after the second time she sucked him hard. With a hand around his cock, she spread her legs and sat down on his cock. Justin's head dropped back like she'd coldcocked him, which was silly because his cock was not even a little cold. Astride him, Taylor found she could swivel her ass and paint the walls of her vagina with his cock in ways she hadn't managed before.
Justin didn't come right away. For a while, he sagged over the back of the chair like he was comatose but Taylor knew he was perfectly conscious because his cock swelled and contracted inside her. She felt it. He grew larger and shrank, larger than his erect cock and then shrinking back to his mouthful size. She felt it, and slowed her grinding over him to see if she was just imagining things. She wasn't. She came to a complete stop and his cock swelled up inside her unmistakably and then deflated a little. After three or four cycles with her sitting still astride his lap, she was certain that he was growing larger and larger inside her with each cycle of swelling. She couldn't believe it. She started to pull off of him to look to see if she could catch his cock enlarged but his hand zapped under her skirt and clasped her ass and jammed her back onto his cock.
When he stood up, he surprised her yet again. He was spindly but amazingly strong. He bent forward in the chair with his hands clasped to her ass and just stood up. She was mounted on his cock, her legs dangling behind him. He kept her clamped tight onto his cock so she wrapped her legs around him. He walked over to a bare spot in the wall and placed her back against it. She grunted. His hands moved off her ass to her upper thighs and he held her high and fucked her well and long against the wall.
After a couple minutes, her surprise wore off and her body took over the reins and began to respond to his rap, rap, rapping of her ass against the wall. She put her hands around his neck, pulled his head down and kissed him. It was like someone poured hot whiskey down her throat. She couldn't breathe suddenly and when he plunged back into her, she erupted. Her body contracted and she squealed against his teeth. Her heels dimpled his bare ass, pulling him tight between her splayed legs.
Justin picked up speed and in moments, he pumped his next load of cum into her. His body shook and though he was gasping and panting, he didn't relax or release her. After a couple minutes, he resumed pumping cock into her. He didn't soften, he didn't wilt, he didn't stop. Taylor's legs tired before he did. His stamina drove her to the mountain top for a meeting with ecstasy three times before he came the third time. Each time the orgasm wracked her, snapping her head back against the pebbled plaster wall, almost knocking herself out the third time.
When Justin came the third time she climaxed, he pumped into her but kept the same thrusting magic that drove her to ecstasy going and never ceased moving. Her next orgasm robbed her of reason. Justin pounded her, increasing his force, ramming his cock deeper and deeper into her while she came and came. In the end, her orgasms ran through her like a string of freight cars through a tunnel, rattling and banging as each one passed through her. She was losing her mind when he sagged against her and his strong, strong hands released her legs. They leaned against the wall together for a while. Taylor slowly slid off his cock, still hard but with four distinct orgasms to its credit. She got her feet under her and they stood together, gasping and panting.
"Jesus Christ, Justin, are you telling me you never fucked anyone before?" She gasped, her voice thick with pleasure, the ecstasy dripped from her lips, mouth and cunt, the latter letting it run down her legs as soon as they touched the ground. She felt like she was drooling from her vagina.
"No." Then he chuckled. "I watch a lot of porn and, well, I rehearsed how I thought it would be." He put a finger under her chin and tipped her head back. His kiss sizzled on her lips, even in the wreckage of their copulation, his lips on hers gave her a thrill like no other. She gasped with the lurid need that gnawed still at her body, wanting more of what this man could give her. She wanted to pack him in her trunk and take him home!
"Don't take the Lord's name in vain, Taylor, please. I know I shouldn't be having sex with you but...like I said, my mother told me she would have sex with me if I had sex with someone else first. So when I got the certificate, I decided this was my chance."
His words blew out the flame of passion like a wet wind hitting a lone candle.
He sensed it and backed away from her. He was naked from the waist down and his cock had wilted back to normal size. Taylor stared at it wondering if she'd hallucinated his swelling cock. Too late to verify what her pussy insisted was fucking magic. Justin pulled his pants back on and found the paper laying on the floor.
"You'll sign it, right?" When she just stared at him, his face fell. "Mom won't teach me about sex if I don't get this signed. She'll think I'm just making it up."
"Oh god, you can't make that up." Taylor muttered. She staggered away from the wall and signed his certificate. He left her. She used tissues from a fortunate box by the window to clean up. She was full of cum. One guy had just fucked her three times after shooting prematurely on her face. Justin made her feel like an old pro but an old pro wouldn't have let that cock leave without getting an IOU out of him. Or a U Owe Me, as it were. She went to the bathroom and tried to get the cum stains out of her dress. It was a dark blue with bits of green and orange in it. The stains didn't really show that badly but she still wanted to get them out. When she was done, though, she looked like she'd walked into a shower and not bothered to take off her clothes before entering it. She shrugged.
Then she had a thought. God, what if Justin was her master? She'd almost forgotten her quest. To find three masters? God, how could she find even one? Then she had the thought that this was a most unnatural thought to have. Nothing prepared her for this, her utter surrender to the dictates of her body and its demands. In a few short weeks, she'd become an utter slut.
"Amateur." She muttered. A professional slut would have fit a bone in that boy's nose and never let him go fuck his mother. That thought exploded in her head. God, first Jerry and his sister and now Justin and his mother. She couldn't believe how things were going for her. She didn't even know how to suck cock and hadn't had a tongue touch her ass much less a cock rammed up her poop chute. Surely she was still a dilettante, despite her quantity of sexual experience, she was still just dabbling. To be a true Fuck Toy, she had to do it all. That sobered her. It was only in the next class that she reviewed being fucked against the wall to a string of very nice climaxes that it struck her how wonderful that had been. She was just beginning to get turned on, thinking about writing all that had happened down in her diary when her thoughts were interrupted.
"Taylor Dillon? You are wanted in the office."
This clearly was a trend. Something was going on. She looked pointedly over at Ky, they had all their classes together, but Ky looked mystified too.
"Get it right this time." Someone said.
She took the note from the guy and followed him out the door. Doullan O'Maklin was a quiet guy, a writer, tall, like Justin, but with dusty brown hair and a stoop. Nothing about him suggested he was strong like Justin. He wasn't. He stooped in the empty hall and looked around. Taylor was right behind him, waiting to be accosted. Sure enough, he pulled a folded piece of paper out of his pocket as he turned around.
"Miss Dillon, I'm supposed to have you sign this." He said, almost whispering.
Taylor smiled. The monster between her legs wasn't gnawing on bones, it was dozing, resting until the next feeding time and the frenzy it caused.
"Are you supposed to fuck me?" She asked, amused.
The next moment she was against the lockers and the guy was between her legs, an arm around her neck, using the other hand to unzip his pants.
"Hey, wait! Hold on!"
He didn't. He pulled her panties aside and thrust into her. She was so wet from before, she barely noticed the intrusion, feeling it as a welcome penetration, not an invasion of her privacy. She wrapped her arms around his neck, feeling him mount her against the lockers, and lifted her legs. She nearly dropped off of him, if she hadn't had her arms around his neck she'd have fallen on her ass. With her arms looped around his neck, they crashed loudly against the lockers, their bodies banging together and crashing against the lockers, sounding like a slamming door.
"Oh god!" She grunted, her legs locked around his thighs. She remembered Justin's strength but found none of it now. If she hadn't been pinned, literally against the cold lockers, she'd have lost the cock sawing in and out of her vagina. She held on. In moments, he came in her. For a moment, she felt irate, thinking that the certificate said he had to make her come! Then she mentally shrugged. Justin made her come half dozen times or more. It all evened out.
Doullan backed out of her as soon as her legs relaxed and she got them under her again. He tucked away his cock and zipped up his pants. He still had the paper in his hand. He took out a pen and spread it on the locker.
"You have to sign this." He whispered.



Taylor wondered if the guy was going to say anything else but he didn't even offer. He just held the pen out to her suspended before the paper on the locker. She took it and with some difficulty signed it, the pen didn't want to work tilted down like that. When it was done, Doullan folded it up and walked away. He didn't say a word.
Taylor watched him go and wondered if she really should go to the office. She didn't. She went back to class.
"That was fast." Ash whispered. "What's going on?"
Taylor shrugged. She knew she was getting fucked by every spare adult dick in the school but she didn't understand why or who was behind it. Unless Ky had transformed into a world-class actress while Taylor was fucking every Tom, Dick and Penis in the school that was of age, Ky didn't know what was going on either.
She sat through class, her pussy tingling and boiling. It was then that she realized that she wasn't raw, wasn't sore, and wasn't sated. The last word bubbled up and mocked her. Would she ever be satiated? She ignored class and reviewed her morning. Three trips out of class and three sexual events, five cocks and plenty of orgasms to spread around them all. She wished she had a copy of the certificate because she wanted to know if she was signing off on orgasms she wasn't getting. That thought made her gasp. It was like the Taylor of yesteryear had vanished and she'd turned into this swaggering slut who graded male performances on her own private climax scale. Then she did feel ashamed because she didn't suck cock very well. Her ass tingled again, reminding her of her virgin ass and its lack of two-way traffic and she felt smaller, the swagger went out of her.
The bell rang.
Ash crowded up against her.
"What is going on? Why are you getting called to the office, every hour?"
"To be fucked." Taylor muttered. "The guys, they get me out of class and fuck me."
"It's Ky! It has to be!" Ash snarled. At odd times her dislike for Ky on Taylor's behalf appeared in spades and she made no attempt to hide it. The rest of the time, though, it was all sweetness and light.
Taylor didn't understand either but she didn't to get too close to the truth either, if it was Ky handing her pussy off to every spare adult dick in the world, who could it be?
"What's going on with you and Olson?" She asked, changing the subject.
Ash shrank. All the umbrage vanished in a puff of sweat and perfume.
"Nothing." She whispered. "We're seeing each other."
"He's fucking you, Ash. But something else is going on."
Ash smiled then, looking at Taylor out of the corner of her eyes.
"Yes, he's fucking me. He takes me when he wants me, however he wants me and he wants me a lot." She sighed, her eyes shining with the light of remembered ecstasy.
Taylor stared at her, wishing between her legs that she had someone to pine over. Even if it was Olson it was better than being the world's cum bucket. Her words, echoed in her mind. God, is that how she thought of herself? The world's cum bucket?
Olson appeared and took Ash away, pulling her into a clinch and mashing her against the wall a dozen feet away from Taylor. He was kissing Ash but his bleak blue eyes stared at Taylor. Taylor walked past them. Olson turned to watch her leave and Ash pulled his face back around to kiss him again. Whatever he had with her, Ash seemed to love it.
Taylor shook her head. She was definitely the pot calling the kettle black if she sniffed at Ash getting some. She went to lunch and got through 4th period without being called to the office. Fifth period hadn't even begun when Stanford Illes appeared with a note from the office and Taylor was dismissed. She followed Stanford out into the hall, bracing for what was to come next. Her, she hoped. Instead of becoming inured to orgasm, she was becoming addicted. Breathing seemed to be no longer enough. If she had to be alive, it seemed, she wanted to be approaching climax, climaxing or recovering from a climax. Everything else seemed to have depreciated down to having next to no value for her.
Stanford was a tall, slick looking guy, president of the class, rich as Croesus and mild in manner and attitude. He was the resident preppy. His orange blond hair was never out of place and never seemed to move but that meant nothing because he was stately as a butterfly. Lots of guys insisted he was gay but he dated girls and had a girlfriend from time to time but never anything or anyone that generated any heat. It was like his life was a modeling gig and all he had to do was look good and smile at the right times. He had no other responsibilities. He had a ticket to Harvard and planned to go to Law School at Stanford, giving him an eponymous law degree. He was one of the few Ky had invited to the Adult Parties who'd shown no interest. His arrival as a minion of the office made no sense. He never ran errands for anyone, other people ran errands for him.
Taylor followed him, at first steeled against whatever he was going to do but as they neared the principle's office, she began to doubt he was going to use her for sex. She was disappointed, mildly at least, because it would have been a lark to see Stanford Illes face when he orgasmed. He led her into the outer office and waved to Mrs. Coyle and opened the door to Mr. G's office. Taylor stopped and the door banged closed.
"Taylor, you go on in." Mrs. Coyle said with a smile.
That gave Taylor pause in mind though she didn't hesitate in body and went through the door. It turned out it wasn't a door so much as a looking glass. The world turned upside down.
Stanford was folding up his pants. He wore tiddy whities and his legs were nearly as white as his underwear. He had on black socks, which, he didn't take off even after he shucked down his briefs. He turned to face Taylor even as he unbuttoned his shirt.
"I don't want to muss my clothing." He said, his mellifluous voice caressed Taylor's cheek.
"What are you doing, Stanford? This is Mr. G's office." He nodded.
"I know."
"So put your fucking pants back on, for Christ's sake. Mr. G could be back any time."
"No. Not for a few hours. He's handling something with the school board and won't be back until that's over." Stanford was naked, except for the socks.
Taylor finally stopped thinking about the situation and paid more attention to the equipment. Stanford Illes was hung like a horse. His huge cock drooped before him like an anteater's trunk, a long, languorous curve of cock that ended in a head that was smaller than the shaft. Taylor stared for a moment. She shook herself.
"Mrs. Coyle..." She began but Stanford cut her off.
"Leaving now. Has a dentist appointment or something."
Dentist appointment? Taylor wondered if the old biddy with the gray hair and huge tits was going to fuck Mr. Carter too. She shook herself.
"What are you doing?"
"We are going to have sex, Taylor. Honest, Mrs. Coyle is leaving and, if you don't scream too loud, no one will ever know you fucked me here."
"I fucked you?"
Stanford shrugged.
"Its just a matter of speaking. Look for yourself. She's gone."
His easy confidence inspired her to look but when she turned to the door, she noted that he scampered out of eye line with the office beyond. Sure enough, the light was out and Mrs. Coyle was nowhere to be seen. Taylor let the door clunk shut. She turned around. Stanford came out from behind the desk, his cock was swelling, but not the little bullet head, it looked more like a cap pulled onto the end of his mighty shaft than a cockhead.
"We invited you to join the Adult Club and you ignored us. Now you want to join?"
The guy shrugged his broad, bony shoulders. He had a hollow, sunken chest made more so by the hunch in his shoulders and his constant stoop. His cock was no longer stooping or drooping or anything else less than full erection. She stared down at him. Her mouth and vagina watered. His shrug wasn't much of an answer.
He gestured towards a paper on the desk, clearly a certificate of fucking Taylor Dillon.
"I need you to sign it and so we have to do it. Please take off your dress so we don't muss it. I want to go down on you before we copulate."
Taylor snickered.
"I'm afraid its been mussed already. Stanford, I'm bubbling full of cum. I have more cock juice in me than you have in you, I'll warrant."
At that he grinned.
"I know. I like the taste of cum sipped from a woman's jade chalice. I hope you don't mind. I'm told I am a master of the vagina kiss." Then he sighed. "I don't seem to have very good luck in finding the right woman who will consent to be the third in a male, male, female menage a tois. I manage to boff it up every time. There's nothing I enjoy more than having a man mount me while I am mounted in a woman." He shook his head. "I like to suck cock while she sucks my cock. I like to eat her pussy while he sucks my cock." He was perfectly erect now.
Taylor stared at it. He was huge. Not Kam huge but stretch Taylor's cunt huge, so huge enough then.
"She sucks on that?"
"Sandy Davis could suck my cock better than anyone, even Suzy, her sister who had a better reputation. She got all finicky when it was me with a cock in my mouth." He reached a hand and grasped his huge spear. He sounded so wistful, with a cock like that, it seemed just stupid. "Please Taylor, we only have this hour, then its someone else's turn."
Someone else's turn? Taylor thought, confused.
"What does that mean?"
"Do you want me to lay on the floor? Some women find it better to control how much of me goes in than when leaving it up to me. I'm afraid I become somewhat rambunctious. Do you want me to help you with your dress and bra? I know the zipper in the back can be a problem sometimes."
Taylor turned her back to him and gathered her hair off the back of her neck. He unzipped her. His hands were shaking. She felt them on her back. With the zipper down at the crack of her ass, she turned around and very carefully took it off. Stanford took it from her and carefully folded it and lay it on one of the guest chairs, square, stolid things with scratchy cushions and wooden arms. She turned around and he unhooked his bra. Again she felt his shaking hands.
"What did you mean, someone else's turn?"
Stanford shrugged, his bony shoulders rose and fell. He grinned crookedly.
"I suppose," he gestured at her nearly naked body, "since you're going to fuck me, it doesn't matter. If you'd reported me to the Vice Principle, Miss Cummings would have blown me."
Taylor goggled, but then she noted the sense in her that there was far more to this than met the eye. She believed that sense because what was happening to her barely made any sense, if any at all. Still, she shucked her panties down, still damp from the mornings adventures. She stood in Mr. G's office naked, about to be fucked by Stanford Illes. She shuddered, suddenly feeling the chill of the office. "I'll never come in this office and feel the same way about it." She thought to herself. It made her want to laugh but only behind her ribs; it never rose higher then her throat so she remained quiet.
"So? How do you want to do it?" Stanford asked.
"You're the man. Why are you asking me?" Taylor snarked back.
The mild-mannered guy vanished. Stanford swept her up in his arms and plunked her down on Mr. G's desk, her legs dangling over the end. He got to his knees and pulled her ass close to the edge, putting her legs over his shoulders. He went down on her.
His self-assessment was far short of what his tongue did to her. Taylor felt it first as little flicks directly on her now well-used cunt. Stanford inhaled deeply, drawing in the mixed aroma of her cum and the various men who had deposited their cum inside her. Then he lapped lavishly at her pussy, his long tongue running up and down the cleft in her body. It was both strong and light at the same time, inveigling its way into the deepest folds of her pussy lips and caressing her suddenly erect little man in the boat until she had a short, crushing orgasm just from his tongue on her clit. It was like he was touching her with his tongue just as she touched herself with her fingers. He knew, he knew where to touch, how hard to press and when she responded, how to respond back, giving her tit for tat while she spiraled toward the sun, Icarus waiting for her wings to melt and begin the plummet to her little death!
After that first, introductory orgasm, he lavished praise on her cunt with his tongue, speaking the erotic language of a cunning linguist with artful ease, never hesitating, never balking at the occasional gush of foreign cum as her cunt muscles contracted around each new column of pleasure he was building in her body. The teasing flicks of his tongue, the studied burrowing against her increasingly sensitized flesh all constructed a grand cathedral of orgasmic anticipation that exploded when he penetrated her pussy with his long, artful tongue. She felt it spear into her, a hot poker thrust deep, searing her nerves with shocking waves of pleasure even as he worked his was from corner to corner to corner of her cunt, poking and prodding, nudging at her with loving expression, while his lips nibbled and sucked at the outer folds of her body.
Taylor bucked into a penetrating orgasm. Her mind was divided. Part of her wanted to sink beneath the Siren seas of pleasure and never be heard from again but another part, that irascible part that made her the Bitch Queen of Swanson High wanted to know what the fuck was going on! Someone was playing with her, using her sexually for something she had no idea what it meant and though she was surrendering time after time to each new sexual offering, and the pleasure swamped her again and again, more or less but always beguiling her to open her knees yet again to the next importuning cock that came her way, she still wanted to know what this all meant!
The orgasm was technically perfect yet her mind remained above it, surfing the giant waves of pleasure and trying to peer through them to the the purpose that she was serving, ignorant or blissful, it didn't matter, she wanted to know what was happening to her and why. Ky was no longer sufficient excuse or explanation.
Stanford's tongue needed no explanation. It was a fucking national treasure. She wanted so badly to clamp her thighs closed on his head and pop him like a pimple but she restrained herself, even as the great wave of ecstasy washed over her. She didn't want to disturb the great artist at work. His tongue lanced into her, now tongue-fucking her with great abandoned, giving her another taste of this perfect ecstasy that made her so suspicious. Her body bucked on the desk, her heels rapped out a rhythm on Stanford's back. He paid her feet no mind, licking and sucking and kissing her pussy to heights she never imagined.
Suddenly he was gone. That luscious tongue that licked the reason right out of her vanished and Taylor cursed not having clamped her legs down on his head to keep him in place, licking and kissing and sucking at her vagina while she came around him like a swirling hurricane.
He mounted her.
The thrust into her opened her eyes. She'd known he was moving her body this way and that, but the penetration still surprised her mind, which had regressed a few dozen genetic generations. She was nothing more than an animal with a cunt. His cock rammed into her and she came again, heroically and wildly. She cried out, finally finding her voice after so much panting and gasping for air she couldn't command in proper volume. He spitted her like the piece of meat she'd become, piercing her pussy with his giant prong and pulling her tight into it until she felt stretched like a hose pulled down over a thief's face. She felt the features of his cock sliding into her body, raking across the sides of her vagina and stimulating new and awful pleasure. She was consumed. She was insane with pleasure. Her entire body bucked over and over again, as wave after wave of ecstasy broke over her, rattling her teeth and bones and leaving her gasping for air. The day of foreplay was culminating in a geyser of orgasm for her.
Stanford erupted. She felt it. She swore she did, like a swelling, in increased pressure inside her, a growing tension that stretched her more but managed to coat her interior nerves with a spangling of awesome delight. She knew he was coming because his face clinched, his eyes closed, his aristocratic lips pulled tight over his perfect teeth. His hair was finally coming undone and was out of place, a sure sign that the guy had lost his shit and he was losing it deep in her. Taylor felt it then, the unfamiliar pride of being fucked and fucked well because it takes two for a good shagging. She locked her heels behind the man's back and twerked her ass up at him, begging to be filled and as he pumped into her, she was. In moments she welled up and overflowed, spewing cum between them like late arriving lubricant. She bucked, she jerked, her hands on his shoulders turned to claws and she was glad she had no real claws or she'd have raked him royally.
The cataclysm passed.
The bell rang signaling the end of the period and the beginning of the next was pending. They'd lain, sealed together, as though two disparate colors blending in a hard rain suddenly turned light. They sprang apart as the bell summoned them to the next class. They dressed each other and finally, looking nearly respectable except for the nuclear glow emanating from them as the telltale sign of their incandescent coupling, they parted ways in the wash of students and she barely arrived at her next class in time.
She sat, bubbling cum and feeling the aftershocks of her orgasm, orgasms, echoing in her body. Mrs. Stineway droned on and Taylor sat listening to her voice as though she were the summer song of locusts in August heat, meaningless music uncomposed and throbbing with pointless noise. The noise was her own throbbing sexual response. She felt it full inside her. She lay her head down on her desk, listening and not listening. Her first conscious thought was that she'd be summoned for sex to the office again but no notice arrived and she lazed in the afterglow of a full day of incredibly varied sexual coitus. Her body felt light and by the end of class, she was full of energy.
She was happy to go to dance class. She felt the other girls' eyes on her as she undressed. Cum ran down her legs each time she moved just right and she wore it as a badge of honor. She'd fucked what? Five, six, maybe seven guys that day? She'd been used and used and used sexually and yet there she was, stripping and showing the other girls her body, her pursed cunt, bubbling with the cum of men who fucked her.
"Cunt." One girl muttered when Taylor caught her staring at her bubbling pussy.
"Whore."
"Slut."
"Twat."
"Cum trough."
"Cum bucket.
"Scum bag slut."
It was as though they were all seeing her for the first time. The woman she'd been had vanished in the steam of her orgasmic copulation.
"God, Taylor, you smell like sex!" One snarled.
Dance practice was a mess.
No one wanted to touch Taylor but Ash. Even Ky shied away and she knew or thought she knew what was going on. Finally, Mrs. Dougherty clapped her hands after an hour and a half of clumsy uncoordinated awkwardness. They looked like they'd never danced together before.
"Okay, girls, what's the matter! You haven't gotten one solitary thing right all afternoon!" Mrs. Dougherty cried. "Gather in, something's going on and I want to know what it is!"
The girls all clustered together, all except Ash and Taylor. They stood apart. Ash looped an arm around Taylor's waist but out of the corner of her eyes, Taylor caught Ash's nose wrinkling. Taylor smelled.



"What the heck is going on girls!" Mrs. Dougherty demanded, her hands on her hips, staring around at them. Mrs. Dougherty was a dynamite brunette filled with resentment. Her story was well known. Live around her for very long and you knew her story. She grew up dancing with only one goal in mind, to be a prima ballerina in a major company somewhere in the world. She made it past puberty and her body cooperated, remaining slender and bamboo straight. But when she turned nineteen, she bloomed, late and just at the wrong moment in her life, when she was right on the cusp of starting the career her childhood dreams depicted. Then she grew, specifically, she grew tits, she grew an ass, she became a voluptuous woman. She couldn't smell food without putting on weight, voluptuous, erotic weight. Had she not been engaged to her present husband, she'd have lopped off her tits but her ass was more difficult. Her metabolism changed and remaining sufficiently light that a man could hoist her easily over his head and suspend her with one hand was impossible. Her husband to be, at the time, Ben, cajoled her out of getting her tits cut off, instead securing for her a nude photo shoot that followed her everywhere she went. She finally surrendered.
After trying numerous times to secure a place in a dance troupe and being repeatedly railed at by the director for being "too fat", she gave up. They railed at her tits for being too big and her ass for being too plentiful. Frustrated and angry, she posed nude for anyone who cared to pay her, them really, since her husband acted as her agent. She became something of a sensation, had her 15 minutes of naked fame and vanished. Her position at Swanson was secured, went the rumor, the same way she'd gained auditions and positions in dance troupes all over the country, positions she never managed to retain because directors tended to be gay and all blowjobs are apparently not equal. Mrs. Dougherty had heard it all. She'd fucked her way into positions she had no business having and then lost them, always and every time. She was bitter, beautiful, voluptuous and bitchy as hell. She loved Taylor because of her slender body and breastless chest. She held her up as the model but Taylor did not share her delight with ballet. That was a rift they got over early in their association. After that, they shared a mutual regard and admiration.
So when Mrs. Dougherty asked what was going on, Taylor knew it was going to become clear. The other girls didn't want to dance with her. When she said as much, she deflected those piercing gray eyes onto the others, away from her and Ash.
"Just what is the problem, girls? Is it true you don't want to dance with Taylor?"
The door opened and thumped in the close, hot little dance studio. Taylor's back was to it so she paid the sound no mind.
"Yes. We don't." Ky spoke with a light sneer.
"And why not, Miss High and Mighty Ky?" Mrs Dougherty demanded.
"Because she smells like cum." Ky said.
"I beg your pardon?"
"I said, she smells like cum. Like sex. Like she fucked every adult in the school. All she did today was fuck. Go to class, fuck, go to the next class, fuck. All day long. You sniff her, you'll see, or smell I mean."
Taylor was seething. This was all Ky's doing after all!
"That's absurd. Taylor? Having sex?" Mrs. Dougherty's skepticism pricked Taylor's facade. That hurt.
"I know, right? Taylor Dillon fucking six guys? That is silly but it's true."
"Nonsense. Ky, I don't know what this is about but I'm going to find out and when I do...!"
"It's true. She's a slut." Nicole offered. "She fucks anyone and everyone who wants too use her for sex. Ask her. Ask to fuck her and see what the cunt says!"
Taylor felt it then, that raucous bawl of her COMPULSION ripping at the shreds of her self-respect. What they said was true.
"She's a slut."
"Skank."
"Cum bitch."
The other girls chimed in like a girls' choir, singing in three part harmony.
"I don't believe it." Mrs. Dougherty growled, angry now, her eyes flashing like lightning. Her brunette pony tail bobbed as she looked from girl to girl to girl.
"I could show you." A new voice splattered against Taylor's back.
"Olson? What are you doing here?"
"I was supposed to tell Taylor Mr. G wanted her in the office but I think that can wait. Let me show you something, Mrs. Dougherty, about your fucking prized dancer."
Taylor didn't dare turn around to face the voice. Suddenly, with all her being, she knew what was coming, even before his big hands covered her shoulders.
"Olson, no." Ash whispered.
"Shut the fuck up, cunt. Or I'll whip you until you can't sit for a fucking week!" Ash took a step away from Taylor, cowed but shivering. Taylor could smell the fear. The hands, however, clamped onto her shoulders and didn't release her.
"Olson, what do you think you are doing?"
"Proving to you that these girls are telling you the god's honest truth. Taylor Dillon is a two-bit whore. Oh, no, she never charges. She gives that shit away for fucking free, to anyone who asks. Because who would pay to fuck her, after all? She fucked, what Taylor? Five, six guys today, and why? Because they fucking asked! Isn't that right, Taylor?"
Taylor looked up from the floor at Mrs. Dougherty, the look on her face made Taylor look away. It was something between disgust and lust. The lurid mixture frightened Taylor. So she looked at Ky. Ky held up one index finger and pointed at her and shook her head, before putting that finger to her lips.
"Taylor, I want to fuck you." Olson snapped a piece of paper before her. "This is the certificate you circulated offering to fuck anyone who has one. That's right, isn't it? That's what you told Mr. G anyway."
"Oh god." Taylor moaned, feeling the weight of the day on her shoulders. The workout, clumsy as it had been, energized her. Her body was reacting to the situation as well as to the words.
"She's a hole slut. She offers her holes to anyone for anything they want. Get on your fucking knees, slut!" Olson's voice lanced into Taylor. She felt his hands pushing on her shoulders. She sank to her knees, her strong legs making it a graceful and even descent. "She doesn't know how to suck cock. She wants to learn. Before I fuck her, right here in front of you, I'm putting my cock in that knot hole she calls a mouth. Now open up, Taylor Slut!"
Taylor groaned. Her COMPULSION had hold of her. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth.
"What a slut!" Someone muttered.
"She'll fuck anything. Anyone."
"You hope, bitch." Everyone snickered.
Taylor posed on her knees, eyes closed, mouth open, hands folded behind her back. When nothing happened, and no one moved, she extended her tongue, making it a ramp over her lower teeth.
Olson moved then. Taylor heard the rattle of his belt, the pop of his pants button and the saw-tooth rip of the zipper, followed by the slither of cloth on skin. The next sensation she experienced was the hot head of his cock laying on the pad of her tongue.
"Olson, I won't..."
"Won't what, Mrs. Dougherty? Allow me to fuck this cunt right here, right now? Let me tell you something. You asked to know what the problem is, it's this cum sucking slut. She fucks anyone and everyone. You asked, then you disbelieved the answer, so believe your own eyes." He slapped the side of Taylor's head. "Suck me, cunt!" Taylor obediently closed her mouth on the end of his cock and then leaned in. She lost her balance and too much of his cock slid into her mouth and she gagged, immediately.
"Olson, you have to stop..."
"Fuck no. This bitch wants a good rogering. She can't suck cock worth a shit though. Maybe you'd like to show the bitch how it's done? I hear in your day, you knew your way around the stiff prick."
"I, no, I don't. Stop this, right now."
"Mrs. Dougherty, I like you. You're one of the hot teachers in this school and I'd fuck you so hard your tits would pop and you have a nice fucking rack so that'd be a tragedy. This is between Cunt Taylor and me. I'm going to fuck her and you're going to watch. If you don't want to watch, strip off that leotard and I'll fuck you instead."
"Oh Olson, no." Ash whispered behind them.
"Goddammit, Ashes, I told you to shut the fuck up!" Olson's voice lashed the silence. He gripped Taylor by the shoulders and lifted her straight up. She propped her feet under her and he sat her on them. She wobbled, found her balance and steadied. She looked at his face but found no words to offer him. She was limp inside, compliant with whatever he wanted of her. She felt it, that luscious lankness that left her poised for someone else's use. Olson's hand held to her left shoulder while his right tucked inside the front of her leotard and tore it down her torso with one gigantic tug. She gasped. His hand grasped her briefs and pulled them down with the rest of the leotard.
Taylor's heart leaped into full speed. It hammered at her. She kept her eyes tightly closed, then remembered her regret from earlier in the day and opened them. Mrs. Dougherty stood six or eight paces away, a hand on her cleavage which she delighted in showing off. Her face was a mask of amazement, her mouth agape and her eyes wide.
"Ask me to fuck you, Queen Cunt." Olson muttered, his voice becoming thick with arousal.
"Olson, stop this." Mrs. Dougherty whispered.
Taylor wanted to scream at her to shut the fuck up. The thrills of the day seemed like nothing more than foreplay. Her body vibrated with her excitement. She groaned, keeping her eyes open. Mrs. Dougherty stared at her chest. Taylor glanced down. She never wore a sports bra, what was the point? She could see one red line on her skin where Olson's errant fingernail had scored her. Her breasts were visible to all and her nipples were peaked and hard. The cones of her breasts begged for attention. As though she were controlled by some alien force, she moved a hand up and began to massage one breast. She moaned. It sounded loud in the suddenly noiseless, airless room.
"See? What a fucking slut. Bitch Taylor, beg. Beg you cunt, you slut, your whore!"
"I'm not a whore. I fuck for free." The words cavorted past her teeth before she had a moment to think. Once gone, she shrank in horror.
"See. Slut. Sluts are free to fuck anytime you like. Are you a slut, Queen Cunt?"
Taylor nodded.
His hand knotted in her hair.
"I didn't fucking hear you, cunt!"
"I said, I am a fucking cum-loving, dick sucking, pussy eating slut!" Taylor shouted as loud as she could. Then she gasped, took a huge breath and shouted as loud as she could, "Please fuck my brains out! I'm so fucking horny, I could fuck you to death. Put your goddamn cock in me and quit dicking around!"
Mrs. Dougherty moved first in the ensuing silence, forestalling Olson. She approached Taylor and stood for a moment looking her up and down. She reached out and yanked the last of the leotard off her waist and down her thighs. The she slapped Taylor across the face, hard. It brought tears to Taylor's eyes.
With both hands, the woman reached out and pinched her nipples and then twisted them. With a tight hold on her nipples, Mrs. Dougherty grinned a death's head grin.
"You want to be a cum slut, Taylor? Then fine. You can dance but anyone who wants you can have you, any time, any place in any way they like and I won't stop them. Hell, I might have a little bit of you myself. When one of the girls is off, you'll eat her. When she makes a mistake, I'll curse you. You'll become the dance troupe tongue, the face we all sit on from time to time. Is that what you fucking want? You want to be a cum filled slut? A sex tool to be used over and over and over."
Taylor's eyes glazed over. Her body controlled everything.
"God, yes!" She moaned.
The hands left her nipples, leaving contrails of pleasure etched on her bare skin.
"Fine. Olson, fuck her. We'll all watch. When I point at you girls, tell Taylor what you think of her, of what she's doing! Fuck her, Olson!"
He moved behind her. Taylor was tipped forward. His hand on her back pushed on it and she bent over, placing her hands wide on the floor. His other hand dug between her legs.
"God, she's running wet. She a sex fountain!"
"She's ugly."
"You do better than that or you're the next hungry cunt mounted on Olson's cock!" Mrs. Dougherty growled.
Olson's fingers found Taylor's hole and shoved up into her. Her milky cunt oozed and seethed around his finger. It felt like a toothpick.
"I mean, she's got a nasty pussy. She smells like cum."
Olson's finger pulled out of her, to be replaced by two, then three fingers. They stretched her pussy and suddenly, abruptly, Olson pistoned them in and out of her pussy. Taylor shrieked as they did.
"She's a skank. A whore who gives it away. She thinks fucking is the same as making love and for her it is. She loves being fucked. She fucked a dozen guys yesterday and maybe that many again today. Yet she's still coming!" Ky's voice snarled at Taylor. Taylor's head was down between her planted hands. Much of her weight was on her arms. She lifted her head and looked at her dance mates. They were all staring at her. Then it struck her, the squirting orgasm she feared. She felt it, a surge deep inside her. In that stance, her hips could only jerk a little but her muscles contracted painfully and then she heard the powerful spurting sound as her body expelled her juice mixed with the cum in her cunt behind her. It sprayed and she dipped her head to see it splattering the floor behind her.
Olson stood to one side and kept ramming his finger into her. Taylor cried out and came again, wanting to squirt but feeling empty for the first time since morning. She'd expelled it all in one titanic expulsion.
"God, fuck me!" Taylor screamed.
The fingers pummeling her left her clinching hole and she gasped with the loss.
"Her arms are thin and she has no calves. Her thighs are straight like a man's. She's just legs and a hole." That was Ash.
Taylor was panting, her whole body shuddered with the strain of climaxing while posed on hands and feet as she was. Then the cock touched her body, found her entrance and thrust deep into her. She groaned as she was filled. The groan was utter satisfaction. She looked up at the other dancers.
"She's got a horse face." Said one.
"Her neck is short and scrawny." Said another.
"Her torso is a landing strip and I don't mean she's shaved. She's not and she looks like a topiary trimmed by an epileptic!" They laughed at that. The cock in Taylor plunged into her and her body clamped down on it. She heard the soulful groan from Olson and felt very content. He pulled out and slammed into her again, rocking her forward onto her hands. She lost her balance and let her knees buckle. She came off of Olson's cock like a top hat in the wind. She fell to her knees.
Olson reached down and grasped her by one ankle and dragged her literally across the floor towards a short stack of stretching mats. Her skin squeaked terribly for a moment before some of her shredded clothing caught under her and let her skate along on the wooden floor. Olson pulled her onto the mats on her back then moved between her legs. She poked at him but he merely grasped her by the ankles and pushed her legs wide. He crouched between Taylor's legs. He tried several times to hook his cock into her pussy but all he managed to do was tap it with the cushioned end.
"Bitch, get over here and put my cock in the scum sucking cum slut!" Olson growled.
Instantly, Ash was there, bending his cock and wriggling it through the folds of Taylor's pussy. She had one hand on Taylor's middle while she guided his cock blindly around Taylor's crotch. Taylor felt it hook inside her and she hunched up to take more of it. Olson sensed it as well and rammed forward, filling Taylor with his cock. She arched under him, possessed by the feeling of being filled once more. She groaned, she cried, she felt her hips flapping under his thunderous assault, in and out and back into her slick hole he pounded, ramming her down into the mats, her legs on his shoulders.
Olson stopped, grasped her knees and bent her double.
"She looks like a cheap piece of furniture being used as she's intended." Someone said.
Olson rammed into her again, deeper this time, penetrating further than before. Taylor felt his cock in her, stretching her, pulling her, stimulating her. Her body bucked suddenly, fighting his weight. She squirmed under him but with her knees at her ears, she could do little but take his cock into her body, as if she had any choice. She didn't. Her body would have fucked a chair leg if Olson wasn't pounding her full of his cock. That thought bubbled up in her mind and opened her eyes. What she saw defied her most lurid imagination.
The rest of the dance team was removing their bottoms, even Mrs. Dougherty. They'd been talking while Olson fucked her and apparently something had been decided.
Olson released her legs and got to his knees between them. He bent over her, grasped her hands and pulled them down to her sides. She thought she wanted him to sit up but a hand stopped her. She looked directly up between the legs of Mrs. Dougherty, naked and looming large over her.
"Everyone, sit on her face, rub your vagina on her mouth. Make her eat you if she will."
"You eat them, Taylor or I'll butt fuck you with a beer bottle and if you don't think I won't, ask your bitch friend Ashes."
"Yes, I had a bottle shoved up my ass." Ash's voice twanged in the damp silence.
Then Mrs. Dougherty sat on Taylor's face. Without her hands, Taylor couldn't control what was happening. The woman's bent knees kept Taylor's head straight and she locked her feet against the side of Taylor's head and then ground down on Taylor's face. Her open, gaping pussy smeared at her chin and then was flush on her mouth. Taylor, knowing what was happening, and helpless to prevent it, fought back the only way she knew how. She shot her tongue up into the woman's cunt.
"Oh Christ, she's eating me! Her slut tongue is inside me!" Mrs. Dougherty cried out and immediately tipped off her face. Ky sat on her face next. Taylor kept her tongue to herself. Each of the rest of the dance team sat their vaginas on Taylor's face, smeared their open lips on her chin, mouth and nose and then left her gasping for air. One after the other, they smeared her face. Only occasionally did she lick the pussy pressing down on her mouth. The entire time, Olson fucked her. When the last girl had sat on her face, or at least once they stopped sitting on her face, Olson called Ash over.
"Ashes, clean her up. Kiss her, suck up the juice and I'll fuck you good tonight!"
Taylor closed her eyes then. She couldn't watch her friend lick the accumulated cunt juice of the entire dance team off her face. Then Ash kissed her flush on the mouth.
"That's right, bitches, kiss. Goddamn I love that!" Olson cried. He fucked Taylor harder and harder. He started to cum even as Ash succeeded in penetrating Taylor's mouth with a stout tongue. Taylor surrendered and kissed her back even as she felt Olson filling her with cum one more time. He grunted, he moaned, he jerked and finally went still, but still Ash kissed her. Taylor lay in a daze. Her orgasms had flattened out and as they arrived, she seemed to miss them, utterly spent.
Olson pulled his cock out of her pussy.
"Go see Mr. G, cunt. He's waiting for you."
"Shall I shower first?" Taylor opened her eyes and looked around. They were alone, she, Olson and Ash. Her face smelled of cum, cunt and Ash's breath.
"I don't care. He's waiting. You should go see him." Olson stood up, pushed Ash to her knees again and made her suck his cock. Taylor rolled to her knees. She watched as Olson's cock grew down Ash's neck, burrowing down as she grunted and sucked. Saliva ran down her chin. Abruptly, he pulled out of Ash's mouth and pushed her over on to her back. Her legs fell open like a broken-backed book. Olson mounted her, shoving his cock deep into her vagina. Ash contorted, jerking and then screamed, a voiceless wrenching sound that filled the room. She twisted under him, banging her head back onto the pad while he pounded into her.



Taylor struggled to her feet, leaving the couple copulating alone. She looked around and found no one was left in the studio and beyond that, the showers were empty too. She showered and changed alone. Everyone else was gone. She wondered how she was getting home and was about to call her mother when she remembered she needed to go see Mr. G. That seemed strange but after this strange day, it barely caused a ripple in her mind. She trudged through the empty school to the office. The outer light was on. She tapped on Mr. G's door and his voice called "come in" from the interior. She turned the knob and pushed it open. The first thing she saw was the blond splendor of Miss Cummings. Again, odd, but again, not competitive with the oddness of her entire day.
"Shut the door, Taylor." Mr. G said softly. "Thank you for coming."
She turned to make sure the door was closed. She had the thought that she'd end up fucking Mr. G and Miss Cummings, the perfect ending to a perfectly fucked up day. She was too tired even to argue. It all caught up with her on the walk to the office. She reached around and unzipped her dress.
"Taylor, what are you doing?"
"You're going to fuck me, right? I was going to take off my clothing so you can fuck any hole you want. I am too exhausted to argue. Go ahead. Use me some more." She didn't know who or what was speaking but it sounded like her voice. The buzz inside her cunt was very intimate and personal. Physically tired, she remained sexually aroused.
She felt a hand on her hands and it moved them away from her zipper and zipped her up. Miss Cummings turned her around and hugged her gently.
"Listen to him, Taylor. We just want to help. You, you are in trouble and we'll help you if you let us. Honest." She turned to look at Mr. G. "I'll go now, like we discussed. Good luck, Gordon." She eased around Taylor and out the door.
"So, Taylor. Have you had enough?"
She stared at the Vice Principle, confused. The exhaustion sloughed off her shoulders. Her natural physical prowess, her conditioning and training rescued her from the mind-numbed lassitude. She felt aroused by his mere presence. She was aware it was nearly dark outside and that they were alone, in his office, in the surely empty school. Her mind cleared. She felt it, the challenge in his question and Taylor Dillon always rose to a challenge. It was her best trait and her curse for she could be easily trapped once someone understood this about her.
"Enough what?" She asked, not doubting the answer but wanting to hear it clearly from the man. She regarded him and only saw him as Ky sure did, attractive, sexy, unattainable. Ky loved having what was unattainable but always she had to show it off, to flaunt it, or there was no thrill in it for her. So the truly unattainable eluded her because of her lack of self-control.
"Sex." Mr. G said softly. "Have you been fucked enough that you are willing to listen to me?"
Taylor blinked her eyes. Fucked? Did he really say that? Then she had a strange experience, as though she were back to being a virgin and was considering what she'd done the last few weeks, considering it as if she were still virgin pussy. She felt the sensations that had roared through her body again and they seemed bright and new, sordid and humiliating, filled with attraction and mortification.
"No." She said the word, intending to deny his accusation that she'd been fucking in school but didn't manage to construct the denial properly and ended up answering his question honestly. There is nothing so persuasive as accidental honesty.
"Good. You're facing the truth. How many men did you have sex with today?"
Taylor shrugged dismissively as though it was unimportant.
"No. You don't get off that easy."
Taylor smiled. It seemed like in fact, she did get off that easy! If he put fingers inside her now, she'd probably tremble and climax in moments. The thought sent a jolt of sexual energy through her otherwise exhausted body. The virgin mind from so long ago felt the disjunction, the contradiction of who she'd aspired to be, Queen Taylor, and who she manifestly was now, Slut Taylor, Cunt Taylor, Taylor the aspiring Fuck Toy.
"Tell me, tell me who you have had sex with today."
Taylor cocked her head and tried to think. Then she thought about the question and whether to answer it. She looked at Mr. G and suddenly saw him as just a man, not the master of the little galaxy that was Swanson High, but as a guy, a man with sexual desires and needs and fantasies. Beyond that, however, he was a man who wanted to discuss her sexual life with her. That was different.
"Well, if you must know, Jerry Moffit was first. Then Pavel Alexandrovitch and after that Thor Thorsen. They all did me, er, fucked me during first period."
"Did you orgasm?" Mr. G asked.
Taylor examined the question, again feeling like she was answering for someone else, or it wasn't being addressed to her. It seemed disconnected from her.
"No." She whispered. "They all fucked me and creamed inside me. I felt like a jello salad, a hot jello salad."
"What was next?"
"Justin, Justin Patterson. And yes, I came with him. Often, hard. He fucked me good and I loved it. He can fuck me anytime."
"Next?"
"Doullan O'Maklin. No. He came and went before I got to come."
"Anyone else?"
"Stanford Illes. I came with him. He ate me full of cum and then replaced it with his own. He fucked me in your office, right there on the desk; he ate me until I wanted to scream. Then, just a while ago, Olson Roberts fucked me and Mrs. Dougherty had all the girls sit on my face while he was inside me."
Mr. G raised his eyebrows but didn't reference her face full of pussy.
"So? Have you had enough? You see, I sent them all to you, adults all, even the women who all sat on your face. Mrs. Dougherty sent the minors home. I told them all, if you refused, or fought them off, Miss Cummings would suck them to ecstasy. But you didn't refuse any of them, did you Taylor?"
For a moment, Taylor stared at him.
"You wanted me to resist?"
He nodded, then shrugged.
"We wanted you to decide to stop on your own. You didn't. We don't think you will."
"We?" Taylor asked. "Who's we?"
"Myself and Miss Cummings, of course. Why didn't you stop, Taylor? Why isn't it enough to have sex with one man? Why do you have to have sex with six...?"
"Seven. Today. I'm not counting yesterday." Mr. G nodded somberly.
"We heard about yesterday, Taylor. That's why I arranged for you to spend today having sex. I'll ask you again, why didn't you resist? Why didn't you refuse them?"
Taylor shrugged.
"Because they'd have fucked me anyway. They wouldn't take 'no' as an answer. They wanted me." She almost smiled at that. She felt the little tickle run up both legs and meet at the point where they joined behind her pussy.
"No, Taylor, they didn't desire you. They used you."
Taylor hid the thrill those words gave her. She wanted to hide it from herself as well as the Mr. G but she couldn't. She confronted the truth that being used was as arousing as being wanted. For her, it was the same thing! The idea startled her. It was clear too that being used worked on her the same as being wanted, even in lieu of being wanted, perhaps better than being wanted.
"So?" Taylor responded to Mr. G.
"If someone offers to use you, Taylor, they can. You won't stop them. I could have sent women after you and insisted they go down on you and you'd have opened your knees to them, just because they demanded you let them or they'd have put you between their legs and you'd have done it."
"Tomorrow." Taylor breathed, suddenly face to face with what Ky had arranged for her. She'd be used Friday night and the rest of the weekend for that matter, by men and women, tongue and cock. Nor could she explain how she came to be the bucket of cum for the Adult Club. If Ky discovered she'd disclosed it to Mr. G, there be no more plots to humiliate her and Taylor refused to let that happen. She just stared at him.
"What do you want, Mr. G?"
"I want to help you control your body." He said softly.
"What do you mean?"
"You need someone to help you control your body, someone to give you what you want and deny you what you want, at the same time."
"You're babbling, Mr. G. You can't do both of those things at once."
He smiled, a grim, tight, tense smile that made his thick lips go thin.
"You are a slut, Taylor, a cum sucking slut."
Taylor laughed in his face.
"I can't suck cock, Mr. G. Everyone says I suck at it." She giggled a little at her clumsy pun. He shook his head.
"I mean, you are in the throes of something that will destroy you if you don't have help."
"You want me to stop? Then why send me ten yards of dick? Funny way to stop me from fucking myself to death."
"You will have help. We want to help you but you have to agree to something."
"Agree? What are you talking about?"
"Taylor, you need a master. You have clearly lost your way. You can't go through life fucking anyone and everyone who wants you."
"Why not?" Her mind was dulled by the day, by seeing all the pussies of her friends and dance mates up close. Her pussy was still awash in cum, and some of it was even hers. Then she thought about the black ink entry in her diary. Her chest tightened and she couldn't breathe.
"Because I say you can't. Listen, Taylor, I am going to make you an offer on Monday. Until then, you are on your own. You need a master, someone to tell you when and how and who and when to fuck. Otherwise, you'll become a grease spot in the world and disappear without a trace. I won't have a sex slave unless she agrees. Here is what you need to know, though. We cannot be seen together. If I ever fuck you, it may be in secret or at a time of my choosing but never of yours. A sex slave only has needs, never wants. I'll hand you around when it suits me, arranging for a cunt full of cum for you like today. I want to find what you like, what you're accomplished at, what others want from you. In the end, you serve other peoples' desires.
"To do this, though, you must have a boyfriend. He will also be your master. He will tell you what you need to hear. He should love you, cherish you, want you but, Taylor, he will never really have you because you are mine and...someone else's. I don't know who. You need three masters." Taylor held up a hand.
"Why? Why three masters? That makes no sense. You can only have one master, right? Not three?" Mr. G smiled softly, his face radiant. He want on as if she hadn't interrupted him.
"I'm one. I will master your body. The boyfriend will master your heart. The third will master your mind. You pick the second and the third should appear pretty clearly. If it hasn't already. If you want to be lesbian, pick a female mistress to own your heart. Otherwise, its a man and he'll have to see you sucked and fucked as I wish. I'll try to protect you from yourself but I may not be able to. I'll try. On Monday, I'll ask you if you wish to commit your body to my use and I assure you, you'll be used at every turn, any moment, by anyone and everyone you could possibly imagine. I'll arrange for you to have more sex than you could ever have on your own. For now, you have time to consider the choice. Come along, I'll drive you home."
The drive home was a blur. The day was over and Taylor felt it as aches in her body she thought she should have felt yesterday. It had all caught up with her. They stopped a ways down the street from her house, parked in the lee of an old willow that was just leafing out. It cast a large shadow over the car. Taylor started to get out of the car but Mr. G's hand stopped her from turning her back towards him.
"Taylor, I want to own you. You need a master. You need someone to use you sexually, for his own ends but also for yours. Your appetite for sex has grown and it won't shrink back to how it was. This is a permanent thing. You are this thing, a sexual thing to be used for other people's pleasure. You have a choice before you. I give you a simpler one as practice, perhaps your last true choice sexually. Kiss me, or suck my cock."
For a long time, Taylor sat, his hand clutching her chin, staring at him in the gloom. She couldn't quite process what was happening. It was like she was a beginner learning Chinese and Mr. G was speaking Mandarin and she just couldn't process what he was saying fast enough to understand. Finally, his hand pulled her forward and his masculine lips touched hers.
"Ugh, oh fuck, you smell like cum! Here, suck my cock. I'll come fast. See if you can swallow it."
Her head was pulled by the hair into his lap. She lay her cheek against the bulge in his pants but after a moment he shook her head by the hair.
"Taylor, suck my cock."
She fought the lethargy and opened his pants, belt, button, zipper and pushed his underwear down to expose his cock. It was reasonably large, not too large, not large enough to stretch her but it would hit all the sides when she got it inside her. She couldn't see it clearly but it felt strange, oddly shaped with contours that defied her experience. She grunted in the dark, bent the cock down to her lips and sucked on the end.
"Stroke me and I'll come. I am so ready to shoot. Swallow what you can."
She lifted her head a little and took another couple rough, odd inches into her mouth. She sucked. Her hand moved on his shaft and she felt it, the great surge of energy in his body and then it traveled up and out to his cock and her hand. His cock pulsed and cum spewed into her mouth. She swallowed but more cum fountained and soon it was dribbling out of her mouth, down onto her hand. She sucked and swallowed, sucked and swallowed, ignoring the dank taste and the slick feel. Her mouth bubbled with cum.
"God, you don't know a thing about sucking cock. I'll teach you. I promise, when I'm done, you'll be able to suck the chrome off a trailer hitch."
She sat up. She pulled her jacket around her and got out of the car, exhaustion clinging to her. She lugged her back pack towards the door of her house. Her mother was on the phone and so didn't do anything but wave at her as she breezed through the house. Even Taylor could smell the trailing aroma wafting in her wake, leaving a dank trail of cum odor behind her. She scampered up and went into the shower. She didn't even take off her clothing. She sat in the shower letting it flood her senses until she couldn't smell cum anymore, hers or anyone else's. She sat in the shower, her back against the wall trying to imagine having a master, a true master who'd control her body and give her away, handing her off to various people. She thought about this weekend, Ky offering to use her as initiation for anyone who wished to join the Adult Club. She had no idea how that fit with Mr. G's offer.
Sex slave.
The words clung to the tendrils of her mind. She couldn't make them makes sense. She had no idea what it meant, how it would integrate into her life in middle America. She was a suburban girl and her body vibrated with the echoes of the sexual use she'd endured that day. She waited for the wrenching guilt, the luscious shame, the horror at her own fate but none of that developed. Instead, she groaned with passion, her body longing to be used the more and lust for a weekend of nothing but sexual consumption.
Taylor couldn't recognize herself but in that lack, she simply had little or no will to resist. The lust between her legs under her ribs, tingling on the curve of her lips conspired against her and she spent her waking time trying to imagine how Mr. G could ever own her. She slept like the dead. No dreams, no disturbing eruptions, no quaking orgasms while she was half asleep. She woke disappointed. She stared at where she'd hid her diary and wondered if she should look at it to see what it had to say about Mr. G, if anything. After twenty minutes, she dug it out and was reading over the last entry when her mother knocked on the door. Tara opened thee door.
"Oh, you're up. I understand you're spending the weekend at Ky's?"
Taylor looked up from her diary, her body quivering with the black ink words.
"Yeah, all weekend. How did you know?"
"Were you going to tell me? Ky called to make sure you remembered to bring what she told you to bring, whatever that was."
"Oh. Right. No problem." Taylor had no idea what that could possibly be. Her twat, maybe. They needed that for the initiation.
"Just be sure you have your homework done." Tara Dillon closed the door and Taylor was alone for a few minutes. She got up and got ready to go to school.
The drive was uneventful but her mind remained firmly on the coming weekend.
She reported to her first period class but an eighteen year old was there from the office. Glen Ackers led her out into the hall but Ky was right behind them. She didn't even ask for permission to walk out of class and Mrs. Adleson didn't bother to make an issue of it.
"Oh no, you don't!" Ky growled, grabbing Taylor's arm. "You need to be fresh tonight. Not fucked out. I don't know what you are thinking, Taylor but it won't work. You can't get out of being the initiation cunt this weekend and we both know why. So no fucking today. You, buster, you can come have her tonight, at my house. After seven, make it eight. Taylor Dillon will take anyone who is over eighteen this weekend. So scram. Leave her alone."
Ky put an arm around Taylor and walked her back into the the classroom. Everyone noticed but no one commented. That was her day. Guys constantly tried to direct her into some dark corner or empty room and Ky was right there, shooing them away. At first, Taylor felt appreciation, but as the day wore on and Ky continually berated the guys for trying to skip the initiation and have a piece of Taylor Pie before it was time, it began to rankle. It was only the last period of that day that Taylor finally faced the truth. Ky was robbing her of another day of sex and it pissed her off. Taylor couldn't argue and dared not complain, lest her reasons come clear to Ky. That could prove disastrous, from the perspective of Taylor the school slut.
It was strange, walking through school, feeling people stare at her, at her body and knowing that they knew she could be had for a nickle and a nibble. She strutted, proud and haughty as before but now with a hyper-sexual sheen on the experience. When she looked at the guys, they didn't meet her eyes, rather looking everywhere but at her. Her body tingled when she found their eyes dipping down below her dress at her bare legs. She swore she could feel them imagining her pussy, pictured as it had been that week with cum bubbling out of it like bits of ground pearl. With the constant nudging and handling of her body and Ky's snarling interference, all she thought about all day was having sex. Her body sang with the teasing nature of her day, always feeling a hand on her ass, dipping to slip under her skirt and up between her legs before Ky swooped in and raged at them to unhand Queen Taylor. It became a game between Ky and the adults at the school, their hands sought out Taylor at every opportunity, pawing her, mauling her, handling her like she was what she was, a piece of meat. She felt it, the descent into the ditch, she slowly became an object.
Even women touched her, rubbing against her and cupping her ass. The first time it happened between third and fourth period, it was Nicole whose hand found its way up between her legs. Ky, not suspecting her charge had converted over into bait for cunt and cock both, scanned the flow of people around them in the hall all the while Nicole's hand cupped Taylor's pussy and massaged it. Taylor felt the moment her body gave forth. She felt Nicole flinch and then withdraw her hand. Had Nicole simply drifted away, no one would have known the difference but she insisted on presenting her glistening fingers to Taylor's lips. Ky turned just in time to see Taylor's tongue peek out and taste the sexual dew on Nicole's fingers. Ky knew immediately what had happened and her guard redoubled.



Word soon got around and adult women of all descriptions were pawing Taylor. At one point, just before fifth period, Karen Downy, a goth girl with studs in her lips wrenched Taylor lose from Ky's care and kissed her against the lockers. Ky let her, standing away while the woman ran her tongue into Taylor's mouth and rubbed a hand between her legs. Taylor's body responded immediately, her hips thrust against Karen's hand, longing for penetration but the hand tucked her dress between her legs. Ky let it go on so long that when Karen finally stepped away from Taylor, she left a large round wet spot on the front of Taylor's dress. Taylor was breathless, gasping with arousal, teased out of her mind. She wanted to come, her body throbbed with sexual need. She'd become a sexual object and no one saw her as a female or a person; she was meat, a sexual toy to be used for their amusement. That it meant her robust and bursting pleasure did not figure into their interest did not affect her or reduce the vaulting desire in her. They merely wanted to fondle her while the world watched. She wanted them to but more, to finish the job and make her climax. No one did.
By the time classes ended, Taylor was sex drunk. Her mind flitted across her body, touching each part of herself, feeling sensations such as she'd never experienced. Only when the last bell rang, however, did she become aware of what throbbed beneath the surface of her mind. Friday was over and the evening was before her, like a dark path luring her to a fate she both dreaded and desired. Ky and Nicole escorted her out onto the front steps of the main entrance. Ash lagged behind and ended up watching. Ky stopped Taylor at the stop of the steps and took her backpack from her and her purse and handed them to Ash. Ash looked like St. Stephen, her eyes dark with shame and lust. Moments later, Olson Roberts appeared and kissed Ash on the mouth, hard and fully French while he massaged her ass.
Taylor turned away from Ash to find Ky with two belts. Ky moved behind her and pulled her arms behind her. Taylor relaxed and let the woman handle her. Ky threaded the first belt around her arms just above her elbows and tightened them, pulling her arms tight behind her. Taylor was so flexible, there was little discomfort but it strained the buttons on her blouse. If she'd had full tits, they have been projected forwards but as it was, her chest held only the small dents of her conical breasts. Ky fastened the second belt around Taylor's wrists. Nicole moved in front of her. Taylor was taller than Nicole so the girl had to look up. She had a lip stick in her hand. She grasped Taylor by the chin and wrote on across Taylor's forehead.
People around her giggled and pointed. They whispered and their voices carried the word to Taylor's ears.
"Slut."
"Slut."
"Slut!"
The word seemed to sizzle in the swoosh of the crowd as it eddied past them.
"Queen Taylor, its time for your coronation as the Her Majesty the Slut." Ky said. "Come along." Ky gestured to Nicole and Nicole gathered Taylor's hair off her neck and Ky affixed a dog collar around it. She then attached a plain silver dog leash. "Come along, slut, time to service the adult club." Ky's voice warbled.
Taylor tried to think but her avoidance of this moment, the time when she'd be offered to all comers had stayed out of her mind all day, but had insinuated itself into her body. She was so aroused, she felt lightheaded and weak, while also feeling the paradoxical tension as though she were a wound spring, waiting to release. Her body gnawed at her awareness, demanding and pleading for release.
Ky yanked on the collar and Taylor took a step down, feeling for her balance. She twisted to look at Ash. She was pinned against the wall, Olson's hand was between her legs. They kissed. Taylor's purse and backpack dangled in Ash's hand, forgotten. Seeing them like that sent a new flush of sensation through Taylor's body. She wanted someone to kiss her like that!
"Come along, slut." Ky said, "Time to do your service!"
"No, wait, I can't leave my mom's car here."
Ky stopped. She was wise enough not to want to get crosswise with Tara Dillon.
"Ash. Ash! Ashes!" She finally had to scream to get Ash to pay attention, twisting free from Olson's possession. "Drive Taylor's car to her house, will you?"
"She's got to fuck me first." Olson growled. "So, no. Let the cunt drive her own car...oh. Still, no. Ashes has a penalty to pay, don't you, you slithering little twat?"
Ash looked abashed, bitting her lip and staring at her feet, or her blouse, partially unbuttoned so her bra was clearly evident.
"Fuck. We'll have to drive it then. Nicole, you drive my car with the slut and follow me. Mrs. Dillon won't care if I drive it. Come one." Ky pulled Taylor down the stairs and out into the parking lot. It was warm, spring had sprung and so people lingered, couples necking against their car but most stopped what ever they were doing to watch Taylor as she was led past in her collar and leash.
"God, what a slut!"
"A collar and hole!"
"Three holes for filling. Shit, she's a delux donut."
"What a slimy skank. I bet she's still bubbling cum from yesterday!"
The comments rattled around her. Taylor let the whispers tantalize her, teasing her and amplifying the already high volume of arousal cavorting inside her.
At Ky's car, she stopped and stared at the door. Nicole had already gotten into the car. Ky had to go back and get Taylor's backpack and purse from Ash. Nicole peered out the window at Taylor and shook her head.
"Dumb cunt!" She growled as she came around the car to open the door for Taylor.
"Queen, to you, bitch." Taylor muttered. "That's Queen Cunt, to you!"
Nicole stopped, glaring up at her. Taylor stuck out her chin. Nicole's face clamped closed, like a door slammed shut cutting out the sunlight. She reached up and grasped the leash and pulled Taylor forward. Taylor gasped as she bent over. Nicole kissed her on the mouth, her tongue slithered past her lips and far into Taylor's mouth before Taylor could respond. She grunted as the kiss deepened, sending tendrils of new sensations down her back and in between her legs. She moaned with the intensity of it.
Nicole broke the kiss and leaned back.
"Jesus Crutches, you really are a slut, Taylor. God, does anything not turn you on? Are you just waiting to be used? Does everything arouse you?"
Taylor didn't know what to say. She just stared at Nicole, her mind a white blank of sizzling arousal. She had her answer but no words to express it and her hands were tied. She wanted to paw Nicole's breasts and push fingers into her pussy and make her howl. The frustration throbbed in Taylor.
Nicole opened the door and Taylor got into the car. She had to sit sideways to accommodate her bound arms. All day long, Ky had been asked, "When?" She told them all, "Taylor would be ready by seven or eight. She'll be at my house waiting to be used all weekend though. Come let her initiate you into adulthood!" The reality was fast approaching. Taylor's bouts of sex earlier in the week had been impromptu and surprising. This was planned, announced and promised. Ky was offering her to all comers. Taylor felt it, that raw need in her body. Her pussy twitched and itched, longing for something to be thrust inside of it. It seemed a being apart from her.
They drove to her house and then Ky got into the back seat and Nicole drove them to Ky's house.
"Taylor, you are going to initiate everyone this weekend, right? No one is part of the Adult club until they've made you come." Ky spoke softly into Taylor's ear. When she didn't respond, Ky grabbed a handful of her hair and twisted it into a tight knot. "Right, bitch? You know why, too, right?"
"Because I'm Queen Taylor!" Taylor responded tightly. The pain of having her hair pulled seemed to ignite the smoldering passion in her and it flamed to life, making her shake as it roared to life under her skin.
"No, cunt, because you fucked my father!" Ky growled. "You want the world to know about that and make this difficult. Otherwise, you'll do exactly as you're told! Understand?"
"Fuck you, Ky. I'm the Queen and I'm initiating the adults in the club. We should have done that to start with but you were too chicken shit to do it yourself!" Taylor spat the words at the windshield, since Ky held her by the hair.
"I'm not the overpowering slut you are, Taylor." Ky snarled back. "You'd fuck anything because you know no one wants a piece of that nasty cunt you wear between your spindly legs. You never tell anyone 'no' because you're afraid you'll never get another chance to have sex. Whatever they want, you'll get, you'll do it. Understand?"
"What about you? When do you initiate the adults?"
Ky snorted.
"You figure out a way to get a teacher into the club and I'll initiate him." She said.
Taylor knew Ky was thinking of Mr. G but she was thinking of Miss Rawlins. "Or her." Taylor whispered. She didn't think Ky heard her.
"Listen, Taylor, you are going to have to suck a lot of cock next week. I have arranged for people to vote for you. I have a bag of beads, glass with numbers in them. Whoever can get the most of these beads will get you as a sex slave for a week. You blow guys and they can trade the marbles you give them. Whoever gets the most, gets you. Olson has a guest house where you'll be used for a whole week by whoever wins you. You suck a cock and give them a marble. They will vote for your new slave owner by giving them beads."
Taylor was fascinated.
"How's that going to work? How will anyone get more beads than anyone else?"
Ky grunted.
"Don't know. Don't care. Not my problem. They are numbered and so whoever comes to the party next Friday with the most of your beads gets you. That's a week of sucking cock, Taylor. Even you should be able to learn something in that time. Okay."
"Fuck no, Ky. Are you crazy? Sex slave for a week? No and fuck no!"
Ky pulled hard on Taylor's hair, tilting her head back over the seat.
"Listen, you two bit cunt, you'll do this or I'll release the entire picture, of you fucking my father!"
"I was tied up!"
Ky grunted.
"Not the last time. You fucked him in my house on the couch. I have the pictures!"
Taylor groaned and fell silent. She wasn't sure if Nicole could hear their whispered conversations. Taylor was thankful that Ky gave her the perfect excuse to comply with her demands. No one else would understand. They'd just think she was a slut doing what a slut does, fucking everyone who asks for the chance. It was only much later that she asked herself how Ky had pictures of her doing David Carter but by that time, it no longer mattered.
At Ky's house, they got Taylor out of the car and led her into the house. The chain rattling from the collar around her neck made her quiver with excitement. Ky took her inside, had her shower and change into new clothes she had in her pack. She went to sleep until seven when Ky got her up and strapped her up again. She looked out the window.
Three cars were parked in the big circle drive. They got out and congregated at the front door. Ky led Taylor to the front door and opened it. Kam and Billy were there and so was Tim Stanton.
Inside the house, Ky pressed Taylor down onto her knees.
"Let her suck your cocks until I'm ready. I'm going to go shower and change and then we can get the Queen Slut ready for her initiation."
Taylor didn't point out that she wasn't being initiated but sat on her knees and waited. Billy opened his pants and presented his cock to her and she sucked it into her mouth. She had to stand up on her knees. He used a handful of her hair to steady her, moving her head back and forth on his cock. She slurped and sucked but failed to take it very deep without gagging. Once she choked and her teeth touched his cock and he smacked the side of her head.
"No bitting, bitch!" He murmured.
Ky appeared and told Billy to let Taylor alone. For a moment, Taylor thought about complaining, about holding onto his cock but passively let it slip out of her mouth, her lips slurping along his length before popping past her taut lips. Ky appeared.
"We have work to do. Taylor is going to be the orgasmic hole initiating the entire Adult club this weekend. She's going to be tied up and used by everyone."
Billy stared at Ky and Kam sort of smirked, shrugging his solid shoulders.
"Here, blindfold her." Ky said.
Taylor nearly objected, insisting she wanted to see everyone who used her but Ky's eyes dared her to speak and cowed her. Taylor bowed her head. She felt the oddness of not fighting back, the quivering thrill of being converted into a cum hole and feared if she fought back, Ky would relent or lose her nerve. Taylor wanted to be tied and fucked again. She simply didn't know what Ky had in mind.
"Strip her, then put the blindfold on her eyes."
While Billy and Kam released her arms and then removed her clothes, Ky covered the large blond wood dining table with two sleeping bags and then tied a fitted sheet over it, making it a fairly well padded platform. Taylor stared at it, understanding correctly that this was the alter she was going to sacrificed on, offered to the god Phallus and the tongue of the female lust goddess, Sappho, the poet of Lesbos. She felt the hands removing her blouse, her bra, unzipping the side of her skirt and then skimming her panties down her taut legs. She felt the shiver run through her. Billy thrust fingers into her pussy and frigged her for a minute until Ky saw him and snapped at him.
"We're going to try something. Taylor was unattainable until this last week, until she finally decided to preside over the Adult Club like the Queen slut she is. Blindfold her."
Taylor felt the rolled length of cloth pulled over her eyes and tied behind her head. It was full and soft and blackened her vision completely. She listened as Ky explained to the others in the room what was to be done with her.
"Here's what I have in mind. We'll lay her on the table and sit two chairs, one at each end of the table. We'll tie her down on the table, I have a harness that will fit on her shoulders and around her neck. Leave the doggy collar on her scrawny neck, it looks good. Once she's tied onto the table, you two each grab a leg and make a wish. See what I mean? She likes to show of how flexible she is, we're going to pull her legs apart until she's doing the splits, laying on the table. Then its cock and tongue, cock and tongue until everyone has made her come at least once."
"Jesus, Ky, that's be what, maybe forty people?" Nicole whispered the words, like she was cuing lines to someone on stage who forgot what she was saying.
"Fifty maybe sixty," Ky replied, "given that we're offering her to any adult. Who knows who'll show up to fuck Queen Taylor."
Taylor felt herself being lifted off the floor and carried to the table. She sat on the padded surface while they fitted a short harness of some sort onto her shoulders. It was canvas or really soft leather, consisting of just short sleeves extending only a couple inches down her arms, not quite to her biceps. It fit around her armpits with a strap across the back leaving her tits exposed with a strap crossing her chest right above them. It had metal loops through which they threaded rope and then lay her back onto the table. He head lay comfortably on the edge of the table. Someone propped it onto a pillow. Another strap was fastened around her waist and then tied around the table. She was fastened onto the padded surface without binding her tightly, the harness and the waist strap held her in place. They zipped supple cuffs onto her wrists and pulled her arms over her head.
"Shit, no place to tie her arms off." Ky muttered. "Here, you, hold her arms. Kam, you and Billy take her legs and split her, you know, pull them wide and make her do the splits." Ky chuckled. "Sit chairs there so it's easy to hold her legs wide that way. Position her ass right on the edge of the table. The guys can fuck her and the gals can pull up that chair and eat cum out of her until she comes. Ash, you have the list I gave you right? Whenever cunt Taylor climaxes, whoever is doing her gets a check mark and their are initiated. Dad has a white board. Maybe we'll use that later if enough people show to fuck Taylor Cunt Hole."
"Okay, Ky." Ash spoke, her voice feathery soft, like she was still asleep or something.
Taylor felt them take hold of her legs and pulled them to the side. Her body remained locked down onto the table top but her legs split wide. Her muscles pulled, stretching. She grunted and concentrated, relaxing into the position. The tension in her pelvic cradle made her body sing, even as she imagined being fucked in this position. A hand knotted in her hair.
"Bitch, ask for it. Beg for someone to fuck you." Ky's voice growled.
"Fuck off, Ky. Just get on with it."
The hand jerked at her hair. The pain was sharp and immediate. Taylor felt the response in her pussy. She shuddered, knowing that her arousal would soon bubble up out of her body. Ky shook her head again.
"Beg, cunt! You sloppy fuck hole! Beg to have a cock jammed into your pussy. Beg to be fucked, beg to be used like the fuck rack you are. Beg, cunt."
"Jesus, Ky..."
"Fuck off, Tim. Or do you want a piece of Taylor pie?"
"I do but do you have to be so nasty to her?"
"Oh, she loves it." Ky growled in that voice no one ever dared question. "She's such a cum slut, she wants to be fucked like this and used like this and described like this. She's so twisted, she enjoys having twenty cocks fuck her in a row. She's told us about it forever. She arranged the Adult Club because she wanted to be fucked en masse like this. Isn't that right, Ash?"
"Yes, Ky. Taylor always talked about fucking the football team or the basketball team. She fantasized about being in the locker room at halftime and letting the basketball team fuck her before they went out and won the game."
"Of course, no one would want to fuck this."
Taylor felt two fingers questing through the folds of her pussy. Ky's hand found her hole and thrust into her. She grunted, her body tried to coil up but the restraints held her fast.
"Don't let go of her legs, guys. I'm going to start her up. She can come all weekend." Ky muttered, even as her finger stabbed deep into Taylor's pussy and then withdrew. From the standing start, Ky pumped her fingers into Taylor's pussy faster and faster.
Taylor's hips began to pulse as the approaching climax took control of her body.
"Jesus, she's already into it!" Nicole's voice caressed Taylor's mind.
Taylor, suddenly aware in her private darkness that she was split onto the table and everyone in the room was watching Ky finger fuck her, suddenly spasmed, her body reacting to the realization that she was naked and ready to be fucked by the entire Adult Club. The orgasm struck her and she cried out, sucking spit so that she gurgled as she came. Whoever held her hands pulled back so she was bowed onto the table, flattened by the bindings and the tension on her arms. She was utterly stretched, her pussy wrenched into a tight slit that fought Ky's fingers even as the orgasm erupted. Taylor felt the fingers withdraw as the orgasm smacked into her. She gasped and bucked, utterly unable to move more than a couple inches, held on the table as she was, her legs pulled into straight lines and held onto the very edge of the table. Her hips jumped and jerked as she orgasmed.
"One." Ky said. "Mark me down. I'm in Taylor's fuck club. I made the wretched cunt come!"
Ash hummed a response.
"Who wants to be the first to cream in Taylor the Queen slut?"



"I'll go first." Tim spoke, his voice vibrating with excitement.
Taylor heard people moving around. The hands on each legs strained to hold her wide open. She felt fingers on her snatch, feeling through the folds of her body and ultimately sneaking inside her. She grunted a little and they withdrew. They were quickly replaced with a cock. Her pussy was tight, pulled into the taut slit by her pose on the table. The next thing she felt was the cushy head of a cock probing against her body. She felt the heat of a naked body.
When the head hooked into her hole and the cock sank into her, Taylor bucked and came again. Her day of teasing had primed her for sex and this first exposure was having its full effect. With waters of orgasm flowing from her, Taylor fought the bonds on her arms. She wanted to be free, free to climax with her whole body!
"I want to see!" She cried suddenly. The thought bloomed in her mind and erupted from her mouth. "I want to see them all mount me, use me, fuck me, make me come until I am jelly!" Her voice sounded strange to her, high and fierce, commanding.
Tim stopped pumping at her. Her legs quivered for a moment. She took great pride in that moment...Taylor never stopped seeking her own pride and pride goeth before a fall. Her legs quivered only a little, pulled to the sides as they were. She was forced into the splits and a cock was inside her and she came and then came again. She could not ascribe part of it to Ky's teasing defense during the day. Now, now it was the feeling of the cock in her.
A hand unwound the blindfold from her eyes and she looked down her lank torso. Tim stood against her Teed legs, pulled to the side by Billy and Kam. Tim thrust into her and in a moment, his face screwed up and she felt it, the hot lava flow of cum, man cum, white and slick, gooey and wet flooding through her. The sensation halted just as it began to affect her, to heighten the thrill ramping up inside her body. The next climax would have been heroic but Timmy came to fast with too little. He popped loose from her pussy. It felt like he was pulling a Q-tip out of her.
"God, don't tease me!" Taylor hissed. "I command you, eat me!" She dropped her head back onto the padded table. "I want to come again. Eat me!"
"Jesus, Taylor, who are you talking to?" Ash whispered.
Taylor felt it then, the desire to have cum in her mouth, on her lips, dripping off her jaw, dribbling down her throat, like a long balloon she'd tried to swallow but could not get half of it. The sensation rattled her. She thought of her mouth on every adult cock and she wanted it but the next thought was that she had to learn not to gag, to fight off the gag reflex and to take cocks smoothly down her throat. She shook her head. She had to fuck the Adult Club. She opened her eyes. She wriggled her restrained arms.
"Ky. You and Ash, show them how. Suck Tim and then eat me. I'm the Queen. I get everyone this weekend!" Her eyes flitted around the room, glancing off of each person there. "I'll make you adults!" She hovered on the edge of orgasm, her body tensed and ready, all she needed was a little nudge, a bit of help, a slight lick or a nice, wet kiss.
"Ashes, you heard the lady, she's bubbling full of cum and we know how much you love cum." Olson Roberts oily voice coated the moment.
Taylor opened her eyes and peered down her chest. Her breasts looked pert and distinct, standing under their tight nipples, like bits of statuary, guarded by the strap across her chest. She felt sexy! She felt gorgeous! She felt erotic and wholly prepared to be used all weekend. The thought stunned her. She wanted it! She turned her fevered eyes to Ky. Ky stared at her like she had just grown horns. Not so, she'd just become horny, and nothing Ky could do would change the need thrumming inside her body. Taylor felt light and dark, floating and sinister. She wanted every cock to fill her, ever female mouth to kiss her cunt, their tongues to penetrate her and draw out the cum boiling in her body and their lips to worship her clitoris and labia.
"Now, goddammit, Ash. Now. Suck Timmy and eat me!" Taylor cried.
"Now wait..."
"Shut the fuck up, Olson, or you can be the one they fuck and suck on the table all weekend. Sit down and shut up! Ash, show them how its done!" Taylor stared at Ash. Her stare and her voice was all she had. Her naked body was stretched and posed on the table, waiting to be escorted back into the awesome presence of climax again. Olson gave Ash a little push and she drifted over to where Tim stood, his cock all limp and slick. Ash got to her knees, delicately lifted his cock and licked him clean. He got hard immediately.
"You can fuck her while she eats me." Taylor hissed, glaring at Olson. Olson's mouth worked but he didn't object. The sudden change in atmosphere in the room confused everyone. Ky looked troubled, unable to decide if she should intervene and object to Taylor filling the role Ky herself had designed, or lean in and let it initiate them all. "I am the Queen. No one fucks anyone else until they make me come!" Taylor announced.
Ky looked at Bobby Draper and together they left the room.
Ash pulled her mouth off of the hard cock before her face. She licked the end with a friendly flick of her tongue, as though saying, "Don't go away. I'll be right back."
Ash swiveled around and rose up on her knees, staring at Taylor over the pooch of her fur covered pubic mound.
"Eat me, Ash!" Taylor whispered. "I know you want to!"
Ash's face crumpled and she closed her eyes, extended her tongue and licked Taylor's gaping pussy from stem to stern. Taylor Dillon screamed. Her body lurched and shook. The pending orgasm broke like a horrible storm, cavorting and cascading through her flesh, filling her with the profound thrill of ecstasy. Her hips bucked a little, even with her legs Teed, she put plenty of movement into them. She felt Ash's mouth on her, then Ash's tongue penetrated into her pussy and slashed hither and yonder. Taylor could feel the oily cum inside her swirling as Ash stirred it with her tongue. Suddenly, Ash sealed her lips over Taylor's pussy and sucked and sucked, slurping noisily as she drank Tim's cum.
Taylor gasped with pleasure. She moved her chin at Tim.
"Fuck Ash, Tim." She ordered. Fucking Tim shook his head.
"No." He said, his voice strained and small. "I will only have sex with you."
"Jesus, what a pussy." Olson muttered. He ripped open his pants and lined up behind Ash, lifting her off her knees so she bent over Taylor's Teed body. Her mouth never left Taylor's pussy, her tongue slashed deeply over and over again.
Taylor genuinely thought he was talking about her. He slammed into Ash and Ash lifted her mouth from Taylor's pussy and grunted, humming to herself.
"She has to keep eating!" Billy growled.
"No. God, I came. She's officially an adult." Taylor panted. She looked around the room. No fucking until I initiate you." She repeated.
"Fuck that, then I'm next. Ky can eat my cum out of that ugly cunt of yours." Kam rasped beside her. At that moment, Ky and Bobby Draper appeared carrying a big white board. They set it up behind Taylor's head. Taylor couldn't see but she heard the scratch of a dry erase marker on it. Ky spoke as she wrote.
"Initiated Adults. Tim Stanton. Ash Compton. Next?" She apparently hadn't heard Kam. Kam signaled to Bobby and unbuttoned his pants. His huge cock appeared. He made no effort to accommodate Taylor. He fingered her taut pussy, found her entrance and entered her. His cock pushed far into Taylor's body and she felt her hips bend to accommodate him bowing out to let him inside her vagina.
She came again. This time it was not teasing. Her orgasm accrued all from the immediate sensation of Kam's mighty cock forced into her body. She was slick as grease on ice and still she felt her inner flesh ripple and bunch as Kam thrust into her. He was no technician. He rammed into her, retreated and rammed forward again. Her body accepted him and on the third great penetration, Taylor came again. This time, she announced it.
"Coming!" She released herself into the word, putting her whole being into the sound of her voice. It felt raw and vibrant and seemed to fill the air for a long moment. She repeated it. "Coming. God help me, coming again!" Her voice chanted out the words like a marching cadence. She felt full, she was full of cock. Bobby held her right leg and Billy the other, keeping her pulled into the fucking T, while Kam galloped into a fucking canter, his steely body rapping against the damp plane of her spit legs. "Oh god, again!" Taylor cried out as the third orgasm rose up and crashed into her. She felt it surround her, filling her mouth with its rich, sultry tang, even as Kam bucked against her. His cum boiled out of his cock and Taylor felt it, first as a timid filling and then bursting out around her tight pussy lips clasping desperately to the huge cock pulsing deep inside her.
He pulled out of her, nearly turning her inside out.
"Bitch, on your knees."
Taylor watched as Ky got to her knees and licked the length of Kam's huge cock. Her tongue shot out and slathered away the foam and gleaming liquid coating his cock. Ky licked and licked. Taylor watched Ky tasting her on Kam's cock and it sent ripples of excitement through her strained and restrained body. Ky finally yawned wide and let Kam push his slick cock deep into her mouth. Half full of Kam's cock, Ky gagged but silently, pushing him back until she could gasp more air and regain her composure. Taylor noticed and was formulating some way to announce it and intimate what it must mean when Ky left Kam's cock, moving away and licked Taylor's cunt.
The switch was so abrupt, so instantaneous, it caught Taylor and Kam both, by surprise. Ky's mouth on Taylor's pussy sent sweet shivers through Taylor, as much from the sensual impact as from the fact that it was Ky's mouth on her.
Ky didn't know much about eating pussy. All she did was find Taylor's hole and thrust her tongue deep into Taylor's body. Taylor wanted to resist, to make Ky eat her for an hour but that wasn't to be. First, Dane Billingsly picked up an old windup egg timer and set it for four minutes. The ticking hammered at Taylor's mind for only a few moments before she climaxed again. Ky's tongue thrust into her pussy, plunging in and out of her hole until just the thought itself of Ky eating her brought Taylor to a new orgasm, different from being stretched around Kam's huge cock.
That established the pattern for the weekend.
Taylor lay hooked to the table. Couples appeared before her. The woman would get to her knees and suck the man's cock. The man would then insert his cock into Taylor and pump her as hard and long as he could until he ejaculated, spewing cum into her. If he was lucky, she'd come while he fucked her and his name went on the whiteboard as an initiated adult, duly approved by Queen Taylor's frankencunt climax. If she didn't come and he poured his cream into Taylor, then next the girl with him had to eat it out of her. The girl had four minutes to clean up after her guy. If Taylor came with the woman's tongue in her twat, the woman's name went on whiteboard as an initiated adult. If not, she had to get back in line.
When the guy succeeded in making Taylor climax and the girl didn't, she had to find a new cock. When the guy failed and the girl succeeded, he had to find a new pussy. They were at Taylor all night long on Friday, arriving at uneven intervals after Ky and Ash licked her to orgasms initially. Taylor genuinely thought she would tire, that her body would reach a sexual saturation point, that she'd cease to be able to climax but no, she didn't fail to initiate the adults all night long. Each new couple penetrated her with cock and tongue and usually at least one or the other made Taylor come. Before the night was out, she was being call the Climax Queen and though the Adults were using her like a cum bucket, it was with a certain reverence for she was able to orgasm with incredible regularity, over and over again.
It wasn't like she faked climaxes either. From time to time, particularly good orgasms would possess her and she'd squirt a fountain, sprinkling the guy or girl liberally and her own body with her juice and whatever effluvium she'd accumulated to that point. Ash kept bringing her bottles of water between penetrations, to avoid dehydration. For the first couple hours, they kept her split open. Taylor thought sure her muscles would cramp and force them to let her legs relax but the constant contractions of her escalating orgasms apparently worked out her muscles and they remained resilient and vibrant well past midnight. Cock after cock thrust into Taylor's vagina, filling her or stirring her, swishing around in her little pond or stretching her and making her pleasure swell and overflow.
Taylor thought she would go numb and no more pleasure could be possible after a few orgasms, then a few cocks, then a few tongues. Finally, she realized that her body wasn't ever going to turn off. She found her super power. Once she got turned on, once she became aroused, her body tuned in and remained alive to the erotic concerto being played by each couple as they appeared. Through Friday night and into the wee hours of the morning couples appeared to fuck and suck her. Her leg holders departed and she lay on the padded table, her legs dangling, nude and dozing. Ky and Ash always seemed to be there when she got fucked to ecstasy, scratching on the whiteboard when she came and setting the timer. The four minutes was hardly enough time to come and Ky clearly thought Taylor'd never be able to come in so short a time but Taylor fooled her, coming often in two or three minutes with a cock shoved into her vagina and then again with the woman licking and sucking at her pussy. In the early morning, Ash and Ky held her legs apart for the couples when they arrived.
Taylor was delirious from lack of sleep but the first early orgasm shook her clear of the dullness and the climax seemed sharper than before, apparently made so by her mental exhaustion. She quit paying attention to who was fucking her, who was licking her, who was holding her or who twisted her nipples, and many did. The long string of cocks and female tongues thrust into her pussy kept her aroused and inflamed. Over and over she found the orgasm they sought, validating their adulthoods with her cries of passion, lust, desire and ecstasy. She felt their satisfaction as she initiated them and their disappointment when they came inside her or the timer buzzed while their tongues flailed pointlessly through the wash of her cunt without her cavorting response. By ten the next morning, a queue had formed and she was cock and tongue all of Saturday, climaxing dozens of time. By the end of the day, thirty-two adults had been duly initiated but she'd been fucked at least fifty times.
Every couple hours, Ky released her and she walked around, took a shower and did her toilet. Several breaks ended with her bent over a chair, filled with an errant cock, using her while she gasped with fully requited pleasure from both the errant penetration and the illicit use of her body. At four in the afternoon, she laid down and took a long two hour nap, rose refreshed and fucked long into the night.
Miquella Sanchez paired with Lance Unger some time Saturday night. Taylor was riding an unbelievable high when Micky knelt down and sucked Lance's cock into her mouth. It slid in and down and out of sight without even a sigh from the woman. Micky sucked on it and Taylor watched, bound to the table as she was, turning her head to watch enviously as the woman sucked Lance's fine cock. The vision enthralled her and when he thrust into her stretched and seething pussy, she orgasmed immediately.
"Lance Unger. Adult!" Ky intoned somberly and Ash wrote on the board.
Micky yanked him out of Taylor's spasming cunt and speared her tongue into the bubbling morass. Taylor screamed again, her body bucked and jerked as a new, impossibly cathartic climax possessed her. Micky's tongue lashed at her, slashing into her pussy and touching her deep inside with sparkling sensations that made Taylor writhe and twist in her bonds on the table. Ky had solved the tie problem on her arms and Taylor's arms were pulled past her ears and secured over her head. Along with the harness on her shoulders, she lay on the table, legs split wide, exposed to everyone who arrived, available for their use. Micky licked and sucked her to four tight orgasms in quick succession, leaving Taylor gasping and wrung out.
When the next guy entered her, duly sucked hard by his consort, he exclaimed that Taylor for all her initiating prowess remained tight as a drum, sealing around his cock like she was a new virgin but without the mess. Tight Taylor they took to calling her, and their awe of her fucking capacity grew as the night wore on. Ky glowered and took to snapping at everyone even as Taylor took every cock and tongue that appeared and responded many, many times with the gratifying shriek of orgasm as it tore through her. A lesser toned body would have succumbed late Friday but Taylor took every cock and responded with fountains from time to time, climaxes often and lust always, her body flared with her demand for more stimulation, never numbing, never shutting down form over stimulation.
She felt Ky's disappointment, and felt it herself, amazed at her new found ability, unsuspected in her body, the ability to fuck and fuck and fuck and never flag in her reactions to the various stimulations that the Adult Club offered her. She decided it was the constant alternating of tongue and cock, touching her differently, filling her and then sorting through her, sucking her and thrusting into her that kept her stimulated and aroused, in a constant state of lust that left everyone in awe. They were at her all night, and she felt it shift. Ky talked up the challenge to make Taylor Dillon cry "Uncle" and plead no more. Taylor didn't refer to her stubborn competitive nature, she merely let the sensations buoy her, to carry her to each new height and to shake and rattle her until she hummed. All night they fucked Queen Taylor and all night she orgasmed and orgasmed and orgasmed, her screams filled the house and left all others cowed but eager to experience the ecstasy that Queen Taylor came to represent.
Sunday morning slowed but by noon they had forty-four adults initiated and by six in the evening, sixty-two adults had brought Taylor to a climax. Ky called a halt to the initiation with the last couple, letting Tommy Thompson fuck her until she came, he lasted about twenty minutes. The poor bastard had come in her four times that weekend, each time far too soon so she never had much of a chance to initiate him. The last woman with him was Cherry Blaine, debater with a fine ass and huge lips to go with her light brown hair and nut brown skin. After Tommy finally rode Taylor to orgasm, Cherry who'd avoided the Adult club but had finally joined at Tommy's importuning because he'd run out of partners to do Taylor with, licked Taylor timidly but Taylor by then, had been ridden for twenty minutes by Tommy's hard but average cock and she was primed to climax. She did to Cherry's surprise but the orgasm was merely the first of several eager to be born and feeling Cherry's reluctance had fired Taylor's climax almost immediately. Ky didn't bother to push the woman away once Taylor orgasmed the first time but kept Cherry licking and sucking through three more. Why mystified Taylor because they were rich and luscious orgasms the echoed in her body. She doubted that Ky could have explain the magnanimosity.
Ky and Ash watched the girl keep eating her long after the four minutes were up and long past the first orgasm with a sort of bemused exhaustion. They looked almost as worn as Taylor, a certain overstatement but they were exhausted. They'd not had much rest and both kept getting fucked by guys in line waiting for a shot at Taylor, "just to keep hard" went the justification. Taylor discovered that watching her friends get banged beside her gave her almost as much pleasure as getting dick herself. Almost. What really surprised her, however, was the women and the wild variety of how they ate pussy. It was remarkable how different women brought her to orgasm in many different ways.



One woman would simply use her tongue, all licking and kisses. Another would rub Taylor's clit with her hand and kissed here and there until she came. Others licked her deep, slurping cum out of her snatch left there by the previous occupants, that is to say the cocks that ejaculated inside her. One woman latched onto her pussy and simply sucked at her entrance and rubbed her clit until she came. One woman went through the line five times with five different guys and put hickey's on Taylor's thighs. Each time Taylor watched the girl sucking a cock, she knew what was coming after the first time and she came almost right away with the guy but couldn't once Sherrilyn latched onto a new spot on her thigh and bruised her some more. Each woman's style echoed in her mind, a memory that floated about her, beyond her ability to summon on demand but appearing by some strange formula that defied her control or prediction.
The drive home was surreal. Taylor's body vibrated with sensations of sex and she continued to feel it, the sensation of the cocks entering her, the tongues, fingers, and lips sucking her, her own body shaking with orgasm. She arrived home, newly showered before she left the initiation altar as Ashes called it, and ate a weird supper with her family before going up and preparing for school. That day was Anne's birthday but since her father was missing, the agreed to take Anne out for her birthday dinner on Wednesday when John returned for Salt Lake City. Taylor went up stairs, feeling her body and wondering that her mother and sister didn't notice she was raving inside, wiped out but still full of lust. She thought she could have fucked another three days and the thought sat in her mind like a nugget of gold cold and rich. In the shower, she examined the bruises on her legs from Sherrilyn's mouth and found her mind able to recover many of the penetrations she'd experienced. Her body sang with lust still and that made her wary. Her body tingled and twitched long after she went to bed. She was wired tired and couldn't sleep for hours. At one, she finally sat up and opened her diary. The task before her was impossible, to recount the sex she'd had that weekend was an impossible thing. It was a gooey blur, the orgasms flowed together like watercolors in the rain. She opened her diary and found black ink.
"You have discovered your sexual capacity. You can be used without limit. You are an unlimited sexual resource. You will discover that being great at something does not earn you plaudits. Particularly sex. What follows is an important lesson. Your first master appears. Yield. Submit. Learn. What comes this week may only teach you if you submit to one new master. The weekend was full of lessons, do not suppose you have learned them all. They will appear one at a time but you will not learn them all at once. You cannot. Be clear. Do this. Initiate one old adult into your club. You are the Queen. Your word is law."
Taylor lay back, contemplating the black ink when her phone dinged indicating that a new post to the SAC as they called the Swanson Adult Club, had been made. She opened Facebook and examined the new post. It was a short video by Ky. She showed a jar of marbles, and then showed one that had a "1" numeral in the glass.
"This week, beginning Monday at eight A.M. is Queen Taylor's week for Blow Job Lessons. To make it interesting, we have added an incentive. Each marble is numbered. Each time Taylor gives someone a blow job, she will hand you a marble. Whoever ends up with the most marbles at the end of the week will win Taylor for next week for seven days of sexual slavery. She'll be your slave for seven whole days, from Monday morning to Monday morning. You can fuck her or give her away to anyone you like. Use her or lose her, bet her or vet her, test her or best her, I don't care. She is the prize. She wants to learn to suck cock and the SAC will help. Note that it doesn't need to be a guy who ends up with all the marbles. A woman can earn marbles from the blowjob guys by trading for them but how you do that is up to you. The blowjob contest runs until end of school on Friday. Taylor's blowjob lessons begin eight a.m. Monday and last all week. Good luck. Oh, if any marble is found with a duplicate number, both will be thrown out so no cheating. Taylor, meet me before eight at school to collect your marbles! You'll spend the week losing your marbles."
Ky laughed at her bad joke.
Taylor put away her phone and lay back, expecting her mind and body to keep her awake but instead, the moment she lay down the phone, she fell into a deep sleep filled with the sensations of sex and the bracing ache in her muscles that told her she had been used and used well.
Morning found Taylor driving to school in a daze. She knew what Ky had in mind for her but it was a blurry understanding, leaving her disconnected and confused. She knew she was going to have to suck a cock that day but she was focused on just one cock and it morphed into the idea that it was one cock a day, just one. That was what she had in mind as she drove to school. She knew she still gagged the moment the end of a prick brushed the back of her throat. She had been pushing the hard sausage down her throat whenever she thought about it and the gag reflex persisted but she had progressed so that she didn't get tears in her eyes any longer at least. She had mixed feelings about that, regretting losing the feeling of humiliation crying while sucking cock would have granted her.
She parked and walked in her high heels across the parking lot, having parked in a far corner for some reason, an unconscious reason that was obvious but did not occur to her until she saw Ky standing at the service entrance on the east side of the main building with Mr. Crowder. He was smoking a cigarette. Ky stood before him while he puffed. The man towered over her. They clearly weren't talking. Taylor adjusted course but Ky still yelled at her and gestured for her to mount the steps to the loading dock where they stood. People were arriving for school. It was seven-thirty.
"On your knees, cunt." Ky snarled.
"What? No good morning, Taylor?" Taylor responded with a bright smiled, feeling how Ash must feel all the time with her relentless cheerfulness.
"On your knees, frankencunt. Mr. Crowder here, needs his knob shined and you're just the cunt hole to do it."
Taylor made a thing about looking around, staring out on the parking lot of the entire school, hiding the eruption of excitement between her legs. She felt like she was on stage. She couldn't let Ky see the flames of passion stoking her body at that moment, sudden and instantaneous the moment Taylor understood her friend's lurid intention. She bowed her head to hide the flush of eager anticipation that rushed through her, paired with the sick dread that she felt knowing she would surely gag on the man's gargantuan cock.
"Jesus, Ky! You want me to blow him out here where everyone can watch? Let's go inside out of the cold." It wasn't cold. It was lukewarm but Taylor's skin sizzled with anticipation. She felt flushed. Her heart swelled and rattled in her chest, making it hurt and ache. The anticipation boiled inside her but she had to remain calm and not let Ky see her eagerness, her response to the situation. God, how do you hide something like that? She wondered, fearful in that complicated way that was becoming her normal life. Confronting it, she shuddered.
Ky took it for revulsion, for horror, for gasping hate and scowled to forestall any plea for pity or mercy. Ky's snarling hate washed over Taylor like a wave of luscious, erotic stimulation that made her vagina twitch and she swore she felt all the cocks from the weekend slipping into her body again, one after the other. It made her knees go soft.
"Oh my god." She breathed.
"Miss, maybe this ain't such a good idea. I could get into trouble."
"You want to fuck her again?"
"Sure." The man chuckled, the bass booming of his laughter sounded terrible and loud in Taylor's ears. "I'd rather fuck you, though. You have a nice body and she, god, she looks like a scarecrow after rabid crows finished with it. I'd much rather slip the whole meat sausage into you."
Ky grimaced.
"Yes, of course. Anyone would but this mortal coil of cunt crap is what you get. Let her blow you or you don't get to fuck her later. Let her blow you and you can fuck her any time you like."
"Any time?" Mr. Crowder repeated, making it two words like Ky did, keeping her emphasis.
"Any. Time." Ky reiterated.
He shook his head and flicked the cig with thumb and forefinger as some smokers can. The nub and ember sailed past Taylor, a scarlet and orange slit in the air that sparkled in her eyes. She watched as Mr. Crowder unzipped the front of his coveralls down his chest to his crotch.
Taylor couldn't help but giggle. With a fly that size, his cock had to be three feet long. She remembered of course, having it thrust into her body. She remembered feeling it stretch her and the smell of the man, murky with cigarette smoke and the flood of his cum overflowing her vagina.
"On your knees, slut." Ky hissed. "Time to start blow job lessons."
"Why don't you show me how, Ky." Taylor said as sweetly as she could, which wasn't very sweet, sweet as sand maybe. She smiled and her lips felt waxen.
"Goddammit, Taylor, on your fucking knees or we'll go inside and Mr. Crowder here will fuck you in the ass with that bludgeon of his. You want his truncheon shoved up your poop chute? You won't sit for a week and you'll never walk right again." Ky leered at the thought and for a moment, Taylor thought the woman was going to change her plans and forget the blowjob in favor of offering up Taylor's ass. For a terrible moment she couldn't breathe and she worried that Ky noticed and would find some excuse to deny her that particularly horrifying pleasure. Ky didn't. She merely glared, oblivious to Taylor's interior world and the sparks shooting through it.
Taylor put down her pack and did a quick mental inventory and decided she could kneel on it without breaking anything. She had on hose and it seemed wrong to scuff her knees immediately, before school even started. She also realized she had known she'd be on her knees today and she'd worn the hose intentionally so it would tell the tale of the blow job, showing ruined knees to anyone who saw the tears at her knees. She knew she'd have to give someone a blow job that day, she just thought it would take more time, that she'd have more time to adjust to the idea but she mentally shrugged. This way she was getting it over with so she could concentrate on class. Her mind was still numb for a weekend of fucking the Adult Club and wasn't processing her reality properly. That would change. Understanding would come but she wouldn't.
She knelt on the backpack. The faux canvas felt rough on her knees, and cold despite the wet, warm morning.
She lifted her eyes and confronted Mr. Crowder's cock. She had the tickling urge to look around, to see who was watching, to meet their eyes before she put her lips to this man's cock but she didn't, couldn't. Mr. Crowder grasped a knot of her hair and twisted to get a firm hold on her head.
"Open up, Missy. I may get fired but I've always wanted a blow job like this. Open up those ruby red lips and suck me good!"
Taylor didn't know what to expect and realized she'd presumed the cock she'd suck would blow almost as soon as she touched it with her mouth and tongue. Mr. Crowder didn't blow immediately. He pushed the head of his cock against Taylor's mouth. She tried to turn her head but he held her by her hair. She looked up at him. His face was a mask, a grimace that pulled it out of shape making him look inhuman.
"Suck it, bitch."
"Very original." Taylor muttered.
"Shut up, Taylor. You're on your knees about to suck a cock. You don't have a lot of room to have contempt for anyone else. You're a cum sack. Everyone and I mean every adult in school fucked you this weekend. So can the snark and suck his cock like I told you to!"
Taylor felt Ky's voice like a lash on her skin. She shivered. She kissed the head of Mr. Crowder's cock. It seemed huge, larger even than it felt thrusting into her vagina, pumping her with his possessed passion while her Adult Porn English class watched. She remembered. Her body remembered. Her vagina remembered. She felt the dampness welling out of her and soaking between her legs.
Mr. Crowder pushed his cock against his lips.
"The troll cunt doesn't know how to suck cock, Mr. Crowder, I'm sorry. She'll learn this week though. We're going to teach her to suck cock." Ky's voice sounded normal, reasonable like she was discussing a fund raiser and was telling Mr. Crowder the tables they'd need set up. "Taylor, open your mouth." Ky said.
The words electrified Taylor. The sensation was so sudden and so profound she gasped with surprise. The gasp opened her lips and the spongy cockhead pressed against her teeth. She automatically opened her jaw and the head of the cock penetrated her mouth. The man didn't stop there, with the hand knotted in her hair, he held her and pushed his cock deep into her mouth. She couldn't even suck. She gagged instead, the moment the soft-hard cock bumped against the back of her throat. She felt her teeth contact his cock and tried to reverse the clinching of her jaw but knew she'd fucked up.
Mr. Crowder roared and yanked her head off his cock.
"Goddamn! She bit me!"
Ky smirked.
"I warned you, Mr. Crowder. You treat her like a two bit whore and she'll shorten your sausage for you. This is cock sucking lesson week for Taylor Dillon. Do you get that? Lessons? Cock sucking lessons! You have to help her learn to suck your cock so just shoving it down her throat is going to cause an accident and any safety engineer can tell you accidents are preventable so don't be an asshole. Let the poor cunt do what she can to make you come. She'll make it up to you later. I promise. You can fuck that backend hold if you really want to. She carries it with her everywhere she goes. Not like she'll forget. You did her once, so you need to help her learn to suck cock."
"Fuck. All right."
Taylor felt confusion. Ky was actually helping her? Something was wrong with this picture. Still, this was her chance to learn to suck cock. Her COMPULSION listed that as something she had to do. She leaned forward, grasped Mr. Crowder's cock and licked the end. She felt a sense of purpose suddenly, aware she needed to use this opportunity to improve her cock sucking skills. Taylor giggled in her chest, like what she did could be called skill! She closed her lips on the end of his cock and sucked. Mr. Crowder groaned. That sound vibrated through Taylor and she felt a tremendous sense of satisfaction flood through her. She sucked harder.
"She sucks at sucking cock." Ky mumbled. "What a terrible cock sucker."
That did it. Taylor felt it, that little but definite "click" in her when Ky mocked her and implicitly challenged her to something. She backed off Mr. Crowder's cock and looked at Ky.
"I suppose you can do better, bitch. Look at this thing! He's huge."
"I suck Kam's cock all the time!" Ky shot back.
Taylor snorted.
"No different than what I'm doing but then he pokes you in the fanny and pumps you full of cum. I bet you never swallowed a cock in your life, much less one this size!" Taylor felt the thrill of seeing Ky's eyes blaze.
"Move!" Ky snarled.
Taylor was startled but she got off her knees and stepped back. Ky dropped her backpack and got to her knees on Taylor's. She gripped Mr. Crowder's cock in both hands, looked up at him and smiled, not sweetly, it was her dill pickle smile.
"Don't get used to this, grandpa. I'm just showing the stupid cunt here how to suck a cock." She focused on his cock, kissed the end, and then opened her mouth and pushed her mouth onto it. The huge penis disappeared into Ky's mouth. Taylor watched in frank amazement as Ky's throat swelled, a ridge rose in her fine neck as the cock filled it. Ky didn't hesitate but pushed the entire cock down her throat in one quick and easy motion. She nuzzled against the man's body, his pubic hair puffed around her nose as she blew air into it with a loud exhalation.
Mr. Crowder groaned so loud, Taylor was sure it echoed.
Ky slowly pulled off the man's cock and rocked onto her heels. She stood up. She had that superior expression she wore when she'd just shown Taylor up at something.
"That, my dear, is how you suck a cock." Ky said sweetly. "That is what you are trying to achieve. Unless and until you can duplicate that with any cock, you are not even close to being a world class cocksucker." She grinned her witches' grin. "I am. I am a cocksucker and guys would line up around the block for me to suck their cock. I could charge a hundred dollars a go and that is just for the pleasure of one simple dip in the divine pool of Ky. Taylor, I've sucked more cock than you fucked this weekend. Deal with it. You suck at sucking cock and everyone knows it. I'm helping you. This is a chance to learn to suck cock this week." She gestured at Mr. Crowder's cock. "Make him come. That is your goal. Start small." Ky snickered. "You know what I mean. It'll be a goal you can achieve with most guys, the adults in our club can all come easily if you just kiss it. Mr. Crowder here, he's a an old pro and he needs special attention. He'll fuck you later, if you improve as a cock sucker." Ky smiled that carnivorous smile that made Taylor nervous.
Only one thing made Taylor more wary than having Ky angry with her and that was having her help. Ky was as helpful as a cactus and as willing as a shark was to aid your swimming lesson. Taylor hated it when Ky had something working and she couldn't figure it out. Still, she thought as she resumed her pose on her knees, she was working Ky, using her to double her pleasure even while Ky thought she was torturing Taylor. God, Taylor thought, she had to act more repulsed or Ky would figure it out and what would she do then?
She took hold of Mr. Crowder's cock with both hands like Ky had done and duplicated exactly what she did, pushing her head onto the cock. She concentrated on controlling the gag reflex and kept her teeth off of the flesh shaft in her mouth when she gagged. She did gag but she was prepared. Her mouth watered and saliva welled over her lips and ran down her chin. She gurgled with it. Mr. Crowder felt the action in his cock and groaned. She felt his response in his hands. His cock swelled and jerked.
Taylor's head backed off his cock and then she pushed onto it again, fighting the gag reflex intentionally, doing as she did with every other physical challenge, pushing herself to confront it and challenge it, making her body endure the discomfort. She had barely half of his cock in her mouth. She hesitated, holding it with both hands. She licked around in her mouth with her tongue, released the shaft with one hand and found his balls. They felt huge in her hand, she squeezed them a little and moved them around a little. The man grunted and his body shifted. She had to sway with him to keep his cock in place in her mouth.
The motion touched some tender part of her throat and she gagged hard. She pulled off his cock and coughed. For a few moments, she was wracked with it, coughing and hacking until the spasm passed. She looked up. Tears filled her eyes and she cursed herself. Through the glassy tears, she looked at Mr. Crowder. He stared down at her, waiting on her. She felt it, then, the profound power granted from having hold of a man's cock in that way. He wanted her to make him come. She wanted him to but she had no idea how to do that without choking.



She focused on what must feel good and realized her tongue was her best option. She licked around the head and shaft of his cock, covered the head with her mouth and sucked hard on it. She felt a delightful jerk in his body. She sucked harder, moving a hand up and down his shaft next to her lips. Mr. Crowder groaned. She began to bob her head back and forth, using her lips to caress his cock while she pumped it with her hand. Mr. Crowder groaned again. His hand moved to the back of her head and just lay there, riding the motion like he was blessing her. He was. She could feel it.
Taylor felt the confusion. The luscious satisfaction of touching this commanding delight of filling her mouth with cock and feeling such approval tangled with the loss of the humiliation at being bad at sucking cock. Taylor decided that she could be humiliated in some other ways. She sucked on the head of Mr. Crowder's cock and she felt it swell. She'd learn to suck cock, better than Ky!
"Oh god, coming. Does, does she swallow?"
"No. God no. She'll bite it off. Come on her face!" Ky growled.
She sounded angry. Taylor registered the anger but it didn't make sense. She couldn't understand Ky, couldn't see into her plans. Yet.
Mr. Crowder pulled her off his cock by the hair. Taylor was staring right at the eye of his member when it spat at her. She blinked and closed her eyes reflexively as was natural when something flew at them from such close range. She kept them closed as he ejaculated onto her face. She realized as he ran down that she had directed his cock onto her face, moving it around as though trying to get good coverage and wondered at the reaction. The heat of his cum warmed her, even soothing her but also arousing her. Taylor felt him spit his last and pull out of her grasp.
"Not even a spitter. Shit, she sucks."
"You can fuck her later." Ky repeated. "When she has earned it. For now, thank you for letting her start her day with your cock. Perhaps we'll do this all week. We'll have to see. Taylor, give him a marble."
Taylor tried to open her eyes. Both were coated with cum, thick, slick, hot draughts of cum. She resisted the urge to swipe at it and instead struggled blindly to her feet. She found her pack and fumbled for tissues. Ky caught her hand.
"No. Taylor, you can't clean off until you are ready to suck another cock."
"Another cock?" Taylor repeated vacantly. "What do you mean, another cock? I sucked this one. Aren't I done for the day?"
Ky laughed, a harsh sound full of amazed contempt.
"Jesus, did you think you could learn anything about sucking cock by just sucking one each day? No, you'll suck them all. Any adult who wants his knob shined, you suck it. He has to come or no marble. Got it. At the end of the week, the most marbles wins Taylor for a week of sex and games. I heard one guy say he planned to sell you for a quarter a fuck but then figured he'd only make a buck fifty that way. Whatever they want to do with you, cunt Taylor. You are going to be the school sex slave for a week, with an owner and everything. I have a slave collar and wrist shackles and everything. It'll be awesome!"
Taylor trembled. God, it would be awesome! She had to keep that response to herself, keep it disguised and away from Ky or the fucking bitch would find some way to rob her of it. A sex slave? Taylor struggled to open her eyes. She lifted a hand with the tissue in it and felt Ky's hand grasp her wrist.
"Nope. You wear the cum until you suck the next cock, then you can clean up first. You can't be spitting come all over so you either swallow their cum or wear it. Got it?"
Ky's words penetrated Taylor's cum covered consciousness and a new thrill roared through her. She nodded reflexively. Ky wanted her to walk through the corridors of school with cum on her face! Oh my god! That was the evil bitch's plan! Taylor's mind clamped down on that thought. Her pussy bubbled and she wanted Mr. Crowder to fuck her right then. She knew if a cock had penetrated her little jungle, she'd have erupted like a volcano! My god, my god, my god! She thought. If Ky only knew what she was doing to her, god, it would piss Ky off so much to know how much it thrilled Taylor just to think of walking around with cum drying on her face! Ky was an evil sex genius, a true sensual idiot savant! She did wonderful things without truly understanding anything! The irony was delicious. So was the cum coating her lips. Taylor tasted it with her tongue, the dank sour smell of it aroused her.
Taylor fought to open her eyes and managed to push the lids of her eyes off of them, thick with cum as they were. Ky's face was radiant with lurid triumph. Her chin was up so high Taylor could see the inner contours of her nasal passages. It made her look ridiculous! Taylor wanted to laugh and scream with delight but instead, she bowed her head, hiding her own, private and perverse delight.
"Here. This is one-hundred marbles. Give him one. When those are gone, come find me and I'll give you more."
Taylor gasped. One-hundred? In five days? That was twenty a day? Twenty blow jobs a day? At least? God, she could fuck twenty cocks in a day but blowing that many, gagging that many times seemed impossible, inconceivable, yeah, like a land war in Asia. She subdued the rattling shudder and took the rich scarlet cloth bag from Ky, selected a marble and offered it to Mr. Crowder. The man took it, a confused look on his face. Ky explained what it was and how it could be exchanged. Mr. Crowder understood but clearly had little interest as it had not much to do with him.
"You can trade it to someone for something. A girl might want this nasty trench, god knows why. She might fuck you for your marble or blow you or something. Who knows what these marbles will be worth to someone, but you're right, maybe nothing." Ky smiled superciliously, turned her head to look at Taylor. "Taylor, you go on. Remember, you can't remove the cum unless you are going to eat it. You can do this. Swallow it or wear it!"
Taylor stared at Ky, wanting to make some snotty remark about the honor system and honor among whores, but the saying was thieves, wasn't it? She had Ky right where she wanted her, so she kept silent, direly afraid the spiteful bitch would see the true impact of her plot to humiliate Taylor. Taylor nodded somberly, turned and stepped carefully down the concrete stairs and walked to the front door of the school. She had to wipe some of the cum off her eyes but left it on her cheeks, licking her finger when she was arranged. She turned to look at Ky and saw she still stood on the loading dock, staring after her.
Taylor knew this couldn't last forever. Ky was smart and when one attack on Taylor's dignity wouldn't work, she'd switch tactics. She couldn't believe her eyes, though. Taylor could see the wilt in her posture, the confusion. Ky thought she'd see Taylor shatter with humiliation and fight her tooth and nail to resist walking into school with gobs of cum running down her face. That Taylor had bowed her head and just walked to the door without so much as a peep clearly suggested Ky had miscalculated somehow. The best Taylor could hope for was that Ky would presume Taylor was tougher than expected. Ky always underestimated Taylor because she herself tended to give up as soon as she got behind in any contest, like in track for example. Ky was a front runner. Taylor knew from long and numerous experiences that if she persisted, the moment she got even with Ky in any competition, Ky broke. Ky was better as a sprinter but the longer runs, Taylor always managed to catch and subdue her. Ky knew that and hated it so she always made sure to pick contests that she could end while she was ahead.
This situation was different. Ky knew her father had fucked Taylor and wrongly presumed that Taylor had a thing for her father and Ky thought that provided her leverage. The truth would prove far stranger than either of them knew. Taylor saw Ky notice her staring and turned away. She pulled open the door and stepped into the metallic gloom of the hallway and made her way towards her first period class.
She felt the stares, heard the whispers of "cunt Taylor" and "Queen Slut" and "she fucked them all!" wafting behind her like eddies in a still lake. She realized she'd not considered the weekend and how it would play in the halls of Swanson High. It amused her that Ky have figured a way to rob her of that luscious humiliation by coating her face with cum, cum that anyone would notice. The cum oozing down her face would displace all thought of her weekend of fucking. Taylor felt both relieved and disappointed; the confusion suffused her and left her empty, neutral, like the ph balance was zero, neither acidic nor alkaline. She felt a curious Zen calm, attaching it to the Zen cum on her face. It formed a mask, a slick, cool, wet mask that allowed her to peer out at the brave new world that was destined to ejaculate on her face that day. The alternative was to come in her mouth and swallow cum and so far, that didn't appeal to Taylor in any real way, not like wearing cum on her face. She felt the thrill and it amazed her.
While most people noticed the lurid coating of cum on her face, surely unmistakable, no one mentioned it out loud or directly to her until she was seated in her first period class.
"Miss Dillon, just what do you think you are doing?"
Mr. Parker didn't sound amused.
"Attending class?" Taylor offered.
"What is that on your face?"
"Cum! Cum! Cum!" She wanted to scream. The sound in her head nearly drowned out all other thought. She wanted to scream it out that her face was coated with cum but she smiled through the blur as prettily as she could and answered the best she could, using the perfect response that she'd developed to the inevitable questions.
"It's called Pearl Jam. I've developed a skin condition. Too dry. I have to keep it covered this week. Doctor's orders."
"Go wash it off, Miss Dillon."
"No. I mean, I can't."
"Office. Miss Dillon." Mr. Parker sounded bored.
Taylor got up and left the room but hadn't gone five yards before she heard her name.
"Taylor! Taylor!"
Taylor turned around.
"Hey Ash." Ash had her arm around Olson and they were walking in step towards her. "Hi, Olson." Taylor greeted the guy with markedly less enthusiasm.
"You going to wash it off?" Ash asked, her voice dripping with curiosity and confusion.
Taylor shrugged.
"Ky said I couldn't until I was ready to suck another cock."
"What am I? Chopped liver?" Olson asked, pulling Ash against him. She wriggled in his grasp, not to escape but caressing his body with hers.
Taylor looked over at the guy balefully.
"That'd be an improvement." She breathed.
Olson's eyes hardened and Taylor knew she'd made a mistake, a mistake Ash would pay for. She didn't yet understand the nature of their relationship but Ash was clearly held in his sway and could not or would not escape his grasp.
"The bathroom, girls. Let's go. Time for Taylor to blow me for real."
"I don't know how." Taylor said.
"I know that. Everyone knows that. That's was blow job lessons are for, right? You're learning. We'll teach you, won't we Ashes?"
Ash nodded.
"Yes, Olson." She whispered.
Taylor couldn't tell what she heard in Ash's voice, whether it was lust or terror or shattered compliance. Olson took hold of Taylor's upper arm and steered them not towards the MEN'S room but the WOMEN'S room. Taylor felt the sick resignation flood into her as they pushed through the door. She made to get on her knees but Olson held her upright.
"Hold on there, sister Sicko. Ashes, clean off her face. You think I want to put my cock into that mess?"
Ash turned to the faucets but Olson grabbed her and turned her around.
"You stupid cunt! Don't waste cum. Haven't you learned anything!"
Ash nodded vigorously.
"Don't waste cum. Don't waste cum." She repeated. "I know. I'm sorry Master..."
Olson slapped her.
"What did I tell you to call me here?"
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry, Olson. I'm sorry."
"So?" Olson widened his eyes and pushed his face at Ash. She cringed back.
"I don't know what you want, Olson. Tell me. Please. Tell me and I'll do it!"
"Jesus, Ashes, you are one stupid cunt. Lick her clean. Don't waste cum. That's clearly cum. Lick it off. Clean her off." Olson smiled then. It was a lurid, eager smile, the sort of expression an inventor must get when something finally works after many trials, like something wonderful had been discovered. "Clean her off so she can suck my cock, or try to."
Ash wore a simple dress with bare legs. Olson turned her and hugged her back against his body. She shivered in his grasp. His hands clasped her breasts and squeezed them, massaging them against her chest.
"Oh god, Olson, don't, please. You know what that does to me!" Ash sounded as sincere as Taylor had ever heard her sound. Ash's voice dripped with the promised implication.
Olson stopped rubbing Ash's tits. Instead, he put one arm around her middle and clasped her side, pulling her tight against him and with the other, he lifted the drape of her dress until he could get it under it and between her legs. He cupped her vagina. Standing right in front of her, Taylor saw Ash's reaction perfectly. Ash's eyes closed and she jerked. She moaned a little and she wriggled a little in his arms, grinding her ass back against Olson's crotch.
"Jesus Christ, Olson, how can you do that to me so easily? What is wrong with me?"
"You are an addict, baby and I'm your drug. Clean your cunt friend's face off so she can suck me."
Ash's eyes opened and she stared intently into Taylor's eyes. Her hands rose up and grasped Taylor by the shoulders and maneuvered her closer. She craned her neck forward and with a slight slurp, ran her tongue up the hollow of Taylors left cheek. It left a searing path on Taylor's skin. She felt the coating of cum vanish under the swipe of Ash's hot, firm but soft tongue, cleaning her tingling skin, exposing her skin to the cool air of the toilet. Taylor couldn't smell its antiseptic aroma past the whiff of chlorine from the cum on her face. When Ash licked her other cheek, Taylor licked her upper lip, finally swiping at the frosting of cum that had ridden it since Mr. Crowder had decorated it. She closed her eyes.
Ash took the hint and cleaned her eyes, licking the goo from around them and then off her forehead and down each side of her nose. Suddenly, without notice, Ash kissed Taylor. Taylor was surprised. She felt something in the kiss and opened her eyes, feeling an intangible something besides the gout of cum in Ash's mouth. Ash's eyes were closed. Olson's face was close by and he was staring at Taylor intensely. Ash wriggled against him and as they kissed, Taylor understood what Ash was feeling. Olson had a hand between her legs and was tantalizing her even while they kissed. Ash was kissing her because of the hand between her legs. She was aroused and she was expressing her growing lust by kissing Taylor. Taylor could taste it on her lips. It was lurid and rich, a foaming concoction of Ash's growing need and Taylors steady arousal. Ash's hands were claws, hooked on Taylors arms like grappling hooks locking them together. Ash kissed like it didn't matter whom she kissed so long as she could give expression to the sensation bubbling between her legs.
The kiss shattered. Olson wrenched them apart.
"Enough of that. Finish licking her off. God, for a nickle I'd make you go down on her but we have to get back to class and I want a marble. There's a market for them, mind you. Surprise, surprise. What Taylor gives away for free has developed an actual market. Don't ask me how but there it is. Someone wants a sex slave and thinks Taylor is just the cunt to serve that duty. Swanson's sultry sex slave, presenting Taylor Dillon, slut extraordinaire."
Ash, suddenly shaking, moved her hands to Taylor's head, and holding it tightly, lashed at her face with her tongue, licking her clean down the line of her jaw and onto her neck. Taylor found herself becoming increasingly aroused. Just when she was about ready to offer her pussy to Ash to eat, Olson broke them apart and positioned them side by side on their knees. He unlimbered his cock and presented it to Taylor.
"Hurry up, ditch. We don't have all day. Blow me."
Taylor kissed the crown of his cock and then sucked it deep into her mouth. He groaned as she did but then she gagged, choked and expelled him.
"Christ, you don't know anything, do you?"
She wondered how many times a guy needed to be told she didn't suck cock before he believed it? Did all guys believe all women could suck cock and like it? Yes. Definitely.
She privately hoped they were right.
She addressed Olson's cock once more and sucked it into her mouth. She felt Ash watching her, felt the tingle of Ash's eyes on her face and opened her eyes. Ash sat beside her, on her knees, watching Olson's cock slide in and out of her mouth. Taylor felt Ash's gaze like a wet slough against her face. She wanted to touch Ash but dared not. She felt the excitement at the thought catch in her throat and she was suddenly choking again.
"Atlas fuck a truck! Ash, show this ugly, worthless, tight-mouthed crevice how to suck my cock!" Olson removed his cock from Taylor's hold and pushed into Ash's face. Ash's mouth opened, the cock slid in like it had been machined to fit and plunged down into Ash's throat. Taylor saw it again, the swell in the other woman's neck that bespoke the cock there, pushing past the back of her mouth and deeper. Ash blew through her nose, her hands gripped Olson's thighs.
He grunted and his hips began to pulse. He pumped cum into Ash's mouth and she swallowed and swallowed until cum dribbled down her chin. That little faux pas, small as it was, made Taylor feel a little better. At least Ash wasn't perfect like Ky was, though Mr. Crowder hadn't come in Ky's mouth, throat. Still, getting that hog's leg all into her mouth was an accomplishment! Taylor watched until Olson quit pumping cum into Ash's mouth and then she stood. Ash continued to suck.
"Hey, give me my marble." Olson mumbled, clearly focused on the mouth on his cock.
"You had to come on my face or I had to swallow your cum." Taylor repeated the rules automatically, feeling like a hollow cunt, mouthing the words like she mouthed his cock. His hand shot out and gripped her by the throat so fast she didn't have time to breathe and so was exhaling when her air was cut off.
"I said, give me a fucking marble. They're valuable, even if your slit isn't, cunt."
Down below, Ash expelled a very hard cock from her mouth.
"We earned a marble, Taylor. I showed you how it's done. Come on."
The hand on Taylor's neck tightened and she added that to the lengthening list of fucked up things that made her body swell with arousal. My god, she thought, does everything make me horny? She dared not answer herself. She managed to nod. What the hell? Did it matter?
For the first time, she focused on being made into a sex slave for someone. She imagined a week of Kam's cock thrusting into her, filling her, stretching her. She was suddenly breathless.
"I don't have them with me. They're in the room." She croaked, past the hand on her throat.
"Oh, right. You owe me."
Taylor nodded. Ash stood up.
"Fuck me, Olson. Please?" Her voice was pitiful and plaintive. Olson turned her around, facing the mirrors, flipped up her skirt and entered her with his erection. Ash keened with quiet satisfaction. Taylor's pussy wept with jealousy. She sidled away from the joined couple and out into the hall. Rather than going to the office, she went back to class. Twenty a day? She was thinking. Impossible!



Between first and second period, however, she sucked off three guys one after the other. They were much more the usual fare. Once their cocks touched her lips, they came, as much from the experience of being blown in school as from Taylor's technique. She didn't bother to clean up for any of them so when they finished she had three varieties of cum coating her face and neck. Some ran down her chest between her tits, making her nipples itch. God she wanted someone to twist them and pull them! That thought took her breath away.
Olson and Ash had returned to class and collected his marble. The three after first period made five for the day and that made twenty seem not merely possible but likely and even a minimum. Ky's promise to provide more marbles and it implicit promise that Taylor would lose her marbles began to seem less absurd. Between second and third period, she sucked a guy in an empty room and scuffed her knees for the first time. Looking down at her knees, they showed clearly that she'd been on her knees. Her hose was torn and snagged no both knees. The thought thrilled her.
Between third and fourth, two guys had her blow them in the guy's bathroom with guys coming and going while she sucked them clean. It didn't seem to bother them so she just left the cum on her face. In class, she smeared it around and even licked it off her fingers. Her explanation of a skin disorder was accepted with arched eyebrows by both teachers but they didn't want to make an issue of it. After third period, there were five guys who wanted her to blow them and she, and they, were tardy to class. She never bothered to clean the cum off her face and no one else seemed to mind, or at least the promise of her mouth on their cocks offset the cum already on her face. Her cocksucking lessons turned into a fad and everyone wanted to participate. The amount of cum on her was becoming unmistakable and the smell was overpowering. Still, her teacher ignored her. Something was up.
She'd been avoiding the issue all day. She knew Mr. G was waiting for her "master" answer. She had no idea what to say. Truthfully, the weekend had been phenomenal. That much sex had seemed impossible to her and now, now she was getting blow job lessons. How could she stop doing that and hand control over to just one person? Or three if Mr. G was to be believed or accepted? That made no sense.
On the other hand, however, the idea of having someone own her, made her hot and breathless. She felt it as a desperation that welled up inside her like a need and she knew she wanted it, needed it but she was smart enough to know that her imaginings were not necessarily going to match the reality as it appeared in the real world. That stopped her from running to his office and prostrating herself before him and screaming yes, yes, yes. She had to retain some control.
In the back of her mind, though, she knew her answer because her COMPULSION had told her what to do. She had her instructions and she would do as she was told. That seemed clear but she had to resist or they got the wrong idea, that she would fit with any scheme at all. She couldn't and wouldn't and she had to make sure that remained clear.
Over lunch hour it became obvious that Sucking Taylor had become a thing. She was accosted first by Bobby Drapper and she blew him in the music room. In minutes there were six more guys standing around her, waiting their turn. She sucked them all and after three, when she realized there was no way she could wear that much cum, she began to swallow it, drinking from their surging cocks even as the others watched. Once she swallowed, they all wanted her to swallow and tried to jam their cocks down her throat. When they were slight weenies, that wasn't a problem but the larger ones posed difficulty and she kept gagging and coughing them up. She ended up with a lot of cum in her hair and down her dress, even some on her tits. She found she loved the sticky sensation on the skin of her chest and made sure to splash more liberally down her front when they came.
She sucked ten guys in quick succession over the noon hour. Suddenly twenty seemed more like a bare minimum. Between fourth and fifth period, she blew three more guys bringing her daily total to twenty! She felt proud and was licking her fingers when she saw Mr. G striding towards her down the hall. Suddenly the coating of cum on her face didn't seem so cool and her explanation of prescribed face cream didn't seem like an explanation Mr. G would ever swallow. Taylor hooked on that word and almost choked just from avoiding laughing. A bead of cum dropped off her chin and she caught it with one hand. She turned to walk the other way but Mr. Gs voice lashed out and caught her by the scruff of the neck like a truant puppy.
"Miss Dillon, my office please!"
She stopped, turned and faced Mr. G and then when he turned and walked back the way he had come, she followed him. The rumble of voices mumbling about cum on her face and Taylor's incoherent cock sucking skills barely affected her. The level of her arousal remained more or less constant now, what with the constant reminder of her sexual status coating her face. She walked down the hall, finally having the chance to pay attention to the eyes on her smeared state of being. She saw Anne and got a flutter in her chest because Anne had turned eighteen Sunday and the family was going out to celebrate her birthday on Wednesday night after her father got back into town. Taylor felt her sister's eyes on her and knew she'd run home to mommy...but what would the little bitch say? Taylor had cum on her face at school today? Taylor wanted to laugh at that conversation, imagining what her mother would say, hearing "cum" used in a sentence by her precious Anne. Taylor lifted her head and walked proudly past her uninitiated but adult sister, feeling the cum on her face heat as she blushed, despite her nonchalance. The office was bustling but seemed to freeze like a manikin challenge when she appeared, smeared with cum, in Mr. G's wake.
She entered the office and when he gestured, she closed the door.
"Sit down, Taylor." He said softly.
She moved to the chair before his desk and sank into it. Suddenly the film of cum on her face felt hot and awful, awfully conspicuous.
"Face cream? Really, Taylor?" Mr. G shook his head.
She wanted to ask why she wasn't being expelled. This wasn't acceptable behavior in Swanson or any other high school for that matter. How could this be happening? If that was happening, he'd have tossed her a towel and told her to get out of Dodge.
Mr. G didn't look at her for a while but stared down at his hands, folded before him like he was praying, asking for something essential to his well-being. He spoke as though he addressed his hands or the god he worshiped, asking for something unseemly.
"I've told the other teachers that you report exclusively to me, that you are mine and that I'd share you when the time came. No one will interfere with you if you deign to submit to me, Taylor. After this weekend, surely you see the crucial importance of having a master someone to shield you from such use again. You have no ability to refuse any sexual suggestion. You're a true and faithful slut, Taylor and I want to give full expression to your sexual majesty while protecting you from yourself." He looked up from his hands.
Taylor felt the tension in her body. She was keenly aware of the cum heating on her face while Mr. G stared at her. She licked her upper lip, gathering some of the cum there onto her tongue, savored it and swallowed it, never letting her eyes leave Mr. G's steady, sexy gaze.
"I asked you to decide, Taylor. What is your decision?"
She shuddered, like a terrible cold draught had blasted under her skirt and chilled her to the bone. She closed her eyes.
"Yes." She whispered, her voice quavered. "Yes, master."
"Open your eyes, Taylor. Look at me."
She did. For the first time, she felt his handsome good looks as a caress on her body. She shuddered softly, the erotic appeal of the moment soaked into her and suffused her completely. She felt full of non-specific need, wanting something but with little clear idea of what it was. Then, as if her mind understood the quandary and answered a query, she knew what she was feeling. Owned.
"Oh god." Taylor whispered, aware of what had just happened.
"No. You will worship me, Taylor. I will be your god, you will be on your knees before me!" Mr. G whispered. "Mouth open, ready to swallow what I release into your mouth."
"Oh god, Mr. G, I don't know how to suck cock! I don't. I know I don't!" All of her insecurity, all of her bravado crumpled and swirled around her.
Mr. G stood up.
"I know, Taylor. That is why we have decided to help you. I know this is your week to suck cock. Everyone knows. I also know that at the end of the week, you'll be presented to the one with the most marbles from your cock sucking practice for a week. That person, whoever it is, will be your second master. I will see to that. I promise. That person will own your heart and they will love you and desire you as the lover even as you are the beloved, even if you feel nothing for that person, there will be a wealth of emotion and delight in you. I'll see to that. Your body, Taylor, that is mine to use and to share as I see fit. You understand this, don't you?"
She met his eyes, looking up at him. She nodded slowly, feeling otherworldly, transported out of the humdrum days of her life into this new reality. The cum on her face felt suddenly hot and she wanted to wipe it off.
"We must be circumspect, Taylor. No one must know that I own your ass." He grinned then, a truly lascivious grin. "And your tits and cunt and that lovely little mouth of yours. You have been fucked by every adult in the school I understand. You must do something for me now, something subtle and devious."
"Oh? What's that?" Taylor clicked back to the many conversations they had had like this where Mr. G had asked her for favors, insights, intelligence about what was going on in the school. Ever since her broken ankle and his investment in getting her on her feet again and making her run and dance again, they'd had the special bond. It was part of her Queenship in the school, her ability to sell fringe ideas to Mr. G and to escape his wrath when they overstepped, which they did, but nothing like what the Adult Club represented. Taylor felt the sinking feeling in her stomach, sure that he was going to ask her to shut it down. She was surprised when he spoke.
"I want to join the adult club." He said softly.
Taylor heard his words but the meaning came through with different words entirely namely, "I want to fuck you!" She nearly chortled, thinking about how Ky would scream if she knew that Mr. G fucked Taylor first! The door opened.
Taylor nodded. Her first thought, however, was not of Mr. G fucking her, her first thought was of how furious Ky would be when she discovered that Taylor Dillon would be the one to initiate Mr. Gordon Glouchester into the Adult Club. Then she thought of Miss Rollins and her stomach lurched, turning over like a pregnant woman in bed, heavy and ponderous.
"I want to have sex with them all, all the adult girls of Swanson High and as my secret agent slut, you are going to help me."
Taylor's chest throbbed and she felt like jumping up and screaming. But then the door latch clicked and the door opened.
"Oh, Miss Cummings. Thank you for joining us." Mr. G said without any hint of the interrupted conversation.
Miss Cummings nodded and closed, and with some fanfare, locked the office door. She then got carefully to her knees. Mr. G continued as if the new turn in his conversation had been the subject before the door opened.
"Taylor, we understand that this is Taylor's Cocksucking Lessons week and we want to help. Clearly, you have some ways to go before you can suck a cock properly. The proper way to suck a cock is to inhale it, suck it and make the man come, all without drooling, and without letting any of his cum escape your lips, which means you swallow and swallow it all. That opens the world up to you because, if you can suck and swallow without leaving a trace, you can blow the bishop and no one will know, whatever they suspect unless you forget your breath mints and let them get too close or kiss them. Some cum does smell, hence the moniker, cum breath or is it cock breath? No matter. Miss Cummings and I would like to show you the proper way to suck cock. This is not possible with just one of us so you must understand that we have some risk in helping you. However, since you have cum all over your face, and since you are going to start initiating other adults than just students into the Swanson Adult Club, we think it is worth the risk. You'll select a woman to initiate, preferably one of the teachers here."
"But I thought..."
Mr. G put a finger to his lips. Miss Cummings had her eyes closed so the gesture went unremarked. Mr. G moved around the desk. He unzipped his pants. The sound opened Miss Cummings' eyes. She followed his approach and when he was within reach, she shooed away his hands and finished extracting his cock through the open zipper of his pants. It was an odd sort of instrument, with what appeared to be scar tissue or something around the head, making it appear to be ruffled and ridged. Nothing about Mr. G's cock looked regular. It was lusciously long and had a curve in it, more of a squiggle. It was so out of the ordinary Taylor stared at it and felt distinct disappointment when it disappeared down Miss Cumming's throat. Miss Cummings inhaled it in one smooth motion, demonstrating the technique Mr. G had described. Taylor was duly intimidated.
Miss Cummings enveloped his odd cock and sealed her face against his abdomen. It was lyrical but in a wordless sort of way because Miss Cummings hummed. It wasn't the toneless throb of a cocksucking motor head, it was musical, like she was humming while she worked. Taylor found herself leaning a little so she could see the woman's neck through the tangle of her lovely blond hair. She could just make out the cock ridge in it, the swell that spoke of the cock the woman held tight in her mouth and throat, without movement, without gagging, without struggle. The neck ridge bespoke of an accomplished cocksucker. Then Taylor saw it, the subtle ripple on the woman's porcelain neck with the tight bass thump as she swallowed around Mr. Gs cock.
Mr. G groaned.
"Oh my god, Ester, you suck cock better than anyone in the world!" He muttered, moving a hand to the back of her head. It didn't hold her there, there was no need. Mr. G seemed to be steadying himself using her head for balance.
"Jesus, Mr. G, have you had the whole world suck your cock?" The words left Taylor's mouth before she could stop them. Mr. G's eyes opened and he turned his head to look at her. She could see his struggle to form words into sentences without any more thought than was in his mind at the time while at the same time suppressing the urge to laugh. His mouth worked and he licked his lips once just before stiffening, tightening his hold on Miss Cummings' head and hunching against her face, smearing her makeup and injecting cum far down her throat. He groaned from his toes upwards.
Miss Cummings groaned in perfect harmony. She rose up a little higher on her knees, changing the angle, making it tenser in her throat as the man came for her. She held tight to his thighs, her hands gripped his trousers as if she wanted to yank them down and mount him. Taylor realized that was her own projection. Watching this woman blow Mr. G was performance art. It was beautiful! It made her breathless and envious and she wanted to mount him immediately! When Mr. G finally slumped, his hands on Miss Cummings' shoulders like she'd transformed into a walker and he into a crippled old man, the woman slowly extracted the cock from her throat and mouth, slurping quietly as she did so until it appeared once more, clean, glistening and still hard as calculus in all its misshapen glory. She used Mr. G's hands to rise up, which Taylor noted with some satisfaction, that Miss Cummings didn't have Taylor's grace getting to and from her knees.
"Taylor, that is how you suck a man's cock. Leave it clean so that if his wife or girlfriend or boyfriend inspects it, it'll be saliva sour but not cum crusty. It's not only polite but it ensures that he'll know you can suck his cock and leave no incriminating evidence. That may never apply to you, since you have opened your knees to the world and thus your mouth, I suppose, but the time may come when it is beneficial to you to be able to suck a man's cock and leave no trace. They will love you for that because that means you can be discreet." The woman smiled her incandescent smile. "So, Taylor, you know what that means?" Taylor shook her head. "Practice, practice, practice!" Miss Cummings chortled, her eyes squinting with amusement at her own wit.
"You have an unique opportunity, Taylor. Every adult cock in the school is being made available for you to practice on. Swallow them all. You'll get the chance to discipline the gag response until it is fully within your control and in a very short time. When you can do what I just did, you'll be a cocksucker any man will love."
"What about his woman?"
Miss Cummings' face altered, scrunching up like she'd been punched in the gut. Taylor saw her tactical error immediately and sought to cover it over.
"I loved watching you, Miss Cummings. You're an artist. I mean, god, it was so elegant and smooth, like it was as natural to you as breathing." Taylor let the admiration drip from her voice. The admiration was real, letting it run down her chin, however was intentional. Miss Cummings swelled up with pride, unable to resist a little well-applied flattery.
"Yes, well, Taylor, why don't you try? Mr. G often talks about putting his cock in a student body. I think you should be his first. Take off your panties. You should taste yourself on him."
Taylor's body caught fire, like she'd been dipped in napalm. Mr. G watched her step out of her panties but when she moved them towards her slurried face, he shook his head.
"Miss Cummings, please, clean Taylor's face for her. She seems to have quite a lot of cum on it."
Miss Cummings looked at Mr. G like he'd slapped her for complimenting him. The shock was clear and evident.
"Miss Cummings, in time, Taylor will need to learn to lick pussy and she'll surely spend lots of time learning on yours. You know how much you enjoy initiating a new adult into the joys of Sapphic love. Tease her with your tongue, Miss Cummings and make her shake with anticipation. Lick cum off her face and her tongue will itch to return the favor, somewhat lower on your beautiful body. I told you, when she agreed to let me be her master, I'd share. I will. She has. Please, clean her face so I can fuck her."
Miss Cummings nodded and moved to stand before Taylor. She grasped Taylor's head with both hands and extended her tongue and licked over Taylor's lips. The sensation tortured Taylor. She wanted the woman to kiss her to take her, to push her down onto the desk and eat her but Miss Cummings tongue only swabbed up and down and back and forth over Taylor's face. It felt rough, rather like a cat's tongue but soft too. At the last, Miss Cummings used a finger to dab cum from Taylor's forehead, which she promptly put into her mouth and sucked clean. She then flinched and turned away, walking over to the office door and putting her hands on it.
Taylor noted the woman's fine, fine ass and her hands twitched. She wanted to handle Miss Cummings ass! Miss Cummings interrupted her reverie.



"God, Gordon, how can you do that to me? You know what it does to me to handle a young woman like that?"
"I am always looking for ways to arouse you, Ester. I told you Taylor would submit to us, to me. You love it when I give someone to you but you love it when I make you wait more. Admit it."
"Oh yes, Gordon, tease me some more."
"What should we do with this young woman next?" Mr. G asked, looking at Taylor but speaking to Miss Cummings.
Miss Cummings turned around and leaned against the door, her hands flat on it beside her wondrously shaped body. Taylor stared at her.
"Gordon, dear, time to fuck a student. Taylor wants to suck your cock. I want her to taste herself on you, so plug into her cunt socket and then let her try to deep throat you."
Mr. G's eyes went glassy and dull. Miss Cummings moved away from the door, approaching Mr. G whose cock was still hard and still protruded from his pants. She grasped his misshapen cock and used it to turn him to face Taylor. Taylor stared at Miss Cummings' hand wrapped around his hard cock and felt the tingle run up inside her. She thought of her weekend and the twenty or thirty cocks that had fucked her forty or fifty times and suddenly she wanted this one inside her. Her COMPULSION flared in her, dragging her to the edge of the maw of her own desire. The feeling of cock in her mouth had left her empty and unsatisfied and now it was time to be mounted. Mounted. She loved that expression, she was a mare to be mounted by a stallion.
"Turn around, Taylor." Miss Cummings whispered. "Time to be fucked."
Taylor turned around before her mind processed Miss Cummings' words. It wasn't the words themselves that mattered, it was how Miss Cummings delivered them into the air around them, like a puff of smoke she'd held for its intoxicating effects. Her voice trembled, a slight warble in it that she couldn't control, anxiety mixed with anticipation. Taylor assumed the position on the end of the desk, leaning on her elbows. The hand she felt between her legs wasn't Mr. G's. It was Miss Cummings'. The thrill the woman's fingernails on her skin sent up Taylor's spine made her knees wobble. She went flat onto the cool surface of the desk. She wished she was naked so she could feel the smooth desktop on her nipples. Her body felt hot on the cool desk top, exposed as she was, posed as she was, presented as she was, a hole to be plugged by Mr. G's wobbly cock.
The cock at her entrance interrupted her reverie about her own tits. The odd-shaped head parted her pussy lips and Mr. G shoved it into her. Taylor knew she was slick and wet and willing inside and his cock confirmed it by sliding deep down into her, filling her and stretching her even as its textures scraped at her inner contours. Taylor groaned, a long, impassioned sound that punctuated the swelling arousal that was peaking with the penetration. She'd paid no attention to her arousal during the day of sucking cock. She'd focused on the feeling of cum on her face, dripping down and off her chin and jaw and the luscious looks people gave her as she floated down the halls of the high school, face drooling cum. Now, with Mr. G's cock plunging into her, the day's erotic potential exploded into kinetic passion. She climaxed the moment she felt Mr. G's pubic hair tickle her ass.
"Oh my god, Mr. G, you're finally fucking me!" She gasped as the climax possessed her.
He responded by pulling out of her.
For a horrible moment, Taylor thought her words had enlightened him to his deplorable use of her and he was resisting further temptation, reverting back to being the "good guy" he'd been so often in the past, asexual and sexy at the same time. The next thought though, orthogonal to that, was that Ky would be furious to know that Mr. G's cock had slid into Taylor so easily, and first. Taylor was puzzling over how to make sure Ky knew Mr. G hadn't fucked her first, he had fucked Taylor, as Miss Cummings pulled her off the desk and pushed her onto her knees. Taylor realized she was thinking too much when Mr. G's cock spanked her cheek, leaving a damp impression there. The lurid feel of her own wet arousal coating his cock made Taylor's chest ache. She looked up.
Mr. G's eyes were still clouded.
"Taylor, it is impossible to suck a cock that has been inside you like this neatly. You either have to lick it off or it is going to foam around your lips and boil out all over you."
Taylor nodded, acknowledgment.
"The key is to prepare yourself for it before you ever touch it and then just take it down as far as you can in one go. Don't do it a little at a time. Make the gag reflex as bad as you can and then resist it at its worst. If you succeed at that, then it is fully possible that you can hold his cock like I did until he comes. Since he just shot off, that isn't too likely to happen soon. If you can't hold it, try to keep your mouth fixed on the end so when he comes, you can try to swallow it all. Otherwise you end up with a facial."
"I like that." Taylor said, her mouth speaking her fear, the fear that if she learned to swallow, then she'd not get to feel the cum on her face. "I like having cum on my face."
"But then everyone knows that you have been sucking cock, Taylor."
Taylor fixed her eyes on the glistening cock before her face. She nodded.
"Yes. I know." She said and then licked Mr. G's cock head. He jerked like she'd touched him with a needle.
"Oh fuck, Taylor, suck my cock!"
Miss Cummings seemed unable to respond, stunned by Taylor's casual notion and the acknowledgment it contained. Then she smiled, the thought assimilated fully. Miss Cummings understood and seeing that acknowledgment in her eyes made Taylor nervous.
Taylor felt the words like they interacted directly with her nerves. The zing on her skin went down her spine to her pussy and she longed to be filled again. She wanted him to fuck her again but before she could speak her request, his hand found the back of her head and his cock was sliding into her mouth. Remembering Miss Cummings' advice, Taylor leaned in and did her best to push the cock down her throat all at once, to make the gag reflex real. It swelled up and she fought free of his hand and his cock, coughing and gagging. Her eyes welled up and tears ran down her cheeks. Miss Cummings' hand stroked Mr. G's cock while Taylor struggled to regain control of herself. When she finally looked up again, Mr. G groaned and his cock spat cum into Taylor's face. Miss Cummings' hand blurred on his cock.
"Oh god!" Taylor hissed as the first hot splat of cum hit her left cheek. Another landed on the left eyebrow and dripped into her eye. She closed her eyes and let him spray her with cum. She groaned, the roiling pleasure tortured her. This was something she could never ask for, never request, and would only have at times like this, unplanned and impossible to reproduce on demand. She savored the moment, even while her body as a whole begged to be bent over the desk and penetrated. The delight of hot cum on her face contorted the desire writhing inside her.
Taylor didn't try to open her eyes until she heard the zipper on Mr. G's pants heralding the departure of his cock from her world. One eye was gooey with cum and she had to wipe it off with one finger. She looked at it with the full intent to take finger and cum into her own mouth but Miss Cummings grasped her wrist and pulled it high and sucked the gob of cum off of it. That simple gesture sent a huge shiver through Taylor's overstimulated body. The hypersensitive sensation of the woman's mouth sucking at her finger made Taylor weak, like a million butterflies were loose inside her chest.
"I'll be in class, come up as soon as you can, we have another quiz, Taylor." Miss Cummings whispered.
Taylor nodded, her mind a cloud of wool but damp and thick.
Miss Cummings unlocked the door and sauntered through it, her high heels clicking on the outer office floor. The door thumped closed behind her.
"Taylor, I know you don't understand what it means to have a master. We must be circumspect. This weekend you fucked everyone."
"Twice." Taylor said, her eyes clearing. She felt something akin to pride.
"You can't do that any more. Queen Taylor initiated everyone, now it is time to stop them from using you so freely. If you are free and easy, you will have no value. You must begin to resist them. If I am to be the master of your body, you must fuck when I say fuck, suck when I say suck and only then."
"Ky wants to give me away as she sees fit."
Mr. G nodded.
"I know. She has always wanted to dominate you. Let her. Fight as you always have but in the end, submit. Make her think she has a firm hold on you."
"She does." Taylor whispered. Mr. G's brow furrowed. Taylor cringed, suddenly aware how close she was to telling him everything and explaining why Ky thought she had an unbreakable hold on Taylor Dillon. She suppressed the urge to confess all but the effort made her shake.
"It excites you?"
"I...I don't know." Taylor said honestly. She was thinking of Ky's mother and that certainly did excite her.
"Taylor, to be a perfect fuck toy will take some doing. We must train you in all the skills so that when you are handed around to someone, you can both give and take pleasure from them and their body. If you give it away on demand, pretty soon no one will want you because everyone has had you. Restrictions increase your value. I'll provide those restrictions. You are just three holes, Taylor. I don't mean to demean you but your body isn't going to attract anything but flies. It is your willingness to fuck that will attract users. You are a sex app and we want as many people to download you as possible but it is using you that is the best result. This must balance with restrictions. To have you, they must always trade something, to one of your masters."
Taylor shuddered again. The fever in her shredded her mind.
"Ky told Mr. Crowder he could fuck me this week, for letting me suck his cock."
Mr. G laughed.
"Don't worry about that, Taylor. If Earl wants to fuck you, let him. We can't have you stop being the school slut too abruptly so keep going as you have. I'll design a way to rein you in but I don't quite know how to manage that yet. Do whatever Ky tells you...for now. I need to find a way to control her and let her understand that you're mine and not hers. Once she learns that, then I'll truly be your Master."
"Then what?" Taylor asked, suddenly terrified that she'd lose the thrill of being used.
"Then I'll hand you off as I see fit. Imagine being bent over a table in the teacher's lounge and having them use you all day long." He smiled and reached out a hand and touched her cheek with the back of his fingers. "You are a sex object but more than that, you'll be a sex aid, something to add to someone else's sex. Miss Cummings is desperate to get you in bed with us and I am teasing her mercilessly by keeping you out of her reach. For now, though, Taylor, you cannot say 'no' to anyone. Stay the slut. Let anyone have whatever they want until I can manage to contain you. Okay?"
Taylor nodded.
"Get to class."
That was easier said than done. Cole Larson caught her in an empty hall and had her blow him right there. He came the moment her mouth closed around his cock. Taylor pulled back and took his cum on her face, wanting the coating to go with Mr. G's. At the door to physics class, she met Tim Stanton and he stared at her. He didn't say anything but let her slip past him into class and set to the quiz. Miss Cummings was very blaise about the cum on her face. The others in the class kept snapping quick looks at her and Ky took her picture. It appeared on the SAC facebook almost immediately.
Before A.P. English, Taylor sucked off two more guys and then did five after school was out, swallowing them all because she knew she had to wash it off for dance team anyway. Next week track started and dance team would move to the noon hour or evenings as the girls could fit it in. Several girls ran track so they had to adjust.
She dressed for dance team in an eerie silence. The weekend's activities...activities! Her weekend on her back fucking every adult with a cock or willing tongue had obscured the last time she was at dance practice. Every adult gilr had sat on her face, rubbing their pussies on her face while Olson fucked her. The humiliation flooded through her and she felt her poor neglected pussy tingle and twitch. She looked around the locker room. She wished she could touch herself but dared not. The other girls were terribly quiet. They kept glancing at her.
Practice reverted back to normal, as though Thursday hadn't happened. They flowed much better and Mrs. Dougherty made no acknowledgment of her threat until practice was nearly over. Ash missed a step and Mrs. Dougherty exploded. She cursed Taylor roundly for a minute and then finally pointed at Ash.
"You two, private practice after we're done." Mrs. Dougherty's eyes burned into Taylor and Taylor had no doubt about what the woman was thinking. Sure enough, the moment dance practice was over and everyone else scampered for the showers, Mrs. Dougherty' pointed at Ash.
"In my office. You too, Taylor."
Ky stood stock still staring at them but when Mrs. Dougherty gave her "the look", she turned and strutted away.
In the office, the woman yanked down Ash's leotard, pulling it off her shoulders and down her legs, stripping her naked.
"On the desk, Ash. I warned you. That mistake must be punished and everyone will know I'm serious if it's you Taylor eats first." She clapped her hands like she did in practice. "Taylor, now, lick her slit."
Taylor stared at Ash's pussy, clean shaved, graceful, pretty, unlike her own with all its flaps and ridges. Ash appeared like a perfectly neat entrance to her body.
"She's sweaty." Taylor whispered, but her body was vibrating.
"I won't say it again, Taylor. Hesitate and it'll be everyone, like last time!"
Taylor knelt, keeping her back straight so she was as graceful as she could manage. She put her hands on Ash's knees and Ash leaned back, peering between her breasts as Taylor's mouth approached her pussy. Taylor stopped.
"Christ!" Mrs. Dougherty growled and Taylor felt the woman's hand on the back of her head. "I said eat that cunt, Taylor!" Mrs. Dougherty pushed Taylor's head forward, mashing her mouth against Ash's mound, then forcing her lower until their two sets of lips kissed. Taylor licked up Ash's slit.
"Oh god, Taylor!" Ash cried, her voice an untuned guitar string, plucked far to hard.
Taylor felt it then, the thrill of making someone else cry out with her tongue. She pushed at Ash's pussy and felt it open under the pressure. The immediate damp welling surprised her. Ash smelled of sweat and cunt but she tasted, god, she tasted...interesting. Taylor pushed her tongue deeper into the girl and Ash groaned again. Taylor parted her lips and fit them to Ash's pussy and kissed her. When her lips smacked as she lost suction, Mrs. Dougherty pulled her head from between Ash's legs.
"That's fine. Go on. Go shower."
The walk to the shower was damp and silent. Ash never looked up from the floor. Taylor felt everyone staring at her as she walked into the locker room. She headed straight to the toilet and slammed the door. She was quaking, her hands shook and she couldn't breathe. She heard the lone shower come on and then it shut off. She sat hugging herself until she thought everyone was gone. She slipped out of the toilet stall and peered around the corner to the dressing area.
"She loved it. God, Taylor kissed my vag like she was in love with me." Ash was whispering to Ky and several of the other adults.
"She's a slut." Ky growled.
"God, she fucked everyone and everything this weekend." Ash agreed. "What a slut!"
"She didn't fuck everything, not yet." Ky said, her voice filled with foreboding. "Let's go before she undresses and makes us all puke!" The other girls laughed and they left the locker room empty, echoing with their laughter.
Taylor was shivering. She stripped, staggered into the shower and under the shower, touched herself. Her hand flew as she rubbed the sensitive places and tried to make herself climax but it is nearly impossible to do it standing in a shower, for her anyway. She finally gave up and shut off the shower. She walked out to the dressing area, toweling herself off and stopped, startled.
Mrs. Dougherty stood with her arms crossed under her impressive tits. For a long moment, they stared at each other. Mr.s Dougherty dropped her arms, turned and left the locker room. Taylor didn't understand what just happened but she figured it would become clear. Eventually. She dressed and walked out to her car, physically and emotionally drained. It was like the weekend was catching up to her.
She drove home and after supper went up to her room to study. A tap on the door interrupted her about ten.
"Taylor?" It was Anne, her sister.
"Come in." Taylor said.
"Mom wanted me to remind you that Dad is getting back Wednesday and we are going to go to the Stackhouse for my birthday dinner."
"Happy birthday, sis. Sorry I forgot it, yesterday. I was, uh, preoccupied."
Anne's face screwed up and she looked away. Then she looked back at Taylor.
"You were fucking the entire Adult Club. Everyone knows. The list is posted publicly as 'new adults' on the Facebook site. My god, Taylor, did you really fuck them all? Girls and boys?" Anne stopped and blushed.
Taylor stared at her, waiting but she didn't know for what. Surely Anne had seen her at school that day, cum running down her face like she was melting. Had she told? Did Tara know now, that Taylor was wearing cum on her face as makeup now? Anne looked at her, only speaking when it was clear Taylor had nothing to say.
"I'm eighteen now, Taylor."
The light went on. Taylor almost laughed at her own density.
"You're wondering about joining the Adult Club?"
Anne nodded, blushed and nodded again.
Suddenly the import of the moment struck Taylor right between the eyes. Who would initiate her sister? Taylor realized she'd closed her eyes, imagining her sister's naked body and feeling a twisted version of the same excitement from the weekend flooding up into her. She groaned and opened her eyes. She wanted to tell Anne she must go down on her, that as sisters they'd have to have sex together while the Adult Club watched. She suddenly wanted to touch her sister, to pull her close and feel her lithe body wriggle against her.
Taylor was slightly taller than Anne but Anne had a larger bust. She never mentioned it but constantly put a hand under one breast and fluffed it up when Taylor was around. It irritated Taylor to the nth degree but she couldn't complain about it without making a big deal about the size of her own tits. Her mother loved Anne, touted her as the artistic dancer of the two sisters, saying Taylor was a technician but Anne was the artist in the family and could go a long way in life as a dancer. For Taylor, Tara recommended accounting as a staid and certain career. "You certainly shouldn't depend on a man for your livelihood, Taylor," Tara Dillon often told her. "Anne is the one who can make something of her life with dancing. She beautiful and graceful." Anne always preened when her mother compared her favorably with Taylor, which was always. With all that encouragement, here she was, blushing in front of Taylor almost pleading for something. Taylor nearly snarled with satisfaction.
"Say it, Anne."
Anne looked up at Taylor and for the briefest moment, glowered but then she smiled her prettiest smile.
"I want to join the Adult Club." She said softly. "Please Taylor!"



Taylor shivered. The thought in her mind wouldn't leave, it persisted, bobbing and blinking and otherwise giving her no respite from the obvious opportunity.
"You know I have to initiate anyone who joins the Adult Club, right? Are you sure you want that?"
Anne hesitated for a moment then nodded.
"Oh fuck me." Taylor thought. She shrugged.
"Well, you're eighteen now. I can't tell you no."
"But you will, right? You're going to keep me out just from spite!" Anne's temper flared. She had their father's lightening quick temper, immediate anger that could flash and be gone faster than a gnat's sneeze. "I mean, please, Taylor, don't refuse me. I'll do anything. I will. I promise!"
Taylor couldn't breathe suddenly.
"Anything?" She breathed, her body tingling like she was full of Christmas bells.
Anne nodded vigorously.
"Anything, Taylor. Anything."
Her sister's obvious eagerness sobered Taylor for a moment. She flashed on what she wanted, at what she was thinking and shuddered.
"Go to your room and wait for Mom to go to bed. Then come back here. I'll leave the door open so it doesn't make any noise."
Anne stared at her.
"Tonight? What...?" Her eyes widened. "Taylor! What if we get caught!"
Taylor was heartened that her sister hadn't simply refused her. She reached her hand out slowly and lay it on Anne's side, right under her last rib. The physical contact sent electric shocks through her and she felt faint.
"Anne, Friday, if you show at the Club, we'll have to have sex for everyone, while they watch. Do you want that to be the first time?"
"Have sex?" Anne whispered. "You and me? I thought, I mean...someone else would, you know, initiate me."
Taylor shook her head.
"You know what Ky's like. Do you think she'd let us avoid that? She'd do anything to humiliate me. She'll insist that you get no special treatment." Taylor didn't know what Ky would do, really. Was she that perverse to make sisters have sex in front of the whole Adult Club? Still, it was the leverage Taylor needed.
"Jesus, Taylor, really?"
Taylor nodded very, very slowly.
"Yes. Really. Ky is on the warpath and I have no idea why. She hates me, again. Still and she'll surely make us, you know, have sex, if you want in the club."
Anne squinted and looked away, clearing considering the implications of Taylor's words. After a couple moments, she nodded.
"Okay. Okay. I'll wait until Mom goes to bed." Anne slipped out the door, leaving it ajar in her wake.
Taylor couldn't study any more. She could barely brush her teeth without shoving the brush down her throat and making her gag. God, her little sister was going to join her in her own bed tonight. The thought reverberated in her mind. She kept thinking she'd wake up and pull back, that she'd surrender to her better character and resolve to find a way out of it. Finally, laying on her back in the darkness of her room, her body vibrating with her COMPULSION, she confronted the very real possibility that Anne wanted to have sex with her as much as she wanted it. Taylor recognized the twisted projection and untangled it, rendering it down into its bare bone reality.
"I want to have sex with my sister!" Taylor whispered aloud. The words seemed to glom onto her brain, sticking in it so that she couldn't manage another thought different in any real way. She turned over on her side, back away from the door to her bedroom, ajar as she'd left it. She listened for her mother's adjournment and when the sound of the door to her parent's room came to her, she thought she'd burst. She tried to distract herself, to calm herself down with other thoughts, but found herself focusing on her mother and what she'd do if she discovered her two daughters in bed together, naked, kissing, rubbing their...Taylor's body convulsed around the thought.
"Oh Christmas egg nog!" She whispered. She put a hand down between her legs and squeezed them together around it, clamping it securely into her crotch. Then she heard it, the slightest sound of a door swinging open.
"Taylor?" Anne's voice wavered in the gloom.
"Uh huh." Taylor managed and rolled onto her back. Then she sat up and peeled back the covers of her bed. The door latch clicked as Anne closed it. The sound seemed terrible and loud, like it echoed.
"Oh god, Taylor, we shouldn't be doing this!" Anne hissed, her voice tight as fishing line after a big strike.
"I know." Taylor whispered and then giggled. "That's why it feels so exciting."
Anne gulped. Taylor heard it distinctly. She heard Anne moving, approaching, dragging her feet across the carpet. The whispered friction seemed to rasp at Taylor's nerves. She felt frayed. This seemed to be happening too quickly, too suddenly. The bed sagged and she felt a puff of warm air on her face. Taylor realized her eyes were clinched tightly closed. She opened them. She could see Anne, a blur in the darkness bending at the waist, her hands planted on the edge of the bed.
Taylor suddenly felt bold and old and aggressive. She stripped off her tee shirt and then flopped back and peeled her panties down her legs.
"Oh god, Taylor." Anne whispered from her stance by the bed. "Should I...?"
Naked Taylor sat up again.
"Yes, definitely."
"What if Mom catches us?" Anne asked.
"We'll rape her and then she'll have to shut up and join us." For a long second Anne didn't respond. Then, finally, she giggled and stood straight to strip of her top and shuck down her panties.
"Taylor, you're awful. Mother, having sex with another woman?"
"It could happen!" Taylor said. She felt the rest of her thoughts pile up against her teeth after she realized what she wanted to say. "Mrs. Carter loves girls and wants to have sex with us both." Taylor didn't speak those words, their half-truth and half-projection getting no life from Taylor's lips. She recognized that either part of that assertion could be taken as Taylor's own projection, but which would Anne seize as Taylor's manufacture and which would she accept as objective fact? Taylor dared not tempt that particular crease of fate.
Anne moved onto the bed beside her and lay down. Taylor could feel the heat radiating from Anne's body. She reached out a hand and encountered Anne's hip.
"Ow, Taylor, god, your hand is freezing!"
Taylor opened it up and pressed it onto the warm skin of Anne's hip.
"Warm it up for me."
"Oh fuck!" Anne hissed. Her hand found Taylor's and tugged at it. Taylor had to rock back to remove her weight from that hand so Anne could move it. When she did so, Anne pulled it directly between her legs. Taylor felt her pubic hair, wiry and long. Then she felt the damp slit of her pussy and the puffed lips against her palm. She pressed her hand against Anne's pussy.
"Oh fuck, Taylor!" Anne whispered. "Oh god, what are we doing?"
"I'm initiating my adult sister." Taylor whispered, suddenly emboldened by Anne's tremulous voice. She leaned over, looped her opposite forearm under Anne's head and kissed her sister on the mouth. Anne shuddered and kissed her back. The immediate acquiescence fluttered between them. Taylor pressed her tongue at Anne's lips and her sister's mouth opened to her, willingly and eagerly. The thrill of it suffused Taylor and she broke the kiss, fighting for breath. Anne panted below her and her own breath tore from her lips in ragged gusts. Taylor hesitated, focusing on the feeling of Anne's pussy under her hand. She pressed between the labia and found Anne's entrance. At first it was dry but a moment later, a gout of fluid washed her finger. Anne was aroused!
Taylor felt the satisfaction flood over her. Anne lay still under her. Her eyes glinted once but then disappeared in the darkness. Taylor pressed her finger deeper into Anne's pussy. Anne's hips rose and dropped to the bed.
"God, Taylor!" Anne managed to breathe.
"I know." Taylor whispered back, unwilling to let her sister do all the talking. She swirled her finger around in Anne's increasingly damp pussy. Anne had a hold of her wrist, gripping it tightly but not moving it or attempting to remove it. She just held tight to it. Taylor pushed deeper then backed out of her sister's pussy. Anne sighed, regret in her every sound. Taylor put two fingers together and pushed into her. Anne groaned deep in her chest. It sounded like a Japanese gong.
"Oh fuck, Taylor, don't stop."
Taylor pulled her fingers out of Anne's pussy. Anne keened, just on the cusp of irritation, since she had just asked Taylor not to stop and what did the cunt do? She stopped! Taylor anticipated the objection, shaking loose Anne's grip on her wrist and moved her daubed hand to Anne's lips. Anne made a sound but didn't open her lips. Taylor swabbed Anne's lucre liberally onto her lips, smearing them with the slick and oily fluid that bubbled from Anne's cunt. Then, without any other warning, Taylor kissed her.
Anne groaned and her arms wrapped around Taylor, pulling her down onto her nude body. Their bare bodies clashed together like ancient warships colliding in battle. Taylor thought sure there must have been sparks from the impact. She felt Anne's larger tits against her chest. She lifted a leg, moved it between Anne's legs and lay down on her, balancing on elbows and knees over her while their lips sealed, opened and their tongues danced together. Taylor twisted her head to fit her lips more exactly to her sister's mouth. Anne moaned into her mouth. Anne arched her ass and Taylor felt Anne's pussy kiss her thigh with a wet kiss. Anne was alive with her liquid response. Taylor clasped Anne's head in her hands and kissed her harder, pressing her back into the pillow.
The sound of a closing door electrified them both. They rolled apart and in two quick instants, they were dressed and sitting on the bed. Their mother's foot steps went first to Anne's door and then approached Taylor's.
Taylor quickly turned on her bedside light and she and Anne sat cross legged on the bed so when Tara Dillon opened the door, that was what she saw, her two daughters sitting on the bed.
"What are you two doing?" Tara Dillon asked softly.
"Just talking mom. You know, school stuff. We have a party on Friday. Can I use your car?" Taylor said, concentrating to keep the warble out of her voice.
"Both of you going?"
Anne looked back from staring at their mother to staring at Taylor. Taylor nodded.
"Yep. We're both going."
Tara nodded, her face betraying a little of her satisfaction at seeing her daughters finally getting along.
"Okay but right now, get to sleep. School tomorrow. Come on, Anne, back to bed."
After they were gone, Taylor lay back in her bed.
"Buddha bakes breakfast, how does she do that? How does she know?" She thought. Her last thought before she went to sleep was the first one that greeted her when she woke.
"Jealous." She thought. "My mom's jealous!"
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The Fuck Toy Graduation Ep 4: Taylor's Cocksucking Lessons
"Jealous." Taylor thought. "My mom's jealous!"
The thought greeted Taylor the moment she came aware Tuesday morning. The thought appeared spurious at once and Taylor shook it off. It had some validity, some depth of logic and sensibility. Since they were little, Tara had favored her youngest daughter over her eldest. Taylor felt it as a thousand little slights, slices aimed at her self-esteem that bubbled up in her and her response emerged as arrogance and a drive that Anne lacked, a lack that gave her mother plenty of chagrin. In Tara's way of thinking, her two adult daughters had between them the makings of a premier dancer. Anne, to Tara's thinking, had the poise, the grace, the disposition, and the beauty required to truly enchant an audience, impress judges and astonish patrons of the arts. Taylor carried the drive in her bones, the athletic prowess and the simple meanness to fight through the pain, competition and struggle that every great dancer had to endure to make it her life. Tara knew this even as Mrs. Dougherty knew it.
The two of them had coffee together from time to time and Taylor knew for a fact that they discussed both her and her sister. Mrs. Dougherty often referenced Tara Dillon's opinion in dressing down Taylor's failures or justifying her own favoritism of Anne when it came to assigning roles in their dance routines. Taylor could fly, Mrs. Dougherty often said, but Anne could land and the landing was what people remembered.
The result was a simmering resentment in Taylor that she kept in check, never letting it show, coddling it for the moment when she could release it safely to do the damage to its objects and leave her unscathed. This, she recognized with some chagrin, was the skill that Ky possessed and had, through various administrations of that skill to Taylor's grief, demonstrated it fully. And Taylor learned. She loved to dance but she envied the eyes on the other girls in the troupe, how their bodies attracted the eyes of audience and judge alike, but she only gained praise for her athleticism and her work ethic. Once Taylor overheard Mrs. Dougherty discussing her girls. She referred to Taylor as the "reliable plow horse" and to Anne as "my Lipizzaner. Taylor had to go look Lipizzaner up to discover what new metaphor Mrs. Dougherty had discovered to demean her. Anne was a treasured Austrian Stallion, a Stallion! Despite the sometime preference, Mrs. Dougherty respected her and treated her fairly, usually, and only lost her perspective after having Tara Dillon whispering in her ear about her two daughters.
This was much of the background of Taylor's waking thought that her mother was jealous, why it seemed absurd, at least at first. She dismissed it from her mind, sitting up and reaching for her diary, intending to write about her Monday and finish the entry on the weekend. Instead, she found a terse note in black ink.
"Anne will be yours. Take her while you can. This opportunity will not last. Act and have her or lose her forever."
Taylor stared at the note and closed the diary. Her body sang with the memory of her sister, naked, salaciously kissing her as they lay together in her bed last night. Her body had responded and lust welled up in her at the memory, drowning out the past and the resentment. It was this feeling, that large lust lodged behind her sternum that gave validity to her feeling that her mother felt jealous of her and her sister. Her mind dismissed it. Yet, she retained the thought that her mother would feel jealous if she knew that Taylor could seduce her younger, adult sibling and make her...Taylor didn't finish the thought. The words that fit there did not bubble to the surface of her conscious mind until much later...hiding their meaning from Taylor and likely Tara as well. Tara would be jealous of Taylor if she could seduce Anne because Tara couldn't. The barrier between them seemed impenetrable but that thought and its import explained her mother's behavior.
Anne was destined to resemble Tara but in a leaner way, hopefully not with the flowering that had knocked Mrs. Dougherty off her path to glory. Anne appeared to be a perfect blend of feminine charm, curves, and lithe ability, traits that Tara imagined she possessed or would have had she not been pregnant with Taylor at seventeen. In a heated argument, what others would refer to as a fight, she'd informed Taylor that her, Tara's life would have been very different had she not borne Taylor at such an early age and lost her chance to even try to dance competitively. Taylor felt the sting of that resentment and realized that her mother's antagonistic judgment had roots far deeper in the past than their constant squabbles. It was much later that Taylor understood her resemblance to her father, John Dillon, had something to do with that clash, too, but as with the whole of the friction between mother and daughter, that tidbit remained far out of sight until events dragged it into the light.
So Taylor woke, rejecting the idea that her imperious and demanding mother could stoop so low as to be jealous of Taylor. Still, she was wise enough to note that the thought had seen her off to sleep and greeted her when she woke and that simple fact gave it some weight that her conscious mind rejected otherwise. Breakfast, however, forced her to confront the reality that the thought as a possibility was real...it also provided Taylor with the perfect justification for conspiring with Anne to entwine her in the web of sexual perversity that seemed to have captured Taylor. Anne and Tara would not escape it any more than Taylor would. They all would try but for significantly different reasons.
At breakfast, Tara asked Anne if she was riding to school with Colette, her best friend from childhood. Colette Larson was a black girl who was born on the same day as Anne and ran track with Taylor. Her father was a district attorney and she had a twin sister who also ran track but did not like Anne or Taylor. Where Collete was elegant and graceful, Connie was hip hop and gangsta. Collette wore her hair in long flowing waves of straightened black hair and Connie preferred cornrows or dreads. Their resemblance was only apparent if one studied their faces and that invited the comparisons of their lithe athletic bodies which in the last year has grown muscular and curvaceous but were exactly the same.
"No. I'm riding in with Taylor this morning." Anne said with a sly smile before glancing at Taylor.
Taylor was surprised at the assertion and chewed on that without comprehension, for Anne had not said anything of the like to Taylor.
"Taylor, I'm sorry. I forgot, I need the car today. I'll take you and Anne to school to day." Tara Dillon drank her coffee and left the room.
Anne looked at Taylor.
"She knows!" Anne hissed.
"How?" Taylor asked, feeling vertigo at finding herself aligned with Anne against their mother. It was most often Anne and Tara who combined to prick Taylor with their needling. The feeling of having Anne cosied up close to her made Taylor exuberant and wary at the same time. That simple feeling of having a deep rapport with her own sister had been denied to her by the shadow of her overbearing mother, critical and demanding with neither the art of sarcasm or the effort to dull or blunt her direct thrusts at Taylor while praising Anne for similar behavior. The moment took away Taylor's breath.
Anne shrugged.
"She always knows. Somehow." Then Anne smiled a lurid smile that was unmistakable in its intent. "I don't care, Taylor. I want to finish what we started last night."
Taylor had no chance to respond because her mother reentered the room and urged them both to finish and get ready to leave for school. Taylor felt the vertigo until the moment she walked up the front steps of Swanson high and her phone dinged. Anne was right beside her and stopped when she stopped to check her text message. It was from Ky.
"Taylor, Mr. Crowder is waiting! Time to suck him!" The text read.
Taylor shivered.
"I have to go." She whispered.
"Going to suck a cock, Taylor?" Anne hissed back. She grinned at Taylor's expression. "Come on, Taylor. Last week, your vagina was all over the school. Do you think I don't know that this is Queen Taylor's week of cocksucking lessons?"
Taylor examined her sister's face for signs of mockery but found none. Where Taylor was a straight thrust of competitive fire, Anne never seemed to go at anything directly, always coiled and swerved so that it was never clear what direction she leaned on any subject. She got along with everyone and no one hated her. She hated no one, with the possible exception of Taylor. It was Anne who'd talked endlessly about Taylor's "ugly cunt" at dance practice and made it uncomfortable for Taylor to undress or shower while the room was full, always arriving early and leaving late. That often meant she practiced extra time but it was caused by Anne's incessant harping about Taylor's ruffled vagina. This sudden shift in her sister's stance took Taylor by surprise.
"Come on, Taylor, if you are going to suck some guy's cock, let me watch. Maybe I'll learn something."
Taylor squinted at her sister, suspicious in her bones but feeling elation such as she'd never known, elation she resented and delighted in. She resented it because Anne was younger than she was and it was Anne who should have been thrilled and eager to spend time with Taylor but she managed to always avoid getting netted by Taylor's popularity, sliding this way and that and not acting the goose-stepping acolyte. Anne was smarmy with Taylor and often simply wandered away when Taylor was present, indifferent and unconcerned with Taylor or what she did or said.
Taylor's phone dinged again.
"Taylor! Now. On your knees, bitch!" Ky's text glared at her from her phone.
"Coming." Taylor texted back hurriedly, then regretted her diction the moment she hit SEND. True to her expectations, Ky replied.
"You best not be, you nasty assed cunt. Same place as yesterday. On your knees, bitch."
When Anne made to peak at her phone, Taylor thrust it deep into her pack and shouldered it.
"Come on, Taylor, if we have to have sex for my initiation, if I have to go down on you, at least let me watch you suck a cock. It'd be cool!" Anne's eyes shone with genuine excitement. Taylor held her sister's gaze for a moment but finally relented.
"Fine. You can watch but you can't say anything." She growled, a bit more harshly than she felt, counteracting the sudden swelling thrill in her chest. Anne would watch her suck Mr. Crowder's large cock! The walk through the school to the back entrance that opened onto the large parking lot and where Mr. Crowder waited with his massive cock on the loading dock made Taylor breathless and not because she was hurrying. Despite their history, she found herself wanting to showoff her skill to her kid sister, the new adult. She concentrated on her throat, which made it tickle and made her mouth begin to water. She was nearly drooling when she mounted the concrete steps to the loading dock.
Ky was there, staring at her phone. Mr. Crowder leaned on the hand rail on the walkway to the dock, smoking a cigarette.
"I can't understand it. Everyone knows I got a blow job from you and no one even said 'boo' about it." His bass voice rumbled. He looked past Taylor at Anne. "You bring me someone who can blow me better than you, Miss Dillon?"
Ky looked up at his words and her smile was wicked and lurid.
"That's Miss Dillon too, Mr. Crowder. That's Anne, Taylor's sister."
Taylor saw it. The realization of what this meant for them all, that Anne was there.
"Oh my god!" Ky groaned. "She turned eighteen didn't she?" It sounded like she was addressing Taylor but her eyes were on Anne. "We have to initiate her, don't we?" Her eyes snapped to Taylor. "I mean, you do, don't you? God, Taylor, you're going to have your own sister licking that nasty cunt of yours." Ky laughed with real, lurid delight.
Taylor glance fearfully at Mr. Crowder but he still leaned on the cold pipe railing, smoking his cigarette. He didn't seem to be paying them any more attention than he gave to the cigarette. Taylor glanced at Anne, expecting to see her usual, bland, "I don't see you" expression but instead, Anne's face was alight. Her eyes blazed. When her eyes met Taylor's, she licked her lips. She nodded at Taylor and smiled thinly. The sudden shift in Anne swirled around Taylor and perhaps, had she had some unencumbered time to consider it, she'd have ferreted out a deeper meaning that allowed her to cling to her natural, tutored suspicion but as it was Ky pointed to her.
"On your knees, cunt. Time to suck his cock."
The resolve to not gag in front of her sister swelled up in Taylor and she dropped her pack. She lifted up her midi skirt and knelt on her pack. Mr. Crowder straightened and turned to face her, moving around in front of her as he unbuckled and unzipped his pants, having eschewed the coveralls for a plain green set of trousers. His cock was pliably hard when it appeared.
"Holy scumbags." Anne breathed when the thing came into view. "He's huge!"
"Like you're an expert on cock." Ky snarled, thankfully before Taylor herself voiced much the same thought. She didn't turn her head away from the looming cock before her eyes. Taylor put a hand on it and felt the stiffening under her touch, like wax hardening with some sort of Midas magic.
"I took a shower this morning, Taylor." Mr. Crowder said softly, "so maybe it'll go down easier than yesterday."
Taylor didn't respond to his words, but felt the implied kindness tingle over her skin along with the implication of his expectation of her mouth on his cock this morning. She put her other hand on his cock and lifted the sagging end up to her lips. She kissed the huge, flared head, brown rather than scarlet, capping his love muscle with a mushroom that made the tingle on her skin skitter down between her legs. She licked it.
Mr. Crowder groaned. His cock gained more stoutness. Behind her, Taylor heard the sharp intake of breath. Anne whispered to Ky, the words garbled by the singing in Taylor's ears. Ky's reply was clear, though.
"No, she can't. She'll gag and choke before she even gets half of that thing down her throat. He'll cum on her face, like yesterday. She sucks!" Ky horse laughed then. "Or rather, she can't suck properly. She can't even suck right! What a cunt!"
"Holy scumbags." Anne whispered while Taylor laved the huge cock head with her tongue.
"Yeah. Christ's condoms! Watch and learn, learn how not to suck cock!" Ky snickered again.
Taylor felt Ky's contempt like heat on her back. She steeled herself, widened her mouth and pushed forward. The huge flange of his cockhead swept through her lips, stretching them and filled her mouth. Her mouth had been watering the whole walk through the school and now, full of cock, she couldn't gather up the fluid and swallow it properly. The attempt was frustrated by the cock head and its spongy feel against the roof of her mouth. Drool flooded around it and out of her lips and down her chin.
Taylor closed her eyes, concentrating on the gag reflex, challenging it as she challenged everything else, and pushed the cock head against the back of her throat. The reflex assaulted her but she mastered it, with great effort. Her eyes closed and watered, tears ran down her face but she didn't back away from the huge cock in her mouth. She pushed harder and she felt a tight 'pop' in her throat as the thing penetrated past the muscles in the back of her throat and filled it up.
Elation ran through her, parallel to the raging gag reflex that tore at her nerves. Taylor grunted and pushed her head against his cock, pushing another inch or so into her mouth.
"Oh Christ and the virgin!" Mr. Crowder groaned. "What a mouth!"
The elation pitched higher. Taylor was shocked to find she could feel such elation, with the man's cock shoved painfully into her face. Her jaws began to ache but she resisted each impulse to back off. She pushed again and felt her throat tighten even as it stretched to accommodate his cock.
"Uh!" Taylor groaned and like some hilarious non sequitur, she felt her vagina boil over and a wash of fluid flooded her crotch. The elation was more than simple competitive fire, it was erotic ecstasy actually present in her body. She gripped the huge cock in both hands and just as she made to push forward again, her gag reflex overcame her. She felt it, a terrible paroxysm of coughing swell up in her throat muscles and horrified, she yanked her head back, clearing the cock from her throat but not from her mouth.
She gagged. Her eyes ran with tears and drool ran out of her mouth like she'd sprung a leak, coating her chin in a clear, shining veil. She pulled her mouth off of his cock and coughed, snorting and gagging. The head of his cock bumped against her forehead as she sought to regain control of herself.
"God, that was fabulous. What a mouth, this filly has!" Mr. Crowder muttered. "I almost came right then!"
Taylor went cold. She felt Anne behind her, the luscious humiliation of gagging around the cock but also the swelling approbation from Ky. She felt no surprise whatsoever when she felt a hand snarl in her hair and yank back on her head.
"Move, cunt. Let a pro show you how to suck a cock!" Ky hissed, her voice a tense tone wrapped with lust. "God, what a cock! It deserves better service than a half-baked pile of cunt lard like you, Taylor!"
Taylor felt herself pulled backwards and used the great strength in her legs to stand, avoiding being pulled over onto her back onto the filthy concrete of the dock. She staggered back a few steps and felt Anne's hands on her back, steadying her.
Ky, meanwhile, knelt on Taylor's pack, gapped her mouth and, as the previous day, pushed her mouth onto the cock and with one smooth, slick motion, enveloped it, taking it completely into her mouth and throat. It was miraculous! It was like Ky had no gag reflex.
"Holy scumbags!" Anne whispered. "She inhaled that big thing!"
Taylor turned to look at her sister and found her staring at Ky. Ky lodged the cock in her throat, held it, blew hard and then swallowed around it. Mr. Crowder grasped a handful of Ky's hair, pulling barrettes loose from her hair as he did so. Then, with no consideration for Ky, he fucked her face, her head, her throat and then came, pumping cum down Ky's throat.
"Holy scumbags!" Anne whispered again. She'd pulled back on Taylor and now both her hands were locked on Taylor's right upper arm, locked and tight as the claws of falling cat. Taylor felt her sister's fingernails digging into her arm. She didn't move. It was like Anne's amazement, translated immediately into erotic excitement, was being communicated directly to Taylor through Anne's clutching hands. Ky knelt, drinking Mr. Crowder's cum and the Dillon girls looked on, amazed and enthralled.
Neither moved until Ky expelled the spent cock from her mouth. She released it and swiveled as she stood.
"That, bitches, is how you suck a cock!" She wiped her mouth with the palm of her hand and then picked up Taylor's pack and extended it towards them. It was a curiously comradely act.
Taylor took it but felt none of the good will such an action would have normally inspired from Ky nor did Taylor have any inclination to respond with good will. Ky's chin was in the air and her eyes blazed with that competitive fire that turned her into a nasty bitch. Taylor felt it. She couldn't approach that level of cock sucking ability and so couldn't deflect Ky's slings and arrows. She had to take it, endure Ky's sea of troubles and Taylor had the feeling she wasn't yet up to her knees in the surging waves of Ky's ocean of bile. There was much more.



"And Taylor, no fucking until Friday unless I tell you. Mr. Crowder can have you but no one else. You understand?"
"Yes, Ky." Taylor whispered. "No cock in my cunt unless you say so." Ky grinned, radiant with triumph.
"You'll find it easier to suck as much cock as will be coming your way, ha, if your cunt is begging for a little to come its way. Say no to that gross cut between your legs and suck every cock that comes close. Hear me?" Ky's arms was beginning to shake from holding the pack between them. Taylor nodded.
"I understand." She whispered.
She took her pack and with Anne huddled close by her side, walked bravely to the back entrance of the school and into the cool interior. She felt like she was forgetting something and only when Anne saw her off at the door to her first period class, did she realize she didn't have cum on her face. She felt something was amiss as soon as she stepped into the room. Mr. Parker leaned against the wall behind his desk, arms crossed over his chest. He never arrived to class early, as everyone knew he loved coffee and sipped the last cup right up until the bell. Yet here he was, sans coffee, ten minutes early. He didn't acknowledge her but stared at her even after she found a seat. She tried to ignore his eyes.
James Parker was a slight man who as an assistant basketball coach at the Junior High so taught this and two other classes at Swanson high before adjourning to the Junior High. He had short cropped black hair, wore horn rimmed glasses and endured the constant whispers that he was gay, mostly because of his meticulous care for his appearance and clothing. It was a minor scandal when someone claimed to have seen him getting his nails done. Taylor thought at most he was a metrosexual, a straight guy trying to lure in unsuspecting women with his flawless style and delicate manners. His gaze, this morning, suggested she was more right than the other rumors. She mentally shrugged, gay or straight, he was a good, fair teacher and she enjoyed his classes most of the time and of course, he had given her straight As, not given, mind, she had earned them and he had fairly awarded them to her.
She took the extra time to do some preparation for class. Scanning the Civics chapters assigned about the silver and gold standard debate of the late nineteenth century in the United States. The bell rang and the class quieted. Taylor was reading and didn't notice the suddenly eerie silence around her until she looked up and looked around. Several people were staring at her, as was Mr. Parker from the exact same place and pose he'd had when she arrived in the room.
He sighed, and pointed to a number of students.
"You, you, you," he said, as he pointed, "off to the library. The adults have something to discuss." Seven of the students in the room left.
For a long few breaths, no one spoke or even moved. More and more of the people in the room followed Mr. Parker's gaze to Taylor until she was the focus of anyone paying the class any mind, which was most of them. She looked around, bowed her head then, finally, looked directly at Mr. Parker, meeting his gaze. She felt that oddball twinge again, something was off, something wasn't right. Mr. Parker spoke.
"Miss Dillon," he always used everyone's family name and no one had ever heard him breech his personal formality and use a given name with any of his students, in or out of class. "Miss Dillon," he repeated, "would you kindly come up to the front of the class, please." His voice sounded odd and Taylor couldn't or didn't register what was different about how he sounded today compared to yesterday. "Now, Miss Dillon."
Taylor struggled out of her desk and walked tentatively up the aisle to the front of the room.
"Turn around and face the class room." Mr. Parker said. When she turned, she saw through the open door that Mr. G was standing in the hall. When her eyes brushed him, he stepped out of her view and was gone. "Miss Dillon, I understand that this weekend you had sex with all the adults in the Senior class, male and female. Is that true?"
Taylor felt the flush flood into her face and she dropped her eyes to look at her shoes but then lifted them and looked out at the room. It was now clear why he'd sent the students away that he'd selected, they weren't adults. Everyone in the room were part of the adult club. For the first time since the weekend, Taylor fixed her mind on the fact that she'd had sex with everyone in this room. It seemed a long time ago and far, far away, like it hadn't even been her tied to the table and fucked and sucked for three days, initiating adults one after the other into the Swanson Adult Club.
She felt Mr. Parker move moments before his hands closed on her upper arms, right at the points of her shoulders.
"And, Miss Dillon, I understand that this week is cock sucking week for you."
"Cock sucking lessons, Mr. Parker." Ky corrected from her place in the back corner.
The eerie silence seemed to ripple around Taylor. She couldn't believe no one giggled or cackled or catcalled over that exchange. No move.
"Miss Dillon, is that true? Are you taking lessons on sucking cock?"
She made to turn her head, wanting to look at Mr. Parker but he barked at her.
"Eyes forward, Miss Dillon, please, answer the question."
Taylor nodded.
"I'm sorry, Miss Dillon, I didn't hear that."
"Yes, yes Mr. Parker, I'm sucking cock this week, learning to suck cock." She said, her voice felt brittle and sharp in her throat, cutting its way out into the still air.
"And, I understand, that you offer a marble to anyone who allows you to practice your craft on their cock. Is that correct, Miss Dillon?"
Taylor nodded, caught herself and answered.
"That's correct, Mr. Parker."
"A marble."
"Yes, Mr. Parker."
"And what is the point of the marble, Miss Dillon?"
"At the end of the week, whoever has collected the most of my marbles..." Taylor hesitated, swallowing around the words clotting her throat, waiting for her to spew them out. She did. "...will have me as a sex slave next week. For seven days and nights."
"A sex slave?" Mr. Parker didn't sound very convinced.
Taylor turned to look at him, finally getting to shift her eyes away from the others in the room, watching this little melodrama.
"Yes, Mr. Parker, I'm to be someone's sex slave, whoever gathers the most marbles, of my marbles by the end of school on Friday." It seemed to calm her to be explaining her predicament, as though this was an oral examination. Her voice steadied and the unnerving quiver in her muscles decreased but remained as a cool shimmy in her body.
"Miss Dillon..." Mr. Parker began but his voice failed him, ending her name with a hoarse rasp. He cleared his throat and continued. "...would you care to suck my cock, in exchange for a marble?"
"I..." Mr. Parker interrupted her.
"You can't spit, I understand, so its swallow or wear it, is that right, Miss Dillon."
"Yes. Yes, I have to swallow or let you ejaculate onto my face."
Silence. Taylor turned back to face the class again. Everyone sat in their desks, rapt and wide-eyed. Taylor swallowed hard and closed her eyes in a slow, lazy blink that gave her a moment alone with her thoughts without feeling anyone's eyes jabbing at her.
"Well, Miss Dillon? Will you suck my cock?"
Taylor heard it but she was hardly believing it. She blinked a few times and then nodded. It was the nod, that physical motion that gave her acquiescence to his request that locked her mind onto what was happening. What was about to happen.
"Oh god."
Someone breathed the words. It should have been Taylor, easily could have been but she opened her eyes, not even sure if that thought in her mind had escaped her lips. His hands clamped onto her arms pressed her down. Without any resistance, she knelt, sinking clear to her knees. Her grace made her proud, even if she was kneeling to suck a cock in front of her Civics class, hardly necessary to be a good citizen but maybe it should be. His hands remained on her shoulders and turned her to face the entrance to the classroom. She saw Mr. G standing there, watching her kneel, her hands lifting her midi skirt so that she didn't kneel on it. Her hands released it so she knelt in the midst of the puddle of her skirt.
Taylor shuddered.
Mr. G moved out of her sight.
"Miss Dillon," Mr. Parker moved around in front of her. "Do you want me to unzip my pants or will you?" His body moved between her eyes and the exit and Taylor looked up at the man standing a tongue's length in front of her. She felt the need to comply, to agree to his demand, request, it was a request.
"I will." Taylor whispered. She lifted her hands and steadied herself by grasping Mr. Parker by the thighs. They were lean and hard under her hands. The contact with his body sent a raucous flutter through her chest. She moved her hands upwards and touched his belt. She hesitated, wondering if she wanted to bare his ass to Mr. G or just try to extract his clearly erect cock from his fly. She blinked, trying to arrive at a decision. No one spoke. No one moved.
Taylor glanced out of the right corner of her eye at the class, now above her eye level. Many were sitting back in their seats, as though they were gay men in a female strip bar. She felt over the peaked plane of his pants for the zipper and pulled it down across the line of his cock in his pants. He may have been slight but his cock was hardly that. She found he wore basic white jockeys with the flap entrance. Taylor took a minute getting a hand inside that flap, encountering the heat of his erect cock when she did. She grasped him and pulled him through the flap into the air, bending him down until the end of his cock brushed her forehead. She leaned in a little and the meat stylus traced a wet line down over her left eye and cheek to the corner of her mouth. She moved her head and kissed his little head.
Mr. Parker grunted a little. One of his hands went to the top of her head. She felt a little of his weight lean onto her head.
She hesitated, his cock close enough to her lips to feel the soft puff of her breath.
"Of god, suck me, Taylor." Mr. Parker grunted, his voice ragged and low.
Taylor let the room vanish and all those in it. She focused on the cock in her fist and kissed it with her lips. She was seeing Mr. Crowder's cock slide smoothly into Ky's mouth, disappearing until the bulge in her throat told where it had gone. Taylor closed her eyes and imagined this cock sliding into her mouth like that. The cock head rested against her lips. She kissed it then sucked on the head, softly and easily.
"Oh fuck." Mr. Parker whispered. His hand on her head felt like metal and not flesh and blood.
Taylor let her lips soften, opened her mouth and leaned forward, letting his cock slide easily into her mouth.
Mr. Parker was middle aged, not old and not young so she had no idea if he'd come with a snap and a crackle or if she'd need to draw it out of him like a shy boy. His cock felt smooth and blistering hot in her mouth. She felt it then, a sort of Zen focus rolled over her, a sense that she'd been trying too hard, tensing too much, competing when there was no competition and no prize for winning. She felt it flow through her like she'd taken a drug or drank alcohol. For a moment, the cock in her mouth vanished and she felt her body, kneeling, caressed by the eyes on her, her fellow students, not friends, she had no friends, not really. They were an audience and she was their to use. Her tongue pressed up against the underside of his cock and the man groaned. She sucked and pushed her head onto his cock a little further. He groaned again.
The end of his cock tickled the back of her throat but rather than tensing up and fighting the reflex that threatened to wrench control of her muscles from her mind, she relaxed and pushed forward a little more. The plush cushioned head of his cock pressed against the back of her throat and she wanted to gag but the sensation was muted, distant. She pushed again and the head penetrated into her throat. She swallowed and Mr. Parker groaned. Taylor felt it vibrating at the back of her throat. She swallowed again and the vibration titillated her again. Time seemed to slow. Her face was close to his body, close to the seam in his trousers and the pinch of his jockeys around the base of his cock. She pushed closer, until her nose fit into the V at the top of the flap and then she contacted his hot skin.
Elation popped in her body. His cock was thrust down her throat and she wasn't gagging. She was learning to suck cock!
She gagged. She gagged so hard she thought her jaws would snap and her mouth would sag open. It hurt and that made her gasp but the gasp was only a hard, profound suction on Mr. Parker's cock...and he groaned again. Taylor felt the tears run down her cheeks and the saliva bubble around the rim of her lips clasping the thick shaft of his cock. It pulsed in her mouth. Her tongue moved around it, like a jittery hostess with an unexpected guest. Mr. Parker groaned again but his hips moved and Taylor felt his cock push deeper into her throat. His hands fit onto the top of her head, holding her against him while he thrust into her mouth.
"Oh god, Taylor!" His voice wafted down to her ears, trickling past his hands clinging tight to her head, not pulling her hair, she noted, as she liked but holding fast to her skull. He was skull fucking her! The words lathered her more and she felt the flush of fluid between her legs. She was drooling from two holes. She rose up a little, changing the angle of the cock in her throat, tipping her head forward to take in more but there was no more. Only then did she notice that the gag reflex had retreated. It had not vanished, it had retreated, remaining present but standing to the side, like it had submitted to some greater authority.
Taylor exhaled and felt her hot breath flutter between them. Her hands gripped the man's thighs like she was falling and this was her last hand hold, dangling over a precipice.
"Oh god, Taylor!" His voice touched her and thrilled her. She was actually blowing him, conquering her urge to expel his cock and cough her eyes out. She inhaled and smelled his man smell, the acrid tart of his sweat and the tangle of his pheromones encroaching on her senses and amplifying them. The feeling of his hot cock in her mouth, surrounded by her lips, lodged in her throat became a sensuous experience, thrilling and intense.
He came.
She felt it as first a slight tightening of the skin on his cock, a swelling in her mouth that felt mighty. Then his hands pushed at her head, crushing her face against him and then he ejaculated. She felt it as a tickle deep in her chest and then she swallowed as he spewed again and it bubbled up into her mouth, she couldn't contain it and it burst from her lips and dribbled down her chin, foaming around her lips. He pumped into her, over and over and she forgot to swallow, cum boiled in her mouth. When she tried to swallow, his cock was in the way and she choked. The gag reflex stepped in and wracked her but she kept her teeth to herself, focused on his cock and the approving cum gushing into her throat and the backflow spewing from her lips. His hands didn't let her back off his cock, even as she gagged and hacked around his cock. He was unaware of her discomfort, enraptured and alone in it. She fought the good fight alone, without any help from the man fucking her face. He was off soaring in the heavens of ecstasy.
Taylor fought for air, fought the gag reflex, fought to keep her teeth from his cock even as she coughed around his cock. Tears streamed down her cheeks, hot streaks that should have shamed her but she felt them as ribbons of honor for she had his cock in her throat.
"Oh god, Taylor!" He cried again. Mr. Parker's pumping cock slowed, dribbled to a stop and his hands relaxed. Taylor pulled her head back. His cock left her mouth with a loud slurp, a huge gasp as air rushed in amongst the slick, sticky cum webbing her mouth. It overflowed her chin. She closed her lips on the end of his cock and sucked, finally mastering the situation and swallowed a huge gob of cum. It slithered down her throat. Mr. Parker groaned, louder now, his voice a bull horn sounding the end of his shift. He sagged over her, his hands slipped from her head like he was out on his feet and ended on her shoulders, balancing there, keeping him upright.
Taylor felt so elated, so thrilled to have finally taken a cock full into her mouth, to have felt it furrowing her neck and gaining sufficient control to swallow once down his lucky length without convulsing into hacking coughs again. She released his cock and sat back. Her eyes opened and she looked up at Mr. Parker. His glasses had slid down to the end of his nose. He stared down at her and then straightened. He pushed his glasses up his nose then, wavered and stepped back, out of her clutches.
Her cunt bubbled and twitched. She longed for something to be inside her. She needed to be mounted, to have a cock pushed into her from behind while she was on all fours, fucked like an animal, used like a...her mind fumbled for a moment but then found the perfect expression she sought...used like a fuck toy!
"Holy shit, Batman, did you see what I think I just saw?"
Someone at the back of the room spoke, a guy, his voice warbled with amazed glee. That was when Mr. Parker's hands knotted in her hair and pulled it, pulling her around to look at the class.
"Who's next?" He asked.
For a second, no one moved, no one reacted. Out of that manikin stillness, Stanford Illes stood up from his desk, slipped past the guy in front of him leaning out into the aisle and walked to the front of the room. He didn't wait. He opened his pants, belt, button and zipper and exposed his very hard cock. His back was to the classroom.
"Turn, so that everyone can watch her suck your cock." Mr. Parker said, then looked down at his wilting member and began to tuck it away out of sight. Stanford turned and presented his cock to Taylor. Taylor grasped it, pulled it down and precipitously shoved her mouth onto it.
She choked. First she gagged, hard. Then she choked, and then she coughed. Stanford pushed her off his cock as soon as she gagged. Taylor's disappointment was terrible and wrenching. The Zen calm that had let her inhale Mr. Parker's cock was gone. A film of cum coated her mouth and her spit and his cum dripped from her chin down onto her chest and ran down between her tits. She'd done a bad job of swallowing and she'd lost the glorious ability to inhale his cock. She didn't have much cum on her face. She mastered the gagging and halted the coughing.
"Sorry, Stanford," she whispered. "Let me try again."
"Of course, Taylor." He said, his dulcet voice soothed her a little. She grasped his cock again, drawing him close once more and kissed the end of his cock. He groaned. She licked the end of his cock. He groaned. She sucked the head of his cock between her lips. He groaned. Each time he groaned, he changed key, like he was looking for the right tone to orchestrate her mouth on his cock. She sucked harder, taking more of his cock into her mouth. She longed to just take it down into her throat again, to be able to duplicate Ky's skill but she didn't, she couldn't. She dared not but in truth, what she wanted was his cum on her face. She wanted to feel it creeping down her skin, warm and slick, sticking to her cheeks, hot on her lips.
Stanford's hand pushed her back, the butt of his hand on her forehead. He knew her mind exactly. He put his hand on hers, together they held his cock and he came, spraying cum onto her face and into her hair. Taylor closed her eyes and sat still, luxuriating in the sensation of his cum as it splattered onto her face. She groaned to herself then, startled by the pleasure that simple sensation of wet, warm cum on her face afforded her.



He stopped coming. His hand pulled at her hair, painfully. The pain roused Taylor from the strange lassitude that kept her still. She opened her eyes. Stanford stepped back. He pulled his britches up and covered his cock. Cum clung to her cheeks and forehead.
"Anyone else?" Mr. Parker asked. With very little hesitation, he went on. "We'll start class, then. Thank you, Taylor for letting us share in your cock sucking lessons. I hope the rest of you girls paid attention. She showed you a lot about how to suck a cock."
Taylor knelt on the floor and when Mr. Parker stopped talking, she looked around, a little dazed by what had just happened. She rose up and walked slowly back to her desk. She sat through the class, not really listening but not ignoring it either. She'd read the chapter but the feel of cum on her face and the urge to touch it with her fingers distracted her. When the bell finally rang, she rose up and walked out into the hall in a daze. A hand grasped her elbow and her knees went soft, ready to bend but it wasn't someone ready to fuck her face.
"Taylor, my god, are you okay?" Ash asked. "God, you have cum on your face." Her tone, though was wonder and awe, with a smidgen of jealousy. "I could never do that, what you did. Suck a cock in front of everyone like that, I mean without having Olson make me. He'd do that, too, the shit. God, I hate him." Her hand squeezed Taylor's arm. "He told me, any time I see you with cum on your face, I have to lick it off. Let's go to the restroom, let me clean you up. You can't go to Mrs. Adelson's class with cum on your face."
Taylor yanked her arm loose.
"You can clean me here."
"But everyone will see."
Taylor smiled wickedly.
"I know, Ash. What's the matter? Scared?" That tactic would work with Ky but not with Ash.
"Not here, the restroom. Come on, Taylor. Mrs. Adelson will blow a gasket if you go into class like that."
Taylor felt the haze lift from her mind. She nodded then.
"You're right. Okay, fine."
Taylor actually thought that once out of the wash of students in the hall, that Ash would just use a paper towel and water and clean her face for her. Wrong. Taylor actually wanted to look in the mirror, to see how she looked with cum spattered all over it. There was nothing of the sort in Ash's mind. She pinned Taylor to the wall right at the entrance and began licking the cum off Taylor's face. That was how Anne found her.
Anne came into the bathroom, pushing open the door and right beside it, there was Ash lapping up cum from Taylor's face with her long tongue. Anne stopped and the girl behind her had to push around her, glancing at Taylor and Ash then hurrying away.
"Oh my god, Taylor what are you doing?"
"She's not doing anything. I'm doing all the work." Ash tittered. Then, as though to claim the right, she kissed Taylor flush on the mouth. Taylor closed her eyes, feeling Ash's lips against hers with Anne watching was a whole new jazz ensemble. The rift it played in her body was new and lovely. She sighed into Ash's mouth but then it was gone and Ash with it. The feel of the girl's body against hers left her feeling airy and light. She opened her eyes.
Anne stood there staring at her.
"You better pee, Annie, and get to class." Taylor shouldered her backpack and pulled open the door. She arrived at Psych class early but Mrs. Adelson stopped her when she entered.
"Taylor, let me see you a minute after you put down your things."
Taylor felt the familiar quiver but dismissed it. She selected a seat near the door and walked up to Mrs. Adelson's desk. Mrs. Adelson was a curvy woman but not fat. She had large breasts and a narrow waist leading to the middle aged spread of her hips. She had short, straight red-blond hair and almost never smiled but wasn't dour and didn't scowl. She was monotone most of the time with few gestures to go with her teaching style. She put people to sleep unless you listened closely to her content. She had little style in teaching but made up for it by dressing well, usually with form-hugging outfits that accented her breasts and ass. She didn't act sexual or exude sex but her style didn't ignore it either. She was neither repressed nor overly expressive so Taylor was shocked by her words.
"I understand you are getting cock sucking lessons this week, Taylor. Mr. G insisted that you be allowed to suck cock in class. I'll send out the minors and then you can suck all the cock you like." She smiled her hesitant, sweet smile.
"I don't volunteer to do that, Mrs. Adelson, the guys demand it of me."
Mrs. Adelson patted Taylor's arm.
"Oh, don't worry, sweety, I'll help you with that. Have a seat and I'll arrange everything. Go on now."
Taylor returned to her chair, once again dazed by how strange life had gotten for her. True to her word, Mrs. Adelson assigned research projects to all the minors in the class and sent them to the library, unsupervised. After the door thumped closed behind them, Mrs. Adelson looked at Taylor.
"Come along, Taylor." She said, gesturing to her.
Taylor's knees itched and got weak, as though if she stood up, she'd slip right to the floor onto them. Mrs. Adelson walked to the back of the class. This room was built around a custodial closet and had a little alcove at the back opposite the windows, on the other side of the closet from the entrance. The closet opened into the hall so only the walls intruded into the room but left a space at the back that was mostly hidden from the rest of the room. Taylor followed Mrs. Adelson back into that little alcove. Mrs. Adelson pulled an armless wooden chair out from the wall.
"Sit, Taylor." She said, patting the back of the slat-backed wooden chair. In her hand, she held a long black and green scarf. "I'm going to cover your eyes so you can suck cock without needing to look at anyone. I'll ask for volunteers. If you don't get any, though, I'll offer extra credit. Sit."
The implication was clear. The woman didn't think that Taylor would attract anyone even with the explicit promise of getting their knobs shined. Taylor felt the sick churn in her stomach that transformed magically into the sexual thrill that such humiliation provided her. She sat. Mrs. Adelson fixed the blindfold over her eyes.
"Oh, goodness, I wasn't thinking was I? If you wear this, will they come on your face? You'll have to swallow their cum, if you can get them to ejaculate with that mouth of yours." She chuckled, which for her was nearly raucous laughter. "I guess that's what the lessons are for. Sit tight, I'll get you a cock to suck on." She'd been speaking in low, lilting tones that seemed unnatural to her till then but turned and said in a much louder voice. "Taylor is taking cock sucking lessons and that means she needs a cock to suck. Any volunteers? "Tim Stanton? Good for you, Tim."
"Uh, Mrs. Adelson, I'm to give anyone who comes a marble, the bag is in my pack." Taylor felt the woman pat her cheek.
"I'll take care of that for you, honey. Good luck. I'd think you'll need it." She obviously didn't think Taylor could get anyone to come. Boy was she in for a surprise.
"Taylor? It's me, Tim."
Taylor turned her face towards Tim's voice. It was odd having her eyes covered again. Knowing the class was there and she'd soon have a cock in her mouth sent chills down her spine. She shuddered. His hand touched her face and at first, she flinched but then pressed her hot cheek against his cool hand. It soothed the sudden sexual inferno raging inside her. God, but she needed fucked! Her pussy drooled and she hadn't even sucked one cock, not in the last half hour any way.
Tim's hand pushed her face to the side.
"I'm here." He said and then gently pulled her head to the side so she had to lean to her left. A bare, hard cock contacted her left cheek. She opened her mouth and the head poked between her lips. She gurgled a little and then closed her lips and sucked. Tim came immediately. There was no prelude, no groan, nothing but the sudden spew of hot sticky cum into her mouth. She sorted it with her tongue and swallowed it, gulping and gulping until she was sucking on his cock in a vain attempt to gain more of his cum. There wasn't much so it was easy to swallow. It had a tart taste, not quite lemony but close to that. Pleasant, surprisingly.
"Oh Taylor, I'm sorry."
She kept sucking. She needed a lot more practice. Tim didn't soften in her mouth. She lifted a hand and found his body, touching his thigh first and then ran her hand up until she found his ass. She cupped it and used that hold to maneuver him closer, which in turn put more of his cock into her mouth. She sucked hard on his cock and felt it twitch and return to full erection. It was wonderfully rigid in her mouth. The head touched the back of her throat and she felt the gag reflex tighten in her throat. She resisted and pushed her head forward. The head of Tim's cock nuzzled into her throat.
"Oh god, Taylor!" Tim groaned and he came again.
Taylor gagged and expelled his spurting cock. She felt his cum splattered onto her cheek. She reached for his cock but Tim pushed the end against her lips. Cum bubbled between them, coating her teeth. She sucked him back into her mouth, pleased she didn't completely fall apart coughing but recovered her composure immediately. Tim continued to come, pumping at her face even as he pumped come into her mouth. This time there was more but Taylor swallowed it all. The ropy syrup clung to her teeth and stretched down her throating, making her gag a little again. She resisted with intention. When Tim finally slowed, she cleaned him with a slight slurp and sat back in the chair, straight.
Taylor felt it then, the feeling of eyes on her, the others in the class were surely staring. She was aware of the silence, that no one spoke or moved, not the slightest rustle.
"Two marbles for Tim." Taylor called out into that silence, her voice sounding like a bird call in the jungle.
"Two? Yes, of course. Good Tim! Who's next?" Mrs. Adelson called from somewhere around the corner from Taylor. "Good." No one spoke but moments later, a hand grasped Taylor by the hair and pulled her forward. The bare cock bumped her forehead. The guy moved it around on her face, leaving traces of pre-cum juice in its wake. She opened her mouth and the cock slid into her. She clamped down on it and sucked hard.
"Oh god, yes, suck me!" The guy said. Taylor gave no thought to whose cock she was sucking, focusing on pushing the thing deeper into her mouth until she felt the gag reflex knot up in her body. She fought it, pushed the long, thin cock deeper into her throat. She held her breath and pushed it as deep as she could get it to go, finding his pubic hair to be wiry and curled. She held him deep and sucked hard, inhaling his cock like she'd seen Ky do.
She gagged and had to back off, but avoided the spasm of coughing that usually accompanied the gag sensation. She avoided it this time and instead, sucked his cock back into her mouth. Half way in, the cock erupted. She sucked it until the gooey cum quit flowing. She sucked a dozen cocks, the first eight or nine she swallowed until she tasted cum and only cum. The last three she felt them begin to spew and she pulled off of them and sprayed her face. By the third one, her face oozed with cum, coated forehead to chin with plenty dripping down onto her lean chest. The blindfold was soaked through.
The bell rang as the last one came on her face. For a moment, she sat on the chair, confused, a little dazed, her face hot and wet with come but her eyes covered with the blindfold. She reached up to take the blindfold loose and found cum in her hair. She ripped it loose. It was soaked with come, like her face. Suddenly she felt rushed to get to Bookkeeping, where there were no adults, only her and underclassmen. No cocksucking for the accountants, they learned to blow people with numbers. First, though, she had Calculus with Talent Clark and she had the clear feeling that she'd be sucking plenty of cock in his class, starting with his.
"Oh my dear, your face."
Taylor opened her eyes, breaking her reverie, and found Mrs. Adleson standing over her. The woman put out a finger and touched the slough of cum on her right left cheek. She flinched back and looked at the little white crown sticking to her finger tip.
"I'll clean her off." The new voice intruded in the little tableau with incredible erotic impact. "I'll take her to the restroom and clean her up." Anne said. Taylor looked at her and saw her pack in her sister's hand. She got a curious ebullient feeling in her tummy, the warm cum there was spiced with a suffusion of well-being, the kind of emotion you feel when you feel taken care of by someone.
Mrs. Adelson flinched when Anne spoke and her face looked regretful and disappointed. The woman licked her lips.
"So little time." Mrs. Adelson whispered softly then, added, turning to face Anne, "You need to hurry or you'll both be late for your next class. Hurry now, dears."
Taylor was up and walking with Anne out of the room before she had another thought.
"Taylor, I'm going into the bathroom, into a stall. You come there. I want to lick it off, like Ash did. My god, I creamed my panties seeing her licking cum off your face. Wait a minute so people see me go in then come in and I'll clean you up." Anne giggled, her voice taut with lewd intention. She left Taylor trudging in the wash of students who began to give her a wide berth, either to avoid getting cum in their eyes or to let those eyes feast on the sight of Taylor Dillon walking down the hall with her face slurried with cum. Either way, she walked in a bubble of clear space. Calc was close by so she didn't need to hurry exactly. Her stomach rumbled. God, she sucked so many cocks, her tongue felt filmy like cum and her mouth tasted like cum.
"Cum breath." She whispered to herself. Time seemed to drag but then finally, she left the staring miasma of people and pushed into the toilet, past staring girls checking their makeup back to the double line of stalls. She stopped, staring at the various closed door.
"Taylor. Here!"
She looked to her right to see the first stall on that side with the door ajar and a white hand gesturing at her. Taylor went to the door and slipped inside. Anne was close against in, reaching around and locking the door.
"We shouldn't..."
"Hush, Taylor. I want to. I want to show you I can be an adult. I am an adult." Her hands took Taylor's hand and twisted it behind her. "Just hold still and, oh god, you're covered with it. I'm going to lick you clean, Taylor. Oh my god, I'm so excited. Will you, will you touch me when I finish? It's the least you can do, Taylor."
Taylor's heart hammered in her chest. Her mind was dulled with this new, startling arousal.
"We'll be late for class." She mumbled.
"Screw class. I want to feel it, your hand on me." Taylor's hands were behind her back. Her pack weighed on her shoulder. She shrugged and let it sidle down to the floor. Anne, two inches shorter than Taylor's 5' 5" tipped back her head and rose up on her tiptoes. Her rich pink tongue extended and swiped along Taylor's lips, then down onto her chin, well coated with cum. Anne clean her chin with one broad swipe but Taylor closed her eyes, wishing her sister would touch her lips again. They burned with the feel of Anne's tongue, even while that tongue swiped this way and that across her face. She hurried, licking at Taylor's face where the greatest concentrations of cum clung, until it was mostly clear. "You better go. I have to go!" Anne hissed.
Taylor nodded dumbly, her mind still a jumble of unique or at least brand new emotions. She thought about touching her sister but Anne opened the door and squeezed by her and was gone. The temptation delayed, banked to draw interest against the next time they'd be alone. Taylor picked up her pack, washed and dried her face and dashed for Calculus, arriving just as the bell ceased ringing in her ears.
She arrived to find all the chairs filled. She looked at Mr. Clark. He sat on his desk, one leg dangling and swinging and the other planted on the floor. Talent Clark was a lean, angular man with thinning blond hair and knobby elbows and knees. He also taught chemistry. Taylor looked from him back at the room of seated students. She looked for adults and found the whole room was like her A.P. English class, all adult. Her stomach churned with that strange twisting of dread and excitement that was becoming familiar to her.
"There's no chair for me." She said softly.
Mr. Clark nodded. He stood up.
"Today's lesson is just for you, Miss Dillon." He said softly. "Just for you." He unfastened his pants and let them swaddle down his skinny legs. His cock was clearly visible, though blurry inside his boxers. His cock was hard, straining against the stripped fabric, white with thin, light blue lines. It looked like old wall paper but his cock looked like a huge Polish sausage. The tip peek out of the lower edge of one sleeve of his boxers. Huge.
Taylor eyed. Her mind gained a perverse clarity.
"He's all nail and no hammer." She thought to herself and giggled around the thought. Mr. Clark ignored her nervous giggle, not privy to her thoughts so took it as it sounded, nervous.
"Cock sucking lessons, Miss Dillon. Cock sucking lessons. Are you prepared for a pop quiz?" He smiled at his own joke.
Taylor shrugged.
"Do you have breath mints? I'm out." She licked her lips, staring at his enormous cock that moved inside his pants like an independent, living thing, like it was caged and about to be released. Mr. Clark released it, shucking his boxers down to his scrawny knees. His cock sprang up and then bobbed before him like a yard arm in the wind.
Taylor fell to her knees. Her pussy pulsed and she wanted this man to fuck her but knew she couldn't. She glanced at the class. They all, males and females were staring at Mr. Clark's cock. Ky sat on the front row and had a hand pressed against her blouse, between her sizable tits. Taylor's pussy bubbled and overflowed, just imagining Ky's breasts against her lips, then the feel of Ann's pussy and then the invasion of this huge cock into her body, she couldn't decide which hole deserved it the most but she knew which one was destined to receive it first. She lay her pack beside her and opened her mouth, closed her eyes and placed her hands behind her back.
"Oh holy Cripes!" Mr. Clark breathed. "This, ladies and gentlemen is a piece of furniture every man longs to have in his apartment. It's called a cock basin. The older name, clearly a bastardization, was cockatoon, referencing the spittoon where people spat chewing tobacco and women spat snuff in polite society. Cockatoons were less common in polite society." The man went silent for a moment.
Taylor felt him drawing close, heard really, the rattle of his belt buckle and the rasping whisper of his clothing. Her heart thundered in her chest but the cause was a twist of several things, not the least was the size of Mr. Clark's cock.
"Taylor, my dear little cunt, I'd rubbed one off in my last period when I realized you'd be here with us now so you will have ample time to practice your technique on my little friend."
His cock touched her face, the wet, drooling end punched into her cheek like a velvet ram. Taylor turned her face and the cockhead pressed full against the hollow of her cheek. She turned her head, opening her eyes and looked down the shaft at Mr. Clark's crotch, bushy with his dirty brown hair, little ringlets that made her want to giggle but having a man's cock that close to your mouth is not the time to be giggling. He might misunderstand. Instead or in response to the urge, she licked over the little slit in the end of his cock, tasting the dew oozing out of it. Taylor expected sour, expected acrid but got sweet, sweet the way roses smell but tart with the chlorine smell of a swimming pool. She pursed her lips and kissed the end of it.



"Oh god, Taylor, yes, suck my cock. Suck it deep, cunt, suck it into your mouth, take it into your throat, gag and choke on my hog's leg, feel it tickle you down in your pussy." Turned out Mr. Clark was chatty. Taylor sucked at the end, waggling her tongue around the huge bullet plugging her mouth. She had to strain to open wide enough to hold it right at the entrance to her mouth without touching it with her teeth. God, he was huge! She sucked, she pushed her mouth onto the thing and it filled her oral cavity. Her pussy cried, longing for a turn but there was no chance. Ky had restricted her. Her Master insisted she obey Ky, for the time being.
These thoughts fluttered around in her mind as she sucked on Mr. Clark's cock. She stopped her wandering mind and focused on the gag reflex, on feeling it and not letting it control her entire response. When it was held inside her mind, like a drop of sweat on a runner's nose, she pushed her head forward. Mr. Clark's great hose nozzle nudged against the back of her throat. The great gag reflex erupted and she lost control. She had to retreat, shame flamed in her face. Mr. Clark patted her head.
"Christ, Taylor, there's fresh cum in your hair! God, girl, what have you been doing today?" Taylor withdrew his cock completely from her mouth.
"Sucking cock, Mr. Clark. I suck every cock that is offered." She felt the declaration like a ripple of arousal, the words had spines that pricked her and needled her, stimulating her entire body, just the words!
"Such a slut!" Mr. Clark whispered. "We'll work on our gag reflex. It's like any other set of nerves, with repeated stimulation, it requires more stimulation to be activated. After a while, you can control it with the normal feel of a cock in your mouth. Practice makes perfect. Open wide, bitch, I'm going to stimulate your mouth until I come. If we can get to your throat today, before I come, so much the better. Shit, the least you could have done was to get the cum out of your hair! What a scum slut." He seemed to get over the gooey feel of the cum spots in her hair, tucked his cockhead between her lips, grasped her head with both hands and slowly inserted his cock once more into her mouth. Her lips trembled as the great shaft passed through them. The cock pressed against the back of her throat and she struggled against his hands holding the sides of her head.
"Be still, Taylor. Breathe through your nose, cunt. Breathe easily or you'll gag again."
Taylor heard the words. The gag reflex was powerful in her but she fought it tooth and nail and pussy lips. She finally went still and inhaled through her nose, and blew out. The cock plugging her mouth pulsed. She could feel his heart beating, throbbing in her mouth, drowning out her own heartbeat or her heart adjusted and matched Mr. Clark's perfectly, two hearts beating as one, but with one cock pressing into a throat. She felt mastery again for a fleeting moment before the gag reflex roared and shredded her self-control. She backed off his cock, eyes running tears and drool flooding down her chin. It dripped onto her dress and down her chest.
"That's what this is for, Taylor, lessons, keep trying." Mr. Clark inserted his cock into her mouth again and with the same firm hold on her head, pulled it forward until once again it rubbed against the back of her throat. This time the gag reflex did indeed seem muted. Taylor's mouth strained around his cock.
"Now, Taylor, relax. Relax your throat first then our mouth and lips. Let it just be inside you like this. I know it's tough with a cock this size but Mr. G said I shouldn't let you off easily. You need to be able to learn to suck a cock and not drool all over the place. That means you need to be able to swallow your own spit. Can you swallow, Taylor?"
She tried to nod her head but it felt like an olive on the end of a sword. She tried to swallow. Instead of taking it down her throat, drool gushed around her lips.
"No, you must keep your lips sealed, then stop breathing, consciously so you don't inhale that fluid. Then swallow. Careful not to inhale it."
Taylor swallowed and felt the vaulting satisfaction when she cleared her mouth without spewing it all over herself. The gag reflex echoed all around her, reverberating as though in her mind, in her brain, throbbing constantly, like a lurking monster ready to consumer her if she made the slightest mistake.
"Now, once you're relaxed, just slowly force yourself forward, make your throat expand around my cock. It might seal off your air for a while but push it down and then you have to relax again to breathe around it. It might be too big for you. We'll find out though, you beautiful little cocksucker!"
His words assaulted Taylor's mind and she felt a sudden irrational urge to please him. She loved the dripping lust in his voice. She pushed. Her throat expanded, swelling around his cock and the head slid in, nuzzling into her throat as it opened up. She fought the gag reflex but it had retreated to some distance and glared balefully at her.
"Anyone can fuck, Taylor but only a select few can really suck a cock properly. It takes practice but men aren't willing to let you practice and women aren't eager to make mistakes with a cock they'd usually prefer to be stuffed in their other holes. You are getting a unique and wonderful...oh god that feels good. I hope you don't mind, I'm talking to keep from drowning you. God, your mouth is hot and wet and open on my cock and I want to come, I'd really like to fuck you and perhaps I will, eventually. God, what was I saying? Oh yes, you are getting a grand opportunity to learn to suck cock from a variety of cocks, all sizes, all shapes, most of which shoot off much too quick. You'll lose your cum shyness by the end of the week and having cum slurrying down your throat will be old hat after two or three hundred blow jobs. God, Taylor you're doing so wonderfully now...oh, oh shit. Sorry!"
Mr. Clark had suddenly bucked against her, thrusting his cock far deeper than it had been and the gag reflex swooped in and carried Taylor away. She fought free of the penetrating cock and coughed it out of her mouth. Drool dripped off her chin and ran down her jaw line on both sides and down her short stubby little neck, little lines of sizzling zeal that scored her skin. Her eyes focused beyond the cock bobbing wetly before her eyes. She looked at the class.
They sat rapt, entangled in the cocksucking drama playing out right before them. Many had their hands in their laps. Mr. Clark must have looked out at them and seen what Taylor saw but his reaction was not similar to hers. She was aroused by the sight of their arousal, taking it in as amplification of her own.
"Hey, guys, if you rub one out before I'm done with Queen Cunt Taylor, here, you'll not be in line for tutoring her with your cock. Ladies, feel free to fingerdance your way to ecstasy if you desire. Taylor, open wide!"
She did. His cock slid back into his increasingly familiar place in her mouth, lodged in her throat. Mr. Clark continued to talk her through the process, pushing the head into her throat completely in the end, at which point she choked again. After nearly half an hour, he erupted in her mouth and though she drank and swallowed prodigious amounts of his cum, it still bubbled over and spattered onto her neck, chest and dress. After that, in quick succession, she sucked off the ten guys in the calculus class. It was good time to be a geek. Mr. Clark, dressed, coached her but most of them came so quickly, he had little chance to give her any real pointers. When the bell rang, she'd sucked off eleven cocks.
"Hey, assholes, tomorrow, whack off before you come to class so Taylor can learn something. Fuck me, you guys are worthless. Git. This is Taylor's week to learn to suck cock and I swear we're going to help him. Her, I mean, we're going to help her. Don't forget the homework. We may be sucking cock in class but you need to keep with the integration problems. Do the work at home this week and we'll do Taylor in class, her face hole anyway. See you tomorrow."
He helped Taylor off her knees. She hurriedly got out marbles and handed them out to all the lucky cocks that had come for her. Her face was once more smeared with a layer of covering cum. When Mr. Clark took out a handkerchief, she waved it away.
"I have to wear what I don't swallow. Master's rules." She said, noting that she was making that up, a little, though she was sure Mr. G would approve. She walked out into the hall headed to bookkeeping. She felt a hand on her elbow. It was Nicole.
The blond girl looked serious.
"Mr. G sent me, Taylor. You can't go into Miss Sanchez's class with cum all over you. Come on, let's get you cleaned up."
Little of that made sense to Taylor. Why would Mr. G send Nicole to help her? Why couldn't she go to bookkeeping with cum on her face? Was Nicole going to clean her up like Ash and Anne had?
The answer to the last question was no. As soon as Nicole soaked a couple paper towels and swabbed at Taylor's face, she felt the lurch of disappointment in her stomach. She stood still, in a state of shock at her own thoughts, dreaming of Nicole licking cum off her face, kissing her, pressing her tight little gymnast's body against her, then it occurred to her to play the entire scenario again but with them naked together. By the time Nicole had combed the cum out of her hair, Taylor was trembling with another new brand of arousal. Her arousal seemed to have a robust set of options, a great variety of methods for stimulating her. She seemed to be a smorgasbord of sexual proclivities, all appearing as if by magic and without prior hints as the thoughts developed in Taylor's mind. It all left her breathless and dazed.
She got to class, again just as the bell rang. It was a bit of relief to know she wouldn't end up with her mouth stuffed full of cock. At lunch, she sat with Ky, Ash and now, Nicole at the Queen's table. Olson came over to her and wanted her to blow him but Nicole snarled at him.
"Minors, dipshit. Take your buttocks out of here and she'll blow you in private. Just not here! God, what a fucking moron!" For a moment, Olson appeared utterly astonished that anyone would speak to him that way. He was money but also old money and had the personality of Caligula and Rasputin intermixed. His face worked, but no words emerged. He finally turned and walked away.
"Thanks, Nicole." Ky said. "Mr G would not put up with blowjobs in the cafeteria. The A-hole should know that."
Taylor had a different response, wanting to experience the collective audience as she sucked a cock. That eluded her for the moment though.
"Yes, thanks, Nicole! Now he'll be crazed by the time he gets me back to his bedroom and I'll end up whipped in his frenzy and I won't be able to sit right tomorrow. Again." Ash did not sound thrilled or grateful, she sounded uncharacteristically sarcastic, more like Ky than her usual sweet self.
"He beats you?" Nicole ask, not aghast at all but with a soft burr of awe in her tone.
Ash shook her head.
"No. No, bitch, he whips my ass and then fucks me and I howl like a banshee, coming like I've never come before, like I never imagined was possible to womankind before. The pain mixed with the pleasure is...god, I can't describe it. Shit, it makes me wet just thinking about it. I'm addicted to that lump of nasty and I can't escape." She bowed her head over her plate. "God, what is happening to me?"
Ky looked balefully over at her.
"That's what you get for being Cunt Taylor's friend. She's turning into the school slut hole, small wonder that you don't follow her into debauchery."
Ash lifted her head, her face a masque of fury.
"Taylor makes me look good, bitch. Just like she makes you look good. Having her around makes us both look beautiful when compared to her. She's the ugly stick that provides the contrast that makes people love us. So don't go getting all high and mighty about Taylor's use here. She's invaluable and you know it. Did you want to fuck the entire Adult Club? Could you have? No. No and fuck no! Taylor took that on herself and you should honor that. She fucked what? Sixty-five adults? And came that many times at least, if not more. God, Ky, you're such a bitch sometimes. Taylor may be an ugly cunt but she's incredibly valuable to us, so shut up and leave her alone! You're such a stupid cunt sometimes, Ky!"
Taylor glowed with the double incandescence of being defended by her friend and the humiliating method of the defense. In a lurid paragraph, Ash had laid out Taylor's developing position in the world and that it aroused Taylor and mortified her all worked to make the arousal doubly good, doubly intense, doubly desired. She had no idea how she arrived in such a twisted state but there, she gloried in it. She be returning to bookkeeping bubbling with passion, looking forward to the next period when she's presumably be sucking another raft of hard cocks. Her throat actually tingled at the thought.
Ky actually stared at Ash but turned away, a very slight blush showing in her cheeks, darkening their tanned color not turning any shade of red. Ky just got darker.
Taylor rose and left then, rather wishing she had a nice coating of cum on her face. Olson intercepted her outside the bookkeeping room and obliged her. She sucked on his cock but he came immediately and she withdrew it from her mouth and decorated her face. She went to the bathroom to clean up before returning to class. As she dabbed the cum off her face, she found herself wishing for a woman's tongue to clean it off and she thought of Mrs. Carter and how she would react to Taylor's face covered with cum. She realized with a start how long it had been since she spoke to Mrs. Carter and took out her phone and called her.
"Well, Taylor, nice to hear from you after so long."
"I've been busy fucking every adult in the school."
"Not the teachers, I hope."
"Why do you hope?" Taylor returned, her pussy tingling at the thought.
"Why, I don't know, now that you mention it. Why did you call?"
"I'm sucking cock all week. I was wondering, if I could get away, would you like to see me facialized, with a nice thick coating of cum on my face, dripping down from my chin?"
The woman on the other end of the connection sucked in air, gasping loudly.
"Excuse me, me ladies, I need to take this." There was sounds of movement and then traffic cluttered up the sound. "What do you mean, what did you say?" Mary Carter whispered, her voice harmonizing with the sound of traffic.
"I said, I'm sucking cock, getting cock sucking lessons this week and wondered if you'd like to see me with cum all over my face. I can't swallow it all, so I have to wear it sometimes."
"Wear it?" Mrs. Carter's voice wavered. "Oh god. Oh god. Taylor, you vixen. I'm running wet because of what you just said."
"So you want to see me? Like that I mean?"
"God, yes."
Taylor smiled. The woman's panting cut through the sounds of traffic like a knife through fog, glinting and sharp.
"I'll call you when I am available and dripping cum from my chin." Taylor hung up and returned to class.
Bookkeeping ended and Taylor sauntered up to Physics class. All seemed normal. Students filed in and Miss Cummings handed out the test. She gave instructions and told people to take the entire hour, they'd need it. She then walked over to Taylor and picked up her paper. She laid it down.
"Sign it and get your things, Taylor."
"What?" Taylor whispered.
"I said, sign it and get your things together. You have cock sucking lessons to attend. No need to take this test. A zero won't hurt your grade even a dimples worth. Answer number seven so you get something but leave the rest blank."
Taylor started to argue, her natural inclination to strive for perfection assaulting her mind and body. Miss Cummings' hand grabbed a handful of her hair and yanked on it, hard. Taylor squeaked. No one was looking at them, assiduously ignoring their exchange.
"Do it and meet me outside." Miss Cummings looked around at the classroom. "I'll be back in a bit. Keep working, I'll answer questions when I return. I'll not be five minutes." She left the room.
Taylor did as instructed. It felt like she was pulling teeth or shitting a brick. Every fiber of her being fought against leaving the pages blank but after answering question seven, a multiple choice about inertia and momentum, she did as instructed. Miss Cummings stood just outside the door.
"Give me your things. I'll hold onto them."
"Why are you making me skip this test?"
"Because, you arrogant cunt, if you ace this one, you'll flunk half the class on the curve. If you get a six on it, it'll correct the curve sufficiently that most people will pass the class. You want half of those people in there taking summer school just to get their diplomas and jeopardizing college for some of them? Don't be a selfish cunt and come with me. Mr. G wants you to blow teachers this period."
Until the last sentence, Taylor was swelling up to argue but it was like those last nine words sucked every thought out of her brain and she felt a little bubble of drool form between her parted lips. She sucked it back in and the noise sounded horribly loud and infantile in the empty hallway.
"Blow teachers?" Taylor whispered, her voice making no sound at all, the words just formed in her wet and tingling lips. She handed her pack and purse to Miss Cummings and followed along behind her, her eyes clung to the woman's fine ass as it shifted side to side. Miss Cummings had one of the best walks in the school, hell, in the city or likely the entire state. The guys claimed she had to walk sideways down the aisles in the grocery store or she'd knock things off the shelves with her hips. Taylor focused on them and let her mind imagine the woman naked just to keep her brain from choking on the words "blow teachers". She was at the door to the teacher's lounge before the rest of the sentence impacted her conscious mind. "Mr G wants?" Taylor thought but the door opened and her thinking stopped.
The room was dowdy, like a break room with coffee pot and microwave on a counter, a fridge and stove at one end filled with a long galley table. Miss Rollins sat at the table browsing a magazine, reading glasses sitting on the bridge of her nose. She wore a tight stretch dress over her voluptuous body, hugging her middle under the shelf of her tits, clinging to her chest like a calving glacier hanging on a cliffside, clinging to the last moments of connected life. She looked up and her face tightened but her eyes brightened.
"Miss Rollins, Miss Dillon here is going to be sucking cock this hour. Would you see that no one tries to fuck her?" Miss Cummings spoke in such a casual voice, like she was asking the other woman to monitor a student taking a make up test.
Miss Rollins nodded her head mutely. Miss Cummings put Taylor's pack and purse on the table and went over to a cupboard and took out something. She turned and let Taylor see what it was.
"I had this made for you, Taylor." Miss Cummings said softly. It was a huge tee shirt, clearly too large for Taylor. One side read: "DON'T FUCK THE COCKSUCKER" in big red letters, with a red circle slash with a woman's silhouette in the middle. The other side read: "BLOW JOBS, 1 NICKLE." "Put this on over your dress, Taylor and sit here." Miss Cummings pulled out a chair and turned it so Taylor could sit facing out from the table. Taylor took the shirt and pulled it over her head. She sat down.
Miss Cummings snapped another piece of cloth and then folded it up into a tight band. It was a blindfold.
Taylor started to object but sealed her lips. She feared what would happen if she objected. She glanced at Miss Rollins and the woman smiled at her. The smile disappeared into darkness as Miss Cummings fit the blindfold over her eyes and tied it behind her head.



"I don't know if anyone will be in to use you, Taylor, but sit here until I come get you. Suck every cock that is offered. Understood?"
Taylor nodded. She turned her head in Miss Rollins' direction and imagined the woman's breasts in her hands again. Then Miss Rollins spoke and Taylor's mind reeled with confusion.
"Tie her to the chair, Ester." Melanie Rollins' voice puffed around Taylor like soft butter. Taylor missed whatever came next but then felt her chair twisted to the side and her elbows pulled around the narrow back. A loop of cloth, a dish towel perhaps, was pulled through her elbows and tied behind her. She was hitched to the chair like an animal.
"I'll be back after the bell rings. If it takes to long, I'll send an excuse with you for Mrs. Stineway." She patted Taylor's cheek and then kissed her on the lips. "Enjoy. Study hard." Miss Cummings laughed. "Watch over her, will you, Melanie? I wish I could stay and observe, to see if she's making any progress but I have a class taking a test. Is that okay for you? To watch her."
Silence.
Taylor imagined one voluptuous woman nodding to another. They were different as a Porche is different from a Rolls Royce but both were rich with erotic appeal. She wasn't sure whom she would select for her Mistress if that was what Mr. G had in mind. It would be a difficult choice.
"Miss Rollins, this is Taylor's marble bag. Each time she sucks a cock, and it cums for her, give the owner of the cock a marble, will you? Its part of the contest."
"What contest?"
"Whoever can collect enough marbles gets Taylor as a sex slave next week, for seven days. Surprisingly, there seems to be a great deal of interest so the marbles are valuable. I don't know how the trade is working but it is certainly active! Hand them out for her, will you? Since she's uh, tied up?"
"Of course, Miss Cummings." Miss Rollins said.
The door to the faculty lounge thumped closed. The silence hummed with the pop machine.
"Are you wet Taylor?" Miss Rollins asked, her voice distant. Taylor turned her blinded eyes towards the woman's voice, feeling her words like a caress. She expected some discussion of her pending slavery at the end of her cocksucking course but Miss Rollins seemed uninterested.
"I don't know. I think so. Yes, probably."
Taylor heard the sound of a chair scooting on the floor. The next thing she sensed was a hand on her knee, pushing it aside. It slid up her leg, under her dress to her crotch and thence under her panties and to the very threshold of her now quivering body.
"Oh god, Miss Rollins." Taylor whispered. The hand at her pussy wriggled a little. Taylor moved her other leg wider. The hand found her entrance and fingers entered her.
"You should call me Melanie when I have my fingers inside you. Oh gracious, you are slick and wet, Taylor. What have you been doing? Is that cum swirling around my fingers?"
Taylor's body jerked as the woman gently penetrated her. She wanted those two fingers deeper inside her.
"I...I've...I have been suck, suck sucking cock." Taylor panted, her voice warbling like she was under water. The fingers pushed deep into her body. Taylor's hips rose, pushing her pussy against the invading fingers but they retreated. Taylor sighed as they left her. When they touched her lips, her mouth opened and she sought them with her tongue but they vanished, leaving a wet smear on her lips which she licked off.
"Huh uh, Taylor, keep your tongue to yourself. Keep your lips closed. Let me paint them with your juice."
Taylor groaned again but did as instructed. She sealed her lips closed. The fingers reacquired her lips and smeared them liberally with the fluid they'd extracted from her pussy. She could smell herself. The urge to lick her lips consumed her but she kept her mouth closed and her rampant tongue caged behind gritted teeth. She groaned. The tangy smell of her own body wafted up into her nose, making it tickle.
"I heard that you had sex with what? Seventy people last weekend, half of them women?"
Taylor didn't speak, didn't move lest the fingers teasing her lips would abandon her.
"Uh huh." She grunted. She shifted on the chair.
"Miss Cummings said you are sucking cock this week. Does that mean there's no man cum bubbling inside you?"
"Uh huh!" Taylor grunted again. Miss Rollins' knuckles were pressing against her lips. Taylor wanted to explain that she had plenty of cum bubbling in her lean tummy.
The fingers left her lips and a moment later she felt hot breath on her face. Miss Rollins kissed her slurried lips.
"Uh, uh, uh." Taylor grunted, keeping her lips tightly closed while the woman kissed and nibbled at them, licking the cunt dew off of them with her cat-like tongue. The mouth left her lips, but remained close enough to waft warm air onto her face when it spoke.
"You can open your mouth, now, Taylor. Kiss me."
Before they could complete the kiss, the door thudded open.
"Miss Rollins? What the...?" A man's deep voice rumbled around Taylor. It was Mr. Grier. He was a football coach. Big, black and jolly as St. Nick himself except on the practice field when he terrorized offensive linemen. He'd knock guys in pads on their ass wearing nothing but his polo shirt and sunglasses glasses.
Taylor felt Miss Rollins depart, her lips tingled with her kisses, hot and savory.
"Oh my god, is that Taylor Dillon?"
"Yes." Taylor and Miss Rollins answered together.
"A nickle? Shit, I'd...oh, right."
Taylor heard a nickle clink on the table beside her then the rattle of a belt. The next thing she felt was a huge ham hand on the side of her head turning it to her left and then the feel of a spongy cock head against her nose. She adjusted her head and met the cock head with her lips. It was large, broad and soft like a rose petal. She licked at it and got the sour taste of sweat in her mouth. She kissed it and the man that owned it groaned, like the strike of a mallet on a big bass drum.
"Oh sweet lips, suck that dick!" He rumbled.
Taylor, feeling encouraged by his response, opened her mouth and the cock pressed at her teeth and then past them before she could breathe in properly. She rasped around the filling cock in her mouth. Her lips closed on it and then the hand on her head pulled it gently forward and the cock head pressed against the back of her throat. She felt ebullient when the gag reflex seemed muted, distant so that she could control it. She relaxed her lips and breathed in past the cock thrust into her mouth, then sealed it again and sucked at it hard.
"Oh go, girl, suck that black cock!"
She did. Mr. Grier didn't stop pushing though and moments later, it popped into her throat. The urge to cough followed immediately but she didn't fight it. She relaxed and let the sensation waffle through her body, even as her muscles softened. The urge to cough melted in her throat. The cock burrowed deeper. Taylor sucked at it, twisted her head just so and inhaled through her nose, amazed to find that she could unseal her throat with just a slight cock of her head to the side. She felt like she'd just unlocked some grand mystery! She sucked hard on his cock and the hand at her head knotted into a fist, pulling her hair. The cock swelled in her mouth.
"Oh sweet river Jordon, I'm coming already!" He did. Cum spurted down Taylor's throat. She sealed her throat around it, trying to swallow around the velvet phallus in her throat and the cum welled up into her mouth. The head wasn't far enough down her throat and she began getting backflow. In moments his pulsing hose had filled throat and mouth and it flowed out of her lips and down her chin. The cough urge returned with the gag reflex. Taylor fought them both off, pride swelling behind her chest, reaching to wrap the cock lodged in her throat in possessive pleasure.
Cum dribbled out of her mouth. Mr. Grier's cock pulsed and jerked in Taylor's mouth while cum sloughed out of her lips and down her chin. She forgot to pull off his cock and take it on the face. The thought shot through her and when she noted that the mighty prick was still pumping cum into her mouth, she backed away and directed it onto her cheeks and lips. He continued to come, splattering cum onto her face for a minute or so.
The cock left her face, accompanied by a huge groan.
"My god, that's just was a man needs in the afternoon, a great blow job. Good work, Taylor! Now, now suck me hard again and I'll fill you from the other end!"
"Huh uh, Mr. Grier. Check the back of her shirt." Of course he couldn't, Taylor was tied to the chair. "It says, DON'T FUCK THE COCKSUCKER. I'm sure you'll get a chance, sometime, to fuck the school hole, I mean. Run along. You've had your turn." Melanie Rollins hesitated for a moment then added, "I'll clean her up for the next cock."
"How about I fuck you instead?"
"How about you suck your own cock?" Miss Rollins shot back.
Mr. Grier guffawed.
"If I could do that, I'd never get anything done. An old and legitimate joke but too true. I had to offer."
"I understand. You've been denied. Now, scat."
"I need a soda water."
Taylor heard the gulp of the pop machine swallowing coins and then the glug as it spat out a pop can. A big hand patted her head.
"Thanks for the bj, Taylor. You're improving, I'd say."
His departure left Taylor wondering how he could judge if she was improving or not? To her knowledge she hadn't sucked Mr. Grier's cock before. She didn't have time to sort out that confusion before she sensed someone close just before Miss Rollins' hands pushed her knees wide. Taylor felt the woman kneel between her legs.
"Taylor, I have fantasied about your hands on my breasts that night. God, it seems like so long ago. You asked if I wanted to join the Adult Club. No. I don't. I don't want to have sex with anyone but you. I don't know what it is about you but I am drawn to you. I want to..." her lips touched Taylor's and the woman kissed her. Taylor tried to gasp but the woman's mouth did not let her. Then it was gone.
"I have had dreams about you, about your lips on mine, about your mouth on me. God Taylor, when I see you, I've seen you around the last two days, once with a lot of cum on your face. I understand you claimed it was lotion for a skin condition. I know the condition well. You know what I wanted to do when I saw all the cum on your face?"
Taylor was still searching for the exact right answer when the woman lapped at her chin, swiping a large glob of cum with her tongue off of it.
"Oh." Taylor gleeped, her voice a high squeak. Miss Rollins proceeded to lick Taylor's face clean of cum. Lips, chin, cheeks, eyebrows and forehead. Taylor's mind held her memory of Miss Rollins kissing her and it roused in her those long ago feelings...from last week.
The door opened.
"I'm told there's a cocksucker in here waiting to suck my cock!" Ben Harris Faulkner growled. He taught Geometry and Algebra I and was an assistant basketball coach.
"I have her all cleaned up, Mr. Faulkner." Miss Rollins said, her voice wafting about like a drunk pixie. Taylor felt her leave like a hot wind and then heard the rattle of a belt. The cock was standard issue cock and fit well in her mouth. It barely tickled the back of her throat. When Mr. Faulkner came, she drank his come down and it was well she did so because the moment he stopped pumping cum into her mouth, the door opened and Mr. Mason arrived. She sucked his cock, a larger, longer version but not quite the filling monster Mr. Crowder sported. She swallowed his come too, for the same reason, because another guy was waiting to use her mouth.
"Taylor, are you ready for Track?" Mr. Mason asked while he unlimbered his cock and presented it to her drooling lips. The end stuck between her lips before she could speak so she had to answer around them, flubbing the response.
"Yes, Mithter Mathson." He pushed his cock into her mouth and she sucked on it. He pushed deeper then backed off, clearly expecting her to gag. She bent her head forward and pressed the cockhead against the back of her mouth and inhaled around it. Mr Mason moaned softly, putting a hand behind her head and holding it while he pushed his cock deeper into her mouth. Taylor widened her jaws and let him penetrate her throat. Once he was huddled against her face, she breathed deep, sealed her mouth around his cock and swallowed deeply. Mr. Mason erupted immediately.
Truthfully, Taylor was a little surprised that these men would come so quickly in her mouth. It didn't afford her a lot of real practice. On the other hand, her pussy jumped and twitched at the implicit compliment having their cum flow so easily into her mouth offered. She was smart enough to take the compliment and swallow it, along with their cum.
Talent Clark arrived and she sucked him for the second time. Mr. Bethard and Mr. Dolan followed and then a man she didn't recognize who didn't introduce himself face fucked her with a very nice, smooth, hot cock that speared down her throat and spat cum into her belly. She was beginning to feel bloated when the bell finally rang. She sat still. Her face was clear of cum since she been swallowing since the first time. Miss Rollins licked that off. Miss Rollins had also handed out marbles and dissuaded those who wanted to fuck Taylor. When Miss Cummings returned, Taylor was sagging in the chair. There was a crowd of teachers in the lounge getting coffee and staring at her when the blindfold came off and Miss Cummings bent to untie her arms.
Taylor looked around at the long time adults in the room, blinking, the taste of cum in her mouth and nose. They seemed intent on ignoring her, avoiding her eyes and talking in low voices.
"Thank you, Taylor, I got good reports on you. I'm sure Mr. G will be satisfied with your progress." Miss Cummings handed Taylor her purse and pack. She took them and turned to scuttle out of the room but Miss Rollins called her name.
"Taylor, your marbles." It was like the whole room took on a manikin challenge and froze. Taylor had to weave around people who had gone still to get the bag of marbles from Miss Rollins' hand. The woman glowed at her but they could hardly discuss anything in the jungle of people about them. Taylor nodded her thanks, took the velvet bag from Melanie's hands...Taylor thought of her as "Melanie" at that moment and it startled her...turned and hurried from the room. She felt so young, so conspicuous, it made her skin crawl and her knees weak, as though she wanted to kneel before them all and offer herself to them. The urge staggered her out in the hall. She sagged against lockers and gasped for air, fighting against the towering arousal thrashing at her.
Then, she had a moment of clarity. All day long, people referred to Mr. G making it happen, arranging for her mouth to end up full of cock all day long. She'd lost count of the number of cocks she'd sucked or the number of times she'd swallowed cum or splashed it onto her face. She felt strength return to her body and she forgot about class and headed for Mr. G's office. Arriving there, she didn't even hesitate but went towards his door. Mrs. Coyle saw her coming and spoke to her the moment she veered towards his office door.
"He's in there with someone, Taylor." Mrs. Coyle said said sharply but Taylor ignored her. She opened the door and burst into his office. As Mrs. Coyle said, two students sat in chairs across from Mr. G. They looked scared but then got more scared when they looked up at Taylor.
"You did it, didn't you, Mr. Gloucheshire? You did it all, didn't you?" For some reason, she was crying.
"That will be all guys, leave us alone will you please?" The two guys rose and left the office, pulling the door closed behind them.
"Now, Taylor, please, sit down and tell me what this is about."
"You did it. You told my teachers to make me suck cock in class, all day, didn't you?" Taylor huffed and then moved to a chair and dropped into it like her legs lost their bones. She bowed forward, staring between her knobby knees but after a while realized no one was speaking. She mastered herself and looked up at Mr. G. He sat watching her.
"What is it about 'master' that you don't understand?" Mr. G said softly. "If I had set you up to be fucked in the ass all day long, and I will, eventually, then your responsibility as my servant and slave would be to bend over, grab your two ass cheeks and widen the way for each cock as it runs up into you. When I say you will do something, you must show yourself deserving of that pleasure or I'll end up diluting it by assigning a watcher to insure you do as instructed. If you operate on your own recognizance, then it will be more convenient for us both and, I hope, that much more erotic for you because you will be complying of your own free will. That is valuable, as a practical matter and as a matter of erotic flare. When it is time to impose things on you, as your master, I will do so but I must know you well enough to understand when to defy your will, when to bend it and when to acknowledge and be constrained by it. Any good master, or mistress, will have these same considerations.
"You cannot suck cock worth a nickle. Any cunt can bend over and point her hair cannon at a man and let him fuck her. That takes no skill or talent or ability. Sucking cock is a skill that can be learned by most people, but women in particular. Becoming accomplished at it is my first goal for you."
"You have goals for me?"
Mr. G nodded but didn't elaborate. Taylor wanted to explore those goals to get his action items enumerated so she could veto them if she wished but in the end, she found she simply didn't care.
"Why, Mr G? Why do you want to enslave me and be my master?"
He smiled and looked away for a moment.
"I have been pursuing Miss Cummings since she arrived, trying to make her mine. She is a demanding woman and one of her demands it to have a female in bed with us, one who will suck me hard so I can fuck Miss Cummings, then our little slut will eat my cum out of Miss Cummings' loving cum trench when I finish in her. Once we confronted that requirement and once I realized that to be her lover would require a woman of this sort, I began the arduous and difficult process of finding the precisely right woman for us. We have watched you for a long time. Once you lost your virginity last year, it was clear that you had potential."
"Potential for what?" Taylor asked, her mind roiling with his words.
"To be the perfect sex object, a tool, a sex aid for us in bed and out. There is much to do. You are like a jewel to be cut and formed and soon we'll need to polish you and then create the perfect setting to show you off. First, though, we must use you in every way possible to find the full extent of that potential. The first step is sucking cock properly. You saw how Ester sucked my cock, Taylor. That is your goal and practice makes perfect. As a dancer and athlete you know that. Practice as you play and you'll play as you practice and only then can you have some control over your game-time performance."
"You want me to suck all these cocks?"
"Every adult cock in the school needs to pass through your thin lips. I want you to taste the cum of every cock in the school and beyond. You've already been fucked by them and I allowed that to prove to you one simple thing." Mr. G stopped. When Taylor realized he was waiting for her to ask what that one thing was, she felt stupid for waiting so long.
"What is that one thing?" She asked, her cheeks heating.
"That you are a slut, a hairy, misshapen slut. Do you know what a slut is?" He didn't wait for her to answer. "A slut is someone who never says 'no' when someone asks them for sex. For a true slut, the answer is always 'yes' and they have no capacity to turn anyone away. That's you, Taylor. For awhile this year, I thought I was wrong about you but the Adult Club implied it and now you are fulfilling my expectations of you. This weekend, you let Ky Carter manipulate you into fucking every adult in Swanson High, teachers and staff excepted. You did it. In one way, that is a shameful testimony of your lack of impulse control or as I prefer to say it, your lust for pleasure cannot be resisted with any amount of common sense. In the other way of thinking about it, from what I can gather, you never flagged in initiating the adults but rose to the occasion and climaxed even after fifty people had sex with you and after you'd responded positively to them fifty times. Few women and no men could ever accomplish that in so short a time and still be coherent when she was done. It was unclear who used whom. Did Ky use you and hand you off to everyone else or did you use them to satisfy this gnawing sexual monster clawing to escape your loins and consume everyone who comes with reach of your hands or knees or cunt or mouth, if they are different!



"Taylor, you need a master to provide you some resistance, some guide rails to keep you from launching yourself into an abyss from which few people return. Your body demands lots of sex. When you surrender to it and lose the ability to use your mind to rein in those sexual impulses, you need a master to control you and direct you. Do you understand? I'm here to train you to use your sexuality, and not let it consume and use you."
Taylor nodded, her mind bubbling with what Mr. G was telling her.
"What about all the things in my mind? My God, Mr. G, I want...I want it all. I don't know if I'll like it all but I want to try it all once, every perverted thing you can imagine."
"And likely some I simply can't. Taylor, I want to be your master because when we are done molding you, you'll be the perfect sex toy, a living sex aid that I can use to great advantage and you'll delight in it. Here," he wrote on a pass pad, "get to class. I think Mrs. Stineway is waiting for you to demonstrate how to suck cock for your A.P. English class. I am not your master yet, Taylor but I am working to becoming that to you. The one who will lead you from climax to climax and not let you get distracted by other, petty concerns."
For a second they looked at each other, the potter and the clay. Taylor felt it, the sensation of being the man's handiwork, his work in progress. For a second all she could think about was having his hands on her body, stroking her and penetrating her. Yet he made no move to touch her, keeping a distance between them. She gasped, my god, she thought wryly, I'm his student! He's the Zen master of sex. She almost giggled but suppressed it.
"Uh, Taylor, about the Adult Club, I still want in. I presumed I'd be the first adult, long time adult I mean, to be uh, initiated?"
She nodded, suddenly confused because her Master was asking something of her, hat in hand.
"We're meeting at Ky's to tally up my marbles and hand me off to the winner." She almost mentioned she was going to initiate her sister but that got stuck in her throat...where it belonged, stuck in the gluey man cum.
Mr. G's brow furrowed. He stood up.
"I'm collecting marbles, so maybe I can own you. It's a natural progression, don't you think?"
She nodded again. She looked up at him and he stared down at her expectantly.
"Now, Taylor. Blow me."
"Oh. Oh!" She felt stupid for missing the obvious, the most obvious thing. She moved off the chair and got to her knees. She looked up at him. He stepped closer. She unbuckled and unbuttoned and unzipped and uncovered until his cock was uncommonly close to her lips. She sucked him in. It wasn't perfectly smooth but she mastered the gag reflex and pulled him into her throat with only a slight adjusting twist of her head, inhaled and then sealed off her airway with his odd cock. She held him tight in her mouth and throat and just as he was about to speak, the "uh, Taylor" balanced on the tip of his tongue, she swallowed the first time.
"Oh Christ!" He got her name wrong, which seemed like a compliment at the time. Taylor swallowed again, needing air. Mr. G's body bucked against her face, grinding his cock deep into her throat. She groaned. He groaned. She twisted her head and bent his cock in her throat, exhaled a puff and then managed to suck in a little new air. She swallowed again.
"Oh Christ, that's good!" Mr. G grunted. His hands clasped her head like he was blessing his first born. He came. When the first spurt tickled her throat, Taylor felt a curious flood of satisfaction swell in her chest, or maybe it was just his cum bubbling in her throat. She tried to swallow but had to back off a bit and Mr. G pumped more cum into her throat. In a moment, cum bubbled up into her mouth and burst through her tightly stretched lips. She felt it, the hot run of cum and saliva down her chin. Mr. G grunted and jerked against her, his hands holding her tight against him. The gag reflex was forgotten, ignored in some musty corner, pouting and helpless. She held him in her throat until he went still and then only cocked her head this way and that to allow air to come and go as needed. Finally, he roused out of his tottering daze, patting her head with one hand.
"My god, Taylor, that was fantastic! In only two days! You are such a fast learner! My god, that's amazing." Mr. G was almost never effusive so his bubbling enthusiasm caught Taylor utterly by surprise. He gently extracted his cock from her mouth. "It's incredible when a woman can hold a cock like that. My god, to have to force her to let you take it out of her mouth, it's such a compliment, such a thrill. You truly are remarkable!" He caressed her cheek. "You better get to class, though." He staggered back and dropped into his chair like he'd been shot. He'd pulled up his pants as he moved and sat rearranging himself.
Taylor nodded finally and stood. The panic that had possessed her had passed. Elation vibrated through her body. She was a true cocksucker! Just like Ky! She wasn't sure she could master Mr. Crowder's cock yet but that was a matter of degree. She'd rounded a corner and she could see confidence in cock sucking for her and that feeling was nearly as wonderful as a tight orgasm. She shouldered her pack and took three steps to the door, put out her hand to the handle but stopped. A dark lance of doubt ran through her ebullience. She turned back to look at Mr. G sitting in his chair staring after her.
"Why me, Mr. G? Why me? There are lots of other girls in this school who'd drop their knickers in a New York minute if they thought you were willing to have sex with them. They'd love to be your slave, have you as their master. Why me? Why did you pick me?"
Mr. G smiled and got up from his chair, stepped around his desk and moved to stand before her, very close to her. If she had had tits of any consequences, they have kissed his chest. He carefully put a hand on each of her upper arms and squeezed them tight. He crushed her between his hands.
"Miss Dillon, I, we really, Ester and I picked you because no woman will ever look at you and be jealous if their man fucks you. They may watch him use you and it will be to them like watching him wipe himself down with a towel. We picked you because no one will ever be jealous of you when you fuck them. If a woman is straight as an arrow and finds you licking her cunt, kissing her there and dipping deep into her to diddle her G-spot, she won't ever imagine that she's lesbian particularly if she's used vibrators on that cunt of hers. She'll view you as just an object, a sex aid, a fuck toy, something to be used and discarded.
"It's because you are an ugly cunt, Taylor, an awful unwieldy example of a woman but with three holes that can be filled. And best of all, you love to fuck. You have an unplumbed capacity for sexual pleasure and I want to plumb it, and you in every way possible and mold you into the perfect sex toy, the perfidious fuck toy many women dream of being, perhaps having or using but never dare to confront that twisted logic, or lust as it were, in them. They see you as an example of what they might have been, could have been, should have been had they been free of their mundane restraints, so they envy you.
"You, you are strong enough and have that potential, to be the perfect fuck toy, but with aid, my aid. I want you to love to suck cock and to take things into your ass. I want you to climax with men and women both, regardless of what they like, a true sexual omnivore. I want you to feel them climax with you and feel their climax when you orgasm. No one will ever be jealous of you. You're the perfect fuck toy with mouth and ass and cunt. You're real and I'll use you as your master and you will love what I do with you." He hesitated. He moved one of his hands down her arm to her free hand. He moved her hand to his crotch. He was hard. Taylor's hand massaged his rejuvenated cock with both a little amazement and that buzzing thrill that made her dizzy and her knees weak. His arms turned her to face the door.
Taylor heard him fumbling with his belt and then the rip of his zipper followed. His hands released her and then she felt one lift the back of her skirt and the other pulled her panties down her thighs. He grunted when he crouched behind her and thrust his hard cock up into her pussy. The connection was quick and easy, like a truck aiming down an eight lane highway. She felt open and wide enough that even from behind, he couldn't miss her entrance ramp. His cock thrust up into her followed by his body hard against her. She bumped against the door, rattling it in its frame. He put an arm around her middle and whispered in her ear.
"When I use you, Taylor, you'll always be ready, always be able to be used, always be able to orgasm as I want. Just like this!" He drew back and hammered her against the door. It rattled in its frame.
Taylor knew anyone in the outer office must know by the pace Mr. G was thrusting into her, that he was fucking her. That thought roared in her ears like she was listening to a conch shell. His first thrust lit her fuse, by the time he'd thrust into her half a dozen times, she was coming. Her body responded, clinching down on the prong in her pussy, making him hiss with pleasure. She jerked, she bucked, her body operating without an operator, no one was in charge. She was a naughty knot of stimulus and response and the responses were tremendously strong and enthralling.
"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god!" Taylor cried, wanting to get to the other thought but unable to make the words happen. She wanted to cry out her approval, her lust, her pleasure as she came, pinned against the rattling door. Then it stopped. He pulled out of her. Taylor sagged against the door, feeling like liquid poured into plastic. Her pussy bubbled but he hadn't filled her and she longed for it. The sensations, their ghosts and their echoes continued to twitch and jerk her for several moments after he evacuated out of her. He leaned against her, his heavy weight seemed equally as boneless and slack as hers felt. Finally, he stirred.
"You're a marvel, a sexual treasure, Taylor, and I swear, I will use you and use you and use you but I fear you have no limit to the things you can and will do. You frighten me because of the untapped capacity in you but because you are such a tangled mortal coil, no one will care, it won't matter if they use you. You're may become the perfect Fuck Toy." With those words, he pulled her panties up her lean, lank thighs. They twisted around her legs. She used one hand to sort them out and get them to fit back in place comfortably.
"Here's your hall pass, Taylor, get to class. I am sure there is still more cock for you to suck there." Mr. G reached past her, nudging her to the side so he could open the door. She let him and staggered out into the outer office. It was empty. No one had heard him fuck her against the door, unless some random passersby had. She looked all around and saw no one. She felt vaguely disappointed. She had actually wanted to face someone, Mrs. Coyle, anyone, when she emerged freshly fucked from his office, glowing with her cocksucking triumph. She fairly sprinted for A.P. English where surely more cock waited for her to suck.
Sure enough, when she opened the door, Mrs. Stineway was sitting on her desk and the room was only Swanson adults.
"Miss Dillon, nice of you to join us, since you are going to be the lesson today." She looked around at Ky. "Miss Carter, you're up."
Ky stood up.
"Thank you, Mrs. Stineway. As you all know by now, this is Taylor Dillon's week of cock sucking lessons. Miss Dillon has little experience and next to no skill when it comes to sucking cock..."
Taylor couldn't help herself. The flush of her recent success made her heady and bold. She interrupted Ky.
"Ky, I would dispute that. Let me show you. I think I've mastered it. Pick a cock, and let me suck it. I'll show you I have skill." Taylor felt the familiar flush of her challenge. This was their pattern, Ky always insinuating that Taylor lacked something and Taylor rising to the bait, always, and often ended up a fish on the line. Those times when she managed to surpass Ky's expectations made all the other times worth it because Ky so hated it when Taylor beat her at something.
Ky was staring at her like her tits had swelled. Taylor noted the careless shrug in her shoulders before she looked around the class.
"Who wants to see if Queen Cunt Taylor can back up her words?" Ky looked so smug when no one raised a hand. She smiled a little. "Now, if I offered, who would volunteer?" Hands shot up everywhere.
Taylor was miffed but when she glanced at Mrs. Stineway, she saw the woman was irate at something. This was the cost of being late, Ky had the chance to cue the room to humiliate Taylor. Even the thrill from both the humiliation and Ky's failure to grasp the reality of the thrill in Taylor failed to pierce her feeling of euphoria. She'd been able to hold onto Mr. G's cock for so long without gagging and choking, it meant she was learning. She was actually learning to suck cock! Ky's cocksucking lessons were helping and she was about to show that to Ky! Taylor had Ky right where she wanted her, though taking Mr. Crowder's crowbar wasn't a sure thing but she was much more confident than she'd been just that morning.
Ky pointed ostentatiously. Grand Anders stood up.
Taylor's chest ached. She knew that Ky knew she had a thing for Grand Anders, his body anyway. He had that crinkly black hair she adored and it was long, shoulder length when he left it free. Now it was tied up into a tight pony tail that hung down his neck, between his shoulder blades. He stood up, his angular rangy body gave Taylor the chills. She also knew that Ky had picked him because it would humiliate Taylor more if she gagged on his cock, since she would surely want to impress him.
Taylor felt the familiar twist in her guts when presented with a challenge, the slight lightheaded feeling and the surge of adrenaline. She mastered herself but got quickly to her knees, tossing her pack and purse back against the front wall of the classroom. She felt Ky's surprise that she didn't cringe or shrink in the face of the challenge. Ky always underestimated her opponents and that made her second to Taylor in lots of competitions because Taylor had the killer instinct, the will to crush an opponent with no need to taunt or humiliate them. For her, winning was enough, but more than that, it was everything. For Ky, winning was a byproduct, a means to an end and her objective was always to humiliate and trample her opponent and that got her trampled and humiliated. Taylor had never been scared of that humiliation but with the COMPULSION driving her, it had become fuel to her.
Grand approached her. Ky moved behind her and turned her so her left side was to the audience, her audience. Grand stepped around in front of her and she reached up and took hold of his belt and proceeded to open his pants. Before she got them open, Taylor glanced at Mrs. Stineway, surprised that she sat placidly on the corner of her desk, just watching. She was watching but she looked like she was in pain, like she was sitting on a cocklebur. Taylor focused on Grand's clearly hard cock.
When she finally got it unwrapped, she felt like it was Christmas all over again and she was getting just what she wanted. She decided not to tease him at all but to suck him using all she'd learned in the past few days. She pulled the tip to her lips, gave it a lick and a promise and inhaled it. For a terrible moment, she thought she'd miscalculated. His cock was slender but long and it poked against the back of her mouth without finding the egress to her throat. She gagged. For a moment, she thought she was going to lose it and begin coughing. She steeled herself, adjusted her angle of entry and pushed forward. His cockhead found the entrance to her throat and penetrated it, thrusting down, down into it. She could breathe around it and did, pulling air into her lungs at the same time she pushed her head down onto his cock.
Grand grunted in surprise. Her lips clasped down on his hot shaft, she sucked hard and felt her throat close down on his cock, sealing around it. Grand hissed through his teeth. She felt the elation return, shouldering the gag response aside. She swallowed, once, twice, three time, her face rubbing against his abdomen, her nose poking against him, though he surely didn't notice. Grand was climaxing. At first, he just jerked once but the second convulsion drew his hands to the back of Taylor's head and crushed it against him, jamming his cock a little further into her mouth, but it didn't matter. Taylor twisted her head, breathed out and then sucked air in and then swallowed around his cock again. He lurched against her like he was a ship hitting a reef head on. Like a ship on the rocks, Grand crumpled. He bent over her as his orgasm spindled him, his hands grew painfully tight on the back of her head and his hips jerked, moving his cock in her throat. His cum boiled out of him and felt horribly hot in her throat.
Taylor swallowed but then held it, clamping down on his cock while sucking hard. She moaned a little just for the vibration. Grand lurched again, swaying in her tight, intimate grasp, still jerking with spasmodic orgasm, pumping her mouth full of cock. She leaked. She hadn't perfected the art of keeping the cum from overflowing, from containing it and swallowing it neatly. That lack didn't bother Taylor, she had his cock implanted fully in her throat and she wasn't coughing her fool head off! That was what mattered, that was her triumph.
When Grand finally stopped jerking and she let him draw his cock out of her throat and mouth, she glanced at Ky and saw that she was furious. The moment Taylor looked at her, though, Ky's face snapped back into that imperious expression that she thought hid her feelings. Everyone who knew her understood that the impassive, tense look meant Ky was furious. The look made Taylor want to laugh and skip around the room. She didn't. She simply looked at the room.
"Who's next?" She asked.
Taylor noticed Ky leave the room but she was too busy reveling in her newfound talent that she gave it no thought. By the time Ky returned, Taylor had sucked five cocks dry. She felt a little bad that she wasn't getting any cum on her face but she didn't want to be smearing other guys' cum on the guy she was blowing. She thought that was awfully nice of her, to swallow it all and not get it everywhere. She was still on her knees when the door opened and Ky came into the room. Behind her loomed the frame of Mr. Crowder.
Taylor felt the elation again, different this time tinged as it was with fear but she licked the cum off her lips and lifted her chin. She had taken six cocks in a row into her throat, sucked on them and held them there while they came. She thought it was logical that she had a good chance to take Mr. Crowder's hog's leg full into her mouth. She knew though, if she failed, if he succeeded in gagging her, the humiliation would be luscioustoo, frosting on her successes with a new literally larger challenge and if there was anything to rival her new found love of sex, a new physical challenge was it.
It confused Taylor when Ky came right to her, reached down for her elbow and nearly pulled her bodily to her feet.
"Taylor, I must commend you on a great deal of progress. Monday morning, all she could do was cough and spit when she tried to swallow a cock. Now, look at you, condoming cocks like a pro, not that anyone would pay to have you suck their wiener but you get my point. But, Taylor, surely you know that this is just the first step, the first basic lesson in cock sucking, right? I mean, it's easy getting on your knees and sucking a guy's cock. That's all you need to do. The Sex Queen of Swanson high, though must know more than the basics of cocksucking. You need to be able to suck a cock while someone else is fucking you. That's when your skills as a cocksucker begin to mature. If you can suck a cock and be fucked at the same time, then you have something worth admiring. Then you have some real talent, some actual skill to be proud of. Oh, sucking a cock like you do is a skill, one that the rest of you nasty cunts would do well to learn." Ky glared out at the room. Never had a high school class room been that quiet or that attentive!



"Taylor learned to take a cock deep, so guess what that means? If Taylor can do it, anyone can! Don't look so smug, guys! Taylor's going to learn to eat pussy next and guess who'll be learning right along with her? So don't get all smarmy and think you have the world by the ass. Your turn on your knees is coming, my dear Richards!" Ky fairly cackled then, but Taylor couldn't tell if it was because she was getting something over on Taylor or because of the idea of all the cocks Taylor had been sucking would soon be on their knees eating someone's pussy. Taylor had to smile and that made Ky furious. Ky's mouth clamped down into a firm, thin line and her face darkened. She looked at the room.
"So, Queen Taylor can suck cock. Can she suck cock while being fucked? That is the next test."
Taylor caught the important word in the sentence. Next. "Next" implied it was just one in a sequence, one that would be followed by...what? Taylor almost missed what happened next, even though it was happening to her. Ky took her firmly by the elbow and led her over to the desk.
"You'll need to lie down for this, Taylor, unless you think you can stand, get fucked from behind and suck cock at the same time? That takes some doing, mind you so I'd recommend that you lie down on the desk, facing the class, your legs back here." She pointed to the space behind the desk. Mrs. Stineway moved off the desk, then stacked up the papers, books and other paraphernalia and moved it all to the shelves under the windows. The desk was cleared for Taylor to lay down on.
Her mind was afire. She focused on Mr. Crowder's cock and how she was going to accommodate it in her mouth. Ky bent her over the desk, reached under her dress and drew down her panties. Taylor shivered with Ky's hands on her legs. She stepped out of her panties, realizing how much she was anticipating having a cock in her cunt again. Mr. B had lit the fuse and she was set to explode as soon as some errant cock penetrated into her. She felt giddy and together with the confusion that Ky was arranging for her ecstasy, seemingly intentionally on the assumption that Taylor would choke on Mr. Crowder's cock, she felt positively euphoric. Then she realized that Mr. Crowder wasn't the one unzipping his pants in front of her face.
Taylor's mind clicked around the configuration and she found it nearly impossible to think. Crowder's cock was going in her vagina! That thought unnerved her, as Ky surely knew it would. Ky may not have been as intelligent as Taylor but she had a sort of serpentine cleverness that made her dangerous to underestimate. Taylor had underestimated her. She felt the sick thrill flooding her body.
The guy's cock appeared before her face. She was propped up on her elbows. She used one hand to maneuver the cock to her mouth and kissed the end. The guy flinched like her lips were sharp, or hot. She sucked on the end and let him push it into her mouth. She felt the arousal mixed with the euphoria of success as his cock slid into her mouth, bumped the back of her mouth and then pierced her throat, filling it as it slid deeper.
"Now fucking hold still while Mr. Crowder fucks her."
"Jesus, Ky, what if she bites it off?" Taylor recognized Guy Mason. She remembered him. He came in her twice last weekend before he was able to make her climax. He was a quick draw artist so she expected him to come immediately. She swallowed around his cock and sure enough, he popped. While he pumped cum down her throat, she felt Mr. Crowder's huge hands on her legs, running up and down the backs of her thighs.
"Ugh, coming!" Guy grunted.
"Fuck, Mason, couldn't you hold it long enough for us to get her spitted on this other cock?"
"Spitted! Shit, I like that!" Guy grunted, pulling his cock from Taylor's oozing mouth. She wiped her lips on the shoulder of her dress and lifted her head again.
"Get out of the way, Guy." Billy stepped up, Taylor knew his voice. She knew his cock, too, as a matter of fact. He got a firm hold of her by the hair and lifted her head for her. He directed his cock between her lips and then pushed it into her mouth.
"A marble for you, Guy. Has everyone gotten their marbles from Taylor?" A chorus of 'nos' answered Ky. She went to Taylor's pack, took out the marble bag and began distributing them. "Oh, look, its getting empty. Don't worry, there's always more marbles."
Billy pushed his cock down Taylor's throat. Taylor fought the gag reflex, won, and swallowed around his prick. She steeled herself as the hands on her thighs moved up to her ass. She felt the cool air of exposure on her ass and then Mr. Crowder peeled her open. She felt the blunt head of his cock against her ass and then it traced a wet line down her little butt cheek to the opening in her body. Her vagina pursed with arousal, unrequited passion and Taylor's lurid need. She needed to be filled and holding the cock in her mouth was a function of the tension in her body as she waited for the massive penetration to come.
Mr. Crowder pushed against her and she felt her body resist, her ass lifted with the pressure and then the head shifted slightly and entered her, pressing past the constriction of her pussy lips and burrowing deep into her cunt. She'd been merely slick with excitement to that point but as soon as the huge cock head entered her, her body responded with a new gush of fluid. Taylor, her mouth and throat jammed with Billy's cock, felt the flow of wetness down her right thigh. It's journey down her leg sent an unending stream of tingling sensations up her leg to her cunt, and thence up her spine to her head where it seemed to throb in her mouth filled with cock. Mr. Crowder pushed harder, lifting her ass.
Taylor groaned. Her vagina stretched around the huge cock penetrating her but not enough to take the entire thing into her properly. With her ass lifted, her vagina slowly relaxed and let Mr. Crowder's cock slide into her. It penetrated her so slowly she sensed the pending orgasm long before it arrived, like a slow moving storm approaching from far out on a flatland desert. It loomed for what seemed like hours as the cock worked deeper and deeper into her body.
Taylor gagged. The humiliation flooded through her as she fought to expel Billy's cock but the ass hole didn't let her back off his cock. She had to turn her head while he pulled on her hair to get the cock loose from her throat so she could gasp around it and then she had to cough. Just as she inhaled to cough, Mr. Crowder reared back and rammed her with his cock. The result was a snorting, barking, cough that splattered Billy and left her gasping, hanging over the edge of the desk while Mr. Crowder drilled his cock deeper into her body. She groaned like her actual death was near, not her little one. The orgasm loomed, though, and the sensations whirled inside her, making her gasp with confused ecstasy.
"See, Taylor? Not so easy now is it. Come on, suck his cock. Show us that talent you think you have." Ky's chiding voice winkled at Taylor's mind, pricking her ears. She struggled to get her elbows under her again. Mr. Crowder had pushed her nearly off the desk, so the edge was nearly on her tits. She struggled to raise her torso and got her hands on the desk. She tried to scoot back onto the desk and did but in doing so, utterly impaled herself on Mr. Crowder's cock. The result was a titanic orgasm that rose up and fell on her, a tsunami of pleasure that wracked her like a seizure and scraped her mind clean of all intention.
She screamed with orgasm. The two days of sucking cock caught up to her and thrashed her with a vengeance. Her body bucked and convulsed, jerking and twisting as the climax tore at her, shredding her composure and wringing the last vestiges of reserve from her, robbing her of control. She screamed again; it sounded loud even in her ears. The shriek was ragged with vaulting passion. Mr. Crowder had firm hold of her by the waist, his huge hands were like harnesses holding her securely while she bucked and shook, utterly unhinged by the orgasm. Her mind left her and she felt hollow, like she was plastic, inflated, filled with cum but still tingling with sensations that ebbed and flowed over her skin.
"Suck me, cunt!" Billy rasped, lifting her head by her hair. Taylor grunted and opened her mouth, vaguely aware that Billy wasn't going go gentle into the great midnight of her mouth. He pushed into her mouth and she gagged immediately but fought it off. She felt Mr. Crowder pull back and plunge into her again and the gag conquered her. She wrenched her mouth off of Billy's cock and screamed into a hacking cough that rattled her frame. Mr. Crowder behind her groaned as the cough made her cunt clinch down on his huge cock. He groaned and hunched against Taylor's helpless body, lifting her nearly off the desk and off her feet. She had no reserves of control or discipline to resist him. She orgasmed and her body fled her helpless, nascent control again. She screamed again, using one hand to push Billy away while the orgasm attacked and ravaged her.
"Oh my god!" She shrieked as she came.
Moments later, she heard the big bass boom of Mr. Crowder coming, his voice a rugged thunder that punctuated the thrusting cock encased in her body. His hands gripped her painfully, moving her forward and back so forcefully and fast, she couldn't remain on her elbows. She fell forward, her shoulders and head dangled off the desk. She let her arms flop over her head, her fingers tinkled onto the floor, the last broken shards of her reserve and self-control. She went limp, her body violated by the huge cock, filling with cum as he pumped her beyond full to overflowing. She groaned, her head banged on the side of the desk. Her limber body flopped and drooped without any muscular structure to hold her against the motion between her legs from Mr. Crowder pumping her full of cum.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" Taylor chanted, her voice barely more than a breath. When her ass quit moving, she felt the euphoria in her bones, twitching and buzzing like she had a short circuit in her nervous system somewhere. Mr. Crowder coasted to a stop. Her vagina clung to his cock like it was part of her. She was sure she could feel the big vein on one side pulsing. There was no give, no fade, no deflate in his cock. It remained iron hard inside of her, though quiescent and quiet now, but still huge and present.
Taylor gasped for breath. Mr. Crowder, realizing he'd nearly fucked her off the desk, dragged her back until her head lay on the desk once more. She panted, ragged breaths that rattled in her chest. His huge hand rested on the small of her back, a strange, warm comfort. She sounded close to death. She felt resurrected. The singing aria of her orgasm echoed in her body and for a wondrous moment, she lay totally sated, still mounted on Mr. Crowder's huge cock, like ladies formal glove pulled onto a lady's arm.
Ky appeared beside her. Ky grasped a handful of Taylor's hair and lifted her head so they could be eye to eye.
"See, cunt! It's not as easy as you thought, is it?"
Taylor was so blown that she just nodded her head, totally submitted to Ky's suggestion.
"Hey, what about me?" Billy demanded.
"You didn't come in her mouth, no marble for you." Ky said. She didn't like Billy much and the feeling was mutual but they both wanted to fuck the other; why that didn't happen was a physiological mystery but with a perfectly sensible social explanation. They didn't like each other.
The bell rang.
Taylor groaned. Mr. Crowder pulled his prick out of her body and Taylor sighed from the sudden emptiness. She felt incomplete, unpacked and scattered. The full, packed feeling of a cock shoved into her pussy resonated and she wished for it to return. The longing made her chest hurt.
"Mrs. Stineway, shall we plan on this for the rest of the week?" Apparently Mrs. Stineway nodded but Taylor didn't see it. Ky continued as though she'd received assent. "Mr. Crowder, would you like to fuck Taylor at this time the rest of the week."
"Will she still blow me?" The man's dark voice rumbled behind Taylor. The question tickled her mind but stimulated her quivering body.
"Every morning. Practice makes perfect. She'll be sucking cock for the rest of the week but you can fuck her this time each day. She clearly needs practice sucking cock while you fuck her. Be here at the beginning of the period. You can fuck her the whole time."
Taylor's body listened and responded, her pussy bubbled with excitement. No more sucking cock without getting fucked! She loved that feeling of being full! Full of cock!
Ky tapped her on the shoulder.
"Time for dance team, cunt."
Taylor struggled off the desk, her body twanging with after parties. She staggered, chuckled at her own drunken motion and then with iron will, regained her equilibrium. Dance practice was uneventful. Anne, though, kept switching positions to work out next to Taylor. She helped her stretch. Her hands on Taylor's legs put little tremors in the muscles, sexual feelings that Taylor couldn't discount, couldn't disregard. She was showering, alone, after everyone else had finished, having spent time with some routines on her own when Anne appeared at the entrance to the shower.
Taylor stood there, staring at her naked feet, water pouring over her body, suddenly self-conscious, terribly aware of her body, her vagina blooming in the growing forest between her legs. She was alone. The locker room was utterly quiet but for the rattle of water on the shower floor.
"I have us a ride home, Taylor." Anne said into the rattle of the water in the echo chamber of the shower.
Taylor looked up at her. She turned off the shower and turned around, displaying her body to her sister. Anne eyes swept over her, impassive and calm. Anne had this expression that people called poise but Taylor knew it was just blankness, a lack of reaction to the world around her. Anne simply didn't respond to the world except for the little narrow slit that she was focused on. The wider world didn't exist for Anne Dillon.
Taylor walked over to her sister, dripping water. She'd shampooed her thin, stringy hair. She felt like a UFC fighter compared to her sister and she...she what? Resented it? Hated it? Loved the difference? She stopped in front of where Anne leaned on the shield wall of the shower.
"Wanna hand me my towel?" Taylor said softly.
"No one else is here. Collette has their car. She'll take us home."
"Hand me a towel." Taylor said. Anne didn't move. Taylor wasn't going to walk around her. She stood there, chilling literally, dripping water down her naked body. Each runnel focused her attention on her skin, on her body and what her sister was seeing. "Is Connie with her?"
"Yeah."
"Are they waiting?"
"Are you going to initiate them too? We were born on the same day, after all."
Taylor realized she hadn't give the Larson twins any thought at all. She shrugged, glanced down to see if her breasts moved. They didn't.
"I want into the adult club, Taylor. What do I have to do to get into the adult club? Or are you going to keep me out from sheer spite?"
"Spite? Why would keeping you from turning into a slut be spiteful?"
"Is that what you are? A slut?"
"You want to be like me?" Taylor shook her head. This wasn't going anywhere. "What do you think this is? I mean, what are they saying about me?"
"That you fucked non-stop all weekend." Anne said, her voice lilting a little, a little dip in tone and timbre that sounded like disbelief, disbelief or a request for confirmation. Her next words validated here tone. "So? Did you?"
Taylor stared at her sister. Anne's eyes kept dropping, glancing from place to place on Taylor's body, comparing, judging, measuring, gaging. Taylor felt it like someone was tossing flowers at her. She suddenly understood what was going on in her sister's mind. A shudder ran through her wet body, inside and out. She thought of Mary Carter, how she suddenly kissed her and how startled she'd been but how good it felt. She moved a step closer to her sister, leaned forward and kissed Anne lightly but certainly on the mouth. Anne's eyes fluttered and then she sighed.
"Oh god."
Taylor kissed her again, this time, leaving her cool lips against Anne's hot ones, her thin mouth against Anne's plush, perpetually pouting mouth. Taylor held still, using very muscle memory she possessed to hold still, to keep her lips firmly against Anne's until finally, she felt it, the tip of Anne's tongue. Taylor turned her head and opened her mouth. Anne opened her mouth and their tongues met. Anne's hand rose up to touch Taylor's side, pressing against the beaded water there and then moving down to clutch at her hip. Taylor pushed at her sister and Anne whimpered, a soft, frightened sound. Her mouth, her tongue, however, they remained alive on Taylor's.
Taylor felt it, the shivering excitement in her sister. She broke the kiss and stood straight very close to Anne. Anne's hand remained on Taylor's bare hip, right at her waist, clutching as though for balance or stability.
"Say it, Anne." Taylor whispered.
"I want..." Anne began but her eyes swept up Taylor's body to look her in the eyes. "I want you. I want to make love to you."
"You mean you want to fuck me." A statement, but Anne nodded her agreement nonetheless.
"God, yes, I want to fuck you." Anne stood up straight, not leaning on the wall any longer, freeing that hand. She touched Taylor between the legs. Her fingers toyed with the flanges of Taylor's pussy. "You have such a beautiful vagina, I want to kiss it." Anne whispered.
"Bullshit. That's not what you ever say to anyone else. Say it, Anne. Tell me what you tell Collette or Micky or the other cunts you hang with. Don't bullshit me or you'll be on the outside looking in. At least, this once, let's be honest with each other."
Anne's eyes hardened then softened, the shift in her gaze was so distinct it was remarkable, impossible to miss.
"I tell them you have an ugly cunt. I say you have a reptile between your legs or a rodent. You don't have a pussy, you have a rat, a mangy, flea bitten rat."
Taylor nodded, smiling a little.
"And now you want to put your mouth on my hairy little slit? Why is that? What is this about really?" Taylor began to tremble, only partly from standing naked and wet in the shower. Anne's gentle finger fussing with her pussy helped. "Did you get the short straw or is this a bet or something? Did Connie send you in here, tell you you had to go down on me, lick my cunt and make me come so I'd be sure to initiate you and let you and your little friends into the adult club?" Taylor used that taunting tone that Anne hated. The one she'd used since childhood at the end of every race, races she always won and which, in time, motivated her sister to stop running and start walking gracefully and elegantly and to never compete directly with Taylor ever again. There was no sibling rivalry with the Dillon girls it was a clash of cultures.
"Well?" Taylor asked, knowing she had to either make a move or dry off and get dressed. She thought of Mary Carter and wondered what she'd do, with her own sister. Taylor tried to remember if Mary Carter had a sister but the thought yanked her mind back into the present. "Annie?"
"I hate it when you call me that."
"I know. I won't any longer unless you pull my ponytail. Hand me a towel, we shouldn't keep Collette waiting."
Anne leaned back and pulled a towel off the shelf and handed it to Taylor. Taylor took it and slowly wiped her body dry. The chill went with it. Still they didn't move. Taylor reached out and took hold of one of Anne's hands. She held it, like she was about to lead her somewhere, down some primrose path. She tossed the towel past Anne onto the bench. She moved Anne's hand between her legs. Taylor felt it against the hair between her legs. Anne's hand moved, turning to palm her pussy, cupping it with her warm skin. It felt...comforting, good, soft and gentle. Anne pressed a little harder and the lips of Taylor's pussy wet kissed her hand. Anne crooked a finger and pushed it inside Taylor's pussy. Taylor felt her eyes close. Despite the lack of girth and depth, Anne's finger stimulated something in her she couldn't quit believe. Her body jerked once.



"Taylor, I'm sorry for the things I said. God, I want to taste you so much. I want to know what my sister tastes like."
Taylor had hold of Anne's wrist and she pushed it from between her legs. She stepped past Anne to her locker and began to dress.
"Because Collette tasted her sister?" Taylor tossed over her shoulder, then bit her tongue, wishing she could take that back. The silence behind her stretched so long, Taylor thought either Anne didn't hear or she hadn't said it out loud like she thought she did. Then she heard the breathy syllable.
"Yes." Anne's voice was an autumn breeze whisper, dry and rasping.
Taylor turned to stare at her sister.
"Holy frog legs. I was being funny."
"It's not funny. Collette and Connie, they do it all the time. They want me to join then and, well, I keep putting them off."
Taylor stopped, staring at her sister, suddenly feeling that awful flutter of innocence she so hated. Her sister was sexual too, but in a different way. She had to know if Anne was batting for the other team.
"So? You think you're lezzie?"
Anne shrugged.
"Oh god, Taylor, I don't know. Mom has been so, so...!"
"Demanding? Critical? Pushy?"
"Yes, all that. She constantly tells me that cock isn't all its cracked up to be."
"So you think she's trying to tell you that she likes pussy?"
Anne scowled and shook her head.
"Jesus, Taylor, do you always have to make things so sordid?"
"Things are sordid, Anne. I just see them as they are."
"But this, this isn't like that. I snipe at you because you're popular and important and perfect at everything you do. God, you almost sucked the guy's cock this morning. I could never do that."
Despite herself, Taylor felt that flush of pride again. It irritated and embarrassed her. She gestured Anne over. Her sister looked so young, so immature but she was eighteen and a woman. Taylor kissed her, softly on the mouth. She released her sister and picked up her pack.
"Tonight, come to my room. We'll let you taste me, for the initiation."
Anne nodded and turned to walk away but Taylor caught her by the arm and pulled her into a passionate embrace. She kissed her sister on the mouth and Anne's lips parted and the kiss deepened enormously. Anne wound her arms around Taylor's neck and Taylor pulled her sister's body against her own. Anne wriggled against her and Taylor felt the familiar slither up her leg, the tight knot in her vagina, the shiver sparking up her spine. She broke the kiss.
"Let's go."
Neither of them spoke, walking out to the Larson's car. Connie was sitting in the front passenger seat and Collette was driving so the Dillon girls had to get in the back seat of the sedan.
"Took you long enough." Connie snarled. She was half gangsta and half Goth girl, like she couldn't quite make up her mind and went back and forth. She had friends of both ilks but seemed able to drift between tribes without needing any visa or passport. No one stopped her at the border but why would they? The Larson twins were beautiful.
Collette started up the car.
"So? Did you ask her?" Connie said, twisting in her seat to look back at Anne.
"Fasten your seatbelt, Connie." Collette said.
"Shut up. If you want something in your slit, say so but my slit is none of your fucking business."
My, my, a little testy, sister dear?"
Taylor glanced at Anne. She stared into the front seat.
"So? Did you ask her?"
"Yes."
"Well, jazz and bongos, Anne, what did she say?"
"Do you two have sex?" Taylor asked, her voice sounded stronger than she felt. Suddenly she felt her chest constrict and she fought for air.
"Jesus, Mary and Joseph, Annie, did you tell her?"
"I had to. To get into the adult club, you have to make Taylor come. I don't have a cock, so its my tongue in her quim that does it. So the subject of sisters having sex did come up. After all, you two both want in the adult club too. You sent me in to ask her."
"Joshua Judges Ruth, Anne, what did she say?" Collette's normally pixie-like voice lost its music and warbled like a bearing needing grease. It made Taylors teeth itch.
"What she always says. Maybe." Anne whispered.
"Maybe! Maybe? Is that the best you can do? Fuck me, I knew you were a nasty ass cunt but I didn't..."
"Shut up, Connie!" Collette's voice sliced at her sister. The ensuing silence was brittle and edged. After driving for a while and turning into their subdivision, the Larsons lived two streets over and a couple blocks down from where Anne and Taylor lived, Collette pulled over and stopped. She turned around, leaning through the gap in the bucket seats of the big Chrysler.
"Taylor, listen, we really want to join. Every senior over eighteen has been initiated but us."
"And me." Anne added.
"And Anne. Don't keep us out just because you don't want to have sex with your sister." She looked at her sister in the dark, the gloom obscured her features except for her flashing eyes and perfect white teeth. "It's not so bad, having sex with your sister. Honest. You should try it."
Taylor snorted.
"So you don't have to initiate her in the the joys of cunt licking?" Taylor spoke impulsively. She felt Anne stiffen beside her, although they weren't touching. It was like the air pressure changed around them. She regretted her words immediately. "I'm sorry. I am. I didn't mean that, to be mean like that."
"You're just naturally a mean cunt." Connie snarled from the front seat. Colette smacked her on the shoulder.
"Shut up, Connie. Take that back."
"Why? It's true."
"Goddammit, Connie, take it back, I tell you. Or, or..." Collette's voice broke.
Connie, however unclipped her seatbelt and turned onto her knees to look over the seat at Taylor who was sitting behind her.
"Sorry, Taylor. You've never been a cunt to me. That wasn't fair."
Taylor grinned slightly.
"You're too fast for me to be a cunt to you, Connie." She said. "It might be up to Ky but I bet you'll have a chance to get into the Adult club, a good chance." For a moment, she caught a flash of Connie's face in the light of a passing car on a different street. She looked joyful, which Connie never did, unless sneers could ever be joyful.
It surprised Taylor. She patted Anne.
"Let's go. Mom's likely waiting supper on us. Thanks for the ride, cunts."
"Sure thing, cunt." Connie shot back. They all chuckled. Taylor and Anne walked together into the house without speaking again. Suddenly, Taylor was very tired.
Supper with her mother and Anne was calm and efficient. They ate together and then studied apart. Taylor's mind seemed to close on the thought of her sister coming to her bed until she lay alone. At first, she wondered if she should take off her clothing, then dressed for bed, if she should shed her panties and nightgown and greet her sister naked. She toiled over that decision, hoping for Anne's arrival to staunch the flow of erotic thoughts filling her head.
She blinked away with a start, lying on her back. She listened, wondering what woke her. The Stygian darkness hurt her eyes and made her strain to see if Anne was standing beside her. After a long pause, Taylor finally spoke into the darkness.
"Anne?" She said, speaking normally, but her voice felt as though she'd yelled into the dark void around her. Her eyes adjusted and she focused, finding the green light of her clock radio and the the outline of her door. She rose up and went to it and carefully clicked it open. The clock said it was nearly midnight. She peered out into the hall and saw light from the direction of Anne's room. At first, she wanted to pad down and tell Anne to come along but then she felt how foolish that thought was. Instead, she crept along the wall until she heard the soft murmur of voices.
Her mother was in Ann's room.
Taylor got to the open door and peered through the crack at the hinges. Her mother sat on the end of Anne's bed. Anne was in bed, in her nightclothes, sitting against the headboard. They were talking.
"You can be a wonderful dancer, Anne but you must practice."
"Like Taylor?" Anne asked, almost as if she knew Taylor could hear and was flattering her.
"No. Taylor is a storm, a fury of action and intensity. You can be calm and elegant, beautiful. So, no, not like Taylor. You have the form of a woman and when men look at you, they feel it, the kiss of beauty. Taylor, when they look at her, they just see a malformed female that is good for one thing and we both know what that is, don't we?" Tara Dillon laughed and Anne laughed too, then hacked and choked.
Taylor skittered away back to her bed, pulling the door closed and leaning against it. She wrote in her diary till nearly one, giving a full account of her cock sucking lessons, pulling the pride out of her memory and then bathing in the humiliation. When she finally lay down to sleep, the last thought was of Anne's lips on hers.
The next morning, her mother yielded the car. "Your father will be home and we'll meet you at The Chain House at six or six-thirty for Anne's birthday dinner. She wants the steak there."
In the car on the way to school, Anne was quiet right up until they were parked.
"I'm sorry, Taylor. Mom came to my room and talked and talked and talked. Tonight?"
Taylor looked at her sister, her beautiful ginger sister and looked away.
"Happy Birthday, Annie." She said and got out of the car and walked to keep her standing or kneeling appointment with a monster cock.
She gagged on Mr. Crowder's cock the moment it touched the back of her mouth. She gagged on Shane McRay's cock outside her first period class and gagged through the first period class. She sucked seven cocks and couldn't suck even the smallest into her throat like she had the day before. Second period was no better but she steeled herself and ended up coughing herself silly. She nearly bit off Donny Akerman's cock so no one was willing to go after that. Ky merely smiled and shook her head.
By noon, Taylor could suck a cock again without gagging but it wasn't until the last period of the day that she managed to force one into her throat again without coughing it up. Ky didn't bother to bring in Mr. Crowder but let Taylor sit in the last seat in the back of the class and suck each cock as it was offered. As the end of class appeared, Ky wandered back and told the guy Taylor was blowing to frost her face so Taylor had to appear at dance practice with cum on her face.
Mrs. Dougherty regarded Taylor when she pulled open the door to the studio.
"Taylor, come over here."
Taylor walked over to stand before the woman.
The other girls stopped to watch this confrontation between sexual exhibitionism and conventional social order.
"Taylor, what is that on your face?" Mrs. Dougherty asked, discomfort and disgust etched on her face.
"Cum." Taylor said.
For a moment, Mrs. Dougherty's face worked, her mouth twitched but then her lips set in a firm line.
"Go wash it off, Taylor. Now."
"I can't." Taylor glanced out of the corner of her eyes and found Ky staring at her. Ky's eyes fixed on her with unnerving focus. Taylor nearly giggled, knowing that Ky would surely misunderstand what she said next.
"Why not, Taylor?" Mrs. Dougherty's voice cracked, just a little.
"My master told me I couldn't, at least not until I had another cock to suck."
Mrs. Dougherty's face flinched like she'd been slapped.
"Get in the office, Taylor."
She looked around at the manikin challenge in the studio.
"What are you girls looking at? Get dressed for practice! Now!" Her voice cracked like a whip. All but Ky scampered for the door to the locker room. Mrs. Dougherty glared at Ky until she drifted through the door after the rest leaving them alone. She pointed to the little office she occupied just off the studio. Taylor moved towards it, slowly, walking with the flouncing ballet walk Ky had used to leave the studio. She felt the woman's presence behind her like a gas cloud. The little office had a full window to the left of the door so they would be visible from the studio unless they lay down on the floor. Taylor's spine tingled at the prospect of what came next.
Mrs. Dougherty slammed the door and then moved around Taylor to stand by the chair behind the little desk. The office was small, cramped and cluttered. With both of them in it, it felt full. Taylor could smell the cum on her face, a dab beaded on her upper lip, so she couldn't tell if the room filled with the chlorine aroma or not. "I should be on the swim team." She thought to herself. "I'd fit right in." She tried not to smile but did anyway.
"What did you just say to me?" Mrs. Dougherty asked.
"I can't clean the cum off my face." Taylor said brightly, feeling ebullient for the first time all day. The return of her gag reflex had dampened her spirits but for some odd reason, being challenged about the cum on her face elated her.
"Why not? What did you just tell me, what was the excuse you just gave me?" Mrs. Dougherty's glower dared Taylor to repeat herself. She did, happily.
"My master told me I couldn't clean cum off my face until I was ready to suck another cock." Taylor hesitated, then added by way of explanation. "This is my week for cock sucking lessons. I suck at sucking cock."
For a long few moments, Mrs. Dougherty merely blinked her big eyes, fast and furiously. She finally swallowed whatever she was thinking, replacing the words souring in her mouth and looked away from Taylor's cum spattered face. She turned her head to look out the plate glass window. Taylor did too. The other girls were spilling out of the door to the locker room, several of them still half dressed. Mrs. Dougherty looked back at Taylor.
"How are you going get the cum off your face...if there is no cock to suck?" Mrs. Dougherty spoke as though she had bile on her teeth.
"Oh, not me. Someone else."
"Someone else has to wash it off?" Mrs Dougherty's voice warbled a little.
"No."
"How then?"
"Lick it off." Taylor said. When Mrs. Dougherty's eyebrows raised making the woman's big eyes bigger, Taylor added, "Oh, not me. Someone else. Another woman. If she licks it off, that's okay...my master said." Taylor felt the bulge of laughter swell behind her ribs and she thought she was going to explode. She closed her eyes and bowed her head, struggling to hold it in and succeeding but barely.
"Lick it off?" Mrs. Dougherty whispered. "Cum?" Taylor lifted her gaze to look the woman directly in the eyes. "Who's your master? Who told you this?"
"Oh, I couldn't possibly reveal that, Mrs. Dougherty. It would be right. I'm not to discuss my Master with anyone."
"But you just did." Mrs. Dougherty shook her head. "Oh for Christ's sake!" She growled. "Just clean it off. You can't dance like that!"
Taylor shrugged.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Dougherty. I can't. My Master told me I couldn't clean cum off my face unless someone licked it off."
"Oh, for Christ's sake!" Mrs. Dougherty snarled again. She took a step closer to Taylor and then jerked her head to look at the clusters girls in the studio. Ky saw the glance and clapped her hands and pointed. Everyone flinched into motion, stretching and preparing for practice, trying to avoid peering into the office. Mrs. Dougherty looked back at Taylor and with a clinched sigh, grasped her by the shoulders.
Taylor didn't move. She held perfectly still, like a rabbit sensing the cougar creeping through the heather. Mrs. Dougherty leaned forward, sniffed, closed her eyes and extended her tongue. It touched Taylor's lips. The contact sent a rapacious shiver up Taylor's spine. She quaked from the sensation. Mrs. Dougherty's hands clinched tighter on her shoulders. The extended tongue found the bead of cum on Taylor's lip and wiped it away. Mrs. Dougherty smacked her lips and swallowed extravagantly.
"Oh, Christ in a cup!" The woman hissed. Then, as though the Rubicon had been crossed and she found nothing but a downhill slope in contradiction to natural geography, she licked Taylor's face clean of cum. Left cheek, right cheek, then eyes, eyebrows and forehead and last the line of her chin, the woman lapped cum off of Taylor's face. Taylor groaned a little, shaking in the woman's clutches, but not moving a muscle intentionally. When Mrs. Dougherty licked over the point of her chin, Taylor opened her eyes, feeling the woman's hot breath on her now damp face. The woman pulled at her shoulders but leaned in and kissed Taylor on the mouth, with a raw sound emitting from her throat as she did so. She held Taylor by the shoulders, locking her in position while their lips met, parted and their tongues tangled. Taylor didn't move, but she let her lips soften and accept the kiss, touching the invading tongue tentatively with her own.
Suddenly, Mrs. Dougherty stepped forward and wrestled the smaller woman backwards. Taylor felt her body lean and stepped back rather than fall on her rump. She stepped and stepped until her shoulders touched the door, then she stopped, her lower body a couple feet out from the door so she tilted back against it. Mrs. Dougherty was still kissing her. The hand on Taylor's right shoulder left it, smoothing down that arm to Taylor's waist, then lower. Mrs. Dougherty crouched to get her hand onto Taylor's knee below her skirt. Taylor grunted at the contact with her bare skin. The hand slid right up the outside of her thigh and then skittered across the muscular arch to cup her vagina. Taylor gasped against the lips kissing her. Her crotch was damp but the hot feel of the woman's hand on her pussy made her tingle and she was sure more moisture was coming. The hand pulled down the waistband of her panties and sneaked in between her legs. Taylor groaned.
Mrs. Dougherty's finger traced down the rich furrow of her body, flipping through the folds of her extravagant cunt.
"You're so hairy." Mrs. Dougherty whispered, not quite ending the kiss, but speaking against Taylor's open mouth. Taylor had no idea how to respond. The finger found the entrance to her body and pushed into her and Taylor lost all words, gasping as the penetration sent electric shocks through her nervous system. Her hips tightened and she pressed herself onto the finger. It speared up into her. She hadn't had a cock inside her since yesterday so her poor pussy was panting for attention but this surprised everyone.
Mrs. Dougherty withdrew her finger.
"You have a Master?" She whispered, her mouth still against Taylor's lips. Taylor tried to nod but the woman cupped the back of her head with her other hand, holding her still.
"Yes." Taylor hissed. The woman kissed her and penetrated her again. Two fingers thrust into her weeping pussy. The sound in the insular office sounded loud, like an unwrung mop being dropped onto the floor. Taylor was wet as Venice. Her hips clinched and she felt her pussy clamp down on the two fingers. They withdrew again. She groaned into Mrs. Dougherty's mouth and the woman groaned back, like an echo out of some vast cavern, damp and chill. Taylor's cavern was damp but not chilly, it bubbled and boiled, all toil and trouble. The woman's hand stiffened and three finger's wriggled into the entrance to Taylor's body, forming a tight, thick probe.
Taylor groaned again then pressed her lips against Mrs. Dougherty's mouth, kissing her open mouthed and passionately. Her body ached for release. The day of frustration, gagging and swallowing cum without swallowing cock had left her sizzling with need. Precisely what sort of need, she'd not contemplated but the fingers in her pussy tickled it and taunted her, daring her to resist and reject what the woman was doing to her. Taylor groaned again, unable to stop the fingers from pushing deeper into her body. Mrs. Dougherty, moved to the side, pressing her voluptuous body against Taylor, pinning her to the door. Her hand began to piston in and out of Taylor's vagina, pumping and massaging and stroking and stoking her to ever higher and higher levels of erotic ardor.



Taylor sagged against the door. Mrs. Dougherty's hand moved faster and faster. Taylor's pussy squelched and belched, sending shivers of humiliation through her body. The sounds of her reaction to the woman's hand inside her embarrassed her, sounding so loud, she thought sure they eked out into the studio. The first wave of orgasm shook Taylor. Her head banged back against the door with a loud percussion thump. It rattled her brain but then the second wave of ecstasy ran up her spine and down her legs. She felt weakness and the sag turned into a slump. The fingers inside her stopped moving. Her vagina clinched and seized, locking around the three fingers planted inside her.
Taylor moaned. She opened her eyes. Mrs. Dougherty was staring at her.
"Who's your master now, slut?" Mrs. Dougherty hissed.
"You are, ma'am." Taylor responded automatically. She moaned again when the fingers eased out of her gushing pussy. When they appeared in her field of vision, she moaned again, louder, deeper. They approached, bundled together into the spike that had penetrated her. Taylor watched, her head pressed back against the door. The fingers glistened, dewy with Taylor's own juice. When they touched her lips, she inhaled and the smell of man cum was overlaid with her own dank, musky scent. The fingers pressed against her lips, parting them and pressing against her clinched teeth.
"Open up, cunt." Mrs. Dougherty whispered. "Taste yourself, cunt." Taylor's tongue snaked over the berm of her teeth and addressed the smeared fingers. Her lips clasped around them and she sucked at them, while her tongue tested and tasted her own nectar. It was salty and musky and it made her breathless. Mrs. Dougherty jammed them farther into Taylor's mouth, until Taylor's lips were sucking at her knuckles. She sucked and sucked until no more of her spice remained on the woman's hand.
Mrs. Dougherty withdrew her hand from Taylor's mouth and then stepped back, untouching her.
"Get dressed for practice," she whispered. "And Taylor, I'd never have a slattern slag like you for my cunt slave. Go on. Run back to your master and let him use you. I have higher standards."
Taylor waited for a half dozen heartbeats for the woman to say more, to demand something more of her but Mrs. Dougherty merely gazed at Taylor's face. Taylor watched the woman's eyes but they never met her gaze, fixing on her lips or chin or lower. Taylor felt like a piece of meat, and the feeling and the words describing it etched the message into her brain. She sidled away from the door, opened it and dashed through the stalks of the other dancers to the locker room.
The rest of practice was subdued, quiet even but with a brisk regularity. Several times they got a routine absolutely perfect. Mrs. Dougherty never raised her voice even once, talking them gently from routine to routine. Taylor felt like she floated, drifting through the air when she jumped, feeling like she hovered for long moments before either foot reconnected to the floor. Orgasm seemed to improve her performance or at least her sense of it. She showered with the other girls, though wherever she moved, they shifted out of her way, keeping a penumbra of space around her. She dressed and walked out into the parking lot alone but then just stood still, trying to let her body wind down and her mind to wind up.
"Taylor? Are you okay?" Anne asked from behind her.
Taylor turned to look at her sister. She nodded.
"We better go. Mom and dad will be waiting for us." They walked to the car and drove to The Chain House. It was nearly six-thirty when they arrived and found their parents already seated. Taylor felt the past few weeks vanish and she was back to being the girl with a family, innocent and care free. The dread she'd coddled for the evening never ripened. Instead, for those two hours, they were a close knit family who enjoyed each other. The dominate feature of her life, sex, never intruded on the conversation and for those two hours, she was asexual and uninhibited. Her father talked incessantly about politics, state and national and they discussed the events off and on throughout the meal. The staff brought a birthday cake with eighteen candles and Anne blew them out.
"You're and adult, now." John Dillon said, his voice replete with pride. He looked at his wife and they shared a moment of mutual pride.
Anne, however, looked over at Taylor and while her parents were alone in their shared accomplishment of raising two adult females, she licked her lips very slowly while staring intently at Taylor. The mood of the evening shifted and Taylor's pussy perked up. Suddenly, Taylor couldn't sit still and after a few uneasy moments, her mind let her in on the secret, she was thinking of her sister in her bed.
It wasn't very late when the door to her bedroom opened and Anne's dark shadow flitted inside. She wore a tee shirt, white, that glinted in the gloom. She drifted to the bed and slipped in beside Taylor, where Taylor was waiting for her. Anne leaned over her and then moved under the covers. She squeaked when her hand touched Taylor's naked body. She sat up, then, skimmed the tee over her head, exposing her perfect boobs. She flopped onto her back and shucked her panties off, tossing them off the bed onto the floor. Anne rocked onto her side, not touching Taylor.
Taylor lay on her back, looking over and up at her sister in the dim gloom of the room. Anne was a shadow, a lurid shade, close enough to be emitting heat but not yet touching her. She waited, then realized Anne was waiting on her. The sudden realization that she was in control, that Anne had come her to be used, to have Taylor manipulate her sent an uncommon thrill through her body. Taylor shuddered and snaked a hand out to touch her sister.
Anne was naked. Her body turned and tensed so she could look down at Taylor. Taylor had a sudden thought about the Larson twins, wondering how they began to make love to each other. The thought aroused her and she hooked her fingers onto Anne's rib and pulled at her. Anne wriggled closer. Taylor felt Anne's hot body mold against hers. Anne's mouth kissed the point of Taylor's chin before finding her mouth. Taylor saw the door to her room wasn't closed, but stood ajar. Anne's mouth covered her lips and her sister lay down on Taylor, their naked bodies swirling together like smoke and fog. Taylor shivered, her body feeling Anne's like a crust of bread feels soft butter. Anne was so soft, so gentle. Her hand found Taylor's head and idly petted it as they kissed.
The shock of feeling Anne's naked body against hers morphed into lurid arousal the moment Anne pressed her thigh between Taylor's legs, contacting her pussy with her skin. Taylor felt her vagina kiss her sister's leg. Anne's lips lifted, halting the careful kiss.
"My god, Taylor, don't you shave? You're hairy down there!"
Taylor shivered. For some reason, she tamped down the arousal threatening to riot in her body.
"Are you sure the 'rents are asleep?"
Anne giggled and lay down beside Taylor, on her side. She pulled Taylor onto her side so they faced each other.
"They're doing it. I heard them groaning and moaning before I came in. So, no, they're not asleep." Anne giggled and scooted closer. Her breasts nuzzled against Taylor and Taylor sighed. It was one of the few shared things between the sisters, the few times they'd audited their parents having sex. Anne had figured out their body language and when they were young had peered into the dark room and understood what she was hearing. She'd shared the knowledge with Taylor and together they had eavesdropped on their parents making love several times.
"Seems wrong that they celebrate my birthday by having sex and I get nothing." She chortled. "I don't mean nothing, I mean, I have to seduce my sister to celebrate."
Taylor felt the tension in her chest. Anne thought she was doing the seducing! She was here taking pleasure from Taylor! Even though the auspicious reason for her being in Taylor's bed was to prepare for initiation into the Adult Club, she still thought of it as though she were taking something from Taylor, and not the other way around. Taylor wanted to be insulted and would have pushed Anne out of her bed except for the rousing gush of emotion that accompanied the thought. Instead, she shuffled her body against her sister and kissed her, covering the thought in Taylor's mind: I want to be seduced, taken used! In moments, they were entangled in a luxurious embrace, their bodies entwined, their lips sealed together, pussy to thigh to pussy, their tongues speaking the lurid language of sex and love with panting precision.
Anne fit her leg between Taylor's and flexed her thigh muscle as she gently moved it back and forth against Taylor's vagina. Taylor groaned into her sister's mouth. Anne groaned back and then they broke the kiss, giggling like they weren't adults. Taylor fell back onto her back, amazed at the feelings coursing through her body. Anne leaned over her and kissed her lightly on the lips.
"Are you going to initiate me?" She whispered.
Taylor, in a sudden burst of assertive sexuality, grasped her sister by the back of the head and pulled her into a hot, rapacious kiss. Then, she directed Anne to sit up and lean over her, positioning her sister so she could suck her tits. She did. Taylor felt them the first time, one against her cheek. Anne's breasts weren't pendulous like Miss Rollins but they were distinct and well-formed mouthfuls. Taylor turned her head and kissed around the slumping sloop of Anne's breast. She licked around the curve until she found the nipple. Anne shuddered, jerking hard when Taylor pulled it into her mouth, sucking at the erect, perfect nipple. The thrill transmitted from Ann's body to Taylor's via their contact, down into the pit of her stomach where it bloomed into a gnawing need.
To tease herself, Taylor shifted to Anne's other breast. She licked and kissed it and then found the nipple and sucked hard on it. Anne stiffed with a soft grunt, her hand found Taylor's hip and descended between her legs. Anne leaned over Taylor, feeding her breast to her even while her hand fumbled between Taylor's legs. Anne was awkward but eager, assertive but clumsy but with her persistence, she fingered Taylor's vagina and succeeded in coaxing a trickle of juice out of her sister's body. She fingered Taylor's pussy and then lifted her breast from Taylor's mouth. Taylor lay back. Light from the moon had moved across the bed so it spotlighted Anne's breast, through the parted shades of the window. Taylor watched as her sister smeared the glittering juice on her fingers onto her nipple and then leaned in and fed it to Taylor.
Taylor tasted herself again, this time on her sister's breast. She sucked at it, tasting the sour saltiness of her own body. The errant hand found its way between Taylor's legs again and sopped up more of the flow drooling out from the core of her erotic being. Anne smeared her other breast and fed that to Taylor. Together, they panted and gasped, shifting in the bed, rubbing their naked bodies together. Anne mounted her own pussy on Taylor's thigh and while she rubbed Taylor's pussy, she ground herself down onto Taylor leg. Taylor lifted her sister's hips with her strong thigh. Anne shuddered and pressed her now drooling cunt hard onto Taylor's thigh. Anne's pussy gapped and her hot juice flowed out of her.
"Oh my god, that feels so good!" Anne whispered. She bent over Taylor and kissed her with a new passion. Taylor wrapped her sister in her arms and pulled her down onto her naked body. Anne coated Taylor, a great erogenous cover that singed and tinged through them both. The kiss boiled between them. Finally, Anne broke it and shuffled lower, kissing over Taylor's chin and onto her neck. Taylor had consciously resisted marking her sister's elegant breasts but Anne gave her no such consideration. She latched onto Taylor's neck and bruised her.
Taylor groaned, thinking of the next day, the hickey clearly visible on her neck at school. Anne finished one bruise and shifted to the other side, her body wriggling over Taylor like a second blanket, covering her and coating her with lust. Anne left the second bruise and kissed down Taylor's chest, swerving to the little flap of her right breast, lipping her little nipple and then bitting down on it, hard. Taylor gasped, the shock of her sister's teeth swept through her, leaving her panting with passion. Anne shifted to her other breast, bit her nipple and then bruised her there. After an extended time sucking hard on the inner swell of Taylor's left breast, Anne shifted back to the right and bruised it there.
Taylor lay back and let her sister bruise her, feeling the immediate sensations but also savoring the moment she uncovered her tits at dance practice...or wherever, and imagined feeling the eyes on her breasts, decorated with hickeys she doubted anyone would attribute to her own sister! That lurid curiosity would go unanswered, unsated. Anne kissed down Taylor's belly, licking and kissing this way and that while Taylor writhed under the fierce attention. Anne pushed her legs open and kissed from her torso onto her heaving abdomen. Taylor struggled for air, fighting the tightness in her chest and the distracting sensations between her legs. She resisted grabbing her sister's head with both hands because that surely would have broken the mood. She clinched her fists into knots in the sheets, anchoring her while the sordid ripples of pleasure zinged through her body. Anne disappeared under the covers, pulling them over her head even as she kissed into the forest of Taylor's pubic bush. Anne never hesitated but licked and kissed right down to Taylor's vagina. When Anne's tongue swiped down and then up her voluble slit, Taylor cried out. The intense pleasure boiled out of her like a volcano erupting and she cried out again and again, her voice chirping as she struggled to maintain radio silence.
Anne moved fully between Taylor's legs, her mouth fastened firmly to Taylor's pussy. Anne slipped her arms under Taylor's thighs and locked them open, holding them tight with both hands while she licked at Taylor's pussy. Taylor groaned deep in her chest, sounding almost masculine. Anne's tongue penetrated deep into Taylor's body. Taylor felt it, her sister's tongue spearing into her. She grunted and twisted a little but Anne shouldered her leg flat onto the bed. Her sister's mouth opened and Taylor felt the hot wind of Anne panting between her legs. Anne's tongue slurped at her vagina, making smacking sounds and slowly drawing Taylor into the maw of desire that was enveloping them both. Anne's mouth nursed at Taylor's pussy. Taylor groaned and grunted and finally her tensed muscles flexed and jerked, surging under her sister, lifting her head.
Anne moved a hand up to Taylor's pubic hair and stroked her, ruffling it while she searched through it for Taylor's clit. Finding it, Anne moved her lips to it and with a fully educated address, brought Taylor to her first orgasm with a woman's mouth on her pussy. Taylor groaned loudly as it swelled up behind her tingling tits. Her hips jerked and she punched at her sister's face. Anne continued to eat and stroke her, moving down from her clit to pierce into the dank reaches of her vagina, swirling and probing with full erotic effect. Taylor came again. Her body clinched and jerked, twitching as the orgasm took over her body. Taylor struggled to constrain it, keeping it submerged inside her skin least she give a banshee cry and wake the neighborhood. She jerked, gasping and climaxing while her sister continued to lick and suck her pussy. Taylor was devastated by the roiling pleasure!
Something disturbed her twisting, clinching pleasure. A sound or some change in air pressure that she couldn't mark consciously but only received as a blip on her sensory system piqued her attention. She opened her cliched eyes. She saw it then, a shadow, a shape, a form that moved beyond the door, a simple change in the darkness that seemed like a line forming a boundary of a shape. Taylor went still even though Anne didn't stop her ministrations. Taylor felt a new, different orgasm rumble through her body. She kept her eyes on the door though, even as her body bucked into a new, greater orgasm. She gritted her teeth as she came again, astonished at her sister's ability to elicit such pleasure but also set her mind to keep her eyes open and on the door.
Then she saw it, the door moved. It was unmistakable and for a moment a bit of scattered light ricocheted into the shadow and Taylor saw clearly who stood there for someone was clearly there. Tara Dillon stood outside Taylor's door, Taylor could see her face outlined by the flash of light, headlights from a passing car skittering through her window. Anne, as though sensing something, rose out of the well of Taylor's body, looped out of the covers and kissed Taylor on the mouth, her lips slurried with Taylor's juice. Taylor shuddered, her one eye catching the motion of the door as her mother pushed it open a little more, clearly she wished to see her daughters making love more clearly.
More light from another passing car, but closer and brighter filled the room and in that moment, Tara vanished. Taylor lay kissing her sister, her mind a riot with what had just happened, both the feel of her sister eating her and the sight of her mother marking them, peering at Anne going down on her. The two sensations wrestled for dominance. Anne broke the kiss.
"How was that? You came, I think." Her voice was small, a whisper, a breath, a breeze.
"Oh god." Taylor whispered. "I did. Yes, my god, I came."
Anne kissed her again. Her dewy lips smeared Taylor's mouth. Anne moved off of her and swung her legs out from under the covers. She sat up.
"I better go. If I don't, I won't leave and Mom will catch us in the morning. God, Taylor, I'd love to wake up with you in the morning." Anne was facing away from her but then, twisted around and kissed Taylor again before grabbing her discarded clothing and scampering out the door, pulling it carefully closed behind her.
Taylor lay awake for some time. Her diary had been correct. She'd had her sister, or her sister had had her. Which was the proper description, Taylor didn't exactly know. She woke with the smeared sensations still touching her. She dashed through a shower, more to try to remove the lingering tingle of her sister's body from her skin than because she needed to wash. It worked, somewhat. Anne rode with her to school again. They were quiet right up until they parked, arriving earlier than most. Anne leaned over, cupped Taylor's chin, turned her head and kissed her full on the mouth. Taylor yanked back and Anne smiled wanly at her.
"We are going to make love in front of the entire Adult Club, Taylor, do you think its going to be a secret then? Incest between sisters?" She shrugged. "It's not like we muddy the genetic pool by sexing each other up. What harm can it do? Lesbians aren't genetically generated, they are results of simple erotic attraction, wouldn't you agree?"
"I'm not a lesbian." Taylor muttered and opened the door. Anne grabbed her by the arm, stopping her.
"You are to me." Anne said. "You will be, once I'm initiated. You'll go down on me like I went down on you. It's only fair."
"Fair?" Taylor repeated, her eyes narrowing. "If all's fair in love and war, when it comes to sex, what's fair?" She shook off Anne's hand. "I have to go suck the world's biggest cock." She shut the door and locked the car but walked alone to the rendezvous with Crowder's cock. Ky noticed the bruises on her neck immediately, touching them almost tenderly with raised eyebrows before moving out from between Taylor and her cock challenge. Taylor dropped her poor pack, knelt and opened her mouth.



The day began well for all her difficulties the day before. She managed to get Mr. Crowder's cock lodged in her throat before he came, but still, not all of it. The gag reflex was in retreat and by the end of third period, she had mastered it again. It made no sense that it flexed back and forth with her. The last blow job of class went on her face, as per normal, and it was then that she discovered she was out of marbles.
They were a commodity gaining lucre in the Adult Club. The apparent thrill of "owning Taylor" had caught on and stories of who was in the lead and what they had in mind for her were rampant. Three things conspired into a twisted daisy chain that contorted Taylor's world. The second was running out of marbles. The first was hearing Ky tell Nicole that they couldn't skip class today because her father was at home, which of course, jangled the bells of St. Taylor. That thought remained in her mind, and she resolved to show off her hard won skills as a cocksucker to Mr. Carter but didn't know when that might be possible. Then she ran out of marbles. She didn't seek out Ky immediately, they didn't have Bookkeeping together. She looked for Ky at lunch and, after being accosted for three blow jobs, she skated out of school to her car. She had the perfect excuse.
No one wanted to take an IOU on the marbles any longer. It was Thursday and Taylor's sexual slavery was nearing. She had to get out of the line of fire until Ky got back. Ky hadn't answered phone or text and Taylor figured she was on her knees somewhere with Kam but she saw him on the way out the door. She thought Ky must be skipping for someone else, the passing thought vanished as she maneuvered out of the parking lot and drove towards the Carter house. The third tangle in the daisy chain of fate occurred then. She drove up to the Carter house and there was Ky's car. Taylor, knowing her own arrival would be difficult to explain, circled the drive and drove away. She had turned back towards the school when a truly bitchy thought entered her brain. It lay there burning, a clever and vicious explanation for why Ky's car was parked in front of her own house...not an obviously evil thing to the causal observer.
Taylor Dillon, however had just had sex with her sister and what was more, she was reasonably certain that her mother had observed them, listening at the door as Taylor orgasmed, so her mind was several left turns off the main thoroughfare of mainstream America. She drove around to the other side of their property, backed against a cul de sac with equally big houses. Taylor parked in the cul de sac and worked between two of the house to the Carter's backyard and their covered pool, out of service for the winter. She sneaked along the fence, on the side and approached the house, hoping Ky wasn't gandering out the window, but why would she be? She peaked in a window by the kitchen table and saw Mr. Carter sitting on the couch looking up. Taylor couldn't tell what he was looking at, his head was back but all she could see was the back of his head and nothing above to justify his pose. His arms were outstretched on the back of the couch.
She moved closer, angling around the back patio to a window more to Mr. Carter's side. That was when she saw it. A woman's head was bobbing in his lap.
"I knew it!" Taylor mumbled. "Fucking Ky is spying on her father, trying to catch him fucking me again." She had to see who was blowing David Carter before she left and she had to avoid getting caught by Ky. Ky was clearly around somewhere. The thought made Taylor sick to her stomach, the idea of Ky catching her. Then the woman blowing David Carter lifted her head.
"Oh my god!" Taylor said so loud she scared herself, crouching down and hiding in case her voice had gotten through to the living room. She peeked again and sure enough, she'd seen what she thought she'd seen. Ky was undressing. Off came her top. Down went her jeans. She unhooked her bra and waggled her boobs in her father's face! She stripped down her bikinis and got astride David Carter.
Taylor stared.
She stared some more as Ky began to raise and lower her ass very slowly, slow fucking her father. David's hands clasped to his daughter's ass. Ky leaned over him and he fastened his lips onto her nipple. She held her boob to his mouth while she artfully fucked him with her hips. The body control was impressive but Taylor shook herself to get that thought out of her head. This wasn't a competition and she wasn't the judge!
Ky was fucking her own father!
David Carter leaned forward, his hands grasping Ky's fine ass. She groaned...Taylor heard it through an open window and made a mental note to keep quiet, regardless of what she saw them do. Mr. Carter moved to the edge of the couch. Ky wrapped her long, elegant legs around him. He tried to stand but couldn't so he turned and plunked Ky onto her back. There, planted between her legs like a diplomat at an open bar, he fucked his daughter until she screamed. She did scream. Loud and long and with incredible pitch and moment. She bucked under him, twisting and shaking as she came.
Taylor finally shook free of the shock spidering over her skin. She took out her phone and holding it around the corner of the window, filmed them fucking, father and daughter. She filmed until it was undeniable that it was indeed David Carter fucking his daughter, that it was Ky with her legs in the air. At one point, David pulled free of his daughter and removed his clothing. He stood beside her, stripping off his shirt while she held onto his glistening cock. The picture was indisputable. When Mr. Carter mounted Ky once more, Taylor scampered away, her pussy draining down her legs.
The thrill that puddled her pussy was complicated.
The moment she wanted out from under Ky's control, she now had the means to attain that. In fact, if anyone was going to be a slave, it would be Ky...but that thought caught Taylor out. It was complicated, her response to that thought, her own thought in her mind. She got to her car and sat behind the steering wheel for a moment but then realized she could not be seen there or Ky would put one and one together and get sixty-nine. If Ky was fucking her father...and she was...!
Taylor started the car and drove slowly back towards school. She had to speed up several times or she'd have been stopped for going too slow. Suddenly, things came into focus, things that had made one sort of sense before and suddenly made an entirely different sort of sense. Ky was furious with Taylor for fucking her father because...here Taylor's mind glitched. She couldn't finish the thought but oh, she wanted! It was a delicious and nasty thought. Ky was jealous! Ky was having sex with her own father and when he did Taylor, that must have infuriated her! My god, that explained the Spartan devotion to her vengeance. Ky was not only bothered by her father's infidelity, he was cheating on her and her mother! Turning Taylor into the school hole was distraction and a damned clever one at that. Taylor had to give Ky credit, she was a slithering genius.
Another thought struck her, like a hummingbird flying into a wind chime. What did Mary Carter, Ky's mother, know? Did she know that Ky was...was...Taylor stiffened her spine...that Ky was fucking her father? The entire situation took on a lurid complexity, like a Chinese orgy...where no one has personal space to be violated so it looks like a big naughty snarl of kite string. The Carters made the Dillons look like white bread and milk.
Taylor was almost ebullient when she arrived back at school. She checked the time and saw that Physics wasn't over yet. She didn't have marbles so she could go there. She got out of the car and ran into the school building. She found what she sought immediately. Grand Anders stood by a different entrance, malingering. He was too smart to go to class and usually came and went as he wished. He pulled straight A's with little effort.
"Grand, my god, I'm glad to see you. Will you help me find Mr. Crowder?"
Grand cocked his head and grinned a little.
"Looking for a little of what he's got? A little more?"
Taylor grinned.
"A lot more. I need practice fucking and sucking at the same time. I'll suck you while he fucks me, if you can help me find him."
Grand nodded and pointed.
"I think I saw him down that way a few minutes ago."
Together they skittered down the empty hallway. They found Mr. Crowder preparing to mop an empty class room, getting ahead of his end of day chores.
Taylor explained what she wanted and he nodded somberly, giving her no indication he was eager to fuck her. Grand, however, was less reticent.
"God, Taylor, you are a legend. No one would dare do what you are doing. How did you get the administration to look the other way while you sucked and fucked the adults in the school?" He asked while Taylor stripped down her panties and lay over the desk. She ignored the question, unclear herself why her well known sexual exploits hadn't created a terrible furor. Mr. Crowder pushed her legs wide and moved between her knees, before touching her pussy, lifting them off the floor so Taylor felt like she was balanced on her nipples. His long, knobby finger slid into her slit like she'd been oiled up before finding him, which she had but she had no wish to explain that to anyone. He touched his huge cock to her pussy and she tensed but then waved him back.
"I want to have him in my mouth when you mount me." Taylor said, feeling that flutter of control she'd felt so often in the past, that Ky had taken away and that her COMPULSION had advised her to surrender completely. Old habits die hard. Grand, understanding her words, exposed his cock to her and moved to stand in front of her face. Taylor lay on the desk as she had several times before, propped up on her elbows. She reached for Grand's cock and pulled the end to her lips. She kissed the end, licked it and then sucked it in, reaching out to pull him closer.
His cock slid down her throat in one smooth motion. The gag reflex roused but growled and retreated, tamed but not dead. Taylor cocked her head, sucked air around his cock and then waved at Mr. Crowder. She felt him approach from behind, position his cock at the entrance to her body and thrust into her. Her oily cunt gaped and he slipped into her like a sinking ship sliding beneath stormy waves. Her body convulsed but accepted him with rippling approval and clinching pleasure.
She moaned around the cock in her throat. Grand didn't come immediately. It took a minute but Taylor realized this cock, the one in her mouth, had the taste of pussy on it. Grand had already fucked someone! She was tasting his previous lover! The thought coiled up in her brain. Mr. Crowder backed out of her pussy, which clung to him like a greedy crowd of fangirls clustered around their idol. Mr. Crowder lowed her feet back to the floor and grasped her by the hips, pulling her onto his cock like a stocking cap onto a bald man. He retreated again. She felt like he was turning her inside out! Then he rammed back into her. Her body swelled and received him, accepting his full length flush up into her cunt. It clenched down on him and the man ground his teeth; Taylor could hear it. Then the man bucked and pulled back out of the confines of her vagina, now awash in her juices.
"My god, girl, you do love to fuck!" Mr. Crowder muttered before jamming his length back into her. Grand had a hand on the back of her head and another supporting one shoulder. Taylor pulled off Grand's cock, took in new air and inhaled it again. Mr. Crowder impaled her from behind and she felt the elation of being double pinned by two cocks, one deep in her mouth and the other rooted deep in her cunt. She was being fucked at both ends!
Her mind, however, was still locked on the sight of David Carter pumping cock into Ky! She sucked automatically on the cock in her mouth while Mr. Crowder pumped her from behind. She was so distracted, her body began to climax nearly without any conscious acknowledgment from her. The orgasm winkled around inside her body before exploding around the cock in her pussy. She felt her body convulse and came fully aware of the huge cock planted in her cunt. She squeezed down on it as he tried to pull back.
Mr. Crowder groaned, reversed direction and rammed into her, lifting her ass as he did so. It unbalanced her. Her hand scrabbled for support, keeping Grand's cock lodged in her throat. Grand groaned and came, spewing sperm down her throat. Mr. Crowder began to hump at her from behind, and then she felt a little squirt of wetness between her legs and then a flow of it down one thigh. He was coming. Cum poured into her from both ends and just as quickly, out of her. Her orgasm had arrived and vanished so quickly, she felt unsatisfied, desiring more, more, more. When the cocks in her stilled, she realized she sucked and fucked at the same time without any hazard. The pride she'd have normally felt was dulled by the erotic vision of David Carter fucking his daughter, of Ky Carter fucking her own father!
They cleaned up a little and parted ways. Taylor went to the toilet and was nearly back to normal when the end of period bell rang. She barely had time to get an excuse from Mr. G, explaining she was fucking and sucking at the same time and he could ask Mr. Crowder. Mr. G waved her away with her a permission slip which she delivered to Miss Cummings. The blond woman regarded her with some suspicion but gave out the assignment for Friday without further comment.
She was late getting to A.P. English. She announced first to Mrs. Stineway in a hushed voice then, at Mrs. Stineway's direction, to Ky in a somewhat choked but louder voice, through the overlay of what she'd seen, that she could suck and fuck. She assumed her position on the desk and the adults in the room fucked her and she sucked them. They got into a bit of a circle, one in her mouth and the other in her vagina. When the one in her mouth, came, the one in her pussy moved to her mouth, so she got to taste herself the entire time. She drank cum until she felt bloated again. Her pussy was swampy with stimulation but she'd not gotten enough, consistently enough to climax properly since Mr. Crowder was planted up inside her.
Ky had more marbles and handed them out in profusion. She seemed calm, at ease, even placid, not torturing Taylor and Taylor missed that, the snarling vitriol, the sneering cattiness. It added to her own arousal, her own thrill and it was that hour of power that convinced her to do nothing with the images in her phone of Ky fucking her father, at least not yet.
Dance practice went as it had dozens of times before. Taylor arrived late, showered to get the cum and sweat off of her and joined practice clean. No one bothered her. This was the next to last full practice before several of them began running track the next week, so everyone seemed to be focused on the upcoming dance competition the weekend after next. Taylor showered with the other girls and with Anne walked back to the car, now in a different spot. Anne noticed but chose not to mention it.
In the garage at home, Anne punched the door closed so they were in the car in the gloom together.
"Taylor, I have to tell you, it was so sexy being with you last night. I keep thinking about doing that with you when everyone is watching and I get so excited...I want you again tonight!" Anne's eyes shone.
Taylor's mind was full up and Anne's sudden interest was fourth in line. Ky fucking her father was first. Her mother watching them last night without intervening was second. Tomorrow night's Adult Club meeting or party or whatever you called it, was third. Anne wanting her was intriguing but it failed to surpass the other things in Taylor's rioting brain. Her body was strangely placid. They went into the house and acted out the rest of the evening as though Taylor's world hadn't shifted on its axis.
When she finally got ready for bed, she showered and then sat writing in her diary, recounting what she'd done...and seen, that day and the days prior. She wrote so long her hand cramped and she realized she'd been waiting for Anne to arrive. She went to her door and, after shutting the light, cracked it open. A shaft of light spilled out of both her mother's room and Anne's. Her father was back in Salt Lake City, having returned to Swanson only for Anne's birthday dinner. Taylor crept along the hallway until she could clearly hear Anne and her mother talking.
She went back to her room and went to sleep, numb but that felt like a relief compared to the rest of her waking time.
Friday was frenzied. Taylor ended up in any empty classroom and didn't go to any classes at all. For the most part of the day, she sucked cock after cock after cock. She skipped lunch, having drank down so much cum, she wasn't the slightest bit hungry. Mr. Crowder took her during lunch hour, fucking her while she blew seven or eight adults lined up to use her mouth, to give her more practice. Ky found her during fifth period. They hadn't spoke since before Taylor saw Ky fucking her father.
"Did you speak to Mr. Crowder? He fucked me and I blew all comers." Taylor smiled a little at her happenstance pun. "So? What's next?"
"Hands. Can you yank cocks while you are fucked and while you are sucking? It takes coordination..."
"You should know." Taylor snarked. Ky gave her a look but lifted her chin and ignored the jibe.
"If you are going to be a true world class cock sucker, you need to be able to handle four cocks at a time, at least until we open your ass for business. Then, then we'll graduate to the ass but I don't want you shortening some poor guy's prospects when you get poked in the ass. We'll make you an ass slut later and then join the two sets of skills together. Then it's a cock for every hole and you'll be holy Taylor."
Taylor grinned.
"Saint Taylor." She chortled.
Ky glowered and turned away.
"Start on your knees with a cock in each hand. They come on your face, in your hair or, if you take off your top, on your tits, if they can find them." Ky chuckled harshly, her voice going all gravelly. So Taylor spent the rest of the day with a cock in one hand and one in her mouth. It wasn't as easy as she imagined and was glad to start with only one hand on a cock. She'd pull a pud with one hand until the cock drained into her mouth or throat and then she'd suck the one in her hand, with a new one for her hand then. She was splattered with cum by the time the day ended because a few of the cocks in hand didn't wait to come in her mouth. She needed new clothes. Anne appeared and volunteered to retrieve them for her and take them to Ky's house, where the meeting of the Adult Club would be. Ky was about to escort Taylor there when someone brought notice that she needed to go to Mr. G's office.
Taylor walked through the halls of her high school splattered with cum. Her hair was a mess, her clothing stank of sex and male cum. She felt the eyes of people as she walked through the halls, quickly draining of people. No one was in the outer office so she went through the door into Mr. G's office without knocking. He was alone.
"Taylor? I see you've been at your lessons. How are you doing?"
"I can fuck and suck at he same time. I've been practicing using one hand while I suck and have about gotten that right. Next, I need to learn to take a cock in the ass and then we'll add a cock in the mouth while I am being ass fucked."
Mr. G shook his head.
"No, next, you'll be fucked ass and cunt, then move to ass and mouth."
Taylor bowed her head.
"Yes, master."
Mr. G smiled but then shook his head, as though to clear the clinging pleasure of her words from his ears.



"Taylor, what about tonight? I want to join the Adult Club. Have you seen to that?"
She hadn't. She'd given it no thought at all but she lied to cover her failure. She didn't exactly fear his retribution, so much as she hated the feeling of failure.
"It's all set. Come around seven. We'll be ready."
He nodded. He stood up and moved close to her. His nose wrinkled.
"You stink." He muttered.
Taylor felt two things, the lurch of his disapproval and the thrill of his disapproval.
"Who is directing you at the moment?"
"Ky, Ky mostly." Taylor whispered.
Mr. G nodded.
"Good. Keep the 'I am a slut' pose going until I am ready to put a collar on your neck and own you. Or perhaps, until someone does. I need to keep training you but so long as Ky is doing that for me, I see no reason to interfere. Go on, and shower for fuck sake. I'll see you tonight."
Taylor found Ky waiting for her and rode with her to her house. The ride was odd but not quiet, not counting Ky insisting on having the windows down so she didn't have to smell Taylor's cum lotion. Nicole was with them, with Ash in the back seat. Ky was strangely silent. Taylor thought about how to broach the issue of initiating long time adults into their little club but decided to spring it on Ky when Mr. G appeared, if he did. The surprise would be delightful and having Ky be forced to watch while Mr. G fucked Taylor would be a wonderful thing in itself. Taylor felt the elation of anticipation.
She was in the shower when Anne arrived with clothes. They weren't what she'd have selected. A half-tee with a short skirt that barely covered her pussy. The breeze from a gnat's sneeze would expose her pussy and pubic hair. Anne provided a pair of high, high spike heels which Taylor hadn't ever seen before. Anne offered to fix her hair and Taylor sat still while Anne did so, feeling every inch a queen. Her sister had never given her so much as a hint of this sort of obsequious attitude so it was new, different and energizing. When Anne finished, even Taylor thought she looked good. She walked out into the buzzing crowd of adults in Ky's living room and had a flash of Ky astride her father, fucking him. The memory made Taylor lightheaded.
Ky was standing at the table, turned and saw her, with Anne trouping along behind and glowered.
She began to call for quiet and when Taylor arrived beside her, Ash who was standing behind the table whistled her loud ref whistle and the place calmed and quieted.
"Welcome to all the new adults to this edition of the Swanson Adult Club. We have some new adults here who want initiated into the club and you know what that means!"
"Fuck 'em!" Many of the adults in the room hollered.
Ky grinned and nodded.
"That's right, they get fucked tonight. Queen Taylor, here, is going to initiate them, aren't you Taylor?" Ky's oily voice made Taylor want to pop her in the eye, or better yet, ask Ky if she was going to fuck Daddy again, but she bit her lip and quelled that impulse. She nodded obsequiously, buttering her bread on all sides.
Ky grinned an evil grin. Taylor shivered.
"The first order of business is who gets to own Slave Taylor next week, Monday morning to Monday morning?" She nodded at Nicole. Nicole opened a sack and drew out a collar and chain and held it up. The group roared. "This, nuts and bolts, is the prize for the winner of the cocksucking contest, which isn't what it sounds like. Whoever has the most marbles gets Taylor next week!"
The room roared.
"So who has more than five of Taylor's marbles?" She raised her hands like she was lifting something. "Stand up. The rest of you sit down."
A dozen or so people were left standing.
"How many of you have more than 10?
A seven sat down.
"How many have more than 20?"
Two sat down.
Ky grinned at Taylor because of who remained standing. One was Tim. One was Grand Anders and the other was Olson Roberts. Olson leered at Taylor, avarice fairly dripping from he lips. She shuddered but at the same time, she felt a sudden pop of moisture between her legs.
"Who has more than 25?" Grand shook his head and sat down. It was down to Tim and Olson. Taylor struggled to decide who was the better option, ignoring the disappointment that Grand was out of the running. Olson scared her but made her pussy wet, just from the furious fear growing in her chest. Tim bored her but she'd be able to endure the week with him with nearly no difficulty. To say she was conflicted was an under statement.
"More than 30?" Ky called.
Olson scowled at Tim, giving him that sour, evil look he wore playing football but Tim didn't look at him, so remained unaffected. He stared at Taylor. Finally Olson cursed under his breath and sat down.
Ky looked at Taylor and smirked.
"I looks like Tim Stanton wins Queen Taylor, I mean slave Taylor for a week!"
"Wait. Wait a minute!" A new voice, but familiar cut through the doughy silence. "I have more than 30 marbles."
Out of a hall cloaked in gloom, strode Mr. Gloustershire. He held up a cloth back and rattled it.
"I have 32 of Taylor's marbles." He looked at Taylor and grinned. Taylor felt her heart stop and then a shock zapped it back into motion. Could it be? Would Mr. G really be the one to own her?
Ky looked terribly confused. Her face had her "what the fuck?" look on it. Mr. G strode up to the table where they stood.
"I know I haven't been initiated, Miss Carter but I aim to be a duly initiated member of the Swanson High Adult Club when we're done tonight. Besides, it's time you let a true adult into the club, one who can bring Mrs. Cummings along with him. I mean that."
"No. You can't participate if you aren't initiated." She said, not looking at Mr. G. Her face had colored and gone splotchy like when she gets embarrassed but is angry at the same time, the redder she was, the angrier she was. She swung around and glared at Taylor daring her to object. Clearly she had planned for Tim to own her, a humiliation in its own right. What Taylor couldn't tell was if Ky had actually colluded or merely thought she knew the outcome. No way Ky would sit by and let Mr. G take ownership of her.
"I don't think that's right..." Mr. G started.
"This is for initiated adults only." Ky snarled but then cringed backwards. If she'd been a puppy, she'd have laid her ears down on her head and put her face on her hands on the floor.
"I think you should ask Taylor, she's the Queen, after all." Mr. G said, using his hyper-reasonable voice.
"Shit." Ky growled. She looked at Taylor, murder in her eyes. Taylor grunted under her fierce eyes, but her pussy bubbled and popped, moisture oozed out of her. She was about to fuck Mr. G and be his slave. Little did they know that her slavehood would not expire after a week! She'd be his forever! The thought gave Taylor a huge jolt and she felt like iron butterflies crowded her stomach.
Suddenly everyone was staring at Taylor. For the first time in her life, she froze on stage. She never did that but her mind was focused on her Master, on Mr. G and his dark eyes locked on to her. Her pussy bubbled and boiled. Her panties became sopped in an instant. If she moved too fast, the flood would burst through and trickle down her legs.
"It doesn't matter." A voice said.
"What?" Ky asked, whirling around, looking for the owner of the voice.
"I said, it doesn't matter because I have 36 marbles. I win." It was Tim Stanton.
Mr. G's face paled a little but then he looked at Tim and nodded. He dropped his bag of marbles on the table and turned away.
"We have to count them." Ky said suddenly. Mr. G hesitated and turned back.
"If you don't want me to join, Ky, just say so." He rasped.
"No, I do but...but Taylor, she, she...isn't going to initiate anyone tonight."
"Oh? Why not?"
Ky turned to look at Taylor, " Because one of them is her sister and so she can't initiate her own sister for fuck sake." Then she looked around. "Right?" There was a fair number of quizzical looks, a couple embarrassed looks but most understood the objection. The Larson girls looked positively blase both looking of in odd directions, at the ceiling or out a window. The silence was uncomfortable and suddenly people began mumbling to each other but no one moved.
Ky got distracted counting marbles. When she was finished, while everyone else talked and watched, she hollered for silence.
Taylor stood alone, ignored, except for Tim. Ky kept shuffling marbles until Mr. G moved to her, put an arm around her shoulders and began to whisper into her ear. Since no one was bothering Taylor, she watched them in truth as much to avoid looking at Tim Stranton who was surely going to own her for a week, which Taylor could barely stomach. It wasn't that she hated Tim or he repulsed her, it was that she felt nearly nothing for him. She was indifferent and the indifference gave her the willies. She wanted to feel...the thought appeared in her mind but she gagged on it, like an over-large cock in her throat. She wanted to ponder it but Ky and Mr. G were done huddling at the table deciding her fate. There was one moment that surely no one else noticed, no one but Taylor, when Mr. G had turned to scan the room, his eyes calm, at ease in the seething wash of emotions and excitement that roiled in the room. Everyone seemed a little uneasy with him there, a true authority figure who could command them, so they sat or stood placidly, more quiescent than in real life. They were waiting on him to decide what they could and couldn't do. Ky looked up at him, his hand lay on the small of her back. She leaned in to him, so very slightly had Taylor not been staring right at Ky, she would have missed it. Ky's face took on a beatific look of pure joy, of pure bliss, of something that Taylor could only call love and it took her breath away. Taylor had never felt that for anyone or anything.
Suddenly, she was enraged, furious, mutely censorious and frustrated by that and then everything about that moment. Ky had something Taylor could only dream about, the ability to love. True, when Ky loved and crashed face first into the bitter disappointment that one-sided love brings, her reactions was devastating and the objects of her quiet, cold fury were often innocent or at least ignorant of their crimes so her ineluctable punishment had no redeeming value, establishing no cause and effect connection that ennobled or enlightened or in any way transformed her victims, it was just blind viciousness and everyone knew to remain out of arms reach or beyond her attention at times when it was the worst. Ky's fury with the world was caused by disappointment, Taylor understood that in a flashing, wrenching moment because it put her face to face with her own cold violence. Her fury had sound but was slashing and damaging and people were scared of her because she felt contempt! Ky had hope and only hope yields disappointment. Taylor felt contempt and that was her stock in trade, her chosen profession and contempt for others was never disappointed because it is easy to live down to contemptuous expectations. Taylor's difficulty was that her habit of contempt had been turned on herself and she ignored every other external validation. All she understood from anyone else, the only time she recognized what they offered her was when they displayed contempt for her.
The moment stretched, like time had slowed. Ky didn't have contempt for Taylor, her slicing revenge was the convulsions of a wounded animal caught in the throes of dying hope and rampaging disappointment. It wasn't losing in a competition with Taylor that made her pour vain vituperations on Taylor's head. It was the mindless pain caused by the death of this or that specific hope. Taylor bowed her head. She wasn't competing with Ky for anything because Ky wanted something Taylor had never had, hope. Ky strained to keep it when she found it, to protect and covet it. In that terrible moment, Taylor realized she had nothing to hope for, all she had was a desperate desire to feel good right now. There was no city on the hill. The realization emptied her and she watched Mr. G and Ky whispering together until they looked around the room and called for silence. When the hubbub seeped out of the room, Ky spoke.
"After two recounts, I must announce that Tim Stanton has won the slave Taylor for next week. Now, Tim, you have a choice to make." Ky automatically looked at Mr. G who nodded slightly. Ky fairly glowed, glanced at Taylor then continued. "Tim, we have options for you. You can take Queen Taylor as your slave right now and have her for just two days, or you can have her for ten days, but we fuck her until then." Mr. G leaned over and whispered into Ky's ear for a moment and she listened, her face glowing with delight, surely from the hot breath in her ear. She listened, nodded and then mouthed 'OK'. "The Adult Club fucks Taylor all weekend, again, and then you can have what's left, for two weeks."
"Not ten days?" Tim whispered, his voice rasping like he'd gone without water in the desert for three days.
"No, no, two weeks." Ky said. She twisted around to glare at Taylor. "On your knees, Queen Taylor." Ky said, her voice dripping with glee. "You are now 'Slave Taylor'. Either you go with Tim Stanton now, or you become cunt and mouth to us all tonight and all weekend...well, most of it. My parents will be home Sunday morning." Ky looked over at Mr. G.
For a moment, Taylor felt it, hope, the vain and flaccid hope that Mr. G would save her, deny Ky this triumphant moment. He didn't eve look at her but continued to scan the room, measuring, analyzing. Taylor's hope deflated then vanished altogether.
"Slave Taylor!" Ky growled, her voice as rough as a cross-cut saw. "On your knees, bitch."
Taylor felt her knees weaken. A thought flitted across the surface of her mind, that she could counter Ky's assault, resist it utterly, crush her, destroy her in front of everyone. Instead, she sank to her knees. It wasn't mercy that dropped her to her knees, it was lust. Her mouth fairly itched. Her pussy boiled. Even her nipples tingled an sent jolts of erotic sensation through her body. The tension in the room as Taylor settled onto her knees. She looked up and found Mr. G staring at her. He met her eyes and gave her the slightest of smiles and a nod. The feeling sent shivers up Taylor's spine and the very idea of his smallest approval made her chest hurt. She bowed her head then looked up, not wanting to miss the moment by closing her eyes.
Taylor sat on her knees, staring up at the sea of faces around her. She looked at Mr. G again but he did nothing to acknowledge her, his eyes shifted to some distance without fixing on anything. Ky turned her fiery eyes to Tim. She gestured at Taylor sitting on her knees near the table.
"You choose, Tim. You get a fucked out Taylor on Monday but for two weeks or you take her pristine and empty right now but only for two days." Ky chuckled, sounding masculine and maniacal. "Well, not exactly pristine, is she? More like well-used." Ky shook her head. "No, educated, well-trained more like...you know what I mean. Do you want two weeks of this flea-bitten cum sack or do you want two days of her unused and as you see her now?"
A murmur went through the crowd like the first soft wind a harbinger of a coming raging storm. Time didn't move. His eyes twitched back and forth but finally he looked down at Taylor. They pleaded with her, filled with something that made her cringe, something that made her dislike him. It was the same something that had made her constantly ignore his obvious infatuation with her, or fixation. She hated, hated that quivering look of neediness that made Time Stanton seem weak to her. This second realization struck her so hard she nearly missed Tim's response.
"Two weeks." He whispered.
It was like the room held its breath for complex reasons. Taylor, for her part, was distracted by her own mind. She was jealous of Tim Stanton! Not of his neediness, she hated that but she hated it because she recognized it. It was her neediness, her desperate longing she hated in Tim, the same thing, but in a man. She cringed around the thought, the idea that she was just as needy as Tim Stanton, whom everyone, herself included and likely Tim himself, considered "weak". She was jealous of him, however, because he had found a way to be himself and not rage and crack and storm at his very weakness. He accepted it and lived with it, finding no reason not to pine for Taylor out of the midst of his weakness even though surely he understood that earned only her contempt. He simply didn't care. He wanted what he wanted and in that, he was strangely superior to her. And that realization left Taylor with a staggering thought.
What did she want?
The world sped up again, yanking her back from the swirl of her enlightenment into the accelerating events occurring over her head, events that almost exclusively concerned her and her eventual fate.
"Tim, I'm sorry, but I didn't hear what you said." Ky said, her voice chiding with the melody and mocking with the harmony of her voice. The silence that followed was so profound, Taylor held her breath. It seemed like everyone else was too. Tim didn't speak until a car horn far beyond the walls of the house spiked the moment and killed the silence.
He nodded his head.
"Timmy, what does that mean? You can't just nod your head."
"I want her for two weeks." Tim said, his voice warbling, sounding like the soft lush bubbling of a mountain stream in a wet, foggy morning. "I want Taylor as my slave, for two weeks."
Taylor immediately looked to Mr G who was smiling primly, nodding. The look of satisfaction on Mr. G's face confused Taylor so much and so deeply that she nearly missed the next part of Ky's declaration to the Adult Club.
"Mr. G has a suggest..." Ky began but then looked at Mr. G who was shaking his head. Ky bowed her head, cleared her throat and began again.
"I have decided that Mr. G is going to be part of the Adult Club. To that end, he is going to help us initiate not only him into the Club but the other candidates. This solves the problem of how to deal with Anne Dillon." Here Ky smiled sweetly and looked down at Taylor, still sitting on her knees like a cheerleader at a basketball game, except she was wet between her legs. Ky clearly believed that she was helping Taylor out. Taylor was repulsed by the idea that Ky would ever try to accommodate her! Ky continued.
"Mr G will initiate the three candidates tonight, for our enjoyment. First, will be Anne Dillon."
"No!" Taylor screamed. She was on her feet like her legs were springs released. "No, goddammit, no!" She shouted, her whole body vibrating with fury. Her mind was not utterly overcome and stopped her from explaining her outburst, fortunately. It left the reason for her fury to be debated and discussed. No one guessed the true reason, the presumption that she'd have sex with her own sister...while everyone watched was being denied her and Taylor fought the denial with all her being. She'd gone to sleep last night with the sure belief that her sister would be forced to go down on her while all the Adults watched. Anne would become her subject and the Holly Golightly indifference Anne exhibited to all of Taylor's virtues and strengths, her inattentive disdain that compounded the slight and the worst and deepest aspect...the echo of their mother's indifference to her eldest daughter was all tied and bound and interlaced with the moment Anne's lips and tongue was to touch Taylor's cuntal maw under the eyes of the Adult Club. That was what Taylor was losing in that moment of angst and anger.
It was this complex snarl of psycho-sexual bonds that both powered Taylor's disappointed outrage and made her utterly inarticulate to express it in any recognizable way. The quizzical haze it caused in the room left even Ky puzzled. The various explanations for Taylor's explosion and then her quivering silence included several that the politer dared not think and the rest dared not hope...Taylor wanted her sister to go down on her. That was one explanation. She wanted Mr. G to fuck her, and not her sister. That was another. She wanted Mr. G to fuck only her and her sister didn't figure into it, that was another. She was furious that Ky was taking the initiation away from her. That was another. Together, the various strands of truth wound up into a tight, strong rope of silence that Taylor had no way of breaking. She had to keep silence despite the raging tempest inside her body, caged in her chest like a crazed lion bereft of its stately menace.



"No! Goddammit, Ky, I initiate them!"
Mr. G leaned over and whispered into Ky's ear, his hand on her elbow pulling slightly at it, bespeaking Ky's urge to respond and Mr. G's desire to interrupt that inclination. Ky listened and nodded.
"Okay. Taylor, you cannot be having sex with your sister. It would be unfair to single her out for special treatment so we must suspend your...uh...right of initiation for this evening but this evening only. Since it would be unfair to you to have any existing members of the club take over your duties, Mr. G, in his capacity as an authority for all of us will step in and do what you should not do. That way, there is no slight to you but also, no one gains an advantage over you..." here Ky swallowed. Mr. G nodded at her strongly when she glanced at him. She mimicked the nod. "...even me." She finished. "So he will initiate your sister, Anne and the Larson twins..."
"Goddammit, we have names. We're not a single unit. I'm Connie and she's Collette!"
For a moment, the room was again silent, eerily still. Ky finally nodded.
"Mr. G will fuck your sister Anne, Connie and Collette Larson but then, it will be you the rest of the weekend, just like last weekend. Well, actually, just until Saturday night. My parents return on Sunday, so you'll be fucked about a third less." Ky smiled then, her most superior, conceited, contemptuous smile. Taylor raged inside and it escaped her lips despite the numb feeling of utter defeat that suffused her.
"No, goddammit, I'm the Queen! I'm Queen Taylor!" Taylor felt the bile in her belly, the swell of fury, the disjointing rage that left her unminded and shredded, her identity in tatters. Mr G was going to fuck her in front of everyone! As though Ky read her mind, Ky looked around and smiled her smarmy smile.
"It would be rude of us to welcome the first long time adult into our club by making him fuck the Frankencunt, don't you think?"
There were nods all around, male and female.
"And, new adults, I do not come empty handed. I will bring Miss Cummings into the club and we'll devise a very special initiation for her as the first long time adult female initiate..." If he was going to say more, it was lost in the roar of male voices in full acclamation. The women however did not seem quite as thrilled, except perhaps the avowed lesbians who had joined and were as raucous as the males, joining them for perhaps the first time in something.
Taylor's innate sense of theater kept her still and quiet until the roar of acclamation ebbed. Into the spattering lee of the surprised crowd's response to Mr. G's surprise announcement, Taylor launched herself, physically and literally at Ky. It happened in slow motion, it seemed to Taylor and she felt that she was not in control of her actions. Somehow, she had the luscious feeling that Mr. G had arranged the entire event just for her, but her duty to him was to fight it with all her might. A projection perhaps but either way, it ended up fitting the moment perfectly.
Mr. G intercepted Taylor before she reached Ky. Taylor spluttered and raved but he held her fast.
"Some of you fellows grab this little hellion and hold her until I get back!" He said calmly. "She needs to be restrained and since she's going to be group fucked again this weekend, we just as well prepare her." He smiled an unctuous smile and, when Billy and Lance and Cam took hold of Taylor, he gestured to the table where she'd been fucked last weekend. "Put her there. I'll be right back."
What followed was for Taylor a boiling of emotions laced with physical exertion. She worked herself up into a restrained frenzy, not her restraint, the guys provided the restraint, she provided the frenzy. She cried like a wild animal, hissing and spitting and screaming, never rising to language that should have been possible with her opposable thumbs. They lifted her struggling straining body up and laid her on the table and then held her spread eagled there. The room was still and aghast as many would be in the presence of such raw primal energy. Taylor exhausted herself fighting the hands holding her but could not escape. Grand joined them and between the four of them, they held her securely and nothing she could do broke their hold on her. The helplessness boiled in her and aroused her and that only fueled the frenzy the more. She felt the swamp waters rise in her pussy even before Mr. G arrived.
"Strip her." He said immediately up his return.
The first moment was horrible for Taylor because someone, she didn't see who it was because her eyes were clinched close by her final titanic attempt to free herself. Someone flipped up her skirt and exposed her cunt. A ripple of sound went through room and someone's voice put words to the lurid notes of that chord from the crowd.
"My god, she's gushing!" The voice announced the truth. Taylor was wet beyond belief.
Her struggles stopped so suddenly her captors were caught by surprise and had she wished, she might have broken free...but to what end? She opened her eyes. Mr. G gazed down at her, his eyes cool as polar winds. Taylor was panting, sweating. He looked over her and then looked at Ky with a wry little smile.
"Do you have sponges? A big body sponge like you use in the bath?" He asked. Ky nodded. "Good, get that and run a bucket full of warm water. You need to give her a sponge bath before I tie her up to be fucked." Ky scuttled off. Mr. G looked at Taylor. When he smiled, Taylor relaxed. She wanted to sing! Ky was going to give her a sponge bath and Ky had no idea how foolish she was going to look. The elegance of the reduction of Ky to a nursemaid took Taylor's breath away.
"Master!" She breathed, suddenly understanding in a new but still small measure what that word was going to mean to her. No one heard her.
"Taylor, we're going to strip you, like slaves undress a queen. Be still. Ky will be here soon and then I'll tie you for your weekend."
Taylor nodded, breathless with anticipation and...was it love she felt when she felt Mr. G's eyes on her, unblinking and fixed? Adoration, at least, but something else, something that compelled Taylor to obey. "My COMPULSION." She whispered but nodded too. Mr. G responded with a curt nod.
The hands relaxed and then in a curious ballet of coordinated cooperation, stripped her naked. Two guys appeared with the futon from the previous week. Hands lifted Taylor aloft and the futon was fixed in place on the table, giving her some comfort. They laid her down and waited Ky's returned.
Ky reappeared with a bucket of perfectly warmed water and a large impossibly soft sponge. While everyone watched with bated breath and sighs, Ky washed Taylor from toe to head. First, she put a double layer of towels under her and then proceeded to swab Taylor's quivering body from end to end. She lifted each leg and cleaned it thoroughly, then polished her pussy, matting the hair down and then ruffling it back into a fine bush above her mewling pussy. It wasn't until Ky sponged her tits off that Taylor smelled the perfume in the water. Ky lifted each arm and cleaned it, then rubbed her armpits thoroughly. She even used a different sponge on her face, wiping away the curdled sweat from her brow and forehead then patting her dry with a plush, soft towel.
Taylor helped Ky roll her over onto her back. Ky did the backs of her legs, then her ass and back in short order. Taylor felt incandescent, her body vibrated with the sensation of the sponge on her skin but the electric contact of Ky's long finger nails, painted electric blue put texture and zap to the experience. The fact that it was Ky attending her topped off the experience as one of the most erotic of her life and the audience pushed it into the realm of fantasies made real and dreams come true.
At one point, during Ky's uncharacteristically loving treatment of her body, quivering with this unexpected pleasure, Taylor felt Ky lay her hand on her rump. For a moment, it felt like a casual thing, like Ky was looking elsewhere, her attention diverted and her hand found some random place to wait to be needed again but that was untrue. A moment later, Taylor felt Ky's finger sink between the lean cheeks of her ass and probe further. When the hard tip of her fingernail touched Taylor's pussy, she twitched. Her next response astonished her for suddenly she felt a longing up in her chest, a twined desire to have Ky push her finger into her cunt. She felt her ass lift just a slight bit. The air around her changed, as though something occurred she didn't see but felt with every pore of her skin.
Ky's finger found her entrance and pushed into her. The sound that single finger made, pushing into her wanton body seemed unbearably loud, like the sound a large but dead fish makes when it drops off the table onto the floor. The sound distracted Taylor for a moment but then she felt the sharp penetration, the fingernail seemed to precede the finger like a herald before the King. Her hips tightened, her ass rose, the finger sank deep into her body. She tensed and sensation shot through her.
Taylor moaned.
The room was dead still now, like she was alone and she kept her eyes closed, not daring to look now. She felt the humiliation of her body responding to Ky's finger inside her pussy. Her response was on display for all to see. The erotic feeling of Ky's finger inside her set off sensations that overwhelmed her instinctive revulsion and she surrendered immediately to the pleasure that humiliating penetration afforded her. Then the finger left her, empty and longing for me. She opened her eyes when she heard smacking lips and then Ky grunting.
"Nasty. The cunt tastes nasty!"
The room groaned.
Ky resumed her ministrations, toweling Taylor's body off with gentle but thorough pats until her skin was all dry and warmed by the attention. It was very like the gaze of the room heated her skin. Taylor luxuriated in it.
When she was washed, perfumed, dried and laying on her back once more, Mr. G began to tie her. She ended up with her ankles bound to her thighs so her legs became chicken wings that flapped open and closed. He also tied her hands to her sides, with lines that ran also to her ankles so her struggles pulled at her no matter what she did. She wasn't locked into position but she had no way to escape either. The soft rope had a little give in it but no contraction so it held its position and didn't bind, unless she strained. The end result was Taylor was tied and completely helpless on the table. Her legs tended to flop open gapping her pussy, which she felt as a puff of cool air that zapped her with erotic thrills. She finally just let her legs loll open, exposing her to the entire room. When he was done, Mr. G propped up her head. He kissed her on the forehead and then moved his incredibly hot lips down to her ear. His words whispered into her ear made her whole body sing and tingle. Her hips arched as he spoke to her.
"You are going to watch me fuck your sister, Taylor. I will fuck your mother, too. You are mine. All that is yours is mine. I am your master. Anne, Tara, you, I will have you all. I own you but I only own your body. Tim is going to be your Master too. He will own your heart. He loves you and I order you to love him. When the two weeks are over, you are ordered to have him as your boyfriend. He will be your owner in the eyes of the world. I will be your Master in your heart. He will hold your heart, you must devote yourself to his happiness but you are mine. Make no mistake. Tim will live with you being fucked by others and I will arrange that with him. You obey your Masters, that is all you focus on. There will be another, another who will own you. When that owner appears, you will know it. Surrender then too.
"Taylor, I have arranged for you to be fucked, again. You may go numb and feel nothing but..."
"Master," she whispered and Taylor felt the word like a blanket of sexual sensation coating her body. "I won't." She managed just those two words. The sudden clinching of Mr. G's face told her he misunderstood. "Go numb...go numb!" She cried out, making the words loud enough for most to hear, which only added to their confusion. Clearly Mr. G's presence confused the students and their willingness to claim their adulthood. This lurid private exchange confused them more.
"What do you mean, Taylor?" Mr. G asked, suddenly focused.
"I didn't go numb last week. I felt it, all. All of it. I orgasmed and orgasmed and orgasmed and I lost count and control! I don't go numb." She didn't know if she was pleading for something, confessing or bragging. All Taylor knew was that she wanted Mr. G to know that about her.
Mr. G went still.
"Really? Are you sure?" He whispered, his hot lips still close to her ear. His breath scorched her, setting her mind afire. "When I referred to you as a sex machine, I thought I was using overstatement, hyperbole. I didn't think you could be roundly used and not..." His stuttered to a stop.
"Yes, Master. I don't go numb. I mean, they didn't fuck me continually, I was eaten in between. But I felt it all the time, the whole time." Master...the word flashed and vibrated in her mind but she dared not speak it aloud. She understood that this was a silent alliance, that Mr. G wished to keep their relationship a secret, why Taylor neither imagined nor cared. It was what he wanted and what he wanted, she'd do! The devotion struggled for expression, had she not been tied, she'd have grabbed him and kissed him with all her might and devastated them both. That gave rise to an elation she could never have imagined before that moment. She was thankful to be tied and helpless on the table. Being naked in front of a crowd of her peers was a lurid and luscious bonus. Finally, she was prevented from the over-exuberant response to success that often blighted it for her. She was restrained and her Master restrained her.
Mr. G moved his mouth from her ear to her mouth. He kissed her, like a lover would while his cock is planted deep inside her, a coiled tight and rapacious kiss that made Taylor want to scream with elation. The world condensed into the feel of his rough beard sandpapering her nose and cheek while his lips sealed against hers and his tongue strode through her lips and into her mouth like an arrogant aristocrat. Then equally suddenly, he was gone, back to her ear.
"I made Ky give Tim two weeks. If he'd have taken the two days, he'd not have gotten you but he has demonstrated that he'll trade time for control of your body, preferring time and leaving me to possess that luscious control you so crave. He believes, perhaps rightly that if he remains at your side, even while you fuck a dozen other men, in the end, you will sleep on his shoulder. You will. I tell you, I command you to fall in love with him."
Taylor's mind jumped. Can someone be commanded to fall in love? Does that make any sense? I jumped again at his next words because he seemed to have read her mind.
"You can. He loves you and love can breed love. He will forgive you everything, if you let him, if you love him in return, he will surrender to your every request. You have two weeks, Taylor. At the end, he must proclaim that he has won your heart. You must love him. You will become a couple and that will end your open door policy to sex at school. But you must remain mine, your body just remain my property. That will also mean that the second week will be the week your ass is opened for use. You are just three holes, Taylor but if you can fuck twenty men and feel each one...my god, girl, you are a paragon of sex, a pearl of lust and I shall use you as you are intended to be used. I will find that perfect purpose you have long sought and in the end, you will be complete. I promise."
His voice faded, his hot breath departed and he was gone. Taylor opened her eyes. The ceiling above her looked curiously unreal to her, like she'd been transported to some place far away. Mr. G's voice ripped her out of her reverie. His word reverberated in her mind but they were so profound, so overpowering that she barely had the ability to comprehend their literal meaning much less intuit their implications for her.
"Last week I understand you fucked Queen Taylor...and ate her to orgasm all weekend. This weekend, Taylor's mouth will be added to the menu. Take her, use her, fuck her cunt and mouth. I will begin with her sister. Anne? Can you come forward?"
Taylor turned her head and watched her dainty sister step up to where Mr. G stood. Mr G put his hands on Anne's shoulders and turned them so that Taylor could see between them, so with one side of their faces and their expressions.
"Anne, it is your will to join the Adult Club of Swanson High?"
She nodded, her orange red hair ruffling as she did. She glanced at Taylor on the table. Her smile was...quizzical, or perhaps wistful but certainly Taylor saw and felt the pity in her sister's eyes. It had always been that way. Anne was about to get mounted by her Master before all the adult world, the man Taylor most wanted to fuck her and he was about to fuck her sister instead. Taylor squeezed her eyes closed, tight, trying to make them hurt to justify the tear that huddled just there threatening to humiliate her by running down her cheek!
"Please show us your lovely body." Mr. G brought a degree of ceremony and sobriety that the Adult Club had lacked before. Taylor felt it and saw it, she saw that everyone felt it. She watched as her sister unbuttoned the front of her dress. The brilliant white bra cupping her breasts appeared, the pink white skin of her belly, the dimple of her belly button then the black string of her bikini panties, the tuft of dark red hair above her slit and then her pussy itself. The dress gaped around Anne's body.
Taylor stared, along with everyone else.
Mr. G's hand had something in it. His other hand took hold of the bikini string and pulled it away from Anne's body. The snick of a switchblade sounded like a rifle shot in the still room. He looked around with a wry grin.
"I got this from one of you, I expect. Don't take this the wrong way, you still can't bring switchblades to school."
The Swanson Adults laughed and a little of the tension eased but the moment he turned his attention to Anne, it returned, sharp and guy wire tight. He cut the bikini string and pulled the tiny wisp of cloth from between Anne's legs. Anne closed her eyes with a soft moan. Taylor heard it and the replete wealth of her sister's arousal touched Taylor, and aroused her. The memory of her sister's hot breath between her legs rippled through her bound body making her twitch and squirm. That only pulled her legs wider and made her pussy speak into the silence, a loud wet squelch.
Anne's hands were at the bottom of the open dress, she was out of buttons. Mr. G's hands ran up her arms and pushed the shoulders of the dress off of Anne's shoulders. She moved her hands and let her dress, light blue with white embroidered scroll work patterns, flutter down her legs. The audience seemed to sigh.
"God fuck her, already!" A voice cried and the crowd laughed together. Anne blushed.
Mr. G put his hand down between her legs. Anne gasped and then her teeth appeared between her lips, covering her lower lip.
"Uh, uh." Anne grunted. Her eyes fluttering.
Mr. G withdrew his hand from between Anne's legs. He held up two fingers, they glistened.
"She's wet." Mr. G said. "She's ready to be mounted."
Anne closed her eyes then, panting. Mr. G moved his fingers close to Anne's mouth, closer and closer until Anne, surely smelling her own arousal, opened her eyes and flinched back a little. Mr G smiled indulgently and turned towards Taylor. Taylor, watching the sexual exchange going on at about her eye level, seeing her sisters hips sway forward and back as Mr G's fingers entered her, felt as though he were touching her. She vibrated with arousal. Mr. G moved to her and extended his hands to Taylor's lips. For a moment, he smeared Anne's juice on Taylor's lips but then he pressed a slight bit more and Taylor opened her mouth. She sucked his fingers, tasting her sister. The thought ran through her like a startled cat. His fingers went deep into her mouth, Anne's juice foamed on her lips. Then the fingers were gone and Taylor was left licking her chops.



"Oh my god, that's hot!" Ash whispered from out of sight over Taylor's head.
Mr. G smiled a knowing smile and unbuckled his pants. The tension in the room was made evident by the silence. That a room full of pre-college adults could be that silent for that long all at once and all together was a right miracle. Anne stood in just her heels and bra.
"Turn around, Anne." Mr. G said, his voice sounded just as normal and casual as always.
She turned slowly, her feet bathed in the puddle of her fallen dress. Her turning barely disturbed the dress. Mr G skillfully unsnapped her bra. A number of people sighed as Anne let the bra drift down her arms and then drop at her side. She was naked. Mr G pressed on her back, right between her shoulder blades. She bent from the waist. His odd cock was rock sold hard. He felt between Anne's legs. Anne jerked and twitched, making little sounds she couldn't suppress. Her hips flared and her butt bubbled behind her. Mr. G bent his cock down, crouched a little to line up and entered her.
Anne groaned deep, a soprano rift that sounded like what it was, sexual satisfaction. Mr. G grasped her by the hips and shoved into her while pulling back on her, mounting her and fixing her on his cock.
"Oh my god!" Anne trilled. Her voice sounded like chimes, musical with delight. "Oh god, Mr. G, fuck me!" Her voice warbled with her obvious need.
Instead the man backed out of her channel. Anne sighed with disappointment. Mr. G moved towards Taylor and had his cock at her lips before she understood his lurid intentions. His hand pulled her onto her side and the other held her head.
"Open up, Taylor. Show these adults that you can suck cock!"
Her mouth opened as ordered. The will she thought she possessed was fast eroding. She tasted her sister again as Mr. G's cock slid through her now greedy lips and thence into the midnight confines of her mouth and further into the tight stricture of her throat. His hand found her brown hair, pulled it into a knot and held her head. He pumped into her mouth a few times, letting Taylor demonstrate her new found skill for the doubters.
When he pulled free of her throat without leaving cum froth in his cock's wake, Taylor actually felt empty disappointment. He moved to Anne, touched one hand to one breast and kissed the other before taking her in his arms and kissing her. Anne melded with him like inspiration with an artist, wrapping her arms around his neck and stretching up onto her toes.
Mr. G released her and patted her on the hip.
"You may not refuse any offer tonight Anne. They will all have you as they wish."
Billy, who had always had a huge thing for Taylor's sister and had taken it out on Taylor, appeared and pulled Anne aside and forced her to her knees. Taylor watched with salacious fascination as her sister sucked Billy's cock far into her mouth. Taylor moaned and the room moaned with her, Anne sucked alone.
"Collette or Connie? Who's next?" Connie elbowed her way into the space before Mr. G. She didn't hesitate but dropped to her knees and fit her mouth to his cock. His white hands on her tight corn rows were a stark contrast. His cock disappeared down her throat and she held him deep, her eyes shifting in her head, just about even with Taylors. The black girl looked almost bemused, her mouth stuffed full of cock, looking at Taylor totally trussed on the table.
Mr. G gently extracted his cock from her mouth and stood her up. She stood still while he pulled the tight rib-tickling tee over her head, unclasped her bra and then unbuttoned her shrink-wrapped jeans. She began to shiver when he pushed them down to her thighs and left them there. She wore no panties. Mr. G bent and kissed each nipple back and forth with greater and greater intensity until Connie groaned aloud. Her voice emerged as a rich caramel sound, smooth and soft. Mr. G straightened, put a hand between her legs and pushed a finger between the woman's pulsing pussy lips. She groaned, much louder this time.
Mr G removed his finger from her body and held it up.
"I believe she too is ready to be mounted." His voice had the slight stress cracks in it, little spider webs of controlled excitement.
He looked at his finger then at Taylor. He moved to her and presented her with his finger dipped in Connie. Taylor did as intended. She sucked it clean. Mr. G returned to Connie and she turned and bent her jeans holding her legs together. She growled when he entered her, his cock slipping into her smooth tight body with musical ease, as though she were an instrument and his cock touched the keys inside her. She trilled from the moment the cockhead touched her pussy lips to the consummate moment when she was stuffed full of his hard meat. Mr. G took hold of her by the waist and moved her back and forth. Connie orgasmed.
Even if she hadn't announced her climax, anyone with even the slightest inkling about the female orgasm would have seen it for what it was. Connie Larson orgasmed. She twitched, her shoulders drew up, froze and then she shuddered and bucked, mounted on his cock like a pearl onion on the end of a kabob stick. Mr. G pulled out of her and fucked Taylor's throat again. Connie tasted profoundly different from Anne. Taylor at first concentrated on taking his cock but then locked onto the fact that many people were seeing her suck cock without choking for the first time. Only at that moment did she realize she'd likely be getting cocks in both ends this time and not just in her cunt! She felt both proud and apprehensive, though she couldn't have explained why.
When Mr. G left her, she slurped on his cock, hoping she left the impression that she wanted more. She did but communicating that had never been part of her repertoire. He kissed Connie. She wrapped a black hand around his cock while he did and for a second seemed disinclined to let go. She waddled away and struggled out of her tight jeans, finally becoming fully naked.
"You may not refuse any offer, Connie." Mr. G said. "You are an initiate until you make Taylor come." He smiled as though it were a private joke between him and God. He looked around. "Collette? Where's Collette?"
Collette appeared dressed in a short red skirt that highlighted her smooth, beautiful black legs, with a black blouse that seemed to blend with her chocolate skin. She smiled at him and her perfect teeth appeared to gleam like the moon in the night.
"Mr. G, please fuck me just like this. I don't have any panties on." She smiled again. She wore high platform heels that raised her up perhaps four inches, making her clomp about like a fat deer. She was anything but fat but was preciously dear.
Mr. G still had his pants around his knees. He let them drop and pulled Collette into an embrace similar to what he'd attained with her twin sister. Collette, however, merely quivered in his clutches. When he released her, she smiled.
"My god, you kiss good!" She wheezed. Her tight little tits rose and fell inside her black blouse. "I want to climb onto you, Mr. G, facing you. Is that alright?"
Mr. G just nodded. He did crouch a little while the girl hitched her cunt onto his cock. It penetrated into her body with a loud squelch, harmonizing with Taylor. She was wet also. Mr. G grasped one leg and pulled it off the floor, supporting her with cock and hand. She bounced once on her remaining support and then holding onto his shoulders, lifted her last foot off the ground. Collette clearly had strength and hung from his shoulders while Mr. G wavered, gaging the new center of gravity of their doublebacked beast, then settled down the shaft of his cock, taking it fully up into her body.
She sighed as she filled up with cock. She remained fully dressed, except she'd managed to kick off her platforms. Taylor watched with real envy while they struggled to remain upright and fuck at the same time. Soren Johannsen moved in behind Mr. G and steadied him with a hand on the shoulder. Collette fucked Mr. G, then while he stood still but steadied by Soren's hand, letting her. The red skirt covering her flapped like flag in the wind while she worked her ass up and down, pumping herself full of cock over and over.
Collette came, perhaps even faster than her sister.
Mr. G had to ask her to climb down. She did so, obviously with reluctance. Once on her bare feet, it was clear because she wobbled like a new born baby deer. She recovered equally fast. In moments, she moved sprightly over to Taylor on the table, bent between her chickenwinged legs and licked her pussy. Taylor groaned. Mr. G, in the meantime, grasped Taylor by the hair and inserted his cock into her mouth. She took his cock even as Collette thrust a tongue deep into her.
Taylor came.
It was one of those built up climaxes, layers of stimulation and segments of arousal, it was like a flash of lightning in an essentially clear sky. One moment her mind was replete with the feel of tongue and cock, neither hers, and the next she was quaking with a profound orgasm. She jerked, she bucked, she came and came and came because Collette refused to release her. Mr. G held her head, pushing cock deep into her mouth and pumping until he came, and came, and came. He poured cum into Taylor until she bubbled with it, until it foamed around her lips and dribbled down her chin and ran into the hollow of her neck. That was how Taylor Dillon came to be matriculated from her cocksucking lessons. That weekend, they fucked her nearly to failure and the entire time, Taylor orgasmed and orgasmed, climaxed and climaxed, came and came, even while sucking cock after cock. She took another important step to becoming a perfect fuck toy.
**Taylor, if you read this, please contact me again. I feel your loss horribly, you must return to me. —The author.
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Lexie hesitated, staring up at the huge building. She didn't know there were apartments in this building. Her heart raced. She looked around, feeling conspicuous standing still like that. She rubbed a palm down her thigh, feeling the smooth velvet of her green dress. It was tight, clinging to her body, hugging her but for once, she felt good in it. She looked around and found a bench in the city square that was unoccupied and sat there. She was trembling.
"I'm excited. It's nerves. Adrenaline." She spoke softly, aloud, then glanced around to see if any one could hear. No one paid her any mind, well, except for the guy staring at her, at her chest, she thought and unconsciously arched her back. He looked away. She smiled to herself. Then the enormity of what she was about to do bubbled up inside her again.
Walton Chambers, Walt to his friends, had met her in the rain, at a grocery store of all things. She'd decided to carry the groceries to the car, thinking it would be faster but disaster rained on that decision. First, she dropped her keys, then one of the sacks broke and cans of corn and green beans rolled under her car. She got flustered and dropped her purse, bent to pick that up and dropped another sack.
It was just too much. She leaned against the car and wept, tears mixing with the rain as it soaked through her green dress, making it cling to her, then, in places, turning invisible. She didn't become aware until his voice fluttered through the pelting rain.
"Excuse me, Miss, having troubles? Let me help."
Lexie lifted her eyes, looked around and found the most gorgeous man she'd ever set eyes on. Well, not the most gorgeous, no he was the most gorgeous man she'd ever seen standing before her, in the flesh. It wasn't her usual taste, either. He was older, dressed in an dark but brilliant shade of blue suit, with short cropped gray hair and a tanned face with lines in it, like fault lines in a granite cliff. His blue eyes twinkled with interest and his brow knit; he seemed unaware that he was getting soaked, unconcerned about his expensive suit. He was utterly soaked and had surrendered to the rain, seeming to blend with it so the water on his face didn't detract from his expression or affect it.
"Oh no, please, you're getting soaked. I'm just, I just..." Lexie felt the surge of emotion clog her throat again. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried to turn away. She felt him move, didn't see him but then she felt his hand on her elbow, stopping her turn away from him.
"No, please. Get in the car, I'll gather up your groceries and then sit with you for a while. It hurts so much more to cry alone and if you let someone listen, it heals instead of remaining raw inside you."
When he smiled, Lexie's heart fluttered in her chest. Her mind wasn't working but her body was.
"I, thank you, kind sir, but you really, you're getting soaked."
"I am soaked. Soaked is soaked, more water won't matter now. Besides, you don't even have a coat. Get in. Let me do this for you." He smiled again.
His eyes glittered, seeming to twinkle in the midday gloom under the lowered, weeping clouds. Suddenly, a bit of sunlight escaped the clouds and all the colors around her lit up, like they were incandescent or suffused with some magical, inner light. Then the sun vanished and the rain pelted on.
"Yes, okay." She said.
She climbed into the car. After closing the door, she realized her purse was still on the ground. As if he read her mind, the man opened her door and handed it to her.
"Your purse. You'll need that." He said and closed the door. She wanted to twist but used the side mirror but then he disappeared out of her vision. She turned around to the left and peered down for him. He was lying flat on his chest, reaching under her car, straining, and wriggling on the asphalt. She noticed something funny. He had on expensive shoes but his socks were white, visible on one leg where his pants pulled up.
Lexie twisted around, a little horrified but something else, too, something she didn't name until later, thinking about it. She turned back to stare out the windshield, her neck tickling with his presence, even outside the car. He opened the back door of her sedan and put the groceries on her back seat. Later, she called that feeling skittering along the skin of her body, being charmed. Maybe it was what the old use referred to when it was the stock and trade of witches and mystics. Now it was the savoir faire of the modern world, displayed without arrogance. Her mind had wandered so when her door opened and he climbed into the passenger seat beside her, it startled her. His pants were pulled up his legs so both white socks glowed in the footboards of her car. It was ridiculous but it seemed like they shone, with actual light.
He adjusted his pant legs, pulling them down and the light went out. When he was comfortable and the fidget was gone from his fit, angular body, he turned to her and extended a hand.
"I'm Walton Chambers, but my friends call me Walt." That smile appeared again and the colors in her car seemed to get brighter, reminding her of something, something recent.
"I'm Lexie Harcourt," she whispered. She cleared her throat. "Let me try that again. I'm Lexie Harcourt." She said, her voice made stronger by sheer will and determination. Her eyes brushed over his rumpled suit, now fouled with the detritus of the parking lot and dark, ugly smudges of oil from the asphalt. "Oh mercy, your suit is ruined!"
"It was ruined already. My car broke down and I didn't want to be left there, so I walked and walked, and then the rain came."
"Do you want me to take you somewhere, or back to your car? Surely you don't want to leave it there?"
"No. My driver's taking care of that."
"Oh. Oh!" Lexie said, her voice revealing that she comprehended what he'd said and it's implications. "Your driver?"
"Wally." Chambers laughed. "That confuses people, me having a driver I call Wally. A girl friend of mine made that mistake once, before she knew me, before we...got together. She thought Oscar was me and when she found out, it was so embarrassing, so funny, I took to calling him Wally all the time. She called me that and it irritated her because she thought I was mocking her, calling Oscar that, but I was only trying to hold onto that lovely thrill from our first meeting." He bowed his head. "I'm talking too much." He looked sidelong at her, not unbowing his head but still able to look at her. He smiled a little again, and again shades and hues of colors shifted, brightened.
"Let's go have a cup of something? You drink coffee?"
She shook her head. "I'm a cocoa girl." Suddenly, her mouth watered at the thought of the taste of cocoa on her tongue but her body shivered, telling her it was cold. She realized she'd looked away so she looked at him, directly in the eyes. "That'd be nice. But you must let me buy. After all...." She gestured at his suit.
He looked down at his dishevelment and shrugged a little. "No worries. I have a dozen more where this one came from. I'm about ready for a new color so I'll ship them all off to the Goodwill pretty soon anyway."
"But the blue looks so good with your silver hair and catches your...." Her voice faltered as she realized what she was going to say and that somehow made it all worse. "...eyes." She said much too quietly, her sudden discomfort lurid in her tone. She had trouble getting breath and turned to look out at the blurred world through the windshield. Her mind went blank. If Walter hadn't spoken, she'd not have moved, perhaps ever.
"There's a neat little shop up here on the right, easy to get to, that has good coffee and I am sure they'll make you a sterling cup of cocoa." The smile came on again, like street lights during an eclipse, or in the rain.
"Direct me." Lexie said and the decision was made. She touched the fob and her car started. She drove and he directed her through the traffic, lumbering along like wet cattle, silent and careful in the rain.
The cafe was warm, not cheery but warm and the cocoa was rich and delicious. Walter sat across from her while she broke completely down. Her younger brother had been killed, she was getting food for the dinner after the funeral. She hadn't wept and it suddenly hit her that Gary wasn't coming home again. Talking to him, it came clear that she'd been blindsided by the grief. Her focus had been on her father and sister, their obvious devastation, their collapse, their inability to cope. She handled it all, all the arrangements required for a modern death, a costly and complicated process that was once as simple as planting a seed in your garden.
She clicked through the process, not once feeling a tear trickle down her cheek until she sat down for a cup with Walter Chambers. In that time with him, in that cafe, it was like something stalled inside her and in that inner silence, all she could feel was the grief. Her husband Gustave had been a great help but strangely, little comfort. He and Gary hadn't gotten along. It's hard when someone you dislike dies who is close to someone you love. Lexie could see the strain on her husband and had released him from as much of the responsibilities as she could. She felt his appreciation as relief and not from his words. He kept wanting to justify his dislike for her deceased brother and she wanted to scream at him that her brother was dead, gone and she'd never see him again and how could he care about his feelings about him in the face of her terrible grief, but that wasn't his fault. She'd sealed it away from all eyes so that no one saw it, felt it and eventually, she made it easy for them all to forget that she loved her brother and...he was gone. Not killed, he died, or worse, he killed himself.
Gary died of a drug overdose. Everyone knew it but no one mentioned it. He'd suffered the curse and it had haunted him and finally consumed his life completely. Her father, Terrance Harcourt and her sister Sophia, Sophi had feared this day would come and tensed against it from the horrible beginning of his addiction so when it arrived, it shattered them both equally, equally but not the same.
All this spilled out into Walter Chambers' lap after he asked why she was crying. The question released all of that pent up emotion, and Lexie talked and wept through three refills and finally a piece of hot apple pie with the best vanilla bean ice cream she'd ever tasted. Through it all, Chambers listened and nodded and murmured small words that eased her into the next paragraph, the next subject, the next jag of tears.
He made no motion to leave, evincing no hint of impatience or distraction. Later, when she understood the magnitude of the man, it amazed her that a man whose time was so valuable had spent it with her, to say nothing of destroying a $3,000 suit for a can of green beans that cost sixty-nine cents.
When she finally ask him about it, over the dinner when he finally admitted he was trying to seduce her, he shrugged and looked her in the eyes.
"I was in love with you the moment I saw you, beautiful in the rain, your dress clinging to every gorgeous line of you, your long, beautiful hair sticking to you like spilled ink. When you turned your face to me, it was like your lips glowed in the gloom and I wanted to kiss them. Then, and for ever after, until now. I want to kiss them now."
He did, but not then, that came later.
The end of the time in the diner came when his phone rang, and he told them he'd call them back. It broke her grief trance and she felt like she could staunch the flow of raw emotions gushing out of her.
"My goodness, I'm so sorry." She said. "I should go. I imagine you should go. Can I drive you some where? Your suit may be ruined but no need to catch pneumonia walking in the rain."
"I like walking in the rain. Look what happened? I met you."
That was the first inkling Lexie had that the man was flirting with her. She'd been so inundated with her own feelings, she hadn't noticed him, except to warm in the glow of his comfort and relax in the racking sobs he'd watch roll over her.
She did drive him home. It was out of her way and the rain continued but she did it any way. The clean feeling made her a little giddy, the rain-washed feel after a good cry was petrified and amplified by his quiet presence beside her in the car so it remained with her then, and for the difficult days she faced in the near future. That ease and calm fluttered when her mind registered, finally, his name as she stopped under the canopy of Champers Estates, the condo and apartment building that Walter Chambers owned.
Lexie gasped, her mind whirling. "My god, your that Chambers?"
Walter turned to her and that smile made her vision opalescent for a moment, spangling like a camera flash had dazzled the irises.
"If by that Chambers you mean do I own this building, the answer is yes. I live in the penthouse on the top floors, well, I have guest rooms I can use on the floor below." The man bent his head but then looked up at her. He put his hand out and touched her skin for the second time but this time she wasn't swathed in the dark folds of her own sadness. The contact of his fingers on her arm sent chills up her arm and down her spine. "Lexie, my dear Lexie, let me have your phone, will you?"
She goggled at him for a moment, still in shock from the realization of who sat with her in her car. Her mind canted and twitched until she found something to say, something to distract her from the whole, entirely new riot of emotions swelling in her body.
"Should I move the car? I'm blocking the way." She asked looking past him at the towering figure dressed as the doorman.
Chamber chuckled, looked out his side window and waved. "I own the building, I don't think anyone is going to tell the beautiful woman I'm with to move her car. May I have your phone?"
She handed it to him, automatically, without thought.
He took it, tapped at it for a few moments and then his phone rang.
"Now I have your number. You won't be able to call that number without a security code. I'll give that you...later. Maybe. If you want it, if you decide that calling me is what you want." He smiled but this time it was pastel and rueful. "I want to be able to call you. You understand that, right? I want to call you and invite you to dinner with me from time to time. I appreciate your company and for me, well, you can imagine what I deal with every day."
Lexie shook her head, a little too vigorously.
"No, no I cant." She whispered, her body still glowing from his slightest touch. Until the first time he kissed her, she could have walked away and not looked back, and deep down, she knew that and likely Walter knew it too but he chose to wait and wait and wait to kiss her until finally, when he did, when he placed a light finger under her chin and tipped her head up and touched his lips to hers, she responded so fully, so completely the moment ghosted her forever after. It never went away, that first, gentle, soft, oh so lovely kiss!
"When," Chambers hesitated then looked at the doorman and waved to the big guy with iron gray hair and a huge handle bar mustache to go with the scarlet livery of his position. The big man waved back with a somber nod of his head.
"When is the funeral?" Chambers asked softly. "I'm sorry. I..." He looked away, whatever he'd been about to say, some sense of propriety stopped him. Had he spoken, perhaps Lexie wouldn't have ended up sitting outside his building, his building, about to invite herself up to his penthouse fifty stories up in the sky. She knew, now, why he wanted her there...that phrase held the truth interwoven into it. He wanted her. That was not the marvel, having had her, he wanted her again.
Oh my god, she thought staring up at his modern castle. He wants me! He still wants me!
The week after the funeral, he called her for lunch. When he offered to have Wally pick her up, she declined and drove herself. All the way, she felt the weight of her marriage and the guilt of the desire to see the man again settling onto her shoulders. When they were seated in the white table cloth restaurant, The Pearl Pinnacle, she didn't give him a chance to say "hello" but launched into a somewhat breathless monologue that could have been summarized in two words "I'm married". She used many, many more words, ringlets of unrimed sentences that all circled around the same thing, forming a single braid, the same meaning: "I can't."
He listened with the intense attention that eventually halted her caterwauling explanation of why she was sitting there with him. She stumbled to a silent halt and stared at him, slightly aghast at the very sound of her voice but also at the sudden horror of what she'd done and the dirty implication, that she might not ever sit with him like this again. She gasped and touched her lips with her fingers. Walter reached over and touched just the very tip of his index finger to the back of her other hand where it lay on the table.
"Mrs. Harcourt, of course I know you're married. I know what that means to me but not what it means to you. I know why you're here. The same reason I am."
"Why is that, my darling?" She asked, the term rolling off her tongue with him as naturally as if she'd been speaking to Gus. It shocked her and she saw it unnerved him. His face twitched, like he felt a pain but struggled to disguise it from a rival.
"Because you can't stop thinking about me? I can't stop thinking about you. I must have a reason to see you."
They ordered then, steak tartar for him and a poached salmon for her. This time, he talked. He spoke in raw tones about his five marriages, each more meaningless than the last, each more of a financial contract, negotiated before any intimacy was allowed, by him, which ultimately doused any hope of a lasting flame between them. When he had told her not only of his succession of five either famous or famously beautiful wives, he looked at her and said it, the words that touched her heart, lodging in her chest like Cupid's arrow.
"I never, not once felt this way about any of them."
Lexie bowed her head. "None of them looked like me, either." She looked up into his blue eyes. "Look at me. I'm..." she stumbled to a stop because he reached across the table, lifting and extending his hand. He carefully touched a finger to her lips.
"A woman shouldn't describe herself, except in plain, uninflected terms. No abstracts. To do so must either be conceited or unfair because no woman can or should be able to do justice to her own appearance." He smiled. "Your purpose is to be, our purpose is to see you and feast our hungry eyes on you."
She wasn't immune to that smile but she looked away from his eyes just the same. "I'm..." she hesitated, deciding very consciously to take his words seriously. "I have an hourglass figure. I'm all curves." She stopped, not sure how to proceed. "I have beautiful eyes, though and I am proud of my breasts." The blush raced up her cheeks and she touched her hand to them, as though to see if they felt as hot to her finger as they did otherwise. "I'm well rounded..." She stopped again, having lost the thread of what she was saying.
"Lexie, don't. Let me tell you something that may sound, well, stupid but it has become a true thing to me. I haven't been married in ten years. Between the time I was 24 and 45 I had five wives, which works out to around four years each. At 45, I swore off marriage and only took lovers and soon discovered they all wanted to marry me and no one wanted to have sex with me for its own sake." They were done eating. Chambers drained the last of the deliciously sweet white wine from his goblet and waved away the attentive waiter in the tuxedo.



"So I began to hire my women, for sex, for, make no mistake, I do love sex and I love sex with women, for me, one and the same. That, however, allowed me to do something in my actual relationships with women that I'd not managed before. I became friends with them. I didn't want to sleep with them and those who remained, who didn't feel my repose as a personal slight and an existential rejection understood that and either never had or surrendered the delusion that they could put a bone in my nose and claim, if not me, than part of my fortune. I learned that I could desire my friends, and not have them, speak to them of that sexual desire, even for them, and not repress it but never act on it. Some of the women I count as friends now are the most beautiful women in the world, yet I've not had sex with them. I want to, some times desperately but I devour them only with my eyes, basking in the desire that they inspire in me. I would not surrender their friendship and so I am Sisyphus, my desire goes unsated.
"I savor the desire, letting it reign in me as a thing unto itself, utterly independent of whether or not I ever act on the desire or not. I have discovered desire and acquired the ability to separate having desire from pursuing its consummation. Do you know what that does?"
Lexie shook her head.
"It frees me to desire a thing...or a person, but not act to have it. I can keep desire alive for a long time, if I don't crush it with a hurried pursuit of satisfaction. I desire you. You are married. That is perfect for me. It means I can't have you, at least that is intrinsic to the matter, even if there is potential to defy that stricture, in you and in me. Oh, I've desired and made lovers of other married women, I just didn't do it just to gorge myself on my desire. I did it when and as the woman could meet my desire with desire of her own. Not until then."
He'd smiled then.
Strangely, Lexie understood exactly what he referred to. In a way, it relieved her, after that first more or less formal lunch with him, for she took him at his word, that he'd not require more of her than her presence and as the weeks went by, something happened.
While his invitations were sporadic, infrequent even, they proved enough to install in Lexie a lingering sense of him that ghosted everything she did. By the time they'd met a half dozen times, she was confiding in him the trials and tribulations of her life in intimate detail, the struggle with her father who had retired at 59 only to have his wife sicken and die and now his only son was gone of that horrible, tortured death by drugs that was a suicide of indifference and addiction. Her father was presently sitting in his unkempt parlor, drinking himself to death and when challenged, insisted Jack Daniels was all he had to live for. Both his daughters took that personally and felt the spear in the side and the holy water that marked the death of their relationship; Lexie however, emerged from her disposal of her cares on Walter with the hope that a resurrection was possible, that she could once more feel something besides dread for her father, if dread is an emotion you can direct at someone.
She spoke of her sister, Sophia, now on the way out of her second marriage, unhappy, bitter, sarcastic and snarling like a wounded wolf caught in a trap not of her own making with all the resentment that entailed. Lexie, happy, more or less, in her own marriage, loved to find the light in things, even when her own heart sagged and flagged in the daily effort getting out of bed and facing the day demanded.
Finally, after three months since Gary's death and the emotional melt down in the parking lot, she even told Walter about the struggles her husband was suffering, working long hours to make his small manufacturing concern profitable. Gustav's father had left it to him, dying of sepsis after cutting his thigh to the bone in that very factory, dying at 54, too young by a decade or a millennia.
Walking away from that discussion of her husbands travails, Lexie realized she'd given Walter a valuable insight into her world at the moment. An insight he could use to either seduce her or coerce her. She shivered with the recognition but another followed that, forcing away the shiver of fear that ran up her spine. "Better to trust and be wrong, then doubt and be wrong." She whispered aloud, the words long her mantra, her prayer.
She'd said those words a dozen times while helping her brother crawl out of some new slough of despond into which he'd blundered, despite all the signs clearly marking it. He could never see them and Lexie could never miss them, but she always trusted he could; he rarely did.
The next three months shifted the world under her feet again. A few weeks and a couple lunches with Walter later, he never asked for a late dinner, suspiciously scheduled in the restaurant of a hotel, Gustave arrived home, ebullient. A potential customer had appeared as if out of nowhere to ask for him to bid on a job. The bid was due in three weeks so he'd be working all hours and the staff would be on high alert to make the deadline and not bankrupt him by registering a bid too low just to satisfy the request.
"We might not get it." Gustav said, stopping to sober himself but the hopeful grin returned and he glowed with it. Hope is the ultimate aphrodisiac. That evening they celebrated and that night, he ravished Lexi, over and over with an energy he'd not brought to their bed for a long while.
Laying in bed, lately ravaged, the next morning, Gus departed, her body tingling from the pleasure of his attention and his attentive treatment of her, the thought first struck her that formed a large avocado pit in her stomach. She turned on her side and ran a hand down the curvaceous flow of her body, feeling the richness of her skin and the plushness of her form. Her narrow waist pleased her more than the—in her description—gigantic swell of her hips, for she would never wear hip huggers or have pants sagging off her ass. If she wore pants, and she did so very rarely, they were often stretched tight across her broad ass, fitting her like a second skin and clinging to her like a monkey cub to its mother.
She rolled onto her back, her sway back that made mounting her an easy thing for her man. The thought wouldn't go away. It lingered there, looming, darkening her mood and the leavings of Gustave's ebullience that he took out on her, in several distinct bouts of lovemaking. Despite that experience and the exhaustion she felt, she began to touch herself, idly at first but then, when the thought remained there, perched like a vulture in a spindly pinon tree in the desert watching a man crawl on his belly into the maw of death, with increasing vigor.
The results were namby pamby and she fished out a neck massager and added the stimulation between her legs so that the next climax that visited, lingered for a cup of tea, and then summoned friends. Not as satisfying as having Gus thrusting between her legs, or behind her while she crouched, her great breasts swaying beneath her, but enough to distract her mind.
It proved insufficient. The thought was there, waiting for her to open her eyes from her midmorning nap. She showered and sat down to have a cup of Earl Gray and fiddle on her computer. Finally, she resolved to face the awful possibility that the contract, or at least the bid for the contract was Walter Chamber's doing. Worse, and here she sounded just like Sophi, it was Walter's explicit plan to deprive her of her husband by working him at all hours so that when he came home, he'd drop to sleep beside her with no thought of sex or marriage or anything else but his father's factory and the chance he could rescue it from ruin. Walter had arranged this, went the scurrilous logic, to strip Lexie of her husband and thus make her subject to his, Walter's illicit charms. Desperation born of deprivation, designed to weaken her marriage vows and lure her into the orbit of the Chamber's charm, from which she had little hope to escape.
Through the next three weeks, she waited for a call from Walter, a call she'd certainly have concluded was to lead to a none too subtle bid to get her into bed. Lexie steeled herself repeatedly to those charms, as though they were there, always, yipping at her and nipping at her. Each week was quiet agony, compounded by her nagging suspicions being added to the frenzy of Gus and his employees to properly fill the request-for-proposal's requirements.
When the bid was in and things went back to normal, Lexie's mind turned to Walter, or rather rarely turned to anything else, lingering with him in nearly every moment with every thought she had. Making love with her husband rarely pulled him out of his distracted focus on the state of the bid. The RFP said the selection would be made after six weeks, but not precisely when, or how.
While she thought often of Walter, for nearly a month and a half she heard nothing from him. His company was often in the news so she tracked at least the larger scope of his life and saw there was a flurry of activity that, she told herself, kept him from contacting her. That their communication was one way, that she had no way to face a longing for him and then use it to motivate her action, all conspired to pull him into the forefront of her mind constantly and make him the last thought she went to sleep with and the first thing she thought of upon waking.
When his call did finally come, she was so taut with anticipation that she thought her ribs would crack and her chest burst open. She answered her phone and heard his voice. She swallowed any reference to how long she'd anticipated his call, to how long he'd made her wait, rather choosing to relish his voice.
"Hello?"
"Lexie?"
Ah, the thrill that ran down her spine but then curved down into the core of her, turning her to liquid. Her legs tensed.
"Walter, how nice to hear from you." She hesitated. "I've thought a lot about you." She offered this small concession to her desire to see him, and to let him know about that desire.
"I have been busy. I didn't want to call and tell you that I couldn't see you. That seemed both rude and arrogant but as one thing led to another, I found myself constantly shunted away from what I wished to do most." He sighed into the phone, a loud puff of wind in her ear that Lexie felt between her legs.
"Okay, I have to say it. I thought a great deal about you, too, Lexie. Thank you for saying that. It makes it easier to share my feelings with you." He hesitated. "I know what I said about desire, but the truth is, Lexie, I want to take you to bed. I cannot tell you how many times I have awoke in the middle of the night with the smell of your perfume in my nostrils and my cock hard from just that bit of stimulation. In my dreams, I have ravaged you, taking you on the restaurant table while patrons and staff watched in awe as you shook with orgasm after orgasm."
His voice cut off like his throat had been slit. He hissed now, sucking air between his teeth.
"Oh my god, Lexie, I'm so sorry. I didn't intend, I didn't mean...." His voice halted. When he next spoke, that stuttering voice was replaced by another voice, a sure, authoritative voice that transported her out of her body up into the aether where all truth resides.
"No. Fuck that. Lexie, I am in lust with you. If you see me, as my god, you must, I'll try to seduce you. I want you. I've wanted you since the rain stopped, started. I walked through the rain feeling this horrible emptiness but then, there you were, standing in the rain, your body looking like it was painted and naked just for me and I wanted you from that moment on. If, Lexie, if this is in any way uncomfortable for you, I understand. I have no right to interfere in your life. I have power and money and a little fame and compared to me, you have nearly nothing and I don't want you to be disenchanted with your life by comparing it to mine.
"I'm a rich and successful man and I have finally stopped apologizing for that, though everyone, or at least a large majority believes that my success can only occur because of concupiscence and vice, like I made a deal with the devil and I am soulless as a result. That's wrong, unjust and untrue. I have struggled to keep you at arm's length but I can't. Lexie, I want you. I won't insult you by comparing this passion in me to any other in my history but I will say this, that it has become so strong and so strident that I am not sleeping well because when I do, I dream of you, naked in my arms, kissing me and...oh god, I'm sorry." He stopped talking.
Lexie found she had a hand tucked between her legs. She moved it self-consciously and regretted it because it provided orienting, stabilizing comfort to her in the midst of the tilt-a-whirl world his words created in her.
"Say something. Please." His raw voice struck at Lexie, leaving her mindless and breathless which is no way to enter into a conversation. Her body screamed, "take me!" so loud, she had nothing to add and no second option so she clamped her lips closed and tried to clear her head. Walter rescued her.
"No don't. Just listen. I know this is not what we've talked about but I believe in passion, my passion and in life but here, now with you, its also true, if you fail at something for which you had no passion, you have your reward. If you fail when you are driven by passion, the journey is it. If you fail, you still have the joy of trying. Know this, I want you. I want you in my bed, and me planted deep inside your oh, so wondrous body! I will make reservations for Thursday at La Belle Chance," he hesitated, chuckling to himself. "Meet me there at six, prepared to be bedded, to be taken, to be used sexually until you can't whisper stop. I won't contact you again, if you don't show...no, I make no promises. I've just broken two I made to myself and that's not a good sign. Come or don't come, that is your choice."
Lexie knew he was gone but she cried into her phone anyway, "Wait!" He was gone. She lowered it and looked around the room his final, parting double entendre warbling in her ear. Something felt off, something felt askew, like immutable truths had shifted into being mere theories.
It wasn't clear to her just when she decided not merely to meet him but to take him to bed, to fuck him. When he called that Sunday afternoon, Thursday seemed too soon, but for each day of the week time seemed to stretch and yawn leaving her tense with...she dared not name it. To name it would have been to disregard her promise to herself, the promise to release this...this thing, this connection, this lingering doubt that lulled behind her breasts until her mind touched it and then it bloomed into that which she dared not name.
She resolved to not go to the La Belle Chance, but on Tuesday, she investigated it, reading the menu, published on the Internet with no prices. On Wednesday, she mapped out the route to drive there, researched parking and was just about check what hotels were close by, wondering which one he'd select to employee for their consummation when Gus burst through the door.
"We got it!" He proclaimed exultantly. They danced they hugged, they kissed and for a moment, Lexie thought her husband was going to sate the desire burning in her flesh. He quelled that hope, unaware of it and thus unmindful of his role in sending her to her fate.
"I must return to the shop. I'll sleep there this week, until I see we have everything going. They wired half a million dollars to our account this afternoon! Can you believe it? If we pass the first stage, meet their schedule and satisfy the QA review, this could be a ten million dollar contract! Oh, Lexie we're saved!" Gustav sobered immediately and the earnest stable man reappeared, every sign of ebullience gone. "If, if, if. There is so much work to do. I can't sleep. I'm so...there's too much work to do. You don't mind, do you my heart? If I make this work, we are saved. I can keep my father's business running and make it bigger and better. Please tell me you understand!"
Looking up into Gustav's eyes, she nodded, the knotty lurch in her stomach made her swallow, hard.
"Of course I understand, my love." She whispered. "Go. Do as you must. When you need me, call."
"Oh no, dear heart, I must do this alone. If I call you, you'll ravish me and I'll lose this focus. You know I can't live without you, don't you?"
Lexie felt the lurch in her stomach tighten. She nodded, a knot in her throat. Perhaps that was the moment she knew what she was going to do, but her mind denied it. Gustav showered and fled back to his office, afire with ideas and plans that she'd only tangle in her hair and beguile him, but she didn't sit still doing nothing.
She knew the name of the company that had contracted Gus. For two hours, she researched on the Internet until she found the first glimmer of a connection back to Walter Chambers. It was a tenuous connection, truly the thing of intuition and a dowsing suspicion but once made, she unraveled the trail back to Water Chambers. Acid bubbled in her throat. At first, she felt a vibrant rage. This man, this Walter Chambers was ensnaring her in a web in hopes that he could have her, purchased for ten million dollars, lock stock and bung hole!
That thought, crass and lurid, sent a jolt up her spine as her body, uncaring of her mind's misgivings, responded to the idea of the man violating her virgin ass with an excited shiver. So it was, as Thursday dawned, Lexie hadn't slept a wink. Her mind spun one scenario after another, trying to devise the exact right words of spite to deliver followed by her rise from the table, a toss of her wine into his face and then the walk away, leaving him humiliated and alone with his vast fortune and conniving ways. Each scenario was more foolish and impossible than the last. She rose, showered, felt tired at about nine and lay down just for a little cat nap, just to let her eyes rest.
She flinched awake, her heart pounding, her blood coursing and seeming to roar in her ears. She looked around and saw the golden light of late day and gasped. Her eyes found the clock. It read a quarter to six! The frantic flurry that followed slowed her down. Finally, the second time she removed her eye shadow after a hurried shower, she closed her eyes, ignoring the clock that read six-ten, and told herself to go slower. She breathed in and out for a few moments. The grumbling flutter in her stomach, part hunger and part...hunger, didn't abate. Still telling herself to slow down helped. She did and it was only six-thirty when she climbed into the car.
She stopped herself again. She called her husband, it went to voice mail, and she left him a message that she was going out and wouldn't be home, perhaps to Viola's if the mood struck her. Call her cell, if he needed her. She stared out the wind screen, her eyes soaking up the gloom. The green digital clock in her car read "6:47 PM."
"If he's gone, then he will be gone. This will be over and I will free of him." The tangle of emotions in her body felt like the white wolf and the black wolf tearing at each other with neither one gaining any advantage. The riot in her body stayed with her, making her driving erratic and difficult but she arrived at the parking garage at quarter after seven.
She got out of the car, looked down her body at the tight black dress, the form-fitting skirt that fluted down to her knees, ending just below them. She had a shawl that looked...out of place but her bare arms needed something. Her black high heels, the highest she owned glistened in the lurid car park light. Lexie oriented herself and walked out to the street and along it to the grand entrance to La Belle Chance. She took the tiered steps unsteadily and flinched awfully when the door suddenly opened and a gorgeously lean man in tails and white gloves opened it.



"Mrs. Harcourt," he said in a voice modulated for Opera, "welcome. Mr. Chambers is waiting." That last phrase held the slightest burr of reproof. "Right this way. Let me show you to his table."
The journey through the restaurant was unnerving. The tables were not clustered together as the need is in most restaurants where you must rub either front or back of your body against someone's head to get between them, sometimes both. The tables were widely spaced, so, sparse, and thus the place had the atmosphere of a funeral, low voices, muted by the space and the low light, carefully illuminating the space from below, turning everyone into shadows with half-faces of glow and shadow, like masks donned to disguise but not to fool.
She groaned inwardly when she had the thought that she didn't know what she was going to say. After Walter's greeting, speaking was the last thing on her mind. The man was standing and he wore a brilliant white suit, a sort of tuxedo but not formal in cut.
"Thank you, James." Walter Chambers said when the pretty man gestured with a hand at the table beside which he stood. "I'll seat her. You may go. Wine in ten minutes." He smiled, not the lurid incandescent smile she suffered in her dreams but a peaked thing that suggested he was about to do some duty he could not avoid that revolted him. For the slightest of moments, they stood still, staring at each other across some four or five feet. Lexie felt her feet turn to stone, her legs to wood and she couldn't move.
Chambers moved. He crossed their little no man's land and touched a hand to an elbow and with the other, slid it through the hair at her neck to cup the back of her head. Then he kissed her. His lips crushed hers and Lexie had no thought in her head, no response planned or executed, just raw animal attraction seizing her. Her mouth opened, his lips burned against them. Her tongue sought his and for a moment her body flared with passion and burned with need. Then tongue and lips were gone and she stood alone once more, though he was so close, she felt the heat of his body, the sweet scent of his breath on her face.
"Come," he said, his voice velvet soft and sure as death, "sit down." He seated her across from him. They were seated virtually alone in a little alcove surrounded by windows on three sides overlooking a sort of square below, one of several sunken squares in the downtown area surrounded by shops and several clubs. In the blue-gray evening light, the square was populated with lovers, couples walking hither and yon, charting their individual courses without any thought of anyone else. Lovers walk the world alone together.
"Lexie," her name pulled her eyes from the down below scene but instead of looking at him, she looked at the white table cloth. "I have a confession to make to you."
For a moment, Lexie was sure she hadn't heard right. She was sure that he was going to confess his subtle duplicity and beg forgiveness. The lingering feel of his lips on hers, however, made that hope vain and foolish. She interrupted him, looking up at him.
"I'm sorry I'm late." She said. "I'm never late but...." Her voice failed her. Chambers held up his hand.
"I know. I know." He said. "I don't know why I did it but...I am not a patient man. I am accustomed to having things my own way and not because I'm such a greedy cad but because those around me rarely know what needs doing much less how to do it, so I tell them and with time, they come to trust me far more than their own judgment and do what I command, often without question." She shook his head, not looking at her, but down to his left, as though trying to see the floor in the spangled gloom, spangled by the lights from the square two stories below them and the gloom from the lack of lighting around them in the alcove.
"I must confess. I must."
Again, Lexie felt her spirit rise, perhaps she'd not have to accuse him, he'd relieve her of that need. Alas, not so, his words made matters worse, much worse.
"I had your place watched. I posted men around your apartment building and had them call me when you left. I knew you were coming. They told me you slept until nearly six but when you began to put on eye shadow, I had hope, but when you put on that dress, they assured me you were coming, so I waited. I don't often wait for anyone but for you, I was prepared to wait all night." Here he looked at her and his eyes were bordered with tension and the lines it made in his face. Lexie thought she saw a flash of blue in them, like light caught by a sapphire.
"I shouldn't have done that but...I'm a flawed man. I couldn't bear the idea that you wouldn't come or worse, that the moment I walked away, you'd arrive and we'd miss this opportunity, like the proverbial ships passing in the night. I had to know that you weren't coming but here you are. I had to know that too, for how often do our fears of failure staunch our passion for success? In all things, I say. So I had to watch for you without being there and I have people willing and able to accommodate me. I had them watch for you to protect my tortured heart. Forgive me?"
Lexie spoke, blundering immediately and botching her opportunity to have her say.
"There's nothing to forgive." She said, the blunder thundered in her head even as she made it. Her voice sounded papery, like she had too little air to make into words, a little choked, a little timid. What is more, she spoke the lie fully aware it was a lie but instead of chiding herself, she told herself it was the truth, regarding his watching her, proclaiming that having her watched constituted nothing, truly nothing to forgive for forgiveness is easy, forgetting is hard. Then she thought of her naked walk through her apartment drying her hair, she blushed, realizing that strange men had seen it all, her body and surely her untempered frenzy.
"I am sorry. I am but if...." Chambers stopped here and swallowed hard, a distinct action that was impossible to miss. "...if you stay, I had to confess to you who and what I am. If you risk the smooth continuity of your life to sit here with me, fully aware not only that I want you but that I mean to have you until this desire is at last sated, then you should understand as much as you can so it is wisdom you use to stay and not ignorance." He smiled then. "A woman's wisdom is like no other. I dare not defy it."
Lexie swallowed then and felt it as difficult has Walter's had been. She groaned, softly. Her burden remained. She clinched her eyes closed and looked up. The resolve was tenuous but it was all she had and so clutched it and launched her last attempt to escape the passion even then flaring in her, between her legs, but worse, with rationalizations aplenty in her recoiling mind. He had her watched! She launched herself into the accusations to escape that thought and the utter, primal thrill it gave her.
"I know what you did." She said but it came out a whisper. The easy rapport in the light of a daylight lunch abandoned them and she felt the oppressive dark, hiding his face or contorting it. "I know you fixed the bid, arranged for my husband to get it. I know you have arranged to have me." There, her throat closed and the rest of the thought was caged behind her ribs. Instead of clawing for release, it seemed docile and content to not see life in the air.
"Lexie," when she made to interrupt him, he held up a hand. "Let me speak or you won't get supper. I want you. I shall make no mistake in saying that but with you, unlike the entire rest of my life, my wanting is not going to automatically lead to my getting, having you. Yes, I arranged for Gustave to get the bid but I assure you, for his sake and ours, that his was by far the best proposal, the most thorough, the most complete and the most realistic. Others were lower, yes. Others had shorter times, yes. But they were all in the habit of underbidding and then collecting overages once the deal was made. Gustav has a history of making his deadlines and operating under budget. Giving him this bid was good business."
"You avoided me until how." Lexie whispered. Her stomach knotted. Hunger pangs. She'd not eaten all day! "Can we order? I, I slept all day, from exhaustion. I lay awake all night. You make me nervous, Walter Chambers, and I don't know why, exactly." The lie tucked amongst the truth of her hunger tasted acrid and sour and that reassured her, strangely. She knew exactly why he made her nervous; he wanted her and that echoed what she felt for him.
He smiled then and it had a little of the light she'd seen before.
A waiter arrived and Chambers ordered for them, touching this and that, asking after fresh cod or tuna fin, aged beef and the soups. He ordered appetizers and when the man was gone, they waited in silence until he returned and poured them wine, a light white.
They toasted and clinked their glasses together.
"To Gustav." Chambers said. Lexie hesitated, then nodded and drank with him.
"You invited me here tonight to tell me that you'd fixed it for my husband to get the bid, to draw him away from me, so I'd be alone, vulnerable, and indebted to you. I resent that." Her blunt truth feel on the table like a dead trout stinking with possibility.
Chambers shook his head.
"You do me injustice. Yes, I did stay away from you and yes, I waited until the matter was settled to invite you here. I have a reason similar to your accusation but subtly different."
Lexie cocked her head a little, waiting.
"You look glorious tonight, Lexie. You alone of all the women in this room, look a woman. You have hips and breasts and lips and when a man looks at you, he sees a woman ripe for sex." His voice rumbled with an immodest undertone.
Despite the sudden acceleration of her heart, Lexie ignored his words and returned to the subject.
"You explanation is subtly different than mine? How?" She looked straight at Chambers but his eyes didn't meet hers. It took a few seconds to realize that he was staring lower, at her breasts. She put a hand up to cover her cleavage, feeling her own hand hot on her skin. His eyes rose to meet hers. He blinked.
"Yes. I'm sorry. Having you here, I want to have you and I can barely think of anything else." He looked away then, out onto the square pocked by pools of light from old-style lamps designed to look like the oil kind that needed lamplighters. They checkered the square with light and pools of darkness .
"If you have me tonight, if I surrender to my lust, Lexie, and should it become an issue with your husband, my timing will serve you well. Here is what you may tell him, if you have me. I offered you the bid but insisted that you had to sleep with me. You refused. I arranged the request for proposal anyway but asked you to sleep with me and again you refused. You demanded that I make good on the promise that his company would get the bid and so we have gone without seeing each other. In that demand was the implicit agreement to surrender to me what I wanted, but I had to wait until the bid was delivered before having you. So I waited. And Lexie, it has been torture, a terrible thing for me. I wanted to call you a dozen times a day but all I could do was speak of my desire and I had to wait, until now."
"The subtle difference?" Lexie repeated, hearing the man speak only made her body quiver yet she dared not let him see the salacious sensations rising in her body.
"You waited and after he got the bid, you slept with me, to hold up your part of the bargain."
"So I'm a whore."
He shrugged.
"A ten million dollar whore. Some women find trading sex for money to be a wholly erotic experience and do it for much less for better men that I am. I have a friend who's wife plies her trade in a local hotel and his friends have all had her, and paid her. The rest of the time, he gathers the leavings and is glad of it. The rest of the time, he benefits from her excursions and it seems to have given them new life in a marriage grown cold."
"My marriage isn't growing cold."
Chambers nodded. Then looked away. "No. I have to tell all. I know. My dear, you should draw your shades more often. My men are all volunteering to watch you whenever Gustav arrives home. You are a very popular subject for my surveillance people."
Lexie felt her face grow hot so fast and so intensely she feared she glowed like a hot coal in the gloom but then thanked the gloom for hiding her shame. It wasn't the sort of sordid shame that demands a shower after, it was the lewd shame, the kind mixed with an intimate desire to know that it is recognized by others and, perhaps admired or better, envied, the shame of the fortunate and the lucky.
Chambers smiled.
"You're still here. I often do things that are effective but foolish, things that should remain hidden but I will not hide myself from you so that if you lay with me this night...."
"Who talks like that?" She couldn't help the interjection, the attempt to stop him talking. It failed.
"Fine. If you fuck me tonight, you do so because you acknowledge our mutual lust and you choose to let us direct you. What I have done is to grant you cover. If you fuck me tonight, and Gustav learns of it and confronts you, you can ask him if he wanted you to renege on your promise to become my whore if he got the contract, at least until the first five year deal is signed. If he does well, and fulfills the terms of his proposal, there will be more opportunity and it will put several million dollars in his pocket, and yours, before this is done. You'll be set for life. Is that worth a good, hard fuck or not? Will it be to him, or not?"
The food came and Lexie nearly joined it. Despite her mental resolve to have her say and walk away, she sat and ate, telling herself after the first bite, she was ravenous and she'd leave after she was sated. That was the word she used and the double entendre didn't matter to her at the time.
The subject dropped, for the moment, replaced with more polite and banal banter. She asked him about his business and the matters that were in the news, the stock market and such things as were public knowledge. She felt the distance between them and longed for it to vanish, to feel the intimate rapport they'd shared before in the light of day. After the plates were cleared and she was well fed, he sat watching her.
She felt suddenly clear. Then, equally suddenly, she felt completely and totally aroused. It came on her like a sea squall, appearing out of viral sunlight, lashing at her then vanishing away. It left her buffeted and unsteady but her resolve was firmly in place. Her chest tightened and her body longed for his touch. Even sitting, she wanted to feel his hands clasping her ass, her bare ass. The sensual banquet in her body did not cloud her mind but added tinsel strength to her resolve. Her decision was made and well made, so would she be too.
"I want you, Walter. I want you to take me, take me to bed." She spoke in her normal voice but the moment the words crossed her rich lips, her chest exploded with a riot of feelings; anticipation, eagerness, passion, desire, and simple, primal lust all seethed in her, bubbling and popping.
Lexie felt a wondrous sense of delight when the man looked shocked, stunned even and for a few moments, she thought he hadn't heard her at all. Perhaps she'd only said the words in her own head? But no, his face told the tale of her words and their impact on him.
"Check please." He said so softly no waiter or waitress with normal hearing could have comprehended his words. The light was suddenly lurid, slow moving shadows ebbed and flowed about them as orange and yellow illumination from candle flickers behind their private little cove spattered them.
"You don't want desert?" He asked and the words were still ripples in the air when his face fell. "Fool. God, I'm a fool!"
Lexie felt it then, the depth and breadth and width of his thin chagrin but beyond it, in a complex cubist display of emotions, his absolute anxiety, alien and awful to so strong and sure a man. That sense, full and brittle and awful calmed her. If he was frightened, she had no reason to fear. If he were nervous, she had no reason to be. If his was the anticipation and the risk of disappointment, then hers was surely pale and limpid by comparison and could be summarily dismissed as indulgent narcissism. She took the first deep breath she'd had, really since waking but it felt like it was the first clear, cool air she'd had in weeks.
"My darling man," she whispered in a tone that grabbed him by the throat and shook him. "You are my desert. Please serve that to me."
The effect on Walter Chambers was comical. He was on his feet as though levitating, seemingly without even leaning forward or moving his chair. He was at Lexie's side and pulling the chair out for her as though blinking from place to place; but that impression for her could have been caused by the slow, erotic blinking of her eyes, like shutters being closed by ancient servants in a grand house.
She felt herself rise, feeling like the law of gravity had been repealed. What legislature could do such a thing she had no idea. They were out the door and descending the grand terraced steps before the entrance to the street level before Lexie's brain uncoiled and caught the wind of thought and pulled her mind out of the blur of the last two minutes that seemed to have been days long.
"Aren't you going to pay?" She whispered. His hand hooked at her elbow but she was walking faster than he, and she didn't know where they were going. All she knew, all her body knew was that she wanted to get there and to get there soonest.
"I could walk out of that place a dozen times and not flip them a quarter and they'd shrug it off." He shook his head. "The world is out of joint, backwards; we give free things to the richest among us because they don't need them and demand full payment from paupers. It's strange but open eyes see all things strange and the rest of us are sleeping, dreaming, dulled and still." He touched her elbow. "I see you, Lexie."
She looked at him, startled by his words, a bit unnerved by them but then she registered that lurid tension in him and she felt elation swell in her chest. Her nipples took that moment to tingle and she stumbled and nearly fell on her face. Only his strong hand held her up away from disaster.
"My god, Lexie, are you okay?"
They staggered to a mutual pause at the curb. She looked at him. She loosed her elbow, turned to face him, reached up a small hand and cupped the back of his head and pulled it towards her. It was slow motion until their noses touched. Walter looked stricken, aghast for some reason Lexie could not imagine. Curiously, she wanted to put his man at ease.
"I am weak with desire, no, with need, no, no with passion, no, no, no I am weak with lust. Walter, take me to bed and make love to me!" Her words caressed his skin with puffs of her cherried breath and then before they poured into his ears and clotted his mind, she kissed him. Her passion bubbled up in her. Her lips pressed up to his, her hand pulled them together and he yielded fully to her demand. His lips parted immediately and his tongue traced the seam of her mouth pressed against his, back and forth.
Lexie kept her mouth resolutely closed.
"If I feel his tongue in my mouth right now, we'll be arrested for copulating on the street, I'll have to have him!" She thought that thought, a strange idea, a declaration of passion she'd not made before. She let her hand slip from the back of his head. The kiss lingered but a comma's moment and ended.
"Take me to bed." She commanded, her body boiling with agreement and surging with impatience.
Their hurried path to the Imperial Arms hotel must have looked like race walking shop lifters, trying to look inconspicuous. Lexie bent forward, not daring to watch where they were going but studying the sidewalk at her feet to insure she didn't stumble again because his hand was at the low end of her back, almost on her ass and she'd not be saved by it if she stepped poorly and fell.



Up stairs beside the ramp to the front door which opened, not with the silent brilliance of electronic wizardry but with the mumbled greeting of the tall, so incredibly tall, gray haired, cadaverous doorman. Lexie looked up at him, shocked that he could be so tall and saw a face that looked terribly like Walter Chambers.
"I'm delirious." She thought to herself. She giggled because she simply didn't care. The want and need was joined in action.
The door opened and in they went, straight to the elevator to the penthouse which attracted a coterie of passengers. At the fourth floor, his hand smoothed down the tight black dress onto her full rump. Lexie bit her lip, trembling grasped her body. The hand squeezed her at floor twelve, pausing to disgorge a couple there. They gained space.
Lexie turned her head to look up at Chambers just as his hand clinched onto her ass and turned her towards him. His mouth found hers and hers opened this time, and she had a flash of him mounting her against the wall of the lift, and her body disappearing behind his except for the one crooked leg at his thighs, locking them fast together. The kiss did not dispel the vision, which as it resolved into more clarity, brought Lexie closer to the precipice. In heroic desperation, she pulled her lips apart from the man clutching her to him.
"God, Walter, take me. Mount me. Make me open up and consume you, fill me up!" She panted the words and only when he glanced over her head, did she register the world beyond the points where their bodies touched. She glanced around but immediately buried her head in his chest. Then, as though that old Lexie as being renewed and replaced. She lifted her head, laid a hand against his cheek and turned his face and thus his eyes to hers. "I mean, it Walter. Take me now or lose me forever!"
He growled in the basement of his throat. He pulled her to him and his hot breath puffed into her hair and her right ear. When he kissed her ear, she groaned horribly. It sounded loud, like the orgasm she craved already possessed her. Walter's lips kissed down her neck and she felt him then, take tight hold of her skin and as he sucked, her knees turned to jelly and she sagged in his arms. He held her upright. She felt the wild strength in him, greater even than she'd imagined. She felt airy and light in his arms. Behind her, the bell signaling the door moving open or closed dinged and dinged as though it were attached to a pressure gage measuring the temperature in the car.
His lips did not relent, pulling at the flesh of her neck. He bruised her. Lexie felt it not as pain but as the claws of his passion sinking into her flesh, piercing her. The dinging stopped and the lips sucking hard at her neck released her. She backed up and looked around. They were alone. The doors had opened on the foyer of a penthouse. A man servant stood there bowing stiffly from the waist.
"Milord." The man intoned as though calling the faithful to mass, the sort of voice a Gregorian chant required.
"Go home, Jenkins. Don't come back until I call you." Walter's voice sprang at the man like an angry cobra out of a birthday present box.
"Very well, Milord." The man nodded, stood aside and when they were clear of the car, he stepped in to it. For a moment, his gray green eyes synced with Lexie's gaze and the slightest smile ghosted his lips. He nodded to her before the doors began to slide closed and they stepped back to let the elevator carry him away. Lexie felt his approval and oddly, it warmed and then aroused her anew.
"Is every butler named Jenkins?" She asked, her mind aflame with desire but struggling for calm and cool deliberate action. She tried to turn to look at the place she'd arrived at but Walter caught her into his arms again and bent her over backwards. Her elbows crooked behind her, limp as storm torn riggings, he covered her mouth with his and the kiss immediately robbed her of all her cool and calm. She lay in his grasp, one hand supporting the middle of her back and the other clutching tightly at her ass.
The kiss lingered on and on, his lips mashing hers, pushing against her, his tongue snaking into her mouth and tickling along its roof, making her toes curl. She was completely supported by his arms around her but still, she felt as though she dangled from his lips. She groaned softly and he carefully pulled her back upright.
As if a choreographer signaled her, Lexie knelt before him. She felt him stiffen, his muscles, not his cock which was long ago hard and at full attention. His muscles pulled taut and he went still, like a panther when it sniffs the wildebeest. He snorted a little when she touched the palm of her hand against his crotch, pressing against the lurid arch of his hard, erect cock. Very carefully, like a safecracker subverting a combination, she unzipped his pants but slowly, so as not to cause any alarm or to startle the wild beast she hoped to capture.
His cock bulged through the parted seam in his trousers. Lexie smoothed a hand up and down it, feeling the heat in his body concentrated there, burning through the soft cotton of his briefs and scoring her skin. Her lips tingled and her throat contracted. In that flashing moment, her hands began to shake. Trembling with that abrupt need in her body, she parted his fly and wrestled his cock out into view. Her eyes fixed on his length, the carved beauty of his erect cock, the flare of its fiery red bullet head, the vein snaking down the side, the heat that taunted her fingers, daring her and she succumbed. Her hand wrapped around his cock and bent it down, like a gangway lowering into place to take her aboard for some arresting adventure.
She licked the end and tasted him for the first time. It agreed with the smell that formed an aura about him and had lingered in her mind, just off that conscious stage until that moment. Her heart thundered in her chest and the inclination swelled, to linger and savor and admire the marvelous creation, man! That casual affection vanished, enveloped by a greater need, a greater good, to hell with the needs of the many, she was one woman and her singular need mattered more than all the madding crowd. Lexie kissed the end of his cock, she sucked the head into her mouth.
"Oh fucking god!" Walter groaned. The only motion he managed was to move a hand to her head and lay it there, gentle and still, blessing her with it like the Pope touches and anoints. She sucked his cock inside her mouth, pushing urgently until she felt the length fill her mouth and that spongy tip press against the entrance to her throat. She inhaled, then pushed again and relaxed her neck, allowing the end of his cock to push down into her throat.
Walter groaned again but this time Lexie felt it as a vibration in her throat that turned into a tingle shooting through her body and ending concentrated between her legs. She sucked harder on his cock. She wanted him to come, to feel that lewd tickle in her throat as he poured into her, emptying into her mouth the first time so when he finally entered her, she'd have him for that much longer before he erupted in her again. All thought but his body had vanished replaced by intruding lust that was not to be denied. Her tongue worried around the hard flesh in her mouth and still she sucked.
"Oh god, Lexie, oh my god, I'm going to come." When she did not respond except to add some small increment to the suction, he tapped her head. "My god, please, I can't stop it. I'm going to come!" His voice went raw, like passion scrapped flesh and exposed bone.
She finally understood. The hand clamped onto his left thigh relaxed, moved around to the back and patted his ass encouragingly and she nodded her head just a little, the slightest motion that she hoped completed her message: Come in my mouth! The words were screamed in her head, her body echoed with them but no sound emerged. They roared in her head like a caged lion.
He came.
His body bumped against her, his cock flexed and surged and she felt it, the tickling spurt of his cum deep in her throat. Lexie swallowed and swallowed to the music of his groans. She moaned with sensual satisfaction, not satiation, but basking in the fulfillment of her first desire, to taste his need and feel his surrender to the simple act of taking him into her mouth. Walter grunted and then sagged over her. Her hand on his thigh seemed to steady him and he straightened. Lexie glowed with her success and with careful precision, backed off his cock and stood up.
When he kissed her it was complete, no tentative probing, no gentle hesitancy, just a voracious inundation of her senses as they combined their passion into a single throbbing whole. When he released her, he looked at her with such hunger, she felt that twinge of foreboding, the little tentacle of terror that had no edge but merely presence attached to the dawning awareness that this man desired to consume her and leave her an empty gasping husk of ecstasy. The real fear, though, was the sure and constant knowledge that she'd let him, that she met him this night full of this desire, this wanton need to be ravished, taken, used and consumed and left a shaken shadow of her former self.
Over and over she felt the reality strobe around her. The kiss ended and her eyes opened. The world canted and tipped. She felt her balance shift and then her feet left the floor. Her arms looped around his neck. One arm under her knees and the other around her back, Walter cradled her and carried her straight to a bedroom, a man's room with no feminine flourishes, no frills, just a metal bedframe and spare furniture, utilitarian and clean. It looked like a hotel room but felt like a dungeon to which she'd been consigned for all time. There was no escape. The need burned up in her, the fuse once lit ignited in her the thrusting demand so when he laid her on the bed, she dared not move.
His hands moved on her, shoes, then the garters released and those hands rolled stockings carefully down each leg. Her body quivered. Her dress went next, she helped but little, lank in his careful attentions but alive with the sensations of his brushing fingertips on her bare skin. Her bra and panties left her body and she lay nude, staring at him, alive with the sensation.
"Oh my god, Lexie, you're more beautiful than I imagined." He breathed. For three heartbeats neither of them moved. She lay, arms outspread, legs apart, her sex open to his sweeping gaze, her nipples tingling, begging for attention. Walter stepped back and very slowly unbuttoned the cuffs on his tailored shirt but then had to look around and left her side. She felt his motion as though gravity clung to him, emanating from her to pull him back into her orbit and thence into her gravity well.
Two clinks, he dropped cuff links onto a metal tray on the chest of drawers then returned to the side of the bed. Lexie watched him unbutton his shirt, exposing the strong, nearly bare bronzed chest, with mere wisps of white hair sprinkled across the plateau above his nipples which were dark and stark against his skin. He dropped the shirt. She licked her lips. His cock glittered in the cool gray of the bedroom, a soft easy light from a hidden source along one wall at the ceiling let her see him clearly but offered no glare to her hungry eyes. Walter unbuckled his pants and skimmed them off his hips and down and gone, the briefs followed and he stood staring down at her, naked but still, like a sculpted Adonis startled to life, unfamiliar with life's motions but eager to try every possible one.
"Oh god, Lexie," Walter whispered. "I never dared to dream of this moment, of this time when I'd be about to have you." He was in motion before the last syllable kissed her ears. He was on her, his mouth on hers but better, his body covering her, coating her like a hint of the little death to follow. His mouth on hers distracted her so when he entered her, it was a lavish surprise. That a kiss could so focus her attention that her body would ignore the man between her legs, mounting her, entering her, penetrating her...it all seemed surreal but too too real and her senses burst like a sky flower of colored fire and she felt her body rip away her attention, arching under him as he thrust into her.
She was wet. The sound bumped aside the sensation of his lips and then the consuming feeling of his cock sliding through the living folds of her cunt overwhelmed her and left her gasping and jerking. The little orgasm, some poor cousin to her true ambitions, arrived as herald to the King, the great coming arrived, rising like thunderheads in the distance that flashed and growled and stalked towards her. Lexie keened, her voice a tight contralto that sounded harsh in her ears.
"Oh fuck me!" She murmured, embarrassed by the crudity of her passion, bypassing all the poets in her mind and pounding with fists on desks, demanding and undeterred by social niceties and a lady's inhibitions. "Oh god, Walt, fuck me!" She cried now, her voice warbling with her need.
The bastard stopped.
Lexie opened her eyes. Her arms were flung wide, her legs flared beside him like landing lights.
"What?" She said. "What's the matter?"
Walter smiled, bent down and sucked one nipple into his mouth and flicked it with his tongue until Lexie's body bucked. Then he changed and tortured her other breast with his tongue again, not with words but with that little flicking motion in his hot mouth against her turgid nipple that set her body tingling and twitching again.
He remained fixed inside her and as her body responded to his mouth on her, her pussy contracted and convulsed around the gentleman visitor in her foyer. Her own contractions gave her pleasure so she continued them. She squeezed down on his cock and his tongue went still.
"Don't stop!" She whined but in a fit of perverse wickedness, she tensed her hips and ass and clamped down on him, so tightly she thought their hearts thudded together in sync and time, indivisible and indistinguishable one from the other. When Walter moved, it was as a storm rising suddenly under lowering skies. Her legs were hoisted up, the man still planted firmly between them and then he bent over her and speared into her, filling and stretching and etching his sudden raucous passion into the very walls of her vagina.
Their bodies slapped together, the sound of it seemed unduly salacious, wetly announcing to her ears the reality of the lust in her body. He pounded her, hammering down into her with his rigid cock with metronomic regularity. With each plunging stroke, her body spoke in lush syllables testifying to the flooding passion that consumed her.
Her orgasm arrived, her first true orgasm, not some pandering sycophantic servant but the true aristocratic heir. She convulsed, her body bucked against his weight but he held her, knees locked up beside her shoulders, his cock thrusting into her. Lexie quaked with it, her orgasm, her body shook, leaving her control, thrashing against his constraining weight, his restraining urgency that kept him thrust into her, filling her penetrating her. Lexie's orgasm swelled, broke and then rose again, leaving her no time to recover, to gain more air, to gather her wits and escape the bonds of the pleasure wrapping around her, controlling her every thought.
Then she felt it, the stiffening of his muscles, that lurid tension that presages his coming storm. She clinched down on his cock, concentrating on those inner muscles and in doing so, she felt sure she sensed the little swelling of it, the tightening, the sudden urgent thrust deep into her.
He came.
His voice rattled in his chest, pushing away the sound of their bodies as he stilled inside her, punching in her with little microbursts of erotic energy that blossomed into a tingling sensation that ebbed and flowed and then rushed out of her pussy and enveloped all of her body. She felt the rising tide, the approaching storm of a titanic orgasm, hers, the consummation of all the others, the crescendo, the home chord, frosted with anticipation, engorged with need.
Walter thrust into her, his little jerks and convulsions teased her body but then, just when she thought he'd run down too soon, her body jerked and then she arched her back, even with his sagging weight on her legs and ass, and then reversed and contracted her torso then arched again, her whole body shaking and tensing.
Her orgasm fell on her like a mighty wave, enveloping her and erasing her mind, leaving her a panting, gasping husk of erotic joy, a paean that gave her voice a ruffled, ragged atonal harmony all minor notes and dissonance.
"Oh Walter!" Lexie said, surprised by the calm though tense quality of her voice. She felt like screaming but the pleasure in her body diverted every excess bit of energy to her tensing and writhing muscles and left a spare little for her voice. "Thank you, Walter." The words felt strange, alien, without meaning or reason.
For a moment, all he did was pant and gasp over her. His ecstasy had run its course and he was emptied for the moment, hollowed out so each little sound he made seemed to echo and reverberate. He released her legs and when she relaxed them out straight on the bed, parted around him like the petals of a flower, he lay down on her, his chest touching her nipples then pressing her breasts down. He didn't weigh on her but balanced precariously on his elbows. He kissed her softly on the lips, his lips were dry, stiff but even then she felt it the raw passion still in him but unstoked for now, humming in him, not extinguished, kindled but no longer roaring in him.
"Thank you? For what, dear Lexie? What are you thanking me for?"
She kissed him but it was no fragile, delicate thing and her hands clasped his face and pulled him against her mouth. He'd softened after his release but her kiss, her mouth on his stirred him and she felt that secret thrill as he hardened inside her, moving as though with great care, pushing aside her inner walls and folds to fill her once more. It felt magical but in Lexie's mind she breathed her lust into him and his rousing cock was her reward, her doing, her accomplishment.
Walter lifted off of her lips and looked down at her in the soft light of the bedroom.
"Why thank me?"
She smiled then, blissfully full of cock, floating in the backflow of her orgasm. She stroked his face, lifted her head so she could peck at his lips with hers.
"Because you waited for me to come to you." She said.
He smiled at her acknowledgment.
Lexie felt it then, the incandescent glow of his smile, the erotic approval that made colors vibrant and sensations sharp and whole. She returned his smile, reaching up to touch his cheek bone with her fingernail.
"Does this mean I can call you, now?" She whispered.
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Watching Punishment
A Submissive Woman's Penalty
Dean felt the kid's eyes on them the moment they came in the door. Diana glowed like there was light inside her, the beaded cocktail dress ghosted her torso and her hair all pinned up showed her neck. Just looking at her made him want to kiss her neck, to mark her to...the list got long when he thought about it and aroused him in his tux, so he kept his distance, viewing her like a masterpiece, like the Mona Lisa or the Venus de Milo, the living, breathing incarnation of his lust just there, and at his beck and call. It was her full willingness to kneel to him that suffused him and put him two gnat steps away from arousal whenever she was around. His hands tensed because he lusted for the feel of her skin. His mind undressed her and caressed her, he heard her gasps as he did what she liked, what she loved, what she longed for. Her utter satisfaction wrung him out.
He turned away from her and felt her stiffen. She'd never understand that the little flourish of rejection when she was so beautiful, so perfectly his. He turned back and looked down at her. When he bent and kissed her jawline, she fairly blossomed, lighting up like he'd put a diamond on her finger, but this was better, more erotic, more profound, he owned her and she consented to his ownership.
He felt the eyes, glowering at him and for a moment he locked his eyes with the young man, pretty, desperately handsome, every line drawn by design, the tux fitted, likely one of several that the young Tennengroend heir owned. Still, for all the tradition, for all the money, for all the power, Terrence Tennengroend looked away first, his eyes shifted and then shifted again but then flicked back to Dean's. Finding Dean's soft hazel eyes on him still, his flicked away again but his face tightened so very slightly it could have been a trick of the light, but Dean saw, so when the moment came, he wasn't surprised, disappointed but not surprised.
The cocktail party was a private affair held in a Master suite at the Marquise D'Or Grand Hotel. The Tannengroend family was in negotiations with Dean's firm and Dean had managed to gain an interview with Jorge Tannengroend, the elder patriarch of that family. The planned forty-five minute meeting had stretched to three hours and the distinguished old man had agreed to the meeting with the VP of operations but only on condition that Dean have dinner with him and meet his son afterward. Salvador was the spitting image of his father but younger, of course, angular, chiseled, with the same close cropped good hair but his was coal black and his father's was all white, snow white.
Dankins, the VP of Operations was miffed when he was "dismissed" and the two Tannengroends left with Dean. During the meal, Jorge had leaned in and said in a low voice only the three of them could possibly hear, "My good man, I am an intuitive man and there is something about you I like and like very much. I don't often feel this about a person but when I do, I listen to it and embrace it. Will you join me," he glanced at his son, "us, for a little soiree, a cocktail, or two, very formal but...." Here, he glanced at his son.
What passed between them Dean didn't know but the son nodded.
"Let's us be frank with each outer, Mr. Barringer, you have...shall we say a woman, a very special woman...whom you might like to bring to this party." The man smiled not unkindly but rather unctuously for a man of his stature.
Dean waited, not sure he was hearing what he was hearing. He felt exposed but to volunteer, to confirm what the man was suggesting was...unsettling.
At that point, Salvador had laid a hand on Dean's arm, the hand laying inconspicuously on the table.
"My father, is too circumspect by half. You own her, he means. Your submissive. Our family is...shall we say, replete with women who wear a collar or as in your case, kneel for you?"
Dean was shocked. He wanted to ask how these people knew of Diana, how they dared present this to him at all, something so private. He withdrew his hand from Salvador's touch and they understood each other. The man nodded and moved his own hand off the table. He looked at his father and arched his eyebrow. Jorge smiled, a slight nod.
"Mr. Barringer, you and I understand each other." He said. "I have a number of females who kneel to me. My son has somewhat more eclectic tastes but we are not wont to alter anyone's tastes. Bring her, I would like to see her, meet her, your female."
The way he spoke that word touched Dean with an erotic thrill. He had a flash of Diana in this powerful man's sway and the plaited thrill she'd have bound up in his thrall. It may never happen but the idea touched him and he had that familiar twinge that jolt that was his constant desire for her.
"When?" He'd asked and the agreement was made, as easy as ordering pie.
"And my good man, do collar her. She won't be alone and, if Sally is right, she'd add to the splendor of the evening."
That was how Dean and Diana came to be in this illustrious company and how she came to have a collar on her neck of silver and the silver chain as delicate as an angel's braid running from her neck to his hand when they knocked on the door of the suite and were admitted. The style of the other women, in bejeweled but unmistakable collars was to hold their own leads in their hands, in one hand while they mingled, speaking and meeting and exchanging pleasantries. Occasionally, one would sidle up to a man and he would pull her to him and kiss her, a rampant show of ownership that made her blush and turn away when he finished, often to fix her hair or replenish smeared lipstick.
Those moments were like flashes of phosphorescent light flaring and then fading, leaving a garish imprint on the corneas of all who saw it. It didn't happen often but enough to connect the floating free radicals of collared women in the room to their owners. When Diana approached, Dean thought about making some such demonstration but refrained, savoring the idea, the desire but preferring to leave her in the easy state of excitement that showed plainly on her face. He thought afterward that had been his mistake, to not mark it out clearly that she was his and his alone.
She took her cue easily from the five or six other women in the room wearing their collars and carrying the leads in one hand. Dean handed his to her and she drifted away, her silver chain held in her left hand. He circulated, nodding and speaking to the two or three people he knew, ending finally at Jorge Tannegroend's elbow listening to the man declaim about politics and finance with his casual air of lordly command. They were discussing the US national debt when there was a sudden change in the atmosphere and a slight disturbance.
Jorge raised his eyebrows, staring past Dean. Dean turned in time to see Diana toss her drink into the young man's face. Her eyes blazed. The young man reached for her wrist, the hand that held her lead. Dean moved so fast, he bumped a woman's arm and spilled her drink but he cared nothing for that. Before he arrived, however, Salvador Tannengroend was there, his hand on the young man's neck, squeezing it hard and speaking in a very soft barely audible tone that Dean just caught as he arrived at Diana's side.
"Unhand her, boy or I swear I will have you horsewhipped. She is not yours and not ours and you do not put a hand on her unless invited to do so!"
The young man hesitated then simply opened his hand. Di pulled back her wrist, rubbing it with her other hand. Dean put a hand on her elbow. The champaign glistened on the young man's face, gray splotches tainted the white collar of his shirt. His face blazed red.
"Cunt!" He swore.
"Terrence, by god, son, I warn you...apologize." Salvador's voice was low, like thunder.
Dean felt a presence at his side and glance around to find Jorge Tannengroend there.
"Sally, I told you the boy wasn't ready. Take him out of here."
"Not until he apologizes." Salvador said his eyes fixed on his son.
"Apologize? She threw a drink in my face!"
"And you called my Master an old sod, a fool and said I should kneel to you. I would never...." Diana's voice trilled in the silence. The entire room had gone silent. Dean's hand on her arm silenced her, a death grip that communicated clearly his feeling at that moment.
"Diana, words should not provoke you to such rude behavior." Dean said. "Please apologize to Mr. Tannengroend."
She looked, not at Dean but first at Jorge. She nodded, the color rising in her face.
"I have behaved badly, Sir. I apologize to you for...my actions." She reached out and touched Jorge's arm. "I am sorry. Please forgive me."
Jorge let her hand remain on his arm for a moment, a pause made too long by the silent but erotic by the stillness and his closed eyes. He opened them and turned his head to Dean.
"Mr. Barringer, please introduce me to this lovely creature." He said, his voice a smooth flow of sound that felt like an orchestral swell.
"Jorge Tennengroend, may I present Diana Cantwell, my pet." Dean spoke the last two words with a bit of a slur. Suddenly aroused, he wanted to take her right then. Salvador who still held his son by the neck, shook the young man like a wolf shakes a cub. The young man glowered, anger evident still on his face.
Diana turned to Salvador.
"I am so sorry for my rude behavior. Do forgive me." She whispered. It was artfully done because there was no telling to whom she addressed her words. Salvador shook the young man again.
"Terrence."
"Cunt!" The man said. Salvador's hand cracked against the back of his head. The boy cringed then and glowered at the entire world. "Okay, okay. I'm sorry, okay? What's she doing with that old shit anyway? A hot piece like..."
Jorge turned the boy out of his father's grasp and slapped him with an open hand before he could finish the sentence.
"Take him out of here, Sally." Jorge said, his voice quivering.
The two cut a swath through the crowd to an internal door and vanished. The manikin challenge ended and the murmur of conversation rose once more.
Jorge laid his hand on Dean's arm.
"My good man, I am so sorry...."
Dean pulled his eyes away from Diana.
"No sir, she is at fault. I have insulted you and abused your hospitality. It would be better if we just go."
Jorge, graceful to a fault, merely nodded.
"As you wish."
Dean did blush then, the hot scarlet flooded his skin.
"Come, Kitty, we must leave." He reached, not for her hand but for the silver leash she held in her hand. She surrendered it, bitting her lip. Dean turned to Jorge. "I don't know what to say, I thought she was better trained than this. I apologize. Sincerely."
Jorge extended his hand. His smile was warm and comradely.
"Mr. Barringer, at least she's not your family. My grandson..." he shrugged. "You saw, you heard. He's a shit and we are at a loss as to how to deal with him. He prevails on us to give him station in our family and then he embarrasses us as he did tonight. It is not the first time nor is it likely to be the last, I fear. He wants his own...pet..." the man's eyes raked down Diana's body and then returned to Dean's. "But I fear he hasn't got the temperament for it. He's...more...shall we say rambunctious? I do think it would be best if you go, however, much as I'd like to...become better acquainted with this diverting creature, it would be unseemly I think. I am glad you came and am sorry to see you go but discretion is the better part of valor...."
His smile was sincere and he patted Dean on the back.
Dean turned to Diana. He hoped she'd see in his eyes what was in his flesh. The sudden flinch in her, the slight widening of her eyes told him she understood. The walk to the door was uncomfortable. Diana trailed behind him the chain connecting them. He opened the door and went through it into the cool hall of the hotel. Diana followed but huddled against him.
"Master, he said you were an old fool and that he'd...he would be better for me than you. He said you don't deserve me!" Her voice broke. "When he said that, I threw my champaign in his face! Oh Master...." She clung to his arm and despite the trembling, despite the claws of her hands, rigid on his arm, Dean felt it, the crackling sizzle of their sexual connection. He walked and Diana struggled to keep up.
They arrived at the elevator. He turned and kissed her, taking her mouth with his. Her trembling vanished.
"You're not angry with me, Master?" She whispered.
Dean smiled and she quailed. She knew that look.
"Oh no, Di, I am angry with you. But how can I punish you for this? You have landed me in quandary. I cannot leave this unpunished. I cannot fault you for your sentiment..." he kissed her again and this time her hands grasped his sides, clinging to him. The trembling had returned. The kiss stopped and she looked shattered at its ending. "But you embarrassed yourself and me. We couldn't stay a minute longer. I had to lead you out of there like a dog!"
The elevator arrived and he looked away. He handed her the leash and she coiled it up so it nearly disappeared against the lattice of her dress. They didn't speak again, not on the walk through the lobby, not in the taxi that took them back to the Bella Donna Arms hotel where they were staying for the week. Dean extended the stay for the weekend for this cocktail party alone and now this....
He walked through the lobby of the Bella to the elevators. Diana trotted along behind, hurrying to keep up but failing. Her red sandal high heels made hurrying impossible or improbable at least and robbed from her beauty when she tried. She huddled against him waiting for the elevators. He turned to her.
"I must punish you, Di. You know how much I hate that, don't you?"
She nodded.
"Yes sir. I'm sorry, sir!"
A couple glanced at them, their eyes drizzled with disbelief and judgment.
"Not now. Not here." Dean whispered. He felt her stiffen and regretted it, he'd spoken first. He patted her hands on his arm but it seemed she was not reassured.
They didn't speak until they were safely inside their room, not a suite but a room only but with two double beds.
"Master...?" Diana began but he touched her lips with his fingers. Then he pushed her back against the wall of the narrow entrance way a hand on her neck. He put a hand under her dress, pulled aside her thong and touched her pussy. She grunted a little, her eyes closing but they opened again. Her hands were crooked back over her shoulders against the wall. She held still while his fingers fluttered across the pursed lips of her pussy.
"You're wet, Di." He said softly.
"Yes, Master, god yes I am." She was. He felt it oozing out of her, like milk from a sponge. His fingers located her entrance and pushed into her. Her hips lurched forward and her body squelched, loud enough to feel like an echo in the close quarters of the entry way.
"You want me to punish you, don't you?" He mumbled, his voice thick with his desire.
"Don't ask me that, Master, please!" Her tone carried the answer even if she refused him the words. He pushed into her harder and she grunted, then ground her cunt onto his fingers. "Oh god, that feels so good! Sir!" She crooned.
He yanked his fingers out of her.
"No." He said aloud but it was not entirely clear to whom he was speaking. Diana looked frightened, gone still before him. Dean took her by the arm and drag walked her to the side of the near bed. "Kneel, Kitty." He said. She did, immediately. He grabbed a handful of her messy chic hair and tipped her head back. He glared at her, letting the full humiliation of the ending of their night fill his eyes. She gazed up at him, and the trembling returned.
She didn't speak. She couldn't. There was nothing to say and Dean took some small pleasure that she knew enough not to say anything more.
"Kitty..." he began but she flinched and her eyes grew more terrorized. He relented, "Kitten, you packed the handcuffs?" He asked.
"Yes, sir." She whispered.
"Get them please." The hotel did not have the usual stock furnishings. Both beds were full queen sized but with a strong, wrought iron head board of long pipes and scroll work. Dean collected the pillows against the gnarly headboard and when Diana returned, he had her sit against he pillows.
"Bathroom, Di? I may not be back very soon."
She nodded and did her business returning after washing her face and hands and patting them dry with a hand towel. She sat against the pillows and put her hands out beside her head. Dean hooked her to the bed. The cuffs had simple releases but they'd be devilishly difficult to release with one hand.
He left her there, alone in the silence of the room. Out in the hall he hesitated, took out his phone and fanned through his contacts. He touched the screen of his phone and connected. He felt a sort of ebullience when he heard the voice answer.
"Dean, my friend! I haven't heard from you in ages! Tell me you're in town!"
"Hey, Badger, yes, I'm in the city but right now I need a favor, and it's a big one."
"I owe you man, anything. What?"
Dean hesitated again, realizing he was being very abrupt.
"I'm here until Sunday evening. I'd love to see you, tomorrow or Sunday brunch or something?"
"I could do brunch. What time do you leave, Sunday?"
"Four I think."
"So tenish, where are you staying?"
"The Bella Donna."
"Nice. They have a great menu or buffet if you like. Say ten?"
"Ten works. Barry, listen...."
"Barry? Barry? When was the last time you called me that? I'm Badger to you and always will be."
Dean smiled.
"Badger, listen I know this is asking a lot and really short notice but are you still...do you still own Lola?"
The man exhaled into his phone.
"God yes! She's...why do you ask?"
"I want to borrow her. I need to punish her. You know, use her. I know it'd be asking a lot..."
"Now, you mean?"
"Yes. Now."
"No marks, right. I mean you're not crazed or something?"
"Nothing like that." Dean began walking towards the elevator, optimism in the motion but also hope, erotic hope.
"Lola loves you man, I had to spank her last time you came through because she was so hot for you. You make her wet, man. Thanks for that by the way. Oh god, you want to punish her? This is perfect. I keep a list, you know, of infractions. She broke my mother's punch service bowl the other day and so she's got some fun coming. Other things too. I let her ask for it, letting it dangle out there, then make her plead and beg until she's fucking desperate. But this, god, handing her over to you? God, she'll lose her mind! You always did have perfect timing. I've been threatening to take her sister up on her flirting offers and this would be perfect. God, Lola will come unglued!"
Badger always had grasped situations nearly immediately. They'd shared a number of girls in college and had gained a reputation there. They both discovered their dominant ways together and learned together until they found the right girl. For a while, they shared her, using her submission to them both and driving her insane with their constant use of her. Dean sighed, that was a while ago! A long, long while ago, but it remained fresh in his mind. Unforgettable.
Lola was a black woman, thirty-five, curvaceous, viciously smart, an attorney, and wildly erotic behind closed doors. She and Badger lived in the same condominium building and so her submission to him was very convenient, in the strict sense of proximity. Staying ahead of her demanding lust was a chore. She was a door knocker....



"I'll go knock on her door, should I tell her it's you, dog? She'll want to get all dolled up if she knows it's you."
"Nope, don't then. Just bring her, fast as you can."
Dean felt the tremor of anticipation, complex and artful. Badger agreed and hung up.
He walked to the elevator and descended. He waited in the lobby for half an hour, an hour, two hours. It was like urban meditation. He knew if he returned upstairs, he'd take Diana. His body tingled with the need to have her, to use her but she needed to be disciplined, so he resisted that temptation and meditated. She'd transgressed and the law needed to be written on her body the way Kafka suggested. Her discipline began with his.
When Badger arrived, he led Lola into the lobby on a chain. She stared around, prancing like a show pony, daring anyone to look her in the eyes. Few did, none actually. She had that sort of erotic power that makes people blind, blind and humble. She spied Dean and took two steps in his direction but stopped and glanced down the length of glittering gold chain to the hand holding it and Badger behind it. They walked over to where Dean sat. Dean stood up and shook Badger's hand and then kissed Lola on the cheek. She looked a little miffed but didn't speak.
"She can't speak unless you tell her she can. The bitch babbled all the way over here. I told her who got her tonight and she came uncorked. I don't want her back until Sunday night if you like but kick her to the curb anytime you like." Badger was a robust man, with the classic barrel chest and a jolly demeanor. Every word was kidding but he always got his points across.
Lola nodded opened her mouth to speak, glanced at Badger and closed it again.
Badger extended a hand holding a small duffel.
"I don't know if you have tools but I brought some for Lola if you don't have any with you. I have to go take Lola's sister out to eat...and see what else I can get into her besides good food."
Lola grimaced but when he bent to kiss her, she threw her arms around his neck and the kiss turned epic. When she finally released him, he wiped his mouth on the back of his hand and glanced at Dean.
"She's a little wound up. I've had her on O restriction for 3 days and she's very obedient, about that at least, so she's getting a little frisky. I know how much you love the female orgasm."
Dean grinned and they shook hands again.
"I'll see you right over there about ten tomorrow? We can catch up." He looked at Lola, patted her fine, round ass then kissed her cheek again. She fairly purred with the attention. When he looked at Dean, Badger grinned again and shrugged. "I love her, what can I say? Listen, she's been a bad, bad girl so whatever you do with Di, she definitely deserves. How is our Diana, anyway?"
Dean shrugged.
"I fear she's about to have a difficult night."
The two exchanged glances then both looked at Dean. He smirked a little.
"Don't worry. I'm just fucking with her head a little, okay a lot. You like her, don't you, Lola?"
The woman nodded briskly.
Dean nodded. Badger who'd been holding Lola's chain the entire time extended it to Dean. Lola watched like a vice cop eye balling hookers.
"You be a good girl, for Mr. Barringer, now, Lola." Badger said, turned and walked away. Dean shook her chain a little and stepped past her. He felt her following and he got that lovely ripple up and down his spine. Nothing thrilled him like a well-trained, obedient woman. In the elevator, he put his arm around her and she shifted against him, her rich curves molded against him. She boldly patted his crotch and felt his erection. She looked up at him and beamed, her white teeth gleaming behind her thick, sensuous lips.
"Oh, Lola, you can speak now." Dean said but that gave him an idea. He felt the furtive glances from the others in the car but ignored them.
"Oh my god, that was so...!" Lola looked around the elevator and bit her lip. She turned and pressed her body full length against Dean and pulled his ear down to her lips. "...erotic!" She finished the incomplete thought. "I'm so aroused!"
She returned to standing in front of him, pulled his hand around her waist and then vampishly guided it up to cup her breast.
"Not talking like that! I thought I was going to explode!" She giggled and ground her ass against his cock. "How have you been, Deano? It's been what six months since you came around...?" She giggled then and the others in the car shifted a little giving her plenty of space.
"Came around..that's one word for it!" Lola fell silent then but reached around for Dean's other hand and pulled it around her. He suddenly tightened his arms around her and she squeaked, then giggled again. "God, Deano, I've missed you, son!" Given their age difference, that was amusing. He almost responded but the car stopped and he pushed her through the press and out into the landing. The door closed and they were alone in the padded silence of the hotel.
"I think we made them nervous, sweetie!" Lola said, her voice suddenly lowered like they'd stepped into a church.
"I think you made them nervous, Lola." Dean pulled her around and kissed her. Her mouth opened the moment their lips touched and she slashed at him with her tongue. Her plush lips pursed against his and her hands held him by the neck. When he let the kiss lapse, he backed away. Her eyes were closed.
"My god, man, but you kiss good. I felt that down between...my toes." She giggled again. Her voice was a fluid contralto that made her giggles sound like a burbling brook. "I forgot that about you. I always like to refresh my memory, though. Does a girl good to renew old acquaintances."
Dean patted her hips, loving the full feel of it, the soft bounce of her body. She had the classic build, the narrow waist and the boundless flare of her hips and ass the made her appear to be perched on her own body, had she had less bust, it'd have been more distinct but in general, she just appeared to be all curves.
"What do you have in store for Lola?" She said suddenly focusing on Dean's silence and his reticence.
"You've been a bad girl. So has Diana." Dean stopped, his mind working. "Come along then. I know how patient you are."
"Patient? No one ever called me...oh, okay. Sarcasm right? I get it. Shut your mouth." She giggled again. Lola the irrepressible, that should have been her name. She walked along with him, not talking but thoughts swarmed around her like angry hornets. Dean could feel her settling into curiosity and then resisting the temptation to blurt out every thought she had on the subject of what was in store for her. She rightly understood that her fate was sealed and she could make it worse, but not better...if worse was the proper word. Or better, for that matter.
At the door to the room, Dean stopped, the card in his hand, staring at it. He looked at Lola who looked back and forth from his eyes to the card but didn't speak. He nodded finally.
"Good, be very silent. Di doesn't know you're coming...."
"...I haven't yet but I hope to."
"...and I need to do something first." Dean smiled a little and inserted the card and waited for the light to turn green and for the ribald thunk of the lock opening.
He pushed open the door and stepped inside. Lola immediately got the giggles and had to put a hand to her lips to keep them silent. Dean walked down the little hallway to the main part of the room. Diana sat against the pillows.
"Oh my god, Master, please, please, fuck me! Oh my beautiful Master, please mount me. You love to mount your plaything, please I need it so good! All I could think about was...." Di noticed Dean's silence and her jaw snapped closed. "Master? Is something the matter? I thought you liked it when I begged? I've been practicing."
"Di, my pet, you must be silent now. You may not speak, not a word. Understood?"
Di nodded, her eyes round with curiosity and then rounder with that sudden injection of fear and trembling. She nodded again, tried to speak but her lips wouldn't open and all that she managed was a lurching sound that stayed in her chest. She began to tremble again. Dean walked over to her and pushed her legs wider. She settled back into the pillows and lifted her hips. He lifted the fall of her white skirt and exposed her burgundy crotch. When he touched a finger to her slit, she cooed. He pushed the fabric aside and fingered her until he found her entrance. He pushed two fingers deep into her. Diana groaned again, her body lifting with that distinct "fuck" action a woman's body has, when she lets it. Di surrendered completely to the motion. Dean pumped his fingers in and out of her for a few moments, until he felt her body responding with her slick approval then he pulled free from her.
Diana grunted and opened her eyes, questions dulling her dulled vision. Dean extended his coated fingers to her and she lifted her head, licking at them when they were close and then sucking her juice off of them when she could. For a moment, Dean thought about taking her right then. The wet, eager feel of her mouth pulling at his fingers tormented his resolve and dared him to compromise, invited it, tempted him. He pulled his fingers from Diana's sucking lips and put them inside her again, rubbing up and down her slit first before inserting them deeply, as before. This time she did groan and her ass bounced on the bed with lurid anticipation.
When he withdrew from her, she opened her mouth and lay back, closing her eyes, her hips still rising and falling on the bed. She didn't open them again until he appeared with Lola in tow. He offered his fingers to Lola and she sniffed then nodded, and licked them clean before sucking them into her mouth, much as Diana had done moments before. Diana watched her, shifting between being astonished and aghast.
When he withdrew his fingers from Lola's mouth, she glanced at Di and waved.
"Hey Sweetie, you look delicious!"
"Hello, Lola." Di said and her face snapped into an expression of surprise and chagrin.
Then Dean slapped Lola, not hard, with an open hand. Both women looked astonished. Dean put his hand back to Lola's cheek and pulled her close and kissed her, gently, softly. He turned away from her to face Diana on the bed.
"Diana, when you do something wrong, Lola gets punished. She will suffer. You can't tell her why or what you have done but this is my punishment for you, you must watch me punish Lola here, for your failure tonight. Do you understand? Do as you like, but know this, if you ignore me, disobey me in any way, Lola receives the result, not you. You will watch me punish her." Dean looked back at Lola, then again at Diana. "Is that understood?"
Diana nodded.
He smiled.
"She'll also get any rewards you are due." Diana's face told the entire story, her chagrin and the sudden, dawning understanding of her true punishment. Diana swallowed but nodded.
"Yes Master." Diana said.
Lola cowered even before Dean's hand snapped against her cheek again, this time harder.
The crack in the room made it seem small, the echo was evanescent but the action reverberated. Before Dean could do anything, Lola wrapped herself around him, pulled his head to her lips and whispered in his ear.
"My god, you evil motherfucker! God I love you! What a jolt! I am yours, baby, punish me for the bitch and make her watch us!" Lola backed up and stared up at him. She tapped the collar on her neck. "I have to take this off, uh, Master, because its only for Badger, Master Badger I mean. I don't know what's going on but he gave me to you, and so I'm yours, just not the collar. I'll be right back."
Lola sauntered into the bathroom and closed the door.
Dean walked over to the bed and looked down on his submissive woman. Diana stared up at him.
"You know you were a bad girl, right Di?"
She nodded vigorously.
"Bad enough to deserve the belt?"
"Oh my god!" She mouthed, but made no sound. She clamped her mouth closed and nodded. She tried to twist and show him her ass.
"You looked beautiful, tonight, Di. I don't know if I told you. I was so proud, right up until you fucked everything up. I don't know if we'll ever be invited back!"
The bathroom door opened and Lola filled up the room and huddled against Dean. She looked over at Di. Diana's eyes welled and shown.
"Dean, you bastard what did you do to her!" She shucked him off like three day old sweats and moved to the bed. "Is your Master being cruel to you, Diana, dear?" Lola asked, petting Di's head and smoothing her ruffled hair.
Di looked horrified and shook her head, "No!" but without a sound.
Lola touched the back of her index finger to Di's cheek and wiped away the fat tear that had streaked down it.
"Diana, just lay back and relax. Master Deano will punish me for you, whatever you want, just say the word and I know he'll give me what you deserve!" She looked back at Dean and wink broadly. Di was shaking her head, "No" vehemently. Lola didn't see, but Dean did.
"Miss Lola, please go lay on the bed, over there, the other one."
Lola blinked at him and then swallowed hard before going over and literally tossing herself onto it, onto her back.
Dean shook his head.
"No, no your stomach. Show me that fine, black ass of yours." She rolled over. She lay mostly on the bed, across it, her ankles off the edge, her black suede, half-boots not touching it. Dean undressed, removing his suit coat, releasing the black tie around his neck and hanging up the coat. He untied his shoes, toed them off and took off his pants. He held them up and pulled the inch and a half wide belt loose.
Lola didn't see but Diana did. She began shaking her head, violently which only rattled the cuffs on the metal.
"Not a sound, Di." Dean said softly. She went still but her eyes were wide and pleading.
Dean stripped down his briefs and pulled off his socks before hanging his suit pants up. He moved around to the other bed, feeling his nudity as an erotic thing all on its own, with both women still fully dressed in the room. He lay the belt beside Lola's head. Her eyes opened.
"Oh shit." She breathed, the words eking out of her mouth like they were being pried loose.
Dean sat beside her, naked. He put a hand on her rump and massaged it gently, then sunk his fingers into the plush firmness of her great ass.
"Oh god, that feels wonderful. Don't stop."
"Don't tell me what to do, Lola. Is that how you were trained?"
"Oh my god, I am so sorry, Sir. Or do you prefer Master Dean? You are my master tonight, so I can call you that if you wish."
"I like Master, please, Lola."
She wore a tight, black, pinstriped skirt that didn't quite reach to mid-thigh but hugged her body like a coat of paint. The blouse was white so her black skin showed through it's sheer brilliance giving the impression of depth and import. Dean stood up.
He picked up the belt, doubled it and then slammed it down on the bed next to Lola's face. She jerked as if he'd hit her. When he did, though, laying the doubled belt across her broad ass, she didn't move a muscle. She went silent and still as London fog.
Dean struck her again. She grunted this time.
"What? Lola you mustn't mumble!" Dean struck her again.
"Harder, Master, please!" Lola's voice rippled with the empty angst of anticipation.
Dean struck her again, but he moved to the side and stared at Diana before and after the belt landed. The snap of its impact filled the room and lingered, hanging in the lurid air. It fell again and this time Lola raised her ass and then settled down on the bed again. Her arms extended over her head. She turned her face and buried it in the coverlet. The belt fell again. She raised her head.
"Make me scream Master Dean, please, make me scream!" The belt fell and she did scream but buried it in the mattress, her ass was rising and falling like she was fucking a suggestion.
The belt fell again. And again. And again.
Diana hung at the headboard, her hands clasped the chains of the cuffs that bound her to the bed but she sagged. Each time the belt fell, she whimpered. Her own hips were rising, and falling, rising, and falling. She kept putting her thighs together and squirming but with no satisfaction. Whenever she caught Dean glancing at her, she raised her ass off the bed and shimmied as best she could.
Dean was hard. He was beating Lola with infrequent strikes but hard, harder than he'd ever struck Diana but Diana had always had her ass bare when she was spanked. Doing Lola this way felt...significant somehow. A tease to her, perhaps, giving her the pain but not the sharp snap of the belt on her skin. He had paused and was considering unwrapping his dark package of cunt when it occurred to him that he had other options. He turned to face Diana with the belt in his left hand. She shrank back, her eyes wide, saucer wide, pie plate wide, man hole wide. She spread her legs at him and lifted her hips.
He sat beside her and she sighed and lay still, watching him, the adoration blinking in her eyes. He lifted her skirt, exposing her. She wriggled her hips under his gaze and he heard the sound of her body, her pussy squelching. He verified it with his fingers. Di was truly and thoroughly wet. He pushed fingers into her and she grunted, then screamed a little, before she clamped her lips down. She did drive herself onto his finger as best she could but Dean abandoned her immediately moving over to Lola. He dropped the belt beside her outstretched arms, grasped her by the hair and lifted her head. He fed her his slurried fingers.
Lola groaned softly then struggled to her elbows, took hold of his hand and licked at it voraciously. She rocked onto her side to look up at him.
"Skin. Please Master Dean, the belt on my bare skin!"
Dean looked over at Diana. Her eyes fixed on them with laser like ferocity but she was weeping, her eyes glistened with tears and her cheeks were streaked with mascara. Her tongue kept skipping out and sniping at the tears at the corner of her mouth.
Dean turned Lola over onto her back. Her great, black breasts heaved in the white blouse but she lay there, her eyes closed and waiting, soaking up his naked lust towering over her. Dean grasped her by the hair again and with a hand under her right arm, dragged her to the far edge of the bed so that her head dangled. He moved around so his cock was over her chin. Lola placed her hands on his bare thighs. Dean looked at Di. She stared at him, her man-hole eyes gleamed in the dirty light of the hotel room.
Lola swallowed. Dean saw the motion begin and then the ripple in her throat as it traveled down it, vanishing into the cleavage of her breasts. The match between Lola's mouth and his hard cock wasn't perfect so Dean leaned over her. He adjusted, then with one hand bent his cock to her lips. They felt velvety and soft, expressive and alive, kissing the end and side of his cock. Her tongue snaked out and scored his skin, leaving him grunting with the raucous pleasure. He dipped his cock down and she tipped her head back. Her mouth opened and he pushed into her, not stopping when he bumped the back of her throat.
She grunted, her body squirmed. Her hands were knotted in the bedspread at her sides. Her head tipped back further and he pushed the remainder of his cock into her mouth. Dean leaned on his hands at either side of Lola's voluptuous body. He peered down his torso at his cock and Lola's neck. He pushed and saw the end of his cock furrow the skin of her neck. He watched, fascinated as he pushed into her throat and withdrew, seeing his cock move her throat as he pushed in it. He was throat-fucking her.
That set of words set off a riot of feelings in him. Dean moved his hips back and forth, thrust into the woman's mouth. She gagged around his cock, controlled it and gagged again. He pulled back and let her swallow and recover. He balanced on one hand, grasped the leaf of her blouse and yanked at it. Buttons pinged around them, and her breasts appeared, huddled on her chest in the plain, tan bra. He pulled on the bra until the underwire surrendered and slipped over her tits. He pushed his cock into Lola's mouth again. She'd held him in her lips while she adjusted but when he pushed, she tipped her head and took his cock straight into her throat again.



Dean groaned but picked up the pace. Still balanced on one hand, he grasped her by the hair and held her still while he rammed his cock down her throat. Her body bucked on the bed, thrashing and pitching as he thrust into her throat but her hands remained resolutely knotted in the bedspread. Dean lifted his eyes from the body he was violating and sought Diana. She was weeping openly. When she met his gaze, her hands twinkled in the cuffs, making them rattle. She twisted her clothed body this way and that way but never broke the connection of her eyes to his. She was panting, her tongue constantly licked her lips.
Dean felt the first hint of an orgasm and not wanting to loose it into Lola's mouth, perhaps "not wanting" was an overstatement, preferring to pump cum into her cunt, he pulled out of her mouth. Lola lay on the bed, her head hinged off the edge, grunting and gasping. Dean helped her to sit up and shuffle forward so she could lay back and not have her head dangling. She lay, her blouse a ruin, her tits bared but wearing the bra above them, across her chest, her skirt still tight on her thighs and ass.
"Oh fuck me, Deano, you know how to punish a girl!" Lola finally regained her voice. "God, you can use me any old day you like, daddy O." She laughed, not the giggled but a woman's chuckled. "That's what I'll call you, Daddy Orgasm!"
Dean grunted. He moved around to the other side of the bed, grasped the woman by the knees and slid her across it to the edge. He felt up the sides of her tight pinstriped black skirt for a zipper. He found two, one on each side. He released each and the tautness of the skirt dissipated. She lifted her lower legs, the obvious invitation to strip the skirt down them but Dean stopped to remove her black velvet half boots. He held first one leg by the calf and removed the shoe. Lola lay still, still recovering her breath.
When her feet were bare, he shifted the skirt down her bare legs and off. She wore only a pair of black bikinis that were clearly wet, the plume showing her arousal covered most of the visible cloth. Lola was very, very wet. Dean tucked his fingers under the woman's panties and peeled them off of her body. He crawled over her and stripped off the bra and the shredded blouse. She lay quiescent under him, licking her lush lips and watching him with glistening anticipation. He bent down and licked and sucked her nipples, back and forth, kissing around the arch of her smoky breast and bitting her a little each time he moved away from a spot.
Finally, he left her, gratified to see that glazed, aroused look in her eyes. He glanced at Diana. Her eyes flicked from the nude woman to him, back and forth as though she couldn't control their movement. Dean focused on Di, waiting for her eyes to fix and stay with his but before that happened, Lola spoke.
"Belt." She whispered, her voice barely a groan, barely a grunt. "Skin. Please!"
He turned back to her. The belt lay lank beside her head.
He turned her, moving her body as though she had no will and indeed she gave him little help. He twisted her around so she lay lengthwise on the bed. He crawled up her body, pushed her legs wide and mounted her. She tensed then, clinched down on him with legs and cunt. Her back arched and she orgasmed, so she said.
"Coming!" She groaned. "God, oh god, coming!"
Dean ground down into her, their pubic bones crunched together. Lola bucked under him again. He pulled out of her scorching pleasure. That stopped Lola's bucking climax, which surprised him. She writhed a little on the bed. He used her knees to twist her over onto her face and picked up the belt. Standing beside the bed, looking across it at Di, he regarded the naked black woman.
"Count, Lola." He said and brought the belt down on her ass. It snapped like a cracking tree limb. She screamed.
"One. Oh god, Master, one!"
He looked over at Di on the bed, arms pulled wide, legs akimbo. Her skirt covered her but she kept jerking one leg as though trying to move it. She hung from the cuffs, her hands no longer holding onto their chains. She dangled.
"Count, Diana." Dean said, his voice even.
"What?"
Dean struck Lola's bare ass, hard. The belt snapped on her flesh, making it quiver. She didn't move a muscle but cried out immediately.
"Two, Master!"
"No. Not two, Lola, not until Diana counts for us, with you." Dean struck her again. Lola cried out again.
"One Master!"
"How many will she get, Diana?"
"What?" Di lifted her head, her eyes from the naked woman to look at Dean.
Dean struck Lola again. Di's lips clamped shut.
"One, Master, oh god, one!" Lola cried out again.
"Disrespect me again and we could be here all night and poor Lola won't sit right for a week!" Dean said, speaking as though he were discussing the weather. He tossed the belt on the bed beside Lola. Her hand moved to it but she didn't grasp it. She caressed it, her fingers tracing the edge of the leather. Dean saw that, the tenderness in the motion. Lola seemed to feel his eyes on her skin, turned her head his direction and twisted to look up at him, her breasts puddling under her. Di saw, she couldn't see Lola's eyes but she felt it, the exchange between them. She shivered.
Dean walked over to the little mini bar and found a couple jiggers of scotch and poured both into a tumbler. He tasted it, set down the glass and picked up the ice bucket. He found a hotel robe, donned it and looked at the two women. Di was hanging, not looking at him. Lola lay on the bed, naked, not moving at all. She seemed to be soaking in the moment, the stillness, the anticipation. He walked out the door and down to the ice machine, filled the bucket and walked back. He was only a few steps away from the door when he had that awful realization that he'd not picked up the key card on the way out. He shrugged. Small mistakes do not make small men. Small ambition may, though.
He knocked on the door. Waited. Knocked again.
When it opened, he was hard again because there was only one way the door opened. Lola stood at the door, naked, her great tits waved at him. Dean raised his eyes from those alluring breasts and found her eyes. They were glassy, glistening. Her lips were full, moist and she kept licking them with her thick, pink tongue.
"Forget something, Master?" She said, her voice ripe with amusement.
"You're my key...and my key hole." Dean muttered, suddenly amused with himself.
He pushed past the nude woman, going to the little bar he sat the ice down. Di was watching him. He put ice in his drink and turned around. Lola stood at the foot of what had been her bed. He gestured at Lola with the drink in his hand.
"Come here, Lola." He said softly.
She moved with celerity, making her breasts waggle and jig. She didn't stand before him, she opened his robe and pressed her voluptuous body against his. Her skin was not cool but dry, smooth and silken. She put her hand on his hard cock and held him before looking up at him. Dean put the glass to her lips and tipped it up. She sipped some of it and choked a little then gained control and swallowed the fiery liquid.
Dean took another drink and set the glass down, now frigid in his hand. He pushed Lola away and shrugged off his robe. She made to get to her knees but he grasped her by the arm and turned her to the foot of Diana's bed. Lola understood immediately, she bent over, spreading her feet a little, and planted her hands on the bed. She arched her back and her pussy made a soft little noise, like when a spoon is stuck into a large pot of jam. Diana stared down her body at them, widening her legs a little but her crotch remained covered by her skirt.
He moved behind her, fingered her pussy until she opened to him and then entered her. His cock penetrated the hot, wet slurry of her body, jolting him with the fabulous feel of her pussy. Lola groaned softly but otherwise didn't move. Her body clamped down on him and she massaged his cock with her expressive cunt.
"How many times shall I strike her, Diana? You decide. This is your punishment."
"Fifty!" Lola chortled. "I love the belt! Badger will love it if I am bruised to hell and gone next week!" She laughed, a throaty purr in her throat. "He loves when I groan in pain and he has to comfort me and like that!"
Dean slapped her ass, a playful swipe that nonetheless cracked in the humming silence of the room. She moaned.
"Shut up, Lola. I wasn't talking to you."
"Everyone is talking to me, Master." She giggled again but when Dean ground his cock around inside her, she stopped and hummed to herself. Dean took hold of her hips and intensified their joining. They were joined, her lush ass crumpled between them pressing at him, enveloping his senses, commanding his attention. He wanted to move, to hammer her, to fuck her, to slam her flat onto the bed. He didn't. He remained still, but inside, she gnawed at him, shifting her cunt around his cock, pulling at him as though to drag him deeper.
"Di, I asked you a question." Dean said, raising his eyes from the woman mounted on his cock to the one cuffed to the headboard of the bed. She looked confused and terrified at once. He understood. "You may answer my questions, but just that. No commentary, no begging, not yet anyway. Answer me, woman." His voice sounded like the hum of a motor, low and steady but with a resonate grumble to it.
"Twenty, sir." Di whispered.
"No."
"Twenty-five, sir?"
Dean nodded.
"That's a good girl, Di. You finally got it right." He hunched against Lola, rocking her forward. She groaned from the feel of his cock touching her, moving around inside her molten cunt. She squelched then and Dean felt her verdant body bubble between them. He pulled free of Lola, regretfully, albeit, and peered between her legs. A line of clear liquid streamed down one thigh, ending just above the lined back of her dark knee.
He tapped Lola gently on the small of her back.
"On the bed, dear." He said softly. When she made to stand, his hand restrained her and she realized she wasn't returning to her own bed. She put a knee on the end of Di's bed and let it take her weight. She hesitated when she neared Di's foot. Di watched her movement with a sort of dazed fascination.
"I've always wanted to, Master." Lola whispered.
"What? Wanted to do what?" Dean asked. He knew. Badger had told him about Lola's midnight confessions but he'd dismissed them but now they came back to him but this time from Lola's own lips.
"I want to eat your girl." Lola spoke slowly, as though trying unfamiliar words, like it was a new language for her and she was unsteady in it. "Master." She added belatedly and then turned her head as though to look at him but didn't twist all the way around.
"She doesn't like that idea." Dean whispered.
Now Lola did twist to look at him, her smooth, brown body rippled as she stressed it to look back at Dean. She posed in mid-crawl, one knee on the bed the other still stuck to the floor.
"Do you care?" She asked, her eyes flashing with challenge. "Master?" She added, late again.
Dean moved his gaze to Diana and found her gaping at him. He offered her the slightest of smiles and then put a hand on Lola's ass and gave her a little shove. She finished mounting the bed, stopping to pose now on all fours, just about touching Diana's feet. Her breath surely puffed onto Di's legs.
"She'd love it when I finished with her!" Lola mumbled. Dean smacked her lightly on the ass.
"Di, open your legs. Lola, lay down between them, as close to her crotch as possible without touching her." Dean went to the other bed and picked up the belt. "Count." He said, "both of you." He brought the belt down onto Lola's stout ass with casual force. It barely made a sound.
"You can do better than that." Lola whispered. "Master." She added, still late, again.
"One." Diana said, her voice croaking.
"One what? Di?" Dean struck Lola again.
"Two, Master." Diana hissed her eyes fixed on the woman between her legs like it was a huge viper.
"No, Di. Count properly!" Dean struck Lola again. This time she jerked and the belt cracked on her ass, making it move and jiggle before she tensed, drawing up her muscles in response to the driving sensations assaulting her.
"One, Master! One!" Diana cried out then, suddenly weeping, her voice gurgled with it. Tears appeared in her eyes again and one burst free and ran down her cheek. "Oh Lola, I'm sorry!"
"Shut up, bitch, don't distract him." Lola snarled. "One, Master." She added, her voice suddenly bow string taut.
Dean stuck her again and again, and again. Each time, Di numbered it with her streaking voice and Lola groaned then echoed the count. Dean laid the belt to the black woman until they got to thirteen using regular timing, hesitating just enough for their voices to wriggle in and announce the count. To that point, the steady, regular, even distribution moved from the tops of her thighs in the shadow of her butt, to the small of her back. He stopped.
Lola was panting but oddly, Diana was panting harder, louder, constantly licking her lips, sucking air between her teeth. She sounded like an orchestral interlude in an atonal opera. The room felt small, close. Dean waited. Neither woman moved. He was hard, so hard he felt like the skin on his cock was too small, constraining him.
He struck Lola flush across the arch of her ass. Hard.
She jerked and screamed, not a word but that inchoate screech that is supposed to gain God's attention and hold it.
"Fourteen, Master. Oh god, Master!" Diana's voice crackled, almost harmonizing with the belt.
"Fourteen! Master!" Lola agreed.
Dean waited. And waited. And waited.
His cock began to wilt, so he'd waited a beat too long. He struck again. Lola screamed this time.
"Fifteen, Master." Di gasped, all volume drained away from her tone leaving just the husk of the words as though she was being turned inside out by their departure from her lips.
"Fifteen, Master Dean!" Lola's voice went all throaty, gravelly and rough. Dean struck her again and then again and again.
"Sixteen, seventeen, eighteen!" Diana rasped then gasped. "Master. Master. Master!" She rattled.
"Sixteen, seventeen, eighteen." Lola said but her voice was languid, soft.
Dean hit her again, the hardest yet. Lola's scream was loud and long. She spoke first though.
"Nineteen, Master Dean. My god, my god, my god!"
"Nineteen, Master Dean." Diana echoed, her voice going small and dainty.
Dean struck Lola again. This time, finally, her ass moved. The whole time, she'd laid between Diana's spread legs not moving a muscle, like a hare hiding from the fox, her arms folded under her chest, elbows against her sides.
"Twenty, Master." Lola said her voice finally tightening.
"Twenty, Master." Diana agreed.
Dean counted to ten and struck her again. Both woman responded, almost together, no longer seeming to acknowledge each other, mingling their voices together into a lurid chorus. He struck Lola again and her ass rose and dropped but then repeated the motion, haltingly like an engine struggling to ignite and run on its own. In just that way, Lola's ass began to move, up and down, humping nothing but an idea.
Dean struck her again.
"Oh god, Twenty-three, Master, my sweet, sweet Master!" Lola's voice broke.
"Twenty-three!" Diana's voice had turned papery, brittle, like she was scrapping the words out of her ribcage with the jaw bone of a jackass.
Dean struck Lola's ass again, the hardest yet. Lola howled but she continued to hump nothing. She wriggled her ass once and her pussy squelched, sounding loud in the room.
"Twenty-four!" Lola gasped. "Master, master, master, twenty-four!"
"Twenty-four." Diana's voice was quiet, almost non-existent, making no more sound than a hummingbird's wings, whirring with her attention. "Oh my loving Master."
"Oh Christ's chairs!" Lola whispered. "Oh my god, my god, Sir, I am so turned on. I have never been this wet. I'm a puddle waiting for you to dip into me. My god, you can belt me anytime, Deano!" She giggled harshly, not as before, but cackling almost. "Master Deano, I mean."
Dean didn't move. He regarded Diana with a steady gaze, not moving until finally she lifted her stare from the naked woman laying between her spread legs to Dean's eyes.
"Tell me when, Kitten." Dean whispered.
She goggled, Diana did. Her eyes grew wide again and nearly round.
Dean didn't move, not a muscle, not the belt which this time unlike every time before, he left laying on Lola's tortured ass. He didn't move his eyes from Di's eyes either. He held her gaze until she blinked furiously and looked away, at the windows, the ceiling the bar, all around her as though tracking a sparrow trapped in the room, and doomed.
Dean waited.
"Oh my god." Lola lifted her head. She struggled to her elbows. With one hand she moved the flap of Diana's skirt from between her legs, exposing the white skin of her inner thighs and the burgundy thong. Lola took a finger and moved the swatch of fabric covering Di's pussy aside.
Dean did not shift focus. He felt Lola look back at him. Diana still wasn't meeting his gaze.
"She doesn't like that." Dean said, heard the hoarse quality of his voice, cleared his throat and repeated himself, word for word. "She doesn't like that."
Lola turned back to Diana's pussy and suddenly ran her tongue up the rippling folds of it. Diana flinched and cringed away.
"Twenty-five! Master!" Diana cried out, locking her eyes on the woman between her legs.
Dean cracked the belt onto Lola's ass, so hard she both jerked and yelped. He tossed the belt aside but froze.
"Twenty-five, Master Dean." Lola mumbled.
"Twenty-five, Master...Dean." Diana echoed.
Dean pushed Lola's legs wide and knelt in the space between them. He grasped her by the hips and lifted. Lola crooked her knees under her body and let him set her down on them, as though she were a folding table, built for his convenience. He moved behind her. She wriggled her ass. It was hot to the touch and she groaned as his hands gripped her, pulling her ass cheeks apart in preparation for entering her.
"Tell me to fuck her, Kitten." Dean whispered.
"Fuck me, for fuck's sake! What are you asking her for! It's my cunt! Uh, Master." Lola growled. She felt his cock bobbing against her ass and tried to fit herself onto it to no avail. She needed his help. She keened a little in her throat.
Dean waited.
Diana's eyes finally found and halted on Dean's. She blinked a few times but didn't look away. She licked her lips then nodded once. When Dean didn't respond, she pulled her eyes away from his and focused on the black woman on all fours between her legs.
"Yes, fuck her, Master." Diana whispered softly.
"What, Di? I didn't hear you."
"Yes, Master, fuck her. Fuck Lola."
"Is that a command, Di?" Dean asked archly. That brought her eyes back to his.
"Oh god!" She gasped. Her arms rattled the cuffs and she shifted back, pulling herself up on the bed. "Please, Master, please fuck her. Fuck Lola."
Dean didn't move, still.
"You want to watch, Di? You want to glut your eyes on the sight of me thrusting my hard cock in this cunt?"
"Of course she does, for fuck's sake!" Lola snarled.
"Oh god, yes!" Diana gasped. She bent her knees, leaving Lola unframed on the bed. "I do. Fuck her, like you'd fuck me if..." Her eyes widened. "I'm not supposed to be talking!"
Dean positioned his cock at Lola's entrance and thrust into her. Her body welcomed him, a slick desire that let him slide deep into her. Lola dropped her head onto her forearms, shivering. Her ass was hot against Dean's body as he docked with the bent black woman, her ebony body accepted him with compliments and wet agreement that this was her purpose in life, to be beaten and penetrated.



"Oh god, Master!" Di's voice wavered. "Oh god, please, Master."
Dean steeled himself and pulled free of Lola's incredible body.
"What the fuck...er...Master." Lola lifted her head and glared back at him. "Put it back, that's mine!"
Dean moved his eyes from Diana to Lola. For a moment, Lola maintained her glare but then she twisted back around.
"Sorry, sorry, Deano, I lost my shit there for a moment. A Master Deano, Master Dean I mean."
She crouched, her back arched, her head down, her legs apart so that her pussy stared out from between her full ass. She went still and waited. Her pussy bubbled, glistening.
"You brought some implements?" Dean said softly.
"What, Master?" Lola twisted to look at him
"You brought some implements? Toys? Sex tools to work on you?"
"Oh my god, yes, you sweet, sweet man. Do you want me to get them for you?" Lola's voice had lost its syrupy ease and was tense, strained like a guy wire in the wind. Her ass wriggled and one hand moved back to touch it but then fluttered in the air above it, wanting to touch the hot skin but not daring to do so.
"Yes, Lola, do you have butt plugs?"
Lola groaned, raising up on her arms and backing away from Di's still wide open legs. Diana's skirt remained tilted over her crotch so the burgundy of her thong appeared on her pale skin, a slash of color that pulled at the eyes. Diana was clearly very wet. Dean moved around Lola as she crawled backwards off the bed. She went around to the entrance to the room and returned with a small duffel slung over one shoulder. She went to the empty bed and opened it. The first thing she removed was a pair of weighted nipple clamps. They each had a very tiny bell on it that tinkled with every movement, sounding like Tinker Bell being butt fucked.
She shook them at Dean until he looked away from Di and, seeing them nodded.
"Oh my god!" Di groaned aloud.
Dean moved immediately, arriving behind Lola as she withdrew a flat plastic box, pink. Dean put an arm around her neck and dragged her from the edge of the bed. She dropped the box. It bounced once and thumped to the floor. Dean pulled Lola around to the side of Di's bed, holding her with his arm crooked around her neck. Lola held onto his arm but otherwise made him drag her as dead weight. That choked her some as his arm took most of her weight and thus pressed with that force onto her windpipe and neck.
With his free hand he grasped her right leg and lifted it dragging her over to the side of the bed beside Diana. He lifted that leg until Lola understood and put her heel onto the bed, opening herself for him. She stood on one leg with his arm secure around her neck, her hands gripping it to keep from hanging herself in the crook of his elbow if she lost her balance and fell and one leg propped on the bed.
Dean released her leg and pinched one nipple then the other. Lola groaned in the choked way his arm around her neck allowed. She wriggled in his hold but not to escape, to press her burnished ass against his cool, naked body. Dean released her nipple and ran his hand down between her legs. Lola was yet wet. He found her entrance and shoved three fingers into her. She tensed against him, struggling but fucking his fingers, popping her ass forward in the peculiar snapping motion that women have mastered and named. She twearked his fingers.
Dean fucked her with his hand, jamming three fingers into her faster and faster, pausing only to rub her clit with his thumb. In a world of minutes, Lola contorted, writhing and jerking as she came, her hands pulling at the arm around her neck even as it tightened and took away her breath just as the climax peaked in her body. She could not speak or make any sound. Di watched in horror and fascination while the woman orgasmed in absolute silence, not a sound came out of her mouth. Her lips turned pearly as they foamed and then parted showing her brilliant white and perfect teeth. Her body bucked and shook and then twisted to get away from the fingers slashing into her. When Dean pressed his thumb onto her clit, she bucked and fought him the more, violently with her strength and will but to no avail.
Only when she quit resisting him and hung from his arm did he relax his hold on her and remove his pistoning fingers from her cunt. She teetered on the one leg, knee locked, the other dismissed on the bed, utterly lank and limp. It's limpness invaded her body and she dropped her weight onto his arm. Dean staggered with the change in balance and moved back a step or two and sat on the bed, carrying Lola with him. She sat between his legs and as the arm around her neck relaxed, she coughed and sputtered.
"Jesus blue balls, Deano! I never came like that before! My god! You must tell Badger about that! I, god, I never knew that would be so...so...god what just happened?"
Rather than punishing her for disrespect, Dean laid her back and covered her mouth with his. The kiss into the midst of her panting breathlessness made it worse again so when he relented and left her mouth, she lay puddled on the bed, rocking from one heated and bruised ass cheek to the other. He disentangled from her naked body draped on the side of the bed like a discarded net and stood up. He opened her legs and pushed his fingers into her again. Lola jerked and moaned as he coated two fingers with her oozing jelly.
He moved to Diana and fed her his fingers. She watched him but licked them clean and then accepted them into her mouth.
"I want to let her eat you, Di." He said softly so presumably only she could hear. Diana didn't react at all but continued sucking on his fingers. "I won't. I should. I want to. But I won't. She'd insist that you eat her and I'd have to refuse her and that would be cruel, unbalanced." Dean smiled softly. He removed his fingers from his woman's mouth and unhooked her near arm from the headboard. Freed from the restraint, it went right to his cock.
"Fuck me, My beautiful Master, please! Fuck me now!" She wrapped her hand around his cock, the burgundy nail polish nearly matched the color of his aroused cock. For a moment, he thought about it, his body imagining her under him, him inside her, her reaction, her response to his pleasure. He shook his hand and pried her hand off his cock.
"Since you asked...I'm going to fuck her. Lola. Not you." He said, making explicit the punishment.
In that moment, Diana understood. It showed in her eyes, a swarthy darkness that turned the brown of her eyes to deep pools of confused arousal. She went completely lax as he rearranged her on the bed. He pulled her down onto her back and used one set of cuffs on her two wrists, looped through the lattice work. The other he attached to her left ankle and attached it to the leg of bed. She was stretched on the bed but with one leg off of it. She had to keep her legs open and wide to remain comfortably on the bed. It opened her, making a salacious tableau of her body.
Satisfied, Dean came around to the other bed where Lola lay on her side watching him move Diana around.
"Fuck toy. Almost you make me jealous." Lola said, her voice rasping. "She's your fuck toy, I mean. After what you just did to me, Christ fuck the disciples, I am jealous, I can tell you. And that doesn't happen much. Rarely. Never. Er, Master."
Dean glanced at Diana stretched on the bed, still in her dress, the pearly lattice around her neck on the dress shimmered. She stared at him from between her outstretched arms. He looked back at Lola.
"You have butt plugs?"
"Oh licking Christ!" Lola breathed, her voice rattling. "Yes. The middle one I think, Deano. My ass is on fire still and god, if you fuck me on my back! I'll come rivers, oceans!" She rolled to her knees and crawled to the end of the bed and sorted through the bag there, drawing out a butt plug about three inches long with the arrowhead design, round with a flange on the outer end. She extended it to Dean. He took it from her fingers and turned around to show it to Diana. She stared at it, her eyes twitching and licking her lips.
Dean noticed, turned and found Lola on her knees, her face on the bed, with both hands pulling at her ass, opening herself for him. He patted her ass and laid the butt plug on the small of her back.
"Don't move." The words sent a profound shiver through Lola's body.
Dean went to the bar and poured cold water from a bottle into a tumbler. He went to Diana, lifted her head and let her drink. She guzzled it loudly then smiled at him. He took the tumbler with scotch and offered it to her. She took a little and swallowed, also loudly. She laid back and closed her eyes as though some handsome young attendant was rubbing her feet.
Dean took the water bottle to Lola and let her drink. She did and then resumed her position without further instructions.
He finished the scotch himself, then got water for himself for he was parched. When he took the butt plug from off Lola's back, she heaved a huge sigh.
"God, Master, that was...that was...I don't know what. Not something you can do again but, god. Put it in my pussy and then my ass will take it okay, I think." Her body shook for a moment. "Oh god, Deano, My Master, I mean, I can feel it already inside me. God, I want it. Push it in, fill me up then you can use me any way you like." She gasped a little. "God, I never say that, Master! What are you doing to me? You should send Badger a bill! Training costs!" Lola guffawed then, she made herself laugh but halted when the tip of the plug touched her cunt. She shifted back and forth on her knees and then stilled.
Dean pushed the butt plug into the woman. Her ass lifted as he pushed the thing into her runny cunt. Lola quit breathing until it was all inside of her with the flanges holding it in sway, suspending it in her frothing cunt. Dean had to pry it out of her as the woman seemed able to clamp down on it so tightly that it felt firmly affixed inside her and that was just her pussy.
He inspected it when it came free. Lola had coated it copiously. He put the tip to her ass hole, a little dimple in the dusky expanse of her ass. When he pushed, Lola exhaled. The first inch penetrated her. Dean looked around at Di then moved to the side, showing Diana the butt plug perched in the woman's asshole. The flanges were metal encased in brilliant white plastic so it seemed to gleam and shine against her dark skin.
"I want it all." Lola grunted. Her hands were pulling at her ass very hard, pulling his skin tight around the butt plug.
Dean pushed a little more of it into her ass. Lola exhaled again when he paused. When she inhaled, he pushed the thing the remainder of the way into her ass. He felt her sphincter snap around the notch in it and it was inside her, properly placed and impossible for her to expel without help of hands, her own or someone else's.
"Oh Christ in a cage!" Lola mumbled. "I feel so full. God, my cunt wants filled now, the greedy little slut!" She tickled herself again and she laughed but this time it relaxed with her. She reached a hand around and touched the thing in her ass.
Dean looked at Diana. He helped Lola off the bed, led her around to Diana's side of the bed and forced Lola to her knees. The black woman opened her mouth and extended her tongue, eyes cast upward. Dean was spongy but when he touched his cock to her tongue, Lola sucked it in and down her throat and his cock snapped back erect. He looked at Diana. Her face was just about even with them, with Lola's mouth and his cock so she could see them clearly, right there beside her. Finding Dean looking at her, she moaned a little.
"Do you wish this was you, Kitten?" Dean whispered.
"Oh my god, Master, I do! I swear I'll never embarrass you like that again!"
"No, you won't, Kitten. No you won't." Dean pulled out of Lola's mouth and then helped her to her feet. He pulled her into another kiss, their naked bodies blending and twitching together. He broke the kiss and led her back around the bed to the space between the beds. She made to climb onto her vacant bed but Dean stopped her and directed her instead to lay down beside Diana.
"Oh my god, you evil motherfucker! You're going to do this to her?" Lola said as she lay down. She spread her legs for him without any instructions, pressing her thick thigh against Diana's hips. The white woman shivered but didn't move.
Dean got onto the bed between Lola's legs. When he fit his cock to her pussy, her lower body rose up and kissed his cock before gulping it down. He followed her body down, letting her settle onto the bed as he settled into her. Lola exhaled again and then groaned.
"My god, Master, my ass is on fire and sore and, and, and the plug...oh my god...with your cock! Oh, god." She shifted under him and Dean lifted up to see what she was doing. Lola reached out a dark hand and touched Diana, touching her prominent breast with the back of her hand. "I'm so sorry, Diana, I am, but your man has me in the palm of his hand. If he moves a mouse's whisker, I'm going to come, screaming. I'm, god, I'm so sorry for you!"
Dean moved.
Lola came.
Lola screamed.
Every move she made accented the orgasm that erupted out of her. She gushed around his cock, soaking them, spraying and jerking as she came. Dean ground down into her and given that she was in the throes of ecstasy already, he chased his own then. He grunted, feeling it swoop by and then sail off and then swoop by again as Lola's pussy contracted and squeezed and massaged his cock. He fell on her, dropping his chest onto her tits, moving his hands down to her smoldering ash ass and grasping it fully. She gasped then bucked under him again, her body seemed to lose its integrated coordination. Her feet locked on the back of his thighs and their love knot tightened and twitched.
She came again. The initial scream had been cut off when Dean released his weight onto her chest. This one seemed to come out of her like it was being wrung out of her with huge hands crushing her ribs. Dean was chasing his own pleasure, drowning in hers. His cock felt her go still, clinching down on him. He responded with his hands on her ass, crushing her up against him, pulling her tighter onto his cock. She cried out, a muted, grunting cry of thrilled delight. It encouraged him so he lifted his ass and rammed down into her. He touched something in her and she tensed, jerked and screamed a new, louder version of the muted cry. She bucked and shook under him, utterly unable to withstand the convulsions wracking her.
His orgasm arrived like an avalanche. It fell on him and buried him, left him fighting to breathe, to move, to remain conscious. Lola's sumptuous body seemed to envelop him in the warm pudding of her satisfaction and then suffocated him. He couldn't breathe, he literally ran out of air just laying on her because his body felt such pleasure it simply refused to disturb the erotic Utopia of the moment and breathe again. Fortunately his autonomic system was unimpressed by the pleasure he felt. To breathe however, he had to wrench himself out of Lola's clutches, out from between her alluring thighs, out of the clamp of her feet on his legs, out of the hold of her hands on his shoulders, out of her cunt that continued to send sweet signals of lust and satisfaction throughout his body.
He slid off of her into the crevice between Lola and Diana. His back ended up to Lola and with the perfectly natural sense of ownership, he embraced Diana's body with his own, hugging against her. Diana whimpered, her body jerked once but then went still. Dean lost consciousness.
He came aware the first time when Lola got off the bed. The next time when she touched his bare shoulder.
"Dean, my god, if you don't send Badger a bill for this, you should. I swear, he may never let you touch me again..." here Lola laughed that low throaty sound that a witch makes when the knife is sharp enough and the oven is preheated as needed. "But if he bugs me about it, I'm going to move into your pants pocket and never leave." She chortled then, her body shaking because she kept it mostly confined behind her ribcage. "I swear, mister, you have an evil mind. Girl, you need to be good from now on because if this is how he treats you for a minor infraction, I'd hate to see what he does if you really piss him off!"
"My master is not evil." Diana whispered then gasped.
Dean didn't react to the infraction but lay still, listening to the two women talk.
"Oh yes he is, and by god, girl, I am jealous as a step-sister. Still, you don't deserve him and if you get stupid and move on, for fuck sake, call me and Badger can find another hole or two or three to fill up with his pencil dick."
Dean happened to know that Badger did not have a pencil dick so took the rest of her comments with a grain or maybe a block of salt. Still, it was flattering to hear. He didn't react, however, keeping his breathing even and regular. Lola left without another word. For a long time, he just lay there, his arms around Di's tensed body, now quivering with a new need, attenuated and accentuated beyond endurance. He could feel her desire for him to move, to do something to her.
"Master?" She finally said, speaking in the smallest possible voice. "Master? Sir?"
Dean had been waiting for that. He roused, got to his knees and quickly released her hands. He left her to undo the foot and walked into the bath and started the shower. When the steam boiled out of it, he stepped into it and let the heat infuse him.
Moments later, the shower door opened.
"Master?" Diana spoke into the cloud of steam.
"Yes, Di?" Dean responded, letting the restriction on her voice depart with Lola.
"May I join you?" She asked, still with the slightest voice possible.
Dean reached out and grabbed her arm. She still wore the dress but he pulled her into the shower, fully dressed, missing only the burgundy heels, long gone. She cried out as he dragged her into the water but her cry was killed by the kiss, giving life to something new in her, in them.
Dean held her face between his hands and kissed her until he could kiss her no more. When he finally opened his eyes and looked at her, she was soaked and drenched and smiling.
"Oh god, Dean." She whispered, her voice replete with this unexpected pleasure.
He responded immediately, moving a hand down onto her bare leg and under the clinging flap of the skirt, now diaphanous, to the string of her thong. With very little warning, none in fact, he yanked hard on that string and broke it and pulled the thong off her body. Diana gasped, her body shaking even in the nearly scalding cascade of water in the shower. Dean kissed her and turned her at the same time, putting her back to the shower wall. It was cold and made her flinch when he had her pushed hard against it. He entered her immediately, taking her against the wall with his freshly hard cock. Her very presence aroused him, her voice, her hands, her mouth, her lips. Entering her nearly unhinged his reason.
Diana didn't hesitate but lifted both feet, giving him her weight. He leaned against her, pinning her to the wall but feared they'd crumple if his feet lost traction on the shower floor. He got hands under her thighs and lifted her, moved his feet under him then tipped once more against the wall. Diana's legs wrapped around him, pulling him deep into her body.
She cried out.
"Oh god, Master, my Master, My beloved master, yes, please, Sir, fuck me into heaven!"
He fucked her furiously for maybe two minutes before she screamed she was coming. Her body bucked, utterly and completely mounted on his cock. She clung to him, arms and legs, as she came, her mouth at his ear as the possession swelled and consumed her.



The last few hours culminated for her in that explosion of erotic sensation and she gasped and came again, or she thought it was another climax, certainly a full but new sensation that left her giddy and dizzy. Dean remained planted inside his sub for several minutes, feeling her weight centered on his cock. He didn't come with her but was gratified to find that he was hard again and remained so while he was inside her.
When they finally untied the erotic knot of their bodies, she stood once more on her own feet, but unsteadily.
"I, god, Master, that was amazing!" She pulled his mouth down and sister-kissed him. "I promise not to embarrass you again, I promise. I promise."
Dean nodded and turned her around. He unzipped the dress and let it fall off her body. She wore no bra so she was as naked as he was when the dress was gone.
"Sorry about the dress, Di." He whispered. She giggled and cuddled against his chest.
"I have everything on I need with you, Master." She swallowed. "Dean." She looked up at him. "I feel so loved, so treasured. Will you take me to bed?"
He turned off the shower and got towels. They dried and he did just that. Lola had straightened her bed so they used that one. When they snuggled down into the covers and the humming darkness of the room, Diana cuddled against him again. He slept then, the exhaustion of the evening finally undoing him. He awoke with Di's mouth on his very hard cock. This time when he took her, they made love, her legs parted around him her hands clutching his sides as he emptied and filled her with a steady pace that after fifteen minutes finally brought her to ecstasy.
Dean lay between her legs, feeling the little tremors rattling through her body. He kissed her and pulled out of her and went to sleep. They were at peace.
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Extending the MILF List Ch. 21: Family Saturday
THE PLAYERS:
Sonny—the point of view cock
Patricia Goodshall—American Import from Britain, read the last episode.
Mercy St. Vincent—Another American Import from Britain
Dalia Duncan—Sonny's unfucked sister, no wait, he fucked her in the last chapter.
Tawny Duncan—Sonny's other sister, everyone loves Tawny.
Annie Kingston—The Chinese wife of Sid Kingston, Read the entire series to get her.
Carol Lynn Northcutt—ex wife of Borland Nortcutt.
Lydia Favors—Redhead with daughter and son that Sonny...engages
Chris Wills—one of the original 5 motherfuckers
Sean Favors—Lydia Favors' son, you can tell by the last name.
Maria Callistrano—Too complicated to explain, I'm tired.
Holly Romelingame—Ellen with tits, big tits, nice tits, tits.
Alyssa Honeywell—One of the original mothers who got fucked, black attorney
Melissa Crawford—Alyssa's younger sister.
Jamie St. Vincent—some British guy with a swath of pussy to share or hoard.
Chilton St. Vincent—the patriarch who knows things but can't do anything about it.
Sam Honeywell—Alyssa Honeywell's husband, estranged and horny.
Sammy Honeywell—another of the original 5 motherfuckers.
Ellen Collier—ah Ellen, she simply cannot be explained, a happening.
Candice St. Vincent—mother to Jamie St. Vincent and ex wife to Chilton.
Xavia St. Vincent, called X by her brother, Jamie St. Vincent just not in this chapter.
I awoke groggy. It was dark and I was hungry. I lay in the bed, alone, disoriented until it came flooding back. Sisters, and nieces, and aunts, oh my! I remembered how I'd arrived alone in this bed and then the scheduler in my head beeped, rose up and poked me in the eye. I opened my eyes and gazed into the darkness. I was bone tired. I looked at the clock. It was seven twenty. I rolled out of bed and found my clothing on the chair by the door to the bathroom. Dalia was still mothering me. I found a little comfort in that but it faded as I faced the day. I had to deliver Alissa and Melissa back to Sam and Sammy and join in a little family union. I grunted. Then I had to go join Jamie St. Vincent to his mother and sister, if he didn't reject the idea and go postal on us all. All before noon. I decided right then I needed to get something to eat as I felt like I was diaphanous. I groaned as I moved into the other bedroom. How four women can sleep comfortably in one bed, I just don't know but they were all snoring softly, a concerto of alto snorts and wheezes with a little rhythmless percussion to go along with it. I thought about waking them up but didn't.
I was exiting the elevator before my brain came on and I realized I had to distribute them back to...where? Well, I had to decide. I went into the restaurant and ate and ate until my sides ached and my ribs had vanished. I felt like an onion. I sniffed to make sure I didn't smell like one still and was relieved I was passably aromatic. I went back up to the room. I'd been gone around hour and realized as soon as I walked in that I'd been foolish to leave four women alone in a room, particularly when two were my sisters and famously so. Inevitably they'd found something for me to do.
At first, this faux pas on my part wasn't evident at all. I walked in to find them all showered at least and that encouraged me. Patricia, however, was pacing, back and forth, back and forth on the far side of the bed, so about three steps. She reminded me of a super ball thrown into an oven. Her brow was furrowed and she had an intense look in her eyes, well, like she always had when she wasn't climaxing.
Tawny sat on the bed facing Mercy and Dalia who were sitting against the headboard. I patted myself after I entered the room to make sure I was really there. Pinching is too extreme for me. I thought about seeing if the dick was up but decided that would be rude.
Tawny turned around and looked at me.
"Call Chris." She said.
"You call Chris."
"Why won't you?"
"Because I don't want to talk to him. You want to talk to him, I'm sure its better if you call him. My sock puppet union card is expired." Tawny gave me the finger.
"You have to take us to, to...what's his name again?" Patricia said, her voice sounded like a rubber band stretched between a redneck and a gay guy.
"Chris. Chris Wills." Tawny said. "Sonny should call him."
"Call Chris Wills and see, see if we can come over." Patricia growled, though it was a wet and gooshy growl. I didn't grab my balls and dive for cover though it did sound suspiciously like a command.
"You call Chris Wills." I was grumpy. Not enough sleep.
"Don't have his number."
"Unlucky for you. What the hell?" I looked around the room. I caught Dalia looking at me with that adoring mom-look she has, the one that Mom has when I did something good that she could be proud of, yeah, that one time. "What are they babbling about, Dalia?"
"Oh, they want to know if Chris is at home."
"You mean Tawny wants to know if Chris is at home?"
"No. We all do. I just found out that you have been holding out on your sisters. Bad Sonny! We potty trained you, house broke you and everything and this is how you treat us?"
"What the cock are you clucking about?" I said, then had to go back and check my memory to see if I made any sense. Close enough.
"Tawny has been regaling us with tales of the rail." Mercy said.
"A device which you have not seen fit to share with your sisters." Dalia said.
Now, when I get defensive I tend to hit myself in the noggin with my sword, not that sword, my yoga isn't that advanced. If I could hit myself in the forehead with my own cock, I'd be able to suck my own cock and I'd never get anything done. If you can suck your own cock, does that mean you're gay? What would that make you? Auto-gay? Naw, that's any pink car.
"I did too. Georgia's been on it. Tawny's been on it." Then I had to check. I think Georgia had been on it. Suddenly, I wasn't sure. Surely she'd know.
"And you neglected me! Again!"
Man, I didn't like that sound coming out of Dalia. Its like hearing an alligator's stomach growl. That means you either have incredibly good hearing or you're way too fucking close!
"Not neglected. I was, uh, teasing you, making you wait."
She glowered at me, really not happy.
"There is a huge difference between ignorance and anticipation." She said, her sunny disposition suddenly vanishing behind a Sonny cloud. "Sonny, how could such a thing exist and you not arrange for a little demonstration?"
I couldn't tell if that was a legitimate question or rhetorical. Rhetorical questions a guy can ignore, right? Suddenly I wasn't sure. Man oh man, I had my morning all blocked out all nice and neat and suddenly this comes up. I had to stop and think. Did I need to extract Carol Lynn and Anne from Chilton's clutches or maybe it's the other way around? I had to collect Alyssa and Messy from Jamie and give them time to recover so they could go fuck Sam and Sammy, oh, and me if they wanted the triple play I had planned. And then I had to go have sex with Jamie's mother and sister while he watched, or perhaps we'd do them together...listing my plans for the day gave me headache.
I was face to face with what I'd become or what I was at any rate, a real motherfucker. Now, here and now, my sisters were agitating to take a ride on Chris' little invention and had apparently regaled Mercy and Patricia with tales of tail on a rail and now Patricia had it in her mind that she deserved a ride of her own.
I shook my head.
"Where's my phone?" I muttered. Annie and Carol Lynn I had to retrieve, I could take them to Chris' with us...but then it was onto Alyssa and Melissa...I was getting lost in the forest of pussy and had no will to escape. In my fairy tale, when the big bad witch threatens to eat you, you just lay back and enjoy it.
I punched up Chris' number.
He answered, panting into the phone.
"Sonny? What do you want?"
"Jesus, Chris, its early on a Saturday morning. Don't tell me you're working out." I meant at the gym but he didn't quite get that from my question.
"Mrs. Favors and Maria are on the rail. Mrs. Romelingame has developed a real affinity for the dangle."
"Dude, are you fucking them all by yourself?"
Chris chuckled.
"No, Sonny. I'm learning from you. I'm sharing. Sean is here. He's disappointed that Mother isn't here for him to fuck."
"What about Quilla?"
"Oh, she's tied up with some guy you handed Lydia off to. Lydia's hiding from him here so they can fuck in her bed without her. She says she's jealous of her daughter and wants us to fuck that out of her. She says its unbecoming. Unbecoming!" Chris chuckled.
"Do you have play practice today?"
"Yep. At three, or maybe four. They'll call when I'm needed. Dress rehearsals start next week. Did you call for a reason or are we just gossiping?"
"I want to bring a tour group around to your basement."
"Tour group?" Chris didn't catch my meaning immediately. "What the fuck, Sonny? You doing sex tours now?"
I figured I'd fuck with him.
"A couple of friends of Tawny's, oh, and Dalia wants to see how the rail works."
"Dalia?" Chris squeaked like an unoiled hinge. "Dalia? Really? And Tawny?" He exhaled like a hurricane with a cell phone. It sounded like half an obscene phone call. "You're not fucking with me are you, Sonny?"
"No kidding. Listen, I'm running a little short on time. I was wondering if I could bring them by here pretty soon?"
"Now? You mean now?"
"Well, not now. I'm not outside your door or anything."
"Before noon?"
"Before breakfast."
"Oh shit. Oh shit. Tawny? And Dalia?" Chris was hyperventilating.
"And a couple of their new friends. They got kicked off the Swedish bikini team because their tits got to big."
Mercy stuck out her tongue at me. I returned the favor. Patricia rolled her eyes. Tawny was watching me like a fat cat on a diet watches a mouse. Dalia's eyes were closed.
"I have an errand to run and then I'll bring them by, if that's okay?"
"Okay? Shit, I'll owe you...and god, Sonny, I can't repay you now!"
"You can tie up your aunts and let me fiddle with them."
He gasped.
"God, my aunts!" I didn't know what that meant but I pushed on.
"I'll be there in, say, an hour? I may have another guest but I think I'll bring Annie with me."
"Jesus, I need reinforcements." He groaned. "And I have to leave at three. Shit. Sonny, why do you always do this to me?"
"Complaining?"
"Shit yes, I wish I was twins so at least one of us could stay home and fuck the home fires."
"In an hour then?"
"Fine. I'll leave the front door open. Come on in when you get here. When's Mom going to be back?"
"When will you be tired of Holly?"
"Oh. May then."
"Or April, or Wednesday. See you in a few." I hung up and looked at the four women on the bed. "Well, bitches, you going to get ready to go or just sit there staring?"
There was a flurry and a dash, then. They grumbled about food and I suggested bagels or something to eat in the car. I was prophetic. The women all ended up sharing the shower, two or three at a time and I was tempted just to lock the door and join them but I had other obligations.
My brain got stuck on Alyssa and Melissa and how I was going to integrate them with Sam and Sammy. I laughed at that thought, integrating four black people. Mercy looked at me like I'd been talking to myself, telling myself jokes, some I'd heard and some I hadn't. Integrating Alyssa with Sam and Sammy? I couldn't tell if that was PC or what. Integrating to black women with two black men? That just struck me as funny!
Still, the thought tickled the back of my neck like I was trying on a brand new guillotine for size. If Alyssa blew that up, I'd be...then I had a very curious thought, a potentially very cool thought! I had to chuckle again and Mercy looked genuinely worried. I waved her off and checked my phone. I found Chilton St. Vincent's number and called him. He answered after the twelfth ring, I counted.
"Hello?" His voice sounded wrenched out of shape, like he was trying to pass a hatrack.
"Mr. St. Vincent? This is Sonny Duncan."
"Oh, yes, Mr. Duncan."
"I wondered if I could retrieve Annie and Carol Lynn. If you were finished with them?"
"Yes, please. Take them away before I lose the rest of the marrow out of my bones. I must say, they seem to be very chummy. I have never seen two women fit together like these two do. Are they a set? They seem unwilling to separate and I must keep prying them apart with my little crowbar." He chuckled, that sort of desperate sound a man makes just before he collapses into a puddle of his own erotic satisfaction.
I got all sorts of funny feelings that presaged my day.
"Are you still planning to have sex with my ex-wife and daughter today?"
I almost groaned but managed to head it off at my incisors.
"I am. I think it may be this evening though, if that's not too late."
"Any time you can fit them in will be fine." He chuckled like he was high. "Or fit in them, perhaps I should say. When you come by for the blonde and the Oriental holes, I'll have a key card for their door so you don't have to knock. Any thoughts about Jamie and them? Will he watch while you despoil them?"
"I hope he helps. We'll have to see. I'll be there in few minutes."
"Yes, please. I need a sauna to rehydrate."
I hung up. The women were nearly ready to go. I thought of calling Jamie but figured I'd wait until I was on the way. I had a plan and it seemed beautiful to me. If something blew up, it'd be like an exploding Rose parade float, a flash of beauty before turning to ashes. I had that awful feeling that having everything collapse might be nice. I realized I likely needed rehydrating too. I wasn't sure a sauna would do the trick though. Isn't that backwards? I shrugged.
We went down to the car and I drove over to the Marquis. The hotel had a parking place where the car could sit, packed full of hot pussy as it was, I still left it running to keep them warm. They chattered like small town girls headed for the big town mall. Funny how having sex with each other can make females friends.
I made my way through the lobby and up to Chilton's room. I knocked and he opened the door. Annie and Carol Lynn stood kissing, grinding and humping in a lewd clinch. I walked in and they ignored me. I watched, amazed. Carol Lynn seemed to have sloughed off her reluctance and become something of a rake. She had a hand on Annie's ass and the other knotted in Annie's black hair. She was slightly taller than Annie so she bent the Oriental woman's head back making her the clear aggressor. Annie gave as good as she got but she was clearly got.
I cleared my throat.
"Don't mind them. They have been at each other since last night. I swear, I've never seen two women more enthralled than those two." Chilton grinned a raffish grin that made him seem callow and young, despite the wobble in his stance. "Here, my good man, this is the pass key to my ex-wife's room. If you are sure you won't have need of them until this evening, I may take them out to do some local shopping. What time do you think you'll be ready to bed them?"
He sounded like we were discussing redecorating the kitchen.
"Let's say six? Have them eat before then, so they have their strength."
"Good man. Six it is."
Annie had shook loose form Carol Lynn and while the blonde nibbled at her neck, Annie watched me with those dark eyes. Her mascara was darker, thicker, giving her an even more rapacious look. In that pose, she appeared to be the queen being mauled by a servant girl and Carol Lynn's apparent aggression transformed into desperate passion. Annie met my eyes and nudged Carol Lynn off her neck and then kissed her, open mouthed and passionate. I heard Carol Lynn moan. Anne's eyes remained slitted but open, fixed on me as though waiting for me to respond to her rape of the woman clinging to her. I tried to ignore them, honest. I knew Anne was performing but god, it was mesmerizing. So I stared.
Chilton was watching them too. He shook his head.
"I swear, they have been like that the entire time. Have they been lovers long?"
"They just met yesterday." I mumbled.
Chilton grinned again, surprise in his eyes.
"You have Cupid's touch, then, my good man. Jolly good! Jolly good."
As if to establish my dominance, I walked over to them, extracted Carol Lynn's hand from Annie's hair, replaced it with my own and then knotted my other in her blonde hair. I turned their heads to me and kissed them each in turn and then again.
"Come along. Get your coats." I said, pulling them apart, like a referee at a prize fight between two gay middle weights. I shook hands with Chilton. "I'll see you at six, then."
"Oh no, I surely won't be there. You just go on in. Their suit is 2801 I believe. Yes, that's correct. I'll deliver them there in plenty of time to wash off the grime from shopping, well-fed and ready to be bedded. I do so love that expression, bedded! I find it quaint and reassuring."
I ignored that and gestured to Annie and Carol Lynn. We walked out to the elevator and boarded it. I positioned them under each arm, clutching them like a politician hugs a lobbyist.
"Carol Lynn, have you had enough? Or would you like to accompany us on a little tour of one of the world's truly great sex machines?" I realized I may have overstated my case a little.
She looked up at me, her eyes bright.
"Mr. Duncan, I said you could have me, do with me as you like. After last night..." She sighed. Jesus on crutches, she sounded like she was in love. "This lovely creature is the most sensuous woman I have ever...bedded." She giggled. Annie wriggled under my other arm but didn't speak. When I looked down at her she merely stared up at me and didn't blink or smile. Her body was plastered against me, clinging to me like paint on a pine tree. I looked back at Carol Lynn.
"I'm going to put you in the back seat with three lovely young women who will surely molest you as they like. I'll suggest that you desire an orgasm or two and see if they are up to the challenge."
Carol Lynn's glassy eyes got wider and glassier.
"What about Annie?" Carol Lynn whispered.
"She'll ride shotgun." The elevator opened and we sashayed through the Marquis lobby. People stared but I'm sure they barely noticed me. I had the two perfect accessories to grab and hold the eyes and Annie and Carol Lynn did that of a certain. There's just something about a blonde and an Oriental woman in the same context that compels one's attention, rather like a busty woman with one breast exposed.
I confronted the car and realized I'd underestimated the amount of pussy I had and over estimated the room in the car. I had six women to cram into it and room for four at best. Dalia and Tawny were by the doors in the back with Patricia in the middle and Mercy rode shotgun.
I opened the back door.
"Squeeze together. You have to make room. This is Carol Lynn. She's joining our little tour."
"Hi, Mrs. Kingston." Tawny said brightly from the other side of the car. Dalia looked up, her eyes smoldering. She looked distinctly disappointed when I gestured at Carol Lynn.
"Carol Lynn, you sit back here."
"How about I just lay across their laps?" She whispered.
I shrugged.
"I'll stop and get you all something to eat." I muttered and then watched as Carol Lynn crawled over Dalia and lay down on her back across the other three women. Her coat parted and exposed her delicious body. Patricia looked like a fat Roman who'd just been handed a spoon.
I gestured for Annie to go around and I got into the driver's seat. Mercy cuddled up to me. I realized I'd forgotten to introduce her and Patricia but then I heard kissing in the back seat. I turned around and found Patricia leaned over kissing Carol Lynn with one hand up between the blonde's legs and the other massaging her breast. A curious method of introducing one's self but difficult to complain about. Dalia stared at Carol Lynn's legs, holding her by the ankles and Tawny stared at the two women kissing in her lap.



I started the car. I found a drive through bakery and got bagels for the girls and donuts for me, well, an eclair and a bismark. Mercy fed me while I drove. Stopped at the pick up window, I heard Carol Lynn moan and turned around to find Dalia's face in her crotch. Patricia was still kissing her but had a hand on the back of Dalia's head. They seemed to be getting along just fine. Another chemical mix disaster averted. I am a fucking genius. No need for the EPA, Sonny's here.
Annie sat stoically on the other side of Mercy, staring out the front window, ignoring Carol Lynn's molestation in the back seat. Mercy cuddled against me, kissing me carefully while I drove towards Chris' house. At one point, she put her lips against my ear.
"I want Patricia." She whispered. "I want to have her, like your sisters had each other. I want to undress her while everyone watches and then I want to go down on her."
I was driving, mind you, and turning my head to look at Mercy had inherent risks. I didn't. Her hand on my cock, softly rubbing up and down the confined shaft had its effect. I didn't agree to anything but Mercy seemed to understand that I was committed. I sighed. My day was filling up.
I pulled up to Chris' house and stopped. I turned around to find Carol Lynn writhing in the clutches of Patricia and Dalia. Tawny gave me a beseeching stare, but I wasn't clear what she was beseeching me about. Annie opened her door. Tawny opened hers and slipped out from under Carol Lynn which left her draped onto the seat off of Patricia's lap. They got the message. Dalia, having pulled Carol Lynn's bikini briefs down to her knees, pulled them the rest of the way off her feet and then helped her out of the car.
Carol Lynn immediately painted her body onto mine and looked up at me.
"Who are those people?" She asked softly as Dalia got out of the car.
"Oh, the ones on each end are my sisters." I whispered back. "I don't know the one in the middle."
Carol Lynn stared but then giggled when she decided I was fucking with her. I left it at that.
I gestured towards the door and led the group in that direction. Tawny had grabbed Annie and was kissing her, her arms snaked inside Annie's coat. I wasn't sure if I was reassured or disturbed by my sister's sudden shift in priorities. I whistled at her and told her to come on.
She looked over the hood of the car at me. Annie looked bleary and pleased.
"Mrs. Kingston was being neglected." Tawny said and then looked back at Annie. Annie was stoic and dazed; Tawny does kiss like its her only Olympic sport. We all went to the door. I opened it and we went inside. The basement door was open and out of it we heard the scrap and grunt of the rail in use downstairs.
"Come right this way. You'll see the famous Wills Rail, where women ride and are ridden in tandem until they climax." Mercy and Patricia exchanged looks.
I led the group downstairs. Maria and Lydia were strapped onto the rail. Sean was planted in Lydia and Chris was mounted in Maria. The two women were face down, their hands tied over their heads, naked, riding the rail back and forth, popping them onto their respective cocks with sudden lurchings that made them both cry out as they orgasmed, which they both seemed to be doing as we arrived. I could see Holly trussed in the dangle, her huge tits protruding from her stretched body as she stood on tippy toes just around the corner.
Chris and Sean stopped fucking Lydia and Maria.
"Hey Chris, Sean. Let me introduce everyone." I moved between Patricia and Mercy, planting my hands on their sides and pulling them against me. I looked at Mercy. "This is Mrs. Mercy St. Vincent, who has been traded to me for use this weekend and her half sister and aunt, Patricia Goodshall. They asked to try out the rail together and I agreed. They wish to be fucked today on the rail so they are yours. The woman on the left is Lydia and the guy planted in her cunt is her son, Sean. The other woman is Maria Callistrano, Chris' house maid and his father's mistress. That over there dangling is Holly Romelingame. This is Carol Lynn Northcutt and you know my sisters Dalia and Tawny. Oh, and everyone knows Anne Kingston."
The two women on the rail merely moaned, neither one lifting their heads to acknowledge us. Annie walked around the corner and stood staring at Holly. For a moment, Holly looked expectant but then her look became apprehensive. Anne Kingston could inspire that. Anne bent forward and licked Holly's breast, holding it with her small hands. Holly groaned. I looked back to the rail.
"Since we have two pairs of sisters, I suggest one pair mount the rail and the others demonstrate a sixty-nine for us. Mercy, you and Patricia can have the futon until its your turn."
Mercy didn't respond except to step around me. Patricia stared. Mercy began to unbutton her half-sister's dress, one of those form-fitting things that unbuttoned down the front from neck to hem at the shins. She didn't move a muscle while Mercy uncovered her incredible body. Dalia turned Tawny around and kissed her on the mouth. Tawny's hands twinkled beside them while Dalia pressed her against the wall. Tawny was trapped. Annie, around the corner bit down on Holly's nipple. Holly screamed. No one noticed but me.
While Dalia stripped Tawny and Mercy stripped Patricia, I walked around to Holly where Annie was chewing on her nipple.
"Learning anything, Holly?" I asked quietly. Her eyes opened and she flinched. Annie released her and she lifted her feet and she twirled around, her arms pulled tight over her head. She nodded.
"Yes, but don't ask me what."
I opened my pants. I decided right then to enter every woman in the basement before I left, a sort of farewell tour. Holly dangled, lifting her legs in an impressive display of core strength. I moved between her opened legs and fit my cock against her pussy.
"Oh Christ and chocolate!" Holly grunted as her body settled down onto my cock. Annie stood beside us watching. Holly's short legs clinched at me but I stepped away, pulling her to the side. She clung to me by her heels until her strength gave way and she swung away.
Annie pulled her tight skirt up to her waist and when Holly swung back, wrapped her arms around the woman's naked waist and bent over. She understood my commitment somehow. I pulled her panties down her thighs and rammed my cock into her. Annie squeaked like a mute at an orgy. I pulled out of her. Annie straightened, pulled Holly's mouth to hers and kissed the dangling woman hard. Holly's legs lifted and wrapped around Annie.
I shuffled around the corner to find Tawny naked, sagging against the wall, watching Dalia remove her own clothes. Patricia leaned against the rail, which was still now. She was nude and Mercy was disrobing right in front of her. Chris and Sean were watching the other women undress, their cocks still planted in Lydia and Maria. Lydia had lifted her head but Maria was still face down on the rail.
I moved over to Tawny. She looked at me.
"I'm outnumbered." She whispered. "I'm going to be cunt licking all day, aren't I?"
I shrugged.
"How about a little cock to start you off?"
She grinned and lifted her left knee, granting me access to her inner sanctum. I penetrated her inner sanctum, mounting her against the wall. My trousers ruffled down my legs as I sank into her. She left her other leg and we banged against the wall. She groaned, trying to wrap her legs around me. I wriggled out of her clutches. She wanted to turn me into a trickle down her inner thighs. I resisted, just enough but without conviction.
I turned to face Dalia who by now was skidding out of her panties and stood before me naked herself. She turned around and stepped to the rail and grasped it under Maria's bound arms, nudging Patricia to the side, towards Lydia. I entered my willing sister, thrusting into her while she crooned and grunted with pleasure, then whimpering when I pulled out of her. She was swampy wet.
I looked at Patricia. She glared back but then, as if I had magic control of her will, she turned around and bent over, matching Dalia's promising pose. I thrust into her with barely a howdy do. She was as wet a Dalia. Her ass plumped against me and she pressed herself back onto my cock. She thought I'd pump her for a little and squawked when I pulled free of her luscious interior. She felt so good I nearly took up more permanent residence but the Honeywell family feud called to me.
I looked at Mercy. She got to her knees and opened her mouth. I lay my cock on her lips and she slurped me past her lips and down her throat. She cleaned me thoroughly and then let me pull her to her feet. I pushed her to the wall beside Tawny who hadn't moved but watched me with keen interest. I parted Mercy's legs and entered her, thrusting into her once, hard. She cried out and shook, her body bucked as I thrust into her.
"Miss Come-on-a-Dime!" Patricia said from her place by the rail. Sean, realizing I was taking inventory, pulled out of Lydia. He walked over to Dalia.
"I'm Sean Favors."
"We met, sort of, that is I watched you fuck at the orgy at our house."
Sean shrugged his lanky shoulders.
"I didn't know if you'd remember me. Do you mind?" He asked placing a hand on her shoulder. She sank to her knees and sucked his cock, slathered with his mother, into her mouth. I moved to his end of the rail.
"Mrs. Favors, I hear you are avoiding Seth."
She lifted her head and twisted, trying to see me behind her. I felt between her legs and she gasped.
"Oh yes, god Sonny, are you going to...oh god, yes!" I did, I entered her, answering her question. "Yes, yes, I am avoiding Seth until he has gotten a little tired of Quilla. I think, oh no, don't stop! I think he likes her some."
Chris pulled free of Maria and moved away, his cock dripping. When I entered Maria, she bucked and shook, her whole body quaking as I proved the final straw that made the camel come. She shrieked, her voice echoed in the basement.
"Satan's cloved hooves, Sonny what did you do to her?" Chris muttered.
"I just collected on all your hard work. Now, I have to go. I have to see a man about a horse." I pulled out of Maria and gestured at Tawny. She pushed off the wall and correctly understood my gesture, getting to her knees and cleaning off my cock with her lips and tongue. By the time she was done, I was ready to skull fuck her but she backed away and left me glitteringly hard. I tucked my instrument of mass injection away and looked around.
"You all have a fine time. Annie, you can come with me if you want. Do you want to go back to Chilton?"
She looked tempted but then Holly touched her with a foot and she lost interest. She hugged Holly's naked body and kissed the voluptuous little woman with the huge tits. Holly keened into her mouth. Chris walked up with me.
"What should I do with them?"
"Fuck 'em. Fuck 'em all." I responded.
"I know that but when we're done? I have to leave. I called Landon and Brent, they'll be...there they are. You don't mind do you?"
"Nope. Not a bit. I hope you enjoy them. Do Patricia's ass before you finish." I chuckled and walked to the door. I looked out and damn if Brent didn't have Natasha and Norma in tow and Kyla Clark was with them. I hesitated, wondering if I had to enter these three women too but decided it was pushing ten o'clock and I needed to get back downtown.
"Sonny, hey!" Brent said.
Natasha came right into my arms and kissed me soundly. Norma hugged me and Kyla kissed me. I told them I had some place to be and that I'd left a couple newcomers downstairs for them to play with. They went inside and I headed out. I didn't even feel a little bit of regret. I was in fact relieved that I didn't get waylaid and end up trying to come in every woman rather than just penetrating them...I'd never have made it. I drove in luscious silence back downtown to the Marquis. Once I arrived, I took out my phone and punched in Jamie. He answered immediately.
"Sonny! Hey. Are you here to take my two princesses away?"
"I am. I'm downstairs. Want me to come up and get them?"
"No. I'll send them down."
"Hey, I was wondering, would you do me a favor and come with them? I mean, listen, I am about to hand Alissa over to her husband and son to fuck and I thought you might care to see that. You know, just for the sake of saying you've seen such a thing?"
For a long moment, I got nothing but silence. Then I heard a huge sigh.
"You want me to watch them both have sex with..."
I stopped him before he could spill anything, namely the words themselves.
"If you don't want to...?"
"No. I mean, yes. No I do want to. Yes, I want to. I'd be...?"
"Honored." I supplied into this rasping pause. "They're both table ready, right?"
"Clean as a nun's mind. I douched them with a very good white wine and then an expensive brandy. They're as pure as communion chalices."
I couldn't tell if the fuck was joshing me or not. I didn't have time to decode the British sense of humor from their inveterate sense of propriety.
"Well, then, bring them down." I stood by the entrance to the restaurant where I could see the elevators and for the life of me I didn't see her until they appeared and I moved to meet them. Melissa and Alissa looked prim and proper, all gussied up and shining like a new dime, well, two new dimes. The elevator door opened and there they were, flanking Jamie like two black angle's wings. They'd changed clothes and now wore matching stretch dresses, white on black. Their skin ghosted the stretched white fabric. The dresses were too small and their bodies forced it into a thin, gasping excuse for clothing but held them tight. Neither wore a bra and both carried their little carry-on bags full of feminine mysteries. For all the world they looked like high class, that is, aristocratic hookers. Imagine a King's family where all the women were expected to service all the King's men, like that.
I had a flash of how they'd look to Sam and looked away to avoid the boner threatening to wave the flag in my pants and make a scene. Like I said, I'm sure I saw her before and it just hadn't registered in my pussy besotted mind. When I cast my gaze away from the dark sisters, it was like a magnet pulled my iron eyes right to her, a woman I knew I should recognize. She stared at me, her eyes fierce and fixed.
Clearly she saw me. She stared so intensely at me I felt terribly guilty for a number of reasons, so all I needed to do was pick one. I noticed her tits first, huge, thrust out like bumpers. I couldn't recall her name but I knew I had been inside her, deep inside her and for a moment I felt her, mounted on my cock like a jockey on my horse of a different color. I wanted her and with all the pussy hovering about me, that made me about the greediest fuck the world has ever known. If one of my sisters had been in orbit I'd have gone super nova and destroyed us all. It was like that, an incandescent moment you just never forget.
Time froze. I stared at her for so long, I thought surely everyone noticed but guess what? Sonny Duncan is not the center of the universe. When I finally broke my fixation on her, I found exactly no one had noticed my mental lapse, or better, the mental laps I'd taken around the staring woman. I knew her. I couldn't fucking remember her name. I'd been in her and had her and still, I couldn't quit remember where. It was that, the confusion, the sniffing recognition and the instant erection finding her eyes on me inspired, like Alissa and Melissa and the rest were not enough by themselves.
When I looked back at the dark sisters, they were focused on Jamie. Despite the slight, and despite the crushing discovery the universe didn't revolve around me, I felt a vague relief. Suddenly I just wanted to get them out of there, to deliver them to the good graces of Sam and Sammy and be done with it. Sometimes you get all impatient and shit and just want things to be resolved so you can go to sleep. It was like that. However, I'd made preparations for this moment and despite the fact I'd planned on doing it somewhat more privately, I fished a collar out of my coat pocket and approached Melissa.
"You are an honorary MILF, Mrs. Crawford." I muttered, affixing the silver metal around her neck. She gleamed at the touch of the metal to her skin. I casually fished two silver chains out of the sack and hooked one first to Melissa's collar and the other to Alissa's. I turned and walked towards the front door where I'd parked the car. I felt everyone fall in behind me. It was reassuring. My skin tingled as I walked past the line of kiosks and shops towards the front exit. I wanted desperately to glance over at the woman, to meet her eyes and be all defiant and shit but if I did that and couldn't remember her fucking name...well, that seemed like a consummation devoutly to be avoided, so I kept my eyes fixed on the revolving exit door.
We were just about there. I was just about home free when my god damn mind betrayed me. It was clearly in league with my cock because her name floated to the surface of my mind, snapped up the bait and pulled on the line of my memory.
"Mrs. Fallgate." I muttered aloud, skidding to a halt. That's a reference to the cartoon style of stopping running suddenly, all heels and dust. I skidded to a halt. Debra Doreen Fallgate, from the family of double Ds. That was her name, the name of the woman staring at me. The one with the tight green sweater hugging her huge tits and the lime yellow skirt that was entirely too young for her. Without the open gray coat she looked like a cheerleader for Jello U. She shifted and her tits testified to her status as a scholarship athlete. When I stopped, Alissa and Melissa cuddled up behind me, crumpling against me like Yugos crashing into poodles. I turned slowly, hoping to find she'd been a mirage, a figment of my cock's imagination planted in my brain to make me confront my own suicidal tendencies.
No such luck.
When I turned around to look back, she was still there, big as life, staring at me like a Gestopo agent at the Jewish American Congressional caucus. Aunt Debbie! D. Debra's aunt. Before I knew what I was doing, I'd handed Jamie the leads of the two black women and left them there in the middle of the lobby, just short of the shielding exit. I strode towards Mrs. Fallgate. She regarded my approach with a shifting of weight and then a straightening of her back. Her tits wavered in the green sweater making me a little seasick. I don't know what she thought was going to happen next. She wasn't the only one. I was as empty headed as a kachina doll but not as pretty.
"Mrs. Fallgate." I said softly, standing before her. She glanced past me and then reattached her gaze to me. She didn't speak. I remembered her silence, her gaze, the feel of her body under me. I waited. While I waited my cock grew erect. I found the right words. "They're both mine. Where there are black women, there are black men. How would you like to be the white in the Oreo?"
She didn't blink. She didn't nod. She did reach out a hand and take hold of mine. She lifted my hand and placed it under her breast. She pressed my hand up under it so that its weight settled in my palm.
"Yes." She finally whispered.
Fuck me. I had no idea how I was going to fit this woman into the day but now I was committed. I released her breast, took her by the elbow and steered her over to Jamie and the black sisters. Alissa stared at me and Melissa stared at Doreen. We stopped in front of them and didn't move for a moment. I realized how this looked, suddenly aware in their eyes, I'd just walked up to a perfect stranger and she'd had me cup her boob in front of God and everyone. I was about to explain when she spoke.



"I want one of those for myself. I've dreamed of walking through a hotel lobby with a collar on my neck and a man who wanted to mount me holding my leash. Do you mind if I join you? I'm Doreen Fallgate." She looked at me. She understood perfectly. I didn't know how but she did. She wanted to be included in whatever madhatter party I was planning and she wasn't going to take 'later' for an answer. Telling her 'no' would have been just plain crazy. The Universe and all.
It took me a couple moments to realize everyone was waiting for me. Hell, what was I going to say? I'd cupped her breast in public a moment ago, was I going to dismiss her now? Hardly.
"This is Jamie St. Vincent, Alissa Honeywell and her sister, Melissa Crawford." I said when I'd found my voice. "Come along then."
"No. I want a collar. I want to be led out of here on a leash."
"She can have mine." Melissa said. "I haven't really earned mine yet."
I didn't understand that sentiment but watched dumbly while Melissa fiddled with her collar and removed it. She extended it to me. Doreen gathered up her auburn hair and exposed her neck.
"The King's Bollocks!" Jamie muttered under his breath. His British accent fit the phrase like the collar fit Doreen's throat.
I fixed the collar around Doreen's neck. She moaned as the warm metal, cooked by Melissa's black body problem, closed around her throat.
"Oh god." Doreen whispered. "Oh god, what have I done."
"It's not what you've done, girl, its what your going to do." Melissa said. She looked at me. "I don't mind sharing." I knew what she meant but Alissa looked confused. The blissed out mist in Alissa's eyes was finally beginning to lift. She blinked and looked at me.
"What now? You going to lay her?"
I think that was when everyone realized they only had partial knowledge of what came next. I grinned.
"Let's go for a ride." I said.
We walked out into the bracing cold. Alissa got into the front seat like the queen she was, not even looking around to see who else had a claim to make to riding shotgun. Jamie sat between Melissa and Doreen in the back. I watched the distribution like God as the lifeguard at the gene pool with my hand on the door handle of my car and paused. It was cold but I stopped. No one seemed to notice. I bent down and peered in the glass. Alissa was staring off into space and Melissa and Doreen were chattering with Jamie like long lost friends or cannibals back for seconds, I couldn't tell which. I took out my phone turned my back on them and leaned against the car and yelped, the fucker was cold on my poor ass.
"Sonny?"
"Dude, where are you?"
"Ellen and Dad and I are taking a break, refueling." Sammy sounded all bright and cheery. "Where's mom?"
I noted he didn't ask after dear Aunt Melissa. I wasn't sure what that meant. I left it alone, not wanting to get all Freudian on the poor boy. I went literal as literal is far easier to keep track of, as opposed to literary which is an entirely different thing, confusingly enough.
"She's in the car. Hey, listen, I think I'd like to introduce your sexy mother to the situation directly."
"Directly? You speaking in code? What do you mean? Are you going to have her sign a contract or something? I, the undersigned duly agree to watch husband and son fuck sister Melissa who will be double fucked, will suck and fuck the undersigned et cetera et cetera..." Sammy horse laughed like he was being funny.
"You've been around Ellen too much."
"I keep telling her that but the bitch won't leave me alone. Ow. Goddammit Ellen, I tell keep telling you I bruise easily! Fuck off, seeing is not believing when it comes to believing. You want me to turn blue? I'm black, that's half right. Quit hitting me, can't you just insult me like everyone else does?" He laughed hard then. "She says I cannot be insulted. What does that mean, do you suppose?"
"Sammy, focus. I am getting in the car and driving to The Dominion. I should be there in say ten minutes or so. I want you to Oreo Ellen before I get there. I want to present Alissa with the Sam-Sammy sandwich as the introduction. She doesn't have a heart condition, does she?"
"Jesus on a teeter totter, Sonny, she will when you finish with her. Do you think that's wise?"
I shrugged, caught myself and used up more of my limited vocabulary.
"I've been thinking about it every since this situation presented itself. There is just no way to present it conveniently. Hi, Mrs. Honeywell, its time to fuck your husband and son but wait a tick, your sister gets to go first after the little redhead is finished. That is a bit of nasty with no handle. I think I have fashioned a way to mold her into the situation that will make it..." I searched for the right word. Fuck. There wasn't one. "...all right." I paused, knowing that was an outright lie but then again, my job in this was to make the "too big" fit into the "too small". My main relief was that pussies stretch around cocks and that's what this was all about, right? Cocks in pussies? Well, and asses, and mouths. Too be technically correct, yes, but still, the main issue is to fit Alissa between husband and son when she was pissed at her husband and had decided that if he fucked around, she'd fuck around and beside that, fit her sister in between husband and son, too. I kept coming back to that...god, there simply was no convenient way to manage that. None. Still, I thought I had a way to get past no man's land to the winery so at least when we got blown to shit, we'd be drunk on our asses.
Sammy had been silent, against his nature, waiting for me to circle around back to the current conversation. I admired his rare and fine capacity to accommodate that when it happened to me. He lost patience though and prodded me for input.
"So? What's what, Sonny?"
"Can you get Ellen double fucked in ten minutes, Sammy?"
"Jesus in shoes, Sonny, can you be clearer?"
"No."
"Oh, well, ten minutes? Ellen, can you get cock in your ass in ten minutes? Ow. Dammit!"
"Try. Be in the right bedroom." I was about to hang up and Sammy sensed it.
"Wait. Wait! Right? Facing which way? Stage right or audience right?"
"Oh Christ in a bucket, Sammy, you're starting to sound like Chris."
"Chris never talks that way."
"No, but he could."
"What's he doing anyway?"
"Having an orgy. I introduced him to a sister-half-sister-niece-aunt combo who wanted a tour of his rail."
Silence.
"Sonny, sometimes I want to ask you what the fuck you are talking about but I just don't. You know why?"
"No. Why?"
"Shit. I was hoping you could tell me." Sammy chortled. "Ten minutes. We'll have blondie spitted and mounted like a...ow! I know you're not blond! Dammit, Ellen, I'm delicate. Just for that, I get your ass and you're going to be walking funny for a week. Oh, wait, you already walk funny. Ow, ow, ow!" Sammy hung up.
I looked at my phone, amazed. Sammy's horizon held some pretty foreboding drama and he still was able to chirp like a sparrow at dawn, happy as a clam. Are clams happy because they can't help but smile or am I missing something? One thing seemed to have clicked into place rather well, Sammy and his father seemed to have taken to sharing Ellen with ease. I had to presume that Ellen had a lot to do with that. Ellen had a way that smoothed the way with people, mostly because she demanded attention and not because she thought a tube of lube was a social accessory. She just had a way about her that made people figure that if they made a social faux pas, no one would notice because compared to Ellen's casual flippancy, it must surely appear proletariat by comparison. That reality makes a body relax, like a social safety net under a naked trapeze.
I shook my head. I'd done the calculus. I'd projected the budget. I'd made my plan. Time to see what reality had in store for me. I got in the car and started her up. Jamie did most of the talking in the back seat. He'd try handing off the mic but Melissa or Doreen would ask some leading question and he'd have to go into a protracted explanation. It didn't take me long to figure out that the bitches just wanted to hear his British accent, the cunts. I suspected there was more cultural exchange than verbal accents going on but I had to drive. I wanted to watch them all but I had to drive so I watched no one. Alissa sat beside me staring out the windshield right up until I pulled into the garage at the Dominion. She glanced over at me.
"Subtle, Sonny." She smiled, then abruptly sobered. She glanced into the back seat.
I parked and the backseat didn't seem to notice we'd arrived or where. They three didn't know where we were. Alissa did. She'd been on her back here before. I looked at her and could see the questions in her eyes, wondering why Jamie was yet with us.
"You have an appointment here and then Jamie and I have to leave." I offered, a half explanation. Is a half truth a whole lie? Alissa didn't seem to mind the lack of substance to my commentary. Her eyes softened and she reached out a hand and stilled my swelling need to move.
"Thank you, Sonny. It was everything I imagined it to be. Having Melissa there actually made it better. I never would have believed it but it did. Seeing them coupled beside me made me gasp with astonishment. He made love to us both and it was like I was his focus the whole time, even when he was inside my little sister. When she came, when he was between her legs, it affected me. I felt her pleasure as though it was mine. It was my pleasure too. He enjoyed her so much so that when it was my turn, god, it was like I'd been primed for a week, no, a year for the climax when it came. I think I changed personalities. Sharing never seemed so erotic." She grinned brightly then, the sexual daze gone from her eyes. The light dimmed as she registered my expression.
I was nose to nose with what awaited her upstairs and despite my resolve to toss her into the deep cold pool of pubic surprise without preamble, I was tempted to tell her what or better, who awaited her. I literally bit my tongue. Having been somber and shit, I needed to offer some explanation or she'd carry my lump of coal to the coming Christmas with dread and that would make it ten times worse, if worse it was to be. I had hope to go with my dread but not in equal measure by any means.
"I told you there'd be a price. Time to pay up." I said. I expected Alissa to look worried but she just smiled slightly and nodded. She looked resolute but not in the screw yourself to the sticking place kind of resoluteness. It wasn't resignation. She looked like she was concentrating, like she just dived off a very high cliff and knew she needed to maintain focus before she hit the water. She knew this was no time for a belly flop.
I opened my door and waited for everyone to join me upright. I herded our little group into the lobby. The two doormen eyed me with a mixture of envy and irritation. No one likes a greedy fucker. I know that so I didn't hold their dark glares against them because in that company, I looked positively gluttonous.
We rode the elevator up to my floor. I led our little covey down to the door and I fished out the keycard and opened the door. We were greeted with a high piping wail of a woman in ecstasy. Doreen grinned, anticipation gleamed on her lips. Jamie looked clueless as to why he was here. Melissa had the mixture of dread and lusty anticipation etched on her face and Alissa had that delicious look of resigned arousal.
I led them into the apartment and veered to the right. Ellen's keening was a clear siren call, summoning me but I didn't know if it was onto the shoals or not. The door was ajar. I pushed it open and stepped back and let Alissa step past me. I'd offered no explanation as to what we were doing here, the obvious sexual nature of the venture was, well, obvious, but who and why was elided so everyone but Melissa was filling in blanks with their own imaginations.
Beyond the doorway, Ellen was pinned between Sammy, rooted firmly into her ass, and Sam beneath her. Sam's face was crushed against her chest, hiding him effectively. She was screaming, bucking as she orgasmed. I could not tell how much was Hollywood and how much was authentic. Sammy was pumping her from behind which pulsed her on the black man between her legs below. She was clearly penetrated in the ass and pussy and having a nice time of it. Alissa made a gentle sound in her throat. I moved up behind her, out of the doorway and lay a hand on the slope of her ass, just at the base of her spine, that creates curve of her ass that swells outward, flaring back to make her female in form and function. She started to speak when Ellen leaned back, looping an arm back to hook a hand around Sammy's neck, she tried to twist to kiss him, almost managing it. Doing so separated her torso from Sam's face and I saw his eyes flash.
I felt Alissa see him.
I say I "felt" her see him and that may seem like a curious word to use. My hand on her ass felt a ripple of tension run through her body, like a catalyst had been dropped into some chemical that turned it from liquid to solid in an instant and she went from sensuous fluid to solid fury in that thin instant. In the time it took her to turn her head, her face contorted into a mask of rage that made my asshole pucker like a guy placed face up in a guillotine, able to clearly see the humane blade approaching his neck at speed.
I was saved by my own fucking genius.
When I first opened the door, Alissa had stopped and we'd all bumped into each other like the three stooges only we were five. When she moved further into the room and I moved up to put my hand on her ass, Melissa, knowing what was coming flared off to the left flank with me between them as far from her sister as she could be and still not appear terrified of what might be coming. Doreen, clueless Doreen, as clueless as an inflatable sex doll, stood behind me and Jamie, delighted to see a well-formed Oreo flared out to my right but behind me and still to Alissa's left, so when Alissa turned from identifying her husband with Ellen mounted on his cock with rage in her heart, perhaps murder, for him or me, she spied her beloved Jamie right over my right shoulder, just like I'd planned it. Hell, better than I'd planned it.
When you want someone to love you for you, the last thing you want them to see is you wearing a homicidal rage. There are those who insist that they could never kill someone. I disbelieve that. I think, with proper motivation, anyone can murder the right person for the right reasons and feel perfectly justified in doing so. However, there are equally uncontrollable rages that we know in our tiny little Grinch hearts are unjustifiable and they shame us and we hide them and redecorate them and lie about them and deny them whenever they appear, as long and as often as we can. This, Alissa did.
Her face screwed up in a wild rage, ready to attack the innocent, me...who was guilty as hell in reality but only of...okay, I was guilty as hell. Then she saw Jamie and all those endorphins he'd poured into her one cock-full at at time last night and thankfully remained on the surface of her memory flooded her brain and she reverted back to the woman she wanted him to know her to be, to see her as and her face uncontorted and she got all smarmy.
"Sonny, may I see you in the other room, please, a moment, please, if you don't mind, please."
To that point, she and Doreen had been carrying their own leashes, an oversight on my part since I was distracted by anticipation of precisely this moment. I took the opportunity to pry the chain out of Alissa's hand and very deliberately led her out of the room, out of the sudden silence, since Ellen had stopped screaming and the whoosh and bang on the bed had come to a screeching halt, well, the screeching had stopped but Ellen was enjoying her Tantric session just fine.
"Sonny, what the hell is going on?" She said, her voice all twisted up on itself. "Did you do this?"
I nodded. What else was I going to do. I took up the slack on her chain and gave it a little jerk.
"Mrs. Honeywell, you can take off the collar any time you wish. You wanted Jamie and this is the price."
"What? Making me watch my husband and my son fuck Ellen Collier while my sister...!" Her mouth clamped closed like she'd caught a fly and didn't know whether to swallow it or let it go. "Oh my god." The crumpled look of fury returned. "This was her fucking doing! Goddamn her!" She started to go past me but I put a hand out and caught her by the shoulder.
"This is the price, Alissa. I told you, if you wanted me to give you away at your behest to this man, you'd have to do something you'd dislike."
"Well congrat-u-fucking-lations, Sonny, I dislike this a great deal." Alissa snarled. Her mouth clamped closed again. She looked away. Tears glistened in her eyes. "Whose idea was this really? Melissa's? Sam's? Yours?"
"No one backed away, except from fear of what you'd do and I told them I owned you and by god you'd do what I told you to do and you will fuck them or take off the collar and go back to your life the way it was before I owned you." I wanted to say more, desperately, so desperately the words burned my tongued, although, in truth, I didn't know what they were. I stopped though. I waited. Alissa glared at me and I kept my expression as bland as water and flour, like she'd asked me to pass her the salt.
"What are you telling me to do?"
"Obey my every instruction." I whispered. "I am going to use you as you have never been used before, Mrs. Honeywell."
"Don't call me that."
"Why not?"
"Because. Because. Because."
"Because why?"
A tear formed, swelled, broke and ran down her ebony cheek.
"Because I loved him once and he betrayed me."
"And you decided to balance things by fucking anyone you cared to fuck. Are things balanced?"
Alissa Honeywell bowed her head. Suddenly she looked up at me. Her eyes cleared and though they glistened, they didn't tear any more.
"I won't take off the collar. Being owned, as you own me, used as you use me, even allowing that you have...brought me to this moment, has been the most erotic experiences of my life. I won't surrender them."
"Your sister is going to have sex with your husband and your son. I am going to give you to them, to all three of them. You will watch them have sex together and then they will use you for their pleasure. You will do whatever they ask to the best of your ability. Do you understand?"
Alissa's eyes were down, showing me the eyeshadow on her eyelids, a blue-green with sparkles. She looked up.
"Yes Master." She said softly.
I grinned slightly.
"Sonny. I prefer, yes Sonny."
"Yes, Sonny."
I got the thrill running up my leg that made me want to do her against the wall. And I was about to give her away. It was the pleasure she would get that made me shiver. I wanted her to climax with her family. That made me shake inside and out.
"Mrs. Honeywell, you needed to deal with your husband at some point. It is a bad deal to leave this unresolved. It is difficult for him, for you and for Sammy but given your pending position with Sid, it makes you all vulnerable. You and Sam need to settle things, one way or another. I don't care how but this day, today, tonight, tomorrow, as long as it takes, until you are finished, until they are done using you, you will stay here and they will use you, for sex, in every way and any way they wish. Do you understand? I am giving you to your husband, to your son and to your sister to be used for sex until they hand you back to me. If they never do, then you are theirs from now on. That is what I am offering them. They have to agree, if they disagree, you're mine." I grunted. "I think you're safe, they will never agree to anything for long. I'll get you back but you keep the collar on till Monday if you don't take it off now. That's all I ask."



"Are you asking?"
"I'm always asking. I can't claim anything you don't give, Mrs. Honeywell. I take what you offer, and I use what you give. Give it and I use it. Don't think I won't. But don't think you can change your mind and then find things the same. If you hand me your collar, I'll put it on someone else's neck."
"Like Doreen's?"
I nodded.
"Like Doreen's."
"Christ. You just walked up to her and she offers to fuck you? How does that happen?"
"Right place at the right time." Another half truth, but this time not a whole lie. God, I love fractions.
I looked around, wondering if the others were tired of waiting on us. Nope. Someone was being fucked. I could here her moaning. It wasn't Ellen. It wasn't Melissa, I could hear her speaking. That left...? Doreen! Shit.
She was naked, on her back, her huge tits flopping at Sammy pounded into her, her legs pulled up beside him. Sam waited beside her. After a moment, Sammy rolled out from between her legs and Sam mounted her. Doreen wheezed at the new entrant. Her body arched under him.
"Oh god, Sam." Alissa whispered, her hand on the small of my back, steadying herself. We stood at the doorway for a few minutes watching Sammy and his father trade off fucking the white woman with the huge, huge tits. It became apparent that they were counting; one, two, three, four, five, change. They pumped her five times and then switched. While we watched, Doreen rose up in stair-steps towards a magnificent orgasm. Higher and higher, more and more animation, greater and greater breaths, deeper and deeper huffing, faster panting, rougher gasps, everything about the woman indicated they were escorting her up to a precipice where they were going to throw her off as an orgasmic sacrific. They did.
When she climaxed, she lost her fucking mind. She was gasping and huffing, rambling and babbling and then her breath caught, her head snapped back, embedding it in the pillow and arching her back. Her tits wobbled out the sides, still full and taut but mighty and pulling apart from between them. Sammy was in her.
"God, she's squeezing me."
"Don't come in her." Sam urged.
"Where would you like me to come?"
"The sink. It's easier to clean."
"We have other girls here. They can clean up after us."
"I want a little taste of her without you adding to it, son."
"Oh god, Dad, do you have to be so demanding?"
Alissa looked back at me, surprise on her face.
Doreen screamed out her ecstasy, bucking under Sammy even as he pulled free of her body and tumbled onto his feet beside the bed. Sam looked over at me.
"Sonny, you're back." His eyes flicked to Alissa and back to me.
Doreen ignored us but the rest of the Family Honeywell and Ellen turned their eyes to me, and to Alissa. I jiggled Alissa's chain.
"I bring good tidings of great joy which shall be to all people."
"God is going to strike you down, Sonny." Jamie said from his place in the lounge chair.
"I am way past do, living on borrowed time, so feeling brave and lucky." I grinned and pulled Alissa's white dress off her black shoulders, and then off her breasts. "I own this woman, sexually I mean. She's mine, to use, to offer to anyone I wish and I am offering her to this room. Jamie has had her and her sister, last night and this morning and now I am offering her to Melissa, Sam and Sammy."
Ellen squawked.
"Hey! What about me!"
Until that moment, I hadn't decided what to do with her but then I did.
"You have had your moment as cookie cream, its time to leave the family Honeywell to their own devices."
"What about her?" Ellen pointed to Doreen.
"She's not mine. She can stay or go as she likes or as they like."
"I'm not yours either."
"No, not really but do you really want to piss me off?" I didn't want to debate with her. "Besides, I have another appointment you might enjoy auditing, if you'll shut up and let us get through this one." Ellen actually looked a little abashed and she did shut up, grabbing a robe, donning it and sitting on a straight-backed chair with her arms folded in what could only be described as a round pout.
"Alissa is mine. I am giving her to you three to use, once I leave." I reached around and lifted one of her fine breasts, weighing it with my hand. She sighed. "She's mine to use and I intend for her to be used. You can use her until you are done with her and ready to return her to me. Take as long as you wish. Agree and she's yours to use. Disagree and I take her back. She's mine. I own her. So long as she keeps the collar on, she is mine. If she removes it, she will never be mine again. Treat her well, please. I have a simple request.
"Before I go, I want her to see Doreen board the Airtight Express, Honeywell Style and then Melissa and then it will be her turn. What you do with her after that is up to you. No one needs to come, I just want to make all those connections, so her eyes get to drink in those sights. Sammy, since you've been in the ass, you'll do the ass. Sam, gets pussy and I'll be in the mouth. Then Jamie and I need to go as we have an engagement to make later on."
Jamie looked confused, since he had no inkling as to where we needed to be. I could see him decide that I was merely excusing our departure.
I looked from Melissa to Sam and Sammy.
"Agreed?"
The three black people glanced around and then as though by some magic all nodded together.
Alissa stood beside me, her head down, her wrists crossed before her. The chain dangled from her collar, hanging down her black skin. The brilliant white stretch dress was peeled down to the flare of her hips and clung there like whipped cream on a chocolate confection. She trembled. I dared not inquire to its cause, there were so many and it was foolish to think only one could account for the effects. Her find breasts shimmied and she kept licking her full lips over and over again like she was trying to get some taste off of them.
I moved over beside her. I touched her sides and very carefully shucked her dress off her ebony body. It was like peeling a peach. The trembling eased and subsided. Her dress pooled around her feet. I bent and sucked her breast, finding her nipple and pulling at it with my lips. Alissa, superheated from her time with Jamie, gasped and groaned, a hand finding my head and caressing me.
"Oh god, Sonny!" She gasped. "I can't do this! I'll, I'll...!" Her voice was raw with emotion.
"You'll what?"
"I don't know. I feel like I'm about to fly apart. Did you plan this!"
I chuckled straightening beside her. I put a finger under her chin and lifted it, her eyes understood me and met mine.
"You did, my dear. This is all your doing. Bend over."
She did, immediately, clearly glad of the instruction. Her hands planted on the floor, she waited while I stripped off my clothing. Naked, I positioned my cock at her entrance and thrust into her. She groaned. The room watched me use her. Alissa was gasping, her body enveloped me, milky smooth and slick from her time around Jamie.
I withdrew from her. She sighed and straightened. I pointed at Mrs. Fallgate.
"Would you care to have a cock in every hole, Mrs. Fallgate?"
Her eyes glittered and she nodded, making her tits wobble. I smiled and gestured at the bed.
"Sam, this is just a fitting for the three of them. Since I need to go, it will give each of them the triple penetration but you and Sammy can cream fill them later as you like." He nodded and smacked Sammy on the shoulder. Sammy got off the bed. Ellen, helpful as she always was, helped Sam get pillows arranged. Doreen moved to mount him.
She got her legs over his angles and then shimmied up his body until his cock could be bent down to aim directly at her pussy. She eased it into her body with agonizing slowness. We could all see Sam's face, his eyes clinching and then rolling and then widening and then rolling again until finally she settled down onto him, his cock firmly ensconced in her cunt. Ellen retrieved lube from the cabinet, weighed it with her hand, checked and announced there was plenty for later. She lubed up Doreen's ass. The Blonde leaned over Sam and fed him her tits, one at a time, back and forth, twisting she he didn't move his mouth, while Ellen lubed her ass, one finger and two until the sound filled the room.
I moved up beside Alissa.
"Your husband is fucking a stranger, a gorgeous white woman." I whispered. I placed my arm around her naked body and felt the trembling had returned. She shuddered. She turned to look at me.
"I barley know what to think. I...I feel...god, I don't know what to feel."
"You feel what you feel. What do you feel?"
"I feel his cock inside me again." She whispered so softly I almost asked her to repeat the words. When I replayed the sounds and extracted the meaning, I spoke reassurance to her.
"Soon enough, it will be your turn. Mrs. Honeywell, just remember, if you want to take off the collar at any time, you can never put it on again, not like this, not like we are and things will change."
She looked at me.
On the bed, her son positioned himself to penetrate Doreen's ass. Doreen kept her tits in Sam's face. She was white surrounded by black.
"I know, Sonny. I know. I'll have to choose."
"No, that's not what I'm saying."
Sammy pushed an inch of dick into Doreen's ass. She tensed. He waited. She pressed back, taking some more of him inside her ass, losing some of Sam from her pussy. They began to negotiate, back and forth, in and out until at the last, she was firmly penetrated, front and back by both black cocks.
"Oh Christ in a chariot!" She cried. "I'm double fucked!"
"Sonny, what are you saying?"
I patted the air.
"Just a minute." I walked to where Doreen swayed between Sam and Sammy, both of whom were curiously quiet.
"Jesus she's tight for a big woman." Sam mumbled.
"Yeah, she's really tight!" Sammy added.
"You're in her ass, Sammy, of course she's tight!" Sam responded.
"Oh, right you are!"
I touched the blissed out woman on the shoulder. She turned her head, her tits waved over Sam's face. He looked past them at me and rose up under her, the imp. She grunted and shifted. Her eyes opened.
"Oh, right." She mumbled. She leaned towards me, tilting her head back as she opened her mouth. She inhaled my cock and just like that, she was well mounted on the Airtight Express, Honeywell Style, two for three anyway. I should be considered an honorary Honeywell given my work in the family business. She inhaled me and sucked me deep. My cock lodged down in her throat and it clamped closed around it. She stopped breathing. She made a sound down in her chest, her eyes looked up at me and she bucked once then again and again as the ripple of pleasure rose through her. I pulled back. She released me with a gasp and a whoosh. I staggered back, my cock glistening.
Alissa's hand steadied me. I got an arm around her and we stood together while Sam and Sammy unlimbered Doreen. I gestured at Melissa.
"You're next." She nodded and began undressing or at least removing what little covering she wore.
"What do you mean, Sonny?"
"Don't think of this as all or nothing. You and Sam have been living mangled lives for some time, you just haven't been discussing it. You haven't negotiated explicitly for what you wanted, you both just took it and dared the other to say 'boo' about it. It was insulting and often bruising and you had to get the timing just right to ever get on the same page. About the time he was ready to consider what you thought or felt about what he was doing, you were busy giving him the finger and vice versa. So it went. I just think that you should keep what you both have and both want and go from there. Negotiate to keep those things and add to that Sammy, Melissa, me, us, and your partnership, which apparently is nearly a sure thing..."
"Thank you for that, by the way, Sonny. You know it would never have happened without you, don't you?"
"I just fucked you when I was told to." I said with a shrug.
She smiled. Ellen was sucking Sam's cock and Doreen was adding lube to Melissa's ass. The room was full of momentum Newton never even imagined.
Alissa turned into me. Our naked bodies blended like chocolate and milk. She took my face between her dark hands and kissed me with her rich, voluptuous lips, her eyes fierce and then turned her head to watch her sister mount her husband.
"When you had me the first time, I could never have stood here and watched that, watched my sister take my husband's cock into her body like that, god, Sonny, she's coming! Just getting him inside her like that."
She was. Melissa was poised over Sam. His hands were on her sides, hers were on his shoulders and her legs flexed so her ass remained suspended over him crouched on her dark knees, blending with him, like two corners of darkness fitting together. His cock connected to her body, a line of black between them that should have been flashing with energy. Melissa was panting raggedly, Sam huffed under her. Melissa's head was bowed and her eyes were closed but then, still, Sam's cock head just inside her body, she opened her eyes and turned her rich, lurid gaze towards us.
"Lissa, I'm going to fuck your husband." Melissa Crawford whispered.
Alissa wrenched out of my hold around her waist and moved to the bed. She grasped Melissa by the face and kissed her. When she first moved, I felt the world tilt and worried that all the niceties had gone for naught but when Alissa kissed her sister, I got that gooey warm feeling that things were going to be well for the Honewells. Alissa bent down and sucked her sister's breast and then stretched to suck the other.
"Fuck him good, Messy. You two have been teasing each other for years. We should have fucked each other long before now. Please. Fuck him." Alissa placed a hand on the small of Melissa's back and shoved her down onto Sam's erection. Melissa and Sam both groaned loudly and long together. Partly, I suppose from the penetration itself but also from Alissa's hand on her sister, pressing husband and sister together like a brand new sandwich that would take the world by storm, the ham and cheese of sex. Melissa tipped forward, lay down onto Sam and they kissed like lovers.
Sammy pulled his mother aside into a tight embrace, kissing her. She melted into his arms. The restrictions on their sexual congress bubbled between them and the passion they shared flared, incandescent and bright. Sammy seemed reluctant to release her but Alissa finally wriggled loose.
"Sammy, fuck your Aunt's ass. You and your father need to fuck her and fuck her good. She's a gorgeous piece of ass and you should have her. Take her, use her, fuck her. Then, then you can have me, since Sonny gave me to you."
Melissa, hearing her sister's words, sat up, cinching her hips down onto Sam. Sam groaned. They had been rocking together, kissing and murmuring while glancing at Alissa and Sammy kissing. Sammy released his mother and got on the bed behind his Aunt, grasped her ass and touched his cock to her glistening asshole. He pushed. She grunted, then moaned, then screamed as he slid into her incredible ass. Melissa was well oiled and Sammy slid into her like she'd been fucked twice already. She screamed and came when he pushed her down onto his father's hard cock. Melissa Crawford was double fucked by father and son. She came and then came again. This was orgasm of the mind, the milieu did it. She gasped for breath as the orgasms swept by, ruffling her composure like a wardrobe fail at the Super Bowl.
Alissa stood by the bed, staring at her climaxing sister. I moved up beside her.
"Alissa, look at this. This is something you want to keep. Messy fucking the two men in your life that you will always be connected to. Do you want to lose the right to join them? To have them fuck you too?"
She turned to look at me, her eyes bleak, her body shaking once more, clearly affected both by her son's kisses and the sight of her sister fucking her husband and son. She shook her head, then nodded her head, clearly no idea what the question was that she was answering.
"Sonny, plug her mouth. God, her ass is amazing!" Sammy panted. The asshole had no memory. This wasn't his first time in Aunt Melissa but then again, having your father's cock in the nearby antechamber surely made it different in kind.
I moved around Alissa and stood by the side of the bed. Melissa twisted out from between the ebony ecstasy pinioning her between them and bent her open mouth to my cock. I helped her, knotting my hand in her hair. She sucked my cock. Something about the angle prevented her from deep throating me and so she merely sucked on the business end of it. I was preserving myself for the St. Vincent women to follow. I was about to pull out when Melissa climaxed again. Her eyes were peering around and when I twisted to follow her eyes, I found Alissa standing at my side, peering at us, seeing her sister triple fucked, mouth on me, mounted on Sam and ass fucked by her son. The moment touched off an orgasm in Melissa. She spat me out and screamed again, gasping for air.
Rather than let her off that easy, I went to Doreen and had her stand, and bend over. I penetrated her, shoving my cock into her pussy from behind. I returned to Melissa and presented her with my cock. Rather than suck me in, she licked me off, even as Sam and Sammy fucked her between them. It took a while because the randy bitch kept losing her concentration. She was nearly finished cleaning me when she came again. Her body bucked and this time the orgasm consumed her. I backed away from her flashing teeth.
Alissa moved against me from behind, a hand clasping my damp cock.
"Sonny, I don't know how you did this but thank you. I know this had to be risky, scary even. I wouldn't have known what I was going to do myself but here, now, I know its my turn. I'm going to fuck Sam and Sammy and I know that will change everything. I'll never be the same woman. I won't. But Sonny, I swear to you, nothing we do here will remove your collar from my neck. When you want me, you can have me, I swear it."
"Don't make those promises until you've spent a couple days fucking those two. You might not feel the same."
"It's my turn now." She said aloud.
Sammy backed his cock out of his aunt's ass and Melissa dismounted from Sam. She waddled over to a chair, started to sit but then just stood there. She smiled crookedly at me.
"The ass needs exercise." She rasped. "I've neglected it."
"Or whoever." I offered.
Sam lay alone on the bed. Alissa stood a couple steps away looking at him. They just stared at each other, both naked, both waiting for the other to make the first move. I was about to push Alissa a step forward when Sammy moved between them.
"Mom, Dad, I'm not telling you what to do, but do something. This sitskrieg is killing me. I don't know if we're a family that fucks together or hates each other. I need you two to decide something. Either shit or get off the pot. Okay, bad line." He chortled. "Either mount him like Sonny told you, Mom, or take off the collar and go home. Dad's here, to fuck you, to fuck Aunt Melissa but he's doing it in front of you and most importantly, with me. It's not to spite you or us or anything. It's because Aunt Melissa is a twisted bitch who loves to piss you off, so don't let her have that satisfaction. She fucked Sam Honeywell, you fuck Sam Honeywell. One thing she can't do, Mom, is fuck your husband, only you can fuck your husband."
Sam chose that moment to sit up on his elbows.
"Hey bitch, suck my cock already. You used to be pretty good. Come have a taste of your sister's cunt. I just fucked her. Did you see? After you clean her off, you can mount me and Sammy and I'll double up on you and you can suck your Master off so he can go and then we'll have you all to ourselves and we'll use you up. You'll wish you'd never put that collar on, bitch!"



I cringed. Alissa's back straightened, her shoulders squared and I thought everything was about to go to shit. Instead, she looked back at me.
"You gave me to this asshole, right? I have to do what he says?"
"No, what they say. Agreement. If they all say you have to do something, then it's do it or take off the collar. There's at least a couple of tattletales here so no cheating is possible."
"Suck him." Melissa said immediately, a glint in her eyes.
Alissa looked around at her son.
Sammy looked at Ellen. The asshole looked at me only after Ellen gave him the finger, so I gave him the finger too. He even looked at Doreen who was frigging herself in the chair and didn't notice. He looked back at Alissa.
"Suck him, Mom. Suck him and then we're going to triple you and then its Sam and Sammy in Melissa and Alissa all weekend!" He grinned. There was no real wit in his words but by god there was plenty of anticipation!
Alissa did as they bid. She leaned over her husband and sucked his cock into her mouth, licking and slurping her sister's nectar off of his still hard cock. The dear man was saving himself for his marriage. Sam groaned. His wife inhaled him like a tart. There wasn't enough of his cock visible to define his gender. I could see the outline in her dark skin as his cock thrust into her throat.
"Oh Christ, Lissa, that's so good."
Alissa pulled off Sam's cock and immediately mounted him. She'd been leaning over him from the side of the bed but now crawled over him, got astride his legs and fit his cock into her pussy. She threw back her head and let her body settle down onto her husband, impaling herself onto him with focused deliberation. Sam moaned again. Alissa rose up and slammed her booty down on his cock.
"What you need to go chasing pussy all over tarnation when you have this at home for you, shit head!" She snarled at him, grinding her body down onto his cock.
Sam arched under her.
"Because when I wanted some of this fine ass, luscious cunt, you locked your legs closed and told me 'no, no, no' because you can be such a bitch!"
I gestured to Ellen and she shook her head at me like I was crazy as a pet raccoon. Sammy however knew which side his bread was buttered on and moved over and pushed Alissa forward over his father. Melissa met him there and together they oiled up Alissa's ass. That halted the exchange of pleasantries, at least for the moment.
Sammy used his finger on his mother's ass. She held still, glaring down at her husband until the finger penetrating her made her move her hips and the cock in her pussy tickled her fancy. She groaned, bowing her head over Sam, her black hair falling down over them like a wash of night. Sam rose up and kissed one of her tits then the other, then pulled her forward, tilting her body to be mounted from behind. They kissed but it was violent, like it was somehow a competition or worse, a war.
Sammy sensing the lighting of a fuse, withdrew his finger from his mother's ass, moved behind her and let his aunt position his cock at his mother's tightest sphincter. He pushed into her. Alissa's body jerked. Sam's hands found her ass cheeks and pulled her open, parting them but also pulling her firmly down onto his cock. She planted her elbows beside him and kept the kiss alive, snorting and wheezing as her son pressed his cock further into her ass. Down, deeper into her dark confines, Sammy pushed his cock and finally, they were locked together, the Honeywell family had become an indivisible sexual whole. They moved together even while the moment overwhelmed the meat between the two cocks. Alissa was at the end of a very strange journey.
When Sammy mounted his mother, she came. It was a savage orgasm, not thrilling or anything like that but violent, with lots of motion and pulsing of her hips down on Sam. She wanted him to come inside her. Sammy began to pump her ass, in and out, in and out. She groaned and bent over Sam and kissed him, her tits swaying as they double fucked her.
Melissa came over to me.
"Was this a good idea?"
"It was inevitable. We just didn't run from it or let them. So, in answer to your question, fuck if I know. Is drama in life a good idea? This is just another scene in their drama."
Then I had an idea. God, I was getting a lot of them lately and so far, I hadn't blown my hand off. I moved over to the bed. Alissa caught sight of me and rose up, tipping Sammy off her back, shaking his hands off her tits. She was shaking, the trembling had returned. Her eyes were wild. She leaned towards me, tilting her head and taking my cock into her mouth. She sucked me deep, pressing her face down my cock until her breath seared my abdomen. I snarled my hand in her hair and held her still. She blew hot air into my pubic hair.
"Mrs. Honeywell, Mr. Honeywell, I have a proposal, maybe a condition. Alissa, you can't fuck this man after these three release you unless you get my express permission, each day. At midnight, all permission expires and you must reacquire it. Mr. Honeywell, you will be like all other men with her. She will not have sex with you unless I give her leave to do so. Do you both agree to these conditions of your marriage for the moment? Until such time as we sit down and renegotiate?"
"What about Sammy?" Sam groaned from underneath his wife.
"Not your problem, Sam. If he fucks his mother every day of the week and twice on Sunday's that's not your problem or the Pope's problem for that matter. I just want you both to understand that sexually, things are not as they ever were. I own Alissa and so long as that remains so, she cannot be claimed by anyone and she cannot give it away, married or not. Is that acceptable? Can we all agree to that?"
"You get my wife, what do I get out of the deal?" Sam muttered.
"I have three sisters, and other MILFs. In fact, I'd say you owe me pussy at the moment, not the other way around but even then, I'll provide you a sister from time to time just to make things fair. If you can't attract enough pussy on your own." I had another little inspiration, having my cock in Alissa's mouth seemed to be vastly inspiring. "You both can watch the other have sex, however. No harm in that."
I released Alissa's head and pulled free of her mouth. She coughed once as I withdrew and sat straight in the saddle, straight as a woman can with a cock in both holes below the waist, Sam's cock clearly affected her disposition. She wheezed as her husband and son proceeded to fuck her. I stepped away and began to dress. Jamie stood up, taking my cue as it was intended. Shit, I'd forgotten about him. Ellen was still dressed and came over to stand beside me. Doreen ignored us, clearly intending to stay put. Melissa came over as I was putting on my shoes.
"Sonny, you're leaving?"
I nodded. She looked around.
"Are you sure you should?"
"I'm not sure of anything except I have other pussy to fuck and my work here is done. The Family Honeywell has some fucking to do and I would be extraneous."
"What about her?"
"She's white so she's easy to find in the dark. She can't hide. You can kick her out whenever you tire of having the competition."
Melissa glowered at me. I figured I'd secured Doreen another mile and a half of black cock or so, or maybe a day and half of eating pussy. She seemed content where she was. Dressed, I hugged naked Melissa, glanced at Sam and Sammy rocking Alissa between them and left them like that, satisfied that I'd done my duty to God and my country, er cuntry.
Ellen, Jamie and I went down to the car in a lurid silence, not really not talking but utterly unsure of what to say in response to what we'd just seen. God, it defied description. I bundled them into the car and drove to the Marquise d'Or. Jamie thought I was taking him back to his room but I kept him with us when we went to the other suite. He was puzzled but not overly disturbed. Ellen drifted along, unusually quiet but I chalked that up to the days of circus sex that had seen her in the center ring for a good portion of it. She was not spent but she was not bursting with excess energy demanding expression either. We got off on the proper floor and headed to the room.
I hesitated at the door. I dug for the key card I had from Chilton. I glanced back at Jamie. He had the rumbled looked he'd worn while watching the family Honeywell ride the Airtight Express. His eyes hadn't lost the glazed and dazed expression that gave his eyes that hollow, Geppetto-made look. I was checking for some recognition of this door, that he knew or understood what and who was beyond this door. There was none.
Since I had no picture of who but only what was beyond it, I was prepared only in part, knowing mother and sister to him was supposed to be there but with no vision of what they looked like, an oversight but at the same time, a sort of calculated surprise. If you like surprises, like Christmas and birthdays with gifts wrapped up, full of mystery while you still have wishes that have gone ungranted, hopes unfulfilled, dreams unrealized, if there is still the possibility of wanting something, of desiring something you don't have, then it is possible to desire something, to want it, and to think it yet possible to have, yet not have it. That is what was beyond that door. I was checking to see if he knew what was beyond the door and he had no idea. He was yet dulled by watching father and son fuck mother and aunt while their black lips sucked my cock. All the pieces in my jigsaw weren't in place either, if I'm absolutely honest. I wasn't sure I could cast a shadow without spraining something.
I got hold of the key card and with a trembling hand withdrew it from my pocket and inserted it into the slot. I had a flash, thinking that surely it wasn't possible that Chilton hadn't traded in homely and boring for crazy pussy, had he? Surely mother and daughter were worthy of Jamie's protection, of his jealous rage and violence? Surely he defended true treasures worth defending and not stolid buckets of flesh that no one wanted? I pushed open the door.
Nope. Not buckets.
The mother was blond and I swear, had she been naked I'd have known that she was a pure blonde and never bet against it. She sat in an arm chair with wooden trimming, sitting on wooden pins with green cushions that glittered with silver piping. Her body cried to be touched and crushed, her lips were scarlet red.
The daughter, clearly younger, pouted. The resemblance was casual, in the eyes but hardly elsewhere. Xavia had the sort of soft defiance that suggested she could call on anyone nearby to rescue her if you got out of line and she feared no one as a result. That courage gave her leave to be fully delicate and fragile, able to pose on the edge of the love seat, her back bowed so extremely that she looked hardly human, curved like an orchid on its stalk. Her hair was golden bronze while her mother's was the blond color of ripe wheat, pale as winter sunlight. They were two versions of the same sensuous object, the human female and both exuded sexuality begging to be bedded.
I felt Jamie stop behind me.
"What the fuck!" He spat.
I felt the words ping against my neck.
"You bugger! What the fuck is this!"
I heard the wild rage, a nova-like eruption of light and violence beginning behind me. I turned.
"Mr. St. Vincent, I am afraid you have made a mistake. You tried to trade me something you did not own. Mercy and Patricia were not yours to trade, now were they?" I stopped, hoping against hope the question would pierce the glowing cloud of incandescent rage growing before me. It didn't. I needed more. He fairly snarled at me.
"You've had my woman. And her sister. I do own them. I owned them both. You watched them fucked, by father and son. You saw me have them over for use by myself and after you had used them both yourself. You sought to defraud me by giving me what you did not own. I have overlooked that slight and have sought to defend your honor and have neglected to carry that forward to either Mr. Kingston or Mrs. Honeywell, to say nothing of your father, in hopes that you will let me remedy the oversight and correct your foolish presumption that you could perpetrate this fraud.
"Make no mistake, I offer you this redemption for Mrs. Honeywell, not for you. If you deny me, then the matter will be put into the open and your deal with Peppers, Bickerstaff, Kline and Honeywell will be in her hands and you'd do well to remember that she, Jamie, is in mine. Of course you can take these women and return home no poorer than you arrived. And no richer." I shrugged, then. "If, however, I understand what you have told me, you need to be richer or you will be poorer. I believe this is the brass ring and curiously, for you to grab your brass ring, you must offer me these two women." I chuckled as lasciviously as I could, which is pretty fucking lasciviously if I do say so myself. "I mean to grasp them as completely as you grasped my black sisters, Mr. St. Vincent, plus a little, because you have sought to defraud me, which is why I brought Miss Collier here. She enjoys a little taste of the alternative and I expect these two will learn to appreciate a little colonial cunt lapping, don't you?"
The two women did not move. The daughter, Xavia watched me with half closed eyes. The mother had not yet turned her head to acknowledge our arrival.
The nova before me collapsed into a cold, black hole.
James St. Vincent took a step towards his majority.
"Mr. St. Vincent, I have taken it upon myself to bring us, the two of us to this point, to the threshold of this moment but I'll not cross over without a clear invitation. You sought to defraud me, to take what was mine under false pretenses and now you are caught. I am presenting you a remedy with a penalty. A penalty that you cannot control and will not choose. Since you took from me twice, I will penalize you twice. You, for your part, must stand still, let me penalize you and when I am finished, we shall shake hands and be done and, even, perhaps be friends."
I had an inspiration, a real inspiration.
"If you can endure this, I promise you my girlfriend and one of my sisters. At the same time, in one bed. A reward for your forbearance at allowing me to manipulate you in this way. You have not offered me your mother and sister freely. I have connived to claim them and that is not entirely convivial on my part but not unfair either, since cheating a fraud may not be a crime. I am not trading you but I wish to compensate you with my sister and girlfriend, sight unseen. Refuse and I'll take my red head cunt licker and leave you and this deal is done but any business you and your family has with Peppers and the rest may well be done as well. That is not for me to say but I won't hide your duplicity if it is not corrected and remediated. This is not my business and certainly not my say but you made it a matter of business when you demanded Alissa's cunt as a condition of your contract. You have had her, and her sister. You defrauded me and now I get to demand of you something of equal value." I gestured to his two women sitting before us. "What do you say?"
I knew I was putting my chips into the middle of the table. It was house money. I'd begun with a broken pocket watch and now had a pile of chips to play with. I wasn't going to end with less than I'd started with in any case. Alissa was at this very moment fucking husband and son, oh, and sister and a strange blond woman at my behest and that was tying her ever tighter to me. I was going to own her ever more surely when she swallowed the last gob of cum and flopped onto her back, bubbling full of good, family cheer and exhausted. I owned her, no matter what Jamie did. Alissa, whatever happened, was surely mine more completely than ever and that was a wonder and a delight.
"Well?"
Jamie stared past me.
His eyes had cleared. The cum-drunk look was gone. The bleary pleasure was gone, replaced by the cool calculation I'd seen first in his father's eyes, even after meeting Annie and Anne and Carol Lynn. Jamie looked at Ellen, who'd been ghosting along with us like an afterthought.
"What punishment do you have in mind?" Jamie asked.
"Why are you looking at me?" Ellen squeaked. I caught her eye but subsided on her own accord, clearly grasping the import of this moment to her firm and thus to her.
"Compensation. For fraud." I corrected. "You don't get to ask. You obtained my blind agreement, you must give yours." I said. I must say, these moments of fully clear understanding can be as wonderful as peak ecstasy and in some ways they are more wonderful because they can last ever so much longer, lingering in the mind and lending great pleasure to the cousin body that it can obtain literally from no other source.
Jamie closed his eyes. He growled deep in his hollow chest, a low, guttural sound that seemed utterly out of character with his lank, angular frame.
"I had thought we'd become friends. What friendship can there be when you treat me so abominably?" James St. Vincent muttered, perhaps not addressing me but I answered anyway.
"Which is why I offer you my sister and my girlfriend. You must pay a penalty for your fraud and to earn my silence." I hesitated. "Friendship should not begin with fraud," I hesitated again but then used the word that sprang to mind anyway despite the robust potential for sounding mocking, "my friend. Yet here we are and since every friendship will endure such...clashes...shall we say? We will have gotten this unpleasantness out of the way early. If we do..." Jamie interrupted me.
"You won't tell my father?"
"Do you think you can keep this from him?" I asked. "I won't lie for you. Secrets are lies we haven't told yet. You tell your own lies. I will tell mine. If I tell lies, I'll do it for my own reasons, not to keep faith with you." I had an instant of insight; Jamie needed an out, a reason and a way to let this happen, to stand aside and let me take mother and sister. "If they refuse me, Jamie, I won't have them. Never would I take a woman against her will. You yield the matter to them and I'll be ruled by them, whatever they say."
In that moment, the mother turned to look at me, a queen acknowledging some pitiable minion and giving him standing, place, and vitality where before there was none. She looked at me like she was buying a race horse. Her eyes appraised me with lurid competence. I saw it clearly then. The flicker of blue fire in Candice's eyes. She stared away, like she was in a trance and was yet unaware of us, our presence or our conversation. I also saw Jamie reach out and grasp the lifeline. I sighed inside, hiding it but feeling like a stupid whale who'd dived too deep finally breeching just before he suffocated. Do whales ever drown? Stupid whales do, I suppose. Darwin's genetic fail safe.
"Mother?"
"Yes, James?"
"Mother, I'm sorry. I never intended for this to happen!" His voice cracked.
"What, James?" Candice voice was airy, light like she was high, unconcerned, dingy.
"I...god...I made a deal, a deal for a woman."
"What woman, James?"
I'd only just met this woman but I swear I heard in her voice a sort of exultation, eager exultation, like she was so close to something she'd wanted and now she just had to wait three more heartbeats so she couldn't botch it now; she had to control herself still but the thrill of it seemed to nearly undo her.
"An attorney, mother. She's black and beautiful, beautifully sensuous and this man, he owns her."
"Owns her? He owns a black woman? My god, Jamie, surely you jest!"
"Not like that, mother. Not as a slave. I mean, sexually. He, she's his...I guess she is his slave, his sex slave. He tells her to have sex with whomever he wishes and she does. However and whenever he decides and she does."



"Oh gracious, James. That sounds so illicit. You made a deal for her? With her to do what?"
"No. I made a deal for her, to have her, sexually, as part of the Cottingham project."
"Oh. Sexually? You mean, to have sex with her?"
I couldn't tell if Jamie was fooled by his mother or was just playing along. Her tone sounded obviously lyrical, singsong, like she was toying with him, making him say the words, demanding that he express exactly what he'd done, a confession. If a confession, what was she, his confessor? There was no suggestion that she sought understanding or that she was the least bit confused at all to my ears. Jamie, however, remained earnest and forthcoming, explaining each detail as though Candice had no idea what was going on. I thought he was going to explain the meaning of sex and I'd end up demonstrating copulation on Ellen. I glanced at her. Ellen's eyes were wide as saucers. She was hearing about all this for the first time and clearly her lawyer ears were pricking up.
"Yes, to have sex with her. Mother, she and I, we had a connection, I mean, I walked into the room and I knew I had to have her and she had to have me. We wanted to have each other instantly and we'd have done it on the desk right then but she was already owned."
"She was married you mean?"
"Well, yes, but not to this man. Her husband...she was married to another man but this man, this is Sonny Duncan, he owned her pleasure, her body, her cunt and tits and mouth and he could use her as and when he wanted and she had to obtain permission to offer her body to anyone else or surrender that ownership forever. She wore his collar. I saw it but ignored its rather obvious meaning."
"James, why are you telling me this?"
"I wanted her but I had to trade something to obtain her. Not money, you understand. I wanted her as part of the Cottingham project, so, well, I traded him Mercy and Patricia."
"Oh gracious. How could you do that?"
"I...I've been sleeping with them."
"Both?"
"Both. Yes."
"Goodness. That must be tiring. Does your father know?"
"Of course not."
Candice smiled vaguely, but with approval at the idea of the son cuckolding her ex-husband. She seemed so high, so spacey.
"He wouldn't care. I was always surprised Mercy wasn't stepping out on him, now I understand why. Good for you, James. She's a very attractive woman. That other woman, her...companion, she's beastly."
"I traded them to Sonny but as he points out, I had no right to do so. I defrauded him."
"So the deal's off?"
"I...well...no...not exactly. I had sex with Mrs. Honeywell and her sister last night."
"Oh, my gracious. You're in a bit of a corner then, aren't you?" Candice turned her head and her eyes focused on us, on Jamie actually. "You need someone to trade to Mr. Duncan here, then don't you? Someone you think you own."
Jamie nodded.
Candice regarded her son with half closed eyes and I realized where her daughter got that look from. For a long time, no one spoke. I finally realized what that doughy silence meant. She was waiting for him to ask and Jamie was waiting for her to offer. I was waiting to see who'd do what. My cock wasn't waiting. The little fella was getting hard all by his little lonesome with virtually no encouragement from anyone. I glanced at Ellen. She glanced at my tenting pants. She rolled her eyes at me and shook her head.
"Son, when you are in the wrong, you must both ask for forgiveness and for the help you need to make things right. I will not offer to copulate with this young man unless you request it of me."
"I need you both." Jamie whispered.
I saw them both plainly then. I couldn't tell if this was just a little Kabuki play or if Jamie was that clueless. Candice was two eyelashes away from throwing off her bra and rubbing her tits in my face. Everything about her pose screamed "Fuck me!" No, that's not right. The phrase coiled in her posture was "hurry the fuck up and fuck me!" If I ever saw a woman primed and ready for immediate penetration, it was Candice St. Vincent! I almost pushed her onto her back and mounted her at that moment as a purely humanitarian manner; I'm sure there is a UN provision somewhere that mandated such things and likely a Nobel prize for Sex that would have come my way had I done so but I refused fame and glory in favor of building friendship with James St. Vincent by refusing to fuck his mother until the deal was fully negotiated and settled. I am such a noble guy I amaze myself!
Mrs. St. Vincent gasped with such obvious umbrage I couldn't believe James couldn't see that she was toying with him.
"My god, James! Are you saying what I think you are saying?"
"Mum, please, oh god, don't make me say it!"
"You bloody well shall say it, if that is what you are thinking because I am not going to say it, because if I am wrong, what sort of bloody mother would I be, then?"
"Oh, right!" James seemed perfectly persuaded and nodded.
This sounded like they were having a reasonable conversation and if I hadn't been fucking mothers and daughters myself, to say nothing of my own mother and sisters, I'd have been bouncing off the ceiling trying to figure out if I was a pervert in training or not. Of course that matter is long settled in my case so I remained placidly on the floor.
James' eyes shifted to his sister, then back to his mother.
"I need you both. I need you both to have sex with Mr. Duncan, mother. You and Xavia both." He swallowed hard then, like he finally gave up on chewing the golf ball in his mouth and just tried to swallow it.
"You can't ask all of that of me." Mrs. St. Vincent hesitated then and her composure slipped a bit because I saw her lips twitch, just the right corner, and just a little, so slight I may have imagined it but it was there I swear. That was when I knew she was fucking with him. Of course I knew that! Her ex-husband had arranged this moment in Jamie's life in collusion with her but still, it was both surreal and persuasive to such an extent that I doubted my own knowledge, fearing that what I knew was not what I knew.
Mrs. St. Vincent blinked her eyes, pulled her lips into line and spoke, finally, continuing her teasing torture of her son.
"You must ask that of your sister. I cannot commit her to sexual coitus like that, like the snap of a garter. You cannot ignore her by asking me. You must ask her, direct the question to her too. Ask me first, though. Then ask her." Mrs. St. Vincent's lips smiled then, a wispy thing that flashed like a passing car's headlights on a burglar's pose in a black room, then was gone followed by a vanishingly slight sigh of relief. "Ask your sister to have sexual relations with this young man. But ask me first. Ask me to shag him for you." Her composure cracked at the last.
My god, I nearly burst out laughing then. It was so clear she was fucking with him, I thought sure he'd lose his cool and offer to fuck her in the ear with a gravy boat. James regarded her with absolute sobriety, though, like they were discussing the right wine for communion. He stared, gulped and finally nodded.
"Mother, would you please consent to have sexual relations with Mr. Duncan?"
I couldn't resist. I'm a fucker, I know. I'd been watching this little exchange like it was between God and the Devil were toying with a child molester, giving the fucker some hope he wasn't going to hell for certain. I had to jump in. I shook my head.
"Oh no, Jamie, oh bean." I said with a hearty chuckle, "this isn't sexual relations. This is sexual slavery. Mommy dearest is consigning all her holes to my filling appetites, er, to filling my appetites? Whatever. I'm going to use your mother with the same sort of liberality you reserved for the dark sisters. Just to be clear. I am sure you were in ass, mouth and cunt in both parties and they performed for you. They ate each other...and as part, I say, part of the penalty, I get to have your female consist, here, muff dive Ellen after I pump her full of the rich and creamy! Just to be clear. I don't want any more confusion."
The look on Mrs. St. Vincent's face was priceless, it was a pearl of great value! She looked utterly and totally aghast! She stared at me for a dozen heartbeats and then dragged her gaze over to her son like it was heavy as sins carried into heaven.
"Who's Ellen?" She asked him. I glanced at Ellen expecting some eruption but she stood beside me staring, mouth open. She caught me peeping and licked her lips at me as if that was a thing.
"Her." Jamie gestured at Ellen without looking at her. Candice made a thing of looking at Ellen who licked her lips so maybe that is a thing, then returned her eyes to her son.
"Is this true, son?" Candice whispered, her voice replete with rich horror. "He can do all that?"
I was almost sure that Jamie only heard her intended horror but I was almost equally sure I heard her full measure of anticipation too. A woman with self-control is both a marvel and frightening. The moment Jamie closed his eyes and looked away, his face a mask of shame, she licked her red, red lips with a huge, swipe of her great pink tongue and I knew she was fucking with her son. I knew it!
Jamie nodded.
I had to help out. Truth was, I was getting impatient! God, this was taking for fucking ever!
"You have to ask her, for fuck sake!" I growled, like I was owning it. Her blue eyes flicked at me with something approximating appreciation and perhaps a little bit of gratitude. I felt her growing warmth, nay, heat. I wasn't the only one who was growing impatient! That encouraged me, and inspired me.
Jamie nodded. He looked at his mother.
"You must let him do whatever he wants, mother." He said softly. His eyes shifted to his sister. "Xavia, sister, dear, you too. Let Sonny shag you. Let him put his cock wherever he wishes, in your bum, if he wants even. Twat and mouth for certain but even the bum, please, dear sister. Please, I beg you. If you don't, this deal fails and father will never let me hear the end of it. I'll, I'll...I'll lose my position on the board and I'll end up back in the mail room. He'll never trust me again!"
I thought that was overkill but when pulling at the heartstrings of a mother, or sister, there is no such thing as overkill. Mrs. St. Vincent played it perfectly. Her face fell, a hand went to her cleavage and she pressed it against her chest, making her breasts waver. She looked at her daughter.
"Xavia, this is a terrible thing to ask but Jamie needs us, he is asking us to lay down for this man. I think we must. I will but you must agree or it is of no benefit. Will you Xavia? Will you?"
The tone of her voice was so melodramatic I could not imagine that Jamie could help but know he was being played but if he did, he hid it completely. He stared at the two women intently, tense with dramatic effect. Xavia played her part perfectly, staring intently at her mother for a long time before turning her head to look at me and finally fixing her eyes on Jamie and nodding. She licked her lips in that way that said, "come and get it, big boy!" but Jamie's eyes were closed, he was sighing with relief.
Her mother wasn't letting her off that easily.
"You must say it aloud, dear, so we can hear your voice. Address yourself to, Mr. Duncan was it?"
"Sonny is fine, your ladyship." I managed to croak. Mrs. St. Vincent gave me a look that would have killed lice. Sorry! I didn't think "ma'am" was sufficiently imperious and Madam was French and that surely would be an insult to a Brit, right? Shit, European sensibilities can be confusing, or is it American ignorance that makes it seem so?
At any rate, Mrs. St. Vincent nodded and graced me with a rich, leering smile. She looked at her daughter.
"Aloud, Xavia. Tell Sonny what Jamie needs from you!"
Xavia to that point had been facing three quarters away from me and now turned back so that I got a perfect view of the shape and draft of her tits. My god, what tits on her young, virile body! She smiled at me, her green eyes alight.
"Sonny," she wheezed, "I offer you my body, vagina, mouth and arse. Fill me with your cock for the sake of my idiot brother. I don't know how you managed to get him to trade for me, but I swear, I will shag you fine and well so that the Queen and country will be proud and you Yanks will know what it means to shag an English twat!" She smiled so sweetly, I had to rewind to make sure she hadn't just offered an invitation to tea. She hadn't by the bye.
Suddenly, it was my move.
"Take off your clothes, Ellen." I hissed.
She squawked.
"What? Me? I thought...!" Her head twitched side to side but not in denial, confusion.
"Now." I said.
She heard the insistence and did so without any further prevarication, for which I wanted to thank her because her compliance was vital at that moment. Ellen had the process down pat. She'd had plenty of practice stripping that day. Blouse, bra, skirt, garter belt and stockings and she was naked.
"Now what, ass hole?" She couldn't resist, her compliance extended only so far. No reason to be greedy, though. When a naked woman is snotty, that is not the time to hand her a hanky.
The two women stared at naked Ellen, seeming to see her for the first time but with real interest and fascination in their faces. Neither moved. I left the tableau then to tour the suite. I wanted to see if the sexual tension would build or dissipate if I left Ellen standing there naked and nosed around a little. The suite consisted of four rooms. The living room where we were, two standard bedrooms and a master bedroom. The decoration was vaguely baroque, uncomfortable furniture that suggested everyone spent their time on the beds. Baroque or Victorian furniture designed not for comfort but to foster virtues like good posture or to deny sensuous suggestiveness, all contrary to my purposes. No one else moved, leaving Ellen standing naked before the St. Vincent three. She glowered at me on my return.
I wasn't insensitive to the situation and the inherent risk that was before me. The relative ease with which I'd obtained leave to fuck these two women didn't mean that once I was dick deep in one of them that I'd not get a crack on the back of the head from Jamie who might suddenly have a change of heart. Acquiescence in theory could be rescinded in practice when the practice converted into a fountain of ecstasy. Seeing me injecting several yards of cock into sister or mother could be profoundly different in practice than it would seem in theory for Jamie, if his father was to be believed. I needed to secure myself against that situation. I found one of the Victorian straight backed chairs that fit my purpose and dragged it into the master bedroom.
I strode back into the living room. Ellen glowered at me again, trying to make a thing of it but I ignored her and her ruby red nipples. When did she have time to put lipstick on them? Maybe I was mistaken.
"Jamie, give me your belt." He looked askance at me but I insisted and finally he surrendered it, pulling it out of the loops of his trousers. I gestured for him to follow me and when he did, I pulled my belt free and had him sit on the chair in the bedroom.
"Bugger me, Sonny, what are you doing?" He asked.
"Relax. I'm not buggering anyone, oh, well, I mean not you anyway. The girls...they remain on the menu." I muttered. "I don't want you changing your mind, so this is another part of your penalty for being a buggering fraud." The resistant tension slackened a bit and he released himself to me so I could manipulate him as I wished. He was in sufficient shock I got him secured before he comprehended just what I had in mind.
I pulled his arms around the narrow back of the chair and looped one belt around his upper arms. I looped and tied and secured it. With the second one, I secured his elbows. My intent was clear and his reaction was immediate.
"Goddammit, it Sonny, what the fuck are you doing?"
"I am about to fuck your sister and your mother. You are going to watch me. It is your punishment, your next punishment for seeking to defraud me. I am just an American bumpkin, a peasant, a cad, a tosser to you but cheating me should be punished and you took what was mine and traded me what wasn't yours to trade."
"You had them didn't you?"
"No thanks to you. I earned that. I gained them, used them, and had them by trading them something else of my own. I had to give them my own sisters and now, at this very instant, they are being fucked by a clot of my own friends, for free. They are getting something they will never forget, for fucking free!" I was shouting. My anger appeared like an ostrich in a greyhound race, out classing the other contenders and utterly out of place.
I reined it in immediately. It served no purpose but it surprised me. I heaved a huge sigh, putting my umbrage back on the shelf where it belonged. I wanted to let it loose but dared not. It was precisely that feeling, the sense that I could be cheated with impunity because I didn't matter that infuriated me, even while we shared a sympatico that I thought would have protected me. I was face to face with Jamie's sense of superiority, his classist arrogance and I fucking hated it. I wanted to hurt him, to make him regret it and to respect or if nothing else, to fear me. I had to restrain that urge, to cage it and only express what Chilton had engaged me to express, the subordination of Jamie's dominance of his mother and sister but to do that, I'd have to take them for my own and he had to watch me do it. All in all a good trade.
"Jamie, I am going to use your mother and sister and you have to watch me. I don't trust you. When I am dick deep in them, you might decide to renege again and try to repossess what you've handed to me and I can't have that. Alissa needs this deal to work as much or more than you do, and that includes the inclusion of her ass in the terms of the deal. If I let you fuck this up..." I couldn't finish so I didn't, being the logical intelligent life form I was evolving into.
"Before we are done, I'll punish you again, a second and perhaps a third way. For now, you watch while I fuck them both. You understand? I am going to make them mine, just as Alissa is mine. You gave her pleasure but she is mine. You saw that. She submitted and let me hand her to her son and husband, even though it humiliated her, watching while they fucked her sister and a stranger. Now its your turn." I finished securing him, having looped the second belt so he was bound to the chair as well as around it.
I left him then.
I walked into the living room, closing the door behind me.
Mrs. St. Vincent stood up and met me halfway. She hugged me tight against her voluminous breasts, her plush body enveloped me. The day's erotic endeavors faded away. I felt renewed. The nap had done me good.
"Mr. Duncan," she whispered, "I cannot thank you enough! Chilton said you'd help us. I never would have believed it! He seems so docile, so willing to turn us over to you."
"As I understand it, you've gotten this far before."
She nodded.
"Yes, truly. Since he gained his majority, our lives have been Spartan at best. Any opportunities have soon been quashed by his jealous rages. What are you going to do about that?"
"I tied him to a chair." I gestured to naked Ellen. "That's what she's here for. Have you any experience with women?"
Mrs. St. Vincent colored slightly. She nodded.
"I have, some time ago. Chilton was jealous as Jamie is but in our younger years, we tended to reward the help at night. It was a private thing. I don't think that Xavia has ever had lips to her lips, however. She is quite innocent in the Sapphic arts."
Xavia looked as innocent as a former Vestal Virgin. Looking at her then, I think I was being ironic but I wasn't sure. Is that possible? To be confused about irony?



"Have you seen anyone have sex, Xavia?"
The girl twisted in her seat to look at us, her fine tits waving at me, er, us. She shook her head.
"Come along then. It's time. Ellen, anything left in the tank?"
She bristled at the question.
"Sonny, I'm like wine, I get better with age."
"I wasn't asking if you are too old."
"I was referring to getting better with practice, with use. I think you'll slide right into place, without any hitch."
I grunted, ignoring that she'd just called me stupid with her explanations, like I didn't actually comprehend something and needed guidance. Served me right for even suggesting she was getting old. I opened the door to the bedroom. Jamie had moved his chair several feet.
"Buddy, you need to comply with my arrangements since you have a lot more at stake than I do. Keep that in mind and don't fuck with me." I said through my teeth, tasting my earlier vintage of rage. I corked it again. I liked this guy but hated being disdained. I wanted him to fucking quit it. Disdain, however, is not something you can talk a guy out of. The process, I believed, was somewhat more organic.
Ellen slipped past me and spread out on the bed. Its funny how a woman as small and slight as she is could fill up a king sized bed like that but she did. It was like a diamond on a huge expanse of black velvet making it look plumb full. She lay down, legs splayed, arms out wide, grinding her ass down into the cushion of the mattress.
"Oh, that's nice. I do love a good, expensive mattress. Sonny, this one is made for fucking."
I grinned and casually began to undress. The St. Vincent women bobbed by the doorway, as though caught in an eddy they couldn't escape without help. I unbuttoned my shirt and shrugged it off. I pointed at Mrs. St. Vincent and gestured to the left side of the bed and then to the right for Xavia.
"We weren't properly introduced. I'm Sonny Duncan. The slut on the bed with her legs spread begging to be fucked is Ellen Collier..."
"God, please fuck me, Sonny! I'm begging you, put your big, huge turtle cock in my tight little quim! You big, strong, virile, hot, wonderful manly man, you!" Ellen whined. I ignored her. The bitch was mocking me. I should be used to it by now but that's something you just shouldn't get accustomed to.
"And as I understand it, you are Candice St. Vincent, Jamie's mother and Xavia St. Vincent, his sister. Just so we are clear, he just agreed to trade you both to me to be used for sex until sometime Monday or whenever I wear down and get tired of fucking you. Please, both of you agree to that. Say the words, say you agree that you want me to use you sexually for as long as I wish."
"Please, Mr. Duncan, use me and my daughter sexually for as long as you wish!" Candice whispered, her voice lush with lust. I shook my head and she looked duly surprised. She seemed oblivious to the possibility that I was messing with her just like she was with her son. That amused me.
"No, you both have to say it, but thank you, Candice, I love it when a mother offers herself and her daughter to me to be fucked. I prefer it when a woman asks to be fucked." I shrugged. "Used sexually is good too, though." I grinned, anticipation coursing through me like a stimulant.
Xavia noticed me, finally fixing her languorous eyes on me. Her rich lips curved up ever so slightly.
"Sonny," she whispered, her voice sounding so intimate, so soft. "Please shag me, please shag my mother, shag us together, shag us often, shag us while Jamie watches, shag us in each hole, shag us in the mouth, shag us in the quim, shag us in the ass, give us to your cunt here and make us eat her till she screams mercy and then shag us some more!"
I suddenly couldn't breathe. Either this girl had a lot of experience no one knew about or she had a robust fantasy life that I was about to explore in some detail! Whoopee!
"Perfect! Thank you." I unbuttoned my pants and stripped down, careful of my very hard cock. Naked, I crawled onto the bed. Ellen saw me coming and drew her knees up, opening herself up for me. I didn't bother with anything but aim, I fit my cock to her bubbling entrance and thrust down into her. She was oily slick. Ellen had been fucking for what? Three days straight? Her body hadn't had time to deal with all the cum we'd pumped into her and it had oozed out of her and down her legs. I was surprised she hadn't left a snail trail in her wake, a frozen path like she was the Silver Surfer.
Still, for all that, she still felt like a velvet trap, clamping down on me as I slid down into her. Her pussy clasped onto me and held me but swerved this way and that. It was like she was chewing me, gnawing at me with her toothless maw. For some reason, that simple moment exploded in my brain as a full erotic experience. I felt it in my brain and down my spine and in my belly. She groaned. It was mutual. Something about it, the St. Vincent women looking on, Jamie bound to his chair watching, her knees pulled up beside me. I arched my back, lifted my ass and rammed down into her body. I reached around her thighs and grasped her by the ass. God, but the little redhead does love cock!
Ellen, superheated from fucking father and son, being double penetrated, and then triple penetrated and then watching the family Honeywell, left her vibrating just below the surface of orgiastic plenty. She erupted immediately. Her body convulsed under me, twisting under my weight, her hands grasping her legs at the knees to keep the access road clear even as she arched under me. I rammed down into her, feeling the tight clinch of the orgasm possess her. Ellen screamed.
"Coming!"
"Oh bugger me!" Candice whispered. "So quick!"
It didn't matter to me that I didn't come. Ellen was so full of cum, she could have opened her own sperm bank with three teller lines. Still, when I tried to make a withdrawal, there was a big to do, and lots of paperwork, grunting and groaning and her little hands pulling at my sides. I had to shake her lose, like trying to get mussels off an outboard motor. When she dropped back to the bed, I backed away, wary of her possessiveness. Her legs splayed and splashed open. She panted with post orgasmic passion. I could tell she wanted to go again, like a Princess at Disneyland.
I got off the bed. The two St. Vincent women stared at me like sinners at communion stared at the baker. I pointed at Ellen's pussy.
"She needs cleaning." I said casually. "Mrs. St. Vincent, would you mind?"
In keeping with her recent history of utter daftness, she made a move for the bathroom.
"Uh uh." I grunted, "I mean, use your tongue to clean her up. Eat her. Lick her. Kiss if you like but get some of the cum in her out of her and into you, using your tongue. No wasting it."
Mrs. St. Vincent froze like she was a Nun and I'd asked her to zip up her pants. I was certain her confusion was genuine when she asked a question that confirmed my suspicion.
"Like this?"
"Like what?"
"I mean, uh, dressed?"
Mrs. St. Vincent wore a floppy top tied at the waist and a pair of slacks and flats, not flattering but not insulting either. Neutral, Swiss, not cheese, the country, uninvolved, voyeuristic but rich, and high, intoxicatingly high. The top was green which made her downy blond hair seem spun and fine. Her slacks were yellow, almost the light, lemon color of her hair.
I shrugged. I wasn't planning on fucking her while she ate Ellen. I wanted to see if the woman could make Ellen come, tongue on clit. A corpse with a twitch should have been able to make Ellen come at that moment, given her last few days. Normal people, regular people tend to get enough of things, food, entertainment, sex; Ellen was about as normal as a flying penguin or a camel on ice skates. She'd been fucking for three days and all it did was prime her, whet her appetite. She was at the surface of orgasm, lingering there waiting for the next opportunity to erupt. I'd lured her to the promise land and the greedy little cunt was building a house with a three car garage.
Candice was still watching me, waiting for more than a shrug, apparently. I pointed at Ellen's glistening little pussy.
"Eat her. Now." I said.
Mrs. St. Vincent got onto the bed and went down on Ellen with no small amount of enthusiasm. That enthusiasm increased each time Ellen convulsed with a new orgasm. By the fourth one, Candice had a hand between her own legs and was rubbing her slacks. I glanced at Jamie. He was wrestling with the chair. His cock was hard, even a non-crotch-watcher like me could see that.
Good.
I walked around the bed to where Xavia stared down on her fully dressed mother feeding between Ellen's bent legs. Ellen had pulled her knees up so that Candice lapped between her V'd thighs. Xavia watched with half-lidded eyes. I casually laid a hand on the arch of her impressive ass. Her body was perched on the front of her ass like modern sculpture, all balance that defies the eyes. Her ass curved behind her. Her back was straight but it dropped down to that ass that flared out in back like a peninsula, a bulging curve that made her seem to be leaning forward when she did no such thing, standing straight. The protrusion of her breasts, strong cones filled her tight sweater thoroughly, so as to accentuate the impression that she was canted forward and left the impression she was about to tip forward onto her face. Study told the eyes she was safely upright and further study indicated that if she did tip over, her tits would buffer her fall and cushion her from any damage. Her waist was narrow and lean, so that she had the build of the perfect woman formed for fucking. Lay her down and her full ass would roll her cunt up, presenting it for penetration and her tits would rise up to cuddle you on top of her. Perfect. Perfection.
My hand on the small of her back made my cock ache. I'd just negotiated for the explicit right to fuck her and I was suddenly in a great hurry to do just that. As always, I wanted to do more than a touch and go. I wanted landing rights and fucking gate privileges for a long time to come, literally. Still, a bird in the hand...
"Ever eaten pussy before?" I muttered softly, bending over the bird and the bush. She looked up at me. Her curly blond hair smelled fresh and wonderful. I smelled fine female. The rest of the day evaporated.
"No sir." She said, her voice a rough softness that seemed to run right up the length of my cock.
"Ever sucked cock before?" I asked.
She blinked at me, considering my question and her answer by turns.
I'd only just met her and already I was getting fresh. God, what's the world coming to?
"I don't know."
Ok. I didn't expect that answer.
"What do you mean? You don't know if you've sucked cock or not? How is that possible? Forget the insult to cocks everywhere, how can you not be sure your own fine self?"
She shook her head.
"No, sir. I don't know."
"Let me help." I was naked. I knew I could help. "Get on your knees."
She did. She put a hand on my bare thigh. All that boredom and ennui and hohum familiarity vanished from her face. She was eye to eye with my cock. She could see me but of course I couldn't see her with the one-eyed Johnson...jeez that sounds like a hillbilly pirate. I had to use my actual eyes, which I had closed for come goddamned reason. I could feel her, though. She was panting, her breath was hot, blowing on my cock head, which, given my late presence inside wet Ellen, made me not hot but cold, chilling my cock rather than heating me. I felt the heat on my dried out thighs though, but cool on my hot, hard cock. Go figure.
Ellen writhed on the bed, groaning, her voice tightening and rising with each groan, climbing towards that inevitable meeting at the apex where climaxes lived. Xavia lifted her other hand and steadied herself on her knees rising up a little. Her hands tightened on my thighs, hot and strong, stable and fixed. Her eyes had fixed on my cock, running up the length to the head above her eyes and then down to my balls. They clicked loose from my cock and balls and found my eyes, meeting my gaze. She blinked them at me several times. She licked her lips, one long, slow swipe of her tongue over her rich, full lips. It was so slow, so deliberate, it was difficult for me to believe she did not intend to tease me with it. Once complete, though, she made no other move, just staring past the arch of my cock at me, waiting.
She was awaiting instructions, I finally decided.
"That's her cum on me. Ellen's. Taste it. Stick out your tongue and taste it. That's what your mother is tasting." I whispered. My mouth was so dry, I could barely speak.
Xavia licked her lips again, but this time it was snake tongue fast. Zip! Out and back. Then that pink tongue appeared again and she touched the base of my cock with her hand. She rose up on her knees. She didn't move her tongue or head but lifted her whole body, moving her tongue on my cock by rising up on her knees. Her tongue, a scorching, searing point of contact on my skin ran up the length of my cock to just below the head. Her hands remained on my thighs.
I peeked to the side.
Jamie was straining forward in the chair, the belts restrained him, his head projected forward, his chin the furthest forward, far forward, his eyes bulging distorting them so I couldn't tell if he was seeing Xavia licking my cock or his mother eating Ellen.
"Use a hand, bend my cock down and kiss the end of it." I whispered.
Xavia did as I instructed.
On the bed, Candice lifted her head. It was one distinct and complete motion. Then with another distinct and complete motion, she turned it and looked at us. I swear I felt her eyes on me, touching my cock with them. Imagination, surely? She held that pose. She waited. I got it, I understood. She wanted to see Xavia suck my cock. I got it. Hell, I wanted to see it too so I opened my eyes and looked down again. I didn't now why I didn't go on with the process until Ellen grunted and lifted her head to look down her body, checking to see what had happened to the tongue in her twat. Ellen followed Candice's gaze, she looked over at us. I wanted everyone to see this girl's lips slip down my cock. I felt I owed them that, particularly Ellen. God, what an altruist I am. I should run for office; I do, well, I run for orifice actually.
Xavia was still looking up at me, one hand lay on the top of my cock, her fingers were straight, just pushing my cock down, not even grasping it, just tilting it down.
She kissed the head of my cock. Then she kissed it again.
I groaned. She kissed it again. I groaned again. She kissed it again. I groaned.
We made that a thing. For a couple minutes, she kissed and I groaned, back and forth like a tennis match.
"Jesus Christ, Sonny, tell her to suck it!" Ellen growled finally.
Truthfully, I couldn't tell who I was teasing. Her kisses were all different. One was wet and plush then the next would be all sisterly, for normal people not me, and dry, then it'd get all hot and wet again. Back and forth. I finally decided the little bitch was teasing me. I put my head on the back of her head and held her in place.
"Suck on the end of it." I whispered.
She didn't do that. She opened her mouth and let half my cock penetrate into it. Then she sucked on that. She treated it like a sucker. She sucked at it, like she was a rookie puffing on a cigar. It bothered me so I took a firm hold of a wad of her hair.
"Take a deep breath and relax your throat." I said. She did and I pushed her head onto my cock. My cock slid down her throat. No gag reflex, no jerk, nothing, just the relaxed, hot, wet, tightness of her throat constricting around my cock and the damp warmth of her breath blowing out of her nose into my pubic hair. Jesus, the girl was a natural. I'd had my cock in a lot of women's mouths and this woman just took it down her throat like she was drinking a cock. I mean Coke. Wow!
I looked around.
Okay. If someone is going to the trouble to suck your cock, it seems just rude to be gandering around and not be paying all your attention to their cock sucking technique but in this case, she had no technique. She didn't. I was fucking her face, which is to say my cock was shoved down her throat and that was all. There was no tongue, no lips, nothing but the natural pulse of our heartbeats surrounding my hard cock in her throat. She offered no stimulation at all. It was like she really was a blank slate.
"Suck." I said softly.
Ellen was watching. Candice was watching. Jamie was watching. Xavia sucked. Her throat closed around my cock. It was instantaneous, tight and complete. She pulled my cock into her throat as far down as it could possibly go and she just held it. I realized after about a minute that she wasn't breathing. I tapped her on the back of the head.
"Breathe Xavia." I said and she inhaled. A huge draught of air rushed past my cock.
When she said, "I don't know" regarding cocksucking, she meant "No," and her answer indicated her lack of experience and the reluctance to let us know about that lack. For a nineteen year old girl who looked like she did, it was nearly beyond conception that she'd be so...blank. She knew nothing, it seemed. I pulled my cock out of her mouth.
"Stand up." I said."
Xavia rose up like a puff of steam.
I undressed her. I watched Jamie as I disrobed his sister. First, I pulled the sweater off her torso. Her tits resisted and getting that stubborn, tight sweater off was so much fun, I almost put it back on and removed it a second time. I had to grasp each breast and worry the tight hem of the sweater over the cup of the bra to free it from her torso before I could get it off her head. I mussed her hair and was happy to do so.
Her bra was more lace than support, filled with her body rather than giving it shape. I took it off and it seemed to peel off her body like a layer of skin. Bare, her tits protruded like balconies. I rubbed them with the back of my hand and her eyelids fluttered like signal blinkers on a ship in the fog. I unfastened her blue jeans and wrestled them off her ass, which was a little like getting the Arabs to agree with the Israelis in the UN. Finally, I got her ass bared, finding she wore the skimpiest of briefs, skinned her jeans down her lean legs and off and the girl was naked. God but she needed shagging! I could smell her arousal wafting around us like a fog.
I left her, though, resisting the urge to mount her and tapped on Candice's flanks. Candice had returned to feeding between Ellen's legs. When I tapped on her thigh the third or fourth time, she finally came up for air. Ellen raised her head and glared at me.
"Hey, she was just starting to remember what eating pussy means."
"Time for you to teach Xavia about eating pussy." I whispered.
Ellen's eyes flicked to the naked girl and then back to me.
"What? No whipped cream in her pie?"
"You'd prefer some?"
"Wouldn't you?"
"God yes."
"Then let's have some."
I started to shake. Daughters first. Didn't someone once say that was a rule? Oh, me. Right.
Ellen rolled off the other side of the bed. I glanced at Candice. She had a drunk look in her eyes. Pussy drunk, I thought. God, I knew the feeling. I gestured at her naked daughter.
"Has she climaxed before?" I asked, just as a point of order.
It was a crushing moment when Candice shook her head.
"I don't think so?" Her answer sounded like a question. One of us was confused, perhaps both. She sat on her knees on the bed. She crawled to the side and stood up, beside Ellen who looked at her like she was a stupid waitress.
"Jesus, not even solo? What do you people do when you're bored?"



"Boredom is a function of ignorance and a lack of imagination." Candice said, staring at her daughter.
"I think we have a semantics problem, here." Ellen muttered. "Same language, different meaning."
I ignored her mostly because its stupid to argue when someone is right. It is impossible to argue with ignorance. I helped Xavia onto the bed. She had that bored, disdainful look on her face that flickered with glimpses of utter terror. I lay her down on her back and decided to just kiss her. I lay down beside her, feeling the heat of her naked body radiating next to me. I rose up on my elbows to kiss her. I found her lips plush and fresh. Her breath was rich and sexy. Her mouth opened and she kissed me like a lover. I lay to the side, cradling her head and suddenly she flinched and jerked under me. I lifted up and found Ellen licking the breast on the side opposite from me. I moved down Xavia's body and together Ellen and I licked and kissed all over her breasts, bumping heads several times while the girl tensed and jerked.
I knew when Ellen bit down on Xavia's nipple because the girl cried out, her voice cutting the wet silence like a razor. Her hands were pressed to the bed beside us, not moving. I bit down and she screamed, loud. I might have over done it. I raised up in time to see Ellen cover Xavia's mouth with her lips.
The two women engaged in a soul wrenching kiss that eventually pulled Xavia's hands off the bed to the back of Ellen's head, holding her in place. I took that opportunity to feel between her legs. Xavia was fountain wet. I slipped a finger inside her and deeper, finding no impediment, so there was that. The way was open. I got between her legs. Ellen felt me moving into position and left the girl I was about to mount. Xavia lay on her back her hips tilted up on the rise of her ass, presenting her cunt to me. I entered her. Her eyes widened. She wasn't the chatty type of woman. Her body responded to the penetration and she groaned load and deep. Mounted, she found her voice.
"Oh holy mother of god, this is shagging. Fuck me, Sonny. God, I can feel your cock inside me! Oh god, I love your cock inside me!" Xavia turned her head. She looked at her brother. "Jamie, look! He's inside me! He's shagging me! I'm being fucked! I'm having sex! I'm being mounted! I'm copulating! There's a cock inside me, Jamie! He's going to come inside me and Ellen is going to eat me, she's going to eat his cum out of me until I come! I'm shagging him!" Her ass exploded off the bed, lifting me high and then dropping me down with a grunt. "Oh fucking Christ, I love it, I do! God, Jamie, I'm never going to stop shagging! I am going to have sex every day for the rest of my life! I am. I love this. Fuck me, Sonny! Fuck me!"
I slipped my hands down under her fine ass and clasped it. She gasped.
"Oh god, I love that. He has his hands on my ass. He's going to ram his cock into me until he fills me full of cum!" She cried and I picked up speed. My ass rose and fell, even as I squeezed her ass, thrusting down into her, harder and harder even as she cried out, wordless cries that left nothing in the air but syllables of words with no meaning. I held her by the ass, my head beside hers, ramming her into the bed, hammering down into her.
Xavia St. Vincent screamed.
I came. I pumped cum into her body and she orgasmed. Her first climax or not, I didn't know but it was powerful and unmistakable. She shook and quivered as it consumed her, leaving her gasping and jerking, her entire body writhed with it. She rocked on her shoulders, pressing one fine boob against my bare chest then the other, even as the orgasm possessed and consumed her. Her eyes opened. She looked up at me, gleaming. When she smiled, it was like the sun escaped the clouds.
"Oh my god, Sonny, that was wonderful!" She said, her eye twinkling. "Now what? More, please." The greedy twat.
I pulled my cock out of her, feeling like my bones had turned to butter. I sagged to the right and lay down.
"Time to learn to come with a woman." I managed to mutter. "Ellen, time to eat her. There's cream in her danish for you."
"You're an artiste." Ellen snickered, crawling over me. She was positioned and slurping away before I was fully conscious again. The bed began to heave and then Xavia screamed again. However long it had been, I'd done my part in priming the girl. Her third orgasm appeared in quick succession and then several more. I knew it was time to interweave the family tree.
I sat up, looked around and found Jamie. He was staring at his sister coming on the bed. I looked around the room and discovered that there was no Candice. I looked at Jamie.
"Where'd she go?"
It took a beat or two or five for him to pay me any mind. Xavie came again and then finally he paid me some attention.
"What?"
"Where's your mother?"
He jerked his head.
"There." Indicating the bathroom.
I got up and went over to him. Sat down on a spare chair.
"Jamie, you want a go?" I asked, realized I shouldn't have made it a question. He looked at me, eyes feverish.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, you have a punishment coming. You have to do one or the other of them." I swear the pun was accidental.
"Jesus, Sonny, what do you mean one or the other of them?"
"Just that. You have to fuck your sister or your mother. You pick. It's the price you pay for fraud in this situation. You had Alissa and her sister under false pretenses and this is what you have to do, fuck your mother or your sister." I chuckled. "I am going to fuck them both, of course. When I'm done, you decide who you want for sloppy seconds."
The bathroom door opened and Candice appeared. She didn't need help undressing, she was naked. She walked into the room, flinched as her daughter's voice lashed at her with a new climax again. Candice glanced at me, at my drooping cock and then got onto her knees beside the bed. I wobbled to my feet and staggered over to her. She needed no instructions about how to suck cock.
Her hands directed my slathered cock to her lips and she licked her daughter's taste off of it, coaxed me back to life and then sucked me into her mouth. Her head bobbed back and forth until I was more or less hard. I felt the day's strain working on me but then she sucked me deep, pulling me far into her throat and I went steel stiff. Satisfied, she pulled her mouth off my cock and with a hand wrapped around it, got to her feet. She smiled and pushed her daughter over from the center of the bed and lay down beside the Sapphic pair of her daughter and Ellen.
"Fuck me, Sonny. Whilst my son watches. Fuck me!"
I moved between her legs. She was a plush woman, ripe and full where her daughter had lean lines. I plunged down into her, filling her with my cock. Her body enveloped me. She was sloshing wet. I plunged into her and she took me deep, her legs hovered beside me, then clinched around me. I was suspended over her as my ass rose and fell, pumping cock into her. She rose under me, found my lips with hers and kissed me, her mouth panting hot fumes of desire before her hands grasped my shoulders and pulled me down on top of her. Beside us, Xavia continued to coo and snort while Ellen licked and smacked between her newly fucked legs. I am positive that the sounds made her mother that much more aroused. Each time Xavia cavorted up the scales to some new high note on the treble fuck clef, Candice groaned under me and her body surged as though wishing for such heights herself and then I got greedy.
I shooed Ellen away from the V in Xavia's road, she was a nice V in the road, I tell you, all twitching flesh and shaking tits, while her body cringed and jerked in an Olympic way. I had to get hold of Ellen's short red locks by finger and thumb and give her a yank which the bitch enjoyed so much she raised her head to thank me at which point she got the message.
"Move away. I want to double dip the mother and daughter." I explained myself and Ellen, being the reasonable woman and thus the oxymoron all wrapped up into a tight little cunt-licking cunt surrounded by mouth and ass, she flinched out from between Xavia's legs. She crawled backwards like Napoleon should have done from Russia before the snow came, standing finally at the foot of the bed to stare at me, her bare body shimmering in the dour light of the bedroom. I moved over Xavia who had arched up to look around, her blurry eyes dripped reproof but without enough specificity to pin it on anyone in particular. When I pinned her to the bed, she let go of her claim to that umbrage and it drifted next door to her mother who, strangely, arched up in much the same fashion and scanned the room.
Candice eyes had the same blur, the same askance, the same reproof for the loss between her legs of my eager cock and the probing pleasure it afforded her. She focused on me, penetrating her daughter and after Xavia erupted the first time in a cock-lorn orgasm, understanding penetrated her bleary brain enough to let her long for what her daughter was having.
"Me." She sighed. "Shag me, too." Her words fluttered about us like marriage lace. I was kissing Xavia and she was kissing the universe, her lips were rich with the universal recognition that her place in the cosmos was on a bed, naked, on her back, chock full of cock, kissing its owner with rapacious glee. Hers was the flip side of existential crisis, it was existential rapture. Her body rippled with a primal sense of purpose and the replete consummation of her need with my humble filling of her pie.
"Me!" Candice keened beside me and the existential moment plunging into Xavia vanished. "Fuck me, now!" Candice was conscious enough to translate her need into American, in hopes that the dunderheaded man fucking her daughter would grasp her message. I could hear her umbrage and chagrin in her simple words, with all the classist contempt of a thousand years of British aristocracy, shit, who was I to resist such tradition?
I withdrew out of Xavia, right in the middle of her clinching orgasm, which I admit was rude but I'm a fucking bumpkin, what should she expect? I moved between Candice's legs and she welcomed me like I was a good review for a fat lady, the mezzo soprano in an opera for you other bumpkins. She was sloshing with approval, her aristocratic cunt was full of slick, posh delight. I slid into her and she convulsed immediately.
How to separate what causes orgasms? Was it my length of cock hitting all the right places in the long journey into Candice? The proper clasping of her pussy, clinching around me like a servant's ass hole when the Prince frowns? The rumping of her ass and the clasping of her knees against me as I rode her, or as she rode me? Rubbing her clit on my pubic bone? Or was it the enlightenment of sharing something with her daughter after years of teenaged acid flung her way for days and months and years finally catalyzed into a bucking harmony, side by side whilst a young male body pierces one of them, and then the other, giving them each that climactic moment so they could share it as nearly as two women could ever share anything and as makes a mother and daughter as close as they could ever be, well, within two steps of the ultimate sexual consummation, Sammy and his mother were pioneering that particular throne.
I pulled out of Candice and her eyes opened. I fought free of her legs and then her generosity flowed over me when she realized what I intended, mounting her daughter whom I had broken to the cock and thus brought to heel in a way that Candice likely had dreamed of for years and never imagined she'd witness in so naked a fashion.
Xavia accepted me with full honors, winding her legs around me with the clear intent to keep her hole filled with Sonny until such time as she lost consciousness or the lesser loss, when she lost control of her body, limbs and mind and soul. I possessed her and felt her pussy envelop me as I rammed into her.
I'd lost all art, turning into the pedestrian workman I was. I drilled for gold, mangling Xavia's graceful motions and the metaphors that went with it thrust on thrust even while she wailed her approval of my caddish ways. I clasped her incredible ass, feeling it tense and go hard, as though it were quick-setting cement and I had poured a Rodin full of hot, female material and it had firmed up around my cock, sealing me inside her body with all the pleasure a man could endure, and a scintilla more besides. I released that awesome ass, thinking I needed to shag her ass and wondering if I had lube...shaking off the thought as I felt Xavia cascade into a new round of ecstasy.
I rose up onto my hands and she clung to me like a soul in hell finding heaven's last life line. I lifted and she remained clamped onto me, though her head dropped back even as she pulsed with orgasm, gasping and screaming her pleasure. She'd found her voice and she was using it up, having no reason to conserve it for tomorrow, it seemed.
"My god, look at that!"
For a moment, I got all swelled up with pride, thinking Candice had never seen any woman orgasm in such a fashion. My hubris deflated, though my cock remained true to its purpose, the moment I glanced at Candice and found her sitting up and staring past me at something. I twisted as best I could, with the Xavia mussel latched onto me, quaking with penetrative pleasure as she was, and discovered that Ellen had Jamie's cock in her mouth.
I extrapolated a little, I admit but not much and not unreasonably. He was still strapped to the chair. His legs were clearly bare but his trousers were around his ankles which locked them together, but with knees filleted wide. Ellen had her head over his lap and it was bobbing up and down with that regular motion you usually only find in oil wells and metronomes, up and down, up and down, well, and Ellen. Poor Jamie was stretched out of shape, his torso strained to let his hips shift forward his head back and then bowing forward, his face straining with Ellen's devout wishing.
Xavia lurched around me and dropped to the bed, coming off my cock and laying under me, gasping and twitching like I'd tazzed her. I looked away from Jamie at Xavia and then at Candice. Candice shifted her eyes, fully aware, to look at me.
"Make her stop." She said, her voice raw. "Make her stop."
"What?" The woman surely didn't understand; Ellen Collier was a force of nature. Make her stop? She'd bite off Jamie's cock and how would that go over? Shortening the family heritage like that? Family jewels without the proper mounting are worth somewhat less, don't you think?
"Make her stop! Make her stop that!"
By the time I turned my head to look at what I was supposed to make stop, it had stopped on its own. By that I mean, of course, Jamie, who had been put upon for much of the afternoon, used as an auditor of some very complex sexual transactions, climaxed while we watched. Ellen, bless her little cocksucking heart, swallowed and gulped and hummed and moaned the entire time Jamie pumped cum down her throat.
She must have been making quite a racket because we heard her quite clearly even with her face nuzzling deep into Jamie's lap. From our vantage point, we could see the ripples in her neck; one advantage of a lean woman like Ellen, when she sucks a cock, it leaves an impression, like a swell on her porcelain skin that moves, a shadow clearly mimes any interior motion she might experience. Ellen swallowed and at the base of each such motion, I swear her ass rose up and slammed down. Not really obvious but with small movements, like she was fucking a cock that wasn't there.
My cock, incidentally, was still hard.
Seeing Ellen's ass flexing like that, all empty and shit, just begging for cock gave me an idea. Okay. It wasn't that complicated or deep, Ellen was a pint container not a gallon, and when a woman is sucking cock and air fucking it doesn't take a naked genius to get the idea to go fuck her. I was getting off the bed when Candice grabbed me by the arm.
"Wait. Wait!" She hissed, her plush body flounced over her naked, delirious daughter to latch onto me. "Don't." She whispered. She held onto my upper arm with both hands, clasping me like a beggar woman. It felt unnatural, the need emanating off of her and she seemed to stagger with it herself, unfamiliar with the sensation. How she managed to stagger in that twisted position, leaning over her supine, fuck drunk daughter while naked, holding onto my arm is not the issue. She held onto me until Jamie ceased jerking and groaning. He sagged on the chair. It was a stout little thing and gave him no respite at all, holding against his wriggling and twisting while the orgasm wrenched at his reason and jerked at his dignity. He ended with his head tilted back onto the nasty wood filigree of the chair back, unconscious of the discomfort, that for a simple reason; Ellen was not surrendering her position.
Ellen continued sucking his cock.
I felt amazement at first. Honestly, for as long as he writhed with orgasm, I figured he had no calcium left in his body because surely she sucked his bones all out through his cock. That there was any will to erection left in him still had to be a wonder. Then I considered the little cocksucker latched onto his cock and reconsidered. Then I considered his strange day and the sights and sounds that had visited his senses, titillating them and then flitting away, leaving him a tourist and voyeur in nearly every respect and I realized it was a miracle he hadn't given Ellen a concussion. The little minx had taken his best blow to her head and was still sucking; now there's a metaphor that is all mixed up, if I do say so myself.
Candice released me but it wasn't so I could go fuck Ellen while she blew Jamie. Candice got off the bed on her side and came around to stand beside me. I looked up at her, streaming my gaze over her naked body and marveling that I'd been inside that astonishing edifice and lived to tell about it. A sane man would have never left.
"Make her stop." Candice whispered.
"What?" My brain was in art appreciation mode and Candice was a Venus de Milo, with head and arms and ass done up in American decadence even though she was British, so okay, I got that wrong. She was overstated in every way, blond hair that was so fine and blond as to be spun sunlight, breasts full and proud...god, I thought of Lynn's milk laden breasts and imagined Candice drinking milk from Lynn's tits. Lynn marked my mind with her milking tits! The cunt. I shook my head.
"Make her stop!"
"Why?" I thought it was a good question. I did, but Candice swung around to look at me like I was suggesting she open a Yiddish snack bar at Auschwitz.
"She's sucking my son's cock!" She hissed, her voice full of umbrage and lurid commentary. Fuck me, even a colonial bumpkin like me could see that! I got more explanation and something that had not been plainly apparent suddenly appeared on the horizon of my mini-mental capacity. "She's sucking my son's cock! She drank his cum! She's sucking my son's cock!" Candice's voice was approaching being fully audible. For color commentary, she needed practice but the intensity of expression made her a candidate for emotional emoting. Yes, I know, redundant. In this case, in her case, it was emphasis, though. The intensity of her tone told me what I had been missing, from the situation and most importantly, from Chilton.
"Oh." I moaned, drawing out the syllable like someone was sitting on my stomach, a fat someone eating a slice of pizza who gave no thought to the effects of gravity on my stomach muscles. "You're jealous." The words skittered free and cavorted out into the dank, sex-charged air of the room without any clothing, naked as the day they were born, which was that day and in that very place. I tasted the afterbirth like a film of stupidity that coated teeth and lips. The look of scorn I received from Candice suggested she tasted it too.



"I am not! I just want that woman to stop doing that to my son, my only, dear son!"
I snickered. I corrected my stance over naked Xavia and then disentangled from her. It was like getting seaweed off a leaf rake. When I could, I got off the bed. Candice was prancing like she had to pee.
"Make her stop!"
"Candy, he already came. It'll be a while before he can..." The asshole tensed and began to come again, just to make me look like an idiot. Okay, I don't think it was intentional but sometimes things happen like that and it seems like someone had to have planned it. It makes some folks believe in God...well, not making a guy ejaculate just when you're...okay, bad example but you get my point. Shit happens in a one in a million sort of way and you start to think maybe there is a God, right? Like getting hit by a toilet seat from a falling space station that kills you...okay, another bad example. Maybe I should just give up.
I'm just making small talk waiting for fucking Jamie St. Vincent to stop coming, the fucking showoff. He's coming like a freight train, and by that I mean one of those big long coal trains with a hundred and fifty cars that takes forever to pass a crossing and you sit there while they go by, kerthump, kerthump, kerthump, over and over again, twice for each carriage...that's what it seemed like with Jamie, he just bucked and grunted and bucked and grunted and Ellen drank cum until I swear her ass started to swell. If it had been ten degrees warmer in that room, Ellen would have been sweating cum!
We just stared. We stared so long even Xavia lifted her head to see what the heck was happening and got to watch her brother finally run out of steam, or cum as it were and finally flop back into the chair, like it was being retired for the season and he was nothing but a pale sheet. He panted and hiccupped and moaned, those little sounds you make after you've taken the tenth bite too many and if you do anything else you're going to puke but whatever you were eating tastes so good you want another bite, when your stomach is pissed off at your mouth because it won't stop shoveling it in and the stomach has no more room...and you get a glutton's punishment. Jamie looked like he got the sex version of a glutton's punishment.
Is it possible to come too much?
Oh shit.
I was losing it. I'd almost asked if it was possible for one guy to have too much sex. The thought froze in my head. Jesus, I'm sorry! I didn't mean it!
My phone rang. Hollywood the god of virgins heard my plea for clemency and was calling to tell me everything was okay. Actually, it was D. Debra Hamilton. I fumbled around for my phone and, seeing who was calling, ambled out into the foyer, but not before registering that fucking Ellen wasn't releasing Jamie's cock back into the wild. It was like his cum tasted like Ben and Jerry's or something! Fuck me, the bitch was addicted, or something.
"Hello?" I said to my phone. Ever talk on the phone naked, walking around a strange room? It's weird. Try it sometime, particularly with eau d'pussy drying on your hard cock. It's a peculiar melange of sensations when you hear this sharp snarky voice in your ear.
"What the fuck are you doing to my aunt, Sonny!"
"Oh, hello, Debbie."
"Don't call me that."
"Okay, D. Debra, why don't we start again. Try being a little civil this time or I won't let you fuck any more of my friends." I said, being all forceful and shit. I do that sometimes and it just pisses me off. D. Debra went silent and goddamn if I knew whether it was because I was being all forceful and shit or because I'd threatened to partition her off from fucking the rest of the cocks in my world. I'd tangled the two causes up and now I'd never know which had muzzled the woman on the other end of the connection and so I'd have to start over to find out which was effective in calming her down. Shit.
"Sonny, what have you done to my Aunt Debbie?"
"You mean Doreen? She's the white in an Oreo." I chortled. "Jealous?"
"Goddammit, Sonny, if you..."
"Hey, shut up, cunt. We saw each other in a hotel lobby and she did everything but sit on my face. I offered her a little ride on the Airtight Express and she queued up for tickets. We were just filling a need."
"Is that what you call it?"
"Okay. No. We filled...let's see, cunt, then ass, and I got her mouth. That makes her the filling but we did the filling but we didn't fill her, we just measured her for the filling and she seemed to take to her new role as filling just fine. About now, I'd guess she is the aforementioned filling in the Oreo. Why? What did she tell you?"
"She said she was fucking a father and son." D. Debra's voice cracked, just a little but I heard it.
I chuckled. God, who knew that Disneyland for females would feature that ride so prominently? My gut lurched. When you live as long as I have without a father, having a moment like that does that, it makes your gut lurch. I'll never be the Disneyland main attraction in Fuckland!
"What's all this shit about Oreos and milk?"
I thought about Lynn and her milky tits. God, that little bitch infected me. Now I had visions of D. Debra sucking milk from those big lactating hooters. Hooters? A milkshake at Hooters? That sounds illicit! Wow did my head get spun around. I pulled the phone around from my ear and listened. People were talking in the other room. I couldn't hear what they were saying but I figured I needed to get back so I could participate in that talking. Jamie was tied up so his voice wouldn't count for much. Does that makes sense?
"What?" I said into the phone.
"I said, what about the Oreos? What the fuck are you talking about, Sonny?"
"You called me, cunt." I shot back, feeling hurried, hoping she'd hang up.
"Quit calling me that."
"Quit? I just started. You quit..." I stalled. "What do you want?"
"My Aunt is with you?"
"She was."
"What do you mean, she was?"
"I left her with a family I know. They were using her as a sex aid. She didn't seem to mind."
"A sex aid, what the hell are you talking about, Sonny?"
"They are all black. She was a little contrast, a little milk with the chocolate, a little snow with the mud..."
"Oh Sonny, just shut up. That went into the ditch fast."
"Muddy." I insisted. I hitched up my big boy pants, which is tricky when you're naked. "Surely you called for a reason?"
"Aunt Debbie sent me a text, she said she was getting it from you from both sides. What is she talking about?"
"Ass and cunt. Oh I get what's confusing, absolutely not, I was not fucking her ass and cunt at the same time...mostly because I can't, not because I wouldn't. Surely you have done this before? I mean entertained groups of men?"
"Shut up. I told you that in confidence. And quit calling me Shirley."
"I have confidence, so viola, everyone's happy."
"Sonny, what the fuck is wrong with you?"
"I'm talking to you and a mother and daughter are cooling in the other room."
The silence chirped at me, rubbing its knees together and making me squirm.
"Hello? D. Debra?"
"I thought you said she was with a father and son? What are you doing, fucking a whole family?"
"If I were, I'd leave the father and son to your Aunt but no, just a mother and daughter, as a favor to a man I met."
"A favor? Jesus, Sonny, what the fuck are you doing?"
"Just that. I'm fucking around a lot."
"I haven't seen you at school lately."
"The world doesn't revolve around you."
"I didn't say school revolves around me."
"That's good because for an engineer it'd be stupid to say that since the school doesn't revolve at all." I didn't want to wait for a rejoinder, knowing I was in smart ass territory and D. Debra didn't believe there was any ass smarter than hers, and she was quite likely right. What an ass that woman has! "What are you calling for?"
"You haven't called me, Sonny. You're neglecting me."
"I own you."
"We are owned by our possessions."
I hesitated. The bitch sort of had me there. Sort of.
"D. Debra, what do you want?" I kept hammering at that important point.
Again with the silence. I decided to help her out a little, hoping I was changing the subject but hardly certain of it.
"Your Aunt is the rice white appendage to a family fuck fest of my black friend Sammy, his mother, aunt and father. They are fucking this very moment and Doreen, Aunt Debbie inserted herself into the situation, without really knowing what it consisted of."
"She knows now. She sent me a text saying she was being black hammered."
I snickered, the woman had a way with words.
"Oreoed. She looked good between two black men but the women will use her too. She volunteered. Listen, I was serious. I have a mother and daughter..."
"What about me?"
"What about you?" We were going in circles. Oh, right. I was talking to D. Debra Hamilton. What should I expect?
"You promised to let me watch you have sex with your sister."
"I did? I mean, I'm sure, I did."
"Well?"
"Well, what?"
"Are you going to have sex with your sister? And let me watch, I mean?"
"I'll have to ask her."
"Jesus, Sonny, do I need to spell it out for you?"
"You're the sex object, for fuck sake and everyone knows sex objects can't spell!"
D. Debra did laugh then, but a dry sort of laugh.
"This one can. You knew that when you boinked my mother. I didn't think you'd boink my whole family."
"There's more of you? Gosh, lucky me!"
"I have a cousin. Aunt Debbie's daughter, remember?"
Remember? What? Did she hold with Plato that all learning was merely recollection? Fuck me.
"I have to go."
"When are you going to fuck Tawny for my viewing pleasure?"
"When she's dried out enough to fuck and not have to wipe off someone else's cum."
D. Debra didn't miss a beat.
"And when will that be?"
"A week from Thursday."
"Fine. It's a date." The bitch hung up. God, I have to practice my sarcasm. I keep skirting the line between that and reality and people take me seriously and here I am, stuck with something without knowing exactly what I was stuck with. I laid my phone on the bar and padded back into the bedroom where all the pussy was. I'm proud to report my cock remained fully erect during the phone call, undistracted by the conversation with D. Debra Hamilton which by god shouldn't surprise anyone.
"Make her stop, Sonny." Candice said the moment my shadow darkened the doorway.
Ellen was still blowing Jamie. Jamie seemed more or less conscious, still strapped to the chair. I felt sure he was bound by his own acquiescence as much as my knotty skills because had he wanted, he'd surely have been able to get loose from the belts but maybe I'm being overly modest. I'm also avoiding the issue. Ellen continued to suck Jamie's cock. His ass rose and fell as she bobbed her head over his lap.
I walked over to them and patted Ellen on the back.
"Ellen? Miss Collier? Mrs. Honeywell!" That last got her. Her head came up and swiveled to look at me like AA tracking an incoming missile.
"What the fuck, Sonny? I was going for the world record for keeping a cock in my mouth!"
"Really? What's the record?"
"Three days, six hours, ten minutes and twelve seconds."
I shook my head.
"You're like three days, six hours short and there's a line so don't hog the family cock." I shook my head. "Why does it not surprise me that you know that?"
"Because you're an idiot and can't tell when I'm blushing. Bluffing, I mean, bluffing. We should play poker. You'd be my sex slave and not the other way around."
"Are you my sex slave?" I waved a hand to forestall any response. I had gotten chatty, caught it directly from D. Debra. The bitch did like to chat. Fuck me. "Forget it. Listen..." My brain came on, like when you've been working all day to get the lights back to working and you have that moment when by god they come on and the darkness recedes. I looked directly at Candice and all the indicators bunched up in my brain and I finally got it. And I thought it was my idea. Hell, now that I thought about it, this was probably cooked up between her and Chilton.
"Mrs. St. Vincent wants a go, don't you, Candice."
That got Jamie's attention. If he'd been oblivious before, he wasn't now. If he could get away from my belting, he acted very like he was going to do it now. Ellen skittered away from his thrashing. I reached out and grabbed a hold of a shock of his black hair and pulled it tight.
"Oh, hold still, buddy. It's not like you never thought of fucking these two. Their the one's you should have traded to me but you tried to weasel out of it, this is your punishment. Candice wants to blow you so you sit there and let Mommy blow you." I gestured at Candice. "Mrs. St. Vincent, be my guest, well, not my guest really, since I don't suck cock...I mean, there's nothing wrong with...please, suck your son's cock for us. Show us how its done." No matter how you plan things out, there are blind alleys waiting to trap you.
Candice didn't even look at me. She was staring at Jamie's tilted shaft, glinting with Ellen's service. It lay up on Jamie's abdomen, stiff as a flagpole. Candice, naked, panting and wheezing, moved around in front of her son. She hesitated then looked to the side at me, where I stood leaning against the door jamb. Ellen sidled over and cuddled under my arm, pulling a hand around to clasp her tummy. She was hot as a griddle.
"I've not had sex with my son before." Candice whispered.
I nodded.
"I know that. I don't doubt that you thought about it."
She nodded. She looked back at Jamie who regarded her like a sinner meeting today's Inquisitor.
"Any time he introduced me to a woman, any female, I always found myself imagining him having sex with her, trying to guess if he'd had her yet and what she looked like with him on top of her, between her legs or if he took her from behind, like a dog, punching against her while she rattled and shook. I wanted a chance myself, the opportunity to have him at me, shagging just to see if I could keep him, hooking him to me as those strumpets couldn't. They came and went but I am his mother and I could take him to bed and he'd always return to me."
"God, Mother..." Jamie's voice croaked about us, skittering around like a lost echo.
"Hush, James." Mrs. St. Vincent got to her knees. She placed her hands on Jamie's bare knees and studied his hard cock intently. Jamie's head bent forward, staring at his naked mother. On the bed, Xavia rolled onto her side and sat up, swiveling to sit on the side of the bed, her eyes lidded still but intense, watching brother and mother. Under my arm, Ellen shivered.
"Sonny, how the fuck do you do this shit? I mean, she's going to suck him and then he'll fuck her. Right? I mean, this isn't just a little taste of James happening, is it?"
Mrs. St. Vincent turned her eyes toward the sound but there was no comprehension in them. When her gaze swung back to Jamie, her hand moved to grasp his cock and bend it to point at her forehead. She rose up, opened her mouth and engulfed his cock. It slipped into her mouth with a soft whoosh, disappearing from sight with barely any hesitation until her head was resting in his lap and his cock had magically disappeared, vanished into the heaven of her throat.
She backed away from the hard cock then pushed onto it again. The motion accented the swelling in her throat that outlined the cock in it. She grunted and pulled off of it. She stood up, turned around and bent forward, reaching between her legs, she directed his cock to the entrance to her vagina and sat down. Jamie squawked, making some such noise. Whatever words he was going to say he gargled and swallowed them, swishing them around before chewing them up and gluping them down. All he managed was a robust groan.
"God, Sonny. The things I get to see, hanging out with you." Ellen whispered.
"And do." I returned, watching Mrs. St. Vincent settle down on her son's cock.
"No, fuck you, Sonny. You force me to do all that shit. I was just a photo journalist when it came to sex until you came along and turned me into a fucking urban renewal specialist!"
I tried to chuckle but couldn't. Mouth was too dry.
"More like an urban terrorist." I muttered. Ellen whacked my chest with the back of her little hand.
Mrs. St. Vincent rose off her son. She looked at me.
"Mr. Duncan, please, I want something."
"Whatever I can do to help, Mrs. St. Vincent." I offered, gracious to a fault.
"Me, now." Xavia squeaked from the bed. She wobbled to her feet and moved over to where Candice was staring at her son's cock streaked with female fluid. Xavia, without any prelude, pushed her mother aide, got to her knees, licked Jamie's cock clean and then sucked it into her mouth. She sucked hard immediately. Jamie groaned, his hips bucking under his sister's assault. She returned to licking and kissing and after a few minutes, stood and turned around and mounted Jamie as her mother had done before her.
I watched this, stuck on waiting for Mrs. St. Vincent to finish her thought, unable to move or intervene. Ellen shivered under my arm.
Candice shuffled away, giving her progeny room to fuck. Xavia settled down onto her brother's cock and they joined, like they'd done it before. It was then that Jamie's hands escaped the belts and grasped Xavia by the hips and they began to fuck in earnest. He rested his forehead between her straining shoulder blades and let her rise and fall, impaling herself on his cock with steady determination.
Candice, watching her children copulate for the first time, shook herself, grasped Xavia by the shoulders and sought to wrench her free of her son's cock. I thought she was having second thoughts. I was mistaken.
"On the bed." Candice gasped. "Fuck us on the bed." Her words pried Xavia loose from Jamie's cock. So much for making him choose one. They seemed to agree that the chair was less optimum for their purposes. Jamie looked up, his eyes distant and deranged with lust. The three moved to the bed. The women laid down, side by side, like so many women in similar poses, they took a hold of each other's hands while Jamie mounted first Candice and then, without even ramming her full of cock once, he moved between his sister's legs and filled her with cock. Candice lifted her head to watch her children join, listening to Xavia as the cock pressed sound and fury out of her, making her groan from deep inside like something was being wrenched free.
Back and forth, entering each of his females and then moving to the other, Jamie went, methodical and slow. Each time he mounted one, the other turned her head to watch him slip into the other. It went on so long I began to think he had ADD and just couldn't settle on who to fuck. I was actually moving towards the bed when Candice sat up, and got off the bed. She saw me and smiled.
Jamie, feeling his mother leave, remained slotted in Xavia and they settled into a robust version of the horizontal bop. Jamie began to chase his orgasm, faster and faster, harder and harder, he fucked his sister. She cried out as her brother hammered her into the bed, puddling her passion with his pounding. Her legs rose and wrapped around him like two strong tentacles. Jamie rode Xavia like words on a hiphop poet's tongue.
Ellen went all tense against me. Candice came over and mimicked Ellen's pose against me from the other side but it was like a sapling compared to topiary. Candice cuddled up to me, her massive breasts molding against me and I wanted her. I was busy figuring out how to get her onto her back, which shouldn't have seemed so complicated when she whispered to me.
"I want you both. At once." Candice's breathy voice feathered against my ear. She elaborated, in case I was confused. "Ass and pussy. I want to be, how do they say it? Double penetrated?"



When said with a British accent, it sounded so elegant and sophisticated. When I say it, it sounds like I'm throwing rocks. Well, you do with what you've got. Of course I managed to find something to say that buggered up the moment.
"What about Xavia? What use do we make of her?"
"Jesus, Sonny!" Ellen snarled. "You have the sense of propriety of a skunk at a bridal shower."
"Well, what? Are we going to do it without her or do we have to shuttle her out of the room or what?"
"You mean you'll do it?"
"I'm only half the prick that's needed. Wait, I didn't mean I'm half a prick." Ellen was right, I needed to just shut up. I couldn't now, could I? Not at this point. Jamie was hammering his sister and she was hammering him back, er, does the nail...? I guess Jamie was hammer and nail. What did that make Xavia? Nailed, I guess. She was the nailed and if her voice was any indication, she was enjoying being nailed. Crass, Sonny but at least I kept it all to myself. I did. Honest. Well, at first anyway. The necessity of my response didn't come from the copulating on the bed, it was the words hissing into my ear, Mrs. St. Vincent's sincere desire settling in my brain. I had to respond lest she lose heart and not let those words be an incantation that made reality match them.
"I mean, Mrs. St. Vincent, that while your son seems intent on having sex with your daughter, for you to be double penetrated, he will need to participate, one way or another. I can be half of double but we need two cocks to..." I only got that far before the blonde woman entangled on my left had rose up and kissed me. She pulled me around, out of Ellen's clutches and soon had me enveloped in her naked embrace. I was hard, mind you, so this wasn't a one-sided situation. I decided giving the St. Vincent women the mutual moment of penetration was my obligation. I shook Candice loose and literally dragged her towards the bed. She understood immediately and gasping, tried to help.
I got her onto her back beside her daughter and Jamie coasted to a halt, Xavia's knees cocked up beside him. He looked over at me and seemed to be waiting, like we were going to be racing and his sporting instincts insisted he not get a head start. I mounted his mother. She took me inside like I was family...hmm, that seems wrong somehow, on so many levels. The only right thing was the literal description that she opened her legs and let me penetrate her with my cock, which I did, I certainly did do that and was enormously glad of it. She groaned as I thrust into her. Her legs rose up and bumped her daughter's. They assumed the exact same pose, knees bent up beside us.
"I say, old man, you are shagging my mother."
"And you seem to be fucking your sister." I returned.
Jamie was watching me and finally, after all the intensity to that point, he smiled.
"Yes, by god, I am." He said. "And in a moment, we'll switch and you can bugger my sister and I'll bugger my mum."
"I thought bugger meant to fuck 'em in the ass?" Leave it to Sonny to go for linguistic clarification balls deep in a man's mother.
"Aye, and that's what I meant. I think these two shanks of pussy should be well mounted by us both."
"I say we do them one at a time. You take one side and I'll take the other." I felt Candice pussy clamp down on me like she was trying to pinch off my cock and hold it for later, a Ben Wa cock, so to speak.
"One at a time?" Jamie wasn't getting it yet.
"Yeah, mate, we do them both at the same time, one in the ass, the other in the pussy. Give them the old what for together. Every woman wants to say she's been double fucked, don't you think?"
Jamie stared at me for a moment and then glanced past me at his mother who was so firmly clinched onto my cock that I wasn't sure I should move around any inside her. Something might break.
"Mum?"
"God, James, do as he says. You must. You gave us to him, if he says we must, then we must. What he wants, we have to do! Do us both from both sides. Sonny knows what a woman wants and by god having two cock in us, shagging us bum and quim would be the bee knees!" With that, as though for emphasis, she hooked her heels on my ass and pulled at me. I rammed down into her. Candice rocked her ass under me, taking me deep into her body. I felt Jamie rock into a similar motion and together we fucked them mother and daughter, mother and sister, down and in, deep and shallow, until together, as though wired to the same nervous system, Candice and Xavia bucked together into a very fine orgasm. Both of them shook with it, shaking and jerking as it convulsed them.
Jamie and I fucked in unison, like we were the King's Cavaliers, pounding together up and down to a sergeant's cadence. Even while the women were coming, we fucked together, synchronized together so closely that the bed threatened to bounce us both off onto the floor from sympathetic harmonics.
At the last, I snuffled down in between Candice legs and grasped her ass in my hands, squeezing that soft, plush thrill of hers that followed her everywhere. She tensed with me and my cock loved the reaction. Jamie, feeling me change my stance in his mother, peeked and then copied, grasping his sister's astonishing ass in his hands. I ground into Candice, feeling her ass tense in my hands just as she lurched into a new chorus of her climactic aria. Xavia, competitive tart that she was, did the same, crying out she was coming as Jamie pulled at her ass, locking them together into the same tight dish that I had made with their mother.
Then I felt it, that wondrous rise of pleasure coursing through my body, addling my brain, turning bones to jelly and muscles to mush. I glimpsed that elusive slut in the distance and cavorted after her...is a man's orgasm male or female? No matter, a slut and a tease in either case. I bet the French have settled that question but god knows it still mystifies me. I raged after my climax whatever its fucking gender and felt Jamie shift into the same gear. Together we rammed the women below us, prancing between their legs until, success!
We came together, pouring our cum into the two females at which point our sympatico vanished and we cavorted to our own tunes. Candice squelched under me, her body bucking and grinding up at me as I pumped her full of cum. Xavia whimpered and hissed as she came with her brother, her body jerking and shimmying as he thrust into her.
We lay together, the four of us, my hands on Candice's ass, Jamie's clasping Xavia's ass. Candice whispered sweet nothings in my ear, well, more like instructions about how she wanted to be double fucked. When we rolled off of our women, Jamie rolled one way and I rolled the other. I ended up on the floor. It was a metaphor for nothing. I lay on my back out of sight, unbruised but daunted. That feeling of being alone and out of sight felt...good. My negotiations with the god of fucking were going against me.
"Jamie?" Candice's voice sprinkled over me like cool water. "I want double fucked by you and, and...and...?"
"Sonny." Ellen helped from her perch in the chair lately occupied by Jamie. I'd like to say I didn't feel a tiny bit slighted by Mrs. Vincent's lack of grasp of my very name but I did. Even fully aware that Jamie was fucking mother and daughter after a long and rocky relationship didn't buoy me and prevent me from feeling chagrin at being thusly neglected and forgotten.
"Ah yes, Mr. Duncan. I want one of you in my puss and the other planted in the dark earth of my ass. I daresay, having pinned me between you, Xavia will want a go, in the same fashion."
"Bloody right!" Xavia's voice piped up from her place beside her mother and brother. "I want right shagged and buggered, too."
I sat up.
"Jamie, old bean, all we need now is to divide the spoils. Ass or puss?"
"I want the little red haired tart to suck my cock, Sonny. While these two right twisted hussy's demonstrate a continental sixty-nine."
I was about to ask what the fuck he wanted me to do in the meantime, again feeling slighted when my mind opened up like a liberal at a picnic and heard a phone ringing. I struggled to my feet, certain more pussy was calling for rescue from sexual boredom and were calling for Captain Sonny to do his duty. My motion rippled through the room. Ellen slid to her knees by the chair, Jamie sat up and scooted off the end of the bed and mother and daughter rolled together, suddenly intent on touching tonsils.
It was my phone, again. I fished it out of my pants and staggered into the adjoining room, amazed I put it away the last time.
"Hello." I managed, without seeing who was calling.
"What have you done with Doreen, Sonny!"
"Oh, hello, Miss Hamilton." I whispered, no idea why. I had a feeling that Jamie would find D. Debra quite diverting. Wait, I was having Deja Vu and we'd not been properly introduced.
"Where's Doreen?"
Now, mind you, I wasn't fully myself, so I didn't focus on the fact that I'd already had this conversation. Surely I had. Shirley thought so too. I wanted to challenge the erstwhile D. Debra Hamilton on that point but nudged it aside for a purpose I could not quite grasp. Yet.
"You mean Doreen Fallgate?" My mind was putting two and two together, helping me to perpetrate the little misdirection, or is it Mrs. Direction? I gave myself over to the role.
"Your a genius, Sonny. Yes, that's who I mean. What have you done with her? Where is she?"
"I'd guess she's between two black cocks, one rammed up her ass and of course the other in her snatch, if she isn't ear's deep in some of the black pussy swimming around her."
"Jesus Crust, Sonny!" I interrupted before D. Debra could build up steam. That confused me because didn't I agree to a week from Thursday? D. Debra me and a sister of my choice? No, no, Tawny was on tap. I couldn't remember if D. Debra had a good count of my sisters or not or if she'd care if I mixed and matched a little. Diverting thought.
"How did you know she was...ah...taking a walk on the wild side?"
"I got a text, just now saw it though, asking if I minded if she fucked my boytoy. Did you fuck her, Sonny?"
I preened.
"Gosh, honey, I think I did."
"Fuck you, Sonny." The silence that followed was like a no man's land. I didn't know which way to run to keep from getting shot for this latest infraction. I needn't have worried. "I need dick, Sonny." D. Debra whispered. "Now." But then she confused the shit of me. "D. Debra will be home soon and she'll want some too. Can you come over. I want dick."
Now normally I'd have figured out this conversation and that I had my wires crossed but, well, I didn't. This juggler was starting to drop plates. I felt the confusion, knew something was wrong but couldn't figure out what was what so I addressed the issue I did understand, the one about needing dick. I finally refused the goddess of fucking.
"Sorry, I'm fresh out." I was actually thinking of my call list and how they were likely all plugged into the smorgasbord of pussy arrayed at Chris' house. I had an errant thought, Laura would be livid at missing the first true orgy at her house since she took the collar. I shrugged. I hoped the Romelingames were giving her plenty to suck on. A woman's empty mouth is the workshop of the devil, I always say, gossip and eating can happen for example. Well, okay, that was the first time I said that but it was always true and so is worth repeating, articulated or not.
"You mean your cock is broke?"
"Oh, shit, I thought you were asking after the bench."
"I don't care if it comes with a backwards collar, Sonny. I just went shopping and having gay guys make passes at me makes a girl horny. You called on me, had me, took me and now you call and don't offer to do me all again! I think that's just rude."
"Didn't you just call me?" My brain was still not putting together anything very well.
"Did I?"
"Did you what?" Now she had me confused.
"Call and demand dick. You're my pusher aren't you? My dick dealer? My provender of cock?"
"Sorry, the guys are busy. You should have made a reservation."
"The guys? What guys?"
"You know, my friends, the one's you want to fuck?"
"I do?"
This was getting ridiculous and I had pussy in the other room doing god knows what, and I wanted to know but more importantly I wanted them to be doing it to me.
"You have friends who want to fuck me?" The voice changed and I got that weird little inkling like, well, like I was confused.
"D. Debra, darling," I went for the schmoozing tone and got bitch slapped.
"Sonny, who do you think this is! My god, you think you're talking to my daughter!"
Oh oh. And now the light goes on. Funny I'd discovered something worse than having the husband find you dicking the wife...leave it to Sonny to manage something worse than the worst.
"You sounded like your daughter and asked for the same things she asks for, I wasn't jumping to conclusions." I hesitated realizing that hyper logic wasn't my friend at the moment. I needed a diversion. "So, what about it? Care to be airtight?"
The silence impressed me, she was thinking about it. Disaster averted! Or at least diverted till later.
"Airtight. What do you think that means?"
"Me and my friends stick cocks into you until there's no more holes left."
"Oh. Oh! Oh." Funny how a soliloquy of one word can be so expressive. "You're offering me your friends?" The rich, lurid quality of her tone stopped me.
I had it figured out. This was Dori, not D. Debra.
"I thought it was the other way around, honestly."
"I don't want them, I want you, sweety. I want your cock slithering down inside me."
"Hey, bitch, my cock don't slither."
"Come on, Sonny, don't be difficult. Hitch up your big boy pants and come fuck Dori Dee!"
Now, you probably have lost track of how much I lusted after this particular woman, what with the plethora of pussy riding around on the end of my dick. It also may be easy to see how one might forget and overlook how in love I was with D. Debra Hamilton given my penchant for doinking all the other pussy that I'd doinked but I'd slipped and fallen into her mother and got hooked on her too. One might think I didn't have any special place in my Grinch heart for a singular piece of fantastic ass like D. Debra Hamilton but you'd be wrong. Still, I do like the whole Mother and Daughter thing and this was Dori, the mother nickering in my ear. Did I have room in that Grinch heart for her? Need you ask? I did and hearing her pleading for my cock to take up residence in her pussy made me lightheaded and so I did what I always do when I get a light head; I said something really stupid...but which seems to work for me.
"Sorry, honey, I'm busy fucking a mother and daughter at the moment. British in fact and so they are only in the country for a while. I can't just dance away to fuck you. They want double penetrated and their son and brother only has the one dick. It'd be awfully rude of me to leave them before they get a double dose of dick, don't you think, Mrs. Hamilton." I said her name to make sure she knew I knew who she was...or to get that validated.
Silence.
It was so pregnant its tits were drooling ice cream, so it was a chilly silence.
"Jesus, Sonny, you really know how to work a girl into a lather and then tighten the corset."
"Corset?" My ears perked up. "What corset are we talking about?"
"Shut up, Sonny! Fine. Fine. I'll have to wait until D. Debra gets here to fuck you with me. Mother and daughter, together! Is that what you want?"
Now that seems like an innocent question...or, on second thought, there is nothing about that question that sounds even the least bit innocent. So it might seem like what? A reasonable question? In my case, I should have taken a moment to consider a few things. I didn't. They all lined up fine as far as I could see.
"Listen, can you give me an hour or so, maybe two. I have to do these two and then I'll be right there."
More silence.
"You're serious." A dawning statement of fact. "Bear hug a bug, Sonny, you're serious. You're really having sex with a woman and her mother?"
"You don't know the half of it. I'm only half of it. I can't double fuck anybody alone."
"Oh. Oh! God, Sonny, don't tell me it's...you said it! Son and brother?" Dori squeaked. "Sonny, let me join you! God, I'll bring Champaign. Hell, I'll fuck all your friends if you just let me watch...god a brother doing his sister and a son doing his mother?"
I felt a little insulted since I had all that going for me. Well, if Mom would get off the monster, magical, mystery cock she was riding around Asia and come home. I miss my mother. I grunted, by now I'd have to fuck her with my arm to get her attention. I shrugged to myself, surely her ass wasn't getting any attention. Then again, what does Shirley know?
"Nope." I said without thinking, exposing my instinct for being reasonable that was certainly not what had given me access to the MILF List and all the trimmings. Trimmings? Or should it be trim? Trimmings. Fuck I have complex metaphors.
"Why not?"
"One mother and daughter set is enough for tonight and I have to butt fuck them both before I fly away home."
"Fuck you, Sonny, come to my house. I would be happy to see you."
"Or whatever." I muttered. Dori's perfect ears gathered in my meaning.
"Yes, and lots of whatever. Dee Dee's still at the theater. I'm home. I won't say anything to Dee Dee in case you implode. Call when you're close."
The bitch hung up.
Suddenly I was on the hook for more fucking that night. I checked the clock. It had to be wrong. It said eight-thirty. I sidled over to the door of the bedroom full of St. Vincents and peered inside. Ellen was between Jamie's knees, her scarlet head bobbing away like an oil well, again. On the bed, the St. Vincent women were eating each other, Xavia on top, her curls flouncing like a drag queen trapped on an army base as she worked between her mother's splayed legs while her ass ground down onto her mother's voracious mouth, but clutched in Candice's two hands that helped direct her motion. Both women were groaning.
No way was I leaving this land of plenty to migrate to the Hamilton household. I was tempted but greedy Narcissus always ends up in trouble. The pussy with a fish in her mouth peers into the pond and drops the fish to get what looks like a bigger one from the other cat and what happens? You end up wet and hungry.
I thought about calling D. Debra and warning her that her mother thought she was getting some to night, advise her to tell her mother that she was going without but then it occurred to me that they might take umbrage at my neglect and then wander off and collect some dick of their own, on their own and I was pretty sure I didn't want that to happen. If they got dick I wanted to provide it, even if it was my friends' dick and they were all spoken for at the moment. Didn't D. Debra make a date to do my sister and me together a week from Thursday? I had a fleeting worry that my sister was losing her mind or was going to soon!
Ellen withdrew her mouth from Jamie's cock with a hiss and a pop. She looked over at me. On the bed, Xavia was on her back moaning between her mother's legs while the rest of her body writhed through a very naughty orgasm. Suddenly everyone was looking at me. The St. Vincent women were licking each other off their lips and Ellen stared at me while licking around the redhead of Jamie's cock.
"Lube." I muttered almost to myself, "We need lube."
Jamie had a blank look on his face.
"Lube? What for?"
"Not you, motherfucker, sister fucker," I stopped because it felt like I was talking to myself. "For me, for the ass." I rolled my eyes at myself for wondering which woman would get double penetrated first. I knew that, daughters first then the mother because...oh forget why. "Xavia darling, mount your brother for me. Ellen, pillows."



Candice wobbled to her feet.
"I have lube. Lots of lube. French lube." She warbled. She looked like a jet ski running out of gas. I stood still and watched the scene change. Jamie hadn't come for Ellen so he was plenty hard when he got arranged with pillows and sister Xavia lowered herself onto him. They both groaned and then started kissing like they liked each other. I had a moment of pride and then guilt, and then pride again. I can't explain that so don't ask.
Candice appeared with a bottle of lube shaped like a slipper, the sort that genies always wear in the cartoons. It was pink and green with a red cap...weirded me out honestly but lube is lube and what it comes in doesn't matter...now what it goes in, that matters.
She and Ellen took a sudden interest in Xavia's ass and she had to learn to kiss, fuck and have fingers sliding in and out of her ass at the same time. She looked confused. Having her mother's fingers, yes fingers plural, stuffed in her bum may have had something to do with it. At one point she pulled her mouth loose from her brother and gasped, snorted and I do believe the girl came. Her ass started bobbing and Candice and Ellen had to just wait and watch for her to slow down. Me? I felt like I was watching the last train to Clarksville pull out without me. Pulling out was never my style, now that I think about it.
Xavia coasted to a gasping, panting halt and her mother immediately pushed fingers into her ass, fingers, yes fingers. Two at first but then three that made Xavia groan from right behind her tits. Jamie lay under her, watching her experience that penetration and, I presume, enjoying its effects on the hold her cunt had on his cock. Ellen looked at me, her eyes glowing like two green coals.
"You going to stand there with your dick in your hand all day, Sonny or are you going bring it over here and finish what you started?"
I looked down and by god she was right, my dick was in my hand! Such things shouldn't surprise me but having them pointed out to me sometimes does. It's not that I'm not paying attention, I am. It's just that I get focused on some little detail that just drinks attention like skin drinks mercury...like Xavia's tits. They way they moved when she did, not floppy, not wobbling but firm and stately, like they had something to prove!
"Sonny!" Ellen snapped her fingers. "For fuck's sake don't waste that thing, bring it over her and put it where it belongs."
"Belongs?" I repeated blankly. "Since when does my cock belong in her ass?" As least I got that much right.
Candice withdrew her fingers from Xavia's ass, or tried too but the girl simply lifted her ass trying to keep them inside her. First her mouth and now this. The woman was a natural born wonder, every hole seemed to be more accommodating than the last. Not just accommodating, lusty, too. She wanted to be filled, wanted my cock. God, I hate it when Ellen's right.
I moved.
On to the bed and into Xavia's ass. She opened up like a department store. My cock connected to her puckered asshole and slide into it, her body went still and all the motion in her was her labored breathing. I saw Jamie's hands move up from her waist to her tits. The girl grunted and her ass punched back at me, nailing her onto my cock. The motion took her off of Jamie's cock and that disturbed her so she punched back in his direction.
Now in a normal sense, that would have removed at least some of my successfully penetrative cock from her ass but Sonny is a fucking opportunist. When she punched Jamie, ramming her cunt down onto his cock, Sonny helped! Which is only to say this, I followed that splendid ass and when it came to a stop, my eager cock thrust deeper into her.
Xavia screamed.
It wasn't pain. Or if it was, she was a lurid twist beyond that barded wire boundary the rest of us avoid. No, she shuddered around the scream, her voice belting out the high notes like a tone deaf tenor hitting his thumb with a hammer. There was no music to her song, just the tense, clotted warble of a woman being double fucked. I felt Jamie under me and together we fucked his sister.
Now double fucking normally has two basic methods. The woman holds still and the men planted in her ass and cunt pummel her independently or the gentlemen, polite fucks that they are, take turn penetrating ass and pussy while the other one holds still and lets her grind on him, ass and pussy. I'm not being redundant, I just like using that phrase, ass and pussy, ass and pussy. It never loses it's music.
"Sonny! God, pay attention!" Ellen's snapping fingers got my attention again. "Jesus, where do you go when you look like that?" There was real wonder in Ellen's tone. I felt a little proud but didn't answer her.
I gave Xavia a little punch of my own and she groaned.
"I'm in her. That's where I am." I muttered, pointing out the obvious which, for all of her better attributes, Ellen could sometimes overlook.
Jamie and I began to fuck her. Together, like a well controlled machine. Xavia was confused, puzzled even. She kept trying to move with us but we were in sync somehow, I can't explain it. We'd both shove into her at the same time, staking her firmly between us. We'd then both pull back leaving her teetering on the ends of our cocks, a greedy cunt and ass unable to decide which departing cock to pursue. Just about the time she'd made a decision to go back or forward with her hips, we'd reverse course and drive into her again. She always seemed surprised and I suppose she was, by one or the other of us. Jamie and I worked that girl together and she hung suspended between us, taking us in cunt and ass with perfect aplomb.
The time came for us to come. We mashed her between us and we came, together. Xavia wasn't left out either. She'd fought orgasm after orgasm to remain poised between our plunging pricks so when she felt us pouring cum into her perfect body, she exploded. Her body shook and rattled but she couldn't move, penetrated twice as nice and mashed between us, she could only let the orgasm shiver her timbers. She could barely breathe much less move between us. Her head bobbed a little but I bore her down onto Jamie's chest and and held her there while I pumped cum into that amazing ass that followed her around.
The orgasm unhitched me from reality, which I have often said is far overrated. Reality gets all the attention but in this case, the reality of the woman was not overrated in the least. I felt connected to her orgasm and strangely, to Jamie's. He rocked her, moving her world and thus mine. I felt helpless, transported, plugged into her ass like an afterthought to a genius, she came with her cunt and her ass merely squeezed me by accident. A fucking happy accident to be sure but I was the accessory but what a way to be insignificant!
Our mutual motion slowed and came to a stop.
"Fuck the Queen!" Candice mumbled. "It's my turn now."
I turned my lolling head to see Ellen put a hand to Candice's shoulder.
"I think your daughter just used them up for now. We need to get them time to rest.
"No. I want it now." Candice mumbled again, her voice sounded sober and serious. If a serious blond is like rain while the sun shines, then Candice was a cloudburst under a solar flare.
"No, men aren't machines. Well, they are but they don't have constant energy. You have to wind them up. Of course that means they then wind down. Wind them up too much and they break. Don't wind them enough, and they're useless." Ellen looked me and smiled her evil, I can eat you in one bite, grin. I pulled out of Xavia's ass.
It wasn't really in response to Ellen but maybe it seemed like it. It certainly wasn't a dare but Ellen snarled at me and backed up a step. I wilted. Not Ellen's doing either. I suddenly felt a horrible dearth in me. A gap between will and ability appeared as I stared at Candice. I staggered and turned away. I made my way to the shower and turned it on. I wasn't there ten seconds before Ellen appeared.
"Jamie is fucking his mother, since you wimped out." She stepped in under the water and took my lazing cock in both hands and began to gently rub it. She got some soap and applied it. That took some of the sting out of her words. I wanted to argue but I didn't have the energy. That last orgasm took any hair off that I had on my back, if there was any. I just stood there under the spray and let Ellen wash me. She didn't stop with my brown dirt cowboy cock. She did all of me and I just stood still and let her.
You know what? My god, I liked it? I was just focusing on that when she hit the water control wrong and doused us both with cold water, ruining a perfectly fine moment.
"Jesus left the boat! Sorry, Sonny!" Ellen snorted, turning off the water. Suddenly she was cold and shivering. I naturally enfolded her in my arms and hugged. She wriggled around and coated me with her little body. I felt a flicker of cock interest and then it faded. I was done. I felt like a boat out of gas with the shore "just over there" but too far to swim.
We'd turned off the water so the chill bundled into both of us. I got towels and rubbed Ellen down. I had a momentary twinge, here I was with what can only be described as one of my buddy's girlfriend, though Ellen was to girl as fish is to whale, the surroundings are the same but they are not the same species.
When we trickled into the main bedroom, we found Jamie between mother and sister, fast asleep and them out on either side of him. Home in the St. Vincent mansion wasn't going to be the same for a while, if ever. So I hoped. I reach for Candice shoulder, she was on her side facing Jamie on his back, one arm over his chest, along with Xavia's from the other side.
"What are you doing? Leave them!" Ellen hissed grabbing my elbow and pulling back my arm. "Come on. Let them sleep. You bent the world around them and they need time to recover!"
She put an arm around my waist and we toddled out of the bedroom to one of the two others. We did turn off the lights so their dreams wouldn't be all spot lighted. We are so considerate, me and Ellen. We picked one of the three other possible beds in the suite and crawled in. She cuddled up against me like she liked me which confused me. She was Sammy's girl and here we were literally sleeping together, one of life's truly intimate and private experiences, well, that someone might actually want to share I mean. The bitch was asleep on my chest before I'd had time to burp and so I just lay there holding still trying to figure things out. The next thing I new someone was shaking my arm.
"Sonny. Sonny! Sonny, wake up."
I was groggy, wool-headed and stupid, two out of three of which I could get over by myself. I was on my side an a hand kept shaking my shoulder, swooping in, grasping me and shaking me. I timed its approach and grabbed it with my hand and threw it away from me.
"Go away. I'm asleep. This is a recording." I mumbled, selecting each word like I was radio running out of battery power.
The fucking hand came back and shook me again. So I had to emerge to the next evolutionary level to recognize sounds.
"Sonny. Get up. Come on, this isn't funny!"
"Not laughing. No punch line. Shut up!" I laughed then but it seemed like it was in a dream but then the voice registered, the thing that didn't make sense about it. It was male! There was a man in bed with me! That woke me up and I wasn't titillated either. I'm a lesbian, remember?
"Jesus toes, Jamie, what are you doing. Get out of my bed."
"What? What the fuck are you talking about? I'm not in your bed. Want me to be?" His voice drew me up another couple of evolutionary echelons to where you begin to recognize sarcasm. I opened my eyes.
It was dark. I mean Stygian dark.
I rolled over and sat up. I looked at the clock. It read four or five.
"It better be afternoon, buddy or I'm going to..." I stopped because I had no interesting threat that I could manage that I could back up. In a fair fight, Jamie'd probably kick my ass...so I was busy figuring out how to cheat when I realized I'd changed subjects. I got back to the central issue.
"What the fuck, Jamie? It's four in the morning."
"I know but, Sonny, they're gone."
"Who?"
"The women."
I rolled back over, thought better of it and sat up again.
"Well, you're not fucking me, buddy. I may swing but I'm a one way street." I chewed on that a moment and found I'd fucked it up. "I only swing one way, streets don't swing." Barely better but accurate. Once again I was missing the point. I tried to sit up again and found I was already sitting up which made the effort feel really stupid.
"Sonny, what are you talking about?" Jamie's voice twanged like a bowstring.
I was missing something but I'm accustomed to that.
"What am I talking about? I'm asleep." Well, that wasn't entirely true. Unless I was and this was a dream? No, I'm not wasting good dream time talking to Jaime while I'm sitting in a bed. I'm not that ridiculous.
"They're gone."
"Who?"
"My mum and Xavia." He swallowed hard. "And Ellen."
"No, she's..." I patted the bed, this way, that way. No Ellen. "Gone." I finished. I admit I had some snarky response all ready to counter the hint of panic in his voice and not finding Ellen in bed with me foiled my plans.
"I looked everywhere, every room. They're gone. No luggage either. Nothing. It's like they were never here."
"What? They cleaned the room and made the beds before they left?"
Jamie snorted, displeasure lurid in his tone. Can't fault a guy for trying, well you can but I usually don't and rely on the like indulgence of others.
"Sonny, they're gone."
"You keep saying that but why? Maybe they went out for breakfast." There that stopped him.
"I don't think so." Wrong again. "Sonny, I have a bad feeling about this."
I chuckled and I must have had my eyes closed because suddenly I could see his outline in the dark, against light from back in the suite somewhere. "Yeah, if your mom and sister are with Ellen, I'd be worried too."
"It's not funny, Sonny." I was still naked, he wasn't though, which, you know when you're just getting to know someone, that can be reassuring, that they aren't naked in your bedroom, I mean.
"No. You're wrong. It kinda is. We wake up in the armpit of the night and the women we were fucking have scarpered? When shit like this happens, you have to laugh buddy or it gets you down."
"It's my Mum, Sonny! She's vanished!"
"My mom is riding a giant cock around Asia and I haven't talked to her in ages." Oh now I felt really guilty...and horny. Oh my god. Mom! Both the filial feelings of a year ago and the more recent lust for her were in a boxing match in my head...and again I was way off track...
"Oh. Sorry."
"Don't be...I just hope he doesn't leave her permanently stretched out of shape. He's like a genetic sport." I got up, grabbed up a towel and wrapped it around me. I'm not the nudist guy, I guess.
I toured the suite and by golly Jamie was right. They were nowhere to be found. I didn't have a clue either. I had waltzed in, tied up Jamie and fucked them and didn't even ask if they had luggage...which isn't one of the things you think about when I undress a woman, so I had a deficit of knowledge to compare to the present to know if something had gone awry. One thing was sure, I didn't know what to do next...so I went back to bed. Jamie objected but I told him we'd deal with it in the morning. Sunday, the next day, would arrive whether I was tired or not. I fixed him a scotch from the bar and went back to bed. What Jamie did I don't know. I went out like a light during an air raid. Family Saturday, was over.
****Hey, you came this far, vote and leave a comment for the starving writer! It's your good deed for the day! Thanks for your support! -C
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"I'll be watching you", I say. I listen, to the silence. You finally respond.
"What does that mean?"
"I'm going to watch over you, maybe for days."
"Why?"
"So I don't talk to you. So I don't obsess." I speak my mind, my fear.
"Oh." You hesitate. "I still don't know what that means."
"No. But I'll teach you." I hang up the phone.
You go to the window of your apartment and look out. You can feel me but I'm not there.
The next day, you walk out to your car, to make the commute to work and you see a figure, a glimpse but then its gone. Who was it, was it me? The thought lingers with you until lunch, you reject offers and walk out alone. This time you do see me, clearly. I'm standing at the end of a block near your office. People walk by me, glancing at the odd man standing still, staring down the way at you. You start towards me but I turn and cross the street and vanish. Your phone rings.
"I'm watching you." I say, my flat American accent tingles in your ear.
You smile and touch two fingers to your lips, remembering the kiss, the last time we met, when I had you, making love, taking you to bed...and now this, this oddity, this strangeness. "I'll be watching you." I say and then I'm gone. You don't even speak, don't have words and the silence in your mind makes you shiver.
You look for me the next morning, at lunch, but then, driving home, you see me standing on the curb as you ease past, sealed in the clutches of traffic but you see me...watching you as you sit waiting for the light to change to release you into the torrent of the evening rush hour. The light changes and you leave me behind.
Your phone rings.
"I'm watching you." I say. "Don't talk on the phone and drive." I'm gone again.
The next day, no contact but now, now you're glancing at every shadow, studying every face, checking every reflected glint of light. I'm in your head. Another day passes and the sharp attention dulls until you are at lunch and your number is called for pickup and before you can rise from your seat, I'm there handing you your tray. You take it, looking up at me. I don't speak. I smile slightly and after a pause when neither of us moves, I leave, walking through the crush, out the door and away. Your phone rings.
"I'm watching you." I say.
"Wait." You say.
"Yes, my Rachel?" I respond.
You can't speak. You don't speak. It's like there's something in your throat and you can't get around it to make the words but that's wrong too...you have no words, so twice silent.
"I thought so." I say and I'm gone.
The next day, you're in the market, preoccupied with food and you look up from the half filled cart and there I am at the end of an aisle. You stop, staring at me staring at you. You don't know what to do. I move out of sight. Everywhere you go, I'm there, at the end of an aisle but you seem never able to draw closer and each time you see me, you feel the draw, the need, growing up in you, welling up like a spring, flowing. You're wet and you know it.
When the groceries are sacked you start to lift them but there I am, at your side, picking up the sacks from the cart and holding them. I jerk my head and you walk, I follow you to your car. You open the back door and I put them on the seat, arrange them and then walk away. You close the door. The thunk stops me and I turn back. I take out my phone and yours rings.
"I'm watching you." I say from a dozen meters away. I lower my phone before you can speak, turn and saunter away. Then I turn back. "I am in your head." I say into the phone, which you hear because yours is pressed too tightly against your ear. "Every breath you take."
"Every move you make", the words hum in you mind but Sting is singing them, not me. I turn a corner and I'm gone.
The next night, out for a meeting, you walk to your car, alone in the car park and you see a shadow, some movement, flitting and then gone, flitting and then gone. Tension touches you then returns. Is it me? Or are you being foolish? Tempting fate?
You are at your car when the hand clasps your mouth and you feel your body pulled back against a man, you know because there is a cock, hard against you. You struggle but my hand covers your mouth. I hold you tight before speaking.
"Can't you see? You belong to me." My voice is in your ear, my breath is hot on your skin. The touch of my hand on your face excites you. You're wet, aroused, needy, and then I'm gone. You see me walking through a splash of light and then I turn into a shadow, the suggestion of motion and then nothing, like a lost thought, I vanish.
You drive home, aroused, puzzled, panting for more...contact, more of my skin on yours. You prepare for bed, lay down to sleep and do, a dream rouses you. But not a dream. You see movement against the drapes in your bedroom and your body goes cold, a shiver runs through you.
"Rachel, its me." I whisper in the darkness, a disembodied voice that touches you like a caress. "Every smile you fake, every vow you break, I'll be watching you." My voice is there, real, rough in the night air. Then only silence. You press a hand between your legs, waiting for me, wanting me. The silence stretches.
"Hello? Jeff?" You whisper. Nothing. The stillness answers you as it can, so with nothing and not at all. You heard no sound at all. The next day you are exhausted. Every move you make feels like scrutiny, my eyes on you, me with you.
Days pass. Your patience is at an end. You call me. Your call goes to voice mail. You come round to my flat. If I am home I don't answer your knock or the bell. You even try to peek in the window but you see nothing.
"Rachel?" The voice from behind you startles you. You turn to face me. "Kneel for me." I say, my voice flat, empty.
You kneel, settling to your knees without a thought. It's like you've emerged from a deep dive in the ocean and just as your lungs are about to burst, you gain the surface and the air there. But when you lift your head, I'm gone, evaporated like the need you'd felt that brought you to my door. On your knees, you are calm, but when you rise, the twist in your gut returns. You belong to me...that's how it feels.
You go back to work, embarrassed, uneasy, unsettled. You work late, you go home, you open the door to your apartment and you slip inside.
"Not the light." I say. I'm sitting in the square chair you hate because the back is too low but you keep it because it is just right for bending over to be mounted. I've had you there, in your apartment, bent over that chair and you remember that feeling when you look at the homely chair, so you keep it, unable to part with it or replace it with something better because there is nothing better.
"Sir?" Your voice is thick but soft. The tingle on your skin soaks into you.
"You belong to me." I say.
You hiss through your teeth, sucking at the air.
"Take off your clothes. Be naked for me."
You strip. You don't feel hurried, but you are methodical and in moments you stand naked in your apartment. You can see me, sitting in that chair, a leg crossed over the other knee.
"Come." I say.
You're confused, not sure of my meaning, of my intent.
"I mean, come here." My voice holds amusement. "Sit by me. You're mine." I whisper. Naked, you sink down beside me. I move my leg so my knees are available to you. You put a hand on my knee and then lean into me, your left breast brushes the stiff khaki and a jolt runs through your body. You hug my knee, pressing your torso against it.
"I'm wet, Sir." You whisper. You feel my hand stroke your hair, petting you, scratching your scalp.
"You're mine." I whisper. "You belong to me."
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The Meeting
I sat in the Pavilion, waiting. I looked up at the atrium of rooms, the various carts scattered about, the maids pushing open doors to change the sheets, sniff the sheets and collect the pool for who had the most rooms with sex in them. The thought bounced around inside my head and I pulled my eyes down from those lurid heights and scanned the sprawling area where the management placed the restaurant.
I saw her.
My heart kicked me in the ribs. I struggled to my feet. She stood still, scanning me back. I almost waved in that inane way that makes you shrink instead of standing out...so I didn't. She saw me, her hunter's eyes catching my standing motion and knowing it wasn't usual movement for the space and her eyes locked onto me. Shit, I felt it. Huntress? I smiled at that. She'd say she was the prey and I was the hunter, my submissive coming to be claimed.
I could have gone all day and not had that thought, all my marrow drained out of my bones, making my ankles swell. Crap. This was no time to be nervous...like hell, it was the perfect time to be nervous! Except good Doms don't get nervous! Another thought I could have gone all day without having.
She saw me, the woman I'd been communicating with online for months...and months. She'd boarded a plane in Melbourne (Australia for the geographically handicapped) (and that was mean), and flown to the US. She walked towards me and she'd been right, she does clean up nice. My mind cast an aura around her, of her words and mine, mixed up in my mind like a swarm of bees contending with a swarm of locusts in an empty field. We met online...can you meet, really, online? You do something more profound than meeting, more than just meeting. Right, I'd throatfucked her and taken her in a dozen different ways, seduced her, with words, telling her things she longed to hear, titillating...she'd used that word first! Titillating. My word! The...crap. Crap. I can't think like this, about her kneeling for me!
I looked around. I felt like all the vanilla people were going to gasp at just the thought of this...of a woman kneeling before a man and looking up at me and waiting for me to do something. She was drawing closer. I was jumping out of my skin but not moving. You know that feeling you get when the adrenaline kicks in and you feel like there's a space between your hair and your scalp? Vanilla people...I was vanilla people, at least until I met Raven. Well, before her I had...I'd developed kinks but virtual kinks, writer's kinks. I was no more a kink than Stephen King was a murderer, a killer, a psychopath...well, maybe that last one made sense. I shuddered a little and all that adrenaline celebrated that it was finally getting to me.
She was almost at the table.
I found myself wondering what to do when she arrived. She'd said this was our first meeting, and we'd be like on a first date, act...normal I think she said. Fuck me, I didn't normal. I acted like it was first date like I'd agreed. You agree to all sorts of things online and then, this happens. She gets on a plane, flies halfway around the world to the US, to Colorado and insists she had "other business" to attend to and that she "could see me, if you wanted". See me? Fuck me more like, ride me like a rented mule! Suck my cock until my balls shrank...Raven took pride in sucking cock and had told me so in numerous ways and at numerous times, in text mostly, words, the crawlly things that get in your mind and then don't leave, like poor in-laws who think they have a right to live in your guestroom. Fish and visitors, three days and they smell, no, stink and you want them to leave. Words are not nearly so polite or obvious. I hadn't even met Raven, in real life and I was thinking of fish. My stomach knotted and I wanted to punch myself in the gut to have something else to feel.
She arrived.
She stood there, elegant, just like she described. Okay, that's a lie. She did ask me what she should wear, Mr. Retarded Fashionista and yes, that works...I appreciate good fashion but when I pick clothes for a woman, my hooker sense shows up and I can't fix it. This is all distraction and I was distracted, trying not to think of her on her knees, her mouth open, tongue extended waiting for my hard cock to slide through her lips, my hand to knot in her hair and then the throatfuck, like I'd never experienced, world class...!
"Raven McGinnis!" I said softly, seeing if my voice worked, if it was cracked beyond repair and would expose me as a fraud and she'd turn on her heels and stride away, disappointment stiffening her back. Insecurity is such a constant pleasure, oh, and so is sarcasm.
Her lips smiled but her eyes were tight, the pupils, little pinpricks of darkness in the blue blooms of her irises. She held out her hand.
"Hello Clark." She spoke and sounded like the Queen greeting the thousandth guest at an appallingly boring social event, or worse, the thousandth American colonial hayseed at some event she couldn't wriggle out of. Insecurity is such a wonderful thing and I fancy myself as Dom! Raven says I am, so I must be. That thought soothed me. Would a real Dom need soothing? If he's human he would, Raven would say that and I'd be soothed. Crap, there's no escape.
I reached for her hand, stepping around the table a little so nothing was between us. Instead of just shaking it like she anticipated, I turned her knuckles flat in my fingers and lifted her hand, bending slightly from the waist, pulling it towards my lips. I felt it, that little twitch of anticipation, and the conscious, strict relaxation of her hand and arm, releasing it to me so I could kiss her hand like some gallant of a bygone age...except I kissed my hand, the swell of my hand beside the thumb and then let hers drift away, unkissed.
Her eyes flickered. She stared at me for a moment and then she laughed, almost a relaxed sound, relieved somehow. She looked at her hand and then offered it again.
"Try again." She said, her eyes twinkling with amusement. I'd made her laugh, right here, right now! I took her hand and this time touched my lips to it, softly at first but then I licked her with just the end of my tongue as I let it go.
"My god, you look beautiful." I said. What had she written me she'd wear, asking then telling me in her wisdom so she didn't get stopped at the entrance by the major dromo or whatever you call the guys that fend off hookers in a hotel...oh yeah, security. She wore...matching underwear. Oh god. That's what I remember? Duh. The woman was coming to meet me physically to be claimed. She was the ultimate in sure things. She was mine, my woman, my Raven, her cunt was mine. Tits, ass, lips, fingers, toes, nose, all of it. Mine, mine, mine.
That thought made me shiver. I looked around. Did anyone notice I was raving? A lunatic escaped from Bedlam?
"Won't you sit, please? You look radiant. When I flew around the world like this, I always looked like hammered shit."
I moved towards her and felt her stiffen. That's when I noticed it, a smudge just at the corner of her lips, errant lipstick that somehow evaded her notice. I reached out a hand towards her face. She flinched back away from me and I went cold and still. My invading hand swerved, bending back to my own face, the corner of my mouth.
"You have a little lipstick out of place," I said, wiping at the corner of my mouth with my thumb, staring at the corner of her mouth like she was drooling or something.
"Oh." She said. Not the "Oh!" that means something else, that she used to signify that some comment had slithered down into her knickers and made her wet...no, that's not right. Some comment had touched her soul, caressed her loneliness and made her wet. Yes, that. How many times had she sent me a text online, "Cunt surge." That's British for "loin rush" or maybe just Raven for same. I heard loin rush from another woman, an American woman long washed away from me by the floods of life that had rushed around me. I knew that loneliness, personally. Can loneliness be shared?
"Please, sit down." I moved around behind her chair and pulled it out like a right proper gentleman, this hayseed from Kansas, the place where when I grew up er older anyway, where most people didn't even know the word "debonair" much less know what it meant or aspire to being what it meant. I was trying. "There is no try, there is only do and not do." Yoda's words rattled around in my mind as I pulled out her chair, trying to be a dominant man so she'd think about kneeling to me.
Raven sat with grace and I took my chair.
What she wore, garter belt, stockings, black, not seamed, too much for the first date. Date? I knew this woman's mind like I knew my own, so okay, not so well since I am a moody and capricious bitch sometimes, when the creative clarity eludes me. Crap. Not bitch. Don't say that word, not in any sentence! It's first on her list of no nos.
I looked at Raven and wisely didn't speak but took a nice, long, albeit quavering deep breath. My mind flashed on my favorite image of us, naked in bed, her on her back, her legs open, me planted between them, inside her, but still, her knees crooked up beside me her heels touching my thighs, penetrated by my cock, me balancing on my elbows her arms draped around my neck, smiling up at me while we talked about...I don't know, existentialism or Fight Club or Dogville or The Police. My heart kicked at my chest again, I could feel my sternum give a little. Shit. I blinked...well, it was so slow it surely looked like I was closing my eyes, taking a little mini nap, but I was blinking my eyes to clear this image and I was too, too successful.
My mind went utterly blank. Completely.
When I tried to restart my blue-screened brain, all I got was a blinking sign reading: "Submission". I looked around to see if anyone else noticed the flaring red letters. Nope. I was being so ignored I felt insubstantial. The world went placidly on as though I didn't exist or worse, I was furniture, usefully ignored. I felt it then, Raven waiting on me. I shivered. My mind was blank!
"God, Raven, my mind has gone completely blank." I didn't get the reaction I'd hoped for. No smile, no indulgent twinkle in her eyes, nothing, she just stared at me her lips too red for me not to stare but elegant. Then, in that moment, it struck me, she was tense. The pinprick pupils, the tight lips, the silence...this woman, this stupendously amazing woman whose mind and heart and soul if she had one...that really doesn't sound right...I mean I don't believe in the soul, a construct to make us feel better about things that go bump in the night or really about death in that existential darkness at two in the morning when the shittiest thoughts seem logical...so like that, she would have a soul if there were souls to be had but...aw fuck it. She was tense, nervous, on edge. That soothed me for some perverse reason, so I knocked over my water glass.
Since there was water in my water glass, it spilled, splashing everywhere onto the table, ice cubes skittering.
"Oh fuck." I said. Standing, grabbing my napkin from the table and intercepting the flow dashing towards Raven. Success. She didn't get wet. Oh. Oh! I un-projected. She didn't get wet from the outside. I used a hand to push water back from the edge of the table so it didn't dribble on my gay red shoes...a story that goes back to my ex-wife, #2. They cost $350 so I can't throw them away.
A waitress arrived, flustered by our misfortune, two rags, one in each hand and my mess was soon mopped up.
"We'll just move you to another table." She said.
I shook my head.
"No, that makes no sense. I made the mess, no sense in making you do more work. This is fine. I like this table," I squinted at her breast, no, at her name tag, "Ellen." My mind clicked and suddenly the busty brunette with curls and pudgy cheeks was transformed into Ellen Collier a character from my MILF List series, snarky, short, small boned, no tits—she'd smack me for pointing that out, well, she'd smack Sonny for that—a helmet of red hair and fearsomely smart. And just like that Sonny came to my rescue, my favorite alter ego, the witty self-possessed youth I'd never ever been who lived inside the lurid imagination of my stories, making me laugh with narcissistic delight.
"Thank you, Ellen. I'm so sorry."
She was gracious and seemed a little flustered. She brought new napkins and then laid another, extra beside my left hand.
"Just in case." She said with a coquettish smile, laid the menus on the table and walked away.
"She likes you." Raven said. Her pupils had relaxed a little and I could see some of the darkness behind them flooding out. I like the night, the coolness of it and Raven's eyes were letting some into the space between us.
Settled once more, I handed her the menus. She handed one back.
"Look at the menu." I said without missing a beat. "Unless you want me to order for you." I was just being gallant or maybe flippant but the words left my lips before I could reel them back and replace them with something else. The command was there and I saw it. Raven's teeth appeared, a picket along her lower lip. I know she hissed a little but I couldn't hear it. God. I wanted to curse more loudly, more roundly, more completely.
Like I said, we'd met online and began what blossomed into a very satisfying submissive dominant relationship. It felt real, it was real, to us both but online, so there is an argument to be made that it wasn't real. In my world, there'd been no kiss so I knew nothing for certain. Unless the kiss "did it for me" there would be no sex, no kneeling, no submission...I'd made that promise. And no "us". That thought made me queasy but I didn't flinch before it. If there was no chemistry, if something didn't change inside me when I touched her, when I kissed her, then this was a mistake, truly just a video game played for free and I'd tell her no, no thanks, this was not happening and we'd never speak of it again, perhaps never speak again and the entire sand castle would be smashed by reality's wave. The thought made my stomach wrench, some big hand was wadding it up like a piece of paper torn from a typewriter.
I was too old for this sort of thing, a first date with a woman I'd told to suck my cock more times than I'd told her she looked pretty, which isn't a good ratio in conventional terms or in mine to tell the truth. She was ten years younger than me. At sweet sixteen, she'd have been six and not a blip on my radar, a bundle of bother and not this woman dressed in the black silk dress, V neck, fitted to hug her sides and stomach, flared down to just below her knees, sleeveless so I could see her skin. She wore silver earrings and a necklace, also silver not quite the collar of my dreams but emblematic because it pulled my eyes to her neck, the skin there where I'd kissed her so often in my mind, then sucked at her there, marking her while she lay quiescent in my grasp, her body compliant to my every desire, demanding my demands of her so she could comply, the kernel of her growing submission, taught to me in snippets because she wanted me to know, know how to "dom her".
Even now the nomenclature of the ds world didn't fit me well and not just because I hate conventional language in any venue, a writer's rejection of abstractions in favor of descriptions that titillate the mind and make it feel more than know. No, it didn't fit me because I was that vanilla guy she'd been so disappointed with so often in her many liaisons, fucking them for her own reasons and then shuffling them off like a blouse at the boutique that just didn't feel right...but that makes her sound...sordid somehow and in my mind, there was nothing sordid about this woman. Nothing. She was ultimately sexual and yet if that's all you saw, her sexuality, you'd miss the woman I knew, the woman I...owned. That needs an explanation. I like to love but love most of us will agree has a lot of baggage so in our mutual wisdom whenever I felt like saying "I love you", I said "I own you" instead. Her explanation? Ownership is easier to revoke. That may sound bad to you vanilla folks but to me, I understood. At 58 I know that things are temporary or worse, their effects on us change, fade, vanish and then what? If its owned, you trade it in for a new model or change hobbies or something but if you love it, shucking it off makes you wonder if you can love at all. Is your heart this shriveled thing that you cannot ever give away because no one would want it? Oh yes, I understood. So I owned her...which made her wet by the way, so it was all okay, win win as she likes to say.
That thought brought me back to the menu that I'd been studying as though it were written in Chinese and I was just trying to figure out the pictures. I peered across the top of my menu, a brown leather folder of faux something at Raven. She felt my eyes on her and she looked over the top of her menu, like a sniper peeking out of a bunker.
She smiled.
My heart lurched in my chest like a Chevy pickups transmission bucking when the hand brake is still set. Even her eyes smiled. I had no idea what I'd done. I must have looked mystified.
"Do you charm everyone." She asked.
"No." I said automatically.
She didn't believe me.
"Well, you charm me." She said.
Jesus, I felt like I'd stepped out of an airplane with just an umbrella and I'm no Mary Poppins...I really should see that movie if I'm going to reference it, shouldn't I?
The waitress, Ellen, returned and took our orders. I don't know what I ordered. Raven is the foody and could likely tell you. I never even taste food when I eat with someone else, which is why I don't mind eating alone that much. It sounds worse than it is. I'm an empath. I'm so busy feeling them, I can't taste anything. I feel what the person with me feels and when they are uncomfortable I am. I still can't explain how that manages to fit with being a dominant man for a submissive woman. It works for me though. Raven said so. I believed her and so far so good. Well, sitting there at the table with her like that, watching how she moved her body and with every action, wondering how it was going to feel to take off her clothes and lay her on the bed and have her, take her as she wanted to be taken...I looked around the room.
They were all still ignoring me. I felt a little twinge of irritation. This woman flew halfway around the world just to be sitting her with me. Oh, she'd deny it, she had other things to do in the US besides to lay down for me so I could do her. My mind snapped shut. That was my inner cad talking but then again, at the right moment, that would surely make her smile. My Raven. I looked around again. The thing about the dominant submissive environment is that peering in from the outside, you can't understand. It's like going to the temple of a religion you weren't raised with. It's like being in an amusement park or a museum. Interesting maybe but it has nothing to do with you. You don't go home and move walls around to duplicate it. It's a curiosity.
A year or two ago, the idea of a woman actually, physically getting on her knees to me would have made me retch. Now, it made my gut wrench and my spine tingle and...yes, my cock gets hard when I think of Raven on her knees looking up at me. It hasn't happened and the fact that she's "submitted" to me online means nothing, not now, not here. That was play, but this, this is real. But it isn't, either one. The odd juxtaposition of our full knowledge of one another's emotional world and this physical meeting piqued my writer's interest but made the human part of me cringe, not out of revulsion you understand but because of the dissonance and the drama inherent in this moment. Could all the talking and texting and sexting and cyber sexing and roleplaying and bandying about of concepts and jokes and laughter and heartaches and pains really be meaningless if the kiss has no magic? The grandest fear is that an online connection can come to naught because you wear the wrong perfume. Does it make any sense that something so insignificant in cosmic terms could invalidate months of delighted communication? If so, those fuckers who say "communication is everything" in a relationship should all be turned out into the street naked in a hail storm. But then again, maybe they're right. I sincerely hoped so.



"Are you going to say something?" Raven asked.
Raven. She was reminding me her name wasn't Patience. No matter how you spun it, she had years of BDSM experience, dating men who knew she was submissive and panted to experience that in her, to see her tears while they fucked her face...or feel her satisfaction when they laid a whip across her back. The vanilla wafer in me cringed. My father, for all his faults, raised good men, men who'd no more hit a woman than we'd hit ourselves in the balls with a framing hammer. Hitting a woman was for cowards and fools and assholes...the list goes on and on because there is such a wide variety of men who hit women and should be buttfucked with a hat rack until they get it that it isn't a good thing to do...my vanilla is showing.
"I'm thinking. No. My mind is blank. So I'm sharing what is on my mind...nothing." I spoke and my voice felt alien. I was possessed. I was channeling some spirit from a former life when hitting a woman was just part of the gender profile for a man and for the woman, expected and endured like voiding one's bowels...and people say humanity hasn't changed. We have, just some people haven't gotten the memo yet.
She smiled then. It was a real smile, like what I'd imagined when sending her some ripe line that she said made her laugh. Raven sent back in words her reactions and in doing so, exposed herself to me. I drank it like an alcoholic drinks whiskey. Despite the long months of discussing everything that trundled into our minds, I still had this dichotomy of my vanilla past and this dominant submissive context I was swimming in. Yes, swimming and I swim like a brick. The idea of ever laying a whip to Raven's back or ass or legs...stop it...it floated out there like someone else's god, nothing to do with me.
Striking a woman has always been anathema to me, verboten, bad form, go sit in the corner, Charlie. But here, sitting across the table from me, was a woman who had been beaten, whipped and spanked, who had wept, and cringed and suffered the pain and endured the humiliation and degradation, because she wanted it. If you're vanilla reading this...you may not know it but if this all makes you queasy, you're vanilla. If the idea of water sports makes you nauseous, you're vanilla and I'm not talking about riding dolphins. There may be people out there who love drinking piss but that's not me and it's not Raven, but she thinks about it, writes about it and now, so do I. Why?
The moment you asked that in earnest, you get some sprinkles on your vanilla. And you'll never be vanilla again. Why, though? Why do you ask that and why do you take off your bra and twist your nipple until your eyes tear up and streak your cheeks? The answer is painfully present and embarrassingly obvious. You do it to feel something.
"Clark?" Her voice sliced through the cloud of thoughts in my mind. "Where are you?" She'd been talking, something about the airplane and airplane food and the guy from Singapore who sat next to her and sleeping and dreaming she was being fucked and waking horny and thinking about me and wondering if...she stopped there and swerved into something about if she was wearing the right clothes and she'd thought about not wearing panties but decided on a first date, that wouldn't do. Then the stop, the focus, "Clark?" Her voice using my name like that ran ghost fingers up my spine. "Where are you?"
I can hear the chiding tone in her voice and for a moment I resent it, the paradox of the submissive teacher, taking me by the hand and saying "This is how you hit me." Just doesn't compute and when I think about it my dick melts. So I don't think about it much.
I smiled at her. I reached for my water glass and didn't knock it over. The cold water made my fillings throb.
"I can't believe you're here." I said honestly. Vanilla man meets crazy wild woman...I pushed that thought aside along with the intimidating bondage that threatened to tie me up in knots.
"I am." She said with a smile. She drank some water without spilling any. I was proud of her.
"I know." I said and the flood of chagrin filled me for I hate, hate, hate inane blather. Yet here I was, stuck in this loop of vanilla banter that I hated. So I exited, stage right.
"You said you were mine. Are you?" I asked. I could see the question caught her off guard.
"You warned me about this a long time ago." She said. "Do I have to answer?"
"Did I ask you a question?"
"Oh." She said softly and when she smiled at me, my heart melted. I wanted to do her on the table from the front and the back at the same time, which is clearly impossible but I'd love to fly too and the fact I can't doesn't stop me from thinking about it.
"Oh?" I echoed, teasing her.
"Oh, yes."
"So that works here?" I asked, a relative pronoun with no antecedent but which we both understood.
Raven nodded slightly, like some part of her was answering surreptitiously before the official line was toed.
See, Raven is a submissive. Now that doesn't mean that she's a wet noodle or a milk sop. She's not that. An engineer, trained but not good at it she says, but really I suspect she was good at it and hated it, which is two different things. An accountant, so a woman who does numbers, if it can be said that an accountant does numbers...rather like suggesting that a lawyer deals with truth. But still, the capacity is present in both cases even if the opportunity is never seized. In some ways, her submissiveness can be understood as sexual, being given a simple command by me makes her cunt wet. (She's British so "cunt" isn't the automatic pejorative it is in the United States, and yes, I know I said she flew in from Melbourne, which isn't the United Kingdom but people can migrate away from the UK too and do. There's Brits turning their noses up at people all over the world.)
That's a vanilla understanding of the ds thing. With BDSM it's related to getting wet if someone smacks you, spanks you or calls you a cumslut or fuck tramp. It inverts the pleasure-pain vector and dares you to say boo! about it. The vanilla version of pain is that it's bad even though life is full of pain and the lessons that pain teaches us can be hugely profound and life changing, yet we vanilla wafers persist in mocking someone who becomes aroused when they experience a good whipping. A man who shrugs when his wife fucks a baseball team seems pitiable and broken and, and, and...we wafers pant over such things but never stop to ask why we can't breathe around just the thought of being fucked in the ass or having two women fucking us at the same time. (If I need to explain how that works, you're just too vanilla for words...okay, I will explain it just this once; one sits on your face and the other sits on your cock and you don't know whether to dance or shiver.)
For Raven and I think for me too, the difference is just a matter of details, the core issue is the same. The urge that moved her into the dominant/submissive context or the BDSM is the same, it is the need to feel something. For Raven being submissive, the view back into the vanilla world is the choice between feeling something and numbness.
Generally though, this world implies a mindfulness of the relationship, a focus on the interaction and attaining something that fits for both the dominant and the submissive. The submissive gets the sense of...I don't know, maybe fitting into the world in a way general society simply doesn't offer. It's the right to be insignificant in a specific way at a specific time and still feel full. It's the loss of individual identity without experience any destruction. If I understand correctly, it's the feeling that comes from pleasing someone, satisfying them, in really small things so not only sexually, though that can really be fun to. Obedience expressed as a fully sensual experience.
The dominant has this thrill of controlling someone, of directing them but also the noble, perhaps ennobling experience of having the submissive's will completely in hand so you cannot hurt her or damage her, but you can move her and even twist her this way or that, like a potter modeling clay, molding her into something you want and she lets you do that. But more the allowing it, she wants it, that feeling of being converted into something new entirely into accordance with someone else's will. It's a feeling of connection that has no real corollary in the rest of society, which is why this whole thing is so seductive and, and addictive even.
The vanilla world seems to view the kinkster world as feeling the wrong things but the difference may be akin to a thirst for knowledge. Once you gain that thirst for knowledge, it doesn't get satiated by learning one new thing. There is no "perfect knowledge" that you learn and then the thirst goes away. It's permanently inside you, the gnawing need to understand, to go where the darkness shines, to add something to what you know now. Get a little, want a lot!
Pleasure is like that. You don't get enough but the pleasure you enjoyed yesterday, after so many repetitions, begins to fade and for some, perhaps many people, the end result is that the feeling simply vanishes. What is left when you stop feeling? We call it numbness but it feels like emptiness, like a hunger that tears at you from the inside and turns everything around you to dripping dross that can become icky and horrendous to the senses, like the idea of a puddle of cum on your belly or someone pissing on you if you are still vanilla in your sexuality.
But the vanilla idea focuses on the cum or the piss, the ds and BDSM approach, in some higher sense (which I admit might be all bullshit but this is what I have today) is that pushing at these boundaries to find new pleasure is what matters. Each time you take a step away from the sameness and the numbness of your life, by locking handcuffs on your wrists, or bending over a table while someone marks your ass with a cane leaving strips you'll feel all week long and savor because the ecstasy that followed lingers with you too...you add a little feeling to your life you didn't have before. And that can become addictive.
That void, that emptiness suddenly has a spot of something that isn't numbness, isn't darkness, isn't void and the entire focus of your entire being latches onto that little bit of something...and you want more. Much, much more.
That is what Raven represented. I, however, I fancied that I was something different. I wasn't arriving in her world without this desperate hunger, this numbed need to be filled with sensation...I was different and that difference, that was what got her and ultimately brought her to this moment, staring across the table at me waiting for me to get all dom with her, daring me to try and waiting with bated breath to see if I'd fuck it up. I felt that pressure but in that silence, just not talking, I felt my power, my superpower reappear and I felt my shoulders relax.
"Raven, was it all a lie? When you said you were mine, was that just play acting or were you saying something true?" I'd already silenced her by saying she was mine, that shifted her, activated that urge to submit, which for you vanilla twats, is where her mind empties of all the normal life bullshit and she focuses on what I want, what I command, waiting for me to direct her. It's Zen meditation with outside direction, with sex interwoven into it. Her mind becomes empty and she can relax because all the stress of normal life, it just vanishes. She feels an altered state that is a controlled, steady, even sense of harmony, but it takes time and practice and mindfulness, leading and following, commanding and obeying and there comes a moment when you realize that she's there with you and you have her and she's yours. Then it can happen, a sudden recognition that the connection has become solid and it appears as an erotic poof of sexual arousal...and you wonder why she is here with me, submitted and willing to discover if I can claim her or now, if I can have her in this way?
"Are you really mine, still mine, now that I can touch you?" I asked the question knowing that it would still her. I was right.
That got her. I saw the thought touch her. At least that's what I thought I saw, we were strangers with intimate knowledge, like an interviewer meeting an applicant for a scholarship, all knowledge was academic, none of it was physical and empirical. This moment, it was empirical, sensual, sensitizing and real. Yet those dozens of conversations in the online echoes were just as real. If something makes no sound, that doesn't mean it isn't real. If it makes a sound but you can't see it, like thunder, that doesn't mean it isn't real, either.
"Clark, don't." She pushes back. She'd said we should just have a date, just meet and see what that was like. She'd done this many times before.
Raven was married. She was different in a very interesting way. She refused to go numb and stay there. She refused to go through the motions of her life and not feel the ecstasy of this moment, every moment as it happened. Her husband, Banbridge McGinnis was, by her estimation, brilliant, more brilliant than she and so more brilliant than most anyone you'll meet because Raven is incandescently smart, which is why I like her. I'm no black hole myself but my love is for the brilliant woman but more than that, the woman who is smart and never bows her head because of it and more, is proud of it and pushes those limits every chance she gets. She says parenting is the hardest thing she's ever done, bar none, though.
Being a parent does that for you if you take the trouble to notice. Most people focus on what they should teach their kids, not what their kids are teaching them...a bad expression, the kids force parents to learn even while they push the kids to learn...which sounds like Raven, and I mean that reflexive dynamic, teaching and learning, learning and teaching.
She married Ban and discovered they were mismatched sexually, her sexuality exceeded his the way a violinist exceeds a man riding a lawn mower. His interest was in other things, vanilla things, numbing things or more fairly, absorbing things that didn't include anyone else and that included her, er excluded her...included her in his exclusion of everyone else. He pursued the insular lure of his professional life that she could never share in, not because of incapacity but because such things cannot be shared. It is like fame. Marry a movie star and you don't get to share her fame. Marrying a genius will not make you a genius. Proximity is not acquisition.
So Raven languished, seeking sexual congress and being rejected. Her stoutness of will became her character, rejecting the options others took when faced with her situation...she didn't divorce him, she didn't betray him and use that as a reason to divorce him, but nor did he. In this sense, she may have mimicked the ways of women in the past, unhappy, unfulfilled, unfeeling and finally numb. Unlike the women of eons past, she had several options that she tried.
She'd told me all this in the first week or so of our acquaintance. Her startling frankness glossed over the incredible pain of being sexually frustrated and refusing to go numb to end that frustration. She kept the senses alive, the sensual nerves that made her feel alive remained active, doing their due diligence. They made her hunger. Not hungry, that's a vanilla thing...this alternative to numbness and the existential terror waiting after midnight, that's hunger and it only goes away when the senses are filled up. It makes you look like a hedonist or a sensualist or a hippy, humanity keeps changing the names but they are all the same, people who have rejected numbness, tradition and going through the motions generally with no joie de vivre, joy of and for life, for you Francophilaics, no Francophobes I meant...they choose to fill up their senses like night in the forest...which tells you that John Denver was one of us really but he was like me, using words to stave off that darkness, but loving the darkness. If everything is maximum light, color disappears...
"Clark? Are you going to talk to me? I fly half way around the world and what? You stare at your water glass?" I looked up and her eyes, blue pools of color glittering and...present. I gathered up my mind, a splash awareness and put it back together. I nodded. I'm here. I thought, you're here. I spoke out of that place, aware suddenly that Raven had arrived and feeling it in a new, different way.
"You said we should be convivial and...fuck, I forgot the other word you used."
"They were your words, your suggestions." She said.
"Oh, that makes me feel better, I can't even remember my own words." Now that needs some explanation...that's because I am the master of rationalization and not of Raven...another story but I have to tell this one first so I can get back to the other one...this Raven and I never met a non sequitur we didn't love and chase it off the subject and down some rabbit hole where we cornered it, skinned it, cooked it, ate it and picked it from between our teeth only go to back to the dinner table and find we were too full to eat...and that metaphor got plumb away from me. What was I saying?
Oh right, can't remember my own words. That sounds bad...if I say it, I should remember it right? Saying it happens to be right, but I'm talking about what I write and unless someone mentions it or I tell someone about it, I don't remember a thing. I just write it down and poof! It's gone, out of my head forever, staked to the paper with little nails like someone's savior nailed to a cross waiting to die and be resurrected when someone reads them and finds them worthy of a comment. Fuck that metaphor got away from me too. It's a trend.
"Clark?" She smiled tentatively then cocked her head, inquiring.
I lifted my eyes from the table beading with water from my spilling...catching the light and glittering like crushed diamonds...so, diamond dust.
"You're here, Raven." I whispered and my gut wrenches and I feel about as dom as a caboose on a train. I rally. "Give me your hand."
"We said we weren't going to do this. We were going to be normal, have a normal date, be normal with each other."
I extended my hand. The student no longer because I knew and understood she was pushing.
"Give me your hand." I said. See? For you vanilla peeping Toms reading this, the dominant submissive thing is about interaction, not piss and shit and whippings. All that is like thinking that when Jesus returns he'll be dressed like the Pope and show up at the Vatican for a sit down before destroying evil once and for all. If that happened, Jesus would go out on a bender first...and then destroy evil starting with the pedophile priests. Digression, crap. I like digressions though, it's like getting lost in a new city...when you're done you can give directions, which is why men never ask for directions, we're not lost, we're just learning how to get some place we've never been so shut up about it.
Where was I?
Raven... I met her on Lit Chat and I saw she wrote stories and thought "Oh, a writer! She'll be too self-absorbed to talk to me" but I PM'd her anyway (private message for those readers who, like me never thought to venture into the Lit Chat room and talk about sex with real people, wow, what a concept!). And here we are sitting across from each other and I have my hand out like I'm swatting a fly really, really slowly.
"Raven." I say. Her eyes leave my hand.
"You said..."
"I know what you said, I didn't say it though. Normal, right. Who comes half way around the world to have lunch with someone they've sucked and fucked in their mind for eight months...does that sound normal to you?"
"No sir." She said.



I checked myself. I tried to remember what I said; in a real conversation you don't have a transcript and you must remember the words that cascade over your teeth. No, no command, no order for her to do something...it must have been my tone. I still had my hand extended over the table like I was blessing the salt shaker, not the pepper though that'd make me sneeze...shoot, is that racist? No, no black people do not make me sneeze so fuck off with your racist bullshit. I was married to a Chinese chick and in that context I was the minority so fuck off. She broke my heart by the way, but I broke hers too so we were even when she went off and got pregnant before the divorce was final.
Where was I?
Oh, right.
"Your hand, please." That was a command, in case you missed it. Her hand rose from under the table, extended out to me and fit into mine, like she was docking with the mothership...fuck, that's all wrong. I can't be the mothership...I can't be a mother at all!
My mind stopped. The feel of her hand in mine, the compliant sizzle that came with commanding her to do something and this first time when I got to feel it. She'd been telling me "that's ds" short for dominant/submissive, which is short for a dominant, submissive relationship, which is short for you vanilla people just don't understand so I'd be thankful if you'd just treat this like a religion and play like you have no right to bitch...where was I? Oh, right, Raven had been telling me things and then pointing at them and saying "that's ds" to one degree or another for months.
It honestly hadn't occurred to me that her trip here was to get out from under that. To see if she could stop, if I could...no, not make her kneel, to see if she could kneel to me. Kneeling is symbolic, a thing you only do as a submissive to someone you are about to let fuck you, that's the vanilla understanding but for a ds person...it's taking a place below that person and that person can command you, then, for a while, or for all time, that's the spectrum. You'll accept his commands and do as you are told, show deference and respect explicit and obvious to the observer but the part that lures people that the tricky part, to take pleasure from it. Doing what she's told makes Raven wet, you know, between the legs, her pussy, her cunt...that's why we were there, in that place, together...it was to see if her cunt would become my cunt, the arousing and erotic symbol of submission and then the obedience that follows. It's the religious experience without any of the bullshit metaphysics where Zeus goes out and fucks mortal women and pisses Hera off and things go downhill from there.
Focus. I thought that. I still held Raven's hand high over the table. I lowered it.
"You said we weren't going to do this." She said.
My heart was hammering in my head like it was a percussion instrument, and if you know your anatomy you know that's not where your heart is supposed to be. I couldn't fucking breathe. Submissives have it easy, none of that macho shit to confuse them. They can sigh and moan and get wet and everything but we doms must be all implacable and imperturbable and other words that start with I and M, and not show any emotion and keep focused on the safety and pleasure of our submissive...not that Raven was mine...that's sort of what this was about...would she become mine to that extent. Could I claim her, own her in real life like this? Would she actually kneel for me? Would I want that? The kiss, that's what would matter. The kiss, but holding hands was a start...shoot, we were being normal.
See, the whole ds thing is as confused as a polygamous colony that doesn't allow incest...after a while nobody can fuck anybody so they have to go recruit and that means ignorance comes into the mix, which is not bliss in the ds world, it's dangerous. And that is why they don't invite vanilla wafers to their orgies or whatever you call it when doms get together to fingerfuck each other's submissives or whip them or whatever...see, they aren't going to like me much because I don't do religion any more and as a writer, I avoid jargon like the plague, because it is infectious human waste so you have to pay attention and listen to everything I say or you might think I don't know what I'm talking about...which is also a possibility but Raven has said "you get it" enough I'm pretty confident I do. She's really, really smart!
Writers are a notoriously insecure bunch and it's not a character flaw, its like saying that a grease monkey should apologize for the grease under his fingernails at his daughter's wedding, I mean insecurity is how we get the words right, always thinking that we can do better, say it different in a way that makes the heart soar and the mind blink with Platonic recognition, and then fearing that we absolutely screwed the pooch in the last sentence. Anyone can see that if you keep rewriting the same sentence over and over again, you get nothing done and I mean no work accomplished but also you never finish the story, like I'm not finishing this one right now. If Raven ever reads it, she'll have skipped to the fucking parts and if I fuck up the next few minutes there won't be any so she'll run out the back of the story like a car through the back of a garage. And she'll hate it and I'll be sad and humiliated and all un-dom-like but that's a risk we writers live with all the time.
"We've been talking for eight months, Raven," I said sounding all reasonable even to myself. "You say that no one has expended so many words in emails and other stuff as I have...what is there that we haven't talked about? I'll tell you, this, now, here, you and me, physically together. We never talked about what happens next."
Her eyes widened, I could see that she knew what I'd stumbled upon wholly inadvertently was not only true but important. The nexus of the moment had been reached.
"Oh." That simple syllable acknowledged something important. I'd shifted her, touched that submissive part of her, opened the door to that quiet sanctuary and let her settle onto her knees in a sort of reverence. That simple syllable said I'd let her go there, led her there and held her hand while she slipped away, almost out of sight.
See? That was complicated. Raven is married. She has a family. Her husband is her best friend; they've been to war together and been on the outs and on the in and out and they have a life and me, I'm not even up to the level of an interloper. I'm like what? The funny papers in the newspapers compared to the front page or the editorial page...and yes, I'm showing my age because I know how you read a newspaper, funnies first before you face the headlines, that's basic to mental health, which the internet has deleted and so we're all going crazy. Knowing about newspapers makes me seem old. I'm proud that I got wiser with time and not just older like so many of my compatriots who didn't die young and leave a beautiful corpse.
Where is there to go from this moment for us, for Raven and me? That, that we never once talked about. I claim it is me being all Zen and shit, which was news to Raven, I had to explain what a koan was, which made me feel all dom and shit...missing the whole point though, vanilla wafer that I am. Which begs another discussion or question if you want to be the soul of wit, what is she doing with me anyway? We did talk about that, how I was a number of things that simply didn't fit.
"Clark?" There was no pull in her hand, but it pulled at her. There's a thing here, a ds thing that is worth explaining to you vanilla wafers reading this...part of the ds thing is push and pull. The dom pushes the submissive to do something and she pushes back, refuses, resists and she does so specifically to be overcome to have that expression of her will to be replaced by the doms. Don't ask me any more than that, I don't fucking get it. I'm a dom. That makes Raven Amazon wet and I don't mean Jeff Bezos's Amazon, the other one with the river and piranha and mosquitoes the size of birds. Having me push her makes her wet, arouses her, thrills her, makes her...feel.
But that doesn't always work so then I must pull. That was the feel of my hand in hers. I have strong hands, and this was the first time she could test that so when she tried to take her hand back, I held on, not gripping it too tightly but firmly enough to let her know that if I wanted, I could hold her hand and she could not get it back without spilling more water. But the pull is something else, more than just brute force. In fact, it's never brute force and if that's your game, that means yes, you're just a brute. A submissive submits...because they want to, because it's what they want. The pull is when I remind her of that, so it's not the strength of my hand holding hers, it is the sensual thrill she gets from my skin on hers and the tantalizing taste of that pleasure that pulls her back and makes her relax her hand and leave it in my possession, just as she finally leaves her will in my possession to use as I wish. Her hand, her will, both mine.
"Raven. You came all this way, it seems silly not to at least hold my hand. This isn't really a first date, is it? I know you're shaved and I know you're wet. How many men know that about you on a first date?" It was a rhetorical question but subs don't do rhetorical, not once you activate their desire to please you and I could see that the combination of my skin on hers and my calm, reasoned explanation of why she should do what I wanted had activated her. I mean, her submission was activated and she wanted, wanted, wanted to submit. So she answered my rhetorical question.
"None. Never." She said. The second word was a little push back but so feeble I could ignore it. The ds thing, at least in my interpretation is to wrap her up so thoroughly in her own passions that she is utterly helpless to resist me and will refuse me nothing. The whole thing about pissing on someone, maybe there are people who do like it, but for Raven that idea is having empirical evidence that her will has been turned over completely to me. No, fuck off. I'd never piss on her, but she might want it, because the truth is, no one ever can surrender that personal will. Never. It's like imagining that you can hold your breath to kill yourself. Good luck with that.
That autonomic thing that makes suicidal depression irrational and unnatural is the same thing that prevents the submissive from completely surrendering her will to her dom. His to her is out there but I'm male and so the gender thing is set for me, immutable. I can't not be dom...Raven taught me that by letting me make a legion of mistakes with her but never flinching, even when it hurt her, and keeping her submission before me. I love her for that. God, you have no idea what it is like to fuck up with your submissive once she's said "I'm yours."
It must be something like what parents feel...the only experience I had with parenting wasn't that, my step-son spent more time in prison than he did in home room, so I'm a parenting voyeur but I voyeur pretty good I think. I always know things about people I shouldn't know...and that's because I have empathy. Hurting a submissive must be like hurting your progeny, seeing that they learned one of your bad habits just from being around you and you're helpless to stop them from hurting themselves because you couldn't stop yourself. It's like that maybe, hurting, damaging your submissive...makes your gut feel like someone kicked you there but from inside you. So you, you did it. You have to feel what she feels as acutely as if it was you doing the feeling.
Raven told me that. Without empathy, ds is just abuse, just the way it looks to all the wafers who peer through the shades of the neighbor's house while the dom is whipping the sub. You can't see empathy and you cannot feel it unless and until it is directed at you. So the peanut gallery just gasps and points, condemns and snuffles like an asthmatic fat woman in a really tight dress in a dusty church with no air conditioning. When ds works, when that bond is real and vital and flowing back and forth between the dom and the sub, the empathy is there. The submissive wants to feel the surge of satisfaction from the dom, the validation of her actions or words or even just her presence or in our case at this moment, her hand in mine and our skin touching for the first time, ever. The dominant wants to feel the submissive's pleasure for it is his pleasure and only empathy lets that happen. When she wants pleasure only from his pleasure, then it begins to get confusing, because to only get that pleasure from him, she can't have any pleasure in any sensual way present in her body, so she wants to submit, to obey even when the thing you require of her is something she doesn't want to do. If a wafer would see a man piss on his sub, they'd see something disgusting but the sub might accept it and feel pride, perhaps even pleasure from enduring and accepting it from her dominant. The point is not what disgusting thing you do to her, it's how much does she allow you to do, how much will she endure? That's the point. When you piss on her or hurt her with a whip or a sharp word or just disapproval in the tightening of your eyes, she feels only the need to please you and the pleasure from doing so with no other pleasure in her body.
And it is strong, once it is developed and there's trust that keeping her safe it's the ultimate thing to you, the utmost thought in your mind. The push and pull, the resistance and compliance, not the same thing so I am listing them separately, (Raven might rush to judgment and call me redundant but you wafers might miss that they're different entirely), they develop over time with attention and experience until the submissive knows she is safe and secure. Then she can surrender her will completely and, for a few moments or days or always, give into that urge and the cascading pleasure of having her will supplanted utterly by someone else's can be surrendered to and for that moment at least, the hunger can be satisfied and the void in her chest can be filled...because she feels.
"Clark." Raven, not Patience, said.
I jerked then and she felt it, a little jolt of the tension in me. We hadn't discussed it but there it was, naked between us. What happens if she does find she will kneel? What if she does that, completely naked, me still dressed in my casual white man khakis and white oxford button-down shirt, underdressed compared to her, and she kneels down, getting not to one knee like some knight errant but to both knees, sitting on her bare heels, feet completely bent onto the floor...then what? What is next?
I can't bundle her off to my condo and store her there. I'm Peter Pumpkineater. You know, had a wife and couldn't keep her...his heart shattered and now living alone is a right relief...adding someone into my space would be like adding a needle to my spinach salad. You might not suffer right away but it would happen if you cleaned your plate and mother always insisted I clean my plate, because that's what my father required.
So it isn't just that she's married more or less happily which term married people mostly recognize...relationships ebb and flow so it depends where you are in the cycle as to whether you are happily married or not. Those people who are giddy all the time just piss me off. I want to tie them both down and strap their asses until they cry some actual tears, the fuckers. No, no, I'm happy for them, they are just the happy few...the rest of us ebb and flow, enduring both pain and pleasure. I say enduring pleasure because one of the most painful things is pleasure you know will not and cannot last.
It is a spiritual thing to love when you can, celebrate when you can, feel what you feel and relax into the luxury of real, honest pleasure and not just focus on the pain all the time. That takes...something, I don't know what but it's something and ds is about that state, that moment, those few breaths when a body feels a connection to another, the partner in crime, dom or sub and you feel again...the pleasure or the pain, that doesn't matter when your hunger is strong and the fight against numbness has been especially tough, through funerals or hospital waiting rooms or fights or terrors, for the night is dark and full of terror. When the heart is battered and the mind is filled with defensive plans that will ward off those terrors, that moment of just pure pleasure is redeeming and full of grace.
"Clark, really, you're being rude."
I looked up. Raven is seeing me for the first time, feeling my presence. She's married, with a full life and a heartfelt commitment to her family and her life as a mother...parenting is the hardest job I've ever done...she told me that almost as soon as we met, early, soon. I believed her, it is. The only way to miss that fact is to not bother parenting, that makes it seem easy. There's a Zen lesson in there but that's a whole different story and this has been nothing but digression. You wafers and Raven want to know if we fuck or not. I get that. Raven will skip all this and go to the place where she's bent over something and I'm ramming two miles of cock into her six inches at a time.
I'm like average in the cock department. See? It is all about cock. Those who have huge cocks want to show off and those with lesser lights want to make sure you don't laugh when you see what we sport and puts us into therapy for a year or a decade. Another digression but not really since everything really is about cock. We're not wrong about that, just vanilla wafers have repressed that reality and that creates some real warps in reality. Blame Freud, he noticed first.
Raven is looking at me and she's fallen into my trap. She's fully submissive now, anxious, wondering if I am going to wobble now, here with her present. I started out clueless, well, not totally. With some minimal experience and a lifetime trying to fit my dominant impulses into the model of the "sensitive male", it didn't work. I arrived in those first moments with Raven confused, even rattled by finding there was this whole world of interaction I'd utterly missed out on, that fit me.
I was a writer with vanilla wafer credentials and all I had to recommend me was my words...but that was enough. I can say with some certainty that Raven was touched by a dominance in me it was my words. I lured her around her rules and specifications, to which I did not measure up, and got inside her walls and then played a jig on my banjo and taught her to dance. Again. She doesn't dance, but I do and I love the metaphor for it is rich and replete with potential. Well I did before I got old. She had to have compassion on me because I was a wreck when we began talking. I hid it well, that's what good empaths do, they let you bask in your own feelings and give little or no thought to theirs and that's often the way we want it. Don't make me feel, not me. Just let me be empty like this and feel you and your emotions; you do that for me and I'll fill up with your emotions and not need to deal with mine.
Good work if you can get it but Raven would have none of that. Her brilliant openness demanded openness from me, my competitive nature showing its snout, and I told her all my secrets, both of them...well, one she guessed and the other I had to gut up and tell her in plainsong words. No, that's private, fuck off.
What is the difference between acceptance and mercy? Mercy is needed when a crime has been committed and justice demands punishment or recompense. Mercy suspends that demand. Acceptance is needed when there is simply nothing to be done, no way to sooth or heal or fix what has happened, when bad luck devastates us and leaves us gasping for air even though there's plenty available. I needed something and Raven offered me what she had, and she had it aplenty, that simple quiet understanding that lets you be you without adjustment. Oh, I made her come, and come and come, so there was a trade there. But it wasn't apples and apples or even using the same currency. Yet we managed to blend, to talk for hours, laugh and weep together, consoling and connected as no one else in our world at the moment could be connected to us.



And here we are. The moment is at hand and I am the dom and I must lead. Fuck, being the dom is not all peaches and cream or as I would have it chocolate and more chocolate.
"Raven, are you going to kneel for me? Will you call me 'master'?" She has a thing about that and I don't know what it is, even now, because we'd avoided it. I had. I like that feeling when a woman says "master" to me even in play online. And there go my wafer credentials revoked once and for all. Raven didn't know even now if that was possible for her and me asking, that was a definite push...but notice all you wafers, that I asked. That is not something you should demand and the reason is simple. Even if she agrees and lets you demand it, that sort of surrender simply isn't possible. You cannot revoke your individuality just because someone wants to fuck you in the ass. If all you want is the sex, hookers exist who will do it all, for a price and neither of you are raped either physically or emotionally and everyone walks away whole. Right there is my rationale for legalizing prostitution, I have others, ask.
Her eyes flicker but she doesn't look away. She shakes her head and my heart sinks but her voice yanks at my attention and her words throw me a life line.
"I don't know." She speaks, bleakness in her tone. Then she smiles and that flinty resolve glints in her eyes. She's recognized the moment and that I have pulled back the curtain and exposed the situation. She respects that and I feel the glee she feels from that respect. I echo that glee in my own, dom, way. She nods once. "That's why we're here, you're right."
And there it is, right there. Everything I know about ds is in that single line. "You're right." I am whole. I have recognition and she has finally said "You are dom" in a way that touches and brands me.
"I'm not leaving my husband, although last week I would have, for a nickel." I don't think Australia has nickels so she has gotten that expression from me. She smiles and suddenly all the strangeness and the concomitant import of this moment recedes...it cannot vanish but it can retreat into its little hovel with its paucity of importance and wait for the adults to finishing fucking. The next step in our relationship may be unknown and even difficult or worse heartbreaking but in that moment, that flickering second when she smiled at me, I wanted her. So I said so.
"I want you."
Her eyes go closed.
"God, Clark, how can you do that to me?" She shakes her head. "Every bloody time." She glances around. "Cunt surge. I am certainly wet for you now, you fucker."
There's something else she taught me about ds. Being submissive is not being obsequious. She is no one's lickspittle, that is not necessary to be a "good" submissive. What is more, the dom does not define her submission, she does. My job has always been to enforce it but also with the right to push her limits, but only when she wanted them pushed. The trick is to know that when I refuse her if it is because she shouldn't have it, I'm teasing her or because I am encountering my own limits with her and I must decide whether to challenge them or not.
So she can call me "fucker" and register that she has distaste for what I push her to do, but also register that she's strong enough to do it and retain her integrity and identity intact. That commentary is for all the wafers reading this or you kindergarten ds-ers who think that violence has anything to do with this thing of ours and no, not the Mafia. If you get this far and don't lose focus because I didn't bend her over the table and fuck her cunt the moment she appeared, thanks for your patience. Don't worry, that's what she wanted too so she has likely skipped this entire soliloquy to the part where at least I kiss her. (I keep saying that because well, I like to think I have something to say but recognize, well, I might be full of crap.)
I don't even know if the kiss will allow us to go on, much less allow us to address that central issue of what do we do next? At some point a ds relationship ends. Ignoramus that I am, I think it's because the soft limits have all been pushed as far as they can be for the sub and so there is nothing else for the dom to do but rehash old issues. Both stop feeling, and stop feeling "it".
For a dom, I'm doing a shitty job of focusing on my sub. This was supposed to be all about us and our meeting and instead it's all about my personal collision with ds and with Raven in particular. So, recognizing this, I signal for Ellen to bring us the check. I don't remember them bringing the food or eating it. We got to this point without my mind registering much of anything but this inner world where ds happens, between the ears. If you still think sex is all about tits, ass, cunt, and cock—notice guys how we are outnumbered—then nothing else here will make sense. Go, do, see but don't draw any conclusions yet.
With the check taken care of, I rose from my chair, keeping Raven's hand in mine, keeping that skin on skin contact, the newest addition to our connection. She didn't speak but remained quietly focused like a debutante at her coming out cotillion. I felt it then, the slurry of emotions that comes with that sort of focus from a woman of her stature and abilities, intelligence and character.
I hesitated, standing still with her hand in mine. I stared down at Raven and her eyes dropped, her head bowed ever so slightly and I saw it clearly, her subtle but clear submission, the feeling that she did not fight, the need to be that with me. I had feared this moment of all the many moments made real by my imagination, this one would be totally new to me. Here it was, Raven's submission like a jewel made of glass that I could shatter with a flawed response. Her silence was so arousing, to know the brilliance of her voice and her mind in the usual cataract of words was stilled by that feeling swelling up in her chest and that I did it, I altered her state as they say and that I had control of her to that little but important extent...that always rattled when the internet bridged us and I knew that when the moment appeared, it'd be a whole different thing.
It was.
I felt it like a pain in my chest, but not the sort of pain that means 911, the US call for help. It was the pain that said, "Pay attention, dummy, and don't fuck this up!" I waited a beat too long and any "normal" woman would have looked up at me to see what the fuck was the problem but Raven just stood there her eyes cast down so I saw the delicate color on her eye lids, matching her fingernail polish, the brown that highlighted her blue eyes that I loved, she'd let me pick the fingernail polish the first time and that was it, the dark blue that made my breath catch.
I squeezed her hand.
"Come along, Raven." I said. I should have said more, told her what I was thinking, let her know what I had in mind but it was so simple, so, so vanilla, I couldn't do it. I just led her out of the atrium into the lobby of the hotel. She followed behind me but once through the tables I pulled her even with me and pulled my hand from hers and put it at the small of her back. She slipped both hands onto my arm and clung to me. I swear I felt a tremor in her body but it might just have been her breathing changing. She pressed her forehead against my shoulder and I thought I'd died that little death and fucking missed it!
Focus.
I'd reconnoitered and found an empty meeting room with chairs stacked and a closed door but not locked. I guided her towards it and inside. It is an unusual feeling, that you can have your way with a woman, that she has submitted herself to your will but if you take too rambunctious advantage of that, you lose it...it's like a hummingbird has landed on your shoulder and you can't just act like it means nothing and keep things the same. I turned us into the to the little alcove to the left, a private space for us. I put my back to the corner and turned her to face me.
"This is it, Raven," I said, my voice twanging with tension. "The kiss, the kiss that tells us if we part or go to your room. If we both feel it, then we take another step, and then another...no, fuck, that's wrong, if we both feel it, we fly together." I smiled and my face felt all plastic and stiff. I wanted to relax but there was no hope of that. Eight months of her online, and I had my hands on her waist and her hands lay against my chest, compliant. Her silence unnerved me as it always did when a woman went silent, but not in that desperate way I remembered. This made me want to smoother her in kisses and growl that she was mine and mine and mine. That word, "mine" in the context of d/s means more than the simple idea of mercantile or commercial ownership...it's not a transfer of ownership, it is an agreement to protect her and to provide her pleasure.
The brutes who cruise that world using ds to disguise their brutish ways know nothing of this moment and have likely never had it or imagined it. They are colorblind in the Impressionist gallery in the museum. I leaned down. She felt my approach, the shift in my chest against her hands. Her chin lifted and her eyes finally met mine. The silence was profound and I felt this was my whole world, that moment her lips parted and touched mine.
All this time, all those words shared, exchanged, consumed like consommé, condensed down into this tender moment. I heard her sigh, felt her hands slide up my chest and around my neck, like water defying gravity. My hands moved around her waist and locked around her. Her tongue touched my lips and I wanted to consume her for real. I felt it. That thrill that made me know this wasn't just an academic thing, made of dried words and good punctuation. Raven was real. She was here, now, folding into my arms like a fog in an Ozark mountain hollar. I felt her in my arms and the kiss grew deep and true for me, filling me with that satisfaction that consummates a connection, our connection. Rejoice!
Then I felt her stop.
My heart clinched. I think it actually stopped. I think I was dead for a moment because when her lips left mine all I thought was that she'd felt some snarling discord and she was flinching away, away from my lips, away from my arms, her hands trailing over me like regret itself. Raven stepped back, one step then two. I stared at her full of chagrin and disbelief, I feared she was going to turn and walk away without a word but she didn't. She wasn't smiling. She looked so serious, her eyes lowered, her hands drifting down to her sides.
She knelt.
Very slowly, she bent her knees and descended. Her balance shifted and she put out a hand to my thigh to steady herself. The feeling of it on my leg sent a jolt of energy through my body. Raven, this stupendous woman filled with life and experience and intelligence, she was kneeling to me, right there in our little corner of reality.
Her two knees touched the carpet and her body continued its slow crumple until she was bent over her knees, her head on the floor, but then she shifted and moved her forehead to touch the tips of my gay shoes. Her hair covered my feet, her arms folded in over her chest and she went still.
"I am yours." She whispered so softly I dared not believe it. I couldn't breathe.
Now, for all you vanilla wafers reading this, this is not what you think it is...she is not being degraded, though she does like that...nor is she being reduced or lessened. When a submissive bows, it is a sign of respect, a tantalizing hint of the recognition of her dom, as her dom, the one who has agreed to protect her and give her that subtle pleasure that submission offers, and she has chosen him. Submission in Raven is this thing, this recognition, but too, it is the feeling that is attached to me, caused by me, flowing from me to her and this moment acknowledged that and that it made her helpless and she wanted to be helpless in that flow of emotion that she drew from me.
I stared down at her.
Fuck, we never talked about this. This wasn't in the manual. My lips burned and I wanted to feel her lips again, to open her mouth with my tongue and fill her with my passion...but I couldn't move! I was frozen in place. I'd put out a hand to the wall to my left to keep from falling over. She didn't move. Her black skirt covered her legs, puffing out around her so that she looked like she emerged from a black pool, her bare arms white against it.
Words.
That was it! Words! My words, the little insignificant things on the computer screen that got us here, to this moment. She doesn't like my poetry, I thought wryly and that seemed to relax me for some strange reason, strange because I had to find the right words, and couldn't go all syrupy and gushy. Dom this woman, now. I know, "dom" isn't really a verb, but it is now, I said so.
I slid down the wall, my knees not being as dependable as they once were, until I was squatting before her, my knees to each side of her elegantly bent body. I touched her hair, stroking it. I needed a command.
"Raven, my Raven, look at me." I whispered.
She had to raise up then, to let me have her deep blue eyes. She sat up and we made the connection, her eyes on me.
"Yes, Sir." She said softly.
I shuddered. Okay, sure, you might think it was the fact I'm 58 and squatting, so my old bones were bitching, but no, that wasn't it. Bite me. I'm in pretty good shape for a writer. I'm usually as active as carpet, I call it contemplation and Aristotle thought that was the highest aspiration of the human being. At least someone didn't think I was just lazy.
"I accept." I said. "I accept you, on your knees, for me, now, now I know you are mine...for real."
She smiled.
"Help me up." She said with that smile she has that tells of many more meanings and deeper significance that you best not mistake or miss because it is fleeting and precious so you only have this chance and then it's gone. Don't flub it.
I stood, knees hurting but doing as they were bid, for once. Raven lifted both her hands and together we raised her up. She shifted against me, her head cocked back, her intent unmistakable. I kissed her and this time, there was nothing tentative about it, from either of us. Her mouth opened, my mouth opened, her tongue met mine, introduced itself and then twined with mine. One hand, my right I think, slid down her back and cupped her ass, pulling her against me. Her hands clung to my shoulders. The kiss deepened and then she sighed.
Our lips parted and she looked up at me, her eyes glowing.
"I am yours." She whispered. "Take me, please, Sir."
For you vanilla wafers, "Sir" is a sign of respect, but also reserved for the one person you submit to, a clue, a hint but also a commitment that deigns to designate you as her dom. It is the explicit word that says "I submit" but also, "I submit to you" and finally, "Command me." Yes, dickheads, all of that is contained in that simple word.
Acceptance.
You have me. I am in your control. You may use me for your pleasure. Do with me as you wish, take your pleasure from me and I will feel my secret satisfaction, from your use of me, from the pleasure you gain from me, because no one can share this with me and you deign to give it to me. That was Raven, how she explained herself in her plain English, staccato and brilliant at once. She told me and we spoke of it, wrote of it and now, here in this moment, I felt it, all she had said appeared and enveloped me.
Her pleasure and mine flowed together like green and blue paint spilled together on a white floor, blending but in that moment, still separate. If you have never felt someone kneel to you, to submit to your will, to your control, for the express purpose of giving you pleasure, of becoming your pleasure, then you have no idea what this is like, what these words mean, what that moment felt like! Nothing can match it, nothing!
The closest thing might be the feeling of being a parent except the progeny that has such devotion doesn't give a shit about your pleasure and will surely try your patience and drive you to your wit's end. They had no choice. You bring your progeny into the world and you owe them and they owe you nothing, so you must build that debt so they don't ignore you when you can't walk straight any more.
With a submissive, it is all choice, her choice, her decision, her acceptance of you. There is no obligation, no hook, no binding, nothing that means she must submit. It is her need finding you and choosing you from the billion souls in the world, plucking you out of the miasma and saying, "I choose you."
"Raven." I started and words failed me. I crushed her against me, pulling her into my arms to hide my inarticulate torpor. I sighed with the feeling of her body against mine but it wasn't merely the feel of her made real after reams of words and time and attention. No, it was the way she nestled into my arms, shifting in bits to make the right connection, to get her body pressed against mine in just the right way. It felt like I had been completed and she was that missing part of me, fitting against me.
I kissed the top of her head and when she shuddered, I felt it, like I was shuddering but it wasn't me, it was her, all her, her body against mine. She pressed her face against my chest. When she spoke it was muffled and my poor ears didn't get her words but I intuited the meaning. Still, I made her repeat it.
"What, Raven? Say it again so I can understand you."
"Please, Sir, take me. Have me." She whispered her voice scraping against me, leaving me raw as paint stripped wood.
These moments are dangerous, for a dom, because they threaten your sanity, inviting you to step out of the moment and try to reach your submissive and draw her up and out of that place where she is. Don't. She's there for a reason and perhaps the reason is as individual as the woman but if she's there, submitting to you, she has her reasons, even if you don't understand them.
Gently I pushed her away until she stood before me, head slightly bowed, eyes down again, so I could see her eyeshadowed eye lids. I let her stand alone for a moment then I offered her my hand, low, in her down field of vision. She looked up at me at that moment and then put her hand in mine. I led her out of our little sanctuary to the elevators. The meeting was over. Raven was mine. Now, it was time to claim her.
Raven Unveiled
The elevator arrived and we stepped into the cramped dimness of it. We were alone but for a young woman in a business suit, pinstriped pants and blazer and the white blouse. She caught me inspecting her. She smiled at me, pulling my eyes to her.
"Forgot something. Feel like an idiot. Everyone is waiting for me." She punched her floor. Five. I was lucky, I hadn't thought to touch the register. Raven, knowing I didn't know her floor reached out and touched eight with her right hand, her left clasped in mine. I felt conspicuous, like I had "Dom" written on my forehead and my intentions for Raven, her body, her cunt, my cunt they were all plain and evident, clear to anyone looking at us. My erection surely helped. I stared at the young blond woman to see if her eyes were going to dip down and check my crotch. She didn't, glancing at the floor register as we ascended before glancing back at me, doing this several times before the door opened. She hesitated, not moving for a moment before stepping through the doors. She stopped and looked back at me and for a moment I thought I saw an expression of longing in her eyes. She saw a woman huddled against me, waiting, willing and ready to be claimed, to be taken, to be used. The young woman longed for that but had no idea how to get there from where she stood, so she stood outside of our little world and stared as the door closed and we were lifted away. Surely I was just projecting, right?



The doors closed and in the next moment I realized Raven was shivering. I dropped her hand and put my arm around her shoulders. She cuddled against me like there was comfort to be had, needed and now available that had been lacking. Somehow she made me feel like I was it, the one treasured thing she'd been looking for all of her life and all without speaking a word. It was in her body, pressing against me, making my arm around her seem extraneous, a redundancy.
The doors opened at our floor and we stepped out. Since I didn't know where her room was, the number or anything, I stopped.
"This way." She whispered. Her voice seemed to rattle in her throat. The months of anticipation had caught up to us. I felt it, she felt it. Yet I knew I could not just give into the lust that was humming in my ears. We walked out of the elevator alcove into the bright, filtered light of the atrium. The rooms of the hotel were all the way around the atrium with the walkway in front of all the doors, a pale green half wall topped by a silver aluminum pipe for a hand rail and a metal strap matrix beyond it to catch the incautious and allow only the committed to jump. It was the silver handrail that inspired me.
We walked to her door, 8049, nearly in the middle of the left wall from the elevator. She opened her little purse and took out the key card and opened her door. I took the keycard from her hands. She looked askance at me and I smiled. I let the door slam closed. She didn't move. I took her purse from her hand and held it in my left while the right pulled her around to face the rail. I pulled her the three steps to the rail and lay her hand on the cool metal, brushed so that it was textured and not smooth.
"Both hands on the rail." I said. "Don't let go until I tell you."
I expect all your vanilla wafer alarm bells are going off. How could a man treat a woman that way? Why would a woman ever consent to such treatment? Being told to do something silly like that, being expected to comply! What sort of man would demand such a thing? Why would a woman comply? I have no answer to the second question but the answer, for me at least, to the first was simply because she wanted it. Not the act itself, not even the command itself but the obedience, the feeling of slipping into the warm embrace of another's will, but the man's will, his demand for her to take a simple, foolish action and remain in that pose until released by his will, that is what touched Raven deeply.
She nodded, not even speaking. Her breath intake was audible. Very deliberately, she placed both hands on the rail.
I looked side to side. No one. All around the atrium I could see the maid trolleys outside open doors and the muffled activity as the rooms were being cleaned and ordered for the next wave of visitors. We'd agreed to meet later to avoid the thrashing rush in the early morning as business travelers maneuvered for breakfast or at least coffee before moving towards their objective for the day. Most of the crush was gone when we met and now the place seemed almost empty but for the mechanics of the place.
Raven stood her hands on the rail, facing away from me. I stooped a little and lifted up her dress, catching the lower hem with my fingers and exposing her legs encased in simple black stockings. Higher, the garter straps appeared, and the skin of her thighs, then the swell of her hips and the pinched cloth of her panties between her legs. Black satin gleamed with fringes and ruffles of soft pink. I tucked a finger under the strap on her right thigh, running my finger up and down it, between its tension and her skin.
She inhaled sharply.
I patted the outside of her thigh, still holding her skirt high up behind her.
"Open your legs, please." I mumbled.
Raven rocked onto her left foot and moved her right, widening her stance. I felt between her legs, feeling the heat of her cunt against my hand. I nudged the fabric between her legs to the side and felt her for the first time. Imagination never does reality justice but to be fair, reality often does no justice to imagination either. The wet feel of her cunt on my fingers, the heat of her body and that little shudder all combined to make that first touch profound. When I felt about her pussy, sorting and nudging at her, she arched her back ever so slightly. Whether it was conscious or not, I didn't know but she did very definitely raise her ass a little, offering herself to me.
I found her entrance and my fingers slid into her. She was slick with arousal, smooth and ripe to be mounted. Her body told boldly the tale of her excitement. That pleased me. I pushed my fingers far into her. Raven groaned a little, her right leg shifted wider again, as though asking me to finger her, inviting me, the closest thing she'd come to begging for it, to be touched.
"Oh!" Her voice startled me a little but it was approval, arousal, erotic delight that I heard. I felt her wriggle her ass and then push slightly against me, trying to force my two fingers deeper into her body.
"You want it?" I asked.
"Yes, yes I want it." She whispered. "Sir." She added a little belatedly.
"Turn your head." I said. She turned it to the left. "The other direction." I instructed and she did, looking to our right. I withdrew my fingers from her cunt and raised them up before her face. I could smell her, the rich aroma of her arousal surrounded us. In that vast space, we were alone. Her tongue ran between her lips but she didn't move. My fingers were an inch from her mouth.
I touched them to her lips. She pursed them a little, kissing my fingers and tasting herself on them. I felt her tongue touch me. She didn't do more than that. She waited for me, for my command.
"Clean my fingers, Raven." I said softly. She opened her mouth and enveloped my fingers, sucking at them forcefully. Her mouth was on me and I shuddered.
I took that moment to lean back and look at her exposed ass. Her panties were under the garter straps, surely tucked uncomfortably between her legs as I'd left it when I pulled my fingers out of her pussy. The black satin of her panties decorated her ass with lacy swatches. I didn't want them on but had no convenient way of removing them unless I cut them off and I had nothing that would do that. I glanced past Raven's face, her mouth on my fingers. I knew what I was going to do.
I pulled my fingers free of her mouth and let her skirt drop behind her.
"Don't move from this spot. Keep your hands on the rail." I said in a normal voice. "I'll be back to cut your panties off."
"Yes, Sir." She whispered.
I still had her purse in my left hand with the keycard. I turned to the door opened it and lay her purse inside on the desk just inside the door. I let the door close, checked it and walked away, leaving Raven holding onto the rail. I looked back and found her eyes on me. She dropped them immediately. I nodded and went to the elevator, down to the restaurant where I borrowed a steak knife and returned to the elevator. I stepped onto the balcony. Raven was still there, hands on the rail, gazing around. She caught my movement and she looked at me. We stared at each other while I walked around the balcony to her until I stood behind her.
"Ask me to cut off your panties." I said.
"Sir, please cut my panties off and expose my cunt for you." She spoke immediately, her voice strong, full of anticipation.
I nodded and patted her hip. She hissed for some reason. Oh, probably because I had the knife in that hand. I leaned down and lifted her dress again, exposing her legs, stockings, garters, and finally her bum. I held the dress up. I carefully slid the cool metal of the serrated steak knife under the fabric stretched across her right butt cheek. I sawed through the fabric of her black panties being sure to keep the metal on her skin. She went rigid, still but with utter focus, held in my thrall by her trust, the most seductive emotion of them all. I cut through the fabric. It released. I moved to the left cheek of her ass and repeated the procedure. I gathered the cloth in my hand so I could pull it through between her legs and free. When I looked up at her, her head was bowed and she was panting a little, noisily. I reached around her right side with my left hand and draped the shredded panties between her hands on the rail.
"Don't lose these. I'll be back. I need to take the knife back down to the restaurant." She wadded the cut fabric into her left hand. I left her again, walking to the elevator and riding it down. I returned the knife and was about to return to the lift when I saw a guy in a scarlet jacket with an earpiece. I walked over to him.
"Are you security?" I asked.
The young guy turned his head to look past me, not really seeing me, and nodded.
I introduced myself and he did in turn. Evan Spanos.
"How can I help you?" He asked. He had a square head, short black hair, a long nose and brown eyes with full lips.
"Are you busy?" I asked.
He shrugged. I could see Raven above us over the parapet high overhead. I pointed at her.
"See that woman up there?" I asked.
Evan nodded.
"I'm going to fuck her, right there. Will that get me in trouble?"
The guy did look at me now, as though just noticing I was talking to him.
"You going to fuck her?" He said, his voice ripe with amusement. "Who is she?"
"My lover." That's wafer approved lingo. I didn't want to explain what I was doing with Raven to this guy.
"Would you do me a favor? Go up and ask her if she's okay. Make sure she is fine."
"Won't that embarrass her?" A true gentleman, a gentleman wafer.
I nodded.
"Yes. But I want someone from security to know what's going on, when I fuck her, in case you get a call or something."
"Ah. Gotcha." He shrugged. "I can do that. I have nothing going on at the moment. Sure." Then he turned to face me. "Mind if I watch? When you do her, I mean."
I smiled.
"I think she would enjoy that, so no, please, be my guest."
"I get it, yeah, I do now. My girl is always wanting me to do her where we can get caught. Want me to catch you doing her?"
I thought about that.
"Sure. Good idea." I nodded, liking the idea suddenly.
He simply walked away, casual as though this happened all the time. Truth may have been that he was bored out of his mind and this would put a little texture in an otherwise boring day. I stayed where I was waiting for him to take the lift up and then I watched him saunter along the balcony to where Raven stood clinging to the rail. He spoke to her and then the fucker pointed at me. I know Raven saw me, I felt the connection, her eyes fell down on me and she realized that I'd sent the guy to her, to make her talk to him. He left her then, the brief conversation done and as he walked away, he gave me a thumbs up. Raven saw it and knew what I'd done.
I walked to the lift and rode it up.
"She looked good." Evan said to me when the doors opened and I stepped out beside him. "I'll be right here while you do her. Don't be too long. Want me to come around and tell you to move along?"
"Sure, when you want. Not too long." I smiled again, agreeing, pleased with myself.
This is the sort of thing a dom does for his sub, arranging for her to feel what she wants to feel. Raven is an exhibitionist in her mind. I was about to test that, not that I doubted it but I wanted to feel it with her, give it to her, show her that I'd listened and understood the manifold times she'd mentioned it, affirming and reaffirming it. It amazed me to think of my life before ds appeared, before I learned to talk about sex as though it were a natural part of life. That in itself is sexy but difficult to manage and when you are vanilla by instinct and training, it is difficult to imagine life where sex is a casual part of it. Too often "casual" implies cavalier, but that's not it at all. It might seem to be lackadaisical but that's not so...the ds approach to sex is that it is intense but worthy of discussion, examination and reexamination, thought, consideration and generally benefits from all the mindfulness and reason, will and wisdom that we devote to any other part of our lives. Sex is a driver for at least some of us, shouldn't it get at least as much consideration as what we put in our mouths? Talking about food, knuckleheads.
I stepped away from him, my purpose full in my mind and my body surging to put thought into action...I strode down and around the corner and fixed my eyes on her, standing slightly bent, hands on the handrail...she caught sight of me and turned her head to watch my approach. She went still as I coasted in behind her and lifted the back of her dress. She moved her feet back, widening her stance...did she read my mind? Or had I read hers and she was asking for what I wanted to do? Pleading for it? I felt the moment she saw Security Guy Evan. Her head turned to the right, staring in that direction even while my fingers traced up the line of moisture on her inner thigh to her pussy. I caressed her.
She made a sound, loud in my ear when my fingertips touched her damp lips. I pushed my hand between her legs and cupped her, pressing my hand onto her cunt even as she wriggled her ass, her head remained turned. I could only see her cheek, her hair fell over her face so the response to my hand on her was denied me. I wanted her on her back so I could see her face when I pressed my cock into her but no, this first moment, this first time I'd mount her like I owned her, claiming her as my property to be used and consumed in the fire of my passion for I wanted her like I'd never wanted anything ever in my life, save maybe more knowledge.
My fingers opened her and she hissed, I toyed with her body and she grunted a little.
"Oh you fucker!" She muttered. "Don't, don't, don't...fucker!"
I stopped and she gasped.
"Oh, oh no. Don't stop! For fuck sake..."
"I beg your pardon?" I whispered, finding her opening and running my fingers around her entrance like she was a fine wine goblet and I was making her hum.
"Sir. Sir. I, oh god, Sir, please, use your slut, please, please mount me!"
Raven knew I loved that expression, if I could I'd explain that but I can't so give that up. Mount me, that always arouses me. Her hips raised a little and then popped down and I knew what she wanted. I knew it. I pushed my fingers into her, her body seized on them, clinching down on me. I felt her, all those Kegel exercises had paid off, she could crack nuts with that cunt of hers!
"Oh yes, time for me to mount you, Raven." I whispered, opening my pants. My cock was hard.
"But Sir, he's...that's security...!"
"You spoke to him. You told him you were all right, correct."
My Raven nodded.
My cock was in my hand, the end wet with anticipation. I swiped it against her ass cheek, leaving a lurid line slashed on her skin, glistening with my clear ink. Then I touched my cock to her cunt. She went still.
"That's Evan, he's going to watch me fuck you. I patted her on the ass. "Wave...if you want to, Raven." Her hand was at half-mast when I plunged into her, countering my casual command with my penetration of her body. She caught me, held me then released me all in a matter of moments. Her hand fell back to the rail and she held onto it as if her life depended on it. I pulled back just as her arse raised, trying to plant me deeper in her body, the need finally appearing, evident and impossible to miss. I filled it and I filled her. I slammed into her then and she took me, her cunt opened up and I rumpled her ass as I ground into her.
She cried out, her voice wrenched in the vastness of the atrium. I pulled back and rammed into her again. She grunted again her cunt gnawing at me, pulling me. I found the key card in my pocket and withdrew it before my pants dropped down my bare legs, my briefs around my thighs. I used my good, empty left hand to hold her while I pulled back out of her depths and ran my cock into her again. Raven's head wobbled on her neck, turning and then she bowed it between her arms and lay down onto the parapet, which thrust her fully onto my penetrating cock.
"Oh you beautiful, fucker!" She ground out. "You beautiful man!"
I wanted to preen but my cock vetoed the idea. Evan was rounding the corner. I glanced at him and then hammered into Raven more, harder, then again, and again, making my thrusts match Evan's approach so that each step closer was timed with a deep piercing thrust into her liquid body.
Raven was speaking in tongues...I didn't think it was French since I knew a little and had the music of it at least...no, she was making shit up. I fucked her, pushing and pulling in that best of inarticulate ways. I pulled her back hard onto my cock and went still as Evan stopped before us.
"Hey, you two need to move into your room. Are you guests?" His voice held amusement but also a twinge of authority and its threat. Raven's body clamped down on me and she jiggered a little, her hips moved and her arse ground back at me. If she was aware of what her body was doing, she was a genius and if not, still a genius but in an entirely different way. I locked one arm around her waist, forcing her to raise up. I stepped back but she clung to the railing, her hands locking on it so that my motion was halted like we were on a tether. I tried again to move but she didn't release the rail, her hands hooked to it like grapples so that she nearly unhinged us. My arm tightened around her waist.
I glanced at Evan and saw the consternation and confusion on his face. I spoke to alleviate both, if I could.
"Raven, my dearest, you may release the railing." The moment I spoke, she let go and I staggered backwards, legs constricted by my trousers at my ankles, dragging her with me. The feeling of her body mounted on my cock confused my senses and made me want to just put her on her knees and finish inside her. I did a controlled fall, staggering across the short width of the walkway. My back bumped into the door and I was facing the wrong way to reach the lock with the keycard in my right hand. I held it up, my left arm wrapped around her middle, holding Raven against me, keeping my cock safely planted inside her. I had no hope of twisting enough to open the door.
"Let me help you with that." Evan the gentleman said.
Before I could sort through the jungle of sensations to find words with which to answer, he snatched the card from my hand, pushed at my back, reached between me and the door and inserted the card. I heard the click as the lock gave way and then he flipped the handle. The door opened. I had to rock forward, cinching Raven onto my cock to keep from tumbling backwards into the room. Raven squeaked a little, that good sound a woman makes when you touch a new and wonderful part of her cunt with your cock. I felt so proud.
Evan found my hand, still suspended over Raven's back, her dress bunched between us, and tucked the card into it.
"Thanks, man, you made my day. You two need to get a room...oh look! You have one."
He'd turned and, chuckling to himself, walked away but I heard him mutter, "I love it when the old folks can still fuck!" If Raven hadn't squeezed down on my cock, I might have gone to have a word with the young man about respecting his elders...naw, that would never have happened, way too ironic for reality. I was inside my Raven and I had no plans to abandon her, yet. I backed into the room, dragging Raven with me, holding her against me, keeping my cock pinned inside her with my arm around her waist. The door banged closed and we were in the spangled darkness of a closed hotel room, with just the ribbons of light from the blackout shades where they parted giving us any illumination.
She squeaked again but differently when I pulled my cock from her pussy. I staggered, and fell against the desk, reached down and pulled up my pants. I tucked and folded and stuffed until I was back to normal and then I went to the window and scraped the curtains back, letting the filtered light of the atrium into the room. Raven stood at the end of the bed like nothing had happened, her dress back in place, covering her. The only sign that she'd just had sex was the remnants of her black and pink panties in her right fist.



That and she was panting, oh, and her eyes were a little dulled...I fancied, with lust. The woman felt it, the need and that I could satisfy it. I knew I could. I felt it when I was inside her, the full-throated need in her as she keened past her teeth, torn by the feeling of me inside her, claiming her and the very public venue where I was taking her, not the usual approach. Surely she was thinking maybe I wasn't all that vanilla wafer after all.
"You warned him...what you were going to do, didn't you?" She spoke, her voice was low, controlled.
I couldn't help it, I grinned and nodded. I moved to stand behind her.
"Fucker. God, you know what an exhibitionist I am! And you do that? Not even an hour after you touch me the first time? Fucker. I'll never get over you."
I found the tab of the zipper on the back of her fitted dress and drew it slowly down her back.
"Do you want to, Raven? Get over me? Already."
"Fucker. No. God no. God, not now."
"That's enough, Raven." I spoke softly. She tended to say "fucker" when you surprised her and unsettled her usual black and white view of the world. It was more like an admission that you'd touched her and that you'd found a chink in her considerable armor. I'd stripped her of her armor almost from the beginning, I thought, and that made me proud. She'd let me in that distant beginning of us, let me touch her, strip away that armor and fell panting to her knees when I was done, vulnerable and aroused, so very turned on, so hooked into what I did to her with just my words, that she could no more walk away smiling (her words) than I could and I had no wish to.
The sound of the zipper on her dress seemed to fill the room around us. I felt Raven hold her breath. Only when I stopped did she exhale, a suspiration that sounded ragged and strained. She tried to turn but I caught her by the shoulder and held her, facing the bed, away from me, the place where in due time I would fuck her.
"Don't. Move." I spoke the words like two separate things. She froze. I felt that cool satisfaction from speaking and feeling my words become real, right there in the room. I knew she wanted that, words spoken to match her desire, that submissive desire to serve, to obey...and that meant she could trust, for trust was fully at the core of it all. All pleasure starts with trust.
She didn't quite go limp but when I pushed the shoulders of the dress down her arms, I had to move each arm to get the sleeves down to her wrist. It was fitted so clung to her sides and hips. I pushed it off her waist and it dropped down her legs, leaving her standing in bra, garters and stockings in the light of the atrium. Anyone walking by who cared to could peer into the room and see her standing there.
The erotic appeal of her standing there and the full knowledge that she'd knelt before me meant I could do whatever I wanted to her...note that she knew all about the sorts of things I "wanted". That didn't include anything that did not fit with her, they all would match her desires and wants...the plethora of words we'd exchanged had validated and defined that to both our satisfactions, so that surrendering to me and to my will was a fine and erotic satisfaction for her, clearly understood and safely accepted. Submitting to me was not dangerous. Surrendering to me to do whatever I wanted was not a jump into dark water, it was a refreshing dive into a private pool, one she'd designed and filled herself. What I wanted, matched her very clearly.
I hesitated. I love that picture of her, standing there quiescent, her body available to me to use as I wanted, dressed only in bra, garter belt and stockings. My cock wanted another go at her cunt, truth be told, but cocks are notoriously short sighted...with just the one eye who can blame them? I had an alternative in mind that meant I had to strip her naked. There's this "naked woman, fully clothed man" cliché in the ds world, or so I understand, and she'd talked about how much she liked it so...voila, there it is...my reason for not fucking her with her garters on...we could do that another time.
Also, and well, okay this might be a better explanation, my Raven fancies herself a world-class cocksucker and I mean that in the very best sense...not the pejorative. I intended, very consciously, if the kiss did its due diligence properly, and it had I was certain, to give her that little taste of the ds experience, even though it was alien to vanilla wafer me. So I removed her bra.
Raven was...slack...that's the word, she stood before me slack, letting me move her as I wished. I unhooked her bra and then shuffled it down her arms and off. She let it drop at her feet. She still wore her low heels. I knelt behind her and pecked at her ass, kissing her in passing. That made her waver and shudder. Now I've undressed my share of females and usually it was a communal thing with the implicit rush to get to the main event, tab A in slot B. This wasn't that. It had none of the vanilla wafer element of getting naked together. It was strictly ds in my mind and, I hoped, in hers. We were stripping Raven. Her silence suggested that she was there, in her submissive mode or mood...but that is wrong. She was submitting to me, waiting to see what I'd do but without the implicit judgment that usually carries with it. She was submitting to me, to my pleasure and that was her pleasure, her need, her thrill. I could do whatever I wanted with her and I wanted her mad with pleasure.
I ran a finger under the garter strap, so against the skin of her thigh, up and down a couple of times before I released it from the black stocking. I repeated this on the other five straps on her right leg and then again on her left leg. Her stockings remained on her legs, not sprung or stretched or sagging, so likely new and still tight. I peeled them down, one then the other, down her legs, with my hands inside the stretch fabric, tight on her skin. I removed her shoe and the stocking and her legs were bare, right and then left. My hands tingled with the feel of her under them, the rich feel of her utter compliance, her body anticipating what I wanted from her as best she could, which for an intelligent woman like Raven was pretty good.
That left her clad in just the garter belt, now trailing the loosed straps about her hips like dreadlocks. I rose up, my hands on her waist and hesitated. I liked the idea of having her while still wearing something but then remembered, nude woman, clothed man. That was the cliché...I'd fuck the cliché later. When you fuck a cliché, it's always surprising, at least to the cliché anyway. I enjoyed twisting a cliché up into something new and surprising, when I could manage it.
I unhooked the garter belt and tossed it to the left, discarding it. Raven stood before me, naked. I reached around her with one hand and cupped her cunt. She groaned, her voice trilling in her throat. With my other hand, the left, I pinched one nipple and then the other, very hard, as hard as I dared. She told me she was a pain slut, a masochist but that was so far outside my realm of experience, my understanding was fully academic...not useless but not to be presumed to be complete in any important way. She wriggled her hips, trying to grind against my hard cock or pushing against my cupping hand seeking penetration, I presumed. This I refused her, not in words but with deeds, in our little reality.
Sweat broke out on my brow and I realized the air was not on in the room and it was very close. I released her. Raven keened but made no move at all. Very carefully I removed her glasses and lay them on the desk. She was fully naked now. I stepped to the entrance, located the light switch and turned it on. The naked woman flinched like a vampire in a tanning bed. I looked around and found the central air control, walked to it and turned it way down do it'd roar to life immediately. I was not disappointed.
Raven stood in the light in full view from the outside through the open shades, naked, her hands at her sides, utterly unmoving. I walked back to the door and shut off the light so we were left in the wash of illumination from outside. I moved to her side. Her head bowed a little, letting some of her straw blond hair droop over her face. I wanted to make her look at me, to get her eyes and own them first, to grab that attention and make her mine in that way first but when I had her on her back, I'd have that. I needed to earn it and I earned it by giving her the things she wanted, if I could, if I knew her deeply and well.
I didn't touch her. I gazed at her erect body, the puffed swell of her breasts capped by her nipples now clearly and obviously erect. I just stood there, silent while the cool air fluttered around us. I didn't speak until she shivered a little, the condenser of the air conditioning system had matured and the air was frigid now.
"Kneel." I said. Raven bent a knee but I caught her elbow. She stopped, letting my hand countermand my word. "In a moment." I whispered. I pulled at her elbow, turning her so she faced me. I truly don't know if I made even the smallest motion to draw her into my embrace but she came to me, enveloping me. Her hands ran up the front of my shirt, over my chest and around my neck and she pressed her crotch onto my thigh. I kissed her and she kissed me.
Had there been any confusion about the initial kiss (there was none, not for me and I detected none in Raven), this kiss vanquished it. Her mouth opened, her tongue sought mine, even as I did the same. Her hips ground her crotch against my thigh, and her hands hooked at my neck. I felt the turgid points of her nipples through my shirt poking me. My hands clung to her sides, then her back, then one cupped her ass and the other grasped the back of her neck through her hair.
We kissed.
I was hard at the start so her hip bone contacted me and pressed against me. When the kiss stopped...it didn't end, we just stopped it, she tipped her head back a little, her eyes lolling half closed.
"Oh Clark, I have dreamed of this, like this, so often...I told you I loved this."
"The naked woman, clothed man thing?" I asked. I knew, I just asked so she'd have to answer. She didn't, she just nodded.
"Words, Raven." I whispered.
"Oh, oh yes. I love this feeling, being naked, my body against your clothes, against your body, covered. It reduces me, lets me breathe empty."
I smiled. Our ability to shift in and out of the submissive, dominant context pleased me. It spoke well of us. It also meant I could shift us back.
"Kneel. You need to prove to me what you have said so often. My cock should be in your mouth."
I felt her stiffen and then relax, almost completely. She sagged a little and vanished, the woman I'd been talking to slipped down below the cool waters of submission and disappeared into the pool of pleasure it was for her. That woman slithered away from me, descending, her fingers trailing lightly down my body until she knelt before me.
"Yes, Sir." Raven whispered as she came to rest on her knees, her bare feet under her ass, sitting on her heels. She reached up to my pants, hesitated and looked up at me, her eyes askance.
"Yes, Raven, take out my cock, please." I said. Her hand pressed against the arch of my cock in my khakis. It felt hot against me and good, the thrill of it ran through me. She rubbed her palm up and down a few times then grasped me through the cloth while her other hand found the tab on the zipper of my pants. Her lips curled in a little smile and she slowly drew down the tab on my zipper, making each tooth of the movement rattle against me as it moved down.
She stared up at me.
I stared down at her.
Her pause went on long enough that I realized it was my line, like I'd gone mind blind on stage and needed cued from the wings. I realized she was prompting me, asking implicitly for each command so she could take joy in doing as she was told. Before you poo poo surrendering your will to someone like that, try it once, just once and see if you can't feel the lure of it. Religious people of nearly any stripe of any actual conviction can tell you if they would...but they never would, how good simple obedience feels. For some religions, the love of submission is difficult, it should hurt, be a struggle, drain the will by reducing one's ability to refuse or resist. This, what Raven offered me, it wasn't that. This was a deep need and her actual and present pleading that I fill the need, filling it with soft commands that I knew fit her, fit her thrill, fit her will, and fit her still, even now, naked and surely mine as I wanted her to be. My simple job was to give her what she wanted, what she needed from me.
"Take out my cock, Raven." I whispered. My own voice sounded alien.
"Yes, Sir." She whispered. Her hand pushed aside the flap of my trousers and touched the hot length of my cock through my briefs. She fussed there for a moment until she found the seam in them and opened them. Her fingers touched my skin and I swear I jumped a mile. A virgin would have spat cum at her, it felt like that. The first moment when her fingers touched me, when they found the tender skin of my cock and her dark blue fingernails jabbed gently at me before she canted her hand and it was her fingers that wrapped around me and drew me out into the open.
Raven rose up on her knees, bending my cock down almost to her lips but she stopped. For a moment her eyes fixed on the end of my cock, still damp from having been inside her. Then, as if exerting a gargantuan act of will, she pulled her eyes off of my cock and looked up at me, tipping her head back to make sure I noticed, that I knew she was waiting for the next command.
Getting commands right is an art...and a science. You can't command an abstract, like "be sexy"...or "satisfy me"...it requires very specific and very objective information to satisfy the submissive's need and to get what you think you want. "Do what I want" is not a command, it is idiocy because no sub will ever be able to read the mind of her dom. For that matter, no dom can read the mind of his sub, either. Hence, words are a huge benefit and using them well, often and easily in the interaction has great profit. Sensory specific information and precise directions make for a much better result, unless you happen to find a person who can actually read your mind. I'm not mocking, some rare couples are so well suited, so similarly wired that they match in the abstract and can get what they want with the sloppiest of communication. Everyone else, we must talk to get what we want.
"Kiss my cock." I husked. I felt excited, this woman held my cock in her hand and was waiting on me to describe the perfect blowjob...and she'd do it. She knew that I couldn't ask for something she couldn't or wouldn't do. Think about that guys, can you ask for the perfect blowjob? Or is it like porn, you just know it when you see it? Feel it, I mean, feel it. See why I'd done what it took to be here with Raven? All I had to do was articulate what I wanted and she'd do it.
"Lick my cock." I whispered. Being a writer gives me all sorts of advantages and one of them is that I know how to put things into words, how to get them right so that if the other person, Raven in this case, is listening even a little bit...and has the will to give me what I want...I can get what I want. And that, fellow wafers, is why guys like me end up wandering into the dark confines of BDSM or the dom/sub culture, to see if we can describe the perfect blow job or create ecstasy in the woman we own.
Raven kept her eyes on me and then slowly extended her tongue and touched it to the tip of my cock. I'd been inside her, fucked her, but she didn't care. She'd told me that wouldn't matter to her, even hinting that being commanded to do so would excite her in that canted, oblique way that makes ds seem...logical, maybe even normal. Ds is logical only if many other options have been rejected...at least one of them has real existential profundity.
Her tongue moved around the head of my cock, pressing at it with her tongue, then twisting her tongue as it circled me. I groaned, my body responding with shimmering sensations that rippled under the skin and then dove deep down into me, in search of my soul. Her tongue halted underneath the head of my cock, fairly cupping it. She leaned in a little so more of her tongue extended down the length of my cock. I could feel the puff, puff, puff of her breath on my skin. She was panting, open mouthed, with my cock now between her lips, though they didn't touch me. Her tongue wriggled under my cock, her hand held it firm. She went still again.
"Oh fuck a duck," I murmured. I moved a hand to the back of her head. "Suck me, Raven. Suck my cock!" I pushed gently on the back of her head, then remembered what she'd told me. I knotted my fist in her hair and thrust forward with my hips. Her hand left my cock and I pushed her head forward...my cock slid deep into her mouth.
I felt her gag. Wafer etiquette says that gagging means stop what you're doing and let the poor woman recover, let her regain composure. Ds etiquette, Raven etiquette most importantly, so not ds really, this only works if my Raven loves it and she loves it...says don't stop, push your cock into her throat, make her fight for breath, make her master the gag and choke reflexes, let her drool and grunt and don't let her stop, don't let her relax. That's the Raven rules. Fuck her face. Fuck her throat. I felt the tight entrance to her throat, felt her struggle to accommodate my cock. I pushed it harder into her mouth.
Her hands clutched at my legs, steadying herself as she rose on her knees and adjusted the angle, tilting her head, rising and settling to let my cock pierce her throat. I felt the little pop as I pushed past the back of her mouth and then the tight constriction around the head of my cock that increased as she gagged. She fought me. I held her firm. She keened, drooling, but her hand clung to me, as if for support. I held her firmly against me, her face against my body, my khakis with the open zipper. She twisted, struggled then found some accommodation with the cock in her mouth. I felt it, the sudden relaxation and all the tension lessened. Her hands began to run up and down my legs and then came the final surrender. She pushed her face against me harder.
I doubt I had even an inch left to push into her mouth but she tilted and found some small length to take, to demand, to swallow. She swallowed. The tension kinked around my cock.
"Oh god." I groaned. "Oh my lovely fuck toy, Raven!" I added. She hummed then, approval without syllables but unmistakable. "Suck my cock, slut." I muttered. "Your cunt is my cunt and I'm going to fuck your cunt, use you, take you, make you mine!" I felt her response as a lurid inhalation like she was trying to suck me down into her chest. Then she sucked and all along on my cock, she tensed and tightened and constricted down on me. I groaned again. My left hand turned out so my knuckles lay against her cheek. I felt her sucking on me, her face tensing and relaxing as she sent those luscious sensations through my cock into my body.
Raven hummed and moaned, making sounds as she pushed against the cock in her mouth, filling her mouth, plugging her throat. I pulled on her hair but she resisted, heedless of her need for air. It's a mistake to think that it is all the love of a cock in her mouth...though my woman does love to suck cock. For my lovely girl, it includes the submission, the thrill of being held against my body, my cock thrust into her mouth, even against her autonomic need to breathe. If she had her mouth pressed to a wall or a flag pole, it would only be part of it because the other aspect is the flood of pleasure she senses in me, when her mouth has enveloped me and she is running low on oxygen. She relies on me to pull her off my cock to force her to release it, to make her breathe, to impose my will on her when left to her own devices, she'd do something against her own best interest. All of this I had yet to learn about her. It was new to me, having a woman so enthusiastically sucking my cock. She'd told me how much she loved to suck cock but the reality of it was...impressively beyond my imagination.



She finally relinquished my cock, letting me pull her away, sputtering and gasping. The lack of air made her pant and gasp as my cock left her lips. I held her by the hair while she regained her composure. Raven calmed and I relaxed my grip and she responded like I'd released her back into the wild. She grasped my still hard but saliva slick cock and lifted it. She licked at my balls, then pulled one into her mouth sucking at it while she rubbed my cock along her cheek. The competing sensations bubbled up inside me.
"Enough." I spoke the word, regret tinged it. Surely she heard it but she stopped, taking in the meaning of the word rather than the contradiction in my tone. I had a flashing thought...that this pleasure would soon over run me and then, depart with her departure back to Australia. The thought, so vanilla wafer, so possessive denied my pleasure and I rescinded it, refused it, and then rejected it. I would not let some errant desire to make this pleasure endure beyond its time despoil it. I wouldn't.
"Stand." I said. Raven's hand found my wrist and she tugged at it then my other hand found her other hand at my waist. I raised her up off her knees. She rose then naked, to stand before me. At first, she gazed up at me, her eyes limpid with emotion, and I thought I saw in the blue pools of her eyes that gleaming satisfaction of a submissive woman sliding softly into the perfect pool of trust. I felt it, her trust, her complete lack of will in that moment, utterly open to my use of her and consumed by the desire to be fully used. Oddly, my wafer-ness would be frustrating to her, with none of the rampant violence of her past, just a good vanilla fucking and so, in that frustration, I offered a curious torture of its own and surely that confused her.
She stood still, naked, her skin pebbling with the chill of the air blowing over us but not shivering. Her nipples peaked and her aureoles crinkled. I felt her bow her head, realized I'd been staring at her. I wanted to touch her, to kiss her to crush her into my arms but that was wafer thinking. Keeping her waiting, keeping her standing there, naked exposed while I stood...oh wait, my cock is out so I'm hardly in that normal space.
"Put away my cock, please, Raven." I said, my voice overly casual.
She twitched but then moved to do so, tucking and smoothing and squeezing my still hard cock before zipping up my pants. Finished, she let her hands drop to her sides. I noted that her palms pressed against the skin of her thighs. I waited, counting in my head, thirty, forty, fifty, sixty...Raven, my Raven didn't move.
By now you know this is not the usual encounter between a man and a woman, no couple's conjugation in a normal sense. Something else was happening, something that added to the sexuality of us, of her, my command of her and her desire to be commanded, each element fit together to form a whole. In that counted silence, I felt my own part in this, the thrill of having Raven like this, bare to me, exposed, compliant but best of all, that full on trust of me. To be trusted, that is an erotic thrill that many despoil by using trust to obtain something but trust is like life, to be preserved at all costs and too, once it has been extinguished, it requires divine intervention and a miracle to give it reality once more. The only alternative is to live without it and in the ds world, living without trust destroys the entire purpose and perverts the relationship. Trust is all that matters and experiencing trust, both giving it and receiving it is an erotic experience all by itself. The sex can almost be incidental.
"Raven, you are going to undress me." I spoke softly again, not casually. I was past that, my voice buckled under the stress of my need to take her. Her hands moved but I caught them, held them, squeezed them tight in my larger ones until she looked up at me. I felt the stress in her arms relax and she let me hold her hands. "As I tell you to, my dear." Her lips moved.
"Yes, Sir." She said. I heard it, the same tone I'd heard dozens of time over the internet, her voice velvet soft but yet strong, asserting her position as mine to command. Her tone, and her words sent jolts of energy through my body.
"Unbutton my shirt, please, Raven." I said and released her hands. For a moment, they lingered in the air before me but then moved to the top button of my shirt. The first button released and I felt her fingertips on the skin, fuzzing through the hair on my chest. She unbuttoned the next and the next while I stood stock still feeling her hands on me. When she reached the last button visible above my belt buckle, she pulled out the shirt tails and opened it the rest of the way. In a small fit of endearing passion she ran her hands up my chest and around in the hair, making a little sound in her throat as she did so. She made to strip it off my shoulders but I grabbed her by each wrist.
"What did I say, Raven?" I saw her eyes switch to the interior.
"Oh. Oh, I'm sorry, Sir, you said unbutton your shirt, not remove it."
I released her hands and she stepped back, letting her hands dangle at her sides once more. Lank, slack as flag on a windless day, she stood there staring straight ahead, eyes unfocused or, perhaps more accurately, focused on something deep in her interior.
"My shoes, please remove them and my socks, Raven."
She knelt immediately then looked up at me from one knee.
"Oh. Yes, Sir." Raven was very assiduous about some things and one of them was constant feedback, which, over the internet was crucial for good text-based interactions, especially to a man like me, articulate and word-driven. A writer, I mean.
"Go on then." I mumbled, my voice muddled and addled as my brain. I knew what I was doing but I swear this was affecting me as much as it was affecting Raven. The submissive pose changed her, how she felt, how she sounded, even how she talked. I'd sensed it, heard it, even seen it over the internet but to see her like that, naked, affected by my words, dangling from my desires, it affected me, pushing against me, unhinging my mind. I felt removed from the moment, a flashback flooded over me, back to when having a woman kneel before me and remove my shoes and socks as though she were my servant would have given me hives.
I waited until my feet were bare and then I helped Raven stand, offering her my two hands. She clasped them with hers and she rose up before me. I stared at her body again, the planes, the lines, the colors in the filtered light. I felt her looking to me again, reminding me that she was mine to direct and the dependence on me such a condition generated.
"Remove my shirt." I whispered. She did better than that. She lay her hands against my chest and rubbed them around a few times and then peeled my shirt off my shoulders, only then discovering that my cuffs were still buttoned and couldn't fit over my hands. She squeaked a little, unbuttoned one then the other sleeve and removed the shirt from my arms. She held it, unsure what to do with it for a moment, saw her closet by the bathroom, went there and hung it up. She returned to me, tucked socks into the shoes and put them against the wall. Tidy. Neat.
She returned to me and knelt, bowing her head before me, waiting. I couldn't help it. I reached out and lay my hand on her head. I heard the hiss of air between her teeth, the simple sound of excitement from just my touch. That measures her reaction to this moment, to me but also to my touch. I nodded, important somehow even though she didn't see. My affirmation.
"Raven, you are mine." I whispered.
"I am yours, Sir." She responded as though we were doing a responsive reading.
"Remove my pants, please Raven." I said, my voice barely sounding like myself.
"Yes, Sir." She said and looked up. She'd known that she'd need to kneel to remove my pants so she'd knelt first, just to feel that, kneeling without instruction, taking that position before me, because it was her position, her place, on her knees. She rose up and unbuckled my belt, then opened my pants, unzipping me as she did so. She let them go down a ways then shimmied them lower, pushing them down my bare legs. She bunched them around my right ankle and slipped them off my foot and then repeated it with the left.
She returned to the pose, on her knees, bowed over them, hands on her thighs.
"Raven, I am going to fuck you." I said.
There was the whistling hiss again.
"Raven, remove my briefs." I always hated to say "underwear" in a sentence, so I avoided it. My cock was hard, aching for release but filled with my stiff patience. Raven immediately ran her hands up my legs and pulled my briefs out and off my cock. She did not touch my cock and I nearly broke down and ordered her to suck me again but didn't, resisting the temptation to break the tacit agreement in the commands that she was merely undressing me. She shucked them down my hips, thighs, over my knees and to my ankles. She lifted one foot and slipped them free, then the other.
I was naked.
I also had to pee like a beer lover.
"Raven, wash your hands and lay down on the bed, on your back." I said. "I'll be with you in a moment."
Pissing through a hardon takes concentration. Prolonged erections and age make that even more challenging. I took so long to piss I wondered if she'd lost interest. I peeked at her when I emerged from the toilet. Nope, no interest was wasted. She had a hand between her legs and was gently rubbing her pussy, up and down and then touching her clit. I hadn't told her not to so there was nothing untoward about it. I washed face and hands and turned to face the bed, drying myself with a towel.
Raven felt me looking at her and very slowly drew up her legs and opened herself to me, spreading her thighs and offering her body to me, for my immediate use. I looked at her, posed on the bed, legs splayed open, her cunt mewling at me with silent pleas, her arms hugging herself, naked, waiting and silent. Her eyes were on the ceiling, not looking at me.
"My god," I thought, "this body is mine."
That stopped me. It wasn't my vanilla credentials returned from the security office. What things she had told me of, things she'd done and that had been done to her, I don't think it was those stories made images with imagination and cameras that gave me pause. She'd been caned and spanked, covered in hot wax properly applied to not burn the skin and leave a mark; she'd been fucked in all her holes, separately and together, she'd been tied and bound, ridden hard and taken like an object to be used, she'd endure manifold sorts of pain, and used for demonstration to her satisfaction. I'd done none of that, not one...well, I knew quite a bit about holes, just not hers. But this was not the cause of my pause. No.
You're going to laugh. I was having a sudden and historical (not histrionic) flashback to the time in my life when lust was something to be hidden, a matter of shame, then guilt, to be resisted and flustered and frustrated, fought and denied, struggled with and against. It intervened in my mind, in my body and succeeded in producing a pause in me, a hesitation. All the rest followed on as a rationalization for that pause. Could this woman really want me? Me! All white bread and milk, plain as every suburban day if you don't watch the news? Oh, and old, insecure and curious, surely a bad, even sour combination?
I looked down. My cock was still hard and mightily so. No pill for me, this response to her came to me naturally. I wanted her. The next thought in my roiling mind was a huge thrill and comfort, so much so it got to my lips and I breathed it out.
"You're mine." I said and got onto the bed, my moment of indecision gone. "I want you. I own you." I muttered each phrase like magic words but they were late for Raven had already opened herself to me. At first, it was her mind, but then she presented me her lust and her body in concept as much as it possible over the internet. She gave me her tender heart complicated and wise, innocent and true, and then little by little her submission. The submission came in like the tide, moving up the shore to envelop me until I knew how to touch her with a word and let her settle into it with a soft sigh and gratitude for she loves it there, submitted and now, here, naked, splayed on the bed, she submitted to me.
As I crawled between her open legs, she unhooked her hands from her shoulders and opened her arms to me, extending them to pull me into her with that peculiar gravity they exert. I felt it, both as my lust and hers, a boiling cauldron of quiet toil. I knelt a moment between her open legs. I touched her cunt as though for the first time and she moaned a little arching her body, using motion to speak meaning that words would be incapable of containing. Her hips rocked up and she pressed against my finger.
"Oh, Sir, please, I want..." She stopped and looked down her naked body at me. "I'm sorry." She whispered and lay back, waiting. "I want you so much. It has been so long coming, Clark..." Then she giggled. "You make me come, have made me come."
I felt the pending onslaught of words and leaned into her, touching her with my cock. She flinched a little as though I was hot...I was, molten even. I found finally the words I needed to consummate our first meeting. I toyed with her pussy, the head of my cock scraping through her folds until she shifted her hips and caught me, rose under me and my head slipped into her body. I was over her, my hands beside her shoulders. Her hands rose up and hooked around my neck.
"You're mine." I said. I waited. She didn't speak anything back and I wanted words as though this moment required them to be real, to touch me and perhaps that was so. "Raven, my Raven, my lovely girl, you're mine." I pushed a little deeper into her cunt. I stopped and she opened her eyes.
"Yes, Clark, I'm yours."
A feeling flooded through me. This woman got me. She could reach out through the internet and touch me and now, here she was, splayed open under me and still, in the midst of her smoldering lust, she knew enough to give me what I needed most, her words.
"I want you." I added.
"You have me, take me, use me, oh god, Clark, fuck me!"
"I own you." I pushed a little more into her. She lay still under me, accepting my penetration as her due, that was her purpose, to be pumped full of cock and cum and filled up with her desire and mine.
"Yes, yes, you do!" Her voice burbled, rich with conviction.
I leaned down and felt her arms pulling at my neck as she pulled me lower. My chest brushed her breasts, her nipples felt diamond hard against me. I kissed her. She kissed me. Her hips rose under me and her cunt gulped at my cock but I rose a little to keep her from fully engulfing me. A shimmer ran through her body. I felt it, mine answered.
"Raven, I claim you. Now, now you are mine and when I want you..."
"...you may have me." She finished for me, in perfect simpatico.
"When I need you..."
"...you may have me." She finished again.
"I want to fuck you..."
"...when, and where, and as you wish, I'm yours."
"I want to use you..."
"...for as long as you wish, whenever you wish. Call me and I'll be there!"
I rose off her body then lanced my cock down into her, filling her with it, feeling her cunt take me deep.
"I claim you Raven as mine, my woman, your cunt is my cunt, your body is mine to use and abuse for your pleasure and mine!" I ran out of cock and ground us together. Her legs rose and wrapped around me. Her arms hugged me tight. I remained over her, looking down into her eyes. Just at that moment, we heard it, the sounds of voices.
"They're in here."
Raven's cunt clinched down on my cock so hard I thought I'd surely come twice.
Shadows appeared and three men appeared in the window. I looked to the side and they were there, looking at us. Evan and two friends.
"You're going to get us fired, Evan." One said.
"No, no, I know these two. They want an audience."
"Jesus Christ!" Raven hissed. "You told him?"
"I fucked you on the balcony, I'm pretty sure an Osborn computer could have figured that out."
She laughed. Have you ever felt a woman laugh when you are inside her. Its...different but what is more pleasing is what comes next, the utterly encompassing feeling that radiates from her. Raven pulled me down.
"Mount me." She whispered, which was a late addition to our verbal conjunction because I had mounted her and she was mounted. She only said it because she knew I loved that expression and that moment, mounted between her legs, her body vibrating with the feel of eyes on us, naked, holding me to her, that moment validated and confirmed my love of the term.
"Fuck me, Clark." She whispered. "Fuck me!"
I kissed her first. After only a moment, though, she shook me off.
"Fuck me, goddammit." Her snarl was only half kidding and still she made me laugh. Oh, I fucked her too. I rose up between her open legs and rammed cock into her, hard and then harder...with more force, I was as hard as one man could get. I planted my hands beside her head and fucked her. I caught her glancing at the window. When I looked that direction, I saw Evan pulling at the other two security guys and they disappeared.
I lay down on Raven, letting my weight settle on her chest. She couldn't breathe, I felt her struggle and rocked to the side. I slide my hands down so I was propped up on my elbows, pushed my hands under her ass and clasped her by the cheeks, one in each hand. I rode her then, grinding us together, pushing and pulling but without words, rocking between her legs. I felt her pleasure her arms around my neck, just holding on, coiled about me while I fucked her. I squeezed her ass as I rammed into her, then pulled at her when I rose up, only to drop into her wet depths again.
She was wet. Not sloshing wet but wet. I felt it suddenly. Through the many months of our communication, I'd felt the connection, the mental and emotional connection that words can create and the voice and vision of her brought to me from half way round the world. Now, as my cock sluiced into her body and I felt her pleasure from it, from being used, taken, subject utterly to my will and delight, I felt it. The subtle pleasure of her submission and my control of her. I coasted to a stop.
Her eyes opened and she tried to focus on me, surely a blurry presence far more felt than seen. I released her ass and struggled to rise up between her legs so her thighs were propped up on mine under her, canting her hips up, my cock still inside her.
"You want to talk now?" She said, her voice a lurid mixture of disbelief and amusement. Laughing at me, at my moniker, "Contrasting" which sometimes was just irritating, the contravento element of my personality.
I sat still, my cock bent down but still inside her. I rocked forward a little, moving inside her. Her eyes blinked that slow close and open of pleasure.
"Touch yourself, Raven. Make yourself come for me. Come for me, my dear."
"Oh."
She shifted a little, finding ease and comfort. Slowly, she moved her hand down her body, the other seemed to be hesitant but when the right hand found her clit, the left hand pinched her nipple and her eyes closed. When her fingers rubbed at her clit, she arched her body, moving my cock inside her.
"Uh, uh, uh." She grunted as she rubbed. I watched her, feeling the muscles inside her responding to the stimulation of her fingers. Faster and faster until suddenly she screeched, her voice warbling with a wrenching tone and her body arched, cramming her down onto my cock. Her head turned to the side, her eyes clinched closed and she screamed. Her fingers flew over her clit, her cunt gnawed at my cock. I sat still, letting her use my stolid presence for her pleasure.



Raven jerked, she tensed, then she climaxed. Her whole body bucked once, then again and then she gasped and lay back.
"Fast." She whispered. She opened her eyes. "You, god, you do it to me! I don't know how but god, you do!"
After connection over the non-chemical medium of the internet, it was wonderful to find that the mind sometimes does know the heart and gets it right, to say nothing of the body. I stretched out between her legs, lay down on her and when she turned her head, I kissed her neck. It was such a natural thing, exposing her neck like that, so I bit her, gently but then harder, then sucked at her skin, marking her, putting my mark on her while my cock soaked in the bubbling heat of her cunt.
"Sir." She added the word after several heaving breaths.
"Yes, Raven?" I said, asking for more.
"I'm your woman." She says. A shiver runs through me.
"Yes." I say, feeling her body under me rippling with the pleasure of our connection. Then, finally, I ask her about her flight, the news, her family, all of it. There, mounted inside her pussy, my hard cock throbbing with the pleasure of our connection, we talked. And talked. And talked. I remained hard and she remained wet. But then, in the moment when we hesitated, I kissed her.
"You're mine." I whispered, rising up to look down into her blue eyes glinting in the dull light.
"Yes," Raven responded. "You have claimed me. I am yours."
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Chapter 17: Using Eve, Mounting a Crescendo, and Discovering a Dungeon
So after a very long layoff with the bitch muse abandoning me, I have finally returned with this episode of the Fucking Investment. The MILF will return soon too, I hope. If the bitch is nice to me. I hope you enjoy. Vote your conscience some other time. Leave comments. -C
*
When life doesn't interfere with pleasure, business tends to do so. I had pussy lined up around the block and it all had to wait. I had two blonde twins shackled at Cassie's house, an appointment with Aurora's investor, sister or sista, whatever, Rae Dawn escaped her blinking ankle bracelet and needed some instruction, and Eve. Those were just the pressing issues that I knew about. And business interfered.
I had been trying to make a move, to buy out a business I wanted to own for three years. Not a competitor as such but someone on a parallel track I wanted to push him out into space and strand him. That weekend, the opportunity appeared. Crowley was irate that I didn't keep focused on the pussy parade and said so. He didn't understand this opportunity was one of the things I had kept in mind and never managed to satisfy, an old grudge against a spiritual foe who contaminated reality. I wanted to be rid of him. I'd like to say it was hate but is it hate when you smash a cockroach with a shoe as it skitters across the bathroom floor after you turn on the light? The man was a liar and a cheat and I wanted to be rid of him.
So business interfered and for a eight days I lived in my office. I know the door bell rang but the first time I told Jennifer to ward them away and leave me be. By the third day I think she was a little frightened. She tried everything to pull my focus away from my play against this guy and nothing worked. You know when Hollywood has the guy and the girl stop for a minute in the middle of a disaster and kiss? That always struck me as being impossible. If I was in a war and people were shooting at me, trying to blow my ass into slices, my mouth would be so dry if you kissed me my skin would stick to you and you have to rip it off to get lose. Like wet kissing the flag pole when it's below zero outside.
That's how it was with this thing. Suddenly the opportunity was there and I was so wrapped up in it that Holdingsfield and its pussy just vanished from my sight. It's like I was diving for pearls and had to hold my breath. This guy had cheated my father and one of the things my father told me when I started college was that I had to make a point in life of paying back those that wronged me. This guy made that real to me. I was easy going but this guy, he was a shit and deserved what he got. I took away his company, foreclosed on his real estate holdings and crashed his stock, all in eight days. It was a fucking rush. I felt like the Godfather settling family accounts.
When it was over, I crashed. Jennifer had blended with me so well, when it was over, I was proud of her but did not feel the need to tell her or show her or in any way reassure her that her status as my sex object wasn't compromised. She turned out to be a real good watch dog and after I finished with the A-hole, she let me just sleep and slough off for three days while I recovered. It had been tense and I'd had fifty million at risk for a while, and that makes a guy tense, even me.
The third day of decompressing from the deep dive, I was sure no nitrogen bubbles were going to percolate in my bloodstream and pop my eyes out of my head. My play was winding down and the waiting was over. The only thing I needed to decide was whether to go over to his brand new refrigerator box and gloat or not. I got him and I got him good, the motherfucker. I was sleeping the sleep of the righteous when something woke me up. It wasn the dream where I was hammering some woman I'd never seen, well, never hammered before out in the real world and enjoying it when something wobbled my world and woke me up. I lay staring up at the ceiling, trying to get my bearings when I felt it again. The bed shook.
I about jumped out of my skin. My heart went from 60 to 180 bpm in gnat's wink and the thought flashed through my head that it was the beginning of an earthquake. I sat up in bed. The voice nearly stopped my heart in its tracks.
"Jesus, you do sleep hard. I can see your dong standing up all tall and happy from here and in the dark."
I gasped and flopped back down. I noticed in a sort of detached way that I wasn't irate. The dream of the lush black woman on her knees was replaced by a wish to have the present Vicky Vice on her knees but over me, sitting down on my very hard and neglected cock.
"What are you doing here, Samantha?"
"I told you I might bring you some business, that is, some of my business." She whispered.
I'd spoken in a normal voice.
"Here I am." She sounded wide awake. Chipper and happy as a lark on a spring morning.
"Here you are. What are you wearing?"
She giggled.
"You think this is a sex call? Nope. I'm doing the advance team sort of work to make sure you don't fumble the ball, or the pussy I'm bringing you tomorrow."
I wanted her to explain but I wanted her to mount me and whistle while she worked. My big brain kicked in and I had the good sense to ask if that was a good goal, irrespective of the amount of time I'd spent on the pussy wagon. Is that a thing? Or is that just marriage?
"What?" I muttered, my mouth dry from sexual need.
"Can I turn on the light?" Samantha asked.
I snorted.
"You are in my bed, I think you should come closer."
"I am not in it. I am sitting on the end. The corner actually.
"What are you wearing?" I really wanted to gauge how difficult it'd be to get her naked or at least get her pussy accessible to my cock. The thrumming of my heart had slowed to a dull ache but my cock was still fully erect and whining like a bitch that I hadn't even fucked Jennifer lately. The blonde was likely feeling neglected. She'd be insulted if I boned this bit of stuff before I boned her.
"Fuck her." I muttered.
"Excuse me?" Samanatha growled, her little voice bubbled with umbrage. Without seeing her, I couldn't tell if she was really pissed off or just posing.
I sat up.
"Nothing. What do you want? I have a hard cock over here, can you fuck and talk at the same time?" I felt how crass that question was and wanted to apologize but realized in time that apologizing to Ms. Uliss was likely the exact wrong thing to ever do. She responded to strength, not politeness. "Come over here. Climb on and tell me your tales."
"My tail isn't in the offing this morning." She said but I thought I heard a little doubt about that assertion in her voice.
I looked around.
"What time is it?" I found the digital clock. "Holy buckets, it's two in the morning. What the hell are you doing over here?"
"I couldn't sleep." She bounced on the bed. "I'm too excited. I have one for you. A woman who'll sign your contract. Tomorrow. Are you proud of me?"
"Proud of you? Why would I be proud of you?"
"I'm making your project easier. I am helping you line up pussy and sign them to your little contract." She made a noise in her throat. "Hey, wait a tick. If she signs with you, can I still get her to go down on me? She has a lovely tongue and she tastes wonderful. She taught me how to fit our pussies together and orgasm together. It's a blast to try to time it so you both come at exactly the same time, face to face like that, legs all intertwined, pussies wet and kissed together. I have to admit though, that I have a thing for cock after times like that and seducing a woman like Lila just makes it worse. God she does love to eat pussy though. She's a champion rug muncher." Sam made a sound in the dark.
Despite the hour and the situation, I found her narrative engaging. I had to shake myself to escape it and return to the here and now.
"What's that got to do with me? What the hell are you talking about?" I knew the name, of course. Lila Lopez was a fine bit of Latin beauty, busty, hippy, sexy in my way. I hesitated over that assertion. Samantha Uliss was sexy in that way too.
"Let me tell you about it."
I nodded, reached over and turned on the bedside lamp. Sam sat cross-legged on the far corner of my bed. She waved at me with a bright smile.
"Hi."
"Hi, yourself."
"Mr. Gale?" Jennifer's voice issued from the hall outside the door. "Who are you talking to?"
I had an evil idea.
"Come on in, Jennifer."
Sam looked daggers at me but twisted around to look at the newcomer.
"Sam?" Jennifer mumbled. She looked like she'd been dragged out of a hay wagon at speed. "What are you doing...oh. Excuse me!" She back stepped.
"Jennifer, please don't go. Samantha has refused to fuck me."
"Oh. Oh!" Jennifer said and her eyes lit, like it was Christmas at the Cratchits. She took back the step she'd lost and then took another sidling towards my side of the bed.
I gestured at Sam.
"We have a guest. She was just telling me that she loved to have her pussy eaten by an educated female and that she could talk while a woman went down on her."
Samantha caught my meaning immediately and gave me a dire look, but one filled with latent arousal and pending anticipation. She uncrossed her bare legs and slid off her side of my large bed. She stood up but her bare legs disappeared below the bed line.
"Ms. Uliss, please, don't you think you can explain yourself while Jennifer tends to you? She hasn't had much attention lately and, well, you'd do me a service to let her do you a service." I grinned.
Samantha gave me her best "look" again but then turned to look at Jennifer.
"Mrs. Simpson, I'd heard you were installed over here. I presumed he'd have you in his bed at all times."
"Oh no, he hasn't been in me for days and days. I was beginning to think he'd changed teams."
"I'd prove my fidelity with Samantha but she thinks its funnier to titillate me rather than to actually fuck me." I said.
Sam looked over at me and sniffed. "More fun, perhaps but I don't find your needful condition to be all that funny, honestly. Given the amount of pussy you have on the hook, if I were you, I think I'd be ashamed or at least abashed."
I ignored her.
"So? Care for a little taste of Vicky Vice?" I asked, moving my eyes to Jennifer. The blonde wore a stunning little baby doll outfit. Her breasts swelled among the ruffles and white lace. Her legs were bare below the frills of the skirt that fluffed about her hips. If there was any fabric between her legs, I couldn't see it.
"Vicky Vice? Who's that?"
I glanced at Samantha and realized I'd stepped in it.
"Just a nickname for a girl I once knew, and fucked." I mumbled. "Go on, have her. Give her a little thrill." I grunted. "I can watch without getting handsy."
"It's dicksy that I worry about." Sam rumbled.
I chuckled. "How worried are you, exactly?"
She shook her head, making her mane of kinky black hair fly around her head.
"I just have a little matter to discuss with you and then I fear I should be going."
I glanced at Jennifer and could see her disappointment plainly on her face.
"Go on, Jennifer, go back to bed. If I need you, I'll come find you."
"Find me and cum, Mr. Gale. I feel neglected."
"You aren't the only one. From what I can tell the women of the Gale are getting restless." Samantha offered her assessment in a plain brown wrapper voice, crinkling as she spoke.
I stared at Jennifer until she finally got the message and did what I'd ordered. Alone once more with Vicky Vice, I turned to her.
She crawled up onto the bed again but this time sat facing me, her legs crossed under her. Her bare knees gleamed in the dull light.
"Lila Lopez." She said, as if trying to remember her place in a memorized script that had been dismissed from the conversation sometime back. "I was saying about Lila, she, I have her arranged to sign with you. I wanted to come over and make sure you knew what was expected of you." Her eyes found me and she waited for some response.
I offered none. I had the feeling that this was somehow a negotiation and I was unclear what I was negotiating to keep or gain. That confused me itself.
"Well, I have convinced her that signing your contract will assure her of cock. I got to thinking though, given how much...uh...I mean how many of the women of Holdingsfield you current have signed, that there might not be room for her. I just came over to be sure if I brought her over tomorrow, you'd be welcoming to her."
"Why Sam..." I hesitate. "...why would you need to check such a thing?"
"Because some have the idea that you are only going to sign half of the woman of Holdingsfield and the others will be turned out into the street after you buy up their mortgages."
I grinned raffishly, mostly to hide my surprise that my situation was so well known.
"I forgot. The women I haven't met formally yet may be confused about my standards. Given an attractive body, I doubt I'd have the heart to turn anyone down."
"You are such a humanitarian." Sam smirked.
"To the core."
"So? If I bring Lila around to meet you tomorrow, will you sign her? If you do, I am sure we can provide you with a diverting display of her skills."
I grunted, suddenly exhausted once more and I wanted to just go to sleep.
"Fine, bring her by. She needs to have a convivial box ready for tasting, though. Be sure to tell her that. I will fuck her after I sign her."
"And she'll be happy for you to fuck her. I am sure."
I was less sure.
Sam pitched off the bed and slipped out the door and away.
I turned off the light, considering my sex object but decided I'd delay to the morrow and see what happened.
The day brought an unintended consequence from settling accounts. The object of my vengeance did as so many losers do, he turned his wrath on an innocent associate. I spent the early morning spinning a solution to save her little company from his thrashing death throes. By nine the storm had passed and I was turning my mind back from the orgy of money to the orgy of bodies and the women of Holdingsfield with which I intended to populate my own personal diversion.
In pursuit of that, I called Jake Masters to see if my special tables had arrived and if he had the grand piano I'd ordered. He wasn't available but an assistant informed me the piano was in but only two examples of the tables would arrive that afternoon. That was just as I wished because I wanted to use them to demonstrate my idea, to Masters, to Jeri Lewis, oh, and to Eve, really to Eve. I hung up after telling him I'd be down to look at them that afternoon. I was waiting to address a little matter and her friend. I had not long to wait.
The doorbell rang.
I was slow to the door. Jennifer scampered out of the kitchen and was reaching for the door. I stopped her with a word. I didn't want her scaring off Ms. Lopez, if indeed she was at the door.
She was, with Samantha Uliss but also a third woman who surprised me. Bethlynn stood behind them off the porch and half-turned away from me when I opened the door. My eyes went to her because she was dressed in a beautiful blue dress that was see-through. Her body ghosted in it and lured my eyes.
Sam snorted at me as my eyes remained focused past her.
"Fine. So we're under-dressed. I didn't bother to mention that signing your puss over to a man was a formal affair."
The woman with her, a disarmingly beautiful Latina glanced at Sam and then smiled when my eyes touched hers. Otherwise she didn't move. I regarded her for a moment, the button-up shirt with the tails tied through the front loops of her tight, short shorts, raggedy blue jeans that had seen better days but had never been better filled. Sam wore a short skirt and a plain white blouse that revealed she had no bra on. The dark tips of her tits peaked the blouse, showing darkly in the white fabric, dark and proud. Her pale legs reminded me of palm trees topped with the flared skirt and what I knew to be between them. Her high heels made her appear taller, cock level, if you know what I mean.
"May I help you?" I said softly, for some reason not wanting Bethlynn to hear. My unconscious reasoning appeared genius when the woman moved closer.
Sam cocked her head for a moment but then her eyes flickered as she recognized that the matter could not be presumed to be pre-negotiated and that my stance had to be one of surprise and confusion.
"Oh, uh, Mr. Gale, I'm Samantha Uliss. This, this is Lila Lopez. She..."
I nearly chuckled. Dear Samantha hadn't thought her gambit through properly and she was face to face with the reality that she could hardly exclude herself from the ploy she had engineered for Mrs. Lopez. Lila Lopez's husband had run off sometime ago, disappearing without a word. We didn't try to trace him once we'd settled that he left behind no power of attorney or control of assets of any kind. He'd left for his own reasons that we left to him once it was clear that Lila retained full ownership, and the responsibility for debts, of her holdings, which were rapidly approaching zero, liquid assets, her net assets were already negative enough to bring her to my front door voluntarily. Samantha in her curious eagerness to insert herself into my business, forgot that my business focused on inserting things into her.
"She...and I, well, well we want to know if you are interested in having...uh...having...no, making us...."
I did laugh then and Samantha glared at me. It was hilarious to see this slight slip of a woman swell up with shame and umbrage from her own arrogance.
"We want to sign a contract with you." Lila spoke, her melodious voice silenced Sam's stumbling.
I loved the collective, plural pronoun and the look on Sam's face as she realized that she was caught in her own net, hoisted on her own petard as it were, was indeed priceless. Lila had committed her to me even as Sam sought to commit Lila. Elegant, I thought. I'd need to let her escape or this wouldn't be repeated and I thought I sensed Sam's delight in wrangling women into my corral for my simple branding.
Bethlynn took another couple steps closer. She stepped up onto the porch behind the other two women. Lila continued.
"We, we are willing to have sex with you if, if you can delay our foreclosures."
The anger and alarm on Sam's face amused me. I determined to make it worse, perhaps much worse. Suddenly, however, I shifted what I'd been thinking, somewhat radically but only by changing a number from two to three. I put my eyes on Bethlynn, peering out from behind her bangs at us.
"Are you included in this? Do you want to fuck to keep your house?" The time for demure dissimulation was over. The spades were called and no thesaurus was needed.
Bethlynn stared, not responding.
"She doesn't talk much." Sam whispered. "She has a lisp that makes her sound like a gay cross-dresser or dumb as a stump."
Lila had the grace to glare at Sam, condemnation in her eyes.
Bethlynn, however, was not prone to bowing to such social pressure. She spoke up, her voice a breathy puff in the morning that she apparently hoped removed the burr from her lisp. It helped only a little, rather than removing the lisp, accented it and together with her voluptuous body, made her seem sexier.
"I will fuck youth." She said, nearly whispering. "For money. To pay my billsth, athter the contracth ith thigned."
Sam's chin lifted and she looked at me.
"See? I told you."
I smiled. My idea germinated and my cock grew. About time, it seemed to say with a hurt, neglected tone.
"I'll be back in a while." I called over my shoulder at Jennifer. The door closed on her reply. I shouldered between Sam and her charge. "Come with me." I said.



"Gladly. Out here? Really?" Sam's voice chortled behind me.
They followed behind me and at one point when I turned towards Eve and John's house, well mine but where they lived, I saw Bethlynn trailing along behind us, maybe a dozen paces back. When I turned into the Sawyer walk, Sam stopped.
"Hey, where are we going?" Sam asked, suddenly unsure of herself. Bethlynn arrived and stepped around Sam and then passed by Lila who stood staring back at Sam. Bethlynn came up the walk and stood beside me. I wanted to grab hold of her and maul her. My hands itched but I exercised the control of a real man and let her hover there beside me, like a curious ghost at a wedding.
"Are you coming or not?" I asked.
"What are you doing? Why are we here?" Sam said, her voice darkened, turning ominous.
"My contract says I get your body. I get to use it for your pleasure, and mine and more to the point, I get to hand it over to anyone I wish, as part of my remuneration project that assures no one is forever indentured to me. While I use your body, your body is a way out of the situation without losing all of your dignity."
Sam snorted again.
"You don't give a rat's ass about our dignity."
I smiled.
"Perhaps, perhaps not." I muttered. "I don't wish to have a woman who has no dignity left. It is like fucking furniture and I'm not going back to that, ever." I was embellishing my actual experience but it still made Sam smile, which made her angry again, for a whole new reason.
"Why are we here?" She demanded.
"To see which one of you is able to take instructions, placing the welfare and care of your bodies in my capable hands. So? Will you do as I ask? I mean, without any explanation whatsoever? That is the sum total of these contracts. I want to convert you into a sex object like Mrs. Simpson. Some women simply don't have that in them. I need to know what is in you and if it can be adjusted to fit my purposes, that is to say your pleasure and mine, those are the purposes I mean. I want to know what I can fit into you, comfortably and for the profit and pleasure of us both." I hesitated but then jerked my chin at Samantha. "So? What's it going to be?"
She glared but stepped onto the Sawyer's walk and the rest was easy, at lest easier, for me anyway. Sam approached and slipped an arm around Lila's waist. Lila followed suit locking the two women together but also locking them into my little container.
"I worried you wouldn't follow." Lila whispered but not low enough to douse the words.
"I wouldn't leave you high and dry, girlfriend." Sam returned, talking to Lila but staring intently at me.
I rang the bell.
"You can't leave now." I said. "One of you is going to have sex with John Sawyer." I saw the light rise in Lila's eyes. We really hadn't been introduced but I could see she knew John. Sam looked concerned and Bethlynn looked horrified. I patted the air. "Just one of you." I said, seeking to calm Bethlynn; Sam I was less concerned about the prospect but did not consider her easy.
I rang again, and again, over and over for five long minutes until the door opened.
Eve appeared. She looked a mess. Her hair was great tangles and her makeup was smeared. Her eyes appeared haunted, with circles under them. She stood at the door, staring at the committee to embarrass Eve Covington at her door, with all the welcome of a Jew for the Nazi storm troopers.
I waited for her to speak and when she didn't, I filled in the silence.
"Not interrupting anything, are we?" I asked, politely I thought. Eve glowered at me.
"No. Of course not, Mr. Gale. Mi casa, su casa." She said, irony rimming her eyes, making her mascara appear much thicker and darker than it was.
"Good. Let me borrow your collar."
Eve's eyes went wide but she unfastened the doggy collar and handed it to me.
I smiled my thanks but she did not respond to kindness. I turned and extended it towards Sam, who looked like I was offering her a live snake. I knew I was pushing her boundaries and didn't want to snap her in two.
"Put this on your friend, there." I said.
I grinned, seeing actual relief in Sam's eyes but only for a moment before she hooded her eyes with a wicked gleam. After that moment passed, her eyes became flint hard and nearly opaque. Still, when Lila gathered up her black hair and exposed her brown neck, Sam responded with some relish and affixed the collar in place.
I glanced back at Eve.
"Is that all?" She asked. "John is upstairs, expecting me."
I grinned. "Aren't you going to invite us in."
Eve looked disconcerted but recovered quickly.
"Won't you come in." She said stepping back, opening the door wide but then left us to follow, walking back into the house. She wore a diaphanous dressing gown that hid nothing of her body. Her hips did the catwalk boogie, snapping back and forth like a sensuous pendulum. The fabric of the gown writhed in erotic frustration, covering without hiding.
I gestured for the three women to follow her and they did, each glancing askance at me. I closed the door and waited a couple slow beats before tracking them back. They were lined up before Eve. She had poured herself a glass of grape juice and stood with the glass in one hand and that hand's elbow in the palm of her other hand crossed at her waist.
She looked from the three women eying her to me.
I knew she was about to say something and headed her off.
"Mrs. Sawyer has been sold to me, for cash, which is what I understand you three are interested in doing. If, I say, if I can accommodate one of you, you will be subject to this treatment." I began to unbuckle my pants.
Eve watched me as I moved closer to her. My pants bagged around my waist. I let them drop, exposing my hard cock in my tight briefs. I shuffled up beside Eve. I took the glass out of her hand and set it on the counter. She stood beside the counter, leaning her lean hip against it. She didn't turn her head but kept her eyes on me, casual and relaxed even in the thicket of her dishabille. I suddenly felt the passed empty days bunched up behind me, like a panicked crowd trying to squeeze through the one exit of a burning nightclub. Clubbers are not known for their social graces and suddenly I lost all sense of propriety. The lust for this woman rose up in me like a fountain becoming an elated swell of certainty that I could have what my heart and body desired, unifying them in that moment when I entered Eve. The prospect saturated me.
The glass securely on the counter, I grasped her near elbow and turned Eve to face the end of the counter. She twisted and leaned over it, her hands flat before her, assuming the pose with casual familiarity. I bunched the whimsical gown in my fists, slowly exposing her calves, then her knees, and then finally her lean, perfect thighs. At the last, I pulled the last draping whimsy off her ass and with one hand pushed her flat on the counter. The grape juice spilled as she lay down. The wash of purple liquid splashed out beside her. Some ran off the counter and spattered onto the floor. I held her down with a hand on her back. She did not resist but lay quivering.
I wasn't sure what was happening inside Eve's skin but I was shaking with the new and future need to be inside Eve. With my free hand I exposed my cock. I bent it down and then let go of it. I used that hand to probe down between her legs, holding her with the other on her back. Eve hissed when I felt her plush pussy, liquid and open. She groaned when I pushed a finger into her. Her hips jerked and bucked, all governors on her movement seemed to have been removed by the street racer who was using her for show and tell.
I recovered a hold on my cock and bent it down to touch her pussy. Eve arched her back, presenting her body for my use. For a moment I doubted her commitment and then I didn't care. I thrust into her and she cried out. Her arousal sounded real and felt real, so I treated it as real and ground down into her, pinning her against the counter, pushing cock into her until there was no more left to hide inside. She was filled and I was surrounded by her twitching and gasping cunt.
"This, ladies, is what you are asking for." I said a little too loudly through gritted teeth. "You wish to be this woman. She opened the door and a minute after, she is penetrated on her kitchen counter while three strangers, well, not exactly strangers but it could have been anyone I wished to watch me fuck her on her kitchen counter, this could and will be you. This is what it looks like to have someone own your body. I own her, I own Eve and I'll give her instructions as I like, use her as I like and direct her to do things that will arouse and challenge her, as I like." I pulled my butt back and rammed Eve with my cock.
"Tell them, Eve, tell them how this makes you feel, tell them what it is like to be used for sex! To be owned, to have your body constantly available for this sort of invasion."
"Jesus, Gale, just shut up and fuck me!"
"There! You heard it here." I crowed. "She wants me to fuck her. She is running with desire. Did you see? Did you notice? I didn't even diddle her even a little and she's wet as monsoon season." I pulled my cock out of Eve. "Want to feel her?" I asked, looking directly at Samantha.
All three women shook their heads, even Bethlynn.
"Wish this were you?" I asked.
"Goddammit, Gale, fuck me. Please."
I'd have bothered her with additional delay if Eve hadn't said "please". I'm a sucker for a polite woman asking to be mounted. So I returned my cock to its former position, thrust deep into Eve's tight pussy. I grasped her by the hips and hammered against her, over and over, pounding into her. I felt her body bow under me and saw one hand suddenly grip the edge of the counter. Eve's back bowed and then her hips rammed back at me as I tried to get a new run at her open space. Her pussy enveloped me with one tight gulp and Eve cried out. She bucked, her body tensing as the orgasm approached. Even I could sense it, feel it tingling through her body to tingle around and into mine.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" Eve chanted.
She gulped, choking off her voice before lifting her head. She arched her body, screaming into a climax that left the women staring at her. Her hips wagged against me and her whole body thrashed with her ecstasy. She bowed her head between her arms, grunting with animal satisfaction. All pretense of being aloof was stripped away from her and she seemed to revel it, a factor far beyond simple resignation. She lusted after the orgasm and when it came, she embraced it and cozened it to her breasts with loving accord.
Since it felt just as good to me, better, I kept at my part, thrusting into her as deep as I could until the orgasm of mine erupted from three days back. The long layoff boiled up out of me like mad hornets. I didn't care, all I could think about was honey. Eve was splashing me as I sloshed into her pussy and when I came, she stiffened into a new pose, head arched high above her straight elbows. I wished I'd have stripped her so the girls could see the stress in her back, as evidence of her commitment. I certainly believed her. The tension in her body was turtles all the way down, wrapping up my cock like a butcher's cut in white wax paper but imperfect because Eve's fluid passion oozed out of her body around my cock and ran down between us, on the insides of her thighs and down mine.
"You're wet as a car wash." I whispered.
She twisted her head to look at me, her eyes suddenly appearing to me as blue ice thickly lined with mascara. She blinked, her cool gaze shimmered with mounted passion. Those even eyes shifted past me, around me like she was a tour guide suddenly compromised but able to retain a modicum of poise even as some random man mounted her over a counter.
"He owns me. I fought him, I'll always resist him but Mr. Gale uses me this way because, uh, oh god, he knows I can no longer resist. I have to have it. I must be used." Her voice was slick with amazement.
I pulled my cock from her body. It had remained hard and I thought about making another go of it but decided I had better, more enticing plans for her. I left her bent on the counter but the effect was lost because her gown fell back into place, veiling her body but hiding nothing. While I arranged my cock and pants again, she gathered herself and finally stood and turned, leaning back on the counter with a sort of "finished already?" look in her eyes.
"John is expecting me." She said softly.
"So. We're going to surprise him. Look at these three women. One is going to have sex with your husband and you get to select her."
My words took a moment to touch Eve where her mind controlled her expression. Her eyes widened and shifted at me. Her lips parted and after a hesitation, she licked them, oh so slowly.
"One of them? Is going to...have sex with my husband?" She whispered. "I thought...."
"I know. How is that working out for you? Thinking, I mean." I said easily. "Pick. Now." I left the command without the identity of any repercussions explicitly present. She'd tested me once and she understood what effect my repercussion might have, what it could be and that it likely was, beyond her imagination and that, my friends, is what scared her, for her imagination was nothing if not vivid. Eve pointed past me immediately. I wanted to turn around and see which one she was pointing at but didn't. "Go upstairs and tell John that Eve sent you up in her place."
"Why?" Eve asked, her eyes hooked on me like a bat caught in a screen door.
"Because now you get to pick the one that is going to go down on you." I said softly. I couldn't tell if it was too soft for the others to hear but I knew Eve heard just fine. She swallowed hard.
I turned around to see Lila sashaying up the stairs, her ass doing the "I have a big beautiful ass" strut. I think she was proud to be the pussy sent to service John Sawyer. I resented that a little but I didn't take it personally. Things were going the way I wanted them to. I looked back at Eve. She seemed to be having trouble making that second decision. I decided to help.
"The one that's left, I'll fuck her while you get a nice deep tonguing from your choice. You can watch. How's that?" I meant that as help but maybe it wasn't. Eve did not look relieved of the pressure.
"Eve?" I said, pitching my voice with that "you need to fucking hurry or I might bring in a Great Dane as your date" lilt that made Eve shudder and point. I was thrilled with her choice. I nodded, waiting for Samantha to respond. Finally Sam looked over at me, she made a little face and moved forward.
"Where do you want me to do this, Mr. Gale?" She said, her voice tight as a knife edge.
I glanced at Eve. Her eyes were closed. I grinned.
"On the counter." I said and went to Eve, placed my hands on her waist and lifted her up onto the counter. The spilled grape juice soaked into the gauzy fabric of her gown. I left her to clean that up, getting a cloth from the sink. I did, dabbing it out of the gown and off her ass. Finished, I touched her shoulder and she lay down. Somehow, her compliance seemed like a threat.
All this time, Bethlynn had been watching this with that distant sort of gaze that understood only that we were talking about her but she had no idea exactly what we were saying. The blue dress ghosting her body clung to her, almost suggesting it shrank when out of the sun. Her body appeared as though she'd been dyed blue.
"Mrs. Brazil, please." I gestured to the kitchen as though showing her to her seat.
"Whath happening now?" She whispered.
I ignored her, looking at Samantha, as if to say "you got yourself into this by meddling, so buck up and take your medicine." She did not appreciate the situation in the same way I did. No. She didn't. However, when she caught me watching her eye Eve's body, its lower legs dangling off the edge of the counter, Samantha glared at me but was undeterred. She moved right to Eve and whisked the gown up and off Eve's lower body. Eve's pussy appeared, frothy and bare. Sam bent right down and licked at the dewy lips of Eve's pussy. Eve's hips wriggled. When Sam bent down again but this time with the fall of her black hair so her head hid Eve's pussy and stayed in place, kissing it loudly, Eve finally moaned.
Bethlynn's dress was tight on her body and she was utterly bare underneath. I moved her to stand beside Eve's torso, now nearly obscured by the double drape of the gown flung up off her legs. Eve watched me. With studied slowness, I pulled Bethlynn's dress up off her ass. It was sufficiently short that it released her ass rather easily but her tight cheeks bobbed like she was underwater, slow and rich. I found the zipper in front and unzipped it, exposing her breasts. I peeled it down her arms until I could see her tits were free of the material's constraint. It ruffled together around her tummy. Except for her shoes, it was the only thing that warded her from being nude.
"Bend over, dear, so I can fuck you while Mrs. Sawyer watches us."
Eve, hearing that, closed her eyes, the bitch. I didn't care. Bethlynn needed fucking. Once she was exposed, all the reticent shyness dissipated.
"No." She whispered clearly.
"What?" I asked, confused. She seemed like a lily pad soaking up the sun and the syllable didn't jibe with that image I had of her. "What did you say?"
"No. I have not signed the contract. I will kiss you, but we cannot fuck until the contract is signed." She spoke slowly, distinctly as though speaking to a foreigner or a stupid child, dissipating her lisp. Having her point out the inconsistency of my actions made me feel stupid, and a little angry.
Between Eve's legs, Samantha snickered. I heard it, clearly. Bethlynn waited until I had her nearly naked to put a stop to my entrance exam. I was all primed and ready to pump but she'd halted me and I quivered with the unrequited lust. She stared at me, unblinking, her breasts beckoning but distant and untouchable but swollen with her need and mine.
"Shit." I muttered.
Between Eve's legs, Sam snickered again, then sucked loudly until Eve moaned and lifted her hips. Sam's head rose with it, riding the wave of Eve's arousal. I moved behind Sam's bent body. I expected her to copy the other woman's refusal but when I placed my hands on her hips, she arched her back, posing for me without pausing her induction of Eve's pussy into her own private hall of fame.
Eve writhed, her lean body seemed to coil and recoil. One of her tanned arms reached out towards Bethlynn. Bethlynn's ghostly white hand met Eve's and they clung together, Eve's eyes closed, her face scrunched up, beauty crumpled and snarling. Bethlynn watched the other woman with her blank stare, eyes now blinking like a breeze blew into them. She hugged her own bare tits, doing nothing to hide her nudity but accenting it with her motion.
I flipped up the back of Sam's skirt. She didn't respond to my presence or my obvious intent. I was taking what clearly wasn't mine, yet or according to her intent and despite the legality of the situation, she allowed me to pull her simple white panties down her thighs. She neither helped nor hindered, restraining any response until I touched her pussy with a finger tip. She bucked once but the motion had the end result of thrusting her down onto my finger.
Sam was sopping wet. Somewhere along the line I had crossed the boundary and dragged dear Sam into her own personal fantasy land. Her pussy was velvet smooth and wet. She seized on my finger, clinching down on it with little effect but to emphasize her internal arousal. I pushed further into her. I found no resistance, only endearingly plush satisfaction. She even hummed when I withdrew.



She became perfectly still when my cock head touched her thigh. I'd had to take a moment to reinvent my cock, revealing it once more by releasing it from my pants. My trousers dropped down my legs to about even with Samantha's panties, tight around her legs, just above her slight knees. She tried to widen her legs, unconsciously, I thought, and in doing so telling me of the deep desire to have what I offered. I'd have to subdue her, confining her spirit so I could release it and not breaking her will to resist. The clash of wills had its own attraction.
I entered her.
Sam groaned. The sound reverberated throughout her bent body and it seemed up into Eve. The two slight women hummed with arousal, echoing each other in perfect harmony. I pushed deeper into Sam's pussy. It roiled around me, snarling with the invasion but unable to resist the caterwauling pleasure the rough invader brought. I grasped her by the hips and pulled. I miscalculated and pulled her bodily from between Eve's legs, yanking Sam's mouth from Eve's pussy which earned me a look of disdainful reproach from imperious Eve. I leaned into Sam and her body shifted back into place. Eve's eyes closed and she lay back, prone and pleased to be penetrated with Sam's pleasing tongue.
I held Sam in place then, pulling back to ram into her bent body again. She groaned, taking my cock into her body despite her velvet resistance. It hardly constituted resistance, rather constituting a luxurious coating of my passage, like an adoring crowd along the parade route of newly crowned champions. The ecstasy of her body swelled in me and suddenly I was coming again. I ground us together and poured my pleasure into her body. Sam felt my peaking ecstasy and wriggled her ass against me. Her lean ass scraped against me like a pair of boxing gloves used to clean up a spill. I pulled out of her and slammed into her again, one last time.
Sam lifted her head and groaned aloud, a rich, contralto tone that reminded me of a bassoon holding a final note. Eve opened her eyes and lifted her head, looking down the bent line of the woman between her legs to my shuddering presence obviously planted inside Sam.
Eve smiled. It was the hazy smile of an amazed and dazed admirer after her sex symbol kissed her in public against all expectations.
I felt her approval and it flushed through me so thoroughly and quickly I felt embarrassed, embarrassed that Eve's approval could matter that much and in that way to me. With a last shaking shudder, I pulled free of Sam's pussy.
"My god, woman, when you are ready to sell that, let me know."
Eve, sensing Sam's desire to respond, put a hand on the back of Sam's head and held her in place. After a brief struggle, Sam relaxed and resumed kissing Eve's pussy. Eve smiled at me again.
"Mr. Gale, so nice to see you again." She whispered. "We wondered what had become of...uh...uh...you." The little orgasm caught her by surprise. Eve no longer sought to hide her pleasure and thus rob the source of it of the knowledge of what it brought her. That change in her was delicious. Her lust bubbled right below the surface, like a lava pot belching the earth's deep and hidden power into the air. Eve seemed inured to her new place in the world. She seemed not merely ready but eager to serve as a sex object to whomever I desired.
I didn't trust that presentiment but determined to challenge it to her very dewy core. I left Sam undressed, dressing myself back for normal life. I looked at Bethlynn, finding her staring me in the eyes.
She smiled slightly, it looked like shyness but I realized now there was more to her than her lisp suggested.
"Bethlynn, let's go get your contract arranged."
To my surprise, she shook her head.
Eve groaned and flopped back flat on the counter. Sam hummed while she worked, since whistling was a virtual impossibility.
"Why not?" I asked, a little amazed and affronted. I figured Eve to be the last hurdle and the rest of Holdingsfield would line up and comply. I forgot women may flock together but they fuck alone, each in their own way, and though the methods are common, the intent and experience is unique and specific.
"Not unlesth Mrs. Lewith saths stho."
I nodded, recalling the configuration. Bethlynn revered Jeri Lewis and Mrs. Lewis' compliance hadn't been exactly public, fucking her on the back of the car, incognito as it had been. I glanced at Eve.
"I may have use for you later." I said softly but neither she nor Sam gave any indication they knew or cared that I was talking. I thought about checking my breath with a mirror but instead turned away, gesturing to Bethlynn. "Come on, lets go see Jeri Lewis."
I waited until Bethlynn had recovered herself. She even retied the tie around her neck. The blue dress resumed its tight hug of her voluptuous body, mocking me with that demur denial. I wanted the more.
We left Eve's house with Eve still on her back and Samantha feeding at her pussy. I walked to Mrs. Lewis' house with Bethlynn trailing behind me. She stood just behind me when Jeri answered the door. She opened it and stared down at me—the entrance to her house was three steps higher than the stoop. Jeri didn't speak but glared down at me.
"Mrs. Lewis." I said finally.
"Mr. Gale." She returned. "To what do I owe the pleasure?"
I thought about demanding she give me entrance to her house, my house, but didn't, agreeing to stand outside for the moment.
"Mrs. Brazil is confused about our arrangement."
"So am I." Jeri said. "I thought there'd be more to it, I thought...." She trailed off. I wondered what she'd been about to say, hoping it was something about more sex than she'd had to this point in time. I had an understanding of her lust to have sex on stage and was arranging to provide it.
"Tell Mrs. Brazil that you have signed a contract." I said.
"Oh, I signed alright but he hasn't fucked me yet." Her eyes dared me to suggest otherwise. The night at the airport, incognito, notwithstanding, she was right.
I smiled.
"I was saving you for Le Touch et Le Foil." I said.
She blinked.
"I haven't told you about that have I?" Her eyes glittered with curiosity but at that perfect moment we were interrupted.
My cell rang.
"Gale? Goddamn, I have been trying to get hold of you for three days!" It was Jake Masters.
I grunted. I turned away from Jeri but then faced her, hoping this conversation would prove interesting to her. I was not disappointed.
"Gale? Are you listening to me? What the hell, aren't you going to say anything?"
"About what?" I asked lazily.
"These goddamn tables. Do you know how much each one is?"
"Does it matter to you? I am paying for them. Why should you care?"
"They are invoiced to me, to this place."
"No, they're not."
"By god they are. They are invoiced to the Thin Skin Theater."
"Oh. Shit. I wanted them to be invoiced to Le Foil et Le Touche."
"What the fuck is that?"
"That is the context where Jeri will be doing her thing. What should I call it? A private party, by invitation only?"
"What sort of fucked up tables are these anyway?"
"I wanted two versions, the smaller knee table and the larger party table. They're usually called lazy Suzanne's but I thought maybe these would be called Evening Tables, after a friend of mine, in her honor."
"What the fuck are you talking about?"
"Did you call to tell me about the tables? You have. Is that all?"
"No. We need to know when you are going to start holding up your end of the bargain. We need some strippers down here."
"My concubines are not strippers."
"Con-u-what? I ain't harvesting wheat down here."
I rolled my eyes. Who would have thought Masters was a country boy at heart? Confusing the classic concubine with his more familiar combine.
"When we utilize your theater, it will be for Le Foil et Le Touche and it will be so a woman of my choosing can have sex on stage, with me, at least at first."
"Sex? On stage? Shit, you'll get us shut down." Jeri's eyes changed, glittering with lust and not the disdain she normally displayed.
"That is why it will be invitation only and be closed to the public. I'll have rental agreements provided to you so you can demonstrate that you aren't sponsoring our little event. Events. I promised I'd make your establishment world famous. I will. It begins with those tables. I'll be down this afternoon to try them out."
"Try them out?"
"Did the round bed arrive?"
"Round bed? That was you too?"
"You didn't send it back, did you?"
"No, not yet."
"Don't. I am going to fuck Mrs. Lewis on it. Have it set up on the stage next to her piano this afternoon. I want to see how she likes fucking and singing at the same time."
The silence was thick and stiff. Jeri gasped a little but hid it behind a too-bland look of disinterest.
"Jesus balls, buddy. You're kidding, right? She won't do that! Will she?"
"I know what you're thinking. You have no chance, but I might let you watch us find out." I chuckled around my words. Suddenly, the tension and the stress and the rage of the last few days sidled away. "I'll be down this afternoon." I said. "Have the bed set up and put the two tables next to the stage, so I can test them out and make sure they are right."
I hung up.
Jeri looked down her nose at me, for what reason other than positioning, I could not understand.
I smiled. Jeri didn't.
"Mrs. Lewis, could you please tell Mrs. Brazil of our arrangement and that you have taken the contract?" I repeated. I had the luscious vision of taking Mrs. Brazil to bed, immediately.
"I want to sthee you fuck her." Bethlynn said, her voice strong around the lisp. "I want to sthee that."
I turned to look at her and she had that obdurate look a woman gets that is pointless to negotiate with. She absolutely had no inclination to negotiate. As women are wont to do, she presumed it was only her will that mattered in the things that mattered to her. I'd need to disabuse her of that in the future but for now, I would settle for fucking Jeri Lewis to satisfy her. I looked back and Jeri.
Jeri folded her arms over her considerable chest. She glared down at me.
"You just said you were going to fuck me on stage. Why don't we wait for that moment?" She said haughtily, as though it had been her idea. "Until you fuck me, it's not really settled, is it? The contract I mean."
I felt a moment of chagrin but then glanced at Bethlynn. I had an idea, a devious, fucking evil idea. Oh god, but I did like it. I did. I shrugged.
"Get ready to go. Wear something for a dress rehearsal." I said lightly. "Oh, and no panties." I smiled.
Mrs. Lewis had expected a fight and my compliance confused her. I smiled. I was happy to confuse her.
"We'll meet back here after lunch, say one-thirty? I'll bring the car and we'll all go down together." I looked between Bethlynn and Jeri. They were looking at each other. They each shrugged when I looked at them and agreed.
I left Bethlynn standing outside with Jeri watching her. I didn't understand these two women or how they related to each other. Their relationship seemed to be of Bethlynn's making, not Jeri's but Jeri being Jeri, having an acolyte tended to appeal to her and so repudiating it was difficult if not impossible. Just as she'd rather liked Jake's domination of her, she equally enjoyed Bethlynn's implicit obeisance, mistaken as that was. I'm not suggesting that makes sense, just stating how it appeared.
I walked back to my house, changed clothes and drove back to Jeri's house. I wanted them to see my next move. I honked and the two trooped out. Bethlynn, however, had changed into something a little less traffic-stopping. That is to say, she put on a bra and panties, which showed perfectly through the see through blue she wore. Jeri wore a man's suit jacket over a gray shirt with the shirt tails tied across her middle and blue jeans, but with high, high black heels.
I didn't speak when they got to the car except to tell them to sit in the back.
"My chauffeur." Jeri said caustically.
I ignored her. She'd swear soon enough. When I pulled up in front of Eve's house, she swore, not even knowing for certain who I was going to plunk into the front seat. I didn't even knock or ring the bell. I ventured inside. The kitchen was empty. I heard the vague suspirations from upstairs and followed them to the one of the master bedrooms, the house had three, interestingly enough. Peeking inside, I found Eve lounging in an easy chair while on the bed, John had Lila astride his hips grinding and Samantha mounted on his face, grinding.
Eve looked askance at me.
I gestured at her.
"Take a shower, and get clean inside and out. Get dressed. We have some place to go."
Neither woman mounted on John gave me any mind. They continued to grind their pussies down on both ends of him. John came once while Eve was in the shower and Lila pulled off and was sucking him when Eve emerged, dripping wet and naked. She strutted past me into one of the other bedrooms to dress. Samantha began to come as Eve wafted past, like a cold wind. Sam finally found her voice and cried out she was coming, and then again, and again. By the fourth climax she was wavering and by the sixth she fell off John's face onto her side, panting and gasping, her body fairly glowing with its response to his clever tongue. His pentameter had charmed her like a cobra and she lay in cold-blooded repose on the bed, trying to regain her breath.
John looked over at me.
"Jesus, Joshua, you scared me. Where's Eve."
"I'm borrowing her for the afternoon." I said.
He nodded. He gestured at the woman sucking his cock and at the throbbing blob of Samantha beside him.
"Thanks for the loaners. They said they haven't signed with you yet but are, what did she say? Auditioning? Is that true?"
I shrugged.
"They haven't signed, that much is true." I smirked a little. "I have a feeling that fucking the Holdingsfield women only after the contract is complete is over as a tactic. I think now it is more likely that they are going to need to fuck their way into my good graces."
John laughed.
"And I get to be the one they fuck? How many are you going to choose?"
I considered the change this suggested and decided to keep the suspense alive.
"You'll get to select no more than ten." I said, knowing the implication these two women would carry out of here. Eve appeared behind me. She was dressed like a cheerleader for a mortuary. Really. She wore a black blouse the ghosted her body, no bra, no panties—I checked—and a pleated skirt that barely covered the dimples inside her pelvic bones. If she put on lipstick standing she'd show her pussy and if she sat down and didn't cross her legs, she'd be flashing the world. She wore unsexy flats.
I studied her and when I was done, she met my eyes.
"I figure you want to fuck me some place embarrassing. This should make it easy for you."
"My god, Mrs. Sawyer, you didn't tell me you could read minds."
"Yours is like a street sign, no a neon sign, always says the same thing and only one thing ever."
I grunted. I pointed at the collar on Lila.
"Get your collar and lead."
She regarded me for a moment but didn't speak. She went to Lila and removed the collar from around her neck. Mrs. Lopez didn't stop blowing John the whole time, which made the process take longer than otherwise would have been required. When Eve was done, she presented it to me and and I affixed it around her neck. She then left to get the leash, attached it and handed me the end. She stood apart from me, letting the chrome chain arc between us.
Samantha sat up and looked around. She was naked, her eyes fixed on our little tableau and glittered with interest but I couldn't tell which end of the chain interested her more. I'd have to find out.
"John, take good care of these two. We can compare notes when you are done with them. If you like, take them over and give Aurora a taste." I chuckled, thinking of the black woman and her pussy eating throne. I owed her something since I'd delayed her investor friend coming to visit. One thing I understood is that the Holdingsfield women all had the habit of getting what they wanted. I was happy to give them what they wanted sexually but the rest of it was mine to mete out. Still, I needed to finalize the Holdingsfield women and that was going to take some doing. The key was to have number twenty signed before number fifteen was signed to avoid the scarcity principle changing the rules of the game. Aurora had the potential to help me do that but I had to keep that in abeyance until I needed her and her three or four pussies to complete the set.
I led Eve out to the car. I could see Jeri sulking in the back seat. She didn't speak to us when we got into the car and Eve sat with her back straight, barely touching the seat back most of the way downtown. Half way there I got a call that affected my thinking.
"Joshua Gale?"
"This is." I said answering my phone, fumbling to put the earwig into my ear so I could hear. I got it just in time to hear the end of a sentence I needed to hear the whole of.
"...interested in renting one or two of them."
"Sorry. Who is this?"
"Josh, this is Bayle Schneider."
I was surprised. Bayle (said, bale not bailey) knew me as Alan Livingston. I didn't even know he knew about my Gale identity much less had my Gale cell number.
"Bayle. How did you get this number?"
"Relax Josh. Crowley gave it to me and told me to call. He's been making some odd inquiries and I am not the only one who noticed. Fact is Mrs. Victoria Grayson referred me to Crowley. Her son, he goes to school with my younger brother and it seems that he got well and truly laid a while back. Dale indicated it was suspiciously suspicious."
I waited, thinking. What had Crowley been telling people and what had Mrs. Grayson been telling people? Then I realized this wasn't exactly a marketing opportunity I needed to cozen. It was more like a seller's market and I could keep control of my commodity as I liked.
"What can I do for you?"
"Truth is, I have been trying to figure you out for a while, since I heard about the Prince and his last trip to the States. Seems like he had some incredibly friendly women traveling with him whom I have since traced back to a certain Joshua Gale. That little endeavor has caused a stir in some circles."
"Nothing untoward I hope."
"No, nothing like that. Interest, I'd say, intense interest. I was wondering if I could discuss a little trade similar to this."
"I'm listening."
"I have a mistress...." He started but stalled. The pause felt curious.
"I've heard." I offered, to see if he was waiting on me.
"My wife has discovered that fact and we are negotiating or in her terms, renegotiating the terms of our endearment." He cleared his throat. "We, the three of us would like to come visit your little colony. My wife wants me to watch Cherry fuck another man. Given your current little adventure, she thinks you are the man. Violetta would have to be there of course."
"Of course. Listen, I am away from my office. I'd like to discuss this further with you. Let me call you."
"This number is blocked. I'll call you back. What time is good?"
"Late. I don't know how long I'll be out of pocket."
"I'll try about nine tonight."
We hung up. I looked around the car. I couldn't tell what they'd heard or understood. Not much I hoped. I drove in silence to The Thin Skin Theater.
We got out of the car, Bethlynn, Jeri and Eve. Eve held the lead attached to her collar. I took it from her. Bethlynn eyed Eve like she might regard a vicious dog on a leash, with respect but a tinge of fear as well.



"Jeri, you know how to get us into the place this time of day, right?"
Mrs. Lewis nodded and a moment later we were buzzing at a side door. It opened after a couple minutes. Jake Masters stood there. His eyes fixed first on Eve and her collar and then brushed over Jeri and Bethlynn.
"Gale? I didn't know you were planning on a little afternoon delight."
"Not planning, hoping."
He grinned.
"Your tables are here."
"Can you cue up Jeri's music?"
"Easy peesy." He said with a curious glance but didn't inquire further. He led us into the place to the elevators and thence to the upper theater. Most of the tables were stacked in one spot so the two lazy Susan tables were obvious, sitting by themselves at the edge of the round stage. On the stage, a round bed with a fire engine red velvet cover had been placed next to the piano.
I glanced back at Jeri when she saw the bed. Her eyes clicked away from the bed to meet my inquiring gaze. She didn't flinch but she did pale a little. I could see the urge burning behind her eyes, but precisely what that urge was I could not say for certain. I had hopes I understood but this would only be clear in time.
"Jeri, would you care to give us a preview of your show?" I asked.
Jake regarded her like a divorced man stares at his wife on the arm of another man. He called for chairs and a woman in white jeans and a fuzzy top that barely contained her tits took drink orders. Jeri stepped up onto the stage. She went over to the piano and jumped up onto it, sitting with her legs crossed. The blue jeans looked strangely sexy with the jacket. The shirt tied up under her tits left her midriff bare but covered with the jacket until she unbuttoned it. It was a man's jacket, so it looked a little large on her except at her mountainous tits which stretched it tight, bulging under them like a lurid promise from a molester with no conscience.
Jake hollered at someone and the first strains of Donna Summers' song, "I Feel Love" rose up around us. Bethlynn, Eve and I sat at the knee table. A stage hand handed Jeri her dildo mic. She began to sing and in moments the music enveloped her. She was lost to us, sliding into the song with sensuous ease. She announced her lustful condition to the empty house. Jake sat down on the other side of Bethlynn, eying her at first but then Jeri hooked him in and he focused on the stage. It didn't turn so Jeri and her breathy and sensual interpretation of the song remained immediately before us.
When the song was over, Jeri was panting. I noticed her eyes constantly flicked down to the red velvet bed beside her.
"How was that?" She asked, her voice held the slightest plaintive tone seeking approval.
I nodded and stood up. I mounted the stage. Jeri looked at me, fully understanding the stage wasn't the only thing I was going to mount. She looked strangely nervous.
I helped her down from the piano. I left her jacket in place but released the button on her blue jeans and wrestled them down off her hips.
"Take them off," I said finally.
"Why? It's chilly in here."
"I am going to see if you can sing and fuck at the same time." I said softly but loud enough Masters and the other two women could hear.
The fire in Jeri's eyes flared up. I could see it clearly, the flash of something that wasn't fear. I called it anticipation. Jeri didn't say anything but slipped off her high heels and shucked the jeans down her impressive body. She extended them to me. I in turn tossed them to Masters. The fucker pressed them to his face and inhaled deeply.
"What do you have in mind?" Jeri asked, standing before me in the jacket and her spare thong. Now her belly was part of the picture framed in part by the tied up shirt and the jacket. She bent down and fitted the high heels back onto her surprisingly tiny feet.
I moved around behind her and encircled her waist with one hand. I placed it onto her belly.
"Can you sing like this?" I asked, pulling her back against my body and my hard cock. Jeri felt it as I pulled her against me and she switched her ass back and forth a little to acknowledge she understood I was hard because of her. I suppose she thought it was her singing and she wasn't wrong. Her body didn't hurt either.
"If you don't squeeze too hard. Don't restrict my diaphragm so I can get the phrasing right." She said in a tight voice.
"Stand by the piano. I'll come on stage when you start to sing. I want to see if it interrupts your flow or bothers you in any way." I moved the hand up and cupped her left breast. It felt heavy in my hand, even in the bra. "Take off the bra." I whispered. I felt the shiver go through her, like a ship running aground. I released her.
She shrugged off the jacket and handed it to me. I felt like a butler or manservant except she was being served to me and not the other way around and she knew it. She unbuttoned the shirt and then untied it, slipping it off and handing it to me too. She shrugged the straps of the bra off and pushed it down off her tits, turned it around and unhooked it. She handed it to me also. She returned the shirt to its former state and put on the jacket. It was damn sexy to see her like that. Her long, gorgeous legs extended below the jacket, tantalizing testimony to what she had between them.
"Music." I said, looking at Masters.
He shouted something and the music rose up around us.
Jeri began to sing. I moved off the stage, onto the catwalk from backstage to the circular dais. A spotlight came up and she began to sing, preening in the circle of light. I walked casually down the runway and moved in behind her. She melted back against me. I put a hand on her belly. She sang around it. I felt the notes gestating in her and blooming into her chest before they emerged, clear and strong. I cupped a breast. She sang around that. Her breast was warm, firm and full in my hand. I massaged it and she groaned into the mic, fitting that into the lyrics perfectly. I moved my free hand to her waist. She flinched a little but didn't let it affect her phrasing or tone. She sang on. I pushed a hand down into her thong. She did jerk a little when a finger touched her pussy and gasped a little when I pushed that finger between the damp lips of her pussy, entering her. The amplified sound of that little gasp was sexy, ribald but also sophisticated and as minimal as it was unmistakable. The slight imperfection in the music made it resound with authenticity and that made it that much sexier. The singer was aroused and the music let her tell it to all of us with full sincerity, which she did.
Jeri pressed back against me. With her free hand, she reached back to cup my head. I bent and kissed her neck. I felt the tension and the warble of her voice vibrating in the bones of it, tightening the skin and muscles as she strained to build the music with her voice. She seemed unaware of me in her voice, but her body responded. I pushed the thong down her hips, exposing her to the room. The hand cupping her breast tugged at the knot beneath her breasts till the shirt came loose. I touched the buttons with one hand, struggling to release them. Magically her free hand descended and together we undid her buttons, all the while her voice filled the empty theater, full and husky and sexy as hell. Jacket and blouse hung on her shoulders. Her breasts swayed with unfettered invitation.
She gasped into the mic when I cupped her bare breast. Her hissing flooded the room. When I pinched her nipple she jerked a little and chirped around the words of the song. When it came time for her begin to pant and moan as part of the song, I moved her to the bed. She understood immediately, sitting and stripping off her thong. She twisted and lay down onto the bed, moaning with the music, her lascivious syllables lashed us all. I glanced at the other three and they were fully entranced, males and females—the staff were appearing out of cubbyholes to listen and watch. I loosened my slacks, pushing them down my legs. Stage hands and waitstaff were clustered around the stage, drinking us in. I felt it. Jeri swelled with it.
Jeri lay back, holding the mic with one hand, her head dangled off the edge of the red, round bed. Her control of her impressive voice remained intact even in that compromising pose. I got onto the bed. Her legs parted. I got between her thighs, pushing my underwear down onto my thighs. My cock was hard. Jeri's free hand found it and directed me to her molten center. She grunted into the mic when the head of my cock encountered the wet and swollen lips of her pussy. She groaned loudly and distinctly. I pushed. She growled and her hips rose up under me, sheathing my cock into her body. She groaned louder, more profoundly.
The words returned, "I love to love you, baby!"
I entered her, sinking down into her body as she sang around me. I felt the strain in her, the distracted concentration required to sing while I mounted her. She managed it. Even if she ultimately failed, the sensation and the vision of us fucking to the music would prove indelible. She grunted and hunched under me. The mic picked it all up, she made sure of that. I kept my hands under me so I did not crush her voice with my weight. Her hips began to pump under me, seeking and finding a perfectly sympathetic rhythm that matched the music. She fucked me in time with it. The mic picked up the little grunts that she could not refute when I ground down into her, smooth and liquid so that her voice remained more or less even, even while she moaned with musical lust and actual lust all wound up together.
I felt the orgasm rising in me. It had been many days since I'd climaxed before this morning so I was primed, full of a back log I was eager to pump into Mrs. Lewis. This climax sat right on the lip of the moment. I lifted my ass up and slammed down into Jeri's plush body. I heard the impact echo in the room as her voice communicated the collision of our bodies. Her pussy enveloped me. I sank deep into her. Her pussy however, did not clamp down but seemed to be only seething around me, almost as though it were unaware of my presence, puzzled by this hard protuberance thrust inside her. I pulled back and thrust down again.
Jeri's head dangled off the edge of the round bed, exposing her neck to me. She held the mic close to her mouth; singing upside down like that must have been a strain particularly with me grinding against her as I was. I bent over her, I kissed down her neck to one breast, pushing her jacket and blouse aside. I sucked at her nipple, feeling her struggle with the words at that moment. I kept my weight off her of chest but some inevitably collapsed onto her abdomen as her hips ground up at me. I heard the challenge she faced echoing around us. She grunted, blanking out a word before regaining her stance in the music. I thrust into her and she groaned, her whole body fighting the dichotomy the two activities created in her. She groaned as I pushed deeper into her. I erupted.
She understood I was coming and her voice turned silken, the sharp tone softened and oozed into the theater space. She returned to the place where she moaned and groaned around the music. This time, there was no acting. Her body responded to me. Her legs tightened, lifting and pinching me between her knees. I continued coming, pumping cum into her while she made love to the mic.
I felt her distraction as I ran down. I lay on her, propped on my elbows. She lifted up and my panting contaminated the music. She lay back again, away from me. I turned my head. Her hips pulsed under me. We lay like this for some time, till the music ended.
There was only black silence after the spotlight vanished. Then all who were present began to clap.
"Holy buttfuckers!" Jake exclaimed. "That was fucking fantastic."
The crew cheered and whistled around us.
I rose up and pulled my cock from Jeri's body. She glowed beneath me. I helped her back onto the bed so she could lay back. She looked up at me, her eyes alight with that inner fire, now doubled from singing and fucking at the same time.
"You are a remarkable woman." I muttered. I stood up and shucked my pants off. I walked over to where Eve sat. She stared at me and then dropped her eyes to focus on my dripping dick. It was clearly not deflating. She leaned forward and opened her mouth.
"Holy shit!" Masters muttered beside us.
"No. Your hand." I said.
She misunderstood and reached for my cock. I intercepted it and dragged her to her feet. Eve was bewildered. I led her towards the two tables. The crew eddied around us and then formed a circle around the table where we stopped, the smaller of the two.
Eve looked at the table and at me, confusion crinkling her little nose and perfect brow.
I bent down and examined the table until I found the release lever. I felt the center shift under one hand. The lever was under the edge. The table consisted of a narrow circle of very hard black plastic and a white center. The rim was perhaps an inch wide. The center turned easily and smoothly, even coasting when I gave it a spin. Perfect.
I looked at Eve, noting her confusion and growing discomfort.
"On your knees, on the table." I said softly.
Eve regarded me with intense disbelief.
"You're kidding." She said. Her eyes flicked downward, directing my attention to the skirt she barely wore. She then looked around at the suddenly quiet circle of people around us. No one spoke. It was like a scene from a movie and not like my experience with real life at all. Getting a crowd of people to get this quiet was next to impossible. Someone was usually talking, on the phone or providing an auditory commentary that the rest of us didn't need, but not then, and not there.
When Eve's eyes came back to me I saw the realization touch her. Her eyes dulled and she got onto the table. She positioned herself in the white circle, on hands and knees. I reached down and gave it a gentle push. She spun slowly and easily. It didn't require much effort at all. Her head went around, away from me, her ass passed by, her pussy in plain sight because the skirt didn't cover her properly.
"Holy shit." Someone muttered. "That's what that's for."
Jake came over and stood beside me.
"Good god of the Germans." He muttered. "Now I see. It's an ass and mouth table."
Eve's head approached me and I put my fingers on the white circle. It was easy to stop her with her head right at my crotch. She looked up at me. I made no sound or motion. My cock was beside her face. She turned her head, leaned back a little and moved in front of it. She opened her mouth and licked the shift of my cock up, up, up to the head. At the head, she got her lips over it and relaxed, bending it down, the head lodged securely inside her mouth. Once she had it pointing right, she pushed it into her mouth, the blurry shaft slid into her like she was a custom made bushing. Foam formed around her lips. I felt the end of my cock bump against the back of her throat. She groaned and the vibrations rattled through me like I was a big, odd-shaped brass bell. Eve pushed harder and my cock head penetrated into her throat. She sucked and all the luscious softness disappeared, replaced by the pulsing of her heart around my cock.
I groaned.
When I opened my eyes next, the room was wavering, like heat waves were rising from the table. I blinked to regain focus and determined the sensation of motion was actually motion. People were moving around, shifting as they watched Eve suck my cock. Then I noticed Jake was pushing people back, maneuvering towards Eve's stern, her aft as it were. I tapped Eve on her cheek bone, made prominent by her concaved cheeks. She understood and released me. Masters was unbuttoning his pants as I pulled out of her mouth.
I reached between her hands and gave the table a gentle push. She spun away from Masters. The look on his face was priceless as he saw the piece of tail, once right in front of him drift slowly away. He didn't know whether to follow it or stay put. When Eve's ass approached me, I slowed the rotation until it was right before me. She backed up, away from Master's open pants, until her knees were right on the edge of the white circle. I moved between her ankles and flipped up the flap of her skirt incompletely covering her pussy. Her lean hips came into view and the pursed lips of her pussy and the asshole above it.
I glanced at Masters. He stared at us. I bent my cock down and pushed into Eve. She groaned, sounding like a single note from a clarinet, but compared to Jeri flat and off key. Her pussy enveloped my cock. She was warm and welcoming, wet and empty. I pulled her against me, sliding my cock far into her body as I did so. Eve's hands remained planted on the far side of the table. She arched her back and let her head lower down between her elbows. Her ass rocked back allowing me to penetrate her further. I pulled her hard against my body.
Eve groaned and lifted her head. She reached out a hand towards Masters who, when she spun had stepped back from the table, acknowledging she was mine and mine alone.
"Suck him." I said through gritted teeth. Her hand wavered before Masters. Jake stared at her and the looked up at me.
"Fuck, boss, she wants to suck your cock. What are you waiting for?" Someone said in the circle around us.
Masters blinked twice and pulled his pants down his thighs and shuffled forward. Eve's hand found the front of his boxers and pulled at them. The waist band hooked on his stubby but very hard cock. It bent as she pulled at them and then snapped back, bobbing. Eve uncoiled, then, grasping the cock, tipping back her head on her neck so she could fit the end of the cock past her lips.
I hadn't moved. I was implanted in Eve's pussy and it was communicating to me with incredible expressiveness her twitching excitement; the slut in her was wakening. The emotions flowing through her seemed to communicate directly from her to my cock and thence into me, filling my skin with an ethereal body of sensation that was splendid and ravishing. Eve pushed the cock into her mouth. One hand reached out and hooked behind Master's bare ass, pulling him against the rim of the table. She pushed her face against his abdomen. Her head bent at nearly a ninety degree angle to accept him into her mouth.
Masters groaned, his voice ragged in his throat, a veritable growl of lust.
"Hold her still, while I fuck her. Don't want her bitting off your cock." I said, my voice as tight as her pussy, suddenly clinching down on my cock. I grasped her hips and rocked onto my heels. I didn't move more than may three or four inches. Eve, however, cried out, the sound rattling around the cock in her mouth. She pulled back and groaned loudly against Master's belly.
He knotted a hand in her honey blond hair and pulled. His cock slid back into her mouth. Eve shuddered. Her whole body seemed to focus on the cock in her mouth. I felt the shift, withdrew and thrust back into her pussy, reminding her of my presence. Her hips wagged back and forth, writing hieroglyphics on the wall of her pussy with my stylus cock. She had me locked inside her. I had the whimsical thought that they were going to have to throw cold water on us to get us separated. I must have made a sound because her pussy clamped down and I felt it, another orgasm. It had been waiting in line for some time and now it roared to life, no longer nascent but hollowing with ferocity.
I grasped her by the waist and pulled at her lithe body. I felt Eve grunt as I ground us together. Her feet hooked behind my knees and she bent her legs around me in a vain attempt to contribute to the penetration. I fucked her hard and fast, fleeing the approaching storm of my climax right up until it crashed onto me.



Across the table from me, Master's groaned and his ass shimmied. I felt or heard Eve gulping and swallowing even as I pumped her pussy full of new cum. I rocked against her, pulsing and pulsing for a couple minutes. It felt like my life was passing before my eyes. Again. I ground against her lean ass and felt it tense and swell as I filled her.
I was still pumping into her when she unhooked from Jake's cock and collapsed onto the table, her arms stretched past her head. She groaned and wiggled her ass. I coasted behind her, slowing until I was mounted in her without movement. Her pussy chewed at my tingling, pussy-drunk cock and the pussy-drunk man attached to it. I'd become an appendage.
The murmur in the little group of people around us rose. I caught bits and pieces of the various discussions. Jake hitched up his pants and staggered away through the crowd. I draped over Eve's ass, keeping my cock inside her for as long as I could. When I finally felt it begin to deflate, I struggled upright. Fuck, we needed handle bars on this thing, I thought. A bad idea, really but not ridiculous at that moment. I pulled free of her pussy and stepped back. I looked around.
Jeri stood on the dais, watching over the heads of those around us. Bethlynn was close by. I could see a stranger's hand was on her ass, caressing her softly. She turned her head and a dirty blond woman kissed her on the mouth. I knew this was about to go beyond demonstration.
"Jake, time." I managed. He understood immediately.
"Ok people, back to work." His voice rang out in the empty amphitheater. The gathered crowd of perhaps twenty people slowly dispersed, except for the short-haired dirty blond woman kissing Bethlynn. The woman's hand lay along Bethlynn's face, holding it carefully. Bethlynn's eyes were open, flicking to and fro as though she were somehow fixed into the kiss and could not escape.
Jake approached and smacked the woman on the ass, large and round in torn, faded blue jeans.
"Hey, I said back to work, Lois. Enough sampling, already."
I approved of his easy application of his will. The woman broke the kiss and the contact, clearly with real reluctance. Bethlynn looked at me, licking her lips rapidly like she had hot sauce on them. When I smiled at her she looked shocked. I gestured at her.
"Come on. Help us on this other table."
Oddly, she looked relieved. Perhaps she thought it was her turn on Eve's table and hadn't figured out the larger one. The larger one was just a version of the smaller one but more substantial, clearly with more support. I helped Eve off the little knee table and she followed me to the other one. I led her by the leash. Cum washed down her lean thighs.
"This the same thing?" Masters asked, his dishabille repaired so he studied it with a practiced and now better informed eye.
"Sort of. Eve. Get on the table like before but facing me." She did. "Now, you, Bethlynn, beside her, at ninety degrees." I looked up and back at Jeri. "You too." I said, gesturing towards the table. She got off the raised stage and came over to the table. She managed to get onto it but didn't fit quite so well as the other two, smaller women. Her feet extended well past Bethlynn's knees.
"Can we get a volunteer to fill out the party circle?" I asked Masters.
"Lois. Get your ass over here and on the table."
The dirty blond reappeared and mounted the table facing outward like the other three women. I guessed they weighed nearly four-hundred and fifty pounds or there abouts, maybe more. With them in place, I found the release and set the spinning inner circle free. It moved a little. I was still nude from the waist down. I put a hand on the table and gave it a little push. The women turned gently around. The motion was controlled, even and steady. I knew the mechanism was complicated and strong to work well with the weight. It was rated up to fifteen-hundred pounds. That would be a crowded table but six could fit and perhaps eight.
"Jesus, Gale, you are one twisted sister." Masters came over and stood beside me. The women were on hands and knees staring at the floor. "Get them all to suck you, prove it works right."
I admired his admiration. It takes a smart guy to acknowledge something strange and new actually may be wonderful and valuable. I did as he suggested.
I approached Eve and she lifted her head. Her mouth opened and I directed my floppy cock onto the extended pad of her tongue. She sucked me gently. Gradually, I hardened in her mouth. As I did, she pushed more and more of my cock into her mouth, until I was embedded fully in her throat. She expelled me in perfect synchrony with my intention. I turned the table, taking her away to my left. Bethlynn approached.
To my surprise, she lifted her head and opened her mouth. I offered her my cock and she sucked half it into her mouth, her lips sliding down the shaft. The turntable stopped at a touch. The counter-balancing was perfect. I pulled out of her mouth and moved the table. Lois, the crew woman approached. She closed her eyes and opened her mouth. I stopped the table with ease.
"Perfect." I muttered.
Lois opened her eyes.
"What's a matter? Don't think I know how to suck cock? I work for Jake Masters. How do you think I got this job?"
I shrugged and offered her my cock. She sucked it in with gusto. Deep and then past the point of no return and into her throat. Her hot breath blew on my skin from her nose, nestled against my body. She sucked, pulsing on my cock with determined force. She released me when I pulled free. Her eyes opened and she looked regretfully at my cock as she spun away.
Jeri arrived. Her long straight, chestnut hair hung down before her, thick strands of auburn hair that gave her an exotic look. She used one hand to pulled my cock to her lips. She kissed it and then tasted it with the end of her tongue. She pulled back, surprise on her face. She turned her head to look at Lois who grinned at her and extended her tongue, showing a large piece of ice blue hard candy.
Jeri snickered and sucked my cock fully into her mouth. Master approached as Jeri proceeded to suck on my cock.
"Look ma, no hands." Jake chuckled, looking down at the woman with a mouthful of cock. "That is an ingenious contraption." He said softly. "Where the hell did you come up with it?"
"I have very imaginative people working for me. They worked out the mechanics." I grinned. "You misread the invoice, or they misbilled us. This is a twelve-thousand dollar turn table."
Jake smirked.
"Worth every fucking penny!"
My cock was enjoying Jeri's enjoyment. She seemed to genuinely enjoy sucking my cock. Jake noticed and shook his head.
"She'd suck cock all day long if you let her. She's oral. Makes sense for a singer, right?" He chuckled. "God, I do miss that. She'd get in and suck my cock just to warm up her larynx. She used to say that man cum was the best lubricant for her pipes!" Jake looked at me. "Hell, I didn't believe her but I damn sure didn't argue with her when she asked to suck me."
Jeri sucked harder on my cock then, the pressure soaked into my body, pulling it into the sensation. I backed away from her and she let me. I patted her cheek.
"That's great, Jeri. I think we can go now." I gave the table a vigorous push. The women turned slowly, revolving around at a very slow speed. I tried to speed it up but it resisted. Fast had no advantage and many hazards in this instance. I stepped back to see how long it would coast. For several minutes it turned, slowing a little with each revolution. It became clear that the slowing factor was low, so I stopped it. The women dismounted the table.
I turned to Jake and shook his hand. He glanced at my bare legs and I decided to get dressed before discussing any more business. I did. We went and sat down.
"Those are amazing. Are they durable?"
"You mean can they be used for normal nights? I don't see why not. The original idea was to make serving drinks in larger, but cramped quarters easier. The wait staff would sit a drink on the table and spin the table. If the drinks are listed in order, then it all works. Depends a lot on the wait staff but has less breakage and the like."
Jake nodded. The antagonism in the man had virtually disappeared. He seemed to have gotten over the resentment from me hijacking his in-house pussy for my own purposes. He rubbed his hands together.
"My god. The stage fuck and the fuck tables, this will be fantastic!" He muttered. "Once it gets out what we have here...!"
"We don't advertise. Only word of mouth. I think I can get a small group to come and with their entourages, we can have a pretty full house. If you use your connections, we could sell out a couple shows. The key is that we don't schedule and don't promise. All we say is that we'll let them know the next private show."
"How will they schedule...?"
I waved him off.
"Forget that. We want people to schedule around us. But here is what I am aiming for. I want people to pay to participate."
"What? You mean be on stage?"
I nodded.
"I think there are plenty of people who would love to fuck for an audience. Beautiful people I mean, that an audience would appreciate."
Jake regarded me doubtfully.
"We can try. I can't see most people wanting to show stretch marks and their fat bellies...."
"Those aren't the one's. Think of the challenge for a singer to fuck like Jeri did." I noted Jeri's expression out of the corner of my eye. She looked proud. "Or the guy daring to let a woman blow him while he tries to sing. That would make a guy famous, or the woman on her knees. Either way, it could become a thing, for the right group of people but we do it by word of mouth only. You make it clear to everyone that if this appears on any social media, it ends. This is a real world thing, no digital representation possible."
"Right, no cells, no cameras, nothing. That'll attract cameras and the like like moths to a fire."
I nodded.
"Exactly. But less than you think. We'll make it known that if you bring a woman, she is subject to being fucked on stage. That'll chill the sharing of data. On the other hand, if something does get out, it'll be the best advertising we can ask for."
"Notoriety is the same as fame." Jake agreed. He offered his hand. "Mr. Gale, I was dubious about this move on our part but this could put us on the map with the glitterati around the world."
"I hope so." I stood and we shook hands again. "Just so you are clear, this is only male and female and female and female. This is dick driven and we don't cater to anyone else."
He nodded.
"I don't care if you branch out on other dates but my nights are strictly cock and pussy nights."
"I don't branch out, Joshua." He tried out my first name tentatively. I didn't care. I thought for a moment and finally made a decision.
"Jake, can we have Friday or Saturday for a private performance, next weekend?" He cocked his head at me. I could see his blue eyes tensing as he chewed through the various responses. I was gratified when he simply nodded.
"Sure, Saturday would be best for us. Closing on a Friday..." I interrupted him.
"Not closing...just this level. We'll need a private entry set up, my man will contact you to work out the details. It must be absolutely secure from the public down stairs, in and out. We'll provide everything including transportation, so they can arrive discreetly with no sign they were here in anyones' local books showing their names, everything will be coded...my staff will handle that. You need to arrange your place here to get them up completely unseen. Your normal business will still be open down stairs but this level must have secure access, no checking anything. My people will vet the visitors long before they arrive and have an accurate count by Thursday noon so you can fill the open bar."
"Open?" Master's instinct to guard the bottom line could not be quelled so quickly. I nodded.
"At ten grand a head, Jake, we'll have the best of everything, so you'll need some new storage that is fucking secure. Bill it all to Le Foil et Let Touche and do not skimp. Understand. This is our first move into the stratospheres of the social world...and I mean world. We can't fuck it up. You have a week to work that out." I give him credit, the hard line of his lips relaxed and he nodded. The man could do math in his head. Ten grand a head, if I could fill his venue, he'd make a fortune! And likely get fucked a few times.
"Some curtained tables? Or booths?" He asked.
"Good idea. Draw up the lay out so we know where and how many and we'll do the rest. My staff will get it from you." I'd already set in motion setting up the LLC to handle this new business, so I knew that structure was in place. My staff would get it all set up. They'd be included in the crowd and they knew it...they'd be on site and participate. I didn't believe in making the ox grind the grain and keeping it muzzled any more than Christ did. This high pressure project was a reward to the best in my organization. Crowley would pick them. Fucking their plus one would be their reward, to say nothing of the fucking that would occur around them. I made a note to set aside a dozen seats for myself and my entourage. I decided right then to bring John along.
Jake and I shook hands. I felt the change in him as he did so. I would not expect loyalty but I did think that man would keep his end of the bargain. He felt the potential and the challenge and whether it was business or pussy, the man loved a challenge.
I signaled for my women to dress, as they needed. Jeri was dripping cum. She looked at me and then with a slight curl of her upper lip, she stood up, widened her stance and stuffed her scarlet thong deep into her cunt. The dripping stopped. She dressed with the others and smiled a beatific smile at me but her eyes glittered with hard excitement.
I led the women from the place into the late afternoon warmth and to the car. The drive back was quiet. The women in the car had little to discuss, I guess or I put a damper on it. I let Eve off at her house. Before exiting the car, she leaned over and kissed me on the mouth.
"Mr. Gale, you amaze me and excite me. Let me know when Le Touche et Le Foil debuts and I'll be there."
"Maybe. Maybe you will." I said softly. She gave a look of near horror but it clicked away and she left us.
I looked in the rear view mirror.
"Mrs. Brazil, are you ready to sign?"
She glanced at Jeri.
"I want to tasthe her." She whispered. "I haven't done thath beforth, with a woman, I meanth."
Jeri gave me a look I couldn't decipher but maybe I am just lazy. I still hadn't figured out exactly what Mrs. Lewis' buzz was. The truth surprised me, as it sometimes does. I should have guessed but I didn't so I got an...interesting surprise.
"Bethlynn, you taste after you sign." I held her dark eyes just barely visible under the black bangs of her hair. For moment neither of us moved or spoke.
"Yes, of course." She whispered. "I want to sign...then you fuck me and this one eats your cum from my cunt." Her low voice, soft and gently held no hint of her lisp but it was nearly inaudible. I heard it and the look on Jeri's face said she heard it too but she appeared as confused as I about how she felt about the prospect of eating the lisping beauty.
I drove the the three of us back to my house and parked the car in the garage. We trooped inside. Jennifer watched with interest. She was baking again. The house smelled of cinnamon and cloves and apples...I guessed apple pies. Man did it smell good and I was hungry. I pointed to the couch and my two harem girls, one signed and the other pending sat obediently. Jennifer watched them with interest but when I went towards the office, she went to the oven just as the timer went off.
I listened to the clanging from the kitchen while I found and annotated Bethlynn's contract. The printer did its thing and I carried it out to find Jeri and Bethlynn sitting at the bar scooping hot apple pie slathered in vanilla nut ice cream into their mouths. Both had dribbled white ice cream onto their shirts.
I got hard. Something about a messy woman arouses me. Cleaning her up, maybe? I shook my head and lay the contract beside Bethlynn. She looked up at me and began to page through it, reading as she did.
"Penth, pleasth." She muttered. I went to the office, got her a pen then sat my own self down to a piece of Jennifer's pie. Hard for so many reasons.
I ate and yes, it was scrumptious and I wanted another but knew I needed to mount Bethlynn to finalize the contract. I was speculating licking the saucer of the delicious sauce the pie left behind when Bethlynn elbowed me and pointed at the document. It was like we'd all taken a vow of silence and the absence of the usual chatter and clatter turned erotic, but with these women about, such a shift was nearly inevitable.
Bethlynn had corrected some proofreading errors but on the back page she'd annotated by adding a simple line: "Mrs. Jeri Lewis will become my sex slave." I looked over at her and she just gazed at me like I was the statue and she the museum patron.
"Just what do you mean by...?" I began but Bethlynn touched a finger to my lips, shaking her head. I understood. I thought about having Jennifer take Jeri upstairs and sit on her face but decided taking Bethlynn back to my bedroom and...well...fucking her once she signed, made sense. The negotiation itself seemed better to be done privately.
I did that.
Bethlynn didn't make me undress her...she shimmied out of her clothes like they'd been made of crepe paper. She lay down on my bed. Her eyes remained on me and in that moment I felt the delight of such focus. I realized, perhaps for the first time, that I love that attention, that focus from a woman, nude or elegantly dressed, it aroused me...and then I realized she was trying to distract me. Clever girl.
I restrained myself from throwing off my clothes, throwing caution to the wind and throwing myself between her slightly parted thighs and agreeing to everything she asked. I learned things from being the CEO of a multinational family business though. And from Eve, the clever slut, if the truth be known.
"Bethlynn, I cannot make Jeri your sex slave." Sometimes its best to circle the issue...other times you take the bull by the horns, or the horny slut by the cunt.
"Why not? You own her. She's going to let you fuck her on stage in front of a huge number of people...why won't she let you make her my sex slave?"
I cocked my head, trying not to stroke her nude body with my eyes.
"Because I have no idea what you mean when you say 'sex slave'. It's not like that's a known term that has a singular and precise meaning." I give the woman credit, she nodded and remained silent. Her dark eyes turned inward as she considered the point, turning them opaque and dark.
She sat up, her head drooped to one side. The straight black hair dangled about her like lines of night.
"Youth really are going to negothiate thish...with me naked on yourth bed?"
I smirked just because it felt good. I nodded.
"I don't do anything without a good contract and all the provisions in place." I sat on the end of the bed and laid a hand on her near bare ankle. "I won't just hand her to you to use as you wish."
"Why nosh?" Bethlynn asked the question but without the pout I thought would go with it.
"Because I have no idea what you would do with her." There it was. A balance sheet and an income statement rarely tells you the character of the person it represents. The idea that Bethlynn wanted Jeri Lewis, Jeri! As her sex slave seemed utterly surprising to me. The seemingly shy woman with the huge tits and the lisp wanted to turn the much larger woman into a sex slave? The contrast of personalities and styles was enough to surprise me but the mere fact of that idea in her head was so unexpected, I tended to discount it as likely untrue.



"Shuppose, I giff you a little demostwayshun? Then you can decide."
"What do you have in mind?" I asked cautiously.
"Ath my housthe. I can sthow you whath I want to do to her, some of ith. Then youth can dethide."
I stiffened a little. I had no idea what this woman had in mind. Not much of one, honestly but a way to get out of the room without committing to anything and sometimes that is enough. I stood up.
"Fine. Get dressed. I'll meet you downstairs."
This was not an act of Herculean self-control. I did want to mount this woman but the buzz of fucking Eve in the room full of people still reverberated in me and as I descended the stairs I realized I wanted Jeri Lewis to witness the mounting of Bethlynn Brazil. I smirked at myself and this emerging new delight in my sexual proclivities. All this time I thought I'd explored all the dark corners of my psyche and it turned out I'd not even made it past the well-lit foyer.
In my office, I opened the Gale files and found Bethlynn's. I scanned through her expenditures back to the time she took up residence and discovered what I suspected. There wasn't much detail, okay, no detail but there were a number of large purchases from a place called "Dark Designs". They were spread over about four years. Several in the tens of thousands of dollars. I was getting the feeling there was much more to Bethlynn Brazil than I ever imagined.
I stepped out of the office and found Bethlynn staring at Jeri's large, straight back as Jeri chatted with Jennifer. Jennifer was looking past Jeri at Bethlynn who had ghosted down the stairs. I walked over to Bethlynn and laid my hands on her waist. I guided her to the bar. A hand slipped around her waist and then drooped down onto her bare thigh and thence up under her tight blue skirt. Her full ass filled my hand like an eager crowd fills a concert. I squeezed it and she sighed, not loud and not profound but definitely and with lurid delight. My cock grew hard.
Jeri glanced over at me and saw my hand under Bethlynn's skirt.
"So you fucked the little tramp?" She said, her voice replete with amusement. "Does she still lisp?" Bethlynn's ass tightened under my hand and all the plushness of it vanished. I shook my head.
"Not yet. Come along, it's time for me to use you like you agreed to be used." That parted Jeri's hair a bit...and she leaned back, pulling her jutting chin back as well. I expected some acid rejoinder but instead the tall woman simply slid off the bar stool and stood still, waiting. She shifted a little, the way a woman does, rocking her hips back and forth. For a moment I expected to see a little gush of my cum, our cum trickle out from under her skirt. Then I remembered, her pussy was plugged with her red thong, if she'd not removed it while I wasn't looking. With that thought, I adjusted my understanding of her shifting hips.
I wanted to release Bethlynn's ass but despite that conscious desire, my hand moved off her far cheek onto her near ass cheek and squeezed it before dipping down between them, deep and deeper until I felt the expected, or hoped for moisture frosting the lips of her pussy. The woman was aroused. Good.
"Bethlynn is going to show us something at her house." My words were no sooner past my lips than Bethlynn was gasping. She turned into me, grasped me by the face and kissed me with those fine lips of hers. A hand dangled between us and squeezed my cock. I grunted and pulled away, thinking I needed to fuck this woman and soon. I was right.
Jeri moved up beside me. She huddled against my right side, Bethlynn being to my left. The defiant, verbose and snarky Jeri had vanished. I almost didn't recognize her. All the bombast, all the snarl in her body and voice were gone. My early assessment that fucking her before a crowd, challenging her to sing and orgasm at the same time would draw her out from behind her spiny defenses seemed accurate. She seemed almost compliant.
"What are you going to do with me?" Jeri asked. If nothing else, her very tone rippled through me, inviting me to do something with her. I needed to answer.
"I'm loaning you to Bethlynn for a little demonstration." Jeri groaned.
"Oh fuck, Joshua, you don't know what you are doing!" Maybe she was right. Maybe she knew what I didn't know...but I liked surprises that involved two glorious women.
"Maybe, but life is a series of lessons...I don't mind if you don't." I almost bit my tongue. Giving her an out seemed like an heroic fail.
"I don't...mind." Jeri breathed the words like they were chilled down to 0 Kelvin.
You know when you have that moment when you find that some closely held conviction turns out to be wrong...that moment when you feel that wrongness and you are titillated by the mystery? I was feeling that then, except I was primally hard. My god but I needed release...again! Some more!
I had them both in hand so I steered us across the foyer to the door where our ice jam pose had to break up so we could go through the door one at a time. I glanced back at Jennifer and saw her gazing after us longingly. She waved a hand at me, just three fingers with a little smile. I resolved to...I couldn't resolve anything else...my hands were full, literally as soon as I got out the door. Both women cuddled up to me like they liked me. I loved them!
I walked with them sealed against me over to Bethlynn's house. With the thoughts in my head, I finally noted what was so odd about her house. Most of the houses had an open floor plan of one sort or another but Bethlynn's house had a foyer that looked like a studio apartment. An archway led off to the right into the large kitchen that itself curved into a narrow room with a hot tub at the far end, all windows to the outside and a tall, curved, interior wall.
We walked through the kitchen. A stairway led to the upper floors.
"Pleaseth wait here, I need to changeth." Bethlynn said, the lisp becoming more pronounced. I was turning to look askance at Jeri but the woman cuddled up to me like it was cold and I was warm. It wasn't and I wasn't, I was piping hot! We waited in silence, still. At one point, Jeri laid her head on my shoulder, her arms folded under her cheek. She sighed.
"That was the most erotic thing I have ever experienced." She whispered. "Thank you." Her confirmation aroused me the more, if that was possible. I felt it as a shimmer just under my skin, like a low voltage was being generated by her touch. "I have never, ever felt like that. My god, Josh, if you didn't get me when you fucked me on the car, you would have me now. I'm yours." The words tickled me, tantalizing me with promise. Her warm breath on my neck took away my words.
Bethlynn drifted down the stairs. I confess the first thing I noticed were her bare boobs...flouncing in the loving embrace of the scarlet and black corset hugging her middle. Her breasts had no support and flaunted their lack of it by not needing it, swaying and bobbing slightly with each step down the winding staircase into the narrow living room. The corset served as garter belt, the straps streaking down her lean thighs to the black stockings. She walked carefully I presumed, because of the five inch black heels.
I glanced at Jeri. The woman, all umbrage and, it would turn out, braggadocio appeared to me to be utterly entranced, mesmerized by the woman. Had I been less, uh, innocent, I'd have considered the possibility that she was captivated by the crop Bethlynn carried in her left hand, a stout stick wrapped tight with leather with a small flap on the end.
Bethlynn looked at us but did not hesitate at the lower landing but moved around to the curved back wall of the odd shaped room and touched a release that I could not see. The curve of the wall slide open seamlessly revealing the door I'd been searching for. Not only had the woman spent her cash on Dark Designs, but she had done a very extensive renovation, which had left her in penury and exposed to my financial predation. She hesitated in the dark doorway, turned and looked at me.
"She's mine for now." She said, her voice strong and lispless. She closed her eyes. "Your pardon, Sir, I mean to ask if you will allow me to make use of your property for my little demonstration. I am asking permission."
I was so confused. My business instincts kicked in. I had to hide my confusion.
"For this demonstration you referred to?" I gestured at the crop in her hand, in my mind at least, but I could hardly have been specific given her appearance. "I am not sure I am comfortable with that, that thing, unless it is just part of the costume." Her response was immediate and startling. She swung the crop against the smooth wall of the living room, making a loud snap as it struck.
"The demonstration is not about comfort, Joshua." She said, speaking as clearly as an elocution teacher. That was another aspect of my confusion. I'd been confused before, a lot in business and so the more common unease eluded me. Still, I marked this shift and the possibility that the lisp and the shyness was all part of some elaborate act, the purpose of which I could not discern. Curious.
"This demonstration will prove another thesis." She gestured with the crop towards the dark doorway. No light made its way inside so I saw nothing but the darkness, which I'd discover was caused by a shroud over the entrance that kept out the light. "I am asking again for your consent to put Mrs. Lewis to the test."
"The test?" I remained mystified, but at the same time intellectually curious, intrigued. "Explain."
The instruction seemed to deflate the woman...her erect posture, the haughtiness of her chin tilted up, her wide stance, made difficult by the shiny black high heels, they all lost their sharp creases.
"Mr. Gale, please, to explain will break me. I am articulate now because I am focused on using Mrs. Lewis as I wish, to perhaps open a door to you that you knock on frequently without any evidence that you understand the address you are visiting." She smiled but it was a feeble thing, her lower lip trembled. "I mean, the lisp will return and I'll not be able to go through with this. A demonstration would be best served." She bowed her head then. Her black locks flowed about her face like India ink poured over her head. It was erotic in a fascinating but at the same time disturbing fashion. "Let me have her as I wish for a few minutes and your eyes will be opened. You'll have no wish to go on to Damascus."
I hesitated, or perhaps I should give myself some credit, I pondered her words and that took time for the bite of the elephant was much larger than I normally chewed and swallowed voluntarily. Of all the women in Holdingsfield, this one should have challenged me the least. Shows what I know.
I turned to Jeri, shifting my feet so I was face forward towards her. Her face betrayed her and did not snap back into the bland and general disregard that typified her attitude towards the rest of us in her world. Instead I saw real terror, not the fight or flight sort of terror but something else like Narcissus touching the water and seeing his beautiful visage ripple and fragment. It was something you almost never see, a sort of existential cataclysm painted on her face for all to see but different. Then it struck me, that it was more like the mask she wore had been ripped away and this was her natural state, this expression of horror and terror and angst that left her helpless but with another attitude belying all her protestations: Anticipation.
It glittered through her expression like flaws in a bushel covering a star bright light inside her. My visceral instinct to protect her from harm, to keep her untarnished encountered this quivering desire in her pose and vanished. I nodded.
"Take her." I whispered, still uneasy with the words on my lips. "She's yours...for now." I meant to imply that I retained the right to end the demonstration as I wished but knew I'd not really included that explicitly. Still, I felt sure I could do that, if my will did not fail me. My cock had grown so hard I felt it would split open and reform larger and harder. The moment I focused on my own reaction to this moment, any resolve I had to avoid or end it failed and I gestured towards Bethlynn. "Mrs. Lewis, obey Mrs. Brazil please." Jeri nodded but then she said something that truly shocked me.
"I'm Jeri, please."
The words struck me as being utter surrender and that so contradicted what I thought of her, that I was speechless.
"Jeri, you are a nasty, cold-hearted, abrasive and self-centered slut. I will punish you for that, all of it." Bethlynn's voice recovered its former force and structure. She turned and vanished through the darkness but her voice wafted out to us. "Come, slut. Come have what your rancid heart longs for."
I didn't even have time to look at Jeri before she'd move to the darkness and vanished through it. So I followed. The "darkness" proved to be a very clever drape of black fabric that felt very much like velvet but it was only one of two in the short passageway so that the light beyond never escaped the room and no one could ever see into it. Once I passed through the second drape, I was through the glass darkly and into what appeared to be a rudimentary dungeon. Shackles hung from two fixtures on opposite walls and in the middle of the room a straight bar with similar shackles dangled from it. I saw immediately where Bethlynn's money had gone. She'd built herself a dungeon. Why was not as evident. Why would a woman convert the main floor of a house into a dungeon? Where was her husband? Questions for the naive to ask, so I asked them.
Jeri stood a few steps into the large room that accounted for the cramped appearance of this level of Bethlynn's house. How she'd managed this under her husband's nose was another matter altogether. Still waters run deep, it seems and this woman may be the proof of it.
"Jeri, as you like...Jeri, strip." Bethlynn's uninflected voice seemed to echo in the room but that had to be my imagination. I stood still, the velvet darkness scraping at my back as though I were too frightened to move further into the room, but I felt no fright...just a tension that accounted for the erection in my pants. I watched with keen interest as Mrs. Lewis took off her clothing.
First she untied the shirt tails knotted beneath her swaying breasts. She shucked the shirt off her shoulders and tossed it aside. She'd turned so she was half facing me, letting me see her body exposed by her actions, which I admit I appreciated. It was fascinating to feel her body come into view even though I had seen it often before, naked and exposed, but here, now, she was mine. She was mine so certainly that I had just surrendered the use of her to someone else. Nothing demonstrates ownership as when you give your thing away to someone else. That alone aroused me without including the reality of her body bared to my lusting eyes. Together, I felt suspended in my own illiterate ecstasy.
She unfastened the blue jeans and shucked them off without preamble or hesitation but when she straightened, I could see her hands trembled. I wondered what had become of the jacket. I had no recollection of when she'd shed it. My senses swirled with strange and vibrant sensations that apparently distracted me from the simplest events occurring around me. Jeri stood tall, shoulders back, breasts gently swaying but projected before her like the twin prows of a pontoon boat. They moved though, not the water around them. She stood bare footed and bare of all else but her thong, a tiny red spot between the marvelous columns of her strong legs, peeking out from between her pussy lips.
"Naked please, Mrs. Lewis."
Jeri obediently looked down past her swaying breasts and delicately extracted the thing from her cunt. It was sopping with her juice. She held it but when neither of us moved to take it from her hand, she bent and lay it on her jeans, like she was offering it to someone. Jeri straightened again, nude. Bethlynn touched a button over a bench strewn with all manner of articles which I recognized but had never focused on before. I'd list them but suffice to say that there were dildos and butt plugs and vibrators and an array of objects that surely were variations on the crop still in Bethlynn's hand. My stomach turned over. I was truly a stranger in a strange land.
The button lowered a horizontal bar suspended by a single chain with a Y inverted made of chain supporting it. Two white leather cuffs were fastened to each end. I glanced at Jeri and saw, not terror in her eyes, but lust...need...or perhaps it was anticipation. Whatever it was, it surprised me.
"Mrs. Lewis..."
"Please, Jeri." Both voices sounded so formal, like they didn't even know each other. The crack and snap of the crop in the air punctuated the strangeness of their exchange, and changed it.
I looked at Bethlynn and her posture. I felt something and it turned into words, words I did not fully understand but now I know it was a challenge, and this was a confrontation I dared not avoid.
"Beth, I will own you. You will be mine when you sign." I said gently, staring at her. Her eyes shifted to me, dark holes leading into an alternate reality. "Jeri is mine too. I own her. Like I'll own you. Remember that. Mine." I whispered the word and felt the erotic pleasure of it. Bethlynn bowed her head.
"Master." She said in an equally soft voice. "May I proceed?" The clearness of her tone persisted.
"You are mine, this is your signature...oh, you'll sign like the others but this, this makes you mine."
"Masther. Yourth. All yoursth." She bowed her head. I nodded, an odd feeling of satisfaction suffusing me.
"Proceed then, Bethlynn."
"Misthuss Lewisth?" Bethlynn spoke easily.
Jeri did not look at her, did not speak. She licked her lips and quivered enough to make her breasts shake and bob. I watched them so I know.
"Bitchth, I will call you and you will resthpond when required, but now be sthilent." I heard the return of the lisp to Bethlynn's voice but hardly believed it. Suddenly I could not determine what was her "normal" voice and which was not. The words, with her breathy lisp, however, felt so utterly erotic, my body responded. I did not understand what had just happened.
"Mithssusth Lewisth, please sthep under the bar...I will hook youth up." Bethlynn smiled a wispy smile. The instruction was so casual, so easily expressed that I felt no surprise when Jeri did as instructed. She moved, naked, and raised her arms under the bar. Bethlynn held the button down and the bar lowered. She moved behind Jeri and latched her into the cuffs, using a little step stool to reach Jeri's wrists and secure them properly to each end of the long bar, pulling them wide over her head. She returned to the button and the bar rose, and rose, and rose until Jeri was on her tip toes. She then moved over to Jeri and cupped her pussy with one hand.
"Mr. Gale, please, feel the woman's body so you can gauge her responses later."
I did as asked, moving to Jeri, staring at this imperious woman suddenly silent and compliant. I wanted to ask about it but if there was history here, history I didn't know about, that no one knew about, the explanation would be awkward...so I demurred to another time. Bethlynn shuffled aside. I cupped Jeri's pussy. I expected to find it wet with the attention she'd had previously but it was tight and only a bit moist, certainly not lubricated. The thong and soaked up whatever juice her cunt produced. I probed between her lips and then down into her body and fingered her, probing into her cavity, touching her deeply, round and round until her hips jerked and she gasped. I pulled my fingers from her body.
She groaned as her cunt released them, tantalizing her with the smooth sensation leaving her empty. I glanced up from her pussy to her face. Jeri was bitting her lower lip, her green eyes glittered with that distance arousal puts into them. She was feeling and seeing nothing...I was just a vacuous presence stimulating the nerves of her cunt, teasing her into a new arousal wrapped with confusion and anticipation.



I looked at my fingers. They were smeared with a creamy white sauce. I tasted them with the tip of my tongue. It was acrid and sweet at once. I held them up. Bethlynn stared at them then, with a casual motion, she moved close and leaned into my hand. She inhaled, eyes closing. I glanced at Jeri. The woman was panting, her great breasts swayed with each heave of her chest, her arms captured above her head, wide and secure. Her nude body shimmered with her erotic thrall. I'd finally captured Jeri Lewis. Bethlynn's hand grasped my wrist and she licked and sucked my fingers clean. Finished, she stepped back. I felt the odd pleasure of being an intermediary between the two women.
"Misther Gale?" Bethlynn's lisp roused me from my erotic reverie.
"Yes?" She extended her arm. In her hand she held a stainless steel bar like the one over Jeri's head holding her arms with similar cuffs on it.
"For herth legsth." Bethlynn whispered, the lisp charging her words with a curious erotic feel. She didn't wait for me to respond but moved around behind Mrs. Lewis. "Sthpread 'em, honey." She said, her voice was velvet hard, a command that Jeri did not dare resist and she didn't. Bethlynn knelt at her left ankle and fastened a cuff around it. She moved to the right leg, pushed on it so that Jeri had to stretch, almost losing her purchase on the floor her legs were so wide. Bethlynn fastened her into it and then stood up. She went to the control panel and hit another button and the upper bar lowered a bit.
Jeri Lewis stood with her arms wide over head, and her feet spread, forming the best erotic version of Da Vinci's Man...proving that a human body was a wide as it was tall in reach. His figure didn't have Jeri's tits though! Even classic art can be improved upon it seems. Bethlynn picked up something from the table against the wall. It was a short handle about a foot long with a mop made of some sort of soft material each about an inch wide. It dangled from her hand about three feet. I stared at it, then glanced at Jeri. She glanced at me but then licked her lips and her eyes returned to Bethlynn.
"Thisth isth a flogger. It will prepare youth for what is next." She walked over to Jeri and began to flick it at the nude woman. Jeri flinched the first few times it struck her. After a while though, she seemed to settle into the sensations as they brushed and slapped on her body. Bethlynn increased the force and Jeri didn't flinch but seemed to writhe under the flying tangle of soft straps. Bethlynn struck Jeri's belly, ass, legs and back, up and down, all around. Something about Jeri's stance suggested she was growing more and more desirous of something, until finally she spoke her desire.
"God, Bethlynn, the boobs! Hit my boobs with that thing!" Bethlynn stopped, the flogger dangling from her hand. She moved the flogger to the left hand and with the right, slapped Jeri soundly across her right cheek.
"Bitchth, do not sthpeak unlessth sthpoken too and for fucksth sthake, don't ever give me an order. Ever." Bethlynn slapped the bigger woman much harder this time. "Understhand?"
Jeri's head wobbling from the slap drooped, her long, straight chestnut hair covered most of her face.
"Yes. I understand." She whispered. "Oh God. Oh my god, how do you know?"
I glanced at Bethlynn and saw her smile. What had once been the sweet smile of a shy woman now seemed completely rapacious. Had Jeri been watching, she'd surely have shuddered. I did. I couldn't tell if it was fear for Jeri or simply arousal. I'd certainly heard of such things, whips and chains and bad checks...but I had never been in the presence of this sort of thing. It always seemed abusive and the violence that bubbled under the surface frankly frightened me. It seems strange that such a thing was out of my ken but it was...I'd avoided it and now, unaccountably, I was face to face with it.
"Want to thry?" Bethlynn asked, extending the flogger towards me. I flinched like she was offering me her pet cobra. I shook my head. She shrugged and struck Jeri hard across her breasts. Jeri groaned, jerking her head back to clear her hair from her tits. Bethlynn struck her again. The flogger left no marks and the tendrils were light enough they surely made little impact but they definitely created a sensation on Mrs. Lewis porcelain skin. Her body twisted and turned but it was far from clear if she was trying to move away from the swipe of the flogger or present other parts of her body to it to get its licking goodness too.
Bethlynn circled the nude woman twice. Bethlynn's nipples grew hard and erect...the nipples were longer than usual and prominent enough to droop as they elongated. She finished with the flogger and turned away. She touched a switch and a full spot touched the nude woman with blaring brightness. Jeri panted, sweat beaded on her brow, sparkling when she looked up. I moved over to her and wiped it away from her eyes. She looked at me, thankfulness in her gaze, eyes glinting. I kissed her and she kissed with a desperation and need that surprised and aroused me.
"Are you alright?" I whispered, hoping my nervous excitement did not bleed into my tone.
"Yes, Mr. Gale." She whispered.
I nodded and stepped back. I confess I had no wish to let either woman see my qualms about this entire situation. I felt...queasy is too strong but my stomach was twisting and I had little desire for what I feared would follow...ignoring the fact that my cock was erect as a cemetery monument stone. Bethlynn turned to face us. She held a long willowy cane in her right hand. She walked to the side of Jeri and snapped the thin cane in the air once then laid it onto Jeri's belly. Jeri did not have a paunch. Her stomach was concave or appeared so under the canopy of her voluminous ribs upon which perched her grand breasts, stout and upright. Her pelvis outlined her abdomen and crotch but her legs were full and voluptuous so she seemed to be tits and legs with a lean structure between. A tuft of copper hair crowned the slice of her cunt between her ivory legs.
The cane left a light pink line just above Jeri's belly button.
"Oh, oh god's galoshes!" Jeri whispered, her voice a tense mixture of anxiety and passion. Her brow crinkled, looking down over her tits, trying to see her belly. If Bethlynn had not struck her so much harder that she bucked and yelped, I might have been amused. When the cane fell that second time, I moved around and caught Bethlynn's arm before she could strike the helpless woman a third time.
"No, now you must stop!" I growled. "I won't permit this." My voice sounded steady and sure but inside I was quaking. I'd never seen this sort of thing before or god, even imagined it and I was appalled as I thought I should be. Bile boiled in my stomach...but still, my cock remained hard. "Stop." I muttered again. Bethlynn did not resist me in any way. She merely smiled a supercilious smile and held still. I felt it then, the uncomfortable sensation that this woman could go where I dared not go, that I'd hold back and hover at the boundary she so nonchalantly sauntered past, unafraid and unaffected by it. Her next words were what saved me, because in a moment I would have proved myself fully craven and put an end to the whole scene.
"She likesh itsth, Josthua. Asthk her." When I released her wrist, Bethlynn simply let her arm drift down past her bare breasts to her side still holding the evil looking but slight cane in her hand. I turned to Jeri, hiding my trepidation and steeling my voice.
"Well, Mrs. Lewis?" I asked.
"Feel her cunt." Bethlynn whispered.
"Oh my god!" Jeri breathed, her head drooping again, she didn't want to look at me, I felt that. Something was happening here and it was changing me, unraveling my entire conviction about this.
"She likesth the pain, Josthua. Asthk her. Feel her cunt." Despite the directive in her words, Bethlynn's lisp made it sound shy and appealing so I did. I cupped the cunt that had been lately but moist, even dry because Jeri's thong had soaked up all she had to offer and all I had left inside her. Now, when my hand pressed against her slit, it welled with her rich fluid. It pooled in my palm. Jeri groaned as the evidence leaked out of her. I disbelieved it even then. The body may lie about what we love, can't it?
"Jeri, is that true? Do you like the pain?" I said, my voice preternaturally calm. When Jeri neither spoke nor even lifted her head, Bethlynn moved to her side, gripped a knot of her hair in one hand and lifted Jeri's head. Mrs. Lewis was barely standing, nearly hanging from the cuffs, her legs almost useless. Bethlynn shook Jeri's head. Jeri's eyes wobbled in her head. For a moment, no one spoke. Bethlynn shook the woman's head again. Jeri's eyes seemed to still and with concentrated effort, she focused them on me.
"What?" She whispered.
"Do you like the pain, like she says?" I asked. Jeri tried to move her head but Bethlynn held it still. Jeri used her melodious voice.
"Oh my god, yes, Mr. Gale. I, god, you felt my cunt. I feel like my insides are flowing out of me, turned to liquid and tingling inside me while I tremble." She flinched then, jerking and tightening her legs. She stood a bit straighter but with little movement. "Let her do it, please. I want, god I want to." She tried to turn her head again but failing, flicked her eyes at Bethlynn. "God, Beth, how did you know? I mean, I...I...wondered but you knew, didn't you?"
Bethlynn did not smile or move. She released her hold on Jeri's hair and stepped back. She flicked the willowy cane in her hand again. It sang in the air.
"You wanth to feel it, Mithssusth Lewisth?" Bethlynn asked not looking at the other woman but watching the cane as it cut the air.
"God yes!" Jeri breathed the words like they were a curse and a joy at once.
The cane whistled through the air and struck Jeri across the middle, right at the points of both ribs. A pinkish line appeared on that perfectly clear skin, dotted here and there with dark little moles.
"No, stop it!" I grunted. My head swam, my eyes watered. I was intensely something but I could not tell if I wanted to see the woman caned more or if I meant to stop it. My brain rescued me while my body twisted in the crosswinds of indecision and confusion. The perfect explanation arrived to rescue me so as not to make me seem a gutless wonder, even to myself...if it is gutless to not want to see a woman writhe in painful ecstasy.
"No." I said again. "Jeri will be on stage next week. I don't want her all marked up." Bethlynn hesitated. Jeri's head swiveled and lifted, her eyes cleared and she latched her gaze onto me like a grappling hook.
"Next week?" Jeri breathed, her eyes glittered with her desire. "Naked again?" I smiled at the obvious delight bubbling inside her and at the plan I had for her, contrary to today's rehearsal. I nodded, to answer one part of her inquiry, the digital part that would not be a lie, but leaving the emotional part that she had spent such trouble hiding from her world, even while her lust was often evident.
"Next Saturday. I'm making preparations now." I made a mental note to call Crowley and set them into motion, because for now, they were only in my mind. I had a different thought and voiced it. "How soon will that mark fade?" Bethlynn's eyes unfocused as she sought the answer.
"A few daysth, if I am light on her." She chuckled then, a sound utterly inconsistent with Bethlynn's usual demeanor. "Sthe'll beg for more, but I won'th give ith to her. She needsth the pain...but I'll mark her up to sthow you how it looksth. Then, Misther Gale, you musth fuck her."
I shivered. I watched Bethlynn lay the cane to Jeri's body. Bethlynn marked her stomach first, with incredible precision. Light little strikes but hard enough to leave distinct welts. It must have hurt but Jeri only gasped and hissed. Her penchant for sarcasm and argument seemed to have vanished into the gloom of the room. The spotlight shown on her so when she began to sweat, she glistened like she'd been greased.
My uneasiness grew but at the same time I endured a dual response that unsettled me. Of course there was the sexual response to seeing this beautiful, nude woman hanging before us, taking the punishment, enduring the pain with an obviously increasing arousal suffusing her body. She even hissed "Yes" from time to time as the cane touched her skin and puckered it. When Bethlynn hesitated, Jeri would lift her head and look around, eyes glazed with her erotic daze, licking her lips like she'd been feeding and had the meal removed out of her reach.
The other thing that affected me was the artistic precision of Bethlynn's motions. The lines appeared on Jeri's stomach in perfect formation, straight and true, evenly spaced so that her belly glowed pink as it was covered yet with the shimmer of her white skin between the little welts. I was entranced by the precision, the care, the delicate pattern that formed, broken only by the divot of Jeri's belly button. Bethlynn displayed an amazing skill with the little cane and its stinging impact on Jeri's skin.
Bethlynn stopped when Jeri orgasmed the first time. I watched with both amazement and relief...oh, and some amount of jealous chagrin for it was beyond me to imagine that I could ever draw out the wracking, sobbing, gurgling climax that Jeri displayed in response to the caning. Mrs. Lewis bucked once and then keened at the ceiling and the heavens beyond...Her head raised and her hair shimmered as she shook and quivered with the orgasm...I knew it was that because she repeated, "Cumming! Cumming! Cumming" in her mellifluous voice while it possessed her. Bethlynn stopped her ministrations, letting Jeri buck and quake through her orgasm without interference. Jeri did buck and quake until she fairly dangled from her restrains. Her thighs glistened and her fluid dripped from her cunt, making a little pool under the spreader bar between her legs.
I was all twisted up inside.
I couldn't look away, dared not leave. I couldn't show that sort of weakness, I thought, because I owned both these women and Bethlynn, in all her lisping shyness could not could not be seen as superior to me...I just couldn't stomach that, irrespective of what anyone else thought, I had to remain rooted in place like a soldier on guard until this passed me by. At the same time, I felt waves of erotic satisfaction emanating from Mrs. Lewis. Anytime her eyes found mine, she seemed to be messaging me but she was far from clear. If she felt distress, I imagined it was like mine, unnerved by her body's response to the pain she was feeling. When the orgasm overtook her, she surrendered to it completely and shook and bucked, her voice singing an hallelujah, wordless but unmistakable.
In the lee of that orgasm, Bethlynn turned to me and offered me the little wispy cane in her hand.
"Misther Gale, sthe isth your sthlut. You sthould mark her yoursthelf."
I wanted to refuse the offer, to remain unaffected and unattracted by what I was witnessing but my masculine sense of domination overwhelmed me and I took the cane. I felt dirty as the elation rose in me. The two feelings warred, battling like the white and black dog, growling inside me, immobilizing me, so that I stood staring at Jeri's shivering body. Jeri raised her head, her chestnut hair sticking to her sweating brow. Her eyes were feverish and she said the one thing that unhinged me completely. Those overheated eyes did not look at me, they fixed on the cane in my hand.
"Please!"
The plea issuing from her rich lips and that look in her eyes made me straighten my back and will myself to move...to no avail.
"Misther Gale, perhapsth you might like to mark her assth?" Bethlynn reached out and took me by the elbow and led me behind Jeri. I realized then I wasn't searching Jeri's eyes for some sign that she was distressed so I could rescue her and take her home with me away from all this erotic confusion, I was staring at her nipples glowing red even as her white flesh pinked up on both breasts even though they went untouched.
"Her assth." Bethlynn whispered.
I shuddered like I was cold but I identified the flush of adrenaline flooding my bloodstream and amping up every nerve in my body. I closed my eyes, mastered myself as I'd learned to do in business negotiations when they lurched into the ditch, and imagined striking Jeri's perfect, white ass with the cane in my hand. I opened my eyes, and I struck her hard, far harder than I'd intended.
Jeri bucked, her hissing was loud, like a release of steam in a boiler room. When she spoke, it broke my trance.
"God, Josh, again, god please, like that again!" Her voice warbled with what I labeled as "need", but it was full of passion and desire and lust all woven together into a single note and tone. "Again, please, Master!"
Master!
That word got to me and something in me either switched on or switched off. I struck her ass four or five more times, with increasing ferocity until Jeri was screaming, loudly. No, not just loudly, but with a banshee's shrill lunacy that bubbles paint and makes sound into pain that you feel in your marrow.
Bethlynn's hand on my wrist stopped me.
"No, sthir." She whispered. "Too hard. Thosthe marksth will not fade now."
I stared at Jeri's ass and felt ashamed. Not only had I raised violent scarlet welts on her ass but they were haphazard, crisscrossing her bulging ass cheeks in a chaotic display of my unfettered passion vented on her with the evil little wand in my hand. Bethlynn opened my hand and took it away from me. I felt, childish, infantile and the feeling irked me. I wanted to shout and rage against the storm but instead I stepped back. Grace under pressure was my mother's mantra and she insisted that whenever I found someone who exceeded me in some way, that I honored them and their talent. That insight served me well in my life.
Unaccountably, I felt a terrible longing for my parents, a feeling of being small again, protected and yet I knew that was all gone, vanished in the fire of a disaster that took them from me. It's odd how such longing can arise in you at nearly anytime...the desire to have something you know is impossible but at the same time, it remains alight in you, burning brightly. Instead of raging at the frustration of not having what I wanted, I kept that desire alive because it told me clearly that I could desire things and not have them and survive the experience. Desire, my father told me many times, is a pleasure we often forget to enjoy because we refuse it unless and until we know that we can satisfy it. That is wrong...desire is to be cherished independently of satisfying its demanding lust. That means, when we do pursue a desire, it is by choice, not mere animalistic need.
"Let me, Misther Gale, I will give her what sthe desthiresth but leave her clear for her performancthe nexth week."
Bethlynn was as good as her word. She laid that cane onto Jeri's body from knees to neck front and back. When she finished, Jeri was indeed begging to be struck harder and her pussy was leaking onto the floor and down both thighs, stretched to the side as they were. She groaned, she writhed. Her body glowed pink with light pink welts, all well placed straight lines like she'd been louvered from the inside, except for my canted and lurching lines that showed on Jeri's ass like an emblem. Bethlynn's artistry made my clumsy work appear intentional and beautiful, like I'd signed a work of art. Jeri writhed under the cane but never once begged for it to stop, not once.
Finally, Bethlynn relented. Jeri's sobbing cries for more and harder, silenced when Bethlynn growled at her and slapped her cheek playfully. Bethlynn then kissed Jeri and bent lower and suckled each nipple. Jeri groaned and writhed more. Her body seemed alive with movement but she could barely move at all, stretched and spread as she was. She was helpless and contrary to my expectation that she'd curse and threaten, she cooed and groaned, moaned and cried for more throughout. I stood watching, unable to take my eyes off the nude woman and her tormentor. Every urge in me wanted to stop it, well, except my hard cock and the mental acuity that told me over and over again that Jeri Lewis loved the pain she was experiencing since her voice and body both seemed to agree. So I waited and watched.



Bethlynn fastened a thick leather belt around Jeri's waist with three big silver hoops on it. She released a leather line from the back wall and attached a clip to Jeri's waist onto one silver hoop that the belt ran through. There were two other hoops and Bethlynn attached other clips to them and then positioned them across Jeri's waist so the line held her broadly and not in one spot. She then tightened the line so that it tugged Jeri back. Bethlynn went to the control panel and the arm bar lowered. Jeri bent as it released the tension until she was bent from the waist, her ass arched over her bent lower back but her arms still over her head...the waist line kept her legs under her.
"Fuck her now, Misthter Gale." Bethlynn whispered, her rasping lisp caressed me and I moved, with nary a thought that I'd been ordered to the task I wanted so badly to perform. I wanted Jeri and I wanted her now.
I stripped off my pants, shoes and socks in the right order and carried my hard cock to Jeri.
"Mrs. Lewis, I have fucked you on stage but this is for the contract." I whispered, eliding the encounter over the hood of her car. "You are mine to give away." I stated. She nodded.
"Yes, god, yes."
I moved behind her, held the line to her waist to the side and crouched to line up my cock. I thrust into her, pushing past the tension in her ass and the lips of her cunt until her luscious body surrounded me. I felt the heat in her lined ass. My hands grasped her full hips, steading her while I eased my cock into her body. She hissed, as though I were pressing the very life from her, replacing it with my confused but surely raging need. I penetrated her slowly and deeply, then withdrew and rammed into her again. She screamed some inchoate adulation and orgasmed. Her body bucked with it, unmistakably and profoundly. Held as she was, the motions were subtle but without doubt, she orgasmed. The caning had done its work on her and a pencil thrust inside her might have set her off.
My cock was much more than a pencil inside her. I wrote out my need on her cunt walls in broad, flowing script and her cunt clasped me tight. Of course, the feel of my cool skin against her marvelous hot ass, may well have been equally causal. I held her by the hips, the line to her waist tight against my side. I fucked her. In and out of her gushing cunt, back and forth, crashing my body against the cushion of her ass. Her great glute muscles tightened and spasmed, went lax and then seized again. I felt her body pulling at me, demanding that I fill her, fuck her, use her, possess her. All that resistance her sharp tongue catered to the rest of us was washed away in the flood splashing us both as I gained speed and force, thrusting into her.
She orgasmed.
Once, twice, three times...in rapid succession.
The illusion that I needed to fuck her for the contract and finalize it was dispelled and I pulled out of her. I felt the implicit subservience and hated it. Bethlynn was in control in this place, in her space and Jeri had orgasmed for her as much as for me. It was Bethlynn I needed to fuck, to finalize her contract. With my cock dripping and aching for release, I walked around to Jeri's head, knotted my hand in her hair as Bethlynn had done and pulled her head up.
"You are willing to be her slave?" I asked. "Her sex slave."
"By Buddha's balls, yes!" Jeri muttered. "I need this, Mr. Gale. I...something has been missing for me and this was it. I know it. God I can't believe it. How did she know?" I shrugged. That mystery lay with the lisping woman. I turned to Bethlynn.
"You have a deal. Sign the papers." She nodded. She went to the table and with a pen signed both copies, taking one for herself. She turned around.
"You fuck me now." She whispered, her voice clarion clear. I nodded, my thought exactly. "Where? How?" Bethlynn asked. I pointed to the bar over Jeri's head, holding her bent frame.
"There, hands on that." I whispered.
Bethlynn moved past me, her breasts swaying a little over the shelf of the corset. It framed her fine breasts but did not dare constrain them. She delicately touched her hands to the bar over Jeri's head and then gripped it firmly near the center, arching her back and moaning softly as she assumed the position. She rocked onto her right leg and widened the other, utterly exposing herself to me.
I did not hesitate.
Rather than touch her at all, rather than trying foreplay the more, I assumed that every moment in her little dungeon was foreplay to her. I lined up my cock, touching the head to the pursed lips of her cunt. She groaned loudly, the lisp forgotten and gone. I encountered her hole and filled it with my cock. She was slick, wet, aroused and open. Her plush cunt allowed me inside, escorting me almost, sucking at my hard, already slick cock from being inside Jeri. I slide into Bethlynn.
"Oh Christ, Mr. Gale, fuck me!" Her voice rang clear as a bell, without a hint of the lisp. Her pussy clamped down me, like fingers and lips and passion. I groaned, my body fired by the near presence of Jeri Lewis, her head nuzzled Bethlynn's torso, feeling my forceful thrusting into the other woman's grasping cunt. I had a moment, imagining Jeri's sensations, awash in the afterglow of orgasm even while Bethlynn's needy body bobbed against her head, perhaps her face, I could not see.
My hands held Bethlynn by her sides, why I cannot say. It would have been more convenient to grasp her slender hips and grind us together but something about her...perhaps a blunted desire to cup her tits in my hands left me halfway there, the rough ridges of her red and black corset under my hands captivated me, a contrast to her satin skin. As sometimes happens, the erotic thrill of having this woman bent to my will, my cock thrusting inside her willing body, spasming with orgasm left me bereft of will and stuttering with indecision so my hands held her by the sides and I fucked her, hard and fast.
In moments, my orgasm arrived and I bucked against her, flexed with my need and produced this spurt of satisfaction that became the erotic flow of cum into her cunt. I grunted and she bucked under me. Her various climaxes seemed to have unwound the tension in her and her response to me was more to coddle my need than to express any great ecstasy in her body. Yet I felt it, that luscious delight from delighting her, from penetrating through the veil of her shy lisp to the clarion clear words she moaned each time she bucked through a new wash of ecstasy.
"Fuck me, Mr. Gale." She howled at the last, her voice clear and untainted by any lisp. So I fucked her, despite the rasping end of my own orgasm in its little death throes. Usually I go numb or just unconscious but this time, buried in Bethlynn, possessing her finally with Jeri strung up like a lurid hunk of meat for our use, I seemed to feel every rill and fold of her cunt along my tingling cock as I rammed into her. My orgasm faded and I felt cum bubble out between us and surely it was running rivulets down her thighs. I felt pride. Suddenly the desire to fuck the women of Holdingsfield seemed like a holy duty, a crusade...to fill them each with my cock and make them howl with orgasm and ecstasy such as they have never known, perhaps, or at least cannot resist having again...perhaps that has taken hold of me and I cannot escape it.
The thought roiled in me as I lay over Bethlynn's corseted back, gasping for breath, letting the pleasure of ownership suffuse me. When I finally backed away from her body, extracting my cock from her cunt, she straightened and turned to me immediately, enfolded me in her arms, her bare breasts against my chest, and kissed me like a lover.
"Joshua, I know what it means to want ownership and now I feel what it means to be owned. Thank you." Her words were soft, clear and sincere as her hard nipples. I smiled. In that moment, though, something flashed through me. I separated from her and stared at her, then past her at the stripped and hanging woman we two had shackled and caned into orgasm.
"What about the others?" I asked, suddenly filled with chagrin and distaste for what this dungeon implied to me.
"What otherths?" Bethlynn lisped at me. Her eyes held me, fierce and questioning.
I looked around for my clothes and spying them, began to dress, not giving in to the suddenly raging need to be out of this place. I didn't answer her. I dressed and left her there with only a single phrase to distract her from what was inside me.
"She's yours now...to use...but she must be ready to perform next Saturday." I left then, not staying long enough to know if I made sense or told the truth. What happened next I could only imagine and I did, in lurid detail. I imagined all the implements of pleasure and control that Bethlynn exhibited were put to use and with them Jeri was used as well, a bundle of flesh to be teased into trembling orgasms or whipped into passionate screams.
I went home but cruised through the kitchen without glancing at Jennifer or giving her just due for the wonderful aroma that wafted around me. Whatever she was cooking made me hungry but I went to my car and drove away. On the freeway, my mind whirred and clicked. Something was attacking my sense of balance and it unnerved me. Driving often soothed me, but other times it cleared my mind. In this case, clearing my mind had consequences that were far from soothing.
I clicked through possibilities, mostly imagining the various women of Holdingsfield strung up on the apparatus as Jeri Lewis had been. I bucked with the thought, seeking some worthy generalization that could help me make sense of things, not only what I had just seen but what I'd felt about it. My strong sexual reaction surely meant something, surely indicated something had shifted.
I touched that idea. Had something really shifted? Was my hard cock testimony to a change or just the natural result of owning the women of Holdingsfield. The next thought undid me. What if pain was genuinely a legitimate sexual experience? This idea wasn't new to me but having stood still while Bethlynn marked Mrs. Lewis converted it from a mere idea into a reality I'd simply not faced before. So there was that but it was the next thought that truly rattled me.
What if everyone had the capacity to convert pain into pleasure? To convert it from something we avoid into something that accentuated the sexual experience and heightened the orgasm? The generality of the idea buffered it but the next though had no buffer. I should explore the tolerance for pain with the women of Holdingsfield. It rattled me couched in the certain knowledge that I didn't really want to "hurt" them...but that for Sharon's sake, I did wish to subjugate them, to have them fawning over my will, available to me to use as I wished. I did want them all on their knees and perhaps Bethlynn and her dungeon was on way to fully subjugate them, to put them on their knees but more, to make them desire it with every inch of their empty cunts!
Perhaps for the first time, I faced this reality with no frilly rationalizations. No doubt Sharon had a cause to seek revenge but what I sought was ownership but without the illusion that I was ever going to release them. I looked at my employees as people I was working to make rich or better or wiser...to impact their lives positively, even while then incurred my wrath or punishment...I always thought that I was doing right by them. Now however, I had to admit, I wanted to explore the pain and pleasure juxtaposition with each of my women and I had the utility to do it. Bethlynn would wield the whip and I could look on and see clearly how it works. I could submit every woman I owned to Bethlynn to discover if they could orgasm under the lash, so to speak. The thought rippled through me like a storm front.
I started to tremble, so badly that I exited the first place I could, parking quickly in a place beneath an over pass with canted white lines but no cars about at all. The gloom of night was there, spangled by the street lights.
Even in my trembling, I remembered I needed to call Bayle Schneider. I put the thought of Bethlynn and her lash out of my mind. I mastered myself as I had done dozens of time since my parents died and left me as the sole heir to their fortune and the fortunes of all who depended on me. That thought calmed me and I breathed deep, knowing that I'd touched something important, a boundary into and undiscovered country for which I had no visa. Not yet...and I had no true idea if I wanted one and thereby lay the conundrum and the terror. I'd glimpsed something that unnerved me and being unnerved unnerved me. I spent my adult life being the master of my destiny and here I was trembling from watching a woman writhe in throes of the ecstasy of pain, against all my sensibilities.
I steeled myself and dialed Crowley. It seemed odd that Bayle would call me on a blocked number that I could not call myself. It was barely dark but I wanted this matter settled. As I presumed, Crowley knew how to wend my way through Bayle's hedgerow of cell security and I was soon listening to his phone ring. I got out of the car and leaned against it in the chill of the evening. Some movement down the gloomy way caught my eye. A young woman stood with suitcases at her sides. Odd.
"Hello? Who is this?" Bayle's voice sounded irate.
"Joshua Gale." I said reflexively. I heard his intake of breath, not a gasp or anything so obvious, he was no amateur to let his feelings show in a negotiation but then he muttered something that explained even that tiny lapse.
"Cherry, stop a minute." I didn't know if he intended me to hear that but I did. "Alan, you got this number!"
"Crowley." I responded.
"Oh, of course. That old coot, I know everyone has tried to pry him out of your employ but it's not money that seals him to you, is it?" I didn't respond. "Okay of course, fine. Crowley is a company secret." He chuckled dryly and without amusement. "Thanks for getting in touch with me." I nodded, like he could see that.
"Of course. I had a gap in my schedule and thought it might work to touch base with you now."
"Sure, I was about to fuck Cherry girl but she can wait. I told you about how my wife discovered my mistress?"
"No, just that she had...I don't need the story, fascinating as it might be. What can I do for you?" Bayle, truth be told, could be a bore, talking endlessly about things that only mattered to...well, no one. Not even him. He kept up a constant babble to distract the people around him and allow him time to think...to calculate, which worked because he could jabber and think at the same time. Others can't.
"I well, okay, we'll get down the brass tacks. I want you to fuck my wife and my mistress." When pressed, the man could be direct.
"I see. You think that will fix your domestic problems?" I didn't much care but I didn't want to get cast in his little morality play either.
"Alan, listen, this is not my idea. It's my wife's."
"Violetta came up with this?" I asked.
"She did. She says I have been screwing both her and Cherry with my cheating so she wants me to watch them both get fucked by someone else. Tied to a chair, she said, while they are used for sex. You are a good candidate because all you want is to use them sexually. You're not trying to gain any advantage."
"Oh, who told you that?"
"Everyone knows it, Alan...you might screw a guy's wife but only after the deal was done, just because she wanted you to. You're not underhanded."
I decided to be underhanded, or at least challenging.
"I think you should bring Dale along."
"Dale? Why? He's just a kid. Our parents' little oopsiedoo."
"Yes, but I think he should get your wife and mistress too." The silence crackled in my ear. I waited, smirking but also wondering if I'd pushed the man too much.
"Jesus, Alan, that's genius." I released my breath. Good, I thought. "Vi won't be able to resist but that very fact will be embarrassing for her. Dale, he'll love that...I'll get to watch?" I shrugged.
"Maybe...might not be for me to say." I chuckled. "Watching can be...uh...erotic." Long silence.
"No kidding. You're right about that. I've often wanted to see Violetta do another guy...I never told her because, well, I thought she'd go ballistic. And here she goes demanding it!" He laughed then. I couldn't decipher if it was a jolly laugh or the hacking sort of laugh caused by nervousness. "Life can be strange."
"Yes, you have no idea. Call Crowley tomorrow afternoon and I'll have things arranged." I needed a guest house or two to allow people some space and so the girls could select whom they wanted. Suddenly I felt pressure to complete the harem and move onto posting them for use in the colony of cunt. I grunted at the phrase. Cunt Colony...has a ring to it. I felt so crass with the phrase in my mind I hiccupped around it. I laughed.
"Thanks, Alan, really! I'll recommend you to others I know." The guy hung up and was gone. I stared at the phone, imaging what it would be like to fuck a man's wife while he sat tied to a chair. Tied! The thought smacked me in the face and I was back in Bethlynn's little dungeon. God what a feeling that was!
I bowed my head, leaning on the car.
A sound startled me. I looked up in time to see two scruffy looking guys struggling with the small woman I'd seen with the suit cases. She was young, straight brown hair. She held onto a back pack with one hand and a suitcase of light blue with the other. The two guys were stealing from her. I could see that. I started running towards them but one of the hit the woman in the face and she crumpled, releasing her stuff. They hooted and ran. Even burdened, I knew I'd never catch them. I was stiff and slowed by the evening's use of me, drained of energy as it were.
I arrived before the young woman and stood over her. She lay on her side, facing away from me, weeping piteously.
"Are you okay?" I asked and immediately felt inane. "I mean, did they hurt you? Is anything broken?"
The woman sat up and looked around at me. She didn't flinch.
"What do you want?" She demanded, her defiance blazing even through her tears.
"What happened?" I asked. Something about this woman stirred something in me. I'd been so stirred and so rearranged in the last few hours, it wouldn't seem like she'd make a ripple but she seemed...different. It awakened something in me I couldn't imagine feeling.
"They fucking took all my stuff. Goddammit. Now I have nothing at all!" Tears swelled in her eyes again but she didn't blink, look away or wipe at them. She glared at me. "I had an apartment with this other witch and she stole my money and moved out. I couldn't pay my car payment so I turned it in so they didn't repossess it. A guy offered to help me but when he made it clear he'd only help me if I fucked him, I made him let me out, and he let me out here and now what little I could carry is gone. Fuck me!" Now she did look away.
Now, it's not like I didn't have anything else to do in my life and not like I needed any more pussy either. Fuck me, to echo her sentiment but in the next moment I was lifting her up in my arms and carrying her towards my car. Oh, she struggled but she didn't say a word. I was nicely dressed and the rental was a big Caddy. I lay her in the back seat. She just lay there on her side, face to the seat back. I leaned over her for a moment.
"Look, if you want a place to stay, I have a place. Several. You can stay until you figure something out." I have no idea what possessed me. I mean, I wasn't looking to get into her pants or nothing. I was busy trying to farm out the pussy I already owned. I just felt...yeah, I felt pity for her and I could and wanted to help. So I did, that's my only explanation.



"What's your name, girl?" I asked. I felt it, how harsh I sounded. "I'm sorry. If you want to go, I'll let you. I just thought I could help." The girl turned onto her back and looked up at me, the most vulnerable and adorable female I'd ever seen. Then she leaned up, half sitting, and kissed the point of my chin. My heart fluttered. I am a young man, after all and this woman was 22 maybe 23, so not the older woman type I'd been fucking lately. I couldn't move.
"I'm Joshua Gale." I said, finding something to say beside, oh my god! She smiled a wan smile.
"Thank you, Mr. Gale, I'm pleased to meet you. Yes, thank you, I would like to stay with you." She smiled, then a little flicker before it vanished. "I'm Jessica, Jessica Taylor but you can call me Jessi."



        

  
    A Fuck Toy Graduation Episode 05
  
  A Fuck Toy Graduation Episode 05

        Loves Lurid Bondage Takes Taylor Ep 5.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-fuck-toy-graduation-episode-05

Title: A Fuck Toy Graduation Episode 05

Author: Contrasting

Category: BDSM

Description: Loves Lurid Bondage Takes Taylor Ep 5.

Tags: toys, degradation, bdsm, butt plugs, dildos, gangbang, humiliation

Series: A Fuck Toy Graduation


"What?" Taylor screamed. "You told them what?"
Tim Stanton cringed. Taylor towered over him. She was naked, she was aroused, but wanton and wanting. Tim had had her for three days and she'd not come once with him. She'd been coddled close to the edge, escorted to the moment of delight but always the little shit left her wanting and empty, unfulfilled and desperate for that ecstatic relief that gave her respite.
The days since the initiation of her sister were a confusion of sensual delight and emotional confusion with a subtle but chaotic horror interposed just for texture. The Adult Club had fucked Taylor both in mouth and cunt through to the early morning hours of Sunday. Mr. G had appeared about five in the morning and released her from the clever bonds he'd tied Friday night, designed to be loosened every couple hours to let her body recover, then tightened back down so she could be restrained while being used. It was a function of both his skill with the rope but also Taylor's physical endurance that she'd remained tied all weekend. She'd been carried to the toilet like a slab of meat and done her business and then been cleaned and mopped only to return to the table to continue sucking cocks and having them shoved into her ravenous cunt that drooled and begged all on its own. When women licked and sucked at her, she writhed and came for them. When cocks rammed into her, she writhed and came for them. When she sucked cock and it spurted, she swallowed cum until she felt bloated and then she swallowed more.
By the time Mr. G released her, she was dazed but quivering with a heightened reaction to any touch to her body, cunt or lips but her muscles, once so finely tuned, had finally lost their resistance and she'd become lax, unable to respond when penetrated and her orgasms rippled through her body like sound waves through cotton, with barely any evidence to an observing eye. Yet still she climaxed, unable to resist her body's need. Released from her bonds, she lay on the now dank futon on the table letting her legs and arms twitch and jerk as they adjusted to obeying her conscious mind once more without restraint. Mr. G stood over her, a hand laying on her belly, talking and her mind comprehended but some of it.
He spoke to Tim Stanton.
"Make her love you, Tim. You love her, don't you?"
"God, Mr. G, yes, I adore Taylor Dillon." Tim husked, his voice rough with overwrought emotion.
"Take her to your house..."
"What about her parents?"
"Shut up, Tim and listen." Mr. G growled. Abashed, Tim nodded. "Take her to your house and give her a nice bath, clean her, inside and out and then take her to bed. Make love to her and then let her sleep. I'll arrive about five or so to take her home."
"Home? What? I thought I got her for two weeks?" Tim's whine made Taylor want to jump up and stick a finger down his throat just to make him gag so he'd feel what she was feeling. She was too physically exhausted to move and enact that violent wish so it just sat in her mind teasing her with her on incapacity.
"Tim, trust me. Do you trust me?"
"Yes, yes of course." Tim whispered.
"Then make sure Taylor is well rested and ready at five." Mr. G looked down at Taylor and she swore she could feel his eyes on her like a heating lamp, warming her, soothing her. She opened her eyes.
"But when do I get her back?" Tim asked, pulling Mr. G's dark eyes from her. Taylor hated Tim in that moment, for robbing her of that luscious pleasure of Mr. G's eyes on her naked body.
Mr. G looked back to Tim like he was looking at gum on the bottom of his shoe.
"Tim, if you trust me, you'll do as I tell you." He smiled and patted Tim's cheek. "You'll have what you want. I promise, just have Taylor ready to go by five when I arrive. Okay?"
Tim nodded.
"Yes, yes, okay, Mr. G. Five." Tim looked tired but he still drove Taylor to his house, she was wearing only a long bathrobe that she understood in a dull way must be David Carter's robe, which gave her a complicated little tingle. She asked about Tim's mother as Tim bundled her out of the car to the front door, his house didn't have a garage so she had to walk across the weed-ridden lawn to the front door barefoot in only the white bathrobe.
"Mom's gone until Thursday." He said. His voice had warbled then and Taylor had noted it vaguely but without the proper diligence to mark it for later consideration. She'd have cause to regret that, although by then the matter was set and nothing could have been done to change her fate.
What followed was the most surprising hours of pleasure and contentment Taylor had ever known in her life. Tim ran a bath and then helped Taylor into it. She lay limply in the slick, sudsy water enjoying the soothing heat and the delicate jasmine aroma therapy while Tim lifted her limbs and cleansed her. He polished her skin between her toes and behind her ears. He washed her hair, sticky and brittle with cum that had been sprayed there by the Adult Club. He aroused her by pushing fingers into her cunt and swishing them around inside her, pressing more and more cum out of her body until she actually felt clean inside. She didn't mention that her ass hole twitched and longed for his soft fingers there too. Tim would have been scandalized.
He talked the whole time, his voice a mewling swirl of fantasy and practicality. He spoke of how long he'd loved her and that she was his now and he'd cherish her forever...all sorts of saccharine platitudes that made Taylor want to spit in his face but her exhaustion was so total that she merely smiled vaguely at his words. That proved a round mistake because Tim took that as approval and so it encouraged him and he redoubled his fawning praise of her. Taylor saw no way to shut his gob and so had to endure it. She felt like she was drowning in honey.
When she'd been cleaned and pampered in the bath until she felt nearly new again...and horny again to her shock and dismay...he tried to lift her out himself but couldn't. She had to exert her tired and now finally aching muscles to rise out of the tub. She wobbled and would have fallen had Tim not been there to support her and that put bile in her belly she tasted behind her teeth. He was naked by then and hard as a pencil. He nonetheless helped her into the shower, one of the few luxuries the house contained both a bath tub and a shower. Since he was naked they went into the shower together and she let him run his soft hands all over her body, smoothing off soap and massaging her. She stood like a tinman, locked into place by rust and inertia while Tim massaged her. The idiot didn't realize making her stand tensed a lot of the muscles he rubbed but Taylor said nothing. He tried. He wasn't strong enough to do much good rubbing but the very softness of his efforts proved surprisingly enjoyable and disturbingly erotic.
By the time Tim helped her to bed, she was aroused again.
Not the raucous need that made her wince but a soft, almost soothing desire to be used again so when she was settled in his mother's large soft bed, naked and at ease and Tim crawled between her legs and entered her with his average cock, she almost welcomed it. Any port in storm, she thought as his cock penetrated her cunt.
"Oh Taylor!" Tim whispered. "I love you so much!" He lay on her, his cock lodged inside her. He raised up and waited for her to open her eyes and look at him.
When she did, she saw such adoration, for a moment her shriveled little heart swelled. "He loves me!" She thought for the first time, perhaps ever. "He actually loves me!" The thought startled her so profoundly that her hips rose up under him in some semblance of a sexual response to him planted between her legs. Tim moaned and came, absolutely immediately.
Taylor would have screamed in frustration if she'd had any strength left but having none, she moaned. Tim clearly thought it was an expression of pleasure which made him grind down harder between her legs. Despite the longing in her that being fucked all weekend created, wanting more of that, Tim's softness, his tenderness, his very delicacy that had once irked and even nauseated her served to comfort and sooth her. That it did not approach matching the use she'd endured for two days seemed to lose importance and before he pulled out of her, she'd found a curious and surprising appreciation for the gentle penetration that simply felt good but had no hope of bring her to orgasm.
She drifted to sleep with that curious idea in her mind, that having Tim make love to her felt good. She woke later and Tim was inside her again, humping between her open legs. Something about his temerity to use her like that thrilled her but then he spoiled it by kissing her. His lips were soft...like a woman's! The thought made the kiss more erotic than it actually felt because it brought back to her the memory of Miss Rollins kissing her and that did arouse her. When Tim came again, she accepted his offering into her body with something approximating pleasure. The very fact that he could use her without requiring her participation or response actually made it...almost...satisfying. That sleep was better and more satisfying was a very real insult to Tim but if he understood it, he didn't care.
He seemed immune to her indifference, to her lack of involvement in their coupling. He fucked her twice more before the afternoon was over. Each time she woke to him penetrating her and each time she felt some sort of pleasure she'd never suspected was possible to her. It was pleasure at being loved, needed, wanted but also being poorly used. Nothing prepared her for the feelings that emanated from Tim Stanton while he used her. She was too exhausted, too sleepy to have much of an opinion and in fact, his use of her was the one thing that was a familiar source of arousal for her. She tried to feel like she was being used but his soft hands, his gentle lips, his constant murmurs of love and adoration spoiled it for her. It jellied her. No tension rose in her to make her body buck with orgasm. Just the lax contentment of being constantly soothed. She hated it.
He woke her with sandwiches at about four and had her dressed in an ill-fitting dress of his mother's when Mr. G arrived to pick her up. The man snorted and striped her, his hands flying over her body in so perfunctorily a way, it shouldn't have had any effect on her but instead, his very disinterest in her gave her such pleasure, she was wildly aroused by the time she was naked and he'd pulled Mr. Carter's robe onto her shoulders. It smelled fresh and only when she was walking barefoot down the pitted and cracked drive to Mr. G's car did she realize Tim must have washed and dried it for her.
Mr. G didn't even speak to her on the way to her house. Taylor's mind was still woolly with sleep so she almost appreciated the silence, not taking it for what it was, neglect. She lolled in that empty space matching it with her own Zen mind sort of emptiness until they arrived at her front door. Suddenly she realized she'd be walking into her house in nothing but a bathrobe that wasn't even hers! The thought shocked her into awareness.
"What are we doing here?" She asked.
"This where you live, Taylor," Mr. G said with a smirk and an indulgent smile. "I must say, I have never ever seen a woman fuck so much, so often and for so long with such actual pleasure as you can. You are a remarkable sexual mechanism."
The frank wonder in his voice made Taylor warm and the warmth remained with her through the front door of her house and inside. Her mother and sister were having dinner at the kitchen table. Anne leered at her but her mother stared at them like she was seeing some alien creatures appear magically in her kitchen.
"Mr. Gloustershire?" Tara Dillon said, surprise clear in her voice. "Taylor, what in heaven's name are you doing? Where are your clothes? Whose robe is that? What have you been doing?"
"She's been fucking all weekend. Your daughter is a slut." Mr. G said, his voice even and light as though discussing the weather.
Tara Dillon gasped. Anne choked. She'd been drinking from her glass of milk and when Mr. G spoke, she choked and milk came out of her nose which made her giggle.
"Anne! For Christ's sake!" Tara snarled but then handed her youngest daughter a napkin, dabbing at her messy face. "Here, you're too pretty to be doing that. Stop it." When the mess was finally cleaned and tidied, a lurid silence settled around the four of them.
"Taylor has become a sex slave." Mr. G said, his voice still overtly casual. His words made Taylor's cunt tingle and she was sure she'd just gotten wet.
"You know Tim Stanton?"
Mrs. Dillon nodded, her eyes wide and her jaw slack as though its glass had been shattered by an actual punch to her face.
"Taylor will be staying with him for the next couple weeks." Mr. G looked at Anne. "Miss Anne, go up and pack a week's worth of clothes for your sister and whatever else Taylor will need." He stared at Anne and when she didn't move immediately, he clicked his tongue at her. "Get along now, we don't have all night. Get to it, Anne."
Anne flinched into motion and disappeared up the stairs. She screamed down at her mother about where a suitcase was and Tara screamed back to use the big duffel in the guest bedroom closet. Taylor felt the surreal quality of the moment. Her mother had not made any fuss. Something was going on that she didn't understand. Her mother was about to make it all clear.
"You said there was something else, Mr. G? That you required?" Tara Dillon said, her voice papery and thin as Taylor had ever heard. Her mother sounded diffident and she'd never sounded like that before.
Mr. G nodded.
"You." He said but now his voice was thicker, fuller.
"Me?" Tara Dillon whispered, her voice replete with fatalistic horror.
"You." Mr. G repeated.
"But you said...!"
"I said that if you let me have Taylor, if you let me make Taylor the school hole, I wouldn't require Anne to be a hole for use right beside her."
Taylor flinched, torn between the excitement that squiggled between her legs and the clinching horror that her mother had once more managed to humiliate her in favor of her fucking sister!
"You said you wouldn't tell...!"
"And I won't. But...I want you. I've had the other two Dillon women, I want the third. And when I'm done, your daughters will lick you clean."
"Oh my god, no!" Tara Dillon breathed the words.
"You have been having sex with..." Mr. G stopped and looked at Taylor. He suddenly untied the sash on Taylor's robe and peeled it off her shoulders leaving her naked before her mother. She shivered from the chill of her sudden exposure. "...Taylor since she turned eighteen. Anne will testify to that effect. She's already assured me of that."
"You beast! Did you despoil my Anne!" Tara stood up, her great tits waving in her dress, clearly braless. Taylor stared at them despite herself. Her mother's tits were mammoth compared to her own. She felt doubly naked even with her mother clothed. She crossed her arms over her pitiful excuses for tits.
Mr. G nodded.
"I did. And I will have her again, whenever I wish. You know that she joined the Swanson Adult Club this weekend right? I fucked her in front of everyone and she came with me."
"Oh, god, no!" Mrs. Dillon gasped. "Taylor, what have you done to your sister? Goddamn you, Taylor...!" Tara's voice cut the air, slicing at Taylor but oddly enough, her nudity and Mr. G's warm hand on the small of her back immunized her from her mother's normally scathing effect. "You said you'd protect Anne! Not let her become part of Taylor's twisted depravity, you low life son of a bitch!"
Mr. G clicked his tongue.
"Now, now, Mrs. Dillon, we both know that you have no room to complain when it comes to spreading your legs, don't we? Your husband has been offering you in exchange for political capital for years. I told you that if you agreed to our little arrangement, I'd keep Anne as my own personal pet. I wouldn't let her become a school hole like Taylor here." His hand moved down and squeezed Taylor's tight little rump. The sensations that shot through her naked body surely indicated she wished him to mount her. The longing made her eyes misty and her knees weak.
Mr. G pushed Taylor to the side.
"I'm going to fuck you, Mrs. Dillon, here in front of your daughters, so they know that what I tell them to do supersedes anything you demand of them. You have to be my bitch just like they are. Taylor will be the school hole and Anne will be my hole, but so will you. You'll be my secret hole, the hole I use only when one of your daughters can watch. I'll have three Dillon women to use as I wish but only Taylor will be publicly on her knees for use by the adult world." He smiled and looked over at Taylor.
Taylor felt weak. In the space of a few minutes, the structure of her entire world had been rearranged. It wasn't done shifting, either.
"Strip." Mr. G said softly. "Get on your knees, Mrs. Dillon." He cocked his head. "I want you to suck my cock until Anne returns."
Taylor watched in amazed fascination as her mother's hands moved up to the top button on her floral dress and unbuttoned it. The second and third buttons released and her great tits appeared, all cleavage and proud. Tara Dillon's tits did not sag. Even after two daughters, they had magically retained their full stature. The rest of the buttons followed until the dress flopped open around her tits exposing her tummy and the half slip she wore around her waist.
Tara stared at Mr. G. He stared back.
For the first time in her life, Taylor saw her mother flinch in the presence of another person, male or female. Her force of nature shattered against the rock that was Mr. G.
"My Master!" Taylor whispered, thrilled and inspired by what she was witnessing. She waited for Mr. G to say, "take it off" but he didn't speak and after a minute's hesitation, her mother shrugged off the dress and let it pool around her ankles. In short order she skimmed down the half-slip and then her granny panties, leaving her totally nude. She stood and stared past Mr. G as though she didn't see him but after a moment, she stepped out of the puddled clothing and knelt down onto the kitchen floor. She settled onto her knees, her great breasts wagging as she moved, lifted her face, closed her eyes and opened her mouth.
Mr. G smacked his lips.
"Taylor, please take my cock out." Taylor sidled over to him but when she made to get to her knees, he grasped her by the elbow and kept her standing. She unzipped him and dug down into the mystery of his pants until she found and extracted his deliciously hard cock. His slight groan made her swell with pride. When he turned and pointed his cock at her, she thought her body would explode.
"Bend over, Taylor." Mr. G muttered, his voice thickening more.
For a moment Taylor stared at him but finally she turned around and bent over, spread her feet a little more and assumed the position, her pussy exposed to him. When he entered her, she groaned around the knot in her chest. It sounded loud and lewd. His cock slide into her like the proverbial hot knife through butter. She felt every tingling sensation as he pierced her deep, pushing his entire cock into her with barely any resistance.
"Oh my god!" Tara Dillon gasped. Taylor glanced over and found her mother staring at her, seeing her eldest daughter for the first, but likely not the last time, being mounted on a man's cock.
"Christ in a bucket, Taylor, didn't Tim clean you like I told him to?"
Taylor grunted around the cock in her body, feeling like it was lodged clear up in the back of her throat.
"He did." She managed to grunt. "But then he fucked me...uh...three times!"



Mr. G pulled out of her and Taylor swore she felt a puff of fresh air curl up inside her and cool the heat there. Mr. G slapped her ass.
"Stand up and watch your mother suck my cock, the cock I just had inside you." Mr. G said. Taylor straightened and turned to look down at her mother. Mr. G approached the kneeling woman, his cock dripping a long glassy strand of liquid from the end of it, testimony to what Taylor had inside her. Mr. G grasped Mrs. Dillon by the hair and touched the slurried end of his cock to her forehead.
"Suck me, Mrs. Dillon." He whispered.
Tara Dillon lifted a hand and bent the cock down, clearly swiping the end over her eye, which she closed, down her cheek to the corner of her mouth. She turned her head, pursing her rich lips and sucking the end through them. Mr. G groaned, making a loud but soft sound, like a mattress being dropped from a distance onto the floor. Her tongue appeared, licking out around the head of the cock and then sucking it in, pulling it into her mouth. She rose up on her knees and pushed her mouth down the length of his misshapen cock. It disappeared as the woman swallowed and swallowed and swallowed around it until her face pressed firmly against his body. Mr. G put a hand to the back of Tara's head. He looked over at Taylor.
"This, Taylor, this is how you suck a cock. Your mother should have been the one to teach you this, since she is clearly a master of the art, but she neglected you and now you are the school hole and she, well she sits on her knees with my cock in her mouth."
Something banged over head and Anne's voice drifted down to them.
"I'm going to fuck your mother but she's going to see me fuck you and fuck little Annie. Then, then I'm going to pour cum into your mother's cunt. You are all my females but you Taylor, you will still be the campus hole. I'll arrange for you to have a few days rest and respite but then it'll be time for your ass to be opened up for use. You'll truly be 'three holes Taylor' then."
Tara Dillon began to wriggle on his cock, snorting and whining as she ran out of air. Another loud bang came from overhead and then silence. Mr. G released Tara's head and she jerked back, exposing his long, slick cock, coated with her saliva. She gasped and coughed once, but then, to Taylor's immense surprise and chagrin, her mother reinserted the man's cock between her lips and pushed her head onto it again, completely absorbing its length into her mouth. Taylor felt humiliated all over again. Even her own mother could suck a cock better than she could!
The sound of Anne thumping down the stairs yanked Taylor's attention away from her mother's cock-filled face. Anne appeared, dragging a big red duffel behind her. It had thumped down the steps behind her, announcing her journey down from upstairs. She came to a panting halt, staring at her mother's cock-filled face.
"Holy shit!" Anne looked at Taylor, naked, her pussy pursed and drooling.
"Anne," Mr. G said, his voice tense and straining, "strip." He did not waste any words.
Anne confounded Taylor's expectations that she'd argue and prevaricate by pulling off her top and skimming down her slacks. She stripped naked with ease, suggesting to Taylor her sister had had much more practice stripping on command than anyone suspected. Mr. G pulled gently on Tara Dillon's hair but she didn't budge. Taylor felt a wave of embarrassment. Her mother was refusing to let the man extract his cock from her mouth! Mr. G pulled on the woman's hair, then thumped her head. When she did finally release the cock in her mouth, Tara did so with such a deep, heartfelt sigh, Taylor almost felt sorry for her cocksucking mother. She sounded so disappointed, so bereft!
Mr. G went to Anne took her in his arms and kissed her, his wet cock bent up between them. Taylor watched and felt that single fiery spike of acid in her belly as he watched the man kiss her sister. She felt jealous but also the raw sensuality of the vision of the nearly fully clothed man kissing her naked sister. Without even breaking the kiss, Mr. G lifted Anne's right leg and her body jerked and jumped as he entered her. She stood on one leg as he slipped his cock into her cunt. Taylor watched then glanced at her mother still kneeling on the floor. Tara sat watching the man mount her youngest daughter. While Taylor watched, her mother licked her lips half a dozen times.
Oh god, she thought, my mother and my sister...! Taylor felt left out and she resented that, violently but she couldn't flinch an inch to escape. Nude, her eyes remained locked on the sight of her sister being fucked by her body Master.
Mr. G pulled free of Anne and released her leg. Anne tottered then staggered over to the bar and plunked onto one of the stools there. Her head bowed over her naked body. Finally she managed to lift it up and look at Mr. G. He took that as a sign and moved back to Tara's mouth and fucked it again, his cock now coated with her second daughter's pussy sauce. Tara gagged this time but Mr. G did not relent. He continued to thrust his cock into the woman's mouth, a hand knotted in her hair. Tara managed to get teeth and tongue arranged so she could suck properly on the cock in her mouth. Taylor realized her mother was tasting her sister. God but that made her hot, just the thought of it.
Mr. G fucked Mrs. Dillon's mouth for a few dozen strokes before he withdrew from it. Tara fell forward onto her hands, gasping and gagging. A curtain of drool hung from her chin and lips.
"Up you go, Mrs. Dillon. Time to get fucked." Mr. G's voice sounded reassuring and comforting. Tara Dillon let him lift her from her knees and with a slight pause to move the dishes and condiments on the table to the far end, she laid down and Mr. G mounted her, thrusting directly into her clearly sloshing pussy and ramming his cock home until her ass bunched up between them, crumpled and creased with the impact.
Tara Dillon groaned loudly. She stretched her arms over her head, threading them through the stacked plates and condiments to grasp the other end of the table. Her mammoth tits bulged under her torso flaring out like huge pods cushioning her on the table. Mr. G fucked her. His cock rammed up inside her again and again, lifting her broad ass and bending her pliable spine just below the ribs. At one point, she rocked onto one hip and stuck a hand between her legs, clearly diddling for dollars and soon she bucked into a private little orgasm that left her gasping for air. Mrs. Dillon continued to pant, her hand working between her legs and moments later, she came again, grunting and bucking as it swelled up inside her.
Taylor glanced over at Anne but Anne ignored her, eyes fixed on their mother grunting and rutting like some farm animal being bred. Mr. G increased his force and speed, slamming into their mother harder and faster while Tara Dillon grunted and moaned, her hand clasped under her and only the slight bobbing of her elbow told the story of what she was doing. Her third orgasm arrived just before Mr. G erupted inside her and her fourth followed in short order. His cum bubbled up out of her and ran down her legs, twinkling in the kitchen light.
Mr. G groaned as he climaxed inside Tara, halting his assault on her cunt but pumping and humping as he dumped cum into her lush, voluptuous body. He sagged over Tara's back, bent and gasping. He held that pose for a couple minutes before pulling his cock out of her cunt, wiping it back and forth on her ass and stuffing it back into his pants. He turned and regarded Taylor.
"You are a wrenched clutch of cunt parts, Taylor but god, you can orgasm and orgasm without ever going numb...it's a super power we'll make use of. Come along. Put on the robe and get the duffel." He glanced back at her mother, still puddled on the table, heaving and sighing, her hand once more at work under her. "Your mother is a fine piece of ass, Taylor. She is worth fucking twice but I'm taking you back to Tim." He walked to the front door and hesitated while Taylor scrambled to don the robe once more and struggle with the duffel. At the door, she asked Mr. G to wait and scampered upstairs to get her diary. She wanted to peek inside but didn't dare. She stuffed it into the duffel under Mr. G's dark eyes. When she nodded, he opened the door and they went to the car and got into it.
Once headed across town to Tim's little tract house, Mr. G began to muse aloud. "Taylor, you are passable at sucking cock now and so this week maybe Thursday, maybe Friday, you'll be introduced to the ass. This will require a little more coordination as you can be damaged if you don't accommodate the cock properly and size does matter considerably more than it does with your slut cunt. You stay home from school...if they don't see you, they can't fuck you. Until you can take a cock in each hole, you'll still be open for business, never refusing anyone that wants to use you. You're a fuck hole, mouth and cunt until then. The adults at Swanson will use you as they wish. You can keep your work done, right?"
"Yes, Master." Taylor whispered. The tingling thrill that ran through her body left her gasping with pleasure. That two such words could have that effect on her seemed beyond conception but when she mouthed the words again, it happened again, as though a precursor to a genuine orgasm. Her amazement was mottled by Mr. G's words.
"Tim will be your boyfriend. You are to fall in love with him. All that contempt you showed him before, that's done. I never want to see you embarrass or reject Tim. He's the master of your heart. You must give into him, and let the pleasure he gives you seduce and consume you."
"You can't order someone to fall in love." Taylor mumbled, confused.
The car rolled to a stop, pulled over to the side of the road. Mr. G reached over, grabbed Taylor by the hair and pulled her across the console of his car, kissing her on the mouth. His fist knotted in her hair made her expect rough treatment but his lips were soft and pliable on hers and just the tip of his tongue flicked along the crease of her closed lips. Her mouth opened but his tongue didn't penetrate her. The longing for his tongue swelled up in her like a thunderhead. The kiss ended before she was ready and left her wobbling when he released her hair.
"Taylor, you will fall in love with Tim. When he's around, you keep your eyes on him. When he touches you, you sigh or coo or rub your self against him. Act in love enough and you will be in love for certain. He is your master, of your heart. I own your body. Some other will take control of your mind and you'll be wholly owned. You'll truly be the Swanson School hole in every sense." Mr. G chuckled and drove on.
Taylor was both skeptical and scared of the prospect. She was well met in being so.
Tim was attentive to her but not without using her. Sunday night, he fucked her four times in the night. Each time, his fingers found her cunt and twiddled her until she roused and then he placed her on her back and got between her legs and entered her with his convenient little dick. At first, Taylor longed for more meat than Tim offered. In time, she settled into the easy pleasure of his tiny penetration and the thrill of his thrill at being inside her, at his discretion. Sunday night he seemed insatiable though he never sated her or even approached her ecstasy. He simply fucked her as he desired and left her with a cool feeling of comfort, along with the milky sensation of his cum inside her. For all his other inadequacies, Tim came quite a lot. She woke with the crunchy goodness of come in her little butt crack and all up in the hair on her mound.
Instead of going to school, Tim remained home. He cooked them breakfast and even took a little time and fed Taylor like she was helpless. He put her in the bath again, cleaning his own cum out of her with his fingers then they slept again through the morning. In the afternoon, he laid her on a genuine massage table and rubbed her for two hours, which surprised her since he didn't get tired. His hands were soft and gentle and gave her none of the satisfaction of deep tissue massage. His touch was like warm oil being poured over her body and his attentiveness to every little area soothed her. They ate, watched some movies and then went to bed. She felt herself being coddled and it infected her. She liked it.
Tim got into bed with her and began kissing her. He kissed her like a tentative, respectful lover, not demanding, not taking but offering his lips to her and only pressing for more when she kissed him back. Despite herself, Taylor felt something, a thing she'd not imagined possible to her. She felt her body responding to Tim Stanton, not with anything approximating ecstatic arousal but something different. When he mounted her, he slid into her body without disturbing her at all, entering her cunt with a fizzing sensation of pleasure that relaxed rather than tensed her. His pumping thrill at being allowed inside her turned gentle and he kissed and kissed her, his lips covered hers but then wandered around her face, kissing ever inch of it, eyes and even her nose. The experience, being kissed so tenderly while his cock was buried inside her left her perplexed.
She never approached orgasm even once, instead she experienced a pleasure that was the very opposite of orgasm, it was relaxation and ease. Monday night he proved insatiable, taking her over and over again until she bubbled with his cum. Each time when she thought surely he was finished and they'd sleep, his little cock would rouse up again and he'd use her again, except it didn't feel like being used. Instead of just fucking her until he came, he kissed her and fondled her and stroked her body as no one ever had. She didn't come but she felt...when the word finally occurred to her, it startled and surprised her. She felt loved. Impossible as that seemed, once the word appeared in her mind, it wouldn't leave.
After the four or fifth time he took her, Taylor rolled onto her side and cuddled up to him. She felt his incandescent satisfaction, his lanky arm around her shoulders pulling fruitlessly at her but still, conveying his delight at having her in his bed. Nothing like that had touched her before. Taylor lay her cheek on his skinny chest and pondered what she was feeling. Could it be that she was falling in love with him?
The idea seemed preposterous until she touched on Mr. G's instructions. That confused her. On one hand, she felt flushed with satisfaction that she was obeying him but on the other, she felt certain that you didn't fall in love with someone as a deliberate act of will. It further confused her when Tim served her breakfast in bed the next morning and then, after she was satisfied in that way, sought to lick her pussy. He tried, he really did but she just felt relaxation and at ease. It felt dirty to have him licking at her cunt, knowing it oozed the cum he'd left in her the night before. Tim tried so hard to get her to respond, to tense and jerk with erotic arousal but she just lay there, swooning to be sure but in a gentle state of bliss that he could do nothing to increase.
In the end, they cuddled.
Taylor never remembered cuddling with anyone before and it had a startling and disturbing effect on her. She talked. She told Tim everything. Once she described losing her virginity the previous fall...which shocked him, he averred he thought she'd been sexual for much longer, it all came pouring out. Every sexual moment of her adult life turned into words that she couldn't prevent from spilling over her lips. She poured her shriveled little heart out to him and Tim listened, stroking her hair and kissing the top of her head as she talked. All morning she described how her body had been used. Several times she got so aroused just from recounting her sexual experiences, she mounted Tim's seemingly continuously hard cock and rode him till he came, which took about 30 seconds. Even astride him, she couldn't approach ecstasy but his excitement lodged inside her and she felt that quiet satisfaction that a woman knows, gained from the simple act of pleasing a man, despite the singular lack of actual erotic satiation. It wasn't mutual in a sexual way. Taylor felt something utterly alien to her. Having Tim's little cock spitting inside her made her emotional.
Tim fixed them lunch, making a simple soup that he flavored that was so savory Taylor consumed two bowls. They lay in bed again, dozing and mumbling. Taylor felt it, the ease of being with him and something blossomed in her. Again that word, the idea that she could love this tender boy, this flimsy man seemed monstrous but in the hours they spent talking and giggling, she discovered something in herself no one else had ever even suspected much less touched. At one point after talking about nothing much for half an hour, she rolled up on an elbow and kissed him, wholly spontaneously. When she realized what she'd done, she backed away from him, opening her eyes. She gazed down at Tim and found his eyes watching her.
"I love you, Taylor." He whispered. "I always have. For as long as I can remember, I've loved you. I can't believe you're here, in my bed and I'm making love with you." He pulled her down into a gentle kiss, nudging her only with no real force but she felt herself drift against him and their two bodies melded, sizzling against each other in a calm passion that felt...comfortable. "I love you, Taylor." Tim whispered when the kiss ended and she lay once more on his chest. It made it hard for him to breathe so she always had to slide off and lay on her shoulder beside him.
"Are you ever going to say you love me?" He asked.
"No." Was her first, automatic response but she felt the cruel serration of the word and modified it. "Maybe." She amended softly, sounding much more tender than she felt. She thought of what it would be like to be seen at school with him, walking around holding hands, getting pecked on the lips as they parted. She shuddered at the thought, imagining the humiliation of being Queen Taylor with this...this...this boy! In that awful moment, she felt a greater surge of arousal then she'd felt the entire time being in his bed. My god, she thought, he humiliates me...and I like it! The complex reality stormed through her and she turned to Tim again and kissed he cheek.
"I'll be your lover, Tim." She whispered. Her preternatural disgust sent shocks of arousal through her body.
His reaction was so swift and so similar to actual passion that for a moment she thought he might arouse her. He rolled between her legs and entered her without art or skill. She felt him penetrate the shallow level of her cunt and despite the echos of past penetrations, it felt good to her. She sighed with satisfaction only to have it truncated as Tim came in her again, pumping a pittance of cum into her once more. Perhaps if he could last longer than a gnat's sneeze she might be able to get aroused with him but his thrill at being with her always pushed him over the edge long before she could rise to any heights with him.
"Jesus," Taylor thought as Tim melted over her. "I am his fuck toy." That thought itself gave her a greater sexual buzz than anything Tim had done to her.
He went to school on Wednesday. Mr. G had called and told him he needed to, his grades weren't that great so he needed to be going to class. Taylor took the day to herself to stretch and do a vigorous workout. Fucking was usually exercise but with Tim Stanton it was more like meditation. She needed the work out. She primped herself in the afternoon, trimming and shaving and coddling herself as she seldom had in the past. With her body, it seldom seemed worth the trouble but it felt so good, she did it anyway. She finally dared open the diary in mid afternoon. The words she found there left her with a throbbing sense of foreboding.



"All things come to an end." The words appeared at the bottom the page, a sort of positional redundancy. She turned the page. "Your anal virginity is at an end. You will learn the ecstasy that is being opened from behind. You will be opened thrice in the end. You will be prepared to be opened, used by three men at the same time. I am your COMPULSION. I am irresistible. You are mine to use as I wish. You have touched love and adoration has filled your cunt. Now, now it is at an end."
Taylor stared at her diary. She turned the page and wrote and wrote, and wrote until her hand cramped and her legs quivered, recounting the events that had taken her, her mouth and cunt, watching her mother suck Mr. G's cock and then bend for him while he fucked her. She wrote with passionate tenderness about Tim, thrusting into her, taking his pleasure from her and giving her none of her own except that suspended satisfaction that she actually could inspire a man to love her, to come in her, to take pleasure from her...while giving her nothing in return. She wrote it all, wrote until the front door banged open. It was noon and the day, her days of romance were at an end...because all things must end.
"Taylor!" Tim gasped, "God, thank god." He staggered as though drunk, his lean, spindly body teetered on his legs like he'd been poorly built.
"Tim?" She spoke from the bed, dressed, her stringy hair long dried but still sticking to her neck. She wore a crop top and shorts, leaving her ropy legs bare. Tim approached her, stared at her open diary until she closed it and set it aside, on the opposite nightstand across the bed from him. He surprised her then, pulling down her shorts and then scraping off her panties, leaving her cunt bare to him. He crawled onto the bed, pulled her down from her sitting position and lifted her cunt to his mouth. He licked her and kissed her, sucked at the flanges of her cunt until she felt something, the twinge of arousal despite his clumsiness. He groaned when he tasted her and she felt a grim sort of satisfaction that he could at least gain a little reaction from her body though any excitement, any thrill was so far distant that she felt disembodied from her own pleasure. He rose up, pushed a finger into her cunt and, feeling her wet, withdrew it and then stuck it into his mouth.
"Oh god, Taylor, can you ever forgive me!" He warbled around his own finger, slick with her reluctant arousal.
"Don't talk with your mouth full, Timmy." Taylor responded, teasingly, feeling a sort of comfortable delight with this man between her legs, her man. Her man? The thought tumbled from her tongue like a broken tooth. It startled her but then he pulled her down flat onto the bed and stripped off her top, almost like he had a backbone, urgent and desperate. He thrust into her, his hard cock stirred her like a swizzle stick and she felt the disappointment with him, his inadequate dimensions and...moments later, his inadequate control as he squirted cum into her, then she felt the rattling echo of his presence in the vastness of her lurid need.
"Taylor, they're coming." Tim's voice ran up the scale into whine territory making Taylor wince like fingernails on glass.
She hunched her hips against him, seeking the merest spark of erotic thrill only to find his wet weight between her legs and little more, no fire to be sure. She hooked her heels behind his knees as though he were her lover and not merely the delivery boy bringing her a new gooey load of cum.
"What are you talking about?" She asked that was when he fought free of her legs and her hungry, insatiable cunt to sit on the side of the bed, his pants pulled up but loose about him.
"I've done a terrible thing and now you are about to pay for it."
"Pay for what? What did you do, Timmy?" Taylor put a hand down to her cunt and slowly began to rub it, dipping fingers inside it, smothering them with Tim's cum. Her fingers were on the way to her lips when he turned to look at her. She froze but when he froze too, she released her hand to her mouth and casually licked off her fingers while Tim stared, wide-eyed and agape. When she finished sucking on her fingers and sent them back down between her legs to rub her clit, Tim turned away.
"Did you ever wonder how I, Tim Stanton, got so many of your marbles?"
The words stopped Taylor's fingers on her clit. Her mind yawned and engulfed the thought but it was too enormous to comprehend. For a moment she didn't move and her cunt twitched and complained, preferring even the rough stimulation of her own fingers to nothing.
"Jesus, Tim. No. I guess I never thought about it." In that moment, Taylor knew what she'd presumed and then accepted...somehow Ky had managed it, another twisted prod at Taylor, a plot to humiliate and degrade her, by handing her to a guy who loved her! She couldn't tell if the cynicism was greater in her than in her projection onto Ky. Taylor's finger on her clit moved...the fucking cunt had accomplished that, alright, Taylor thought and her chest swelled with the thrill of such awful attention, such focused contempt. She had a flash of Ky's licking tongue on her cunt and she felt a wash of actual arousal run through her body. She moaned softly.
Tim looked around, his eyes on hers at first but then following the long line of her arm down to her hand rubbing faster and faster at her clit. His face crumpled and he turned away.
"I did something awful, Taylor, because I wanted you, like this, but, but...oh god!" He covered his face with his hands. "What have I done?"
Taylor stared at him. Her body, lately lounging in comfort, not twisted tense by him, now did draw up tight. Something was wrong and she felt it, because Tim's use of her had been gentle and soft and easy so that she had relaxed with him and now it was like she was open to him so his utter horror and angst assaulted her. For a moment she wanted to scratch his eyes out but his treatment of her did not and could not justify such violence so she sat up and lay a hand on his shoulder.
"Tim? What is it? What's the matter?" She felt strange, acting tender towards him when what she felt so acutely was tolerant disappointment. She demanded or she was to be used; neither stance allowed solicitude.
Tim kept his face in his hands but spoke through them.
"I offered them my mother." He whispered. "I told them that if they gave me their marbles, they could have my mother." His voice cried through his hands, a keening slurp that nonetheless penetrated them and stabbed into her mind.
"What?" Taylor screamed. "You told them what?"
Tim Stanton cringed. Taylor towered over him. She was naked, she was aroused, but wanton and wanting.
"And now, they're coming here. Soon. They're going to take you while I watch, even though you're supposed to be mine, all mine!"
"Your mother isn't here." Taylor screeched, not keeping up with him. "She's gone till Saturday, you said?"
"Friday night, she'll be home Friday night."
Taylor wanted to smack him then. No, she wanted to deck him but some small glimmer in her mind stayed her, indeed froze her completely. When she could find the words, she whispered them
"What do you mean, they're coming here?"
Tim turned to look at her, standing on her knees above him, dribbling his latest offering of cum down her thighs, a hand balancing her on his shoulder.
"Kam, Billy and some others. They want Mom but since she's not here, they're going to fuck you instead...that's what they said." Tim spoke through his hands.
Taylor stared at him. This was her master? The man she was to hand her heart to? The sound of a stereo throbbing with a hip hop anthem rattled the windows of the dowdy old house. The sound cut off like it's throat had been slit. Tim didn't move. She sat on her knees, naked on the bed staring as his bent back his eyes covered by his white, pale hands. The front door opened.
"Where's that slag, Taylor Dillon?" A voice called, Billy.
"Slag? What's that?" Kam asked, his voice quieter but still boisterous.
"English for cunt."
"Why don't they just say cunt."
"Slag isn't British for cunt...it's like 'slut' or 'tramp' maybe."
Taylor knew that latter voice, her first crush and dreamboat love...Grand Anders.
"Timmy! Where are you hiding our piece of meat?" Billy called. His voice warbled.
"Here." The voice was at the bedroom door. "She's in here and shit, the cunt wreck is naked!" Guy Mason called over his shoulder.
Taylor stared past Tim's bent figure, frozen, her body locked into place even as the heat rose in her cunt and she felt it, the dribbling reaction to what she knew was about to happen to her.
"Christ, yeah. Taylor fucking Dillon, naked and ready to fuck!" Billy shouldered past the smaller guy and unbuckled his pants, unbuttoned them and skimmed them down his legs. He toed off his sneakers and walked to the bed, naked from the waist down. He reached past Tim and grabbed a snarl of Taylor's hair and yanked. Had she not grabbed him by the wrist with both hands, she'd have been snatched bald headed, in that one spot anyway. As it was, he dragged right over Tim's back and onto the floor. He turned her and flopped her torso on to the bed, lifted her hips and fingered her cunt.
"Wet Taylor! God, she's buttered and hot and ready to...oh fuck, there's cum in the cunt!" Billy looked at the two fingers he'd just jammed into Taylors' pussy. "Hey, shithead, is this your cum?"
"Yes." Taylor whispered. "We just made love."
Billy didn't acknowledge her whisper, or indeed her at all.
"Shithead! Timmy tight ass! Wake the fuck up. We're here to fuck Mommy Tim. Where is the cunt you promised us?"
Tim did look up then. His eyes were glassy and round.
"She's not here."
Billy reached out his hand, extending his two glistening fingers.
"Lick it off, Timmy." He growled. Tim stared at him then leaned sideways and opened his mouth. Billy rammed his fingers into Tim's mouth. Tim gagged and choked and wrenched his mouth off of Billy's fingers.
"Fuck her, Billy. Quite screwing around." Guy grunted.
"I will, the cunt is all frothy and wet. When I'm done with her, only Kam will think she's wet. No doing her ass. Mr. G said only her mouth and cunt...since Timmy promised something he clearly can't deliver." Billy's voice warbled with derision.
"You'll get my mother." Tim said from the headboard of the bed, his back pressed against it like his worst phobia was slithering on the bed towards him.
"Right. Did anyone think that you could offer her up to all of us? I didn't. I knew that if you got Taylor here, we could collect using her and that was enough. We all won her but we could come to your house and come in Taylor's cunt whenever we wanted!" Billy turned and let his cock lay on Taylor's ass, perching in the little cleft of her crevice. He crouched behind her, letting the end of his cock slide wetly down her crack. His hand twiddled at her now flowing wet cunt and he fit his cock to her hole. He thrust into her, separating her lips and slipping into her suddenly well-oiled hole.
"Oh fuck!" Taylor grunted as the cock ran deep into her. The days of pampered Tim-fucking had left her starving for a good, hard orgasm. She felt like she'd been teased for days, nay weeks. Her body quivered as Billy ground down into her and filled her with his cock. He grasped her by the hips and proceeded to fuck her, rocking her onto the bed. She struggled to get her legs under her but he kept tipping her off balance so she finally let him handle her like a parcel being delivered.
"Oh fuck this cunt is tight! After all the cock she's absorbed, you'd think she'd be wide as the Lincoln tunnel!" Billy groaned, his body slapping against her ass, making a loud smacking sound in the room. Taylor's head was down between her elbows as she concentrated on the filling presence of Billy's hard cock and his fingers digging into her flesh. A hand grasped her by the hair and lifted her head. She grunted and struggled to rise up, confronting Kam's bare cock. He pushed it at her face, dimpling her left cheek before she could get her lips fitted to the huge head.
Billy grunted and she felt his cock swell inside her now milky cunt. The response of her body haunted her, mocking her. He'd glimpsed Tim as Kam twisted her head his direction. Tim had his cock out and his hand engulfed it, but he was hard and erect. Taylor's mouth ached open, and the large head of Kam's cock pressed between her teeth, filling her mouth, the spongy head tickled the roof of her mouth. Behind her, Billy ground into her, pouring his cum into her.
"Jesus, Billy, are you leaving any for the rest of us?" Guy snarled, his voice a liquid twist of anticipation. Taylor heard it, his tone, his voice and her body responded. The little orgasm sparked up in her like a lighter in a dark room. She jerked and grunted around the cock in her mouth. It was like she'd been without ecstasy for a lifetime and it was newly returned, familiar but taunting her with just this slightest intimation of what was possible.
Billy was panting over her bare back, his hand planted on the bed beside her. He grunted, reached up a hand and pinched her right nipple so hard Taylor screamed around Kam's cock, as much from surprise as from the pain, though the pain lit its own backfire in her.
"Kam, we'll put the cunt on her back and Tim here can clean her up." Billy gargled the words, spitting them out around Taylor like hate. He tried to back out of her cunt, still hard though he was but her body had clamped down on him so tightly, she felt like his withdrawal would turn her inside out. After three days of Tim's average little cock, having Billy's club in her fired off a violent reaction in her body that locked his cock inside her.
Billy paid her body's preferences no heed but yanked his cock free of her greedy, clasping cunt. She felt the dire wash flood down the insides of her thighs. Taylor gasped around the cock in her mouth and from the orgasm that popped behind her tits. The one twisted nipple screamed at her, making the other long for equal treatment. She got nothing of the sort.
Billy, clear of her cunt, twisted her hips, making her roll from the ribs down onto her back even while Kam kept a hold of her hair. That put a terrible wrench in her back until Kam released her head and let her flop over onto her back. She lay there, staring up at the ceiling, half off the bed, feet planted flat on the floor, knees wide, posed to be fucked. So far, no one had even spoken to her. She was a thing to be used. She was a fuck toy. The thought bloomed in her mind and left her gasping and empty of will and words.
"Timmy, come suck my cum out of your slut. Clean her up for Guy to fuck." Billy snorted, his voice sounding like some animal grunting at feeding time, snuffling and moist with satisfaction.
Taylor looked around the room. Grand Anders stood at the door, his head craned backwards as though trying to avoid getting anything on him while Guy was stripping down to naked. Billy wobbled over to Tim and slapped the top of his head.
"Do I need to drag you over to suck her cunt, Timmy?" Billy grated.
"No, no, I'll clean her for you. Taylor, I'm sorry." Timmy almost sniveled but didn't even get that right. He did move to kneel at the side of the bed and push Taylor's legs open. When Tim sucked at her cunt, Taylor came. She felt his tongue inside her and her mind noted that she clearly had no hope of coming like this with Tim when it was just the two of them. While he sucked and licked her clean, her orgasm rose and fell in a continuous tide of quaking convulsions. She was still chasing the flow of sensation when Guy grasped Tim by one leg and dragged him onto his face on the floor.
"God, Guy, do you have to be a shit about it? He won her fair and square." Grand groused.
"With my marbles." Guy grunted. He looped an arm under Taylor's waist and carried her full onto the bed and without any hesitation, mounted her. Her legs drew up beside him. His size filled her and she felt the luscious teasing of another orgasm and she lay back, letting him pound into her, the feeling of being used suffused her and the pleasure it built in her, the tension, the need, the lust all piled up to damn her climax and make her wait while Guy finished in her.
He stiffened, bucked and came. She felt his disappointment. Her legs clasped at him, wrapped around him, clinching and shaking around him. She couldn't feel it inside her but knowing she was milking him, pulling the ropey slick cum out of him with her cunt made her sizzle inside and her skin contract on her body. She felt tight and erotic.
Billy slapped Guy's ass.
"You're done, move so Timmy can lick her clean for Grand, then it's Kam's turn with her."
Still, no one had spoken to her, well, except Tim and he didn't count. Taylor found that her mind was utterly blank, no words appeared yet she felt full for the first time since Sunday morning when the last cock left her. Her body felt whole, complete. Guy left her sucking cunt. Her legs relaxed and flopped outward, exposing her fully to the room. Tim crawled to her, his cock hard, pointing, positioned even with her eyes when she turned her head. He licked at her belly and down until she felt his mouth on her. For once, it thrilled her, providing a soft euphoria, padded and mute.
She'd not come like that alone with him, by now she knew Tim didn't have that capacity but feeling his vacuum lips pulling cum out of her was strangely satisfying after being well filled. She grunted and pressed her hips up at him and he hummed, sending his tongue down into her cunt as she rocked it up to offer herself to him. She reached out and took hold of Tim's hard cock. He grunted and came, spraying the bed beside her as he jerked and moaned. The vibration in his lips pleased her but couldn't satisfy her, not like a good fucking did.
She opened her eyes and found Grand undressing. His long, lean body a contrary version of the male body to the other three guys who were all knotted muscles and cut lines. He was lean, lank and pale in a different way, sensitive but he still stripped down to fuck her. She watched him approach.
"Tim, that's good. Thanks." Grand said, his polite manner still with him despite the situation. Tim, however, didn't respond to 'polite' and kept eating her. For a moment, Taylor thought Grand would actually speak to her but Billy shattered that possibility by grabbing Tim again and dragging him away from her. Timmy ended up on the floor again on his face, gasping and licking the foam from her cunt off his lips and face. He was cooing. Taylor turned her face away.
Grand crawled over her, lifted her legs, bent her double and entered her. He wasn't hasty but insistent, pressing his long thin cock into her without hesitation...for there was no reason to hurry, her body welcomed him and swallowed him whole, then clamped down on him, hard. The man planted in her cunt groaned, loudly, pumped her a few times and came, gushing cum into her once more. His body bucked against her thighs, slapping at them with staccato strikes that seemed to fill her head even as she longed for something more, something violent and lurid. Taylor felt another orgasm lurking but Grand left her too soon and she felt the wanton desire crumple with his departure, leaving only frustration behind.
Grand staggered off the bed and plopped into the chair by the door, his cock drooping, gleaming with her cunt's wet kiss. Suddenly, Kam was there, poised between her open legs.
"Hey Kam, let Timmy lick her out for you." Billy said. "He likes it."
Tim moaned from his pose on the floor face covered by his arms.
"You think it matters. The cunt can barely take me as it is. The lube will do me good. She'll spray when I'm done with her."



Taylor closed her eyes, then opened them, staring at the guy between her knees. His huge cock bobbed slowly, like she was seeing in slow motion. She wanted to scream at him to put it in her, to jam her full of cock but her lips didn't move, couldn't form words. Her hips did move, however, lifting and falling, fucking nothing but the bubbling cum in her body, making her cunt squelch and speak. It begged.
When the flared head of Kam's cock nuzzled between her legs, Taylor went still, her body tingling with arousal. The previous climaxes seemed more like hand claps compared to the cannon shot that she anticipated when Kam fucked her. His huge cock head pushed at her body and she went still, holding her hips up, presenting herself to him, her arms flung over her head, knees akimbo, she even held her breath, anticipating the great thrust of the cock into her body, wanting it, needing it, fearing it.
Kam pushed into her and she felt that awful delicious stretching of her cunt. Taylor arched her back, lifting her hips, pressing herself onto the monster impaling her. Her voice warbled in her throat, the sound trapped by her clinched teeth. She grunted. Kam pushed his cock steadily into her cum slick pussy. She felt it filling her, the huge head burrowing down into her, violating her, smashing the nerves with utter destruction as the sensations blurred together.
"Jesus, Kam, you're going to stretch her all out and she won't be any good to nobody." Guy grunted.
"Naw, Taylor's got a snap back cunt. She never stretches out. That's her super power. She can take every cock in the room and make them feel right at home." Billy almost sounded eloquent talking about her cunt. Taylor heard him but listened slowly, focusing on Kam's huge cock penetrating slowly into her body. The words soaked into her brain, blurred by the pending orgasm rising up inside of her. Kam stilled inside her cunt, exhaled extravagantly, blowing sweet hot breath over her body. He lifted his weight off of her crotch, pulling back on his cock. Even slick as she was, Taylor's pussy clung to him, refusing to surrender the huge cock buried in her body. Then Kam reversed and slammed into her.
She squirted, the accumulated cum that Tim had missed flushed out of her and splashed over her tummy. She groaned, her body shaking as Kam's capped shaft drove into her body. The orgasm arrived and Taylor arched her back, rocking back onto her head as she screamed. Her voice was ragged. The days of Tim vanished in the riot of ecstasy that was this orgasm. Tim's constant caresses, the persistence of the stimulating pleasure that left her soothed and at ease also kept her sensually aware and awake but never allowed her to orgasm. Instead, it was like she was sensually raw, exposed but never truly touched. The need to be touched in that way appeared as Kam's cock drilled into her lank body. Taylor screeched as the orgasm ripped through her. Her arms flung over her head and she bucked and bucked as she came.
Kam held still and let her thrust herself onto his cock, using him to scratch the needy itch that had grown and swelled in her the past three days...she needed fucked! She need rut fucked, hammered, pounded! Taylor vaguely felt her body clinching down on Kam's implanted cock and even sensed the throbbing as he flexed and swelled inside her. Suddenly the subtlest motions and feelings struck her like a mallet on a hollow bell, she reverberated with each new strike, each new throb. She couldn't resist as wave after wave of orgasm flashed through her sometimes even between gasping, panting breaths, appearing so fast she couldn't lock them into her memory. Her body roared with the climax, robbing her of conscious thought. She convulsed and bucked around the cock buried in her cunt.
"Good god, look at that. I've never seen a woman come like that." Grand whispered.
Billy snorted.
"There's a reason for that, asshole, you don't know how to fuck." Billy chuckled, pleased with his own wit.
"Leave Grand alone." Kam grunted from his perch between Taylor's quivering legs. "She loves him. She'd have fucked him alone if he wasn't such a shit."
Taylor heard his words and flinched like the man had struck her hard across the face. The idea that her...infatuation, her weakness for Grand Anders was so well known that even Kam Klemmenson noticed it covered her with a veil of humiliation, particularly because he was watching her be penetrated by the school's biggest cock...that thought made Taylor feel like laughing, impossible since she had barely enough breath to live on. Kam wasn't the school's biggest cock, that belonged to the janitor and she'd had that polearm shoved all the way into her cunt. Just that thought and the attached memory sent shivers of pleasure through her and she orgasmed again, though with somewhat less violence. Her body bucked again and as though in direct response, Kam erupted.
The explosion was a swelling pressure in her belly as though he was pumping a gallon of cum into her. Her cunt sputtered and spat, sending splatters of her cum and, she presumed, his all over both of them. A new grander climax swelled around Kam's gushing cock and Taylor arched onto her head again, lifting shoulders and back off the bed as the raucous orgasm thundered into her. Unlike the previous queue of climaxes, this one entered her and remained, quivering and thrashing, kicking and gnashing, snarling and snapping at her flesh, consuming her mind until she went blank and then all things went black.
Taylor Dillon fainted from ecstasy.
"Open her mouth." A voice said in the darkness. Awareness came back to Taylor as fingers toyed with her lips. Operating on automatic, she opened her mouth.
"Look, she's awake. Pull out of her now if you can, Kam."
"Fuck off. I didn't break her. Her cunt still has hold of me."
"She fainted for fuck sake, quit moving. If you make her come again she might die." Laughter followed.
"Shut up, Billy!" Kam snarled and Taylor thought she heard the click of someone's jaw closing so hard it could have chipped teeth.
"Can she suck my cock! God, watching her come like that, shit, I wish I was a woman."
Taylor felt the room go still.
"What?" Guy's voice turned into a whine. "Don't tell me you guys don't think that sometimes? She can come a dozen times...can any of you assholes do that?"
"If men could come repeatedly who would run the world." Grand asked rhetorically. "Nobody would be paying any attention. We'd still be living in caves, eating with our fingers."
"Billy does eat with his fingers." Guy grunted with a chortle followed by the sound of a meaty smack.
Taylor opened her eyes. They swished around like a horse tail swatting flies. She found Grand and tried to glare at him but Kam moved inside her and a ripple of pleasure ran through her sidelining all thought in her mind. Whatever umbrage she was going to express vanished in the wash of sensation that the cock planted in her cunt caused.
"Oh Christ in socks!" She mumbled.
"See! She's awake." Guy keened.
A cock head touched Taylor's lower lip and she yawned open. It pushed inside, the head cuddling against the roof of her mouth. She tried to lift her head to get the angle correct, to take the cock between her lips down into her throat, the longing to feel it fill her tickled at her and made her groan again.
"Jesus Socks, Guy, don't do it like that. You'll make her bite it off and then where will we be?"
"Short one cock." Billy laughed.
"One short cock." Grand added, his voice rippled with laughter.
"Fuck you guys." Guy's voice insinuated itself down to Taylor covered by his body. He leaned forward and his cock tipped properly and she inhaled. "Oh fuck, god, she's sucking me!" Guy grunted.
"Like she has a choice." Grand said, still laughing, at what Taylor couldn't quite discern.
The cock slid deeper. Taylor felt herself start to gag, resisted tipped her head and let the head of the cock block her airway. She pushed with her elbows at her side, raising her body under Guy's covering torso that blocked out the light. She smelled him, the acidic man smell the made her mouth water. She sucked on his cock, closing her lips on him like he had become part of her, a natural part of her body electric. The hot flesh in her mouth pulsed and then popped into her throat with a dull, wet snap.
"Oh Christ in a skirt." Guy grunted.
"You guys are all going to hell."
"Shut up, Tim." Seemingly everyone said. Taylor focused on the cock in her mouth, the swelling pulse that spoke of the life it represented, alive, thrust fully into her mouth, down her throat. She held it like communion bread. "I'm going to hell." She thought to herself. "Yeah, fucked to death. I hope." The next thought made her try to laugh around the cock in her mouth which is just not practical. She gagged hard and then choked.
"Guy, goddammit, you're killing her." Grand growled.
"Yeah, stop it. We want to use her some more." Billy added, serious, growling.
"Guy, back off." Kam's rock hard tone moved the cock blocking her airway. Taylor gagged completely, humiliated that she couldn't suck a cock right, still. Practice, practice, practice she thought. That made her try to giggle again and the evacuating cock got caught in the attempt and it gagged her again. Her head dangled off the edge of the bed. She realized they'd dragged her around so she was lying across the bed, her head off the edge so the cock could slid into her mouth easier. Kam was still planted in her cunt, buy lying sideways on her so that her face was free to be fucked.
The cock left her lips. She gasped and sucked air and then coughed violently.
"Oh Christ's balls!" Kam groaned. "Make her do that again!" He moaned a little when Taylor consciously clinched her cunt around his huge cock. "No don't. Her snapper cunt will bite it off and I'll end up licking cum out of her with Timmy." Kam chortled at his version of humor.
The cock at her lips was pushing into her mouth. Taylor tipped her head to clear the way and Guy's cock slid all the way to the entrance to her throat. She sucked and it popped into her throat again. Her muscles clinched and complained. She sucked hard. The result was not what she expected. Taylor thought she'd suck and then gag but instead, Guy came. She felt the wriggling slither of cum in the well of her throat and felt him buck against her face. She swallowed. Guy groaned loudly, but she sensed it as a vibration in her mouth.
"Oh my god in overboots!" Guy grunted and then shoved harder into her mouth. That did gag her but he had hold of her head with one hand knotted in her hair. In spite of himself, Guy pulled back and the next delivery of cum bubbled up out of her lips, sliming her chin and cheeks.
"You're done, clear the way." Billy growled.
Guy's body left her vision taking his half-finished cock with it, stringing his cum onto her face, across her eyes and forehead. Billy appeared looking down at her past the arch of hard cock. The perspective amused her but her mouth opened and whatever she was thinking of saying got supplanted by that cock. He bent his cock to her lips and pushed. Taylor fought to accommodate it but Billy gave her no room to adjust. His cock pressed down the red carpet welcome of her tongue and lodged against the back of her throat. She grunted and sucked, closing her mouth to pull at the slab of meat between her lips.
"Oh god, she's sucking me. What a cocksucking bitch!" Billy growled. "Suck me you cocksucking slut!" He pulled back and hesitated in a startling show of gallantry, letting Taylor gasp in new air. "Now, now take my cock, you sucking slut." Billy muttered, amusement in his voice as he pushed his cock back down her throat. Taylor felt her head tip and swivel as she sought the perfect position to let the cock penetrate her. Then Kam moved his cock in her cunt.
The twin sensations bundled together created divergence in her mind. She divided, she felt it. The separation of her mind into the one focused on her cunt and the one focused on sucking the cock in her mouth didn't distract her, it doubled the mounting pleasure in her body. Kam pulled out of her and she felt the sound of her cunt squelching as it tried to keep itself well filled. When he reversed and thrust into her, kneeling between her spread legs, she groaned around Billy's cock.
"God, Kam keep doing that. She really loves cock, this cum trench loves to fuck so fuck her, make the slut bucket bubble up and come for us." Billy sounded like an alien just learning English, his Martian voice snapped with lust. The two guys grunted and began to fuck Taylor, mouth and cunt. They found a rhythm and Taylor lay between them, penetrated twice over and pumped full of cock, first into her cunt then into her mouth, one then the other like they were polite partners sharing her two holes.
Her ass tingled. Taylor felt the interruption as a longing and the words of Mr. G came back to her. Ass lessons were next. She'd be the campus asshole, filled with cock and rimmed by women. The thought welled up in her and a new bout of orgasm grew out of them, like magic seeds. Taylor felt it take hold of her body and she bucked from the ribs down, like the orgasm only possessed that part of her. She sucked hard on Billy's cock, wanting him to come so she could have a whole orgasm and not just the sensations flooding her cunt. "I'm a greedy cunt...and mouth." She thought. No one else was talking to her so she spoke to herself. The words made her mouth express the thought, the desire.
It worked.
Billy Barker came into her mouth. When he started jerking and cum bubbled down her throat, Kam went still, rooting his cock deep in her cunt. Taylor's hips continued to shift and grind, trying to get Kam to move, to give her that luscious friction that rubbed her the right way. He sat on his knees between her legs, stolid and unmoving so, receiving none of his help, she tried to fuck herself on his cock to make the quiet riot in her cunt continue, to no avail. Kam didn't move. He did speak, however.
"Clear off, Billy. Let Grand fuck her face and then I'll finish in her cunt and we'll get back to school. Timmy can clean her up."
Billy duly pulled his newly flaccid cock from Taylor's bubbling mouth. She had to lift her head to swallow properly. A hand appeared at the back of her head, supporting her while she licked and slurped cum off her lips and tried to swallow the slick sheets of it coating her mouth. She finally gave up and opened her eyes. Once again she was gazing up at a man past his hard cock. The next moment was just like that last time. Grand bent his cock to her lips and he pushed it inside. Taylor bent her head back and let the slender meat stick slide into her mouth and down to nudge against the entrance to her throat. His cock head was less than Billy's throat plug but it still closed off her airway. This time though she breathed in through her nose and got some air. She gurgled. Grand held her head with both hands, taking the strain off her neck so she could relax it. When she did, his cock slid directly down her throat.
Taylor swallowed around the cock in her throat. She wished she could see Grand's face but his groan was all she gained. She came aware of her hands painfully knotted in the fabric of the bedspread under her hips cocked up onto Kam's knees. She released her aching hands and moved them up to grasp Grand's legs. She sucked on his cock. He began to fuck her face, her throat, her. Kam pulled back and thrust into her. She felt wondrously fucked. The feeling that flooded through her had nothing to do with physiologically induced ecstasy. Something about the milieu, something about having her body used but with no acknowledgment that she was present or affected took away her breath, no, it took away her demand to be involved in their use of her. The cleansing searing of her identity swelled up and left her just the roiling pleasure of being used.
"I'm being used." She thought and it was that thought on the rolling wave of the tincture of pleasure that covered the climaxes her body was experiencing that was the true pleasure of the moment. Nothing she could ever do could create that pleasure for herself, it had to be done to her, something someone imposed on her, that they ground into her skin with the heel of their boot, even as she bucked with the simple clarity of physical ecstasy! That clarity imprinted itself on her mind and she felt her whole being shift. She changed.
Grand pumped her mouth, thrusting his cock back and forth into her throat. Taylor grunted as the hot, hard cock slid back and forth through her lips. Kam held her hips on his bent legs, keeping her cinched onto the filling pressure of his cock. The broiling presence sealed inside her cunt while Grand thrust into her throat divided Taylor's mind. Part of her focused on Kam stretching her cunt open and the other part guided her licking tongue while she sucked at Grand's cock. Grand's hand held her still finally and his hips rocked back and forth giving her a couple inches movement on his cock. He increased the speed, pushing harder and harder until he stopped, stiffened and pumped more cum into her throat. He held her head with both hands, his balls laid on her nose, keeping her filled with his cock. Her tongue slashed around the swelling spitting cock and she gagged, opening her mouth. Her body bucked from the tight response to the cock in her throat. Grand backed away which only allowed him to pour the next few flows of cum right into her mouth, which choked her anew.
Taylor grunted and gasped around the cock. Cum flowed out over her lips, down both cheeks and into her ears, the hot sensation startled her and made her want to giggle...she had cum in her ears! Then the cock was gone, along with the hands supporting her head. It banged down onto the side of the mattress. Despite its softness, she still felt her brain go dizzy from the impact.
"Hurry up and fuck her, we have to get back to class." Someone spoke. "I can't flunk trig, I won't graduate!"
"Fuck off, Billy." Kam muttered. He picked up Taylor and flung her around to lay lengthwise on the bed. He hooked his brawny arms under her legs and bent her double. She had no response, letting him move her as though her body had no more autonomic motion. The bent position tensed her cunt on his cock and he groaned. He pulled back out of her clasping cunt and rammed back into her. She groaned and gasped as the huge cock evacuated her and then reversed and trust down into her bent body.
"Oh Christ, Taylor, you feel so good!" Kam's voice touched her, the first time any of her users had spoken directly to her. "God, you are such a slut, you cum sucking cunt!" Kam muttered. His voice startled her because she never imagined he'd talk to her that way. Billy, yes, but Kam? "You blundering bulging bucket of cunt juice!" He growled as he thrust down into her. "I'll fuck you until you are so loose you won't keep anything in your cunt trench!" His words affected her and she felt the effect tighten her cunt trench...the words lay in her mind like a teasing delight.
"Cunt trench!" She whispered, savoring them while Kam backed out of her cunt and thrust into her, with steady, pumping strokes."
"Jesus, Kam, fuck her already. We have to go. I can't be late for class!" Billy simpered, not challenging Kam but still unwilling to leave him to fuck Taylor with leisure.
"Fuck off, Billy!" Kam growled.
"Mr. G said if you ran over, you should come to his office and he'd erase the tardys." Tim spoke from where he sat on the floor.
Everything stopped. Kam stopped pumping cock into Taylor and everyone looked at Tim, including Taylor.
"Mr. G? He told you we'd be here fucking this hole?" Billy asked, his voice uncertain.



Tim nodded.
"He called me to the office this morning and told me you guys were coming over here, to uh, you know, do Taylor." He swallowed hard, it was easy to hear in the sudden, panting silence. Taylor licked her lips. Oddly, she wanted someone to kiss her, to hold her and she knew the only man in the room who'd do that was naked Tim. "Someone told him what I did, what I traded for all those marbles..."
"Yeah, when's your old lady going to be home so we can fuck her three holes. That's what you said, right? If she don't deliver, then we'll fuck your holes, Timmy and you'll be the school slut!"
"Jesus, Billy. Do you always have to be such a Cretan?" Grand asked.
"What's that? No. Fuck off!" Billy growled back. "Timmy promised his mommy's cunt, ass and mouth...and we believed him. It's his ass if he don't deliver, not to mention this slab of cunt." Billy reached down and slapped the top of Taylor's head.
"Just shut up, will you, Billy?" Grand muttered.
Kam pulled out of Taylor's cunt a ways then shoved back into her stretched hole.
"He's doing you a favor, Tim." Kam muttered. "Your mother will fuck us all if it keeps from getting you butt fucked into next week. She'll give it up to save her baby boy." Kam's voice was tight. He slowly resumed fucking Taylor, then released one leg. The other he put against his chest. Holding her like that, he began to fuck her hard and fast. Her body swung in his strong grasp, his one arm wrapped around her right thigh, suspending her, open, while he fucked her. In moments, Kam pumped more cum into her cunt.
Taylor dangled, her cunt pulsing as Kam came inside it. The feeling of being nearly suspended off the bed distracted her so when he came, she could only "drink" his come with her cunt. She didn't care that her orgasms had stopped and she was just the receptacle for his cum. He filled her and more, so that cum flowed out of her and into the forest of pubic hair, then, when she was drenched there, even onto her lean belly. When Kam ceased coming in her, he pulled out of her cunt and dropped her like a bag of pet feed. She flopped to the bed, her body ground down into goo.
"Good, let's go." Billy muttered. "Timmy you sure Mr. G said that? He'd fix it? I can't have another tardy or I lose another grade letter. I'd be fucked in trig."
"You're fucked anyway, dummy." Guy said.
Billy snarled but didn't argue.
Taylor lay crumpled on the bed, her face buried in the blankets while the guys dressed who had just fucked her. Despite everything, the one thought in her lurid mind was that she'd surely take them in all her holes after Mr. G opened her ass for use. The thought made her tingle between her legs and she wanted someone to fuck her cunt again. The thought made her press her face deeper into the blankets.
The guys trooped out of the room and after the front door of the house banged closed, there was silence. She couldn't tell if she was alone but didn't want to rise up and see if Tim was still there. Then she felt a hand on her hip. Tim's soft hand rolled her onto her back. Very carefully he moved between her legs.
"Tim?" Taylor lifted her head and looked down her smeared and aching body at him. "What are you doing?"
"I'm going to clean you." He whispered. He stuck out his tongue and licked at her cunt.
Despite herself, she jumped and a little flare of arousal returned. She felt sick. "Oh god, how can I want this from him?" She stared at him. Tim's eyes remained on hers but then he extended his tongue and licked at the oozing cum on her pussy lips.
"Oh god!" Taylor groaned. She dearly wanted to tell him to stop, to not do that, to lead her to the bath or shower or something but she just couldn't speak. His tongue felt so...comfortable. When he covered her frothy cunt with his mouth and sucked at her, she flopped back and closed her eyes and let him have at her. For nearly half an hour he licked and sucked and kissed her until she felt only his saliva on her. He had to get up and drink water several times but finally he was lying beside her, cuddling against her back.
"Taylor, I'm sorry. That was all my fault."
Taylor pulled into herself a little. She wanted to speak, wanted to point out the obvious, "I came! Finally!" but she didn't. She hugged her arms to her chest and shrank away from him. She felt him peer over her square shoulder. She felt ashamed, and then resentful, that she'd come so often and so hard while being used like...a fuck toy! The idea rattled through her. "I'm a fuck toy!" She whimpered.
"Oh don't say that." Tim pulled at her shoulder. "You're a beautiful woman, sexy as hell and I love you!" He pulled her onto her back and stared down at her. Taylor looked up at him, fearful that he was going to kiss her and she'd have to clock him one. It took her a moment to realize Tim was trying to screw up the courage to say something.
"What is it, Tim?" She asked.
He closed his eyes.
Taylor thought sure he was going to apologize again so was unprepared for what he had so say.
"My mom has to fuck them, Taylor. They will fuck me like a gay boy if she doesn't." He'd have been more convincing that this was a problem if his cock hadn't gotten hard. Taylor rolled full onto her back and pushed Tim away, rising up on her elbows to look at him. She reached down and grasped his hard cock in her hand.
"Jesus, Tim, are you gay? Do you want them to fuck you in the ass?"
"God, no!" Tim pushed her hand a way. "I'm not gay...it's just..." he looked away. When his eyes came back to her, they were calm. "I want her to do it. I want my mother to fuck them all." That statement was strong, the next wasn't. "Because I want her to have sex with me."
"Oh Christ, Tim! Really?" Taylor sat up. "Your are shitting me aren't you?" His face turned crimson. He looked at her.
"Taylor, I need you to tell her...you know...what Billy said. She'll do it, for me. I know she will. But I can't be the one asking her, telling her what will happen to me. You have to."
Taylor was stunned. But then she had the image of her own mother fucking Mr. G, sucking the cock that had just been in her daughter...and seeming to relish it.
"Why would I do that?" She said, just to say something.
"Because Mr. G will tell you to if you don't do it because I told you to." Tim whispered. "Mr. G said you are now my girlfriend and...and...I'm going to protect you but he still gets to use your body. I have to clean you up. You know...I have to..." He touched her between her legs, but she didn't really feel it.
Taylor laid a finger against his lips. It felt curiously intimate, erotic and then disappointing.
"Don't say it. What's wrong with you?" She asked. It was a rhetorical question but that wasn't apparent.
"I love you, Taylor." Tim said earnestly past her finger, staring into her eyes. Then he kissed her mouth. The next thing she knew she was on her her back and he was between her legs. When he entered her she barely responded but he fucked her anyway. She lay under him, his head beside hers, his hips pumped up and down between her legs. She lifted one foot and cocked it on his bouncing ass. Tim fucked her, thrusting his cock into her until, in a remarkably short time, he came inside her again.
She wondered vaguely if he was going to eat that out of her cunt.
"Taylor, Mom is arriving home Friday night."
"Jesus, Timmy, you said Thursday, then Saturday, now Friday! Which is it?" Taylor felt the clarity in her mind and it irritated her.
Tim shrugged.
"She keeps changing her mind. I told her she needs to be her Saturday but not why. They'll fuck my ass if she's not here to fuck them Saturday. She will have to be here for them to fuck on Saturday. You have to convince her. Make her understand...somehow." Tim whispered in her ear, not lifting up to look at her.
Taylor wanted to push him off of her but his weight, the puddled coverage of her body by his body felt strangely good, comforting even. She lay under him feeling his weight and its effect on her breathing that was to make her pant, as though she were excited...and then she was. The connection startled her.
"Taylor?" Tim whispered. "Do you love me?"
Her first reaction was to snarl some rejection. She swallowed that reaction when she realized she had been commanded to love him. She gave her shoulders a little shrug. She couldn't imagine that he wouldn't feel the indifference in her shrug and understand her intent. Tim rose up, his face crinkled with hurt, his eyes all glassy with pending tears of heartbreak. She put a hand to the side of his face and gave it a little rub...okay, it was a caress.
"Yes Timmy, I love you." She whispered just to stave off whatever crumpled reaction he'd offer her for her cruelty. Something else happened; a sensation flushed through her and she barely recognized it, barely understood what she was experiencing. The feeling that suffused her body felt just like what she'd always imagined love would be like. She felt confusion because she surely couldn't love Tim Stanton...could she? Then she understood, she was doing what Mr. G, her Master had commanded her to do. She was making Tim master of her heart. "Oh god," she thought, "he can command even that of me!" Her body responded and she shivered under Tim's weight. "Yes, yes, I love you, Timmy." She whispered, feeling the desperate need to please her Master. The confusion of having two masters twisted her and she liked it.
Tim's face immediately lit up and he kissed her softly at first but then with increasing ardor. She felt his cock rouse again and he was hard in moments. The kiss even touched her. She felt her pussy clench a little and a comfortable thrill went through her body. In the next moment though Taylor was thinking of Mrs. Stanton eating her pussy. That thrill shot through her like Mr. G had touched her cunt. She groaned, suddenly knowing what she was going to do.
"What's the matter?" Tim asked releasing her lips. It was in that moment that Taylor felt how nice it was to be kissed and fucked at the same time, even if his cock didn't even come close to reaching bottom. When she put her hand to his face, he came, again. One thing Tim didn't lack was cum and the delivery system necessary to put it into her cunt. Making her cum was beyond him though. The satisfaction from making him cum, that he provided her in profusion and it surprised her how satisfying it was. Watching the shadow of orgasm flutter on his face gave Taylor an utterly unfamiliar feeling in her chest. She did that. She made him cum moments after he entered her. She made him hard. She thrilled him to the point that he wanted her again and again.
That feeling suffused her and she named it, satisfaction. It wasn't sexual, it was something else and for that feeling, she owed him something. Her next thought was of Mrs. Stanton and what Tim wanted her to do. She groaned and her pussy pulsed around his now flaccid cock.
"Yes, okay, Tim. I'll try to convince your mother to fuck all of our friends, the adults you owe...for me." She smiled then, a sort of satisfaction in it. "It's the least I can do for my boyfriend." She said.
Tim kissed her, hard.
The fact his kiss didn't arouse Taylor surely could be simply chalked up to her exhaustion. He cleaned up and went back to school himself and Taylor slide into a sullied sleep, dreamless and deep, buoyed by Tim's insistence that he'd give her a proper bath on his return later that afternoon. She woke to the sound of her phone before he arrived. She answered it to find Mr. G's voice.
"Taylor, it's time." He said.
Taylor's pussy flooded at the sound of her name in his tone.
"Time for what." She asked, groggy but then realizing she'd elided the all important word soon enough to add it. "Sir?" Making the sentence into a proper question.
"To come back to school. Are you in love?" Mr. G sounded amused, like he knew he was asking something silly, so much so that it was ridiculous. So when she responded with a congruent affirmative, his reaction was one of surprise.
"Oh yes, sir. I am falling in love with Tim Stanton as you instructed. He's very sweet, like lilac tea."
"Lilac tea? That has no taste...oh, yes, I see." Mr. G chuckled. "Well, this is a surprise, Taylor, I truly thought you'd resist me more on this matter." He sounded both pleased and suspicious.
"I'm surprised too, sir, but honestly, I've never felt this from anyone, ever. I think I was always so...prickly? No one ever had the chance to be sweet to me!" She laughed, her voice rasped, still dry from an afternoon of sleep and the bout of being used that preceded it. Her throat burned where the cocks had penetrated it with their velvet knurls.
"Well, you come to school tomorrow but you come directly to my office. Your ass training begins, you understand?"
"Yes, sir." She whispered. Her ass tightened in reaction to being singled out for attention. She wanted to ask what "ass training" meant but something kept her silent, another new experience for her.
"I've arranged for a little demonstration for you...to help you understand the goal and the eventual skill you will exhibit for me." Mr. G chuckled. "I think you'll appreciate it." Even he had no idea of the impact of his demonstration on Taylor.
Tim arrived and spent an hour washing the encrusted cum from Taylor's lank body, then, surprisingly, massaged her for another hour before fixing them a very nice meal. That he could massage her for an hour was surprising, explained mostly by the dripping nature of his massage, more of a caress than a massage but still it soothed her, like the sensations were painted on her naked skin with feathers dipped in oil.
Tim fucked her four times that night. She lay under him, letting her mind wander as he rubbed himself inside her, coming often and quickly. She never once approached being aroused by his attention but instead felt a curious sense of affection for him, much like he was still administering the massage and with much the same comforting effect. His fucking soothed her rather than arousing her and that he didn't notice or noticing, didn't care, made the experience all the more puzzling but finally satisfying. By the fourth time he entered her, she felt the thrill of his desire for her and when he kissed her, she actually kissed him back.
Morning found him licking her cunt and even that failed to arouse her, much...instead igniting a longing to be actually fucked by an actual cock. She knew it was foolish to hope Mr. G would fuck her but the idea stuck in her mind and throbbed there even while she sat in the outer office waiting for him to see her. When Tim arrived, she was surprised. When Nicole Saunders arrived with a woman who could only be described as her mother because the resemblance was so striking, Taylor got uneasy. When Mr. G opened the door and gestured them all into the office, she was mortified and upset.
"Taylor, it is time to train you ass. Unlike your cunt and mouth, the ass needs to be dealt with a little differently. Tenderly. Carefully. Size matters much more than even with a woman's mouth when it comes to the ass. You can be damaged by letting some heedless prick be rammed into your ass and we can't have that. So, my dear, you are going to be trained and training needs, well it needs a routine, a process. To help, though, I have asked Pam and Nicole to aid us...you see, Pam is something of an expert in training the ass. That may seem surprising since she doesn't have a cock of her own but just as the C student in trig may make the better teacher, she is sensitive to the ways of the ass and how to initiate it into penetration of a cock."
Mr. G sounded so officious, it made Taylor a little nervous, particularly when it dawned on her that he was trying to impress the woman.
"Pam? Please."
Pam Saunders stood up and turned to her daughter. "Nicole, assume the position, please."
Nicole immediately stood and moved to the end of Mr. G's desk and hiked herself up onto it. Her short legs meant her waist was below the edge of the desk so when she bent over it, her toes left the floor and dangled. Pam opened her large purse and took out three objects, lining them up on Nicole's back.
"Come here, Taylor slut." Pam said, speaking the words easily. Hearing them from this woman made Taylor flinch but she still stood and moved to where she could see what was on Nicole's back. "These are butt plugs, a set designed for training the ass. Nicole has been trained with them for some time and has reached the point that wearing one is both a pleasure and very natural. She enjoys the sensation, don't you dear?" Pam touched her manicured fingers to her daughter's shoulder.
"Yes, Mother." Nicole answer meekly.
The tone in the girl's voice startled Taylor. Nicole did not exemplify meekness.
"Taylor, please pull down my daughter's panties and expose her asshole please." Pam Saunders voice was plastic and smooth but Taylor found herself obeying immediately. She ran her hands up Nicole's strong, stout legs and found the girl's panties, plain, white, cotton briefs. She pulled them down Nicole's thighs clear to her knees. Taylor felt a thrill run through her, and her pussy clenched. The very fact that she was suddenly aroused embarrassed her and she wanted the others to know both things but could think of no way to exhibit it, so she looked at Tim. He was staring at Nicole's exposed ass.
"Spread my daughter's ass, please, Taylor."
Taylor did, using both hands on the adult girl's butt cheeks to expose her asshole.
"My daughter does not need lube. She enjoys being penetrated dry. It hurts, Taylor, a lot but Nicole can take it, can't you, dear?"
"Yes, Mother." Nicole sighed, her voice a dry papery whisper. The woman nodded, satisfaction in her prim demeanor.
"Taylor, select the larger of the plugs...I have a set for you and we'll begin with the smallest and use lube, but for now, you need to see how they work and how the body responds." For a moment, Taylor didn't move, not registering that the woman had spoken to her nor understanding precisely what was being asked of her. When Mrs. Saunders picked up the larger of the plugs and offered it to her, Taylor blinked and looked up at the woman.
"Take the plug, Taylor," Mr. G said softly. Taylor did so automatically. Some small part of her noted how automatic her response to Mr. G's voice had been. She felt both astonished...and thrilled. "Apply the point to Nicole's little rosebud. Nicole, pull your ass open for Taylor." Nicole settled onto her chest, extended her hands behind her and, after moving her skirt up onto her waist, grasped her ass cheeks and pulled them open, exposing her asshole to the room. She sniffed a little as she did so. Pam spoke softly.
"Put the point of the plug to the sphincter and push...gently because she's not lubed and you can hurt her...well, it will hurt. I mean it will do damage if you aren't careful and if you damage my daughter, I'd have to damage you and we don't want both of you unable to sit for two weeks do we...so just apply gentle but steady pressure."
Taylor hesitated but when no one else moved or spoke, her performance instincts kicked in and she focused on the instructions. Coaching is one skill but the ability to be coached is another and equally important. She replayed the instructions in her mind and did as Mrs. Saunders indicated. She touched the tip of the huge butt plug to Nicole's asshole. To her amazement, the sphincter moved, relaxing and opening. Nicole's hands gripped the fine swells of her ass cheeks, keeping them pulled away from her ass hole.
"Notice how she can consciously relax her sphincter? She knows resisting is futile and will be punished, don't you, Nicole?"
"Yes, Mother." Nicole whispered.



Taylor could not help but notice the swelling of Nicole's cunt between her legs, and the appearance of clear fluid that flowed down and formed a large droplet that hugged the adult girl's right thigh and ran down it. Taylor stared until Mrs. Saunder's voice clicked her attention back to the asshole and the plug about to enter it.
"Now, Taylor, just push the plug into my daughter's ass please. Nicole...!"
"Please plug my ass, Taylor slut." Nicole chirped, her voice lurid with tension and...Taylor felt it as much as she heard it...the desire in the girl's voice that provided the impetus required to push the flange into the winking eye of her asshole. Taylor lay a hand on the girl's tailbone and pushed, hard. Nicole groaned as her body widened around the flare of the flange. Taylor hesitated with only half the flange pushed into the girl's ass.
"Taylor, don't stop. Push it all the way in. Nicole can take it...ask for it, my dear."
"Please, Taylor slut, plug my ass." Nicole hissed, her voice knotted with tension.
Taylor felt the challenge in the girl's voice and so put her considerable strength into pushing against the natural resistance in the tight ass. She felt it, the resistance and pressed harder, astonished at the pressure required to get the flange to penetrate Nicole's tight little ass.
"Ugh, god." Nicole grunted, lifting her head and turning it as though to look back at Taylor over her bent body, down the wide lane of her strong back. "God, don't stop, not so fucking slow!"
Mrs. Saunders chortled lightly, laying a hand on her daughter's head. Nicole turned back and lay her head back on her arms crossed on the desk.
"Don't worry, pay her no mind, Taylor, you're doing fine...in fact, doing it slow is agonizing, as you'll soon discover and so delicious and savoring it, when it is done properly can make you an ass slut in no time." Mrs. Saunders patted Nicole's head. "Isn't that right, darling?"
"Yes, Mother." Nicole chirped again. "God, put it in, please." Her voice was now a simpering whine. It made Taylor shiver, hearing that tone in someone else's voice now; it was absolute desire calling for satisfaction, calling to her! She pushed and then added strength and force. The sudden "pop" startled her. She instinctively pulled back on the plug but there was suddenly no give in it at all. It was snuggly and fully tucked inside Nicole's asshole. Nicole sighed. Her tone, the utter lushness of that sound, the satisfaction wrenched at Taylor and only after it had passed through her did she recognize the sensation as green-eyed jealousy.
"Shall I take it out now?" She asked, feeling the snarling need to wrench it out of the woman's ass with prejudice and vice.
"No!" Mr. G and Mrs. Saunders both spoke at once. Oddly, neither looked at the other but both focused on Taylor. She didn't know which to look at and that confused her. She knew she should be focused on Mr. G but something about the older blond woman demanded her focus too, so she ended up finally looking into Mr. G's dark eyes but with a conscious effort that felt wrenching and twisted. He took that as permission to speak it seemed and Pam Saunders looked to her daughter.
"You will never remove a plug, Taylor. Never." Mr. G said softly but firmly. "Once it is in, only your Master will remove it. Whoever puts it into you cannot take it out." He smiled.
Taylor cocked her head, trying to understand.
"Cannot take it out? I cannot take it out? Then who...?" Her mind whirred, not making sense of the combination, locking onto the illogical conclusion that once in, she'd never be able to remove the ass plug and the thought horrified her. "What if I have to take a shit?" She shrieked, her voice rattling through her teeth, a step short of hysteria.
Pam Saunders chortled again. It struck Taylor as odd in that moment, out of place but she was so confused that it was just one more out of place element in the full melange of perplexity.
"Who will take it out of me?" She asked, her voice tinking up the register like sleet on glass.
"Taylor, my silly little slut, your boyfriend will take it out of you." Mr. G said with an indulgent smile. "Tim." He gestured at Nicole's exposed ass. "You should learn how to remove a butt plug properly."
Tim looked gob smacked.
"Me?" He asked, suddenly all the attention in the room focused on him and he squirmed under it. Taylor watched her boyfriend worm around and wanted to slap him to make him stop. It embarrassed her but then she felt it, the calm surge of arousal from that very embarrassment that once drove her to raucous anger. More confusion.
"Me?" Tim spoke again interrupting Taylor's tangled reverie.
"You." Mr. G affirmed. "Take it out of Nicole...for practice."
"Him?" Nicole grunted, clearly not pleased. "Oh fuck!" Her displeasure chilled the room.
Taylor almost spoke up to defend Tim but then retreated, recognizing how doing so would squeeze his balls smaller than they already were. She felt...wise, wise in a way she'd never felt before, suddenly seeing how to not emasculate him and actually choosing not to do so. Being defended by his new girlfriend would humiliate him and she refused that option. She chose to protect him with her silence. The idea, that strange and new conception bubbled up in her and she felt...mature, as a woman, in a way she'd never felt before. She was taking care of her man!
Her man?
God! The thought was so new and yet there it was, painted on the window of her mind in blaring scarlet and forest green. She didn't think she'd even adjusted yet to the idea of having Tim as a "boyfriend" much less to the concept of being a good "girlfriend" to him! She shuddered. She felt humiliated and that very feeling made her shiver with a new pleasure. And more confusion. Not mental, though...she was clear that she was "in love" with a weakling...it was the humiliation of "loving" a weakling that put the shiver into her body...and the thrill into her cunt. She longed for a cock, a real man's cock inside her. She looked at the boyfriend in question, to distract herself.
Tim, looked around the room and finally, when no one else moved or spoke, he moved over behind Nicole's bent form.
"You want me to, uh, take, take that out of her, uh, ass?" He asked, his tremulous voice made Taylor want to scream.
"Yes, Tim. You'll be the one Taylor comes to, to remove her butt plug during her ass training in the next two weeks. You will need to remove it for her. You're her boyfriend. You need to be proficient. Now just tip the plug to one side until you can see the notch, then pull it free and wrench it out." The plug had a ring on the end of it for a finger to secure it with. Taylor thought it looked like a pacifier and wanted to giggle at the thought. Then she realized it was going to be in her ass soon and the urge to snicker dissipated in the heat of her pending reality.
Tim put a soft hand to the plastic plug in Nicole's ass, fingering the little loop of blue plastic. Taylor stared at it, fascinated. Her hands itched. She clinched them into fists and only when Tim took tentative hold of the eye did she realize she wanted to remove it, to feel the woman's ass grip the thing and then surrender it to her. Her own ass clenched and tightened as Tim worked at the big plug in Nicole's ass.
"God, Timmy, just pull it out! Don't, fuck, don't, oh god! Not like that!" Nicole groaned as he wiggled the thing back and forth, teasing it around in her asshole. "Just fucking pull it out, god, not like that!"
Both Mr. G and Mrs. Saunders chuckled at Tim's timid method of removing the plug from Nicole's educated ass.
"Jesus, Tim, just pull it out!" Nicole finally snarled.
Her mother smacked the back of her head, hard.
"Nicole, what have I told you when you are bent?" Mrs. Saunders asked in a low, somber voice.
"That I respect those above me." Nicole said, her voice shrinking.
"And is Tim above you, now?"
"Yes, Ma'am." Nicole responded.
Mr. G was watching Taylor and she felt it. When she looked at him he arched an eyebrow.
"Take note, Taylor." He said. "I think you should take that rule to heart, don't you?"
"Yes sir." She responded immediately and just saying the words made her pussy heat and swell. She wanted to squirm but it was so humiliating that she didn't dare. Then she really wanted to. God, she thought, what a petard she was hoisted on!
Tim finally worked the plug free from Nicole's ass. She groaned luridly as it popped out.
"Tim, when you get it free from Taylor's ass, you should be a little more forceful." Mr. G said, amusement in his voice. Nicole stood up, smoothing her skirt down and glaring at Tim. Tim dropped his eyes and stepped away from her. He laid the plug on the desk beside her. Nicole moved to stand beside her mother. Mrs. Saunders patted her daughter's round gymnast ass. Nicole smiled in a way that made her look stupid, like a little animal, well trained to be sure but dull in the eyes like she was drugged, drunk on something that Taylor responded to with ignorant envy.
"Taylor? Time to be plugged." Mr. G said.
Taylor looked around the room.
"Now?" Despite all that had happened to her to that point, the idea of having her ass plugged with all these people in the room, watching, horrified her, more. It was new and different and ghastly in some strange and primal way that wrenched her gut. Her cunt clinched with approval though, no small comfort, that.
"Yes, Taylor, now." Mr. G said but his voice was so gentle, so soft that she felt punished and coddled at once. She wanted to touch him to have his hand between her legs, his fingers thrust inside her but that was not to be and her voice had no breath to make the words to ask for it...such a thing was now beyond her and she felt the void in her and it felt...strange to be so empty in such a way. "Bend over, like Nicole was...I'll grease you up. Each morning you'll come to my office and I'll plug you and we'll see how long you can go before Tim needs to remove it. It will be totally up to you. You decide. You understand."
"When will I be fucked?" She said. "In the ass, I mean?"
The words dangled in the air and the plaintive tone of her voice made the question seem even more pathetic than it was. "Fuck!" She thought, "I sound like Timmy!" She flashed on her mother, on her knees in their kitchen sucking Mr. G's cock, slurping Anne's juice off of it; she had no idea why that picture came to mind, but it did. She felt unhinged, undone, unraveled. The weekend of bridged penetration, cunt and mouth, and the days of Tim's tender ministrations capped by the hard use the day before had scrambled her, brain and body. Taylor no longer knew what was what in her world and Mr. G's demands were her only solid guidance. She bent over the desk and without any further instruction, pulled her panties down her legs to her knees and then gripped the desk.
Mr. G lifted her skirt. She felt the cool slick kiss of lube on her ass crack and the finger slide up and down, seeking the access point to her bowels. She sighed, feeling him touching her, thrilling with it and content finally to be used by her one true Master, the Master of her wretched body. When the questing finger located her asshole, it pushed at it and she tensed.
"Relax, Taylor, or I'll need to hurt you." Mr. G said softly.
His voice seemed to glance off the other people in the room and Taylor felt it, felt them, their eyes on her body, her exposed ass, the smear of the lube between her lean ass cheeks, the shiver that went through her from the cold lube, the pressure of his finger against the tight sphincter. She sighed and consciously relaxed. The finger penetrated her asshole the moment she relaxed. She grunted.
"Good, Taylor, my rancid little slut." Mr. G mumbled. His words warmed her. His finger moved deeper, withdrew and slid into her deeper again. Taylor felt it for the first time and groaned, her ass rippled and she felt the pleasure full inside her.
"Oh god." She whimpered. Her belly tightened at the sound of her voice, small, waifish, helpless. The bonds that held her were invisible and unbreakable. The lube bubbled around her asshole, some welled and ran down her inner thigh clear to her knee. She shivered. "Oh god." She whimpered again in the same tone.
The feel of the plastic against her asshole stilled her. Her body focused completely there as the pressure increased and her sphincter flared and opened. The flanged object penetrated her body, opening her, forcing her wide and then suddenly her ass snapped around it with a wet little pop. Taylor was plugged. The pain was subtle but distinct. The click of her sphincter alerted her but then the feeling of fullness suffused her. She wriggled her lean hips. Mr. G patted her ass. He pulled her panties back into place and draped her skirt over her ass.
"Taylor, the slut rules are simple. Plugged you may be fucked. When your ass is empty, you must suck. Understand?"
She turned her head to look in his direction but all her attention focused on the plug filling her anal canal. She nodded but did not comprehend, not really. Mr. G elucidated the implications in casual, lurid detail.
"That means adults will be touching your ass to discover what you can and cannot do. The adults of Swanson High will be feeling between your ass cheeks to see what they can or cannot do."
Taylor's mind bit down on that meaning and spat out the implication that was not covered.
"What about the females?" She mewled, her voice feathery and soft.
Mr. G grunted. "I believe Ky is distributing various sized dildos to adult females, quite a collection of sizes and types I understand all to be used on you, Taylor, the school hole...so, plugged, the dildos will go in the cunt. Unplugged you will be penetrated in the ass, just once with the dildos...they will shove it into you and then remove it. You need not allow anything more. I would suggest you remain greased, my dear. All the time, I mean since someone could surely be using your ass at any time."
"Oh my god." Taylor breathed, trying to imagine what that would mean for her. She knew but what she knew confused her emotions...she could not decide who she'd dread seeing approach her more, the male or the female adults of Swanson High!
"Tim, remove her panties. You should then walk your girl to class and stay with her. Mrs. Coyle will give you a pass to stay with her. When she needs to remove the plug, you take her to the restroom and remove it for her, bring it to me then report to class. Taylor, when you feel you are ready report back to me and we'll see if we can reinsert it or not. I expect to see you after each period. Understood?"
Tim nodded, smiling like he'd just won something. He had. Taylor had just been handed to him. He owned her, lock stock and asshole. She lay on the desk, letting her ass twitch around the plug, feeling it inside her for the first time. Tim pulled her panties down to her calves, and then removed them from each foot. He ran his hands up her right leg until he touched the plug lodged in her ass. He gripped the blue eye and wiggled it a little, making Taylor jerk and hiss. He moved away, stuffing her panties into his pocket. She sighed, held in place by her growing need to obey her Master, her Masters, her two Masters now and wondering about the third. Mr. G patted her ass again.
"Stand up, Taylor. Time to go to class." He offered her a tube. "Lube, Taylor. Like I said, best you remain greased and slick." He smiled. She tucked it into her purse.
"Wait." Mrs. Saunders said. "Nicole, this is your day." She said archly.
The much larger plug lay on the desk where Tim had placed it. Nicole picked it up and handed it to her mother then, elbowing Taylor out of the way, she lay down on the desk. Her mother lifted Nicole's skirt, pulled down her panties and with a single, abrupt motion, jammed the plug back into Nicole's ass. The girl grunted and then groaned as it snapped into place. She pulled up her own panties and stood, turning to stare defiantly up at Taylor. The plug in her ass was clearly much larger than what Taylor bore. Taylor's ass was already beginning to burn.
For a moment, no one moved.
"Mrs. Saunders, thank you for allowing us to use Nicole as a demonstration."
"C'est ne rien." The woman said with a wave of her hand. She stepped through the group, opened the door and walked out of the office and away. Taylor followed stopping at Mrs. Coyle's desk with Tim to get the permits they required, forcing Nicole to wait behind them. Nicole stood smirking while Taylor shifted and fidgeted. The thing in her ass consumed her attention and made it impossible to think of anything else. They walked through the hallways in the flow of students. Every time an adult approached, Taylor tensed and every time she tensed her asshole ached. The first time, her cunt clinched with the sensation and every time afterward as well. The sensation of being filled radiated out from her butt through her loins and into the tight crevices of her cunt. Before she even arrived at her first period class, she felt the first trickle of her pussy juice running down her right thigh. Before she could stop her self, she clinched her legs together, which only served to smear her sauce onto both legs. The result was two cool streaks of sensation on both inner thighs pointing directly up to the ever widening point of fire in her ass.
It burned. She groaned as she entered the class room, her eyes drawn to the hard, wooden seats of the desks.
"Oh god." She moaned and her ass tightened. The thought of sitting down onto the hard wooden seat with the plug lodged inside her body made her twitch and shiver. Nicole had a full bubbled ass to hide the blue eye of her plug. For Taylor, the eye of the plug would encounter anything she sat on, pressing at the plug in her ass. Her expectations were met...when she sat down,her weight settled on the eye of the plug, pressing it deeper into her, stretching her ass. She moaned out loud and several other students turned to stare at her. One, an adult girl, lifted a four inch dildo out of her purse and showed it to Taylor. Taylor groaned again but this time because her imagination had that little thing sliding into her cunt, leaving her with a Tim-type of dissatisfaction. The groan was a dread of coming frustrations, or rather of frustration from not cumming. If that was all that Ky was handing around...god, it would be just like that cunt to give out itty bitty shitty dildos that only teased and never pleased! Taylor snorted with derision and fear, particularly when the alternative was scary in a whole different sort of way.
Her weight on the plug kept pressure on it and her pussy responded. As first she leaned forward to relieve the pressure but soon found her rocking back onto the plug, pressing at it so her ass clinched and her cunt clinched and she hissed as her body responded to her mindless teasing of it. Her cunt begged for attention in recognizing the fullness in her ass. The response was a lurid complaint about being empty and sauce bubbled about her pursed and swollen cunt lips. Her pussy bubbled before she ever sat down and now she felt it swimming in her own juices. Tim hovered by the door, not sure where to sit. He stared at Taylor until she gestured to him to sit across the aisle from her. Her ass was settling into the feeling and she thought it might be a while before he could leave her. She hoped she'd get dick before then.
It was in that moment as Tim slid into the seat beside her that the details of her situation appeared in her conscious mind. Any adult could finger her ass. Male or female, she'd be handled sexually regardless of what they found! Mr. G had turned her into a fuck toy but only in the most remote sense. The thought thrilled and daunted Taylor, as she peered into her future. She glanced at Tim and thought of his mother and his request that she discuss his deal with the Adult club...her mind lurched.



"Tim, god, Tim!" She hissed.
"What? What! Is it time?" His voice rattled with both eagerness and fear.
"No, no, not yet. Ah, Tim, did you trade any marbles with any women?" Taylor asked.
He was nodding before his eyes comprehended her question or processed the implications. That a guy as smart as Tim could have overlooked that tiny detail in the discussion of his bargain for marbles seemed inconceivable to her but no one is perfect and each of those imperfections always appeared inconceivable to those that did not share them.
"Oh god, Taylor! What have I done!" He croaked, when the night of his lurid dream dawned on him.
"You're shitting me! Females too?" Taylor whispered.
The bell rang and suddenly the plug in her ass seemed to swell. Taylor felt her body rebel. It seemed intolerable. Not painful exactly, the pain could have been something she could have endured...her training as a dancer and an athlete had taught her to endure pain for the long term gain...but this, this was something different. It was a hook in the core of her soul. It pulled at her, tugging at her, focusing her attention where it ought not to be, in the dirty tunnel of her ass, planting there the first lurid longing to have something living there. The thought bloomed in her and she felt it, the longing became a fully realized thought, a new need and she knew that she wanted it, needed it.
"Cock." She whispered.
"Taylor!" Tim hissed. "God, be quiet!" The girl behind her tittered and the guy in front of her, Justin Patterson turned around, humming in his throat a melodious but highly suggestive tune. The ache in her ass became intolerable. Taylor shifted onto her left buttock, removed the direct pressure on the butt plug eye. The ache changed but did not vanish, or even diminish. Her ass hole throbbed, tensing and clinching without any conscious instruction, pinching around the flange of the plug, trying to expel it but with no success or hope of any success. There was only one solution.
She stood up. Tim looked up at her with a frightened "deer in the headlights" cast in his eyes. She jerked her head at him, feeling imperious and demanding but also curiously small, the plug seemed to suck at her, making her small, tugging her attention into it like a drain. She walked towards the door.
"Miss Dillon, where do you think you are going?" Mr. Parker stared at her.
"To the restroom, Mr. Parker." Taylor whispered, her voice strained by the tension building in her ass. She had to have it removed! Her pussy throbbed too, now and she longed for a cock to enter her. She felt her pussy clinch at the thought and a gout of juice bubbled out of her cunt and ran down her right thigh.
"Why do you need to go to the bathroom, Taylor? Class has only just begun."
Taylor was shocked, unable to think. Tim moved in behind her and one of his soft hands cupped her ass.
"She's not feeling well." Tim offered. "I'll go with her to see that she's okay."
"Where isn't she feeling well?" Mr. Parker persisted. Tim grunted and his hand unconsciously squeezed Taylor's ass, which made her grunt in tune with him.
"She's uh...her...she needs...I must..." Tim's stuttering bothered her. Taylor wanted to make him stop but her ass was burning and aching so that the throbbing seemed to permeate her whole being, dominating her mind even as it captivated her body. When she spoke, it was without thought or intent, driven by the need to be free of the thing in her ass.
"I have a butt plug in my ass and Tim must remove it for me." She said, speaking in a normal voice and looking Mr. Parker right in the eyes. The man smiled broadly. His expression twitched from one of lurid anticipation to somber attention. He called out the names of all the non-adults in the class and sent them to the library. They trudged past Taylor like they were off to their own executions. When they were gone and the room was only adults, he pointed to his desk.
"Assume the position, Miss Dillon." His hands fumbled with his pants until his cock appeared, hard and red and ready to penetrate her. The flare helmet was purple with a dappled texture. Taylor stared, then sucked drool as her mouth watered. She was so shocked at his action she stared at his cock as though seeing the creature for the first time. "Miss Dillon. Taylor, lie down on the desk for me. Time for the school hole to be fucked."
The clear instruction penetrated her dulled mind, weaving through the sensations emanating from the plug in her ass. She moved to the desk and moved the stack of papers to the floor and then shifted the stapler and hole punch to the end. Hole punch? Taylor giggled at the words in her mind, her ass clinching on the plug filling her inner space. She laid face down on the desk, gripping it with both hands. Mr. Parker moved behind her and lifted her skirt. He fingered the plug snuggled up into her ass, pressing it a little. She felt him touch the eye, grip it and tug on it, lightly. Taylor moaned as the pressure in her ass changed. His finger moved down away from the plug to the entrance of her pussy. It penetrated her and sank through the luscious folds of her hungry cunt until it was deep inside her.
"Oh god, Mr. Parker." Taylor whispered. She almost begged for him to fuck her but bit her lip to stop the words from gushing out of her mouth. Her mouth watered, thinking of his cock while her ass clinched and relaxed around the plug. The finger withdrew and then she felt the downy head of his hard cock stroke between her legs, the length of it caressed her swollen cunt lips, missing her entrance and sliding through the arch of her legs so she tensed her thighs to increase the friction. Mr. Parker groaned.
The man pulled back and probed her with his cock until he found her entrance. She grunted and arched her back, lifting her hips so the hot rod connected to her throbbing pussy hole. She was a hole, two holes, she licked her lips, three holes. Mr. Parker slid his cock into her. Taylor hissed between her teeth as he filled her up. Her body throbbed but the butt plug echoed in her ass, a throb that was counter to the penetration of her cunt by his cock. The harmony of her ass melded perfectly with the melody of her cunt as it was filled and stretched open by the man's hard cock. His hands gripped her by the waist and he reared back and slammed full into her again. His body cuddled against her ass but pressed on the eye of the butt plug. His cock filled her and the plug ground into her ass.
Taylor climaxed.
The euphoria of the orgasm appeared out of nothing, suddenly she was filled with cock and her body sang with the pleasure as the orgasm swelled and popped inside her body. Taylor gripped the desk, wriggled her hips, making the cock stir inside her, prolonging the sudden climax. She bucked on the desk, gasping as the pleasure swamped her. She felt a new gout of her juice running down her left thigh and for a crystalline moment, all her attention shifted to that timid sensation on the skin of her left leg. She groaned around that sensation, adding a third part to the sensations in her body.
Mr. Parker pulled out of her cunt and rammed into her again, filling her with his hard hot cock. She gasped and lifted her hips, letting the man grind into her, filling her, toiling at his use of her before pulling back and slamming into her again. Taylor hissed and grunted again. A second orgasm popped inside her as startlingly sudden as the first. In the midst of her squirming, she felt the man's hands tense on her lean ass and then he was bucking against her, pulling at her, jamming her onto his hard cock. She groaned, knowing he was pouring cum into her body. Her ass throbbed, fighting the tension in her body as she contracted her cunt around the cock buried inside of her. Those contractions clamped down on the butt plug in her ass too. Her ass twitched with the sensation. Her body jerked with the dual stimulation of cock and plug and she came again, a third time but stronger by a little as though the other two still reverberated inside of her making her bones rattle and her mind go blank. She hissed and cried out, her voice a twisted snarl of ecstasy and mortification for her head turned to her left and her eyes opened.
She saw the dozen or so adults staring at her as she was fucked on the desk. It was like their eyes flicked over her body and inveigled their way inside of her, teasing and touching her. She felt the euphoric stasis in her body, held still but fully alive inside her by the variety of gazes from the adults in the room. She felt Mr. Parker's hands move to her back as he sagged over her, his cock immediately going soft inside her, spent and sated. When he pulled out of her, their combined cum bubbled free and flooded down her thighs. Mr. Parker left her and she lay, panting, dizzied by the three quick little climaxes that graced her body. She felt hands on her shoulders and she lifted off the desk.
"Sit, Taylor." Tim whispered. "I'll clean you up." For a terrible moment she envisioned him kneeling before, licking and sucking the cum out of her cunt and she felt a sort of thrill she'd not experienced before then. She opened her eyes and found Tim holding a wad of paper towels from the brown roll on the shelves by the door. She automatically opened her legs, hitching her ass onto the desk. She leaned back, arms planted behind her, arching her back, thrust her dappled tits forward, dropping her head back and closing her eyes. The towel was rough and dry on her knees but absorbed the streaming juice running down her legs until it was pressed against her bubbling cunt. The roughness was gone and she longed for it. The paper towel had gone limp and soggy. Tim swabbed at her cunt until the towel was useless. He tossed it into the waste basket and got another. The sharp tang of male cum intermixed with the aroma of her aroused cunt, hanging about her like a swarm of flies. She was meat, her mind told her. Meat. For use. Tim pressed new, rough towels to her crotch and Taylor hissed with humiliated delight, unable to hide it...perhaps unwilling. He continued to dab at her welling cunt until she felt the dry crinkle of the fourth towel.
Tim tossed it away as well. He lay a hand against her cheek, wordlessly claiming her. The affection in his hand and his eyes was so obvious, so florid, she leaned her head against his hand a little and smiled back at him, feeling what could only be described as actual affection, veined in the leaf of her dazed ecstasy. She was perched directly on the thing in her ass. The butt plug amplified every sensation her cunt offered, sending her mind into a euphoria of blank pleasure that left her empty, wanting but filled with the raucous need the lust planted inside her body.
"Let's go, Taylor. We need to remove your plug for you." Tim's voice was velvety soft, so much so Taylor was unsure if he'd actually spoken or if she'd imagined it and the idea that she felt longing for something Tim had to offer startled her anew. She nodded, however and slipped from the desk to stand before him. In a fit of unaffected affection, she slipped both arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips. She heard the sighs in the room from afar, only registering that she was observed as their lips parted and she opened her eyes to see the love in his, the utter devotion that she both hated and loved, needed and detested. His hand at her waist wound around her and pulled her close to him, against him and for a brief flaring moment, she felt comfortable and satisfied in the circle of his arms. He sensed it but then released her before she could surface out of the depths of her post-orgasmic bliss and push him away. He took her by the hand and lead her out of the room.
The hall was empty but for a gaggle of girls far away in front of them in the direction Tim was towing her. Taylor's mind did not register them until they were close enough to touch.
"I told you the little cunt wouldn't even last the full period." That was Nicole.
"Move along, Timmy. This is our fuck toy now." That was Ky. Taylor's eyes focused and then she felt Ky's hand on her throat. She was turned so her back was to the line of lockers. Ky pressed her against the lockers, one of the latches pressed into the middle of her back. Ky held her by the throat and displayed a long green dildo about five inches long with a plain handle before her eyes. "Open your legs, slut Taylor." Ky hissed. "Time to find out which hole you have left open for us!" A hand, not Ky's, lifted her skirt and was down between her legs. The inquisitive fingers probed Taylor's pussy and then found the plug in her ass and pushed at it. Taylor groaned and closed her eyes. The hand grasped the eye of the plug and rocked it back and forth inside her ass. Taylor grunted, her hips shifting forward in search of fulfillment, or simply filling.
"The bitch is plugged." Connie Larson grunted. "We can fuck her then. Get ready for our dildos, fuck toy." Her voice snarled at Taylor. Taylor felt the cold plastic of a hard dildo against her pussy.
"No, Connie, let Anne go first. Sister fucking the fuck toy is better." Ky's voice slithered around Taylor like a hissing snake riled and wild. "Annie, you can fuck your sister fuck toy first." Ky's voice made it sound like a command so when Anne appeared beside Ky, Taylor didn't gawk or stare. Her eyes were still misted over by her three little orgasms and this all seemed unreal, impossible. The hand at her neck held her and she was still, swamped in mind and body with the experience bounding at her.
Anne held up a short little black dildo, formed to look exactly like a male human's cock. Anne touched it to Taylor's lips and Taylor automatically opened her mouth and accepted the cool black plastic between her lips.
"You're such a cunt, Taylor." Anne wheezed at her, clearly panting with excitement. "Now, now Mr. G is fucking mom and me both. And it's all your fucking fault." Anne pushed the four inches of plastic cock into Taylor's mouth, only tickling the back of it. As soon as Taylor started to suck on it, longing for more her throat tickling, needing to feel the violation, Anne yanked it free and it vanished from Taylor's field of vision. A moment later, Taylor felt the plastic end against her frothy pussy. It penetrated into her and then she was being fucked with it. Her cunt tingled and spasmed with the slight, shallow penetration, gasping for more and getting nothing but the short end of the stick.
The insufficient size of the thing made Taylor mad with desire. It stimulated the nerve endings in her cunt but didn't stretch her or challenge her. All it did was tease her. Her hips flexed forward, catching Anne's dildo on the "in" stroke and that provided a small tingle and the suggestion of some erotic satisfaction.
"God, look at the slut!" Someone said. "She's randy and rearing to go!" Taylor's eyes were closed and she opened them. She was surrounded by the five girls. Anne was close by Ky, pumping at Taylor's cunt with the little dildo.
"Enough Anne. Just a few thrusts and then it's someone else's turn." Ky spoke through gritted teeth. Her hand at Taylor's throat tightened again. Taylor choked around it. She didn't even struggle against the lack of air. Her mind focused on the empty demand of her cunt and the need flowering there, flowing down her thighs. She wanted to be penetrated, to be fucked, hard, deep, often, constantly...the options roared through her like a runaway train.
The plastic cock left Taylor's cunt and she mewled a little.
"I'm next." Colleen growled, pulling Anne away and taking her place before Taylor. Taylor's hands were pressed against the cool metal of the lockers. She felt a new, cold, plastic cock against her cunt.
"Show it to her, Colleen. You can make her suck it like Anne did." That was Nicole's voice.
Taylor expected the plastic visitor at the entrance to her body to retire but instead, it located her hole unerringly and thrust deep into her. She grunted with both surprise and teased satisfaction. When it left her, she sighed and the women around her all laughed.
"God, she wants it!" That was Ash and that surprised Taylor. She couldn't turn her head to look but recognized her friend's voice. Before she could think of anything else, the dildo was against her lips.
"Lick off your cum, slut." Colleen growled.
"Hey, god, wait look at it." Nicole's voice opened Taylor's eyes again. "That's not all her!" The plastic orange cock vanished from Taylor's sight.
"Shit, you're right. That's sperm!" Colleen slurped a time or two. "God, in half an hour the slut has been fucked? Really?"
"Mr. Parker fucked her on his desk." Tim's voice rattled around them. Taylor's eyes fluttered open, again. She saw the girls looking away from her. She could see Time. "He mounted her on his desk just now."
They all turned back to look at Taylor. She could see them all now, clustering in close around her. She felt the plastic against her pussy, thrusting into her. She grunted with the inadequate penetration. The dildo left her and appeared at her lips, smearing them with the effluvia bubbling out of her cunt, like a wildcat oil strike in Pennsylvania. Her tongue snaked out and slathered the sexy suds on her lips into her mouth. Taylor indeed tasted both her own flavor and the lurid musk of male cum. The dildo touched her lips and she opened them, sucking and licking as the plastic cock slid into her mouth. She sucked at it but then it left her mouth just as the satisfying feeling of having it there welled up, leaving her gasping, eyes closed. When the thing penetrated her pussy again, she opened her eyes and her mouth, expecting it to leave her grunting with need but instead it thrust into her over and over again.
Taylor grunted each time the thing left her pussy empty. Her longing suffused her and filled her so that she was full of emptiness and its longing. Nothing corrected her inclination. The dildo fucked her shallow and fast, leaving her squirming against the lockers. Her hips rose and fell in time with the fucking so that it sounded like a banging drum in the vacant hallway, rattling out her need as the girl fucked her. The unsatisfying tease left her jerking and hissing with mindless need. The plug in her ass fought against the tight clinch of her body on it, making her focus on it. Her hands stayed pressed against the cool steel of the lockers. Ky's hand clutched her throat tightly. She felt the desire to orgasm ignite inside her cunt but nothing suggested the dildo would provide her sufficient stimulation to achieve it.
"My turn." Nicole said. Colleen's orange dildo left Taylor's pussy. Taylor imagined it, flaming orange between her legs. She groaned at its departure. The next thing she felt was smooth and hard and cold. The thing slid into her ravenous cunt and also failed to fill her, to stretch her, to satisfy her at all. She grunted, thrust her hips forward, forcing the chilled glass dildo deep into her boiling cunt. Taylor gasped when the rounded tip caressed one wall of her pulsing pussy, still too short and small to fill her, no hope of satisfying the need crawling inside her. The swipe on her inner surface lingered, flickering inside her. Taylor wanted more, much more but there was none to be had. Nicole fucked her with the insufficient glass cock for a minute or two then withdrew.
"Ash, you want a go at this fuck toy of ours?" Ky's voice cut through the darkness and Taylor opened her eyes again. Unless she consciously demanded it, they tended to go closed so she could concentrate on the feelings roiling around and through and inside her. In the next moment, Ash was beside Ky and Taylor felt a large dildo pressing into her body. The others made this one seem huge but it wasn't, but as it slid into her cunt, she felt it demanding a little more of her body, filling her a little more. Her hips ground forward, thrusting and pulsing, eager to measure its size. In and out, in and out, Ash fucked her with the larger dildo but still she wasn't stretched, still she wasn't challenged. Her body longed for that full feeling she'd gotten when Kam fucked her. The memory flowed through her and aroused her, despite the present insufficiency. Ash fucked her for several minutes. The added size did nothing to soothe the growing need in Taylor's cunt. Her ass clasped the plug tight and the full feeling made the longing for something in her cunt more profound.



Ash stepped back leaving Taylor's hips pulsing and grinding on fresh air.
"God, look at the slut. All she wants is something in her cunt." Ky growled, her hand tightening suddenly on Taylor's neck. Taylor knew she could break Ky's hold easily but instead let the woman's hand cut off her air. The vision in her eyes rippled like a heat wave on sand. "Randy cunt." Ky muttered relaxing her hold on Taylor's throat. "I have what you want, what you need." She shifted and presented the largest dildo Taylor had yet seen. She expected the average green on but this one was huge by comparison. Surely it was a foot long if not more and designed to look like a real white man's cock. Ky touched the end to Taylor's lips and pushed it past her teeth when Taylor opened her mouth. The cock penetrated into her mouth and then deeper.
Taylor moaned around the thing in her mouth and then recalled all her previous experiences with cocks in her mouth and let her throat relax. Ky did not relent but pushed it as far down as it could go. Taylor gagged, then choked but kept the reactions to it in check, allowing Ky to fuck her mouth with it for several minutes. The huge dildo never failed to gag her and Taylor felt her cunt grow warm and then hot anticipating the introduction of the thing into her body. When Ky finally stopped fucking her mouth, she released Taylor's throat.
"Turn around, fuck toy Taylor." She whispered. "I'm going to fuck you from the back like the bitch you are."
Taylor twisted her torso and then placed her hands on the lockers to steady herself. She arched her back, presenting herself to the woman and the large dildo...more the latter than the former. Her nipples were pointed and hard and she pressed them against the cool metal of the lockers, just for the contrast of the cool against her hot seething skin. She felt the first touch of the blunt head of the dildo against the pursed lips of her pussy. Taylor flexed her ass, trying to open herself further, to lure the thing into her cunt. When it did touch her lips and press them apart, she sighed, anticipating being filled. Ky didn't tease her but thrust the cock as deep in the first stroke as it would go. Her cunt was smooth, wet, oil slick slippery so the thing slide into her without the slightest resistance. Taylor's body flexed but then clamped down on it, halting the invasion.
Ky pulled back on the dildo and Taylor's body refused to let go so it pulled at her, wrenching at her insides. It left her empty but remained tucked just inside the taut lips of her cunt. Ky thrust into her again, harder this time. Taylor felt her body take it in, grasping at the plastic invader but to no avail. Her cunt was slick and wet. The giant cock rifled into her, turning and twisting at Ky's demand until it was seated deeply in her pussy. Taylor groaned, feeling the rambling approach of her orgasm. Her body pulsed around the plastic cock. She grunted. Her hips began to pump back. Ky held the dildo still.
"Look at it. The slut is fucking herself on the big huge plastic cock. What a fuck toy slut she is!" Ky's voice wrangled the moment into a tight knot of sensations for Taylor. The orgasm that threatened to overtake her drew closer.
"God, Ky, faster, harder, deeper!" Taylor moaned. She half expected her nemesis to stop altogether but instead the cock obeyed her words, thrusting into her cunt, harder, faster and much, much deeper. She cried out.
"You're hurting her!" Ash hissed.
"No, fuck no, she's taken more than this and even so, she likes to be hurt." Ky snarled. The giant dildo continued thrusting into Taylor from behind. She had her forearms on the lockers and that allowed her to fuck herself onto the huge cock. Back and forth, back and forth, she ground herself onto it while Ky obligingly held it still and in the perfect position.
"Cum for us, ugly ass fuck toy! Cum hard and fast for us." Ky's voice penetrated Taylor's musty, lusty mind. She rocked her hips forward, hunching with little sounds deep in her lank chest, and made to put a hand between her own legs but was hampered by another hand. A third hand did touch her between the legs, questing hither and yon until it found her clit. When that hand rubbed her clit hard, Taylor exploded into ecstasy. Her body responded and though she rammed herself against the lockers, the dildo remained deep inside her, pinning her like a fuck specimen there, held both by the dildo in her cunt and the need that flooded body and mind, leaving no doubt as to what she was and what she wanted and needed. She groaned as the thing filled her up, pinning her against the lockers. Her orgasm exploded and she bucked, mounted on the big plastic cock, her hips grinding herself onto it. The hand between her legs pinched her clit and she cried out, climaxing a secod time with inchoate syllables that told the whole garbled story.
"God, she's coming, just like that! What a little animal!"
"Fuck you, Colleen, you'd come like that too if you experienced what she has." Tim's voice was angry, something Taylor had never heard before, actual anger in his voice. Taylor's orgasm made her shudder and all she felt was the cool metal of the lockers and the mind-numbing shock of her ecstasy. The big dildo left her and she felt deliciously stretched but luridly empty.
"I want her to lick it off." Ky's voice growled behind her.
"We need to get back to class. Fuck the slut, we can use her any time we like, right? Colleen's voice was clear and evident.
"I want to make the slut lick her cunt grease off the dildo! Look at the fucking mess she made!" Ky snarled to no one in particular.
"Here, I'll do it. Let's go." Ash's voice tangled in Taylor's mind. The women left her there. Taylor turned her head and stared at them and sure enough, Ash was licking a very large dildo, her tongue swiping at it up and down, holding with the two hands as she walked. She swiped at it with her tongue then glanced back at Taylor. For a moment, Taylor thought she saw something akin to jealousy, envy, lust in her friend's eyes. Taylor closed her eyes to the sight and the possibility, letting the feelings rifle through her body, alone with them.
Taylor's skirt draped over her ass so she felt used but appeared to be just leaning against the lockers. Tim moved behind her and put an arm around her waist. He pulled her upright. Taylor felt his hard cock against her right ass cheek and she twisted loose from him and strode towards the women's bathroom, unsteady on her feet to be sure though. She stopped, swinging around to face him. Her ass was suddenly on fire.
"God Tim, come on. You have to take this god-damned thing out of me. But I want you to fuck me first, before, before you take it out." She vanished through the door into the girls' toilet. Two younger women were there and she pointed to the door. They scampered away. They met Tim at the door and squeaked as they vanished. He came to stand beside Taylor at the sink. She was looking at herself in the mirror. She glanced at him and then very deliberately lifted her skirt, exposing her bare flanks and haunches. "Tim, I want you to come in me...I want you to fuck me before you take the plug out of my ass."
Taylor felt those words more than she heard them. She was asking him to use her and he didn't hesitate. Tim opened his pants and crouched behind her. His cock was hard. When it touched Taylor's bare thighs, she sighed and bent forward, exposing herself for him, widening her stance as she did so. Tim used one hand to locate her hole and the other to direct his cock inside her. He grasped her by the hips and pulled her onto him, mounting her onto his cock like a bow on a virgin's head. She felt used, taken, toyed with, and now, finally fucked again. Her lust, her need vibrated in her, the engine of her desire throbbed and all she wanted was to feel his cock thrusting into her, spitting his teaspoon of cum into her that she could dig out with a finger later and taste the delicious thrill of it. He thrust into her, and she felt his utter lack of size swimming in her but she wanted his cum in her and so instead of flinching away from him, she ground her ass back at him. She wanted what he did not have, could not give and the very desire, the bunched knot of arousal made the frustration erotic all by itself. This was what it meant to be a used slut. The residue of the large orgasm in the hallway vibrated inside her. His cock only seemed to blend into that larger scope of her body's arousal.
Tim held her by the waist, focused on fucking her, unaware of her need. He hunched against her from behind a half dozen times, tensed, stopped, then bucked against her with little rabbit pokes, pumping his cum into her. Taylor leaned forward onto her hands on the vanity and let the man finish inside her. Her body sang with the sensations both physical but also the surprisingly strong delight she experienced from Tim's seemingly inexhaustible displays of his need for her. She moaned with the realization that his passion for her added something to their coupling that every other instance lacked. Before she could stop herself, she spoke the words.
"I love you too, Tim."
It sounded inane to her because he'd not spoken but in that moment, she felt his cum running down her legs, his body pressing on the butt plug planted in her ass, and she felt it shift inside her, feeling the added dimension of it in her body. Her lips twitched, thinking of having a cock in her mouth while her other holes were filled.
Tim released her after a few minutes and she let her skirt drop.
"Take the plug out, please." She whispered.
Tim bent behind her. She watched him in the mirror. He lifted her skirt and peeked at her arched ass. He squinted and touched it with a finger, pushing at it. The pressure throbbed, an ache that made Taylor's nipples ache in sympathy and her cunt tingled. Tim grasped her ass with a hand and then with the other hand wriggled the plug in her ass. She was sore and the ache flared as the other sensations in her body retreated. He wrenched it back and forth. Had he intended to hurt her, he'd not have done a better job. The raw tissue screeched and her cunt clinched with the pain, flaring and drooling the flow of cum out of it soothed her a little even as she longed to be fucked for real, not with the little micro cock of her...boyfriend. Finally, Tim pulled on it but not with enough force. It only served to make it feel like it was swelling inside her and her ass clamped down harder on it.
"Oh for Christ's sake!" Taylor barked but then she saw Tim's stricken face in the mirror and she felt awful. How it could happen that she was suddenly so deeply enthralled with such an inadequate sexual partner, she could not tell, but hurting his feelings no longer felt good to her. "Please, forgive me, Tim. Take it out of me, just like you did with Nicole." He toyed with it for so long she actually began to think he was actually messing with her. He twisted the plug and then turned it and tilted it, all serving only to exacerbate her arousal. Taylor was startled to discover that such manipulation did indeed arouse her. Soon she luxuriated in it.
When he finally put enough strength into the endeavor he tilted the plug and she helped by expelling it from her ass, it came free. She immediately felt sad, empty, moaning with the relief of real frustration, a fuck toy's frustration. The relief Taylor felt was profound and yet she felt curiously empty. That empty sensation bothered her because it had implications she'd never yet faced. Her ass demanded filling. The thought hummed in her mind while Tim washed the thing with hot water and soap then rinsed it thoroughly before drying it off. He was looking at it, just holding it like a newly discovered treasure when the door opened and an adult woman appeared. She stared at the plug.
"The Queen bitch is not plugged I see." She whispered. For a moment no one moved. The she put her purse on the counter and opened it. She extracted a tiny pink dildo. She held it up, showing it to Taylor in the mirror.
"This if for you, Queen Bitch." She hissed. "Bend over."
Taylor heard the words. Her mind fought them, wrestling with them while her body obeyed. She bent as instructed, leaning on her elbows on the counter, the right side of her face pressed against the mirror. Her neck crooked. She consciously arched her back, lifting her ass. The woman lifted her skirt, a long fingernail probed her ass, poked into her asshole. The sharp pain exploded in Taylor's mind, a projection of what the girl's finger would feel like thrust into her ass, deep into her ass, slicing into her. Instead, it left her. She sighed with disappointment that sounded like relief.
"Fuck you, Queen Bitch." The girl hissed and the little dildo touched her ass and pushed against it. Taylor waited for the girl to penetrate her but the stupid cunt wasn't pushing hard enough. Finally, in utter frustration, Taylor consciously relaxed, flexed and let herself open to the tiny thing. It pushed into her ass and she grunted, a satisfied, delighted sound that left her hissing with desire when it left her ass. The woman washed off the dildo, then with a snarl and a glare, she moved into a stall, seemingly unperturbed by either Taylor or Tim in her bathroom. Taylor didn't know her name or forgot it as inconsequential, which made the woman's use of her that much more lurid and arousing.
Tim just stared, holding the butt plug in his hand, forgotten.
"Put that away." Taylor said.
"I have to take it to Mr. G. You can get it from him, he said to, remember?" Taylor nodded, already thinking of having Mr. G reinsert it into her raw, aching ass.
"Go to class, Tim." Taylor whispered. She took the plug from his hands, wrapped it in tissue and tucked it into his left hand. She regretted not bringing her purse. Tim left her then, no good-bye, not another word. He walked out into the hall with the butt plug in his hand, a silly look on his face, part pride and part shame. Taylor sauntered back to class, her mind awhirl. Tim Stanton was her boyfriend! That was one thing but he was her Master, the Master of her heart, Mr. G had said so. That idea unnerved her.
In Mr. Parker's class once more, she felt exposed. Mr. Parker would look at her and rub a hand over his crotch. The non-adults were back, so he didn't refer to his copulation with Taylor while the adults watched. He did keep gazing at Taylor, catching her eyes again and again and giving her a small smile.
When class ended, he asked her to stay after. She sat quietly in the seat until the last of her classmates shuffled out of the class.
"Are you plugged now, slut?" Mr. Parker asked.
Taylor shook her head. The words felt like they'd been spilled inside her, welling inside her cunt, hot, tangy, like hot sauce that stimulated every nerve they touched. She shook her head.
"So it's your mouth?" He whispered. "God, I hear you have learned to suck cock properly, finally."
Taylor found herself in the dark...her mind blank but her mouth open and her eyes closed. The feeling of a downy cockhead swiping at her slender lips struck her like a shock of electricity. She jerked but in jerking, she inhaled and the head of the cock passed over her lips and into her mouth. A hand knotted in her hair and pulled her face against a man's body...the cock lodged deep in her throat. Taylor groaned, her body twitching around the cock in her mouth. Her hands gripped the desk, her body twisted to take the cock into her mouth properly.
A moment of clarity opened up like a bright light in her mind, even as her tongue swabbed around the cock planted in her mouth. Her throat worked and it pressed deeper. The clarity was a contrast, her sitting placidly in a classroom, her teacher's cock thrust down her throat while she struggled to breathe compared to her before, nearly virginal in her queenship, the virgin queen, untouched and unconscious of all the erotic potential floating around her all the time, potential that seemed to wrap her up and coddle her always but finally neglecting to touch her. Now, however, now, never passing her by. She had become a fuck toy to everyone, anyone. Her body had become a thing for use, like a public drinking fountain.
Taylor felt her cunt clinch and that tension made her asshole twitch and the raw pain in it made her cunt clinch again. The recursive sensations ratcheted up inside her body so that her throat clinched itself and she swallowed around the cock in her throat, holding it, feeling her body's need for air swell in her chest. She felt the need to keep the cock in her mouth far more strongly than even her need to breathe.
"I'm a fuck toy." She thought to herself as the darkness closed in on her. Her mind emptied, clearing of every irrelevancy that haunted her as the man fucked her open mouth and yawning throat. Her body responded to the use. She groaned around the cock in her mouth and consciously wished for it to be removed and thrust up into her now drooling cunt. Her ass ached but a new, unfamiliar longing suffused her. "I need plugged again!" She thought, surprised. The pain seemed...comfortable, familiar. The rawness of her ass enticed her, seducing her. The darkness spangled, like popping black bubbles in her vision. Her eyes had opened, pressed against Mr. Parker's body but saw nothing as there was nothing to see. There was just his bare abdomen and his cock in her mouth. A hand held her face against him, knotted in her hair on the back of her head, holding her, the fuck toy receptacle for his hard cock.
His body pulsed then, jerked, lurched and she felt the delicious sensation of his ejaculation flowing down her throat. She groaned in unison with the man as Mr. Parker's cock swelled in her mouth, erupting, the man's hand knotted in her hair tightened, pulling at it even as the other hand closed on the back of her head keeping her face tight against him. He fucked her face, hunching at her. Taylor's cunt clinched and drooled. She swore she could feel her body seeping onto the seat under her ass. Her ass! God, she needed plugged.
The thought dissolved in the lightness of being as the man pulled his cock out of her throat, slick with his cum and her spit. She felt the tip wipe at her face, smearing a line on her right cheek then, clearly intentionally, he wiped the slurried tip across her eyes, so when they opened, she felt his cum streaked across them.
"What a fucking cunt hole." Mr. Parker muttered. "God, all you are now is a set of holes surrounded by that god awful body you use to fuck with. No wonder you are the school hole now. About time they quit kowtowing to you, Queen Taylor and used you like this. You're good for nothing but as holes for cocks."
She hissed a little.
"And tongues." She whispered, feeling like giggling around the words but she didn't. She felt proud and told herself it was because she didn't giggle but deep down, she knew it was because the man said she was just a set of holes to be filled up. Her lurid source of pride mocked her just as her drooling cunt mocked the contemptuous use of her mouth with its approval. She shivered, hugging herself as she watched the man tuck his cock away, away from her open lips. She licked them and found them coated with his cum. How it got there she didn't know but the slick, tang of male cum on her lips made her cunt clinch again. "Oh god, I love it." She whispered.
The look on Mr. Parker's face was priceless. His contempt, his disgust vanished in a flash of surprise and then chagrin. He intended to damage, to hurt, a punitive action directed at Taylor but she felt the power in her, the need that made all his actions and whatever anyone did to her just and right because it satisfied her natural lust.
Fucktoy.




The term made her shiver with delight.
And fear.
Suddenly the limitations on her behavior, her need to protect herself from the depredations of sexual predators who hated her or just used her because she was only holes to them, of no more importance than a condom...a human condom, that's what she was, designed to fit on a cock to be thrown away once his cum was inside her. Taylor shivered again.
"Miss Dillon, don't you have class?" Mr. Parker asked from his desk.
Taylor's eyes came on like an old style tube TV and the room appeared.
"I need plugged." She whispered.
Mr. Parkers eyes lit up.
"Plugged. You mean your ass?" Mr. Parked came around his desk, towards her. "Do you have your plug? I'll plug you." He said, his voice replete with erotic enthusiasm.
Taylor's mind came on, like a computer waking from sleep. She twitched, her whole body jerking.
"Um, no, it's with Mr. G." She stood up and trudged from the classroom. She felt Mr. Parker's eyes on her as she reached the door, the dull grumble of the crowd outside changing classes seemed to tingle on her skin. She turned to look at him and then, with slow, deliberation, she licked her lips, feeling them still well-coated with the slick film of his thick, gooey cum. She shivered then.
"Thank you, Mr. Parker." She said, her voice sweet and light. "For letting me suck your cock." His face blanched, as though the words made it seem real, that he'd actually face fucked a student in his classroom. He looked terrified but Taylor turned away, pushed open the door and let herself drift into the flow of student. Almost immediately, a hand grasped her by the neck and pushed her face against the wall. A different hand pressed between her thighs just above her knees. She rocked right to left, widening her stance, opening her legs. The hand slid up her left thigh to her cunt.
"Fuck, the bitch is wet I mean fresh-fucked wet." The voice behind her said.
"Is she plugged?"
A finger probed between her shallow ass crack, touched her asshole then pushed into it. The raw pain made her cringe despite the mental satisfaction of it. The finger pushed into her ass. It hurt. Her ass clinched tight around it and she grunted. Then, as if her body was controlled by some anal force well beyond her awareness, her ass hunched, pressing back at the finger, relaxing her asshole until the invading finger was fully lodged deep inside her ass.
"Fuck me, she's ass fucking herself on my finger."
"So she's not plugged. That means her mouth is to be used."
"Yep. Knees, bitch." The finger left her then and her chest tightened, feeling like she did when she wanted to weep but refused to give into that weakness. This time it reassured her, that her need was real and it would not abandon her, ever. The thought swelled in her chest...this need would rule her forever! Taylor felt herself turned around and a hand on her forehead pushed her to her knees. "Open wide." She did, her mouth opened, but she kept her eyes closed. She knelt in the flow of students in the hallway and a hard, smooth cock slid through her lips and into her mouth. Her hand rose up and found a second cock, bare, and grasped it, like a subway handhold while the other one slide into her mouth. She closed her lips on it and sucked, hard, pushing her face forward. The tip of the cock tickled the back of her throat and she gagged, hard. There wasn't enough cock length to open her throat so it was just a touch and a tickle which was not enough to damn her gag response. She gagged hard, expelling the cock from her mouth, pushing him away, whoever it was.
"What are you boys doing there!" An authoritative voice asked over the groan and rattle of the crowd in the hall.
"Oh fuck." Cocks and hands vanished and Taylor was alone, on her knees, mouth open, her ass clinching, but she noticed, still open. She could tell because she felt a breeze, like a gout of coolness up inside her, inside her raw, aching ass. She groaned.
"I need plugged." She muttered. It seemed so unlikely, so strange. Her ass was newly opened for use and here she was longing for it to be filled up again! The ache was a comforting warmth in her body.
"Taylor? Are you alright? Did those boys hurt you? Adults can be so cruel."
She opened her eyes to find Mr. Martinez looking down at her with irony in his eyes. Her eyes focused on his gaze at first but then lowered to his crotch which was right in front of her face.
"I need to suck your cock." She whispered. She couldn't bear to beg him to fuck her ass...he wouldn't, shouldn't, couldn't. She had to be plugged. Not fucked. Her owner insisted, that was the rule, his will. Her mind roiled drunkenly. What sense it made, made no sense at all. The confusion overwhelmed her. She licked her lips, feeling the tingle of the flesh of the cock that was now absent still there, and it became a longing.
"Oh Taylor, what has happened to you? What have they done to you?" The man's voice was velvet and kind. "Come with me."
The phrase thrilled her.
"God yes." She wheezed. "I'll cum with you." His hand reached for her elbow and raised her off her knees. She felt light, and her mind told her it was because she was empty. Her holes were open, empty, and yet she was filled with need. Such filling was utterly unsatisfactory. "Cum with me." She repeated. Her eye focused and she saw the confusion on Mr. Martinez's face. They called him 'virgin' behind his back. Mr. Virgin. He was religious and obvious about it, overtly so but kindly and so much so that he seemed innocent, even naive in the bluster and bubble of the high school culture.
He guided her through the flow of students to a classroom that was empty. The door closed and Taylor sunk to her knees. Mr. Martinez's hand tried to keep her standing but did not resist her once her weight sagged completely and her strong, athletic legs lowered her to her knees.
"What are you doing? Taylor, stand up this instant!" Mr. Martinez's voice was nearly falsetto.
"You can't fuck me." Taylor whispered. "My ass is empty. I must suck you." She turned on her knees, finding the man's body with her left hand. He tried to step away but she grasped him by the pants pocket, tucking her hand deep into it and using it to pull him closer. Her other hand fought at his belt buckle, then the button on his pants, then his zipper. In doing so, she felt his cock quiescent inside his pants. It registered that this man had a cock of heroic proportions, on the order of Kam's cock. Not as thick but long, so long it seemed to her that it would reach his knees when his pants were lowered. She lowered them, pants and briefs, exposing the long, smooth brown meat.
"Meat." She whispered. She knew she was delirious, not in her right mind. She felt airy, that emptiness continued to affect how she thought. Her cunt clinched again, every time she noted this hole or that hole was empty, her cunt contracted as though longing for a filling, like an empty eclair. She glanced up. Mr. Martinez held the tails of his white oxford shirt up out of the way, as though he wanted to be able to see his own cock. She had expected him to resist her, had prepared to be pushed off her knees onto her side on the floor. Mr. Virgin should reject her lascivious need, her presumptuous lust. His lack of resistance, even compliance, eager and pulsing with anticipation unnerved her a little. She lifted the drooping cock, letting the head catch her under the chin.
"You...don't...can't. I, I can't get hard." Mr. Martinez rasped. "I'm impotent."
Taylor chortled in her throat.
"Maybe you're gay. Maybe you need a guy sucking on your cock?" It turned into an honest question before she got the whole sentence out. She felt a strong reluctance to put her mouth on a cock that wanted a male mouth on it...it seemed rude and utterly unacceptable. She giggled then, wondering if all assholes were the same? Or mouths?
"Oh no, no, I want you to suck me." Mr. Martinez whispered. "I mean, you rather than anyone else."
Taylor felt the words as a bawdy compliment and despite her mental contempt for the sentiment as he expressed it, her body flushed with heat. She leaned back so she could get the tip of his mostly flaccid cock to her lips. The man was at least twelve if not fourteen inches long. But slender so it seemed possible to suck it all down her throat, unlike Kam whose cock was just too big for anything but a stretchy cunt like hers. The next thought was if Mr. Martinez's cock would fit in her ass. Taylor licked the tip of his cock, thinking of that cushioned bullet head pushing against her ass, opening her up, penetrating her deeply, filling her or at least piercing her to her core. Her cunt clinched again. It was ridiculous how often her cunt was clinching, twitching, like it was indeed hungry! Her dumb cunt was jealous of her asshole.
She sucked on the head.
"I am impotent. It's not you. It's me!" Mr. Martinez husked, his voice dry and papery. "Please, you don't need to, you shouldn't. It's okay." Only with the last words did Taylor register the incipient panic in the man's tone. She sucked the helmeted cock head into her mouth, lashing at it with her tongue. When she tried to push it deeper, it bent and buckled, crumpling in her mouth. She sucked at it but it slipped out.
"Please, don't. I can't. It's broken. It doesn't work like this." Mr. Martinez's voice was rough like dried leather. Taylor heard it clearly then, the panic, the shame, the sadness, the hurt in the man's voice. She resolved to suck his cock. She sucked as much as she could of his pliable big cock into her mouth but it was like trying to swallow mush. Nothing she did changed the firm softness of his cock. She licked. She sucked. She even gave him a little of her teeth but his cock remained inanimately soft. She sucked harder on it but the man squeaked, put the heel of his right hand on her forehead and resolutely pushed her mouth from his cock.
"No, no, it's okay, Taylor. I know you have been sucking cocks, sucking all the adults but you don't need to suck me. I'm hopeless. It's me, not you." He backed away from her, shuffling because his pants were around his ankles. She looked up at him and he appeared ashamed, but something lit in his eyes.
She understood why he never appeared very stylish...his pants had to be loose enough to accommodate the trouser snake he sported comfortably and tight jeans would have cut off blood flow. She licked her lips, wishing the thing was hard so she could see how far down her throat she could take it. She felt the thrill of a challenge flash through her, familiar but now with an entirely self-contained context. She looked up at the man, Virgin Martinez was a pretty man and the suggestion that he was a catcher was not uncommon.
"I want to make you cum in my throat." Taylor said, her voice sounded foreign to her ears. Her eyes fixed on his and she realized she was mocking him, teasing him, just the way Queen Taylor would have done if the tiara was still in place. Mr. Martinez's placid, kindly look vanished and his dark Spanish eyes glinted and flashed. His thick, rich lips vanished into a pair of think wiry lines. His chin lifted the slightest bit.
"I only get hard when I have whipped a woman bloody. I would get hard whipping you bloody." He growled, showing her his teeth. Then, as if by magic his cock straightened and rose, snapping completely hard in an instant but then a hard cock always seemed like some mysterious miracle to her...and she was not alone in the race of womankind. For some females, fucking was like absorbing a miracle. His voice was raw, serrated and vicious, like he wanted his words to lodge in her flesh like a dozen fishhooks daring her to tear herself away from him. Then the moment passed and Mr. Virgin was back, backing away from her, terror in his eyes. "I'm sorry. I mean, forget this, forget I said anything. I don't meant it...I want that but I can't do it...I'd never, ever do that but god...!" The hard cock drooped almost as fast as it had hardened.
Taylor stood on her knees watching the man tuck away his trouser snake, bending it and binding it away from her, turn and leave her. She snickered, mostly from relief and not related to the man's large but largely unresponsive cock, the reality of it at the last, apart from her mouth and lust, she ignored that, unable to process what it might have meant, so she remained convinced of his first assertion, that he was impotent. Her relief was finding that she didn't feel rejected. Empty, yes, but not rejected, his leaving her on her knees without cumming down her throat didn't feel personal to her. She didn't feel insulted and that meant to her that she felt like a set of holes and whether any of her holes were used or not was not her concern. That was up to someone else...anyone else but her. She was just holes, holes to be filled. She could not be insulted by rejection or touched with mockery only used or not used, but neither were her choice any longer. Fuck toy. Even the lingering sight of his long spear made hard and usable by the mention of whipping her didn't change that. Use her, ignore her, it made no difference to her...she was just holes.
She struggled to her feet and staggered to the door of the empty classroom. Out in the hall, the rush was thinning. Then there was an arm around her and a hand between her legs, under her skirt, probing in between the cheeks of her ass.
"Oh good." The voice said. "No plug. I can use my dildo on you."
Taylor was turned to the wall. She duly spread her feet, opening herself for what she knew was coming, feeling disappointment that it was likely not her mouth that would be filled, no hot cock of flesh and blood sliding through her lips. One hand held her skirt up out of the way. She felt her lank ass exposed, heard the murmurs behind her. She leaned her forehead on the wall. The cold plastic tip of the aforementioned dildo ran up and down her ass crack. Her cunt clinched. Always and again!
"God!" She thought. "My cunt has gone crazy!"
The dildo thrust into her ass. The rawness tore at her mind, pain flared as the thing violated her. Her hips tensed and her ass pressed back against the invasion, even her conscious will.
"You like it, don't you, cum slut?" The voice seemed unreal, like it was in the air around her and had no corporeal form.
"Uh huh." Taylor's own voice sounded strange to her. The head of the dildo opened her ass hole. She felt it, then, the waft of cool air on her raw flesh. Then the dildo filled her, pushed in deeper, then was inside her. Her ass tightened and the woman butt fucking her with the thing grunted with effort.
"My god, Taylor cunt, you're tight this morning. You'd think that with all the use you've had, you'd start to loosen up by god, you are tight as a virgin tick." The dildo backed out of Taylor's ass hole, the pressure reversing only to reverse again and her ass was forced open again. This time the thing did not stop until she swore the tip of it was sitting right at the base of her throat, nearly reaching into her mouth. She panted. She gasped. She tried to breathe easy but her entire body felt violated, suddenly raw with the invasion of the thing into her ass. The pain flared inside her and just as the fiery feeling became erotic and wonderful, the stiff plastic left her ass and she was alone, leaning against the wall.
Taylor was dazed, in a daze. Her mind simply did not function. She felt it, the consuming nature of being butt fucked. It affected her in a way nothing else had. Nothing else could but the net effect was to magnify her hunger to be used. The moment she noticed that hunger though, it abated and her head cleared. The need to be ass fucked remained shy in her. She pushed off the wall and turned to look around her, seeing the hallway for perhaps the first time.
"I need plugged." She said in a normal voice. People around her gave her strange looks...but then the hall bell began to clang and they all jerked into shambling runs to get inside the door to avoid being tardy. Taylor was soon alone in the hall, her aloneness punctuated by the staccato clap of closing doors, one after the other until there was only the humming silence of the school and the raw pain of her need. Her asshole throbbed too. She felt her cunt twitch and a gob of cum welled out of it and ran down her left thigh. Taylor stood still, letting the runnel form on the heated skin of her thigh, hot at first. She didn't move until it ran out, cooled and chilled, a thrill itself that tantalized her daring her to remain still. The chill of it in the maw of her heated need made her shudder and shake.
She looked this way and that, waiting for her brain to register where she was and which way was the quickest path to Mr. G's office. She finally took a step and lurched into motion, walking to his office and putting a hand on the handle of his door before a new thought appeared. What if someone was in the office with Mr. G? Would he plug her while they watched? The thought flashed through Taylor and her body shuddered again, like a horse does to shake away the flies. She was becoming a fuck animal. Clearly.
She looked over her right shoulder at Mrs. Coyle. The woman ignored her, eyes focused on the computer monitor on her desk. The next thought was disturbing. What if Mr. G was gone?
"Is he in, Mrs. Coyle?" Taylor asked in her best, polite princess voice. The woman looked up at her. The steel blue eyes swept up and down as though undressing her. Her smile was chilly.
"He's in, Taylor. For you, he'll always be in." The woman's voice dripped vanilla bile.
Taylor turned the handle and stepped into the office. Mr. G was on the phone. Seeing Taylor though, he continued talking while spinning his chair so his legs were out to the side. He fumbled with his pants but could not get them open. Taylor closed the door, moved around the desk and got to her knees. His obvious intent, for his cock to be in her mouth thrilled her in a way nothing else had since this fuck toy odyssey began. Suddenly she had a true place in the world not of her own making. She'd been placed here by her higher power and she needed to be on her knees. Her higher power made her lower herself to her knees.
She unbuckled his pants and fished his flaccid cock into the air and thence into her mouth. She sucked and licked at the dank thing until it responded. That it was slow to respond got her competitive juices flowing, same name but different juices now. As his cock grew in her mouth, his voice changed in her ears. It was like he was speaking a different language because nothing he said made a lick of sense to her. What had meaning was the firming of his cock as it reached into her mouth then down her throat. When it was fully engorged, she pushed it deep into her throat and simply held it there, sneaking little draughts of air in her nose when she could, rocking her head back and forth to breathe, but otherwise she didn't move. Her purpose was to have his cock in her mouth, not to interfere with his conversation!
When it finished, it seemed like her whole adult life had been spent with his cock in her mouth. The passing of time vanished. For Taylor, life became nothing but the little seeping bits of air that kept her from blacking out. At one point, she considered seeing if her body would indeed cease to function if she quit seeking air but decided that would demand Mr. G's attention and that just felt wrong to her. She was holes. She was an object to be used, nothing else. Objects just exist, they demand nothing, they do not give or take, they just are...and she was just holes, to be filled or to be left vacant. Still...a small part of her admitted in that eon of cocksucking meditation that she wanted her holes filled, that she did have that desire and it was real. She was mulling that over when Mr. G hung up the phone, wondering if she should dismiss that desire or if it was legitimate for a good fucktoy to want her holes filled, as she wanted them filled.



"Taylor, you are such a good girl!" Mr. G whispered. "Other cunts always try to make me grunt while I am on the phone but you held still and let me talk and take care of my business." His hand petted her hair. "Good girl."
To Taylor, the feel of his hand and the sound of those two words, "good girl" had nearly equal effects on her, both made her feel like her chest was going to explode. Her tits tingled and swelled and she swore they were enlarging just from ebullient pride. Her Master approved of her.
The next thought made her gut wrench. Tim was her Master also and she'd feel this sort of thrill if he expressed approval of her. The thought sickened her at first but the lurid lure of it, the idea that she'd sink so low as to feel complimented and delighted if Tim approved of her somehow gave her the other sort of thrill, a fuck toy's thrill at feeling her true place in the world and it was something radically more intense and profound that simply being on her knees with a cock in her mouth. Being on her knees with Mr. G's cock in her mouth was not half bad, though. His hand knotted in her hair.
"Release, Taylor."
Taylor let her mouth go lose and she didn't even slurp as Mr. G pulled her head off of his hard cock. He moved her around like he'd move a stapler on his desk. She noticed the erotic thrill of hearing her name in his tone, his voice speaking to her as though she were yet a person and not those three holes. The confusion itself thrilled her. Should she feel elated that he spoke her name, or ashamed that he couldn't yet treat her as a fuck object with three holes to be used.
"Tell me you are here to be plugged again already, Taylor slut."
She sat back, wishing she'd have stripped first. She nodded. She was still recovering from the lack of air so she didn't trust her voice.
"Stand up, bend over and pull your ass open, let me see your hole."
Taylor did. The elation was intoxicating. Mr. G fingered her, rubbing at her ass hole and despite herself, she flinched when he did so, from the raw pain of it. Her cunt clinched, predictably each time he elicited a grunt of pain from her. Before he finished, she was dripping, her cunt was drooling so much that she felt twin runnels running coolly down each thigh.
"I think we need to be careful, Taylor, not to over do it with your ass. It's open season on you and anyone can fuck you if you aren't plugged. Why don't you put my cock in your mouth for the next three periods. You can sit under my desk, just like you were. I liked that...no female bundle of cunt has ever done that for me and so I want to see if you can do it for longer." He moved his chair back and gestured for her to crawl under the desk. She did. It was a closed desk, not one of those without covering sides. He moved into the enclosure, let her shuffle between his legs and fit his hard cock into her mouth as before.
She went into a state of stasis, only moving to suck drool back into her mouth so she didn't let it puddle on him, flowing around his cock. For a lifetime, she sat on her knees with his cock in her mouth, slurping at it from time to time. People arrived, talked, sat, rose and left while she sat under the desk. He ate lunch. At one point he left her there to go to the toilet and twice she took his suggestion to venture out to the toilet and drink water. While she had no opinion about being accosted by any adult who encountered her, Mr. G's apparent concern for the welfare of her asshole became her only focus so she was hyperaware of anyone else around when she went to the toilet.
By fifth period, her body ached from her perch under the desk but her mind was aflame. Nothing like this had ever happened to her. She had never felt as perfectly positioned in her life as she did sitting in the gloom under Mr. G's desk with his hard cock in her mouth. The most erotic part of the experience was when Mrs. Coyle brought in a cob salad for Mr. G's lunch. He let her out from under the desk while he ate, feeding her a bite after every four of five he took, while she sat on her heels waiting for him to put his cock back into her mouth.
"Must keep up your strength, little slut." He told her, offering her forkful after forkful of salad, bacon and boiled eggs. She didn't fill up but it was better than the nothing she presumed would be her lunch if Mr. G chose not to cum for her. The worse, that is the most difficult part of it was not touching her cunt. While the urge to stimulate a few dozen climaxes was always sheeting on her skin, in her mind and bubbling up in her cunt, she resisted and held his cock in her mouth without a single orgasm, though she came close on several occasions without any particular cause that she could locate. From time to time, the feel of his cock in her throat would simply stimulate an erotic feeling in some part of her body and it would spread throughout, leaving her moaning softly around the cock in her mouth. One time it began in her nipples both at once, another in her ass, and of course several times the little rebellion began in her cunt. By the time four period was nearly over, Taylor was crazed with the need for orgasm.
Mr. G refused to oblige.
He did plug her ass, however.
She was a mess. He said as much, noting that he probably should have made her strip naked before crawling under his desk. Her skirt was splotched with dampness, wrinkled, stained and otherwise a mess. Her face was the same. She'd cried several times, just from fighting gagging and her mascara was not on her eyes any longer but in runnels down each cheek. Her lipstick was long gone and the smeared rouge made her face look like she had a bad case of eczema. It was just after fifth period began when Mr. G told her he had a meeting downtown and while he would love to take her with him and have her fuck some of these people, he didn't think she was ready for such use yet. When she felt like weeping from shame and disappointment and showed it in demeanor and pose, he patted her cheek.
"Taylor, Christ, little slut, you have just been plugged today and you are ready to be plugged again. Most people don't get to this so quickly or are not willing to endure the pain." He hesitated as though expecting her to respond. She had no words at all to offer so stood before him, hand clasped together over her cunt, not hiding it, wanting to touch it but not daring to move either hand even the slightest bit. "Just go to Ms. Cummings' class, she'll know what to do with you."
She made to move to the door, her mind still blank, the sensation of his cock laminated in her mouth and mind. She felt bereft and in so feeling her mind was blank and empty.
"Wait." Mr. G's voice caught her and spun her at the door. "You need plugged, right?"
The question confused her. She blinked at him. Mr. G smiled. "You are a mess. I'll plug you then you go to the ladies' room and put yourself together. You must always look your best, even though you have a body that belongs in a brown paper bag like a bottle of cheap strawberry wine. You're a wino fuck." He laughed at his wit. Taylor moved gratefully to his desk, bent over the end of it, turning her face to him on the surface while reaching behind her with her "chimpanzee arms" as Ky had called them once, pulling her ass cheeks apart to receive the plug. Mr. G's administration of the plug was nothing short of brutal. He touched the pointed end of it to her ass hole and without lube or warning, rammed it into her. Her body bucked and the pain flared in her mind. The embers of it burned brightly until she was safely in the toilet around the corner from the office.
She was just done fixing her makeup and had decided that she looked damn sexy when the door opened behind her. She felt guilty for feeling pride at her appearance then, when she saw who was behind her, she felt fear. Mrs. Coyle stood behind her holding a large blue dildo, nearly a foot long with a hand hold on the end of it, like a bicycle handle.
"I thought I might find you hiding here." Mrs. Coyle said, her mouth frowning around the words so that they felt just like a threat.
"I'm plugged." Taylor whispered, uneasy that this blockhouse of a woman was going to use her. Uneasy, no, she was frightened. Mrs. Coyle inspired fear in students and not just because bad news usually originated at her desk. Her manner made fear perfectly logical. She could have given seminars to the Spanish Inquisition or the Nazi SS. To this point, Taylor presumed the woman remained aloof from the sexual goings ons at Swanson high school. The dildo in the woman's hand put the lie to that idea. Taylor controlled her sudden terror, merely turning around and bending over, spreading her legs and supporting her torso on her elbows between two of the three sinks.
The terror roiled inside her, inchoate and dumb, wordless and intangible but very real, as fear often is.
"Since you're plugged, Taylor, we'll just fuck your needy cunt. I must say, Mr. G has never taken to a slut before like he has taken to you. I do hope you won't let him down. I hate it when Mr. G is disappointed!" Taylor felt the huge head of the blue dildo kiss the pursed lips of her cunt swelling between her legs. It wriggled a little, pushing against the splayed lips of her cunt until it located her entrance. Then Mrs. Coyle thrust the thing deep into her in one squeaking, squelching plunge.
Taylor's body bucked. The orgasm flashed through her, as close to being electrocuted as she ever dared get. She groaned and climaxed immediately, receiving notice of just how aroused she'd been spending all those jaw- aching hours with a cock in her mouth. It seemed impossible but her body had that capacity, to endure such extended periods of stress and strain with equanimity; it was what made her such a good athlete, dancer and, as it turned out, a fine fuck toy. The climax flashed through her and her mind became utterly clear. She realized just how her body, misshapen and unattractive as it was would serve her well whenever she was treated as just holes. As a set of holes, she could take nearly anything anyone wished to do with her, and in the end, as she was experiencing with the swollen filling of the blue dildo, orgasm from it. She'd found her true super power. She could orgasm from nearly any treatment!
The dildo thrust deep into her and she climaxed around it. Mrs. Coyle held it deep inside her, letting Taylor's cunt gnaw and chew at it without any result other than to catapult her into another orgasm. Taylor's hips pulsed on the unmoving cock, fucking herself on it. She felt the muscles in her back and hips strain as she fucked herself. All semblance of control vanished. Her body fucked the thing with abandon. She ground herself onto it, her blank mind washed clean by the first two waves of ecstasy that flooded through her. What remained was a clarity that put all the pieces of the day's revelations together into an echoing mantra.
"I am a fuck toy." She breathed.
"Yes, Taylor Dillon, you are that. And I will see you and your sister and your cunt mother all three made into fuck toys for the rest of us." The snarl was so out of character for Mrs. Coyle who always wrapped bad news up in the pretty ribbon of polite sweetness that made a body choke from it that this sound made Taylor quail, even as she orgasmed. When the woman began to fuck her with the dildo, deep and slowly, eliciting another two orgasms in short order, Taylor felt her newfound clarity sinking into the pool of her own need again. She came five times in quick, startling succession and then the dildo was gone.
The door banged closed before Taylor realized what had happened. Mrs. Coyle was gone. In the woman's wake, Taylor felt the reality that literally anyone would use her. First Mr. Martinez...her mind hitched on that thought. She'd not returned to that since it happened, the cock in her mouth commanded her entire attention. Her mind had been perfectly focused, but that was part of her skill as a dancer and athlete, her singular, laser focus, so maybe the cock in her mouth was just a variation on the theme. There, bent, gasping from the aftermath of pent up sexual need that flowed over into five orgasms, her mind finally returned to Mr. Martinez and his very hard, very long cock. And words that made it hard.
"Whipping you bloody."
The idea terrified her but seeing how quickly and completely it turned his cock from a soft coil of brown meat into a fine tubular torpedo focused her mind finally on the implication.
"He's a sadist." She thought, then said the words out loud. "Mr. Virgin is a sadist." Her cunt clinched again. Theme for the day, cunt clinches at everything. This time she felt the emptiness of it acutely because the big bad dildo was gone. Her mind returned to the beginning. If Mr. Martinez and Mrs. Coyle would use her holes, then anyone would...and she was certain that Mr. G would encourage it. She felt sure that he wanted her holes to be used and her eagerness to satisfy him in that regard made her feel uneasy, like validating his demands on her was somehow cheating. If she didn't resist him, she felt, she somehow robbed him of the delight in using her. If he didn't force her to her knees in a dozen metaphorical ways, he'd be disappointed.
Taylor stood up, went to fix her smeared makeup but then, with a wry, partially defiant sneer, she left it slightly smeared, slightly mussed. She walked towards Physics class. On the way, she met Galene Simons. Seeing the woman turn the corner, stop, look at her from far down the hall then turn and walk toward her ignited a flare of anticipation in Taylor. That long walk seemed as long as her time under the desk with Mr. G's cock in her mouth. Taylor's mind was in high gear, with images and thoughts flitting through her mind, a veritable melange of things floating in her stream of consciousness. She expected the woman to accost her with due virulence as she'd felt Taylor's haughty disdain sharp as a serpent's tooth in many occasions.
Galene walked past Taylor, not turning her head but directing just her eyes to fix on Taylor. Taylor felt the tension ease as the woman drifted past even as it confused her. Taylor's ire at being ignored and neglected fought with the fuck toy status newly formed that told her she merited no notice nor use, any more than a trash can demands attention. Galene had a dancer's body but not the looks to get onto the dance team. She'd tried but Taylor had told her that being homely disqualified her. Galene had been crushed. She wasn't homely, she had a pert, tight little ass and nice legs but tits like Taylors, tiny but actually better formed, fuller. Her inclusion in the adult club had concerned Taylor, anticipating that there would be repercussions for previous treatment until Taylor realized that nearly everyone could hate her for how she'd treated them, so she put that possibility out of her mind.
The walk down the empty hall past Galene brought it all back. It was the same dread but now, couched in the feeling of being a plugged slut on campus, the school hole it was as exciting as a waltz with the Devil. Galene went past and for three or four steps, Taylor relaxed. Then the click of Galene's high heels stopped behind her. Taylor hesitated, her gait jerking because she swore she felt the woman staring at her back. Sure enough, the voice caught her by the scruff of the neck and halted her.
"Taylor, stop."
Taylor stopped. The response was so automatic she felt humiliated immediately that this, this nobody could speak a word and get such total obedience!
"Turn around, Taylor."
Taylor did a perfect about face, using the military toe and heel turn used when in formation. The very precision of it made her feel irrelevant. She stood at ease but now tense.
Galene smiled.
"Lift up your skirt, Taylor."
Taylor hesitated, then, feeling sure Mr. G's expected her to do as she was told by the other adults, she reached down to the hem of her skirt and pulled it up well past her waist, exposing her glistening cunt lips to the woman. Taylor's mind was clear, so she watched Galene stride towards her with that clarity so there was no buffer. She was not distracted. Her anticipation bubbled and ran down her thighs. The woman walked up to her and just stood there, her calm blue eyes fixed on Taylor's.
Taylor didn't want to but she just stood there waiting. It was like everyone owned her and could command her. She hated that feeling but it held her in perfect sway. Her urge to obey her idea of what Mr. G expected of her was stronger than the violent defiance that had made her the queen bitch of Swanson High for so long. That was also in her mind. It was a curious feeling to not want to be a hated bitch but to be treated like a slum sucking cum slut at the same time.
Galene suddenly knelt, gripped Taylor by the thighs and pushed at them trying to widen her legs. Taylor felt intense embarrassment. The woman pressed on her legs, opening them with Taylor's acquiescence. Taylor turned her toes out and flared her knees, not sure what Galene wanted. The woman knelt before her, sitting on her heels and knees on the floor. She stared directly at Taylor's swollen cunt, still drooling from Mrs. Coyle's attention. Galene leaned forward suddenly, extended her tongue and licked at Taylor's cunt. Taylor grunted and gasped, the sound was animalistic and surprised. Her hips jerked and she rolled them forward and up, exposing her cunt. Galene licked it, her tongue inveigling it's way finally into her hole after flicking at her labia outer and inner in an obvious search for her little cunt cave. Once discovered, Galene opened her mouth wide and covered Taylor's cunt, the firm tongue spearing into her.
Taylor was so surprised she couldn't respond. Her body did that for her. It hunched forward and opened itself to the invading tongue. Galene sucked and licked at her cunt. Taylor felt her body respond but none of the blankness her mind had experienced to that point in the day graced her. The plug in her ass dominated her mind and the tongue lapping at her cunt only touched her in the shallowest of ways. Her body responded but something about this situation separated her from the sensations and made it impossible for her to respond fully. It was like the woman was licking her through a sheet of cellophane.
When Galene began sucking on her cunt, and swallowing the effluvia that flowed from her well stimulated pussy, it was then that Taylor was able to discern what felt wrong. She was the fucktoy, not Galene. She, Taylor should be on her knees licking Galene's cunt, not the other way around! Galene was licking her cunt, and that shouldn't be happening! Taylor wanted to push the woman's face away from her cunt but she couldn't. Her urge to resist in all ways was countered by her utter need to obey her Master, her Masters. She wondered what Tim would say about this? Would he want her to let Galene eat her cunt and make her cum standing in the hall of the school? Or would he be appalled and humiliated by the idea? Both options seemed logical to her, and the very paradox left her quiescent in Galene's weak hands, unwilling to deter the woman from anything she wanted to do to her. That very state shamed Taylor and when she sought the anger, all she found was the hot, raw pain of the plug in her ass dominating her.
Still she did not respond fully to Galene's tongue. She realized that the woman was simply using her hole as she liked and if she enjoyed tonguing Taylor's cunt, then Taylor would have to literally stand for it. What she could not do, or did not do was orgasm. For maybe five long minutes the woman pressed her mouth to Taylor's cunt, her tongue spearing inside her, lapping up and swallowing as Taylor's cunt bubbled and flowed into her mouth. Her recent orgasms had left her frothy with cum most of it her own. Galene's tongue never came close to drawing Taylor into an orgasm. Finally, Galene relented and sat back on her heels.



"You didn't climax." She stated with no effort to hide her disappointment. Taylor felt that poignant critique as keenly as anything any dance context judge had ever said about her, her inability to satisfy the woman's desire in using her. She shook her head, unable to lie about so sacred a thing as her orgasm.
"No. I just came four times...maybe it was five...I don't know...and I guess I'm cummed out."
Galene glared up at her from her knees. Taylor felt the twisting of her two selves together in that moment. Fuck toy Taylor wanted to be the one on her knees eating a woman's cunt and failing to make her cum. Queen Taylor loved seeing this woman's frustration at failing to make her cum. The two sensations wound together and bound her into an inanimate cuff of inaction. Galene stared up at her for so long Taylor's mind began to wander, back to when her mouth was filled with Mr. G's cock and how satisfied and fulfilled she felt then...the only thing more perfect would have been if she had been stark naked.
Galene stood.
"Fucking Bitch. You never let me have anything I want. I just wanted to make you feel good and you stand there like an imperial cunt and don't even acknowledge that I'm on my knees licking your nasty cunt. You taste like burnt tires! What a fucking cunt hole you are, Taylor Dillon. All I ever wanted from you was for you to be a little bit nice and now, when you have become the school hole and are walking around with a fucking plug in your ass, you still are just as arrogant and shitty as ever. What a fucking cunt!" Galene turned and stamped away, her heels clacking on the hall floor until, after a dozen echoing steps, the heel on her left shoe broke and she nearly toppled over. She bent, ripped off the shoe, turned and threw it at Taylor and only then did Taylor see that the woman was crying. Tears ran down Galene's cheeks. Her eyes were red and her mascara was smeared and streaking. She took off the other, good heel and threw it at Taylor too. It skittered past. Taylor's first thought was that the bitch threw like a girl. Then she felt that snarl in her mind and she realized she was standing there with her skirt held up over her dripping twat. Hard to tell which of them was more pitiable.
As if she were possessed, Taylor reached down and very deliberately rubbed her clit in just that right way. Galene's attentions had not been without effect. She rubbed hard and fast. In moments, her cunt clinched into a small but distinct orgasm. Taylor came.
"Oh my fucking god, you scum sucking cunt faced bitch!" Galene screamed at the top of her lungs.
Within a count of five, two doors opened and teachers poked their heads out to see what the ruckus was about. Taylor saw the second one and self-consciously dropped her skirt, turned and walked deliberately to the stairs, mounted them going towards the Physics room. At the door, she hesitated, a group of girls, three or four came around the corner and walked towards her. Taylor stood frozen, hand on the door knob. She stared at the girls and they glanced at her again and again. Her mind did not see them as people, adults, but plastic cocks waiting to fuck her. She glared at them as they approached.
They appeared to be talking about her, she told herself they were plotting. She was angry and glowered at them. Galene had done something she hated. Hated! Galene mocked her. Galene had mocked her and she had utterly missed it, taken it for a sincere desire to lick her cunt but the little bitch had been mocking her, licking her, daring her to be aroused, daring her to become Queen Taylor again, filled with the snarky contempt that made people fear her. Finally, however, Galene showed she had lost her fear, that Taylor was just a hole for her to use and then walk away when that hole failed to be what she wanted. Taylor had failed to satisfy that lowly bundle of cunt and how low did that make her? The disappointment, the tears, the anger, the broken heel on her shoe that left her barefoot...it was all just mockery, mockery of Taylor's efforts to be a fuck toy and finally, perhaps worse, recognition that being a fuck toy was Taylor's lot in life, her need and that she was terrible at it.
The girls stopped and stared at Taylor. She turned to them and lifted up her skirt, showing them her swollen pussy lips, the glistening thighs smeared with cum, still mostly hers. They stared at her pussy, her cunt. She reached down and shoved three fingers into herself then and fingerfucked herself. It surprised her, how completely her body responded. After cumming five times for Mrs. Coyle and two little times to sneer at Galene, she figured she would be numb, blank inside so no stimulation would arouse her but even her three finger jammed up inside her fired off sensations to the roots of her dank lank hair. She couldn't breathe and closed her eyes and fucked herself for real. Only when she realized that Mr. G would not approve of her fingering herself like that did she stop. She opened her eyes. The four girls stood staring at her. She knew one of them, Shanna something. Likely she knew them all but her mind wasn't recalling names. She'd seen them naked and now was thinking of licking their cunts, holding them against the wall and eating them until the each came, staggering away, cum dripping down their legs. A good fuck toy could do that but Taylor was unclear if a fuck toy would do that or should...she needed directions. That realization stunned her and the bile of anger that usually turned her into a Medusa popped, fizzed and settled inside her. When her eyes finally rose up from the girls' crotches, she found them staring at her, eyes wide, mouths wide, legs pressed together like she'd projected her lurid intention into their minds and the threat to use them all like holes frightened them.
"What?" She snarled, the complex anger roiled up in her. "What are you bitches staring at?"
"You." Shanna snarled back but her face was a mask of terror. "You are the school hole now."
Did everyone know? Did everyone think of her like that, holes to be used?
At first, Taylor felt a warm blanket of arousal and need envelop her but then she thought of cunt Galene and she wanted to shriek, claw and beat meat until it harmonized with her but pleading for her to relent and let them fly away to a safe distance from her harpy tantrum. She didn't move though, made no sound...only the slight pumping of her fingers between her bowed legs and the squelching of the slut juice oozing out of her.
"I must remember to drink plenty of water." She thought to herself and that made her giggle. She giggled out loud and felt immediately the flinches from the women watching her. She realized her eyes were closed and her cunt was beginning the ascent to ecstasy. She stopped fingering herself, slowly, truly reluctantly withdrew her fingers from her sloppy cunt and without any conscious intent, licked them clean.
The women before her looked appalled.
"Oh my god, what a slut." Shanna muttered.
"Slut? Slut? Is that the best you can do? You'd have to grow up and grow a pair to get even close to being a slut. You are nothing, nothing. If you want to insult a woman, is slut the best you can come up with? How about slime bag? Cunt face? Or maybe be poetic, a pond of cum scum? Maybe you get technical, swollen pussy lips in a shaved tableau? Or you want to be sociological...clearly a woman in need of the proper usage so she will feel and find her place in the world, that is, on her knees, naked, ass plugged, mouth open waiting for someone brave enough to use her holes as God intended her to be used. Or maybe you make it religious...she needs blessed with my fingers, her tongue needs to pray to my cunt and I'll sing praises to the almighty cock to enter her hole and shut her up because she was created to be used. Or perhaps you wish to be didactic, tell me slut bucket, what are you? Yes, three holes and are they to be used equally in every case? Will you have a tongue in your mouth and cunt and asshole or are you too particular, a little princess cunt that has rules and needs that you think anyone gives a flying fuck about?" Taylor stopped talking, panting from the effort of talking without much breathing.
She snarled, the anger in her feeling friendly and familiar and watching them cringe and draw back without the temerity to walk away and no hint of daring to use her, it all made her anger worse. How easy it was to cow the cows! She hated them. She thought of Mr. Martinez and how she'd like to give them to him one at a time to get hard with and then, after blooding the bitches, have him shove that long spear of his deep into her ass...he'd likely go soft at something so mundane. She closed her eyes and grunted, the thought of a cock in her ass made her cunt clinch and this time the tingle was so intense she thought she'd cum just from the thought of it, except her cunt was so wet, so slick and oily that the clinch lost most of its intensity and the sensation sloughed off into a wet kiss that she had to offer with not one to give it too. She opened her eyes and found she was alone.
Taylor raged. The frustration boiled up in her. Was she Queen Taylor or three-holes Taylor? Was she the woman females of Swanson feared to cross or the cum sucking fuck pig that any adult could use as they pleased including licking and then leaving her nonplussed and furious? She turned the knob to the physics room and stamped inside.
"Oh Taylor Dillon, nice of you to join us!" Ms. Cummings said from her place by the white board where she was writing lists of names. "Groups one and two, to the library. We are researching the history behind Lorentz's transformations as the foundation for Einstein's 1905 Atom Bomb Paper. It's not strictly physics but you little shits won't pay attention any longer anyway. Fucking adults have all lost their minds and its your fault, Taylor. Stand right there and do not move. Groups one and two, get going and if I hear any bad report from the library I swear I will string you all up and beat you until you cry."
Groups one and two rose up together, giggling and chattering like a gaggle of geese and filed past Taylor. Only when the door closed behind her did she realize not one of them were adults. Her eyes came on and her mind returned from the vision of Mr. Martinez whipping Ms. Cummings in her mind to the present and examined those remaining in the room and found that yes, they were all adults. And, yes, her cunt clinched as the clear implication materialized. She shifted her weight, popping her hip out to the left into a dance stance she used before a performance. She was destined to "perform" again it seemed.
Her cunt clinched. Again. Still. She groaned a little then glanced at Ms. Cummings who was staring at her. Ms. Cummings walked towards her, then past her, thence to the door which she duly locked, turning the deadbolt which made a loud click in the pregnant silence. Taylor stepped out of that silence towards the empty seat in the front row nearest her.
"Where are you going, Taylor cum trench?" Ms. Cumming asked from behind her.
"I'm going to sit down." Taylor said. "Or do you need me to go get a tardy pass from the office?" Taylor did not turn around to face the gorgeous blond woman. Her mind fought for the right to imagine Ms. Cummings naked her legs open and inviting Taylor to feed at her cunt while she sucked at Mr. G's cock in anticipation of having him fuck her while Taylor cowered on the floor beside the bed. The image filled her mind so that she didn't realize she had moved towards the empty desk until she felt the back of her skirt being lifted. Ms. Cummings' hand cupped her lank little ass then two fingers swept down the crease of her lank little ass and found the blue eye of the butt plug lodged in her lank little asshole. Ms. Cummings pushed at the plug, hard.
Taylor grunted but did not move. Her cunt clinched and she felt a new surge of slime well up inside her and some of her cunt ooze bubbled out of her and ran down her right leg, cooling as it did. Her thighs were both sticky like her date had spilled soda on them. She closed her eyes. Her heart thundered and suddenly she was moving away from the promising hand at her ass. She sat down in the desk and her eyes came on again, she looked up at Ms. Cummings. The woman glared at her.
"The slithering slut snatch is plugged, adults...you know what that means?" Ms. Cummings' asked the room.
"We fuck her." Several male voices said at once.
"No cunt cocks, we fuck her." Ky's voice swamped them all, shrill and loud. Taylor turned to look at the woman she hated and found her holding up a big black dildo, clutched in one hand. Taylor saw it in Ky's eyes, the gleam of something evil, profoundly evil and even though Taylor's cunt clinched and she felt a puddle form under her bare ass on the cool wooden seat, Taylor refused to submit to what was clearly pending in her future. She slid out of the chair, leaving a wet smear on it, and walked past Ms. Cummings to the door and unlocked it.
Her move clearly surprised Ms. Cummings.
"Where do you think you are going, young lady?" Ms. Cummings asked, her voice a razor slash of demand that Taylor felt not a bit.
Taylor whirled on the teacher, and on the class full of adults, many of the women were holding dildos, and snarled at them.
"I'm going to get a drink of water, bitches...I've cum so much I am getting dehydrated and my Master would not like that. He might pull me out of reach and not let any of you have any of me any longer." She pushed out the door into the hallway and was halfway to the drinking fountain before her outburst caught up with her. It arrived in the form of the blond bomb that was an incandescent Ms. Cummings. The woman clattered up behind Taylor in her usual high heels and grabbed Taylor by the hair. She fairly dragged her the rest of the way to the water fountain.
Taylor, for her part, got hold of the woman's wrist so the bitch didn't yank out her hair and leave her balding in that one spot...but still it hurt. She was pulled down and Ms. Cummings turned on the water...it was one of the rare ones that had enough pressure and it sprayed into Taylor's eyes, splashing her face. She groaned as it did. The cold water shocked her out of the pain-induced lethargy. Her ass clinched this time and the cunt could only follow along. Taylor felt the clinching as a searing pain in her ass and sloshing arousal in her cunt.
"Drink, you critical cunt mass." Ms. Cummings snarled...everyone was snarling suddenly.
Taylor drank and the water rejuvenated her. She drank so long and deeply that it seemed like she'd never get her fill. Ms. Cummings held her and kept the water flowing until finally Taylor choked and coughed, trying to avoid the flow. Ms. Cummings yanked her upright and dragged her back to the physics room, hesitating only to turn the lock on the door again. She dragged Taylor in front of the room. She let go of Taylor's hair and Taylor took a step towards the empty seat. She arrived hands empty and had no idea where her purse or backpack had gotten too and the thought left her vaguely unsettled. The last time she remembered having them was in Mr. Parker's room first period. Ms. Cummings' next words dragged her back to her lurid reality.
"Grab her...this bitch is plugged and she needs fucked, good." Taylor fought them. Even though in her mind she was already on her back, her legs held open while some random cock filled up her drooling cunt, she fought and fought hard. They didn't just hold her down on Ms. Cumming's desk, they stripped her naked. The desk was cold and hands held her arms out wide and her legs open. Her subversive anticipation of getting well and truly fucked was tainted when Ms. Cummings called to Tim to fuck her. She struggled though, even though it was her boyfriend and new second Master who mounted her. They held her and Tim did his best which was as always not even close to being good in any sense. His little cock tickled her and reminded her that she really wanted was a good stretching. He came almost immediately and when Ms. Cummings bent between her legs to eat her, licking at Timmy's wealth of cum, Taylor felt humiliated in that complex way she felt whenever someone did to her what she thought she should be doing to them.
Ms. Cummings however, was not trying to make her cum. She sucked Tim's cum out of her, and then spat it onto Taylor's belly.
"This genetic failure tastes like rusted iron covered with snake oil." Ms. Cummings announced. The class laughed.
"You've sucked a lot of snake oiled railroad spikes, Cum Cum Cummings?" Taylor shot back. The hands on her arms and legs tightened. Taylor struggled against them but no one relented and she was stretched tight over the desk like a tanned calf skin over a drum head. The smack on her cunt ignited her body. Ms. Cummings slapped her cunt, hard with an open hand.
"Little slut, don't smart off to me. Who's next?"
What followed was a long, seemingly never ending succession of dildos and hard hot real-life cocks, alternating. Each time, one left her, panting and unsatisfied either bubbling with her own cunt ooze or filled with a guys slick, sticky cum milk, Ms. Cummings licked and sucked her cunt, spitting what she vacuumed out of Taylor onto her belly and tits until Taylor's torso was a greasy mess of rejection. She never stopped struggling. The anger that began with Galene Simons seemed eternal and nothing they did to her dampened it...and everyone did something. Often fingering the butt plug, turning it, pushing it, fingering it, pumping it feebly, not once did Taylor approach orgasm. She felt the tension build but each time, whomever was diddling her cunt with cock or dildo, they stopped too quickly and left her too soon to attain the edge itself, much less to satisfyingly plunge over it.
Over and over they fucked her and nothing about it satisfied her body. While she howled with rage until they stuffed her bra in her mouth, as uncomfortable a gag as could possibly be, her mind felt a strange sort of calm, as though what was happening to her was a sort of recompense for all the horrible things she'd done to others at Swanson over the years. When Ky fucked her long and hard with the huge black dildo, Taylor thought she might cum, hated that idea and fought against it. Ky, for her part, took every polar position to Taylor, fucking her hard and fast in pursuit of her climax then stopping when Taylor began to huff out the prelude to pleasure, allowing Ky to take pleasure at leaving her panting with need. Then in that need, fucking her deep and slow so that Taylor's hips ground up, hunching faster and faster until Ky held the dildo just out of reach so Taylor could just kiss it with the bruised and swollen lips of her cunt. When Taylor collapsed in lurching frustration, Ky would relent and fuck her hard and fast only to stop as Taylor approached the edge.
The experience, capping the entire frustrating experience at least took her to the edge of ecstasy over and over even though she resented it, hated her body for being so obedient to cunt Ky, as Taylor thought of her, even while pleading with the woman to let her orgasm. Ky didn't. Ky's torment ended with the fifth period bell and everyone vanished except for Ms. Cummings who licked and sucked at her cunt until Taylor did cum, a devastating crash of ecstasy that left Taylor gasping and limp on the desk. She couldn't even lift her head. She groaned as Ms. Cummings continued to eat her, this time teaching her body that resistance was futile. Taylor came again, filled with abhorrence for her need and how easily the woman could satisfy it with lips, tongue and her sharp-nailed fingers that nipped at Taylor's cunt leaving little bits of flaring pain seeded into her swollen pleasure. Taylor heard the sixth period bell and thought she'd be the subject for the next class, that that attendance to her body would continue but no one appeared...it was just Ms. Cummings eating her rancid cunt, Ms. Cummings' words, and Taylor awash in the flow of her orgasms tumbling down from on high in a sequence of humiliatingly irresistible swells that tensed and snapped her body again and again so helplessly she felt like a wet shirt pinned to a clothes line in a dust storm, dirty but helpless to escape. Her body snapped taut with orgasm over and over until she felt her very bones soften and turn to liquid.



The rage was gone. Lying there naked, covered in her own cum and the cum of a dozen men that Ms. Cummings had spat onto her torso, that was the first thing she noticed once Ms. Cummings' lurid lips left her snatch.
"Clean this mess up before you leave, cum cup." Ms. Cummings said casually before she left the room.
Taylor's mind roiled again. How this was happening to her was a terror to her mostly because her body responded in one way and her mind responded in another. She finally sat up, pulling her bra out of her mouth. She looked around in the dim room, the lights were off and the shades drawn on the windows. Wind blew rattling the windows in their wooden frames, part of the oldest building of the school. Her clothing was flung around the room. She gathered it up, letting her cunt drool as it needed to, though Ms. Cummings had sucked the cum out of her that the males had deposited in her. She was squeaky clean in one sense but in another, her cunt was drooling with the aftermath of her own stimulation, her own body was turned on and nothing she did could duplicate the satisfaction of being used in such a harsh succession by the adults in the room as she had been. Her ass ached. It was a roaring conflagration inside her and she longed for Timmy to return and ease that pain by removing the plug.
She found Ms. Cummings spray bottle and paper towel stash and cleaned up, the desk and the white board which was splattered with her effluvia, which itself amazed her. She thought at first others had put it there but then tasted it and concluded that her cunt had sprayed that far, in that direction. The memory of her body bucking as she sprayed at the last, after Ky removed the huge dildo calmed her, or was it after Ms. Cummings ate her to a third or fourth orgasm? Taylor's mind held no answers. She gathered up her clothing and walked out into the silence of the new period, naked, mindless of her nudity yet aware of this freedom to discount every convention that rules the place. She was still smeared with her own ooze and the wealth of cum from the other adults for she'd cleaned the room and not bothered to clean herself. It was only when she looked up from the floor to find a woman staring at her that she realized Ms. Cummings had not told her to clean herself, so she hadn't. In that awful moment she realized she was so empty of will, swamped by the complexities of her need and her orgasms that she needed clear, direct commands in order to function. The realization, the first clear thought she had, humiliated her to the core.
Three-holes Taylor. Fuck toy. Cum trench. Cunt cup.
Owned.
That's the first thought she had. She was so empty that's all she was, just holes.
"Taylor, what happened to you? You're, god, girl, you are a mess and you're naked!"
The voice made Taylor aware of her surroundings. She opened her eyes, realizing she'd closed them when she confronted someone, whoever it was, she could not bear to see that someone was seeing her or comprehend the look in their eyes when they did see her, whoever it was.
"Taylor, come with me." The voice said.
"Okay." Taylor responded. Her voice held no resistance, no response at all that had any of her will in it. It was pure relief, relief that someone would direct her. She focused on the floor and the blue high heels clicking along on the floor in front of her. A swinging door opened and the floor turned to the tiny squared tiles of the restroom.
"Put your clothing there." Taylor had to look up to see where the woman was pointing.
"Mrs. Saunders!" Taylor spoke her surprise.
"Taylor, I will not tell you again!"
Taylor blinked.
"What?" Taylor was shocked by the woman. And being shocked in her state was something. She half expected Mrs. Saunders to produce a dildo and fuck her with it. That thought immediately became a wish.
"I said, put your clothing down. Do as you are told, young lady."
Taylor did as she was told. The reverberation of the earlier anger twisted her up.
"Look at you! You're a mess. You should never let anyone see you in this state. It's disgusting. What happened to you?"
Taylor gazed at the woman, a mature version of Nicole, older, more stately with larger tits and broader hips. Taylor studied the blond woman, a short sort of pageboy cut and her full lips, not smiling but not frowning either, and those brittle green eyes.
"I asked you a question, Taylor, are you stupid?" The woman asked, her voice even and casual, like they were discussing the weather or a charity event.
"No." Taylor said, some of her former sarcasm clipped her tone.
"When you address me, you will use ma'am always. I will not brook disrespect."
Taylor's chin rose an inch.
"What if I don't?" She half expected, half hoped the woman would slap her across the face.
Mrs. Saunders smiled. It was a frosty smile.
"Why, my dear, then I will ignore you and let you slide back into the primordial slime from which you slithered. If you want to remain the lowest form of slut, then feel free. I cannot and will not stop you. If you want to learn how to be a proper slut, I'll train you as you clearly need to be trained."
"Excuse me?" Taylor asked, sincere now but the woman didn't hear that as such. She shrugged her broad shoulders, broad for her frame, which made her breasts flux and sway, and turned to the door to the restroom to leave. "No, wait, er...ma'am." Taylor said, feeling something real in the air, something profound. Mrs. Saunders turned to her again. She nodded.
"That's better. I don't expect you to be perfect, far from it but I do demand respect. I want people to know we are familiar. If someone is around I will call you Taylor and you will call me Pamela...if my daughter is with us, call me Pam...she hates that. Naughty Nicole struggles with jealousy and envy, her bugaboos. I am seeking to break her of it and I have not done well thus far. That's why I have decided to take hold of you, own you, and use you as my slut. You will not touch me, perhaps ever. Certainly not if you let yourself get into the state you are presently in. What a mess." Mrs. Saunders clicked her tongue disapprovingly.
"Make no mistake, slut, I am only taking you under my wing because it will drive my daughter off the edge. Having me own a hapless cumslut like you will offend Nicole's most basic sensibilities. She has this idea that she is better than everyone else and I mean everyone. You, my dear slut, will gain my attention only because I need someone utterly undeserving of it to put my haughty naughty daughter into her place. She needs to learn to fuck when I say fuck, suck when I say suck and open her lovely legs when I say to open them. I picked you because you can outrun her and out jump her even though you don't know it, perhaps. You'll never outshine her with that MACK body of yours. You remind me of a dump truck, Taylor but you seem blissfully unaware of just how disgusting you are as a woman. You have holes and that's all that even resembles the species and that will make Nicole crazy when I devote even the slightest hint of attention to you. She will hate you, and if and when she tries to attack you, I will protect you. You can't. You must take anything she does to you or I cannot be the one to train that viciousness out of her. She's a vicious cunt and you will suffer but looking as you do, I presume any attention from my daughter would be a true compliment to you."
Mrs. Saunders smiled then. She cocked her head.
"Is any of this making sense to you, Taylor?" Her head twitched a little. "I know you're a true dumb cunt but this should be easy to understand."
Nothing about the woman made sense to Taylor. Nothing. The idea of being used to make Nicole jealous, well, that made a little sense. Nicole's attitude in Mr. G's office presented that attitude. Taylor shivered. She knew how jealousy could taint a woman, turn her into a shrew and that's the best word for it. That she'd become the crash dummy for Nicole Saunders seemed monstrous in the extreme but the moment her rejection flared, her cunt clinched, telling Taylor that this was just the sort of mind fuck her body loved. Just like that, Taylor Dillon was twisted in an entirely new way.
"Give me your phone. I want your number." Mrs. Saunders said.
Taylor felt flustered. It was like having her mind go blank when the music started and her whole dance routine vanished and she couldn't move. That had happened a time or two and the fear of it drove her to practice with an intensity few could match. Nicole could and that haunted her.
"Your phone, stupid slut." Mrs. Saunders sounded actually irate.
"I'm sorry, Ma'am, I don't have it. I don't know where it is." Mrs Saunders rolled her eyes.
"Then tell me your number." Her voice was clipped and sharp, the tone made Taylor cringe. She recited her cell number. Mrs. Saunders punched it into her phone then listened to it. She nodded. "You'll change your greeting, you sound like an officious cunt on that one. I'll work on it with you. Understand, Taylor, you do as I tell you and we'll get along just fine. You think you know better and I'll teach you the error of your ways in ways you cannot imagine but will never forget. So do not test me." She pulled up the door, hesitated and looked back at Taylor. "For fuck's sake, clean yourself off and get dressed." Mrs. Saunders vanished from the room.
Taylor did as she was bid. It was only walking to Miss Steinway's class that it dawned on her what had just happened. She had a Master, a third master, Mistress, a third Master. Mrs. Saunders must be the Master of her mind now. That the woman did not touch her or bid Taylor to touch her seemed to explain the situation.
"I have another Master." Taylor whispered, having no idea how to feel about that. She'd been claimed walking naked down the hallways, covered in cum and spit. And the woman explained it all to her, why and how and what. What came next Taylor could not imagine.
She entered the English class and it went silent.
"There you are." Miss Steinway said archly. "We have been waiting for you, Taylor. Are you still plugged?"
Taylor's heart sank. She nodded though.
She really wanted to have Tim remove the plug but there was no opportunity. She was stretched on the desk against, stripped naked, again...so she was happy Mrs. Saunders had had her clean up. They fucked her again, cocks and dildos but this time, she came and came and came. Halfway through the hour, Taylor realized it was because she had a third Master. She had no idea what it meant to have the woman as the master of her mind, but somehow, the indistinct nature of it thrilled her fully. The orgasms came to her easily and rapidly, building in intensity throughout the hour until she was bucking herself nearly off the table as cock or dildo fucked her. Several had fucked her in physics but others were fresh and eager and did her twice. She was bubbling with cum, hers and the adults' by the time the end of school bell rang.
She went to dance practice smelling of cum and plugged, her ass on fire. She was a mess and ended up running the halls because she couldn't get anything right. Running plugged was a whole new agony. By the time they finished, Taylor was utterly undone and that itself scared her. Tim picked her up and took her to his house, coddling her and cooing over her suffering, but not removing the plug until they were in his house. Her ass roared with pain, raw and stretched as it was. Her cunt clinched each time she moved.
Tim ran a bath and bathed her, his soft loving hands exposed her skin, removing the film of cum and sweat that covered her...Miss Dougherty had refused to let her shower for being such a nasty cunt. Tim had washed her clean and was oiling and massaging her body in the bath when the phone rang. He got up to answer it and talked for a few minutes. When he returned, he looked like he'd seen a ghost.
"Tim, what's the matter?" Taylor asked.
He shook his head, mute. He just licked his lips and grunted a few times. Finally Taylor snarled at him to tell her what was wrong.
"That, that was my mother...she's arriving home early. I have to go get her at the airport tonight."
Taylor felt the ugly mixed feelings of relief and regret. She did not understand Tim's reaction though.
"What is the problem? I'll just go home. About time I get out of your hair." She laughed. Taylor knew there was more to this than that. She could not simply leave. Tim owned her for two weeks, not yet half past. And he'd told her what she had to do. This was the old Taylor, the one schooled and adept at subtle and not so subtle manipulation. She counted on Tim to let the matter drop and not make his sale of his own mother her problem to deal with somehow.
Taylor opened her eyes then and saw Tim staring at her, pitiful and desperate.
"They'll fuck my ass, Taylor." He whined.
She wanted to laugh at him. Her descent into the gutter had ended with a bounce and now she was feeling the need to resist, to resume the throne of Swanson High, to dethrone cunt Ky but her demise was long in coming. No one except perhaps Ash had any interest in upholding her and rescuing her from the fall from glory and grace into the gutter. What was worse, the gritty feel of the gutter on her cheek aroused her in a way she'd never felt before, the natural extension of being tied and fucked as the first line on her sexual resume. She felt at home as the hole of Swanson High. The assurance that she'd become a fuck toy was suddenly clashing with what she'd been before and she felt disturbed by both expressions of either character so no matter how she thought of herself, she felt uneasy and discontent.
In the end, it was her Master that decided for her.
"I want you to talk to Mother." Tim said softly.
Taylor waited for him to say "please" and ruin the moment, make it easy for her to resist, to refuse and leave him with the expectation of becoming the school ass bitch. He didn't do it. He didn't say "please". The little shit likely just forgot, for he was not telling her to do it, yet it was clearly a command. When he repeated himself, he left no doubt that she had to obey him.
"Talk to Mother, Taylor. You are the best one to do it." Tim got up and began to undress, revealing his doughy thin body. He was wet from washing her. He left her in the tub, dressed then poked his head into the door of the bathroom to say he was off to the airport.
Taylor lay in the water until it was cold and she was shivering. She had three Masters and one of them had just handed her an utterly impossible task. She lay back in the cold water, trying to relax and waited for Tim to return with his mother. She slept and dreamed of licking cunts, dozens of them all with a tart orange taste that made her mouth water. She woke as she slipped below the surface of the cold water, too passive to save herself. The water closed over her, obscuring her future but waking her from one dream into the midst of the next one. She rose out of the water, shivering with dread and cold.
"Taylor! We're home." Tim's voice announced from the front door.
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Extending the MILF List Chapter 22: How Much Sex Can One Man Have? Epiphany in D. Debra Major
The Players
Sonny Duncan—the focal voice and main dick
Jamie St. Vincent—another son with a Mother and sister for Sonny to fuck
Tawny Duncan—Sonny's youngest sister, blonde to auburn
Georgia Duncan—Sonny's eldest sister, redhead with freckles
Dalia Duncan—Sonny's middle sister, brunette, looks like Momma
D. Debra Hamilton—Sonny's love and nemesis, blond
Dori Hamilton—D. Debra's Mother, loves fucking Sonny
Ellen Collier—works for Alissa Honeywell, short red hair and long on attitude
Candice St. Vincent—Jamie's mother
Xavia St. Vincent—Jamie's sister
Yvonne Saels—a real estate agent, one marvelous ass that is impossible to ignore
Sonja Maxwell—another real estate agent, black woman
Momma Maxwell—Sonja's commanding mother.
Theresa Fayre—still another real estate agent, redhead
Bit players at the end...
I expected Jamie St. Vincent to wake me Sunday morning and when he didn't, I slept long and hard. I'm not bragging, I mean I slept through the coming of the light, dawn, morning, sunrise, all of it. It was nearly ten o'clock before I stumbled out of bed to relieve the pressure. I staggered out of the loo and into the rest of the apartment only to find Jamie placidly reading newspaper, I mean with paper and everything. Does anyone do that any more?
"Jamie?"
He looked over at me like he had glasses on and was looking over the top of them, which he didn't, he just had the casual "what the fuck do you want" motion in his head. His expression said, "Oh, it's just you."
"Your phone has been ringing."
"What time is it?" My mouth asked with no regard for what my mind knew. I'd seen the clock but my body and mind were not fully integrated yet. If you'd shown a spotlight on me, my shadow would have had a spider web of light lines in it.
"After ten."
I checked my phone, pulling my robe around me. Jamie seemed too nonchalant by half after last night...did I remember that truly or had I dreamed...no, I never dream of guys coming into my bedroom and waking me up to tell me all the pussy in the place has drained away and he didn't know where. That had to have happened, the thought brought me up to speed then.
I opened the phone and checked the call list. Ugh. D. Debra...six times. That can't be good. Chris. Tawny! Tawny? Was her skin tingling because I'd been taking her name in vain? A number I didn't recognize, oh, and Dori D. Hamilton, the other half of the Sonny sandwich I'd made last night and not consumed. Or was it a week from Thursday? I need a personal assistant...hmm, I thought, I wonder if Hassum and his master would agree to fund that? That thought made me feel like I had leaned out off a very high building and seen buses the size of ants below me...the idea of an almost twenty-one year old kid like me having such a thing took away my breath. That was for actual adults...but then fucking a clutch of females wasn't kid's play.
Out of sheer curiosity and the feeling that the number I didn't recognize was familiar but too lazy to put 264-8812 together with anyone, I redialed that one just to see what was what.
"Mr. Duncan, good of you to return my call." Chilton St. Vincent's cool voice chilled me down from my glowing morning rush.
"Oh, hi..." I glanced at Jamie who was studiously ignoring me, so successfully I almost felt invisible. I rallied and wandered nonchalantly into the other room and casually slammed the door closed. "...Chilton. What's shaking? How's it hanging?"
I knew nothing was shaking or hanging but I had just fucked his daughter and ex wife and the follow up conversation to such an event was not in my edition of Amy Vanderbilt or any other guide to polite protocol. What does a guy say after that? "Thanks for the family fuck?" Why was I worried? It was his idea.
"Where are my ex-wife and daughter, Mr. Duncan?" His voice did not sound amused. Since I like to talk to amused people, I kept quiet. He waited. I waited. I out waited him because he spoke next and I dearly wished I would have had something to keep him from saying what he said. "My ex-wife has dipped into an emergency account we share for the good of our children and has helped herself to half a million dollars. You don't have any idea why she might do such a thing, do you?"
"I don't do numbers, is that a lot?" I asked. Now that seems like a stupid question to the casual observer but to some people a million dollars is pocket change...I had a feeling these St. Vincents were of that ilk. I wanted to see because if a missing million dollars was like dropping a nickle under the table in their thinking, I wasn't going to freak out and beg for mercy...I suck at begging but for mercy, but I can make exceptions.
"Mr. Duncan, please don't get flippant with me..."
I had the temerity to interrupt him immediately.
"I am naturally flippant, sir, as I am sure your research has told you, so you're a little late making that rule I think. It's too early in the morning for me to step out of my nature and be someone more civilized."
"It's ten o'clock, Mr. Duncan." I heard that arch, Puritan disapproval I always hear in the British accent; projection I'm sure. Nobody can be that tight-assed all the time.
"Yeah, and it's late afternoon in your time zone, so what are you complaining about?"
I was trying to stall for time to get my mind working but he was having none of it. He ignored me, which speaks well of him.
"Where, Mr. Duncan, are my ex-wife and daughter?"
"You don't know?" I asked, flippant to the last.
The man grumbled and snorted. I almost laughed but that would have been rude. Ruder. Rude again.
"Mr. Duncan, do you know where they are?"
"No, sir. I do not." I decided it was time to stop dissembling and own up to my ignorance, not a difficult thing for me to do since I am so very humble, oh and I get so much practice. "Is that a problem? I'd assume you had tracking devices shoved up their butts." Okay, that was a little rude, maybe a lot rude. I claim lack of sleep...well, no, can't do that really, since it was nearly ten. No matter.
"Why not?" He cleared his throat. "I don't have any tracking devices...on their persons..."
I interrupted again, damned colonials... "Which is why you are calling me, I presume?"
"Yes, precisely."
I started to make another snarky remark but then remembered that Ellen had disappeared with them. Oh, that wasn't good. That was akin to Napoleon slipping back into Paris in 1814. Things would not end well, could this be Waterloo for our hero? You know what? After all the pussy I'd had the last 10 days or so, being dead might be a nice break. The thought popped into my head before I could stop it. Can the goddess of pussy read my mind? I surely hoped not.
"Uh oh." I said aloud, wanting to convey my sudden and enlightened chagrin to him so we had some sympathetic common ground. "This can't be good."
"You understand me. I don't mind the money but I usually insist on some warning before she goes on this sort of spending spree."
I gulped. Usually? This sort? How do you spend a half a million dollars on a spending spree? That thought was so far beyond me I had to hitch up my pants to keep from...I didn't have any pants on. I started to look for them so I could hitch them up.
"What do you mean, this can't be good? Just what is it that you are concerned about?" The voice asked in my ear, distracting me from my search.
"You know how they say that you are known by the company you keep?"
Chilton hummed and made some sound that I took to be an affirmative response.
"Well, I fear your female family are in the company of a genetic sport, a swerve that Lucretius would be astonished by, a phenomenon with red hair."
"Red hair, oh God's sandals!" Chilton got my drift implicitly. "No, that can't be good!" He seemed suddenly placated and I didn't quite understand why. "But any guidance is good for Candice."
I had the feeling that of the two, Xavia had far more mischief tucked between her tits than her mother and it amused me that the man would not think the same, Xavia clearly had him wrapped around her proverbial little finger.
"Listen, I'll try to find Ellen. If she's about, I imagine your females are with her. I'll call you back."
"Yes, very well." The man sounded relieved. I took that as a compliment but then felt the pressure of being complimented for something I had no idea if I could accomplish. Finding Ellen seemed far more like a Herculean task and I was Walter Mitty in many respects, those that matter, or at least in that respect. I do have my moments, I'll admit that. Chilton clicked off and left me staring at my phone. I opened the door.
"Sorry about that."
"What did my father have to say?" Jamie asked blandly.
My phone tinkled not so blandly and I answered it.
"Sonny, why is D. Debra telling me to come to her house?"
"Tawny?" I said stupidly.
"Who do you think this is?" My sister snarled at me. "Who else would be calling you?"
I about started to go down the MILF list but it didn't get to my lips before I put a stop to that. The morning was proving unsatisfactory in so many ways, I didn't need to add to it.
"D. Debra said to come to her house. Now." Tawny's voice quavered a little there and I got a funny feeling running up my leg. "Why?"
Why, indeed? What the heck happened to a week from Thursday? I didn't know but I confess I panicked a little.
"You better do what D. Debra says. She's no one to have puckered at you."
"I'm not scared of her, that, that..."
For the record, stuttering never convinces anyone that you're not scared. Neither does that warbling quaver in your voice. It's far better to keep silent than to do that, hence the strong silent time which can hide stuttering or the more usual not being articulate in the first place. I think my sister figured that out. She stopped talking.
"It's just you and me, sis." I said and noticed immediately that Jamie lowered the paper and slowly turned his head to look at me. I met his gaze and we had a stare down going which was unfair because I was talking to my sister and he'd misplaced his; I called, foul! And looked away.
"It's okay to be a little scared. I would be but my cock shrivels when I get scared and that would really offend her, so I keep with the usual bullshit. You know, cocky, insolent, arrogant."
"You can't do arrogant, Sonny. You're too adorable!"
I started to glow but then felt to see if my balls were missing. That's a weird feeling to not be able to tell if you'd been prematurely emasculated or had been honored and complimented. I stayed silent, taking my own advice...for once.
"Sonny? Are you there?"
Crap, it was my turn to talk and I forgot. Timing is everything.
"Just a sec." I looked at Jamie who had his two lazy eyes fixed on me like he was inspecting a nag, just like his mother could, so I knew where he got that talent. I ignored that aspect of his manner. "Would you mind awfully if we fucked my sister and my girlfriend this morning...oh and likely her mother?" I spoke with my hand covering the phone. Jamie blinked a time or two and then swallowed. He looked away, and that was the best I could do at cracking his preternatural calm and poise.
"I believe I'd enjoy the diversion, since I take it that you have no idea where my mother and sister have scarpered off to?"
I ignored his question.
"Tawny, have you had breakfast?"
"What?"
"Have you had breakfast?"
Silence. I thought that was a reasonable thing to ask. I might have been wrong.
I waited, profitably. When my sister spoke there was a burr of anticipation in her tone that gave me that peculiar little eep that I just love.
"She said she gets to watch you fuck me."
Oh! There it was.
"Sonny. What did you do?"
Now, that may seem like another simple question, but surely anyone who has been following along knows that it is simply replete with potential misunderstanding. I just can't lie to my sister.
"I fucked them all." I mumbled.
"What? Are you speaking English?"
"I said, I fucked them all." I said more loudly.
"Oh, I know but did you have to make that woman our audience?"
"I thought you liked audiences?" I muttered.
Silence.
"Oh my fucking god, Sonny." My sister swore in my ear but her tone was licking it.
"Breakfast?"
"Brunch." She countered, the lurid slink in her voice vanished. "Pick me up."
"No. Not till you go on a diet."
"Fuck you, baby brother." She spoke with a light tinkle in her tone. "I mean..."
"I know what you meant. Give me, say an hour?"
"I'll shine up the silver, polish the crystal and warn the staff."
I had no idea what the bitch was talking about but it sounded perfectly perfect, whatever it meant.
"An hour." I clicked off. I looked at Jamie. Suddenly, my initial regard for the guy returned. I was about to hand him my sister and D. Debra, with Dori D. added for good measure. He'd love me too, when I was done. Of course, I'd have to find his mother and sister...shit! We still had to double do Candice. She'd never forgive me if this moment in her life passed and she didn't get that box checked, er, filled. I wasn't sure how much to fear that but I had no desire to find out. "Get ready to go." I said to Jamie.
I turned on my heel and walked back to collect my clothing. I had a room some where...not in this hotel. So no fresh clothes...Jamie and I worked together like we'd been doing it for a lifetime. We went to his room where he showered and changed. We went to my room and he waited while I showered and changed. By the time we aimed the Chrysler towards my sister...we were already late and I realized I didn't know for sure where she was. I called to find out.
She was at our house she assured me but only after bitching that I was late and suddenly she was starving. I made some comment about her weight and she hung on me...as intended. I drove to my house without much conversation. Jamie carried the paper and had his nose in it, which I thought was little rude until I considered that he might be nervous. That made me feel better. I turned onto my street when I felt the pangs of despised class embarrassment...visiting my house would be like going to the zoo for Jamie. He seemed elegantly bland as I pulled up until Tawny appeared, flitting out the door and into the back seat before I even got the car into park.
"Sonny, go." She huffed.
"What?"
"Just go! Nova's on a tear."
I went.
"What did you do? It's Sunday, how can you screw up Sunday?"
"We, Dally and I went to Chris' without her. She didn't know where we'd gone, our phones both lost power...Dalia started to tell her about Patrica and Mercy and yesterday at Chris' before it dawned on her that we'd left Georgia out entirely."
"And you left Dalia in there with Georgia?"
"She's locked in the bathroom with her iPad. Thanks to you we girls have good locks on our doors."
I groaned. Sonny would be in line for a little fire from the family red head...shit does flow down the family tree after all. Wait, that's upside down. Not sure how it could be my fault but it would be...always is, it seems.
Tawny was behind me and I swear I felt her attention turn like a spotlight to Jamie. I stepped up before she made her demand.
"Jamie, this is my youngest sister, Tawny."
"I'm older than he is." Tawny added, her voice ripe with curiosity.
"Better looking, too." I said.
"Yes, my friend, I can see that clearly with my eyes." Jamie said.
I heard Tawny gasp.
"She has the look of a very ripe little bit of stuff. You needed add nothing to her, I think but I take it that the offer once made cannot be revoked."
I grinned to myself, but only because Tawny squawked like a clucking hen passing a double yolked egg.
"Don't dismiss your mother and sister, buddy," I said chuckling. "They make any trade a strain and a stretch."
"Jesus puckers twice." Tawny whispered. "Sonny! What did you do?"
Jamie turned around then to look through the break in the seats at my sister.
"He has offered you and his girlfriend to me as..." Jamie looked at me askance on his face. When I didn't react, he finished the thought as he thought fit. "As a balancing compensation for the use of my own mother and sister, which he forced me to shag last night...against my will, I assure you." Jamie grunted a chuckle that sounded like he was hawking up an olive pit.
"I'm sure. Sonny has that effect on people. One moment you're a normal human being and the next your fucking everything he offers you. Sonny, how the fuck do you do that?" Rhetorical question. I only know because she didn't wait for an answer. "Oh, Sonny, where did you find this one? You gave me to him?"
The question gave me pause but my sister's lurid pleasure in the asking of it brought me hope. The next moment I had to confront the other reality dangling in my immediate future.
"Well, ahem," I started but lost heart and turned on my blinker and changed lanes. "Before Jamie mounts you, sister dear, you and I have to perform a little of the double-backed beast bop for Miss Hamilton."
"Excuse me?" Her voice twanged like a breaking guitar string.
I felt her swelling up behind me like a little nova imploding...heh heh, a little Nova. I have such a way with words sometimes.
"When Miss Hamilton agreed to fuck me," I started to explain our "arrangement" but glanced at Jamie who had a cocked eyebrow and a look of crystalline interest. I decided not to go there. "To have her and her mother together, which is one of my several little delights in life, she insisted that I had to show her I fucked family too. I think she picked you just because you two have met." I glanced up in the mirror and found Tawny's face there. She was blushing like a Caribbean sunset. I almost laughed but didn't. Almost, doesn't count with laughing, unlike hand grenades and horseshoes...oh and dancing.
"You, you have to have sex with your sister so you can, you can what?" Jamie's voice sounded truly astounded. I felt so proud.
"I have to fuck Tawny while D. Debra watches, before I can have sex with her and her mother, together I mean." I may have muddied the water a little...frankly, I couldn't quite remember what I'd agreed to with D. Debra but I knew it involved fucking my sister. I kept that clearly in mind. "Together, I mean, mommy and daughter, that's a thing you know."
Tawny smacked the back of my head.
"Hey, I'm driving?" I was too, no mistaking that.
"You are going to fuck me while she watches?" Tawny asked, her voice was a twist of erotic fascination and conventional horror.
I looked at Jamie who was still studying me.
"Sorry, buddy, you get sloppy seconds."
I had a feeling that I wasn't thinking clearly as I whirled into a u-turn.
"What are you doing?" Tawny asked from the back seat. "Chickening out?"
I was headed back to the Nova in our house but didn't speak of it until Tawny realized what was happening.
"Oh fuck no!" She growled and grabbed a handful of my hair. "You turn this boat around and head back to Saigon, bitch." She hissed. My sister could read my mind, which was unnerving. I shook my head.
"Ow! I'm driving, little blister." I whined. She did not relent.
"You are not going to add sisters to this act." She said, her voice so level, so calm, I shivered from the effect. Tawny calm in this situation was not cluelessness, it was something considerably more foreboding. I parked in our driveway before the garage door.
"Go invite our sisters to join us." Jamie gave me a look from behind his shattered preternatural calm.
"Sisters?" The earlier references seemed to have escaped him. I liked that idea until I realized his acquisitive Capitalist nature was presuming he was going to get all three of them as part of my conciliatory demonstration of my pending friendship with him.



"Tawny, go get our sisters. Miss Hamilton is going to get more than she bargained for." So was Jamie but I didn't mention that. I held up my hand and counted, yes, five cunts for Jamie and I. I wanted reinforcements. This little orgy would get out of hand in moments if I didn't control myself. I did and didn't call Landon, which was what I was thinking for a moment. I was having an inspiration but needed to pay attention to business and not make things too complicated. I turned around to stare at Tawny. "Do you want to be the one to lick D. Debra's cunt?" I asked as reasonably as I could.
The look on Tawny's face was sheer schizophrenia. Her former reluctance to eat pussy had been modified but not to the point that she was able and willing to lick her chops over the prospect of going down on another woman. The habit of resisting was embedded and so being bedded still meant cock to her. Pussy was only what she used to trade to get cock, still...yet a glimmer of greed existed in her eyes. I realized I'd inadvertently tapped into her sisterly jealousy more commonly known as sibling rivalry and suddenly eating pussy was becoming a challenge and her competitive nature was roused, causing no small amount of consternation bordering on confusion in her pretty lust lorn head.
She got out of the car and strode resolutely to the front door and disappeared into the house.
"Let me get this straight, I get all three of your sisters and your girlfriend?" Jamie whispered, his calm swamped in the lush waters of my sea of pussy.
"And her mother." I promised without thinking. I was trading on a dominance I was not really confident I possessed but at this point, I was not sure it mattered. I had so many balls in the air I felt like triplets. It was inevitable that I'd start dropping them eventually, this might be that moment.
The door to our house burst open and Georgia surged out, her tits flapping under one of my tee shirts, legs bare in the cold, hair wild, red and unruly. She scampered to the car and pulsed into the warmth there. I'd not turned it off so we were toasty warm.
"God, Sonny, what did you do to Tawny? She's me." I didn't turn around. The door to the house was open and Dalia appeared. "Who's this?" Georgia asked, her eyes fixed on Jamie...I could see her in the rear view mirror.
"I'm Jamie St. Vincent. I'm going to fuck you and your sisters."
The silence was splendid and rich. Once more I felt that surge of bon homme with athis guy...he took the words right out of my mouth, made them his and made them sound a whole lot better...posh he would refer to it, as I would learn later. After what seemed like hours, but before Dalia reached the car, Georgia exhaled.
"Oh my." She breathed. "He's British."
The car door opened and Dalia pushed Georgia over, covering her with a coat and what looked like sweat pants.
"Here, you stupid twat, put these on. It's fuck all cold out here and you run out bare footed with no pants on and no coat. You'll catch your death."
"Thanks, mom." Georgia said, cowed as I'd not seen her in many moons. "He's British."
"Who? Who's British?" Dalia asked, peevish and unnerved. I was too. Seeing Georgia suddenly convert from a force of nature into a fluff of nature was unnerving. "Tawny's getting your shoes and I'd suggest you not challenge her. You know how she is when she gets like this."
"Like what?" I asked, confused.
"Wait. Who's British?" Dalia asked. "Oh, who are you?"
"I am. British. And Jamie St. Vincent. If you're one of this chap's sisters, I'm going to fuck you too." It's true, I admit it, I love this guy. The look on Dalia's face was truly priceless.
Tawny appeared, locked the door to the house and then walked with a very stately attitude, like she had a book on her head and a stick up her butt, to the car.
"Oh my." Dalia whispered before Tawny arrived.
The car door behind me opened and Dalia flowed to the center, forcing Georgia behind Jamie and Tawny crawled in beside her and slammed the door.
"You can go, Sonny." She said, her voice hard as my cock. Jamie may think he was going to fuck my sisters, but I was going to fuck them first. Me being me, I got held up on that thought and the rest of the chaos in my life was simply forgotten. I drove in daze while my sisters cross-examined and interrogated Jamie. He held his own.
After every question from my lusty sisters, he asked one of his own. Have you all fucked Sonny? Has he had your bum? He had to explain to Georgia that bum was not a homeless person but arse when she got upset at the suggestion she owned some hapless slave in a basement we didn't have, which she corrected to ass which made Jamie roll his eyes and sniff, which Georgia missed, which made Dalia laugh which made Jamie snort and turn to stare out the windscreen, windshield to Americans.
Me? I drove in silence. I was trying to think of the best way to fuck my sisters for D. Debra and then the best way to do her and her mother to complete the exchange. It's not like I was lacking pussy...what I lacked, I feared was stamina though I'd been training for this moment I confess and had no little compunction about contemplating the penetration of these five women with their full collaboration. What I lacked, in fact, was the actual ability. That had ramifications that would soon become apparent.
I parked the car before the Hamilton house and turned off the car. Suddenly the chatter and bandying of questions ceased and there was the lurid, lovely silence. My ears throbbed with it. I just say for a moment. I felt tired. No, no, no, not tired of pussy! Just, just tired. In all phases of my existence, physically, mentally, emotional, sexually, and physically I was tired. I'd been bounding from one set of open thighs to the next with nearly no chance to just slow down and consider what all was mine to have and to hold, what I wanted, what I needed because I could have any of it and I'd hesitated to make any choice. I was a genuine "yes man" and that had turned me into a cock for all seasons.
I am not and was not complaining but one of the great traumas of maturity is to bump one's head soundly on the ceiling of your capabilities. When it happens, after you recover from the fuzzy throb of the near concussion, you thank your lucky stars the fucker wasn't glass and you are not trying to get slicing shards out of your clothing and hair. I was in mid-careen and had no ability to stop the momentum, even had I had the thought to do so, which I didn't My cock was hard and my contemplation accordingly had a single set of content. Pussy.
I love pussy. But my sister's pussy, on my god, I loved my sisters' pussy. And that made me think of my dear departed (no, bitch, she's not dead) mother and suddenly I longed to have her cloying regard naked underneath me again and I felt the sudden thump of my head against he ceiling of my desires. I missed my mother. For a moment, I was shocked and startled. Then I was nonplussed. With all the huge variety of pussy swirling around me, even some that had as yet gone untapped, I was sitting there longing for the chance to bed my own mother again. I felt her lips on mine, her body swelling under me as I slid my hard cock into her cunt and I missed her!
It was such a surprising moment I sat still for a long time. Surprisingly, no on interrupted. The silence, the stillness stretched until the cold out side the windows touched me and I realized how long we been sitting there outside the Hamilton house unmoving.
I opened my door and got out. I stood still in the bracing cold until everyone had followed suit, then I walked to the door and rang the bell. I expected D. Debra to be hawking the door and to open it immediately. I was shivering by the time the bitch opened the door, but it wasn't D. Debra, it was her mother and I'd rung the bell four more times. It took so long I was sure D. Debra had lured us to her door even while she was planning to abandon us and force us to wait while she returned home from some contrived but devious errand of necessity.
The door opened and Dori Hamilton appeared.
"Sonny?" She glanced past me at the crowd with me. "What are you doing here?" She asked, clearly mystified. "You fucking took long enough!" She was making absolutely no sense. That is, she was being paradoxical and that was beyond my processing abilities at the moment.
"You said you'd fuck all my friends if you get to watch a brother fuck his sister...these are my sisters. All three of them. May we come in?"
Dori hesitated then swung the door open and stepped back out of the way. I gestured so the ladies could troop past and they duly trooped past. Jamie followed, unzipping his coat. I stepped inside and closed the door, returning us to the warm darkness of the house. Dori stood back from the right of the door staring at me. She wore a soft sweater that hugged her and her tits like paint on a sculpture. It needed to come off just like paint on marble would.
I slipped my arm around Dori's waist. She leaned back from me but when I bent forward to kiss her, she kissed me back, wrapping her arms around my neck. I felt everyone else go still and felt them staring at us. Dori seemed perfectly content, her body pulsing against me, her tits hot against me...my coat was open so they nuzzled against my chest. The kiss simmered and finally deepened.
"Sonny? Unhand my mother, you have not earned her yet." D. Debra's voice crackled behind me. "Who are all these people?"
I released Dori and she wobbled. I liked how her eyes glazed over when she was aroused and one cocked one way and the other cocked the other so she looked like a cartoon character. She sagged against the wall beside the door. I turned away from her, reluctantly. My tendency to fixate on one woman was a hazard but also part of my erotic charm.
"What?" I asked, sounding as stupid as I felt. Not stupid really, just, muzzy headed and dull.
"Who are these people?" D. Debra asked from the other side of my little covey of pussy and the lone strange prick.
"My sisters." I said softly, with a slight smile. "You said you'd be my sex slave if you watched me fuck me sisters."
Her face worked and her mouth opened and closed several times like a catfish plucked from the water and lying on the dock. I wanted to laugh but I was conserving energy. Just from counting I knew I needed to preserve what I possessed.
"Sisters? I didn't know you had more than one sister." D. Debra said, her voice bordering on a sort of confused umbrage, as though that fact itself was an insult to her somehow. I held up fingers.
"Three." I said. "I have three."
"Oh my god...and you are going to fuck them?" D. Debra glanced at them and then her face changed. Her eyes flicked from Tawny whom she knew to Dalia and then Georgia. "Oh for heaven's sacred muffin top! You already have fucked these cunts, haven't you?" She tore her eyes away from Georgia to let them bore into me. "Haven't you?"
"Yes." Tawny answered for me. "Sonny has fucked all the females in our household." She smirked. "Including our dear, departed mother."
Dori and D. Debra both gasped.
"I'm so sorry? When did she...depart?" D. Debra said, sounding almost conventionally solicitous.
"A month ago or so...maybe longer." Tawny mumbled.
"Oh god, Tawny, really? It was before Thanksgiving!" Dalia corrected. "So more like four or five months."
"I am so sorry." D. Debra said, looking directly at me, all semblance of demanding insistence vanished.
"She rode to China on the biggest cock you've ever seen." Dalia completed the picture, finally.
D. Debra's face clinched and changed again. The ensuing silence was again, uncomfortable and weird. I had no idea what to say. Suddenly the Family Duncan was laid out in lurid detail, not only for Jamie and the Hamilton sluts but for me and my sisters. And we did it, we made light of it and in that moment I realized that I had come to think of my sisters as just three sets of holes for me to use to my delight. I cannot say I didn't feel ashamed, even embarrassed. When you have as much pussy thrown as you as I had had in the last two weeks, how does one cock cope with it all?
I had no answer. My fear of pissing off the pussy goddess that was testing my resolution and devotion to pussy was the strangest form of religious practice I could remember hearing about. I wondered if I could get a certificate and start performing marriages for a fee? My price would be to bang the bride and both mothers in the bargain. I shook my head, violently. I was losing perspective. I didn't realize it at that moment but I was approaching the limits of my fucking capacity. That, in my case, is rarefied air.
"My goodness, why don't we all sit down. I'll put on some tea." Into this lurid and uncomfortable silence, Dori's voice sounded like a soothing melody. Tawny giggled.
"Tea? Do you think that's wise?"
I had no idea what she meant. Something in her voice told me she didn't know either, she was just trying to say something and I supposed the silence had gotten to her too.
Like we were polite company, we distributed ourselves into the available chairs, the sofa, love seat and two recliners in the living room while Dori fussed with the coffee maker to make hot water sans coffee and filters. When it was clicking and burbling away, she pulled one of the kitchen chairs around and sat down.
"So, Sonny, introduce everyone. I at least haven't met your sisters! My they are a beautiful lot." She smiled brightly, but her eyes shone with something more than polite joie de vivre.
"And he apparently is fucking them all." D. Debra snarled darkly. I didn't know what crawled up her twat all of a sudden. This was her idea...she and mommy called for dick and I doubled the order and added my sisters to the pizza topping list. Her attitude sort of irritated me and then, when I looked at her and I saw nothing but spite and glowering condemnation, I just got irate myself. I pointed at Dalia and crooked a finger at her.
She stared at me for a moment but didn't move. I persisted, she persisted in not responding. She was sitting on the couch between Tawny and Georgia. Tawny poked her in the ribs with an elbow.
"He wants you to crawl over and suck his cock." She whispered in a stage whisper the NSA could have heard. Tawny snickered. Dalia, not amused, poked her soundly in the ribs with her elbow.
"You crawl over and suck his cock since you seem to know what he wants." Dalia whispered back in the same tone and volume. Her eyes got wide when Tawny slipped to her knees and did just that, crawling over to my knees, on her knees, and pushed my legs wide and began to fumble at my trousers to get at my now hardening cock.
"Oh my." Mrs. Hamilton whispered. "What about...er...Sonny, introduce everyone, won't you?"
I petted Tawny's hair as she extracted my cock and licked the head. She kissed it and sucked at it and I swear it snapped erect like a those telescoping night sticks. She engulfed it and my voice came out as a tiny little squeak.
"I'm Jamie St. Vincent." Jamie spoke into the breech, filling it up with his English accent.
"Oh my." Mrs. Hamilton spoke, her voice syrupy and smooth and when I looked in her direction, I discovered I had vanished from her attention. I felt more irate. But Tawny sucked that out of me and all I felt was her hot lips nibbling down the length of my hard cock while her tongue licked and slathered it with her loving attention. I patted her head, petting her hair, like she was what she was, a sex pet.
"This is my sister Tawny." I managed to eek out, speaking like words were $25 a piece. I pointed at Dalia. "That's Dalia, the next oldest. She looks like our mother. And the redhead with freckles and tits is Georgia, the eldest."
The coffee maker gurgled and clunked. Tawny gurgled and clunked, taking my whole cock down her throat and swallowing loudly around it. I moved my eyes to D. Debra and found her staring at us, eyes wide but licking her lips continually, like she was sitting in a desert breeze and they kept going dry on her. No, it made her look hungry, rapacious even. Felt like a mouse staring into the eyes of a cat. Her eyes shifted and she squeaked.
"Mother! What are you doing? Get up and get the tea!" Dori had slid out of her chair onto her knees and was slowly crawling past my sister's heels towards Jamie sitting to my left in the love seat.
"Get the tea yourself. It's rude to have one cock be sucked and leave the other unattended." Dori hissed, her voice raw. I recognized a mother tweaking her daughter's nose but didn't laugh. It wasn't funny. It was scary.
D. Debra squeaked herself now. The sound seemed to be catching or we were passing it around like a social disease in a close knit community. The coffee maker gave up the ghost and went silent. Dori arrived at Jamie's knees, placed her hands on his ankles and ran them up to his knees which she pushed wide. "You don't mind, do you Mr. English Accent?" She whispered in that breathy voice Marilyn Monroe used to seduce the world.
Jamie swallowed so loud Tawny lifted her head up and looked around. I grasped a handful of her hair and pushed her face down again. She duly opened her mouth and let me push her face down onto my cock. This time the swallowing sound came from her mouth as she swallowed around my cock penetrating her throat. I groaned. We sounded like a hillbilly orchestra. Jamie chimed in but without an accent. Dori had his cock in hand and was licking it, the sound of her smacking lips added to the tender cacophony in the otherwise silent room.
"Mother, must you?" D. Debra snarled, her snarky daughter voice made my spine twitch.
Dori just nodded, not even removing the cock from her mouth. I glanced at Georgia and she was staring at me. When she caught my eye she mouthed something at me which I had no hope of understanding. I mouthed back "what?" and she shook her head and repeated the motions of her lips. With Tawny's mouth on my cock, all that suggested was that Georgia wanted a cock to suck too, which I doubted was the content of her message to me. I shrugged and shook my head once. My sister rolled her eyes. She straightened thrust out her tits and spoke into the slurping silence.
"I said, Sonny, I'm eldest, fuck me first!" Georgia's voice filled the room like a gong at a funeral. Tawny's mouth went still. Dori lifted her mouth off of Jamie's cock to the sound of his sighing disappointment. Then under my lax hand snarled in her hair, Tawny lifted her mouth off my cock too.
"He's ready, dear sister. If you want him to fuck you, I think he is perfectly able. Are you wet and ready?" Tawny held my cock in one hand and her breathy words wafted over it like it was her microphone. She projected just fine. Georgia stood up, lifted the dress her sister had given her in the car and striped down panties to her ankles and stepped out of them. She tossed them at me, hitting Tawny in the back, then sauntered past Dori's empty chair to the kitchen table. She took her place where the chair had been, lifted her skirt and lay down on the table her ass and thighs bare.
Everyone was watching her.
"Sonny, this is not what I had in mind. I thought..." D. Debra's voice hitched and trundled to a stop.
"You thought what? That I'd arrange for you to watch me seduce them the first time?" I muttered, pulling my eyes from Georgia's bent, half-nude body. Georgia reached back and pulled her ass apart with both hands, further exposing the flare of her cunt between her legs. Even I could see the glistening slickness of her pussy lips.
"Well, yes. I didn't know you had three sisters."
I pulled Tawny away from me. She twisted away to sit on her ass, legs akimbo. She lifted her skirt and slowly stroked her cunt under it, the sound of her two fingers pushing inside her body was unmistakable. She was munchably wet.



"You never asked." I returned, standing up. I toed off my sneakers and striped my pants down my legs, along with my briefs. My cock glistened with Tawny's preparations. I walked over to my older sister. When I touched her tail bone, she hissed.
"Fuck me, Sonny!" My finger trailed down her flexed ass crack to the pursed glory of her wet cunt. I pushed the finger into her and she hissed again but her voice did not repeat any words.
"Are all you Duncan women horny?" D. Debra whispered.
"Yes." All three of my sisters said together like it was rehearsed, a common question they had to constantly answer and had learned to answer in unison to punctuate the answer into a proud affirmation that could not be rationally doubted.
My back was too the room now, my finger moved inside Georgia and she whimpered. Her body shifted a little, her legs bending and straightening and I realized she was attempting to get some friction started inside her slick cunt. It was slick too, so well oiled I doubt she could have kept a hair brush tucked inside her, and I don't mean the handle that the dildo-less females resort to when the pussy cries to be filled with something, anything. I mean the business end, all bristles and spines. She felt slick enough to spit that out of her snatch like a rude drunk being thrown out of a WASP wake, if there is such a thing. I pumped Georgia's cunt a few times with my fingers. It clinched around my finger, gnawing at it like a toothless hag chowing down on a steak she could never chew but was in love with the taste. She groaned in that most satisfying way that says you're touching the right spots but also tells you the female has no more concern with who or what you are than if you were plugged into an outlet and buzzed for a living.
"Cock." Georgia whispered, her hands pulled harder on her ass, spreading herself open more, if that were possible. I withdrew my finger from her cunt and positioned my cock there.
A sudden thought dredged out of years of reading all sorts of erotica taunted me and I gave it voice.
"Beg, little sister." I muttered. "Beg for my cock."
"Fuck you, Sonny, just fuck me or by god I'll butt fuck you with a hatrack. Cock. In my cunt. Now." My sister may have been bent over the table but she wasn't bent over anything for anyone. I complied immediately from the twin motivation of her red-headed threat and her nibbling pussy kissing the head of my hard cock. The real threat of pain and the promise of pleasure can be thoroughly motivating. I grunted and pressed onward angel, sliding my cock into her hot, open, clinching and clasping and gasping and raspingly rich raucous cunt. I groaned. My sister has a marvelous cunt and my cock fit inside it perfectly. I know, my cock fits perfectly in every cunt I can get to slow down long enough for me to mount it...still, Georgia has a mighty fine cunt. And I, me hearties, was buried in it up to me balls!
"Sonny. Stop!" D. Debra's voice lashed at my back.
I stopped. I knew that things were going to require a man's firm control in about a minute. This girl did not know how to share. Sure enough, D. Debra appeared around my right side, moved to the middle of the table where my sister's head laid facing away from her. D. Debra grasped Georgia by the hair and lifted her head roughly off the table.
"What did you say, bitch?" D. Debra snarled, bending down to put her face, close to Georgia.
"Hey, Goddammit...!" Georgia's voice uncoiled like a bull whip then tightened up like a rattlesnake. Unfortunately, her cunt gulped and clinched around my cock and I forgot every existentialist precept I'd ever known about. This was transcendentalism at its best.
"Cunt, I won't have you disrespecting my boyfriend that way. Now apologize, and speak to him with respect!" D. Debra's voice was a snarl of barbed wire coated with acid. She sounded really angry...but then I remembered she was a stage actress and mentally shrugged it off. I was just getting around to asking why she was doing this when Dalia spoke up. Georgia's possessive little slot slowed down my mental processes.
"Sonny, are you going to let this blond puddle of cunt lard talk to your sister that way?"
That surprised me. Dalia was the least likely of us to take umbrage...but then she was also the most protective of the rest of us, the mother hen in CC's absence. I put it altogether later, the dynamics and the rationale for what was happening. At the time I was just dodging bullets, barbs and the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, unwilling or unable to take arms against this rising tide of trouble with no thought about ending it. Dalia's voice, however, brought me up short.
Suddenly it was clear to me, something that had escaped me all this time. I'd been pussyfooting around the truth, so to speak. The truth was that this plethora of pussy, this collection of cunt, this snarl of snatch depended on me to keep it ordered and directed in the way it should go. Left alone, this was what I'd have...a fucking cat fight!
I pulled out of my sister's cunt and moved to D. Debra, grasping her by the upper arm. She flashed a look of such venal intent that I cringed but only for a moment. I was acting to preserve my access to the cosmic amount of pussy the universe had sent my way and nothing else. At base, I am a superstitious little slut who needs metaphysics to justify my actions.
"What do you want, Sonny?" D. Debra growled.
"Knees." I grunted.
"What?" She looked at me askance, the dark fury in her face softened a little, diluted by new confusion. She looked like she just realized her new knickers were lined with velvet and the sensation had changed her bad mood to something more delightful.
"Knees." I repeated, my voice was flat, uninflected.
For a moment, she stared at me. She didn't move. The room held it's breath, well, except for Dori who was still happily sucking Jamie's cock. And I suppose, Jamie who was happily letting her. The sound of her groaning and slurping scored the moment and seemed to give it real meaning. I didn't move, nor did I blink or look away from D. Debra's fierce eyes. For much longer than I thought possible, I stared at D. Debra Hamilton, meeting her glare with the blandest most unconcerned gaze I had at my disposal. I awaited her compliance the way you wait for an orgasm to finish its work in you.
Then, it happened.
D. Debra Hamilton blinked. She blinked, then dropped her eyes, then, very slowly as though waiting for me to change my mind, she got to her knees. When she looked up at me, I laid a hand on the side of her face, a very slight but definite caress.
"You've seen me fuck my sister. You'll watch while I fuck them all, all three and if and when my mother returns, you'll see me fuck my mother. If I had aunts, I'd fuck them for you. I don't. So now, Debbie cunt, you are mine." She flinched but kept her cheek pressed against my gentle hand. "I own you, your three holes and what's best, that thing you keep between your ears and I don't mean your mouth, or my cock for that matter. I own you, D. Debra Hamilton. You're mine and you will obey me when I direct you to do what is well within your boundaries. I own you. I own you. I own you." I guess I thought three times made it legal.
No one moved. Even Dori's sucking had ceased. That horny bitch was humming now. D. Debra did not move. Her eyes were shining though and I swear she was quivering.
"Open your mouth, Debbie cunt." I whispered. She did.
"Extend your tongue." I said, a bit louder now. She did. The compliance was instantaneous. I felt an electric thrill run through me similar to the realization I'd had these many months ago that the MILFs were actually women that I could have. It was like that. A flash of insight into what the universe had made possible to me, if I would just reach out and make it so. I reached out, took hold of my cock and laid it onto D. Debra Hamilton's extended tongue. "Do not move."
She did not move. The longer I left it there, unmoving, the more her eyes twitched back and forth. Saliva pooled in her mouth and soon ran down her chin, first in a glittering line, then in a little curtain that covered her chin. It dripped from her chin and then flowed. Still she didn't move. Her eyes were fixed on me.
"I know what you want, what you need. You're mine. Do you agree?"
Her nod was slight but definite, slight because she had to keep her tongue in contact with my hard, drooling cock. I removed my cock from her tongue.
"What are you, D. Debra?"
"I am yours." D. Debra spoke with such pronounced emphasis there was no doubt of her intention. She didn't swallow so she had a speech impediment that made her sound...well, impeded.
"Your cunt is mine, D. Debra." I said softly.
"My cunt is yours." She whispered.
"Your tits are mine."
"My tits are yours."
"Your ass is mine, inside and out."
"My ass is yours, asshole and buttocks." She repeated. "Yours. All yours."
"You will never touch anyone else sexually again without my permission."
She nodded then licked her lips, sucking at the pooled drool in her mouth, making a loud slurp of it. She'd been speaking around it, the impediment seemed to intensify her words, amplifying their meaning.
"Yes sir." She whispered.
"Open wide, Debbie slut." I muttered hoarsely. This moment was changing me. The hesitant young man who fucked his mother was finally crawling out of the chrysalis and extending his wings. D. Debra Hamilton opened her mouth and extended her tongue, a broad dark red invitation to fuck her face. I lay my cock on her tongue. She closed her eyes, moaning down behind those fabulous tits. I grasped her blond hair in one fist and pushed my cock into her mouth.
D. Debra gagged immediately then swallowed the reflex along with my invading cock, letting me push my cock literally down her throat. She didn't fight me, she didn't resist. She let me push my cock into her mouth with perfect compliance, just pulling away from my hand knotted in her hair enough to keep it tight. I held her still.
"Debbie, I will give you to my friends. I will have them fill every hole. We will fuck you and fuck you and fuck you and fuck you and fuck you until you are a puddle of cum and cunt muscles and nothing else. We will use you until you don't even have the energy to beg for more. And then you will be mine, paid for in full, and you'll never fuck anyone else until and unless I give you leave to do so. You are mine."
D. Debra Hamilton groaned softly.
"Oh god, I want that to be me." Tawny moaned behind us.
"Me too." Dalia whispered.
I pulled out of D. Debra's mouth, turning my little gun on my sisters.
"Jesus fuck a turnip, girls, can't you let a guy have a moment with his girlfriend without spreading your legs and demanding my cock, just once?" It was a rhetorical question but both of my cunt sisters shook their heads. I turned back instead to Georgia and mounted her again. Surely she'd been listening. I slid into her like a skinny girl into a silk nighty. She grunted as I took her. I pulled out. Georgia whined.
I turned to D. Debra. She eyed my slurried cock and then opened her mouth. I slid my cock, slick with my sister's cunt oil into D. Debra's mouth. Her tongue greeted me like a well-trained French Maitre 'd. She licked and sucked me clean. I pulled free of her, took off my shirt and stood before the room full of females naked. I turned to my other sisters.
"Strip." I said. Tawny and Dalia both stood up and began disrobing. I watched, satisfaction growing in me. My cock snarled, fulminating as it had never done before, suddenly seeking to pound into a cunt, any cunt without regard for any other consideration. Tawny was first nude. I gestured to her, turned her before me.
"Bend over."
She did.
I mounted her. She was slick as oil on ice but much warmer. I slid into her, filling her, her cunt, tight from the position. My hands held her by the hips, pulling her fine body onto my hard cock. She groaned as I filled her. I pulled free and turned back to my fuck pet.
"Fuck pet. Mouth open." I muttered and D. Debra did as she was told. No response of any kind but instant compliance. I fell in love with ownership right then.
"Finally!" Dori whispered from behind me. "He finally figured her out."
I thrust my cock into D. Debra's mouth and she accepted it, her tongue caressing me, her throat seizing my cock as I penetrated her deeply. She grunted and I was buried inside her, her lips plush against the base of my cock. Her hand lank at her sides. I pulled free of her. I turned and faced my sister Dalia with my glistening cock.
"Lie down, Dally. Open your legs for me." She complied with such delighted eagerness I was asking why I'd not been this guy before...but in this I was in error. Such a stance is learned and created, not born. Not in me anyway. I suddenly realized what the universe was trying to teach me with the deluge of pussy...this. This was what it came down to. Dalia lay on the couch, nude, arms flung over her head, wrists crossed, her left heel hooked on the back of the couch and her right leg dangling, her light pink cunt winking at me with its well-buttered gaze. I mounted my sister, pushing her legs wide, inserting my cock into her cunt and plunging down into her ripe, wet goodness.
Dalia squealed, her delight in being used turning to sound in her chest as I filled her cunt with my cock. Her body arched under me, dragging me deeper into her until I was well planted in the middle of my middle sister. I withdrew out of her. She hissed as though leaking air when I uncorked her cunt. I struggled awkwardly to my feet, turned and presented my cock to D. Debra. She sucked me clean. I didn't touch her.
Her hands rose up and clutched my thighs as she licked and sucked my cock clean. I heard rustling behind me. When I turned back, I found Dori Hamilton had stripped down and was as nude as the two Duncan females. She hissed too when I mounted her, bent over the arm of the chair, her tits in Jamie's lap. I gripped her by the hips, aware her daughter was watching me as I plugged my cock into her oozing cunt. Dori was slick and wet like the rest and I filled her up until her hips began to bang back at me, pounding herself firmly down onto me, fitting herself down on me like a donut on the barrel of a gun.
Jamie stared at me past the face buried in his lap. I could not tell if the randy blond had sucked up his cock again and Jamie gave no hint, staring at me with what can only be called righteous but astonished aplomb.
"You get them all in time, Ser Jamie." I whispered, as I slid my cock into Dori's cunt from behind. She arched her ass and took me deep. I backed out of her and moved to my girlfriend, Dori's daughter, still kneeling, dressed, on the floor beside my bent elder sister. "Taste your mother, Debbie slut." I whispered.
D. Debra lashed my cock with her tongue and sucked me dry, well, almost dry. She was very efficient in cleaning her mother's cunt juice off my cock. Nothing remained. I'd been intent on having her taste every cunt in the room when it finally occurred to me I'd missed one.
"Up." I said. D. Debra rose from the floor a graceful floral arrangement of eager cunt. She wore a button down denim shirt and blue jeans. I unbuttoned the shirt. She stood still while I exposed the black and red bra she wore. I striped the shirt off her shoulders. She stood still. I moved behind her and unhooked the bra. It ruffled and drooped, then slithered down her arms to the floor at her feet. She stood still. Her magnificent tits bobbed and settled, bobbed and settled revealing the catch and hitch in her breathing. I bent and sucked first one nipple and then the other. I felt the shiver in her body. She stood still. I straightened, grasped her behind the neck and kissed her.
She kissed me back. The kiss was powered with a passion I'd dreamed of eliciting from this woman. I felt it but now, somehow, the need for her was modified, not less than before, but...different. What I wanted was to provide her the greatest sexual experiences she could endure. Nothing less than the pinnacle of sexual ecstasy. I had not been to that mountain top...or maybe it is more accurate to say I had been to the top of a dozen such mountains and hoped there were dozens more.
"I will give you to my friends, all of them. I think we can fuck you into a little slut puddle." I muttered.
D. Debra blinked her eyes, and in that moment I saw them, tears beaded and fell down each cheek.
"Yes, Master." She whispered.
I nodded, undeterred by the appearance of this compliance, long desired and surprising as it was...she'd sort of promised it before but I'd never dared expect it. Now I had it, I was enthralled but not deterred. I unbuttoned her jeans and worked them down off her hips, exposing the knickers that matched her absent black and red bra. I bent down, licked each nipple, then worked the jeans and knickers down off her full thighs to her knees, removed the half-boot shoes she wore and then she was naked. And mine. Mine. She was mine. As Dori said, finally!
I stood, hooking a hand behind her left knee and lifting her left leg. Her hands rose to my shoulders as I opened her up. Standing on one leg, she let me lift her leg and then, without instruction, she directed my cock to her pussy and pushed herself onto it, mounting me as I mounted her. We joined together then, standing, both naked before an audience of family, my plethora of naked females and her rampant mother, all plundered by my pirate cock. My cock slid into D. Debra with ease. She was wet and slick, a bubble burst inside her and she leaked between us, her cunt slick ran down her one vertical thigh. Standing on that one leg, she could still grind herself onto my cock, so she did, with gusto and malice aforethought. She fucked me like she knew this was her last chance to fuck her way into heaven.
I pulled free of her and she was on her knees, her mouth licking and sucking before I could command it. She took me deep and in moments I was close to orgasm. I gripped her by the hair and yanked her head off my cock. She looked askance at me, eyes twinkling with questions.
"You'll be eating my cum out of one of my sisters." I said to Debbie Hamilton. Her eyes did not shift or register my words. She gazed at me like I owned her. God, I loved that. I turned to Dori, who had abandoned Jamie's lap and was standing, naked, watching me despoil her daughter. "May I fuck my sisters on your bed?" I hesitated. "Jamie can fuck you while I do, if you wish."
She turned to look at Jamie. I'd managed to scrape away the last leavings of his straitlaced upbringing. He looked hungrily at the naked woman standing beside him. He stood up and while we watched, striped out of his clothing. The room was nice and warm so we didn't shiver. I told D. Debra to undress Georgia while Jamie striped, so he was naked with everyone else when he finished. Dori took him by the hand and led us all upstairs to the master bedroom. I let the naked females precede me. As I was moving to the bedroom, my pants rang, that is my phone in my pants rang. I picked them up, then glanced at the procession of pussy parading up the stairs and just followed, letting my phone go silent but keeping my pants in my hand. I dropped them at the door to the master bedroom. When I arrived, Jamie was sitting on one of the straight-backed chairs and Dori had mounted him, facing the bed.
Like they could read my mind, my sisters all lay down on their backs across the bed, three naked females, legs together mind you, Dalia in the middle. My cock was hard. I moved behind D. Debra and hugged her, my hands cupping her marvelous breasts, clutching them like I owned them...oh, now I did because I'd satisfied my end of the bargain. To this point, owning D. Debra had been somewhat of a fantasy, a sort of pose that we had both agreed to and perhaps, which she decided I'd never consummate because my sister(s) was inviolate. Little did she know I'd violated all my family females and at their behest, repeated the violation so that my recidivism was assured to persist into our lurid future. Now, now she knew the depths of my commitment and she, D. Debra, was absolute in keeping her part of any bargain and now, now by god, this woman was fully mine.



I felt it.
She huddled against me, her body singing the praises of my touch and her skin soaking against me like Leonardo's paints on canvas, egg yolks and pigment. I whispered in her ear.
"Now, I will mount all my sisters and when I cum in one, you will eat her until she cums for you." The resulting shiver in her body meant she was enamored with the idea; I hoped I'd transcribed her shudder properly. I determined to test my transcription skills against reality. I mounted Georgia on the far left, stage left, my right, towards the head of the bed. I put her legs over my shoulder and thrust into her.
"One, two, three," I counted as I rammed into her. She was slick, open and fully filled with need so as I counted to ten, one for each cycle of cock into and out of her cunt, her body responded in deed and in word. By ten, she was gasping so when I pulled free of her, she sighed ravenously. I felt proud to be the engine of her desire.
When I withdrew from Georgia, she sighed. The room was watching me and I felt it, the swipe of their eyes as I fucked my sister enlivened me. I felt it and it was indescribable. Something had shifted and I was aware of the effects but not of the cause, not yet.
"Slut." I mumbled. Every female in the room thought I was talking to her. Now I knew something had shifted because I could see in their eyes, all five of them wanted it to be herself to be the one I was addressing. "Debbie slut, on your knees."
D. Debra hugged herself, arms under her voluminous tits, making them bulge and swell.
"Knees, Debbie slut." The words bubbled out of me like someone else was talking and for a moment I choked on them, even though they were long gone, winging their way into the mind of D. Debra Hamilton. For a moment I saw her as the brilliant, capable woman who brooked no fools and then I saw her as three holes to be filled, and my inclination to relent and fondle her delicate ego vanished in a buzzing fuzz of desire to feel her mouth enveloping my chilling cock. My dear sister had wet it thoroughly and now, uncovered in the chill air of the bedroom despite being under the hot light gazes of the other females, my cock was losing heat.
"Oh your knees, Debbie slut." I growled again and this time she shuddered and extended a hand which I took in mine and she knelt before me, tipped back her head slightly and opened her mouth. I shuffled forward, afraid to lift my feet. My cock touched her lips and she licked at it, her tongue finally shy and wry but eager and able, slurping the taste of Georgia (which sounds like a food festival but wasn't) off my cock. Her lips closed around the head and she sucked and her head tilted back and my cock slid down her talented throat.
D. Debra groaned.
The sound was one of satisfaction, of completion, of fulfillment, indeed of utter rapture. In all my dealings with her, I'd not heard the sound from her. Ever. It sounded to me like surrender. The long battle for control of her body the three of us waged...I know, let me count the combatants, me myself and I, that's one...D. Debra's mind with it's insistence that she control herself and her world, that's two. And her body that sought only the sensation of being used for sex as often and thoroughly as is humanly possible, that is number three. That battle was finally over and by god, I won. It was the Tai Chi technique of sexual dominance...using her greatest strengths against her.
As her throat convulsed the first time around my cock, the swallow reflex substituting the gag reflex or maybe blending with it, giving me that tight, loving sensation of a woman's mouth and throat engulfing my cock...my cock loves to be engulfed! I felt something new, or really, I accepted it. Time after time I'd subjugated a woman, tying her up in the lashings of her own passions, her needs, her desires and then blending my will with them so that the two seemed the same. This time, now, here, with D. Debra, I was finally imposing my will on her literally against her own mental apprehension, giving her no sense at all that she could refuse or dared refuse my instruction. Her mouth was full of my cock.
Life is not chock full of transcendent experiences but this one was one for me. Life cannot consist of such moments because they'd soon all blend together and we'd miss them. It needs moments of significance, moments that demand our attention and focus and having D. Debra sucking my sister off my cock turned out to be one of mine. To this point, I'd been riding the waves. In this moment, I became the ocean and D. Debra was riding my wave.
I knotted my hand in her hair. Her groan was loud and profound. I literally flinched. I did not flag in my endeavor, however, and despite how silly it sounds, I pulled her mouth off my cock. I felt the slurping resistance in her, her insistence, her desire to keep her mouth on my cock, my cock buried in her throat, her self-sacrificing desire to be filled with my cock even to the point that she could not breathe and the gag reflex convulsed her throat around my cock, giving me that thrilling feeling of tension and constriction. I pulled her off my cock.
She gasped and coughed, then panted. The rabid hunger in her eyes staring back at me like a possessing spirit pushed me back a step. I turned to my sisters lying in row on the side of the bed, nude and waiting.
I mounted Dalia.
Her plush body accepted my penetration and I fell into her until I was planted between her legs like an victorious army's pennant on the crest of a hill, her pubic mound in this case. Her legs splayed sideways over Georgia to her left and Tawny to her right. I felt their legs against me as I mounted Dalia, pressing against me as though to share the ecstasy I was feeling at taking them together this way. Dalia sighed as I pinned her to the bed, her hips jarring against me as I filled her. I leaned over her, her arms looped around my neck and she pulled my lips down to hers. Her kiss was focused, intense like fire but soft and burbling like a fresh spring in summer's heat.
Her body moaned. The sound seemed to be all around me, containing me until her body surged under me. Her cunt clinched down and her legs, spread wide under me, wrapped around me, her tentacles seeking to hold me even as I pumped into her hungry cunt. I drove into her, over and over and finally remembered to count. I counted aloud.
"Hey, that's thirteen!" Georgia said, all disproportionate umbrage.
"Shut up." I growled and I felt the growing storm cloud of my nova sister exhale and deflate. She lay back and let me pump Dalia, fuck Dalia, counting to ten as I wished which was clearly beyond the "ten" I'd given Georgia, because I didn't begin counting when I first mounted Dalia. At ten, I buried myself in my second sister then pumped her three more times, then another for better luck, counting through gritted teeth to fourteen. I waited, panting on her coiled body, her legs locked behind my thighs, her tits plastered against my chest.
I realized my eyes were closed. I opened them.
What I saw startled me. Dalia was staring at me, her eye shining. Her lips worked. I was raised up over her, her hands gripping my collar bones. When she spoke, she sounded nothing like my sister but ever so much like a woman enthralled by the cock contained by her body.
"Oh god, fuck me." Dalia breathed.
Contrarian to the end, I wrenched myself loose from her lascivious hold and backed away, standing, albeit wobbling upright, seeking the spinning center of gravity that would allow me to remain erect, yes, in both senses. Dalia groaned.
"No...Sonny, please, in me. In me!" Her voice keened like a mourning dove.
"Shut up." I growled and the bitch actually smiled...and shut up. Her lips clamped closed and then she licked them as though to taste the remonstration. Her eyes twinkled.
I turned away from her joyous reaction to the kneeling woman beside the bed. D. Debra opened her mouth again, but this time kept her eyes open. I laid my smarmy cock on her extended tongue and she slurped me once more down her throat, tasting my second sister again. D. Debra hummed.
The feeling of the sound emanating from her chest, up her throat, made me feel like a woodwind, me the wood, and D. Debra the wind. I throttled the sound I wanted to make, the words that were no better than disjointed syllables all jumbled together into a cacophony of mute satisfaction I did not want to release and convert into sound waves. I wanted D. Debra's music to be the only sound around me, around us. So she hummed and sucked, even as her body twitched and jerked in search of oxygen.
My hand had knotted in her hair again and I held her head against me, my cock buried in her mouth and throat again, even as she sucked and licked and her throat constricted as she swallowed over and over again, faster and faster as her body struggled to function without air. Her mind was subjugated to the need to obey the most basic need in her. And now, finally, after all the near misses and fly bys and close calls, I had penetrated this lurid woman to her core, past all her air defenses and was now in close, now deep inside the eye of her need. She swirled with it, the need, like a hurricane and all she wanted was to be used as a fuck toy. Breathing had become her secondary consideration.
I pulled her off my cock, refusing to succumb to her lure of D. Debra's sucking desire, finally feeling her desire as real, and begging, no longer able to demand. I left her fabulous mouth with that simple realization clanging in me. I was buried in Tawny before my next thought appeared. It turned directly into words, speaking to Tawny as though discussing a civic event we were planning together.
"I'm giving Debbie slut to my boys." I muttered. "She's got three holes and we'll use them all." I felt my sister, open under me, filled with my hard cock, surge and shiver.
"Oh Sonny, I want it to be me...but god, I want to watch it too. I want to see her done like that." Tawny's body arched under me, not a true rise but merely increased tension that translated directly to my cock contained inside her tight cunt. I began to pump her, thrusting and counting, my numerals sounding like groans each as I buried my cock deep in my sister's body. Her cunt clutched at me, constricting around my cock, massaging it and trying to keep it planted in her. Tawny seemed to shift under me like the world was shifting around me too.
Suddenly, the innocent Sonny I'd been who first fucked five MILFs sloughed off, like a snake losing its skin. Okay, I hate that metaphor...but it was too apt to ignore and I was deep in my third sister with hungry Debbie kneeling naked beside us waiting to suck my cock. The last thing I cared about was apt metaphors. My mind seemed to slow down and even as I rounded the home stretch at lucky number seven, I was touching every element of this tableau and each one zapped me with a new and different erotic electricity.
Dori was astride Jamie's legs, naked, his cock thrust up inside her and she ground her cunt down on it while watching me fuck all three of my sisters with her daughter sucking me in between. D. Debra sat on her knees panting, hands on her thighs, tits wavering, waiting, licking her pink lips, eyes drinking in the sight of me fucking each sister, waiting with a sort of swollen eagerness to feel my cock slide down her throat again and taste eau d'Duncan in all four flavors. Georgia lay flat on the bed, staring at the ceiling while I pumped Tawny, counting to myself. Dalia sat up, leaning on one elbow, watching us, staring down at Tawny as I fucked her. Me, I was buried in Tawny's fine cunt and my orgasm was roaring towards me like a train at a deaf guy.
It's not that I was unaware of it...I just didn't care.
Suddenly, I wanted to cum and where or in whom I didn't care, it made no difference. I filled Tawny's cunt with my cock and when it swelled and spewed the first time, at nine, I groaned so loud, the rest of the room went silent. I glanced at Georgia. Her eyes closed and she was pinching both nipples, hard. They turned a dark red and her hips hunched up and down, empty of the cock she'd tasted but not consumed.
Dalia leaned over and kissed Tawny on the lips. The bitch couldn't mind her own business. I glared at her from the misty midst of my own orgiastic avalanche.
"Hey, what are you doing." I growled between ecstatically clinched teeth.
"Kissing her. She's cumming and being kissed while you cum can be wonderful."
My sister Dalia is such a romantic. I had a flash of giving her to Charm...which I didn't think had happened. Yet. I groaned and the full weight and power of my orgasm arrived and swept away every abstraction in favor of the real and present pleasure from fucking not just Tawny my third sister, but all my sisters. They lay on the bed, naked, open, willing and filled first with lust, then with my cock and finally, two were filled with longing while I filled the third with my bubbling boiling brimming cum. Tawny's body clinched around mine. Her cunt clamped down and I swear as surely as god made little green apples, she sucked cum out of me. Her cunt pulled and nibbled and clinched and twisted tight around me and her legs wrapped me up and her hand pulled my face to hers, and she kissed me.
I kissed her back.
I confess, feeling that need in her, experiencing her lust and desire and the erotic consummation affected me and for a vast moment I was again that innocent guy hearing my mother explain to Laura Wills about her own sexual desires, the desire to watch and then be watched while she got what her daughter Tawny was getting now. I felt it, that huge expanse between what I was then and what I was becoming even as Tawny milked my cock of the last dribbles of cum. Her whole body sought to possess me, to contain me and envelop me and keep me there, planted in her cunt. I felt too, her pleasure at being the sister filled with my creaming cum and the knowledge that I'd direct D. Debra's tongue to make her cum again whilst cleaning my slick syrup out of her nether reaches.
Then, as though my soul had been off meandering through some karmic haze, I snapped back into my body and I was who I was then...a man with a plethora of pussy to fuck, to use, to put to use. Not to mention the posed pussy beside me whose mouth was watering both from the thought of cleaning off my flagging cock but also the bubbling delight of eating my cum out of Tawny's recently orgiastic cunt.
I withdrew from Tawny's cunt and presented my willowy cock to D. Debra. It didn't go down her throat now. She sucked on it, licking and slurping at it as though she was starving. And wonder of wonders, the little fella swelled up and stiffened again. When I pulled her off my cock again, she had reinvigorated him and I was hard again. I held her by the hair and fairly dragged her between Tawny's legs.
"Clean my bitch sister up, slut." I mumbled. "She's going to get fucked by my friend the British motherfucker next." I staggered back. D. Debra covered Tawny's bubbling cunt with her mouth and Tawny lurched under her. Her legs lifted. D. Debra's hands fit under her fine ass and they became one organism, tongue and cunt joined in a single activity. I reached around D. Debra's torso and pinched her right nipple, hard. She grunted only but then shifted her body, pressing her tit against my fingers. I pinched harder and the bitch hummed.
"Eat my sister until she cums." I growled. "Then I'm fucking you and the Missus Hamilton." I turned around to find the aforementioned Mrs. Hamilton cumming, grinding her body down onto Jamie's cock fit up into her. I moved to her, presented her with my cock and swiped at at her lips. She opened her mouth and sucked me inside, taking it deep even as she grunted and hissed with her orgasm, leaning far over Jamie's knees to inhale me. The feel of her pleasure roiling in her mouth as it enveloped me was astonishing and glorious. Her desire to suck me even as she orgasmed did not distract her. What talent!
I let her hold my cock in her throat until she clearly needed air, the orgasm seemed to extend past normal bounds because she was oxygen deprived. I pulled my cock from her mouth and Dori's eyes opened and she looked up at me.
"Thank you, Sonny." She whispered. "My daughter has been crazed and crazy for too long. I think you have finally broken that fever." Even in the midst of her own pleasure, she was thinking of her daughter. What a woman!
I backed away. Behind me, Tawny squealed, then screamed.
"Oh my god, I love you!"
I had no doubt she was talking to me. I was wrong of course. D. Debra was drawing her to a new orgasm with her clever tongue. My sister twisted and writhed on the bed. Dalia and Georgia had moved off of it and stood, nude, watching their sister be eaten by my girlfriend, my sex toy, my new fuck pet lately inaugurated as such, with some mixture of amazement and jealousy. Siblings never stop being siblings after all. I moved between them and they both cuddled up to me.
"She loves tongue." Dalia whispered as Tawny contorted around another wave of ecstasy, her hands knotted in the bedspread, making it fan around her like an aura in the dull light of the room.
"She's going to get mine from now on." Georgia said.
I looked at Georgia. She felt my eyes and turned hers from Tawny's orgasm to me. She nodded.
"Yes, I love eating pussy." The admission bobbed between us.
Dalia's arms around my bare waist squeezed me and I looked at her.
"Tell her to." Dalia said, nodding her head, eyes glinting.
"Tell her to what?" I asked, not because I didn't know but both because I lacked the words necessary to do so, so I needed a little help there but also because I wanted to hear my sister say those words.
"Tell her to eat her sisters. Tell Nova she needs to make us both cum every day." Dalia's normally selfless pose in life evanesced and her bald, naked lust glittered in her eyes. "Tell her." It sounded like a command and for the first time in my life, I didn't flinch and quail when one of my sisters issued an order. My response was both measured and commanding in my own right.
"Georgia," I said slowly. On the bed, Tawny screamed now, full throated and ragged, like she was out of control. D. Debra remained fixed to my sister's cunt, tongue delving where my cock had lately been, with its own unique effect on my sister. "Teach your sisters how to eat pussy, and if you can, teach them to love it like you do."
Dalia's eye grew round and wide and her mouth opened. I saw the objection forming in her mind and squeezed her ass.
"My sisters will be good for sex, no matter who I give them to, to be used." I added the thought to the command. I saw Dalia comprehend the import of my instruction and she swallowed the objection whole. She turned to watch Tawny cum again. Four or five in a row, my sister had perfected the art of orgasm.
I waited for the latest swell of pleasure to subside, then tapped D. Debra on the side of the head.
"Let her go, slut." I muttered, the word sticking to my lips but no other word presented itself and D. Debra obeyed the instruction with eager compliance. All signs of her resentment or reluctance or compunction were gone. She sat back on her heels. She twisted to look up at me, coddled on both sides by my nude sisters.
"Did I do well, Master?" She whispered.
Now I don't think anyone had ever addressed me like that before and goddamn if my little soldier didn't take notice. Something profound had happened and D. Debra seemed to have sensed it and was now leaning in. I patted her head, then petted her hair, smoothing it down. She hummed and pressed her cheek against my hand.
"Good little slut." I whispered, the words felt more normal. "Good little slut." I repeated. She hummed louder. "Your mother's full of cum, time to eat her, clean her out then I'm going to fuck you two together."



D. Debra smiled. It was a dopey smile, like all her IQ had been replaced with strawberry jam, removed and put in a jar somewhere and all that remained was lust and drooling anticipation in her body, need and desire, hopes and dreams of orgasm. Suddenly, the woman who fucked a half dozen guys for a whole weekend was present and accounted for. All thought of resistance had vanished. When she looked up at me, her eyes were adoring and filled with that lust and need I referred to before. It was there, naked in her eyes and she no longer expended any energy trying to hide or change or modify it. It burned in her and her body, built for sex, blended with the lust flaring inside her.
Tawny sat up.
"My god, that was intense."
"I'm going to teach you to do that." Georgia chortled.
"Fuck you, Nova." Tawny shot back.
"Sonny said!" Georgia returned.
Just like that, the shift in me bled out into the world around me. I have no idea how this happened but suddenly "Sonny said" became a thing. Tawny's eyes dropped, she bowed her head and nodded.
"Oh. Okay." She whispered.
I glanced at Dalia and she raised her eyebrows.
"Don't mess with success." She whispered sotto voce. "Take 'yes' for an answer."
I nodded, good sense is good sense no matter who says it and Dalia was the most sensible of all of us, even nude and freshly but incompletely fucked as she was then. I shrugged off my naked sisters and extended a hand to the recently climaxed sister. Tawny took it and stood up, wavered and teetered against Dalia and I. D. Debra sat on her heels amidst our legs, like a pet unwilling to get out of our way without being nudged or even kicked aside. She just sat still, waiting. The transformation of the woman astonished me, and aroused me.
I pushed Tawny to the side and grasped D. Debra by the hair. I yanked it a little. She squeaked but rose up on her knees too, to relieve the pain.
"On the bed, Debbie Does Everyone," I said. She rose up from her knees and crawled slowly, sensuously onto the bed. She looked like a panther, all lines and silken promise. She rolled onto her back. My cock twitched.
I turned back to Dori, still mounted on Jamie's cock.
"Up you go, Mommy slut." I muttered. She blushed but did as instructed, lifting off Jamie's drooping cock. I gestured to Dalia. "Clean his cock off please, Dally." She glanced at me but then moved to her knees and simply sucked Jamie's cock into her mouth. Her head began to bob and I could see he'd snapped to full strength almost immediately. Dalia took that as a humming compliment.
I gestured to Dori.
"Sit on the edge of the bed." I said softly. "One of my sisters will clean you up so I can fuck you and your daughter. Your daughter promised you to me...and now I own you both." Dori's face worked, no clear expression appeared, no definite reaction...just a melange of emotions washing over her, filling her eyes with somber promises. She glanced at my two unoccupied sisters. They glanced at each other then focused on me.
"Georgia, clean this lovely MILF up while I mount her daughter." The words wriggled inside me, filled the air with lurid promise themselves. Georgia got to her knees. She didn't need to push Dori's knees wide because the eager MILF opened them like an angel's wings and exposed her drooling cunt. Georgia covered it with her mouth and Dori bucked once and sat back on her hands. Her hips hunched at my sister's eager mouth, rising and falling like a calm sea, making Georgia's head bob gently on each rising swell. Her mouth made wet, licking and sucking sounds as she slurped Jamie's cum from Dori Hamilton's cunt.
I moved around them, my hard cock aching to sink into D. Debra. Her legs opened for me and I was between them, her mother leaning back against me, pressing at me, feeling me. I bent over Dori's daughter, fit my cock to her drooling cunt and thrust inside her, filling her cunt with my cock. D. Debra bucked under me and cried out.
"I'm cumming, Master!" She keened, her voice replete with erotic satisfaction. I was surprised and delighted. I was surprised both by her immediate orgasm and her words. I don't know now and didn't know then of they were connected or merely concurrent. It seemed entirely possible that she orgasmed because of the words, that finally she was voicing a deeply held desire that, once turned into words, ignited the orgasm itself. Just saying "master" may have been sufficient to set the slut off.
Slut.
That was the word in my mind. The inherent disrespect of the term caught in my mind like a fishhook catches in a taffeta tutu.
Slut.
A slut is a person who never says "no" to an offer to fuck or be sexual...and so yes, D. Debra would be my slut, mine. She'd not tell me 'no' again. That's what it meant to me. I ground our bodies together, my cock rooted deep inside her cunt. She sighed, her eyes fluttering as the orgasm faded from her body.
"Oh god, Sonny, finally." She whispered.
I ignored that comment at that time. It took more than I had to acknowledge it and give it proper credence and consideration. I was fucking her, after all. My two heads thought she was just telling me that she needed cock, like she said the night before and I was late arriving...or was that her mother that said that? Or both? Ah memory, it's nice to have it but I have just enough to know that mine is poor and poorly implemented.
Dori was literally leaning on my legs, her shoulder brushing my thigh as I fucked her daughter. D. Debra met each downward thrust with her lifting hips, taking my cock into her cunt with such relish, I thought I had the wrong woman. All semblance of antagonism was gone, replaced by eager inculcation of my cock into her cunt.
"All clean." Dori's voice alerted me that the landscape was about to change again. Sure enough, she crawled around behind me and lay down beside D. Debra. She unconsciously caressed her cunt, she slipped a finger inside herself and finger fucked herself. I know because I was watching. I broke away from that sight and leaned over her and kissed her. Her kiss was that of a lover, not a woman lying naked beside her daughter while the man kissing her fucked her daughter. She was aroused and engaged sexually in the moment and her kiss testified that whatever was occurring, she took ribald delight in it.
Dori broke the kiss and I confess it was a disappointment. One of my favorite things is to be kissing one woman while fucking another. It's just illicit enough to be wonderful and rare enough to be deserve to be treasured. That this was a fabled mother and daughter pair made it all the sweeter.
"Fuck me now, Sonny." She whispered. "Your bit of a Brit just warmed me up. Come collect for me now." She snickered a little and pressed the side of her left leg against my waist. I pulled free of D. Debra's tight, clutching cunt and moved over between the legs of the needy mother, D. Debra's needy mother. Dori's hand found my Debbie-slut-slick cock and directed it directly into her cunt. I slide into her right to the hilt, her sheathe tightened around me and I felt her cunt muscles massage me, tight and firm. She had me and held me and clutched me like I was her very own. Who owned whom?
I kissed her lips but she shook her head.
"D. Debra." Dori whispered and I twisted to kiss Dori's daughter. D. Debra's hands found my face and held me against her mouth. Her lips parted, her tongue lashed at my lips until they parted and then we joined in a deep soul kiss that seemed to connect our very souls. The soles of my feet felt her tongue and my body from there up kissed her back, even while my ass rose and fell between her mother's open, welcoming legs.
"Oh, glorious god in heaven!" The British brogue, broke over me like a wave. "He's fucking mum and daughter!" Jamie's voice sounded so enthralled, so amazed I stopped fucking Dori, broke my kiss with D. Debra and looked over at him. The sexual spell was broken. My fucking brain was chewing over his words and found something just crazy enough that I could not ignore...I had to address it and right then, since if I kept fucking and kissing I'd forget.
"What the fuck, Jamie, you fucked your mother and daughter last night! What do you mean? You're just watching!" As soon as the words fluttered into the wild, I knew the answer and that I was asking just a stupid question.
"I know, old man." He returned, not noticing or caring that carrying on a conversation with a bloke who is balls deep in a mother and kissing a daughter might be a poor choice and bad use of an opportunity. "It is different seeing it. I'd been on about sex with them both in so many other contexts, it was not all that different. They both liked to argue with me about whoever I was fucking that week, giving me a good once over about the pros and cons of this slut or that slut. Doing them, it was wonderful but I didn't get to focus much on the fact that I was fucking me mum and me sis. This time, watching you, it's like...my god!" He hesitated.
"Mate," Dalia said from behind his legs, using a spot on English accent of her own that mirrored his own. "Don't you think it's a mite rude to interrupt a bloke 'oo is fucking a mother and daughter as you speak, not to mention ignoring the woman sucking your cock for you?"
"Oh Christ in a coffin!" Jamie swore. He stroked Dalia's face and she fairly purred into it, pressing her face against his hand, before licking the end of his cock and then pressing her mouth down on it again.
I'd ground to a halt in my pumping fuck motion into D. Debra Hamilton. The woman and her cape of disdain in which she'd wrapped herself for so long and so often was gone. Her hands caressed even while I looked away from her, even while her mother lay under me, pinned to the bed. Dori hissed and groaned under me, nuzzling my neck and keening, her cunt pulsing around my cock, massaging it with intention that spangled my mind and dragged it away from Jamie fucking my sister's mouth to the business at hand, er, the pleasure at hand. When I turned back, Dori caught my face in her hands, pulled it to her lips and kissed me even as her legs wrapped around me. I felt her motion push D. Debra aside.
I broke the kiss and looked over at Dori's fuckbitch daughter. D. Debra lay on her back, a finger thrust deep into her cunt arching against it, rolled up on the back of her head so her body bridged beside us. Her hips pulsed, suspended as they were off the bed, jerking as she grunted through her private orgasm. I wrestled free of Dori and mounted my new acquisition, finally having fought through the fine print, I had gained what I sought.
"I own you now, bitch." I muttered, covering D. Debra, her legs flaring around me. Her mother sat up and kissed my back as she could while I fucked her daughter. D. Debra took me in like a long lost and very rich cousin. Her cunt had a firmness, a tight tension that her mother's lacked. Dori's cunt was soft, welcoming, cloying so that she seemed to stick to my cock. D. Debra felt like taut rubber, flexible and cool, like plastic designed to return to shape immediately up on being stretched. D. Debra's cunt closed around my cock and held it, trying to destroy the rigid delight with sheer force of will and constriction.
I drew back, lifting my body, removing my spuling spike from her cunt nearly entirely. D. Debra keened, her eyes glazed, twitching this way and that as though panic pursued her, panic at losing my cock, at being emptied when all she desired was to be fully filled, to be consumed by her own need finally freed, released to me so I could use it like a collar on her neck, with a leash that left her tethered by her need to me.
I plunged down into her tight goodness, filling her cunt with my hard cock. She shivered under me.
"Oh my god." She hissed. "Sonny, yes Master, oh my god!" She bucked under me, her hips swelled, her cunt engulfed me and lifted me so we collided in midair, her body accepting my cock as its due, its just desserts, its final and complete desire. Her orgasm welled up and burst, like a bubble of pleasure finally released to suffuse her, body and mind. I galloped into motion, thrusting down into D. Debra harder and faster until my brow ran with sweat and my breath became ragged as ripped muscles. And still D. Debra orgasmed.
Over and over she clinched and bucked under me, completely consumed by the frothing pleasure. Her tits rode her chest proudly, thrusting against me as I ground us together. I swear I could feel the tight, hard knots of her nipples against me as I fucked her, her hands clinched on my shoulders like grappling hooks, holding us together. Every little motion, every sound she made bespoke of her cavorting need and the finally undeniable desire to be mine, to be my slut, her need to be just a useful rollcall of holes that answered my need.
Something popped in my head. I swear it felt like a guy wire snapping in a vicious wind. For a moment, I stiffened, utterly out of my body. I returned to find the bitch was climaxing without me. Not D. Debra bitch, bitch, me, my body. I came aware half way through my own orgasm, pumping gout after gout of cum into D. Debra and her gulping cunt drank it down. Her body bucked under me again and again, twitching and jerking as each orgasm shook her, shivering her timbers and leaving her pulsing and shifting under me as my own towering orgasm lapsed and ran down.
"Oh Sonny." She whispered. "Oh my Master!" Such adoration and delight echoed in her voice that I could no more answer her than I could argue with Dr. King. When you're right, you're right and I won't gainsay you for all the tea in China...and not because I don't like tea! Dori was kissing my back and as I sagged and sloughed to my left, exposing half of D. Debra's torso, she bent past me to her daughter and kissed her on the mouth.
Even with my cock catatonic from the orgasm just passed, it felt D. Debra's cunt react when her own mother kissed her on the mouth. I turned my head, feeling like a body thrown from a head-on collision that did not quite make it out of the windshield. My bones had given up all urge to be rigid even as my cock was trying to retreat. D. Debra's cunt though gnawed at my cock and ordered it back to full rigidity. Her cunt was alive, clinching and clawing at my cock wishing I could stretch her open more, to be more deeply embedded in her. All the while Dori's tits draped over my side and shoulder while she kissed her daughter on the mouth.
Finally, they released each other. D. Debra's hand had knotted in Dori's hair. They stared at each other.
"Thank you for sharing Sonny with me." Dori whispered.
"Fuck you." D. Debra whispered back. "He had you first." Dori nodded.
"Yes, he did, but he wanted you. He took me because I was in need."
"And because he's a slut. He fucked Aunt Doreen too." D. Debra was not vacuous all of a sudden. Her leathern character remained intact, even while I was planted deep in her cunt. That little demonstrate made my cock swell once more to full strength.
"Oh god, he's hard again, inside me...I can feel it expand and grow inside me!" D. Debra hissed.
"I'm right here, bitches." I muttered in tune with the two of them. Dori giggled.
"Unless you are planted in my cunt, I doubt your existence." She whispered.
"I doubt it if he is planted in my cunt." D. Debra responded. "Nothing real can feel that good!"
Dori lifted off of us and sat up, dragging her mammoth tits over my body as she did so.
"What next?"
Just like that the bliss these two women gave me shifted and I was cognizant and clear. I lifted my hard cock out of D. Debra and she moaned like I was damaging her. Maybe I was. Her hunger for my cock was unmistakable and the shallow little fuck swelled with pride. I rolled free of mother and daughter and sat up on the far side of the bed.
"Jamie...I promised you girlfriend and sister. I have under promised so I could overdeliver. Fuck my three sisters, my girlfriend and her mother."
"Oh god." Tawny and Georgia said, again together as though they'd rehearsed it. Only after that sound died down did I realize Dalia had grunted and mumbled around the dick in her mouth what was surely the exact same sentiment.
I stood up and turned around. Jamie stared at me from across the bed holding the kissing mother and daughter, with my sister sucking his cock. Dori had her fingers inside D. Debra's cunt and was finger fucking her. D. Debra's ass was bouncing on the bed up and down as her mother fingered her and kissed her. I glanced down at them. Georgia and Tawny had perched on a couple chairs and were nakedly watching the rest of us do each other.
I nodded to them.
"Mind if I give you to my friend here?" I said, thinking I was being polite and yet still masterful. They were watching Dalia sucking his cock with nothing short of lust with a smidge of envy. Dori and daughter clicked apart. Dori stood up, her luscious breasts swaying before my eyes. All I could think was that I needed to mark them to show I owned her. I'm always overlooking something.
"We will shower while you have the sisters, then you can have us and then it's mix and match as you like until the starch in your cunt rocket is all in one or the other of us and all you have left is hopes and dreams." Dori giggled then. She bumped the bed with her thigh. "Debbie Does What Sonny Says, come with me, I mean let's go wash you off and get you squeaky clean so Sonny can hand you to his friend here. I don't know why...?" She looked askance at me.
I shrugged. I didn't know it at the time but it was payment in kind and double the meaning I thought it had.
"I fucked his mother and sister so it follows that I should return something in kind." Not the whole story but standing there naked with my wilting wick did not make me loquacious. I watched as D. Debra got slowly off the bed, moving like she was either old or worn thin until she looked over at me and smiled and winked. She let her mother lead her away to the master bath, tottering bow legged and dripping cum from between her legs. She glanced back at me over her shoulder but did not speak. The challenge was gone from her eyes, the lifted chin was lower now, her lips parted, eye wistful. I had the feeling that my journey with her was over, complete...I'd won her but now what to do with her? I knew that answer.
Fuck her.
Oh, and complete my promise, give her to my friends one hole at a time, then all three at the same time. I chuckled imagine her delight at riding the Airtight Express.
While I stood lost in thought, Jamie had begun stage managing my sisters onto the bed before me. He mounted Tawny first, announcing that the youngest always gets neglected. Tawny howled into an immediate orgasm and Dalia went down on Georgia. I walked around the bed and into the bathroom. The doorless shower was on and mother and daughter were naked and well soaped together. The white suds glistened on their slick bodies, their breasts bobbed and swayed as they moved. I stood outside the spray of the shower at the entrance watching them. They knew I was there but acted as if they didn't, not looking at me, first one then the other soaping and rubbing each glorious body, one then the other. Back and forth they went until they had been both cleansed twice. When they moved into a clinch, kissing and humping the other's thigh, I moved in amongst them and broke that up...against my better judgment.
They turned to me and I had mother and daughter soaping me in tandem, four soft firm hand rubbing my body and when I was squeaky clean, one mouth, Dori's, on my cock and one kissing my lips. D. Debra held to me, pressing her wondrous body to mine, one tit on either side of my left arm while her mother knelt before me and suckled my cock.



"Wait until you meet my cousin." D. Debra whispered. "She'll make me look plain as brown paper." She giggled then when I flinched, her mother's throat was pinching the end of my cock, but the idea of D. Debra being plain compared to any woman was so absurd it affected me too.
We turned off the water and dried and patted and caressed and kissed until I thought we'd couple again and need another shower but the two females kept me at bay because I'd given them away for the moment. They walked naked into the bedroom to find my sisters on hands and knees side by side and Jamie pumping Georgia's cunt from behind. As we watched he withdrew and mounted Dalia.
"Sonny, your phone has been ringing." That was Tawny. She growled and flexed her back as Jamie moved to slide into her. Her body squelched and accepted him. He panted over her. "Tell your friend he has to talk, like you do...we like his accent." Tawny said through gritted teeth. "Oh fuck that feels good!" She hissed.
Dori and D. Debra without a word, took up positions on either side of the bed. From Tawny's cunt, Jamie's cock slid into Dori's mouth. He then fucked his ways through my sisters to the other side of the bed and into D. Debra's mouth. My phone rang in my pants interrupting me, dragging me out of the midst of the erotic milieu.
I grunted and fished the phone out of my pants by the door. My dim recollection was that it had been ringing off and on all the time I was here but I had ignored it. I took the opportunity to look at it more to give Jamie the tacit assurance he could have his way with my bevy of beauties and I'd do without for the moment. I liked that feeling, of handing them all over to him after having fucked his mother and daughter for him, to say nothing of his lover and sister, Patricia and Mercy. By my count, I was three ahead if I counted Alissa and Ellen. But this wasn't a contest, was it?
My phone had blown up while I was fucking my sisters. I had calls from Portia, Lydia, Carol Lynn, Caroline and Lovely Kline. Oh, and Ellen Collier. The little Minx had the nerve to call me after skidaddling with mother and daughter St. Vincent? I recalled her and she answered on the first ring. On the bed, Jamie he repositioned my sisters onto their backs and was sinking into them. never to be heard from again.
"Sonny! About time you returned my call!" The voice in my ear tried to yank my eyes away from my fucking sisters. Jamie seemed oblivious to anything else but Tawny's deep cunt. And she seemed happy to have him planted between her open legs. "Sonny! Goddammit Sonny if this is a butt dial I'm going to butt fuck you with a menorah with all the candles lit."
I grunted.
"Butt speaking." I hissed, then stepped out of the room.
"Hey Asshole." Ellen responded. "Where are you?"
"Outside the bedroom." I whispered.
"Jesus, you still haven't gotten out of bed?" She snickered. "I'd have thought you were in better shape than that. Missus and Xavia didn't use you that much."
I snorted.
"You only know what you see." Oh wait, she had been with me with the Family Honeywell, so maybe she did know. "What do you want?" I bit my tongue then because I flinched realizing I had things I wanted to know and should be asking about that rather than being all polite and shit.
"You need to come here."
"Where's here?"
"Um...maybe here isn't that good an idea." Her voice got all fuzzy and drifty like, as though she were sniffing and snorting something that changed her opinion. "Okay, of course not."
"What?" She was not making sense but then it might have been me. I felt like an alligator chatting up a chicken when all I wanted was the white meat without the feathers.
"Shut up, Sonny."
"Hey, you called me."
"I didn't either you called me...hang on goddammit, put a finger in your drippy twat and accept that you are not the center of the fucking universe."
"I am too, for fuck sake." I said to no one but myself. I was the only one to think so I supposed. I registered I didn't have a twat...technically I had five. I waited. And waited. I waited so long I finally noticed I was waiting and remarked on my own patience. It was like someone kicked my transmission into neutral and it was such a relief to just coast, I made no move to re-mesh my gears.
"Sonny? Sorry. Is Jamie with you? You're still at the hotel?"
"Sort of and no?" I answered making it a question, which confused me. Ellen ignored me.
"Where are you? What are you doing?"
"Watching Jamie fuck my sisters." I muttered, not trying to be heard but Ellen had a dog's hearing even when standing up right.
"No shit. Really? I mean that's awfully...god, really, Sonny? Well good, then you can leave him to them...all of them? I mean you gave him all three sisters to fuck? My god, Sonny, do you think that's wise? He won't know how to deal with all three Duncans. So you can leave, they won't hurt him will they? I mean no spindle and mutilating the European import. I don't know if that's a good idea."
Ellen was having a whole conversation with me without involving me at all. She paused, stuttered, then snarled.
"You didn't hang up on me now, did you bitch?"
"Who are you calling 'bitch', bitch." I snarled back in my best bitchy snarl.
"Good girl."
"You make that sound like an insult."
"Isn't it?"
"I am not gender flexible but a good girl is surely a treasure." I snickered, watching Jamie change rides, sinking into Georgia and seeing her rise up, kissing him. My sisters all on their backs, legs open like that made a perfect picture!
"Come here."
"I really can't, where the heck are you anyway?" The following silence stopped the cataract of thought fighting to get into my conscious mind. Lovely called? My cock got hard just thinking of her. After a few heartbeats, Ellen spoke.
"Hospital."
That got my attention.
"Oh fuck me, Ellen, what happened?"
"You need to get down the The Bent Shepard, Sonny, it's Mrs. St. Vincent."
"Candice? What happened?" I was suddenly worried. "I'll get Jamie and be there in..." I had to stop and think where The Good Shepard Medical was. The bitch Ellen unGoogled my map with her suggestive misnomer.
"No! No, don't say a thing to Jamie...just get down here. Leave him with your fucking sisters."
"How do you propose that I do that?" I asked, genuinely puzzled. The idea of leaving Jamie with this clutch of pussy for the afternoon while I chased off to the hospital to see what happened to his mother unsettled me. "Is Xavia okay?" I asked, whispering.
"Sonny, just do as your told."
Now that may sound like a casual comment but the reaction in me was surprising. I suddenly had a terribly violent urge to turn the little minx over my knee and paddle her bony little ass until she cried tears of cum and vinegar squeezed out of my pickle. I was about to argue the point further when she produced the prima facie case I needed to shut up and do as I was told.
"If you bring Jamie here, they may not be able to stay. Don't ask me why but that is what Candy Cunt is saying. She says she wants your collar and of course, if you get mommy collared then she'll present you with her daughter as part of the deal. But if Jamie finds out what she's planning, she won't have the nerve to do it...she needs to have the matter settled first and then you can make her case for her. Left on her own, she'll take little daughter and head back to Jolly Ole England."
"I'll be right there." I respond to good logic with immediate action. I need a proper excuse that would allow me to leave the naughty knot of cunt and pickle on the bed undisturbed. Ellen clicked off and I turned back to the bed. Jamie was mounting Dalia and she was cumming. I only know because she said so, announcing it in the slurried tones of a dulcet female pleased to be penetrated.
D. Debra and her naked mother stood guard by the side of the bed, having sucked at Jamie's cock just enough to be teased...both were furiously rubbing their clits, bent and watching the foreign exchange of fluids on the bed. I swatted Dori on the ass.
"You two stop rubbing yourselves. I have to go...if Jamie asks where I am, tell him I think I found his mother and sister and have gone to get them."
"Oh my god, another family to fuck?" Dori whispered, eyes alight.
"Down girl. I don't know where I'll take them. They called from the hospital...Ellen had an accident and I have to go get her...not sure what is going on but I will find out and I'll call, so keep your phone out of your cunt where you can hear it."
I grabbed my clothes and went downstairs to dress. I can't say exactly why...but it may have had something to do with the belief that at least one of them would appear and try to discuss what I was doing and why and I was afraid of what I'd say, since I had not the slightest idea.
Turns out I am not the center of the universe. I dressed and sat staring at my coat for a minute before I realized I was waiting for my girlfriend to come kiss me good by or blow me or some such parting shot. My gun was nice and hard and for a moment I contemplated going back up stairs and coating it with D. Debra sauce...but feared that they would actually not notice I was gone or appreciate my return. That idea throbbed in me all the way to the hospital.
It also distracted me from thinking about what I was doing. I honestly was plotting how to introduce D. Debra to the Airtight Express all the way back downtown. I was parked as close to the Emergency Room as I could get before it occurred to me to wonder where I would find them. I ventured into the door of the hospital and texted Ellen. She replied that she would meet me at that entrance. I went inside the door. I saw her strolling down the hall towards me. She was dressed in a navy blue pinstriped outfit, a mid-thigh tight skirt, white blouse with ruffles under her chin and a jacket that matched the skirt, and shiny black "fuck-me" high heels which I stared at while my mind sorted out this image of her and that other image of her chock full of cock.
"Who are you supposed to be?" I asked with a smirk.
"Shut up." She snarled back. I was a bit taken aback. If there was a master/slave dynamic going on, I was getting the collared end of the deal. She held out a white coat, glancing around. "Here is your coat, Doctor Duncan, please follow me to the patient."
I looked the direction of her surreptitious glance and saw a tall, austere woman regarding us with a microscopic stare.
"Um..." I began, reaching for the coat. I removed my overcoat and shrugged the white lab coat on, buttoning, trying not to stare back at the be-bunned woman whose gazed by now had degraded into a glare. Finally, I gave up on that effort and met her gaze with a flinty little number of my own and when her eyes finally dared to meet mine, they flinched away. She turned and walked off. "Just who are you supposed to be?" I asked Ellen again. "Better yet, who am I?"
"Shut up." Ellen hissed again, and then plucked at my newly acquired sleeve. "Follow me, I'll show you to the patient, Doctor."
Feeling well out of my depth and dog paddling like crazy, I padded along behind Ellen Collier with a growing sense of foreboding. She strutted along in front of me and I noticed that her tight little ass swished back and forth most alluringly and began to lag back to watch it with frank appreciation. She stopped and glared up at me.
"Sonny, er, Doctor Duncan!" She looked around. "For fuck sake act your age and not your IQ...or better, act my age and not your IQ, now that I think about it!" She hissed. She plucked at my sleeve again and didn't let me lag back behind her any more. Gosh! So touchy all of a sudden! I'd fucked her ass and cunt and, well, all her holes and now it was like she was a Nun who wanted none.
One moment I was being towed down a corridor and the next I was banging through a door into a poorly lit room. My eyes took a moment to adjust and when they did, I discovered a woman, tied to a set of obstetrician's stirrups with rubber hoses, her white legs glittering in the dull blue light. Her skirt was hiked up far beyond her waist and her cunt was open, pink and glittering like her skin but with a more silvery motif. Someone moved in the room and I swear all I could see was the most perfect set of tits dangling in front of a female as I'd ever seen.
"Xavia! What the hell?"
"Sonny shut up, a minute." Ellen interrupted.
"No. Who are you supposed..." At that moment, Mrs. Candice St. Vincent lifted up her head from the other side of the tits lying on the table and looked at me with something akin to longing. I felt like I was the one tied to something in a very compromising position, not her. How she managed that I don't know.
"Mrs. St. Vincent?" I whispered. Her legs were tied with lengths of rubber hose to the stirrups and her arms were stretched over her head and cuffed to a metal rail running along the head of the table. Then I could see clearly that her torso was bare also, covered only by the skirt.
"Sonny..." Ellen began.
I held up a hand. I took out my phone and scanned down to the unknown number and tapped it. It rang.
"Hello? Sonny?" Chilton St. Vincent answered.
"Mr. St. Vincent, I think I found your missing females." I said casually.
"Are they alright? Did my slag ex-wife buy a sports car or a genuine mink stole? Or some ghastly extravagance I shall have to be ashamed of?"
"Um," I stalled, staring at said ex-wife nicely exposed and conniving little daughter waving her tits at me inside and obscenely tight sweater. "No...as far as I can tell they haven't been shopping...more like sight seeing...in the adventure vacation sense of site seeing."
"Oh, well, very fine then. Thank you for the call." Click, the man hung up on me. I guess that was fine. I had nothing else to say to him and if I kept talking I would have discussed how wife and daughter compared to ex-wife and sister-in-law and that would not have been a proper conversation. So he's smarter than me, in oh so many ways.
"Uh Sonny..." Ellen interrupted my disturbing reverie.
"Doctor Sonny to you, bitch." I said with a smirk. She gave me a withering look but my cock, the stupid little fellow thought it was some sort of lurid invitation and snapped to attention. The silly little mug knew more than I did and he had only just arrived like I had. I needed to pay more attention!
Ellen glared then hitched up her tits and ignored me.
"Mr. Duncan, if you have something to say to Mrs. Vincent you will address it to me. I am her US counsel."
For a moment I thought Ellen Collier was fucking with me. I grinned, I hiccupped...I blinked but the fixed stony expression on her face did not alter one grain. Fuck me, the bitch was serious.
"Her counsel? Doctor Duncan? What the fuck did you have for breakfast?"
Ellen ignored me some more.
"Mr. Duncan, I have been retained to, among other things, arrange for your ownership of Mrs. St. Vincent. She has retained me to handle this negotiation. She insists however, that you only discuss this while your cock is inside her cunt." Now, here is where Ellen's true skill as an attorney shone brightly. She managed to speak that entire speech with nary a warble in her voice or a twitch in her lips. She looked sober as a judge. But no judge would remain sober if he (or she) heard that sort of pronouncement in the courtroom.
Ellen gestured between Mrs. St. Vincent's bound legs. She reached down to the table and flicked some lever and Mrs. St. Vincent's legs butterflied open and her cunt muttered and squelched. The woman was bubbling wet.
"Mrs. St. Vincent has always had a fantasy about being fucked in a hospital by a doctor so we arranged to make you a doctor for a day. If you would, please mount my client so we can settle some of the pending details with your newest acquisition."
I stared to take off the lab coat. Ellen snorted.
"Leave the coat on, dummy." What little dignity I carried with me evaporated in the face of her contempt. I wanted to spank her little behind but getting my suddenly very hard cock into Mrs. St. Vincent took precedence, and attorneys love precedence...when in Rome...
I unbuttoned my pants and wrestled them out of the way of my burgeoning cock. The khakis dropped to my ankles and I once again hadn't removed my shoes, so I had to shuffle forward toward the object of my delight...Mrs. St. Vincent's glittering cunt. I pushed into her and she groaned...I groaned, Ellen groaned, we all groaned. It was unanimous, whatever we were voting on.
I felt her legs tense...she wanted to wrap them around me and seal the deal with me as the signet ring and her cunt as the wax but tied as she was, spread open and cuffed, all she could do was rattle and moan. That was enough. Her cunt was warm, slick, smooth and empty so I filled her up, like a charity case in an empty soup kitchen.
"Oh my god, I love having his cock in me." Candice whimpered.
"She likes having your cock in her." Ellen intoned, like she was a Benedictine monk starting a Latin Mass.
"I can hear her, bitch." I muttered, drawing back to penetrate the restrained woman again. She burbled and her hips jerked, seeking to grind against me but I was in front of her cunt, not above it so she pulled me out part way. She squeaked and let her ass drop again where I could push into her. Her body relaxed and I slide into home, a grand slam on my mind. I withdrew again and slammed grandly into her again. Her cunt clinched. Her ass bucked up and she shivered and convulsed.
"Cumming!" She announced to the room.
"She's cumming for you, Sir." Ellen whispered, her Benedictine sobriety shattered finally. I ignored her this time and fucked the orgasming woman through two profound orgasms. When she finally flopped back and her tummy stopped rippling, I held still inside her, panting my own bad self.
"God, that's looks good enough to try myself." The old Ellen whispered. She shook herself and sucked at the drooling lust on her lips, hitched up her tits and looked up from where Mrs. St. Vincent and I were conjoined. "Mrs. St. Vincent wants you to properly own her. Because, if you don't. James or her ex-husband will find some way to drag her back to Bonny old England..."
"Don't you mean, Merry Old England?" I interrupted. It was her turn to ignore me which she duly did.
"...but she has some conditions. First, she offers her daughter as part of the package...so long as you own her, you own Xavia."
"Hmmm, two for the price? Two for one, as one? Okay, I don't get what's happening here." I didn't and I said so but again, Ellen ignored me. I felt ignored, because I was being ignored. She did not explain, well, if I had been listening instead of counting Candice's heartbeats I could feel around my cock, I might have understood what she was talking about. But I was supposed to be a doctor after all so I was taking her pulse, with my cock, in her cunt.
"She wanted to have this fantasy first, and I told her you would, fuck her like this, in a real honest to god hospital. Doing the negotiation with you buried in her cunt was my idea." Ellen finally smiled at me. It was a "motherfucker, you owe me big time now" sort of look. I had no idea.
"And a very fine idea it is." Candice whispered, her voice hoarse and rasping with a sort of erotic tension that I swear I felt around my cock. Her hips surged under me, her cunt gulping at my cock, swallowing I swear it, ripples of tension traveled along my cock like lust fueled transportation.
Ellen cleared her throat, making a thing out of it.
"Mrs. St. Vincent has some conditions." She whispered, her voice rasped like she was a long time smoker who needed oxygen.
I yanked back on my cock. Candice grunted. I jammed it back into her and she groaned, arching against my body and the bounds that held her in place. I buried myself inside of her and then went still. For a few moments she rippled, her body twitching and shifting as though pleading for me to fuck her hard and fast. Then, as though winning the battle for self-control, her body slowed and finally shimmied to a halt, still and at rest, though she panted heavily making her bare tits wobble and roll on her chest. She grunted and opened her eyes, turning to look at Ellen.



"The rest of it." She whimpered, a command that sound so much like begging I nearly laughed but laughing buried in a woman's cunt is a no no of epic proportions.
Ellen snickered though, for me, I imagined. It relieved me of the pressure.
"Mr. Duncan, Mrs. St. Vincent would like you to choose her house for her. We have selected two, er, three for you to view this afternoon, at four, five and six. If you select one for her to buy, she will move herself and her daughter here and you will own her and by owning her, own her daughter too. You may have Xavia until you release Candice."
I cycled through another single fucking motion of the woman twisted up on the table before me. She responded but went still when I did.
"She wants me to tell her what house to purchase?" I mumbled, not quite understanding the statement. The question clanged in the room but before anyone could answer it, the door opened behind me.
Now, if you have ever stood bare assed in a strange place, your cock buried in a woman tied to an obstetrics table or whatever the hell this thing was, you'd have some idea of what I felt in that moment. A cold draught of air blew on said bare ass and I swear my asshole opened and let a little inside me because I got all cold. Oh, my cock didn't deflate one iota. In fact the little fella swelled a little, twitching inside the woman with enough verve to make her grunt aloud.
No one moved. Finally I turned around to find a stout, milk-chocolate black woman peering into the room through the gap of the barely open door. Her hair was tied up into a complex tangle of black braids with a nurse's cap canted to one side of the thicket. Her high domed forehead was smooth and shone, reflecting the blue light in the room. Her eyes fixed on the nearly nude woman latched to the table and, I presume, my bare assed assessment of her situation that could only mean one thing to even the most casual observer...I was indeed fucking her.
The moment her eyes raised up to meet mine, she grinned and stepped inside and closed the door, turning to click a lock home on it with the extravagant movement of a bad actress.
"Doctor, you really should lock the door for these sorts of private exams." She was an ample woman, broad of beam and breasts that protruded like pontoon prows before her. The nurse's uniform did nothing to hide the cavernous cleavage tucked into it or the extravagant curves that made her body lush and inviting. Her smile of perfect white, even teeth and her warm auburn-brown eyes punctuated the invitation.
"Nurse, this woman was going to sue the hospital if the good Doctor did not do as she asked...and she has asked for this particular treatment as part of her settlement."
The nurse's smile grew wider. She nodded.
"Of course. Who are you?" Nurse Nutshall asked...I knew her name because of the name tag perched on the very extreme pinnacle of her left boob. The little black tag had red lettering in it so it demanded the eye fix on it. Red lettering! As though the woman had used fingernail polish to color in the usual white of the tag.
"I am Ellen Collier, this woman's legal counsel."
"Oh fuck." The woman said. "I'll just leave you to it, Doctor. I doubt you need my help." She turned to the door but Ellen's sharp little voice stopped her. Ellen had a siren's tone she could use when she wanted.
"Stop. You need to participate to ensure that you will keep this arrangement confidential."
"Participate?" The woman's eyes actually lit up. "What do you have in mind?"
"I think Doctor Duncan should decide." Ellen's voice was steady as steel.
"Um, what?" I grunted, turning around to Candice, hoping the nurse would vanish if I wasn't looking at her, a vain solipsistic hope, I'll warrant but sometimes we are just irrational for the most arousing of reasons. No idea what my reasons were but I pulled out of the cunt I was planted in and rammed into it again, then as the consequences rippled through her body, I withdrew from it and turned to point my little howitzer at Nurse Nutshall. Her eyes fell, then fixed on said cock and didn't look away. In fact the frivolous female licked her lips several times. Of course, that gave me an idea. Duh.
"Knees." I muttered, shuffling around to face her. My trousers remained around my ankles.
To her knees the woman fell, like I had somehow kicked at the back of her knees. Her hands grasped at my thighs and she looked up at me. "God, I have dreamed about sucking a doc." She tittered, then she licked my cock, her plush brown lips clasping it like they were alive. Oh, they were alive. Fuck me, they were soft and firm, strong and delicate all at once. When she slurped at Candice's sauce, she hummed then sucked hard and my cock vanished. For a moment, my stupid brain panicked thinking in slow motion that my cock was suddenly gone and that seemed terrible.
But then the sensation of Nurse Nutshall's mouth enveloping me made it to my brain and I sighed a karmic sigh of relief. My cock was safe and sound inside her mouth. Nurse Nutshall sucked hard on my cock. Now, ordinarily, that would be enough to satisfy a guy but the universe was intent on blowing all my circuits. Xavia appeared beside me, cuddled up to me, pressing her heroic tits against my side and arm, licking her lips. I stared down at her, feeling Nurse Nutshall sucking my cock and the delicious sensation of Xavia pressed against me.
"Nice sweater," I muttered, trying to sound really casual. I decided I could stay just like that for an eternity or two or however many eons I could last before my cock got chapped.
Ellen, the little bitch, could not leave well-enough alone.
"She wants you to kiss her, Doctor Duncan." She said in her steely voice, all businesslike and officious.
The Nurse pulled her incredible sucking mouth off my edible cock and looked up at me. Us. So I kissed Xavia. Her hands clasped my face and for a moment I thought she was going to strip down and mount me. Needless to say, she kissed me back and with such focused enthusiasm I was having second thoughts about refusing her mother's offer. No, idiot, I never had the slightest inclination to refuse the offer, even if I had to look at houses for a few hours!
The kiss stopped. Xavia, the minx, wrenched herself away from me and stepped back.
"Fuck her." She whispered.
"Who?" I asked stupidly. I glanced at her mother who had her head tipped up watching the proceedings, straining to peer down past her bare tits at us, her hands still attached to the bar over her head.
"Her. The nurse. Fuck her." Xavia's voice sounded like metal being wrenched and twisted.
"This is the complainer's daughter. I suggest you do as she asks. She is her mother's little darling and not in the habit of being refused." Ellen's voice sound melodious by comparison. But "complainer"? Is that a word? That tipped me off that Ellen was not fully in control of her faculties. No lawyer would use that abomination in a sentence, even though it was perfectly clear what she was saying. Attorneys are often the sound and fury signifying nothing. It's the times they aren't that make us listen to them all the time just in case, the inconstant fucks.
I couldn't let these two set the stage all alone. I had to add my two cents worth.
"I think the patient needs your attention, Nurse Nutshall." I said, my voice sounding long out of use. "Your tongue should suppress her desire to sue your hospital."
"Yes, Doctor Duncan." The woman said with a huge smile.
"Please, Doctor Sonny, Nurse." I said with more aplomb then I felt. I shuffled out of the way and she made to get to her knees between Candice's spread legs. I tapped her on the shoulder. She looked around, puzzled. I made a rising motion with my right hand and she struggled her feet and bent at the waist. With both hands, she wrenched the tight skirt of her white uniform up over her flamboyant hips, exposing her well-shaped ass and the lily white panties. With one hand, she pulled the panties down her legs to her knees, then turned her attention to Mrs. St. Vincent.
Candice flinched, bucking with a loud hiss and a sigh, then gasping and cooing as the background to the loud slurping of the woman's mouth on her cunt. I didn't wait for Ellen to order me around some more. I shuffled behind the bent nurse, fingered her cunt, finding her wet and open. I mounted her. She lifted her head and looked around at me, the angelic look of approval on her face. I pushed deeper into her cunt and she moaned, rocking back on her round heels to more firmly plant my flag inside her body.
"Fuck me, Doctor Sonny!" The words were about enough to change my major but even in that situation I knew they hadn't made me any smarter so that option was not really available to me. So I fucked her, hard and fast, but not so hard that she was unable to keep licking and sucking and eating Candice. Candice came first. Then the Nurse came. The Nurse came again in rapid succession, though I must admit it was likely more to do with the hand she had between her legs, rubbing, presumably her clit, while I fucked her than any magic my dingaling was doing inside her. Her first orgasm was timid but the second one I felt all the way to my hair line. My eyes watered as her cunt clamped down on my cock and squeezed like I was a lifeline and she was in deep water wearing heavy boots.
I held onto her and she bucked a few times then pushed back, nearly dumping me onto my ass. If Xavia hadn't been behind me and propped me up I would have toppled over. I shuffled out of the way. Nurse Nutshall stood up, put her panties and uniform back into place and moved to the door.
"You should lock this door, Doctor Sonny. Someone else with different fantasies might open it and everything would go to shit." She blew me a kiss and vanished out the door.
The door banged closed and no one moved. It seemed like a long time but couldn't have been very long because I was holding my breath and I need air really often. I bent over and pulled my pants up to gain better mobility and moved over to lock the door. I turned around.
"Did that just happen?" I asked no one in particular, which meant Ellen answered.
"We need to get the fuck out of here. If we get caught..." Her voice trailed off as though she was just considering what she had done. I had no doubt this was all her idea. I just could not imagine what she was thinking or why she did it. The devious little cunt wasn't going to clue me in either. I wasn't going to ask and give her the satisfaction of telling me to fuck off again, either.
She and Xavia released Candice. I was dressed before she sat up, her eyes shining curiously. I watched her dress and she kept her eyes on me too. When she finally had all the whys and wherefores in place, she chipped over to me, took my face in her hands and kissed me soundly on the lips.
"You do this for me, darling, and I am yours. You will have rescued me and I will be sure you can have my daughter...and me...anytime you like." She tittered then like there was a punchline to a joke in there somewhere. I was in the dark though.
We all walked out of the room together, following Ellen who seemed to know her way around. At the exit door, I stripped off the lab coat, tossing it onto an empty chair as we passed. I felt a sort of elation. The import of this little "meeting" was soaking into my mind and my cock was far ahead. Owning? Owning a mother and with that, I get to fuck her daughter? I know, it seems like what I have been doing all along but still, this was formalizing it. There's a lawyer involved, doesn't that make it official? These thoughts were crowding my mind as we approached the exit. I felt like I was escaping somehow, that I had robbed someone of something and now was making my getaway. Ellen handed me my overcoat and we ventured out into the cold cruel world. Ellen took my arm.
"They have a driver. I'll ride with you. They will follow so don't shoot any lights. She has the addresses but it will be better if she can follow you." Ellen talked like she knew what was going on, or more to the point, like I did and I certainly didn't. I definitely had the feeling that something was happening that I could not quite get my mind around.
I opened the passenger door for Ellen and she just stared at me for a moment before climbing into the car. I slammed the door and walked around to the driver's side and got in myself. She was sitting staring out the windshield. I hesitated a moment before starting the car. When she didn't respond to me, I started the car but realized I didn't know where she was going. Where I was going.
"Uh, Ellen?" I muttered. She looked at me, a distant expression in her eyes. I snapped my fingers. She didn't even flinch. "Where am I going."
"Just drive. I'll give you directions. Wait, I'll put it into the GPS." She did and off we went. She didn't seem like she wanted to chat but I was bubbling with questions. After about 5 minutes of driving in the haze of Ellen's silence I could stand it no longer and had to ask.
"What the fuck, Ellen?"
Not really to the point but it expressed my approbation at her actions if not my understanding. I should be upset when I was confused but I was getting accustomed to it so it felt...comfortable? Still, I wanted an explanation.
She ignored me at first but finally turned her face to look at me but didn't, just facing me in the car seat, her body twisted as her mind was.
"What?" She finally whispered. "It's working. My god, I didn't dare hope."
"What, what?" I echoed, sounding like an idiot parrot. I know, maybe all parrots sound like idiots or worse, are idiots...never take investment advice from a parrot I always say. Okay, that was the first time but you get my point. "What the fuck is going on?"
Here, she finally seemed to realize I was in the car with her. She smiled the most beatific smile you can imagine, like a Nun who is getting fingered by the Pope. Made me suspicious as shit.
"What? Sonny, I have just secured you ownership of those two females. What's your problem?" She snorted, like a pig snorts and not with laughter. "Don't be a greedy fuck."
"Greedy? Me? You are the one that is trying to increase my pussy portfolio with Jamie's mommy and sister. I was just doing him a favor, well, actually I was just doing Alissa a favor. Okay, I'm doing what Sid wants. So what? Why are you suddenly helping? Not complaining, mind you. That dual clump of pussy is awesome and right this moment, Jamie is dicking my sisters so I feel like I have more than compensated him if I take them to bed without his auditing my activities but why are you involved?"
Finally her eyes seemed to see me. I regretted it immediately.
"Sonny, are you that fucking dense? Are you no smarter than a potato with fewer eyes? Fuck me, do I have to explain everything to you?" She sounded so vehement, so startlingly perturbed that I nearly changed lanes to get away from her. And no, I don't think that would have helped but living out a metaphor can be fun, even if it is only poetic.
"Let's play like I am for the moment and have you explain what the fuck you are thinking. You clearly have provided the impetus for this with surprising efficiency and I'd like to know why." I felt all smart and cogent in that moment. Turns out I was also dense and shallow at the same time.
"Oh well, if you want me to spell it out for you..." Ellen arched an eyebrow.
"I do. I mean I want to know if you understand. I can't read minds after all. Not yours anyway since a blank page cannot be read." I smirked at my own cleverness.
"Fuck you, Sonny." Ellen did not appreciate my genius.
"Just teasing, Ellen. Tell me what the fuck is going on. I'm just a poor college boy who knows nothing. You're the lawyer. Explain."
"You let Jamie fuck Mrs. Honeywell, right?" Her voice bespoke a certain exasperation and impatience but I ignored it.
"Yes."
"And the purpose was to finalize...I cannot tell you the details of the transaction because it is confidential and so better if you don't know...but it was to finalize the details of a relationship between Jamie's enterprise, and that of his father, and someone Sid represents through us, right?"
I nodded again.
"And this is a connection that has long term implications that benefit Sid and his business."
"I'll take your word for it."
"Jamie has been somewhat, shall we say, 'repressive' in the manner in which he has treated his mother and sister."
I twitched.
"You mean, he didn't let Xavia fuck whomever she wished?"
Ellen snorted again, like a little piggy animal. It was very unbecoming but I didn't think pointing that out to her had any value at the moment so I shelved that observation. Sonny can learn, by golly!
"Yes, Sonny, that is what I mean. I have persuaded them both that living in the US would get them out from under his control, allow him space to fuck whomever he wanted without feeling like they were peering through the bedroom door at him all the time."
"Do you think that's a problem, now? I mean I think that their relationship has changed a little last night, don't you?"
"Sonny, their fear is that when they return to Merry Old England, it will return to the repressed bullshit all over again and this will just be an exceptional event, like a vacation where you go act crazy then return to 'normal'. Neither Mrs. St. Vincent nor Xavia want to return to normal. They've had a taste of delightful difference and they want to make a diet of it."
I smirked, suddenly inordinately pleased with myself.
"They have had a taste of Sonny and now they are hooked?" I asked facetiously. Honest, I was being facetious but Ellen took umbrage immediately.
"Sonny, it is unnerving to see you being arrogant. You need to stay the humble clod hopper, it's part of your charm."
"Clod hopper? I am no more a farmer than you are a Nun." She ignored me, some more.
"If they take up residence here, then Jamie will have reason to come to the US beyond...well, beyond just business. But that should make it easier to do business with him and his father, right?"
I shook my head.
"Why would that be?" I asked, truly not seeing, plus the GPS was squawking that I missed and exit which told me the dumb bitch didn't know about the construction on Rullander Ave.
"Because ordinarily, they never leave the Emerald Isle."
"That's Ireland, dummy." I interrupted. Ellen ignored me some more.
"They almost never leave home and they only did this time because of something going on with Sid...not sure what it was. Sid will fuck a Chinese guy's wife in his own kitchen but with westerners he likes to get the pussy away from home." The light when on a little, flickered and went out. "Chilton is as tight with business as a test pilot's asshole. Sid has been trying to get a shot at one of his females for years and Chilton knows it. As you have discovered, he is a bit of a doting father and still finances his ex-wife's lifestyle and not because her divorce lawyer was better than his. So getting his two favorite females..."
"...four favorite females, I'd say." Ellen ignored me some more.
"...to the US would give Sid the access he needed to do more of the Sid type of business he is best at, right?"
I shrugged.
"If you say so...sounds reasonable I guess." I really had no idea, I was driving and listening whcih is two things and I multitask like a machine gun.
"And if Sid does more business with the St. Vincents and their cartel, then the business would likely be handled by the firm of Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline, right?"
"Uh, sure, I guess." This was making me nervous because I literally knew nothing about any of that.
"And if that is true, and Jamie is fucking Alissa, then it would not make sense for her to be handling their account, now would it?"



The light finally went on, bright enough to see my cock was hard.
"Oh my god, you little whore. You figure that if Jamie is fucking Alissa, you will get to handle the account yourself?"
"Why shouldn't I? They know me..."
"...and have fucked you, I might add." Which I did, glancing at her. Ellen glowered at me, only a little better than ignoring me, which she then did, again.
"...so having me handle the account would make sense. Alissa will know that and if she is as much into Jamie as he is into her..."
I snickered in the most lascivious way which got another glower and was ignored again.
"...she will need someone who can handle the account for her and cover for her when he wants to use her."
At that last, I had to take exception or become forever irrelevant.
"Mrs. Honeywell is mine."
Ellen arched an eyebrow at me.
"Along with how many others? Including me?" She didn't wait for an answer which was good cause I was driving and couldn't take off my shoes to help me count...I feared I had fucked more than twenty and would need to borrow Ellen's fingers and toes to get a good accounting and that would have not pleased her I didn't think. "Do you really think you can continue fucking every female of age you meet?" She asked, finally sounding like she was talking to me and not a radio host introducing a pre-recorded segment.
Oh, now that she was talking to me, I regretted it because that was the question that haunted me. And here she was just asking it clearly, blurting it right out as though it was a casual topic of conversation. I glanced in the rear view mirror and saw that the black SUV was following closely. I was convinced that I could not turn down any pussy that came my way but I was surely going to be swamped soon. The list was so long I needed a pussy assistant to keep me informed. Or. I could just fuck when the opportunity presented itself and not worry about trying to conserve it. I like that option, honestly but conventional wisdom says you should get organized. I argue that Christianity was a great idea until the fuckers organized it...see the priests and their predatory ways. Hypocrisy only appears when policy gets set, the rest of the time you can chalk it up to very human learning...but I digress.
"Well," I started, coasting up to a yellow light as other's zoomed past me. I stopped and the SUV carrying the Mother and Daughter St. Vincent stopped behind me. "I guess I see what you mean. Mrs. Honeywell was gasping for a ride on Jamie's cock and if he is trying to do business with her, she'd end up on her knees or flopped over the desk all the time. All the work I have gone to to secure her an upright position in the firm would be wasted."
Out of the corner of my eye I could see Ellen nodding sagely.
"So this is all about securing your position in PB&K?" I asked, trying not to sound accusing. Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline, not Peanut Butter and Kippers, for you not keeping up.
"My position is on my back, fucker." Ellen shot back. "I am trying to protect Alissa. You know she won't ask for their business...that is she can't if her mouth is full of cock."
"She can't think very straight when she's racked with orgasm either." I added helpfully.
"Exactly. So we, you and I, settle Candice and Xavia here, as your pussies, and The St. Vincent connection will be secured."
I was pretty sure that one of my sisters would secure Jamie. All three would mean a green card for him because if he had them all no one would refuse him if he wanted to immigrate.
"All you need to do is pick which house they should buy."
I didn't think I understood that.
"I don't think I understand that." I said, speaking my mind for the first time in my life...well that day, or maybe since we got into the car.
Ellen snorted again. I had to check to make sure she hadn't grown a flat pig snout.
"It's not complicated. You visit three houses and then tell them which one to buy."
"How should I do that? If it has indoor plumbing, I'm there. Well, if the roof doesn't leak. I can't imagine you taking them to see anything that isn't a good option. How does my opinion matter?"
"Matter? If you do this you can fuck Mrs. St. Vincent and, and Xavia anytime and any way you like. What does it matter what it matters?"
The bitch had a point. We rode in silence for a while except for Ellen's terse directions. Right here, left there, right here, don't run over the rug rats. After missing the turn the GPS had lost its mind and she turned it off. We finally stopped across the street from a mammoth building that looked brand new in the last century. The female standing out front was not from the last century.
"I hope you want me to get into that." I muttered when Ellen told me to stop and waved at the woman. She was perhaps late twenties with dusty hair below her shoulders, wearing a dress that surely had been painted onto her voluptuous body with fingernail polish. She stood out in the cold, hugging herself, stamping her feet in the bitter cold.
"That's Yvonne Saels." Ellen said, introducing us without introducing us.
Ellen and I piled out of the car and crossed the street as the SUV parked behind us.
"Should we wait for the St. Vincents?" I asked, glancing at the SUV. I wasn't sure at all that this would be as easy as it sounded. Something was missing. I felt it but had little idea what it could be.
"You can wait, I'm getting my skinny little ass in where it's warm." Ellen the lawyer squeaked. She gestured to the young woman. "Yvonne, let's go inside you must be freezing your ass off." And that, my friends, was a tragic statement, terrible even to think about because this woman had an ass that extended behind her like a reef waiting to wreck any unsuspecting ship passing by. When she walked, it shifted behind her like a paradigm. I was still staring at the place she'd been standing when the shivering St. Vincents appear to either side of me. They bumped me out of my reverie and let me escort them inside.
It was a house. It had rooms and the usual ones and some I'd never heard of. It was larger than the block I grew up on and I swear I got lost twice. Well, three times because the third time I found myself in the massive bedroom with attached massive bath, empty of furniture and smelling vaguely musty from lack of air circulation. That was my thought anyway.
"Oh Mr. Duncan, there you are." The voice behind me scooted me further into the room. It was the painted real estate lady, Yvonne. She sauntered over the the thermostat and touched it. "It's a bit chilly. You'll feel how fast it warms up with just a brush of your fingers."
She said a mouthful. She'd been chattering non-stop during the whole tour, as though trying to warm the huge mansion all by herself. I know, more likely she was afraid we'd vanish if she stopped talking. I was speechless the whole time, staring at her ass, imagining it bare and how it would look with my hands clutching at it. Now, looking into her eyes, I was speechless again, still.
"Mr. Duncan?" The woman said, questioningly. My eyes were free to wander because she was facing me and that fabulous ass was out of sight behind her. I raised them away from her timid tits, made to seem so in their medium glory by the incredible ass she wore behind her. I quit inspecting the rest of her curvaceous body and looked into her hazel ones, decoration for the rich smile she was offering me. "What do you think?"
"Built like a..." I stuttered then, realizing just in time she was not asking my opinion of her tightly wrapped body. "...very solid galleon." I finished lamely, hoping it sounded slight patrician. It didn't apparently.
"A galleon?" She asked, the light in her eyes dimming a bit.
"You know a Spanish treasure ship." I felt stupid but by now, I knew what that felt like and it no longer unnerved me so much. Felt sort of comfortable actually, so...reassuring. I wanted to dismiss her ass so I could focus on the task at hand but decided that would be rude. I continued to imagine how that ass would feel bunched up between us as I fucked her. Turns out I knew things I didn't know I knew.
"Would you like to see the master's bath." She asked, gesturing with a hand like a woman on a game show. I couldn't look away so nodded and waited with bated breath for her to turn around. She obliged me and that fabulous ass reappeared and I couldn't breathe again. God what an ass that woman had following her around. If I was her, I'd back into every room, first impressions and all.
"Come along, Mr. Duncan." Her voice lilted at me and I nearly made some comment about who needed a collar but again managed to stop myself. It was pointlessly pointless. Still, I did as she instructed. It amused me to follow her direction.
She pointed to the sinks, the raised tub with built in water jets and the toilet as though explaining them to me was required. She seemed to think I lived in a tent and shit in the woods with all the other bears. I was just glancing around for Ellen and the two St. Vincents, wondering where they were when things got interesting.
"This of course is the shower. As you can see it is a walk in shower, no door, just the stone walls that can be heated in the winter, like now. Touch them, they are warm."
She was right, they were warm! And the shower was a walk-in shower and she just walked in, her high heels clacking on the floor of it. The echo was erotic somehow. I grunted and peered around the corner just in time to see her reach out and turn on the water.
For a moment I was so astonished, I just stared but then it registered that her dress went from being opaque to diaphanous and her body appeared, clad only in the cellophane of her dress now invisible and the black outlines of a bra and thong. Her ass appeared clearly in the wet dress.
"Oh, look, the water is still on. And see, it is warm instantly. There is a heater in the wall so you don't get chilled water even as cold as it is outside." She turned off the water and stood there, next to naked, staring at the shower controls. "Oh gosh, I'm all wet now. Could you check in the cabinet there by the sinks. I keep towels in there."
I moved like I was in a trance. Sure enough there was a stack of three or four big fluffy gray towels in the cabinet to the right of the triple sinks. I removed one and turned around to find the woman standing there in nothing but bra and thong...oh, and high heels.
"There are clothes in the closet, could you get them for me?" She asked pleasantly like this was all part of the tour. I was thinking "ass, ass, ass" in the vain hope that she would turn around and ask me to dry it off with my tongue. "And a hanger to hang up this dress so it will dry properly."
I carried the towel with me to the walk-in closet, realized what I'd done and stopped at the door. I opened it up and sure enough there were clothes handing there, along with panties and a bra on a shelf. I looked at the towel, then turned around to hand it to her but then turned back to get the clothing. There were three dresses and I selected the shortest and what would surely be the tightest of them all. It had a ruffle along the bottom that would look good because it would surely be just over the arch of that fine ass of hers.
Yes, my mind had gone kerplunk and I was not thinking at all. Not a thing was between my ears except cold air. I clamped my mouth shut, picked up a bra and a pair of red skivvies and returned to the bathroom. Yvonne had not moved from the entrance to the shower. She stood there, dripping and by now, shivering in the chill of the house. I heard a soft murmur and for a moment thought someone was arriving, someone else...but then felt a draught of warm air on my ankles and realized the forced air system was panting like I was at the sight of the woman.
Her breasts were mouthfuls but her ass was a basket past handfuls. She obligingly turned around and showed me her ass. I looked with rapacious interest. My god, the cleft of her ass was deep enough to need safety rails!
"Mr. Duncan, a little help please? I am sorry I am such a ditz. Unzip my dress please."
My hands were full. I dropped the clothing, keeping the towel in my left hand. The clothes drifted to the carpet. I moved close to her and tugged at the zipper. I expected it to stick and resist but in fact, it offered not a bit of resistance, sliding down as easily as a polite suggestion to expose her well tanned back and the cross-brace of her bra. Down, down, down I tugged on the magic little tab until the swell of her ass pulled it tight and the fabric began to resist. Resistance was futile. I unzipped her until the cleft of her ass, clearly visible through the diaphanous fabric was right at my knuckles.
She turned around and carefully peeled the wet dress off her torso. Her tits appeared cuddled up in the bra and then she was stepping out of the dress.
"Do you have a hanger?" She asked softly, her voice mewling at me list a lost kitten. I was ready to rescue this pet, I'll tell you. I walked over her clothes on the floor where I'd dropped them out of the bathroom to the closet and got a hanger, an empty hanger which made sense but I assure you it was pure happenstance. Her ass, you understand. Back in the bathroom she was holding the soaked dress and folded it over her left forearm and reached out with the right hand. I looked at it like a mongoose watches a cobra.
"Towel?" She said softly, a slight smile on her lips.
I extended the hand with the hanger it in. She shook her head, then moved the draped dress from her arm and dropped it over my hand, hanger an all.
"Towel." She whispered again. The water had not touched her hair but the rest of her was wet to the pores. I extended the towel, which she took, and then I made to hang up the dress, tucking the hanger into it like I wanted to tuck my cock into her. I was hard and very aware of it.
Yvonne dabbed at her face, then at the expanse of her chest and neck above her bra. I noticed at that point that she had her phone in one hand. I stood there holding her wet dress on the hanger.
"Mr. Duncan, would you dry me?"
My mind shook itself like a hot horse at a horse fly rally and insisted that this was not normal behavior for a female in the United States or wherever I was. Something was amiss...and I clearly established in that moment that I didn't care. I dropped the dress, hanger and all onto the floor and took the towel from her hand. She turned around and lifted her hair with both hands, bowing her head.
"Unfasten me please." She said and this time there was no doubting that she had something more in mind than changing clothes. "Unhook my bra, then you can dry me off. I am very wet."
I swallowed the brick in my throat.
"Fuck me." I muttered. Like some women, Yvonne could hear a gnat fart. She turned her head so one eye could fix on me, moving her left elbow out of the way.
"I had hoped you would say that. Unhook me, please."
I dropped the towel. My cock was huge, felt like I was a standard bearer for the "Bigger than You" club. I unhooked her bra and she let it release one arm at a time, keeping her hair up off her neck. Holding her hair up, she twisted her torso to look at me with one eye and a half smile, the half I could see.
"I have dry panties in the cabinet." She whispered, her voice all raspy and breathy and "come thithery". Seemed like once I dropped her clothes on the floor, they didn't count. Her "panties" were a thong that was a string around her waist and a string that vanished in the canyonland crack of her ass. I placed both hands on her ass. She turned around and let her hair drop, placed her two hands on the counter before her and slightly arched her back, pressing her ass into my happy hands. She sighed a little, then a lot.
I massaged the firm cushion of her ass, feeling it in my hands from behind told me I wanted to feel it between us with me planted in her cunt or maybe pulling at it as she mounted me. My god, what an ass this woman possessed and seemed willing to share with me.
My musings seemed to puzzle her. She twisted again, reaching back to grasp my left wrist, pulling it off her ass, and drawing me against her body. She moved it up to her left breast and pressed my happy hand, all jazz hands now, over it, holding my palm against her very hard nipple. I cuddled up against her ass and felt her press back against me.
"Fuck me, Mr. Duncan." Yvonne whispered.
"Okay." I responded. This was no time to get witty. I might say something stupid and the pussy gods will curse me with no pussy at all. My superstition unbuckled my pants and dropped them to my ankles in short order. I'd dicked my sisters and the Hamiltons repeatedly and now it was time to dick a brand new pussy. I felt greedy and guilty but also scared to repudiate what was right here before me. I freed my hard cock and swiped it along the vast crevasse of her ass. It was hot, not ice cold though. She hissed and bent forward. At its base, far under her arched ass, her cunt appeared, the thick lips pursed and flaring, but also glistening with her need. Who was I to argue with the gods of pussy. I fucked her.
I slide into her like a greased monkey down a ski slope. Her body accepted me deeply the first thrust, no restriction, no stopping to buy a ticket, just right inside her body and far into her mewling, wet depths. She grunted a little and swiveled her hips, clearly trying to get me deeper. With an ass like hers, any normal cock would need an extension to let her feel properly filled...or do as I did, and crouch below the arch of her ass and lift. She groaned then and I knew I was touching her deeply and well.
"Oh god, I love that." Yvonne said, validating my conceit.
I stood tall then, lifting her body, my cock planted inside her. She shivered then. I felt so proud. I was a cold draught blowing up her skirt. I was not cold and she had no skirt so that is a very abstract metaphor. I did not care, I assure you. Her pussy writhed around me, clinching and chewing, massaging my cock in ways that nearly brought tears to my eye. My hands gripped her by the hips and ground us together. Her fabulous ass bunched up between us, the cushion of it against me was so erotic, so luscious, it felt like home and I got agoraphobic. I pulled back a little ways then rammed into her again. Her body shook and lurched forward before she could regain control and press herself back onto my cock.
I love that moment when a woman pushes herself onto my cock. It's that lurid validation that she is right where she belongs, where she desires to be. She grunts and hisses but keeps herself mounted on my cock and in that moment, I don't feel greedy, that I am fucking her for my own pleasure, but that she wants it as well. I love that concurrency of need and desire and lust and well, purpose. Hers and mine. I fucked her then with a gradual increase in force and tempo until she was rattling like a shake house in a hurricane.
Each cycle into her wet depths made her tremble as though having me planted inside her threatened to set off a chain reaction that my withdrawal interrupted. The faster I pumped into her cunt, the more continuous the trembling became until she screamed she was cumming, and she orgasmed, bucking and squirming in my grip, grinding herself back onto me with her full purpose in mind. She was built to fuck. So I fucked her. One should not insult the building trades, they are owed all our appreciation. In this case, it was a pleasure to appreciate their craft. The gods of sex smiled on me and I orgasmed, pumping her full of cum in short order.
I leaned against her and she draped over the counter and sink. I hadn't even removed her thong, feeling the line of it tight against the base of my cock.



"Oh god, Mr. Duncan, I didn't know it would be like this." Yvonne husked, her voice barely making it into the audio range of a man with a hard cock. My cock was still hard. I opened my eyes and found, to my vague chagrin that the bitch was texting. Now it might seem like an insult to be texting from the midst of coitus like that, suggesting a certain indifference to ones performance, but with her ass plastered against me like that, I could endure a little insulting indifference. But then my eyes focused and I could see the name of the person she was texting...and what she was saying.
She was texting someone named "Ellen".
Her text read, "He's inside my pussy, suck him next, then ass. Want to see?"
Sure enough, she wriggled out of my grasp and turned to face me. Her tits seemed smallish but that was an optical illusion caused by the mammoth proportions of her ass. Her tits swept against my shirt and I felt the hard little jewels of her nipples before she pushed me back a step. With my pants around my ankles I had to shuffle a bit but I was becoming adept at moving with my pants at my ankles and my briefs at my knees. It's not very dignified but Yvonne was kneeling, her hand wrapped around my slurried cock, so I had some confidence my lack of dignity was not inhibiting her. The next moment, she enveloped it with her mouth, licking and sucking at it until it was embedded deep in her throat. She hummed.
I hummed too.
My cock swelled and twitched, strongly, even inside the tight confines of her throat and the flapping attention of her tongue. I heard the door of the bedroom open and moments later Ellen and the St. Vincent females appeared at the door to the bathroom.
"There you are." Ellen said lightly. "We looked everywhere. Oh, are we interrupting?" Her voice lilted with mockery and amusement. I could see no reason for either but then deciphered her tone to suggest she thought she knew something I didn't. Yvonne sucked hard at my cock, groaning as she did.
I groaned something in "I just climaxed" language. Ellen regarded me uncomprehendingly but with some amusement. It was less mocking then her tone sounded. She looked proud somehow. I was getting blown by another woman and Ellen looked proud? I didn't understand but you don't sweat trivialities when your cock is in a talented mouth like mine was. Priorities and standards must be respected.
The heavenly mouth sucking my cock stopped sucking and she backed off of it with a whoosh and a gasp. Her lips bubbled and gleamed. Our blended cum froth frosted her lips. Her eyes had that dull, dreamy look. She either loves her own taste or she was still aboard to the good ship lolly-I-just-came-so-good and nothing else in reality compared.
"You said he had to use all three of my holes?" Yvonne asked, rising to her feet, looking at Ellen. I looked at Ellen, confused. Yvonne skimmed down the ridiculous excuse for panties and then smiled at Ellen who was staring at me, rather like she held and expectation I was expected to read directly from her mind.
"What the fuck?" I growled, just to say something. It was not an objection, very far from an objection. I can count to thirteen. Yvonne turned to the cabinet and opened it. She took out a tube of lube and began to apply it to her own asshole, while staring at me with a sort of defiant expectation. She finished in the wet silence, then applied some to my cock and used a hand to smear it around. She turned around and arched her back as she bent over, lifting the promontory of her ass. She laid down on the cabinet, her head bent to the side against the mirror, her naked body duplicated before me, her eyes fixed on me as best she good in that position.
"Mount up, cowboy." She said clearly. I took it as less a command than as an invitation. I looked at Ellen. She was still gazing as me with a sort of bemused fascination. The St. Vincent females stared with obvious lust at what was transpiring before them.
I could not disappoint them but before I moved to mount up, Cowboy, as instructed, Yvonne reached back and pulled her voluminous hips open, exposing her slick and glistening asshole to me. It still appeared distant in the depths of her ass crack. I moved bravely into position, the intrepid explorer penetrating dangerous depths and applied the end of my hard cock to her sphincter and pushed. For a moment, she resisted, then her ass softened, gaped and opened, allowing my penetration. I had the thought that she was clearly practiced at this. But then she clinched and the very head of my cock was trapped inside her ass as she sought to lock me out. I gripped her by the hips once more and added weight to intention, pushing against her with my cock. Yvonne's fine ass was pulled wide open but still provide a cushion to me as I pushed into her. She grunted. I grunted. Ellen and the St. Vincents all moaned in unison, like a heavenly choir realizing they were not watching a baptism with water or fire but an entirely different sort of ritual.
Yvonne's ass relaxed and she consciously let me inside her. I took the invitation seriously and pushed into her. She grunted. I grunted. The others moaned. We were a five piece band and I was getting a fine piece myself. I pushed harder and then pulled back to make more progress. I shoved into her again and this time, Yvonne resisted. I felt the instinct to expel me and rudely ignored it. I pushed into her with unrelenting force. I felt the shimmy in her body and realized just as she orgasmed that she was rubbing her clit with a hand as I pressed deep into her.
She came.
Yvonne's voice was not quiet or restrained. She screamed, loudly, so that it seemed to echo throughout the house. I pumped her ass and she bucked against me, her hips tensing, her asshole biting at me like a jewelry box snapping closed. I wondered if an asshole could cut off my dick. Not for long though, because the more I fucked her the tighter her ass seemed to get. When I came, I was barely moving inside her. The tight heat of Yvonne's ass suffused me and I pumped cum into her with instant gratification. I came again. I wasn't counting but I knew it was remarkable to cum so soon. Her ass was remarkable, it was the least I could do. My obeisance was justified. The feeling of her fine ass swelled against me like royal favor. Yvonne released her ass so it was no longer pulled wide and I had to push against it to keep planted in her ruddy ass. I came and came and came.
Cum drooled out of her and ran down her thighs.
Is it shallow to fall in love with a woman's ass? In her case, there was nothing shallow about her ass. Ass is usually tight, even harsh, and cumming in the ass is easy...this woman's ass was welcoming, tender and tight but firm and she had such control, milking my cock so that I felt my eyes dimple as her ass clung to my spasming cock. My hands held to her ass, like it was risen dough, firm and smooth and luscious. I came so hard and intensely, when I finally opened my eyes from the transcendent journey, I fully expected our audience to clap and cheer. When they didn't, I had to face the fact that this was a very private, very personal experience.
Ellen was nodding, then glanced at her phone.
"Sonny, you cum slut, we must be going. We have to see two more houses in the next two hours so we must not linger. Yvonne, I have your number." She smiled sweetly.
"Should she clean him off?" Candice said with a curl of her luscious lips.
Ellen shrugged and then nodded. Yvonne, naked, still twitching from her recent orgiastic exercises, did as suggested, scrubbing and wiping and tenderizing my cock all the while gazing at it like she was as delighted with it as I was with her luscious ass. I wanted to compliment her on her ass but you know, she simply did not give any indication she needed such compliments or wanted them. Her attention to detail was notable and noble. In the end, we left her kneeling, sitting on her bare heels as we filed out of the bathroom.
I found and donned my coat. At the door, huffing in anticipation of the brutal cold awaiting us, for the sky had cleared and the crystal sky was crisp and empty, mocking the sun as impotent and foolish, Ellen hesitated, hand on the door.
"I sent the driver away. They will ride with us, Sonny." She spoke of the St. Vincents as though they didn't exist, were not present. They were though. I tried to convince Ellen to act the chauffeur and let me cuddle with them in the backseat but she insisted I drive. I was unsure why but suspected her of wanting to keep the two St. Vincents out of my reach for the time being, so I drove us to the next house.
She said it was 1.4 million dollars, the previous being 1.2 million. That made me grunt with amusement, like I had any business fucking in that house. Or the ones that followed it on our tour. I was trying very hard to keep perspective, and that meant I was focusing on the little monkey between the legs of the females eying me like their favorite cut of meat.
Ellen directed me to the next house and when we pulled up to it I locked the doors and turned off the car.
"Ellen, don't say anything. You told these real estate agents they had to fuck me to make the sale?" I asked. The silence got all thick and heavy then. I waited them out. I waited out Ellen...this had her fingerprints all over it. Finally, she spoke and the slightly higher tone of voice reassured me.
"Now Sonny, we explained to them that this was a competition and you'd decide which one of the houses to buy based on which of them was the best fuck." Ellen sounded very reasonable, like she had to if she explained to 20 year old kid that he'd get out of jail long before he turned 65. I was not buying it.
"So this woman knows that I am going to fuck her?" I asked.
All the females in my car nodded together.
"In all her holes." Ellen asserted, lifting her chin to look proud but she just looked shameless instead.
Honestly, it rather deflated me. It took the fun of the chase off the table. I didn't know how much I enjoyed that, not the predatory feeling but the feeling of having something to prove, that I could make a female orgasm and then want a little more, then a lot more, then more than she could live without. This wasn't that; it was the female proving herself to me. I wasn't sure I liked that but there it was. I had to keep my eye on the ball or the ball would smack me in the eye and no way that was any fun. Not my balls anyway, for two pretty obvious reasons.
"I didn't think you would mind...I am friends with all of them and didn't want to be the one to decide who got the sale. They bent over backwards to show us the houses earlier and I had to do something to break the tie." Ellen's voice grew smaller and smaller with each rasping syllable until she sounded like the two packs of cigs a day cliche.
I watched the rearview mirror, catching one eye each of the female St. Vincents in the back seat. They both looked nervous and there it was, the ball aimed right for my eye. This was about me gaining ownership of the erotic mother daughter duo in the back seat. I shrugged then. I was not happy at being made a stud for...I caught myself just in time. I was so happy I was being made a stud for these females. And that they would be mine to stud and study in the future. I put out of my mind all the other pussy clinging to my karmic being and focused on the pussy in the back seat; present pussy always posits importance. Ellen didn't count because Sammy owned her, or she owned him or however that worked. And when Xavia caught my eye and smiled her shy, "Do you want to fuck me now" smile, I saw clearly what I had to do. Because I did and repeatedly, as well as wanting to share her.
I unlocked the doors and got out of the car. Theresa Fayre was a tallish, slender woman with red hair that she had fixed into a complex hive of curls and drapes that hid its true length. Her eyes were cool, always half lidded, like she was waiting for me to make an ass of myself. She took us on a tour of the house, never once suggesting I look in a direction away from Ellen and the St. Vincents. I was waiting for her to try to cut me away from the herd but through the seven bedrooms and six baths, four of which were full and larger that most of my house alone, but she never did, never hesitated, never offered me any more than that cool, even gaze. We finished in the top corner of the third floor and I fully expected her to send the others away and offer to suck my cock.
The bitch ignored me, like she was as lesbian as I was and declined to give the implicit offer to ride my cock any consideration at all. I felt a little miffed at her apparent lack of interest, nothing approaching enthusiasm, just the cool professionalism of a woman who thought discussing money was crass.
She took Ellen by the arm and led us all back down to the cavernous kitchen where she had her brief case open. She handed out spec sheets and gave Ellen the "offer sheet" with all the terms and numbers associated with the place. Then, without missing a beat, she began to unpin and untangle her red hair from her head. She fussed and hissed, putting pins into her teeth until she looked like a magnet after being dragged through a pile of iron shavings. Her hair began to grow longer and longer until it fell to her thighs, nearly to her knees. When she straightened, it appeared like she was standing under a deluge of scarlet water.
Theresa wore a green, form hugging skirt that made her long white legs look, well, long. She had green high-heeled half-boots, a white blouse and a green vest. She looked every bit the Irish lass of cliche and imagination. Her skin was pale, her lips were a delicate light pink and her hands were elongated with long tapered fingers with nails painted the same pink as her lips. She was an aesthetic whole. Then she hiked up her skirt and peeled down a pair of pink panties that matched her lips. In that flashing moment aesthetic transformed into erotic.
She folded the panties and laid them carefully on the island counter top. Without a word of explanation or indeed invitation, she hitched that pencil skirt up to her waist, exposing her lean hips and white thighs, and laid down on the counter top.
For a few dozen heartbeats, no one moved. Ellen seemed as nonplussed as I was, staring at the bent woman on the counter for a good portion of the silent pause before glancing at me. Candice was looking back and forth from me to Ellen, as though looking anywhere but the swollen red lips of the woman's cunt pursed out between her tight thighs. Xavia regarded her the way a lioness regards a curious gazelle who is bereft of the right instincts about lionesses. She was licking her lips, eyes fixed on the bent woman and her red cunt.
Theresa's red hair fell about her like shattered shards of glass, draped and hanging about her, pooled on the counter and dangling beside her. The green made her hair appear much more scarlet and her white thighs made her cunt lips seem darker red than her hair. I swear that in that lurid silence, her body began to smoke...so that's an overstatement but her cunt did well up and run, a long line of glistening liquid appeared on the back of her right thigh and ran in fits and halts down it to the back of her knee. Theresa did not move, did not shift, and did not speak a word. She simply lay down on the counter and went completely still, her hands holding her skirt at her waist, exposing her naked hips and thighs, lean, long, white and bare.
I confess I was waiting for someone else to say something...or do something though I had no idea what to do. I wanted Theresa to say something, to make some overture that insured her pose was not performance art to be observed and did not include audience participation. Foolish to think that way, I admit. A woman that exposes a red cunt like that, clearly runny with arousal and bent over some handy bit of furniture was not asking for a fashion review. The woman wanted cock.
I finally did the numbers and realized I was the only one in the room with a cock that could fill the bill. I didn't know whether to strip naked or just mount her as she stood, bent and ready. It was the sudden whiff of aroused female that pushed me into motion. I opened my pants and extracted a strangely willowy cock. I presume it was the oddness of the situation. Usually, I got to navigate around some psychological obstacles with a woman and that always made me feel like I worked for the right to mount whatever pussy was being mounted, so I was entitled to it somehow. This woman was clearly offering me what she had to offer with no hint that I had earned or deserved it.
And she was aroused by it.
I couldn't just stand there, nor did it make a lot of sense to start a discussion about a clearly foregone conclusion. But my cock wasn't hard. It was then that I felt a surge of assertiveness that I'd fumbled with before and never quite gotten it right. I had a flash of my girlfriend fucking my new friend Jamie, riding his cock, her tits flapping and then coming to a halt so one or all of my sisters could kiss her and suck her tits.
"Ellen, on the floor, on your knees." I hissed. "Candice, find a countertop and assume the same position as Ms. Fayre please." I looked at them and found the mother and daughter staring at me. "Now. Take off your panties, er, knickers."
That instruction got a response. Ellen sank to her knees, then stood tall on them and without directions, opened her mouth and extended her tongue. The woman draped on the island did not move except to subtly widen her stand, which let her cunt lips flare a little fuller between her legs. I fumbled with my pants and got hold of them and move to Ellen. She was looking at my dangling cock, not yet risen to the occasion. She glanced up at me, a look of chagrin and concern on her face.
"Suck me, bitch." I growled.
"Who are you calling 'bitch'?" Ellen growled, but her voice cracked and ruined the effect, making me want to laugh.
"Good point, suck me, Ellen bitch." I returned good for good. I touched the lank end of my cock to her extended tongue and she licked at it. Her hands came up and grasped me by the thighs, tugging at them as she sucked my cock into her mouth. She nursed at my cock, her eyes crinkled with concern. My cock was unresponsive.
"Ellen, finger fuck yourself." I whispered. Oddly, that made her eyes widen but she complied. She lifted her skirt, pulling the pinstriped affair high in front, widening her legs and finding her own little hole. She pushed aside the black thong and pushed a finger into her cunt, one hand steadying herself on my thigh and her mouth still suckling my cock. She began to fuck herself with two fingers and her sucking ceased to be concerned and lackadaisical. The difference was profound and just what King Richard decreed. Her mouth became expressive and my cock responded with a swelling appreciation that soon filled her throat. Her panting became choked and she snuffled around my hard cock.
Erect, I pulled Ellen away from my cock and turned to the winter of my discontent. I kept a hand in Ellen's hair and fairly dragged her with me to a place behind Theresa's bent form. I pushed my cock into the woman's slick, wet cunt. Her body writhed and pushed against me, mounting herself on me with perfect coordination. I was soon deep inside her, my abdomen flush against her lean flanks and ass. Her body shimmered a little then, as though she were advocating for a little friction to ignite the moment inside her.
I retreated then charged her again, jamming my full length deep into her again. The sigh and then the deeper, timpani of her groan pleased me and I sauntered into a gallop, fucking her slow and deep.
"Oh god, yes." The woman breathed, her body shifting back and forth as I plunged in and out of her sopping wet cunt. "Jesus blackbird, fuck me, Sonny!"



Honestly, I thought I was, thought I had been. I was confused for a moment but then realized I should ignore her and let her babble as she wished and do what I wanted with her body. I did do that. I gripped her by the hips and slapped against her. The sound filled the huge kitchen, glancing off the two women bent over the counters in two other quarters, Xavia next to the fridge and Candice by the six-burner stove.
My ears came on and the slap, slap, slap of my body against Theresa's bent body surprised me and I skidded to a halt, planting myself deep inside her. I grasped her by the hips. Her cunt immediately began to clinch, chewing at my hard cock like she wanted to shorten me a bite at a time. Thank God her cunt had no teeth. I pulled out of her, not just because I was thinking of her biting off my cock with her clinching cunt.
I swiveled and offered my slurried cock to Ellen who gulped it down. The little minx swallowed my cock whole...um...I mean in one slick motion, and then held me deep, bucking as she gagged but swallowing and swallowing and swallowing, her throat constricting on my cock with lurid delight. I grasped her by the hair and extracted myself from her. Her resistance cuddled my ego. I pushed back into Theresa's cunt. She squeaked this time and her back arched. I know because I brushed the litter of her long, kinked hair aside to place a hand on the small of her back. I felt the tension flow down her spine and end up clinched around my cock buried in her cunt.
"Yes, sir, fuck me please." The woman hissed, her voice low in volume but pitched high. Again, I got confused because as I slid into her, I was certain I was doing as she asked. No, my brain was not working the best. Usually, this activity had some other meaning, not so blatantly mercantile. That's what I was thinking, even as the woman's cunt sucked me inside and chewed me over like a new thought. Then I realized for sure I was kidding myself. I was using Alissa and Pixie and Suzanne...god, all of the females, even my own sisters...I was using them to satisfy some primal urge in me, some insecure need to fuck every willing female and persuade the rest, entice and incite them to cum for and with me. Oddly, the idea made me pick up speed, banging Theresa into the counter so that she began to grunt and punch back at me with her hips in self-defense.
I felt the gratifying clinching of all her muscles. Her ass tightened into ivory, her cunt became an elastic sleeve two sizes too small for my invading hoard. I ground us together and her body bucked under me. She didn't lose her shit but she was so reserved, so composed, so utterly cool, the motions that contorted her body seemed wild and crazy and erotically out of control, by comparison but in reality were very composed.
"I am cumming, oh my god!" She announced with perfect aplomb, her cunt pulsing and spasming around my cock. I held onto her hips, keeping my cock planted deeply in her as she writhed on the counter. When she finally lay still, I pulled out of her now dripping cunt and offered my cock to Ellen who promptly swallowed it again.
"Jesus, Ellen you said he was an outstanding fuck, you never said he'd make me cum like that." The woman panted, turning to gape at Ellen's mouth sucking and licking me clean.
Now, I have to say that I was all warm and fuzzy at that comment but also a little puzzled because all I did was plug in and pump pump pump. And she came...I think it must have been prior potential being tapped. I'm not being artificially humble, just realistic. If a woman needs it, she can cum with a can opener. If she wants it, then all you have to do is follow along and hit the down beat and she'll play melody and harmony both. I don't mind being the percussion.
"I came just because...I mean, god, it felt so good having him inside me like this. I was all pissed off that you insisted that I fuck him."
Ellen spat out my cock, grunting as she un-gagged herself.
"I could tell. You didn't have to." Ellen said in a choked voice.
"The hell I didn't." The woman stood up, her long sweep of wavy red hair hung about her like moss on a cypress tree in the garden of good and evil. "You said I had to fuck him to be considered for the sale. You know I can't turn down a challenge like that."
Ellen grinned, a hand holding my cock. I felt like furniture.
"You are predictable like that, Theresa, my little puppet. Always needing to prove something to someone. Never fucking just cause it's fun."
"I fuck for fun!" The woman let her green skirt slither down her long legs, covering the shine on her thighs.
Ellen got off her knees. Suddenly I felt ancillary to the situation. Dildo Sonny. I pulled up my pants and waddled over to Xavia and pushed my cock into her. She keened and orgasmed. I mean immediately. I poked her and she came. It was...startling. Again, I chalk it up to prior potential. But hey, luck is a real thing and it can be just being the right cock in the right cunt at the right time, so don't sniff at my being the one that Xavia St. Vincent orgasmed around. Her body bucked and succumbed to the throes of her orgasm as I penetrated her cunt and I insist it was because I mounted her and not in spite of it. Something making real estate shopping synonymous with fucking and thus making pussy real estate, which seems to me to be intuitively obvious even though monetizing pussy is problematic though not irrational, seems to be a valid endeavor and one that pleased me inordinately to implement.
I pulled out of Xavia and realized the little woman with the huge knockers had been making a racket that drowned out all the other conversation. I realized this because Theresa the little puppet was standing with her hair down, way way down, fogging up my view of her and her rumpled green skirt was staring at me with something akin to surprised lust.
While I was still processing the feeling of Xavia mounted on my cock, Ms. Fayre flowed to her knees, closed her eyes and opened her mouth with such lurid intention only a gay guy would have popped a bon bon in her mouth and asked for a culinary review. I unhitched from Xavia, shuffled over towards the open mouth at cock level, one hand holding up my pants, and tipped my hard, slick cock to her extended tongue and pushed it into the woman's mouth.
She gagged.
She choked.
She pushed me away.
"I can do it. I mean, god, that girl's cunt is smeared all over you and I have never tasted pussy before." Her voice vibrated with excitement and embarrassed chagrin, twinned by the rising flush in her face. Her hand gripped my cock and bent it back to her lips. Her pale pink tongue snaked out and slurped richly around the head of my cock. I groaned. She hummed with satisfaction. I forced my eyes open and looked over at Ellen. Ellen had her dress pulled up to her waist and was furiously rubbing her cunt. When she caught me watching her, she grinned and stopped, showing me both hands like a famous kleptomaniac caught loitering in Bloomingdales.
"When you finish with her, I would like to introduce her to the pleasure of eating pussy." Ellen said with her most professional and atonal voice.
"Hungry, are you Ellen?" I asked with a smirk of my own to match hers. Ellen's face worked for a moment then she stuck out her tongue at me, which had the curious result of focusing me on the mouth sucking on my cock at the time. Why I wasn't focused on the mouth sucking on my cock at the time is another matter and likely only years of psychoanalysis will reveal a logical explanation. My reaction was to grasp a healthy handful of her red hair and pull her closer to me, thereby jamming a fair section of my hard cock into her mouth. I felt her gag against the end of my cock and with some malice, though I don't know where it came from, I pushed harder and filled that gaping hole at the back of her throat with the head of my cock, throttling any gurgling sound she was making.
Theresa's hands gripped my thighs and tried to push me away, to gain some space in her mouth between the entrance to her throat and the obdurate end of my cock. I resisted and after a brief contest of wills and strength, which I won given my position and leverage, she relented and let me push my cock down her throat. She gagged still and drool flowed out around my cock past her lips which seemed to be puffing at me, like a fat man with a cigar but with a much more pleasurable result. I held her down on my cock and discovered I didn't like the role of furniture in our little play and was registering my objection at Ms. Fayre's expense.
She couldn't breathe and still I held her. Her hands had flared beside her head so she was just connected to me by the cock in her mouth, oh my hands holder her by the head. Her hands fluttered like hummingbirds in a stout wind not touching or lighting on anything but not going still and compliant either. I hunched at her face and her throat rippled. She swallowed, very much like what Ellen had perfected but given her long, lean neck and that I seemed to be planted fully in it and that it was such a surprise, her swallowing sensation carved into my consciousness a cut above anything else I had felt in this respect. Her struggle to be rid of my cock suddenly subsided and her hips bucked and her lips closed around my shaft and she sucked, hard. I felt it from cock tip to hairline. Theresa had surrendered to her role as cocksucker and found an affinity for it that seemed to surprise her. That affinity was followed by eagerness that translated into the most luscious suction you can imagine.
I sucked air that Theresa was longing to suck but she seemed distracted by my cock in her throat. Her head bobbed a little. The tip of my cock pressed against the side of her throat and even through the drape of her hair and my odd overhead vantage point I could see the little bump in her fine skin. Her suction increased. I do think the woman was hoping to make me cum but as I was on the lee side of a day filled with orgasms and filling my sisters, my girlfriend and her mother, I had what I choose to call control working in my favor and all she did was make my eyes water.
Yes, I cried with the pleasure of it, like a like a car salesman watching a demolition derby, because I knew I wasn't going to coat her throat with cum and because I was running short of time and still needed to mount her tight little ass. And she had a lovely little ass. I'd been studying it for the best part of the hour considering if she'd been ass fucked before and wondering if that lovely swell in her green skirt would feel as fine pressing against me.
The thought intruded on the blowjob I was receiving and suddenly the need to park my cock in her backdoor overcame my natural shyness. I gripped her hair and pulled out of her mouth. I was about to drag her off her knees and pin her to the kitchen island again but I glanced at Candice and realized she was lying over the counter by the stove, twisted around to gaze at me with such longing that I seemed to understand what she wanted, what she needed by osmosis or ESP or some such free messaging service. I pulled up my pants, leaving Theresa gasping and drooling on her knees, and toddled towards Candice.
"Don't move, I think he'll be back." Ellen's voice raked my back. That little bitch understood me better than I did myself. I did what she thought I was going to do, confirming her innate understanding of my lurid imagination. I mounted Candice and damn if that woman didn't buck into an immediate orgasm just like her daughter had. It was instantaneous. I never even got half way pushed into her drooling cunt before she squealed and bucked under me, ramming herself hard and completely onto my cock. I didn't intend to make an event out of mounting her but her reaction suggested I should at least stick around for the press conference. I withdrew and rammed her again. I got the same reaction. Candice bucked and squealed. It was immediately a thing.
Me ramming Candice and she bucking and squealing under me. I fucked her until the bucking subsided to mere grinding of her rich MILF hips back at me and her squeals were humming satisfaction. I pulled out of her and could see her thighs were coated with a thick sheen of her milky slick cunt juice that ran to mid thigh. I slapped her ass as I backed away and she giggled and twisted around to watch my departure, her face ruddy red. Nothing about her suggested anything but willing compliance to be used and fucked at my august discretion.
When I turned to point my dripping dick at Theresa, her mouth was open with tongue extended but her eyes were open still too. I whispered something that I intended to be "good girl" but failed to get it into proper English or even English at all. When I was close enough, she clasped her hands to my thighs and pulled me within range of her tongue and licked my cock from stem to stern, balls to head for you land lubbers. Then she licked it again, at the end of each lurid slurp, she reeled her tongue into her mouth, closed her eyes and swallowed before extending her tongue again to lick me. After a half dozen licks my dip stick was wiped clean. Theresa opened her eyes and gazed up at me with something that I would love to call love but I will settle for labeling intoxication.
She opened her eyes, to look at me and then quickly opened her mouth and without breaking eye contact, pushed her head hard down onto my cock, not even closing her mouth around it. The head of my dewy cock scraped along the ribbed roof of her mouth and thence into her throat without her hesitating or slowing until her face was fast against my abdomen. She pressed against me, her nose dimpling my body, hot with expelled breath though I don't know where it came from because she clearly wasn't breathing.
I tried to pull back, to give the woman a breath of fresh, well new air anyway but she leaned into me and kept herself pressed full against me and my cock deep in her throat. She swallowed and swallowed and I discovered a new and rising need to cum. I pulled back, vacating that throat and mouth and stared down at her. If she had not taken a cock deep before then, then she was a natural talent!
I however, wanted to mount her ass. You know how it is when your cock is out for people to look at, you sort of get fixated on something. Your mind gets something caught and can't hawk it up and so it remains, fixed there inside your brain and it won't go away until it controls you and moves you to make it real, to bring it into fruition. That was me, is often me I guess.
"I want your ass." I said the words aloud. Theresa, who was busy licking the cunt juice off her lips and chin went still, eyes still fixed on me, then she looked over her shoulder at Ellen who shrugged at her.
"I warned you he'd want all your holes." Ellen said soberly.
The woman twisted back to look at me and then smiled, it was sort of a sickly smile, or maybe it was just the green glow from her jacket still in place on her shoulders. She rose from her knees.
"You want my ass?" She whispered, making it a question but it surely was a statement. I didn't stutter.
I nodded though in case she was confused.
"Can I ask you to do something first? For me?"
I nodded. I wasn't being magnanimous, I was negotiating.
"Will, um, you undress me. I want you to strip me naked while they watch you. And um..." Here she hesitated and blushed, as they say, furiously.
"I will." I heard myself say and wanted to bite my tongue because she clearly had something else to add to her little house of desire. She didn't seem to notice or care about my little faux pas.
"...hurt me. I want you to pull my hair, hard, maybe pull some out." Her voice was so small I was not sure I heard rightly.
"You want me to pull out your hair?" I asked, disbelieving. I thought sure she'd shake her head but she didn't. With eyes shining, she nodded.
I'd like to say I was stunned but my bare cock nodded for her, twitching Seemed to me it was the least I could do for a woman who was offering me her ass. I wasn't pulling her fabulously luxurious hair out, though I could clearly give it a good yank. I removed her green jacket.
She shuddered, standing still otherwise but trembling. Her lips parted and I could smell cunt on her breath. I stood still, letting my pants waffle down my legs while one by one I unbuttoned her blouse. I was pleased to discover that the girl possessed tits, nice little mouth fulls of lovely size, shape and dimension, all tucked inside a prosaic little bra. She sucked through her teeth when I licked the base of one breast. She trembled but did not move when I peeled the blouse back off her shoulders and down her arms. I unhooked her bra and brought it forward off her body, her arms wagging like pennants in a stout wind at her back as I remove the bra. I carelessly let a hook on her bra get caught in the thick tangle of her impossibly long red hair. I lifted the hair, yanking at it as I lifted the bra past her elbows. I yanked it again and her hair tore and a long strand ripped loose and curled into a coil in my hand as I pulled the hook free.
"Oh god." Theresa whispered. Her hands dangled at her side but were far from still. She groaned deeply when I knotted my hand in the thick fall of her hair and gave it a firm jerk. Her head bobbed forward to her left as I did. Her eyes closed and her head remained tilted forward and turned as though I still had hold of the hair tilting her to the side. I felt around her waist for the hook and zip on her skirt and found two, one to each side and unfastened them. The trembling returned as her skirt flowered around her then released and drifted down her lean white legs with the red hair cloying to the green of the skirt. Her nipples were tight little pink buds. She panted, her body twitching and shifting. She slowly raised her head shifted her head to get the hair away from her eyes and fixed her gaze on me.
"I didn't believe it. Ellen said you had this way with a female, make her feel...feel, feel like a woman she said but it's something more. I feel like I want you inside me, where you said."
"Your ass?" I spoke out loud, always pressing to be sure there is no misunderstanding.
Theresa nodded.
"Yes, I want your hard, hot cock pushed deep into my virgin ass." She breathed the words like it was the holey spirit and I was in need of inspiration. God knows inspiration is a capricious bitch and I sometimes need the help. In this case, the urge to turn this female around and mount her constituted inspiration enough. Her green skirt puddled around her ankles, mostly hiding her green suede half boots, very sexy. It looked like very healthy moss around the base of a new, young aspen sapling.
She stepped to one side, leaving the skirt and stood before me naked, draped in the thick foliage of her wavy red hair which now I could see hung nearly to her ankles. It was ethereal. Her cunt wore a cute little hat, a tuft of her red hair that genuflected to the swollen red lips of her full, wet cunt. The two different shades of red clashed. I put a hand on her side and she flowed into my arms, her hands grasping the back of my head while I found handholds myself, my right hand cupping her fine buttock and my left rising up in the tangle of her hair until I had a wad of it pressed against the back of her head. I kissed her.
Her lips were tight and tense. I tightened my hold on her hair and felt her head tip backwards the lightest bit. Her lips parted and the kiss deepened even as she groaned into my mouth. I kissed her but turned my left hand, pulling at her hair. Theresa shuddered and pressed herself firmly against me. Her naked body molded against me and I wanted very much to untangle my feet from my trousers which had slithered down my legs as the woman advanced on my position.



I groaned from deep in my chest. It seemed almost alarming that I could feel this sort of lust again and again without any declension of the desire to possess what was in my arms. Again and again, a woman stood before me naked and my cock responded with all necessary focus. The woman's lips were tight and lean, not lush and full and yet her body made me probe her mouth with my tongue. Her invitation was unmistakable. I held her like a broach holds a jewel, kissing her with my hard cock pressed vertically between us, hot and hard against the firm press of her tummy, hot on her cool skin.
Still, my mind throbbed with the numbers. Number two...of three and six as in six o'clock. I wanted to open my eyes and see what time it was because the luscious mood, the feel of her mounting need, her desire to be taken in every way that I required would shatter if bitch Ellen tapped her watch and arched a demanding eyebrow at me. Just the thought was nothing special, I tell you. On the other hand, surrendering to the anticipated urgency meant I would be mounted in this erotic female's tight ass sooner rather than later. I could hardly complain about that.
Theresa gave no indication that she had any need of her own for me to satisfy except the urge to be used as I wished, every inch of the skin she pressed against me gave every indication she so wanted to keep that contact. Indeed, as I pulled at her, I very much had to peel her off of my body. When I looked up from her taut nipples to her face, she was bitting her lower lip, her white teeth holding to it like the eaves of a roof.
I was still searching for the proper words when she hissed, speaking as though expelling the words with some violent effort.
"I want you in my ass. My god, I can't explain it but, I want it. I do. I have never allowed anyone to do this to me but now, I can't explain it, I can't explain. I want it. I need it, Mr. Duncan, fuck me in the ass!" Her plaintive pleas had a profound effect on my humanitarian heart. Somehow she knew my assent was predestined like a virgin's salvation, I turned, bent her over the counter and stood behind her once more. Her hands reached back and pulled at her lovely ivory ass and spread herself open for me, exposing her little tight rosebud above the swollen red lips of her drooling wet cunt.
I stared. For a moment, no one moved. I heard a click behind me and Ellen appeared with her purse in one hand and a small tube of lube in her other, offering it to me. I reached for it speaking my mind.
"Sure you don't want to oil up that tight little bolt hole yourself, Ellen?" I asked.
The bitch snatched back the tube and was on her knees behind Theresa before I could regret the offer. When she stretched out her tongue and licked the woman's ass hole, I shuddered.
"Oh fucking Christ!" Theresa shrieked, the knowledge of what was being done to her wrenched her voice into a tight twist that felt like a metal girder being punished beyond endurance. She did not relent, however. If anything, she pulled at her own ass cheeks harder, wider, tighter. The tone of it conveyed the internal compunction contending with the towering need in the redheaded woman, the one not licking the asshole, that is.
The sound must have spooked Ellen because she jerked away and hurriedly spewed lube onto the ass hole. Theresa gleeped and squeaked.
"Cold!"
"Don't worry, it will be hot enough soon." Ellen muttered, focusing on forcing her finger past the clinched sentry of the woman's ass hole. She seemed like an ass idiot because she took so fucking long to finally work her finger into the woman. I was ready to start tapping my foot. My cock had more patience than I did. I was ready to fuck Ellen in the ear when she pulled back her finger and looked at it and I saw the difficulty. She had a long fingernail on it. Fake it must have been and the cheap little tramp was worried about breaking it. I know, thinking about it makes it seem less monstrous for her to hesitate because breaking it off inside the said asshole would have been been a hazard that stopped my mounting of it. So I got her reluctance.
Ellen looked back at me and I wondered if this was a problem at other times when assholes needed greased and she volunteered. I didn't remember her having long nails...the nail must have been part of the pampering offered to the St. Vincent women this morning that yielded this chance to mount Theresa Fayre's fine ass. At that time, I was not so sanguine about this logic, grabbed Ellen by the hair and dragged her out of my way, grasped thirsty Theresa by the waist and positioned my cock against her body. I slid deep into her cunt with my rambunctious first trust. I mounted her but missed my intended mark. I ground us together and Theresa shuddered under my assault of her body. The penetration made her scream she was cumming and the way her cunt clamped down on my cock, I have to say I think she was sincere about her testimony.
Rude rube that I am, I yanked my cock out of her body and was trying to figure out how to keep my hands on her waist and still direct my cunt juice dripping cock into her ass at the same time. I felt Ellen's arms around my waist, then her hand grasped my cock and like a good team, I leaned and shuffled forward as she directed my flared cock head directly against Theresa's clinched asshole.
"Open up, little ass virgin." Ellen commanded, her voice full of lust and urgency, peering around me. I pulled on Theresa's waist and her hands pulled her hips wide which may not have helped. I arched my back and thrust my cock against her. She grunted and leaned into me. My cock was too hard to bend, a slab of steel ready to nail the meat to the counter. Then I felt the slightest give in her body and then a wet little pop and I was inside her, drilling down into her body, filling her ass with my cock.
"Oh my loving fuck god!" Theresa screamed, making no effort to render her words using her indoor voice. "Oh my god, so full, so full!" I slid into her, feeling the tight, dry grip of her ass surrender to my invasion. I drove into her until her ass was against me and still I did not relent. I pushed her against the counter. She shuddered, her body clinched and bucked. "Oh I never imagined, never knew, never understood, never dared hope oh god, I love it, fuck me, Sonny, pound my ass, make me ache for days so I remember this feeling!"
She seemed strangely lucid and that motivated me to pound that lucidity out of her. I wanted to puddle her, drive her into madness with my hands and cock and the filling feeling of my body riding her. I pulled back and thrust into her again. Theresa's response was Herculean. She bucked, swelling under me then ramming herself onto my cock. The feel of her tight ass surrounding my cock and gulping it down ran up my spine and exploded in my brain. The initial, rational and reasonable urge to go slow and build to ecstasy vanished with the feeling of the fine full bubble of her ass against me, pushing me literally onto my heels. Then she shifted away, pulling off my cock and slamming herself onto me again. I got the hint.
It is like jumping rope or sprinting through traffic...but way more fun to match a woman's bucking butt-fucking body. I did though. I got in step, crashing into her as she arched her ass back at me, and we danced into the crescendo of ecstasy intrinsic to fucking this woman's ass. I had mounted her and now it was time to ride her off into the rich, ribald sunset. So I fucked her ass. I rammed deep into her as her hips shifted back against me and let her arch away from me until my cock head nuzzled at the entrance of her ass.
"Fuck me, Sonny! God I love the feeling in my ass. Fuck me hard, fuck me deep, fuck me until I lose my fucking fucking fucking mind!"
Okay, the woman sounded nuts but sometimes you do exactly what a crazy person tells you. I fucked her hard and fast, ramming into her tight, fine ass, grinding her against the counter over and over until she bucked into an orgasm the first time. I frankly couldn't remember if I had cum inside her before or not, and was honestly wondering if I needed to save myself for marriage...er...for number three pussy waiting in the next house...the House of Pussy, or just let the growing, swelling, pulsing need to orgasm to run wild and rule me and fill this woman's ass with my cum.
I was so busy trying to calculate the right answer to the conundrum, my cock decided without me. I climaxed.
Oddly, I grunted with blinding pleasure. I felt the ecstasy behind my eyes, scintillating in my brain like I'd gargled a sparkler. I growled deep in my chest and then planted my cock deep in her ass and erupted. She was reversing motion as our rhythm demanded but I had lost interest in marching in step and held her against the counter, humping against that fine white ass, pumping cum deep into her body.
Also oddly, she seemed to realize I was pouring my loving little swimmers into her ass and that set off her orgasm. She screamed, "I'm cumming" with such conviction that I believed her. She flopped on the counter, bucking under me. The pleasure was so intense my nerves all went on strike just from overwork. I was convulsing deep in her ass, hands clinched on her waist. Her hands had released her cheeks and were gripping the island to keep her body from flying into orbit high over head. I rode the red-haired bitch with the intent that she kept calling for and finally responded to. I was inside her clinching ass, pumping cum into her but my mind was all white light and sprinkles.
"Oh blood hell!" The voice intruded on my suspended pleasure. I was floating, anchored to Theresa's ass by my hard cock. "I cannot shagging believe it!" I surfaced in the pool of divine light, like a genuinely new idea. I recognized Candice's voice. "Watching him mount her ass is as erotic as if it was me being mounted." I heard disgust in her voice. I opened my eyes. Theresa lay on the kitchen counter like a human sacrifice salvaged for supper. Her red hair streaked her back, flared around her pale white body, even flooding out to each side in a scarlet wash of erotic confession. I turned my head, the part of my body that was listening to my mind.
Candice stood at the end of the island presiding over my butt fucking ritual of the redhead. She lifted her eyes from the puddle of woman I had just fucked in the ass. Her eyes shone. Her hand was between her legs, rubbing furiously. She was panting, eyes bright as sapphires in a spotlight.
"I orgasmed, Sonny!" Her clipped, posh, British voice sounded incongruous in the naked kitchen. "Just from watching! I wasn't even touching my cunt, just watching her cum and I came, I swear I came!"
"You're touching yourself now." I muttered as wryly as I could manage.
She stopped immediately, face shocked but though her chin dropped, her eyes remained locked on me.
"May I cum again, master?" She squeaked, hand still between her spread legs.
"No!" The voice wasn't mine and good thing because I had no words to address the question much less the situation. "We need to be going we are fifteen minutes late already. Sonny, reel in that pussy hook of yours and tuck it away. We need to go."
I pulled my cork out of the red wine bottle I had just fucked into a fine vintage, and did as I was told, taking the time to clean and spritz my cock so it was table ready again. Ellen watched in cooperative impatience.
"We need to go." She said, texting furiously.
Ellen's voice was calm with a streak of tension and self-possession fighting with irate jealousy but made sense so I did as it suggested. I don't respond well to commands so everything was a suggestion to me or I got just stupidly stubborn. My brain didn't start accepting messages from the other senses besides the ears until we were walking out of the kitchen. I suddenly turned back to look at Theresa. I stopped and stared.
She lay naked on the counter, her body streaked with her red hair. Her body twisted a little and her head turned and lifted, showing me her eyes. I got that warm feeling all over when her eyes adored me. That female was surely in love. I could have her again. I love options and choice and all that other shit that free will claims to give us but often makes us crazy. In this case, the option to return to this woman's ass, hell, her whole body and give it a lot more cocky attention seemed just wonderful. I was in love with life.
"Hey bitch, let's go. Quit admiring your handiwork." Ellen's lawyer voice grated on my self-satisfaction, then her hand jerked me around by the elbow and we left out the front door.
"Will she be okay if we leave her like that?" I asked no one in particular, or maybe I was addressing the lustfulness I usually call a conscience.
"What's the worse that could happen? This is upper class real estate and you can't rape the willing so no, she may never be okay again until you get her aboard the Airtight Express." Ellen growled.
"I am not sure she'll ever get off the train if I let her mount it."
"She'll get dragged off by someone wanting to take her place, don't worry." Ellen said and I heard the promise in her voice.
"Not you, surely, Miss Altruist Ellen?"
"Fuck off, Sonny." She said, still growling. "I agree with Candice, that was unnerving. I hate that she could feel that and I didn't. God, did you see her?"
"Um, no, my eyes were closed." Ellen looked daggers at me like I had moved in close to eavesdrop on her soliloquy. Jeez, if she wanted to talk out loud speaking her thoughts she should know me well enough by now to know that I would feel neglected and intrude.
We got into the car and drove in silence punctuated only by Ellen's terse directions. It was fully dark by the time we arrived at a house set up a long slope from the street below.
"Drive up to the garage door. I ain't walking the hill in the dark." Ellen said, still growling. I was beginning to think she was hungry. All I had to feed her was cum though and I had the feeling it was already spoken for.
The real estate agent was a slender black woman whom Ellen introduced as Sonja Maxwell. She had that flawless black skin that made the vinyl dress she wore look like part of her. It was pink and long and sleek and if she had had a freckle it would have made a dot on the slick, gleaming dress that was as tight as skin. Her skin was as tight as the dress. Her tits, however, were like guns that she pointed at you and blew out the candle of my mind. I didn't look her in the eyes but merely stared. Her body was round, like a pole, and the tits were mounted on the curved dome of her chest so they pointed this way and that so one could point at me but not both at the same time. She would twist one way and the other so that first one boob then the other was aimed at me, as though she used them to gather visual data.
She had broad, bony black shoulders and lips that were so thick and rich it made her shoulders seem slender and slight. Her frame was angular with the tits attached and when she turned to begin the tour, her ass appeared testifying that she'd been built to fuck. Oh for Christ's sake who am I kidding. The essential attribute of a woman who is built to fuck is willingness and this woman had "please fuck me" oozing out of her like a stripper saying "give me all your money". There was no effort to hide the intent in her. Her eyes were rapacious and every time her eyes found mine, she licked those luscious, thick, chocolate lips and let her eye lids nearly close as though feeling my cock sliding down her throat. There was absolutely nothing demure about this woman. Clearly she presumed that I arrived with the intent to fuck her and she exuded the complete compliance with that intent and a threat inside that compliance that she would not respond positively to disappointment.
She talked. I know she did. Couldn't tell you a thing she said. My body was shaking and at first I thought I was cold, then owned up to the fear that it was fear, then had to acknowledge that I was shaking with lust, like a bitch in heat at a "I still have my balls" club meeting. The house was empty, unstaged and chilly. The pace of the tour gave me time to learn to walk while shaking. I kept thinking it would abate but Master Bates did not seem interested in our gathering so I walked behind the knot of pussy shaking like a alki needing a fifth of scotch.
I was paying so little attention that arriving in the master bedroom did not strike me as important despite the fact that it was the only room with any furniture in it at all. The room was hardly staged or subtle. The only furniture in the room was a huge bed with a brass head board of long brass poles and a selection of handcuffs dangling from the cross bar at the top.
By the time my mind grasped the significance of the bed, Sonja had been talking for a couple minutes and I had to run the dvr back to hear what she'd said.
"You ladies can go downstairs or wander about as you like. I am going to take care of Mr. Duncan as we agreed now." See how humble I am? She used my name and I didn't prick up my ears or ear up my prick either one. Ellen and the St. Vincents walked out of the room and I felt distinctly alone. The woman turned her back to me and clutched the back of her head with her hands while turning to look over her shoulders.
"Momma, it's time." She smiled at me. "Unzip me, won't you, Mr. Duncan?"
I gawked. The door to the closet opened and a woman cruised into the room. I say "cruised" because she was built like a battleship...not fat, well, not really but wide abeam. She had thighs the size of Ellen. She wore stocking that swished and hissed as she walked and I swear she moved so slowly because if she had attained any velocity at all the friction would have started her thighs smoking.
She was built as though someone wanted you to think of a stylized island with the little palm tree planted on the crest. Her hips and thighs were so large, she seemed to be perched on them. Her tummy was small, slender even, almost slim, flat with the line down the middle that makes you look closer, certain the line is pointing to something important. It was, her cunt. She appeared to be two women, one on bottom and an entirely different woman from the waist up, although her tits were voluminous and large too but dwarfed by the size and scale of her hips and thighs. She wasn't lean in any sense but outsized in the ass and thighs and nearly normal everywhere else.
"Mr. Duncan?" Sonja's casual voice broke into my reverie. I had been undressing the woman she referred to as "Momma" which was stupid since she wore a thong covering her cunt and a bikini top that gathered her tits up but what held the eyes was the spreading splotches of dampness spreading from the peaked crests of both nipples.
"Momma?" I repeated the world. For a moment I quailed, my body had this day been sucked and fucked far beyond imagination and I had the fleeting fear that I was used up and could no longer answer the bell. But my cock snorted with derision at the idea and got hard. The large woman sat on the bed and scooted back onto it, lay back and lifted her swollen legs, exposing her pussy for us, or would have if she hadn't had a hand inside the thong, massaging it.
"Mr. Duncan, unzip me?" Sonja's voice caught me by the nape of the neck and shook me, no, dummy not literally, voices cannot do that but she did get my attention. My hard cock restored my self-confidence.
"Ms. Maxwell, if I am going to fuck you and your mother, I think you should call me Sonny, don't you?"
Sonja smiled and closed her eyes and shook her head.
"If you don't mind, I will stick with Mr. Duncan. Will you unzip me?" I reached for the zip on the back of the pink dress and drew it down. It was so tight, the zipper resisted. It was short and apparently only held on a drape that covered her tits and made her table ready. When the zipper released, she removed the cape that made the dress socially acceptable from the high slope of her breasts, cups that cuddled them from the top while the main architecture of the turquoise dress buttressed them from below. She tossed it away like she felt disdain for the conventions of civilized society that demanded she not show off her magnificent tits. She turned and showed them to me and I hated civilization but loved her disdain.



"Momma has had four children but her lovers insist she is tight enough to still be worth breeding. She's been bred, is bred now, mind you but I think you will like the feel of her when you sink into her. All my boyfriends have had her. One of them bred her but we won't know which for certain until she whelps."
I was taken aback. This daughter had a voice that did not drip with contempt but her vocabulary was hardly doting. I didn't know what to say, how to respond. I held still in case I was invisible and they didn't know I was there and only would notice me if I moved.
"Mr. Duncan, I overheard the St. Vincents and Ms. Collier discussing the mother daughter fantasy they fulfilled for you and how they were a little miffed that they weren't the first such pair you had banged, separately and together. I figured that you had never had a woman like Momma Maxwell. And since this entire endeavor hinges on your approval, I thought you might like to fuck Momma and then myself."
When I looked back to herself, her tits commanded me to stare and I obeyed. Sonja was black as night and so was her mother. Both glistened like they had been wrestling in butter. How they did that, I don't know. I shook myself and caught up with myself. I ripped my lusting eyes from her marvelous tits and looked her right in the eyes.
"I think fucking you while you eat Momma Maxwell might be fun, you're right." I confess, I was pushing to see if I could make them throw me off the balcony. There was a balcony and Momma looked like she could throw a gorilla off of it just with a sharp word. She didn't look mean, just willful but at the moment she was rubbing her clit and moaning so it seemed clear that her will was to be fucked. And yes, she was ignoring me so I had to look at Sonja to see if I had asserted myself or merely fit myself into the clinch as she intended.
Sonja's eyes widened. She licked her thick lips and tried to look away but didn't, couldn't but spoke to her mother sprawled on the bed. Momma's hips spread under her like a huge pudding stain. She hunched against her pudgy hand, making the entire bed rock. I resolved to ride her, not offer to let her ride me. I'd be turned into a white boy stain and I don't mean just cum.
"Momma?" Sonja said, her voice hitching. "Did you hear what Mr. Duncan just said?"
"I tol' you you needed to learn to eat pussy on ya own." Momma Maxwell said, her voice lilting between panting gasps. "Now you have to learn yourself on Momma." She grunted then. "Momma like a nice face diner."
"Momma, he said I should eat you while he fucks me."
"Smart man. If a fella have two females to fuck, and he only bring the one cock to the party, that's a good way to keep everyone interested." She heaved a huge sigh. "But he need to mount Momma first, then you can lick up whatever he leaves."
"You hear, Mr. Duncan? You mount Momma then you mount Sonja. Mount!" Sonja snorted, then. "I go get my Masters in Business administration and I am still reduced to being an animal, rutting and being mounted and ordered around by my own Momma!" It wasn't disgust I heard in her voice, it was wry amusement which I took to contain no little anticipation. Mount Sonja? Why do you Mount Sonja? Because it's there. That's what I was thinking. "Before you mount Momma, unzip the rest of this 'fuck me right now' dress. I been poured into it and would like to let my ass breathe while you do your business."
My business?
The thought rattled round in my mind like a ball bearing tossed into a bathtub.
Now I understand that everyone needs love and, sex. But when you see a woman constructed like Momma Maxwell, you don't think that fucking her is going to be all that easy. And I don't have a thing for big girls exactly but in this case, given the ebony goddess pouring out of the tight dress wanting to be fucked second, I had to consider it. When I looked at the woman puddled on the bed, I converted it into an erotic reality. Her legs lolled open exposing her cunt, thong pulled aside by her rubbing hand.
"You staring at my Momma?" Sonja asked, standing before me in garters and stockings and a smile. The smile reassured me but there was a glint in her dark eyes that told me I had to fuck Momma or there would be trouble in River City for Sonny. Of course I still had my clothes on. I knew what to do about that. In fact, I was in the process of shedding them when Sonja huddled up to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling my lips to hers and kissed me like she wanted something.
Sonja broke the kiss and her eye twinkled.
"Momma never had a young white boy." Sonja whispered. "She's been nervous since I invited her to lay down for you. Don't disappoint me." For a long ugly second she held my head with both hands before her eyes, eyes that brooked no argument, no argument and no doubt that she was serious. I wanted to quail but instead I just held her gaze. Two breaths later, she grinned. "Make Momma happy and I won't disappoint you either."
Ah. A trade. I could understand that.
The near-nude woman released me and stepped back. She gestured to the cunt emplacement on the bed. Most men will not admit this but a big woman is a challenge. A big woman cannot be manipulated like a fuck doll. That sounds obvious but a small woman, like Ellen, you can move around, twist and turn and manipulate for maximum stimulation. As near as I have been able to determine, that feeling of being moved around like that then mounted from every direction has it's own erotic value. A woman like Momma simply cannot be manipulated.
So it was with some real trepidation that I approached the near naked woman on the bed. I was naked by now. I felt a hand on the small of my back and it felt just like affection. I turned back to Sonja and she appeared full of solicitous focus.
"Momma loves having her undies torn off before you penetrate her. Don't be gentle." Sonja whispered at me. She nodded then as though I had asked a question. Then she did the most darling thing, she looked down at my hard cock bobbing in midair and licked those thick, rich lips. This time, when her eyes glinted, she seemed to be seeing the future.
I moved to the bed, more at ease. I crawled between Momma's wide legs, ran a finger up her full thigh to the string of the thong. I slid a finger under the string and yanked. Her whole body surged up at me but the string didn't give. I pulled on it again, then applied more pressure. The scarlet string bit into her midnight smooth, slick body, gleaming as though she was oiled. Then it popped and released. I extracted the thong from between her legs, revealing the maw of her cunt. She reached down and peeled back the black and gray folds of her cunt exposing a light pink interior. She giggled as I pulled the thong away from her body.
Her body didn't shimmy. She was firm. Her thighs were tight, firm, dense. I lay my hand on her swollen thigh. Her skin was like silk stretched over cushioned metal.
"Fuck Momma, Sonny." Momma Maxwell chuckled. It almost sounded like a dare, a challenge.
I moved my left hand and extended a finger to touch the pink of her body. Her eyes closed and her body swelled. Her head tipped back. She was very wet.
"Her tits, she loves when you expose them." Sonja hissed from behind me.
I was being directed by a daughter about how to fuck her mother. That was new. I wondered briefly just how she knew these things then moved on. Knowledge is knowledge and so far, Sonja's espionage had not led me astray. I moved my finger from her cunt and looped a finger between her marvelous tits. I found the string holding the cups of her flimsy top together and yanked, hard. Her hissing pleasure reassured me that I wasn't hurting her. The top released and her tits wavered but stood tall. For a baby machine, her tits were impressively full and well-formed. She let her legs fall open. Her stout hips rose, lifting her cunt as though serving herself to me, offering which I immediately translated into begging. My mind was shifting, changing, transforming...I was becoming in the most lurid sense.
She inhaled and her nipples bubbled, first a bit of clear liquid then fully white milk bubbled from both black drinking fountains. I groaned, visions of white Lynn lurid in my mind. I had to taste this new vintage. I leaned over the woman my hard cock stylus tracing on her black thigh. I licked at her brown left nipple, almost afraid to touch her. She grunted, twisting a little. It took me a moment to recognize that she was pushing her nipple at me. I accepted it, clamped my lips around it and sucked hard. Momma grunted and arched her back, which moved her nipple away but I held onto it. This stretched it, dragging her breast down as she surged under me. I sucked and the stopper released and I could a full, hot gout of frothy sweet milk into my mouth. I sucked and swallowed.
The big woman shimmied, shaking under me.
"Momma like 'dis white boy." Momma growled. "I keep him."
"Don't listen to her, Sonny." Sonja said from behind me, her voice replete with amusement. "She wants to keep anyone who sucks milk from her boobs. You make her orgasm and you can have a dive into Momma any time you like."
Momma shook under me and cooed.
"Don't forget the other milk spout." Sonja advised. I released the left nipple, finding it before my eyes, squirting milk in a little white geyser that abated to a bubbling dribble. The white milk ran in rivulets down the huge black breast, the stark contrast was at once minimalist and Gothic. The woman was a natural resource. I located the right nipple and when I sucked on that, Momma bucked under me, her voice keening, all high and sweet like a nightingale which seemed odd from such volume. The milk was warm in my mouth and I realized I was hungry, which given the present situation was a bit embarrassing. I was about to fuck a mother and daughter and was taking time out for a milk break. Now there's an ad the Dairy Association will never run. But by god it would change the way people think about milk! I sucked hard and drank deep, suddenly hungry but the thought that spurred me on was the idea that I'd get renewed strength to fuck these two women from the magic milk issuing from the long thick nipple!
"Fuck my Momma, white boy." Sonja snarled behind me. It sounded like a threat but I did as she suggested in spite of that. I put my cock to Momma's cunt and swiped up and down, pink marked the spot. The body shuddered under me.
"Put it inside me." Momma said, kindly. "Put your nice cock inside Momma."
I did. I pushed it into her body. It was unique. She was tight at the entrance but inside it was like putting my cock into a puddle of warm pudding. My cock swam inside her, searching for some friction, some constriction but as I sank into her body, the only hint of tension was the ring around my cock coasting from the tip to the base as I penetrated into her milky interior. The slick, wet consistency of her cunt was liquid, feeling the way mercury looks, smooth, soft, enveloping. She was liquid sex.
"Pound her, fuck her hard." Sonja growled from behind me.
Again, I did as she suggested. Momma surged under me. It was like fucking the Pacific ocean. She splished, she splashed, she lapped at me, wave after wave of erotic response. The woman apparently could feel me. Her body rippled, waves of reaction to me between her legs rolled under me, lifting me. I lifted and hammered into her cunt and felt the back of her cavern, swirling with warm, liquid delight. It felt like I could stick my head inside her tight cunt and with a headlamp, I could look around and see if there were any cave drawings. She was huge inside and yet liquid and sensuous.
I was a little worried about cumming again. I wasn't sure about it, if I could or should. I wanted to put cum into Sonja but ignoring Momma seemed rude. I suddenly felt a surge in her body and a welling of heat around my cock. The liquid jelly of her cunt seemed to thicken, growing denser around my cock, clutching the space my cock filled, enveloping my cock, teasing it, enthralling it. Pressure increased and I felt it amazingly enough. My orgasm, which I thought I would plan for and be able to forecast arrived with no warning, not build up, responding to the liquid containment of Momma's bubbling cunt. Apparently it is easier to forecast orgasm if you have a foreskin because I erupted in this soupbowl cunt I was buried inside. Her body bucked under me, shaking her tits, they wobbled under me. I pumped and pumped with the spare satisfaction that Momma cooed she was cumming as I was. I didn't feel all that useful, like I was a sex toy, an erotic appendage more than a lover. Sonja didn't help that and oddly, for this one time, it felt good, just doing my "business".
"Momma cums easily, Sonny. Don't be too proud." Sonja chortled behind me. I grunted and pulled out of Momma's soupbowl cunt. Her cunt clinched around me, literally licking me clean as I pulled out of her, slurping as I left her.
My cock remained hard. I was stunned but seeing nearly naked Sonja behind me, sent shivers through me and any numbness vanished. I wanted to mount her too. If there had been a line of females, I'd have wanted to mount each of them. I felt it, a mania. I scooted off the bed, out from between Momma's wide legs. I stood up and dear Sonja drifted down to her knees, eyes on my glistening cock. She grasped it and licked it, then licked it again.
"Mmmm, you taste good, Sonny." She stopped and looked up at me. "I love it when you call me 'slut' so don't get all white boy nervous, now. You taste good. Ellen said you were worth the trouble and so far, she be right! You taste good at least!"
"I blame Momma, she's got pudding in her cunt." I growled. Sonja ignored me and sucked my cock down her throat in one very determined motion, then held it there.
"I put some of my cum in her pudding, slut." I muttered. "Time to use your tongue on her and clean her up." Sonja grunted, shivering around me. I felt it on the surface of my cock, all over, the sudden suction that increased in intensity. I had to grip her by the hair to pull her off my cock. I wasn't sure if she'd fallen in love with cocksucking, with my cock or if she suddenly understood Momma was waiting for her tongue and sought distraction but I had to drag her around and drape her between Momma's legs.
"Time to eat Momma, Sonja slut." I muttered. I felt the resistance fade. "I will fuck you while you eat her." The resistance transformed into eagerness. She had to lie down on the bed to get her mouth onto her mother's cunt. When I left Momma, she oozed deeper into the huge bed so that Sonja could lie between her legs wrap her arms around those huge black thighs. Sonja buried her face in Momma's cunt. She fit between Momma's legs, spreading her own legs, opening herself. Sonja's arms didn't reach around Momma's thighs so she altered her positioning. She placed her hands to either side of Momma's pink cunt, pulling the woman open and licked her.
"Oh Sonja, honey, you don't have to..." Momma began but the swipe of Sonja's tongue stopped her statement. She inhaled, then grunted. "Oh, oh honey, yes, you do have to, Momma needs you to, Momma wants you, your tongue, your lips on my freshly fucked pussy...lick Momma, kiss and suck Momma's pussy." The woman moaned around the pleasure clogging her throat and fogging her mind.
I crawled between the pair of spread black legs accented with the blaring white garters and stocking legs, balancing on Momma's knees, positioning myself at Sonja's cunt. I slid into her. She was wet and slick but tight, so very tight I only got my cock head inside her before she tensed and halted the easy penetration. I hesitated then pushed harder. Her black cunt clinched then sucked, drawing me deep into her slender body. The contrast with Momma was exhilarating. Her cunt was tight and slick and as I pushed into her, her body arched under me, pressing herself onto my cock. Her tight, fine ass cheeks kissed my body back as I sank into her midnight goodness. Her body began to pulse under me, fucking me by humping the bed under her, grinding herself up under me, then arching into the the bed, seeking something to rub her clit for her I suppose. A mattress hardly qualifies but any port in a storm. I worked my cock into her cunt until I lay over her, hands on Momma's thighs, propping me up. I rode Sonja's rise and fall body, her black back rippled with the effort, her tongue and rich lips pleasing Momma and her torso down doing much of the work of fucking Sonny. What a dedicated woman she was!
Momma reached down and gripped her daughter by the hair and ground her face into her pinkness. Sonja began to grunt as I plunged in and out of her cunt. I fucked her, slow and deep while her mother ground her face into Momma's cunt. When she orgasmed the first time, the clinch of her cunt told the tale, reporting on the state of her lean, black body, orgasmic. She bucked under my weight, moaning and gulping at the cunt filling her vision. I pulled back and slapped against her ass over and over, faster and faster, harder and harder until I felt her clinching on me. I buried my cock in her cunt.
Sonja bucked under me again, rippling with a second orgasm as her body responded to me.
"Fuck her ass, Sonny." Ellen's voice crashed into my twisted reality.
I was just finding my stride, so to speak, and the little bitch had to trip me up with another fucked up suggestion. I coasted to a stop, panting over the black woman pinned to the bed.
"Her ass?" I felt Momma groan and then the world moved for everyone. I turned to scan the room. Ellen and the St. Vincents were there, staring at me.
"Who's the barge." Ellen asked snidely.
"Momma Maxwell." I grunted, pulsing inside, Sonja. "Sonja's mother. I am pretty sure this is cheating."
Ellen moved around to the side of the bed for a better view. Her entourage drifted behind her. I gripped Sonja by the hips and ground into her. She raised her head and screamed.
"God, oh god, cumming, cumming, cumming, fuck me!" Her voice warbled and swooped, like a drunk sea gull. Then she bucked under me, her hips surging back at me, smashing her ass against me as I ground into her cunt. Her body vibrated under me, pinned and filled, her hands were holding Momma's cunt open, rubbing the thick clit but she was gasping over it, her head bobbing, resisting Momma's hand trying to push it down into the hungry maw.
"Her ass, fuck it now." Ellen directed.
I was vulnerable, okay? In a very suggestible position. I pulled my cock out of that awesome black cunt and with some difficulty, located her asshole. I hesitated for it was untouched and should have been dry but I found it to be slick and wet and open. I pushed into her.
Sonja orgasmed again as I penetrated her ass.
Her ass was prepared to be mounted. That much was apparent. Clearly there was some anticipation of my arrival. I felt a paradox crawl inside my cock and blossom; either I was going to cum albeit blowing dust, or I was going all flaccid at the end of my endurance. I had that feeling with the thought and so, hand on the woman's perfect ass, I galloped immediately into a caterwauling drive to pump cum into her. I fucked Sonja's fine black ass hard, rocking her forward as she grunted into her mother's pink cunt. Her ass was smooth, clear, firm and luscious. The pre-lube was sufficient. I slide in and withdrawing felt the slick tension of her ass clamping down on my cock.
"Let us help." Candice whispered, crawling onto the bed, huddling up on my right side and Xavia on the left side of me. Even clothed these two women had the capacity to arouse a wooden cigar Indian. They both reached under us, their other hand clutching my bare ass. I felt them probing for Sonja's pussy and soon one touched the black woman's clit, I presume because her ass chomped down on my cock like she was going to bite it off. The other I presume began to pump fingers into her cunt, don't ask me how, I was doing my part in her ass and had long since lost any aspiration to stage managing the situation. I was the cock in the ass and that was enough by then. I felt the drain on me.



The two women massaged my ass though, providing that help and inspiration. I liked it a lot and rammed into Sonja to express my delight. Candice and Xavia both continued working between Sonja's legs. She shifted and widened her legs more giving them assess, then her ass hitched up and she grunted deeply. Her whole body shook and shifted and then she bucked into another orgasm.
That climax closed down on my cock in her ass like a cave-in in a coal mine. All the lights went out for me and I groaned. Sonja's ass clinched down on me, holding me so I was struck still by the pressure on my cock. I gripped her ass hard, screwing my cock into her, she was so tight I wriggled my cock to be sure she wasn't going to pinch it off. I groaned again. Sonja came again, lifting her head to keen, filling the room with her erotic swan song. I felt the shimmering ripple in her ass, massaging my cock, stroking it with an impossible sensation of arousing fluctuation of pressure. Her hold on my cock seemed to pull at my soul like a single hand knotting in a pure white bed sheet.
"Oh my god, I am fucking cumming again!" Sonja's body tensed, went still then shuddered and bucked again. I was frankly overcome. I orgasmed like I sprang a leak. I began to pump feeble spurts of emergency supplies of cum into her luscious ass. My mind blinked but I then felt her ass grab a new, tighter hold on my cock, or my soul since my cock was surely worn down. It went limp and watery immediately and she squeezed it out of her tight, clutching ass. I groaned. I retreated from the prone woman, backing off the bed to stand wavering beside the bed. Candice and Xavia followed suit and clung to me. I'd have staggered back and fallen on my ass except for the St. Vincent females clinging to me.
Suddenly, the lack of food and the constant outflow of cum out of my body caught up with me. I literally staggered and they held me up. The deluge had swamped me finally and I was full to the gunwales with exhaustion...not saying I was tired of cumming, or tired of the wealth of pussy coming my direction for my advice and consent. The St. Vincents released me and I was going to just sit down but Ellen caught me.
"Get dressed, Sonny. You can tell us who wins the house sweepstakes tomorrow. Right now you are required at home." I dressed by myself while Ellen shooed the St. Vincents girls downstairs.
By the time I was dressed, they had been herded out of the room. I went to Sonja and petted her ass. She rose up and looked back at me. When she saw I was dressed, she backed off the bed and stood up turned her naked, beautifully sculpted and erotic black body to me, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips, smeared with Momma and me. Her rich, thick lips locked onto me, her gunner tits nuzzled at me like tame ewes. The kiss ended and she looked at me, her eyes opening finally.
"Sonny, I have to say I was skeptical but Momma knows best. She came as fast as I have ever seen her and she fucked every man that ever came by the house to pick me up, and that ain't nothing. I dated lots of men and Momma fucked them all. She said if they were going to get me, they needed priming so I'd get mine too. Momma's always looking out for her daughters!" Sonja kissed me again. "You can have us anytime you want." And with that, she returned to licking the cunt from which she sprang into life. Momma groaned with deep approval.
I sidled out of the room, even closing the door Momma's voice seemed to throb in the dark, empty house. It was eerie walking down the stairs, a great winding staircase grandly dropping down the three stories to the entrance. My three sirens waited there and together we walked out to the car. I opened door and tucked females into the frozen clutches of my Chrysler.
Enthroned on the cold driver's seat I asked where too. Ellen's car, it turned out, was still at the hospital. Rather than going there first, we went to the Marquise d'Or. I honestly had in my mind that I'd drop the St. Vincents off and then to the hospital but as I was opening doors, Ellen nestled up to me and whispered that they were both in need and I was what they needed. Yeah, it was a setup and I fell for it hook, line and cement galoshes. Now it wasn't apparent to me at the moment but it was.
My instinct to mount every willing woman who blew me a kiss, or blew me for that matter took over, which I argue was due mostly to the exhaustion finally suffusing me and yes, I am saying I was fucked out. It happens. I had my shoes off trying to count the females I had tucked my eager, greedy little cock into in the past ten days. But when you start fucking out of reflex and not that clear true lust that makes a girl's eyes shine, well, let's just say you need to find a way to rekindle the attraction. In my case, I just needed...something I didn't have, it turned out.
The trip upstairs to their room at the Marquise got uncomfortable for me when I considered what it would mean if Jamie was there, because I clearly had it in mind that I'd be inside these females soon enough, both. My cock, however, was otherwise occupied. I kept waiting for the little fucker to wake up but no such luck followed me into the elevator. I did feel lucky that their room was empty and no Jamie was lounging waiting to thank me for letting my three evil step-sisters (no, really my sisters and yes I did fuck them and planned to fuck them all, more, often) have their raunchy way with him...but he wasn't there, the room was dark. I tried my best.
I undressed them and kissed them and went down on them but my cock was AWOL. I ended up tucking them both into the beds that had seen them plundered the night before and feeling relieved but humiliated leaving the room. Having Ellen coasting along with me was little consolation. The bitch patted me on the arm and told me it could happen to anybody. I wanted to punch her lights out but I was too tired. I know it was lack of food and dehydration. I stopped at a water fountain and tried to drink but it was so cold I thought for sure my teeth were going to shatter so I just got a warm swallow and gave up.
I drove us back to the hospital. Ellen talked on the phone and I listened to music like she wasn't there. I pulled up, the brittle snow crunching under the tires telling me it was cold as the back side of the moon out there.
"Park, Sonny. Come sit in my car with me while it warms up." Ellen said, turning down the music. I automatically obeyed. I was obediently tired. I parked and we searched through the cars covered with a few inches of glittering new snow, shivering. My cock got smaller. We found her car and sat in silence while it warmed up, purring coldly for a while. I think I must have lolled to sleep because Ellen was pulling out of the parking lot with me still in the car when consciousness returned.
"Hey, were are you going. My car...?" I couldn't finish the thought.
"I just want to drive for a while and then you can get your car."
I wanted to whine but I didn't. I was dull and witless. I faded. It was with some surprise when I noticed we were at my house. I confess I almost decided to settle into my own bed for the night and deal with the rest of the universe on the morrow but then I realized Ellen wasn't just driving, that something was up. She ignored me, parked in the back of several cars parked on the street and made me walk her to the door. I was too exhausted to even be cold. Inside, I discovered why.
My guys were sitting around, in my living room, drinking my beer...well, Georgia's actually. Landon was there with Kyla in his lap, with Darlene beside him. Brett was there, with Natasha in his lap and Norma sitting beside them. Sammy was there too and Alissa sat in his lap, she was bigger then he was but they made it work. Chris sat with Annie in his lap, since Laura was still on loan. My sisters sat around the room and everyone went silent when I arrived.
"Hey Sonny." Sammy said, his voice tense and strained from his mother sitting on him. I almost laughed but exhaustion and some odd feeling stopped me.
"What's going on? Why is everyone here, now?"
"I did it. He's here. Can I go?" Ellen asked.
"I think you should stay." Dalia said somberly. Ellen shrugged, walked into the kitchen and got a beer and sat down at the kitchen table, crossing her legs as she did so. I wanted to bend her over the table and butt fuck her but my cock gave me the finger at that moment. I was getting a bad, bad feeling.
"So? What's going on? What is this?"
For a long moment, no one spoke. Or moved. Finally, Ellen tipped up her Dos Equis and said aloud, "It's an intervention, Sonny."
I stared at her, hardly believing my ears.
"A what?" I asked incredulously. "An intervention?" I groaned. "I barely drink anything and haven't had time or much of an inclination and no drugs. I'm so pure I bore even myself."
"Jesus, Sonny, you're a sexaholic." That was Georgia. I turned my eyes to where she sat and finally noticed Jamie. She was sitting in his lap. She wore a thin blouse and no bra and his arms were around her bare middle.
I wanted to get all puffed up with umbrage at is brazen possession of my sister but decided that was secondary.
"Sexaholic? Are you serious?" Fuck me, everyone nodded. "No shit." I felt my amazement bubble up. I fixed my eyes on Annie. "You too?" I knew I was being unfair but I felt like a specimen at a sadists' conference thinking I was meeting Tony Robbins.
"Sonny, when was the last time you went to class?" Dalia, Momma Dalia asked.
"I was way ahead last time I went." I replied, trying to think when it was. I remembered I managed to put my GPA in jeopardy by fucking one of my professors and putting a collar on her neck. Shit, she promised me her daughter...! I need a little black book, or something.
"Sonny, this is an intervention. We have been comparing notes and it seems that all you have been doing is having sex with god knows how many females." Dalia sounded truly concerned. "And not going to class."
There is was, the core concern. My mother was always concerned that I would drop out of school, even when I was in third grade. It made sense that Dalia would be very concerned and I took it as such. Real concern and not anything tawdry like jealously or envy or moral judgment.
"Is that what this is?" I asked looking around? "Suddenly you all are worried about my education."
Everyone shook their head.
"We worried about cock." Annie said, speaking for the room.
I was gob-smacked. My balls took over, filling me with umbrage and the sense God gave a goose. After the week, hell, weeks I just lived through, the pussy I'd mounted, the snatch I could catch...my mind stopped then. Umbrage doesn't make the heart grow fonder or the brain grow wiser suddenly. Umbrage starts with thinking with that little head and the balls provide the boost to get you into orbit.
"My cock works just fine! You all can go home. I don't need anyone worrying about me or my cock." The words were barely out of my mouth when a voice, Ellen's voice cracked me in the back of the head from her vantage point sitting at the kitchen table.
"Oh yeah? Want to fuck me then, Sonny? And show these fine people who are concerned about you that your cock is fine?"
The fucking bitch knew better and was using her knowledge against me. I wanted to rave. Then it struck me. This was an intervention. I had the prototypical response to an intervention, any intervention. Denial.
"Fuck this. I'm out of here."
"You no fuck Ellen?" Annie's voice cut through the denial. That serrated paradox had her own art of denial and she had compensated by perfecting two personalities to serve her purposes. That sounds like she's nuts but she can switch it on and off, from one to another consciously, as needed where crazy schizos switch in response to stimuli, obvious or hidden, that they cannot control. It was not just denial that prompted me, it was the penile prompter. It wasn't just the knee-jerk response to being intervened on, or however you'd say that, having your free will wrenched out of your lusty hands, which is what an interventions is...hey, numbnuts, you don't know what you are doing, you cannot trust your judgment so let me or us or anyone but you start making your decisions for you and Viola! You become an empty shirt. You look human. You fart and shit and do all those things that make you seem human but the essential element of true reason, free will and choice and with it accountability and responsibility tumble off the Joad's truck and stay in Oklahoma while you move to California to starve and get free health care, bankrupting the state and turning paradise into Fuckedupville.
That was my mind at that moment, chasing any tangent to get me off the subject of my cock and who I could and couldn't fuck. So my fateful words simply emerged to cover up the basic hubris that makes us human, namely the belief in our own judgment.
"I don't want to fuck Ellen." I said it feeling it to be true and feeling the full right to refuse. Consent matters. But while the words were still just sound waves ripping the aether around me, my cosmic soul lurched and bucked and twitched and I knew it in my bones.
The spell was broken.
For a moment, I didn't realize it but when I did, my heart sank and my brain turned to cauliflower. People were talking. I knew they were but it was like I'd flipped universes and here I was a foreigner visiting for the first time because the babbling might as well have been a brook for all I understood.
Denial.
I shook my head. In case you're wondering, this what it is like to be traumatized. Reason, emotions, even instinct get...short circuited, turned into something, dull and senseless, like all the color in the world turns to shades of gray and you feel like the fashion police are right on your tail with blood hounds, er, vicious pink poodles maybe, pursuing you to put you in fashion prison because you can no longer tell color clashes from color smashes...as in smash hits? Checks and plaids worn together become possible to you, rational and the well-dressed gay guy has an anxiety attack and faints.
After denial, blind arrogance. I know, not the conventional sequence of the stages of grief but Aphrodite has her own fucked up rules.
"Fine, shut up, I will fuck Ellen. Take off your panties." I was sure my voice was strong. I was doing all the things I usually did to make it strong and confident or whatever it was that inspired a female to obey that particular instruction, motivation or external impetus, either one.
Ellen, the little minx, did exactly as I ordered. She walked over to the end of the couch, striped her panties down her lithe white legs, stood straight, held out her hand and let them drop. The little bitch did not say a word. Everything about her said, "Okay, now what are you going to do about it, big boy?" She stood staring at me, her panties on the floor in a ribald heap for a few dozen heartbeats. No one spoke. It felt like everyone in the whole room was breathing in unison, like the Mormon Tabernacle Choir was making an obscene phone call. It was breathtaking. Then the little shit made things worse.
She turned, bent over, put one hand on the arm of the couch and with the other pulled her skirt up to her waist, exposing her cunt to the room...but most importantly and so explicitly no one could have been confused about it, to me. If you haven't been following along, this put me in a pickle. I mean, it turned my pickle into a cannoli. If you girls have ever tried to fuck yourself with a cannoli you get my meaning...and don't shake your heads, I know someone has done that at some time or another. Pervs. Waste of a good cannoli.
I know, I know, Sonny, don't be so fucking closed minded.
As you may have figured out, I am stalling because of what happened next. Nothing. Ellen's tight little cunt winked at me and by god if it wasn't drooling wet, still, the little hussy. She assumed the position and waited as if I was the King of France.
Nothing.
My cock didn't even bother to give me the finger...that would have been reassuring. I got no response at all. I felt like I was 50 or, um, may be 60 or okay 100. No matter where I stand in that patch I smash someones strawberry. You get my point. My cock no longer answered the bell.
And fucking Ellen knew it.
I was being mocked. Suddenly, the meaning of this intervention came clear to me, even if I wasn't sure at all if anyone else in the room really understood.
"All you have been doing is fucking, Sonny." Dalia said softly. "You can't go through life doing nothing but fucking."
"Why not?" I asked reasonably.
"Cuz you're not female, bitch." Ellen said from her lurid repose.
"Fuck you, Ellen." I growled.
"What do you think I'm doing, Sonny, looking for spare change? God, do you know what I have been through today? I should get a Nobel Piece prize for being the neediest piece of ass in the world who didn't get any dick today."
I tried to remember if I had been inside her today and damned if I couldn't. Wait, I think she sucked me anyway, at least once...but maybe twice. I couldn't remember if I fucked her or not. That worried me right off. If I let on, that would be an insult and god knows what that would lead to...nothing good for Sonny! I looked around the room. Everyone was looking at me.
"He still isn't getting it." Georgia said.
Tawny shook her head. The girl looked scared. Uh oh, Tawny never looked scared. Okay, that's not true...I wasn't getting anything right. Tawny knew when to look scared and she looked scared now.
Georgia stood up and came over to me. I cringed and she looked really perturbed. There was older sister history behind my very justified reaction. She hugged me anyway.
"What we are all trying to tell you is that you have more pussy than any one man can possibly fuck. Ever. And every time you turn around, you bump your cock into more."
"Pump. My cock doesn't bump into females, I pump it into them." I offered, feeling all cogent and smart. Georgia ignored me entirely which dampened my confidence.
"You even fucked three more strangers this afternoon."
"Four." I corrected. "And okay, not Ellen. But that wasn't my doing. Blame Ellen for that." I meant the four new females, not the not fucking Ellen part. I rather fucked up the syntax and was puzzling over how to go back and correct it when my teeth rattled.
Georgia took me by the shoulders and looked into my eyes all serious and shit.
"Sonny, no one is blaming anyone, least of all you. God, the sex I have had..."
"We all have had." That was Landon and for a moment I felt that old thrill from his approval, a thrill I had been missing for a long time, or ignoring, I realized. Georgia continued over the interruption.
"...has been the most amazing sex I have ever had. And I feel like I will get more and it's because of you...so no blame." Dalia moved up to stand beside Georgia with Tawny on her other flank, just behind her shoulders.
"Sonny, we think you need to stop." Dalia said.
"Stop?" I grunted, like the word was Chinese but some obscure dialect only three people understood. "Stop what?"
"Stop fucking every woman you meet."
"Hey, I didn't fuck Charm, or even try." I objected.
Georgia rolled her eyes and dropped her hands from my shoulders.
"I told you it was pointless. He's a prick with ears."
"Oh god, can I sit on his head?" Fucking Holly! Where did she come from? The little smart ass.
"Sonny, listen, Landon has an idea." Sammy stood up and came over to me and I felt like they were about to lay hands on me and pray to Jesus to take away this evil spirit that had possessed me. I stepped back. No fucking way...I wanted that evil spirit back so I could mount Ellen the way she wanted. And every other female in the room.



Oh.
The realization hit me in the solar plexus and then sucker punched me in the glass paper weight I called a jaw. Sammy was still talking.
"Just listen. You are losing weight, for fuck sake. A guy from school said he saw you downtown and ask if you were addicted to heroin or something. You are fucking yourself to death and Landon has a suggestion."
"Suggestion?" I knew what that word meant but it was like sitting in an electric chair and suddenly getting that it had nothing to do with light. My mind was still back at the light that had gone on...or more descriptive of the feeling, gone out. Oh my god, they were right!
"Will you listen to him?" Sammy asked, laying a hand on my arm, my sisters had retreated...no, no, that was me...I had stepped back. Sammy followed me. "We are concerned about you, Sonny. This is dangerous." Then he grinned, with that "I am about to say something wildly politically incorrect but so funny I can't stop myself" look. "I get that fucking yourself to death is the way to go, but you are too young to die. Walk down and fuck them all!"
"Fuck them all." I repeated, like I was tasting the words for later application in a recipe.
Landon appeared around Dalia.
"We have a plan, one that I have been working on with Darlene for weeks."
I shook my head.
"No, no, no...don't say it." I felt it in my gut that it was bound to be something horrible.
"Sonny, you cannot be responsible for pleasing all the women you have fucked. No one man can. How many collars have you handed out, anyway."
"Well, let me see, Annie is one, Kyla put hers on, Natasha, oh Alissa..." Sammy smacked my arm.
"A rhetorical question, moron. Shut up and listen."
Landon continued.
"These women have all had their eyes opened to their sexual potential."
"Eyes." I interjected. I was like a tennis player trying to win points by altering the speeds of my returns. My interruptions were not making any sense, which didn't help my rejection of the situation.
"Fucking shut up, Sonny and listen!" Georgia said, her voice rising. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up. I shut up and listened. The last time I heard that tone in her voice I needed stitches, a lot of them.
Landon stared at me and finally crossed his arms.
"Sonny, I want to own every woman you have acquired. Not me personally, not the way you do but own, for us...in the sense that I have the right over their cunts. Who and what touches them. Darlene says that a MILF house would make thousands if we ran it right and made sure the powers that be became the powers that fucked in a very safe and intelligent way. We just need to know how to collect the money and keep the accounting straight and Sammy and Brent have been working on it."
"Whores?" I growled. "You want to make our mothers into whores?" I found I was shouting and took a long deep breath.
"Hush." Funny, when Landon said it, it stuck. Landon in love had altered him but this was Landon in love and Darlene whispering sweet business plans in his ear while he fucked her. I just knew it but strangely, I felt my tense shoulders relax. "I'll organize a way to manage this so that there is a double blind system so they cannot track the money. Sammy came up with a really cool method. It will be really difficult to track back and we can launder the money..."
I shook my head.
"No. Not just no, but fuck no!" I finally felt angry, really angry. After all the buffeting, driven by the winds and tossed, I had finally had enough. "I don't want to know any details...it is a fucked up idea. I want no part of it."
"That's our point. You go on like you are but no one needs you to fuck them...you just fuck as you like. Right now you have far to many women who are..."
"No. No!" I cried, hearing the whine in my voice and choking it off. "No. I want nothing to do with this. They are mine."
"But you cannot keep them all happy." Landon said.
That phrase reverberated and I felt it deep inside me and I went weak in the knees.
"No." I repeated, whispering. "No. They are all mine."
"I told you this wouldn't work." Tawny said. "Go ahead, Georgia, you were right."
When my eyes focused, Brent was standing before me holding a lap top with Skype making its crazy robot sound. It clicked and Mom appeared.
"Oh shit." I muttered. "Um, hi Mom." I said.
"Sonny...I don't have a lot of time but you listen to what Landon tells you. If you don't make a B on any assignment, you can't fuck anyone until you finish the next assignment. If your average falls below a B, in any class, you can't fuck anyone at all until that average is back up. You hear me, boy?"
Oh shit...the nuclear option. The "mom voice" reached down inside of me and clutched my heart and squeezed. I did the only thing I could do. I nodded.
"Good...it wouldn't hurt you to call your mother sometimes." A cock appeared, a man's hand pushed at the back of her head and the cock slide into her mouth and then the picture doinked and vanished. I felt like my retinas had been repossessed.
Landon was talking, I made sense of this line.
"...won't ever call you. You can call them. If they need sex, they call me and I will link them up. We will have it set up on a subscription basis that has nothing to do with sex but we'll take care of a lot of folks. Alissa thinks that there is quite a market for it if we can manage it right."
"I want them all. I want to keep them all."
"Of course you do but you can't." Landon said, speaking to me like I was in shock. In that moment, I realized that yes, I likely was in shock. My cock stops working and suddenly all my pussy is being rustled away from me. It wasn't fair.
I realized I had become a whiny little bitch in the last ten minutes. My mind cleared and my back straightend.
"Okay, you're right. This is absurd. But Alissa is mine, and Kyla and Natasha...And Annie and Lydia and Lynn and..." Landon interrupted me.
"No, stop. You won't own anyone but we all know if you call any woman they will, mostly, answer the phone and meet you and bend over for you. That's your magic power. I don't understand it, didn't believe it but it is you. You don't fuck every woman you touch but you have an uncanny ability to identify the ones that will fuck you and when you ask for the privilege they throw off their bra with their caution and you mount them like they want and they love you for it. You fuck them because you can...and they are happy to oblige. No, you will stop owning anyone. You can pursue them and even collar them if you like...but the collar is a corporate collar."
"A community collar." Brent interjected. Landon nodded.
"A community collar. When a woman wears your collar, it means I can sell them to be fucked. Everybody wins."
"What about me?" I asked. "How do I win?"
"You can fuck any female you collar whenever you like. But that is not the issue with you, never was and it is part of your charm."
"Oh? What's the issue?"
Ellen stood up out of her "fuck me, mount me" pose and moved between my sisters.
"The issue, Sonny, is that you like to help people integrate their sexuality into their lives. Instead of repressing what they want and need, they find a way to share their bodies in ways that don't damage themselves or others."
"Jeez, that sounds too good to be true." I groused.
"It is...when we are around you, it is so clear...fucking is good. When you leave, it's like we lose the bubble and forget it until the next time you come round. And that's okay. We learn, much slower in our way but you inspire us to find things we never knew we could find and integrate them." Ellen slipped her hand inside Sammy's arm and he looked so embarrassed. "I'd never have found out how well Sammy matches me without your intervention, or your access to me. I'd still be fucking B&K just to keep my job instead of working with Alissa."
Alissa appeared beside Sammy and, in front of us all, kissed him. She then looked at me.
"Sonny, right this moment my husband is fucking my sister. And they seem to be blissfully pleased about it and you know what? For the first time in my life, having my sister go second with a man I am fucking has not bothered me. Know why? Because I'm yours. Even though I know that Jamie is going to get between my knees now, likely whenever he wants, I'm still yours. See how suddenly I am distributed sexually now? Even my own son has fucked me and will again...and Ellen..." Her face clinched in that moment as though the realization was newly born and it surprised her. "Everyone of us has found something or someone fucking us that we never would have allowed...but around you, fucking is good. So we fuck what fits us and it is good." She smiled at me like she was making sense. I felt like I'd been dipped in vanilla and they were one by one washing it off of me...er, maybe licking it off of me? No, they were using a fire hose on me!
Darlene appeared beside Landon. She slipped her arm around him and he put his around her.
"Did you ever imagine Landon Clark of all people could fall in love?" She asked.
My mind was awhirl and nothing made sense to me. I staggered backwards.
"Okay, okay...I'll go to classes tomorrow...I need to go get my car." The stillness in the room shattered like like a dropped mirror. And just like that the challenge ended. No one moved but I was shouldering on my coat. I was shaking, my mind was fissured with gaps and sentence fragments and bad grammar. I retreated into the abstraction of language and found nothing but graffiti and short-lived ad campaigns and absolutely no comfort. I just wanted to be alone, to be quiet and at ease and, and, and alone! That's what trauma is like...you just want the world to stop so you can get off and go to the toilet and relieve a little pressure...but that almost never happens.
This time, though, it did. Somehow, everyone in the room sensed that Sonny was in need of a little alone time, some "me" time that didn't involve my cock making all the decisions. You hear about balanced living? I was face to face with the ugly fact that a guy cannot fuck indefinitely. A woman gets chafed but a guy...we just can't! At some point, the cock won't answer the bell and everyone knows you cannot fuck with a limp dick. It ain't possible! A guy cannot fuck without limit! I had been acting like it was and now the maw had opened up under my feet and I was falling! But you know the oddest thing? It felt like everyone in the room understood and were willing to give me the space and time to "figure things out", which is code for not give it one more fucking thought. I wanted to watch cartoons and get hyped up on sugar cereal.
"I'll drive you." Ellen said, stepping into her panties. I stared at her and she caught me. "What? It's fucking cold out there. I go out in that cold with my cunt as wet as it is around you and I'll get frost bite for sure." In the midst of my extra-sensual crisis, Ellen could still be as practical as an auto mechanic. Oddly, that reassured me. Despite the fact that I had hunted the milfius pussicus, found it, fucked it, surveyed the species and been devoured by it one at a time, I felt a sense of well-being. Ellen's forthrightness re-grounded me. I nodded assent. With that, we left my house.
We drove in silence to my car but once there she grasped me by the arm before I opened the door to go get it.
"Sonny wait. Your sisters got you a room. Here's the room key. They want you to relax and go to class in the morning. They packed your things, so it should all be there. You can stay there all week until you get caught up."
I stared at the keycard but finally took it.
"The Mystery of Life, room 1723." Ellen said.
How I got there, I don't know, honestly. I arrived and was walking down the corridor in a bit of a haze. The world had shifted under my feet. I thought of all the unfinished things I had, Lynn came to mind. No, she wasn't unfinished, just drooling milk. Holly, Laura and her brothers, Lydia and Xavia and...the list got really long suddenly and I was too tired to think about it. My mother had told me to get my grade average above a B or no nookie for Sonny and the last thing I wanted was for her to need to return from China to make me study. That much was clear. I drove to the Mystery of Life, parked and made my way inside.
I found the door to my room awash in a luscious sense of relief...I know, that's just nuts. I didn't think I'd get up Monday morning and go from one deep pussy to the next and plumb them all with the length of my cock. I swear, I felt relieved.
I opened the door and stepped inside. A light was on. I presumed it was the turn down service until I heard a woman's voice.
"Hello?" I stopped. Behind me the door swung to and clunked closed. "Who is there?" I ventured deeper into the room, not a suite, just a simple room with a hall past the bath to the bedroom. I peeked around the corner. A substantial woman was sitting up in bed, a flimsy negligee draped across her substantial tits held in place by straining spaghetti straps. She was looking at me hungrily.
"I must have the wrong room." I mumbled, looking at the key in my hand.
"Sonny Duncan?" She said pleasantly.
I nodded, gobsmacked.
"I'm Mavis Percival. You don't know me. My husband is Howard Percival. He is your sisters' boss."
"Oh fuck." I muttered. "The Five Hundred mile rule."
Mavis nodded.
"Your sister Georgia and I worked out a trade. You fuck me into a puddle and we get caught, so Howard will fuck your sister Georgia into a puddle."
I shook my head.
"Fuck me." I said. "Nothing is as it appears." I thought.
"Gladly." Said Mrs. Howard Percival, patting the bed beside her.
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News from Contrasting
First a big thank you and an apology to all those who over the last years of silence and inactivity have inquired after my inspiration and health. Neither were very good and the silence is the evidence. The struggle to return to form has been long and difficult and it may be in vain, that is yet to be seen. The desire to "finish" the MILF List and other projects has been present and though the spirit were willing, the flesh has been weak and the muse capricious. Sorry for the absence, it was not by choice or inattention or indifference. Thanks to all for the care and concerned expressed for whatever reason, for it does serve as some impetus to return at all, even at the risk of proving less than before if not less than the task requires.
In truth, the main reason I did not attempt to renew the List was the real fear and potential to fail to do it justice. Whether I have rebuilt what was lost is yet to be known, but hey, what is life without a little drama, right? So we'll find out...at this writing I have at least 2 more installments of Extending the MILF List to post and they should appear presently. So there's that. How they fare is the thing and I am ready to find out. Thank you to you all for whatever you have found here, I hope what I offer next will not disappoint.
I thought to use an essay to answer a few questions that have been posed in comments. Yes, I read comments avidly, though a few trolls have been dismissed with prejudice. I have taken no few suggestions to heart, put my "Sonny spin" on them and submitted them for consideration, so comments can and do affect the work.
One question I find interesting regarding if I had this plotted out from the start. No. At the start, I wanted to discover I could write a good story that I'd like to read, written as I liked with what aroused me, me! Beyond that, I wanted to see how long I could keep a single story going without getting boring and/or repetitious. The "insert tab A into slot B" plot is pretty basic but reduced to those basics, that is all these stories are. However, to be fair, the emotions and thoughts of the bodies that are being so assembled are where the interest, variation and artistry lies. And that provides truly infinite possibilities. My intent was to see how many episodes I could write and not become bored. I did okay in that regard. With some notable exceptions perhaps, I have managed to extend the MILF list well.
If we ignore the stamina required to be Sonny, which I admit I may have over estimated, certainly compared to my own, but shoot, we still like to read about Superman and the others and that hasn't gotten old. Sonny in truth displays many of the attributes I wistfully wish I'd have had at his age, or even now in my waning years to be honest. He has been a joy to write.
One of the best comments made has been that he is just a good guy. I faced quite a challenge to make a "good guy" who could have many women and do "right" by them each and every one. How in the world could one guy manage that and not be destroyed by the green-eyed monster along the way? Or succumb to conceit and turn into a duffus or worse, a bitch boy? I find Jealousy, as I have written, to be the least attractive expression of the human heart. Sonny is both the embodiment of that sentiment and the results of it. He exhibits a singular desire to give as good as he gets and is unconstrained by preconceptions of what others should want, seeming nearly always to want to offer what is desired, even if he had to expand his repertoire to do so. That is called "growth".
This created a problem. Growth meant that things change. So given who and what Sonny was, what would growth lead to? That was a puzzle that the MILF List tended to avoid. I did have an "ending" of sorts in mind somewhere in the midst of "Sharing" but it took much longer to arrive there than I ever expected, mostly I confess, because I just didn't want to stop writing about Sonny and his approach to life as a rabid cocksman. Ending this sort of story, without a central plot question, tends to be difficult. I was utterly unwilling to stop writing a character I came to find such a delight as often seems to occur, and dissolve the delight of his exploits in a disaster that leaves everyone doubting that such an adventure could ever be allowed by the cosmos or the powers that be. This seems like an overly moralistic view, that disaster must follow delight, like winter following spring, eventually. The happily ever after, optimism didn't match either so I needed some other option. So far my solution has been to not stop. We'll see how that works.
Part of my silence has been a personal journey that took me off the path that Sonny walked into my own shadowed darkness, sexually speaking, that has changed and altered my feeling and view of sexual life for humans. This change has been profound so I am not sure if I can return to the more or less consistent view of Sonny's world at the outset. A vista has opened.
This creates a whole other problem. In this genera, it is unnerving to start reading one sort of story and find an entirely different kink added into it. It can be at best irritating to find some untoward addition that does not match how the story began or what was promised by its category cropping up after being invited into a story by good writing or an interesting character. This proved difficult as I embarked on a personal journey of sexual discovery of my own, not to attempt to blend that journey into my writing. That contributed to the silence for sure. Knowing how such mixing and matching affects the unsuspecting reader left me inarticulate for some time, unable to write about sexuality without addressing my growing list of questions and the confusions they bespoke. I hope to be emerging from this confusion to the point that I can partition off various elements of sexuality so one is not ambushed by the appearance of some unexpected luridity (I know, not a word), that dampens the sensation of an otherwise well-told story. I honestly don't know if I can tell a singular story any longer. The impact of a deep dive into the warrens of BDSM and d/s in particular has lefts its mark on both my writing and my psyche. But fascinations pass, passions cool and equilibrium returns, but it hasn't happened quite yet, so we'll see what develops.
It may be that the narrow vision of singular stories may be a past fancy for me. I may have transformed into a storyteller focused on a journey that includes a greater variety than I began with and I won't be able to shelve that variety for long or perhaps at all. It's an adventure. While I am not apologetic about this, I can apologize in good faith. I may go where you have no wish to go and that is a hazard. My journey may not be yours. Or I may just be out in front a ways and you will catch up in your own good time. Either way, I may not write the narrow limited stories that focus on a single erotic version. My present opinion is that such stories of change can be styled as "growth" to justify the addition of a myriad of sexual behaviors. Such is the nature of exploration and if that is not the path you are on, what the future holds for me may well be unsettling if not just irritating. We love what we love. If I can continue to write the cloistered stories with singular focus, I shall but in this moment, I find that unlikely, but then this entire journey was impossible to conceive before it began. Surprises do happen.
As I said, I am still emerging so I don't know where this will lead me. I do want to put some sort of conclusion to the MILF List and other projects I have started and not completed to any satisfactory end, but that may be a vain hope in some cases. I continue to put the onus on the capricious muse(s) and not wear the blame like my own private scarlet letter.
One other thing I'll address and that is my use of words. One reader listed a rather long list of words not usually used. So, okay, I confess I do love words, and making them fit together in funny, odd, even twisted ways is part of the joy of this for me. Beyond that, I try things, and yes, sometimes my attempts fall flat.
One thing I have set out to learn is how to write characters speech patterns differently, so that all my characters do not sound like me when I talk (or write) but develop idiosyncratic ways of speaking. I have had variable luck in this endeavor I confess, but I keep trying. Part of the hazard is that I have a shitty memory so even when I find something that works in one episode, I may forget all about it by the time I get to the next or the third one removed. The lack of a good memory is a real hazard in this context, so recalling and linking all the hooks I dangle while in the throes of inspiration may prove difficult, variable and only erratically successful. Sonny talks about his memory the way mine works. Erratically and without discernible pattern. I am happy when I can be consistent and not change someone's hair color from scene to scene. Consistency matters but it is not simple in a long form story, that's my story and I am sticking too it.
One of the most difficult things to write is a large group scene, the orgy at Sonny's house for example because writing is linear and in a group scene things are happening concurrently. To recount them is to defy that concurrent reality because of this medium and its limitations so getting things consistent is a real chore. Not to mention figuring out what to include, what to leave out, and more to the point, the order to present things in, even if point of view constraints aren't present to help narrow the options. Writing any scene that includes many characters is difficult, orgy or battle or party or riot or dance...and many writers flinch away from the task but simply skipping it and writing about the main characters reaction in retrospect. This is a sure sign of a lapse in ability, talent, or courage on the writer's part but it is not a surprising lapse to surrender to. One of the "rules" I set for myself is never to "skip the sex". These are sex stories and giving short shrift to the sexual experience makes the story itself nearly irrelevant.
This leads right to the ability to tell about fucking, over and over and over and over again in ways that does not get repetitive and thus boring. Such an ambition remains a goal and readers judge my success, or failure in this regard. But keeping that fresh was an honest ambition, succeed or fail. One approach then, was to expand the likely words that told of tab A inserted into slot B, which, went the theory, gave a different feel to the telling, differentiating it from the one before. This created a technical if not artistic need for more and different words. This was not a slavish reliance on a thesaurus as some have speculated so much as an effort to keep the telling of what is basically the same action over and over, fresh and interesting. This should not be surprising since fucking never really grows old. Using the same sorts of words over and over, however, does, at least for me.
In like manner, the effort to make characters "sound" the same emerged and experiments with phrasing, sentence structure and length, as well as vocabulary became part of the process. This accounts for some notably intentional abuse of the language, those in quotes allow me to claim both intention and valid license. Beyond this, I never found using an "editor" to be comfortable as it took away control...I'd finish a chapter and want feedback right away and waiting for an editor to get around to finish a once over was too difficult to endure. So I had to learn to edit my own work myself, which was a skill I had to learn. And it is just difficult. No matter how many times I read work over, typos and homonyms often kick my butt, hiding from the pollyanna eyes that insist I write perfect English and so just go error blind. I take it right up the geeky. I am sorry for that but I can only say I did my best but editing is a skill and it varies with exhaustion and focus. I can only ask for mercy if I leave "than" when I mean "then" and claim my idiot fingers did not type what my mind was thinking and thereby avoid the more obvious option that my mind was irrational and untutored in the perfection such work demands. If to err is human, why must I be so human? It is a real question.
As for timing, delays I have blamed on a bitch muse and so it is. When a story goes into the ditch, there is little awareness of WHAT the problem is, but only a surety that something is not working. After the depression passes, which can take a long time, then the tricky task of flexing out various aspects of a story to find where I ran off the road and into a ditch that got me stuck begins and that is no easy endeavor either. Finding the ditch does in no way guarantee the ability to find the path out of the morass and to a good resolution for the scene or story. That is a whole other process.
Why this can't happen in the blink of an eye or after a good nap is utterly beyond me, hence the intuition of a muse that brings the inspiration but who, when she dallies and fritters away her time in a bar shooting darts, leaves me panting for something I have no idea how to obtain and no surety that any solution will be forthcoming. I have learned to not panic when I have no idea how to get out of the ditch or how to proceed once the flaw is identified. Panic rarely if every helps the cause. Had to learn THAT too. The net effect is delays that I simply have no control over. Inspiration is the in-breathing of the divine, even when writing erotica. There is a muse for the erotic and she's just as nuts as all the others. It is no accident that the muses began as the furies and end benign and blessed, but begin as torture and angst. Out of the chaos comes order, but chaos is often the price the orderly mind must pay. And that tax is always paid and collected.
I may add to this along the way. If other questions arise that seem fun to answer in a longer form than in comments. Always seems a little irrational to add my own comments to the comments sections under my own work. Like writing my own review, which seems fully conceited. Well, I hope this offers some perspective on the MILF List and if you have questions, feel free to send me a note, but include an email address or I can't respond. I haven't much lately for complicated reasons but perhaps I can in the future. Regards, -C
PS. I have reposted a version of Extending Chapter 5 which I think is much better than the original. 2 new chapters will be forthcoming in the near future, both are done, just editing them.
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EXTENDING THE MILF LIST: CHAPTER 23
Finding the Path Beyond the MILF List
"You can't fuck for a living if you are a man." I spoke the words with the eager conviction of the newly converted, the acolyte newly minted, brim full of the certainty that insufficient information tends to create. My excuse is that I was a youth, pure and simple and I had just had the most incredible days of delight, fucking a host...or would it be a hostess...the Holy Host? The Holly Host? The Holly Hostess? Whatever, I fucked the semantics out of a lot of females. I fucked them all, a coterie of females so that my perspective on life was canted in favor of pussy and then de-canted to fill me with doubt about the wisdom of allowing pussy to so thoroughly dominate my life. Now, in this surrealistic moment, I was being confronted with a contrary view from the sixth degree of separation.
But it was far from that simple because it was the sixth degree of separation from three or four points in my life. Jeb Wills knew the man or he said he knew Jeb Wills. He also knew Hassum, though not well, only by sight he said. He knew Borland Northcutt and Suzanne...when he mentioned her I got the distinct feeling he knew her in much the same Biblical way, chapter and verse, that I had been introduced to her and it amused me to think this serious guy with the sense of humor of a guillotine could have been mounted by Suzanne. He also said he knew Pixie, which amused me more. The picture of that tuft of pussy penetrated by this guy's cock was so surreal that it almost seemed normal. Now that is surreal! And last but not least, he knew Chilton St. Vincent and the clump of family pussy that I had all fucked. Not the guys, just my standard though I don't mind lining a cock and pussy up for that fine and delicious interaction...er...insertion.
What is more, he seemed to know who I had fucked and why...which is silly because "why" was always answered with "because I could" in my mind and he seemed to see some complex and profound purpose to it all. Oddly, Sid...oh, yes, he knew Sid and Annie both and rattled off a few Chinese names I did not remember and did not know, so they were not "separation" so much as disconnections. Sid had recommended me to him, so he said. This guy was the most humorless man, no person, I had ever met. He talked like Ellen but with no understanding of how odd and funny and foreboding he was. He acted as if it was all normal.
"So you see, Mr. Duncan, there is some indication that you have a rather unique property that could have some value to me, to us. I know Hassum but he doesn't know me, not by sight. He arranges some things for me from time to time but I don't meet him face to face." I really wanted to make some smart ass comment about why I was blessed with his face and this meeting but something else had caught in my mental craw and I got busy hawking it up, trying to clear my head of the whole idea, which silence he took for assent and persisted in talking which I had the distinct feeling made him uneasy. By the time he paused, I was uneasy...and I had very good reason.
"But you say you kill people for a living." I muttered, disbelieving. The man shook his head.
"I have said no such thing. You said that."
"Why else would you want someone to be able to get a woman out of the house so only the husband would be home?" I asked, all Hollywood-wise in my liberal narrow-mindedness.
"Maybe I'm gay and want to try my hand at raping a Vanilla Wafer who has a beautiful wife to compare it with some other version of dicking a dick." He has his own lingo, I'll say that for him.
"Hey, that's not funny." I objected. "I was once a vanilla wafer."
"Never intended it to be. My friend, I do know this will likely twist up your girdle...but that is part of the test. You may never see me again. If you fail the test, you'll one day think you dreamed this and the reality I live in will fade from your mind. Not every shadow hides a horror."
Great. I get stuck with a Zen Master Assassin.
"Some shadows are just shadows." He finished, fucking up the whole laconic Zen thing he had going. I felt like I was getting advice from an auctioneer who liked to gossip. "Mr. Duncan, men like you are rare. I am here to see if you can perform under pressure. The pressure that knowledge creates when surrounded by people who don't understand what is really going on."
That puzzled me.
"Why would that create pressure in me?"
The man shrugged and that didn't look comfortable for him, like he had learned it from me and was curious about what being unsure of something was like, like tasting an exotic new food from a street vendor as a way of living dangerously for once, haute cuisine a la gutter, snails served cold in a plastic bag. He continued.
"Some people seem to need to tell what they know. I guess to see if they know it, to get external validation, to correlate the new, strange information in a way that tells them they know it. They chatter and if you just listen, you know what they know soon enough, what they think too soon, what they believe unavoidably early, too early. They mistake potential for ability. And they learn nothing of you. If I see you again, ever, it will be because you have gone on with your life like this moment never happened."
With that, he rose and left the hotel room.
Talk about weird. That was fucking weird. I come back to a hotel room, paid for by...well, either my sisters, which makes no sense, or their boss's wife, which makes much less sense so that would be like negative sense despite the fact that she seemed to want to be fucking me but wasn't, then anyway, or the boss himself paid for said room, which makes the most sense because he's intent on boning sisters, but who isn't? My sisters is the point, so if he is paying for my room so I can fuck his wife, it's all to get a mile of cock into my sisters six inches at a time, which does make sense but everyone denies it, so I go to that room on that Wednesday and I find this guy. No name, he tells me when I ask, because it's better if I don't know. He's just a blue presence...not his skin idiots, clothes right down to blue suede shoes, shades of midnight and mystery. He then runs a finger down his left cheek smearing the makeup there and pulls off the bushy black right eyebrow so he looks like a mime who just got punched out by a gay boxer. It's just to let me know not to trust my eyes either, he says.
Then he tells me that he has reason to have access to a man like myself...I puff up at being called a man, which has not happened very often yet at that point in my life and I was still young enough to have that as a sincere aspiration, that I'd be a man someday. I asked why and he says, powerful men, important men, evil men still had women who loved them and mostly the women were innocent and should not be splattered with the blood of the sacrifice when their men pay for their sins. And he is surprised that I jump to the conclusion that he is an assassin! I suppose if you analyze his statement the blood came from the sacrifice and the sacrifice was a metaphor for paying a debt of some sort but still...blood!
He tells me that it is a fantasy that men like him were any good at seducing females or males for that matter or anyone. The James Bond character does not exist, at least not for very long. Once a man is known to think with his dick, Mr. No Name says, the minute he steps into the shadow, someone will end his life, just to reduce the clutter in the shadows, I suppose. "No, lethality and sensuality remain forever separate despite the French overstatement or understatement, which is what brings me to you," he said to me. "The best way to move an innocent out of the way of disaster is to have her seduced, to have her mind succumb to the needs of her body and then find that her heart has been captured in the process."
"You mean get her to think with her pussy?"
Mr. No Name looked positively embarrassed.
"I wish you wouldn't use that word with me." He said.
"Okay, how is cunt? That better?" I was finally back on my metaphorical feet from finding this strange man in my hotel room. When I challenged him, in the midst of a disturbing experience of my own, with an internal fissure in my psyche, destined to grow more intense, Mavis would see to that, he opened our interview by showing me a very menacing weapon, a matte black pistol in a shoulder holster while informing me of his conviction that he didn't think I wanted to make a ruckus or call security or anything of that sort. In fact, after he had his say, he thought I would likely just forget him and this conversation.
See? I'm trying to tell about this experience and it's all jumbled up in my head as if my head wasn't like a rummage sale after a tornado already or no, it would be soon, as I said, Mavis would contribute to my inner turmoil...but I'll get to that. Finding a stranger in my hotel room, well, a male stranger I guess, that unnerved me. Like it can't be real and isn't something that fits for Sonny Duncan. I remember snippets of the conversation but mostly I have this amorphous sense of what happened, which sort of fits with his intimation that I'd eventually think (and feel) like I imagined the whole thing which seemed immediately reasonable since I thought at the time I was...imagining him, his words and that blackish pistol he showed me. He wanted to tell me that he might like to engage me to "seduce a woman or two from time to time, to move them out of the line of fire" were his words. "Or maybe to interdict some childishly jealous man from doing something he ought not to be doing by tweaking his jealous nose."
"By fucking his wife?" I'd interrupted, aghast and appalled and feeling most put upon. That I would ever be party to such a perversion astounded me...but then I remembered my promise to Borland about seducing his ex-wife, check, and the insinuation to her that I'd put her 19 year old son between her legs, check, and handing Lydia to Seth, check and Holly on a leash, check, and fucking Mrs. Percival so my sister, ugh, sisters, could fuck her apparently incredibly sexy husband, check, well pending at that precise moment but Mrs. Percival assuredly gets fucked, by me...how the man knew all these things and managed to throw them into my face, I had no idea. I didn't want to know either. It spelled N S A, however I labeled it. Or he was an angel from God and I should be soon heading back to church?
See? I am making very little sense because this is Hollywood movie type of shit, not Sonny Duncan type of shit. Of course, when I think about what I had been doing, as Mr. No Name aptly pointed out to me, no one would believe that either. Not like I was firmly rooted in conventional reality anyway...so that realization allowed me to listen to the guy without freaking out because he'd casually showed me a gun. In fact, looking back on it, I was calm, cool and collected even though my asshole was tight as that of a felonious priest in prison.
Each time I try to summarize, I get new flashing fragments of why I think that part of the summary is true but I'll try to stop chasing rabbits. The point of his visit was to tell me that he would be interested in engaging me to seduce specific women in a time frame of his choosing. He was telling me this to see if I could function with that possibility dangling out there. He wanted me to know of this possibility and then he'd "see" if I could function normally in my life with that possibility pending on purpose.
I told him there was no chance. I didn't do theater and I'd fall to pieces. Theater was Chris's world but this guy didn't know Chris so wouldn't get the reference, or would he? That thought made my neck tickle, so I told him I had no aspiration to do that but he just smiled in a way that would forever define enigmatic smiles for me. I think he left about then and Mavis returned. I almost asked her if she saw the guy but realized I had no idea how to begin to explain our conversation, being less able at that moment then even, than I am now! Oh, he did say never to mention him to anyone, which, well, I am mentioning it but, I didn't at the time or later, just now, so the contradiction is only if you discount time and space which I find inconvenient if not down right risky.
I know, I'm skipping a whole lot of stuff and I am. When last we left our hero, he was arriving in the hotel room his sisters had got for him, presumably for his rest and recovery after a couple weeks of non-stop fucking that they feared was killing him or at least, affecting his scholastic endeavors adversely (which it wasn't by the way, well not much, well okay, maybe they had a point, a small one, but points tend to be small so that's just silly and redundant). Turned out that they were putting him in the path of the wife of their boss whom they all seemed to want to fuck, the boss not the wife, Georgia at the very least, except she had already fucked him but past the 500 miles the rules allowed so that didn't count in their calculus of coitus. They had made this big "to do" about intervening to save my life when they were only trying to get me focused on freeing up the boss at work so they could get additional cock. Without hurting my three little feelings I suppose.
I honestly had no idea where they worked. It always struck me as a little strange that they all worked at the same place and traveled and did things like that. I was incurious. They didn't offer and I didn't ask. They didn't know what my major in school was...which is sort of disingenuous since I didn't know either. So her explanation that she was Mavis Percival and her husband was Howard Percival who was the head honcho at the place where all three of my sisters worked sounded just outlandish enough to be plausible, even if I didn't much feel like checking the story. The "lazy" do love trust. So do the "naive", the "innocent" and...oh well, fuck me, I guess everyone loves trust.
She was in my hotel room, Mavis was...that is, in my hotel room bed, wearing, when I looked closer, one of my shirts over the flimsy negligee that showed off her plush body. And she was plush. Not fat, not even big boned but plush. Her tits were the size of my head, bold, proud and full with no droop or apology, clearly evident as being responsible for the swell in the negligee with its spaghetti straps so tight from the strain of holding in those mammoth breasts they creased her plush upholstery, fine skin that makes the mouth water, my mouth, to be honest, that was the negligee I'd see after she removed my shirt. And thin material that let me see her hard, erect nipples very clearly. The rest of her body was in proportion to those big tits, so that she looked right, just...um...formidable, which, to be clear, was a contradiction, no, a paradox I think she called it when she went to calling things by their proper names, which took her awhile for reasons I had little understanding of.
Mavis had thick ankles but dainty feet, in proportion with rest of her mortal coil, but pretty feet, which is rare which is why some females wear those pointy-toed high heels and the Chinese wrapped their girls' feet with wet leather straps. There was no cottage cheese on her menu. She was like a prototype Porsche, all slick and clean and hard carbon fiber but plush, no straight lines to be seen anywhere. She had those cool brown eyes that make you think she could eat you in one bite and that makes you think about teeth and everything falls apart...voracious has its place but cocksucking may not be the number one spot on the hit parade.
I was so exhausted that Sunday night and with the empirical demonstration that my cock was done for the night, I had no interest in fucking her or anyone else. I thought my sisters understood that. Clearly they had more faith in me than I did or deserved. Mavis was mature too because when I ignored her entirely, showered and slipped into bed, turning off the light on my side of the bed, she didn't say a thing. She just turned off the lamp on her side of the bed and cuddled up against me, pressing her full breasts to my back and that's the last I remember. She was very polite. This was the first indication that Sonny was beyond the MILF list.
I woke up about one in the morning and my body was finally talking to my brain about something besides pussy. Hunger was the topic and the conversation was one sided and repetitive. Mavis, whom I wasn't yet on a first name basis with, was snoring on her side of the bed, the uncommitted sort of sniffle that would keep me awake if nothing else was on my mind. I slipped out of bed and took my clothes out into the hall and dressed...and hoped I had the key card amongst them. I didn't. I did have my wallet and decided I'd worry about the door and getting back into the room after I ate something...something, not someone, assholes.
The hotel restaurant was long closed so I asked at the desk for some all-night establishment catering to cops and drunks, which are different or more people would get shot and for my money, at that moment, I figured we all deserved that and no one was innocent. I was about to prove that I'd passed some point of no return on a journey I didn't plan but which I could not end, avoid or redirect and do something else either.
A hash house down the street got my business. The walk woke me up so I was shivering when I stepped inside. The waitress told me it was too early for the drunks and too late for sane people. I suppose that was a sort of question but I just sat down in a booth and ordered one of everything. Not really, chicken fried steak, eggs, hashed browns with cheese and a big glass of milk. Karen brought it and sat down across from me in the empty place. We chatted while I ate. She seemed very friendly but just that, friendly.
It wasn't until I returned to the room and lay on my back beside the wheezing Mavis who slept sound as a grizzly in January that the existential thought breeched my tired mind and turned it all to oil and water. Suddenly I was all paradox and Platonic love. If a female of age dons a slinky nighty and slides into bed with you, does that constitute consent and the implicit desire to fuck you? And, and if you do not fuck her, putting ability aside for a moment, does that constitute rejection along the lines of "hell hath no fury like a woman scorned" sort of hazard, moral and otherwise?
Is the fundamental flaw of jealousy that if you stick your dick into another woman, then you have ipso facto rejected the previous female into whom you had previously stuck your dick and thus scorned her and invoked this hellish fury from which there is no return or recompense? Since a woman can always open her legs and get stuck in just that way without many inhibitions to interfere, does such a wandering curious cock constitute scorn independent of what the man attached to said cock feels? So jealousy is just the incarnation of rejection arriving after the fact, so second, and thus late to the party and not fashionably so, so out of fashion and thus a social sin imposed on the female by the curious cock which made her so? Which accounts for the fury that such social breeches invite?
You get how muddled my mind was in this moment.
I was awake with this sort of reasoning rampant in my mind and that's not the end of it. I had ordered D. Debra to her knees and dipped my dick into sister after sister for her culinary pleasure and she'd opened wide and sucked and licked as instructed, and I was aroused and thrilled...but then I simply handed her off to Jamie to use as he saw fit. Which I presume he did...his presence at my house, at the Sonny ambush, the memory of which was gradually turning to umbrage in me but with no convenient outlet, puzzled me for I didn't know why he was there but he had the woozy look of a man who was sexually satiated and I doubted if he could have fucked the willing Ellen any more than I could have in that moment. But that wasn't the gist of the thought stuck in my mind that kept me awake that night. Of course, had I known about the visitor with the sinister sinecure, that would have kept me awake but that wasn't to occur until hump day. With that on my mind, days later, the next week I'd scurry down a rabbit hole. Here is the thought gyre that pulled me in.



Did I just put off pheromones that made some females willing to have sex with me? Or did I have the ability to seduce any female I cast my lustful gaze at and turn her into whatever sort of sexual creature I desired her to be?
Okay, that's a long way from asking a simple question. Did the women who fucked me fuck me because I wanted them to or for some other reason? This morphed into another important question. To me at least, so fuck off. Could I have sex with any woman I wanted or not?
See how this dove-tails with the sinister visitor and his curious offer? The umbrage over the ambush would smash into the surrealism of my visitor and dizzy me profoundly. That and the lessons of Mavis served to scramble my addled, pussy-sated brain even while my body wondered what my mind was up to now with the lack of pussy!
It turned me schizophrenic. On the one side of the mirror I returned to being a student. I discovered I was behind in two of five classes against my elegant rationalizations. And had to bend my back to achieve parity before spring break rolled around and broke me. I had a list of females I needed to put to the cock and traveling for spring break seemed like a waste of good fucking time...or perhaps it would prove to be a needed respite since I'd demonstrated exhaustively that I had a true physical limit. But I digress....
On the other side of the mirror, this sexual psychosis boiled in me. How do you know why another person fucks you? True rationality could be simpler...if she will, then you do! For all of my life up until I fucked my own mother...well, a little before that actually, I'd been pleased if any female fucked me and took it at face value and never considered the implications of her willingness to lie down and spread her legs and wink at me with her wet little pussy. It was always, "if you want to I definitely want to, and...if you will and I can, I definitely will!" I had had two previous relationships sort of, depending on how you draw the lines and make the definitions, and had not overlapped or gone hounding after any other pussy because it was like cock dipping had closed me off and even if interest appeared in another female's eyes, I saw only polite sociability and never sexual interest.
Now, however, sociability had vanished and every female I met seemed to be willing to wink in lying invitation at me. And I found myself willing to poke her in the eye all night long and then offer her to my friends to see if they wanted to poke her in the eye too. And thus far, said willing female had been willing to be poked in the pussy when I suggested it by whom I suggested, often with some eagerness they found surprising even as it swamped their good sense in the pheromones of climax. This metaphor has gotten away from me I know and that is the point. The situation had gotten away from me, which presents the uncomfortable and perhaps more important, the unhappy condition that my sisters were right, not to mention the rampant metaphor might actually be apropos.
If you ever had sisters, you know how sticky that wicket can be, allowing them to ever be right has long-lasting effects that are difficult to reverse. The idea that I'd gone hog wild in pussy heaven leaving good sense and decorum arguing in the foyer finally began to have a basis... but fuck, I do hate when my sisters are right! Clumsy and irritating as it may have been, maybe, just maybe they were onto something. Still, and this is an important point, Sonny LOVES pussy! I went to school on Monday and for three days lived and studied and worked and acted all normal and shit if you ignore Mavis, her huge tits that she never showed off to me, or this duality snarling around inside me. The vicious sharpness of its incisors did not appear in my mind until Wednesday afternoon when I finally faced it directly.
Could I fuck any woman I wanted?
There is the real question that haunted me. Consider that sensation and yes, it is a sensation and not an idea or a thought or a theory or a conception...although it could turn into a conception if you plowed a properly fertile field. Don't be impatient with me. Metaphors form buffers between the conscious mind and the harsh, often frightening reality from which they emanate. So don't monkey with my metaphors! I need them to keep me safely insulated from that snarling duality because I feared it might be rabid.
Think about it. What if I had some special some...I was going to say special sauce but that is just too close to not being a metaphor so you see why metaphors matter, so...something...that allowed me to set my sights on a particular female and undress her with my eyes, my mind, then my hands and then take her naked on some random bed irrespective of her position...in life when she's upright, I mean. What if I could take any female I wanted?
First, it suggests that I could set my desire on a particular woman and overcome all of her objections and have her as I desired. As I desired. That entire idea clashed with my previous persuasion that insisted that I was giving each female precisely what she desired and I don't mean my cock. Well, yes, my cock too but the reason my cock filled her need...and her slick, wet pussy was because she got something abstract from me, that she had an emotional or mental need that somehow I managed to persuade her was being filled or would be filled should I be offered the chance to do the filling as I liked, providing my filling for her little pastry.
Yes, sometimes it was purely physical. Fucking dirty milk maid Lynn was to relieve the pressure making her teats swell with milk. But Lydia for example had a latent need to have sex with a woman...or was that need Quilla's? What about Anne and Annie? I fucked them both and the single body responded in very erotically unique ways in both contexts. But I digress....
This was the side of me that throbbed and loomed and otherwise brooded while the other side of me scrambled to get caught up with my school work. By Wednesday night, this psychological bifurcation was in full bloom and I felt like two people stuffed into one skin sack, like meat sausage and veggy sausage stuffed into the same casing, similar but not the same, connected, smashed together, but anathema to each other so that together they made me feel absolutely ill-suited for association with man or beast. And females are the beasts from East of Eden.
What of Mavis, you might ask? Honestly, I ignored her. The growing irritation at my sisters and the others at the "intervention" culminated when I finally saw one of my erstwhile MILF hunters Wednesday morning. I saw Landon standing in the brittle cold and I walked right up to him and pulled him around to face me.
"Landon, ol' buddy, they are mine. All of them and no one is going to make a whore out of any of them, ever." I growled and then just walked away. I liked Landon...still do...no, that's not right. I love him. He's my friend but at that moment, I let fly my own outrageous arrow and told him what his fortune was going to be when it came to the MILF list without any tea leaves. That spurt of umbrage squeezed out of a fissure in my psyche. I didn't feel anger or spite or resentment. I did feel the dissonance between the idea put forward at the intervention and my own feelings about the MILF list and their daughters and the miscellaneous other females who had taken a ride on the Sonny express. That little spurt of insouciant umbrage expressed my feeling at the moment but not my thinking. Honestly, sending a female out to fulfill her life long dream of getting paid to fuck was neither anathema nor a passion of mine. Carol Lynn had that passion, among others I'd discover, perhaps others did and my passion was to give them their passion...but how far would that passion for their passion go in me? What did it mean? This was about to become the headliner in my little immorality play.
These were my thoughts walking away from Landon. Part of me wanted my friend to run after me and try to explain. I wanted him to drag me around and make me talk about it, to discuss it, perhaps successfully drag me around to his way of thinking. That did not happen. In those pregnant but then stillborn moments, I realized I had test driven a Testarossa for D. Debra and then left her garage empty. And to some extent, I was doing that to everyone, dangling them over the slough of erotic satisfaction but never doing more then dipping them into it and not all the way to their Stygian heels, leaving them each with an Achillian and thus fatal vulnerability. But I digress....
Mavis and I were as much like an old, bored, married couple as we could get. Yes, we slept together and yes, after the first couple nights when I got my stamina restored, I got an erection sleeping beside her, cuddled up against her fine ass or her bulbous tits pressed against my bare back through that thin nighty she liked to wear, after I took back my shirt. But we did not speak. Not one word. In fact, after the first exchange when I opened the door to the suite, we did not communicate at all until Wednesday night when the sinister visitor appeared in my life and rather made the fissure in my psyche both evident and more profound.
That significant Wednesday, Mavis left a note for me that she was having dinner with Howard that evening. I read it standing by the TV table when he turned on the bathroom light and scared the bejeezus out of me. I know I have this account all jumbled up but that's because it is all jumbled up. In me! I was having a sort of internal crisis, like a TV suddenly only getting radio stations for the audio and trying to pair them up with the pictures and fucking it all up. I mean if a TV was truly a "smart TV" and not just programming that is dumb as gravity and just as inconvenient...and convenient, it could figure things out and not need me to know things.
Mavis's return though was the beginning of something new in my world. Yeah, she talked.
"Have you eaten?" She asked standing in the door way, the door held open by one hand. I flicked her note at her.
"This says that you had dinner with Howard." I said as though that answered her question. Have you ever noticed how rarely we answer each other, but skip to the end of the proof and QED it with our own conclusions and never really get what the other person is trying to get at? This was one of those times for me. In spades.
"I think I have you figured out." The woman said. "I understand clearly that you clearly don't understand me. I am like an alien visiting your world but I look similar to the others in that world so you assume that I am like them. I assure you, I am not."
As far as non sequiturs go, that was a pretty good one if words, any words can not be discontinuous with pleasant silence.
"I'm a voyeur." Mavis returned. "I like to watch." She smiled her "Mona Lisa" smile.
"You like to watch other people eat?" I responded, puzzled but she shook her head and skipped over my skipping over her implication.
"I got stood up. Howard didn't show. I suppose he was fucking one of your sisters and forgot about me." The idea teased me, that my sisters were no longer just talking about sex...well they had sex with me, but were riding the hard and long themselves without my involvement. I had an inkling that the thought was going to gyre me but then my stomach growled and I shrugged. The ease of my distraction may testify to my psychic fragility, or is it a return to situation normal for friendly feathered Sonny, all fouled up?
"Sure. I could eat." I said. Mavis Percival turned out to be a very accommodating listener. We went downstairs to the hoity toity restaurant with table cloths and cloth napkins and plush seats and waiters with sticks up their butts and waitresses I wanted to strip down to see what was real and what wasn't, and then, yes, fuck them to distraction, maybe stick something of my own up their butts. We sat, we ordered, we toasted, I forget to what...oh right...to uncomplicated sex, her offering and I didn't know for sure what she referred to but decided it had intrinsic virtue and agreed with her toast, clinking fluted glasses with the sparkly she'd ordered. She didn't even ask my opinion so apparently she clearly could read the tattoo of "bumpkin" on my forehead.
Throughout the entire meal, I regaled her with stories of fucking females. It did occur to me that she might be affronted or bored or otherwise unhappy with my dinner patter but I needed to unload the plethora of pussy on my mind and Mavis was there and compliant. She consumed food and patter with real astute interest, asking questions and probing for details as I tromped through the orchard of the MILF list, plucking each mature plum as it occurred to me...which is a way of admitting that I had to go back several times to tell parts of the story I'd forgotten to make the present dialectic sensible.
Now I didn't get down into any details. I merely fucked with no directions and often not even getting into which hole I'd gotten into or which order. I focused on why and the fissure in me split wide open. My mind swirled with the conversation with Mr. No Name Blue Man and yet I spoke not a word about him to Mavis, as though it had not happened. How could I? It was utterly outrageous. I was in search of something, a significant detail, a telling bit of minutia that would seal up the fissure and make me whole again. It didn't happen. I gushed like Don Juan had contracted Tourettes Syndrome. All inhibition about vocabulary and diction vanished. Socially acceptable became defined as "Sonny possible" and out it all flowed. It was time for dessert before I managed to slow down enough to feel embarrassed that I'd dominated the conversation.
Mavis shook her head.
"Sonny, when I said I am a voyeur, I meant it." I squinted at her.
"You may have meant it but I don't know what you meant." I returned.
Mavis smiled and looked down and for the first time I realized that we were comfortable with each other and not in a sexual or even asexual way. I had that tingle in my cock that told me two things. I could fuck her. And I would fuck her. Is that one thing or two? But I also had the feeling that fucking her was not the most erotic and perhaps intimate thing I could do with her. This was. Conversation was. Not even this conversation, just conversation, talking, interacting. And without any preamble or preface, she started talking around dessert and the cognac she ordered to go with it. The chocolate torte was flourless, the whipped cream was real and the cognac was fabulous but her story was...I confess, I have no fancy word for it. It was captivating but that describes me, I was captivated.
Mavis was raised a good Catholic girl with the dichotomy of sexual adventurism and confession that tends to accompany such upbringings. She was two month's pregnant when Howard married her in a passionate ceremony that hid the grand "oops" of the situation, her fertility and his persistence that passed for charm in their world. She would be pregnant three more times yielding two daughters, and two sons now grown, that is over eighteen for those keeping track. Marriage at her young age was permissible so now, at 38, she was free of the primary responsibility of being a mother, her eldest was 22 so you do the math. Her daughters were away at college and presumably fucking whomever they liked, her presumption and, she then averred, that she was finally free to explore her own sexuality.
"I'm a baby machine. My body is built to make babies. Once the matter is settled, I return to form. I look much like what I looked like at eighteen. A little fuller, my boobs are larger and more sensitive but generally speaking, I am what I was then. My waist is still twenty-five inches round and my hips are thirty-eight. My thighs are large and my calves are large but I am as flexible as a politician's ethics." She smiled then.
It was like I saw her for the first time. She had a sensual quality about her that was frank and open and...predatory, like she hunted something and I didn't know what it was and perhaps she didn't either.
"My pussy, or do you prefer cunt?" She showed me her teeth but it wasn't really a smile. I was lost, still swimming in the overflow of my own fractured psyche.
"I think both are wonderful." I said, averring myself. She smiled and nodded, accepting of my dodging diction.
"Howard developed a taste for younger women early on. I mean, after a decade, that is in their twenties. He's forty-four now. We fought about it, endlessly but being Catholic, I would not divorce him no matter how many secretaries or other men's wives he porked. What is the point of joining something if you ignore the rules that define it and thus you? It took us ten years to come to some sort of understanding. We had a conventional relationship and treated each other using all the whys and wherefores of conventional marriage. He was a good husband and father but, when he traveled, if it was more than 500 miles away, he could browse and pick and choose and philander as he liked. So long as the pussy he philandered with did not live within 500 miles of me.
"We had an idyllic marriage, conventional except for that. I had several of his professional colleagues attempt to shatter our little idyll by tattling on him. I would look at them with complete sobriety, no matter how much wine I'd had, and tell them if they ever mentioned 'her' again whomever it was, I'd give my husband permission to fuck his wife, daughter, mother, sister, girl friend, boss...whatever female was of note in his erotic etch-a-sketch or all of them if the urge struck me and I assured them with somber aplomb that it would and he would and I was certain my loving husband had a cock that would make the bitchy male of the moment irrelevant to any and all of their female possessions. I warned that if he, or they—some few females thought to beard me and they got a dose of warning in a gender-specific way too only, they were promised they'd never get the husband cock of legend though all their female friends would have the opportunity to brag that they did ride his thrilling thirteen. I'd see to that. Envy motivates the female in ways the male knows nothing of. They all mostly surrendered the field and retreated back to their petty palace of petulant but pissy piousness. I got to where I loved shutting the fuckers up." She stopped and licked her thick lips. Did I mention her lips? They were thick, full and richly apportioned. If I focused on them, my cock automatically got harder. The little guy was trying to figure out if this conversation was sexy or not and Mavis was not giving me any definitive hints so I was just riding the surf waiting for the right wave to tell me the truth of the matter.
"Well, as you can imagine, eventually Howard's philandering overlapped with our home here. One of his candles in the wind moved into the area and sought to take up with him again, behind my back. Apparently, Howard always insisted that his flings were flings until his daughters graduated from high school, which also meant they were eighteen and perfectly legal, since he insisted that his sexuality should never overlap with their childhood, so it had to remain out of reach.
"Oh, Howard fucked me, often and well. Our sex life was good but good in the sense that a corporal likes the army. My period is regular as the moon, no pun intended. He knows when and how to fuck me based on what he sees the moon doing. I like orgasms as much as the next gal but our sexual life had no texture, no variation and that was exactly how I wanted it. It fit. There was no juice running down my legs at odd and inconvenient times. I was satisfied and Howard got his. I enjoyed the snark around me about his 500 mile rule and the tittering infantile eagerness to slap me with that dead fish. I got to put lots of people in their place. No few females thought Howard would fuck them and found out differently and I got to make them pay for it. Their humiliation aroused me, I can admit that now. During those interregnum years, the arousal meant that Howard got a piece of me off schedule because I'd demand he make me any time I got to slap one of his colleagues around about his philandering." Mavis stopped and drained her glass of wine, then drained the cognac and ordered a refill of both.



When she had the refills, she resumed talking. Following her earlier example, I waited, silent and curious, listening and honestly marveling that two strangers which is what we were, could have this sort of conversation with this sort of comfort and ease. I could not credit the wine, though surely it helped. For me, the conversation with Mr. Sinister was swelling up in me like a sprained ankle. It throbbed inside of me and the angst I'd been feeling turned into a sure and trustworthy paradox. I'd been fucking every chance I had and had no idea if the chances were truly by chance and by golly or it was a skill like Mr. Sinister intimated with such casual aplomb. I'd been...reflex fucking. She would so I did. When I offered, the next thing I knew I was on her. In her. With her. I'd been doing that so consistently and so well that I had lost touch with anything I wanted. Well, I wanted to fuck them all. And that thought was a light in dithering darkness. I was a collector!
That unsettled me a little because that doesn't fit with the "get married and spawn" pattern that most of the rest of the world is operating on. Nor does it match the "you're the one for me", amending it to be "you're the one for me now, but I ain't signing anything" sort of approach. The intervention had done its work in me and honestly I was concerned that I'd lost the grace of the pussy god, gods, goddesses, whatever that pantheon looks like, and that worried me a little. I'd done a lot of fucking with the idea that denial would end the flood of pussy coming my way, cumming with me, for me, clinched around me, so this sudden idea that I possessed a sort of skill that I could wield with the same conscious deliberation I used when starting my car had phenomenonalized my mind. After I data-dumped my mind for Mavis, and as she talked, one thing came clear to me. I needed to get the MILF list out of me somehow in order to see what I could become, to see my options. These thoughts throbbed inside me while she spoke, like I was listening to two different types of music at the same time, terrible for dancing. Gradually though, her narrative captured me, seduced me and I felt my own concerns wither and fade and focus finally fixed fully on her, her words and the story it implied. Perhaps Mavis was in similar straits? Empty of my own swirling thoughts, finally, I focused on what the woman was saying. I love stories.
"So this woman moved into the area the spring Carrie Ann graduated from High School. Barb was working in New York as an intern, having skipped college, for the moment, and Carrie had saved money and went to France for a few weeks, we found out later, to be with a guy she'd met who was an exchange student. The boys were in college. But you care nothing about that. Tara came to my house and fucked my husband on our couch as soon as Carrie was gone...in fact she fucked him while I was taking Carrie to the airport. She was still fucking him when I returned. By then, I had met her and she had told me she was going to take Howard away from me. Tara was a bitch. She was built a little like me, a big woman, broad in the hips, but narrow of waist so she looked like the sort of woman a transvestite aspires to become. She had tits that made her look like a pontoon boat. She always wore these tight sweaters that hugged each tit, so yeah, like a pontoon boat. Unlike my girls, her tits sag when the bra leaves. I am miraculous."
Mavis grinned for real then and I realized I liked her. Still, listening made the most sense. She continued so I did too, listening I mean and sipping cognac.
"My first emotion was fury when I saw him sitting on the couch with that big sloppy bitch mounted on his lap, naked and howling as she fucked him. Howard is hung. I don't mean to dismiss that. He's got a cock that big women drool over and little women gasp at. He is a shitty lover though. A big cock is not all it takes to satisfy a woman, but it can be a valuable asset, used properly. Big hands matter too but if you are an ass or an idiot, size cannot balance that out. Most big dicks are attached to cads and there may be a causal relationship. They grow a big cock and they think they don't have to try and end up with the lesser female genus that requires nearly no effort to satisfy."
Mavis stopped talking and sipped her cognac, a far away look in her eyes. I waited. And waited. And waited. Finally I couldn't stand it any longer, I had to ask.
"So? What did you do?" Mavis's eyes returned to normal presence and focused on me almost like she was seeing me for the first time.
"I watched." She said softly. Then like a switch inside her head was flicked, her eyes came on. "Oh, I did myself too, and discovered something I'd never really experienced before." I waited again but she didn't make me ask this time, didn't make me beg to know the next paragraph in her story. "I came. I orgasmed like I had never done before, just from watching Tara ride my Howard. Her tits flapped and she squealed and squeaked like she needed greased and several times she insisted she was cumming. I suppose she was...when she finally dismounted his hogleg, her thighs were wet to her knees and soon, to her ankles. Then he took her ass and I came again...and again...and again, with just my fingers under my dress. I was so worn out when they started to rouse, I was afraid I couldn't escape fast enough. I just went up stairs. I had cum another couple times by the time Howard opened the door to our bedroom." Mavis smiled then, a wistful smile.
"He just stood there. I guess you saw, he said." Mavis cocked her head and looked away off yonder again. "I wonder if he always knew that I like to watch?"
"I have no idea." I answered her rhetorical question just to keep in practice. She ignored me. Made me feel right at home.
"It's not that I don't like to fuck, make love, have sex...fitten mitten...whatever you call it. I do. I just like the idea of setting someone up and then watching it work out, see if they fit together if they both cum at the same time. I had Barb...I mean I arranged for a neighbor guy to seduce her. I thought I was going to faint when I came that time. That was later, on her visit from New York." Her eyes clicked back to the present and focused on me. "Georgia tells me you like the idea of a mother and daughter having sex." I puffed up a little then because I had more than ideas about the idea.
"I have more than ideas about that." I said. She still ignored me. Mavis was on a mission.
"I want to catch you having sex with my daughter. Carrie I mean. So I guess, I am giving her to you. She'll never see you coming. I mean, she's a sweet thing but conceited and high and mighty...she needs someone to give her a little of her own medicine." I raised my eyebrows. She ignored me, it was becoming a thing, so I had to speak.
"What medicine is that?" I asked. As soon as the words left my lips I knew I'd taken a long run off a short pier.
"Humiliate her. She loves teasing and then leaving a guy hard and fast." Mavis smiled. "Oh, I get that, why she does, how she does what she does...she makes me look plain. If I didn't know for sure it was Howard that knocked me up, I'd swear she was someone else's spawn but Howard is the only man ever who has been between these legs." She smacked her thigh loudly. I jumped. "Bet you think I am silly, stupid even for letting him do all that skirt chasing and not nailing his foot to the floor. Well, I tried it and it made him so unhappy and I was lucky enough to have a friend that pointed out to me how unhappy it made me too. She told me that I was stressing about something that didn't matter to me, that I'd been trained to care about it but I didn't. The result was, or would have been if I'd gotten what I thought I cared about, I'd have been just as unhappy. Realizing that changed me. That was how I got here, not caring about where Howard stuck his cock. That and the 500 mile rule that modified it enough to swallow, for us both. That sounds nuts because who knows what he could bring home right? There are worse things and life is too short to stress about things that haven't happened and might not and which I cannot control."
She looked at me and I was real once more. She smiled a little.
"When did Carrie Anne fly off to gay Parie?" I asked, probing to get the time line straight.
"A few weeks ago, right after Christmas." Mavis answered. "Tara mounted Howard like he was Howard Hughes." I didn't get the reference.
"You know he did my sister while they were in Florida?" I said to give the impression I was in the know. Mavis nodded.
"He's talked about Georgia for months now. Told me he finally got her, kept her busy as shit in Florida to get her resistance down then plied her with wine and dance and led her right to his bed. I don't think Dalia will be so easily seduced. She strikes me as caring a lot about the man attached to the cock." In that moment, I realized that Mavis did indeed know my sisters and that her idea that hung Howard was burying his big cock in one or more of them suddenly seemed very real. Mavis looked at me.
"Now that we are talking, I guess I should tell you how I came to be in your room." I nodded, not mentioning she'd been not just in my room but in my bed and wearing one of my shirts at the time. "The two incidents I mentioned, Tara and Howard and then a few weeks back when Mr. Swartzman had Barb...Carrie Anne is a tease but Barb is a round-heeled slut, so it was easy...I didn't know it at the time but suspected it and used poor Mr. Swartzman to prove it, if you can prove a thing like that. I did prove that Mavis likes to watch...which brings me to you." She smiled, drained the last of her cognac and stared at the bottom of the glass as though looking for something there. She looked up at me and smiled a little, her rich lips glistening with the liquor and her arousal. I can't say I knew how I knew she was aroused but I did. The look in her eyes was slightly glassy but she didn't strike me as a woman who didn't know how to hold her liquor. She seemed capable of drinking a lush under the table and still doing laundry early the next morning.
Mavis, it turned out, was utterly and blissfully domestic, with very little inclination to look beyond the fluffy confines of her little estate. She never let the maids into our room, borrowed their tools and cleaned and scrubbed the room herself. Even did my laundry. Howard took good care of her and she was safe and warm and kept her mouth shut. When her nest emptied however and Howard's five-hundred mile rule collapsed about him in the form of floppy Tara, she simply shifted out of that domestic bliss into a much more inquisitive mode.
"Which brings me to you." Mavis said again giving me a long stare. I felt that long stare and met it as best I could which was pretty good. Mavis has this sort of manner that is both mom-like and redolent of the dark-site CIA conceits but that may just have been my impression as a holdover from Mr. Sinister. Mind you, I was still in a conceptual shock at that moment, during this whole exchange of views, Mavis and me. It is entirely possible that I was prevaricating, regarding confronting the implications of him in my room like that. The whole "can I fuck anyone I wish or is it just chemicals" angst and existentialism may have been just a diversion, keenly relevant but nonetheless a diversion.
"Me?" I squeaked. Suddenly I saw Mavis in all her physical presence and realized that if she got on top, Sonny would not be able to lift her very far. Mavis was a big girl. I confess, my hands itched to cup her tits and my cock swelled right up with the idea of having her mounted on me. I didn't focus on that though. I had to be polite. "What about me?" I prompted when she didn't respond quick enough.
"Georgia thought she was making a trade. I get to fuck you and she got to fuck Howard. How that made sense to her, I don't know, well, didn't know. Now, understanding that you have been fucking your own sisters it makes a little more sense to me. Now, don't panic. I know the family that shares together is still in danger of being arrested in some states but I don't have a lot of room to squawk since I arranged for my own daughter to be mounted by the big dick up the street and after that the neighbor dick in New York. Mr. Swartsman is famous in our neighborhood for bragging about the size of his cock and eventually, nearly all the females gave him a ride. Never two though. See my earlier comments about the man attached to the dick. Swartzman is a classic dick so he became a collector, a bed post notcher and the bitch has notches in his bed post, like twenty-three which isn't bad for a dick like him. Being hung gets you something with a certain type of woman. You can ask Howard."
"I will." I interjected. Mavis looked at me with that bland amusement that makes a guy wilt and I wilted.
"Yes, you." She understood the intent of my interruption, steering her back to the unfinished business at hand. "I agreed to Georgia's offer because I thought you would allow me to watch, watch you seduce, and have sex with at least a few of your putative MILF List." I gasped at little.
"Oh shit, I'm sorry about that. I got behind on school." All that urbane manner I fancied I'd picked up seemed to vanish in a puff, like sneezing on a mature dandelion or Woody Allen's mound of cocaine. Mine was hardly a persuasive explanation. Mavis waved a hand at me. Then waved to the waiter to refill her glasses. He did and was gone before she spoke again.
"You know, I was nervous as a long-tailed cat in a rocking chair factory waiting for you that night. When you ignored me though, it was a relief, I mean I had been scared witless and didn't know it. Isn't that odd? Terrified but unable to recognize it?"
"Yes." I agreed. I wanted to ask about it but didn't know how.
"I mean...I'd never had anyone in me besides Howard and I didn't know how I felt about it, about finally joining Howard in cavorting over the boundaries of what has been a pretty good marriage for both of us. I still don't." My cock had an opinion. My mind was peeking around the big clump of conundrum I'd left in the middle of it, wondering if fucking Mavis would relate to it at all or if it was an entirely new sort of situation. She continued.
"After I got over the shock of being ignored...." She began but I interrupted, I guess to alleviate the implied slight and my guilt in the matter.
"I am sorry about that." I said. Mavis smiled.
"It was perfect, just what I needed. I could calm down. There I was having been carted off to a man's hotel room like a slab of meat for him to fuck at his leisure and he ignored me completely. It rather brought me back down to earth but also let me see something clearly. Howard and I fuck just fine but what I want is to watch. I know, not the usual female trait, but I don't care a bit for traditional roles, in spite of my willing participation as a breeder in Howard's life. I work in the home and do homey sorts of things and I love it. I am a little frightened that I'll lose it all but Howard is going to fuck other women now anyway...I just as well follow my passion too." She shook her head and drank. "I need to get to the point. Sonny, I want to watch you fuck."
There it was.
Now, it's not like I hadn't had an audience plenty of times when I was busy inserting tab A into slot B. And C. And D. Like with Jamie...oh shit. I was thinking down this line and suddenly I thought of someone I'd not thought of for three days! So much for my man crush on Jamie St. Vincent. I'd forgotten he existed. For a terrible moment I thought I'd made a huge mistake but then, it occurred to me the sort of business he was in, compared to where I fit into the cosmos and realized if I ignored him, he'd not be likely to notice. That put me in my cosmic and karmic place. Oddly, that humble perspective calmed me a little.
"Well, okay. But I can't do that alone." I said. Mavis smiled and I liked that feeling. I wasn't trying to be funny, just stating facts. She reached over and patted my hand beside my empty wine goblet.
"I know that, obviously you need someone to fuck while I watch. I understand you better now...even though we may be on the same path, we seem to be going in different directions. I am running toward the cock forest and you are running away from the plethora of pussy that has engulfed you lately. It's a little comforting to me to think that you have had too much pussy and that you are fending it off now, that you are ignoring me for reasons that have nothing to do with me. There is...something, something important there that I cannot quite articulate just now but it seems to calm me and that is a benefit to me. If you, at your age and with your apparent aptitude for artisan sex can have too much pussy, my clubfooted Howard will eventually exhaust his appetite and return home to momma."
I actually gasped. Not at the end, it was before she said, "not that I am needy, wanting him to return, I may want that space myself, which is convenient since he wants to give it to me." No, it was that awful phrase I had avoided till now, "too much pussy". I hesitated to even think it but hearing it made me gasp and I gasped. Mavis did not notice but my mind, pleasantly placid and empty to that point was suddenly once more awash with the dithering conundrum. Could I fuck any female I wanted or did they select me?
Mavis was sated. The meal, the booze and yes, the words, heard and spoken had pacified her and our return to the room was more of the same silence we'd begun with. I returned to studying and she read what she read, whatever it was until I put on ear buds and she returned to the TV world. Focus remained with me until about midnight and then it dissipated like a good idea had in a dream upon waking. I lay on my back beside the sniffling snorts of the woman beside me and I grew erect, a relief I confess.
However, it was not the simple, "I will if you will and if I can" sort of erection. No, this one grew out of my thicket of confusion, a bouquet of doubt and mistrust of the past as determinate of my future. Not to mention Mavis's clear declaration that she loved to watch and was in my bed not to be fucked, but to observe my proclivity for fucking from close in. I lay awake, unable to focus on homework but equally unable to sleep, mulling over Blue Man and Mavis and how they seemed to participate in my confusion. I glanced at the digital clock glowing scarlet on the night stand to my left and had a very interesting thought.
"It's almost two o'clock and Karen will be getting off her shift."
Karen? Karen!
The coalescence of that thought arrived. I could go investigate my own conundrum and if I found I read Karen aright the other night, then I'd provide dear Mavis with the first taste of intentional exhibitionism for her explicit pleasure. Maybe she discovers being surreptitious is important. Maybe not. The prospect of starting that with and for her immediately appealed. The open door was my own conundrum but if I find Karen amenable, then Mavis may benefit too. Such was my thinking. I had not gotten past this point by the time I arrived at the door to our room with Karen in tow and realized it might be awkward to present her with the observant Mavis in the room with us.
I'd been slick and easy to that point, sitting down in the booth in the nearly empty diner and waiting while Karen cashed out a customer before she arrived to sit across from me.
"Hey you." She said with a knowing smile, inviting, hopeful, arousing. "What can I get you off...the menu?" She asked with a shy smile. She had brown hair and slight breasts evident from the unbuttoned small-checked blouse she wore under the apron. She was angular, not curved, still feminine but with little of the plush promise Mavis offered but with plenty of her own pleasure on offer. I read her right and said so in my question.



"Depends. Are you on the menu tonight?"
Karen blinked, a little surprised I took it, but not deflected. She raised her left hand and bit at the pad of her thumb, tilting her head forward as she did so that she looked at me through her long, lavish eyelashes.
"I get off at...well, in a few minutes." She said softly. I smiled a ravishing smile, as in, ravishing her with my clear intention.
"Not an answer, my dear." I said, lowering my voice. She still hesitated, but the interest flared into desire.
"I can be...had...à la carte." She said, the smile thinning into shyness. I nodded.
"I'll have one of you to go, then. A coffee while you arrange for the pick up and the take out."
"One coffee and an order to go." She nodded and slid out of the booth. Now you'd think I'd have been considering the future and what this path would lead to but I didn't. I was wallowing in the delight that I could have her like this, this easy and I focused on how it related to my personal conundrum. I immediately realized I'd been entirely too nonchalant in this experiment to have it offer any definitive data in resolving my paradox. I also discovered that my personal conundrum had been exacerbated by Blue Man, given that his opinion on the matter was that I could seduce any female I wished. My counter to this thought, sipping the steaming fresh coffee, was that I'd not encountered this benefit before the MILF list took over my life. This led inevitably to considering exactly how to determine which was the case, how to design an experiment that would provide clear data on the matter.
I was still pondering that problem when Karen arrived with her coat over her arm. I rose and with an instinct that felt both new and natural, helped her into her tan overcoat and walked her out into the cold. For half a block we walked in silence then I remembered the importance of "the kiss", and pulled her into a dark alcove at a doorway and kissed her, gently, with both suggestion and question in the action. My hand cupped the back of her head and she tipped it back, offering her lips to me. I kissed her, a brush of my lips against hers. Her body blossomed as her hands went around my neck. She'd been holding her overcoat closed with one hand which, when she released it, allowed her body to appear and mold against me, warm in the sharp cold.
Her head withdrew a bit, separating us so her eyes could focus on me in that half light darkness.
"So? What do you think?"
"What?" I asked, knowing what I thought but not what she was asking with surety.
"The kiss. It's what matters, isn't it?" She said in a lilting, teasing voice. For a moment, I had the electric feeling that either a) she read my mind, or b) she had heard of me and knew this about me from a fully informed source. The c) possibility beckoned but I skeptically averted my attention from it, namely that we were experiencing a sort of synchronousity that made such encounters seem too magical to fit the mechanical theory of cause and effect.
I shrugged. "I need more data." I said softly and pressed my lips to hers again. Karen sighed then. I felt the puff of her breath on my cheek before her lips parted and her tongue touched my lips, burrowing until my mouth opened and tongues touched. My right hand, at her elbow to that point while I cupped her head with the left, drifted down to the edge of her coat and past it to wrap around her waist and seal us together. The kiss persisted, enduring like fascination, lasting as we touched and probed and panted. I turned us so her back was against the wall of that brick portico and pressed a thigh between her legs. They parted pleasingly and she rode it with delighted passion.
I came aware of her hands on my shoulders, pulling at me. Her body ground itself at me, mindless while the kiss enraptured her, us, me. When it ended, her eyes opened and she smiled. "I always judge a guy by the kiss." She whispered. "Take me. I'm yours."
"Wow. That was easy." I chuckled, then tried to swallow those words but they were gone, out into the cold air with the puff of steam making them visible, even as I wished I'd not said them. Karen whimpered a little.
"Yes. I am. For you." I think she wished her lips had remained sealed as much as I did regarding mine in that moment for she flinched and wriggled out of our clinch to stand out onto the snowy sidewalk, peering at me in the gloom of the doorway portico. "Oh my god!" She whispered. "I never do this, have done this. What you must think! That I am a floozy waitress just waiting for some dashing young guy to drag her home each night." My response to that was to reach out for her left hand and tug at it, gently. Words were not the proper response.
The following kiss found her tense but unresistant, kissing me again with her lips now erotically sealed but her body once more against me, my arm around her waist. This time, when her mouth opened and the kiss deepened, she whimpered again, mounting herself on my thigh and fairly forcing me back against the portico wall herself. The break took longer this time. Karen humped my thigh as we kissed. Her hands graduated from my upper arms to my head, holding me as we kissed, our tongues dueling as the cliche has it, the tingling tip of hers on my upper palate and the taste of her on the tip of mine. I shivered and the ululating response from her broke the kiss and we stood clinched together staring at each other, eyes glinting in the gloom.
I stroked her hair with my left hand, holding her around the lily waist with my right, not moving, waiting, my mind trying to determine if she wanted me or I wanted her. Both. So not a definitive solution to my conundrum.
"I shouldn't want this but I do. Take me to your room. Or to your place. I don't know. Just...god, listen to me! Just take me!" The passion evident in her tone, her body enthralled me but the silly Sonny we all know and love emerged once more.
"Oh, well, milady, if you insist! I do happen to have a room just ripe and waiting for us to use it, bed and all." Karen laughed then, a sort of surprised delight and then we were walking, quickly, towards the Hotel. She clung to my arm, pressing herself against me with a sort of eager anticipation. Now you'd think that at this point my mind would have fixed immediately on the Mavis complication sniffling her snores in my bed at this point, but no! Sonny was oblivious to this complication and how it would arise when this eager female discovered a snoring gargantuan in my bed that any self-respecting cock owner would have mounted long before now. The seeming need for an explanation for Mavis should have been foremost in my thoughts from this moment forward but again, no! My mind had been spindled and mutilated by now such that normal rational thought was a rumor warped by doubt and distrust.
In the front door of the hotel, attracting the sidelong glances of the few employees about at that time of the morning, to the elevator and up to the proper floor all occurred with nary a complicating thought. Karen kissed me, aggressively in the elevator. I kissed her back and this time both hands were inside the coat cupping her delectable little ass. She humped my thigh again with greater enthusiasm which I encouraged as best I could. When the doors of the lift gapped open, she was panting, as was I, mind you, and she whispered, "I can't believe I am doing this. I want it. I do!" Clear enough for me to give it to her.
Another exit off this freeway to disaster passed me by without any angst or anticipation disturbing the haze. I walked her placidly to the door and it clicked open around the insertion of the card. Only then did my mind register what was inside the room. Uh oh. Sonny had some explaining to do. Sonny had no hope of explaining what was past the door. Before Sonny had to broach the subject, Karen, bless her heart, pulled back on my arm.
"I, um...I am pretty sticky from ten hours in a grease pit. I need to shower first, unless you like stale female." Her voice was small, tiny even, apologetic, fearful even. "I want this. I do. God knows why, I mean I know why...but..." She stammered to a stop. Sonny's moment was at hand! What would Sonny do? When in doubt, tell the truth, Sonny's naive rule.
But it mostly works for Sonny, doesn't it...at least so far as getting pussy and more pussy goes, yes.
"Um, well, Karen, I have overlooked a detail that is, well, salient at this point and I should have mentioned this before but I am sort of single-minded, more than normal at the moment and I just didn't mention it till now which is clearly an oversight." Karen's luscious clinch on my arm softened but did not vanish.
"What is it?" She asked, her big brown eyes glistening. "You're married?"
I laughed. Not the proper reaction, I'll warrant but still one worthwhile and in my case, in that moment, unavoidable. "Ah, no, not married so better, and worse, but worse only in one sense but not if you squint." Now the clinch did vanish and Karen stepped apart.
"What do you mean, better and worse?" She asked, the shimmering eroticism was fully gone now and I felt the lack, the disappointment, the utter deficit in its wake. I was undeterred though which, in retrospect seems to support what Blue Man asserted was true. I had something that matters in such situations but what to label it, I have no idea.
"I am definitely not married. But...there is a...." Here I hesitated I admit. In a fit of genius or cowardice, not sure which, I switched words, dispensing with "woman" and replacing it with ambiguity to expose using a more measured method. "...voyeur in the room."
"A what?" Karen asked, her eyes wide, a finger going to run along her lower lip, glistening and damp, pulling at it so the shape and fullness of it drew my eyes.
"She's a voyeur. She likes to watch. I should have asked if that is a problem for you before now but honestly, it slipped my mind." I intended this admission to work as a compliment to Karen's seductive charms and that she didn't stomp off in a huff suggests it had some measure of success. It failed, however, to fully deflect her from the truth. A good thing, by some accounts.
"She? She! You said 'she'!" I was very cool and logical then, nodding as I responded.
"Yes, I did, didn't I?" I let the silence stretch a bit. "Would it be better if it was another guy? Who wanted to watch us...ah...fuck?" I chose to use the lurid term to dispel the sense that I was dissembling. We were whispering and that somehow made the exchange astonishingly erotic to me, which I noted and felt properly chagrined by.
Karen, for her part, dropped those big, sexy brown eyes for a moment then looked up at me. "Well, no, not better. Different. I mean, who is this woman? God, not your wife! Oh, not married. Not your mother then, please God, not that. A lover then? Is this a...an adventure or something and I am just a pawn in your sexual experimentation?"
I laughed again, thinking how it would be if it were Cici Duncan in the room waiting to watch me fuck this girl. The thought titillated me and I thought of how I had neglected my cock riding mother to this point. Oh how that blurred my clarity! "No, it's sort of a twisted and long story and I'd be happy to tell it to you another time or we can find some place else and I'll tell you all about it now. She's...the friend, wife of a friend of my sister, sisters and she...she think she is a voyeur and she wanted to, shall we say, audit, ah, when, if I found someone to..." The initial feeling of being very reasonable and well-grounded in the truth abandoned me but lovely Karen proved helpful.
"...fuck?" She finished but made her word a question. I nodded, both in answer and my thanks at her disinclination to make me finish the thought in such and unfinished way. But I didn't want to leave her out there alone on that island of diction.
"Yes. She wants to watch us fuck. Not you, exactly but...." Again I stalled and Karen finished for me.
"...since I am here, she'd like to watch...us...fuck?" I nodded again, not a definitive single motion but a sort of bobble-headed agreement that made me a little dizzy. Karen cocked her head and grinned with the right side of her face. "Okay." I waited, not breathing until I had to inhale, more loudly than I intended, almost smacking my lips in the process, like I was anticipating something tasty. I was, actually. "I have never had anyone...er...watch, while I had sex but I am game. Will she...will she want to join us?" I couldn't tell if Karen was drawing a line or issuing an invitation. Truth is I don't think she knew either but she was letting me know she was thinking further ahead than I had before arriving at the door. I fancied that my lack of foresight endeared me to her and actually provided a curious sort of comfort to her. I might have been right.
"No idea." I responded. "First time for me. Us." I bit off the urge to babble out that we'd only just met a couple three days ago. Score one for Sonny! Barely! "I mean, I had her in mind when I went out to see if you were working but...I didn't tell her anything so she's not expecting anything. Sleeps like a log, so, might not have even noticed I was gone." Karen nodded then.
"I still need a shower. Why don't I do that and you can, wake her up?" It was at this point that the situation fully unfolded for me, in my mind, so I could see the entire complication. There was only one bed in this room. I nodded mutely to Karen's shower suggestion and she pushed open the door and disappeared inside. Whatever shyness she possessed, it didn't inhibit her in this situation! The door banged closed and I had to reinsert the keycard to open it. The gloom broke with the flash of light from the bath and that was then cut off. I fumbled in the gloom and found the lamp on my side of the bed and turned it on.
Mavis rolled over and looked at me through sleep dulled eyes. "What is it? What's the matter?" She mumbled. She rubbed at her left eye with her wrist. Before I could answer, the shower came on. "You going to shower? Now?" Mavis asked. Then the sequence of events penetrated her mind she fairly jerked awake, sitting up. "Who's in the bath?" She asked, sitting up in bed, her majestic breasts pressing lavishly at her satin nighty. Even as I stared, her nipples peaked inside making lovely little tents of the satin material.
"Karen." I said, sotto voce, as if I was keeping a secret or something.
"Karen?" Mavis volleyed.
"Yes. Karen." I volleyed back. "She is a waitress from the hash house down the street. Met her Sunday night."
"She wanted to use our shower?" Mavis asked. The bitch was wide awake and fucking with me. I took the slicing backhand and shot it cross court.
"Before we fuck, yes, she thought a shower would be nice." I moved to the bed and sat down beside Mavis, back against the headboard.
"You need a shower too." She said, helpfully I presume. I sniffed here and there and sure enough, I did. I puzzled over that for a moment, finally my mind was operating on the entire contents of reality and not just scattered elements. The shower stopped and a moment later Karen emerged, wet, dripping and wrapped in a towel. I waxed polite.
"Mavis, this is Karen, ah, I don't know her last name yet but I bet she has one. Karen this is Mavis...."
"...O'Connor!" Mavis interjected, cutting off my polite introductions. The two women stared at each other, well, regarded each other with a sort of interested concern. I suddenly felt a chill in the air.
"I need a shower too, good idea...back in a jiffy!" I did and I was. The shower was steamy and warm, not the usual tub and shower but a door shower, a great shower as showers go. I did my due diligence without much thought. I was in deep water so my mental dog paddle was accomplishment enough, keeping me afloat without much other ambition. I emerged to find the females had switched places, Mavis having moved to sit in the lone chair where I studied and Karen was tucked under the covers. I had dried off well in the bathroom and had the towel wrapped around my waist.
"How do we do this?" I asked myself aloud. The two women looked askance at me. Neither responded which was how I knew I had addressed the question to myself. My cock was not quite sure what was going on either. Karen had this look on her face, like she was trying to decide if she should feel contempt or not.
"You don't seem like you have done this before...fuck with an audience before." She said, her voice had that "in between" quality that was half asking and half telling. "Like this was new...I got you are young, younger, but something said you had been around the block a few times but now it seems like you are more...innocent?" It was sweet she made it a question. Karen was late twenties, maybe thirty but not past by much.
"Innocent?" Mavis's voice was just a flies sneeze short of a chortle. "Sonny?" Then she did laugh. Karen looked at her, cuddled up under the covers, Karen looked elfin and cute for a moment but then she sat up and let the covers uncover her, exposing her "mouthfuls", and the hard nipples topping the delectable little breasts. She leaned on her hands behind her so that her back arched and her tits projected out, not like pontoons but, like her pride and joy. Attitude matters.
"Okay, I admit I don't get this at all." Karen said. She looked away from me to Mavis. "You his mom or something? You said he'd not touched you in three days...no kissing or fondling or touching, just cuddling and foreplay. You said foreplay right?"
"Honey, conversation with Sonny is foreplay. Innocent? Innocent!" Her tone escalated and she laughed again. "Honey, Howard would be impressed with Sonny I think. He hasn't been around the block because he kept getting stopped along the way." Mavis laughed again, a sort of choking sound that made her tits bobble inside the satin nighty. I liked that a lot, but not that much.
"Who's Howard?" Karen asked.
"Husband." We both responded. I was thinking about going around that putative block and discovered that I couldn't get to the end of my list. The MILF list had branched out some, gathering no few that were not mothers but who got fucked anyway. The genus milfius pussicus no longer encompassed the full list of females Sonny Duncan had entered. The genus was now more like pussicus univeralous. I realized that I'd zoned out ticking down the list and just when I thought I'd arrived at the end, I discovered another cul de fuck that I'd pounded to pleasant pudding.
"Sonny?" Mavis snapped her fingers. "Where'd you go?" If she only knew. My fucking memory...oh, there's an expression that should become de rigueur in my memoirs. It seemed incomplete, with more to add to the list that was now far beyond the MILF List. Beyond would take on a much greater significance and Blue Man was just the beginning of a journey that would make Karen's estimation of my innocence seem...accurate?
"What?" I said more to stop this train of thought in its tracks then to respond to Mavis. Karen was staring at me, well, at the towel around my waist. Oh fine, she was staring at my crotch and the cock that I kept there. I'd lost track of this conversation and had the feeling I'd lost control of the situation, for real.
"He's not even hard. I show him my tits and...nothing." Karen said, her voice had that wispy quality of a confused query to it that makes a female sound stupid. Honestly, I was a little confused myself, soft cock being what it is in the nomenclature of cocksmanship. I rubbed that soft cock and found the poor guy was hiding. This whole milieu was unnerving and confusing and a confused cock is rarely a hard cock. Hard cocks are deliberate, confident and single-minded. Even if it is just to pick something off the menu. "Is this new? Having an audience?" Karen asked. "I mean, I like it, having someone watch when I fuck. My brother, he gave me to his friends. I am a graduate of the college of cock. Having him watch them do me...god, that was the best!"



I glanced at Mavis and she bobbed her eye brows at me a time or two, eyes atwinkle. The dear woman decided to help me out.
"Why don't you suck him, honey. I think he needs a little nudge. Sonny has had a strange encounter and he needs a hand...." Here, Mavis chortled in that way that surely harkened back to her Bobbie socks days. "...or should I say a mouth to get him back into the mood?"
Karen lit up like a good girl at Christmas. She rolled to her knees and crawled nakedly across the bed to where I stood, knees against the mattress. Her lean fingers untucked the towel and just let it unravel and slide down and away from my body. She sat there, perched on her knees like a sorority girl at a slumber party staring at my languid cock. I'd like to say I felt embarrassed by his apparent lack of interest but my mind was tangled up in the conundrum and my cock seemed to be content to let the mind have this space to be stupid, confused, and disinterested in the naked female perched on the bed with doe-eyes, licking her lips.
Karen, bless her heart, was not daunted by the closed loop of my internal conundrum. She lifted her lean hand and with the index finger lifted the limp cock until she was eye to eye with him. I noticed that she had fingernails. Long, unpainted but with large arches of white in them that make them look sexy as hell. That cool rigid edge of her nail against my cock sent a shock of electricity through me as she lifted him up to make eye contact. She licked her lips, then licked my cock head. It was a very deliberate motion, slow, tentative.
When she hummed, it was a syllable that would forever mean "delicious" in my lexicon of female sounds. Her lips kissed my cock head, sucking at him gently before letting that soft, pliable potential slide through her lips into her warm, wet, willing mouth. Her lips were not particularly plush, sort of thin but fully appreciative. Her hands moved to take purchase on my waist, to brace herself for a task she seemed eager to excel at. I was eager for her to excel at it too but my cock was still waiting to see if my fucking mind was going to wander or if I was going to keep focused. Karen's lovely tongue began to run around the head of my cock. I was a little discomposed to find that the sensation remained localized and no response beyond the tittering delight of my cock was in the offing.
Then I glanced at Mavis.
Her visage held a cherubic expression of such delight that the moment shifted, in that very instant I glanced at her. She sat on the straight-back chair, her legs crossed, the hem of the nighty hiked up to her waist so her panties were clearly visible, nothing sexy or fancy, just plain, "cover the cunt" panties, of which I could only see the waist band above her plush legs. Her tits were clearly nippled. It was her eyes that did it, glowing with anticipation. Karen sucked on my cock then, a gentle tug in her mouth, that lovely suction that bespoke intention, delight and commitment to the task. Karen was a devoted cocksucker and apparently found the flaccid disinterest of my cock a challenge to be overcome rather than the usual affront to her feminine wiles.
My eyes fixed on Mavis, her face, her eyes and how she kept licking her lips watching Karen minister to my cock. After some time, a dozen licks of Karen's tongue around the cock in her mouth...my cock in her mouth...Mavis's eyes rose and we connected, eye to eye in a similar way that dear Karen had made the introduction to my cock.
"It's different." Mavis said softly. "Seeing her like this, knowing she knows I am watching. Not like spying through the crack in a door!" Her voice had that "Marlyn Monroe" breathiness to it that cut the Gordian knot of my conundrum and let me feel the tongue on my cock behind my eyes. The zing of that moment lit me and my cock responded to my sudden clarity with a snap judgment, snapping erect so fast that Karen grunted and backed off it. I opposed the motion but her hand wrapped around my cock in a delicate way, call it "reverence" but I think it was conceit and pride too. She gazed at my swelling cock as though it was hers, her creation, her accomplishment, her pride. Then, with a soft humming purr, she engulfed it in her mouth until her nose nudged my pubic bone and her throat convulsed around my cock.
Before I could do more than groan softly with that approving sound that tells the tale, she backed away and looked up at me. "Sonny, I adore having my hair pulled when I have a cock in my mouth." She said with perfect aplomb. Nor did she wait to get into a discussion of the whys and wherefores of cocksucking but plunged my revived cock back into his proper position in her throat, snorted once and then sucked hard. My right hand knotted in her hair immediately and she moaned, a vibration that tingled around my cock then seemed to find access to my body, slipped under my skin and danced right to my spine.
"Oh fuck!" I growled.
Now, you must understand that it had been...let's see, Sunday, to Monday was one day, this was Wednesday so it had been 3 whole days since I had a female enclosure around my cock of any sort. It seemed much longer. I had a brief twinge about homework and another similar one about my sister's being right, which was to be avoided at all costs. This was followed, and swamped by the Blue Man's words, not really sure which ones but the conundrum that preceded him into my cosmos was close behind but Karen interrupted that mental gyre by backing away and tipping over her heels onto her slight ass, spreading her thighs and leaning back onto her hands.
"He's ready." She said. I thought she was talking to me but I was wrong. I realized my eyes were closed and I had to registered her new position and her cool absence from my cock before I noticed her looking at Mavis. Mavis sat still, legs still crossed, elbows on the arms of the chair, but her eyes flicked back and forth between Karen and I like the guiltiest fuck in the world.
"Fuck her. Mount her." Mavis said. I shuddered. What a good idea! I thought. All resolve to be a good student and my reluctance to acknowledge the preeminence of my sisters' admonitions vanished. Naked, I crawled onto to the bed, onto Karen, between her welcomingly wide thighs. Her fingers found my fond cock and directed him to her entrance.
"God, god, god!" She moaned. "I am so horny! I am puddle wet." I felt that cunt kiss then. She stroked the damp folds of her pussy with the flared end of my cock, up and down two or three times, pressing harder, pulling at me. I flexed my ass and gave her a nudge which seemed to open her right up. In proper position, my cock found his way into her body, sliding through the tight ring of her entrance, stretching her open, even as she groaned heavily and dropped onto her back. Her arms flopped over her head and her knees dropped to the bed, her hips rose and my cock head penetrated that tight wonderful ring of her pussy. She moaned again and I let my body settle between her filleted legs, piercing her pussy.
The tension was awesome, tight, resisting my penetration so that I had to lift myself off her and then rejoin the effort. I repeated this a few times, sawing back and forth at her tight, wet entrance until I felt her shudder, her hips rising and falling out of sync with my motion, falling away as I thrust then rising as I backed away to take another run at her. Then, in a flashing moment, we found that simpatico that turned into ecstasy and I felt her body welcome me. That tense ring of her pussy flexed open and I slide deep into her even as she clinched around me. Her hips rose to meet me and we were cinched together.
"Oh cheese and crackers!" Karen whispered. Her voice warbled with satisfied pleasure. "Oh my god, I needed this! Oh yes, yes, yes!"
I was a little nonplussed by her chant because we were not moving...I was deeply planted inside her pussy and her hips were pressed against me, taking my waiting like a desert lost soul took that first drink of cool water. But there was something about that stillness that was anything but inactivity. The sensation of her pussy seemed to ripple up and down my cock, then further, deep into me. My body seemed to heave a sigh of relief. All that crap about the pussy gods faded away as Karen's body shifted under me and though I just lay on her, a nearly dead weight, her hips began a slow grind that moved maybe a gnat's millimeter but felt like a miracle mile.
Her motion was subtle, barely a shift in position but at the same time, her pussy clinched and pulsed around me. I saw stars. The conundrum and the ambush and the bushes that were aligned but not yet filled with my cock receded and I was consumed by the feel of Karen's cunt. I opened my eyes.
Karen was arched under me. Her arms extended past her ears in a pose like she was stretching but her face was tipped back and held a look of such utter bliss I wondered if I had done something wonderful and not noticed. Her hips began to move then, slow thrusts up at me, from down under, the fabulous Australian hunger in her that made this the perfect stuffing. Karen moved as though she savored every tingle, every twinge, like each little nerve inside her body was demanding her attention and she was taking roll call one at a time.
Then she climaxed. I know because she said so. There was nothing violent and rampant about it. She sighed and whispered. "I am cumming!" Her voice held a sort of wondrous amazement, like it was unexpected, a surprise, the prefect gift at Christmas or an amazing tang on the tongue when tasting a strange new food, strange and beloved for all its novelty. Her hips didn't stop moving though, up and down, she stroked herself on my hard cock held still for her to grind on with slow-motion appreciation that I condoned with my own amazed agreement.
I was suspended over her sort of, hands on the bed beside her broad, lean shoulders, her breasts peaked under my chest, her hips moving alone, the inhuman motion that did not require any part of her body to move with them. They moved on their own. The she inhaled again. "Again!" She hissed and this time her hips jerked up at me, sealing us together again. She shuddered, her whole body shaking but barely, truly, all subtle and shy. Her eyes slitted, then opened wide, her mouth "oh'ed" and she bucked harder this time.
"Oh my god, fuck me, Sonny!" She whimpered.
That lovely tone, those perfect words, they all seemed to veil my conundrum and angst in a midnight blue curtain that divided me from myself. I was back before Sunday, Sonny once more. A lavish worshiper of the female form, figure and ground, filled with my cock, me the figure and she the ground and grind she did. Karen loved to fuck. Her commitment to the task was utter and she pulled me out of my egoistic malaise and into the rich delight of her ecstasy. I was a mere bit player in her production but I basked in the role, the roll of her hips and the shivers that took her. So often I am so preoccupied with my own arousal, my own pleasure that the intricacies of a female orgasm never make it to the front page of my mental special edition. I just don't notice.
In this moment, the very angst and anguish that held me aloof allowed me to peer down from the cloudy Olympus where the Cock God rules and see what I was missing. Karen came with such commitment, such pleasure, such unfettered love that I was frankly jealous, envious even. I am not proud of my reaction. I fucked her hard then, plowing her with such abandon that she screamed...and orgasmed again. I hammered her, trying to penetrate that distant dwelling where she writhed in such languor, seemingly alone and utterly unconscious, unaware, and unimpressed by my presence that I wanted nothing so much as to get credit for that ecstasy etched on her face. She stretched under me, her hips making staccato strikes at me as she stroked herself on my cock. I felt ignored and for a moment, umbrage, bright and brilliant flashed through me.
Fortunately, it was followed by a flushing ecstasy of my own and I barreled after her in my own private pleasure. Orgasm erupted in me and I ground down into her expressive cunt, pumping my cum into her, bucking and shaking. I tried to make a sound by my lungs had dried up and were full of emptiness. I couldn't breathe and paradoxically, I didn't want to. I wanted this moment to be the end of my life, or better, to last forever. I stiffened. I felt Karen's lovely lean legs wrap around me and her body seemed to meld with mine. She gasped and shook and bucked under me and I thrust and spurted and grunted out my own concerto. She was all woodwinds and I was all percussion and bass.
And then it was gone.
I collapsed. My habit of doing all I could to make coitus a lifelong endeavor, the tactics of extension and attenuation with which my mind teased my mortal coil had been supplanted by this flashing bolt of luscious lightning that was Karen's need, desire, and lust, all demanding what I had. My collapse left me lying heavy on her, her face against my chest. She twitched and quivered but did not move, her hands drifted down from their place over her head to stroke my hair, neck, shoulders and sides. The sweet sensation of her cool fingernails and light fingertips seemed to be the sensual sorbet I needed. My cock swelled inside her and she hunched under me.
Karen giggled. "There you are. Good boy!" Her legs wrapped around me and she began to bump and grind all over again but with none of her former artistry. Now it felt like competition, so I met her bump with thrusts of my own and soon I was lifting her off the bed and then pinning her too it; her legs clasped us together and refused to give me any distance to gain momentum. Instead, her body rose with me and then I'd drop onto her, pinning her to the bed, making her grunt and "humph" as I dropped my weight onto her. She didn't move but let me ride her, putting all her considerable effort into hanging onto me by her wrapped legs.
This went on for a while. I don't know how long. My mind went blank. I presume it was a lack of oxygen. My deprived brain finally found solace in the Zen emptiness that emerges when a woman wraps her legs around you so tight you can't inhale properly and you are pounding her into the bed so that your diaphragm becomes confused about whether it is coming or going. Karen crowed about an orgasm again and I was irate that I was being left out and increased my efforts to make it around the course a second time. She left me in the dust. The girl could cum and cum and cum and never gave a thought to what I might have needed from her. I was there for her cunt and nothing else and she was perfectly clear about that. Felt sort of familiar, but that was a thought that emerged after she was gone.
By the time she'd cum three or four times, I was approaching engine failure, not for lack of lubrication, though. At one point she bucked under me and I swear she sprayed up between us. Words were beyond her and I was mumbling in Cro-magnon myself. I'd about despaired of orgasm, finding it illusive and then it seemed to shrug and let me catch up. I climaxed in a very unsatisfying way, feeling all left out and ignored, which being the center of the universe left me feeling very irate and unsettled, climax or no.
This time my collapse was serious and in no time, or five minutes maybe, Karen was pushing at me and finally succeeded in rolling me onto my back. Her departure was swift and silent. For some reason I played possum and didn't move until I heard the room door rattle closed, that sound that only hotel doors make when they bang closed unattended. I moved but only to open my eyes.
The light hurt. I tipped my head up to look for Mavis. She hadn't moved, that is she'd not left the chair but she had shifted so her legs were open and I could see the dark stain on her panties that made them nearly invisible and the rich, dark contours of her pussy were clearly visible if blurry. She apparently noticed me staring.
"If I touch myself, I will cum." She muttered. Her hands were knuckled to the arms of the chair. "My god, that was...awesome. Awesome!" She whispered. "Never like before. I mean, I could and did cum then but this, this was a whole other thing." She tried to chuckle and coughed instead. She'd inhaled when she shouldn't have and ended bent over in the chair, coughing herself to tears. I was too spent to respond, but closed my eyes and waited for her spasm to pass. It did. I lay in my self-imposed darkness waiting for what was next.
The light went out and I felt Mavis get onto the bed. She fussed with the covers for a while, covering me which made me aware I was chilling. She huddled up against me. A hand clutched my cock, possessively, some might call it but it didn't feel that way to me. It was new but I was emotionally and mentally equal to my physical exhaustion so I dropped into the black well of mindless sleep.
For the next week or so, Mavis and I went back to comfortable silences but now, when I got into bed, I'd pull her onto her back and kiss her good night...she was usually asleep so it was an interruption. The woman didn't wake up, ever, for anything. I'd kiss her plush lips and she'd mumble "Go away, Howard" in some inchoate language that left me feeling invisible and fully dispensable. I studied late most nights and she would sleep with my light on at the desk. We never discussed Karen and the fuckville night. I was uneasy thinking about her desire to "watch". In my mind, I set her up as my conscience, needing her permission to fuck and approval of my study habits. In fact, she asked about my homework progress each day and I gave her updates. I finally noticed that felt like Mom...and I suddenly pined for Mom, not that I did anything about it. Mom was gone now five months and oh, how things had changed for me. I wondered if Mom would recognize me when she returned? Mavis was a whole other creature though. While we never discussed it, I had made her a monitor of my work and she seemed to slip into that role perfectly. MILF training never fades once that lifetime lesson is learned, taught by a baby to an adult female.
I needed to focus for sure. I'd lucked out with Econ because there'd been a fire in the lecture hall and it took them nearly a week to get sorted out how to have class again. When they did, the strange days of Sonny resumed. The placid sea of schoolwork roiled once more and I was tossed once more.
I had gone to Economics the first time and the classroom was full of clatter and roar and smelled like an ash tray...from the fire in the lecture hall and they were repairing it. I had to go to administration to find out what had become of my class, never thinking to check email or the class site, I just wandered around in a daze and ended up at the Admin building...where they kindly told me Econ had been moved to another room at four in the afternoon but unkindly did not bother to mention that it was canceled that afternoon, so I lingered on campus into the afternoon, only to find it was canceled so I could go to my home away from home. This was Blue Man Wednesday as I forgot to go on Monday. I figured out I was not required and went home, to the hotel, like an errant husband exiled until the dust settled...on his grave or wherever.
Mavis was there. She said some guy came by looking for me and nothing else. We were like a bored, married couple and she seemed not in the least perturbed by my lack of curiosity. I ignored her some more, something Ellen had taught me in our brief association. Mr. Sinister appeared and then she and I went to supper and exchanged pleasantries about our respective sexual proclivities and aspirations. I am still working out the actual sequences of things so if you are a bit confused, I have conveyed a proper feel for what I was experiencing. I woke everyday that week thinking, and feeling, it was Tuesday, so I was right once at least.



That night she went to bed early and I stayed up late studying; this was before Karen...I think. I was behind...not irretrievably so but I wanted to go into spring break with it all caught up...and a B average so I could get back to fucking. That was my thinking until it dawned on me that was blister rules and I resolved to ignore my sister bitches. Makes you wonder why I didn't fuck Mavis Percival right? I argue it was the fucking gods and my obeisance to them but who knows. I was not aroused and horny, I took that as a divine sign and focused on studying. Karen took the edge off then, and blunted the desire by leaving me uneasy and unsatisfied, which adds insult to injury considering I'd cum twice that I recall. Something was missing, or off, or missing, or missing. It took some time before Mavis's words about watching soaked in and Karen became an option. I lured her into our bed for Mavis so did not think I was irritating the pussy gods. My PhD in rationalization, in the American not the British sense of the term, came in handy. The truth may be that I was doing all I could to make it true that I thought Blue Man was my hallucination.
The next day, Thursday, I was back to keeping track of the days of the week by which classes I needed to attend, I did just that, went to class and studied. I was still discombobulated. I studied through the weekend. Mavis brought me food and I went for a run a couple times out in the fucking cold which made me think I was nuts...before I discovered the gym in the hotel. Easier. Better. By Monday I was seeing daylight and had hope of getting caught up. When I saw my friends, I went the other direction. My crisis persisted despite the interlude with Karen. Whenever I thought about it, I thought of Mavis and how she enjoyed the show and felt bad that I wasn't catering to her desires more, but I renewed my focus on school. Fucking "just" for her pleasure just seemed wrong, I just couldn't do it, which worried me a little. And that worried me a little more. I was a mess so focused on studying so I didn't worry about THAT! I gave Mavis a taste then dumped her on the wagon. It wasn't spite, just...confusion? When I saw the guys, I found I got increasingly irate at their role in the ambush.
The truth is that I still felt the conundrum and was wondering if indeed the Blue Man was real, just like he said. When I wasn't focused on classes, I found the conundrum sitting in the middle of my mind. My friends seemed to be there too and I had no wish to inject their opinions into it, which would surely make it worse and not better. The intervention had done its job though. I wasn't fucking anyone, at least not regularly, no one for me, I rationalized, since Karen was for Mavis. Right. I didn't feel a panic like I'd pissed off any fuck god. Studying was good. I felt okay. Monday I went to Econ and had missed that it was canceled again. I checked with administration to find out what was going on and they told me it had been moved again but was not scheduled until Wednesday.
I focused on other classes, knowing I was likely getting behind in Econ. I just closed my mind and focused. It was wonderful in an odd sort of way. I was making progress and went to Econ Wednesday and sure enough, it was right where they said it would be on Monday but this time it was Wednesday. A week had passed since Karen fucked me and I felt the lack as a dull ache that I pushed away, to maintain focus. I sat through class, distracted by Mrs. Olivette who kept glancing at me and smiling to herself. I got the message at the end of class when she told me she needed to see me, "please." Mr. Cock woke up and started rousing and grousing about how bright everything was and could I please pull the shades or whatever it took to make things darker...the little bugger knew what he was doing...no darkness is darker then the one-eyed spy master buried deep inside a wet pussy, the subtle little shit.
I decided I would see what Mrs. Olivette had up her skirt, just an expression since we all know that survey was done and well done. I sat working in my seat until the lecture hall was empty. I didn't look up or do anything. I was gradually getting caught up but honestly, I didn't want to go home or back to the hotel room where Mavis was likely to still be waiting for me to give her another floor show. I felt either dirty or exposed, maybe both but I was unclear if it was because I'd given her what she wanted or because I hadn't repeated it.
It was like a test of wills, I wanted her to beg and she wanted me to bring home another minstrel show for her to watch and I resisted that for some reason, well, for lots of reasons, but not because I wanted to frustrate Mavis. We were polite but never explicit, not discussing what we were doing because it was most assuredly very different things. She was very patient and it felt comfortable to do my thing with her auditing my every move. The different purposes had not clashed yet so it wasn't clear to me what they were, hers or mine, though our discussion had clarified that. I guess my lack of clarity was internal and all about Sonny!
Why didn't I just tell her to go away or why didn't she just suck my cock and then mount me like she clearly wanted? I do not know. Or was that me doing the "wanting" in that sentence? See? Confused. The whole "watching" thing confused me such that I wasn't sure if I should fuck her or not. I knew I didn't want to troll through the List and bring one of them to the room for Mavis to audit, at least not yet. That, I realized, eventually at least, felt like using them and that didn't fit me, which gave me the first glimmer of the flaw in my buddies' ideas for how to put them to good use, being too many for Sonny to wrangle on his own, went the logic. Fifty is a lot, I had to admit.
So it was me and Mavis in a Zen state of sexless acceptance and that meant I was gradually catching up on my school work. I just worried if I'd ever fuck again, which drove me to study harder just to avoid that thought. I kept telling myself Karen didn't count, which sort of insults her, doesn't it? A week was a long time and I couldn't add Karen to the roll call without shifting it to a "Sonny thing" instead of what I wanted it to be, a "Mavis thing". I felt all noble for helping her out and not just being all hard cocked about it. Karen had done her part but nothing was resolved, and that itself unnerved me enough to remain in a state of blissful terror of what all this could mean.
"Mr. Duncan?" Mrs. Olivette's voice echoed through the lecture hall, unfamiliar and empty. I looked up and saw that we were not alone. "I have my daughter here for you. Please come down and let me introduce her."
I was still slow. By slow, I mean things were not making sense to me in the broader world where I was motivated to focus on my classes instead of being alert to the presence of highly willing pussy. I thought I should be focusing on school and surprisingly enough, I could. The reason was that the broader world made no sense, none at all and thinking about it would hardly altered that. So I focused on school and tried to tell myself that not fucking for a week was not a problem or an omen of things to come, or not come as it were. I don't believe in omens. I do believe in pussy though and how it interfered in real life so people had to choose between fucking and all the other shit we do with our time. I think the vast majority of people choose other stuff and fuck by reflex or something because mostly the trains do run on time and planes don't fall out of the sky because the pilots are blowing each other and bump the stick and kill themselves and everyone else. Yeah, that got dark in a hurry. Mr. Happy wasn't in charge of my mental broadcasts anymore. This was my mood then, dour and dark.
I got up, put away my things and walked down the steps to where Mrs. Olivette stood. A woman, girl really but older, older than me but with a disposition that made her seem younger. She had dark sandy brown hair that she didn't comb out of her eyes so just one eye was clearly visible. She was slender, so unlike her plush mother that I first figured she was adopted until she spoke. Her voice was the same contralto of Sandy Olivette's. They were clearly genetically mother and daughter.
"This is Candice, my daughter. Candy." Mrs. Olivette said softly. "I am giving her to you to fuck, so you will fuck me again. Some more."
My fucking phone rang before I had time to analyze that logic. It had rung before and I just wasn't talking to anyone. The slow and dull stance in life left me without any inclination to discuss anything with anyone. I answered now just to distract me from what was in front of me. Turns out that was a silly idea. Mrs. Olivette told her daughter to undress and by god, the girl did, stripped naked right there, standing to do so then sitting down with her heels right under her lean ass, and letting her legs loll open showing me her bare shaved pussy with beads of moisture making it sparkle like dew on a March morning.
It was Landon.
"Dude. You aren't answering your phone!"
"Dude, I just did." I felt the bitterroot inclination in my body. "What's up?" I strained to remember this was my friend and the full feeling of the intervention finally arrived at my doorstep and I nudged it with my toe, wondering if I wanted to open up to it.
"I wanted to see you, talk over our idea." Landon said.
"I hate your idea." Sonny was not being all amiable. I wanted the conversation to end so I could fuck Candice here. The name rang a bell and I realized something was wrong. Damn, another duplication in my world. That thought led me to Carol Lynn and Jason and wondering if she was going to pursue me and then being struck by the thought that she was likely waiting on me. That led to a list of females who were likely waiting on me to do something...Laura needed to be taken back from the Romelingames, Caroline was promised Lovely, Sophia wanted Rebecca Kline. Shit, all these lesbian aspirations confused me, even being a straight lesbian myself...Landon was talking.
"You didn't believe that shit about making all your women into hookers, did you?"
"Yes. You don't know how to kid, Landon."
"Are you pissed?"
"They're mine." I spoke with a sudden explosion of conviction that had been fulminating behind my sternum since Sunday last. Then I got an idea. "Come to the hotel and we can discuss it."
"Okay. When."
"When I'm there." I said. The silence that followed told me he was actually waiting on me. I had to decide something and realized I'd been avoiding that. I'd not been avoiding fucking necessarily, just the need to make a decision not dictated by school work. I also realized that my mother was manipulating me from China. I also realized I wanted her back and for a moment, thought about calling her and telling her so. Then I thought about Sid and Annie and the lay down assistant gig and Hassum...all these things were coming to me without me straining to make it so and that suggested straining to gain control of it all would be like throwing a rock into a school of fish while I was fishing. Then I thought of the Blue Man and whatever order I'd managed vanished, like the fish and he was the rock! Enough silence. I needed to answer.
"Friday night." I offered.
"Okay." Landon said. In that simple word I felt something had shifted without my noticing.
"Bring the guys."
"Chris can't. The play is on, Thursday is opening night, they run through Sunday afternoon."
"Oh, then Sammy and Brett. Say, eight." I wondered if Mavis would still be there. If she was, she was liable to get fucked. Having made that promise to myself my eyes turned on and I studied the naked female sitting in the theater seat on her heels, which butterflied her knees, a finger casually rubbing her pussy, specifically her prominent clit.
"Eight. See you then." Landon vanished from my mind. Candy's clit was huge, easy to see as she flicked it idly back and forth with her finger. Each time she did, her torso flinched and her eyes flickered like that was the only sensation that mattered.
"She's naked." I said, looking at Mrs. Olivette. The woman nodded like agreement would be important.
"I told her to undress so you could see that she is perfectly willing." I looked back at the girl.
"Candice is it?" The girl puffed up like a cobra.
"It's Tracie...mother calls me by my middle name because she's a bitch." The girl spoke and her rasping voice verified the relationship for me again, which I had doubted. I shook my head.
"Honey, everyone likes Candy." Mrs. Olivette husked, her voice rattled like she had a whisk caught in her throat.
"Are you telling me that she can just hand you off to me like this?"
The girl looked at me with something like contempt. "I'm naked, aren't I? What more do you want? Suck your cock?" The girl said with a bit of a sneer. Mrs. Olivette nodded vigorously.
"I am sure he would like that Candy. Though at least you could be formally introduced first." Mavis grinned what could only be a rapacious grin. "This is Sonny Duncan and he made your Mother cum good in her office." I got the distinct sense of an undertone that would prove to be an undertow and pull me under if I let it. I was focused on school again and didn't want this distraction...but a naked woman is a naked woman. Now I don't know how your brain works but occasionally mine tends to just ignore stuff. This was a case in point. Little Candy Cane had a collar on her neck, black leather with a D-ring on it. You would think the brain would notice something like that on a woman's neck but her naked body and her casual tweaking of her overly large clit had managed to obscure the fact that she had a collar on her neck from my awareness. Noticing it, I got a funny twitch in my main digit. The fact that I'd gone days, nearly a week now without fucking a woman obtruded into my mind and I got rock hard.
This naked girl was her mother's offering to me! Sandra Olivette was offering Candi to me as a bribe to fuck her again. Little Fella want a piece of Candy? I kept toying with her name, changing the spelling, thinking of her in different ways. Candy? Tracie? I shrugged, no matter. Something did matter though. For real. Nothing about her suggested she objected to this sort of treatment. Something about the dynamic between these two gave me pause though. Some have said that men have no intuition...likely the same people that said women can't shoot hoops or fly a fighter jet. Still, vive la difference...but I knew something was not according to Hoyle.
I think my casual and non-acquisitive inspection of the naked little dish unnerved my Econ teacher and she began to jabber like a parrot on speed. I dipped into her stream of consciousness finally and registered her words enough to respond, sort of.
"I know this seems unorthodox..." She'd been describing how her daughter came to look so utterly comfortable flicking her click, er, clit in this setting, all interesting, all ignored until my mind dipped and I found something to say.
"Ya think?" I interjected into her flow, feeling irate and sarcastic after talking to Landon. Sandy Tits ignored me.
"...but I assure you she is well trained. My husband, Edwin, he was such a disappointment to his father, his parents divorced when he was young. When Candy came of age, she went to live with her grandfather and returned to us, ah, like this....trained. And well, we have been at wits end as to what to do with her. She's...compliant as you can see but when it comes to Edwin and I, we simply don't know what to do with her. With anyone else, well nearly anyone, well with some people, well with a few men she's...very well behaved but with us, she's a sarcastic hellion. The contrast is breathtaking so we, Edwin and I thought maybe she'd...I did promise her to you, that day, if you made...er...satisfied me and so on the off chance that you might, um, be pleased with her and she decided to please you...Candy is 23 and very well trained...I have a leash and wish you would take her home with you and, well, have her." Mrs. Olivette's face was drawn and tense...unlike her body which seemed to be fully lush and I bet if I investigated her knickers she'd be plenty damp, wet, maybe dripping. Her normally unfriendly look was mostly twisted up into a visage of need mixed with fear.
I waited again, more. I wondered, actually had this thought in my head, if this was what it was like to be schizophrenic...feeling two utterly incompatible things in my mind at the same time? I was nuzzling around this thought and Mrs. Olivette who no one would mistake for being shy, passive or otherwise retiring in personality thought of my silence in an entirely different way.
"Oh, okay, yes, Edwin has fucked our daughter!" Sandra Olivette snarled, her more natural disposition making a return, like a tribute band muscled off the stage by the aged original. "And yes, I admit it...I have been neglected...."
"Feeling neglected, Mother!" Candi or Candy Cane or Tracy or whoever the little naked female was, her actual name would eventually appear, she interjected her correction with a daughter's courage and received no more notice from her mother than one would expect from a wife for the woman having sex with her husband.
"...and having her out of the house, even for a few days..." Mrs. Olivette stuttered to a stop.
"Is what you want?" I finished for her, and honestly I don't know if it was kindly of me or not. Mrs. Olivette, however, nodded. Not vigorously or with that sort of energy that makes one think the agreement was counterfeit or otherwise artificial but with the sort of motion that bespoke urgent pleading with fear of being refused and rejected. Supplication is the word that fits. And the woman was the supplicant. I am and likely always will be a soft touch for supplications...particularly one that includes me taking a naked girl home with me with a clit the size of my thumb and naked like Candy Cane was. I knew this clashed with my sudden burst of student focus and I had one female already in the room I was sleeping with and not fucking already...so there was that and the complication it suggested. I got all practical, maybe as a dodge, I admit but really I was measuring the coffin I was about to bury my reservations in.
"Do you work?" I asked softly, eying Candi's collar and feeling vaguely unsettled. My collars were classy, silver and gold...at least in color and this was clearly a pet collar, a leather dog collar and nothing less.
"Daddy doesn't let me work." Candi Cane said, suddenly affecting the breathy voice of a sex object, the bratty sneering burr in her tone was gone. I was thankful for that. "Not my Father Daddy, my actual Daddy." I pretended that made sense, which it didn't. I turned my eyes to Mrs. Olivette.
"There's more to this story than you are telling me, isn't there?" When she nodded, I had the feeling I was smart. I considered the naked woman for a moment, slender, naked...but I said that once...her eyes had a bright insouciance about them that made the way she stroked her pussy and teased at her prominent clit aggressive, even defiant. I had the feeling this might be a problem being handed to me that I just didn't need...but still...naked!
"Tracie, I don't understand what's going on here but I think this is not your idea. What do you want?" I hadn't planned to ask her that but when I did, it had that feeling of being a good idea and I relaxed a little though by then, my eyes couldn't help but lock onto the collar around her neck like it was huge and impossible to miss.
"You fucked my mother?" Candy Cane or Tracy or Candi or Tracie said. I automatically nodded. "You gave her the orgasm?"
"Orgasms." I amended. Sandra Olivette blushed furiously down into the scooped front of her dress where her massive tits begged for attention. As usual, they had mine. Tracie smiled thinly. She nodded.



"Take me then." She glanced at her mother. "Master," she looked back at me, "not Edwin, sent me home to see if my parents could be good owners. They aren't. If you fucked her and did this to her...I knew something happened to her but it wasn't clear to me what...you must be something more than they are. I'll be yours...for now...if you are a good owner."
If I'd been trying to talk I'd have been sputtering. This sort of acquisition of pussy was not how I usually ended up with a leash in my hand; that usually involved my cock...well this did but in a second-hand sort of way and that seemed profoundly different not just a variation, different in kind as the natural philosophers once said with arch emphasis. And just like that I had another female but not acquired through the usual means of the MILF List. Like that was a thing. I wasn't prepared for this and little of it computed and, and, and surprisingly enough, I reacted as though I were a student and not a MILF hunter. I shook my head.
"Oh no, this seems like a problem and I have enough of my own. I am not taking any female home with me with a dog collar on her neck! I have class!" Now, I didn't. I mean I didn't have "a" class and one can easily argue I don't have "class" in that other sense I think I was trying to mean and flubbed it, either. I shouldered my worthy pack and just walked away, up those odd steps of a lecture hall that makes you feel awkward and short-legged.
I had the tickle in my back like someone was aiming a gun at me and I thought of Blue Man, prescient fuck that I am. I turned halfway up to find Candi was dressing. Sandra stood beside her chattering, her hands flitting like butterflies around her daughter as she donned what little she had arrived wearing. I turned away. I just closed my open mind in a vain effort to keep my brain from falling out and left the hall. I had the distinct feeling I'd just given the pussy gods the finger.
I don't know if mercy is part of their makeup but I got out into hall, walking without any guiding thought, discovered I'd turned the wrong way to escape this place, did an about face and saw Candy Cane in the wash of people, following me. She stopped. No one bumped her, she had like this aura that made people just move around her without getting close like a bell jar sitting in a shallow mountain stream, and I'd not have been shocked to see a spotlight fit tightly around her to make sure I wasn't missing her presence.
I was on a mission, a mission to imagine she wasn't naked and exposed for me, which, by the way, she wasn't but what she wore was barely clothing and clearly not enough for February weather. I walked past her. She stood still but as I eased past her, she turned and I know she followed me. I know because I turned to glance in her direction and yes, she was right behind me. So I walked faster. Fuck but I felt stupid. And nervous like a fighter jock when his radar is beeping with a message about being locked onto by a heat seeking missile. Being the missile was supposed to be my job! I walked faster, pushing people aside to escape this lurid shadow of my recent past that clearly wanted to sit on my face.
I got out into the brisk winter air and it felt good...down the steps and I fucking turned the wrong direction again. When I turned around, she was right there, stopped again. I noticed the glances she got from the students walking around her, like they were seeing a Leprechaun and then talking themselves out of it because they didn't believe in gold and making a profit was bad. What morons. Oh, me too, by the way, that is, my movement. I was fleeing a woman who had every intention of...what? I just couldn't finish the thought, but Candi, being the helpful little minx she was, held out the dog leash chain to me and I, like the numbnuts I am, took it from her.
"This is yours now." She said in that faux gasp of a voice that I finally realized is how a female talks when a guy has her cock-pinned to the bed and is balancing his pubic bone on her pubic bone and resting his weight on her abdomen. Marlyn Monroe talked to the camera like she was being fucked. Well, I was having none of that sort of non-verbal seduction. I ran away. No, I didn't run but I did play the "not my problem" card and dropped the chain, which she promptly reeled in and offered to me again, extending hand and chain towards my lying eyes. While my eyes said 'no' my cock said 'yes' and my mind told the hand what to do That slavish hand nudged the hand with that dangling chain in it aside and sidled past, hoping no one thought she was with me. All my personal resolve to be nonchalant and not look back abandoned me almost immediately, after some prime number of hurried steps. I looked back. Candy Cane was following me. It felt like anyone looking could see some invisible link from her to me stronger than any collar and leash. So I walked faster.
I turned away from the direction to my car, not wanting her to see where I parked. Stalker one oh one. I didn't feel in any danger except that I guess I was worried I'd mount her on the sidewalk and everyone would take pictures or call the campus police and the event would cut into my study time. Honest, that was my thought, I had to lose the bitch or I'd not get my homework done. How crazy does that sound? Then you get my state of mind. Events were not going to alleviate the gestalt pressing at me, that I was so assiduously avoiding.
There is on campus a coffee shop, sort of, open all hours that does a horrendous business...it's long has a counter with backless stools and and a line of booths, shaped like a rail car but longer without the rattle and bang. It had two entrances and it was a thing to "cruise the car" as the phrase went, to see if anyone you knew had a booth you could squeeze into. Losers sat at the stools so they are always full too. I steered to there and joined the spawners, swimming upstream, hoping to lose my new piece of Candy, feeling like she was stuck to my shoe. There was the usual press of people and the cursing wait staff, three really fat, okay, brawny women in their fifties worked the booths and made out like bandits but had to put up with college kids. The waitresses were big enough to plow through the press of spawners looking for an eddy to settle into. And did, with prejudice. They only smiled on the walk to their cars when they could flip people off with impunity.
I was uninterested in finding a pool to settle in, so of course, there was a booth open that held an invitation for me to sit down. It held one person and magically enough, no one else dared go close enough to be rebuffed. Yep. You guessed it. Blue Man sat alone on one side of a booth perfectly half way down the length of "The Car" diner, having scrambled eggs and hash with cocoa and orange juice with a side of little smokies that made my mouth water. I saw him. He was looking at me. I stopped moving and people grumbled and pushed past, all elbows and umbrage. He gestured to the seat opposite him just as a stool nearby emptied. I mention it because somehow Candy Cane managed to gain a perch right there, sitting with her bare lank knees pointed at me, hands folded in her lap, over the "barely a skirt" that skirted her lean hips. She was opening her knees to give me an invitation beaver shot I was certain and I claim that was why I sat down, with my back to her.
Blue man gestured at her with a bare fork. "You have a tracker." He said. "Hungry?"
The ambiguity of his question was not lost on me. I had this flash as though I passed from one dimension to another, from muddled confusion and angst to this crystal clear clarity that took away my breath. Made me pant. For a few moments, during which he waited patiently for something from me to acknowledge him, I struggled to catch my breath. I felt Candy behind me like she was swollen and pulsing, which turns out may have been a very accurate description of her state. I nodded. "I could eat." Free food for the non-trust fund student is the perfect bait and endemic instinct took over.
I had slid into the booth and suddenly I was both clear about what things were bothering me and able to put that into words, though the solutions to the various problems still escaped me.
"Haven't fucked Mavis yet?" He asked casually. I was going to answer but his magical aura had attracted one of the two ton waitresses. "Order anything you like...you need to eat, keep up your strength." He said, eyes on his own plate.
"Thanks mom." I muttered, and got all puffed up and proud at managing this feeble fling with sarcasm. I ordered their best steak and eggs with all the fixings and she left. I didn't dare look around to see if anyone noticed her ignoring them and giving me such good service, a miracle in this place. "And no, I haven't. She thinks she likes to watch. She does but...." My mind clutched and I coasted.
"Watches, does she? Interesting." The Blue Man was indeed blue, with a blazer, shirt, tie that I could see with a fedora, all shades of midnight blue...his sallow skin took on that hue so he seemed blue to me but that surely is a trick of my memory.
"I fucked a waitress for her though. She seemed pleased." He nodded, continuing to eat.
"What about your boys? What will you do about them?" He gestured past me with a squished corner of toast. "I think she thinks she is yours." He added just to confuse me which it did.
"What do you know about my guys?" I asked, getting that icky feeling Jacob must have had along with the pain of a dislocated ass.
"Just that you have been avoiding them." He said, finally looking up at me. He had white man features, black hair still and I found myself studying his face to see if he was wearing makeup again. He smiled a mirthless smile and I shivered, knowing what he was. "Why?" He asked.
The bitch had something I wanted but would likely never have. I spilled. Halfway through my food came and slowed down the account. I had to ask for catsup for my steak, sophisticate that I am, and turned to see that Candy had ordered but was still sitting with her pinched knees pointing at me like the prow of a canoe, twisting around impossibly to take bites of her omelet. I told Blue Man everything, well, about the ambush and how I'd just rolled with it and got irate after it was too late and they had me halfway down the path to perdition. Okay, I had been there and back several times but this was slightly different, you have to admit, pimping wasn't really...okay yes, I did that a time or three but it was because the females in question got wet at the thought, so fuck off and yes, I am touchy. You have breakfast in the afternoon with a guy you know for dead certain is a hit man and see how relaxed you are. I know, poor word choice there, huh?
When I finished, talking not eating, he planted his elbows on the table, the waitress having taken aways his perfectly clean plate, almost tittering, and looked over at me. He sat nearly huddled against the wall, while I sat nearly on the outer edge of my bench as though I was going to make a break for it if he twitched wrong.
"The solution is easy." He said. I waited but he just looked at me. It wasn't a stare, he didn't put anything into it, his gaze was just leveled at me and held me like a tractor beam...is that a thing? A beam with a hitch on it? Anyway...he waited me out.
"If you have an accounting degree." I finally said, to say something. I didn't think it was inane but in my state, I hardly trusted my judgment enough to be smug. He shook his head.
"No, really." His voice sounded almost collegial. I growled to myself. He continued. "Let the sluts choose." He said and then just closed his eyes, like I didn't exist. I waited and when his eyes didn't open I got a bit pissy.
"They are not sluts." I insisted. His eyes opened. He shook his head.
"They all love to fuck but they don't get paid. Whores get paid. Sluts get cock, want it, long for it, never say 'no' when it is offered. Sluts." The fucker didn't sound interested in a semantics discussion. I was disinclined myself but he had something on his mind and now I was all curious to know what.
"You should take her home." He said. "Your sisters might enjoy her."
I recovered from the logic whiplash but not soon enough to add to the conversation. His eyes had opened and when he next spoke, he looked right at me. "I mean, the females you have fucked are far too many for you to satisfy. You opened them to the delights of their own lust, so now, they need to satisfy it and you can't do it and...." He stopped the flow and wiped his lips which seemed almost feminine in their lushness, which unnerved me a bit, okay, a lot, that I noticed, okay? "...you feel responsible. You aren't but, indulging that, this time may be a good lesson for you."
"Indulging? Indulging what? Who?" I asked, my mind curious.
"Let them pick. It's an easy solution. You offer them all to interested cocks, but, the female decides whom she wants to fuck and if. It is a club, like a 'wine club' or something."
"Slut club." I whispered. My head throbbed. Heads, that is. "Fuck that's perfect. Don't talk about Slut club."
"But make them pay to join, the cocks. Money talks, bullshit walks." He cocked his head. "But the females can give away memberships, so they can add favored cocks to the mix." He nodded. "That sounds like your sort of solution."
The fucker was right. My mind raced and suddenly I wasn't dreading talking to Landon and company any longer. He slid out of the booth.
"You're welcome." He said, dropping twin hundred dollar bills on the table. He turned away but then twisted back, sinuous and smooth in his movements. "Tell the girl to keep the change." He said, arching an eye brow at me. I got it, he figured I'd keep the change if he didn't slap my fingers. "She deserves it." He turned away but then turned back in a fit of indecision or something. "And take her home with you, to the hotel for now. She needs you, don't disappoint her. She's the open door to a world you have never imagined but which you...." Here he chuckled. "...understand?" His voice flipped up at the end, making it a question. Like I had an answer for him! I didn't know what he was talking about. Then.
That was how I ended up with Candy Cane crouched on the floor of the passenger seat looking up at me with the chain securely fastened to her leather collar, knees tucked under her chin. The girl was flexible. I'd done as instructed. Settled the tab, then eased through the crush to Candy. I reached down and took the crass chain leash from her fingers in her lap, feeling the heat of her lank thighs when I did. She got such a look of pure bliss on her face that I got carried away and let her guide me into hooking the chain to her collar, right there in The Car. She gathered her silk fine hair to expose the collar in both hands behind her head and waited. So I hooked her up and then led her out of the place.
It was both strange and fucking awesome the way the crush melted around us. I don't know how it happened or why but with this girl in tow, we walked through the place to the door barely brushing anyone at all, which is contrary to most laws of physics in my estimation. Brett might have some explanation but I didn't care. For a moment, all the angst was gone and I had the world by the ass again. Clearly, the ambush and it's meaning and the problem it posed for me had been weighing on my mind more than I'd been aware of. The interesting thing was that I'd been utterly clear headed when addressing homework and class. Maybe Blue Man was right?
I got all irate again though because I hadn't thought to ask him his name again. I intended to if I ever saw him again. I didn't want to call him "Blue Man" either in my mind or when I talked to him again. Made me sound like a comic book creature and I thought "group" on the end which didn't fit benignly at all. Then again, that might be just right, since Sonny does have a super power, right?
Candy didn't speak a peep all the way to the hotel. The valet parked the car but the supervisor had to give him a shove to stop him from staring at Candy. Despite her slight dimensions, every little thing about her spoke the message loud and clear. She was a sexual creature and she both knew it and reveled in it. Men drooled at her and women envied her, well, some did anyway. Her frank presentation as a sexual being, intended for sexual purposes both by nature and nurture seemed so unalloyed, the hither and thither ambivalence that so many females have about their sexuality simply was not present in Candy. She was so shallow that there was little doubt that she hid anything else. What you saw was what she was. Her little top was loose but every move she made exhibited her nipples as stark piques in the white linen fabric of the peasant blouse. The amazing thing was that she never looked at anyone, so they stared at her with impunity and she seemed to glow with that attention.
I was not idle on the drive home. I was building the case for giving her the "Mavis treatment" and ignoring her, on the logic that I had work to do and this was a test to see if I would be distracted. I didn't really think about Mavis until we stood waiting for the lift, after the eventful stroll through the lobby. Something about her made a couple guys bump into the women they were with, which surely created some karma they were going to hate working out. People stared. For the most part of the journey I was puzzled but then I realized I had tight hold on her leash and she was trailing along behind me, like a proper sex pet. The stares made a bit more sense then. Oddly, I liked them more with that thought in mind. I felt something that I realized, eventually, slow boat Sonny that I am, was surely pride.
Candi's disposition in this context was nothing short of haughty pride herself...and such pride in her condition bespoke an acceptance that, it turns out, is the key to the MILF List and the effect of Sonny's super power, the power Blue Man wanted to bend to his own purposes. That walk across the hotel lobby, though, changed me. The angst, the confusion about if I should be irate at my friends, sisters and MILFs...sluts was the term that Blue Man gave me and for the first time it felt like a proper term for the females under my sway, all that swirl of contending things seemed to just settle down, not vanish mind you. I still had work to do to figure this out. The MILF List was running its course so that moment provided a glimpse of what was beyond the MILF list. I'd been utterly confumbulated about that...the "what is next" aspect of the MILF list. I had a number of unfinished issues to tend to and that tickled my fancy and made my shorts feel out of sorts, but there was something deeper going on and I had to figure that out. This walk across the lobby with Candi in tow behind me, haughty and proud and sexual and compliant changed me. When the elevator arrived and we stepped inside with an assortment of other guests, I tugged on the leash to bring Candi close to me. I slipped an arm around her waist and pulled her against me. My fingers seemed to fit into the groves between her ribs.
She cooed. I fucking mean it, the little bitch cooed. She wriggled against me, making this sound like a mourning dove, light and delighted while the heat of her body warmed me. I'd opened my coat as it was plenty warm there and she was against my shirt. On impulse, I pressed my fingers into her delicate ribs and turned her. Her head tipped back and she presented her lips to me with such smooth ease that the following kiss was sweet nectar. Her arms went around my neck and she painted herself to me. She kissed with her whole body. She whimpered a bit throughout, and my hands explored her body from shoulders to ass, stroking and caressing her. She responded with greater passion, little micro motions that said, "take me now!" I was tempted I confess. When it broke, she pressed her face against my chest and spoke but the words were muffled and did not register immediately.



For some reason, I didn't. Take her, I mean. Walking down the hall with her on the leash should have felt odd and awkward. After that kiss, her passion and pleased response to my attention, my former self would have walked with my arm around her, boy friend and girlfriend. But no. When we arrived at our floor, I shuffled off her mortal coil and walked out of the car alone, hesitating only to tug firmly on the leash. She squeaked a little and followed. I glanced back and saw she was walking unsteadily.
"Fuck. What a kiss!" She whispered. Oddly, her words mumbled against my chest seemed to emerge from hiding, like my idiot memory woke up and answered the phone so I recognized the words. She'd whispered, "Oh Master!"
I felt that first flush of pride about the kiss while setting the other words aside for later consideration, and realized that feeling of pride had been missing since the ambush. The clarity not only persisted but deepened. This feeling and all that it required was the "thing" for me. Everything else, school, career, profession, relationships, even family, that was all means to this singular and very real end. I stopped at the door and fumbled for the keycard. It didn't work. Fuck.
For a moment, the irritation suffused me but then Candi took it from my hand and I realized my hand was trembling. She tried it and...it didn't work for her either. But that minimalist little action on her part touched me in a way I don't think I had ever felt before...except perhaps with Annie, no, Anne. The irony was delicious. I understood something about her then but had no words for that feeling of understanding and the insight it implied. I just knew something had happened.
We went to the lobby again, with much the same results, though I didn't kiss her on the next trip. That moment had passed, like I had issued a proclamation that did not need repeating and Candy understood it. Turned out Mavis had, for some fitting reason, moved us into a suite. That cramped room was...well, cramped for us. I would like to say that it was because she wanted me doing my late night study jags apart from her, so she could get her sleep...but I think the lurid truth is that she was speculating that I hesitated to bring home pussy to mount because I worried they'd not be ready for her audits and so not ready for an audience. The suite offered the fig leaf of separate bedrooms even though my Mavis had no intention of sleeping through any coitus that might happen.
I ignored them both. Oh, I made introductions. Mavis made the breathy observation that "Candy arrives without any luggage" which I had not registered. My instinct in the moment was to buckle down to work, since I'd eaten so I told her to go "outfit" Candy as she wished and with a sort of proactive prescience, handed Mavis a credit card to affect the outfitting. I had faith that she was not some gasping youth who found charity to be the proper way to gain wealth, so I put them out of my mind and did as I intended. I studied.
In fact, I didn't have much to say to them until the next afternoon when I arrived home from class and found them in one of the rooms, Mavis sitting on the bed, legs akimbo wearing just the nighty, and Candy squatting on the floor, still collared but with the leash hanging from a clothes hook by the bathroom door. I'd been so absorbed in school work and the subject matter, which suddenly seemed luminous that I had not given the suite and the pussy it contained any thought until I handed off my car to the valet.
"Will you be going out tonight, with your ah, pet?" The supervisor asked with a knowing smirk. It wasn't mean or snarky, more like it held respect and jealousy, which I found amusing but it put me in mind of the situation finally. I realized I had left two very sexual females together for an entire day without any intervention or pretense of control and that could be quite volatile. They were both sexual in very different ways, not the least in the body types they both possessed, so the potential for a cat fight seemed real. I needn't have worried.
I arrived in the room, then deposited my work load in the other room and returned to face them. "How was your day?" I asked as blandly as possible. Mavis regarded me for a moment and I noted she did not even glance at Candy, so I did it for her.
"We need to talk, Sonny." Mavis said. For the record, my ass hole did not clinch up and my hard cock, yes, hard since I handed off the keys to my car and felt the supervisor's respect, did not go soft. I nodded.
"Oh? Do we?" Mavis was not flustered by my response.
"Yes. We do...you and I." Now she did look at Candy and I swear Candy fairly preened. "What is your plan for tonight?"
Now, my plan had been more of the same but seeing Candy there on the floor, on her knees...oh, did I mention she was completely naked save for the collar? Well, she was. And she seemed as at ease as any cat does, with nearly the same disdain for the world beyond her skin. That her knees were V'ed so that her bare pussy was evident and that said pussy was clearly wet, glistening it was, seemed as natural to her as Mavis was sitting on the bed eating potato chips from a bag. I noted all this from the new compartmental milieu created in me the previous evening when I brought Candy through the lobby. It felt new, different and fucking awesome.
I gestured at Candy. "I thought maybe I'd fuck her." I said as nonchalantly as I guy can with a cock as demanding as mine with over a week of neglect to recover from. Mavis merely smiled, but she was looking down at Candi. That confused me a little but confusion had become a confidante to me. "What is on your mind?"
"Sit down?" Mavis made it a question presaging her disclosure. I did. "We have had a chance to talk." She said gesturing at Candy Cane. "Tracie is a pet. Trained to be a pet, to be used. I don't think you understand precisely what that means?" Another question. The assertive woman of the past week or so was, different, shifted away from that it seemed. Interesting.
"She wears a collar and isn't allowed on the furniture?" I ventured with a half smile. Mavis did not match it. She did nod though.
"Yes of course, that, but there is more to it. She takes both pleasure and pride in obeying her owner, her Master, in the "pet has a master" sense not the "slave has a master" sense." This took a turn I'd not considered in those words and realized the shift had lots more alleys and secrets to surrender than I had yet understood. Mavis gestured. "Tell her to do something." The words were an order and immediately Mavis blushed. "Um, if it please you, sir?" She added with a little quaver in her voice, and she made it a question.
"Play dead." I said, looking down at Candy. Her eyes immediately rolled up in her head and she went utterly limp and oozed over onto her side. It was like all her bones vanished and she was empty flesh. I chuckled at my cleverness but Mavis did not look happy. "What? I was being funny. Have you lost your sense of humor? Get it? Play dead? Pet? Trained to do tricks on command?" Mavis attempted to smile but it was a poor effort with little success.
"Sonny, I mean no disrespect but you need to understand the full intent of this for her. She will obey anything her master tells her and right now, you are her Master. And anything you tell her to do, she will do. That is the sum and substance of her training and thus of her pride. And she is proud, make not mistake."
"Anything?" I caught the gist of her hesitation to appreciate my attempt at wit. She nodded.
"Anything. If you tell her to do something she cannot do, it will hurt her, like fat shaming hurts Oprah." She set aside the chips and unfolded her legs. For a big girl she was amazingly flexible, an observation that fascinated my cock. She started to speak but I held up a hand.
"You are worried that I won't respect that commitment to obedience and just jerk her around." I made it a statement. Mavis nodded assent. I nodded in response. "Not wrong in that. Tell most of us swinging dicks you'll obey anything we say and we'll test to prove that is wrong. No one can or should do that, without qualification."
"Limits." Mavis said. "Everyone has limits." She was so arch and serious I swallowed my smart ass rejoinder and just regarded her with somber attention. "You do need to learn about her obedience." She added, almost tentatively which attitude in her made as much sense as ballet slippers on an elephant.
"How do you purpose I do that?" I asked, an honest question, not a snarky challenge. Mavis's face looked like I had reached out and slapped her without provocation.
"Oh my god!" She whispered. "Of course. She knows. She senses who you are. You don't need to experiment, you just be you, do what you do." I got that she was only half talking to me. It was like she was having an epiphany right in front of us well, me, Candy was still puddled on the floor, utterly unmoving.
Sounded good to me. The clouded confusion seemed past and the indecision and insecurity were replaced by a clarity. "Candice, please suck my cock while Mavis observes." Mavis blushed furiously, immediately. With the right words you can raise the dead apparently. Candy seemed to levitate from the floor and was standing on her knees before me, licking her lips, standing carefully unzipping my pants, which given the inflexible state of my cock needed some delicacy. Her nipples flexed and roused and budded. When my cock appeared, the girl fairly inhaled it.
Down the gullet it went with no inhibition. Her eyes then cast up at me and her hands rested carefully on my clothed thighs. She sucked my cock. No head bobbing or showy effort to add to my instruction, just heartfelt suction with my cock completely engulfed by her mouth and throat. Pulsing suction that was gentle but firm. Her hands lay on my thighs like I was priceless art being restored, and perhaps I was. Not a conceit. The ambush had unnerved me deeply but too, the MILF list had swamped me. Mavis sat on the bed, feet flat on the floor, mesmerized. Very few seconds, she licked her lips, but her eyes never left the cocksucking slut on her knees before me.
Slut.
I can say that. Wait.
Pet. I amended in my head. Cocksucking pet. Whoever trained her was lavish in her lessons for she sucked on my cock with a conviction I had never known. I praise any woman with my cock in her mouth, only sensible even if she doesn't have teeth. But a female who will put my cock into her mouth and then do what Candy was doing—fully indescribable if one is fair in the assessment—then she deserves lavish praise, and in that moment I realized that "slut" was indeed praise. As was pet.
"Oh my god!" I growled. My body pulsed with the pulsing female sucking on my cock. I grasped her by the hair and she hummed. "Slut." I stated. She seemed to ripple with erotic pleasure. "Are you mine now, my dear?" I whispered. Tactical error. Never interrogate a cocksucking female. She has to remove your cock from her mouth to answer, but then again, the ins and outs of the situation can be wondrous.
"Yes, Master." Candy said, placing a hand around my cock in a very proprietary fashion, an attitude I shared so I was rather pleased at her care and concern for the little fella.
"What are you, Candice?" I asked softly.
"I am a pet." She replied. She licked her lips. "Your pet, Master."
"Tell me what that means, pet." I said, then ran a hand over her hair. She whimpered, wavering in the stance on her knees.
"I want you to decide what it means." She said, her voice had none of the snark or chiding or mocking lilt that had been there at various times before and always with her mother. The girl was serious! In that moment, another new thing appeared in me and I understood what Mavis wanted me to know but didn't know how to express it.
"Stand up." I said, my voice becoming raspy as was familiar when the cock was hogging all the blood in my body. I could barely breathe. Her mouth had enveloped my cock and my mind had barely appreciated the craft and artistry of her commitment. I had only one desire and it was the growing conviction that satisfying my desire was her desire and what that implied took my breath away.
"Master?" Candy licked her lips. I had the notion that she was worried I was not pleased with her mouth. Her skills as a cocksucker.
"Stand up, Candice." I said, using her full name. "I am going to fuck you." Her face shifted so fast I thought her cheekbones moved. From a look of consternation, her face took on a blissful look of anticipation frosted with eagerness. She rose up from her knees, belying her slight build with a smooth motion that bespoke the strength in her limbs.
"Oh yes, Master." She breathed. "How do you want me?" Her voice displayed her pleasure and I understood where it grew from...from being wanted. And I did.
I pointed to the desk in the room. "There, bent over the desk, Candice." I swear she didn't even move her feet to get to the desk and bend over it. After all the MILFs and near MILFs and aspiring MILFs and daughters as all females are, it had finally emerged, the fundamental desire in me that I sought to create in every woman I encountered, cock wise. I sought those whose love of my desire of them equaled my desire. They desired to be desired and the more I acted on that desire, the more they sought it, needed it.
Slut club! Don't talk about Slut Club! Fuck me, the truth of that concept flowed over me so that when I gripped Candy Cane by her slender hips and tried to stab her to orgasm with my cock, it was a celebration of that idea, now finally matured in me, a miracle of sexual satisfaction that I never imagined was possible. I felt a presence behind me as Candy and I groaned together when my cock slipped down her pursed slit and slid between her trim thighs, missing the entrance to her tight little corner of heaven.
"May I help?" Mavis asked, her voice dripping with erotic approval. I tipped my hips back so my cock could realign, popping up from between her thighs. Candy rocked side to side, widening her stance. Sliding my cock between her legs this time would not feel nearly as good! A hand found my cock and I knew right away it wasn't mine. Mavis bent my cock down but in so doing, painted Candi's wet furrow with my approving cock head.
"Oh my god, Master!" Candy whimpered. She held to the desk like she had been cast into the Titanic ocean and this was her only hope. She held perfectly still. Up and down my cock head went. Mavis was staring down between me and the slight woman I was about to fuck, her hand guiding my cock. Up and down, slow and gently so that Candi Cane's cunt kissed my cock over and over. Candy whimpered but did not move a millimeter. I noticed but Mavis pointed that out anyway.
"She's not moving. A proper pet will obey like this, exactly as you direct." I felt her about to explain but I did instead. I supposed it was fine to mansplain when the woman had hold of your cock like this.
"So I must give her very precise instructions, so she can obey them." I said softly. The end of my cock hooked into her entrance and she kissed me with her cunt, clinching around the head even before I reared back and drove into her. I did that. One titanic thrust and I was rooted deep inside the tight delight that was Candy Cane. She shrieked. It was a sound torn out of her by the pleasure she gave me, a paradox to the mind but fully understood by her body...and mine.
My hands were claws on her hips and I drew her back tight against me. She grunted then, feeling me move her back onto her heels. She gasped and then her cunt gulped and I lost my mind. All artistry vanished and I fucked her, hard and fast. No effort to tantalize or tease, or even interest in her pleasure. That was the mystery I finally held in my mind...that taking her, using her as my fuck pet was what she wanted, and needed. It was her pleasure to be the enfolding source of my pleasure. I fucked her, hard and fast...and in a crashing moment, she gave me another glimpse of the world I had entered but barely understood or explored.
"Master, Master, please let me cum now for you!" Candice cried. Her body went still and she gasped and panted, like she was lifting a terrible burden and needed respite, respite that I possessed.
My mind went blank and I swear I forgot how to speak. Mavis, being Mavis, slapped me on the ass, my pants having been pushed down to my knees in my waddle to mount this amazing little female full of sensual promise. "Let her cum!" Mavis hissed. "Tell her she can cum, or she won't."
Duh.
"Cum." I managed, as though reading off a cue card pasted to her back. "Yes, cum now!" I added, all proud at my prose prowess.
Candy came.
She bucked against me, and then tried to draw away to ram herself onto my cock again but I denied that impulse and kept her tightly penetrated, realizing my mistake only after she bucked and shook into her orgasm. For a small female, she had amazing capacity to express herself with orgasm. She bucked and shook, yes. But it was inside her pussy that matters really revealed her commitment to her craft. She gnawed at me, clamping down and pulling at my cock, or so it felt to me. I drew back a long inch and rammed at her, pinning her thighs against the edge of the desk.
Candy Cane shrieked again. "Oh Master, again! May I cum again!" I got all proud that I was doing something right, still, again. I gave permission before Mavis smacked me again. It may have been a new experience to give permission but it fit me like a glove. My mind wandered to the MILF list and how I'd teach them all to only cum with permission. What was happening to me?
I was being fucked by a very committed female. The least I could do is pump her full of cum. So I did that. I think she must have known, I was insensate and gagging on the pleasure flooding my body, filling me from cock to neck. I hammered little Candy Cane while she babbled and bucked until my climax ran its course and I tottered to a halt, buried inside her spasming and clinching cunt. Never one to accept success, I then made an unfortunate but instructive mistake.
I glanced at Mavis and saw she was rubbing her clit furiously through her panties, standing right beside me. I had this flash that this was rude behavior of the first order so I decided to rearrange things. I yanked my dawdling cock out of Candy, then lifted her off the desk by her hips and dragged her to the bed, dumping her onto her back. Her legs flailed open and I could see the swollen bubbles of her fresh fucked cunt. Her hips continued to pulse as she lay there, legs bent at the knees, out flat on the bed forming almost a perfect square, heels together, arms flung over her head in perfect surrender to her station in life.
Pet.
I was on a roll and so I had to fuck it up. "Mavis, lick her cunt and make her cum again!" I growled. I was all full of myself. Mavis stared at me and then with a sort of slow-motion reluctance, moved to do as I directed. What followed rattled me utterly and got me banished to the other room to study. Mavis did eat the girl, licking and sucking and kissing that pursed cunt bubbling with my cum. And Candy did cum. And then she cried, and cried, and cried. Cried as in weeping, with tears and shit.
Okay. That wasn't what I had anticipated. My cock got all happy hard watching Mavis licking pussy, unsure if this was her first time or not. I watched Candy writhe, but it was like she was in pain! I could not imagine she didn't love to have her cunt licked but that was one more thing I didn't understand about this brave new world that has such people in it. She gasped, she begged to cum and I demanded she cum for "us" and she did, bucking like before, even more but she cried then...great wracking sobs that wrung her out until all she could do was gasp, pant and hack. She came again, and again and again, and each time, she begged as before so I claim I was hardly at fault for missing the significance of what I had wrought.



Crying from orgasm was new to me. I still had tears logged in as a sign something was wrong and needed fixing. But the orgasms were so strong, so profound, I had a difficult time seeing past them. When I finally pulled Mavis off her, whom I must say took to the task with a surprising degree of commitment in her own right, Candy twisted onto her face on the bed and cried into the bedspread, piteous and plaintive enough to break the heart. I had never heard or seen such a thing before and I was terrified I had made a terrible mistake, which I had but it was an innocent mistake.
Mavis and I stood for what seemed like three dog years just watching the girl sobbing on the bed. Finally, when Candy hiccuped around the weeping, Mavis looked at me and said, "I think you had better go. I'll let you know what happened...I think I know."
I went to study. I confess my mind was awash in guilt and confusion and I didn't get much done. Only once Mavis appeared and explained did I really make the effort and only when Pet crawled into the room and tentatively and even fearfully took my cock into her mouth and just held it there was I able to make much progress. Sounds all wrong, right?
Mavis explained that Candice was trained to be a good pet and a good pet for her was giving pleasure, being used, being available and obeying what her Master wanted. Taking pleasure for herself was a very difficult thing for her to do. She was trained to give, not to receive and in cumming like that, just from Mavis's good graces, she felt she had betrayed all her training and taken what was not rightly hers, even though I had arranged it.
Needless to say, I was terribly confused, but even in the midst of that confusion, there was this sense of awe and delight with her. I had made a mistake but it was my right to make it. I felt that, not as a right I claimed but as a right she gave me and even wanted me to have. And to exert. When Candy crawled into the room, she looked like a dog that had been punished and was seeking forgiveness, a condition I could not imagine but allowed to be. I'd understand later.
Mavis told me when Candy appeared, I should utterly ignore her but absolutely must not push her away. So for the night, she sat docilely between my legs, cock in her mouth, gently sucking on it when she needed to swallow saliva, drooling not a bit but always with my cock in her mouth. She sat there for 3 hours, barely moving. When I finished work, I pulled back from the desk and drew her up into my lap. She whimpered. I held her against my chest, waiting to see if she'd cry again. She went to sleep.
I finally carried her to the bed and lay her under the covers. I got a wash cloth and wiped her down, wondering if she'd take this wrong too. She woke and looked terrified as I dabbed the cum off her cunt and legs. She was wet to the knees. I soothed her.
"My beautiful pet is awake, now? Such a good girl! I am so proud of my pet." Offering these and other, similar ministrations to the heart. I succeeded in soothing her and when finally I got ready for bed and joined her. When she tried to crawl out to the floor, I told her I wanted her with me for the night. Naked and quivering we lay together. I woke to take her twice and each time she keened with pleasure. There was little thrust and thunder, just pushing her onto her back, moving between her legs and mounting her. She fucked me as I fucked her, kissing her face and petting her, telling her she was mine. This was not pure fucking...it was what people refer to as making love. I felt this tenderness for her, delicate and frightened as she seemed, that I could not explain, or reject. I took her as I had taken so many others but for her this was the essential thing, that I take her.
In every other case, it was the pleasure that they sought and found with me that put them into my thrall. With Candy, it was something different, something utterly strange while at the same time, being utterly recognizable. If the walk through the lobby of the hotel with my pet on a leash had not changed me, this would have, and did, but in this new direction, so second in its effect. I didn't understand it, strangeness and familiarity all cobbled together. I just knew that I liked it. And that it had renewed something in me that the ambush had broken. Friday arrived and I woke knowing that Sonny was back.
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No More Mr. Nice Guy
The pet care thing sounds much simpler than it is. Like many labels applied even properly, it disguises the manifest complexity of the situation as it exists in reality. I ain't talking about cats and dogs, numbskulls. It testifies once more to the aphorism I had encountered and was still learning the truth of: Own possessions and those possessions own you. So it seems it is with the advent of a pet possession such as Candy.
Sleeping Wednesday night was interesting. At first, Candi refused to get into bed with me but curled up on the floor again. Finally I pulled rank.
"Who owns whom here?" I asked the air over the woman lying on the floor beside the bed. Mavis was in the other room. This was private and I think she understood that.
Candi pointed at me and then at her chest right between her almost mouthful tits.
I nodded agreement. "So when I say I want you in this bed, shouldn't you do like I want?"
For along moment, like seven breaths, Candi stared at me and finally, with a big fucking show of reluctance, she rose up and slithered into the bed beside me. She lay down on the bed, legs wide, hands over her head, but I outfoxed her and went to sleep. I was worn out. Ownership is stressful. That's a concept that gets ignored, like I said, the owner gets owned. Not the first time I'd bumbled across this reality. I don't know what happened next. I dropped off the edge of consciousness into the abyss of sleep and didn't wake for a couple hours. When I did, Candi was cuddled up against me like one of us was hot and the other was dying of the cold.
I was hard as glass. I rolled Candi onto her back and nudged her legs open. The girl could sleep now. She murmured something suspiciously like "yes, master" and lazily stretched her arms over her head. I moved between her legs, only then thinking to check to see if she was pleasantly wet. She was. I touched my cock to her cunt and slide it inside. She took me with tight acceptance, lifting her ass to ease the way. When I bumped the bottom of her pit, she moaned softly, but she wasn't awake. Her hips rose under me, cinching us together. Her cunt clinched down on me and I drew back out of her. Her legs moved until she could plant her feet flat on the bed, knees clutching my sides.
I fucked her.
This wasn't making love and it wasn't just fucking really even though I just said so. It was something else. I recognized it. This had happened before but I'd been too busy to notice. Nor did the female I was...whatevering...she, before, with the MILFs and others, they didn't know what was happening either. I think it was as new and unfamiliar to them as it was to me and I was a strict dilettante, that is I started out that way. Sliding into Candi Cane at two in the morning after her weeping jag and the fracturing of whatever this was between us had a surreal quality to it, while at the same time being more real than ever before.
"Mine." I growled a bit as I possessed her.
Possessed. That's the word I was searching for...and yes, it was what I was thinking as I fucked her. ("fuck" is too good a word to replace entirely!) I wasn't all focused on her or what she wanted or needed or anything of the sort. I was taking what I wanted, what I needed. That sounded like the very definition of selfishness in my head, yes, I was talking to myself and the commentary was parallel to me mounting the woman. I was fucking her yes, but I was elsewhere. This was me using her. I snapped back into my body to check on how I was doing and found her wet, responsive, nearly purring with satisfaction. So I went back to thinking. Her bliss seemed to expand as my inattention, the use of her.
I divided. There was the me all replete with words and concepts and confusion. There was the me mounted between this woman's legs. Fucking her, I was, yoda Sonny was, but it was tender and careful and she was nearly gushing...she woke finally, biting her lower lips in the gray urban darkness of the hotel room, her eye shining up at me. She whimpered then, her hips thrusting faster at me, urgency rippled in her.
I understood. I understood! The realization flooded me and I felt all wise and shit.
"Yes, Pet. Cum for me." I whispered.
Her legs wrapped around me, her hands gripped by shoulders as I levered my cock into her and grunted, her lithe body arched under me and her hips ground and hammered at me like there were tongs and metal involved.
"Oh, oh, oh!" She said, but then immediately her eyes opened and filled with consternation.
I kissed her then, draping my body between her legs as she climaxed. At first her lips were stiff, resisting but then her mouth opened and we shared a very human kiss. And just like that, my orgasm fell on me out of no where. No heralds announcing the royal arrival. No schedule, no intervening distance to build anticipation. No chase. No pomp and circumstance. Just wham! Climax. I met her humping body with hunching thrusts and pumped her full of cum...well, I made a slight deposit anyway.
My mind went blank, all thought stopped and I rolled off her, tipping her right knee to the bed to find my place where the little death consummated in the sleep of the righteous. Nothing fancy, nothing complex. It was the classic wham! Bam! Thank you ma'am! fuck of legend that had attained notoriety in the wife circles of yore and I'd mostly considered rude male behavior. I slipped into sleep with the sound I came to call "purring" from the woman and the feel of her wriggling against me as though trying to get closer to me than my own skin.
When I woke again a couple hours later, she was cuddled up against me all over again still, wheezing slightly but dead asleep, oozing contentment. It's unmistakable in some females and we guys tend to miss, ignore or dismiss it when we see it because it's so rare and females can't imagine how precious it is to use when we find it. It's scary because we mostly have little idea how it arrived, from whence it came or where it goes when it goes and why. It always goes with most women so finding her in such bliss left me in such awe I just reveled in it.
Then I took her again. I mounted her. Can't get all awestruck and forget to fuck a female basking in bliss I caused, now can I? That'd just be silly and overdoing the whole thing. I did it, I fucked her. Again, nothing fancy. I arranged her on her back and moved between her legs. She remained pliant, offering no movement of her own which I concluded meant she was still truly asleep. She was wet when my cock tip, scaly with my last use of her, touched her. I pushed into her and she flowered under me, accepting. This time, I rode her to orgasm again in short order and she merely lay under me, accepting.
Every effort my mind made to wander off was frustrated by the velvet goodness of her cunt and the piquant tenderness of my cock inside her. The confluence we formed engulfed me and I ground into her as artlessly as a virgin monk. Stroke, stroke, stroke, pause. Stroke, stroke, stroke, pause. Regular as a fuck clock. I had little energy to offer to the moment, I just wanted to be inside her. And I there I was. My tender cock in her tender snatch, cuz I wanted it and I didn't ask or discuss it...she was a Pet. Do you ask your pet...oh, let's not go there! Over and over I thrust into her. Her head lolled to the side, mostly in shadow so that I couldn't quite see her expression. I was never sure she was even aware that I was using her body like this. I began feeling guilty, taking without giving in return, seemed like theft and Sonny is no thief! The feeling rose in me but then orgasm welled up in me and the climax blanked my mind.
I rode her then elbows locked so our torsos barely touched, head back, cock jammed deep into her compliant body. Her legs welcoming and open. I bucked and groaned, oddly not wanting to wake her, but of course, once the first flashing crash of pleasure swept past and through me, my head dropped and I saw the glinting of her open eyes. I was busy then, consumed by the climax in the night and taking her, using her was all that mattered. Just then, as I was opening my eyes between spurting thrusts of orgasm, some car passed so that the light flashed and bounced its way into our insular little world, an instant of clarity like a photographic flash and fire, and I saw her face clearly. I named it "satisfaction". No orgasm, barely even aware of my artful insertion, but there it was, writ into the expression on her face, satisfaction. I wanted the light to freeze the moment and let me study it, her, and feel everything in detail but that is what memory is supposed to provide. And in this instance, mine did.
My orgasm passed me by leaving me pleasantly limp, spent, empty, the way meditation is supposed to be except this was way more interesting. I decided right then that meditation was for people who didn't know how to fuck. That sounds unkind but it might be true. That moment, using Candice Tracie Olivette shifted something in me and I added that term to my consciousness. Using. Fucking. Making love. Using. Using as in possession. Using as in taking my pleasure from her and leaving nothing but a mess for her to clean up, which turns out had other significance to Candi. The real significance occurred as I lay on my back and I muttered, "My Pet" into the darkness and I felt her wriggle against me, like she was trying to give my body mouth to mouth resuscitation one pore at a time. She melded to me and oddly I didn't feel crowded. I was wearing her as I slipped once more to sleep. Of course, Sonny being Sonny, I couldn't leave well enough alone.
Thursday arrived feeling very different than the way the ambush had left me. In part, the ambush had shifted to seem more of the intervention my sisters insisted it was. I woke with Pet cuddled against me. I lay for a few minutes and touched things with my mind, bobbing from one thought to the next like a big black bumble bee dances through a clover patch in spring. While the conundrum remained with me, I seemed to buzz with a sense of well-being I'd either forgotten or lost. And no, it wasn't the ambush. It was that sense that I was no really at the mercy of some capricious pantheon monitoring my coitus turning it into something like sacrifice to their demanding attention. See how nuts that sounds? Fucking as sacrifice? Fuck me. Even I was nonplussed by that idea.
Oh, the conundrum remained. Did I possess something special? Or was I just benefiting from an incredible string of luck I'd spend the rest of my life trying to duplicate? That took me to the thought of Mr. Blue and what he represented. What did he represent? He clearly saw whatever I had to be a skill to be applied in some broader context for some larger purpose, his, albeit but still, not just simply fucking to feel the zap and sizzle.
I thought of Hassum and the pending opportunity to interview the lay down assistant for the "client". The appearance of Mr. Blue suddenly made that idea seem logical for me, like I wasn't stealing, it wasn't thievery to design an approach that had Sonny fucking a whole new version of female but with a purpose in mind that wasn't all focused on the bump and rumble of the fuck itself.
That led me right to Annie and why a billionaire's wife was living in a suburban house unattended or adorned and what it meant that she had her dual affection for me. What did Sid want of me? And how was it that Jeb Wills has let me arrange his household, fuck his wife...and mistress, or should that be Mistress? I had no idea.
And that led me to Alissa and the coup I seemed to be instrumental in engineering at Peppers, Bickerstaff and Kline. In moments I was tumbling down through the many corridors of the MILF List and beyond. I glanced at the clock and saw time had escaped me and I lost my mind. I ran through a shower and dashed breakfastless to my car, not stopped by the sight of Pet sitting on her knees keening as I swept past, all single-minded and focused. I was halfway to school when the phone rang.
"Sonny, get back here! Did you learn nothing last night?" Mavis's "mom" voice nearly caused a wreck. I pulled over so I wouldn't be chattering on the phone and driving at the same time. "Get back here immediately." I felt a little disconcerted to be so summarily summoned and fought back.
"Why?" Seemed like a normal question to me, logical, sensible, imminently reasonable.
Mavis snorted. "Just get back here. You forgot your pet."
Turns out my departure had led to some outcry and Pet made a ruckus that got security called to the room. I arrived at the hotel, parked the car in a tow zone and told the valet I had to get my pet. He was the next shift and looked mystified since the hotel had a 'no pet' policy. Little did he know. Little did I know! When I emerged with Pet in tow, all happy now that she'd wrecked my schedule and introduced me to hotel security, he stared so I had to open the passenger door myself. He stared while she crawled into the floorboards and sat up so she could stare back at him over the dashboard. He stared until I turned away to head back to school, late for class.
Pet.
I finally had her name ensconced in my head. School seemed like a series of late arrivals of nearly no importance. Study groups and classes passed like scenery viewed from a train. The focus was pet, mine and others. Early on someone called security and they came to make an issue of a female on a leash. The poor guys made the mistake of asking her if she was "safe".
Pet looked at them with the most baleful glare you can imagine. "I am what I am. I am Pet. I am owned, possessed, used by my owner and no one else gets me unless he shares me with them. I am his He has claimed me and I am exactly in the right place in the cosmos, where I fit, where I am happy, fulfilled and complete as a person, as a woman, as a creature on God's green earth. Can you say the same?" They couldn't. They were happy to leave and that is saying something about security these days, buggers are sticky as hot bubble gum.
The stares typified the day but I think the following calls to security to complain about me and Pet tended to be ignored. Or maybe there were none because Pet had this bearing about her, a carriage that made her seem regal and haughty and proud even as the leash dangled from her plain black leather collar running to my oh! So casual hand. She walked and looked around defiantly at all who dared stare at us. She met stares with such fierceness that even the dikiest of dikes couldn't meet her eyes. I ignored the stares but Pet glared at anyone and everyone until every context became empty of attention or at least the obvious attention. I never had to yank her chain or get her attention or any such correction. She followed me close and as comfortable as my shadow. At times when we stood still, I'd slip an arm around her waist and she'd huddle against me like paint on a sculpture and coo, making little sounds in her throat telling me she was not just content, but happy. Truth may be that she was teaching more than I learned in class that day. I was learning the poses of possession and the manner of ownership...casual, virtually unaware that I had a female scantily dressed moving in concert with me as though we were dancers who hear the same music choreographed together so tightly that we are one. The cold did not seem to bother her at all.
I spent a good part of the day with my mental being divided. Part did school and part watched me possess Pet. And her be possessed. I didn't fuck her at school, that would have been...oh, wait! Fun! No, no, no, gauche...I'd just met this woman and though I'd made progress, leaving her at the hotel was a huge mistake but she forgave so easily I felt guilty. But something about her constant presence and attention to blending with me in a way that could only be called devotion calmed me and by the end of the day, I was acting in concert with her, as she was with me, but with the full expectation that she'd be where and as I needed her with no input at all from me. It was sort of amazing and while it was like I experienced the day with her through glass, it had its effect on me, but the interesting part of the day didn't really begin until we arrived back at the hotel. Then the glass shattered and things began to poke through and penetrate me, which is not the usual experience I sought. I usually did the penetration but this was how change happens, with some intention, understanding and forethought but also with a dollop of surprise and light penetrating the darkness that leaves us breathless from what is revealed. The ambush was the cracking of a door that exposed a darkness hiding a world I did not imagine existed and Pet was the first indication. This Thursday would expose me to much more than just that in the evening hours before I laid down to sleep, a different guy than the one that fucked Pet in the night. The change was upon me. And change is difficult and scary, sometimes. When it isn't we hug it close and drink it down and luxuriate in the results. When it exists in darkness, it is like a step off a cliff, out of an airplane, a plunge into darkness, the darkness of an entirely new world.
I led Pet to the door of the hotel, duly opened and made my way across the body littered lobby towards the elevators. Reality flashed and my mind stopped its repose in the bowels of this deep existential question and saw three people seeing me, and my new pet, all at the same time, a Gestalt of perception that felt like a flash of lightning and left me waiting for the thunder.
Before me, there stood a tall woman of pale skin, clothed in rich emerald green with a hornets nest of red hair piled high on her head, so as to expose her long, white, straight neck. I glanced immediately at my pet and her collar and thought how lovely that redhead's neck would look, and feel, collared in like fashion, even with just the rough black leather of Pet's collar. When my eyes met those eyes of the redhead I experienced not merely recognition but in a rush and tumble of sensations the various ways in which I had penetrated her body. I sought the name. It was like I had burned a spot on the roof of my mouth without awareness and was swabbing it with the tip of my tongue trying to remember what hurried, incautious moment had left me marked.
Theresa Fayre.
The name washed over me and the moment began when our eyes met, stopping me in my tracks. Pet stopped without touching me, following on the leash but utterly tuned to my motion so that she always ghosted and shadowed me with perfect spacing, like a well trained seeing eye dog, but following me with equal attentiveness. That, my friends is not a skill you suck out of your thumb. It bespeaks both training and a commitment that I didn't think would be found in the daughter of Sandra Olivette. But there it was!
The moment of mutual stillness ended with the redhead's smile and my feel of my cock stirring. With seeming nonchalance, Ms. Fayre slowly began to release the coiled and captured red tresses clearly intentionally reminiscent of when she'd last presented her tresses to me, just before I fucked her. She continued conversing with the well-appointed black couple on whom she'd been focused when our eyes met but one by one her long locks were released until her body was swathed in that covering wash of scarlet hair. Her eyes remained on mine. Fixed. Unblinking. Talking to the couple but focused on me. And by the time the last of her tresses was freed and hanging about her, rippling and richly red, the couple was glancing in my direction to see what had suddenly diverted her mercantile attention and service from them.
At this very same time, to the right, a figure rose who focused so clearly on me I had absolutely no doubt either to his identity or that focus. I quailed and rightly for he did not look happy. Laydown Alan, aka Rodney Alan stood up from the straight backed chair by the door to the bar where he'd been perched and ambled towards me, that rolling stride with the swinging arms that bespeaks strength and confidence in that strength but hides the actual intention in a haze of casual menace. It invites projection and I admit my first was fear, for I'd not called or given even a passing thought behind one or two to his sister Ahmay who could logically be thought to be feeling slighted at this neglect. I'd treated her to a ringside seat with two women, black and white, both of whom I'd fucked and then left to their own devices and then...nothing. Not a card or a call, not an email or a text. Rodney was no man to be trifled with and surely his appearance suggested I'd been doing some trifling and neither of my existential excuses were likely to make much of an impression on his protective, brotherly ire.



To the left however, the unlikely figure of the tall English chap last seen sitting with a sister of mine in his lap, being handled, presumably after a delightful afternoon duly spent inside her, my other sisters and the girlfriend and her mother I had promised and then over-delivered to his lurid attentions, was also moving towards me. His potential intentions did not have the same bruising promise that Rodney suggested, if that were in the offing he'd have outsourced it to a Cockney tough who liked the feeling of skinned knuckles and not from dragging them on the sidewalk, though that would be in character, hence his unconcern with skinning them from other methods, like on my teeth, for example, so not a concern...I hoped. So while Jamie St. Vincent did not seem to bring the promise of a pounding, that was not utterly inconceivable. He didn't seem any more ominous then did Rodney, all casual in his stride but not hiding his "prince of the world" sort of deportment as his station in life allowed.
These three appeared to me all at once. The lull in my life that was directed towards my studies apparently was over. My mind was clear in this capacity for the first time since I staggered into the "intervention". I saw this tableau clearly and knew what to do without the slightest hint of hesitation or anxiety. I walked straight towards Theresa. She stepped past her prospective customers and stood waiting for my arrival while Rodney and Jamie approached from the flanks, arriving at the same time as I stopped before Theresa, with my pet in tow. The trailing oddness of the collared and leashed female was, in that moment, gone...and I felt fully delighted to have her in tow. Odd. The ripple in the lobby did repeat itself but these three focused on me for their own reasons and I was fully curious if somewhat fearful to discover their purpose without being damaged by the knowledge, physically.
"Ms. Fayre." I spoke her name with pleasure in my voice. I felt proud of myself because I realized I'd been assigned to decide the sale and hadn't...so had no idea what had become of the mechanism Ellen had so carefully designed. I felt the ignorance as a thrill of drama, of my own making formed from not answering my phone or looking at texts but remaining inchoate and isolated from that recent past...letting things coast and bob and float as they would without my tinkering will. I presumed they had and now it was time to bring those results into focus. Theresa lifted her hand, palm down and not to be shaken, so I took it and kissed her knuckles being sure to let her feel my tongue on her white skin.
"Are congratulations in order?" I asked, impishly but only by half since it was entirely possible that Jamie had resorted to past form and shipped sister and mother back to Mother England, out of my reach in the intervening time. Miss Fayre looked shocked, the start of her head shaking side to side and the confusion in her eyes answered that bit for me. I turned to Jamie.
"Jamie, this is the real estate agent who found the house for your mother and sister." He blinked, stuttered and then looked at the woman. He'd not been seeing her Irish eyes till then so when he did, his gaze drooped to the ends of her tresses at her calves, all kinked and rippling red from their confinement.
"I...no...I didn't know that was settled." His voice was, curious to me, oddly canted in tone to avoid making that a question despite the diction. I knew then that they were still here and awaiting my attention. I felt gratification that this one thing had not dissolved with the addition of time. "I...um...have had business to settle and been away for a few days. I only lately returned." He said softly. I nodded.
"Excuse my manners. Theresa Fayre, this James St. Vincent, of the St. Vincents who are buying that house you showed us, his mother, sister...and myself." The woman licked her lips and pressed a hand against her cunt through the tight pencil skirt, right there, but not so open since we three gentlemen flanked her and covered her so that the action surely was not widely noticed. When she herself did notice it, however, she blushed right down into her blouse and looked down and away from me but did not surrender all her poise.
"Mr. St. Vincent! So good to finally meet you. I know of you but have not had the pleasure! Theresa Fayre, Amore Real Estate." Jamie duly kissed her hand and she blushed the more. I glanced at Rodney and he was frankly staring at where her hand had been. He met my glance with an arch of the eyebrow.
"You fucked this bitch didn't you, Sonny?" Rodney said with his culture's directness.
I regarded him with some concern, considering my response but decided on honestly and forthrightness as he seemed to tend to respect that. I nodded.
"Yes, I did. She was most accommodating and I do believe she appreciated the attention, if I do say so myself." The blush that had faded from her white skin flashed anew, fully refreshed and full in her. She appeared to be blinking red, rather like an uncertain traffic light. She lifted her gaze and looked me dead in the eye.
"I won't share my commission on the property, Sonny, but if you want to fuck me again, just ask. I remember orgasms like I had from you with great clarity and am aware such moments do not come..." here she giggled a bit, touching the graceful fingers of her right hand to her pink lips. "...along often. I'd have you between my legs again...and again...and again." Oddly, the blush receded fully and did not return in that moment, while she spoke. Her head lifted her chin projected and she folded her hands before her pussy with a genteel smile. "Have you told Ellen your decision?" She asked.
I grinned.
"Just made it. Wasn't sure you bitches would wait on me."
"Oh. Oh! Interesting decision making strategy you have." She said softly. I shrugged.
"Right place. Right time. Such serendipity should not be ignored, since logical analysis simply yields no conclusion." I leaned in to kiss her cheek and she duly presented it. My lips brushed her cool skin and I wanted her, that old flare of desire and possessive acquisitiveness roared to life. Something was different though and that nascent thing would take time to emerge into my awareness where I could wield it with deliberation. "Congratulations. I'll let Ellen know, I hope it hasn't been taken yet?" She shook her head, the confusion between elation at the sale and the evident desire to open her knees for me without being too blatant about it warred in her but I took the matter out of her hands. "If you will excuse me, these gentlemen and I have some some business to attend to." I looked to Jamie and Laydon and nodded towards the door to the bar and restaurant. "Shall we, gentlemen?"
Neither of them moved but remained staring at the scarlet draped real estate agent. She had no look of business about her at all. She licked her lips and I reconsidered my retreat. For long moments, eons of importance, I held her gaze. The cool eyes of the woman never blinked but they did take on a shine. I finally cleared my throat to break the tension. Yes, Sonny was back.
"I seem to recall you insisting that you fuck for fun, Miss Fayre?" I said as casually as I could manage. "Care for a little fun?"
At that, the woman's eyes did blink. She then looked from me, to Rodney, and then Jamie. Despite habitual daftness on my part, I understood she was asking a question. I grunted and grinned.
"I gather Ellen has been regaling you with tales of her own tour of the tail." Yeah, that was nonsense but I was out of practice. "Gentleman, perhaps you'd like to draw lots to determine which of this woman's holes you fill when she boards the airtight express?" I had every reason to think both of them would take me up on this offer but they were silent.
"God, yes!" Theresa Fayre hissed. "Ellen said." She added in a more normal voice.
"Draw lots?" Rodney muttered. "What the fuck? Why don't we just flip a coin, brother?" He said with a wry smile. I grinned in return.
"Follow me, all. I have a suite." I tugged on the leash but felt no pull on it. Pet was at my heels in perfect position and rapport with me. I didn't look back but I swear I felt the heat of the woman following along behind me. I hoped that Jamie and Rodney would follow suit to my suite. They did. We all crowded into the elevator together and in humid silence made the journey up towards the lurid jade gates of heaven that Theresa's panting presence promised. The procession left the lift and proceeded to the door of the suite. I opened it, feeling them crowding around me. Rodney and Jamie were there, glancing at each other only rarely, both captivated by the apparent ease with which I invited this woman to enjoy our good offices.
Inside the suite, we found Mavis reading on her iPad. I had the good sense not to ruffle the mood with introductions and explanations but rather left Mavis to be regarded as part of the furniture, which role she seemed curiously comfortable with, curious to the others, of course, while I pleased myself with being once more in lock step with the diverse pussy in the room.
Theresa shucked off her coat, revealing an ivory silk blouse with dark green jade buttons, plump and heavy. She unbuttoned the first one, but I moved to her, shucking my coat onto the floor, grasped her by the hands and bent them around behind her back. I then kissed her gently on the mouth. She was hungry, starving and I felt the ravenous need in her, which surprised me but pleased me too. I teased her, brushing her lips several times with mine even as she sought much firmed contact, clearly wanting to resuscitate me before presenting her tongue with all it's promise. My cock wanted an introduction but I asserted my control and gestured to Mavis and then unleashed, Candy. Mavis picked up my coat and hung it and the leash on a coat hook by the entrance, moving so smoothly that she seemed to float through the room. Rodney eyed her with lustful interest. Well, so did Jamie, the woman exuded sexual potential.
"Let them undress you, Miss Fayre." I said in a gentle, almost chiding voice, like what I would suppose a head butler would address to a new princess who didn't know the way of things in the palace. I then went to the bar and fixed drinks, martinis for us all. I offered them to Jamie and Rodney. Jamie sipped and Rodney drank it down like a draft beer. I was in between.
By that time, Miss Fayre was fully naked. Her mouthful breasts pinked nicely to match the tasteful blush in her cheeks from the handling she received from Pet and Mavis. The preeminent presence of her startlingly long and red hair managed to move her breasts into backstage but naked, they were on display through the tendrils of that scarlet fall of her hair. She stood still, hands at her sides, fingers long and graceful against her lean, long thighs, smooth and chalk white. She retained the green heels, half boots with especially high heels that made her dimpled ass flex clearly. She did not move, a statue to be given life by the touch of a god. I decided I'd have to do. I moved to her, slightly to her left side and switched the martini to my left hand. I touched my chilled right hand to her back and ran it down onto the pleasing swell of her ass. She shivered but did not otherwise acknowledge my touch, staring straight ahead.
My fingers tucked into the tight clinch of her ass cheeks and traced down between them, over her sphincter that made her gasp and then plunged into her wet cunt. She grunted as I pressed two fingers into her body.
"Oh god." She whispered.
"No. Just me. It's Sonny, remember?" I said, before sipping from the martini glass. She did move then, turning her head to look sideways at me.
"Smart ass." She said in a tone that was almost normal save for the warbling quaver in it. I finger-fucked her a few times again, then looked at Mavis whose face was nearly as red as Theresa's hair, and extended the martini glass to her. She took it. I removed my fingers from Theresa's cunt and looked around for Candy. She was at my side without a word.
"Pet." I said, extending the two fingers to her that had lately been inside Theresa and so were now coated with a gleaming edition of her cunt sauce, which my pet delicately and fastidiously licked clean, her tongue swabbing me like a tabby cat would drink milk. The entire room seemed to hold its breath. Theresa could not twist to watch but felt the tension in everyone else, which brought a true shudder to her frame, making the long tresses of red hair dance like puppet strings cut free of their puppet.
I turned back to Miss Fayre and bent slightly to kiss her shoulder. "A tripartite fuck?" I said, no idea if the expression made any sense. The woman then turned her head to look at me, her draped hair sweeping her bare, ivory body. She sneered then.
"Sonny, don't use words you don't understand."
I grinned a little. Wished for the martini back but didn't ask for it in any way. "I like words but the little buggers don't always like me back." I said casually. I turned my gaze to Rodney and Jamie. Rodney had the uncomfortable stance that left him waiting on me, shifting from foot to foot and glancing at Jamie who was languid and at ease, savoring my pedestrian martini still. "Who gets first choice?" I caught Jamie sipping so Rodney spoke for them, deciding for them in the process.
"I think as the guest in our cunt...tree..." His voice bent around the word, "he should have first choice." His generosity did not take into account how often Jamie had been favored in that manner but no matter.
Jamie didn't hesitate. "Cunt. That little slash of hers should be wonderful when her ass is full of cock from behind." He extended the martini glass into empty space, empty now, and Mavis whisked it away. He unbuttoned his bespoke shirt, removed cufflinks and stuffed them into his pants pocket. No one moved. I wasn't sure if my pet and peer not moving to help without command was a compliment to my authority or a insult to my training of them. We all stood there and watched Jamie disrobe. He did so in such a casual manner in the throbbing silence that he was naked before anyone moved at all. I patted Theresa on the ass, through the fallen hair.
"You heard the man, mount up." She sneered at me again and I slapped her ass hard, but her hair dampened the impact. Still she twitched. Jamie just lay down on the rich carpet right where he stood. His cock was hard and ready. I felt the lack of preparation and art to this but also felt these two guys had things on their minds we needed to address and diverting them this way shouldn't take a lot of time. I didn't want them to think I was scared of what they had to say, even if I should have been. The abrupt use of this woman might be just what she desired. Jamie lay on his back and waited. I leaned into Theresa. "You know this means you get the black cock in the ass, right? Do you need lube?"
My words sent a shudder through her and she nodded vigorously making the red veil shake and shimmer, catching the light and darkness at the same time. She pointed to her purse on the couch. "There." She hissed, her voice sounding like a machine, not human at all. "Lube in the purse."
Rodney was there before pet or peer could move and his mighty hands opened it and sorted through it with surprisingly delicate eagerness. He found a clear tube with blue writing on it and dropped the purse, spilling a brush and compact onto the couch cushion. He moved behind Theresa. His dark hand swept at the red hair and her pale body appeared like a slash of brilliance. I gestured to pet and peer.
"Mavis, you and Pet hold her hair for him." They two, divided her fall into twin thick sheafs and pulled it aside, revealing her in her pale, naked glory. I stripped so fast I don't think anyone noticed. I moved in front of Theresa and she understood immediately, bending at the waist to put her hands on my hips. Her mouth sought my cock and she inhaled it like she was being intubated. I felt it, the aggression in her, the flowering of a latent need, a thrilled desire fueled by the knowledge of what I had offered her. Jamie, a prince of the world and Rodney, a black Hercules were here to serve that desire in her and I was the fairy godmother granting her lurid wish. Hmmm, I didn't fair too well in that cast of the situation did I? Funny how a week or ten days off can introduce a stumble into my metaphricalization, isn't it. Felt much longer to me, like I had traversed an ocean of difference and arrived in a brand new world. I had no idea, not fully, not yet. It was in the air around me and I inhaled it even as I gasped with the pleasure of Theresa's mouth taking my cock through her lips and down her slender white throat. Not a gag or hesitation, the woman was a talent!
Pet and Mavis had each gotten hold of the woman's red hair, holding large bolts of it to the side until Theresa's face was pressed properly against me. I shuddered, feeling this again, the rabid desire in a woman being directed to her dark desire sated at my will and pleasure. And such pleasure! Her throat opened and I felt the stricture there, a fabulous rapture punctuated by the searing hot breath on my abdomen as she struggled to breathe around the cock in her gullet.
"Good girl." I whispered down at her, patting her shoulder. Her delicate hands clung to me like boarding pikes, her long fingernails digging into me as she held my cock deep. She went still. Even if my eyes had been closed, which they weren't, I'd have known when Rodney applied the first dollop of cool lubricant to the woman's ass hole. She gasped, which in her condition was a splendid increase in suction pressure on my cock. The sensation rippled through my body. The layoff seemed to have left my body primed for this and every little jot and tittle of her mouth seemed to greet some eager nerve in my cock and coddle and honor it. The first application of lube to her ass made her shiver and suck harder. Her throat seemed to ripple around that part of my cock and her tongue lashed and slithered. Her hands gripped me harder but the woman did not move other than that. Well, not until Rodney's blunt black finger penetrated her ass. She shrieked, or would have had her mouth not been full of my cock. As it was, the sound was a garbled trill with her eyes wide on me. Her ass lifted and then bobbed a few times. More lube, another penetration and a cooing hum from the mouth on my cock. Theresa had become a virtuoso of cock sucking, creating a master's piece of symphonic pleasure just from the finger in her ass as inspiration.
Rodney looked around. "Undress me, bitches." They released that wealth of scarlet hair and the clean bent naked pose of the woman vanished in the red distortion. I gripped a handful of her hair and backed away. Her hands fought me, trying to keep me planted in her throat but I persisted against all good sense and succeeded in extracting my cock intact. The woman, like so many others, seemed to get all proprietary about a cock when it was planted in her mouth. A good thing, by the way. I regained proper possession and pointed to the naked Englishman lying on the floor behind me, hands clasped behind his head, cock bobbing slightly where it belonged and eyes watching the preparations that would surely lead to a wondrous situation for him. It did.
Rodney stood still while Mavis and Pet undressed him. He grinned in a delighted way that seemed wholly unnatural to his usual aggression but seemed like light sparkling out of a usually closed fissure in him. "I always dreamed of this, brother." He said, his voice tuned somewhere between pleasure and wonder. "Having two females undress me." He looked around. "Fuck, they should have been naked!" He looked back at me then abashed.



I did a Sonny shrug and nodded. "Next time." I said with some confidence I wasn't just placating him. He didn't seem to mind. Both women caressed his chiseled body as they exposed it, and tittered, well Pet tittered, when his thick black cock appeared. Both did take a good portion of it into their mouths as part of the ritual but only enough to make him shudder. By the time they stepped away from him, Theresa was descending on Jamie's white British cock. She was a blur of red hair and white female body, so her position on his cock was obscured. I moved around in front of her and watched her progress affect the expression on her face. At the last, her eyes closed and her lips ovaled and she sighed.
"Oh my god, I love cock!" She said, her voice the main sound in the room. Rodney didn't hesitate but moved in behind her and peeled her ass open. Her eyes opened and fear and lust fought in their green brilliance. "Oh my god, three cocks!" She said, like she was marking something off her bucket list.
I moved forward I lifted her chin, her hands were planted on Jamie's chest. He lay supine under her, waiting for all her preparations to be completed. "Are you sure? I was your first right? This is going to..." I didn't finish the prediction and she nodded her head in my hand with a smirk.
"You didn't really think this real estate lady hadn't had her ass reamed before, did you, Mr. Duncan? Really?"
I confess I felt a bit daft then, but I nodded. "I always believe what I'm told." Her response was not to me.
"Oh fuck!" She howled. Rodney had positioned himself and was introducing her ass to his cock.
"Blimey! What a snatch!" Jamie muttered from below. Theresa's hands found my hips again and she kissed the end of my cock. The reach was nearly too much but she had plenty of torso to make it work. I had the awkward stance over Jamie's head and thought briefly about his view of my ass but then he bucked under Theresa and she whinnied, sucked on the end of my cock then backed away to keen. Rodney was making headway. The woman's body began to shake and shudder, not moving just twitching in place. Her eyes opened and she looked up at me, her back bent into what appeared to be an impossible curve to accommodate us.
"Oh god, Sonny! Three cocks!" Her eyes were glazed but brilliant green, gleaming with the rising tide of her lust. "Oh fuck fuck fuck fuck!" Her voice warbled. Rodney was thrusting at her ass. Pet and Mavis stood to the side, staring at the vanishing act the woman was performing on the black cock gradually leveraging her ass open. Back and forth, back and forth, little shifts in his body bespoke the tension he was finding there. His hands gripped her hips, on his knees behind her...negotiating an angle of attack and penetration depth so as to keep the cock in her cunt as deep as possible. I am sure Jamie appreciated the consideration. She clung to me, finally pressing her cheek to my bare hip, her torrid breath blowing down my thigh.
"Oh god, oh god, oh god!" She cried as Rodney worked her ass with his hard black cock. His shadow skin making her alabaster flesh appear to glow with the contrast. Her body shifted and shook. Time seemed to slow and her words became inchoate moans until finally she was locked between two cocks. Jamie hunched under her and she squealed, bucked and tried to fuck him back only to find her body pinned between them. Theresa looked up at me then, her face a mask of desperation and crazed pleasure. "Oh fuck me!" She cried. Being both gentlemen, they did. The seesaw motion was hackneyed and uneven, one driving into her body then the other, one withdrawing then the other until she was just a body tippled on the tips of two cocks, a cocktail waiting for utter consumption. Then they would both plunge into her together.
The first time, she screamed, by the third cycle, Theresa Fayre climaxed and the riven river of sensation turned her into a thrashing, bucking dervish, without the motion...as though the cries from her mouth were the action. Her body was penetrated over and over and she clung to me, bucking from one orgasm to the next in a paroxysm of pleasure that left her gasping and lank after four or five wracked her. They went still, Jamie huffing and Rodney clinched and still, eyes screwed tightly shut.
"Sorry, Sonny...I was being fucked in the ass and cunt at the same time and forgot about you." Theresa said, her voice strained, ragged, jagged and lank. Her eyes drifted down as though stuck in a reverie, found the end of my cock which had been mostly bumping along beside her head at my hip, licked him, kissed him. "Hello lovely fellow!" She said with such a tone of delight and adoration I almost whimpered just from lack of knowing how to acknowledge her. Then my cock disappeared into her mouth, an astonishing feat of fellatio that ended with her face once more against me, head bent at an unnatural angle given the use being made of the rest of her body. She wrapped one arm around my waist but used the other to wave behind her. Jamie couldn't see but Rodney did and he withdrew from her ass and rammed her again.
Her orgasm was somehow clearly present in her enveloping mouth. Jamie did his part out of my ken but I watched Rodney fuck her ass, easy then harder, then rough as a cob. The woman vanished. She became meat under the ministrations of an aficionado trio using her body for our pleasure. The woman was gone...her eyes were open...she'd tilted her head so she could look up at me from time to time, dazed and wild...grunting as we fucked her, she gave no indication of wanting to stop. When I grasped a hand full of her luxurious red hair, she screamed around my cock and bucked into a strained and constrained and contained orgasm.
"Bugger me, bitch!" Jamie said, an irrational idea that made me laugh in the midst of this torrent. "Let's cream the slut!"
"Oh fuck yes!" Rodney agreed and just like that, in a perfect unison that seemed magical and miraculous, we all pumped Theresa Fayre full of cum. Her ride on the airtight express was complete. Her response to the arrival of our climaxes was to offer up her own, again, and again, and again, bucking and shaking while we filled her body with cum. She seemed utterly undone. Not one motion or sound of hers was human in any conventional terms. She was an animal, possessed of a demon that twisted and contorted her body in ways she could never duplicate.
When we were all spent, gasping and panting, she still did not settle but continued to twitch and shiver. Then she bucked again. My softening cock felt her inhale again and I worried for a moment she'd swallow and I be emasculated and die right there, all teeth and intent. Some things just don't matter when a woman has your cock in her mouth, down her throat and she's cumming, cumming, cumming. There is this sense of satisfaction, completeness, that leaves you with an utterly irrational grasp of reality, like breathing and life itself is reduced in the face of such worshipful pleasure in the woman. You don't want to disturb it. Being present for such transcendence makes you think your purpose in life has been achieved and you can die. Crazy, right? But feeling that takes the edge off the fear of death, which must be another justification for why the French call it "the little death"...not just that your heart stops for a terrible moment, not even interrupting the pleasure with the thunder of life itself but it makes death seem small and insignificant once such pleasure has thrashed you.
Like always, the moment passed. Theresa simply went limp and sort of flowed out of our sway and ended up in a tangled pile of red hair and porcelain body on the floor beside us. I gestured at her. "Mavis, clean her up." And the woman dived in with an eagerness that belied her age and maturity, arranging the woman so she could lick and suck her cunt. In moments, Miss Fayre was moaning again, but more like the bubbling and popping sounds out of a molten pool of gold than what a woman would make. She was spent.
Pet looked disappointed but once I was dressed, I got her leash and gestured her over. She nearly pranced to my side and with her beside me, I gestured Rodney and Jamie out the door, leaving the two women moaning and grunting on the floor. So much for Mavis being a voyeur, only.
I'd just handed a woman to these two men and given her an experience most only dream of. She'd responded fully and I wondered how this would affect her as a sexual being in the future.
"Good god, Sonny, that was sort of amazing." Jamie said in his atonal understatement. Rodney just growled, like he was still the animal rutting at her now very pliable ass. I felt a sort of pride return to me, dampening the effects of the ambush and the resulting angst and existential confrontation. I led Pet down the hall with Rodney and Jamie flanking me, a step behind and it felt, natural, once more. Oh, the questions remained, the issues were far from resolved but I had this feeling, a real, deep, abiding feeling that this was not an aberration, well, aberrant by some standards I guess, but the idea that a woman could encounter me and be forever changed suddenly seemed...right. And that it was me and not the other two cocks with me that made it so, that thought echoed in me and I felt hollow and in that Zen emptiness, I felt complete.
I must admit, this was a feeling of savoir faire that I had not really experienced before. In retrospect it was born of the simple decision to face the question, not mind you, that I had answered it...but a determination to do so, even though I surely lacked all understanding of how that could be managed. Blue Man gave me the impetus by his apparent certainty that I did indeed have what was required to confront this dichotomy and convert it into a bothersome paradox that I collared on my own. I glanced at Pet and felt reassured in some odd way.
I gave the leash a slight jerk and Candy glanced at me with a Cherubic look, not smiling but something so calm, so aroused, so satisfied and sated that the feeling swelled in me. I wondered at what Jamie and Rodney wanted but for the first time in days, I felt like all that had happened flowed into me and through me and I was complete with it, not finished, mind you but where I needed to be, having stumbled like William the Conqueror, I was grasping the earth of a new land in both hands even before I had finished the struggle to possess it. I felt this was mine, my moment. That feeling was fleeting but I remembered it.
We got to the elevator in silence, rode down in the same way. During the ride, I muttered, "I need a drink." Both guys grunted in assent. Pet had a way of huddling with me without touching me at any point, like paint on a forcefield. It felt amazing, her presence was at once strange and a compliment that I was unsure still, how to accept gracefully. She just seemed to find rapport with me, even when I had no idea how to create it or manage or keep or expand it. I relished it but felt it to be something utterly of her doing. She moved with me with the same surety of a shadow. Candy was vanishing, it was Pet who was in step with me all the way to the maitre d', and beyond to the square table by the window looking out onto the street. I sat on one side, Rodney took a place next to the window with Jamie beside him straight across from me. Pet settled onto her knees beside me on the floor, back straight, hands on her bare knees with pink socks below, staring straight ahead. They both regarded her for a minute while I told the waiter to bring his menus and our drinks. I ordered a Tequila Sunrise. Bourbon for Jamie and a beer for Rodney.
Rodney glanced around. "Nice place." He said casually, maybe a bit over casually.
I agreed with a nod. Somehow, what we had just done vanished. Our use of Miss Fayre was in another dimension and the fabulous interlude was past and we were back where we began in the lobby. We had business it seemed.
"So. Rodney, how did you find me? Happenstance is unlikely I think." He grinned and rolled his rocky shoulders, passing for a shrug with him I think. He would be called adorable in that moment by some doting female, not me of course but that simple fact did not escape me and I added him to my Friday night agenda. Just like that. Like I could make such a plan with impunity and not get it scrambled or stop it from happening.
"Alissa told me. I went to her house and she told me you were...here." I nodded.
"Ah yes, she sent you here...so what brings you to me? Or are you going to make me guess." He shook his head.
"Far from it. I admire a man who doesn't push when it's not wanted." Again, it seems that the exit from my perceived "responsibilities" had not gone unnoticed and perhaps is to be rewarded. Rodney continued. "My sister, she hasn't been...entirely forthright with you. She's, she's been entertaining other options and now she feels, well, dup...dup...fuck."
"Duplicitous?" Jamie offered. Rodney glance up at him, searching the other man's face for a hint of condescension, and finding none I presumed, he nodded.
"Yeah, that. She's decided on you...no one has been able to give her a...shall we say...view of her options as you have. I must say, I am impressed, as she was. She did tell me all about it, Sonny." He grinned, then took a long drink from the iced water sweating on the table before him. He looked at me, since I was across from Jamie with Rodney on the same side of the table beside him against the window, he had to turn his head to look at me. By some primal instinct, in that silent moment, I lay my hand on the head of the female perched on her knees beside me and caressed her hair. She sighed audibly and moved closer, laying her head on my thigh and humming softly. I idly stroked her face and hair, just with fingertips and in doing so, renewed contact with this something, so new, strange, wonderful but...slightly unnerving. I'd never experienced a woman like this before and it felt...well, I felt it, strongly whatever it was.
Jamie actually bent out to peer around the table to look at her and smiled a little, nervously it seemed to me but with some interest and appreciation. Rodney didn't see at all so continued to talk.
"Ahmay sent me to find you...she didn't think a text or call was..." here he glanced at the bit of upright British propriety beside him and grinned a little. "...proper. So, here I am. She's yours. Not often a brother gives away his sister, is it?" Jamie was in the unfortunate process of taking a sip of water and sputtered into it making a mess of himself and the table in front of him. We all fussed and offered the spare napkins to cover his embarrassment, for I surely understood the reaction if he'd not given it any more thought than I had to that point. Seems like the brother and sister motif was growing common for me. I liked it. When all was put to rights, Rodney continued, since I'd not really found a fitting response, offering only passive silence. I still felt his presence an undefined mystery, though clearly Ahmay was the cause.
"My sister is well, shy but she's a feisty bitch when you get right down to it. Has me in hand when she wants something but don't often get demanding like that so we get on, just fine. So she picks you, for now, so long as you get that she could unpick you if you don't measure up to her standards." I felt the import of his words and luxuriated in it a bit. She picked me! That was something, right? Rodney spoke into my silence. "She knows that she's, shall we say, part of the picture for you, and honestly, I think she likes that, not like you'd get all moony-eyed and want to marry her or nuthin, that's one real advantage...that time, when you..." Rodney proved graceful in that moment, even though he glanced askance at Jamie. "...were not available, yes, she told me about it...it relaxed her. It eased the pressure she felt, hers not mine or yours. That made the next time much more...easier for her." His smile told me this was not a vengeance tour so much as an apology tour and I could relax, so I did, though it'd prove to be only the first volley in the fight and not his last by a factor of three. Giving him access to Theresa had been for her, more than anything and so I used him, I didn't expect it to mollify him if he needed mollifying.
Jamie had been listening to this and showed his good instincts, intuition and grace. "Your sister is yet a virgin? I can't imagine a better man to escort her into the world of ecstasy than this man."
Rodney regarded him for a moment and did his shoulder roll that would be my shrug. "How do you know Sonny?" Rodney asked, a burr in his tone that suggested he was unwelcome. It was like our tri-penetration of the real estate agent celebrating her recent sale was gone and forgotten, which felt odd to me but then again, I do odd don't I?
Jamie grinned a little shyly. "Oh, I needed to fuck a woman he owned and we...worked out a trade." Jamie said.
Rodney nodded. "Needed or wanted? There's a difference you know."
Jamie nodded. My conclusion about these two seemed well met...fitting a group of guys together makes a winning team. Jamie did his own version of my shrug which was a slight smile and an arched eyebrow only.
"I must tell the truth. It was a need, a personal need that actually complicated the business at hand but this chap made it all work out fine...for which I don't mind saying, I was grateful." I confess, after the long layoff and silence, I thought there'd be more blow back...particularly given how I left things dangling at my departure from servicing the MILF list. The recent investiture of Miss Fayre to the Airtight sisterhood notwithstanding. I glanced at Jamie and he was looking askance at me. He finally spoke his mind. "Can I talk frankly now?" He said. I knew what he meant and so did Rodney. Rodney took it as intended and not as an insult.
"I can give you guys space if you need me to take a walk." Rodney said graciously. And there it was, the moment to vouch for him. We may have just penetrated the redhead together but this conversation was something else altogether. So I did, I vouched for him.
"Rodney, stay. I have a proposition for you both involving some of my accumulated pussy and so, if you both agree, since you have already been sheathing swords in the same anvil so this bit of common knowledge between us might be a good place to start." I gestured at Jamie. "I can't imagine you have anything to add that won't be fine with Rodney." I could see a flash of something in Rodney's eyes that was something like gratitude but they hardened and that was past. Something else flashed, an uneasiness I marked but didn't pursue in that moment, but left it alone to see if it would reemerge with clearer definition eventually, and it did for my friend Rodney was not a patient fellow and he did have something more on his mind. Feeling gratitude in the face of trust is not unusual and is a good thing, showing that gratitude was something else, but he had lately fucked a female of my choosing so I guess I got a pass. I could see Jamie considering this and then he simply went forward...decisive as was his wont and training.
"Are you really going to own my mother and sister?" He asked. The British misdirection was absent. Now, this whole idea of ownership of pussy, of collars and such had rather grown up around me organically, the same way a juggler adds things to his act in real time or a politician alters her words to please an audience that thinks principles rule schools and don't apply to herself personally. I didn't mind using amorphous terms like "mine" and "own" because I could decide what that implied and ignore it when I wanted to. However, when someone else starts using it in a sentence and I am the subject and not the verb, then it seems important to recognize that this is hardly an objective idea. Or so I thought.



"There's a reason I ask." Jamie added into my contemplative silence, maybe because it seemed so out of Sonny's character to be that silent in the face of such a lurid reference. My existential anchor seemed to buoy me though, which is as mixed up a metaphor as you're going to find, but I know I can do better. Fucking metaphors is a hobby of mine with which you must not be familiar. My silence, learned albeit, invited more from Jamie and he obliged.
"This, um...idea of moving the St. Vincent pussy to the colonies seems to be catching...my father's young bride and her lusty sister-aunt seem intent on taking up residence in whatever august hovel my mother and sister choose, which will make it very, shall we say, cramped for my father and perhaps no less for me, regardless of the number of rooms it includes." Jamie now looked embarrassed, like the lost angel who, knocking on the door to an orgy to ask for directions, got directed to her knees, and so received a cock in her mouth, obedient to the end. "You see, there is some indication that this complicated deal involving Alissa and Alissa's firm and the other, um, parties some of which you have had dealings with of your sort, all have the idea that your approval is somehow involved and honestly, Sonny, not to slight you in any way, despite my best efforts to dissuade them of this idea, it persists."
Ah. There is was. Fuck me. I felt like the turkey discussing the Thanksgiving dinner menu...or for our other friends, say the Christmas goose discussing...oh you get the point. How in hell's half acre could a cock positive, or is it pussy positive ignoramus like me ever produce an opinion that matters regarding the sort of thing that Jamie must be referring to? I had no knowledge, nothing and yet...! I shook my head.
"I think you managed to ask a question, insult me and tickle my pride there all in the same breath." I grinned. "Brava, bitch." Jamie almost looked relieved. Rodney looked either bored or mystified but his stoic jaw didn't change but his eyes searched and probed with far more insight than the well-heeled elitists could dare acknowledge or they'd never leave their fortified towers.
"Sonny, listen, I know this is strange and I know it was made more complicated by the lust connection with Mrs. Honeywell but I must say this didn't start with me. It is very rare for a man of Sid Kingston's stature to engage a man of your..." Here Jamie stuttered to a halt. I could see the etiquette cliff he was about to plunge over from where I sat. I realized I was patting the girl sitting at my side and yanked my hand away from her head like it was hot. Okay, it was hot, she was, is, was hot but not like that! It was just an idle, thoughtful stroking of her hair that I only became aware of when she did that little wiggle that a dog does when he approves of how you're scratching his ears and she rubbed her cheek along my thigh with a low, subdural hum. This all served to keep me quiet and forced Jamie to swerve or plunge as he dared. He plunged.
"...who has no business being involved in his business. No one can figure it out. And now, with your mother being under...um...his influence in China, the whole question of where he has hidden his actual and real wife, whoever she is, seems to be the current obsession and they all think that puzzle involves you somehow."
Yeah, the light went on, something about hiding in plain sight. Suddenly Annie's dual personality came into focus, the suburban location, the utterly uncluttered life style, no billionaire trappings just, Annie and then her, mounted on my cock in a way that no man of power and prestige would ever allow...I shook my head, wondering if my conjectures would have any basis in truth or if it mattered. Annie was a great fuck. One sticks with what one knows and makes a clear distinction from all that other stuff that is little better than poetic fiction.
"Honestly, Sonny, my father and my ex-mother, er, my mother, his ex-wife, both want to know about you owning them and how that will prove out."
"And they sent you here to find out? To discuss with dithering Hamlet his intentions?" Jamie looked away past me. In that moment I found my hand on Candy's head again, just petting her lank hair and feeling how she rubbed her cheek against my thigh with such affection my cock was nosing around to see if Sonny might be willing to indulge him again, given Sonny was over his existential snit. Mostly, anyway. I left my hand on her head and I swear the girl whimpered a little and wrapped her arms around my leg and hugged me, arms around my calf. That was new...and fuck me if I didn't like it...where can I get one of these? I was thinking and realized I should be rendering to Jamie what was Jamie's, namely my attention. I ignored the fact that I had "one of these" already. Greedy, Sonny, greedy!
"Now Sonny, you know, know what this thing means to me and I won't say different. I have a huge personal investment and not just money in this project." Jamie hesitated.
"What project?" Rodney asked. I held up a hand.
"Buddy, I don't know and I think ignorance is the better part of valor in this case, but there was a certain amount of pussy that came under my...um..." I hate when I start a metaphor and find it is a malapropism and can't go back and fix it because the cupboard is empty. Rodney, to his credit saw my growing, swelling chagrin and tapped the air.
"I gotcha, Sonny. This dude reeks of big words and waltzing Matilda." I expected Jamie to snort at the hackneyed expression but Jamie merely nodded sagely and kept his eyes resolutely on me. That was when Rodney's fidget came into focus and if you've ever seen a guy built like Sampson fidget, you get how unnerving it is. It's like seeing a known epileptic holding too tight to an machine gun. I stowed that observation and refocused on Jamie, which is a little misleading because my hand was still stroking the female clinging to my leg and I swear the little pet was purring. Every now and then her body would shift and shimmy in a way that bespoke affection and the lurid comfort of coital bliss. I found, when I thought about it, that I liked having my hand against her hair, face and lower to her neck so I could feel her warm skin. Her huddled mass against me made me feel something that I dared not acknowledge so I maintained this idle caress without any move to acknowledge even her presence. God, but I wanted to but in retrospect, I'd crossed some invisible line and the only tether to my old world at that precise moment was Jamie's pedestrian financial concerns with all the secrets and esoteria that it included.
"Sonny, it's gotten all blurred together and no one seems to know what is cause and what is effect. My father, who has a good sense about these things I am finding, only seems concerned about which house you'll select for the...um...St. Vincent coterie of females, claiming Patricia as one of our own."
"Jesus, you talk a lot without saying much." Rodney muttered, which proved to be ironic in a few minutes when it was his turn to scratch the real itch that brought him rubbing bear back against my particular tree. Jamie smiled though, a bland acknowledgment but not worth the argument. "Didn't you hear? He told that red head that she made the sale, the deal's approved. Or did fucking her erase that from your mind?" Of all the things Rodney was not, stupid was one of them nor was the lack of a memory part of his failings, unlike mine whose memory is like a gypsy whore, which means for the peanut gallery, utterly undependable. My memory is a memory. Jamie's eyes got big as he realized what Rodney said was indeed the case.
I had no idea that this was the first domino in a rather long and tricky progression that would end up with some large scale shifts in the universe I only know existed because the sky didn't fall around me. Jamie stared at me and then nodded his head.
"By Jove, you're right!" He muttered. "Thank you, Rodney, I guess I was so intent on asking the question, I missed the answer entirely when it flashed passed my eyes. You must admit she was delicious and our use of her accounts for missing that tidbit of significance! Sonny, when did you make that decision?" Now I felt that familiar lurch in my gut when I got accused of knowing shit that I didn't know and thus having understanding I didn't possess and wisdom I couldn't wield.
The first instinct is to dodge and weave. It feels like you traipse off into the woods to take a shit and just get settled in so you can concentrate on the business at hand and a spotlight comes on with your pants around your ankles and a loud voice asks what you think you're doing. Seems to me if they find you with the spotlight in that condition then they could bloody well see you're just taking shit in the woods. They want some big deep existential explanation for your actions when in truth, you're just shitting in the woods like any other self-respecting bear. The point, in case you missed it, is that there is no good answer and that is embarrassing in the least and dangerous at worst. Accused even by implication of knowing what you don't know is really uncomfortable at times. The temptation is surely to avoid the issue altogether and change the subject but caught in the spotlight with my white ass glaring like that made that just difficult to do, or to think I could manage it, so of course I just answered the question and accepted the likelihood that I was about to look positively silly.
"Just then." I said with the greatest of ease. The girl hugging my leg though squeaked and then whimpered and hugged me closer which clued me in that my hand had closed on her hair and pulled it rather violently. For a few moments, her whimpering was the main sound besides the clink and clatter and murmur of the restaurant around us.
"Just then?" Jamie whispered. "You mean, you told that woman..."
"Fayre, Theresa Fayre." Rodney added helpfully, while I was still fumbling through my rolodex to find her name, lost as I was in the memory of that red hair and the bucking thrill of her orgasm when I mounted her that first time and then again with her holes all filled by these two new Airtight Express conductors. Jamie glanced at Rodney and for a moment looked nonplussed.
"You know her?" He asked. Rodney shook his head.
"Never met the bitch but god, she looked like she'd met Sonny and would have an open house just for him all over again." Rodney chortled in that way that indicates suspicion and wishful thinking but not knowledge. And in that moment showed a skill with irony that Jamie could appreciate and admire, but instead, dear Jamie looked puzzled, which I took to indicate how confused he was about what he knew and when I knew it. He went for immediate clarification. He took out his phone and dialed, watched it connect then put it to his ear.
"Mother. Have you heard from...?" He stopped and listened. "Yes, Theresa Fayre, we just were introduced." He raised his eyebrows and winked. "I don't know and you know it doesn't matter. You'll have to ask Sonny." I shook my head when he looked askance at me. "Well, I am sure when he's ready to discuss fucking you again, mother, he'll do so. Yes, I am sure you are. No, Mother, hearing that you are dripping wet at just the thought of him does not make me angry. It's true. Believe me. Yes, I agree, it is a minor miracle. Well, yes, as you say, a major miracle but I doubt the Vatican will investigate making him a Saint on the say so of your wet cunt." Jamie looked miffed. "The right bitch hung up on me!" He said with true chagrin in his voice, near unto umbrage. It sure seemed like the jealous claim on his mother and sister had been broken, like some evil hex cast by an equally evil witch, but whom that could have been I had no idea. I could see Jamie was about to redial her and make some sort of issue of that petty bit of proletariat rudeness but his breeding kicked in and he refused to let God or anyone else see him lose his shit over a thing of this small magnitude. He calmly put his phone away at which point it promptly tinkled at him, politely, unlike my phone's rude honking. He answered.
"Hello, Ellen. Yes, yes, that's correct. I heard it myself from the sage's lips. Now, Ellen, don't go writing a draft your bank can't cash. I know you are a red head and yes, I know you have the patience of a falling rock but I am pretty sure that Sonny is unimpressed with you falling or the rock." He listened for a moment with the phone away from his ear, looking at me with a bemused look of tolerance a doting father might reserve for a favored child's tantrum. Finally, he just swiped the phone off and put it away. "She's not particularly happy with your timing, I am afraid, Sonny." Jamie spoke with the delicate decorum of a gambler who has infinite resources.
Me? I was sitting there petting the woman draped on my knee. It's like she was made of wondrous wax that melted and still could shiver and move in the smallest most erotic ways. By now, it was perfectly clear to me that I could fuck this girl and she'd cum buckets and then ask for refills. After what she'd witnessed, it could easily be argued that she was owed such attention. Finally, after the retreat from the precipice into the loving arms of a paradox and the cousin conundrum, I was feeling once again that delightful urge to fuck. Miss Fayre was not a one off. When you lose that urge, the world seems to go all pale and black and white but it is the refusal to notice the shift that is the most worrisome.
The main concern in my mind was getting the rest of my studying done but the female kneeling at my knee seemed destined to add a new assignment to the miles I had to go before I slept. Oddly, I was not put out by the added work load. Then I realized that I had no idea what was next on my agenda but only that I had made a date with Landon and the guys to clarify the disposition and perhaps fate of the MILF List. The idea that this could be done at a Yalta conference seemed irrational to me but I couldn't imagine what else to do. Then I recalled the nudging Blue Man hinting at a solution. Before the matter was settled, however, I'd have new data to put into the grinder and out would come sausage of a different color. Not my sausage, idiots. Another mangled metaphor goes to heaven.
I glanced at Rodney and saw my way to avoid making it plain I didn't know what I was doing or why. He looked like he'd bitten down on a hard boiled egg and discovered the shell was still present and worse, it wasn't hard boiled at all and was trying to figure a way to remedy the situation in the polite company of his new girlfriend's parents. I decided I'd let him squirm so I didn't have to, which was hardly generous but I was petting Candy Cane's hair and my cock was nicely hard and I did need to address these two since they'd been so nice as to appear at seemingly the very moment I'd actually made the decision, but I wanted to have that be the last thing before I took this girl on a leash up stairs and fucked her with Mavis auditing the proceedings. Making her listen to Miss Fayre's responses to being airtight with no offer to participate had just been cruel and I was repenting of my sin and wanted to make recompense. Absolution surely was never so inviting before.
The waiter arrived and we ordered supper. Pet kept touching his leg which made him bend to look at her, which startled him but he showed good poise. He finally got the order and left us. I focused back on Rodney.
"Rodney, something tells me you didn't come all this way to tell me face to face that Ahmay picked me. That's a phone call. So? What's the real reason you are here like this? Stalking me like this?" I dearly hoped I wasn't mistaken but the various little clues that had piled up seemed to coalesce into truth in his eyes. He stared at me with both fear and relief.
"Bro." He muttered, shaking his head without taking his eyes from mine. If he'd have been a white guy, I bet he'd have been beet red, but I had no idea of that in that moment. "Sonny, listen, one of the reasons that Ahmay has been...uh...skittish, that's the word, even though she has been around the fire so to speak has to do with why she has been hesitant to pick you and yet, well, she wants you to fuck her virginless." Rodney stopped then sort of grinned a crooked grin that ordinarily could hold no small amount of menace. As it was, it made him look silly, utterly lacking malice.
So I laughed given my wont to laugh at silly things without forethought. Then I stopped. Not for any good reason but because the female at my knees had tugged my hand down to her mouth and was tenderly licking my palm which made my eyelashes tingle, and then she put my thumb into her mouth and began to gently suck on it. That pretty well scrambled my brain and in the process intercepted any stupid ass comment I might have constructed in a foolish effort to appear all clever and shit. Rodney didn't seem to notice my lucky intervention and went on with his discourse unaware of the woman's sucking effect on my psyche. Rodney backed up and tried again.
"See, it sounds weird that my sister will be present when I fuck the bitches I fuck. And that she turns away from us, even as the girl is cumming or I am or well before that, before I get out my tool to start working in the mine. She knows fucking just from hearing it, but there's more to it than that. The truth is, she wasn't so much listening as she was doing something else altogether and she, well, she didn't want anyone to see." Rodney stopped. The sucking on my right thumb continued, not aggressive but light, tender, like a polite baby might suck milk from Momma's nipple, polite, undemanding but filled with appreciation. The effect being then, that my mind was a salad bowl at a vegetarian picnic, yes, empty. Thus, my silence was neither strategic nor tactical so much as the product of a very pleasant though slight but equally real coma.
"Ahmay has known something for a long time and, well, she shared it with me about the first time she encountered it." Rodney went on. I glanced at Jamie and saw he was rapt with attention which, when you think you are one of a half dozen of the world's most interesting people is no small compliment. I decided to try to be rapt too but the bitch sucking on my thumb stopped to lick my palm again, like a...a...yes, fine, like a pet saying "I love you" in doggy language, or does that mean more "Mmmm, tasty!". It unnerved me and made it difficult to be rapt but I managed a facsimile thereof that proved adequate.
Rodney continued unaware or unconcerned with my divided attention. "She shared it with me and I understood her difficulty, given where we lived. When she was plain, I didn't need to worry. However, the more hot she got the more worried I became. And no, I was not all open minded and shit so I was as worried about what it would mean about me as I was about what it would mean to her...and I admit that, okay?"
Jamie grinned then, like he had the "ah ha" bug fly up his nose. "Ol' bean, no one cares if a female is a rug muncher these days. Lesbians are on every social register and bumping uglies with the rest of us with impunity." Rodney's look would have made Medusa proud. In fact, my dear Jamie St. Vincent looked absolutely and resolutely abashed, which, if the female had not been sucking my thumb, still...again? I'd have laughed, but I was feeling some urgency to get to the end of everything so I could mount the little licking minx. Rodney did an excellent job of ignoring Jamie.
"So I decided I'd keep her with me...she didn't follow me around to listen to me make bitches squeal, though they did." He waved a hand. "Not the point...I kept her with me. I did it because, well, while my boys are good guys mostly, my sister makes men a bit nuts, and I know that. Just looking at her makes a guy think he's got an invitation. She just does that without really knowing what is going on. Invite them I mean and she's not, not ever, not really...it's complicated. I had to bend a nose or two when I left her alone when I went in back to bounce a little pussy around...and I realized that no matter what I did, my dear sister could always inspire a guy to risk everything to get a piece of her...and that would have been terrible for everyone, not the least her. Before she ever realized how, call it agitating, she was, I started having her 'watch over me'. She thought for the longest time she was 'having my back' and in a way she was...having someone fuck my sister would have caused no end of troubles and this made it impossible." He went silent. I had the idea that there was more to be said but Jamie stepped up and let me keep my foot out of my mouth, or more accurately, my thumb in Candy Cane's mouth. I'd adjusted and by golly if it didn't feel natural to me. I adjust quick, huh?



In the midst of that adjustment, our food came. We ate and talked. I would offer Pet a bite from time to time. She'd rise up, lick the tidbit of meat or potatoes and then suck it in. Jamie picked up the conversation once the waiter left.
"Mr. Rodney, seems to me you are avoiding something and hoping we'll use the figure to see the ground and I must say, old man, I am not seeing it at all. I am afraid you'll need to be much more declarative to gain the insight you are obviously aching to provide Sonny here." Jamie glanced at me with an impish grin. "I doubt Sonny is getting your gist if I'm not." Rodney glanced at me, saw the glazed look in my eyes from having my thumb sucked, and not understanding, played like he didn't see my glazed look, so ignored it and went on.
He took a deep breath and then sighed, which was as funny as seeing a tiny woman flex her biceps.
"I don't know when she started but Ahmay always turned her back on me." That statement didn't make much sense. I was in no shape to ask him to clarify and again, my personal distraction kept me silent so he could find his own way to the end result. A happy consequence without my direct intention that made me look a lot smarter than I am. "Somewhere along the line my sister began to do it so none of us could see, not like either or any of us if I was fucking two or three girls at a go would have noticed. Ahmay is hot as the sun but with her back turned, it's like she disappears and we can focus...until I get one of my bitches mounted, she keeps watching but as soon as I pull out the trouser worm, my sister turns away...but it's not from shyness or disgust or any of that shit that the girls claim when they make fun of her...and they do, vicious bitches but Ahmay forbade me from slapping the shit out of them...says when it comes to bitches she'd fight her own battles with those Philistine cunts...her words...as I don't really know what a Philistine is."
"Me neither." I said but honestly I did but not a Philistine cunt so I was going for the whole gestalt and not precision. Rodney ignored me and the mouth resumed sucking on my thumb. The pause that followed my two little words meant to let him know I was really listening made me think I'd faux pawed all over the place but with enough silence someone usually has something to say and then says it. Rodney did.
"My sister was pinching her nipples." He said finally. Jamie blew like a steam engine coming to a stop.
"Posh. That's nothing. Lots of girls like a little pinch and giggle." Rodney shook his head.
"No. She was using pliers." Now, that did stop us. Jamie glanced around at me with raised eyebrows and I felt the world shift under me again, similar to the moment that blue voice spoke in the darkness and scared the dandruff off my head. Rodney went on, his voice was low. Candy Cane stopped sucking my thumb and bumped her head on the table, rattling everything. She released my leg...and thumb...to peek over the edge of the table at Rodney. He stared at her like he'd never seen eyes before...her little hands, just four fingers hooked on the table on either side of her half head visible to him at the end of the table. He had our attention then for damn sure! Oddly, I thought, it did not put him off. He continued speaking, finally arriving at the declarative clarity that brought him to this face to face moment.
"My sister likes pain." He said softly. "She cums, she wants pain, it's a mania. If she gets close to orgasm, she wants pain to push her over. If she wants to get horny, she hurts herself in really, painful ways, like nasty ways. It's...well, you can imagine how difficult this is for us. The guys I know, they are good at causing pain but when the do, they usually figure they won't be invited back again and so leave an impression, utterly wrecking the bitch they are using. It's not pretty and I hated the idea of my sister getting destroyed like that. That's why I kept her with me...but she started...hurting herself as we fucked behind her, just her tits at first, but she kept at it and finding other ways to get off...with pain. You can see the problem. She needs a guy to give her pain who won't destroy her." He looked right at me. "Sonny, that's you."
I groaned. Pet slipped away under the table like a sinking ship, and plastered herself to my knee again. She was shivering. At the time, I confess, I though it was with pure revulsion and I had the eerie feeling that I needed to get her out of there or she'd not want to fuck me when I did get her up to the room again and my chance would be past. Nothing was further from the truth. In fact, it made fiction and poetry look like technical writing it was so far from the truth, not a metaphor to be found. I offered Pet another bite of steak and she took it gladly. Rodney forged on.
"We have been talking it over. And, see, Sonny, one thing Ahmay is sure of is that you want to give a woman what she wants, not just what you have...and that's rare. Even knuckleheaded Rodney knows that. Ahmay has helped me get more girls by telling me what she thought they needed and well, I do okay. We became a team but it's to the point that she wants to be on her own, on her back as she says, her heels in the air and a man buried balls deep in her cunt..." Here he hesitated then added what I thought was utterly unnecessary at the time. "...and biting her neck until he draws blood." I shuddered. Pet shuddered with me and I thought it was just sympathetic vibration. Wrong again, Missy. I hoped Rodney was surrendering to overstatement and generally speaking, he was...but yet again, I felt the deck of my good ship Lollypop tilt terribly under me and I was skittering towards the deep blue drink like a camel on roller skates.
"One of the reasons, Sonny, my sister has not been willing to undress in front of anyone is because she mutilates herself...she has bruises all over her chest most days...from pliers, pinching skin as she cums...and don't worry, she's proficient with orgasm but she loves that sharp bite of pain when she cums or to make her cum or..well, she likes it a lot, let's just say." I shuddered again and despite the shuddering clump of female huddled at my knee, I found my voice and croaked some objection like this.
"I think you two have the wrong guy. I hate pain, mine especially! And I live by the golden rule, you don't hurt me so I don't need to hurt you, or the other way round I guess." I fed some broccoli to Pet, she hummed.
Rodney shook his head. "You don't understand. You are the perfect guy to take her virginity for exactly that reason." He stopped expecting me to object some more but Pet was licking the back of my hand in a way that made me shudder all over again and lose my voice while my cock tried to out grow my pants and take over the world. I mean, she caught me completely by surprise. How many of you assholes have had a female hug her lean willing body to your knee and lick your hand after you pulled her hair and made her yelp? Exactly! Rodney continued without me then.
"You aren't violent like that but you will do about anything to please the one you're with. Anything." Pet quit licking my hand for a moment and shuddered again but this time with much larger energy, like an 8.8 on the Sonny Scale. Anything? Just what I fucking needed! Another existential question to fill my time with while I would usually be thinking about pussy, pussy and more pussy. Like I needed something else to ponder while I was shitting in the woods. Anything? Really? Would I really do anything a woman wanted if it meant giving her what she wanted, including giving her pain? I wanted to groan but I dared not encourage Candy Cane. People would surely stare! And I am so fucking shy!
"That means that you'll work with her to find that pain, the right pain that gives her what she longs for. And Sonny, she wants to be exposed...the idea of being watched when she gets fucked the first time...the first time we discussed you in this manner I thought she was going to faint just from the idea of all your friends watching you lift her skirt, pull down her panties, push her legs open and..." I patted the air.
"Okay, okay, I get, get, get the picture!" I growled. The lips on my hand were kissing my skin now, light brushes and soft lips leaving damp tracks that her hot breath cooled immediately. Can you say "erotic" and not stutter when someone does that to you? Not Sonny! I stutter like a Briggs and Stratton with a dirty spark plug or two. My eyes came back on and noticed that both Jamie and Rodney were staring at me, well looking at me, not really staring, I was the one staring so that'd be a projection I guess. That word salad vision of Ahmay all hot and bothered lying still while I removed her knickers gave me a bit of a buzz and with those tender butterfly lips breathing fire and ice onto the skin of my hand, I guess I realized that I'd lately been a while away from the dousing pond between the female legs and suddenly I was all nostalgic and shit, which given my recent return was just redundant. The reality of what Rodney was telling me sat down in my mind and refused to leave, and it hurt me.
Pain.
I shuddered again and she stopped kissing my hand. My hand, irate with the rest of me, moved to find her face and caress it under the table and she moved into my caress like a cat, pressing her cheek against my hand. Her head bumped the table with a soft thud and she moved forward into my lap rather than higher and her hand then her cheek found the outline of my hard cock in my pants. I groaned a little.
Pain. Pain!
The idea of causing Ahmay, that beautiful creature pain rattled around in my head like a tennis ball made of barbed wire, which I realize is rather indicative of the whole thing but it hurt me. It made me sick to my stomach to think of a pair of pliers pinching that tender skin of that woman. I was about to say something silly like I was the wrong man for the job...if you'd have seen Ahmay panting with arousal as I have you'd see how silly that idea is!
When the phone rang, I felt relief but...had I known what was waiting for me on the other side of that ringy dingy I'd have let it bounce off my full voice mail, never to be heard from again. I didn't. I'll say this for it, it made me wish I'd stayed with Rodney and his lurid suggestion that I couldn't really avoid or ignore, Sonny being Sonny and not really having a good "no" strategy when it comes to willing pussy, not to mention panting and eager pussy wanting my attention I thought the phone rescued me from my "no-less" character flaw, but No! To this point, I'd only had this one sort of "Sonny Attention" to offer and it was good clean fun that tended to get me wound around some axle all tight and tickled, and Rodney had just made that a bit messier. Until that moment, I'd just been playing at some things that, it turns out, have a real serious version that I just never imagined even existed! And...that was about to get worse. Worse than a woman wanting pain with her coffee? Trust me...if that makes you queasy, best to go check with congress because those knuckleheads could be worse but never any fun but would not be what the phone brought to me, that unforgettable vision that was going to change the entire direction of my life. Again. Some more.
I answered my phone.
Now, that sounds simple but in truth I was a little panicked and got unexpected but not unrealistic help. If you have ever tried to get something out of your pocket with a nice tight erection rubbing on your zipper and a piece of Candy hugging your legs you know what I mean. Pet heard the phone honking and dug it out of my pocket for me and handed it up above the table, before returning to fingering said erection. When she laid her cheek on it again, bumping the table with a slight but noticeable nudge of the top of her head, I nearly humped her face. She was holding me by the thighs, spread open by her slithering between my knees by that point, and was gently rubbing her cheek up and down my poor cock that was trying to spread his wings but was cramped up in an awkward position which I longed to correct but I'd need to stand up and dump Pet onto the floor to do so, which I considered the rude option and rejected it out of hand.
"Hello?" I said without looking at the display.
"Sonny?" The man's voice said. I was relieved at the suggestion and for a moment the existential delusion that I knew who I was lingered, but I latched onto the voice and let it draw me into the growing darkness.
"Yes." I answered with poise and aplomb I did not feel, Pet still not figuring out my hardened cock was bent akimbo and needed more space then my current pose provided, just kept nuzzling my cock with her cheek and then finally, her lips, through my pants for god's sake!
"Borland. Borland Northcutt here." Well, someone knew who they were at least. He didn't wait for me to make any comment but trundled on with a certain joie d'vivre that his words were simply not worthy of, catching Sonny as they did in a vice, er...vise. Both work, actually. Pretend I said it out loud and you can't tell which I meant since I mean both suddenly.
"My ex-wife, Carol Lynn, is going to call you in moment. Soon." When presented with one thing that rattles me, any port in a storm seemed apropos and I dashed in where angels fear to tread like I was walking on water, relying on my wit when my silence finally failed me.
"So, Mr. Northcutt, you've branched out into reading minds? Impressive." When dealing with people who have no sense of humor it is best to never joke but stick to the facts, ma'am, just the facts and elide any poetic flourishes because these verbal bumpkins who think that they can say what they mean and mean what they say, only, will keep trying to do just and only that and set about correcting your poetic flourishes by painting over your graffiti no matter how luridly beautiful it is. Maybe because it is luridly beautiful, the Cretans!
"No. I have been bugging my ex-wife's communications for some time. But, as you might imagine, that is not something I can delegate easily or at all, so I have to sort through the miasma of her babbling myself which forces me to be selective and you happen to be one of my key key words." He wasn't stuttering. I was about to be though. In that moment though, purely by accident, I'd asked an NSA question and gotten a very clear NSA answer and my mind went blank. He acknowledged his methods with casual indifference to my delicate sensibilities which, given he's not a complete bounder, suggested he simply didn't know I was about to get stuffed into a new crevice, too tight for my own good. This smacked of my blue visitor's methods that would account for his intimate knowledge of my many and varied intimacies.
"Sonny, Mr. Duncan, lend me your ears. In a moment my ex-wife is going to call you with the full intention of asking you to do something utterly untoward for and to her and I want you to agree. There's a closet in the third spare bedroom, the one with the ugly dark red carpet, with a bright blue back pack in it with hand cuffs and a ball gag that should be sufficient to your needs. She doesn't like rope. Cuffs. Handcuffs with releases that are easy to work, but difficult to get to if she's secured properly. You have my number, when you have her secured, I'll drop Jason off in the next few minutes and you can offer him a go at his mother, so I'd suggest that you have her quite naked and helpless. She's going to call any minute, though you should know. Friday night, she thinks he'll be with me and since you already know her most salacious desire, to have her son, she apparently thinks that asking you to 'surprise' her is no big deal. She's going to ask you to rape her, which for her just means, fuck her cuffed and naked...I added the gag because I know she hates it and she'll scream when Jason appears, so making her helpless and then offering him a go at her will be interesting for them both. His collection of her pictures in various stages of undress suggest he's got his end of her thing going on too, so this is not a huge step for him or her really either, if you see what I mean. I better go, this is not a message you want in your voice mail. Ta ta. Friday night, after, say nine should be fine for me to drop him off so, be there around eight to give you time to work out how you'll manage her...and if she's all lathered up when my son fucks her, that should be fine, better even."
The man wouldn't shut up. Me? I was gasping like a fish out of water. He'd said good-by I think at least once and he kept making sounds that I had no idea the meaning of...which is disingenuous since I understood perfectly well but was determined to plead ignorance.
"I think there are four cuffs at least so you can secure her spread on the living room table in such a way she can be fucked standing up, you standing up I mean...helpless is the key. She'll buck and beg and you just gag her when you grow tired of her babbling." Here he laughs, with evident pleasure at some lewd memory. "Whatever gag you use, she won't use her teeth, she likes the whole thing...she's going to call and ask that of you because, well, she thinks you might do it and make it...real enough for her to enjoy it. Ta ta." He said it again but this time when I glanced a the phone, he was actually gone.
I glanced at the phone to see if he was gone and the fucking thing buzzed in my hand. I don't know why, it just does that sometimes, instead of the normal ding-a-ling. I flinched and dropped it clear to the floor. Candy found it and answered it in a muffled and her very female and breathy voice. Her hand with the phone appeared above the table from my lap where she was purring.
"It's for you." She said out of the depths between my legs.
I took the phone from her hand and she returned to nuzzling my hard cock. I shifted and shifted and shifted and she finally figured out I was experiencing bent discomfort and tried to straighten my hard cock out and made matters worse, so I answered the phone.
"Hello, Sonny Duncan here."
"Who was that? Who do you have with you there?" A woman's voice snarled at me.
"Mom? Is that you?" I responded automatically, not because my lovely mother snarls like that but because...well, okay, I don't know why! Well, that's a lie. Sonny the smart ass is never far away when things get weird, my security blanket and shadow. I thought I'd get a laugh but Carol Lynn Northcutt has nearly no sense of humor...hmmm, just like Borland Northcutt...go figure.
"No, Sonny! This is not your mother. It's Carol Lynn Northcutt."
"Oh? Did I forget to fuck you?" This entire set of exchanges had gone on with Rodney and Jamie kibitzing. They looked vaguely amused at my growing discomfort but without knowing why I was squirming...oh wait, they did know there was a female between my legs and surely both suspected that her untoward behavior was inspiring me with new visions of the horizontal bop.
The ensuing silence made me glance at my phone. Jamie and Rodney looked at each other with that sort of exchange of glances that doting parents have when they don't want to admit their child has become a problem for others around them. Carol Lynn was talking and for once I shut up and listened, despite the ringing in my ears from Borland's clanging explanations and instructions.
"Sonny, are you busy Friday night? I know you are young and likely have lots going on but I wondered if I might impose on you to...well, give me a little of your attention...a bit of play that I rather miss, as Borland engaged in it and well, I have not replaced him in that regard." Or any regard I think...oh the surprises...!
"Mrs. Northcutt..." I began innocently, being somewhat out of practice with these conversations since they were not at all academic.



"Oh for heaven's sake, Sonny, call me Carol Lynn!" She hissed.
"How about 'slut'?" I asked. I have no idea where that came from but it appeared and exploded from my lips. The resulting silence made me wheeze...or it could have been the heat soaking through to my more comfortable cock from the female between my legs...familiarizing herself once more with my cock, but through my pants! Her longing to renew the acquaintance was obvious, and flattering. The said silence was long and lurid...I'm using that word a lot but my thesaurus seems to be broken.
"Oh god, Sonny! Have you been talking to Borland?" Holy rabbit farts! How do I step into these puddles of put off like this? I kept my consternation to myself, dodging and weaving which, I confess, was made easier by the female between my legs dividing my attention so I could not put my whole heart into being consternated. It provided just enough gap in my response time to adjust and tell the perfect little white lie, which is my label for avoiding the question.
"How would talking to Borland make you a slut?" I asked which I thought was a very reasonable question. Carol Lynn hissed again, like a tire losing air.
"Oh Sonny! You don't know how long it's been!" She whispered.
"No. I don't know how long its been or what is not long enough or is it too long, which honestly I had thought was impossible." I paused for effect and Pet provided it nicely and I squirmed. I was trying not to let her obvious interest in getting fucked get to me but she was having that effect or having me or something like that. "What are we talking about again?" Clearly, Carol Lynn wisely decided that untangling that mess of meaning was just distraction and retreated back into her original purpose.
"I know I may not have any right to ask this, Sonny but, god, I am...well after you...I mean, oh buckets!" She cried and she sounded so plaintive I nearly offered up what she was trying to ask for gratis but fortunately when I went to do that, I found I was missing the right words, any words, even approximating what Borland had buttered my ears with and so I was stumped and I found an entirely new and different way to be silent. I was up to four or five at least and god knows I needed them all.
"Buckets?" I repeated by way of prompting her. And it worked, it all came out in a violent and prurient gushing rush.
"I don't want to say it. But I should, shouldn't I? To make it official?" Official? There is an official to oversee this sort of thing? I wondered to myself. Then she said it. "Rape. Sonny. I want you to rape me." I choked a little. Not a word one tosses out in polite conversation and for fuck's sake Santa would have a coronary to find it on your nice list, or would that be the naughty list? Oh wait, those are his lists, your list would be the wish list and Carol Lynn had clearly put that word on her wish list. Poor Santa. Fuck Santa. Poor Sonny!
"Rape? How do you make that official?" I asked croaking around the word like I'd just tried to swallow a chicken claw whole. Fucking Chinese will eat anything! Carol Lynn giggled. She fucking giggled!
"Oh Sonny, I have always had this...okay, a fantasy about being attacked in my house, stripped naked, restrained...with hand cuffs and then fucked senseless...could you...I mean...wait in my house? Friday night and when I arrive, do that? All of it, drag me around, I'll fight you, like a hellion but you subdue me and restrain me and then fuck me like you own me? I'd do anything for that, honest. I am so...oh fuck...I am needy. I am a needy slut like you said." I said no such thing! Well, half and I had no idea where it came from. Fuck Sigmund, he doesn't know either. Carol Lynn kept talking.
"I know! It's, so wrong but I just love it, that feeling of a hand over my mouth and being dragged off my feet and then the helpless feeling once I'm all cuffed and helpless! I get so aroused and when he enters me, I cum...no foreplay! Just, boom! I'm there and it's so wonderful...I miss it so much!" Sometimes a whiny woman is music to my ears. Like this time but god, it did scare me. Still, in true Sonny fashion, I just acquiesced.
"Okay. Friday? Your place or mine?"
I am not sure she heard me. "Now Sonny, if you do this, you can't stop. No matter what I say. You do what you do. Take me. Do it. No words can stop you. Nothing. You force me, take me, fuck me!" Her voice was low but ragged, raw, like the words had edges that scraped at her throat on the way by, with little hooks of reluctance cast to no avail. "You don't stop for any man's persuasion!" She went silent and it was the loudest silence I'd ever heard and I have heard some doozies. I waited. Carol Lynn waited. I finally couldn't take it anymore and broke like a whinny little bitch.
"Should we have a safe word?" I asked, thinking it was a reasonable thing to suggest.
"No!" The tone of her voice left little doubt. I had plenty of doubt though but I had no way to understand how to escape my own little tight conundrum, give them what they want, Sonny says! And now, this is what she wants. "No, no, no. Nothing I say can stop you. You know what I want, I want it...you will give it to me." She paused and we got another douse of the scintillating silence. "I hope." She added in the tone that can only be called "piteous".
Borland told me she'd ask this. I didn't have the time to disbelieve him so the shock wasn't that great, well, not from that. My tongue caressed the word. I realized my eyes were closed and I opened them and looked at Jamie and then Rodney. They regarded with me bland curiosity, like they were eavesdropping on something and didn't quite know what to think, to be curious, inquisitive or embarrassed.
"Say it, Carol Lynn." I said finally. I couldn't. Fuck me, I couldn't say the word but I was going to give her what she wanted? How much sense does that make? Well, to be honest, happens all the time in real life. To all of us. Scared of the word, but engage in the action with perfect aplomb. Go figure.
She gasped into her phone and right into my ear, like she was there and could lick me with her tongue and make me shiver. I shivered anyway. "Rape me, Sonny. Do it to me. And don't you dare stop no matter what I say. I want to beg and plead and threaten...I'll know it is you so I'll try everything to make you stop, to make you let me be...normal but you can't do that. Do you understand?"
"No." I told the truth but I am not sure she cared to hear the truth. How could she ask that? How could I ever understand this? Some rhetorical questions return to haunt us, this one would become my little lap dog.
"You don't need to." She said slowly. Fuck me, she was listening after all, so I'd need to be very careful what I said. No thinking with my mouth open. Right, like that is a problem for Sonny Duncan! "Just do what I ask. This is me, asking you and you know you delight in giving us what we want, what we need. Will you? Friday night. I'll be at my house at eight, bang on eight and I'll be expecting you." She asked but wasn't asking. I felt the twisting confusion of being kissed by a paradox.
"Your place or mine?" I said finally, again. She blew into the phone and my hard cock twitched against the tuft of pussy rubbing her cheek against his head.
"Yes, yes, oh god, oh god, oh god...Sonny I am gushing wet even now, just thinking about it!" Wait until you discover what I have in mind for you! The thought thundered in me and I barely kept from blurting it out that I had three Aces! "I'll be home bang at eight, so my place yes, I'll be alone so my house." She gave me an address which I told her to text me since my memory had other things to remember so was too busy to remember addresses. She then described in loving detail how to find the spare back door key and then left me dangling in a long silence. I looked at my phone to be sure I wasn't just listening to my own thoughts, which I wouldn't need a phone for. I waited, silently, mostly because I was afraid to say anything because everything rattling around in my mind seemed immediately wrong and if it seemed immediately wrong to me it was likely deeply wrong to anyone else.
Finally though, Carol Lynn spoke into that silence in a somber whisper that made my heart go pitter patter and I tell you what, that pitter patter scared me more than what she said and what she said was bad enough. "Sonny, I'll fight you. I'll hurt you if you don't subdue me and I mean completely...don't worry about tearing my clothes, that's part of it for me. Don't hesitate, I mean if I hit you, hit me harder and I love to scratch and get skin under my fingernails, yours I mean...so I'm saying, don't you dare be gentle and I'll be ready to be penetrated as soon as I'm secured." I was stunned I had to glance at the phone again to stall for time only to see that the bitch had left me this time. Only after she was gone did I realize exactly what I'd acquiesced to. I got all excited about being wanted for something and didn't focus on what it was she wanted. God! I should have paid more attention. Seems to be a developing pattern. Uh oh!
I lay the phone on the table and focused on Jamie and then on Rodney and had that ironic feeling, not mislabeled as it so often is. Rodney's purpose had become very much less shocking to me in the last five minutes. The idea of just hurting his sister had become a bit paler, not much less forbidding but, it seemed much less impossible now. Somehow I had ended up assigned the job of living out a rape fantasy for a blond ex-wife. How do I get myself into these things? Handcuffs? What the fuck is a ballgag? A gag you wear to a ballgame? Or a formal ball?
The full rejection of my thoughts sent me into my own purpose this happenstance result of my friends' various intentions that brought them to this moment. I dismissed these twin discomfitures...for later consideration for sure, or for the morrow which is safely out of reach of the present, and thus leaves me safely in the now. I had things to say with the pleasing prospect of this purring pet between my legs to attend to as she so surely seemed willing to be attended to.
"I have a condo, supplied to me and I'd like you both to be there tomorrow, at say, six? You both may be aware that I have collected to myself a passel of pussy that is far beyond my own capacity to either satisfy or utilize and there has been some move lately to take control of that pussy and do untoward things with it. Them. Since I am first, insufficient to what I have wrought and second, have a fine regard for the vagaries of free will and what perversities it will inspire, I want to make some grand gesture. I have fucked nigh to fifty females of all shapes and sizes, colors and creeds and desires and needs, and I am lately beset by this silence and stillness in which I contemplate what this all means to me." I hesitated here, sorely tempted make a full confession but...
The little minx was trying to draw down my zipper and, presumably, get her hot little mouth onto my cock. Talk about mixed feelings! I took the immediate action and grasped her tightly by the hair and twisted her head. I expected some lurid screech but instead felt more than heard her fluid sigh and felt her hug herself against my right leg all the more affectionately. Talk about confusion! I was utterly unsure what it was that was crouching under the table between my legs...as this pose had not been common to me...yet. One little word tells the tale as elegantly as an essay. Yet! Yes. I liked it! That flashing realization pushed me back into my soliloquy with my friends sans confession.
"While," I looked at Jamie for he was there, "I was subjected to what can only be described as an ambush by my friends and sisters and their co-conspirators, I am loath to call them wrong for what I have done these past weeks and months is mount more females in quick and unbelievable succession than any one man has any right to hope for or expect." I shuddered here. "Not to mention beyond the capacity I ever thought this mortal coil could achieve. I confess," don't panic, folks, I was not getting over eager. "I confess I am amazed that my body has served me so long and so well in this but it seems a one-off miracle and not sustainable, which, I take it, is at the foundation of my friends' and family's intervention. Though the inclination is proving itself true to me, the method was hamhanded and clumsy. And I hold myself to blame, for what was obvious to them I ducked and dodged and fucked and fucked and fucked in hopes of fucking away the truth, that fucking every female I meet has limits and cannot be my life."
Now, in that moment, I got a flash of clarity that made my stomach bunch up like a fine pussy feeling thrilled with a hard hot visitor. The intervention yes, pointed to this one true thing. But my blue nocturnal visitor was part of this too. I couldn't say for sure how, for I sensed I lacked something crucial and so it was a mere intuition that soothed me in my existential distress and not yet insight, but soothed I was. I still had things to learn!
"My girlfriend has been promised a ride on the airtight express and she is not alone in that ambition. My blame in this is that I have not directed things with intention and clarity and left it to my friends and sisters who love me and thus neglected what might be considered my rightful place. That they stepped boldly into the breech speaks well of them but that they did a posh poor job of it tells me that they are doing what was mine to do all along. I don't know what to do or how but by god, if it were done, when it t'were done, t'were well it t'were done quickly and by me and by none other. So. I am saying to you that I'd like to add you as late correspondents to the MILF List and invite you to help me devise a fitting end to it as it has been thus far conceived." I stopped there, realizing that these two in particularly may not know the MILF list so it had some logic to review for them in part. And I wanted to show off a little. They both looked very attentive so I continued.
"Last fall, I and my friends of many years heard one of us say aloud that his mother was hot and that he'd fuck her. It was an awkward moment and feeling it, we all chimed in so he wasn't alone and because we are good friends to each other, for lucky us, there was not one drudge among our mothers and in quick time to drain away the awkward admission, we'd all chimed in and said we'd fuck our own mother in solidarity. Well, my friends of that moment are like me in that enough is never enough for us and we set about discussing how such an endeavor could be accomplished and my asshole friends all voted that it was for me to do since, of them all, I am the one sole member of the group that had no father to grow jealous of...not to mention the only one beset with a bevy of sisters that had equal potential which we'd exploit certainly to my brotherly delight." Rodney stared at me and I thought sure he was going to make some wry comment about how I wasn't speaking English but he took the more pedestrian path.
"You have sisters? You fucked your sisters?" Rodney's eyes were a 10 year old's at an unaccountably rich Christmas haul.
"And his mother, whom I understand is quite the woman and worth a good shag or twelve." Jamie offered. Rodney looked at him and it was like all the lights in the house when on at the same time.
"Holy duck fuckers, you fucked your mother too?" His eyes flickered and he looked away. "Oh my god!" For a moment I thought we'd earned his righteous wrath but when his eyes returned to mine they were full of a terror I didn't fathom until he spoke next. "You know what this means?" He said slowly. Jamie and I both shook our heads into that rhetorical silence. "It means that I could fuck my sister!" Jamie and I looked at each other with something akin to astonishment and abashed chagrin. I believe we both felt the need to object but neither of us had anything but that one short, mindless leg to stand on and that was utterly insufficient to form into a viable objection and both of us were honest enough to say so.
"I say, ol' bean," Jamie ventured into the silence, "you may be right but you just handed her off to our man Sonny's good graces and it'd be just crass of you to change your mind so soon." Rodney turned his dark eyes from me to Jamie and nodded.
"I...no...of course not...I just...I have the hottest sister in the neighborhood and I'd honestly never...oh fuck me!" He covered his eyes with his hands. When he removed them they were wide and a bit bulging. He looked right at me. "You fucked your sister?" He asked, as close to pleading as a man like Rodney would ever get, and a sign of this newly forged bond that was solidifying as we spoke. I nodded. Jamie selected this moment to add commentary.
"Um...no...sisters...he has three and believe me, they are all worth the fuck, he gave them to me as part of our proper arrangement even though I'd been a right bounder to him. Sonny's a noble man." Jamie looked back at me almost apologetically, so I had to look past him. Rodney's eyes bulged more but then he felt it and his face relaxed and he sat back in his chair. He was shaking his head though.
"You have three sisters, Sonny? And...oh butt fuck a virgin, you would let me fuck them all?"
I chuckled. "Rodney, if you dared, I'd offer them up for sure." I said sincerely. Funny how you can meet someone and like him to that extent!
He shook his head. "Buddy, you might have a screw loose." Rodney was sincere.
I grinned then. "Buddy, you have it loose too, since if I am not mistaken you just now handed me your virgin sister to be used as my fuck toy." His face worked and no sound came out of his mouth for a moment, then he almost squeaked.
"Oh, yeah." He grinned then like he must have grinned as a youngster, all open and glittering with eager delight. As was his wont, it flashed and was gone but he didn't look abashed to have shown that light to us. I swear I saw a relaxation in him and perhaps even relief but that may just be my projection. He shook his head slowly. "I thought you were just a white boy who had it going on...I never knew you were...um...just what my sister needed. Honestly, Sonny, I feel better about handing her off to you. You won't freak out and do some crazy shit and do her damage, either to find the pain she loves or to shame her for wanting it, because she does need it for real, I have seen it. And no, she's got nothing in her past that suggests it was imposed on her. She arrived in the world with this need in her body and she's been struggling to find a way to express it without...well, without fearing the danger it could invite. Me too, once she confided in me. You...you seem perfect, because you did fuck your sisters...and oh god, your mother. Don't ask me why but now, it just seems settled and all over but the shouting..."
"The moaning." I added.
Rodney grinned. He nodded. "And for Ahmay Alan, the screaming...she wants to scream but...though she says she likes the idea of being seen, this should be done in private, the screaming I mean. At first at least, as my sister has a robust imagination and needs to update it with reality some." I was amazed, even in the hurricane of this moment for me and surely the shifting ground under his feet, he still turned his attention to the good and safety of his sister. This was the core of our common and growing bond. We take care of those we fuck. He shrugged his shoulders as he does it. "Go on, tell the rest of it...fifty you say? I don't keep count but that sounds like a lot to me...all different you mean?" I nodded.
"I think so yes...so anyway, in that moment they voted me the one most likely to fuck his mother without dire repercussions. And then broadened it to fucking all their mothers because I'm so cute. And I did. Me being the shallow, simple-minded soul that I am, I found myself mounting mother after mother and in the midst of which an odd sister got mixed in. Not all my doing, since she was in the middle of sexing up our mother, it was an honest mistake that was no mistake at all. That repressed urge to mount the family females was suddenly abroad and out in the open." Turns out I sort of relished recounting the exploits of Sonny Duncan to a sympathetic audience.



"Once I'd fucked all our mothers, then it was more or less up to me to hand each of them off to their sons...and that proved a rather involved process as fucking the neighbor kid is hardly the same as fucking the son for a MILF...so that took some maneuvering but in the end, I got it done...I claim mostly because of the allure of the airtight express but I take some credit along the way as the conductor.
"It is nearly inevitable that along the way a considerable amount of pussy would get caught up in the process and since all my sisters live at home still, with me, they were part of those pussy passel that got caught up in my dragnet. There were many others, that led to a widening net of females whom I got to fuck, and did, often repeatedly and with gusto. Along the way, one of the original MILFs, Alissa..."
"Oh yes, the one May watched with the white woman!" Rodney said with enthusiasm, by explanation to Jamie who had not heard the full breadth of my story. "She told me all about that, and I do mean all about it. Fuck a duck...that was amazing."
I nodded sagely feeling all superior and shit. "The very same, she got me involved with first her work and then a client who turned out to be a common associate of Mr. St. Vincent's family who has in turn led me to a curious variety of others whom I have fucked, the females I mean, along the way, occasionally at the behest of the male in the picture. Brothers, sisters, mothers and sons and daughters all got tangled up in the web we weaved...or perhaps I might say, I was the weaver. The end result was a couple weeks where I did very little besides fucking in the vain effort to keep up with the growing and multiplying expectations. My friends and sisters saw in that the seeds of my demise and destruction and so sought to intervene, and I'll say they did, successfully for my good even though they were as I say, hamhanded about it and indelicate at best. The result of their intervention was fully to my benefit for which I thank them. Or will, in my time and in my way...though not likely in concert with their expectations.
"My objective this Friday is to put some order to this miasma of pussy so that satisfying it and even managing it does not fall to Sonny. I seem to be best at forging into the wilderness and bringing back meat for the tribe, not in sitting around the council fire solving domestic disputes which I guess I tend to cause more often then I solve them. I have decided that I should stick to my talents and desires and not expect to be all things to all people...so, I guess what I am saying is that there may be pussy to be had at this consultation, because I..." and here the blue man mystery intruded and my world shifted again and I felt the unsteadiness of my own conceptions of self and the universe. His suggestion appeared as an apparition full of pitch and moment that added to the recent shifts in how I understood my role in the universe. Untried and tender still, but the shift was so clear, so real, I could hardly ignore it and its presence surely appeared apparent and obvious to them both.
The silence stretched. Even the little pet under the table was still, as if listening attentively and hanging on my words. I suddenly felt exposed to her, as she had full knowledge of the content of my life as I had not of hers. Thinking with focus on the feeling of this feline female between my legs fairly purring at my touch put another cant to my world. I felt a karmic drunk coming on the likes of which I'd never experienced, a binge that would make me over in a way I could not imagine. So it seemed.
"My idea is to put an end to the MILF list and not leave anyone stranded without me, if that doesn't sound too arrogant." I waited. I expected some sort of discussion but there was just a glance between the two men and then Jamie looked back at me and nodded.
"Six then. At the condo?" He said softly, as though showing proper reverence for what he'd just glimpsed of my inner turmoil and the resolution gestating in that conceptual amniotic sac. I nodded. I gave them both good directions and that was that. I stood and called for the check to be signed for. We'd long since finished eating and the table had been cleared. Mavis and hubby could pay for supper. Pet crawled out from under the table and hugged my legs, rubbing her cheek up and down my shin. I tugged on the leash.
"Up, dear." I saw the hurt in her eyes as she rose to her feet, like I'd punished her some how. I didn't relish the vision of her on all fours crawling out of the place and so genuflected to my putty-like sensibilities. I confess, the idea had a sort of brilliant appeal that I chalked up to my irrepressible curiosity but it seemed too much, little as it might seem to be. With that we parted.
Candy cuddled close to me, seeming to understand and acknowledge my unease with the leash on her neck, which was ironic in several ways. The number of times I'd taken one of my MILFs or auxiliaries out on a leash together with Rodney's revelation and Borland's intelligence about Carol Lynn conspired to overload my sense of propriety and push me to the limits of my tolerance for convention, which is to say that I found it impossible to take more aboard my challenges to my sensibilities without swamping my ship of state. So Pet walked with my arm around her, the leash difficult to see between us, like some normal couple of kids in love.
Her affection was so richly expressed, I had a difficult time believing I'd only met her that previous afternoon. She offered none of the rich interplay of lust and will that typified my experiences with the MILF list and in my lizard brain, I had the sense that she represented something utterly different, which made the idea that her mother Sandra was not an incongruous contradiction in my logic seem impossible. I keep getting these double negatives all tangled up...to be clear, Sandra Olivette seemed impossible given this was her daughter, yet there they were. Add that to the list of shit I didn't understand. Yet. It would get longer.
Halfway to the lift and the retreat to our suite I had a thought. Tomorrow night I had agreed to yes, rape Mrs. Borland Northcutt. The word still made me twitch and judder. But Borland made reference to a store of tools for the process that I was mostly unfamiliar with. Well, the ball gag anyway and handling it for the first time under the pending circumstances seemed a bridge too far for me. So I veered away from the elevator foyer back to the pulpit where the concierge presided. I stopped before it and the gentleman, a soul with silver hair and the bluest eyes behind bifocals you can imagine, finally looked up at me with the coolest address you can imagine.
"May I help you sir?" His eyes did that little flick that I took, rightly I am sure, to be how he noticed the collar on Candy's neck and the leash running down from it. I cleared my throat once and then said in a strong but quiet voice.
"I need to find a toy for my pet here. Is there any toy stores around that might have what I seek?" I luxuriated in my elegant ambiguity but the concierge was having none of it.
"You seek a sex shop?" He said with perfect poise and aplomb, which I must say inspired me to meet his demeanor with the same poise and aplomb. Pet, however, was less inclined and moaned against me, pressing her face into my chest and shuddering with desire. Happy desire.
"Yes. My pet here needs a toy, I am thinking a ball gag." The concierge, his tag read: "Larry", glanced at the poise-less female at my side and smiled a bit.
"I cannot imagine a ball gag would add to her talents." He said, wry and jealous in one tender tone. Only then did I notice I had no idea what a ball gag was for sure and was facing someone who did. I mustn't let on and show my ignorance, even to this man who's purpose was to provide aid and fill any need residents of his domain required. Odd how that works sometimes.
"Well, she's been an especially good pet today and I thought I'd take her to find a toy, if it is not past closing time?"
Larry shook his head. "Not at all, The Dripping Post is out the front door, not by the valet but onto the street, turn right, go two blocks and turn right again, it is on that street but I am not sure how far down. It's brisk so you may want for coats." He was right. The Dripping Post? I did not dare think what sort of person picked out that name! I spirited Pet up to the room to get coats...taking no time to disturb Mavis...all sign of Theresa was gone so I presumed she was as well. The walk was indeed brisk and snow was fluttering in the air again. I kept Pet tucked under my arm.
I finally began to notice that as she became more satisfied with my comportment with her, the more silent and inarticulate she became...no, not silent, that is hardly accurate for she cooed and moaned and squeaked and made a whole symphony of noises none of which even dared aspire to be part of any coherent word. On the walk, as she whimpered and huddled as we walked, quite a talent in a female if you must know, it struck me that her sounds were increasingly animal like and her own comportment seemed an unconcerned mix of cat and dog, a unique sort of pet, eager on one hand like a dog and yet feline at times, posing and caressing me with her entire body at others. Fastidious and distant then affectionate and eager by turns. I noticed but had no idea how to respond to her increasing reliance on this sort of comportment.
We found "The Dripping Post" with ease, a narrow shop but deep with some dark cubbies that did not invite my attention. I felt the need to return to studying. In the store, Pet regressed so far I had to slap her hands. At first she tried things then put things into her mouth then finally, with a large dildo, she bent and began to insert the thing into her cunt with some delight...when a shadow fell on us and a large man, not muscle bound or fat just big-boned and broad as a shelf. I slapped her hands and the half of the dildo that had disappeared inside her reappeared well coated with the sauce from her cunt.
"You use it you buy it." The man said, his voice an high alto, nearly soprano. Quick-witted Sonny could not imagine leaving with that thing with us. I was utterly unnerved in this "toy store" and by Pet's apparent delight with her presence there.
"How about if she licks it clean and puts it back?" The man regarded me balefully for a moment, unmoving and unspeaking. I panicked. "And she could let you test her talents in that regard."
The man blinked his huge eyes slowly. He had a bullet shaped head, and though he was nearly bald with mossy hair thinly slicked onto his pate, he was young, not thirty I guessed. He had huge eyes, liquid and dull. "You mean have her suck my cock?" When I nodded, he nodded. "Okay." We both looked at Candy and she had the good grace to blush, furiously. Clear down into her shirt.
She held the dildo before her and studiously licked it clean, turning it this way and that until he gleamed cleanly and she'd removed all the frosting from her cunt. She then made to get to her knees and he shook his head.
"No, after you buy something and are ready to leave. I cum quick and I want you to keep it in your mouth until you are gone." I shrugged amiably, not really focusing on the reality of what he was saying. I asked after a ball gag and he led me to there. I told Pet she could pick one toy "one toy pet, just one!" I insisted. The guy showed me a wide selection of ball gags which made me nervous because they were so varied I had no idea what sort they had at their house and finally it occurred to me that I could get one and take it with me and not rely on the Northcutt's version being like mine. And I got a couple handcuffs on the same logic. Four seemed excessive. We moved to the counter and Candy appeared with a little silver thing that looked like a top. She handed it to me with both hands, like an acolyte presenting an offering to an holy man.
"What's this?" I said aloud and felt like a rube for sure then.
"Butt plug. Small. Red jewel." The guy said, his high voice making me want to bark. I dropped it on the counter. "Need lube with that?" He asked, looking at me, bland and liquid-eyed as a fish.
"Lube?" I asked, my mind seized up around the whole butt plug thing.
"Lubricant, for her little ass...even with it, it will be a tight fit for a small woman like her." I glanced at Candy. She looked horrified and shook her head vigorously.
"No? You don't want lubricant?" I asked, feeling terribly lightheaded suddenly. She shook her head just as vigorously the second time. "It will hurt, won't it? With no lube?" She nodded with enthusiasm and a huge delighted smile. I needed a hug. This day had turned into an edition of the twilight zone for Sonny. The guy was utterly nonplussed and rang everything up, he added in toy cleaner, and I paid him. He then stared at me with those liquid eyes until I remembered. "Oh right. Blow job. Suck him, Pet." He turned and she went around the counter and got to her knees. Out came a slight and slender cock. She bobbed her head like three times and those big eyes of his rolled up in his head, he trembled and grunted and he climaxed in her mouth, his cock not long enough to touch her throat.
"No swallow here." He said. "No spit either...carry cum outside." There was a soda machine by the door. I got a Coke and led my pet out into the cold. Her cheeks bulged with cum and some coated her lips. When we were on the sidewalk, near the street she made a sound that was inquiring and I shook my head.
"No. Spit." I said. She did and I handed her the Coke, open. "Swish and spit a few times." She did and then handed the Coke back to me and I dropped it half full into the rubbish can.
"Funky!" Candy said, then tucked herself against me and we returned to the hotel. I'd like to say that I pounced on her but the enormity of the evening caught up to me at about floor seven and I was dizzy and punch drunk as a fat man in a boxing match. Losing. I kissed the top of Candi's head and told her I had to study. And did. Mavis ordered room service and I stopped to eat with them. They were quiet and I was trying not to review the evening and all the various things that crowded in demanding attention. I was utterly unnerved, I confess.
I worked until about two, mostly to avoid things but then realized I had tools to learn and roused Candy from her place on the floor beside my desk. I fit the ball gag to her head and she whimpered and humped the air. I cuffed her hands behind her and released them a few times, fully aware that this would be entirely different when the female was struggling and fighting me. I didn't want to try to make her do that so I just got adept at fixing them to her thin wrists. Candi was so limber though that it barely inhibited her so I put the other pair at her elbows and that flexed her backwards better. Her tits protruded delightfully and with the ball gag in place, she stared at me with such piteous entreaty I asked her what she wanted.
She used a bare foot to kick the little red jeweled top-looking object into view then bent over and showed me her ass.
"Oh god." I muttered. "You want me to put that into your ass?" I asked, disbelieving. I'd tried to forget it but she was having none of it. She looked back at me and nodded slowly and emphatically. "Now? Really?" More nodding but slower but just as definitely. What was I to do? I picked up the plug and discovered there was something else in the sack that I'd forgotten about. ACME Toy Cleaner. Fuck! It felt like I took half an hour working the plug into Candi's tight little ass. She bent from the waist, arms secured at her back, mouth stuffed with the red ball. I felt dizzy again and lightheaded. But I worked the little top-shaped object into her ass. I had to hold her with a hand on the small of her back to keep from pushing her over entirely. At first she resisted. Not intentionally, her body simply rejected the whole idea and I wanted to heed those objections but when I suggested we table the plug, she fairly snarled at me—a trick around the red ball between her teeth—shaking her head in the negative and swishing her ass back and forth in a most demanding way. It reminded me of how a pup would demand to go for a walk to do his business. Unmistakable.
With some daring do and persistence borne out of not wanting to look the queasy wimp before this slight but older woman, I managed to get the plug securely fitted into her ass. She grunted with satisfaction then went to the bed and lay her torso over it and waited. I felt shame and guilt at the state of my cock and the thundering of my heart in my chest. When I dropped my pants and positioned myself behind her, she cooed, sort of, around the gag. I pushed my cock into her cunt and she spurted on us. The little bitch was dripping lush and wet from my attentions, gag, cuffs and plug.
Until that very moment, I had been focused on the variety of ways that bodies fit together but Pet's response to the administration of toys to her body opened an entirely new door for me. One that made me Latin hard and dizzy at the same time. Pet thrashed and screamed the moment I entered her. I touched the tip of my cock to her cunt and she rocked back, impaling herself on me. She grunted twice, her cunt clinched down in an amazing fashion that left me gasping and then she bucked hard, thrusting herself at me. All I had to do was hold still so she had a stationary target. She did the work. She shook her head constantly, grinding at me then stopping, grinding and stopping. Her eyes grew wide and desperate, looking back at me as she worked on my cock. I wanted her to cum for me, but there was clear indication she was resisting arrest. Being inside her seemed to satisfy me in a way that left me lacking control.
What followed was perhaps the most frenzied and artless fuck of my life, except for maybe Sara MacAbee the third time after I lost my virginity and I thought I knew what I was doing and didn't. Still. This time, with Candy Cane bucking and then going still over and over, I plowed her hard and fast right there on the bed, on her knees bent over, cuffed and gagged. She screamed into the gag. Over and over, panting then screaming again, panting and snorting to get air again then that muffled screech absorbed by the gag. I guess I should have expected her to be tuned to the breaking point after the day she'd had. When I finally put it to her, the little female lost her ever loving mind. Orgasms dashed through her like nudists at a fire drill. And her cunt would go all soft and then ratchet down on my cock even as I buried myself inside her. I think having cum in Theresa's mouth took the edge off for me a bit but Pet was primed as I had never seen a woman primed to cum. I got good at gaging her need and telling her to cum, which she did most obediently, again and again. It was most satisfying.
When I finally reached the pinnacle, I looked around and there was Mavis, her nighty up over her hips, her legs wide, fingers thrusting into her now bare cunt, staring at me, us, like she was in some deep trance. By then, Pet was running on empty, her body twitching rather than bucking even as another orgasm peaked in her. I confess I was a bit conceited about it all. My use of her seemed to be just what the doctor ordered. When I came, she exploded though. She seemed to know, not least because I said it, then telling her to cum for me, which she did, again. Behind us, Mavis grunted and sighed through her silent climax with us. And that was that. I pointed at Pet and muttered, "Clear her up, please."
Instead of spiriting the waif off to the bath for a good once over, the once over began right beside me and not as I'd intended or imagined. Mavis scooped up little Candy Cane and dropped her on her back, legs akimbo beside me where I'd dropped like a felled fir and knelt between her open legs, licking her lips and humming. I had surely missed something, or more likely this bundle of convention had left something out of her life story. Her penchant for prime pussy seemed to be preternaturally poised, which is to say she knows her way around a cunt. I staggered to my feet and stood behind the devout woman preying on her knees. I tapped her on the head.



"I think she's done cumming...poor dear seemed a bit needy." I said out of the depths of my own exhaustion. But...let's be clear. Exhaustion in a male tends to mean only tongue can tally benefit because the main course a male provides to intercourse is of course the cock and after good use, the cock tends to recede in both value and importance. Whereas a female, all holes and need, can find ways to orgasm even when it seems utterly impossible. So my arch statement was really made out of a wealth of ignorance—and I am being kind the proper word may be idiocy—but Mavis being the kindly older woman, sat back on her heels and looked up at me.
"Have you ever told a woman she had to ask permission to orgasm?" She whispered.
"She's gagged." I pointed out, since my use of Candy Cane hadn't been adjusted.
Mavis twisted her well-formed torso to gaze at me. "So? Let me ask you this. Has she been speaking to you, chattering out every little thought that arrives between her ears from wherever thoughts arrive?"
Puzzled, I shook my head. "She's gagged." I said again, presumably unnecessarily as there was plenty of light. Candi was still, but her eyes flicked between us like a fly fisherman's intentions. I could not read her expression, contorted as it was around the ball gag. And she was utterly silent. All that bubbling noise informing me of her internal experience as I used her was gone. The room hummed with the heating system only.
"Has she been talking to you?" Mavis pressed.
I finally complied and answered her question. "No." I get such pleasure at the oddest times from the weirdest things...being succinct in that moment just felt wonderful!
"Wonder why, Sonny?" Mavis sounded like a sixth grade teacher investigating the snake in her desk drawer. I must admit I was a bit confused, given that we'd had this discussion once. I thought we had. Didn't we? Mavis was so intent, I decided, consciously, not to interrupt her flow and mention it, in case I was wrong but also, to see where she'd go with this. I was all curious and shit and any insult I could have felt at her didactic declarations just didn't appear. That option only occurred to me as an afterbirth, er, afterthought once this version of feminine elegance was fully formed for me. I guess I felt like a refresher course would benefit me. So I went along to get along.
"Um, no, I guess I hadn't thought about it. What? Pets don't talk, right?" Now I was being a right smart ass, or so I thought but Mavis pulled Candy's ass to the edge of the bed so that her legs dangled, turned and sat between them on the floor, her back to the bed, looking up at me. Candy strained to keep her knees from clutching at Mavis's broad meat shoulders.
"Her silence, dear Sonny, is a tell...indicating something that, I guess I was not sure I should accept about your rendition of your experiences." She didn't give me a chance to interject "what's that?" into our colloquy. "She trusts you...but more, she wants to please you and as you say, pets do not talk unless ordered to do so. Sit, Spot, speak, Spot, roll over, Spot!" She fairly barked at me. I nearly rolled over. Luckily I was standing which made the inclination a matter of consideration the silly feeling that flooded me stalled any such action. Mavis reached a hand up beside her head and patted the knee there, bare and an inch or two distant. "She's been trained as a pet but either her training is extraordinary or she has found a very comfortable place in your sphere of influence."
I thought then of her place under the table during the conversations with phone, Rodney and Jamie. Funny how delayed reactions affect you, isn't it. A sort of twisted "Ah Ha!" moment, revelation and insight mixed up with sheepish embarrassment. Like, "I should have known or at least noticed all along" sort of embarrassment. The vagaries of attention and memory tangled up with the actual meaning of the remote moment made present by some oblique reference!
I think my face must have been blank. Mavis seemed to think I was getting it, which is weird because I wasn't getting it, not really. "Sonny! She's acting like you own her, like you are her owner, master, whatever you want to call it when an animal suddenly takes up residence at your knee and seeks to obey you at every turn."
I shuddered then. "She's not an animal." I muttered, not really wanting to hear this. It was like dawn breaking bright over the naked form of the wrongest woman in your bed that you can imagine, which, um, has become rather more complicated and difficult for me than when the MILF List was initiated. Wrong seemed to have been redefined as "right" or "yes, please, more!" By Sonny Duncan and whatever lurid guardian angel was keeping me alive.
"Sonny, we are all animals. But not just animals, we are aware, sentient animals and so when we set that part of us aside, it means something."
"We are drunk?" I offered. I had this awful feeling that I was drifting down through chilled thin air with no parachute, buoyed by nothing but a horrid sense of mysterious inevitability.
"No." Mavis shook her head, hand stroking the knees behind her with awkward little motions...cuffed Candy wriggled a little in response to the touch. Her eyes were wide, bulging even as she tried to see what Mavis was thinking. Or did she know and fear it? "It means that we" here she patted Candy's knee to make the point, "she, she can just be a biological being and feel all there is to feel without any attempt to understand what it means or predict where it leads or control what happens next." Candy nodded vigorously. The little animal was more than just tits and pussy it seems, she was listening...and understanding. I was the one that didn't get it. That thought floated in my mind, a cactus in a flower garden.
"Tracie just climaxed a lot for you. She'd been neglected and in your infinite empathy, you drove her to ecstasy...and it was good. But, Sonny, want to learn something new, that if used right, can be wonderful in its own right?"
I was suspicious. While the advert seemed attractive, the idea that there was something as wonderful as an orgasming female seemed specious at best and spuriously deceptive at worst. I felt like I was being lured off a cliff by a devious butterfly. My fucking head nodded...the big one, idiots.
"Tell your pet here that she can only cum if you allow it, if you give her permission."
My head cocked. The big one, idiots. "Why would I do that? I want my females to cum for me." The idea felt like the first time a white guy tastes bamboo, cooked just so. Then I remembered I'd heard this all before. This was what Plato means by "recollection" being the essence of learning. Maybe not all. Some anyway! Still, it feel fresh and new, curiously strange and I was being led down the same path twice and that's not the strangest thing. Mavis didn't seem to notice. How strange. How odd. How interesting! Honestly, it felt good to be treated like I didn't get it the first time, since I didn't. Second chances are generous and rare!
"And so they do, Sonny, but this female, she wants to be a good pet...and how does a pet attain goodness?"
"Not peeing on the carpet?" I kept saying the first thing that arrived at my teeth, spitting it out like Roger Rabbit. Mavis had the good grace to ignore my cartoon inclinations.
"Obedience. A pet, properly trained loves to obey, to feel that approval from satisfying directions. So what does that imply?"
"Pets can't read maps?" Mavis ignored me again.
"It means that you need to give them directions. And what would be more amazing then being directed to orgasm?"
Mavis and her rhetorical questions. I couldn't help myself. "Cumming on surprise?" I offered, but the bitch had pried open the door and I was getting a snoot full of something I absolutely did not recognize and yet found an elusive affinity floating there that made my toes curl. I was unsure if I liked my feeble memory or not just then. Mavis ignored me again. She patted Candy's leg and the woman keened at the touch.
"I am going to lick cum, your cum out of your pet's cunt and I want you to tell her she cannot orgasm without your express permission. Then see how that works for the next few days." Candy whammed her head onto the bed, eyes cast up, but then went still.
"Few days? Really?" I asked. I couldn't imagine. Now it may be important to consider, ladies, the point of view of the daft and dithering male in this context. Given the kerfluffle over the female orgasm throughout history, recent history at least, and the female habit of faking it, you may have some sense of why confusion abounds about it in the ranks of the rank straight male. I had had the astounding good fortune to bring orgasm to this multitude of pussy, beyond belief, beyond conception, er, beyond plausible expectation and here, this woman was suggesting that I dispense with this new found talent and deny orgasm to a woman...which making her ask permission must be understood to mean, right? What sense does that make? We work so hard to get good at playing the violin, then bang it on the side of a bath tub? What sort of craziness is this?
I didn't stutter unnecessarily. It was very necessary as in the best I could manage. "But but but but!" I managed. Happy I could manage a coherent syllable at all.
Mavis in all her feminine wisdom did not respond to my stuttering disbelief. Rather she stared at me with a baleful glare that she seemed convinced would create deep understanding in me all by itself.
"You can't be serious." I said finally, managing to stop the sputtering. She just nodded, bland as unsalted mashed potatoes. Candy, meanwhile hadn't moved but lay canted on her cuffed arms, head on the bed so I couldn't see her eyes. Her nipples were bright pink and peaked. Or is it piqued? No matter. At my words, though, Candy lifted her head and I could see her eyes, wide and bright as searchlights. There was no doubt in my mind that she was fully attuned to this sudden discussion surprising me out of the gathered darkness of my explorations. "You are serious." I finally said into the humid silence, cloying and scary sweet.
Both females nodded then. Mavis nodded slowly and thoughtfully, Candy nodded like she'd been offered her heart's desire. Silently, albeit, but the enthusiasm was difficult to miss, though my wont was to ignore it, I just couldn't. I needed a shower and sleep...the roiling texture of my life was exhausting. I stared down the contorted body of "my" pet...that expression was not sitting well with me, sizzling as it did on my tongue when I thought it, which I did in that moment. "Candice, you only may climax if I give you my august leave." I said, trying on the words for size and fit.
Candy's head dropped to the bed in her eloquent language of chagrin, but her hips pulsed up and down like she was fucking the entire universe. Her message could not have been clearer, unnerving as it was.
Mavis, for her part, turned about, got to her knees and grasped hold of my pet and began to eat the little munchkin. Munchkin? Munchkinee? Waif. Mavis set about licking the cum I'd just poured into Candi Pet out of her. Pet for her part looked terrified. Her hips bobbed up and down and in no time, she was gasping and whimpering and then she arched but shook her head. Mavis, the minx, was rubbing little Candy Cane's clit and tonguing her, I know because, well, I just know! Whatever exhaustion I'd installed in Candi seemed old hat. She thrashed as best she could, restrained as she was.
When she started grunting and humping Mavis's face, I took that as approval and I do not think, even now, that I was wrong. By this time, her body was arching in tense strain, her arms fixed behind her so she rocked back and forth,side to side in and effort to find some ease, rising up at times to relieve that strain I presume, then dropping to the bed with a thud which I finally recognized as a vain effort to dislodge Mavis from her self-appointed task. Okay, yes, I told Mavis to clean the pet up but as I say, I had things like soap and water in mind and not lady lips and tongue. The pet's garbled babbling robbed me of the digital input that keeps my brain out of circulation in moments like this and let me start to consider what was happening from a more or less objective standpoint which includes, by the way, some references to recent memory. That is what provided me with the idea which proved apropos. Watching Candi Cane buck like that, her torso arching and dropping, arching and dropping with Mavis clinging to her like a sailor tying down sails in a sudden squall finally let me acknowledge what was happening. I leaned over Candy in the lee of one of her collapses and whispered to her.
"Little Pet, cum for us...cum twice, cum three times!" I didn't know how to give her carte blanche so I tried to spell it out. She gasped and exploded. Her body writhed and twisted and thrashed like she was hosting a fire ant convention on her heaving tummy and they were irate at the quality of service. Mavis rose up as the girl bucked and screamed into the red gag, approval on her face but then she got sprayed in the right eye with a very directed squirt of girl cum that couldn't have been aimed better by an AEGIS system. I think she dived back in, in self-defense, personally.
Pet used up all three permission slips for orgasm and then lay gasping and panting, utterly flaccid. Mavis sat back and gave me the first truly approving look of our short, odd acquaintance. I counted up and decided I'd go shower first while little Pet recovered her senses...I did have something to do before I dropped off to sleep.
I showered. I kept thinking about porking the pet in the shower and got all uptight and ready but refused to summon my two oddly matched female companions to make it happen because I could tell that if I let Mr. Happy have the reins I'd ride them both off into the sunset and Sonny's need for sleep to make classes conscious would be neglected. I knew this so when I emerged, I prepared for bed. Showering tends to be meditative, which may be why I am not often eager to have my back scrubbed, delightful as that may be. It appeared like Mavis hadn't moved and Pet couldn't when I stepped out of the bath brushing my teeth. I foamed words at them.
"Give her a good shower and get her clean, then bring her to me." I said, feeling all managerial...turns out it was something else entirely. It had an impact on both of these curious females that I would spend no small amount of time figuring out. Fun, but confusing. The subject was broached and like a canker sore on the roof of the mouth that the tongue keeps touching, I could not leave it alone either.
They didn't hesitate but scurried to the bath and the shower came on. I once again found the literal nature of their interpretation indication that neither of them could read my mind, which should be considered a benefit and not a hazard but I was about to embark on a strange journey where mind-reading would have proved a benefit even though its limitations would always be hazards. In the end, I lay down on the bed in the other bedroom, away from the cloying smell of used pussy, and barely noticed the end of the shower song or the tender approach of the naked girl to crouch on the floor beside the bed. Her hair was stringy wet but I didn't really notice until it was mostly dry, finally taking time to focus on the night's revelations and the schedule it implied.
When the flash and tumble of my cogitations settled, though the words haunted me, "rape" and "pain" not the least, by god! I peered over the edge of the bed at Pet. She sat bent over her knees so all I saw was the spined curve of her back, the slight dent above her ass and the frizzing fall of her hair down her back and over her shoulders, with her head canted at an impossible angle so her tousled hair veiled her upturned face, out of which stared her two eyes up at me, like a feral creature watching a captor.
When I put out a hand, she rose up immediately and my hand touched her head at just the right spot. I petted her, all full of academic satisfaction. She sat straight, slightly turned away from me so that her body was all back and hair and no tits or ass, since what ass she had was tucked under her against her heels. Her back straightened and she sat there making the oddest human noise in her throat I'd ever heard. Yeah, she was purring. I glanced around and Mavis stood at the door way not wearing one of my shirts, a towel about her ample hips and bare breasts. That was different...the bareness of her breasts.
Finally, the niggling irritant that had been ticking the back of my brain for hours rose to the surface. I called Landon.
"Sonny? What the fuck? Do you know what time it is?" He asked immediately.
"No. Were you asleep?" I returned.
"No."
"Then what does it matter? Time is relative, right so if you fuck your cousin in time it's all the same." I hesitated waiting to see if he would respond to my absurdity. He didn't. "Friday won't work for me...something came up. And besides, it's not right to discuss the MILF List without Chris. We started it together and..." Landon interrupted me.
"Listen, Sonny, about that...I know, we all know this worked, the MILFs, our moms, sisters and brothers, new pussy...it's all happened because of you. And, well, Sammy pointed out we'd been pricks to you and I guess he's right. I didn't want to admit it. Dude, I am in love, for real with a woman that fucks for money, as part of her real thrill. And you, you, my god, Sonny, do you know what you have done? I doubt there is a straight guy in the entire world that wouldn't envy what you have wrought. So I have to admit this, I was jealous. You have become what I have posed, how do you say that? I have been posing at being the guy you have become, perhaps always were and we just didn't acknowledge it! When your sisters began grumbling about you needing an intervention, I went along and I was wrong. It was jealousy. Darlene has been rather strident in making me see that but she's right. So, for the record, I am sorry. I wasn't thinking right and sort of bullied everyone into that...um...confrontation. I was worried about you for real but, it was hardly a pure motivation and you deserved, deserve better. You were looking haggard and had this look in your eyes. Reminded me of when you got convinced your father wasn't dead and spent every waking moment you could trying to find him. Made you crazy and we thought you were going to lose your mind, this pussy parade of yours reminded me of that. I had to do something and, well, turns out I am not as imaginative as you are and that was what I came up with, a fucked up intervention." The silence that followed felt intense somehow but I couldn't find words to respond or to describe what this moment meant to me.
You know, sometimes when you're bothered, really bothered by something and you don't really acknowledge it, and then something else comes along that obscures it, then that second thing gets resolved and you don't feel that resolution because it seemed unimportant? Well, that's what I felt. I had four or five things stacked up outside my door that made Landon's role in that moment seem, well, silly and unimportant. But he wasn't silly and unimportant! He was my friend and had been through thick and thin for years and I couldn't let some single misstep untrack us. Truth was, he wasn't wrong. Facing it in the moment had been difficult, maybe impossible, given the pussy gods and all. How much pussy can one man have? I'd love to define that, but, regardless of the metrics involved, "too much" is a real option and his perception was not wrong, I was approaching not just satiation but a foundering failure. I'd learned something, that I could have an amazing array of fabulous pussy and now, I had to learn something else...I just didn't know what just yet. The intervention had alerted me to this approaching lesson. That was plain to me now but I had yet to divine what it could mean, would mean, did mean, despite hints aplenty. Just knowing that I didn't know and so should pay attention offered to calm me and I guess I was wise enough to let it.



"Landon, you weren't wrong. I've been fucking every skirt that winked at me and it's not sustainable. At the same time, I love it. I don't want to quit. But...how do I go on like that?"
"You still in love with D. Debra?" Landon asked. The question caught me off guard. I'd handed her off to Jamie with something like cavalier delight. Did that mean I did love her, or that I didn't? Fuck! Another unwanted bit of junk mail in my male box. I suddenly just wanted to go back to being nothing more than a pocket rocket looking for a silo to sink into and disappear.
Then it struck me. Oh my fucking buttercup! I was growing up!
"You know Landon, that's a good question. Is Darlene in love with you? Given that she gets off on fucking for money? Same question right? You answer that and maybe it will give me a hint."
"I do love her, yes." Honestly, I didn't expect that sort of definitive response from him, not to mention he answered a different question than I'd asked but one that was arguably more important, at least as important. "I mean, we're living together but, well, I am fucking Mom too...and they fuck and what not but, it's not like we are getting married anytime soon."
I grunted. "That's a commercial relationship with contracts and stipulations and fine print and arbitration. No wonder we avoid it. I suck at all that shit." Sometimes I open my mouth and just spew out something true without really trying. The MILF List was Sonny not merely ignoring the rules, but defying them! It was me saying I could be what I am even if it didn't fit the conventional cock and pussy configuration.
"Yeah. Buddy, you have never heard the music the rest of us heard. Like Jim Bridger, you liked being out there poking the bear and going where no man has gone before."
"I haven't fucked many virgins!" I objected, but then had to stop and ask if I'd fucked any virgins at all! Which led me right back to Ahmay and Rodney's second-hand confession, which riled up the chagrin and confusion in me again. Pain? Really?
Landon laughed and yanked me back into the pedestrian present.
"Sonny, listen, the MILF List is yours. We all know that, even if the MILFs and the various sundry females you have gotten onto their backs don't want to acknowledge it. We know it, even if we say dumb shit sometimes. We don't say this but we appreciate it. We do. I just got worried and got everyone else worried, you know how I can be." I nodded. My free hand was petting the hair of the naked female posed on the floor beside the bed. Mavis had moved to the bed, wriggled into her nighty and laid down beside me, unmoving but listening.
"No one is more persuasive than Landon Clark." I said with conviction.
"To everyone but you, Sonny. You never bought any of my bullshit. You kept me honest. Still do. I don't want to lose that. The MILF List is yours. You decide what to do with it." I sighed. Suddenly, I felt more relaxed than I'd felt in days, since that "intervention". This together with the unformed Blue Man idea in my mind seemed to complete the puzzle, I just had to put it together. It came clear to me exactly how unnerved their intervention had left me. My instinct is to avoid confrontation and conflict and find a way for everyone to get a little and that seemed to make such an outcome impossible. At the same time, if they had not been right to some extent, I'd not have felt it so thoroughly! Still, it felt amazing to have him say all this out loud. Even though I had eclipsed Landon in the pussy department...compartment? Department...he was still Landon Clark, my friend!
"Thanks, god, Landon, that's..thanks. Listen, Friday won't work for me so let's get Chris on Sunday after his last performance. My condo." That sounded weird and the fact that it prefigured what was yet unknown in retrospect made it seem even weirder but I felt plenty weird at the time. In that moment the condo felt like it was mine to dispense with as I wished and that such a thought did not swamp me indicates that perhaps I was maturing into this new role, whatever it was.
"What time?" He asked.
I considered. "Say, five?" I'd have Jamie and Rodney arrive at six, giving the five of us time to sort things out a bit. Landon rang off and I lay toying with Candi's hair. I'd not made a big deal out of his back peddling apology. I had little expectation that my blisters or Ellen for that matter or anyone else would have anything resembling a similar epiphany so I needed to be content with this. I decided, quite consciously mind you, to ignore their clumsy ambush and take the intent from it and file the result on me away, take that seriously because it was real...and serious. And the results, it seems were pretty important, many, and new.
What was it Blue Man...that's too awkward, I'd call him Mr. Blue...what had Mr. Blue suggested really? To offer the MILFs et. al. to others with the understanding that they had to pay to get onto the MILF List...a whole new version. The MILF list would become the list of people my...I hesitated in my mind here but then plunged forward...my sluts would select. My mind fingered and fussed with the idea but it was still nascent and unformed, so let it percolate...a term that has lost it's meaning mostly.
I moved a hand down to Candi's neck. She had her collar on and I'd idly fingered it while I moved the pieces of the puzzle around in my head. When the reverie ended and my focus broke, I tugged on it, rolling onto my side, ready to sleep, peering down at her.
"Up." I said. She looked like I'd hit her. Mavis made a noise and I twisted round to look at her. Eye roll and head shake from Mavis. "What? You're kidding me!" I growled. Suddenly I had this longing to return to being the kid who panted after pussy I could never have and thought shooting hoops with my friends was the best life had to offer. Ah the innocence of my youth, six months ago.
"Pet. Sonny. Pet." Mavis said in her best "mom" voice. Made me shudder.
"People sleep with their pets. Well, I mean on the bed. I know people who get bullied by their cat."
Mavis shrugged making her satin-coated breasts ripple and roll in a way that made my mouth water. I'd fuck her again, eventually, but I had to get through this moment first and I had no idea how. I thought of Landon and my other friends and I just relaxed. Having friends makes things okay, even when we feel crazy and awkward. They don't care, they don't leave, even when you start to change. Friends are good, even when they irritate you. Remember that shit.
"They don't sleep under the covers with their owners, Sonny. You're aren't suggesting that, are you?" I glanced down at Candi. She was looking up at me with a mixture of forlorn anxiety and dreading fear. "Don't you want to sleep in bed with us?" I asked looking down at her. She shook her head vehemently. "Not even on the bed?" She shook her head again. Cuffs and gag were gone. I idly wondered about the plug in her ass.
"My god, Sonny, you have no idea what you are doing and you do it just right. When a pet doesn't speak like this, but feels content enough with you to remain silent...that's pretty amazing and you have no idea." Mavis was speaking to me but it felt like I wasn't in the room, like she was having a seance to speak to me when I wasn't dead yet. I was right there, for heaven's sake and she made it seem like I wasn't. Like I needed that existential angst added to the list. Bitch.
"Where are you going to sleep?" I asked peering over the edge of the bed at the knelt pet beside it. I flipped through all her names wondering which to use in this context. My indecision betrayed me but I got it right in spite of myself. "Pet?" The girl fairly beamed. In direct answer she curled up where she was, her arm under her head.
"She sleeps on the floor." Mavis said, smiling at us like a proud papa. Yes, I get the contradiction or irony or whatever the fuck it is. No mother ever looked like that, well, except Mavis.
"Fuck me." I grunted. Pet lifted up her head nodding eagerly. Insatiable it seemed. Mavis chimed in.
"Yes please." She said with a lilt in her voice.
"She's not sleeping like that." I growled and called room service for extra blankets and pillows. I left her curled on the floor to hit the toilet and again. The guy brought the blankets and pillows and I tipped him, then wondered if I should have had Pet blow him. No idea where that thought came from. I was channeling someone and it weren't me. I turned out the lights and dropped blankets and pillow beside Pet. She made a to do out of arranging them circled them a dozen times before sinking down and pulling the blanket over her. I had turned down the heat both because I like a cold room and because Mavis put off more heat than a nuclear reactor in meltdown. I went to sleep.
I woke in the night with lusty Mavis cuddled up against me. She moaned in her sleep when I rolled her onto her back. I was brilliantly hard. I fingered her cunt and found her dry and tight. I rubbed and tiddled until she grew wet and then I pushed her legs open and mounted her. She was awake by then but not talking, thank goodness. Whether she was rolling her eyes or not I couldn't tell but as a voyeur, she didn't seem to mind the attention. I sank into her rich plush goodness and her body accepted me like the prodigal cock I was. We enjoyed a long, leisurely fuck. I kissed her and she kissed me back. Her hands caressed back and sides and then face and hair. She sighed and asked permission to cum in dulcet tones. I allowed it but kept fucking her and she was soon asking again. I glanced to my right and saw in the gloom the eyes and hair of Pet watching us fuck. It felt, "weird" is the word I use a lot but this is the definition of weird. Not the ultimate mind you, that was still in front of me, numbered in the dozens. At least.
When I finally came, it felt so good I fainted. I went completely limp, like a blanket covering those fine contours of woman I had just fucked, feeling like for the first time. I'd taken her almost as an afterthought and she seemed so naturally complacent about my choice that I didn't give the matter any thought until I was spent and lying between those rich thighs, gasping for consciousness and grasping for air. I'd finally had her, taken her, fucked this woman and she was there waiting, ready, but not eager in an untoward way, just, usably delicious. I rolled away from her with a groan. I lay supine and limp for a while but then roused to find her dipping fingers into her cunt and licking them off. Mavis noticed me looking at her.
"What? I taste good...you should give me a try." I had an early class and didn't dare take her seriously. The next thought was more alien, that I should let Pet have a taste, but I went to sleep before I could pursue that.
Friday was a full day, three exams in the run up to spring break that started the end of next week. I kept busy. I'd taken Pet with me but was focused on school and ignored the stares attracted by her shadow presence on my leash, her preening exposure, she flashed a few assholes but never spoke, not a word. I was fixated on school but the truth was that was a distraction. The only real buzz and dazzle I got was a deep soul kiss before heading off from Mavis which I didn't quite understand. She tried to explain over breakfast that me not fucking Pet pleased her and Pet as much as fucking her which sounded nuts to me, or the fucker in question needed lots more practice. I was running from my own mind though so didn't hesitate to contemplate her words, just as a good distraction until school took over the reins. When I did hesitate, stuck in traffic or idling at a stop light, both specters haunted me...the pain Ahmay sought and the twisted desire of Carol Lynn Northcutt but behind it all Mr. Blue, Mr. Mysterious lurked with the question he introduced glancing off my struggling mind. I still had no answer but I'd obtained some equally interesting and confabulating things to consider, so I did, consider them, endlessly and constantly.
I had a study group in the afternoon I'd mostly skipped and had to spend more time than I expected with them because I'd been such a bad boy. I give them credit that having Pet crouching at my side didn't distract them. Not sure what that means. I had stopped at lunch to call Rodney and Jamie to reschedule, pushing them to the Sunday Condo at six. They both agreed. Jamie told me to call my sisters. I didn't. His suggestion forced me to think of them on the new version of the MILF List...hmmm, that just doesn't fit any longer does it...so beyond the MILF List is just The List, right? Extending the MILF List had been wonderful but now, moving beyond seemed to be the case, though I did have things to finish up before I closed that chapter. This chapter. I wasn't fully beyond the MILF List yet so extending it was still the thing. I didn't feel pressure to finish or leave them elegantly undone, I finally felt I had a handle on the future. That lasted until I headed home and faced the prospect of the rape of the first Mrs. Northcutt.
I gathered up the cuffs and ball gag and headed to the address, following the GPS slavishly until I arrived...I circled the house making the map bitch squawk until I turned her off, found a place remote from the house and parked. I walked round to the house and ventured into the backyard. I had found a comfy pair of black slacks and a black turtle neck. My first inclination had been to leave Pet home, er, at the hotel, but she seemed so distraught at being left behind, I took her with me, but with a blanket as I had no inclination to take her into the house with me. I know, why, why, why? Either leave her at the hotel or take her inside but something about what I was about to do shamed me and I didn't want her there to see, should it happen that I lost my nerve.
That idea haunted me, that this could actually be beyond me. I'd been pushing women around for weeks, forcing them to accommodate their own sexual mores in ways that unnerved them, so I guess I felt like this was goose and gander, even though no one was getting any proof but me, but hey, I count! It was terrible cold and I worried, Pet would freeze but she seemed to like being left in the car like that, particularly without any explanation. I glanced back at the car to see her face pressed against the glass, fogging it up. I went to the house, found the backdoor key and let myself in.
I found the gym bag in the closet just as Borland had said. I was glad I had brought my own gag as this one was complicated and I had little hope of getting it on a struggling woman. I was plenty early and so sat in the comfortable darkness as cars went by, casting rhomboids of light through the living room for a while, just letting the initial buzz fade. I decided I did have time to do a walk through of the house...two stories with a two car garage, a little Mini was there, which I presumed would be Jason's.
I found his room and did a cursory examination. He seemed like a version of me, the same sorts of things there, including computer. I sat down at his laptop and turned it on. It asked for a PIN. I turned on the little desk light and found the postit note with two lines of characters on it. I tried the top one and the computer spread her legs for me. I was in. It didn't take long to find the folder. It was password protected but the second line of postit note goodness flowered the folder and I was rewarded with a vast collection of Carol Lynn pornography. Well, that over states it by a lot. Most of it was her in various states of dress, with a few states of undress, just one in bra, panties and snarling objection, some in bikinis. But near the bottom there were a selection of shower pics and a few nudes. Jason was more enterprising than Borland may have given him credit for. I shut down the computer and closed her, satisfied that the night was unfolding as predicted.
The master bedroom was elegantly female. I looked through the kitchen, trying not to think of how I'd subdue Carol Lynn. I'd had an half hour to kill but fifteen minutes was plenty to locate and try light switches and find where things were, so I sat down to wait again, facing my own thoughts, casually sitting in the darkness in one of the two big club chairs in the living room off the front entrance. The kitchen opened into the garage with stairs up between the kitchen and living room, a second half bathroom under them. It was a tidy, comfortable place for the two of them.
I sat in silence, then, at first wondering if Borland told his son what was waiting for him at his house this night...feeling pressure at that thought. I remembered my confusion about whether I should call Borland or not, he'd dithered and been dual on that point, so I'd have to play it by ear I guessed. What if I failed and this all went flat? That thought rattled me a little. I got up to put my cuffs and the gag on the stairs so I knew where they were. I realized then I didn't know what door she'd use, presuming she'd be entering through the kitchen from the garage but then considering she knew what was waiting for her, maybe she'd park in the drive and use the front door. Since the garage door would alert me to that option, I remained in the shadows of the living room.
I was in the midst of second guessing myself when I heard the car door slam out front. I had not really focused before on this moment, and how it was going to work so I'd been reviewing what I was going to do...basically cuff her and gag her and fuck her was the plan...but then I wondered about Jason, had Borland planned to tell him or was it a surprise and would he want to taste Carol Lynn before he fucked her? I like table ready cunt without cream myself, so it seemed polite to offer him that option. I rose up at the sound of the car door and waited around the corner from the entrance in the dark shadow there.
The door opened.
I must admit I felt a thrill go through me. I was a bit ashamed of that thrill, building since I'd settled and confronted what was afoot. The sound of the door opening felt as intense as any moment I'd ever experienced and that shook me a little, mostly because I imagined Mr. Blue sending me on such adventures and that surely it was akin to what he did when it was time. The thought foreshadowed events in some measure. I never imagined that I'd feel this sort of thrill in advance of such a project.
"Sonny, listen, I don't think..." Carol Lynn's voice rang through the house. I could tell she had removed her coat before she spoke, there were a line of coat hooks high to the opposite side of the little hall that lead to the stairs and past to the downstairs toilet, with an opening into the kitchen facing the one into the living room where I waited. I moved as she spoke. She was hanging her winter coat so her hands were conveniently high allowing me to get an arm around her middle and drag her away from the wall. The coat fell into a puddle against the wall. I clasped a hand over her mouth as she'd requested. Her hands clawed at my wrist and tore it away. I wasn't overpowering her really, just controlling her, but she managed to wrench free of that hand. I tipped her off her heels so I got her weight on my left arm around her lean middle. She writhed in my grasp.
"Sonny, no! Stop!" She screamed now. I twisted to drag her towards the stairs and the cuffs, but felt her lift a foot to smash down on my instep, so I lifted her off the floor. She grunted as my arm tightened around her midriff. Her high heel struck at my shin as I lifted and damn! It hurt plenty!
I swung her around. Her voice was tight when she spoke. "No, Sonny stop! Please, don't do this now. Fuck! Borland said he's bringing Jason by in a while!" The words assaulted me, that matter was settled. I didn't speak but moved to the stairs...she'd not turned on a light but a night light on the stairs showed her the two pair of cuffs lying there. She began to struggle in earnest then. "No, fuck, no Sonny stop it!" I ignored her, as specified, which was important to me, she'd made her bed or whatever.



I felt like I'd stepped off a cliff and there was no going back. I had rehearsed cuffing her in my head over and over and was fixed on that, ignoring all but the squirming female in my clutches. Her words could have been Russian for all I cared. It felt like a mania in me and it throttled thought. I stumbled forward so that she lay on the steps, me astride her. She wriggled around so she was on her side, her hand rose up to scratch at my face. I jerked my head back away from her fingernails, grabbed that right hand and twisted it, using it to turn her face down again on the stairs. I got astraddle her lovely ass and pinned her there.
"No, Sonny, honest, Jason will be here and I can't have him see...!" I settled my weight on the small of her back, ending her commentary. The sense of her words was not yet filtering past the passion of my lizard brain. One arm then the other was pulled behind her back. She was slight, smaller than me and the difference in strength made me feel calm, in control as it were. "Sonny, stop! Don't. Stop!" She seemed unaware of the dual or at best, ambiguous meaning of her words. I ignored her, clamping the first pair of cuffs onto her left elbow. Feeling it, she screamed. "Oh god, no, Sonny!"
Hearing her screech my name like that should have rattled me. I found myself in the midst of a cool calmness, the foreknowledge seemed to infuse me with it. The more she struggled the calmer I became.
"Sonny! Jason!" I had wondered how she'd manage to feel the panic of the moment and realized in this moment that Borland had handed her over to me in a perfect way. She wriggled and struggled to no avail. I got the cuff on her right elbow and closed it, only to find that she was so slight and the connecting chain was so long, it barely restricted her. I rested a bit, finding wrestling with her to be more exhausting than I thought. Carol Lynn went still. "Sonny, I know what we said but this is not okay! I...my son...He's going to be home soon and so we have to reschedule." Her voice was all Mom-ish and confident. I ignored her. When she felt the cuff close on her left wrist, she growled and struggled more, again. Being on the stairs made it very difficult for her to gain any good purchase to resist my control of her body. Her hands became slashing claws and she ground her teeth, hissing and growling like a feral animal. I sensed a cosmic theme forming around me.
I captured her right wrist and locked it into the cuff. Even as self-releasing cuffs, she'd find it difficult to release them.
"Sonny. No." The woman barked at me, like she was ordering a dog to stop chewing her favorite high heel. I ignored her more. Picking up the ball gag, a simple ball with a strap to go around her head. She fought me with purpose now, finally realizing that I was not subject to her spoken commands. The panic that appeared in her body was fascinating but not half so much as my response to it. I got hard! I felt duly ashamed but it was unmistakable. Subduing this woman in this way aroused me.
"Don't. No! Sonny, don't! Stop! This isn't what I wanted! Jason!" I bent over her then, fiddling with the ball gag.
"Mrs. Northcutt, you said you wanted to fuck your son, didn't you? In fact, I think you owe me. Do you pay your debts, Mrs. Slut?" The chiding tone felt alien to me and made me flinch. She couldn't see face down on the stairs but it was there. I felt her go stiff under me. She tried the "Mom tone" again.
"Sonny, you stop this right this instant. This is too far, too much. You know it, now stop it."
For a vast moment I thought about her words, that she'd say anything to to make me stop and I shouldn't. I had to give her what she wanted. That urge, so mature and robust in me, swelled and filled my head, heads. I had the utterly unnerving desire to fuck her right then but I turned my back on one side of the paradox. I sat on her ass, her hands twinkling between us, properly restrained. I had the ball gag in one hand. I grasped her by the hair and pulled back on her head. I said the words.
"You asked for this, all of it, Mrs. Slut." I growled. Her body exploded under me, bucking and wriggling but she was too small and I was too big for her change of heart to matter. She'd sealed her fate by chiding me to give her what she wanted and then tying off the relief valve. Nothing she could do would change what was happening. The tension and the decision seemed to vanish all at once and I pressed the ball against her lips. Her mouth didn't open. She shook her head, and when I lost contact, releasing her hair, she screamed, loud and long. The sound felt like fingernails on glass.
"Pinch her nose." A voice said from the darkness around us. I was pinching her nose closed before I reacted to that voice, familiar, unmistakable. I did, I pinched her nose closed and held her head twisted to one side. Her struggles abated. Her mouth opened with a screech. I let my weight settle on her back and the banshee shriek faded and died, followed by a gulping gasp. The ball fit right past her teeth. When I released her nose to pull the strap around her blond head and fasten it, she snorted, inhaling but her breath rattled and she shook her head, then whacked it on the step which must have dazed her. All her rejection went into that motion so she must have nearly knocked herself out. I secured the gag in place and relaxed.
Then the voice and its presence zinged through me but I didn't react, the lee side of the struggle left me feeling limp and weakened. Not my cock, that little bitch was marble hard and advocating for a trip down memory lane. Honestly, that was what I noticed and it rattled me more than anything. Here I was, subduing this woman and my cock was utterly ready to pounce. Can cocks pounce? No matter, you get the idea...I was preforming a consensual rape and I was hard, cock hard. The urge to consider the meaning of this condition rose but the voice out of the darkness deflated that urge and left me gasping and grasping and helpless with shock.
"Blindfold her." The voice said.
"With what?" I hadn't included that in my kit. Fuck! I had a rape kit, a shitty version mind you but still! I heard a snapping that didn't register at first, but then I knew. It was the sound of someone pulling on plastic surgeon's gloves. I felt something I'd usually call fear but when I get scared, truly scared, my cock goes into witness protection and becomes a deacon in the local Baptist church. No such luck this time. The fucker was loud and proud, er, well proud anyway, hard. Ready to fuck, longing to slide into the tight confines of a well-lubricated cunt. I shuddered.
Something dropped onto my hand, a length of cloth, like a scarf but velvet and long, perfect for a blindfold.
"Why? Why bother?" I asked.
"Because then I can turn on the light. She's home, a light should be on or someone might worry. Busy bodies need reasons not to get involved and same ol' same ol' that fits expectations or at least one boring explanation is important to this sort of thing."
Chatty Mr. Blue? I wasn't sure if I should be happy or scared about that. Yes, Mr. Blue was in the house with us. Mrs. Northcutt gabbled into the gag, thrashing under me so violently I had to let my weight settle on her or she was going to bang my nuts and make me scream and I only had one gag. Oh wait...fuck, there was the other one! I realized what she must be feeling with this second voice wafting about us, calm and cool as it was. She wriggled still, reminding me of a flopping fish, the one time I actually caught something fishing. We cooked it and I got a fish bone caught in my throat and nearly hacked up my pancreas. I put the blindfold around her head above the gag strap, felt for her eyes and then tied it off. Carol Lynn had wriggled herself to failure and was snorting and wheezing.
"Can she breathe like that?" I asked the voice in the darkness.
"She'll learn." Mr. Blue said. "Is she blinded."
I nodded. Mr. Blue laughed and a light came on. That light jabbed at my adjusted eyes like bright, glittering needles. I clinched them closed, suddenly feeling the precipice off which I had just leaped, in perfect grammatical form. I bowed my head and opened my eyes. The hall light was the cool brilliance of energy efficiency. Carol Lynn wore a white blouse that had come untucked so that a band of her skin showed over the top of the pencil skirt. I twisted around.
Yep, he was there, leaning on the wall by the light switch, arms folded, his right foot balanced on its toe crossing his left shin.
"What are you doing here?"
"I am impressed. I wasn't sure you'd actually cross the Rubicon to give her what she wanted." Mr. Blue said, then unwound himself from his overly casual pose and moved to where I sat on her back. She had turned to water, but water that trembled like it does when the earth moves, when it quakes.
I stroked her hair. "There, there, Mrs. Northcutt, I try to under-promise and over-deliver. How am I doing?" Her response was guttural and primal, a mix of keening and juddering noise that was prehistoric language but hardly articulate. She understood what was in store for her, but the addition of this other voice, and its suggestions put a whole new sheen on her lurid desire. She was awash with shock and, what else?
"Let's get her onto the table, I'll show you something." Mr. Blue said. He wore blue but matched me, tight stretch slacks, soft boots and a turtle neck that gleamed blue in the light, dark, forbidding, promising blue. I did as he suggested without thought. We grasped Carol Lynn each by an upper arm and thigh and carried her between us into the kitchen and deposited her onto the kitchen table there, taller than most with stools around it, face down like a slab of meat. She groaned and wriggled, turning on her side and then rolled to the edge and off. Mr. Blue caught her awkwardly and wrestled her back onto the table.
"Next time, I'll just let you drop and see if you bounce." He muttered. "Let's get her clothes off." I heard rather than saw the snick of an opening switchblade, though my mind didn't register it at the time. Then I saw the blade gleam in the shaft of light from the hall. "Get the light." He said. "I should see what I am doing when I do this. Oh, she's yours, you want to cut the clothes off her?"
My first inclination was to back up and let him do as he pleased. He had the knife after all. I turned on the kitchen light, I'd actually located lights throughout the house so I had an idea where they were. I saw that shoulder holster and the black matte butt of the weapon under his left arm and one would think that would inspire greater compliance on my part rather than less. But you know Sonny, never one to comply with convention.
"Give me the knife." I said. "She's mine." All that quivering consternation that crowded out clear thinking on the stairs went quiescent. Mr. Blue turned his head slowly, the four inches of knife hovered over the suddenly very still form of the ex-Mrs. Northcutt. Then, like a nurse responding to the command of her master surgeon, the knife moved towards me. Yes, he had on surgeon's gloves. I took the knife and found my hand was as steady as my cock was hard. Mr. Blue stepped back then and folded his arms. Then he shifted a bit, pulled out one of the tall stools that surrounded the kitchen table and sat, one palm holding the elbow of the hand that held his chin. He didn't speak. I had a fucking audience! Or was it a judge?
Carol Lynn lay on her face, the edge of the table at about mid-thigh. Her legs waggled off the table and while Mr. Blue and I regarded her, one of her highheels dropped off her foot and clunked to the floor. I lay the knife down right beside her head, she turned her head but of course, couldn't see it responding I suppose to the metal click on the table top. She moved her head and found it with her nose and flinched away like it was hot. I dragged her fully onto the table face down. I picked up the knife and regarded her again. I cut away her blouse, with her arms cuffed behind her like that, I had to cut up her left sleeve to the shoulder, then through the collar, opening it. She wore a dainty bra. I cut the shoulder strap and that left shoulder was bare...and so fine. I bent down and kissed it.
She went from stark stillness to rabid shaking without any transition. I let her shiver. The cold blade then went down the side of the blouse, opening it with the lavish sound of slicing cloth. That was one sharp instrument! The satin of her blouse parted like the proverbial butter submitting to the hot knife. I moved around to her other side, Mr. Blue shifted to a stool at her head, on that side of the tall table. He sat and watched. You'd think I'd have been clumsy, awkward, tentative. But no, I wasn't and I noticed, as though from a distance, like I was watching myself in a video. Another shift was occurring and I wasn't thinking about what it meant, I was just flowing with it. I did have the dual presence of mind to be a bit amazed but not enough to ripple the flow. I cut away the right sleeve and I was able to just pull the two halves of the blouse away from her torso. I cut the right shoulder strap of her bra and then sliced cleanly through the circling part of it, whatever that's called. And it came away leaving her topless, wearing only the hand cuffs. The shivering was greater now.
The pencil skirt was tight on her lithe body. Carol Lynn was a slight woman but with the subtle curves that made her elegant and sexy. Her ass was finely plumped and toned. She worked to remain in shape or as Borland would have it, she's regained her form after they parted to lure in some unsuspecting boob. She did well, but her role as cock bait had lured me to her and one wonders if that was what she intended all along?
I cut up the right seam in the skirt and again it opened easily. She had on stockings and garters, dark stockings that created a contrast with her pale translucent white skin. I looked at Mr. Blue.
"Should I leave the garters and stocking in place?" I asked. I was so casual I had a flash of confusion, like I didn't know who was speaking. I got no accompanying sense of consternation, just an unnerving calm. I was present and calm in a way I had never felt before, well, not in this situation which I'd only been close to a couple times. I remembered how I'd given Tasha Rossini what she loved and so this seemed more congruent.
Mr. Blue shrugged, seemed like he'd been practicing, because it was perfect. "You can always remove them later if they get in the way. Fucking a slut with some vestige of clothing intact can be interesting."
Like you know, I thought. I did know. For real. So, he was right. I cut the belt on her skirt and it was loose so I could remove it. She wore a red thong. I cut the string on it at her waist on both sides and then pulled it out from between her legs. She clamped them together but the smell of her arousal was impossible to miss. I patted her fine little ass.
"Open up, Mrs. Northcutt, let's see if your cunt is wet."
She moaned and crossed her ankles. I pushed a finger between her locked thighs and found her very tight, taut and unwelcoming. I laid the knife on the table top and stepped back. I looked at Mr. Blue.
"What do I call you? In my head I have been referring to you as 'Mr. Blue'. Prosaic I know but the other option was Blue Man and I kept getting "blue man group" of out if and that was just weird."
He shrugged again. "That works. I sort of like it."
We were having a casual conversation over a cuffed and nearly naked female. Not even discussing her, which I thought was wrong. I gestured at her, then ran a finger over that plump swell of her right ass cheek. She wriggled and moaned. "Suggestions?" I asked. It's funny. When you ask someone for suggestions it can make things feel equal.
"As a matter of fact, I do...ever hear of 'frog tying' a person?"
I shook my head. Reminded me of high school biology.
"We'll have to release her and rearrange her. With two of us that should be pretty easy."
I glanced at the clock. Twenty after. We had time. I shrugged, Sonny's edition. "Okay, what is the arrangement you have in mind. No damage to my slut, you get that right?"
Mr. Blue nodded. "Of course. At least nothing that she doesn't ask for."
"She's gagged." I thought I should mention that, because it's tough to ask for things gagged, for those keeping score.
"So she is. Frog tied...we'll cuff right wrist to right ankle, left wrist to left ankle. We put loops around each knee so that when she orgasms she doesn't dislocate her shoulders. She has good tone so she may have that in her, so we have to make sure she can't extend her legs with the cuffs in place."
"Then what?"
"You fuck her...cunt is exposed, and the lateral muscles are too weak to keep her legs from flopping open. Good access and her feet are out of the road...you can slide into her little feast...or have a taste if you like with impunity."
I considered that option and liked it. Mr. Blue had experience and I would be foolish not to benefit from it. I brought the duffel I'd retrieved from her guest room and fished out their cuffs. They were easy to figure out and in short order, Mr. Blue and I had uncuffed her, turned her onto her back and arranged her to his specs. I half expected her to struggle and fight but that seemed to have left her. She let us arrange her, though I had laid the knife on her belly when I turned her onto her back, and told her not to let it fall from there, which was not that easy with her hands still confined as they were behind her. She released herself to our good offices and she was soon cuffed as defined. There were long plain scarves in the duffel and we used them to bind her legs, loops around ankles and upper thighs cinching heels to ass tightly.
At first she kept her knees together but in just a couple minutes her stockinged legs flopped to the sides, opening her and displaying the origin of the label...she looked very like a frog with her dark knees lying flat on the table. It clearly stressed her but she was limber enough that she lay open for us, blindfolded and gagged, her lovely nipples piqued and darkening. The garter straps stretched from waist to thigh where the stockings began framing her lovely cunt.
"Think she's wet?" Mr. Blue asked.
I opened a hand in the direction of her cunt which was still tense and closed. "You have the gloves." I said with a smirk.
He moved around to that side of the table and drew her to the edge of it, so her ass lay just off there, though her heels were still able to remain perched. "Some people actually love the feeling of latex on their skin, and inside." He said. He looked at me. "I have never done this like this. I am, usually, on a mission and intent on the goal. This is...different. Unsettling not to be getting in and out." As if to punctuate his words, he ran a latex index finger down the bare, exposed furrow of the woman. Her body clinched and lurched on the table. I saw immediately the logic of the bindings around thigh and shin. She sought to straighten her legs which, without the loops constraining her would have put crucial stress on her shoulders.
Carol Lynn moaned again into the gag. As that finger went up and down her furrow, teasing the folds of her cunt, flicking her outer labia this way and that, she shivered and moaned into the gag. But she held still, so very still, her floppy knees pressed to the table top which made those tendons just to each side of her cunt go taut and visible. They exhibited the strain and tension in her.
When the finger found her entrance and pressed inside her cunt, the woman screamed into the gag. Her hips bunched and rose, but Mr. Blue drew the finger back leaving her ass bobbing under it. He glanced at me with a wry smile. He had stubble on his chin, not on cheeks. Dark black and I didn't see any sign he was wearing makeup again. Maybe this was him, olive skin and that coal black hair, short, thick eyebrows but he had green eyes, or maybe hazel. Carol Lynn's head wagged back and forth, softly moaning. The finger penetrated her again and she screamed into the gag again. I was sorely tempted to remove it to get her commentary but presumed she'd be speaking Cro-Magnon and I hardly understand English.



Only half his finger was inside her but her ass was humping at it. Mr. Blue kept backing away from her thrusts leaving her keening for more. Whatever reservations had flooded the woman before, they were rapidly draining away. Her head wagged side to side, the one motion she could manage without adding to the strain from the restraints. Mr. Blue kept the finger barely inside her never letting her take more than he wished. He was so dexterous, she finally gave up and went still. Her ass settled to the table and her knees bobbed with the strain, but just a few inches up off the table, up and then down, the only motion in her body. Her face was to the ceiling. She did whimper a little. When the stockinged knees went still, Mr. Blue pushed the finger all the way inside her cunt.
She screamed into the gag again. This time there was a timbre to it that defied description. Whatever she'd anticipated when she whispered "rape" in my ear, this was a step beyond. Impossible to know if it was just the finger sliding up inside her or the stranger ranger aspect of it that made her writhe so. Mr. Blue began to finger fuck her, in and out, slow and easy until she began to hump in time with him at which point he'd go still, usually tipping her, leaving just the unsatisfactory finger tip inside her. She'd keen and whimper, her ass thrusting at the teasing finger that always moved just out of reach of her desire. After a few incidents of this sort, she understood and kept her ass still and instead, her body shuddered violently as the level of arousal pushed her past her limits of endurance. He finger fucked her then, slow at first, then faster, and harder until she was gabbling into the gag. Just one finger did it. At one point she hunched up, trying to curl into a ball, snorting and hissing, managing to blow around the ball gag some.
Mr. Blue withdrew her finger and she cried out, a tangled sound around the gag. He held it up. "She's very wet." He said softly. Clearly, Carol Lynn's sauce coated the latex finger. I glanced at her pussy. She was puffy and swollen and richly pinked. I swear it pulsed, opening a bit and then clinching closed while I stared, her knees pressed firmly to the table top. She held perfectly still, whimpering now without any attempt to dampen that sound.
"Meat." Mr. Blue muttered, licking his lips. Carol Lynn keened louder then.
The sound of the front door crunching open cut off the sound entirely. They had the stiff weather stripping around the door that makes the crunching sound when it opens. I felt the cold blast of winter air from the open door and in a moment the figure of Jason Northcutt appeared.
"Holy shit!" He said, his voice a high twang of both surprise and amazement. "Is that Mother?"
I'd seen the pictures around the house of him. Borland had white hair but Jason was still a redhead. He had freckles and curly hair, tight red curls and the pale skin of some redheads. The main feature of his face were his thick, full lips, dry and cracked from the cold. I looked around to find that I was alone with Carol Lynn in the kitchen. No Mr. Blue or any sign of him, if you don't count the glittering frosting oozing out of the woman's cunt. The man could move silently and fast!
"You're him." Jason said, his voice was high like puberty hadn't made it to his Adam's apple.
"Who?" I croaked. Somehow, my various introductions of mothers to sons hadn't been like this. This felt new and different. Perhaps it was.
"You. Mr. Duncan."
I almost laughed. Mister? Me? I was barely two years past him in age but eons in cat years. While I was off on that tiny tangent, Jason's eyes wandered surreptitiously over to the nearly nude mother cuffed and gagged on his kitchen table. Once his eyes caressed her, they couldn't let go. Carol Lynn's eyes saw him, they bulged and she gabbled into the gag, bucking and fighting the ingenious frog tied condition she was in to no avail. Her mouthful tits wavered, her head wagged, her knees pinned together making like a stocking-covered shark's fin but in the end, flopped open from the weakness of those muscles that kept them tight together. Her cunt winked at us and the oozing glistening coating was unmistakable. She was very aroused.
Yes, perhaps the finger fucking Mr. Blue had afforded her had helped but I had the feeling that the confluence of influences was more at work here than any latex finger plugged into her snatch.
"What's going on here." Jason said, his voice a low squeak. He spoke with his eyes stamping little dimples on his mothers unsheathed body. The garters and stockings made her seem more naked not less. Her nipples grew longer than I thought was normal. She arched up to look, first at her son and then with accusing eyes at me. I grinned at her and I felt the power in my amazing smile when she thrashed hard like a beached marlin and then groaned out her frustration. That sound was so lurid, so sexy, so lustful! I almost mounted her right then. But that was a secondary consideration, dare I say so...compared to the primary purpose that had me there.
It struck me then that I hadn't really raped her. Not really, right? Was she unhappy about that, unsatisfied, unfulfilled...or just unfilled? I discovered both the brilliance of a gag and the dastardly deficit it creates...Carol Lynn was not talking to us, just casting out grunts and whimpers into the world. No words, just the dire feel of a son seeing his mother as an unequivocally sexual creature and she feeling that while feeling guilt or shame or fear about what it might mean for them. The confusion stalked them both.
"What is going on here?" Jason spoke into the gap in the world my silence created. I guess I'd presumed his question was just noise but its reappearance suggested it should be answered. That realization dangled before me and I found options, too many to put into words all at once. So, fuck, more silence. When he managed to yank his eyes away from his writhing mother, I knew I needed to say something. What I said, however, was the most awkward and inappropriate thing I could have selected from the menu.
"Fuck!" I nearly shouted. "I left Pet out in the car. She must be frozen by now!" I had grabbed my coat and was out in the bracing cold before my mind cleared and I realized what I'd done. I actually stopped to return to what simmered in that hot, lurid kitchen but I realized I had more silence and they could have that without me, so I rushed toward my car.
Pet wasn't frozen but she was shivering. The car had been fully warmed when I turned it off and left her with the blanket but that heat was long gone. I gathered her into my arms and felt her shivering clutches, folded inside my coat. Her teeth actually rattled. We walked back to the house of confusion that fascinated me so, slowly. I took us in the front door and heard this...
"No, they are self-releasing." That was Carol Lynn!
"They aren't ours. He must have brought his own. He must have the key." That was Jason.
Uh oh.
I peeked around the doorway into the well-lit kitchen and found Jason inspecting the cuff on Carol Lynn's left ankle. They both directed eyes at me as the sound of the front door registered. They both looked equally shocked and not because I had a female coating me as close and responsive as a summer shadow. Winter shadows are a nanosecond slower, everyone knows that! They apparently thought I'd left them to their own devices...not such luck.
For a moment, no one moved, well, except Pet who was shivering inside my long coat. She'd turned her head to inspect the odd kitchen appliance and then turned her big eyes to me and made an inquiring whimpering sound. It was like everyone was waiting for Pet to warm up. Five minutes seemed to pass through that stillness only ending the cosmic pause when Pet's shaking eased and she laid her head against my chest with a cute little sigh. The wood the cold had stolen was recovered and returned to its rightful owner. Pet had that effect on me and she wasn't going away so I face the prospect of learning to live with a hard cock all the time. I could see this complicating my life and I confess, I had mixed feelings about how I projected I would respond to such complications.
"Sonny, let me loose." Carol Lynn said into the real stillness. Her eyes were puzzling over the bulge in my long overcoat topped with Pet's tousled hair. Just like that my body arrived at the verge of sweat and I shuffled Pet away long enough to remove the coat and hang it by the front door, over Carol Lynn's fallen coat on the floor, which I duly picked up and hung beside mine. I felt all virtuous for my house cleaning prowess.
"Sonny, let me loose." Carol Lynn's voice got more mommy-like when I reappeared in the kitchen all flush with domestic virtue.
"No." I said automatically. "You wanted me to rape you, I am going to rape you. Or someone will at least. Can't do that with you running around, even if you are half naked." I thought that was a perfectly reasonable response. Pet shuddered against me, having ingratiated herself under my right arm all over again. Her essential bareness was on full display. I glanced down at the female tattooing my clothing with her luscious body. "Where's your coat." She scowled at me, knitting her brow in a most expressive fashion. "Oh right, pets don't have coats. You're wrong about that, people owned by their pets do all sorts of shitty things." She was not mollified but nonetheless laid her cheek against my chest again and sighed as though all was right with the world. At least someone thought so.
"Sonny! Now." Carol Lynn was getting insistent. I walked over to the table, well shuffled really because I was still learning to walk with my pet prosthetic. I needed more physical therapy. I looked down at the frog-tied female. Jason stepped back like a nurse giving way to the surgeon. I looked at Jason.
"You removed her gag." I said, an observation really, and no question or imprecation. Jason flinched like I'd bitch slapped him. We had work to do. Maybe I was "Mr. Duncan" after all?
He nodded. "She told me too."
I arched an eyebrow at that. "She told you? To remove her gag? You speak garbledeegook?" I looked Carol Lynn in the eye. "You are wasting your money even on the community college. Let Borland send him away to his fancy pants institution. See if they can do anything with him."
Her eyes narrowed. "Is that what this is about? Borland put you up to this?"
I shook my head. "If I remember correctly, you, Mrs. Northcutt, put me up to this. And unless this guy can read minds, or your mind at least, I would guess he's scared of you. What does that say about a kid?"
"Plenty of guys are scared of their moms." Jason said. At least he had the stones to have umbrage at that well-cast aspersion.
I looked at him. "She has fantasies about fucking you, did you know that?" I didn't wait for him to emerge from his sputtering swamp but directed my attention to Carol Lynn. "He's got lots of pics on you, but no nudes, well, no really good ones...yet." She demonstrated where Jason learned to sputter. I looked at him. "Well? You going to get pics of this? It will fit right in with your spank bank don't you think?"
Jason immediately fished his phone out of his pocket.
"Honey, don't you dare!" Carol Lynn's voice invented a new octave and turned all the notes into sharps.
I slapped her inner left thigh making her filleted legs bob for us, like they were spring loaded. "Shut up. Seems to me you are in no position to be ordering anyone around."
"I am his mother!" Carol Lynn sputtered.
I slapped her other thigh and got the same pulsing bob reaction. "I was talking about me." I growled. Honestly, I'd not really caught up to what had happened during my brief absence but I was getting there. "You don't talk unless spoken to, slut, or I will put the gag to use again. You sound so sexy like that...fuck me!"
Now, she stared. The silence was unintended I was sure. Her mouth hung open until her tongue appeared and licked her lips as though in remembrance of things past, like the ball gag in her mouth.
I looked back to Jason. "So? You want to fuck her?"
His head nodded before I got the words out and long before he managed to sputter his own syllables into the kitchen air. "I couldn't...she's my mother!" Jason managed to say that while still nodding.
I nodded. He was half right, she was his mother. I made a thing out of looking down at his crotch and concluded he was only half right, seemed like he had the immediate wherewithal to mount the woman. "Does she look like someone's mother? I mean she is in fine shape. And does she look like she has embraced celibacy? I didn't put those stockings on her legs or the garter belt around her waist to hold them up. Think she was born that way?" Jason shook his head. Carol Lynn stared. "Say it. Tell us the truth. You fantasize about fucking her, don't you?"
Jason nodded again. "No." His voice said. "She's my mother! That wouldn't be right, even a little!" How does he do that? Ever tried to shake your head 'no' and say "yes" at the same time? Makes my gut tingle and my neck itch. Pavlov would be very confused.
"Liar." I said. "You cock is hard now. I guess I could have Pet here give you a quick suck. I bet she'd not get to inhale a full gasp before you gave her a drink of your cum." Pet shuddered, hard. "Oh fine, I feel you, Pet. Knees, hands behind your head, mouth open." She gave me a hard look before moving to obey me. I translated that as umbrage that I felt it necessary to describe the pose I wanted and thus impugn her training. Never occurred to me that she might be unnerved by being offered to him. Surely not. I didn't bother to explain this was for the audience's benefit. I couldn't just say "assume the pose" and give anyone a clear idea of what she ultimately did. By describing it in detail what they saw was not just her pose but they also go a very clear view of her obedience, which is difficult to exhibit. I regarded Jason then. "She's not your moms, or is my passing biology a huge sign that the education system is truly fucked?" I asked gesturing at my posing pet.
Jason just stared at me, mouth agape, just like his mom. Gosh, they were related.
"Don't look at me. This woman is offering to suck your cock, or is that a strange concept to you?" I know, that burred bit of nasty was uncalled for but I was getting a bit impatient, I confess it.
"I have had sex before. I brought a girl home and Mother caught us and scared her to death, she ran out of her without taking her bra."
"And you kept it?" I asked, letting him side track me.
He shook his head and showed he could be congruent. "No. Mom took it."
I looked at Carol Lynn. "So you kept it?" I smirked. She shook her head and growled, but didn't speak. I looked back at Jason, all this looking was making me dizzy. "Well? You going to make her beg? She's a pet." He still didn't move. "Oh fine!" I muttered. "Pet, take out his cock and suck him dry. He's likely so backed up you may chip a tooth before you can get the implant properly implanted in your throat. But give it a try."
I wasn't far wrong. She crawled to the guy, her fingers fumbled at belt, button and zipper and a hard cock magically appeared. No one gasped, it was just a basic cock. Jason was clearly attached to it so from his point of view that was all that mattered. Pet was not aggressive as I'd suggested and just licked around the glowing pink head of his cock and so got the spurting cum right in the kisser...then the right eye and onto her forehead. I glanced at Carol Lynn and she watched this as best she could from her perch on the table in a fashion that I could only call "avidly". She caught me looking at her and became unavid, substituting the more conventional, aghast. More looking. Pet sat back and crawled back to me but I held her at arms length, a hand on her head.
"No, Pet I don't want cum on my pants. Maybe Carol Lynn wants to taste her son's cum." Pet didn't have time to react before Carol Lynn was back sputtering with elan and enthusiasm.
"I do not. And don't you dare suggest that!" She said. Methinks the lady doth protest too much! She protested more. "I can't believe you made a mother watch that!" She fairly snarled. Pet meanwhile was using the back of her left hand to smear the cum around on her face and then licking the back of that hand. Over and over...get the picture? Like a cat does. She was not being very efficient and soon she had cum smeared all over her face. She glistened and it wasn't sweat. She finally looked up at me with a very cat-like bland expression.
I looked at Jason. "You did that, don't you think you should clean it up?"
He shook his head 'no' but made some noise that linguists could base a PhD thesis on and get rave peer reviews. I shrugged my patented Sonny shrug.
"Up, pet. Time to be fucked." She nodded so hard her hair seemed to dance around her head, she floated to her feet and looked around.
I got her confusion and pointed to the frog legged female on the table. "There." I said. She looked askance at me and I got her inquiry but chose not to tell her if or how to deal with the bare cunt between those flapping legs. She moved towards Carol Lynn, who squawked, but I grabbed Pet by the hair. "Wait, I don't want cum smeared all over her. I haven't tasted her yet and I don't want cream with my coffee. Jason, buddy, get a wet cloth and clean up after yourself, my pet is barely housebroken it seems." Pet didn't appreciate that at all.
Jason duly got a hand towel, wet it and then shined my pet's face with it until it gleamed. She gleamed scarlet, blushing furiously as he held her with a hand on the head and clumsily scrubbed off her cum-masqued face. The rest of us waited with something approximating patience. I finally ran out of that and waved at Carol Lynn's cunt.
"Good enough...Pet." She scuttled into position. She wore a tan micro skirt with no panties such that when she bent over Carol Lynn's cunt, her own cunt appeared like a blinking beacon of bright pink hope. My cock was properly hard, so I gave him a breath of fresh air and summarily mounted my pet. Her cunt was lush and warm. Sliding into her made me believe in a benevolent god. I gripped her by the hips and proceeded to proselytize. Pet keened.
"Oh my god!" Carol Lynn gasped feeling the woman clutching at her waist, face planted on her abdomen.
"Doesn't she talk?" Jason asked, his voice taking on a normal tone like he was asking about a parrot.
I stopped fucking Pet and looked at him. The redheaded guy blushed so dark his freckles blended and vanished. I didn't speak. Okay, it was not a sagely silence. Pet's expressive cunt was gnawing at my cock with rhythmic pulses that threatened to draw all semblance of reason out of me and hold it safely in her cunt in case I needed it later. My orgasm appeared, tapping his impatient foot, waiting for me to quit surrendering to superfluous distractions and give him his due. I did. I pumped Pet hard and fast and rewarded us both with a big delivery of cum right down her cunt gully...gullet? Whichever, she got creamed. She gasped, bucked and looked around at me, pleading with her big eyes.
I had my eyes open, unaccountably and shook my head. I don't know why. I wanted her to cum but she had distracted me, again, from the full brunt of my climax and that didn't earn her any kudos in my accounting. She whimpered and lay hear head down onto Carol Lynn's abdomen, biting her lower lip. Carol Lynn sighed then. It was loud. It was unmistakable. It made Jason flinch like he'd been bitch slapped, again. The guy was jumpy.
I pointed at his Mother. "Want to see her cum? Orgasm? Climax? Writhe in the clutches of ecstasy?" Surely he couldn't mistake my meaning. He shook his head hard then.



"Yes." He said.
"Jason Northcutt!" Carol Lynn's voice glanced off him and ricocheted in my direction. I ducked but didn't thank her for the attention.
"Bitch, if you don't shut up, I'll gag you again. Leave the boy alone. Whatever will be with be, the future's not ours to see." I wanted to hum it but lost the tune. Like anyone my age has any idea who Doris Day even was or took her advice seriously.
Carol Lynn relaxed so hard her head thumped on the table with a loud bang. Jason jumped again.
"You heard him, Pet, give that cunt there a good licking. Let's see if Carol Lynn Mother knows enough to ask permission to cum for us." I'd not engaged that stricture on anyone much before but found it agreeable in a rather curious way. Pet needed no formal introduction. She lapped wetly at Carol Lynn's cunt. "Fuck, Pet, you are a noisy eater!" She twisted around to glare at me but then returned to Carol Lynn's cunt with greater gusto but no less noisy, noisier in fact.
"Oh my god!" Carol Lynn groaned. "No! Sonny! Don't!" She cried.
"I'm not but maybe a word to the wise should be sufficient."
Her head rose and she looked down the lavish vista of her naked torso at the tousled head between her legs, and her hips rose and dropped, making that head bob there. "Oh my god!" She repeated the phrase. Her hips rose again and then she bucked for real. "Oh no, Sonny, please! Don't make me!"
"Make you? I may not let you. If you don't ask permission to cum for us, we'll go to the movies and leave you here alone to think about what you have done wrong in life and hope you repent and find salvation and do better next time!"
The next sound Carol Lynn made was so sexual, so lustful, so amazing I nearly tossed Pet aside and mounted her myself. Then she spoke and I was all proud of my self-restraint and its results.
"Oh Christ, Sonny! Please, may I climax for you?"
I almost jumped into the abyss. I caught myself, but instead of giving her that permission, I looked at Jason. I arched my eyebrow.
"Up to you, Jason. Decide."
The guy shuddered, hard, but he was not cold, not even a little. "Mother." He croaked. His desert voice crackled and Carol Lynn flinched like she'd been prodded with a hot poker. Pet's tongue may have felt that way. "Mother." He said again. "Oh god, Mother cum!" He managed to get the words out.
Carol Lynn screamed.
I moved quickly around the table and cupped her head in both hands as she bucked through the cataclysm of pleasure my pet provided her. "Say it, Carol Lynn, tell us what is happening!"
She shook her head as though to shake off my hands that were holding it, keeping her from banging it on the table.
"Say it? Loud and proud, Carol Lynn!" I growled. "I'll make her stop if you don't."
"Oh god, don't stop." She fairly howled.
"Then say it!"
"Oh god, cumming!" Her tight voice lanced the cool air. Jason flinched again, same way. Her body arched up and she shimmied, ass off the table as best she could, with Pet fairly attached to her fabulous cunt.
I was impressed with Pet. She didn't let up and in moments, Carol Lynn bucked again, her body in full control...her head fought my hold on it, eyes tightly clinched. Her hips were now humping the face at her cunt...her feet cuffed as they were to her wrists, were planted firmly on the table giving Carol Lynn full leverage to pump Pet. And she did. With rapacious greed and need and desire. Over and over, until she was fairly chanting, "I am cumming" to some internal tune no one could hear but her.
I waited and watched, fully convinced at some point the woman would run down and need a blow, so to speak but she had found a rhythm. Pet had a hand at her clit and was tongue fucking her, rubbing and pinching to keep Carol Lynn bucking...from time to time Pet would be bucked out of her position and need to regain it but mostly she managed to keep contact. And Carol Lynn kept cumming.
I glanced at Jason after a while, and saw he felt none of my impatience. He stood there, the very picture of slack-jawed amazement. I gestured with a hand at the thrashing bundle of female need on the table all tangled up in her rape fantasy and her repressed incestual need as I understood, to get Jason's attention. I got it and he looked at me, eyes wide, licking his lips over and over so they shone. "Did you ever see a woman orgasm?" I almost asked "like this" but didn't want to blur his feedback.
He shook his head.
"You want to feel it, feel her cumming with your cock in her don't you?" I tried to make it sound like a real question. I succeeded because he answered, almost immediately.
"God, yes! Father told me, he said, I didn't believe him because he said that he'd arranged for me to fuck her tonight. He said that might break her spell over me and I'd realize he was offering a shining future and she was blind to it. He said fucking her, he used those words, he said fucking her might let me see clearly, even if she didn't gain any insight from it herself. He said she'd want to keep me clasped between her legs once she had me. I thought he was, I don't know, kidding I guess."
Nice to know the guy could talk, use whole sentences and had a memory and all. See? Sonny pays attention.
"I think she should beg for you to fuck her before you do, don't you?" I asked, right as Carol Lynn cavorted into a new paroxysm of pleasure. Such a hard word to say aloud, paroxysm.
"Beg? Oh, ask me to? I would be more comfortable with that, yes." Jason said, with a pretty smile. Oh, I could see potential, the bashful type that older women will love to cater to, leading him to their bed where he turns into a Scottish tiger!
I grasped Pet by the hair, moving around from Carol Lynn's head, and pulled Pet away from that pussy. Carol Lynn promptly banged her head on the table, hard. She groaned, maybe she bit her tongue.
"Carol Lynn, did you hear that? Jason won't fuck you unless you beg him to do it." For a long few moments I got no response at all from the woman. She lay almost still, panting, slurping and licking her lips. Her knees bobbed, flapping down and up like the cool calm wings of a butterfly at ease. Then all at once, it was like the spring mechanism in her body broke and her knees thumped down onto the table. "Carol Lynn?" I said into the throbbing silence.
"What?" She fairly snarled.
"Did you hear that? Are you ears working yet? I know what a good orgasm does to auditory processing."
"I heard." She said, pique condensing on her words. She didn't bother to raise her head to peer at me, if she could.
"Well? Do you want him to fuck you?" I asked, truly I didn't know what to expect. I wonder if she did.
"No." She barked. I guess she had a clear idea, clear enough.
"I can fuck you though right? I mean, you did ask for me to rape you so if you say 'no' at this juncture, it won't mean much. So you might as well ask me to mount you like you want."
"Fuck you, Sonny!" She didn't sound at all happy. It gave me pause.
"There's a strap on in the duffel." Jason muttered softly.
That raised all sorts of questions. I didn't want to get distracted though. I moved closer to Carol Lynn and ran a finger up and down her pursed and bubbling pussy. She flinched like my finger was hot...but the heat was hers.
"Oh god, Sonny!" Carol Lynn's voice warbled. Pet stood to the side and when I glanced at her dropped to her knees like she'd been popped in her glass jaw. She looked up at me with something approximating fear, as though she knew she'd transgressed. I patted her head and she rubbed her cheek against my thigh.
"Want to see me fuck her?" I said, looking down at Pet. She nodded vigorously even as Jason barked "Yes!" in the same barking tone as his barking mother. I nodded with satisfaction. "Pet. Release the cock of whores and let's see if she'll cry 'Havok' for us." Pet rolled her eyes but didn't hesitate to unlimber my cock. Exposed, I nudged her to the side and shuffled over to where Carol Lynn lay splayed and dripping. Her cunt bubbled and from time to time she'd tense up, rolling her ass up so the cunt lifted, leaving a line of her dew drawn to the table, like a lurid stalactite. Without any further ceremony, I sheathed my cock in Carol Lynn.
"Oh my god!" She warbled, and galloped into a immediate bump and hump motif which, when I immediately withdrew my affection, left her bumping and humping fresh air. I waited for her to stop but no such luck...for her. I slapped her stockinged thigh. "Oh stop begging, bitch." I growled gleefully. Her hips coasted to a stop. Only the sound of her baying panting kept the silence at bay. "Carol Lynn?"
This time she managed to raise her head and peer down between her tits at me. "What?" She snarled again.
I mounted her again, thrusting into to her fully then scampering out of the desperate depths before she could capture me and keep me for her own pleasure. All the way into her, then all the way out. My cock dripped. The woman was nearly gushing without my tapping her potential.
"Good Christ, Sonny! Don't. Stop. That...that is making me..." She tottered to a stop.
I thrust into her again but then lingered in her sweet, tight depths. "Mrs. Northcutt, ask your son to fuck you." I said evenly as I could, then ripped my cock out of her, like it was an arrow to the liver.
Carol Lynn squeaked then, her hips bobbing, nearly standing up on her restrained heels to make it so. I turned and gestured to Pet.
"Lick." I said...she'd been sitting on her heels, hands behind her head quivering like a pointer on point. Her eagerness did not suffuse her licking. She was careful, tender and thorough and in short order I was all cock clean again. Back into Carol Lynn.
She screamed this time and bucked at me before I could vacate the premises. Her ass danced for a us once I was clear of her...and she moaned in that lovely panting manner that tells the tale of tail for a female in heat.
"Lick." I said again and once more Pet did her duty to cock and country. I did notice that Carol Lynn was licking her lips frantically. "Mrs. Northcutt, if you ask, I am reasonably sure that Jason will fuck you properly. Otherwise we will see how long I can go without cumming and when I cum, we will leave you this way. You can keep the cuffs." I am so generous. We'd considered using the house cuffs when we arranged her but then kept mine.
"Oh no, please, Sonny, not like this." Carol Lynn whimpered then. I had to break her.
"Well, if you don't do as I ask, I have little choice but to leave you and Jason to work out what happens next without me." I confess, the shudder that wracked the woman then gave me a warm fuzzy, that overlaid the licking feeling of Pet's tongue on my cock. She never once let her lips touch my cock.
Carol Lynn moaned then, her ass rising and falling still, like it had a mind of its own or more likely her mind had disowned it entirely. She got another stab from my cock. This time, however, once I was buried deep inside her, she went still. I was puzzled for a moment and a bit miffed until I remembered how Mr. Blue had attended her. It amazed me that she proved such a quick learner.
I steeped in her cunt for a moment until she clinched it around me. I went quiescent then unable to move, suffused with the pleasure of her hungry cunt gnawing at me.
"Please, Sonny, don't move. Let me cum!" Carol Lynn's voice wavered softly in the turgid air.
I gripped her by the hips past her ankles, and wrenched my captured cock free. I didn't know how much more of this I could take...she was proving unhappily stubborn.
"Oh god, please, no! Sonny! Please!" Carol Lynn's voice was rabid with anguish.
I glanced at the not-yet-licking Pet and saw a look of piteous pity on her face just before her eyes focused on my slurried cock. Clean once more, I executed Carlo Lynn with another deep thrust of my sword. Her she sheath clamped down on me so hard I thought sure I could never leave.
"Oh please, let me cum!" Carol Lynn screamed.
I looked at Jason. He lifted his eyes from the lurid form of his mother spread on the table.
He grinned.
"Ask me to fuck you, Mother..." he spoke with slurred but slow words, "...and I'll let you cum."
Carol Lynn bucked then, hard, grinding herself onto my cock. "Oh! Oh! Oh!" She cried then flinched, bucked hard, then tensed up, keening.
I claim superhuman ability in yanking my cock free of her. Her body shook for a moment then her ass dropped again.
I looked at Jason. "I think she orgasmed."
He nodded. "What should we do about that?" Nothing timid in him remained.
I gestured at her cunt. "Have you ever eaten pussy?" I asked as casually as I could with my cock being licked as he was.
He nodded, then shook his head. "What I did hardly counts."
I liked his honesty. "Well, there is a cunt that surely needs another licking. Let's see how she feels about asking to be fucked."
His eyes clouded. "What...um...what if I don't do it right?"
I grinned. "Practice makes perfect." I patted the air as Pet withdrew from my now clean cock. "I imagine you'll get more practice...but do your best and let's see if Mother Northcutt finds it in her heart to invite your cock into her cunt."
Carol Lynn groaned then, a deep thrumming. I had an idea. I gestured towards the frog-tied woman's cunt framed by the garter straps. Jason moved around towards her. Her thrumming moan got louder. I grasped Pet by the hair and crossed in front of Jason to that side of the table. Carol Lynn turned her head to stare at us, or maybe it was just at my bare cock...I shuffled which made it easier for Pet to keep up with me. We then watched Jason touch his mother's cunt for the first time.
"Oh fucking hell!" Carol Lynn screamed as his finger delicately flicked at her dripping labial folds.
"Just use your tongue and run it from bottom to top, ending at her little clit nubbin." I said softly. "Just a lick, so you get a taste of her."
He leaned over and did that.
Carol Lynn screamed. All semblance of control scattered like birds before buckshot. Her hips bucked terrifically. I reached over and pinched her left nipple, pulling on her. Hard. She whimpered, not screaming, which fascinated me.
"Say it, Carol Lynn." I growled.
"Oh no!" She keened, trilling the tone out until I released her nipple. I gestured at Jason.
"Lick her again." I muttered.
He nodded. He did. He then straightened and looked at me. "My goodness, she tastes good!" He pressed his lips to her cunt without further direction.
Carol Lynn only managed some babbling garbledeegook. I unzipped my half boots and heeled them off then removed my pants. I gestured to Pet.
"Up." I said and she rose and bent her body onto the table beside Carol Lynn. Carol Lynn turned her head to watch us.
"He's...he's...he's eating me!" She gabbled. "Oh my god, my son is licking my cunt!" She hiccuped then. "Oh my fucking god, his tongue is inside my cunt!" Her voice scraped at the ceiling and I swear the lights flickered.
I moved behind Pet and mounted her. She keened but without the rawness that possessed Carol Lynn. Hers was a tender purr that matched the velvet delight of her very wet cunt. I slide into her fully and went still. Pet, for her part, was on her elbows on the table and when I was securely planted in her cunt, she stretched her torso out like it was an accordion and kissed Carol Lynn on the lips. Carol Lynn moaned and kissed her back.
"Oh fuck!" Jason said through gritted teeth, having lifted his head from his mother's dripping cunt to watch his mother kiss Pet, ravenously and with real passion. He looked over at me then dived back into the business at hand. Carol Lynn shook her head, sending Pet away. I began to slowly pump Pet full of cock, in and out. Pet purred, then hissed as I drew back too far then purred once more as I slide back into her.
"You want fucked, Carol Lynn?" I asked, gritting my own teeth now.
She nodded, eyes wild. "He's eating me!" She said unnecessarily.
I nodded. "You want to feel his cock in your cunt?" She nodded then, finally. "Say it." She shook her head but then, clinched her eyes closed. "Oh god, I need to cum again...let me and, and, and I'll say it! Let me cum with his tongue in my cunt, oh god Sonny, please!"
I cocked my head, rooting my cock in Pet and going still. She twisted to stare meaningfully at me but then twisted back and lay still, though she did begin to clinch and unclinch her cunt on me which was brattish and wonderful. I did like this new thing, the begging pleading desire to cum at my behest. I felt the impact of it then. I nodded.
"Yes, okay, cum for us, Carol Lynn, but do announce it!" She was Johnny on the spot.
"I am cumming!" She screamed, her voice so raw it made my throat hurt. Her ass raised, lifting the licking son between her thighs as she did so. For perilous long moments she was suspended, arched between her constrained legs, then she bucked once, screamed, "Oh god yes, cumming!" and the her ass dropped to the table. Her thighs boxed his ears as the slammed closed but then flopped wide once more. She lay there panting. "Oh please no more...no more."
Jason lifted his head and looked at me, abeam with pride as was proper. I nodded approval at him and he grinned but had to lick his mother's cunt sauce from his lips. I was about to press my suit against Carol Lynn but she voiced my demand.
"Jason, honey, your mother wants your cock. I want your cock. I want you to fuck me and cream me and make me cum with your cock!"
Jason was inside her so fast I missed how he got his pants off. He thrust into her with his shirt still on but bare from there down. Carol Lynn screamed. He fucked her to a gallop immediately and she humped at him but her exertions left her far in arrears of his energy. He thrashed her and she took it, whimpering and hissing as his cock sliced in and out of her with his mindless abandon.
"Oh god, cumming again!" Carol Lynn cried. Her body seemed to be jolted with a dozen different instructions from her sizzled mind. She flopped and shook and quaked. Her arms twitched and her legs strained and her ass ground at her son's body fucking his cock into her spurting cunt.
"God, she's peeing!" Jason said, drawing back, aghast.
"Oh no, no honey! I am squirting for you...my cunt loves you, honey don't take away your lovely cock. Fuck Mother with it, fuck me!"
He looked askance at me. I arched an eyebrow at him.
"If there was ever a time to obey your mother, now is it." I said letting my approving amusement riddle my tone. Jason, to his credit, rammed his mother with his cock then. They slapped together and he remained there, grinding against her cunt and ass. She yelped and bucked.
"Oh Jason, darling, your mother is cumming...again!" And she arched again, holding it even as he humped her.
"Me too." He panted.
I withdrew out of Pet's cunt and dressed, not hurriedly but steadily. My work was done here. Pet looked at me darkly until I moved to the door and donned my coat. She walked with me out-side.
Pet cuddled up to me then, looking at me with a mixed visage of reproach and something else I called admiration. Her body coated me, slinking along beside me. We were nearly to the street down the drive when the door flew open and Jason dashed towards us, wearing only shirt and shoes, and the signs of his recent service.
"Sonny! Mr. Duncan, how do you remove the cuffs?" That foretold the rest of their evening. We returned to the table and I removed them and took them and my pitiable gag compared to theirs with us. When we left, they were standing in the kitchen kissing like reunited lovers.
Pet and I were silent until I got the car started. She sat like a human beside me while we waited for the car to warm so the heater would do its thing. She stared straight ahead for the longest time. Finally she turned her head to look at me.



"Sonny," she breathed, "that was fucking incredible."
I nodded. I thought so too.
You see? Miracles do happen.
Sonny was really back.
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Open the Shadow Door to Darkness
RECAP: The effect of the ambush and its consequences and Sonny's response continues. Change, transformation takes time. It is rarely linear, rarely smooth or easy or consistent. Sonny is stepping through a door into a different world. This continues his journey.
The cast is small here:
His sister, Georgia, Pet (Tracie) and Mavis.
Howard Percival
*******************************************************
"It's Nova." The voice said in my ear.
Nova? Nova! She hates that name, she being my sister Georgia.
"Who is this?" I muttered in the Saturday hangover fuzz, not from a beer or ten but from the positioning of a son between his mother's legs, and not staying to plunder her nether reaches myself. Driving home I had second thoughts about that but the "walk away" always seems so powerful on TV, people never let it happen. When Jason chased me down, I had that fluttering moment thinking they wanted me to fill one of the two remaining holes but, no, they just needed to get the cuffs off.
"Nova!" My redheaded sister snarled in my ear. "Isn't that what you call me? It's Georgia, Sonny!"
"I know who Nova is." I snarled back and opened my eyes. "It's fucking six in the morning where are you?" I am not usually all worry wartish but for some reason I went to the disaster menu and started coasting through the options. "Did you just get your phone call?"
"Get my phone call? What are you talking about?"
So. Not in jail. My mind was finding its way into the home office and things were making a little more sense. I finally tagged what concerned me. My flaming sister sounded scared.
"Mom's on a tear!" That sister said in my ear.
Oh. That would do it.
"Where are you?" I was stalling but it turned out to be a very pertinent question.
"Downstairs." She said.
"Downstairs? We don't have a basement." Oh wait, we did have an upstairs, so downstairs? My mind was still spitting the bit. "What are you calling me from downstairs for? Just come up to my room." I opened my eyes and understood immediately. I was not in my room, in my house with that familiar downstairs where my sisters lived. Uh oh.
"What? Sonny, what's wrong with you? I am in the hotel, where you are staying, in the lobby, can you come down?"
"Now?" I asked getting out of bed. Mavis growled and rolled over. I nearly stepped on Pet curled up on the floor beside the bed. She squeaked and was on her knees without moving, an at once, adorable and unnerving skill. I shushed her and told her to go back to sleep. Her look in the silver morning light was so crushed I sorted through my standard explanations and found nothing that would do. I had the feeling I was missing something, maybe everything with Pet. Why no owner's manual? Seemed like I needed one...like it would do any good, such things have to be read to have any effect. I am an average guy, I never read the instructions...oh wait, yes I do. Fuck, so much for that excuse.
"Yes. Mom will be waking up pretty soon and we need a plan!"
Now it's "we" and "plan" she says. She and the rest of the quivering cabal moved me into a hotel with moist Mavis without consultation and Mom is on a tear and...wait! Mom's in China, how can she...? My mind turned to pudding as the facts of life slowly fit into place. Not THOSE facts of life, I have a pretty good handle on those...well, the early fun ones at least. How can Mom be in China and be on a tear? Oh never mind.
"Just get down here." Nova said in her best "Nova" voice.
I had a moment right then. You know how things change right? Well, some anyway...they transition from one species to another with small imperceptible changes that turn a lizard into a bird over a million year. I was evolving in just that way. Lizard brain into bird brain...wait! No, that's not right. You get my point though. Things change but sometimes we just don't notice and then, Pow! It hits you. Things are different! Nova had just used her best "Nova" voice that peels paint and makes puppies mean and pee on the carpet and Sonny didn't flinch. Maybe for the first time in Sonny history. It was historic and I took a moment to have a moment.
Pet watched me in that aforementioned silver morning light. Mavis snorted and mumbled something about the casserole being done then returned to her whistling snores. I shushed Pet again.
"Don't wake Mavis, it's Saturday!" I hissed. "Go back to sleep!" The look on her face returned to mortification. Oddly, I understood. "No, not this time. That was my idiot blister Nova and let me assure you, you do not want to get between a guy and his sister...um...well, if he has fucked her at least, twice...well more than twice, and in all the holes..." I careened to a stop realizing I was being noisy unnecessarily. Jabbering. Mom on a tear? Nova got her noveness from somewhere and I doubt it was George. I couldn't just stop at "in all the holes" though...that was like leaving the last note of a song unsounded. "Sister brother stuff, Pet. Best for you to stay out of the line of fire."
Mavis sat up then fully awake, eyes finding me in the glittering brilliance of the pending day. "Georgia is here?" She said in the most normal voice.
"Yes. But she doesn't want you..." I hesitated then added, "...yet." Just to be a bitch about it. "Go back to sleep."
Mavis's eyes blinked a time or two then she simply toppled backwards like a felled lodgepole fir. Thump. And she was whistle snoring again. I made a mental note to check if she remembered this moment later, B flat it was I think. I pointed to the floor beside Pet and with a small hesitation, she did the cat thing, circled a few times and then curled around herself into a tight little Pet ball and was still. By that time I had my shoes on and I could leave. Yes, pants too.
Georgia was standing in the lobby being eyed by the staff. The way she was dressed I couldn't blame them.
"Been shopping?" I asked, the garters and stockings looked good with the flared green pleated skirt but the equally green flannel shirt confused the oeuvre and thus the overall effect. Her hair was a rat's nest so chaotic it looked intentional, like it had been teased by a professional cock tease...no, that's not right! I was still waking up, so I hoped.
She looked down at herself and seemed to see her "halt" couture for the first time, a baby discovering that fabled foot and stuffing it in her mouth. "Oh, this old thing, I just threw something on! I couldn't sleep. Mom's on a tear."
I glanced around and found everyone in the nearly empty lobby watching us and got stage fright. "Maybe the coffee shop? We could sit? Your feet are killing me." Trainers with garters and stockings made my eyelids twitch. I just didn't want to know the story. We adjourned. Nova was not the fastidious fashionista in the family and this was a prime example of what she was not. No wonder people stared...hard to imagine anyone ordering up this combination from the escort menu. Little did I know what strange quirks get served if you avoid centralized government.
We sat down. She ordered breakfast, put it on the tab but didn't eat it when it came...which was fast! So I had some. She seemed to be gathering herself and since I was a bit scattered myself I joined her in the silence. The food came. She didn't eat it. I did.
"Mom's on a tear." She said finally.
"You did mention that. What has you all tangled up? Why is Cici Duncan on a tear and why does it concern you so profoundly...she is out of reach?"
Nova shook her head vigorously. "Mom is never out of reach. She's going to get Alissa fired!"
That woke me up. "What? Why?" She did have an IN with a very influential client of the firm Alissa worked for, but get her fired? I was missing something. "How?" I added, then appended the rest of the journalists' watchwords. "When? Who?" Adding redundancy to thoroughness.
"Alissa. I just said so!"
I went back to the salient point I'd skipped over in the thorough eagerness. Eager thoroughness? Whatever. "Why?"
"You're the only one who can stop this. She'll listen to you!"
"Oh? Who? Mom? When did that happen? Did she get a concussion and no one mentioned it?"
Georgia closed her eyes. When they opened she spoked in an unusual and unfamiliar monotone. "Sonny, I am sorry." She said. "We all are but we have to tell you each ourselves, no blanket apologies. Mother was clear about that. Emphatic in fact." She shuddered and I suddenly lost all journalistic curiosity. If Nova was shuddering this motherly tear may be way off the scale.
I waited.
"Sonny, Mom thought we were playing a joke on you and, well, I may have given her that impression so she had Alissa and the rest participate in our...um..."
"Ambush?" I said helpfully.
She glared but when she noticed I was invulnerable this early in the morning, it melted and she nodded. "Intervention." She corrected to make herself feel better. "You got ambushed and Mommy is rushing to help her little Sonny!"
For a moment all I felt was numb, but not the emptiness of void but the echos of every past event when my three sisters had called me a momma's boy and mocked Cici's tendency to protect me from their jealous pettiness. It didn't help when she admitted she had a soft spot for me because I looked just like George...the father I had and lost, so never had. Gone before I came down the chute to plague my blister sisters. But then, I was just white hot furious. I stood up, tossed the little smokie sausage I'd pilfered from her untouched plate onto the table.
"Fuck you, Georgia." I said in as even a tone as I could manage. I did okay. I walked away. She caught me just before the waitress caught her. I ended up mediating the bill, which is to say Mavis paid for it. When the waitress was gone, I looked at my sister, saw her finally. Her eyes were red, her freckled face splotchy which is a bad combination and her lower lip trembled.
"What did I say?" She said tremulously.
The thought that went through my mind was irrepressible and at the same time, I noted how incongruous it would seem if it got any oxygen. I gave it the necessary suscitation...if you resuscitate someone who was alive then dead, wouldn't that mean letting something live the first time would be suscitation? Spell checker is skeptical. But what does she know? I turned the thought into words and released it into the evolving wild for the first time, a familiar sport...there's a real but surprising oxymoron for the geneticists in the audience.
"If we are going to talk, I am going to fuck you." I said in that same voice that needed texture to get any inflection into it, matching blisterly calm with a monotone calm of my own. Some people talk that way all the time so it's not a thing but with me who runs up and down the scale just because I don't want any notes on it to feel left out, it had an effect. I did the "walk away" again, turning to the elevator and hit the up button.
For the first time I got why elevators make people nervous...they are inherently sexual. UP. DOWN. UP. DOWN. All day. All night. Fuck, now I'd get wood when I got on an elevator. No more riding a real crowded one unless it was with the Swedish bikini team. Crap. Like that's ever going to happen. Wait, considering the first 50 dates I just had with different females, fucking them that is...it could happen! I'm a one date wonder!
I felt Georgia take my hand. When I flinched which put pain in her eyes, she held fast to my wrist, with both hands.
"I'd like that." She whispered. "Would you? Really?"
I turned to look at her and then shrugged. "Are you mine?" I asked in that same chilly tone. Even made me shiver a little, well I wanted to, I almost did but suppressed it with prejudice, I would have, honest, had it mattered.
Georgia nodded. "I am. I think I forgot that. We all did."
I turned to her, freeing my wrist. She took the hint and let her hands go lax at her sides. I unbuttoned the flannel shirt, exposing her bare tits, no bra. She shivered as my fingers brushed her freckled pale skin. Her freckles always made me want to take a scrub brush to her skin before. It was so white, the freckles had seemed like imperfection before but now, as I unbuttoned her shirt there by the elevators, in the mostly empty Saturday lobby, she seemed to be perfection and I wanted her. She wriggled her shoulders when I pushed the shirt down her arms and removed it, making her vast tits flirt and bat their eyelashes at me. I was duly charmed. I stared into her eyes and saw that her visit was not just fear and loathing, there was lust there, familiar, filial not sibling. For the first time maybe, she seemed actually shorter, smaller, more delicate than me. I held the shirt beside her then with a sort of distasteful disdain, I tossed it aside, sliding across the the slick marble floor to end crumpled against the opposite wall. Georgia shuddered and took hold of my wrist again with both hands, again just as the lift bell dinged. Her lovely tits waved at me.
Up. Down. Up. Down.
Fuck! I'll never be the same!
I let her keep hold of my wrist, with both of her hands, like she was cuffed and I held the chain between them. I led her onto the lift, topless, and, amazingly, silent. She gripped my wrist all the way to the room. Someone, someone had left the curtains open and the sun was making waves and particles filling the room where Mavis slept with the pillow over her head and pet sat on her knees, very naked, very awake. She squeaked when we entered the room.
"Who's that?" Nova asked, releasing my wrist with her two hands like I was hot. I am. Not what I meant. Her hands rose up and cupped both breasts, at first as coverings then but then she began to knead them as I needed them and a soft moan left her lips and painted the glaring room scarlet and pink or was that the sun?
"Mavis. Have you met her? The wife of the man you are fucking? Should I wake her up? She's not a morning person."
"No. Her." Georgia hissed as she shook her head taking my implicit warning to heart. She gestured at Pet, with her chin, and one elbow, hand bras making conventional pointing unlikely. I swear pet's eyes were huge, like the moon when sitting right on the horizon. She blinked a few times. The sun blinked back with its greater light and blinded her. I closed the curtains, dulling the day.
"That's Pet." I said. "She's going to eat you while I fuck her. Strip." I was casually casual, all tangled up in my own conundrum, too much so to be fully affected by whatever had Nova in a twitter. My initial plan had been to have Nova eat Mavis, but I'd find it difficult and distracting to fuck her and try to interrogate her while she was nose deep in Mavis's cunt, which would make it sort of impossible if not impolite, not to mention Pet...um.... Mavis didn't seem all that enthralled at the moment either, so there's that. Things added up to me fucking Pet while she ate Nova. I could get the story from Georgia then.
The whole fear about the pussy gods seemed to be adolescent legend, like masturbatory blindness and tiny Asian dicks in previous generations. I pointed to the foot of the bed. "Sit down, Georgia." She'd not moved yet but turning her eyes to the bed and then to Pet, she whispered, "Eat me?" I nodded. She removed the skirt and unfastened one of the garter straps. "Leave them." I said, seeing her cunt was bare, pursed, pale pink, pantieless, and when she turned right in the diffuse light, glistening. She perched on the end of the bed, knees clinked together, hands bra-ing her tits. I moved close to her and bent to tap her left knee. "Open for us, sister." I said softly. The pillow came off Mavis's head. Nova's knees slowly spread wide and I swear I heard this soft "squelching" sound. Sister Georgia was squishing wet. Interesting.
The aroma of aroused female wafted around me like a swarm of drunk shoo flies. When I looked at Pet, she had this look of delighted horror on her face that made me chuckle. "Pet...time to lick Sonny's naughty sister."
Mavis sat up. "Sister?" She croaked? Her eyes focused, found the fine freckled lines of my sister's bare back and then some little body gnome cranked on the f-stop control and the focus shifted to me.
"Pet." I repeated and was about to snap my fingers when Pet blinked into motion and was kneeling between sister Georgia's knees, pushing them wide, her hair tousled around her face. Pet leaned in, licked. Georgia's hands left her tits to be covered by my lustful eyes, which are crap at covering anything, being all generous and tending to share with the world, and fluttered down to Pet's head and alighted there like the timidest of butterflies. Sister Georgia blessed my little pet acolyte, her hands stroking Pet's gossamer fine hair.
I leaned over and patted Pet's lean hip. She leaned forward and god! If she wasn't a noisy eater. Lips smacking and slurping and audible sucking like a table of backwoods country Chinese guys showing off for the visiting Communist commissar. Georgia added her bassoon approval to the Pet piccolo overture being made to her dripping wet cunt. Her hips surged up giving Pet a moving target, which had no distracting results. Poor Georgia was trying to lean back to get humping leverage while keeping both hands resting on Pet's head. If you follow the physical physics of that attempt, it won't work, no matter how the majority votes. Physics is just not democratic, quite autocratic in fact. But like the nattering idiots of not-yore, she gave it a good try.
"Oh god, oh my jester's crust!" Georgia groaned when the immutability of her position frustrated her will. Her love of words apparently was petty and jealous. "She's...so...good!" The surprise tinged with delight arrested my fascination and refocused my desire to suss out what I'd seen in my dear sister's eyes. She was not on an Obama-like apology tour. She had some purpose percolating between her ears and I wanted to know what it was...and why.
Pet was good...what was I supposed to do? An orgasm would turn all of my sister's syllables sideways and I'd not get anything out of her, or nothing intelligible. I had to act fast. I had an "aha" moment that would change things for me forever, and with no prior proper planning permeating my performance and less understanding of the far reaching results and implications.
"No. Pet, do not let my sister orgasm!" I said, missing the mark by a mile. But it seemed like the right spot to aim for my purposes and sure enough, Pet's head started to rise. Georgia's humping hips tried to follow her until she just tipped over onto her back. Her hands cleaved to Pet's head, pressing it back down between those thirsty thighs while she showed her core strength and just sat up again. Look Mom, no hands! With Pet holding her knees down, it was easier than it looked with her tits warbling at me in some subdural tone.
"Georgia, no." I barked, much louder than I intended for I saw my intent was being thwarted by my sister's intent...a longstanding condition I'd mostly suffered and endured. No more. Not this time. "Release her, Georgia." I said in that monotone voice and lo! And behold! She did. Her hands drifted away with that "nothing to see here" casualness invested in Jazz hands that makes observers giggle. Her innocent hands drifted away from her guilty thighs and ended planted behind her so she could lean back and hump Pet's best efforts, which appeared to be pretty good. With that little victory in hand, I pressed the advantage. "Sister, you don't cum unless I tell you to cum. It might help if you stop humping Pet's face."
"What? No. Why should I?" Georgia snarled at me.
Nothing is ever easy with a redhead and certainly not with the naked red hot sister I knew and loved. The "moments" seemed to be coming...okay fine, numb nuts...arriving...that okay? Arriving one after the other with the main difference from my not too distant past being that I noticed and mostly understood this one. That snarl that once curled hair and shriveled even the bravest of erections bounced off of me. In that moment, I swear on elephant balls, I thought of Mr. Blue and thought to myself, if he thinks I have potential, then I must have potential! My Nova sister's snarl snapped by me unnoticed or at least unacknowledged. I felt like I was waking up, a little at a time from a devoted religious coma. I lifted my eyes from Georgia's swaying and fascinating tits which is their default condition in life (my eyes and HER tits), and found her eyes, all twitchy and jerky from the licking her cunt was getting while she held Pet's face in the proper position.



"What if I don't...I mean, what if I do...climax I mean." She confused even herself with that trained tongue talent tangoing through the trellises of her cunt.
Wonder of wonders, I caught where she caught herself. Let me explain because I felt this huge rush of amazed pleasure that Sonny was not still so obtuse that I missed it and didn't mark it at all for future reference. "What if I don't..." was caterwauling to the magic word, "obey"! And finding herself on that road to perdition, my lovely sister screeched to a cartoon halt with dust and jiggering heels and swerved into a nearby street to avoid ever speaking that word in that way, in this context, but most importantly, to little brother Sonny! Obey Sonny? Never!
Deep inside I was rubbing my hands together. On the outside, I showed nothing of the sort and I felt satisfaction at noticing that. This was what Mr. Blue saw. I had it all along from the moment I heard Cici discussing Laura's desire for sex on the phone. I finally noticed what it was that got me to this point. And then that notice retreated off stage where it belonged. No one who is truly poised says to the audience, "Hey! Look how poised I am!" without transforming truth into a stupid, idiotic, embarrassing lie! Sonny kept that under wraps, finally! Sonny was indeed learning. During this flashing inchoate soliloquy, I held my sister's rippling gaze with a monotone intensity that works out to casual insistence that would have been the divine right of kings in another age. Here it just kept my humping sister quiet, and her eyes locked with mine in a flimsy facsimile of her former favorite method of jerking poor Sonny around. I, however, was not her former favorite little brother, not any longer.
"What if you don't?" I asked her twittering eyes. "I'll tell her to quit." I said simply. The pause was punctuated with Pet going still which made my next comment a bit late but arriving with the pomp and circumstance of credibility. "And she will."
Georgia stared at me, only disturbing the moment with a soft, sort of whimpering moan as Pet lifted her face from my sister's cunt, twisted around and looked at me. My red sister held my gaze for a long time and I saw the flicker of something in her eyes and realized she was here for something, like the furtive glimpse of a passing shadow as someone watching you flinches out of sight before your eyes can focus and know it was real and not a floater in your eye fooling your gullible mind. If she made an issue of this, she would never get what she came for. I concluded that for one simple reason. Her stare persisted, flickering albeit as her cunt kept sending inquiries to the brain as to the likelihood of more of that tongue dithering about the clit hood.
No one moved. The words appeared and I spoke them without prior intent.
"You only cum if I give you permission, Georgia." Well, redundant by this point but the effect was profoundly different, this time through the process, which I duly noted for later investigation...and utilization. My sister's eyes flickered, she blinked furiously, then she whimpered. My fucking sister NOVA whimpered! I shit you not! If you don't get the astonishment that roiled around inside me you don't get the moment. And still I held firm, eyes fixed coolly on hers until she dropped them and fuck me if she didn't make things a world better.
"Yes sir." She whispered.
Cheese and crackers!
In this moment, I realized I was changing. In the past, I'd have made some big deal out of that little concession by this Nova sister to lil bro Sonny and done some happy dance and fucked things up, ruined the moment. Oh. Sort of like all this commentary around this moment? Well, fuck off, this characterizes the pause and the silence when we were all alone with our thoughts except Mavis who was snoring again. Now? I nodded to Pet, shifting my eyes to her for just a moment, flicking them at her like an expert with a whip. She immediately swiveled around and dived back into the depths of my sister's wet cunt. The squelching sound filled the room and my sister moaned audibly, then jerked.
"Oh god...no, I can't please!" She hissed, her snarl unsnarled into this tender morsel of need.
Pet lifted her head. Looked around at me.
I shrugged. "Just don't let her cum." I said, having no idea if that was doable. To help out I looked from Pet to Georgia's luxurious tits. Oh okay! I know that didn't help any at all...so I found her eyes and when they lifted to meet mine, I said, "Just tap her when you need reprieve."
"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" Georgia said, spitting the words out like discarded sunflower seeds.
I turned and dragged the straight backed chair by the closet over to the foot of the bed, close to my sister's spread, speckled legs and where the ravenous pet licked and gobbled and sucked and kissed between them, and sat.
"Tell me what you are doing here?" A good beginning but then I overstepped the mark, as I'd find but just as well, I needed to know this too. "What is this about Cici on a rampage?" I could see using our mother's name tweaked my sister but was gratified to watch the urge to correct me and alter the mode of address appear and be dismissed in less then a horny breath.
"She's furious." Georgia said at the end of an exhale so the words felt like desperation. She shook her head. Pet bent to lick her again and my sister shuddered and her hips rose and dropped once. She looked up from the head between her legs, to my eyes.
I shook my head.
My sister bit her lower lip, then she fucking nodded! Fuck me! Pardon me while I am all amazed. I'll try out being delighted later.
"Oh, oh yes...we decided we had to tell you and you weren't answering your phone."
"I answered." I said, inflecting the statement into an explanation.
"I mean, we didn't think we should deal with this over the phone."
"We?" I asked, following up on that wanton pronoun, wanting to make her indict the sister cabal explicitly. She did, as expected. She was the eldest and lorded that over us all and sometimes that got her nominated for the shit detail. This may have been one of those times.
"Dillydally and Ditzy." She answered my question but with those cutsy names from our past. I ignored it. I was practicing? Wait. If I get good at ignoring am I improving my ignorance? That can't be right, or is it? Georgia continued. "When mom figured out what we did...um...she called us at home to speak to you and we had to tell her about the...ah...ah...ah...ambush...She lost her mind. You know how she can get about the littlest things!"
I was in no mood to quibble over such parenthetical ploys. Little, was it? She'd see how little it was! I waited. Another aspect of the new and improved Sonny.
"Mom is on the warpath and she is looking for scalps. She was going to crawl up Annie's ass but that would be awkward given she's taking miles of cock from that woman's husband far beyond the 500 mile rule."
And the bells went off. There it was! The thing I sensed was there and was sussing and huffing to find and it appeared like a shy marmot peering into unexpected silence. My sister's visit concerned he of the 500 mile limit, Howard Percival. I glanced at Mavis but she was sitting up straight, tottering a bit whenever Georgia wiggled on her quadrant of the bed. Not snoring now. Georgia wiggled often. Seemed to me that she was tapping out a rhythm on Pet's temple making the naked girl's head between her knees almost bob over the cunt like she was blowing a cock.
"She discovered Mrs. Clark was there, at the...um...ambush, she went down the list until she had everyone. Well, except for Jamie. Oh, and Holly, she doesn't know them so they didn't get caught up in her inquisitional dragnet. The last she focused on was Mrs. Honeywell. I never heard her say the shit she said about...oh god!" Tap.
Pet's head rose like it was heavy as gold. She sat and just stared at my sister's cunt full of empty longing. I'd imagine blowing her hot pet breath onto my sister's bubbling sister cunt and cooling the naughty lady down. Georgia's eyes slowly focused again, a bit glassier now but I give her credit, she returned to the moment with her legendary and stubborn persistence.
"Mom cursed! She cursed Alissa!" Georgia spoke with awe made easier for her by the lack of the torrid tongue in her cunt. Pet dipped it in again though and my sister flinched. "Oh fuck!" She managed again.
"Why did she curse Alissa?" I asked, honestly puzzled.
"She didn't protect you from that, ah, ah, ah...!" Tap. That was fast!
"From what?" I pressed, not waiting for Georgia's eyes to reopen the meeting. They opened and return to glassy focus.
"Ah, from us, from fucking with you."
Now, I confess honestly that I wanted like hell to ask about the 'why' of it but in that moment, over against that adolescent urge to nail that down, I realized it didn't matter but more to the point, the effect was benefiting me. Shitty as it was, and I was emerging into the divine light of retributive disapprobation, it served a purpose in my life, in me that I could never have managed on my own. This moment in my moment train, told me that clear as a daisy in ink...I'd never have stopped on my own. I'd have fucked myself to death, and as Sammy pointed out, yes, not a bad way to go...the whole, die young and leave a pretty corpse thing. But I was discovering that there were things I never imagined, truly a brave new world that has such people in it, from Mr. Blue to licking little pet here, and cashing my chips now seemed like the silliest of ideas, even if that meant not fucking myself to death. I was a little relieved to find I still had things to do, at the ripe old age of almost 21.
So. No "why the fuck did you all fuck with me?" issued from my mouth. I waited and gave myself a big karmic hug for doing so. My sister kept talking. Sort of, given the licking she was getting her speech was a little slurred with these little wet hiccups that made me want to laugh. She was trying so hard, but pet is good at licking cunt apparently.
"Mom, mom, mom was, she was, she went on about telling Sid to 'fire that bitch' she actually, actually said that, like that, she said it. That's when Annie told her that..."
"Annie was there, listening to this phone call?" I interrupted. Tap. Georgia's eyes closed for a moment and I watched my formidable sister compose herself.
"SKYPE, but yes, we...oh god, Sonny, she loves to eat pussy and I can't turn her down and now Ditz is hooked, Annie rarely goes home since...ah...the ambush." Tap. Pet wasn't even feeding at the trough! Aftershocks I guess, tongue ghosts. "Annie told Mom that if she complained to Sid he'd leave China and return here to deal with the situation and that would be bad for her. She said that Sid had 'hidden' her here in plain sight...do you know what that's about?"
I shook my head not wanting to think about that but really to avoid the distraction such thoughts would provoke. I waited again. Pet returned to her licking. Georgia groaned again with a little shudder that made her tits wave at me and demand my attention. Which they got. Top Secret! Eyes Only!
"Annie said that Sid has this penchant for doing whatever the female of the moment Sid is fucking says, his one tragic flaw. Annie begged her not to mention this to Sid...ever! If you have ever heard Annie beg," I had. "...she's good at it and I took notes. Mom went all silent for a moment." Tap tap. Georgia sighed. "Then...um...she said she'd get the next plane out and be there by Monday. Alissa had to go...the fucking bitch...Mom said that, the fucking bitch had to go!"
My heart went from a leisurely 75 beats a minute to eight million and seven in a heartbeat, so to speak. "She's on the way here?"
"No. No. Annie said that if she tried to leave Sid would go with or follow. More begging. Then our Mother said she'd figure something out and disconnected."
I sat still and silent for a moment pondering that. I was missing something. My sister was not here to tell me they were suffering from melodrama overload. No, something was missing. Oh. My mother, plotting...the wheels of justice may grind slow but they grind fine and completely.
"And?" I asked with a raised eyebrow.
Georgia looked pained as Pet's head settled over the sister slit and Georgia moaned her thanks at the soft, subtle and sensuous landing. She batted her eyes at her karma licking her clit, humped once and groaned. Tap.
When her eyes quit blinking she managed to focus.
"That was it. Mother was silent for a while then just vanished. You know what that means." She said it as a statement and ambiguous as it was, she was right. I knew. Nothing terrorized our household growing up like when Mom delayed punishment for someone. Tawny went to her and asked to be spanked one time after only like three hours the tension was so bad! "Honestly, Sonny, I haven't seen Mom this mad since wet smeared you with honey and staked you out naked on the lawn playing cowboys and Indians." Pet's head settled again and my sister shivered and hunched again.
Yeah, that was bad. I had ant stings all over me! I was sick for a week with a reaction! Mom was not happy with my Indian sisters. "So what is she going to do? You didn't come here to have me guess too, I don't think."
Georgia rallied against the rising arousal dulling her eyes. "Sonny, I think Mom is going to make Alissa resign." She managed to push that phrase out but with not much impetus or momentum...but I got it, caught it and ingested it with the distaste it warranted.
"I see." I managed. If Mom got Alissa and company fired, what becomes of Sonny and my big lay down assistant gig not to mention the apartment and the car? Yes, I know, all graspingly materialistic but fuck you, I need a car and the apartment was integral to, well, everything I had in mind. I had to admit this was clever of my clever intriguing sisters. This was indeed a good cover, for they knew something of the investment in Alissa I had and how if she got canned I'd be hard put to replace that whole knot of naughty I found there. "Why do you think Mom will or can make Alissa resign?" I asked sounding all calm and reasonable even to me, and I rarely sound that way to me which makes me try harder which rarely helps.
"Alissa called a few minutes later and asked if you were okay."
I nodded. "I am. Why didn't she call me?"
"She did, but you weren't answering, any of us. Until I called from the lobby we all thought you were dead. If it wasn't for Mavis updating Howard, we'd have been worried."
"I see." Another slip of her mask caught by the mirror. "Go on." I knew there was more. My sister gasped, humped Pet's head, groaned and finally composed herself and opened her eyes to give me the feeble facsimile of her withering glare.
"Can you not have her, her do this? I can't think straight." Georgia gasped, panting now. Tap. Tap. She sighed in frustrated relief which was sort of marvelous to behold. Mission accomplished. Pet lifted her head and twisted around to look at me again. When she grinned, it was not any dumb animal grimacing at me with lurid delight. It was a cunning co-conspirator fully aware of her role and reveling in it.
I nodded then and leaned forward, stood and moved the chair out of the way. I drop trow and exposed my now hard cock who took no interest in the intrigues and subterfuges being discussed or the web weaving and counter web weaving going on. I bent and grasped pet by the hips and lifted her the way one might lift a fat indolent, but intoxicated cat out of a huge box of catnip. She didn't even pretend to help. I had to strain to get her to her feet. She kept her hands on those sisterly thighs and her face in close proximity to that sisterly cunt but her legs snapped into proper position like those of a folding table.
I mounted pet. She whimpered and sighed and made all sorts of approving sounds, doing so well that I felt justified in making no sound at all, but just injected my cock into her lathered cunt and then held her like that. I held Pet by the hips and fucked her a few times. I then planted my cock deep in her and waited for my eyes to refocus. Crikey I do love my cock in her!
I looked up and waited for Georgia to lose the blur. "Pet." I hissed. "Let's see if this evens out the odds, a little." I drew my hard cock out of pet and rammed it into her again, rocking her forward so that the top of her head bumped my sister's lean middle. They both made plush sounds and then Pet found her way back to the sister slit and licked and licked. Georgia whimpered and closed her eyes, so I fucked pet faster and faster until she raised her head and gasped loudly. Mavis was sitting now, eyes shining in the light, watching the lurid interrogation. I'd have people begging to be interrogated if they left such things up to me. I stopped the to and fro for pet. Disapprobation.
"So, Georgia my dear, what is the problem?"
My sister's eyes fluttered and she settled back on her twin kickstand hands on the bed, arching her back so her fine tits rose up in acclamation. "Alissa called to ask why Mom would demand she have a conference call with her and Ellen first thing Monday morning." Pet's head settled once more like darkness into a valley between my sister's spread legs. Georgia sighed and I returned to fucking pet.
I could finally see the problem. "What time is the call?" I asked.
"Ten in the morning. Like the middle of the night there, right?" Georgia managed, but barely.
"Four a.m. I think, no just two, so yes...I wonder why then? What is Mom thinking?" I finally arrived at the crux of the issue.
"I think she's going to make Alissa resign, or try. Not sure that will be as easy as she thinks." Georgia was clearly having a better time of it...pet apparently lost some of her licking facility with a cock nuzzling her cervix in her tight little cock sock. My plan was working.
"Is this what brought you down here at the ass crack of dawn to offer pet here a taste of Georgia?"
My subtle sister shook her head. "No...I mean we, they sent me, I am here to ask you to call mom and find out what she's up to and dissuade her. I mean, the condo and the car and all of it, it all goes away if Alissa gets canned. She'd move them to California to do entertainment law like she's talked about for years, and Sammy'd go with her and where would that leave Ellen?"
No shit? Ellen had her grubby little paws in this too? I didn't even ask about Ellen. I didn't want to make sister blister lie to me and then have to ferret that out. Nor was I convinced that was why Georgia had allowed herself to be pushed out of bed this early in the day. The Howard factor remained in the context and I wanted to out it so I knew where we stood or what was at issue.
"Well, okay, I'll call her." I said, having no intention to do so. I had a better idea. "I'll talk to her," I added, actually amending the lie to make it more or less true. I'd talk to my mother alright but leaving the timing of that ambiguous was to my benefit and the fact that Georgia didn't bother to pin me down on that point made me certain that what happened next would indeed happen next and indeed it did. "So I guess that's it then?" I said, pressing the point finally.
"Well, no, actually we had another thing to...um...ask you about."
"We?" I said with an arched eyebrow? "Which 'we' is this 'we'?"
"We. Your sisters." Georgia managed around a new swell of pleasure emanating from her cunt. I resumed fucking pet and Georgia sighed with relief. Much as I wanted to understand the interaction I was affecting with cock and intention, it was and forever would be in that little puzzling space between tongue and clit of two females.
"Oh?" Now we were getting to it...I wondered what Ellen offered to get her concerns included in this little tete a tete?



"So we were wondering, Howard wants to talk to you and we'd like you to hear him out."
We? Howard? Hear him out? Curiouser and curiouser. "Why? What's he want anyway?"
"He wants us, not all at once, just like on a rotating basis...one of us staying at his house...yes...fucking him. He wants to fuck us all but one at a time."
"Good work if you can get it." I muttered. Georgia waited to see if Sonny would stuff his foot in his mouth as per normal but this time Sonny kept his shoes on. Held his water. Kept his mouth closed. I did however, stop fucking pet and she want back to work mining for gold in sister's needy cavern. The look of chagrin on Georgia's face as time vectored along in the one direction that makes any sense she surely hoped would be attributed to pet's tongue and not my silence which she must know she could not let me know was affecting her. She groaned. Tap.
Pet's head came up and she looked her umbrage at me, so I pumped her once just to let her know I wasn't teasing, much.
"Howard wants to trade for us though...to you."
Okay, this made no sense to me. "Trade? With me? Why don't you three witches of Eastwick just pack up and move in with that long dong shiver?"
"Because he wants to trade, since he'd be taking us away from you, he thinks that would be greedy so he suggested just the one at a time. On a rotating basis."
Add 'basis' into any proposal it seems to automatically sound reasonable, for some damn reason. Didn't help at all in this situation. I fucked pet while I considered it. I had to stop, that made no sense, focus on one thing and do it right then move on. I planted my flag in pet and she responded in kind, kindly clinching her tight little sheath on my sword over and over which allowed sister Georgia to make a little more sense, distracting pet as it must have done from her licking duty.
"He wants to trade, so it's not like he's just taking us away from you."
Oh now this was interesting! "Trade? So, he assumes that I own you three bundles of joy? As in own own so that I can transfer that ownership in some manner to someone else? Where do you suppose he got that idea?"
I watched as the light dawned in my sister's eyes. I felt my chest go all tense with the thrill of it. Their carefully laid plans for mouse and man had a rather glaring flaw. I am not a brute though. I helped her out, sort of, by not making her answer that question.
"What is it you people do anyway? How did all three of my sisters end up working at the same place? You do right? I have been entirely too incurious. What does the 'Howard' do, anyway?"
"We work at an aeronautics design company. We work on government contracts for the government."
I had to chuckle. "From the department of redundancy department in charge of memos about memos I suppose. Is Howard an engineer?" Pet continued to lick and munch.
"No. He's barely even a bean counter." This was not out of Georgia's mouth, but from Mavis who was sitting up again or still. "He and Jarvis Pace started the company. Jarvis has the sense god gave a goose about business, or less really, and Howard has kept him from getting fleeced. A genius engineer and is great with new, young talent...but can't manage a dust mop in a sand storm."
I wondered then if the whole "trade for Mavis" thrust of the discussion had penetrated her brain. It seemed sufficiently "king's new clothes" -ish as to be easily ignored. Couldn't let that happen but a guy has to be subtle once in a while just to keep in practice.
So I ignored Mavis and focused on Georgia's lovely tits, the easier path, much more followed.
"And what does he have to trade? Or is that the issue?"
"He wants to trade you Mavis. You know, one for one...you take her, and he gets one of us."
The light finally went on. I had this urge to tell all I know again like the old days but this was the dawn of a blue day. Mr. Howard needed Mavis out of the way, and this was how he proposed to do it. The pretty deception was pretty, that I owned my blisters but it seems that they had all signed onto that idea. They were all counting on Sonny to not notice the base implication and that they could finesse him to get what they wanted...and oh was that going to cause weeping and gnashing of teeth. I wasn't sure how yet. I wondered if they knew, or Mavis noticed? I didn't much like this sort of move, but it could grow out of a lust for my sisters and the honest desire not to shunt Mavis aside in a way that would hurt her sincerely. Gives him the benefit of the doubt but Satan has his good points, he tries hard.
I glanced at Mavis, feeling fearful that my slightest twitch would cue her in if she wasn't there already. She had the dull, "fuck mornings!" look in her eyes so I doubted she'd glommed onto the implications of this whole discussion. I'd need to address that. And I would. I wasn't quite sure that the blisters were onto this or not...and it didn't make a lot of sense that they'd fit with this arrangement, and why would they? How it is good for them was not obvious, which made me suspicious. So I asked about that.
"Why don't you girls just pack up and move in with Mr. Howard? Doesn't he want you there? All of you?" So much for subtle Sonny. I'd gone still in pet's cunt...and she seemed to be listening, head up and not attending her Georgia breakfast. So I pumped her a few times. It was funny to pump on one end of pet and have the response emerge from the other end of this female tandem. I'd pump in pet's cunt and out a moan or gasp would come from Georgia's mouth. I confess I got fascinated on that for a bit and lost the train of thought, but it came back round. Georgia actually answered, after a dozen or so thrust and mumbles.
"Well, um, Tawny has Chris to keep happy and Brent is a bit taken with Dalia. And I thought one of us should always be around to...uh...take care of you. You are our brother after all." Georgia is a lot of things, but an actress she is not. I could see the tendrils of Dalia's thinking in the fabric of this deception...what I could not see is why they were bothering to deceive me. That made no sense. Of course, the simple explanation could just be a thirteen inch cock. If he could keep it primed and happy dance hard, that should not be dismissed as a valid reason for them to all want to be in the queue for this Howard. I was rankled though by the idea that they should get what they want, give Ellen what she wanted, not just her job but the Sammy ride she obviously enjoyed...and what does Sonny get out of this? Mavis? Or what does Mavis get? Well, she gets Sonny but still...oh then something clicked, not the whole thing but something.
I was pleased enough with the idea that I shifted into overdrive and fucked pet hard and fast...first she lifted her head from Georgia's cunt, then she just lay her left cheek on Georgia's fine left thigh while I rode her. In moments she was keening and that suggested orgasm, along with the warm and welcome clinch of her cunt and the dripping sauce squelching out of the little minx when I drove into her.
I patted pet on the hip. "Cum for us, pet." I muttered. Cum she did...it was no human sound issuing from her mouth as she did. She went full fuck beast, squealing and screeching, her head thrown back like I was pulling on her hair, back bowed to get as much cock as she could capture...then she bucked a few times, shivered and literally collapsed. Her legs buckled and she dropped into a heap between Georgia's spread knees. Georgia watched this with real green-eyed envy that turned to horror as those licking lips of pet's left the environs of her bubbling cunt, never to be seen again. No, I overstate.
"What about me!" Georgia grunted through gritted teeth. Not the gritted teeth of regret, this was the gritted teeth of a woman in need. I saw that in her eyes. Pet's collapse had uncovered my cock so I nudged the pet aside and stepped in closer to my sexy naked sister. She stared at my smarmy cock and was licking her lips by the time I grasped hold of the back of her head and pulled her forward.
"Have a second-hand taste of pet, and then I'll fuck you for a bit to see if I have lost the knack of brotherly love." I said softly. Her mouth opened, my cock slid into it and she groaned then gagged in a very unsisterly fashion before letting the head of my cock drive past the entrance to her gullet. She then sucked me nicely but without any other moment. I gripped her by the hair when I felt nicely clean, pulled her gingerly off my cock and just flung her backwards onto the bed and on her back. We were in sync, we are family after all. This bed was just at the wrong height, not low enough for me to take her from my knees and not high enough to mount her standing.
I gripped my sister by the knees and lifted her legs to my shoulders. She whimpered again, the need, so well built in her by my pet, controlled her now. I had this moment when we were brother and sister once more and our bodies were still strange and glorious mysteries to each other. I felt the flow of her movements with me as I bent over her, inserted my cock into her bubbling cunt and penetrated her hard and fast, so smooth and slick she was. The odd height was difficult to do other than drop into her and that I did, driving into her with gravities aid.
Georgia bent as designed and I landed on the flats of the backs of her thighs, my cock slicking into her until I was planted deep...then I fucked her hard and fast. Orgasms came in threes...twice. She'd pant as I rammed her, then go utterly still and silent only to scream some inchoate prayer to her favorite fuck god...though she was saying "Sonny" in some language I am sure. The second time she tried to unbend, I had to hold her by the shoulders to keep my place in the world. I told her as she descended from that pleasing peak, that next she had to cry out that she was cumming for me. In short order, with the thump, thump, thump percussion of my metronomic thrusting, dulled by the stockings on her legs, she announced to the room and the world.
"I am climaxing, oh oh oh, god for my brother Sonny who's fucking me, oh my god!" Another moment. They came almost as fast as my sister was. This one touched me with the magic but fickled finger of fate that let me see that she did indeed not merely obey me in this little suggestion, but found a curious fulfillment in doing so. This was indeed a new thing. The previous times with her, while satisfying for her I have no doubt, she had still encountered me as more of a sex toy that served its purpose beautifully. Here, now though, something had changed.
The next trinity of ecstasy galloped through my lovely sister in much the same fashion but with the same sort of intensity and results as the third orgasm. I merely hammered her hard in that bent position. The struggle for air surely made her lightheaded but her cunt was alive and greedy, pulling at my cock with all its inner need. Each time orgasm shook her, her voice rang out clarion clear, announcing to the world that her brother was fucking her to a new orgasm. The last was barely a shudder but the quake in her voice told the truth of her words with eloquent simplicity. For some reason I didn't pursue my own dreams of ecstasy but withdrew from her doused cunt leaving her much as I found her, well, better I had to hope and as pristine as a lesbian.
My sister Georgia, the Nova of the family, whimpered when I extracted my cock from her clutching cunt. I went to take a shower. It was a quick thing to wash away the sweat and sisterly slush she'd sprayed onto me. Pet had watched with wide eyes and a sort of mesmerized delight. Mavis just stared as I fucked my sister before her eyes. I think the idea that her husband was proposing a trade of her to me for this puddle of lust that was my sister greeted Mavis brightly as her mind and body roused through the layers of wakefulness into the sensual sister songs my sister was singing.
I dried myself off, my cock finally seemed to realize this was a "pump and go" moment, not a plow and seed the furrow. He receded to bide his august time. Georgia stood by the bed, heeled, and skirted, with her stockings and garters still in place. I stood naked looking into her eyes.
"I...uh...told Howard you'd call." She said then, speaking softly in that breathy voice that barely made her bare breasts quiver...my gaze remained on them, marveling at the rosy hue they retained and how the flush made the field of freckles seem darker still. I lifted my eyes to find her staring intently at me. She crossed her arms under her bare breasts and then shivered at the touch of her own skin on them.
I nodded. "Mavis has the number. I'll call." I had little idea what to say but I resolved to make the call. I glanced at Mavis and she nodded.
"Can I go now?" My eldest sister asked.
Nothing told me something was different more surely than those four words and the smallness of her voice. She was really asking, not snarking out some sarcasm to make some snarky point. Her eyes flickered then and I imagined her realizing what she'd done, how it sounded and what I must surely take from it. She couldn't leave it alone.
"Can I have one of your shirts?" She asked, surely intended to belie her last question but it failed when I shook my head.
"No. Your's is where I left it, I imagine. You may go." She turned and went out into the world, topless, freshly fucked and flushed from the glory of it. I imagined her discovering that some assiduous maid had gathered up her shirt leaving her a trip to the lost and found, topless, or the long walk through the lobby, topless out into the cold. The habit of dancing out without a coat had caught up with her. I imagined my sister striding proudly through the lobby, her tits bobbing defiantly as the surprised denizens there stared. Oh to know what that would feel like to her! I almost hurried down the hall to catch the lift with her but I had a call to make.
"I can call Howard for you." Mavis said. "I need to find out how long we have this room for, for sure."
We like to think that things arrive in the mind unbidden and the lack of any tracks to trace each thought back to some origin and cause may be the most logical augment for God, as the cause of all things, for our thoughts are the most personal and private but they cannot just appear unbidden can they? I say this because the thought I had then seemed perfect and magically uncaused even though it connected to her question rather neatly.
"Mavis, I have the feeling I am going to need someone to organize my life...there is more than meets the eyes and having someone to keep me from stepping on my dick might be a benefit. I might even be able to arrange a salary." I saw the thought in her eyes then, chagrin of a sorts with a sort of relief too. "Oh, my dear, don't worry, you will be fucked, a lot...handed off as I wish and we'll see you have plenty of opportunity to tour the shadows and the darkness beyond." I had some touring to do myself and I realized in that moment that I fully intended to do so. The change in her demeanor was so obvious and immediate I could verify that my interpretation of that fleeting cast in her eyes had been accurate.
In that moment I realized I had just obtained a lay down assistant of my own. She'd be a strong presence, not obsequious or overcompensating with bluster and demands for insecurity. Mavis knew something of who she was but accurately with less of the wishful thinking that confuses what we teach to others about ourselves. My life was getting complicated and that made me nervous.
I completed the curation of my body while Mavis made the call, settling on a dim sum joint they both knew, the Schway Shaun, it sounded like, what she said meant "mountain water" which she imagined was like "fountain" but could not claim she knew Chinese well enough to say for certain. She ended the call and got off the bed, found my phone and loaded a GPS app and the address so I could find the place while I dressed. I was at the door when she stopped me with a word.
"Sonny, let me show you a pic of Howard, since you have never met, one of you should know who to look for." She had a point but as sometimes happens, it wasn't what either of us thought it was. The true significance was there, we just didn't notice. On her phone she had a pic of their six pack family...two sons, two daughters and the blunt bodied parents. Howard looked like the male version of Mavis, bluff, stout, broad as a nose guard tackle in American football but not rotund, just, Mavis big, with short pale crew cut hair. I tried to imagine the two of them fucking and thought of two Volkswagens, one mounting the other doggy style and I chuckled...but some part of me was focused on the family picture.
"Your daughters?" I asked casually tapping the screen of her phone.
"Yes. Barbara is the brunette and Carrie Anne is the blond. Pretty aren't they?" Her pride bubbled over then and told me something that would need time to become clear. "Howard dotes on them and they'd do anything for him. I always had to rein them in and they hated me for that, well resented it at least. He was Santa Claus in your family and I was the Grinch. To them at least."
I nodded politely with the nagging feeling that I was missing something. I left then but by the time I was in the elevator...up, down, up down...my mind had finally apprehended the true significance of the picture. Howard was going to be surprised by the turn my tactic took in that moment. That glimmering inspiration converted the unhappy prospect of meeting him to something much more inviting!
The lobby was a mass of chaos. What had been a placid lagoon sheltered from the world by the early morning when Georgia lured me down stairs was now a seething mass of humanity. I heard frenzied clerks shouting, "computers are down" as I wended my way through the people sitting on luggage growling at the delays.
The drive to The Fountain or whatever the fuck Schway Shaun meant was peaceful compared to the hotel. My mind, however, churned with the evolving vision of my immediate future. One idea dominated my mind but I could not see the path to it, namely getting all my friends to fuck D. Debra Hamilton, all at once, until all her holes were fully filled. I had promised both ends of that stick the same thing, so it seemed like it should have been easy, but I just couldn't see how to manage it.
I parked in the glutted lot beside the big garish building, with the ancient Asian motif of bright colors and the swooping curves of the roof so that demons would fall out of heaven and be sent back whence they came. Good riddance, earth has enough demons without getting heaven's rejects! I realized as I walked to the door that I had the plan fully formed for facing this man and his lurid proposal.
It turned out that having a picture of the man gave me an immediate advantage, I say advantage as it became immediately evident to me that we were never going to be friends, and the antagonism between him and Mavis was far understated, by her, to me. In the bustle and roar of the place I found the man sitting in a booth twiddling his thumbs in the way my grandmother used to do that constituted waiting in every context. I slide into the seat opposite to him and he glowered.
"I say, I am waiting for someone, that seat's taken." He growled. Howard Percival was a bluff man with a head that reminded me of the pictures of the Easter Island statues, flat on the back with a face on the front that seemed little more than filigree. He had small but brilliant green eyes, ruddy flesh that didn't bag but was hardly taut. His features where all blunt, like they'd been defined with a hammer rather than using the finesse of a chisel. He had full, almost feminine lips that glistened wetly around a set of brilliantly perfect teeth that would surely arouse a dentist while inspiring fear of poverty at the same time. Everything about him was thick, neck, jowls, shoulders...he had sausage fingers with chewed down fingernails, even his ears had sufficient meat on them to make a carnivorous cannibal drool...is that an oxymoron? No, just redundant I think. How these two slabs of meat could have given genes to the two daughters and slender boys in the family picture seemed a marvel, but beauty and innate sensuality seems like a recessive trait or even a sporting accident, rather than a family distinction. I had the unbidden flash of Mavis and this man in throes of coitus which put me again in mind of two Volkswagens fucking and I grinned. Howard must have thought me an idiot for sure. I didn't care.



In that moment, all the roiling thoughts roiling my mind coalesced and it was clear what I was going to do to trap this beast in his own arrogance. The Volkswagen vision itself made me chuckle but the clarity delighted me so that I slide right into open laughter, which made he man glower.
"I say, that seats taken, I am waiting for someone." He repeated aggressively. His eyes tightened to little points.
I nodded amiably and extended my hand. "So you are, I am Sonny Duncan." I thought that a perfectly reasonable thing to do. The man's face lost the glower and turned perfunctorily bland.
"Ah yes, you're the one who would trade away his sister." He said with a self-satisfied smile, as though the deal was done and he'd had the best of it, already. We'd see about that.
"And you're the man who'd trade away his perfectly good wife for a younger, hotter model." I returned the lazy lob.
"You're Georgia's brother." He said, as though making a salient point not heretofore in evidence as though it were a surprising revelation.
"And you're the dick." I said, dangling the elegant ambiguity in front of his face, which seemed to bypass him entirely. It seems that in his bowsprit arrogance, any reference to cock was just a projection for him.
"I am indeed. So shall we get to business?" His bluffness and arrogance grated on me like sand in my ass hole, or so I imagined having never indulged that particular ambition. I was spared the necessity for any rapier response by the procession of dim sum carts that suddenly found us and in moments the table was cluttered with all that variety that is dim sum, from spring rolls to chicken feet, though how the feet arrived I missed entirely, eying them constantly in the ensuing conversation with a sort of nervous but irrational foreboding. What happened to the rest of the chicken?
When the flurry of Asiatic service passed and we could finally partake of what was actually good food, Howard restated his question like he was working from a teleprompter. "Shall we get down to business?" He spoke with all the avuncular delight of a cannibal's dinner invitation to his dinner (guest). He clearly saw me as some callow boy to be fleeced of his cock-riding sister with a minimum of effort or attention, which I confess irritated me a bit but in all honestly gave me the opening line of attack in this clash of wills, perverse as it was.
"If you like, but I want to know, out of just curiosity, why you think a brother can trade a sister way for anything, not to mention an elder sister. Have you met my sisters?" I intentionally used the plural. "Nova is a redhead."
"Nova? Who's that?" He interjected with blunt disregard for the poetry of my patter and the meter that made it meticulously melodious. Not.
His question told me either he was not as intimate with my sister as either of them claimed or he was so self-absorbed as to ignore such insights into the nature of the female he was seeking to claim for his own use. Cock-shortener, was the label that came to mind. Cock-sharpener, as in the ancient and rarely seen pencil sharpener that reduced the long and the fat to nubby ghosts of their former selves. I could be mistaken in this regard but I had growing hope.
I ignored his question. Seems like the whole "red head" reference would have cued him to the reference without elaboration. But no. "She's not subtle and why would you ever think her little brother could trade her away for anyone or anything, or indeed direct her to anything at all?" I was unsure if I was being rhetorical. The man had no clue either.
"Who is this Nova?" He repeated.
"Georgia. My sister." I answered in a fit of elucidating exasperation. "Why would you think I could trade Georgia for anything to anyone ever?"
"You're fucking her." Now we were getting somewhere. "You fuck a broad, you own them and they know it."
"I see." I managed to keep the boiling umbrage out of sight but not out of mind. I elaborated no further. I had the unhappy thought that someone had disclosed this to him and I had no idea why, how or when. I did the most un-Sonny thing then, which was emerging as a tactic of great utility, and waited, silent, though casually using chop sticks to sample some bamboo shoots and a sprig of pulled pork that hardly seemed Chinese, but was redolent of soy sauce and cilantro. When in America, there are no culinary rules.
"So?" He said after a while, watching me sampling the menagerie of food littering the table. "We gonna do this?"
I stopped my chopped grazing and finally looked into his beady eyes, something I cannot imagine Mavis or any other woman doing when they mounted him. It'd be like finding a grasshopper in bed with you. "I gather what we are doing is less me trading you my sister, and more you finding a way to remove your wife from your happy home so you can offer your kickstand to my sister or whomever you can lure round to give it a once over." I made that a statement, not a question. The man had the gall to look relieved.
"Ah so we understand each other." He wasn't chatty, but his silences weren't strategic or even tactical so much as his syllablic reservoir was shallow and ran empty quickly. This was hardly reticence so much as paucity, not just of words, but of thought.
"I doubt that. Understanding requires insight, insight suggests knowledge and that implies reflection that has nothing to do with mirrors." I paused but the man made no offer to interrupt. I took his silence for what it must have been, both a lack of comprehension and the lack of interest that curiosity might have engendered. There was neither. "I am still unclear why you think I have the ability, much less the inclination to trade a beloved sister away to you." Again a statement. I had little inclination to invite him to speak with a friendly question.
"I told Georgia, I couldn't suspend the 500 mile rule with Mavis in the house. She had to be...um...occupied. Georgia said that she'd get you to trade her to me for Mavis. She said all I had to do was make the offer and you'd do it, just to show you were a big man and could give her away like that. The idea would appeal to you."
Oh dear. My dear sister was the hand up this puppet's butt. He may have had good business sense but had the emotional IQ of a can of oven cleaner.
"She wants more of my big cock."
I didn't want to respond to that. I didn't. Honest. But my mouth was conceited and spewed while the brain puzzled over the many possible responses in a fit of indecision. "You're a big dick." I said, a bit softly.
Howard nodded with a flushing grin, like I'd complimented him, which, had I done so, it was an oversight and a mistake of equal proportion. "That I am, friend. And the ladies do love the big dick that I am."
"Size does matter, I suppose." I muttered. What astonished me was that my sister would be enthralled by this slab of stupid. Or that Mavis for all her emerging sexual dynamism should have been married to this cretin. I had the feeling that his adventures were far more numerous and evanescent that Mavis even realized. Surely it was an arranged marriage and she was a too-early bride rather than a willing participant in it.
"That it does. So? Are we agreed? You take Mavis off my hands and I'll settle Georgia on her back as she wants?"
I may have been silent but my mind was gradually clearing. The focus developed into a clarity that made me ebullient for so many reasons, beyond just a bit of clarity after such a cloudy couple weeks. Georgia was behind this and with her surely the full coven of Duncan sisters were involved. This had none of the style of my blunt and rash redheaded sister and all the hallmarks of dear Dalia. And Tawny would never let them plot something without getting into the middle of it. It occurred to me that this was their way of "weaning Sonny off of sister sex" and thus decorated it as an altruistic version of getting this man's huge cock into them. They all conspired to make this sensible and missed the obvious implication, daft twats that they are.
"So they told you that I own them and I can trade them away?" I offered the gambit but the man denied it.
"No. Just Georgia. One for one. That's fair. Mavis, you get her, and Georgia, I get her. A trade. Fair. One for one."
"Now why would I do that? Trade away one of my sisters if I am fucking them all?" The question sounded idiotic to me, honestly but it seemed to fit with his thinking. So it did.
"Three is too much for you. You need to reduce the burden. I doubt you can keep up with Georgia, must less the three of them altogether."
It is fascinating to find how often that one's own arrogance makes a man effortlessly as well as cluelessly insulting. One cock per man always leaves us out numbered by the holes a woman has to offer. Size is irrelevant when the final count is in.
"How did you happen to employ all my sisters at once?" I asked, slightly embarrassed that this bit of trivia about my own sisters had escaped me. My years of chasing pussy had been so self-absorbed that this discovery that I was both missing this bit of detail and was now interested in it surprised me in a breathtaking way. It was a new thing to be interested in such things.
"Oh, I have wanted to pork your sisters from the beginning. Dalia was the one I wanted to hire. She's sharp, but she insisted that I interview the other two and when I saw Tawny, well, I guess I am not the only one with a yen to fuck your sisters. They have kept me away until this last Florida gig and I finally got Georgia on her back...she confessed it was because you fucked her first. Her own brother! Imagine that...I figured once she told me that she'd do anything at any time with anyone I wanted but, no! She said she was yours and she only fucked me because she missed you. Made me want her to move in all the more. Then the girls were all gone and it was just Mavis alone and I kept thinking of that little taste of Georgia and I wanted more. So when she offered this, I thought, why not?"
Why not, indeed! Time to trap this bumptious bumpkin. "So why not take all three of them? I could have the house to myself then."
The man actually shook his head. "Oh no, one is plenty. I only have the one cock after all, and so one is plenty. Besides, I only have Mavis to trade."
And there it was. Deep inside I was rubbing my hands together in anticipation. Pictures can do that to a guy. Now you may be asking if I have failed to learn anything. Patience, friends. I mentioned clarity? Well, things were clear to me now.
"No. You don't." I said. More elegant ambiguity followed by a pregnant pause. I made this guy into a midwife using just his impatience.
"I don't what?" He said after the overlong silence did its work.
"You don't just have Mavis to trade."
"What do you mean?"
"You said one for one, right? I think all or nothing. Three for three." The beady green eyes twitched a little as though his lizard brain knew what I was suggesting. But he kept the bland mask of incomprehension firmly in place. This was business and he was good at business but I don't think he was following me at all. I elaborated a bit more. "You want Mavis out of your house, I want my sisters out of mine. Three for three."
He shook his head. "Mavis is big but I wouldn't accuse her of being worth three by herself."
I grinned. "You mean to tell me you have never thought about fucking your daughters?" The horror that passed over his face was delicious. Does that make me evil?
"I would never!" He croaked, all bluster and bumptious aggression had vanished.
I gambled. "But you did, didn't you?" The look on his face was my winning number.
"Oh lord, how did you know?" He squeaked, his voice shrinking down to Tinker Bell size.
"You are a man of appetites and not given to self-restraint." I replied softly.
The man nodded, reminding me of an oxen with a ring in his nose being led down a muddy road. "That's true enough." He said, but I didn't take that for full agreement...instead assuming he could manage to react to the first thing in a series but not more than one. Two would be too much and so he'd respond to the first and just ignore the rest. One could tuck in insults after a comma and he'd never notice, and likely in his business, that appeared to be poise and imperturbability rather than bluff ignorance. Being daft became a benefit.
I was silent, again, some more, and he managed to add to the moment for me. "Not often. They were my girls after all. But, Mavis would be gone and they teased and offered and well, I fucked them. Barbara first, cause she's the slut. Carrie Anne only laid down once't and just to show her sister that she could take my cock too. God, they were tight." He hesitated then handed me the stick to beat him bloody with. "I finance everything for them. When they come home, I get a suck most times but they only lay down when Mavis is...oh shit! If Georgia is there, they'd never do even...!" The lights were coming on. "Oh lord! I see what you mean. Three for three!" He grinned then like he'd just discovered his own hard cock.
I nodded. "Three for three."
"By god! All of them? All the time?" Howard licked his thick lips and I shuddered but it was a happy shudder because, for once, my lovely Dalia had outsmarted herself and Sonny was there to see it...and benefit from it. "But how? I mean, you can give away your sisters but, Barbie and Annie...?" His use of the name "Annie" made me shiver. That overlap had to go.
"Carrie and Barb are financed by you...just bring them back with the threat of cutting them off for a weekend and I'll do the rest. If they don't want to remain, they can go. But same goes for my sisters. If you can keep them, you can but if they pack up and skitter away, you don't use that against them at work. Agreed?"
This guy seemed to be shallow but he'd built a business and making this arrangement seem like a commercial contract engaged the immutable part of his personality. While maybe he was devious and conniving, he had an honesty that allowed people to trust his mercantile promises and the "three for three" had numbers in it which made it recognizable and thus engaged that part of him that made him rich.
"I couldn't cut them off!"
"Do they know that?" I asked reasonably.
He hunched his shoulders and looked down at his hands in his lap. "They know they have me wrapped around their little fingers."
"Tell them you owe Sid Kingston money and if you don't turn them over to me, you'll lose your business."
Seeing a guy built like a block of granite move fast is like seeing an elephant on tiptoes. It happens but it don't look natural! His head came up so fast, had it been me I'd have gotten whiplash.
"You know Mr. Kingston?"
I shrugged but it felt casual and not self-deprecating as in the past. "I know him, fuck his wife, work for him." I could have bitten off my tongue. Annie was not a piece of ass to be bandied around in casual conversation, if this could be called casual. I was saved by the man's "one and done" sort of attention span.
"You know Mr. Kingston?" He repeated the phrase and I felt a reprieve, that I'd gotten away with being stupid...this once. I realized the hapless and inattentive not to say incautious Sonny had to change to something slightly more urbane while remaining country clever.
"I work for Mr. Kingston." I said, which I sort of did. Not like I was a W-2 employee or even a 1099 consultant...American tax status references that failed to encompass what I was to Sid and company. Not that I knew, exactly but it wasn't anything formalized, since fucking his wife is hardly a tax status.
"Oh shit." The man muttered. Then he grinned, the happy idiot. "That would work. I mean, if you know Sid Kingston, you could ruin my..." His beady eyes got less beady. "Oh man!" He shook that block head of his. "Do you really know him?"
"His cock is bigger than yours and I don't need to measure." I said softly.
"Oh lord." He whispered. "You have seen it?"
Funny the sorts of things people know about other people and how it affects them when it gets referenced explicitly. "Let's say that I saw him mount a woman and she was happy about the attention."
Still less beady. "You wouldn't shit a shitter, would you?"
Realizing I was asking this man to surrender his two gorgeous daughters to me, I took a gamble. I scrolled to Sid's number on my phone and showed it to him. It said "Sid Kingston" pretty as you please. "He's in China now, so it's about two in the morning or so...but you can call him and ask him."
The man never hesitated. He took my phone and poked it, then held it to his meaty ear. "No, this isn't Sonny...he's here though. I am Howard Percival...yes, that's my firm. You have heard of us? Oh, oh I see. Yes, I have had dealings with them. Did I wake you? Oh god, Sir, his Mom? She is? No, I haven't had the pleasure. I bet she's happy to be stretched out for you. Oh, yes, well, I and Sonny were discussing trading his sisters for my wife and two daughters. Yes, to fuck. That's right. No, but Sonny sweetened the pot. I should? I will then. Okay. Barmeinster? In New York? Oh the office in D.C. I will, thank you, sir. Sorry to call so late. Thank you, yes, I'll tell him."
Much much less beady.
He handed the phone to me.
"Mr. Kingston says to say 'Hello' and he'd chat but he was busy fucking your mother." The man clinched his eyes closed. "Was he? Really? Fucking your mother?"
I nodded as casually as I could, imagining that first time and how my mother had dissolved into a puddle of savory slut. "Call yourself on my phone there so you have my number and I have yours. Then let me know when it is done, when your daughters are on board. Do you know if either of the girls have fucked the boys?" My voice was so casual I almost went to sleep.
The man covered his face with both meaty hands, pressing swelled palms to his eyes. "I, oh lord, I have no idea."
I nodded. A brother fucking a sister, wouldn't be the first time. Hardly. "Let me know." I slid out of the booth and was gone, as soon as his phone rang with my number on it. I'd been chop sticking the dim sum and was just right in the food department and took my leave with no handshake. I'd lured the man into handing me his daughters...and in fact, they both appeared to have potential as lay down assistants for Hassum, that is, for Hassum's client. Brother or father, they each had someone to fuck that would keep them quiet about the interview process and the client if it got that far. In that moment, that approach to the matter solidified for me.
It had puzzled me as to how to give a valid review of a female's fuckability without opening myself or Hassum up to legal "me too" ramifications. I'd glanced off the solution but had yet to integrate it properly. I didn't know if either of these females would fit the position, I'd need to meet them first. I did know that I could practice the pitch on them and see how it worked...perfect fit for when I had a legitimate, or more legitimate candidate. They both had the look, that sexual profligacy flaunted in their eyes, but that could just be camera flirtiness.
The drive back to the hotel was uneventful if you discount the bubbling potential I'd just tapped. This was a first. I'd not yet had a man offer up daughters for my edification. I was just about to get into the line for the car hop when the phone rang. I was lucky, a car in the temp parking line near the valet station backed out and let me slide right in. One of the uniformed valet's waved at me and said something but I answered the phone and he stopped gesticulating.
"Mr. Duncan? It's done. They'll be here Tuesday or Wednesday." The phone said in my ear. No 'hello', no 'good morning', just Howard Percival telling me he'd already called his daughters wherever they were and had arranged for them to return to the nest to be traded for my coven of sisters. I thanked him and got back into the Valet line. For some reason, the place looked frazzled and frenzied. A stubby bus was parked right in the way and the driver sat inside, shivering in he brittle cold. The valets of which there were more than the usual number, had to ease around the thing, often flipping the guy off as they did.



Inside the hotel resembled a scene from a disaster movie but with no blood or gore and everyone was still well-dressed. I stepped inside and saw the seething mass of people and got the willies. I never had loved crowds. This crowd was peculiar in that I saw at least 3 groups of females all dressed the same, each group. One had yellow tops and green skirts with a Trojan on the front...I know it was a Trojan because the back of the yellow top read "Trojans" in green on them. Another was red and black and they had "Raiders" on their red tops. The third was white with gray skirts and were "Goshawks", whatever that is. I sidled to the right and just surveyed the chaos, similar to the time we went to Colorado or tried for Christmas to ski, the one big trip we managed as kids, or didn't manage as a huge storm grounded the flights and we were in the company of hundreds in an airport that was singularly unconcerned with our comfort and misery, either one. People sat on their luggage, looking disheveled and chagrined, harried and fearful, angry and sad. It was a miasma of the human condition in a whole variety of options, right there for me to see.
And I had an insight.
Things had been coming at me so fast, so furiously that nothing made sense but neither had I been trying to make sense of anything. Things smashed into me and I adjusted my trajectory as best I could but I'd not been steering my ship of state myself for some time. I'd been running my ship onto the shoals of some amazingly fine pussy, so I wasn't complaining but still, I was driven by the winds and tossed, not piloting in any sense of the word. This was one part of the insight. The other was peculiar.
Have you ever seen movies where the new guy or the stranger or the hero or the innocent abroad encounters some guru who always "knows a guy", talks to everyone or at least in every context there is someone who seems in love with him, has affection for him or owes him some big life-changing favor that allows the movie to make the miraculous mechanics that save the day seem logical and realistic, rather than magical and ridiculous? I have and until that moment just inside that packed, chaotic lobby I'd never asked how the guru guy ever got to know so many people in every context to the point that he could wend his way from place to place, and always know someone who could help. The amazing thing was really that they wanted to help or owed a favor.
This bespoke a past of doing things for people when he could without making it a trade. He had to do dozens or even hundreds of favors to have that sort of access and ease in so many different contexts and a history of noticing and doing something everyone else missed. This told me one thing, that when the guru guy had the chance to do something good for someone, he did it in a way that left them dignity and helped them at the same time...which is a trick. Jesus said when you do something good with the right hand, the left hand should not know about it. This is how charity leaves the dignity of the one getting help intact. And I had an idea.
It only occurred to me because the concierge stood at his podium utterly alone. No one was bothering him, at least at that moment. He stared straight ahead and didn't move, like a guard at Buckingham Palace. There was an open space around him that no one entered. How this happened I clearly had missed but something kept the madding crowd away from him. The lobby was cluttered with a dozen or more staff in blazers and consternation talking to frantic people all around the usually ordered array of counter space, desks and even at the coffee tables. Every chair was filled and nearly every bit of floor space was taken up. So I had an idea. Mr. Blue surely knew people. He knew so much about me, he didn't get it off the internet. He'd done research. Knowledge was power. I suspected he was a fixer of that sort, the guy with a better memory than mine but still, he knew and he had to start somewhere. If I was to be what he thought I could be, then I had to start somewhere too. And now was the time.
I walked up to the concierge and leaned on the podium. "Computer systems down, still, I guess." His head turned to look at me. They eyes were still bland and vacant. "Funny how no one is bothering you. What happened? Bad breath?"
He blinked then, the first movement that seemed to acknowledge me. He shook his head once, slightly. "Tramont announced that concierge services began at a hundred bucks, to keep the mobs away and let people know they couldn't demand shit. It's a fucking mess and letting people get demanding would not help anyone. That filtered out the few who would spend the money, the rest seem unwilling to make me rich." He tried to smile but the tension in his face only allowed the left side of his lips to curve up and he looked sardonic and sly, not the lease bit amused. The eyes did not change their cast of well-defended reserve.
"Who's Tramont?"
"The assistant manager. Boxler, the manager it out of town and this volleyball tournament has stuffed the town to the gills. Biggest ever invitational, thirty teams and fans, from six states, all in town and our fucking computer system, here only crashes. Tramont is doing the right things but still, our agents are assigned blocks of rooms and have to call into the company call center to get reservation data, so it's a fucking mess and to boot, there was a glitch at central that double booked all over the country so we have a shit sandwich to eat and nothing to wash it down with. What is more, we had to order people out of the restaurant if they weren't eating or they'd have been stacked up in there too. No place in there to sit, they are stuffed to the gills!"
Misery loves company but telling the story of misery either magnifies it or relieves it and we don't know which until we tell it to someone. Sometimes we win that coin flip and sometimes we don't. I looked around the place, my idea firmly in mind.
"I'm Sonny, I have a suite." I said.
The guy, about thirty or so, handsome in a slick sort of way, a bit plastic but perfect for public relations, with the personality of a mannequin that is required to deal with the self-absorbed and often self-entitled guests at a hotel, he tapped his name tag. "Bruce." He said. "What do you want? I have to be seen taking a hundred bucks or everyone will think they can clusterfuck me. Tramont told me to be strict or everyone would get overrun."
I nodded. Took out my wallet and found my last hundred and held it out to him. I saw the attention of the huddled masses focus on me. "I don't want anything really but I had a thought. Everyone is sitting around on their luggage and you are standing here, in a service industry, doing nothing. Must be killing you."
Now he did look at me and shook his head. "You have no idea."
He was likely right, I didn't. But then again.... "Listen this is a mess but you could make it better for everyone. I had a thought. This is a mess but people are tired and hungry and that makes them nervous and suspicious. You have a luggage check system I know...can you expand it to accommodate everyone? Check everyone's luggage. Keep it in a secure place...organized so you can get it out in order when they trickle back. Then assign that number as the order they get helped with their reservation, a list with phone numbers on it and you call them to come deal with the reservation when their number is say five or six off. Take this idea to the...to Tramont. It's easy and it will clear this place out. Call a half dozen restaurants within walking distance and advise them you'll be sending them people so they can staff up before you start. You work out the details so you can take the whole idea to Tramont yourself. Don't take him a problem, take him a solution and he'll never forget it."
Bruce regarded me with some suspicion. I could see him doing the calculation to see if the idea was within his grasp. Movies rarely dealt with how things worked, just that they did. That is shallow understanding and too many people eat a steak or bite into an apple with no concept of how they arrived in their diet. Such ignorance is the real threat to civilization.
"How do I get him to listen? He's going crazy, a young guy with too little experience."
"Tell him you know how to get everyone fed and out of the lobby...it will catch his attention but have your plan worked out first. Find the space, get the tagging system worked out for the luggage, you know how to do all this stuff, work it out, organize it so he doesn't need to and offer it. Even if he turns you down, be gracious and let him come back around to you."
Bruce was nodding.
"It will be a good thing for you to do. He'll remember it. Then he'll know he can rely on you to solve problems and not be one of the chattering dunces who think pointing and squealing 'problem!' is actually helping anyone."
Bruce was nodding a lot now. "Why are you doing this?" He finally asked. "Helping me?"
I gestured to the lobby. "I am helping them. Life causes enough misery without adding to it. Reducing it for them, that's good for both of us."
"I don't see how." He said, suddenly sullen.
I grinned. "That's why you should do this, then you can see it works even if the 'how' is never apparent." He didn't have time to respond because a hand grasped my elbow and I turned to look into he eyes of a woman I swore I knew but couldn't immediately place. She was dressed casually, a fuzzy long sleeved top with tight blue jeans on her lean legs, skinny jeans that hugged her like denim skin.
"Sonny? We need to talk. I have a table in the restaurant, a booth actually and I have to get back or they will give it away. The place is a madhouse."
I blinked a few times. The tingle of recognition didn't turn into a name or a context or anything very helpful. "Do I know you?" I blurted out. All my savoir faire evaporating, just when I was feeling all urbane and debonair.
She smiled, blushing furiously "It's Pet." She said softly. "Tracie, but we need to talk."
"Pet?" I said dumbly. "As in 'the' Pet?"
She smiled at that. I felt dumber, utterly unnerved by the lack of recognition. She'd been dressed, sort of, to fuck really, most of the time, but naked in the room and this appearance looking like some normal woman rattled me. She even looked her twenty-two years, with the sober eyes and hair pulled back into a severe ponytail. It all worked to alter her appearance sufficiently to make her nearly unrecognizable. It stunned me and I followed her into to the seething fury of the restaurant to a remote booth where the roar of the place didn't completely crush the senses. She slid into one side and I took the opposite side.
"This is crazy." She said. The breathy wheeze in her voice was gone. She had a plain contralto voice, words slightly slurred but clear enough.
I nodded. "We need to talk? Tracie you said? How many names do you have? Is Sandra Olivette really your mother?" The questions spilled out of me like peanuts from the tear in a paper sack.
She nodded. "I have a slave name, Master called me 'Demi Tasse', his little dish. Tracie is my name, but it made mother crazy having me back in the house as a pet. It was the last or maybe just the next part of my training, so she called me Candace, so she could call me Candy, as in a piece of. Having my father fuck me was a huge thing for them both and it changed them, well you saw how she is. She told him about how you did her in the stairwell...and that sort of switched her on. He'd been fucking me for a few months but it felt terrible to us all but that night, she arrived home and told Dad about it and said she wanted him to fuck me and he did, right there in the living room. She just watched, hungrily I'd call it. Like the dam had burst and there was no putting Humpty Dumpty back together again."
A waitress brought her an omelet and took my order, bacon, crisp, since I'd eaten already, but Howard took something out of me. And scrambled eggs and hash browns. I kept adding realizing I was hungry. Pet seemed to need to talk to me. And so I listened. I was unclear what was happening, or why, but I'd not find out if I insisted on stuffing both feet in my mouth.
The waitress left us and the clattering, mumbling silence stretched until I had to speak. "So? What do we need to talk about?"
The woman reached across the table and touched my hand, the one holding the glass of water. For some reason I was over heated and the cold of the glass felt good on my skin. The feel of her light touch, her finger tips with the sharp edge of her long beautiful nails sent a flashing shiver through me.
"Feel that?" She said. "Master told me that most people will feel that with someone. We do, we have it. I know, Mother gave me to you and now I am yours but...consent matters and I need you to know that I fully consent to being yours. This isn't me being shifted off like this. The old days of slave markets and no consent, those are gone. Being a slave, a pet today, it engages consent, always. Or should, or it'd be a crime, right? Master taught me that...the idea that an owner can trade you away without consent is a farce and a fallacy, but then again, obeying the wishes of the Master is the thing, isn't it?"
My Mandarin was just not up to par. I heard the sounds issuing from her mouth but I literally had no understanding of what she was saying. This strange woman had asked me a question like the answer was obvious and I had to say that it wasn't obvious at all.
"That's not so obvious to me. I am still glitching from seeing you...like this."
"You mean not as 'Pet'?"
I nodded, curiously unwilling to say it, to speak at all suddenly. But I rallied, like silence was my natural state, right? Not! "This is strange, really. What do I call you? Is it dependent on how you dress? Tracie now and 'pet' otherwise?"
The girl shrugged. "Some people will assert there are immutable rules that everyone should follow, because they follow them. I don't see that and Master didn't teach me that. He taught me that consent matters and no one gives that away. Safety. Pleasure. Consent. The elements of his foundation. Some insist they know the rules for the rest of us, as petty and stupid as writing d/s with a capital 'D' and the sub always with a small 's' even at the beginning of a sentence. I think it's stupid and don't do it and unless you deem it important as my dom, I won't bother with it. Part of the beauty of d/s is that everything is, or at least can be negotiable. To have it imposed by others, who don't know or care about you to fill out some formal bullshit is just making or rather trying to make d/s into a religion and the Catholics and Muslims and Hindus all have more and longer experience at it then d/s practitioners."
Again, with the Mandarin. She kept using terms and words I didn't quite get and the context left me dangling still. I was stuck on 'dom'. "Dom? I'm your Dominic? Is that like a Dominican like the island or maybe the rival of the Jesuits?" I didn't really think that was it, honestly. Nothing about this conversation suggested anything remotely related to Jesuits or their rivals. Call it hyperbole as a way to make the point that my understanding was hardly engaged.
Pet...er Tracie shook her head. "No. Dom. As in Dominant. The 'd' in d/s. The 's' is for 'submissive'. Dominant and submissive. That's us. The 'ds' in the middle of BDSM."
I laughed then, a nervous, 'what the fuck is happening?' sort of laugh. One moment I am tying Mr. Percival into knots and getting him to trade me his gorgeous daughters using leverage I'd never used before and then I am talking gibberish with Pet or is it 'pet'? Fuck me. I was thinking in text, like that makes any sense. She looked at me like it was my turn to talk. I felt the pressure and broke under it like a school girl freaking in a Zombie movie.
"Dominant, you say? I am dominant like pudding is the main course in a meal." I grinned all proud and shit.
Pet did not smile back. "Sonny, you are one of the most dominant men I have ever met."
That took me aback, set me on my heels even sitting as I was. She wasn't finished mystifying me.
"Sonny, listen, I don't mean that you are all Genghis Khan, all out to rule the world and make everyone bow down to you. That's not you. At the same time, I doubt anyone ever gets you to bow down to them, or ever will. Your knees would break before you knelt for someone else. It's in your nature. But you don't know what you're doing. You just do it. You have no script, you just, react."
Oh. Now she gets all personal and accurate. "How did you know? Is it that obvious?"
She nodded. "Well, to me it is."
"Fuck. That was supposed to be a rhetorical question. Couldn't you tell?"
She smiled then, not a friendly smile but an unctuous little lip twist that wasn't quite a smirk but had those ambitions. "Listen, Sonny, theory says that you and I sit down and discuss what we will and will not do, sort everything out. That's what I am trying to do, to discuss limits and boundaries and likes and dislikes and...." She trickled to a stop.
"And what?" I asked helpfully. The look of consternation on her face was not just unappealing but disturbing, it disturbed me anyway.
Tracie shook her head. "You haven't a clue what I am talking about, do you?"
I shook my head. "What was your first clue. I'd give you a clue but being clueless I hadn't one to offer so I guess I had to hope you know what you are talking about and can explain it to me." I spoke in a fit of desperate honesty. She seemed to want something from me and I was searching my house to find it without much idea of what I was looking for. I'd say this was a perfect example of frustration, for us both and that doubled it for me.
Pet sighed.
Pet? Tracie? Candy? Demitasse? The girl had more names than God.
"Okay, listen, Sonny. I can't explain this to you, not all at once. I am a sub, a submissive and explaining being a dom to you is a bit beyond me. I mean, I know some things to tell you but it's weird being a sub and telling you what to do!"
"Like Festus asking Doc about which doctor decides the treatment when another doctor is injured?" I watched old TV shows one summer when we couldn't afford cable. TV Land was my friend, but that's another story. Gun Smoke, by the way. Pet was shaking her head, mystified but undeterred.
"No. I don't know. I don't know what you are talking about."
"Ah good, we are on the same page, then." Is that irony? Or just stupidity? I couldn't tell.
She sighed again. "How the fuck am I supposed to have 'the talk' with you when you haven't a clue what I am talking about?"
"The birds and the bees one? I think I know the whole tab A into Slot B stuff pretty well." Her look told me I was talking out of turn. Is that what it means to be dominant? Always talking out of turn? Or is it the reverse, never talking out of turn? Or just never taking turns? My lack of clues was becoming onerous. I was turning in circles and getting really dizzy. It dawned on me that her last comment was not directed at me, but I wasn't guessing to whom she was speaking.
"Okay. Okay. Look, I can't make this all make sense. I'll try, keep trying but...fuck. This is really difficult. I had no idea!"
I looked around. "Harvey? You there?" She ignored me some more and I had the feeling I'd had that feeling before, of being ignored, not the deja vous part.
"Didn't it strike you as strange that my mother gave me away to you?" Tracie asked.
It took me a moment to realize it was a serious question and I should offer a serious answer. Like I had one. "Strange? Honey, it was just another tuft of strange in a forest of strange for Sonny Duncan. If I stopped and squeaked and pointed every time something strange happened to me in the last few months, I'd have done very little else. I got squirted in the eye with breast milk the other day and how many guys my age can say that?" Another rhetorical question she rightly ignored this time. I confess I was a bit relieved, as that may have been overstatement and explaining the truth of the matter would have been awkward.



"Okay, okay, let me do this. I met a guy in college. This is how it all happened for me. What my mother said, what she told you, bullshit. Not a lie, just, well a lie but my parents are struggling to deal with me as it is and Daddy wants to fuck me and until Mommy met you, it was never going to happen. She arrived home that night and just looked at Daddy and told him if he fucked me, she'd have to let him, a complete change of direction from the threats of jail and being a prison bitch for Bubba that she'd been discoursing at him before. Being who she is, she had to explain it all to us. You, the blond, fucking in the stairwell, all of it."
"Wait! Didn't you say she was, I mean he was fucking you already?"
She nodded. "We were...um...discreet. Daddy kept discussing it with her so we could be open about it but she was rock firm against until that night with you. How she kept saying she was not a lesbian even as she climaxed with the woman's tongue!"
Oh yes! It all came back to me. "So she did confess to liking pussy while not being a lesbian?" I asked just to participate in the conversation.
Pet's eyes went wide. "You're shitting me! Why would you say that? I mean, she does have an amazing ability to eat pussy. She claimed she'd never been eaten before, but I never...oh fuck me!"
"I don't know for certain, but the girl that watched me fuck her in that stairwell said it was well known that your dear mother does like to lick pussy."
"And she's skilled, the practice would explain that. But don't distract me I am making a point here." Pet, er Candi, er Demitasse...so sort of like that one, no, this was Tracie, shook her head like she had water in her ears. "I got a boy friend in college, like right away, the first week he fucked me and then took me home to meet his parents. Turned out his father was head of the English department and the guy would 'select' a new student, usually a freshman, for his father. His father fucked me that night like I'd never been fucked before...every hole, virgin ass and all...god it was amazing...best fuck of my life, ever!"
"I take that as a challenge! Everyone needs a goal to shoot at." I muttered. Pet ignored me.
"The next four years were, let's just say, an education. The man trained me. Taught me dozens of sexual things I never imagined. I learned to eat pussy with his wife...she fucked me with a strap on. The first two years were just a tour, and we visited every corner of that dark kingdom, beyond imagination. I'd go home and be all shivery the whole time, because, in year three I lived with them as a full time pet. Naked the whole time, never allowed on the furniture, eating out of a pet bowl...I bet I fucked half the faculty. Husbands, wives. I was the community hole for the English department. Even the SA's got a piece of Tracie. By the time I was a Senior, I was prime meat and rewards for various things people did. Best paper got Tracie. Best test score...got Tracie. When I graduated, I was full pet trained and it fit me perfectly. I graduated and they put me out. He only trained students. So I went home. I was lost. I mean, the training was so good, so integrated, I didn't know how to behave. I needed a dom directing me, setting my daily agenda, all of it.
"Freaked my parents out of their skin. I was naked around the house, never on the furniture...but they are reasonable people, open minded, well, to a point at least, so I thought until Mother met you anyway. I honestly think that she'd not really had an orgasm until she met you."
"Oh well, I doubt..." I started modestly. Pet, for all her training, interrupted me.
"They listened when I told them about my real schooling, the training I received. Mother asked what I was good for and that changed my mind...she's always been good at that, insisting that I think for myself, understanding is the key that unlocks the shackles of slavery, she always said. Turns out I liked the shackles. Now, fuck, she's right again. I have to figure out how to tell you what I know so you don't do stupid shit."
"Good luck with that. I have that skill and have made it a hobby I pursue with some gusto. You get I have no idea what you are talking about, right?"
She regarded me in silence for a while. The bustle of the place seemed to fade away so we were all alone. "Listen, Sonny...no, I'll finish first. They sent me away. Gave me to Dad's father, grandma died and I was his comfort pet for a few months. He wasn't much of a fuck but he loved to order me around. I got a whole set of new toys with him. He had me fuck some people and liked to watch. It was pretty fun. Then I spent time with Mom's brother while he was separated...ended up eating his estranged wife and they got back together, but I had to go...they couldn't accommodate a third person in the bedroom once they got sorted out. Then Daddy began talking about keeping me for their own, as their pet and Mommy got all weird and shit, gave me to a neighbor guy to get me out of the house. Then you fucked her and suddenly she's all eager to see Daddy fuck me and he does. She watches and then licks his cum out of me...what a tongue that woman has!"
I was getting the picture. I'd been touring a part of the world where pussy was plentiful and scrumptious and it turns out I was only in the tourist part of town where everything fit the brochures. Pet was telling of the strange culture beyond the glitz and glamor of the commercial ambitions. I got vertigo, again. More. There was much more to this brave new world that has such people in it than eye has seen or ear heard, mine at least. I wondered why she was telling me this.
"Why are you telling me all this?" I asked.
"Because, Mommy decided she could give me to you and you'd know what to do with me."
"Oh." I grunted, nonplussed. "Mommy isn't as smart as you thought, is she?"
Pet shook her head. Well, Tracie did. It finally soaked in that the 'normal' clothing went with Tracie, along with sitting in the booth and eating with a fork. Pet had a whole other set of connotations.
"Yeah. I don't know all you did with her but she decided you had the same chops as Professor Milsovich."
"I don't."
Tracie shrugged. I confess I was hoping she'd deny my admission and give me credit I wasn't really due. She didn't and despite the disappointment, it was a bit reassuring, as truth usually is if we will be brave and face it honestly. "You have something, Sonny, but an erudite and expressive grasp of what that is, is not it. She gave me to you and damned if I am not happy about it, despite being clumsy and ignorant and...." She stopped and lifted her eyes from the table to stare at me with horror, then terror in them. For a round moment she stared at me and I stared at her, we stared at each other. She finally blinked a few times and realized I was waiting on her, which suggested she was waiting for a smack for saying I was clumsy and ignorant which was only the truth. I was not going to punish the messenger, and when that became apparent, she just continued like she'd not glitched on the words "clumsy" and "ignorant in the first place. "I mean, from the first, I wanted to please you, in a way that I never felt before. I mean, I have that training, to please, to obey...but fuck, you are clueless and all I wanted is for you to be happy with me, to keep me!"
I have to admit I'd not had this sentiment expressed so nakedly before but as moments go, this was another in the string of them that tended to rattle my cage and bong my bell so it reverberated with resonance. Somehow, I made these females want to please me. And they worked at it. I had this sudden flush of satisfaction that felt corrosive and frightening. And Pet seemed to read my mind.
"Listen, Sonny, being a dom is not turning someone into a mindless beast you use like a tool. Oh, you use us like tools, don't let me confuse you." Done, already! "One guy told me he was a dom and would teach me to obey so if he told me to step in front of a bus, I'd do that. What a fuck head! That isn't being a dom, it is being a psychopath. Let's be clear. The only way that works is if the dumb bitch is suicidal and that makes as much sense as leaving the keys in your car at a car thief's convention. A dom may have a sub as property but a good dom takes good care of his property, or that property runs away from the shithead. Being a dom is not a stupid license or an evil permit either one, any more than being submissive is a passive license or an idiot certificate. Nothing stops a sub from being passive or stupid but the dom and if he doesn't do it, and she wants to, then she will. If that makes any sense...."
I shook my head. "It doesn't. Not even a little. I am doing like I am told and listening closely though." I caught the irony just as the words flew away from my lips. I was too confused, so didn't know whether to be proud or ashamed. Seems like a dominant something would know that, right? I am just being honest here, that I am honest with myself first seems to be important somehow...I hoped that was a start that fit this strange path I seemed to have stepped onto when I took Pet's leash...which was, after all, following Mr. Blue's instructions. Hmmmm.
Pet shook her head, Pet, not Tracie. The motion was a pet's gesture, again like a cat trying to get water out of its ears. "Okay, okay, I can't even begin to explain everything that Professor Milsovich told me...he loved to explain shit and seemed to have it all sorted out into some academic thesis, but whatever it was, it worked on me. He changed me, into Pet. And I never felt so good about who or what I was. Am. But listen, let's start here. You clearly have no inhibitions about exposing me to others, letting them see and use me as I like, right?"
Now that she mentioned it.... "Well, I guess I don't, no." That inclination had entangled me with lots of females and their significant others, not to mention, sons, daughters, mothers and fathers to date. I'd not really considered it...how store clerks got to orgasm on the clock and on the cock was just one element of this.
"We'll start here then. Where you are. I love it. I do. I love feeling the eyes of people on me as I am sexually used...by you...I mean you decide what I do and I do it. Others can watch and if they disapprove and snark and mock, it is as good as clapping approval, awe, envy or wet cunt astonishment. Some people, I think of them as 'old school', who think displaying sexual proclivities is declasse, to be avoided and even condemned. I think it is the Mrs. Gore syndrome."
She lost me. "Mrs. Gore? Is this something I should know about? It sounds dirty!"
She shook her head. Tracie was back in her fullness. "No. Professor Milsovich told me about it. In the 80s, Al Gore's wife got all bent about computer games, or maybe it was music back then but also movies and insisted we warn everyone so no one has to see or hear something that might shock them. So we warn of nudity, bad language, smoking, farting, pimple popping and burnt toast now on everything to protect the snowflake sensibilities. The net effect is censorship. People who say I should not suck a cock in public make the same mistake that she did. She, Mrs. Gore ignored the simple fact that if you see something you dislike on a TV, you can turn the channel or god forbid, turn the fucking thing off. In real life, if you don't like someone else's tattoo or hair style or the way she sucks a cock under a restaurant table, you can fucking look away or close your eyes!"
Pet was getting down right passionate. I found it sort of sexy. I got wood. Or was it the idea of her sucking a cock under a table in this restaurant? My cock has all the subtlety of a motorcycle gang. She wasn't finished.
"Look behind you. See that table with the three guys and the lady? One of them has 'virgin' written on his forehead. If you told me to go over there and offer to suck his cock, I would do it. And...if he agreed to let me, I'd not just ask, I'd get his cock in my mouth and drink down his cum."
I twisted around and saw immediately to whom she referred. He had curly black hair and pimples and gapped teeth but really thick, pink lips that glistened and made him look sensual in an obtuse and ignorant sort of way. All potential and no experience. The woman with them had the uncomfortable look of a Mother listening to three guys chattering with all her attention focused on not embarrassing her son by being too big a prude. I twisted around to look at pet, eager to understand what she was trying to tell me.
"Well, I'd suggest waiting until the woman goes off to powder her nose. He might actually agree to let you suck him then. Not with her there though."
Pet blinked back at me, flushing with a sort of pleasure that defied categorization but she was clearly pleased.
"Oh god, Sonny. You have all the right instincts but you are just a maze of confusion and tangled up chaos. You're an idiot! I can't sort you out but when you are, you'll be amazing."
"I'm not amazing now? I confess to being a bit disappointed." I was, too.
"She's leaving." Pet said, despite her clothing that cried "just Tracie" to the world, her voice was all breathy and "pet". So it wasn't the clothes that made the pet. I waited and Pet whispered. "She's gone."
"Go offer." I said equally softly. I got out of the booth and stood at her side of the table and helped her to stand, offering a hand, then sat where she'd been sitting, all nicely warmed with her hot little bottom, so I could watch without twisting around. Pet walked to the table and spoke to them, to the geek guy. The three guys looked at each other and laughed, the one that had nothing virgin about him spoke to her and she replied. The hubbub of the place made it like watching a TV show with the sound turned down. Pet twisted around and nodded at me, pointing at me with her chin. She was somber and serious. They quit laughing. I swear I could read one guy's lips, saying, "you're serious?"
Pet nodded and the two guys looked at geek glasses and he blushed sunset red. He looked from one guy to the other before nodding. Pet dropped to her knees and crawled under the table. It was over so fast, no one really noticed. She had his cock out and in her mouth with a minimum of effort and the guy stiffened, bucked, arching in the booth and then his head went back and his mouth opened and I expected he was groaning. What a way to get a first blow job! I was almost jealous but wasn't sure how'd I react to such an offer. Then again, I could make her make that offer to me...and suddenly that clicked in. She was referring to exactly that...giving her things to do that she'd do happily...and I felt the gulf of ignorance yawning below me. I glimpsed something important, something about knowing all the things she would do, but also a few things she'd never do unless I told her to do them...and those other few things I should never ask of her. The sheer complexity of it took away my breath.
I was still mulling this over when Tracie slid into the booth opposite me. She had this self-satisfied look on her face, sort of complacent and proud but also sheepish. I regarded her in silence, hers and mine. The woman returned and the guys stared at her with the most peculiar looks. She looked mystified. I'd have loved to have heard their following conversation!
"See? Your silence is telling." Tracie said. "Most guys would have been all full of their own words, wanting commentary or some shit and you just wait for me to speak. You have no idea how rare that is."
I did. My silence was inattention, and I felt a bit guilty for not correcting her impression. But then it occurred to me it was because I had something going on, rather than just being an empty pan. So I nodded. Silently.
Tracie actually smiled.
"God. What is it about you?" She asked softly. "Listen, Sonny, a couple things. I want to go everywhere with you, I mean everywhere, but you are the Master, I am the pet, so even when I pout, you decide. That is understood, okay? And using me, sexually, which humans you decide to offer me to is yours to decide. I doubt you'd offer me to do anything that Professor Milsovich didn't train me too, but if you did, I'd like that. Go figure. Still...you get my point. I can't explain everything to you, but I can discuss some things from time to time, if that is not too confusing or irritating."
I regarded her for a little while before noticing the geek guy pointing at us. The woman turned to stare in my direction. I stared back until she blushed and turned away. Somehow I understood something in a visceral way I could not put into words and it was all tangled up with what Pet was telling me. She was trained and I just didn't know how to invoke her training...that made me feel callow and inexperienced.
I pulled my eyes back to Pet. She regarded me with a mixed stare, part adoration which made me a bit nervous and part curiosity, like she was waiting on me to do something and I had no idea what. "You must think I am a bumpkin dummy." I said. "I mean, you talk all this shit and I have little or no idea of what you mean. It's alien to me. But I'll learn, I promise. If you have that much patience...?" That was the reality that coddled my cockles and cock.
For a moment, Tracie was wholly gone and then snapped back, her eyes cleared of that glazed "pet" look and she shook her head, then nodded. Either she was confused or I was. "Sonny, when I say that there is something about you, I mean it. I mean, since Professor Milsovich, I have been with several Masters, five, no six anyway, for like longer than three weeks. And everyone of them treated me like garbage. Not as good as any pet dog or irritating cat. All I got from them was contempt, anger, spite, resentment, not even pity just a constant flow of the most detestable emotions they could muster. All to motivate them to give me what I wanted. What I needed. What I was trained for. How long have I been with you, three, four days? Never a whiff of that. In fact, I have never felt more at home with anyone than I do with you, have with you. I don't think I could leave now if I wanted to, and I don't. Never once did I have this conversation with them...oh I tried, each time, to explain, to discuss, to tell them what I knew, what I wanted, needed, desired. Three of them told me to get on my knees and suck his cock. I did, mind you, but it was with the sick feeling that I had to leave and soon. I did.
"With them, they needed to learn respect and that is not a lesson you teach, it is a violence life imposes with a hammer and chisel on the rock of your soul. You respect a SKILL saw or it cuts off your hand. Some lessons you fail once and you never get to try again. Others, they never stop coming round, and the test is always a surprise but the lesson is always the same. For me, it is a need I cannot ask for, but few understand it...they need to learn respect and I can't teach that. You," here she laughed, a sort of barking, ironic laugh that had this sardonic twinge that made her seem pathetic and sad. "You, you need to learn something else. If anything, you respect everyone too much...or no, not too much, you aren't a carpet man...no, it's like you never make anyone earn it. You give it first and then, if you take it away, it is gone forever, like you are brittle in the end but flexible and amiable to start. You are a paradox yourself."
She fell silent and I went inside to refer to my Mandarin dictionary, which was all ideograms that told their eloquent stories, just not to me. Out of that miasma of confusion, a good question rose like a covering mist, defining that confusion, but not dispelling it. "So? What am I missing?" I asked, feeling like I'd found the right question out of the ball of barbed wire that was my confusion.
Tracie looked at me and shook her head. "See? You are different. Really different. You ask that without any idea of what that suggests. I am a smart woman. You ask that of most people and they think you are weak, stupid, callow and dismiss you. You ask it because you don't care that they might think that of you in spite of the spite they might offer, likely will toss at you. They do it because they blame everyone else when they get treated badly, never their doing, never counting their contribution as determinate, and the lesson for them becomes familiar and constant, and they never learn it, just suffer the same bruises over and over again. That question right there is who you are, and it tells me that staying with you like this was the first truly smart thing I have ever done. No one acknowledges you, recognizes you and you never demand it. Well, if you let me stay with you, I will do that for you. You need what you cannot ask for, validation. God knows I know what that is like, needing what you can't ask for."



"What do you need?" I asked. "You wouldn't be asking for it, just telling me what you'd ask for if you were going to ask for it." I grinned, feeling all clever and shit.
"Humil...um..." She bit the word in two and swallowed the butt end of it. She looked terrified for a moment. Then she turned her head. "I need used." She said softly. "I need you to use me, for your pleasure, make me do what you want, demand it...no, just take it, take me...I am trained, put my training to use. Use me." When she looked back at me she was judge sober and surgeon serious. It made me shudder.
"Use you?" I whispered. She dropped her eyes and blushed, not the tinting flush, but her face turned scarlet like someone had two hands squeezing her throat. Georgia used to choke Tawny like that. Tawny'd turn red from hairline to tits. Made no sense but I saw it often. The reassuring assertion that I was different evaporated in the mist of my misgivings. Being different is one thing but having what she needed was something else. Use? Fuck me. Fuck toy. Fuck doll. Cum slut? Like that?
The words themselves made me shudder much more than did the reality they implied, using a female for my pleasure without reference to her or hers. Just using her? I felt sick. That was the word I applied then but later, like thirty seconds later, I had to admit it was excitement, at once familiar and alien strange, unfamiliar but embraced. I shook off that feeling and the inertia it implied and determined to find how to invoke her training in all its lovely variety, regardless of ignorance or difference or confusion, I'd explore and embrace what she was trained to be. I had the feeling that something important passed by me in that moment and I had no hope of grasping it whole...I had to take a step to start this journey. I could not remain locked inside my sensibilities, I had to challenge them, with impunity and reckless disregard of my previous inclinations! I thought of Mr. Blue then, and got a bit of a flush, like he'd be proud of me, and that, my friends, was a weird feeling for a guy who never knew his father and dreamed of having him back all his life. You just can't imagine. Napoleon said that contemplation is the enemy of action.
I signed for our breakfast and we got up and left the restaurant. No big dynamic activity, I'll grant you but it was a step. I wended my way through the seething restaurant with its smells and clatter, the racket seemed to be waves of sensations on my very skin, like six of my seven layers had been removed and I had to escape it. I bolted for the door with Pet right behind me, shadowing me in that way she had that so amazed me. I was amazed again to find the chaos and angst of the lobby beyond the door had abated some. Two of the three volleyball teams were gone, only the Goshawks remained. They sat in a scattered cluster in the middle of the floor, sprawled, their long volleyball legs akimbo, bent or splayed, bare to the cool air of the voluminous lobby. Three couples and a Goshawk woman were still at the desk but the rest of the madding crowd had dissipated.
I'd stopped, feeling the "fleeing" quality of my exit from the restaurant, and the cloud of confusion there. Action. I wanted to challenge the question of nature and nurture in me but had no idea how to do so. Action. I didn't want to return to the room and the academic lethargy that it held, no aspersions on Mavis. Mavis! Her daughters came to mind and the quick notice from lumpy Howard that he'd make the trade this week, my sisters for wife and daughters. I needed to do something right then. My cock was hard and I needed...
The thought arrived whole and fully formed. I needed...someone to use. I just wanted to plug into the right receptacle and take, take, take. That urge had been flung at me before and I'd dodged and ducked and avoided it, in principle and practically, but this time it got me right in the kisser. I didn't think. I just grasped Tracie, yes, TRACIE by the forearm and pulled her towards where I thought the public bathrooms were. I was right. They were there! She drifted along behind me, like a large balloon bobbing in my demanding wake. It was a frenzy, a fever, a ravening something that I dared not call passion as that seemed to justify it unjustly, unfairly but Pet's words seemed to reverberate in my ears. "Use me."
Truth was, I had no idea if I even could do such a thing. The idea of it had been so utterly alien, I was gob-smacked at the thought that a female could actually want it, much less ask for it. And she had. She'd ask to be used! The thought crashed at me and I dragged her behind me with an urgency bordering on desperation...feeling like if I went still the urge and impetus would vanish like a whiff of erotic perfume in the wind. I didn't want it gone. I wanted it to stay and using Pet was the way I could make this real. I had that terrible feeling that this change for me was a one shot deal, grasp the brass ring, the brass ass, now or it is gone forever and all the caterwauling confusion would vanish in a puff of bland sameness and I'd never fuck a MILF again. I'd be back to being Sonny Duncan, pussy hound in hunger only and I'd wake from this dream and it would vanish in the sticky reality of my own bed once more. Rip Van Fuckle, awake again finally to his chagrin, with only a hand enclosed on his cock! The specter of the fuck gods returned, even though I had repudiated them and their petty demands as spurious superstition.
I pushed open the men's room door and dragged Pet inside. The pussy gods were merciful for I doubt I could have opened to an audience just then. I pulled Pet to me, turned her back to the bank of sinks and mirrors and kissed her, holding her by the face. Her hands found my wrists and held them then, tightly, like she'd topple over without them. I flinched back from her then, the kiss opening me like a wood furnace. I felt hot, raging, boiling, violent. I pulsed with passion...I called it passion but it was need. This moment was on me and I had no choice but to seize it or lose what it held forever. That's how it felt, reality be damned!
Pet was wearing jeans. I focused on the snap and even with my hands of ten thumbs I managed to open them and rip them down her lean legs. Even in skinny jeans, they exposed her easily with the proper tug. I was reassured by that ease, turning them inside out as I peeled them down to her knees. She had on granny panties which I also dragged down, twisting them into a binding line around her thighs. Her bare cunt twinkled at me. I honestly thought of licking her then but it felt so wrong to go to my knees then I twisted her around and mounted her with a titanic thrust.
In the past, I'd have speared through the arch of her legs, tickling the perineum and nothing else, but this was different. Once I got my own pants open and released Mr. Cock into the wild, I hooked her entrance and plunged directly into her velvet depths. She clinched as I penetrated her and bent over the sink, her hands on the mirror before us, her face between them in the glass, a masque of horror, satisfaction, surprise and yes, passion. I gripped her bare hips with both hands and pinned her to the sink counter. Hard. I was buried inside her cunt completely. She used the mirrors to push back, meeting my need with her need to be used, pressing her cunt onto my cock with a need equal to my own.
I felt nothing for her need. I withdrew to her clinching protests, a whimper only with a subtext of keening desire that turned into a susperating sigh as I filled her with hard, mindless cock again. Deeply implanted in her, I hesitated, feeling the gnawing welcome of her body for my invading hoard. I'd had to squat slightly to mount her, being taller, and she had more torso than legs, though their leanness made them seem long. They touched the floor so they were long enough, by god. I straightened my legs then, rising behind her with her waifish body mounted on my demanding cock. I lifted her and her weight turned into an awesome pleasure as pressure applied inside, cunt to cock.
Pet cried out. Tracie had left the building. This was Pet, a sex toy for use. I had no understanding then of the nature of her need. My shallow understanding was buried deep inside her cunt and she protested only when I relaxed my knees, let her settle to her feet again and backed that cock out of her clinging cunt. Then another cry of satisfaction as I rammed into her again, heedless of bruising her thighs and hip bones on the counter. I just wanted to fuck her...and fuck her I did.
That stolid, steady use of her as a cock sleeve rapidly became a hammering frenzy. My breath became tortured and my veins filled with battery acid. Yet I did not relent. What protests Pet offered were mockery, demanding, daring, begging, crying out in the inchoate words of an acolyte in the throes of worshipful ecstasy. While I did not understand it all, I knew it was mine to provide, to give, to demand even, to take from her which gave to her what she desired. Without understanding I used her, contemplation was for later. The paradox was real and I just didn't care...I did give a fuck though! Soon, my little pet was dripping wet.
Then the door opened.
One of the busboys from the restaurant appeared, his white smock stained and spattered, his face a mask of need, then, as the door thumped closed behind him, shock at seeing the female mounted and gasping with pleasure in the men's room.
"Oh, sorry, but I really have to pee." He said, but he didn't move, just stood stock still and stared while I remained the piston in the female cylinder, and she grunted louder now, with obvious pleasure, the little showoff. I glanced in the mirror and found her looking at the guy, his skin darkened under her lurid gaze and I supposed it was a blush. Pet was licking her lips, eyes fixed on him refracted and reflected by the mirror. This casual offering of herself without my permission and involvement did anger me. But then that anger died in the flashing recollection that became revelation.
Humiliation. Humiliation!
That was the word she bit in two, leaving me wondering. Slow Sonny arrives in the nick of time, but I do arrive. I felt the terrible inspiration that both repulsed me and enthralled me, both. At once. And something clicked but it felt so alien, so utterly wrong...I had to embrace it, to dash through the door into the shadowed darkness beyond that flashed with such confusion, insight and transformation that I dared not imagine or I'd never arrive at this brink of change again. If I hesitated here, I'd be a slave to the fear and abhorrence for all my life.
"This slut is a urinal if you want to give her a drink." I growled, grinding my cock into Pet. One of the two got her attention, action or words, shifting her eyes back to mine, in the mirror albeit but I had her attention with that dual invasion of her attention, words or the renewed thrust of my cock. Both, maybe. The attention though was double, horror and lust all mangled together by the lurid reality I suggested.
"Fuck man, you serious?"
I was, I found but I could not let the strange new world that has me in it seem strange to this guy. The guy code says so. "Ever had a slut drink your piss?" The grip on my cock was so profound I nearly drained into her, but I went still, feeling it rude to discuss such things while continuing to ream the slut. I felt the frenzy of adrenaline vibrating in me. Time slowed and I swear I felt the nerve endings in her cunt tingling against my own, kissing and touching and comparing notes on the gendered delights of coitus, all in the stately speech of high drama. I lifted Pet again, I think to her tip toes. I kept my eyes on her and she was nodding, licking her lips.
"She'll do it?" The guy asked?
Oh, the roiling of mind and emotions then. The instant when hesitation would uncoil the incantation and frustrate the frenzy. I didn't bother to answer. I merely turned Pet like a crane arm, pivoting her so her head was aimed in his direction. I knew she could flex to take his cock...I grasped her by the wrists then leaning over her arched back to pull her into that concave bend. Her head came up. I could see her in profile in the mirror, her eyes were sky wide and her mouth world open.
"Sweet Virgin Mary!" The guy hissed, then frantically fumbled at his pants until his brown cock appeared, languid and lean but turgid. "Fuck, I need to piss!"
My stomach lurched as I focused on just what I was having this woman do. I felt dirty, but then she twisted her head, kissed the end of of that brown cock, languid and pulsing with its inner pressure, as he lifted it to her lips, then slurped it down, taking half of the cock rope into her mouth. He grunted and his eyes bulged. Pale yellow piss spurted around the cock in her mouth then she leaned forward, taking more of the cock into her mouth. The leakage stopped. Her lips dripped.
I felt sick. I confess it. This was never an idea I'd harbored. I'd never cherished this or any such thing and I looked away, focusing on the empty toilet stall to my right while pet glugged and gargled and swallowed as the guy groaned and sighed with the relief of it. I swear I hear the thunk, thunk, thunk of her swallowing, like someone knocking on a door with a padded cane. It seemed to go on forever. I held her still, feeling the cluck of her earnest swallowing in her cunt, I swear it! I just couldn't watch. I was appalled, but whether at me for arranging this, her for doing it or him for embracing the option, I could not tell. It was gross, the thought of it repulsed me. I felt sick but...and here is the worst of it, I noted my cock remained well planted in the woman, her cunt filled with his swollen presence with no sign of abating. If the cunt knows things, what is the hard cock testimony off? Don't tell me! I just don't want to know. Some steps are just too big and I felt like I'd opened a door in an airplane to take a piss and found myself falling through the clouds.
"Friend, she's still sucking...that okay? I mean, I pissed her, but I am getting hard now...?"
I do love when people are polite and not just greedy fucks.
"Spitroasted meat is the best." I muttered, trying out the words. Pet's cunt clinched so hard I thought she was trying to break my cock. I took it as encouragement and approval, pulled back out of her depths, nearly prolapsing her cunt, then hammered into her again. She grunted, her back bowing up to take the impact and not throttle herself on the cock I can only assume had turned from putty into steel, the true alchemical miracle.
I eased back into her then yanked back, eased in and yanked back, with increasing frequency and speed. Her hips juddered as she tried to suck and fuck at once, like ass and head were independent entities that merely shared a border. Her cunt grew slick and wet and at one point she shuddered, bucked and squirted, an unauthorized orgasm and I found that the demand for permission felt so perfect, her shuddering orgasm felt like a violation and a sin, to be punished at my leisure.
Squirted! There was a spray of her cunt juice right up the lean crease of her ass onto my belly. It surprised me and I confess it, delighted me. At the same time I felt the violation of the code of fuck ethics we were developing and I had the good grace to be a bit embarrassed by that very umbrage, but still...Pet should ask permission but how to do so with her mouth full of cock? It presented a conundrum she'd not solve so I had to do so. This was the first taste of how I needed to anticipate things and arrange them so such conflicts of interest did not cramp a female when I was using her. I patted her on the hip, last though I was.
"Cum for us, pet!" I muttered, even as I used her. But...late, regardless.
Used her. I thought that even as I galloped at her ass, the lean, soprano slap, slap, slap against her bent body while the guy groaned and moaned. She was blissfully silent, her cunt telling the tale of her tailhook delight. I released her arms to grip her by the hips, and they grappled her to him...his hands fluttered around, not touching, like he feared to violate some ownership agreement of mine with his acquisitive grasp.
"I'm going to cum...does she swallow?" The guy asked. The idiocy of his question struck him as it did me, I laughed and he came. I planted my cock in Pet and she pressed herself onto it and orgasmed again...the roiling of her cunt testifying to her experience. This was using a female, and despite the repulsive aspects, she climaxed. Twice. I patted her again and told her to cum even as she did...thereby avoiding a second violation.
The confusion I felt was both instructive and, guilty. Not only did I find it interesting but it fired in me the need for more investigation, much more. My own revulsion took on a sheen of pleasure, not that I liked making her drink piss, but it was clear that I liked something about it. No, it was the experience of being repulsed and aroused at the same time, rather than the mutual exclusivity that was the presumption of the past. A hard cock while repulsed added a much larger margin of error to my menu than I'd previously enjoyed.
The guy pulled his cock out of Pet's mouth, zipped up and reached for the door.
"Ah, shouldn't you wash your hands?" I asked, the prude in me demanding expression.
The guy grinned. "I bus tables, so I only touch dirty dishes," he patted Pet's lolling head, "like this one." He finished, and was gone.
My cock drew out of Pet's cunt like it was a test probe retrieved for the data it had collected. My need to cum receded and I liked the feeling of that potential still full in me. I released her and Pet stood up and stared at my unsatisfied cock. And then reality gobsmacked me again. I had to piss. I did. I really did!
"Oh fuck me." I growled, staring down at my wilting cock. Pet, showing the depths of her training and the depravity it entailed, got to her knees and licked my cock, holding it delicately. She kissed it and looked up at me, askance in her eyes...as my cock went soft in her hands. Recognizing my chagrin, my consternation and turmoil, she opened her mouth and took him inside, all of his shrinking presence...and sucked. My response was so automatic I dared not face it and again looked away from her thirsty need. I pissed into her mouth, myself! I felt nauseous...sick to my stomach yet I pissed and Pet drank! Oh my god, it was awful but when I glanced back at her on her knees sucking and slurping and thunk, thunk, thunk swallowing, I felt my cock grow hard.
Now many will be revolted by this...as I was. But this exposed me to something I'd truly never suspected that Pet embodied...the desire to be used means enduring humiliation, even this sort of ghastly experience, with eager aplomb! And she was rubbing her clit with one hand and before I was drained, she actually orgasmed again! I resolved to never do this again...but that resolution was for my sake, not hers. And my commitment to the fair use and consideration of a female, whatever her needs, proved in time to be at loggerheads with this hurried resolution. Some would say that enduring my own revulsion to provide this approval of her desire to be mine and this subservient willingness to endure any humiliation is just wrong...and perhaps it is, but, I did it. I can't look away from that fact and two things appeared that clouded the matter and confused my sensibilities, if not hers.
By the time I was well and truly drained of piss...yes, I say it out and shudder with the grossness of it...I was hard. Make of that what you will. It crowded into my brain like a drunk on the subway, bathed in his own bodily odors. And I had to literally pull Pet's mouth off my cock, she fought me. She tried to keep the head of my cock tickling the depths of her throat. I had to wrench her head away with both hand, mindful of the teeth in proximity to my hard cock, mind you...a fine time to be cautious and careful! When I finally extracted my hard cock from her mouth, holding her away from it, she fairly glared at me and then, like a blind pulled down over her window eyes, fierce with need, she want blank again, pet glazed eyes stared at me.



"That's enough." I growled, shaking my hard cock at her. I tucked it away. Pet stood up straight and I could see that some of the piss had stained her shirt. I grunted. Someone's...and I felt sicker still...utterly unhinged but strangely coherent and fully aware. Where I thought I'd drown in recriminations and damnation, internal and external for such a heinous act, instead I felt a calm, reflecting Pet's sudden composed contentment. You could mark it up to three orgasms, dismissing the general lack of permission, but in that moment I felt that I understood her in a way she needed me to understand, struggled to explain, and dared not hope I'd achieve, all compacted in that flickering need in her eyes before obedience took away the look. Somehow, between us, her on her knees like that...yes, drinking my piss! Something shifted and she seemed much less antsy and more 'at home' than ever...and she'd taken up residence rather easily to be sure but this, this was different and yet I knew I did not understand it at all.
"Go up and shower, you smell like piss now. Dirty beast." The words just tumbled out of me and I was appalled at them but in the end, her reaction mollified me.
She glowed, not glowered, she glowed, not a smile or a grin or a smirk, just this sort of lifting of the chin and a glitter in her eyes that said something had been just right for her. Her words, then, validated it.
"I told you, Sonny, you have something that others haven't had. It's real. I can attest to it...that, my god, how did you know? I mean...." A look of horror masked her face then and I had the lurching gut-wrenching thought that she just realized what she'd done, what I'd made her do! "Oh my god, Master, I orgasmed without permission! Twice! Three times!"
Talk about being embarrassed! The relief I felt at her words flooded me and swamped me to the point I couldn't speak. The shame and guilt not merely at having this person drink piss but that my cock didn't find it sufficient cause to retreat from his normal ambitions colluded with it all as well. I felt relief that she focused on failing to ask permission and honestly I had no response, so I did what was normal, which worked well enough but I knew it was not a long term solution.
"Well, Pet, your mouth was full." I chuckled. "Run along and get cleaned up, my pet can't smell like piss. Cunt, but not piss." She glowed and swelled up like she was proud and left the men's bathroom. I did wash my hands.
I had a germinating idea in my head but all I was only aware of the desire to go see what Bruce did and how it worked out, if it had any effect, or was related to the lessened cacophony and chaos in the lobby. So coiffed, washed and dried, I ventured out into the volleyball lobby to see Bruce. I did mop up pet's mess, noting that I should have made her, but stopped that thought before it got out of hand. I'd reached the end of my tolerance and it felt good to clean up after her, repulsive as it was. Leaving the men's room a thought occurred to me that was truly new: being repulsed is not the worst thing in the world. Who knew?
Bruce was at his usual place and appeared quite self-satisfied. When I asked about the relative calm, he told me indeed my suggestion had been beneficial. He thanked me actually. I asked about the Goshawks...he said the dyke coach couldn't accept that there were no more rooms, no space, and she had to go elsewhere. She was freaking out and Edward was getting practice at public relations. The rooms were double booked and the Goshawks had to go somewhere else.
I pointed to a cluster of three Goshawk women, clearly not players, that is not volleyball players, huddled together in the midst of the girls lounging and pouting still in the middle of the lobby.
"Who are they? The MILFs?" I asked, they were rounder, fluffier, plusher but Goshawk dressed the same as the girls.
"Sponsors. Rich bitches who are part of the college faculty...wives I think, not professors. They all offered us plenty of money, entitled, demanding. Cunts."
"Cunts should be fed." I muttered and sauntered over to the three women as had been my germinating plan.
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RECAP: read the previous episode, the path to darkness continues.
Bruce was at his usual place and appeared quite self-satisfied. When I asked about the relative calm, he told me indeed my suggestion had been beneficial. He thanked me actually. I asked about the Goshawks...he said the dyke coach couldn't accept that there were no more rooms, no space, and she had to go elsewhere. She was freaking out and Edward was getting practice at public relations. The rooms were double-booked and the Goshawks had to go somewhere else.
I pointed to a cluster of three Goshawk women, clearly not players, that is not volleyball players, huddled together in the midst of the girls lounging and pouting still in the middle of the lobby.
"Who are they? The MILFs?" I asked, they were rounder, fluffier, plusher but Goshawk dressed the same as the girls.
"Sponsors. Rich bitches who are part of the college faculty...wives I think, not professors. They all offered us plenty of money, entitled, demanding. Cunts."
"Cunts should be fed." I muttered and sauntered over to the three women as had been my germinating plan.
END RECAP
***********************************************************
I had a flash of stepping through another door, or the same one again as I had just done with Pet. "I understand you all are out in the cold?" I said softly. "So to speak. Perhaps I can help, marginally." I kept my eyes focused on the imposing looking woman with the broad hips and blond aspirations but grained hair that made it look faux. Her eyes were somber, serious, almost harsh, all challenge and daring, daring me to do something.
They all turned to look at me, stilling whatever conversation had been in progress. None of them spoke. They just looked at me. One had curly black hair, the other was full unapologetic blond. They were all plush and rounded in a pleasant, curved sort of way but with the appraising eyes of experience that some women get and others never wanted. A screeching shriek from the redheaded coach across the way made the curly-haired brunette cast a glance in that direction. The true blond glanced at the gray-eyed wonder with the faux blond hair.
I waited an inordinately long time but none of them spoke. They displayed none of the eagerness of we underclass people who get by in life by trying to please and thus bribe with what we do possess namely charm, gratitude and obeisance. These were females of a different genus. I didn't out wait them, but waited only long enough to acknowledge that they had me at a disadvantage. I was out to alter that condition.
"I have room here, a suite actually. It has two bedrooms, oh, no, three, so six beds so still not enough but it's better than nothing. I might be able to offer it to you all, if you can find nothing else."
"Not likely we'll find anything, this town is room tight as a virgin's ass." The brunette snarled.
"Why would you do that?" Cool Eyes asked, matching my soft tone with her softer tone, ignoring her lurid companion.
"Because I can. I only took the room while my condo had some work done...they weren't scheduled to be done until Wednesday but I can see if I could move in early, let them work around me." A guy, young, at my age, with a condo, that told them a lie bigger and more important than my reference to work being done that was not being done so if it were done, when it 'twere done, it would be done already so, yes, 'twere well it were done quickly. Just so. "I am Sonny. Sonny Duncan. I am a student at the university in town. I gather by your duds, you all are here for the volleyball tournament?"
The actual blond nodded, smiling a little, glancing at the not-actual blond. "Yes, the tournament. That's so nice of you to offer, but I am sure we'll figure something out."
"Fuck that, take it." The brunette hissed. "We called every hotel within a hundred miles, you want to drive 2 hours every day to get to the games?"
Cool Eyes looked at her and when their eyes met, the brunette was abashed into silence. Cool Eyes returned her gaze to me. "Why would you do that? You still have not explained your largess."
"Every good deed is suspicious, eh, lady? Projection or the remnants of lost innocence. Thought I'd offer...but I get the suspicion, no worries, back to my luxurious suite then." In TV dramas the "walk-away" is used in every show, so much it is cliche and tired, but it is a cliche because it does work so often. I'd only taken four or five steps when Cool Eyes spoke again.
"We'd be happy to pay for the room." She said blandly, so blandly I wanted to salt her words, but of course I couldn't do that, so I salted my own, eventually. "Money is no object," she continued. The last was said a little primly. Too primly, bordering on conceited pride. Must be nice to feel that way about money. I doubt I ever would, but god, I'd like to try that out.
"I see. Let me check with Bruce to make sure that such an arrangement would not ruffle the official feathers or fluff up some administrative umbrage." I left them then and sauntered back to Bruce who was watching me, us, had been, I noticed when I sidled around to include him in my field of vision.
"Keep looking official." I hissed, as though he was going to break into avuncular bon hommie and clap me on the back. "To be honest, I am considering offering the poor little Goshawks my three bedroom suite for the weekend. No one would be offended by the gesture, do you think? Tramont or someone?"
Bruce shook his head. "No one will grouse, least of all Tramont." He gestured towards the screeching redhead with the broad hips and narrow waist. "She's been at Edward for twenty minutes and he's taking all she has to dish out. Tramont's been watching and wants no part of her!"
I nodded. "The coach, she has lots of practice I suspect. Yelling I mean. At the team, the referees." I glanced back at the MILFs. "I am surprised they haven't engaged you."
"Oh they tried. Money is no object they said, but I was strictly denied the option of taking any bribe to arrange the rooms, other things only. Tramont had that well in hand and didn't want anyone tangling it up. There are some VIPs who needed tending too, a convention in town, and the tournament...the combination of storm fronts was volatile." He looked at me then, nodding. "They did offer me blow jobs, one each, they said, if I could get them a room." His thin lips smiled thinly, barely a smile, but on his impassive face, jocularity, jocularity, jocularity.
I shook my head. "Not even a proper fuck?"
"I daren't hint and they didn't offer."
"Whores, then. Cheap whores, to boot." I said as casually as possible.
Bruce nodded slightly. "Good luck. I have the feeling their price is high if you manage it."
He'd read my mind. I grinned and left him to return to the MILFs. "He says there is no difficulty with it. I need to make some arrangements though, to be sure I have a place to retire to for the weekend."
"We'd be happy to pay, cash is fine as I presume you don't take credit cards." Cool Eyes said, tongue firmly in cheek.
"Oh, that would be awkward. It's been taken under a corporate account and taking money for it would be like stealing from the company, which is frowned on, you understand." Another shaded lie, but hardly an untruth. I doubt Howard would approve of me soliciting a volleyball team at the same time I was trading for his family females.
The three MILFs glanced at each other.
The brunette was smiling openly but Cool Eyes remained impassive. She spoke. "We should do something to show our appreciation." She said, dead pan.
"Funny you should say that." I replied. "My assistant, she's a woman emerging from the delight of motherhood, empty nest and all that, who has discovered that she enjoys watching the display of coitus. She's at me constantly to feed her new, peculiar appetite." I stopped. My eyes touched each of the women individually.
"You want to fuck one of us?" Cool Eyes said, making it a question with her tone but it was hardly that.
I found her eyes with mine, resisting the urge to undress her with my questing eyes, I'd done that while discussing them with Bruce, to be honest. MILFs in every facet of their beings. "You." I said softly, meeting her cool gaze with my own savoir faire stare. "Or your daughter. If she is on the team." I hesitated just long enough. "You for the week, but your daughter for the weekend."
"Oh god! Take me!" The brunette said immediately.
I shivered, deep inside, now knowing for certain I'd not breeched their innate sense of etiquette. That is, they could all be had.
"Shut up, Connie!" Cool Eyes hissed, not taking her eyes away from mine. "Why me for the week? Sara just the weekend?"
Oh, yes, another good assumption hitched to my star! "I would suppose that you would need time to adjust to being a fuck toy where a younger version of you would be more...shall we say, amenable?"
Cool Eyes did not respond immediately. I'd never play poker with the woman unless I could sit her with a mirror behind her so I knew what she was thinking. Like that would help...she would know how to use her tits, keeping her cards close to her chest so to speak...so not likely too helpful. Finally, after a good, long wait, much longer than polite company would gladly endure which I am not apparently, she cocked her head just slightly to her left, twisting her chin to the right, giving her that slight coquettish cast that harkened back to younger days when a weekend would have been enough for her too. I had this feeling that I put to words that said she had taken my measure and decided I wasn't to be trifled with. After a lifetime of being looked past by family and friends, it was an entirely new experience for me to feel that sober regard, and with no flinch, even a little. Mr. Blue was proving profoundly prescient.
"I'll tell Sara. Now? You want her to go with you now?" Cool Eyes remained cool eyed but when her tongue reached out and swabbed her lips, upper left to right, lower right to left then out of sight and slowly like a statement of purpose or anticipation. She just didn't seem that cool any longer.
"Oh no, you must ask her. I have a high regard for consent and will take her only if she agrees to the arrangement."
Connie snorted, like a pig, not politely at all. "Consent? You are making her fuck you so we can have a room to wash our cunts in. Hardly sounds like consent to me!"
I turned to fix my gaze on the brunette MILF. She looked startled, like she thought she was on the radio only. "Oh you misunderstand me. This is not a price, or in trade. No quid pro quo as far as I am concerned. You wished to do something for me, that is my request. The room is yours regardless, if she, Sara, agrees, or not. In fact I'd suggest you let her know the options but she's your daughter," my eyes swung back to Cool Eyes. "...so that's up to you." I smiled then, making "unctuous" into a verb somehow. Another long wait, like my reality router was lagging.
Cool Eyes finally nodded. Not sure what it meant but at least she was responding. She then held out her hand, a delicately boned hand not pudgy as some MILFs become once the baby fat fades. "I am Veronica Chreswell. My friends call me 'Ronnie'." She spoke with a slight curl to her lips that almost appeared to be distaste.
I accepted her offer and shook her hand, once up and down then escaped the clasp. "Veronica, I am pleased to meet you. I am Sonny Duncan." Another lag in the real net, and then she turned around and walked away. I watched her ass. She was a woman of dimensions and her gaze dared anyone to make something of it...she was broad of beam as they all were but she did the catwalk model stride that made her hips wobble back and forth in a very alluring manner.
"She has a great ass, doesn't she?" Connie the brunette asked.
"Connie!" The genuine blond gasped.
"What? Jam? Not like you haven't seen it riding Rex before."
"Connie!" The blond gasped, again.
"What? This guy knows what's what? He asked to fuck her or Sara...think he doesn't suspect that she hasn't had our husbands before?" The woman glared at the blond for a long moment then turned to me. "She fucks our husbands and doesn't share hers."
"My god, Connie, stop!" The real blond whisper-shrieked.
I looked at Connie then as Veronica had cut one of the lounging girls out of the herd, er pack, no, no, flock a flock of Goshawks sure...and was talking to her intensely...both glancing in our direction. "You seem resentful, Connie is it?"
She nodded. "This is Jamaica Evers. She's the sluttiest prude you'll ever meet. We all got bred the same time so our daughters are fast friends like we are, as if they had a choice."
I regarded Mrs. Evers with the same gaze I'd learned from Mrs. Chreswell. She dropped her eyes and fidgeted in a way that calmed me. I glanced away to give her some reprieve, that did not calm me the more for I fixed my gaze on Sara Chreswell, to find her staring frankly at me. She was upright, as most of the girls were with some lovely well-breasted exceptions, one they called "Bullets" stood out under the observant eye...in fact a surprising number of the Goshawks had tits to be proud of, to be remarked on, to be handled, to be exposed and otherwise attended to. Sara, however, did not. She was volleyball lean but with a swayback that appeared only when she turned to the side away from my eyes, responding to the steady patter from her mother. She had a shabby pageboy cut of orange red hair that tended to release bangs over one eye or the other, making her look constantly disheveled. Her shoulders were broad, squarish with straight sides that tapered down to the waist, narrowed over flared hips atop her slender legs, shorter than her torso. She had her mother's delicate bone structure and that even gaze that pinned whatever she looked at like a butterfly collector, gathering each detail with those steady green eyes. She turned away from staring at me and the brunette was talking...still.
"We all were students together, volleyball players, which is why we are the sponsors, now, I guess. We all picked a professor and fucked him as students and ended up bred, with our lovely daughters. Our guys are still teaching and this is our life now."
"Connie, must you always tell everything you know? Hush up. He doesn't need to know any of this!"
The brunette didn't seem to like to be hushed. She kept speaking. "Ronnie fucks our husbands but god forbid we ever have John fuck us! No, we are the straight and the narrow and she's cock queen." She'd have kept babbling but the arrival of said cock queen and her princess off-spring silenced her. Jamaica Evers glared at her but it seemed more like her best attempt to not look at me.
"Mr. Duncan, this is my daughter, Sara."
The girl regarded me with nearly the same gaze her mother employed but with lesser effect. "I guess I am going to take one for the team?" She said.
When no one spoke into the ensuing pause I could not help but contribute the thought her body inspired. "One? At least, I should think." I smiled a little smirk that despite her defiance, made the orange flush rise in her cheeks. When I kept my eyes fixed on hers, she dropped them to the floor. Eyes may be more like a leash on life, then windows of the soul.
"How do we do this?" Connie asked, by now I'd taken her measure, the other two were less forward and open.
"Sara, get your luggage, I'll tell the others you are staying with my aunt and uncle. When will the suite be ready?" Cool Eyes fixed on me, steady, frank, but still appraising. Sara eased away and walked to a knot of girls to get her bags.
I glanced at the clock in the lobby above the desk. "I think a couple hours would be enough. I have some arrangements to check, to settle. I suggest you go get something to eat and be back by say, three? We'll meet here and I should have key cards for you, three or four only, more would be, um, conspicuous? Oh, I'll arrange with Bruce to take your luggage so you don't have to lug it with you."
"How may beds did you say it has?" Connie fairly growled. "I don't want the rug muncher sleeping with us."
"Connie, that's enough now. We agreed that we'd hire a dyke after the last one fucked Rex." Cool Eyes said, placating the irritation the woman's voice left in the air.
"And John! And Julio!" Jamaica interjected, a sort of desperation in her voice. I was unsure what that meant.
Mrs. Chreswell glanced at the blond out of the corner of her eyes but kept focused on me.
"Three rooms, two beds in each. So you will need sleeping bags, there's an All Sports a few blocks away, not sure which direction, I'll have Bruce direct you."
"Are we going to let the dyke sleep on a bed with the girls or what?" Connie growled again.
"Connie, that's enough I said." Veronica turned her head and glared at the plush brunette woman.
"Easy for you to say, she didn't make a pass at you!" Connie shot back.
"This is not the time, we'll work it out over a meal. Now hush up. No need for Mr. Duncan to get a whiff of our dirty laundry." The last comment made Connie smile in a way that suggested she liked fresh air, sunlight...and exposure. I don't think Mrs. Chreswell noticed but I did. "Thank you, Mr. Duncan for this. It is any port in a storm but a port nonetheless. We'll work out the details. I'll have Sara 'wait' here for my Aunt and Uncle, when we are gone, you can have her." The woman smiled a bit at that. "I mean that as it sounds. She's been very robust in her claims to manage her own sexuality, to be sexually free, this is one time when she can make her round heels a benefit to the rest of us."
Speak of dirty laundry, and dirty laundry appears. I didn't know what to say and under the new regime of Sonny, said nothing. I did get the feeling that the whole illicit sense of my proposal appealed to Mrs. Chreswell, including this offering up of her daughter to me. The undertones and undertows were evident but not well-defined. The implications left much to be explored.
I left them then, not willing to be further embroiled in whatever internecine squabbles were brewing up into a brouhaha. I went to Bruce's podium. "Bruce, the Goshawks will be occupying my suite. I have some arrangements to make before I vacate it. I'll be out by say two-thirty. Could you hold their luggage for them and then deliver it between two and three? Oh, and can you provide say twenty, no twenty-five sets of towels and extra pillows? They will use sleeping bags to augment the bed arrangements. They'll need directions to that All Sports that is around here somewhere."
He nodded and I turned to leave but stopped and turned back to him. "I do appreciate your help with this. If you'd like, you can stop by the suite between now and two-thirty for a blow job...from one of the girls." I almost stopped with the offer alone, leaving it general but realized mid-sentence that I didn't know which team he played for so thought it best not to leave it ambiguous lest he had a different style from mine and would get the wrong idea.
He grinned then. "I hope you are getting something out of this." He said, sotto voce. Sara was tugging her roller bag towards the clot of MILFs with another slung on her shoulders. I nodded at her. "Her. I traded the suite for her."
"No shit! Good man!" Bruce muttered, his eyes with mine on the upright and strong stride of the girl.
In that moment, another inspiration struck me. "I don't know if it matters but I could release the suite Monday, maybe. I need to check something first."
"I think Tramont would be very happy if you did. The VIPs would appreciate it as there just haven't been enough to go around. What about the Goshawks?"
"That's what I have to check, to see if I can sort them out. If I can, I expect they will all get laid this week." I hesitated. "If it works out, I'll let you know and maybe there is one or two you'd like to have yourself?"



He nodded. "For sure!"
"Let me check to see that I can make arrangements for the Goshawks to have a roost before you do anything. I'll call or someone will to let you know." He nodded again. I went into the bar to let the matter sort itself out. It was as busy as the restaurant. I had a lemonade and called Sam Honeywell. He was conveniently out of town and yes, I could use his condo. I explained the situation and he told me he'd be back on Wednesday or Thursday. I told him my plan and that Friday morning would be best, I'd know for sure by then if I had something to offer in return for his generosity.
"Sonny, brother, I owe you for getting my wick dipped in Messy Melissa...not to mention having another go at my own wife. I'll never forget that. Never! And you know what, having Alissa under your sway," he chuckled then. "So to speak! It seems to have evened us out some. She's actually cordial with me now. I don't know if I'll ever have her that way again, but at least we aren't trying to eviscerate each other when we talk now. So I owe you and this, well, just have the staff clean up if they are gone before I arrive." He told me to check with "Chuck" at the building to get the "loaner key", which he had clearly made available to others before. He said he'd call to arrange it. I felt pretty pleased to be on that list, with little prior accomplishment in the broader world to justify it...but I did feel justified, mind you! The family Honeywell has benefited I think from my meddling.
That was one piece of the emerging plan.
I called Georgia next. She answered, a bit breathlessly and I daren't inquire as to why. I simply did not care.
"Sonny? Sonny?"
"Sister." I answered.
"Well? How did it go?" The ebullience in her voice belied the question as a real question. I suspected eager Howard had notified her of the results but she couldn't acknowledge it. I wondered then the extent of his disclosure.
"Have all three blisters at the Lamb and Lion at say, five, no, say six, to give me plenty of time."
"Plenty of time for what?" My nosy sister asked.
"Never you mind. And Georgia, I want you to have all of you in skirts with no panties."
"What? Sonny, what do you have in mind?"
"Sister, you decided I owned you sufficiently to trade you away to Howard, all three of you...so I am taking that to heart. If I can trade you one at a time to Howard...have you told Dally and Ditzy about this scheme of yours? Or was it all his idea?" This was my gambit to find out what Howard had disclosed.
"I...well...actually this was mostly Dalia's idea." Good ol' Georgia, the worst liar of the family. If you wanted to air a secret, tell my sister Georgia! "I mean, for us to rotate to his house...we'll work out the rotation...."
I interrupted her. "Work out nothing. You shouldn't do that until we speak. Remember, no panties. Garters, stockings, good heels, by 'good' I mean four inches or more."
"Ditzy hates high heels."
"My dear sister Tawny will learn to love things she never thought she'd ever love." I spoke with more certainty than my knowledge justified but I'd be proved right in so many ways. Eating pussy had "grown" on her and formed the basis of this prescient opinion. "Six. Do not take a table until I arrive." I disconnected and still had to wait for the flock of Goshawks to clear the lobby, leaving the one sitting forlornly in a chair Bruce offered her at the end of the reception desk. Once the flurry of Goshawks departed, I took my time finishing my drink, watching the college girl Sara sitting alone, waiting like luggage to be claimed.
She sat with her knees together, her phone in her hands, eyes sweeping back and forth in slow surveys of the lobby. A hand would rise up and swipe at the errant auburn bang that constantly fluttered over her left eye. Watching how someone waits can provide a surprising number of clues about both an internal state in the moment but also the internal mechanism that operates inside a person autonomically. Sara was mostly calm, her eyes casting back and forth rather like a search light, then returning to studying her phone, then up and back and forth again, all in a measured, cool way. While it didn't indicate she was at ease, she coped with the moment with the same aplomb she surely observed in her mother, whom, it seemed, took each opportunity to fuck a new cock.
I honestly got a bit mesmerized watching Sara. She seemed to grow more lovely as time passed. Her mouthful breasts didn't stretch the Goshawk top as many of her teammates' tits did, but she was now a promise present which added attraction to her cool allure. I had to shake myself loose from the entrancing metronomic regularity of her motions, calm and cool, but regular like a mantra of the body that, the more I watched, told me of a real anxiety in her that would need to be calmed...and out of that flickering insight I finally found the right thing to do next. The realization that I'd been waiting for the inspiration calmed me. I had this niggling unease about having just traded for her, but that was merely the second trade of the day, the first of course, was trading away my sisters for Mavis and daughters! I think I was avoiding the import of that and the conventional implications on my character. I simply didn't want to judge myself, not yet at least. I think I was waiting to see if Sara would validate my dash into this darkness that asserting myself into the midst of such public chaos constituted.
So, emerging from her trance-inducing routine, I rose, signed for the drink and walked out into the now mostly clear lobby in the lee of the next night's influx of patrons. That metronomic motion halted and the Sara-light fixed on me. I felt it and saw it and met it with my own version of aplomb as I walked towards her. When someone new watches you walk, it makes a body a bit self-conscious and you end up referring to the courses you took from the University of Silly Walks to see if you needed to adjust your gait. Fortunately the walk was brief and short and arriving before her, I extended my hand without a word.
Gratifyingly, she lifted her right hand to meet my left. But the thrill did not run up my leg until her hand opened and she intertwined fingers with mine as she stood. It struck me deeply how intimate that small little gesture felt to me. I was immediately suspicious but, I had traded for this daughter and her mother had handed her over to me with some entitlement that would be logical to assume the girl might resent. Her hand blooming as it did and embracing mine reversed that fear.
I admit, my first instinct was to take her shoulder bag and drag her case myself but the "talk" with Tracie had muddled my idea of what a gentleman was, or at least what a woman desired from me, just me, no one else, so I left her things to her care, excepting her hand which remained clasped in mind and walked her to the elevator without a word. The flickering intuition caught the kindling and flared into confidence that I knew just what to do with her. A comfortable feeling, that is, and it usually rouses in me the suspicion or maybe paranoia that I am succumbing to the blindness induced by "wishful thinking". Rather than coddle that anxiety, I set it aside, quite consciously, which was another "new moment" for me, and focused on what I needed to do upon arriving at the suite.
Mavis had to be addressed. Pet I could ignore, if she was naked as I expected to be the case, she would have a precursor effect, and that effect could unsettle dear Sara. Having her unsettled seemed like a flaw in my planning until she spoke to me in the elevator once we were alone, which occurred when the doors closed on the last occupant at floor ten on the way to our destination on forty.
"This is so weird." She whispered in the empty lift. "I mean, Mother told me that this was me being traded for a place to stay to help the team, so, yeah, I get that, but god...we have fought about...um...sex and me living at home and all and her...affairs...it's just weird!"
Her hand squeezed mine in a way that felt like she was testing for my presence and finding me solid and present provided sufficient reassurance for her present needs. My mind was on other things and I handed her my silence as a result rather than by intent. It had an effect I'd not designed but found most interesting.
"Aren't you going to say anything? Sonny?" Sara said, turning to face my left side, her right hand still firmly entwined with my left one.
I looked at her, pulling my eyes from the flickering floor register. "What needs to be said?" I asked honestly out of the dearth of words in me.
"You just traded your suite to my mother for me! You are going to fuck me. I am a whore now! And my own mother made me into one!"
Her words galvanized me. I instinctively pulled her hand to my lips and kissed the back of her hand. "No. Sara. That appears to be what has happened but it isn't. Had you refused, and if you refuse any sexual advance now, the suite is still for the Goshawks' use. It is not a trade. Your mother, the sponsors felt honor-bound to provide some benefit to me to balance things and I averred that my newly acquired assistant is a voyeur and loves to observe coitus whereupon I suggested that Veronica or her daughter might bless her in that way, with my help of course. It is nothing more. If you have no wish to be sexual with me or anyone, your presence can be enough or you can remain in the suite when I and my associates leave. Your choice. I do not wish this to be an obligation...not really a choice but let's call it...an adventure? Since you have no idea what is behind door number one, it is not like you are making an assertive choice here. I understand that."
The lift dinged and interrupted my dissertation on the subject. I moved us through the sliding doors onto the floor of the suite and stopped. No one was around so the privacy of the moment remained intact.
"Do I want you sexually? Yes. Will I use you sexually? If you allow me that pleasure, yes, of course. You are a beautiful and sexy young woman. Any man with starch in his wiener would take you if the offer is made. But my dear Sara," I hesitated then and saw a flicker in her eyes, a sort of softening that told me my diction was well chosen, so I repeated the words. "My dear Sara, despite all the appearances of being a mercantile exchange in which you have no say, that is neither my intent nor my desire. Your consent matters to me and by that I mean, if you say 'no' than 'no' it shall be. Consent is the sexiest gift a female can offer a guy and it is hardly her fault if so many of my compatriots are round knuckleheads in how that seems to them."
Here, I squeezed her hand. "I want you, Sara...to feel your body respond to me, but in this moment, I'd prefer to kiss you to see if the sizzle of attraction exists for us such that taking you, that is you accepting my importunities would seem like an adventure worth experiencing."
She gazed at me for a long moment. Only the susperations of the building provided orchestration of the moment. She did speak though, into that wheezing silence. "Do you always talk like that?" She said and her eyes twinkled with a teasing twinkle.
"I am just trying to impress you." I said softly. "How am I doing?" Honestly, I was unclear if my dangling question was intended as rhetorical or not but when she cocked her head to consider it and formulate her answer I felt chagrin at having asked it. I was hardly sure I wanted her judgment just then. When she did, however, all the doubt and ambiguity of the moment vanished and I knew that I'd take her as I wished as surely as if she was pet-trained as Tracie had been...and I tell you, that realization, all cogent, clear, and concise, made me shudder.
"Well, Mr. Duncan, my mother is a superb judge of character and though we clash often over everything...we are a family of screamers, mind you, that she'd hand me over to you is doubly interesting. Her assessment is that you have something to offer and that she elected to let me sample it makes this...as you say, an adventure but one that I wouldn't miss for the world. She told me I was yours, 'yours' and she was emphatic about what that means. She said, all my holes are for your use, for as long and often as you want me. Given the damage we have done to each other fighting about the guys I have surrendered my virtue to, such as it is, as intact as it has been, having her all but push me to my knees before you is so amazing, I am breathless before you...so yes, Mr. Duncan, a kiss would be a fine beginning to this adventure!"
You know, when you love words as I do, finding a woman who takes this long and uses this many, in this manner to say "kiss me" is not a bad thing. It felt like acceptance. And by god, acceptance of a clear and honest offer is as erotic as any experience I know of!
I kissed Sara.
The feel of her lips sizzled as expected. Plush, soft, then open and hungry, the kiss, one hand clasped in mine the other gripping my right shoulder, was liquid and I drank her down. We leaned into it so our bodies did not touch, but our lips remained "locked" as it were for a short eternity. When the infinite defied definition and we broke apart, she whispered into the humming silence.
"Oh god!" Nothing more, just those syllables issued from her kissed lips. Her eyes opened then to my delight, after mine had, and they were soft. She had more words. "I don't believe this! I just met you and, oh god!"
I had the feeling that I needed to take "yes" for the answer, turned us and walked us to the door of the suite, Sara still carrying her bag and towing the case behind her on her left, her right hand tethering her to me still. I opened the door and led her into the suite, full of hope that she'd not be put off by what we found there. What we found was pet, naked, perked up and gazing intently at the door from her kneeling pose on the floor at the end of the couch where Mavis sat reading on her Kindle.
"Oh god!" Sara hissed when she saw naked pet. I know because I glanced at her and I could see she was focused on pet there on the floor. Pet, for her part, didn't move.
For a moment, I lost track of my plan but Sara's tightening hand aroused me, both my attention and my cock, since he remembered my intent. I pointed at the "study" room. "In there, freshen up if you wish, I have some things to arrange. Then lie down on the bed, and I'll be with you presently." No one moved but Sara who, after a couple beats of motionless inattention, walked in the direction I'd pointed, towards the door to the third bedroom. She vanished into it, closing the door after.
"Are you going to fuck her?" Mavis asked, immediately, stepping on the door latch click with her first word.
"Duh." I muttered and moved to the couch and sat beside Mavis, bending in to kiss her on the lips. I rested a hand on pet's head and she purred and rose under it, pressing against the light lay of my hand. To Mavis, I said, "We have a few things to go over. First of all, Howard is intent on trading you and your girls to me for my three sisters. I need to know if you are ready to move out of his house and live with me for the time being."
Mavis blinked a few times. "Oh god." She echoed Sara's words but her contralto tenor sounded husky and dusky and sexy and enthralled. More acceptance and I fed on it like an ascetic newly arrived in heaven. "He traded me away? What an asshole!"
"Do you think that really? Or could this be a relief?" I suggested the idea with hope.
Mavis's eyes had taken on a distant cast, that when it faded, she turned to me and cocked her head. "Depends on what you do with me." She said, her innate practicality being impossible to suppress.
"That's what I want to discuss. How does the idea of being my personal secretary sound?"
"You mean, like an administrative assistant?" She offered.
I didn't like the sound of that but it was close. "How about 'administrative companion'?" I countered. Her smile warmed me.
"Oh, I like that, Sonny. But you are a student? Don't tell me you want me to do your homework for you!"
I shook my head 'no'. Pet eased around the corner of the couch, being one with the high armrests on the end, white embroidered cloth. She flowed up into my lap and cuddled against me, a warm, sensual, nude weight on my chest who went still and literally purred.
Mavis regarded her for a moment. "I don't know what you did to her, but she's been as happy as I have seen her since you got her, since she returned. She told me she needed to 'have a talk' with you. I guess it went well?"
I kissed the top of pet's head against my chest. She did that little wriggle that was like she was trying to line up all her pores with mine. "I fucked her in the men's bathroom."
"Oh my, that would do it, I imagine. Nothing else?"
I shrugged then, making pet shift again, like any cat would when you disturb her place in your lap by moving without permission. Who owns whom is always a question it seems with pets. "Oh she talked alright but I can't say that I understood much of what she had to say...but I think we started the process...one that will take me time to assimilate."
Mavis nodded sagely. "I imagine so. You get that much, at least. If I understand what she's been telling me, she has ways you know nothing of...but she wants, maybe needs you to learn them...and fast!" She grinned then.
I got she was teasing me so did not shudder under her gaze. "This has nothing to do with being a student. Part of the reason I thought of this for you was to make sure being a student didn't get degraded by these other demands. I have this guy, a fixer, call him, gay, but he likes me, though we have only talked on the phone. He has a client who is seeking, to use their parlance, 'a lay down assistant'...that is a female who will fuck him as he wishes...I have no idea why they offered this gig to me, well, I do have some idea. My mother is in China fucking the guy, a billionaire," I hesitated but then figured, in for a penny, in for a pound. "Sid Kingston, I think your husband knows him, who provided the recommendation I think but I do not know anything about the client in question, at all. Hassum says that they will take whomever I select, that I should decide on my own, I am to choose the 'best candidate'. So that's one...well, I have to protect the client by insuring that none of the candidates will rat him out to anyone...and I have suggested doing that by inducing them to share one of their family with me...rather to seal the lips in a sort of mutual destruction pact."
Mavis nodded thoughtfully. "Smart." Was all she said.
Her laconic response validated my impulse to move her into this position. She had gravitas that was unlikely to be moved by the various forces I'd likely encounter in my emerging coterie of endeavors. I decided I needed to refer back to the inclusion of her daughters in the trade. "You caught that Barbara and Carrie Anne are part of the deal right? My sisters will move into your house, eventually and my house will be sister-free for a while?
Mavis had not focused on that detail. I read that in her changing facial expression. "My daughters? Howard traded you our daughters?"
I chuckled at her marital chagrin. "Not like you haven't been party to handing them off yourself, right? Didn't you tell me as much?"
Mavis's face returned to her impassive expression. "Oh well, yes, Carrie at least. Offering Barbara to anyone would be like selling air...she is a round-heeled slut and proud of it." She turned on the couch to face me. "I like this idea though. You and I, we have good, comfortable rapport. That matters. Howard and I do as well, but, well, you are sexy in that boyish sort of way and you have a nice body...but you don't seem to preen like so many pretty boys do, and you don't work at making yourself pretty."



"Pretty is not something the average heteronormal guy aspires to." I muttered darkly, not liking that description of me at all.
Mavis was unphased and that again affirmed my instinct to offer her this place in my world. "You look like a college boy, if that. Your wardrobe needs upgraded. If you are hobnobbing with the likes of Sid Kingston and have an anonymous client you need to look more...." I watched her search for the word, feeling the moment as one critical in this interview. "Inconspicuous." She finally said her brow furrowed with that thesaurusical success.
I could have kissed her and almost did but I had pucker material waiting in the other room. She picked the exact right word to fit my situation. It indicated she understood my situation intuitively and what's more, she was right. I couldn't look like what I used to be, a poor college kid with a defiant sense of indecorous indifference. I needed to look like someone invited, not like 'one of the help' when I ventured into the environs that Sid Kingston prowled!
"Oh shit, I forgot, I have a slut back there waiting for my attention...but a couple things for you to start with while I investigate her potential...first, do you think Howard or his company will have difficulty if I return the suite here to the hotel for their use to re-rent? They are terribly overbooked, the computer system glitched in a big way and I offered the suite to them, after the weekend, so Monday afternoon, late?"
"Oh. You mean we leave the hotel?" Mavis asked.
I groaned. I had too much going on to explain it all in the time I had so I had to address the immediate issues first. This was not a skill I'd excelled at in the past but it seemed I had to learn it. "Yes, I mean by three, or two-thirty we need to be gone. I have a condo we can use that is very comfortable, it is not a step down."
I could see this affected Mavis deeply, as though she was finally glimpsing the world of Sonny into which she had stepped and the view my sisters via Howard had provided was wildly insufficient. My sisters saw me still as their "little bother" just as I called them my "blisters". I didn't let her try to weave it altogether for a variety of reasons, but time was the most important.
"I just need to know two things from Howard or his company, this is a company suite I presume, that is you are financing it using company money right?"
Mavis nodded.
"Make sure that it doesn't fuck things up to let the hotel have it back for the week. Or that it is some sort of fiscal offense to have a volleyball team stay here for two nights. Starting at about three today."
"Oh, okay, I see. We need to make sure that it doesn't raise a flag with accounting or any of the audit patterns the government uses, to release the room then regain it later. I'll check with Howard...if it is a problem I know Patty in the hotel accounting and we can work out a way to keep everyone happy. We had our own room to start but the suite opened up and I moved us into it so I'll check and see if letting the Hotel have it is a problem. But...why don't you want the room to stay with the Goshawks the whole week?"
I grinned then. " Because I want to fuck them all week." I said plainly.
Mavis's face registered shock at first, then unmitigated glee. "Oh god!" She breathed the words like a prayer of supplication. "Oh my god, you beautiful man! You did this for me, didn't you? A whole volleyball team? Crunchy Cashews!" She grasped me by the cheeks and kissed me full on the mouth. It was a violent and sexual kiss, intended to do what it did, namely raise my cock out of the lethargic lull that managing business tends to create.
Mavis did not delay but picked up the phone and was talking to Howard before my mind registered the kiss as complete and I had other fish to fry...I stared at the pet in my lap like I didn't know what to do next. Then I remembered the other immediate thing I had for Mavis. I tapped at her elbow till she acknowledged me.
"Yes sir?" She said with complete sobriety. My initial response was so wildly out of proportion I ignored it...I mean, I liked her words!
"Get us packed and ready to go. Maids should be bringing towels for twenty-five pretty soon...and if Bruce arrives, he may be looking for a blow job so one of you will accommodate him."
"So I am to be your 'lay down assistant' then?" Mavis asked, the phone pressed her to 'ample bosom'.
I nodded, and stood up, unceremoniously dumping pet off onto the floor. She scrambled into a naked pose on her knees and glared at me but with a sheen of approval that belied the catlike glare itself. "I guess that is what I am offering you...but you can mull it over until Sunday night at which time you'll need to give me some definitive answer."
She nodded once. "I will, but Sonny, I know my answer now."
I shrugged. "Take the time...but get us packed." I moved around the couch and strode to the bedroom door through which Sara had disappeared. I stopped, returned to the couch. "Do either of you have some massage oil?"
Mavis shook her head but pet nodded furiously and scuttled off on hands and knees to her room or a room rather, and returned with some aromatic oil in a fancy glass bottle. I patted her on the head, then bent and kissed her on the lips, which kiss turned into something much more...my pet was aroused I think, and titillated by the developments of the day, but I resisted her, on the logic that she was mine and I could take her for granted and thus take advantage of her at my leisure. I wasn't wrong but the thought did not sit right with me as some true things won't, and I dismissed it as something to be ignored, true or not.
I took the oil with me to my room, where my stuff was, ran through a shower and put on a pair of linen pants, loose and comfortable with a tight white tee, so I looked rather like a massage guy, masseuse? In the hotel, I'd seen a couple of them puttering around the halls. I padded barefoot to the door through which Sara had vanished.
I opened the door and slipped into the room, dim with the cold, late afternoon sun. I closed the door and focused my eyes in the dimness to find Sara swathed in a fine, white robe lying caddywompus across the bed. I walked over to her, bent over her until her eyes opened and then kissed her gently on the lips. She returned the kiss twice as gently, like kissing a lily.
"Are you going to fuck me?" She said rising up trying to look around at me. I wanted to answer honestly but didn't want to be so bold or presumptuous, even though I fully intended to mount her. So I didn't answer but oriented her more properly on the bed, head to head, feet to foot. I then removed the robe. She let me, but was stiff and awkward, ending lying face down on the bed. I had set the bottle of oil on the desk near the foot of the bed. I got it, moved onto the bed at her feet and took the right foot in hand and massaged it. Instep, heel, then toes, she responded with some sighs but didn't speak again. I spent five minutes moving the metatarsals around in her foot. I moved to the left foot.
From there I went to the calf, using long strokes from Achilles tendon at the heel to the soft tissue at the back of the knee. Up and back on the calf muscle until it relaxed a little then using thumbs to spread the fibers laterally, up and down the calf. It was when I was nearly finished with the left calf that she finally sighed and I felt the tension leave her body a bit, the resistance to my touch, the effort to anticipate motion decreased. Rather than moving she let me move her legs, just slight adjustments but once she quit tensing to move as my hand pressure suggested, and let me just move her, she sighed finally.
"Oh lord, you are really good at this." She said in a voice that was nearly normal. "Not what I expected."
I didn't respond but tested each leg, twisted each radially to see how they lay best, then moving them together and then perched over her calves, sitting on my knees pressed against her knees. I began massaging the quadriceps using the same pressure but harder, deeper. I finally got that deep sonorous moan I'd been seeking. First the right thigh then the left, but this time I went back and forth. My ass and lower legs held her legs immobile so she finally relaxed and let me pinch through the muscles to the bone, all the way up to her fine ass.
This woman was sway-backed, so that when she lay down her arse popped up and aimed her cunt at me, peeking from between her fine cheeks. Up and back on each thigh, one then the other, thumbs nudging the fine swell of her ass, I massaged away the tension and the disconcerting feel of my hands on her body. I added oil but very little as her skin was supple and soft to the touch. The more she relaxed, the easier it became to press through those amazing muscles of her thighs to the bone, separating the fibers and breaking down the lactic acid hardened there from her workouts.
When her thighs were properly flaccid, I moved up again, hands planted in a very professional and proprietary fashion on that fine ass of hers. I had just begun to address myself to it when the door opened and Mavis appeared. Sara tensed immediately. I slapped her right ass cheek gently.
"No, don't tense up, it's just Mavis." I whispered. She ignored me, remaining tense under my hands. I resumed the massage.
"Sonny, we are good to go as you wanted, as you thought about the room. No problems, well, I got things worked out as you wanted. Pet and I are packing your stuff and mine. We should be ready to go in plenty of time."
I asked if the towels had arrived but they hadn't. She discretely backed out of the room. Sara relaxed again. Her hold on her body eased and she let my hands negotiate with her ass. The smell of her arousal arrived first. Then I noticed the slight sheen on the pursed lips of her cunt. I'd studiously avoided touching her there, running thumbs over the neighboring flesh but never touching her. Her moans were nearly constant now, and her body had loosened under my constant probing. I rose off the bed and stood beside it...she lay with her hands under her face, but then rose up and peered at me as I shimmied out of the slacks and removed my tee.
Her eyes found mine and she didn't speak, so I did.
"Yes. I am going to put my cock into you now." I whispered. "Do not move, just let me slide into you."
"Oh fuck." She growled, then hid her face.
I noted her hips rise and fall a few times, slowly, but definitely. Naked, I crawled over her again, being sure to brush her calves and thighs with my hard cock, tracing a few wet strokes on her skin before I settled onto her upper thighs, bent my cock to the lips of her cunt and shimmied forward. The head of my cock found her entrance instantly, with no false moves. She opened but was a marvelously tight fit. Her hips rose as I penetrated her, leaning over her onto my hands beside her waist to guide my cock deeper with just pelvic control.
"Oh my god, Sonny!" She hissed, her voice a plural pleasure.
Deeper I eased into her until I was at least half a cock inside her cunt. She was gloriously wet but so tight I had to shift back and forth a time or two to make headway. She didn't move but let me penetrate her with just the motions I offered. I then settled onto her thighs again and resumed work, on her lower back and ass now. The withering response of her cunt was amazing. I rubbed her ass and she clinched. I moved to her lower back and she relaxed. The correlation was so distinct I tested it a few times. I found that indeed I could control the response of her cunt with my hands. And I did. Massaging her ass rewarded me with a clinching cunt. Move my hands to her back, and she relaxed. By alternating between ass and back, I massaged my cock with her pliant body. What a marvelous surrogate this was, coital masturbation in some odd way!
Gradually, I leaned into her, over her back, which pressed my cock deeper into her. She gasped the first time...then sighed as I rubbed under her shoulder blades. My cock was nearly fully inside her now and her cunt seemed to be chewing at me but her ass did not move. She lay under me, prone, compliant, letting me touch her inside and out as I wished. Her skin was fabulous, smooth and supple and firm, taut like a cheap couch but not cheap in any other way. She was a rich pleasure. I ran my thumbs up each side of her spine, coccyx to neck in long strokes that eased my cock fully into her as I leaned over her, then backed out as I returned to renew that motion. Sara sighed each time I backed my cock out of her luxurious cunt. I wanted to offer more but restrained myself. I leaned over her and pulled at her shoulders, grinding us together.
The door opened and her cunt clamped down on me so hard I thought I'd be spat out on the floor but no, I held my ground.
"When the maids arrive with the towels," Mavis said softly. "Where do you want them to put the towels?"
I sat up, twisting slightly to look at her. Sara's cunt clinched on my cock in a very distracting way but she remained motionless otherwise. She'd tensed up again. "I think three or four on each bed should work...they can sort out who is where. Just put six or seven on the other bed, in here, since this one is in use."
"You want me to bring them in?" Mavis asked. I glanced up from where I was rubbing Sara's ass and found Mavis staring luridly at us. Her face was a mask of interested pleasure, fascinated and captivated, mesmerized by the view of our bodies, conjoined in the mutual pleasure of tab and slot.
"No, the maids can do it, you have other things to be doing."
"Like watching you." Mavis tittered. She sounded like a little girl, giggling at some illicit comment. "Your cock is in her, right?"
"Yes. He's fucking me...sort of." Sara's muffled voice answered before I even comprehended the question much less formulated a reply. I waved Mavis away and she shuffled out of the room, backing actually, eyes fixed on our conjoined state. When the door thunked closed, Sara shivered and rose up as best she could to twist round to look in my direction, not flexible enough to see me I didn't think, not really.
"Oh god. That...!" She stumbled to a stop. She shuddered and lay back down. "That is different...no one has ever seen me...like this. I mean I have never felt like this before but...being fucked, no one has seen me fucking, who wasn't fucking me...oh you know what I mean, don't you?"
I did not speak to her but put my hands on her again. Her ass in my hands felt the taut, tight, tension that conveyed itself to her cunt and thence to my buried cock...I'd leaned into her and pressed us fully together, planting my cock deep inside her body and she responded with clinching acknowledgment of my presence. Mavis's departure relaxed her a little until I moved inside her again and then she clinched again. I was a bit reluctant to relax that inclination but did anyway, massaging her lower back until her cunt released it's grasp on my buried cock. I then began to run my hands up her spine again, thumbs to the muscles to each side, so leaned over her body as I pressed up her spine then rocking back to repeat that motion...over and over. The net affect was the subtle but definite fucking of her cunt with my buried cock while overlaying it with the massage of her back.
I kept at it until finally her body began to respond not to the cock inside her, but to the insistence of my hands on her back. The steady rocking to and fro produced a slow, but steady fucking motion that led to an inner tension even as her body, paradoxically, relaxed. Though this was new to me, it fascinated me, that the pleasure of being fucked could actually relax her! I was unsure of this conclusion so continued the massage, even as the motions I resorted to created greater penetration. When I worked on her neck I had to lean far over her back which pressed my cock hard into her. The first few times, she pulsed under me, fairly fucking herself onto the cock in her cunt, grinding back at me with her swaybacked body, rocking her hips in such a way apparently so as to obtain maximum penetration.
Her groans grew softer as I worked the knotted muscles in her neck. I rolled her shoulders and finally took control of her arms, pulling her hands from under her cheek back behind her to bend her back. That motion too, served to leverage my cock deeply into her. I studied my own responses to this in the process and found a curious lassitude under the crackling spark of arousal that this contact implied. I seemed at peace, buried in her cunt. I'd discovered something new to me, simply through experimentation...which this woman inspired, I admit. Something about her cool imitation of her mother's preternatural calm indeed calmed me. It seemed to hide a blue flame of passion that she was eager to have kindled and this use of her seemed to be doing just that. Even while her body relaxed under my erotic ministrations, her cunt clasped me tight.
I developed the goal to relax her cunt's hold on my cock, which I had no idea if that was even possible...she was young and so being tight was her birthright and that wondrous clinch on my cock might just be how her body was. I had to know...if she went to sleep under the care of my hands, surely she'd relax further if there was more to be had?
I came awake in the midst of this mental tinkering, realizing I was fucking Sara while exploring a whole new mental and physical approach to it in myself. I had this moment of vertigo as the possibilities that this state suggested, yawned before me. The rampant use of females to this point had a common theme, albeit wonderful in all respects, but this, this was something beyond ordinary, uncommon, strange even and I could not fathom in the moment what it meant.
I was pulling her arms back by the wrists, flexing her back and thrusting my cock into her deeply. Sara groaned, and the vibration invaded her cunt so that I felt it on my cock. I relaxed the bend and let her lay down, hands beside us. She suddenly turned her palms and clasped my knees pressed against her hips.
"My god, Sonny." She whispered. "I have never felt like this before. I mean, I have fucked...plenty! But god, you have no idea what you are doing to me. Turn me over and pound me and I'd cum...I can feel it, like a bubble inside me ready to burst...fuck!" Her voice held a tint of wonder akin to my own. When she spoke next though, that voice had shrunk down to a rasping whisper. "I...oh god, I can't believe I am saying this...I want you to call Mavis...when you do it...when you pound me. I mean god, I never...it's so unlike me...I am very private, never speak to anyone about who I have sex with but...oh god, can I just shut up and you know what I want? Is that stupid?"
She was proving to be quite chatty, which surprised me as that has been my role in the past. The vertigo surged through me all over again. So many things were changing. I felt like I was just paddling my mental kayak in a roaring cataract enough to stay upright and present and not directing myself at all, or anyone else for that matter, even though they seemed to be looking to me for those directions. I sat astride Sara's fine ass for a while, hard, stiff, cock buried in her cunt...and then like a wave of warmth, she relaxed. That clasping tightness in her cunt released and she turned mellow and limpid, liquid luxury and lust all melded with this curious state of mind.
At that perfect moment, Mavis opened the door and peeked in. I knew in my mind that she was brought there by her own emerging instinct as a voyeur but it seemed too perfect to be coincidence, yet that is just what it was, but as opportunity, it was not to be wasted.
"Ah yes, Mavis, come in please. I am about to hammerfuck this slut, for you if you are done packing."



Her voice dripped lust. "God yes, Sir, all done, just waiting for the towels then we can go...when you are ready." She entered and closed the door.
Sara turned her head, limply pointing with her hand nearest to Mavis. "Stand there." She breathed. "So I can see you when this guy hammer fucks me." She said, using my term. I swear I detected a little quaver in her voice. She tipped her head to look back at me but surely could see nothing so it was more pose than peering. "Sonny, please...I need to cum, if you turn this slut onto her back and pound her, she will cum...I know it...I need it. Please...." She stuttered to a stop. "Sir." She added.
"Sir, may I undress first?" Mavis whispered, moving to stand where Sara had pointed. Mavis wore a sort of halter dress that hid nothing of her fleshy plushness. When I nodded my assent, she slipped the strings off her shoulders and let it drop down exposing her body to us both. She had low heels on, a fact I'd change, I resolved. I had this feeling that I could alter this woman and she'd glow from the attention...and that led to insight into who and what Tracie was as pet, affording me a glimpse of her "training" in feel if not actual understanding.
"God...she's sort of amazing. A MILF you said? So she's spawned?" Sara's voice was awed for sure.
Mavis actually blushed.
"Four kids, grown now." I said, speaking for Mavis as I slowly backed my cock out of Sara's cunt. The feeling of that slow retreat made me gasp with pleasure, a result mimicked in Sara as a huffing sort of keening.
"Oh." She sighed as my cock emptied her, a long exhalation that warbled around us like a mist. I departed her cunt as naked Mavis stood nervously watching. I shifted, moving to open Sara till I sat between her splayed legs. For a moment none of us moved, almost holding our collective breath. Then Sara twisted onto her side, scissored her legs around me and replaced them, lying on her back. "Fuck me, Sonny." She said.
Clearly she was in the habit of directing the invited cocks, but this was different, lolling into invitation more than demand. When she spoke next though, it was clearly a plea, a supplication.
"Oh god, Sonny, do it, fuck me please!" Her voice was raw with need but the door opened and a middle-aged woman, block-bodied and studious entered the room with a stack of towels nearly hiding her face.
"Oh." The maid grunted, seeing first naked Mavis then the coital tableau on the bed.
I had to bend my cock to the cunt in question and pressed it into Sara's body.
"Oh fuck yes!" Sara hissed as I penetrated her, leaning onto my hands over her conventionally perky tits, nipples taut and firm.
"On the empty bed, please, ma'am." Mavis said fidgeting naked beside us.
My cock sliced into the girl under me, filling her with hot goodness. Sara's hips rose under me, sheathing me in her cunt then dropping away. I followed her down and pinned her to the bed. My pubic bone punched hers and we were blending together as the maid sidled past naked Mavis to the other bed, deposited the towels and scuttled out of the room.
I fucked Sara.
The motion was slow, deep and steady at first. She stretched her arms over her head, crossing her wrists, and spreading her legs around me. I fucked her. My cock penetrated her body, and in the slow, measured strokes, her cunt squelched and clinched. After half dozen cycles in and back, her hips rose under me, thrusting as I descended, meeting me halfway only to be borne down to the bed, pinned and possessed in that most marvelous of ways. The pace quickened and soon the slap slap slap of our bodies impacting each other filled the room. Sara turned her head and kissed her upper arm, sucking at it in a self-involved expression of our mutual pleasure.
I fucked her, elbows locked so I was suspended over her, hips rising and falling like the reciprocating piston pump of an oil well, steady and slow but gaining speed as Sara responded. Up and down, up and down, up and down, I suddenly thought of the elevator and chuckled which opened her eyes. Rather than attempting to explain the meaning of my chuckle, which would indeed have broken the mood, I released my locked elbows and kissed her, settling down between her legs, planting my cock down deep inside her. Sara lifted her legs and locked them around me, binding us together.
The kiss sizzled and snapped and I let it linger and grow in our mutual stillness. I released her lips, sweet, hungry, open. I lay my head beside hers, ran my hands down under her ass, which she politely lifted to accommodate me, then gripped her there, tightly, hard. A cheek in each hand, I arched my back, gaining some small separation that was mostly symbolic before crashing back into her. The result was more like a rub then a thrust but holding her by the ass made it wonderful. I felt her body respond as I ground into her and she groaned in concert with the motion.
The urge seized me and I ratcheted up speed and intensity, fucking her with the plain old to and fro that populated the world. My weight settled on her lithe chest, making Sara gasp and pant but there was more than just gravity and inertia to her music. She began to mumble and in moments gasped, tensed and arched under me.
"Cumming!" She cried, her voice replete with amazement.
Yes, I was so proud, but it didn't distract me. I ground and bumped, thrusting down into her cunt over and over even as she washed us both with her climax, her body vibrating under me, moving so fast with little shimmies that it seemed impossible to match so I remained the thrusting piston, hammering her harder and harder, nailing her to the bed.
One orgasm became two, then three and still I fucked her. Sara's legs clung to me, holding me in her but allowing me a bit of slack to make the action count. She gasped, grunting then crying out, announcing her orgasm each time. "Sara's cumming!" Her voice flung the news into the room with a sort of self-involved delight. After the third clarion call, she gleeped, bucked, shook, bucked again and went limp under me, legs releasing and letting her fall open under me. Her cunt relaxed as I sluiced in and out of her. The sloppy sounds of her post-orgasmic condition did not deter me. I fucked her still even as she became inert.
I shifted then. Urgency filled me and the pace quickened beyond what we'd managed to that point, but Sara was still under me, taking me in with her wee acceptance but unable to respond in her current state of bliss. Each time I drove into her, she gave a little grunt, "uh, uh, uh, uh" orchestrating my use of her with that soft acknowledgment but robbed of participation by her own satisfaction. Faster and faster until her grunting blurred into a bleating keen and she growled out, "oh Christ!" and her hips bucked under me again. The clasping response of her body to this new rapture drew me to the brink...I fell into her depths, surged at her body, then exploded with a growl of satisfaction.
Even as I went still, before rabbit fucking her as I injected my orgasm and the cum it generated into her cunt, she humped at me, grinding herself against me from underneath with firm conviction. I lay between her spread legs, my weight melting over her, my cock spurting cum into her tight, hot cunt. I held her by the ass, both hands locked under her, controlling her some even as her body quivered and the shared passion washed over us like a scarlet night, leaving us both gasping in the wake of the synaptic climaxes. Once the orgasm was complete, my body shook and trembled and suddenly I couldn't breathe!
I groaned, releasing her fine taut ass, struggling to get my hands out from under us, I managed to do so and rose up over her, gasping for air, as though the sole focus of my body had consumed me to the point I forgot to breathe. I opened my eyes and found Sara staring up at me. Her words were not what I expected.
"Fuck I hate this!" She fairly snarled.
No, not what I expected. I was about to whine some denial of her words but my breathless state saved me from being stupid.
"My mother was fucking right. God I hate it...my god what a fuck! I never ever orgasmed just from being fucked like this before!" Sara's voice held her chagrin and amazement in equal measure, offering them both to me although only one was mine by right. "How could she know? She said I'd not be sorry if I wasn't a bitch to you and did as she insisted...she told me to let you have me as you wished and I'd not be sorry. My bitch mother was right! God. I hate that but holy moly, I...fuck me...!"
I did the gentlemanly thing then and kissed her. Her arms till then stretched over her head, wrists crossed the entire time, descending and wrapped around me, embracing me like a legal contract. The kiss broke and she looked to the side at naked Mavis. "Well? How was that?" Her voice was replete with nascent laughter that was just glee.
I turned my head, rising up to my elbows to do so. Mavis was in a state...she'd tottered back against the wall and with her feet planted, and wide, she was rubbing her cunt furiously. While Sara and I watched her head raised, showing us her fevered eyes.
"Oh, oh, oh, Master, please, let me cum!" She gasped.
"What the fuck?" Sara hissed. "Let her cum, Sonny!" She sounded as desperate as did Mavis.
"Cum, for us, Mavis." I said automatically, not really considering the meaning or implications of the moment.
Mavis climaxed.
It was not some simpering titter. She came like lightning striking. Her head bobbed, her eyes rolled up, her tits wagged and bobbed and her hips thrust at her helping hands before going utterly stiff and still, her voice screeched like tearing metal, a long howl of ecstasy that went on and on and on, testifying to the depth of the strength in her lungs.
Then it was all past.
Sara and I looked at each other. She smirked. "Makes me almost wish I was her. Almost." She smiled then, an intimate expression, shared with me as if I were her one and only. She lifted her head to peck at my lips with hers.
Mavis redraped herself, the dress covering nothing but showing her charms to good effect. Sara remained a Goshawk and I dressed like the masseuse I had turned out to be. We emerged into living room to find pet had Bruce's cock in her mouth. He flushed his pipes for her and I had to tell her to swallow as her cheeks bulged with his cum. She did with gratitude and satisfaction. I wondered what else she wanted to drink but didn't mention it.
Bruce had three porters with the luggage which he lined up against a wall and then took ours down to my car, using a service elevator. Pet showed them the way and I gave Mavis the keys, told them to start it up and be warm when I arrived.
The flock of Goshawks were in the lobby when I arrived with the hen Goshawks clustered in the midst with the red headed lesbian coach. They eyed me as I approached like I was the headsman without his ax but not without the intent. Connie did her duty as their official greeter when I stood before them.
"So? Did you fuck her? Was she any good?" She asked with her wicked grin, getting a gasp from Jamaica and glowers from Veronica and the coach. It seemed like a good question to answer, given the plan I was forming around this squad of cunt.
"I did. She said she'd never cum like that before in her life. I expect to have her more." I turned to the red headed coach, extended a hand. "I am Sonny Duncan." I said.
She looked at it, glanced at Veronica then shook it with two firm motions in her good strong grip.
"Francesca Porsche, but you can call me Frankie." The girls some ways away were standing and staring at us.
"I'll give you the three cards to the suite, 4001. You can't get more, it's a bit of a trip under the radar so you'll have to coordinate how to manage that. I am afraid the invitation extends only to Monday noon, well, I think I got them to extend it to three but after that you need to be elsewhere." The four women glanced at each other, nervously but not panicked. Chagrin showed in their eyes only and with thinner lips. My cock twitched in anticipation. I wondered if his oracular sense was at play again. I glanced at the team and hoped so. I'd make it so if I could.
"I have an idea if nothing else turns up for you all. I hate for you to feel unwelcome in our fair city. If the cold hasn't done that for you yet. I have a condo as I said and I discussed with a neighbor his empty condo and obtained permission to offer it along with mine...only eight beds total so not quite enough, given that I'd have one of the rooms myself." I thought about my own house being empty soon but dismissed trying to coordinate that. I had enough balls in the air. Besides, rooming with the Goshawks had lots of promise for Sonny. "So six beds for you Goshawks but three bathrooms, three showers and the like. I know it's not ideal and the location is a ways away, no place to park the bus I don't think so you'll need to be let off and more or less stranded. But it's warm, comfortable and has the real virtue of being available." I grinned then, hoping my rapacity did not show in the sparkle of my teeth.
"What do you expect from us?" Veronica asked immediately, her appraising eyes still cool and steady.
"Oh, that. I expect you all to fuck me and my buddies all week." I said and found I felt as nonchalant as I sounded in my own ears. I liked this version of Sonny, then cringed as things tended to go haywire right after I got comfortable.
"Well, at least he's honest." Jamaica said into the ensuing silence. I'd have predicted Connie's commentary but she had taken on Veronica's appraising cool eyes. She wasn't silent though.
"At last, maybe we'll all get a little and not just the Chreswell family!" She breathed, earning nothing from Veronica, though she deserved a snarling glare by my accounting.
"Is this contingent?" Veronica spoke evenly but her left hand was pulling at the gray Goshawk skirt, making it twitch and bunch.
"You aren't considering this, are you?" The coach growled. "The gall of the child! How dare you!"
"Oh come now, Frankie, you have often said that a good fuck before the game improves performance. You claim there is plenty of research to support it. Or have I been doing you under false pretenses?" Veronica's voice dripped not venom exactly but was replete with warning with a thick coating of sarcasm.
"Judas Priest! Is that a fact Frankie?" Connie resumed her role.
The redhead lifted her chin. "It got us this far, didn't it. Calms me down. I haven't gotten tossed for ten matches. And we won."
I sensed the lovely sexual undercurrents I had become adept at navigating. "Same conditions, call them, as the arrangement with gasping Sara." I smiled then as all four women focused on me. "Consider that you are joining a dating site but in person, so same rules apply. Consent matters to me always so no one need 'put out' with obligation. Desire rules the day...and nights. I haven't decided to invite my boys to partake yet anyway if that sounds too...shall we say, 'communal'?"
Veronica smiled a little. "Let's be realistic, if we had hotel rooms for this passel of sluts, they'd be on their knees and backs somewhere in the place for someone. Why get squeamish now?"
"Not like John doesn't pick the team with his scholarships. We all know he recruits models from the team, not like he's subtle about it, Ronnie, his recruiting habits are well known! How many graduates does he have working for him now? Fourteen by my last count?" Connie's voice was slightly burred but also slurred with something that seemed lusty and lurid to me. Oh my!
"He's a talent agent and at least they graduate, more than we managed." Veronica returned.
Oh yes, lots of undercurrents.
I marveled at the sudden spate of dirty laundry being displayed. I decided it must be my masseur's uniform, such as it was showing under my coat.
"I have a suggestion." Jamaica stepped into the fray with a surprising bit of courage, which, given her suggestion revealed something to me that her friends may have missed. "The team is off limits until they are out of the tournament. We lose, then they can be had...if they win, then we give them to you for the weekend. We did promise them a shopping spree on your dime if they took the tournament, Ronnie. I have the gift cards in my bags like you instructed. This might be a little frosting." She smiled that sweet smile that I'd eventually learn that her loin rush had occurred.
Connie had something to contribute. "They can have us." She said with the overused wicked smile of hers, which finally fit the meaning of her words. "Your friends, I mean. Just us three...for all the shit we have put up with this season."
"But the girls must know we are getting fucked." Jamaica interjected. "Even watch if they want." Her cheeks pinked up immediately and she shifted her stance, rocking her hips back and forth in a very appealing motion. She and Connie both looked at Veronica.
"You can't be serious!" Coach Francesca growled.
"What's the matter, Coach? Can't stand the idea that there will be man cum in our cunts all week?" Connie snarled.
"That's enough, Connie." Veronica said calmly. "This is the last week of the season, so I think letting Frankie have whomever she wants from the team is proper return on our investment. She's done well, as a coach and as our bitch. She's a bit of a talent, actually, so before Sonny here gives you to his friends, you may want to avail yourself of her skills. I have, as you correctly surmised."
The air around us was getting thick with erotic past and potential. I was not going to let this conference conclude without something for Sonny. Something more. "I am fine with offering you MILFs to my guys only for the week, till you are out of the tournament. Telling them look but don't touch for the rest of the team will fit an emerging situation I think...but I don't think I should be included in that. I think the Goshawks should all spread for Sonny at my request and with their consent." My heart hammered as this was a very forward step, one I liked, mind you, but I guess my body realized I'd not done this sort of thing that often or so obviously. It felt roundly presumptuous and I was not at all sure that I liked it. "You tell everyone that if I offer and they want, then they can. Fair enough?" For a moment no one moved. I looked directly at Jamaica Evers. "I guess we could insist that none of them fuck me unless one of you is present...watching I mean. At the very least, anyway. And Coach here can finally taste her winning team." I hesitated, considering the likelihood I was far overstepping not the bounds of propriety which had been breeched and left in ruins but also the limits of my own flowering imagination. "She," I nodded at the glowering redhead, "can do her own tastes tests before Sonny's cock gets in one of the team, close by so we can see what is what. She gets to eat the meat before I fuck it. You eat it, then I fuck it, that's the deal. Not a condition, just...the arrangement." I wanted to smile but maintained the neutral negotiator's nod to emphasize my approval of my own suggestion.
The coach was the slowest one to nod. I guessed she was doing arithmetic in her head and figured she'd get some tongue of her own even in competition with Mr. Cock. Finally. She'd know whom to approach and how, I presumed, and so figured her prospects were barely dimmed by my entrance into the contest. As for me, her tongue preceding me could only smooth the way. I doubted that if she'd restricted herself to the redoubtable Mrs. Chreswell for the whole season, that she'd convert any of the unconverted in a week's time.
"Shall we tell the team?" Jamaica asked. "I mean, that there is cock waiting for them when they lose?"
"God, no! Only if they win...they lose, no cock, that's the story." Connie crowed. "How many cocks do you have to offer me?"



"Seven, eight maybe, plus whatever strangers I happen to want to mount you, Mrs. Quinero." I turned to look at the team cluttering the lobby. I counted seventeen. "Isn't a volleyball team sixteen girls?"
"We have two alternates, in case of injury for this tournament. We left six underclassmen at home." Coach Porsche said evenly. Jamaica's cheeks were bright pink again.
I nodded then cocked my head. "I only count seventeen...oh right, the Chreswell slut makes eighteen...of course." Jamaica gasped but Sara's mother smiled thinly, her eyes twinkling, which was not what I anticipated. I extended the three key cards and noted that the MILFs took them leaving the coach dangling, a hand out, glowering, blushing furiously. Somehow they had corralled that wild lesbian and made her a winning coach but I felt I yet lacked the full story. She was compliant but hardly comfortable in that role.
I looked expectantly all all four women then nodded, all jaunty and pleased with myself, a bad omen I'd need to adjust to. Dire consequences for success was a bad sort of expectation. "Well, enjoy the room...feel free to use the stocked bar as you wish but, it would be better if you didn't...company frowns but at times like this, I tend to not care about such chagrin."
I turned away from them in a sort of fog. In a few short minutes I'd taken hold of a whole volleyball team and secured access to them for myself...and no one else! I had my guys to arrange yet, but sisters first...but I had to get Mavis set up at the condo before I did my sister act...my mind felt truly clear for the first time in days. I had the next few days arranged well in my head. I was still reeling from the success of gaining the whole volleyball team for my own personal use, well, subject to the coaches lust...and tongue. I grinned on the way to the parking garage.
I got into the car. Mavis was in the front seat, with Pet and Sara in the back.
"You look pleased with yourself." Mavis said softly.
I nodded. "I am, always a bad sign. I must remain humble because it sure seems like when I don't things go off the rails."
She shook her head. "Nothing ventured, nothing gained. You have it. Use it or lose it." She was emerging as Miss Cliche, which rather tickled me a bit. A good foil for my contorted verbal habits. A calming influence one might say. "What is happening?" She asked, all curious and composed.
I jerked my eyes at the back seat. "Later." I muttered and she nodded. In that moment I decided that Mavis would be the only one I let in on all my plans. Her feedback, reactions and discussion would benefit me. Pet's silence wouldn't and God knows what Sara Chreswell's inclinations would be, so I determined to make the drive to the condo swathed in my elegant silence. Good practice for when it is truly needed and god knows I need that practice.
The drive proved...both irritating and enlightening, like the road to Damascus. I didn't end up blind though. And I didn't hear voices. Okay, not much resemblance but I did have a sort of revelation. I am not sure if that was Pet's intent or not and asking her seemed to violate the fourth wall of her existence...if you get that reference...on stage there are three walls, back, left and right from which things appear. The fourth wall is between the actors and the audience and is not to be violated. It's like the TV screen of live theater. Whatever the audience does, the show goes on as though it was pre-recorded and can't change.
The drive encountered an accident which left us sitting in the cold, heater going, cinched in the tight embrace of a traffic jam. Before we arrived at that standstill though, Pet and Sara began talking, chatting really but it turned to questions soon enough. I glanced up in the mirror when Sara asked why Pet was naked in the room to see Pet get into position on her knees beside Sara, letting her long coat flow open exposing her naked body beneath.
"I am a trained, submissive." She said but it wasn't Pet speaking, it was Tracie's voice emitting from her lips. It was so profoundly different that Mavis herself twisted a bit to look and see what was happening but I laid a hand on her leg so she'd not disturb what I sensed might be an amusing exchange. I had no idea.
"What does that mean?" Sara asked, reasonably.
I may have been as interested in Pet's answer as Sara was.
"It means I am owned, I need an owner who decides things for me, the more the better, but not everyone wants to give permission to pee or eat or change tampons. Most want to control orgasms, but as a trained pet, I can't ask permission to cum so I have to depend on the wisdom and forward thinking of my Master."
"Master? Oh fuck, like a slave?"
"I have been slave trained, a little but it doesn't fit me so well. I like being a silent pet, used sexually as Master desires."
"You mean by Sonny?"
"I mean whomever he wishes to give me to...or he can reserve me to himself. It's his choice, not mine. I obey...that is what being a submissive means...someone who delights in obeying an owner, or Master...dom if you want to be technical."
"But...doesn't that embarrass you? I mean, god, how humiliating!"
The silence was Pet nodding her head, vigorously.
"What? You like humiliation?"
More silence, but this time just a pause it seemed. "I do...to be honest. I can't explain it too well, my first owner who trained me had an explanation but I am not sure I bought it all, or buy it now."
"How can you like being humiliated...what should I call you?"
"I am Tracie but Pet is who I am, what I am. Pet can't talk, Tracie can."
"No shit...are you schizo or something?"
"Oh no, nothing like that, it's a role. Your professors at college, they take on a role when class starts. When it's over, they change usually. See them at a bar, it's awkward isn't it? What are they then? Bar flies or your professors?"
"Oh yeah, that is awkward. So this is just a role you play?"
"Not acting. Part of d/s is coping with a paradox. I am Tracie. I am Pet. Both. And the luscious thing is that my Master decides which I am to be in a given moment. I don't need to do it...but like now, this is my choice, because, well, Master fucked you and I can tell he likes you and he wants people to understand and you seem to like understanding so...Tracie."
"But humiliation! Really?"
"Oh yes, I get so wet when I get humiliated right...somethings are not okay obviously and I get to decide that. Sonny has been very...um...delicate about how he has treated me. I have only known him for a, let me see, since Wednesday? Sometimes you just know and I know this is a good fit for me."
"You get arouse when you are humiliated?"
"That's only part of it but yes, I do. God, do I get wet! Very. When he accepted me, he took my leash and led me through the campus, I thought I was going to climax till my heart stopped! I thought I would burst!"
"He led you around on a leash?"
"Yes, this collar."
"And you orgasmed?"
"Oh no, I never orgasm without permission."
"Oh." Silence for a while. "But humiliation? Really? I think I'd get furious."
"You might but I doubt it. I mean, some people are just submissive and need it. Humiliation as part of their submission I mean." More silence, a lot more.
"Fuck." I growled as traffic turned morose and turgid. I had time but not all the time in the world. I had to be at the Lion and Lamb by six. We rolled to a stop and waited. Sara spoke into the silence.
"You think I am...what...submissive?"
"Yes." Pet's reply was immediate and confident. My cock lurched and something...another something switched in me. This shifting of terrain was occurring so frequently I felt more like a surfer (must feel, as I'd never surfed, so how it looks on the TV then) than moving through real life as I had in the past.
"But...what does that mean?"
"Obedience. My trainer taught me that learning to obey is the path to submission and obedience has its own reward. But submission has its reward too and they are not necessarily the same. It's confusing I know."
"But...humiliation, is that always part of it?" Sara asked, her voice twanging with a new tension. The conversation affected her clearly.
"Not always. But my trainer said that there are people, he said they are evil but I am not sure about that now, who use humiliation to get their way with people. They find whom they can humiliate and then use that or usually, often, the threat of it only to bully and control and manipulate to get others to do what they want. His training and in his view, training anyone to endure humiliation and not lose their shit is a huge benefit in life. Being humiliated and still being able to function, to keep hold of the things that matter, it is a skill he said that can and should be learned. He thought everyone should learn it but he loved humiliation. I was his and he shared me with lots of people. I told him once that this one guy was so repulsive, no one would fuck him...he made me fuck him every day for three weeks and by the end, I was cumming like a locomotive going down hill. It humiliated the fuck out of me but my body responded to it, violently, like with some of the best orgasms I have ever had."
I glanced back to see Sara shaking her head.
"Is that the worst you've been humiliated? I mean, all of us have kissed a toad or two right?"
"Oh no...my Master had me suck a guys cock in the mens' room once."
"Oh my god, really?" Sara's voice shifted then, and I had no label for what it shifted to but the change was evident.
Traffic was at a dead stop so I could watch her in the mirror. Her eyes were wide and she leaned close to Pet. Pet continued to talk normally, making no effort to keep us from hearing. Sara kept licking her lips, yeah, like she was starving and peering in the window of a restaurant.
"That's not all." Pet's voice shifted too, growing throaty, almost guttural.
"What? Tell me!" Sara's voice took on urgency.
Mavis glanced over at me and I put a finger to my lips shushing her. She blinked a few times and nodded. The two girls in the back seemed to be in their own little world. We only shared it by accident and they seemed unaware of the overlap.
"I...I had to drink his piss first!" Pet said, choking on the words.
"Oh my fucking god, no! You didn't?"
Pet nodded, with the same vigor as before. "I did and I orgasmed from it too. But it wasn't the piss...that was terrible I nearly puked...it was because Master told me to do it."
"He did?"
I expected them to look at me then and felt my face get hot. I dared not look at Mavis. I felt ashamed, horrified, but also aroused and confused. I was the paradox Pet referred to in that moment. The confusion was confusing itself...how could this young woman orgasm from drinking piss? She answered me as though I'd asked the question out loud. I was cringing but at the same time, fully attuned to the conversation.
"I know he'd never done that before and he was pushing me to do it because, if I did...and I know I could have refused...I just didn't...I'd be obeying him in something that was clearly unsavory...."
Sara fairly choked on that word in her ears, sounded like she was gagging herself in that moment. Pet continued speaking.
"...and disgusting, so it was pure obedience. My trainer told me that would happen, with any good dom...." Here she snorted. "Good! Like there is such a thing, but Professor M...he was pretty narrow minded and arrogant, there are lots of ways to be dom...but he had his approach, and his idea of what a good dom was, it was pretty good, and he said that a good dom, he'd eventually push me to do that so I could feel that, the pure joy of obedience, he called it. God...I was so aroused. Then I sucked the strange guy off and after he left, I drank Master's piss...he made me do that too. I swear it was the most amazing thing. I felt so aroused and disgusted at the same time but I followed my training. It was just as Professor Mil...my Professor said. I discovered that being humiliated and revolted didn't deter me from obeying, from doing what I was supposed to do. And I felt so elated, so proud that I obeyed and god, Master never even mentioned it which was the perfect thing. If he never did, it would be perfect."
Traffic moved but the car was hot, well, I was sweating anyway. God! Talk about feeling like there was nothing under my feet! I had the worse case of vertigo from sitting still of my life. Thank goodness I wasn't trying to navigate heavy traffic at pace!
"I could never do that." Sara whispered but still plenty loud, even amid the occasional horn honking around us. Her voice quavered though. "Do you think all women are submissive?"
"Oh not at all...some are dommes, female dominants. Professor...my trainer told me gender and even nurture is hardly determinant. It can be learned for most people, either way, to be a dom or sub, he said. But there are some who just excel at either naturally. Like savants, he called them that. Like anyone could learn to play a piano, for example but some people have that talent and are just amazing, but also fearless in it, but the rest don't. Physical attributes contribute but it is hardly the whole story."
"And you think I am submissive?" Sara asked, seriously.
"Oh, I don't know. I do know that submission can be part of a person and they never show it, may not even know it. Professor Milsovich said that it is not being passive, that is just laziness, stupidity, or being irresponsible. He was very opinionated. No, submission is a fully active way to be, which is part of the paradox of it."
"So I could be submissive and not know it? That's sort of tautological don't you think? I mean, it's like saying all guys are gay and the clearest indication is any assertion they might make that they aren't? That's such bullshit! The proof is the thesis...about as logical as a polar bear in a mink coat." Sara fairly snorted.
"Well, according to Professor Milsovich, a sure sign of repressed submissiveness is someone who tries to acts dominant and botches it. The submissive who has been given power she doesn't want tends to misuse and abuse it. They become 'tyrannical' was the word he used. They tend to use violence, mistaking it for being forceful. They are dishonest, relying on lies, deceit, manipulation and coercion rather than consent and knowledge, persuasion and understanding or leading by example. They are terrible leaders, the worst managers. Terrors to work with or for because, he said, at their core, they feel they have power they do not deserve and they overcompensate trying to disprove what is essentially an internal, purely subjective thesis using external and objective behavior."
"Shit, I know a few people just like that!" Sara hissed. "Like my Mom. God, she's the worst when she is put in charge!"
Pet just ignored the "mom" reference. "Most of us do, but Professor Milsovich was clear. Some people are just shits, not reacting to anything. But for those who desire or even need submission, the connection is logical. This is not to say that they can't be good leaders or managers if they have this need. Some people need submission to balance that strong leadership element of their personalities. They are both but when one part is neglected, the other is out of balance."
"Sounds like Taoism." Sara said with a thin chuckle.
Pet shrugged. "Whatever."
"What do you do if someone is submissive and being a shit about things?" Sara asked, thoughtfully.
Oh what a brilliant question! I was startled by it, both how insightful it seemed but also how it struck at me, that being a shit about things could indicate a need to be submissive or...better to say, to be dominated? My mind was a whir and the stopped traffic let it grind without distraction.
"Oh, great question...that's one place where humiliation can be very useful. It's rather like how fighting a bully reveals the coward beneath. If someone is being a butt to everyone, making them suffer humiliation can expose their true need perhaps the nature in them. It's rarely that cut and dried but with some people, he said, humiliating them can expose their most basic needs."
"How do you do it?" Sara asked then.
Pet fairly shuddered with disgust. "Oh I would never. A proper master knows how...it's a delicate balance and those who are accomplished at it, well, they are treasures, but it is not easy...it is never easy, like sailing a boat, you must always remain aware of the situation and react. Even when you relax, such relaxation is vigilant relaxation, Professor Milosvich called it."
"So this whole dom thing...how does it work?" Sara asked thoughtfully.
"Professor M said that his idea of a good dom was to guard my safety, seek my pleasure and obtain my consent, all together. He was very opinionated!"
Sara didn't speak for a while but finally said, "So, my pleasure, like if I want something that is like impossible, he'd find a way to make it happen?"
"Who?" Pet asked. Even I know what Sara was thinking but this moment was the first one that really taught me the difference between a submissive and a dominant.
"A dom." Sara responded but didn't wait to get an answer. "I mean, like, suppose a girl has a dream? Right? Like she wants to do something but she doesn't dare mention it? You said humiliation...." Sara stumbled to a stopped.
"Yes, I did. What about it?" Tracie interjected. Every sense that she had it all going on and Sonny was the all thumbs guy instead of one of the good hands people vanished. I cringed. This was the moment to be quiet and listen. I knew it in between my toes and my feet have been in my mouth so often they're part of my dental plan. I wanted to shush silly Tracie, whom, I was understanding, really was better off as pet, but I also knew that any interruption from the cheap seats would break the spell of truth that existed in the backseat. I just hoped that being part of it, silly Tracie wouldn't manage that anyway!
Sara wasn't deterred. "I mean, like, what if a girl wanted something that was humiliating?"
Oh my. This was interesting!
"Well, that's what a dom is for, to figure that out and give it to her so she doesn't have to ask. My owner, never mentioned the...um...pee thing. Ever, but then it happened and I got it and...want to know something weird? I think about it now and, god, I can't believe I'm telling you this! I get wet! Truly!"
Sara snorted, not with derision as one might have expected but with dismissal. "Everything makes you wet." She said. Pet wasn't the only tuft of daft in the back seat.
"It's true!" Pet twinkled but then, silence. It stretched and the hand I had resting on Mavis's leg massaged her thigh until she whimpered a little. I heard it but it was not too loud.
"Do you think wanting like, a lot of guys to fuck you is humiliating?" Sara said, her voice an octave higher and strung tight like a sadist would string a violin.
Oh my my my. I thought and the coin dropped and I got connected. I waited to see if Pet would catch on.
"Oh! You're talking about you? It is. One time Professor M put me in a little study room near where there was a faculty cocktail hour going on and I got fucked by eight, no nine of the professors all from the English department. In the end, they declared an enclave and fucked me all at once. It was truly lyrical!"
I couldn't tell if pet had stepped in it or not. Truth was, in the cosmic order of things, it didn't matter. I had received the inspiration I needed and it was enough. Sonny isn't greedy.
"Is Sonny your dom?" Sara asked into the honking silence.
That question I could have done without and circumstances saved me, and Pet I presume, from that awkward topic. Traffic had been inching along and we eased past a terrible wreck on the cold roads, icy and slick, cluttered with fire trucks, ambulances and the police shivering about their duties, taking good care of us all in this moment of need.



Past the wreck, the silence was heavy and I spoke into it. "We are almost to the condo." I glanced at the mirror and found Sara wasn't rubbernecking at the wreck any longer. She was sort of gazing past me through the windshield. "I offered the condo to the team, to your mother and the other...." I almost said "MILFs" but stopped myself and veered into a better term. "...sponsors. I have a friend who has a condo next to mine and the Goshawks can use both...not enough beds but room enough to be comfortable. I think they may do it. I'll get my pound of flesh though." I said with a wicked grin I intended to be amusing. Sara did not get the joke.
"What do you mean?" She asked, meeting my eyes on the mirror.
"Oh, I am going to fuck the team this week. So maybe I mean it will work out for me." The words danced out into the world like faeries tossing pixie dust and I had one of those moments when I wished I could rewind. No such luck, but luck of a different kind!
"Oh my god...if you fuck them like you did me, we'll take the tournament hands down!" Sara tittered.
I was so nonplussed I couldn't even speak for a moment and the conversation flowed on without me, to my small relief, I admit. "Anyone in particular whose game needs a boost?" I asked soberly.
Sara only laughed but it was a sort of knowing laugh. Whatever fissure in the fabric of space-time had been occurring in the backseat closed up and moved on and things seemed to return to normal.
Mavis asked about their prospects in the tournament and the lurid discussion of submission lurched away from Sonny and his prospects. My mind, however, was a whirl. One delicious inspiration led right to another! The idea that my dear sisters were all desirous of not just submission itself but humiliation too fired my imagination in a way that left me driving breathless, which on slick roads is hardly a good idea. I let the chatter flow around me, happy to focus on driving but the import of this conversation was not lost on me. Maybe that was a leap of logic or wishful thinking but I wanted to be a genius in that and clung fast to the idea. My sisters, all wanting submission like Pet described it, and humiliation to boot! That idea just wouldn't leave my brain!
The move into the condo was pretty painless. It was chilled but not frozen. I showered cold and by the time I found clothes and was dressed, it was time to be going. I told Mavis we had a full review of her duties pending but I had to dot some 'i's first. I left Pet and Sara to their own devices, worried only a little at their exchange of ideas. I resolved in that moment that fearing the truth was the door to disaster and I'd not do that. If they talked, and one got a weird idea, I'd deal with it. That felt just like confidence.
I drove to The Lion and Lamb in a sort of haze. I kept hearing Pet...er...Tracie whoever the hell she was while talking about humiliation and how some people needed it before they respect you. I'd never wanted to use fear to get what I wanted, and you know people fear humiliation itself as much as pain. I parked. I confess I sat there an eon, well, it seemed like forever but I doubt any bugs got pregnant in that time. I was thinking about my sisters and how they had always treated me like this little twerp they could order around and coddle then scorn whenever they wanted and it made me sick to my stomach, what I was thinking. The ambush was the latest in a long line of such actions, how they acted like they cared about lil bother but in reality, they were lacking a father, someone to make them toe the line. That thought right there terrified me. I am just being honest because when I looked around I didn't see anyone but me to do that for them. This Howard? Did he give a rat's cigar butt about them or was he just dipping his 500 mile wick in my sisters cause he could and they wanted that because our father died soon after I was born? Could I ignore that and just hand then off gratis? Or did I need to humiliate them to make them feel like I was that father figure they lost or never had?
I shuddered. What sense did that make?
When things like this, out of a dark past, when they bubble to the surface, you know something serious is going on, some shift in the world that leaves you breathless. I thought of pet and her there on her knees, glug glug glugging on my cock after I'd mounted her, used her, fucked her, and how she talked about that moment, like it was the best thing that ever happened to her, a high point, not the most disgusting moment of her life. You know what? I decided two things right then. I didn't know anything for sure and whatever had happened to me in the past six months could not be undone. The toothpaste genie could not be stuffed back into Pandora's box.
Sonny was changing and had changed. I sat in that freezing fucking car thinking two other things...I was on a roll! I had to humiliate my sisters, in public...and the other made me nutzo crazy...that I had no idea how to do that! I had no raw material to make a plan to break them of the habit of dancing little bother around like a puppet on a string! Oh, once I had this fucking thought and just when I thought things couldn't grow any more stranger, this thought made me feel better, which was really strange!
If, now, I say, if! If I am going to find a lay down assistant for Hassum, arrange Alissa for Jamie St. Vincent, keep helping Sid Kingston and to this I added whatever dark designs Mr. Blue had for me which was bad enough but then, another thought accosted me...and here I nearly crawled out of my own skin, give Ahmay Alan what she needed...to do all this or even part of it...I couldn't have my sisters mocking me behind my back or telling everyone, or anyone that they knew better what Sonny Duncan should be doing than Sonny Duncan knew himself!
Some guys seem to pop out of that pink tunnel brimming with confidence and all the savoir faire they need in life but not me. I envy them. They know shit and they don't mind acting on what they know without any consideration of the foundation of that knowledge. I ain't saying they aren't rational, just, if you press them, they cannot explain what they do, why they do it or how it happens to go this way or that way for them. They just ride the wave and hope they can get back to the surface when they lose the board. One time in a hundred, they ride the surf board to the beach and end up standing before some admiring gorgeous female who drops her jaw, her top and then her knees spread wide and they live happily ever after. Not my destiny and in that moment I knew I'd always have angst dangling around my neck like a St. Christopher's medal reminding me that this was me. Looking back, that moment alone in the February darkness in the Chrysler was the real beginning of the journey for me. Before that, I'd been enjoying the marketing materials but when I opened the door of my car and walked into The Lion and the Lamb, my journey began.
When I pulled open the door to the restaurant, it was with equal parts trepidation and resolve. Courage they say, is what you use when you take action even while you are terrified, not the idiocy of having no fear at all...so I guess I was one courageous motherfucker in that moment.
They were there, sitting in chairs, stockinged knees together, hands folded on their fabulous thighs, eyes turning to find me all together like a precision team...my sisters three. They looked askance at me, inquiring and hopeful in a way I'd never focused on before, expectant expressions I'd seen before but never took seriously because it was always so fleeting. This time, however, it seemed to linger in a way that made me feel differently under their sisterly gazes. I patted the air between us. "Stay." I said like I was speaking to a group of well-trained puppies. I cruised past them to find one of the waitstaff.
His name tag said "Maurice" but he looked more like "Murray" to me. "I need a table so I can sit my sisters, my three bitch sisters across from me so I can keep an eye on them. Can you help me out there?"
The guy was gay, I could tell at a glance. He looked me up and down like I was a prime cut. I may be cut but prime is in the eye of the beholder, right? He hesitated and I took out a hundred dollar bill, the last in my kitty, and offered it to him. He covered the hand holding it with his hand and when it left mine, the bill was gone. He scanned the place. When he turned back to me he had this glint in his eyes.
"I am bored tonight, handsome, but if you tell me a lurid secret to spark it up, I will take good care of you."
I held his eyes for a moment, steady, unwavering. "I fucked all three of them, my sisters three, and I might have them blow me at the table so select it accordingly." I smirked a little at the shock on his face. "I presume female lips don't fit on your menu? Well, to be clear, mine don't either."
His eyes went all wide and round and then he looked away. Back to scanning the room, he pointed at a couple small tables along the wall with a bench seat and chairs. He didn't reference them. "You have mated with them all but do tell me they aren't really your sisters!"
"Sorry, buddy, my loving sisters all three...they are great fucks by the way." I felt like I was spitting a chaw of tobacco onto the alter in a church. I'd never before been so utterly dismissive of my sisters' precious dignity in such a cavalier manner. I growled around the clawing guilt. "That table would be fine...I trust the 'reserved' sign is for me?" I followed Maurice to the three little tables and watched him snatch the signs away.
"I'll make other arrangements for those reservations." He said. "Nothing a blow job won't solve, not that you'd know, I suspect." He turned away or tried to.
I grasped him by the upper arm and he twisted to look at me and I swear, there was love in his eyes. "I'll bring them in...does the management get dizzy if they see flesh or displays of sexual misconduct not fitting for Mass?"
He shook his head, mute, staring at my hand gripping his arm.
"What about you? Would you help if I need it? Listen and not interrupt when I discuss things with my erstwhile bitch sisters?"
His eyes rose to meet mine finally and he shivered a little. "Erstwhile?" He lisped. "You don't know what that means, do you?"
"It means they will be my sisters but the bitch behavior will no longer be tolerated. I intend to start that lesson tonight, if you care to participate, it might be fun." I really was talking through my hat then because I had little idea of what I was going to do or how to do it but I had this feeling of calm flush through me when I released his arm and he didn't flutter away.
Maurice nodded. "I said I was bored, even busy as it is, but I think you may be just the antidote I prayed to God would appear to get me through this day. I have just had...."
I held up my hand. "Save it for your therapist, I don't give a shit...you want to help me...train...three sisters to a new world order or not?" I was only speaking the truth. I had this feeling that I'd manage it just fine, using whatever came to hand.
Maurice nodded. "Oh my, yes. I think tonight, I'd do anything for you." He did his unctuous best to impose his hopes and dreams on my schedule.
I shook my head. "Just stay available and do as I ask, that will be plenty. No freelancing or you'll fuck me up."
"Can't have that!" He said, lisping. "I think it may be a pleasure...and oh, I had an older sister and if you manage to bring your bitches to heel...I'll be on your side the whole way!" He turned to the tables. "I'll scooch them together, you go bring in the family."
I left him there humping the tables together. I had no idea what I'd do next but I felt I had an ally or at least a foil to work with in unctuous Maurice. He really was too pretty to look at. Made my cornea's ache. I walked out to where the girls were sitting and stopped at Georgia's knee. "I have us a table." They all three stood together, like some choreographed action too perfect to be happenstance. I turned and wended my way through the hustle and bustle of the Saturday night crowd to the table. Maurice had indeed "scooched" the tables together to make a long one with three chairs facing the bench seat. He'd laid three place settings facing the wall with the chairs, and one on the middle table for the bench. It was just as I wanted it. Good man, Maurice.
I slid into my place and my blisters glared at me and pulled out their own chairs and sat down, all in a row, Georgia to my left, then Dalia and Tawny on my right. I had a moment then thinking that I had three pretty fucking hot sisters and flashed on the various times I'd mounted them. I felt a twinge at the pending trade then and put it away. This was their doing and they'd have to live with it.
"You've been traded." I said into the fidgety silence. I left the elaboration off for the moment.
"What do you mean, 'traded'?" Georgia asked, giving me her best baleful stare. Dalia's was the real thing and Tawny just looked mystified.
I was about to disclose the arrangements but Maurice arrived and did the specials and took the drink order. He left and Dalia regarded me with a sort of curious, considering gaze. "You know, Sonny, that a real man would have ordered our drinks for us." She said in that musing voice that made me nervous, like the Eden snake discussing the apple on the menu.
"A real man? So I am not a real man?" I returned as casually as I could even though I felt this burning fury, not at her so much as that I'd never challenged my sisters' presumptive right to manage things for me, to dismiss me, to discredit or doubt and critique me. I quelled it with a dousing logic asserting that I was done with that and that I'd change that dynamic myself. I had no idea of the help I'd get.
"Sonny, if you were a real man, you'd humiliate us." Dalia said. Georgia and Tawny looked at her like she'd grown horns.
"Dally? What the fuck?" Georgia growled. "You can be humiliated, I'll pass."
"No. He traded us all to Howard. He just said so." Dalia said, her dark eyes fixed on me. I couldn't tell if she was angry or just focused. "Sonny has done something we need to know about, haven't you, Sonny? We were assuming one of us would go to his place to stay and then the other and the other, each in turn but that's not what you did is it? You traded us three to him for Mavis, like we are just one third of her value to you!"
Oh fuck me! Leave it to the accounting bitch to turn this into a balance sheet issue! Well, even if I didn't anticipate this objection, I did have the solution all neatly arranged to answer my sister. "Hardly. Howard has two daughters. I arranged for him to trade them to me with Mavis...they are due to arrive later this week. So, three for three, that's a good trade I think."
I confess, the shock on Dalia's face was something to behold. Then it was gone. "You got him to say Barbara and Carrie Anne will fuck you?" She asked. The skepticism in her voice made me chuckle.
"They told him they would this afternoon and he called to verify with me. It's a done deal. You three sluts have been traded."
Georgia and Tawny looked past Dalia's clouding umbrage with what appeared to be anticipation. I don't know what Howard offered them but I thought they might come to regret being traded. He struck me as a one-trick pony. But spread legs are spread legs and when the cunt is doing all the thinking, it's not much different then the little head syndrome in the male of the species.
Dalia snorted. "Not like you can actually trade us though. It's more like we own you and trade you around. Until you know how to handle us, this will never make sense."
I was immediately suspicious. Her words were provocative in that they fit the situation as I understood it just too neatly. But you know what, sometimes things are neat. Not often, mind you, but sometimes...and it's foolish not to accept that when it happens. The reason we so often ignore such serendipitous situations is it tends to make us blindly optimistic in the face of the far more complicated cases that need more work. Learning to not lose your shit over good fortune and project that PollyAnna view onto everything else is a good lesson. I wasn't overly subtle but I managed to step deftly into the moment, a bit at least.
"So? I have to humiliate you?"
Dalia was nodding even under Georgia's glare and Tawny's hungry eyes.
"To trade us away, you have to own us, use us, make us dance to your fiddle. Like you can do that. Ha! Howard may get us but it won't be like we were really traded, this was my idea and you are just doing as you were told."
I was as aghast as Georgia was. Tawny's eyes dropped to her hands in her lap and went silent, as she usually did when Dalia and Georgia clashed. I could see Georgia swelling up to explode like a cartoon volcano. I had to stop that or this would go into the ditch right quick.
"Georgia, stand up please."
Her head swiveled to look at me with laser-like intensity. The moment teetered. I waited. I held her gaze, keeping as bland an expression as I could manage under her lava-eyed stare. Then it happened. She blinked. She stood, slipping to the side off the chair and standing in the space at the end of the table. I had this tingling feeling that things were clicking together in a way I never imagined possible. I scooted past the end of the table so I sat on the bench beyond it. I pointed to the spot just before my knees.
"There." I said casually. Georgia moved to stand there. Her eyes blazed but it wasn't the Satan-hearted rage of our past...this was something different. "I told you to wear stockings and garters but no panties, did you pass that along to your sisters?"
My sexy sister licked her lips and nodded.
"Let's see if you obeyed. Lift your skirt for me, over your hips, above your waist please." My voice was way calmer than I felt.
"Why?" She said immediately and I felt the flash and flush of all of our shared past rush through me.
"Because I said so." I said in the same even tone. I glanced at Dalia and she was nodding. First Pet, then my own cogitations and now this. Three's a crowd but as validation, it can be pretty impossible to ignore. When Georgia made to turn her head to scan the room for observers I growled, "Eyes on me, Georgia." Her reaction was immediate, snapping her head around to look at me. "Skirt. Up." I said softly.
With no further ado, my eldest sister stooped a bit, took firm hold of the hem of her short skirt and lifted it up, exposing the garter straps first, her hips and then her cunt to me. Then she dropped it, dismissing my view. I shook my head.
"Did I tell you to drop it?"
Georgia's head shook. Her sudden compliance seemed, impossible but there it was. Professor fucking Milsovich knew what he was talking about. Some things only become obvious once you know to look for them I guess.
"Well? Up." I said.
She bent more this time, grasped her skirt and lifted it up, exposing her cunt to me again, and her fine ass to the room. I saw it then. The merest twinkle in the plush folds of her cunt. I took it as clear invitation and touched her there with two fingers, fluttering her cunt folds until I found her entrance and thrust into her My sister groaned, deep behind her fabulous tits. Her hips retreated from me and I hesitated to follow her retreat but then she reversed course and thrust herself onto my fingers with surprising force from a standing start. She groaned loudly this time.
"Oh my god!" My sister groaned.
I laid a hand on her bare hip. "No. Don't move, my slut." I said the words with a cringe waiting to shield me from the reaction. This was a moment unlike any other even with all the use I had made of her. This was me controlling my eldest sister, the fiery reality that had terrorized me in the past suddenly compliant and obedient rather took my breath away.



Her cunt chewed on my fingers even as she went still. Her hips quivered and when I glanced at her face, I could see her upper teeth clamped tightly onto her lower lip.
"Oh Sonny, stop I might...I can't, not like this!" Her voice was a bare whimper. I drew my fingers out of her, not wanting her to go off, not yet at least. Well, I did want her to cum for me but thought discretion the better part of lust in this context. I held my cunt-coated fingers up close to her chin.
"Drop." I said. Her skirt curtained back into place hiding her twinkling charms. "Lick my fingers clean, tongue only, no sucking." I said evenly, eyes on hers.
Her green eyes widened then she leaned forward and lapped at my fingers dewy from their encounter with her cunt. When she finished she straightened. "May I sit." She asked.
I nodded, not even deigning to speak. She stepped back from me like a courtier leaving the presence of King George, found her chair and slipped into it. She looked at Dalia. "Fuck! Did you know he was going to do that?"
Dalia mutely shook her head. She was staring at me with her charcoal eyes. I just nodded at her thinking to acknowledge her gaze but she rose right away and walked around to the same spot where Georgia had been. She bent slightly took hold of the tight white skirt and shimmied it up her thighs and over her ass to grandmother's house we go...oh, that's something else entirely. Her cunt appeared and she stood staring down at me but her ass wavered back and forth. I had a thought. My middle sister was trying to control this moment, to do what she wanted without my direction. Her very compliance was a challenge to my hold on her and I had to meet that challenge and wreck her attempt to manipulate these moments to fit her designs. I had to take hold of her in a way she'd never forget. I laid the steadying left hand on her right hip and stroked her glistening cunt with the back of my right hand.
Wet.
Very wet.
Very, very wet.
I withdrew my hand with a sort of calculating glance at my middle sister, I licked the back of my hand. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Maurice standing, arms folded but with his right index finger pressed against his cheek bone as though he were a fashionista trying to discern what the problem was with a Marc Chagall or whoever the fuck makes those poofy things that make females look like wedding cakes on stilts.
I turned my hand around and with two fingers, penetrated my sister. She hummed. Hummed! Not a moan or a groan but this musical little happy hum! She didn't move though, her hips did shift the merest amount as I probed into her cunt. There was a little squirt and a line of clear juice ran down her right thigh. I removed the fingers and held them up to her. She engulfed them in her mouth, sucked my fingers clean, then straightened again. Her face had the expression of extreme satisfaction. It startled me and I took the time to stoop and sniff the cunt...I didn't really but she was aromatic and my mouth watered, but then my stomach growled and I realized I was hungry.
"Sit." I said gently. My sister glided away and took her chair. I left her self-satisfaction intact, letting her keep the delusion that she'd somehow managed to snake my control of her away and keep her dignity. We'd see about that. Tawny sat still staring at me. Neither of us moved, neither of us spoke.
"She is waiting for you to tell her to stand and expose herself." Dalia said. Usually it was Georgia who spoke out of turn but she was silent. Dalia danced out into traffic. I looked at her.
"Dalia, my darling sister, go ask men if they'd like you to suck their cock until you get a taker...then go suck him off, but do not swallow, keep your mouth full of cum. Return to me and we'll see what happens next."
Maurice appeared before me with menus. I took one. "No, the sluts don't need one." I ordered snails in garlic butter and artichoke dip for appetizers, fillet mignon's around, sorted the sides and sent him on his way, all before Dalia moved. I looked at her. "Go. Dalia. Now."
My sister seemed to swell up like a very good impression of our beloved Nova, but when I neither blinked or released my gaze, she did blink. The years of habit when I'd skitter away from my sisters' poise and dominance turned to ash and vanished in this simple moment. I realized a very vital verity in this moment. My sisters three, all of them, needed this of me and their constant antagonism was not to torture me as I thought, venal and vicious, but the product of real disappointment in me that they punished severely and immediately. They all wanted me to fight back...to resist them fully.
In this moment, my eyes held my middle sister as surely as if I had skewered her with a Musketeer's foil. Dalia blinked, blinked again. I could see the realization flood through her and the pretty pink rose in her cheeks. She nodded slowly then, her head tipped forward, dropping her chin the merest bit and the moment was gone, but the impact was real, profound, and unmistakable. Dalia, my strong, willful, calculating sister got up and turned to face the rest of the restaurant and found no few people paying her plenty of attention. When she turned to look at me, I saw the Georgia-like blush in her face, like she suffered a heat stroke from the change in altitude. She turned away with that glance and drifted off into the milling wildlife of the place. I watched until she bent to speak to a guy with perfect gray hair in a tux. He shook his head gesturing to a much younger fellow who also shook his head under the searing eyes of his date. Dalia looked back at me, found me watching her and turned to wander further and then out of sight.
My eyes found my sister Tawny who was staring at me like a bird-dog on point. She was erect, perched on the edge of her seat, back straight, hands lying on the table I nodded. "Tawny, here." I said.
Georgia watched Tawny rise and scuttle around to the "spot". She scuttled, taking these little short, mincing steps that made her bottom wobble very pleasingly, which no few of those nearest us noted. I did. She stopped and looked down at me.
"God, Sonny, there's something different about you! I don't know what it is but it is not the same, something has changed. I mean, I think I like it but it's so strange, but not really. Oh I am confused, making no sense because I want something...will you do something for me?" My fine sister looked around the room then, slowly, appraising her audience then turned back to me. "Remember New Years? My tits against the glass? Everyone looking up at us while you fucked me?"
I did. I did remember, yes, that was a large deposit in my spank bank, but it seemed it'd just sit there until I was 90 drawing interest with no withdrawal, since I was so busy fucking fine pussy in the real world. I had little need of my spank bank! I glanced about, taking in what she must have seen with her lurid vision. "I don't see any glass." I muttered.
"Oh Sonny, that's not it at all. I...I want to hump your fingers until I cum. Won't take long...god what you did with Nova and Dally! God, made me so hot just to watch! Let me hump your fingers, Sonny!" Then she said the magic word. "Please!" The pleading in her voice got to me. I am a soft touch, I know. But sometimes, it's just fine to let a slut have what she wants! This may have been the first exercise in learning that valuable lesson.
"Well, one, maybe." I growled, then smiled indulgently when she sighed and lifted her skirt for me, exposing that fine cunt I had been in, tasted, used. It didn't just glisten, it sweated, literally dripping. A short line of her musky clear cunt juice ran down the planar left thigh and that did glisten. My sister was dripping wet. I looked up at her.
She crossed her eyes. "I'm a slut." She said with a giggle.
I reached out with a hand, extended my little finger and touched her. "My slut." I said, caressing her sopping folds with the fingernail.
Tawny shuddered. "Oh my god, Sonny. What happened to you?"
My finger hooked her entrance and I pushed it into her.
"Oh please, more." She opened her eyes, and then said the most beautiful words I'd ever heard. "Please, Sir, can I hump?"
"May." I said almost immediately.
Her face clouded. "May?"
"You mean to say, may you hump. Of course you are capable, but you want to ask permission, you say 'may I hump'. Like that."
The cloud vanished and she nodded, speaking then with an intense concentration she sometimes gets when she's working out a problem she is sure is beyond her. "May I hump your finger, Sir?" She said.
I am not sure now, nor was I then but I don't think anyone had ever said that to me. "Sir." It struck a chord, I tell you. It wasn't mockery or casual or anything, it was an offering, a gift. I confess I was not sure how to accept it, how to make it known how that felt to me. I had no idea what it meant and now, I am certain she didn't know what it would eventually mean. It just appeared, a glimmer of things from the future past. In direct response, I removed my little finger from her dripping cunt and replaced it with my two middle ones, pushing in to the first knuckles. "Yes, sister mine, hump for us." I said softly.
She did. Immediately. Hard. Fast. Her hands fluttered up and clasped behind her neck and she bumped and ground on my fingers for like thirty seconds, her skirt draped over my hand and wrist before she stiffened, arched her body, thrusting herself onto my fingers, mounting them with a gasping groan. "Oh god, oh god, oh god!" She hissed, the words bulleting the air around us with her lurid satisfaction.
I am pretty sure we all witnessed her climax. The shudder, the shaking, the grinding twisting of her fine hips, the spurt of cunt juice that covered my hand and wrist, oh yes! My sister came like that for me. For a few moments she coasted, her body riding the wave and my fingers at the same time. When the momentum eased and the motion ceased, her eyes opened and she looked at me.
"Oh Sonny, what is it about you now? I mean, you, you, you got us all before but, it was different. Are you going to send me off like you did Dalia?"
I nodded. "Yes. Ask guys if you can suck their cock and return here with a mouth full of cum to get permission to swallow."
She backed off my fingers, like a freighter leaving port, ponderously with clanging shudders. She turned and found Dalia in the middle distance, staring at us, then sister Tawny floated in a different direction and out of sight around a corner. I naturally looked at Georgia. She was staring at me.
"She's right." Georgia said.
I didn't press that matter. She might ask me to explain and that would be like trying to explain relativity to a first grader. Well, me being the first grader. So, that's confusing, which might be the point I guess. "You too." I said, deflecting the potential of the moment. "Ask to suck cocks until you have a mouth full of cum, then return to me."
Without a word, she rose up like a red firestorm and moved to a table nearly next to ours. A young couple and an older guy with white hair and his wife sat there frankly watching our little Noe play. I watched her speak to white hair, he had this nonplussed look, both pleased and aghast. His wife next to him spoke and he looked at her like she was a stranger, then he shrugged and gestured at the young man. The young wife smacked the young man's shoulder with the back of her hand and shook her head. They exchanged words and then white hair got up and followed Georgia through the tables and the rubbernecking patrons who had been following the drama at our table to where I presumed the bathrooms were.
The wait was interminable. I spent the time gandering about trying to monitor Dalia and Tawny. Neither had any response close to Georgia's results, which made me very curious as to what she said to them. I counted six failures for Dalia and eight for Tawny while their elder sister was presumably coaxing cum out of white hair's cock in the men's room. When she reappeared her cheeks ballooned out in what I presumed were an exaggerated fashion, both my other sisters stopped to stare at her approach to me. When they finally looked at me I waved them back to our table.
I pointed to the "spot" for Georgia to stand and she did, holding that position until Dalia and Tawny arrived. I told them to sit. "You two suck at this." I said, punning unintentionally, but properly one must suppose. When they were seated, I told Georgia to lead the way to the men's room, I was going to fuck her. She made those little grunting sounds that having a mouth full of cum replaces speaking words with. I just grinned and shrugged. "No idea what you said, but first, I am going to fuck you in the men's room."
Her eyes grew wide and she turned away and was halfway to our destination before I was on my feet, but I caught her before she vanished into the hallway. She pushed through the Mens' room door, elbowing a young guy out of her way.
"She really has to go and the ladies is full up." I said with a chuckle and a grin as I pushed past him. He was staring at the sign on the door as though it was in a language foreign to him even though it was just a silhouette. Georgia pushed open the swinging door to the wheelchair-accessible stall and, finding it empty, looked at me and nodded, holding the door open for me like she was a true gentleman. The irony was not lost on me, or whatever it was. I stepped into the spacious stall and she followed, making that full-mouth sound like I could understand what she had in mind. It was as much mind-reading as prompting her with my own thoughts while ignoring her own.
"No, only when you cum." I said in response to what I imagined would be her question. Eyes went wide again and she lifted her skirt, exposing her cunt to me, which, even tucked nicely between her legs as it was, had that glittering sparkle of a cunt in need of use. I gestured at her. "Turn around, I am taking you from behind." I spoke in a normal voice, loud enough that the kid and anyone else in the place could hear.
Georgia's eyes bulged then and she put a finger to her lips, those of her mouth which had their own glisten going on. I turned her by the hips and pressed her against the chilled tile wall. She took hold of her skirt and lifted it, making the invitation plain, exposing her bare ass. She widened her stance for me while I exposed my own contribution to the moment, a cock properly hard to use her with. I crouched at her ass, fingering her between the legs to find the way to her entrance, found it, and plugged it with said cock. Once oriented, it was smooth sailing until I had her ass plumped up between us and my cock implanted in her like a genius idea. I straightened my legs and rose up behind her.
It's funny how she always seemed taller than me even though I am half a head more than she in height. Feeling her weight settle on my cock as I rose up behind her emphasized that even though leg length can be more determinant than actual height for such conjoinings as coitus standing. That plush feel of her ass flexing and bunching between us was overpowered by the clinching clasp of her cunt on my hard cock. I thrust against her, a hunching, grunting, pop of my hips against her, then withdrew to get a run at her again, which ended again with my cock rooted deep inside her fine cunt.
Georgia's hands finally released the skirt, now pinned to her back by my body, and pulled up her blouse, popping at least one button off of it. She wriggled enticingly and I realized she was also pulling up her bra. I made a mental note to tell her to do that the next time I fucked her standing up against the wall in a men's bathroom stall. Telling a slut to do what she'd do anyway seemed like a good way to create the initial feel or illusion of obedience. Just like that a tactic occurred to me that would prove most useful. It arrived in me in one fell swoop and became a habit without any repetition or struggle. Go figure!
"Sister slut of mine," I began but felt her shudder at the words, spoken loud enough to glance off the mirror behind the bank of sinks on the far wall.
"Oh shit!" A voice said.
"No shit! Did he say 'sister'?" Said another, but no one answered.
Georgia's body seemed to ripple. I don't know what it was but she responded somehow, moving between me and the wall in such a way to make things much more erotic. I had her pinned to the wall, and the staccato thump of my body against her plush ass made a sort of dull percussion as she slapped the wall. Each cycle brought a growing groan and grunt from her. I'd dropped my comment and realized I needed to finish it.
"Sister, dear, when you orgasm, you may swallow that cum in your mouth." I spoke the words and they seemed to send a shock through her system. More of that odd still motion, a paradox of physical response to being fucked against the wall. Her shirt and bra off her tits, she raised her arms and placed her hands flat on the wall. She nodded as I fucked her, not really pounding her so much as cock nudging, barely finding much room to move but that little bit of frictional motion was enough. Then I did a bad thing, evil, devious and ornery. "Sister slut I own, you must ask permission to cum."
I was way late in this instruction because she was at the bleeding edge of climax in that moment. I heard this cavernous gulping, the thunk thunk thunk of her swallowing and then she bucked, hard. Her mouth opened to ask even as she exploded.
"Oh fuck!" She managed in the King's English.
I know her mouth opened only after the fact so that fact was hardly in evidence to me. Something about the moment set me off and my own orgasm blended nicely with her and I deposited the cum I'd reserved for a sister into her clinching, very much alive cunt. Georgia groaned, bucked and shivered all at once in a juxtaposition of motion and a cacophony of sound that became a shuddering groan as the ecstasy of the moment overcame her good sense.
"Oh fucking hell, this slut is cumming!" My fiery sister cried.
"God, hear that! She climaxing right here in the mens' bathroom!" One voice said from over the divider.
"You know it...what a slut!" The other answered.
The words from the auditors in the other stalls seemed to fire retrorockets in her cunt and she hammered back at me, grinding herself onto my cock as best she could as I pumped cum into her tight confines.
She whimpered then. "Oh god, Sonny, oh god, oh god, oh god!"
I continued to cock thump her against the wall as my orgasm ran it's course. I had intended to just fuck her then do each of the other blisters against the same wall, but the orgasm caught me unawares. In retrospect, it was the unexpected and illicit delight I found in using Georgia this way, the rippling thrill of the control of her and feeling her full compliance, bent to or more accurately, pinned by my will as she was, and finding that not only no resistance appeared but it seemed to augment her own orgasm was enough of a distraction to frustrate my conscious intent with a full-body response of my own. I pounded my sister to putty right there in the stall, bare tits against the wall. My climax took my will and spread it like marmalade all over my sister slut fly-papered on the wall.
I ran down. My sister humped back at me at her needy best, groaning and sighing and gasping on my persistently hard cock even though the fun was over. I don't get sensitive like some guys I guess, I could have fucked her again, no problem but I pulled out of that fuck swamp cunt of hers once she went still and her breathing was nearly normal. I was changing but that didn't imply I'd become impolite and rude. I wasn't sure how to be that and do what needed to be done, with anyone really, Alissa or the guys or Ellen or, my god, Ahmay, to name a naughty few, but I rounded a corner with my cock in Georgia. Funny how those moments appear, when something clicks in you and you know you won't need to bother with the other alternative again. It just fades away as an option and the path you are on becomes your life. Seems like this was happening in a beaded sequence, over and over for me, so quickly and persistently that I had little time to oh and ah over it before the next rumbling shift took hold of me!



Sonny was changing.
I felt it. I knew it. I didn't understand it, that was for sure but, and this was perhaps the most confusing part of it, I wanted it. I wanted this difference, this change, even though I had little idea of what it would lead to or what to do with it, any of it. Well, I knew what I was going to do with Alissa, and Ellen at least. And I had a starting point with the guys in mind. And this move with the blisters? It was the start of something too. I had the idea that Howard had the imagination of a fence post and my bright, brilliant sisters would realize that straight away, Dalia almost immediately and Nova eventually but Tawny someday and of the three, once she was discontent, something would happen. Tawny was rarely the first to understand but she was often the first to take action that mattered based on the insight, late as her arrival often was.
I walked Georgia back to the table, a hand low on her back, which tended to slide lower and lower onto that fine arch of her ass. I was wistful by the time I arrived back at the table, but when I sat her down and sat myself, the food came and I waited for the shuffle to cease. I considered the likelihood and indeed, my plan in handing them, trading them to Howard was that they'd realize what they had in their little bother and not plan to slip my tether any longer. We had a lifetime of habits to break and watching Maurice and his minion set out the steaks, artichoke dip, dinner salads and snails, it all arrived at once since we'd all abandoned the table, I realized it would take time and repetition to alter that dynamic.
While we ate, I rather casually told my sisters about their fate. They would move in with Howard and I'd remove Mavis from the premises. I did not inform them of what I had in mind for her and beyond. I explained about Barbara and Carrie Anne, that I'd add them to my growing list of cock chattel. I didn't have much idea of how that was going to work but I didn't feel that concerned. Tab A in slot B tends to fill the gap in any schedule just fine when in doubt about what to do next. From their pictures, I presumed their slots will fit my tab just fine. I can be so shallow at times.
The meal was strange in that my sisters, two of which failed to get a cock in their mouth and seemed abashed about it, did not chatter like a gaggle of drunk geese like they often did in our past. They ate demurely and listened. I was a little unnerved by that I admit but it just served to validate the shift that was taking place. I gather that shifts like this tend to occur under our noses but out of the spotlight of our present awareness, only appearing in the rearview mirror, in retrospect when we examine the memory. It was pleasant but my explicit purpose had been achieved, namely to let them know they'd been "traded" and thus inform them that their machinations had resulted in something they'd not foreseen. All three of them would be in Howard's house for his use. It was in my mind that they'd discover that one cock only extended so far, and that my hold on them was more than just a cock in their eager little cum slots. This was a shot across the bow, the warning that fucking with Sonny was going to be a different experience than it had been in the past. Sonny was changing and situation normal, all fucked up was not going to be the status quo any longer. Sonny was going to take control. They would either bend to fit or get spat out onto the sidewalk to pursue things on their own.
That feeling, walking to my car after I dismissed them...and I did dismiss them, sending them away while I sat alone at the table waiting for the check, in the cluttered midst of the completed meal...I realized I'd just established with my sisters that they could either go with me down this pathway or not. Their choice. The move to Howard's was an experiment, for them, and for me. Would they be content with him? That was the theorem we were testing. They were operating on the idea that cock size mattered more than what Sonny offered. Oddly, this thought did not mature until later, though it seemed to linger on the periphery of my awareness and finally emerged fully. I was half way to the condo, not home, the condo, when this thought appeared on the horizon of my awareness, like a rising sun, brilliant and a little blinding.
What did Sonny offer, after all?
I felt like I'd been doused in cold water and emerged from a cum coma. My recent past had been amazing. The list...I made a mental note to make that list as I'd need it the next night. The list of females I'd fucked was long and glorious. The idea that a guy like me could fuck that many females with not one dud is statistically improbable. I did though, if you don't count Charm as a dud. I'd left her unfucked to her cunt licking ways.
I ended up back where this all began. Did Sonny make this all happen or did I just bump into their need and benefit? Was I in control or just riding a wave? This new thought rearranged the significance of that former conundrum. What did Sonny offer? To Sara for example and the Goshawks in general and the Goshawk MILFs? Which suggested an entirely other question, the yin to Sonny's offered yang, namely, what did Sonny want? Or more importantly perhaps, what do the sluts I fuck offer me? What did I want? And what would I do to get it?
This was all part of a knotted clot of confusion in me but for the first time it seemed to me to be that I had the elements of it very clear. I knew exactly what confused me. That ain't nothin'. I didn't know for sure how all this fit together but knowing what I offered seemed to be the first and most likely thing I'd be able to settle. And me offering something did not imply any obligation to anyone to accept it or want it or need it. In like fashion, I could want something and never have it, never get it and still want it.
This concept struck me like a bolt of lightning from Zeus's forehead. What I wanted was only part of the picture. Not inconsiderable but not the driving force that defined and distinguished what this whole idea was about. Sonny fucks females. That's the idea I am talking about. Why and how, when and where, those are attributes of that simple idea. Answer those and the all important "who" seems to become easy...maybe not really, but it can look that way. What I wanted was what a female offered me. What I offered was something different.
I parked the car and just sat in the creeping chill. My mind whirred. I thought about Ahmay. She wanted pain. Did I offer that? Never, never before despite a sound spanking or two, which was more about letting a female know what was what rather than catering to that twisted desire. Did I offer what a female desired or perhaps more to the point, needed? If so, then offering pain to Ahmay was a logical result. It explained why Sonny fucked the females he fucked. It also explained why Sonny hit a wall that his sisters and friends decided needed to be addressed with a confrontation that was utterly out of line, but not wrong...poor execution of the right thing does not make it the wrong thing; it just makes it more difficult to accept and thus more likely to fail to satisfy the original and virtuous intent.
Wanting to fuck a lot is one thing. I had gone beyond that. I'd touched something that I did not understand and did not have in my mind as part of who I am, who I was. I was seeing the 50 fucks of Sonny Duncan as something way more than just tabs and slots. And frankly, it scared me. Why? Why would it scare me? Because I had very little idea of what it meant...where "meaning" referred to an explicit set of things that would be in my future, as goals or at the very least elements I would not act to avoid.
I had just negotiated with a man for the inherent right to fuck his daughters and take his wife as someone I could use for my own benefit, not even primarily sexually but in a way that would benefit me, directly and, perhaps exclusively. Would that all happen? My sisters were going to move into his house as soon as I had his daughters on their backs, that was my message to my blisters. And they just nodded and agreed. No debate, no back talk, no ambivalence. Sonny's offer matched their desire, fucked up as I thought it was, I was giving them all exactly what they wanted. It didn't seem to me to fit for them, but until they saw that, agreed with me, why fight city hall? That clash of wills was not a hobby I wished to take on. I presumed, perhaps hoped, they'd take a ride on Howard's big cock and find boredom at best and they'd see the "something" that made Sonny, Sonny and want that more than Howard's huge cock.
The Goshawks was another endeavor. Sonny made an offer and took the right to fuck them all in exchange. It is not apples and apples but I was beginning to see for the first time in my young life that it rarely is. Jack trades his cow for magic beans and look what happens...the golden goose and a pissed off giant that becomes an adventure that forever changes Jack and set's the direction of his life.
Alissa was on the verge of getting her ass booted from a very plush situation by my pissed off mother. I read between the lines. Whatever my sisters told Mother Dearest, they didn't take ownership of their fuck up and now Alissa was on the line to pay that penalty, deserving or not. I had to fix that too. Why? Because I could. Ellen was part of the solution and the little minx would realize that Sonny was not just a duffus with a cock. And that was when the light went on. That and the cold got to me. That was when I realized what I had to offer.
I could arrange things.
With enough data, with enough knowledge, I could explain people to themselves, and others and get them to fuck who and how and where and when they always wanted, even when they refused to admit it all to themselves.
That was just the first flash in the pan for Sonny. The other was that Mr. Blue wasn't deluded in his offer to me, whatever it was. I knew enough about what he had in mind to get that he wanted Sonny to do what Sonny does in concert with his endeavors and he saw what I could before I did. I walked to the elevator and rode it up, deep in thought. Sid and even Hassum glimpsed something in me that others did not see and did not have. They handed me the implications of my own potential before I saw or understood or embraced it. I had things to arrange for my own bad self and that came first before I sought to fulfill their expectations.
I arrived at the condo done with all this deep thinking but not ready to submerge myself in the luscious embrace of willing pussy waiting behind the door. I entered the place to find that Mavis had settled herself, Pet and me in one room and Sara in the other. I felt a twinge of discontent at having that decision made for me but then realized, if Mavis was going to organize my life, this would happen. I'd find my life, my schedule and my actions directed for me by her and it was peculiar to find that this gave me no willies. I felt this basic trust that she and I were on the same page. That is a pretty unnerving thing to notice and to avoid noticing it, I dropped into school work with nearly no word to the females in the flat. Mavis was watching TV with Pet and Sara was doing her own homework with them. I adjourned to the left bedroom to find a desk set up with my computer and books. I asked Mavis where the desk came from and she informed me that the condo association kept a store of utility furniture that could be utilized on a availability basis. Who knew? Not Sonny! This was another indication that handing off the administration of my life to Mavis was going to be a smart move.
I studied till late. Mavis and Pet settled in the room where I was working, pet curled up in the pet box Mavis had found for her and Mavis reading on her Kindle in bed. I found to my subconscious amazement that I could concentrate and continued working even after Mavis turned out her light and began snoring. Pet came over and settled at my feet, a sexual puddle, silent and present that just comforted me and did not unravel my focus.
When I finished, I showered and went into the other bedroom to find Sara still at work on the bed. I told her it was time for bed and she just nodded and followed me back to my bed. She'd showered already and when I removed her night gown, she shivered and got onto the bed, under the covers for the night's chill was deep and brittle. I removed my robe and moved into the bed with her, right between her welcoming legs. I glanced over and found Mavis awake and watching, like her voyeur alert had gone off. It was late so I didn't want a big production, which is saying a quickie was what I had in mind. To my delight, Sara was wet, not just damp, but slickly drenched.
I slid my cock into her and she whimpered. I fucked her and she begged to orgasm. The response in her body to me was immediate and gratifying and sexy as hell. Her legs wrapped around me, kicking the covers off of us. I caught her glancing at Mavis and got the impression they had compared notes and this was Sara's community spirit appearing. I fucked her slow and easy for a few deep strokes while her orgasm wracked her. When she relaxed with a sigh, I hammered her hard and she groaned and a new version of climax appeared and wracked her again. She bucked under me, arching her back, rolling her head so she seemed to be exposing her neck to Lord Dracula in subservient self-denial.
I fucked her through her third orgasm and then let her recover, her cunt chewing on my cock, still hard inside her body, like a staked claim. She felt different somehow, like a different person than the girl I'd massaged and fucked earlier in the day. She was a bit miffed when I didn't leave any cum inside her but for some reason I had decided I'd fuck females and not cum in them every chance I had. This was one of those opaque intuitions that I was following not from any deep knowledge or constituent understanding but just to see where it led. I'd cum in Georgia and left my other two blisters unplundered and they seemed to be a little unnerved by that, nervous but shy about inquiring what Sonny was doing. Convenient since Sonny didn't know what Sonny was doing. It was exploration or perhaps more accurately, creative, making something entirely new in me.
I withdrew from Sara's cunt and she whimpered.
"You didn't cum!" Her voice wafted into the dim darkness like cigarette smoke in a still room.
"But you did. You asked permission three times."
She groaned and giggled then. "Yes, I did! God, Sonny, that has never happened. I am a one and done girl but you have done something to me. What did you do?"
"I wish I knew. This is new to me too." I muttered, cuddling up to her side, hands exploring her still quivering body. She just lay there, her hands flung over her head in a most unnatural pose for sleeping it seemed to me but she slept that way, slipping into it even as I stroked her body and felt her skin drying under my hands. Sleep came to me and the world went away.
Sunday was just a day of pedestrian life, but one that throbbed with anticipation. I studied, fitfully, but I did and got most of what I intended to do the day before done by four before the guys were scheduled to show. Sara had lots of her own work to do and ended up doing it on the bed next to the desk. Mavis arranged for sandwiches and she and Pet served us lunch. We'd all had breakfast in the restaurant. While changes seemed to be cascading out of some other dimension over me, this idea for my boys and the females I have fucked was a change I was designing and was pending right here with me. I had no idea if or how they would respond to my proposal. I hadn't discussed it with Mavis and her role in it so I was going to have her audit the discussion.
I sat her down in the living room and told her what I wanted from her and asked if wanting that was okay with her. Mavis smiled that 'mom' smile many moms develop, indulgent and proud and amused all in one simple expression, rich with meaning but fleeting as fuck. She told me she thought she'd do anything for me and had no idea why she felt that way. It made her twitchy and nervous but when I was gone, she just wanted me back in the room with her. Then she blushed, down into that cavernous cleavage of hers which seemed so girlish of her, I laughed. That made her blush more.
"What will you do with Pet and Sara when they are here, hide them under the bed?" Mavis asked out of her blushing confusion.
It was a good question. I got up and walked to the bedroom where Sara was working. I just left Mavis there, realizing half the way to Sara that I'd done it, just walked away, with no notice. Pet had sat up and slinked after me like a cat that knew she was being bad. Sara was lying on the bed, on her elbows with a book under her eyes and the laptop next to her. I rolled her away from the work and lay on her, her legs opened around me and her hands flung over her head.
"Sara slut." I whispered. "What would you say if I gave you to my friends tonight?"
Her eyes widened. Her mouth opened and her tongue ran long her upper lip as though tasting it for the first time. "Friends?" She whispered, eyes closing.
I pushed up her top, a tight crop top to expose her breasts and kissed the left nipple then the right. She shuddered, sighing. I lifted my head. "Six I think. That'd be airtight...twice."
Her eyes opened. "Airtight? What's that?"
I couldn't tell if she was being coy or not, so I answered it as a real question. "You know, a cock in every hole...at the same time."
"Oh my god!" She fairly growled. "You wouldn't!"
I chuckled and kissed her lips. "I couldn't. What are friends for?"
"You'd share me? I mean I am for you this weekend. I am payment." She grinned then, impishly, knowing, I think, that I'd object to that characterization.
I did object, but quietly and well out of sight. Payment? That roused my thoughts of the guys and their misguided ideas of how to deal with the MILF list and beyond. "That's why I am asking. I thought maybe, if they are good boys, I'd offer you as a reward...but only if it would please you."
I saw the flash in her eyes, but then she shook her head. "You'd just give me away like that? I thought you liked me!" Her voice was vampish, coquettish, alluring so the objection fluttered into mist without form or effect.
I couldn't tell if she was being provocative or not, so I ignored it. "I see. You would rather be airtight with an audience. Wait until the team is around to rally round and cheer you on." I whispered, kissing her neck.
"Oh my flying fuck!" She gasped.
I rose up over her. "They'll be here at five. I'll have them in the living room. If you don't want me to offer you to them, you best speak now because I will come get you when our business is done." I waited staring down at her. I could see the glittering possibilities glowing in her eyes.
"Oh my god, Sonny! You are serious, aren't you." Sounded like a question but it wasn't.
I nodded, then kissed her. "If I were female, having a cock in every hole would be a delightful curiosity I would want at least once. With six of us, you'd get a round robin version."
"Round robin?"
"When one cums in you, another cock would be there to fill the void."
"Oh my god!" She shivered under me as she giggled. "A cock in every hole? I don't know if I can do that."
"All you need do is relax. You are just holes. My friends will do the work. I am thinking of making you a reward to them, so you'd just be there for them to use."
"A cum rag?" She tittered.
"A fuck puppet, yes."
"Cock bait?" She whispered her eyes glittering.
"Oh good one!" I nodded. "Definitely cock bait!" I kissed her then. "So? Shall I make you a cock prize? Hole's for use?" The words trickled out of me like the shy animals left on Noah's Ark on Mount Ararat. Those hands Sara had flung over her head drifted down to grasp me by the ears. She kissed me then, hard.



When the kiss dissolved, she held my head up and stared at me. "Sonny Duncan, if you do this for me, I will love you forever!" She whispered, her voice rasping like she'd been too long in the desert. Perhaps she had been, the cock desert?
"Forever is a long time, my dear." I whispered back. "If I tell you I will do it, I will do it...but can you concentrate if I do? Keep working on your homework?"
Sara giggled. "God, if you don't tell me I won't concentrate a bit."
"Well, there is a condition." I said, soberly.
She glanced at my face with an impish grin, then saw I wasn't being silly and matched my sobriety. "Condition?" She said, then waited.
"You have to ask permission to orgasm when it arrives, when you get to the edge."
Her eyes widened a bit. "Oh god, edging. I have heard of that, yeah!." Then she nodded emphatically. "I'll do it! Every time? I might cum a lot like this, god I know I will!"
"Yes. Every time." I felt it, this shift. I arrange things. This was it and it felt weird but she seemed to feel it fit her. I relaxed a little and went with it. "And if get permission, if, Sara, then you say it loud and proud that you are cumming for me, that you are mine."
She nodded, a happy expression on her face, eyes shining. "Aloud, like saying it? I am cumming for you, Sonny! Like that?" She giggled then a sort of nervous rattle behind her tits. "Can we practice that once?" Her eyes twinkled.
I shook my head. "You need to work, so do I. But when the time comes, remember to ask and announce...and Sara, keep count."
"Oh, right. So I say like, I am cumming again, number three, for you Sonny! Like that?"
I nodded. "Sara, I'll offer you to my guys but they are pretty persnickety. I don't know if they will even want you!"
She smacked me on the back, no hesitation.
I got off of her and went to the desk and back to work. I had some details to type up, the list of females for the Slut Club for one thing. I glanced over at Sara. She had rolled to her tummy and had one hand cupping her chin, looking at me in a speculative way.
"You think you'll put up the team here? Everyone in this condo for the whole week? Only two toilets?"
I flinched like she'd smacked me. I jumped up and ran down to find "Chuck" and get the loaner key. I did a walk through of Sam's condo and found the lay out different in that it was bent around the building corner where mine was a straight layout but otherwise, mostly the same. The decor was different but the bar was stocked. I looked for the toy cabinet but couldn't find it so it was either well hidden or mine was extra.
I returned to the desk satisfied that if the Goshawks needed a place, I could accommodate them. I started listing the females I knew I could offer a spot in the Slut Club. I got to 47 before I finished. I spent about an hour fishing the numbers out of my phone to add to the list. I had to do some calling to get a few of them but finally managed it all. By the time I printed out the dozen copies, it was nearly five. I went out into the living room and lay the list on the bar. The intercom buzzed and I let Landon in.
Sammy and Chris arrived together and Brent was late, as usual. Landon arrived at the door first and walked in, a little tentative and then nearly flinched when he saw Mavis and then naked Pet, situated in the circle of the living room away from the dining table and kitchen to the left, when facing the fire place with the balcony accesses to each side. The place had a lot of wasted space, just floor between the cluster of the sectional sofa, a love seat and two easy chairs and the bedroom doors. The place wasn't really outfitted for living. I'd make do.
Landon didn't speak but found a spot on the couch and dropped like a puppet whose strings had been all cut at once. I told Sammy to wait for Brent so they all arrived at the same time. I offered them drinks and everyone opted for a gin and tonic, even though it was winter. The silence was uneasy. No one spoke. No one joked. I hated it. These were my best friends. We'd gone out of our way to hang out from the time we met, even when we were at different schools we were together more than any other people. This uneasy silence made my skin crawl.
My back tingled as I did the due diligence for a gin and tonic. I swear I could feel the silence. When I turned back to face them, no one looked me in the eye. My long silence and avoidance had made my point, it seemed and the result was this silent shame in them. I waited, and waited, and waited. Finally, Landon looked at me. He held my stare with his own but it wavered. He didn't look away so I did. Brett glanced at me and away, that was enough. Chris and Sammy both looked up and then dropped their eyes. These were my friends, my closest friends in the world. Two weeks of a summer camp had fused us together. The next year we'd badgered our parents to put us into the same charter school. That lasted about 3 months before they realized all of us in one place at 10 was a terrible idea. We scattered to our local schools then but we kept connected. The longer that connection lasted, the strong it got, so strong in fact that our Moms all ended up becoming friends. This was just an extension of that, we were growing up, maturing, okay well, Landon was, trying at least. We were adults, draft age.
After everyone had a G&T, I made me one and walked over to stand beside Sammy sitting on the big blocky lounge chair. Brent and Landon were on the couch and Chris had one of the other chairs. They all stared at Pet, avoided me and Mavis. I sipped the drink and waited for someone to speak. Brent broke the uncomfortable silence.
"So what's this about, Sonny?" He said finally, staring at the floor at my feet.
"They are mine." I responded.
"Who?" He said, his eyes meeting mine then flinching away.
"The MILFs and all the other pussy that you guys have been privileged to dip into. Truth is, without me, you guys would still be shooting hoops and talking about fucking your mothers." I sipped the G&T which hardly helped the dryness in my mouth. I could see the uneasiness in my friends, and I hated it. No one responded. "My point is that nearly no one on that list is yours to sell. To anyone. And I won't have it. If any of you think that I have no right to refuse that idea, there's the door. We have nothing to discuss."
My friends shifted uneasily, not a one looked at me. I hated it. I kept saying that to myself in the silences. I hated it. Yet, the separation from them wasn't just about the ambush. My mind kept fondling the memories of Mr. Blue, the humiliation and trade of my blisters, the Goshawk potential, my conundrum, the lay down assistant project, Ahmay and Pet, all balled up into a sort of single thing that sat behind my chest and made it hard to breathe. I wanted to tell them about it all, but somehow I knew that the dynamic with my friends was changing, had changed...and it wasn't all my doing and I couldn't undo it. I could no longer take them fully into my confidence and that realization, that reality just hurt me. But it was reality despite the pain of it and I didn't blink in that awful glare.
"Good. I am glad we understand each other but...." Here I hesitated and let them fidget. I hated it but this had to be done. I continued. "...you guys weren't wrong. I could not go on the way I was going. I had it in my head that the pussy gods would cut off the flow if I refused anyone who gave the slightest indication of interest in Sonny's cock."
"Pussy Gods!" Sammy chortled. I was standing at his shoulder so he had to look back and up at me so when I glowered at him, he sobered right up, but then I grinned and he did, with a real look of relief.
It struck me that this was when we stopped being best friends and went our own ways. Me at least. I felt sad about that but I'd been forging a path through the pussy jungle on my own for some time. Something had shifted and then shifted and shifted again so that I felt nearly alien with my guys and that made me so sad. I thought of Sid, Mr. Blue and Hassum and knew I had to do this.
"While I had to be stopped, had to gain better control of myself, you and my blisters picked a pretty shitty way of doing it."
"Sonny, listen...." Landon began but I patted the air.
"No. Hear me out. This is not a discussion. I am pretty sure that is past. I fucked your moms and mine, my sisters and a dozen beyond them and more." I stopped. "Oh fuck. I forgot Sean!" I pulled out my phone and called him and told him to be at the condo by six. Yes, told him. He didn't seem to be offended and said he'd make it, asked for directions like he'd never been there before. I was honestly blurry on that point.
Everyone was watching me by the time I finished talking to Sean. I knew I'd been forgetting someone. The clarity I had on some things seemed to have clouded my mind in other ways. I noted that but couldn't let it defray what was pending. I forged ahead.
"Guys, the MILF list and nearly everyone else on it are mine. Mine. And I can tell you right now, we, you, are not going to be selling them to anyone for any reason, to fuck or whatever. So get that out of your head." I looked at each of them and only Landon met my gaze. He spoke into the silence.
"Sonny, look, I know I speak for everyone...."
I waved him to silence. "No. Don't do that. In this, you all have to speak for yourselves. The MILF list is my doing. Our idea, I grant you that, but at nearly every point, if it hadn't been for me, this never would have happened. You all know it. So I am asking you each to look me in the eye and acknowledge that this thing is not ours, it is mine. Mine. I am going to include you, indeed hand a large portion of this 'thing of mine' to you and make it 'this thing of ours'."
"Mafia." Sammy chortled, craning his neck back and around to look at me. When I didn't share the mirth, he sobered right up again and twisted round to stare straight ahead.
I looked at Landon. "This, on this point, you all have to look me in the eye and agree that this is mine and I am handing it to you. That's what this is about. I have Jamie and Sean and Rodney arriving at six as I want them to be part of this. I am talking to you all because you are my oldest and best friends but what you did to me fucked me over and fucked me up and it took me days to realize it. What is more, my own sisters were part of it and in all fairness, I blame them for it more than you guys because they have been treating me like the little bother all my life, and they weren't wrong, but that stops now. That's the past and tomorrow, that will no longer be me. I have dealt with them. This is me dealing with you. The next time...this is a threat, so understand me here...the next time you try to go behind my back to force me to do something I will take your fucking head off. Is anyone confused about what I am telling you? You don't take what is mine. Ever."
I looked directly at Landon and was a little amazed, and miffed, that he wouldn't meet my eye. "Landon. Do you get this or not?"
His head came up and he looked at me. Defiance flashed for a moment but then he nodded. "I think I speak for all of us, Sonny. We're sorry."
"Oh no, buddy, that won't cut it. Everyone speaks for themselves here. I want you all to say that...and why. So we understand each other." I felt this lurch in my gut. I was putting everything on the line here, our friendship, the MILF list, everything. I needed my friends and this was where I enlisted them to support me, sight unseen or not. The drama, oh the drama of the moment!
"Say it, Landon. What you did wrong with me and what is true." My buddy Landon did not let me down. I could tell I was offering up a big helping of crow but of all my friends, he was the one, who, when confronted with reality, always would swallow his failure and admit what was what. We'd all dragged him out of the slough of despond several times, usually over some bit of stuff he'd fawned over and lost through some silly and thoughtless inconsiderate blunder on his part. Faced with it, he owned it. His most sterling virtue.
"We fucked you, Sonny. I fucked you. I am sorry. The MILF list is yours and I have no right whatsoever to be making plans as to what to do with it. That was bullshit. It wasn't an intervention, it was an ambush and goddammit, I know that now. Your silence afterward, I had to face what we'd done and I was part of it, I contributed and I didn't stop it. I was your friend, am your friend and I stood by and let that happen, was part of it even. So, yeah, you tell us what to do with the MILF list and I, for one, will follow your lead in this."
I confess it. It felt good to have him say that. I was always the poor boy in our group, the one without the money who had to just go along and hope someone would pick up the tab because I rarely had the money to do it. I always felt like the guy who had to run faster, work harder, be smarter just to deserve to be with these guys. That was not wrong before but the MILF list had changed me and those changes were continuing, in and to a depth that I had never even imagine existed and I could not let my friends destroy those changes by ignoring them and go on like they never happened.
"Good man." I said. I felt this inner shiver as though me saying that to Landon was a shift. It was. He never needed encouragement or support or cared for my approval before...and now he was getting it. "Brent? Your turn."
He looked up, his glasses caught the light in such a way that his eyes vanished behind silver sheens. I noted that Mavis and pet were both watching the proceedings with rapt interest. Brent finally nodded.
"I honestly thought we were doing you a favor, being your friend, Sonny. I did. But, when you just vanished and quit talking to us, I guess it came clear that we'd overstepped."
"Overstepped?" I prodded.
His head moved and his eyes appeared. He nodded. "I mean, we...no. We were trying to take the MILF list away from you. I admit it. I don't know what Georgia, Dalia and Tawny were about, but we wanted to get the List for ourselves. I did. I wanted to be able to fuck them all like you could. I was wrong. It is yours. You did it and you included us...and we were greedy...no I was a greedy fuck. I wanted what you had and I tried to just take it. I am sorry, Sonny. I am. Mom banged my head on the wall for it. Truth is, I can't do what you do. I don't understand it. It is beyond me! I needed to ignore that reality and act like I was what you are. I am not. I'm not and that rankled! I was petty and stupid, like I often am but this is me admitting it and saying I was wrong, like Landon just did. The MILFs knew nothing about what we were going to do. I swear to you. It was us...no, it was me. I did it. I couldn't do it myself, but I was fully invested in snaking the List out from under you by cutting your legs out from under you and I was wrong. I can't do anything now but ask for forgiveness!" He met my eyes then.
No, fuck you! I didn't want to hug him, the goofy fuck. I did feel this deep affection for my friend. I just nodded though. "Good man." I said softly. "We'll get this right yet, don't worry." My gaze shifted to Chris and he met my eyes with his, a certain steely defiance that had appeared in him that surprised us all, me not the least.
"Sonny." He began, then stopped. "I thought all I wanted was Tawny and when you just handed her to me, and I wanted more...I was surprised. I mean, how long had I dreamed of just exactly what you gave me? Forever! And when I got it, what did I do? Was I satisfied? No. It's like Brent said, I got greedy. I did. I wasn't thinking about you or the List so much as trying to fathom how I could want Tawny for so long like that and then not be satisfied with her when I had her? I mean, not like she was satisfied with me, was it? But still, if you told her to fuck me and only me, she'd do that...and there it is, isn't it? I was jealous of that, of you. No one ever mistook me for a guy who would move the world. My parents always treated me like I was a charity case, unable to deserve anything and when I found Tawny wanted me too, it went right to my head and I just wanted more and I didn't care who I took it from or how. I am just like Brent. I was wrong. I am sorry. I don't know what this means but I know that I have changed. I feel it and I owe it mostly to you...all to you, but mostly to you, Sonny. I know you didn't set out to change me, to make me stand up for myself, finally...but you did do it. Fucking Mother, with my father watching, that changed me and that was your doing, Sonny. You alone. I always thought I should be more like Landon...and I can benefit from his lead but it's you I need to emulate. You bent over backwards for your friends. I am lucky to have you as a friend and I'll bend over backwards from now on to deserve your friendship!"
Fucking actor. Was he genuine? Or was it Memorex? You know the truth about actors? They don't know either until you respond. The audience makes them real, which is why they are so insecure all the time...they are what they are only as reflections of the audience that observes them.
I nodded. "Good man." I said. He smiled that cherubic smile we all knew so well and usually want to bitch slap off his face but this time, it was right and proper and it fit the moment, for us both. Sammy twisted around.
"I blame Ellen for everything. She needs spanking until she cries, but if you do, I want to be there!" He said, all serious and shit "I have been her little bitch boy and I lost my fucking mind. I don't know why she pushed so hard but she was all wound up to get us to do that intervention. My sin? I got a bad case of pussy intoxication and lost my mind. And Sonny, it is clear to me that I need your help to break her hold on me. I can't do it alone. I was there, I did it. I was part of that ambush. But I did it for pussy. Doesn't make it any better...in fact it makes me the biggest idiot here. Although, if you are going to screw over a friend, pussy is not the worst reason to do it...and yes, I screwed you over. I wanted to get the MILF list away from you so Mom would fuck me like I wanted and not on your schedule and honestly, I think that made Ellen a little crazy. She never made any sense but somehow her being jealous of me fucking Mom implied messing you up, I do not know why or how...but it did and she did. Ellen scares me, mostly because when she walks into the room all I want to do is bang her against the wall until she squeals 'Uncle' which that little minx will never do...so you get my point. Landon won't say it about Darlene but I will say it out loud. Ellen owns me and I need to get out from under that. You can help, you can do it...so I am begging you...!"
I grinned at him. "Tomorrow is the night of the long knives for our little redheaded bundle of joy." I grunted. "I think I know what will happen tomorrow, so don't worry. If you stand up, even a little, I think your little pussy nemesis will be less imposing and may even be apologetic when I finish with her." I patted his shoulder and in that instant of contact, felt a thunderbolt of tension leave him. "Good man, Sammy!" I said softly. When he twisted round to look back at me, he smiled that old shy smile he'd used so often before Ellen infected him and I had that feeling that this moment was when we all became men. Different, but it was the same move for us all.
"That's that, then." I said. "In a bit, Rodney, Jamie and Sean will be here and I'll tell you what we will be doing with the MILF list." As if by magic or some cosmic synchronicity, my phone took that moment to buzz and it was Rodney asking if he was at the right place. I told him how to park and to gain entrance. I'd left their names at the door with Chuck. I had to take a moment to call down and make sure Sean could get in.



While I was doing these things, Mavis stared at me, watching intently and I realized this was the sort of thing an administrative assistant would or could do for me. I got this little tingle, both anticipation and apprehension. The silence in the room was unnerving itself. The guys just sat in silence. None of the camaraderie, banter or chatter of the past was present and I felt this twinge of sadness. Whether I liked it or not, I was changing, moving, traveling and I was alone in it. Ahmay wanted to experience pain, pain I had to figure out how to give her. The thought put me into a reverie of my own that only broke when the intercom told me Chuck had someone to check in. Turned out Jamie, Rodney and Sean were all there and Chuck sent them up.
The chaos in my mind swirled for a moment after I invited them up. I thought of the Goshawks and how the guys would react to that. I had this moment when all the complexities, all the projects, all the demands on me and the expectations crowded around. I turned away from the intercom to find my friends all watching me. They were silent and that silence seemed to testify to what I was feeling, a separateness that at first felt scary but then it just melded into a feeling that I was exploring the unknown and I'd bring back my discoveries to share with my friends. Oddly, that gave me both courage and comfort, that little thought.
I let the new arrivals in, and Mavis took their drink requests, G&T like the rest of us though I caught Jamie sniffing at our seasonal confusion. Hot toddies seemed more fitting I suppose. I introduced everyone, though Rodney was the only full stranger. I was interested to see how he'd respond in this group but he seemed at ease which reassured me. All those movies where the hostess obsesses over how to seat people at a dinner made sense to me for the first time. Any coach will tell you that the "chemistry" of a team can be as important as the talent. And getting that right is an art, not a science.
I was happy to see the chatter return to this group and I stood by the bar watching them. Mavis sauntered over and pressed herself against me. She leaned in and kissed my cheek. They guys were watching but they surely missed her voice in my ear.
"That was well done, Sonny." She said softly. "And not easy. I don't know all that went on but I clearly see that something important has changed for you."
I looked at her and she smiled this sweet smile, like an indulgent mother and I wanted to mount her right there. That feeling inspired me and I felt fortunate to have this woman with me in this way. I had a flash of how new, how unexpected, yet how comfortable it felt to let her into my life. I turned away, realizing we'd have to take what followed and deal with it, because I had no idea how to plan for it, so do what I know to do today and let the evils of tomorrow visit once, and not twice.
"Okay guys, I know you are wondering why I invited you all here." I began and the immediate silence and attention was reassuring and flattering. "I want to introduce the world's first Slut Club." I tried to use a sonorous tone but didn't quite get there and it fell flat. I continued. "First rule of Slut Club, you don't talk about Slut Club. Second rule of Slut Club, you don't talk about Slut Club!" I stopped and waited for reactions.
Nothing.
Not a good start. Everyone just looked at me, albeit a bit expectantly but no one spoke until finally Sammy chortled a bit. "Okay, Sonny, we all get the reference to Fight Club, but what is Slut Club. You need to explain. You aren't schizo and we aren't going to end up vandalizing anything so what is this about?"
Everyone nodded and Sammy looked around and seemed to swell up a little. He had rarely talked for the group before. Everything was shifting around me and I felt it again but acting in the midst of sea change was part of this change in me.
I handed the sheaf of papers I'd printed out to Mavis and without a word she handed one to everyone. I'd printed one too few so I didn't have a copy but no matter. Forgetting Sean was an oversight but I'd get over it and he need never know. "This is a list of the females, local, that Sonny Duncan fucked in the last few months." Everyone took it with varying degrees of interest, skepticism and astonishment. "The Slut Club will consist of a cunt list and a cock list. This is the initial cunt list. The cock list will be up to you all to manage, to arrange."
Brent raised his hand. I wanted to smack him, what a duffus. I ignored him instead and went on talking and he had the good sense to put his hand down.
"The Slut Club is a way to make nature and society match. What is the truth about sex? Females can fuck all day everyday. Guys, us, we shoot our wad and need to rest. Four, five, six times we orgasm and then we are done, spent. Females, they can cum like ten times and keep going." I glanced at Mavis and she was blushing. Pet, however, was nodding along. "Sex is for the female and society has lied to everyone on that point because they get bred and then everything changes, mother instinct takes over and fucking recedes in importance. That was how nature worked, to protect the children, the species. Civilization has changed that. The village protects children and mothers, females work and participate in running the world because they have birth control and technology evens out the physical disparities that barbarian life accented and imposed. God made people but Colt made them equal. Out of this shift in how humanity lives, the female orgasm can and should become a primary element in human sexuality. Females can be sexual far more than we guys can, so why not let them decide just how much sex they want?"
There was a shifting and shuffling as though the guys were uncomfortable with this. I understood. I addressed it.
"What is one of the primary elements for most guys in dealing with females? Acceptance. When a woman opens her legs for us and we penetrate her defenses, we all feel and want and need the acceptance that goes with it. Yes, we can fuck, but isn't it that validation from a woman that we seek? Nothing makes us prouder, or harder than knowing that she picked our cock out of the cock forest to take inside her body, to use as her dildo to stimulate her and give her the orgasm that she could have without us, many times just as satisfying if not more so.
"Oh, there is a corresponding need in a female, to have things that complicate this, including to have us take them without consideration of their needs, which is confusing and a conundrum. The last 50 years has seen a rising focus on the neglect of female sexual satisfaction and the discontent that goes with it. The core reality is that females are built for sex and if their appetites are fed, that demand in them will grow, not decline. And we guys, we fear it because we can never keep up with a woman whose sex drive has shifted into high gear."
No one looked happy about this. I didn't care. It's the truth.
"There are lots of ways to address this but I want to address it directly. That is the essence of the Slut Club. The female picks who they fuck, when and to a lesser degree, how. I know, this sounds ominous. What if she wants to fuck us and our little head shrinks out of sight? Nothing is feared by the male species like the limp dick. And correspondingly, nothing hurts a hetero-female like the lack of sexual response in the man she wants. It's complicated. And I don't care. The complication is where the fun is, sorting that out and I want the Slut Club to be part of that for the world.
"I propose that we recruit as many of these females to be on the cunt list for the Slut Club. They will fuck the cock list when and as they wish, but inside parameters that the Slut Club Board will determine. To remain a member in good standing they must fuck. As a group, the cunt list must fuck the full cock list each cycle. A cycle will be defined by a parameter, like, must fuck in an elevator, or at night, or between ten and two during the day or on a park bench or on the hood of someone else's car...like that. Just a simple instruction that everyone follows...females picking and arranging to fuck the males as they wish. They will fuck all the males every cycle."
I looked around at the guys and saw a lot of pretty blank looks.
Finally Landon blinked and shook his head. "First, cycle sounds wrong. Rounds maybe?" He said softly, like the wheels were turning too fast to help with talking. "We'd need a web site...to register who does what to whom." He said, muttering a bit. He looked over at Brent who was nodding.
"But wait," Brent said. "How do we verify that someone gets fucked, or whatever? The female could just lie and say she did and the guy didn't do it. Or even if we did a sort of double blind, they could collude and both lie and fool the system! How do we prevent that!"
He seemed genuinely perturbed by the prospect. I'd actually thought about this and had a ready and damning answer. "Who gives a fuck? Think about it like this. If you are in a jack off club and you lie about wanking, who does that hurt? You. If two people lie about fucking each other to fool the system, fine, who cares? They didn't fuck? Who misses out? Not me. Not you. No one else. They do fraud, yes, but it's not like we are basing a grant proposal on the data we are generating, right? So they defraud the system. So what! Who is being cheated? They are. Not my concern. I don't think we need to worry about the cum lies that anyone tells us."
"You mean the females, the MILFs and more, they get to decide who they fuck, when and how and like that?" Chris asked softly.
I nodded. "The web site is the thing for you guys to work out. Females give an account of who they fuck and some basics about how or when. Correspondingly the guy does the same thing. This is how we keep track of how a round is going and if it needs adjusting and if someone is not participating for some reason. Someone will need to investigate if a female is not electing to fuck. At the same time, discussing sexual activity even in brief on the web site may well become an attraction. Maybe include a chat function where people can make the arrangements. That's all for you to figure out. Sonny doesn't want to be involved in those details. But I will say this. Fewer rules is best. If you have to write them down to keep them straight, too many. Rules in this context should be fun and just to aid the function and organization of The Slut Club nothing more, not constrain anyone. No point to that."
I couldn't think of anything else to add so I did what I seemed to be learning, finally and went silent.
"Oh god, Sonny! That's brilliant." Jamie said. "Nothing makes a guy prouder than when a female chooses him. We'd just be removing the conceit that it's always the guy that does it, who decides!"
"I am not sure I like that." Sammy said a little darkly.
I couldn't help but laugh. "Coming from you, that's a little rich. Alissa and Ellen both seem to have you on speed dial and you trot around to service them if and when they choose."
Sammy twisted around to look at me, his face worked for a moment and then he grinned. "Oh shit, that's right, isn't it!" He chortled. "It's pretty great! Cocks on call!" He sobered. "Scary too, right? What if a MILF calls you you can't get it up? Who cares why?"
"What are tongues for? Not just talking!" Rodney said. When everyone looked at him, he got this funny look of embarrassment on his face and then shrugged. "Sonny pointed out to me how great it is when a slut orgasms...I have been adding skills." He looked at me then with the most peculiar look on his face and I swear I read his mind just then. I felt the look on his face and it felt like he was telling me that he referenced the new skill I'd need to give Ahmay what she needed, like he was honoring what that meant for me. I would need to change and he was changing himself in solidarity with me in that even though he knew that me giving pain was like a fish taking a walk in the desert. Fish don't have feet!
"So what else." Landon said, his eyes finally losing that misted-over look. "That's not all there is to it, is there?"
I cocked my head letting the jagged reverie about Ahmay slip away from me. Landon was always sharp about the angles. "Well, the females need to be enlisted. That's where you guys come in. You have the lists...you guys need to coordinate and fuck everyone on the list. Once you fuck a female, you offer her a spot in the Slut Club. Or maybe it's the other way round, you offer the spot and then fuck her...like shaking on the deal. I am fuzzy on this point, honestly. The point is you get her to agree to the conditions. And you fuck the MILF list and the beyonders. No fuck, no membership in The Slut Club."
"What conditions?" Landon and Brent and Jamie all said at once. They looked at each other and laughed, albeit a bit nervously.
"First, you guys, you are the Board for the Slut Club. Any woman on the MILF list must fuck someone on the board to get on the cunt list. Now later, once this list, my list is signed up, I suggest that each new woman will fuck at least three of you then you 'vote' to include her on the cunt list or not. Most women will love being told they made the cut, but some will need to know it was two to one in favor to cool their heels. More of you can fuck her if you want but she must always fuck an odd number, though, to avoid ties. For the ones I have 'initiated', already on that list you have, they just need to fuck one of you, to get the feel that they have options beyond me."
"Fuck I love this idea!" Sammy hooted.
I nodded. I could always count on Sammy to add enthusiasm to any idea, good or not. "Second, when you recruit each woman you must have them agree that I own them. Me. Not the Club, not you, me. And I want to get one thing straight right now." I glared around at my friends and colleagues.
"Slut club is the alternative to whoring them out. I never liked that and unless the woman gets all squirmy at the thought of taking credit cards with her little money maker, I don't care to have anything like that associated with me, us or my sluts. Anyone want to add to that objection, I mean to try to change my mind on that point? Now is the time to do it because after this, I don't want to hear about it except for the sake of a female who wants to give it a go. So it better be her idea or you'll find yourself living in an igloo." I scanned the group. Rodney mostly looked mystified, though that look was there and then vanished behind his natural cool, again and quickly. He just waited for things to clarify. Rodney didn't have my or Brett's need to understand things, he was a results guy pure and simple.
"You have to admit, that's a pretty logical next step once you have mounted 50 females, right?" Sammy said, all reasonable and shit.
I shrugged. "Don't care. It ain't happening." I pointed at the door. "You want whores, there's the door, get out. Now. I'm not a pimp and I won't work with anyone with that ambition. Consent, gentleman or nothing. The woman decides and if I ever find that someone violates that, let's just say I will do something fully out of character and yes, that's a threat but if you assholes challenge me on it, I swear you'll regret it to the end of your goddamn days." The passion boiled over in me, all the frustration and angst of the ambush flowed out of me in a gushing anger replete with acid and bile. Sonny angry was a rare moment for me...and my friends. The gauntlet was down. I waited and the anticipated anxiety with making a clear demand and drawing the line in the cement did not appear. I was sure in my conviction and I had no illusions about what I wanted. If someone wanted to be pimp, not my problem. I was not interested. The sudden anger in me cooled and vanished as quickly.
Once again I scanned faces and the mixture of acknowledgment and introspection felt good to me. After a fairly long time, I glanced at Mavis. The bitch was beaming and finding my eyes on her, she nodded and blew me a kiss. I took that as a good sign the pause for cause was over.
"Good. We understand each other."
"Uh, Sonny, mate, I get where you are going but what do you mean by 'you own' them? Isn't that a little presumptuous given that this list will continue to grow?" Jamie spoke, his lilting accent seemed oddly out of place.
I nodded. "Good question. This has basically three elements. First, if I fuck a female and offer her a spot on the cunt list, then she's in if she accepts. I'll need to know who and how to validate that with the system but that's details. I am sure Brent will get a woody working that out." He blushed but didn't object. "Second, any female member of the Slut Club will fuck me when and as I want. That needs to be clear even to the ones you sign up without me." Here I paused again but everyone simply sat in rapt silence, regarding me with full attention. I felt a twinge of nerves then but it popped like a champagne bubble. This would be creating the 'legend of Sonny'. I'd thought this through and though it felt very much like I was buttering my own toast, I decided that the Mr. Blue consideration made this logical. My guys would recruit females who would know they had to fuck me. Anticipation could be very powerful! "Third, when I call a slut, she comes running. I have the expectation that I will need the services of a variety of females in the future but I have no idea who or when or even why just now, so this is contingency planning."
"Judas Priest, Sonny," Landon interjected. "What are you talking about? What are you into?" He saw that this implied something that he couldn't define.
I shrugged. There it was the question I wasn't sure how to answer, so I dodged and weaved. Serpentine, serpentine! "I can't really tell you and now, not because I am joining Mr. Wills in the CIA or NSA whatever alphabet salad he is tangled up with. I just don't know. I have a couple things that have security issues involved that I either don't know or can't explain. I am literally in the process of figuring out what I can do or will do. Turns out whatever this is that I have, it has some use for some people in a world that I guaran-damn-tee you I never suspected existed. And honestly, I am not sure I know what it is at all now. What I know is that I am not interested in signing on to some domestic situation and punching a time clock. I want to...I don't know what I want but I know there are a few things I actually do want to pursue and I simply can't tell you more than that. Some is me being ignorant and some is me being coy. I won't tell you which. I just want to be able to use the MILFs and the beyonders when the situation warrants it."
I looked around and saw the thing I just feared the most. Blank uncomprehending looks that simply had no clue what I was talking about. Not like I didn't have some experience with that feeling! I guess I sort of hoped someone would be skeptical and challenge me and wake me from this dream, but no, there was just a sort of resigned recognition in the guys and curious acceptance in Jaime and Rodney. Sean just looked mystified but fascinated.
"What are the rules for females?" Landon asked, moving the discussion along.
"All holes or no holes." I responded. "They need to be willing to be fully used sexually. Everyone has things they won't do or want to do, but females need to bring all their holes to the table, so to speak. As I said, three of you use her, and then decide. If I fuck her, I will decide.
"In my concept, we do, yes, rounds. And we can be really creative. I think maybe we have each female fuck three guys each round. I don't know how this works statistically but a female getting some like that seems the right idea to me. Depending on the ratios, it should work. I guess we work out the optimum ratio range of cock to cunt and limit each round to that. I envision having rounds that define a specific time and routine and then everyone registers for the round until the roster is "full" and then those participating have a set amount of time to satisfy the requirements. Maybe after the time limit is up, all can work to fill the bill...or no time limits. I am fuzzy and you can test that out to see how it works. This means all the guys get fucked every time...you could even run different rounds concurrently."



Landon nodded. "You have the guys pay the fees...they get a newsletter. That's what they are paying for, the newsletter but with the subscription, they get membership to the Slut Club. How do we vet the guys?"
I shrugged. "Why do we have to? I mean, all welcome but we should have like a complaint process that gets them booted. You guys work all that out. I don't want to be involved. The organization and operation of it, that's for you to do. I have plenty to keep me busy. I think Mavis may be a good point of reference to use so someone knows all that is going on. She and I will work out how that works, and then you can keep her informed."
Brent nodded then. "I'll make a website she can easily update with news and the like. I like the chat function just for the Slut Club. How do we keep track of who does what? We need to know when a round is over? And what if some guys don't get fucked?" Brent was musing out loud but that was his thing, to work out the nth degree of detail! I'd let him do it but giving him some direction usually kept him from screwing himself too tightly to the sticking place.
"I think any round or event has a time limit. After that passes, you make it open season on the guys who haven't been used yet so the round can end, anyone fucks them. You use a two step validation process, female and male and true up the when and where so that it matches. I'd make drop down selections so that the match is easy to make in the logic of the code Brent. It needs to be a click, click, click thing that is easy and fast."
"Oh that's a great idea, the cock and the cunt go together to make it work. Has some poetry to it!" Brent said with Sammy-like glee in his voice which demanded a double take. "I'll make a phone app that does the same thing." His mechanic's mind had the problem in hand.
"Run it all by Landon...or everyone else in concept. The Board needs to approve it before you build it. Landon can figure out what you are talking about and explain it to everyone else." For a moment Brent looked a little odd but the moment passed. We all have our flaws. "Look, I know there will be lots of details but keep this rule in mind. Sonny doesn't give a shit about the details. You want my opinion?" I looked at Mavis and pointed to her. "Get it from Mavis here. You need approval for something, she will provide it and if she needs to run it by me, she will. Mavis is the 'me' to the world so I don't have to be me to the world. The Slut Club needs to run without Sonny because Sonny has his own irons in the fire. I am sorry I can't tell you about this but think about it like this. When I was arranging to share the MILF list with you guys, when I was arranging for you to fuck your own mothers, you didn't need to know, couldn't have endured knowing what I had in mind and how it was going to unfold and you sure didn't want anyone else to know and to this day, no one does. So yes, I will have secrets but before any one of you gets bent about that, remember, each of you have secrets that no one else needs to know and demanding I justify what I do to you because you're curious is demanding I tell you someone else's secrets. Do that and your own will be open for inspection, so don't fucking do it. I implore you, leave me to do what I do and don't get handsy again with what isn't yours. I am out to change things and I will need to know more than any of you ever will. This is me. Let me explore that and don't try to be what you aren't. We are different. Let me be me. This right here? This is what I am embracing and what you all did to me that night when you ambushed me, you set out to change me in some way and this is what you accomplished. You did change me. I am changed so fucking get over it. It's not my fault you didn't fucking know what you were doing!"
I was a little more defiant than the situation demanded, I admit that. But the passion just boiled again over for a moment before I could tighten the lid on it. I felt in that moment the hurt and disappointment and the creeping recriminations that would poison me and I stopped it. I had to focus on the results. Mr. Blue met me in the hotel room. Could he have done the same had I been living at home? No one knew this, planned or designed it but the way things went together created that in me. Just like Annie's meddling put Mom full of Sid's gargantuan cock in China and me on his payroll that led to Hassam and Mr. Blue. These aren't causes because true causes can be reproduced independently. Such things can't be reproduced, planned or designed with fine control They are magical in that sense. They do serve to determine how I felt about the ambush and allowed me to put it behind me. That makes them valuable.
The silence stretched then until Sonny figured out everyone was waiting on me.
"Any other questions?" I asked the silence.
No one moved.
Landon looked around then, fixing each with his blue-eyed gaze and everyone looked at him. He looked at me and shook his head.
"Nothing, Sonny." He said, assuming is past role as the steering presence in our little group, which jogged my memory.
"Oh I about forgot, Jamie will be Chairman of the Board." I said. "Because I say so, so don't go demanding a fucking vote. It's because there will be a lot of money on the table eventually if you do this right, and he has all the money he needs, so skimming or lining his own pockets won't be a temptation. He knows if he fucks with things I have some ability to fuck with him right back. First guy to sign up will be his Dad. His mother, sister, step-mom and her sister will all be offered a spot on the cunt list. So he's not just some outsider being named to the Board as a sop to his vanity. So yes, he'll have the final say but I will always be available if you guys get tangled up into a knot. My role will be to resolve conflicts, and what I say goes but I don't want much of a say. You guys work it all out to please yourselves and I'll still be Sonny and go along with what you arrange. You can refer to me if you get into a jam but I won't be patient though because my role in all this is more like the scout, an advance team sent to discover the undiscovered country.
"From whose borne no traveler returns." Jamie muttered with an odd smile. "This is quite a concept and I confess, it has merits I'd never ever even considered as possible. You are basically letting the prostitute pick the cock she wants to ride. This may be more like the sophisticated courtesans of old with our modern twist on it." He nodded and that constituted as much approval as he'd offer, this I understood.
"Anyone have anything else to add?" I asked then. "I have a couple other matters to bring up but generally speaking, that's The Slut Club. If I have forgotten something, we'll add it when the need arises. But let's do this. We'll reconvene same time and place next week and settle the issue and cover any that are unresolved at that point. If any of you need to opt out, do it then, no harm, no foul. Don't talk about Slut Club!" I grinned then and suddenly the feel of the room lightened and my friends, new and old were all grinning back at me, well, not Rodney, but his eyes did twinkle some.
I had this feeling that things had gone well and it rather took away my breath. I'd planned this, not in detail but that moment, right then had been my objective. Handing the MILF list to my friends in way that didn't ruin it was my objective and this was a fine step in that direction.
"I have a couple more things to go over if there is nothing else just now on The Slut Club."
Landon looked around. "We'll get together, Brent and I, but anyone else can join, just to hash out details and get the plan down on paper. I want to do that so I can show it to the Board and get it approved before Brent spends any time or effort on it, not to mention money."
"I'll set up the banking and financing system." Jamie said. "Well, I'll have someone here set it up. Before you all leave I need to get names and numbers so we can communicate. I think we should talk through the many details together a few times and decide what else is needed. I'll get the corporate structure defined and in place so it is there when we need it. I have people here in the States who will do that. I'll call it the 'Duncan Foundation' if that name is not taken...or some version of that theme."
Everyone nodded then. I felt this surge of something, some emotion that nearly brought tears to my eyes. It was so embarrassing but there it is. I blinked a few times and nodded. "Sounds good. I have a couple other things though to round things out. I had occasion to help out one of the volleyball teams in town for the tourney...girls. They have three sponsors and a dyke coach, lesbian so she may not be receptive to a cock offer but the sponsors will be. Three MILFs in the best sense of that tradition, the MILF Goshawks who will be here or about, available to be fucked all week. Feel free to stop by and give them your best. Come here as they will be in this condo. At the end of the week, or once they lose in the tourney, we'll fuck the team, one and all, that is any who are willing. I am thinking Friday night through Sunday morning the Goshawks will be available for use, eighteen nubile young females. Until the teams loses, you guys can fuck the sponsors separately or together and I will try out a few of the team on my own. This is a one time thing so take full advantage. I'll have Mavis arrange things with the management downstairs. I haven't decided if we will or should go beyond the cocks in this room but, I do have latitude to offer Goshawks as I see fit to others. It could happen. If you have anyone you'd like to be included in the weekend, get the name to Mavis here and she'll get it on the list with the security downstairs. ID will be required to be shown so no one will be coy. Get her contact information before you leave. Any questions?"
"Ah, Sonny, did I just hear you right? You have secured an entire volleyball team for us to fuck?" Sean spoke up like a tourist in heaven.
I grinned. "Well, sort of...the team doesn't know they are being offered as meat for our appetites so you'll need to obtain their consent one at a time, but I have the feeling by the time the time comes, arrives, they'll be ready and willing to be properly used like this. I think I will aid that. Not sure how yet but we'll know by the end of the week." I suddenly realized I was a little ahead of myself. "Okay, wait, this is all pending. I should know for certain Monday afternoon. If they find other accommodations this may be just fantasy. Be sure Mavis has your contact info and I'll have her verify that we are a Goshawk go for the week and clarify what access you will have, to whom, when and how. Right now, I think it will be a go and the three MILF sponsors will be yours for use but that won't be real until Monday afternoon when they move in. I have Sam's condo down the hall so they won't all be jammed in here. I'll be taking the one room so they'll have floor and beds in three others. We'll let you know if the MILFs are available when we know for certain. Any questions? Suggestions? Comments?"
Rodney raised his hand. It felt weird but I went with it and nodded at him.
"I don't know you guys but I just want to say that I will do what I can to contribute. Sonny, he had me fuck his girl Debbie and she was awesome. I just want you all to know that he's going to have my virgin sister when he's ready. So I am not just on a ride-along. I am invested like I take it that each of you are. I hope to get to know you all well and make the Slut Club a success! I have guys to sign up but some of them may need scholarships!" He laughed then.
"You fucked D. Debra?" Chris asked, agape.
"Yes, he did. She didn't believe I'd share her around but now she knows. Jamie got a piece of her too. She's going to get the full treatment from us soon. I promised her, and I will deliver. We have a volleyball team to do first...sort of appeared on the radar and opportunities should be accepted! But first, now, tonight to sort of christen The Slut Club, I have a female for us all to fuck. I will bring her out in a moment but before I do I have an idea for us in how to use her. Before, when me and my friends fucked a female we were just cock pumpers. We'd hammer her to putty and fill her up with cum until it was like fucking a beer stein. I am saying that no one cums in this girl to start. Not until it's time. I mean, you drill her to the point of your orgasm, yours, then back up and another cock takes his place, two rounds, everyone has a hole, then we make her airtight and use her as our cum dump."
I could see the shock on my old friend's face. This hardly sounded like the milquetoast Sonny of old. I cocked my head but didn't grin. "I have this female cued to ask permission to orgasm. And when she has it, she'll announce that she's cumming. And she'll keep count. My suggestion is that you all strip and be naked so when I bring her out she'll be dressed and see you pricks all as you are." I did grin then.
Sammy stood up and pulled off his long sleeved polo shirt. Unbuckled his pants and skimmed them down his skinny black legs. I just turned and walked back to the room to get Sara.
She was lying on the bed studying. Naked. I closed the door and she twisted around to lie on her back and opened her legs. "Ready to do me?" She asked?
I stood at the door staring at her lithe body spread like a banquet on the bed. Her curtain legs focused my attention on her cunt which glittered. Anticipation, it seemed to me. I opened the door and walked back out of the room, closing the door behind me. I glimpsed Sara's shock at my departure but left her dangling, thinking it would tantalize her. I went to Mavis and whispered into her ear.
"I need a collar and chain, I have no idea where they might be? Last I remember I had them in the glove box in the car."
She merely nodded and rose and walked towards our bedroom where Sara was lounging naked. I followed. The guys were discussing and cussing, a little nervously but didn't seem unnerved by my departure. They were still undressing but the discussion was about The Slut Club.
Mavis stopped when she saw naked Sara. Hesitated really, then bustled to the chest of drawers over near the bathroom entrance, fussed in the back of one of them and drew out the bag from the Pink Pearl. I extracted a silver collar and chain...I really wanted just a black leather dog collar and leash and said as much...the delicate chain seemed wrong somehow for Sara.
"Oh well, I did get a spare for pet, shall I get that?" Mavis asked.
I have to admit I was liking this deal of having a personal administrator. I nodded and she presented me with just what I wanted, a thick but plain black leather collar with a basic leash chain. Sara had been watching and when I turned around to face her with the collar and leash in my hands, her eyes got all wide and she sat up. She scooted to the edge of the bed and sat there, hands beside her hips, feet on the floor, waiting. She just stared straight ahead, not looking at me, totally still. Her nipples grew very obviously taut.
I glanced at Mavis. She bobbed her eyebrows at me and then nodded once. I walked over to Sara and carefully affixed the leather collar around her neck and then attached the leash. She shivered then her nipples piqued and flushed a darker red, then she looked up at me. The look was something akin to dazed adoration. She didn't speak though and I wanted her to do so but the collar seemed to have done something to her. She just sat there, looking up at me, nude and quivering. I decided I should just go with things as they stood and stepped away from her and gave a gentle tug to the leash.
Sara flowed to her feet like she was floating and I led her to the door, opened it and led her further into a room full of my naked friends. They were arrayed on the furniture, cocks hard already. Their conversation collapsed into a wet silence at the sight of Sara on a leash, naked and not clothed as I'd intimated. I walked into the midst of the furniture full of naked guys and turned to her.
"Sara, these are my friends. I want you to go to your knees, and suck each cock for a count of 30 and then back off it...then they will fuck you, one after the other, as they each like, but when you get to the edge you must ask me permission to orgasm. When you have it, you must announce clearly that you are cumming for me, even as they fuck you, with the count, of your orgasms I mean, not the cock count. Understand?"
She just nodded. Her silent acquiescence was sexy as hell!
I considered removing the collar and leash but she slid to her knees and looked up at me.
"You should be first, Sonny." Landon said. The murmur of agreement was so gratifying I almost cried. I didn't, mind you, but you know that feeling when your chest swells with pride and you feel like you are about to come apart at the seams? It was like that. Just that simple statement from Landon was a validation I never guessed I wanted or needed and so never noticed its lack. I had the flash that sons would want this from their fathers...and rarely get it but I had no hope of ever feeling this without a father to provide it and yet, here it was, swelling in me like a geyser of emotion I'd never felt before.
I did as he said, moving before Sara. She was on her knees, looking up at me. She fumbled at my slacks and exposed my cock and took it right into her mouth. I gasped with the pleasure, closing my eyes to feel her take me in, a sucking little address then she took me deeper, deeper until I felt her nose against my abdomen and her hot breath against my skin. She went still and I felt her heart beating or it was mine, like we had become one organism, attached at mouth and cock. I stroked her auburn hair and she sucked gently in response, a lovely reaction to my touch.
Time passed so rapidly I didn't register it until she backed away, releasing my cock. I stepped away, reholstering my gun, noting I was the only guy in the room still dressed. Landon rose up and then looked at Jamie. "Mr. St. Vincent, you are the Chairman of the Board...I'd say you should be first after Sonny."
Jamie showed I was smart in selecting him. He waved a hand. "I will be last, Landon...indulge, then you Brent, Rodney, Chris, Sean is it? You next and Sammy last before me." His casual assumption of the right to determine the order was so natural, so effortless, no one even noticed...well I did and when I glanced around to find Mavis had drifted along in my wake, she nodded to me again. I wasn't sure how to take her encouragement but the intent was pure and luxurious.
Landon stepped up to Sara and she took his offered cock right into her mouth. She didn't do the classic head bob but sucked him deep and held him there, still, one with his cock in her mouth and throat. He groaned and put his hands to her head and stroked her head. His eyes opened and he looked over at me. "She's marvelous! Who is she? Where did you find her?"
I grinned a little, self-conscious about the answer. "She's a Goshawk. It's her volleyball team that will be staying here this week...if they don't find accommodations by tomorrow. I gave them the suite we had at the hotel till Monday."
Sara backed away and Landon returned to his seat. Brent arose and Sara eyed his cock with something akin to awe with a side of trepidation. She took him as she'd taken me, right down the gullet without hesitation. The girl had skills. Brent groaned, then bent over her and tweaked her nipples. He looked at me, a glowing grin on his face. "God, Sonny, why would we ever try to tell you how to arrange things? Look at what we get if we just give you space?"
Sara released his cock, leaving it glistening. If she had a gag reflex it was so inconsiderable as to make no difference. A line of drool ran down her chin. Rodney moved into position. He had a thick cock of nice length. She had to struggle to get her mouth wide enough for it but did. He grasped her by the ears and face fucked her not allowing her to be still. She groaned, taking it in her stretched mouth. When Sara signaled time, her white hand tapping at his black ass, he released her and she gasped hard, panting from the effort. Rodney left her and returned to his seat.



Chris rose up and she took him into her mouth in the exact same way. The room was dead silent, no one moved. The sounds she made with each cock seemed much louder than made any sense. Chris held her by the back of the head and pushed her face against him and humped at her until she wriggled lose. Her face was a masque of somber and focused delight.
Sean replaced him, his long, odd cock startled her. Sara ran her hands over it and licked him from stem to stern and then inhaled it as she had all the others. Not even the least inhibition. This was a practiced cocksucker. Sean petted her constantly and I swear she went much longer with him than anyone else. His hands stroking her hair seemed to lull her into motionless peace with his cock in her mouth, surely extending down into her willing and very capable throat. Her eyes went closed and after a much longer time she seemed to start, coming aware that she'd dozed! Her eyes opened and she backed away from his cock. He staggered to his seat.
"Sonny, she's amazing! God...are we really going to make her airtight?" Sean asked as Sammy took his turn. Sammy's cock slid into Sara's mouth easily and all the way to the root. She sucked on him then. Her throat worked, her body shuddered.
"She's to be used and used properly." I answered Sean. He nodded and all the room nodded with him, even Sara with Sammy's cock lodged deep in her mouth bobbed her head with little twitches that could only be understood as accepting validation of my words.
Something was different. I wasn't sure what but the guys all seemed to be in harmony. When Sammy was dismissed, with increasing regret I observed, Jamie completed her cocksucking set. Sara took his cock into her mouth with a loud moan, groaning as the end tickled her throat and whimpering with regret as the time expired and she backed away from him. Her eyes had dulled and, empty, her mouth hung open while she licked her lips over and over.
Jamie looked at me.
"Fuck her." I said. "Twelve deep strokes each, round and round we go."
"Snatch?" He asked immediately. "What pose should she strike for our use of her?" Sara's head turned to me with a laser sort of focus.
"Hands and knees." I whispered. "Doggy fuck this bitch."
Jamie didn't hesitate any longer than did dear Sara. He moved behind her as she assumed her pose on hands and knees. His cock touched her ass and her head came up. It disappeared into her cunt and she moaned.
"Oh god...oh my god, Sonny, tell me I can cum!" Jamie's head whipped around to look at me.
"Beg, Sara slut." I said to her. Her head swiveled, I was behind and to her left at about seven or eight on the clock if her ass was six. Her eyes found me.
"My master, please let this...oh my god...oh god! Please, please, please let this slut cum!" Jamie seemed to be trying to quash every word before it ever left her lips, gripping her by this hips and driving into her with deep intensity.
"That's twelve." Brent said.
Jamie went still and Sara whined, like a bearing was going out of a flywheel. He backed out of her, but turned before he was clear of her cunt and pointed at Chris. Chris was behind Sara's posed body and inside her before her whine reached a crescendo. He thrust into her, hard, rocking her forward. He reached forward and grabbed the auburn hair of her head, yanking her head further back. She yelped, even as her body bucked.
"Master! Please!" She cried. "I am, I am, oh my god I am cumming!" Sara's hips quivered and she rocked back into Chris, jamming herself onto is cock.
"Cum for us, Sara, there's my good girl!" I managed, late though I was, some instinct told me to dismiss the poor timing and bless her climax. I had no wish to alienate her pleasure, she tried to ask but the switch of cocks, the sudden emptiness and then the powerful thrust that cured that taunting absence surely undid her.
"I am cumming for you, Master! Cumming for you Sonny!" Sara cried and her body bucked, her head strained at the hand knotted in her hair and the pain must have been intense. Sara screamed, bucked again, her body convulsing but she held the pose, even as Chris hammered at her cunt. He was counting through gritted teeth. At nine, Sara squealed and her body bucked again, fighting his hold on her hair but without success.
"Cumming again!" She announced. "Oh my loving lord of creation I am cumming again!"
I realized I'd not included her keeping track of her cum count but dismissed it as superfluous.
Then, on the heels of that thought, "Two, Master, climax two for you!" Sara added, gasping and huffing.
Chris arrived at twelve and withdrew from her leaving her head down between her elbows, still in the proper pose but gasping and hissing in the aftermath of her orgasm. Jamie pointed to Sammy. Sammy was up and behind Sara's posed body immediately but he probed her with fingers first. She shuddered her head came up, not even looking to see who was about the fuck her.
"Oh god please, cock!" She cried. Her voice warbled with a raw need that seemed to fill the room and mesmerize us all. "Please, my god I never felt this before! I never knew I could want fucked, need fucked so much like this...so fast! Oh god, please fuck me!"
Sammy, being Sammy, did. He rabbit fucked her so hard she tipped over till her face was on the floor with just her ass in the air, the target he repeatedly pummeled. He, like Chris counted but with better volume. We could see her anticipation as the end of his good service approached. She tried to twerk her ass at him to reach the ecstasy there before he left her but when he withdrew she cried out in frustration.
"Oh no, please, I am so close...again! Oh no!" Her voice rattled with her need.
Jamie pointed at Landon. Landon approached her taking his position behind her between her ankles, laying a hand on her lower back.
"Up, Miss Sara." He said softly. "Sonny said, all fours and so it should be. Up and I'll put my cock in you as you need."
Sara went still and then fought her way back into position. Her arms quivered and her head drooped, but she managed to find the prescribed position again.
"Head up." Landon said. As soon as she lifted her head to point her face straight ahead, he slowly, very, very slowly slid his cock into her cunt.
Sara screamed. Her body tensed and her head whipped around, her glassy eyes found me solely from memory for she was seeing nothing. "Master, god, Sonny please let this slut...oh fuck!" She screamed then and bucked. "Cumming!" She screamed.
Landon held her by the hips, his cock inside her, his body rumpling her fine lean ass, not moving. She juddered then...trying to get the delicious friction that made her cavort into ecstasy in the first place, but Landon held her still. When she realized she'd have no aid in her efforts, she quieted, like the exaltation passed out of her greedy reach.
Landon held his position for some long time. At first Sara shuddered her body quaking the way a horse's hide will twitch to shoo flies away. Then gradually she quieted and only when she was fully still did he withdraw.
"One." He said into the quivering silence.
"One!" She repeated. Somehow she knew what he wanted. Landon drove into her and withdrew again, stopping with the tip of his cock just inside her. "Two!" She gasped. He repeated his method through to the end and each time she rasped out the count. Her body was shivering with need, the need for speed before he arrived at ten. Her voice turned liquid with desire, the limpid lust ravaged her voice making her sound ever more anguished by the time she said 'twelve', her tone utterly shattered by the anticipated emptiness that indeed followed.
Jamie pointed at Rodney even as Landon retreated from the female in heat. Her mind had departed and she was nothing more than a cock pit, a place to plant cocks and all she wanted was to fulfill that destiny. The sure knowledge that it would never be more than twelve strokes teased her mind with both anticipation and dread.
Rodney was no tease. His arrival behind her rocked her forward and he thunder fucked her. She tried to count but by six she'd lost her voice and was gasping. The sound of his cock sloshing inside her became her next supplication for the right to cum. The moment she asked, as his cock slammed into her at eight, he stopped, turned to me and raised his eyebrows. Sara didn't dare move by this time, but shook with the desire to cum.
"Yes, do, cum now for us!" I said into the stillness. Remarkably, she did.
"Oh thank you, cumming!" She cried out her head jerked back as though pulled by an unseen hand. Rodney took the hint and grasped her by the hair. She cried out as he pulled harder at her so her back bowed with the tension. "Oh god, three...three...three!" she chanted as though the number were an incantation. Rodney resumed his cock storm, riding her to twelve in short order and then nearly flinging her away from him as he withdrew, leaving her panting and empty.
Sara keened as she was abandoned. Jamie took her next. His was a stately stratagem. He simply mounted her and fucked her in a smooth thrust and retreat, even but slow so that she counted easily but her body clearly wanted more of what Rodney had offered. At twelve she sighed and nearly wept, her voice twisting the word into a plea for something she never dared voice before. Jamie indicated Sean should have her next He penetrated her and held her still, her cunt full of his odd cock sensation.
"Ask me to fuck you, slut." He growled, his voice too high to make it sound threatening. Sammy snickered but Jamie silenced him with a look. Sammy looked abashed but had to cover his mouth with a hand.
"Oh please, Sir, please fuck this slut. She wants to cum more, needs to be cock stroked to climax again. My god, I have never cum like this ever before!" Her voice warbled with amazed delight. "I am. I am a slut. Such a slut!"
Sean did then. He fucked her as hard as anyone but with long strokes that ground deep into her cunt, twisting his ass so he surely stirred her with his cock like she was a deep cocktail glass. No one counted. Sara was whimpering and keening as his cock sluiced in and out of her. The light caught her inner right thigh just right once and it gleamed with the wash of her cunt juice. Sean backed out of her.
Jamie looked at me and I moved behind her, still dressed. I opened my pants and thrust into her, burying my cock inside her. She groaned. I held to her hips. "Sara, clinch your cunt on my cock." I growled.
"Yes, yes, yes!" She shrieked and her cunt did our biding. It relaxed and I slapped her right hip. "No, clinch until you have leave to release!" She repeated the clinch, her cunt chewing at my cock with renewed enthusiasm. I counted to twelve in my head. "Release, Sara slut." I muttered, then I simply fucked her, slow and deep. She counted each stroke. I'd draw back and slide into her rich cunt, stalling inside her to feel the ripple and clasp of her wondrous hold on me. She clinched on me each time even as I withdrew then relaxed when I was nearly gone. By twelve I was ready to fill her with cum but removed from her cunt I withheld the orgasm and staggered away from her.
Pet was at my side and she undressed me then. I glanced at Mavis as Brent completed the cycle and filled Sara with his cock. She cried out and begged to cum, number four, once more and I granted her entreaty and she screamed each numeral from seven to the end as though her orgasm turned into an aria of ecstasy that left her a gasping puddle of female. She knew there was no more cock for her and she collapsed into a heap on the carpet, her body twitching and jerking with the aftershocks.
"That was pretty good." Sammy said into the midst of her sighing denouement.
"Pretty good! That was fucking awesome!" Brent gloated. "My god, Sonny, where do you find all these amazing cunts?"
I took it as rhetorical and just glowed at the idea. My conundrum reappeared but I didn't seem to be unnerved by the paradox. Sara lay as she had crumpled, her breathing the only motion that moved her. Jamie looked at me. I nodded and he scanned the room full of bare cocks.
"Sean, lie down beside her, you get her cunt. Sammy, you take her ass. Rodney, her mouth. First to cum, Chris is there."
There was a flurry of motion but Sara didn't move. She was man-handled into position. Her body arranged so that she was perched on Sean's cock. Mavis was at her side with lube and greased her ass and then provided Sammy the same consideration. Sammy pressed into her and she groaned. Sara bucked as he fit his cock to her tight ass.
"Oh god, cumming!" She squealed.
"Yes, Sara, cum for us!" I made her ambition my command, late as it was. I realized that getting that right would take some coordination and that would need some practice.
"Oh thank you, Master, cumming! Climax five!" Sara cried again, her body surging between the two men pinioning her between them. She was bowed over Sean, his hands gripped her breasts. Rodney gasped her by the hair and lifted her to face her thick fate. She took it into her mouth with a guttural gulp. The three of them fucked her in a ragged imitation of proper use of a set of holes. Gradually they evened out and found a sort of rhythm, one thrusting then the next then the third, each addressing her body one hole at a time in syncopated synchrony.
I believe she orgasmed from it at least twice, making number six in short order. After the sequential use, this made her fate almost certain. The noises she made were sub-human, animal grunts and squeals that surely made Rodney's experience with her mouth more rewarding.
"That's six." I said aloud. "Sara, slap someone twice when you need to cum, asking permission, then squeal as you do...I'll keep count for you." Watching her try to nod fully filled as she was made me chuckle.
"Oh fuck, her cunt...it's so alive, and I can feel her body respond when you run the rod into her ass!" Sean growled. "Oh fuck, god, I am cumming already!" He arched under the airtight female and she bucked as he filled her cunt. Over and over Sean lurched up at her and she responded each time with a grunt and shudder of her own. He gradually subsided into that sweet lethargy of satiation.
"Next." Jamie said, lying down beside them. Sammy and Rodney picked the girl up between them and moved her bodily to be astride Jamie. Jamie fingered her dripping cunt, tendrils of viscous cum dangled out of her, like spider silk in a dewy morning. Jamie fingered her, she glugged on Rodney's cock. They worked well together keeping ass and mouth full of cock even as she was lifted and then settled once more onto Jamie's cock with his selfish investment.
They fucked her more. The same round-table method followed the pattern, each taking a stroke at the assigned hole until they found this magical rhythm where each was stroking into her all at once and Sara seemed to be suspended between them. She tensed, her lean body rippling with the effort. She tapped Rodney's hip twice, managing to make it seem very, very urgent.
"Yes, Sara, you may cum for us." I growled.
Her body shuddered, then she bucked, shrieked and Rodney jammed his cock hard into her mouth, surely bruising her lips. She glugged again and then cum spurted out of her lips. Her throat worked as she sought to swallow. Behind her, Sammy thrust and ground at he